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Wishing you a
Happy Diwali & New Year

The right place for the right fit.  We create the look that reflects you.

550 North Rock
Wichita, KS 67206
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“Howdy Modi,” or is it “Namaste Trump?” Global Superpowers 
Making History at Howdy Modi Event

9-22-19. This was the auspicious date Prime Minister Narendra Modi gathered some 
50,000 Indian-Americans from all over the country to have a glimpse of him, or as 
many fanatics recognize it as, his darshan. This historic event, held at the NRG 
Stadium in Houston (where Super Bowl 51 was held), was organized by the Texas 
India Forum with the help of more than 1,000 volunteers and broke the record for 
the largest gathering for an invited foreign leader visiting the United States 
other than the Pope. This community summit made the perpetually strengthening bond 
between the U.S.A and India even more evident than what many believed it to be. 
And I, with my father, Yogesh Uncle and Indradeep Uncle, got to be a part of such 
a monumental occasion. I must admit, this day will be in my books as one of the 
best days ever (except for maybe getting to see LeBron James live).

As we walked into the gates of the iconic NRG Park, 
there was a clear change of atmosphere. The strict, 
solemn, flat mood created by the vast security present 
outside was transformed into a light-hearted, vibrant, 
“Sare Jahan Se Accha Hindustan Hamara” vibe. T-shirts 
were being handed out, news reporters were avidly 
announcing their news to cameras, many huddles were 
being formed around various celebrities, including 
Hasan Minhaj, performances were being staged, people 
were socializing, but most of all, eager Modi-fans 
were rushing to find their seats. As we walked into 
the stadium itself, an even more electrifying air was 
present, partially contributed to the fact that 
samosas and chole were being sold at stalls. In 
addition, we were invited to write a message on a 
board that would later be seen by Modi ji. We finally 
made it to our seats, welcomed by a breath-taking view 
of the colossal NRG Stadium: it’s not every day that 
you get to see 50,000 Indians gather in one place in 
the U.S to cheer for one cause!

Both political leaders then spoke about various topics. Trump emphasized the growing 
connection between the two democracies, and how both countries were, are and will be 
relying on one another. The most crowd-awakening quote by Trump was “India never had 
[a] better friend in the White House.” Modi spoke about cheap data prices in the 
country and the target of having a 5 trillion economy in India. Both Trump and Modi 
discussed countering terrorism, improving trade and the overall relationship between 
the countries, and having “Shared Dreams, Bright Futures.” The chemistry between the 
two leaders was clearly visible when they walked hand-in-hand around the stadium. 
After the long, uplifting, inspiring event ended, the theme of  “Aiming High, 
Achieving Higher” resonated within me, and I will work to embody it in my life, as I 
hope you will in yours.

The three-hour-long event was kicked off by a traditional 
Indian cultural program. It comprised of various Indian 
arts from different regions. From Gujarati Garba to Punjabi 
Bhangra to traditional classical singing and even a yoga 
performance, the program had it all. This energy from the 
stage bled into the audience, resulting in many spectators 
starting their own “dances” in small groups. After the 
zestful performances, the mayor of Houston welcomed the 
massive crowd and thereafter brought to stage several 
political figures, including Texas Senator, Ted Cruz. 

Finally came the exhilarating moment that everyone had been 
patiently, and in some cases not so patiently, waiting for: the 
arrival of the Prime Minister of India, Narendra Damodardas Modi, 
succeeded by the arrival of the President of the United States of 
America, Donald John Trump. 













I'm used to people's confusion about being Indian. 
Especially the questions. Are your parents and grandparents 
related since they had the same last name, even before they 
were married? Do you know so and so Reddy since your last name 
is Reddy? And the questions aren't new. I remember my amma 
(mother) telling me about the questions she was asked when she 
came to America for the first time. What is that red dot on 
your forehead? Did you have an arranged marriage? I get it. 
People are riveted by different cultures. We're exotic. A 
novelty. Your atypical bestie. 

What I worry about isn't how others see me, but how I 
see myself. My questions are a little different. I love my 
culture and my religion, but how can I say I am Indian if l am 
not from there and will never live there? How can I say I'm 
American, if my skin tone, religion, and culture say otherwise? 

My skin color may not show it, but growing up in 
America has taught me to be more American than Indian. When I 
visited India, I went to this store and I couldn't help but 
overhear the conversation between the lady at the counter and 
my grandmother. I remember the lady saying, 'Ah, American girl 
I see". This shows I am seen as American first, then of Indian 
descent. Even though I have the exact same skin tone as them, 
they will always see me as the complete opposite of who I am 
considered to be here. 

To me, being fully Indian means having been born and 
brought up there and not just being a part of the religion and 
culture. Sometimes I am unsure about where I fit; of Who I am. 
If I am not fully one or the other, then what am I? 

What I've come to realize is that, like the bubbles on 
the test, I don't have to accept others' stereotypes. I get to 
choose which parts of both cultures I want to be a part of. 
Like, I love these Indian crepes called dosas, but I also have 
an endless love for curly fries. This made me realize that I 
don't have to choose, I can decide which bubbles to fill. I can 
be both but not one. 

Every year, it's the same song and 
dance. When I fill out the bubbles on 
standardized tests, it's always the same 
bout of confusion. Asian or Other? Why 
isn't there an option for the nearly three 
million Indian-Americans that populate this 
country? Having to check that box that I 
didn't feel comfortable which opened my 
eyes to something I had never really 
thought about before. 







Dasa, Nalini, Priya & Megha Gangadhar
Happy Diwali from our home to yours






















