


Journeys 

York and moved to Bangalore. 
Having my brother and sister-in

law in the same city makes the transi
tion easy. Their son and daughter get 
along famously with our girls. My sister
in-law, Priya, helps me figure out which 
schools to put my girls in. When they 
buy an apartment on St. John's Road, 
we decide to follow suit and buy a place 
in the same building. My parents live 
around the corner and so we recreate 
a new avatar of the old Indian joint 
family: both endearing and aggravating. 

Across the street from our new 
building is a large army settlement, 
reflecting Bangalore's colonial roots. 
The British army was stationed in 
Bangalore, thanks to its temperate climate. We live in 
what's called the cantonment neighborhood, with the 
barracks now used by the Indian military and their 
families. Winston Churchill served here in his youth 
and still owes thirteen rupees to the Bangalore Club
a private club with a waiting list of thirty-two years 
for membership. Prince Charles offered to settle the 
account when he visited Bangalore in the late '80s, 
but the club, which proudly displays young Churchill's 
outstanding dues in a glass-enclosed ledger, refused. 

The self-sufficient army enclave has schools, 
churches, clinics, homes, training grounds for its staff, 
and, as I come to find out, a milk woman to service their 
dairy needs. From our terrace, we look out at meticu
lously maintained roads bordered by flowering trees, 
clean sidewalks, and no garbage, all unusual for a large 
Indian city. 

It is from this vantage point that I first see Sarala 
the milk lady. 

Excerpted from The Milk Lady of Bangalore: An 
Unexpected Adventure by Shoba Narayan © 2018. 
Reprinted by permission of Algonquin Books of Chapel Hill. 
All rights reserved. 
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The Milfl Lady of Bangalore is filled 
with legends and myths about cows. 
Were most of these stories you learned 
growing up in India, or did you do a lot 
of research for the book? 

A bit of both. I listened to a lot of 
stories from Hindu mythology while 
growing up in India, and they form 
part of my subconscious. What sur
prised me while researching the book 
was how central the cow was to Hindu 

mythology and faith-I wasn't aware of that while 
growing up. As for now, well, you know how it is: once 
you start researching something, you see it every
where. These days cows infuse my dreams and the 
stories that I tell my children. 

What made you decide to chronicle your friend
ship with Sarala, the milk lady? How did Sarala and 
her family feel about your writing about them? 

Knowing Sarala and her family has been a great 
privilege. She has taught me so much about living in 
the present, about dealing with adversity. I think any 
writer would see that Sarala is a wonderful charac
ter, too-she's strong, opinionated, passionate about 
her family and her cows. I have to admit that though 
she was happy for me to write about her, she doesn't 
read English and she was not all that interested in 
the result! 

After all those years living in New York, 
what American ways did you and your family take 
with you back to India (besides a preference for 
pasteurized milk)? 

I came to America as a tabula rasa. I was a young 
college student from a sheltered family who hadn't 
the space or time to think about things. America 
taught me independence, feminism, and instilled a 
spirit of adventure and enterprise. I am who I am be
cause of this country and I Jove America and its peo
ple for that reason. Beyond that, we carried back lots 
of memories. Fall in New England. My first snowfall. 
Summer in Memphis, Tennessee. What else? Bagels, 
pizza, artisanal bread-the list could go on and on. 
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