				Men are from Mars
									
	We, my husband and I were enjoying our routine morning walk inside the campus of our plush and green colony, when I needed to call home ‘urgently’. It was my habit to dole out ‘urgent’ instructions to my maid while taking a walk. These instructions ranged from  asking her to add ginger to our post walk cuppa tea to spreading the new ethnic bed linen in the guest’s room to other domestic chores which came all in a flurry in my mind while taking a walk. Time management you know! Before one got busy with office and other things. 
But once again I had forgotten to carry my mobile phone and asked my husband for his as a matter of wifely rights. After much demur and hesitation he fished it out of the recesses of his voluminous pockets and handed it over as if it was an expensive piece of crystal ( on the contrary it is a much worn out and an old model which my daughter threatens to throw in the ditch and break into pieces so that he can buy a decent looking one). I am slow to grasp the functioning of all modern gadgets, and needless to say this included the mobile phone as well. But explain the nuances just once and I am a quick learner. First unable to locate the directory, which was under the heading ‘Contacts’ (it makes more sense to call it simply a ‘Phone Book’ like in my mobile),  with great difficulty I managed to thumb across to the alphabet ‘H’, understandably for ‘Home’. I rummaged through the entire contacts supposedly under ‘H’ but couldn’t find ‘Home’. Exasperated I turned to my husband for enlightenment. With impatience writ large on his face he almost snatched the phone and located the no. for me in a jiffy. Imagine to my surprise, the no. was not listed as ‘Home’, but as ‘Delhi Res’, for Delhi Residence! This was a trifle too thick and impersonal for me, a person who had listed the ‘Home’ no. in moments of emotional weakness and exaggerated fondness as ‘Home Sweet Home’ in her own mobile. But men will be men. I never realised how a chance opening of my husbands mobile phone directory, could be so revealing about men’s psychology.
This got me interested. So naturally the other  no. in use at home (used mostly by my son for un-ending conversations with his ever burgeoning group of friends) was listed as ‘Delhi Res 2’. And I interrogated him further whether Bittu, my sister-in-law, was fed as ‘Bittu’ or ‘Akanksha’. You know the answer. ‘Akanksha’ it was. And if I can remember correctly he had never addressed her anything else but Bittu all his life. Similarly, ‘Baby’, my sister was ‘Vandana’, ‘Bhaiya’ became ‘Vikram’, and so on and so forth. This was not the end. My father-in-law was addressed as ‘YKG’ for Yogesh Kumar Gupta,  (shocking! to say the least) and ‘Mausaji’ was ‘AKA’ for Anand Kumar Agarwal. Very matter of fact. 
But hold your breath. This left me totally dumbfounded. My father (‘Papa’ in my phone) was ‘Gurgaon’! The categorisation here was city based. So simple. One word and conveying so much! about male mind of course!

We were on the last leg of our morning rounds now. Curiosity made me peep inside the SMS ‘Inbox’ and I was taken aback to see the ‘Inbox’ flooded with SMSs from a certain ‘TM’. Inwardly  jealous and suspicious but outwardly with a show of nonchalance and bravado I asked my husband for the identity of this generous person. With amusement for the first time in his eyes he said, “Silly it is you, who else. ‘TM’ for ‘Tanu Mobile’!”
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