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1
In the beginning

Revi proposes a toast, 2001

This book is based on the blog posts I created about my family and 
our roots, values and what we often call the “Hartland” spirit, 
from my blog “Up Up And Away”. It has been edited to provide 

a consistent thread through the narrative. I have attempted to smoothen 
the disjointedness that is inevitable in a string of blog posts, driven more 
by the moods and thoughts of the day, rather than the flow of a well 
structured book. At the same time, I have tried to maintain the spirit and 
spontaneity of the original blog posts. I allowed some degree of duplication 
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and juggling of events and time periods between chapters, just as they were 
in the blog posts.

Additional anecdotes have been added by other family members to 
make this a collaborative family project. With so many of our family 
members having passed on, this is a tribute to a very great family.

Hartland wasn’t just a place or even a home. It was the spirit that 
represented the family and the thread that bound it together. Hopefully 
it will bind together the future generations of the family, wherever in the 
world they may choose to settle.
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2
The Roots

The children, Delhi,1946
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W e are popularly called the Baskarans. The family returned to 
India as refugees from Burma, during the 2nd World War 
when the Japanese attacked Burma. The story of the family’s 

return to India, reads like a thriller, in a note written by my Father and 
found after his demise. I have reproduced this with minor editing in the 
next chapter.

I was born shortly after the family relocated to India and Dad got a 
job in Delhi. We lived in a one-roomed out house on Curzon Road, where 
I was born. We moved to Chennai when I was a few years old and we 
continued to stay there for several decades at Royapuram and at our home, 
Hartland. Hartland was built by a Britisher and Dad bought it from him 
when he was returning to England.

We were a family of six, the eldest was my sister Hema and then came 
Venu, Revi, Jaya, Gopi and me in that order. Ours was a well knit family 
and a talented one too. Venu was the doctor. Revi was for most of his 
career in sales. He was the best cricketer of the family, represented Loyola 
College and also played for Tamil Nadu Junior State team. Jaya was the 
soldier from the very beginning and after graduating from the Indian 
Military Academy, went on to serve in the Armoured Corp. Gopi was in 
many ways the most talented of us, however, he suffered a polio attack in 
his school days, which left him crippled. Gopi was a journalist and was 
part of the pioneering team that launched the Mid Day newspaper, whose 
success led to the formation of the niche mid day/ afternoon newspaper 
segment. Hema was our soft spoken and extremely lovable sister. For me, 
she often switched roles between a sister and a mother. I was just nine years 
old when she got married.

I did most of my studies in Chennai, graduating from the College 
of Engineering, Guindy and then the prestigious Indian Institute of 
Management, Bangalore. In a long career spanning over three decades I 
served in many key positions namely as Executive Director at Xerox India 
and as Executive Vice President at HCL Infosystems.

I always thought our family was invincible and so it seemed, till we lost 
almost all, one by one. Dad first passed away; for me it was the first time I 
came face to face with death and as I was the only one at home with Mom, 
it was a defining moment for me and a time when I grew up. Then Venu 
and Gopi passed away within a space of 45 days both to cancer. Cancer 
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would continue to be a scourge of the family as it felled Mom, Hema, Jaya 
and Revi also.

Now only I remain. But we have our sisters-in-law Geetha, Marie, 
Prithi, my wife Deepa and their children and our grand children, Raghav 
and Iraj. The Baskaran tradition lives on.

The family, Delhi, 1950
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Refugees ’42

Here is Dad’s version of the family’s escape from war torn Burma 
during the 2nd World War. This is in his own words, from pages 
he had written and we found after he had expired in 1971.

 

Tumsar 1959
From 10th to 15th Oct ’59, I was at Tumsar, in a place where I could not 

get anything to read except the daily newspaper. Time was hanging heavily 
on me. To keep my worries out of my mind, I started writing this auto 
biography . . . .

Syriam 1933
Hema was born on 12-2-’33. She was a tiny but sweet baby. I was anxious 

to have both mother and daughter with me and pressed Sreemu’s mother to 
bring them to Syriam as soon as possible. I still remember the day Sreemu and 
little Hema arrived in Rangoon. As SS Ethiopia came along side, I was the 
first to get on board the steamer and ran up the passage to greet my dear ones.

Life in Syriam and work at B.O.C (Burma Oil Company)was really 
enjoyable. In 1938 we purchased a car, Morris Oxford, a two-seater. Even 
with four little ones, we used to have our usual evening outings and badminton 
in the club. “Getting babies suits you”, was a comment of one of the Anglo-
Indian ladies, when she met Sreemu a few months after Jaya was born.
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Such a happy life in Syriam, was to come to an end soon. In Oct ’41 talk 
of the world war was strong. A Japanese attack on Burma was commonly 
expected. When Pearl Harbour fell, the people of Burma became panicky. On 
12th Dec ’41, the B.O.C. advised us to evacuate our families, as the Sukky 
Oil Refinery was a dangerous area. Sreemu and children were sent to a small 
town near Henzada. On 23rd Dec ’41 at 11 am, Rangoon was bombed by 
Japanese fighter planes, which flew very low and machine gunned the city. The 
office going people were all caught unawares on the streets. The air raid which 
lasted for about two hours in steady waves, killed a very large number of people 
on the road and on the river. In the afternoon when the all clear signal was 
given, I made up my mind to go to Henzada.

I came to the jetty in my car. Locked it safely but there was no launch 
to take me across to Rangoon. I was able to persuade a Chittagonian to take 
me across the river in darkness on payment of Rs 50/—. I reached Rangoon 
at about 8 pm, drenched with river water, which was lashing me in the 
small sampan in which I crossed the turbulent Rangoon River. There was no 
conveyance in Rangoon. All shops were closed. Dead bodies were still on the 
street. I had to walk the distance of two miles to the railway station to catch 
the Henzada Mail at 9 pm.

The train was full. People were sitting on top of the carriages. I purchased a 
1st class ticket to get a foot hold in any compartment. I reached Henzada in the 
morning. Sreemu and children were happy to see me. On 30th Dec we reached 
Rangoon and stayed with Dr Anandan, who was making arrangements to 
evacuate women & children from Rangoon. May God bless that generous soul, 
who had been so helpful in saving the lives of so many people.

A Chinese coal vessel was sailing for Madras and arrangements were made 
for women and children to go on board that vessel by 6 am on New Year ‘s Day. 
We had to leave for the jetty by 3 am. As we were getting ready, there was an 
air raid on Rangoon in the moon light. We rushed to the shelter. Even there, 
Sreemu wanted to stand close to me, to get to heaven together. Before dawn 
we reached the wharf. Only women and children were allowed on the wharf.

Sreemu was helped by other ladies who had no children, to carry the four 
little ones who were shivering with fright. Leaving them in the hands of God I 
returned to Syriam to my post. With God’s grace they landed safely in Madras.

I had a faithful servant Damodhar Nair to look after me. On many 
occasions, when I was reluctant to go to the shelter in an air raid, he would 
force me to go. I remember once, he wept aloud, when I said that I would 
rather die in an air raid than be a prisoner of war in Japanese hands. On 
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19-2-’42 at 12 noon orders were given to evacuate Syriam within half an hour. 
The Japanese were only 40 miles from Rangoon.

I went home to pick up Damodhar and my hand bag in which I had 
packed a shirt, a pair of shorts for change, a few bottles of Horlicks and biscuits 
and first-aid equipment. I left my house as it was and got into my car on my 
last trip in that car, to the jetty, where a launch was waiting to take us to 
Rangoon. Local Burmese hooligans had occupied the house even before the 
launch sailed from Syriam.

At Rangoon we had to go to Ching Song Palace, 8 miles away from the 
jetty and wait in the evacuation camp for further orders of movement. In 
batches of around 50, we went to that palace. It was not a safe place to stay, 
as prisoners from Rangoon jail and lunatics from the asylum, were released by 
that time and some of them had also taken shelter in that camp. Most of the 
people left in fear and by 23rd Feb only 11 of us remained together. We had 
one revolver which we used by turn on sentry duty, to guard the group from 
attacks by hooligans.

On the morning of 23rd Feb we found the wardens of the camp leaving 
the palace in panic. We managed to get into a lorry and drove the vehicle to 
the high court building near the jetty. We also got news that SS Jalagopal, 
which was in the wharf would be sailing that evening. In the evening, we had 
to fight our way through the crowds waiting outside the jetty. It was indeed a 
struggle to get through. I was completely exhausted by the time I reached the 
steamer, which sailed in darkness that night.

Near Basiene we were asked by a Japanese Raider to stop. Messages were 
exchanged between the Raider and Jalagopal. To our good fortune, the Japanese 
realised that the vessel was full of Indians and decided to let us go. Within an 
hour we could proceed safely to Chittagong, which we reached on 27th Feb. 
The same night I left for Cannanore on a four day train journey—I was happy 
to finally meet Sreemu and children and all at home.
 

And that was Dad’s poignant story. I must have got some names and 
places wrong and possibly also missed a few passages, as I had copied these 
lines from a very old manuscript.



The family, Chennai, 1955
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Choyi Butler

Here’s a bit about our ancestors !!! My great grandfather, my 
mom’s mom’s father, was Choyi Butler. The term Butler is an 
honorific title, as he owned and ran a hotel called Choyi’s Hotel, 

in Kannur. I believe it has since been sold several times and the current 
owners calls it Choice Hotel !!! Choyi Butler was a man about town, 
who married my great grandmother and in course of time a white lady!!! 
He sired families through both. For many years, the children and white 
mother were never allowed inside the ancestral Kotieth house in Kannur, 
but after he passed away, the ice was broken and the two sets of families 
came together. The “white” side of the family flourished and did very well. 
One if not two, went on to represent India at the Olympic Games; the one 
that comes to my mind, is CK Lakshmanan. Also, many did well in the 
armed forces, with at least one reaching the rank of Major General. No 
mean feat in those day. The General Raj’s school in Delhi, comes from 
that side of the family.

Choyi Butler had a very romantic image, or so we are told. He was 
tall and of military bearing. I had never seen my Great Grandfather, but 
carried a very romantic image of him in my mind and was quite proud to 
be his great grandson. On a visit to Switzerland, at Glazier 3000, we had 
an archery session. Each of us was given two arrows to fire at a target. I 
asked for and was given a “left handers” bow and standing tall and straight, 
fired in two bulls eyes one after the other!!! Amidst the oohs and aahs, I 
turned to Deepa and said, that, after all you should expect that from Choyi 
Butler’s great grand son, no?? !!!
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Here’s another titbit about our Great Grandfather Choyi Butler as told 
by Goyo in ‘A Hundred Years of Excellence’. You’ll note he refers to him 
as Sri Choyi and not Choyi Butler as he was often referred to.

Sri Choyi was the uncrowned king of Cannanore, the grand old man 
who ruled over a mammoth family. Our grandmother, Ammamma and 
her sisters and brothers were the children from his first wife. They stayed 
with him in Kotieth House, a large nalukettu building, situated in a 
heavily wooded compound in one of the choicest locations in Cannanore. 
The house fascinated me when I was young and I used to wonder how it 
was so cool inside, till I realised that it was almost completely made of 
wood, except for the outer walls. There was a grand hall upstairs that the 
Cannanore Free Masons used as their temple, till they moved into their 
own premises.

They say Sri Choyi owned all the land from Payambalam beach to 
Kanathur Kavu and built houses for his children in large holdings, where 
they stayed and reared their own families. He presided over his large 
extended family like an ancient patriach. The Choyi’s Hotel was built by 
him in one of the most idyllic sites in Cannanore, atop a hill overlooking 
the ocean. Ammamma’s half sisters and brothers from her father’s English 
wife stayed in an elegant and spacious house called ‘The Gardens’ situated 
on the road to Payambalam beach.
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Our Maternal Grandfather 

and Grand mother

Our maternal Grandfather and Grandmother
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I owe this entry to a wonderful piece of writing by my cousin Goyo 
in a book entitled ‘A Hundred Years of Excellence’ which our cousins 
the Bharathans brought out to commemorate the hundredth birth 

anniversary of their Dad and my maternal uncle Bharathettan. This nicely 
brought out book, has several lovely titbits about our Grandparents.

So here’s the piece about our grandparents O Govindan and Devaki.
‘Dr O Govindan who hailed from the illustrious Poothatta family, was 

a decorated doctor in the British army and fought for the British, as far 
back in history, as the North West Frontier wars . . . . Dr Govindan was 
sent home to India from Burma after he was shot in the leg in battle, and 
was incapacitated from active war front duties. The story goes, that he fell 
very ill on board the ship, and at one time, they even contemplated giving 
him a burial at sea. But at the last moment, he sat up in bed and proclaimed 
that the sea could wait. He came back to Cannanore, was proclaimed a 
war hero and lived to a ripe old age, and died full of honours. He and my 
grandmother built Krishna Nivas and moved into the house in 1939.

Dr Govindan, lived like an aristocrat. He used to go about in a 
rickshaw, which in those days must have been the equivalent of a Cadillac. 
He spent most of his time during his later days, in the upstairs portion of 
Krishna Nivas, which he furnished to perfection with brass top tables and 
overstuffed sofas. He covered the compound with foliage consisting of 
guava, mango, suppota, jumblam, green lime and coconut trees nestling 
among neem, bilwa and silk cotton trees, in the compound of Krishna 
Nivas.

Dr O Govindan died in 1945, our grandmother Devaki, Ammamma 
as we called her, lived for many years after grand dad passed away. At 
sunset, when the sacred lamp was lit and brought to the veranda of Krishna 
Nivas, all of us had to sit on the wooden benches, facing east, and chant 
the Rama Nama and a variety of mantras and prayers under Ammamma’s 
watchful eyes and attentive ears. Any attempt to quietly skip over the 
prayers and / or its stanzas was immediately detected by her and the 
punishment was that we were made to chant the prayers from the very 
beginning. After dinner she would go to bed and one of us was selected to 
sit beside her bed and massage her feet till she fell asleep.

One, day, browsing through the attic of Krishna Nivas, I came across 
some priceless artifacts which I quietly purloined  .  .  . one of these is a 
Wilkinson sword, which must have been part of Dr Govindan’s ceremonial 
uniform. It has been with me for almost 40 years and the Wilkinson is 
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still without a single trace of rust, in spite of the salt heavy atmosphere of 
Cochin, situated as it is on the back waters. I also have with me, a china 
tea set in green with red roses, the pieces of which are literally feather light. 
Some decanters and delicate wine glasses speak about his good taste and I 
suppose about his life style. I also have with me some priceless medals won 
by Dr Govindan, medals bestowed on him for valour and courage in battle.

So this then is a brief account of our granddad and grandma through 
the eyes of Goyo.
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Hartland . . . home sweet home

Venu, 1980
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Most of my youth was spent at Hartland—truly the home of 
the Baskarans. Sadly it is no more now, as we sold the house 
to a real estate agent, who demolished it and built a 4 storey 

complex.
I lived at Hartland from somewhere in the early or mid ’50s, till I 

moved to Bangalore to join ITI in early ’72. We sold the house in the 
mid ’90s. The home where our hearts resided is no more. Many memories 
come fleeting by. The highly competitive rubber ball cricket matches on 
the cemented 15 yard courtyard, where hand eye coordination and a short 
back lift were essential; the ashoka trees, which I loved to climb on, to 
read or study; learning to ride a cycle in the confines of the courtyard 
by myself, with no assistance; our friendly neighbours; the parties which 
Mom & Dad threw, where Kaka was the critical support cook, who made 
excellent biryanis; the home coming of the entire family for Christmas and 
New Year’s eve; the fun filled New Year’s Eve get togethers with cakes, and 
coffee from the stately coffee making machine . . . . . . and the list goes on.

Those were treasured moments. Royapuram and the lane that ran past 
our house, West Mada Church Street, was to change very much over the 
years. It was, then, a very liveable and cosmopolitan hamlet. Traffic was 
minimal, there was the Parsi Club, just opposite the road, where the Parsis 
often met for their functions and where we played the more conventional 
cricket; the Parsi Fire temple was just down the road; the Catholic Church, 
where we used to watch 16 mm movies on Sunday evenings, was just 
besides the Fire Temple; and St Kevin’s school was also just down the 
road  .  .  .  . the hamlet, if I can call it so, had a mix of Anglo Indians, 
Parsis, Rajasthanies, Malayalees and several large Muslim households. We 
also had a small but wonderful beach, which was a social meeting point 
in the evenings and inevitably a meeting point for young couples. The 
Kunhiraman’s stores, the corner shop, was another popular meeting point 
where young people would park their cycles and eat ice cream.

It was a wonderful melting pot of various cultures and religions and 
every one coexisted beautifully. There was never any problem of race or 
religion of any kind. Royapuram is not the same any more. The beach was 
taken over by the Port Trust Authority and the harbour was extended to 
enable iron ore loading. Most of the Anglo Indians migrated to England 
and Australia. Others, like me, found jobs outside Madras or Chennai, as 
it is now called, and moved away. Royapuram became a staging point for 
freight operators, who bought up the old houses, demolished them and 
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converted them into godowns. The hamlet, and it can no longer be called 
that, now was full of lorries. Lorry traffic is also high and the road that 
runs past our house, now buzzes with lorry and bus traffic. Sad, how such 
a wonderful little hamlet, could be so polluted and spoilt.

We had a wonderful set of neighbours, the Georges, the Mehtas, the 
Vishwanathans, the Byramshaws, the Chunnilals and several families 
living within the confines of the Damodhar Envelope factory, next to 
Hartland, which was run by the Chunnilals. Most of the young boys of 
the neighbourhood formed part of our cricket playing circle. Most of the 
boys of Royapuram went to St Mary’s to study, while the girls studied at 
St Kevins or St Columban’s, just next to St. Mary’s.

It would not be wrong to say, that the unique culture and ethos of 
Royapuram, was largely driven by the value system that St Mary’s ingrained 
in all of us. It was more than a decade later that I visited Royapuram. As 
expected I came away most disturbed. The old memories would come 
racing back and I relived those old times though only in my mind.

There is a poem I like very much that aptly sums up my feelings. Here’s 
what I remember of it :

Oft in the stilly night ere slumbers chains have bound me Fond memories 
bring the light of other days around me

The tears, the joys of boyhood days, the words of love once spoken The eyes 
that shorn now dimmed and gone, the cheerful hearts now broken.

When I remember all the friends so linked together I have seen around me 
fall like leaves in wintry weather

I feel like one who threads some banquet hall deserted
Whose lights have fled whose garlands dead and all but he departed
Thus in the stilly night ere slumbers chains have bound me Sad memories 

bring the light of other days around me.



Venu, Geetha and Anand, 1980
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Life at Hartland

The Family, Coimbatore, 1988

Our’s as I said was a well knit family. Whenever possible we had 
our meals sitting around the dining table. More often than not, 
the conversation would get animated, with Dad holding on to 

his views and Jaya and Revi chipping in with their own. Venu was the one 
who instigated debate and added fuel to the fire, to liven things up.

Dad liked reading the paper from cover to cover and would grab it as 
soon as it came and all of us would grit our teeth. Dad was a wonderful 
person, much like Deepa’s Dad, and was always ready to make available, 
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anything that any family member wanted. I remember on a wet and rainy 
day, one of us expressed the desire to eat hot samosas and before we knew 
it, Dad slipped out of the house, cycled off to the market and returned 
with delicious hot samosas. That was Dad !!

He also took to cooking, after retirement and really ran the kitchen. 
Mom would chip in on rare occasions. Dad was also a handy man and 
could repair, fix or make lots of things. Mom often stopped him from 
freaking out and so, when she went away on holidays, he would spring into 
action and carry out modifications and changes to the house. Dad was the 
loveable hen pecked hubby for sure.

Our’s was a liberal household and we were all expected to live our lives 
true to ourselves. If you wanted to drink or smoke (not considered very 
good things in those puritanical days) you might as well do it at home. 
Drinks were most often available and every one had a peg or two. Guests 
and party time always had drinks served. This was not as prevalent in those 
days as it is now.

We also did not receive any formal religious education or training. We 
had a prayer room at home and Mom always lit the lamp just after dusk, 
and we would join her respectfully. All of us were God fearing and correct 
in our behaviour, but none of us took deeply to any religious calling. In 
later years, Jaya would perhaps carry out the most rituals and I took to 
prayer in a big way . . . my kind of prayers, till I joined the Soka Gakai and 
was schooled in Buddhist prayer practices. Venu and Gopi didn’t openly 
show any inclination towards things spiritual, though like me, they may 
well have been into prayers and thanks givings to the Lord, in private. 
Hema followed Mom’s tradition and light the lamp every evening. She 
was also the best equipped among us, when it came to religious practices 
and rituals. Her daughter Reena, took to prayers and regularly visits the 
temple and continues to be a very religious person.

Education and food were top priority for our parents. Hema was an 
MA Literature graduate from Miranda House, Delhi. Very few women 
of that period I am sure, would have such an education to boast of in 
India. I went on to graduate in B.E. Electronics and Communication 
from the College of Engineering, Guindy and then completed PGDM at 
the prestigious IIM Bangalore. I was an alumnus of the very first batch 
of this institute. All of us had decent education at top notch colleges and 
institutions of learning. Mom & Dad had to really struggle hard to do this 
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for us. Borrowing money from family members and even from neighbours. 
Terrible it seems, but they did it for us.

Dad’s financial woes seem to have started when he had to leave his job 
as Jt. Controller of Imports & Exports, for reasons I was never privy to. 
Repaying the loans for the house, financing the family’s education, and 
possibly Hema’s marriage, all took a heavy toll on Dad’s savings. Our Fiat 
car, then the pride of the family, had to be sold to partially make ends meet. 
Eventually Venu, Revi, Jaya, Gopi and I would start earning and sending 
back money home and the fortunes of the family would revive.

My youth, therefore was spent with little or no luxuries, although all 
our needs, good food and reasonably good living, were somehow or the 
other managed by Dad and Mom. It was a time when two sets of clothes 
is all I had. How our parents managed, is still a huge mystery to me. How 
many members of the larger family lent a helping hand (or those who 
refused) I would never come to know. I can only silently thank all who 
did help, in those tough dark days.

Venu and Revi were the principle source of financing for my PGDM. 
I also chipped in, as I received a stipend of Rs 500/—for three months 
during our project term and I also tossed in what meager savings I had 
and a bit of the PF money I received from ITI and some God sent refund 
of Income Tax!!! The cost of education was much more reasonable in those 
days than it is today. I may never have made it, at today’s cost of education.

I used to send home a modest Rs 50/—per month out of the stipend of 
Rs 500/-pm I received while working at ITI Bangalore, and subsequently 
increased it to Rs 75/—when my emoluments marginally increased. Dad 
and Mom passed away long before I could reach a reasonable position of 
stature in the corporate world and in society, and they never got to see the 
fruits of all the struggles they went through for all of us.

I have always regretted never being able to look after my parents and 
giving them a feeling of pride and happiness, at whatever I have achieved 
in my career.



Get together, Bangalore,2004
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My Brothers and Sister

Hema and Vijayetten



24 |

Hari Baskaran

Revi and Marie

My fondest memories are of the family sitting around the dining 
table and animatedly discussing the issues of the day, be it 
politics, sports or the latest books or movies. There was a lot of 

fun and banter too and every one of our neighbours had a nick name; Elmer 
Fud (from the comic character) was one for Meharwan! When several of 
us moved out of Chennai, we looked forward to the vacations, usually the 
Christmas holidays, when all of us used to get back to Hartland. Those 
were the days for parties and get togethers of the larger family. And cakes 
and hot coffee, from the stately coffee percolator, as we broke in the New 
Year with the neighbours.

Venu was the eldest of the brothers. He studied medicine at the Stanley 
Medical College in Chennai, before joining the Army Medical Corps. It 
always surprised me that he had joined the Army; perhaps he had his own 
views of serving the nation. It was just around the time of the Chinese 
aggression in ’62, and his first posting was to the Indo-Chinese border in 
Ladakh. A terrain, that at any time is inhospitable, even more so in those 
early days, when the army may not have been fully equipped for high 
altitude war fare. I remember every time he came home on leave, he would 
tell us that he had given away all that he had to the Sherpas, who took 
care of their day to day needs in that bitterly cold and inhospitable place, 
and would re-equip himself during the vacation. He would also show us 
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photos of his unit, The Maratha Light Infantry and point out the officers 
who had died in battle. War is always a very sad thing.

Venu and I had a very special relationship, he being the eldest of the 
boys and me the youngest. He was affectionate by nature and kept pulling 
my leg all the time. He used to call me “small fella”. He had a spondylitis 
problem and used to get me to massage his neck and I in turn, used to 
insist that he pays back by giving me a massage!

He was the most studious of us and I remember him pouring through 
journals and books on medicine, long after he had graduated. He went on 
to complete MD in Anesthesia, from the Patna University, when he was 
serving in a relatively light posting, at the Patna recruitment centre. Like 
all the Baskarans, he was a cricket fan and was the Captain of the Stanley 
Medical College team as an off spinner and batsman.

I vividly remember his funeral ceremony, conducted by the army at 
Pune, particularly, the buglers sounding the last post and a single shot fired 
in the air as a mark of respect before the pyre was lit. It was a solemn and 
dignified ceremony. When Venu passed away, he was a Lt Colonel and a 
Specialist in Anesthesia

Revi was the salesman of the family. He belonged to the tribe that worked 
hard in the sun or rain, as he went on sales calls on his motor-cycle. It was a 
vehicle he used all his life and loving washed and cleaned every day. I remember 
how meticulous he was in every little thing he did, including dressing up and 
combing his hair. He was stricken with diabetes at the early age of sixteen 
and lived all his life giving himself insulin injections. He was disciplined and 
particular about his diet and lived a life that was far healthier than that of 
most people. In his final days before falling a victim of the family scourge, 
cancer, he was felicitated and given an award for excellent management of his 
disease for over fifty years by the Global Diabetes foundation.

Diabetes did not prevent him from leading a very active life. After a 
bachelors honours degree in Economics from Loyola College, he went on 
to do Law, at the Madras Law College. He was the best of the family in 
cricket and played for the very strong Loyola College cricket team. He also 
played for the Jolly Rovers Cricket club in the first division league and for 
the Junior State team as an opening batsman. I remember him setting off 
on his motorcycle in his cricketing whites for matches on Sundays and 
returning sun-burnt and weary in the evenings.

He was introduced to the Madras Players, a premiere Theatre Group, 
by his boss in Kilburns, Kadambhavanum, and remained with the group 
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throughout his life as a very active back stage worker. In the later stages of 
his life, he was introduced to the Toastmasters Club and took a very active 
part in all the Club’s activities. He received many awards in the speaking 
contests he participated in and was sent by the Club for training sessions to 
various schools and colleges. He lived a life of great dignity and humility.

All of us were western oriented in our upbringing and liberal in our 
views of life. In the fifties and sixties, there was no TV coverage in our 
country, so our connect to the western world was through our schooling, 
the books we read, the Hollywood movies we saw and the English folk 
and pop music we listened to. We graduated on books from Enid Blytons 
to Perry Masons and PG Wodehouse to AJ Cronin, Somerset Maugham 
and the like. Comics, the funnies and the westerns, were also regular reads 
and the local lending libraries had plenty of these. St Mary’s gave us a very 
special ethos and value system that bound us together. Rev Father Whyte 
and his teaching team, of Edmonds, Coelho, Mathews and the others have 
had a very large influence on our lives. The musical giants of that era, Pat 
Boone, Bing Crosby, Jim Reeves, Nat King Cole, Elvis Presley, the Beetles, 
Bob Dylan and many more, were what we devoured on Radio Ceylon, 
Voice of America and other sources of radio music. Music played over the 
radio was a regular feature in Hartland.

Jaya, our soldier, had a uniquely different influence on me. He used 
to read me poetry and some books in the most compelling way. I still 
remember his rendition of “The Rime of the Ancient Mariner” that has left 
an indelible mark in my mind. Likewise, his rendering of Antony’s speech, 
in Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar, was arguably of higher impact than Mr. 
Edmunds our English teacher at St Mary’s.

Jaya always wanted to be in the armed forces and was a graduate of the 
Indian Military Academy, Dehradun, where he did very well. He went on 
to have a very good career record in the elite Armoured Corps and would 
in all probability, have gone on to be a General. This was not to be, as he 
was stricken with diabetes, when he was a Colonel and was placed in a 
medical category that would not allow him to rise further.

A disciplinarian, with a no nonsense view to life, he once insisted he 
was given a receipt and charged the full amount for excess baggage, when 
a corrupt railway official, offered him a lesser charge without a receipt. 
His no nonsense way of life made him a strong and effective leader in the 
armed forces. Jaya took part in the ’65 war against Pakistan. His armoured 
division crossed the international border at Punjab (the first time the war 
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with Pakistan escalated beyond Jammu and Kashmir) and progressed all 
the way to the out skirts of the city of Sialkot, before the war ended. Jaya 
told us that on the night before his unit went into action, his commanding 
officer had called all the officers, and proposed a toast with champagne, 
“Gentlemen, congratulations, we go to war at dawn”.

In the ’71 operation, which led to the establishment of Bangladesh, he 
was part of the strike corp. that was kept in readiness for a deep penetration 
strike into West Pakistan, if it was necessary. The war ended in dramatic 
fashion with the surrender of the Pakistani army in the East and the strike 
along the western border was not needed.

It was just before the war, that Jaya was engaged to Prithi. The war and 
Dad’s sudden death, led to the postponement of the marriage by a month 
or so. After the marriage, Jaya had to go back to the battle front and Prithi 
stayed at home with us at Hartland. I remember Mom, Prithi and I sitting 
on the portico at Hartland, waiting for the postman; Mom for letters from 
the family, Prithi for letters from Jaya and I for the elusive job interview calls.

Such was the impact he had on people around him, that when he 
passed away, again a victim of cancer, the township, where he had a house, 
in Hyderabad, called the road in front of his house, “Baskaran Marg”!

Gopi was the dapper member of the family. He dressed well and 
groomed himself meticulously and used to say when he was young, that he 
would smoke a pipe and marry an English woman. He did smoke a pipe, 
more for show than anything else, and married a Goan air hostess, Marie 
D’Gama Rose. In spite of the polio attack when still in school, he lived a 
very active life and didn’t let his disability, stifle him in any way. He was 
just as competitive as any one of us, when we played cricket; batting with 
a runner and standing in the slips when fielding. He even bowled, calipers 
and all. I remember him riding off on his cycle every evening to meet his 
Anglo-Indian girlfriend in Royapuram.

When Gopi decided to take up a job, with Indian Express, as a sub-
editor based in Mumbai, every one told him he won’t be able to manage 
in the crowded trains and buses of Mumbai. He managed, even if it meant 
travelling by taxi. One fine day, he walked up to the Juhu Beach and 
ceremonially threw his calipers into the sea. He had decided that he would 
no long wear them. He loved to puff away at his pipe while he relaxed at 
home listening to music or talking animatedly about cricket or going on a 
nostalgic trip down memory lane. I often thought that he spent more time 
cleaning and lighting the pipe than actually smoking it!
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For a couple of months before I moved to a paying guest accommodation 
in Santa Cruz East, I stayed with Gopi and Marie at their lovely flat in 
Versova, Mumbai. He would get back from work in the evenings, open 
out the french windows that allowed the cool sea breeze to float into the 
house, dim the lights and play the music he loved on his record player. We 
would have a drink together in that heavenly atmosphere, while talking 
of sundry things.

I was in Mumbai when he fell ill with cancer. Prior to that, he faced 
many health related setbacks, including a bout of TB, diabetes and an 
injury to his thumb that led to its amputation. All through these trials, he 
was always cheerful and full of life; working at the Mid-day newspaper with 
utmost dedication and zeal. He would go to work early in the morning in 
the company’s newspaper delivery van, sitting at the back on a little stool. 
Journalism was his passion and I will cover this in a subsequent chapter 
in the words of Busybee, who wrote a touching obituary on Gopi, in the 
Mid-day newspaper.

Hema was our soft spoken and gentle sister. She used to call me “Haro”. 
On the “QWERTY” key board, the letters “I” and “O” come side by side 
and I often make the mistake of signing off an e-mail, as “Haro”. I correct 
it, but then fondly remember that my sister used to call me by that name.

Before her marriage, Mom and Dad made Hema learn to read and write 
Malayalam, so that she could be comfortable in a house where Malayalam 
was likely to be the principle language of communication. All of us usually 
spoke in English and we were pretty poor, when it came to speaking in our 
mother tongue. In fact I had never been to our “native” place Cannanore, 
now called Kannur, in Kerala till Hema’s marriage, when I was about nine 
years old. My next visit, to what can be called our ancestral home town, 
was for my own marriage to Deepa, a good twenty years later.

Eventually, Hema was married to Vijayettan and entered a household 
that often spoke in Tamil !! However, Hema settled in very well and adjusted 
well, with a strong matriarch, who ran my brother in law’s family and their 
many business interests. They had large paddy fields, a cooperative bank, a 
bakery and an electrical goods store, as I remember. Amazingly they also 
had an elephant, as a pet at the farm! Hema entered a house hold that was 
completely different from the one she was used to at Hartland. Yet in her 
own gentle way, she not only made the necessary adjustments, but was a 
major influence on the family and the grand children of that household. 
She changed their outlook and approach to life quite significantly.
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Vijayettan was a wonderful person. A strong silent person but warm 
hearted, and a good host. I enjoyed going down to Coimbatore for holidays, 
during my school days. I remember the picnics and outings we would 
go for in Vijayettan’s car, to Ooty, the Annamalai Hills, to the Mudi’s 
tea estate for a week end with Sabita and Sreedharan and many more 
wonderful outings. I remember with great fondness, my visits to Hema’s 
place in Coimbatore and the Blue Mountain train journeys from Chennai 
to Coimbatore and back.

Hema too, would fall a victim of cancer and bravely battled on. On the 
night that she was to pass away, Vijayettan and her daughters were with her. 
She silently looked at each one of them in turn, saying, I’m sure, a prayer 
for their wellbeing, before her last breath slipped away.

Jaya at the IMA Passing out Parade



Jaya and Prithi
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9
Enduring relationships

Aruna and Cho, 2009

Hartland was a place for family members to congregate during the 
vacations. Hema and the girls came every year and so did Aruna 
& Cho. Hartland was always full of fun and bonhomie when the 

folks were around. Aruna had a very special way of lighting up the place 
with fun and laughter. One of the most memorable times, was when we 
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all met for Venu’s wedding. Hartland was full to the brim and we spilt out 
for the night, into the outhouse of Dr ANK Menon’s residence. The official 
residence of the Dean of Madras Medical College.

Somehow the friendship (and kinship) formed during those boyhood 
days, endure all through life. There were really long periods when we didn’t 
get to meet but the memories of those wonderful days remained warm 
within our hearts and it seemed as if we had never parted, when we meet 
on infrequent occasions. Such was the enduring relationship I had with 
Cedric & Srini, Mohan & Paul, and Aruna & Cho and of course all the 
near family members.

Cedric migrated to Melbourne, Australia and I was really fortunate to 
meet him and his wife Cheryl along with Bobby and Gillean, when I had 
gone to Melbourne for a short holiday. It was really a pleasant surprise as 
I had no idea he was there. After his graduation in B.E. Mechanical from 
the College of Engg, Guindy, he worked for a fair length of time with 
Metal Box before I lost touch with him. We met at Melbourne after more 
than 20 or 25 years!!

He seemed to have had a fairly hard struggle in the initial days in 
Australia, working as he said, at the bottom of the rung, in the Transport 
Department. He gradually rose to become an Inspector and then moved on 
to Rockwell International in the Training & Development Department. 
He has now retired and is leading a comfortable life in Melbourne. Now 
as we are connected through e-mail & mobile phone, we are more in touch 
and that’s truly wonderful.

Srini, another old pal from the St Mary’s, Loyola College and the Guindy 
days, went on after graduation, to join the Atomic Energy Commission 
and has been with them all through his career, starting with BARC, 
Mumbai and then with IGCAR, Kalpakkam. I didn’t get to meet him for 
20 odd years, till I surprised him by attending his daughter’s wedding at 
Hyderabad. Since then we have been meeting on and off and now that his 
daughter Vidya and son in law Shankar are based at Gurgaon, I’m sure we 
will meet more often. E-mail and mobile connectivity makes the world 
smaller for us. Post retirement, Srini took up a teaching assignment at the 
Engineering College at Kanchipuram and is now the Dean of the College.

Mohan has gone on to carve out an exceptionally successful career as 
a diabetologist. He has now gone several notches above the considerable 
achievements of his father, Dr M Vishwanathan and is well recognized in 
India and internationally. Very recently he received the prestigious Padma 
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Shri, one of the country’s highest civilian honours, from the President of 
India.

After a gold medal winning stint at Madras Medical College, he 
married his classmate Rema and together they founded the Dr Mohan’s 
Diabetes Specialties Hospital and Research Centre. I was fortunate to be 
able to attend the ceremony in Chennai, where his research center was 
formally recognized by the Chairperson of ICMR. His is probably one of 
very few private institutions to be recognized and supported by the ICMR, 
as a research facility.

I get to meet Mohan from time to time but infrequently because of his 
very busy schedule. We do however keep in touch. Sadly, his wife Rema 
succumbed to cancer a few years ago.

Paul, a class mate of Mohan and part of our childhood gang, has 
had a fairly eventful career. He had a strong desire to study medicine and 
sincerely tried three times, once even working in a leprosy clinic to gain 
more selection points, but somehow couldn’t get selected. In disgust he 
turned sharply to a new line and completed a Diploma in Mechanical 
Engg from Central Polytechnic, Adyar and simultaneously completed a 
course in Marine Engg. It was truly a very grueling four year period for 
him. Thereafter he joined the Merchant Navy and had probably the best 
and most lucrative phase of his career. He got to see the world and made 
lots of money in the process.

Somewhere along the line, he ran into rough weather and fell foul of 
some of his ship mates and eventually decided to leave the merchant navy. 
He now has a shore job but has not been the same ever since, and may be 
a victim of depression. Paul has stayed with us at Delhi on a short vacation 
but we have been out of touch for a long time now.

Aruna and Cho were also frequent and welcome vacation vistors. They 
brought a great deal of fun and laughter every time they dropped in, which 
was usually for a period of a week or so during vacations. Cho is doing 
very well for himself and was the CEO of Reitzel India, an export oriented 
unit for gherkins. He was associated with the site selection and setting up 
of the plant. He subsequently left Reitzel, after a bypass surgery and now 
teaches at a Management Institute in Bangalore. I did meet Cho on and off 
over the years. Now we are more in touch and we get to meet more often.

Aruna was the apple of every ones eye !!! She always brought a lot of 
fun and laughter whenever she was around. Her Dad was very keen on 
her marrying a doctor and so she did, to Prabhakar and relocated to Abu 
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Dhabi. I lost touch with her thereafter and it was only after a period of over 
twenty odd years we got to meet again. Since then we have been in touch 
more often and Aruna has even come over and stayed with us at Delhi. She 
even came for Seema’s wedding as she had promised. Her husband went 
through acute health problems and passed away, some years ago. Aruna 
must have gone through very tough times, but to her credit she came 
through with flying colours and continues to be as cheerful and fun loving 
as ever. She has relocated back to India and is based at Calicut. Recently 
Geetha, Aruna, Prithi, Deepa and I had a wonderful holiday together at 
Canada and the US and plan to have more of these trips abroad.

The Baskarans, 2009
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1 0
Remembering Woodstock

The sixties is how best I remember Hartland. The Baskarans were 
always interested in sports and music, particularly western pop 
music that we heard over the radio. There was no TV then. And 

even if the world was not so instantly connected, as it is today, we were 
influenced by the music, sports and culture of the western world. Some 
time ago I read an article “Woodstock: A generation lost in space “, in the 
Times of India by Paranjoy Guha Thakurta. It took me spinning back to 
the early sixties. I remember Woodstock from the bits and pieces I read 
about it in those days . . . the rain, the slush, drugs, the gay abandon and 
yes the inspiring and fabulous music of the legends we grew up on.

TV coverage in those days, was nonexistent, so we didn’t get to live 
the experience, as we would have, in todays age of instant communication 
and dramatic visuals. I always thought about Woodstock with certain 
wistfulness, something I knew had been a great event and something I 
had no opportunity to participate in, even if it was to be remotely. I always 
harboured an association of magic and abundant freedom of the spirit with 
the event. It was a thing of the past I connected to, in some strange way, 
though nothing of Woodstock represented me or my life style. Perhaps 
I had yearned for the freedom of expression and a breaking away from 
the shackles of tradition and everything I thought was not good with the 
world order, in those by gone days. I was just 20 years old then. Reading 
the article took me back to the Hartland days.

The article in the Times, filled me in with facts I had only a hazy 
recollection of or didn’t know at all. Woodstock was one of the most, if not 
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the most important festivals that successfully linked music and politics. “It 
was an event, almost 50 years ago, that was sought to be replicated many 
times over but could never be. The reason : the music and the moment did 
not ever meet this way. it was a spontaneous gathering of close to half a 
million people (the organisers had prepared tickets for 200,000) on a 2.4 
sq km farm.” The festival had some of the all time greats (the planet’s most 
influential and popular musicians), Joan Baez, Janis Joplin, Jimi Hendrix, 
Carlos Santana, Crosby, Stills, Nash &Young to name a few. The Indian 
contribution included the opening speech by Swami Satchidananda, and a 
speech by Maharishi Mahesh Yogi and performances by Ravi Shankar and 
Ustad Allah Rakha. This seems to have triggered off a wave of popularity 
for Indian Classical Music in the West.

Our westernised education and value systems, and liberal views of life, 
is probably the emotional connect I have with this event, as I am sure it 
was for the rest of my brothers.

Bobby with the New Horizons at Sandhya’s wedding
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Dad passes away

Dad at Hema and Vijayettan’s wedding,1958
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Nothing prepared me for the sad night when Dad passed away. 
Mom woke me up just after midnight on the 11th Jan ’72, to say 
that Dad was unwell and that I should call Dr Vishwanathan. 

I knew then that Dad was really very seriously ill, as he would never ever 
complain of any discomfort or pain. I rushed off at the dead of night to 
the Vijaya Nursing Home, just two houses away from home and demanded 
of the intern on duty that he wake up Dr Vishwanthan and get him to 
come and examine Dad at home. He finally did so, after a fair amount of 
persuasion.

Dr Vishwanatan took one look at Dad and said we had to take him 
to the hospital immediately. He helped drive Dad, Mom and me to the 
Stanley Hospital. Soon all important relatives who had been informed, 
Madhavettan, Detchiedthi, Radhettan, Chandraedthi, Ammaman and 
family, started arriving at the hospital. I was the only sibling available at 
home, as all the others were based outside Chennai at that time. Hema 
was rushing down from Coimbatore along with Vijayettan but would only 
reach the next morning.

Dad went through a long operation later in the evening, a delay 
caused by the general belief that the operation should only start after 
“rahu kalam”. He almost collapsed on the operating table but was revived. 
Chandraedthi, who was a doctor, was present all through the operation. At 
one time she dashed out to get additional blood. We all knew that things 
were very serious. Eventually when the operation was over, the Doctors 
seemed visibly happy but said that Dad’s chances of survival were 50:50. 
Later that night, less than 24 hours after I had rushed to get help from Dr 
Vishwananthan, Dad passed away.

The next day, as the only son present, I carried out all the funeral rites 
and lit Dad’s pyre; a duty I still feel very grateful for. That day, as I sat 
alone in the drawing room at Hartland, I suddenly began to cry and sob 
aloud. Hema came to me and asked me to be brave and strong. I nodded 
and wiped away the tears. That sad event, more than anything else, was 
the turning point, when I bid farewell to childhood and hesitantly stepped 
into the world of adulthood.
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Busy Bee on Gopi

Gopi and Marie

Gopi lived a spirited and active life inspite of his disability due to 
polio. He was a journalist and was considered one of the best in 
the business. Here is a touching write up on Gopi, by the well 

know columnist BusyBee. He wrote this piece in the Mid Day newspaper 
of July 23,1984 just after Gopi passed away, a victim of the family scourge, 
cancer. Here it is:
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“For Gopi Baskaran, till the other day so young and so full of life, 
death could not have come at a less opportune moment. He literally 
designed Mid-Day, gave it life and shape and integrity. He was the first 
member of this paper’s staff, and in many ways the best. While the rest, 
including myself, were still thinking of starting a paper, leaving our old 
jobs and taking a new one, Gopi was already designing the paper.

I remember the first meeting of the likely staff. We meet one evening 
to consider whether we should leave the security of our existing jobs and 
venture out on something unknown. Gopi Baskaran came to the meeting 
with a complete “dummy” of the paper, printed on the old “Inquilab” 
machine. It looked very much as the paper does today, five years later, and 
more than anything else it was Gopi’s dummy that made us join. At least 
it made me join.

For five years he was the constant factor in the office. He put in real, 
old fashioned working journalist hours; starting early in the morning with 
the evening paper, then putting together the Sunday paper, the various dak 
editions, and designing the Bangalore edition. He may not have got much 
credit for his work. He was a sub-editor, the tribe that belongs to the back 
rooms of newspapers all over the world. The reporters are the front men, 
meeting people, giving an odd story here and there, getting their names in 
print. The sub-editors work through the night, rewriting the stories, giving 
the headlines, selecting and discarding news, putting the whole newspaper 
together. Gopi Baskaran was a sub-editor and the very best that I have 
known in all my working life.

Only recently, a month before his illness, he was promoted and officially 
made News Editor, a job that anyway he had been performing since the 
first day. And then as he was getting set to enjoy his new status, tragedy 
struck. Though I could see him being wasted away by illness, he kept 
coming to work, planning regular colour issues, sending transparencies for 
processing and designing new pages. He took two days casual leave to go 
to the hospital for tests—he never came out of the hospital.

He was a good friend, honest and considerate and non-interfering. I 
value his friendship, but ultimately I will remember him as a colleague, as 
the best sub-editor I have known.
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Thank you, BusyBee, for that warm write up and kind words about 
my dear brother. He represented all that the Baskarans stood for, simple, 
hard working and passionately committed to our professions and men and 
women of honour. It is so sad that we are all not together now.
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Seema’s Wedding

The family at Seema’s wedding, 2006

Weddings have always been a time for our greater family to get 
together and bond once again. Seema’s was typical of what we 
can call a Hartland marriage. We had most of our close family 

joining us in Delhi and participating in the event whole heartedly.
For Seema, it was clearly the biggest milestone of her life and we were 

extremely happy that eventually she was happy and comfortable with her 
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choice of a life mate, in Darshan. It wasn’t all smooth sailing. We just 
couldn’t hit on the right alliance for her for quite a long time, yet Deepa 
and I were not unduly perturbed and a lot less worried than several families 
in similar situations may have been.

As for Seema, she was quite clear that the responsibility for finding a 
suitable groom lay squarely on us !! Eventually it was our astrologer and 
extended family member Goviettan (Govindas) who suggested Darshan 
and arranged a meeting at his house. The wheels finally got moving from 
then on. After a few meetings between the prospective couple, the “knot”, 
so to say, was tied and the wedding plans sealed, with a simple ring 
ceremony.

The marriage was fixed for 1st January, 2006, an auspicious day not 
just in astrological terms, but also because it was the start of a New Year, a 
time for change, a time for new resolutions and a time for refreshing one’s 
spirits. This also gave Seema and Darshan ample time to get to know each 
other and what they saw of each other only cemented the alliance further.

Shirish come down from Montreal. Revi and Marie unfortunately 
couldn’t attend as they were away in Australia and couldn’t get tickets 
to reach back to India in time, but they were most ably represented by 
Sandhya and Nicky. For both of them it was a first visit to Delhi, and 
also an opportunity to be associated with the greater family. They enjoyed 
themselves very much and we in turn were very glad to have them with us.

Mom’s side of the family was also under represented, mainly because 
most of them were down South, and age wouldn’t allow them to travel all 
the way to the cold in Delhi. We did however, seek every ones blessings 
and were happy to hear from most of them. We took pains to get hold of 
as many addresses of the folks Dad and Mom knew well and sent them 
wedding invitations. For me that was a sacred duty. It was important for 
me to mention that Seema was the granddaughter of Srimathi and KV 
Baskaran.

The wedding invitation which all of us, including Seema, was happy 
with, was probably the simplest wedding card we could pick from the 
“Card Bazaar” of Chandini Chowk. The event management firm we 
decided on, was Kumar Brothers, a very good choice as it turned out to 
be. Kumar was quite a character and, as he said, this was a first day first 
show for him and he wanted it to be very well conducted. He really put his 
heart and soul into making the run up to the marriage and the marriage 
itself very memorable.



44 |

Hari Baskaran

Kumar also provided a cook, Selvan, who stayed with us with a helper 
or two for a few days before the wedding. He and the helpers ensured that 
the guests and all of us were well taken care of for all meals, tea and coffee. 
We still remember the hilarious tea/coffee order taking, with so many cups 
with and so many without etc (the with and without being sugar) ; and 
we added within; which meant please keep the beverage from spilling out 
of the cups !

Ramesh and Jaya had “loaned” us their house, just next door, so we 
literally had a large extended house for the family who came over to stay 
with us. Geetha, Anand & Reshma, Prithi, Aruna and Ammutiachie, Jaya 
& Ramesh, Sandhya and Nicky and Shilpa, who moved in to be where 
the fun was, all participated in the fun and frolic. It was fun time . . . . it 
was family time . . . and when it was all over, everyone said we all had had 
a great time together.

Deciding the menu was a painstaking task. Kumar had his view and 
so did several others, including Darshan’s folks. We initially decided on 
a mix of south Indian and north Indian food, and Kumar agreed for a 
tasting meal for 16 people. Our chief tasters and menu-approvers were 
Rashi, Rekha and Srinath. They were absolutely meticulous in terms of 
precise instructions on what ingredients to add and what not to; what to 
retain and what to drop. Eventually we all decided to stick to south Indian 
food, with a bigger array. That was a great decision and the tasters care and 
meticulous detailing, resulted in an excellent spread on the wedding day. 
Something that every one talked at great length about, long after the event.

The wedding was at the Guruvayoor Temple at Mayur Vihar. This 
again turned out to be a very apt choice. We had the ground floor hall for 
the wedding and the first floor for the lunch. Arrangements were simple 
and elegant and ably supervised by Prem & Premila and Srinath. Srinath 
was a sort of floor manager for us and the principle interface with Kumar’s 
team. The preparations also included dressing and preparing the bride. A 
task championed by Reshma & Aruna. They did a splendid job and Seema 
was looking exceptionally good on the day of her wedding. She was truly a 
resplendent bride. Seema had by her side the “elves,” Sandhya and Shilpa, 
who stayed by her side most of the time.

The satisfaction of an event well conducted lay sweetly on all of us 
when we sat back and relaxed after it was over. Everyone had chipped 
in, everyone played his or her part. Everybody added joy and fun to the 
occasion. Ram was the life and soul of the event over all and could easily 
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be called the man of the match, barring the bride and the groom, of course. 
I was happy to have several of my old friends from Xerox, HCL and IIM 
B attend. Several attended the wedding, most the reception on the 2nd 
January, and some both the events.

The reception at The Habitat Centre, a place I had always wanted for 
the reception, also went off very well. The food and arrangements were 
well taken care of personally by the Banquets Manager, Shekar, who took 
personal charge of the event. He also arranged a tasting session, where 
Geetha, Prithi and Deepa were the chief tasters. They did their job with 
care and attention to detail and as in the case of the wedding lunch, the 
food was a great hit at the reception. Shekar ensured that it would be so. 
He was introduced to me by Gagan, a Distributor friend, and soon Shekar 
and I became good friends. We have remained in touch till recently when 
he relocated to the UK.

Gurpreet Kalra, my colleague at HCL, came off the sick bed, as he 
insisted on taking care of the arrangements. This he did in his inimitable 
style and ensured everything went off perfectly. We had lovely music 
by the ever smiling Hussain, whom I had known from earlier events in 
HCL. Hussain, performed with joy and attachment, to make the evening 
splendid. A touch of class was added by the two Lancers sent by Col. (now 
Brigadier) Ajai Singh of the 81st Armoured Regiment, Jaya’s Regiment.

It was again a memorable event made possible by the warm hearted 
contribution of very many good friends and family members. On the 
evening of the reception rain almost played spoilt sport, but Shekar ensured 
contingency arrangements. In the end the rains stayed away and we had 
better arrangements for dinner.

I was keen on serving good liqour for the reception and this was 
possible with the help of Pervaiz, Zarina’s husband. Pervaiz and Zarina 
finally couldn’t attend because of viral fever but their good wishes were fully 
with us. We eventually served good Australian white and red wine, Chivas 
Regal whisky, Seagram’s new Vodka, Fling which Pervaiz recommended, 
being a Seagram man, besides beer for the diehard beer fans. The folks 
liked this array and also the snacks that went with it.

The night before the wedding was New Year ‘s Eve. We had the nicest 
New Year’s eve possible and loads of family fun. We had Nicky as the 
music DJ and the three “dirty old men”, Srinath, Jaykumar and Hritchie 
adding fun & humour throughout the evening. Ram had put together a 
great movie on Seema with all the photos we could rustle up. Sheilachi, 
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Ammuttiachie, Shylachi and Aruna formed the “Kottakka Sisters” quartet 
and sang, as only they can. It was fun all the way. We even jogged along 
forming a winding train, holding each other’s waists, as the clock struck 
12 and the New Year had begun. And so we broke in the New Year and 
set the stage for Seema’s wedding.

Rajesh, Hari, Ravi, Anand and Sanjay, 2009
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1 4
Shirish Goes International

Deepa and Hari at the lawns of McGill

Shirish was always clear, on graduating from 12th class, that he would 
only join a premier institute in India or study abroad. He did get into 
St Stephens College, Delhi, as premier an institution as they come, 

with Maths Honours as his main subject. He also, on his own initiative, 
applied to McGill University, Montreal for a Bachelors degree in Electrical 
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Engg. The day he received his admission advice from McGill, he had no 
hesitation in leaving St Stephens and going to Canada.

I had always believed that The Shri Ram School, where Shirish studied 
was a good school, which would give him a strong foundation and all 
round development. I had also felt that the environment and friends circle 
he grew up in, would stand him in good stead. It was through The Shri 
Ram School that Shirish decided to apply to McGill, as some of his seniors 
had gone there and had sent back good reports of the Institution. The 
grounding he received at Shri Ram School and of course at home, was the 
foundation for his ability to comfortably settle in at McGill and in Canada.

The rush to go through all the formalities, the application for bank 
loans, student visa and awaiting all the documents from Canada was 
nerve racking. Less for us, than I’m sure it must have been for Shirish. He 
didn’t show any signs of irritability or impatience though. He has a very 
cool temperament and takes life as it comes. Eventually all the formalities 
were completed and the air tickets secured. A meeting was arranged with 
Madhav’s parents, a senior at Shri Ram School, who fortunately also got 
admission into an Arts course at McGill and like Shirish was joining in 
the Fall Session, Sept ’02.

It was good that Shirish had company as he set off for Montreal. The 
boys were on their own, had no hostel accommodation, had to fend for 
themselves and had only the comfort of having schoolmates already at 
McGill, who could help them when they reached. And they were just short 
of 19 yrs old!! What must have gone through the boy’s minds; excitement, 
apprehension, uncertainty and the excitement of making a leap into the 
unknown???

Shirish, settled in quickly and seemed to enjoy the environment 
he had got into. He and Madhav spent the first week in a temporary 
accommodation where the beds were bunker style. They then took up an 
expensive but comfortable apartment close to the College. Shirish would 
continue to live reasonably comfortably and while being a trifle expensive 
it was ok for us. He changed accommodation every year and in later years 
broke past the Indian barrier and lived with first a Belgian and then a pair 
of Britishers !!! He learned to handle his finances quickly and managed 
admirably.

The international exposure and upbringing will hold him in very good 
stead in his future career. His horizon has broadened beyond expectations. 
Now it is for him to consolidate and make a great mark for himself in his 
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profession. On one of his holidays back to India he came home with his 
hair streaked and looking very much a foreigner !!! Even the street urchins 
would chase after him thinking he was one.

He wouldn’t need these trappings of differentiation any more. His 
education at McGill has given him the right exposure to live and work 
successfully in an international environment. From now the moves he 
makes and the progress he makes as he grows in his professional career, 
will make him stand out much much more.

Shirish and Deepa at his pad in Montreal
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1 5
A childhood friend 

awarded the Padma Shri

It was thrilling news—Mohan Vishwanathan awarded the Padma 
Shri!! That has to be the finest piece of news in a long long while. To 
hear of the greats being awarded these very special awards is one thing, 

to hear that a childhood friend has received it, is an all together different 
emotion.

Mohan, Paul and I have been close friends for close to five decades 
and more, through school and the Hartlands days. There is something 
very special and enduring about childhood friendships, even when we go 
on divergent paths, in different parts of the country.

Mohan has won this award for outstanding work in the field of 
diabetes. This includes reams and reams of research papers, countless 
presentations in India and abroad and endless hours of caring for patients. 
His clinics in Chennai are always jam packed with patients. His research 
facilities are probably one of few privately owned facilities to be recognised 
and supported by ICMR.

Years ago when Dad was still alive and I was in school, Mohan’s father 
Dr M Vishwanathan had to leave his post as a Professor in Madras Medical 
College for dubious reasons. It turned out to be a blessing in disguise, as he 
set up a small clinic specialising in diabetes at his home in Royapuram. He 
did very well indeed, not just becoming the foremost diabetes specialist in 
Chennai but rapidly expanding his small clinic into a three story building 
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that he purchased adjacent to his house. The seeds of a great institution 
and outstanding work in the field of diabetes was sown here.

The entire Vishwanathan family, sons, daughters and in-laws dedicated 
themselves to the field of diabetes. Perhaps the only one who didn’t, was 
Mohan’s younger sister Indu, who didn’t take to medicine and migrated 
to the US after marriage. Mohan was determined to do well in this field 
and even in school he took tuition for lessons ahead of the class. It’s no 
wonder he was a topper all through his school days, easily got admission 
into medical college (quite a feat in those days) and went on to secure the 
gold medal in college.

Awards and recognition would follow him all through his distinguished 
career. Mohan always had very high aims and ambitions and he chose to 
set up his own clinics and research facilities outside those of the family 
facilities. This was not a break from the family, as one would think, it was 
an expression of Mohan’s quest to achieve the lofty goals and vision he 
had for his future and the direction he wanted to take in diabetes research.

If there is any regret he has, it would be that his wife Rema, his sweet 
heart from college days, was not around to see him receive this apex award. 
She passed away after a prolonged battle with cancer.

Mohan has always been a dignified and polished gentleman and is a 
strong devotee of Sathya SaiBaba. In the face of all the recognition and 
awards he has received, he has remained dignified and humble. There have 
been many influences and sources of inspiration in his life but I suspect he 
would want to dedicate his award to his late father, the one who first set off 
the sparks that ignited his sparkling career. Well done Mohan!
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1 6
The Next Generation

Deepa, Geetha, Marie and Prithi

The Baskaran clan has whittled down quite a bit. I am the only 
surviving member of our parents children. However, my sisters in 
law Prithi, Geetha and Marie have really been the heart and soul 

of the Baskaran family, after our parents passed away and their respective 
husbands passed away too. No words of praise are good enough for the 
strong bonding they have provided for our family. They truly carry the 
Hartland spirit in every way.
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Let me take you through the next generation of the Baskarans. We are 
few now, but the spirit of the family, which I can simply call the Hartland 
spirit, lives on in the new generation. Our family get togethers are all aimed 
at seeing that the next generation remains as close as we have always been, 
and the spirit of Hartland continues forever in them and in their children.

Vidya, Hema’s eldest daughter, is a teacher in Vasant Valley School in 
Delhi, she has built her career around teaching and is an accomplished 
academician. Her husband Suren, is a retired Wing Commander in the 
Technical Wing of the Air Force. Their daughter Shilpa is a talented singer 
and stage performer who has completed her graduation in Delhi and 
Masters in the US. She has married an American, Trace and is based in 
Washington. Vidya and Suren live in Gurgaon.

Reena, Hema’s second daughter, married Dinesh, who was settled in 
Australia and moved there twenty odd years ago. She works in a bank in 
Melbourne and is doing well in her career. She lives with her two sons Rohan & 
Niketh in Melbourne, both of whom are on the verge of starting their careers.

Deepa, Hema’s youngest daughter, married Kanak and they are 
presently based in Muscat. Their daughter, Sneha has graduated from 
UK. With Reena and Deepa living abroad and meeting all of us very very 
rarely, their children must fast be losing touch with the clan. Hopefully 
the Hartland spirit remains in them. We all do keep in touch through the 
odd phone calls, the birthday and New Year greetings etc and recently from 
their increasing frequency of visits to India.

Venu’s son Anand married Reshma and they are settled in Bangalore. 
Very recently after almost sixteen years of marriage, they have a son, 
Raghav. Anand has built a career in marketing and mass communication 
and has worked in BPL, Celstream, AOL and Apple. He now runs a 
business of his own in the same field. Anand has been a pivotal member of 
the family in all family events and get togethers and has been playing his 
part fully in keeping the Hartland spirit alive and so has Reshma.

Revi’s son Bobby married Gillean and they are settled in Melbourne. 
Bobby is very musically inclined and was a founding member of the 
popular Rock Band, Moksha. He is a very good singer and song writer too. 
He had established a startup company with a few friends in Melbourne, 
offering billing solutions for Telecom Operators. However the call of music 
within him was so great that he decided to work where his passion lies. He 
is now a song writer and composer and producer of music and works with 
several prestigious labels and singers.
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Nicky, Revi’s second son, worked for a US owned group Target, in 
their off shore operations in Bangalore before moving on to Ogilvy. He is 
still a bachelor and harbours a desire to migrate to Canada or Australia at 
an appropriate time.

Revi’s daughter Sandhya married Sandeep about five years ago and 
migrated to Canada. Sandeep completed his Bachelors degree in Aeronautical 
Engineering and Masters in Mechanical Engineering from Canada. He is 
currently working with Rolls Royce. He has been granted a sabbatical by his 
company to do PhD in a field of interest to Rolls Royce. Sandhya is doing 
a masters degree in Educational Psychology with specialization in research 
from McGill. Sandhya and Sandeep are based at Montreal.

Sanjay, Jaya’s eldest son, completed his Masters in Business Management 
from the Michigan State University. He worked for several years with the 
HSBC Bank and is now with VISA as Senior Vice President Analytics. He 
is married to Linda, a US citizen of Korean descent.

Rajesh, Jaya’s second son, completed his Masters in Chemical 
Engineering, also from Michigan State University and MBA from Houston 
University and is currently working in Houston in a consulting firm, 
Kongsberg Oil and Gas Technologies as Director-Projects. Kongsberg 
is a 200 year old Norwegian company that is in the fields of Defense, 
Aerospace, Marine and Oil and Gas.

Rajesh was a Gold Medal winner in his Chemical Engineering Batch 
at Osmania University, Hyderabad. He married Mitali and they are 
expecting their first child in November this year.

My daughter Seema married Darshan and they are presently based at 
Noida. Darshan has built a career in financial services having worked for 
several years with Citi Financials, ONICRA and now Electronica Finance. 
Seema, never one to build a career, is working with a software firm in 
Noida as a Technical Writer and Project Manager and is doing quite well 
there. Recently they had a son, Iraj.

My son Shirish completed Electrical Engineering at McGill University 
in Montreal very creditably. After a 16 month internship with Research 
In Motion while still at McGill, he then took up a job with Research In 
Motion, now Blackberry, and is doing very well there. He is engaged to 
Corinna, a Canadian citizen of Filipino descent.

So that then is a quick rundown of the current generation of the 
Baskarans, may their tribe increase!! In their able hands we must now leave 
the spirit of Hartland.



The ladies of the Baskaran clan, 2009






