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A REPORT ON A VISIT TO EAST TANJAVOOR HAMLETS
On a Friday(14th October 2005) afternoon myself along with Sundaram and viswanathan , traveled in a 9 seater van, from Madras, a former British provincial Capital, along with the family (Himself,his wife and child of about 7?) of  IIT Prof.Kamakoti, to participate in the inaugural function after construction, with a supper halt for about three quarters of an hour at Pondichery, a former French colony, bypassing enroute the dutch settlement of Tranquebar, reaching the destination of Thiruvaaroor,  in the proximity of Vedaaranyam, where portugese landed several centuries ago, in the dying hours of that Friday, to settle ourselves in a Hotel. The journey was conspicuous for the classical music we all listened to, prompting us to ruminate nostalgically on the past concerning the lives of the composers, singers (in the case of classical songs), and about the films and the era surrounding when they were produced (when the songs were from light cine classical), besides the songs and the language in which they were sung.  All the gossip would have been ripe material for some magazines, had only journalists (?!), from such journals were present. 

Well on Saturday morning, we were joined by Rajaram and Lakshmi, the later reaching the Hotel during the wee hours of that Saturday. But we 3 made our way to Thiruvaaroor Lord Theagaraja temple, overlooking the vast expanse of the great historical tank KAMALAALASYAM. The temple needless to say was awe inspiring indeed. The architectural sculptures reminded us of the hoary past, and the renaissance in the religious civilization, that took place during the period, when it was constructed.

We then along with the other 2 and with Seetharaman, a professional agriculturist, and the brother in law of Prof.kamakoti, and a live wire behind all the school work both at Thappalaambuliyur and Vishnupuram, and at Akkaraippettai, a fishing hamlet, on the lines of fjords of Denmark, that was mercilessly ravaged in the great TSUNAMI that hit the Indian shores during the last week of December 2004. I am not going to dwell on the projects, as it is the exclusive domain of Professor Kamkoti and Rajaram. But something else did strike us rather painfully, which I would like to dwell on. We were going round the area of the school where construction work was going on, and this time was utilized by us to know more about the happenings after the Tsunami, and about the life obtaining there in general.  Tsunami or not, these villages could not boast of drinking water availability, not withstanding the feature of the presence of River Cauvery Delta, in the past, ever since the dams across the rivulets,  Kabini and Hemavathy, were built during the early 1970s by the ministry of Veerendra Patil, at Karnataka, then known as Mysore, as water flow into the cauvery, more particularly the tail end region, was negligible. The situation took to a worse turn, as the Tsunami strike made the ground water saline, that is neither useful for cleaning, nor for drinking. So people have to depend on the mercies of the Government, nay bureaucrats. 

Imagine the plight of people wanting water; they are supposed to be served by water from some overhead tanks,

Getting water from pumps installed on the cauvery beds, the tanks serving several villages; and so even for vital bare necessities (are you reminded of Rudyard Kipling’s jungle book?), the people are depending on the mercies of various agencies using water from mobile tankers, for their activities, and the rain gods. On the day previous to our visit, there were rains, and lots of water pools on open field were formed on account of excessive rains, People were using even these muddy pools with shallow level of water, for their survival. Besides, some villagers were allowed to draw water from the tankers serving the construction activities of the school, we were involved in. We also came to know that there was a single unit of water desalination, using reverse osmosis process, in that village consisting of about 6000 (people). That goes awry owing to negligence resulting in the damage to membranes essential for the water treatment plant. 

 It is with relevance to this I quote below the extract of the mail from Lakshmi.

Actually, National Chemical Laboratories in Pune have come up with a unique water filter that uses no chemical process or electricity in filtration. The technology has thus proven highly appropriate for extreme circumstances, in regions where the quality of portable water is poor and electricity simply not available. The filtration units are portable and can easily be carried to remote areas. This has the potential to solve India's drinking water problems, but local governments have not shown much interest in buying these, unfortunately. Funds are a big issue, and the Dept of Science and Technology is trying what they can to create more awareness on this.



As I am sure this mail would reach a large number of persons on our asha circle, some kindred souls would be able to throw light on solution to this vexatious issue.

The other disturbing note was when the female teacher Indra Gandhi, a teacher at Sindanai Sirppi School, narrated about the plight of children, especially the female ones of that village, becoming victims to the abominable practice of child marriage. After the TSUNAMI tragedy, government, in its zeal announced relief measures in the form doles of about 2 lacs per family, whose head had lost the spouse, and with a number of children to look after, and getting married again to a tsunami orphaned girl from the village. Ofcourse there is law prohibiting marriage before the age 21. But then the excuse is records have been lost in tsunami. The collector is knowingly abetting such an arrangement, to curry favour with the government. What a tragedy that a girl of 13 0r 14 is made to look after a girl or boy of 13 or 14 or 15 even. The small child in her finds the game tough both physically and mentally. She is abused sexually too, resulting in her finding her way towards her home where available, and lodging, where she was earlier. The ‘PARENTS/GUARDIANS’ then force her to return to her HUSBAND, on complaints from the ‘SPOUSE”. This she finds hard, and takes to committing suicide. There were about 200 deaths during last year. All are aware, and none bothers to raise a little finger. Some NGOs have been striving in vain. The mode of suicides range from going into sea to jum,ping into wells to jumping from the bridge to hanging. I hope I am not narrating to you a horror story. The Truth Is Stranger than Fiction. But that does not mean that this should be so gruesome. Would we have a CHARLES DICKENS to highlight, Or a RAJARAM MOHAN ROY to stop the practice?

The one redeeming feature after such a dismal picture, we were feasted to a, repeat of the mock debate(called Patti mandram in Tamil), by the children of that Sindanai Sirppi School, the children studying in 4th and 5th standards. Even though the scripts were prepared, the diction, pronunciation and action and oratory was simply superb to say the least. Our Sundaram was so moved that he instantaneously offered a sum of Rs.100 each to the participants numbering 5. It was really like an oasis in a desert.

Again I draw FROM Lakshmis mail regarding relief to tsunami victims. There may be very many incidents that we may not be aware of. But atleast we attend to what we have known.

On the following sunday after a sumptuous breakfast at Kamakotis residence at Vishnuopuram, we attended the function at the school having classes upto 12th standard, After the function we proceeded to Thappalaambuliyur at a distance of about 20 Kms, where we were witness to the inaugural function at local private elementary school. After a wonderful lunch at Seethaaraamans, all the five of us visited Thrukkannapuram, Srivaanchiyam and Thirukkannamangai temples, all examples of the great chola and nayak kings love for temple architecture. On that night we departed by an omnibus, our way back to Madras. I prefer Madras to Sennai. Incidentally in Tamil one is not supposed to start a sentence with VINAIYECHCHAM. But then our pseudo Tamil pandits have their own logic!

Brevity has been the reason to cut down my report. Once in a way we have to resort to such kind of activities, to get over our mundane routine. But then I would be delighted immensely if it has kindled some reactions resulting I succour to the needy.

Thanking you for bearing with me.

E.S.ANANTH
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