
Essay No. 01 

A Visit to a Crowded Market 
 

Shopping has a pleasure of its own. The modern man is always busy in buying 
and selling. A market is, therefore, always very busy, overcrowded and interesting. 
I visit the market is, therefore, always very busy, overcrowded and interesting. I 
visit the market almost every day to cater to the various needs of the household. 
In the market, there is a lot of hustle and bustle. People, rich or poor, young or old, 
come to make purchases. The market presents a miniature image of the whole 
city. On one side of the market, there are fruit and vegetable shops; on the other 
side people deal in clothes, utensils, crockery, toys, sweets, cutlery, stationery, 
etc.  There are also refreshment stalls where people have either cold drinks or 
cups, of hot tea. People move about to and fro. They haggle and haggle with the 
shopkeepers to charge reasonable prices. Customers are afraid of pick-pockets. 
Some persons sell articles on the footpaths, while others in the wooden stalls. A 
market satisfies the needs of the customers. Ladies can be seen more in number 
than men because shopping is basically a feminine occupation. Beggars are a 
painful sight in a market. Stray dogs also meet our eyes. On the whole, a market 
scene is worth seeing. It provides a glimpse of the people from different 
backgrounds. 

Essay No. 02 

A Visit to the Vegetable Market 

I had heard that a fish market is the noisiest place in the world. But last Saturday, 
when I visited the local vegetable market, I felt that probably the expression “fish 
market” contained half-truth only. Perhaps it was the vegetable market which was 
the noisiest place in the world. I felt that it was like out-Heroding Herod in its own 
way. 

It was not only the noise that was so conspicuous but perhaps the mud, filth and 
stench there broke all limits of decency and human tolerance. I wondered the 
fortuitous stamina of those who worked there and no less of those who went to 
purchase vegetables from there. 

I, however, realized that just as I was compelled by circumstances to go there, 
others might also be sailing in the same boat of constraint and compulsion. 

Actually, as if coincidentally, a horde of rough mannered, thick-skinned guests 
descended in our house that day without my prior intimation. All of them had their 



separate tastes and demands and it was certain that they would create an infernal 
state in our house if their demands were not met. 

I could not depend entirely on my servant. I took him with me and ordered him to 
carry a few bags with him. 

Both my servant and I landed ourselves in the filthy miasma of the place called 
vegetable market. We contacted different vendors and rehariwallas. We haggled 
with them over rates. 

Finally, we filled our bags and sacks with carrots, radishes, turnips, peas, 
cabbages, cauliflowers, green chillies — indeed; whatever we could lay hands on 
at a reasonable rate. We hired a rickshaw and returned home. We unloaded our 
luggage in front of our mother and before our shameless guests who just smiled 
and gesticulated, getting a savage pleasure out of my fate. But I thanked God I 
hadn’t got an infectious or a skin disease like scabies, eczema, bronchitis, cough, 
pneumonia or asthma, while slogging through the rotten vegetables. 

Essay No. 03 

Visit to A Market Place 

A market place is the place spread out in a specific area, where a variety of goods 
of daily requirements are available for purchase b customers. There are an 
umpteen number of markets all they catering to the daily requirements of the 
public, and they are placed close to residential areas for the convenience of the 
customers. 

 I had heard a lot about a market called Chandni Chowk in Old Delhi but had never 
seen it. Once this year, in the month of October, on the occasion of my sister’s 
marriage, when my mother was going to Chandni Chowk for shopping I insisted 
that I would also like to accompany her. My mother and even my sister tried their 
best to dissuade me from going but, I insisted. They even told me that there would 
be too much crowd and that a child of my size may get suffocated there. However, 
I heard none of their comments and pleas but insisted on accompanying them. We 
started on our journey from Vasant Kunj and even when we were just half way 
through, my patience gave way as, the distance was forbidding. Nothing could be 
done in the matter now, and I had to keep quiet as, I had myself put the suggestion 
and locked a noose round my neck. After about one and a half hours on the road 
we finally reached the much talked of market – Chandni Chowk – the biggest and 
oldest market of Delhi. 



 What I saw in this market in the first place was a sea of men rushing up and down 
everywhere on all the roads. It appeared as though all the people were just rushing 
to some very important mission to and fro on the roads. The sight of the crowd the 
one of the like I had never seen before just frightened me out of my wits, and, I 
already started why I opted to come here. As we proceeded wondering towards 
the shops yes, I was really impressed. There, all yes all items of consumer needs 
could be seen in plenty but all the shops were just too crowded. 

 Since we had gone there for shopping for my sister s marriage we also had to 

wade through the crowd and do our work. First, we went to a jewellery shop. The 

sight of that long road full of jewellery shops on both sides of the road took me by 

surprise. I had never imagined that, such an expensive item like jewellery was 

also available in dozens of shops and, each shop was crowded with customers. I 

came to know that, this road dotted with shops of jewellery was called Dariba 

Kalan, and all the shops here were decades old. Here we sat for almost an hour 

in the shop where Mummy had ordered some items and thus for a while, got 

some relief from the pushing and jostling on the crowded roads. 

After our work here, I was once again a bit fresh and now we moved to saree shops 
where we had to make bulk purchases for my sister and gifting to friends and 
relatives Oh my God what a shock awaited me here. So many narrow lanes were 
emerging from the main road and leading to huge saree shops with stocks of 
thousands of sarees. Sarees of golden work called zari were just glittering in those 
tiny shops. Here in these lanes I think we spent nearly three Hours peeping into 
one shop and then another, and making selections of sarees. This part the market 
was not even visible from the main road but, it appeared to be an of ortant business 
centre having brisk sales. I was absolutely dazed to see huge stocks piled up in 
each of These tiny shops. All salesmen in each and every shop were busy catching 
customers. I noticed that, most women would come to a shop, see a few sarees 
and just go away, while some other were other making purchases   of thousands 
of rupees. The sale was rather brisk considering that the items bought were far too 
expensive. Seeing the fast movement of customers in and out of the shops, I asked 
one of the shopkeepers if this was the situation prevailing every day. To this, the 
reply was the obvious one that, these days the sale is more than usual because 
this period of the year was the marriage season, and the festival season is also 
round the corner. This reasoning did convince me to some extent but I still 
continued to wonder how much crowd there could be daily. This I thought because 
I am told that this market is forever congested, all the year round, only becoming 
unmanageable crowded on occasions like marriages and festivals. 

After having bought a lot of sarees, I don’t know how many, we finally got up from 
the shop to get out – and believe me, we forget our way out, and got lost in those 



tiny congested lanes and by-lanes. Finally we had to ask someone to guide us to 
the main road. Here on the main road we again saw a row of big shops of all kinds 
of items and all full to the brim. Next we were told that, there are several other 
markets branching out from this main road of Chandi Chowk. All these other roads 
specialise in special items and are wholesale dealers. The entire lot of these 
markets branching off from the main road of Chandni Chowk is all together called 
Chandi Chowk. Special shops for clothes, stationery, grains etc. are offshoots of 
this main road. Since we had no other work, now we went out to the car, which 
again was a long walk through a crowd. 

 This visit to Chandni Chowk has been my first experience. The wading slowly 
through thick crowds, the shops full of items of daily consumption, the different 
markets for different items did impress me. Though it was a tiring day but a 
wonderful shopping experience. This was my most interesting visit to a market of 
repute in Delhi. 

 


