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Calcutta: The British Gateway to India 

Sourendra K.  Banerjee 

Calcutta (the anglicized name of Kolkata) was officially founded by Job Charnock in 1690 who used the 

name in his writing to the Mughal emperor Aurangzeb (1658-1707). Charnock came to Madras in 1657, 

became East India Company’s Governor of Bengal in 1686. The company official of Dacca used the name 

Calcutta with Charnock who by his diplomacy and tenacity earned Aurangzeb’s favour of trading licenses 

to the company. Charnock cleverly saw the potential of British settlement in Bengal. He and his son-in-law 

Charles Eyre negotiated through an influential man in Behala and bought rights of collecting revenue of the 

three villages Sutanati, Govindapur, and Dihi Kolkata from their Bengali landlords in 1698. Aurangzeb's 

grandson Azim-us-san was then Bengal’s ruler. Charnock married a Bengali (either a would-be ‘Sutee’ or 

more likely a Muslim woman). He died in 1692/3 and was buried in the backyard of St. John’s Church. 

Charnock started  Fort William (near the present Writers’ Building) that was completed later but damaged 

during the battle of Plassey. 

The name Kolkata has a rural origin. Kol (O as in ‘ode’) means lap, as well as an indentation of a riverbank, 

which at some places makes a natural harbor or ghat where boats or small ships can anchor. This happens 

especially in alluvial soil like the Hugli river. After a few years, the river may change the flow due to heavy 

sedimentation. This is called Kata (both as a in father, t as in top) or to cut. Together Kolkata is a plausible 

name. Also Kalighat (mother Kali in Calcutta or Bengal’s presiding deity, nearby Posta has had a temple 

but the present Kalighat temple was built in 1809 by the descendants of the original Seller of the villages to 

the British (as an atonement). The British were familiar with the name Calikat on the western coast of India. 

These all contributed to the name of Calcutta. 

We will discuss the state of European coastal countries and a short history of India for a better perspective 

of the title of this article.  

Henry VIII (1489-1509) was a very powerful monarch who proclaimed himself as the Head of the Church 

in England which was the culmination of reformation.  Renaissance in England also culminated which saw 

Byron (1788), Keats (1792), Shelly (1772), Shakespeare (1564), and many others. England and European 

Nations made tremendous progress in science and literature. The monarchy was very powerful, but people 

were conscious of their power and were proud of their “nationhood”. Any legislation in England needed the 
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approval of both houses even during Henry 8th’s time. The coastal nations advanced in navigational 

sciences and equipped their ships with cannons (brought by Jesuits from the Manchus, Mongols, and 

Chinese) and gunnery.  Johnson Amwell (1730) cautioned “war causes misery”. But power corrupts 

(Shakespeare). Michael Drayton (1563) wrote: 

“You great human mind  

Go and subdue 

Get the pearl and gold 

Let the cannons roar 

For getting the wide heaven.” 

The European coastal Nations (with the tacit support of the church) literally did that, not only for gold but 

also for the profitable reservoirs of West Africa as trade for Slaves, plundering and killing and shackling 

able-bodied men, women and even pre-pubescent children for money. Their priests were preaching ‘the 

savages’ about the man being a child of their monotheistic God’s. Mighty Islam also engaged itself in slave-

trade in Morocco, Tripoli Zambia, etc. The Coastal European countries in the West started finding sea 

routes to India and the far East. Columbus of Spain believed he was going to India, instead discovered 

Cuba (1493) and South America. Americo Vespucci found Brazil and confirmed a new landmass which was 

named America in his honour. Portugal was very expert in nautical sciences. Dias found the route to Cape 

of Good Hope. Following the same root, Vasco da gama reached the West coast of India in 1497. He was 

a good sailor and an also ruthless general in warfare. With sophisticated and savage military  

raids conquered Goa and controlled all the ports on the west coast of India (including Cochin by 1510). This 

is the time when the Lodi dynasty in India was trembling and Babar was to come. Later Babar and Akbar’s 

power stopped further Portuguese expansion.  

In 1600 Queen Elizabeth I signed a charter for the East India Company (E.I.Co) for trading. By 1685 they 

had trading ports in Surat, Bombay, and Madras, Calcutta, and Dacca. The Portuguese had one in Bengal 

in 1535. The French East India Company had the same in Malabar, Pondicherry, Chandannagar by 1673. 

Gujrat was independent as Bengal (with Lodi sovereignty) was.  Muslim rulers’ only occupation was 

personal gain, impose Shiite Islam in India and oppress the Hindus (93% of India was Hindus) and fight 

with other power-sharing Shiite Muslim rulers. India was neither a state nor a nation since the 8th or 9th 
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century with skirmishes amongst themselves (no brutality), but it was a great civilization bounded and 

inspired by Hindu pantheistic scriptures with lofty and logical philosophy. This made the Indians peace 

loving if not docile.  Ramanuj & Nimbiarkar wrote on theism with devotional appeals to a personal god. 

Their 11th-century writings are highly acclaimed even now by western intellectuals. Joydev (1179-1205), 

Chaitanya Dev (1485), Balav Acharya (16th century) wrote gospels of love and they are examples of superb 

religious philosophy. Tulshidas’s Hindi Ramayana (Sri Ram Charit Manas, middle of 16th century) came to 

soothe people's minds. But Indians lacked sciences* and skills in modern warfare. India’s powerlessness 

but riches made it a target of ravages by the brutal raids of the middle east countries, especially the Afghans. 

As early as 711 Mohammad Kassem raided Sindh and Indus valley. A rebel slave became master of a part 

of Afghanistan and founded Ghaznibad in central Afghanistan with himself as the ruler. His son Mohammed 

Ghajini invaded Indus valley (1005) and Lahore (1015) and imposed Islamic conquest in India.  

The slave dynasty soon under his influence extended the whole of the Indo-Gangetic plain. Genghis Khan 

of west Turkestan ravaged west of Indus in 1221 but went away fearing Delhi’s might. Iltutmis further 

extended the Muslim conquest (1304). Then another barbaric attack by the Transoxian Taimur long (who 

ruled Afghanistan). pillaged Delhi (1398) and conquered many small States in India. After a lot of slaughter, 

he abruptly chose the king of Multan as his governor in India and left with lots of treasures. Then, Allaudin 

Khilji and Mohamad Tuglok consolidated their conquest of most of India by the 15th century. Tughlok divided 

India in 23 governments including five in the south. The Hindu masses were treated as subjugated subjects 

and Muslims were rulers with all privileges. Gujrat and Bengal managed to remain autonomous. The Delhi 

Sultanate itself had Turko Afghans as their sovereigns. The Lodis were military, feudal overlords. Their sole 

mission was to impose Islam or Hindus oppression. But military factions led by various Lodi clans were 

infighting and Delhi Sultanate became weak. It was an opportune time for the Turko Mongolians. Babar 

became the Sultan of Forgan (1494) and invaded Afganistan, Kabul (1504), and Kandahar (1507). His 

uncle was a general of Ibraham Lodi who rebelled. Babar invaded Delhi and easily defeated him in 1526. 

The Rajputs under Rana Sanga and the Afgan Amirs joined Ibrahim Lodi but lost. So did the Bengali rulers 

(Shia clan members of the Lodis) in 1529. Babar's’ Mughal rule extended in India beyond any earlier Muslim 

rulers. He died and his son Humayun became Mughal Badshah (1530). Sher khan of Bengal (a Lodi faithful) 

drove Humayun out of India in 1540. He became Sher Shah – the ruler of India. Sher Shah made roads 

48



 

from Punjab to Bengal, introduced coins, taxation equitable for Hindus, Muslims, and the states. He died in 

1554 and Humayun returned as Badshah in 1555, but died in 1556. Akbar succeeded and at the age of 

thirteen, became effectively the Mughal Badshah in 1562. He built a huge army (200,000 men and 500 war-

elephants), lots of cannons and Hindu servants to carry the cannons and serve the soldiers and elephants. 

He conquered Gujarat, Surat, and (by defeating Duad) Bengal. He tried to appease the Hindus. He defeated 

the valiant Rajputs. Except for Rana Pratap of Mawar, all Rajput kings became his subordinates. The army 

was expensive. He raised taxes for richer Muslims (and even reduced them for Hindus). There was however 

a shortage of revenue. He built magnificent cities (Allahabad, Fatehpur Sikri), had 30,000 palace horses. 

The average subject became poor, children were sold and even human flesh was in the market. He was 

succeeded by Jahangir (1605-28) who lost Kandahar. Jahangir suppressed Ahmednagar and the Rajput 

kings. His generals were unhappy. His son Shahjahan became Badshah in 1627. He recaptured Kandahar 

suppressed rival generals in the South and dominated Deccan. But his wife’s death and disobedient 

children demoralized him. He built Tajmahal and the peacock throne. The period from Akbar to Shajahan 

is noteworthy. The Europeans started coming to India for ‘trade’.  In England, King Charles I was executed 

in 1649 by Cromwell who had ideas of republicanism or public rule instead of the monarchy but suddenly 

he died in 1658.  Monarchy was back in 1660 with Charles II as the king. Europe was in full renaissance. 

Galileo (1564-1642), Kepler (1567-1680), Descartes (1596-1650) were the pillars of modern sciences. That 

was a huge contrast with India.  

Aurangzeb became the Mughal Badshah in 1658 after killing his three brothers and confining his father 

Shahjahan in a fortress where he died in 1666. During the 1655-1700 famines, pestilence reigned, industry 

was ruined. Aurangzeb ruled from 1658 to 1707. His passion was conquest and oppressing non-Sunni 

Muslims, and especially the Hindus. He imposed vassalage on the king of Assam in 1661, seized 

Chittagong. He subdued Afghan tribes and occupied Vijayan, Golconda, and Bijapur in the South and 

appointed an overlord (one of his generals) Nizam-ul-Mulk to supervise the Deccan including the Nawab of 

Carnatic. The British and French so-called ‘trading posts’ (with an army to back up) were there. Marathas 

did not like the Mughal rule in India, especially the Muslim rulers of the South. Aurangazeb similarly had a 

viceroy (his grandson) for Bengal, Bihar, Orissa, and Oudh which disintegrated and Mughal authority started 

loosening after Aurangzeb’s demise. Aurangzeb’s religious persecution (jizya tax on Hindus), suppressing 
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many Hindus and Sufi Muslims, desecration of temples (idols from temples used as footsteps in mosques) 

caused great resentments. Sufi Faquirs and Hindu Monks revolted in 1650. They were trampled by war 

elephants.  Rajputs protested such incidents in Bundelkhand in 1659. They were crushed. Jaths revolted 

with the same result. Aurangzeb’s son being unable to crush the revolt, fled and given refuge by the 

Marathas who became very powerful.  They, under Shivaji Bhoshley’s leadership oppressed the Mughals 

in the Deccan and even Delhi. After Shivaji, under his son Shambhuji ‘Marahatta power’ was established 

in the Southern peninsula from the Arabian Sea to the Bay of Bengal. Simultaneously Sikh power also 

grew. Guru Nanak (1469-1539) originated the Sikh Scripture ‘Granth Saheb’. The 5th Guru Arjun (1581-

1601) forged a nation. In 1675 their Guru Tej bahadur was executed by Aurangzeb. The 10th and last Guru 

Govind Singh (1675-1708) made the Sikhs a martial group against Aurangazeb. It is a pity that Marathas,  

Sikhs and the Rajputs did not unite. In the meantime, Mughal treasury was going bankrupt. The army was 

highly pampered. They became jewel-decked privileged class.    The poor people starved. Aurangzeb could 

not trust anybody and hated his children. He died in in 1707. After his death Mughal power started 

crumbling. Nadir shah (a Turkoman from Khoran) attacked Afghanistan and then India and pillaged Delhi. 

In 1756 Ahmed Shah of Afghanistan seized Kandahar and Kabul. Then he invaded again in 1761. Marathas 

joined the Mughals but suffered heavily in the 3rd battle of Panipat. Instead of helping them, the Sikhs seized 

Punjab and in 1764 declared Punjab as a Sikh state with Lahore as capital. This turmoil had its effect in the 

Deccan.    

The foreign trading companies (like French E.I.Co and British E.I.Co, backed by their military) had been 

granted licenses by the Mughal emperors. But they (specifically the French) started interfering in local 

warfare and played politico-mercenary roles. The French general Dumas got the title Nawab by the Mughals 

for helping the Mughals. The British took the opposite sides for its own interest.  Dupleix defeated the British 

and took Madras but in 1748 restored it to the British according to the Aix La Chapelle treaty. Calcutta was 

won by the French (1786) but returned to the British by the Treaty of Paris in 1763. But these were not 

political but trade wars (with military help) as far as India was concerned. The Hindus preferred English 

against the French generally.  

During the last years of Aurangazeb, his grandson Azum-ul-san ruled Bengal. Alipur was his personal 

property and was ‘presented’ to Warren Hastings. The mansion of Belvedere was built, later it became 
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National Library (1953). Murshid Kuli Khan ruled Bengal from 1717 to 1729. He divided Bengal in 23 

zamindaris with all (but Birbhum) Hindu landlords. He prudently Bengalized Bengal with Bengalis, as high 

officers (mostly Hindus). Many Hindus (Seths, Bassaks, etc. from Delhi, Agra, Oudh) came and became 

very rich and village owners (like Ratan Sarkar). Ratan Sarkar started schools to teach Bengali, Sanskrit, 

Persian to company officials. Old Bengali manuscripts show a cluster of villages (Agradip, Chadandip, 

Nawavadip, etc) as busy trading centers. The Portuguese had a trading post in 1667. Job Charnock 

provided the Mughal Badshah a good British physician and got trading licenses for 40 rich areas around 

Calcutta. After (and during) Aurangazeb’s rule, Marathas were fighting the Mughals and needed money. 

They would destroy by burning the fields of crops to deprive the chasing Mughal army food for humans and 

cavalry. They would come to Bengal for ‘toll’, if unable to give, they would mercilessly burn the villages. 

They were known as ‘Bargis’. The British Company dug a ditch (1742) around South-east of Calcutta. But 

it was not needed as Marathas co-operated against Nadir Shah and Ahmad Shah. The ditch was filled up 

and became lower and upper circular roads. In 1709 Calcutta was about 3 miles long and a mile wide. Job 

Charnock built  ‘Fort William (18ft tall), 360ft wide and 650ft long) for military protection when needed.  

A new ruler at Bengal Siraj-Ud-Dowla was in Murshidabad. He was haughty as well as a debauchee. Even 

rich Hindu officers under him were annoyed as their young daughters were not safe. Some conservative 

Muslims also resented. The British EI company was making lots of money and did not share the revenue 

due to the Nawab (State). Siraj angrily attacked them in 1756 and captured some British and ordered them 

to put in a cell in Fort William. In the hot and salty June night, many were found dead. The British made 

huge propaganda about ‘the blackhole_massacre’ by Savage black Indians. Karl Marx in a footnote in his 

history book (and many others) said this was a non-event. It pales in comparison to the Jallianwala Bagh 

massacre of civilians (men and women) by the British. The British sent Robert Clive a ruthless General 

from Madras with some soldiers and cannons to take revenge. Clive cleverly found Sivraj’s enemies 

(Mirzafar, Umi Chand, and Jagat Seth whose daughter was molested by Siraj) in high positions. He 

promised that Mirzafar will be the next Nawab. By false propaganda that his canons are all wet, made 

Siraj’s huge army complacent.  
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There was a battle in Plassey (20 miles from Murshidabad), Clive won in 1757 (June 29). The Nawab was 

pensioned off in 1764. Clive forced to be compensated (money, 900 sq. miles of land - 24 Parganas) 

Mirzafar was the new Nawab. Clive enforced Bengal to become a British protectorate in 1756/7. During the 

battle of Plassey Roger Drake was the company’s governor of Bengal who was hiding in a French warship. 

Raja Nagarkrisha Deb, a rich and influential Bengali helped the British. Clive returned to Bengal as 

company’s governor and commander in chief in 1765. The company officials become very rich and most of 

them became like Muslim Nawabs. They built huge mansions around Russel and Sudder streets. The area 

around Fort William became a white town. The local rich people built huge houses around Sutanati. They 

had Bazars (markets), communities of artisans (like Darji Para, Kumar Tuli, Muchipara, Kalutola etc). 

Tagore’s well-known  Joresanko house in 1784 and Rajendra Mallick’s palace were built in 1834 (near 

Kumartuli). These areas became Black town. Such a division was encouraged by Robert Clive (now Lord 

of Plassey) who became unpopular in Britain and went back in 1772 and he killed himself in 1774.  

A new act was passed in the British Parliament which put the E.I. company in Parliamentary control (1773).  

Under this new act, Warren Hastings arrived in Calcutta as the first Governor General of India in 1772. 

Calcutta became the de facto capital of India as Hastings had to deal with Haidar Ali and his son Tipu of 

Mysore and the Marathas. Haidar of Mysore attacked the Carnatic, Hastings made a treaty of Mangalore 

but Lord Wellesley besieged Mysore and the ruler Tipu Sultan was killed (1800). In 1801, Lord Wellesley 

defeated the Marathas and other Hindu small States in the South. In 1801 the British forced the Mughal 

Badshah to become a British protectorate. Practically, the British rule started in India. In 1809 Ranjeet Singh 

(1791-1831) of Punjab made a treaty with the British and ruled Punjab. But the Sikhs rebelled in 1846 and 

were crushed by British forces and the British took over Punjab. Assam was already annexed in 1826 and 

Burma even earlier in 1819. The last attempt of the 19th century against the British was the Sepoy mutiny 

of May 1857 (Sepoy is an Indian soldier in the British army). It started because the cartridge of the bullets 

contained pork and beef lard. The sepoys of Meerut who refused to use them were severely punished. This 

started over the whole of North India (Calcutta remained quiet) under the leadership of Raja Nana Sahib. 

Both Muslims (because of pork) and Hindus (because of beef), participated. Many British officials were 

massacred. But by July 1858 the mutiny was crushed and the British entered Delhi. (Which was technically 

the Mughal emperor’s Capital City). The company was held responsible by London for this heinous incident. 
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Gradually India passed to the crown. In 1876 formally Queen Victoria was proclaimed as the empress of 

India. Job Charnock’s and Robert Clive’s Calcutta remained as India’s capital until 1912 when Lord Harding 

the viceroy moved to Delhi.  

 

Calcutta as Captial of British India 

Sourendra K. Banerjee 

The author's article Calcutta as the British Gateway to India’s discussed the founding and naming of 

Calcutta (1690) mainly by Job Charnock and later consolidated by Robert Clive and the first governor-

general (1772-85) Warren Hastings. After Aurangzeb's death (1709) Maratha power grew and used to raid 

Delhi. They needed money and raided vulnerable Hindu areas for the toll. Bengal was a victim. They used 

to terrorize for toll and while going back burn the agricultural land so that pursuing Muslims and their cavalry 

could not have food. The company in 1742 with the help of the rich Hindus in the Calcutta area dug a ditch 

in the Southeast end. But the Marathas and Mughals had an understanding before the battle of Panipat 

and the ditch was not needed, instead it was filled up and become lower and upper Circular Roads (1799). 

Major William Tolly in 1775/76 dung up a channel on dried up Hoogli river between Kalighat and Tollyganj 

(ganj means a market) to shorter the distance for the company’s small ships. This made Tollyganj, Kalighat, 

and nearby areas highly thriving commercial centers.  

Calcutta’s urban activity lies in Chitpur Road (roughly east of College Street). Chitpur was a small place in 

the north with a temple of the deity ‘Chitteshswari’ known in the early 17th century. The place was 

surrounded by jungles with animals. The bandits used the jungles as a hiding place. A rich landlord built a 

new temple in 1739 with a 165 feet tower as a navigational landmark. Chitpur road was built to connect 

with Kalighat. Rich Bengalees began moving to lanes reins and roads off Chitpur road. They built mansions 

with a mixture of Indian and European styles. Many rich and prominent people like Rajendra Mullick, 

Tagores of Pathuriaghat and of Jorasanko. The northern areas on or about Chitpur Road become “Black 

down”. Rabindranath was born in 1861 at Jorasanko. We will not discuss him as much is well known. ‘Black 

town’ had mansions, but also had a cluster of areas like Darjipara, Munshipara, Kolutala etc. for artisans 

like tailors, cobblers, oil pressers, etc. Black town area around Sutanati the ‘white town’ (where white people 
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lived) grew around the original Fort William (started by Job Charnock in 1712, finished in 1729) which was 

damaged during the battle of Plassey (1758). The new fort was built north of Govindpur. The local Bengalis 

were forced and paid handsomely to move towards Sutanati along with the temple of Govindjee. The area 

came to be known as Esplanade. The white people would sneer at the local natives, though some white 

people (orientalist) took interest in native culture. The Black town also had two kinds of people, the Babus 

(a Persian honorific term (later became pejorative) who accepted that British and Europe had much to be 

admired for. The others will make fun of the Babus who would try to talk and act like the British. The areas 

of white and Black towns were very differently treated by the same municipality. Even one rainfall would 

cause the Black Townships flooding with filth. Tagore said this is because ‘white town residents won’t put 

up with this but we do’.  

Even then Calcutta progressed. With the Western system of education and the arrival of the printing press, 

higher education started with Fort William College in 1800 by Lord Wellesley. This was not a traditional 

college but was meant to educate young company officials on how to administer, learn local languages and 

Sciences, and to create a class of Indians who would be like the British in life. William Carey (who was a 

preacher and was very learned) became a professor of Bengali. He wrote an ‘English-Bengali’ dictionary 

and many Bengali texts in the press at the college. Carey was fundamentally a missionary who founded a 

theological College in Serampore. Fort William College was housed in the Writers’ building (and not in the 

fort). In 1802 civil servants of India were sent to London for education. But this college remained for teaching 

for the ‘Bengali Service’ of the company. Vidyasagar after studying at Sanskrit College (founded in 1877 at 

college square) was made a Pundit in Fort William College. 

Hindu College was founded by some wealthy Bengalis (including Dwarakanath Tagore) in 1817, renamed 

Presidency College in 1855 near College Street. It became an institution of creative thinking. David 

Richardson (died in 1865) compiled a selection of English poetry (Shakespeare, Milton, Byron, etc.) and 

Henry Derozio (died 1831) inspired liberal and skeptical ideas. These two shaped the college to become a 

modern academic institution. Bankim Chatterjee, Madhusudan Dutta were influenced by Presidency 

College education. In 1817 College Street was laid out. Many book stores opened as well as Calcutta 

Medical College, Calcutta University Senate House came to be located there. College Square also has 

Bengali Theosophical Society (1882), Mahabodhi Hall (1891), University Institute Hall (1891). Near Sanskrit 

54



 

College is located the Coffee House a place where intellectual groups (so-called young Bengal) met and 

discussed which way India should go (modern western kind or traditional Indian kind).  

There were a few British orientalists who revealed the wisdom of the ancient India to the world. Charles 

Wilkins translated Gita in 1776. Halhed published a Bengali grammar in 1775. William James (a judge in 

Calcutta) established that Sanskrit may be part of the foundation of the Indo-European group of languages. 

In 1784 he founded the Asiatic Society of Bengal (Dwarakanath Tagore became the first Indian member in 

1829). Generally speaking, the scholarship was helped and nationalism grew much more with the printing 

press in 1777 at Serampur and at Fort William College (this one was used by Jones and Haldeed). Soon, 

Bengali typeface was used in many Bengali presses. William Hickory started the weekly newspaper Bengal 

Gazette (in English) in 1780. The first India press was started in 1818. In Battala area in north Calcutta, 

they published epics, Ramayana, Mahabharata in regional languages. They also published folk stories, 

satire and gossips, etc.  

The ‘Babu’ culture encouraged folk painters (Patuas) in Kalighat. The ‘pata’ paintings utilized strip paintings 

with vegetable and mineral dyes on handmade screens. They also depicted deities, they became very 

popular, specially showing the ‘babus’ (Bengalis who would pose to act and talk like Britishers”).  Paper 

milled at Baptist mission at Serampur helped their artworks. They began using water-based colours.  On 

damp, flat surfaces, capillary processes showed volumes on the paintings. These influenced some famous 

paintings (like Matisse) who saw Kalighat paintings brought by missionaries. The paintings were very 

popular in Bengal around 1820-1850.  

Now let us discuss some prominent Indians during the later 19th century. We wouldn’t follow chronology.  

Modhusudan Datta (1824-1873) was a genius in Bengali literature, but from an early age, he thought he 

should have been born in England or France so that he could be Byron or a poet like him. He became a 

Christian and took the name, Michael. He left home and wrote some pieces in English in Kolkata. John 

Bethune read them and advised him to write them in his languages to flourish his potential. He did that and 

proved to be a really great writer. He introduced sonnets and brought verses in Bengali, wrote epics. 

However, he had the ambition to go to Britain. He had married a Scottish girl named Rebecca in Madras 

where he was a teacher. This marriage failed. Then he married a French woman named Henriette. In 1862 

he went to England to become a barrister. Then he went to France. He was deeply disappointed by White 
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men’s snobbery. He did his bar examination. In the meantime, he lost his family inheritance.  Vidya Sagor 

had encouraged him in writings and helped him to return home. Finally, he realized that to be a Bengali is 

not shameful, and rather should be a cause for pride if you are talented.  

Raja Ram Mohan Ray (1772 – 1833) was possibly the pioneer to challenge the inactivity and orthodoxy of 

Hindu society. He was a genius cross-cultural intellectual. His father was a rich landlord who was the victim 

of Cornwallis’s Permanent Settlement Act (1793). He quarreled with his family, and made lots of money by 

buying stocks in collaboration with the East India company, but did not help his parents. He was a learned 

person, a Hindu Vedantist. He learnt Hebrew and Persian and knew about Christian, Jewish, and Islamic 

religions very well. He was deeply opposed to idolatry and polytheism and in consultation with Dwarakanath 

founded “Brahma Samaj”, which at the core is Vedantic and outwardly looks and sounds Unitarian. Though 

few in number, Brahma culture produced many talented people. Rammohan was an Indian classical 

musician and composed many “Brahma” hymns. Then he took up the cause of abolishing the tradition of  

“Sutee” burning which was not a problem in Bengal except conceptually. His mother or grandmother were 

not “Sutees”.  Eventually, his oratory skills in debates with Hindu pundits convinced Lord Bentinck to ban 

“Sutee Daho” in 1829. Mughal Emperor in Delhi was his patron (as were the company’s high officers) who 

awarded him the ‘Raja’ title. He went to England in 1830. His finances collapsed in India. He died in Bristol 

in 1833. He kept his sacred thread always. He was buried as a non-Christian in Bristol (where Dwarakanath 

Tagore built a Hindu-style mausoleum. 

Next notable Indian we will mention is Iswar Chandra Banerjee (Vidya Sagar) (1820-1891). He was a 

nationalistic, staunch Bengali Hindu. Studied in Sanskrit College, was a Pundit in Fort William College, then 

the principal of Sanskrit College. Afterwards, he became an inspector of schools for the south of Bengal. 

His writings changed Bengali prose which became standard. He wrote books for primary as well as higher 

grades. He set up teacher training institute in Sanskrit College. Many schools for boys grew with Bengali 

as the medium but Western-style education. In 1849, John Drink Water Benthune had founded Hindu Balika 

Vidyalaya which become Bethune School. Later the college came up. Vidya Sagar helped to add 35 free 

schools for girls between 1857-1868. He also took up the cause of Hindu Widows. In 1855 he wrote a 

Bengali treatise advocating a widow’s remarriage, 1in 1856 he supervised such marriage. Vidya Sagar was 
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involved in many charitable works. Later in life, he spent his time with the Santhals.  Vidya Sagar saw the 

European as equal and would become never ask any favour for himself. 

Dwarakanath Thakur (1794-1846) is wrongly described as ‘Babu’ for target of caricature. He was a 

successful landlord, entrepreneur (invested in the coal mine, exporting tea to England, railway builder, 

promoted vessel navigating from the Bay of Hoogli river, owned ocean-going ships, etc). He was a 

philanthropist (patron of the Asiatic Society, Medical College, and Sans Souci Theatre). When refused in 

the Bengal club, he founded a party house in Belgachia where he entertained high profile people like Lord 

Auckland’s sister who treated him as an equal. He visited England and made personal friendships with the 

Queen, the Prime Minister, Dickens and Thackery.   However, with age, he could not keep up with business 

and lost his wealth and reputation. He was a great leader of India but knew that though Britishers were 

exploiting India, only they could give a good government. 

Another Tagore namely Sourendra Mohan wrote a couple of books on classical Indian music where he 

used western notations. The one in English showed to the West the sophistication and mature melody of 

Indian music. He was awarded an honorary doctoral degree by Oxford in 1896. He founded the Bengal 

Music School and Bengal Academy of Music in 1871/72. He was a good nationalistic Indian with divided 

loyalty to the British.  

We would mention Bankim Chandra Chatterjee (1838-94). He was a great writer. His writings reflected 

romanticism where ultimately high morality would triumph. But we will discuss his nationalistic ideas. In 

addition to Hindu College learning, he read the works of English Writers and ancient Hindi scriptures. He 

started a monthly magazine Banga Darshan in 1872 that enhanced discussions on literary criticism, 

religious politics, and social debates. His Anandamath (where the patriotic song Bande Mataram appeared) 

glorified the uprising of sanyasis and Sufi Faquirs in the years 1760-1800. They were mendicants 

dependent on alms from rural people (both Hindus and Sufi Muslims) and the sympathetic landlords. The 

East India company rulers took objection and started harassing them. In retaliation, the rebels attacked the 

company rulers’ offices and treasuries.  Warren Hastings started military operations which he justified to 

the company bosses in London as suppressing banditry. The rebels killed a British officer when lots of 

military operations started against them. The rebels in Bengal (Rajshahi, Comilla, Jalpaiguri, Dinajpur, 
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Chittagong,etc.) had to retract to Bihar and U.P. Ultimately they were suppressed. Bankim’s Pathak and 

Devi Chaudirani are names who actively supported the rebels. 

However, Bengal remained peaceful (some will say indifferent during the sepoy mutiny of 1857). Slight 

indignation arose against the British when ‘indigo planters’ were oppressing the peasants in the middle of 

the 19th century. But both Raja Rammohon and Dwarkanath instead supported the British. Most Bengalis 

in their heart were nationalistic but were afraid to be actively protesting for fear of losing jobs. Swami 

Vivekananda (1863-1902) raised India's profile in the West. One of his disciples, Sister Nivedita (Margaret 

Noble) was a friend of Sarala Devi (R.N Tagore’s niece [1862-1945]) who started to encourage Bengali 

youth to take care of physical exercises, wrestling, etc. Then arose a group with the idea of fighting for 

freedom. Sri Aurobindo Ghosh started writing the weekly Bengali paper Jugantor, and English monthly 

Bandematram. His brother Barin also participated. A revolutionary group evolved led by Jatin Banerjee. 

Their venture failed in the broader sense. Sri Aurobindo was acquitted but he left politics and devoted 

himself in the theological quest at Pandicheri. Then grew the actively pro-Hindu nationalism and the Muslim 

resentment. But Calcutta had progressed quite a bit. Commerce grew when British freights started 

transporting coal from 1850. The first bridge connecting Howrah across the Hugli river was built in 1874, 

trams were introduced in 1884, bicycles in 1889, telephones in 1882, movies in 1898, etc. Lord Curzon 

became the viceroy from 1899 – 1905. He was a shameful politician (though he did a lot of good things) 

who used the “divide and rule” policy in Bengal and India. In 1903 he announced the partition of Bengal 

against the wishes of most Bengalis (but the Muslims in East Bengal who were the majority there were not 

unhappy). In 1905 the actual partition took place and Carzon left India. The opposition started with some 

people going for armed struggle, others with non-violent swadeshi movement. The resentment was great. 

Calcutta became a British hotspot for self-rule by India. But Muslims in Dacca (capital of East Bengal) 

presided by Aga khan III denounced the nationalistic movement, supported partition, pledged loyalty to the 

British government. Their intention was that the British government must give them back India (if and when 

the British left) as they got it from the Mughals. They passed the resolution for special safeguards for the 

Muslims. The Muslim league was founded in December 1906. They pledged loyalty to the British. The 

viceroy lord Harding against Lord Kurzon listened to the previous viceroy Lord Minto’s (1905-1910) advice 
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about the partition. Bengal was united, but Bihar and Orrisa became separate states. In 1912, Calcutta 

ceased to be the capital of India, and Delhi became the new capital.  

 

An Oasis in the Paddy Fields 

Subhash C. Biswas 

This is the story of a day in the life of a boy in the wake of the Independence of India – an excerpt from a soon-to-be 

published book. 

 

At the end of winter comes spring when again the nature embellishes itself with a new blossom. Phalgun, 

the first month of spring, is as beautiful as the previous seasons of Sharat and Hemanta, but this beauty of 

Phalgun vanishes fast as the next month Chaitra comes. Chaitra is a month of continuous sun; it is the 

prelude to the onslaught of a ruthless summer. The Sun shines throughout the day and its merciless heat 

dries up everything. 

On such a Chaitra day, Nimu is sitting on a window sill of his room when he spots Shiben walking in the 

road close to his house. Shiben too, spots Nimu when he looks up at the window. “Hey Nimu, what’re you 

gazing at? Want to catch a piece of the sky?” Shiben exclaims from the road. 

“No, nothing. Where’re you heading Shiben in this sultry heat?” 

“Umm --- nowhere in particular, just walking aimlessly. No not true, well, actually I thought I would go for an 

outing to explore the nature and find some beauty to fall in love with.” Shiben giggles looking up at Nimu. 

“Come on, silly you! Don’t be ridiculous. If you don’t love the nature, you can’t find its beauty.” 

“I know you’d say that. Well, do you want to come down and go somewhere?” 

“What’s the plan?” 

“I don’t have any plan, just follow the road and see where we end up.” 

“I see, you’ve adopted my way of talking, eh!” 

“Really! Maybe I’m learning a little bit.” 

“That’s great, Shiben. I’m coming down.” 

The road is well covered by trees; so it is not as bad as may be expected under a clear sky with burning 

sun. Nimu comes down and they both walk together. 

“Now where should we go?” Shiben asks coming at a crossroad where there is no overhead covering of 

trees and the sun is generously pouring heat waves. 

59



 

“As you said, just follow the road. I mean the road ahead of us. Shall we?” 

“Sure, let’s go.” 

As they get going, Shiben suddenly turns back and refuses to go ahead. “What’s the problem, Shiben? 

Want to go back home? Why do you change your mind so suddenly?” 

“No, let’s take another road.” 

“But why?” 

“Look ahead and see who’s waiting for us.” 

“Oh, Kunal! Shiben, is Kunal your problem?” 

“Sure he is; a worthless moron, boring, unlucky company. He must be avoided by all means.” 

“Shiben, my mother says a worthless thing may prove to be worthy someday. So come on, let him join us 

if he wants to.” 

“Auntie may be right, but this fellow will prove to be an exception.” 

“Sometimes exceptions are desirable, you know that, right!” 

“Once again Nimu, and to my utter dislike, I’ll tolerate him only for your sake. Ok, let’s proceed.” 

“Hey Kunal,” exclaims Nimu, “What’re you doing here all alone and with a chopper in hand?” 

“I’m always all alone, you know it, Nimu.” Kunal stammers while gazing at Nimu smilingly with his squint 

eyes. “May I accompany you? I beg you.”  

Kunal’s innocent countenance moves Nimu with an appeal of compassion and melts his heart. “Kunal, yes, 

you may. Just follow us.” 

“But Shiben is looking the other way. Please Shiben, don’t be angry with me.” Kunal pleads humbly. 

“Look Kunal, you know I don’t like you. Anyway, Nimu has allowed you, so you can come with us. But 

remember, don’t make another disastrous mess.” 

“I promise,” Kunal assures. 

The three boys walk leisurely, pass by the chariot house and then arrives at the vast open paddy fields 

where they play run and catch games. Kunal is always the loser, which makes both Nimu and Shiben 

ridiculously happy. After this game they walk further into the fields that are all bare after harvest. These 

fields extend so far into the horizon that the end line meets with the sky. Nothing can be seen in these fields 

except the paddy stubbles that are unpleasantly colorless standing straight on the cracked hard soil. 

Despite the hardship in walking in such fields and the heat, they continue trudging over the sickle-stumps 

of paddy plants. 

“So Shiben, Kunal made us happy by losing all the games, eh! And we both relished his foolish moves.” 

Nimu quips with a grin. 
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“Ya, so far so good, but Nimu, it’s getting hotter and hotter like crazy and the sun shows no sign of mercy. 

I’m just wondering why we’re here. This vast area where there’re no other creatures except us. What can 

we do here?” 

“It was your idea, Shiben. Well, now look at the dazzling blue above and the openness all around us, only 

three of us. Don’t you get some thrill out of this? It’s like the whole world belongs to us!” 

“Yes, a damn dry world where there’s not even a vulture to be seen!” 

“I’ve seen a vulture over there, far away,” Kunal cries out. 

“Maybe there’s a dead cow on the ground there,” responds Nimu. 

“Leave the vulture with the dead cow. Now tell me what we should do now in this barren field under deadly 

heat.” Shiben grumbles. 

“I’ve an idea!” Nimu comes up with a comforting response as they keep on walking. 

“Shoot.” 

“Look to your right. What do you see?” 

“Same as I see on the left, back and front, what do you mean?” 

“No, no, extend your sight and see carefully.” 

“Oh amazing! I see some green over there at a distance. What’s it?” 

“That’s an oasis in the desert. We can go there; you’ll see some trees around a little pond, and get some 

cool breeze too. That piece of land also belongs to us. Let’s go there, shall we?” 

“Sure, let’s go.” 

“It’s so difficult to walk in these fields,” says Kunal. “The soil is all cracked giving sharp edges. It’s as hard 

as a stone.” 

“Walk on the aisles, Kunal. It’ll be a little more to walk, but will be far easier.” 

“But the heat!  It’s unbearable.” 

“Why don’t you pray to sun god to be merciful?” 

“I’ll, maybe he’ll bring a few clouds.”  

After some more walk on rough grounds under wood-splitting sun, the three exhausted souls come to the 

little patch of greenery and feel somewhat relieved. A few shady areas can be seen under bushy trees, 

which appear like gifts of God. “Come here, under this big fig tree,” cries out Nimu. “It’s cool here. We’ll sit 

here for some time and relax.” Nimu shuts his eyes ecstatically. 

“Amazing, I mean this fig tree is amazing,” says Shiben while gazing at the tree. “I see more figs than 

leaves, it’s crazy! Do you eat these figs?” 

“Yes of course, we eat a lot of them. They’re so tasty, I mean the fig curry. Well, next time you come to eat 

with us, I’ll ask mother to cook fig curry for you.” 
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“I’ll love it, love it for sure. But don’t forget to call me when you come here to collect figs.” 

“Ok my fig-lover.” Nimu gasps with laughter. 

“Nimu, Shiben, you two you relax here. I’ll be back in a few minutes,” Kunal gasps out in his own way and 

rushes away. 

“There goes the crackpot,” bursts out Shiben. “We may now have some relief.” 

“Don’t be so rude or you might have to repent later.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“The way Kunal ran out, it seems we’re in for a surprise. Anyway, look at the vast paddy fields, so dry and 

seemingly unproductive. But just let the rain come and you’ll see a grand magic. First, there’ll be almost 

knee-high water all over with green paddy plants popping out. And then as soon as the water goes, we’ll 

see dense green full-grown paddy plants filling up the fields all the way to the horizon. It’s just amazing. 

Our motherland is Sujalang suphalang as Bankim Chandra said. How kind this soil is to provide food for all 

of us!” 

“Yes, very kind.” 

“My mother says, you’ve three mothers – a mother that gives birth to you, another that feeds you which is 

the land and the third is your country that takes care of you. I realize it’s so true!” 

“What about Ma Durga?” 

“Oh, that’s your spiritual mother and those are your worldly mothers. Got it?” 

“Yes, aunty is so right! I always like talking to her. Nimu, now I’m getting thoughts like yours.” 

“What’re you thinking?” 

“After getting roasted in this burning sun, we’re now enjoying a heavenly shade. Where shall we get this if 

at all we’ve to leave this place? Life may never be the same if our district Khulna goes to Pakistan.” 

“That’s my constant worry, Shiben. Khulna issue may not be the biggest issue of India, but it does highlight 

a big problem for us. Beside the natural beauty, we may lose all our properties including our big house, our 

orchards, gardens, ponds and all harvesting fields. The vast field you’re seeing in front of you and ten times 

more in the south all together will be gone. And this little oasis, a lovely piece of beauty for me, that too will 

be lost.” Nimu gasps a long sigh. 

“Very pathetic Nimu, very pathetic! Let’s hope and pray Khulna stays in India. But I don’t understand why 

Khulna should go to Pakistan. It’s a Hindu majority district. Do you know why?” 

“Yes, Bhavesh-da told me. Khulna doesn’t have much for India except some fertile lands. But strategically, 

Murshidabad, despite its Muslim majority, has lot of geographical advantage for India. So India may want 

to keep Murshidabad and give away Khulna.” 

“But why should Pakistan agree to give away Murshidabad?” 

“That’s another move in the game of chess. Pakistan absolutely wants to keep Lahore; so they may agree 

to give away Murshidabad.” 
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“Oh my God! I really don’t understand this political jargon. So let’s leave it up to the leaders.”  

“Tra – la – la, I’m back,” exclaims Kunal with joy rushing back in quick steps carrying three daabs in hand. 

He gives a daab to each of them. “I’m sure you’ll love this in this weather of heat. This daab water is very 

refreshing I guaranty. Now drink.” 

“Oh daab!” Nimu gazes at the daab in his hand with wide eyes and an open smiling mouth. And it’s nicely 

cut for drinking its water. I’m so pleased and surprised.” 

“Thank you, Nimu.” 

“It’s god-send, Kunal! In this hot sun, this is exactly what we need. We’re all thirsty. I love it. May you live 

long Kunal and always supply us daab, ha –ha – ha.” 

“Me too, I’m really pleased,” says Shiben. “We really need this drink now. It’s like the lottery jackpot under 

the circumstances. A million thanks, Kunal.” 

“I’m pleased you like it, Shiben. These daabs are cool, I got them from a tree in the shade,” Kunal says with 

an open-hearted smile. He feels obliged being able to make them happy. 

“Shiben, so he has proved his worth, eh!” Nimu quibbles while drinking coconut water shutting his eyes in 

a spell of trance. 

“Yes, he has, he has proved himself to be a good exception. Kunal, I’m sorry for what I said to you before. 

From now on, you’re in my good book.” 

Kunal is overwhelmed, his happiness knows no bounds. He does not know how to express his joy; he only 

keeps on gazing at them with an innocent smile.  

“I just wonder what’ll happen to the huge estate of yours, if you all leave in the worst case,” says Shiben. 

Before Nimu could open his mouth, Kunal bursts out stammering, “For me, Hindustan or Pakistan, I’m not 

leaving this place. When everybody leaves, I’ll be the sovereign monarch of this h-u-g-e estate as I’ll be the 

only heir remaining.” 

“Wait, wait, what did you say? Sovereign monarch!” Nimu is confounded. “Where did you learn these big 

words from?” Both Shiben and Nimu laugh aloud. 

“You taught me and you forgot!” 

“Good, good Kunal, very good! You’re learning well.” 

“Someone’s utter ruin becomes someone’s plentiful gain, right Kunal?” Shiben quips. 

“Poor Kunal doesn’t understand it,” remarks Nimu. 

“Have you finished drinking? Give me the shells if you have, I’ll throw them in the dumping spot.” Kunal 

asks while approaching to collect the shells. 

Everyone in the house is passing through a precarious situation in the wake of the exciting news of 

independence that is probably going to happen in the near future. But that news also comes with 

uncertainties and dire consequences that may follow. The elders of the house are eagerly waiting to 
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meet and talk to Rudra who has come today from Kolkata. They have gathered on the 

royak of the courtyard. Junik comes with him to meet the group. 

“Look who has come, our hero, the freedom fighter,” exclaims Barhokali. 

“I’m only Rudra Narayan DeBiswas, no hero,” responds Rudra. 

“How’re you doing, Rudra?” Prabhas asks. 

 “I’m doing well uncle, I’m a graduate now. I’ve come home to give this good news. Besides, I may not come 

back here anymore given the political situation.” 

“That’s it, the political situation! We like to get the latest news from you; you’re fresh from Kolkata. Tell us 

what’s going on. Before that, let me congratulate you on behalf of all of us. You’re a jewel of the DeBiswas 

house.” 

“Thank you all. I’m really happy being blessed by all of you.” 

“Rudra, are we really going to get independence or it’s a hoax?” Junik asks. 

“No Junik-da, it’s not a hoax, no illusion. Let me give you some facts. For a long time the independence 

issue was critically hanging on the partition problem. An agreement between Ali Jinnah and Gandhiji 

seemed almost impossible to happen. But lately, that impossibility has become a reality. The Indian National 

Congress, the Muslim League and the Sikh community have come to an agreement with Lord Mountbatten. 

This agreement has come to be known as the Mountbatten Plan. According to this plan, British India will 

be divided into two new dominions to be known as India and Pakistan. In this division there’re two provinces 

- Bengal and Punjab – which will be partitioned between these two new countries.” 

“So finally Gandhiji agreed for the partition of India!” exclaims Govindo. “Very strange!” 

“Strange it is. Gandhi, Nehru and other leaders were all against partition; but, I guess, clashes between 

religious groups made it happen. Maybe some other country or countries also played a role in this game. It 

has been reported that Sardar Patel convinced Gandhiji that it was the only way to avoid a civil war and he 

reluctantly gave consent.” 

“Does the plan say how the partition of Bengal and that of Punjab will be executed?” Prabhas asks. 

“No uncle, it doesn’t. The boundaries of these two provinces will be determined later by a Commission to 

be appointed by the Governor General. As for Bengal, there already exists one partition line known as 

Radcliff Line established in 1905 during the reign of Lord Curzon. But as we all know, this partition left a 

permanent scar on the people and political scenario of Bengal. It’ll all depend on how the negotiation goes.” 

“But Rudra-da, when exactly are we going to get independence anyway?” Nimu asks. 

“Oh Nimu, you’re there listening, great! I like your question. Look, we’re going to get independence, that’s 

for sure. There’s an act called Indian Independence Act 1947 that has already received the Royal Ascent. 

The Prime Minister of the United Kingdom, Clemen Attlee, announced that the British Government would 

grant self-government to British India by 3 June 1948 at the latest. But lately, it has been accepted that it’ll 

happen on 15 August 1947. So that’s the answer to your question.” 

 “But baba Rudra, this partition matter scares me. What do you think?” Prabhas utters gravely. 
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“Yes uncle, it’s scary. It may even be bloody. Not may be, it has already begun.” 

“What do you mean? What has begun, where?” Prabhas queries desperately in consternation. Others also 

show eagerness and fear about what Rudra has just uttered. 

“Pre-partition pogrom has begun in Punjab, unfortunately. Since early March the Muslims have begun a 

killing spree in Lahore, Rawalpindi, Multan, Sargodha and many other places. Helpless Hindus and Sikhs 

are being targeted and slain. Unspeakable, gruesome massacre is still going on. We’ve seen killings in 

Calcutta and Noakhali, but what’s going on there seems more horrendous. Punjab has been gripped by a 

maelstrom of unprecedented violence. Now you can imagine what may happen, God forbid, after the day 

independence is declared officially. The exhilaration of independence may be mired by annihilation, I hope 

it doesn’t happen. I now understand why Gandhiji didn’t want partition.” 

“Does it mean it’ll happen in Bengal too?” Nimu asks. 

“No one knows, Nimu. I sincerely hope it doesn’t. You remain aware of the situation and watch how it 

develops. You should be mentally prepared for any outcome and to take the necessary steps.” 

Suddenly, silence comes down in the gathering. The face of everyone turns gloomy showing signs of fear 

and worry. A grim cloud hangs on them and they smell panic and desperation fast approaching. They 

foresee in their mind that they are going to lose their properties – this big house, vast land, the mill, the 

orchards and everything – and may have to flee for their life. The lull persists for a while till when Govindo 

breaks the silence in a subdued voice. 

 “Rudra, there’s something that doesn’t add up. Until a year ago, independence was unthinkable. How’s it 

happening so fast and so unexpectedly?” 

“Very interesting Govindo-da, it happened through a whirl of political events. Invasion by the Azad Hind 

Fauz under the command of Netaji was a big blow to the mighty British. They thought another such blow 

would be devastating. Then early last year, there was revolt by the Indian Navy. The British Government 

realized that the Indian Armed Forces could no longer be relied upon and that a little spark would ignite 

unstoppable political revolution. And then the impact of the Second World War became the most significant 

factor that accelerated the cause of independence. Because of economic downfall, Britain asked for help 

from the U.S. and that help was extended contingent upon decolonization, which meant that the U.S. and 

other countries would get access to the huge Indian market and other markets as well. All these reasons 

together forced the British to come to an agreement with our leaders.” 

“Tell me Rudra-da,” Nimu has been eagerly waiting for a chance to ask, “What’s going to happen to our 

district Khulna? Will it remain in India or go to Pakistan?” 

“I give it a 50-50 chance, Nimu. They’re still negotiating. Let’s hope for the best.” 
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LIVING BHOOTS IN MY HOME AND GARDEN IN OTTAWA  

Dr. Nirmal Kumar Sinha, Ottawa, Canada 

For two years or more, I got used to a tiny light brown spider with overall spread of its legs within a diameter 

of about 10mm.  She used to hang out on the wall around the night light of the master bedroom washroom. 

Strangely she never made any web around the LED light bulb and I never saw any bugs around the light 

either.  I used to see her in the middle of night when my bladder wouldn’t tolerate any extension of the 

threshold of my physical limit.  Following answering the call of nature, I used to tease her by finger walking 

on the wall.  My palm with five fingers used to be like a monster spider in comparison to my little friend.  

Well that’s what I used to think.  Of course, this monster had only five arms instead of eight of real spiders.  

Perhaps that was a clue for weakness in the monster because she never expressed or exhibited any signs 

of defensive positions spiders are known to show when I used to go closer to her.  She would just move a 

bit and wait as I move my index finger close to her.  If I moved a bit closer, she just moved that much further 

– keeping a safe physical distance of about twice the diameter of her leg spans.  We used to play for several 

minutes.  Interestingly, she would move around the light bulb in a circle – not going to the darker areas.  

Obviously, I used to give up with our play and go back happily to bed.  Then suddenly, she disappeared for 

several weeks or perhaps months.  I started to miss her. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Figure 1.  Encounter with my nightly resident visitor, the spider – selfie and details 

Then one early morning, around 2AM, I saw my nightly friend standing on the mirror far away from the night 

lamp.  What a joy to see her!!  I mean it. Seriously!  Wow, she is still living and doing well.  As we are getting 

older, many of our friends tend to go away for ever.  I screamed with joy and started to sing loudly, “Tomar 

dekhha naire tomar dekhha nai..” – haven’t seen you for a long time.  Where have you been all these 

weeks?  My wife woke up with my song and commented whether I saw a bhoot or a ghost.  She lost interest 

when I told the truth and went back to sleep.  However, I grabbed my camera and started to take 

photographs first without any flash, but then dared to use it when my eight-legged friend with perhaps eight 

eyes tolerated all these intrusions.  She was an ideal model compared to many of my other friends.  For 

the first time I took a selfie together with my tiny friend as can be seen in Fig. 1.  Using close ups, I could 

clearly see her two fang of chelicera, four eyes at the top, claws and details of her violin-shaped abdomen.  

Single-lens-reflex digital cameras allow the opportunities of inspecting the qualities of photographs and 

specially the macrographs.  After satisfying myself with the shots, I decided to say good night to my friend 

wishing her happy hunting. 
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Figure 2.  Three of my beautiful children of the dawn 

The morning twitting of a bunch of male Cardinals in our garden always act as wake-up calls for me every 

morning long before the sunrise time. This is also the best time to watch the Skunks digging for grubs. 

There were occasions when I watched the little Skunk-babies either obediently following the mother or 

venturing out a bit (Figure 2).  The cardinals, of course, fly around the apple and black-walnut trees in our 

backyard. It is a joy to watch and listen them singing; they truly are song-birds.  After the sunrise, they seem 

to enjoy the fun to pose and show off their profiles for my camera as can be seen in Figure 3. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Figure 3. Cardinals in my garden love the attention I pay to them and pose for my camera to show details 
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Figure 4. Stirling interested in stealing materials from Robin’s nest had to be watched all the time 

Every year a Robin family builds a nest on the outdoor light and they have to protect it from Starlings (Fig. 

4). Butterflies and bugs, and the little birds always draw my attentions (Fig. 5). However, the most interesting 

are the little red squirrels and the tiny chipmunks of my garden.  Both of them are very aggressive and 

chase the big brown or black squirrels. For my photography I have erected a wooden post very close to our 

patio door near the kitchen table. Birds love this post.  Red squirrels and the chipmunks take turn to use 

this post as their observation tower for keeping eyes on intruders and come down to chase them away (Fig. 

6).   I have not yet figured out how they manage to share this surveillance post. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

Figure 5. While a monarch butterfly with a friend of different colours keep landing on different flowers, a 

finch sat on the observation tower to keep an eye on the cricket munching leaves of a rashpberry bush. 
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Figure 6. Black squirrels get the black walnuts from the huge tree in my garden, peel the green lemon 

flavoured skin off in about 50-70 seconds, depending on their experience and individual cleanliness (I mean 

it from my observations), to get the nuts and hide them under the leaves - under the watchful eyes of the 

chipmunks or the red squirrels making notes of the whole operations from the observation tower. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Figure 7. Chipmunks cannot sit idle for a moment.  They have to groom their fur all the time or keep 

scratching one thing or the other all over their body; scratch, scratch and more scratches – all the time, 

except, perhaps during their meal time or observation duties and chasing the big brown or black squirrels. 
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Figure 8.  Ground hog munching spinach leaves (left) and a mother bunny just relaxing after a good meal 

and probably telling her baby to sharpen his ears (right) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Figure 9.  Mr. Dove sits on the roof enjoying activities in my garden while Mrs. Dove keeps an eye on him   

Growing vegetable, except for hot peppers, in my garden has become an impossibility.  The groundhogs 

and the wild bunnies (Figure 8) consider my vegetable garden as a big buffet. They consider me as their 

slave farmer and are never afraid of munching the tender leaves of all the items in the garden.  Mr. and 

Mrs. Dove are indifferent to all the wild activities in my garden.  I have not seen them eating anything yet. 
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Ganges Cruise 

Yogadhish Das 

During my last visit to Kolkata in 2019, I took a sunset boat cruise on the Ganges operated by Vivada. Many 
of you may have taken the same cruise. The boat left from the Millennium Park just before sunset, sailed 
to Belur and returned well after dark. The boat sailed past many of the iconic sites and landmarks of Kolkata. 
Here are some of the photographs I took during this cruise. Photographs were taken from a moving boat in 
low light. 
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Sherlock Holmes in Old Town, Riga 

Subhalakshmi Basu Ray 

On a cobbled street, fronted by characterful mansions, in the Latvian capital’s Old Town, is Sherlock Holmes 

Art Hotel. Mounted on a wall, beside the grand porte cochere, which leads on to a private courtyard, is an 

impressive bronze bust of Sherlock Holmes. The entrance of the hotel is off the courtyard. The address 

reads 221b Baker Street! 

 

 

 

Sherlock Holmes in Riga 
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The handsome, five storied building of the hotel, was constructed in 1898. A world away, Sir Arthur Conan 

Doyle had already published “A Study in Scarlet” in 1887, where the character of the legendary detective 

was first introduced, appearing in successive stories till his “demise” in 1893, in the infamous plunge down 

the thundering Reichenbach Falls in the Swiss Alps, which had his devoted fans up in arms! 

Predictably, Sherlock Holmes Art Hotel in Old Town Riga, which opened its doors in 2017, has a Sherlock 

Holmes theme. All seventeen of its rooms, some with splendid views of the landmarks of the historic city, 

are steeped in Victorian elegance. 

Interestingly, Riga’s fascination with the adventures of the quintessential British sleuth goes back to Soviet 

times and was shared by the rest of the USSR. It was largely fueled by the popular made for television, 

Russian movie series, directed by Igor Maslennikov, which first aired in 1979. Starring the renowned 

Russian actor Vasily Livanov in the lead role, eleven episodes in all were made between 1979 and 1986. 

The series were mostly filmed in Juaniela Street in Old Town Riga, a stone’s throw away from Maza Monetu 

Iela 3, where Sherlock Holmes Art Hotel is situated. 

Dame Jean Conan Doyle, the daughter of the physician turned author, had once remarked that her father 

would certainly have approved of Livanov’s characterization of Holmes. Indeed, for his masterful portrayal 

of the character of the fictional British sleuth, Vasily Livanov was awarded an honorary MBE (Member of 

the British Empire) by the British monarch in 2006, one of the august few Sherlock actors to receive such 

an honour. Benedict Cumberbatch won a CBE (Commander of the British Empire) for the same role in a 

British production in 2015. Today, Livanov’s photograph, in a classic pose, is prominently on display at the 

Sherlock Holmes Museum in Baker Street, London.  

An annual Sherlock Holmes Festival has been held in Riga every year since 2011, on or around his 

supposed date of birth, the 6th of January, drawing Sherlock aficionados from near and far. Victorian 

costume parades, tea parties with “Mrs. Hudson”, retro photography salons and guided tours of the 

locations where the popular series were shot are some of the highlights of the annual celebration. Needless 

to say, Riga’s love affair with Sherlock Holmes continues unabated! 
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Madhya Pradesh the Land of Splendors 

     Mandu 

Subhash C. Biswas 

History often pulls us back to the stunning tales conserved in its custody. One such tale is about the 
incredible city of Mandu, a history-buff’s dream, a city that no traveler interested in India should miss. Mandu 
in its prime time was not only a prospering kingdom, but also a place of unfathomable beauty. Bestowed 
with luxurious vegetation, charming lakes, brooks and torrents, Mandu was styled as the beauty spot of 
Malwa. The Muslim rulers of those days were so fascinated by the glamour of Mandu that they named it 
Shadiabad meaning “the City of Joy”. Indeed, Emperor Jahangir said there was “no place so pleasant in 

climate and so pretty in scenery as Mandu”. 

Today’s Mandu city often regarded as the Hill Fort of Mandu used to be enclosed within fort walls. It existed 
before 555 AD when it was called Mandapa-Durga. A Sanskrit inscription found inside this Durga (Fort) on 
the pedestal of an image of Adinath has this date on it. According to the celebrated historian Firishta, this 
fort was built by some Anand Deo Rajput. The Sanskrit name Mandapa was pronounced Mandava in 
Prakriti. The city is still popularly called Mandava which has been further corrupted to Mandu. 

After a few invasions by Muslim rulers such as Iltutmis in 1227 AD, Jalal-ud-Din Khilji in 1293 AD and finally 
Ala-ud-Din Khilji in 1305 AD, the great city of Mandu was appended to the Sultanate of Delhi. During the 
reign of Muhammad-bin-Tughluq, his deputy Dilwar Khan Ghuri governed Mandu. His son Hoshang Shah 
ascended the throne in 1405 AD and shifted the capital from Dhar to Mandu. Despite his continuous 
engagement in strenuous wars with the neighbouring states, he displayed enough fondness for architecture 
by building stately monuments that include his own tomb, the Delhi Gate and Jami Masjid. His 
achievements have been eloquently elaborated by Firishta and Emperor Jahangir. During his reign, Malwa 
rose to be a great prosperous kingdom. His ingenuity was legendary; an interesting story stands in 
testimony. Hoshang wanted elephants from the King of Orissa of his time. But the King would never give 
him any at any cost. So Hoshang adapted a clever tactics. He went to Orissa in disguise of an ordinary 
merchant carrying with him a team of excellent grey horses, the kind that the King of Orissa always desired 
to have. Arriving in Orissa, Hoshang invited the King to see his horses for trading. The unsuspecting King 
responded to the invitation and was captured promptly. Hoshang Shah released the King only when he 
promised to give him one hundred of his best elephants and guaranty his safe exit from Orissa. Hoshang 
thus marched back to Mandu with the treasure of elephants in triumph without any bloodshed. 

 After his death, his descendants ruled until 1542 AD when Sher Shah invaded and conquered Malwa. But 
he left the kingdom to be governed by his deputy Shuja’at Khan. After Shuja’at, his son Malik Bayazid 
ascended the throne and ruled with the title Baz Bahadur until 1561 AD when Malwa fell to the Mughals of 
Delhi. Finally, Malhar Rao Holkar defeated the Mughal governor Diya Bahadur and the state remained 
under the Marathas until the British rose to power.  

The road to Mandu passes successively through Alamgir Darwaja, Bhangi Darwaja and then through the 
main entrance to the Fort called Delhi Darwaja.  The Delhi Darwaja faces toward the direction of Delhi. The 
driver Muhammad says, “Sir, we’re now in Mandu and will reach the resort hotel in a few minutes.” 

“Ok, then drop us there,” says Godadhar. “We’ll rest for about an hour and then go for sightseeing.”  

After an hour Muhammad comes back with a guide. “Sir, I’ve found the best guide here,” he says. “See if 
you like him.” 

“If you say he’s the best, best he’ll be for me. I trust you.” 

“Sir, my name is Yoginath Parmar. I’ve been working here as a guide for the last ten years. I’ll be happy to 
give you my best service.” 
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“Thanks, Mr. Parmar. I accept your service.” 

“You may call me Yogi, short and simple.” 

“Yogi, are you a descended of the famous Paramara dynasty who ruled Malwa long time ago?” 

“Yes Sir, I am and proud to be. But that blue blood has lost its glamour over the centuries.” 

Muhammad drives to a suitable place from where the sightseeing begins. Yoginath starts his initial talk 
about the Mandu monuments. The architecture of these monuments, unlike other monuments elsewhere 
in India, has a distinctive character. The Muslim rulers built the majority of these monuments during the 
period from 1401 to 1526 AD. As they did elsewhere in India, these rulers resorted to the destruction of 
Hindu temples and advantageously utilize the materials for building their mosques and tombs in compliance 
with their own architectural styles. This method of building was quick, easy and cost-effective; but it lacked 
in quality and sophistication. Visitors will be disappointed if they expect to see intricate carvings, beautiful 
sculptures and decorative motifs on the walls and pillars. Instead they may be pleasantly impressed by the 
simplicity, austerity and massiveness of construction. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A colonnade in Jami Masjid 

The monuments in Mandu - numbering about seventy-five - may be classified in seven groups. (1) Ancient 
Monuments, (2) The Royal Enclave, (3) The Central Group, (4) The Sugar Talao Group, (5) The Reba Kund 
Group, (6) The Darga Khan Group and (7) The Group of Other Scattered monuments. “We’ll visit,” the guide 
says, “as many as the time and energy permit starting with the Central Group, as we’re standing right beside 
a major monument of this group, the Jami Masjid.” 

The Central Group - Jami Masjid 

It is a historic mosque located in the centre of the city. An inscription on the doorway of the porch says it 
was designed after the great mosque of Damascus. This doorway and the lintel have some carvings that 
are reminiscent of Hindu architecture. The entire construction stands on a plinth 4.6 m above the ground 
level. Construction of this mosque was started by Sultan Hoshang shah Ghuri and completed by Mahmud 
Shah Khilji in 1454 AD. Of all the monuments in Mandu, this mosque stands out as the most impressive 
one. 

Guide Yoginath suggests, “Let’s climb up the stairs of the Ashrafi Mahal to get the best view of the mosque.” 
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Hoshang Shah’s Tomb beside Jami Masjid 

Ashrafi Mahal is another monument just across the street. They climb up the stairs and stand on the high 
platform and look at the mosque. 

“You’re right, Yogi, we get a wonderful sight of this monument. We can see three huge domes with much 
smaller domes lining up in front,” says Godadhar. “The façade is really an imposing view, no doubt about 
it,” adds Kamalika. 

“What I feel most you know is that the stark simplicity of the architecture of the mosque overwhelmingly 
manifests highly impressive spirituality.” 

“I understand what you mean. The miniature domes beside the much larger ones express a feeling of 
humbleness before the almighty god.” 

“Right indeed! This high level philosophy is amazingly revealed through impeccable simplicity.” 

“Shall we now go inside the mosque?” says Yoginath. 

The interior of the porch is a spacious hall with beautiful jali (carved lattice) screens on the sides. Bands of 
blue enamel tiles decorate the top of these screens. The courtyard of the mosque is spacious; it is beautifully 
landscaped with simple design that goes in harmony with the overall simplicity of this magnificent 
monument. It is enclosed on all sides by huge colonnades with arches and pillars. Some Hindu influence is 
noticed in the jambs that have polished black stones with carvings of Hindu designs. More traces of Hindu 
influence are noticed in the elegant marble domes supported on arches with brackets and balustrade. “Now 
let’s go round the mosque to its rear where we’ll see another spectacular monument – the Tomb of Hoshang 
Shah,” proposes Yoginath. 

Tomb of Hoshang Shah - -Construction of this tomb was started by Hoshang Shah himself. But he 

died in 1435 AD before finishing it. It was later completed by Mahmud Shah Khilji in 1440 AD. It is located 
to the west of Jami Masjid. Reputed to be the first marble mausoleum in India, this grand tomb is a square 
structure resting on a plinth crowned by a central dome that is adorned with small turrets of conical shape 
at the four corners. The finial of the dome is a crescent that was probably imported from Persia or 
Mesopotamia. The tomb is constructed with white marble which is beautifully decorated with carvings of 
floral motifs and blue enamel stars. 
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Jahaz Mahal 

The entrance to the tomb is through a porch that has arched openings with artistic design. The floor of the 
domed interior is a stoned pavement in the middle of which stands a mausoleum on a square marble 
platform. The main sarcophagus of Hoshang Shah is carved as a casket with receding bands. There are a 
few other graves three of which are in marble. Light enters through stone jalis of geometric design, which 
provides appropriately subdued illumination on the graves. Influence of Hindu architecture is quite evident 
in the design of pillars and brackets. 

This tomb is one of the remarkable examples of Afghan style of Islamic architecture. Shah Jahan visited 
Mandu twice as a prince; according to an inscription in this tomb, he deputed four of his court architects to 
Mandu in 1659 AD to pay homage to the tomb’s builders. Ustad Hamid who was closely associated with 
the construction of the Taj Mahal was one of those four architects. This leads one to believe that Mughal 
architecture including that of the Taj Mahal was influenced by the architecture of this tomb. 

“We’ve seen the monuments of the Central Group,” says Yoginath. “Now let’s proceed to the Royal Enclave. 
This complex has more monuments than the Central Group. You’ve to buy a ticket, but that’s just one ticket 
for all the monuments in this group.” 

“Is it within walking distance, Yogi?” 

“No sir, we need the car.” 

The Royal Enclave – Jahaz Mahal 

Jahaz Mahal is the most glamorous monument in the Royal Enclave and is the most popular among tourists. 
During the prime days of Mandu, Jahaz Mahal was hailed as the most beautiful palace where the Muslim 
rulers profoundly indulged in amusement and romance.  

This marvelous monument is built on a strip of land between two waterbodies – Munj Talao and Kapoor 
Tank – giving it an appearance of a ship anchored in between them. The monument was built as an 
assembly hall. Standing in front of the building, one sees a spacious terrace that can be approached by a 
long flight of stairs. The bewildered tourists keep on gazing at the delightful scene consisting of the staircase 
and the pavilion with domes and turrets. The ground floor of the building has three large halls connected 
with corridors and narrow rooms at the extreme ends. There is a beautiful cistern at the northern end, which 
is surrounded by a colonnade on its three sides. The central hall has a dome-shaped ceiling adorned with 
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blue and yellow tiles. Emperor Jahangir in his memoirs has lucidly described his pleasant experience of 
being entertained in this palace. 

Coming out of Jahaz Mahal Kamalika expresses some disappointment about this monument. “I’ve heard a 
lot about this ship-like building, but such beauty is not apparent to me,” she says. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Hindola Mahal 

“Madam, if you want to get the most spectacular view of Jahaz Mahal, you’ve to see it from the terrace of 
that palace there, Taveri Mahal, during the rainy season when the two tanks on both sides are full to the 
brim and the surroundings are buried in lush green. You’ll then see the building like a ship in water. You 
know Emperor Jahangir and Queen Noor Jahan resided in this palace and enjoyed the profusion of beauty 
of this place.” 

“I see, I can imagine the royal fancy and romanticism with natural beauty.” 

“One thing you may notice here, Sir and Madam,” Yoginath points out, “that the surfaces of the walls and 
roofs of the monuments in this complex are covered with a thick layer of plaster and not stones like in Jami 
Masjid and the Tomb.” 

“Right indeed! Now what’s our next move?” asks Godadhar. 

“We’ll go to see Hindola Mahal.”  

Hindola Mahal 

This unique monument was probably constructed during the reign of Ghiyas-al-Din, son of Mahmud Shah. 
Architecturally, it is a T-shaped building with rugged side walls which are 2.7 m thick and further reinforced 
by massive sloping buttresses. This inclined support was probably designed to bear the excessive thrust 
of the lofty arches that once supported a huge vaulted ceiling above. The head of the T was, as it appears 
from the exterior, a later addition. The main hall has six arched openings on both sides, above which there 
are windows with decorative patterns. Although the vaulted roof has disappeared, the row of lofty arches 
that supported it is still there intact bearing evidence of what they once carried overhead. 
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Baz Bahadur’s Palace 

The sloping masonry gives a feeling of swinging and that is how this building was named. Hindola Mahal 
literally means a “Swinging Palace”. 

“I wonder who came up with this name for this Mahal,” remarks Kamalika. 

“I don’t know Madam,” replies Yoginath. 

“Whoever named it,” says Godadhar “must have had a poetic mind. That apart, what strikes me most is its 
one-of-a-kind architecture. Simplicity, massiveness and beauty, the basic elements of Mandu’s 
architecture, are glaringly obvious in this exclusive monument. I salute the designer!” 

The Rewa-Kund Group – Baz Bahadur’s Palace 

Malik Bayazid Baz Bahadur Khan (1555 to 1562 AD) succeeded his father Shuja’at Khan who was the 
governor appointed by Sher Shah. Sultan Baz Bahadur was the last independent ruler of Malwa. His palace, 
an interesting blend of Rajasthani and Mughal styles of architecture, was built in 1508-09 AD by the Khilji 
Sultan Nasir-ud-Din Shah. Baz Bahadur occupied it and brought in some renovation and addition. Kamalika 
and Godadhar walk around on the terrace and enjoy the surroundings that mesmerize them and carry them 
back to the days of Baz Bahadur. They can see the Rewa Kund down below and the Roopmati’s pavilion 
on the hill. “You know Malika; this pleasant late afternoon sun, this beauty and those marvelous monuments 
overwhelm me. They make me feel like I’m Emperor Jahangir!” 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                         
“Your majesty, Janhapana! But I’m not feeling like Noor Jahan,” Kamalika quips with a taunting smile. 

“Let’s go down. Our guide is waiting there.” 

 “I know there’s an interesting legend about Baz Bahadur and Roopmati,” says Kamalika. 

“Yes Madam, there’s one and very interesting,” responds Yoginath. 

“Can you tell me about it please?” 

“Sure, I can. Once on a hunting mission on the bank of the river Narmada, Baz Bahadur got separated from 
his retinue. While wandering alone there, he heard a sweet melody coming from a grove. Baz was very 
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fond of music; so he approached the spot and was surprised to see a beautiful maiden surrounded by deer 
and birds. Baz Bahadur, bewildered and amazed, got attracted by her serene beauty and sweet voice. He 
immediately fell in love with her and proposed. Roopmati did not say no outright, but imposed a condition. 
If Baz Bahadur could bring the holy river Narmada to Mandu, she would accept him. Baz agreed. But he 
hardly realized how formidable task it was to make the river flow uphill. He was puzzled and almost broke 
down when he figured out the impossibility of fulfilling the condition. Yet he could not forget Roopmati. He 
started to pray to Narmada. At this point, river Narmada took pity on him and appeared before him. She 
revealed to him the secret for fulfilling Roopmati’s condition. Following the direction of Narmada, Baz 
Bahadur, the King, found a sacred tamarisk tree in Mandu. He excavated the place near the tree and 
amazingly, water that resembled the water of Narmada with its divinity, sprang up and formed a tank. That 
was the Rewa Kund. Roopmati was satisfied and married him.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Roopmati’s Pavilion 

“Roopmati was a great singer,” says Kamalika. 

“Yes, yes, she was. Mandu became a centre for musical composition during her time. You probably know 
the Ragini Bhup Kalyan. It was composed by her. The local balladeers still sing songs of the Baz-Roopmati 
romance. Roopmati is highly acclaimed in the folklores of Malwa. When Baz Bahadur got captured by the 
Mughals, Roopmati poisoned herself to save her sanctity offering her final love to her beloved. This brought 
a sad end to this epic love story.”   

“Umm---,” utters Godadhar with a sigh, “I know her poems were translated in English – The Lady of Lotus: 
Rupmati, Queen of Mandu.” 

Beyond the palace of Baz Bahadur to its south on a hilltop is situated Roopmati’s pavilion. The original 
building was constructed as a military post. It was later remodeled and renovated in different periods to 
convert it to a palace. The pavilions on the terrace are the most aesthetic and distinctive parts of the palace. 
They are like hemispherical domes standing on a square base. Roopmati, it is believed, used to come to 
these pavilions often to have a vision of Narmada which was visible from here on a clear sunny day. 

This is the abridged version of an article from my future book: India the Land of Gods Vol.2. All the photos 
are taken by the author. 
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Reclaiming Indigenous Culture on a Canvas 

Reeto Ghosh 

 

In Battling Indigenous Stereotypes through Badass Art, Jay Soule shares the story of an Indigenous artist 

who is trying to reclaim Indigenous stories and identities through his art. Jay Soule, also known as 

Chippewar, is an Indigenous artist who is combating cultural appropriation by placing Indigenous characters 

in European movie posters. In his video interview, Soule proceeds to explain how sports teams, such as 

the Washington Redskins, and fashion brands, such as Yeezy use aspects of Indigenous culture for profit 

while utilizing inaccurate depictions of Indigenous peoples.  

To raise awareness about Indigenous culture, Soule paints Indigenous characters in European movie 

posters as a mechanism to remove Indigenous misrepresentation and raise awareness against cultural 

appropriation and    stereotyping of Indigenous Peoples in the entertainment industry. According to Soule, 

“The Hollywood Indian has always been portrayed as the monster”. In his art, he deliberately thought of 

taking European stories and giving them an Indigenous twist, which he calls “reverse cultural appropriation”. 

This strategy is effective since visual art forms (such as clothing) enable widespread recognition and 

support against cultural appropriation.  

Through his art, Soule is reclaiming the Indigenous identity to address the historic legacy of Indigenous 

misrepresentations in North America. Soule explains that the European stories about Indigenous characters 

are in many ways European interpretations of Indigenous Peoples, based on the way they interacted with 

Indigenous Peoples. Therefore, by paintings the posters with Indigenous characters, he helps to fortify that 

at one point, these were their own Indigenous stories. It also shows that given equal opportunity, Indigenous 

filmmakers and storytellers are able to create posters and movies of their own and also reclaim their identity. 

Soule also uses his artistic platform as a means to educate his customers, and he explains how his artwork 

is different than someone like Kanye West, who inappropriately uses Indigenous depictions for the sake of 

style without any respect for what the imagery means or where it comes from. Soule also explains that by 

supporting his work “you’re supporting Indigenous business, you’re supporting entrepreneurship, and 

you’re supporting my artwork.” Furthermore, he helps to identify that cultural appropriation becomes wrong 

when it is done without respect for its origins and is instead done for making a product or a person attractive 
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or more profitable. This helps to solidify the fact that Soule is using posters to draw attention against cultural 

appropriation and through his artwork, he is bringing the true representation of Indigenous identity. 

Source:  

CBC Arts (2017)Battling Indigenous Stereotypes through Badass Art. Retrieved via 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=azN2BvyPJdc 

 

My foray into nature 
Oishee Ghosh 

 
 

As I walk out to the trail near me,  
I stop and stare as I see this lone red tree - towering over me.  
 
The leaves appear to already be tinged with the fall hue,  
Even though falls feels almost like spring came anew.  
 
The sun peers through the leaves of green,  
Reaching me,  
As I stare at this lone red tree.  
 
The lens of my camera can’t seem to capture,  
This perfectly normal,  
Yet almost otherworldly 
Scene before me.  
 
Renewed by the cool fall air,  
The warm glow of the sun during golden hour, 
I decide to run further down the trail - 
 
Feet pounding on gravel,  
Wind running through my hair - 
I finally understand,  
Why dogs move without a care!  
 
Soon I reach a bridge,  
Under which a stream of water passes through, 
Complimenting the view. 
 
I see reflections of the sky and the trees 
I see leaves dancing on the water with the cool breeze as a guide, 
I see branches floating above and reflecting below,  
 
All as I wait and see what is to follow.  
 
I continue on,  
Reaching a nice panoramic view of the sunset.  
A 360-degree view,  
Brighter than any TV screen may bring through.  
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I take some more pictures,  
Because I have never heard anyone bicker,  
Over having too many pictures of the sun and nature.  
 
At last I reach another trail 
With trees creating a roof,   
A carpet of leaves padding the ground.  
 
Out of the corner of my eye I notice an orange tree at the far end,  
Appearing to have begun its transition to the eventual winter slumber,  
I walk more down the trail before deciding to turn around -  
Perhaps I’ll bike through the rest next time.  
 
On my way back I pass by some yellow flowers -  
And decide to crouch as I take one last picture,  
With my camera gazing up,  
To let them touch the sky.  
 
And now I continue back home, 
Excited to return again later -  
To continue  
My foray into nature. 
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Alpona 

Nirmal Kumar Sinha 
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Lily – acrylic on canvas 

Arun Shankar Roy 

 

 

91



A Man of Conscience 

Reeto Ghosh 
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Laugh your heart out 

Various collections 
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