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First Volunteer Note 

Dear Friends, Supporters, and Nam Family, 
 
 I am thrilled to announce the launch of “Nam Veedu, Nam Oor, Nam Kadhai” (Our Home, 
Our City, Our Story), an e-magazine that embodies our collective vision for a more inclusive and 
compassionate Chennai. 
 
The E-Magazine conceived by Henry and Muhilann, this platform is a culmination of our shared 
passion for Heritage, Conservation, Storytelling, Social impact, and Community engagement. As I 
reflect on our journey, I am reminded of the power of collaboration and empathy.

The idea was simple: to amplify the collective voice, to shed light upon and inspire collective ac-
tion. Through “Nam Veedu, Nam Oor, Nam Kadhai,” we aim to create a happy and safe ecosystem 
where  individuals from diverse backgrounds can converge, share their stories, and work together 
towards change. 
 
Our e-magazine will feature stories, articles, and insights on various themes, including inclusive 
design, social justice, environment, cultural heritage and many more. We will also highlight the 
work of local change-makers, artists, artisans, who are making a meaningful impact in their 
communities. 
 
The encouragement, expertise, and enthusiasm from senior citizens , historians have been 
invaluable in shaping our vision and bringing it to life. 
 
Special mention to Devika, who was the first office team member and officially part of the Nam 
Veedu team. Your contributions have been instrumental in helping us get to where we are today. 
 
As we embark on this exciting new chapter, I invite you to join us on this journey. Let us come 

together to weave a rich tapestry of stories, ideas, and actions that can transform 
our world for the better. 

 
Thank you for being part of our community. 
 
Our initiative is built on our expertise in material restoreration and 

conservation, and our passion for curating stories, exhibitions, and 
workshops on social issues, heritage, and personal/social history. 
 
We work closely with NGOs, schools, and colleges to design and 

build inclusive, accessible, and safe spaces.

We believe that everyone deserves a safe and inclusive space to 
thrive. 
 

Yours, 
Thirupurasundari Sevvel
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î¬ôòƒè‹  - 
ªý¡P

“ï‹ 
è¬îèœ
 
ï‹ i´ ï‹ á£¢ ï‹ 
è¬î Ü¬ñŠ¹ îù¶ 
ðòíˆF™ ðF¬ù‰î£‹ 
Ý‡®™ Ü® â´ˆ¶ 
¬õˆ¶œ÷¶, Ü¬ñŠ¹ì¡ 
Þ¬í‰¶ ðòEˆî, 
ðòEˆ¶‚ªè£‡®¼‚°‹ 
Ü¬ùˆ¶ ï‡ð£¢èÀ‚°‹ 
âƒè÷¶ Ü¡¬ð»‹ 
ï¡Pè¬÷»‹ Þ‰î 
î¬ôòƒèˆF¡ Íôñ£è 
ï£ƒèœ ªî£¤Mˆ¶‚ªè£œõF™ 
ñA›„Cò¬ìA«ø£‹. 

«ñ½‹ Þ‰î ðF¬ù‰î£‹ 
Ý‡®™ ¹Fò ºòŸCò£è 
ï‹ i´ ï‹ á£¢ ï‹ è¬î 
â¡ø Þ¬íò Þî¬ö 
Ýó‹Hˆ¶œ«÷£‹. 

ïèó‹ Ü™ô¶ á£¢ â¡ø£™ 
Üƒ° õC‚°‹ ñ‚èO¡ 
å¡P¬ù‰î G¬ù¾èœ, 
è¬îèœ, àí£¢Cèœ ñŸÁ‹ 
Þìƒè«÷ Ý°‹. ïñ¶ 
ð£ó‹ð£¤ò‹, ïèóƒèœ, 
á£¢è¬÷Š ðŸP»‹ ïñ¶ 
õ£›Mò™ è¬îèœ, 
è¬ôèœ, Þô‚Aò‹  ñŸÁ‹  
ªè£‡ì£†ìƒè¬÷Š ðŸP»‹ 
ï‹¬ñˆ îMó «õÁ âõó£½‹ 
Üšõ÷¾ Üöè£è¾‹, 
CøŠð£è¾‹ Ãø Þòô£¶. 
Üˆî¬èò è¬îè¬÷»‹ 
îèõ™è¬÷»‹ ðF¾ 
ªêŒ¶ ÝõíŠð´ˆF‚ 
èìˆ¶õ«î£´,
Þ¬÷ë£¢èœ ñŸÁ‹ 
ªð£¶ñ‚èOì«ò ð£ó‹ð£¤ò 
è¬ô ñŸÁ‹ è†®ì‚è¬ô 
ðŸP MNŠ¹í£¢¾ 
ãŸð´ˆ¶õ¶, 

 

è¬ôè¬÷ ªè£‡ì£´‹ 
ñ«ù£ð£õˆ¬î 
à¼õ£‚°õ¶, «ñ½‹ 
Ü¬ùõ¼‹ îƒèÀ¬ìò 
ð¬ìŠ¹ Fø¬ñè¬÷ 
ªõOŠð´ˆ¶‹ î÷ñ£è¾‹, 
ï‹ êÍè Hó„ê¬ùè¬÷ 
à¬óò£´‹î÷ñ£è¾‹ 
Þòƒ°õ¶ ñ†´«ñ Þ‰î 
Þ¬íò ÞîN¡ «ï£‚è‹.

Editors
Thirupurasundari Sevvel
Muhilann
Henry

Contributors
Writer Indiran, Akshayaa, 
Hush, Srivatsan, Prasanna, 
Rafiq, Gerardo Sanchez 
Lara, Negha, Priyanka, 
Late Pavithra Srinivasan, 
Sivagamasundari, Srishti 
Prabakar Nadathur, 
Jayashree, S Praveen 
Kumar, Velvizhi Murugan, 
Devika Prabakaran, 
Aafreen, Saran Gullig, 
Aravind

Designed By 
Henry & Muhilann

"In 2010, a curious young 
architect, enamored by Madras, 
set out on a heritage trail 
in Thiru-alli-keni. Over the 
years, two friends joined her, 
followed by their friends and 
families. What began as a small 
journey has now grown into 
a thriving village—home to 
artists, artisans, craftspersons, 
poo katra akkas, auto annas 
and akkas, friends, children, 
professionals, and passionate 
enthusiasts. Fifteen years 
later, this village continues to 
flourish, carrying the spirit of 
its journey forward."

Photography : Srishti
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Ãõº‹ ïFî£¡ 
ê£‚è¬ìèO¡ 
ñý£ êƒèñ‹ 

É‚A âPòŠð†ì õ‡íƒè¬÷ 
¬õˆ¶ 

ïèó‹ b†®ò c£¢õ‡í æMò‹. 

«è£¬ìJ½‹ 
ñí™ è£†®ò¶ Þ™¬ô 

Ü¶ põïF. 

Ü¡ø£ì‹ î¡ «ñ™ ð®»‹ 
°®¬ê óèCòƒè¬÷Š ð£¶è£ˆîð® 

è‹dóñ£Œ ïè£¢Aø¶.
 

MO‹¹G¬ô ñQî£¢èO¡ 
ï£è£¤èƒèœ G£¢ñ£E‚èŠð´õ¶ 

Þ‰î ïF‚è¬óJ™î£¡. 
â£¤‚°‹ «è£¬ìJ¡ 

¶£¢ñí‹ i²‹ °O£¢‰î Mó™è÷£™ 
Ü¶ â¡ Mò£¢¬õ ¶¬ì‚¬èJ™ 

àí£¢‰«î¡ 
Üî¡ ñQî£Hñ£ùˆ¬î...

In a society rushing to just “ move on ”
 ( èì‰¶ «ð£°î™ ) , history and heritage just 
becomes a selfie point on Sunday  mornings ! 
Living in a capitalistic society intended towards 
hyperindividualism , we are made to forget that 
everything is interconnected and community 
oriented! Everything affects each other and we are 
a whole ecosystem !  
Somewhere amidst the flashing lights of the 
vehicles and continuous blaring horns, there are 
eyes that brighten up at the reflection of the moon 
and hearts that are filled with peace while wishing 
for a boat ride on the Coovum river ! Hope

Illustrated by
Akshayaa Selvaraj
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En Singaara Chennai ku,
 I first met you in whispers - stories traded like contraband in anonymous 
forums and late-night Yahoo chats, careful words exchanged between strangers. 
Chennai, beyond the streets, the salt-slick air, hurried buses and long-winded 
conversations, is a city where people like me could belong - or at least belong more 
than where I was. That’s how I got introduced to you as the city of 
possibility.

In 2009, I stood near the Triumph of Labour Statue at the Marina beach to 
witness the first Self-Respect Pride march, just a bystander. I was 19, defiant in 
name, unsure in heart. You, 370 years old, had held generations before me - queer 
folk, sex workers, people on the margins who still claimed their space. I was too 
scared, too uncertain, too naïve to understand what was unfolding in front of me. 
But I watched. I watched people who looked like me walk the roads, hold their 
banners high, hold each other even higher. The next year, I walked too. The mask 
they handed me wasn’t just a shield; it was a bridge - between who I was and who 
I could become. You did not ask me to be brave before I was ready. You simply 
held me, and a lot of others. You still do. I went back home with a heart full of 
hope. Thus, you became a City of hope. 

My hope, for a future. My hope was a future with him - where love could be lived, 
not just whispered into the dark. But when love disappeared, so did my dream of 
you. I swore I wouldn’t return. But life had other plans. I came back, not for love, 
but because I had nowhere else to go.  You were no longer an idea, no longer a 
city of hope - I arrived when I had lost all of it. 

Pride is loud. But queerness in Chennai is quieter, stitched into the everyday. 
It’s in the way the pookaara akka at Besant Nagar beach smiles and says, “Un 
kondaiku Poo vecha Innum azhaga irupa.” In the way a coworker acknowledges 
the people I bring into my world - other queer friends, lovers, kin - not with 
curiosity or discomfort, but with an ease that asks no justification. In the small 
cafés where I linger, reading, watching, knowing I am safe. These moments are not 
grand, not loud, but they matter. They build the foundations of what home means.

You are a contradiction - history tangled with progress, caution woven into care. 
You hold us, yes, but sometimes at arm’s length, with unspoken conditions 
pressing between us. You are a city that not just welcomes but lets people thrive 
- vandhaarai vaazha vaikkum Chennai - but only if we learn how to navigate you, 
how to create our own shelter within your vastness. You are not perfect. You offer 
space, but not always safety. You welcome with warmth, but with conditions. For 
some of us, home is shaped by privilege. I know this because I have been lucky. 

To

         En Singaara Chennai Ku,
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We Are Here

We Are Queer

Hush/Harish
He/Him (for now)

15
    Years Of
Nam Veedu. Nam Oor. Nam Kadhai   
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I have walked your streets with the comfort of knowing I am not alone. Knowing 
how your streets can turn, how safety is a fragile thing, dependent on luck, on 
privilege, on the company we keep. 

I have worn my queerness in ways that invite admiration instead of threat. I have 
stepped into rooms where my presence was not questioned. And yet, I know 
others who have not been as fortunate - whose safety is not a given, but a wager. 
I know what it is to hold safety in my hands and wonder how easily it could slip 
away. I learnt that even in a city that claims us, belonging is still something we must 
negotiate. 

I see you in the quiet acceptance of strangers, in tea shops where a cup of tea is 
just thatno questions, no conditions. In the way trans people move through your 
streets - not just clapping for money at traffic signals and public transport. They 
travel through the same signals, waiting like everyone else, heading to work. I see 
them in offices, on buses, laughing in cafés. I see them buying things, sitting by 
the shore with their own, breathing in the sea air. I see them in temple festivals 
and church pews, not as spectacles, but as believers. The way your festivals do not 
always demand explanations before offering belonging. I see them because you 
allow them. You do not brandish your inclusivity like a medal, nor do you drown 
in rainbow capitalism. You simply let us exist. And somehow, without promise, 
without spectacle, you became a city I now call home.

I see how you have your wicked ways of teaching us patience and resilience - to 
survive our queer and trans parents and siblings being beaten up and burnt in 
police stations, their names swallowed by bureaucracy. How your media feasts on 
our existence - turning trans women into spectacle, framing interviews as curiosity, 
not conversation. How it invokes violence as comedy, applause as absolution. 
Queer couples turned into viral content, not for their love, but for the outrage 
they provoke. How your cinema still casts cis men in trans roles, applauding 
their “National Award-winning performances” while Negha Shahin had to go to 
Kerala to be recognized with a state award, and still struggles to find work in Tamil 
cinema. 

I also see your persistence. The way your history bends towards change, even if 
slowly. The way your religious spaces do not always push us away, but instead, 
sometimes, make room. In the way your government, flawed as it is, was the first 
to create a Transgender Welfare Board, in the way you are now on the brink of an 
inclusive queer policy, the first of its kind in the country, an attempt at recognizing 
what has always been here.

I see you in the red hearts of your traffic signals, glowing above the waiting city. It 
is easy to miss them, but they are always there, part of the same streets that carry 
us home.

So I have hope. Hope that even when people fail us, you will not. That you will 
continue to hold us - like a hen gathering its chicks beneath its wings, not 
always gentle, not always soft, but protective nonetheless.

I arrived untethered, uncertain. You held me before I even knew how to hold 
myself. For every queer person who steps onto your platforms, hesitant and 
searching, I hope you do the same. You have never been the flashiest, never been 
the easiest, but you have been steady.

For those of us who call you home, we carry your warmth. We move forward, but 
never without you.

Anbudan, 
Vaanavil Thozhar
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 One of  my most 
cherished recollections from my 
time in Chennai revolves around 
the delightful routine of  cycling 
to Marina Beach nearly every 
Saturday morning to witness 
the breath-taking spectacle of  
the sunrise. Each of  these early 
morning excursions transformed 
into a beloved ritual that I eagerly 
anticipated. As I pedalled through 
the serene and peaceful streets, 
a sense of  excitement would 
swell within me, filling me with 
a vibrant energy that would 
carry me through the day. The 
tranquillity of  the city in those 
early hours, coupled with the 
promise of  the day ahead, created 
a unique atmosphere that was 
both invigorating and calming.

Upon reaching the beach, I was 
always greeted by the majestic 
view of  the rising sun casting its 
golden hues across the horizon, 
painting the sky with vibrant 
oranges, pinks, and yellows. This 

awe-inspiring sight never failed 
to leave me in sheer wonder. 
The beauty of  the sunrise at 
Marina Beach was not merely a 
visual delight but also a profound 
experience that resonated deeply 
within me. These Saturday 
mornings spent watching the 
delicate interplay of  light and 
colour were more than just a 
habitual outing; they represented 
pivotal moments that played 
a significant role in shaping 
my journey as an aspiring 
photographer.

In those early hours, I was 
reminded of  the immense power 
of  nature and the myriad stories 
that unfold with each new dawn. 
The way the sun slowly ascended, 
illuminating the world around 
me, served as a metaphor for 
new beginnings and endless 
possibilities. It became evident to 
me that photography was not just 
about capturing images; it was 
about telling stories that reflect 
the beauty and complexity of  
life. Those moments at Marina 
Beach instilled in me a profound 
appreciation for the subtleties of  
nature and the narratives waiting 
to be discovered.

As I delved deeper into the 
world of  travel photography, my 
affection for Chennai blossomed 
even further. The city began to 
reveal itself  to me in ways I had 
never imagined. Each assignment 

I took on provided me with 
more opportunities to uncover 
the hidden gems scattered 
throughout the urban landscape. 
With every click of  the shutter, 
I found myself  exploring the 
intricate tapestry of  life that 
defines Chennai, a city rich in 

 

“The beauty of the 
sunrise at Marina 
Beach was not 
merely a visual 
delight but also a 
profound  
experience 
that resonated 
deeply within me”

Chennai and I
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culture, history, and diversity.

During my explorations, I 
encountered a multitude of  
individuals who left a lasting 
impression on me. I met locals 
who generously shared their 
stories and experiences, offering 
me insights into their lives and 
the vibrant culture of  their city. 
Their warmth and hospitality 
were infectious, and I felt a sense 
of  connection that transcended 
the barriers of  language and 
background. This sense of  
inclusivity is one of  the hallmarks 
of  Chennai, a city where people 
from various walks of  life coexist 
harmoniously.

Chennai’s rich cultural fabric 
is woven from a variety of  
influences—be it the traditional 

Tamil heritage, the contributions 
of  various communities, or the 
influx of  people from different 
regions seeking opportunities. 
This diversity is not just 
acknowledged; it is celebrated. 
Festivals, art exhibitions, and 
cultural events bring together 
individuals from all backgrounds, 
fostering a sense of  community 
that is both welcoming and 
inclusive. I found that this spirit 
of  inclusivity not only enriched 
my experiences but also deepened 
my understanding of  the city.

One of  the most profound aspects 
of  Chennai’s inclusivity is its 
commitment to accessibility for 
the deaf  community. Over the 
years, I have observed a growing 
awareness of  the importance 
of  creating environments that 
are welcoming and accessible 
to individuals with hearing 

disabilities. Public spaces, 
educational institutions, and 
cultural venues increasingly 
incorporate features that facilitate 
communication and engagement 
for the deaf  community. Sign 
language interpreters are often 
present at public events, making it 
easier for individuals like myself  
to participate fully in the city’s 
vibrant cultural life.

This accessibility has empowered 
me in ways I had not anticipated. 
Living with a hearing disability, 
I often faced challenges in 
advocating for myself, especially 
in social situations. However, the 
inclusive atmosphere in Chennai 
provided me with the tools and 
support I needed to evolve as 
an advocate for my own needs. I 
began to engage more actively in 

conversations about accessibility, 
sharing my experiences and 
encouraging others to do the 
same. The city’s commitment to 
inclusivity inspired me to step 
forward, voice my thoughts, and 
seek solutions that would benefit 
not just myself  but others in the 
deaf  community.

Additionally, I crossed paths 
with talented artists who 
showcased their remarkable skills, 
whether through music, dance, 
or visual art. Each interaction 
sparked inspiration within me, 
pushing me to view the world 
through a different lens. Fellow 
photographers, too, became 
invaluable companions on this 
journey, sharing their unique 
perspectives and techniques that 
enriched my own understanding 
of  the craft. The camaraderie 
among artists in Chennai 

is a testament to the city’s 
commitment to fostering 
creativity, regardless of  one’s 
background or experience.

Every corner of  Chennai had a 
narrative waiting to be unveiled, 
and my camera emerged as the 
perfect instrument for capturing 
these tales. The city thrived 
on connection and community, 
where the frenetic pace of  life 
was beautifully balanced by 
the kindness and generosity of  
its inhabitants. This sense of  
belonging and shared humanity 
made each photographic 
encounter meaningful, as I 
sought to document the essence 
of  the city and its people.

Through my lens, I began to 

appreciate the subtle nuances 
of  everyday life in Chennai. 
From the bustling markets 
filled with vibrant colours 
and enticing aromas to the 
serene temples that stood as 
testaments to the city’s rich 
heritage, each photograph I 
took was a snapshot of  a larger 
story. I discovered that even in 
the ordinary, there was beauty 
waiting to be acknowledged and 
celebrated.

As I wandered through the 
streets, I found myself  captivated 
by the simple pleasures of  life 
that Chennai had to offer. A 
cup of  steaming filter coffee 
savoured in the early morning 
light, the rich aroma enveloping 
me in comfort; a shared meal of  
crispy dosa enjoyed with friends 
and family, each bite bursting 
with flavour; or the laughter of  
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children playing in the streets, 
their joy infectious. These 
moments, though seemingly 
mundane, became the anchors 
that grounded me and reminded 
me of  the importance of  
savouring life’s little joys.

The importance of  inclusivity in 
Chennai extends beyond personal 
interactions; it is also reflected 
in the city’s commitment to 
providing spaces where everyone 
feels welcome. Public parks, 
cultural centres, and community 
events serve as platforms 
for individuals from diverse 
backgrounds to come together, 
share their stories, and celebrate 
their differences. This not only 
enriches the cultural landscape 
but also fosters understanding 
and empathy among residents.

Chennai’s vibrant festivals 
exemplify this spirit of  
inclusivity. For instance, during 
festivals like Pongal, people 
from various communities 
come together to celebrate the 
harvest, sharing food, music, 
and traditions. This melding 
of  cultures highlights how 
inclusivity strengthens social 
bonds and fosters a sense of  
belonging among residents. It is 
these communal experiences 
that allow individuals to connect 
on a deeper level, transcending 
differences and building a shared 
identity.

I realized that no matter where 
my travels took me, Chennai 
would always serve as my 

anchor—a place I could return 
to and feel at home. It was in 
this vibrant city that I learned 
to appreciate the beauty of  
simplicity and the significance 
of  connection. The relationships 
I formed, the experiences I 
gathered, and the stories I 
captured became an integral 
part of  my identity as both a 
photographer and a person.

With each passing day, my 
love for Chennai deepened, and 
I became increasingly aware 
of  the city’s profound impact 
on my artistic journey. The 
landscapes, the people, and the 
culture all intertwined to create 
a rich tapestry that inspired 
my creativity. I discovered that 

photography was not merely 
a profession but a means of  
expression that allowed me to 

share the essence of  what I 
encountered.

As I continued to explore 
Chennai, I found myself  drawn 
to the various facets of  life that 
unfolded before me. The old and 
the new coexisted harmoniously, 
creating a dynamic environment 
that was both nostalgic and 
forward-thinking. The traditional 
markets filled with hand-woven 
textiles and handcrafted goods 
stood in stark contrast to the 
modern cafes and art galleries 
that dotted the cityscape.

These contrasts became a source 
of  inspiration for my work. I 
sought to capture the duality of  
Chennai—the historical remnants 
that told stories of  the past and 
the contemporary elements that 
pointed toward the future. Each 
photograph was an invitation to 
viewers to explore the layers of  
the city and to appreciate the rich 
narratives that lay beneath the 
surface.
Through my lens, I aimed to 
highlight the resilience and 
creativity of  the people of  
Chennai. I documented the 
artisans who poured their hearts 
into their craft, the musicians 
who filled the air with melodies 
that resonated deeply, and the 
everyday heroes who contributed 
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to the fabric of  the community. 
Their stories became powerful 
reminders of  the strength of  the 
human spirit and the beauty of  
collaboration.

The idea of  inclusivity is 
especially evident in the arts and 
cultural initiatives across the 
city. Community-driven projects 
often bring together artists 
from different backgrounds 
to collaborate on works that 
reflect the diverse experiences 
of  Chennai’s residents. These 
projects not only foster artistic 
expression but also create a sense 
of  belonging for those involved. 
They serve as a reminder that 
art is a universal language that 
can bridge divides and foster 
understanding.

Throughout my journey, I 
have come to realize that every 
interaction is an opportunity to 
learn and grow. The inclusivity 
I experienced in Chennai 
encouraged me to approach 
each encounter with openness 
and curiosity. By engaging 
with individuals from different 
backgrounds, I gained new 
perspectives that enriched my 
understanding of  the world 
around me. This commitment to 
inclusivity has become a guiding 
principle in my life and work.
As I delve deeper into the heart 
of  Chennai, I find that the city 
continually surprises me with its 
layers of  complexity and beauty. 
The people I meet, the stories I 
hear, and the images I capture 
all contribute to a rich narrative 
that speaks to the essence of  this 
remarkable place. The power of  
photography lies not just in the 
images themselves but in the 
connections they forge and the 
conversations they inspire.

My experiences in Chennai have 
not only allowed me to share 
my journey as an artist but have 
also empowered me to advocate 
for myself  and others in the 
deaf  community. The support I 
received from the city’s inclusive 

environment instilled in me the 
confidence to speak up about 
the importance of  accessibility. 
I began to participate in 
community discussions and 
initiatives aimed at improving 
resources for individuals with 
hearing disabilities, ensuring that 
their voices were heard and their 
needs met.

As I move forward in my artistic 
career, I remain committed to 
amplifying the narratives of  
the deaf  community. I believe 
that everyone deserves to be 
represented and included, and I 
strive to use my photography as 
a platform for advocacy. Through 
my work, I aim to highlight 
the beauty and strength of  
individuals with hearing 
disabilities, showcasing their 
stories and experiences in a way 
that fosters understanding and 
empathy.

Chennai has shaped me not only 
as a photographer but also as a 
person who values inclusivity 
and the power of  storytelling. 

The city’s commitment to 
accessibility and support for the 
deaf  community has inspired me 
to embrace my identity fully and 
advocate for myself  and others. 
I am grateful for the lessons 
learned and the connections made, 
and I look forward to continuing 
my journey, fueled by the rich 
tapestry of  experiences that 
Chennai has provided.

“Chennai is not just a city but a story that 
shaped me, where every sunrise and street 
corner nurtured my art and identity. No 
matter where I go, it will always be my 
anchor, my inspiration, and my home.”
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15Years
of

Nam Veedu 
Nam Oor 

Nam Kadhai
is an initiative that 
celebrates the rich cultural 
heritage of our city. 
Through storytelling, 
exhibitions, workshops, 
and consultancy 
projects, we aim to create 
inclusive, accessible,and 
safe spaces for all.
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15 YEARS OF 
NAM VEEDU, NAM OOR, NAM KADHAI 

-Prasanna S 
Architect, Designer, Cultural Heritage Curator 

 Looking back at the journey of  ‘Nam Veedu, 
Nam Oor, Nam Kadhai,’ I am overwhelmed by a 
deep sense of  nostalgia. What began as a small 
initiative, the Anna Nagar Social History Group, 
has now blossomed into a vibrant collective of  
artists, artisans, designers, and historians who are 
deeply passionate about preserving and promoting 
cultural heritage.

Our story began with an urge to rediscover the past 
of  our own neighborhood, Anna Nagar. It was a 
simple yet profound idea—to document the social 
and cultural history of  the place we called home. 
We started with oral histories, photographs, and 
archival materials, piecing together narratives that 
had been forgotten or overlooked. As we delved 
deeper, we realized that history was not just about 
grand monuments and famous personalities; it was 
in the everyday lives of  people, in their traditions, 
their homes, their streets, and their interactions 
with the urban landscape.

The success of  our first exhibition on Anna Nagar’s 
social and cultural history was a turning point. 
The overwhelming response from the community 
reaffirmed the importance of  what we were 
doing. People saw themselves in the narratives 
we presented; they connected with the past in a 
way that felt deeply personal. It was then that we 
knew—we had to expand our work beyond Anna 
Nagar.

With time, our scope widened. We ventured into 
other neighborhoods, mapping their cultural 
and social evolution through heritage walks, 

wanted to evoke the emotions tied to 
these structures—the laughter 

echoing in old courtyards, the 
quiet resilience of  markets 
that had stood for centuries, 
the sense of  belonging that 
certain landmark carried for 
generations of  residents.

One of  the most rewarding 
aspects of  this
journey has been our 

collaborations. We have had the 
privilege of  working alongside 

historians, 
conservationists, urban 

planners, artists, 
and even local 
communities who 
have been custodians 
of  heritage in their 
own ways. These 
collaborations have 
strengthened our 
 as an organization, 
we have always 
been conscious 

of  the changing urban landscape and the impact 
of  modernization on cultural heritage. We 
consider our work, in many ways, to be a form 
of  resistance—a way to remind people of  the 
intrinsic value of  history, not just as nostalgia but 
as a guide for the future.

Through the years, we have also expanded 
our mediums of  storytelling. From physical 
exhibitions to digital archives, from on-ground 
heritage walks to workshops and publications, we 
have constantly evolved. One of  the most moving 
moments for me personally was seeing young 
students engage with our work—watching them 
light up when they made a connection between the 
past and the present. It reminded me of  why we 
started in the first place.

Reflecting on our journey, I am filled with 
immense gratitude. What started as a small 
passion project has grown into a movement that 
is making a tangible difference. The road ahead is 
long, and the challenges are many, but the love for 
what we do keeps us going.

History is not static; it is a living, breathing entity 
that evolves with us. And as long as there are 
stories to tell, ‘Nam Veedu, Nam Oor, Nam Kadhai’ 
will continue to be the bridge between the past and 
the present, ensuring that our cultural heritage 
remains a part of  our collective consciousness.

“’Nam Veedu, Nam Oor, Nam 
Kadhai’ began as a local history 
project and grew into a movement, 
weaving together stories, spaces, 
and communities to keep cultural 
heritage alive.”
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Nam Veedu Nam Ooru Nam Kadhai
          - Rafiq

Capturing Madras

 My Journey with ‘Nam Veedu Nam Ooru Nam 
Kadhai’ In the heart of Madras, every corner has a story 
waiting to be told. ‘Nam Veedu Nam Ooru Nam Kadhai,’ 
founded by Thirupura Sundari Sevvel—fondly known as 
Sundari Akka—has played a pivotal role in preserving these 
stories and celebrating the spirit of the city. This article is 
about my personal journey with the community, which began 
as a simple photography hobby but soon became part of a 
larger mission to document Madras in all its richness.

A Chance Introduction

My involvement with this community started in 2014, 
when I was a university student and Sundari Ma’am was 
a professor on campus. A friend introduced me to her 
because I enjoyed taking photographs, and she envisioned 
documenting Anna Nagar—a vibrant neighborhood in 
Madras—through various mediums. Although photography 
was my contribution, I soon learned that others were also 
dedicating their time and talent through sketching, collecting 
old photographs, and helping restore archives. It wasn’t just 
about me or my lens; I was a small part of a much bigger team, 
united by a shared passion for heritage.

The Vision and the Collective Effort

From the beginning, it was clear that ‘Nam Veedu Nam Ooru 
Nam Kadhai’ was more than just a project. It was a vision 
that Sundari Akka passionately pursued. While I was busy 
capturing images of Anna Nagar, she was coordinating with 
multiple contributors—artists, history enthusiasts, local 
residents—to piece together a vibrant tapestry of Madras. 
Some members collected old photos; others created sketches 

that brought the past to life. The end goal was to preserve 
memories that might otherwise be lost to time.

First Exhibition in Anna Nagar

Our collective efforts came to fruition with the first 
exhibition in Anna Nagar. I still remember the excitement of 
seeing visitors walk in, eyes lighting up at old photographs 
and sketches of the neighborhood. My part was a set of 
images that documented the landmarks and everyday 
moments of local life. But it was the broader collection—
sketches by fellow contributors, historical snippets gathered 
by dedicated researchers, and the old photographs curated 
by community members—that truly brought Anna Nagar’s 
story to life.
The response from visitors was heartwarming. Many shared 
anecdotes of their own memories, connecting with the 
images and sketches in deeply personal ways. It was here that 
I realized how an old picture or a simple sketch can carry 
immense emotional weight. Through laughter, nostalgia, and 
reflection, the exhibition became a space for the community 
to engage with its heritage.

Uncovering More of Madras

As we continued our work, we ventured beyond Anna Nagar. 
Sundari Akka organized walks and visits to historically 
significant sites, always accompanied by a motley crew of 
enthusiasts—photographers like me, sketch artists, and 
locals curious to rediscover their hometown. One of the 
most memorable outings for me was our visit to the MLS 
Library. Despite not being much of a “library person,” I found 
myself captivated by its storied shelves and historic charm.
There, we discovered old books waiting to be restored—
many in fragile condition. Volunteers from various 
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backgrounds teamed up to clean, organize, and carefully 
repair these volumes. Some people had experience in book 
restoration, others were simply eager to help, and I was 
there to capture these moments through my camera. Each 
snapshot felt like a window into the past, documenting not 
just the library’s heritage but also the community spirit that 
brought everyone together.

Growth, Community, and Personal Reflection Being an 
introverted person, I initially stuck to my camera and stayed 
on the sidelines. However, participating in these community 
activities gradually drew me out of my shell. Meeting fellow 
contributors—many of them accomplished in fields far 
from my own—shifted my perspective on what it means to 
share and preserve cultural heritage. Their enthusiasm and 
generosity showed me that everyone has something valuable 
to offer, whether it’s artistic talent, research skills, or a simple 
willingness to help.
Through this journey, I learned that Madras is much more 
than just a city; it’s a living narrative shaped by countless 
individuals. The passion of people who documented old 
buildings, the curiosity of those who sketched iconic 
landmarks, and the collective excitement of visitors at each 
exhibit have all reinforced my sense of belonging. I might 
only be a small piece in a grand puzzle, but I’m proud that my 
photographs contribute to a tapestry that captures the heart 
and soul of this place.

Looking Forward

Even as we unveil one corner of Madras, there are countless 
areas waiting to be explored. ‘Nam Veedu Nam Ooru Nam 
Kadhai’ remains committed to telling the city’s story from 
multiple angles—through community walks, archival 
projects, storytelling sessions, and more. While Sundari Akka 
continues to lead with her unwavering vision, each volunteer, 
contributor, or visitor enriches the mission in their own way.

For me, the journey continues as I keep photographing 
the lesser-known parts of Madras, eager to learn about its 
hidden gems. Each new encounter, each preserved memory, 
reaffirms the importance of our collective responsibility to 
celebrate and protect our heritage.

Conclusion

My journey with ‘Nam Veedu Nam Ooru Nam Kadhai’ 
began as a casual photography endeavor and evolved into a 
profound exploration of community, history, and identity. 
Though my lens was but one of many tools—joined by 
sketches, old photos, and collaborative restoration efforts—
the experience shaped my appreciation for Madras and its 
past.
In a rapidly changing world, our stories, photographs, and 
sketches stand as witnesses to who we were and who we are 
becoming. I’m grateful to have had the opportunity to be a 
small part of this larger narrative, and I look forward to what 
lies ahead in our collective quest to preserve Madras’s rich 
heritage.

“‘Nam Veedu Nam Ooru Nam 
Kadhai’ is more than a heritage 
initiative—it is a living narrative 
of Madras, woven through 
photographs, sketches, and 
stories. Through community-
driven efforts, it preserves the 
city’s past while inspiring future 
generations to celebrate and 
protect its rich cultural tapestry.”
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Paartha Mudhal Naalae
From The First Day I Saw
   -Gerardo Sanchez Lara

 I arrived in Chennai in the early morning hours of  August 5th , 2019. 
I could see very little of  the city during the journey from the airport to 
what would be my home for the next five years. And just as I could see very 
little, I knew almost nothing about the fact that I would stay here for all 
these years. 
 
From early on, my boss came to pick me up from my room to take me to 
the school where we worked. I appreciated the kindness, but I also felt that 
it delayed my curiosity to walk around the city a bit, even if  it was just the 

way to work. 
 
As it turned out, the short one-and-a-half-kilometer ride in an autorickshaw was a revelation (and the 
small and bold vehicle itself  because we don’t have this in my hometown). I’m not sure if  my first surprise 
was the heat (which I had never experienced before this way) or the extremely busy traffic that, despite its 
intensity, flowed so well, inexplicably for me, or the endless 
cacophony of  horns announcing every movement around, no matter how small it might be. 
 
I’m not sure if  I’m now ordering my sensations and the memories 
that trigger them in a logical way. Maybe my experience is more 
similar to that of  a dream in which everything happened without 
order, and then, when trying to tell it, one involuntarily organizes 
the images, emotions, and thoughts. And despite the fact that 
throughout these years I have reacted in many different ways to this 
agitation on the streets, sometimes with surprise, others with fear, 
and others even with anger, it still seems admirable to me the high 
resistance and resilience of  drivers, passengers, and pedestrians... 
the physical resistance to the extremely high temperatures, to 
the very long distances, and to the thousands of  details that 
happen almost unexpectedly (or maybe just for me), those sudden 
appearances of  a motorcycle or even a bus when I least expected 
it in the middle of  traffic, and the boldness to react with admirable 
athletic reflexes! 
 
I’m sure it will cause some amusement what I tell you, but this agile 
traffic that seemed like a chaos to me, I have to admit now that it 
works and seems to work quite well, despite my “wise” observations 
and bitter criticisms. 
 
Once, while traveling in a taxi an autorickshaw appeared out of  nowhere (obviously out of  nowhere for 
me) and stopped right in front of  us, causing my driver to brake quickly. He reacted not only fast but also 
very peacefully, and I couldn’t help but comment, “I don’t know if  what i will say it’s a criticism of  my 
own country or yours, but if  this had happened in Mexico, it would be the cause of  a huge fight between 
drivers and passengers at times with awful consequences .” 
 
No, evidently, it’s not only the traffic and its frantic vitality what I have experienced in Chennai, but 

Ph
ot

og
ra

ph
y 

: G
er

ar
do

 S
 L

ar
a

Photography : Gerardo S Lara



17

beyond positive or negative criticism, it’s undoubtedly a spectacle of  energy 
and constant flow that still amazes me. 
 
Many other surprises inhabit the city, which, like a skillful friend, has been 
showing me little by little. I have to confess that I’m a bit slow, I like to observe 
a lot, but this takes me time and energy. And Chennai demands a lot of  energy, 
patience, and effort... and although it may seem I’m complaining about it, 
please do consider the opposite. I think somehow I’m more grateful because it 
keeps me awake and doesn’t lull me into a comfort zone. 
 
The thing is that the contrasts in India are enormous, and it takes time to 
appreciate them and even more time to get used to that sudden succession of  
situations and experiences. The contrasts of  colors, smells, flavors, and images 
are rapid and unexpected. 
 

For example, I’ve always been surprised by how the distance between almost 
deafening noise and the quietness of  a neighborhood, like a gated community, can be just a few meters! 
This arrangement of  many houses together, which 
close themselves off  to the outside and enclose 
themselves in a small area of  controlled peace, is 
something that again amazes me. I suddenly doubt 
whether my impressions will be clear to the local 
reader, but it’s convenient not to forget that one 
looks from their personal experience and almost 
always with their entire history and identity on 
their shoulders. 
 
For me, the streets speak of  the city, not necessarily 
the interior of  the big buildings. That agitated life, 
where everything happens, where one almost finds 
anything, from delicious food, fruits, tea stalls to 
vivid drumming funeral processions that leaves behind a beautiful 
trail of  flowers , everything with a profusion of  sound, smells, and 
colors. 
 
The streets of  Chennai speak to me of  energy, of  resilience. A 
constant flow that, paraphrasing a Mexican writer advances, retreats, 
takes detours, but always arrives.

“The streets of  Chennai speak to me 
of  energy, of  resilience—a constant 
flow that advances, retreats, takes 
detours, but always arrives.”
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ê¾ˆî£œ

ãŒ ó£ü¨
ªõO«ò õ£!
êˆî‹ «è†´  F´‚A†´ â¿‰î£œ ó£p.
â¡ù Þöõ Ã†ì è£ˆF¼‚è£Â«õ£Â
ªî£¤òô«ò â¡Á ¹ô‹Hòð®  î¡ i†®¡  
ÍƒA™ î†®¬ò ïè£¢ˆFù£œ. ªõO«ò 
õ£†ìê£†ìñ£ù ªõœ¬÷ «õ†® è†®ò 
ï£¡¬è‰¶ «ð£¢. Üõ£¢èœ «ñ™ ð£‚ªè† 
ê£ó£ò ªï®.

ÜŒò£!
ªê£™½ƒè ÜŒò£!
õó õó à¡ «ð£‚«è ê£¤J™ô.
â¡ùƒè Ý„²Œò£? ã¡ ÜŠð® ªê£™lƒè?
H¡ù â¡ù?  ¹Lõô‹ F¼Mê£¾‚°
«õê‹ è†®A†´ Ýì «ð£J¼‚è 
ï‹ñ á¼ ðò½«õ£ ð£ˆ¶¹†´ õ‰¶ 
ªê£¡ù£Â«õ£«ô… ï‹Í¼ ñ£ùˆî 
õ£ƒè«ù ÞŠð® «è£ê£ Ý†ì‹ Ý´Mò£?
àƒè Ýˆî£ Þ¼‰F¼‰î£ à¡¬ù è‡®„² 
è£ô àì„² õ÷ˆ¶ Þ¼Šð£? Üõ «ð£J 
«ê‰¶†ì£ Ü¶«ô¼‰¶ à¡ «ð£‚«è ê£¤J™ô, 
á¼áó£ ÞŠð® «è£ê£†ì‹ Ý®A†´ ²ˆ¶ø 
à¡ù «è‚è ÝÀ Þ™ôÂ à¡ù£ô  
á¼‚° Üõñ£ù‹.
àù‚° ªï¬øò îì¬õ  ð…ê£òˆîô»‹ 
ªê£™L¹†«ì£‹. c «è‚°ø ñ£F£¤ Þ™ô.
Üîù£ô à¡ ×†ì ªè£Àˆî «ð£«ø£‹.
âƒè£òõ¶ c æ®¹´. ÞƒA¼‰î£ à¡ù 

ÜCƒèð´ˆF¹´«õ£‹. âƒèò£„²‹ 
è‡è£í£ñ Éóñ£ «ð£Œ ªð£ö„²‚è. Þ‰î 
á¼ c õ£ö ô£ò‚° Þ™ô.

â¶¾«ñ ªê£™ô£ñ™ ó£p  ÌI¬ò ªõPˆ¶ 
ð££¢ˆ¶ ªè£‡®¼‰î£œ. ÜõÀ‚° ªî£¤‰¶ 
Þšõ÷¾ «ïó‹  Þ‰î á£¢ ªî‡ì„«ê£Áèœ 
Þƒè G¡Á «ðC‚ªè£‡´  Þ¼Šð«î ªð£¤¶.
ãŸèù«õ â„ê£¤‚¬è ªêŒî£JŸÁ, ÜõO¡ 
ïìõ®‚¬è ðŸP ð…ê£òˆF™ º®¾ 
â´ˆî£JŸÁ. Þõœ Ü¬î èí‚A™ 
ªè£œ÷£ñ™ Üõœ Þwìð® ªõOÎ£¢ ªê¡Á  
«õê‹ è†® F¼Mö£‚èÀ‚° Ý´õ£œ. Ü‰î 
á£¢‚è£ó£¢èœ î¼Aø ê£Šð£†¬ì ê£ŠH†´M†´ 
õ¼‹«ð£¶ å¼ ñó‚è£ ªï™ Ü™ô¶ å¼ ð® 
Ü£¤C õ£ƒA‚ªè£‡´  ò£¼‚°‹ ªî£¤ò£îõ£Á 
èÁ‚èL™ á£¢ õ‰¶ «ê£¢õ£œ. H¡¹ â¶¾‹ 
ªî£¤ò£î ñ£F£¤ Ü‰î á£¤™ Þ¼‚Aø 
á£¢è£ó£¢èO¡ ªè£™¬ô «õ¬÷è¬÷Š 
ð££¢Šð£œ, º¡Fù‹ ¬õˆî  âî£õ¶ å¼ 
°ö‹¹‹, ð¬öò «ê£Á‹î£¡ ó£p ªêŒî 
«õ¬ô‚è£ù ÃL. ªð¼‹ð£½‹ Ü‰î á£¤™, 
¶‚è i«ì£, F¼ñí i«ì£ Üƒ° ó£p «î¬õ. 
ê¬ñò™ àîM ºî™ ð‰F ð£¤ñ£Áõ¶ õ¬ó 
ó£pî£¡. Üˆî¬ù ß´ð£†´ì¡ ªêŒõ£œ. 
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á¼‚° ªð£Áˆîõ¬ó ê‹ð÷‹ «è†è£î 
«õ¬ôò£œ ó£p Üšõ÷¾ î£¡.

ÜŠð£ Ü‹ñ£¬õ CÁ õòF™ Þö‰î 
ÜõÀ‚° å«ó ªê£‰î‹ î¡ Ü‹ñ£¬õ ªðˆî 
Ýˆî£î£¡. Ýˆî£¾‹ «ð£ù Hø°‹Ãì 
Þ‰î á¬óM†´ Þõœ «ð£è«õ‡´ªñù 
G¬ù‚èM™¬ô. âŠ«ð£î£õ¶ á¬ó M†´Š 
«ð£èˆ «î£µ‹«ð£¶, ‘«õø âƒèò£õ¶«ð£ù£ 
àœÙ£¢ CˆF¬ó ªð£¤ò£„C «è£M™ èŠð¬ó 
F¼Mö£ ÜŠ«ð£ ï™ôªîƒè£ Ãˆ¶ 
âŠð® ð£‚°ø¶? Ü´ˆî ï£À «ð£´ø 
è¼õ£†´è‡ì‹ °ö‹¹‹, º¼ƒèW¬ó 
ªð££¤ò½‹, H® ªè£¿è†¬ì ¼C «õø â‰î 
á¼ô A¬ì‚°‹‘ â¡ð£œ. Ýù£™ ÞŠ«ð£¶ 
á«ó Mó†´‹«ð£¶  Ü¶¾‹ ãèŠð†ì îì¬õ 
Mó†®ò«ð£¶ «ò£Cˆ¶î£«ù Ýè «õ‡´‹.
ï£¡ «ð£ø£Âƒè,  âù‚° ¬ñ‚è£ ï£À 
õ¬ó‚°‹ ìò‹ ªè£´ƒè ï£¡ «ð£«ø¡.
‘F¯¼Â ï£¡ âƒè «ð£«õ¡? âù‚° â¡ù 
ñÂêù£ ñ‚èò£ Þ¼‚è£ƒè?’ â¡Á î¬ôJ™ 
Ü®ˆ¶ ªè£‡´ Ü¿î£œ.
Ý® ñ£ùˆî õ£ƒ°ù¶ ðˆî£¶Â ï£ìõ‹ 
«ð£´¶ ð£«ó¡.  ÞQ«ñ Þ‰î á£¢ 
â™¬ôJ«ô  à¡ù ð£‚è‚ Ãì£¶. Þ‰î 
á¼‚°Â å¼ ªð¼¬ñ Þ¼‚°.  Ü¶ 
à¡ù£ô ÜCƒèñ£¾¶ â¡Á Üî†® M†´ 
ÜƒA¼‰¶ ªê¡øù£¢.

‘ï™ô«õ÷  Þ¡¬ù‚° ÞõÂƒè °®„ê 
ê£ó£ò‹ ÞŠð®«ð£ô. ÜFè ªî‹ð ªè£´‚èô. 
Þ™¬ôù£ Þ¡¬ù‚° ó£‚Ãˆ¶î£¡ â¡ 
è¬î’ â¡Á õ¼ˆîF½‹ ñA›‰¶ ªè£‡ì£œ 
ó£p. M†´M†´Š«ð£è â¶¾«ñ Þ™¬ô. C¡ù 
ð¬ù æ¬ô °®¬êi´ î£¡. i†´ ²õ£¢ 
ÞŠªð£¿«î£ ÜŠªð£¿«î£ âù Ý®‚ªè£‡´ 
Þ¼‚Aø¶. Þ¶î£¡ ó£p‚° ªê£°² ðƒè÷£!  
ÍƒA™ î†®¬ò ê£ˆF ¬õˆ¶M†´  àœ«÷ 
õ‰¶ TAù£¬õ è‡E™ «ð£†´‚ªè£‡´  
ð£†´ ð£®‚A†«ì Ýì Ýó‹Hˆî£œ â¡ø£™  
Üõœ °®¬ê ÜõÀ‚° «ðóóê£¢èœ «õ®‚¬è 
ð££¢‚°‹ ï£†®ò î£¢ð££¢î£¡. ÜõÀ¬ìò å«ó 
ªð£¿¶«ð£‚°, õ£›îL¡ Ý¬ê â™ô£‹ 
Þ‰î Ý†ìº‹ Þ‰î Üôƒè£óº‹ î£¡.

½ƒA¬ò å¼ ¬èJ™ H®ˆ¶ ªê£ÁAM†´ 
à†è££¢‰î£œ, ªð¼Í„² M†ì£œ.
‘ï£¡ â¡ù îŠ¹ ð‡E«í¡?
âƒè «ð£ø¶ ? âŠð® ÞQ«ñ Üôƒè£ó‹ 
ð‡E Ý´ø¶? Ü‚è‹ ð‚èˆ¶ á¼‚° 
«ð£ù£½‹ Þ«î è¬îî£¡ â™ô£‹ å¼ ï£œ 
Ãˆ¶î£¡. ï‹ñ÷ õ£ö Mì ñ£†ì£Âƒè. 
«ðê£ñ è£¬ôJô ºî óJ½‚° ªñ†ó£²‚° 

«ð£Jìô£‹. Ýñ£, Üî£¡ ê£¤. ñ£ƒ°® 
F¼Mö£M™ ÝìŠ«ð£°‹«ð£¶  Ìñ££¤ 
Ü‡í‡ ªê£¡ù£«ó, ªñ†ó£²ô G¬øò 
ÞŠð® â™ô£‹ Gè›„C‚° «ð£èô£‹. Ü‰î 
á¼ô Ýì™ ð£ì™ Gè›„C‚° â™ô£‹ 
º‚Aòˆ¶õ‹ ªè£´Šð£ƒè, ò£¼‹ îŠð£ 
ð£‚è ñ£†ìƒèÂ Üõ¼ ªê£™½‹ «ð£«î 
Üõ¼Ãì «ð£J¼‚èÂ‹. îŠ¹ ð‡E«ì¡
Ýù£ Üõ£¢ âƒè Þ¼Šð£¼? Ü†ó² â¶¾‹ 
Þ™ô«ò! Þ¼‰î£½‹ â¡ù? Üƒè«ð£Œ 
ÞøƒA âƒè F¼Mê£ ïì‚°¶Â «è†ì£ 
ò£óõ¶ ªê£™ô «ð£ø£ƒè. Üƒè è‡®Šð£ 
Ìñ££¤ Ü‡í Þ¼Šð£¼. Üõ¼Ãì 
«ê‰Fì «õ‡®ò¶ î£¡. Ìñ££¤ Ü‡í‡ 
î£õEò è†®A†´ ñˆî£Š¹ ²‰î£¤ å¼ˆF 
ð£ì½‚° ²ˆF ²ˆF ²ö¡Á Ýìøî 
ð£ˆ¶A†«ì Þ¼‚èô£‹. ÜŠðø‹ ï£Â‹ 
Fùº‹ Üôƒè£óº‹ Ý†ìº‹ î£¡’ â¡Á 
G¬ùˆ¶‚ªè£‡«ì å¼ ê¾ˆî£œ ¬ð¬ò 
â´ˆ¶ ÜõÀ¬ìò Üôƒè£ó ªð£¼œ 
ªî£ƒè†ì£¡, TAù£, õ÷M, ªïˆFÅ†®, 
êõ£¤º®, «ó£² ð¾ì£¢, õ£ì£ñ™L Gø àî†´ 
ê£ò‹ âù â™ô£õŸ¬ø»‹ ê£¤ ð££¢ˆ¶ 
¬î£¤ò‹ õ‰îõ÷£Œ Ü«î£´ «ê£¢ˆ¶ ¬õˆî 
C™ô¬øè¬÷ â´ˆ¶ ªè£‡´
óJ½‚° A÷‹Hù£œ. Ü¶ î£¡ Üõœ 
ªê£ˆ¶. ò£¼‹ F¼®Mì‚ Ãì£¶ â¡Á 
Þ¼‚èñ£è ê¾ˆî£œ ¬ð¬ò‚ è†®‚ªè£‡´ 
óJ™ G¬ôòˆF™ è£ˆF¼‰î£œ. è£ˆF¼Š¹, 
Ã†ì ªï£¤ê™, á£¢ Gò£ðè‹, è‚Ãv  
Ü¼A™  É‚è‹, ð®è†´ ðòí‹ â¡ø 
ðòí‚°PŠ¹èÀì¡ ªê¡¬ù
â¿‹Ì£¢ óJ™ G¬ôò‹ õó«õŸø¶ ó£T¬ò.

Ã†ìˆF™  ÞøƒA ïì‰î£œ. Þ™¬ô, Ü‰î 
óJ™ G¬ôòˆ«î Ü÷‰î£œ. ÜŠð® å¼ ïOù 
ï¬ì. ðóðóŠð£ù ªê¡¬ù  Üî¡ õNJ™ 
ÞòƒA‚ ªè£‡´ Þ¼‰î¶. ò£¼‹ ó£T¬ò 
è‡´ ªè£œ÷M™¬ô. Ü¶ Üõ¬÷ Þ¡Â‹ 
àŸê£èð´ˆFò¶. â‰î õN ªê™ôõ¶ â¡Á 
ªî£¤ò£ñ™ Þó‡´ º¬ø Ü‰î ð‚èº‹ 
Þ‰î ð‚èº‹ ¬èL¬ò ð£õ¬ì ñ£F£¤ 
H®ˆ¶‚ªè£‡´ â™ô£‹ ªî£¤‰îñ£F£¤ ïì‰¶ 
ªè£‡®¼‰îõÀ‚° ÜŠ«ð£¶î£¡ ðò«ñ 
ªî£ŸPò¶.

‘Þ‰î á¼ô ï‹ñ ªð£¬ö‚è º®»ñ£? 
ê£Šð£†´‚° â¡ù ð‡í «ð£«ø£‹?’ â¡Á 
ðò‰¶ ªè£‡«ì Þ¼‚°‹«ð£¶ å¼ °ó™, 
ò£¼Šð£ c? ÜƒA»‹ ÞƒA»‹ ô£ˆFAÂ 
Þ¼‚è? â¡ù£ Ü†óv ªî£¤¬ôò£?

°ó™ õ‰î F¬ê¬òŠ ð££¢ˆî£™ å¼ Ü‚è£ 
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Ì‚è†®ªè£‡®¼‰î£œ. ó£T¬òŠ ð££¢ˆ¶ 
Üõœî£¡ «è†ì£œ. Ý„C, ï™ô«õ¬÷ 
«è†¯ƒè. Þ™ôù£ ï£¡ Ü¿¶¼Š«ð¡.
ÞŠ«ð£ «ð£ù óJ™ôî£¡  âƒÃ£¢«ô¼‰¶  
õ‰¶ ÞøƒA«ù¡.

â¡ù£ˆ¶‚°  õ‰î?

ÜŠ«ð£¶î£¡ ó£T¬ò Ì‚è¬ì Ü‚è£ ãø 
Þøƒè ð££¢ˆî£œ.

âƒè á£¢ô ï£¡ Ýìø¶ âƒè 
á£¢è£óõƒèÀ‚° ¹®‚èô. Üî£¡ A÷‹H 
õ‰¶†«ì¡. Þƒè âƒè F¼Mê£‚° Ýì™ 
ð£ì™ ïì‚èºÂ ªê£™½ƒè.  ï£¡ «ð£Œ 
«ê‰¶Aø¡ Üõƒè Ãì.

ºî™ô °‰¶‹ñ£.

à¡¬ùò ð£ˆî£ ð£õñ£ Þ¼‚°. à¡ù 
ñ£F£¤ ÝÀƒè¬÷ ï£¡ ð£ˆ¶A†´î£¡ 
Þ¼‚«è¡. Üõƒè è¬î»‹ à¡ù ñ£F£¤î£¡ 
ªðˆîõƒè ¶óˆF M†´ø£ƒè.

‘ñ£’ «ð£†´  Ü‰î Ü‚è£ Ü¬öˆî¶ ó£p‚° 
H®ˆ¶ «ð£ù¶. ºî™ îì¬õ ò£«ó£ î¡¬ùŠ 
¹£¤‰¶ªè£‡ì¶«ð£ô å¼ G‹ñF.
«î£ ªî£¤»¶ ð£¼. å¼ ï£wì£ è¬ì.
Üƒè ®ð¡ ï™ô£ Þ¼‚°‹. Üƒè «ð£Œ 
ï£wì£ ð‡EAÂ ÜŠð®«ò «ïó£ «ð£Qù£ 
å¼ Š£¤x õ¼‹. Üƒè Üƒè£÷‹ñ¡ 
«è£Mô£‡ì c «è†ì ñ£F£¤ ÝÀƒè 
Þ¼Šð£ƒè. «ð£ŒŠ ð£¼. Ýù£ Üõƒè  
ì£¡v Ýì «ð£õƒèÀÂ âù‚° ªî£¤ò£¶.

ê£ŠHìø Ü÷¾ â¡A†ì è£² Þ™ô Ü‚è£!
ÜŒò! ¯ò£õ¶ °®. ï£¡ Þƒè Þ¼‰¶ 
ªê£™ø¡. ñ£vì£¢ å¼ ¯! â¡Á 
èˆFù£œ Ì‚è¬ìè£ó Ü‚è£. ã«î£ 
å¡Á ªî£‡¬ì¬ò Ü¬ìˆî¶. ó£ü¨‚° 
è‡èO™ ªñ™Lò c£¢ðìô‹ ¯¬ò 
°®ˆ¶M†´ ó£p A÷‹ð îò£ó£°‹ «ð£¶ 
Üƒè àù‚° H®‚èôù£ õ‰¶¼.

Ì‚è è†ì ªî£¤»ñ£?
¬è è†ì£? è£™ è†ì£? ð™ è†ì£
â™ô£ FÂêô»‹ Ì è†´«õ¡.
â¡Á õ£›M™ ºî™ º¬ø ñùî£ó 
C£¤ˆ¶M†´ ªè£‡´ õ‰î ê¾ˆî£œ 
¬ð¬ò å¼ º¬ø ÜF™ àœ÷ Üôƒè£ó 
ªð£¼†è¬÷ ð££¢ˆ¶M†´ Ýˆñ F¼ŠF»ì¡ 
ÜƒA¼‰¶ A÷‹Hù£œ ó£p. Ì‚è¬ì Ü‚è£ 
ªê£¡ù ð£¬îJ™ ïì‰î£œ.

ó£p‚è¬÷ õ£ö ¬õˆî ªñ†ó£² ¹Fî£è 
å¼õ¬÷ Þ¬íˆ¶ ªè£‡ì¶

-«ïý£
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«è£†¬ìˆ ¶¬øºèˆF¡
èì™ è£ŸÁ
Ü‰î‚ èŠð™è¬÷ˆ î£¡
M¿ƒA M´«ñ£ ? 

èŠð™ e¶
ãPŠ ð££¢ˆî£™
ªî£¤Aø¶ âƒèœ
è£Oè£‹ð£œ F¼‚«è£JL¡
ªï´‹ «è£¹ó‹

Üõ÷¶ î£¤êù‹ A¬ì‚è 
âƒè¬÷ Ü¬öˆ¶ ªê¡ø££¢
å¼ ¬è £¤þ£ î£ˆî£

ªñ£¤ù£M¡ 
èì™ ñ‡E™
ï‡´è¬÷Š H®ˆ¶Š
H®ˆ¶ èì½‚°œ
ÜÂŠH M†«ì¡
ï‡´è÷£õ¶
²î‰Fóñ£Œ Þ¼‚è†´ªñ¡Á

“i†´‚°Š «ð£èô£‹
â‰F£¤ƒè”
èìLL¼‰¶
ÜŠð£ ï£¬÷ õ‰¶M´õ££¢
â¡ø£œ Ü‹ñ£

ï£¬÷ ñÁï£œ
âƒèÀ‚°„ ²î‰Fóñ£‹ 
ÜŠð£ ªê£¡ù££¢
âƒèœ ñîó£êŠð†®ùˆF¡
²î‰Fóñ£‹
ÜŠð£ ªê£¡ù££¢ !

   -H£¤òƒè£

ñîó£²‹ eùõ„ CÁI»‹ 
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ü££¢x «è£†¬ì
ð££¢‚è «õ‡´ªñ¡Á
Ü‹ñ£Mì‹ Üì‹H®ˆ«î¡ 
“¶¬øºèº‹ ð£‚èµ‹ Ü‚è£”
ªñ™Lò °óL™ 
â¡ C¡ùˆî‹H

ð££¤º¬ù„
ê‰¬îJ™ õ£ƒAò
ð£õ£¬ì„ ê†¬ì¬òŠ
«ð£†´‚ ªè£‡´
ï£¡ Üõ£¢è«÷£´
¹øŠð†«ì¡

°™ô£ ªî£ŠH»ì¡ 
õ‰î ªõœ¬÷‚è£óˆ ¶¬ó»‹
Üõó¶ ð¬ìèÀ‹
âƒè¬÷ ðòºÁˆFù 
î‹H åO‰¶ªè£‡ì£¡
âù‚°Š H¡«ù

«è£†¬ìJ¡ èŸèœ
âƒA¼‰¶ õ‰î«î£ ?
Üˆî¬ù ðô‹
Üˆî¬ù Hó‹ñ£‡ì‹
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When?

I was in my mid-twenties when 
I began to understand the 
magnitude of Madras’s history 
and awe-inspiring heritage. Yes, 
it took me that long. Partly, it was 
because I arrived in Chennai only 
when I was nine. This itself was 
due to a cataclysmic change in 
the family: my father had been 
diagnosed with a brain tumour, 
and treatment required that we 
stay in Madras for extended 
periods. This meant that my 
early associations with this city 
were not exactly congenial. The 
very idea of Chennai filled with 
me nervousness, tension and a 
nameless fear; my memories of 
Chennai involved hospital visits 
and mournful relatives, rather 
than parks and beaches.
Slowly, though, that changed. 
I grew acclimatized with my 

environs. This was Velachery in the 
late eighties and early nineties … 
and let me tell you, a more God-
forsaken place in those times you 
could never have found. Velachery 
was the boondocks; tales of bandits 
ambushing unwary travelers 
abounded and our relatives were 
fearful of visiting us “all the way 
in some other country,” as they 
jokingly referred to our locality. 
Buses were few and far; the walk 
from the bus-stand to our home 
was almost 2 kilometres (a distance 
I traversed every day), and auto-
rickshaw drivers flatly refused 
to ferry us because “adhu enga 
irukko?” (“Who knows where it 
is?”)
But to me, slowly getting used to 
this most unlikely suburb, life was 
acquiring a steady rhythm. I found 
comfort in the stiff, warm winds 
of May afternoons, the cricket 
matches and local competitions 

run by neighbours; the street, full 
of newly emerging houses with 
fresh foundations in the clayey 
soil, which afforded an amazing 
site for hide-and-seek … even the 
prickly karuvela bushes made 
me feel at home. When I dream, 
my subconscious brain pulls up 
images of those carefree days when 
holidays meant long walks, cycle-
rides through the grounds of IIT 
(with the odd-deer sighting) and 
picnic lunches on the terrace.
My family’s migration from a 
simple neighbourhood to a far 
more complicated city took 
nearly twenty years – both literally 
and figuratively. Our fortunes 
shifted once again and this time, 
flung us from Pallikkaranai to 
Nungambakkam … and my journey 
of exploration finally began. 

How?

It began quite slowly, I remember 
– almost without my knowledge. 
Sometime in the early 2000s, 
Madras, as a city began to be 
celebrated. August 22, declared as 
Madras Day, began to gain traction 
as a cultural event; lectures, heritage 
walks and events sprouted, here 
and there – organized by true lovers 
of the city, often without fanfare or 
much advertisement. And I owe 
a good deal of my knowledge of 
these delightful little gems to the 
Madras Book Club. As a member, 

Madras, Inspired 
by  Late Pavithra Srinivasan 



23

I could not only go to fun-filled 
meetings about books, but also 
glean wonderful nuggets of a city 
I’d been living in for years … but 
knew almost nothing about. And 
one of the first things I did, once 
I began to attend these events, 
was to make sure others knew 
about it – by blogging and writing 
about them extensively. One of 
the first I covered, with much 
enthusiasm, was one of Mr A R 
Venkatachalapathy’s first (and 
later much celebrated) lectures 
on “Gujili Ilakkiyam,” Chennai’s 
famous street literature. One 

became many and before I knew 
it, I was attending every event 
I could, from coin exhibitions, 
Chennai heritage walks, sampling 
Madras cuisine and watching street 
plays near Valluvar Kottam. And 
then, I discovered North Madras.
Until then, my explorations, 
conducted in solitary fashion, had 
mostly revolved around Central 
and Southern Chennai, out of 
necessity. I stuck to safe routes 
and even safer surroundings even 
as I tried to understand the city 
in which I lived. One evening, 
though, took me to a school in 
Royapuram. 
The sky was overcast. The streets 
were narrow, houses and shops 
jostling for attention. Telephone 
lines fought with electricity lines 
for supremacy, while some 
buildings seemed to stand tall 
only by sheer obstinacy. Loud, 
vibrant voices filled my ears as I 
navigated narrow alley-ways to my 
destination. There awaited one of 
Chennai’s renowned chroniclers: 
Randor Guy – to take me and a 
handful of others on a journey 
through two of Madras’s bloodiest 
murders: the Lakshmikanthan 
Murder, and the Aalavandhan 
Murder. It was one of the most 
thrilling evenings I’d ever spent.

As Mr Guy led us through the 
complicated cases, establishing 
background, pointing clues and 
setting the stage, nature was taking 
care of the ambience as well: 
outside. When Mr Guy described  
Lakshmikanthan travelling through 
gloomy streets, the atmosphere 
outside darkened; as he mentioned 
the attackers approach, lightning 
flashed and the lights went out; 
when Lakshmikanthan was 
stabbed … our ears were deafened 
with a crash of thunder. 
It was in that instant that I fell in 
love with Madras. 
And I decided to explore my city 
in earnest. 

Why?

Now that I knew that Madras was 
built on stories – and not macabre 
murders but others as well, my 
hunger grew. I was no longer 
satisfied with looking through 
glass and from outside buildings; 
I wanted to pierce the armour, so 
to speak. I needed to know more 
about Madras than what the books 
said, or lectures demonstrated. 
Beyond halls, rooms and theatres.  
And I found the city I sought in 
the bustling streets of George 
Town. In the alleys skirting the 
Armenian Church and edging 
Popham’s Broadway. In the 
narrow lanes of Chintadripet. 
In the airy halls of the Madras 
Literary Society. On the banks 
of the Cooum. Atop the Broken 
Bridge in Adyar. Inside the 
tiny rooms of the Srinivasa 
Ramanujan Museum. Amongst 
the divinely beautiful corridors 
of that architectural wonderland, 
the Chennai High Court. In the 
hoary, century-old railway station 
of Royapuram (which is said to 
be haunted, and I’m pretty sure I 
saw the ghost of some long-dead 
station master there) and so many 
more. Hey, I’m still not done.
And then, there came a point 
when, as awesome it was to 
explore, read, watch and listen … 
I wanted to do more. Why not 
share my joy with others? Why not 
tell them how I see this marvelous 
city? Why not show them my 
interpretation of it? And what 
better way than to write, draw and 
otherwise record these stories and 
experiences?

I began writing stories for children 
when I was 13, and published when 
I was 22 and my interest in history 
(especially Chozha history) pushed 
me towards writing historical fiction. 
When I started my column of 
historical stories for children in The 
Hindu’s Young World, the way 
was paved for stories on Madras. I 
wrote about the birth of the city. Its 
French connection and how, but 
for an accident of history, we might 
all be speaking French. Clive’s 
escape from the city. Srinivasa 
Ramanujan’s sojourn here and 
others. Soon writing led to art … 
and I began to record Madras’s 
heritage sights – through miniatures. 
Sometime in 2014, I began to draw 
the beautiful historical structures 
of Chennai, both prominent 
and otherwise, on palm-sized 
(and sometimes smaller) paper, 
measuring roughly 2.5” X 4.5”. 
I loved, absolutely loved the 
process in which something I 
saw, in front of my eyes, could 
transform into miniature art. From 
random attempts, it soon grew to 
an obsession to record as much 
of Madras as I could, the results 
of which you see here. Some 
landmarks, like the Senate House 
and Victoria Memorial Hall still 
exist. Some, like the house Nethaji 
Subash Chandra Bose stayed in, 
in Thiruvallikkeni, have been 
demolished. But all shall live on in 
words, and art. 
 After all, this is history alive and 
well, isn’t it?

-The Late Pavithra Srinivasan akka wrote 
this article for Nam Veedu Nam Oor Nam 
Kadhai as part of  the Madras Inspired series 
in 2021.
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Once a clueless architect who 
wanted to pursue a career in 
Architectural Conservation, 
I ended up learning how to 
conserve materials through a 
friend’s suggestion. My accidental 
discovery of my Grandfather’s 
Trunk Box gave us this creative 
idea of curating an exhibition 
under the title ‘Household 
Heritage’ on World Heritage Day. 

I picked few things from my 
modest collection and made 
my journey to Chennai from 
Karaikkudi without even knowing 
the definition of curation. I had 
my grandfather’s diary, some 
vintage advertisements and few 
old coins from Colonial Era for 
display. Thirupurasundari bought 
few from her collections too.
Looking back, I was too confident. 
It all crumbled the moment I 
learnt S Muthiah would be there. 
I had all kind of thoughts running 
in my head. What if he criticises 
the collection? What if what we 
have isn’t enough? But our shared 
history of Ceylon (Sri Lanka) broke 
the ice. 

When I mentioned my Grandfather 
(He lived in Ceylon for a good part 
of his life), Muthiah sir asked me 
Thottam ah Vatti Kadai ah? Only 
people whose family members 
migrated to Ceylon, Burma or 
Malaysia during the Colonial Era 
would understand the weight of his 
words. Those exact words shaped 
my outlook on the exhibitions I 
curated in the future.

When we asked to give us his 
feedback, he said he will write 
about it. True to his words, he 
wrote about our exhibition on 
Madras Miscellany. He coined the 
term ‘Miniscule Exhibition’. Even 
after all these years, my exhibitions 
are always Miniscule…

The Tale of a Miniscule Exhibition…
       -Sivagamasundari T

“Even after 
all these years,
my exhibitions 
are always 
Miniscule.”

Photography : Sivagamasundari

Photo Provided By : Author
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 Living heritage in Madras 
is simply the various practices, 
representations, expressions, 
knowledge, and skills that 
communities in the city pass down 
from generation to generation. To 
me, it is also the memories and 
stories that have been passed on and 
are still cherished. It is dynamic, 
continuously evolving, and reflects 
the city’s history, diversity, and the 
interplay between tradition and 
modernity. As someone who has 
been acquainted with different 
Indian cities, I realised that the 
perceived identity of Chennai is still 
around built architecture heritage 
or the cliche of temples, idli, 
mallipoo, filter coffee, etc. This is 
the ‘madrasi’ image that Bollywood 
portrays and our city is so much 
more beyond this. We have such 
a rich cultural history to celebrate. 
From cinema to prominent figures 
doing groundbreaking work in 
medicine and even more recently 
rainwater harvesting., to the 
people that make Chennai and 
the Chennai that is nurturing 
‘Vantharai vazhavaikkum’ 
There are many aspects to this 
work and this exhibition showcases 
the very first set of pieces that 
uses colours as a means of 
mapping the city. What makes 
it even more special is that none 
of these artworks were planned 
out in advance, but rather are a 
documentation of discussions 
on colours and the city with an 
audience of heritage(or Madras) 
enthusiasts. The overarching theme 
of the paintings is to question what 
colours evoke what memories of 
Madrasapattinam and where can 
we find them. From the direct 
and literal MS Blue, CSK Yellow 
and Vetrilai Green to the more 
ephemeral Aadi manjal, brick red 
and karunilam - we discuss the 
people and the hands that make 
the city, personal memories and 
objects of Chennai’s heritage. 

Colours establish instantaneous 
connections with memories and 
thoughts among people. 

Madras and its Hues: 
Exploring the City’s 
Heritage Through 
Colours
 
Chennai’s heritage 
extends beyond its built 
structures and traditional 
stereotypes. This ongoing 
series uses colours as a 
storytelling tool, mapping 
the city’s identity through 
personal memories, 
cultural symbols, and 
shared histories. 

Madras Inspired Hues: 
Understanding the tangibles through intangibles 

Srishti Prabakar Nadathur and Thirupurasundari Sevvel 
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is seen in the sea of jerseys at 
Chepauk Stadium, the lively 
crowds cheering on their team, 
and the fluttering flags that 
dominate the skyline on match 
days. It also symbolises the 
spirit of resilience and triumph, 
capturing the pride of a city 
that celebrates its victories with 
unmatched enthusiasm. CSK 
Yellow is more than just a colour—
it’s the heartbeat of a city united 
by its love for the game. Fun 
fact, for a decently long time, I 
didn’t know what the saamandhi 
flowers were called colloquially 
in Kannada, English or Hindi. 
Is yellow associated with the 
Tamil people as a whole, or is 
it just Chennai Super Kings? A 
mangalakaramaana start. 

They can be a good way to 
understand the What, the Where of 
the city. Some colours are context-
specific and can be found only in a 
specific place. Some of these help 
build a cultural identity or connect 
with the people while some other 
instances talk of stories where the 
colour is crucial in understanding 
the story of the place, both its 
tangible and intangible aspects. The 
stories that we grow up with get lost 
in the seriousness that surrounds the 
idea of heritage as we grow up. 
Madras and its Hues: Exploring the 
City’s Heritage Through Colours 
Chennai’s heritage extends beyond 
its built structures and traditional 
stereotypes. This exhibition uses 
colours as a storytelling tool, 
mapping the city’s identity through 
personal memories, cultural 
symbols, and shared histories.The 
idea works towards bridging this 
gap between children and young 
adults, by trying to use colours as a 
medium or tool to kindle the inner 
child/nostalgia and connect with the 
richness of heritage, beyond what is 
visible or considered serious. 

Madras Inspired Hues uses tangible 
colours and intangible emotions to 
map the heritage of the city bringing 
attention to various peculiarities, 
and instances and build a knowledge 
base for everyone interested in a 
neutral perspective of the namma 
Madras. It is an opportunity to 
create an interest and awareness 
regarding the lesser-known heritage 
in our respective neighbourhoods 
by using colours as a medium of 
expressing stories about the place. 
This might establish a deeper 
connection in people irrespective 
of age by nature of the curiosity and 
excitement both in reading a city’s 
region through a set of colours. 
essence of a city. 

1. CSK Yellow 

Yellow is auspicious, or so we’re 
told. From the tiny smidgeon 
invitations and new clothes to the 
manja-pai or yellow cloth bags the 
people of Madras carry around, 
from the autos we see on our streets 
to the unanimously echoing colour 
of our Chepauk den - we start with 
CSK Yellow. This vibrant yellow 

 
Colours as a lens to 
understand Madras:
 
Every colour has a 
story—whether it’s 
CSK Yellow reflecting 
the city’s cricket 
fever, IndiaPost Red 
symbolizing timeless 
communication, 
or Olive Green 
representing Chennai’s 
natural heritage and 
resilience. 
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2. India Post Red 

Did you know that the specific 
enamel colour that the postboxes 
of India are painted in is patented? 
In the question of ‘Which came 
first, the fruit or the colour?,’ this 
piece discusses all things postbox 
Red. We stray into the deep 
red or arakku sarees and their 
shimmer, the beauty of well-set 
temple jewellery shopping and the 
nostalgic Madras trams. IndiaPost 
Red embodies the timeless 
connection of Chennai with 
communication and service. This 
deep, vibrant red is seen in the 
iconic post boxes dotting the city, 
the letters that travel across 
distances, and the traditional 
uniforms of postal workers who 
are a lifeline for many. 

3. Olive Green 

Have you seen the Olive Ridley 
turtles? Olive Green embodies 
the essence of Chennai’s natural 
heritage and the quiet resilience of 
its people. It reflects the mature 
banana leaves at the city’s mess 
establishments, carefully washed 
and laid out before each meal, 
and the creeping greenery of 
Kalakshetra’s tranquil pond. 
This shade can also be found 
in the dense foliage of IIT and 
Kalakshetra campuses, the lush 
parks of Shenoy Nagar, and the 
deep green hues of old Housing 
Board constructions. Olive Green 
is a colour deeply rooted in the 
city’s identity, from the neem trees 
at Naatu Marundhu shops to the 
spreading hyacinth along ECR 
beaches and the historic dome of 
the 1000 Lights Mosque. 

4. MS Blue 

MS Blue represents the 
confluence of culture, tradition, 
and modernity in Chennai. This 
hue, found in the water pots of 
Aminjikarai and the fading ink 
of cherished Madras Musings, 
symbolises both the vibrant past 
and the enduring spirit of the 
city. It evokes the blue of MS 
Subbulakshmi’s silk sarees, the 
pigmented glass of Madras’s 
Art Deco structures, and the 
timeless ceramic tiles of Chettiar 

houses. A colour first brought to 
Madras through trade, MS Blue 
connects the old with the new, the 
traditional with the contemporary.

5. Dark Grey 

Dark Grey is the industrial 
heartbeat of Chennai, echoing 
through the clanging metal of 
Pudupet’s paathram kadais (utensil 
shops) and the Kollywood scenes 
shot at Binny Mills. It is the hue 
of monsoon clouds gathering over 
the city, bringing with them the 
promise of rain and the scent of 
Ammamma’s eeya chombu rasam. 
This colour also reflects the gritty 
resilience of the city’s industrial 
past, from the heavy machinery of 
ICF to the iron-grey structures that 
have weathered the test of time. 

6. Mittai Pink 

mittai Pink is a burst of sweetness 
and nostalgia, colouring Chennai’s 
streets with vibrancy and life. It 
recalls the cool sweetness of rose 
milk, the bright hue of paneer 
roja flowers, and the iconic pink 
buildings along Marina Beach 
Road. This shade is also seen in 
the Nehru rose pinned to lapels, 
the fluffy pink cotton candy sold 
at fairs, and the pink police patrol 
vehicles—a symbol of safety and 
security in the city. mittai Pink 
brings to mind the long line of 
kodams waiting to fill with water 
and the playful spirit of the girl 
from Sillu Karupatti. 

7. Kili or Leaf Green 

This is parrot green, the colour 
seen in PTC buses that zip 
through the city, the bright vetrilai 
leaves and chilli garlands that 
adorn bajji stalls at the beach, and 
the grassy fields of the stadiums. 
This hue also represents the 
verdant parrot that flutters across 
the city’s skies and takes you to the 
colour of the government hospital 
building right opposite Central 
Station, an emblem of Chennai’s 
care and community. 

8. White 

White stands as a symbol of 
purity, neutrality, and historical 
significance in Chennai. It recalls 
the colonial architecture of 
government buildings, the pristine 
churches from the city’s past, and 
the sweeping expanse of Napier 
Bridge. This hue is also present 
in the froth of the waves crashing 
along Chennai’s coast, the delicate 
jasmine flowers sold on every 
street corner, and the timeless 
plastic cane-woven furniture that 
adorns many homes. White, while 
stoic and unassuming, carries with 
it the stories of a city steeped in 
history and heritage. 

9. Rust 

Rust tells the tale of time and 
endurance in Chennai’s landscape. 
It’s the colour of the weathered 
gates along Buckingham Canal, 
speaking of historical use and 
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disuse, and the salt-sprayed 
anchors and ships that have stood 
the test of time. Rust also connects 
to the sculptures made of scrap at 
the railway museum, symbolising 
the city’s industrial heritage, 
and the remnants of Emden’s 
Germany and Madras connection, 
where the rusted elements serve as 
silent witnesses to the past. 

10. Aavin Blue 

Aavin Blue captures the essence 
of daily life in Chennai, from 
the morning ritual of Aavin milk 
deliveries to the vibrant hues of 
fishing nets drying at Kasimedu 
Harbour. This colour mirrors 
the sea’s serene reflection of the 
sky, the trusted blue street boards 
guiding every traveller, and the 
cool comfort of a road-corner 
cobbler shop’s shade. Aavin Blue 
is also tied to the community of 
surfers riding the waves along 
Chennai’s beaches, a symbol of 
the city’s ever-evolving identity.
 

A Dynamic and 
Evolving Heritage 
Heritage in Madras 
isn’t static; it grows 
with the people and 
their lived experiences. 
This exhibition bridges 
generations by using 
colours to evoke 
nostalgia and spark 
new conversations 
about identity.
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11. Violet 

Violet, subtle yet striking,
evokes the quiet moments of 
reflection in Chennai. It’s found in 
the shadows of periwinkle flowers, 
the soft glow of December poo, 
and the retro vibes of vintage 
sunglasses. Violet also ties back 
to the woven palm fans that beat 
the summer heat, the playful 
polka dots, and the violet hues in 
the LIC building during a mauve 
summer dusk. In the quiet hours 
of the evening, violet silhouettes 
dance across the city, capturing the 
essence of a Chennai evening. 

12. Rasna Orange 

Rasna Orange is the exuberant, 
youthful energy of Chennai’s 
summers. It’s the colour of 
Glucon-D ads that kept us cool, 
the fiery hue of freshly ground 
sambar powder from the mills, 
and the vibrant orange mittai 
(candy) that brightens every beach 
day. This shade also recalls the 
Bajji plates piled high at Marina 
Beach and the bright drishti 
bommais that ward off the evil 
eye. Rasna Orange is the colour of 
childhood memories and 
the sizzling summer heat, bottled 
up in a glass of refreshing Rasna

.

 13. Black 

Black in Chennai is a colour of 
bold statements and deep cultural 
roots. It represents the powerful 
political movements led by figures 
like Periyar, the sturdy Padmini 
cars navigating narrow streets, and 
the cassette tapes that hold the 
city’s musical history. Black is also 
seen in the tangled cable wires of 
Sowcarpet, the solemn silhouettes 
of typist classes, and the vintage 
cameras found in Moore Market’s 
hidden corners. It’s a colour that 
embodies the spirit of rebellion, 
education, and the enduring legacy 
of the city. 

14. Marina manal 

Marina Manal is the soft, earthy 
hue of Chennai’s beloved Marina 
Beach. It’s the colour of the 
sandcastles built by children, the 
khaki-clad police overseeing the 
bustling beach, and the sundal 
sellers carrying the flavours of the 
sea in their baskets. Marina Manal 
also brings to mind the straw mats 
spread out for a day at the beach, 
and the warm hues of murukku 
and other savoury snacks. This 
colour is as much a part of 
Chennai as the waves that lap at 
the shore, grounding the city in its 
coastal identity. 

15. Pavazham 

Pavazham (Coral) is the hue 
of poetic beauty and ancient 
stories in Chennai. This colour is 
reminiscent of the rich coral beads 
sold in Mannady’s Coral Merchant 
Street and the revered verses of 
Tamil literature that praise the 
coral-like beauty of the divine. 
Pavazham also connects to the 
historic architectural splendours 
found in the city, where coral 
hues accent the stonework, and 
to the cultural depth of the city’s 
literary heritage. It’s a colour that 
resonates with the lyrical and the 
eternal.

 
16. Mustard manjal 

Mustard manjal is the golden 
warmth of Chennai’s evenings, 
capturing the essence of the 
golden hour. This colour is 
synonymous with the bright 
turmeric powder used in everyday 
rituals, the vibrant yellow of 
temple flowers, and the golden 
light that bathes the city at dusk. 
Mustard manjal also recalls the 
warmth of wedding invitations, 
the auspicious yellow sarees 
worn by grandmothers, and the 
lemons hung at Amman Koils to 
ward off evil. It’s a colour steeped 
in tradition, bringing a glow of 
prosperity and protection to the 
city. 
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17. Brick Red
 
Brick Red is the earthy foundation 
of Chennai’s architectural heritage. 
It’s the colour of the old brick 
buildings that have stood for 
decades, weathered by time but 
still resilient. This hue recalls the 
smell of petrichor after rain on 
freshly laid bricks and the 
hands that have laboured 
to construct the city’s iconic 
landmarks. Brick Red also brings 
to mind the red dust of the 
Buckingham Canal, where bricks 
were once transported, and the 
enduring legacy of the workers 
who built the Madras we see 
today. 

Engaging the 
Community in 
Heritage:
 
The artworks were 
not pre-planned 
but emerged from 
discussions with 
heritage enthusiasts, 
making the exhibition 
an evolving dialogue 
rather than a fixed 
narrative.

18. Sepia Brown 

Sepia Brown is the nostalgic tint 
of Chennai’s past, captured in 
the sepia-toned photographs that 
tell the city’s story. It’s the warm 
glow of antique marapachi dolls, 
the polished wood of furniture 
sold at Murray’s Auction House, 
and the dried coconut leaves that 
once roofed the city’s homes. 
Sepia Brown also evokes the rich 
patina of time, seen in the worn 
surfaces of classic furniture and 
the old thatch that still shelters 
some of the city’s oldest residents. 
It’s a colour that speaks of history, 
memory, and the passage of time. 

19. Indigo 

Indigo is the deep, inky colour 
of Chennai’s rich textile and 
printing heritage. It’s the shade 
of Ambedkar’s revered suit, the 
bold lettering on Madras’s iconic 
signboards, and the indigo dye 
once used in Binny Mill textiles. 
This colour also evokes the 
old magazine advertisements 
that proudly displayed the city’s 
industrial prowess and the 
printing inks that brought colour 
to Madras’s publications. Indigo 
is a colour of depth and history, 
representing the city’s connections 
to trade, industry, and social 
change. 

20. Saambal Grey 

Saambal Grey is the colour of 
Chennai’s enduring struggles 
and reflections. It’s the ash of 
crematoriums, the smoke of 
power plants, and the silver-grey 
of dried fish (karuvadu) being 
prepared for export. This hue 
also reflects the bleakness of 
pollution, the resilience of palm 
trees against grey skies, and 
the poignant reminder of loss 
during the COVID-19 pandemic. 
saambal Grey is a solemn colour, 
representing both the hardships 
endured and the memories 
preserved in the city’s history 
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21. Terracotta 

Terracotta is the warm, earthy 
colour of Chennai’s cultural and 
artistic heritage. It’s the hue of 
the terracotta horses sold (when 
it is not Ganesha season) that are 
moulded by skilled hands, the rich 
brown of tea served at Madras 
tea kadais, and the terracotta tiles 
that line the roofs of traditional 
homes. This colour also recalls the 
Pongal pots that signal celebration 
and the shops along T Nagar and 
Kodambakkam, where terracotta 
artefacts are proudly displayed. 
Terracotta embodies the artistic 
spirit of Chennai, where tradition 
meets creativity. 

22. Goli soda Bottle Green 

A colour of Chennai’s everyday 
life and hidden treasures - this 
deep green of marble playing 
stones, the rolling curtains in 
government buildings, and the 
broken glass bottles embedded 
in high walls for security. This 
hue also connects to the summer 
memories of drinking panneer 
soda, the pop of its cap echoing 
through the streets, and the green 
smoke of Diwali celebrations. 
Bottle Green is a colour that 
captures the essence of Chennai’s 
routine, where the ordinary is 
celebrated in vibrant hues.

 
23. karuneelam 

karuneelam or blue-black is 
the poetic and literary soul of 
Chennai, where words and images 
intertwine in the city’s rich cultural 
tapestry. It’s the colour of the night 
sky dotted with stars, as described 
in Bharathiyar’s verse, and the 
deep shade of silk sarees worn 
during late-night celebrations. This 
colour also brings to mind the 
vintage grills and tram posts that 
line the city’s streets, the delicate 
wings of butterflies fluttering in the 
fading light, and the melancholic 
melodies of Ilayaraja’s music that 
echo through the night. blue-black 
is the colour of reflection, poetry, 
and the quiet moments after 
sunset. 

24. oodha 

*oodha colour-u ribbon plays 
in the background* Violet is the 
colour of Chennai’s dusk, where 
the city transitions from the heat of 
the day to the calm of the evening. 
It’s the shade that lingers in the 
shadows, the violet reflections on 
the LIC building during summer 
dusk, and the subtle hues that 
colour the sky as the sun sets. 
This colour also represents the 
retro vibes of the city, found in old 
cinema posters and vintage shops, 
and the deep violet of late evening 
fires burning in the distance. 
Violet is a colour of mystery and 
transition, capturing the fleeting 
moments of beauty in the city.

 

25. Cyan 

CMYK represents the vibrant 
print culture of Chennai, where 
colours come to life on the 
pages of newspapers, magazines, 
and posters. It’s the palette that 
celebrates the city’s love for 
cinema, with the bold hues of 
movie posters plastered across 
walls, and the bright colours of 
first-day-first-show tickets clutched 
in eager hands. Umm.. Hello 
Broadway talkies? The cyan piece 
also pays attention to the marks 
insisted upon during the pandemic 
and the city’s medical heritage, yet 
is made of a colour scheme that 
embodies the lively, ever-changing 
face of Chennai. 
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26. Military Green 

Military Green reflects 
Chennai’s enduring connection 
to its military legacy, from 
the uniforms of the Madras 
Sappers to the solemnity of war 
memorials across the city. This 
colour signifies resilience and 
strength, seen in the city’s military 
cantonments and the steadfast 
slogans painted on walls during 
turbulent times. Military Green is 
not just a colour; it’s a tribute to 
the courage and sacrifices of those 
who served, Veera Madrasi, adi 
kollu adi kollu. 

27. Magenta 

Colouring the city with its lively 
blooms along the streets of Besant 
Nagar, magenta is the hue of 
Bougainvillea across the streets 
of South Chennai. It’s the hue of 
the gentle feet of newborns before 
they touch the ground and the 
nostalgic packaging of nijam supari 
paakku. 

28. Aadi Lemon Yellow 

Lemon Yellow captures the 
bright, energetic pulse of Chennai, 
found alongside pink on wedding 
invitations that herald new 
beginnings and the lemons hanging 
with chillies for protection. It’s the 
bold hue of grandmothers’ sarees 
along the beach waiting to read 
your palms, the tang of Madras 
curry powder once sold at Dabba 
Chetty Shop, and the vivid flyers 
for sex clinics on city streets. 

29. Red, Black and Beige 

A classic combination that defines 
Chennai’s dynamic political 
landscape, from the banners 
lining streets during elections 
to the art of type on compound 
walls, these colours carry deep-
rooted affiliations that shape 
the city’s discourse. This colour 
combination also ties into the 
rich heritage of venues like Pilot 
Theatre, where history and 
activism intersect. It is a testament 
to the city’s spirited engagement 
and the enduring power of its 
people’s voices. 

30. Kungumam Maroon 

The kolams drawn on the streets 
are many times accompanied 
with this coloured kaavi lines, 
inviting you home. Not to forget, 
the alternating strips of colour on 
temple walls in the city. Used in 
rituals and passed around from 
the hands of one devotee or well 
wishes to another, people come in 
search of buying kungumam from 
Mylai in a hue of reverence and 
celebration. 

31. Navy Blue and Yellow 

Navy Blue and Golden Yellow 
together illustrate the rhythm 
of life in Chennai, where the 
structured mornings in school 
uniforms meet the golden warmth 
of evening relaxation. Navy Blue 
represents the disciplined start 
to the day, while Golden Yellow 
reflects the city’s embrace of 
the serene golden hour. This 
pairing captures the balance of 
work and leisure in Chennai, a 
city that thrives on the harmony 
between daily hustle and peaceful 
unwinding. 
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32. Madras and its Hues: a 
culmination 

This final piece brings together 
the spectrum of colours that paint 
Chennai, each hue telling a story of 
the city’s rich culture, history, and 
daily life. This palette is a mosaic 
of Chennai’s diverse identity. It’s a 
city where every colour adds depth 
to its narrative, weaving a complex, 
beautiful tapestry that reflects the 
spirit of Madras.

Collaborators: 
Thirupurasundari Sevvel, the founder of Nam 
Veedu Nam Oor Nam Kadhai, is passionate 
about heritage and loves to write, build, and 
curate workshops and exhibitions that narrate 
various stories on heritage, social and personal 
history as well as the environment. She works 
towards creating inclusive spaces in the city for 
all to share and co-exist. 

Srishti Prabakar Nadathur is an artist and 
urban professional with knowledge of over 
35+ styles of drawing and painting across a 
two-decade relationship with her art. She 
creates artwork that showcases strong ideas of 
colour in capturing the essence of cities and 
urban environments.
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ñîó£CJ¡ ã‚èƒèœ

ªõJL™ è£Œ‰¶ Aì‚°‹ Þ¡¬øò ªê¡¬ùJ™, 
ÞîòˆFŸ° °À¬ñ á†´‹ ñîó£Cò ðöƒè¬îèœ ðŸðô..

e‡´‹ å¼ º¬ø A¬ì‚°ñ£?
ð‚èˆ¶ i†®™ Üõ£¢ Hœ¬÷‚è£è ¬õˆF¼‰î «ê£Á
Hide and seek åO‰¶ M¬÷ò£ì Ü‰î ÉC ð®…ê Ambassador car-u

e‡´‹ å¼ º¬ø ªê™«õ£ñ£? 
Marina d„²ô ¬èô soan papdi æì ²ˆ¶ù °F¬ó ó£†®ù‹
A‡® Ìƒè£M™ Þ¼‰î àôèˆF¡ IèŠªð£¤ò êÁ‚°ñó‹

e‡´‹ å¼ º¬ø ð£‚èô£ñ£?
ªð£ƒè½‚° ªð£ƒè™ ó£ˆF£¤ º¿‚è «ó£†®™ aunties «ð£´ø rangoli «è£ô‹ 
New year‚°‚ New year P James è£I‚Aø magic show-M¡ ñ£ò£ü£ô‹ 

e‡´‹ å¼ º¬ø M¬÷ò£ìô£ñ£?
ªð£¤ò Ü‡í£‚èœ â™ô£‹ «êˆ¶‚è£î wwf fight-u
Chalk piece ªõ„C è†ì‹ è†´ù right-a right-u

e‡´‹ å¼ º¬ø °F‚èô£ñ£?
Sachin Ü®„ê Shoaib Akhtar ball six-ku
º‚Aòñ£ù matchô Sehwag Ü®„ê duck-ku

e‡´‹ å¼ º¬ø Mìô£ñ£?
maanja nool ÜÁˆ¶ «ð£†´ ð‚èˆ¶ area ô M¿‰î ï‹ñ kite-u
1 or 2 rounds  âŠðò£õ¶ æ†ì A¬ì‚°‹ uncle æì tvs 50 bike-u

e‡´‹ å¼ º¬ø «è†«ð£ñ£?
Cassette ô record ð‡í AR Rahman hits-u
Sakthiman Chandamama Junoon song bits-u 

e‡´‹ å¼ º¬ø ð££¢Š«ð£ñ£?
ðò‰¶A†«ì åO…C¼‰¶ ð£ˆî Ftv models-u
óC„²A†«ì ¹£¤ò£ñ «è†ì Mtv VH1 channels-u
e‡´‹ å¼ º¬ø A¬ì‚°ñ£?
Parys corner ô shopping and å¼ Ïð£ ªó‡´ Ïð£ chaats-u
Electric train ô ü¡ù™ æóñ£ à‚è£ø¶‚° seat-u  

e‡´‹ å¼ º¬ø ê‡ì H®‚èô£ñ£?
Udhayam theatre ªð¼ê£ avm theatre ªð¼ê£ nu
Þ™ô maths tuition Ý physics teacher Ý nu

ªñ†ó£v ðˆF «ðê Þ¡Â‹ G¬øò Þ¼‚°
Ýù£ Chennai ðˆF ªê£™ôÂ‹ù£ 
Þ¶ î£¡ â¡«ù£ì Tanglish èí‚°!

- 
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Discover the 
Nam Stamp 
Repository 

 
 The Nam Stamp 
Repository is a vibrant 
collection of  rubber stamps that 
captures the essence of  Madras 
(Chennai). Conceptualized by 
Thirupurasundari Sevvel 
during the COVID-19 lockdown, 
this unique initiative brought 
together over 60 local rubber 
stamp makers to create a tribute 
to the city’s landmarks, cultural 
institutions, and everyday life. 
 
The repository features an 
eclectic range of  designs crafted 
by artists such as Devika, Sristi, 
Kamalasini (Pondicherry), 
and Thirupurasundari Sevvel 
herself. Some notable stamps 
include ”Flavours of  Madras” 
by Me and Sristi, depicting the 
city’s diverse culinary delights, 
and stamps representing the 
Madras High Court, the Fine 
Arts College, the Tamil Nadu 
Archives, the Madras Literary 
Society, and many more. 
 
But the Nam Stamp Repository is 
more than just a collection—it’s 
an interactive and immersive 
experience. As part of  a broader 

outreach initiative, five autos 
equipped with moving libraries 
and stamp kits bring the 
repository to the streets, making 
it accessible to all. 

The Nam Heritage Passport 
(currently a pilot project) allows 
users to collect stamps from 
different buildings, locations, and 
experiences, creating a personal 
record of  their journey through 
Madras. 
 
Recent additions to the collection 
include the Nalli Art Deco 
stamp, celebrating the city’s 
iconic textile heritage, and the 
Kavingar Kannadasan stamp, 
honoring the legendary Tamil 
poet and songwriter. Other 
new stamps highlight the trees 
and birds of  Madras, further 
showcasing the city’s natural and 
cultural richness.

“The Nam Stamp 
Repository is 
a love letter to 
Madras, celebrating 
its tangible and 
intangible heritage 
through art, history, 
and everyday life.”
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  “More than 
just a collection, 
the Nam Stamp 

Repository is 
an immersive 
experience—

bringing 
Madras’ stories 

to life, one stamp 
at a time.” 

The Nam Stamp Repository is a love letter to 
Madras, celebrating its tangible and intangible 
heritage. Through this collection, visitors can 
explore the city’s history, culture, and spirit while 
contributing to the preservation of  its legacy.

Which landmark, experience, or location would you 
like to see featured as a stamp? 
If  you have suggestions for heritage buildings or 
special experiences to be included, write to us at: 
annanagarshg@gmail.com

-Muhilann Murugan
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38

Culinary 
Tales Of
Madras
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Üõ¡ âƒèœ Ü½õôèˆF™ 
«ê£¢‰î ï£OL¼‰¶ 
Þ¶õ¬ó â¡Qì‹ ªï¼ƒA 
ðöAòF™¬ô. ï£ù£è 
ÜõQì‹ «ð„² ªè£´‚è 
ºòŸCˆî£½‹ Ý£¢õ‹ 
è£†ì£îõù£Œ â¡QìI¼‰¶ 
ï¿M ªê™õ¬î«ò 
õ£®‚¬èò£è ¬õˆF¼‰î£¡. 
â¡Qì‹ «ð²õF™ ÜŠð® 
â¡ù î£¡ àù‚° îò‚è‹ 
â¡Á âÂ‚°œ«÷ ðôº¬ø 
«è†è º®‰î«î îMø 
å¼«ð£¶‹ Üõ¬ù «ï£¤™ 
ð££¢ˆ¶ «è†°‹ ¬î£¤ò‹ 
âù‚° õ‰îF™¬ô.

â¡ Hø‰îï£œ Ü¡Á 
Ü½õôè ï‡ð£¢èœ 
Ü¬ùõ¼‹ «ê£¢‰¶ âù‚° 
«è‚ ªõ†®ù££¢èœ. 
Ü¬ùõ¼‹ âƒ«è †£¦†, 
âƒ«è †£¦† â¡Á «è†è«õ 
ªóv†«ó£ ð££¢ å¡P™ †£¦† 
¬õŠðî£è ªê£¡«ù¡. 

G„êò‹ c Þó¾ M¼‰FŸ° 
õó«õ‡´‹ FhŠ. Þ¬î 
ñ†´‹ î£¡ Ü‰ï£œ º¿‚è 
Üõ¬ù ð££¢‚°‹ åšªõ£¼ 
èíº‹ â¡ù£™ ¬î£¤òñ£è 
ÜõQì‹ ªê£™ô º®‰î¶. 
«ôê£è C£¤ˆîð® G„êò‹ 
õ¼õî£è àÁF ÜOˆî£¡. 
Ýù£½‹ â¡ ñù¶ Üõ¬ù 
ê‰«îAˆ¶‚ªè£‡´ î£¡ 
Þ¼‰î¶.

ï‡ð£¢èœ å¡ø¡ H¡ 
å¡ø£è ªóv†«ó£ 
ð£¬ó Ü¡Pó¾ 
ºè£I†´‚ªè£‡®¼‰î££¢èœ 
Üõ¡ å¼ˆî¬ùˆ 
îMó. ªõÁŠH™ 
âù‚°œ«÷ Üõ¬ù 
F†®‚ªè£‡®¼‰«î¡. 
â¡ «è£õˆFŸ°‹ 
ãñ£ŸøˆFŸ°‹ Þ¶ 

ñ¼‰î£è£¶. ªê™«ð£¬ù 
â´ˆ¶‚ªè£‡´ ªõO«ò 
õ‰¶ Üõ¡ â‡EŸ° ¬ìò™ 
ªêŒ«î¡. Üõ¡ ªê™«ð£¬ù 
â´‚°‹ Ü´ˆî ªï£® 
ªñ£ˆî «è£õˆ¬î»‹ Üõ¡ 
e¶ É‚A âPò îò£ó£è 
Þ¼‰«î¡. Þì¶ ð‚è‹ 
LŠ† Fø‰î¶‹ â¡ «è£ð‹ 
º¿õ¶‹ è£ù£ñ™ «ð£ù¶. 
Üõ«ù î£¡ FhŠ.

ý£Œ... ú££¤ Hóbð£ 
ªè£…ê‹ «ô† ÝJ´„².  
â¡¬ù «î® õ‰îõQì‹ 
«è£Hˆ¶‚ªè£œ÷«õ£ 
ê‡¬ìJì«õ£ Þ¶ ê£¤ò£ù 
«ïóI™¬ô. c õ‰î«î «ð£¶‹ 
õ£ àœ÷ «ð£èô£‹...  â¡Á 
ªê£™L Üõ¬ù àœ«÷ 
Ü¬öˆ¶„ ªê¡«ø¡. 
ï‡ð£¢èœ «õ£†è£, Hò£¢, 
è£‚¬ì™ â¡Á Üõóõ£¢ 
M¼ŠðˆFŸ° ãŸøð® Ý£¢ì£¢ 
ªêŒò ªî£ìƒAù££¢èœ. 
å¡ø£è Cò£¢v ªêŒ¶ For 
Prathipa â¡Á àø‚è èˆFòð® 
Ü¡Pó¾‚è£ù M¼‰¬î 
ªî£ìƒAù££¢èœ. ã«î«î£ 
è¬îè¬÷ «ðC‚ªè£‡´ 
C£¤Š¹‹ êˆîºñ£Œ â¡ 
Hø‰îï£¬÷ Üõ£¢èœ «ð£‚A™ 
ÜÂðM‚è¾‹ ªêŒî££¢èœ. 
ÜŠ«ð£¶‹ Ãì FhŠ 
èì¬ñ‚ªè¡Á âƒèÀì¡ 
«ê£¢‰¶ «ðC‚ªè£‡´‹ 
C£¤ˆ¶‚ªè£‡´‹ Þ¼‰î£«ù 
åNò º¿¬ñò£ù ß´ð£´ì¡ 
M¼‰F™ èô‰¶‚ªè£‡ìî£è  
âù‚° ðìM™¬ô.

ñ¶ Ü¼‰F‚ªè£‡«ì 
ªð£¤ ªð£¤ C‚è¡, ªèð£Š,  
Ëì™v, ªñ£«ñ£v, 
ªêvõ£¡ â¡Á â¬î 
â¬î«ò£ ï‡ð£¢èœ Ý£¢ì£¢ 
ªêŒ¶‚ªè£‡®¼‰î££¢èœ. 
ÜŠ«ð£¶‹ Ãì FhŠ ªð£¤¶‹ 

Ý£¢õ‹ Þ™ô£ñ™  Üõ¡ 
Ý£¢ì£¢ ªêŒF¼‰î Aó£Š 
ÅŠ¬ð«ò c‡ì «ïóˆFŸ° 
°®ˆ¶‚ªè£‡®¼‰î£¡. 
«õÁ â‰î àí¬õ»‹ 
Üõ¡ ¼C ð££¢‚è Ãì Üõ¡ 
M¼‹ðM™¬ô. FhŠH¡ 
ªêò™ «ñ½‹ âù‚° 
â£¤„ê¬ô A÷ŠHò¶. å¼ 
è†ìFŸ° âƒèœ ¯I™ 
å¼õù£è ý£¤ ‘c âî î£¡ 
ê£Š¹ìõ FhŠ â¬î»‹ 
«õ‡ì£‹ «õ‡ì£‹Â 
ªê£™L†´ Þ¼‚è’ â¡Á 
êŸÁ‹ «ò£C‚è£ñ™ FhŠ¬ð 
ð££¢ˆ¶ «è†ì£¡. à‡¬ñJ™ 
ï£¡ «è†è G¬ùˆî 
«èœM»‹ Ü¶ î£¡. FhŠ 
ÅŠ¬ð ¼Cˆ¶‚ªè£‡«ì 
‘ï£¡ «è†°ø ®w â™ô£‹ 
Þƒè A¬ì‚è£¶’ â¡ø£¡. 
Þ¶ â¡ Hø‰îï£œ M¼‰¶ 
â¡P¼‚°‹ «ð£¶ âŠð® 
ï£¡ Üõ¡ M¼‹¹‹ àí¾ 
A¬ì‚è£ñ™ «ð£°‹. ‘ê£¤ 
àù‚° â¶ ¹®‚°‹Â 
ªê£™½ Þƒè A¬ì‚èôù£ 
Ãì Ü¶ âƒè A¬ì‚°«î£ 
Üƒè õ£ƒAˆ î«ó¡’ â¡«ø¡. 
‘ï£¡ ÝêŠð´ø ®w âƒè 
A¬ì‚°‹Â âù‚° ñ†´‹ 
î£¡ ªî£¤»‹‘ â¡Á FhŠ 
ªê£¡ù¶‹ ï£¡ êŸÁ‹ 
«ò£C‚è£ñ™ ‘ÜŠ«ð£ c«ò 
Üƒè â¡¬ùò Ã†®†´ «ð£’ 
â¡«ø¡. FhŠ ðF™ â¶¾‹ 
ªê£™ô£ñ™ c‡ì «ïóñ£è 
«ò£Cˆ¶‚ªè£‡®¼‰î£¡. 
âîŸè£è Þ‰î «ò£ê¬ù â¡Á 
âù‚° ªî£¤òM™¬ô Ýù£™ 
ï£Â‹ M´õî£è Þ™¬ô 
âƒè Þ¼‚° Ã†®†´ «ð£... 
Ã†®†´ «ð£... â¡Á Mì£ñ™ 
èˆF‚ªè£‡®¼‰«î¡.  
c‡ì «ïó «ò£ê¬ù‚°ŠH¡ 
H¡ FhŠ Ü‰î ÞìˆFŸ° 
Ü¬öˆ¶„ ªê™õî£è àÁF 
ÜOˆî£¡.  

Mò£¬ê dŠ «ð£†® èð£Š
            - -----âv. HóM¡ °ñ££¢  
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Üõ¡ Ü¬öˆ¶„ ªê™ô 
Þ¼‚°‹ Þì‹ â¶õ£è âÂ‹ 
C‰î¬ù»ì«ù i´ õ‰¶ 
«ê£¢‰«î¡. à‡¬ñJ™ 
Üõ¡ Ý¬êŠð´‹ àí¾ 
î£¡ â¡ù. M¬ô àò£¢‰î 
âƒ°‹ A¬ì‚è£î vì££¢ 
«ý£†ì™èO™ î£¡ Ü‰î 
àí¾ A¬ì‚°«ñ£, Ü¬î 
õ£ƒAˆ î¼õîŸ° «ð£Fò 
ðí‹ â¡Qì‹ àœ÷î£? 
â¡ ð£¢ê¬ú â´ˆ¶Š 
ð££¢ˆ«î¡. Þ¡Á Þó¾ 
ªêô¾ ªêŒF¼‰î 32,851 
Ïð£Œ‚è£ù H™ ñ†´«ñ 
Þ¼‰î¶. õ£ƒAò ê‹ð÷ˆF™ 
EMI, Room Rent, Shop-
ping â¡Á ªñ£ˆîº‹ 
äv è†®¬ò «ð£™ ð£F 
è¬ó‰F¼‰î¶. Ü‚è¾‡®™ 
Þ¼‚°‹ ðFÍù£Jøˆ¶ 
ªê£„ê‹ FhŠH¡ Ý¬ê 
àíMŸ° «ð£¶ñ£ùî£ 
â¡Á Ãì ªî£¤òM™¬ô. 
«î£NJì‹ Üõœ Aªó®† 
è££¢†¬ì õ£ƒA„ ªê™õ¬î 
îMø «õÁ õNJ™¬ô. 
â¶ âŠð® Þ¼‰î£½‹ ê£¤ 
ÜõÂ‚° H®ˆî àí¬õ 
õ£ƒA«ò îó «õ‡´‹ 
â¡Á ñùF¡°œ b£¢ñ£ù‹ 
ªè£‡«ì¡. Ü¬îŠðŸPò 
C‰î¬ùè«÷ Ü¡Pó¾ 
â¡¬ù ÉƒèMì£ñ™ 
ÜôèN‚è„ ªêŒî¶. 

ñÁï£œ Ü½õôè‹ º®‰¶ 
Ü¬ùõ¼‹ i†®Ÿ° F¼‹¹‹ 
«ïó‹ ð££¢ˆ¶ FhŠHŸ° 
º¡«ð ð££¢‚AƒA™ 
ÜõÂ‚è£è è£ˆF¼‰«î¡. 
â¡ è£ˆF¼Š¬ð G„êò‹ 
Üõ¡ âF£¢Šð££¢ˆF¼‚è 
õ£ŒŠH™¬ô â¡¬ù 
è‡ì¶‹ å¡Á‹ 
¹£¤ò£îõù£Œ ‘â¡ù Hóbð£ 
Þƒè â¡ù ð‡E†´ 
Þ¼‚è?’ â¡ø£¡. 
ÜõÂ‚° â‰î ðF½‹ 
ªè£´‚è£ñ™ ‘ê£¤ «ð£ô£ñ£ 
â¡«ø¡’. ‘âƒè «ð£ô£ñ£?’ 
«ïŸÁ Þó¾ ïì‰î¬î 
e‡´‹ ë£ðèŠð´ˆî         

«õ‡®J¼‰î¶. àù‚° 
¹®„ê ®w ê£Š¹ì â¡¬ùò 
Ã†®†´ «ð£«øÂ ªê£¡Q«ò 
õ£ «ð£ô£‹. ‘Ü¶ â‰î 
®wý£ Þ¼‰î£½‹ ê£¤ 
âƒè A¬ì„ê£½‹ ê£¤ 
Þ¡¬ù‚° Üî àù‚° 
õ£ƒA‚ªè£´‚è£ñ 
MìŠ«ð£ø¶ Þ™ô õ£ 
«ð£ô£‹‘ ÜõQìI¼‰¶ 
ðF™ õ¼õîŸ° º¡«ð 
ÜõÂ¬ìò ¬ð‚A¡ H¡ 
Y†®™ Üñ£¢‰¶‚ªè£‡«ì¡. 
‘Ü¶ â™ô£‹ å¡Â‹ 
«õí£‹ ï£¡ ²‹ñ£ 
M¬ôò£†´‚° ªê£¡«ù¡’ 
â¡Á â¡QìI¼‰¶ 
îŠH‚è ªð£Œ ªê£™õ¬î 
ï£¡ ÜP‰Fó£ñ™ Þ™¬ô. 
Ýù£½‹ ï£¡ Mì£Šð®ò£è 
Üõ¡ ¬ð‚A¡ e«î 
Üñ£¢‰¶‚ªè£‡®¼‰î£¡. 
î¬ô¬ò ªê£P‰¶‚ªè£‡«ì 
c‡ì «ïóñ£è 
«ò£Cˆ¶‚ªè£‡®¼‰î£¡. 
Üõ¡ «ò£ê¬ù‚° è£óí‹ 
â¶ªõ¡Á â¡ù£™ ÎA‚è 
º®òM™¬ô. â¶õ£è 
Þ¼‰î£½‹ Þ¡Á FhŠ¹ì¡ 
ªê™ô «õ‡´‹ â¡ðF™ 
ñ†´‹ b£¢ñ£ùñ£è Þ¼‰«î¡. 
å¼ õNò£è FhŠ õ£ «ð£ô£‹ 
â¡Á ¬ð‚¬è vì££¢† 
ªêŒî£¡.

Üõ¡ Ü¬öˆ¶„ 
ªê™ô Þ¼‚°‹ Þì‹ 
â¶õ£è Þ¼‚°‹ â¡Á 
â¡ ñù¶‚°œ«÷ 
ðô èŸð¬ùè¬÷ 
b†®‚ªè£‡®¼‰«î¡. 
âƒªèƒ«è£ ¬ð‚¬è 
õ¬÷ˆ¶ õ¬÷ˆ¶ 
æ†®‚ªè£‡®¼‰îõ¡ 
°Á‚èô£ù å¼ ªî¼M™ 
ªê¡Á å¼ i†®¡ º¡ 
¬ð‚¬è GÁˆFù£¡. 
CQñ£‚èO™ ñ†´«ñ 
ð££¢ˆ¶ ðöAò õìªê¡¬ù 
ªî¼‚è¬÷ ºî™ º¬ø 
«ï£¤™ ð££¢‚°‹ õ£ŒŠ¹ FhŠ 
Íôñ£è Ü¡Á G¬ø«õPò¶. 
Ýù£™ FhŠ Þ‰î ÞìˆF™ 

â¡ù ñ£F£¤ò£ù àí¬õ 
õ£ƒ°õ£¡ â¡ð¬îˆ î£¡ 
â¡ù£™ ÎA‚è º®ò£ñ™ 
Þ¼‰î¶. ‘Ã†®†´ «ð£ 
Ã†®†´ «ð£Â Üì‹ 
¹®„C«ò õ£ Þƒè î£¡ ï£ñ 
Þ¡¬ù‚° ê£Š¹ì «ð£«ø£‹‘ 
i†®¡ ²õŸ¬ø åŸP î¬óJ™ 
Üñ£¢‰î õ£‚A™ å¼ ªð‡ ðô 
àí¾ õ¬èèœ Åö Mò£ð£ó‹ 
ªêŒ¶‚ªè£‡®¼‰î£œ. 
Üƒè£ƒ«è H÷£v®‚ 
«ê£¢èO¡ e¶ Üñ£¢‰¶ªè£‡´ 
ªð£¤òõ£¢ CPòõ£¢ âù ðô¼‹ 
ã«î«î£ àí¾è¬÷ ¼Cˆ¶ 
ê£Š®‚ªè£‡®¼‰îù£¢. 
ï£¡ ªè£…ê «ïóˆFŸ° 
²ŸP ïìŠð¬õè¬÷«ò 
è‡ªè£†ì£ñ™ 
ð££¢ˆ¶‚ªè£‡®¼‰«î¡. 

‘â¡ù Hóbð£ ÞŠð® å¼ 
Þìˆ¶‚° à¡ù Ã†®†´ 
õ¼«õ¡Â c âF£¢ð££¢‚èôô, 
Þ¶ î£¡ âƒè ã£¤ò£ ¬ðš 
vì££¢ æ†ì™’ à‡¬ñJ™ 
ï£¡ Üê‰¶ î£¡ «ð£-
J¼‰«î¡ êŸÁ‹ âF£¢ð££¢‚è£î 
ÞìˆFŸ° î£¡ FhŠ Ü¬öˆ¶ 
õ‰F¼‰î£¡. ÞîŸ° º¡ 
õ‰Fó£î Þìñ£è Þ¼‰î£½‹ 
Ü‰î Åö½‹ Þìº‹ âù‚° 
H®ˆF¼‰î¶. ¬ð‚A¡ e¶ 
ê£Œ‰îð® èõ£Š¹, «î£…
ê™, °†®¬ð, ßó™, è¼‚è™, 
èP‚°ö‹¹ âù Üƒ° 
A¬ì‚°‹ Ü¬ùˆ¶ àí¾ 
õ¬èè¬÷»‹ êóêóªõ 
ð†®òL†´‚ªè£‡®¼‰î£¡. 
Ýù£™ âù‚° â‰î àí¬õ 
«î£¢‰ªî´Šð¶ â¡ðF™ î£¡ 
°öŠð‹ Þ¼‰î¶. â‰î å¼ 
º®MŸ°‹ õó º®ò£ñ™ 
‘àù‚° Þƒè Þ¼‚è 
®wô â¶ ¹®‚°‹‘ â¡Á 
ÜõQì«ñ «è†«ì¡. ‹‹.. 
â¡«ù£ì «ðõ¬ó† «î£¬ê 
èP‚°ö‹¹ ÜŠ¹ø‹ èõ£Š¹ 
Þ¶ î£¡ ªó£‹ð H®‚°‹ 
â¡ø£¡. èõ£Š¹ Þ¶õ¬ó 
ï£¡ «èœMŠð†®ó£î ²¬õˆ¶ 
ð££¢ˆFó£î å¼ àí¾ õ¬è. 
Üî¡ ªðò«ó Ü‰î àí¬õ 
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²¬õˆ¶ ð££¢‚è «õ‡´‹ 
âù‹ Ýõ¬ô É‡®ò¶. 
‘èõ£Šð£..! ÜŠð®ù£?’ 
‘ñ£†«ì£ì «ð£†® î£¡ Hóbð£ 
ï££¢ˆ ªñ†ó£vô èõ£Š¹Â 
î£¡ ªê£™½«õ£‹. ê£¤ ï£¡ 
õ£ƒA†´ õ«ó¡ ÞƒA«ò 
Þ¼’. 

ªð‡èÀ‹, CÁõ£¢ 
CÁIèÀ‹ è£ˆF¼‰¶ 
èõ£Š¬ð «ðŠð£¤™ ªð£†ìô‹ 
ªêŒ¶ªè£‡´ ªê™õ¬î 
ð££¢ˆ¶‚ªè£‡®¼‰«î¡. 
Üš¾í¾èO¡ õ£ê‹ 
Üˆªî¼ º¿õ¶‹ ðóM‚ 
ªè£‡®¼‰î¶. FhŠ â¡¬ù 
è£ˆF¼‚è ªê£™LM†´„ 
ªê¡ø æ£¤¼ GIìƒèO«ô 
Þó‡´ î†´ì¡ «î£¬ê»‹ 
èP‚°ö‹¹‹ «ê£¢ˆ¶ Üî¡ 
e¶ «î£¬ê e¶ èõ£Š¬ð 
ðóŠHò å¼ î†¬ì â¡Qì‹ 
c†®ù£¡. ‘«ìv† ð‡E ð£¼ 
HóFð£’ â¡Á â¡ ðF½‚è£è 
è£ˆF¼‰î£¡. ï£¡ å¼ ¶‡´ 
èõ£Š¬ð â´ˆ¶ ªñ™ôˆ 
¶õƒA«ù¡. «ôê£ù è£óº‹ 
àŠ¹‹ «ê£¢‰¶ â‡¬íJ™ 
Hó†® â´ˆî Ü‰î èõ£Š¹ 
å¼ ¹¶Mî ÜÂðõˆ¬î 
ªè£´ˆî¶. ªñ™ô ªñ™ô â‰î 
ð™ Þ´‚°èO½‹ C‚è£ñ™ 
ªî£‡¬ì‚°œ ÞøƒAò¶. 
ê£ŠH´õîŸ° Åì£è 
è£óê£ñ£è Þ¼‰î è£õŠH¡ 
¼C¬ò â¬î‚ªè£‡´ 
åŠH´õ¶ â¡«ø âù‚° 
ªî£¤òM™¬ô. FhŠHŸ° 
â‰î ðF½‹ ªê£™ô£ñ™ 
CÁ CÁ ¶‡´è¬÷ 
ªñ¡Áªè£‡´ èõ£Š¬ð 
¼CŠðF«ô Ý£¢õ‹ è£†®«ù¡. 
‘«ý... âŠð® Þ¼‚°Â 
«è‚°«ø¡ô’ ‘Ü™®«ñ† FhŠ 
ï™ô£ v¬ðCò£ Þ¼‚°’ 
à‡¬ñJ™ èõ£ŠH¡ 
¼CJ™ ï£¡ ôJˆ¶ «ð£-
J¼‰«î¡. ‘ê£¤ Ü¶‚°Â 
èõ£Š¬ð«òõ£ ê£Š†´Â 
Þ¼Šð ªè£…ê‹ «î£¬ê»‹ 
ê£Š¹´’. «î£¬ê¬ò»‹ 
èP‚°ö‹¬ð»‹ ¼C 

ð££¢ˆ«î¡. Ýù£™ èõ£ŠH¡ 
¼C ï£M™ Þ¼‰¶ ÞøƒA 
õ¼õî£è Þ™¬ô. FhŠ 
õìªê¡¬ù ðŸP»‹ Üƒ° 
A¬ì‚°‹ àí¾ õ¬èè¬÷ 
ðŸP»‹ Mõ£¤ˆ¶‚ªè£‡«ì 
õ‰î£¡. ï£ƒèœ c‡ì 
«ïóñ£è õìªê¡¬ùJ¡ 
è¬îè¬÷ «ðC‚ªè£‡«ì 
ê£ŠH†´‚ªè£‡®¼‰«î£‹. 
ÞÁFò£è ê£ŠH†´ 
º®ˆî¶‹ FhŠ ªê£‹H™ 
î‡a£¢ ªñ£‡´ õ‰¶ 
ªè£´ˆî£¡. ‘Güñ£½«ñ 
ªê‹ñ ®wû§ FhŠ, 
H™½ âš«÷£Â ªê£™½ 
«ð ð‡E´«ø¡’ FhŠ 
ê£¤ˆ¶‚ªè£‡«ì ‘Ü¶ 
â™ô£‹ å¡Â‹ «õí£‹ 
c õ‡®ô ãÁ’ ¬ð‚¬è 
vì££¢† ªêŒ¶ A÷‹ð 
îò£ó£è Þ¼‰î£¡. 
ê£ŠH†ìîŸ° ðí‹ 
ÜƒA¼‰î A÷‹ð âù‚° 
ñù‹ õóM™¬ô ‘H™ «ð 
ð‡í£ñ A÷‹ðô£‹Â 
ªê£™½ø, âš«÷£Â 
ªê£™½ FhŠ ï£¡ «ð£Œ 
«ð ð‡E†´ õ«ó¡’ 
ï£¡ Ü‰î ªð‡ñQ¬ò 
«ï£‚A ïèó ªî£ìƒA«ù¡. 
ê†ªì¡Á â¡ ¬è¬ò H®ˆî 
FhŠ ‘Þ¶ ò£«ó£ì è¬ìÂ 
G¬ù„²†´ Þ¼‚è’ ï£¡ 
å¡Á‹ M÷ƒA‚ªè£œ÷£ñ™ 
Üõ¬ù«ò 
ð££¢ˆ¶‚ªè£‡®¼‰«î¡. 
‘Þ¶ âƒè ªð£¤ò‹ñ£«õ£ì 
è¬ì î£¡, ï£¡ C¡ù 
¬ðòù£ Þ¼‚°ø¶ô 
Þ¼‰«î Þ‰î è¬ìò 
ïìˆF†´ õó£ƒè, ï‹ñ 
i†´ è¬ì‚«è ò£ó£õ¶ 
H™ «ð ð‡µõ£ƒè÷£...! 
ãÁ’ âù‚° «ñ½‹ 
Ý„ê£¢òñ£è Þ¼‰î¶. FhŠ 
¬ð‚A™ ªê™½‹ «ð£¶ 
Üõƒè ªð£¤ò‹ñ£ è¬ìJ¡ 
Ü¼¬ñ ªðÁ¬ñè¬÷ 
Mõ£¤ˆîð®«ò ¬ð‚¬è 
æ†®‚ªè£‡®¼‰î£¡. Ü‰î 
ð°F ñ‚èO¡ àí¾ 
ðö‚èƒè¬÷ ÜP‰¶ªè£œ÷ 

Ü¡Pó¾ å¼ õ£ŒŠð£è 
Ü¬ñ‰î¶. ¬ð‚A™ Þ¼‰¶ 
ÞøƒAò¶‹ FhŠHì‹ å¼ 
«è££¤‚¬è¬ò ¬õˆ«î¡. 
‘FhŠ âù‚° å¼ ªý™Š 
ð‡µPò£ Škv’ ‘ªê£™½ 
Hóbð£ â¡ù ð‡íÂ‹‘ 
ªõ‚èº‹ C£¤Š¹‹ å¼«êó 
â¡Âœ èô‰F¼‰î¶ ï£‚¬è 
è®ˆ¶‚ªè£‡«ì ‘ï£¡ âŠ«ð£ 
â™ô£‹ Ýê ð´«ø«ù£ 
ÜŠ«ð£ â™ô£‹ àƒè è¬ì‚° 
Ã†®†´ «ð£Pò£’ FhŠ 
êˆîñ£è C£¤‚è ¶ìƒAù£¡. 
‘Þš«÷£ î£ù£... àù‚° 
âŠ«ð£ô£‹ «ð£èÂ‹Â 
«î£Â«î£ ªê£™½. ï£¡ 
Ã†®†´ «ð£«ø¡’ FhŠ 
õ‡®¬ò vì££¢† ªêŒî¶‹ 
ÜƒA¼‰¶ A‹Hù£¡. 
FhŠ â¡ è‡E™ Þ¼‰¶ 
ñ¬ø»‹ õ¬ó Üõ¬ù«ò 
ð££¢ˆ¶‚ªè£‡®¼‰«î¡. 
i†®Ÿ°œ ºè‹ è¿õ 
°Oòô¬ø‚° ªê¡«ø¡. ºè‹ 
è¿õîŸ° º¡ è¬ò ºè£¢‰¶ 
ð££¢‚è «î£¡Pò¶. ºè£¢‰¶ 
ð££¢ˆ«î¡ èõ£ŠH¡ õ£ê‹ 
Þ¡ùº‹ ÜF™ å†®J¼‰î¶.
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ï££¢ˆ ªñ†ó£v dŠ ªð£†® èð£Š

«î¬õò£ù ªð£¼†èœ:
dŠ ªð£†®  500 Aó£‹
ªõƒè£ò‹  2 (ªð£¤ò¶, ªð£®ò£è ïÁ‚Aò¶)
î‚è£O  2 (ïÁ‚Aò¶)
Þ…C-Ì‡´ «ðv†  2 «î‚èó‡®
I÷è£Œ Éœ  1 «î‚èó‡®
I÷° Éœ  1/2 «î‚èó‡®
ñê£ô£ Éœ  1 «î‚èó‡®
ñ…êœ Éœ  1/2 «î‚èó‡®
Yóè‹  1/2 «î‚èó‡®
ªè£ˆîñ™L  å¼ ¬èŠH® (ïÁ‚Aò¶)
è¼«õŠH¬ô  å¼ ¬èŠH®
â½I„¬ê ê£Á  1 «î‚èó‡®
â‡ªíŒ  3 «ñ¬ê‚èó‡®
àŠ¹  «î¬õò£ù Ü÷¾

ªêŒº¬ø:

1. ªð£†® ªõ¶Š¹î™:
• ªð£†®¬ò ï¡ø£è è¿M, «î¬õò£ù Ü÷¾ àŠ¹, ñ…êœ Éœ, ñŸÁ‹ CP¶ 
Þ…C-Ì‡´ «ðv† «ê£¢ˆ¶ º‚è£™ ðƒ° ªõ‰¶õ¼‹ õ¬ó °‚è£¤™ 3 MC™ ¬õˆ¶ 
«õè¬õ‚è¾‹.

2. èð£Š ñê£ô£ îò££¤ˆî™:
• å¼ õ£íLJ™ â‡ªíŒ áŸP Åì£‚è¾‹.
• Yóè‹, è¼«õŠH¬ô «ê£¢ˆ¶ ï¡ø£è î£O‚è¾‹.
• ªð£®ò£è ïÁ‚Aò ªõƒè£òˆ¬î «ê£¢ˆ¶ ªð£¡Qøñ£°‹ õ¬ó õ¬î‚è¾‹.
• Þ…C-Ì‡´ «ðv† «ê£¢ˆ¶ ï¡ø£è õ¬î‚è¾‹.
• H¡ù£¢ î‚è£O, I÷è£Œ Éœ, I÷° Éœ, ñê£ô£ Éœ, ñŸÁ‹ «î¬õò£ù Ü÷¾ àŠ¹ 
«ê£¢ˆ¶ ï¡ø£è õî‚è¾‹.

3. ªð£†®¬ò «ê£¢ˆî™:
• ñê£ô£ ï¡° õîƒAò¶‹, «õè¬õˆî ªð£†®¬ò ÜF™ «ê£¢ˆ¶, Iîñ£ù bJ™ 10-15 
GIì‹ A÷P‚ ªè£œ÷¾‹.

• â‡ªíŒ «ñ«ô õ‰¶ ñê£ô£ ï™ô£ ªè£†®‚Aì‰î¶‹, ªè£ˆîñ™L ñŸÁ‹ â½I„¬ê„ 
ê£Á «ê£¢ˆ¶ Ý†´‚ªè£´‚è¾‹.

4. Åì£è ð£¤ñ£ø¾‹:
• ²¬õò£ù dŠ ªð£†® èð£Š îò££¢!
• Þ¶ ð«ó£†ì£, ê£Šð£´, Ü™ô¶ ê£îˆ¶ì¡ Cø‰î Ã†ì£è Þ¼‚°‹.
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Ãì Hø‰îõƒè ã¿«ð£¢, 
ÜŠð£ î£¡ â™ô£«ñ 
âƒèÀ‚°. Üõ¼ âƒè 
Aó£ñˆ¶ô Þ¼‚è Üó²Š 
ðœO ªý† ñ£vì£¢, 
å¿‚è‹, è†´ð£´Â ªó£‹ð‚ 
è‡®Šð£ù ÝÀ. âƒè 
Aó£ñˆ¶‚° ²ŸP â†´ 
á¼‚° Þ¶ î£¡ å«ó 
ðœO‚Ãì‹. 
âù‚° ðœOÃì‹ «ð£ø¶‚° 
H®‚è£¶ «î£†ìˆF™ 
ÞøƒA âšõ÷¾ «õ¬ô 
ð££¢‚èµ‹Â ªê£¡ù£½‹ 
Ü½ŠH™ô£ñ  ð££¢Š«ð¡

ðô ï£œ ï£Â‹, Ü‚è£¾‹ 
âƒè Ü‹ñ£‚° ªî£¤ò£ñ 
ªó‡´ î‹Hè¬÷»‹ 
É‚A†´ õò½‚° 
å®´«õ£‹. á£¢ô â™«ô£¼‹ 
âƒè ªê£‰î‚è£óƒè 
î£¡. Üõƒè Ãì õò™ô 
«õô ð£ˆ¶‚A†´ Üõƒè 
ê£Šð£´ô£‹ ê£ŠH†´, âƒè 
Gôˆ¶ô Þ¼‚è ªð£¤ò 
ñ£ƒè ñó ªïö™ô ð´ˆî£, 
õ£ˆFò££¢ ð£ì‹ ªê£™L‚ 
ªè£´‚°øî Mì Üš«÷£ 
ê‰«î£êñ£ Þ¼‚°‹. ê£¤ò 
ðœO‚Ãìˆ¶ô ñE 
Ü®‚°ø¶‚° º¡ù£® ¬ð 
â´ˆ¶†´ ðœO‚Ãì‹ M†´ 
õó ñ£F£¤ i†´‚° «ð£«õ£‹. 
ðôï£œ ÞŠð® Þ¼‰î£½‹ 
ð£¤†¬ê õó êñòˆ¶ô âƒè 
ÜŠð£¾‚° ðò‰¶, âƒè 
õ£ˆFò££¢ Þ‰î óèCòˆ¬î 
ªê£™L´õ££¢. ñ£†®A†´ 
ªõø õN Þ™ô£ñ ð£¤†¬ê‚° 
ð®„² â¿¶«õ£‹.

âƒè ÜŠð£, â¡ùî£¡ 
è‡®Šð£ Þ¼‰î£½‹ 
ªó£‹ð ñ£¤ò£¬îò£ùõ£¢. å¼ 
eùõ °´‹ðˆ¶ô Þ¼‰¶ 
õ‰î£½‹, Üõ£¢ î£¡ âƒè 
°´‹ðˆ¶ô ºî™ ð†ìî££¤. 
eùõ °´‹ðñ£ Þ¼‰î£½‹ 

ÜFè‹ Mõê£ò‹ î£¡ 
âƒè i†ô ð‡E‚A†´ 
Þ¼‰î£ƒè. Ü¶ù£ô âƒè 
i†ô ÜFèñ£ è¼õ£´, e¡, 
ï‡´, Þø£™ ñ£F£¤ èì™ 
àí¾ô£‹ ªó£‹ð ²ôðñ£ 
A¬ì‚°‹.

ðœO è£ôˆ¶ô Ý‡´ 
ð£¤†¬ê º®…² M´º¬ø‚° 
â¡ î£Œñ£ñ£ i†´‚° 
ªñ†ó£v õ¼«õ£‹. 
â¡ ñ£ñ£ á£¢ ²ˆF‚ 
è£Ÿø¶, ê¬ñ‚è ªê£™L‚ 
ªè£´‚°ø¶, ¬î£¤òñ£ Þ¼‚è, 
â¶‚°‹ ðòðì£ñ Þ¼‚è 
â™ô£«ñ â¡ ñ£ñ£ î£¡ 
ªê£™L‚ªè£´ˆî££¢. åšªõ£¼ 
Ý‡´‹ ªñ†ó£v õó 
Üš«÷£ Ý¬êò£ Þ¼‚°‹.

Ü¶‚° ÜŠðø‹ âù‚° 
26, õò²ô è™ò£íñ£A 
ªñ†ó£v‚° õ‰«î¡. 
â¡ ñ£Iò££¢ Ýô‰É£¢, 
Ýî‹ð£‚èˆ¶ô e¡ 
Mò£ð£ó‹ ªêŒøõƒè. ºî™ô 
â¡ i´‚è££¢°‹ âù‚°‹, 
e¡ â´ˆ¶†´ õ‰¶ ê¬ñ„² 
î¼õ£ƒè. ï£¡ î£¡ e¡ 
ê£ŠHì«õ ñ£†«ì«ù, â¡ 
ðƒ¬è»‹ â¡ ñ£Iò£¼‹ 
èíõ¼‹ ê£ŠH´õ£ƒè. 
æó÷¾‚° i†ô â™ô£‹ 
ð£¤„êò‹ Ýù¶‹ ï£«ù 
ê¬ñ‚è ªî£ìƒA†«ì¡. 

â¡ ñ£Iò££¢ âù‚° 
ï‡´ Þø£œ  «ð£ô ñŸø 
èì™ àí¾  ªêŒò‚ 
èŸÁ‚ªè£´ˆî£½‹, â¡ î£Œ 
ñ£ñ£ ªê£™L‚ ªè£´ˆî 
e¡ ªè£ö‹¹ î£¡, â¡ 
ñ£Iò£¼‚°‹ ¹®‚°‹. 

âù‚° ÞŠð£¾‹ 
ë£òðèI¼‚° ºî™ º¬øò£ 
ï£¡ e¡ °ö‹¹ ªêŒò 
ªð£¼†è¬÷ â´ˆ¶¬õ‚è, 

â¡ ñ£Iò££¢ i†´ õê£ð®J™ 
à†è££¢‰¶‚ ªè£‡´ e¡è¬÷ 
²ˆî‹ ªêŒ¶‚ ªè£‡®¼‰î££¢. 
H¡ Ü¬î ï£¡ õ£ƒA ¬èŠ 
ðì£ñ™ å¼ èó‡®¬ò ¬õˆ¶ 
°ö‹H™ îœO«ù¡. â¡ 
ñ£Iò££¢ A‡ì™ «èL ªêŒ¶, 
â¡ e¡ °ö‹¬ð ²¬õˆî££¢, 
Üõ£¢ Þ¼‰î õ¬ó â¡ «ñ™ 
«è£ð‹ Þ¼‰î£½‹, â¡ e¡ 
°ö‹¹ «ñ™ è£†®òF™¬ô.

â™ô£«ñ ñ£P î£¡ «ð£ù¶,  
ï£¡ è£¢Šðñ£è Þ¼‚°‹«ð£¶ 
ñ¼ˆ¶õ£¢ â¡ ñ£Iò££¤ì‹ 
ï£¡ è‡®Šð£è e¡, ï‡´ 
«ð£ô èì™ àí¾ â´ˆ¶‚ 
ªè£œ÷ «õ‡´‹ âù 
ÜP¾øˆFù££¢. °ö‰¬î‚è£è 
H®‚è£ñ™ ñ£Iò££¤¡ F†´‚° 
ðò‰¶ ê£ŠH†«ì¡. Ü¶ Ü¡Á 
H®ˆ¶ «ð£ù¶. 

Þ¡¬ù‚° â¡ î£Œ ñ£ñ£ 
ªê£™L‚ ªè£´ˆî e¡ 
°ö‹¹ â¡ Ü¬ìò£÷‹ 
- HóˆF«òèñ£ù å¡Á. 
ï‡ð£¢èœ, Üõƒè ï‡ð£¢èœ, 
â¡ e¡ ªè£ö‹¹ ðŸP 
ªî£¤…êõƒè â™ô£¼‹ 
²¬õˆî¶‡´. Þ¶ â¡ 
G¬ù¾è¬÷»‹, â¡¬ù 
à¼õ£‚Aò î¼íƒè¬÷»‹ 
²¬õJ™ ªè£‡´ªê™½‹.

ªñ†ó£v - Þ‰î á¼ 
âù‚° ¹¶² Þ™ô Üù£ 
Þ¶ î£¡ â¡ ¹¶ i´, 
â¡ î£Œ ñ£ñ£M¡ ð£¤² 
â¡ èì‰î è£ôˆ¬î»‹ 
ÞŠð»‹ å¡Â «ê£¢ˆ¶ å¼ 
ð£ôñ£J¼‚°. åšªõ£¼ 
ºø e¡ °ö‹¹ ªè£F‚°‹ 
«ð£¶‹ âù‚° â¡ î£Œ 
ñ£ñ£ ë£ðèº‹ â¡ ñ£Iò££¢ 
ë£ðèº‹ Þ‰î ê¬ñòô¬ø 
²ˆF Þ¼‚Aø è¬îè¬÷ 
î£¡ G¬ù„²Š«ð¡.

ñ£ƒè£ e¡ °ö‹¹
     - «õ™MN º¼è¡
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«î¬õò£ù ªð£¼†èœ:
êƒèó e¡ - 500 Aó£‹
ªõƒè£ò‹ - 3 (ªð£¤ò¶)
î‚è£O - 3 (ªð£¤ò¶)
ñ£ƒè£Œ - 1
¹O - 1 CPò ê£ˆ¶‚°® Ü÷¾
è¼«õŠH¬ô - å¼ ¬èŠH®
ªè£ˆîñ™L - å¼ ¬èŠH®
°ö‹¹ I÷è£Œˆ Éœ - ²¬õ‚«è£¢Šð.
àŠ¹ - «î¬õò£ù Ü÷¾

î£O‚è «î¬õò£ù¬õ:
â‡ªíŒ
ªõ‰îò‹
è´°

ªêŒº¬ø:

1. ¹O¬ò ï¡° è¬óˆ¶ õ®è†®, ÜF™ ªð£®ò£è ïÁ‚Aò Þó‡´ ªõƒè£ò‹ ñŸÁ‹ 
Í¡Á î‚è£O «ê£¢‚è¾‹.

2. ÜF™ «î¬õò£ù Ü÷¾ è™ àŠ¹, °ö‹¹ I÷è£ŒˆÉœ «ê£¢ˆ¶ ï¡° è¬ó‚è¾‹.

3. èùñ£ù õ£íLJ™ 200 I.L. â‡ªíŒ áŸP è£Œ‰î¶‹, ªõ‰îò‹, è´° «ê£¢‚è¾‹. 
è´° ªð££¤‰î¶‹ eîºœ÷ ªð£®ò£è ïÁ‚Aò ªõƒè£òˆ¬î «ê£¢ˆ¶ ªð£¡Qøñ£è 
õÁ‚è¾‹.

4. ªõƒè£ò‹ ªð£¡Qøñ£è õP‰î Hø° ¹O è¬óê¬ô «ê£¢‚è¾‹.

5. ²¬õ ð££¢ˆ¶ «î¬õò£ù Ü÷¾ àŠ¹ ñŸÁ‹ °ö‹¹ I÷è£ŒˆÉœ «ê£¢ˆ¶ ï¡° 
ªè£F‚è ¬õ‚è¾‹.

6. â‡ªíŒ Fó‡´ õ¼‹ º¡ å¼ ð£F¬ò ï£¡° ¶‡ì£è ªõ†®ò ñ£ƒè£¬ò 
«ê£¢‚è¾‹.

7. ñ£ƒè£Œ º‚è£™ ðƒ° ªõ‰î¶‹, ï¡° ²ˆî‹ ªêŒî e¡è¬÷Š «ð£ì¾‹.

8. e¡ ªõ‰î¶‹, è¼«õŠH¬ô ñŸÁ‹ ªè£ˆîñ™L «ê£¢ˆ¶ Ü´Š¬ð Ü¬í‚è¾‹.

9. ¼Cò£ù e¡ °ö‹¹ îò££¢!
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A Dream
It is a magnificent dream, 
You can be changed into anyone, 
You can lose yourself, 
Anywhere you want, 
There is a face for love, 
There is a face for lust, 
There is a face for greed, 
There is a face for innocence, 
But here there is no identity, 
This place is so modern, 
You can wander anywhere, 
Each breeze that you feel 
Carries a dream, 
This is not just a place 
Not just a city, 
A foundation

- Henry
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Madras Through The Ages 
Colouring & Puzzles Featuring 

Historical Landmarks, Old Street Names, Iconic Institution, 
Cultural Symbols and Famous Personality Of Chennai 

How to Play? 
It’s simple! Take a screenshot or print, complete the coloring /

puzzle, and share it on your Instagram,
tagging us @namveedu_namoor_namkadhai.

Don’t forget to DM us your answers! 
 

What’s in it for you? 
The first three winners of Crosswords will receive an exclusive, 

iconic gift—so don’t miss out! 
 

Missed solving it? 
No worries! You’ll find the answers, along with fascinating historical 

facts, in our next issue.
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Across
1. acted as a buffer zone and 
regulated the tsunami waves 
on the coastal region.
3. The queen of coromandel
4. The road is called the 
college road because of 
presense of this college in that 
road (3 words)
6. A pettai that is filled with 
coconut trees.
8. The royal residential 
complex hidden itself inside 
the city’s, chaos and rushed 
daily life. (2 words)
11. The neighbourhood of 
Parktown gets its name from 
(2 words)

Down
2. This iconic brand on Mount 
Road, expanded with small stalls 
at railway stations” a tradition 
that continues even as bookstores 
disappear from Chennai.
3. The College of Fort St. George 
was set up in Nungambakkam by 
the Company in 1812 in a large 
parcel of land known as.......... 
Gardens ?
5. One of Asia’s oldest courses with 
two 18 holes golf courses (2 words)

Down
7. The first Tamil magazine with 
a woman on its editorial board, it 
became a bestseller in the 1900s, 
edited and published by Kothai for 
35 years.
9. Named after a miraculous light 
that guided Portuguese sailors safely 
to the Coromandel Coast.
10. Before refrigerators, this historic 
Chennai landmark stored frozen 
blocks for the British to enjoy chilled 
drinks. (2 words)

Play With Madras

Source: edhelper.com
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Source: wordsearch.com

Chennai From Various Eyes

Indo Saracenic
Shenoy Nagar
Neo Classical
Eldams
St Mary’s
Lighthouse

Armenian Church
Santhom
GST Harris
Wall Tax Road
Henry Irwin
Clock Tower
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Rewind : Tracing Our Journey
FebruAry

The DPI trail for Madras Literary Society by Srishti  
Each time it feels like sharing a tiny piece of my 
heart, and the magic of MLS with those who are 
a part of it. This time was just that, except a little 
unexpectedly special. This time we had interns from 
the Dakshinachitra Heritage Museum. Of course, 
none of our visits to the library are complete without 
Uma ma’am and Vinayagam sir! 
 
Curated by: Thirupurasundari Sevvel  
 
Led by: Srishti Prabhakar

Mylai: Kapaleeshwar & Beyond” takes you on an 
evening trail through its lesser-known corners, 
where stories whisper through walls and everyday 
moments hold a piece of history. Led by Aafreen 
Fathima S K & Srishti Prabakar, this walk unravels 
Mylapore beyond its clichés-through its people, 
architecture, and the rhythm of daily life. 
 
Curated by: Thirupurasundari Sevvel  
 
Led by: Srishti Prabhakar and Aafreen Fathima SK
Photography: Saran Gullig

Amongst a lot of sounds and colourful chaos, like all 
markets are, we made our most of golden hour light at 
our Pondy bazar! 
 
Special mentions to our tiny participant and his 
grandparents for sharing their stories with us, and not 
to forget, a lovely supportive group. 
 
Curated by: Thirupurasundari Sevvel  
 
Led by: Srishti Prabakar and Prasanna
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Penn, Kalai, Kadal - Women, Arts and the sea. 
 
An inclusive trail along the Marina Promenade 
celebrating women and their contributions to 
Madras over their ages. Accompanied by Jyothi‘s 
music and tamil poetry throughout the route.  
 
Curated by: Thirupurasundari Sevvel and Srishti 
Prabakar  
 
Led by: Srishti Prabakar

The Greater Chennai Corporation (GCC) has opened 
online booking for a guided heritage walk on the 
premises of Ripon Buildings, near Central Square, 
for tourists and residents. the walks will be held on 
Sunday, Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday from 8 am to 
9 am. Online bookings open for booking your slot for 
the Heritage walks. 
 
Curated by: Thirupurasundari Sevvel  
 
Led by: Aafreen Fathima SK, Prasanna, Srishti 
Prabakar, Thirupurasundari Sevvel and Muhilann

A morning well spent exploring through Streets of 
Georgetown, where every corner echoes the legacy 
of various pioneers in trading history of madras. 
Merchants of Madras speak the legacy of themselves. 
 
Curated by: Aafreen Fathima SK  
 
Led by: Aafreen Fathima SK
Photography: Saran Gullig
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They say it takes a village to raise a child. Nam Veedu Nam Oor Nam Kadhai is that 
village, and our magazine is the child we are nurturing together. This issue has been 

made possible by the incredible efforts of everyone who contributed, and I extend my 
heartfelt gratitude to each of you. 

 
As we move forward, I hope for your continued support and encouragement to 

help this magazine grow into a lasting legacy. Together, let’s shape something truly 
meaningful. 

Yours, 
Muhilann Murugan.


