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ewolving KBongali identity.
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WHERE THE SKY
MEETS THE EARTH

ANN ARBOR, MICHIGAN

TANIMA BASU

She is a trained Bio-statistician working in Michigan Medicine.In daily life she uses data to tell the story of the patients. She
enjoys painting,taking nature's photography, and documenting moments of life. Wishing you all a healthy and happy life. =ligw
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While visiting the Monument Valley, the 17-mile
loop road which just reopened during the
pandemic, we experienced the vastness of the
nature with our eyes. This place is called
Navajo Nation’s Monument Valley Navajo Tribal
Park. Monument Valley (Navajo: Tsé Bii’
Ndzisgaii, meaning valley of the rocks) is
located on the Arizona and Utah state line of
the United States of America. Navajo Nation is
one of the largest native American reservations
in the US. We have witnessed one of the most
majestic places on earth. This great valley
boasts sandstone masterpieces that tower at
heights of 400 to 1,000 feet, framed by scenic
clouds casting shadows that graciously roam
the desert floor. The angle of the sun accents
these graceful formations, providing scenery
that is simply spellbinding. The red soil always
attracts me and reminds me to my homeland. |
grew up in the state of West Bengal in India.
My hometown is in the district of Purulia. We
have red earths. This laterite is both a soil and
a rock which is rich in iron and aluminum.

The landscapes of the Monument valley
overwhelm all of us, not just by its beauty but
also by its vastness. he fragile pinnacles of
rock are surrounded by miles of mesas and
buttes, shrubs, and trees.This valley presents
the magnificent colors and shapes. This is
really a beautiful land. Natural process started

ﬁ

way before, even before human existence. This
Park was a lowland basin. For hundreds of
millions of years, materials that eroded from
the early Rock Mountains deposited layers of
sediment which cemented a slow and gentle
uplift, generated by ceaseless pressure from
below the surface, elevating these horizontal
strata quite uniformly one to three miles above
sea level. This basin became a plateau. Natural
forces like wind and water that eroded the land
spent the last 50 million years cutting into and
peeling away at the surface of the plateau.
The simple wearing down of altering layers of
soft and hard rock slowly revealed the natural
wonders of Monument Valley today.

There are many landmarks in the Monument
valley such as the East, West Mittens, the
Merrick butte, the Totem pole, the North
window overlook, the Three sisters, the
Elephant butte, the Artist’'s point.

If you come near to these landmarks and close

your eyes, you will feel the existence of
almighty or something powerful. It is a sacred
place indeed. Sunrise in the early morning is a
magical event in this valley. When first sunrays
fall onto red rocks of the desert then entire
place looks marvelous. You can enjoy different
shades of red because light reflects in different
angles from these curves of the canyon which
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were sculped over the years. The desert offers
different vistas when sun is on the middle of the
sky. The angle of the sun accents these graceful
rocks, providing scenery that is simply awesome.
The dry and dusty desert is wild in the winter
days.

Monument valley is unique because of its
archaeological and cultural intrigue. Navajo Tribes
live in this land. It was amazing to explore that
Novajo people’s are ‘luchi’ lovers like us. They call
it ‘Frybread’. It’s like unsweetened funnel cake,
but softer and thicker with a lot of air bubbles
and greasy. The size is bigger than our luchi and
it is served by cutting into four pieces.
Traditionally, it is served with honey or powder
sugar. The ingredients are same as flour, salt, and
water. They use lard also. One of the slices of the
frybread has 700 calories and 25gm of fat. This
food habit has caused diabetes pandemic and
obesity in the reservations. Similarly, diabetes is
very common in India because of the
carbohydrate enriched food.

The history of this frybread has attached with
perseverance and pain. Navajo frybread
originated 144 years ago, when the United States
forced Red Indians living in Arizona to make the
300-mile journey known as the "Long Walk" and
relocate to New Mexico. This new land that
couldn't easily support their traditional staples of
vegetables and beans. To prevent the indigenous
populations from starving, the government gave
them white flour, processed sugar, and lard—the
makings of frybread and canned goods as well as.

There are some other cultural similarities among
indigenous people (red Indians) and Asian
Indians. During springtime, regional people of
West Bengal celebrate folk festivals by doing
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song and dance festivals attached to the
celebration of Lord Shiva during ‘Charak’
festival. The Charak, derived from the word
‘chakra’ or the wheel, represents the
movement of the Sun. It is symbolized by a
high pole, from which the devotees hang
suspended from iron hooks, as a symbolic
sacrifice to Lord Shiva. They take fasting all
day and walk on the red-hot coal pieces with
bare feet. Devotees pierce their tongue, skin
of the upper chest or upper back with sharp
objects. Similarly, these types of practice are
present among red Indians in the United
States. It is known as “Sun-dance”. When
practiced, self-mortification was generally
accomplished through piercing: mentors or
ritual leaders inserted two or more slim
skewers or piercing needles through a small
fold of the supplicant’s skin on the upper
chest or upper back; the mentor then used
long leather thongs to tie a heavy object such
as a buffalo skull to the skewers. A dancer
would drag the object along the ground until
he succumbed exhaustion or his skin tore free.
Piercing was endured by only the most
committed individuals; it was done to ensure
tribal well-being as well as to fulfill the
supplicant’s individual vow.

The Monument Valley portrays beauty of
nature, packed with scenic vistas in all
directions. This is the place where the Sky
meets the Earth. It’s more than just a visual
treat, it uplifts your soul. These magnificent
mountains teach us humility and gratitude the
best. | immediately time travelled to the
motherland when | touched and smelled the
red soil.
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BUTTERFLIES

GANDHARBIKA BHATTACHARYA

KOLKATA

=

She is a lawyer by profession and hails from Kolkata. Writing is both her hobby and passion. Her short stories have been
published in a number of magazines. She is a student of the Japanese language and counts Haruki Murakami as one of her
favourite authors, along with Keigo Higashino, Kate Morton, and many others.

“Then Zhu threw herself into Liang’s grave. Lo and
behold, the earth sealed up and two butterflies
emerged from the soil. Since then the two of them
were never apart.”

The boy finished the story of the Butterfly Lovers.
His thoughtful eyes travelled to the other side of
theriver.

“Why do all of your stories have such sad endings?”
the girl asked him with a pained expression on her
face.

“That’s because you can either be happy, or you
can have a story. But you can’t have both.” aThe
boy smiled sadly. For a while his words revolved in
the wind, and then they began to rise upwards into
the clear autumn sky.

The girl turned her head towards the blue and
yellow butterflies flitting about in the bushes. The

boy went back to sharpening his sword.
% %k k

Without a sound evening fell on the Flower
District. It was time for the butterflies to come
out of their nets.

If someone walked through those very lanes
during the day, they would only encounter a
sleepy row of houses, stale decorations still
hanging from the night before. Some might
wince at those houses, which were sorely in
the need of a fresh coat of paint. They would
crinkle their noses at the soot-covered lamps,
and the slightly nauseous smell of decay that
clung to every corner of the place.

But as the sun went down beyond the horizon
and the stars came out one by one, it was as if
the whole place came alive with magic.

At that time lanterns would go up in every
house, their fluttering half-light highlighting the
silk and brocade of the butterflies’ clothes,
while pushing the ugly cracks in the walls into
darkness. The sleepy silence of the day would
be shattered by the sounds of giggles and
banter, music and song. The aroma of unguents
would conceal the squalid scent of decay. The
whole place would transform from a seedy
neighbourhood into one of the most famous in
the province - the home of the notorious
oirans* of the country.

Even more famous among those famous houses
was that of lzumi-chan. Her services were
considered to be unparalleled, and her price
was astronomical. But that was not unique in
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any way. In every group of butterflies, one is
always bound to be a cut above the rest. No,
what was special about Izumi, was that she
provided a service beyond the capability of any
other oiran in that neighbourhood, or any other
neighbourhood in the country. Those who were in
the know about it were few, and they came to her
like moths drawn to a flame. They happily spent
the last of their savings to experience her gift,
but whether what they had received was worth
the price was never disclosed. Everything about
Izumi’s special art was shrouded in mystery.

That evening lzumi was sitting in front of her
mirror, applying the last touches of make up on
her already beautiful face.

“My looks are fading,” she spoke at the reflection
of her apprentice in the mirror, as the latter
walked into her room. “Very soon you girls will
need to take over my clients.”

The apprentice smiled. She knew lzumi had at
least a few more years left till her retirement. “A
man has come,” her voice dipped significantly.
“He is asking for ‘the service’.”

Izumi’s eyebrows slanted up a little.

“The service? That is interesting. | thought there
were no more connoisseurs left these days.”
Reaching into a drawer she pulled out a shell box
of cosmetics and painted her lips red. “Alright,
show him in with due respect and tell him | will
join him in a moment. You know which room to
use.”

Still sitting in front of the mirror Izumi joined her
hands in a prayer. By now she had become an
expert in her routine, but for her special clients
who asked for ‘the service’, she could not afford
to make a single mistake. When she was ready
she rose with a fluid movement, and glided out of
the room.

The man was sitting in the ‘Cherry Blossom
Chamber’ - a wider room decorated with a
painted screen, fresh flowers and silver lamps. A
futon* and an array of pillows were strewn on the
floor, which was what he was occupying at the
moment. He looked to be around forty. There
were shadows around his eyes, and his hollow
cheeks were dotted with greying beard.

Izumi paused at the door. If her face turned
slightly pale at the sight of her client, nobody
could notice it underneath her already white
make up. She took a deep breath, as though she
was deciding something, and then glided
elegantly to the middle of the room.

The man looked up at her. The corners of his
mouth curved up in amusement.

“So, at last | get to see the most famous oiran of
the Flower District!” he chuckled to himself.
“Well, that's fitting...”

Izumi did not ask her client what he meant by
that remark. She looked at the door. The eunuch
who handled her finances nodded at her
discreetly. That meant her client had already
paid her price in full. Izumi shut the sliding door
behind her and knelt beside him.

“So...what does my Danna wish me to do?” she
smiled alluringly. For one night she would do
everything her special client wanted her to do,
be whoever he wanted her to be. “Shall | play
the koto* for you? Or shall | sing for you? Or
perhaps some tea first?”

“Just sit beside me, Little Sparrow.”
Izumi drew her breath sharply.

She had not heard anyone call her by that name
in over twenty years. Or was it a different
lifetime?

“lzumi? For one who keeps chirping all the time
and is curious about everything, you sound more
like Suzume, Little Sparrow.”

A distant, faded memory. Izumi tried not to let
her face become warped with emotion. She did
not realise that enough of her original face
remained under the make up for anyone to
recognise her.

“You knew who | was?” she asked in a breathless
tone.

“I had no idea who you were until | saw you walk
in through that door.”

lzumi hesitated.
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“Kazuki-san, you can have your money back. It's
alright, you don’'t have to be here. Take your
money and go.”

Something glinted in the eyes of the man, which
were beautiful like the clear autumn sky.

“Tell me something, Little Sparrow. When you
walked in through that door, did you already know
who | was?”

Izumi looked at the door. However thoroughly she
had been trained, she could not lie to this man,
who had eyes like freshly wiped mirrors.

“Answer me, Little Sparrow.”

His voice was not stern, but it was firm. lzumi
couldn’t ignore him. Slowly she nodded her head.

“In that case, | won't take my money back.”
[zumi looked up at him with pleading eyes.
“I thought you had forgotten me...”

Kazuki smiled without reproach.

“You don’t need to explain. My Little Sparrow was
ready to give me her special service. That is
enough for me.”

With those few quietly spoken words he had
driven a lance through her heart.

“So,” he became suddenly brisk and businesslike.
“What are you going to do for me? You had

offered to play the koto earlier. Why don’t you do
it?”

Izumi looked at the instrument. On other nights
she was proud to pick it up and play complicated
melodies that had her audience in thralls. But
tonight it felt like a contraption designed to
punish her fingertips, which were turning colder
than ice.

“Won’t you play the koto for me?” The man
repeated in a voice gentler than the morning mist.

Izumi could barely move her lips.
“As you wish, my Danna.”
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With a swoop of her hand she picked up the
koto, and began to strum a tune almost
mechanically. She was glad he did not ask her
to sing. Her throat was parched.

“How did you end up in this place, Suzume?”
Kazuki asked conversationally.

Ilzumi reflected. When she looked back, her
life was not a linear path but a jumble of
sounds, sights and colours. Where could she
begin to untangle the threads?

“After you left an earthquake hit our village.
Unfortunately that morning | had gone to fetch
water from the river. When | returned there
was nothing left of our hometown. My home
was completely smashed, my family inside it.
More than half the villagers died. Nothing
remained of your home either...”

A cold sigh left her lips.

“Those who survived decided to hand me over
to my mother’s sister. | told them you had
promised to return for me. | told them | had to
wait for you there. But none of them wanted
to be burdened by me. They dropped me off
at my aunt’'s place.” lzumi's hand stopped
playing. Drops of silence came down like rain
from the ceiling, and scattered on the floor.

Even if Kazuki comes for you, how are we
going to marry you? The dowry your mother
had prepared has been smashed under the
house with her. We can’t spare anything out of
our pockets! Your aunt will negotiate your
marriage.

“My aunt wasn’t willing to take me in, but she
couldn’t refuse — not in the face of so many
people. So she decided to give me shelter on
the condition that | would take care of her
household chores.”

Izumi’s eyes glazed over as she remembered
those days. Her aunt made her slog from
morning to night in exchange for scraps to
eat. She was beaten up at the slightest
excuse. Yet Izumi had endured all of it.

“I endured it in the hope that you were going
to come for me...”
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Then, one night, her aunt’s husband came home with two men in tow. He had a hushed discussion
with his wife, and the next thing Izumi knew she was sold off to the men.

“I begged my aunt and uncle to let me stay with them. | told them you would come back for me, you
would pay them back for taking care of me...but they didn’t believe me. They said if you ever came
back they would send you to my brothel.” The pain in lzumi’'s voice spilled out from her eyes and
trailed her cheek. “I waited for you, Kazuki-san, even inside this prison. | thought you were going to
come one day, and set me free. You had promised you were going to return no matter what. But you
never came.”

Kazuki picked up the wine bowl in front of him and took a sip. It was the best in the country, at par
with what the Emperor drank. Wine of this quality should not have been made available to
commoners, but everything about the Flower District, especially Izumi-chan’s mansion, was special.
Her clients were allowed to enjoy things that were considered ‘once in a lifetime’. lzumi-chan
included.

“So,” Izumi cocked her head to one side, “What did you do all these years?”

Kazuki put down the bowl.

“As you know, | left the village to join the army of a daimyo*. | had planned to save money and build a
hut for you. But instead | gambled it all away and got into a debt. An inheritance from my father no

doubt. From then on | had to sell my services to this army or that in order to pay off my creditors.”

“I see,” lzumi poured more wine into the bowl. “Did you enjoy the fighting? | remember you couldn’t
wait to leave our village and join the wars so you could make a name for yourself.”

Kazuki chuckled. “The ramblings of a fifteen-year-old. | wanted to follow my father’s footsteps. When
| joined the war my head was full of grand ideas - visions of courage and glory. But you know
something? In all my years in the battlefield | had known nothing but horrors and transgressions.
When | look back now | realise | had left my innocence back in the village.”
Izumi nodded. The last bit was something the two of them had in common.

“Do you remember those days from our childhood, Suzume?”

Izumi put her hand to her cheek. On a clear day she could still see her childhood floating above the
horizon in seven colours.

“I can still remember things like my mother’s touch, and my father’s voice. | can remember playing
with my brother. | remember your uncle’s house, which was right next to ours.”

That’s where seven-year-old Kazuki came to live one day with his mother. His father was a soldier
like him, but he died young leaving a large gambling debt for Kazuki’'s mother, and a sword for him.

“Do you still carry your father’s sword?”

Kazuki's eyebrows shot up.

“That cheap thing? Nah, it broke in half many years ago.”
“I see.”
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Izumi picked at the cover of the futon as though
she was picking scabs of old wounds. Picking at
scabs was painful, but there were things even
more painful than that. Like not feeling anything
at all. Scraps of pictures floated in front of her
eyes - meeting Kazuki for the first time while
going to the market, him telling stories as she
went about her housework, the two of them
sitting on the bank of the river.

“At that time you said you were going to live your
life for my sake,” Izumi turned her face towards
Kazuki. “Can you still honestly say the same
today?”

Kazuki smiled, but did not reply. Izumi turned her
face away from him.

“| did come back for you, you know,” Kazuki said
quietly. “A few years later. But | was too late.
When | went back to the village they asked me to
go to your aunt’s. When | went there your aunt
said you died from a fever when you were
fourteen.”

The shishi-odoshi* in the garden rapped sharply.
For a moment Izumi forgot how to speak.

“Well, then | guess it can’t be helped.”

Waiting for Kazuki to come to her rescue - that
was the only sustenance of her pitiful existence.
When at last he arrived at her doorstep, it was
not to take her away from her sordid life but to
buy her services. That too could not be helped.

Izumi smiled bitterly. Kazuki had said once that a
person could either be happy, or they could have
a story, but they couldn’t have both. Even as a
child Izumi had decided to choose the former.
She had been desperate to find happiness. She
had wished on it with all her might. Yet life chose
to whisper stories in her ears everyday. It was a
farce of the highest degree.

With a sigh lzumi put down her weapon. She
suddenly realised she was very tired. Exhausted
of fighting with her own shadow.

“When | heard about your death, | lost all
motivation for saving money,” Kazuki continued in
a faded voice. “For some time | wandered about
like a nomad, staying in inns, gambling with

strangers...one time | travelled around with a
group of actors. Then | met a young war widow
who used to run a tavern. For some reason she
reminded me of you, so | thought marrying her
would, in some weird way, fulfil the promise | had
made to you.” Kazuki laughed harshly. “A year into
our marriage | found out she had lied about her
past. She was no widow but a prostitute.
Unfortunately, by that time she had already
passed on to me the disease that killed her.”

Izumi gave a start. She looked anew at Kazuki’'s
face, taking in his sunken cheek and the shadows
around his eyes.

The face of a dying man.

“So you see, | would be lying if | say | am going to
live my life for your sake. There is no life left to
live.”

“Kazuki-san,” lzumi grabbed his sleeve urgently.
“Please take your money and go. You must have a
decent amount of savings, if you were able to
afford me. I'll add some of my own money to it.
Please go see a good doctor and get yourself
treated.”

Kazuki leaned back against a bolster and smiled.

“Do you
lovers?”

remember the story of the butterfly

lzumi scoffed.

“Don’t pretend you are anything like the scholar
Liang Shanbo, and unlike Zhu Yingtai | am not
likely to get married ever. Get these silly stories
out of your head and act before it's too late.”

“But it is too late. By the time Liang Shanbo
discovered Zhu Yingtai, it had become impossible
for him to marry her. So he had to die of a broken
heart,” he lightly touched the dangling edge of a
gold hairpin that adorned the side of Izumi’s head.
“But don’t worry. | won’t take you to the grave
with me.”

Izumi shook her head.

“This is madness! You need treatment...not all
this!”

She waved her hand around to indicate the
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decadence that surrounded them.

“Alright,” A strange smile played in the corners of
Kazuki’s lips. “If you want it that much I'll go. |
won’'t come to see you again. But | won’t go
without a kiss from you.”

Izumi snatched her hand away as though she had
been stung.

“No...Kazuki-san...”

“Indulge me, Little Sparrow. This is the last thing |
ask of you. Won’t you fulfil my wish?”

Izumi froze. Kazuki put his arm around her
shoulder. Izumi wanted to move away from him
but she also felt a strange pull towards him.
Inside Kazuki’'s warm embrace - this was the life
she was meant to live. The wife of a soldier, not
the most famous oiran of the Flower District. In
his eyes she could see the hut he was going to
build for her, the garden where their children
would play as she hung out the clothes to dry. For
as long as she could remember it had only been
like a distant dream, like the will o’ the wisp that
only tantalised and confused until its victims
found themselves chest deep in the mire. But
inside Kazuki's embrace all of it was real, all of it
was possible. Izumi surrendered to him, while
hating the weakness in her that caused her to
surrender.

Kazuki's lips met with hers. His stubble pricked
her cheeks but she didn’t mind. She could feel
him cover her mouth with his, thirstily drawing in
the poison that laced their red dye. This was her
special ‘service’ that drew men from all over the
country - dying men, men who had become
depressed by the endless wars and longed to put
down their weapons one last time, men who got
tired of life and lost the will to live...she took all
of them to her Cherry Blossom Chamber. For one
night she indulged all of their fantasies. Food and
wine befitting the Emperor, music beyond the skill
of other oirans, scent of incense that recalled
being in a garden of flowers on a summer evening
and then - at the height of physical ecstasy — an
easy, painless death. A service beyond the pale
of ordinary courtesans. Something men spent all
their life’s savings to experience.

Izumi could feel Kazuki’s arms slacken. His head

was lolling. He was gradually slipping into a
slumber from which he would never awaken. She
hugged him tighter, feeling the warmth of life
slowly ebbing away from his body. She held on to
him until the very end.

Towards dawn lzumi went out of the room and
into the garden. It was the signal for her eunuchs
to go inside and tend to Kazuki’s corpse.

Slipping off her shoes Izumi stepped on the cool
grass sprinkled with dewdrops. Under the
lightening Eastern sky she saw the blue and
yellow butterflies flitting about from flower to
flower. They should not have been up and about
at that time of the day, but Izumi noticed that
they followed her wherever she went.

Perhaps they were guiding her towards Kazuki’s
grave, she thought.

Glossary of Japanese terms

* Oiran - Highest ranking courtesans in historical
Japan

* Futon — Padded Japanese mattress

* Koto - Japanese zither (musical instrument)
with thirteen strings

* Daimyo — A landlord in feudal Japan

* Shishi-odoshi — A device made to frighten away
animals
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ENGLAND AND A
NEW BEGINNING |

MAUMEE, OHIO ASISH MUKHER\JEE

He is a skilled surgeon residing in Maumee, Ohio, has a penchant for computers and travel. Whenever he finds a moment to

A

spare, he immerses himself in writing.

Arrival

It was a crispy September evening when the
aircraft started its descent into London. In the
fading autumn light Anil could make out the
green English fields cloaked with a mantle of
fluffy clouds. The Westminster abbey and
house of commons laced with glistening waters
of the Thames started to come up towards him
like a page from his history book. Soon the
wheels hit the runway of another land in the
chronicle of his life.

A flurry of activities ensued amongst the
passengers, as soon as the seatbelt sign was
turned off. Anil leaned back in his window seat
and closed his eyes for a moment. It seemed
like he was crossing the edge of reality. He had
been on a few trips abroad, but this is the first
time he had decided to forsake the reality of
his comfortable, limited life and enter the wider
world to pursue a career. A blending of thrill
and anxiety flooded his mind.

The British are paranoid about tuberculosis,
thought Anil, as he made his way. Having ruled
the Indian subcontinent for two centuries, the
British knew that Tuberculosis was rampant
there and almost uncontrollable. This is why
Anil was required to carry a recent chest x ray,
which he bore like a flag as he gingerly fell in
line with the passengers waiting for
immigration clearance at Heathrow
International Airport. When his turn came, his
fears vanished as a pleasant faced older
gentleman reviewed his papers and declared in
Cockney accent, “Sir, you are lite”. Anil was
quick to realize that the man was referring to
his arrival being a month later than his start
date on the appointment letter.

Anil said, “They know it. | am late because | lost
my father.”

“Sorry to hear that, welcome to England, you
can proceed. Your stay is granted for 1 year at
this time.”

“And if | wish to visit my home during that
period?”

“Ha, ha, you have thought about it all, haven’t
you? Here you go.” With that he banged a
stamp on his passport that said visa exempted
for one year.

Anil thought he had conquered the world and
went in search of his luggage. He soon located
his ancient leather suitcase, worn out by many
travels, and recently given a facelift by a
cobbler in a Calcutta Street. It was heavy with
textbooks, and one of the aluminum wheels the
cobbler had hammered in with nails, had caved.
Undaunted, he dragged his limping bag and
looked for the signs of the “tube’ which is the
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popular name of the subway. As he emerged from
the enclosed arrival hall, London burst upon him
in all its brilliance across the tall glass walls.
Shiny red double deckers and antique black taxis
beckoned to him like luminous spirits from a
picture book. He felt he had gatecrashed into a
Shangri La.

Coming out from his reverie, he resumed his
search for the “tube”. Somehow, he managed to
pull his clumsy burden on board a crowded train
moments before the doors swung shut. He got
down at Liverpool Street as he was told to, by a
friendly lady at Heathrow. This turned out to be a
fair-sized railway terminus, and it took him a
while to locate the train to Ipswich on the huge
lighted display. To his horror, he noticed that it
was leaving in three minutes. Anil ran, stumbled,
crawled and somehow got himself with his heavy
baggage onto the train. A middle-aged man in a
peaked hat said from a corner, “Good evening Sir,
that was quite some work. Do have a seat here”.

It was close to 1.30 am when the train pulled into
Ipswich. Anil sprang up and made for the door,
thanking the fellow passenger who alerted him.
He found himself in a rather lonely station. It was
foggier and chillier than London, and there was
no one in sight. He realized that he would need to
take an overbridge to cross the tracks. Never
dreaming that overbridges can have elevators,

Anil dragged his heavy baggages with a
Herculean effort, up the numerous steps.
Unfortunately, one more wheel abandoned

operation in the process.

He looked around and only saw a young couple in
a deep embrace in a dark corner. Left with no
choice, he went up to them and said
apologetically, “Excuse me, can you tell me where
to find a taxi”? The woman pointed to a sign in
the distance displaying the unfamiliar term “Taxi
Rank”.

The lady smiled at his surprised look and said,
“you can take the next one, we’ll wait”.

Soon a taxi arrived, and a plump,
looking fellow bellowed out “where to”?

pompous

“To the hospital”

“Which one, Sir”?

Anil consulted his papers and said,
“The Ipswich Hospital, on Heath Road, department
of obstetrics”.

That is where he had been instructed to report.

The taxi took off along the smooth roads of a
sleeping city, and eventually stopped at the
entrance to a big building. The driver opened the
door and announced with a flourish, “The Ipswich
Hospital, Maternity”.

Anil nervously rang a bell and told the driver to
wait a bit. Miraculously, a man opened the door,
and soon brought a large platform cart to take the
baggages. As Anil followed him down the
branching corridors, music and loud voices
reached his ears. The man laughed and said, “the
residents are having a party”. Anil was in no mood
for carousing and was glad to enter the small
clean room that had been assigned to him. He
made a call through the operator to his home to
tell them he had arrived and pulled the blanket
over his tired body.

A&E

A new day dawned on Anil, in a new country. He
hurriedly looked at his watch and couldn’t believe
his eyes. It was 10 am! He had never slept so late
in his regulated tropical life where the bright sun
would wake him much earlier. He set forth to
explore the area, and came across people
preparing breakfast in a well-stocked doctors’
kitchen. There was also a lovely common room,
with snooker and table tennis (ping pong) boards.
Anil now set forth in the direction of the
Emergency Department where his assignment was
due to begin the next day. He soon found the
brick building that proclaimed in large white
letters “Accident and Emergency”. This is the term
used in England, A&E in popular verbiage. He
identified himself to a pleasant young nurse who
led him to the Doctors’ Office.

He was greeted by the director Dr. Shorabjee - a
reserved, older person who, Anil learned later,
was from South Africa. Sitting next to him was a
younger, jovial white man Dr. Alan Stone and a
somber Asian man Dr. Eric Koser. The last-named
person said he was from Sri Lanka and held the
position of registrar. He handed Anil his schedule
of duty hours and told him to report at 9 am the
next day.
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The A&E department was very modern and well
laid out. Two doctors were on duty during the
day. They had an elegant office where they
reviewed minor cases. Sicker patients were seen
in well-equipped private cubicles. In addition,
there was a procedure room and a room for
orthopedic casts. Anil loved his work. Every new
patient he saw opened a new world colored by a
kaleidoscope of human shades - compassion,
sacrifice, despair, suffering satisfaction, and
possibly hope. Sometimes at the height of work, a
nurse would come in and declare with a smile,
“Doctor, Mrs. Brown has been waiting for long,
can you please come and see her for a minute?”
Anil came to know that this meant a kind nurse
had prepared coffee for the tired doctor and
wanted to give him a break!

During free times Anil took long walks along the
city streets. Red roofed houses lined the smooth
sidewalks like a string of garnets, and most
windows had a box with blooming autumnal
flowers. He took deep breaths of fresh-cut grass
and garden roses. Every now and then, a bright
red mailbox and an equally bright phone booth
still stood steadfast, as it had over the years.
Though unfamiliar with this environment, he felt a
deep intimacy with this serene living.

It did not take long for Anil to realize that
weekends were the busiest times in A&E. There
would be injuries from brawls, football games,
even domestic violence. One such Friday, he had
fortified himself with a good dinner and had set
forth for his 11-hour nocturnal stint.

“Hello doctor, let us get started with cubicle 4
without delay, can we?” chirped Stacey one of the
energetic nurses fresh out of school.

“What's up Stac?”

“There’s an inebriated man with a lacerated

forehead.”

The cabin was filled with the stench of cheap
alcohol, and a shabbily dressed, red faced man
with an untidy bandage on his forehead, looked
up at Anil and said, ”I don’t want him to touch me,
get me a regular doctor or | am leaving.”

The allusion was obviously to Anil’'s ethnic origin.
The nurses looked ashamed, and security

appeared promptly, but Anil felt sorry rather than
angry with this man who had failed to take the
opportunities his country offered and had fallen
into the dregs of society.

“Well, let me know if he changes his mind,” said
Anil.

As he turned away, he felt a tap on his shoulder.
Sister Wood was motioning him aside. (Charge
nurses are known as Sisters in UK and India).

“Doc, there's an elderly man Robert, who has
taken an overdose of Paracetamol (a medication
similar to Tylenol), he needs immediate attention.”

Anil went into the cabin and found a frail
gentleman, probably an octogenarian with a shock
of white hair and a sad look on his face, lying with
his eyes closed.

“Quick, let us get him to the procedure room and
pump his stomach”. Anil called out.

Soon he was inserting a wide bore red rubber
tube down his throat, and a nurse was alternately
pouring saline through a funnel at the other end
and then lowering it to let the fluid out. This was
producing a siphon action to clean the stomach of
all the poisonous contents.

Suddenly, Anil heard a child crying in the
background. Sarah, one of the experienced
nurses whispered in Anil’s ear, “Doc, if this man is
stable, can you look at someone else now?” Sarah
had a scar across her face for which Anil did not
know the reason. It made her look sterner than
she was.

Anil stepped into the next room and saw a little
girl about 8 years old, sitting on a stool. She
looked like an immaculate little doll. Her blonde
hair covered part of her face and her blue eyes
were brimming with tears.

“Little Dora was playing with a dinner knife
tonight, and accidentally cut her index finger”,
said Sarah as she patted the girl on her head.

Aside to Anil, Sarah said in a low voice, “Dora is
very sad as she lost her ailing grandfather last
week”.
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Sarah and Anil spent some time trying to calm the
child down with false assurances of no pain, no
stitch. Dora did not believe any of this and said,
“when they took my friend to the hospital to get
stitched, they gave her a chocolate.”

After finishing the stitching, Anil made his way
back to the old man’s room. Sister Wood stopped
him and handed him a letter. “This is the suicide
note we found in Bob’s pocket”.

The note was short and said,

“Dear Lord, | stand before you, a lonely man with
nobody to call his own in your universe. My life
has no meaning or value. Please allow ne to exit
the world and please accept this failed man into
your forgiving arms”.

Anil entered and found Bob fully alert and awake.

“Doctor” Bob said in a low voice, “you gave me
back my life, but not the reason to live.”

The curtains behind Anil rustled, and he saw a
child’s pretty face wearing an inquiring look.

“Is this grandpa very sick doctor, like mine was?”
asked Dora in a faltering tone.

“He was, but not anymore”, said Anil.

Dora came in and touched the old man’s frail arm
with her tiny soft palm.

“Will you come home and play grandpa with me
from time to time?”

Bob looked at the child through his misty eyes.
He took her hand gently.

A communication took place that had no
language, a transaction was sealed that had no
currency, an indenture was bonded that had no
stamp. A bridge was created between two lives
that had never known each other but were both
parched for affection in their own ways. Anil
witnessed the miracle silently.

Tears rolled down the old man’s creased face.

“Yes dear”, he whispered.

“This is Dr. Charles Hubert” said a friendly voice
behind Anil. “I will take over from here.”

“Hey man”, it has been a busy night for you, take
a break”, said Charles to Anil.

As he started to leave, Anil looked up at the
whiteboard where Sarah always wrote a message

for the day.

It said, “life does not end, it always has a new
beginning”.

(More of Anil’s experiences to come)
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WRONG WAY

VESTAL, NEW YORK

PRADIPTACHATTERJI

She is a longtime resident of Vestal, a small town in Upstate New York. She has recently retired from her job (35+ years) in

the New York State’s Office of Mental Health.

The nineteen sixties were a turbulent time for
the United States in world history. The country
was overwhelmed by the Civil Rights
Movement, anti-Vietham War protests, and
other contemporary issues. The United States
was a symbol of freedom to the world.
However, its treatment of African Americans
reflected the contrary. African Americans
started to express their long-repressed anger
and frustration at their generational poverty
and social ills. Race riots and anarchy were
spreading in America's major cities. Average
Americans wanted social equity. Women
demanded equal rights and equal pay for jobs
as men. Pacifists rebelled against the Vietnam
War.

Then came the Immigration and Nationality Act
of 1965, which drastically changed the U.S.
immigration policies of the past. In 1790,
Congress restricted naturalized citizenship to
"white persons," and laws restricted
immigration from Asia and Africa. Immigration
and Nationality Act of 1965 drastically changed
the future demographic makeup of this country
as immigrants from primarily Asian, African,
and Latin American countries started entering
the United States. At that time, many ambitious
and educated Indians left their dear homes and
loving families to travel to this faraway
country, which they considered to be the Land
of Opportunity. Due to their educational
background, Indians could find establishment
and recognition in the world of work within
short periods. But was it possible for an Asian
minority to practice the same rights as a White
American in the daily life of America at that
time?

Maybe there was a subtle difference, or all
these negative thoughts about the newcomers'
inferiority and insecurity came to mind. It was
hard to determine. America's unstable
sociocultural environment influenced young
newcomers to think differently about their lives
and aspirations; the democratic ideals of
ordinary Americans inspired them. In this way,
many new stories were created about the life
of newly arrived Indians. The following is one
story like that...

PAINTING BY AUTHOR, PRADIPTA CHATTERJI

Rimi and her husband Amit settled in a small
town nestled in the Appalachian Mountains of
upstate New York. The city was built on the
Allegheny Plateau and was flanked by two
rivers: Chenango and Susquehanna. Rimi's
husband Amit loved this secluded wooded hill
town and his job at this newly built university.
Amit felt that he could independently conduct
his research here.
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Most of all, he wanted to avoid America's big
cities. Before coming here, they lived in the big
city of Philadelphia for a short period. Amit had
quit his job at the famous university there. He
chose a safer place because life was becoming
stressful with increasing crime and unrest.

Rimi's American life as a new bride began in
Philadelphia, and she loved it. Her marriage to
Amit was negotiated by a matchmaker and
happened within a very short time. Rimi's modern
parents did not like the match-making process.
However, an older relative brought this proposal
through a matchmaker. Rimi's mother didn't want
to send her daughter to this faraway land. But
Rimi was lured by the glamor of an American life.
Also, some of her university friends had already
moved abroad for higher education. In the frenzy
of youth, she never thought twice about leaving
her dear family and birthplace- the city of her
absolute love, Calcutta. It was the month of
October when Rimi arrived in Philly with her
brand-new immigration papers. Their apartment
was next to Amit's university campus—an old
house made of wood, huge three rooms with high
ceilings. The large kitchen gas ranges, oven, and
colossal refrigerator were at the other end of the
house. The back door of the university could be
seen through the kitchen window, and Rimi could
see Amit from the house when he came out to
return home after work in the evening.

Another great joy was the South Asian
department of the library here, full of Bengali
books; you can read as much as you want. Rimi
has been a storybook addict since she was a
child. She grew up being scolded for hiding
novels under reading books. Still, she never got
her hands on this many storybooks at a time. This
achievement overwhelmed her. Rimi also liked the
small Bengali community of Philadelphia, but Amit
is more serious than his age; he is not unfriendly
but keeps his distance. It was Rimi's nature to
open up to friends quickly. Rimi was also learning
to be restrained in this matter. Life never got a
chance to become boring there.

Rimi was thrilled when Caroline, the wife of one of
Amit's colleagues, arranged for Rimi a temporary
teaching job at a private boarding school for
boys. This school was for delinquent kids. These
were mostly Black and Hispanic kids from poor
localities who got in trouble with laws by getting
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in petty crimes following the older boys in
their neighborhoods. These boys were
removed from their homes and families for
rehabilitation to provide them with a safe
environment and regular schooling. Rimi's job
was to teach English and Social Studies to a
class of ten to twelve-year-old boys as part of
their school curriculum; the class size was
about eight students to facilitate
individualized education. Rimi was determined
to make a difference in her students' lives.
She thought herself quite fortunate to have an
opportunity to help these unfortunate
children. She admired their names, Lucas, Leo,
Anthony, and Ramel, to name a few. Amit
initially didn't agree to let Rimi become
involved in teaching kids with criminal
backgrounds. However, Amit did not want to
antagonize his colleague's wife either.
Caroline was also one of the school's founders
and the head social worker.

An unknown and unfamiliar chapter opened in
Rimi's life. Her days were spent in a whirlwind.
In these delinquent boys, he saw immense
potential; in their eyes, she saw purity and
thirst for knowledge. Remembering her
mother, Rimi always had a heavy gold
necklace around her neck. Schools in poor
neighborhoods were also below standard
because most of the cost of running schools
comes from property taxes, and poor
communities' dilapidated homes generated
very little tax. Through teaching, Rimi instilled
high moral values and cravings for an
everyday meaningful life in her students. The
school was in a notorious neighborhood in
West Philadelphia, where the streets were
unsafe. It could be heard that there were
many different gangs there. Teachers and
other staff usually drove to school. Caroline
used to take Rimi in her car for some days at
first, then Rimi used to travel by public bus.
Security people were at the school gate. The
bus stopped almost in front of the school, so
according to Rimi, there was no chance of her
getting into danger there. But within a few
months, Rimi had to resign because Amit had
found a job at another university in a small
town. He didn't want to stay in Philadelphia
anymore.

So, they came to their new town in Upstate
14
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New York. Rimi was trying to get used to the small-town life of America. There were almost no
Indians in Amit's new university. Amit sometimes would invite his American colleagues over the
weekend. Rimi would try to cook something Indian by following line by line her newly purchased
Indian cookbook. Their guests greatly appreciated Rimi's tasteless chicken curry and praised Rimi's
sari. Occasionally, they would visit a restaurant on Friday evenings with these new friends.

But everyday life is spent differently than this. Here, one could only go somewhere with a car.
Shops and markets are far away, and public buses do not come close to the house. Amit used to go
to the university in the morning with their only car. Rimi had recently obtained a driver's license
after several attempts. Back then, it was stressful and challenging for Rimi to get up early in the
morning and drive half an hour with her daughter to drop off Amit at the university, do errands, and
pick him up the same way in the evening. Rimi was experiencing loneliness and boredom daily and
felt terrible that her little girl, Jhum, also didn't have friends to play with. Their apartment was
superb; the neighborhood was secluded, safe, and residential. However, the children's park was
quite far, not a good walk, especially for small children. Winter came early in this area, close to the
snow belt. Jhum always wanted to go out; the streets were usually lonely and quiet. Rimi felt lonely
even when she pushed Jhum in her stroller on the sidewalk in front of their apartment, as there was
no one outside to say hello. Rimi had been introduced to the other apartment residents but was too
shy to initiate further friendships. It was impossible to change this house immediately because of a
one-year lease, and Amit needed more time to find a new place. He wouldn't even listen to such
complaints from Rimi.

Jhum was not even old enough to go to nursery school, so Rimi started to wonder about the worth
of her migration to this country. She was learning through TV, radio, and newspapers that everyone
is for freedom and equity in this country. However, she didn't feel she had sufficient personal liberty
and equal treatment in society like the white Americans. Didn't she have more independence in her
poor homeland? Around this time, Amit received an invitation from his previous university to attend
a conference. Amit asked Rimi to accompany him, thinking a little trip might enliven her. Rimi was
not too inclined to accompany Amit, knowing that he would be swamped, and where would Rimi
travel alone with her little girl? She would be confined in the hotel room. But she agreed in the hope
of a bit of change. They came to Philadelphia again about three years later. Rimi still cherished in
her heart the fond memories of this city. It was late afternoon when their car pulled up to the front
gate of the West Philadelphia Sheraton Hotel—days had grown smaller in September. The
surrounding trees were colored by autumn, and the yellow, red, and orange leaves became more
colorful in the late afternoon sunlight.

The following day, Amit left early to join his meeting at the university. Before leaving, he asked Rimi
to stay inside the hotel as he'd heard that small riots were happening around nearby neighborhoods
last evening. Amit promised that after he returned in the evening, they would take a cab and go to a
Thai or Indian restaurant for dinner in a safer locality. Philly was a very different city in the sixties
and seventies when street gangs dominated certain parts. The gang members were fiercely loyal to
their groups and did not hesitate to be brutal with any member who broke their faith. Bloody
clashes with the opposition parties were frequent. People believed that once you entered a gang,
you couldn't leave. Wherever you go, the band will find you and punish you. Police can't do
anything. Jhum was waking up throughout the night, and they both fell asleep deeply in the
morning, so it was almost lunchtime when they woke up. Jhum played with her doll happily for the
rest of the morning. Afterward, mother and daughter watched Jhum's favorite show, Captain
Kangaroo, on TV until lunchtime. After lunch, Jhum refused to nap and begged to go outside.
Through the hotel window, the outside world looked bright and peaceful. The autumn sky was clear
and blue, people were leisurely passing by the road, and the sun shone brightly.

Rimi held Jhum's hand and took the elevator from their sixth-floor suite to the first floor. She
collected Jhum's light stroller from the storage at the reception and stepped outside. The outside
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world appeared quiet and peaceful. Rimi and
Jhum wandered on the sidewalk in front of the
hotel for a while, looking at the shops. Meanwhile,
the sunlight was falling, but Jhum wanted to run
around and play. She was pointing towards a
park-like enclosed area nearby. As they went
closer, it was seen that a big field was adjacent
to an old, dilapidated schoolhouse, and some
boys were playing basketball there. That's why
Jhoom was so happy. It was time to return after
watching the game and running around the field
for a while. The afternoon was almost over. But
someone was calling Rimi's name from a distance;
who would know her here? Rimi thought. A tall
teenage boy with long, curly hair approached her.

"You are Miz Rimi, aren't you..."
"But who are you?"
“I'm Leo, did you forget you were my teacher?"

Rimi was surprised that the little boy had grown
so much in these few years; which class was he
studying now? Hadn't he returned to his house, or
was he still at that boarding school? Rimi had
many questions. Leo was quiet and, after a pause,
said severely that this area was not good. It was
getting late, and Rimi was with a small child; Rimi
should return quickly. He will bring Rimi forward.
Rimi was disappointed as she had so much to
know about Leo, but her heart was filled with joy
at the thought that Leo had not gone astray and
had learned to help people. They turned to go.
Returning to the hotel took longer. It was pretty
dark. Leo stopped suddenly and said in a stern
voice:

“If you stroll, you will be in great danger, Miz.
These areas are under the control of notorious
gangs. Drop the girl's pram and run with your
daughter in your arms straight three blocks to the
back gate of your hotel. But before you go, give
me your gold chain; that's the price you must pay
to get out of the hands of a gangster."

Rimi gasped. Is this Leo... was she hearing him
right... Rimi was shaking when she reached the
hotel's back gate holding Jhoom. Jhoom was
silent for so long that she came to the hotel lobby
and cried profusely. Amit was back; there was
still time to go out to eat. But No one was in the
mood to go out. So, they ordered room service.
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Rimi‘'s external tremors subsided, but the
internal tremors did not stop so soon. She
trembled all night with the pain of broken
hopes and broken dreams. Leo's fate
disturbed her much more than the fear and
panic for the possibility of danger for herself
and, especially for Jhum, and the grief of
losing his mother's gold necklace. Late that
night, a phone call came from the hotel
reception. The receptionist politely said they
were very sorry to bother them so late. Still,
someone had just arrived with a letter in
Madam's name and said that the letter should
be delivered to Madam tonight. Inside the
envelope was a letter riddled with spelling and
grammar mistakes, which meant something
like this.

“Ms. Rimi,

Please forgive me for my behavior today. | had
no other choice.

| was raised by my poor grandmother, who
loved me very much; | didn't know anything
except my grandmother. But our poor
neighborhoods have many problems. Schools
don't have good teachers, little kids don't
learn well, older boys don't go to school, and
little boys like me are forced to steal or rob. |
was sent from the police to a social worker
and admitted to a reform school. You know
this much about me. After the reform school
term ended, my social worker did not let me
come to my grandmother's house anymore
and sent me to a foster home to provide a
healthy environment. My parents in the foster
home did not take good care of me and never
bought me the food | liked while receiving
money from the state for the cost of taking
care of me. So, | ran away and went to my
grandmother’s.

| got into more difficulty, stopped going to
school, and fell into the hands of the old boys
of the neighborhood who, by now, had joined
a notorious gang in Philadelphia. | had no
choice but to join them. Since then, | have
been forced to join their team. Know for sure
that the gangs in Philadelphia are terrible!
There is no way for me to disobey their orders
because it would risk my life. Today, the eyes
of our gang boys fell on you when you
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entered our area with the thick gold necklace on your neck. | deliberately took you on a journey to
save you from them, but they were coming after us, so | had to play the drama of stealing your gold
chain. They took the necklace from me, refused to return it, and said they would harm me if | asked
more times. Sorry, Ms. Rimi.

Your student,
Leo.”

Rimi was shocked by the letter. She was desperately worried for Leo. She couldn't understand who
was responsible for Leo's change. Could she still help Leo somehow?

Amit angrily said - it was a mistake to book a hotel in this locality - the conference people might
have gotten a discount here. And your Leo, who took you on a tour to steal, then spewed gang
stories, all rubbish. These boys can't be corrected; a thief is a thief. It is necessary to inform the
police. Rimi spent the night in a fitful sleep.

It's time to return the following day. After breakfast, they came to the reception counter to check
out with their luggage. The sun was shining all around; there was no sign of the previous night's
terror anywhere. As soon as they stepped out the hotel's front door, a girl came running from the
lost and found counter with something wrapped in torn tissue paper and handed it to Rimi. "Madam,
is it yours? Presently, one came and gave it, saying that he had picked it up behind the hotel and,
pointing at you, said that it might be yours, that it might have been carelessly dropped from your
throat." Inside the tissue paper wrapper was Rimi's stolen gold necklace.

Coming out, Rimi felt that the golden sunshine around suddenly became brighter.
Maybe nothing ever gets lost permanently.
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LITERARY INFLUX IN

SOCIAL MEDIA

KOLKATA, INDIA

is an acclaimed plastic surgeon.

In recent times, the forms of communiqué have
undergone a constituted metamorphosis. With
the escalation of the ‘www phenomenon’ at
whirlwind speed over the past ten years, a
vista of possibilities unlocked. | call it the other
form of 21stcentury Damien. Only the script has
changed from the traditional 666 to www. With
its several plusses, it is a tool yet to be
handled adequately in a productive fashion.
Whether Damien was truly anti-Christ, when
the whole fable of The Bible was conjectured
180 years after death of Christ (vide The Christ
Conspiracy by S Acharya alias D M Murdoch)in
a Pagan format for political control in the name
of religion, is a matter for appraisal in the light
of new evidences. Without delving into the
preached myth which mesmerised millions over
centuries, not without bloodshed, the true form
of Damien is yet to be ascertained in a new
light, as of today.
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Verbal literary discourse as in religious books,
later scripted in a printed format became the
linchpin of public didactics. Over years, it
evolved almost one-way, with provider meting
out a collection of prime stories to a section of
the society in a panoptic printed form for the
readers’ enrichment. Several epics like
Ramayana, Mahabharata, lliad, Odyssey, Epic
of Gilgamesh etc followed. Like the Bible, some
were scripted based on the propagated
hearsay to a gen unacquainted with the original
proselytization. It evolved, modified by those
writing the printed format with their personal
construal. Often it deviated from the original
verbal version. The readers had but little
choice of refuting its real McCoy served in
printed salver. For centuries this remained the
only avenue of delivery (not taking into
consideration the rural tootles for smaller
sections where literacy was an issue). For the

illiterate, the village folklore iterated over
generations as tales imbibed from their
ancestors.

From writings on papyrus, inscriptions in places
of worship, the printed version constituted the
hallmark of legitimacy. It had its merits and
demerits. It presented a stipulatory form to the
readers with little chance of them to
countervail, even if the material was false.
Printed version remained the reliable proof for
centuries despite its discrepancies.

Over years, in the process of evolution it
underwent copious vicissitudes. With Keith
Rupert Murdoch in 1952 changing the format of
printed version with his News Corporation, its
global expansion, questions on its equivocation
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were suppressed by those, who felt the facts
were to be delivered for their advantage.

United Nations, ruling the global scenario after
World War Il, presented Hitler’'s suicide, recorded
in history, as the truth. Several books emerged;
films made on this resolutely tailored slogan.
Hitler apparently fled to Argentina, residing at
Hacienda San Ramodn, east of San Carlos de
Bariloche. Later around 1954, he shifted to a
remote, barely accessible area at the northwest
of Lake Nahuel Huapi near the Chilean border in a
Bavarian-styled manse at Inalco. He died in
February 1962. Mainstream historians like Guy
Walters contradicts its genuineness. Literature,
often fiction, has a factual element. Who are we
to believe? The historian or the exposed truth?
Since history was then sponsored by United
Nations for their prejudiced interests, it was
projected as the history until the truth was
exposed. Later evolving in literary, celluloid forms
on their bigoted fiction.

If one were to believe the preached myth of the
Gulf War by George Bush, Saddam Hussain had
chemical weapons of mass destruction, again the
perception would be biased. As good as
crucifixion of Christ! A young boy from Jerusalem
came to India via the silk route. Initially he was
ousted from Puri by the Hindu pundits, later went
to Sarnath, Sikkim, Nepal, Leh and Ladakh to
imbibe the wisdoms of both religions for thirteen
years. He returned with his sapient wealth to
revolt against prevailing norm enriching people
with the mantra of humanity, much to the ire of
the existing rulers. He was evicted, returned by
the silk route to Shrinagar with his friends and
followers, to preach the essence of humanity in
Rozabal, by the name of Yuz Asaf until his death
at the age of eighty years. He was later depicted
as the saviour Jesus Christ with a tale of his
crucified death followed by resurrection.
Medically hard to accept a person could die
nailed in limbs, if one were to question the reality
of The Bible, it seems more of a fable than fact.
More so, by the so-called Jesus born without
copulation from womb of virgin Mary. Now
analysed, at that time Rome was in chaos.
Romans worshipped the Sun God, celebrating
Saturnalia (17th to 23rd December) which
involved private gift-giving, week-long partying
and a carnival air. Its concept coincided with the

Pagan festival. To gain control of the chaotic
Rome, a fable was yarned as The Bible, a
character named Jesus depicted as the
saviour, whose birth was made to coincide
with the festivities of Saturnalia for wider
acceptance, when, it was actually the
4thMay. The Bible was written 180 years

after his so-called projected birth. So,
through literature a canard became the
established truth even with its copious

loopholes(vide The Christ Conspiracy by S
Acharya alias D M Murdoch).

Gautama Buddha, who after Enlightenment in
Sarnath, preached his awareness to a Pali
speaking businessman. He carried forth his
doctrines south to spread it as Hinayana cult,
without an iota of idol worship. The first book
on Buddhism emerged from Singhalese arena.
Later cornered by Hindu pundits, he took
refuge in the kingdom of King Prosenjit in
Sahet and Mahet on the banks of River
Achiravati (known as Srabasti). Here he
started preaching lounged on thousand lotus
petals, sponsored by the king himself. To
subsist in his kingdom, he had to adopt the
sponsor’s views in line with the modish Hindu
practice of idol worship. It later emerged as
the Mahayana cult. In his twenty-four years of
sermon there, by submission, he temporarily
accepted the order of idol worship. Now, if
the truth of literature were to be analysed,
which teaching would be the right one -
Hinayana or Mahayana?

WWW.PROTIMA.NET 19



UPAHAAR

2023

This is precisely where the issue of sponsored
literature in the form of slogan formed the anchor
of evidence. It was later adopted by Rupert
Murdoch in the media format. Tainting facts with
slogan depending on the sponsorship. Print media
thus transformed from a dependable way of
literature to a gadget of publicity and slogan, in
tune with the amount of dosh shelled for a
specific intent. Mostly controlled by the deliverer,
tailoring it to their ‘guidelines’ of the theme of
‘story’ (read propaganda) they want to yarn.
Apparently authentic, it's an eyewash to indorse
the contracted slogan.

It took years for the consumers to understand the
concealed shibboleth scheme. More they realised,
more it fell into disrepute. The proponents under-
estimated the intelligence of the readers failing to
audit their credibility. It resulted in wrath
regarding its authenticity, leaving no leeway for
contradiction. Handing yet another powerful
weapon to a bunch of dodgy people for endorsing
their views and politicians for ‘brain washing’ the
masses in exchange of substantial amount.
Sponsored literature was slowly losing its
foothold. The content often tainted with colours
to harp the motto of the sponsors. It brought
some inappreciable entities to limelight, bilking
the developmental growth of a scrawny printed
literature.

Amid the decay the internet started expanding
with its social platforms offering a fairer
playground to express opinion or contradict, in
the form of Facebook, Twitter, Google, LinkedIn
WordPress, Hub Pages, blogs etc. Printing costs
soaring high, the format often not portable in
bulk, the fonts not zoomable depending on
insight, export costs etc all summed up to a new
avenue of literature - the digital format, which
gained popularity as eBook. With mobiles and
tablets cheaper, internet easily accessible with
increased connectivity, it soon became an avenue
of literary output.

Not all could get to a publisher to circulate in
either format even with their potential. Even if
lucky, new authors wouldn’t have enough buyers
to reach the mass. The easiest portal for
exhibiting their works were the social platform,
blog sites. At least, there were sure-fire readers.
A relief for the lesser known, many with potential
and quality. The problem lay in the content
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delivered. Since social media is an open
platform, anyone can post anything -
legitimacy unproven, often inferior quality,
craps inclusive. Sieving the quality out of the
lot becomes a major hurdle. No literary police
to hold the reins. For the fluky, they might
discover a diamond mine with new thoughts
and ideas, often missing in cliché
publications.

One of the main drawback is the issue of
copyright. Each literary work stands at a high
risk of being plagiarised, which happens
frequently. Writings or poems in simple
writing format run a very high risk. With
modern versions of Adobe Acrobat, even a
PDF file could be altered in Adobe. Less risky
is the JPEG format though for those
conversant could be easily Photoshopped.
Who ratifies the legitimacy in a social media?
The answer is abstruse. The recent trend
seems to be altering words of an original
literature and presenting as duplicator's own.
Is it plagiarism? Of course, it is. Could it be
proved in Court of Law?

If astutely done, the answer would be an
emphatic ‘no’. The intellectual right in most
countries has an arbitrary definition in law
often difficult to validate.

A literary creator has two choices — to leave
his creations in coop of his home or exhibit it
in social media for a widespread credence,
accepting the risks of bootlegging. In other
words, the moment the work is posted, he
foregoes his rights for a larger audience. The
audience in social media is colossal. Diverse,
it's almost out-of-the-way in printed or
eBook format. The widespread reach without
marketing gives the literature in social media
a coercive viable substitute. So puissant that
reporters even after their media publication,
where readership is weaning, post their
works in social media for a baggier audience.
The crucial decision lies in this vital principle.

Do | claim the literary creation as my own or
do | freely distribute in social platforms
forfeiting my exclusivity for a wider

20



UPAHAAR

2023

audience? Of the several, most would come to
know the name of the creator with a trifling
possibility of being plagiarised by some.Where
spread of name is prime, the risk seems to be
trivial. Many are prepared to pay the price for the
meting out their name.

It poses a tricky issue. Do you want to be known
or remembered? If popularity is the vital, social
media literature gives wide exposure, as its free.
Whether they read or not what is posted, is their
obverse. Many would, some won't. In a published
book, where people must shell out the brass,
unless the book has become celebrated or ill-
famed, only a selected would buy to read.
Readership would be constricted vyet the
authenticity of ingenuity remains. Popularity and
quality have never been hand in hand. Anyone in
literature needs to be focussed on precedence.

Social media outputs need to be tailored to the
relevant platform for a section of decipherer.
People would only read that is relevant or of
interest to them. Not what the author wants them
to read. Isolating the target client, the literature
needs to be tailored for that social group.

Literature in printed or eBook format has a
published legitimacy. The validity of content in
social media is often apocryphal. How to confirm
its veracity? Revert to what already cited in books
or follow the new trend hitherto unregistered? No
way can the fidelity be affirmed. Googling would
only lead to published citations. Where does
previously unpublished literary article stand, if
only extoled in social media? Many issues remain
dubious.

Despite the drawbacks highlighted, it gives a
podium for new thoughts and interactive
discussion, missing in printed or eBook format.
Anyone could contradict the author, either with
his personal gen or with info from the net. If most
people, groomed by canonic texts and net search,
concorded earth is flat, the modern Galileo would

be at a loss to affirm it's round. Ambiguity
remains as in other formats. Only a healthy
discussion might enlighten a neutral reader

whose literary argument is to be accepted. This
was amiss in literature in printed or eBook format,
thereby promoting impartial insight.

The technological and internet boom has
brought data to our finger-tips, the truth is
‘vou can imbibe from the internet what is
already fed in’. Creative concepts are not
always available in internet. Most relish in
vomiting info on the net. Paucity of ingenuity
in that milieu is often obvious. Genius’ can’t
be cultivated in familiar grime. Only shift from
stodgy gives the creative ingenuity. The spur,
which is out of the blue, is a gift of God - one
which perceives two entangled snakes as
double helix, is the dream to be later
established scientifically and technologically.
In a social milieu that spur might spark, either
to be followed by the creator or imbibed by
someone else and pursued to staggering
heights.

When history is written, who attorns the
genius? Raman Effect discovered by Dr K S
Krishnan, an associate of Dr C V Raman, was
nullified when Dr C V Raman walked away
alone with the Nobel Prize disregarding his
revolutionary contribution. Till this date very
few know that Dr K S Krishnan discovered it
when Dr C V Raman had given up after 72
hours. Physics is abstract. The ideas, truth
and laws of physics are independent of
passion, sentiments, emotions of human
beings. But physicists who deal with those
principles are humans full of all mortal
emotions, sentiments, greed, lust for fame.
No point evading the veracity. Such
incidences would happen again and again. In
the rat race for fame, people only remember
who can elbow in. The truth is often
obscured by other components.

If a verity can be wangled saliently, in
literature there is ample scope. In literary
world ideas are stolen, garbled in many
circumstances. My published novel Dekha (In
English the Vision) had been plagiarised on
several occasions by film directors, claiming
the story their own. Other than the first one,
which slipped my attention before release, |
had been successful in halting the other
releases. Only to face again another bout of
plagiarism by another film director, despite
its content being off the social media.
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Intellectual copyright remains a prime issue with
no patronage unless ‘published’. In social media
it’s vulnerable, not accepted legally. Though date
and time stamp are accompanied in all postings,
don’t know of any law to endorse its validity.

An element of commerce is furtively creeping in
the social posts and blogs. Pay for what you read.
More the people read, more the rewards. It's still
in the hands of a crowd, who yet don’t know to
respect it. The drawbacks of these platforms may
not be apparent, but stealthily an element of
commerce over quality runs as a sea puss amid
the flamboyant exhibitionism. It raises a perilous
issue, whether quality could be maintained amid
commerce. ‘I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud’ was
written by William Wordsworth, when in poverty
living in a shack in Lake District. Eternal creations
aren’t allied to commerce. Whether these blogs
would remain as epoch creations, time can only
decide. As of now, it is a wild conjecture. When
the website portals are withdrawn, both precious
works as well as craps would be wiped out, never
to be found in net domain. The literary efforts
would go down the gutter without leaving its
relics.

Religion, science, history, ideas have all been
recognised through literature. It might be biased,
sponsored, manipulated, plagiarised or
concocted. If that evidence is lost, be in printed
or digital format, the cogent evidence is lost.

The social media though ten years old is a tool
still at its trial stage. An efficient platform, it
could be utilised for expression to a larger
fraction accepting its pitfalls. Amid the
disputation of a doubtful medium, a directive Pole
Star of future needs to be identified. The tussle
between Geocentric and Heliocentric would
always be in dynamic equilibrium drawing a poise
in arguments. It is equally important for a defiant,
like Prometheus or Promotho, to kindle an ailing
humanity out of eddies to ascend above the
cliché norms, like a phoenix. As much as it took
two thousand years to acknowledge the myth of
The Bible, it could take years for a modern Galileo
to establish the earth is round. The preached
anti-Christ (vide The Atlantean Conspiracy by Eric
Dubay)as mentioned by the 666, may be the true
alien Christ than the projected myth dominating
for centuries. Time has come to audit bygone
sponsored dubitable literature. Until its true
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nature is conceived, it would be foolish to
attribute any vanity ventures as one of
tomorrow.

My personal contention is of the several
forms of social platform, the twitter (not

literary) would stay to connect with
unacquainted or those without known
contact. Linkedln would remain for the

employment and business seekers. WhatsApp
as free medium for messages, photo, video
exchange. WordPress, Google Blog, Hub
Pages for literary, photo-essay output.
Facebook like Orkut would die its natural
death due to loopholes in legislation in a

mixed environ without a focus, except
business. Time only could validate the
authenticity of my speculation. Until then

let's keep the conjectures aside to see the
authenticity of any venture.

It is the longevity on a stable foundation
which carves the path of future, one which
can transform a coal into a glittering
diamond, prime and sustaining. The rest
would fade with passage of time. No matter
how far technology progresses, it cannot
supersede a dream like Pushpak Rath,later
factually established as an aeroplane. Facts
can only establish the authenticity of a
conceived speculation. It's this rock
foundation, which form the bonding of a
literary relationship between deliverer and
consumer outside multifactorial cacophonies.
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THE DAWN

KOLKATA, INDIA

It just dawned. Sushila quietly stepped out of
her house and started walking towards Ganga,
the nearby river. She was going to the riverside

after quite some time and for a specific
mission. In the East, the Sun was still not
visible. Yet its radiance was painting the

horizon red and illuminating the tops of some
distant trees. As she walked, Sushila was
reminiscing — of an unforgettable day in her
life, about twenty-five years ago.

Now a plain, middle-aged woman, Sushila then
was in breathtaking beauty at the prime of her
youth. Yet she had come to the river to die.
Life was a dead load and the alluring body a
useless burden to her at that instant.

A few days earlier she had finally said no to her
suitor Biplab, a local NGO staff who was madly
in love with her. Sushila knew he was large
hearted. But she considered herself, a rusty
village girl, no match for Biplab, a suave, well-
educated urban boy. She was sure he would
also realize his mistake, once his infatuation
subsided. That would have left two shattered,
unfulfilled lives.

"How can | bring misery to the life of a person |
truly love?" Sushila thought. She therefore took
recourse to deceit and told Biplab she had
already been engaged. He was deeply hurt but
wished her the best and never saw her again.
But little did Sushila realize then that the
deception would hit her back so hard. She
could never imagine that separation from the
beloved one could be such an unbearable
agony. "Is the stinging of a scorpion more
painful?" She wondered. The whole day she
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remained restless, and sleep eluded her at
night. Life as such suddenly became
purposeless. In a moment of weakness, she
even considered going back to Biplab and
telling him the truth. But would he believe it? If
not, then wouldn't that affront be still more
unbearable to her?

Unable to stand the agony anymore, she finally
decided to end her life. Thus, one day just
before the sunrise she came here, to bury
herself in the holy waters of the Ganga. A
swimmer can't drown herself, so she came
prepared with a pitcher and rope that she
intended to tie around her neck before taking
the plunge. But as she started walking into the
water, she heard the cry of a baby nearby. On
inspection she found that the cry was coming
from a basket floating on water at some
distance.
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Well, there ended Sushila's plan to die. An expert
swimmer, she could finally rescue the baby in the
basket with some effort and bring it ashore. It
was a newborn baby boy. Wrapping him in her
sari, Sushila went back home. Her parents,
although taken aback, didn't argue. After days,
they saw a glow of happiness in the face of their
daughter.

And Sushila thought that by embracing that
helpless little being she would get a lifeline to her
otherwise meaningless existence.

Alas, soon she discovered that one has to hand
over an abandoned baby to the police. If no one
else claims it then the government would take
care. As it was next to impossible for the police to
take care of such a small baby, the officer-in-
charge had kindly permitted Sushila to keep him
till the legal procedures were completed. After
several months of court procedures, the baby
was finally handed over to an orphanage.

But within those few days, the baby could change
Sushila's mind. His cry of helplessness and
childish demands sans reason had restored
Sushila to the path of life. She realized that
strong as the pain of separation may be, almighty
time has the power to gradually tone it down. And
life, the invaluable gift of Nature, is never to be
recklessly cast away.

At the behest of Sushila, the baby boy was named
Ajeya, the invincible. His orphanage was at some
distance from Sushila's small town. Yet she often
had a rather longish bus ride to go there and see
the baby. She also used to leave food and
clothing for the baby, to the extent the rule of the
orphanage permitted.

Then one day the matter took a dramatic turn. A
couple, after considerable efforts and inquiries,
finally arrived at the orphanage to claim that the
boy was theirs. They were not in a position to
marry when the baby was born, and the unwed
mother had therefore abandoned it in fear of
shame. But subsequently they both got
established in life and married. Now they wanted
to take their child into their custody. After some
legal hassles and DNA tests, finally their demand
was conceded, and they took Ajeya from the
orphanage to their home.

They did meet Sushila. Holding her hand with
tearful eyes, Ajeya's mother said, "I'm an euvil
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mother who had left her child to die. You are
the one who saved his life and are his real
mother."

Sushila wanted to say, "And it's your child
that restored me back to life." But she was
too overwhelmed and just stared silently,
with moist eyes.

Ajeya's father was employed in Mumbai. After
some days, Ajeya's parents took him there.
They maintained correspondence  with
Sushila for quite some time and used to send
photos of Ajeya. Whenever they came to
West Bengal, they made it a point to meet
Sushila. Many a times they had requested
Sushila to come over to Mumbai and spend
some days with them. Sushila however, was
too embroiled in domestic chores and could
never make it.

Over time, the communications with Ajeya's
family became more and more feeble and
then it practically stopped. Another chapter
in Sushila's life thus closed.

After all these, Sushila was still in
marriageable age. Her exquisite beauty was a
bit worn out under the influence of time. Yet
what was left was good enough to attract
many a young man. Her family members
therefore decided to arrange a match for her.
After some deliberations, Sushila consented.
The thought of spending life alone gave her a
kind of suffocating fear. Besides, even a
female body has its urges and desires that a
woman always feels but never admits in
public.

But when Sushila was made to face her
possible matches, she couldn't find anyone to
her liking. Compared to that man, they
seemed insignificant. The moment she
realized that the man in front would be the
master of her body and mind, she had a
revulsion.

One marriage proposal after another
therefore didn't fructify. Days passed and
she was getting no younger. Finally Sushila,
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still reasonably beautiful, ended as a 'pitiable spinster'.

That didn't mean she was bereft of a family and the associated responsibilities. Neither did she try
to avoid such bonds. With parents, siblings and their spouses, it was a vibrant family of which she
was an indispensable member. By means of her sweet behavior and devotion to household chores,
she won the hearts of her kin. It often happens that the sexual envy of an unmarried daughter
drives her to poison the life of her brother's wife. But here Sushila and her brother's wife Kalyani
were indeed bosom friends, spending spare time together and opening hearts to each other. Well,
whenever the question of being deprived of a family of her very own comes to her mind, she
remembers the scenario, a dawn in the Ganga and the cry of a newborn from a floating basket.
"That day | realized how beautiful life is." She muses, "Besides, it was when | could save a nascent
life and thus became a mother even without conceiving. What more could | have asked for, from
life?"

But time flows. Her parents were no more and the niece for whom Sushila was a caring second
mother was also married off. Her nephew too had grown up, was employed and was sure to marry
and have a family of his own soon. All that was causing the power equations in the family to
change. Under such circumstances it might not have been prudent for Sushila to stay put and
continue to be the burden of her brother. Considering that, she was on the lookout for an
alternative. Finally, she had some preliminary discussions with the authorities of an Ashram or
hermitage that shelters unsupported aged ladies. Now she can pack up and relocate there any day.

But as soon as she threw a hint of going, she faced a barrage of protests. "It's your home. Why
should you leave it and where will you go?" Said her elder brother. Sister-in-law said, with tearful
eyes, "How can you even think of parting company with me?" The nephew went one step further
and started a hunger strike.

To ward off the combined opposition, Sushila said, "Well, let me think over the matter." But deep in
her heart she felt that the proper time to quit is when everybody wants you. To wait till you become
unwanted is undignified and shameful.

She therefore continued her negotiations with the Ashram, without the knowledge of her family
members. A few days' back she had finalized the arrangements. This morning she planned to leave
her house secretly with few personal belongings and reach the wharf to avail the ferry to cross the
river. At the wharf she would pass a small chit, mentioning her destination, to a known person,
requesting it to be delivered to her brother. But when he would receive it, he wouldn't be able to
stop her as she would be by then at the other side of the river.

By the time she reached the wharf, the Sun had just started emerging from the East in its
maghnificence. The morning ferryboat, sailing smoothly across the river ripples, was approaching
the wharf. The ferry service was commissioned a few years ago. From the other side, many
passengers of the early morning express train cross over to this side and then proceed further by
long distance buses. Fruits, vegetables and some other commodities are also sent for local market.
Sushila would go to the other side by the return ferry and then board a train to proceed towards
her destination.

The vendors would pick up their merchandise from the wharf. Some lacal people too gathered, in
the hope of picking up some fresh items cheap. Sushila noticed one stranger, a middle aged man
was waiting there, god knows for what. To ward off morning chill, he wrapped his body and head
with a shawl. She had heard that a new block development officer had recently joined. Possibly, it
was he.
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To avoid being detected by any known person,
Sushila too covered much of her face with her
shawl. Her eyes became tearful, as she told to
herself, "Mother Ganga, I'm leaving this place,
possibly for ever. I'm not upset with what | didn't
get. I'll be ever grateful for what you gave me."

"Where are you heading for?"

Started, Sushila looked back and saw that the
stranger in shawl was smiling while tapping her
shoulder. Staring at his face for a while she
exclaimed, "You!"

"Yes, came here just a few days back."

"As the new BDO, | think? | heard someone had
joined but could hardly guess it's you! Well, what
brought you here so early in the morning?"

"The morning newspaper comes by this ferry. I'm
expecting a very special news and that's why
couldn't wait. Well, | to picked up a few
vegetables too, as much a single person may
need."

“Good that you've come! That's why | had at least
a glimpse of you.” Overwhelmed, Sushila said,
"Why single? Didn't you bring your wife along
with? Or are you planning to bring her once you
settle things here?"

With a wry smile, Biplab said, "I, in fact, didn't
manage to get a wife. But that's fine. | Have a
transferable job and am constantly on the move.
By now | got accustomed. With a family, things
could be tricky."

"Well, you have a decent job. Didn't your kin urge
you to marry? Or is there a dearth of marriageable
girls in West Bengal?"

“Not that. | was even compelled to meet some
such girls for a possible match."

"Then were they below your standard?"

"Not the least! In fact, in quality and look they all
were much superior to me. But when | felt | would
have to spend the rest of my life with this lady -
well, | felt kind of suffocated.
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But why don't | find the sindoor mark on your
temple? Your man ="

"Was devoured by a tiger, happy?" Sushila
said with a bashful smile, "Forget it. In tender
age _II

"People are prone to endless folly!" Biplab
burst out into laughter. After a moment's
hesitation, Sushila too joined.

After awhile Sushila asked, "Well, you told me
you are eagerly waiting for some news. Did
you get it?"

"Yeah. Just see — can you recognize him?"
Looking at the blurred image for some time,
Sushila whispered, "Ajeya!"

"Yes, Ajeya, your son! After displaying great
skill in the preliminaries of the math
olympiad, he is now representing India."

"But who told you he's my son?"

"Well, he himself. That's what he told
yesterday at an interview in a Bengali news
channel. He said, "The name of my biological
mother is Moushumi. But there is another
lady who had nurtured me and saved me from
peril when | was very small and helpless. |
consider her as my true mother, my divine
mother. Ajeya said he'll come very soon to
meet you and ask for your blessing."

Sushila's eyes were filled with bids of
teardrops. Staring at her face Biplab asked,
"And what brought you here so early at this
ferry wharf?'

"Well, nothing! Came just for a morning walk."
“True? Or did you have some plan?"

"No no, nothing of that sort!" Sushila said,
while desperately trying to hide the handbag

behind her.

Biplab smiled and said, "Well, | accept. The
place is really beautiful and serene. | too am
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To avoid being detected by any known person,
Sushila too covered much of her face with her
shawl. Her eyes became tearful, as she told to
herself, "Mother Ganga, I'm leaving this place,
possibly for ever. I'm not upset with what | didn't
get. I'll be ever grateful for what you gave me."

"Where are you heading for?"

Started, Sushila looked back and saw that the
stranger in shawl was smiling while tapping her
shoulder. Staring at his face for a while she
exclaimed, "You!"

"Yes, came here just a few days back."

"As the new BDO, | think? | heard someone had
joined but could hardly guess it's you! Well, what
brought you here so early in the morning?"

"The morning newspaper comes by this ferry. I'm
expecting a very special news and that's why
couldn't wait. Well, | to picked up a few
vegetables too, as much a single person may
need."

“Good that you've come! That's why | had at least
a glimpse of you.” Overwhelmed, Sushila said,
"Why single? Didn't you bring your wife along
with? Or are you planning to bring her once you
settle things here?"

With a wry smile, Biplab said, "I, in fact, didn't
manage to get a wife. But that's fine. | Have a
transferable job and am constantly on the move.
By now | got accustomed. With a family, things
could be tricky."

"Well, you have a decent job. Didn't your kin urge
you to marry? Or is there a dearth of marriageable
girls in West Bengal?"

“Not that. | was even compelled to meet some
such girls for a possible match."

"Then were they below your standard?"

"Not the least! In fact, in quality and look they all
were much superior to me. But when | felt | would
have to spend the rest of my life with this lady -
well, | felt kind of suffocated.
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But why don't | find the sindoor mark on your
temple? Your man ="

"Was devoured by a tiger, happy?" Sushila
said with a bashful smile, "Forget it. In tender
age _II

"People are prone to endless folly!" Biplab
burst out into laughter. After a moment's
hesitation, Sushila too joined.

After awhile Sushila asked, "Well, you told me
you are eagerly waiting for some news. Did
you get it?"

"Yeah. Just see — can you recognize him?"
Looking at the blurred image for some time,
Sushila whispered, "Ajeya!"

"Yes, Ajeya, your son! After displaying great
skill in the preliminaries of the math
olympiad, he is now representing India."

"But who told you he's my son?"

"Well, he himself. That's what he told
yesterday at an interview in a Bengali news
channel. He said, "The name of my biological
mother is Moushumi. But there is another
lady who had nurtured me and saved me from
peril when | was very small and helpless. |
consider her as my true mother, my divine
mother. Ajeya said he'll come very soon to
meet you and ask for your blessing."

Sushila's eyes were filled with bids of
teardrops. Staring at her face Biplab asked,
"And what brought you here so early at this
ferry wharf?'

"Well, nothing! Came just for a morning walk."
“True? Or did you have some plan?"

"No no, nothing of that sort!" Sushila said,
while desperately trying to hide the handbag

behind her.

Biplab smiled and said, "Well, | accept. The
place is really beautiful and serene. | too am
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thinking to come here every morning for a stroll. Can we walk together?"

Sushila nodded in affirmation. Then they started walking together, along the riverbank. The return
ferry rang the warning bell, hooted and then set sail towards the other bank. They two were still
walking nonchalantly.

Years ago, Sushila came to this riverbank to leave the world but couldn't. Today she came here to
quit the place and still couldn't.
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MY TRIP WITH
MESHO

ALBANY, NEW YORK KAUSH IK BAGCH I

He is an Orthopedic Surgeon, Albany, NY with a penchant for writing.

| PRESENT TO YOU A FICTIONAL ACCOUNT OF A CURIOUS BOY, TUBLU, AGE SIX IN
THE YEAR 1975, WHO LIVED IN QUEENS, NEW YORK BUT WENT WITH HIS MOTHER TO
DUM DUM TO VISIT FAMILY, WHO SPENT A DAY WITH HIS MESHO GOING TO THE
Z00O. AS AN ADULT, TUBLU STILL LOVES THRILLING RIDES ON CROWDED TRAINS AND
LIKES TO WRITE STORIES ABOUT THESE EXPERIENCES.

| was hot. The fan turned off in the middle of the night, and | had trouble falling asleep thereafter.
Once, Ma had told me there wasn’t enough electricity for all the people in India. “Load shedding,”
she called it, but | wasn’t sure if this was an English or a Bengali word. | scratched my arm a few
times in the spot where a mosquito bit me while | was sleeping. There was an area on the side of
the bed where the mosquito net wasn’'t completely tucked in; he must have sneaked through!
“Mosquito” starts with the letter M in English and in Bengali (“mosha”). He is the Munchy Mouth of
India.

As | finally got up from bed and turned my head, | saw the wall clock that now had the little hand
on the seven and the big hand on the two. It was much brighter outside now than when the little
hand was on the six. For the last ten minutes, | was listening to a crow that kept cawing
unremittingly. He must have had an argument with his friends and wanted to tell them how angry
he was. | went to the balcony to see if | could find the loud bird. | saw many crows flitting about,

but my eyes finally homed in on the most
voluble one of the flock, who was perched on
the edge of a rooftop. He skipped around
impatiently. | thought he was just hungry for
breakfast, as | was. Below, | saw two dogs
walking together, each one sniffing the other. |
also saw a man with a large, covered basket on
his head who kept yelling with a funny voice
the same word over and over again: “ ghutay .”
Another man was spinning a small toy drum in
his hand its inviting beat tempted me to
run to Ma to ask her if she could buy the toy
for me. | was sure she would say no, though. |
looked inside her bedroom and saw she was
still sleeping underneath the mosquito net. |
then tiptoed to the veranda and saw Dida
remove a kettle from a small, smoky, portable
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clay oven. As | got closer, | heard the fiery red
coals make whipping noises at the base of the
oven. Smoke filled the air but quickly escaped the
veranda to the outside world. Dida poured boiling
tea into a porcelain cup, and only a small wisp of
steam wafted upward.

“Tublu, get ready. Your uncle is coming soon.”

Dida had left toast and butter and a steel cup of

frothy, warm milk on the table for me. The pieces
of toast were perfectly square and half the size of
the toast | was used to eating in New York. The
milk didn’t taste as good. Just as | sat down to
eat, | saw a friendly man finish climbing up the
last step of the stairway. As he approached me,
he looked at me eagerly, although | did not
recognize him.

“I am one of your meshos. | saw you when you
were this small.” He brought his palms nine inches
apart, invisibly sketching the typical dimensions
of a kitten. Mesho is like a Kaku, but on my
mother’s side. He was dressed in a brown shirt
and had big teeth, not as big as Tall Teeth's, but
more friendly. He told me he was taking me on a
trip to the zoo and promised we would ride a
train. After hearing his exciting proposal, |
gobbled up my breakfast, slipped into my sandals,
and ran ahead of him down the stairs.

“Are we really going on a train?” | darted a look
back at him and almost lost my balance on the
second-to-last step.

“Yes, a big one!” answered Mesho
enthusiastically. He took my hand as we left the
house and ushered me to a rickshaw that was
readily available in the street. | felt the familiar
smoothness of the colorful seat. He sat next to
me and then ordered the rickshaw man to take us
to the train station. Mesho asked if | had to take a
bus to school in New York. He also asked if |
remembered Bengali and the many relatives in
Calcutta. | answered affirmatively, and | was
pleased to find out he had brought me a Cadbury
chocolate bar to eat on the trip, as he showed me
the neatly wrapped slab in his pocket. | believed
it would be my reward for behaving on the trip. |
periodically looked down at the rickety wheels of
the rickshaw that met the uneven pavement. |
laughed when the wheel sunk into a wet pothole
and splashed a puddle of water sideways, at
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which time our bodies simultaneously jerked
back and forth to compensate for the brief
loss of balance. The driver remained unfazed
and continued his trek with his strong arms
and chapped, muddy, bare feet.

We finally reached the train station after
winding through many local streets. There
were a lot of people rushing to and from the
station. We got off the rickshaw and headed
to the ticket counter. | saw a mustached
policeman, not far away, dressed in a dull,
green uniform, wearing a helmet, and
carrying a rifle. He seemed calm and did not
move from his position. Mesho stood in line
for about twenty minutes to get the tickets. |
looked in the distance and saw two platforms
and empty tracks in between. | smelled the
aroma of spicy chicken that came from a
stand just outside the station near the ticket
counter. Next to that hut, there stood a kiosk
with a man serving steaming tea in small,
orange, clay cups. Next to the kiosk was a
gutter clogged with broken clay cups and
shreds of newspaper. This train station was
different from that of the New York subway.
There was no turnstile to pass. There were
wires above the tracks and a walkway that
passed over the wires and connected the two
platforms. The platform on which we
descended had a yellow sign with black
letters in three languages, one of course was
English, and the other two had the familiar,
letters-on-a-clothesline pattern. | was pretty
sure that one of the other two was Bengali. |
recognized the English words DUM DUM. |
saw another sign: TO SEALDAH. But | didn’t
see or hear any train arriving.

“Mesho, is the train coming soon?” | asked
expectantly.

“Yes. Do you see it coming from far away?”
Just as he had said that, | felt the pit in my
stomach start to grow. | was afraid to look
but could not resist my curiosity. My heart
began to race as | heard a faint clacking in
the distance. | knew it was time. | saw a
green train, with a yellow stripe on the upper
part of its body, negotiating a long curve. He
had several metal arms above its body that
sent sparks flying once they touched the
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wires above. The green python slithered closer to
the station; he let out a constant hum and did not
screech or hiss as he slowly came to a stop. He
did not have a name. There were dozens of
people hanging onto the edges of the doors,
some of whom impetuously jumped onto the
platform as the train was still moving. One man
ripped his slipper in the process. | did not see any
doors open or close. Mesho clenched my hand
and warned me to stay close. | saw a hundred
people encircle Mesho and me, some squeezing
past us. But no one was scared. We found our
path to the inside of the train and immediately
were sandwiched among four sweaty people who
desperately tried to grab hold of a pole. | was hot.
As the train slowly started to move, he started to
hum again. The noises of the bustling platform
started to fade slowly as the train gained more
speed. A strong breeze bounced off the
surrounding passengers and dried the sweat off
my forehead. Mesho was still holding my hand, so
| was sure he was always next to me. He kept
smiling at me with his friendly, tall teeth. Although
| couldn’t move an inch, | was relaxed. And alive! |
couldn’t wait to get to the zoo.

We had to get off at Sealdah Station. Then, we
had to hurry to catch the next train. As our train
stopped, passengers behind us started to push us
towards the exit. | didn't have the strength to
control my feet as | floated on the mudslide of
grumbling passengers who all were trying to get
off at once. Finally, as we touched the platform
ground, Mesho instructed me that | pick up my
pace. We had to reach the opposite side

of this huge station in five minutes. As | was
running through the crowd of colorfully
dressed passengers who were walking briskly
in a straight path, | also saw a lot of copper-
haired people at the edges of the station
wearing tan rags and sleeping on rugs. They
were in no rush. | saw a few naked babies
crawling on a mat and another young girl
sitting on a mommy’s lap. | became dizzy as |
kept turning my head in different directions
while still  running. Suddenly, without
realizing, | knocked down a boy who was
sucking on a sugar cane. He quickly got up
and retrieved his cane with one hand, but he
did not have another arm! | stood motionless
in shock, as if in a dream where | could not
control my actions. How could this have
happened to this boy when the train's doors
never shut? Mesho grabbed my hand again
and urged that | hurry. | started to pant
again, and my heart felt like it wanted to jump
out of my chest. We finally made it on time
for the next train. | tried to catch my breath
and at the same time remove my focus from
that poor boy with the missing arm.

We boarded another green and yellow train
that wasn’'t so crowded. | was able to get a
seat this time. As the train left the station, |
heard a man, who was standing in the center
of the compartment, say a word repeatedly in
a squeaky voice. He was dressed in ivory
white, was carrying a large glass jar of yellow
candy, and was loudly tapping a spoon on the
surface of the jar. No one seemed to answer
him. | asked Mesho what this inscrutable man
was doing; he guffawed and warned me not
to look at this mysterious candy man who
was selling poisonous lozenges. | thenceforth
averted my gaze and instead peered through
the rusty horizontal bars of the open
windows in the train car. | saw goats and
cows grazing near puddle-filled grassy fields.
There were some men wielding farming tools
near a muddy mound, while others were
prodding oxen that were tied by yokes and
pulling a huge cart of hay, yet others were
laying bricks over a partially completed
house. Some men were squatting down to
rest and were smoking tiny, brown cigarettes.
Boys older than me were carrying sticks and
herding a family of goats. Skinny dogs were

WWW.PROTIMA.NET



UPAHAAR

2023

everywhere, and some were running after the
younger boys. Girls were washing steel pots and
urns near a well. Some women out of anger were
smashing wet, bright-colored clothing repeatedly
onto a large rock, while some other women were
throwing wet hamburger patties onto the walls of
a concrete house. | never knew meat was able to
stick to a wall. | saw many similar houses with
these hamburgers neatly arranged in rows and
columns, like in the game Connect Four. In
another house, a mother was peeling the dried
patties off the wall and throwing them into a clay
oven that looked just like Dida’s. | was sure the
kids couldn’'t wait for their mother to cook all
these hamburgers for lunch. | got a little hungry
after seeing this sight and asked Mesho if | may
have a piece of the Cadbury. He agreed and
assured me we were very close to our stop. |
happily, bit into the chocolate and oddly recalled
bit into the chocolate and oddly recalled the taste
of the juicy Big Mac | once ate at the McDonald’s
on 39th Street in Queens. | remembered Mama
had told me just yesterday that the only food
people in America eat is hamburger with ketchup.
| couldn’t wait to tell Mama once | got home that
everyone here loves hamburgers too! When |
asked Mesho about the Bengali name of the
patties on the wall, he answered, “ Ghutay .” |
then asked him if | could request Ma to buy some
from the street vendor for lunch tomorrow. Mesho
looked at me very confused.

We finally got to the station. | hopscotched past
the feet of the seated passengers. As we got off
the train, | saw another yellow sign: PARK
CIRCUS. Wow, a circus and a zoo in one day! To
add to my fun, we rode on a bus all the way to the
zoo. Once again, | saw at least five people
hanging off the open door, all enjoying the wind
blowing past their hair. | saw a big, white palace
in the distance, which Mesho told me was Victoria
Memorial. Next to it was a huge, grassy field on
which some boys were playing cricket. “Maidan,”
he pointed out. We finally reached the zoo. We
wasted no time going straight to the tiger section
where | saw many Bengal tigers. From there, |
saw lions, elephants, zebras, and monkeys. |
looked carefully at a rhino to see if it was the
same type printed on the aerogrammes. | saw a
peacock and remembered that it also started with
the letter M in Bengali. | saw many birds, lizards,
and my favorite snakes. | tried to recall if these

animals were featured in the book Dida had
shown me yesterday.

“Mesho, how do you say ‘giraffe’ in Bengali?”
| inquired. | was desperate to learn as much
Bengali as possible while carefully noting the
differences in sound and accent of each word
compared to the corresponding English word.
| wanted to be fluent before my trip to India
was over. He smiled at me again, raised his
eyebrows, quizzically tilted his head to the
side as if surprised by such an elementary
question, then spun his spreadeagled palm up,

and tersely responded with a less-than-
satisfactory answer:
“Giraffel!”
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SHADES

KOLKATA, INDIA

The first time | met her was on a night very
much like tonight. | sat on this very bench with
my head buried in my hands when she floated
into my life like a flake of ivory snow.

There she sat, all alone, her skin glowing like
molten gold under the orange of the streetlight.
A glint on her cheek caught my eye and |
watched a tear roll down. | wanted to go up to
her, offer my help if she needed it, but | just
sat here watching. Transfixed. | don’t know
what it was about her that enchanted me, but |
couldn’t look away. Her face, plain as paper,
shone with the ethereal beauty of a Goddess.
The dusty snow from heaven dropped ever so
lightly on her shoulders as though careful not
to intrude in this private moment. Nothing | had
ever created had been as beautiful as the sight
before me. As though my mind never had the
ability to conjure up anything so pure. As |
watched her the lady looked up sharply at me
and | felt a hint of embarrassment for my
intrusion. Our eyes locked in a moment too long
and then she looked away and in a few
moments, she was gone leaving me alone in the
park with the aftermath of the moment.

Seven nights had passed, and my Goddess
tortured my soul by robbing my eyes of her
sight. Each night | waited at the park, some
under the liquid mercury of the moon, some
under the darkness of the overcast sky... alone
and in agony.

And then one day she appeared again. My
golden goddess. Hugging her coat around her
to ward off the bitter cold she walked up to
that very bench. For a moment she looked at
me, surprise in her eyes. Then she looked away
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and sat down. The sadness she wore had a
strange beauty, the kind that can only be found
in the darkest depths of the world.

But what could cause a woman to sit at a park all
by herself in biting cold so late at night, crying?
What would make her want to leave the comfort
of her home on a night like this? The question
opened up a myriad of possibilities in my mind.
Perhaps she was unhappy with the ones she
called her own? Unhappy that the inner workings
of her mind, the true nature of her soul had to
forever be hidden from the ones she called her
own. Or perhaps she yearned for love, the
profound love that eclipsed all else. But her lover
was not of the same depth and could only offer a
shallow watered down version of the emotion. A
wedding ring was wrapped around her slender
finger like a snake. | was looking at a married
woman and yet | didn’t care. Why should anyone
be denied the sight of God’s ultimate creation?

33



UPAHAAR

2023

the nights that followed brought her before me
again and again. The world became a realm of
nightly magic in her presence. Every silhouette
more mysterious, every sound more amusing. The
creaking of the branches under the weight of the
snow, the sounds of isolated cars running down
the streets once in a while, the calming hum of
silence, all joined together to form a beautiful
nightly melody. The stars swirled in the skies
twinkling like glowing fireflies. The earth turned a
wonderful shade when the streets were empty
and everyone was tucked comfortably in their
beds leaving the two of us alone to savor the love
filled air.

Each night | watched as her face turned a
different shade. Blues of sadness entwined with
faded red of gulped down anger. Greys of
loneliness with the black of pain. White of serene
with the silver of surrender. A myriad of shades,
endless as the sparkling diamonds in the inky
skies.

Had she perhaps lived on dreams? Whirlwind
dreams that swept her off the dullness of the
earth and placed her atop towering mountains
with skies bluer than sapphire... but the bitter
gush of cruel reality threw her back to the ground
as it tends to do, thus breaking her soul into two
forever?

Or perhaps she missed a long-lost friend?
Someone whom she had dared to venture the
unknown paths with. Someone who shared her
childish curiosities, who had laughed at the world
with her, who held her hand as she took her risks.
Someone that age or perhaps life had left behind
forever.

The shades of her face kept pouring into my art
day after day. The world | dreamt of, the world |
began to create surpassed anything that | had
ever made before. The me before her could never
even dream to conjure what | could now envision.
And finally | began to see what others said was
missing in my work. A level of intimacy that
eternally merged my soul with my creation.

Strange how | had never felt intimacy with even
those | knew best. But this perfect stranger
whose name | did not know felt closer to my soul
than | myself did. Whether she was a part of me,
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or | had become a part of her | didn’t know.

| can’t count the number of times | had made
up my mind to walk up to her. Ask her who
she was, what had plagued her mind. But an
invisible force always pulled me back. As
though deep down | didn’t want to know, not
really.

Lately her face was tinged with a hint of
something else. Something more beautiful
than ever before. A strange pink of pleasure
perhaps? A faded happiness? | winced at the
darkness of my own heart. For the very first
time the sight of her ached my heart. How
rotten of me to recoil from this beauty just
because something or someone other than |
had caused her this joy. This woman who in
my own mind was an echo of my life, in
reality was someone else’s.

The whole of today morning | was agonizingly
restless. From the earliest moments of my life
that | can remember I've been living for
myself and my own emotions. | owed nothing
to no one and that was exactly the life |
wanted. But now, little by little, imperceptible
to consciousness, a stranger had entered my
mind and altered me such that every painting
| touched turned to gold. And yet...yet | had
done nothing for her. Night after night |
watched her sob silently, drown in her misery
and | didn't so much as offer her a
handkerchief. | found my muse in her but
what use was | to her? Beyond the first few
nights she hadn’t even looked up at me,
wasn’t even aware of my presence. But when
someone else had made her happy | resented
it. There is truly no greater evil than a jealous
heart.

It wasn’'t my place to walk up to her, profess
my love, hold her in my arms and melt into
her skin. It wasn't my place if | hadn’t offered
myself to take care of her before. But |
couldn’t go on in life knowing | had done
nothing for the one who had changed the
world for me.

Tonight in the dusty snow | walked inside the
park. For all the ideas and imaginations |
pride myself on having | couldn’t think of a
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single way | could be of any help to my muse. But | was prepared to die trying.

| walked up to her bench but found it standing empty in the orange light. It looked alone without her
much like | felt at that moment. | turned around and walked towards the seat | had been occupying
for the last several nights. A gush of dazzling crimson captured my attention. A vibrant burst of life
that livened up the greyness of the park, the dullness of the world. | walked towards it and picked
up the crimson rose. It was the brightest of flowers, redder than blood. Underneath it lay a note.

“Thank you for making me feel seen. Goodbye.”

No other words were written. But then again, no other words were needed.
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ICELAND AND MY

ENCOUNTER WITH AURORA |
BOREALIS: A TRAVELOGUE

MADHUMATI CHATTERJI

MELBOURNE, AUSTRALIA
She is a physician expert in public health.

Iceland lives up to its name. A Nordic island nation and
surrounded by the North Atlantic Ocean and Arctic ocean, it can
boast of its dramatic landscape with volcanoes, geysers, glaciers
and black beaches. With a population of only 400,000, Iceland is
the most sparsely populated European country Icelanders face
cold and windy weather round the year, hence the term ‘feels like
minus 19 degrees’.

My dream of visiting Iceland and sighting Aurora Borealis was
realised earlier this year. | flew from Dublin where | was visiting
my son, to Helsinki and joined 24 other tourists from Kolkata
along with a guide from Aviana Tours. On arrival at Keflavik
International Airport, we donned our thermals, two layers of
woollens, a fleece jacket, a monkey cap, warm socks and proper
snow boots from head to toe before we commenced on our tour.

As soon we stepped out of the airport, we were greeted by a
beautiful sculpture, called ‘Directions’; made of aluminium in 1955,
the 4 figures stood on Icelandic basalt columns facing each
direction; its interpretations include, among others warding off
the evil spirit.

The first day began with the sightseeing of two ‘out of the world’
falls - called foss in Icelandic - the Seljlandsfoss and the
Skogafoss. The thunderous roar when chunks of ice from
Seljlandsfoss crash to the ground, and a rainbow in front of
Skogafoss, were unforgettable. Incidentally both foss have been
made famous through the Hindi film Dilwale by Shahrukh Khan and
Kajol.

We then went to a plane wreck site in Solheimasunder. An
abandoned US Navy plane that crashed on the black sands of the
beach in 1973, is definitely worth visiting, again made popular
through the song ‘gerna’ in Dilwale. The tour ended that night at
the Stracta hotel in a small town called Hella.

The second day began with a visit to the Reynifsjara beach.
Frankly, | haven’t been to such a cold and windy place, ever. The
hazard light was flashing ‘medium’ all through. The shining black
beaches due to the basalt from the lava of the volcanic eruptions
and the huge rock formations, both vertical and horizontral,
against the azure blue sea, and a hazy sun that looked like the
moon. It was a treat to the eye. The place has a folklore based on
the belief that seals have descended from humans.to go with the
caves there. A fisherman once spotted a beautiful lady in a cave,
with a seal skin next to her. They fell in love and she bore him
seven children. One day while the fisherman was at sea, she
found the seal skin, donned it, and went back into the sea. She is
said to have uttered “ Woe is me, | have seven children in the sea
and seven on land”.
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Next, we went to Jokulsarlon glacier, where it
was possible to walk up to the glacier, after which
we visited the largest glacier in Europe Skeftafell.
It was located next to the Diamond beach, which
got its name from the chunks of ice that look like
diamonds strewn across the black beach. The
beautiful blue lagoon with the playful seals
perfectly blended with the ambience.
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A visit to the Secret Lagoon was next, with
snow and steaming geysers beneath were,
though commercialised for people wanting a
dip, kept to the rugged ambience.

Then came the enchanting Strokkur geyser
which is the largest geyser in Iceland, erupts
every 15 minutes to give the spectators a
mighty show of her power. We were next
taken to see Gulfoss, the largest foss in
Iceland, resembling the Niagara Falls or the
Iguazu falls because of the horseshoe shape
of the falls. It is also a stepped fall, so the
thunderous roar with the widespread mist.

It was a different flavour next, walking through
the North American and Eurasian tectonic
plates. Apparently, the plates have moved
apart over hundreds of years.
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We returned our chilling boat ride, frozen but
fulfiled. The next morning we took off for
Helsinki for our next lap, to Lapland.

But the best was kept for the last. After dinner,
on our last night in Iceland, we boarded a small
boat to ‘chase the lights’. We hadn’t sailed for
more than 15 minutes, when lo and behold, there
was Aurora Borealis, dancing in her green-blue-
red colour covering the whole sky. An experience
of a lifetime, it was. Folklore surrounds the Aurora
Borealis, and scientifically, it is a phenomenon of
a stream of charged particles from the sun along
with the planet’'s magnetic field. We were told
that the Aurora will last till 2025 after which there
will be a gap of 11 years before it shows up again.
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KOLKATA'S FESTIVE
SYMPHONY ChatGPT

SAN FRANSISCO, CALIFORNIA OPEN AI

It is a state-of-the-art language model by OpenAl, skilled in generating human-like text from diverse prompts. Marrying
artificial intelligence with linguistic prowess, it offers a futuristic experience in human-machine interaction.

THIS YEAR, WE'VE ADDED A SPECIAL TOUCH TO OUR MAGAZINE: A POEM CRAFTED
WITH THE ASSISTANCE OF CHATGPT, OPENAI'S ADVANCED LANGUAGE MODEL. AS WE
EMBRACE THE FUTURE, WE'VE BLENDED AI'S INNOVATION WITH OUR RICH CULTURAL
NARRATIVES TO PROVIDE A FRESH PERSPECTIVE. DIVE IN AND WITNESS A HARMONIOUS
FUSION OF TRADITION AND TECHNOLOGY.

In Kolkata's heart, where rivers flow, Durga Pujo's grandeur does bestow,
A festival of lights and grace, Infinite smiles on every face.

Goddess Durga, fierce and bold, With ten strong arms, a story told, She
battles evil, brings us cheer, In her divine presence, we draw near.
Pandals rise with artful might, Colors dancing through the night, Idols
splendid, eyes that gleam, In the realm of a festive dream.

Dhak's rhythmic beat fills the air, Conch shells sound, a sacred prayer,
Sweets and savories, flavors grand, In every corner of the land.

Themes diverse, traditions old, Stories in pandals, legends told, From the
sacred to the contemporary, Durga's glory shines in every way.

Children dance with hearts so free, To the dhak's beat, with joyful glee, In
their steps, the future's bright, A world of hope in every sight.

Dashami comes, a bittersweet adieu, As the goddess departs, our spirits
renew, With gratitude in our hearts, we say, "Durga Pujo, please come
back our way."

In the essence of this festive cheer, We find unity and love so clear, Durga
Pujo, a timeless delight, A celebration that shines so bright.
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DURGA'S GAZE AMIDST CLOUDS KAASH =%
PHOOL, AND THE RHYTHMS OF ADHAAK]| =4 -

SANAYA DAS

She is an 8-year-old 3rd grader, lives in Houston with her family. She has a passion for the violin and art. Deeply connected
to her roots, she has a fondness for Rabindrasangeet. True to her Bengali heritage, she relishes luchi and Kosha mangsho.
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THEPERFECT PUJA

KAUSTAV GHOSH

He is a resident of Kolkata, West Bengal. He is currently working as an IT Analyst for TCS. He is passionate about Sketching,
Painting and Acting. He is a cinephile and an ardent follower of the classics as well.
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EARTHEN ECHOES
RATNA BASAK

She is a dedicated pediatrician from Long Island, NY, who seamlessly blends her medical expertise with a passion for
painting.
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DIVINE DUALITY: THE COSMIC DANCE OF 1
gﬁwllz-\sl-l\_ll\ll_\D THE ENDEARING WISDOM OF i

PRIYO GOSWAME

He is an Assistant Professor in the Department of Neurosciences at the University of Toledo. His research interests are
memory formation and their role in Alzheimer's and other cognitive disorders. In spare time he loves to paint, do
photography and play the guitar. He's a self trained artist who likes to use various wet and dry media for his artworks.
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NATURE'S PALETTE: BLOSSOMS &
FOLIAGE

AMRITA BANERJEE

She is a homemaker in Kolkata who loves painting Nature in water color and oil.
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