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“CREATIVITY COMES FROM A CONFLICT OF IDEAS.”
- Donatella Versace

“PEACE IS NOT THE ABSENCE OF CONFLICT BUT THE PRESENCE
OF CREATIVE ALTERNATIVES FOR RESPONDING TO CONFLICT—
ALTERNATIVES TO PASSIVE OR AGGRESSIVE RESPONSES, ALTERNATIVES TO VIOLENCE. ”
- Dorothy Thompson

“WHEN WE DARE TO CREATE CONFLICT, WE ENABLE THE VERY
BEST THINKING.”
- Margaret Heffernan

“A SUCCESSFUL WORK OF ART IS NOT ONE WHICH RESOLVES
CONTRADICTIONS IN A SPURIOUS HARMONY, BUT ONE WHICH
EXPRESSES THE IDEA OF HARMONY NEGATIVELY BY EMBODYING
THE CONTRADICTIONS, PURE AND UNCOMPROMISED, IN ITS INNERMOST STRUCTURE.”
- Theodor Adorno

ON CREATIVITY IN CONFLICT...

EDITOR’S NOTE
SHAHANA DATTAGUPTA

Shirin Subhani and Shahana Dattagupta were inspired to become curators of stories of courageous
creativity after experiencing firsthand, the transformative power of creative thinking and expression
that involve emotional risk and personal vulnerability in a collective forum. For more about Shirin and
Shahana, please visit the “About Us” page on Flying Chickadee’s Web site:
www.flyingchickadee.com/about.html and connect with us on Facebook/flying chickadee.
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EDITOR’S NOTE
Recently, I’ve been fortunate enough to have had the extraordinary experience of love and appreciation
deepening in conflict. In all situations that this has happened, it has been because of deep mutual respect,
an assumption that the conflict has some revelation to benefit both parties, and utmost caring in communication. What I discovered is that only when we move against each other in conflict does it become a negative
deadlock, a downward spiral. When we move through the conflict, accepting the offer of difference, it leads to
expansion, exploration and insight - all hallmarks of creativity. We move into the realm of possibility.
In this issue we explore Creativity in Conflict. How can conflict reveal a creative path? How can limitations or
seemingly opposing assumptions or aspirations make us, together, approach a situation in brand new ways,
not previously imagined? After all, gravity was in conflict with the ability for humans to fly. So the Wright Brothers discovered the properties of wind!
Read on to discover how our contributors find new perspective, opportunity or possibility in conflict. In our feature, ‘Two Nations, One People,’ Dr. Haran finds himself crossing the conflicted border from India to Pakistan
on a polio eradication mission, and quickly, even the mission becomes secondary to his visceral experience of
oneness with the people. Dr. Abdul Hameed Khan’s confrontational ‘A Chat With Cancer’ uncovers unexpected
insights about this apparent opponent. In ‘The Mirror Within,’ Ashima Sarin’s reflections reveal that all external
or circumstantial conflict impeding her mission to be creative is in truth, internal. Young contributor Krithi Basu
finds mystery and resolution in the conflicts of silence, poet Laura Bulchis discovers new openings in mind,
body and spirit while pushing against the earth in yogic flow, while artist Peace conquers the ultimate conflict
of survival by giving away his art for nothing at all, not even food or water! Finally, witness our conversation
with Vinit Taneja, CEO of Prerna Learning Center for conscious leadership, which helps many step outside the
conflict of survival into leading thriving lives.
We hope you too tap into the unexpected and mysterious creative potential of conflict!
Shahana.

“WHEN WE MOVE THROUGH THE CONFLICT, ACCEPTING THE OFFER OF
DIFFERENCE, IT LEADS TO EXPANSION, EXPLORATION AND INSIGHT ALL HALLMARKS OF CREATIVITY. WE MOVE INTO THE REALM OF POSSIBILITY.”

“ME: YOU ARE TALKING AS IF YOU HAD A RIGHT OVER MY BODY, TO
DEVOUR IT AND FINISH ME OFF.
CANCER: YES, I DO. I WAS CREATED BY YOU ...”

A CHAT WITH CANCER
ABDUL HAMEED KHAN

Hameed is a 71-year-old retired medical doctor. After graduating in India, he has been living in England
since 1969. A general practitioner for 36 years, he is liked and respected by his patients. His hobbies
include reading and watching sports on TV. He also enjoys organizing social events for friends.
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A CHAT WITH CANCER
Me: Good morning, cancer. How are you this morning?
Cancer: I am very cross with you.
Me: Why?
Cancer: You had me chopped off with the lobe of your lung, which was my home. I was flourishing in there…
Me: …Sorry for the interruption, but you’d planned to kill me!
Cancer: No, mate, it was a question of survival. I had to extend my home into your liver and stomach…
Me: … thereby killing me, eventually.
Cancer: I had to eat something to survive. I do not like the taste of lung - all soft and spongy!
Me: You are talking as if you had a right over my body, to devour it and finish me off.
Cancer: Yes, I do. I was created by you – by a few abnormal cells in your lung.
Me: We did the right thing by getting rid of you.
Cancer: That does not mean I should be sliced off from my cozy abode and sent off to histopathology, only to
be dropped in liquid wax, put in a freezer in extremely cold conditions until I freeze completely. And that was
not the end! The pathologist proceeded to slice me into several small sections, and put me under a microscope. That was humiliating. I was naked, cut into pieces and examined closely. Within a few hours, your one
lobe of lung, which was my thriving home, was sent for further scrutiny.

“THE PATHOLOGIST PROCEEDED TO SLICE ME INTO SEVERAL SMALL
SECTIONS, AND PUT ME UNDER A MICROSCOPE. THAT WAS HUMILIATING. I WAS NAKED, CUT INTO PIECES AND EXAMINED CLOSELY.”

A CHAT WITH CANCER
Me: Stop now. How do you feel now?
Cancer: What do you think? Lying in a jar like a pickled onion!
Me: How did you like being in my lung?
Cancer: I came to know you better as I was growing. You are a kind, considerate and thoughtful person. You are
humble. You do not boast about being a doctor, as do others in your family. You love your family and friends. They
love and care for you in return. By the way, you married a great lady.
Me: Flattery will get you nowhere. You will be in that jar for a few months.
Cancer: What will happen to me?
Me: You will end up in the hospital incinerator eventually.
Cancer: Oh! You scare me. I hate fire.
Me: That was done to save my life from your evil intentions.
Cancer: Don’t be rude. I am not that bad.
Me: Yes, you are.
Cancer: What would have happened if I would have killed you?

“I CAME TO KNOW YOU BETTER AS I WAS GROWING. YOU ARE A
KIND, CONSIDERATE AND THOUGHTFUL PERSON. YOU ARE HUMBLE...”
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A CHAT WITH CANCER
Me: I would have been buried. My soul would have been recalled to join me in the grave, and then two angels
would have come to ask me a few questions about my religion, about my imaan. They would have carried two
scrolls; one with my good deeds, to be attached to my right shoulder, and the other with my bad deeds to be
attached to my left shoulder. I would have been reborn with trillions and billions of other people on Doomsday to
face my Creator, who would have decided whether I am going to Heaven or Hell.
Cancer: I would have loved to have gone with you to Heaven.
Me: Stop, your imagination is running away with you. You do not deserve Heaven, with your evil ways and murdering innocent people.
Cancer: You are rude to me. Remember you were my friend, feeding me with your flesh and blood.
Me: You might have been my friend… until your nasty spikes started growing.
Cancer: The two scans, CT and PET, nearly killed me. Those injections were horrible. I was glowing with radiation for 24 hours. Before I leave you I would like to thank you for being my host. It is a pity my stay with you was
short-lived. Give my regards to your wife, who is a great person, caring and loving. And to your children, who
are so thoughtful. They all love you. By the way, your grandchildren, Aadil and Bilaal, are adorable. I am glad you
were not killed by me. You deserve a good life. Goodbye to you, Hameed.
Me: Before I go, I too want to thank you, Cancer, for inspiring me to fight for my life, giving me hope for the future,
making me strong to face any adversity with courage that I did not think I possessed, and reminding me of the
wonderful family and life I am fortunate to have. Thank you and goodbye.
I was finished talking to my friend, Cancer. I looked outside the window. Daffodils and tulips were blooming in
the garden. The trees started looking green again. Perhaps it is a rebirth for me.

“BEFORE I GO, I TOO WANT TO THANK YOU, CANCER, FOR INSPIRING ME...MAKING ME STRONG TO FACE ANY ADVERSITY WITH
COURAGE THAT I DID NOT THINK I POSSESSED...”

“...FLOATING HERE,
I AM NEITHER WATER NOR STONE,
DREAMER NOR DREAMED...”

WHEN I LAND
LAURA BULCHIS

Laura writes when inspiration strikes her, which most often seems to be while practicing yoga, walking
in nature or sitting at a crowded café. A brambling path has led her thru teen rebellion, intellectual
grasping, compulsive escapism, globetrotting, spiritual seeking, and finally back to her body as the
most tangible source of creativity, compassion, and truth. Laura has followed its wisdom to a somatic
counseling program at California Institute of Integral studies in San Francisco. She is excited and
invites your spirit to join her on the collectively brambling journey at www.lauralalita.com
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WHEN I LAND
When I land,
My mind is willful
Of body’s call.
Squishy rubber caresses toes and palms
As breath writhes and sighs into cats and cows,
Coiling and uncoiling along the spinal twist
Of bellied beliefs and disembodied being.
I play in the sand unboxed,
Picking and prodding,
opening and flowing
Limbs, hips, jaws and ears deepening,
Hissing against unyielding floor.
Willfully, my body soars upward,
Prostrating to the Sun,
Rebellion and reverence mingling
Like lovers rolling around the mat.
Solar flares alight my wings,
Propelling me into the Kundalini Den
Of Warrior stillness,
Until I am honed, humbled and exhausted,
brought to my knees, for one final fight.
Salty toxins and tears burst forth like pixie dust
From a splintered rainbow.
As my heart surrenders to Samsara’s wheel.
I am a fallen angel,
kissed goodnight
By the Sun, as it prods me
into the moon’s twilight glow...

Stuck Solid earth rendered warm and
supportive in my shifted gaze.
Cradled into Shakti’s
unconditional palms,
I allow hips to open
As knees fall apart A happy baby
rocked back and forth
Into the seamless womb
of Savasana.
Deep Peace.
My corpse sinks into the green moss of Mother Earth,
Dropped like a pebble into the pond of timeless awakening,
Resting until the next cycle of rebirth.
Floating here,
I am neither water nor stone,
Dreamer nor dreamed.
I am only sensation.
Breath upon breath,
One moment born of another,
Ebbing and flowing.
Until,
Gently,
I awake from the holy bath of my own sweetness A newborn whispering the wisdom of
every ancestor.

“THESE ARE NOT THE FANTASIES OF A WELL-WISHER BUT TRUE EXCHANGES THAT TOOK PLACE DURING MY VISIT. THERE MIGHT HAVE
BEEN MANY RULERS, MANY WARS, MASSACRES AND RELIGIOUS TENSIONS, AND YET THERE IS NO REAL DIFFERENCE BETWEEN THE PEOPLES
OF INDIA AND PAKISTAN.”

TWO NATIONS, ONE PEOPLE
E.G.P. HARAN, PHD

Haran is an international public health consultant with over thirty years of experience in mother and child
health and family planning. For the past twenty years his focus has been on immunization and polio eradication. Haran lives in New Delhi, and can be contacted at egpharan@gmail.com
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TWO NATIONS, ONE PEOPLE
Rotary International raised from its members over $200 million in 1988, twice its target, to make the world polio-free by its centenary in 2005. This started the global initiative for polio eradication by the year 2000, which
has now been delayed due to problems in a few countries. The strategy consisted of strengthened routine immunization of children against all vaccine preventable diseases before their first birthday, mass supplementary
vaccination campaigns (national immunization days) to administer oral polio vaccine (OPV or Sabin vaccine)
to all children under the age of five, and high quality disease surveillance. Having been associated with polio
eradication from the beginning and having visited over 25 countries on this mission, my commitment to make
our world polio free is stronger than ever before.
With sustained global efforts, the number of cases has come down from over 300,000 in 1988 to only 650
cases in 2011. With India having had no polio cases since January 2011, there are currently only three
remaining polio endemic countries of the world – Pakistan, Afghanistan and Nigeria. Thus when Rotary
International requested me to visit Pakistan for two weeks in April 2012 to review the situation and develop a
plan of action, I saw this as a God sent opportunity for me to continue my service to achieve a polio free world.
Moreover, Pakistan is special since I feel a strong historical bond with the people, and I was curious to explore
that connection and get a personal feel about the bond and the divide. (I have also visited the other two polio
endemic countries – Afghanistan and Nigeria.)
Pakistan had only 32 polio cases in 2007 but that figure rose to 198 cases in 2011. The main problem in
Pakistan was that children were repeatedly being missed during polio vaccination campaigns. Nearly 90% of
the cases were among the Pashtu population from the northwest who migrated a lot, for example from Peshawar to Karachi. The eradication efforts are now being intensified with increased government commitment and
better implementation to reach every child, especially the migrant Pashtu. Round-the-clock vaccination booths
have been established at all major transit points to vaccinate travelling children. These efforts are beginning to
show results; as of October 2, 2012, Pakistan has reported only 40 cases in 2012 compared with 100 for the

“... WHEN ROTARY INTERNATIONAL REQUESTED ME TO VISIT PAKISTAN ... I SAW THIS AS A GOD SENT OPPORTUNITY ... TO CONTINUE MY SERVICE TO ACHIEVE A POLIO FREE WORLD ... I FEEL A
STRONG HISTORICAL BOND WITH THE PEOPLE [OF PAKISTAN]...”

TWO NATIONS, ONE PEOPLE
same period in 2011. Yet the continuing conflict in the border areas of the polio endemic northwest poses a
major challenge to getting all children vaccinated.
This, however, is the story of my personal experience interacting with the people of Pakistan during my poliorelated visit, not so much about polio eradication.
It is typically very difficult for Indians to get visas to visit Pakistan, but I got my visa in just two hours. In fact
I received a call from the Pakistan High Commissioner in Delhi asking me to come and collect the visa! That
was the level of personal interest taken by my influential Rotarian host. Upon reaching Karachi airport by a
half-empty Pakistan International Airlines flight, I decided to exchange some US$ for Pakistani Rupees and
casually asked the cashier if he would exchange my Indian Rupees as well. To my pleasant surprise he quickly
replied with a broad smile in chaste Urdu, “Of course, you are my neighbour and an honoured guest...” and he
immediately quoted a favourable exchange rate. That set the welcoming tone for my memorable two-week trip.
I had been to Pakistan twice before but this was special as I had much closer interactions with many Pakistanis, from drivers to affluent Rotarians and senior Government officials. Language was no barrier as today’s spoken Hindi (Hindustani) and Urdu are almost the same, except for the script, and it was easier to communicate
in Pakistan than it would be in some parts of India (e.g., Assam). I often forgot that I was in a “foreign” country.
One night I went to the Pakistani restaurant in the hotel in which I was staying and asked for a recommendation of special “Pakistani” dishes. Quick came the reply: “Sir, what is there so special to offer, our menu is
exactly the same that you will be getting in Delhi”! The ghazal singer at the restaurant started singing special
songs in honour of the guest from India (that is me) and the paanwala made a special Banarasi paan (post
dinner betel leaf with condiments as made in Varanasi, India). Both had family connections across the border
in Rajasthan. (Even when I visited the famous Sadar Bazar market in Karachi during my first visit 24 years back

“... I HAD MUCH CLOSER INTERACTIONS WITH MANY PAKISTANIS,
FROM DRIVERS TO AFFLUENT ROTARIANS AND SENIOR GOVERNMENT OFFICIALS ... IT WAS EASIER TO COMMUNICATE IN PAKISTAN
THAN IT WOULD BE IN SOME PARTS OF INDIA ... I OFTEN FORGOT
THAT I WAS IN A “FOREIGN” COUNTRY.”
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TWO NATIONS, ONE PEOPLE
in 1988, the shopkeeper had offered me a spontaneous 30% discount just because I was from India and his
family was from Meerut!)
As soon as someone recognized that I was from India – whether it was a waiter, a room boy or a shop keeper
– their face would immediately brighten up and they would start telling me a story or two about their families,
and that they were from Meerut or Aligarh in Uttar Pradesh or Kutch in Gujarat. During many a conversation
they would say how much they wished to visit India. Several of the more educated and affluent friends would
ask, “Why not India and Pakistan have a free trade zone just like in Europe?” Some even dared to say how
they wished the Partition had never taken place! During my entire two-week stay no one ever mentioned the
Kashmir “problem”!
Since the polio problem was mainly among the Pashtu-speaking people, I wanted to find out which film and
sport stars would be most acceptable as polio ambassadors to motivate the families to get their children vaccinated. From the sporting world, the Pashtu speaking charismatic Pakistani cricketer Shahid Afridi was the
unanimous choice. However, from the film world, the popular choices were the Bollywood stars Shah Rukh
Khan and Salman Khan, not a surprise since Indian movies and Indian TV shows are so popular in Pakistan.
They even claimed that Shah Rukh Khan’s family was from Peshawar!
These are not the fantasies of a well-wisher but true exchanges that took place during my visit. There might
have been many rulers, many wars, massacres and religious tensions, and yet there is no real difference between the peoples of India and Pakistan – the food, the language, the music and even the smell in the streets
are all the same! After all, historically, both are the same people of the Indo-Gangetic belt from Kabul and
Kandahar (ancient Gandhara) to Varanasi and Patna (ancient Pataliputra). Then what are we fighting for?

“FIRST, PROMOTE AND EXPAND TRADE SO LARGE AND SO ROBUST THAT NO MILITARY OR RELIGIOUS GROUPS DARE TO RISK A
WAR. SECOND, PROMOTE MORE PEOPLE-TO-PEOPLE EXCHANGES
THROUGH SPORTS, ART AND EDUCATIONAL AND CULTURAL EXCHANGES THAT WILL FURTHER STRENGTHEN THE BOND.”

TWO NATIONS, ONE PEOPLE
Why are there so few flights and so few people travelling between the two countries? So near and yet so far!
Some say it is the mistrust, the military, cross-border terrorism, religious hegemony or even the hands of other
global powers that stand to benefit by such continued conflicts.
The current reality is that Pakistan and India are two sovereign independent countries that are still struggling
to deal with years of mistrust, conflicts and the Vale of Kashmir. Could we not make a new beginning to bridge
the divide between the same people living in two nations? Two obvious steps come to mind. First, promote and
expand trade so large and so robust that no military or religious groups dare to risk a war. Second, promote
more people-to-people exchanges through sports, art and educational and cultural exchanges that will further
strengthen the bond. My recent experience in Pakistan reaffirms my conviction that there is ample people will
to generate the critical political will that may be necessary to bridge this unnecessary divide.

“MY RECENT EXPERIENCE IN PAKISTAN REAFFIRMS MY CONVICTION THAT THERE IS AMPLE PEOPLE WILL TO GENERATE THE
CRITICAL POLITICAL WILL THAT MAY BE NECESSARY TO BRIDGE
THIS UNNECESSARY DIVIDE.”
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“MAYBE I WAS AFRAID TO LOOK IN THE MIRROR. IF I DIDN’T LIKE WHAT I
SAW, WOULD I REALLY BE ABLE TO DO SOMETHING ABOUT IT? ... IT WAS
AKIN TO THE FEAR OF DROWNING. THE LESS I VENTURED INTO THE WATER,
THE MORE AFRAID I WAS...”

THE MIRROR WITHIN
ASHIMA SARIN

Ashima grew up in Delhi and moved to the United States twelve years ago. Her background is in journalism and political science but her passion has always been writing poetry. She lives with her husband
and two kids in San Francisco and owes much of her spiritual and creative journey not just to her place
of birth but to the sublime and mysterious city of the “red golden gate bridge” as her three-year-old
daughter calls it! You can find Ashima’s poetry at http://sukoonblog.wordpress.com/
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THE MIRROR WITHIN
My story is not unique. I came out of the womb with as much of an instinct to survive as the urge to explore,
understand and create. In a sense, we are all born deconstructionists, some more than others. I believe though
that this creative instinct emerges from a lack of fear, a fear that takes on many layers as years go by. Unless
recognized as a sacred force and a compelling inner voice, this natural drive to innovate gets buried under a
stampede of the daily rigmarole.
My first memories of my creative impulses are also my first memories of childhood. I have this recurring vision
of a balmy summer afternoon in my home in Delhi. I was perhaps three or four. My mother was taking her
afternoon nap and I was instructed to be quiet, which even at that age was an uphill task for me! I remember
picking up the lid of a coca cola bottle from the kitchen and building an entire game around it. The center of
the lid was the knight; the grooves of the lid, his loyal soldiers riding elephants. Sitting right there on the side
of my parents’ bed, my mother softly snoring, I had built an entire kingdom of thrones out of one simple piece
of metal.
I started playing with words at a very early age. At the age of eight, I composed my first poem titled “My
Sunday father”. Twelve sentences all in verse, it talked about my very elusive father whose time with us most
weeks was only on Sundays, as his day started after my brother and I left for school and ended after we were
fast asleep. The poem was a hit and I, much to my annoyance and my father’s chagrin, was made to recite it
over and over to a very amused group of adults.
Poetry from then on became my chosen vehicle of expression, but it was rarely free flowing, mostly guided by
my elocution teacher for purely contest driven purposes. I won numerous awards through school years but it
was only as a teenager that poetry really became my vehicle for voicing and releasing the angst and sometimes self-inflicted existential torment that accompanies those years.

“I CAME OUT OF THE WOMB WITH AS MUCH OF AN INSTINCT TO
SURVIVE AS THE URGE TO EXPLORE, UNDERSTAND AND CREATE...I
BELIEVE THOUGH THAT THIS CREATIVE INSTINCT EMERGES FROM
A LACK OF FEAR, A FEAR THAT TAKES ON MANY LAYERS AS
YEARS GO BY.”

THE MIRROR WITHIN
After school, I choose a Bachelor’s degree in journalism as there were only a few options for a degree in
creative writing at the time. Strangely though, as I understood the need for hierarchy, especially in the telling
of facts, words slowly lost their emotive resonance. The story had to be funny or catchy or it was not worth
telling. Poetry and its free flow with absolutely no intention of outcome got a silent cremation. So also, a much
needed outlet for any and all darkness that I met on the way to adulthood was blocked. And those compartmentalized experiences emerged later, both abstruse and overwhelming.
Being in the business of writing or in the academic world at least kept the tools sharpened. It was when I
joined the corporate world that the daily grind of meeting quotas and bottom lines didn’t leave any room for
creative pursuits. How could it? Anything that didn’t result in a tangible outcome financially seemed frivolous
and unnecessary. There was constant pressure to measure myself by the gauge of reports, rankings and
awards.
In societal terms, I had a great job, a beautiful life with a wonderful and supportive husband and all the right
ingredients that made the classic American dream. A dream that overshadowed the one that would perhaps
bring me more creative satisfaction or be much more meaningful in terms of a difference I would be able to
make in the community.
Maybe I was afraid to look in the mirror. If I didn’t like what I saw, would I really be able to do something about
it? I bought journals but never really wrote in them. My aunts and friends from school would ask and I would
come up with excuses not to write. It was akin to the fear of drowning. The less I ventured into the water, the
more afraid I was, and even the shallow end seemed deep enough to keep away from.
Children brought as much joy as real responsibilities and sometimes, real excuses too. I did brush the dust off
the empty journals and started writing to the children for them to read and know their childhood when they got
older. But not more than a couple of pages got written every few months.

“WHEN I DID GO BACK AND READ THOSE PAGES THOUGH, I WAS
AMAZED AT HOW EVOCATIVE AND VIVID MY WORDS WERE AND I
KNEW THAT IT WOULD BE A CRIME TO STOP WRITING THEM.”
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THE MIRROR WITHIN
When I did go back and read those pages though, I was amazed at how evocative and vivid my words were
and I knew that it would be a crime to stop writing them. Even then, I filled up the few moments of quietude
that the kids left, with more noise - Television, phone and the internet.
As counter intuitive as it sounds, the more I craved “my quiet time”, the more I filled it with humdrum. Once
the kids were in school and life acquired some semblance of routine, old house guests and nocturnal creatures started knocking again. Step out of the circles of identity and look within, they said and I did.
All these years, it has been easy to define myself as a daughter, a mother, a wife. As fulfilling as these roles
have been, I know I owe it to myself to first find out where I really stand before I try to fit in. It is a daunting
task to say the least, with both tangible and imagined fears and insecurities, standing in the way.
But I am ready to look in the mirror, knowing that it may or may not be met by approval from all those who
pass by it. I think I like what I see and that makes it a great place to begin!

“ALL THESE YEARS, IT HAS BEEN EASY TO DEFINE MYSELF AS A
DAUGHTER, A MOTHER, A WIFE. AS FULFILLING AS THESE ROLES
HAVE BEEN, I KNOW I OWE IT TO MYSELF TO FIRST FIND OUT
WHERE I REALLY STAND BEFORE I TRY TO FIT IN.”

“... IT IS SILENCES LIKE THESE WHEN I REALIZE,
THERE IS A DIFFERENT LIFE WHEN ALL SOUND DIES...”

THE SILENCE ON THE ROAD
KRITHI BASU

Krithi is fourteen years old and currently studying in 9th grade at Skyline High School. She enjoys
music and running in the cross-country sports team at her school. She has been singing Indian classical music since the age of two and playing piano since the age of seven. She likes to write poetry
in her spare time.
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THE SILENCE ON THE ROAD

The silence on the road still puzzles me today,
Even though it has never gone away,
Much is missing, so there is a lot to say,
But yet sometimes, what is absent should stay at bay,
No raucous horns, screeching tires, or cries of different range,
No loud music, sizzling food, coughing engines, it’s very strange,
There are the whooshes of cars as they pass by,
But it still seems like the whole place is artificial, or a lie,
It’s eerie because this place is my familiar abode,
However, one of the many things that does not make it so,
Is the mysteriousness of the silence on the road.
It is silences like these when I realize,
There is a different life when all sound dies.

“A PILGRIMAGE IS A WAY TO GET YOUR HEAD ON STRAIGHT. IT IS A WAY TO
WAKE UP. IT IS A WAY TO LEARN TO VALUE EVERYTHING AROUND YOU, AND
TO REALIZE WE ALL HAVE SO MUCH TO BE GRATEFUL FOR. THIS IS THE WAY I
FOUND PEACE. IT ALL BEGINS WITH GRATITUDE, AFTER THAT IT ONLY SEEMS
OBVIOUS.”

PEACE

PEACE ARTIST

Peace walked and ran around the United States for one year. He ran from Seattle to San Diego, and from
there to Savannah, GA. He took no money, no provisions and ran till he was given shelter, fasted till he was
given food. He trusted that the universe would provide...and it did. He took with him only art supplies and
camping gear. Everywhere he went, he did art and gave it away as a peace offering. To date, he has given
away 541 “peaces”. He asked for nothing from anyone except for water, and yet despite this, he always
had more than he needed.
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David helps re-integrate the California Condor back into the wild. Everyday, he leaves his Big Sur
home, hikes up into the mountains and helps to make sure that these birds aren’t being killed,
poached, or molested in anyway. The California Condor previously ranged from Mexico to Canada
along the Pacific Coast; Lewis and Clark even remarked in their writings about this magnificent huge
bird. Today, Big Sur is one of the last places on earth you can see one… thanks to people like David.

Along my trip, I was invited to a Buddhist Retreat in New Mexico. The monks and adherents there welcomed me graciously. In the middle of this canyon land they take in abandoned animals, grow their own food, care for the land, and
build with an eye toward sustainability. They have also constructed sixteen 12ft. high by 6ft. wide drums that are filled
with over a trillion prayers each. Each drum is kept spinning night and day on solar power. Even if these prayers have only
.000000000000001 power or effect, 16 x 1 trillion prayers x .000000000000001 starts to add up. They believe that the
intention is causing the universe to come closer and closer to peace.
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A Slum Innovation Project
Build a recycling design school in Dharavi and empower people to monetize their creativity.
“...the developing world’s unsung inventors indigenous entrepreneurs whose ingenuity, hidden by
poverty, could change many people’s lives.”
- Prof. Anil Gupta

Having limited resources ignites a creativity
lost to many living in abundance. Innovation
is a survival skill in slums as people create
products, architecture and services from
nothing.
So we’re building a recycling design school in the slum,
to harness local skills and foster creative entrepreneurs!
And we’re shooting a documentary about it to capture
their struggles and successes!
- capture conflicts as workers free themselves from an
exploitative recycling industry
- show transformation in the lives of recycle workers
- serve as a model for other bottom-up community initiatives around the world

Help us in this revolutionary initiative and make a difference by donating at http://www.indiegogo.com/dharavidiary
All donations are tax deductible.

“I HAVE REALIZED THAT THERE ARE ONLY TWO THINGS IN LIFE FOR INDIVIDUALS OR ORGANIZATIONS THAT CAN HELP THEM ATTAIN THE ESCAPE
VELOCITY TO BREAK OUT OF AN EXISTING PARADIGM. ONE IS PAIN AND
THE OTHER IS ASPIRATION.”

IN DIALOGUE WITH
VINIT TANEJA

Vinit’s life’s purpose (will) is to play his role in the evolution of universal consciousness, helping individuals and organizations find and manifest their calling. His mission (thrill) is to enable connection of people
to themselves and to each other, through inspirational learning that encourages mindfulness, heartfulness
and reflection. Vinit’s potentiality (skill) includes his gifts of facilitating introspection, alignment and change,
for individuals and groups. His profession (drill) is acting as a change evangelist, currently as the CEO of
Prerna Centre of Learning (www.prernacentre.com). Connect with Vinit at www.vinittaneja.blogspot.in
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SS – Vinit, you are doing some really transformative work with helping individuals and organizations resolve
their internal conflicts. I enjoyed very much learning about ‘Tresonance’; could you explain it to our readers?
VT – Thanks, Shirin. I guess what is important to understand is that I am not the doer. Work is happening
through me rather than by me. Becoming a channel of the larger universal intent is perhaps the first transformative outcome of being in Tresonance. Here is my take.
We are joyful and successful in life if we are able to align three things in ourselves and this alignment is what I
call Tresonance, or Transformational Resonance.
1. Our Thrill - When doing something gives us pleasure, time stands still when we engage with it and we are
willing to re-schedule our priorities for it.
2. Our Skill – Not to be confused with the conventional English meaning, this describes the ‘core potentiality’
of an individual. Right from the early stages of our life, we find ourselves better at this, naturally, effortlessly
and spontaneously.
3. Our Drill – That choice of our career, profession or living that provides ample opportunities to do those
things that give us thrill and use our skill.
It is my belief that we must seek to discover or rather, uncover, our ‘thrill’ and ‘skill’ and look for a ‘drill’ that
creates this alignment and provides us an appropriate economic engine for sustenance of our needs.
When this alignment happens, the individual begins to make a significant impact on his or her immediate surroundings, materially and spiritually. The size of this impact grows with time and makes a ‘dent’ in the universe
if this state is maintained.

“...WHAT IS IMPORTANT TO UNDERSTAND IS THAT I AM NOT THE
DOER. WORK IS HAPPENING THROUGH ME RATHER THAN BY ME.
BECOMING A CHANNEL OF THE LARGER UNIVERSAL INTENT IS
PERHAPS THE FIRST TRANSFORMATIVE OUTCOME OF BEING IN
TRESONANCE.”

IN DIALOGUE WITH
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SS – What has been your own personal journey with Tresonance?
VT – For the first 11 odd years of my professional life, I was following life’s path of least resistance. I completed my engineering and MBA from premier Indian institutes; started working at reputed firms and steadily
climbing the corporate ladder.
21st December 1992 was perhaps the defining moment of my life. I was 35 years old and I had a heart attack
that night. I was in the hospital for 10 days and recuperated another 3 weeks at home thereafter.
During this period, my mother, a spiritual seeker, handed me a copy of ‘Autobiography of a Yogi’ by Sri Paramhansa Yogananda. That book changed my life completely and gave me an entirely new perspective. It came to
me at a time when I was reflective, contemplative and therefore open to receiving.
My reflection led me to believe that I was passionate about teaching and perhaps it was best if I pursued a career in that space. During a rigorous certification program toward that end, my natural flair for communicating
and training became obvious and I began to realize that, what had instinctively made me comfortable as an
editor of my college newsletter and an actor in many skits and plays, was part of my core potentiality, a natural
competence I was born with.
Quite by accident, spurred on by my heart attack, I had discovered my lifetime’s opportunity and the magical
formula of Tresonance, of aligning my skill of communication and facilitation and my thrill of teaching, into a
drill of being a quality management consultant facilitator.
Interestingly, I discovered in a follow through medical check-up two months later that my heart was ‘fit as a
fiddle’ – no scars. The latest tests did not correlate with the earlier ones. I might never be able to figure out if
.

“21ST DECEMBER 1992...THE DEFINING MOMENT OF MY LIFE. I
WAS 35 YEARS OLD AND I HAD A HEART ATTACK...MY MOTHER, A
SPIRITUAL SEEKER, HANDED ME A COPY OF ‘AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF
A YOGI’...THAT BOOK CHANGED MY LIFE...”
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my December incident was a case of commercial exploitation by a Nursing home or a medical condition but,
what I do know is that a wake-up call had been delivered effectively and changed my life’s trajectory.
SS – That’s an incredible story! Where has life taken you since then?
VT – Since then, I have come a long way. I realized that, as we evolve, our understanding of our thrill and skill
also changes and we can dynamically attain our Tresonance by also realigning our drill as we progress.
I have discovered that my life’s purpose is to enable individuals and organizations to find their calling and
manifest it. I realize that, by nature, I am a ‘connector’. I connect people with people, with learning/ideas/
knowledge and with themselves. I do this effortlessly and love doing it.
I have also realized that writing effectively, spontaneous oral communication in front of large audiences and facilitation of individual and group sessions are elements of my core potentiality. My friends jokingly call me the
fastest Blackberry typist in the world. I can take notes of seminars and workshops and anything inspirational,
type them real time, synthesize quickly and send this ‘knowledge’ on its way to my e-networks in a jiffy.
Currently, as CEO of Prerna Centre of Learning, I am joyfully aligning my Thrill and Skill to my Drill.
SS – Can you tell us more about Prerna and its vision?
VT – Prerna was established with a vision to develop consciousness-centered leadership to transform organizations and society. This was born out of the felt need to have organizations that can see the business as a
wholly owned subsidiary of society and the planet; that can focus on being the best for the world rather than
only aiming to be the best in the world.

“I HAVE DISCOVERED THAT MY LIFE’S PURPOSE IS TO ENABLE
INDIVIDUALS AND ORGANIZATIONS TO FIND THEIR CALLING AND
MANIFEST IT...BY NATURE, I AM A ‘CONNECTOR.’ I CONNECT PEOPLE WITH PEOPLE, WITH LEARNING/IDEAS/KNOWLEDGE AND WITH
THEMSELVES. I DO THIS EFFORTLESSLY AND LOVE DOING IT.”
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The quality of leadership is a key enabler to this journey and therefore that has been our focus. We currently
provide advisory services in organization building, coach senior executives and facilitate the change and
alignment in organizations toward a purposeful vision and strategy and help them be effective, endearing and
enduring.
The original vision also envisaged a Learning and Healing Centre where leaders could either retreat individually
in a self-reflective and meditative mode or be part of groups that are facilitated to explore themselves at deeper levels. Prerna has acquired a large piece of land between Dehradun and Rishikesh for this very purpose and
we hope to raise the large capital outlay needed to use that land to materialize this vision.
One of the unique features of Prerna is its zero employment model. We realized that the moment we picked
up fixed people costs, the focus would become financial and temptations would follow to make ‘unproductive’
resources ‘productive’ through assignments. We did not want to fall into this trap. Collaboration was the only
answer.
We formed a consortium of facilitators, all of whom were deeply moved by a shared purpose of inspiring and
enabling each other and the larger world to progressively evolving states of consciousness. This network,
called the Chittasangha, which means The Consciousness Collaborative, currently comprises 30 people spread
all over India including one in Nigeria and two in the US. The members come together under the banner of the
member whose organization is front ending a client relationship and deliver interventions that help the organization meet its stated needs.
SS – Can you share your thoughts on how you see the recent socio economic and environmental events as an
unfolding opportunity?

“PRERNA WAS ESTABLISHED WITH A VISION TO DEVELOP CONSCIOUSNESS-CENTERED LEADERSHIP... BORN OUT OF THE FELT
NEED TO HAVE ORGANIZATIONS THAT CAN SEE THE BUSINESS AS
A WHOLLY OWNED SUBSIDIARY OF SOCIETY AND THE PLANET...”
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VT – I have realized that there are only two things in life for individuals or organizations that can help them
attain the escape velocity to break out of an existing paradigm. One is Pain and the other is Aspiration.
I can see how the current socio economic, political and environmental events are causing universal pain being
felt by many. I also see how this pain is serving as a trigger for the unfolding of an amazing transformation
opportunity. I am hopeful that it will create the will for a much larger number of us to introspect and initiate the
journey towards our Tresonance.
SS – What keeps you going on this path you have chosen for yourself?
VT – When I see people confused or disturbed or ravaged by life’s force, finding some kind of an anchoring
and a way forward after our open conversations, it makes my heart sing. Because of my ‘connector’ capacity,
I have often been able to go beyond the facilitative conversation and help individuals validate their passion/
potentiality or get them in touch with someone who can offer them the training or the job where they can align
their new discovery.
I will share one example. A couple of years ago, I worked with a young woman, Mansi Kothari. An MBA
graduate, she had worked in three sales jobs, quit them soon after because she was not very happy and had
started freelancing as a financial trainer till she stopped because of her pregnancy. When she came to consult
with me, her baby was almost one and she was keen to start working again but was also very lost as to what
professional choices she ought to make. Based on our conversations, Mansi decided to look at the option of
alternative healing therapies. She enrolled in a hypnotherapy workshop despite initial skepticism and was a
changed person as a result of it. Mansi is now a hypnotherapist and conducts stress and mind management
sessions in colleges with great success. (Check out www.facebook.com/sixthsensetherapy)
I firmly believe I was only a medium that enabled her discovery; in a sense, it wasn’t me. Nevertheless, stories
like these are good vegan soup for the soul.
It doesn’t always remain this way. The doubting mind is the last bastion to fall. Despite my seemingly unflinching faith, I sometimes ask myself if I am indeed doing the right thing. My life has a huge meaning but there is
often a fear of the economic engine drying up. One part of me ‘knows’ that I will always have enough to cover
my need but the battle within is real. I have found a way to be comfortable living with this uncertainty, for this
ambiguity is also a part of life that needs to be embraced.

Curators and Executive Editors: Shirin Subhani and Shahana Dattagupta
Copy editing and proof-reading: Olivia Messer, Shirin Subhani
Concept and layout: Shahana Dattagupta
Graphic design template: Samuel Stubblefield (www.samuelstubblefield.com)
Original Photography (this issue): Vidyuth Singh
Interview (this issue): Shirin Subhani
Flying Chickadee is deeply grateful for the courageously creative contributions from all the writers
and artists, whose original works are published here. (All rights for individual works belong to the
respective individual artists, and can be reprinted with written permission and proper reference to
this ‘zine.) We’re also grateful to Vinit Taneja of Prerna Learning Center for interviewing with us,
and to Vidyuth Singh for contributing his original photography to this issue.
We’re deeply grateful to Samuel Stubblefield for his incredible talent and generosity with his art,
as well as to Olivia Messer for her ongoing copy-editorial contributions.
We’re grateful to Service Space and Dharavi Diary for their support and partnership.
And finally, our thanks to Perfect Copy and Print for making the print edition of Courageous
Creativity possible.

© Flying Chickadee 2012
Flying Chickadee
PO Box 30021, Seattle, 98113-0021
www.flyingchickadee.com
info@flyingchickadee.com

