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WHY HUMOUR
TIMES?

The reason is my soul-mate who laughs as
frequently as the Kumbh melas. Obviously
quality laughter is different from hyena
laugh of the members of freak laughter
clubs who can be heard early in the
morning at various public parks. Laughing
may be a good exercise for the lungs, but
laughing pointlessly can get you booked
for the Agra Pagalkhana.

On a more sombre note, the level and
quality of humour indicates the health of a
society. Authoritarian regimes do not
tolerate poking fun, pulling a leg, or slicing
the tips of noses of those in power. Luckily,
we in India enjoy a great deal of intellectual
freedom, due largely to the fact that our
politicians are 'illl-educated." Most do not
pretend to understand the fine nuances of
wit and sarcasm. Rather their thickly
insulated skulls prevent intellectual
intrusions of a vulnerable kind.

More than the politicians, it is the so-called
page three 'commodities’ abundantly
multiplying through spurious service clubs
and kitty parties, that need to be tickled
and tokoed. Thanks to modern-day life
style packagings, we have a huge
selection to pick our role models to target
our darts.

The HUMOUR TIMES, will deal with
mature subjects, in undefined ways,
allowing frustrated and cynical 'atmas' find
solace in venting community "bhadaas,"

through their columns. Says fellow-sufferer
Jaimini Das "in work places, in families,
among friends, daily there are occasions
you want to shout and box people around
you, but for sanity, civility, or personal
interest sake, you can’t do that. A platform
like HUMOUR TIMES will provide us the
opportunity to paint the devils in their true
colours, and expose the myth or hypocrisy
that shines like an aura, around them."

Big words. We intend doing all that and
much more, but in a manner that the
injured shall find no treatment. Rather the
pangs of verbal wounds shall endure and
emit comical delights for a long time.
Needless to state, we anticipate an
avalanche of foul reactions from those who
find their images sullied in the columns of
the HUMOUR TIMES.

Your unsolicited and uncalled for words of
appreciation will raise our adrenaline level
to better our output.

Limerick
My dear people of the gay sex cult
There’s really no need to swallow insult
You’re spelling doom
for population boom!
Ban straight sex and get on, without
guilt!

Muthanna



OF BEANS. LIMES AND
DIAMONDS

LAKSHMI PALECANDA

When | moved into Mysore three years ago, |
encountered a strange concept in a perfectly
ordinary location: the vegetable vendor’s. | needed
a bunch of coriander leaves and he was showing
me some. A person was standing next to me.

“Get naughty,” he said.

Shocked, | looked at the not-so-young man
who smiled back with genuine friendliness. I'd heard
that men get naughty at forty. He seemed about that
age.

That man was indicating the two slightly
different looking bunches of the leafy vegetable in
front of me. “The farm one won’t be so full of flavor,”
he said.

That is when | realized that he meant ‘natti’
or home-grown versus farm grown produce. | looked
back at the two bunches. The ‘natti’ guy was looking
as strong as Stan Laurel and the other was a little
healthier. With so much pressure on me, | had to
take the ‘natti’ one

Later, | experimented with the farm version
and found it to be not very different, but the ‘natti’
cost almost double for half the amount of leaves and
stalks, putting it beyond my coriander budget.

The natti-ness also extended to tomatoes, |
found out later. However, here the prices were
reversed. The natti or local tomatoes were more
sour, juicier and cheaper, while the ‘jam tomatoes’ or
the Roma hybrids were sweet or just insipid, and a
little more expensive.

Speaking of expensive, the humble
vegetable market has become a little like the
famous diamond markets of Antwerp and
Martapura. You go in with large amounts of money
and come out with a small amount of produce in a
little bag. Don’t believe me? Well, here is an
example. | have a vegetable-wallah who | always
buy from. One day, | skipped along to his cycle to
buy veggies. Seeing a pile of fresh green beans, |
ran my fingers through them, not noticing the
seller’s uneasiness.

“How much?” | asked breezily.

“Fifteen rupees,” he said, watching my
actions carefully.

“Okay, then. I'll take half a kilo.”
“That will be thirty rupees.”

“Er, | don’t think so,” | ventured tentatively. |
am a little weak in Maths, | should have taken a
calculator, | thought.

“I's fifteen for quarter kilo,” said the
vegetable-wallah, edging the beans away from me.
“And the tomatoes, potatoes, onions are ten rupees
... for quarter kg. The garlic is Rs 20 ... for 100gs.”

“Do you have any limes?” | faltered.

‘“Amma, don’t you know that limes are sold
only at maximum security markets with safety
lockers?” he asked me contemptuously. “Limes of
2cm diameter cost Rs. 4 a piece.”

“‘How much will a lime this big cost?” | asked,
holding my fingers about 4cms apart.

This time, there was definitely pity in his
gaze. “Don’t ask, you can’t afford it.”

| staggered home, heartsick with an empty
purse and with six beans, one each of tomato,
potato and onion and no garlic. When my husband
asked what our children would eat, | said, “Let them
eat Cadbury’s Dairy Milk.”

Later, | heard of a wedding being called off
because the groom’s family wanted lemon rice with
tomato and toor dhal sambar and beans fry to be
served for the wedding lunch. The bride immediately
called the police, who slapped harassment charges
on the groom’s family. The bride’s father reportedly
had offered the groom a house in Koramangala,
Bangalore, and a Mercedes-Benz, but the boy was
insistent on the menu.

“What do these bridegrooms think? Are we
made of money?” he is said to have asked reporters
tearfully. After my run-in with the vegetable seller, |
began to think furiously. Surely there was something
in this situation that an entrepreneur could exploit.
As a result of those cogitations, | confronted my
husband that evening.

“l think we should convert our coffee estate
into something else,” | said. “We should uproot the
coffee and plant beans.” “I don’t think it is a good
idea to plant vanilla when the market for vanilla
beans is so bad,” he began.

“'m talking green beans, not vanilla,” | said.
“With an intercropping of naughty, | mean, ‘natt’
coriander and tomato, we will be in the Fortune 500
billionaire list before we know it.” He gave me an
incredulous look, and quickly changed the subject,
and we haven't discussed the topic since. But |
haven’'t abandoned hope yet.

I’'m going to send him to buy vegetables
tomorrow.
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The Bhang Eaters
A meeting was summoned of the ruling Elite
Problems were discussed both knotty and neat.
The PM Lord Lapoojhanna gave a thundering speechy;
A speech, they said, was beyond everyone’s reach.
“Iriends,” quoth he, something ought to be done;
Elections are near, they have to be won.
Great 1s our history, our culture is the best;
We, the chosen ones, are destined to rule the rest.
Problems are too many, what can we do?
Let’s export problems to China and Timbaktoo.
God is in his heaven and Satan is on this earth;
All is not right, we are deprived of mirth.
People of this country are dopes and fools;
For centuries have they lived under alien rule.
And 1f the uncivil mobs be so nutty
Can our ministers be any witty?

A people get a government they deserve the best;
So why must we toil? Let’s relax and rest.
Experts from abroad will be invited and paid;
To suggest us ways to increase foreign aid.

If aid from other countries is denied unto us;
We’ll manufacture ‘foreign aid’ without a fuss.
Rest ye brother countrymen, rest ye youth Rest;
Rest 1s the only way to solve all unrest.
Thus the meeting of the party came to an end;
A group of ten Netas was far away sent.
Merrily went the netas on and on
Sailed far and wide till dusk from dawn.

A land full of streams was sighted soon;

On a pale blue sky stood a rocketed moon.

A flowery shiny shrub was soon discovered;
The netas rejoiced—joyful songs were heard.
Back sailed the netas with leaves of that rare herb;
Amazing was its effect, all problems it could curb.
A dose of the herb kept all issues at bay;

On sunny beaches, people dozed all thru’ the day.
Whatever said their leaders, they readily believed,
So the government of the country felt greatly relieved.
They called it Bhang, the panacea and surest cure
For any malady that people couldn’t endure.
“How hateful is the sight of the toiling multitude!!!”
We the sons of gods are not beasts mute.”

Let others toil, we shall in Elysian valley dwell;
Rest ye dear countrymen, all will be well.

Let us now pledge we shall not ever toil;
Why life’s fun should we in vain spoil?”

Life is for pleasure, we shall not make it a bore
Rest ye dear comrades, we shall not toil more.”

Brij khandelwal
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