NOBODY KNOWS THIS WORLD BETTER
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THE DEATINATIOM MAHARASHTRA

ou want o go 0o a farm in Batnagind in the
mriddle of May?”

“Yes! And we can go mango picking.”

“Bust in May™

My reaction was not that unexpected.
Temperatures often reach 40 degrees in
Murntbal and parts of Maharashtra in the
sunmer. [t's hot, sticky and uncomfortable. Theee was no
way & farm in Ratnagiri sounded like the best eseape. But 1'd
already missed a few famnily holidays, so [ went along with
Ma's choiee. Two weeks [ater, after a seven-hour drive on a
sultev Friday morning, we arrived at Farm of Happiness in
Ratnagiris Phungas village,

As soon as wed arrived, my apprehensions about the
heat melted away. The air smelled intoxicatingly sweet. [
could almost hear the glee in Ma's smile and saw Bahba's
wondrows one as he looked up at banches of perfect, geeen-
vellow mangoes on teees. *The seent is of the froit. Mangoss,
jackienit and cachews.” Rahol Kulkarni, the farm’s £8-vear-
ald ewner, prepted we with a smile, Oves the next three daye,
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['d learn that this sustainable opganie farm 13 Rabal and his
£7-year-old actor-wife Sampadas paradize, On the 20-acce
farm ig a traditional Konkani style home, with alarge porch
with tables and benches, many eeclining chairvs and even a
couple of hammocks, With the signal gone on our phones,
and this setting, 1 knew that we were not spending 4 lot of
timme in oler roomms,

That evening, after a meal of laendelaeehpne poanegiya
(rice and jaggery pancakes steamed in hanana leaves) and
tea, 1 was tuning in and out of the comversation amsand
e, focused on my Kindle, until | was distracted by shrill
hirdealls. 1 didn't know too many bisds that called out
after dush—uanless, like in this case, they lived in a phone.
Crur fellow guest was making his 12-year-old son hear the
hirdealls he'd recorded. Focusing on the group gathered an
the porch properly for the first time, 1 realised what a motley
crew il was. My parents were enamoured with their game
of carrom and with the other guest family’s precocious little
daughter who had joined their game. Her mother eead an the
beneh nearby. Hee father, brother and Rahul wape discussing
the different birds the man had spotted on his teips here,

Motieing my interzst, Rahol explained to me that the family
had been visiting kis farm at least three times a year for the
last three vears, "While adults wsually come here to unwind
and relay, children have the most worideeful reactions to the
farm,” he said, *They are alwavs curioos and full of questions
because the farm is like a science or geography lesson come
to life, And theve is the fiest-hand experience of meeting yvoar

)

-

B e

N B —— = 1

fpi—

FAHM GF !'-IJ’GLF}leESE |N R.“I}‘TNFGIG-!H’ |'5 .Iﬂl. SLmIMEr Morfings et F

BUCOLIC WONDERLAND MARKED BY MANGOES,
BIRDCALLS AND WARM HOSPITALITY
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