


To do is the best way to say, they say. 
It's not what you do that matters, but how you 
do it. I have the good fortune of  being in a 
university where founding principles are not 
just laid down and forgotten, but constantly 
worked upon.

Trying out concepts provides a kind 
of  learning that can't be brought about even 
by infinite theorizing. I learned this through a 
simple yet effective 24 hour exercise. We had 
been talking about 'social entrepreneurship' 
for more than a year now, but when challenged 
to DO it, I learned an unbelievable amount. 
The challenge was  each group of  3 or more 
has Rs. 300 at their disposal to start and run a 
business for 24 hours. Idea generation and 
strategy was the easy part, but only once we 
took the plunge did the real learning start.

Vikas and I were going to give 
healing massages and let people pay from their 
hearts. For everything has a fixed price 
nowadays, our idea was giving people the 
chance to decide how much a dose of  
relaxation, healing and love was worth to 
them. Our 'boni' (first) customers were at a tea 
shop in Syphon Chauraha, waiting to be 
picked up for whatever job god brought them. 
Our first patron was an old man with knee 
pain. We manned our stations, Vikas at his 
head, and me at his feet. It must have been a 
boundary breaking experience for him, to 
have a stranger touch his feet. Vikas taught him 
some simple knee exercises, and gave him the 
confidence that it would heal. Instantly we had 
two more customers, sharing their aches and 
pains with us.

The clarity with which one expresses 
ideas can make all the difference, we were soon 
to learn...  "They're giving out free massages!" 
we heard the shop owner telling everyone. A 
change of  location seemed apt at this point! 
The purity of  our intentions continued 
through every experience we had that day, 
starting from our transit. Making use of  
share auto time to review our learning, 
curiosity killed the cat in our co passengers! 
"Aap kya karne ja rahe ho!?" asked the elderly 
man next to me. Explaining our concept of  
getting people to pay from their hearts, led the 
discussion in the direction that everyone is 
running after money today, and isn't working 

towards true happiness. That led on to the 
recently passed Lokpal bill, and how 
systems imposed by the government can 
never be as effective as agreements that 
have been cooperatively decided upon by 
small communities. How bringing about 
changes in our daily lives is far more 
important than demanding that others 
change. We walked on, with the hope that 
seeds planted in 10 minutes would grow 
into magnificent forests!

Midway on our search for a good 
massage spot, we were forced into a 
restaurant by the rain. I asked for the 
bathroom, and was directed inwards by a 
man folding samosas. After standing 
around for some time,  I realized he was 
hard of  hearing. With prior experience in 
sign language thanks to a classmate of  
mine, I signaled how amused I was at the 
ease with which he was making samosas, 
while watching T.V.!

He pointed at the strips of  
rumali roti, suggesting that I try making a 
samosa. Might as well, I thought, since the 
rain was strong as ever. I had been 
observing his method for more than 5 
minutes, but the real learning started only 
when I tried to make the folds, and failed 
miserably! Slowly I improved, and after 
many defective pieces, produced two 
successful ones. I felt that my interaction 
provided a rare dose of  appreciation to 
someone whose job is considered so 
mundane and repetitive. I had never  
thought how samosas are made!

The first location we selected 
was the Jagdish Temple. We started up a 
conversation with a shiny eyed and smiley 
faced 'saadhu'. The conversation drew 
another holy man towards it, and there 
was a lady sitting next to us as well. “To 
phir aap paise banane ke liye aaye hain?” 
she asked. I tried to explain that our 
intention was not to make money, but to 
let people open their hearts and give what 
they felt like. “Chalo darshan kar ke aate 
hai” Vikas suggested. We agreed that we 
don't have control over what people think, 
so may be better to chose a place without 
the risk of  stirring up deep sentiments. 
Onward we marched to Pichola Lake, 
chart in hand and smiles on our faces.
 

A sudden lashing of  universal 
solvent from the skies made us take shelter 
in a juice shop. "Put your bag in here or 
it'll get wet" beckoned the shop owner 
warmly. I had never imagined that the 

words 'water bottle (NOT PLASTIC) ' on the 
list of  things to bring to Swaraj U, could have 
the effects they did, one year later. Being the 
quirky guy that I am, I decided to reuse an old 
wine bottle, instead of  buying a metal one. As I 
extracted my fondly named 'Patiala' from my 
bag, the expression on my new friend's face 
immediately changed! "Woh sharaab hai?" 
Came the swift reaction. "Nahi yeh paani hai, 
peeke dekho" I assured him. The conversation 
then progressed to the solvent properties of  
water dissolving even minute amounts of  
plastic, to cancer, to cows eating plastic and 
eventually dying. I quickly took out my phone 
with some photos I had taken at a dump yard 
visit. The sight of  a decaying cow with an 
abdomen of  plastic  would stir feelings in the 
most hardened of  men, and our man wasn't 
one. 

As the rain stopped, I ended on the 
refreshing note that he could make a simple yet 
effective change in his juice shop, use glass cups 
instead of  paper or plastic.It is so beautiful 
how talking to people, listening to them, can 
provide a boost in their day, for it is hard to 
find someone today, who would just LISTEN!

Totally forgetting about the parathas 
and subji we had in my bag, we enthusiastically 
asked a man on the road where we could have 
lunch. I thanked him and asked him his name. 
This gesture of  friendliness sparked a quick 
response "Mai putli bhi banata hoon! 
Ganeshji, elephant..." We told him we were 
interested in seeing his art, but not buying it. 
And it was really beautiful. Asked how he 
made the sculptures shine, "moongphalli ka 
tel se ragadtha hoon". What I found really 
brilliant was that even in the 'elephant ke andar 
elephant' statue, the inner elephant was also 
shining! “Baarish aa raha tha, nahi to mai 
wahan pe betke bechta hoon.” The rain would 
have its effects on our business too, we were 
soon to learn. 

...continued on the next page

One Year's Inner Journey 
Reflected By A 

One Day Outer Journey

       
       

      
      
        
      
      

      
      
        
      
  

      
        
       
      
      
       
      
        
       

        
       

        
      
       

        
       
        
       

        
        
       
      
     

     
       
       
      

      
     

        
      

         
       
      

      
        

       
        
        
        
      
        
     

 
     

         
       

       
       

       
        

        
         

         
      

         
       

      

 

  
    

         
         

        
        

   

        
        
         

          
          

          
        

        
         

         
     

        
          
          

 

       
         

        
          

        

      
           
          

       
          

         
         
        

        
          

       
         

          
         

          
 

         
        

         
          

          
             

       
          

         
 

  



          
          
           

      
       

 

      
        
        

        
     

         
        

          
           

       
         

       

       
        
       

       
        

       
         

       
        

         
        
           

     
         
        

        
       

  

      
         

        
        

        
      

       
       

      
       

         
        

         
       

       

        
      
      

       
      
     

        
     

        
       

  

       
       

        
       

     
         

       
       

         
       
  

      
        
        

        
       

       
         

      
     

       
       
      
       

    

     
        

       
     

       
          
        

        
        

        
        
       
       

         
       

      
       

 
     

        
          

      
       

        
          
         

           
          

       
        

     
        
       

       
      

        
        

         
         

         
        

 

        
         

         
        

        
           

      

     
         

          
         

       
      
       
         

        
      

        
         
       

        
        

         
   

    

    
   

   

esjk liuk gS fd eSa ,d ,slh 
txg cukÅ¡] tgk¡ gj rjg ds cPps] 
tkfr&/keZ ls ijs] iwjh vktknh ls 
i<+kbZ] viuh :ph] viuk gquj] vius 
rjhds ls lh[ksa vkSj viuh [kqn dh ,d 
igpku cuk,¡A vius bl lius dks 
lkdkj djus ds fy;s eSus Lojkt 
;qfuoflZVh esa nkf[kyk fy;k vkSj bls 
viuh vk¡[kksa esa latksdj vkxs c<+rk 
jgkA bl ,d o'kZ ds nkSjku eSa vusd 
yksxksa] laLFkkvksa ls feyk vkSj u;s&u;s 
vuqHko fy;sA 

viuh bl ;k=k ds nkSjku esjk 
,d laLFkk esa tkuk gqvkA ml laLFkk esa 
cPpksa dh ns[kHkky djus dk ftEek eq>s 
lkSaik x;kA cPpksa dh ns[kHkky djuk 
cgqr eqf”dy dke gksrk gSA dHkh 
mudk vkØks”k lguk iM+rk gS rks dHkh 
mudks mudh gh Hkk'kk esa le>kuk 
iM+rk gSA ,d fnu] jkr dks cPpksa us 
T;knk nsj rd Vh-oh- fn[kkus dh ft+n 
fd rks eSaus mudh ,d ugh lquh D;ksadh 
mudks lqcg tYnh mBuk FkkA bl ckr 
ij dqN cPps eq>ls ukjkt gks x;s vkSj 
mUgksaus Vh-oh- :e dh pkch xk;c 
djds Nqik nhA eSaus lqcg lcls iwNk 
dh fdlh dks pkch feyh gks rks ns 
nsukA ysfdu fdlh dk Hkh tokc ugha 
vk;kA bl ij eSaus dgk fd tc rd 
Vh-oh- :e fd pkch ugh fey tkrh 
rc rd No TV No Dance. nqljs gh 
fnu pkch vius vki esjs ikl vk xbZA 
bl rjg dh dbZ eqf”dysa esjs lkeus 
vkrh Fkh ysfdu eSa “kkfUriwoZd mldk 
jkLrk <qa<+us dh dksf”k”k djrk FkkA

,d vkSj fdLlk gSA viuh 
eqEcbZ ;k=k ds nkSjku eq>s ;qok pkbZYM 
ykbZu laLFkk ds lkFk dke djus dk 
ekSdk feykA vius dke ds flyflys 
esa esjk lh- MCY;w- lh- ¼PkkbZYM 
osyQ;j desVh½ tkuk gqvkA viuh 
vknr ds vuqlkj eSa ogk¡ ds cPpksa ds 
lkFk tYnh gh ?kqy&fey x;kA ckrksa 
gh ckrksa esa eq>s cPpksa us crk;k fd mUgsa 
ckyx`g esa Bhd rjg ls ugha j[kk 
tkrkA [kkuk Hkh vPNk ugh feyrkA 
,d gh lkcqu lkjs cPps bLrseky 
djrs gSaA bl otg ls vxj ,d cPps 
dks bUQsD”ku gksrk Fkk rks og lcdks 
gks tkrk FkkA ,d ckr tks eSaus uksfVl 
fd og ;g fd cgqr lkjs cPpksa ds 
“kjhj ij dqN t[e Fks vkSj ogk¡ dk 
cgqr lkjk dke cPpksa ls djok;k 
tkrk FkkA lh- MCY;w- lh- eas Hkh cgqr 
lkjk dke cPps gh djrs FksA
 

;g lc dqN ns[k&lqudj esjs 
eu esa vusd loky iSnk gq, fd eSa bu 
cPpksa dks Kku fnykus ds fy;s dke 
dj jgk g¡wA eSa mUgsa dHkh&dHkh lh- 
MCY;w- lh- esa Hkstdj xyr djrk g¡w 
;k lgh\ D;k eSa okLro esa buds 
vf/kdkjksa ds fy;s yM+ jgk g¡w ;k mUgsa 
fQj ls mUgha ijs”kkfu;ksa esa Hkst jgk g¡w\ 
eSa lgh g¡w ;k xyr\ tks laLFkk bl ij 
dke dj jgh gS og lgh gS ;k xyr\ 
;s lkjs loky esjs fnyks&fnekx esa 
vHkh Hkh x¡wt jgs gSaA eSa vHkh Hkh bu 
lokyksa dk tokc <qa<+us dk iz;kl dj 
jgk g¡wA ;k=k vHkh Hkh tkjh gSA

---jfo xk;dokM

,d lkFkZd iz;kl
...continued from the previous page

Over a light  lunch of  dal baati, Vikas and 
I agreed that there is no point worrying whether 
our social enterprise would work out or not, 
because we were enjoying ourselves  and having 
some amazing interactions! 

We finally reached Pichola Lake at a spot 
called Ghangor Ghat. It was quite deserted and 
dirty, so we decided to look for another place. 
Heading back the way we'd come, we asked a young 
man working in an electrical repair shop, if  he knew 
of  a place where lots of  people came to. Our 
conversation grew into a discussion on learning by 
doing, how skilled work isn't valued but rather 
mental work. “Aap kya karte ho?” He asked, the 
glint of  youthful curiosity in his eye. We explained 
about Swaraj University, Shikshantar, exchanged 
numbers, and headed on, happy to have shared 
some new thoughts with him. For all we know, he 
might end up an electrical wizard in the next batch 
of  Swaraj!

On our way uphill from there, were 
advised by a bunch of  jobless cloth merchants to 
head back to Ghangor Ghat. “Aap yahin Ghangor 
Ghat pe jao na? Sham ko bahut log ayenge!” Might 
as well give it a shot, we thought. 

Due to the recent meteorological events, 
the only option we saw was sitting on a bench, as 
the floor was filthy and wet! We could see curiosity 
building immediately, and the first person to 
approach us was a rather small person, a child, in 
fact, aptly named “Chotu”  It wasn't too long 
before there was a crowd, and then another one. 
People came in waves, for free consultation. Our 
explanation kept evolving; it was tough for people 
to grasp the concept. Finally, we decided to put the 
word 'after' between 'gift' and 'massage'. We 
explained that we would give a healing massage and 
that they would give a 'gift' after that. It worked 
almost instantly, and we gave that man full, from 
the heart, treatment. He was so happy, that he gave 
us Rs.150.

I guess one of  my main learnings in the 
'self  designed learning' course at Swaraj' was that 
we have the choice to shape our experiences and 
lives, and how they're shaped is based on our state 
of  mind and attitude to life. There's no point living 
life if  it isn't fun, and the beauty of  it all is that 
everything we take so seriously, can happen 
BETTER in the spirit of  fun and frolic. The reason 
all past revolutions have failed, is that they haven't 
been fun!

... Anant Singh



When people ask me what 
experience has been the most influential or 
life changing so far, I inevitably say Swaraj 
University. It has tremendously impacted my 
outlook towards life, which in turn has had a 
very positive impact on my demeanour, my 
actions and my relationships. What is so life 
changing about this? For that, I think it's 
best to put forth my definition of  Swaraj 
University. Let us break this name down. 
University is a place of  learning, of  
education, in a community of  people who 
want to learn. Swaraj means self rule. In 
other words, rule over yourself. Combine 
these two together, and you get a community 
of  learners who decide to chart out their 
journeys in their own way.

The above sentence then gives birth 
to several concepts. For one, we chart out 
our own paths. No one forces a path of  
learning upon us, unlike most schools and 
institutions that tell us to learn in a certain 
way or do things in a certain way only. 
Various researches show how most schools 
and colleges, due to these restrictions, are 
disadvantageous and become barriers to a 
child's mental as well as physical health, and 
in various degrees.

However, when a person is not 
restricted by barriers and punishments, his 
or her development will be on many paths, 
and literally with leaps and jumps and falls as 
well. Instead of  others telling the learner 
what to do and what not to do, the learner 
gets first hand experience, the lessons of  
which stay embedded in the mind, unlike 
those 'learnt' through rote memorisation. 
This freedom based learning is an ideal 
concept, and like  all such utopic concepts, 
it's pretty hard to implement. However, a 
determined step towards this idealism, and 
support from others on similar trails, can 
give rise and momentum to this movement 
towards a better society.

In setting foot on this path, there 
are bound to be pitfalls, but there will be 
someone from the community you are part 

of  helping you to come out of  them. 
Community living is an important 
aspect here. This isn't just any 
community; it's a community of  people 
who have decided to go off  the beaten 
path, to chart their journeys and be 
overtly different. The concept of  
community brings in many things: how 
to live together, appreciate one another, 
also constructively critique one 
another, understand fellow community 
members' points of  view, and look at 
the society more objectively. 

Community brings awareness 
not only about itself, but the world as a 
whole. We become aware of  ourselves 
through other people's appreciation, 
feedback, criticism and help, as well as 
our own reflections in accordance with 
the community and our own journeys 
of  life. It brings awareness about a 
much larger community, the village, 
town or city we live in and the people, 
animals, and environment that form 
this area. It brings awareness about our 
nation as a unit of  people, of  culture, of  
environment. It brings awareness about 
the community space we call earth. The 
s a m e  t e a c h i n g s  f r o m  t h e  
aforementioned community come up, 
in various levels and proportions, for all 
these other communities as well. So 
now not only do we learn on our own, 
we also are consciously aware of  the 
other members in these various 
communities and chart our journey 
knowing how they play a vital role in 
our lives.

The community I am part of  
has become my family. Not only do we 
live together, but we share the deepest 
secrets with each other. Not only do we 
have tons of  fun together, we have each 
other to lend a hand or offer a shoulder 
to cry on in times of  need or crisis. To 
live in such a varied community, we get 
exposed to a variety of  mind sets, 
backgrounds, cultures, and expressions. 
And we learn how to live with them; not 
just in tolerance, but in support.

I feel that Swaraj University 
implements both these concepts in 
tandem pretty well. In fact, one cannot 
work without the other.  When one is in 
the process of  discovering their 

passions and interests, they need a 
supportive space.  Space to experiment and 
make mistakes, space to trip and fall, and 
space to introspect. This space needs 
openness, creative energy, and positive vibes. 
The community at Swaraj understands this, 
and provides plenty of  open space. During 
times of  introspection and exploration, our 
soul needs a serene environment without 
distraction by external noise. There is no 
better place to do it than in the midst of  
nature. Our campus, right now, is in the 
middle of  the Aravalli ranges, mountains 
surrounding us in all directions. It has 
become our second (if  not first) home.

Questions do get raised about the 
practicality of  dedicating so much of  their 
time to their passions. I would counter the 
question with the fact that there have been 
tons of  poets, artists, writers, actors, social 
workers, inventors, spor ts persons, 
musicians, scientists, politicians, lawyers, 
software engineers, doctors,  CEO's all who 
have reached where they are because of  a 
drive, a fire in them. If  they had let small 
things douse out their inner spark, this fire 
would never had been ignited, and they 
wouldn't have reached where they are. An 
immense drive to do something will 
automatically give rise to a path to follow, 
and one becomes a trail blazer. This inner 
fire will help burn out thorns and other 
obstacles on this trail, and a mindful 
approach will help choose the steps to be 
taken.  But in essence, the same road will be 
followed. Because that's the road to 
greatness: where we achieve that fire in our 
belly, and peace within our soul.

...Dhaval Shukla

Understanding the 
‘Swaraj’ in 

Swaraj University

 
 
 

       
        

          
        
        

     
       
    

        
          

         
       

      
          

     
        
       
         

      
        

       
      

         
        

         
          

    

       
        

     
        

      
        

         
       

      
        

        
        

        
       

        
        

      
      

        
       

       
       

        
      

      
      
      

     
        

      
     
      

       
        

      
      

       
      

      
      

       
    

        
        

      
       

         
      
      

      
     

      
       

 

     
       

       
      

       
      

        
        

        
     
      

         
       

       
       

          
       
         

        
         
         
        

        
         

         
    

      
     

       
      

 

     
       

        
       

       
       

          
      

       
        

       
        

     
      

       
         

         
       

        
       

         
      

     

       
     

           
         

        

  



     
       

        
      

         
       

        
        

        
       
       
       

       
      
        

        
    

      
        
         

       
         

         
      

       
      

        
  

      
      

        
         
       
          

      
       
     
      

        
       

      
       

       
   

       
         

       

        
     

      
      

        
       

     
      

      
    

    
       

    

   
         

      
    
       

      
      

       
     
         

     
       

         
     

       
    

    
       

      
         

       
     

     
        

 

      
        
       

        
        
         

          
        

      
    

         
     

     
     

       
         

     

      
       

        
      

      
      
       

      
      

       
          
        
      

       
      

      
       

        
        

       
   
    

       
        
          
        
       

       
      

        
        
        

       
        

          
      
        

     

 

  
  

 

My 
first 
Khoji 
Meet!

Why did I choose to join Swaraj? 
Thinking back, I wonder if  the decision was 
already made for me by the universe and I had 
to only recognize and acknowledge it! To me, 
it has been a truly spiritual experience, one 
that was emotionally liberating yet 
challenging me to go beyond my hitherto 
unknown l imi t a t ions  and  menta l  
conditionings. At the same time, it has been 
one full of  love  love of  a different kind 
where I was loved even for my mistakes and 
shortcomings, and was accepted for who I 
was…

For any outsider, we would have 
seemed a bunch of  mad people  mad in our 
thoughts, decisions, actions, spirit, emotions 
and expressions… Such was our time that I 
was reliving the freedom of  my childhood, 
free to dance, sing, love, laugh, dream, cry, be 
vulnerable, become serious, shout, play, fight, 
figure out my interests, read, interact, get fully 
drenched in rains, cuddle, stare, admire, talk 
nonsense, crack stupid jokes, write long 
letters to myself, hang around in the hot sun 
and even do absolutely nothing at times! And 
everything was so mixed up and in a natural 
flow as though I had let the hold on myself  
completely loose for once… 

The team is simply splendid! We are 
a young bunch of  varied interests and diverse 
backgrounds, the right combination and 
mixture to form the second batch of  Swaraj 
U! Despite all our outward differences, 
together we taught one another to seek the 
inward oneness, to be there for one another in 
moments of  joy and sadness, to offer 
support, share responsibilities and also to 
knock back onto the right path if  anyone 
went adrift… Strangers at first; a family now, 
an immediate family at that… Of course, we 
fought for silly reasons, we blamed, had our 
complexes, we felt guilty, pulled each other's 
legs… but we also held one another's hands, 
gazed into one another's eyes, spent time in 

silence, felt thankful for each one's 
presence, hugged everyone tight, shared all 
our stories, cried our hearts out and went 
out of  our ways to help and support…

But what was the magic? How did 
the strings of  togetherness bind us so 
strongly? I can now see that such invisible 
threads of  loving connection have been 
constantly wound around us by the 
consistent and careful efforts of  our 
facilitators who have been working silently 
amidst us, observing, directing, guiding 
and giving the much needed space, time, the 
environment and opportunity for us to 
understand, explore and grow. Most 
importantly, they gave themselves and their 
time freely and unconditionally. I can now 
visibly see their secret and subtle minds at 
work constituting the most crucial aspect 
of  this whole framework, triggering deep 
reflections and at the same time, being 
totally aware and cautious about not 
interfering too much into the natural 
process of  moulding  of  the group.

The spell was also induced by the 
grand phenomenon called Tapovan 
Ashram, and of  course, by all its wonderful 
people! They have played a bigger role than 
they themselves could possibly know or 
comprehend! To say the least, touching lives 
is an art they all seem to have mastered 
effortlessly... Just like they have beautifully 
transformed the barren rocks into lush 
green fields and colourful gardens, they 
have touched, transformed and breathed 
colours into all our hearts, moistening 
them with humility and tending them with 
raw emotions.

The tall mountains around us 
kept inspiring into us their strength and 
calmness, and the spectacle of  the clouds 
hanging on them constantly whispered an 
open invitation into our ears. With each 
evening of  mountain trekking and rock 

climbing, we longed for more and were never 
really tired… We traced the river, walking by 
her very side, from her source to destination, 
observing how she changed forms, 
transformed her colours, modified her pace, 
how she was getting mature with every leg of  
the journey, how she renewed herself  every 
moment… The lives she served and sustained, 
the civilization that she nourished on her 
lap… For the first time, we truly met water and 
air and experienced their immense spirit. For 
the first time, we felt the earth beneath and 
treasured her sounds of  giving birth to the 
sprouting seeds. For the first time, we saw the 
mysterious sky opening up for us in all its 
splendour! For the first time, time seemed still 
in our world. Meditating on rocks, listening to 
the music of  the river's flow and the chirping 
birds, at those moments, we knew only of  a 
self transforming silent revolution taking 
place within, beyond words and beyond 
communication… A bursting of  emotions, 
the mountains echoing each of  our heart's 
reverberations… A blissful slowing down of  
thoughts… 

Our formal sessions and informal 
discussions were mostly in the open spaces, 
bringing to us newer insights and helping us 
build fresh perspectives on various aspects of  
life and living. Shaking our whole belief  
system and uprooting all the gathered garbage 
dumped in our minds, there was a whole lot of  
unlearning before anything new could be 
learnt. The old notions of  obedience and 
discipline, getting into the good books of  the 
teachers and implicit following of  orders were 
among the first ones to be uprooted; then 
followed our ideologies on education, 
development, progress, and the whole social 
structure and the sustainability aspects. All the 
resource persons who came all the way to visit 
us, held warmth in their hearts and reached out 
to us with tender care, sharing their 
knowledge, skills and resources, taking us to a 
world beyond the dominance of  money, power 
and hierarchy. We had the liberty to dig deep 
into ourselves, pursue our own interests, 
teaching, learning and co learning at once!

For others all this might seem an 
exaggeration or an overstated romanticization. 
But then, for those who have been a part of  the 
process, I am sure the experience has been alive 
and vital, true to every word said and unsaid...

... Anusha 
Radhakrashnan


