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Dearest diary, :

Don't you just love this season? Yeah!
Though it just passes even before I can give my
first duvet to the laundry and get my second
one out, I still enjoy and treasure every second

H]
of my deshi winter.

While growing up 1 remember how October
used to be pleasant and then November,
December, January would be cold, and finally in
February winter would peter off. But now-a-

days, at least in the city, winters are becoming

extinct. I know that for a fact because all the
matching shawls, which'1 have collected over
the years don't even get a one time airing. How
sad. I did not know what "pashminas" were
while 1 was growing up and now that I do know,

winters have disappeared. Maybe from now on T
will take my "summer holidays" during winter.

My mother is another great fan of the winter
season. The other day 1 walked into her house
and saw her sitting regally.in her drawing room,
with a steaming cup of coffee, wearing a
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food obsessed person

Kanjeevaram saree with all the
works (meaning jewellery and
make up). I stopped in my tracks
and asked her why she was
dressed up to the nines, and

whether she was expecting anybody else other
than me. She in a very matter of fact voice
informed me that she was giving her out of
fashion Kanjeevaram sarees for airing. Whew!
Between me and my mother, the air is sure
going to be very heavy.

izzy drinks and excessive
caffeine.

My brother celebrates his
winter in an another kind of a

way, which 1 call the gastronom-

jcal delight way, He celebrates

winter with food. Hot dal-puris,

mughlai parathas, pasta, and

chhit pithas with bhuna duck

curry, sujir halua, spicy thai

soups, followed by steaming coffee
are just to name a few. Just before his
arrival from work every evening, the whole
house gets geared up for "bhaiya's nashta”.
There are certain rules here. The menu can't be
repeated in quick succession. At least a week's
gap has to be there before a certain item is
repeated, So everyday before his homecoming, a
mini conference between my mother, Chand
Miah the cook, and Saidul the valet takes place
vith great solemnity and thought. So when he
walks into his castle with his entourage in tow,
the aroma of his "nashta" puts him and his pals
in a good mood and hence....party time!

Before penning off diary, I just want to say
Eid Mubarak to you'as Qurbani Eid is just around
the corer. I'm glad for this Eid the razzmatazz
is not as much as the last Eid. But since meat
will be the main thing going around, I'thought
a few beef and mutton recipes would be
appropriate. So, happy cooking!
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