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Message from NASKA 

As nature in New England braces for the vibrant colors of fall our minds hover back to that 
special time of the year, fondly reminiscing the memories of celebrating the most joyous 
months of an Indian festival calendar. Bidding Maa Durga a somber adieu was always 
difficult in our growing years; however, with the Kali Puja around the corner meant there 
was one last hurrah left to our festivities for the season.  
 
An eight year young NASKA welcomes you all with open arms and even more importantly 
open minds tÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÙÅÁÒȭÓ +ÁÌÉ 0ÕÊÁ ÃÅÌÅÂÒÁÔÉÏÎÓȢ 9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÅÎÔÅÒ ÏÆ ÏÕÒ ÃÅÌÅÂÒÁÔÉÏÎȢ 
 
As our baby steps grow in size, the scale of our celebrations multiply in stature, we also 
acknowledge and humbly pledge to play our part in shaping a responsible society of the 
future. We believe in giving back to the community to whom we owe our very existence.    
 
Today, with great pleasure we bring to you an evening of joyful and diverse festivities at 
Hamden High School, Connecticut. As aÌ×ÁÙÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÙÅÁÒȭÓ 0ÕÊÁ ×ÉÌÌ ÈÏÌÄ ÉÔÓ ÓÉÇÎÉÆÉÃÁÎÃÅ ÔÏ Á 
wide spectrum of the attendees in ways that appeal to you the most. From invoking the holy 
mother with the meticulously chanted mantras to conducting the   various stages of the 
worship with utmost care and reverence, NASKA shall leave no stone unturned to make this 
an unforgettable evening for you.  
 
This year our Puja will be performed by the inimitable and endearing Shri Samiran 
Chakraborty from New York Kali Mandir, whose rendering of the mantras and eye for the 
detail has been loved and appreciated by you over the years.  
 
NASKA is thankful, more than ever, to all our sponsors and devotees for their support and 
renewed confidence each year. It is your love, energy and unstinted support that keeps us 
ticking and helps us raise the bar every year.  
 
In keeping with our growing footprint and our endeavor to bring to you an even more 
enriching and engaging experience, NASKA will present a scintillating cultural event with 
none other than scion of modern Bengali playback singing ɀ the one and only Rupankar 
Bagchi. A name that needs no introduction, Rupankar is a promise made and kept by NASKA 
to its beloved devotees, patrons and sponsors.  
 
Through our celebration we make every effort to create a caring, compassionate community 
that engages and embraces people of all cultural, ethnic, and spiritual backgrounds. It also 
builds social cohesion that promotes assertion and respect of diversity, and celebration of 
the rich spiritual heritage of mankind.  
 
As expressed over and again, you are the heart and soul of this celebration and will continue 
to remain so in the years to come. We thank you for your gracious presence. We wish you all 
good luck, good health and happiness in every step of your way.  
 
Let the celebrations begin. 
With best regards, 
NASKA Executive Committee 
October 14, 2017 



Events 

3:00PM to 6:00PM : Puja(worship) and Puspanjali(flower offerings) 

6:00PM to 7:00PM : Bhog and Path (holy scripture reciting)  

6:00PM : Prasad(MAA's blessing) distribution 

6:00PM to 8:00PM : Dinner 

8:00PM : Rupankar Bagchi live in concert  
 

 

 

NASKA Presents  
National Award winning singer  

Rupankar Bagchi  
 

 



&ÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ %ÄÉÔÏÒȭÓ $ÅÓË 

 
"ÉÔ ÂÙ ÂÉÔȟ ×Å ÁÄÄÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÎÏ× ×ÅȭÒÅ Á ÆÕÌÌ ÂÙÔÅȢ  Standing on the octave year of NASKA Kalipuja 
celebration, I feel buoyant, passionate and full of positive energy.  The number eight is 
considered to be a lucky number in Chinese because it sounds like the word meaning to 
generate wealthȢ  )ȭÍ ÃÏÎÆÉÄÅÎÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÙÅÁÒ ×ÉÌÌ ÐÒÏÖÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÕÃÃÅÓÓÆÕÌ ÙÅÁÒ ÆÏÒ 
NASKA. 
 
Throughout the year, NASKA executive committee puts their utmost effort to make Kalipuja 
an unforgettable event of the year.  Every attempt has been made to make this evening 
magnanimous.  I sincerely hope that this souvenir magazine would also contribute to the 
cause and take you to the seventh heaven of reading pleasure. 
 
This magazine showcases literary works of writers and creative geniuses of artists from 
around the world.  I am grateful to all those who have so graciously contributed their work 
for everyone to enjoy. 
 
I would like to send a special gratitude to Ms. Pritha Roy Choudhury for creating the cover 
picture of ÔÈÉÓ ÙÅÁÒȭÓ ÍÁÇÁÚÉÎÅȢ 
 
I would also like to thank all the sponsors and business owners for their advertisements in 
this magazine. 
 
I would like to mention that neither NASKA, Inc., nor the members of its Executive Committee 
nor I are responsible, in any shape or form, for any opinion expressed (or implied) by an 
artist, author or advertiser in this magazine. 
 
I wish you all the best and hope you will enjoy reading this magazine as much as you enjoy 
the Puja. 
 
 

Animesh Chandra  
October 14, 2017 

 
 
 

 
 

 

  



  



With Greetings  
&  

Best compliments  
 

from 

 
Sameer Bhavsar 

5 Padanaram Road 

Danbury, CT 06811 

Ph ° (203) 791 2944 

  



Ĩńħ ͉ Ĵśʻ ĴńŖ 

ŐĦĴŎ ňŖŗŎťŖŏ 

 

ŐŖˈŘť ŗŊŊŎł Ĳ ſĻǤŖŗŃő ĶłŇŖŎ ŗŋŗɖŝŃ ſŏŖĴŗŊ̣ŖŒ ĨŇřōŖťŘ ĴśŝʻŎ Ļɻ œŝťŗĺŏ ŭŬŬŲ ŗǧʸňŚŊƯŖŝʋŎ 

ūŲ ĨńŊŖ Ŭū ĩĶʸ ŊřņŊŖŎģĴśŝʻŎ ĻɻŗŅŇȊ Ĵśʻ ĻɻŖʸŌŘ ŊŖ ĻɻŖʸŌŘ ŇŖŝŌ ňŖŗŏŃ œťģ Ĵśʻ ōŖŅŊ-

ŎŖĻņŖŇŘ ŌńřŎŖŎ ŎŖĻňŗŎŊŖŝŎŎ ŒɲŖŇģ ŗŃŗŇ ŊŒřŝŅŊ Ĳ ſŅŊĴŘŎ ĨʸŌ ňřǴģ ŃŖĥŎ ŗňŃŖŌŖŃŖ ĬŋŝťĪ 

ōŖŅŊŊĦŐŘťģ ĴśŝʻŎ ĻŘŊŇ ŗŊňɺ ſĻŝŇ ĻɻŎŖŝǴĪ ƀŅŊŒœŖťŃŖť ĴŖŎŖĶŖŎ ſńŝĴ ŗŇʴŖɲ œŝť ŊŒřŝŅŊ 

ŃŖĥŝĴ ſĶŖˠŝŏ ŃŖĥŎ ňŖŏĴ ŌŖŃŖŗňŃŖ ōŝŐŖŅŖ Ĳ ŇŝɶŎ ĴŖŝĺ ſŎŝĵ ĩŝŒŇģ Ĵśʻ ĺŖţŖ ŊŒřŝŅŝŊŎ ĩŎĲ 

ΉĪ ŒɲŖŝŇŎ ǺŖłŎȝŖ œŝťŗĺŏģ ǺńŌĻŇ ŊŏŎŖŌ (ŗōŗŇ ŊŒřŝŅŝŊŎ ǺńŌŖ ˈŘ ſŎŖŗœłŘŎ ĶŝŋƯ ĻɻǨœł 

ĴŝŎŇ) İŊĦ ŒřŋǷŖ (ŊŒřŝŅŊ Ĳ ſŎŖŗœłŘŎ ĴŇǤŖ, ŗōŗŇ ŊŏŎŖŌ Ĳ ĴśŝʻŎ ĨŝŇĴ ňŝŎ ĻɻǨœł 

ĴŝŎŇ)ģŋŖĶŊŃ ňřŎŖł ĨŇřōŖťŘ, ſĴŖŝŇŖ ǺĴŖŎ ſōŢŇŒĦĶŌ ŊǤŗŃŝŎŝĴĪ ſĴŊŏŌŖǴ "ŌŖŇŗŒĴ ſōŖŝĶŎ" 

ŉŝŏ Ĵśŝ̒Ŏ Ļɻ œŝťŗĺŏģ ŗœɶřŎŖ ŗŊ̣ŖŒ ĴŝŎŇ, ſŒōřŝĶ İĪ ņŎŝŇŎ ſōŖĶ ŒʚŊ ŗĺŏģ "ŋĶŊŖŇ ͉ĴśŝʻŎ 

ňřŝŎŖ ĻŘŊŇŘľŖ ňŖĲťŖ ōŖť ͉ŌɥŖĶŊŝŃ, ŅŐŊĺŎ ŊťŒ ſńŝĴ ŌŝņǤŎ ŎŖĻŞŇŗŃĴ ĻŘŊŝŇŎ ŒĴŏ ĴńŖ 

ňŖĲťŖ ōŖť ŌœŖŋŖŎŝŃ; İŊĦ ͉ŋĶŊŖŝŇŎ ŊĦŝŐŎ ňřŝŎŖ ķľŇŖŊŏŘ ňŖĲťŖ ōŖť ŌœŖŋŖŎŝŃŎ ŗĵŏĴŖɎ 

œŗŎŊĦŝŐģ İĺŖţŖ ſōŒĴŏ Ǩŝɳ Ŋţ ňŗŎŒŝŎ ͉ĴśŝʻŎ ĴńŖ ňŖĲťŖ ōŖť ſŒˤŗŏ œŝŏŖ- Ǽ˗ňřŎŖł, 

ŗŊ̒řňřŎŖł, ňɦňřŎŖł, ŊŖťřňřŎŖł, ˃ ɶňřŎŖł, l ŌƯňřŎŖł, ŊŖŌŇňřŎŖł, Ǽ˗ŞŊŊŃƯ ňřŎŖł Œœ İĴŖŗņĴ ňřŎŖŝłģ 

İŌŇŗĴ ſŊŢɢŝŅŎ ņŌƯǨɳ ŗǴŗňľŝĴĲ İĴŖŗņĴ ˋŖŝŇ, ŗĴĺř ŗĴĺř ˋŖŝŇ ŗŊĴśŃŋŖŝŊĲ ͉ĴśŝʻŎ ĴńŖ ňŖĲťŖ 

ōŖťģ ŃŝŊ ňřŎŖłʕŗŏŎ ŌŝņǤ ňɦ İŊĦ Ǽ̠ŞŊŊŃƯ ňřŎŖł İĪ ΉȊ ňřŎŖŝłŎ ǺŖĹŘŇŃŌ ňŖɎřŗŏŗň ňŖĲťŖ ŇŖ 

ōŖĲťŖť ; ŊŃƯŌŖŝŇ ňɦ İŊĦ Ǽ˗ŞŊŊŃƯ ŇŖŝŌ ſō ǨɳΉȊ ňŖĲťŖ ōŖť ſŒȊ ĨŝŇĴľŖĪ ŗŊĴśŃ œŝť ōŖĲťŖ 

İŊĦ ŒřˏʸŋŖŝŊĪ ſŊŖļŖ ōŖť Ǩɳ˽ŝťŎ ĨŝŇĴľŖ ĨĦŐĪ ſō Ǻŗȝʁģ" 

ŊŖŏǤ Ĳ ƀĴŝŐŖŎ 

Ňɶ ŗĺŝŏŇ ſĶŖňŖŏĴ ŒʔŅŖŝťŎ ǺņŖŇģ ŃŖĥŎ ŗŇŊŖŒ ŗĺŏ ŊśɶŖŊŝŇģ ĴśŝʻŎ ſĺŝŏŝŊŏŖŎ Ķʩˤŗŏ ſńŝĴ 

ĻŖŇŖ ōŖť, ŗĴŋŖŝŊ ŗŃŗŇ İĴĻŇ ŎŖĵŖŏ ŊŖŏĴ œŝť ĬĿŝŏŇ, ƀŐŐŝŊĪ Ĵśʻ İŃľŖĪ ΉņƯőƯ ĩŎ 

ĨǺŗŃŝŎŖņǤ ǺĴśŗŃŎ ŗĺŝŏŇ ſō ŗŃŗŇ ŃŖĥŎ ǺŖłŇŖŝŐŎ ſĹʸŖˤŗŏŝĴ ĹŌĴǺŅŋŖŝŊ ŊŖŇĹŖŏ ĴŝŎ ŗŅŝŃ 

ňŖŎŝŃŇ İŊĦ ŊśɶŖŊŇŊŖŒŘŎ ĻŘŊŇŎȝŖ ĴŎŝŃŇģ ĴśŝʻŎ ǺŖłŇŖŝŐŎ ĻŇǤ ĴĦŐ ňřŃŇŖ Œœ ĨŇǤŖŇǤ 

ŎŖȝŒŝŅŎ ſǺŎł ĴŎŝŏ ŒĴŏŝĴ œŃǤŖ ĴŝŎŇ Ĵśʻģ ſōŢŊŎŖĻǤ ſōŢŊŝŇ ŌńřŎŖť ǺŃǤŖŊŃƯŇ ĴŝŎ Ĵśʻ ŃŖĥŎ 

ŌŖŌŖ ĴĦŝŒŎ ĨŇřĶŖŌŘŝŅŎ ˽ŖŎŖ ŒĦķȊŃ Ŋ̶ œŃǤŖŎ őţōɰ ſńŝĴ ĩɚŎȝŖ ĴŝŎ ĴĦŒŝĴ Ŋņ ĴŝŎŇģ ŗŃŗŇ 



ĴĦŝŒŎ ŗňŃŖ ĬǨŝŒŇŝĴ ňřŇŎŖť ōŖŅŊˠŝŏŎ ŎŖĻŖ ŗœŝŒŝŊ ŗŒĦœŖŒŝŇ ĨŗņŗʺŃ ĴŝŎŇ İŊĦ ŗŇŝĻ 

ſŒĵŖŝŇ ĨŇǤŃŌ ōřŊŎŖĻ ŗœŝŒŝŊ ĨŊˋŖŇ ĴŝŎŇģİĪ ŒŌŝť ŃŖĥŎ ŒŖŝń ĨĻřƯŇ Œœ ˠ̞ ŎŖŝĻǤŎ ĨŇǤŖŇǤ 

ňŖɎŊ ŎŖĻňřǴŝŅŎ ŒĵǤŃŖ Ķŝţ ĲŝĿģ ňŎŊŃ˜ĴŖŝŏ ŗŃŗŇ ōŖŅŊŝŅŎ ŗŇŝť ˽ŖŎĴŖ ŇĶŎŘŝŃ (ĨņřŇŖ ˤĻŎŖŃ) 

Ĺŝŏ ĩŝŒŇ İŊĦ ſŒĵŖŝŇĪ ŃŖĥŎ ŎŖĻ˷ ˋŖňŇ ĴŝŎŇģ Ĵśʻ ŗŊŅŋƯ ŎŖŝĻǤŎ ŎŖĻĴŇǤŖ ̞ŗȗłŘŝĴ ŃŖĥŎ 

ĨŇřŝŎŖŝņ ŗŐ̢ňŖŝŏŎ ŒŖŝń ĨŇřŝʺť ŗŊŊŖœ ŌɎň ſńŝĴ œŎł ĴŝŎ ŗŇŝť İŝŒ ŗŊŊŖœ ĴŝŎŇģ İŎňŎĪ Ĵśʻ 

ūŰūŪŪ ŇŖŎŘŝĴ ŇŎĴŖŒřŎ ŇŖŌĴ ĨŒřŝŎŎ ĴŖŎŖĶŖŎ ſńŝĴ ĬɢŖŎ ĴŝŎ ŃŖŝŅŎ ŒʛŖŇ ŎȝŖŝńƯ ŃŖŝŅŎ ŗŊŊŖœ 

ĴŝŎŇģĴśŝʻŎ ŌŗœőŘŝŅŎ ŌŝņǤ ĩľĻŇ ŗĺŝŏŇ ǺņŖŇ, ōŖŝŅŎ ĨʸŋŖōƯŖ ŇŖŝŌĲ ĨŗŋŗœŃ ĴŎŖ œťģ İĥŎŖ 

œŝŏŇ ̞ŗȗłŘ, ŒŃǤŋŖŌŖ, ĻŖ̝ŊŃŘ, ĴŖŗŏŗɶ, ŗŌǴŊśɶŖ, ŇȣŖŗĻŗŃ, ŋǷŖ İŊĦ ŏȝłŖģĴśʻ ŇŎĴŖŒřŎŝĴ Ŋņ 

ĴŝŎ ŒŌˊ ŊɶŘ ŇŖŎŘŝŅŎ ŌřȔ ĴŝŎŇģ ŃǉĴŖŏŘŇ ŒŖŌŖŗĻĴ ŎŘŗŃ ĨŇřŒŖŝŎ ŊɶŘ ŇŖŎŘŝŅŎ ŒŌŖŝĻ ſĴŖŇ 

ŒʛŖŇ ŗĺŏ ŇŖ İŊĦ ŃŖŝŅŎ ŗŊŊŖŝœŎ ſĴŖŇ ĬňŖť ŗĺŏ ŇŖ ĴŖŎł ŃŖŎŖ ĪŗŃňŚŝŊƯ ŇŎĴŖŒřŝŎŎ ĨņŘŝŇ ŗĺŏģ 

ƀŊʻŊ ŌŝŃ ĴśŝʻŎ ŒŌˊ ŌŗœőŘĶłĪ ŗĺŝŏŇ ſŅŊŘ ŏțŘŎ ĨŊŃŖŎ ĨńŊŖ ſŒĪ ŒŊ ŇŖŎŘ ōŖŎŖ Ŋ̶ ĻŝɻŎ 

ŃňŒǤŖŊŝŏ ĴśŝʻŎ ˈŘ œĲťŖŎ ĨŗņĴŖŎ ŏŖŋ ĴŝŎŗĺŝŏŇģ İĺŖţŖ ŃŖĥŎ İĴ ˈŘ ŒŃǤŋŖŌŖ ŗĺŝŏŇ ŎŖņŖŎ 

ĨĦŐ Ż ͉ĴśŝʻŎ ūŰŪŪŪ ĨŗņĴ ňəŘ Ĳ ĨʸŋŖōƯŖ ŒʖŝĴƯ ŒȌĴ ŗŋŗɖ ſŇĪ Ż ŊŗȫŌĹɵ ĹŝɃŖňŖņǤŖť İŎ 

ŎŗĹŃ ĴśʻĹŗŎǴ ǺŊŝɹ ͉ĴśŝʻŎ Ŋ̶ŗŊŊŖŝœŎ ŗŋŗɖœŘŇ ŃńǤ ŒʖŝĴƯ ōŝńʸ ŃńǤǺŌŖł ſŅĲťŖ ĩŝĺ Ż 

ĴśʻĹŗŎŝǴ ſŅĵŖ ōŖť ſō, ĴśŝʻŎ ūŰŪŪŪ ĨŗņĴ ňəŘ ̢ņř ňřŎŖŝłŎ İĴȊ ĨĦŝŐ ŒŘŌŖŊɢ Ż ͉ĴśŝʻŎ 

ĻŘŊŝŇŎ ĨŇǤ ſĴŖŝŇŖ ĴŖōƯŝȝŝǴ İŒŝŊŎ Ĭŝʭĵ ſŇĪ Ż ŗŃŗŇ İľŖŝĴ ſŇœŖŃĪ ĬňĴńŖ ŊŖ Ķʩ Ŋŝŏ Ĭŝʭĵ 

ĴŝŎŇ Ż ͉ĴśŝʻŎ ĻŘŊŇĹŗŎŝŃ ̞ŗȗŇŘ ŗŋɺ ĨŇǤ ſĴŖŝŇŖ ňəŘŎ ĴŖōƯǥŌ ſŅĵŖ ōŖť ŇŖ Ż ˠ̞ŝȝǴ ōřɢ 

Ĵśʻ ŗĺŝŏŇ ǺĵŎ ˡľŊřŗɢŒʖɺ ňř̞ő İŊĦ ŌœŖŋŖŎŝŃŎ ōřɢ Ĳ ŃŖŎ ňŗŎłŗŃŝŃ ŃŖĥŎ ǺĶŖŤ ǺŋŖŊ ŗĺŏģ 

ŗŃŗŇ ňŖɎŊ İŊĦ ſĴŢŎŊŝŅŎ ŌŝņǤ ŐŖŗɲ ˋŖňŇ ĴŎŝŃ ōńŖŒʚŊ ĬŝŅǤŖĶŘ œŝťŗĺŝŏŇģ ŗĴ̒ ΈŝōƯŖņŝŇŎ 

ǺlŝĹyŖť ŃŖĥŎ ŒṒ ǺŝĹyŖ ŊǤńƯ œŝť ōřɢ ĨŗŇŊŖōƯ œŝť ĲŝĿ ŃĵŇ ŗŃŗŇ ǥŚŎ lľŇŘŗŃŝĴŎ ŋŚŗŌĴŖ Ǩœł 

ĴŝŎŇģ ōřɢĴŖŝŏ ŗňŃś-ŗňŃŖŌŝœŎ ŗŊ̞ŝɢ ŒȌĴ ŌŝŇŖŊŏ ŗŇŝť ōřɢ ŇŖ ĴŎŖŎ ĻŇǤ ŗŃŗŇ ĨĻřƯŝŇŎ ĬňŎ 

ǥřɢ œŇģ İĴŊŖŎ ŃŖĥŝĴ ĩķŖŃ ĴŎŖŎ ĨňŎŖŝņ Ĵś̒ İĴȊ ŎŝńŎ ĹŖĴŖŝĴ Ĺŝǥ ňŗŎłŃ ĴŝŎ ŋŘˀŝĴ 

ĩǥŌł ĴŎŝŃ ĬŅǤŃ œŇģ ŃĵŇ ŋŘˀ ŒŌˊ Ĩˈ ňŗŎŃǤŖĶ ĴŝŎ ĴśʻŝĴ ŊŝŏŇ ŃŖĥŝĴ œŃǤŖ ĴŎŝŃģ ŗĴ̒ 

İŎňŎ ĨĻřƯŇ ĴśŝʻŎ ĴŖŝĺ ȝŌŖǺŖńƯŇŖ ĴŝŎŇ İŊĦ ňŚłƯ ĬŅǤŌ ŗŇŝť ōřɢ ĴŎŖŎ ǺŗŃȼŖ ĴŝŎŇģ Ĵśʻ 

ōřŗņŗʺŎ İŊĦ ĨĻřƯŇŝĴ ŗŇŝŅƯŐ ſŅŇ ōŖŝŃ ŃŖŎŖ ŋŘŝˀŎ ſŅĲťŖ ōřɢĻŝťŎ ŊŎ ŗŉŗŎŝť ſŅť, ĴŖŎł ŋŘˀ 

̵ťĦ ſŒĪ ōřŝɢ ňŖɎŊŝŅŎ ǺŗŃňȝ ŗœŝŒŝŊ ĨŊŃŘłƯ œŝťŗĺŝŏŇģ ŋŘˀŝĴ İ ĴńŖ ĻŖŇŖŝŇŖ œŝŏ ŗŃŗŇ İ 

ĴńŖŎ ĨɲŗŇƯŗœŃ ĨńƯ ŊřļŝŃ ſňŝŎ ĴŘŋŖŝŊ ŗŃŗŇ Ĩˈ ňŗŎŃǤŖĶ ĴŎŝŊŇ ſŒ ĬňŖť ňŖɎŊŝŅŎ Ŋŝŏ ſŅŇģ 

ŗŃŗŇ ŊŝŏŇ ſō, ōŗŅ ſĴŖŇ ŇŖŎŘ ōřɢŝȝŝǴ ǺŝŊŐ ĴŝŎ ŃŝŊĪ ŗŃŗŇ ĨˈŃǤŖĶ ĴŎŝŊŇģ ňŝŎŎ ŗŅŇ ĴśŝʻŎ 

ŗŇŝŅƯŝŐ ŗŐĵɎŘ, ĨńƯŖǉ ŗōŗŇ ňŚŊƯĻŝɻ Ĩ̝Ŗ ŗĺŝŏŇ ŗŃŗŇ ĨĻřƯŝŇŎ ŒŖŝń ōřŝɢ ſōŖĶŅŖŇ ĴŝŎŇ İŊĦ ŋŘˀ 



ŃŖĥŎ ĨˈŒĴŏ ŇŖŗŌŝť ŎŖŝĵŇģ İĺŖţŖĲ Ĵśʻ ņśŃŎŖŝʷŎ ĻŖŌŖŃŖ ĻťǷńŝĴ Ŋņ ĴŎŝŃ ĨĻřƯŇŝĴ ŒœŖťŃŖ 

ĴŝŎŇģ ĻťǷŝńŎ ĴŖŎŝłĪ ĨĻřƯŝŇŎ ňřǴ ĨŗŋŌŇřǤ ſǷŖłŖĹŖŝōƯŎ ĹǥŊŚǤŝœ ǺŝŊŐ ĴŝŎĲ ſŊŗŎŝť ĩŒŖŎ 

ĬňŖť ĨȼŖŃ ńŖĴŖť ſĴŢŎŊŝŅŎ œŖŝŃ ŗŇŌƯŌŋŖŝŊ ŗŇœŃ œŝťŗĺŝŏŇģ Ĵśʻ ſĴŢŎŊŝŅŎ ſŒŇŖňŗŃ 

ſǷŖłŖĹŖŝōƯŎ ňŃŇĲ Œʖɺ ĴŝŎŗĺŝŏŇģ ŗŃŗŇ ŋŘŌŝĴ ŗŇŝŅƯŐ ŗŅŝťŗĺŝŏŇ Ị̃ɗŖŌŖ ŇŖŌĴ İĴȊ œŖŗŃŝĴ 

Ŋņ ĴŎŝŃ İŊĦ ŃŖǉňōƯňŚłƯŋŖŝŊ ſǷŖłŖĹŖŝōƯŎ ňřŝǴŎ ŇŖŌĲ Ị̃ɗŖŌŖģ İŎňŎ ĴśŝʻŎ ŗŇŝŅƯŝŐ ōřŗņŗʺŎ 

ſǷŖłŖĹŖōƯŝĴ ŗĶŝť ĹŃřŎŃŖŎ ŒŖŝń ŊŝŏŇ ſō Ị̃ɗŖŌŖ ŗŇœŃ œŝťŝĺŇ İŊĦ ŃŖŎňŎ ĵřŊ ŌśΉ̵ŝŎ ŊŝŏŇ ſō 

ſŒȊ İĴȊ œŖŗŃģ ŗĴ̒ ſōŝœŃř ōřŗņŗ̋Ŏ ĴĵŇĲ ŗŌńǤŖĹŖŎ ĴŎŝŃŇ ŇŖ ŃŖĪ ſǷŖłŖĹŖōƯ ŃŖĥŎ ǺńŌ ĴńŖȊ 

̢ŝŇĪ ŌŖŇŗŒĴ ŋŖŝŊ ĨŃǤɲ ĩœŃ œŇ Ĳ Ĩˈ ňŗŎŃǤŖĶ ĴŝŎŇģ İŎňŎ ĴśŝʻŎ ŗŇŝŅƯŝŐ ņśʸΉǤʓ ſǷŖŝłŎ 

ŗŐŎŝʯŅ ĴŝŎŇģ ĴŝłƯŎ ŒŖŝń ĨĻřƯŝŇŎ ōřŝɢŎ ŒŌť ĴŝłƯŎ ŎŝńŎ ĹŖĴŖ ŌŖȊŝŃ ŊŝŒ ōŖťģ ŃĵŇ ĴłƯ ōřŝɢ 

ŗŊŎŃ ſńŝĴ ſŒĪ ĹŖĴŖ ŌŖȊ ſńŝĴ ĲĿŖŝŇŖŎ ſĹʸŖ ĴŎŝŏ Ĵśʻ ĨĻřƯŇŝĴ ˒Ŏł ĴŗŎŝť ſŅŇ ſō ſĴŢŎŝŊŎŖ 

ĨŗŋŌŇřǤŝĴ ĨŇǤŖťŋŖŝŊ œŃǤŖ ĴŝŎ ōřŝɢŎ ŒŌˊ ŗŇťŌ ŋȮ ĴŝŎŝĺģ ŃŖĪ ŗŃŗŇ ŗŇŎˈ ĴłƯŝĴ Ŋņ ĴŝŎ 

ĨĻřƯŇŝĴ ſŒĪ œŃǤŖŎ ǺŗŃŝŐŖņ ŗŇŝŃ ĩŝŅŐ ĴŝŎŇģ İŎňŎ ōřŝɢŎ ĨŗɲŌ ňŝŊƯ ſĴŢŎŊǺņŖŇ ΉŝōƯŖņŇ 

ŌŖŃŖ ĶŖɹŖŎŘŎ ĩŐŘŊƯŖŅ Ǩœł ĴŎŝŃ ōŖŇ ōŖŝŃ ŃŖŎ ŐŎŘŝŎŎ ſō ĨȮŒŌŚŝœŎ ĬňŎ ĶŖɹŖŎŘŎ ·ŗʸ ŗŇŗȝʁ 

œŝŊ ŃŖĪ ĪˏŖŃĴȌŇ œŝť ĬĿŝŊģ ŃĵŇ Ĵśʻ ĺŏňŚŊƯĴ ŃŖŎ ĭ̞˽ť ĴŏŖňŖŃŖ ŗŅŝť ĩȶŖŗŅŃ ĴŝŎ 

ſŅŇģ İŎ ŉŝŏ ĶŖɹŖŎŘŎ ·ŗʸ ΉŝōƯŖņŝŇŎ ŒŌˊ ĨŝȮŎ ĬňŎ ňţŝŏĲ ĭ̞˽ť ĩŊśŃ ſńŝĴ ōŖť] ĩŇŁŇ 
ņĮŀ ľŒŖņƨŏĿŖŀŇ ŋŏŖĽ ńőŅ įľŏņŒŖɛ Őňɺ Ōŀ ļĮŀ ńőŖŅŇ Ģİŏļ 
ľŒŖņƨŏĿŀŖĭ ŸĭŏŀńŏŖŃ ĢŌļ ĭŇŖļ ŃǝĽƨ ŌŞĜ ļĮŀ ĭŔŖɹŇ ģŐȧŖļ ńőŅ 
ŀǝŏŞ įľŏņŒŖɛŇ ŐŀŞŅ ňȪŀ ĭŖŇ ľŒŖņƨŏĿŖŀŇ Ħ̗Ŗļ Ģİŏļ ĭŖŇŀ ī 
ļŏŖĭ ŃĿ ĭŖŇŀĜ ĩģńŏŖŃ ĭŔŖɹŇ ġļŒňŀőŞ ī ġǳŐļŖŇŏĿǝ ŸĭśŉŖňŇ 
ŋŏŌŏņĢšŝō ňŖɎŝŊŎŖ ˠ̞ŝȝǴ ōřɢ Ļť ĴŝŎģ İĺŖţŖĲ Ĵśʻ ĨĻřƯŝŇŎ ſňŢǴ ňŎŘŗȝŝŃŎ ǺŖłŎȝŖ ĴŝŎŇ, 

ōŖŝĴ Ị̃ɗŖŌŖ ŌŖŃśĶŝŋƯĪ Ǽ̠Ŗ̍ ŗŇŝȝň ĴŝŎ ĩķŖŃ ĴŝŎŗĺŝŏŇģ ňŎŊŃ̃ĴŖŝŏ ňŎŘŗȝŃĪ ňŖɎŊŝŅŎ 

ĬɖŎŖŗņĴŖŎŘ œŇģ "ŝōŖŝĶ̣Ŏ ŒŇŖŃŇ ņŝŌƯŎ ǺŖłňř̞ő ňŎŝỌ̄ŝŎŎ ĨŊŃŖŎ ͉Ĵśʻģ İĴĻŇ ĩŅƯŐ ſŇŃŖ, 

ŎŖĻŇŘŗŃĴ, ŎŖʷȼ, ņŌƯŒĦˋŖňĴ İŊĦ ŌřŗȔŅŖŃŖģ ņŌƯŎŖĻǤ ŒĦˋŖňĴ ͉ĴśʻŝĴ ŗŇŝť Ŋ̶Ǩŝɳ Ŋ̶ ŎĴŝŌŎ 

ĴńŖ Ŋŝŏ ŃŖŎ ĻŘŊŇŝĴ ſňŢŎŖŗłĴ, ĨŝŏŢŗĴĴ Ĳ ŗĴĺřľŖ ĨŗŊ̣ŖŒǤ ĴŝŎ ſŃŖŏŖ œŝťŝĺģĩĻ ĩŌŎŖ 

ŋĶŊŖŇ ͉ĴśŝʻŎ ı̣ōƯŌť ̟ň Ňť, ƀŊŎŖĶǤŌŌť ̟ň Ňť, ŃŖĥŎ ņŌƯ ŒĦˋŖňŇ ̟ň Ňť, ŃŖĥŎ ňř̞ŝőŖɖŌ 

̟ňĲ Ňť ; ŃŖĥŎ ſȂʺŃŌ ı̣ŗŎĴ ŌŖņřōƯ ̟ňŝĴ, ĩŌŖŝŅŎ ŌŇřőǤ ĨńŊŖ ŌŇřŝőǤŃŎ ňōƯŖŝť ŇŖŗŌŝť ŗŇŝť 

İŝŒ ĩŌŎŖ ŋĶŊŖŇ ͉ĴśʻŝĴ ǺŗŃŗŇťŃ ĨňŌŖŇ ĴŝŎ Ĺŏŗĺģ ŋĶŊŖŇ ͉ĴśʻŝĴ ŌŇřőǤĴśŃ ſǺŗŌĴ 



ŒŖŗĻŝť ĩŌŎŖ ĨŒĦĵǤ ĴŖŊǤ,ŇŖľĴ, ŗŒŝŇŌŖ İŊĦ ōŖǴŖňŖŏŖ ĴŝŎ Ĺŏŗĺģ ŗĴĺř ŌŖŇřŝőŎ ŒśŗʸŎ ŇŖŝŌ ĨňŒśŗʸ 

ſŅĵŝŏ ŌŝŇ œť ŋĶŊŖŇ ͉Ĵśʻ ŊřŗļŊŖ ŇŖľĴ, ŗŒŝŇŌŖ, ōŖǴŖňŖŏŖŎĪ ſĹĦţŖ ŇŖťĴ! 

ŃŖĪ ŊŖņǤ œŝť ŊŏŝŃĪ œť, ſōŗŅŇ ſńŝĴ ŋĶŊŖŇ ͉Ĵśʻ ōŖǴŖňŖŏŖŎ ŇŖťĴ œŝťŝĺ ſŒŗŅŇ ſńŝĴĪ 

ŗœɶřŝŅŎ ĴňŖŏ ňřŝţŝĺģ ĻŘŊŇŊǤŖňŘ ĹŎŌ ŎŖĻŞŇŗŃĴ ŗŊĹȝłŃŖ Ĳ ĻĶŝŃŎ ĨŝŐő ĴŏǤŖł ŗĹɲŖ ĴŝŎ 

ŗŃŗŇ ſŒĪ ŒŌŝťŎ ŒĴŏ ĴŏǤŖłĴŖŌŘ ŎŖĻŖŝŅŎ İĴŗǴŃ ĴŝŎŗĺŝŏŇģ İŌŇĪ ̵ŖńƯœŘŇ ŗĺŝŏŇ ſō ŎŖĻǤ Ļť 

ĴŝŎĲ ŗŇŝĻ ĴĵŝŇŖ ȝŌŃŖ Ǩœł ĴŝŎŇŗŇģ œŖĻŖŎ œŖĻŖŎ ŗŇňŘŗţŃ ŇŖŎŘŎ ĩŃỨŗŇ ŗĺŝŏŖ ŇŎĴŖŒřŝŎŎ 

ĴŖŎŖĶŖŝŎ, ſŒĪ ŇŖŎŘŝŅŎ ŌřŗȔ ŗŅŝť ŗŃŗŇ ŇŖŎŘ ŌřŗȔŎ ňńĲ ĬŝɻŖĹŇ ĴŝŎŗĺŝŏŇģ ǺŖť ŅŐŊĺŎ ŊťŝŒĪ 

ŗŃŗŇ ŊśɶŖŊŇ ſńŝĴ ŌńřŎŖť Ĺŝŏ ōŖŇģ İŎňŎ ĩŎ ĴĵŝŇŖĪ ŗŃŗŇ ŊśɶŖŊŝŇ ĩŝŒŇŗŇģ" 

ŃńǤŒŚǴħŌřȔŗŊ̣ŝĴŖő, ĴśŃȼŃŖħ ͉ ˠŐŏ ŊŎł ĹǥŊɖ˜, ĨņǤŖňĴ,ĹɃǨŖŌ ŗŊ̣ŗŊŅǤŖŏť Ĳ ŒŖŗœŃǤŒǿŖľ ŊĦŗĴŌ Ĺɵ ĹŝɃŖňŖņǤŖť İŎ 

ĴśʻĹŗŎŃ,ŌœŖŋŖŎŃ, œŗŎŊĦŐ, ŋŖĶŊŃ ňřŎŖł Ĳ ŗŊ̒ř ňřŎŖł ǨŝɳŎ ŗŋŗɖŝŃ ͉Ĵśŝ̒Ŏ ĻŘŊŝŇŎ İĪ ŗŊŊŎłŘ ǺĴŖŗŐŃ œŏģ 

 
 

 

Wish you  

A very happy  

Kalipuja and Deepavali 
Members of NASKA Executive Committee 

and 
Board of Authority 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



  

 



ĩɚœŃǤŖ 

ĨȮŇŖ ŌřĵŖȺ˜ ŒŖœŖ 

 

ȌĴ İĴ ŊĺŎ ĩŝĶ ĩĻŝĴŎ ŗŅŇľŖ ŗĺŏ ĩŌŖŎ ĻŘŊŝŇŎ ĵřŊ ˤ̞˷ňŚłƯ İĴľŖ ŗŅŇģ ĩĻŝĴŎ ŗŅŇľŖ ŗĺŏ 

ĨĻřƯŇŝĴ ĻŊŖŊ ſŅĲťŖŎ ŗŅŇģ ŃŖĪ ŃŖŎ ĩŝĶŎ ŗŅŇ ŎŖŝŃ ĬŝɖĻŇŖť ǺńŝŌ ķřŌĪ ĩŒŝŃ ĹŖĪŗĺŏ ŇŖģ 

İĴľŖ İĴľŖ ĴŝŎ ŒŊ ĴńŖ ŌŝŇ ňŝţ ōŖŗȶŏģ 

]]Ŭģģ 

ōŝŊ ſńŝĴ ĩŌŖŎ ȼŖŇ œŝťŝĺ, ĩŌŖŎ ŌŝŇ ňŝŎ ŭŮ/ű ĶŏŉǨŘŇ Ī ŗĺŏ ĩŌŖŎ ȌĴŖŇŖģ ŗĴ̒ ĩŌŖŝĴ 

ōĵŇ ŇŃřŇ ŊŖŗţŝŃ Ĺŝŏ ĩŒŝŃ œŏ, ŃĵŇ ňřŝŎŖŝŇŖ ŊɹřŝŅŎ ſĺŝţ ĩŒŝŃ ŋŘőŇ ŌŇ ĵŖŎŖň ſŏŝĶŗĺŏ, 

ňŝŎ ōŗŅĲ ŌŝŇ ŌŝŇ ſŋŝŊŗĺŏŖŌ ŋŖŗĶǤŒ İŝŒŗĺŏŖŌ!  

ŇŃřŇ ʈǤŖŝľ ǺńŌ ǺńŌ ĵřŊ İĴŖ ŏŖĶŃģ ŃŝŊ ŗŃŇ ŃŏŖŎ İĪ ʈǤŖľ ľŖŎ ĻŖŇŏŖ ŗŅŝť ŃŖĴŖŝŏ ĨŝŇĴ ΈŎ 

ĨŊŗņ ſŅĵŖ ſōŃ, ĴŖŎŇ ĲŗŅĴ ľŖť ſĴŖŝŇŖ ŊŖŗţ ŗĺŏ ŇŖ, ŊŎĦ ĶŖĺ ĶŖĺŖŏŖŝŃĪ ŋŗŃƯ ŗĺŏģ ĩŗŌ ΉňřŎ ſŊŏŖ 

ı ĻŖŇŏŖ ŗŅŝť ̶ĶŏŘ ŇŅŘŎ ŉřŎŉřŝŎ œŖĲťŖ ſĵŝŃ ſĵŝŃ ĩĴŖŐ ſŅĵŃŖŌģ ĨŌŇĪ İĴ ΉňřŎ ſŊŏŖ ĩŗŌ 

ǺńŌ ĨĻřƯŇ ſĴ ſŅŗĵģ ĨĻřƯŇ ĩŌŖŝŅŎ ŊŖŗţŎ ĴŖŝĺĪ ńŖĴŃ, ŗĴ̒ İŃŗŅŇ ſĵťŖŏĪ ĴŗŎŗŇģ ĨĻřƯŇ ŃĵŇ 

ōřŊĴģ ſōŢŊŇ ĲŎ ŐŎŘŎ ſńŝĴ ĬňŝĹ ňţŝĺģ ĲŎ ſňľŖŝŇŖ ſĹœŖŎŖ ſŅŝĵ ĩŌŖŎ ŒŖŎŖ ŐŎŘŝŎ İĴ ĨΊŃ 

ŏȺŖ ſĵŝŏ ſĶŗĺŏģ ĨĻřƯŇ ĩŌŖŝĴ ǺńŌ ĴŗŅŇ ſŅĵŝŃ ňŖťŗŇ] ŗĴ̒ ŗŅŝŇŎ ňŎ ŗŅŇ ĲŝĴ ĻŖŇŏŖ ŗŅŝť 
ŏřŗĴŝť ŏřŗĴŝť ſŅĵŖŎ ňŎ, ĨŊŝŐŝő İĴŗŅŇ ĩŗŌ ņŎŖ ňţŏŖŌ ĨĻřƯŝŇŎ ŇĻŝŎģ ĨĻřƯŇĲ ĩŌŖŝĴ İĴ Ŋţ 

ŌŖťŖŊŘ ·ŗʸŝŃ ſŅĵŏ ŗĴ̒ ŗĴĺř Ŋŏŏ ŇŖģ ňŝŎŎ ŗŅŇ ŊŖŗţ ſńŝĴ ĬŗŇ ĴŖŝĻ ſŊŗţŝť ſĶŝŏ ĩŗŌ ōĵŇ 

ĻŖŇŏŖŎ ňŅƯŖŎ ĩţŖŏ ſńŝĴ ĨĻřƯŇŝĴ ſŅĵŖŎ ſĹʸŖ ĴŎŗĺŏŖŌ, ĨĻřƯŇ ĩĹŌĴŖ ſĹĥŗĹŝť ĩŌŖŎ ĬŝɠŝŐǤ 

ſĶŝť ĬŝĿŗĺŏ,  

­ŗŅŊŒ ŎĻŇŘ, ĩŗŌ ſōŇ ĴŖŎ ĩŐŖť ĩŐŖť ńŖŗĴ 

ŃŖĪ ĹŌŗĴŃ ŌŇ, ĹŗĴŃ ȂŊŇ, 

ŃśŗőŃ ĩɣ ŏ ĩĥŗĵ®ģ 

ĩŗŌ ĹŌŝĴ ĬŝĿŗĺŏŖŌ ĩŎ ŃŖŎňŎ ŏȺŖť ŏŖŏ œŝť ſĶŗĺŏŖŌģ  



ŃŖŎňŎ İĴŗŅŇ ĩŌŖŎ ĩŏŖň œŏ ŗňĴŏřŎ ŒŖŝńģ ŗňĴŏř ȘŖŒ ŗŒȞ İ ňţŃ, Ĳ ĩŌŖŎ ňŖŝŐŎ ʈǤŖŝľĪ 

ńŖĴŃģ ĩŗŌ ſŅĵŃŖŌ ŗňĴŏř ſŎŖĻ ŗŊŝĴŏ ſŊŏŖ ˃řŏ ſńŝĴ ſŉŎŖŎ ňŝń ĨĻřƯŝŇŎ ŒŖŝń ǺŖť İĴ ſŅţ 

ķɪŖ ĴŝŎ Ķʩ ĴŎŃģ ĨĻřƯŇ ̶ĶŏŘ ŇŅŘŎ ņŖŝŎ ōĵŇ œŖŃ ňŖ ĺŗţŝť ŊŝŒ İĴľř ŗĻŝŎŖŝŃŖ, ŗňĴŏř ŃĵŇ ĲŎ 

ŒŖŝń ľŖŇŖ ŊĴ ŊĴ ĴŝŎ ſōŃģ ĨĻřƯŇĪ ſŊŖņœť ŗňĴŏřŝĴ ĩŌŖŎ ĴńŖ Ŋŝŏŗĺŏģ ŗňĴŏř İĴŗŅŇ ĩŌŖŝĴ 

İŝŒ Ŋŝŏŗĺŏ, ­ŗŏŗŏ ŗŅŗŅ, ĨĻřƯŇ ŅŖŅŖ Ŋŏŏ Ĳ ſŃŖŌŖŝĴ ĵřŊ ňĺɶ ĴŝŎ®ģ ȘŖŒ ŗŒȞ İ ňţŖ ŗňĴŏř ŗĴ 

Ŋřŝļŗĺŏ ſĴ ĻŖŝŇģ ŃŝŊ İŎĴŌ ĨŇřŋŚŗŃ ĩŌŖŎ ĻŘŊŝŇ ĩŝĶ ĴĵŝŇŖ œťŗŇ, ŃŖĪ ŗĴĺř Ŋřŝļ ĬĿŝŃ ňŖŎŖŎ 

ĩŝĶĪ ĩŗŌ ļň ĴŝŎ ĨĻřƯŝŇŎ ſǺŝŌ ňŝŎ ſĶŏŖŌģ ſŒĪ ſńŝĴ ĩŗŌ ĩŎ ĨĻřƯŇ ŗňĴŏřŎ ŌŖņǤŝŌ ĴńŖ 

ŊŏŃŖŌ,  ŗňĴŏř ĩŌŖŎĲ ĵřŊ ŋŖŏ Ŋɹř œŝť ĬĿŏ ſŅĵŝŃ ſŅĵŝŃģ  

ĩŗŌ İĴŗŅŇ ŗňĴŏřŝĴ ŗĻȼŖŒŖ ĴŝŎŗĺŏŖŌ, ­ŗňĴŏř, ŃřĪ ŗĴ İŃ ĴńŖ ŊŗŏŒ ſŎ ſŎŖĻ ĨĻřƯŝŇŎ ŒŖŝń?®] 
ŗňĴŏř Ŋŝŏŗĺŏ, ­ſŒ ĨŝŇĴ ĴńŖ, ĩŌŖŎ ˃řŝŏŎ ĴńŖ, ſœŖŌĲťŖŝĴƯŎ ĴńŖ, ŌŖ ŊŖŊŖŎ ĴńŖ, ŗŅŗŅŎ ĴńŖ, 

ŅŖΉŎ ĴńŖ ĩŝŎŖ ĴŃ ŗĴ! ĩŗŌ ĨĻřƯŇ ŅŖŅŖŝĴ ŒŊ Ŋŗŏģ ĨĻřƯŇ ŅŖŅŖ ŒŊ ŌŇ ŗŅŝť ſŐŖŝŇģ ĩŌŖŎ ſĴŖŇ Ŋɹř 

ſŇĪ ĻŖŝŇŖ ŗŏŗŏ ŗŅŗŅ! ĩŌŖŎ ŌŖ ŊŖŊŖ ſŎŖĻ ļĶţŖ ĴŝŎ İĴľŖ ĩŗɪŝĴ ŗŇŝť, ĩŌŖŎ ĵřŊ ŋť ĴŝŎ, ĩŗŌ 

ŃĵŇ ŅŖΉŋŖĪ İŎ ĴŖŝĺ Ĺŝŏ ōŖĪ ſŅŢŝţģ ĻŖŝŇŖ ĲŎŖ ŅŖΉŋŖĪŝĴĲ ĵřŊ ĵŖľŖťģ ŅŖΉŋŖĪŝĴ ĩŗŌ ĵřŊ 

ŋŖŏŊŖŗŒ ŗĴ̒ ĲŎŖ ŅŖΉŋŖĪŝĴĲ ĵřŊ Ĵʸ ſŅť ĩŎ Ŋŝŏ ŊśɢŖȂŝŌ Ĺŝŏ ſōŝŃģ ĩŌŖŎ ĵřŊ Ĵʸ œť ŅŖΉŋŖĪ 

İŎ ĻŇǤģ ſŒĪ ĴŝʸŎ ĴńŖ ĩŗŌ ĨĻřƯŇ ŅŖŅŖŝĴ Ŋŗŏģ ĩŎ ĩŌŖŎ ŗŅŗŅĲ ĵřŊ ŋŖŏ ſŌŝť ĻŖŝŇŖ, ĩŌŖŝĴ ĵřŊ 

ŋŖŏŊŖŒŃģ ŗŅŗŅ ĩŌŖŎ ſńŝĴ ĩľ ŊĺŝŎŎ Ŋţ ŃŖĲ ĩŝĶ ĩŌŖŎ ŒŖŝń ĴŃ ſĵŏŃģ ģ ŌŖ ŊŖŊŖ ŗŅŗŅŎ ŗŊŝť 

ŗŅŝť ŗŅŝŃ ĹŖť ŗĴ̒ ŗŅŗŅ İĴľŖ ĨŇǤ ŅŖŅŖŝĴ ŗŊŝť ĴŎŝŃ ĹŖťģ ŌŖ ŊŖŊŖ Ŋŝŏŝĺ ŗŅŗŅ ōŗŅ ĩŎ ı ŅŖŅŖ ľŖŎ 

ŒŖŝń ĴńŖ Ŋŝŏ, ŃŖœŝŏ ĲŎŖ ŗŅŗŅŝĴ ĩŎ ı ŅŖŅŖ ľŖŝĴ ĵřŊ ŌŖŎŝŊģ ŃŖĪ ŗŅŗŅĲ İĵŇ ĵřŊ ĹřňĹŖň œŝť 

ſĶŝĺģ ĴŖŝŎŖ ŒŖŝń ĴńŖ Ŋŝŏ ŇŖ, ĩŌŖŎ ŒŖŝńĲ ŇŖģ ŃŖĪ ĩŌŖŎ İĵŇ İĴŌŖǴ Ŋɹř œŏ ĨĻřƯŇ ŅŖŅŖ®ģ ŗňĴŏřŎ 

Ōřĵ ſńŝĴ İĴ ŗŇħ̣ŖŝŒ İŃ ˤŝŏŖ ĴńŖ ̢ŝŇ İĴŗŅŝĴ ſōŌŇ ŌŖŇŊ ĻŖŗŃŎ ĬňŎ ŗņȎŖŎ ŗŅŝŃ ĪȶŖ œŏ 

İĪ ſŋŝŊ ſō, ſō ŌŖ ŊŖŊŖ Ļɻ ŗŅŝť İŃ Ŋţ ĴŎŏ, ŃŖŝŅŎĪ ŊřŝţŖ ŊťŝŒ ĨŃǤŖĹŖŎ ĴŎŝĺ ĩŊŖŎ ΉŝľŖ ǺŖł 

ōŖŎŖ İŝĴ ĨňŎŝĴ ŋŖŏŊŖŝŒ ŃŖŝŅŎ İĴ œŝŃ ŗŅŝŃ ĹŖĪŝĺ ŇŖģ ĨňŎ ŗŅŝĴ ĨĻřƯŝŇŎ ǺŗŃ ŒʛŖŇ ĨŝŇĴ 

ſŊŝţ ſĶŏ İĪ ſŋŝŊ ſō Ĳ ſĴŌŇ ŗňĴŏřŎ Ŋɹř œŝť ĬŝĿŝŃ ſňŝŎŝĺ, ŗňĴŏřŝĴ ſĴŌŇ Ĳ İĴŖŗĴŝ˷Ŏ 

œŖŃ ſńŝĴ ĵŖŗŇĴľŖ œŝŏĲ ŎȝŖ ĴŎŝĺ, ſĴŌŇ ŗŅŝŇŎ ſŐŝő ŗňĴŏř ĲŎ ŒŖŌŝŇ œŎœŗŎŝť ŃŖŎ ŌŇ ĬĻŖŎ 

ĴŝŎ ſŅťģ  

ŗňĴŏř ĴŝťĴ ŗŅŝŇŎ ŌŝņǤĪ ĩŌŖŎĲ ĵřŊ ĴŖŝĺŎ ŌŖŇřő œŝť ĬĿŏģ ſŒľŖ ĩŝŎŖ ŋŖŝŏŖ ĴŝŎ ŊřļŝŃ ňŖŎŏŖŌ 

ōŝŊ ŗňĴŏř ˃řŝŏ ȘŖŒŝŌľ ſŅŎ œŖŝŃ ŋŘőł ŌŖŎ ſĵŝť İŏģ ŗňĴŏřŎ ŊɹřŎŖ ĲŎ ĻŖŌŖ ňōƯɲ ŗĺŝţ ŗŅŝťŗĺŏģ 

Ĳ ĨĻřƯŇŝĴ Ļŗţŝť ņŝŎ ōĵŇ ĵřŊ ĴŖĥŅŝŃ ĴŖĥŅŝŃ Ŋŏŗĺŏ, ­ĩĻ ŊŖŗţ ſĶŝŏ ŊŖŊŖĲ ĵřŊ ŌŖŎŝŊ ĻŖŌŖ ŗĺŝţ 



ſĶŝĺ Ŋŝŏ®, ŃĵŇ ĻŖŇŏŖ ŗŅŝť İŒŊ ̢ŇŝŃ ̢ŇŝŃ ĩŌŖŎ Ĵŝʸ ŊřĴ ľŖ ſŉĥŝľ ōŖŗȶŏģ ĨĻřƯŇ ĲŎ ŌŖńŖť 

œŖŃ Ŋřŗŏŝť ĲŝĴ ŐŖɲ ĴŝŎŗĺŏģ  

İĪ ŗňĴŏřĪ ĨŝņƯĴ ŗŅŇ ĨĻřƯŝŇŎ ĴńŖ İŝŒ ĩŌŖť ŊŏŃ ĩŎ ĩŌŖŎ ĴńŖ ĨĻřƯŇŝĴģ ĴŝťĴ ŌŖŒ ŗňĴŏřŎ 

ŌŖņǤŝŌ ĩŗŌ ĩŎ ĨĻřƯŇ ŌŝŇŎ ĴńŖ ĩŅŖŇ ǺŅŖŝŇŎ ňŎ, ĩŗŌ ŊřļŝŃ ňŖŎŏŖŌ ſō ĨĻřƯŇ ſĴ ĺŖţŖ ĩŗŌ 

ńŖĴŝŃ ňŖŎŊ ŇŖģ ĨĻřƯŝŇŎ ňř̞őŖŏŘ ſĹœŖŎŖŎ ŌŝņǤ ſōŌŇ ŗĺŏ ŃŘǼ ĩĴőƯł, ſŃŌŇĪ ĨĻřƯŝŇŎ 

ňŝŎŖňĴŖŎŘŃŖŎ ŌŝņǤ ŗĺŏ ĴŖĬŝĴ ĨŗŋŋŚŃ ĴŎŖŎ İĴ ĨŇǤŃŌ ŐŗȔģ ſŒĪ ŐŗȔ ĩŌŖŝĴ ǥŌŐ ĲŎ ŗŅŝĴ 

ĩĴśʸ ĴŝŎŗĺŏ İŊĦ ĩŗŌ ŌŇ ǺŖł ŗŅŝť ĨĻřƯŇŝĴ ŋŖŏŝŊŝŒ ſŉŝŏ ŗĺŏŖŌģ 

ĨŊŝŐŝő İĴ ŋŎŖ ňřŗŇƯŌŖŎ ŎŖŝŃ, ĨĻřƯŇ ĹŖĥŅŝĴ ŒŖȝŘ ſŎŝĵ ĩŌŖť ſǺŖňĻ ĴŝŎŗĺŏ] ĨĻřƯŇ ŋŖŏŌŃĪ 
ĻŖŇŃ ĩŌŖŎ ĻŊŖŊ ŗĴ œŝŊ, ŃŊř Ĳ ĩŌŖŎ Ōřĵ ſńŝĴĪ ı ŗŃŇŝľ Őʋ ̢ŇŝŃ ſĹŝťŗĺŏģ ĩŗŌĲ ĨĻřƯŇŝĴ 

ŊŏŝŃ ſĹŝťŗĺŏŖŌ ĩŌŖŎ ŌŝŇŎ ĴńŖ, ĩŗŌĲ ĨĻřƯŇŝĴ İĴľř ĺřĥŝŃ ſĹŝťŗĺŏŖŌ, ŗĴ̒ ĩŌŖŎ ŋť ĴŝŎŗĺŏ 

ōŗŅ ĬŗŇ ſŌŝŇ ŇŖ ſŇŇ? ĨĻřƯŇ ĩŌŖŝĴ İĲ Ŋŝŏŗĺŏ ſō ŋť ňŖĲťŖŎ ŗĴĺř ſŇĪ, ōŗŅ ĩŗŌ ŎŖĻŘ ńŖŗĴ ŃŝŊ 

ŗňĴŏř ŇŖŗĴ ĩŌŖŝĴ ŊŖŗţ ſńŝĴ ſŊŎ ĴŝŎ ĩŇŖŎ ŅŖŗť˷ ſŇŝŊģ ĩŗŌ ĨĻřƯŇŝĴ ŗĴŋŖŝŊ ĻŊŖŊ ſŅŊ ĲŎ 

ſǺŖňĻŖŝŏŎ, ſŒ ĴńŖ  ŋŖŊŝŃ ŋŖŊŝŃ ŃŖŎňŎ ſō ĴĵŇ ķřŗŌŝť ňŝŎŗĺŏŖŌ ſĴ ĻŖŝŇ! 

]]ŭģģ 

ňŎŗŅŇ ŒĴŖŏ ſŊŏŖ ķřŌ ſńŝĴ ĬĿŝŃ İĴľř ſŅŎŘĪ œŝť ſĶŗĺŏģ ŗĴ̒ ķřŌ ľŖ ŋŖȮŝŃĪ ŌŇľŖ ſōŇ ĵřŗŐŝŃ 

ŋŝŎ ſĶŗĺŏ İĪ ſŋŝŊ ſō ĩĻ ĨĻřƯŇ ſĴ ŌŝŇŎ ĴńŖ ĻŖŇŖŝŇŖŎ ŗŅŇģ ſĹŖĵ ľŖ ĴĹŏŖŝŃ ĴĹŏŖŝŃ ĻŖŇŏŖ 

ŗŅŝť ŊŖĪŝŎ ŃŖĴŖŝŃĪ ĩŌŖŎ ŊřĴ ľŖ ĺǤŖĥŃ ĴŝŎ ĬĿŏģ İ ĩŗŌ ŗĴ ſŅĵŗĺ? ĩŗŌ ſĴŖńŖť? ĩŌŖŎ ŒŖŌŝŇ 

ņŚ ņŚ ĴŎŗĺŏ ĻŗŌ ľŖģ ĩŎ ŃŖŎ ĬňŎ ĨĻřƯŝŇŎ ſŅœ ľŖ ŗĺɺ ŗŋɺ ĨŊˋŖť ňŝŎ ŗĺŏģ ĴŃˤŝŏŖ ſĺŝŏ İŝŒ 

ňŖĥĻŖ ĴŝŎ ĴŝŎ ŏŗŎŝŃ Ńřŏŗĺŏ ĨĻřƯŇ ĩŎ ĲŎ ĩŝŎŖ ŅŐ ŊŖŝŎŖľŖ ŊɹřŝŅŎ ſŅœģ ĩŎ ΈŝŎ ŊŝŒ ŗňĴŏř 

ĨŝļŖŝţ ſΘŝŅ ōŖŗȶŏ ĨĻřƯŝŇŎ ˤŗţľŖ ņŝŎģ ňŖŇ ŗĹŝŊŖŝŃ ŗĹŝŊŖŝŃ ſǺŖŝŌŖľŖŎŎŖ ŗŇŝĻŝŅŎ ŌŝņǤ ĨɃœŖŒǤ 

ĴŎŝŃ ĴŎŝŃ ĴŖĿřŝŎ ſŅŎ ĩŝŅŐ ŗŅŗȶŏ, ­ı ĴŅŌ ĩŎ ĨĻřƯŇ ľŖŝĴ ſĶŖţŖ ſńŝĴ Ĭňŝţ ſŉŏ, İĵŝŇŖ 

ſŊŝĹ ĩŝĺ İĴľř®ģ  

]]Ůģģ 

ĩŗŌ ōĵŇ ĶŏŉǨŘŝŇŎ ŊŖŗţ ŃńŖ ŉřŏ ĶŖŝĺŎ ſŅŖĴŖŝŇ ńŖĴŃŖŌ, ŃĵŇ İŃ ŗĴĺř ŊřļŃŖŌ ŇŖ, ĻŖŇŃŖŌ ŇŖģ 

̢ņř ſŅĵŃŖŌ ŌŖŇřő œŖĻŖŎ œŖĻŖŎ ľŖĴŖŎ ŗŊŗŇŌŝť ĩŌŖŎ, ĻřĥĪ İŎ, ſĶŖŏŖŝňŎ ŌŃ ĶŖŝĺŝŅŎ ŗĴŝŇ ŗŇŝť 



ſōŃ ŗŇŝĻŝŅŎ ķŎ ŒŖĻŖŊŖŎ ĻŇǤ] ĩŗŌĲ ĻŖŇŃŖŌ ĩŌŖŝĴĲ İĴŗŅŇ Ĺŝŏ ſōŝŃ œŝŊ ĴŖŝŎŖ ŇŖ ĴŖŝŎŖ 
ķŝŎģ ĴŏĴŖŃŖŎ ŊřŝĴ ŊŖĸŖŏŘŎŖ ĨŗĴƯŀ, ŗŏŗŏŎ ſńŝĴ ſŊŗŐ ſĶŖŏŖň,ſŊŏ, ĻřĥĪ ſĴĪ ňĺɶ ĴŎŃ ķŝŎ 

ŒŖĻŖŊŖŎ ĻŇǤ ŃŖĪ ĩŗŌ ĨŝŇĴ Ŋţ ĨŊŗņ ĲĵŖŝŇĪ ńŖĴŖŎ ŒřŝōŖĶ ſňŝťŗĺŏŖŌ] ġŃŖŉŖŊ ĩĭ 
˝ĴŇŏȃ ńǰŖňŏĭ ĢŅŏŖĭ ŐĭŖŀ ĩŖŀ ĩģ ŀļŒŀ ʁǝŏŖķŇ ĴŏŀňŏŞ ķŖŃ ĭŖŇ 
ŋŏŐĴŖŞ ŸŇŖĮ ŐľŖŞŐĳŖňŀĜ ĥŐŀ ŐĳŖňŀ ġŐŃŃŏŐŌļ, ŒĴŖŏ ſŊŏŖ ſŃĪ ĴŖŝĻ ſŊŗţŝť 

ſōŝŃŇ ʈǤŖŝľ ŃŖŏŖ ŗŅŝťģ ı Ŋɢ ʈǤŖŝľŎ ı ſĵŖŏŖ ĻŖŇŏŖĪ ŗĺŏ ĩŌŖŎ ǺŖł ŋŝŎ Ǻħ̣ŖŒ ſŇĲťŖŎ İĴŌŖǴ 

ĻŖťĶŖģ ĲĪ ĻŖŇŏŖ ŗŅŝťĪ ĩŗŌ ŊŖĪŝŎŎ ňśŗńŊŘ ſĴ ſŅŝĵŗĺ, ĨŗŋȼŃŖŎ ňŎ ĨŗŋȼŃŖ ŒŖŗĻŝť İĴľř İĴľř 

ĴŝŎ Ŋţ œŝťŗĺģ ı ĻŖŇŏŖ ŗŅŝťĪ ĩŗŌ Ŋľ, Ị̃ń, ĻŖŌ, ĴŅŝŌŎ ŌŃ ĩŝŎŖ İĴŐ ľŖ ĶŖĺŝĴ ļţ ĻŝŏŎ 

ŗŊ̞ŝɢ ĻŘŊŝŇŎ ŒĦķőƯ ĴŎŝŃ ſŅŝĵŗĺģ ı ĻŖŇŏŖ ŗŅŝťĪ ĩŗŌ ĨĻřƯŇ ſĴ ſŅŝĵŗĺ, ĨĻřƯŝŇŎ ſǺŝŌ ňŝţŗĺ, 

ĲŝĴ ŋŖŏŊŖŒŖŎ ̵ʂ ſŅŝĵŗĺģ ı ĻŖŇŏŖ ŗŅŝťĪ ĩŗŌ ŗňĴŏřŎ ŌŃ ŌŖŇřő ſĴ ſĻŝŇŗĺģ ĩŊŖŎ ı ĻŖŇŏŖ 

ŗŅŝťĪ ĩŗŌ ſĻŝŇŗĺ ŒŊ ſńŝĴ ŊřŗɢŌŖŇ ĩŎ ŗŐŗȝŃ ǺŖłŘ œĲťŖ ŒŝɕĲ ŌŖŇŊ ĻŖŗŃ İĵŝŇŖ İŌŇ ňŖň 

ĴŖĻ ĴŝŎ Ĺŝŏŝĺ ōŖŎ ſĴŖŇ ȝŌŖ œť ŇŖģ İŎŖĪ Ŋŗŏ ſŅĲťŖŎ ŗŊ̞ŝɢ ſ˓ŖĶŖŇ ſŃŖŝŏ ĩŊŖŎ İŎŖĪ Ŋŗŏ ſŅť 

œŖĻŖŎ œŖĻŖŎ ĶŖŝĺŎ, ŃŖŎŖ ſŊŖŝļ ŇŖ ſō œŖĻŖŎ œŖĻŖŎ ĶŖĺŊŗŏ ſŅĲťŖŎ ŒŖŝń ŒŖŝń ŃŖŎŖ Ŋŗŏ ŗŅŝȶ œŖĻŖŎ 

œŖĻŖŎ ǺŖł, ĶŖĺŝŅŎ ſŌŝŎ ŃŖŎŖ ňŝŎŖȝ ŋŖŝŊ ĩɚœŃǤŖ ĺŖţŖ ĩŎ ŗĴĺřĪ ĴŎŝĺ ŇŖģ ŒŗŃǤ ŌŖŇŊ ĻŖŗŃ ĩŎ 

ŊŅŏŖŏ ŇŖ! ĨŊŐǤ ŃŖŎŖ ōŗŅ ĻɻŅŖŃŖ-ĻɻŅŖǴŘ ŌŖ ŊŖŊŖŎ ĬňŎ ĨŃǤŖĹŖŎ ĴŎŝŃ ňŖŝŎ ŃŝŊ ŊśȝŎŖ ĩŎ ſĴŖŇ 

ĺŖţ! ŃŖŎŖ ōŗŅ ŗŇŝĻŝŅŎ ŒɲŖŇ ſŅŎ ŋŖŏŊŖŒŖ ŊřļŝŃ ŇŖ ňŖŝŎ, ΉȊ ǺŖł ſĴ ŌŇ ĵřŝŏ ŋŖŏŊŖŒŝŃ ŗŅŝŃ ŇŖ 

ňŖŝŎ, ŃŝŊ ĶŖŝĺŝŅŎ ŋŖŏŊŖŒŖŎ ĴńŖ ŗĴ ŊřļŝŊ? ŌŖŇŊ ĻŖŗŃ ſōŌŇ ŗŇŝĻŝŅŎ ķŎ ŒŖĻŖŊŖŎ ĻŇǤ ĩŌŖŝŅŎ 

ōə ĩŗɖĲ ĴŎŝŃ ňŖŝŎ ſŃŌŇĪ ŗŇŝĻŝŅŎ ĩŗŏŐŖŇ ķŎ ŊŖŇŖŝŇŖŎ ĻŇǤ ĩŌŖŝŅŎ ŗŇŗ˽ƯņŖť ſĴŝľĲ ſŉŏŝŃ 

ňŖŝŎģ ōŃĪ ſœŖĴ ĶŖĺ ſŃŖ ĩŎ ſĹĥĹŖŝŃ ňŖŝŎ ŇŖ, ĩŎ ſĹĥĹŖŝŏĲ ſŒ ŗĹǉĴŖŎ ĲŝŅŎ ĴŖŇ ĨŊŗņ ſňŢĺŖť ŇŖģ 

ſŊĴŖŎĪ ĻĶŅŘŐ Ĺɵ ſŊŖŒ İŃ ſĵŝľ ĵřŝľ ǺŌŖŇ ĴŎŝŃ ſĶŝĺŇ ĩŌŖŝŅŎĲ ǺŖł ĩŝĺģ ſŊĴŖŎĪ ŗňĴŏřŎ 

ŌŃ ſĺŝŏŎŖ ĶŖĺ ĴŖĥľŖŎ ŗŊ̞ŝɢ ȼŖŇ ŗŅŝŃ ŗĶŝť ŌŖŎ ĩŎ ňǤŖĥĴ ĵŖť Ŋɹř ſŅŎ ĴŖŝĺ, ­ı ſŅĵ Ŋţ ĶŖĺ 

ſǺŌŘ İŝŒŝĺ®!  

]]ůģģ 

ĨĻřƯŇ Ĺŝŏ ſĶŝĺ ĩĻ İĴ ŊĺŎ œŝť ſĶŏģ ĩŌŖŎ ĩŎ ŊŖĥĹŖŎ ſĴŖŇ ĪȶŖĪ ŗĺŏ ŇŖģ ŗĴɲ ŗňĴŏřŎ ŌřŝĵŎ 

ŗŅŝĴ ŃŖŗĴŝť ĩŗŌ İĵŝŇŖ ſŊĥŝĹ Ŏŝťŗĺģ ı ķľŇŖŎ ňŎ ŗňĴŏř  ĲŎ ŅŖΉŎ ĻŌŖŝŇŖ ľŖĴŖ ŗŅŝť ĩŌŖŎ ˤĻŎŖȊ 

ŌŖŗŏŝĴŎ ĴŖĺ ſńŝĴ ĩŌŖŝĴ ŗĴŝŇ ŗŇŝť İŝŒ ĩŌŖŝĴ ĲŎ ŊŖŗţŝŃ ſŎŝĵŝĺģ İĵŇ ĩŗŌĲ ŗňĴŏřŎ ŊŖŊŖ 

ŌŖŝťŎ ſŇŖĦţŖ ļĶţŖ ̢ŇŝŃ ňŖĪ, ĲŎ ŅŖΉŎ ĬňŎ ĨŃǤŖĹŖŎ ſŅĵŝŃ ňŖĪ, ŅŌ Ŋɹ œŝť ĩŝŒ İŒŊ ſŅĵŝŃ 



ſŅĵŝŃ ĩŌŖŎ, ŗĴ̒ ŗňĴŏřŎ ĻŇǤ ĩŌŖŝĴ ŊŖĥĹŝŃĪ œŝŊģ ŗňĴŏřŎ Ŋɹř œŝť ĩŌŖŝĴ ĨĻřƯŝŇŎ ŐŚłǤˋŖŇ ňŚłƯ 

ĴŎŝŃĪ œŝŊģ ĴŖŎŇ, ŌŖŇŊ ĻŖŗŃ ŗŇŝĻŝŅŎ ĩɚœŃǤŖ ĴŎŝŃ ĬŝĿ ňŝŎ ŏŖĶŝŏĲ ĩŗŌ ſŃŖ ĻŖŗŇ, İĴȊ 

ĶŖĺ, İĴȊ ǺŖłģ İĴĻŇ ŌŖŇřŝőŎ ĴŖŝĺ İĴȊ ǺŖŝłŎ ŌŚŏǤ ŇŖ ńŖĴŝŃ ňŖŝŎ ŗĴ̒ ĩŌŖŎ ĴŖŝĺ ŗňĴŏř ŇŖŝŌŎ 

İĪ ǺŖłȊŎ ŌŚŏǤ ĨŝŇĴ]   

 

 

 

 

 

 



 



The Fan  

Anirban Mukherjee  
 

Timeline: May, 1999 

Mirza let out a sigh of relief as he stepped out of the railway station. In his mind he was quite 

certain that no one will recognize him here, his must have condition for the hide-out.  

The purlieu was wrapped in a coat of darkness; the silence resembled the stillness of death 

in an isolated graveyard. Like the guiding star in a lost trail, there was a solitary dim lit 

flickering bulb glowing above the exit gate facing towards the tracks, supposedly trying to 

illume, in vain, an elongated parabolic fractal of the lonely platform. One could barely read 

the name of the station painted on a grimy battered rhombus shaped board, hanging on the 

far side into the penumbra; it read Pipria, in Hindi and Urdu as scruffy rust had engulfed the 

letters of their English counterpart.   

 

The train by which Mirza arrived had left long back. The cacophonic cry of its machinery had 

temporarily shattered the deathly silence of the ambience; it took hardly any time for it to 

regain its unnerving grip, within minutes after the train had moved on. There was no station 

master to be seen; no coolie; no ticket checker, not even a tea vendor was there. Mirza felt, 

he has entered the city of the dead, as if the life had evaporated suddenly by some mysterious 

spooky magic.  

 

He was unperturbed, however. He glanced at his radium lit watch; 2.30 AM; what else can 

one expect other than this at this hour in an unknown settlement in a remote corner of the 

country. Mirza understood that he had to wait for atleast couple of hours for the sleepy 

hamlet to come to life and provide the requisite resources to find a shelter for himself. For 

now, he decided to occupy the bench, placed in the middle of the platform, aslant to the 

radius of the arc of light, which obliquely sliced the bench; half of it into the light and the 

other half in the darkness. Mirza chose the gloomy side to lodge himself; his fair and tall 

figure looked like an eerie silhouette from distance.  

Mirza felt unfazed by the gloom around him; it was much less dark than the dejection in his 

mind, he felt. He even cherished the overpowering silence. This silence was not empty for 

him; he felt it was full of answers. Answers to the overwhelming questions that were 

consuming him from within. He started to hum, ȬÈÁÚÁÒÏÎ ËÈ×ÁÈÉÓÅÎ ÁÉÓÉ ËÉ ÈÁÒ ËÈ×ÁÈÉÓÈ ÐÅÒ 



ÄÁÍ ÎÉËÌÅȠ ÂÁÈÕÔ ÎÉËÌÅ ÍÅÒÉ ÁÒÍÁÎ ÌÅËÉÎ ÐÈÉÒ ÂÈÉ ËÁÍ ÎÉËÌÅȢȭ  He had intoned this ghazal for 

umpteen number of times over the years, yet today the tune seemed distressing to him. Mirza 

closed his eyes to focus; he failed; rush of thoughts came gushing in; images from past, all 

ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅÄ ÉÎ -ÕÍÂÁÉȟ ÃÏÎÑÕÅÒÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÍÉÎÄȢ 3ÏÕÎÄÓ ÒÅÓÏÎÁÔÅÄ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÅÁÒÓȡ Ȭ4ÒÁÉÔÏÒ 

ÈÅ ÉÓȠ ÈÉÓ ÓÏÎÇÓ ÓÐÅÁË ÏÆ ÔÒÅÁÓÏÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÍÅ ÏÆ 3ÕÆÉȦȭȠ Ȭ0Áck him off to Pakistan, let him join 

ÈÉÓ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒÈÏÏÄ ÔÈÅÒÅȦȦȭȟ Ȭ(ÁÒ (ÁÒ -ÁÈÁÄÅÖȦȦ (Ï× ÏÎ ÅÁÒÔÈ ÃÁÎ ÁÎ ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌȟ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ 

ÓÐÉÒÉÔ ÏÆ (ÉÎÄÕÓÔÁÎȩȭȠ Ȭ3ÔÒÉÐ ÏÆÆ ÈÉÓ 0ÁÄÍÁ Á×ÁÒÄȟ ÌÅÔ ÈÉÓ ÎÁÍÅ ÂÅ ÓÔÒÉÃËÅÎ ÏÆÆ ÆÒÏÍ ÁÌÌ ÁÎÎÁÌÓȠȭ 

Mirza opened his eyes in horror and found himself in a pool of sweat, enveloped in the 

darkness around him.  

 

Mirza Aftab Ali, was a young Sufi vocalist from Burhanpur, who arose into prominence at 

quite a tender age, leveraging on his euphonious expressions; his mastery in classical music; 

his immaculate sophistication of presentation and the simple but intricate way to help a 

common man correlate couplets of Mirza Ghalib with their day to day affairs. Soon Mirza Ali 

stepped out of the narrow alleys of Burhanpur and entered the boulevards of Mumbai, the 

runway for the flight of Indian mainstream entertainment. In no time, Mirza Ali was a 

household name.  

 

An ardent follower of Ghalib, Mirza retained only that portion of his original name as his 

homage to his role model. He gave one masterpiece after the other and won almost every 

prominent award related to entertainment. Then came the purple point of his career when 

he rendered his voice to ȬÍÏÈÁÂÂÁÔ ÍÅ ÎÁÈÉÎ ÈÁÉ ÆÁÒÑ ÊÅÅÎÅ ÁÕÒ ÍÁÒÎÅ ËÁȟ ÕÓÉ ËÏ ÄÅËÈ ËÁÒ ÊÅÅÔÅ 

ÈÁÉÎ ÊÉÓ ËÁÁÆÉÒ ÐÅ ÄÁÍ ÎÉËÌÅȭ which became a sensation and transformed him into a national 

ÃÅÌÅÂÒÉÔÙ ÏÖÅÒÎÉÇÈÔ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÏÖÉÄÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÁÃÃÅÓÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÄÏÍ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÏȭÓ ×ÈÏ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ )ÎÄÉÁÎ 

entertainment world. Within a year he received the Padma Sri award from the President of 

India. Life was on high for Mirza, who continued to marvel in every attempt he made.  

Mirza, however, had no idea that fortunes of a man can alter any time. Terrorist and military 

ÃÏÎÓÐÉÒÁÃÉÅÓ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÒÄÅÒȟ ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙȟ ÔÈÒÅÁÔÅÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÔÉÏÎȭÓ ÎÏÒÔÈÅÒÎ ÍÏÓÔ ÂÏÒÄÅÒÓȟ ÁÓ 

rampant attacks were carried out by militants and bands of soldiers on the Siachen glacier 

and on the valleys of Kargil and Dras. Suddenly, the nation observed, India got into a war 

against Pakistan, the fourth time in its history, to defend Kargil and the adjoining areas. While 

the army were busy in the frontiers, the political scenario across the country gradually 

started to paint itself in religious colors. Mumbai was suddenly transformed into a saffron 



fortress, regimented with iron fist by a fanatical and religiously fundamental institution, who 

launched a witch hunt to identify, isolate and defame all celebrities whose faith was Islam. 

Through a structured and well organized campaign they moved from one celebrity to the 

other to fulfil their vested political interest.  

 

Mirza, till then, was untouched as the zealots were focusing on the bigger names, but then in 

a public function when Mirza performed a ghazal, ȬÂÁÇÉÃÈÁ Å ÁÆÔÁÁÌ ÈÁÉ ÄÕÎÉÙÁ ÍÅÒÅ ÁÁÇÅȟ 

hota hai shab-o-ÒÏÚ ÔÁÍÁÓÈÁ ÍÅÒÅ ÁÁÇÅȠȭ some of the words in its lyrics was interpreted by a 

tabloid as inappropriate considering the contemporary affairs and fueled an unsolicited 

controversy. Members of the radical institution pounced on the matter without haste and 

overnight portrayed Mirza as an enemy of the state, a probable secret agent from Pakistan. 

While several other critics found no offence in the concerned words in the lyrics, the 

ÆÕÎÄÁÍÅÎÔÁÌÉÓÔÓ ÒÅÆÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÉÖÅ ÕÐȢ -ÉÒÚÁȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅ ×ÁÓ ÍÏÂÂÅÄȟ ÈÉÓ ÅÆÆÉÇÉÅÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÂÕÒÎÔ ÁÌÌ 

over Mumbai and later in various other parts of the country. The household name suddenly 

became an element of tremendous disgust. The shattered Mirza left for Burhanpur, only to 

be abused, insulted and mistreated all the way and then when he reached his home town, he 

was greeted with black flags, slogans demanding him to leave at once and then an 

unprovoked assault where he was thrashed and pulped to the extreme. Mirza had to be 

rushed to the hospital.  

 

After his recovery, Mirza remained almost house arrested in his Burhanpur home. Unable to 

understand why exactly people were after his life, the saddened soul turned his attention 

back to Ghalib. He tried to focus on his songs to keep his mind away from the madness around 

him, but could not concentrate even a bit. One night, when Mirza was all alone, trying to sing, 

Ȭdil e naadan tujhe hua kya hai; akhir iss dard ka dawa kya hain?ȭ ÈÅ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ Á ÆÁÍÉÌÉÁÒ ÆÉÇÕÒÅ 

appearing in front of him. It was almost a mystic whirl of cloud, shapeless, yet it was trying 

to form a shape. Mirza did not understand if that was his hallucination or it was really 

happening; before he could figure out, it was darkness everywhere.  

 

That night Mirza got answers to many of his questions; revealed by the strange façade that 

seemed to had appeared before him.  

 

Ȭ7ÈÙ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÏ ÍÅȩȭ 



Ȭ"ÅÃÁÕÓÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅ ÔÏ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇÓȢȭ 

Ȭ"ÕÔ ) ÁÍ ÊÕÓÔ Á 3ÕÆÉ ÓÉÎÇÅÒȢ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÕÒÔ ÁÎÙÏÎÅȭÓ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇÓȦȭ 

Ȭ9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ Á Hindustani ÆÉÒÓÔȠ ÔÈÅÎ Á 3ÕÆÉ ÓÉÎÇÅÒȢȭ  

Ȭ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȩȭ 

Ȭ$ÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÃÃÕÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒ ÎÏÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓÐÉÒÉÔ ÏÆ Hindustanȩȭ  

Ȭ9ÅÓȠ ÂÕÔ ȣȭ 

ȬHindustan is not only the land of Hindus; it is the spirit of an ancient culture; the legacy of an 

ÁÎÔÉÑÕÉÔÙȢȭ 

Ȭ) ÄÉÄ ÎÏÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȭ 

Ȭ9ÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÆÉÇÕÒÅ ÉÔ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ ÍÙ ÂÏÙȢ #ÏÍÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÓÈÁÃËÌÅÓ ÏÆ ÕÒÂÁÎÉÚÁÔÉÏÎȠ ÖÉÓÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÌ 

Hindustanȟ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÉÔÓ ÓÐÉÒÉÔȢȭ  

Ȭ(Ï× ÄÏ ) ËÎÏ× ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÇÏȩȭ 

Ȭ9ÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÄÄÅÓÔ ÏÆ ÐÌÁÃÅÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÙÏÕÒÓ ÐÅÒÓÐÅÃÔÉÖÅȭ  

-ÉÒÚÁȭÓ ÓÔÕÐÏÒ ×ÁÓ ÄÉÌÕÔÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÉÒÐÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÂÉÒÄÓȢ (Å ÏÐÅÎÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÒËÎÅÓÓ 

has faded considerably and the apparent ghastly ambience of Pipriya was slowly embracing 

the signs of life, like the petals of a sunflower unfurls to its crowning glory when it is kissed 

by the warmth of sunlight.  

 

Mirza came out of the station building and started to walk along a cobbled path towards the 

settlement slowly getting visible at the horizon. He did not have to walk far before he found 

a rickshaw heading towards the station. The rickshaw was empty; the tired Mirza stopped 

the vehicle at once and ordered the rickshaw driver to take him to a place where he could 

find shelter. The rickshaw driver informed that there is a solitary hotel at the center of the 

ÓÍÁÌÌ ÔÏ×Îȟ ÎÅØÔ ÔÏ Á ÔÅÍÐÌÅȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÔÔÌÅÍÅÎÔȭÓ ÍÏÓÔ ÐÒÉÚÅÄ ÐÏÓÓÅÓÓÉÏÎȢ 

Mirza was lost in his thoughts as the rickshaw made its way through the narrow paths 

towards the temple, whose unmistakable skyscraping pyramidal crown was now visible to 

Mirza. He was too tired to pay any attention to anything but; suddenly, he heard something 

very familiar, which was enough to steady his nerves and attract his full attention. The 

rickshaw driver was singing; ȬÕÎËÅ ÄÅËÈÅ ÓÅ ÊÏ ÁÁ ÊÁÁÔÉ ÈÁÉÎ ÍÕÈ ÐÅ ÒÁÕÎÁËȠ ÖÏ ÓÁÍÁÊÈÔÅ ÈÁÉÎ 

ËÅ ÂÉÍÁÒ ËÁ ÈÁÁÌ ÁÃÃÈÁ ÈÁÉȢȭ A ghazal which he has performed so many times. He was unable 

to understand by which means a humble rickshaw driver from an unknown hamlet could 

even be aware of a song of such highest pedigree, let alone singing it in the most appropriate 

manner. Mirza remained silent and kept listening before the morning bells of the temple 



became loud enough to suppress the vocal power of the rickshaw driver. Mirza understood 

he has reached his destination.  

 

ȬBabujiȟ ×ÉÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÐÒÅÆÅÒ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ Á ÂÉÔȟ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÄÕÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙȩȭ  

 

Ȭ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÌÏÖÅ ÔÏȟ ÍÙ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȢ #ÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÁÎÄ ÐÉÃË ÍÅ ÕÐ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÆÏÕÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎȩȭ 

Ȭ#ÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ babujiȠ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ ÎÏ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÇÕÉÄÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÈÉÓ 'ÏÐÁÌȢȭ  

Gopal! Mirza was surprised to hear the name as well. We had assumed that the rickshaw 

driver was a Muslim, hence has interest in Sufi genre of highest order. But a Hindu rickshaw 

driver at Pipriya, singing Ghalib, was beyond his wildest of imagination.  

In the afternoon as Gopal took Mirza around, Mirza had no interest in the places that Gopal 

showed him. A lake behind the temple called Man Sarovar; an ancient banyan tree where 

some sage in antiquity attained his salvation; a mound, locally believed to be the seat of a 

famous emperor; the mazar of a faqir, who was a messiah for the locals and huge ground 

where an annual fair takes place. All that was unimportant for Mirza as Gopal kept on singing 

one ghazal after the other, in same order in which he had presented them in his album, for 

which he had received the Padma award. Finally, Mirza had enough; he could not help but 

ask Gopal that how on earth he knows all that he was singing?  

ȬBabuji, I have heard them many, many time on my cassette player. These are songs of my 

ÆÁÖÏÒÉÔÅ ÁÒÔÉÓÔȢȭ  

Ȭ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÌÉÎÅÓ ÍÅÁÎȩȭ 

To his surprise, Gopal provided a lucid yet vivid explanation of the saying in every ghazal, in 

Á ×ÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ -ÉÒÚÁ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÄÏÎÅ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆȟ ÄÅÓÐÉÔÅ ÓÐÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÅÎÔÉÒÅ ÌÉÆÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅÍȢ  

Ȭ) ÆÉÎÄ ÓÏÌÁÃÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÓÏÎÇÓȟ ÂÁÂÕÊÉȦȭ  

Ȭ"ÕÔ ÈÏ×ȩ 9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ Á (ÉÎÄÕȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩ (Ï× ÃÁÎ ÔÈÅÓÅ ×ÏÒÄÓ ÐÒÏÖÉÄÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÄÅÇÒÅÅ ÏÆ ÉÎÎÅÒ 

ÐÅÁÃÅȩȭ 

Ȭ7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÍÅ Én Kaaba or Kashi, babuji? For me my lord resides in these songs; 

ÂÌÅÓÓÅÄ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÉÎÔ ×ÈÏ ÓÉÎÇÓ ÔÈÅÍ ÉÎ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÍÅÌÏÄÉÏÕÓ ÍÁÎÎÅÒȢȭ  

Ȭ$Ï ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅ ÎÁÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÎÇÅÒȩȭ 

Ȭ/ÆÃÏÕÒÓÅ ) ÄÏȢ -ÉÒÚÁ !ÆÔÁÂ !ÌÉȢȭ  

Mirza was shell struck. He never ever had imagined to find such an ardent fan in such an 

unprecedented demographic, who portrays Mirza is most divine manner. Was this another 



conspiracy against him? He suspected, did they know who he was? Is this fabricated to lure 

him into another trap?  

Ȭ-ÉÒÚÁ ji must be Á ÇÒÅÁÔ ÓÁÉÎÔȟȭ 'ÏÐÁÌ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄȢ Ȭ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÙ ) ×ÏÒÓÈÉÐ ÈÉÍ ÁÌÏÎÇÓÉÄÅ ÍÙ 

deities and Ghalib sahibȢȭ  

Ȭ(Å ÉÓ ÎÏ ÓÁÉÎÔȟ 'ÏÐÁÌȢ 0ÅÏÐÌÅ ÓÁÙ ÈÅ ÉÓ Á ÔÒÁÉÔÏÒȠ ÁÎ ÅÎÅÍÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÔÅȢȭ  

Ȭ!ÌÌ ÒÕÂÂÉÓÈȟȭ 'ÏÐÁÌ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÎ ÄÉÓÇÕÓÔȟ ȬÔÈÅÓÅ ÆÏÌËÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÇ ÃÉÔÉÅÓ ÏÎÌÙ ËÎÏ×Ó how to do politics. 

) ÁÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÍÙ ÓÁÉÎÔÌÙ 'ÏÄ ÉÓ ÐÕÓÈÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÅØÔÒÅÍÅÓȢȭ  

-ÉÒÚÁ ÒÅÍÁÉÎÅÄ ÓÉÌÅÎÔ ÁÎÄ ÌÉÓÔÅÎÅÄȟ ȬÉÆ ) ÅÖÅÒ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ ÍÅÅÔ -ÉÒÚÁ ji, I would advise him not to 

be perturbed. God has blessed him with the skills to narrate His words, he should rather 

focus on that and not on all those rubbish. And about those accusations? I would say Mirza 

jiȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÒÏÐÈÅÔ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ÓÐÅÁÒÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÊÕÄÇÅÄȢȭ  

Mirza did not realize that Gopal has stopped in front of a dilapidated shed. He told Mirza, that 

iÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÈÅ ÌÉÖÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÏÏË ÈÉÍ ÉÎÓÉÄÅ ÔÏ ÏÆÆÅÒ ÈÉÍ ÓÏÍÅ ÔÅÁȢ Ȭ9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÍÙ ÇÕÅÓÔȟ babuji. How 

ÃÁÎ ) ÌÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÇÏ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓȩȭ  

 

As Gopal was making tea; on one corner of the dimly lit room, Mirza saw a small alter; on 

which amidst a bouquet of fresh flowers resided idols of Ganesha, Shiva and Laxmi; alongside 

the deities the alter also contained two other photographs; one was a portrait of Mirza Ghalib 

and the other was a distorted picture of Mirza Aftab Ali receiving Padma award from the 

President.  

 

Mirza quietly stepped out of the shed and headed straight towards the station. By then he 

had understood the meaning of the spirit of Hindustan.  

Few months later, after the dust of the war had settled under the carpet; Mirza had shifted 

his base to Calcutta from Mumbai. He had just finished working on his latest album; another 

ÃÏÌÌÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ 'ÈÁÌÉÂȭÓ ÉÍÍÏÒÔÁÌ ÃÏÕÐÌÅÔÓ ÌÉËÅ ȬÈÕÍËÏ ÍÁÌÕÍ hai Jannat ha haqiqat lekin; dil ke 

ËÈÕÓÈ ÒÁËÈÎÅ ËÏ ÇÈÁÌÉÂ ÙÅÈ ËÈÁÙÁÌ ÁÃÃÈÁ ÈÁÉȢȭ Album was published shortly after and was 

ÔÉÔÌÅÄ ÁÓ Ȭ'ÏÐÁÌȡ ÔÈÅ ÕÎËÎÏ×Î ÓÐÉÒÉÔ ÏÆ (ÉÎÄÕÓÔÁÎȭȟ ÌÁÕÎÃÈÅÄ ÏÎ )ÎÄÅÐÅÎÄÅÎÃÅ $ÁÙ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ 

ÉÃÏÎÉÃ Ȭ.ÁÎÄÁÎȭ ÁÕÄÉÔÏÒÉÕÍ ÐÒÅÓÉÄÅÄ ÂÙ ÁÎ ÁÕgust gathering. The album was launched by one 

Gopal, an unknown rickshaw puller, from an even more unknown slice of the real Hindustan.  

 

 



The Rendezvous 
Angana Mukherjee Saha 

 
(1)  

Ȱ! ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅ ÉÓ ÍÅÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ËÅÐÔ 

!ÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÌÉÅÓ ÏÕÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓÈÉÐȭÓ ÄÅÐÔÈȦȱ 

Yesterday was no exception! Like every other night, yester night also Mark with his drowsy 

eyes, kept murmuring those words, the last words uttered by three of them! Chris, Jenifer 

ÁÎÄ -ÁÒË ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆȦ 4×ÅÌÖÅ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÂÁÃËȟ ÏÎ ÔÏÄÁÙȭÓ ÄÁÔÅȟ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÄÅÐÁÒÔÅd with a 

promise. A promise to never forget one another, a promise to never let go their friendship, a 

promise of the rendezvous! 

 

-ÁÒË ÓÔÉÌÌ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒÓ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÄÁÙȟ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÍÅÔȦ -ÁÒËȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÊÏÂ ×ÁÓ ÔÒÁÎÓÆÅÒÁÂÌÅȢ 

Mark used to hate his life of a nomad; every year new places, new neighbours, new schools. 

And most importantly, he was tired of making new friends. At the age of seven when Mark 

shifted to New York with his parents, he first met Chris and Jenifer who used to stay in the 

same neighbourhood. On their very first meeting they felt an inner bond, a bond too strong 

ÔÏ ÐÅÒÉÓÈȢ !Ô ÔÈÁÔ ÁÇÅȟ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ ȬÆÒÉÅÎÄÓÈÉÐȭ ÍÅÁÎÔ ÓÈÁÒÉÎÇ ÃÈÏÃÏÌÁÔÅÓ 

and playing together in summer holidays. But their friendship was more than that. Their 

friendship was beyond sharing chocolates and toys! Their friendship was about sharing 

emotions. Mark still remembers at the age of eight, how horrified he felt when he heard about 

#ÈÒÉÓȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÄÅÁÔÈȢ (ÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ×ÁÓ Á ÒÅÐÏÒÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÁÂÂÅÄ ÂÙ Á ÈÏÏÌÉÇÁÎȢ More than a 

ÆÒÉÅÎÄȟ -ÁÒË ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÐÌÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÌÅ ÏÆ #ÈÒÉÓȭÓ ÅÌÄÅÒ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒȢ (Å ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÍȠ 

whether Chris has had his lunch or not, whether he has done his homework or not, whether 

he is both physically and emotionally alright or not, all theÓÅ ÂÅÃÁÍÅ -ÁÒËȭÓ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎÓȢ !ÎÄ 

with this caring nature towards Chris, Mark decided in his mind to protect Chris throughout 

his life. 

 

More than a decade is over, many colourful relationships have turned into grey but not a 

single day from that golden era has faded away from the memories of Chris. Chris remembers 

ÅÖÅÒÙ ÎÏÏË ÁÎÄ ÃÏÒÎÅÒ ÏÆ *ÅÎÉÆÅÒȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÏÆÔÅÎ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÐÌÁÙ ÈÉÄÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÅËȢ #ÈÒÉÓ 

remembers the tiny porcelain tea-cup set in which Jenifer used to serve water as tea! Chris 

remembers the Barbie in the blue gown, in which he used to imagine Jenifer as a bride! Chris 



remembers how happy Jenifer used to be when she was with his mother. As the year passed 

and Chris stepped into adolescence, he indulged himself to make a silent wish.  A wish to give 

Jenifer a good mother and a wish to give his mother a beautiful daughter-in-law! 

Jenifer was the youngest of all. Beauty was her weapon but her reticence was her weakness. 

Thus she had no friends in school. No one ever bothered to ask an introvert her whereabouts. 

Still she was fine in her solitude until her step mom entered the scene! When she was 

regularly being tortured by her step mom, she hated her inattentive, careless father in every 

possible way. Then Mark came into her life as a saviour. After being friends for many years, 

*ÅÎÉÆÅÒ ÇÒÁÄÕÁÌÌÙ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ -ÁÒË ÂÅÃÁÍÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ Á ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÒȢ -ÁÒËÓȭÓ ÃÁÒÉÎÇ ÎÁÔÕÒÅ 

towards Chris provoked Jenifer to deliberate, unlike her father how good a husband Mark 

would be, how good a father Mark can be to her children! Jenifer used to relish her dream 

only by gazing at him but she was never been able to express her feelings to Mark. 

 

(2)  

Tomorrow is the day! 20th October, 2017! The day of the grand rendezvous!  

)Î ÎÅØÔ ÆÉÖÅ ÈÏÕÒÓȟ -ÁÒËȭÓ ÆÌÉÇÈÔ ÉÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÏÆÆȢ "ÅÆÏÒÅ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÓÕÉÔÃÁÓÅ -ÁÒË 

stared at his father for a while and then sighed. It reminded him of every single word that his 

father once told him.  

After settling a bit in New York for nine years, his father was again back with his futility. They 

were about to leave New York and shift to Madagascar. But Mark was stubborn; he was not 

ready to leave his friends.  

(ÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ×ÉÔÈ ÌÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȟ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÖÅ .Å× 9ÏÒË ÆÏÒ 9ÏÕÒ friends 

ÍÙ ÂÏÙȩ (Ï× ÆÕÎÎÙ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔȦ -Ù ÂÏÙȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙȟ ÉÎ -ÁÄÁÇÁÓÃÁÒ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÁÎÄ 

ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȦȱ 

-ÁÒË ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȟ Ȱ$ÁÄȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÍÏÒÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÂÅÔÔÅÒȩ .ÏÔ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅȦ ) ÃÁÎ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÅÖÅÒ ÈÁÖÅ 

ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅÍȢȱ 

-ÁÒËȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÂÒÏËÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÕÇÅ ÌÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȟ Ȱ(Á ÈÁ ÈÁ ÈÁȦ /ËÁÙ ÍÙ ÂÏÙȦ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÓÅÅȦ 7ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ 

ÂÅ ÇÒÏ×Î ÕÐ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȟ ) ÓÈÁÌÌ ÁÓË ÙÏÕȦ "ÕÔ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÇÒÏ× ÕÐȟ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÎÏÔ 

ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ Á ÓÉÎÇÌÅ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȦȱ   

Sitting on the porch Chris took a sip in his morning coffee and dialed the nÕÍÂÅÒȢ #ÈÒÉÓȭÓ 

ÃÏÌÌÅÁÇÕÅ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÍ ÏÖÅÒ ÐÈÏÎÅȟ Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÍÁÄ #ÈÒÉÓȩ !ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓÌÙ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÅÅÔ 

ÔÈÅÍ ÔÏÄÁÙȩ $Ï ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ Ô×Ï ×ÉÌÌ ÔÕÒÎ ÕÐȩȱ 



#ÈÒÉÓ ÓÍÉÌÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ9ÅÓ ÍÙ ÄÅÁÒ 2ÏÇÅÒȦ ) ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÆÏÒÇÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÌÐÌÅÓÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÏÆ *ÅÎÉÆÅÒ ×ÈÅn 

I and Mark both were about to leave her. She was never the kind to stop anyone. Still she did 

ÔÈÁÔ ÄÁÙȢ 3ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÍÅȟ Ȱ-ÁÒËȭÓ ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ÉÓ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÙ ÈÅ ÈÁÓ ÔÏȟ ) ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢ "ÕÔ ×ÈÙ 

ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ #ÈÒÉÓȩȱ ) ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ-Ù ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÈÁÓ ÇÏÔ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÊÏÂ ÉÎ -ÅØÉÃÏ ÁÎd you know our financial 

condition Jenifer! The decision of not grabbing the opportunity would be too luxurious to a 

ÂÏÙ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȢ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÏ *ÅÎÉÆÅÒȱȢ *ÅÎÉÆÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÑÕÉÅÔȦ 7ÈÁÔ ÅÌÓÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÄÏÎÅȩ 

She asked for more than what she could have. TÈÕÓ ) ÍÕÓÔ ÇÏ 2ÏÇÅÒȟ ) ÍÕÓÔ ÇÏȦȱ 

Jenifer boarded into the flight from Miami International airport. She was quite in a dilemma 

whether she is doing the right thing or not. But how can she forget the promise? How can she 

forget the moment when after staying under the umbrella of friendship for nine long years, 

all of a sudden she was again on her own? When followed by Mark, Chris informed her about 

ÈÉÓ ÄÅÐÁÒÔÕÒÅȟ *ÅÎÉÆÅÒ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÈÅÒ ÅÁÒÓȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÌÉÆÅ ÁÐÁÒÔ ÆÒÏÍ 

these two fellows. And now they too are leaving and perhaps forever. Jenifer was shattered! 

Again she was curled up in her claustrophobic shell.  

But every night comes with a dawn! Thus Mark came up with the promise; the promise of 

the rendezvous. Beyond every single silent wish, the loud promise of the three was the ray 

of hope for their lives! Three souls came together under the gloomy sky and uttered every 

word with unforgettable firmness.  

-ÁÒËȡ Ȱ4ÏÄÁÙ ) ÁÎÄ #ÈÒÉÓ ÁÒÅ ÓÉØÔÅÅÎ ÁÎÄ *ÅÎÉÆÅÒȟ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÆÉÆÔÅÅÎȦ !ÆÔÅÒ Ô×ÅÌÖÅ years from 

ÎÏ×ȟ ×Å ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙȩȱ 

#ÈÒÉÓȡ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÒÅÁÔ -ÁÒËȦ 7Å ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÂÉÇ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅÎȦ 7ÏÎȭÔ ×Å ÂÅȩȱ 

-ÁÒËȡ Ȱ9ÅÓ #ÈÒÉÓȟ ÂÉÇ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÏÕÒ Ï×Î ÄÅÃÉÓÉÏÎÓȦ 3Ï ÃÏÍÅ ÏÎȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÍÁËÅ Á ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅ 

ÔÏÄÁÙȦȱ 

*ÅÎÉÆÅÒȡ Ȱ9ÅÓȦ 7Å ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÓÈÁÌÌ ÍÅÅÔ ÁÆÔÅÒ Ô×ÅÌÖÅ ÙÅÁÒÓȱ 

#ÈÒÉÓȡ Ȱ!Ô ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÐÌÁÃÅȟ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÄÁÔÅȱ 

-ÁÒËȡ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÔÉÍÅȢ 7Å ÍÁÙ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÂÕÔ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅȢ 

Because  

A promise is meant to be kept 

!ÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÌÉÅÓ ÏÕÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓÈÉÐȭÓ ÄÅÐÔÈȦȱ 

 

Chris and Jenifer ÒÅÉÔÅÒÁÔÅÄ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȟ Ȱ9ÅÓȦ 

A promise is meant to be kept 

!ÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÌÉÅÓ ÏÕÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓÈÉÐȭÓ ÄÅÐÔÈȦȱ 



 

(3)  

Under the shiny sky, surrounded by the soothing breeze, all three reunited. They toasted the 

champagne, they laughed out loud, and they poured their hearts down to the cafe table. They 

had a whale of a time. 

Mark was tickled pink to see Chris stable. He felt like laughing at himself; how stupid he had 

been to think that he would always protect Chris like a brother! But Mark is more than happy 

that even without his protection, Chris has been able to provide himself a secure life with a 

great job! What else could have made him happier? 

Chris was happy too to see Jenifer happily married! He found himself in quite embarrassment 

when he remembered his dream to marry her! But he was happy that Jenifer has not forgot 

the two of them, he was happy that Jenifer turned up in a beautiful blue gown! His dream to 

see her as a bride came true today! What more he could ask from life? 

*ÅÎÉÆÅÒ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÈÅÒ ÅÙÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÕÐ ÔÏÄÁÙȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÌÅÆÔ ÈÅÒ ÉÎ ÖÏÉÄ 

but they returned as promised. They were true to their promise. It must be difficult as well 

as expensive for Mark to come from Madagascar, still he managed to be true to his words. 

Here lies the divinity of friendship.  

(4)  

!ÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÃÃÅÓÓÆÕÌ ÒÅÎÄÅÚÖÏÕÓ ÎÏ× ÉÔȭÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÄÅÐÁÒÔ ÆÏÒ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ 

the phone numbers of one another!  

After getting into the flight to Madagascar, Mark got a voice message from the hospital. It was 

$ÏÃÔÏÒ !ÎÄÒÅ× ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ÉÎ ÃÈÁÒÇÅ ÏÆ -ÁÒËȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎ ÃÏÍÍÁ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÔÈÒÅÅ 

years.   

Ȱ(É -ÁÒËȟ ) ÁÍ ÓÏÒÒÙ ÔÏ ÉÎÆÏÒÍ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÉÓ ÆÉÇÈÔÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÌÁÓÔ ÂÁÔÔÌÅȦ ) ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏÌÄ 

you that his condition is a bit critical nowadays. I told you it can be risky for you to travel to 

such a long distance in his this condition. I am afraid Mark, that when you will come back, 

ÙÏÕ ÍÁÙ ÎÏÔ ÓÅÅ ÈÉÍ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅȢ 0ÌÅÁÓÅ ÃÏÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÁÓ ÓÏÏÎ ÁÓ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅȦȱ   

Chris got the call almost aÔ ÓÁÍÅ ÔÉÍÅȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ 2ÏÇÅÒȢ Ȱ#ÈÒÉÓ ÍÙ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȟ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȟ 

you have just lost the chance of your promotion! I told you not to go Chris. You struggled so 

much to reach this position. Just one day was left to complete this project. Then you could 

hÁÖÅ ÔÏÕÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÓËÙȦ "ÕÔ ÕÎÆÏÒÔÕÎÁÔÅÌÙȢȢȱ  



#ÈÒÉÓ ÓÍÉÌÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ.Ï ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍ ÍÁÎȦ 4ÈÅÙ ÍÁÙ ÔÈÉÎË ) ÁÍ ÁÎ ÉÒÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÉÂÌÅ ÍÁÎ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÖÅ 

his work undone, but Roger you must know; I committed my friends twelve years ago. And 

if I cannot keep that promise, how cÁÎ ) ÂÅÁÒ ÍÙ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙȭÓ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÉÂÉÌÉÔÙȩȱ 

Jenifer got the text message after she had landed in Florida! It was John, her so called loving 

husband. 

 Ȱ$ÅÁÒ *ÅÎÉÆÅÒȟ ÂÙ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎ ÏÕÒ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÁÎÎÉÖÅÒÓÁÒÙȟ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÈÕÒÔ ÍÅ Á ÌÏÔȦ 9ÏÕ 

know what these sÐÅÃÉÁÌ ÄÁÙÓ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÏ ÍÅȢ 3ÔÉÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÐÒÅÆÅÒÒÅÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÔÏ ÍÅȢ ) ×ÏÎȭÔ 

deny, your beauty has always made me insecure. And thus, I choose to have a serious 

ÄÉÓÃÕÓÓÉÏÎ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÏÕÒ ÍÁÒÒÉÁÇÅ ×ÈÉÃÈ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÉÓ ÂÒÅÁËÉÎÇȦȱ 

*ÅÎÉÆÅÒ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙ ÃÌÕÅ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÓÁÖÅ Èer marriage, how to make her paranoid husband 

understand the importance of the rendezvous! 

Like Jenifer, the tranquility of the atmosphere also had no clue about the inner turmoil of the 

three friends. The lustrous sky, the green grasses, the orange maple leaves, the bird chirping 

and the concrete buildings witnessed only their euphoria; but they were unaware of the 

sacrifices which these three fellows have gone through. Those sacrifices to keep that one 

promise will always be buried!  

They valued their friendship more than their personal loses. They may lose the individual 

battle but their friendship will always come up as the winner! Because they know- 

Ȱ! ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅ ÉÓ ÍÅÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ËÅÐÔ 

!ÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÌÉÅÓ ÏÕÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓÈÉÐȭÓ ÄÅÐÔÈȦȱ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

To read more stories written by Angana, you can follow her faceÂÏÏË ÏÆÆÉÃÉÁÌ ÐÁÇÅ Ȭ0%+(/-ȭȢ 

https://www.facebook.com/pekhommele/  
  

https://www.facebook.com/pekhommele/


 



 
 

 


