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My fondest memerizs of my childhood ar =d around one particular train journey thar my family would repear cach year during

Diwwali. To place this story in contest | must give you a histarical perspective. Please bear with me while the story gocs into flashback,

Fven thongh T was Lo and brovght up in Mumlbai. my roors lic in Rajasthan. My ancestors were traders in the town of Narmaul—lacated
in Tlaryana—who cuentually shifted bass to Marwar over a century ago. My great-grandfather was a railway guard stationed in Todhpur.
1e was 2 man of modest means but was immensely respeeted in rown.

One of his sons—my grandfather—had a song enmeprencial sreak and hranched our as a hrsinessman. Srarring with 2 small gensral
merehandise shep he evertially went on fo hecome a supplier of Rells-Reyee motorcars o the Rajut prinees. TTe soan bl a new
mansion that he named after my grea-grandfather and proceeded fo populate it with an ever-growing family of sons and daughte

My grandfather did not live a very long lite but during his literime he made his Lirothers and his sons relocare to different parts of India

5o that the family business could b xpanded geographically: This evenually reslted in varions metabers firtherd
in lodhpur, daipu, Indors, Bhopal. Kota, Dilhi and Mumbsi. My father was sstablished in Mumba
design.

the family business
part of this grand

My grandrother was a frail old woman who had quierly and ~fficiently managed her growing flack while hier husband had hesn busy
builling a fortuns. After she became a swidow, she had only one request fo make of her chikdren, She wanted that they should all agree to
spend every Diwali in Lhe house that her husband had buill in Jodhpur. 1t would be the family’s way of reuniling cach year in
remembrance of the man who had given them so much,

Andlso it was that my family would make the journey cach year to Jodhpur almest akin to a sacred pilgrimage, We would board a train

al Bombay Cenural Stalion {yes. it was Bombay and not Mumbai in those days) thal would Lake us lo Ahmedabacl, From Ahmedabad we
would hourd another train fo Falna. a nondescript raibsay funerion whe

= a car and dviver awaited v, The drive from Falna o Jodhpur
s a lttle over v honrs and wonld he produuctively spent consumming tnovth—watering anien Kachoris. theughtfully packed into the car
by my grandmother

My father's family was a conringent of five—dad, mom. my elder brather and sister. and L All five of ns would share a fonr-herth

compartivenr in the Firsr AC section of the main. Tnevirably i would lead ta seuabbling hetween s ids vegareing who eceupied which
space. When we would approach my mather for dispute resolution, she would simply smile and tell us that one cbay we would look back

al the journey and wish thal we could relive the moment, We, in turn. would stare al her. wllerly convinead thal she was surk raving mad.

Sometimes the air-conditianing in eur conipartent would prove inadequats during the Gujarar-Rajasthan streteh and my father would
launch into 4 descriprion of how a block of

had to be placed in a large tub in the centre of the compartment during the ‘good old days

when Lhere was no air-condilioning in First Class. IL would now be my dad’s Lurn Lo be stared al by the kids.

My mother wonld always organize a great big stainless sreel fiffin carrier containing aloa-purd. namheen and pickl=s. Tr would be wipsd
from my grandmother for th
s storics aboul how her Lather had imported « special tillin carrier [rom Englnd thal aceommockicd hol coals in the boom

clean by the ond of the journcy, awalring a fresh injoction of goodi My mother would kell

Turn jours

compartent in order 1 keep the food extra hor. Apparenely he had lieen 5o

exited] ahour his eonfraption on his first journey with it thar
he had spilled the burning emhers on the flaor of the compartment and eveared quit= a fire panic. Sorne years larer when The Rurning
Train & Bollywood flick starring Dharme d, we kids would joke that real perpstrator of the
had been our maternal grandlather

dra and Vinod Khanna  was rele

The nadirion of reaveTling to Jodhpur each year continted for the entire joint family of my grandiarher unti] the year she passed sway.
My cldest unelz tried to keep the tradition alive and insisted that everyone reach Todhpur the nest ye
that my grandmother had been the glue holding the [ragile Eamily logether. The reality was thal all of us had gone our sep:
ensions had reached the point where they conld no longsr e brushed under the proverlial mg. Tt was the heginming of the

r. Unfortunacely he had not realized

arals ways and

husiness ¢

end.

1 remember eclebraling Diwali for the lirst lime in Mumbal thal year
rnning all o
stabl

i Lell rather odd. In Jodhpur we would be aver o dozen cousins
the place. The family house in Todhpur was built on  vast estate that included the mansion. guesthouse, gardens.

and a poln grovmd. Tn Mumbai ir w2
o train journey to be made because the

cowshe: just thres kids trying to mahe the besr of a eranped south Mumbai flar. There was
Wwas no one awaiting our arrival at the destination. There swas no tiffin carvier to bz propared,

2 were 1o seullles to be had over berth allocaons. 1L was no longer the beginning ol the endl. It

Lhere were no slories w be old and thes

was the end.

Many years later Txvas with my wife and son on a train journey from Tondons Waterloo station to the Take Distriet. Tt wwas a picturesque
w Lrom the window:. [nside, the train was impeccably elean and organized. s we sipped Ginger Ale and nibhled on bourbon ¢

n

biscuits my son pestered me with questions about aur destination. T answered his questions meshanically but my mind wandsrsd off m a
simpler fime—ene when the jmnmey wsed o be the destination



