A cane venture on the sly in Punjab’s Fategarh Sahib, a sweet success to

savour
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When Sukhwinder Singh Patwari, a 38-year-old farmer from Kharorhi village in Punjab’s

Fatehgarh Sahib district, didn't receive timely payments from the sugar mill for his cane, he
decided enough was enough. With a business idea up his sleeves, and dilemma in his head,
he set foot on a road less trodden. Instead of queuing up again for his dues, he chose a
different path — he set up a small roadside sugarcane juice bar adjacent to his own land on
Sirhind Road. Belonging to a family of landowners, thoughts of not being accepted in his
family and society filled his mind. “I bought a cane juicer and some utensils and kept them
hidden at someone else’s place for two months. One day, | ran the juice outlet secretly for the
entire day and earned Rs 3,000. When | showed the money to my family, they were shocked.
Still, they feared that neighbours will gossip.” But Sukhwinder stood his ground. “People will
talk no matter what but | told them that we will have to think of our future,” he said. Today, his
Patwari Juice Bar, named after his son, not only earns him around Rs 3,500 to 4000 per
quintal of cane — a nearly nine-fold jump in his income — but also stands as a symbol of
rural entrepreneurship. ‘I started from a small hut and later used a decorative trolley that was
lying unused at home. Now, I'm planning to construct a proper concrete structure for the
outlet,” says Sukhwinder, adding that he also puts gooseberry (amla), mint, lemon, and ginger
in the juice. “I's not just tastier, but also much healthier,” he explains. The quality has earned

him a loyal customer base—regulars as well as passers-by who stop at his eye-catching hut-



trolley setup. “Earlier, | used to take around 450 quintals of cane from my 1.25-acre sugarcane
field to the mill. We had to wait for our turn to unload, and then there was an endless wait for
the full payment, which came in parts. | was tired of this practice and | was barely making Rs
1.5 lakh as the cane rate then was around Rs 350 per quintal—now it's Rs 400. After meeting
input costs, the net income never even touched Rs 1 lakh,” he recalls. That's when he decided
to start crushing the cane not for the mill, but for his own customers. Patwari set up a small
roadside sugarcane juice bar adjacent to his own land on Sirhind Road. From each quintal of
sugarcane, he now sells juice worth between Rs 3,500 and Rs 4,000, depending on the juice
yield. After deducting the cost of making juice and input costs of cane cultivation, he earns a
profit of around Rs 2,000 per quintal —nearly five times of what he earned per quintal from
selling cane to mills. Earlier, Sukhwinder grew wheat, paddy, and sugarcane on his six acres
and his annual income was around Rs 6 to Rs 6.50 lakh, with net profit of about Rs 3.5 lakh
to Rs 4.0 lakh. Now, he grows sugarcane on just three kanals (around 0.37 acres) exclusively
for his juice outlet. From this small patch, he harvests around 125 quintals of cane and earns
around Rs 2.5 lakh by selling cane juice alone. “The cane juice season starts from late
February and continues till May. During summer, the cane starts cracking, and its juice
content drops. By June when the pre-monsoon showers start the demand also drops,” he
says, adding that to maintain freshness, he harvests about 1 to 1.25 quintals of cane daily
from his fields. “I also started making vinegar from cane and sell it at Rs 80 per litre. It's in
demand,” he adds. As the popularity of his juice bar grew, customers began requesting
seasonal beverages. “Now | also serve kinnow juice, banana milkshakes, carrot-beetroot
blends... but cane juice remains my hero,” he says. Despite the long hours, Sukhwinder
manages everything on his own. His roadside venture, once frowned upon, now runs nearly
year-round. “l only shut it down for important family or social events,” he says. His long-term
dream? “Will convert the juice outlet into a full-scale food joint, offering everything made from

what | grow on my fields.”
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