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Handprints of Rajput Women 
who Committed Jauhar



Hawa Mahal, Jaipur



Rishikesh
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THE HIGHER THE WALLS, THE SMALLER THE COMMUNITY: 

IS MODERN ARCHITECTURE MAKING US A LONELY SOCIETY?

A couple of months ago, along with a friend of 

mine, my husband and I were driving through 

Mysore. As three hardcore Bangaloreans, we 

were transported back in time to a Bangalore 

that was quite similar to Mysore with broad 

open roads, lots of trees, and buildings with low 

compound walls. The compound wall was so 

low that if you sneezed, you’d probably land 

inside the property! That got me thinking -- 

much like our modern-day architecture, have 

we started building tall walls in our hearts too?

Bear with me while I walk you through this 

bizarre correlation. In the end you’ll either 

agree with me or you’ll think I’ve positively lost 

my marbles. In any case, if I can plant a tiny 

seed of thought, I will take the win. To make my 

point, I will have to take you back in time, and I 

mean all the way back. Here goes.

During early human settlements, architecture 

began with low or no walls and open 

communal spaces in villages. Structures were 

small and shared among members of tribes or 

close-knit communities. The focus was on 

survival, friendliness, and cooperation. 
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Perhaps when we had a problem we would 

think: “Let me go ask my neighbour for help.” 

rather than “What will my neighbour think?” 

And obviously, with low or no walls, you could 

literally walk over to his house and get help. 

Moving on to medieval towns, a township was 

often built with thick walls, but homes were still 

c lus te red c lose  together,  p romot ing 

community. City walls were low, and communal 

gathering places like plazas and markets were 

central to town life.

With the industrial revolution and urbanization, 

the rapid growth of cities led to multi-storey 

bu i ld ings  and  the   rs t  i ns tances  o f 

skyscrapers. While cities became larger, the 

internal spaces in homes were still somewhat 

open, with extended families living together.

Starting in the late 19th century, in modern 

architecture, steel and concrete construction 

allowed for much taller buildings. Each person 

or family now had their own isolated unit, 

s igni fy ing the growing importance of 

individuality and accumulation of capital.



Old Houses vs. Modern Homes: The suburban 

shift to gated communities and exclusive zones 

is an architectural reection of society’s desire 

to create a buffer between “us” and “them.” 

High fences and walls create clear separations 

between neighbours. In many afuent areas, 

architecture includes towering walls that isolate 

famil ies, symbolizing wealth and self-

sufciency, but also a move away from the 

social  integrat ion found in tradit ional 

neighbourhoods.

The tall walls of modern buildings symbolize 

protection of privacy, status, and individuality. 

In contrast, older architecture—with its open 

courtyards, common squares, and lower 

buildings—emphasized communal interaction, 

shared resources, and social closeness.

Sociologist Émile Durkheim discussed the 

role of social structures in creating cohesion 

o r  d i s c o n n e c t i o n  w i t h i n  s o c i e t i e s . 

Historically, architecture encouraged social 

integration—village layouts, plazas, and 

communal spaces were designed for collective 

interaction, fostering a sense of belonging and 

social solidarity.

Older architecture often integrated natural 

elements or emphasized a connection to the 

outside world, whereas today’s buildings often 

close us off from the natural environment, 

further encouraging individualistic tendencies. 

Architecture inuences how people experience 

the world. Low walls and open spaces make 

one feel connected to others, whereas high 

walls and closed environments evoke feelings 

of isolation or self-containment.

This clearly points to a modern culture that is 

shifting rapidly and celebrating individualism. It 

i s  o f ten  cons ide red  a  s ign  o f  g rea t 

accomplishment to own one such high-walled 

house. Financially, perhaps it is, but the 

question I am asking is a philosophical one. Are 

these high walls making us lonely and less 

likely to seek a community and friendship?

The sociological concept of "cocooning," 

coined by Faith Popcorn, refers to the 

increasing tendency for people to retreat into 

their homes and create personal, isolated 

spaces .  Th is  i s  reec ted  in  modern 

architectural designs like single-family homes 

with larger backyards but fewer public parks, 

which are often under lock and key because of 

severe lack of trust and safety. Urban 

architecture thus both reects and reinforces 

the trend of social isolation.

In tracing the roadmap of architecture, we see 

how physical spaces have mirrored and 

reinforced cultural shifts. What were once 

open,  communal  env i ronments  have 

transformed into towering structures and 

private spaces, reecting society's growing 

emphasis on individualism. As we build higher 

and create more boundaries, both in our cities 

and within our homes, we must question 

whether this architectural isolation serves our 

deeper human need for connection—or if it's 

simply a byproduct of an increasingly 

capitalistic world. Ultimately, architecture 

doesn't just shape our environment; it shapes 

how we live and relate to one another.
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Buchi’s temperature was back to normal, and 

24 hours had passed without her showing any 

symptoms. But she was weak and resting in 

bed, face pale, her appetite and sense of taste 

still down in the dumps. 

It had been a boring 9 days of severe viral u for 

her, and she was growing restless and tearful. It 

was misery to be cooped up in bed for so long. 

But fortunately today, Pappa and Amma had 

lifted the ban on her siblings, Kuttu, Gontyaa 

and Thammaa, from keeping their distance 

from her. They trooped in and sat down, 

although a little away from her.

Kuttu said, Buchi, Amma says you are still not 

eating properly and are at a stage where you 

are ready to burst into tears at the smallest 

opportunity. So it’s time for us to go into Cheer-

Up-Girl Mode. Please let’s play something, 

Buchi begged. What better way to brighten 

COMPLETE CURE FOR  VIRAL FLU?
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things up? So a game it was!

I vote that we do something creative, Thammaa 

said. In forty-ve minutes, we should each write 

a poem on something funny or interesting and 

read it out. Exercising only her brain cells won’t 

strain Buchi. So how’s my idea? Love it, Buchi 

said, perking up at once. Great! Let’s begin. I’ll 

get the paper and pencils…

There was a full three-quarter-hour of silence 

and concentration in the room as the creative 

juices owed. Thammaa put out the tip of his 

tongue as he wrote, something he got 

thoroughly teased for by everyone. Gontyaa bit 

on the other end of his pencil as he thought. 

Kuttu kept winding his hair into curls with his 

nger as his pencil ew. Buchi pursed and 

unpursed her lips. They all giggled now and 

then, tickled by what they were writing, and 

quickly ashed smiling glances at one another. 

The minutes went by. Time’s up, Gontyaa 

announced. Have you all nished? Yesss, they 

replied together.

Youngest rst. Thamma, read out your mahaa 

kaavya. Thamma grinned, cleared his throat, 

and began: 

Friends gave our Shantakka a cat to love and 

hold close. 

He had a nice big black patch right on his nose. 

So Kari-appa (black-patched fellow) was 

chosen as his name. 

He grew up nicely as the seasons went and 

came. 



One morning, Shantakka found him surrounded 

by kittens, so says Thamma, 

Kari-appa turned out to be actually Kari-amma!

Peals of laughter lled the room, making Amma 

leave her work and peep in. She left, smiling, 

pleased that the boys were entertaining both 

themselves and Buchi.

Your turn, Buchi. 

OK, here I go:

Our dear  Ganeshmaam used to be a 

meteorologist in Bengaluru. Now listen to this 

fun, 

When he said it would rain, ladies condently 

put vadios and papads out to dry in the sun!

When he forecast a sunny day, kids quickly 

made paper boats and sailed them in the rain-

water puddles. 

The weather just doesn’t agree with me, 

Ganeshmaam said. I’m giving up these 

prediction muddles!

Hahaha. Good one. What have you got for us, 

Gontyaa? 

Here’s my contribution:

Our grandma and her sister are goddesses for 

us today,

But they were quite mischievous in their kiddy 

hey-day.

On their rather blind grand-aunt on her rocking 

chair, 

They’d toss small paper pellets, the naughty 

pair!

Grand-aunt would wave her hand this and that 

way, 

“ Yo b b a a ,  k a s l e  z a l a a r a  M a n g a l o o r 

gaavaantun!” she’d say. 

Then she spied one larger pellet. “Hmm… 

kaunki tantte kartaa. 

Doni poryaangel kaama haen, ashshi distaa.” 

The next moment, the two little laughing misses, 

Came running and covered her face with kisses.

Wow, lovely… Kuttanna, now you read out 

yours. 

OK. Here goes:

Buckingham Palace once had an electricity 

problem. An electrician set it right.

But within an hour the problem was back. Prince 

Philip said with his usual bite.

What a nuisance! That was a bad job done. 

I’m quite sure that electrician was an Indian.

Cut to 20 years later. Our Thithobappa paid his 

friend in England a visit.

His electricity meter was exposed, so Bappa 

made a small wooden box to hide it.

Servicemen came one day to take the reading 

on the meter.

Each one closely examined the box, from 

Patrick and Paul to Peter. [Hoho. Nice, 

Kuttanna!]
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Where did you buy this box? It’s not bought. My 

friend made it for me.

Will your friend make an entire lot for us for this 

part of the city?

It’s very well made. Can we place an order with 

your friend today?

Sorry, was the reply. My friend went back to 

India yesterday.

So that was a job really well done. 

And the maker was none other than an Indian.

Waah, waah! Hurray for Thithobappa.

Later, Amma came to check on Buchi. Isn’t that 

nice? she said. She has eaten everything on 

her plate and the glow is back on her face. 

Buchi, you’re completely cured. That’s what 

happens when you play nice games, 

Thammaa said, proudly. 
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Dhruv Talgeri (9 Years)

Graphite Pencil Artwork 
- Jeetesh Amembal (14 Years)

Winter Paintings in Watercolor
- Rekha Mavinkurve 

Acrylics on Canvas 
- Ananya Trasi  

Colour Pencil Artwork 
- Shruti Ubhayakar Shenoy

Graphite Pencil Portrait 
- Nivedita Baindoor

Pranika Hattikudur (9 Years)  

Watercolour Artwork  - Shreyaansh Herenjal (14 Years)
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Samvit Sudha® creations, products made of fabric and handmade paper, and books for children under the 

“Parijna Series” and upcycled products under “Holding Hands” are available at Shri Chitrapur Math, Bengaluru.  

Sales counter timings: 4.00 pm to 6 pm on Thursdays and Saturdays

Website: www.samvitsudha.com 

Contact: Shobha Ulpe 8861715493, Shruthi Ubhayakar 9423008640, Sheela Nagarkatti 9343093002
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