


VOICES... 

Hello friends, 

Here we are with yet another issue of Voices, this time with articles from our very own juniors. This time we at the Voices Team have tried 
to focus more on what you want to communicate, what you want to tell and share, through your writings.  So welcome to  an eclectic mix  
of articles, canvassing across various aspects of life. Not to forget your opinions which we have featured in this issues FRAMED with inputs 
from some of the students here at SIMSR.  

Voices 114 is also special in its own way. It is releasing at a time when we have already celebrated Ganesh Chaturthi, are in the middle of 
Navaratri, and soon would be celebrating Dusshera and Diwali. Although examinations are bound to spoil the fun, hope this issue keeps 
you buoyed up for the days ahead. 

Dedicated to the festive spirit of India! 

Thanks 

Pramit Pratim Ghosh 

Danish Shaikh 

From The Editor’s Desk…. 
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Mumbai. When we hear the word, the first thing that comes to mind is 
the Marine drive, local train, the busy roads, the huge population, hun-
dreds of people who come to the city everyday following their dreams, 
to stand on their feet. What also comes to our mind is the invincible 
spirit of Mumbai which soars high all the time, especially after disas-
ters. But there’s also a dark face associated with this city. The Under-
world. No story about this city is complete without their mention. 

 Underworld and Mumbai. It looks like these two words have been to-
gether since eternity. We have always known about people like Hazi 
Mastan, Karim Lala, Dawood Ibrahim, Tiger Memon, Chhota Rajan, 
Chhota Shakeel, Abu Salem, only to name a few and how they used their 
money, power and influence to maintain the dominance over Mumbai 
city over the years. What we rarely see is what and how the city has 
coped with the underworld, how has it evolved over the years with the 
underworld creeping into stock exchange, real estate, politics, admini-
stration and every sector possible. 

It all started in the 1940’s when Hazi Mastan, a dockyard coolie turned 
into a big time smuggler and reigned in Mumbai till around 1975. He 
was on good terms with the other two major underworld names of his 
day—Karim Lala and Varadarajan Mudaliar. Inter-gang rivalry was 
unheard of because territorial integrity was upheld by the dons. To be 
sure, there were occasional altercations, but no large-scale war. Things 
became more organized at around when Dawood Ibrahim took over the 
reins from Hazi Mastan. During the 1970's there were a lot of textile 
mills located in the city. That attracted a lot of immigrant workers to the 
city. But due to prolonged strikes by the workers, the mill owners slowly 
shifted their base from then Bombay to neighboring Gujarat. That re-
sulted in the bust of unemployment among the lower class. So, the next 
generation started getting involved in anti-social activities. Male grew 
up to become gangsters and female became bar dancers as they had to 
run their kitchens. Contract killing and organized crime really took off 
when it attracted youth among commoners. This was one of the major 
reasons behind their growth in the 1980's. Time was rapidly changing; 
real estate was booming and the underworld, which had both muscle 
and money used up the opportunity to its greatest advantage. There 
were technological advances too, the gold smuggling was replaced by 
drugs and the mode of payment changed from silver ingots to dollars 
and pounds. The country made pistols and guns were replaced by AK-
47s and AK-46s. 

After the 1993 blasts, the inter-gang rivalry had a phenomenal rise with 
Chhota Rajan splitting up with Dawood Ibrahim and then engaging in a 
series of blood-shed encounters and attacks from both the parties. But, 
while all this was happening over the years, the worst sufferers were 
those who always have been- the common people. The common people 
had to accept whatever the mafia said, because they had neither the 
power nor the money. Those who resisted were either threatened or 
killed. And the 1993 blasts proved it all. Over 250 dead in 11 blasts 

across the city of Mumbai which was as believed was in retaliation 
for the enormous Muslim casualties and widespread damage to the 
Muslim owned businesses and properties which occurred during the 
Hindu-Muslim riots in Bombay between December 1992 and January 
1993, in the fall-out of the demolition of the Babri Mosque. It showed 
that there was no security of common people’s lives and that they 
were the easiest victims.  
Real estate was one sector which boomed under the influence of 
mafia. Mumbai is a city which has limited land but insatiable greed. 
So, frequent killings of real estate developers made news till re-
cently as a few deaths was considered worth by those involved in 
land grabbing and illegal construction. However, breaking laws 
meant presence of network which spread far and wide. And hence, 
the link between the underworld and real estate builders were 
formed. When builders needed protection from police, politicians 
were drafted in. Of course, it implied payment of fat cheques.  The 
next question that came was how to convert the huge amassment of 
ill-gotten wealth from black to white. This also had an answer; ex-
port-import business and films were obvious options. Hence, we 
heard a lot of film stars being questioned about being linked to un-
derworld. But, no avenue could give as much profit as real estate 
gave, because it had no loss associated with it. The price of land and 
property would always appreciate, even during economic crisis. This 
saw the convergence of interest of both real estate developers and 
underworld towards this ever profitable business. The collapse of 
the smuggling racket to a great extent, thanks to liberalization poli-
cies combined with the surge of real estate development,  and the 
constant claims of Mumbai police of destroying the mafia through 
continual encounters and arrests, the organized crime has somewhat 
gone into hibernation. But the relations between politicians, mafia 
and real estate developers continue to exist. When elections come 
closer and politicians need campaign funds, it’s the mafia and the 
builders whom they approach, and they too in return attract conces-
sions and benefits from the political parties. 

And as for the common man, it continues to remain in constant 
fear and insecurity. As it has been proved time and time again, the 
first victims to anything is the common man. It has been flashed in 
the media that the people of Mumbai are resilient and they put up a 
brave face when any adversary comes their way. The spirit of Mum-
bai is hailed. Simple 2 line song from a taxi driver at CST sum it all 
up: “Aye dil hai mushkil jeena yahan…Zara hat ke zara bach ke, 
yeh hai Bombay meri jaan” (Oh my heart, life is an uphill struggle. 
Be alert, be street wise, this is Bombay my love). It is not only about 
the indomitable spirit and the resilience that Mumbaikars show, but 
it is more about the helpless situation they are in where they can do 
nothing much but to continue with their mundane activities of earn-
ing bread for their homes. By choice or by destiny, for them it has 
now become a way of life. 

UNDER THE WORLD OF MUMBAI…. 
PUNIT RAJMOHAN PGDM 2011-2013 
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EYE TO EYE…. 
ABHEY BANSAL PGDM 2011-2013 

At last Google has forayed into social networking market with a new project - not only a product Google+ to topple its arch 
rival Facebook from No 1 position. Will it succeed or it will be just another flop show like its past projects Buzz and Wave. Let’s give a 
glance at both the prospectives. 

View 

This time Google has come up with its full preparations on its ambitious project, a brainchild of Larry Page. It is giving more importance to 
privacy issues like you can share your posts with your limited ones with its new feature called Circles. Other features are more of like 
same that of Facebook with different names like Sparks, Huddles and Hangover. Google hasn’t repeated the previous mistakes and learnt a 
lot from Google Wave as Google + is easy to operate and integrated version of all products including Twitter and Facebook. Though Google 
+ is in its nascent stages, it has capacity to acquire No1 position so Facebook needs to reinvent itself it wants to stay at the top of the lad-
der. 

Counterview 

The major question is why people will migrate to Google+ if they are not facing any problem?   People have made their contacts through 
Facebook why would they bother so much about sending invites for Google+. Moreover Facebook has recently added a new option of video 
calling to friends which was initially missing in it which means it is reinventing itself too. It can be a possibility that people who don’t want 
any other facilities like Zynga games can think of keeping an account with Google+ only for their near one’s but it’s going to be a challeng-
ing task for search giant and Google  has to travel miles before it can topple over Facebook dominance in social networking market. 

He barely reached up to my hips but managed to take out the front wheel of my bike in less than 2 minutes. 
I wonder if could do the same, considering I’m some sort of an engineer. He is 10 yrs old & has been working for 2 yrs 

from 3pm till 8.In the morning he attends school. His pay, a meager 900 Rs for the whole month. 

I earn about 11 times as much as he does, working almost the same number of hours. 
I ask him if he has got interest in studies, & with a 70mm smile, he replies in affirmative. His mother died 2yrs back, his face expressions 
absolutely impassive when he says the same. His father is a Rickshaw-puller who tells him to study and learn some trade side-by-side. 
In our part of the country, child labour was supposedly banned (excuse me for using the wrong verb), child labour is banned. But I encounter 
these things in routine. My degree, my skills & other traits which, at times, are praised by the Big-Wigs of our city, look a mere illusion in 
front of the 10yr old. He faces everything boldly & is not reluctant to admit what he goes through in his daily life. A year back he used to earn 
300 Rs a month. One of my friend gets 4 times as much as pocket-money in a month plus some extra bucks which he manages to get from his 
mother after making her ‘Senti’ with his usual talks.  
Said a great author once, in ‘capitalism’ man exploits man, in ‘socialism’ the reverse is true. This talk of helping the poor, removing poverty, 
opposing child-labour & taking steps to make the lives of street-urchins humane, all sounds like a big-fucking-monotonous lie. 
How many of us have donated money in charity in the last 1 yr??(& how many times), but most of us did visit the temple & offered sweets to 
the local priests after getting placed in big MNC’s, more out of obligation than willingness. 
“ho gaya, 1 puncture tha. chalo fit kar dun isse”, he says. Both of us are sweating. Its 42 degrees. I go inside my house & drink water from a 
chilled bottle. I realize that the little boy would also be craving for cold water. I pour it in a glass & offer him. He gulps it, bottoms up. 
Most of us forget to do the same, although we do offer water to any guest visiting our place, difference in social strata, I suppose. It’s a hypo-
critical society that we live in & I’m its not-so-proud, as-of-now- helpless part. But I will continue to do my little contributions. When I drop him 
back to his shop, I think of offering some extra money. But then I decide, I won’t hurt his self-respect by offering a small amount. 
Ohh..., I almost got myself killed, a girl in a yellow-Lancer with gogs on. She passes a smile while gesturing with her hand to say sorry. These 
smiles, I tell you, they can melt many a heart. 

I suddenly realize, it’s my sister’s birthday, I have booked a cake. Its cost, well, a little more than one-third of that boys monthly salary. 

A PUNCTURE BOY 
SAHIL KHANNA PGDM 2011-2013 
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MAYBE…. 
PRERNA MAKHIJANI PGDM IB 2011-2013 

Marine Drive at 4am does look amazing. The calm of the airs, the radiance from the lamps across the stretch and the waves 
of the sea endlessly crashing towards the lands. There is no traffic, there is no crowd. Only hallucinated souls sitting on the parapets, with their own set 
of reasons. I stared at the vast darkness of the Arabian Sea, and I could fathom nothing. It was endless, vast, almost powerfully gothic and yet so 
lonely. Maybe it was asking for help. The waves kept crashing against the rocky shores, trying again and again to outreach, but not ever successful.  
Maybe the sea wanted to be accepted by the rocks; maybe the sea loved the rocks for its resoluteness. The sea perhaps looked for an anchor in all its 
fluidity. Deep down there might have been a void, even though the vacuum could never be perceived. The waves were the only signals of distress the 
sea could send to the shores above. The rocks could never understand. They were indifferent, because it is in their nature to be indifferent. There is no 
other point of view. 
The rocks empathize, listen and yet look the other way. They stand spectators to the sea, trying to gauge the efforts by the wave going in vain. Maybe 
they even laugh at the sea. Or maybe the sea also curses the rocks for being so hard on it, but that’s how rocks are, they never appease. Maybe the 
rocks are the biggest escapists even in their stillness and tenacity. They are disapproving and dismissive of the ways of the sea. Maybe they don’t want 
their placidity to be threatened by the frolic of the waves.  
There must be a reason for this irreverence. I searched for one while sitting on the parapet of obscurity between them. Maybe it could be as simple as 
the fact that the sea and the shores are two different concepts. They might touch each other’s lives every day, but that does not make them entwined. 
Maybe they are not mean to be together. Maybe that’s how the law of nature is.  
Maybe it will be understood one day.  

Here’s the picture: A huge bookstore. Enters a girl, wide-eyed, palpably excited. Dreamily, she steps into her paradise and drowns in the beauty called 
‘books’. She isn’t the typical Chetan Bhagat-reader-and-calls-it-literature kinda girl. 
Mills and Boons and Cecilia Ahrens hold no position for her. Give her a Pablo Neruda, a P. G. Wodehouse, an Ayn Rand or for that matter a Tarun Tejpal 
and she’ll forever be indebted to you. 
Cut to: A music collection- Overflowing with Pink Floyds, Radiohead, and Anathema. Geniuses like Pearl Jam, RHCP, John Mayer, and Evanescence are the 
bricks and mortars of this building. 

What if the two come together? 

A Utopian world, ain’t it? 

No, don’t go around blinking eyes like that. Sit back and let the mesmerizing beauty of this thought drown you in it. 

If there’s any way I could, I would bring about the holy matrimony of books and music. 

Oh, the overflow of emotions! 

There would be words for every emotion felt when I hear Floyd. There would be a background score for every chapter of Wodehouse I read. 

I would articulate what the genius of Anathema does to a mortal soul. And then, I’d tune a Pablo Neruda in my mind. 

The exuberance of hearing Radiohead play would be put in black and white. And then, I’d compose a tune that personifies Ayn Rand. 
Why that. I’d pen down the comfort the patters of rains give… I’d explain the soothing feeling a rustle of leaves gives. I would sing my own ‘Christmas 
Carol’ instead of only reading it. ‘Birdsong’ would be playing in mind while reading it.  I’d have an Evanescence book, or maybe an entire series.  The 
magic woven in words by Khaled Hosseini would be the song stuck in my head all day. Dan Brown would have its own quintessential rhythm.  
MJ magic would be worded. U2 and The Beatles would be classics. The groovy and foot-tapping Timbaland experience would come alive whilst turning the 
pages.  
Just imagine flipping pages and experiencing The Doors, RATM, Dream Theatre, Iron and Wine. Just imagine closing your eyes and drowning in the soulful 
music of Shantaram, Gone with the Wind, To Kill a Mockingbird, and The Catcher in the rye.  
You know what they say about savouring each moment…relishing each bite of it. A slow pleasure that every turning page of your favourite book gives 
you…A wave of emotions you sail on with every high and low in the notes of your favourite song.  And now, if you get the two together, then? 

It’d be a world of whirlwind, dizzying emotions.  A surreal world…where you wouldn’t want to be shaken off from this trance. 

I know it. If books and music decide to marry, I’d want to be their kid. And you?  

IF Literature & Music Marry??? 
BANSI MADHAVANI MMS FINANCE 2011-2013 
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When i went to bed last night or when i got up in the morning, I didn’t think that my Sunday would turn out to be like 
this. I had to go out for lunch to Borivali from Vidyavihar and after 2 long hours of Mumbai Local ride i reached my 
destination. Had great company and amazing food. Left the hosts around 3.30PM and headed back to hostel. I was in a Fast local to Dadar. 
The train reached Andheri. Next Stop was going to be Bandra. There was a senior citizen who boarded the train in Andheri. He was carrying 
a placard which i couldn’t see. He was dressed as if he was going for an evening walk. It was then it struck me that he must be going for the 
“ANNA” rally. It wasn’t long before he started chatting with a few people and encouraging them to come over for the rally. I was keenly 
listing. He then turned to me and asked me if I would be joining. I just said I would think about it. I couldn’t say NO. Bandra came and he got 
down and the train left for Dadar. It was at Dadar I decided I had to go to do my bit for this campaign. But i had no idea where it was 
(except that it was somewhere in Bandra) and at what time it would start. So on one hand I quickly called up a friend in hostel and on the 
other used my phone to lookup for the time n place...Finally got it...  

Place: Bandra Station W  
Time: 4:30PM  
It was 4:10 in my watch. More than enough time to reach Bandra...So here i was at the Bandra station and the 1st thing that hit me was the 
number of Indian flags flying around and the number of media people present. So I was just looking around. Trying to fit in and mix with 
the crowd. The rally started at around 4.45 from the station and the destination was Juhu (7KMS away as per Google Map). This i didn’t 
know.  
I was fortunate that i met up with my classmate Harish and his friend. Then the fun started. To witness a crowd of over a lakh when there is 
no test match or a political party hasn’t paid them for it is rare in our country. That too the crowd was a perfect mix of Indian society. Rich-
poor, old-young, people from all the states were walking side b side. People had brought their entire families all 3 generations were walk-
ing. Some of them doing their business dealing over phone but still walking in the rain with fellow Indian in the Mumbai rain. Some Indian 
had brought biscuit/water/juice for the people who had been walking from Bandra. We saw a lady who had been fasting with Anna from the 
last 6 days. Hats off to her too. Everything was calm and quiet. No fighting, no arguing, no pushing the females and no nonsense of that 
sort. There were free Indians who wanted something very badly. Something that had made this country a slave from so long. They were 
shouting on top of their voices, getting wet in the rain and just kept on walking without asking questions or disturbing the onlookers around 
them. If this doesn’t bring a change then nothing would.  
Well everything wasn’t 100% right. The bottle and biscuit packets that they had consumed while walking was lying on the road. There were 
some who come just to get themselves on TV/print media. They actually had elaborate plans for that.  
All said and done It was a great experience to be part of something so big and it was defiantly a once in a life time opportunity to witness 
such a sea of Indian demanding just one thing.  
 
Also we got to hear some very interesting and innovative slogans:  
ye andar ki baat hai, police humare saath hai!!!  
Corruption ek chingam hai, anna humara singham hai!!!  
Thanda thanda cool cool, anna humara super cool...!  
dhinka chika dhinka chika.. Anna anna!!!  
desh ka yuva jag gaya..rahul gandhi bhag gaya  
Sonia jiski mummy hai woh sarkar nikami hai...PM wala cnt remember  
Manmohan jiska tau hai, wo sarkar bikau hai  
Ek do teen char, band karo yeh bhrashtachar.  
Main bhi anna, tum bhi anna. Sab koi hai anna  
twinkle twinkle little star, Anna is a superstar.  
 
Not to mention the sounds of Vandemataram n Bharat Mata ki jai was everywhere!!!!  

An Eventful Sunday... 
JOYDEEP TIWARI PGDM FINANCE 2010-2012 
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Random Thoughts of Consequences & Despair... 
Krishna R MMS 2011-2013 

 
I look out into the night sky 
it is into the future  
3 days from now… I am in a strange place 
but in a familiar city 
I stand before unknown men, unknown peers 
Fighting for a seat fighting for an opportunity 
the patriarch complains…..his words ring in my ears 
As I think of this future 
I wonder will I have this opportunity 
Or will I prove him right?  

I always wondered when I saw the child who died 
to die by one’s own hands 
It is cowardice in its purest form 
it is the destruction of the human spirit in its finality 
Yet why Do I start to have similar thoughts? 
Is it fear? Is it something more intrinsic? 
I know what I want. I know how it is I will achieve it. 
I know my own strengths. I know my own weaknesses. 
Perhaps it is fear of public scrutiny..fear of opinion  

As I wonder of the consequences  
consequences of failure I wonder 
Could I do something different? 
Could I have changed my fate? 
Then it occurs to me ….as I write these words 
I am afraid 
Afraid of knowing 
That I have not given it my all…  

What is important in life? 
Is it friends, family, loyalty, honour, integrity, civility? 
Is it money, power, greed, crime, lucks? 
What is the path that I must forge ahead? 
One that is my own. One that is not told by the clan 
not preached by the preacher, not written by the author of ancient texts  
 

my mind drifts to various ideals, thoughts 
It is trying to distract me  
For I must be calm, I must relax 
Come the day of the test,  
 I will bare my fangs, Bare my soul 
For I must be not let the Fear of consequences 
Overcome the desire to experience of Life  
 

 

Shades of the sketch does change,  
To adapt with the intensity of light perhaps. 
The shine, the shadow,  
The sour, the sweet,  
The meek, the geek,  
Have defined a line of situation, perhaps. 
Fumed through untamed reverence,  
Some have ‘pulled the plug’. 
 
In a probability of intuition or inspiration,  
Were prompted to move forward. 
Dusky opines have showered confidence,  
Making things different, perhaps. 
Since, some conclusions were formed,  
Some have ‘pulled the plug’. 
 
Yet the music sounds legato,  
Yet the compulsions don’t pry. 
Now past has calculated the do’s and don’ts,  
Communicating the better, perhaps. 
Making a comeback in defiance,  
Some have ‘pulled the plug’. 

Pulled the Plug 
HARITHA SINGH PGDM RM 2011-2013 
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GUNJAN JADON PGDM 2011-2013 

Wikipedia defines Corruption as ‘deviation from ideal’ or kick backs. Lokpal bill was drafted by the Indian 
government to minimize those deviations. In my opinion this is a great initiative to fight corruption. This 
will reduce the red tapism and help the helpless who get suppressed by power. It may not be successful in 
the initial phase as was the case with RTI but eventually the results will be fruitful. Anna Hazare acted as 
a catalyst to the process which otherwise would have taken years to finalize. Some critics may argue the 
way civil society voiced opinions and put forth their demands is not right but I believe that this is neces-
sary especially to fight Indian bureaucracy. 

    NIKHIL VICHARE PGDM OPERATIONS 2010-2012 

It was a difficult to write in few lines regarding the points to be considered while analysing the Janlokpal 
bill, the most debated topic of this year. Beyond doubts the need of the hour is a powerful instrument to 
instil the confidence in people after the failure of current legislation against corruption. Does this mean we 
need to totally disturb the existing structure to accommodate JanLokpal? The inclusion of judiciary would 
need amendment of constitution which is beyond the power of legislation. So does the power of dismissal of 
public servant. It not only contradicts the Article 311 of constitution, it would also render the public servants 
succumb to the pressure of higher authorities as they can face disciplinary actions because of insecurity. 
Above all making the PM answerable to Lokpal in addition to the parliament would not only affect the stabil-
ity of the system depicting a president’s rule in centre but also the post will lose its dignity. PM will need to 
spend his tenure in defending against defamations. Hence an independent, credible and empowered Lokpal 
is necessary though not sufficient condition to effectively control corruption. 

 
RAJWINDER SINGH MMS 2011-2013 
 
Lokpal, an anti - corruption ombudsman, has been in news lately, and it is about the viewers perception, if he sees it a parallel dictatorial 
body, which would destroy the federal structure of India or as a democratic body which will finally lead the war against corruption which 
is an imminent disaster looming on our country whose magnanimity is overshadowing the other evils like naxalism, volatile foreign 
neighbours etc. The prominent GDP increase, the new pride of India, will be short lived, if the almighty disease that is corruption is not 
eradicated. Corruption has engulfed all the dimensions of the Indian administrative system, which is causing dreadful failures of policy, 
which in turn has spoilt the image of the country as a safe FDI zone. Corruption is a great impediment to the growth of our country, which 
in turn causes inequality of income and increase poverty.  
Our politicians, instead of hiding behind the veil of parliamentary procedures, should take a bold step and at least start a process for 
alleviating poverty. They should listen to the people 's voice which is crying hoarse for a change and the change in the imminent future 
can only be brought by The Jan lokpal bill , which can to some extent check the discretionary power of the elected " kings"(They have 
become this). 
          "No power on earth can stop an idea, whose time has come" - Victor Hugo 
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THINK YOU CAN WRITE??? 
 

If Yes, THEN... 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

This is your chance to win yourself recognition amongst your 
peers!  

 
GET FEATURED in the next issue of VOICES!!! 

 

Send us your articles along with your contact details and a  

picture of you at voices.somaiyacampus@gmail.com 


