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Editorial   
 

 
 
Dear friends, 
 
Thanks to the sincere efforts of a few enthusiastic literature-lovers, our Lipika has been published 
once more this year. Travelogues have provided us with sights and stories from parts of the world we 
may not have personally seen; essays have explained the deepest facts of philosophy and religion; 
poems and light compositions have generated emotions and laughter; art-work and excellent 
photography have enriched Lipika's visual appeal. Even gustatory satisfaction has found its place. 
Last, but not the least, the cover page has been artistically created by another budding artist, Oishee.  
 
I have requested before more writers to contribute, and allow Lipika to showcase the talents of our 
community more adequately. Have yet to see a wider response.  This year, we have received very few 
submissions from our younger contributors – this is particularly disappointing. In future, perhaps 
caregivers and teachers would encourage our younger members to plan to write or draw for Lipika, 
utilizing their summer vacation, as well as set an inimitable example themselves. Undoubtedly, we are 
all busy with our day-to-day lives, but we also need some "tonic" to nourish our daily existence. 
Literature, music and art contain that nourishment – and the ever-green and young both benefit from 
it.  
 
Although Lipika is primarily intended to be a vehicle for expressing our thoughts in Bengali, we always 
include a few compositions in English as well, to make Lipika appeal to those in our community who 
may not be able to read or write Bengali. Still, I feel proud to know that we are trying to, and being 
somewhat successful in maintaining Bengali culture in our new home-country, in this distant part of the 
planet.  
 
Wishing you all a joyful Durga Puja celebration, 
 
Dr. Jharna Chatterjee 
Editor, Lipika            
 
 
¢fËu hå¥l¡, 
 
Bj¡−cl Bc−ll ¢m¢fL¡ HhR−lJ Na L−uL hR−ll ja l−P-l−p BLoÑZ£u q−u fËL¡¢na ®q¡−m¡z AÒf L−uLSe p¡¢qaÉ−fËj£l AcjÉ Evp¡q 
HC fËL¡ne¡l ®fR−ez A−eL…−m¡ ïjZL¡¢qe£ p¡l¡ fª¢bh£−L a¥−m d−l−R ®Q¡−Ml p¡j−ez L¢ha¡ S¡¢N−u−R epV¡m¢Su¡ h¡ AeÉ ®L¡e l−p¡fm¢ì z  
ljÉlQe¡ H−e−R q¡pÉlpz fËh−ål R−œ R−œ B−R cnÑe J d−jÑl hÉ¡MÉ¡ z R¢h J B−m¡L¢Qœ ¢m¢fL¡−L L−l a¥−m−R eue-®m¡ie£uz lpe¡l a«¢çJ 
Ef¡¢ra qu¢ez ph−Q−u Be¾c q−u−R Bj¡−cl ®k Bh¡lJ HL¢V ¢nö-¢nÒf£, In£ Hh¡lL¡l fËµRc Hy−L−Rz 
 
¢L¿º i¥m−a f¡¢l e¡ ®k BlJ p¤¾cl q−a f¡la HC f¢œL¡, k¢c BlJ A−eL ®mML-®m¢ML¡ Hhw ¢nÒf£l¡ - ¢h−noax ¢nö-¢L−n¡l-al¦−Zl¡ a¡y−cl 
pª¢ø ¢m¢fL¡l f¡WL-f¡¢WL¡l q¡−a a¥−m ¢c−aez ph¡C hÉÙ¹ - L¡S, AL¡S, ®mM¡-fs¡, BlJ AN¢Za L¡l−Zz ¢L¿º p¡¢qaÉ, L¡hÉ, pwN£a Bl ¢nÒf 
eC−m h¡yQh ¢L ¢e−u- je il¡h ¢L ¢c−u? Bh¡l a¡C Ae¤−l¡d Ll¢R, BN¡j£ hR−l ®R¡V-hs ph¡C−L Bl HLV¥ p¢œ²u q−a HC hÉ¡f¡−l, ¢m¢fL¡l 
SeÉ fËÙº¢a NË£Öj¡hL¡−nC öl¦ Ll−az 
 
¢m¢fL¡ fËd¡eax HL¢V h¡wm¡ f¢œL¡, ah¤J k¡yl¡ h¡wm¡ fs−a h¡ ¢mM−a f¡−le e¡, a¡y−cl L¡−RJ HC ¢m¢f ®f±y−R ®ch¡l SeÉ Bjl¡ A¿¹ax ¢LR¤ 
Cw−lS£ ®mM¡J H−a fËL¡n L¢lz ah¤, NhÑ Ae¤ih L¢l HC ®i−h ®k HC p¤c§l ¢h−c−nJ Bjl¡ Bj¡−cl j¡a«i¡o¡ J pwú«¢a−L A¿¹ax ¢LR¤V¡ d−l 
l¡M−a pgm q−u¢Rz 
 
ph¡C−L f§S¡l Be¾c fË¡Zi−l Ef−i¡N Ll¡l öiL¡je¡ S¡¢e−u ®no Ll¢Rz  
 
TZÑ¡ QÉ¡V¡SÑ£,  pÇf¡¢cL¡, ¢m¢fL¡ 
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®ch£f−rl ¢ce…¢m®ch£f−rl ¢ce…¢m®ch£f−rl ¢ce…¢m®ch£f−rl ¢ce…¢m    
Xx TZÑ¡ QÉ¡V¡SÑ£    

(HC L¢ha¡¢V HLV¥ AeÉl©−f 1985 Mªø¡−ë HL¢V q¡−a ®mM¡ f¢œL¡u fËL¡¢na q−u¢Rm) 
 

 
 

 
1982 ®a ®cn¡¿¹l£l fËbj c§NÑ¡f§S¡l R¢h1982 ®a ®cn¡¿¹l£l fËbj c§NÑ¡f§S¡l R¢h1982 ®a ®cn¡¿¹l£l fËbj c§NÑ¡f§S¡l R¢h1982 ®a ®cn¡¿¹l£l fËbj c§NÑ¡f§S¡l R¢h    

 
 
 

f’fËc£−fl f¡yQ¢V ¢nM¡ F−dÑ ®Q−u B−Rz 
d¤−fl Nå, d¤e¤Q£l ®d¡yu¡J Q−m−R Jf−l 

AS¡e¡ ®ch−m¡−L AnË¦a BqÄ¡−el BL¥ma¡ ¢e−uz 
LÉ¡e¡X¡l l¡Sd¡e£−a Bj¡−cl HC j¡a« f§S¡l pj¡−l¡−q 

f¤Öff¡−œ ®eC ¢nE¢m-ÙÛmfcÈ-®hmf¡a¡l B−u¡Se, 
Q¾âj¢ÒmL¡, N¡yc¡ Bl ¢LR¤ jlöj£ g¥m J f¡a¡ ¢e−u−R a¡l ÙÛ¡ez 

O£, Q¾ce, °e−hcÉ - EfQ¡−ll O−V¢e ®L¡e Ai¡hz 
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j™−fl h¡C−l Y¡L£ ®eC, B−R j™f p‹¡u, 
Bmfe¡l L¥”h£¢b−a, 

n¡c¡ pV¡C−l¡−g¡−jl AQm R¡u¡j§¢aÑ−az 
®Vf ®lLXÑ¡−l öe¢R Y¡−Ll h¡Se¡, 

¢hl©f¡−rl Ec¡š-¢hqÄm L−˜ ®ch£−Ù¹¡œ f¡W, 
Bl ®Q¡M−iS¡−e¡ BNje£l N¡ez 

 
 

je Q−m−R f¡¢s ¢c−u ®L¡eÚ c§l c§l¡¿¹−l 
®p¡e¡ ®l¡−cl ¢T¢m¢j¢m ®pË¡−a 

q¡ó¡ n¡c¡ ®ge¡l l¡¢n Q−m−R p−‰, 
¢L S¡¢e ®L¡eÚ ®Mu¡m£ jvpÉLeÉ¡l ja 

e£m p¡N−l N¡ H¢m−uz 
LmdÄ¢el p§−a¡u N¡yb¡ l¡Sqw−pl p¡¢l 
j¡m¡ c¤¢m−u Q−m−R hp−¿¹l A¢ip¡−l 
Bpæ n£−al a¥¢qe ØfnÑ ¢fR−e ®g−m 

nÉ¡jm eh£ea¡l ®M¡y−S z 
 

¢L¿º I hp¿¹−fËj£ qwphm¡L¡l ja 
Ljm¡-−p¡e¡m£-m¡m JL-®jf−ml he R¡¢s−u 
¢L−pl f¡−e R¤−V Q−m−R Bj¡l h¡Em je? 

®p A−ZÄoZ ¢eaÉea¥e hp−¿¹l ®a¡ eu, 
®p ®k ¢Qle§ae HL Aru f¤l¡a−elz 

 
Øjª¢al ®j±j¡¢Rl¡ …Z…Z N¡u, M¤y−S ®g−l 
A−eL¢c−el A−eL c§−ll ®g−m Bp¡ 
®i¡−ll ¢nE¢mam¡l ®iS¡ jpm−¾c 

n¡c¡ Bl S¡gl¡Z ¢h¢Qœ e„¡u jd¤l ¢h¾c¤z 
öLÓ¡ pçj£l ¢L−n¡l£ i£l¦ B−m¡u 

h¡ynhe Bl Lm−L N¡−Rl ®L¡−m ®L¡−m 
®S¡Re¡l S¡g¢l-L¡V¡ R¡u¡fbV¥L¥z 

®M¡y−S ea¥e a¡y−al n¡¢sl ¢pÀ‡ p¤h¡pj¡M¡ 
®p¡e¡l Q¥¢s−a, n¡yM¡l ¢l¢e¢T¢e−a 
jªc¤L−˜l fËZil¡−e¡ …”edÄ¢Z−a, 

f¢hœjd¤l ®pC Be¾cOe påÉ¡M¡¢e−L z 
 

®pC hoÑ¡l ES¡sL−l Y¡m¡ fË¡−Zl d¡l¡u 
¢cN¿¹¢hR¡−e¡ d¡−el ®ra, 

f§ZÑa¡l fËn¡¢¿¹−a ®e−j Bp¡ 
O¤j¿¹ ¢nöl ®Q¡−Ml f¡a¡l ja ¢e−V¡m, p¤¾cl; 

f−bl d¡−l e£Q¥ e¡m¡u ¢T¢m¢j¢m Sm 
®L¡b¡J-h¡ ®R¡– f¤L¥−l h¡ ®X¡h¡u 

n¡m¤L Bl f−cÈl L¥y¢s, 
Aøj£l ®i¡−l A”¢m−l fËa£r¡u 
®S¡sq¡−a c¡y¢s−u, ¢eØf¾c ¢eblz 
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Bj¡l på¡e ®pC A¢ja InÄkÑju 
n¡c¡-e£m-Øg¢VL Bl f−cÈl j¡m¡ Nm¡u 

®p¡e¡l j¤L¥V Bl ph¤S Ešl£u-N¡−u 
Be−¾cl ¢pwq¡p−e ¢Ql A¢i¢oš² 

E‹Åm, al¦Z, ¢n¢nl-¢pš² ®pC fËi¡a¢Vl SeÉz 
S¡¢e ®p Bl ®eC ®L¡b¡J- dl¡-®R¡yJu¡l p£j¡u 

pqpË−k¡Se Bl p¡apj¤âf¡−l 
Bj¡l °nnhüfÀil¡ 

®pC pçj£l påÉ¡, ®pC Aøj£l ®i¡lz 
 

ah¤ HC k−¿» ®n¡e¡ Y¡−Ll h¡Se¡u, 
d¤e¤¢Ql ®d¡yu¡u, d§f-Q¾c−el N−å 

Bl¢al ¢nM¡u Bl f¤Öf¡”¢ml j−¿» 
®L¡b¡u f¡¢s ¢c−u Q−m je, öLÓ¡ Q¡y−cl ®Mu¡u 

Abh¡ ®p¡e¡−l¡−cl Qa¥−cÑ¡m¡u 
®kM¡−e ¢nE¢m-ÙÛmLj−ml ®L¡jm f¡f¢s 
Bl ¢œeue ®hmf¡a¡l ¢QLZ-ph¤S l©f 

¢Ql-AÇm¡e, ¢Ql-haÑj¡ez 
 

®pM¡−e °e−h−cÉl BafQ¡−ml p¤h¡p, 
Bl j¡'l fl−Zl m¡mf¡s ea¥e n¡¢sl Nå 

¢j−m ¢j−n HL q−u ¢e¢hs jja¡u 
elj ®m−fl ja ¢O−l ®l−M−R 

Bj¡l ®pC hý c§−ll hý¢c−el ®g−m Bp¡ 
®ch£ f−rl Ll¦Z jd¤l ¢ce…¢m−Lzz 
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A Bridge to Afterlife 

Dr.Souendra K. Banerjee, Ottawa, Canada 

 

 

Judhisthir’s statement (in answer to “Dharma Raja’s question” Ref: Kashi Dashi Mahabharat, 1978 Edition 

by Dev Sahitya Kutir: P548) that strangely one is oblivious of his/her own eventual death, would induce us 

to ponder over the fact that “Time–Super” (Mahakal), like a huge unstoppable chariot, approaches 

steadily to crush us. This thought provokes fear though some poets and philosophers have romanticized 

Death. John Donne wrote “Death: do not be proud, from rest and sleep comes much pleasure. From 

Thee then must much more to flow”. Shelly wrote “How wonderful is Death. Death and its beloved sleep, 

both so strange and wonderful.” However nothing can beat Rabindranath. But before that let us discuss 

Socrates' oft-quoted reply to the question “how should we bury you?” “However you please if you can 

catch me and I do not get away from you. You think I am the one you will see me as a corpse, but after I 

drink the cup (of poison) I shall go away to the joys of the blessed.” The prison guard had visited Socrates 

the night before the execution to warn that he would be wise to succumb quietly to die. Otherwise he 

would need a second or even a third cup and that would be extremely painful. Socrates said “then 

prepare five cups as I will prolong the experience in-spite of the pain, to gain the ultimate knowledge." To 

Socrates and later Platonic school of thought (augmented by Aristotle), 'Logos' (or Sophia) (cf-Biology, 

philosophy) (like Hindu “Om”, “Aumkar”, “Shabda Brahma”, "Vak Devi” etc) as “word” is the Sound 

manifestation of the innermost reasoning faculty and is the controlling principle of the universe. 

Experiencing first hand this illumination is now within Socrates’ reach. The relationship between Death 

and Knowledge is powerfully displayed by a sculpture in the National Museum of Rome. There is a frail 

old dying man who is clearly aware of impending Death. An inscription below says: "Gnothi Seauton" 

(Know Thyself) which equates in the mind of the keen viewer “Memento Mori” (Beware of Death). Platonic 

logic sees the body as a frustration, a hindrance to knowledge/soul (cf. Prajnanam Brahma). The body 

must perish to understand the Soul first hand.  

Socrates had asked Plato to arrange for a social celebration “Cocrail” – a Greek festivity after funeral. 

Plato did and talked about the bliss of dying and became so ecstatic that he wanted to die. This reminds 

one of Tagore’s love song for Death. Some of the lines (paraphrased) are: “Oh. Death you are my love 

(cf. Shakespeare: A bridegroom in Death, I run into it as to a lover’s bed). Your kind bosom will bestow 

the nectar of immortality in the cloak of Death. You give me honey like bliss, as best friend you are my 

second self. I want your exclusive loving encounter.” Tagore becomes so intoxicated at the prospect of 

Death, he feels the sensations of a girl (Radha) visiting her lover secretly with the thrill of the prospective 

union. But then this is a death wish, the poet holds back: “Shame on you Radha, you are too eager and 

restless”. Tagore scolds himself as did Plato. We must not hurry, artificial Death may not contribute to 

knowledge/Logos. Power of reasoning will be the loser. 

Judhisthir (also Brhd.Aranyek UP #7 and #224) has been more realistic about Death by declaring: 

“Message around is that events like seasons are the shovels, days and nights are the fuel to the oven of 

the fireworks of Time – the Master Chef who barbeques the beings in this transient world.” [N.B.: Cooked 

and charred fish, meat and bones, even milk, when condensed and burned, release L-Glutamate, an 
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amino acid which is one of life’s compositions by proteolysis or slow death and rot of cells.  This adds to 

the aromatic deliciousness “Umami” in gourmet food.] Death did not strike Adam first (though he was the 

first sinner), nor Cain (the first hypocrite) but Abel the innocent, righteous and young. Nature is not fair. 

This is an unfortunate truth we must accept. Rousseau said if Socrates died a philosopher, Jesus died 

God. Jesus embraced Death, for the love of and desire to save humanity. He didn’t need to enhance 

knowledge/prajna – as ‘word ‘he was God incarnate, the reasoning principle.  He became the Sacrifice to 

himself for the sake of the humanity.  

How is death viewed in Hinduism? Strange quotes from two non-Hindu thinkers may shed some light. 

The first is from Saint Kabir (translated by Tagore): “The river and its waves are one surf. When the wave 

rises it is the water – when it falls it is the same water again.  So is Brahman in the creature and the 

creature in Brahman. The second is from Jalaluddin Rumi : ”I died a mineral and became a plant, I died a 

plant and became a man. When was I any less by dying? Yes, once more shall I die as a man to soar to 

Angelhood and Divinity.  My non-existence will proclaim my eternity.” In Hinduism the only Divinity 

Brahma* (literal meaning “Immensity”) is the source, sustenance and end of any being. Being eternal 

Brahma existed when the universe was not there. Most Hindu schools of thought believe in ‘sat karya 

vad’ (that is the doctrine of energy of existence) which states (like the principle of conservation of energy) 

that any thing is an effect of its previous states. Therefore every event /being must be traced back to the 

first cause Brahma. In other words all beings are but transformations of Brahma. The transformation (the 

terminology is “Parinam” in Samkhya) occurs in a way that the internality retains Brahma or Atman in the 

subtlest way and is covered by body, mind etc in case of human beings. Hinduism also states that the 

created beings must try to evolve back to Brahma by good work, proper knowledge, etc. It may not be 

possible to evolve fully in one life and therefore the created being will be reborn again and again. The 

state of being human is almost the highest and one must aspire to regain (Brahmatva / Divinity) by proper 

performance and spiritual knowledge. Rebirths take place through physical deaths. The innate 

Divinity/Atman never dies, is never born, it is eternal. Death is thus just a transitional lounge for onward 

journey to the better (or worse, depending on one’s performance in life) state, hopefully back to Divinity. 

Om Tat Sat 

* Editor's note: the term Brahma in this article refers to the One, Absolute, Infinite God of Indian 

philosophy, not Brahma the Creator of Indian religion. 
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Around the Baltic Sea 
Dr. Jharna Chatterjee 

 

  
 
On my way to Canada almost half-a-century ago, I had stopped in Paris for a week and was 
mesmerized by the beauty and cleanliness of the city. The entire city seemed to me like an art-
exhibit. My second stop was in London, which did not seem so "foreign" after Paris. Then over 
the years, I have seen other cities in Europe [and in other continents] - Lisbon, Prague, Vienna, 
Budapest, Madrid, Seville, Athens, Amsterdam, Rome, Florence and Venice among them, but 
somehow never thought about going to Northern Europe or Russia. An opportunity came rather 
unexpectedly when a friend asked me if I would be interested to accompany her on a cruise, and 
my wonder-lust and wander-lust responded immediately and enthusiastically.  In the following 
pages I will try to give a glimpse of some of my most enjoyable experiences during that trip, with 
short (to spare the patience of Lipika readers) historical notes to provide a meaningful context. I 
took hundreds of photos some of which I would like to share with Lipika readers...wish I could 
include more!  
 
We flew to Copenhagen from Ottawa and boarded the "Norwegian Sun" in late afternoon. It was 
a huge, very comfortable ship that could accommodate 2000 passengers and 1000 attentive and 
efficient crew members.  Our first stop the next morning was at Warnermunde, Germany – a 
small non-descript town with its old-world charm. We walked into the town and took a small, open 
toy-train to travel all around the town, checking out the last century dates carved on some 
buildings.   
 
The next stop was at Tallinn, Estonia. There are two major levels of this small town with old city-
walls still visible in many parts.  Tallin was ruled by Denmark in the early thirteenth century, and 
sold to the Teutonic knights in mid-fourteenth century. In 1561, it became a dominion of Sweden, 
then it was under the political influence of Russia for a while. Germany occupied Tallin (Estonian 
Republic), followed by Russia (again) in 1940, then by Nazi Germany, and once more by Russia. 
In August 1991, an independent Estonian state was re-established. With much of its old town, 
market place, town-hall and narrow cobblestoned streets still intact, Tallin was declared a UN 
Heritage site in 1997. 
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Russian Orthodox Church in Tallin 
 

  
Lower Tallin from the upper level (old wall in the middle); new building on ancient city-wall 
  
Our third stop was at St. Petersburg where we spent considerable time and relished the sights of 
this historical city, with all its restored grandeur. The nights were short, with sunset around 10 pm, 
and sunrise around 4 am. In St. Petersburg these short nights are called 'white nights' because it 
does not get very dark or stay dark during summer months. 
 
The history of St. Petersburg is nothing short of an interesting tale of palace intrigue, 
assassinations and fights for royal power. Although Peter (the Great) was his father's youngest 
son, he succeeded the throne in 1682 when his elder brother Alexis died of poor health. Another 
brother Ivan was retarded, but there were coups d'etat by various interested parties to make Ivan 
the Tsar. In 1689, the last coup failed and Peter became the emperor. He traveled extensively in 
Europe, returned to Moscow in 1698 and started making changes in the sites and culture of 
Russia. In 1703 he moved the capital from Moscow to a completely new city that was built at a 
considerable expense over nine years - St. Petersburg. 
 
There were a number of upheavals in St. Petersburg after Peter's death. Many of his reforms did 
not take effect until the reign of Catherine the Great who was married to Peter III whom she 
overthrew by a coup in 1762, and became the ruler of the vast Russian empire. Her husband was 
killed in an apparent "accident". Catherine, originally a German princess, had learned Russian 
and acquired a very good education. She was enthusiastic about arts and culture, and founded 
the Heritage Museum, academies, journals and libraries. Even today, tourists visit the gorgeous 
Hermitage Museum to admire her collection of paintings and other magnificent works of art – as 
we did. Her own palace was decorated in the style of other European royal palaced– like 
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Versailles for example. The 'Amber Room' with its walls covered entirely by famous, glowing 
Russian amber, was looted by Nazis and later restored fully. Awesome. Catherine did not like 
plants to be 'shaped' artificially, and there are no fountains in Catherine's garden, only sculptures 
and statues. We had a sumptuous lunch one day at the Royal Summer Palace. 
 

 
Peterhoff (Peter's Palace) and the garden with numerous fountains 

 
Catherine's Palace 

  
 The Winter Palace (contains Hermitage Museum)  
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The Church of Spilled Blood (above), in St. Petersburg was built where Emperor Alexander II 
was assassinated in March 1881. He had assumed power in 1855 after Russia's defeat in the 
Crimean war, and brought about a number of new reforms such as freeing the Russian serfs 
(slave-like peasants), changes in the military, justice and urban systems. Obviously, some of the 
citizens were not too fond of his reforms and made several attempts on his life. The final attempt 
was successful when a bomb was thrown at the royal carriage.  
 
We enjoyed a superb Russian folk dance program during the first evening in St. Petersburg after 
an entire day of tiring but excellent sight-seeing. 
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The next stop was at Helsinki, Finland. Among other things like the not-so-impressive Olympic 
stadium, we saw a sculpture, a monument dedicated to the famous Finish musician Johan 
Sibelius. Since 2011, Finland celebrates a Flag Day or the 'Day of Finnish Music' on December 8, 
the composer's birthday. 
 

 Sibelius Monument 
 
 

   
After Helsinki, we stopped at Stockholm, Sweden. The Nobel Museum at Stockholm (above) 
circulates information about the life of Alfred Nobel (1833-1896) who founded Nobel prizes and 
also about the Nobel Laureates from 1901 to date.  We sailed out of Stockholm with its hundreds 
of inhabited and some uninhabited islands, spent one last night at sea, and then returned to 
Copenhagen and did some sight-seeing there before returning home.  

   
  An interesting building in Copenhagen and The Little Mermaid 
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In a well-known story by Hans Christian Anderson, a little mermaid princess fell in love with a 
human prince and sacrificed her voice to a wicked witch in order to gain two legs so she could 
walk. The prince did not understand how, and how much she loved him. The story ends with the 
heartbroken mermaid returning to the sea when the prince married someone else.  She sits sadly 
for ever on a rock at Copenhagen.     
 

 
Fiercely eco-conscious Copenhagen residents use bicycles religiously; a bike-stand near 
downtown. There are dedicated parking garages for bikes. Our hotel was a "green" 
building. 
 

 
Sunset in Baltic Sea photographed from our balcony in the Norwegian Sun   
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In the Land of Gods 
Wonders of Karnataka – 1. Bangalore 

 
Dr. Subhash C. Biswas 

 

 
 
Coming back from a trip, Godadhar and Kamalika decide to spend a day in complete relaxation in 
Kolkata before taking the flight back to Canada. Relaxation is unthinkable if they agree to stay 
with any of their close relatives. There are quite a few of them in Kolkata who would like to 
welcome them in their home with much pleasure and eagerness. So for the sake of relaxation, 
they quietly and stealthily settle for a hotel. It just happens that the hotel they choose is a brand 
new one with a high number of stars giving it a prestigious rank.  
 
Although Godadhar has tried his level best to remain in seclusion, his long time friend Rajat 
discovers him and breaks open his clandestine plan. He comes with his wife Rina to see them in 
this new hotel. Rajat has an unusual interest of checking out gadgets and novelties in hotels, 
especially new ones. After a little chat about the glamorous provisions of the hotel room, the two 
couples start talking about their recent travel experiences.  Rajat, himself an avid traveler, asks 
Godadhar, 
“I guess, you haven’t visited Karnataka yet, right?” 
“No, we haven’t.” 
“You should, it’s a must see.” 
“A must see? Because you have seen it?” 
Godadhar tries to downplay Rajat’s remarks by teasing him. But Rina, who hardly opens her 
mouth in any conversation, comes up for defence. 
“No Godai, it’s surely a must see. Especially, the ruins of Hampi and the marvelous carvings and 
sculptures of Belur and Halibidu will make the trip worthwhile.” 
Godadhar is aware of Rina’s seriousness and convincing tone when she says something. She 
cautiously uses her words and makes each of her words meaningful. After a minute of silence, 
Godadhar laughs loudly. 
“I was only joking, Rina. Karnataka must be a must-see place, I trust you.” 
“It’s a bad joke though.” Rajat doesn’t hesitate to tease back. “Anyway, if you decide to visit 
Karnataka, just call me. I can provide you with tons of information.” 
They spend almost the whole day together. After they leave, Godadhar lies down on the bed and 
Kamalika picks up a magazine from the desk. No sooner she opens the magazine pages than 
she exclaims in joy and surprise. 
“Look here, an article on Belur and Halibidu. Isn’t it something?”  
“It’s an amazing coincidence, no doubt.” 
“I think, there’s a spiritual connection. God wants us to visit Karnataka.” 
 
Coming back to Canada, it’s the usual routine again. The winter isn’t over yet; but its severity isn’t 
like in the previous years – less cold and less snow. Amidst the busy daily life, the talk of a next 
trip comes up on and off across the dinner table or during tea time. Time passes sooner than one 
would expect. The summer knocks at the door. And then one suddenly discovers the nature has 
bloomed up with colourful flowers and vibrant green. On one such a beautiful summer day, while 
going through various travel articles, Godadhar discovers an interesting one on Karnataka and 
says, 
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“Here is the article we need, Malika. You must read it.” 
Before Kamalika has any chance to respond, the phone rings. She answers the phone and a 
cheerful conversation mingled with frequent loud laughs keeps going on breaking the quietness 
that normally prevails. After a long while, she approaches Godadhar with her face brightened up 
with a broad smile. 
“Manorama called,” she declares. 
“How are they? Are they still in Pondichery?” 
“No, they are back in Canada. You will be surprised to know what she just said.” 
“Tell me.” 
“Neel is also thinking of visiting Karnataka and they would like to team up with us.” 
Neel and Manorama live for a part of the year in Canada, especially during summer. They are 
birds of good weather and enjoy comfort living in year round sun shine and good temperature. 
“What a great coincidence. It goes to prove the old saying that great men think alike.” “Great men 
may think alike, but all men thinking alike are not great. It’s surely God’s wish and you must 
believe it now.” Kamalika casts a side glance with a smile. 
“O yes, I believe it and I also believe your God’s wish will be fulfilled.” 
 
Godadhar feels amused thinking how a small topic that came up in a casual conversation in a 
Kolkata hotel turns out to be so meaningful materializing itself in a big way. Neel has offered to 
make the complete plan and program for the tour. He is so meticulous in tour planning that he 
practically leaves no scope of change or modification. Besides, he is perfectly aware of Godadhar 
and Kamalika’s preferences. Not only that, his knowledge about South India is almost 
encyclopedic. Godadhar feels totally relaxed and assured of a tour schedule well taken care of. 
 
The short Canadian summer gradually decays into fall. It’s time to seriously talk about the 
program and finalize. One day Neel reveals the details of the plan. Hampi, Belur and Halibidu are 
of course in the plan. He has added a few more attractive places in the plan, such as Pattadakal, 
Badami and Mysore. The tour will end in Pondichery where Godadhar and Kamalika will relax for 
a few days in the comforts of Neel’s home. The great city of Bangalore will be the start point. This 
is convenient for all, especially for Neel; he has to attend a conference in the Indian Institute of 
Science as an invited speaker. So it will give them an opportunity to visit this vibrant city gleaming 
with high-tech highlights. Neel along with Manorama will come to Bangalore from Pondichery 
driven by their chauffeur. His car and chauffeur will be ready for the complete tour. Godadhar 
says, 
“This is too much; you are spoiling me, Neel.” 
“Get spoilt or get rotten, that’s your problem. It’s my pleasure anyway. Yes, the hotels are all 
booked. The only thing that remains for you to do is to book your air tickets from Kolkata to 
Bangalore and from Chennai back to Kolkata.” 
“Awesome! You know Neel, this is going to be one great tour for which I don’t have to do any 
planning.” 
 
Life moves on. When the winter approaches, Godadhar and Kamalika prepare themselves for the 
journey. On the scheduled day, they take the flight from Kolkata and land in Bangalore where a 
bright January sun shine welcomes them. Bangalore is one of a few cities of India known for year 
round good weather. The airport is new and its beauty is praiseworthy. As soon as they come out 
in the open, Manorama comes forward to receive them. Her characteristic lively smile is as 
welcoming as ever. Godadhar looks around inquisitively. Manorama says, 
“Neel couldn’t come. He needs to be in the conference; today is the last day.” 
At a short distance, a decent young man is standing with an eager look and a charming smile 
that’s only asking to be introduced.  
“This is our chauffeur, Ballu,” Manorama says. “He is an expert driver and very dependable.” 
Ballu approaches, this time laughingly and says, 
“Yes, I’m very dependable. Even if the car fails, you can rely upon my shoulder.” 
“Ballu is often humorous,” Manorama continues. “He has a good knowledge of the road maps of 
the province of Karnataka. He can also speak Kannada, the language of the province.”  
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Manorama insists they relax in the open yard of a gourmet coffee store of the airport for a while 
before leaving for the hotel. 
 
The airport Road is elegantly decorated with flower gardens on both sides and on the median as 
well. The traffic is moving smoothly following rules, so are the pedestrians. There is absolutely no 
chaos unlike in many other airports of India. The hotel is about half-an-hour drive from the airport. 
After taking lunch in the hotel restaurant, they set off for a tour of the city. 
 
Vidhana Soudha 
 
Vidhana Soudha is a magnificent building that houses the legislative chambers of Karnataka. It’s 
a palatial building with amazing architecture that incorporates Neo-Dravidian style. It was built by 
K. Hanumanthaiah during his tenure as chief minister of Karnataka and its foundation was laid by 
Pundit Jawaharlal Nehru in 1951. This landmark building of Bangalore is the largest legislative 
assembly of India. Unfortunately, visitors are not allowed inside the building because of security 
reasons. Moreover, the foreground is also closed for the visitors because of construction for 
Metro subway. On the top of the main entrance there is an inscription ‘Government’s work is 
God’s work’. 
“The inside must be beautiful too.” Kamalika wonders. 
“Sure it is,” Godadhar says. “I have read about it. There are tall beautiful granite columns in the 
porch and there’s a flight of stairs leading to the foyer with steps as wide as 200 feet.” 
“Too bad, we can’t even go close to it to have a better look of this unique mansion,” says 
Manorama. 
“Unique, yes,” Godadhar says. “But there’s a replica of this architecture in Jaipur, which is its 
Secretariat.” 
 
 
 
Tipu Sultan’s Summer Palace 
 
Located in old Bangalore, this summer retreat of Tipu Sultan is a beautiful 2-storeyed ornate teak-
wood structure that stands adorned with pillars, arches and balconies exquisitely carved and 
polished with black and gold paint. Arches and brackets spring off the pillars in typical Indo-
Islamic style. The walls and the ceilings are embellished with floral motifs in warm colours and 
beautifully gilded. Originally, this place was the Bangalore Fort. Hyder Ali, the then ruler of 
Mysore, started the construction of this Palace within the walls of the Fort in 1781. It was 
completed during the reign of his son Tipu in 1791.  
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Summer Palace of Tipu Sultan 
 
“Wow! The Palace looks gorgeous well set in a beautiful surrounding,” Godadhar exclaims. “But 
walking bare foot from the entrance gate to the Palace is a kind of torture. The need to be bare 
foot makes no sense.” 
“You’re lucky it’s winter time,” Manorama tries to give some consolation. “Imagine walking bare 
foot on concrete in hot summer; your feet will get burnt.” 
Manorama and Kamalika go straight to the staircase on left to see the upper chambers and the 
balconies, while Godadhar takes a stroll on the ground floor. The chambers of the ground floor 
have been converted to a museum. It’s a small museum showcasing a few exhibits of which one 
is quite interesting. It’s a replica of Tipu’s most favourite toy that he used to play with frequently 
and be amused. It’s a musical organ made of wood in the form of a tiger mauling a white man. 
Pressing on a key makes the tiger roar and the victim scream in pain. This symbolizes Tipu’s 
number one enemy Munroe who defeated him and was later killed by a tiger. The original piece is 
preserved in a museum in London. 
 
Kamalika and Manorama come down by another staircase on the right. They are not much 
impressed. 
“It’s beautiful but not palatial,” comments Kamalika. “Calling it a monument should have been 
more appropriate.” 
“It needs better maintenance,” Manorama adds. 
“It’s a great piece of history, no doubt,” remarks Godadhar. “It bears the evidence of how deeply 
Tipu despised the British.” 
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Venkataramaswamy Temple 
 
Venkataramaswamy Temple 
 
This 300-year old temple is situated quite adjacent to Tipu’s Summer Palace. It’s one of many 
temples of Bangalore that are worth visiting. Built by Maharaja Chikka Devaraya Wodeyar, 
Venkataramaswamy temple displays some features of Dravidian temple architecture. This temple 
was damaged during the third Mysore War. The beautiful stone pillars supported on lion brackets 
were ruined. One can still see the imprints of cannon balls on these pillars. However, after the fall 
of Tipu Sultan, the Wodeyar dynasty restored the temple to its original glory. 
“The name of the temple is too long, I wonder if it’s significant,” Manorama says. 
“It was originally a Shiva temple which was converted to Vishnu temple,” Godadhar points out. “In 
the sanctum, you will see both deities – Venkata, that’s Vishnu and Ramaswamy, that’s Shiva.”  
“Shiva or Vishnu that’s unimportant, the temple seems to be full of life,” says Kamalika. 
“Yes, I see many devotees offering puja,” Manorama adds. 
 
Bull Temple 
 
Manorama calls Ballu on mobile to come near the gate. It doesn’t take him long to arrive; he 
knows well his way. Manorama asks Ballu if it’s possible to visit another place before taking a ride 
through the city. Ballu suggests, 
“Yes Ma, we can visit the Bull Temple and then take a round in the city. After that we can come 
back to the hotel in time for Aiyya.” 
Ballu respectfully addresses Manorama as Ma (mother) and Neel as Aiyya (sir) and they also 
treat him as their son. Although this kind of relationship is not uncommon in Indian culture, the 
affection and love binding this threesome is rare. 
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Statue of Nandi in the Bull Temple 
 
The Bull Temple is another old temple of Bangalore. It was built by Kempe Gowda 1, the founder 
of the city itself. Located in Basavanagudi, the temple is dedicated to Nandi, the mount of Lord 
Shiva. In the sanctum, there is a monolithic statue of a bull (Nandi) which is gigantic in size, 4.6 m 
tall and 6.1 m in length. This magnificent statue – the largest of its kind in India - is carved out of a 
single granite rock. Basava in Kannada language means bull, which gives the name 
Basavanagudi to the locality. 
 
The temple is situated on a higher ground. One has to climb a long flight of stairs before coming 
to the entrance door. The entrance tower (Gopuram) is impressive; it’s another beautiful example 
of Dravidian temple architecture. As expected and like all temples of India, one has to remove 
shoes before entering. There’s somebody – in this case a young girl – who guards the shoes for a 
fee. This girl is very strict for her fee which is only one rupee per pair of shoes. Despite her 
impoverished condition, she wouldn’t accept a penny more, not even as tips. Godadhar says, 
“India is full of interesting surprises and this is one of them. Our politicians and bureaucrats 
should come here to take a lesson from this little girl” 
“I wonder,” says Manorama, “where does she get this kind of strength of character from.” 
“From Nandi I guess,” Kamalika remarks. “She must be a devout worshiper.” 
 
The priest of the temple has a charming personality. Godadhar, curious about the trident on 
Nandi’s head, asks about it and he very kindly narrates a legend. 
 
The area surrounding the temple used to be cultivated for ground nuts. A farmer once witnessed 
a miracle in his field. When he saw a bull grazing on his crop, he hit it with a club in order to drive 
it away. He was shocked to see the bull turned into a statue in stone. He was further shocked to 
see the statue growing taller. He got worried thinking he must have done something offensive to 
Nandi. So he prayed to Lord Shiva who appeared and advised him to retrieve a trident buried 
underground near the statue and place it on its head. The farmer complied and was happy to see 
the statue stopped growing. All the farmers of the area got together and decided to build a temple 
and offer ceremonially their first harvest of ground nuts to the bull venerated as Nandi. This kept 
the bulls away from the groundnut fields thereafter. The thankful farmers still today hold a 
Groundnut Fair once every year.  
 
While descending the stairs, they are surrounded by vendors selling all kinds of things. The 
vendors use many tricks to make a sell; one of them even tries speaking French with Godadhar. 
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Leaving the Bull Temple, Ballu takes them for a running tour of the city. Bangalore is a large 
growing metropolis and a major economic and cultural hub of India. It’s home to many 
educational and research institutes and a great number of industries such as aerospace, software, 
defence and manufacturing. Its high-tech industries are renowned the world over, so much so 
that it’s regarded as the Silicone Valley of India. In spite of rapid urbanization, Bangalore has 
many lakes in and around the city. Not too long ago, there were over fifty lakes in Bangalore; it 
has seventeen left now. Ulsoor lake is the most beautiful and most popular among tourists, 
although the largest one in Bangalore is Bellandu lake. The vibrant growth and liveliness of the 
city are evident everywhere. The city boasts of its historic traditions embracing the advent of 
modernity that has given rise to prosperity as evidenced by the glamorous skyline. 
 
The sun has long gone down and the day gets drawn into dusk. Neel has been impatiently 
waiting at the hotel. Arriving at the hotel, everyone relaxes with the joyous feeling of togetherness 
at the end of a busy, hectic day. 
 
Banerghatta National Park 
 
Neel is very interested in wild life, especially visiting safari type parks. So it’s not difficult to 
understand why he has chosen Banerghatta National Park and reserved the whole day for it. 
Situated in the south of Bangalore, this Park is an hour’s drive from the hotel. The next day 
morning, Ballu is ready with the car. It’s a crisp sunny day. Neel says, 
“I guess, everyone is ready and energetic as a racing horse for going to the Safari.” 
“I don’t know about the horse in everyone; but Ballu’s 240 horses sure are as I can see,” says 
Godadhar. 
 

 
A Royal Bengal in Banerghatta National Park 
 
Bangalore is a mega city and is not immune from notorious traffic congestion. The hour’s drive 
probably takes into account the delay due to traffic. The entrance to the Park is crowded beyond 
imagination. Oh ya, it’s a holiday! Hundreds of school children have gathered. Godadhar as 
always is discouraged by the crowd and the long line for the tickets. "Everyone stays relaxed in a 
cool place, I will stand in queue for tickets," says Neel. He then leaves for the ticket booth and 
stands at the tail end of a long queue. When he comes back, Godadhar greets him with a sigh of 
relief.     
 
Banerghatta National Park has a safari with many enclosures as well as a zoo. The Park is 
surrounded by a biological reserve – an extensive forest - that’s home to many wild animals such 
as elephants, leopards and deer. According to the time schedule, it’s found convenient to visit the 
safari first. It’s a conducted tour by bus for about an hour.  
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It’s thrilling to witness the wild beauty of Nature from the comfort and protection of the bus. The 
bus passes through a few enclosures of deer, buffalos and bears. Godadhar falls back to his 
characteristic pensive mood. He thinks the real thrill would be to tip toe in the open wild with 
caution defying the possibility of dangerous encounters. But that’s not to be; so it’s better than 
nothing. Everyone in the bus is eagerly waiting for the lion and tiger enclosures. 
 
After entering the lion enclosure, the tourists get overexcited and cackle seeing many lions while 
snapping pictures. The bored big animals stare nonchalantly at the bus load of crowd and ignore 
the engine noise punctuated by eye-piercing bursts of light from point-and-shoot cameras. Before 
entering the tiger zone, the driver warns the visitors to remain quiet. Godadhar waits patiently to 
capture a rare moment when the animal becomes totally indifferent to any presence of human 
beings and gets back to its natural behaviour in its own habitat. One shows up for a little while 
and soon after retreats behind trees and bushes in an impeccable feline move. Another comes 
very close to the bus and stands majestically in awesome beauty. Seeing a Royal Bengal so 
close is an intense and rare experience; it’s a magical feeling, almost spiritual. Godadhar takes 
long deep breaths to fathom the big cat with his unblinking never-ending look; it’s an 
unforgettable moment. The scene changes and the bus moves slowly. Godadhar looks at Neel 
sitting unmoved with an almost expressionless face that says it’s nothing, we are encaged and 
they’re free, so no thrill. Neel has seen many safaris. 
 
The zoo section of the Park is also enjoyable. The reptile park and the butterfly park are major 
attractions. A long time has passed without anybody realizing it. Coming out of the zoo, they 
discover they’re extremely hungry and it’s way past lunch time. It’s hot, sunny and the roads are 
crowded with people and cars. Kamalika is thirsty and wants a green coconut as usual to quench 
her thirst; but no such stalls are to be found in the vicinity as far as one can see. Manorama is too 
hungry to go for coconut water; she would rather satisfy her hunger by devouring a dish full of 
delectable delicacies. So Neel tells Ballu to go for a good restaurant.  
 
After long relaxation over lunch, Neel says there’s still lot of daylight left; so we can go to visit 
another place if energy permits.  
“Another place is alright but it should be an easygoing tour.” Manorama’s face relaxes in a smile. 
“We can go to Lal Bagh,” Godadhar proposes. 
“So let us go to Lal Bagh,” Neel tells Ballu. 
 
Lal Bagh 
 
Situated in southern Bangalore and originally commissioned by Hyder Ali in 1760, Lal Bagh – 
meaning Red Garden – is a botanical garden with an area of about 240 acres (nearly 1 km sq). It 
has an aquarium and a lake and houses a huge collection of tropical plants. Tipu Sultan added to 
its horticultural wealth by importing many rare species of plants from several countries such as 
Afghanistan, Persia and France. Lal Bagh has four gates – Western, Eastern, Southern and 
Northern. 
 
Of many attractions in Lal Bagh, one spectacular is the Glass House the foundation of which was 
laid on 30th November 1898 by Prince Albert Victor, grandson of Queen Victoria. Its design is 
modeled on the famous Crystal Palace of London. 
The gardens of Lal Bagh are aesthetically designed with lawns, flower beds and fountains. The 
design basically follows that of the Mughal Gardens that once existed in Sira which is about 120 
km from Bangalore. Godadhar and Neel walk toward the gate for going out. 
“I’m overwhelmed by the extraordinary bloom of bougainvillea forming a colourful canopy along 
the walkway,” says Godadhar. 
“If you want to see flowers, you should come here on the Republic day Flower Show. You will be 
moved beyond expectation.” 
Manorama and Kamalika are still strolling inside the lush green; they seem to be engulfed by the 
panorama of the gardens. Neel and Godadhar talk about tomorrow’s journey to Humpi while 
waiting for them. 
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হরিদ্বাি, গঙ্গাত্রী, বরিনাথ 

পূিবী বঙ্্যাপাধ্যায় 

 
আজ ৩িা আগষ্ট, গত বছি (২০০১) আমিা এই রিঙ্ন হরিদ্বাঙ্িি উঙ্েঙ্যয িওনা হঙ্য়রছলাম। অঙ্নক বাক-রবতন্ডাি 
পি আমাঙ্ক িাজী করিঙ্য়রছল আমাি ছছঙ্ল ছমঙ্য়। গত প্রায় িয বছি ধ্ঙ্ি আরম বাঙ্ত পগ,ু কাঙ্জই বাড়ী ছথঙ্ক 
ছবঙ্িাঙ্ত ভয় পাই। 

যাই ছহাক চ্ননগি ছথঙ্ক ট্যারি কঙ্ি হাওড়া রগঙ্য় িনু-এিঙ্প্রস ধ্িা হল। রসট্ খুুঁঙ্জ িরুিঙ্নি সংসাি গুরছঙ্য় বসলাম। 
পাযাপারয অঙ্নক যাত্রীি সঙ্গই আলাপ হঙ্য় ছগল। ি’ুিাত একরিন পি ছভাি চািঙ্ট্ি সময় আমিা হরিদ্বাি ছষ্টযঙ্ন 

নামলাম। গগাি ধ্াঙ্িই একট্া ছহাঙ্ট্ল। নামট্া সম্ভবত জ্ঞান ছহাঙ্ট্ল। ছহাঙ্ট্লট্া ছবয ভাল। ধ্বধ্ঙ্ব রবছানা ছপঙ্য় আমাি 

ছছঙ্ল িাজা শুঙ্য় পড়ল। আমাঙ্িি বলল, এখাঙ্ন পাহাঙ্ড়ি উপঙ্ি িঙু্ট্া মর্ি আঙ্ছ, ইঙ্ে হঙ্ল ছতামিা ছিঙ্খ আসঙ্ত 
পাি, আরম রকন্তু নড়রছনা। পাহাঙ্ড়ি ওপঙ্ি ছিাপওঙ্য় আঙ্ছ, ওঙ্ত আমাি অসুরবঙ্ধ্ আঙ্ছ। 

চান-ট্ান ছসঙ্ি আরম আি আমাি ছমঙ্য় ঝুম্পা একট্া রিিা রনঙ্য় িওনা হলাম। নিী ছপরিঙ্য় প্রায় মাইল ি’ুরতন রগঙ্য় 
রিিা আমাঙ্িি নারবঙ্য় রিল পাহাঙ্ড়ি পািঙ্িঙ্য। ছবয কঙ্য়কট্া রসুঁরড় উঙ্ে একট্া প্ল্যাট্ফমম। ওইখান ছথঙ্কই ছিাপওঙ্য়ি 
শুরু। একট্া ছছাট্ গাড়ী, িজুন বসঙ্ত পাঙ্ি, মাথাি ওপি একটু্খারন ঢাকা আি চািরিক ছখালা। কঙ্য়কট্া যাঙ্ে, 

কঙ্য়কট্া আসঙ্ছ – এখাঙ্ন এই গাড়ীগুঙ্লাঙ্ক ছিখলাম বলঙ্ছ ‘উড়ান খাঙ্ট্ালা’। এইবাি একটু্ একটু্ ভয় কিঙ্ত লাগল, 

যরি মাঝপঙ্থ বন্ধ হঙ্য় যায় বা রছুঁ ঙ্ড় পঙ্ড়? নীঙ্চ কত হাজাি ফুট্ ছয খাি! যাই ছহাক টিরকট্ ছকঙ্ট্ িগুমা বঙ্ল ছতা 
ওো হল। চলঙ্ত চলঙ্ত রকন্তু ভয় কঙ্ম ছগল। ছবয ভালই লাগঙ্ত লাগল। চািরিঙ্ক কত পাহাড়, জগল, নীঙ্চ গভীি 
খাি। কত নীঙ্চ ঝর্মা বঙ্য় যাঙ্ে। অঙ্নঙ্কি যিীি খািাপ লাঙ্গ, গা গুঙ্লায় রকন্তু আমাঙ্িি রকছুই হয়রন। ছবয রমরনট্ 

কুরড় চলাি পি পাহাঙ্ড়ি মাথায় আি একট্া প্ল্যাট্ফঙ্মম এঙ্স নামলাম। এবাঙ্ি ছবয রকছুট্া পাহাঙ্ড় িাস্তায় ছহুঁ ঙ্ট্ মর্ঙ্িি 

সামঙ্ন ছপ ুঁছলাম। এট্া চন্ডী মর্ি। অঙ্নক যাত্রী ভীড় কঙ্ি িাুঁরড়ঙ্য়। সবাই পূঙ্জা ছিঙ্ব। আমিাও পূঙ্জাি সামগ্রী রকঙ্ন 
লাইঙ্ন িাুঁড়ালাম। আমাি মত আি এক ভিমরহলাও ছিখলাম খুবই কষ্ট কঙ্ি এঙ্সঙ্ছন। আমািও খুবই কষ্ট হরেল, রকন্তু 
যা ছিখরছ জীবঙ্ন আি ছিখঙ্ত পাব না এই মঙ্ন কঙ্ি প্রার্পঙ্ন কষ্ট সহয কঙ্িও চািরিঙ্কি িযৃয উপঙ্ভাগ কিঙ্ত 

লাগলাম। মর্ঙ্ি ওোি পাথঙ্িি রসুঁরড় এত উুঁচু আি সরু ছয উেঙ্ত িীরতমত কষ্ট হঙ্ত লাগল। তব ু  ছমঙ্য় 

ছকানিকঙ্ম ধ্ঙ্ি ধ্ঙ্ি রনঙ্য় ছগল ওপঙ্ি। ছছাট্ট মর্ঙ্িি মঙ্ধ্য অন্ধকাি, ফুল ছবলপাতা। ছকান িকঙ্ম পূঙ্জা রিঙ্য় 
ছফিাি তাড়া। নীঙ্চ ছনঙ্ম একট্া ছিাকাঙ্ন রকছু খাবাি ছখঙ্য় এবাি ছফিা। 

পঙ্থি িধু্াঙ্িই গাঙ্ছি ওপি ছছাট্ বড় অঙ্নক বাুঁিি বঙ্স িঙ্য়ঙ্ছ ছিখলাম। এিা ভয় পায়না, ছলাক ছিখঙ্ত অভযস্ত। 
ছছালাভাজা, কলা ওঙ্িি ছিওয়া হল। িাস্তাি ধ্াঙ্ি একজন ছলাক ছিরখ একট্া ছচয়াি রনঙ্য় বঙ্স আঙ্ছ। আমাঙ্ক লাঠি 
রনঙ্য় কষ্ট কঙ্ি চলঙ্ত ছিঙ্খ “ববঠিঙ্য়, ববঠিঙ্য়” কঙ্ি ছচয়াি এরগঙ্য় বসঙ্ত রিল। চলঙ্ত চলঙ্ত খুব হাুঁরপঙ্য় রগঙ্য়রছলাম, 
বসঙ্ত ছপঙ্য় বঙ্তম  ছগলাম। বঙ্স আবাি ভাবরছ, “ঠিক কিলাম ছতা? ছকান মতলব ছনই ছতা ছলাকট্াি?” যাই ছহাক 
বঙ্স, একটু্ রজরিঙ্য় আবাি হাুঁট্া শুরু কিলাম। এখান ছথঙ্ক নীঙ্চট্া খুবই সু্ি ছিখাঙ্ে। গগা এখাঙ্ন সাতটি ধ্ািায় 
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বঙ্য় চঙ্লঙ্ছ। ওপি ছথঙ্ক রক সু্ি ছয ছিখঙ্ত লাগঙ্ছ রক বলব। হাুঁট্ঙ্ত হাুঁট্ঙ্ত আবাি ছসই প্ল্যাট্ফঙ্মম এঙ্স ছপ ুঁছলাম। 
ছসই ছিাপওঙ্য়ঙ্ত আবাি ছফিা। যাক ছকান রবপি হয়রন। মাথাি ওপি োো ছিােিু, ছবয একট্া আত্মপ্রসাি লাভ 
কিরছ। এই ছতা আরমও পািলাম। আসবাি সময় কতজন কত ভয় ছিরখঙ্য়রছল, রবঙ্িয রবভূুঁ ই, অসুস্থ হঙ্য় পড়ঙ্ল মাঙ্ক 
রনঙ্য় রক কিঙ্ব? যাই ছহাক ছফিাি সময় আি রিিা পাওয়া ছগল না। একট্া অঙ্ট্া-রিিা কঙ্ি ছফিা হল। ছিিী ছিঙ্খ 
ছছঙ্ল নীঙ্চ িাুঁরড়ঙ্য় রছল। ঘঙ্ি রগঙ্য় খাওয়ািাওয়া কঙ্ি রবছানায় গরড়ঙ্য় পড়লাম। ছছঙ্ল বলল রবঙ্কঙ্ল আমিা গগাি 
ধ্াঙ্ি মর্ঙ্ি আিরত ছিখঙ্ত যাব। কাল আমিা গঙ্গাত্রী যাব, গাড়ী ঠিক হঙ্য় ছগঙ্ছ, সকাল নট্ায় আসঙ্ব। আমাঙ্িি 
ছহাঙ্ট্ঙ্লি সামঙ্নই প্রবলঙ্বঙ্গ গগা বঙ্য় চঙ্লঙ্ছ। এত ছলাক হঙ্য়ঙ্ছ আিরত ছিখবাি জনয ছয রতল ধ্ািঙ্নি জায়গা ছনই। 
আমিাও ওি মঙ্ধ্যই ছকানিকঙ্ম জায়গা কঙ্ি রনঙ্য় বসলাম। সামঙ্ন নিীি ওপাঙ্ি সাি সাি সব মর্ঙ্ি আিরতি 
প্রস্তুরত চলঙ্ছ। একসঙ্গ সব মর্ঙ্ি আিরত হঙ্ব। এ একট্া ছিখবাি মত িযৃয। সামঙ্ন প্রবল ছবঙ্গ নিী বঙ্য় যাঙ্ে। 
পাঙ্য়ি নীঙ্চ কনকঙ্ন োন্ডা জল। ও পাঙ্ি সব মর্ঙ্ি এক সঙ্গ আিরত আিম্ভ হল। এ িযৃয বর্মনা কিাি ভাষা ছনই। 
মৃত আত্মীয়ঙ্িি উঙ্েঙ্যয ডারল উৎসগম কিা হঙ্ে। আমিাও কিলাম। 

পঙ্িি রিন সকাল নট্াি সময় আমিা গঙ্গাত্রী অরভমুঙ্খ যাত্রা কিলাম। হরিদ্বাি যহি ছারড়ঙ্য় আমাঙ্িি গাড়ী এরগঙ্য় 
চলল। পায রিঙ্য় গগা বঙ্য় চঙ্লঙ্ছ। পঙ্থ হৃরষঙ্কয, লছমর্ঙ্ঝালা পড়ল, রকন্তু আমিা এবাি আি এখাঙ্ন নামলাম না। 
ক্রময জন বসরত কমঙ্ত লাগল। চারিরিঙ্ক নানািকম গাছপালা, পারখ। এবাি আমিা আঙ্স্ত আঙ্স্ত পাহাঙ্ড়ি ওপঙ্ি 
উেঙ্ত লাগলাম আি গগা একবাি আমাঙ্িি পায রিঙ্য় বঙ্য় চলঙ্ছ, একবাি খাঙ্ি ছনঙ্ম যাঙ্ে। চািরিঙ্কি িযৃয এত 
সু্ি, িঙূ্ি িঙূ্ি পাহাড়। ক্রময আমিা এঙ্কবাঙ্ি পাহাড় ছের্ীি মঙ্ধ্য এঙ্স পড়লাম। চারিরিঙ্ক পাহাড়, সামঙ্ন ছপছঙ্ন, 
এই ছিখরছ সামঙ্ন পথ আগঙ্ল পাহাড় িাুঁরড়ঙ্য় , পি মুহূঙ্তম  ছিরখ তাি পায রিঙ্য় ঘুঙ্ি িাস্তা চঙ্ল ছগঙ্ছ। চারিরিঙ্ক ছযন 
পাহাঙ্ড়ি ছঢউ, ছকানট্া কাঙ্ছ, ছকানট্া িঙূ্ি। কাঙ্ছিগুঙ্লাি ওপি গাছপালা স্পষ্ট ছিখা যাঙ্ে, আি িঙূ্িি গুঙ্লা নীল। 
কখনও কখনও িাস্তাি ওপি রিঙ্য় ঝর্মাি জল বঙ্য় যাঙ্ে। পাহাঙ্ড়ি গা ছবঙ্য় নামঙ্ছ ঝর্মাি জল। রক রমরষ্ট ছসই জল। 
পাহাঙ্ড়ি গাঙ্য় গাঙ্য় িাস্তা ছগঙ্ছ। মাথাি ওপি পাহাঙ্ড়ি ছাি। এখাঙ্ন বসনযবারহনী সবসময় তৎপি। িাস্তায় মাঙ্ঝ 
মাঙ্ঝই ধ্বস নামঙ্ছ। সঙ্গ সঙ্গই তা সািাঙ্না আিম্ভ হঙ্ে। ছবলা একট্া নাগাি আমিা উত্তি কাযীঙ্ত ছপাুঁছলাম। এখাঙ্ন 
িাস্তাি ধ্াঙ্ি একট্া ছিষু্টঙ্িঙ্ে রভরন্ডি তিকািী, পালং পনীি আি রুটি রিঙ্য় মধ্যাহ্ন ছভাজন সমাধ্া হল। এরিঙ্ক সবই 
রনিারমষ। আি িান্নাি স্বািও অনযিকম। ছবড়াঙ্ত ছগঙ্ল খাওয়াি অসুরবঙ্ধ্ একটু্ হয়ই, ওটু্কু সহয না কিঙ্ত পািঙ্ল 
ছবড়াঙ্না হয়না। রবিরতি পি আবাি আমিা পথ চলঙ্ত আিম্ভ কিলাম। গাড়ীি িলুুরনঙ্ত মাঙ্ঝ মাঙ্ঝই ছচাখ বন্ধ হঙ্য় 
আসঙ্ছ। রকন্তু ঘুমুঙ্ল ছতা এত সু্ি িযৃয ছিখঙ্ত পাব না। মাঙ্ঝ মাঙ্ঝ গাড়ী িাুঁড় করিঙ্য় ছছঙ্ল ফঙ্ট্া তুলঙ্ত লাগল। 
এক একট্া গ্রাম ছচাঙ্খ পড়ল, িাস্তাি ধ্াঙ্ি ছগাট্া কঙ্য়ক ছিাকান, িঙূ্ি িঙূ্ি কঙ্য়কট্া বাড়ী। পাহাড়ী মানুষিা খুবই 
পরিেমী হয়। জগল ছথঙ্ক কাে ছকঙ্ট্ রনঙ্য় যাঙ্ে আবাি ছিাকান ছথঙ্ক রজরনষও রকনঙ্ছ। 

সঙ্ন্ধয সাতট্া নাগাি আমিা গঙ্গাত্রী ছপ ুঁছলাম। বাসট্যাযাঙ্ন্ড আিও িঙু্ট্া বাস িাুঁরড়ঙ্য় আঙ্ছ, যাত্রী রনঙ্য় এঙ্সঙ্ছ। পায 
রিঙ্য়ই উত্তাল তিঙ্গ পাথঙ্ি পাথঙ্ি লারফঙ্য়  গগা বঙ্য় চঙ্লঙ্ছ। উঃ রক যব্দ, জলকর্ায় সািা হঙ্য় আঙ্ছ চারিরিক। 
আমাঙ্ক গাড়ীঙ্ত বরসঙ্য় ছছঙ্ল ছমঙ্য় থাকবাি জায়গা খুুঁজঙ্ত ছগল। গগাি ধ্াঙ্ি ধ্াঙ্িই কঙ্য়কট্া ছহাঙ্ট্ল, আেম আঙ্ছ। 
ঘোখাঙ্নক পঙ্ি ওিা ঘি ঠিক কঙ্ি রফিল। গগাি ওপাঙ্ি গুজিাটিবাবাি আেম। এবাি রজরনষপত্র রনঙ্য় আমিা 
এঙ্গালাম। গগায় ছলাহাি ব্রীজ, কাঙ্ে তক্তা পাতা, িীরতমত কাুঁপঙ্ছ ব্রীজ জঙ্লি গজম ঙ্ন, জঙ্লি রছঙ্ট্ ওপঙ্ি আসঙ্ছ। 
িাস্তাি িধু্াঙ্ি আঙ্লা আঙ্ছ। ছবয কঙ্য়কট্া ফঙ্ট্া ছতালা হল। ছছঙ্ল ছমঙ্য়ি মঙ্ন কত গবম, মাঙ্ক রনঙ্য় এই িগুমম পঙ্থ 
যাঙ্ে, আত্মীয়স্বজনঙ্ক রফঙ্ি রগঙ্য় ফঙ্ট্া ছিখাঙ্ত হঙ্ব। অন্তযমামী মঙ্ন মঙ্ন হাসঙ্লন। এত ফঙ্ট্া ছতালা হল, রকন্তু িঃুঙ্খি 
কথা আি রক বলব, রফঙ্ি এঙ্স রফল্ম-ছিাল িটুি রপ্রে কিঙ্ত রিঙ্ত রগঙ্য় ছকাথায় ছয পঙ্ড় ছগল আি পাওয়া ছগল না। 
এই আফঙ্যাষ আি আমাঙ্িি ছকানরিনই যাঙ্ব না। ট্াকা পয়সা চুরি ছগঙ্লও এত কষ্ট হয়না। যাই ছহাক, ছবয োন্ডা 
লাগঙ্ছ, িঙু্ট্া কঙ্ি ছসাঙ্য়ট্াি, জযাঙ্কট্, গলায় মাফলাি, মাথায় টু্রপ, পাঙ্য় জঙু্তা-ছমাজা পঙ্িও হাড় কাুঁরপঙ্য় রিঙ্ে। 
ব্রীজ ছপরিঙ্য় ও পাঙ্ি রগঙ্য় পাহাঙ্ড়ি পায রিঙ্য় আিও খারনকট্া রগঙ্য় আেম। পরিষ্কাি পরিেন্ন। নীঙ্চ িাম-সীতা-
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হনুমাঙ্নি মর্ি; মর্ি রঘঙ্ি চািরিঙ্ক ঘি। নীঙ্চ একসাি থাকবাি ঘি, িান্নাঘি, খাবাি ঘি ইতযারি। আমাঙ্িি ঘি 
ছিাতলায়। ছততলায় মহািাজিা থাঙ্কন। আমিা ছপ ুঁছঙ্ত ছপ ুঁছঙ্তই আট্ট্া ছবঙ্জ ছগল। ঘি খুব ছছাট্ নয়, িধু্াঙ্ি 
রতনঙ্ট্ রতনঙ্ট্ কঙ্ি ছট্া ছচ রক, ছলপ, ছতাষক, বারলয – সু্ি রবছানা। ঘঙ্িি ছভতঙ্ি ছছাট্ট পযাঙ্সঙ্জি ওরিঙ্ক 
বাথরুম, ট্য়ঙ্লট্। ওই পযাঙ্সঙ্জি জানলাি একটি কাুঁচ ভাঙা রছল, ছসখান রিঙ্য় নিীি হাওয়া হাড় কাুঁরপঙ্য় রিঙ্ে। 
ঘঙ্িি সামঙ্ন ট্ানা বািা্া, ঘি বািা্া সব কাঙ্পমট্ পাতা আি বািা্াি চািরিঙ্ক কাুঁচ। কাঙ্জই ছভতঙ্ি একিম 
োন্ডা ছনই। শুনলাম এখাঙ্ন ছজনাঙ্িট্াঙ্িি লাইট্ িাত নট্া পযমন্ত থাঙ্ক। নীঙ্চ গিম জল পাওয়া যাে, রনঙ্য় এঙ্স সবাই 
এঙ্ক এঙ্ক চান কিা হল। তািপি িাজা, ঝুম্পা নীঙ্চ ছখঙ্ত ছগল। ওিা ছখঙ্য় আমাি খাবাি রনঙ্য় আসঙ্ব। ভাত, 
রুটি, তিকারি আি খাবাি গিম জল। ছখঙ্ত ছখঙ্ত আঙ্লা রনঙ্ভ ছগল। তািপি ট্চম  রনঙ্য় ছছঙ্ল, ছমঙ্য় আবাি 
ছবঙ্িাল। কালঙ্ক ওিা ছগামুখ যাঙ্ব তাি বযবস্হা কিঙ্ত। আমাি একটু্ ভয় ভয় কিঙ্ত লাগল, িাস্তা খুব িগুমম 
শুঙ্নরছ। তঙ্ব অঙ্নঙ্কই ছতা যাঙ্ে, মালপত্র বইবাি জঙ্নয ছলাকও পাওয়া যায়।  

যাই ছহাক কাল সকাল নট্াি সময় ওিা ছগামুখ যাত্রা কিঙ্ব ঠিক হল। নীঙ্চ এক মহািাঙ্জি সঙ্গ ছিখা হঙ্য়রছল, উরন 
ওঙ্িি বলঙ্লন, ‘মারজ যাঙ্য়ঙ্গ ছকয়া, ও ছতা সালভি লাগ যাঙ্য়ঙ্গ’। সকাল নট্াি মঙ্ধ্য আমিা চানট্ান ছসঙ্ি গগাি 
ওপাঙ্ি গঙ্গাত্রী মর্ঙ্ি পূঙ্জা রিঙ্য় এলাম। আমাঙ্ক ঘঙ্ি ছপ ুঁঙ্ছ রিঙ্য় ওিা ছগামুঙ্খি পঙ্থ পা বাড়াঙ্লা। বািা্ায় 
িাুঁরড়ঙ্য় যতিিূ ওঙ্িি ছিখা যায় ছিখলাম, তািপি িঙু্চাখ জঙ্ল ভঙ্ি এল। ভগবাঙ্নি কাঙ্ছ প্রাথমনা কিলাম ‘ভালয় 
ভালয় ওঙ্িি রফরিঙ্য় রিও’। কাুঁঙ্ধ্ কাি হাঙ্তি স্পঙ্যম রফঙ্ি ছিরখ এক ভিমরহলা সামঙ্নি ঘঙ্ি আঙ্ছন, আঙ্মিাবাঙ্ি 
থাঙ্কন, এই আেঙ্ম প্রায়ই আঙ্সন। িইু এক মাস থাঙ্কন, নাম বলঙ্লন, স্বপ্না ছবন। অঙ্নক গল্প কিঙ্লন, বলঙ্লন ছকান 
রচন্তা কিঙ্বন না, কাল রবঙ্কঙ্ল ওিা রফঙ্ি আসঙ্ব। তখন মঙ্ন হল আজ িারত্রট্া আমাঙ্ক একাই থাকঙ্ত হঙ্ব। স্বপ্না 
ছবন বলঙ্লন যরি ছকান িিকাি হয় িাঙ্ত্র ডাকঙ্বন। এখাঙ্ন ছচাি-ডাকাঙ্তি ছকান ভয় ছনই। সন্ধযাঙ্বলা নীঙ্চ মর্ঙ্ি 
নাম সংকীতম ন হয়। আরম আি রনঙ্চ যাইরন। ওপি ছথঙ্কই শুনলাম। তািপি খাওয়াি ঘো পড়ঙ্ল সবাই রনঙ্চ ছখঙ্ত 
ছগল। স্বপ্না ছবন বলঙ্লন, আপনাঙ্ক রনঙ্চ ছযঙ্ত হঙ্বনা, আপনাি খাবাি ওপঙ্ি রিঙ্য় যাঙ্ব। ছছঙ্ল ছমঙ্য়ও ওই বযবস্থাই 
কঙ্িরছল। যাই ছহাক, খাওয়া-িাওয়াি পি হাঙ্তি কাঙ্ছ ট্চম  রনঙ্য়, বই রনঙ্য় ছলঙ্পি তলায় ঢুঙ্ক পড়লাম। ি ু পাতা 
পড়ঙ্ত না পড়ঙ্তই আঙ্লাও রনঙ্ভ ছগল। অগতযা বই বন্ধ কঙ্ি ছচাখ বুুঁজলাম। ছযই ঘুমট্া এঙ্সঙ্ছ িিজায় খুট্খুট্ যব্দ। 
চমঙ্ক উঙ্ে যত বরল ছক ছক ছকউ সাড়া ছিয় না। ট্চম  ছেঙ্ল চারিরিক ছিখলাম, রকছু ছিখঙ্ত ছপলাম না। আবাি 
ছচাখ বুুঁঙ্জরছ আবাি যব্দ। এবাি ছবয ভয় কিঙ্ত লাগল। স্বপ্না ছবন বঙ্লরছঙ্লন ওুঁি ঘঙ্ি শুঙ্ত; তাই শুঙ্লই হত। বাঙ্ি 
বাঙ্ি ট্চম  ছেঙ্ল ছিখলাম, রকছুই ছিখঙ্ত ছপলাম না। মন যক্ত কঙ্ি আবাি ছচাখ বন্ধ কিলাম। এবাি যব্দ হঙ্তই ট্চম  
ছেঙ্ল ছিরখ, িটুি ছনংটি ইুঁিিু আমাঙ্িি মালপঙ্ত্রি ওপি লাফালারফ কিঙ্ছ। রনঙ্জি মঙ্নই খারনকক্ষর্ হাসলাম। এি জনযই 
এত ভয় পারেলাম। এবাি রনরিন্ত। পঙ্িি রিন ছভািঙ্বলা িিজা খুঙ্ল ছিরখ পাহাঙ্ড়ি ফাুঁক রিঙ্য় সূযমঙ্িব উুঁরক রিঙ্েন। 
প্রর্াম কঙ্ি ঘঙ্ি এঙ্স সািারিঙ্নি জনয বতিী হঙ্য় প্রতীক্ষা, যরিও জারন ওঙ্িি রফিঙ্ত রবঙ্কল হঙ্ব। যাই ছহাক ওিা 
রফিল সঙ্ন্ধযঙ্বলায়। ছছঙ্ল ছমঙ্য় িজুঙ্নই ওই ভয়ঙ্কি সু্ি অরভজ্ঞতাি বর্মনা রিল। িজুঙ্নই অসম্ভব ক্লান্ত আি মুখগুঙ্লা 
যরিও ছিাঙ্ি পুঙ্ড় কাল হঙ্য় উঙ্েঙ্ছ তবু একট্া আনঙ্্ি ছট্া ছিখঙ্ত ছপলাম। অঙ্নক ফঙ্ট্া তুঙ্লঙ্ছ রকন্তু প্ররত মুহূঙ্তম  
মঙ্ন হরেল, থাক ছযঙ্ত হঙ্বনা – পথ ও োন্ডা এত ভয়ানক।  

পঙ্িি রিন সকালঙ্বলা আমিা বরিনাঙ্থি পঙ্থ এঙ্গালাম। পঙ্থি ছস ্যম উপঙ্ভাগ কিাি জনয িঙু্ট্া ছচাখই যঙ্থষ্ট নয়। 
পঙ্থ উত্তিকাযী, ধ্িাসু, ছতহরি প্রভৃরত জায়গা পড়ল। ছতহিীঙ্ত বড় বড় ছক্রন, বুলঙ্ডাজাি রিঙ্য় রবিাট্ িাস্তা বতিীি 
কাজ হঙ্ে। শুনলাম িাস্তা অনযরিক রিঙ্য় ঘরুিঙ্য় রিঙ্য় বনরনতাঙ্লি মত ছলক হঙ্ব। পঙ্ি টিরভঙ্ত ছিখলাম রবিাট্ বড় 
ছলক, সু্কল, হাসপাতাল হঙ্য়ঙ্ছ। আঙ্িাও রকছুট্া রগঙ্য় শ্রীনগি তঙ্ব কাশ্মীঙ্িি নয়। আমিা ছসই িাতট্া ওখাঙ্নই কাট্াব 
বঙ্ল রস্থি কিলাম। িাঙ্ত পাহাড়ী িাস্তায় যাওয়া ঠিক হঙ্বনা। আমাঙ্িি ড্রাইভাি চালায় ভাল, তঙ্ব একটু্ মুরড। পঙ্থ 
এক জায়গাঙ্ত ছিরখ পাঙ্য খাঙ্ি একটি ট্াট্া সুঙ্মা উলঙ্ট্ পঙ্ড় আঙ্ছ। রজজ্ঞাসা কিঙ্ত বলল, ভাড়া রনঙ্য় মঙ্নামারলনয 
হওয়াঙ্ত গারড় উলঙ্ট্ রিঙ্য়ঙ্ছ। আমিা অবাক – রনঙ্জও ছতা মিল। না রনঙ্জ লারফঙ্য় ছনঙ্ম পঙ্ড়ঙ্ছ। িাজা আবাি ওি 
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ছপছঙ্ন লাগল – ছতামাি ছিঙ্যি ছলাক রক এই িকমই কঙ্ি? তখন অবযয লজ্জা ছপঙ্য় ছগল। পিরিন সকাঙ্ল আমিা 

আবাি বরিনাঙ্থি পঙ্থ এঙ্গালাম। ছবলা চািঙ্ট্ি মঙ্ধ্য ছযাযীমে ছপ ুঁছঙ্ত হঙ্ব নয়ঙ্তা ছস িাঙ্তি মত ছগট্ বন্ধ হঙ্য় 

যাঙ্ব। চািঙ্ট্ি মঙ্ধ্যই ছপ ছলাম। এখাঙ্নই নৃৃ্রসংহ মর্ি আঙ্ছ। যীতকাঙ্ল এখাঙ্নই বরিনাথজীঙ্ক রনঙ্য় এঙ্স পঙূ্জা কিা 
হয়। 

এখান ছথঙ্ক আকায পরিষ্কাি থাকঙ্ল ‘ন্াঙ্িবী’ যৃগটি ছিখা যায়। ছিাপওঙ্য় রিঙ্য় একটি উুঁচু পাহাঙ্ড় রগঙ্য় ছিখাি 
বযবস্থা আঙ্ছ। আমিা ছফিাি পঙ্থ ছিখব বঙ্ল এঙ্গালাম। সঙ্ন্ধযি মঙ্ধ্যই বরিনাথ ছপ ুঁঙ্ছ ছগলাম। িাস্তায় ওপঙ্িই একট্া 
ছহাঙ্ট্ঙ্ল ঘি পাওয়া ছগল। িাস্তা ছথঙ্কই মর্ি ছিখা যাঙ্ে আি তাি ছপছঙ্নই বিঙ্ফ ঢাকা পাহাড়, ছিঙ্খ ছচাখ জরুড়ঙ্য় 
ছগল। রজরনষপত্র ঘঙ্ি ছিঙ্খ সবাই পরিেন্ন হঙ্য় মর্ি িযমন কিঙ্ত ছগলাম। িয রমরনট্ পাহাড়ী পঙ্থ ছহুঁঙ্ট্ মর্ঙ্ি এঙ্স 
জঙু্তা খুঙ্ল পূঙ্জাি ডারল রকঙ্ন ছভতঙ্ি ছগলাম। িাত প্রায় আট্ট্া বাঙ্জ, ঘো বাজঙ্ছ, আিরত হঙ্ে, তািপি মর্ি 
বন্ধ হঙ্য় যাঙ্ব। মর্িটি খুবই সু্ি আি মজবুত। িরুিক রিঙ্য় চওড়া রসুঁরড় আি পাঙ্য ছপতঙ্লি চকচঙ্ক ছিরলং। 
ওপঙ্ি একট্া লযারন্ডং তািপি আবাি এক ধ্াপ উঙ্ে বড় কাঙ্েি িিজা। ছভতঙ্ি ছবয ভীড়, আিরত ছিখঙ্ত আমিাও 
ছপছঙ্ন রগঙ্য় িাুঁড়ালাম। আিরতি পি প্রর্াঙ্মি পালা। পুঙ্িারহত মহাযয় যারন্তি জল আি প্রসাি রিঙ্লন। আরমও প্রসাি 
রনঙ্য় ভরক্তভঙ্ি ছচাখ বুুঁঙ্জ মুঙ্খ রিঙ্তই সবাই হাুঁ হাুঁ কঙ্ি উেল। আসঙ্ল ওট্া চ্ন বাট্া ছগাল কঙ্ি পাকাঙ্না, সঙ্্য 
নয়। ছফিাি পঙ্থ ছিরখ িাস্তাি িধু্াঙ্ি ছিাকাঙ্ন নানািকম মূরত্তম, বাসন ইতযারি রবক্রী হঙ্ে, আমিাও রকছু রজরনষ 
রকনলাম। ছিাকাঙ্ন ছিাকাঙ্ন টিরভ রভরডও চলঙ্ছ। এখাঙ্ন সব জায়গাঙ্তই টিরভ ছপ ুঁঙ্ছ ছগঙ্ছ – আমাঙ্িি ছহাঙ্ট্ঙ্লও 
আঙ্ছ। 

ছহাঙ্ট্ঙ্ল রফঙ্ি ছিরখ সামঙ্ন একট্া গাড়ীঙ্ক রঘঙ্ি খুব ভীড়। রজজ্ঞাসা কঙ্ি জানা ছগল ছয একটি বাঙালী পরিবাি 
রযরলগুরড় ছথঙ্ক এঙ্সঙ্ছ, সঙ্গ বয়ষ্ক বাবা, পঙ্থই যিীি খািাপ, বুঙ্ক বযথা। এখাঙ্ন এঙ্স মািা ছগঙ্লন। মনট্া খুবই 
খািাপ হঙ্য় ছগল। রক অবস্থা, ছবড়াঙ্ত এঙ্স রক িঙু্ভম াগ! কান্নাকাটি পঙ্ড় ছগঙ্ছ। 

পিরিন ছভািঙ্বলা বািা্া ছথঙ্ক ছিরখ সামঙ্ন পাহাঙ্ড়ি চূড়ায় ছিাি পঙ্ড় রক সু্ি লাগঙ্ছ। আি একবাি মর্ি িযমন 
কঙ্ি এলাম। এবাি ছফিাি পালা! িরুিন পঙ্িই আমাঙ্িি হরিদ্বাি ছথঙ্ক ছফিাি টিরকট্। পঙ্থ ছযাযীমঙ্ে ছসই বিঙ্ফ 
ঢাকা যৃগ রকন্তু আমাঙ্িি আি ছিখা হল না। ছিাপওঙ্য় িযজন যাত্রী না হঙ্ল চালাঙ্না হয় না, তাছাড়া আকায ছমঙ্ঘ 
ছঢঙ্ক ছগল। খারনকট্া রগঙ্য় ছিরখ, িাস্তায় ধ্বস ছনঙ্মঙ্ছ, যাওয়া যাঙ্বনা। কত গাড়ী, বাস িাুঁরড়ঙ্য় আঙ্ছ। কাজ চলঙ্ছ 
িাস্তা ছমিামঙ্তি, রসরকউরিটিি ছলাক ছট্যানগান রনঙ্য় ঘুঙ্ি ছবড়াঙ্ে। আমাঙ্িি গাড়ীি সামঙ্ন একটি গুজিাটি িল গাড়ী 
রনঙ্য় িাুঁরড়ঙ্য়। এঙ্িি িঙ্ল অঙ্নক ছলাক, কঙ্য়কটি ছব , বাো গানট্ান কিঙ্ছ। একটি ছব  আবাি তািই মঙ্ধ্য রূপচচম া 
আিম্ভ কঙ্ি রিল আি অবাক কান্ড হাঙ্তি কাঙ্ছ আমাঙ্িি গাড়ীি আয়নাট্াই ঘুরিঙ্য় মুখ ছিখঙ্ত লাগল ছকানিকম লজ্জা 
না কঙ্িই। সকাঙ্ল কাচা রভঙ্জ কাপড়গুঙ্লাও গাড়ীি গাঙ্য় সাি রিঙ্য় শুঙ্কাঙ্ত রিল – ছক রক ভাবঙ্ছ না ভাবঙ্ছ ছকান 
ভ্রূঙ্ক্ষপ ছনই। এই িলটি আমাঙ্িি পূবম পরিরচত, গঙ্গাত্রী আেঙ্ম আমাঙ্িি পাঙ্যি ঘঙ্ি রছল। গাড়ীঙ্ত বঙ্স বঙ্স এইসব 
ছিখঙ্ছ। িাস্তাি ধ্াঙ্ি ছতঙ্লভাজা পাওয়া যাঙ্ে – ছকনা হল। আড়াই ঘো পি িাস্তা চলনঙ্যাগয হল। একটু্ পঙ্িই 
সঙ্ন্ধযও ছনঙ্ম এল। রকছুট্া ছযঙ্তই আবাি বৃরষ্টও শুরু হল। 

ছসরিন আি হরিদ্বাি ছপ ুঁছঙ্না ছগল না। আমিা রুিপ্রয়াঙ্গ িাত কাট্ালাম। পঙ্িি রিন রবঙ্কঙ্ল আমিা হরিদ্বাি 
ছপ ুঁছলাম। ছসরিন রছল জন্মাষ্টমী – খুব ভীড় চািরিঙ্ক। আমিাও ছবঙ্িালাম একটু্ ছকনাকাট্া কিঙ্ত। বৃরষ্ট রকন্তু 
পড়ঙ্তই লাগল এবং িাঙ্ত আঙ্িাও প্রচন্ডভাঙ্ব শুরু হল। পঙ্িি রিন যাওয়া রকন্তু থামবাি নাম ছনই। ভয় হঙ্ত লাগল, 
রক কঙ্ি ছেন ধ্িব। রবঙ্কল চািঙ্ট্ নাগাি বৃরষ্ট একটু্ কমঙ্ল আমিা ছষ্টযঙ্নি উঙ্েঙ্যয িওনা হলাম। সকঙ্লি মন 
ভািাক্রান্ত। এই করিন বিনর্ন জীবন ছথঙ্ক মুক্ত হঙ্য় খুবই ভাল কাট্ল। এই মধ্ুি সৃ্মরত বুঙ্ক রনঙ্য় আবাি 
গতানুগরতক চঙ্ক্র যুক্ত হঙ্ত চললাম। 
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India Through My Windshield 
                                                          Yogadhish Das        
 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
One of the things I like to do when I travel in India by car is to take photos through the windshield of the moving 
vehicle.  I share a few of these with you. To me, such views  offer an interesting vignette into life in India away 
from the big cities. Some of them put in focus the stark contrast between old India and the emerging new. 
Despite the difficulties of taking photos through the dusty windshield of a vehicle moving on rough roads, such 
efforts do provide some creative opportunities. 
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Woman with Mirror 

Arun Shankar Roy 
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আইটেম নম্বর ২ 

আদিত্য চক্রবর্ত্তী 

 

 

                              

(শৈল্ চতু্টবেিীর দিন্দী কদবত্া অবলম্বটন) 

 

সাকে াটসর ত্াাঁবুর সামটন 

এক জ াকর করদিল জ াষনা 

আসুন, আসুন দবৈ ফুে সাপ জিখুন 

প্রটবৈ মূলয দসফে  এক আনা। 

 

এক ভদ্রটলাক এটস িাদ র 

যার অটধেক চুল পাকা 

বাকী অটধেক কাাঁচা 

আর সাটে কুদিো বািা। 

 

জ াকর বটল – বাইটর িাাঁদিটে জকন 

আসুন, জিখুন কুদি ফুে সাপ 

শুনুন জত্াত্া পাদখর দফদি গানা 

প্রটবৈ মূলয জকবল এক আনা। 

 

আমার সাটে জত্া দবৈো বাচ্চা 

জ াকর বটল আটর ত্াটত্ দক 

আপনারই জত্া! বিৎ আচ্ছা! 
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আটে িযাাঁ, আদমই জসই অভাগা বাপ 

ত্ািটল ত্ািাত্াদি জভত্টর যান  নাব। 

ওরা জভত্টর জযটত্ 

জ াকটরর িাদস যদি জিখটত্ জপটত্ 

গলা তু্টল বটল – আটসন, জিটখন 

মাত্র ি ুআদনটত্ ম া লুটেন 

কুদি ফুটের সাপ 

আর ত্ার সাটে কুদি বাচ্চার বাপ!!! 
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Engelberg-4 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Lauter Brunen-5 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

Jungfraujoch (top of Europe)-6 
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g¥m−Mm¡g¥m−Mm¡g¥m−Mm¡g¥m−Mm¡    
 

p¤¤i¡o Q¾cÊ ¢hnÄ¡p 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

J −a¡j¡l −l¡S −cM¡ HL g¥mz 
qW¡v HL¢ce M−p fsm, 
T−l fsm T−s h¡ hª¢ø−a, 

h¡ L¡−l¡l q¡−al Ah¡¿¹l BØg¡m−ez 
−n¡−Ll j§µRÑe¡u a¥¢j ¢hjoÑ, 
Ha p¤¤¾cl g¥mV¡ j−l −Nm! 

 
e¡, J j−l ¢e, 

J öd¤ j¡¢V−a f−s B−Rz 
−a¡j¡l n§eÉ cª¢ø Jl Q¡lf¡−n 

Apq¡−ul ja O¤l−Rz 
−l¡c Bp−h, hª¢ø q−h, 

J−L X−m ¢f−ø ¢e¢ÕQq² L−l −c−hz 
ah¤J J jl−h e¡z 

 
Jl JC j¡a¡m Ll¡ Nå, 

−a¡j¡u p¡l¡ S£he d−l j¡a¡−hz 
Bl JC f¡Nm Ll¡ l©f, 

−a¡j¡u L−l l¡M−h HL¢V hÜ f¡Nmz 
 

J kMe JC l©f Bl Nå ¢e−u 
ph¤S X¡−m h'−p −j±j¡¢R 

Bl fËS¡f¢al p−‰ −Mm¡ Lla, 
a¥¢j q−u −k−a B−h−N EµR¡−p BaÈq¡l¡z 

R¢hl fl R¢h a¥m−a, 
ah¤J je ila e¡z 

 
a£hË −l¡−c J kMe HLV¥ Y−m fsa, 
Bea ¢n−l −a¡j¡u S¡e¡a fËZ¡jz 
HLV¡ ¢ho¡cju fËZ−ul Bp¢š² 
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−a¡j¡l h¤−L a¥ma jªc¤ Øf¾cez 
J hª¢ø−a ¢iS−m −a¡j¡l L¡æ¡ −faz 

hª¢ø−n−ol HL ¢h¾c¥ Sm 
d−l l¡Ma Jl f¡f¢s, −a¡j¡l j−el j¤š²z 

−a¡j¡l SNv hy¡d¡ f−s B−R 
JC HL ¢h¾c¥ S−mz 
a¡lfl, qyÉ¡ a¡lfl, 

¢c−el −n−ol l¡‰¡ −l¡−c 
Jl m‹¡l¡‰¡ j¤M Bl ¢hnÄSu£ 

¢j¢ø q¡¢p, Bq¡ ¢L p¤¤¾cl! 
¢L a¡l L¡l¦L¡kÑÉ! 

−a¡j¡l h¤−L −M¡c¡C Ll¡ 
¢cL¢hc¡l£ ¢en¡e¡, 

−a¡j¡l jlj£ fË¡−Zl −cu¡m S¥−s R¢hz 
 

e¡, J j−l ¢e, J jl−a f¡−l e¡z 
a¥¢j ¢eSÑ−e O−ll −L¡−Z h−p b¡L−h, 
J Q¥¢fp¡−l −a¡j¡l f¡−n H−p hp−hz 

a¥¢j O¤¢j−u fs−h, 
J −a¡j¡−L üfÀ −cM¡−hz 
fË¢a¢c−el L¡−Sl gy¡−L 

J −a¡j¡u Ey¢L ¢c−u −cM−hz 
aMe Jl −lZ¤c¤¢V Rme¡il¡ −Q¡M, 

−a¡j¡−L Ll−h ¢cL−i¡m¡ HL Aå f¡Nmz 
Bl Jl f¡f¢s…¢ml c¤ø¥¢j il¡ q¡¢p 
f™ Ll−h −a¡j¡l p¡l¡ ¢c−el L¡Sz 

 
JC g¥m, JC f¡f¢s, JC p¤¤h¡p 

−a¡j¡u ¢hhn L−l l¡M−h; 
Bl JC mr£R¡s¡ l©f, 

−a¡j¡l q©c−ul −N¡fe −L¡−Z 
−hm¡f¤l£l ¢nm¡h¡¢mL¡ - 
−a¡j¡u ¢O−l −Mm−h öd¤, 
−Mm¡l R−mJ R¡s−h e¡z 
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'Egghead': through my eyes 

Oishee Ghosh, Gr 7, Age 12 yrs 

      

Today I will talk to you about the book Egghead by Caroline Pignat. I had the good 
fortune of meeting the author when I was around 10 years old. She did a writing 
workshop at our Ruth E. Dickinson Library.  She read us a part of the book and 
autographed copies of the book.  I got mine autographed! 
 
Egghead is a popular reading among readers of my age. I think there are some 
exemplary lessons and messages that this book sends across. The story revolves 
around  4 people; a boy being bullied, Will. He is perceived as awkward,  wears fake 
turtlenecks, lousy at gym, and obsessed with his ant farm. His dad is a professor at a 
local university, and their relationship has been stiff and awkward ever since his mom 
died. Because of Will's weirdness he is the ideal target for Shane, the grade 9 bully. 
Then there's also Katie. Katie has been Will's friend since elementary school. To her, 
Will is like a little brother. She always stands up for him whenever he is bullied. Another 
character is Devan. He has been in Shane's group and mindlessly does any task Shane 
wants him to do, good or bad. The story is told from 3 character's perspectives; Katie, 
Will, and Devan. The story follows the 3 teens as they navigate the classic dilemmas of 
life: how not to be a bystander of bullying, and how to stand up for what's right.  

 An important lesson this book sends is that what goes around comes around.  There 
was a point when Devan changed his mind and stood up to Shane for Will. Shane got in 
trouble and got what he deserved. This book is a good read because it gives an in-
depth description about everything: the perspectives of the characters involved, how 
bullying affects students and people around them, and last but not least how it can be 
prevented. 

I also thought that some parts of the book could have been written and/or described 
differently. One thing that I would change about the story is to add the perspective of 
Shane, the bully. I feel that to better understand his character, it is important for the 
readers to know the situation he is coming from, and also what is on his mind when he 
does what he does. Again adding his perspective could also help the reader to better 
understand the measures important to change bullying behaviour among school 
children. 

I wish to read more books by this author in the future because the subjects she writes 
about are ones I can easily relate to. And she brings in the perspectives of many 
characters, which I also love to read. I hope you read this book as well!  
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PUJO MEANS... 

Reeto Ghosh, Gr 4, 8 years 

 

Pujo means a bunch of things!! 

Like going to Herongate for 3 days straight-- day and night; 

Setting up the pujo hall with alpona and light; 

Eating prosad and yummy bengali food; 

Baba, Maa, Meshos, and Mashies busy cooking load; 

Playing on my 3DS and talking to my friends Ani and Aarjo. 

Pujo means no Bangla  School ; 

But I do Kumon six pages full . 

Pujo means watching natok waaaaaay at the front. 

Pujo means cleaning up the Pujo hall at the end, 

and waiting for next year's excitement!! 
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Recipe 
 

Sharmistha Chatterjee 
 

 
 

 
 

1. Mushroom Malaikari (without onion garlic) 
 
Ingredients 
1 package button mushrooms whole 
1-2 Red and green bell pepper chopped like cubes 
2 Finger hot chilies 
1/2 tsp Whole jeera 
1/2 tsp crushed red chili flakes 
1/2 tsp jeera powder 
1 package coconut cream powder 
1 cup milk 
salt/sugar to taste 
1 tsp fresh ginger paste 
1 tablespoon cooking oil 
 
Method 
Heat oil in a pan. Add whole jeera and crushed chili flakes. 
Add ginger paste, jeera pwd and stir little bit till spices are well mixed. 
Next add whole mushrooms without the stems. Stir until mushrooms are well coated with the 
spice mix. 
Next add bell peppers and mix well. Add salt and sugar to taste. Add coconut cream powder and 
1 cup milk, whole green chili. 
Boil the gravy until oil leaves side of the pan and vegetables are cooked. 
Serve hot with jasmine rice. 
 

2. Bengali style chicken stew 

 
Many of our daughters and sons would leave home soon, or have already left. Some of them are 
still at home but may be encouraged to try their hands in cooking.  
 
An easy recipe for them would be to cook the following dish they can eat for 2-3 days or even 
freeze a few portions for later use.  It is preferable to cook this on a slow-cooker or a heavy 
bottom saucepan. The ingredient list is long but the method is very easy. 
 
Ingredients 
2 Black cardamom 
1 Cinnamon stick 
2 Clove 
few black peppercorns 
2 tablespoon Ginger garlic crushed/paste 
1 large onion chopped 

56



1 tomato chopped 
2 potatoes cut in 4 pieces 
Baby carrots 
French beans 
Red and green bell pepper (cut in a few pieces) 
1 green onion (chopped) 
2 tablespoon cooking oil 
2 teaspoon yogurt plain 
1 tsp turmeric powder 
1 tsp paprika 
 
Method 
 
Marinate chicken with yogurt, salt, ginger garlic paste, tomatoes, turmeric, paprika, onion, whole 
spices, cooking oil for 2 hrs. 
In a slow cooker or a heavy bottom saucepan add the marinated chicken and vegetables. 
Cover it and do not add any water. 
Check every 10-15 min and stir so that vegetables are well coated with chicken juice and the 
spice mix. 
It takes about an hour to cook the chicken. Make sure chicken and vegetables are cooked and 
there is enough gravy. 
 
Serve hot with bread or rice. 
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Laugh and Live Long  
(Collected from various unnamed sources) 

 

Any Comments? 

 

A man dies and goes to hell. There he finds that there is a different hell for each country. He goes 
to the German hell and asks, "What do they do here?" He told," First they put you in an electric 
chair for an hour. Then they lay you on a bed of nails for another hour. Then the German devil 
comes in and beats you for the rest of the day." 
 
The man does not like the sound of that at all, so he moves on. He checks out the USA hell as 
well as the Russian hell and many more. He discovers that they are all more or less the same as 
the German hell. 
 
Then he comes to the Indian hell and finds that there is a long line of people waiting to get in. 
Amazed, he asks, "What do they do 
here?" He told, "First they put you in an electric chair for an hour. Then they lay you on a bed of 
nails for another hour. Then the Indian devil comes in and beats you for the rest of the day." "But 
that is exactly the same as all the other hells - why are there so many people waiting to get in?" 
 
"Because maintenance is so bad that the electric chair does not work, someone has stolen all the 
nails from the bed, and the 
devil is a Software Engineer, so he comes in, signs the register and then goes to the Cafeteria 
!!!!! ! 

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Did I read these signs right? 

  

TOILET OUT OF ORDER. PLEASE USE FLOOR BELOW. 
  
In a Laundromat: 
AUTOMATIC WASHING MACHINES: PLEASE REMOVE ALL YOUR CLOTHES WHEN THE 
LIGHT GOES OUT. 
 
In a London department store: 
BARGAIN BASEMENT UPSTAIRS.  
 
In an office: 
WOULD THE PERSON WHO TOOK THE STEP LADDER YESTERDAY PLEASE BRING IT 
BACK OR FURTHER STEPS WILL BE TAKEN. 
  
In an office: 
AFTER TEA BREAK, STAFF SHOULD EMPTY THE TEAPOT AND STAND UPSIDE DOWN ON 
THE DRAINING BOARD. 
  
Outside a secondhand shop:  
WE EXCHANGE ANYTHING - BICYCLES, WASHING MACHINES, ETC. WHY NOT BRING 
YOUR WIFE ALONG AND GET A WONDERFUL BARGAIN? 
 
Notice in health food shop window: 
CLOSED DUE TO ILLNESS. 

 
Spotted in a safari park:(I sure hope so) 
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ELEPHANTS PLEASE STAY IN YOUR CAR. 
 
Seen during a conference: 
FOR ANYONE WHO HAS CHILDREN AND DOESN'T KNOW IT, THERE IS A DAY CARE ON 
THE 1ST FLOOR. 
 
Notice in a farmer's field: 
THE FARMER ALLOWS WALKERS TO CROSS THE FIELD FOR FREE, BUT THE BULL 
CHARGES. 
 
Message on a leaflet: 
IF YOU CANNOT READ, THIS LEAFLET WILL TELL YOU HOW TO GET LESSONS. 
 
On a repair shop door: 
WE CAN REPAIR ANYTHING. (PLEASE KNOCK HARD ON THE DOOR - THE BELL DOESN'T 
WORK). 
  
Proofreading is a dying art, wouldn't you say? Read on: 
  
Man Kills Self before Shooting Wife and Daughter 
 
This one I caught in the SGV Tribune the other day and called the Editorial Room and asked who 
wrote this. 
It took two or three readings before the editor realized that what he was reading was impossible!!! 
They put in a correction the next day. 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
Something Went Wrong in Jet Crash, Expert Says 
-Really? Ya think? 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
Police Begin Campaign to Run Down Jaywalkers 
-Now that's taking things a bit far! 
----------------------------------------------------------- 
Panda Mating Fails; Veterinarian Takes Over 
-What a guy! 
--------------------------------------------------------------- 
Miners Refuse to Work after Death 
-No-good-for-nothing' lazy so-and-so's! 
------------------------------------------------------ 
Juvenile Court to Try Shooting Defendant 
-See if that works any better than a fair trial! 
---------------------------------------------------------- 
War Dims Hope for Peace 
-I can see where it might have that effect! 

---------------------------------------------------------------- 
If Strike Isn't Settled Quickly, It May Last Awhile 
-Ya think?! 
----------------------------------------------------------------------- 
Cold Wave Linked to Temperatures 
-Who would have thought! 
---------------------------------------------------------------- 
Enfield (London) Couple Slain; Police Suspect Homicide 
-They may be on to something! 
------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
Red Tape Holds Up New Bridges 
-You mean there's something stronger than duct tape? 
---------------------------------------------------------- 
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Man Struck By Lightning: Faces Battery Charge 
-He probably IS the battery charge! 
---------------------------------------------- 
New Study of Obesity Looks for Larger Test Group 
-No "weigh" !! 
 ---------------- --------------------------------- 
Kids Make Nutritious Snacks 
-Do they taste like chicken? 
------------------------------------------------------ 
-Local High School Dropouts Cut in Half 
-Chainsaw Massacre all over again! 
---------------------------------------------------- 
Hospitals are Sued by 7 Foot Doctors 
-Boy, are they tall! 
------------------------------ 
And the winner is.... 
-Typhoon Rips Through Cemetery; Hundreds Dead 
Did I read that right? 

 

A Story you are going to love: 

 
A little boy wanted Rs.50 very badly and prayed for weeks, but nothing happened. 
Finally he decided to write God a letter requesting the Rs.50. 
When the postal authorities received the letter addressed to God, INDIA, they decided to forward 
it to the President of India as a joke. 
The President was so amused, that he instructed his secretary to send the little boy Rs.20. 
The President... thought this would appear to be a lot of money (Rs.50) to a little boy, and he did 
not want to spoil the kid. 
The little boy was delighted with Rs...20, and decided to write a thank you note to God, which 
read: 
"Dear God: Thank you very much for sending the money. 
However, I noticed that you sent it through the Rashtrapati Bhavan (President's House) in New 
Delhi, and those donkeys deducted Rs.30 as tax ....... " 

 

Second graders' answers to a question: 
If you could change one thing about your mom, what would it be? 
1. She has this weird thing about me keeping my room clean. I'd get rid of that. 
2. I'd make my mom smarter. Then she would know it was my sister who did it not me. 
3. I would like for her to get rid of those invisible eyes on the back of her head. 

 

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

One Liners! 
 
Perhaps you may like to read these !! 
 
Sign on a railway station at Patna: 
Aana free, jaana free, 
pakde gaye to khana free. 
**************************** 
  
Sign at a barber's saloon in Juhu, Bombay: 
We need your heads to run our business. 
************************* 
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A traffic slogan: 
Don't let your kids drive if they are not old enough - or else they never will be. 
******************************* 
  
Sign in a restaurant: 
All drinking water in this establishment has been personally passed by the manager. 
*************************** 
The difference between in-laws and outlaws? 
Outlaws are wanted. 
**************************** 
Alcohol is a perfect solvent: 
It dissolves marriages, families and careers. 
******************************** 
A fine is a tax for doing wrong. 
A tax is a fine for doing well. 
******************************** 
Archaeologist: someone whose career lies in ruins. 
******************************** 
An archaeologist is the best husband any woman can have: 
The older she gets, the more interested he becomes in her. 
************************************* 
There are two kinds of people who don't say much: 
Those who are quiet and those who talk a lot. 
***************************************** 
There was a man who said, "I never knew what happiness was until I got married... 
And then it was too late." 
*************************************** 
Before marriage, a man yearns for the woman he loves. 
After marriage, the 'y' becomes silent. 
************************************ 
"Forgiveness does not change the past, but it does enlarge the future"- Unknown 
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Caricature - The Moustache Guy 

Aprateem Chatterjee (11 years) 
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Women Power 

Mitena Dan (8 years) 

 

63


	1_Cover_Page
	2_My Home - Ania Chatterjee
	3_Editorial
	4_List of Contents
	5_Debipokkher Dinguli by Jharna Chatterjee
	6_A Bridge To Afterlife by Souren Banerjee
	7_Around the Baltic Sea by Jharna ChatterjeeAround the Baltic Sea by Jharna Chatterjee
	8_Wonders of Karnataka - Bangalore by Shubash Biswas
	9_Haridwar, Gangotri, Badrinath by Purabi Bandopadhaya
	10_Lal Holud Ranger Pakhi - Madanmohan Ghosh
	11_Bhalo Basha Kare koy - Aditya Chakravarti
	12_Pholer Name Nam by Basabi Chakravarti
	13_Thamma by Benu Nandi
	14_India Through My Windshield by Yogadhish Das
	15_Woman with Mirror by Arun Shankar Roy
	16_Amar Gopon Bodhur Gaan by Arun Shankar Roy
	17_Item No. 2_Aditya Chakravarti
	18_Jalchabi by Amar Kumar
	19_Moddho Rate by Gour Seal
	20_Phulkhela Subhash Ch. Biswas
	21_Rhum Jhum Jhum by Arun Shankar Roy
	22_Egghead through my eyes - Oishee Ghosh 
	23_Pujo Means by Reeto Ghosh
	24_Recipie by Sharmistha Chatterjee
	25_Laugh and Live Long
	26_Caricature - The Moustache Guy - Aprateem Chatterjee
	27_Women Power - Mitena Dan



