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THE MASSACHUSETTS REVIEW 

weekly yoga session, so I turn around my laptop and show Chottu what 
I am working on. It is a poster for the Namaste Trump event. My ad 
company is one of the three commissioned to make posters for it, an 
order that has come to me through my MLA friend. It is not a huge 
order, but it will lead to bigger ones. That is why I am looking after the 
project personally. 

"Look at this," I say to Chottu, showing him the poster. "Who is 
this?" 

''Ahhh," exclaims Chottu, his moon-face lighting up. "That is Modiji." 
Modiji is printed on one side of the poster, palms folded in a namaste. 

CHOTTU IS A GREAT admirer of our prime minister. Everyone in 
my family is, all my neighbors are, and Chottu has only us as his politi
cal mentors. He has lived with us for so long. When he first came to us, 
most of his salary used to be sent back to his family in some village in 
Bihar, but two years ago he asked us to give him the full salary. "What 
about your family in the village?" my wife had enquired. We knew he 
was the second oldest of about a dozen siblings. "It is my earnings," he 
had replied, almost sullenly, eyes fixed to the floor around hi� feet. "I 
have told them I cannot send them money anymore." "What will you 
do with the money?" my wife had asked him. ''.After all, you get food 
and shelter with us." He had blushed. Chottu is surprisingly fair, fairer 
than anyone in my family, apart from my wife. "Why," I had joked, 
"why, I think Chottu is saving up to get married!" Chottu had looked 
surprised, and then, in a voice full of admiration and bewilderment, he 
had gasped: "How did you know, Babu?" My wife and I had burst out 
laughing. But we had accepted his request: his wages had been handed 
over to him, and no one had come to protest from his village. 

"Yes, that is Modiji," I reply. "But who is the other person?" 
"He is a Firangi, Babu." 
"You don't know who he is?" 
''All Firangis look alike, Babu, like our own Pappuji," he says with a 

cheeky smile, repeating something he has heard me say. 
"Not this Firangi," I tell him. "This Firangi is a great leader, a great man." 
''As great as Modiji?" 
''Almost," I reply, laughing. "His name is Trump, and he is the Modiji 

of America." 
''Ahh, I have heard his name. The dhobi was saying Modiji is good 

friends with this man." 
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"He is," I agree. ''And you know why I am making this poster on my 
computer?" 

Chottu shakes his head. 
"Because Trump is going to visit us." 
Chottu looks alarmed. "Visit us?" he squeaks. "Visit us here?" And 

he looks around, as if to register all the things that need to be cleaned 
or tidied up in the flat. 

"Not visit us in this flat, you dolt," I laugh. "Visit Modiji and our India. 
He is coming here in a few days. And do you think he would come here 
if there was a gas killing all of us? Would he?" 

Chottu shakes his head. 
"So, off with you. Do the breakfast dishes and stop wasting time on 

gossip by servants from other flats." 
Chottu grins, gives me that exaggerated salaam-salute he reserves for 

such orders, and scampers away on his uneven legs. 

THE EARLY WEEKS of the pandemic are not a problem for me. 
I often work from home, and my ad company is fully digitalized. I 
suspect the only reason we still prefer having an office is to get away 
from our children and spouses! Even back home, it is not an issue: my 
children switch to Zoom classes, and my wife reschedules a few arrange
ments. Chottu has always lived with us, sleeping on a roll-up mattress 
in a corner of the sitting room. This is convenient. While some of our 
neighbors have to do without servants, since theirs live in shanties else
where and have to be laid off for safety's sake, we go on as usual. Chottu 
brings me my morning tea; he prepares the breakfast and meals; he does 
the daily shopping, the dusting and cleaning. This is fine to begin with, 
but, as the pandemic unfolds, it also becomes a problem. It leaves us 
vulnerable. 

This becomes clear to us on the day the entire nation comes out 
on balconies to clap hands and b�ng plates, as requested by Modiji, 
in order to thank our caregivers. Some go down into the parks and 
driveways, but my family and I are careful: we stay on our balcony, 
having hung some purifying Ayurvedic sachets from the railings. We 
bang the metal plat� we have, and my wife fetches the conch shell 
from the puja room and blows on it. Downstairs-we are on the second 
floor -there are people with more elaborate instruments. Drums, bells, 
whistles, sheets of metal. There have been messages on WhatsApp about 
how some high-pitched metallic sounds ward off the virus, and many 
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