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“You must excuse a letter from somebody you
may this morning not even remember. It is the

lonely young man with the black face beside the
door - to whom you were so kind last night.’
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‘Like the threads that go to make the pattern in
a carpet, we are all mixed up with one another,
black men, white men, yellow men. ... I like to think
that through my pattern there runs a small golden
thread, that makes it really quite smart, and that is
your kindness to me, and your understanding, and
your understanding, and our friendship and all that
ithas meant.’
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Editorial

The First Flower

Every spring I look for the first flower. My search begins in March and
sometimes lasts into April. By then the snow has melted off the lawns and the
ice turned to puddles on the sidewalks. The sky remains gray with spring
rainclouds but robins hop on the grass, hunting for earthworms after a storm.
Iridescent black starlings sing in the trees. It is almost time for the first flower.

This year the first spring flower [ saw was a white crocus, one of many like
shining white pearls in a green lawn. Their small cup-shaped blossoms reached
up, hopeful. Crocuses and snowdrops can survive the last fitful snowfalls in
March or April in Chicago.

In spring I think of the things we wait for: new homes, new jobs and all the
spring graduations. When I graduated from college at Seattle University, pink
and white cherry blossoms bloomed all over campus. It felt triumphant for me
and the flowers after months of term papers and final exams, of bare gray
branches and spitting rain.

Spring is a season of hope for graduates. A degree can be completed in any
month of the year, but most American colleges plan graduation ceremonies for
May or June. The graduates in their shiny black robes and mortarboard hats
pour out of assembly halls, as much a sign of spring as the crocuses or starlings.

Spring blooms with possibility and change that not only feels inevitable,
but welcome and inspiring. We will find what we are seeking, sooner or later,
maybe where we least expect it. Like the first flower of spring, it always arrives.

We hope you find inspiration here in the spring issue of Batayan.

Jill Charles
Chicago, USA
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Two Rooms

Viola Lee

One opens

to a large cactus garden.
Lying on the bed,

you may encounter
some difficulties.

You may recall

a loss or possibly two.
Paint a picture,

It will not rain here.

If you need a break
there are ashtrays

in the cabinets.

Yes, the windows close.
There is also paint

in the closet.

If you need to wash up,
take a warm bath

in the eucalyptus Jacuzzi.
Of course, use it all,
There is more honey

in my room, which

is underground

near the cereal table.
The other room

is behind this one.

It is painted baby blue.
Yeah, it is quieter.
Some describe it

as an unusual tree.

If you get hungry

there is a kitchen.
There is also cake mix
in the towel closet,

next to the red paint.

I am sorry of course
the sea, both rooms
have fantastic views

of the sea. Take them both
if you would like.

b



The Bee
Jill Charles

“The Bee is the first device of its kind ever made,”
Oliver told Sheila. “We produced only a hundred as
samples but when it's released in August, it will take
over the mobile phone market.”

Sheila turned the gold and black computer phone
over in her palm, then flipped it open to examine its
keypad and screen. In its pouch, she found a tiny
electronic pen and wireless earbuds. Slim, elegant and
more addictive than cigarettes, she thought. The Bee
hummed in her hand.

“It will hum like that when I call you,” Oliver
explained. “And if you oversleep or miss an
appointment, the alarm will do this.”

The Bee buzzed frantically until Sheila found the
red stop button.

“That's not the best part,” he went on. “If anyone
tries to get into your Bee without the password, it will
defend itself.”

Oliver typed a code into the Bee and set it on the
gray carpet beside Vita, Sheila's cat. The Bee buzzed and
levitated off the rug. Vita tapped it tentatively with one
brown paw.

In a bass voice, the Bee shouted “Stop, thief! Return
me to Sheila Davenport! I am calling the police and
emailing them your picture!”

Vita backed away as the Bee glared at her with its
red screen and snapped her picture with a blinding flash
oflight.

Oliver laughed as the cat yowled and fled. He called
out “Follow the thief!”” and the Bee chased Vita around
the room, buzzing and flashing red lights.

“Stop it!” Sheila screamed.

Oliver tapped out a code on his own Bee and
Sheila's Bee quieted down and floated back toward
them. It hovered above the table, blinking a white light
ather.

)

“Hold your hand out,” said Oliver. “It has
memorized your fingerprints.”

Sheila had produced and sold internet phones for
eight years, even while she finished her double major in
electrical engineering and business at Northwestern
University. She had memorized every feature of every
wireless phone, not only those she helped design at
Telside, but also phones of every major competitor in
the Americas, Europe and Asia. Although she worked on
a prototype of the Bee, Telside guarded the final stages
of its production closely. Now the finished product left
her amazed and slightly intimidated.

The Bee woke her up each morning with her
favorite songs and reminded her of each appointment
and task all day, from staff meetings to her grocery list.
As Sheilarode the Brown Line El train from her Lincoln
Park condo to her fiftieth floor office in the Chicago
Loop, the Bee spoke to her constantly. Emails appeared
like white ghosts in one corner of its screen, and text
messages and voicemails in the others. It reported on the
local weather, traffic conditions, and exactly when the
next El train would arrive. The Bee remembered her
friends' birthdays and looked up recipes Sheila could
prepare in fifteen minutes with only five ingredients,
since work now left her too tired to turn on the oven.

News headlines scrolled across the bottom of the
Bee's screen in blue and Sheila read the articles, no
longer having time to read a newspaper, much less an
entire book. She had the option of reading messages and
typing responses or listening to messages through her
earbuds and speaking a response. When Sheila clung to
the handrail on the El or stretched in a yoga sun
salutation, the Bee played relaxing music, sitar and steel
drums. It memorized which songs Sheila played most
often and her favorite web sites for stock prices, web
comics and online games. The Bee let her know who
was calling before she answered and its red Cyclops eye
flashed when she missed a deadline.

Oliver called Sheila at all hours of the day and
night, knowing that the Bee recorded his every word



even while she slept. He set daily deadlines for her and
forwarded his electronic notes from all his meetings.

Sheila strove to be as efficient as her boss, to arrive
at work earlier than Oliver, have her green tea and fruit
and plug the Bee into her computer before he came in.
Often he surprised her with lattes, invited her to the
organic dell for wrap sandwiches or for drings after
work. She found herself wearing gray and white suits
because Oliver did, drinking espresso or sake because
he did.

One night as they sat at the shiny zinc bar, Oliver
said “Of course I'm too busy to date anyone seriously.”

She rushed to add “Oh, me too.”

“I think I'm married to my Bee,” he joked, cradling
it in his hand and beaming. “I spend more time with it
than anyone. It wakes me up in the morning and sings
me to sleep at night. The Bee knows more about my
favorite music, movies and clothes than my own
parents. No one loves you like your Bee.”

“Except Vita,” said Sheila.
“Who's Vita?” Oliver asked.
“My cat.”

Oliver shook his head. “You should have gotten a
purebred Persian like I suggested, not that thing from the
no-kill shelter. You don't know where it's from or what
diseases it has Breeding and brand that's everything.”

“Iamnota purebred,” Sheila pointed out.

“But you are a Telside designer,” said Oliver, his
gray eyes shining like computer screens.

He reached out and squeezed her hand as it rested
on the bar. Sheila felt a warm rush or flattery and
longing, but also genuine surprise. She could not
remember the last time another person touched her.

With the Bee, Sheila became an efficient, mania
multi-tasker, answering email and text messages at all
hours, long before and after work each day. She caught
herself trying to return phone calls at hours when the
recipients would be asleep. Luckily the Bee warned her
what the time would be in any time zone she called.
Sheila now trusted the Bee to count her steps with its
pedometer and estimate the calories she burned on the
treadmill and weight machine in the office gym. It
checked the amount of vitamins, minerals, sugar and fat

in all her meals. It could estimate the number of REM
cycles in her sleep each night, but she never asked the
Bee to number her forgotten dreams. Every day, she
went to bed at midnight and woke up at five, maybe
eight on weekends.

Because of all the protected information on her
Bee, Sheila had to change her password often and use
different passwords for each of the Bee's programs.
After three months of this, Oliver found her handwritten
list of passwords on a page of her address book. The tiny
leather-bound book fell out of her purse onto the bar.

“I can't believe you're still writing on paper!” he
snapped. “Any pickpocket could steal all your
information and it would serve you right!”

He pushed his way through the crowd of suits and
high heels, holding the address book too high for Sheila
toretrieve it.

“Oliver, stop it! That's how [ organize!”

“It's not organized!” he said, gutting all the pages
from the cover and shoving them in the recycling tube.

Sheila screamed as she heard the tube such up her
New Years' resolutions and quotes from the Dalai Lama,
her best friends' home addresses and the tiny card
inviting her home for her parents' thirty-fifth
anniversary in Omaha. Because this information was
personal, she never entered it into the Bee. Now she felt
too exasperated to explain any of this to Oliver or even
remember her password.

“I haven't written on a piece of paper in six
months,” Oliver boasted. “Not even on a sticky note, [
threw them all off my desk the day I got my Bee. It's
much more environmentally correct.”

Sheila grabbed Oliver by the lapels and hissed into
his face “You have no right to steal from me! My life was
in that notebook!”

She dashed out the side door of the bar and flung
herselfin front or a cab. The started cab driver asked for
directions to her home and without thinking, she
snapped “Justlook it up online!”

The white-haired man chuckled and said “Ma'am, if
I could afford one of those computer phones, I'd be
retired instead of driving this bucket of bolts.” He
unfolded a street map and traced his route before turning
on the meter and driving.



At home, Sheila went straight to bed, silencing the
Bee and snapping it shut without checking her
messages. She didn't want to read Oliver's explanations,
excuses or watered-down apologies. Deciding to reset
the password tomorrow, she shoved the Bee in the back
ofherunderwear drawer.

Vita woke Sheila up in the morning, purring beside
her head and tapping her nose with one brown tabby
paw. Sheila stroked Vita and scratched under her chin
until the cat closed her lime green eyes.

“I've neglected everyone and everything in my life
but Oliver and that stupid Bee,” Sheila said. “I can't
remember the last time I saw my friends or called Mom
and Dad. I was so stupid to get involved with a co-
worker, let alone my idiot supervisor. Not that we ever
actually went on a date or anything.”

Sheila sat up and Vita raced to the kitchen. For the
first time in months, Sheila fixed a real breakfast: green
tea, old-fashioned cat meal with bananas and Greek
yogurt with honey for herself, milk and organic canned
salmon topped with three shrimp for Vita. It was 6:03;
she had plenty of time to get ready for work.

She dreaded resetting the Bee's password and put it
off, doing twenty minutes of yoga, showering and
dressing in a comfortable yellow sundress and sandals.
Finally she opened her drawer to face the Bee.

The Bee buzzed, flashed its red light and flew past
the side of her head, whizzing through her hair, shouting
“Stop, thief! Return me to Sheila Davenport!”

“I am Sheila Davenport! Come back! Look at my
fingerprints!”

She chased the Bee into the living room, waving her
hands like a lunatic. It turned toward her, hovered and
flashed its red eye. Oliver had warned her that an alarm

(V)

would go off if the Bee went to long without a password
reset, but as he had explained that, she had stared at his
thick black hair and gray eyes, completely forgetting the
directions for disabling the alarm.

Sheila held out her hand and slowly repeated her
last password.

The Bee threatened “Stop thief! I am calling 911
and emailing your picture to the police.”

Not about to be framed for theft by a defective call
phone, Sheila reached out to grab the Bee in mid-air. It
buzzed and slung her palm with its red laser. Sheila
covered her injured hand and the Bee kept firing, one hot
red flash stinging her cheek. It would aim for her eyes
soon, so she risked both hands to catch it, then shoved
the buzzing, burning Bee into a pillow and wrapped it

up.

If she could get it to water before it burned the
pillow, she had a chance. Sheila prayed that the Bee was
not totally waterproof as Oliver had claimed. As she
pressed both ends of the pillow, it began to smoke. She
rushed toward the bathroom and got halfway down the
hall before the Bee flew out of the pillow.

Terrified, Sheila dove to the floor and covered her
head as the Bee swooped down. She heard hissing and
clicking, then one long buzz that slowly faded out. She
looked up to see Vita ripping the Bee open with her
claws. Sheila snatched Vita out of the wreckage of
microchips and plastic.

“Don'teatit, Vita. It's poison,” she said.

Vita's whiskers were scorched and she licked one
singed paw. Sheila sat up, crying and catching her breath
as she held her cat in her arms. She felt the small wild
heart beating against her heart.



Supernatural

Tinamaria Penn

A red lip gypsy I've been named

As a discovery of my hidden culture
Dressing in turbans not of my own
Living in makeshift tents
Foretelling outcomes of others
Never revealing my own

Like a slickers sleight of hand

Until I am caught

Paper crystal ball crumbles

What was I supposed to do?

Reach for the tarrot cards and begin a new fortune
Or continue on in the same story

Like the game was never up

Revealing the truth

Altering destiny

Wondering is there any real recovery
In this slow dance of discovery
Sheltered by a spoiled cocoon
Disguised as a covered wagon

Filled with tonics and potions
Something new and yet borrowed
From yesterday's treasure

Resting upon a enchanted listener's dream
In a curious mystery realm

Conclusions unwrap like a scarf

My tainted supernatural power

Motions unwanted reality

Through a poisonous smile

That never meant any harm

O

My Spoon
(Inspired by Mayi Ojisua)
Tinamaria Penn

[ must carry my spoon in my pocket
As [ wander
From village to village

My family takes it for granted that where
I am there are spoons

But I know better
I have learned from my past travel to my friends
That they eat with their hands

But not me

I show off
I have my very own spoon
To carry to wherever I will go
Eat what I want and how I want to eat with a spoon
My spoon
I announce one day that
I will carry my spoon to America
They laugh at me
and
I laugh too
Knowing that they do not know my density

Now I sit
At America's table
Where the table is completely set
So it seems
But, I still carry my own spoon
Because there is something that is missing
Something that this great America seems not to see
There is no spoon
No spoon offered
Not even to the hands of my childhood friends

Who may never eat with a spoon



Uma'r Maya

Priya Chakraborty

As Maya sat on her white sheeted bed indulging in
her newly found love for tea she remembered having a
conversation amongst her friends, about home and
finding it. It never stopped to amaze her that how every
human being around, is silently in a never ending chase
of finding resort. Sometimes in a country, sometimes in
a place, may be a patch of land and more often than not
in another person. What that conversation did that day
was, it triggered Maya to think what home was to her.

Not that she hadn't thought about it before, but
sometimes like anybody else you need to justify
yourself with a legit reason to dig into yourself and
question yourself. It can be a very scary thought.
Looking up at the ceiling she noticed the white lamp
growing dim on her. Maybe it is to let it go and bring
home a new one or was it just in her head. May be not.
But back home in the same centre space of the ceilings
used to hang a four bladed dusty old black fan. Not a
very common concept in this part of the world she now
lives in. Leaning over her red and white stripped pillow,
she gazed out at the obnoxiously silent night sky
outside.

The sky was void of clouds and the stars shone like
they were celebrating Maya's melancholy. A gust of
wind played around with her unruly limp hair. But back
home the night skies are foggy and stars don't dazzle like
this but it gave her shelter. The gust of wind so clean, but
back home it carried a smell. It smelt of dust and the
hustle and bustle of pitch roads. It smelt of the fisherman
enjoying his late night cigarette under his sweat filled
moustache. It brought in the neighbour's joy of cooking
dinner for her in laws, hawkers shutting down their

trolleys with anticipation filled gusto. The wives and
children waiting at home. A middle class gentleman in
his grey almost turned black trousers and a half
checkered shirt riding a decade old scooter like a chariot
with a bunch of balloons in his hand. A young girl in a
noisy auto, peeping out, staring at the orange and yellow
lamp posts. They glow, like a halo in a cloud of dust.

"Maya, dinner's ready."

She startled out of her bed by the abrupt collision
into her daze. She turned around to see Uma smiling at
her with a plate in her hand. The white apron on Uma
now ad an abstract yellow and red art on it. Turmeric and
tomato. Maybe paprika too.

"What have you got?" Maya managed to speak.

"What have 1 got? What do you think woman?
Maacer jhol bhaat, kano khabi na?’ Uma giggled
caressing Maya's jet black hair.

"Khabo. Cha ta khub bhalo chilo." Maya said, with
a glorious smile on her face

"This is even better. Come out now." Uma said,
walking out of the door.

"Aschi."

Maya started removing her blankets to get out of
her comfortable bed and as she did, she smiled to
herself.

Must have found home.

Uma.

OO



Stolen
Abhijit Mukherjee

(Living room of a middle class household; a wall
cupboard, a sofa, a telephone, a television; one can see
darkness of night through an open window. Dogs
barking can be heard. A figure with a tight dark body suit
appears outside the window. With a portable gas cutter
the bars of the window are cut. The figure jumps into the
room. At that moment the telephone rings. The figure
hesitatingly lifts the telephone. )

Hallo

(The other half of the stage lights up; a lady in her
late twenties sitted at the office desk. A US flag is
hanging on the wall. Her eyes are fixed on the computer
screen. She is making a phone call.)

Hallo, Hallo
(Afteralongsilence) Yes,
Is this 251055027
(Hesitatingly), I think so.

What do you mean, I think so”? Is it the residence
of Mr. Raman Kapoor?

Maybe, Imean yes.....

Who are you?

I, Iam like a guest.

Guest, but you don't know the name of the host!
Where are you speaking from?

Chicago!

Chicago! (visibly relieved) That's some distance
from here. I can tell you the truth. You won't be able to
harm me!

What nonsense are you talking! Are you OK?
YaYa!,lamnotmad, in fact, [ am a burglar.

Burglar!!! You a burglar! Oh my God there is a
burglar in the house! Mummy, Papa!
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Are you hearing the word for the first time? Why
are you so excited?

You must be kidding?

No lady no; just as I jumped into the room after
breaking in through the window your telephone rang.
Justimagine how difficult it can be if the telephone rings
when you are so busy with crucial work. It was my
presence of mind that I quickly lifted the phone.

Oh my God! Oh my God, a burglar in the house, 'l
am so nervous'!

Nervous; you? I should feel nervous.

Are you carrying arms? Pistol, revolver or
chopper?

No! I don't carry arms. That's not my method. If you
keep them, you may like to use them too: I avoid them.
The number on my screen is our house's. Can you tell me
the house number please? s this 74/9?

You are asking me difficult questions. Haven't
checked the number before coming in.

Have you seen the name plate at the door? Raman
Kapoor, my father.

Huh, do you think I came through the main door and
your father welcomed me to the drawing room? I had to
remove the iron grill from the back window to come in.

Shall I make you a request? Please!
Youneed not be so apologetic. Come on.

When you have broken in you must take something.
I can't stop you. Please don't harm my parents. [ have a
small sister too, please, please do not hit them. You may
take whatever you like.

But in case they wake up I must save myself. Don't
you think [ have arightto live?

Of course, of course you have.

Then, how can I promise you?



OK. We shall keep the line on? Just in case they
wake up please let me talk to them.

That's not a bad proposition at all! Hope there is not
abigbrother of yours or some stupid servant or a dog!

No, no one else. We are just two sisters.
Hmm a small family.

Do you have a large family?

No family at all.

Spouse or children?

Don't have enough to feed myself. Marriage is a far
cry.
That's right. In our country there are unfed millions.

Madam do you feel hunger? You are in a country
where people are sick due to overeating.

You're right. Obesity is the biggest problem here.
Lot of junk food!

Hot dogs, hamburgers, pizzas, cola........
Seems you are well informed.

Everyone knows about all these things. Are you
studying orinajob?

Both, doing masters in IT part time, also working.
Very good, this is age of information.
Strange, you really know a lot!

At least I read the newspaper everyday. Do you
think all thieves are illiterate?

No, no, I didn't want to call you illiterate. After
talking to you I feel you are not like other thieves.

How many thieves do you know?

I don't know any other, but telling from my
impression.

Did you diga hole on the wall?

These are modern days. Now you do not have the
time for making a hole through the wall. Just use a gas
cutter.

Right! I Am sorry to say we do not keep cash at
home, gold is in a bank locker.

This is very unfair! Do you know ornaments are
disappearing from bank lockers? Do you think that
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banks would pay you if ornaments vanish? They don't
guarantee anything.

You're right. But my parents have great faith in
banks. But I'll not let you go empty handed. I know
where the cash lies. In the kitchen there is a big tin of
biscuits. There is dal inside. Inside the dal there must be
some cash.

How much?20-30?

More, could be about hundred.

I don't touch small change.

Do youhave a flash light?

Yes, but we thieves do not use it normally.

In the bedroom there is an almirah, on the lower
shelf there are albums. In the green album there must be
atleast thousand rupees.

That's not enough. Don't you have some other
valuables? When I broke in I thought such a large house
must have a lot of expensive stuff.

Yes there is, by the side of the almirah there is a
cabinet. There is a camera, a handycam and a portable
DVD player.

They have no resale value. There is excess
production all over the world. The prices are dropping
faster than the monsoon rain.

Really, youknow alot.
Who else would keep a tab on secondhand market?
What's the time now there?

2.05, you are eleven and a half hours behind, that
means 3.35 in the afternoon. Saturday.

My God, you know the local time of Chicago!
Why? Is it very difficult to know?
No, not difficult, but, what's your target?

Nothing particular, but I'm not a petty thief that I'll
go away with whatever crumbs you throw at me. Do you
have some antiques?

Antiques no, at least [ don't know, but there were in
our house in Lahore, British dolls, German watches,
French cutleries.

Are you from Lahore?



Yes.

We too. But not from the city, a village about 50
miles away.

How nice!

There is nothing very nice. We were a poor family
there too. But you seem to be from an aristocratic family.

Not very rich though; we had a few shops and
businesses. We lost all that in partition.

Have you ever been there?

No, my father was not even born then.
How oldis he?

57, why?

My father would have been 55 by now.
Is he nomore?

No, he was a school teacher.

How come you are in this field?

Why? Is this field bad?

No, but burglary, is that good?

In a country where two out of three citizens are
thieves what better profession than this? My father was a
village school teacher. No second income, no tuition. So
he had to die early, half fed.

Is your condition better than your father?

Not bad, I have a motor bike, mobile phone, flat TV,
microwave. Have a cook. I pay the EMI of my flat in
Mohali.

You're kidding. You are really established and
educated too!

What I know can't be called education.

You have put me in a great dilemma. Can't believe
that you have broken into our house.

This is the age of show. People with the gift of the
gab are worshiped. Don't be impressed with my words. I
amreally a thief.

That's the strange thing. You seem to be a thief with
a class. I wonder if we have anything worthy of you in
our house!

oY

Yes, there is, I have not come without any
information.

What's that?

A Rolex watch, 1818 or 19 make, round 2”
diameter, winding watch.

You're right! That belonged to my great
grandfather. My father winds it everyday. Strangely it
still runs. How did you come to know?

I have anetwork.
Wow, you are very organized!

How else shall I operate in this age? Your father had
posted the information in a blog. I hit upon that in
Google search.

That means you already know our address from the
internet. Why did you say that you don't know the house
number?

Just to be a little cautious.
Will the watch do for you now?

For the time being, yes. That should fetch me 5 to 7
lacs.

You must be kidding, who'll pay that much for an
old watch?

Collectors, even the company sends its agents for
collection.

Still you do not call yourself educated! Surfing the
net you are aware of what's going on in the entire world!

No, what's the use of the world for me? I only know
what is necessary for my work.

So, you have a computer too?

Yes, an assembled one.

Laptop?

No, but shall buy one if I get the watch.

Papa lives in the room in the South. In the desk there
is atop drawer. You should find it on the right side.

That's like a good girl!
But the gate at the staircase is locked!

You live in the USA. How long do the blacks take to
open the boot of a car?



My God! Did you come to the US as well?
You need not know that.

My father's sleep is very light. In the slightest of
noise he wakes up. Please give the phone to him just in
case.

Yes, I'll.

Please do not spray sedatives. Papa has a
pacemaker.

You love your dad alot. Don’t you ?
Very much!

Good; please maintain this lovely relation, with
your dad, your mom. Does your father have any arms?

Yes.
He has! Why didn't you tell me so long ago?

Don't worry his pistol is inside the almirah,
unloaded.

Then what's the point in having one?
Mama said, “Either I or your gun will be in bed.”
That's good; no dogs either!

There was a Doberman. My favourite, when he died
I cried alot. Then I came here. My parents never took the
trouble of keeping another dog.

Very nice! Now I can go safely in, but there is a
sound from toilet. Someone is there.

Now what!

Don't worry. I must be patient. Old men take a long
time to go back to sleep.

But my father takes tranquilizer everyday. May be
he will fall asleep early.

That's not good. He'll grow drug dependance. Later
there may be withdrawal syndrome.

What should he do?
Work out, that's the best medicine.

Because of his heart condition he can't workout
much.

With modern pacemakers that's not a problem at
all....

(An American man appears in the lighted half)
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Hi sweetheart care for a coffee?

Thanks Bob! I guess not!

Did you talk to another guy there? Did he call you
sweetheart?

Yes peak hour, my one hand is on the phone, the
other holding the mouse.

I should not disturb you.

No, no, the work goes on systematically. Does not
require a great attention.

Did he call you sweetheart? Is he really so?

You are crazy. He is fat in body and head. It is
common to call everyone sweetheart.

Don't you have a boyfriend there?

No way, I need an Indian husband; else how shall I
enjoy Bollywood flicks with chilly chatpata? What
about you?

No, I proceeded some distance, but it was not
successful.

Sad. Ifyou don't mind, what happened?
Justaminute, the bathroom light is still on.

Papa has a little problem of prostate. By the time
you finish your story he will be done.

Nothing new, all love stories are the same. But we
really had no love story here. One way traffic. | am not at
all attractive.

How do you know?

I am a bit too tall, rough face and muscular body. I
neither sing nor dance. In company of men I always feel
theirrepulsion.

Ok will you now stop your self criticism and tell the
story!

I just gave the background, you'll understand better
now. | was coming back from Delhi by train. That boy
was traveling with his parents. There was some kind of
shy charm in him. He was neither big nor handsome, but
areserved shyness fascinated me. When they heard that
[ was coming back from a long trek in the mountains the
father was very impressed. He had gone to the
Himalayas before marriage. Never got a chance in the
last 25 years. We struck a conversation but the boy
refused to turn his face from the window. I may be ugly



but I am a girl too! Should he not look at me at least
once? The mother was also very reserved. While
describing the rugged beauty of the Himalayas to his
father I was internally being smitten by a cute boy of
small stature who was so far away from the rough and
tough ways of mine. When the father offered me a
rasgulla the mother's scornful look forced me to refuse
it. Ah! Rasgullas my favorite!

You said it! Rasgullas; how long have [ not tasted a
genuinely good one. Here you get the stale tinned ones
that taste like cotton balls.

That's the biggest difficulty of staying abroad,
food!

Let me bear that pain of American food. Please
continue with your story! What's his name?

Somu from Soumya; suits the goody goody look of
his.

Your combination is very interesting.

Combination! With my rough and tough look he
was not ready to even turn his gaze back from the
window. But an incident turned the tide.......

Incident! Must be sweet!

Could be sweet, but... Somu had the ticket with
him. After showing it to the checker he had folded it and
put with the rubber band of the sweet box. After some
time he found the box empty and threw it out of the
window. The train had just started pulling out of a small
station. He cried, “My God! I just threw out the ticket!”
Everyone was startled and started yelling. I jumped out
of the moving train and ran along the track! I found the
sweet box and picked up the ticket. My rock climbing
experience came to my help; then jumped into the
moving train.

So you became an instant heroine! Sorry hero!

Not that much, but the mother offered the entire
stock of rasgullas with a grateful gaze. Somu also
mumbled some appreciations, I couldn't hear. Finally, I
had become friendly with all of them. They even invited
me to their home.

Did you go?

What else could I do! I could never forget the cute
innocent face of Somu. Usually acquaintances of trains
end at the end of the journey but in this case I just could
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not come out of this. But I didn't go on the next day. After
a few days, I went in an afternoon. They were very
cordial. Somu was away in University. He is doing his
PhD. I understood that he'll not be able to earn enough to
maintain a family for another couple of years. That
made me even more attracted to him.

What were you then?

No, certainly not a burglar; tried my hand at a
business; in partnership, my labor and partner's capital.
Alocal spice grinder said he is ready to invest money if |
supply ground spices to hotels and restaurants. They
trust a lady supplier more.

Diditdo well?

Yes, within a couple of years I could earn a few lacs
ayear. Employed a few more agents.

And Somu?

Just a sec; the bath light is off. Now a few more
minutes for your old man to sleep.

About ten minutes. Otherwise I am there. But it's
not good to have a noisy scene at this hour. We have
night guards in our society. But you must finish the
story.

Yes, I knew, I could see that in normal course a
relationship between us was not possible. Took the
extreme step. Bumped into him on the way to university.
Boldly asked him to come with me to a café. He agreed.

Wow! Slowly slowly, then!

Do you think it was romantic? As soon as we had
ordered coffee he said he understands why I roam
around their house but our types do not match! He wants
to go to the US after his PhD. I am definitely not the
ticket to the States.

So heartless!

I closed down my business and went back to the
Himalayas.

Himalayas!

Yes, I thought I must do something dangerous to
hold my mind. Roamed around for a couple of months.
Then I decided, [ must do something big, big money, big
bang, bigrisks. I started my present work.

What?

Antiques. I collect antiques for the dealers. Most



dealers sell fakes. But there are originals too. A woman
has special advantages. People tend to trust her more.
Had trouble with people too. Once a Parsee old man had
shot me with the gun I was looking for!

My God!

I didn't go to steal! Wanted to strike a deal. The
crazy fool got so irritated that when I offered a lower
price he lost his control. But every profession has its
dangers.

Very interesting! So you steal antics.

Not really. I buy most articles at a price. But this is a
market where no one knows the right price. Sometimes
owners ask for exorbitant price or do not budge at all.
Then I have to work harder.

Stealing!
Yes.
But you are no ordinary thief!

Who said that? I am totally devoid of conscience.
Like all other thieves, right from petty pickpockets to
the highest officials. But I am choosy. My target is only
antics; I steal only if negotiations fail. But I'm no great
soul.

Did you have a negotiation with Papa?

Yes, I called him on phone. He demands nothing
less than seven lacs but its market price is not more than
five. He is not at fault. For collectors like him it is not
easy to know the right price.

But was Somu put to rest?

No, he is still in my heart. When I stand in front of
the mirror from my back a cute innocent face flashes by.
But I haven't tried to keep any relationship with him. He
may be married now working somewhere in the States;
like you.

Didn't you try to find out? Why don't you call once!

Why should 1? This is the best thing about one way
love... no expectations, no betrayal, no heartbreak. No
demands but he becomes captive in you. He speaks
whatever I want him to speak. He does whatever I ask
him to do.

Shall I say something?
Quickly; I have very little time left.
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Please wait! How much can you pay for the watch?

I asked for four lacs.

IfImake him agree at that price?

Why? Are you afraid that I'll hit him?
Can't say no! If you steal you'll get it free.

[ am not interested in stealing. But I've very little
time. The customer has to catch his flight back in two
days. Ifyou assure...

If you call tomorrow at ten you'll find that
everything has been taken care of.

Isitapromise?
Promise.

Well I bow to your love to your father. Keep it up.
Very soon there will be light. I've to get down by the

pipe.
Please wait! [ have something to say.
What?
About Somu!
I've told you everything.
Yes, you have. [ too have to say something.
Strange! What do you know about Somu?

Some strange things do happen. That's why life is
not so uninteresting.

OK.

Somu of Greater Kailash!

Yes.

Age27-28.

I guess so.

IfI'm not wrong his fatheris S N Sarkar.

You have really surprised me. Do you know him?
You'reright. Somu is cute, gentle, reserved.

No oversmart antiques. Sweet dimples!

And the eyes like two little lotus ponds. The nose a
little curled and cleft but so untouched!

My God! You're in love with him!



So what!

You are a far better match. In fact you should marry
him. My best wishes!

Will you leave your claim so easily!

Claim! What claim do I have? I am a nonentity. |
have him in my mind. His image keeps me company.
That's all.  am happy, very happy.

I really like you. You are a very loving, caring
person.

You are also very kind hearted. Not like me, rough
and tough. You'll be an ideal match for Somu.

Genetics don't say so. They say opposites are a
better match.

Life is not science. Do you think kings should
marry beggars? Please marry him. His ambitions will be
fulfilled. He'll be very happy.

Andyou?

I too will be very happy. Such a simple lad needs a
caring partner. I'll be very happy.

But Somu won't.
How do you say so?
From experience.
What?

I met him. In fact, our families arranged a meeting
when I visited India last July. We were supposed to be
married in December.

What went wrong?
['was sold at first sight.
Quite understandably!

But I could sense that something was wrong when
we met at a restaurant.

Who's the culprit?
Subha Sehgal! Do you know her?
Idon't.

Did I hear you sigh? Please don't get me wrong. |
won't inform the police.

How are you sure that [ am Subha?

Somu. He confessed to me that he met someone a
little too boyish, very courageous, in a train. She loves to
roam around the mountains. He was desperate to build a
career in the States. After a few trips to the US in
conferences he is not so keen. He has taken up aresearch
position at a Lab in Delhi. He hopes to meet Subha
someday. He has kept the train ticket with him neatly
folded up in his purse.

Stupid, simply stupid!
Who?

Soumya, he should simply get married to you.
Instead he is after this ugly duckling Subha! Such men
have very little willpower. Just get him to States and
you'll find he is totally committed to you.

Yes, his parents were very interested. I was also
tempted, but the look in his eyes while staring at the
ticket!

Aren't you getting too sentimental!

Aren't you? Why don't you go back and ask him
what he wants?

On what strength? [ am not beautiful, nor do I have
money. Please save Soumya from the she devil Subha?

His last mail came today. He has written, “I don't
know how long, but I love to wait for Subha.”

Please don't waste your time in such sentimental
trash! I must escape its already light outside. Please save
Somu!

He has his savior near by. Why should I?
You'reright!  must see this tomboy Subha.
Please promise!

What?

You'll make Subha agree!

Ok, but I must get the watch.

That's a deal! Four lacs cash. Yes just one sec. |
brought a laptop to India for Dad. He has no use of it.
He'll give itto you along with the watch.

For what?

The wedding gift for Subha and Soumya!

(The rights of reproduction and staging of this play in any language is reserved by the author)



Sikkim

Shravani Datta

The Indigo Flight took off from Kolkata Airport at
10:30 AM and touched down in Bagdogra after 70
minutes. Baggage cleared without any hindrance and
the five of us stepped out to the parking lot to locate our
cab driver. He had come to fetch us from our Gangtok
hotel, Nor Khill. It was midday already and the outside
air was oppressive and sultry. The horns blared till it
gasped into cooler quarters. I did not want to stop, but
had to for a quick lunch at alocal highway restaurant.

Sevak Road, the artery from Siliguri to Gangtok is
joined by the Teesta River which ultimately drains in
Bhutan. Notable here is the imposing Coronation
Bridge, named for the coronation of King George VI and
Queen Elizabeth. From here, the Teesta twitches past
entrancing villages' aplomb with oodles of charm.
Congregations of locals buzzing between main street
stores and restaurants appear as we inch closer to
Gangtok.

After 5 hours, a little after sundown, our 4 by 4
halted in front of the hotel, Elgin Nor Khill. Set amidst
the curated lawns, overlooking the Paljore Stadium, this
hotel is a former royal guesthouse. The lobby boasts of
an amazing collection of thangkas and paintings, a
legacy of the royal family!

Only ten minutes by foot, The MG Road or Mall
Road is the shopping area. This swarming market place
swanks Golden Tips, a tea lover's paradise. From Mango
tea to masala tea, Old Indian tea, white tea and multiple
selections of Assam and Darjeeling push you back by 2
hours, to say the least! The manager lays out a tea table
that can please royalty and you get to taste and pick! I
came out heavier by a couple kilos!!

It was not until dinner in the ceremonial dining hall
of NorKhill, that we got our passes for East Sikkim.

The next day was crystal clear and I woke up to an
armchair visit of Kanchejungha from the bedroom.
Delayed by its magnetic allure, I had to gobble breakfast
in haste to hit the road for the day trip on time.

It was a cold day in May and the ascent to Nathula at
14800 feet was not going to be easy. Our four wheeler
proceeded first for Tsanghu Lake at 12100 feet.
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Thegu village

Sudden cloud cover on Tsanghu Lake

A sudden cloud cover marred my vision, yet the
blurred lake water was grey white, unblemished enough
to hold my gaze forever.

Yaks flank the area around the lake and curious
travelers mount their not so light bodies on the turgid
animal- all ever happy to click photographs!

On the way to Nathula, travelers change shoes and
slip into boots in the town, Thegu. The highest ATM in
Indiais also situated here.

Further east from Thegu, the drive continues
toward Nathula Pass. Finally at 14,140 feet, Nathula



looked pretty much like a Chicago backyard after a
heavy blizzard. | was already lightheaded from lack of
oxygen and a trifle wind swept with drafts of snow to
haze and distort my steps.

The silk route operated through Nathula, till 1962.
Once the trade route between India and Tibet, today the
lofty pass stands with Chinese and Indian soldiers
guarding their border. A stairway leads to the border
where The Nehru Stone, marks the visit of the former
PM of India. (No photographs allowed)

There is so much of kindness and hospitality in the
people of Sikkim. The Lepchas, Bhutiyas and Sherpas
intermingle and I cannot tell the difference. It does not
matter: what stays is the balmy welcome of a hot cup of
tea or Wai Wainoodles to a tired sightseer! We head back
to Tibet Hotel for late afternoon lunch on momos and
thupka.

Still heavy with lunch our troop strolled in to
Baker's Café on Mall Road. The sun was down and we
could not get the valley side view, but gorged on the
sinful apple crumble, lava muffin and hot chocolate.

The North Sikkim passes, granted for 4 days had
arrived. It is only open for tourists from May to
September.

It took us half hour to get out of Gangtok. On our
way, we stopped at the Directorate of Handicrafts and
Handlooms, which is the state run emporium of
handicrafts. This had an array of colorful carpets,
masks, lacquered tables called choksis and handmade
paper. Our Bolero, zipped through Ganesh Tok,
Hanuman Tok but could not do the ropeway, it was
closed following the ripple effect of earthquakes in
Nepal.

The car crawled through Gangtok traffic passing
suburb of Deorali and stopped at the Rumtek Monastery,
which is undoubtedly the largest monastery in Sikkim.
Built by the fourth Chogyal, It had to be rebuilt after
being wrecked by an earthquake. This is also the home
of Kargyupa sect of Tibetan Buddhism and a seat of
Buddhist learning or Dharma Chakra Center. At least
500 monks at a time engage in picking up skills to
propagate the tenets of Buddhism.

When our vehicle finally hit the North Sikkim
Highway, it was past noon and time for lunch. We kept
moving along the road for 38 kilometers, and gradually
lunged in to the Phodong Monastery. This Kargyupa
Gompa, originally built in 18th century was recently
rebuilt but the original frescoes and paintings were
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(Rumtek Monastery)

preserved. Significant among these is the striking
fresco, Bhava chakra, or the wheel of life. This is one of
the basic expositions of the fundamental law of
Buddhism; man is entrapped in the recurring cycles of
rebirth and their attendant suffering.

=

The wheel is a large disc held in the clutches of a
monster, his head overtopping the whole. He
symbolizes the human desire to cling to worldly
existence. The wheel is divided into compartments
representing the various worlds; the hells, the heavens,
and the linked chain of the causes of rebirth. At the
center are the three original sins of lust, anger and
stupidity.

After a brisk feed on sandwiches carefully packed
from Nor Khill, we pressed on, trying to make the most



of daylight for the onward journey to North Sikkim. The
first village to pass was the sleepy Mangan : that
overlooks the Teesta and the Lepcha reserve of Dzongu.
The road from Mangan to Chungthang traces the Teesta
going through thick forest.

Burbling mountain streams are constant
companions till you come to Chumthang, at 5740 feet,
projectedand embellished in the confluence of Lachen
and Lachungrivers.

Just outside Chumgthang, the road bifurcates.
Taking the left road we moved towards Lachung. The
two valleys of Lachen and Lachung run northward to the
Himalayas which divide Sikkim from Tibet. The
journey is a feast for tired eyes and a dreary soul. Almost
at every twist up the mountain you would come across a
mountain torrent cascading down the hill slope or a
sparkling waterfall gleaming against the deep green of
the forest.

We were welcome in the Yarlam Resort, with
traditional khhaada and tea. Each room in the resort was
infused witha quiet composure that reflected the
gravitas of the surrounding snowcapped peaks.

The following day started with a visit to the Singba
Rhododendron sanctuary which is the reserve beyond
the frontier village of Lachung en route Yumthang
valley. Sir JD Hooker, the famous botanist who traveled
through Sikkim in 1850 writes” the banks of rivers
between 8000 feet to 12000 feet in altitude are covered
by rhododendrons, sometimes to the exclusion of near
wooded vegetation. “There are 40 species to be found in
Sikkim.

The tree line in Sikkim continues to 14,700 feet, so
Yumthang Valley at 11,800 feet is surrounded by an
alpine forest and white slush topped mountain. It exudes
irresistible charm when primulas and rhododendrons
carpet the valley floor. Yumesamdong or (Zero point),
about 24km from the valley brims plentiful with the
fragrance of the azellia, a plant collected by the locals as
incense.

The trail back to Chumthang is equally beautiful.
Our driver now shoots straight for the right bifurcation
for the uphill ride to Apple Orchard Resort in Lachen.

Lachen, meaning the Big Pass, is home to the
Lachenpas belonging to the Bhutia community of
Sikkim. The predecessors of the present day inhabitants
built the hamlet along the verdant slopes set in
resplendence against a backdrop of commanding snow
coated peaks, glaciers and rock cliffs.

(Yumthang Valley in bloom)

At an altitude of 8838 feet, Lachenhas only about
200 homes and is one of the 31 sites handpicked by
UNDP (United Nations Development Program) for
stimulating village tourism. It is Sikkim's most scenic
village effortlessly outdoing nearby Rabom, Chaten,
Talem, Yakthang, Samdong and Thangu.

(View of Lachen)

The following two days were spent exploring the
Chopta valley and taking the road to Gurudongmar
Lake.

Light mountain drizzle with occasional thunder
spotted the evening. We were jittery and nervous about
the morning weather and trip to Gurudongmar.

It cleared a bit in the wee hours and our driver was
ready to accelerate at 3:30 AM. Though May, it was cold
and the plan was to reach the lake by 8 AM. Our idea
was to stroll for 20 minutes and leave by 8:30 AM. The
last wheel out of the lake area is around 10 AM.

Just 20 minutes' drive from Thangu the last village
stands the Chopta Valley at 14,000 feet. The distance
between Lachen to Thangu is 30 kilometers but takes
close to 3 hours. The road is rough, uncomfortable and
jerky, but the terrain is beautiful and you rise close to
4500 feet in this short span. The green vegetation of the
lower heights soon transforms to Alpine terrain with
canonical trees. Once, above tree line, there are only



3 A

Tibetan Plateau areaapproaching Gurudongmar Lake
i e

et
Gurudongmar Lake, pristine and placid at 17800 feet

bushes that bleak in to vast lands of the Tibetan Plateau.
An hour from Thangu is the Army check post, the last
stop before the one hour drive up to Gurudongmar Lake.

Beyond Thangu, our army men skirt the road with
tanks and other fire power. As the road steers to
Gurudongmar Lake; the landscape becomes more
barren. Thisisa cold desert.

In these seven days , sometimes lack of oxygen or a
casual storm, dangerous roads and fluctuating weather
drew my attention close to the comforts I am used to. I
would ask why I preferred a vacation that came with a
docket for physical hardship?

As I walked away from this awe inspiring creation
hoping to behold this splash of calm splendor in my
inward eye forever, I could only appreciate the bounty
of nature and the mesmerising gems it handed out with
every height I scaled !

I realized how important the summits were, but
even more rewarding was getting there! Truly, the
journey shapes the destination.

The Evening Sun

Photo of Chicago Harbour by Tinamaria Penn



Amazing Art of Dokra
Bishakha Dutta

My tryst with dokra was facilitated by
Shantiniketan and the haat of Sonajhuri. I was then a
student of Viswa Bharati University. The idea of having
our evening adda at the Sonajhuri Haat suddenly
dawned on me one afternoon. Excited by the prospect of
a unique experience, | rallied everyone to join in.
Convincing others didn't strain much of my energy or
test my skills. We treaded down the red-earthed
thoroughfare, crossed by green rice fields, overcame the
wax and wane of Khoai to reach the haat venue. As we
inched closer to destination, we could faintly hear
renditions of baul singers and the mellifluous sound of
their dotaras. Decibels rose as we neared the haat and
soon we were there!

In the midst of the Sonajhuri forest, the haat is an
eclectic mix of colour, celebration, creation and
divinity. Sellers with their neatly displayed handicraft
wares, buyers in myriad moods and outfits and bauls
singing the path to the divine. In spite of it all, a
particular style of craft grabbed by mind and attention. A
piece of craft I had not seen before. To me, it looked
strange in form and substance. It didn't mirror any
known god or goddess. It didn't resemble any animal,
nor any spear-holding tribal warrior. It was unlike
anything I had seen before. The material used was not
clay nor was it shining brass. [ was intrigued. What did
the art depict and what was it made of? Not inclined to
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make public display of my ignorance, discreetly I asked
my friends if they knew anything about the figurines.

“It is called dokra art.” I turned around and faced a
slightly built, dark complexioned, pan chewing man
responding to the novice query.

“Dokra?” I had not heard about it before. “How

much are they priced?” I inquired.

“That varies itemwise, madam. Some cost Rs. 200
while some are for Rs. 300. And that Durga motif you
see, we sell them for Rs. 3000,” the man replied.

Astonished, I asked him why dokra work is so
costly.

“These are made from brass, madam,” he
explained.

“But why aren't they sparkling?”’
The man smiled in response.

Having discovered something new, I felt a thrill
surge within me. [ was feeling inquisitive to know and
learn more about this form. I asked him about the place
where dokra is cradled.

“Dariyapur,” he informed. He offered to take me to
the village and show me how the figurines are made. Out



of sheer curiosity, I consented. We decided to start our
journey from Bolpur station a couple of days later.

I reached the station at the designated hour. The
winter chill was still palpable in the morning air. My
guide, named Ratan Mondal, kept to his punctuality. He
showed up within moments of my reaching it. As I
boarded the train, my elation was overwhelming.
Having crossed Bolpur and Bhediya, the train sped past
lush green rice fields and stretches of red soil in
between. We disembarked at Guskara station and got
onto a bus that would ferry us to Dariyapur.

While consenting to and subsequently undertaking
the journey, I did not comprehend the magnitude of
learning awaiting me. On reaching Dariyapur, I
gathered that the place is locally known as 'Dokra Haat.'
Producing dokra work must be the traditional profession
here. The entire village must be involved in this work, |
contemplated to myself. All the houses looked similar
with thatched roofs and mud walls. Clay mounds, of
different shapes and sizes, lay all around to dry in the
sun.

My guide introduced me to Paran Karmakar, a
dokra artisan. Probably sensing my eagerness to know
about the form, he took pains to explain the several
stages involved in production of the figurines that [ was
enchanted by at the Sonajhuri Haat. Preparing wax for
the mold is the first step of the elaborate process. For
benefit of readers, it is relevant to state that molds can be
made from either wax or a mixture of resin and asphalt.

To start with, several ingredients are mixed with
hot, molten wax which is subsequently strained into a
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large vessel. Once the wax cools and hardens, artisans
use it to make molds of varied figurines. The process
differs slightly if a mixture of resin and asphalt is used.
Clay is then used, instead of wax, for making the molds
and designs are created with the mixture. These molds
are then coated with soft clay and left in the open to dry.
As the molds harden, women of the village get on with
their job of putting on the final red clay coating. And
another round of sunbathing follows.

These paraphernalia are followed by the important
task of making a channel or pathway within the mold. It
is through this channel that molten brass spreads and the
dokra figurine starts taking shape. Women are entrusted
the job of covering the channeled molds with red clay,
which are again set out in the sun to dry. Their tender
hands also add an elongated portion, to the mold, in
which brasschips are kept. Locally, it is known as
Gheriya. The brass chips are covered with a kind of cap
made from red clay. To allow entry of heat, perforations
are maintained along the side of the clay cap.

A fire pit is created by vertically lining bricks and
the different designed molds are placed inside. The
perforated side faces the fire, allowing the brass chips to
melt and spread out within the mold. Once ready, the
molds are taken out of the pit and carefully hammered.
The cast gives away and the dokra figurine emerges in
allits glory.

Paran Karmakar's narration about the birth of dokra
art finished, but the surge of thrill did not ebb. I learned
about a new form and also about the lives of its artisans.
Bidding adieu to Dariyapur, I saluted the spirit of this
village that has kept the form alive bravely facing all
odds.



Koshe Kosha

Balarka Banerjee

Although it's undeniable that Kolkata is as close to
foodie heaven as possible, one strange conundrum
remained for a very long time. Where do you go for a
great Bengali meal. Sure there are several traditional
“pice hotels” and “cabins” still operating, offering
traditional fare. But they are mostly determinedly old
school and have not kept up with the expectations of the
modern diner. Although the food may be outstanding,
the other aspects that make a great restaurant, such as
ambience, service, presentation, are often lacking. On
the other hand, the ever expanding array of well
adorned, contemporary, presentable restaurants have
somehow managed, for the longest time, to ignore the
cuisine of the very city they are based in instead
focussing on European, Chinese, North Indian, Tibetan,
Thai and various other fare. However, with changing
times and broadening tastes the discerning Kolkata
foodie these days expects more. A lot more. As do
visitors to the city, who look to enrich the trip by
sampling the unique culinary offerings of the city.

Thus there has emerged a much welcome new
trend, whereby a number of restaurants have popped up
in all parts of the city offering a variety of local, Bengali
cuisine in a trendy, contemporary restaurant. Among
these is a chain of restaurants known as “Koshe Kosha”
which has already garnered quite a few accolades.
Therefore, we singled out the Park Street branch of
Koshe Kosha to pay them a visit for lunch.

Tucked away on Ripon Street, just around the
corner from the ever bustling Park Street, we walked in
from the street onto striking black and white tiled floors
of the restaurant. The floors reminded me of my great
grandparents' house in North Kolkata. The rest of the
décor seemed to match this mood quite effectively. The
space had a minimalistic yet attractive quality about it.
Old vinyl records and murals adorned the walls and the
whole restaurant had a contemporary yet familiar feel.
We were seated by courteous wait staff and started to go
through the extensive and creatively worded menu. The
dishes all seemed incredibly tempting, as all our
favourites were there. Most of the dishes are what any
average Bengali would be well familiar with. Kabirajis,
cutlets, vegetarian favourites like “Potoler dorma”,
classics like ‘“Macher mathadiye dal” and “Kosha
mangsho”. These are dishes we have all grown up
loving, but rarely get to indulge in these days somehow.
As a result, making any choices at all (other than the
“Gondhoraj ghol” to drink) seemed daunting. Luckily,
we were soon joined by one of the owners of the
restaurant, Mr. Chiraag Paul, who took time out of his
busy schedule to join us for lunch and introduce us to
Koshe Kosha. We left most of the ordering in his capable
hands and sat back to enjoy the meal. For starters we got
“Bhetki chingrir mel bondhon”, and “Mochar chop”.




For mains we ordered ‘Bhetki paturi’, ‘Roshun bhapa
bhetki’, ‘Kosha mangsho’ and ‘Malai chingrir biriyani’.
While we waited for the food Chiraag told us the story of
how “Koshe Kosha™ had evolved from a modest stall in
Hatibagan, to eight full restaurants all over Kolkata.
Chiraag himself'is an interesting young man and it was a
pleasure learning about the restaurant in his own words.
Having spent most of his life abroad, he has fairly
recently relocated to Kolkata to be more involved in
Koshe Kosha and other businesses. His passion for
food, his culture and the city shone through as his eyes lit
up every time he spoke about either. As aresult of having
eight restaurants all over Kolkata Koshe Kosha is able to
deliver food almost anywhere in the city, for no extra
charge. It Koshe Kosha Behala was already nearing
completion, and seems as though there are no plans to
stop expanding to more locations, including other cities
in India. Chiraag recounted to us how Koshe Kosha had
taken on the responsibility to cook and serve Bolivian
food at the 2016 Kolkata International Book Fair (where
Bolivia was focus country this year). He talked about the
challenges of cooking a completely unfamiliar cuisine
with unfamiliar ingredients (such as quinoa) and then
hunting down, probably the only Bolivian in all of
Kolkata, to try and critique the food.

It was probably wise that we engaged in this
conversation before the food arrived, because once the
food hit the table there was very little being said, other
than ooh's and aah's and wow's. The ‘Bhetki chingri mel
bondhon’ was a dish I have never had before. It was
made up of an excellent piece of bhetki coated in a spicy
shrimp paste, then crumbed and fried. The combination
of flavours was brilliant, and although it resembled the
classic “fish fry” it took it to another level. The ‘Mochar
chop’ was brilliant in quite the opposite way, as in it was
traditional, pure and delicious. Likely to give you pangs
of nostalgia and take you back to your college canteen
days.

The mains soon followed and the same theme of
combining traditional with the novel and experimental
seemed to continue. The ‘Bhetki pathuri’ was delicate
and well balanced, where the ‘Roshun behtki’ packed a
very satisfying garlic punch. The ‘Chingri malai
biriyani’ was another novel dish, where tiger prawns
were cooked in a coconut curry and served with a
biriyani. What made the biriyani so unique was that the
rice itself was cooked in the prawn stock giving it an
incredible richness and depth.

The ‘Kosha mangsho’, is their signature and with
just cause. ‘Kosha mangsho’ (or goat curry slow cooked
with almost no added water) is a common dish which
has a thousand versions using different ingredients and
spices. However, tasting the ‘Kosha mangsho’ at Koshe
Kosha will remind you somehow what ‘Kosha
mangsho’ has sense of authenticity to its taste. For me it
brought back memories of a ‘Kosha mangsho’ that [ had
had almost 15 years ago. It all made sense, when
Chiraag explained the ‘Kosha mangsho’ is cooked daily
by two specialist chefs who had been brought across
from the legendary “Golbari”. That explained why it
tasted so familiar and wonderful.
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Every dish was impeccably cooked and presented.
The produce was of evidently of a high quality and shone
through every preparation. After that outstanding meal
we were perhaps ready for a quiet afternoon siesta, in the
grand Bengali tradition. But speaking of tradition, it is
never acceptable to end a Bengali meal without sweets.
So we enjoyed some refreshing ‘Aam Doi’ (sweet curd
flavoured with mango) which hit the right spot.

Koshe Kosha is a restaurant very much intended for
repeat visits. The pricing is affordable and excellent
value. The large number of restaurants and the free
home delivery make it easily accessible. The delicious
food combines the old and the new very finely, and the
menu contains several items that probably already have
their own fan following. People who try it for the first
time are most likely to leave, already planning their next
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visit. I for one am sure to come back for another helping
of'the “Kosha mangsho™!




Youngest Publisher — Publishers’ Guild, Kolkata

BEE

Esha Chatterjee

Introduction:

I run the publishing house, BEE Books. I love the art of making beautiful books and we publish everything from
translations, fiction, non-fiction, essays to graphic novels and corporate coffee table books. We have our own team of
artists, designers, editors and our very own printing press. Our team is always looking forward for new and interesting
projects. We offer fee-based assistance to authors including designing, book layout, editing, publication, marketing,
promotion and distribution. Just drop us a mail at query@beebooks.in with your proposal.

Apart from that, [ am a book reviewer, critic, moderator for literary events and I have been associated with quite a
number literature festivals.

About BEE Books:

Bee Books is all about putting forward a platter of books which you would love reading, which make you happy and
give you a world to escape and live in. We believe there is no better feeling than sinking into your sofa alone and
disappearing inside the world of story. Our mission is to create an entire range of books, from fiction to non-fiction,
classics to popular contemporary writing, from comics to graphic novel and studio books. Through our books we hope
to inspire creativity, spread awareness, bring clarity of thoughts and make people happy. Our list features best-selling,
award-winning talents as well as new voices who will be stars of tomorrow. We love what we do and the passion will
reflectin every book we publish
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