Dear friends,  

  Aloha from somewhere above the Pacific Ocean. Wish you all much cheer and peaceful, pleasant times. Though this plane is cramped and crowded, people seem happy and relaxed. It must be true what they say about Hawai`i. 

  The pilot says we’ll be on “Paradise Islands” about half an hour earlier than scheduled. I am not sure if I am ready for Paradise. Maybe when I am too old to be of any use to anyone. I am approaching this purely as a work trip. Any relaxation, beautiful sunsets, sensuous women, etc., that might come my way will be purely incidental. For those of you who are snickering please know that I’ll be working at least 8 hours every weekday. 

  Well, keeping with the businesslike approach let me stop the pleasantries here and get down to work.  Hope you enjoyed reading part one of this. Here is the rest of the story of my trip to Nashik along with other thoughts from my trip to India.

   Please let me know how things are going on your end, when you have time.

    Yours, Sankar     

Random Thoughts 54 – part two

5/19/08

32. Story of trip to Nashik (continued)

       After my past experiences I was reluctant to take the cab but this time I had no choice. One auto driver said they were not allowed to take people to Mumbai from the station itself. In retrospect he might have been lying but I followed him anyway. He took me to a taxi driver outside the station who offered to take me to Mumbai for Rs. 1800. I told him that was too much and asked the auto driver to take me back to the station. Just then a young guy who was standing nearby said rather pleadingly that he will do it for Rs. 1700. I looked at him for a minute and decided to take him up on his offer. He seemed okay. Soon I was in the back seat of his Tata Indica car and we were on our way to Mumbai. I was told at the station that it would take about 4 hours to get to the airport.

       I decided to just sit back and enjoy the ride. In the worst case I’d just take the next flight. I started talking to the driver. His name was Amol and he was a Marathi guy. We spoke mostly in Hindi. I was surprised at how I was able to manage though it had been over twenty years since I studied Hindi. Most people in India, except in a few farflung states, speak Hindi. It helped that I knew many Sanskrit words and since Marathi also is full of Sanskrit words I would simply use Sanskrit words when I didn’t know the right Hindi word. 

      I told Amol that my flight was leaving at 12.35 and he said we should be able to make it. It was about 8.30 am now. A sign on the road said Mumbai 164 km. Though that was not a lot the average speed on Indian roads is very low. Even on “highways” the average is around 40 or 50 kmph (25 to 30 mph). The one we were on right now was just a regular highway, not one of the four lane highways that they are building all over India these days. I am apprehensive of the effects of American style freeways and car culture on India but at that moment I wished we were on a four lane highway. As it is the road was narrow and unlike Ganesh Amol seemed to prefer a more mellow approach to driving, patiently waiting for the right opportunity to pass slower vehicles. Nevertheless I didn’t want to rush him. Considering how congested and chaotic the traffic is on Indian roads I’d prefer not to use them, and if I had to, rather be safe than fast.

     We were still at the outskirts of Nashik. The roadside was as dirty and cluttered as everywhere else in India. It seems that if there is one thing on which all the different people of India are united about it is in being unclean and disorganized. Except Keralites, maybe.

    Presently Amol stopped at a petrol (gas) station to fill up. I paid him Rs. 500. Petrol costs about Rs. 50 per liter (about $5 per gallon) in India. After filling gas he lit an incense stick and did a little pooja in front of a small photo of Shiva that he kept on the dashboard. Wasn’t sure it was a good idea to light a match near a petrol pump but what the heck. If something happens Lord Shiva will take care of it.

   And then we were off on our way again. Now we were in a more rural area. The traffic seemed to be reasonably smooth and the road less congested. Felt like it was going to be okay from now on and I leaned back and started enjoying the scenery. But my relief was short lived. 

   Soon the traffic came to a halt and we heard a lot of chanting and beating of drums. The vehicles had stopped to let through a religious procession. Apparently this was the day people were doing a pilgrimage on foot from Mumbai to Shirdi, the home of the saint Sai baba. Shirdi Sai baba is well respected throughout India and he lived there during the 19th century. I didn’t know how these people managed to even put their feet on the asphalt that was baking in the sun, let alone walk for hundreds of kms in the heat and amid all that traffic. “Shraddha, sir,” said Amol. “Shraddha is the most important thing.” Shraddha is a sanskrit word that combines devotion and dedication to a task, especially worship or prayer. They had set up tents all along the way for the pilgrims to stop and rest.

     Anyway, for the rest of the trip we had to deal with people doing this pilgrimage. Sometimes the traffic will have to stop, sometimes there will be enough space on the side of the road for them to walk without interrupting traffic. Soon we also came upon much construction work on the road. Apparently my wish for a four lane highway from Nashik to Mumbai was going to come true, just not that day. They were clearing and preparing a lot of ground along the highway to lay the extra lanes. Much of the road in these parts goes by or on hills and mountains. It is quite a picturesque drive. At many places they were blasting out the rocks from the mountains to lay the roads. Because of he construction the road was blocked and rerouted in many places. Every time there was a diversion it created a bottleneck and traffic would get backed up. It was made worse by people being impatient or just doing what people do in such situations in India – driving through every inch of space available in the hope that they could somehow squeeze through the bottleneck ahead of everyone else with the result that the blockage got even more clogged and it took longer for the bottleneck to clear.

     After about 45 minutes we reached Izatpuri which is at mile 131. Here the road winds around a steep hillside. I always enjoy winding mountain roads and this one was as beautiful as any that I had seen. But soon traffic ground to a complete halt. Amol looked rather concerned. “We are stuck, sir” he said dolefully. We got out to see what happened. A car had its front side flattened by a truck. Since it was a very narrow road on the side of the hill there was no space for other vehicles to pass it. People got together and somehow managed to push it to a side. After about ten minutes we were on our way again. But progress was slow, especially because many of the trucks were heavily laden and due to weak engines were crawling up the hill at a very slow pace.

    Around 10.30 we reached km 84. If things went smoothly from now on we should be able to make it to the airport by 12pm. I saw houses coming up near the road. Apparently Mumbai real estate is so expensive that people were building houses far away and commuting to work. Amol turned on the radio. They were singing songs about Ambedkar non-stop. Seems his birthday was coming up. Bimarao Ambedkar was one of the great transformational leaders of India on par with Gandhi. Rising up from a dalit background, he became a renowned lawyer and one of the authors of the Indian constitution. Towards the end he embraced Buddhism along with many of his Dalit followers. It was nice to hear chants of “buddham saranam gacchami.” I asked Amol if he liked Buddhism and Ambedkar. He said he had a lot of respect for them, in fact everyone did.

     With 60 kms to go the highway becomes four-lane. But at places it is more or less two lanes because of parking, and in addition there were signals. Only after we reach Kasara (40 kms) does it feel like a real highway. It is 11.20 now and if everything goes well I should be able to make it. Though initially I wasn’t very hopeful of catching the plane now that I am close it gets exciting and my heart starts to beat faster. Pretty soon we get into Mumbai proper with its mix of skyscrapers and slums. The road now looks more and more like in America, with its many ramps and fly-overs. A sign mentions a “no honking day.”  It only makes me laugh. I wonder if the guys who come up with the catchy slogans and cute campaigns have had any contact with reality. Perhaps they all went to good private schools and never really got out of their middle class universe. I realize that in the excitement I had forgotten all about breakfast and lunch. Guess there will be some food in the plane. I must say the food quality on planes here is excellent. Perhaps because it is good quality Indian vegetarian cuisine. In general the airlines seem to be doing a good job. What will happen if it continues to grow as more and more people use it (and whether it should grow at all) is a different question.

    Amol tells me I have good kismet. Apparently it is very rare that the particular road we were on is not crowded. But my kismet turns out to have a very short life-span. Pretty soon the roads become totally clogged with traffic. The traffic hardly moves. Now I understood why the autorickshaw driver had taken the back roads instead of the main streets. I asked him how much further we had to go and he says just 3 to 5 kms. It is past noon and my prospects of catching the flight get dimmer. Finally around 12.15 we get to the airport. With great relief I saw the sign saying Chatrapthi Shivaji International Airport. I had told him I needed to go to the domestic airport but I also remembered seeing the sign in front of the domestic airport saying the same thing. So I got out after paying for the ride and rushed to the entrance. There was a crowd of people at the entrance as usual and a guard checking people’s tickets. They only let in passengers inside the airport, it seems. He looked at my ticket and said I needed to go to the domestic terminal. I asked him how I could get there since it was late and he said he didn’t know.

   I don’t know if Amol was just unfamiliar with the airports or if he cheated me. It is quite likely that he was simply afraid that I wouldn’t have paid him if we didn’t reach the airport in time. In retrospect he certainly would not have made it, since he was not a local driver and wasn’t very familiar with the roads of Mumbai. He was probably afraid of his boss the Sethji. “The Seth will scream at me if I told him I took you to the airport for 1700,” he had kept saying. Anyway, if he did cheat me it was between him and his God. 

     I looked around and there didn’t seem to be any obvious shuttle bus or something like that. Then I saw a taxi driver stopped nearby. He asked for 200 Rs and finally agreed to come for Rs. 150, which was pretty much all the cash I had left. I told him I really needed to rush. He drove as fast as he could through the now familiar alleys and side streets. As soon as we reached the entrance to the terminal I ran to the counter. It was 12.35. The airline clerk looked at my ticket and said glumly that I cannot make the flight because it had already left. I asked her when the next flight was and she said there were no more flights to Coimbatore for the rest of the day on any airline. But she was a bit resourceful and told me there was a flight to Kochi that left at 1.40. 

     A thought entered in my mind about staying the night in Mumbai and taking a plane to Coimbatore the next day. In a different time I would have done that, and perhaps explored Mumbai a little bit. It is a very cosmopolitan, lively place. But given the state of mind I was in I felt like I had seen enough of Mumbai and just wanted to get home. So I just paid what I had to and got on the flight to Kochi. 

    It was a big relief to sit in the comfortable plane after all that noise and congestion on the roads. It was even nicer to land in the newly renovated Kochi airport, built with touches of traditional keralite architecture. I called my mom from the telephone booth to let her know where I was. After talking I forgot to pay and the lady operating the booth ran after me and almost apologetically reminded me to pay. Near the entrance an orderly line had formed to get prepaid taxi bills. A guy tried to cut in the line and the woman at the counter politely asked him to stand in line. He didn’t listen but nevertheless I was happy she asked.  

   The dhoti clad taxi driver took me past emerald fields shining even greener in the brilliant sunshine and on bridges over rivers nourished by the recent rains. (It is good to know that not all the land in Kerala has been eaten up by houses and jewelry shops for cash rich keralite emigrants living in the emirates). On the way he stopped near a watermelon stall. My wary mind immediately suspected a ploy to get more money. But it turned out to be just a knee-jerk reaction. He finished his watermelon and got back in the car, with a huge smile of relief on his face. It was a very hot day. “They do a good job with the watermelons,” he said. “Not a single seed. Just fresh, sweet juice.”

33. It is tempting to think that if you live an open and honest life you will lose. But I think in the long run it pays off more to be honest and open, and not just because it is more satisfying. But is not our personal satisfaction reward enough? I am reminded of a story that I read when I was young in a hindi textbook, about a saint and a scorpion. The saint is on a boat, and spots a scorpion struggling in the water. He takes it out and puts it on the boat. It bites him and then falls into the water again. He takes it out again and it bites him once more. The boatman was puzzled. He asked the saint, “Sir, didn’t you know that it is in the scorpion’s nature to bite?” The saint said “Sir, It is in my nature to rescue it from death.” But we don’t need to be saints to realize that one has more to lose by spending much time worrying whether others are taking advantage.

34. I believe in the basic goodness of human beings. When people do harm to others, it is always out of some kind of weakness, either fear or jealousy or some other negative tendency that they are unable to control. If they really understood what they were doing, they would realize that they were not being themselves. In India the combination of the struggle for survival and inadequate nutrition is what causes people to lie and cheat sometimes, I believe. They think that is what they have to do, and don’t have the strength to seek another way or to really understand what they are doing.

35. Sometimes I feel that any change for the good in India will have to come from groups that have been oppressed so far, such as women and the lower castes, especially the Dalit community. I hope I am only being pessimistic. One positive development has been the political alliance between the Brahmins and the Dalits that has been successful in some states. It may sound strange but there is something common to both communities. Both have been kept out of political power for the most part. The Dalits due to oppression from the higher castes. With the Brahmins the reason is less clear but I think because most Brahmins don’t get involved in politics

but go for academic or clerical positions. Lately many of them have been going into the IT industry. Historically power is never given to the oppressed. They have to rise up and take it themselves, perhaps with some help. Unfortunately the caste mentality is deep rooted throughout Indian society and again it will be upto the young people and the oppressed communities themselves to change it.

36. Communism has been on the rise lately, in India and Nepal especially. In general it seems to me that communism tends to grow in countries with a great deal of inequality, as it did in many parts of Latin America. But I am not sure it is the solution. As I said in an earlier e-mail, inequality in society happens not because of a particular system of government but because of differences amongst people. I think the solution is for everyone to have good nutrition and education which in turn will improve awareness and empowerment. You may say that will not happen as long as there is inequality, the system is corrupt, etc., But again, it is not the system that is corrupt but rather the people. You replace one system by another you only end up replacing one set of corrupt rulers with another. The good people in the silent majority can work quietly among the poor to improve health and education, thus starting a chain reaction of change. 

37. Knowing the problem is the first step to solving it. I think in India today most people know what most of the problems are. 

38. As time goes, one order gets replaced by another. I think that is a universal phenomenon. In India today the old order that was maintained by family values, elders, religion, village life and the caste system is now slowly being replaced by a western style society and infrastructure. It is to be seen whether the new India that will emerge will manage to hold on to the core values of India, which I think involve caring for each other, spirituality, harmony with nature, dedication to duty etc., while getting rid of the caste mentality, blind superstitions and obedience to authority and not succumbing to the temptations of material prosperity and greed.

39. Many of the changes (for better or worse) happening in India today are being driven by business interests. Especially the fast pace of infrastructure building as seen in the many new broader and faster highways being constructed. Sometimes it is done deliberately fast to avoid the necessary environmental impact assessment and input from affected communities.

40. I think at least 90% of the world’s problems are created by men who haven’t outgrown their testosterone. Whether prince or pauper, without wisdom and maturity we are not full grown men. 

41. Jealousy is a big problem in any group that is not successful. As soon as someone succeeds, people start finding fault with that person.

42. I have a hunch that when men are deprived of ways to release their sexual energy, it causes much irritability and aggression resulting in many unnecessary fights. In fact I think it has some scientific basis. In the middle east and parts of Asia due to the conservative nature of society there is much suppression of sexual energy resulting in said problems. Make love, not war is not just a slogan I think. Even in the US where there is much sexual freedom I think there is less of it amongst Republicans. Though surveys show they have more sex and happier relationships, they also show that democrats have more partners. But this raises a thorny question to me. Is it better to not control oneself and do something which I think is immoral? I have a good answer but am too shy to write it here. Basically when men have a way to channel their energy positively, say by accomplishing challenging tasks such as climbing mountains, solving difficult problems (such as math problems!) or playing sports etc., they are able to stay out of trouble. 

43. Corruption is becoming a way of life in all sectors and at all levels in India. Again I think the younger generation (teens and twentysomethings) are much better. I think in ten, twenty years things will get much better. They are also better about the environment, caste system, social service, etc., Even amongst the older generation, most people would probably prefer to do things on the straight and level. But they just go along with the flow because they believe that is how things are and they need to do that in order to survive.

44. When someone says that the system or the society cannot be changed, that it is just the way it is, nothing can be done, etc., it is very likely that he or she is benefiting from the status quo. Even if they are not benefiting directly, they are part of the status quo. In other words, I am saying that in many dysfunctional situations such as in India if you are not part of the solution then you are part of the problem.  

45. Cricket match, Bangalore, 4/26/08

      We arrived in Bangalore on this night and I found myself with nothing to do around 7pm. Remembering that there was an IPL (Indian Premier League) cricket match going on I decided on an impulse to try and make it. I was a big cricket fan growing up but we didn’t even have a TV at home, and even if we did we wouldn’t have been able to see much because in those days they didn’t telecast many games. I tried to persuade my dad to go with me but he refused. So off I was around 7.30. Took the first autorickshaw that came, and after the usual haggling and hustling I got to the stadium around 8. The match had already started and the great cheers rising from the crowd inside was thrilling to hear. They had run out of tickets but people were trying to unload tickets and I got one from somebody for about Rs. 250. 

    The IPL is a new phenomenon in India, driven by the same corporate interests that I talked about earlier. I think there is some good in it for India but there are many who think it is another unnecessary extravagance forced on the country by the rapacious ruling class and there might be some truth to that as well. I try to look at the positive side and there are many positives, I think. IPL is modeled after the English Premier League in soccer as well as the NFL. In fact the Washington football team cheerleaders were there during this game. They have been brought to perform as well as train Indian girls in cheerleading for the Bangalore team. The guys were going totally bonkers when they danced. It was a bit awkward to watch women dressed with so little in India. There have been many attempts by the conservative politicians and activists to ban cheerleading, some successful. There were also many women in the crowd, all going bonkers over the cricketing hunks. In India next to movie stars cricketers are considered most sexy.

    On my part I was totally charged by the energy in the crowd. This was totally new, something I have never experienced in India. I was so happy that the youngsters have a place to let their hair down and act crazy without injuring anyone. 

46. Bangalore is the most western city that I have seen in India. Generally much cleaner, better organized, many sleek office buildings, malls, coffee shops, nice neighborhoods, etc., There are slums and poor neighborhoods mixed in but it didn’t feel as bad as Mumbai. But in general it felt a bit like keeping one’s living room clean while letting the rest of the house stay trashy. Maybe it is the beginning of things and development will spread. I don’t mean malls and coffee shops but just general health, hygiene and basic living standards for people. But most of all the underlying behaviour of people must change. The way things are, with pockets of development like certain parts of Bangalore surrounded by squalor, India is basically a developing country dressed up as a developed one, in particular the US. I’d like to see India develop according to its own unique tendencies and talents. It may not be exactly what I love, though being from India I have a right to try to help it according to my own vision of what is great about India.

47. As far as protecting the environment and helping to reduce greenhouse gases is concerned, India and China are at a similar place. Both countries have an emerging middle class clamouring for American style living standards and an aggressive ruling class that is not very flexible. Since people have been struggling to survive here for such a long time, now that they can taste prosperity they feel upset when asked to conserve energy and resources. There is also a certain degree of misplaced nationalism and anti-western attitude that reflexively opposes any initiative coming from the US or Europe. I hope people here realize that they will face the brunt of any ecological disaster that might come in the next several decades. Both countries have a culture of valuing society more than the individuals. So if the leaders decide to make a change and they can convince the population that it is a good thing then people will accept a certain amount of sacrifice, I think. In fact both countries are in a situation that the Europeans and Americans were in the 19th and 20th centuries. They have begun to expand their efforts to satisfy the ever growing needs of their populations, by giving loans and making deals with countries in Africa and the Middle East in order to obtain oil and minerals. They are in constant competition in terms of economic and military power, though China seems to be way ahead of India on all fronts. But both India and China can learn from the mistakes of US and Europe, and develop in a more humane way, without exploiting their poor and colonizing or fighting with other countries. Especially when it comes to the environment they can learn to build more sustainable communities and avoid ecological disasters just by looking at the history of US and Europe in the past 200 years.

48. People speak English to show they are “educated.” We were trying to find our way in Bangalore (we spent almost an entire day in autorickshaws visiting various relatives). I asked one guy if he spoke Tamil. He was rather upset and said he will only speak Kannada. But I didn’t know Kannada and asked him about Hindi. He refused that too, with much disdain. Finally he answered in broken English, and sounded rather proud that he could do that. There is a lot of discord between people in Karnataka (of which Bangalore is the capital) and Tamilnadu. Much of it is political and carried on by the goondas but as I experienced right then, it is there amongst regular people as well. Anyway, at least it is good that there is much pride in local languages. It does make it difficult to find one’s way when most of the road signs are in kannada, though.

49. As you can see I was upset about many things during my stay in India. Really there is no point in that, but I think it is good to write them down. But being upset is a destructive state of mind, and only creates unnecessary animus towards the object of your anger. So I was really happy one day to read the following passage from a sermon by Rev. Henley: (John 10: 11-18)

“I am the good shepherd. The good shepherd lays down his life for the sheep. The hired hand who is not the shepherd and does not own the sheep, sees the wolf coming and leaves the sheep and runs away—and the wolf snatches them and scatters them. The hired hand runs away because a hired hand does not care for the sheep. I am the good shepherd. I know my own and my own know me, just as the Father knows me and I know the Father. And I lay down my life for the sheep. I have other sheep that do not belong to this fold. I must bring them also, and they will listen to my voice. So there will be one flock, one shepherd. For this reason the Father loves me, because I lay down my life in order to take it up again. No one takes it from me, but I lay it down for my own accord. I have power to lay it down, and I have power to take it up again. I have received this command from my father.” This is very similar to the Buddha’s exhortation in the karunya metta sutta to love each being as a mother loves her only child. Once we think of all beings in this way, it is impossible to be upset with anything.

50. In Coimbatore there is a flower market. Rows of shops on the side of the street selling garlands and flowers. Whenever I travel by bus and it approaches the market I would exhale and then inhale deeply, filling my lungs with the aroma. After enduring all the other smells in the bus and the city, it feels like pure paradise.

51. A lighter aside: From the bill of a camera repair shop: “All estimates are approximate.” It may not sound that funny to you but it is to me.

52. Here is a grand fantasy plan to combine environmental conservation and poverty eradication: Build a self-sustaining community to house the poorest, those who are working yet unable to provide for their basic necessities. The houses can be built on land that is very cheap, especially arid and unproductive land, using recycled building material as well as organic fibres.  Each house will have a rooftop parabolic reflector to boil sea water using solar energy and the combined output of steam from all the rooftops is sent to a central power plant. The condensate is used for drinking and other household water needs. Part of the power generated is used to pump the sea water (so ideally the community should be near the ocean). Some of it is used for household purposes and the leftover power is stored in compressed air. The compressed air can be used to generate electricity or power automobiles (such cars are available now) that can be shared amongst the houses. The sewage from the houses is treated using microorganisms and the treated water is used to irrigate the grounds which can also be fertilized using manure and compost from the community thus slowly making the land productive. Trees are planted throughout the community and thus eventually it will be a thoroughly wooded area with houses sitting amongst the trees. 

53. Here is a crazy paradoxical piece of human behaviour: In the US people drink iced drinks even in the middle of winter. In India people drink hot coffee or chai even in the heat of summer.

54. Everyone likes to pick their noses but no one likes to watch another person do it. One could list several other activities like that.  Just another ironical aspect of our existence.

55. (5/5/08, Chennai) I went for a walk on the Marina beach. It was a big jamboree of sights and sounds, what with the trash scattered about, people everywhere, fishing boats, ersatz arcades, kite flyers, fast food hawkers, and people splashing about the water in pants and shirts while the waves roared in the background. It was also an environmentalist’s worst nightmare, with all the plastic and sewage and other trash going into the water, though it is not apparent to a casual observer. But it wasn’t as bad as I was afraid it would be. Looks like they have bought some machines to clean the beaches in the mornings.

56. In the furious competition to prepare their children for their future careers Indian middle class parents go to great lengths and their children toil long and hard at school and at home. The latest fad seems to be “all round education.”  This is a welcome change. Building brain capacity is not just about cramming more information or learning to analyze etc., One learns a lot from activities such as music, gardening, house work, repair work, and so on. Of course one wants to develop as a human being first and foremost, but that is a different matter. Right now people are focused on surviving, and in the case of the middle class, acquiring a prosperous life. 

56. I hope more Americans travel to India and more Indians travel to the US. Both will learn much from visiting the other country.

57. On the flight from Doha to DC I watched “The Italian Job” (1969) with Michael Caine and co. It is a classic heist thriller and I can see that it has been very influential on movies of that genre. It also demonstrated the quintessential English characteristics that have made them very successful as a people. Teamwork, selflessness, humor, discipline, pragmatism, attention to details and planning, courage under fire, leadership based on merit rather than blind obedience to the alpha males by intimidation, among others. These are not peculiar to the English but what is peculiar to them is that they exhibit these traits more consistently and in their nation as a whole. The Americans inherited these same traits though they have added their own, in particular an extra degree of swagger and individualism. The reason for the popularity of Hollywood and in general the Anglo-American culture is that everyone wants to absorb these traits, though as I said before they are not peculiar to any one group of people. 

58. (5/12/08, DC) I was walking on U-Street, smelling fried food in the air and enjoying the sights of the inner city – riding the metro bus, graffiti, trash, people of all kinds… Yes, I was even enjoying it. I realized that I love living here, because you can’t really say you love something until you love even what is “bad” about it. My love for America is not just for the comforts, it is also because of the people and the culture here. I am sure one day Indian society will be what it used to be, and what it can be. I hope I can contribute to that transformation. But this is where my home is now.

