
1

Veerangana 2014

Navy Wives  
Welfare  

associatioN

Glorious Past,  
Dynamic Present  

& Promising Future

2014

rangana



As Steve Maraboli had once said: My past has not defined me, destroyed me, deterred me, or defeated 
me; it has only strengthened me.  Our past becomes our guiding force to build our present and march 
towards the unknown and unforeseen future.  The lessons learnt from the past equips us to tackle 
present challenges and endeavour to build a promising future. Our theme for this year’s Veerangana 
celebrates the glorious past of Indian Navy, the present supremacy of Indian Navy which has evolved 
as well as expanded manifold and the future that would be the harbinger of great glory for our 
country and of course Indian Navy.  Our cover page reflects the transition that Indian Navy has un-
dergone and also projects the support system of our accomplished officers-their better halves who are 
the pillars of strength for the officers as well as NWWA(Navy Wives Welfare Association) and provide 
yeoman’s service to make lives of all naval families a comforting, secure and a happy one.

The cover page depicts a grand old ship with its armaments in the backdrop to represent the glories 
that Indian Navy has attained since its inception over our territorial waters and beyond.

The ship in the foreground (No prizes for guessing!!) is our newest addition to the fleet INS Vikra-
maditya which is sure to strengthen our present prowess over the deep blues and also holds great 
promises of a triumphant future.

The deep blue ocean depicts the vast expanse of our territorial waters that our officers keep secure by 
toiling night and day 365 days every year without caring for their personal comfort. 
The naval personnel depicted in the cover page represents our pride and strength of Indian Navy –our 
officers who are not only accomplished technocrats but also equally loving and caring family men.

The lady represents the ‘good ladies’ of our officers who not only look after the hearth& home but also 
extend a helping hand to all initiatives of NWWA so as to make lives of all residents within Naval 
bases and even for civilians a thriving and an enriching one. 

“Age shall not weary them, nor the years condemn. 
At the going down of the sun and in the morning 
We salute them.”

Long live our Veeranganas and our gallant men!!!
  Paromita Ojha
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As I pen my thoughts down, I look back at the year gone by that one has the privilege of being at the helm of 
NWWA (WR). With deep humility, have experienced the complete multitude of emotions that life has to offer 
- joy, satisfaction, fulfillment, sorrow and grief.

In a very eventful year, the ladies of the NWWA (WR) gave an excellent account of their dedication and com-
mitment and were more than equal to the various tasks and challenges that confronted them as they continued 
to conduct various events under the aegis of NWWA. A defining trend observed through the various activity 
centres of NWWA (WR) has been the presence of very willing and happy volunteers and the very genial and 
cheerful work environment enabling our ladies to focus their efforts on actual community work instead of 
endless coffee mornings and cultural programmes. 

The lasting and overbearing event that cast a pall of gloom over the entire naval fraternity was the recent 
Submarine tragedy. The incident brought to fore yet again the challenges of profession of arms that our gal-
lant men serve with great honour and pride. As families of our brave men who made the supreme sacrifice in 
the call of duty grieved the loss of their dear ones, NWWA extended constant support in all possible ways to 
the bereaved families. Mrs Satvasheela Chavan, wife of Maharashtra Chief Minister, met with families of our 
Nauveers, on 02 Sep 13 at NWWA KENDRA. Efforts are continuing to extend continuous support and welfare 
guidance to all concerned families by NWWA (WR). The quick release of NGIF, INBA and other financial 
support by NHQ and HQWNC was most remarkable. The PDNPF personally flew down from Delhi.

I draw great satisfaction and stand reassured that our close knit naval fraternity is one large family and like all 
families we share and participate in the joys and sorrows of our family members. May God give the bereaved 
families strength and fortitude to cope with their irreplaceable loss and draw solace and support within our 
naval family.

I would like to express my unqualified and whole hearted gratitude to the highly spirited and motivated ladies 
that make the NWWA succeed. I am positive that with the continued and whole hearted support of the ladies 
of WNC, the NWWA (WR) would continue to grow stronger and keep evolving itself to meet the needs and 
aspirations of our naval fraternity.

Mrs Mona Sinha
President NWWA
Western Region
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Mrs Ragini Chopra
President NWWA
Eastern Region

It gives me immense pleasure to convey my warm greetings to all members of the NWWA fraternity.

The relationship between the past, present and future shapes our understanding of the world around us. 
Whether it is the perceived consequences of past events, the urgency of present concerns, or the challenges of 
the future, learning, from our experiences and our interactions, is a continuous activity. In today’s connected 
world, the present generation has the world at their fingertips in ways that were unimaginable just a generation 
ago. In this flat world, there is a huge expanse of new ideas and thoughts which offer endless participatory pos-
sibilities for all, and, learning, therefore, becomes a two-way process for the old as well as the young. 

The theme of this year’s edition of Veerangana- ‘’Glorious Past, Dynamic Present & Promising Future’’ is, 
therefore, both profound and topical, since it aptly endeavors to trace our past, assess and imbibe the present 
and visualise the future. As an organisation, NWWA, too, has evolved and remains steadfast in its aim of im-
proving the naval community by helping the naval wife to recognize her true potential, providing a platform 
for her talents, lending a shoulder to share her burdens and a voice to celebrate her achievements. We must, 
therefore, be justifiably proud of our glorious past, confident of managing the challenges of today and look 
forward to a promising future. 

The focus of NWWA activities has all along been the empowerment and social upliftment of our members, as 
well as good health and overall development of our children. I am happy to state that these sincere efforts to 
bring about a change in the quality of lives of our families have shown discernible progress. My compliments 
go out to all who have devoted their valuable efforts in reaching out to improve the ‘Human Happiness Index’ 
of our community. 

Over the past years, Veerangana has emerged as an interactive medium that wonderfully showcases the 
thoughts and ideas of the naval fraternity and allows us to reach out to a wider audience for our mutual growth 
and development. I congratulate the editorial team for bringing out this splendid edition.
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Mrs Payal Soni
President NWWA
Southern Region

It is that time of the year again, when we unveil yet another edition of the magazine Veerangana that showcases 
the naval life, the literary prowess and the creative acumen from our naval fraternity.

As we in the Navy, leave old shores to find a toe hold amidst new surroundings, meet new friends, develop 
fresh bonds, catch up with old friends …apart from converting our newest dwelling into a home ....all in all.. 
with an ambition in our hearts and a silent prayer on our lips, all of us chart fresh courses and start new chap-
ters continuously. Thus the theme for this edition of ‘Veerangana’, ‘Glorious Past, Dynamic Present, Promising 
Future’..holds very dear to my heart. Navy as an institution has been rich in tradition and customs and I can 
see that regardless of the busy lives that we lead we have not done away with these customs but have nurtured 
and improvised with zest to hold and weave them into the present. I am sure in the years to come we will con-
tinue to be fervent in these endeavours.

It is with an immense sense of pride and satisfaction, above all, humility and a sense of belonging, that I pen 
these words, acutely aware of the ever increasing challenges faced by the naval wife and our roles in the myriad 
of professional, ethical and social changes that our Navy, as well as the entire nation is going through.  

 While extending my warmest greetings and best wishes to all of you, I congratulate each and every member of  
‘Team Veerangana’ for putting together an excellent collection of articles, immensely enjoyable in all its facets 
covering almost every aspect of a naval wife.
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Padmini Nair
Editor

Northern region

At the very outset let me wish all NWWA members,  their  families and readers a very happy , peaceful 
and fruitful New Year ahead. May all your wishes come true and may all your endeavours be successful.  

This year VEERANGANA is dedicated to a GLORIOUS PAST, a DYNAMIC PRESENT AND a PROM-
ISING FUTURE. Articles have been selected to bring out colours and flavours of the years gone  by,  the 
present day,  and a promising future written by our very own galaxy of writers and poets.

We have attempted to do full justice to the theme. We have also included a small section on the tragedy 
which occurred this year in our lives; and we would like to silently dedicate a moment to  the loved ones 
we have lost. We wish God gives the families the strength to bear with the loss and the means to fulfill 
their dreams and wishes.

I would like to thank the Editorial Team who have toiled and  spared precious personal  time to help bring 
out this magazine within the stipulated time limit.

Wishing   all of you a happy reading. We look forward to getting bouquets & brick bats from our readers.

“ Yesterday is history, 
tomorrow is a mystery,

 today is a GIFT of God ,
 which is why we call it Present”

Bil Keane

Editorial

Editor’s Note
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It was a crisp November morning with light breeze 
blowing and a chill in the air, and soon we three 

from Team Sanchar (NR) Mrs. Padmini Nair, Mrs.
Jaishree Prasad and I reached our destination- the 
elegant home of Mrs. Minu Dhowan. As we were 
quickly ushered in, we were mesmerized to witness 
the plush interiors, every nook and corner of the 
house reflected the refined taste of its dwellers. 
Soon, we were face to face with the lady of the house 
who welcomed us graciously. A few lines that we had 
read a long time ago recurred in our mind: 

There are three things admirable for a woman to be, 
at any age! Whether you are four or forty-four or nine-
teen! It’s always wonderful to be elegant, it’s always 
fashionable to have grace, and it’s always glamorous 
to be brave! 

Our host definitely had all the three traits in abun-
dant measure.  Her poise, grace and calm dignity 
enthralled us completely for the next one hour that 
we spent conversing with her. 
Excerpts from the insightful conversation: 

How did your tryst with naval life begin?
Till I got married, I had no inkling about naval life nor 
did my parents know what naval life was all about. I 
hail from a typical Punjabi household where arranged 
marriages were the usual norm. My father was very 
impressed with my would-be husband and arranged 
for a meeting at a common place.  Since I was a 
very shy girl in that brief interaction time I could not 
even manage to sneak a proper glance at my future 
husband. Once married, I experienced a different 
way of life altogether, it took me time to understand 

Rendezvous with  
Minu Dhowan

Paromita ojha
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the naval way of life and start interacting with the 
naval community. I would say my husband was a 
pillar of strength for me at that time as he helped 
me in my transition from a coy bride to a confident 
naval wife. All these years I have looked up to him 
as my friend, philosopher as well as a guide and our 
journey together has been a very endearing one. 

As a young naval wife how did you visualize the 
journey ahead?
When I got married I had no idea about defence life 
so I decided to take things as they came. I got married 
at the age of 22 and at that age and time girls were 
expected to adjust and be accommodating. Since I 
was groomed to be adjusting since childhood, I could 
adapt myself with ease to naval life. My husband 
had forewarned me that there would be periods of 
long separations and I would be expected to handle 
the family front single-handedly so I was mentally 
prepared for my life as a naval spouse. 

Did you do anything unique to groom yourself  
for the role of a naval wife?
I did nothing unique to groom myself. Before I got 
married I had a much protected life with no parties and 
no late nights.  So in the initial days of our marriage 
I was shy and reticent but  my husband became my 
guide and patiently clarified all my doubts, helped 
me overcome all my inhibitions and encouraged me 
to speak my mind.  I gained confidence and brushed 
up my inter-communicational skills as in Navy we 
are expected to interact with people from diverse 
backgrounds and cultures. I would say I came to 
my own only after marriage and we kind of grew up 
together. My parents-in-law had also helped me a lot 
in those initial years when I had spent a lot of time 
with them since my husband was sailing a lot those 
days. 

Do you remember your maiden appearance in a 
naval social gathering? Any humorous incident 
you would like to share with us?
My maiden appearance was very embarrassing. 
In those days all young officers were posted for 
long courses, so my husband was posted to Kochi 
for his long course. Once, we went to the club for 
dinner, everybody present there thought we were 
siblings since we resembled each other so much. It 

is generally believed that spouses generally tend to 
look alike after maybe 20-22 years of married life but  
for us it was right from the beginning. As a young 
wife I committed a lot of blunders with ranks as it 
was very confusing for me initially. I remember while 
trying to make polite conversation with an Admiral 
who was posted in Mumbai I ended up asking him 
to as to where he was posted? Well, those mistakes 
were a learning experience and I learnt through each 
one of them.

In your opinion, what is the most difficult part of 
being a naval wife and a mother?
Both of them are challenging in their own ways. It 
is never an easy task to guide the children, handle 
children’s education and the home at the same time, 
that too single-handedly, as your husband is rarely 
at base.  It is not always easy to explain their father’s 
absence for long durations. To be a naval spouse 
is equally challenging and as one grows seniority 
wise in the services it is challenging to perform your 
duties perfectly since so many people are looking up 
to you.  You have to strive really hard to meet their 
expectations as there is no space for committing 
mistakes. 

How did you explain to your kids about their 
father’s venture into the seas for prolonged 
period of time?
Kids are very adaptable, so when they were young 
they understood that their father was away due 
to work commitments, their father also called up 
whenever he could as those days the channels of 
communication were not so advanced. They adjusted 
to his absence quite well. 
My children left home early and went abroad for 
studies, so they could not see much of naval life, 
they have missed out living in naval community, it 
was a heart-breaking decision for us to send them 
out of India for higher studies but it was worth it, they 
are doing well and are well settled in Australia and 
Canada respectively. 

Tell us something more about your family and 
social life? 
Right now I barely get time as multiple social 
engagements are always lined up; the pace is so 
hectic that at times it gets a little too much to handle. 

Interview
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Since, we are from Delhi there are lots of friends and 
relatives here so we try to catch up whenever we can. 
Whenever we are home, we look forward to talking 
to our three children who are settled abroad and we 
also plan about our future.

How has your spouse enriched your life?
As I mentioned earlier, I was not a confident girl when 
I married but with infinite patience, love and care my 
husband has taught me to face situations head-on.  I 
have evolved as a more mature, understanding and 
compassionate human being due to his support. 

Why and when did you actively start participating 
in NWWA activities?
Mrs Kumud Kohli appointed me as the ‘Entertainment’ 
member while we were posted in Delhi.  I was very 
apprehensive then as I didn’t know much about 
handling these kind of responsibilities, but now 
when I look back,I am glad  that she chose me, as 
I learnt how to manage people and resources so 
well.That experience was an eye-opener for me. 
Later in Visakhapatnam, when my husband was 
the Fleet Commander, as his wife I looked after the 
NWWA activities and then as Wife of COS, I took 
up ‘Welfare’ activities on insistence of Mrs Beena 
Suthan, President NWWA (ER). It was such an 
enriching experience interacting with so many ladies 

especially sailors’ wives, as they are the support 
system of Navy. I got a very good response from 
them. I am now also involved with various welfare 
activities of NWWA. I feel NWWA is doing so much 
for the community by offering so many facilities, so 
the married officers should encourage their wives to 
be part of this vibrant association. Navy looks after 
us so well, it is also our responsibility to give back 
something to the society by helping out whenever we 
can in various NWWA endeavours. We look forward 
to more young wives joining NWWA, as young minds 
would bring fresh insights. 

Tell us about the best part of your work as Vice-
President NWWA?
 As part of Welfare initiative, I look forward to 
interaction with the wives of sailors. It is quite 
challenging to cater to their requirements considering 
the limitations that we have. I also love to interact with 
different kinds of people, within service and outside 
as it is always a learning experience when you deal 
with such diversity. 

Which project of NWWA has been closest to your 
heart? 
All Welfare activities have been really close to my 
heart and I really enjoyed being part of TARSH, as it 

is a creative arena and I am a creative person. 
The concept was floated by Mrs.  Madhulika 
Verma and I would like to thank her profusely 
for introducing us to this beautiful art and also 
to different kinds of fabric. I have tried my hand 
at block printing and discovered that I really 
could design saris too. 
How did you maintain your work-life balance?
 It was very difficult. As I mentioned earlier I 
hail from Delhi and my mother is also settled 
here so it was quite a herculean task to give her 
time, manage my social engagements, take 
care of home etc. However over the years, I 
think I have learnt the art of time-management 
and prioritising assignments quite well. So, till 
date I have successfully managed to maintain 
my work-life balance. 

How do you spend your much needed 
leisure time amidst your hectic schedule? 
I rarely get time but whatever time I get I like to 
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unleash my creative side – I write poetries, I paint on 
canvas and pottery alike and also de-stress myself 
by cooking meals.

You are considered to be a style icon by many, 
what is your style mantra? 
I don’t have any style mantra, I wear whatever I like, I 
generally like things ‘out -of –the- box’, I avoid run-of-
the-mill kind of clothes. My penchant for unique things 
reflects in my clothes and even in my presentation 
of food. I do follow fashion trends but not blindly, I 
wear whatever suits me. While presenting food also 
I look into the tiniest detail and ensure that even the  
décor  of the dinner table is set as per the cuisine I 
am serving and this attention to detail has induced 
me to collect a  lot of  artefacts over the years. 

Any personal ambitions yet unattained? 
Being a Naval officer’s wife I have been fortunate 
to visit a lot of countries and interact with the wives 
of officers from different parts of the world. In the 
course of these interactions I collected a lot of local 
recipes and my passion for cooking developed from 
there. I like to eat in road-side eateries when abroad 
as you get to sample authentic cuisines in these 
eateries only. I used to keep taking photographs of 
the food and noted down the exotic names of these 
dishes. These experiences have fuelled my dream of 

opening a restaurant serving high-end food in Delhi.  
I am looking forward to fulfilling this dream post my 
husband’s retirement. In fact a long time ago I had 
helped a friend of mine in setting up a restaurant in 
Delhi, we had started from scratch- we had planned 
the menu, done up the interiors etc. Unfortunately, I 
couldn’t carry it on for a long time as due transfer we 
had to move out from Delhi. My husband at that time 
had supported me completely and I know he will stand 
by me in future endeavours also.I am, also looking 
forward to be a grandmother soon and I am already 
emotionally attached to my unborn grandchild.

What advice would you give to naval wives today 
who look up to you as their inspiration?
I would suggest them to be true to ‘self’, there is no 
need to put up a façade to impress others. People 
love and appreciate you when you are yourself. Do 
not worry about trivial things, do what you love the 
most and be part of this beautiful association NWWA 
as it will transform and enrich your life completely. 
We left her home invigorated and mesmerized by her 
zeal to live life to its fullest. We were reminded of 
Ulysses and his heart-felt vow: 

I cannot rest from travel: I will drink, 
Life to the lees -  Alfred Tennyson

Interview
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How did your journey in naval way of life begin?
My exposure to Naval Life began on reaching Delhi 
to join him at IIT Delhi. Initially, I stayed in the SP 
Marg Mess (the present day Battle Honors Mess) 
and kept myself busy by doing a couple of courses 
which used to take me to the famed Connaught Place. 
Since accommodation had to be hired in those days, 
our Sunday routine would be to go house hunting. 
Finally, we settled into our house in Munirka.

As a new entrant did you have any idea of what 
challenges lay ahead?
As a young wife, I only knew I had to pack my bags 
and move every 2 years and set up a new home at 
a new place. Frankly, I took life as it came and by 

God’s grace it was all good.

How did you prepare yourself for the role of a 
Naval wife?
I did not do anything unique. But the Naval fraternity 
helped me to play my role as a naval wife. In the 
absence of Internet and “Welcome Young Lady” it 
was my husband, friends and Senior Ladies from 
whom I picked up the nuances of naval life.

Was your first appearance in a Naval social 
gathering smooth or a tricky one?
My very first maiden appearance was to a Dinner 
Night at Visakhapatnam. But my most memorable 
experience was my first time aboard INS Ganga. Being 

from a non-Defence background it 
was a totally different experience. 
That’s when I learnt that balancing 
on the gangway in a Sari and heels 
could be a tricky affair. But it only 
became trickier, because the Ship 
even seemed to rock even when at 
Harbour!! 

In your opinion, do you feel it is 
challenging being a naval wife 
and a mother at the same time?
It may not be difficult but it may 
be slightly challenging at times. 
Especially when my children 
were young and he was away at 
sea, it was hard to manage the 
homefront. I had to single handedly 
do everything from running  the 
house, to take the ailing kids 
to hospital,attending all school 
meetings and even managing the 
groceries.My children were still 
small when my husband went away 
for a course for 6 months, but being 
in an establishment like INS Valsura 

Conversation with 
Uma Nadella sanchar team (nr)
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helped, because there was a whole base to support 
you. Whether in times of need or for a joyous occasion 
your neighbors become family members that makes 
the sailing smooth.

How has your husband helped you in evolving as 
a naval spouse?
I must say I have transformed from a young shy girl 
to a confident Naval wife. With him being away, I 
have transformed to being (it has taught me to be) an 
independent woman from being a very pampered and 
sheltered daughter. Also due to his transfers it has 
made me more adaptable and flexible. Not to forget 
that this journey has given me a lot of friends helped 
me learn about different cultures and see new places. 
The different experiences that I have encountered 
being a Naval wife has certainly enriched my life and 
is a journey that will always be a memorable one.

Why and when did you actively start participating 
in NWWA activities?
Though in a small way, I started participating in 
NWWA activities from my husband’s tenure in 
INS Gomati. But I actively started participating 
when we reached INS Valsura. From organizing 
coffee mornings to participating in NWWA nights, 
from planning outreach activities to environmental 
campaigns, I’ve done it all.

Do you feel that NWWA can enrich lives of Naval 
wives in more ways than it does already? Tell us 
about your experiences.
NWWA already has a wide range of activities and 
initiatives to help the Naval Community. NWWA 
should identify talent among the ladies and utilize 
their expertise for the benefit and betterment of 
the community. As I’ve mentioned earlier that I got 
actively involved in NWWA activities on reaching 
INS Valsura, so it actually gave me exposure to the 
wide gamut of activities that NWWA has.It gave me 
an opportunity to bond with all the ladies and make 
good friends. But I would sayit offered me a platform 
to explore and contribute to the various activities in 
both my stints. There were a few challenges that 
I had to overcome, like being a moderator in so 
many different activities. Different activities mean 
different people and hence different opinions. The 
challenge was to arrive at a conclusion that would 
bring everyone on the same page and yet meet the 

objective that we started out with.

Which initiatives of NWWA have been closest to 
your heart?
I would like to touch upon 2 projects that have been 
closest to me during this journey. Firstly Prerna acted 
as an eye opener. Because it is one thing to  beware 
of and be sensitive about cancer, but is a heart 
wrenching task to be dealing with the patients and 
their pain. It is the stark reality that comes to fore and 
makes our difficulties look much smaller. Another 
initiative of NWWA in which I was actively involved 
was Balpathshala. Because I strongly believe that 
education should be every child’s right as it helps in 
shaping their future as well as taking steps towards 
a brighter India.

How do you enjoy your leisure time?
It is imperative that in today’s fast paced life everyone 
finds little time for themselves in doing what they 
enjoy. I personally enjoy reading and gardening. I 
take keen interest in my flower garden and vegetable 
garden.

How/where do you see yourself in the coming 
years?
I see myself missing the Navy life for sure. But 
I also see us settling down in Hyderabad and am 
looking forward to setting up my new home there. 
Also I look forward to giving more time to my family 
commitments in Hyderabad. I see myself engaging 
in spiritual activities and intend giving more time to 
leisure activities as well. I would like to work towards 
education for the under privileged children, since I 
feel I can leverage my experience of being a teacher 
here. I would like to work towards this in the coming 
days.

Your suggestions to young Naval wives who look 
up to you for inspiration?
I believe that all the wives should make the most of 
being a part of the Navy. It is indeed a great privilege 
and pride to be a Naval wife and be a part of the 
Naval life. I think though the Navy life is different 
but it is one of the best because of the bonding, the 
facilities and the kind of environment it offers to all of 
us. I believe the Naval community has a lot to teach 
all of us through its journey and we should also give 
back to it in whatever way possible.

Interview
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A ROSE  
BY ANY  

OTHER NAME...
“...would smell just as sweet”, said Shakespeare.  
Then why are we so confused about our identity?

Kiran Pandit

VIZAG 1991
This conversation took place at an anniversary party 
onboard INS Rajput, between the then FOC-in-C’s 
wife,  a lady famous for her strong feminist views, 
and the young wife of one of the ship’s officers.
Senior Lady (SL): What is your name?
Young Wife (YW): I am Mrs.Deshpande, and my 
husband is the Navigating  Officer on this ship.
SL: I did not ask for your husband’s name, or what 
he does- I asked for yours! I hope that you’re aware 
that you have an identity of your own!
Though her views appeared blasphemy then, now I 
tend to agree with that senior lady, whose thinking 
was in any case ahead of her times. But the fact 
still remains that your presence onboard a ship or in 
any Naval environment, is courtesy your husband’s 
appointment , so your identity is inextricably linked 
with his.
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MUMBAI 2005
The following exchange occurred 
during the Fling Fleet Evening at 
the WNC Mess between a young 
wife (YW) who worked for an 
MNC, and myself.
Me: Hi Sonia!, how are you? I 
haven’t seen you for ages. I hope 
you’re well? Or were you out on 
chhutthi?
YW: No I’m working, and I get 
back late, so I don’t attend parties. 
I took leave for this one since 
Boman Irani is coming and he’s 
my favourite actor.
Me: So you socialize over the 
weekends, I suppose?
YW: No, I’m, so exhausted by the 
end of the week that I just want to 
stay in bed and relax.
Me: You mean you haven’t met 
your husband’s colleagues or their 
wives yet?
YW: No, he hasn’t met mine either. 
In any case, attending parties is 
an official requirement for him, not 
for me- I’m not in the Navy!
Me: .....!!! (too dumbstruck to 

speak)
If I hadn’t been so astounded, I 
would have l liked to ask that young 
lady why she lived in NOFRA, ate 
RIK, got herself treated at INHS 
Asvini and used INCS facilities, if 
she wasn’t in the Navy?
Yeh Kahaan Aa Gaye Ham, Yoon  
Hii Saath Saath Chalte
Don’t you think the pendulum has 
swung too far?
Here’s another snippet of 
conversation that I overhead 
between two pregnant, young 
naval wives at a NWWA Coffee 
Morning- a hilarious example of 
what can happen if you delink your 
identity from your husband.
YW1: Hi, I’m Sukanya. We’re 
obviously in the same boat!
YW2: I’m Gunjan, and I’m 
seasick!!
YW1: You know, this is our second 
child, and after the complications 
I had with the first, I’m only going 
ahead with this one because of 
that new young gynaecologist at 
Asvini- he’s so good, and sooooo 
handsome too, hai naa?
YW2: (tongue in cheek, with a 

straight face) Absolutely. And 
I’m also having my second child 
because of him!
To the undying embarrassment of 
YW1, she later found out that YW2 
was the wife of the aforementioned 
gynaecologist !
So I guess, as in most things, 
the safest bet is the middle path, 
which is why I’m signing off as... 
Kiran Pandit.
P.S. All names (except mine) 
have been changed for obvious 
reasons!

COME-MEET-
TEA 
“Bye Dad, I’m off to the NWWA 
Committee Meeting’’.  I called 
out in passing, as I rushed off to 
make it to the meeting on time- 
yes, we value punctuality, not just 
in the Navy but in NWWA too! My 
father- in-law waved goodbye with 
a ‘’see you later, enjoy yourself!’’ 
Enjoy myself? What did he mean? 
Did he think I was going for a 

Past to present
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party? I later discovered that to 
him ,it meant exactly what it said-
‘’Committee’’- as he patiently and 
succinctly explained, in words of 
one syllable-‘come’, ‘meet’ and 
have ‘tea’! Simple ,no? Sorry 
Dad, and others like him, which 
includes most people- but contrary 
to popular belief, we do manage to 
get some work done in between 
coming and meeting and having 
tea!
As a member of the NWWA 
committee, let me give you some 
‘inside gyan’!
The NWWA Committee Meeting 
is held once a month, usually in 
the first week of each month, at 
the NWWA Kendra, wherein  the 
NWWA Committee, comprising 
the President, the Vice president, 
the Secretary ,  the Treasurer 
and the Co-ordinators of all the 
Welfare activities of NWWA, get 
together for what is essentially a 
brainstorming session. Each co-
ordinator presents her report of 
the happenings of the previous 
month in her sphere of activity and 
outlines the plans for upcoming 
events in the next month. In this 
way, all of us remain updated 
on everything that is going on 
in NWWA. Besides this, we 
also provide inputs or make 
suggestions on ways to improve 
our functioning. Members are 
also informed about feedback 
received from other naval wives, 
outside the committee, about 
their requirements and the 
changes that they would like 
to see in NWWA’s activities. 
Organisation of major NWWA 
events is also discussed and 
specific responsibilities 
are delegated to all the 
members.
So, while you’re right- we 

do come, we do meet and yes, we 
do have tea- a NWWA committee 
meeting is always followed by 
delicious refreshments- it is also a 
lot of hard work, you’ll agree, for a 
very noble cause- the welfare of 
the naval community. 
And while we dedicate our time 
and our effort to this noble cause, 
Dad, as per your instructions, I 
did enjoy myself, as I do in every 
meeting, because being with your 
friends  catching up with them, 
and exchanging news about your 
personal lives is always fun ,isn’t 
it?

DRESSED TO 
THE NINES - 
OR SIXES?

Traditionally, all guests invited 
for a social gathering are sent an 
invitation card in their names. So it 
was no surprise that one such card 
arrived at an Admiral’s residence, 
to invite his young daughter, home 
on vacation from college, to a get 
together at the Mess. The surprise 
came when she arrived at the 
venue, smartly turned out, in her 
father’s 6B’s! Remember, this 
was in the era before women had 
joined the armed forces. Today 
the presence of a lady in uniform 
would not cause even a raised 
eyebrow, but back then, her grand 
entry in full regalia caused quite a 
furore! Her explanation? And you 
have to admit it was pretty logical, 
was that the invitation card, with 
her name on it, read dress: 6B’s! 
Obviously, an oversight by a 
harried Flag Lt, who, in his haste 
to make sure that the invitation 
reached her on time- the event was 
the same evening- had completely 
overlooked the fact that no officer 
was included in that particular 
invitation. Now we all understand 
that the dress code in an invitation 
is only for the gentlemen, and for 
the ladies it is but a pointer to the 
level of formality of the event, for 
them to dress accordingly. Since 
this young lady’s invitation did 

not include a gentleman, she 
was perfectly justified in her 
choice of attire. Of course, 
she was only trying to 

drive home a point , which 
she did, with a hammer! 

I’m sure none of us 
present that day, 

including the 
unfor tunate 
Flag Lt, will 

ever forget this 
lesson!
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The Rising GDP

Having spent the majority of our 
lives married into the naval 

fraternity, the penchant to use 
acronyms has become second 
nature, with no acronym too large 
or too small to catch us by surprise. 
Whilst the hubbies continue to use 
standard acronyms which by now 
sound all too familiar, creating 
new acronyms is best left to us, 
the better halves.
One such acronym coined is called 
‘GDP’. Far from being related to 
finances (which we see pretty 
less off), it stands for the “Glorious 
Past”, “Dynamic Present”, and 
“Promising Future”, (GDP), that 
the Navy stands for. Our “Glorious 
Past” of the Russian ships, our 
“Dynamic Present” of Indian built 
ships and our “Promising Future” 
of Aircraft Carriers is something 
every faithful naval wife would 
have heard scores of times. This 
metamorphic rise has its own set 
of advantages for a naval wife and 
the feminine perspective is right 

behind these men who man the 
seas.
This paradigm shift from the past 
to the present has resulted in a 
quantum leap in the ‘days at sea’. 
Whilst our sea farers secretly 
enjoy it but grunt and groan when 
at home to achieve the ‘sympathy 
factor’, this increase in our days 
of freedom has resulted in a high 
dependence on Maggie Meals, 
Pizzas and Burgers. With the 
children loving it, who are we 
‘home makers’ to raise a hue and 
cry.
Gone are the days when washing 
a white uniform was a taxing and 
daunting task to be achieved by 
mere hands. With the advent of 
automatic washing machines, 
what was a dreaded chore is now 
just a button away. The future 
is even more promising with 
‘disposables on the anvil’, if the 
submariners have their way.
There was a time when our hubbies 
used to proudly cut the umbilical 

chord as they sailed off, leaving 
mundane chores like house 
shifting, ration collection and the 
works to us, poor damsels. Whilst 
there has been no re-allocation 
in duties, Airtel and Vodaphone 
have ensured that periodic grunts 
and groans from our end can 
reach their worthy ears. The future 
is even more promising if satellite 
communication has its way.  
Sailings in the past were so boring, 
if I may say. The tired hubby 
used to reach home only with the 
standard bag of clothes to wash 
before the next sailing. Now, with 
them gallivanting all across the 
Globe on missions ranging from 
rescue operations and diplomacy 
to anti piracy patrols, another 
bag of ‘travel goodies’ bought is 
part of the standard kit brought 
home. Woe bemoans any naval 
sea farer who tries to dilute this 
drill as ‘purchase lists’ are freely 
circulated on ‘FB’ for qualitative 
and quantitative comparison.

With such an exciting 
life at hand, the naval 
wife can only wish 
for much more in the 
naval quest for this 
memorable transition 
from the “Glorious 
Past” to a “Dynamic 
Present” and even 
a more “Promising 
Future”. The rising 
‘GDP’ is here to 
stay.........but as Ms 
Pepsi says....” Yeh Dil 
Mange More...!!!!!

Ligy rejith

Past to present
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Well, today after 6 years of 
marriage that had its ample 

share of turbulence and calm, I 
decided to take a furtive look at the 
times spent with my submariner, 
some very memorable and 
some catastrophic, yet each 
day a learning experience and a 
mélange of precious memories. 
Flashback: a girl with dreams to fly 
and live life ‘queen size’ working 
with a reputed airline interacts 
with a handsome young man on 
a popular social networking site 
mistaking him for a past batch 
mate. God in his heaven contrived 
to set the ball rolling and that 
casual acquaintance changed to 
something deeper. God must have 
laughed his heart out & ensured 

she never fell short of adventure 
with her paramour and so the 
couple underwent a brief spell 
of break-up followed by a semi-
secretive marriage due parental 
opposition.  
After much conundrum once 
she joined her submariner 
in Visakhapatnam, she was 
immediately dropped in a flat 
in Naval Park and her gallant 
knight went off sailing, squashing 
her dreams of setting up home 
together. The very same night 
the wife was greeted by a bat 
since there was no window frame 
installed in one of the bedrooms 
and later by a rat scampering 
away in full glory within the house. 
Imagine her plight, to view at such 

close quarters such unwelcome 
guests with no hope of rescue as 
the flat opposite and immediately 
below were vacant, nor any  
superheroes like ‘Spiderman/
Batman’ dropped by. The wife 
with trepidation decided to let the 
visitors continue their nocturnal 
mission solely in the bedroom by 
locking it from outside and slept 
in the hall reciting the lines which 
seemed to mock at her plight now 
‘God is in his heaven, and all is well 
with the world’. Well, God definitely 
was in Heaven but all was surely 
not well in her world at least. 
The doorbell rang one fine 
morning, and the wife was in for 
a rude shock, when she opened 
the door to an unkempt, bearded 

A SNEAK PEEK
into the heart of a submariner’s wife

 Paromita ojha 

You are not defined by your past. You are 
prepared by your past. 
 -Unknown
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stranger with a strange smell all 
over him. With some effort she 
recognized her 16 day old husband 
who no sooner walked inside 
the house, immediately walked 
out, much to the chagrin of the 
wife who had spent hours trying 
to do-up the house making the 
best use of the limited resources 
available nearby and also a daring 
trip to the city hitherto unknown 
to her, maneuvering the slippery 
sulphur and other industrial waste 
smeared roads in and around 
Naval dockyard infamous for oil 
spills. She ran after her husband 
calling him back who returned 
dazedly refusing to believe this 
was the house he had left her 
in fifteen days back. The house 
eventually turned into a retreat 
of solace and comfort for the 
man and the wife i.e. me and my 
husband, with the tapestry of our 
married life enriched by our friends 
from the naval fraternity, the ward-
room get together and constant 
witty reminders from the seniors 
and juniors alike in INS Sindhuraj, 
INS Sindhurakshak, INS Vagli 
that my husband is ‘one of his 
kind’ in the arm (no submariner 
remotely thinks of marriage in 
dolphin training time) as he did 
in true ‘filmi’ style not caring that 
he was yet to attain his ‘Dolphins’, 
charging in  to ‘secure’ me (and his 
life),  when the ‘ballast tank’ of our 
love life was overflowing with my 
tears due to ASW(anti-submarine 
warfare) strategy of the parents. 
After 6 eventful years I’ve learnt 
to cope with the unannounced 
late night calls from bachelors 
demanding coffee and snacks, 
the winged, creepy and crawly 
visitors abounding in NORA and 
also ghost stories from maids, the 
familiar strange smell (of diesel, 

oil, grime, grease and passion) 
my husband carried home when 
he returned from his sailings 
or after his daily visit to his self-
proclaimed ‘first love’- his boat. I 
also mastered the acrobatic skills 

required to squeeze into the hatch 
and climb down the greasy ladders 
of the boat. I cherish the salutes 
given by men in uniform while I 
was in the gangway (has an old 
world charm of its own). I treasure 
the helping hand extended by 
women folk of naval fraternity and 
the opportunity given by NWWA 
to anchor a NWWA General Body 

Meeting in Visakhapatnam and 
now be part of Sanchar team (NR). 
Today, I feel proud to share my 
bildungsroman with all, as it is in 
Naval bases that I learnt to cherish 
the bounty that life has offered 

to me and God willing, I am not 
willing to let go off it anytime soon. 
Thank you hubby, for sharing a 
slice of ‘dolphin life’ with me. 
“Agar firdaus bar roo-e zameen 
ast, Hameen ast-o hameen ast-o 
hameen ast”-(“IF THERE IS 
PARADISE ON FACE OF THE 
EARTH, IT IS THIS, IT IS THIS, IT 
IS THIS!!!)

Past to present
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Last year, I celebrated with 
my wife and daughter 

the happy event marking my 
two decades in the Navy. My 
wife has been by my side 
for 18 of those years. It has 
been a great, exciting, happy 
and sometimes exasperating 
journey. 
The Navy has been a great 
teacher, a wonderful master 
and a gracious host. I still 
recall my first day in uniform, 
on a hot summer day on the 
parade ground of the NDA 
Wing at Ghorpuri in 1988. I 
would like to believe that in 
the intervening journey of 
more than two decades, I have 
changed, evolved and grown into 
a better person, a better officer 
and a better human being. 
If I am asked to narrate what this 
fine service has instilled in me, I 
would have to say- wonderment, 
passion and belief over the years, 
I would unhesitatingly admit that 
even today I am most amazed 
at where and how, in the most 
unlikely of places and within the 
most unlikely people, one finds 
leadership.
My initial years in training led me 
to believe, naively, that leadership 

was measured by the weight 
of brass on the shoulder or the 
tonnage under the captain’s chair. 
I could not have been more wrong.
The Navy taught me, very early 
on, that leadership is a function of 
inner spirit, strength of character, 
capacity for compassion, and 
richness of the soul. Professional 
grooming and rank are 
embellishments that accentuate 
leadership—but not define it.
I say this with great confidence 
from the inadvertent lesson in 
leadership I learnt from one of 
the gunnery rates on the cadet 
training ship I was on. Let’s call 

him Kabil Singh. Kabil was 
the average Joe-‘work hard, 
play harder’. His rank in the 
Navy expected no leadership, 
only obedience. Kabil was 
more than happy to do the 
expected and nothing more. 
That changed one day when, 
probably as a punishment 
for an unfinished task, the 
Gunnery Officer of the 
ship placed three of us in 
his custody with the terse 
instruction that we were now 
his ‘wards’ till we finished our 
training. 
The natural expectation was 
that Kabil would employ us 

rather well over the ship’s side, 
scrubbing the deck, wiping the 
mast and such. Well he did that, 
but the way he did it earned our 
gratitude, respect and friendship. 
He finally had someone below him 
in hierarchy and status, but what 
surprised us was the manner in 
which he responded to us. He took 
us aside and said: “Cadet saab, 
don’t worry, we are in same team.”  
That was the start of a wonderful 
relationship where I learnt every 
day to admire this man more. He 
led because he was made the 
leader, but we followed because 

THE NAVAL WAY OF LIFE

A LESSON 
IN LEADERSHIP

caPt susheeL menon
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he made us want to follow him. He 
tasked us in the hot sun but also 
got us cold water from the galley. 
He worked us beyond meal times 
but got our meals heated before 
we ate. He gave us extra morning 
watches but collected our uniforms 
from the dhobi. He made us redo a 
bad paint job but hid us away to let 
us study in peace. He complained 
often about our inefficiency but 
would not let anyone else task us.
Many years have passed since I 
parted company with Kabil, but his 
lessons in leadership, compassion 
and spirit have stayed with me. He 
hoped to leave the Navy with some 

moderate savings and return to 
his fields, his first love. That must 
have happened many years ago. 
The Navy has been kind and has 
given me many opportunities to 
lead. I have, on each occasion, 
tried to do so remembering Kabil 
and his inadvertent lessons in 
leadership, remembering to look 
for leaders within my team. I have 
never been disappointed. 
Both my wife and daughter share 
my belief that leaders must lead 
surely and with steady steps, 
but they must in turn teach their 
followers to lead. They must have 
the courage to tell their team: “Owe 

me ALL your loyalty because my 
rank makes me your leader, but 
owe me ONLY that respect which 
I earn.”
I have strived to keep this lesson in 
leadership close to my heart and 
adhere to it sincerely. But no lesson 
is complete if it does not reach your 
home and hearth. I was born a Leo 
and the stars foretold that I would 
be reluctant to let go the reins. But 
the Navy has softened the edge; 
today, I recognise the wonderful 
leadership qualities that my wife 
and daughter have imbibed over 
the years. It’s the Navy’s legacy to 
our family.

Sea Cadet Time 1991 - Susheel Menon (R) 

Past to present
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All in a  
day's work

reKha dixit

Seventeen years ago, when I 
joined the naval fraternity as 

a young lieutenant’s wife, both of 
us had dreams. His were 
of a glorious naval career 
packed with sailing stormy 
seas, firing fabulous guns 
and anchoring on distant 
shores; my dreams were 
of an action-packed 
journalistic career which 
would take me into the thick 
of riots, into courtrooms 
trying out cross-border 
terrorists and right into 
the heart of Naxal land, 
attempting to piece out 
the existence of a people 
living constantly between 
bullets. When we married, 
we added another set of 
dreams, those of a regular 
marital life, complete with 
children. 

I was by no means a trailblazer 
when I entered NOFRA, at the 
age of 23, with a career already 

tucked under my arm. There have 
been many eminent wives before 
me who’ve had more illustrious 

careers. However, I 
was definitely an oddity, 
especially with the choice 
of my career. It came with 
its own complement of 
odd hours, night shifts 
and always an uncertainty 
about when I’d be off for 
the day. So there was 
my husband, doing his 
gruelling one-in-threes 
when not sailing away for 
days without barely a word 
exchanged (those were 
pre mobile years). And 
here was I, a cub reporter 
in a national daily who 
could never foretell what 
the day ahead had for 
me. If there was a building 
collapse one day, there 
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was the transporters’ strike on 
another, a student suicide one day 
and the outbreak of an epidemic 
on another. There were days 
when I’d be grateful that chasing 
deadlines kept me busy when the 
husband was away. There were 
also days when one of us would 
be free, but the other so tied up 
that the evening’s plans had to be 
shelved with an understanding 
shrug. 
No one, including my own army 
parents, expected my career 
to last; mum never gave up 
suggesting that I qualify 
myself for a career with 
a longer shelf life by 
acquiring a B.Ed. 
degree. I refused. 
This was my 
dream; I’d make 
it work somehow. 
Everyone thought 
the career would 
be short-lived, 
folding up in the face 
of some eventuality 
like posting or children. 
That I am a senior journalist 
with a leading newsmagazine 
today, with an unbroken career 
track, is because we as a couple 
knew the importance of fulfilling 
each other’s dreams. I shifted to 
lesser paying jobs when I wasn’t 
able to get a transfer every time 
my husband moved. He, on the 
other hand, took babysitting leave 
when there was no one else to 
mind them while I was on an 
out-of-city tour. His mother, too, 
moved in with us, in a granny-as-
nanny arrangement. 
Around that time, the number of 

naval wives who were seeking 
careers beyond the cosseted walls 
of naval bases was increasing, and 
gradually, I began seeing a shift in 
community attitudes towards such 
women. There was a time when 
my husband and I would panic 
about reaching a party on time. I 
have on many occasions carried 
my sari to office, quickly changed 
out of jeans and T-shirt and tried to 
sneak out of the back door before 
a last-minute assignment was 
slapped on me, then the 

rookie in the reporting bureau. 
Some years ago, at an official 
party, I saw a young working wife 
quietly sneak into a party that 
was already underway. But she 
was noticed, and there was an 
indulgent twinkle in the eyes of the 
commanding officer, who actually 
appreciated her effort at making 
it somehow, rather than frowning 
upon the protocol-shattering late 
entry. 
Military life today is no different 

from the changed civil society, 
where career wives are the norm, 
not exception. The naval set up 
is evolving to changing social 
mores, but steeped in tradition, 
this change is slow. The wife-
bonding activities which earlier 
kept women occupied and socially 
connected while their husbands 
were busy chasing careers, too, 
have to change their focus. I see 
this happening to some extent, but 
I believe that more effort needs 
to be put in this direction. Else, 
the disconnect between NWWA 

and career naval wives will only 
increase. We’ve managed 

to have career-women in 
emerging from naval 

bases. Now, NWWA 
needs to evolve 
more strategies 
that will entice such 
women back into 
its fold, and not see 

these as interactions 
as duty. Won’t NWWA 

rise to a different level 
when its meetings are 

buzzing with the active 
participation of wives who are also 
lawyers, corporate executives, 
professors, architects, super 
speciality surgeons, advertising 
copy writers and journalists? 
For my part, though I have never 
managed to attend a single coffee 
morning, my identity as a naval 
wife is a very important facet of 
my overall personality, one that I 
always wear as a badge of pride 
during my interactions in the 
civilian world. 

Past to present



28

Veerangana 2014

It just takes a few seconds to 
recall and re-live the special 

moments in one’s life. It seems 
like just yesterday that in my 
family for the first time, a girl was 
going to marry a Naval officer, that 
too at a ‘short notice’ of fifteen 
days. I remember the day I got 
engaged, my father asked me to 
fetch the atlas. I promptly brought 
out one. He then located ‘Cochin’ 
and measured the distance on the 
map. He hugged me with tears 
rolling down his cheeks and I could 
just hear, ‘itni door chali jaogi’……
I reached Cochin and it was the 
first time in my life that I saw the 
sea. In those days the means of 
communication were very limited. 
Letter writing was the ‘in thing’. 
Each one of us used to have at 
least two -three letter pads in our 
possession. I  wrote to my parents, 
giving all the minutest of details – 
the welcome party, the food, the 
language, the people etc… slowly 
I started getting used to some 
Naval terminologies such as 8As, 
No 2s, Ty duties, B type house, D 
form etc. 
In our times husbands were the 
first scape goats and their friends 
thereafter. In any case choicest of 
recipes is now just a click away. 
It wasn’t so about twenty five 
years back when one had to trust 
mother’s recipes or the mentors’ 
(senior ladies in the unit or the 
neighbours). The exchange of 
recipes, starting from learning 
how to make dosa, idli, coconut 
chutney, dhokla, upma or sharing 

how to make aloo parantha or 
chana bhatura has not only left 
a permanent mark in the mind 
but has also been instrumental in 
establishing lifelong friendships.
Managing finances was the 
greatest task, small expenses 
kept one on the toes. Entries of 
expenditure details of that era in 
the diaries of that time are really 
amusing!!  Tiny amount such as 
Rs 05.00 for eggs, Rs 3.00 for 
bread etc from Madhu’s shop will 
certainly make no sense to the 
young ladies today. 
In a nutshell, the collection of 
recipes from each other, sharing 
a learning experience in culinary 
skills, how to keep ‘the whites’ 
white, how to stitch simple dresses 
for the tiny tots were at its best in 
the early years of marriage and 
still are well preserved, As the role 
switched over from wife to mother, 

time management skills were the 
highlight of this stage – handling 
baby, attending unit parties, outing 
on the beaches, preparing baby 
food, ‘homework’…. OMG the list 
of ‘to do things’ became longer 
and longer. 
Time flies and slowly the day came 
when the children left home, now 
coping with the new routine and 
the new challenges!! The young 
girl who had left home in her early 
twenties now has her heart full 
of fond memories of each and 
every day spent with enthusiasm, 
participation, learning and josh 
which is an apt synonym of the 
INDIAN NAVY! 
The platform that is provided to 
naval ladies gives them wings to 
fly and touch the sky. The bonding, 
the feeling of togetherness and 
above all the pleasure that we 
experience in little things we do 
together is amazing. Whether 
it is coffee evening or coffee 
morning practices, deciding a 
theme, dressing up and now the 
latest craze to get clicked!! It is fun 
and joy of doing things together. 
The very feeling of being part of 
NWWA gives immense pleasure 
and satisfaction. Confidence, 
caring and sharing attitude and 
abundance of joy, these are few 
skills and values that every lady 
cherishes for life. There is so much 
to do and so much still to learn!!  For 
a Naval wife learning never stops. 
The days are shorter because 
there is so much to accomplish, so 
much to look forward to!!

ViKramjeet Kaur

Down MemoryLane
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Once a 
fauji kid,  
always a 
fauji kid...

It is with great pride, I say that I’m a 
fauji kid and anything associated 

with the defence forces just makes 
me smile. I long said good-bye 
to my childhood but not to its 
memories. They are still as fresh 
as morning dew and as warm as a 
mother’s hug. Dad was in the army 
and we had the privilege of staying 
in places all over India. Siliguri, 
Raiwala, Jhansi, Devlali and 
Srinagar are the ones embedded 
in my mind as I was old enough to 
enjoy and remember the places. 
Sitting in a glider as 11 years old 
or horse-riding in Devlali, or skiing 
in Gulmarg could be possible only 
because I belonged to a military 
background, thanks to my father. 
Besides the facilities that came 
as a part and parcel of being 
associated with the defence, the 
feeling of oneness as a community 
was unparalleled.  
Having a parent in the armed 
forces, whether it is army, navy 
or air-force is definitely a boon 
to kids. They are exposed to 
different cultures right from the 

beginning and thanks to frequent 
transfers, they learn to adapt to 
new places, new schools and end 
up having a best-friend during 
each transfer! People send their 
children to grooming classes but a 
child from a defence background 
doesn’t need one because he/she 
subconsciously imbibes qualities 
like courtesy, politeness, discipline 
and etiquettes by just watching 
their parents and other officers. 
Their demeanor makes them 
stand apart from others only due 
to the fauji environment. There is a 
strong sense of patriotism in these 
kids and most of the time they 
either end up joining the defence 
forces or marrying someone from 
the same. 
The transition from being a fauji 
kid to a fauji wife was not only 
natural, but also quite predictable 
as I didn’t know any other lifestyle 
than this! The fauji connect 
continued when I married a naval 
officer and life is pretty much 
the same as in the army. Now, 
the million dollar question: which 

is better: Army or Navy? Well, 
since I’ve been on both sides 
of the fence, there actually is no 
difference. Wait! There is, just one: 
the accommodation, where Army 
takes the cake. As naval wives, we 
never dream of an A-type house 
for atleast two years and are quite 
happy as long as there is a roof 
on top, walls on all sides and no 
water or maid problem! Navy not 
only makes its officers strong but 
also their better-halves. When the 
husbands are away on duty, the 
wives rise up to the occasion to 
meet the challenges of running 
the home, getting behind the kids 
for homework, exams and food! 
Well, there is no time to complain 
as perks like clubs, gyms, sport 
facilities keep them in good 
spirits!!
Time has flown by and now when 
I look back at my growing years, 
I can’t help but feel lucky to be 
a part of armed forces. Maybe 
somewhere down the line, my girls 
too would feel proud to be fauji 
kids!

harshita BhaLLa

Past to present
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As we turn to run the  last lap, it is with a sense 
of poignant nostalgia that one looks back and 

remember many incidents in the Navy so vividly.  
They say “the Navy is not a Profession but a Way 
of Life”. One cannot but agree completely with this 
statement.
When my marriage proposal was mooted, the very 
thought of the Navy conjured up images of a life with 
a seafarer who will be away from home for months, 
images of his grand arrival with lots of gifts and 
images of a life filled with adventure.
It started off well enough sitting as a pillion on an 
old motorcycle, which ran more on will power and 
held firmly together by years of rust. The motorcycle 
served very well, till one fateful night, (or was it dawn?) 
when, after a ship’s marriage reception dinner, I sat 
on the pavement at Dadar in all my jewellery and 
finery, whilst my gallant seafarer attempted to coax 
the bike to start. The thought did cross my mind as to 
whether the ship’s machinery was also looked after 
in a similar fashion. This unpatriotic thought was 

quickly banished.
Fine dining took on a new meaning. The pomp and 
grandeur of the Ward Room, the silver and the music 
gave an impression of a royal banquet, till then 
visualized only in English movies; of course, in many 
cases quickly forgotten after the solemn toast. I 
realized that dishes in civvy street had similar names 
but tasted rather differently.
House hunting was a term I earlier related to searching 
for a new home. The Navy taught me that home has a 
new definition. It could be the transit accommodation, 
a one bedroom flat, or even temporarily somebody 
else’s house. Home meant where your husband and 
children stayed, it had nothing to do with number of 
rooms, floor area or furniture. 
I quickly learnt that all festivals are to be enjoyed. Holi, 
Diwali, Onam, Eid and Christmas were celebrated 
with the same fervor. Neighbors and friends were 
people from different regions and religions, and 
states, speaking different mother tongues; what 
was common was English, Hindi and, of course, the 

Padmini nair

A  
WAY  
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Naval language.
School was a place, where you met teachers 
who were also colleagues and who had the same 
experience, and therefore understood the trials and 
tribulations of our children. They understood how 
traumatic it was when the child had to change school 
and friends during a transfer.
Hospitals were places of comfort where the doctors 
looked after you rather too considerately. In my 
experience of being a mother to two children, the 
stark comparison between what a Naval hospital 
could offer vis-à-vis a private clinic, was truly 
revealing. Doctors were friendly souls who were 
colleagues and who themselves felt  your pain.  
I became an expert in packing.  My hubby, with years 
of experience, always managed to go on temporary 
duty or a very important ‘national’ assignment when 
packing had to be done. Yet the agony and pain of 
packing disappeared rather quickly with the pleasure 
of seeing a new place and meeting new friends. 
A new place, new friends certainly, but, similar 
environment, the school, the canteen the wardroom, 
the library, the shopping centre, the NWWA office.  
Yet, as one sits at home and hears on television 

of  ‘Breaking News’; of people who could not form 
part of the Navy, one feels sad to see the Navy 
being pilloried about with such ease and alacrity.
The institution takes a beating, even sometimes in 
the hands of people who should be looking after the 
Navy. Then, it dawns – they have closed their minds 
and not allowed the Navy to mould them. They have 
lost an opportunity of a lifetime. They have locked 
themselves out, when fortune came knocking
Do you grow in the Navy or does the Navy grow on 
you? Debatable and difficult to answer. Perhaps a bit 
of both. It does, however, pose a big problem. How 
do you retire from the Naval life. As the oft repeated 
cliché goes “You can take Me out of the Navy, You 
cannot take the Navy out of Me”.  
It is time to sign off, but there is a lurking fear. What 
will I do when the Naval umbrella is lifted from my 
head? What will I do when I will be far away from 
all that I hold today as ‘near and dear’. A sense of 
desolation and despondency creeps in. But, no, in a 
corner of my heart, a flame flickers and tells me, the 
Navy has taught me how to lead a life, the Navy has 
taught me a ‘Way of Llife’ and that lesson will stand 
me in good stead throughout my remaining years.

Past to present
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It was my first tryst with anything 
associated with the Navy and 

I was swept off my feet – not in 
the romantic kind of way (though 
it may well have played the role of 
a catalyst) but by the chivalry and 
genuine concern shown towards 
us by a group of gentlemen whom 
we barely knew. 
 It was late on a cold December 
evening and we had just finished 
watching an open air classical 
music concert – part of the many 
cultural fests that Pune would play 
host to – especially in the winter 
months when the weather was 
pleasant. We were a large group 
of college friends who would 
enthusiastically frequent such 
events, spurred by a common 
interest in dance and music. 
Although unthinkable in today’s 
day and age, those were safer 
times and we would roam around 
on our two-wheelers as we 
pleased. At this particular concert, 
one of my friends had announced 

that her cousin, a young naval 
officer would also be attending 
with his batch mates. We really 
didn’t give it much thought at 
that time; little knowing that this 
evening was to completely change 
the course of my life and that of 
my best friend.
The program culminated in a 
musical crescendo and it was 
past 11pm. We exited the gates 
and moved towards where we had 
parked our scooters, still on a high 
from the wonderful performance. 
We were about to ride away when 
we saw my friend’s cousin and 
his companions approaching and 
gesturing us to wait. They said 
that they would ride their bikes 
alongside and escort us to our 
homes. We politely declined their 
offer saying that we would be quite 
alright but they would have none 
of it. They were as good as their 
word and it was only after they 
had dropped each of us 12 girls to 
our respective doorsteps that they 
went their way.
It was a simple gesture really but 
yet it bowled us over, and out of 
a genuine desire to keep in touch 
with our new and gallant friends, 
it sowed the seeds of an enduring 
friendship, which over the course of 
letters and phone calls, eventually 
turned into a bond of a lifetime.
It’s been 17 years now and I feel just 
as swept off my feet with pride as 
I walk beside my husband – smart 
and dignified in his Navy whites – 
a gentleman to the core. If I had to 
sum up in just a sentence what I 
liked most about being associated 
with the armed forces, it is the 

charm of the old world chivalry 
that it extends towards women – 
not condescending in any manner 
but as an acknowledgement of 
their quiet but brave role in holding 
home and hearth together through 
difficult times. It is a tribute to 
her indomitable strength, her 
irrepressible spirit, her infinite 
reserves of love and her unending 
capacity for hope and optimism. 
I am sure that it must have been 
these very sentiments from which 
was born the tradition of offering a 
salute to every woman who graces 
the gangway of a ship.
If only the services way of life 
could be emulated by the civilian 
world - where upholding the 
honour of a woman would become 
a tradition and not an exception – 
ingrained in the very fabric of its 
ethos and inculcated in young 
impressionable minds. I would like 
to hold on to this thought and in 
true spirit of optimism make a wish 
that this aspiration sees the light 
of day.
My 17 year old tryst with the 
Navy continues to gather more 
memories, but the very first one 
remains by far my favourite!

The Tryst of a Lifetime
meghana joshi
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The Transition Saga
1300 hrs- on a working day, on the phone is 

a housewife, “Aaj station reception hai, you 
have to come. Tomorrow is an anniversary, buy an 
appropriate gift, we have to go and wish them. Also, 
tomorrow morning you have to attend the inauguration 
of the sports event at six and you have to reach on 
your own. Lastly I am coming home in the next ten 
minutes; keep a set of casuals ready, I have to go 
to `Aashiyana’ for lunch. By the way did you call my 
mom today to tell her why I haven’t?”
Sounds familiar does it not? Almost every second 
day a similar scene is played in my house and I 
try to fit in everything in my already 
packed schedule. But, as I am now 
a housewife, I have to magically fit 
in everybody’s requirements, be it 
my husband’s, daughter’s, in-laws 
, parents, or even my maid . And I 
thought I had retired, and was going 
to take a break. Donning the uniform 
is the dream of many young girls 
in our country, and I had the proud 
opportunity to adorn one for ten years. 
Joining the Indian Navy has been one 
of the finest choices I made in my life. 
And the decision to quit has been thought over a 
certain time period. I had to figure out what I wanted 
to do in life and being a full time mother and wife 
seemed satisfying and rewarding. But the cross over 
wasn’t as easy as I had expected. 
As a working woman I categorized my requirements 
according to priority and time availability ; like 
Wednesdays for park time with my daughter, 
Saturdays an outing day;  Sundays for linen, cleaning 
etc; it seemed to cover all needs and most importantly 
no one questioned me about any of my decisions, to 
do or not do something. Instead they supported me 
as I had less time during the week. But suddenly as 
I shifted to the other side of the fence, I was being 
asked questions and justification was being sought.  
My presence was suddenly needed for every small 

event or even decisions to be taken at home or at my 
in-laws, parents and absence was never acceptable. 
My daughter, who is now four, needs me for every 
little thing that earlier she did independently. What 
happened to all those considerations towards me 
when earlier I had not even given my 50 %!
On the contrary I was short of time. The house never 
let me rest. From waking up deciding what to cook, 
till I put out the lights at night, I had a fully packed 
day, sometimes chores spilling over on to the next 
day. Suddenly every corner needed dusting, daily 
food had to have variety, people needed to be invited 

over, my presence was desired at 
every social event, and expectations 
by all had increased. My trips to the 
parlor increased as looking good at all 
times, became a requisite as a wife and 
mother. Husband needed clothes to be 
laid out, daughter needed attention all 
day, guests seem to have lot of free 
time to visit, my in-laws needed a 
phone call every day, and the list and 
cribs go on. 
Here I would like to acknowledge the 
contribution of my parents, especially 

my mother who brought up my daughter from day 
one, till she was three. She also played the role of the 
housewife as she dealt with the maid, MES, rations, 
gardener and many more. Now that I have to handle 
them all, I really appreciate it all the more.
All things said, I think there is no job as satisfying 
(though demanding) in the world, as that of a mother 
and a wife; and I am loving every minute of it. Here 
I would also like to acknowledge the support of my 
husband who supported my decision to remain a 
housewife and let go of the double income group 
status.. It is not easy to transform from a multitasking 
working woman to a multitasking housewife. My 
transition though quick, has taken effort from all 
concerned and has taught me to appreciate smaller 
but beautiful things in life.

sunaina PraVeen (Lt cdr retd)

Past to present
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For quite some time now, senior echelons of the 
Indian Navy and NWWA have been reflecting 

upon a few issues that are central to the well-being 
of the Indian Naval community at large.  These 
issues are centred upon the Navy’s very ethos and 
the challenges that this ethos faces in contemporary 
times.  As part of this process of institutional 
introspection, an initiative was launched under the 
aegis of the President, NWWA (Northern Region), to 
identify, articulate and debate these challenges.  In 
recognition of the fact a panel-discussion was held 
at the INA on Thursday, the 26th of September 2013.    
The composition of the Panel was chosen so as to 
adequately reflect the heterogeneous nature of the 
officer-community of the INA, with representatives 
from every rank — from three-Star to one-stripe.  
For quite some time now, senior echelons of the Indian 
Navy and NWWA have been reflecting upon a few 
issues that are central to the well-being of the Indian 
Naval community at large.  These issues are centred 
upon the Navy’s very ethos and the challenges that 
this ethos faces in contemporary times.  As part of 
this process of institutional introspection, an initiative 
was launched under the aegis of the President, 
NWWA (Northern Region), to identify, articulate 
and debate these challenges. The composition of 
the Panel was chosen so as to adequately reflect 

the heterogeneous nature of the officer-community 
of the INA, with representatives from every rank — 
from three-Star to one-stripe.  

(a) One representative Flag Officer (Vice Admiral 
Pradeep Chauhan, AVSM & Bar, VSM, Commandant, 
Indian Naval Academy).

(b) One representative Cmde/Captain (Captain 
B Swaminathan, Director General, Indian Naval 
Academy Project).

(c) One representative Commander/Lieutenant 
Commander (Surg Cdr Anand Neelkanthan, 
Executive Officer, INHS Navjivani).

(d) One representative Lieutenant Commander/
Lieutenant (Lt Cdr Ashwin Maratt, Divisional Officer,  
Eagle Squadron).

(e) One representative Serving/Retired Lady-officer 
(Cdr Nidhee Sharma, IN [Retd]).

(f) One representative of NWWA (Mrs Nitinder Dutt, 
Coordinator, Sanchar).

 A substantial number of comments and suggestions 
were received and several recommendations have 
been made as a result, as may be seen from the 
following tabulation.

Report on the panel  
discussion on the navy’s ethos  

and the challenges faced  
in contemporary times

comPiLed By nitinder dutt, coordinator sanchar, ezhimaLa
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Ser Issue Major Comments, Suggestions and Recommendations
1. What is the optimum method 

of disseminating the abiding 
values of the Navy and its 
ethos, especially in respect of 
customs that affect the day-to-
day life of the community?

Related Issues

What is the contemporary rel-
evance and the image-brand-
ing of books such as “Wel-
come Young Lady”? There 
appears to be a minority who 
feel that they are being vouch-
safed/ spoken down to/ pa-
tronised /condescended-to.  If 
this is truly the case, what are 
the more acceptable ways by 
which the ethos of the Navy’s 
officer-corps could be dissem-
inated?  

The role of NWWA in sustain-
ing the Navy’s ethos and sen-
sitising Naval officers, their 
spouses, and their children 
against ‘selling’ or ‘barter-
ing’ their various perquisites 
— such as canteen-goods, 
subsidised liquor, etc., so as 
to curry favour with civilians 
whom they perceive as being 
socially and financially better-
off than themselves.

(a)  The community’s degree of comfort with any given method of dissemi-
nation (‘e-mail’, for example) is nowhere as homogenous as is sometimes 
made out.  Dissemination, therefore, must be done along an “all-of-the-
above” trajectory, incorporating, inter-alia, interactive workshops by Flag 
and Senior Officers (and most especially by experienced spouses within 
NWWA), ‘just-in-time’ circulars/reminders exploiting both, ‘e-mail’ and 
‘snail-mail’, well-crafted handbooks, etc.

(b)  The transfer-generated turbulence inherent in any naval station man-
dates that workshop-based dissemination be repeated at intervals not ex-
ceeding six months.

(c)  An extremely well-crafted handbook addressing such issues should 
be collated and handed over to ladies at a Station level. It could also be 
circulated via e-mail as an Adobe booklet (Navy-wide NWWA Groups), 
thus saving on the cost of paper, while enabling much faster dissemina-
tion, leading to a common degree of understanding amongst the com-
munity.

(d)  When such information is uploaded/ e-mailed, an ‘SMS alert’ could be 
sent to the mobile phone number of individuals.

(e)  All training establishments have (or ought to have) a ‘Faculty De-
velopment Programme’ of one or another kind.  This offers an excellent 
platform for such dissemination.

(f)  Insofar as the officers themselves are concerned, this information 
must necessarily be formally taught, reinforced, and, where necessary, 
examined, at the various stages of their training.  This is especially true 
of the INA.

(g)  A comprehensively-updated, well-written and well-crafted edition of 
“Welcome Young Lady”, which is sensitive to the realities and aspirations 
of contemporary Indian society with current inputs and which has detailed 
photographs or drawings that serve to provide visual details and designed 
to ‘educate’ more than merely ‘illustrate’, is likely to be valued.

(h)  A well-indexed e-version of “Welcome Young Lady” should addition-
ally be placed on the main Indian Navy website.

Past to present
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2. Creating / enhancing belong-
ingness and effectively ad-
dressing the occasionally-
encountered urban /metro 
attitude (whether voiced or 
not) that asserts, “My spouse 
is in the Navy — I am not!”

(a)  ‘Belongingness’ is a two-way street.  While senior echelons often 
bemoan a perceived lack of belongingness amongst junior members of 
the community, they are either unaware of the gross indifference (and 
occasional hostility) that prevails in the middle-levels of the naval admin-
istration, or, are unable to sufficiently motivate their subordinate echelons 
to change their attitude.  This change in attitude needs to be especially 
evident within those echelons that directly interact with the community — 
the administrative set-up, the MES, the Provost staff, the Security staff, 
the Mess staff, etc.  Many corporates manage this with ease, while the 
attitude of naval administrators tends to alienate new members rather 
than making them feel comfortable with the Service.  It is doubtful wheth-
er things have reached such a pass as indicated by the comment (“My 
spouse is in the Navy — I am not!”) but, they certainly could.  There is a 
clear need for a mutual attitudinal shift and the initiative must come from 
the middle and lower contact-points within the Navy.  For this, the Navy 
must examine — and wherever applicable, must imbibe — best-practices 
prevailing in specific companies, firms and organisations of the corporate 
sector.

(b)  NWWA has a huge mentoring role to play in ensuring societal and 
institutional comfort amongst its newer members and, as such, may need 
to reinvent itself and its image.  Once again, this will have to be through 
a strictly ‘top-down’ diktat, so that the very considerable talents of NWWA 
do not remain either unutilised or frittered away on socially/ societally irrel-
evant banalities.  Like the officer corps of the Navy, NWWA, too, must cre-
ate a carefully structured, intensive programme that will create an abiding 
feeling of institutional worth and meaningful belongingness.  ‘Bonding’ is 
no trivial matter and NWWA must not shy away from a professional ap-
proach to the issue.

Ser Issue Major Comments, Suggestions and Recommendations
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Ser Issue Major Comments, Suggestions and Recommendations
3. Brand-positioning and organ-

ising  official Naval social-
gatherings, in order to attain 
the principal aim of communi-
ty-bonding.

Related Issues

Does the contemporary naval 
community lack societal disci-
pline interms of attending offi-
cial social-gatherings?

Making official Naval social-
gatherings attractive to the 
working-wife.

(a) Naval parties are unattractive precisely because they are often too 
time-intensive, unplanned, and plain boring.  The problem of poor or re-
luctant attendance cannot be seen in isolation and is, in some ways, a 
manifestation of the lack of belongingness, and in others, a cause of this 
very same lack of belongingness.  In almost every Naval party or recep-
tion that is held nowadays, there is a severe but wholly unnecessary se-
niority-based stratification.  In any such party, there are almost as many 
‘sub-parties’ as there are ranks represented at any such get-together, 
each maintaining only minimal social contact with the other.

(b) A Naval reception or dinner should be a crisp and enjoyable affair and 
its duration should not exceed 2-2½ hours.

(c) A set of high-quality and well-run crèches (different age-groups have 
clearly different social-security needs) would enable young mothers to at-
tend such receptions with greater comfort.

(d) Flag / Senior officers and their wives are inherently and institutionally 
intimidating as it is.  They must not congregate together at a mixed-ranks 
social-gathering as this makes the group even more intimidating and pre-
vents any but the bravest juniors from approaching them.  For this reason, 
the responsibility to circulate, mingle, converse, and, put juniors at their 
ease, is squarely that of the senior echelons.

4. Managing domestic-help (and, 
in Stations such as Ezhimala,  
managing without it [!]).

Related Issues

Identification of community-
based support-structures to 
deal with reduced / minimal / 
expensive domestic-help. 

(a) This is a major contemporary societal issue and should not be brushed 
aside.  NWWA has a huge role to play here and must periodically and 
frequently sensitise its members to the following:-

i) The changing socio-economic conditions in urban centres of the 
country, wherein several working spouses have larger disposable in-
comes, even while others are homemakers and cannot supplement 
the officer’s own salary with additional earnings of their own.  The 
impact of these factors upon the charges for domestic help must be 
discussed.

ii) The need for the NWWA Committee to interact more proactively 
with the uniformed administration, so as to standardise rates of each 
chore done by domestic helpers.

iii) The resultant impact upon societal discipline when domestic-help 
is re-hired despite having been ‘black-listed’.

iv) The security risks inherent in hiring domestic helpers whose an-
tecedents have not been verified and must emphasise the need to 
cooperate with the Station Security and Provost staff.

(b) The uniformed administration must not turn a Nelsonian Eye to the 
problems peculiar to remote stations such as Ezhimala, where the pre-
vailing high literacy rates make domestic help difficult to get, expensive, 
and, hard to retain.  The administration must be empathetic in providing 
mitigating measures such as ‘pick-up-and-drop’ transport to and from the 
establishment’s perimeter gates, etc.

Past to present
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7. Role of NWWA in sustaining 
and strengthening societal-
discipline and gracious, polite, 
courteous, mannerly and offi-
cer-like conduct amongst the 
officer community (including 
children).

Related Issue

Role of NWWA in bridging of 
the seniority-divide in a purely 
social milieu, without it leading 
to a corresponding breakdown 
of the vertical hierarchy that is 
essential to naval functioning 
in the work-place.

(a)  This has much to do with retaining the ethos and values of the Navy 
and the comments, suggestions and recommendations made at Ser 1 
above are relevant in this regard as well.

(b)  In recognition of the changing socio-economic backgrounds from 
which today’s officer-community is drawn, NWWA needs to organise and 
conduct a well-planned campaign of panel discussions, cleverly-made 
films (there are many available on the Internet), expert-talks, role-play 
workshops, etc., designed specifically to promote social etiquette and 
gentlemanly/ ladylike behaviour.

(c)  Where children are concerned, the centrality of the role played by 
the school is absolute.  NWWA needs to proactively interact with school 
administrators (especially those of the Naval KGs, NCSs, and KVs) to de-
vise imaginatively-structured and functionally-attractive programmes for 
the children.

(d)  NWWA also has a big role to play in encouraging frequent parent-
teacher interaction, while simultaneously curbing the propensity of offi-
cers and their spouses to interfere with the school administration merely 
on the strength of their rank or station.

5. Strengthening positive percep-
tions and removing misper-
ceptions in respect of NWWA

Related Issue

Ensuring that newly married 
young officers encourage their 
wives to participate in NWWA 
activities, rather than actively 
discouraging them from doing 
so 

(a)  NWWA must, in the first instance, recognise that some perceptions 
are founded upon fact and, as such, the apex levels of NWWA must is-
sue clear and unambiguous policy guidance, not only on the image that 
NWWA must project, but also on the image that it must not allow to prevail.

(b)  NWWA must launch and sustain a proactive and imaginative informa-
tion-dissemination campaign targeted at young officers, so as to sensitise 
them to the excellent and noble work that its various organisational struc-
tures undertake.

(c)  It must take great pains to come across as a voluntary organisation 
and be sensitive to the realities of contemporary urban life where an in-
creasing number of spouses have jobs outside the home, including those 
who work on-line, from home.

6. Role of NWWA in improving 
the degree of respect that chil-
dren and spouses have for the 
Navy.

NWWA must proactively interact with the uniformed administration to 
devise structures and activities that will be specifically targeted at its 
members and the children of the community and that will highlight the 
enormously important and noble work that the Navy does, on a day-to-
day basis.  Well-crafted films and interestingly-delivered presentations, 
organised visits to ships, aircraft, submarines, dockyards, etc., are some 
options that need to be explored. The “Big Picture” presentation-series, 
delivered personally by the Commandant INA, is a good example of this.

Ser Issue Major Comments, Suggestions and Recommendations
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8. Role of NWWA in creating 
and sustaining a leadership 
and management programme 
specifically aimed at spouses 
of officers taking up assign-
ments as Flag Officers, Com-
manding Officers, Directors, 
Officers-in-Charge, and, with-
in the context of the INA, as 
Divisional Officers, Mentor Of-
ficers, Women’s Counsellors, 
Squadron Commanders, Flo-
tilla Commanders, etc.

(a) This would be a very good initiative were it to be jointly undertaken and 
endorsed by NWWA in close coordination with the uniformed administra-
tion.

(b)  Insofar as Flag Officers and their spouses are concerned, the full-
fledged resumption of the erstwhile FLAME Flag Officers Leadership and 
Management Enterprise, which was run under the aegis of the COP and 
was a hugely successful endeavour in both the years of its currency (2005 
and 2006), is very strongly recommended. 

(c)  For all other officers and spouses, NWWA should take the initiative 
and engage in proactive dialogue with the uniformed administration, so 
as organise a comprehensive capsule on the lines of that conducted by 
Great Britain’s RAF, or the Command Spouse Leadership Course (CSLC), 
which was conceived by the ‘Senior Navy Spouses’ of the US Navy, at 
Newport, Rhode Island.  Much guidance is available on the Internet and 
could be readily accessed by both, NWWA and the administration.

In recognition of the increas-
ing number of lady-officers in 
the Navy and the high prob-
ability of many of them marry-
ing civilians, is there a case for 
need for NWWA (which began 
its existence as FOWA, then 
changed to NOWA and finally 
to NWWA) to rename itself (as 
NaSWA, pehaps)?

Although the number of lady-officers is still quite small and the number 
that has civilian spouses is even smaller, a gradual increase (if not an 
‘exponential’ one) in such cases is, indeed, inevitable.  On the one hand, 
therefore, NWWA does have time in which to wrestle with the issue of its 
nomenclature.  On the other, it is not an issue that will simply go away 
and, as a result, it must necessarily be addressed.

Ser Issue Major Comments, Suggestions and Recommendations

Conclusion:

‘A journey of a thousand miles begins with a single step’, is an old saying, correctly attributed to the Chi-
nese philosopher, Laozi (c 604 BCE – c 531 BCE).  The inspiration underpinning the conduct of this panel-
discussion travelled all the way from New Delhi to Ezhimala and can certainly be said to be a step towards a 
much-needed process of introspection and change. The resultant changes may reasonably be expected to 
be far-reaching. On the one hand are ‘objective changes’ such as the initiation or refinement of relevant pol-
icy-directives, the scheduling of relevant programmes and events, etc. On the other, are subjective changes 
such as a positive and productive alteration of the mind-set and attitude of the general naval community in its 
day-to-day functioning so as to strongly amalgamate and reflect the noble ethos of the Indian Navy. 
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Allow me to begin with a 
disclaimer. This is a work of 

fiction, though ‘inspired’ by life 
and personal experiences. It, 
therefore, bears no resemblance 
to anyone dead or alive or … well, 
under transfer.
We walked, my wife and I, in 
complete silence from the parking 
lot to the foyer of the Officers’ 
Institute, where a party was being 
held to bid farewell to us. Our just-
turned-teen daughter and younger 
son ambled behind us with 
conspicuous lack of enthusiasm. 
Nothing was particularly wrong 
except that the event marked 
our third transfer in four years. 
That it happened just as we were 
about to be allotted an A-type 
accommodation did not help 
matters any. Incidentally, I have 
always suspected that a copy of the 
accommodation allotment order is 

secretly marked to our appointers. 
How else do you explain most 
transfers either just prior to or 
immediately on allotment of an 
A-type accommodation? Gotcha!
Nevertheless, we entered the 
party area with appropriate plastic 
smiles pasted on our faces. With 
consummate ease, we executed 
the customary splitting manoeuvre 
at the entrance, heading separately 
for the carefully created gender-
based groups. The ladies did a 
quick scan of each other’s dresses 
for fashion tips or faux pas, as 
the case may be. The men, on 
their part, couldn’t care less if 
the person in front of them was 
dressed in a tuxedo or chicken furs. 
They focused all their attention on 
the bar, instead. I looked around 
to confirm the presence of all 
the usual suspects. Generally 
hopeless at associating names 

with faces, I assign my own private 
set of ‘names’ to everyone I meet 
- a habit I have developed since 
childhood to overcome my failing. 
So, there they were, all of them - 
Bristling Moustache, Big Nose, 
Shifty Eyes, Madame Nosey (in 
perpetual quest for news of others’ 
business), Lady Cheerful (whose 
exuberance could light up the 
local neighbourhood brighter than 
the last Diwali), Cribber Singh 
(his actual name was CBR Singh, 
inevitably tagged thus since he 
could find a fault faster than it could 
be created). I was, of course, the 
Great Sulk, at least for the evening. 
Mildly bored, and generally tired, I 
exchanged perfunctory hellos with 
a few colleagues and moved on 
from the din, hoping to find solace 
in seclusion. Or so I thought.
“Congratulations! Loooovely place 
you are going to!” Really, I thought 

“We’ve gathered 
here today…”

The lighter side of transfers and farewell parties (which never 
fail to evoke bitter-sweet memories and remain an intrinsic 

part of Life in the Navy)

cmde saLeem m anwer
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sardonically, you can have it if 
you want. I turned around, with 
mounting dread in my heart, to 
face the source of this chirpy 
voice spreading good cheer. Lady 
Cheerful, naturally! The ‘oooo’ in 
‘loooovely’ had lasted some 15 
seconds. I smiled noncommittally. 
“You know,” she continued with 
that mega-watt smile, oblivious 
to my reaction or the lack of it, “I 
am soooo (another 15 seconds) 
sentimental, every time I attend 
someone’s farewell party, I get 
teary-eyed”. I was kind of teary-
eyed myself, albeit for an entirely 
different reason. Despite a 
violently protesting jaw, I smiled 
some more with, what I hoped 
was, gratitude in my eyes for 
her kind words. I responded with 
something that was eminently 
inane and forgettable. Hallelujah! I 
was saved further embarrassment 
by a tray, containing an assortment 
of drinks, thrust under my nose 
by a steward whose expression 
suggested he couldn’t care a fig 
whether I drank or drowned. I 
all but hugged my saviour and 
grabbed a drink, using the excuse 
to unobtrusively move away. 
“Oye,” boomed Cribber to the 
accompaniment of a resounding 
slap on my back, “this transporter 
you have hired is not at all 
trustworthy, friend. A crook, if 
you ask me.” Had I not been 
busy choking on my drink I would 
have told him I did not intend 
to. “And, by the way, there is no 
accommodation available at your 
next station for the next six months, 
let me tell you,” he continued, 
livening up my day just a wee bit 
more. “Lousy arrangements, I tell 
you,” he commented on the party 
in his inimitable style and, without 

waiting for my reaction, 
directed his focus on a 
steward passing by. 
“Oye, what happened 
to the ice I asked for 
half an hour back? And 
the soda? I tell you…” 
I slipped away quietly, 
as he directed his toxic 
tirade at the hapless 
soul.
To escape any 
further reminders of 
my misery by well-
meaning people, I 
clutched my drink 
and sought shelter in 
the lee of the nearest 
watering hole. The 
spirit did little to lift my 
spirits. Three transfers 
in four years!  Why, I could recall 
even the minutest detail of my last 
farewell party. Not too difficult, in 
any case, since these occasions 
are generally more identical than 
a pair of Siamese twins. So, there 
hanging on to the edge of the bar 
table, I went into flashback mode 
recalling the last party, some 
fourteen months back, as vivid as 
distinct frames of a movie reel. 
Cut to the last farewell party…
The occasion was festooned 
with all the usual ingredients – 
attendees in two distinct gender-
based groups, standard brands of 
drinks, ‘small’ eats in rather small 
portions, forced smiles, casual 
conversation, the works. The 
routine progressed on predictable 
lines with mind-numbing banality 
till someone thumped a table 
rather hard, with scant regard 
for the frailty of MES furniture, 
to draw the collective attention 
of the gathering. It was time for 
the speech. The table-thumping, 

as always, educed interesting 
reaction from the gathering, 
ranging from relief to boredom 
to panic (for those short of self-
assigned drinking targets). Some 
people moved forward, some 
retreated and melted into the 
drapes, most shuffled to dutifully 
orient themselves to the general 
direction of the speaker. The 
ladies grabbed the opportunity to 
perch themselves on thoughtfully 
positioned sofas along the wall 
and rested their pencil-heel 
tormented feet.
With a furtive glance at a chit 
discreetly passed on by his 
Staff Officer, the boss faced the 
audience and politely cleared his 
throat. “We’ve gathered here today 
to bid farewell…”, he enlightened 
those of us who might be under 
a mistaken impression about 
the real purpose of the party. 
The audience’s smiles dropped 
in dread of a long speech. Now, 
farewell speeches are, generally, 

Past to present
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more predictable than a Bollywood script. 
This was no different. As my boss waxed 
eloquent about me and my work, I gradually 
got acquainted with several very pleasant 
facets of my life that I was not even remotely 
aware of till then. He charitably shared happy 
excerpts from my declassified ACR with the 
audience. My reaction, meanwhile, vacillated 
between surprise, complete disbelief and 
fervent hope that some of what he said had 
actually gone into my report. 
My boss concluded with the customary 
salutation to my wife’s role and contribution as 
the ‘sheet anchor’ with due veneration (while 
addressing the wrong lady all along till he was 
discreetly re-aligned in the right direction by 
the ever-efficient Staff Officer). Unflustered, 
he summoned me to the centre-stage and 
offered the unit crest with a hearty ‘hope it 
will find the pride of place in your house’. 
Sure, I thought ruefully as I accepted it, in the 
old trunk at the rear end of the garage, along 
with the rest. That’s what they are relegated 
to by the good lady, without any pity, remorse 
or consideration for those unique creations. It was 
almost tragic; the manner in which the sole proof 
of my toil was superseded by expensive crystal, 
onyx, Lladros and such like. I wonder if that was the 
genesis of the term crestfallen.
I suddenly realised that the collective bored gaze 
of the gathering bored into me - an indicator 
that a speech was expected of me to provide a 
legitimate and expeditious closure to the evening. 
Having suffered enough such speeches, I entirely 
commiserated with the audience and did a hop-skip-
and-jump through my ‘thank you’ note, finishing in 
record time. I was especially careful to avoid the 
part where one magnanimously throws an open 
invitation to all and sundry to visit them at Tirunelveli 
or Agartala or wherever it is they are off to. Nothing 
wrong with the gesture. It is just that it leaves people 
wondering as to why such an amiable person never 
offered them even a glass of water while they 
were next door neighbours for years. So, I quickly 
concluded, thanked all and was looking around to 
gather my brooding brood when some sadistic soul 
gleefully mentioned the ‘jolly good fellow’ routine. I 
froze in abject terror as I found myself being hoisted 
aloft by a huffing and puffing jolly group. My fervent 

pleas and protests fell on deaf ears, and so did I 
shortly thereafter - fell to the ground, that is, during 
the third ‘bump’.
The painful episode snapped me out of my reverie, as 
I returned to the present and looked around, partially 
disoriented. Bristling Moustache leaned across 
and whispered, “Welcome back to planet Earth.” I 
grimaced at the ironic statement since that’s exactly 
where I had landed during the last party. I opened 
my mouth to offer an explanation when Shifty Eyes 
shushed us. Déjà vu hit me full force as I watched 
my current boss taking his place at the imaginary 
podium in the centre of the room. 
It was speech time, once again! He cleared his throat 
politely and spoke.
“We’ve gathered here today…”
He paused for dramatic effect and scanned the faces 
around him for the profound impact made by, what 
he obviously considered, an unprecedented opening 
in the history of farewell speeches. 
One could feel, rather than hear, a collective sigh of 
resignation from the audience at large, as it braced 
itself for the inevitable.
Me? I lapsed into another merciful flashback from 
one of the many, many transfers…
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This survey was carried out by Team Sanchar for VEERANGANA – 2014 for all four commands. The 

respondents were chosen randomly.

Additional option ‘e’ (No response) has been added as most of the respondents had opted for that. The RED 

figure in the brackets denotes the number of respondents choosing that option.

1. NWWA
a) Helps your wife in moulding her to be a supportive 
partner. (89)
b) Provides an opportunity to indulge in genuine welfare 
and educational activities (149)
c) Educates her too much for you to handle (21)
d) Is  an outlet for your spouse where she can make 
friends and be occupied (82)
e) No Response (14)

2. What is your first reaction when your spouse tells 
you that she is joining NWWA? Do you
a) Show interest in what she is going to do in NWWA 
(86)
b) Remain indifferent whether she joins or not (60)
c) Offer encouraging words and leave it for her to 
decide (166)
d) Advise her against joining NWWA (23)
e) No response(11)

Survey Results – Officers

Plebiscite 

3. Women go to Coffee-Mornings because
a) They get good food and have a nice time (29)
b) They get a chance to showcase their talents (149)
c) Their friends are going (112)
d) The senior wives have told and they are scared to 
refuse (43)
e) No response(19)

Survey
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4. Would  you forbid your spouse from joining NWWA 
because
a) She will come to know too much which you don’t 
want her to know (37)
b) Your spouse will be harassed by senior wives for 
responsibilities given (73)
c) Your colleagues/seniors discourage you (20)
d) She will waste time in singing and dancing rather 
than taking care of kids at home (80)
e) None of the above (105)

5. You wish your spouse to join NWWA because
a) She will interact with other ladies and feel more at 
home (98)
b) It will help you in your career progression (37)
c) It will educate her about the life in Navy (102)
d) It will boost her self-confidence and interpersonal 
skills (99)
e) No response(24)

6. What do you think about the vocational classes 
and various initiatives undertaken by NWWA?
a) They help build a better community (144)
b) These activities are only hyped and do not provide 
much guidance or assistance (57)
c) They encourage women entrepreneurship (34)
d) Builds self-confidence and boosts morale of 
women (89)
e) No response(06)

8. Which activity of NWWA have you heard about from your spouse? You may 
write more than one. 
For this question 70% respondents did not write anything. Among the ones written, 
Sankalp scored highest points, followed by Little Angels and vocational classes etc

7. What does the activity ‘Sparsh’ involve? 
a) Playschool for children (23)
b) Reaches out to people outside the community (86)
c) School for special children (101)
d) Cares for senior citizens.(84)
e) No response (54)
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This survey was carried out by Team Sanchar for VEERANGANA – 2014 for all four 
commands. The respondents were chosen randomly.
Additional option ‘e’ (No response) has been added as most of the respondents had opted 
for that. The RED figure in the brackets denotes the number of respondents choosing that 
option.

1. NWWA
a) Helps your wife in moulding her to be a supportive partner. 
(133)
b) Provides an opportunity to indulge in genuine welfare 
and educational activities (115)
c) Educates her too much for you to handle (31)
d) Is  an outlet for your spouse where she can make friends 
and be occupied (64)
e) No response(14)

2. What is your first reaction when your spouse tells you 
that she is joining NWWA? Do you
a) Show interest in what she is going to do in NWWA (98)
b) Remain indifferent whether she joins or not (71)
c) Offer encouraging words and leave it for her to decide 
(138)
d) Advise her against joining NWWA (38)
e) No response(26)

Survey Results – Sailors

Survey

3. Women go to Coffee-Mornings because
a) They get good food and have a nice time (33)
b) They get a chance to showcase their talents 
(169)
c) Their friends are going (83)
d) The senior wives have told and they are scared 
to refuse (47)
e) No response(39)
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6. What do you think about the vocational 
classes and various initiatives undertaken by 
NWWA?
a) They help build a better community (132)
b) These activities are only hyped and do not 
provide much guidance or assistance (62)
c) They encourage women entrepreneurship (30)
d) Builds self-confidence and boosts morale of 
women (116)
e) No response(31)

5. You wish your spouse to join NWWA because
a) She will interact with other ladies and feel more at 
home (62)
b) It will help you in your career progression (33)
c) It will educate her about the life in Navy (82)
d) It will boost her self-confidence and interpersonal 
skills (150)
e) No response(29)

4. Would  you forbid your spouse from joining 
NWWA because
a) She will come to know too much which you don’t 
want her to know (64)
b) Your spouse will be harassed by senior wives 
for responsibilities given (46)
c) Your colleagues/seniors discourage you (39)
d) She will waste time in singing & dancing rather 
than taking care of kids at home (145)
e) No response (63)
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INTERPRETATION OF DATA COLLECTED
NWWA is a voluntary organization where the naval spouses try to give back to the community 
in whatever way possible in making the lives of all our community members within bases and 
also outside comfortable and an enriching one. Working for NWWA initiatives is completely 
voluntary and the aim is to contribute towards the betterment of our lives as a whole. There 
is no compulsion on the time given by volunteers to NWWA as NWWA fully supports and 
understands that one’s primary duty would be towards one’s family. 

DISCLAIMER
We have taken a random survey of Navy personnel in the various regions. This is 

not conclusive in any way. We find that NWWA is an unknown entity for many in the 
service, and steps needs to be taken by us to amend this perspective.

ACKNOWLEDGEMENT
The VEERANGANA team thanks those who have taken time out to answer our 

survey questions. We would also like to thank Imran Khan EAP=II for helping us in 
compiling the data received.

8. Which activity of NWWA have you heard about from your spouse? You may write 
more than one. 
For this question 80% respondents did not write anything. Among the ones written- 
Coffee morning scored highest points followed by Picnics, Cooking competition, etc

7. What does the activity ‘Sparsh’ involve?  
a) Playschool for children (38)
b) Reaches out to people outside the community (88)
c) School for special children (84)
d) Cares for senior citizens.(94)
e) No response(63)

Survey
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A MATTER OF 

HONOUR

In January 2013, I was part of 
the Naval War College group 

that visited Singapore. One 
evening, over cocktails at the 
Defence Attaché’s home, we were 
informed about a military history 
tour that had been organised for 
the husbands. Spouses were 
also invited to attend. Military 
history doesn’t ordinarily excite 
me yet it was difficult to pass up 
an opportunity to be guided by the 

Director of Changi Museum. Add 
to that the attraction of a walking 
history tour and I was sold!
The day began with a lecture at 
the embassy by the Director. He 
told us the story of Singapore’s 
defence against the Japanese 
invasion in World War II. We sat 
around an oval table as military 
history and strategy came alive 
for us. Listening to his account, 
I could smell the fire, hear the 
boom of the gunpowder, and 
feel the desperation of the men 
fighting a losing battle. 
The tale was about Percival of 
Great Britain who led the allied 
forces in the defence of Singapore 
against the Imperial Japanese 
forces led by Yamashita.  Percival 
was strong in his reading of military 
books yet lacked the experience 
of the foot soldier and Yamashita 
felt threatened by the presence of 

the head of the imperial guards in 
one of his flanks. British strategy 
failed on several levels: land, 
water and air. I will carry images 
of the Japanese moving swiftly 
through the jungles when they 
were expected to come through 
the water; of the Japanese 
appropriating all the bicycles 
they could lay their hands on 
while walking through the land. 
This got them moving faster than 
anticipated, adding an element 
of surprise. I will remember the 
British armada that couldn’t reach 
Singapore in time as the fleet was 
stretched elsewhere in the war. 
And the Japanese air power that 
gave them the edge Singapore 
lacked. Most significant, for me, 
was the role of our men, the 
unsung Indian heroes who fought 
the Battle for Singapore as part 
of the Allied Forces. I didn’t know 

deePa Bhat nair



59

that 50 per cent of the 4,500 
graves at the Kranji War Memorial 
in Singapore belonged to Indians 
from various regiments—now, I 
will never forget. 
As we traced our path through all 
the places where the battle was 
fought, what will remain etched in 
my memory is the poignancy of the 
War Memorial: rows and rows of 
symmetrically lined graves, a stark 
reminder of the men who gave their 
today for our tomorrow. Among 
these were those of the Indians 
lying on foreign soil. Singapore has 

painstakingly identified 
as many of the Indians 
they could and their 
names are etched on 
the walls, organised 
according to their 
regiments.
We were honoured to 
have the opportunity 
to salute our brave 
martyrs, which we 
did in the age-old 
manner. The leader 
of our contingent 

placed a wreath 

of poppies at the memorial and we 
observed a minute’s silence along 
with the playing of the bugle. It was 
a sombre reminder that freedom 
is not free. It was also a reminder 
of the importance of saluting the 
past. 
Indeed, it was tradition and respect 
that prompted a foreign nation to 
honour the Indians who died on 
their soil, fighting a battle that really 
was never theirs. In an era where 
traditions are so easily cast by 
the wayside, experiences like this 
one drive home their importance. 
The forces are perhaps the last 
bastions where time-old traditions 
still survive. They must continue to 
be nurtured and carried forward.
Note: The Kranji War Memorial is 
maintained by the Commonwealth 
Graves Commission. This is an 
intergovernmental organisation of 
six independent member nations: 
the United Kingdom, Canada, 
Australia, New Zealand, India and 
South Africa. It has the mandate 
to mark, record and maintain the 
places of commemoration of the 
commonwealth of military forces 

killed during the two World Wars. 
The mandate is to commemorate all 
war dead equally and individually. 
To this effect, the war dead are 
commemorated by name either on 
a headstone, an identified site of 
burial or a memorial. The war dead 
are commemorated in a uniform 
and equal fashion irrespective of 
military rank, race or creed. 
The red field poppy is the 
internationally recognised symbol 
of remembrance. Flanders, in 
France, saw some of the fiercest 
battles and was reduced to rubble 
during World War I. What were 
once farms, homes, buildings 
were reduced to a sea of mud—a 
grave for the dead. Only one thing 
survived, the poppy flower, which 
bloomed over the graves with 
the coming of the warm weather: 
a symbol of survival and hope. 
Poppy Day/Remembrance Day 
is celebrated on the eleventh of 
November in all Commonwealth 
countries (since World War I) in 
memory of the war dead.

Pot-pourri
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Coming from a wife, it may 
sound preposterous but my 

admiration for my ‘Doctor Husband’ 
went several notches higher 
when I chanced upon an article 
written by Mr. Vijay Simha (now a 
renowned columnist) on Sameer 
Kapoor (a spelling error that I 
choose to ignore as the contents 
make my heart swell with pride) 
and the relentless work carried out 
by him during the disaster caused 
by the Tsunami in Port Blair, 2004. 
His article titled ‘Andaman’s Dr. 
Kotnis’ on tehelka.com, dated 22 
January 2005 made me sit up as I 
saw a known face in it.......
Mr. Simha wrote: “At times the 

mind shuts down the thinking 
process. It switches to reflex 
mode, relying purely on instinct. 
In a disaster situation, it’s a great 
defence system. The one with 
quick reflexes survives. As the 
human wave of tsunami victims 
landed at the Port Blair navy 
airport, Sameer Kapoor, 37, found 

the justification for his existence in 
that backwater town.”
“......In the first 48 hours, the cases 
were of fresh wounds. The cases 
of infections began after 48 hours. 
People had been in water for two 
days. Everyone now had severe 
infections. Even tiny wounds, 
small lacerations, which should 

‘Andaman’s Dr. Kotnis’, 
I Salute Thee...

In nothing do men more nearly approach the gods than in 
giving health to men 

- Marcus Tullius Cicero 

shiLPa KaPoor
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have normally healed, had got so 
infected that they could become 
life threatening. Because of the 
remoteness of the islands, help 
was not available for days. He 
handled 400 cases in five days. 
His job was to ensure that none of 
the hospitals were overloaded.”
  “Speed was the key. Kapoor 
assigned cards to each patient, 
sizing him up within seconds at 
times. A black card for the dead, 
green for delayed surgery, and 
so on. Each one told a story at a 
glance. It worked.”
“......Then there was a 10-year-old 
non-tribal with a deep gash on 
his thigh. “We had to suture him 
up. He had lost his parents. He 
had no relatives. I gave the local 
anaesthetic but the pain wouldn’t 
go. He kept crying. I told one of my 
assistants to simply hug him. The 
child didn’t know the man holding 
him. But he hugged him back. The 
moment he hugged him back, the 
pain was gone. While they were 
hugging, I sutured him up. It was 
not physical pain that was making 
him cry,” says Kapoor. Evidently, 
it’s not just medicine. It’s not just 
doctors who have to do it. “Society 
has to do it too. We need something 
like Alcoholics Anonymous here 
to deal with the psychological 
trauma. There should be groups 
for psychotherapy and counselling 
after a mass disaster, which we 
don’t have in India,” Kapoor says.
This article sent chills to my spine 
as it reminded me of the wrath of 
Tsunami on Dec 26th 2004, a black 
day in the history of Port Blair. I 
had seen its impact on television 
but the then PMO at INS Utkrosh, 
Surgeon Lt. Cdr Samir Kapoor 
braved it. He saved as many lives 
possible, working day & night 
despite all the odds and kept the 

morale of his team high including 
his own. He had told me about 
his experience but this article 
gave me an unbiased view on the 
stupendous contribution made by 
him; of the grit and commitment of 
my ‘Better Half’.
My profession dictates me to be 
vocal but somehow I have always 
been at a loss for words to convey 
my feelings to him about his 

dedication at work. I am glad that 
through Veerangana I am getting 
a chance to relay my sentiments. 
Medicine indeed is a noble calling 
that captures your heart. It had 
captured my husband’s heart 
some 28 years ago. And today, I 
proudly declare that together they 
have mine!
Surgeon Captain Samir Kapoor, I 
salute thee!

Pot-pourri
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Family 
Values

Home is the root of all education, all of us would 
agree that family values are most important and 

one carries them throughout one’s life. Families with 
defined values are able to stand strong on their views 
despite other people’s efforts to break through with 
opposing beliefs. Having strong well defined family 
values helps solidify the foundation for a strong, tight 
knit family. Working together as a family can actually 
make difficult tasks seem easier and fun. Followings 
are the outcomes of good family values.
Influencing Decision Making. Decision making is 
something which all of us encounter in our day to day 
life. Family values influence the decisions of people 
both within the family structure and outside. A strong 
family values and support helps a person to make the 
right decision in life.
Guidance for Raising Children. Parenting is a 
challenge and with worldly influences, it can be 
downright terrifying. Knowing what you believe in as 
a parent and what you want for your children will help 
you raise them to be responsible and conscientious 
adults.
Protection from Outside Influences.  Peer pressure 
can have a considerable effect on adolescents and 
adults alike. When people try to get others to do things 
that are not morally correct, they try to penetrate the 
family values set in place. That means, if someone has 
a strong sense of what is right and wrong because of 
the values they were raised with, they are less likely 
to become victims of deviant influences.

Family Meaning. What does family mean to you? 
When people think about the definition of family, 
they usually say something about feeling connected 
because they share the same views of the world. 
While some family members may differ on views of 
some topics, most family members keep the larger, 
most influential, beliefs intact.
Helping Guide People in Relationships. People 
usually relate to others who share the same values 
as them because they are more compatible with one 
another. However, to find compatibility you need to 
know what you believe in so you know what to look 
for when looking for a mate or friend. Families with 
strong values are able to identify these values in 
others quickly, which then produces a new generation 
with similar beliefs.
Family Values Make You Who You Are. When you 
describe yourself, do you ever tell people what you 
believe in? Do you talk about your personality traits 
and what influences the decisions you make? It’s 
likely that you do in one way or another and this stems 
from all the values instilled in you by your family.
There will be a sea change in our society if one starts 
to prioritise things in one’s walk of life. Family is the 
root and I believe that this is the most important thing 
that we all need to keep as first priority. Inculcating 
good values is a process and it is connected to the 
emotional development of a child. Deep issues are 
not taught through a manual or a book, but through 
living with those values.

sLt  suryaKant   ramoLa
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Writing is not my cup of tea 
actually but since this is an 

opportunity to practically test my 
skills with pen and paper, I took 
a chance. Moreover I wanted 
to write about my tryst with a 
needle and thread.  The sudden 
transformation from a free bird 
to a house wife and subsequent 
motherhood left me in a completely 
confused state. It was a war of 
thoughts and emotions when my 
little one was born.
In every girl’s life there is one 
turn which causes congestion of 
thoughts and confusion in mind. I 
felt it was time to take stock of my 
life and decide a few things about 
myself:
What I was?
What am I?
What next?
What I was?
What am I?
What next?
Such kind of questions make 
you think and then you start 
discovering a NEW YOU. Some 
questions you have to ask yourself, 
while some have their answers on 
a platter. I gave an attempt to this 
self discovery and in the process I 
got to know a lot about myself.
Management science talks 
about SWOT theory, which 
means: Strength - Weakness – 

Opportunity – Trend.
Analyzing these questions is a 
technique. Based on this finding 
you get a clearer picture of what 
you can do in life. SWOT analysis 
helped me discover my talents 
and boosted my creativity. One 
of my visits to the local market 
changed my destiny. I spotted a 
lady selling beautiful diyas, as 
Diwali was around the corner. 
I purchased a couple of them and 
couldn’t wait to give them a bright 
colourful look. Once painted, I 
arranged them in a basket and 
Voila! My hampers were ready 
to go. Some 1500 baskets were 
ready and that Diwali, they got 
sold like hot cakes! Appreciation 
boosted my enthusiasm to begin 

something new and JADE took 
birth. JADE is my own designer 
label of indo-western wear. Initially 
there were hiccups and it was 
a challenge for me to establish 
myself in a completely new 
market and different environment. 
Then came MOTHERHOOD and 
juggling my business and baby 
was tiring at times.
Nothing comes easy but with 
passion, determination coupled 
with hard work, things can work 
out. 
I know this is just a beginning and if 
there are no situations to test your 
inner strength then there is no fun 
being popular and successful.
I am enjoying my third year as an 
entrepreneur and my dreams are 
still flying high. I don’t want to stop, 
in fact I want to just fly higher. My 
daughter who is four inspires me 
every time to work harder and 
grow higher. I love it when she tells 
me her wish to become a fashion 
designer like me. 
I am very sure her desire will 
change with growing age and 
passing time, but her being proud 
of me is such a satisfying feeling 
and an award in itself.
NOW that I have discovered a 
NEW me, I’m so contented and 
happy and whenever I look back 
at my journey, I feel complete.

JADE
ramaa muLay
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my 
experiment 
with
Fitness
As a young girl, fitness and 

exercise were never a part 
of my life. I did play basketball in 
schooldays, only because it let 
me skip my Maths class (which 
I hated). But I was slim and trim 
and keen to remain so even after 

marriage, having witnessed my 
cousins ballooning up within few 
months of their marriage!  With 
this promise to myself I, began 
my married life at NDA Pune. It 
was here that I was initiated into 
daily walks by my husband. Being 
generally free in the evenings, we 
would go for long walks along the 
quiet and peaceful outskirts of the 
Academy. The days he was unable 
to accompany me because of his 
official commitments, he would 
encourage me to go on my own. 
I, being slightly introvert, started 
enjoying these lonely and quiet 
walks. Slowly, I fell in love with my 
walks.
Over the years, we shifted several 
stations. Each new station gave 

me an opportunity to continue 
with my evening walks. Later on, 
as kids were born and I gained 
lot of weight, aerobics and other 
exercises got integrated into my 
fitness regime. Two years back 
we shifted to Mumbai. Here 
came the turning moment of my 
life when flipping through the 
pages of the “Health and Nutrition 
“magazine, I read about the 
famous nonagenarian Sh. Fauja 
Singh who still enjoys jogging and 
participates in marathons. I just 
couldn’t believe it. It was like, if he 
can run why can’t I? I was inspired 
to the very core of my being, and 
from the next day itself I started 
jogging.  The racing tracks of Kohli 
stadium became my Mecca. I 

aLPana agarwaL
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started with 4 rounds of the 400m 
track at a time, gradually working 
my way up to 10 rounds. Slowly 
my stamina grew and I graduated 
to 12 -13 rounds. The time spent 
jogging in the tracks was the best 
part of the day. It rejuvenated me 
as I could feel the accumulated 
stress drain out of the body along 
with sweat. The natural glow after 
a good work out could beat even 
the gold facial. A feeling of pure 
bliss would settle upon my whole 
being. My husband’s hectic sailing 
schedule allowed me to follow 
my jogging routine uninterrupted. 
When he was back in harbour I still 
managed to sneak in time for my 
appointment with the tracks even 
if that meant a tired and harried 
hubby waiting at the locked house 
door (whenever he forgot to carry 
along his pair of house keys).  I 
would take my own sweet time to 
return home, but still be greeted 
by my smiling better-half.
After about a year of regular 
jogging ,  my  husband informed 
me about a  ‘spirit run’ of 10 km. 
being organized by “DNA I can 
…”  at Mumbai,  motivating me 
to register myself. Till then it 
had never occurred to me to run 
a marathon, but at his behest I 
decided to participate and test 
my stamina and endurance. He 
advised me to prepare for the 
marathon and gave me tips on the 
correct body posture while jogging. 
On the D day he accompanied 
me to the venue and cheered me 
through the run. He also ran some 
distance along with me though 
it was only for women. Towards 
the end he urged me to pick up 
speed and putting in whatever 
strength was left, I completed the 
10 km. run in 67 minutes.  It was 

a memorable event!  
After the run he guided 
me in doing some 
stretching exercises 
which are important 
after a long run.
In May 2013 we shifted 
to Mhow (a small, 
quaint town in the 
heartland of India). I 
had expected a jogging 
track here also. Alas! 
A big disappointment 
awaited me. With no 
dedicated track for 
jogging nearby, I was 
compelled to use 
the tiled pavement 
by the roadside as I 
felt suffocated in the 
gym.  Unlike Mumbai, 
Mhow being a small 
town, many heads 
of passers-by would 
turn back for a second 
glance.  Undeterred 
and encouraged by my 
husband I continued 
jogging and soon got 
another opportunity to run a mini 
marathon of 11 km. This was 
organised by IIM Indore and was 
to be held on 2nd of October 2013. 
For the event, I further improved 
upon the mistakes I made while 
jogging, all thanks to hubby dear 
and also worked upon my stamina.
On the day of the event, he 
accompanied me, missing his 
weekly round of Golf (a big 
sacrifice.., really!). Though I had 
registered his name also he chose 
not to run, but joined me after a 
distance of 4 km. The track, and 
by that I mean the road was in 
bad shape courtesy the heavy 
and prolonged rains. There were 
potholes and many ups and 

downs. On the way he urged me 
to pick up speed on down slopes. 
Despite the tough track I managed 
to continue jogging and finished in 
75 minutes. It was a moment of 
sheer joy and my feelings cannot 
be put into words when I realized 
that I was the winner in my own 
age group! The euphoria and 
elation that rushed through me 
was incredible!
Some years back, I wouldn’t 
have even dreamt of being a 
long-distance runner but for my 
husband’s support and guidance. 
Now I look forward to half 
marathons and maybe someday 
even a full marathon. Amen…! 
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THE SIGNIFICANCE OF  
‘GOOD LISTENING’

It will not be wrong to say that 
among the most basic of all human 

needs is the need to understand 
others and be understood by others. 
The best way to understand people 
is to interact with them, and more 
importantly, listen to them. It is very 
important to understand and learn 
the art of listening. 
In today’s world, everyone wants 
to speak and project himself, talk 
loud about his achievements, and 
….. teach others. The number of 
listeners is reducing with the time. 
Are we heading for a situation when 
listeners will become extinct? What is even more 
disturbing is that very few of us are concerned about 
our inability to be attentive listeners. 
The ear is akin to radar that picks up frequencies 
created by any kind of sound and sends them to the 
brain. This is hearing. Hearing is an effect (of some 
sound or noise), while listening is an effort. Hearing 
is a natural biological function, while listening is a 
choice on our part. Many of us have only heard and 
never really listened in our lives. Listening is an effort 
to receive all that comes to the ear in the form of 
speech or sound and understand it, as if the person 
has spoken it himself. A good listener tries to analyse 
and understand what is said, and why it is said. In 
the end, he may disagree sharply, but because he 
disagrees, he must know what exactly he disagrees 
with. It can only happen if he listens attentively. 
Listening is quite an evolved and sensitive process 
within human consciousness.
When a knowledgeable man speaks, only a wise 
man has the ears, heart and wisdom to listen. The 
wisdom he possesses is not because he is wise, but 
because he possesses the ability to listen. Out of 

the 5 senses, listening uses the least 
amount of energy. Perhaps that’s 
why sound (alarm) is used to wake 
up from sleep. 
A person just doesn’t have to listen 
to sounds outside him. He can 
listen to his own voice. Try speaking 
your name, and it sounds like the 
crescendo of a concert. Try listening 
to your thoughts, they sound even 
louder and clearer because they are 
even closer to the brain. Try listening 
to the feelings of pain, relief, desire, 
joy, surprise etc. Each of these has a 
distinct sound associated with it. We 

can even go to the extent of saying that everything in 
this world is sound or, has sound or, makes sound. 
All one needs is a set of ears that can catch, convey 
and comprehend these sound waves.
The one quality that will make a person genuine 
listener is patience. There is no barter for patience. 
The second equally important aspect is the intention 
to get the message right, as exact as possible. 
Therefore, what one needs is a positive body 
language to make the speaker feel confident, and 
make him feel that he is making sense. This will 
enable better rapport during conversation, and will 
encourage the speaker to convey his ideas freely, 
comfortably and in necessary details. As a result, 
there is no doubt that the eventual beneficiary will 
be the ever attentive listener. Here are a few thumb 
rules to being a good listener: -
(a) Always listen attentively to the speaker, instead of 
planning what to say or, ask in return. 
(b) Interrupt only when the speaker takes a break or, 
is unavoidable. 
(c) Remember, your ears will never get you in trouble.
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When a young girl marries a 
Naval officer, particularly 

if she does not come from a 
service background, she may 
find herself “all at sea” to begin 
with. And despite the “Welcome 
Young Lady” and OJT by loving 
husbands, the newly-wed can 
never know what exactly it is till 
she finally discovers the NWWA 
world on her own. “One can do a 
lot of activity depending on one’s 
aptitude and inclination”, was 
something told to me long back on 
a sultry afternoon of October 2005 
as I was being introduced to the 
community.
I can never forget the “coming 
home” after marriage to a not-
so settling two-room bachelor’s 
pad at the Naval Officer’s Mess, 
Chennai. On the second day into 
my new life, itself, I was told that 
there would be a NWWA ‘Coffee 
Morning’ for the ladies of the 
Flotilla a week later. It sounded 
so enticing and fancy – so in sync 

as a part of the dream world I had 
entered by marrying a Fauji.
“You never get a second opportunity 
to make a first impression”. And 
I had no intention of leaving any 
scope for improvement on my first 
outing as a NWWA lady. I took 
my time getting ready in a saree 
that I thought did absolute justice 
to the occasion (I still see the 
pictures and feel I had got ready 
to get married again!). Being the 
wife of a Commanding Officer, I 
was fortunate to get some royal 
treatment as I settled down in the 
car which had been sent for the 
occasion. I headed to the NWWA 
complex to witness what the ladies 
had been preparing for the last 
two months.
Upon reaching there I suddenly 
felt I had entered a ‘mela’. With 
ladies everywhere - some singing 
with their eyes closed trying to 
wake up their favourite God, and 
others having an argument on how 
far out they should be standing on 

the stage in order to be noticed by 
everybody. Everyone said, “Hello”, 
probably wondering what part of 
the planet I came from. Clueless, I 
greeted everyone warmly.  My heart 
beat returned to normal after I met 
my husband’s course-mate’s wife, 
the only other person I knew in a 
room of strangers. Being a veteran 
compared to me, she enlightened 
me about the activities in progress 
within minutes.  And after that 
came my first task for the event. I 
was asked to conduct a game for 
the ladies attending the function. 
Further instructions were given 
based on the last year’s event and 
how we were required to make it a 
little different this time.
On the promise that we would 
meet again within a day or two 
for discussing further details, I 
took leave and headed home. My 
anxiety had been replaced with 
a feeling of belongingness and 
a little pride at having become a 
member of the NWWA fraternity.

Ushered 
in 

NWWA
Vandana dutt
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Working towards
A noble cause

It has always been my 
passion to work for some 

noble cause. Whenever an 
opportunity knocks at the 
door to spread some cheer 
to the under-privileged, I 
have always grabbed it in 
right earnest. It is my firm 
belief that to win the cause 
we all believe in, to spread 
true happiness and goodwill 
in the community we live in, 
we need to set an example - 
not just delivering speeches; 

gaining respect 
of the world - not 
just make empty 
promises.
Coincidently, INS 
K a t t a b o m m a n 
is an ideal place 
to pursue such 
goals. South Tamil 
Nadu abounds 
with ancient 
and magnificent 
temples on 
one hand and 
multitudinous social 
o r g a n i z a t i o n s . 
Fortunately my 

husband also shares my 
belief that noble deeds and 
serving the needy is the 
path to happiness – rather 
than splurging on religious 
institutions, and my choosing 
the former was an absolute 
no-brainer. The surrounding 
areas provide a plethora of 
opportunities to do a wealth 
of good and gain tremendous 
goodwill and satisfaction. 
The nearest, at 5 km from the 
base, is the Mercy Home for 

mentally challenged women. 
There are about 85 women 
from teenagers to mid-thirties. 
It is extremely touching to 
see the dedication with which 
the nurses and experienced 
sisters take good care of the 
inmates during their limited 
life expectancy. NWWA 
members have been regularly 
visiting the place and most 
of the service personnel of 
Kattabomman have been 
willing contributors with cash 
and kind during each visit. 
The shopkeepers especially 
have been most forthcoming, 
donating items of daily use. 
The in living sailors too have 
enthusiastically donated a 
day’s ration on occasions 
such as Diwali. The NWWA 
trips have always been a 
grand success with ladies 
returning in a pensive mood 
and heavy hearts, and lots of 
satisfaction to boot! 
Another ‘place of interest’ at 
Nanguneri, 14 km away is the 
Old Age home. A visit here 
too is extremely worthwhile 
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and always cherished by 
one and all. It is particularly 
interesting to note that many 
families from the base visit 
the Mercy Home and Old Age 
Home with hefty donations in 
kind on special occasions like 
birthdays and anniversaries. 
The Kendriya Vidyalaya, 
Vijayanarayanam and Naval 
KG School have also take the 
children on conducted tours of 
the Old Age Home, bringing 
much cheer to the elderly. 
Meeting the senior citizens 
is always an immensely 
pleasurable experience. It 
is indeed amazing that even 
though most of we visitors 
are unfamiliar with Tamil, 
the connection is always 
immediate and the gratitude 
and joy on the face of the 
senior citizens – priceless! 
Another prominent institution 
engaged in welfare and 
social service in the area 
is the Amar Seva Sangam, 
located about 90 km from the 
base. But being close to the 
famous Courtallim waterfalls 
and Tenkasi temple, the visit 
marks the culmination of a 
fruitful day – excitement and 
blessings of multiple kinds. 
The physically challenged 
residents of Amar Seva 
Sangam are cared for in 
very professionally managed 
and neat surroundings. It is 
immensely inspiring to see 
the tremendous potential 
harnessed and a mind 
boggling array of articles 
created notwithstanding the 
physical handicaps. The 

enthusiasm of the children 
there is truly infectious leaving 
a deep impression on the 
visitors there. After a recent 
picnic to Courtallim followed 
by a visit to the Amar Seva 
Sangam, the in living officers 
and sailors had no hesitation 
in admitting that the latter part 
of the visit was much more 
rewarding!  
I set the ball rolling by 
first lending a hand to the 
women’s orphanage with a 
gift hamper of basic needs. 
My heart specially goes out 
for the mentally challenged 
abandoned girls. “Save Girl 
Child, Save the World” is 
truly the need of the hour.  
Those little ones are in great 

need of a personal touch 
and time dedicated solely to 
them. Institutions engaged 
in welfare often rely on word 
of mouth, and spreading the 
word and bringing people 
forward to work together for 
an honorable cause is a great 
deed in itself. Many people 
have closeted themselves 
and ought to experience the 
feeling of being accepted for 
who they are, and overcome 
their fears of rejection. I hope 
to spare more time in the noble 
cause, enriching the society, 
while earning immense 
pleasure and satisfaction. I 
believe such deeds enhance 
one’s inner beauty within. 
The scope is endless!
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A shy girl meets a suave charmer of a 
man with a gift of gab. His opening 

gambit: “there are no strangers here 
only friends yet to be discovered”. 
Admittedly, not an original quote, more 
likely a calculated pick-up line, but 
the girl warms up, nevertheless. After 
years of turbulent romance with the 
Clark Gable-ian character, the couple settle into 
matrimony. The male protagonist, as you may 
have guessed, is a “naval officer”.  
The first “posting” happens to be literally, a 
honeymoon phase; they land in NDA, the cradle 
of military leadership. The now Divisional Officer 
takes her to show a cadet’s cabin, which many 
moons ago, embraced him. On the study desk 
framed is a poem: Rudyard Kipling’s ‘IF’. Though 
a person of literary propensity, she has not been 
acquainted with ‘IF’, until then, if not with Rudyard 
Kipling.  It blows her mind. 
Since then such gems or pearls of wisdom - call 
what you may - have been dripping from the 
knight’s mouth with regularity and alacrity to suit 
every situation. 
While there is no doubt that the men-in-uniform, 
collectively, deserve accolades for their never-
say-die attitude and gung-ho spirit, this piece is a 
tribute to my husband who is a living embodiment 
of the virtues that he has ‘preached’ subtly (to me 
and his men) over the years.  
In an age, when social networking is not just a fad, 

but a way of life, his life demonstrates 
what it is all about, in real-time. When 
my father-in-law was in the hospital - in 
the ICU for a long haul - the outpourings 
from his uniform-kindred and school-
types was overwhelming. He did not 
tweet or ‘What’s App’ for garnering 
support; it was plain and simple “word 

of mouth” chain that worked. The number of friends 
and well-wishers he has logged over the years – 
from school to ship – would beat the Facebook 
limit hollow.
Like many of them, he comes from the boondocks. 
The small-town folk from his home-town couldn’t 
care less that he is an officer in the Navy. For 
them, he is the boy from the bylane and they treat 
him likewise. I have seen him chat and guffaw with 
them in the local lingo and at such times, I have to 
tell myself that this is the same man who holds forth 
at seminars and conferences in polished English. 

IF you can talk with crowds and keep your 
virtue,

Or walk with Kings - nor lose the common 
touch…

He has always supported me in my vocation, 
whether I was a full-time professional or now that 
I am a work-from-home freelancer.  When I used 
to get bogged down with workplace politics and 
games colleagues played, he would advise: “Take 

‘MEN’TOR
The Navy
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your work seriously, not yourself”, 
adding in full measure: “tension lene 
ki nahi, dene ki cheez hai”! Filmi, 
dramatic, smart-alecky – whatever, 
his advice would sneak on me at 
opportune times and I would find it 
working. 

IF you can keep your head  
when all about you 

Are losing theirs and blaming  
it on you,

If you can trust yourself when  
all men doubt you,

But make allowance for their 
doubting too…

When chips are down, when 
frustration sets in because I am 
unable to juggle thousand tasks at 
home and “at work” he unfurls his 
patent gem: ‘Learn to strategize, 
don’t get bogged down in tactics’.  
When petty things unsettle, he urges 
me to see the “Big Picture” and to not 
get “knotted in details”. When one 
reaches a dead-end, I am reminded 
brutally to trudge on by: “So what? Then what”! 
And when I fret over a forthcoming local badminton 
tournament, he sends me off with the military 
wisdom: “Hope for the best, prepare for the worst.” 
It may seem that he is mouthing simple truisms, 
but the fact is that I have seen him live it out and it 
helps me effect course correction in time. 
In my profession, deadlines are sacrosanct, and I 
adhere to them stringently, but in day-to-day living I 
do get a little careless regarding timelines. But the 
taskmaster is ever ready with his word wit. “There 
is something called, Good Idea, Cut-off Time.” Now 
I have learnt to work amidst chaos, with urgency, 
and without excuses to complete tasks at hand on 
the home front, too. 
One of his pet themes which he tries to drill into my 
psyche is that of social self-knowledge. To him, it 
means getting to the core of understanding the ethos 

and faith practiced in the Armed Forces; making 
sense of Navy and fauj in relation to the society 
that we are in, at the same time, emphasizing its 
distinctive and unique nature. “SSK,” he says, “is 
about understanding Navy in the scheme of the 
narrative of the larger societal framework”. With 
this he urges me not to lose focus of one’s actions 
and place them in the context of larger benefit of 
the people.
And oh yes, he sleeps like a log without grog. I 
have caught the contagion not letting anything 
come between me and my slumber. 
It is one thing to read a poem and appreciate it, 
yet another to lead it. But that is what the hubby 
has graduated to, from his Cadet’s days to his 
‘Commanding’ days. I was a decent human being 
before, but after I met my ‘mentor’ (and ‘tormentor’) 
I have become a responsible social being. 
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THE AWAKENING

The women who crossed the 
lakshman rekha to venture 

out in the world have long been 
vulnerable, be it the maid servant 
who does so out of necessity, the 
middle class working woman  or the 
urban memsaahib who exercises 
her upper class privileges. 
Unfortunately, exploitation of 
all classes of women has been 
rampant since long but most of the 
times have been brushed away 
under the carpet due to fear and 
social stigma attached to such 
crimes. And we have long chosen 
to shrug away the high price of this 
transgression, especially of rape 
cases. The poor women simply 
didn’t matter, and the richer ones 
were dismissed as either reckless 
or immoral. The focus of all such 
misdemeanours would always 
shift from the criminal to the 

victim - what ‘she’ was 
wearing, why ‘she’ was 
at a pub or out working 
late at night.
The whole world is 
aware of the shameful 
act and heinous crime 
of brutal rape that 
occurred in the streets 
of the capital on 16 
Dec 12. This time ‘she’ 
was an ordinary girl, a 
normal girl with dreams 
and aspirations. She 
had a dream to become 
a doctor and make her 
parents proud. The 
sheer brutality of the 

crime jolted the conscience of 
entire nation. 
She died, giving birth to a 
revolution. A protest which was 
powerful since it was not restricted 
to a particular group of people or 
identity. The angry protest rallies 
were spearheaded by both ‘men 
and women’ irrespective 
of caste, creed, class or 
religion. The massive 
protests in Delhi which 
continued despite the 
suppressive measures 
by the administrative 
authorities, and similar 
protest rallies all over 
the country marked the 
beginning of the battle 
against administrative 
apathy and stricter legal 
recourse. The protests 
intensified not only in India 

but all over the world through 
social networking sites, blogs, 
news, etc. “We are ashamed. A 
nation must respect its mothers, 
sisters and daughters. If it can’t, 
the country is not civilised. This 
is a fundamental principle on 
which every civilisation is based,” 
declared the President, Shri 
Pranab Mukherjee.
The government was forced 
to initiate action and Verma 
committee was set up to lay the 
framework to ensure timely justice 
to the victims. The need to have 
stricter laws was felt as this is not 
something that had happened 
for the first time nor will it be 
the last of its kind. But yes, the 
reaction from the public was the 
turning point which compelled the 
government to review the existing 
system. Even after this incident in 
Delhi, similar cases were reported 
from different parts of the country 
which tell us about the still existing 
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shamelessness among people. 
Women in India step out of their homes 
everyday for going to their schools, 
colleges, workplace, market, etc. Keeping 
women at home and depriving them of 
equal opportunities which can help their 
own development as well as of the society 
is not what the educated and modern 
families desire for. But such incidents 
instil fear for their women and daughters 
as families worry about the safety of their 
wives, sisters and daughters going out on 
‘mean’ streets of the so called democratic 
nation. 
It is actually very painful to know that we 
are residing in a country where a girl is 
not safe even in her mother’s womb. The 
alarming rate at which crimes against 
women are increasing, coupled with the 
dismal conviction rates of accused narrate 
the woeful state of women in India. It proves 
that all the reservations and concessions 
are useless unless women enjoy the right 
to live without fear of being abused.
It is time for strict actions and effective 
implementation of laws against all offences 
such as stalking, eve teasing etc. Such 
initial crackdowns shall help in reducing 
the crime rate in the long run. Secondly, 
in cases where the crime is established, 
the punishment needs to be swift and 
exemplary so that it acts as a deterrent 
for others. It is ironic that sometimes hard 
punishment to the criminal who violated 
the fundamental rights of the victim is 
seen a violation of those same human 
rights.
Let our awakened spirits not be dampened 
by procrastinating assurances. We have 
to rally around to bring a change in 
attitude where a man thinks twice before 
he commits an offence, where a woman is 
not afraid to voice her opinion and where 
birth of a girl child is also celebrated. 
We need a society that will help women 
step out of their homes without carrying 
chilli powder with them, a society which 
respects women and where women can 
move freely and are not denied the ‘right 
to freedom’

s.Lt chaitan chauhan

The Invisible 
Pillar Of Strength

No ordinary woman
Can take challenges head on,

Enduring all the pain
Manage to move on.
She has to multitask

Running around for chores,
Taking care of home and health

Donning multi-roles.

Willing to be on the move
Five times in ten years,

Turning buildings into homes
Living for a lifetime it appears.

Let me not forget
Putting an unusual big heart

That swells in pride and devotion
And bears pain of staying apart.

Like a true patriot
Stands by her husbands’ side

She wears no uniform
Still bonded to naval life.

She wears no medals
No glory conferred
But she is a hero

In the truest sense of the word....

Pot-pourri
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Veerangana 2014

The Art of 
Conversation at  

Social Gatherings 

Attending social events, official 
parties, dinner nights and 

command receptions began early 
for me, initially as a child in the 
Indian Army, accompanying my 
parents to social events, and 
subsequently, when I married 
into the Navy. It fascinated me 
immensely to observe that some of 
the ladies livened up the occasion 
with their poise and conversational 
charm, while others, though very 
attractive, simply sat in a corner 
talking to, perhaps, one or two 
others, about their maid, son’s 
bronchitis, leaky sink and so on. 
I made it a point to get to one of 
the ‘Life of the Party’ and find out 
what goes to make a person an 
important part of the socializing 
routine.  Let me share some of the 
pointers I got from her.
Prepare for the Event. Take the 
time to dress up – Pamper yourself 
at the parlour and be well groomed. 
Use natural looking make up, 
do not overdo it. Make sure that 
you feel beautiful, dignified and 
confident. 
Meet and greet everyone present 
at the gathering, officers and 
ladies alike. Be polite and friendly.  
Take the opportunity to introduce 
yourself, if you do not know 

someone.
Be Interesting. It’s a very simple 
thing to achieve. Watch news on 
TV, read the newspapers, keep 
abreast of current events.  You 
have to think beyond your maid 
and MES problems. 
 Be Confident.  Remember 
opinions are neither wrong nor 

right. When discussing any topic, 
be confident about your thoughts. 
State facts only when you know 
them to be true. Avoid any spur of 
the moment insight without much 
background on the topic.
Keep that Smile on your Face 
and in your Voice. Be positive in 
your attitude and thoughts.  Any 
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negativity in your mind will reflect 
in your demeanour. 
What to avoid during a formal 
conversation?
Be aware of your Speaking 
Voice. A loud voice may give an 
impression of arrogance and an 
overbearing personality. On the 
other hand speaking too softly 
may indicate lack of confidence 
and social skills. In both cases, 
you may end up irritating a lot of 
guests. Always modulate your 
tone with what you are saying. 
Only a lullaby is sung in monotone 
to induce sleep.
Be aware of your Body Language. 
Your hand movements must be 
limited to your own space. To 
over stretch, reach over, slap, 
clap, playfully punch or high five 
someone in a formal party is a no-
no. The only allowable physical 
contact is a very firm handshake 
when required.
Be Cautious of the Topic you 
Open. You could talk on any topic 
ranging from politics to business, 
sports and entertainment. 
However, discussing lives of other 

people such as common friends, 
particularly course mates, should 
be avoided. Talking of religion and 
racial issues is a taboo in all social 
gatherings. 
 Be present in the Moment.  Put 
that fancy phone and other gadgets 
away or in silent mode. If you need 
to take an important call, leave the 
premises. It is rude to take calls 
while the other person you are 
talking to is still beside you. 
Be a Good Conversationalist. 
Develop an ability to not only 
speak well but also to listen when 
spoken to. Allow other people 
their share of opinion. Interrupting 
when someone is speaking is 
disrespectful. For some people 
it may mean you are being 
argumentative and hostile.
Be Aware of the Person you 
are Speaking To. Call all officers 
with their appropriate rank and 
surname “Lt Cdr Bakshi” or “Capt 
Sharma”. Ideally call all senior 
officer’s wives also as ‘Mrs so 
and so’ unless she has insisted 
on being addressed by her first 
name. The tone of speech should 

be respectful and dignified at all 
times.
When Eating with a Formal 
Group.  Observe basic table 
manners. If unsure, follow the 
seniors and others on the table. 
Never speak with food in your 
mouth. If the other guest is also 
eating and is in the middle of 
chewing his food, let him eat 
quietly first and then engage him 
in conversation when he is done.
Maintaining Eye Contact is 
Crucial. Avoiding eye contact 
may indicate your lack of interest 
with the person and that could be 
insulting. However don’t overdo it 
to the point of staring at a person, 
as this is also rude.
Avoid Interrogating Mode of 
Conversation. Especially if this 
is the first time you have been 
introduced to a person. If you are 
unknowingly going overboard, 
check for indication in their body 
language.
Avoid Unsolicited Advice, 
unless they are confiding in you 
or sharing something with you in 
confidence. The best solution that 

you can offer is a simple nod 
and an acknowledgement of 
what they shared.
Lastly, if it’s a farewell or 
a welcome, don’t forget to 
wish the Guests goodbye 
appropriately. Use each 
opportunity to build new 
acquaintances and find 
confidence to reach out to 
senior officers and ladies. Build 
bridges with your conversation 
skills – not barricades. 
Practice-Practice-Practice
‘Practice makes perfect’.
Being the person behind 
a successful husband is a 
daunting task- you know!
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