
 
 

 
  

 
 Engelei 

127                                                   Part 8 

First Love & Hari Uthan 
Electricity comes to Imphal. 

 
 
 
 
 
   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Author in Bombay in 1952 wearing green Ray ban Aviator sunglasses made 
famous by American pilots during the Japanlan.  It costs ₹ 150 at that time 
(now over a thousand). It was available only in Bombay. Now, it is available in 
Imphal. 
 
This chapter relates to the time in Imphal when I had just finished 
schooling and before I went to college in Bombay in 1952. This was the 
time when I had my first love, and it was also the year in which I took 
part in a traditional Meitei Hindu festival of Hari Uthan. I can’t think of 



a similar festival in the rest of India. Its predawn event captivated me 
with an invisible appeal. 
 
First, here is a little bit about Bombay, which was a place of great 
excitement at that time, not only for Meiteis, but for every youth in 
India.  It  was  because  of  the  exotic  and  glamourous  Hindi films  that  
  
showed much escapist fantasy, most of which never happened in real 
life, and which we all thought, captured the extraordinary moments of 
everyday Indian life both in Bombay and villages elsewhere.  
  
This was 70 years ago. During those days, High school students took out 
in a procession on the road, the icon of goddess Saraswati in a palanquin 
after the puja, on the day of Basant Panchami on 26 January every year. 
 
I can still feel the old thrill of going to college in Bombay. It was my 
boyhood dream that came true. What I found in Bombay was broadly 
captured by this classic song from the film C.I.D (1956), starring Dev 
Anand. I saw it while I was doing B Sc in Nainital.    

Ae dil hai mushkuil jeena yahan, 
zara hat ke, zara bach ke,  

ye hai Bombay meri Jaan… 
In English. Oh, my heart! Living here is a hard struggle; be careful and 

be streetwise; it’s Bombay, my love. 
  
Unlike Calcutta, Bombay is a very exotic city, very cosmopolitan and 
westernised. The lifestyle in Bombay was completely different from 
Calcutta. The main language of Bombay was Gujarati then (now 
Marathi). But they conversed mostly in English, while for the 
uneducated it was a pidgin Hindi known as Bombay Hindi. 
 
There was a sizeable population of Parsis (Zoroastrians) who fled from 
Persia in about the 10th century CE, to escape persecution by the 
Muslims after the Arab conquest. There were also many Sindhi refugees, 



who migrated from Sindh during the Partition of 1947. They were also 
quite westernised.  
 
Hundreds of people who drifted from villages to make a living, lived on  
the footpath. There were many beggars that were not seen in Calcutta. 
Eventually, begging in the street became an enterprise, self-generated,  
or forced by ruthless people, as seen in the Bollywood movie Awara or  
the English movie Oliver Twist. 
 
When I got admission at this prestigious St Xavier’s College, I was over 
the moon. This was one of the 4 top colleges in India, from whose 
students, Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru recruited the first batch of untrained 
personnel to serve in the Indian Foreign Service (IFS).  The other colleges 
were St Stephen’s College in Delhi, Presidency College in Calcutta and 
Presidency College in Madras. 
 
The girls at my St Xavier’s college, were mostly Parsees, Sindhis, and a 
few Christians, who wore western skirts and frocks. The common 
language in the College was English. Most boys were from St Xavier’s 
School nearby. Sari-clad Gujarati girls went to nearby Elphinstone 
College. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Author’s revisit in 1977 after 25 years. Right entry drive of St Xavier’s College. 
  

Discrimination and prejudice in society, based on religion, caste and 
ethnicity remained hidden under the surface everywhere. I could not 
get a place at the college hostel as I was not a Christian. The Hostel 



Warden, a Goanese, Father Gonzales, was so religiously biased. He 
asked me if I was a Christian. I said ‘no’. That was it.  
 
So, I stayed at a middle-class hotel across the street from the Taj Mahal 
Hotel. From my room I could look down at its small swimming pool. 
  
The College was run by Portuguese Catholic Fathers, who did a very 
good job. Apart from the Catholic priests who wore white ankle-length- 
robes, all the Indian professors and lecturers wore summer suits and ties 
as Bombay had a temperate climate. 
 
I often walked through the Taj Mahal Hotel, but I could not afford to eat 
anything at one of its restaurants. Luckily, I became a very close friend 
of a very rich fellow student. His name was Mohammed Patel. He lived 
in a flat at the expensive Marine Drive, near Chowpatty, at the foothills 
of Malabar Hill. Also called Hanging Garden. 
  
He sometimes, took me to eat at the Golden Dragon Chinese Restaurant 
of the Taj. The cost of the two meals was as much as my monthly 
allowance. It was located on the ground floor and served Sichuan and 
Cantonese food. I then said to myself: one day I will come back and stay 
at this Taj Mahal Hotel and eat at its restaurants. And I did. Not only 
once but a few times. 
 

                                       
 

Author revisiting Taj Mahal Hotel after 35 years in 1987. 



 
The Taj Mahal Hotel at Colaba, opposite the Gateway of India, is the 
landmark of Bombay. Staying at the hotel is history. It is not because it 
is expensive. A few Presidents, Prime Ministers, princes, and pop idols 
stayed there. To name a few. Prince Charles of Britain and the British 
Prime Minister Margaret Thatcher stayed there. 
 
Pop idols such as Beatle’s George Harrison and his wife Pattie, Mick 
Jagger and Elton John stayed there. Hollywood movies stars Like Frank 
Sinatra and Gregory Peck were also guests at different times. When 
President Barack Obama and his wife Michelle stayed there, they had 
the Presidential suit of 13 bedrooms.    
 
My wife and I have stayed there three times, the last time with our 
children, before my friend Mohammed offered to accommodate us and 
our children at his flat. Over the years, we have been there many times 
with my friend Mohammed and his wife Munira to eat at its restaurants 
and drink at the famous Harbour Bar on the top floor. It was Mumbai’s 
first licensed lounge bar. 
 
Just before I left for Bombay, I had my first affaire d’amour. It sounds 
terrific in French. It was, indeed, terrific. It was like a large whisky 
filtering into my blood stream, giving a comfortable feeling of wellbeing 
that nestled upon me. 
 
Until I finished schooling, I avoided ‘falling in love’. I had the usual 
fleeting crushes that all boys had for a girl. It was partly because (even 
as a youth), I already felt an ambition to signalise myself to be an 
important man. 
 
It was also partly because my mother incessantly put the kibosh on such 
relationship, by drumming into my head for higher education, and not 
to have my youth stymied by eloping with a girl, which was a common 
practice among the youth in our Meitei society. 
  



When I finished schooling and before the result came out, I saw a girl by 
chance and ‘I fell in love with her’. She piqued my entire interest. But it 
was very difficult to approach her because of our culture. I could only 
gaze at her whenever I came across her inadvertently. Ultimately, I was  
able to smuggle a little chit containing a few words. I cannot remember  
what I wrote. She reciprocated favourably. It was a great excitement 
filled with virtues of glaring. 
 
I remember her eyes being intelligent, her smile genuine, without guile 
or arrogance, and with no repertoire of flirtatious gestures. People have  
argued over the meaning of love for millennia. In literary history, it is the 
oldest feeling in the world. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Author and Margaret with his college and best friend Mohammed Patel and 
wife Munira at the Shamiana Restaurant with an international á la cart menu 

at the Taj Mahal Hotel in 1984. 

 
The French word ‘Amour’ has been voted the most romantic word in the 
world on a St Valentine’s Day. So, it was left in a state of unanswered 
ambiguity. All that I knew, it was a pleasurable tingling sensation, for 
want of better words. It was called my first love because it was also the 
first time, I felt what happened when it was over. 
 
Only late in life, a casual and nostalgic recalling of this sentimental 
feeling can be summed up by this Bollywood song about a romantic 
Indian lover. 



   kabhie kabhie mere dil me khayal ata hai, 
ke jaise tujko banaya gaya hai mere liye; 

        ke yeh badan yeh nigahein meri amanat hai; 
         ke  jaise tu mujhe chahegi umar bhar yoon hi. 

 
In English: sometimes, in my heart a feeling emerges, that you have 
been created just for me; that this body and these eyes are committed 
to be mine; that you will love me forever like this. 
 
My life just before I left for Bombay, just two months out of High School 
 
was full of exuberance, and a bright future overwhelmed me. Like Don  
Quixote, sky was the limit. My spirit felt free from the bondage of being 
a schoolboy, like a bird that was released from its cage. Falling in love 
and having a girlfriend was just the beginning. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    
 
 
 

Can't Help Falling in Love (Elvis Presley). 
Take my hand. 

Take my whole life, too. 
For I can't help falling in love with you 
For I can't help falling in love with you. 

 
Soon, the school result came out. With a halo of the romantic gush 
around my head, as if I attained sainthood like Mother Teresa of 
Calcutta, I left for Bombay via Calcutta with a photograph of my 



girlfriend in my pocket, which she gave to me as my travelling 
companion. 
 
During the second night on the train while travelling from Calcutta to 
Bombay, I sat by the window thinking about her. I took out the photo 
from my wallet and gazed at it while holding it by its edge between by 
right thumb and finger, like they did in Hindi films.  
  
Suddenly, a draught of breeze blew the photo away through the 
window. I felt woeful. If it was in a Hindi movie, it could have been 
interpreted as a bad omen. 
 
Falling in love for the first time was a heavenly feeling. Love is a many  
splendored thing. It was almost dreamlike. It left an imprint on the 
memory part of my brain. It was difficult to erase for some time. Over 
the years, however, it faded due to mere passage of time (Decay Theory 
of immediate memory) like the weather-beaten engravings on long-
standing tomb stones in a derelict cemetery.    
 
First love is a phenomenon associated with the youth only. It is a desire 
for a pervasive presence of the loved one. First love is characterised by 
idealism and innocence. It is different from romantic love that involves 
intimacy, trust, and physical enjoyment. 
 
Youth is time for emotional arousal about love and happiness. It is also 
the time when one gets imbued with the experiences of first love. 
Emotion is more than a feeling. Emotion is bodily reactions, such as the 
heart going pity-pat at the thought of the loved one. Feeling is simply 
awareness. 
 
Unfortunately, or fortunately, there are times in life when someone we 
love that has served us well, no longer suits us, or falls out because of 
misunderstanding as it was in my case. Leaving my loving relationship 
was more profound. I felt like I was being disloyal by abandoning the 
one who loved me first.  



  
This reminds me of the American singer Kenny Roger’s song, “You know 
I love you.” As the time distances us from our first love it disappears into 
the recesses of our forgotten-for-now memories. Also, as John Keats 
wrote in his poem Endymion [the shepherd, the beloved of the moon 
goddess Selene] that, ‘a thing of beauty is a joy forever. And it will never 
pass into nothingness.’ 
  
Now, the recollection at hand brings me back to Imphal of the mid-
1950s when Meiteis began to put a spring in their steps. They began to 
engage in ‘professional development requirements’ to ensure that 
knowledge, and skills stayed relevant and up to date in Imphal, which 
was beginning to develop.  
 
The building constructions in the town centre were complete. Local 
vernacular newspapers began to appear. Among them L Joychandra’s 
Praja Tantra was the most popular. Being a friend, he came once to see 
me here in the UK. 
 
There was a big improvement in public transportation with better 
coaches and seats. There were regular daily services to Dimapur. I 
sometimes, travelled in a three-seater taxi on my way to Darjeeling. It 
became faster with more powerful vehicles and better roads.  
 
A regular bus service in the town, and to some villages and back, were 
set up. The infrastructure also improved with more all-weather black 
topped public thoroughfares. 
 
Education among the mass was flourishing. The DM College was turning  
out many graduates every year. Quite a few students went to study 
outside of Manipur. Many went to do law in Delhi and Allahabad 
universities.  
 
A few selective students were sent out by the government to medical 
and engineering colleges, where a place or places had to be sponsored. 



I was one of them except that I funded myself, not to be bound by a 
government contract to work for it, for at least 5 years. 
 
The GDP (gross Domestic Product) which is a measure of Manipur’s 
economic output stood still. There were no new jobs. There was only 
the traditional economy that was based on cottage industries, 
producing cotton fabrics on the looms, which began to thrive. The only  
private sector enterprise was to open a small shop of some kind. 
 
What was plenty was the indomitable Meitei socio-cultural annual 
revelries  in  rituals,  such  as Yaoshang   and   Lai Harauba, which saw an  
upsurge, shared at a general level. 
 
Among these cultural heritages of the urban elite, the nocturnal 
ceremony of Hari Uthan was one of my favourites as it was unique and 
required an extra-ordinary effort to take part in it. I bumped into this 
festival while walking down my memory lane in Imphal about this time 
of November during the final year of my schooling. 
 
My assoiciation with this function was not because of an act of piety and 
charity, or an unthinking conventional reverence. It was because of an 
intense boyhood delight in looking at the face of my crush. Which was  
really one sided. I discovered how it was like during the festival of Hari 
Uthan. It was in the month of November (Mera tha in Manipuri) when 
marigold (sanarei) flowers bloomed in every ingkhol in Imphal. Of which 
I made a reference in Part 7.   
 
These seasonal sanarei flowers had a positive effect on the emotional 
health of all Meitei youth. The emotional value of sanarei has been 
enhanced by this heaert-rending song, Mera thagi sanarei maraksida, 
sanaleibak manipurgi ningol pumnamak, mabung moupa pumnamakna 
chak kouba thasida […].  
 
With the abundance of merigold flowers of November, the month when 
the married women of the golden land of Manipur, get invited for a feast 



by their big and small brothers […]. This music never fails to tear at my 
heartstrings. 
  
Sanarei in my school days, was planted in such a way that they were 
seen by the passerby and was thus easily accessible to outsiders. They 
were grown just inside of the unlocked bamboo gates as a tradition. 
These flowers were part of Meitei socio-relgious life, in particular for the 
festival of Hari Uthan (waking up of Hari or Krishna). 
  
Marigold flowers, as they bloomed in abundance in this season, it was 
customary to use sanarei  for  decorating  the doolai (palanquin) to carry  
Baby Krishna (Bal Krishna or Gopal Krishna) during the celebration of 
Hari Uthan. It was to celebate his waking up after his slumber for four 
months. All Hindu gods have an annual nap for a few months. During 
this time it is unlucky to have important ceremonies, such as weddings.    
 
For days, before the date of the celebration of Hari Uthan in the month 
of November, young nubile girls from the neighbourhood of a temple, 
would get up at the crack of dawn and trudge around the 
neighbourhood, to pluck marigold flowers. They would store them at 
the temple for the day of celebration.   
 
On that day, before the first light, the girls would assemble at a Mandab 
(an open pavilion) attached to a temple. There, they would thread 
marigold flowers into garlands to decorate a palanquin. This was a 
tradition that had been passed down over the generations. 
 
When all set and ready for the procession, the Brahmin owner of the 
temple would give Hari a wake-up call with an offering Aarti (Aarti 
katpa). This is one of the most important and popular forms of Hindu 
worship. The devotees offer light/fire to God, asking him or her to dispel 
darkness in their hearts. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Nubile girls carrying the dulai of Baby Krishna in Hari Uthan. 
  
The priest will revolve a small metal plate with his right hand while his 
left hand holds and jingles a small brass bell. The plate contains a few 
butti-flames, by burning cotton wool wrapped over thin 15 cm long 
bamboo sticks that have been soaked in ghee.  This will be followed by  
Sankritan (singing Vaishnavite hymns) accompanied by clashing of 
cymbals and beating of Meitei poong (drum).  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

Gokul village where baby Krishna was brought up. About 25 km from 
Brindaban. Inside the cottage on the right, there is baby swing crib, 
purportedly used by Baby Krishna, with two Brahmins sitting in front, holding 
the end of a rope each (to swing), for the benefit of donations from pilgrims. 

 
The above image was taken when I visited Gokul with my wife in the 
1980s. There was a baby swing crib with two Brahmins who were seated 
in front, holding the ends of a rope, on each side. It was symbolic of baby 



Krishna’s swinging cot. Though I am not a believer I left quite some 
money for their effort to keep the legend going. 
 
Back to Imphal with Hari Uthan. Following the ceremony that woke up 
baby Krishna, his idol would be put in the dulai under a canopy. The dulai 
would then be carried by the girls in a procession on the road, trailed by 
other devotees. After walking for a mile or so, baby Krishna would be 
brought back to where he came from. 
 
The exciting part for me was in a different plane. It was neither the 
sanarei nor baby Krishna. I have never been religious. And I never had 
to navigate a very narrow ledge between falsehood and truth. All the 
same, I used to get up at four o’clock in the morning and cycle to the 
mandab of the locality where the girl I fancied, lived.  
 
It was just for the intense excitement of glaring at her face and for her 
to notice me glaring. I would make a zip gesture across my mouth in 
besotted awe, whenever I thought she noticed my gaze.  
139 
The bright white light from incandescent electric bulbs had changed the 
phenomenon of eye gazing at night. For the better, I thought. It gave me 
more enthusiasm for waking up early before the first flush of morning. 
As it happens, we humans are the only primates with white eyes that 
are drawn to eye contact. I must thank Churachand Maharaj for bringing 
electricity to Imphal.    
   
In those days, Imphal had just enough electric power supply to 
illuminate only selected households and a very few temple mandaps. 
The power was generated at the Hydro-electric powerhouse at 
Leimakhong (A stream of the princess). In the immediate post-war 
period, it was supplemented by diesel powered electric generators in 
Imphal.  
 
As my father oversaw electrifying Imphal, I had as a boy, some 
rudimentary knowledge about it. Late on, here in the UK, with my 



knowledge of physics and referring to an electrical manual, I did a lot of 
electrical installations in and outside of my house, saving thousands of 
pounds. Time is money here.  
 
As I am writing a bit of history of Imphal I feel obliged to put on record 
about the coming of electricity in Imphal. It was my father who 
physically installed a hydroelectric powerhouse al Sanahal Lokchao 
(Leimakhong), while Mr CF Jeffrey, the State   British Civil Engineer laid  
the infrastructure for channelling the water from Lokchao River to 
power the plant at a foothill. 
  
It was in 1930s when Maharaja Churachand had a sudden whim that his 
palace would benefit from electrical lighting as he was used to at Mayo 
College in Ajmer and a stint at Dehra Dun military academy. 
  
As Mr Jeffrey was a civil engineer, he knew nothing about electricity. So, 
he sent for a manual of a hydroelectric generator, while he sent my 
father Irengbam Gulamjat Singh who was a civil engineer, to college in  
 Shillong to study electrical engineering. A few literate people were also 
sent out to learn how to install pylons or tubular steel poles to hold 
overhead electric copper cables to transmit high-voltage electricity, and 
in house wiring. 
 
Jeffery lived in a large beautiful wooden bungalow by the Indo-Burma 
Road, facing the Kangla cantonment. It was located between the PWD 
(Public Works Department) building complex and the present Gandhi 
Memorial Hall. There was a small ornamental fishpond in the small but 
well-kept front garden with manicured lawn. 
  
The power supply lit up the palace and homes in the British Reserve. 
Imphal town centre was lit up by streetlamps.  It was a small generator 
producing only 100 KW energy. Only a very few households in Imphal 
had their houses electrified.  My father was once in trouble for cutting 
off the power supply to the Palace because of default in payment of 
electric bills. 



 
I must have been about 6 or 7 years of age when electricity came to our 
house. I remember when my father taught me how to write the 
alphabet (Bengali) on our mangol (veranda) under the glare of electric 
light and how I got a thump sometimes, for being too thick. 
 
I also recollect the night when I went to watch a military tattoo 
performed by the Gurkhas of the 4th Assam Rifles at the Polo Ground in  
1941. I was moving about, sitting on the shoulders of a henchman of my 
father. My father was organising the illumination with flood lights. It was 
about the capture of Rani Gaidinliu, the freedom fighter from 
Tamenglong in 1932. 
 
Talking about Jeffrey sahib as my father called him. He often talked 
about him. I was very glad that I had the opportunity to go inside his 
bungalow after the Japanlan, because of my Tangkhul friends, when 
Major Khathing was staying there as a minister of Manipur in 1948.  
  
Khathing was a great Tangkhul, both as a military and a civil officer. To 
crown them all, he was the Indian Ambassador to Burma. When I 
became a doctor, I went to this bungalow a few times to stay with the 
Chief Secretary Saxena, who was living there, in 1964. 
 
Between Jeffrey’s bungalow and the present Gandhi Memorial Hall 
there were the Municipality building and the Dak Bungalow on the west 
side of the Road. Behind those buildings and between the PWD building 
in the north and the Civil Hospital in the south, there was a large open 
field where a small single brick-built mortuary existed.  
 
The Rupmahal Theatre was built by the main Kangla-Kangchup Road in 
1948. The drama group initially started at somebody’s home at Bamon 
Leikai during the war years. They were a few artists from Yaiskul. The 
Rupmahal Theatre performed many excellent dramas. It had some 
beautiful actresses like Bimola, Sapam Nupimacha, Tandon and others. 
 



The PWD after the Japanlan was headed by Nambram Gulamjat Singh 
from Nagamapal. It was defunct during the War and remained so until 
1945, when it was reinstituted by Khomdram Angangjao Singh, using his 
homestead at Terakeithel in Imphal, as his office. My brother engineer 
Irengbam Gokulchandra was recalled. 
 
At that time, we were staying in the village of   Senjam-Chirang as our 
house at Uripok was still occupied by Indian army personnel. My brother 
found a temporary lodging with a Brahmin family at Bamon Leikai. He 
also brought me to Imphal for schooling. I went to nearby Moirangkhom 
UP School (cf. Part 3). 
 
During the War, my father was running the Hydro-electric Powerhouse,  
from his office at Leimakhong. From the Senjam-Chirang village he 
commuted daily on his bicycle in the morning and back in the evening.  
 
After the War in 1949, with the approval of the Interim Government of  
Manipur, my father built a new Electric Office block (the present office) 
at the Keisampat junction. MK Priyobrata as the Chief Minister, and 
Major Khathing and other ministers came to its inauguration.   
  
 
 
 
 
 
 

Debonair Capt MK Priyobrata           Legendary Major Bob Khathing 
                  1st Chief Minister                                       1st Minister 

                                        -  Of Independent Manipur. 
 As mentioned earlier, a hydro-electric power plant of 100KW was 
constructed at Leimakhong in 1930s. And later, it was upgraded to 
another 56 KW in 19040s. The electric generator at Leimakhong 
captured the energy of the falling water of Sanahal Lokchao River to 
generate electricity, like a car dynamo. 



 
The old Sanahal Lokchao River was majestic as its foamy and crystal-
clear water flowed down on a shallow bed of pebbles, producing 
meandering scars here and there. As the river was old with a low 
gradient and low erosive energy, its ribbon-like body of water had to be 
coaxed to flow along semi-circle culverts of galvanised metal sheets 
from high up the mountain down to a concrete reservoir.  
 
From this small reservoir, the water body was brought down by gravity, 
down a steep gradient in closed subterranean concrete culverts to 
where the hydro plant was installed at the foothills. 
  
There was a Swing Bridge across the river where a dam was built. That 
was where the culverts began to share the river’s water. There was a 
foot path all along the culverts. It was a beautiful picnic spot.  
 
The forceful potential energy of the water body from the reservoir, the 
flowof which was manually controlled, released high pressure water 
current that converted mechanical energy from the spinning turbines to 
produce electrical energy. And using transformers the electrical current 
was transferred to the electric grid, the control of which was rigged on 
one wall, in electrical terms.   
 
During my childhood I used to go there a lot with my father. And during 
my high school days, on picnics with friends. The place was a bit like 
Switzerland. Flocks of birds often drifted past the powerhouse, soaring 
languidly in the calm sky. There were four small bungalows for the staff 
and one for my father around the plant. During the War, one was 
occupied by the 4th Assam Rifles’ Gurkha sentries.   
  
Many years later, when my wife and I went to the Swiss Alps on holiday, 
the waterfall of Reichenbach, where Sherlock Homes fought the last 
battle to death with his arch enemy Prof Moriarty, rekindled my 
childhood memory of Sanahal Lokchao. It was in Sir Conan Doyle’s “The 
Last Problem”. 



 
The spent, effluent water from the hydro plant was drained in an open,  
narrow and shallow stone-built channel to empty into the mother river 
as it coursed down, bubbling, chattering, and murmuring, to reach the 
flat plain.  
 
The channel was constructed along the bottom part of the slope, above 
which a footpath was cut out. Two stone slabs engraved with Mr 
Jeffery’s and my father’s names with the date, month, and year of its 
construction, were erected along and among the pineapple plants. 
  
Sanahal Lokchao River was full of trout fish known as Sananga, 
(Goldfish). Once, my father organised a fishing spree for our family, in 
that part of the river where it snaked on to the flat plain of Leimakhong,  
carrying clear diaphanous water, as it bounced off the boulders and 
pebbles.  
  
He got his men to build a low dam with pebbles. Lime powder (calcium 
carbonate) was dropped in the temporarily still water behind the dam. 
It stunned the trout as they travelled upstream to breathe as the water 
ran through their open mouth and gills where oxygen from water was 
absorbed and carbon dioxide released into the water and expelled. 
 
They also caught their food from the current, such as aquatic insects and 
small fish. Very soon they fell flat on their sides when we picked them 
up. Unfortunately, in the late 1970s, the whole place surrounding the 
powerhouse was wiped out by a landslide along with the stone tablets 
with the names of Mr Jeffrey and my father. 
 
After the Japanlan, my father had a separate office build at Keisampat 
junction, the current building for the Electrical department, separate 
from the PWD Office. It was inaugurated in 1949 by Chief Minister MK 
Priyobrata. 
 
 



 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 

Inauguration of the New Electrical Office building at Keisampat 
L-R) seated in front: 4th C M, Capt Priyobrata. Major Khating. Konjengbam 

Gouro. My father I Gulamjat Singh. 
 

This brings me to Shakespeare again. We can’t do without Shakespeare 
who could not afford to go to a university. He wrote in “As You Like It”: 
All the world's a stage, and all the men and women merely players they 
have their exits and their entrances.”   
 
We enter in the world by birth. We lead our life in different characters. 
Ultimately, we end up just as we were to be begin with, helpless, and 
soon forgotten. 
 

 

Shakespeare’s birthplace (house) in Stafford-Upon-Avon (Stafford by the 
River Avon), England. 

 


