              MUTTI  

11.11.1909 – 4.9.2000

“Sing and dance for me when I’m dead,

As Hindoos do.  No tears.” she said

As she turned ninety, ninety-one,

Radiant as ever, like the sun

For her admiring family,

Relations, friends – a spreading tree

Of persons bonded by the grace

Of Mutti’s ever-smiling face,

Her wisdom, calm, serenity

And genuine caring sympathy.

A kindly heart, a listening ear,

Frank, wise advice for far and near.

She wiped our tears, allayed our fears

And lived life fully, day by day,

With model punctuality,

Inspiring all who came her way.

Babies were her great favourites

And she would eagerly await

News of her great-grand-children’s ways.

We’ll miss her sprightly intellect,

Her interest in everything

And everyone, keen and alert,

News-items clipped to match our needs :

On Narmada, Sam, forestry,

Waste-management, miscellany…

An inspiration to us all

On how to live life, walking tall

Though she was barely four foot nine

And weighed less than a child of ten.

Born in Berlin, the fourth of five

Children of Parsi geniuses,

Malnourishment in World War One

Stunted her growth, but not her mind.

A ball of German energy, 

Her visits to our Bangalore farm

Left us exhausted as we watched:

She’d fix a toaster, oil a hinge,

Start on a massive sewing binge.

When that ran out, she’d paint a door

Repair a stool, or wax the floor…

Her failing eyesight put an end

To her capacity to mend

But will-power drove her till the last:

PTO

After a punctual morning walk

She’d go to office every day :

A Swaraj venture, Bharat Tiles

Started by Rustam and Pheroze

In ‘twenty-two.  Its fortunes rose

On quality, integrity,

Then foundered when, during the war

Cement was rationed, forcing them

To start afresh with grinding-wheels. 

Mutti was there to share the woe.

When Pop died, three decades ago

Leaving the business faltering

Mutti with foresight, wits and will

Made sure that it continues still.

That was not all.  As of today,

Thirty-five hundred village kids

Now profit from the low-cost school

She started fifty years ago 

To help nine children pass exams

In far Deolali, where we lived 

For many years till fifty-one.

She ran its management alone

Attending to the smallest tasks,

Her joy, her passion, her delight.

She revelled in her age and charm,

Used it to speed up and disarm

All bureaucratic obstacles

In order to advance her cause.

How glad we are that she could see,

Early this year, the Jubilee

Building that was her constant dream

And find, at last, advisers who

Will carry on her awesome task.

With failing eyesight, walking slowed,

And almost deaf, she never showed

Her multiple infirmity.

She faced with equanimity

Her imminent mortality,

Planning for life till ninety-three.

Her passing, too, was orderly.

With her last sister Freny gone

Two months ago, she could pass on

Without regret, remorse or fear.

She died with boots on.  Let us cheer

A life so full, so rich, so rare.

May we live like her, is our prayer.
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