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Foreword

"We didn’t merely cross borders, we crossed our own thresholds, evolving into
new selves."

Harish Masand's poignant memoir entitled ‘The Rain I Claim’ (Apni Baarish)
steps across geography and memories to adopt and adapt another land far away
from his own. Like all immigrants, life is full of hopes and doubts, and at the
end of what seems like a mistake, everything works out well.



The angst of belonging and not belonging at first haunts the immigrant couple.
They support each other through sleepless nights. Harish is a consummate
writer who brings alive every nuance of loss and pain and hope and confidence
to the fore. We are riveted by the flow of words.

A bilingual poet, Harish makes a deeply poetic journey, stirring memories and
emotions and taking us along on our own personal journeys. The very act of
transplanting seems painful. Yet it is the only way to grow and bloom brighter
and stronger. And that is what happens with the author of the memoir.

India provided him the best in education, a sense of family values, respect for
elders, accepting and surrendering to difficulties, and a deep, constant religious
and spiritual environment. It also brought him face to face with sources of
injustice contrary to the constitution of the country. And this is an undeniable
bitter truth.

I am privileged to write this foreword to a book whose narrative goes far
beyond and before it. Having known Harish as a young undergraduate at Delhi
University, where I too was growing as a teacher, I found him a remarkable
young man. He joined the Women's Development Centre, which was
unprecedented. Very quickly he learnt about gender issues and the need to
empower women and create a more equitable society. Elected as President of
the Centre, we shopped for books, attended seminars, and then one day he was
invited to speak at our nation’s Parliament Annexe.

Theatre, street plays, debate, script writing, film direction, radio jockey, event
management are his forte. Poet and short story writer and novelist, his bilingual
memoir ‘The Rain I Claim’ will touch every immigrant reader, no matter to
which country he or she moves.

The immigrant experience in many ways has a commonality, nostalgia being a
heavy burden. But not for Harish, who made a deliberate decision to explore a
new place on this earth. It's his innate humanity that allows him a complete
absorption in the Canadian way of life, and Canada, with its diversity, is a
celebratory factor.



The title of the memoir tells us all. He has claimed the seasons here as his own.
The rains here are his. He has so drenched himself in its wetness he has no
longing for the monsoons left behind. The rain is a metaphoric exposition of a
willing, happy surrender.

Harish's Indian heritage is what he brings to the richness of his Canadian
experience. It is noteworthy that the children quickly acclimatised, and school
was a pleasurable experience bringing out the best in their talents. The support
and wise encouraging words of his wife Priya is a constant in his settling down.
Her contribution through skill development and the freedom to be oneself, and
not play roles she had left behind — which were restrictive and regressive,
especially for women — tells us how and why she too claims the rain as her
own.

"Since childhood, I had always yearned for wings to fly across the skies, to see
the world."

So here is Harish Masand writing about the skies he flew across to find his place
in the sun. A graphically written short memoir in both Hindi and English is in
itself a unique experience. The author wishes the narrative to reach readers in
both languages. It's a story of determination and resilience and a call out to be
part of the social life of the community. It is an acknowledgement of all those
who helped and made them feel at home. Home is the word. Not a home away
from home, but a home in another part of the earth. It's not about forgetting
roots — it's about replanting and growing into a big, shady, flowering, fruiting
tree.

It's an honour to write the foreword for this beautifully delineated journey of a
family who emigrated from India to Canada, to the salubrious, nature-laden
British Columbia. A humane story of love and acceptance.

"We came here for a bright future" is what his spouse Priya tells him with trust.
We see the female immigrant and the quiet struggle embodied in the persona.
"Her strength became mine," Harish says.

It is about breaking yourself down, shedding old identities, and rebuilding from
scratch. From hero to zero: a guide for all immigrants, ‘The Rain I Claim’.
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