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Saryu Mehta-Parikh:

My Life
The magnificent journey
of many medley moments,
Each pretly pulse

has its own special comment.

The loyal good relations
are my strength and treasure,
The wily vibrations

always taught me a lesson.

The pure precious feelings
when love flows freely,
Breaking lines of mines

and submerging serenely.

Two friendly worlds, a rainbow arec,
|/ share the words of deep delight.
The song of life, my grateful heart,
Simply follows the guiding light..

www.saryu.wordpress.com

| was born and raised in Bhavnagar, Gujarat State, India, surrounded by poets in the family.
In 1969, | married Dilip, a physicist, artist and Hindustani classical music lover. My poems
are the result of our spiritual studies and of the encouragement of The Gujarati Sahitya Sarita
of Houston. We are blessed with two children and four grandchildren.

Education: Masters in Botany

saryuparikh@yahoo.com Phone# 512-712-5170  Dilip Parikh: hdkp@yahoo.com
Saryu Dilip Parikh: 13221 Mesa Verde Dr.; Austin, Texas 78737. USA.
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Essence of Eve poems and more, in English, Gujarati, Hindi
Saryu Parikh Paintings by Dilip Parikh
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“In your light I learn how to love
In your beauty how to make poems

You dance inside my chest
where no one sees you

But, sometimes I do
and that sight becomes this art...” Rumi

Hidl $20 U2 AH, s62 52 AUlQ-1],
Ay ada ga uel, YAl vzl 2l
Srom Hs hand”
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a darfing daaghter
und'a gifted son .
Editing kelp by Sangita Pariki-Ratoman
Pencil sketches by Samir Parikh
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Stages of Ages

Sweet little baby climbs in the tub,
Frolicking splashing the water around,
Giggling screeching expresses her joy,
Mom applauds, "What an achiever!”

Energetic youth, climbing a peak,
Marvelous mystic wonderful slick,
Shouts and screams with exuberant joy,
The world applauds, "What an achiever!”

Precious and poised mounting the stage,
Holds a trophy for unique courage,
Cheers and praise sharing the joy,

The people applaud, "What an achiever!”

Old and fragile climbs the wheelchair,
Glides to do her menial chores,
Song of age on the lips of time,
Spouse applauds, "What an achiever!”

Stages of ages have their own milestones,

Blessed hearts cherish all time-turns.
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Bhagavata Gita.
Arjun of the Gita, who is gentle and ever curious to learn for the betterment of Self.

Dronacharya is the instilled character based upon our past life experiences.

Duryodhan is the symbol of our desires and resulting anger within us.

Dhrutarashtra, the blind father, is the infatuation which obscures our judgment.
Bhishma, our ego, is kind and loving with discriminative intelligence, who remains
entangled in the ego centered activities.

Panchali is the life force who awakens the spiritual goodness.

Krishna is our soul within, cannot be found in temples.

The story of Kurukshetra is the body field.

Muni Vyaas has written a wonderful story of many characters with very deep and subtle

meaning. W%ol: ALUS saadhak. ARUAURL: AS1R sanskaar. ¢{ls: WES(R ego.

iRl AUl §s(@oll kundalini. 538>t 2A1R& sharir kshetra.
...... 13 dHY Uogall?, AHAUY L5 -Saryu.
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Must Have Done Something Good

A house on a hill and a window to the sky,
In the blue of my eyes feel warm sunny sky.

Deep sleepy nights and bright dreamy days,
Delightful dawns play a symphony of rays.

A fistful of colors thrown all around space,
Raindrops do shine through the rainbow lace.

Wild flowers rally on the wonderland prairie
White wild posies do the dance with the fairy.

Most of all, the good attitude
Lets me live at lovely latitude.

Holy hue humbles and hugs me in verse,
Have I done some good to due deserve!
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Fantasy
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Fantasy
Once upon a time, had a curious relation,
Long love, hate, and choppy elation.

Gingerly, I said, “My feelings have been hurt.”
He rendered me retort and took off, quite curt.

All hours and days on pins and needles
My heart and mind play the game of riddles.

When he calls, I'll say, “Honey, I hurt.”
He’ll show some grace, “I'll give you comfort.”
The game goes on; at the phone I stare.
My mind is greening as I play solitaire.

Sure, he shall give me details to do right,
Generous as I am, will say, “Let’s not fight.”

Fancy, funny game and my teasing silly mind
Day dreaming heart drags following behind.

Months and years, no roses no flame,
My mind is laughing at my fantasy game.

Whatever did happen, turned for the best,
Now! mind is amused, heart happy he left.
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Let Go---

We raised you with love and tenderness,
We gave you all the worldly happiness,
We surrounded you with all the kindness,
You responded and returned all that gentleness.

But now I have to learn to let go.
I finally emerge,
From the interlude of the emotional blackmail
And tears of my wounded heart's wail.

So my child,
I set you free to your own universe.
I set you free from my bondage of desires.
I set you free with happy tears in my eyes.

Forever,
Open my heart and open my door,
I’'m happy you come, discern you don’t.
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Ava S. Parikh

Incomplete love of our previous lives, today came as a grandbaby.
In the center of our hearts’ love lake, Ava arrived as a lotus.

On the faces of Bapu-Bena, arrived as a sweet smile.
In our Mridul-gentle affectionate brook,
arrived as Sangita-harmonious music.
In the singing of robin and Maena, arrived as a song of destiny.

Ava, in a season of anxiety and impatience,
arrived as peaceful Samir-gentle breeze.

Ava-Mae/Samir Parikh. Sangitaaunty, Mriduluncle.

Bapu,Dilip. Bena,Saryu. 4/4/07
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Wonderful Smile

Pretty little girl is coming to town.
Not seen for a while,
glad she came down.
She smiles at us, but clings to her dad,
Then frowns a little, may be she’s sad.

Delicate tress partially covers her face,
Lovely little hands twist soft silk lace.

Sits at the table, asks, “When, what, how!”
Giggles at Bapu when he sneaks in a “Wow!

Butterfly flutters on her lemon yellow dres
Runs with her cousin who tries to impress.

We try to convince for a hug or a Kiss,
She remains reserved, a rare hit or miss.

Visit is over; we say “Sweet, so long.”
Coy rejoice, holds daddy all along.
----- June 15 2009
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1958 Watercolor-D.Parikh
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Helping Hand

Sis, I accepted strangers as my own,
My heart was full of hopes and dreams.
I came trusting the thread of love,

I enjoyed the bliss of marriage.

He was a center of my universe,
He was staying in my inner most verse.
He was the purpose of my being by,
Now miserable cry in my sigh.

That tender string broke in the midst,
Couldn’t mend it with trials or trysts.
He cut it with a jerk, left me hanging helpless,
Now all alone, how to fill this emptiness!

Let the tears flow today due to the hurt,
But my soul lamp will shine inner trust.
Promise, I will find my lost self-respect,
With the help of your sweet smile, 0’sis!
With the help of your sweet smile.

38



[ was in America less than three years and was filling up the pages in my diary with my
secret tortured life. At the age of thirty-five, I left my own business in India and came here
to join this new family with many dreams. But in this house I was treated as a slave. I was
expected to serve my husband, mother-in-law and teenaged stepson with the preset rules
of when, where, how and which way. [ kept on doing all that happily, from 5am to 10pm,
with the longing that my husband show some care for me. [ was called stupid because my
English was not good, but I was humble. I was not allowed to know anything about
household finances or his income. | was giving him all my earnings and in return [ was
given a small allowance. The verbal abuse was constant from husband and mother-in-law.
My diary was soaked with my lonely tears....The only people I knew were my husband’s
friends and relatives. Whom can I tell, and who will believe me? I cannot write to my
family in India because my in-laws were extremely sensitive about their reputation in
society. My husband moved out of our bedroom and told lies to his mother and to our so-
called friends. He and his mother started telling me to “pack your bag and get lost." They
wanted me to leave penniless and humiliated so they could look good in society. He
threatened me with legal consequences....

Finally, I mustered up my courage and talked to one of his friends, who was a domestic
violence volunteer. First, [ told her very little and waited for her reaction. After a few days
[ felt that I could trust her. Once [ had her support, my confidence and strength slowly
came back. I had to relearn to be strong. My advocate was my lifesaver. I no longer felt
helpless. The organization helped me with the lawyer’s fees, and my advocate spent
countless hours with me and accompanied me through the legal and emotional web. I
moved out of that house with a good settlement, with good friends, and with dignity. |
cannot imagine where I would have been without their help. My mentor, Saryu Parikh,
expressed my feelings in a poem...

A Survivor
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smile again
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Smile Again

My wonderful teacher, I send you this letter,
To let you know that my life is much better.

As you know, I grew up in Syria.
School and college were sheltered euphoria.

He was cute and pursued me for long;
I married him for love, thought together we belonged.

I was overjoyed to come, guided by his ruling hand.
I was happy in the hijab, timorous in this foreign land.

Soon, my love was quite aloof; he had seen the dollar spoof.
I was hurt and all alone, didn’t know what was going on!

He often slapped me here & there; I thought, “he is just upset!”
I didn’t have anyone to tell, I kept the secrets very well.

He humiliated me more, asked for papers and passport.

I said, “ No, no, you must leave.” He said, “Need you to deport.”

continued...“Smile Again”
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He waved the shiny knife at me, yelled and dragged me to the street.
I cried and begged him just to stop, couldn’t see a way to retreat.

The police took me to a bend, where I could barely comprehend.
They told me to call some shelter place;
“I want to see my mama’s gentle face.”

Lucky for me that you were there.
You kindly took me in your care.

You tended my broken, beaten life.
You stroked my tender, weeping heart.

You taught me how to get my rights.
Find the freedom from the fights.

I look at brighter future sights,
Out of the dark and into the lights.

I thank you, O’ my teacher, as well as several kind helping hands.

Your Happy Survivor.

“Smile Again,” a true story. Teacher- Saryu Parikh, 2009
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Realize

You sit in your narrow little corner and Judge;
The world passes by!
You sit in your narrow little corner and Sulk;

Love passes by!

You sit in your narrow little corner and Complain;
Time passes by!

You sit in your narrow little corner and Connive;
Peace passes by!

You sit in your narrow little corner and Frown;
Joy passes by!

You sit in your narrow little corner and Demand;
Nature passes by!

You come out from your narrow little corner and Realize;
The Universe around sings by.
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The Magical Moments

I reminisce and see,
The magical moments of my life.....

As a little girl, brother and I, going to buy the firecrackers,
Holding my papa's hand,
That was a magical moment in my life.....

The game was going, I was struggling and toying,
The victory for me and cheers of joy,
That was a magical moment in my life.....

He was just looking, staring and waving,
His brave steps toward me and his gentle love touching,
That was a magical moment in my life.....

These precious moments are like pearls in a chain;
In the thread of my life, shiny and worthwhile,
These enchanting moments of my life.....
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Director

Engrossed in watching a wonderful play,
Saw suffering heroes in miserable way.

Getting involved, I was feeling so bad,
Forgetting that they pretend to be sad.

Then I realize, they are only actors;
All they can do is obey directors.

Stage of my life, the play goes on,
I am here on for a specific role.

The Director up there has conundrum goal
But, 1 glide on the stage and forget my call.

Wise ones know we are here to pretend.
Misery and joy are a temporal bend.
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The Choice Marriage

He was a good catch;
kin arranged for a match.
My mother liked him better,
said love would come later.
I let him know my voice,
and then I made my choice.
He showed interest in me;
he and I became one, we.
The uphill journey started,
with the stranger by my side.
The seven steps in sky
and future open wide.
The gentle bond together;
still each one on his own.

A strong shoulder to lean on,
as the dance of life goes on.
The sweet sprinkles of smile
with graceful perseverance.

The hearts and home kept humming
through time and turbulence.
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Kethan Ava
Joy

The sparkling joy in baby’s eyes,
The jovial smile bound to mesmerize.
The convivial grin under twinkly stars,
Celebrates seven sweet months so far.
The rejoicing beam dazzles and darts,
Marvelous mischief steals our hearts.
The giggles and laughter catchy and gold,
Pure and bright reflection of soul

The English poem was written right after spending five days with seven-months-old Kethan at
Sangita-Mridul's house. The Gujarali kaavy came fo me after two weeks.

Ava, Samir and Mae's daughter, is also seven months old in this picture. Saryu/Bena
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A Teenage Son

This time for sure
I got him under my thumb;

But alas! He is so slick,
He slips away without a click.—

For the traditions and terms,
I put my foot down so firm;

But alas! He is so convincing,
It was wise to stop insisting.—

The strength of my convictions,
Is stronger than my emotions;
But alas! My liberal voice implies,
I was hoping he complies.—

Parents have privilege,
To express their opinions,
But alas! Our children have freedom
To choose their companions.—

O’ my son, you teach me so well
No expectations, no regrets.—
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Nature

The inborn nature is an immanent core,
The changes around are transient fore.

Knowledge acquired will tarnish with time,
Identifies with the impetuous mind.

The layers and layers of illusive favors,
Selfish and centered are solo endeavors.

The authentic shine is covered with creed,
The letters of life are colored with greed.

Put dynamic efforts to wake and wean,
Forget the lessons you labored to learn.

Though ego forever is continual keep,
The intrinsic nature will propel and peek.
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Heavenly Recipe

Love and Respect
mix with Joy,
take a day at a time
and dole Enjoy.---

Sweet and sour

mix with a Smile,

wait for a while
bring them Delight.---

Good and bad
blend in Compassion,
take some Care
add Warm variation.---

Flower and Faith
derive Dedication,
with Passion and Peace
taste deep Meditation. ---
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The Rulers

Watch out, watch out, the tiny tyrants are here,
With a whisper or whimper they easily conquer!

They scratch or pinch, safeguard your skin,
They push and jab while spread spell web!

With abundant powers they rule and hover,
The dogged demands with luscious commands!

The teeth, the walks, have been topics of talks,
The giggles and gaffs, the frolicsome laughs!

The jubilant jeers and charming cheers,
Play hide and seek, dare darling dears!
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Tears of Compassion

My darling little one,
Your granny is here to velil,
So no sorrow can prevail

I remember shedding tears,
For my granny couldn’t be here,
To shower love and approbation.

I promise you, my sweet,
To surround you with care;
I will mend your tiny tear.

As a gentle human being,
You are blessed with many feelings.
You may cry for someone else;
The tears of kind commiseration,

Smile through tears of compassion.
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Sufiya Anjali

Let me introduce you to our sweet little Sufiya,
Who has just arrived from the house of Ishwar-Allah.

The reason she has been sleeping all day and night?
Maybe she is dreaming of the story of the knight.

What she is observing, no way we can know;
Why sometimes she frowns, to us it is unknown.

She stares at her mother, who sweetly smiles at her jest.
She gently clings to her, oblivious to the rest.

Her big brother over there sits smugly in Papa’s lap.
A storm may arise when she would climb his lap!

Whenever she likes, she sleeps, drinks or cries.
Whatever she chooses, it pleases our hearts.

Sangita-Mridul’s daughter, Kethan'’s sister and our granddaughter.3/16/09
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Innocence

Rosy fresh blossoms
show up at my door,
The sweet smiling faces
we love and adore.

The twinkle in their eyes, soft and so sure,
A special precious pleasure, pious and so pure.

Spreading cheery arms, "Come to me sweethearts!"
In a fraction of a moment encircle our hearts.

Frisky tiny feet scurry round all around,
"Run Bapu, run!" The gleeful singing sound.

Who is chasing whom? A simple silly race,
Childhood runs to us, gathers in embrace.

Sparkling shiny smiles a blissful resonance,
Darling little ones hold divine innocence.
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Till We Meet Again....

Love! I am sending with you a piece of my heart.
I will hold back tears, wait not wane,
And let them roll when I see him again.

I know you shield him in your tender loving core
But how do I console my aching sore soul?

Every time I see the shadow of his face,
I jump out of myself to run and embrace.

I hear dreamy sounds in the middle of the night,
Will wonder and wish to hold him tight.

I know, my loves! Time will pass
and we will melt again in each other’s arms.

Kethan on a trip to Bangladesh with Daddy.11/09
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My Sister-Urvashi

One tear drops from the corner of my eye
Oh! With this song, the memory revive

We couldn't bear to hear the song any more
For my five-year-old sister was no more

She used to sing, "Kakadupati raaghav raajaa raam"”
Instead of, "Raghupati raaghav raajaa ram”

One day she was there, melted in our veins
Then she was gone, leaving us in pain

We have missed her a lot throughout our lives
Relived with this song special moments of those times
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Rakhi
The longest relationship in my life is with my sibling,

Kind of competing, but caring deep feeling.

My brother, who used to pull me down from my mother’s lap,
Is the one who brought in my life pleasantry and pap.

He might hit me for mischief, but he wouldn't let anyone harm me.
I screamed and fought with him, but I wouldn't let anyone scold him.

'Oh, who will marry her?' He used to pull my hair and tease,
But to find a good husband for me, he would not compromise.

It could be the last hours of our mom's life or some trouble in my life,
My brother will be present in that special corner of my heart.

Years have gone by since our childhood departed,
Always shower him well wishes from the bottom of my heart.

The gentle subtle feelings are wrapped in a string.
This soft shiny silk prays all the joy to bring.
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A Kiss

: I came. to reallze I had gone so very far
5 d taken her for granted really many, many times

I understood her devotion, with children of my own
The feelings traveled back and expressed to be known

Wrapping us with a vital thread, her affection eternal
Give and take that richer joy, had been offered maternal

"Ma is sick,” Brother was calling, the life rhythm is slowing
My tears started rolling, not aware they were flowing

My heart fluttered and fled, to be near and over there
"Too much trouble, so don't come." She was saying that I heard

It was serene, four a.m., I sat holding her feeble hand
"Is this Ila?"” She tried to see. " No, Ba, it has been me."

Raising hand the weary tips, bringing mine over her lips
She told me all she had to tell with a tender, gentle Kiss

She was gone and I did cry, rejoicing deep and precious ties
Full is the ocean of my life; received love-drops that never dry
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Mother-In-Law

A half-moon smile through the half-opened door,
On the other side was me, met the in-law enemies.

I showed off to be smart, but was shaking in my hear,t
I could deal with the rest but his mom was a test.

She hugged me with caution, and I felt her emotion,
Her few funny words to confirm where he belonged.

She was trying her best to share her cozy nest,
To cope with the rile brought on by her rebel child.

I rendered my respect, as a mother-in-law would expect,
Many moons by her side, we put the faults and flaws aside.

The circle of siblings had very warm feelings,
The winsome sound in her was humming all around.

Open Heart, open mind, give and take to remind,
His kind gentle mother came to love me like a daughter.
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painting by Dilip Parikh

The present moment

Being at peace, my mind and soul
guide to accept, enthuse, enjoy

Accepting all and evenly so
As the humble one says, "'Let it be so."

Enjoyment streams, flows from within
Wakeful and free with internal mean

Enthusiasm, a visionary force
Pulsating, renewing, the energy source

The ego entices with delusory dreams
The string of stress chokes innocence

The smooth surrender and positive presence
Aware, this moment is gifting the present

Inspired by Eckhart Tolle's writing: The consciousness can flow into every day life;
Acceptance, enjoyment, enthusiasm.
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Solace

Oh! Tender trail of emotions, life always in motion,
Console trifle narrow notions; learn desire less devotion.

It was long ago inlaid, he was sweet sunshine in rain
At his first blessed breath she gave a smile even in pain.

Immersed in caring and caress, hover to cover from duress,
The ties were getting very tight, binding both with subtler might.

Time flew, giving him worldly wings, novel land new song to sing.
Here Ma perched to reminisce, feeling the hurt of his remiss.

Soon she learns to just submerge, within herself dissolves the urge.
Freely flows the stream of love and gives it all away to merge.

Why so hard is it for Mom to slip away to let bygones?
Sure her love careenly carved in her old and weary bones.
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Give-Receive

Smooth supple fingers rich, ready to give,
Open your palm and warmly receive;
Flows infinite energy, tranquil and free.

Someone may come with the heart in hand,
Wide spread wings and sway in a swing;
Share a joyful journey, do listen and sing

Warm bright rays illumine the Universe,
Like the sun to the moon, give ‘n take, be a friend;
let the reflection glow to the infinite gleam.

The celestial showers trickle down to earth,
Venture to quench a long time thirst;
Help pour even more to the infinite gift.

The sound from beyond wakes all and one,
The scattering tunes combine within one;
Let the strings tantalize to an infinite tone.

Giver is grander when a worthy receiver,
Pearl is just water ’til the shell is a catcher;
Keep giving, receiving, reviving to nurture.
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Alone

Big celebration for Grandpa today,
The kin have come for his birthday!

The eightieth year as grand as can be,
All is great, as well as can be.

Since Grandma is gone,
Papa feels all alone.
In the midst of the mingle,
He wanders, so single.

A very big feast with glory and greets,
Everyone thinks that it's a true treat.

The daughters and sons are very good hosts,
But forgetting Daadaa, who is weary and lost.

Grndpa did meet his formal old mates,
Bored and tired, for it was so late.

Standing alone, missing his life-mate,
Solitaire self, like his big empty plate.
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Salt and Cinnamon

“Bena! Salt and cinmon!”
His usual, unusual request.

He would sprinkle on a dish,
And lick it happily, lickity-split.
Granny smiled and gave consent,
They both were cozy and content.

When he was ten, to sooth himself,
He asked again for cinnamon salt.

The time escaped in rapid pace,
He gets a call in foreign place.
“Your granny has been very ill,

She has no more survival will.”

In silent night he comes to tend,
He holds her softer, smaller hand.

The boy in him with misty eyes,

Whispers gently, emotions rise,

“Don’t go, Bena! Don’t yet sleep,
Give me salt and cinmon please.”
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Kaachnu mandir

I would sneak and peek into the magic glass palace
The faces of the future would beam, tease and vanish

The uncanny rows of smiling reflections,
The waves of notions softly slip to deflections.

For the eight-year-old, a wonder of her world,
The innocent heart was totally submerged;

The jingle-jangle anklets were flying with her feet
To race up and down on the steps of the pulpit.

Then a picnic with her pals in the shadow of a tree,
The feeling of belonging, bound all the way around.

The mystical mirrors and those magical refractions--
Now wisdom nudges slowly from those warm interventions.

In a small village near my hometown of Bhavnagar was a temple with a special arrangement of mirrors that
created multiple reflections. As a little girl, | was amazed to witness this simple yet beautiful effect.
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Mood Swing

The cradle of ego sways up and down,
The I of MY is fragile and fried.

Any one moment with the push of a comment,
It swings to the sky or dribbles to whine.

The bouquet of life is colored and confused,
With the flowers of praise and critical appraise.

The window of the eye is guarded by the mind,
The adamant ego controls command.

Angry agitations lie in the lap of opposition,
All my relations are mainly my perception.

Temper tidy ego and hold on to your heart,
So the peace in the cradle can sleep like a child.
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Our Flower Girl

The playful petals on the grass,
Her prancing feet on my heart.

The butterfly kisses amuse tulips,
She leaves honey on our lips.

The drop of dew shines in the sun,
Her smile reflects all the fun.

The delicate twine circles around,
She holds my hand to dance around.

The blowing breeze brings delight,
She runs to me to bloom my life.

The birds are chirping, Spring is here,
My soul is singing, Sufiya is near!
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Shadows in Mist
I go away before;
1 go to be with the Lord.
I look back at the shadows in mist
And wonder, are they from this lifetime?

I sailed away from the rosy isle,
Followed my runaway racing dreams
With an urge to merge in crazy surge,

Tender agony in turning trudge,

Wonder was that in this lifetime?

So many people and places at times
I was clingy to others as well mine.
Some of them now hazy and dark,
I never went back to refresh, repine.
Were they all in this lifetime?

Maybe I follow the upward course,
Go back exploring the origin source.
I may get involved knowingly now,
Wander, re-enter the circle of mine
If it happened in this lifetime!

The stars so far which made me bright
Let them be there; I cherish the light.
Once in a while the sparkles remind
Whatever happened in this lifetime,
Surrender to soar in continual flight.
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Essence Of Eve

Dews of dawn on the whisper of verse,
Riding from moment to moment,
Merge and melt in the essence of eve.

Awake to rejoice at the light of the sun
And the wonderful verve of life and love.

Awareness makes me forget the past
And kindles fiercely the hope in my heart.

The peaceful rhymes of poetic life,
The imperial glory and boundless flight!

I write my lines in the simmering sand,
The ocean of emotions exalting the land.

...And whenever you feel that essence in another,
you also feel it in yourself.
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A brief note on paintings #1, #2, #3:

E=MC? paintings (#1, #2, #3) have two aspects: Physics and Spiritual.
Physics aspect: Matter and Energy are two different states

of the same thing (Einstein: E = MC?).

“There was a time called the big bang when the universe was infinitesimally

small and dense. God created the universe at
the big bang.” (Stephen Hawkins).

The ‘black circle’ in the center represents a ‘black hole’
— a source of the energy, which manifested as the visible universe.
Everything is nothing but the Energy.

Spiritual aspect: The Unmanifested, the Infinite, the Changeless Spirit is called
Brahman: the one Absolute. This is described as Aum-Tat-Sat.

Aum is the creative vibration that upholds the worlds through Prakriti,
mother nature. All created things originate in the cosmic energy of Aum —the
universal energy manifested as matter. The limitless Brahman remains
unchanged even after the infinite universe comes out of it.

The experience of duality is an illusion (unreal).

Everything is nothing but the limitless, infinite Brahman.

The painting (#1) shows “Maya” as a power of creation. The other paintings
have two faces (Purush and Prakriti, Brahman and Maya) merged in one,
representing absolute and manifested energy. It is Brahman who projects the
universe through the power of His Maya.

The creator and the creation are not separate, but one.
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A brief note on paintings #4, #5: (Satyam, Shivam, Sundram)

When a dancer (or a musician) becomes one with the dance (or music),
there is no interference of thoughts. The movement of moment

(which is time) stops, and one may experience inner Bliss.

This is a state of meditation.When the mind is totally free of its content
(a state of pure silence) then “Satyam” (truth) is experienced.

“Shivam” is “Satyam” in action; one lives from moment to moment.

When every action is “Shivam” then this totality flowers as beauty,
which is “Sundram.”
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#1. CREATION
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Details of -#2
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# 2 BRAHMAN-MAYA
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Details of #3
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#3 PURUSH AND PRAKRITI
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SATYAM SHIVAM SUNDARAM. #4 DANCE
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SATYAM SHIVAM SUNDARAM #5 MUSIC
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#8 Einstein and Tagore
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My Experiences.....

As a volunteer, I was blessed to be able to get involved
and make a difference in the lives of several domestic violence victims.
Literacy counseling has also always been very close to my heart.
To be a volunteer means getting involved in someone’s life 101%

and when done to gently let go.

HRL AAMAL ... .Uy udlw

* Tian
* Her Dry Tears
* It was Meant...* #13] 21 oy..

* Gold Fish  * il H1e9¢i]
* (Qei<l] Hosawl
* Y8l - 25 Udl
*YAqd+4  * Turn Around
* A White Dress

Saryu Dilip Parikh Saryuparikh@yahoo.com

13221 Mesa Verde Drive. Phone# 512-712-5170

Austin. Texas.78737. USA. hdkp@yahoo.com
WWW.Saryu.wordpress.com www.saryuparikh.gujaratisahityasarita.org
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Tian
Saryu Parikh‘s
real Journey as a VVolunteer Tutor

The first time, when | met my new student Tian at the Literacy Council office,
| had been a volunteer tutor for five years. By that time | had tutored several
students, but meeting Tian was a totally new experience.

My first student was a 39-year-old African American woman named Barbara.
Because of a learning disability, she was a slow reader. She used to come to study
with me straight from her housekeeping job and was regularly irregular about her
arrival time. We tried to read a few books. Over three years her reading speed did
not improve much, but with my help she purchased her first house, found a better
job and was introduced to many books.

| had a few other students. In February 2002, | had just returned from my trip
to India. On my answering machine, there was an interesting message from the
Literacy council coordinator, Mrs.Peggy: “Saryu, I would like you to meet this
delightful young lady. I hope you will find time to tutor her.” | was told that this
student is hearing impaired. | called her home and talked to her father to set our
meeting time. | suggested for Tian to write one page about herself. | could hear the
Asian accent and figured that Tian would need help with her English. At that point |
had no idea what | was getting into and while tutoring her how much | was going to
learn!

Tian’s application indicated that she was a nineteen-year-old high school
graduate. She had been fitted with the cochlear implant to help her with her hearing
problem not too long before. Actually, | came to know about cochlear implants for
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the first time in my life and assumed that a deaf person can hear and talk like any
normal hearing ability person. Was | wrong! | realized my ignorance within a few
minutes after meeting her.

Tian came to see me at the L.C.Office with her father. He explained the
situation: “Since she graduated from high school, she cannot go to classes to
improve her English and to go to junior college she has to pass a special SAT
English / Math exam.” After her father left, I turned to look at this beautiful smiling
face. | slowly started to talk, but she signaled that she did not understand. | wrote in
her notebook to show me her written paragraphs. Tian opened her book to show me
several very nicely written pages. She had written about her ambitions to become a
Doctor or a Graphic Designer or a Nurse! The writing skill needed a lot of help. Her
enthusiasm and eagerness were very touching. In sign language she told me that she
liked me and maybe she could teach me sign language! I said, “No thanks, because
you have to learn to speak and hear.”

She looked like a Japanese girl to me, but she said she was from
Malaysia. | could not understand, so | pointed at the world map. Excitedly she
found Malaysia on the map. She wanted to know where Afghanistan was and why
the terrible war was going on over there. Why do people kill other people? She
always had so many questions.

As soon as our class was over, | went to talk to the Director of the Literacy
council. I gave some general background on Tian. We both felt that if we could find
a Speech Therapist, would be a great help for her. With Tian’s luck we found Ms.
Lynn in our volunteer pool.

| was very encouraged by the prospect of having another tutor’s help. The
long journey started with a lot of patience and enthusiasm on both sides. Most of
our communication had to be carried on in writing. It was never limited to one
subject. The struggle with hearing and speech problems and with improving her
English continued for about the next four months.

In summer, Tian had to go to Malaysia with her family. We talked about
her fear of flying. She was not very willing to go, but she had no choice. When she
returned, she had a broken pinky finger. Some days she would come and write, “I
am upset today. The doctor has not done a good job, and my finger will remain
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crooked.” She was over anxious about her little finger’s shape. I was thinking,
“This sweet girl has to face so many big problems in her life, and she is worried
about this little finger as if her life depended on it.”

As time went on, she used to ask about boys, relationships and marriage.
One day we were reading about Helen Keller. | was trying to emphasize her
accomplishments in spite of her disabilities. One sentence mentioned that
Alexander Graham Bell had recommended Helen Keller’s teacher. Tian got stuck
there.

She started writing, “How come Helen Keller was not married? Why did she
not marry Alexander Bell? What about her good genes?”
Her curiosity was hilarious.

At times, just like a typical teenager, she used to rebel against her parents
about several things including religion. Her mother had mentioned that to me. One
day, as soon she walked into the classroom, she went to the blackboard and
furiously started writing. She wrote, “Jesus, the destroyer of the evil.”

| was surprised to see that because she was not raised in that faith. She sat
down, and our lesson went on as usual. At the end of the lesson she said, “I will
leave whatever | have written on the blackboard. So whoever reads it will learn to
have faith in Jesus.” | went and wrote, “Krishna is a great God. Do you know about
that faith?”

She said, “No.” | explained that to have devotion and faith one has to have
knowledge and understanding. She agreed with her lovely smile and got busy
erasing the chalkboard.

Tian was allowed to join the community college with the condition that she
had to pass the English/Math SAT for special students. We worked very hard. We
often used to get help and encouragements from Ms. Kathleen of the Literacy
council. Tian was totally dedicated but overwhelmed with all other subjects she had
to study. So many times after a long session | would prepare to leave while she
would come up with questions like, “Why do you have to leave?”” I would write, “I
have to go home and cook for my husband.” Then she would get up and give me a
hug wishing me a good evening.
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| was impressed when she showed me her drawings. After seeing her talent,
| always encouraged her to take more courses related to Graphic Design. But before
that she had to pass several other subjects. She had to write a five-page essay. | had
written essays a long time ago so we both had to learn “how to write an essay!” At
the same time she prepared for the SAT test. She and her family were disappointed
with the result because she had passed the Math part but failed the English part. Her
counselor at the community college was tough but still let her continue with the
second semester. She was going through some serious family crisis but Tian was
very focused on her studies, thanks to her parents.

She used to attend the regular student classes with an assigned interpreter.
She finished two years and received an AA degree from the community college
with lots of hard work wrapped with tears of trouble and joy.

Tian had many friends and shared her stories of many birthdays and
Christmases with me. She had some special friends. One day she sent me an email,
“Please will you tutor my friend Teddy also?”

Teddy was also hearing impaired and was to get a cochlear implant soon.
He had recently enrolled at the community college.

Before | met Teddy, | ran into Kathleen in the hallway of the LC Office.
Kathleen said, “I met them. You should see how Tian’s face lights up in her friend’s
presence.”

He seemed like a confident young man. We three started different ways of
communicating, but the funny thing was whenever Tian did not understand me she
would turn to Teddy for explanation. I was amused by her style because she had
been with me for almost three years and Teddy had just started. They would get into
their sign language game and forget the rest of the world. I had to tell them, “You
both studying at the same time with me will not work.”

Anyway, Tian took classes at three different campuses. | continued tutoring
Teddy at the office and Tian at one of the campuses.

The first important thing that happened to Tian was going to the college.
The other big milestone was she got her driver’s license. She sent me the email,
“Dear Mrs. Saryu, | have good news that | have passed my road test. | am so happy
about that. As you said, | will have to be alert at every moment while I am driving.
| am so glad that you would pray for me to be safe.”
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One day the phone rang and the operator said,” You have a relay call from
Tian.” | had never heard of that before. The operator explained to me that a relay
call is a special service provided for deaf, hearing impaired or speech impaired
people. They are provided with a device; the customer types the message, and the
operator reads it to the listener and in return the operator types what was told to her
for the customer.

In her third and fourth years of college, Tian got too busy to meet me
regularly. So she used to send her work for correction via e-mail. ~ The first time
she was planning to send me an essay, this is what she wrote, “Hello Mrs. Saryu. |
will let you correct my essay. | have worked hard. You send it back as soon as you
can.”

I replied, “Dear Tian, this is not a correct way to request a favor; try again.”
Whenever, | pointed out the proper way to do things, | had noticed Tian followed
with the right attitude.

That whole semester she sent me her work many times via e-mail. | adopted a
method to correct it with capital letters and with brackets and sent it back. That
method has worked for both the students. As time went by, | could see the
improvement in her writing skill. From the first day, after checking her written
paragraphs, | had told her, “Write short and correct sentences, and do not repeat
your thoughts.”

After every trip to Malaysia, her English skill would suffer. She wrote to me
after one of those trips,

“Mrs. Saryu, | just got back here already. | will be wanting to study English
with you if I can. Right now my schedules are tighting and conflict.”.... | corrected
that long letter and sent it back.

Our correspondence continued and soon after her college classes resumed, |
received this letter. | am sharing a small part of it,

“Dear Mrs. Saryu,

Good evening to you. | have been so busy doing my schoolwork. Sometimes,
| feel so overwhelmed about too much homework. At least, | am so grateful that my
hearing friends help me with it. I’ve missed you so much.” It was a well thought out
very nicely written letter.
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Every year my husband and | take a long trip to places like Red Wood
forest, Yellowstone, and Niagara Falls. | would assign Tian to look up those places
describing our tour routes. Upon my return, | would talk about the places with
pictures.

When Hurricane RITA came, she and her family fled to Dallas. She kept on
sending the messages about the hardship they were going through. At one point she
wrote,” | hate this Hurricane. I can’t wait to go back home and sleep in my own
bed.” She was reflecting the sentiment of so many people.

Tian was taking The History of Graphic Design class in the fall semester of
2005, with three other classes. She had to drive far for the classes. She explained
how she could manage to study in the regular classroom.

She wrote, “I have the CART service which means that an interpreter types
down on the CART for me what the professor has said so | can read on the laptop. |
prefer this to the American Sign Language.”

One day | wrote down detailed directions to my home. | was very worried.
“How would she call if she got lost or her car broke down!” Well, she showed up at
my door without any problem. After that she did not find time to come for several
weeks.

It was a cold dark Saturday night, one week before Thanksgiving. We had
just finished our dinner. The doorbell rang, and to my surprise Tian was there
holding a load of papers and books. She had come to my house only once before in
daylight. We could not believe that she made it at nighttime to our house, which is
not easy to find. She explained to me by talking, writing and with signs that she had
to give ten minutes presentation in her classroom. She had to prepare the index
cards and slides, and her teacher would help her with the reading part. We spread all
the papers and books on the dining room table. She had done basic research about
the subject. She had selected to write about the famous Russian Graphic Designer
E. Lissinsky. We spent more than two hours reading, writing and deciding about
slides. She said she would finish during the Thanksgiving holidays and would show
me. At about ten o’clock, before leaving she admired my husband’s paintings. We
both felt that Tian is someone special!
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| waited for her to show up with the final draft of her presentation. Three
weeks had passed, and one Tuesday at five-thirty she came running. She had only
finished the first page. She had to leave at six-fifteen to pick up her mother. |
looked at her work and helped to put it in some order. But finally I had to say, “This
IS too late. Now you are on your own.”

She gave me a hug before leaving and said, “I will stay up the whole night
and will finish it.”

In two days I received an email saying, “I stayed up the whole night to finish
my presentation. My teacher praised my work, and | got an A for that. The next
time I will show more discipline.” | was happily surprised. For her final grades she
did not do that well, but she passed all the subjects.

| had asked her to come during the Christmas holidays to talk about some of
the things other than her schoolwork. As a typical youth, | did not want her to forget
the care and concern her parents were offering. She exchanged the gifts. | gave her
a card, which said, Treat your family BEST,

Treat your friends BETTER,
Treat the world GOOD.

She understood what | was trying to tell her. | told her that | was very proud
of her, and her progress was the best gift of all. Her graduation was one and half
years away, but she invited me anyway, and | accepted.

From then on, she was very comfortable coming to my house. Whenever the
doorbell chimed unexpectedly, we knew “Tian is here!” During holidays she
diligently read about Helen Keller, Princess Diana and JFK. She wrote pages about
Helen Keller and JFK but forgot the rules of writing an essay. | was frustrated. |
reminded her about the rules of Timeline and explained the best way | could and
asked her to rewrite the essays.

The spring semester of 2006 started, and there was a lot of pressure on Tian.
One thing she was very excited about was her new red car! She kept on sending
messages that she would stop by, but she could not until the end of February.

Tian continued on with her surprise visits. One afternoon she showed up carrying
half a dozen books and her heavy file. | told her,” I have only one hour; then I will
have to go to the Women’s Center training workshop.” We set to work and prepared
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her resume, selected one novel by Virginia Woolf and designed business cards. |
had to run when my husband reminded me of the time! The next day there was a
long sweet letter on my email saying her teacher liked the work and she would
come on Wednesday or Thursday. Lucky for her that most of the time she caught
me at home.

| did not see Tian for the whole month of March while | was busy with my
daughter’s wedding. After | sent her a message, she came to see me a week before
her finals. The book report, her portfolio, all her other assignments were due. Her
instructor had returned her book report with many discouraging notes, which were
justified. The following year she might be graduating as a Graphic Designer. We
all felt somewhat frustrated.

She was applying for a scholarship. | prepared a recommendation letter which
said, “I have tutored several students but I have not seen anyone else as hard
working and focused as Tian, all through her family and financial crises. She is
dedicated to her education.”

She needed to be more organized. As a parent I could understand her family’s
concerns about her driving home late at nights.

I said, “It is dangerous to be on the road at late hours in the night.”

Her question made me laugh. Innocently she asked me, “How do you know?” |
did not want to say-because your parents say so....

I said, “I read in the papers.” I had to relay some stories.

She agreed, but I didn’t know how much she would put into practice.

Somehow she completed her portfolio and received good response. She
showed up at 8:30 p.m. on one Thursday night, when | had just comfortably settled
down to watch my favorite show. She also sat and enjoyed my Indian show, reading
the subtitles. We worked till ten-thirty. Due to the good report of her portfolio, she
was in a cheerful mood. She went to my calendar on the wall and wrote under 25th
of May, “Tian’s birthday. She will be 23 years old.”

It was Tuesday in the week of her final exams. Her father called and said
Tian had come home about 5a.m. the previous night and last night she did not come
home. | was frantic with worries. | informed him that she had to submit one more
paper on the following Friday, so she must be busy working on that, but WHERE? |
sent her an urgent email message. The whole day passed but no news. Hesitantly, |
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called her father in the evening, and he told me that she had called. Now | was upset
with her. The next day her message came telling me to calm down! | could not
believe that she could be so irresponsible. Her email said that she was looking
forward to her birthday party with her hearing and hearing-impaired friends.

Again her whole family went to Malaysia for the summer. During summer
we had a couple of email exchanges. I wasn’t very surprised when in the second
week of August I received her email. She was very happy to be back in the United
States. Her family had to go through the strict security checks after the latest August
2006 threats. This time her English had not suffered after the long summer visit.

She wrote, “Hello Saryu, I want to let you know that [ got back home
from Malaysia yesterday, Thursday night at 11:00 p.m. [ was exhausted
because of jet lag. | hardly slept because of different times. I will be visiting you
at your house as soon as possible. HCC opens on August 28th, 2006. [ will have
to register for five courses soon. My summer vacation was great. [ went to visit
my cousins and relatives. I enjoyed spending more time with my older cousin.
That was fun. We went to the movies, beach, shop, and somewhere in Port
Dickson (PD) in Malaysia. What did you do for the past summertime? Tell me
about it, Mrs.Saryu. The TSA was very strict that we had to throw away the
beverages, shampoos, etc. See you soon! Tian.”

This year’s tone was quite different from all previous years. She used to
feel that her cousins were not treating her right .Maybe this was a good sign
that now she is self-confident and wiser.

Friday 7.30 p.m., the doorbell rang. There she was smiling and hugging me.
The fall semester had already started, and she was carrying around heavy stacks of
papers and books. She excitedly handed me a gift. | was able to understand that she
had gone to Singapore during her trip to Malaysia and got these earrings from there.
| put them on to show her. She had signed up for four classes. She was taking ballet
dance again. Interesting!

She said, “I will have to take one more class in spring semester, and I will
graduate in July 2007!!!”
She wrote, “It is difficult to look at the professor, pay attention to the Interpreter
and later read what she had written on my laptop.”
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Before she left, | wrote down three suggestions in her notebook.

1. Bring your GPA higher, which is absolutely necessary in finding a good job.

2. Try your best not to stay out late at the nighttime, and if you do, let your
family know.

3. Get organized.

After a few days, the doorbell rang at 10 o’clock at night. Tian was ready to
walk in as soon | opened the door. But | was annoyed for two reasons: one that it
was late and second, she was staying out so late in spite of my strong
recommendation.

For the first time I said, “No Tian! It is very late; you go home.” She was
surprised, but without any complaint, she hugged me and left.

Then the following Friday, she came at about three o’clock in the afternoon,
and I was helping her till six. When I wrote, “Tian, | am tired.” She, being a young
lady, could not realize that I can get tired! She said, “Thank you,” and gathered her
things and left.

This year we took a trip to Colorado in the month of October. When Tian
came that Sunday evening, she did not have time to say, “Hello.” I was talking to a
guest. Tian went straight to the dining table, sat down and started writing. So, like
every year, we did not talk about my trip. The subject of communication seemed
quite difficult for her. So | suggested repeating it next year but she was inclined to
finish this year. | asked her to read the chapter while I finished cooking my dinner.
The book was well written, but she had problems following the concept.

The following Sunday, around six in the evening I was telling myself, “I
better start straightening out the kitchen and start dinner.” I put away the book I was
reading and started some work in the kitchen. The doorbell rang, and there she was
with a smile asking me, “How are you?” We started on her multiple choice
questions homework. She just wanted me to check her answers. It was close to
seven-thirty so, I told her to go home. She wrote, “I have to write my report about
the ballet. Can I sit and write? You come back after cooking and please correct it!”
She wrote seven pages about the ballet “Emerging.” The previous Saturday she had
gone to see that ballet as a part of her homework. She was thrilled to watch and also
to hear the music. With the cochlea’s aid, she could hear the orchestra. —She
enjoyed the sweet name “Rasagoola” offered by my husband, Dilip.

Lately Tian showed up on Sunday afternoons. It was October 22, 2006,
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our Hindu’s Diwali-New Years day. | was planning to go to an Indian classical
music concert. It turned out to be good for Tian that | did not go. My husband was
quite amused when he saw Tian’s red car pulled up in front of our house. He said,
“Now I know what made you stay home. She shows up without calling but she has
yet to miss you.”

After her last visit, I had sent her a message. It said, “Early to bed and early
to rise makes Tian wonderful. Please set your alarm clock 12 minutes earlier and
start your day with a peaceful and pleasant smile.” I was curious to know if she had
implemented any of my suggestions! But we got so busy | forgot all about it. After
more than two hours, | positively had to coax her to gather her papers and hugged
her goodbye.

It was December 2006 and the last three weeks of her Fall Semester. Tian
sent me an email about her instructor. | had seen her comments about Tian’s earlier
work. The teacher had complimented Tian about her total work and her getting
good passing grades.

She wrote,” I was worried in the beginning that you would not be able to
complete this course. You have worked hard, and you have done it.” With that
happy note she sent me several pages to correct. | received that report in the
evening, and my husband suggested, “You better finish that first; I will wait.” I was
glad | did that because next day early Saturday morning | got a relay call from her
inquiring about it. She had to finalize and prepare the power points.

The next email that came was sheer joy. She wrote, “I have secured two A’s
and two B’s and one C. I will be able to graduate in July 2007.” Her GPA was very
decent. I wrote back, “I feel like I am also graduating!”

The holiday wishes included her desire to come by to see me, but she never
showed up. In January | got an invitation from the Literacy office for the annual
volunteer appreciation brunch. | started thinking that this is a perfect time for Tian
to express her appreciation to the teachers and to the Literacy staff. | suggested her
name as the student speaker to Ms. Kathleen. She liked the idea very much. | sent
the email to Tian and explained that if she agreed to come that it would involve a
short speech and two hours of fun time on the third Saturday in February. She
agreed to come. So her name was printed on the program list.

It was a day before the event. Tian had not stopped by or sent an email
of her speech. Ms. Kathleen and | were concerned. Right after my class,
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Ms. Kathleen inquired about Tian. | was embarrassed to say, “I haven’t seen her
draft.” I called my husband and he told me that Tian had called and she would stop
by that afternoon. She came prepared. | showed her my introduction. | rewrote her
speech, and we were excited about the next day.

The event was held at a nice country club. Tian enjoyed the food and the
attention very much. When | read her speech and she expressed in signs, my friend
Dorothy and Ms.Kathleen were thrilled by the presentation. This event was very
necessary for her parents to see Tian as a mature individual. I could recognize the
nervousness of her parents, when Tian announced that she wanted to move to
Dallas for further study.

Our picture came out in the newspaper. | felt good that | was an instrument
to be there to make a change in someone’s life. People were impressed that I
continued to help Tian for so many years and | was impressed that Tian asked for
my help. She was looking forward to graduate in about five months, July 2007, with
a major in Graphic Design. That was five years ago and now seems like a naive

dream come true.
SARYU: introduced TIAN.

“Good morning!

[ received a message from our Mrs.Peggy, “Saryu, I want you to meet
this delightful young lady. I hope that you have time to tutor her.” That was more
than five years ago. She had graduated from high school and needed to improve her
English to go to college. Miss Lynn, who is a speech therapist, Tian and | started
this difficult journey with a lot of patience and persistence. Our tutoring has
continued at the Literacy Office, at the campus and at my house. Whenever the
doorbell chimes unexpectedly, my husband says, “Here is your Tian!” The tutoring
has covered not only English but many other subjects. Her parents’ support and
Tian’s hard work are exceptional.

In her first writing sample she wrote, ” I will become a doctor or a nurse
or maybe a Graphic Designer.”
Wow! that seemed like a naive dream, but | am proud to say that this delightful
young lady will be graduating from the University of Houston in July 2007,
Graphic Design as her major, in spite of her physical challenges.
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Here is Miss Tian Ong.” | will read and Tian will sign.
“Hello everyone. I am Tian Ong.
| started coming to Literacy Council when | was 18 years old. There | met
my wonderful tutor Mrs. Saryu Parikh for the first time. | was introduced to Mrs.
Lynn the next week. | saw many students trying to learn English and so many kind
teachers were helping them.

After a few months with my teachers, | was ready enough to be admitted to
the community college. With their help and my family’s support, I have been
stronger and successful. All these years, Mrs. Saryu says, she has learned a lot from
me. The real reason; she has helped me with many college classes. She is so
awesome.

| do know that I will have to use sign language for the rest of my life since |

am hearing and speech impaired. | appreciate Mrs. Lynn’s help. I would not have
accomplished much without Literacy Council’s help. I want to thank my parents,
my tutors and Miss Kathleen. | feel very proud and honored to be here. I plan to
improve my skills all my life. | encourage other students to see what one can do
with the support of the kind
helping hands.
Thank you........

There were tears of joy all around us.

b2/

Epilogue:
* April 2007, the day before Tian’s Graduation day, the doorbell rang and Tian showed up to
invite me for the graduation ceremony. She was just confirmed to be successfully completing all
the required courses.
* | was glad to see her email in July 2007.

“Hello Saryu, How are you doing? | am doing fine. [ am sorry that I haven't had time to
visit you before I left for Malaysia. I will be back in the USA around August 10, 2007. I want
to let you know about my good NEWS.....I got accepted by Texas Women's University
(TWU), so I will be studying graphic design to get a bachelor of arts (BA). [ will be gone to
study there for 3 years in Denton, Texas. | will miss you, and I will try to see you before |
leave for TWU. Miss you lots, Tian.”

* Last year Tian came to see us with her boyfriend Max.
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* We had a pleasant surprise, an email Date: Sunday, May 16, 2010, 3:09 AM

“Hi Mrs. Saryu,

| am on a short break time for a nice vacation in Austin, Texas. We have arrived
here last Friday night. | am at the hotel with my fiancé, Max. | would like to visit you at
your house. | hope you do receive this e-mail and | always think of you and miss you.
| am getting tired and | should go to bed. Have a good night!

Love, Tian”

They both came. After three and half hours and about fifty pictures they left. | was
deeply impressed with Max. He had moved near Dallas so they could meet on weekends. Tian
will graduate in Graphic Design next year, and they want to move to Houston, near their
parents. Still she is full of ideas. At one point she asked for my opinion about becoming a
professional photographer after she is finished at Denton!

Life goes on. Let’s see what future brings to Tian!
December 14, 2010, 12:41 PM

Hi Saryu,
How are you? | am soon taking my final exam tonight at 6pm. I inform you that I am going to graduate this
Friday, Dec. 17, 2010, at 10am. | am so excited about graduating this Friday. :)

I wish you could come to see me at my graduation ceremony this Friday, Dec. 17, 2010, at 10am. |
understood that you told me and Max so earlier back then in Austin, TX, that you could not make it, except
you would make it to attend for our future wedding. :) That's ok. I miss you a lot, Mrs. Saryu. Have a good
day! Your loving student,

Tian graduated, BS. Graphic Design and Dance. TWU, Denton, Texas. December. 2010.

Dear Tian,

Congratulation.

[ am very happy for you and proud of you.
Slow and steady wins the race.

[ wish you well in your life.

As you have held our helping hands,

[ am sure

you will extend your helping hand to others.

I am always here for you. Your loving teacher,

Mrs.Saryu Parikh
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Her Dry Tears-a true story

While living in Houston, | was invited to be a Board member for a
volunteer domestic violence organization. That week | was monitoring calls. In
the middle of the afternoon, | got a call from a far-away state. The lady said she had
a niece named Reema in India whose five-year-old daughter and husband were
living in the Houston area. Two years prior, they had all gone to India for a short
visit, and Reema was tricked into staying in India while her in-laws brought her
child back to the U.S. She was left without her passport so she could not re-enter
the United States.

The situation seemed beyond the capacity of our small nonprofit
organization. Reema’s aunt kept on calling me, saying that we were her last hope.
By that time, Reema had secured her passport and she was ready to come to
Houston. | presented her case to the Board and we accepted her as our client. As a
volunteer this was such a new experience for me.

Reema came to Houston with her aunt, Monabua, and | went to see them.
Reema was quiet, somewhat dull. She was 32-years-old and had education as a
pharmacist in India. | became very hopeful with the idea that we could help her to
get her license as a pharmacist to work in the U.S. They both did not share my
enthusiasm. | was unsure as to why at the time. Monabua arranged a meeting with
Reema’s husband. They all sat down together for all of ten minutes. It was very
clear that he wanted a divorce and she wanted to see her child. Monabua hired a
lawyer before she went back to her home state.

Reema was left in my care. I managed to get her a place in the Women’s
shelter. | started hearing about her inability to follow simple rules.
| would get calls from her from all over town saying she missed her ride. | felt sorry
for her for getting into these troubles because of her lack of attention. | got her all
the necessary materials to study for her pharmacy exam, but | never saw her open a
single book. She had some excuse every time. After two weeks | talked to a
manager in a chain store, and out of her kindness she gave Reema a job. The next
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step was to find her an apartment, for which our organization would initially pay the
rent. Fortunately, | saw an advertisement for a room to rent in the house of a
divorced young mother with a baby. Meanwhile, I tried to talk to Reema’s husband,
but he would only politely give me his lawyer’s number.

She did not have transportation, so my duty was to drive her around.
Her attitude and lack of efficiency were frustrating. On the first day of work my
husband Dilip and | both went to pick her up early in the morning, but she had
overslept. But we were glad that now she had a job. I thought that she should have
a car.

In my neighborhood, | spotted a car for sale, and the owners were
kind enough to reduce the price. | proposed to the Board that we loan her the money
which she may pay back. There was disagreement about this unprecedented help to
the victim. After a lot of discussion, Reema got that money. | got used to the phone
ringing early in the morning with questions like, “Where are my car keys?” | would
tell her to look in her heavily-loaded purse again. One night at eleven o’clock she
called after work saying, “My car does not start.” After some questions I asked her
to check the gear, which had been in Drive.

She was depressed most of the time, so | got her a psychiatrist to help
her. Depression is a vicious cycle of cause and effect. | felt compassion
for all parties involved. Her actions made me realize that how important it is to have
a functional brain, common sense, and intelligence to get us through difficult
situations.

By court order, the day of meeting with her daughter had arrived. She
dressed up nicely and took some toys with her. The meeting place, a mall, was one
hour away and this was the first time | was to meet her husband. To be safe, Dilip
drove us there.

The little girl was not ready to let go of her father’s hand. She was gently
forced to sit near her mother while the father sat nearby so she could see him.
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The child had to spend one hour with her mother. She was in tears and all she talked
about was her dad. Reema took her around for a little walk and when they came
back, the child was all smiles at seeing her father. Reema later told us that it was the
only time she saw her smile. In following visits she remained distant from Reema.

Reema was managing her life with lots of help from us. After about six
months, the court decision was to give custody of the child to her father with
visiting options for Reema. She got some money, but she had to pay child support.
She had lived in Houston as a married woman for two years but no one came
forward to say that she was a capable mother. She told me often that no one cared
for her except me.

She was then let go from her job. She moved back to the shelter. On
moving day | had told her to pack her things so I could help her to load at three
o’clock. When I arrived, she was running in circles, doing many things and
accomplishing very little. We loaded things as they were and | told her that at the
shelter she would have plenty of time to sort things out. | talked to her aunt and we
both felt that she had to live with some family members. She just wasn’t able to
function on her own. She did not want to go back to live with her widowed mother
in India.

Reema ended up moving to her aunt’s home hundreds of miles away.
She left some important papers in her car, which she had parked at our home. When
| opened the car door, | found it was full of junk. So day by day | had to empty the
car to prepare it for sale. The car was sold, and to be kind to her | gave her the
money. She had been oblivious to the fact that it was the organization that had
bought her the car! After my explanation, she thanked the organization properly.

She had to come for the scheduled meetings to visit her child, but
the trips were too expensive for her. | suggested that she go back to India and be
someone of whom a daughter could be proud. After a year or so, | received a phone
call. “Saryu! I miss you. I am going to India.
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I don’t know what will be next! Thank you very much for giving me a chance to see
my child again.”

She was a victim of her own attitude and in turn she became victim
of her own people. Her emotions were still behind her dry tears. An organization
can help but the success of a survivor depends upon her own instinct and
intelligence. We don’t know, with a better support system in the society, Reema
may not had been separated from her child.

Her Dry Tears

In the dark corner with ghosts
| paid a heavy depression cost;
God gave me a sweet angel
and her to you, | simply lost.

Some kind people do care,
But relation is a two-way affair;
| feel barren, dull within,
Have nothing much to share.

They say my tasks are all undone,
But | have been busy, overwhelmed,;
| saw good fortune dance away
Leaned on someone else’s sway.

My life is thick layers of cloud
| fall and fall, no one to hold;
| hope and pray a spark in this night,
may ignite the dim internal light.
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It Was Meant To Be.....

It was February 5, 2005. | was attending my seventh annual
“Appreciation Lunch” for volunteers, organized by the Literacy Council of Fort
Bend in Texas. We had a guest speaker, Mr. Michael Biasini. He was relating his
life story, “Overcoming Obstacles,” which could be found in Chicken Soup for the
Soul — 6™ Edition. At the end of his emotional presentation, he announced, “I want
to give this book to the person whose Birthday 1is closest to today.” My birthday
happened to be on the 6™, and in my birth-place India, it was already the 6". So
Mr. Biasini presented to me an autographed copy of Chicken Soup for the Soul. |
read a few stories and put it away on the bookshelf.

In the next few months, | thought several times about stopping by my
neighborhood nursing home. My natural helping aptitude was urging me to do some
volunteer work with the elderly residents. Finally, one day in April | went in and
inquired. The receptionist was busy doing several things and made me wait for a
while. When | expressed an interest in reading to the seniors, she seemed a bit
uncertain, but she gave me a contact name and number. After a few attempts over
the next few days, | did get hold of that person. Very quickly she told me to “come
at 2 p.m. on Monday.”

When | arrived at the home the following Monday, | was received by a
young man who led me to a room full of elderly people, most of whom were
stricken with Alzheimer’s. He was setting up a movie to show the residents that
they had already seen. He said most of the patients did not watch the movie the first
time, and those who did, forget it quickly. | was there for about half an hour, but I
could not connect with anybody. “What am I doing here?” I asked myself.
| decided to leave, but on my way out | ran into the lady in charge. Somehow |
heard myself telling her, “I will come back on Friday.” Friday came and I was
struggling with myself as to whether | should go back or just forget the whole thing!
In the early morning | decided that | would go one more time, and if
someone is waiting for me, | would find that person.
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| entered the home and saw an elderly resident sat there enjoying “The
Price is Right” on television. I proceeded to walk to the same room that had been
filled with residents on Monday, so that | might find that same young man. | waited
around for what seemed like a long time, observing all those patients being helped
by the employees, lost in their own worlds. I thought, “That’s it, I tried. I cannot be
of any use here!”

Coming back to the reception area, | noticed that same elderly lady still
sitting near the television with her walker in front of her. | sat next to her and
introduced myself to her. She said her name was Helen. She turned out to be very
alert and talkative. She knew all about current news events and seemed very smart.
She said she enjoyed listening to the television since her eyesight had deteriorated. |
told her I would love to come and read to her if she would like! She was totally
delighted to hear that. When she found out that | am from India, she excitedly said,
“Oh, I know some good Indian people. I like Indian food, especially the “naan-
bread.” She said her friend Nell would also want to join us. | promised her that |
will come back to read to them twice a week. | walked out of that nursing home
with a smile on my face. | realized in my heart that Helen was waiting for me to
come. It was meant to be.....

| started planning — what should I read to these ladies! May be some
magazine? All of a sudden | remembered THAT book. | was sure that these ladies
would like to listen to real-life stories. So our first reading session started with
“Overcoming Obstacles” from the book Chicken Soup for the Soul. I decided to
read to the ladies on Monday and Friday mornings for one hour. That first Friday |
went looking for Ms. Helen in her room. She was rushing to meet me. She said she
was a little late but next time she would be ready
and waiting in the front dining room. From then on she kept her word.

Most of the time, she would be accompanied by her friend
Ms. Nell. She was a delicate, quiet lady. She loved to read books. She had a little
difficulty with her hearing, but she was happy that | was going to read to them. She
was eighty-nine years young, one year older than Ms. Helen and forty years senior
to me. They both made me feel young, saying, “Oh, you have many years ahead of
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you.” Ms. Nell was raised on a farm and had worked very hard all her life. Even
now in the nursing home she had signed up to help other residents. Ms. Helen
would say about her, “Isn’t she a pretty thing! She used to be a model in her
younger days.” Upon my inquiries she told me that she used to model clothes for
some stores. She was delighted to talk about her
lovely daughter, grandchildren and her newborn great-grandchild.

Ms.Helen had worked in a bank. She had lived all her life in upstate New
York and recently moved to Houston to be near her children. She would say,
“Wherever you live, you have to like it. I like it here.” She was sharp. Whenever |
stumbled upon any word, she would promptly give me the meaning of it. She
always carried a Bingo game board with her, and as soon as they sat at the table,
the game would start. Lately she had a hard time differentiating the dots, so Ms.
Nell would help. When | used to bring the naan - the Indian bread —
very lovingly she would thank me and share it with whoever was bold enough to try
it. Ms. Helen and Ms. Nell valued their friendship dearly.

One day we talked about cremation and burial customs. | told them about
our Hindu customs. Ms. Helen said, “A long time ago I had decided to be cremated
and have my ashes buried next to my husband in New York State. I don’t want to
trouble my children with having to send my body all the way over there,” I was
surprised at her clear thinking and her unorthodox attitude. She was so curious to
discuss and know about other religions. | would many times read from TIME about
the current events and world peace, with enthusiastic participation by the ladies.

One day, Ms.Nell seemed very nervous. She very quietly listened to a story
for a while, and then said, “I won’t be here next Monday. The doctor examined my
ears and told me to go to his office for some procedure to clean them. He said it will
be simple, but I am afraid.” I told her, “Give me your hands.” She put her delicate
hands on the table. I held them gently and looking into her eyes told her, “You will
be all right.” With teary eyes she nodded her head.
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The following Friday, when | walked into the dining room, Ms.Nell was all
smiles! Excitedly, she told me, “Oh, the procedure did not hurt me and now I can
hear so much better.” Our reading sessions continued twice a week.

Ms. Ever started joining us on a regular basis, but there were times she had
to leave to help her younger invalid sister. Once, when | was reading a story about a
cancer patient, she told us about losing a son to cancer. Accepting this God-given
situation was one way for her to achieve peace of mind. Once in a while, some
other residents would come and park their wheelchairs next to our table and share
their life stories. Often, some of the ladies would be getting manicures by one of the
employees during my readings.

One day, I was invited to join a cake party. I came upon one Alzheimer’s
patient who was from my country, speaking only in my mother tongue, Guijarati. |
sat there holding her hand while she continuously recited a nursery rhyme. It made
me feel so humble to realize that the mightiest organ in my body is my brain, and it
Is so fragile. One day, these people were productive members of the society. Today,
they cannot even remember their own names. One lady in another wheelchair was
not able to wipe her own mouth, and she was grumbling, “I have to find an
apartment — will you help me?”

It was the month of July, and Ms. Helen was looking forward to a trip to
attend her granddaughter’s wedding. She returned, very happy from that family
reunion. As | listened to her stories, | could see that a positive attitude prevailed in
her everyday life. She said, “Everything was so nice, I enjoyed myself.” I never
heard any complaints from her.

Months passed by. | also started to read other novels to the residents. But |
think that | had received the gift of Chicken Soup for the Soul for the purpose of
reading it to these ladies. And | feel their love when very affectionately they ask
me, “Now which story are you going to read to wus today?”
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S The Gold Fish

“Wow, what a beautiful fish
pendant you have!
From where did you get it?”

Every time | wear this pendant, this curious question brings a smile
to my face, carried on the gentle breeze of sweet memories.

When my children were little, | started selling Avon products in
Placentia, California. One evening | stopped by at the home of Margret Kyling.
This pleasant lady invited me in and very happily placed an order for a few
things. After that, our visits every other week became a welcome routine. She
wanted me to spell her name “Margret” and not “Margaret.” She would
always place her new Avon purchases into a cabinet. Later on | would witness
her generosity many times over. She used to take two or three pieces out,
without any hesitation about the price of those items, and would happily give
them to visiting guests. When we had known her less than a year, | took my
sister-in-law to meet her. Margret welcomed her very lovingly and gave her
two beautiful gifts, which Didi cherished for many years.

With the passing years we experienced her kindness on so many
special days like birthdays and Christmases. One time was exceptional — after
our son Samir was born. She came over to see the baby with a large bouquet of
roses from her garden and a huge carton of about twenty boxes of diapers. As
young parents, this was the nicest surprise we received.
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After years of struggle in her youth, Margret had moved from her
homeland of Germany. She valued the safe and wonderful lifestyle that she
discovered in America. Margret and her husband Ben had two white, gentle
dogs. She had a steady job as an accountant and she kept her home beautiful.
She did not have children, but she became like a Godmother to my children
and showered her affection upon us.

My children got to know Margret for about six years. After that, we
moved away and eventually Margret retired and moved to Hemet, California.
We lost touch.

And time flew by. Dilip got a job with AT&T Bell Labs, and we
moved to Orlando, Florida. Sangita and Samir were in college and | started
working. Once in a while some reminder of Margret would pop up and we
would lovingly talk about her.

One day, after almost thirteen years had passed, | thought, “For old
times’ sake, let me try to find Margret!” I inquired for her phone number in
Hemet, California, and | was pleasantly surprised when the operator gave me
her number. But | was hesitant to call. I was thinking that she would be close
to eighty years old and may not remember me. It may be awkward. But |
decided to give it a try.

“Hello, Margret,” I spoke into the phone after hearing a sweet Hello.
“You may not remember me, but years ago, we lived in Placentia—.”

“Is this Saryu calling?” she responded.

| was speechless for a few moments, overwhelmed with my emotions.
| could not believe that she remembered me!
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We talked for a long time. She was all alone, living in a mobile home
community. Her husband Ben had passed away several years before, and she
missed him terribly. I had met one young German couple at her house, and
they were like her family. When | inquired about them, she regretfully told me
that they both had died in their private airplane crash. Unfortunately,
Margret herself had suffered a stroke. She was blind in one eye and had many
other medical problems. But her good nature had prevailed. She said a good
friend was helping her, and she was happy.

After that, every time we talked | hardly heard her complain. She was
always very interested in hearing about my children’s lives, just as a
grandmother would! We were very happy to reconnect with her.

About 8 years ago, Samir was in law school and had an opportunity
for a summer job in Los Angeles. On his trip there, | accompanied him, and we
decided to see Margret in Hemet. Samir selected a big flower bouquet for her.
She was thrilled to see us. She introduced us to her neighbors and friends as if
we were her family. She could not take her eyes off of the six-foot tall Samir’s
smiling face. “Wow! Look at him. Isn’t he a handsome young man? He’s all
grown up!”

After that, Samir continued to visit Margret, never without flowers.
He sent her flowers or fruit baskets on her birthdays. We also made sure that
she may not have financial difficulties.

The last time we met, | showed her my goldfish pendant. I asked her,
“Do you remember when you gave me this?” With age and time her memory
was cloudy, so | told her the story.

One day, when | had been visiting Margret on an Avon sale, we had

been talking about something that made her realize that my birthday was the
following day. She had told me to wait, while she ran into her house. She had
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returned with the goldfish pendant and had placed it in my hand, kindly
closing my fingers over it. It had surprised me to see the Aquarian symbol, my
birth sign! She had said that her husband Ben was also born in February. She
had held my hand for a moment warm, saying, “But it was meant for you.”

Upon this refreshed memory, her face blossomed with a smile like a
white rose.

She said, “Saryu, at that time I did not want to tell you the somber
story behind this pendant, but today | will. | was a teenager during the war,
and my sister and | were staying with my aunt. Right before we were to escape
and leave the country, my aunt hugged me for the last time and gave me this
pendant. | was afraid that if | put it in my bag, it could be snatched away, so |
held onto this pendant tightly in my hand. I am glad to see that it is in good
hands today.”

Margret recently passed on. Her sweet memories fill our hearts. The
unconditional love she shared with us was gladly reciprocated when she
needed it most.

comment from a stranger:>>. Rosemary | February 22,2010 at 11:51 pm

| have lost my parents and was/am going through their things. My parents were very close to
Margret for many years. They used to work together. | came upon a letter | wrote to margret
but it was returned to me. | wondered if she was still alive and tried to find her phone number
but sadly your letter says no. | grew up in Calif. and considered Margret and Ben my adopted
per say aunt and uncle as we had no other family. | knew of the other German couple and
used to play with their girl. What a shock and surprise to google your letter, | had to respond.
........Sincerely, rosemary

Reply

™

Dear Rosemary, It is a pleasant surprise to be connected through this story. Margaret
must be smiling.... Saryu
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Turn Around
Deepika became Shona

I had been a volunteer for a domestic violence organization for many
years when one day I received a call requesting help from a young,
educated Indian woman. She was calling from a women'’s shelter where
she had been staying for the last three months with her five-year-old son.

She was a petite, smart-looking young woman. But her face carried
lines of worry. She said, “I told you that my name is Shona, but my given
name is Deepika.”

She was from a prestigious family in Mumbai. When she had met her
husband, he was 30 and she was only 18 and had just finished her first
year of college. As a teenager she had big dreams and was rebellious.
When she was given the opportunity to go to America, she forgot that she
was a Hindu and he was a Muslim. She thought that she was in love and
ignored all the warning signs. They lied about her age and used several
other tricks to get her visa. Deepika came to the USA and closed all doors
behind her in India. She became Shona. In very short time, she realized
that she was all alone in this strange country and totally dependent on
her controlling husband. She had no college education and no work
permit.

With tears in her eyes, she said, “My family was so ashamed. They
told people that I had gone to the USA for studies.” She regretted the
secrets and lies of her teenage time.

Her husband worked in an automobile garage. Shona was working in
a gift shop. She had a good relationship with the owner of the shop and
did her job well. But her husband had become abusive. Two years after
their marriage, she gave birth to a son. The rough treatment from her
husband was hard on her. One time she had to call the police. The
situation had become unbearable at home, so she had taken this
desperate step of moving to the shelter.

The stay at the shelter was restricted to one month, but extensions
depended on many factors.
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When she came to see me, she had just been informed that she
needed to move out of the women's shelter. She was studying at the local
community college to be a nurse’s assistant, and her ultimate goal was to
become a nurse.

Her friend with similar experience guided her to contact our
organization.

She was seeking financial and emotional support. She needed
money to rent her own apartment, to pay college fees, and to get a good
lawyer. I presented her case to the board of the domestic violence
organization. They were impressed by her determination and the desire
to become a professional individual. We approved rent money for several
months, paid her college fees in full, and found her a lawyer.

Now Shona was able to focus on her studies and her son. She filed
for divorce. She said that she did not want anything except custody of her
son. But things have a way of getting complicated. So many times she
would call me in total frustration: the long delays in the court system, the
uncertainties and responsibilities. It concerned me when she said, “I will
escape to Canada with my son and make sure that he can never find us. I
need to teach him a lesson.” I would try to calm her down and point out
the legal problems that would arise for her if she were to do something so
desperate. In time, I felt assured that she would not do anything rash.

Now and then I would hear her excited voice on the phone. “Saryu! Guess
what? I got A’s in all of my classes!” She received a scholarship for the
following semester so it was less of a burden on our organization.

Her divorce was finalized, and Shona got joint custody of their son.
She realized that she had to be more careful and maintain cordial
relations with her ex. In the meantime, she was getting to know one
young man named Michael. She said he was very Kind and trustworthy.

Upon her former husband’s insistence, one day she visited him for
several hours. But when she was leaving, a neighbor saw him hit her.
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The neighbor called the police. After that he was ordered to leave the
country with no option to re-enter.

But all this time, her ex was confident that Shona would come back
to him. He insisted on taking their son back to India with him. He said,
“Over there, everything will be back to normal. You come later, and I will
Keep you in comfort.” Shona had to agree with a heavy heart. She was
barely supporting herself and had at least two more semesters to study.
She knew his sister in India would take good care of her son.

Shona quietly married Michael and had prepared the necessary
passports for herself and her son. She finished her final exam and flew to
Mumbai the next day.

Her ex had rented them an apartment and had made plans for their
life together. Shona made peace with her family and let them know her
situation. Every day she would take her son to her parents’ house at a
specific time. As planned, Michael quietly came to Delhi and booked three
tickets to fly back to America.

One day, with the pretext of going to her parents’ house, she left
with her son and instead took a flight from Mumbai to Delhi, where they
met Michael. From there, Michael, Shona and her son flew safely back to
the U.S.

I was surprised to hear her excited voice on the phone. “Saryu!
Guess why I sound so happy! Itis because my son is right here sitting
next to me. We just got back from India. Thank you for giving me the
chance to become Deepika once again.”

I felt the happy vibrations of a mother’s heart.

The veil of desires and ignorance of youth prevented her from
seeing reality. The experience left irreparable bruises long after coming
out of the situation. Choices she had made seven years prior had cost her
a lot, but we are glad that she survived holding several helping hands.

Mentor- Saryu Parikh

213



A white dress with red flowers

In my beloved city Bhavngar, on my parents’ teaching salaries, we lived
comfortably, even if it was month-to-month living. As a middle-class family, we
had our own bungalow with a good-sized garden and more than ten mango
trees. | was in charge of taking care of the rose bushes. | had a few dresses
which I used to fold carefully and arrange on one shelf in a cabinet. We had
not experienced much luxury in our lives, so what you did not have you did not
miss having.

When | was a child, | had gotten sick with Typhoid fever and after that,
for some unknown reason, | had become a chubby little teenager. My cousins
used to tease me, saying, “Double Typhoid, if you worry, you will lose weight.”
And I used to ask, “Tell me, how to worry?”

My father did most of the shopping, but for my clothes I always went
with my mom. | used to wait for the Saturdays when my mother had half day
of school. On shopping day, | would be ready early and with all the silent body
language | could muster, | would encourage my mom to get ready. The fear of
the arrival of some unexpected guests and any delay because of them was very
traumatic for me. | would rush to offer them tea and quickly prepare it and
serve the guests. After that, | would stand near the door to express my urgency
without being rude.

That special day we went to our newly-found favorite fabric store. The
men started showing us different fabrics for my dresses. That special attention
to this thirteen-year-old girl was sweet like honey. One man brought out a roll
of fabric from the far corner. As soon he unrolled this soft white georgette with
tiny red flowers, I was sold. The measuring tape came to the end, showing
some damaged material. My mom said, “We cannot buy this fabric.” My eyes
were glued to the fabric. The tears shined in my eyes. My mom gave in. The
dress was made from that smooth material and | was allowed to wear it only
on special occasions. | was quite pleased just folding and unfolding that white
dress with red flowers.

One day | was feeling sick, so I went to my uncle’s small medical
clinic. He did not clearly explain to me that pneumonia is a serious thing to
have. I was in pain that whole afternoon. When my mom came home from
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school and saw my face, she felt very guilty for going to work. I barely
remember the next four days as my mom was hovering around my bed and my
father had a worried look on his face. In the middle of the night they were
rubbing medicine on my side so | could breath. My brother was going in and
out of my room trying to find ways to cheer me up. We had lost my five-year-
old sister after two days of fever less than four years prior. That heart-
wrenching experience was quiet, yet very loud all around us.

On the fifth day | was a little better. | was to get a sponge bath. | was
lazily looking around and | ended up staring at the white dress with red
flowers in the cabinet. My mother followed my stare and smiled. Right after
my sponge bath she brought out that dress and helped me to wear it. As my
brother walked in, he saw the grin on my face and started to tease me, and |
giggled for the first time in days.

As my awareness returned, the first thing | remember was that my hand
and fingers seemed thinner. Just then | realized that | had lost significant
weight. Wow! My dream came true.

During more than two weeks of recovery many friends came to visit me. |
had a very loyal friend name Hansa. She had so much affection for me that |
used to take her for granted and for any small thing | used to pick a fight and
stop talking to her. My mother used to tell me, “Saryu! If you do not value the
love coming your way, you will stop receiving it.” With three other friends she
came to see me. | responded with a gracious welcome and after that I learned
to appreciate her generous interactions with me.

That day, |1 was feeling good enough to go out and check on my roses. A
beautiful pink rose was smiling at me. | plucked it to take inside the house. |
saw my mother sitting at her desk working on her poem. | presented that rose
to her. Her smile expressed her relief knowing that | was healthy again. The
next day | saw that the rose was carefully arranged in between the pages of her
book.
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| resumed my activities as a slimmer, prettier teenager. The white dress
always remained my favorite even after | had outgrown it.

Years had gone by. After marriage, we had settled in America. In
1993, mom passed away in Vadodara. Afterward, | went back to our old house,
the home | had left twenty four years before, leaving a void in the lives of
my loved-ones. | was feeling raw emotions in the deepest corner of my heart.
When I opened my mother’s cupboard, I saw my white dress with the red tiny
flowers and her book next to it holding that pink dry rose. | was overwhelmed
with emotions as if the little girl was looking out from the secret window of my
heart! | looked with my tear-filled eyes as somebody entered the room.

Our maid-helper of many years had come with her granddaughter, Mena.
She told me that she had seen my mother touch this dress tenderly with a
gentle smile on her face when she used to miss me most. | held that dress close
to me for a few minutes and handed it to Mena. A joyous smile brightened her
face and she left with her grandmother, giggling.

| took the book with the pink rose and sat there, enveloped in the arms of the
warm memories.

PADMSHRI award for my brother

Namaste, My brother Munibhai, Dr.Mahesh Haribhai Mehta, is honored with one of India’s most prestigious
national award, PADMSHRI. We are proud of him, as always. 2011.
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Comments:

& In last couple of years, you have made a remarkable progress in your poetry compositions. Your
English poems are more poetic...that does not down grade the Gujarati ones. Congratulations for all the
efforts you have put in to enjoy the self...The creations will die out some day...but the efforts placed to
evoke the self from within will travel a long in the journey of life. You are blossoming in this art of
expressing self with the medium of poetical words... Wish you a still higher achievement in this field. ...
Kiritbhai Parikh

*  Poem: “Urvashi” : Wonderful. You surpass us all in reaching the fearsome depth of feeling. I can feel it
but can’t possibly dare to express even after so many years. ...Dr.Munibhai Mehta.

< Your poetry has been a surprising gift for us all. It has given you new purpose and it is amazing to
see how well you are able to express yourself in English. The poetry will be something for your
grandchildren to enjoy and remember grandma by... Sangita and Mridul

Poem “Till we meet again” brings tears to my eyes. ..Sangita.

* “A Wonderful Smile”. I can’t say enough about this wonderful poem. Really well done, mum. You truly
captured the trip. .. .Samir. (His book of stories.: “Running On Empty”.)

* Dilipbhai's paintings are so lively and beautiful. It seems like each figure wants to come out. It
shows the depth of artist. On poems: Thank you for sharing the beautiful poetry which shows knowledge
and artistic creation. I had to read some a few times. It is just beautiful like nature . .Mrs.Bakul Dilip Vyas.
@ Your poem “Urvashi” touched my heart, and one more tear-drop dropped from my eye.

What a wonderful thought and expression power to put memory in simple yet magnificent words!
....Kusum Radhekant Dave

* Hleted] Yoted’ el e914S] < Hlsl Hed2q A1l d HIRL 2L Hid<dl YT UG! g o8 iy S\1AL... vijay shah

* AIRE AUIRIHL Als3RAALAL et Biel Ui 8. dH & QIR Uil 91 Hel AL B 5 Ml MINL A1 Aldl uddel o .
Al el HIZ2 AR of wilMded ... goat A8 —fldimi s€dl dldd U vidaeq; wid], Qudl: ssladl. “uin
A AU 53] wiiell qallsik od” Uiz Usdlotl; “vll gAlte o aA Hl,” “l® 8y 4 A H ugdl” awg] i uiled st
Al 59 1oL U3 2 d Ald dHIR]L 24 UsdlHi AR 252ld A8, HAals...

“dlazed] 2isy” Deell O U[SAPUHL ‘G Aot dlstd oyl | 3 woeel uai]l Beell YlSd vl stead 3l 44 o uRHel
wl £ B, usysedl vl s1cd eRRALAAL vl ‘g Aozl {lwikl G8 8. Jugalkishor Vyaas

* “HH[A Qo YTR, MAAUUNR dAld A5 vucal 91 [ANad 2143y R oied Relusuda ugl 21(Geded. 292 2iuAd
Uz s A legldl Yool AN dROldR 2 Aol AV, —Dr. mahesh Rawal.

* “AqMiAn 2is L olclldl Add AR oredl, uEH WEL YAl YL 2ide g s&dU ... AAG,

AR “UHAMG” S1AHT GUR-AL 2L Ulsd vol WA B B VU Al AHSKAL s D.dHIRL sl A RQueus AL Rell

4 AMAR ... Al! AP ofldl Al Bl S &L Y. .. -—Naredra Jagtap

* QUL WAL i AR wied], Hion R g loll ikel...” il s(Adid Wilagl Yoitt 8. ARl 2 @udl
SAEL 2 21U 52l B 8 i slAHL Alwil 209 8, wA(Gtelee. ........ MY u2d (sl
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“Smile Agair’: My goodness! What a wonderful blog you have! You really have a way with words; all of the
entries speak volumes. The first one is so powerful, and those about your grandchildren are so precious.

..Kathleen Crissman. Educator at Literacy Council.

* “of2ell 54" o1 6f @Y 618 QA 5Ll W Ul-olg eR gl Algl—
and on “#euqsT: Wah! Wah!-Kamal nu Maa nu hrudaya chhe. ...... wolda n]
* “Wdd Aoys ARl Aas€l o el WAL SReRAl 8 A WYL A

AL -8R A o] dd] g AU A Aoy M. Shree.Pancham Shukia
* 5(Q eey, BM w0t AR ASR QR Aer vMA[. . vUtALHS QA e 2d Asd seAR s{Audl,

Rasiz, e QIR lel, o1 AR (AR e [HsdL 012 Ylegl{l suHd, 08 DUl el ®a 214 31 Rl

* [Ma uRagl , wonderful poem i have ever read. vioisy U AGEIHL HeMi AL [AARNA 20aBid 531 8
2K 56 dell 5L dl D 5418 d A1PY sSAULL. Vi ALY 526 AR " shadows in mist "als 1A U] o4l Ay Al dHRL

SICRIAG, AUH VRUR vioiey AU 8. "elldredl Alor." 2~ sl 2. Puna, India

* Your poems make me feel better. Thank you so much for sharing your gift! .. Dr.Vivian Brown.
* “Give-Receive”: My friend of forty years; thanks for giving and receiving. ......Vreni Shayani

* dHIB AUSAAUCTA 21l UMLGYS Al A1 UIAL AT W15 6. 56 A AS5R DAelell AHAY Gleed SPAA AU UG 8. 56l

BdR 5L 5 DA vlldR selledl AATAL 6] AeR ovalel yuldl 8. d-aale. JIKishor.

* “MEGHDOOT” painting is {MTS ﬁiull a'lﬁas&....Dileep Sharma, Banaras Hindu University,Varanasi. meaning of :

ATSRToT: AR — F % HTT T AT ATSH &, A IH ATSIH Fgd &1 FOU AT A0 LATH & TAT AT FT 91 ST 9 &;
;S FOUT F U [ L ATAT Hgl 4T 2

This is taken from meghdoot by kalidas who had described cloud as a thief who has stolen colour of lord shree
krishna. | used this simile because your painting of meghdoot is serene. I liked it from my deep down. Of course |

came to your blog by accident. | was just searching depiction of this great book on google.May king of kashi lord shiva
bless your brush so that you can make more enchanting paintings like this.

AHA. vids HUELLS HIARUAHIY] AT weu. oyHie] dlmial HA ¥ UAKIT YO AUSLR E145... 2AHIIAd 294
Aoxs @Ald] A2, [Ands G, ... YoxRd], HAW A le-g] AT ldcd deoraldl. ..e25 MYl Ye4dl

nadl . U

It is a very special joy to receive the compliments and suggestions from many corners of the world.
We are touched by the love sent by hundreds of known-unknown art appreciators. Saryu-Dilip
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AngelIn Me
I spread my arms,
And there shall be flowers!
I flip my wings,
And there shall be spring.
I open my eyes,
And there shall be light.
I open my mind,
And people are kind.
I share my bread,
And there shall be peace.
I share my heanrt,
There shall be delight!
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Stop the words; for silence to go in and out, open the window of
the mind

Saryuparikh@yahoo.com
HDKP@yahoo.com

Austin. Texas. U.S.A.

X
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