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Shiewli and Linden Tree flowers

Nirmal Sinha

(Top) Shiewli flowers with a bee in a New Delhi garden in Oct1984 and (Bottom) Linden-Tree flowers in
my Ottawa garden, June 2012 (photographs by Nirmal Sinha). Both Shiewli and Linden flowers are
fragrant and collect on the tree floor. However, linden flowers are very similar to Bakool flowers of Bengal

in their general characteristics. Two Linden trees in my garden are about 15m tall and grown from seeds
| brought from Germany in 1983.
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Dear friends and children,

There is no kash or Shiuli phul here for us in Ottawa, but somehow our imagination fills our minds
with those childhood images. We listen to "Mahishashuro-mordini" recited in the passionate,
resonant voice of Birendra Krishna Bhadra and go back to those days when Durga Puja festivities
were full of undiluted simple joy, thrill of re-union and the soothing gentle breeze blowing under a
bright blue sky. And new books full of exciting stories ("rup-kotha" or adventures of Kiriti and
Subroto or of Ghonada), pictures and puzzles. This is nostalgia, a common ailment of old age!

Building on old traditions, however, we have created new traditions in our adopted country. One
such new tradition is "Lipika" — a vehicle for the abundant literary and artistic creativity in our
community. Children, young adults of our next generation and others contribute their thoughts,
their artistic creations and share their experience to enrich this little "letter", the Lipika. English
and Bengali both are included for the sake of flexibility and wider reach. Topics are diverse,
reflecting the diversity of the contributors' expertise.

One special note: Shubhayan Roy does not live in Ottawa right now, but we eagerly look forward
to the artistic cover design he produces every year in the midst of his busy life in Europe.

On behalf of our small 'Lipika' team, | acknowledge the invaluable gifts of love from all those who
have contributed in various ways.

May Ma Durga keep you safe and bless you with victory over all evils, all darkness and miseries.

Jharna Chatterjee
Editor, Lipika

@R AT (RS N @ aeaws, SR et | 130 0 0 A, FEA!, GTE S
TR ANCAR, TR ST, o] o9 SIIFCeTa qncet | 8 9 Q28 STe #[17 (12 BItFd S1eqe,
RTS I FOAR AT MaZ S - I T@ A 2w | ™ 0 PSSR FS
BN SR @it o, S =R (e Siftte fea R v qee Fmefees | oot s@-wfast siw
(BI-GAIBT IRETETR & ST ST AFIA (12 F2NT fwefer|

20T QIR SIEl 972 FcafR Tod Gifem | TP qawg @3 Toq 2, @6 @G fMrawa T gefiw -«
TR ZECAR (RCF-CNCR (ATE &P A (2B, G A2 MRS (#1187 - HIEG $eIce AR FCACR
@3 AWy | T STTAtaIel: SO A QAT @2 SofFe 91 AFCEe AT ©OF I8 FIA0d W

TIPRR’ e F' FNICAR 215 (AT AR G2 STHEIE T IR I 8#RA e, ofitnd &g
BT FO@9 |

M NI SAFEGM @ T2 WM A, OfF 2P @ 79 Seipiel (AT AIECE q0F AL 93 JIAl
FH

i< SRS,
o1t ferfort



*hkkkk iﬁ'ﬂ@

Contents ***xx*

*
WAN,

DS
e

2
]

SHARODIYA

fer it 1

FIEF 983 5T IF >F 4yt

October 2015 Volume 9 Issue 1

Shiewli and Linden Tree flowers

SR - Editorial

STbI%1@ - Contents

Himachal Pradesh 1. Amidst the Deodars
Cappadocia - a land of fantasy- With Bangla

feqoriy arwfd
SIGIE AP

K|
ST FOBT

Full Eclipse of Harvest Super Moon
FEESICER Rl e EACInER

Demise of Shiva

LRl

I-(OIed 205¢
75§ (R

q Fdq &l (1)
fer4to 7979 @R
Yin-Yang

My quiet place
Think a little, laugh a little
Two Paintings
Autumn dawns
Fireworks

The Picture Collage

The Sea collage
Red Hibiscus

Dr. Nirmal Sinha
e AT HrGIET

Dr. Subhash C. Biswas
Dr. Jharna Chatterjee

b R o) a6
QIERSIG]

(SEIKSIE]

Nirmal Sinha

it g

Dr. Subhash C. Biswas
BIRASIEIE

bkl
RRER IR
T PN
AFPRFT T
iftroy baraat

Oishee Ghosh

Reeto Ghosh
Courtesy Shibu Pal
Dr. Arun Shankar Roy
Shila Biswas
Yogadhish Das
Tanima Majumdar
Tanima Majumdar

Dr. Nirmal Sinha



<Navigate to Index Page>

Himachal Pradesh I. Amidst the Deodars
Dr. Subhash C. Biswas

Godadhar has taken retirement from his profession; he is no more bound by call of duty. The world feels
like a whole new place now, way different than the one he has been in so long. He doesn’t have to wake
up early in the morning any more. Freedom from the bondage of this unloved but compelling routine is
a great relief. But unloved or not, a habit of many years is not easy to go away. Although he now has an
option to break the routine, it is not overpowering; so the habit rules. The first day of his retired life
begins with a splash of joy. He wakes up as usual before sunrise. It is a total new feeling; Godadhar
deeply breaths in some morning freshness. It is the same air he has been breathing all along; but today
he is enjoying it in a new way with his body, mind and soul. This solitary moment gives him something
that he never experienced before. He is glad, indeed. A few lines from Milton flash in his mind.

“For solitude sometimes is best society,
And short retirement urges sweet return.”

His creative soul aspires for more; his mind anxiously wants to sprawl all over the world. Godadhar
rushes to his library and takes out a thin book of poetry. He is fond of the young romantic poet of those
days, John Keats, especially for his odes. He reads out repetitively the last few lines of “Odes on a
Grecian Urn” that earned the poet the most fame.

When old age shall this generation waste,
Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say’st,
“Beauty is truth, truth beauty, - that is all
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.”

“Satyam Shivam Sundaram — that’s the closest to Keats in Sanskrit,” enters Kamalika with her usual
gesture of good-morning glamour.

“Oh, wonderful,” exclaims an ecstatic Godadhar. “I've been waiting for this fine interruption.”

“l can cite more, want it?”
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“It’s a beautiful morning, isn’t it?”

“You saw many such mornings before; only you didn’t have the time to see the beauty.”

“So what’s the sermon now?”

“Wouldn’t you come down for breakfast? And yes, have you thought about attending Deb’s marriage?”

“Yes, | have. And I'm not in favour of going to India at this time of the year. Firstly, Kolkata will be a hot
furnace at the time we should be there, and secondly, it has been only a month we have come back
from our last tour in India, and thirdly, --.”

“Enough! | think we should go.”
“Give me one good reason why.”

“I'll give you more than one. Deb is the youngest of your nephews; so it’s the last such occasion in the
generation. Your brother has made a compelling request for our presence. Moreover, Deb himself has
said your presence is a must or else.”

“And what about the over-generous sun of Kolkata?”

“Have you forgotten your brother will arrange for a fine AC accommodation in Kolkata for us? And | can
suggest something you may like.”

“Tell me.”

“We can make a tour somewhere in the Himalayas or in some hill stations. | guess, it will be an excellent
opportunity not to miss.”

“Fantastic, Malika, fantastic! Very appropriate suggestion. We’'ll not probably choose to go to such
places during the winter, our usual vacation time.”

“So another tour in India is final, right? How about Himachal Pradesh?”
“Himachal Pradesh it is, among the rhododendrons, deodars and the Beas River.”

“I would like train ride this time from Kolkata all the way to Shimla. A ride in the Rajdhani or Duranto
Express in a First Class AC cabin will be great.”

“And what about the Toy Train from Kalka to Shimla?”

“Does that need mentioning? How can | miss the world famous joy ride in the Shivalik Range? It's my
dream.”

“I only wish everything goes smoothly.”

“Sure it will, my heart says. And my prayer to God will help you out.”
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Godadhar knows organizing this tour is not going to be easy, especially for booking rail tickets. Not
having sufficient time is the main hurdle; there is not enough time left for getting confirmed booking.
Indian trains get fully booked well in advance, which is especially true for the Kalka-Shimla Toy Train.
This train is so much in demand at this time of the year (April — May) that it is almost impossible to get
reservation unless one tries about two months ahead of time. But Godadhar has hardly a month’s time,
not enough indeed. Godadhar foresees a formidable task ahead. Flight reservation to Kolkata is no
problem; a few clicks of the mouse are enough for this.

After some background research, Godadhar chalks out a plan for the Himachal tour with an itinerary
covering most of the places they would like to visit. As desired by Kamalika, the itinerary begins at
Kolkata in the famous Rajdhani Express destined for Delhi. At Delhi, they would be received by Partho,
Deb’s elder brother, who lives in Delhi with his wife Piyali and their one-year old son Abhimanyu. This
social reunion comes as a beneficial bonus that in no way alters or affects the itinerary. There are a few
options to go to Kalka from Delhi. Godadhar prefers the Kalka Mail that comes from Kolkata and goes via
Delhi. It leaves Delhi at around 9:00 PM and arrives at Kalka next morning just in time for the Toy Train.
In fact, these two trains are linked for convenience of the passengers. Yet there is always some
possibility of disappointment as Kalka Mail has a reputation of being late, sometimes so late that faith in
the Indian Railway system gets stretched to the brink of tolerance. Nevertheless, Godadhar bets on this
train expecting that the Toy Train will wait till the arrival of Kalka Mail. The last station of the Toy Train is
Shimla from where the remaining part of the tour — the main part — will be conducted in a chauffeur-
driven car. This main part is organized by a reliable travel agent that takes care of the hotel booking and
sightseeing.

Booking for Rajdhani Express for Kolkata to Delhi and Duranto Express for Delhi to Kolkata has been
done without a hitch. The same for Kalka Mail from Delhi to Kalka gave rise to a hiccup as Godadhar had
to wait on the waiting list for about a week. Problem shows up for the Kalka — Shimla train that is tiny
enough to be called a toy train but big enough for its bearing on the whole tour program, especially for
its importance in providing a delightful ride. More than two weeks have passed, yet the status on the
waiting list for this segment hasn’t budged a bit. The list is too long to encourage anyone to be
optimistic, even slightly. The problem appears to be an insurmountable one. The time period chosen
happens to be the most sought after by millions of Indian tourists, as the climates of Himachal Pradesh
at this time are most favourable. People belonging to other parts of India go to places like Himachal
Pradesh to escape from intolerable heat spell.

Sitting quietly in his office, Godadhar has been deeply contemplating on how to get out of this impasse
with an acceptable solution. Kamalika enters like a blast of wind.

“You seem to be lost somewhere out of this world; I’'ve been calling you from downstairs.” Kamalika
utters the words as fast as she can.

“Sorry Malika, anything urgent?”
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“No. nothing that urgent; but may | know what you’re thinking about so deeply?”

“It’s about your dream, the Toy Train that you’re so eager to ride. We're still in the wait-list and | see no
chance.”

Without showing any sign of worry, Kamalika gives him a plateful of something to eat and says with a
chuckle,

“Eat this; it’ll help you think better.”

“What is it?”

“Salmon patties made with some special herbs that will boost your brain power.”
“How did you know | need some brain food now?”

“As | always do,” Kamalika says casually while looking outside through the window.

“These patties are delicious; hope they produce some good ideas,” comments Godadhar with a smirk
while munching on them.

Kamalika doesn’t respond, keeps on looking outside and then utters a few words about the continuous
gloomy weather. Her plants need some sun, very badly.

“I've an idea, seriously,” Godadhar says excitedly with laughter.
Kamalika turns back from the window, looks at Godadhar and asks, “What’s the idea?”

“There’s a special quota reserved for foreign tourists, | totally forgot that. Indian Railways usually keep a
few seats aside for foreigners, very sensible. | must tap at this quota.”

“Great, see the salmon patties have already started working.”

Godadhar doesn’t want to miss a second. He immediately gets busy with the computer. After a few
clicks, his excitement suddenly vanishes like a flame getting extinguished by a blow of air. He turns
towards Kamalika with a look of disappointment; the gloomy sky casts a gloomier shadow on his face.

“What’s the matter?” Kamalika asks curiously.

“No chance there either. There’re only two seats vacant and you can’t book them from here. One has to
be physically in India and book such tickets from designated offices only.”

“Um, quite strange! Reserved for foreigners and they can’t buy before coming to India. Anyway, we can
book those two tickets once we’re there. I’'m sure there is such an outlet in Kolkata.”

“Now you’re daydreaming for your dream,” Godadhar says with a grin. “Do you really think those two
last seats will remain vacant for you till our arrival? Remember, there’re still three weeks down the road
and there’re millions of foreign tourists in India.”
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“I bet they will. Believe in God and pray.”

“Right, let’s then reserve those seats through God’s office. Do we need to do some Puja, dear?”
Godadhar laughs derisively.

“Don’t be ridiculous. We'll get those seats.”
“May be; but if we don’t we must think of alternatives.”
“What alternatives?”

“We can rent a car at Kalka and go to Shimla by road. We might have to do that anyway in case Kalka
Mail arrives too late and we miss the Toy Train.”

“No, we'll not miss anything. You’ll see we’ll get those two seats. Soon after arrival in Kolkata airport,
rent a car and rush to the Indian Railway office for foreigners.”

“As you wish, so will be done. A miracle is waiting to happen.”
“What'’s the itinerary finally?”

“Kalka to Shimla by the Toy Train, if the miracle does happen. From Shimla to Kullu Valley, to Manally, to
Dharamshala, to Jwalamukhi, to Chandigarh and finally back to Delhi. And of course many sightseeing
spots on our way.”

“Just as | thought of. Now go on trying for whatever is left, dear Dr. God.” Kamalika smiles with a side
glance, and then leaves the office saying, “lunch is waiting”.

Every day till the day before leaving Canada, Godadhar has been checking the status of those two seats
as well as that of the general waiting list. To his utter surprise, he doesn’t see any change in the status of
either of them. So there seems to be a ray of hope for getting the two seats for foreigners. Kamalika’s
prayer must have been responded to favourably, at least till now.

In the plane, Godadhar is quietly sitting without uttering a word. Kamalika looks at him and says with a
taunting twist,

“I know what you’re thinking of.”

“What?”

“You must be thinking of how is it possible that my prayers are going to be fruitful, right?”
“No, not exactly. But you may ask that if and when we board the Toy Train.”

The plane lands in Kolkata well before noon. A pre-arranged car is ready and they rush toward the
centre town of Kolkata where the sought-for office is located. Needless to say, the traffic of Kolkata is
notably notorious. This notoriety is like an everyday darling for the locals to make fun of. But for
Godadhar, the sloth-like movement is intolerable, especially after such a long journey. Moreover, now
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every minute counts. Every day, Plane-loads of tourist are coming to India and there are Railway offices
in all big cities. So it is quite natural that those two seats will be booked before they reach, to their sheer
disappointment. Both Godadhar and Kamalika cannot hide their eagerness and impatience; they look at
each other with the same unspoken question and the same unspoken answer.

Finally, when they arrive at the proper ticket office and inquire about those two seats, the clerk silently
nods with a gentle smile mingled with a suppressed sound of surprise.

“Why do you smile?” asks Godadhar softly.

“It’s so unusual, Sir. These two seats have remained vacant for over a month. I've no explanation for it.
May be God reserved them for you, the lucky couple.” The clerk laughs aloud. After the transaction is
over, he says, “l hope | haven’t dishonoured you, Sir; but | believe in God. Here are your tickets, please
enjoy the trip.”

“Thanks Mr. Officer.”

Kamalika looks at Godadhar, enthusiastically; her face brightens up with a smile that’s more meaningful
than ever. Godadhar doesn’t say a word, but enjoys the look as he always does.

“So we’ve passed over one hurdle; the most unexpected has happened,” says Kamalika delightfully,
while looking at Godadhar’s face and measuring the reaction.

“Yes, but we aren’t totally out of uncertainty yet. You know pretty well the popular saying about Kalka
Mail, which is ‘it will arrive tomorrow instead of today’. ‘Kalka’ in Hindi means ‘of tomorrow’. So you
may pray to God again.”

“Don’t be so pessimistic, relax.”
“Right, it’s not in our hands. We'll know when we reach Kalka.”

The next few days before the journey pass in hectic social get-together. Both Kamalika and Godadhar
have a likeable and amicable personality that results in strong social expectation of relatives and friends.
The journey begins at Sealdah Railway Station in Kolkata, where they board the much sought-for
Rajdhani Express. In the Indian Railway network, Rajdhani Express is the most luxurious train; it also gets
the most priority. They have got an AC First Class four-berth cabin that is conveniently equipped for
comfort and privacy.

“I hope no other passenger gets in this cabin,” Kamalika says wishfully.

“Don’t expect too much. | guess we’ll get two new friends soon.” Saying this casually, Godadhar sits on
his berth and opens a book.

“I've a feeling this cabin is for us only.”

“Your feeling may turn into disappointment, I’'m afraid.”
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“How many stations come on the way before Delhi?”
“Many, but this train will stop at only six of them.”

“After a long time we’re riding a train in India,” says Kamalika while reclining on her berth. “And I'm
enjoying it.”

Godadhar gives a casual response and then turns back to his book. Rajdhani Express is reputed for
providing plenty of sumptuous food that adds to the pleasure of train ride. The night passes
uneventfully and smoothly. Next morning they get up with fresh energy and are gracefully served with
an elaborate breakfast.

“So the cabin really belongs to us only,” Kamalika says with a chuckle casting an oblique look at
Godadhar.

“Yes, indeed. Another of your wish has come true.”
“Go on counting.” Kamalika looks outside and enjoys the scenery passing by.

The train arrives at New Delhi precisely at the scheduled hour. Both Partho and Piyali have been waiting
on the platform with their son Abhimanyu to receive them. Partho says, “Kalka mail is running on time;
so it should arrive here at the scheduled hour, 9 pm. But you know, it’s Kalka Mail. We’ll come back here
at the proper time anyway.” After spending the whole day in the pleasant company of this young couple
and their lovely little son, they come back to the railway station. But soon after getting inside the
platform, they hear the announcement of late arrival of Kalka Mail. The time of arrival is uncertain.

“A sheer disappointment and a cause of worry, indeed,” says Godadhar with a tone of resignation.

“What cannot be cured must be endured,” says Kamalika who seems to be least bothered. “Partho, you
better go back with Piyali and Abhi. It’s not advisable for you to stay the night here.”

“I understand, auntie,” says Piyali. “We sincerely wish you don’t miss the Toy Train and your whole trip
be enjoyable.”

After saying good-bye to them, Godadhar ponders how to spend the time in a sensible way in such an
unfriendly place. The station platform or even the First Class waiting room is not a likeable place to pass
hours. Washroom facilities in India are generally not something to be proud of. In particular, the waiting
rooms in railway stations, even the upper-class ones, are despicable, especially because of the bathroom
facilities. Godadhar always tries to avoid such situations as far as possible; but sometimes it is
unavoidable despite all precautions, like an entrapment of destiny. The platform, though spacious, is
unbearable by all means. It is patrolled by chai-wallas (tea boys) calling out chai, chai, masala chaaaii---
uttered in rough chattering shouts, while rows of sleeping bodies lay comatose on the floor between
piles of tattered luggage. Godadhar sets out to look for the designated waiting room. Not too far there is
one. They present themselves at the entrance door; the official in guard gives a cursory glance at the
tickets and lets them in. People are sleeping on the floor head to toe; the benches are all occupied.
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Godadhar, standing in one corner of the big waiting hall, casts a look all around and gets a sympathetic
feeling. This is one little India packed up within the four walls of a Railway Waiting Room. He
immediately dispels all hesitation and desire for decency and comforts from his mind and decides to rest
without complaints. Kamalika never has any problem; she easily moulds herself to fit in any situation,
adverse or favourable. Fortunately, the waiting is over before it could get too unendurable. Kalka Mail
arrives three hours behind schedule. But boarding the train is another hustle; one is never sure about
the right place for the right compartment when the train stops. The problem becomes more acute as
the platform gets thronged with people when more than one train arrives at the same time. The best
resort in this situation is to get a Kuli (porter); he carries your luggage, ushers you to the proper
compartment and seats you in your proper seats.

Now the question is if the Toy Train will wait three hours for the passengers coming by Kalka Mail.

“Now the final test of your prayers is going to prove them wrong,” says Godadhar with a tone of teasing.
“No train waits three hours for its connecting train, not even for this age-old Kalka Mail that’s in
operation since 1866.”

“I surmise, the Toy Train will wait for us,” says Kamalika without showing any sign of worry. “Now throw
your body on the berth and try to sleep.”

“From peril of the platform to comfy of the compartment, and now can’t | have some luxury of late night
reading? Hope some magic happens for you.”

“The train will make up for time on the way.”

Godadhar laughs but feels somewhat hopeful. After all, it is Kamalika’s dream and she herself remains
quite sure about it.

Miracle does happen; the train arrives in Kalka only half-an hour behind schedule. The Toy Train is ready
in the next platform for boarding. But to their surprise, after getting in they find their seats occupied by
a foreign couple. Is it another hurdle to overcome or mockery of destiny? After going through so much
anxiety and worry, they don’t deserve this. They don’t want to confront the couple lest they feel
embarrassed. With the help of the ticket inspector, the problem is settled and they finally get their
seats. This is what they have been anxiously waiting for, the fruit of a long ordeal, the glorious
anticipation of Kamalika. Sitting comfortably, they feel great relief with fathomless delight. Kamalika
especially is bristling with joy like a million dollar lottery winner. Both of them look at each other and
exchange smiles that clearly reveal the thoughts in their mind.

“So, at last you’ve got your dream fulfilled,” says Godadhar, happy and relaxed. “Sometimes things
happen in a strange way; but yes, your prayers were so strong that even God had to yield.”

“Look outside, what a gorgeous beauty!” Kamalika laughs innocently and changes the topic as if nothing
special has happened.
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Kalka to Shimla

The Kalka Shimla Railway, a narrow gauge line, 2 ft. 6 in (762 mm) wide, began operation in 1903. On
July 8, 2008 this railway was enlisted in the UNESCO World Heritage List of Mountain Railways.

“There’s a Toy Train in Darjeeling too; isn’t that railway included in the World Heritage List?” Kamalika
asks.

“Yes, it too. The Darjeeling Himalayan Railway and Nilgiri Mountain Railway both feature in this List.”
“We didn’t get a chance to see anything in Kalka. Aren’t there some interesting places to visit?”

“Surely, there’re quite a few. Kali Mata Temple is particularly interesting. The popular belief is that this
temple was built by the Pandavas of Mahabharata during their exile incognito when they rested here for
some time. The name of the town, Kalka, is also derived from the name of Goddess Kali. And yes, there’s
another temple, Shri Balaji Temple, very popular among Hanuman devotees.”

Excitement has grasped Kamalika totally. She is mesmerized by the dramatic views of the hills, valleys
and the surrounding villages. Houses built on the hill slopes make a wide panorama of unfathomable
beauty.

“Hello Sir, Madam?” The ticket inspector approaches cordially. “I trust everything is alright.”
“Yes, everything is ok, thanks,” Godadhar responds.
“I guess, there’re many tunnels here, do you know how many?” Asks Kamalika.

“Yes Madam, there’re 102 tunnels. Go on counting, they’re all numbered.” The Inspector leaves them to
continue his round.

Kamalika concentrates again on looking at the sceneries passing by. The marvelous Shivalik Range has an
amazing wealth of beauty. Looking through the window, she tries to capture the view on the perspective
of the train slowly climbing a mountain like a huge caterpillar. Rows of houses on magnificent mountain
slopes are cradled among high peaks and expansive valleys. She gets bewildered by the mind-boggling,
head-turning, gigantic revelation of natural wonders, by the dreadful, unbounded beauty and
overwhelming greenery intercepted by wide patches of colourful flowers. Tall, bushy rhododendron
trees with deep red clusters of fantastic bloom, glamorously standing on the road side, further intensify
the extraordinary beauty of the Shivalik.

“This is the most picturesque train journey I've ever made,” says Kamalika overwhelmed with joy.
“It’s simply heavenly. This railway was aptly called ‘Jewel of the Orient’ by the British.”
The inspector stops by again on his way back. “l guess, you’re counting the tunnels, Madam.”

“Yes, I'm. I've counted 32 so far.”
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“Exactly right, the next one, number 33, is especially noteworthy. I'll tell you the story.”

“This tunnel, Barog tunnel, was named after its construction engineer, Colonel Barog, in 1903. Why is
this tunnel so special? There’s a sad tone in the story of its construction. The tunnel was dug from two
opposite sides of the mountain going inward. But unfortunately, at the end of the digging, the two ends
didn’t meet. As a consequence, the Colonel had to pay a fine of, guess how much --- ha, ha, --you can’t,
a fine of one rupee, only one rupee. And the most unfortunate consequence is the Colonel couldn’t bear
the humiliation and committed suicide.’

“Oh, that’s sad.”

“Yes, very sad. The tunnel was finally constructed by Mr. H. S. Harrington, the Chief Engineer. Another
interesting point is Mr. Harrington was spiritually guided by a local sage, Bhalku. The station that comes
after the tunnel is also named after Mr. Barog. By the way, this tunnel is 1144 m long and is claimed to
be the straightest tunnel in the world.” The Inspector blurted out the story in a hurry and left to attend
something else.

The Inspector is right, the train took about 3 minutes to cross. So it must be over a kilometer long. After
the tunnel, the train stops at the Barog station. Then train moves on again. The speed is obviously quite
slow for climbing the mountains, a very enjoyable ride. After some time, the train seems to be slowing
down; a station shows up at a distance.

“A station is coming, I'm sure the train is going to stop here,” says Kamalika, restless with excitement.

“Yes, it’s Solan, the second largest city of Himachal Pradesh, after Shimla. The city is named after its
popular deity, Shoolini Devi, an incarnation of Durga. Shoolini Mata Temple is one big attraction here as
also a yearly festival called Shoolini Utsav. Popular belief is that the Pandavas lived here for some time
during their exile.”

The Toy Train on Shimla — Kalka rail route

14
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The train stops at Solan station. The Solan passengers get down; some more passengers get down too
for a break. Kamalika and Godadhar also decide to get down to feel the morning-fresh mountain air. On
the platform, the Inspector approaches Godadhar.

“I believe, the ride has been enjoyable so far.”

Godadhar has been looking at the breath-taking beauty of the mountains under a vibrant blue sky. He
didn’t expect the Inspector here. With a surprised smile, he says,

“Fantastic ride, indeed. And this view and the weather have made this place a paradise, both
metaphorically and literally.”

“You're right, Sir. I've been born here, | know,” The Inspector says with laughter of pride.

“I’'ve seen some tourists getting down for this city. Does it have interesting places to see?” Kamalika asks
casually.

“Yes Madam, it has quite a few,” the Inspector says enthusiastically. “Solan city has two nicknames,
‘Mushroom City of India’ and ‘City of Red Gold’. Obviously, Solan has abundance of mushrooms and
tomatoes. There’s an old fort, Gurkha Fort, a 300-year old fort, though in ruins. And there’re temples
and monasteries. | overheard you’ve been talking about Shoolini Mata. There’re two more. Jatoli Shiv
Temple, perched on a hill, is a spectacular sight. It’s an architectural marvel, no doubt. It has three
consecutive towers in ascending order of height standing in front of the main tower, called Vimana, 111
ft. high. All these towers are constructed in a captivating style that’s a blend of Indo-Aryan and Dravidian
style of architecture. The ornate designs and sculptures are incredible; you’ve to see it to believe. It's a
photographer’s paradise.”

“The name “Jatoli’ intrigues me,” queries Kamalika.
“You know Jata of Lord Shiva? Jatoli is derived from Jata.”
“Very interesting. What’s the other temple?”

“The other temple is also worth seeing. Krishna Bhavan Temple, built in 1926, is magnificent; its
architecture is a unique blend of Indian and European styles of architecture. Its church-like appearance
is another unique feature that draws people’s attention. You must try to visit this great little city; you
wouldn’t be disappointed.”

“Thanks for enlightening us, Mr. Inspector; we’re much obliged,” says Kamalika with a smile of
gratefulness.

“It’s time to board again; hurry up please.”

The remaining part of the journey is equally enthralling, revealing more and more spectacular sights.
This journey from Kalka to Shimla is about four-hour long; but these four hours are unquestionably
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memorable. While getting down at Shimla station, they’re again received by the Inspector standing near
the exit door with a wide grin.

“It has been wonderful talking to you Sir. How many tunnels have you counted Madam?”
“I've counted 102; but the last one is numbered 103. Have | missed any?”

“No Madam, you’re absolutely right. Tunnel number 46 has been discarded and the number 103 has not
been changed because of its reputation as a famous landmark.”

“Thank you again, Mr. Inspector, bye.”

“See you again, bye.”

Inside the Palace of Maharaja of Patiala

Shimla

Mr. Anil Sharma, representative of the travel company, has been waiting at the rail station with the
driver Mr. Lelay. They are standing at the right spot where their guests are supposed to be just after
getting down. They have never seen their guests before, yet they make no mistake, amazingly, in
identifying them. From the station, it takes about an hour to reach the hotel that is situated in a village
called Chail, 24 Km from Shimla. This gives another opportunity to experience an unusual but fabulous
ride, first through narrow Shimla city roads and then through still narrower roads on mountain slopes
buried under tall deodar trees. These roads are zigzag with extremely sharp bends without boundary
protection. Sometimes, it is too frightening, as the edge of the road ends into a deep gorge. Yet there
are some spots on these roads where locals are waiting with horses ready for riding pleasure on
mountains as touristic adventure. After reaching the hotel, Mr. Sharma, like a polished professional, bids
good-bye saying Mr. Lelay will take the full responsibility of the tour from here. Mr. Lelay, a local person,
looks quite able and strong with an honest appearance. He salutes with his Himachalean modesty and
assures about safety, security and excellent sightseeing. Godadhar tells him to come back at 3:00 PM for
a tour of nearby places.
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The hotel is a beautiful resort perfect for comfortable stay in the lap of nature surrounded by green hills.
After checking in formalities, they are escorted by an attendant to their room. Godadhar and Kamalika
feel somewhat exhausted; they want to relax. The doorbell rings; a tall, handsome, neatly attired, well-
articulated young man, in his mid-to-late twenties, enters with a welcoming smile.

“Sir, my name is Gitaram Boshari, I’'m the manager responsible for food and your comforts. Welcome to
this hotel.”

“Thanks, Gitaram.” Godadhar responds.

Gitaram inquires about their immediate needs. But Godadhar asks him if there are interesting places
nearby to visit. The Palace of Maharaja of Patiala is quite near, only a few kilometers from here. And
then there is a temple, Kali Ka Tibba Temple, seated on the peak of a high hill. This temple is not to miss.
Not many people know about this temple; but it is surely a wonderful place to visit. Gitaram leaves
saying he will come back again in the evening for another round of his duty.

The Chail Palace

This Palace was built by the Maharaja of Patiala. It has excellent scenic beauty spread over a vast area of
approximately 75 acres. It is surrounded by magnificent deodar forests and has beautiful landscapes.
The Palace complex has elaborate furnishings, facilities for many kinds of sports and even a children’s
park. The rooms inside the Palace are very spacious, furnished with glamorous furniture that is
embellished with ornate designs. A significant part of the Palace has been converted into a heritage
hotel. There is an interesting story behind the construction of this Palace, which speaks of scandal and
royal ego. The Maharaja once had an argument with a British Lord because of his dalliance with a
daughter of a high official. This led to restrictions imposed on the Maharaja for entering the town of
Shimla. Because of this blow to his prestige, the Maharaja roared back like a wounded lion. He declared
he would build a Palace that will be a much better summer capital in all respects. This declaration

resulted in this Palace, The Chail Palace.

Palace garden
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Apart from its historical importance and mesmerizing natural beauty, there is not much else to justify
going such a long distance, about 45 Km from Shimla. Tourists should beware of monkeys that roam
freely all over. A couple of them became curious of Kamalika. Lelay has been watching over these two
impertinent miscreants and becomes concerned. He comes forward to help.

“These unyielding creatures aren’t scared of women,” he says with a derisive laughter aimed at the
monkeys. The two unyielding fellows finally yield and run away when Lelay approaches them with
resounding steps. He gives a stick to Kamalika to keep the monkeys away.

“A baton or stick of good length is enough to drive them away,” says Lelay and grins like a winner.
Kali Ka Tibba

This temple is only one and half kilometer from the Palace. A narrow winding road with big and small
pot-holes goes uphill to the peak where the temple is located. Extreme caution must be exercised to
negotiate sharp bends on this road, while still stumbling on pot-holes. The top of the hill is a large flat
plateau about 8000 ft. above the sea level. Standing atop the hill, Godadhar gets exhilarated with delight
and utters spontaneously,

“It's a spiritual ecstasy to be so high up on a hill top surrounded by majestic mountains looming
invitingly at a distance.”

“It’s so peaceful here with lovely views all around; it fills the mind,” says Kamalika in a buoyant spiritual
mood.

“The quietness and remoteness from the whole world awakens the philosopher in you. This elevated
solitude makes you forget the problems of life and feel totally free.”

“The philosopher? What about the poet?”
“He never sleeps. He listens motionless and still the silent song of nature.”

“It’s so thrilling to feel you're in the sky yet standing on the ground. You see the clouds hovering below
you, while the entire valley is caught in your sight.”

“Gitaram was absolutely right to say not to miss this sight. Kali Ka Tibba is indeed worth a visit, no
matter where you’re.”

There is a small modest temple at the center of the Plateau with the idol of Goddess Kali inside. A priest
seated in front of the deity welcomes the visitors. Such welcoming gesture by a priest is not common in
Hindu temples in the rest of India. This uncommon gesture is understandable here as very few visitors
come here, though it’s a wonderful place. The priest is a saintly person. He narrated the legend (a real
story according to him) behind this temple. The Maharaja wanted to build a Palace on this ground. His
many attempts to build failed; the construction broke down at each attempt. Then one night he got the
vision of Goddess Kali advising him that this place was meant for a temple. So the Maharaja decided to
build a temple instead and donated the land to his Guruji, Siddh Baba, for a temple of Kali Mata. The flat
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ground of the plateau is rectangular in shape and is walled all around like a castle. One amazing sight is
that of a lonely tree that is still standing since the time of original construction.

Lelay approaches; it is time to descend or driving will be difficult. The sun has just gone behind a
mountain peak and light is fading. The treacherous roads down the hill and those meandering under tall
deodar trees will soon be grasped by darkness. Lelay is not only an expert driver, he loves driving on hilly
roads. He is also intelligent enough to understand what Godadhar and Kamalika is talking about in a
language he supposedly doesn’t know.

“l know every bend and every pot-whole of these roads, Sir,” he says glancing back toward his
passengers. “It’s an exaggeration ha ha ha, | mean to say is, don’t worry, relax. You'll reach hotel in one
perfect piece, my guaranty Sir.” Uttering this, he laughs his heart out.

Getting back to the hotel, they look for the menu of the hotel restaurant and get busy with dinner time
pre-occupation. Gitaram shows up again as he said he would.

The lone tree on 8000 ft. high Kali Ka Tibba

“Good evening Sir, Madam,” he wishes. “I hope your day has been good.” Gitaram seems to be more
free and casual than his well-articulated gesture in the morning.

“Yes, it has been beyond our expectation,” says Godadhar. “We owe you heartfelt thanks, Gitaram. Kali
Ka Tibba is a heavenly place.”

“I knew you will love it,” Gitaram bursts out with laughter. He forgets his managerial professionalism
and sits down on a single chair saying, “May I?” Gitaram’s face turns into one of sheer innocence and
simplicity. He now looks and talks like a perfect Paharhi (belonging to mountains) boy, simple, honest
and totally unassuming.

Gitaram’s father is a well-off, local farmer; he owns a few fruit orchards and some businesses. His two
brothers, Deshraj and Giriraj, work with the father. Gitaram, after studying hotel management, is
working in this hotel despite his father’s stern objection that was overcome by pampered persuasion of
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his beloved grandmother. He is lovingly proud of her. She is 105 years old; her look and activities do not
stand as evidence of that golden age. She can still comfortably walk over 30 Km on these mountainous
terrains at a stretch; it is unbelievable.

“Are there more temples like Kali Ka Tibba here?” Godadhar asks.

“Sir, there’re many temples here in Himachal Pradesh, big and small.” Gitaram gets the right impetus to
talk about his land. He continues enthusiastically. “We call this land Devbhumi (land of gods). Its
antiquity goes as far beyond as the Mahabharata era. There’'re many statues of Mahabharata
characters, for instance Arjun, Bhim, Bhishma and others that are hidden inside the deep jungles. Sir,
this land needs to be explored; we don’t know much about our own land. As you must have realized
now, this land is buried under forests of huge deodar trees. If you agree to come with me, Sir, | can take
you to a few of them | know.” Gitaram’s gesture is credulous and obliging enough to make Godadhar
gleefully impressed.

“Devbhumi is the most appropriate name for this land that’s adorned with tall deodar trees. The name
Deodar is derived from Sanskrit Devadaru meaning ‘wood of the gods’. So there you go. By the way, do
you worship any god, Gitaram?”

“Yes, we’ve a house-god we call ‘Bodhdevta’. We also go to a temple called Baba Balaknath that was
founded by Guru Shambhu Bharati.”

“Do you have a statue of ‘Bodhdevta’,” Godadhar shows interest.
“No, not really. It’s a piece of some special kind of stone, polished into an oval shape.”
“I guess, it's Narayan Shila, representation of Vishnu.”

“Oh my God! | totally forgot. I'm here to help you, Sir, with the food menu for your dinner and other
needs, if any. There’re some items that don’t show up in the menu of the rooms. If you give me your
choices, I'll see that they be ready when you arrive in the restaurant.”

Gitaram takes the order and disappears saying, “I'll see you again tomorrow and talk more about
Himachal Pradesh. Good night.”

To be continued
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Cappadocia — a land of fantasy*

(A short summary in Bengali follows)
Dr. Jharna Chatterjee

It is a land of fantasy, a land that seems to belong to fairy tales. Yet, it is real, even today. | am
writing about Cappadocia, in mid-Turkey. In ancient times three volcanoes named Erciyes,
Mount Hasan, and Moutn Melendiz spewed lava, rock and ash to create a landscape not easily
found anywhere else in the world. The white Mount Erciyes can still be seen from the airport of
Kayseri. The softer ash created a porous, light coloured rock called tufa, accompanying the
volcanic lava that turned into harder rocks of various colour and shades. With millions of years of
erosion from rain, snow, wind and earthquakes sprang thousands of cones, pillars and other
strange shaped structures that covered a large area of hills and valleys. The softer tufa eroded
more easily and quickly, leaving behind the mushroom tops of harder and darker rocks. Some of
these cone-shaped rocks are also called fairy chimneys.

Caves formed and became shelters for humans running away from religious persecution. The
early Christians flocked to this area and created hidden underground cities called "Goreme"
(hiding place or cannot see) and Kaymakli — now UN heritage sites. Like rabbit-warrens or
honeycombs, the network of caves and tunnels were dug in the already existing caves with
rudimentary tools, and utilized for sleeping, cooking, eating, storage, animal stables and most
importantly, for worship. These courageous monks and nuns built their own monasteries and
nunneries, and carved their own domed, arched and pillared churches inside the caves. They
painted with natural herbal dyes the images of Christ's life — from the last supper to Crucifixion, of
Virgin Mary, and of St. George fighting a dragon. These frescoes are unbelievably beautiful and
document the devotion and perseverance of these fugitives.

below left: a restaurant on top of caves

Left Landscape r|ght mushroom rocks
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B B s

ings nestle in the rock, providing accommodation to residents who use

Cave-churches can be seen above at a higher level where visitors are entering into two small
doors, and in other caves next to that. Below left, caves and modern dwelling combined in a part
of our hotel — no elevators — our room was on the third or fourth level...difficult to tell!

Below right, the cobblestoned road slopes down from the level of the cave-churches.
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UNDERGROUND TOWNS, ONE OF THE MOST INTERESTING ASSETS AMONG THE
COLTURAL HERITAGE OF THE REGION, ARE CARVED OUT OF THE RELATIVELY SOFT

TUFA. THE MAIN REASON OF EXISTENCE FOR THESE TOWNS WAS TO PROVIDE REFUGE
'DURING THE RECURRING THREAT BY THE INVADING ARMIES. THESE UNDERGROUND
TOWNS ARE EASILY ACCESSIBLE FROM THE CORRESPONDING TOWNS ABOVE.
THERE ARE LIVING QUARTERS, GRANNARIES, STABLES, WINE CELLARS, SHRINES, ALL
CLUSTERED AROUND THE VENTILATION SHAFTS, AND WELLS TO MAKE LIFE EASIER

'LOCATED LARGE ROUND STONE SLABS STANDING UPRIGHT IN SPECIAL CAVITIES IN THE
~ WAILS COULD BE ROLLED TO BLOCK THE PASSAGE.

“THE TOWNR WAS OPENED TO VISITORS IN 1964

Left: entrance to one of the churches in Goreme; right: a cave house — no elevator!

There is an area hamed "Pigeon Valley" nearby where small holes have been drilled into rocks to
let the hundreds of pigeons fly in, lay eggs and roost. The pigeon-excretions are utilized as
fertilizers for grapevines, abundantly grown in this area. The underground connections stretch all
the way from the hidden cities to the Pigeon Valley.
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Depending on their shapes and locations, some of the rock structures have names such as the
central castle, a camel, fingers, kissing ducks and Uchisar (tip top castle). From outside, many of
them were completely hidden with ventilation openings on the top or by very small vents on the
sides.

rkish Natural Viagra
rkischen Natur Viagra
iagra natural turco

dew

Found this vendor in Cappadocia selling a variéty of nuts and he %ruits utilizing imaginative
advertisement; right: a decorative figurine in our hotel seems to be a fertility idol.

=

il

Another spot of tourist attraction in Cappadocia, had to climb a steep slope to stand there
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A hotel with caves, adjacent to our hotel

With the changes in cultural and political history, there came a time when the Christians did not
have to hide in caves any longer, but these dwellings were still used by people. In recent years,
with the growing touristic interest of the wider world, Cappadocians have converted to or built
upon many caves hotels and restaurants. The major roads in Cappadocia are paved, smooth and
wide. However, inside the older areas, the sloping and winding narrow streets are cobble-stoned,
rough and uneven, and the Cappadocians choose to keep it that way to retain the old-world
charm. All | can say is it is worth keeping for ever, for all who love history, culture and geology. |
was happy to be able to see this most interesting place in October 2013.
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A Letter to friends and children on Full Eclipse of Harvest Super Moon

Nirmal K. Sinha

(Dear friends and children)

Solar and lunar eclipses are common phenomena. Typically lunar eclipse occurs two or three times a
year. As a child born in a small ‘mahokuma town’ of Naogaon in North Bengal of India (now district town
of Naogaon Zila in Bangladesh), | had to go through many rituals associated with such events. To give
you a bearing, | should tell you that our railway station, Shantahar Junction was a major stop for the
Darjeeling Mail that used to run between Shiliguri and Kolakata. During a solar or lunar eclipse we were
not supposed to drink, eat or even go to the toilet. | still remember how difficult it used to deny nature’s
calls especially when we were prohibited to answer them. Following the eclipses, we used to sanctify
ourselves from the eclipse induced ‘pollution’ (ashowch!) by dipping in the river beside our house. Often
that used to happen at nights. We were told that all the rivers and ponds become equivalent to the
sacred river Ganga during the eclipses.

We never had to go far for the post-eclipse purification ceremony because we used to take our daily bath
in the north-south flowing river, Little Yamuna, on the east side of our house. This river should not be
confused with Yamuna (part of Brahmaputra River) now within Bangladesh or the Yamuna beside
Delhi/Agra. A few years ago | checked the Google Earth Map to confirm what my father (Baba) taught
me about the details of this river. Downstream it flows into Atrai River before joining the Padma (Ganga).
Baba was my teacher until | was sent to school in Class lll. But, he could never provide me with
satisfactory reasons for going to such extents about the ecliptic rituals. Once | asked him why our dog,
“Hunter” (being a Dalmatian had to have English name), could pee and poop during eclipses with no
visible effects? How come we don'’t store our eclipse-exposed river water as Ganga-water for daily puja
ceremonies instead of using Ganga-water brought from Rajshahi City beside Padma? | always used to
question him on Hindu rituals. Often, he couldn’t win my arguments; | used to feel that. Lovingly he
awarded me with the title, “Tarka Chanchu”. | used to feel proud of this title; it was not ‘tarka bagish’
(argumentative) a rather derogatory adjective. Baba used to stimulate my thoughts too by counter
arguments. He used to raise many questions in my mind. Once he raised the question in my mind, “Why
the sun and the moon appear to be equal in size?” This he did after pointing out the rising sun one
morning, across the river and the rice fields on the other side, and the rising full moon, at about the same
spot, that very evening. This was about the time when he taught and explained the Sanskrit verse of the
“Surya Pranam” (greeting the Sun). He narrated the importance of solar radiation for the living world and
emphasising the reasons for worshiping the sun. These interactions stopped suddenly when | was
moved to live with my bilat-firot (returned from England) ‘Pishima’ (paternal aunt) in New Delhi. She
introduced me to the world at large. | was about eight years old then. The eclipse-rituals became distant
memories. In fact, eclipses became unimportant in my life until | started to study physics in Class IX. |
started to understand the celestial phenomena of eclipses of the sun and the moon, the elliptical paths of
the earth and the moon, and eventually the ‘supermoon’. Blood Moon never entered my dictionary until
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very recently. But | never had the opportunity to witness the rarely seen full lunar eclipse of a supermoon
illustrated in Figure 1.

Figure 1. HARVEST or BHADRI
Purnima (Ashmini) moon, closest to
Equinox (equal night and day of 23
September), subjected to full eclipse on
Sunday, 27 September 2015. Telephotos
were taken by Nirmal K. Sinha in
Orleans, Ottawa, Canada. Time of
photographs is given in Eastern Daylight
Time (EDT); add 4.0 h for Coordinated
Universal Time (UTC)

8:40 PM (EDT)

9:01 PM (EDT) 9:15 PM (EDT) 9:30 PM (EDT)

9:45 PM (EDT) 9:55 PM (EDT) 10:05 PM (EDT)

On Sunday, 27th September in Ottawa, we were very lucky to witness (Figure 1) Full Moon Eclipse of
Super Moon (closest to Earth), a rare event. The last such event happened in 1982 and the next one will
take place in 1933. For us it occurred shortly after moon-rise and very conveniently after dinner. Thereby
eating or drinking during the eclipse was not any issues even for an orthodox Hindu! (I am excluding the
toilet businesses). It was very calm and the eastern sky was absolutely clear. Strangely, mosquitos (as
Ottawans know) were not busy sampling blood from our faces (they don’t drink during eclipse!!). |
installed my camera on a tripod, and my wife and | sat on chairs on our driveway facing directly towards
the rising moon. There are no street lights in our court. Slowly our eyes got fully adapted to dark-vision
and our visual spectral sensitivity shifted from green towards red. This allowed us to see the entire moon
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during the full eclipse. At this stage, the colour of the moon turned to orange/brown. It was fantastic to
see this state of the moon, called Blood Moon. No, it was not Bloody!

In many ways, we were very lucky in Ottawa (and Montreal too) for clear sky. This full eclipse of the
Harvest Moon was not visible in Asia and Australia. For Eastern and Central Europe, it was only partial
and for the Western Europe, it occurred during the moon-set or morning, neither a convenient time nor
appropriate for observations due to lighter sky conditions. Many areas along the eastern parts of North
America, heavy and widespread cloud-covers obstructed the views. Torontonians did not see anything
because of the cloud-cover which eventually moved up north and covered our views also.  Fortunately
that happened long after the umbra (earth’s darkest shadow) grabbed the entire moon. However, this
prevented me from recording the passage of the Super Moon through its full recovery. That cloud-cover
stayed for the next two-three days with only bits of rain. As for the central part of North America, the cut-
off longitude for full eclipse was through Alberta in Canada. It was only partial eclipse in the west, such as
the province of British Columbia and the states of Washington and California. Anyway, you will have the
next opportunity to witness this alignment of the sun, the earth and the Harvest Moon in 2033.

Sadly, my telephoto lens was not powerful enough to capture the Blood Moon under such low-
illumination, even though | boosted the ISO number significantly. Moreover, | had to crop the images
significantly and thus | lost the resolutions too. You may notice in the first photograph in Figure 1 (Full
moon at 8:40 PM) that | applied image enhancement to bring out some details of the lunar surface. |
refrained from doing this enhancement for other images because of the loss of boundary details of the
umbral shadow. Nonetheless, the moon during the period of full eclipse was not bright at all, as you may
judge from the 10:05 PM (EDT) photograph in Figure 1, contrary to electronically enhanced pictures of
Blood Moon uploaded in the internet, thus giving falls impressions to uninitiated readers. Our direct visual
observations of the orange-brown moon, however, confirmed the immense power of our ‘eyes’ and brain
(image processor) as one of the best passive remote sensing systems.

A number of simple, but critical observations can be made from the images in Figure 1. Notable are the
movement of the earth’s dark shadow (called Umbra) on the moon from left to right on a slope. You may
see that the shadow did not move horizontally, but in a curved path dipping down on the right as the
eclipse progressed. Please also note the size of the shadow with respect to that of the moon. Look
carefully at the images of 9:45PM and 9:55PM. You will see that the shadow is significantly bigger than
the moon. In fact, if you want, you can follow the circumference (outer ring) of the umbral shadows in
these pictures and draw the umbral circle and roughly estimate its diameter. The diameter of the moon
can be determined easily from the 9:01PM image. Immediately you will realize that the diameter of the
umbra is slightly more than twice the diameter of the moon. Keep in mind that this is for the Harvest
Moon of this year.

Solar radiation produces two types of shadows, called umbra and penumbra, behind the earth.
Penumbra is significantly lighter than umbra. The relative diameters of these two shadows vary according
to the distance from the earth. Eclipse occurs when the moon, orbiting the earth along elliptical paths,
passes through the umbra. The elliptical path is not fixed and changes with time. The minimum distance
from earth, called Perigee (say P), vary between 370,400km and 356,400km (average, P,, of about
362,600km). The maximum distance of the moon from earth, called Apogee (say A), vary between
406,700km and 404,000km (average, A, of about 405,400km). The ratio, A,/ P, is about 1.12. This
indicates that the moon at Perigee should appear, on average, about 12% bigger than that at Apogee.
That's why the full moon occurring at Perigee is called ‘Super Moon’. | have tried to depict the optics
(albeit not to scale) for a ‘general’ lunar eclipse in Figure 2a, when the centres of the sun, the earth and
the moon are aligned approximately along a straight line.
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Figure 2. lllustration of umbra and penumbra of earth’s shadow (a) and comparative size, given in
subtended angle, of the Umbra, Penumbra and the Harvest Super Moon of 27 September, 2015 (b).
Note the approximate path of the moon during the eclipse.

The passage of the Harvest Super Moon, especially for the eclipse of 27 September 2015, is illustrated in
Figure 2b. Here | tried to show the diameters of the moon, umbra and the penumbra as close as possible
to their relative sizes. Based on the information provided by NASA, the subtended angle (or angular
diameter) of this moon, D,, , was 0.675°. The corresponding subtended angle of the umbra, D, , at the
location of the moon, was 1.541°. This means D, / D,, was 2.28 as | have illustrated graphically in Figure
2b. This is very close to what can be estimated from the pictures of Fig.1, as | pointed out earlier. By the
way, the subtended angle of the penumbra, D,, , was 2.605° giving a ratio of D,, / D, of 3.859. The
penumbra is not really noticeable.

While drawing the Figure 2b, my childhood memories came back. This has to do with a “desi” (country)
cow as my first geometry teacher. We used to have two cows in Naogaon. One was ‘Tepi’ and the other
one was ‘Saraswati’. We had a jukto poribar (joint family) of two brothers consisting of my father and his
younger brother. My uncle (Kaka) had anglicised tastes and in fact got Hunter as pup from a Sahib
(Anglo-Indian). He simplified Saraswati name to ‘Sara’. While Tepi was short and stubby reddish-brown
coloured generic Bangla cow, Sara was white, slim and tall being partly Haryana (cows of the Haryana
and Punjab states of India). Both the cows used to be tied up separately for grazing in the field between
our house and the river, the flood-plane. They had distinct eating styles. Sara used to be tied up on
shorter leash because she systematically used to mow the area inside her circle, like the moon inside the
umbra in Fig. 2b.  Tepi’s leash used to be longer and she always used stretch the leash to its maximum
length and chop up the grass at the end making clear-cut rings like the circumference of the penumbra.

| was kind of a loner and had only one very close friend, “Nitu”. But, he used to attend a school whereas |
was subjected to home school. For me, not going to any schools until Class Ill provided many
opportunities to be with the nature until Nitu would come back home. Since Sara never liked me, | used
spend a lot of time with Tepi who was like a mother, even to the extent of allowing me to suck her milk. In
her own way, she taught me how to make a Britta (circle) with a khunti (peg), a string and a stick. Since
she could make concentric circles when | lengthened or shortened her lead (rope), she taught me that for
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a fixed subtended angle (well, | did not know these names), the length of the arc increased significantly
for a given increase in the length of the lead. This gave me the first clue as to why the moon and the sun
could appear to be similar in size even though the sun was much bigger than the moon. | confidentially
told Nitu about this natural wonder. He, in turn, exposed my secrecy to others. Soon the older boys in
the area started to tease me, “goru nimur guru! goru nimur guru!!” (Garu means cow, Nimu was my nick
name, Guru means teacher).

Now seriously, while attending the higher secondary school in Delhi, | learnt that the average diameter of
the moon, Dy, is 3,480km, whereas the average diameter, Dsg, is 1,392,000km. Thus the sun is 400 (= Dg
/ Dy) times bigger than the moon. On the other hand, the average distance (centre to centre) of the sun
from the earth, ds , is 149,600,00km whereas the corresponding average distance of the moon from the
earth, dy , is 384,000km. The ratio, ds / dy is 389.58, which is very close to the ratio of Dg and Dy. Thus
both the sun and the moon must have similar subtended angles. The average subtended angles of the
sun and the moon for an observer on earth’s surface is around 0.54° and 0.52° respectively. These are
indeed similar - after all the distances and the angles vary with time due to complex elliptical paths taken
by the earth around the sun and the moon around the earth. Note that the subtended angle for the Super
Moon in Fig. 2b was 0.675° which is significantly larger than the corresponding average value. Because
of identical subtended angles, moon covers the sun almost fully during full solar eclipse when it comes
between the earth and the sun. Only a ring of fire around the sun is seen and this allows scientists to
explore the molten solar materials and gases thrown up into the solar atmosphere.

FULL MOON

REFRACTED, RED-RICH
SUNLIGHT

UMBRA

REFRACTED, RED-RICH fjﬁfﬁﬁm

SUNLIGHT
FULL ECLIPSE
ORANGE-BROWN COLOUR

Figure 3. Sketch of direct, refracted and blocked rays of sunlight during the eclipse (dimensions are not
drawn to scale)

Although we witnessed the faint colour of the Super Moon during the full eclipse, but could not
photographically record it, | thought of giving a simple explanation of the optical phenomena that leads to
this colour. This is illustrated in Figure 3.

Direct sunlight, as | said earlier, produces the dark shadow of umbra in the plane of the moon during an
eclipse. While most of the light is blocked by the earth, a small beam of sunlight is refracted and bent by
the atmosphere as shown in Fig. 3. Since the density of the air decreases with the increase in height
from the surface, the degree of refraction (or bending) is gradual. | used the term, “frustrated refraction”
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for a similar phenomenon that occurs in thermally tempered glass plates used in cars, windows and
claddings for glass towers. Anyway, the brightness of the refracted beam inside the umbra decreases
gradually and reaches a minimum at the centre. Since atmosphere also scatters the light depending on
wavelength, the colour of the refracted beam is different from the direct sunlight. Blue is scattered more
than the red (that’s why the sky is blue) and the refracted beam becomes richer in orange/red. All these
complex optical phenomena lead to the Blood Moon with relatively lighter and whiter edges than the
central areas.

Wasn't Tepi an excellent guru for me, eh?
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Demise of Shiva

Subhash C. Biswas

Under the overcast sky, twilight turns dim,

Yet the day of April has a charming glow.

Flowery flakes of snow pour like a gentle shower
Accompanied by a few drops of rain now and then

And a fewer grains of ice, wetting the streets of Toronto.

My imagination has been flirting with flakes of snow
When | notice someone limping along Lansdowne road.
Unmindful of the world around him,

An old man wrapped in rags walks in careless pace.

His bushy cluster of uncared hair, moustache and beard
Covered with a glamorous layer of April snow,
Gorgeously moves like a ball of fluffy white cloud

Against a gloomy grey sky.

The limping old man has Shiva’s locks glowing white
Coming down from the peak of mount Kailash.

In slow pace and carefree steps he limps along,
Indifferent of what surrounds him.

He doesn’t fit in our world, he’s Shiva
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With sharp eyes but looking blank.

A pretty lady in her beautiful outfits

Keeps on snaring at Shiva with indignation.

“Another homeless haggard,” says she

While boarding the tram car she’s been waiting for.
Rows of empty chairs can be seen inside

As colourful as they can be;

But that colour of emptiness is no invitation for Shiva.

He doesn’t fit in our world.

April shower holds no charm for him,

Disgrace or rejection meant nothing.

No scene catches his sight; no sound enters his ears.
The chilly wind has carried away his dreams

Into the distant seas, into the mirage of desert sands.
His heart evaporates through his mouth

Emitting smokes of a vanishing mind.

Unmindful he crosses the road that comes his way;

Limping old Shiva knows no bound.

A luxury limousine brakes with a violent noise;
Careless Shiva remains careless forever.
Wrapped in rags Shiva limps no more.

Red lights flicker and the world stops for a while,

Before it moves again back on its course.
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The spring is gracious with gently showering flakes;
The tulips have raised their heads here and there
Through beds of snow,

And the daffodils are next to follow.

The world moves along as it always does,

But no one misses limping old Shiva

As if he never was or never will be.
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Note: Religious bigotry and superiority complex of one’s own faith is a curse that has caused numerous conflicts and
cruelty throughout human history.

This is an allegorical lyrical composition and upholds the concept of equality of all religions and that each religion is a
different path but at the end all paths lead to the same destination.

Ram, Joseph, and Rahim represent a Hindu devotee, a Christian and a Muslim devotee respectively. There are six
locks (representing six sinful attributes or ﬂ'\‘.?ﬁ"i) These act as enemies and they need to be conquered to gain
access to the house of God and experience salvation. These six sinful attributes are, according some religious texts, -
PN (illicit passion), (ZFI&(anger), S (greed), (X, (infatuation), % (vanity),and R33N (jealousy). But the owner of
each of the six keys which open the six locks boasts that he is only one who has got the key to the house of God. But
everyone is unaware that these keys are all the same representing E@(devotion and dedication)— says Guru.
According to this author this Guru is Sri Ramakrishna Paramahansa who was at pains in propagating the idea of
“Sarbadharma Samonnoy”, equality of all religious faiths.
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Yin Yang
Oishee Ghosh, Age 14 years

i

"Yancey Yelnats, from Newshore, Drachedge is suspected of stealing valuable electronics from a
local shop. Please notify your local authorities if you see a man in his early twenties, with brown
hair in a 'curtained' haircut. He has brown eyes, a medium build, is 5 feet 8 inches tall, and is
identifiable by a straight left eyebrow and an arched right eyebrow," the TV reporter blared on
just until Yancey grabbed the remote and switched the television set off.

They were speaking about his fifth robbery on the news. It was Friday, October 24th. In a week
Yancey would attempt his sixth robbery, at a house on Halloween.

When Yancey thought about robberies, it brought him back to his childhood. Oh, how innocent
he had been, so oblivious to everything around him. He flashed back to that one day in

kindergarten, where his now-enemy, then-best friend Detective Veronica Stewart picked up the
pencil he had dropped. Yancey then thought to the day when he learned robbery was his calling.

"Thank you, Veronica," Yancey Yelnats thanked the fellow student in his kindergarten class who
handed him his pencil, which had fallen to the floor. Yancey loved writing, drawing, expressing
himself. He knew the power of the pen was greater than that of the sword. At the age of four.

He was everyone's best friend. A loyal one, too. Treated each and every person with respect.

Fast-Forward to grade 5, where Yancey was on every single team, every single club, straight A's
in school. He was perfect, and he didn't like it one bit. All his life, he felt forced towards helping
others-but so what? Yancey had always felt a grit, a sort of edge towards things, and for an
unknown reason felt good doing something bad.

There were times when Yancey felt a twinge of naughtiness, a desire to do something bad.
However, he always dismissed the thought just as fast as it came to him.

One day at school in the eighth grade Kevin, the school bully came up to Yancey and taunted,
"Hey Yancey, | bet you're such a wimp you can't even steal weak little Eugene's glasses. Come
on, I'll pay you five bucks,™" he finished with a sneer. Though Yancey was reluctant, he let all that
rage that wanted to impress Kevin control him into accepting the obnoxious bully's challenge.
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"I'll do it, Kevin," Yancey replied in a defiant tone.

That was it. He ended up stealing the glasses during gym class. Broke them in two for good
measure. Kevin accepted Yancey into his crew for a day.

Yancey reminisced on the memory as he planned his Halloween robbery.

Halloween was ideal- no security, some of the richer, or busier families simply put out the candy
for trick-or-treaters to help themselves.

Yancey needed to carefully walk through his plan. Firstly, he knew a disguise was absolutely
necessary. After doing his research, Yancey concluded that he would dress as a vampire. It was
the most common Halloween costume. He could also wear a mask, gloves, and a cape to conceal
his identity as much as possible.

Next, where would he commit the robbery? Definitely one of the richer neighbourhoods-they had
the most valuables.

He decided on 111 Shore Road. It was a large, stately mansion with a majestic design and a
beautiful garden. Yancey could tell there were a ton of valuables inside.

Yancey also knew the couple that lived there, Sandra and Jason. He had gone to school with
them. Though they were a handful of years older than him, Yancey used to be good friends with
the couple.

The final step in Yancey's plan was to dispose of the costume once he had committed the
robbery. He decided to mail it off to an unknown address, and keep a different costume should
the authorities question him.

Throughout the week, Yancey carefully put together bits and pieces of his plan. Purchased the
costume, found a new mailing address...

At last, it was Friday October 31st. Halloween. At precisely 7 pm Yancey left his apartment. He
stopped by some houses on Shore road, trick or treating-until at last Yancey arrived at 111 Shore
road. The house was nicely decorated, with various store-bought decorations all over the yard
and the house. There was a sign on the yard marked 'Enter and Help Yourself’. He knocked on
the door. No one replied. Yancey turned the doorknob.

Climax

And he was in. Consumed with curiosity, Yancey barely heard the door lock shut behind him. It
was eerily silent. What would have otherwise been a cheery, bright house was almost pitch
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black, with nothing but remaining sunlight peeking through the blinds casting shadows
resembling frightening ghosts.

The ancient wood floors creaked as Yancey carefully moved step-by-step attempting to find the
most valuables he possibly could.

All of a sudden, he heard an excited scream coming from downstairs. The lights flashed on for a
split second.

Yancey froze, heart thudding against his chest. He considered his options; either to exit the house
or continue on. He decided to find something to steal. After all, he had to pay his bills somehow.

Precisely sixty seconds passed as Yancey paced up the stairs, heart racing and found himself on
the second floor. He found himself in a large hallway, with thick carpet lining the floors. A tiny
light flickered at the end of the hallway. Glad that the carpet muffled sound, Yancey ran across
and found himself in front of a door marked ‘do not enter’. It was slightly ajar. Could this be
where the scream had originated from?

The young robber wandered in and descended a series of slippery marble steps. At last, he found
himself in a brightly lit room, filled with ancient books. It had the musty smell of library and the
industrial lighting of a warehouse. Yancey stealthily poked around, and found that the books told
of famous robberies around the world, speaking highly of only the greatest robbers. All of a
sudden, Yancey flashed back to a myth he had heard when he was younger, speaking of a secret
association of robbers around the world-who robbed for good. A ‘Robin Hood’ of sorts.

Suddenly, a young, fit man slid down a zipline, screaming “Whoooooop!!!”. As he reached the
end he calmly disembarked and walked around the room, humming to himself. Minutes passed
until he noticed Yancey, and said, “Oh hey there! We were expecting you.” The man, though
young had a kindly, knowing smile that could have easily belonged to someone a thousand years
old. All of a sudden, Yancey realized it was Jason, whom he had gone to school with so many
years ago.

They both quickly explained their stories to each other, Jason mentioning how he belonged to a
secret organization of robbers who stole for good. All of a sudden, everything fit into place. The
scream he had heard when entering, it was Jason trying out zip lining for the first time. The
whole setup of the mansion was nothing but a test of his abilities. Really, it was ingenious. When
Jason spoke the words “We are recruiting. Would you be interested in being our youngest
member?”

Yancey broke out into an enormous smile. He shook his old schoolmate’s hand. “Yes, of
course”, he replied.
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My quiet place...

Reeto Ghosh, Grade 6

When | think about it, | really don’t know where my quiet place is. | do know that when | get the
chance to go on an adventure, it would be in the forest. | would rest on a moss covered log listening to
the birds flap their wings and watch squirrels climb up trees. | would build my own fort out of the fallen
logs and hide from blood-thirsty mosquitoes. There could be anything in the forest. | would find shallow
waters and swim in there pretending to be a deep sea diver watching fish swim. But if it is not the summer
and was fall ...

| would be at home gathering up all the dry leaves and build a leaf pile and jump into it. | would
camouflage myself at school hoping to hide in manhunt or | would play foursquare with my friends at
school or | would watch the trees changing colors on the way home through the bus window. Maybe my
class could go to prepare the haunted library quietly to scare the younger grades. The haunted library is
something our school allows the grade 6 to prepare for Halloween. But if it was winter...

| would build a snow fort with my friends at school or | would be in my backyard where | would
build an igloo pretending to live in the icy “arctic” as an adventurer or | would hide in the great white snow
banks or | might even just build a regular old snowman. When | feel cold | would go inside home and
make a warm hot chocolate. But if it was spring and not winter...

My quiet place would be outside where | would bike around in my thin jacket or | would try to use
my “skateboard,” a gift | got from my uncle. While at home, | would watch TV and just play Minecraft and
build virtual cities with buildings and in-game characters, so | can quietly go on adventure at new
places when | don't have the chance in real life. Minecraft is something | would play year round.

What is your Quiet Place?
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Two further additions to the English Dictionary :

1. Rahul (raa-hool) - Adjective.

Meaning : A person or a creature totally devoid of perception as to what he is, what he is supposed to do ar why he is doing whatever he is doing.
Usage in sentence:

"Please re-transfer this new chap you have posted in my department last week; he is a Rahul."

"Mr. Swami's son appeared to be a good match for my daughter, but she dropped him like a hot potato when she found him to be a Rahul."

2.Barack (bah-rahk) - Noun, Verb

Meaning : An act of speaking, deliberating, discussing, elaborating and

orating on a subject to such a boring and exasperating extent that

everybody (including the speaker) forgets what the topic was, what is to be

done, why it is to be done, when is it to be done and who is going to do it.

Usage :

"After the month-long barack, the Parliament decided to drop the Bill."

"After an hour of baracking by the President, the victims bitterly regretted that they were among the survivors."
"He baracked the hell out of the audience."

Banta Singh \ Santa Singh Jokes

Banta Singh and Santa Singh were going to Disneyland. They were driving on the Interstate when they saw the sign that said Disneyland LEFT. They
started crying and turned around and went home.

Banta Singh and Santa Singh were living in Oklahoma. They were sitting on a bench talking, and Banta says to Santa, 'Which do you think is farther
away... Florida or the moon?'
The Santa Singh turns around and says 'Helloooooo, can you see Florida ?'

Santa Singh pushes his BMW into a gas station. He tells the mechanic it died. After the mechanic works on it for a few minutes, it is idling smoothly.
Santa says, 'What's the story?"
He replies, 'Just crap in the carburetor’
To which Santa Singh asks, 'How often do | have to do that?"

A police officer stops Banta Singh for speeding and asks him very nicely if he could see his license.
Banta replied in a huff,
'l wish you guys would get your act together.
Just yesterday you take my license away, and now today you expect me to show it to you?"

Santa Singh goes into the doctor's office and said that his body hurt wherever he touched it.
'Impossible!" says the doctor. 'Show me.'
The Santa took his finger, pushed on his left shoulder and screamed, then he pushed his elbow and screamed even more. He pushed his knee and
screamed; likewise Santa pushed his ankle and screamed. Everywhere he touched made him scream.
The doctor said, 'You're not really Banta Singh, are you?
'Well, no' he said, 'I'm actually Santa Singh.'
‘I thought so,' the doctor said, 'Your finger is broken.’

A girl was visiting her blonde friend, who had acquired two new dogs, and asked her what their names were.
The blonde responded by saying that one was named Rolex and one was named Timex.
Her friend said, 'Whoever heard of someone naming dogs like that?' ‘'Helllooooo. .., answered the blonde. 'They're watch dogs'

A blonde was playing Trivial Pursuit one night.
It was her turn. She rolled the dice and she landed on Science & Nature. Her question was, 'If you are in a vacuum and someone calls your name, can
you hear it?' She thought for a time and then asked, 'Is it on or off?"

In the swim-meet, after the blonde came in last competing in the breast-stroke, she complained to the judges that “all the other girls were using their
arms.”
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Two Paintings

Arun Shankar Roy
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Cleopatra ( Acrylic)
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Autumn dawns

Shila Biswas
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Medium: Water colour on paper
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Fireworke

Yogadhish Das
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Fireworks are a big part of Durga Puja in India. Here are a few photos from a local
fireworks festival to pay tribute to this time-honoured practice.
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The Picture collage

Tanima Majumdar
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The Sea collage

Tanima Majumdar
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Red Hibiscus

Nirmal Sinha
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Rakta Jaba (Progeny of a tree grown from a 1982-cutting sampled from an older hibiscus tree in New-Delhi Kalibari

(Photographed by Nirmal Sinha)
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