After
words

Taking stock

by Avtar Singh

his magazine is marking its
Tfifth anniversary in Delhi (and
eighthin India). Well, five and

a half, since itsfirstissue —which
I had the good fortune to oversee
—was actually in April 2007. But
what’s a month, or five, when the
mood is celebratory; and I’'m glad
it's fallento me to tot up the score.

Since we began, the people
that worked at the old stand have
gone on to do many different
things. The woman who actually
ran the show now commissions
books fora major Indian publisher.
Many others wentback to school
to getadvanced degrees, while |
wore out my hand writing recom-
mendations. At least four of those
ex-Time Outers came back to work
here, and one is now the editor of
Time Out Delhi. Books have been,
orare getting, published. Solo
shows have been staged. Gigs
organised, festivals thought up
and delivered, companies started;
sales and marketing assignments
taken up at different organisa-
tions, distribution channels
spruced up, designs revamped;
all the landmarks that makes
this writer feel happy that he was
involved, in some small way, in one
beginning at least.

And what of the city itself? La
Dikshit is still the Chief Minister.

The monsoon’s been mostly
absent this year, but a spit-full
of rain still brings our capital to
agrinding halt. The electricity is
fickle, the water from our taps
as mysterious as the monsoon,
and the DDA, NDMC, MCD (all
three avatars), PWD and GoD
(Government of Delhi, naturally.
What did you think?) stillcan’t
make up their minds about whois
responsible for the roads. In 2007,
the DND was the gold standard. A
year later saw the first runs of the
Gurgaon expressway, and flyovers
and underpasses still
dominate the traffic
discourse. Therate at

¢

kling stadia are still off-limits to
normal citizens, and there are dark
murmurings that the colony regu-
larisations meant to give security
tothe lower classes are meant, in
fact, to benefit the fat cats of
Chhatarpurand Sainik Farms.

But let me returnto that first
issue in April 2007. Its theme
was “Secret Delhi”. Among other
things, there were Afghan restau-
rants, a pet cemetery, Mekkeh
Cola and Parsi food. Within the
mag was a gay and lesbian section
that had to be written pseudony-
mously. Now, that sec-
tion is contributed to
by writers under their
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built-in obsolescence.

But atleast the NCR, motivated by
the carrot of the Commonwealth
Games and the stick of the
Supreme Court, took mass
transport semi-seriously. Or so the
yea-sayers say.

Infairness, the Metro is a shiny
success. The Airport Express,
however, is dead, or at least coma-
tose. Twoyears afterthe games,
the Barapullha elevated road is
still wonderful for those few souls
wanting to get from the Ring Road
to Jawaharlal Nehru stadium, or at
leastto Lajpat Nagar. Everybody
else wanting to get on that beauti-
fully under-used road must wait
forPhase Il of the project. The BRT
isa PR and even operational fail-
ure, for which the governmentis
squarely to blame. It marked per-
haps the one time Delhi’s powerful
stood with their vote banks and
against their club mates. Perhaps
itwas doomed to fail: a gentleman
who suggested thatthe VIP lanes
of the CWG should continue after
the games is still a cabinet min-
ister. Rather lovely, | think you’ll
agree. The traffic lights are still
atthe mercy of the weather, spar-

that this magazine and
its columnists try and map. Then,
as now, there was a palpable sense
of urgency. Things were on the
move. Restaurants were opening
and closing, there were new trends
in electronica, new artists and gal-
leries and curators to run them.
The film section took Bollywood
as seriously as it did independent
film. This magazine, then as now,
tried to see the cityas awhole,
where what people ate and wore
and listened to was an important
part of our real, breathing, civic
world: a world that changes shapes
and colours and defies categorisa-
tion and demands study precisely
forthat reason. Culture —whether
high, pop or sub —matters, and
this magazine continues to try
and treat all three with the respect
they deserve.

It's easytoread Delhi’'s recent
history as a litany of tawdry
defeats. Keep reading this maga-
zine. You'll find the things that
Delhigetsrightinthese pages
every fortnight. Every time you
feel like burying your city, pick up
acopy. You might end up praising
our home instead.
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Strange tales from
our international

brethren
Time Out Chicago
= ™ The bunnywith
e
FHUTM the bow-tie has
been the symbol
e for Playboy mag-

azinefordec-
adesnow, andis
known around

- the world.
What’s less known is that the sym-
bol has also beenused as a sign
foranother Chicago institution —
The Almighty Vice Lords Nation, a
street gang. The gang formed in
the early 1950s, around the same
time as Hef started hismen’s
mag. The gang originally began as
asocial club, andranits own res-
taurantandice cream parlour. As
rival clubs sprang up in the neigh-
bourhood, the members became
preoccupied with symbols of style
and wealth, and finding those rep-
resented in the bunny, adopted it
as one oftheirown.

Time Out Paris

Everything can
be po moin Paris
—andthatin-
cludes the out-
doors. The Parc
André Citroénis
apost modernist
dream—taking
its cues from a formal French gar-
den, and upping ita couple of
notches. The park comprises
glass houses, computerized foun-
tains, and gardens themed by col-
ourand even sounds. And if walk-
ingisn’treallyyourthing , a
tethered helium balloon takes vis-
itors up fora panoramic view.

Time Out London

Health fads
come and go,

| but London con-
tinuestobea
city of carni-
vores. And a per-
fectillustration
ofthe factis
meat-flavoured cocktails. On offer
at Shake Zulu is a Meatequita,
made from tequila, chorizo fat,
vegetable juice, balsamic vinegar
and port. And ifthat hasn’t turned
your stomach, you can also try the
the Bloody Bacon and the Salm’s
Martini, courtesy of Shake Zulu’s
bartender Tony Safqi.

to London.
Greatest city "’
in the world.
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