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A message from your BCAA 2008 committee

The BCAA 2008 team would like to welcome you to a wonderful season of Puja
festivities this October. All preparations are in place and now’s the time for you and
your family to participate in a small-scale re-creation of Bengal in the deserts of
Arizona. We would also like to take the opportunity to say a little about the year that
we have experienced so far from the perspective of the Arizona Bengali Community.

Thus far, 2008 has been perhaps the best of years, and in some ways the most
challenging of years. Let us start with the positives. This year we are holding the
largest number of events ever in our history — starting with the Sports day in
January, the Saraswati Puja in February, the picnic and food festival in March, the
Rabindra-Najrul Jayanti in May, the Cactus program in September — and just in the
month of October we have the Ekta Mandir Durga-ma pran-pratishta (Oct 3,4), the
BCAA Durga Puja (Oct 10-12), the Lakshmi Puja (Oct 19 th Ekta Mandir), and nally
Kali-ma pran pratishta (Oct 25-26, Ekta Mandir). The Bengali community now has
two of our major goddesses as part of the pantheon at Ekta Mandir, which is a great
achievement for both our own community and the greater Indian population here in
Phoenix.

We held our Irst ever *Volunteer Appreciation’ event this year, which was extremely
well attended. The community participation in all the BCAA activities has been great,
and we are discovering a new set of talents from within the community’s artistic and
volunteer ranks. This year we have made a concerted attempt to reach out to the
wider Bengali audience. For the Irst time, our summer/fall external artists event

was targeted at the younger generation — and we hosted a Bangla Rock Band from
Kolkata — Cactus.

Economic conditions have been tough, but we have continued to invest in our growth
as an organization. In the equipment front, we acquired a brand new audio mixer,

a reliable set of wireless microphones, both of which should go a long way towards
ensuring the quality of our cultural programs. We have even replaced some of aging
kitchen equipment — the hot water maker that we use for tea is new, so your tea will
hopefully taste a little better.

This year we have many advances in how we operate as an organization. We
started out with a new constitution, which put a big emphasis on continuity from
year to year. Early in the year we created a yearly budget, and determined that we
needed to even out our cash "ows to avoid a cash crunch right before Durga Puja.
An automated Google Checkout based web payment system has been put in place,
and thanks to member participation, most of our subscription revenue now comes
via the web. We are close to rolling out a “Members Only” area on the web where
we can maintain the most current contact information. We have also been active in
charitable causes - last year the team raised more than $3K for the North Bengal
Cancer Hospital, which was fully disbursed this year.

It many ways 2008 has been a very challenging year# We started the beginning of
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the year with a large delcit, and vowed not to raise the average subscription for

the membership. In fact, for those of us who would pay up the year’s dues up front,
we even offered a discount# Throughout the year, costs have been going up by the
double digits. The committee applied itself to the task of raising funds outside of
membership — and saving costs whenever possible.

We took the $1200 plus storage costs, and eliminated it by storing BCAA property
in our own garages and homes. Food costs alone were brought down by more than
30% by the dedication of our highly diligent food committee. They have scoured

the valley in search of deals, and it is only because of this diligence that we expect
to turn a positive cash "ow by the end of the year. (Yes, food is indeed our biggest
cost item). Such intense effort over so many events, however, can burn out even the
most ardent volunteers. As a practical necessity we will probably need to cut down
on the number of food events next year - to save both on the Inances as well as on
the energy level of our heroic food crew.

We started off this year being in default of the IRS’s lling requirements for a non-
prolt, and through some serious effort, especially by Inance team, we are now a
fully credited non-pro't again. Incredibly, this year we have raised more than $9K
through external Advertisements, Sponsorships, Employer matching grants, Food
Festival and other non-subscription revenue — but with the slowing economy that will
be hard to reproduce next year.

But enough of this dose of reality — fall is the time for festivities for the Bengali
community# We have prepared a plan by which we can forget, for a few days, the
rest of the world - and simmer in the unique experience of being a Bengali during
the Puja season of festivities. The plans for the religious, cultural and entertainment
activities are as follows:

Saturday, October 11 ™,

Puja Starts: 9AM

Kids Art Competition: 11AM

Anjalee: 12 Noon

Lunch (Prasad): 1PM

Arati 6:15PM

Committee Report 6:30PM

Cultural Program (Adults):  6:45PM

Dinner: 9PM (kid’s pizza at 8PM)

After dinner entertainment: 9:30PM onwards

Sunday, October 12

Puja Starts: 9AM
Anjalee: 12 Noon
Lunch (Prasad): 1PM
Cultural Program (children): 2PM
Elections: 4PM
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This year we are moving the venue of the Lakshmi Puja to the Ekta Mandir temple.
Ekta Mandir is a brand new temple complex, with a wonderful environment for

worship and devotion. The puja will be held on Sunday October 19 th from 4:30PM
onwards, with dinner served at 7PM. This year we will also have a Kali puja — to take
place at the temple and is planned to be held on Saturday October 25 " (morning,

including lunch) and Sunday October 26 " in the PM (including dinner). The program
for the Cultural activity (coordinated by Swati Das) is as follows:

Saturday, October 11 ™ - MCs: Anindita, Bala, and Rupanjana
6:30 - 6:35 Welcome
6:35 - 6:45 Rabindrasangeet, Artist - Priyobrata Sinha
6:45 - 6:55 Bengali Song, Artist - Avantika Sen

6:55 - 7:05 Dancing Drums
Participants - Pom Pom Runton, Nivedita Bansal, Rupa Bhadauria

7:05 - 7:30 Ghazal - A Poetic Passion

Participants - Jayati Ghosal, Kaushik Ghosal, Sujit Sanyal, Madhumita Sanyal,
Anita Banerjee, Sanjay Banerjee, Prabir Choudhury

Audio Operation - Jayanta Das

Editing Help - Madhumita Sanyal

Direction - Anita Banerjee

7:30 - 8:10 My Dreams of Pangaea

Participants - Mehnaz, Fariha, Sutopa, Aaliya, Ayan, Anandamayee, Prabir,
Shameema, Sarbari, and Niladri

Direction - Niladri Sarker

8:10 - 9:00 Natok “Amaderi Kathar Majhe”

Participants - Hoimonti Sinha, Ranjita Saha, Sandip Bagchi, Sampriti Bagchi,
Joy Mukherjee, Sharmishtha Ray, Sanjoy Saha, Sarbari Chowdhury, Shirshendu
Mukherjee

Lights - Shubhomoy Chatterjee

Audio - Debashis Chowdhury

Direction - Rupanjana Sengupta

9:30 onwards ‘Bollywood Dhamaka’ presented by Mayuri

Participants - Sudhakar Gopal, Karthik Raju, Sriram Subramaniam, Kumar
Subramaniam, Meghna Rajaram, and Mayuri

Direction - Mayuri

Stage Decoration - Hoimonti Sinha, Priyobrata Sinha, Samar Majumdar

Scripts for MCs - Swati Das, Anindita Subramaniam, Bala Subramaniam
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Sunday, October 12 " - MCs - Ipsha Banerjee and Trisha Dasgupta, 2PM
2:00 - 2:05 Welcome
2:05 - 2:10 Rabindrasangeet by Ushrayinee Sarker
2:10 - 2:15 Recitation by Rounak Mukherjee
2:15 - 2:25 Bell by Aritro Majumdar
2:25 - 2:35 Dance ‘Devotion’ by Shilpika Chowdhury

2:35 - 2:50 Chorus

Participants - Sourav, Aneek, Ishan, Ushrayinee
Tabla - Uttiyo Chowdhury

Direction - Anandamayee Majumdar

2:50 - 2:55 Dance with Lopamudra Mitra’s song
Paricipants - Sachi Sengupta and Mahasweta Nayak
Direction - Rupanjana Sengupta

2:55 - 3:25 ‘Chotoder Chara’

Participants - Rounak, Shaan, Rubi, Neel, Ria, Ronit, Anouska, Gourav,
Somashree, Udayveer, Prokriti, Srijon, Jigisha, Akash, Rohon, and Antara
Direction - Debjani Mukherjee

3:25 - 3:35 Fusion Dance
Participants - Sneha Roy, Trisha Roy, Arpita Kundu, Samjhana Devkota
Direction - Sneha Roy

3:35 - 3:45 Recitation by Bangla School
Participants - Jigisha, Gourav, Arnab, Barin, Anamika, Somashree, Rohan, Neel,
Rubi, Roshan, Zahradinee, and Sachi

3:45 - 3:55 Dance ‘Ganesh Vandana’
Participants - Suravi Sengupta and Trisha Choudhury
Choreographed by dancers themselves

3:55 - 4:15 ‘Bollywood Hindi Dance’.

Participants - Rohan Ray, Ria Sarkar, Akash Samanta, and Anamika Basu.
Choreography by Sarmishtha Ray, Soma Samanta, Rekha Sarkar, Gargi Basu, and
Nivedita Bansal. Direction - Sarmishtha Ray and team.

Hope you enjoy the little experience of Puja in Bengal that all the artists and
volunteers have tried to recreate for you. Dave Runton and Saptarshi Mandal
provided audio assistance for both the Saturday and Sunday programs.
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As mentioned earlier, we are ready to launch the Members Only area - where we can
keep the information that is unique and conldential to our community, and also be
able to create work areas for group activities. Please see below (in the box) a write
up as to how we use this resource.

Best Regards,

Debashis Chowdhury (President, BCAA 2008), and team.

Kabul Sengupta - G'Sec; Kaushik Ghoshal - Treasurer
Tapan Ganguly - Food Sec Samir Nayak - Puja Sec
Indira Rajaram - Membership Joy Mukherjee - Sports sec
Basumitra Barua - Cultural Soumya Biswas - Sponsorship

Sandeep Bagchi - Web Master

Member’s Area on the BCAA web page, by Sandeep Bagchi.

We have extensively used our BCAA web page to communicate with all the
members of the Bengali community. We have taken this to the next step and now
have a dedicated members area where we can have member information like
address, email, children’s names and telephone numbers that can be accessed
with a personal login and password.

The steps to get into the members area are as follows:

a) Go to our website : www.azbengal.org

b) Click on ‘Members’ section on the left hand menu bar.

c) Onthe member area page, click on ‘Go to member’s Area’ on right top corner.
d) A popup box will appear. Key in your Login and Password information.

* Every member will receive or might have received a login name and password.
The plan is to have a login name for each member of the family. We will be starting
the process with one login name per family. The login name will be the initial of
the Irst name followed by the family name, all in lower case (example: Sandeep
Bagchi with have login id as ‘sbagchi’ . The default password will be ‘bcaa2008.

» There will be a small check box on the pop-up to save your password. If this
box is checked, the system will not ask for the password again. By default, if a
password is entered once, it will remain active on that page for 30 minutes.

e) Once you are in the members area, you will have access to members contact
details and host of other discussion groups like Logistic sub group, Cultural
Subgroup, Web Management subgroup, BCAA members discussion forum etc. You
will also have access to important announcements by BCAA committee members
regarding the upcoming events. You will also have access to numerous Bengali
newspapers.
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Best Complements:

To the Bengali Association of Arizona
(BCAA)
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Wishing you a Happy and Prosperous
Puja Season !!
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Best Compliments from:

I-Mart

Asian Grocery and Neighborhood Convenience Store

1046 S Terrace Rd, Tempe, AZ 85281
Phone: (480) 731 4794

FOR2D
Spedialty: Fish, Goat meat and Asian spices
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FRY'S ELECTRO

For all your major appliance need please contact:-

B. A. MASUD

2300 W Baseline Road
Tempe, AZ 85283
602 445 5115 Store

480 252 8037 Cell
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Six Billion Faces And
ntin

Trisha Chaudhury

Being only 6 or 7, and not knowing a lot
about art but loving to draw and doodle,

| took a week long class. The art teacher

| had was teaching our class how to draw
faces. According to her there was only
one way to draw a face. She thought
every face was the same; the only
difference could maybe the color. Every
face had those perfect almond eyes with
"awless circular pupils. Every nose was
the same exact size and shape. Every
lip had that exact same smile, same
shape, and same lines. Even the face
shape was the same constant ugly oval.
At the time it seemed like the right way
to do it.

However the girl sitting next to me
started drawing a more heart shaped
face. As the teacher started walking
around to see how we were drawing,
she starts yelling at the girl, telling her

that it is wrong, faces aren’t shaped
like that. She even started erasing it
and drawing the perfect oval for her.
This kept going on and on with the
eyes, the lips, the nose the girl Inally

gave up and just drew the way that the

teacher thought was right. After being

taught the “proper” way to draw a face

we started onto self portraits. We all
looked the same exact way. Looking at
all the portraits side by side we looked
like identical twins. After the class was
Inished, when | ever was told to draw

a face | drew the exact same face over
and over again.

| was about 9 or 10 years old, when |
got a new art teacher, Mrs. Chatterjee,
she showed me that everyone doesn’t
have the same perfect face. Eyes don't
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always have perfect circle pupils. Noses
can be pointy or "at. Lips don’t always

have a cheery smile but can be serious
or sad. Faces are circle, squares, or even
heart shaped. People may want it to be
perfect but true perfection only comes
when you draw those small differences
and imperfections.

My Family

Divya Ghoshal (7 years)

Being a toddler Playing with water
Is my brothers way,
Dancing in the air Going to the fair,
My sister does, if she may#
Helping us out Without a shout,
Is what my mom would do.
Working for living Being very giving
Is what my dad does too.
My family is nice... And kind...
And ‘tis dear to my mind.
They are like treasure to me,
And to be part of my family,
Is a pleasure for me.
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Growing Up Too Fast

Antora Majumdar

When you see your classmates smoking and doing drugs.
And you’re only 14

When you see your classmates breaking down because of what they go through at
home.
And you’re only 14

When you see your classmates cracking under pressure.
And you’re only 14

When you see how much your classmates can despise each other.
And you’re only 14

When you see your classmates starving themselves because they think they’re not
skinny enough.
And you’re only 14.

When you see your classmates sobbing because they don'’t think they’re good
enough.
And you’re only 14.

When you see classmates trying to drink their problems away.
And you’re only 14

When you see your classmates backstabbing each other for things that won’t matter
in a month.
And you’re only 14.

When you see your classmates struggling, everyday, to be happy.
And you’re only 14.

When you see your classmates give up the dreams they want the most.
And you’re only 14.

And after | have seen all of those things | am “only 14” no more. | have been
pushed, prodded, and shoved into the harsh world called reality. And there are no
more “onlys” no more “14s”. | have become older...in the worst way imaginable. |
am growing up too fast and | cannot help but feel that that faster | am propelled the
harder my young self will fall, crash, and burn.
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Ealling Through the Cracks

Suravi Sengupta

A chill passes through your spine
The dark room seems to get smaller every second
You slide downward not knowing where to look or where to go
You're frightened, you're isolated, and you are depressed
You're falling through the cracks.

Even good girls have secrets
You have a secret
A secret you won't tell your best friends
A secret you won'’t even write down since you're too scared someone will see
You're falling through the cracks.

You're running. You're running away from something
You're running away from your past
The past that’s full of secrets that disturb your thoughts
You're falling through the cracks.

The memories. All those memories that haunt you
You try and push them aside but they come back and get you once again
You try to erase them from your mind
But they just come back and rewrite themselves
You're falling through the cracks.

People staring at you with wonder, is what you imagine
When you're outside you feel self conscious
You think to yourself ‘do they know my secret?’
So you wear a mask that hides your true identity from the crowd
You're falling through the cracks.

Pacing back and forth across the "oor
Thinking about times before the incident
Thinking about the mistakes you’'ve made
You want to Ix it, you want to, but you feel as if you can’t
You're falling through the cracks.

You're tired. Tired of hiding from everyone
You want to tell, but when the time comes no words come out
You want to tell them how you feel, who you are. So you change
You slowly and carefully take off the mask that hides your real face
Your ugly face. But after you pull it off, how do they react?
‘Are you okay?’ one says. ‘She must be tired’ the other says
You don’t know what to do, so you sit and look at the mask you once wore.
You analyze it, every part of it
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You make your decision and put the disguise back on
You're falling through the cracks.

You fall hard. You fall into a hole of turmoil
It spins you around and round and it doesn’t stop
You're confused, hurt, and angry
You're falling through the cracks.

The pain is unbearable

You wrap your arms around your knees and hope for the best

You take all your emotions and try to push them aside

Tears fall from your eyes as you sit on your bed and shed them

The pain. It hurts so bad
Your heart throbbing, your head pounding, and your whole body is burning
You're falling through the cracks
You have fallen through the cracks...

-20-



-21-

Bengali Cultural Association of Arizona

Ipsha
Banerjee
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Please contact Anil Dhakal
(Manager)
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Urvi
Banerjee
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Leave N ne Behin

Sarbari Chowdhury

It is a matter of honor to the
members of the Indian army that
they will leave no one behind.

C
RN

»

Almost everyday, when we pick up a
newspaper, there is something in it
about war against terrorism. In the
US it is about the war being fought in
Afghanistan and Iraq; in India it is about

the war in Kashmir.

Most of us read these news articles, if we
read them at all, with a jaded attitude.

But the lives of the soldiers !ghting

the wars are very stressful. Here is a
story based on a tru incident. Though
the story is not set on the frontier of
a war zone, it brings forth the toll the

war takes on the brave young people on
the front. It especially brings forth the

honor and heroism of all the members
of the army in everyday situations.

'(«C\\%)\\“'

Colonel Rajat Basu was feeling very
impatient. He hated these last minute
assignments. Just this morning he had
been told to go over to Chandigarh to
attend an urgent meeting. He tried to
get a 'ight — no luck, a reservation
on the train — no luck. Now he would
have to travel without reservation on
the train and hope that the TT (Travel
ticket examiner) is nice and can be
persuaded to provide him with a berth
for the night. He was getting too old for
these ‘emergencies’ — whims of his boss
as he secretly called them. He was tired
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after working a full day. When he let his
wife know about the last minute travel
— she was not at all happy to say the
least. And, to top it all, the drive to the
railway station was very frustrating with
the rush hour traflc.

The story on the train was just as he had
expected - overcrowded, hot and stuffy.
He managed to climb onto a second class
compartment and stand in a niche near
the door till the train started. It was hot
as hell, people sweating, and the stink
from the toilet was getting to him. This
was notan air conditioned compartment,
and the black little fans attached to
the ceiling of the compartment, turned
noisily swirling the humid air around.
Colonel Basu took out his handkerchief
and mopped his face. The smell of
unwashed sweaty bodies mixed with the
dust and grime was nauseating. But this
was life, he philosophized.



He could see the TT, in his ill tting black
coat, surrounded by at least a dozen
people walking towards the entrance of
the compartment. Once the TT boarded,
he was immediately swamped by a few
more of people asking for seats. Colonel
Basu stood by quietly waiting for an
opportunity to talk to the TT. He did not
want to shout over the din these people
were making. The mob followed the
TT as he walked from one end of the
compartment to the other.

Colonel Basu stood waiting for the
TT to return his way. After about 15

minutes he again saw the TT, this time

headed his way — and alone — no mob
surrounding him. Colonel Basu took this
opportunity and approached the TT,
right away introducing himself. He knew

from experience that there was usually

an appreciation for the army among the

railway personnel.

‘Namashkar TT sahib. He started. ‘I
am Colonel Basu. You see, this trip got
planned very suddenly and | did not
have time to get a reservation. | am
really very tired. Do you think you can
Ind me a berth for the night?’

‘Sir, namaste, but Sir, as you can see,
we are very booked, but let me see what

| can do. | know you armywala chaps.

Doing so much good work. Please !Ind
a place to sit for now, | will look and

see what | can do’ responded the TT
and continued on his way to the next
compartment.

Colonel Basu felt better, this meant he

would be able to sleep in peace. The
TT would have told him if there were
absolutely no berths available, and a
‘let me see what | can do’ meant there

would be a berth available for him.
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Now to Ind a place to sit#

Even before he could look around for
one, he saw a young man who was
sitting on the seat nearest to the door

beckoning him.

‘Sir; said the young man ‘I could not help
but overhear your conversation with the
TT. | am Captain Rajveer Rai, Sir. | am
traveling alone. Why don’t you join me
at my seat — there is enough place for
two people Sir.’

Colonel Basu smiled at the young man.
‘Thank you Captain’ he answered and
sat down next to Rajveer.

Soon, the two army men were chatting
about army life. Captain Rai was
returning home from a long posting at
the India Pakistan border in Kashmir.
Colonel Basu had been the Commanding
Oflcer of one of the army outposts in
the same region a few years back.

They had so much to talk about. Soon
they were sipping tea and snacking
on samosas. They talked about life in
these army posts, the recent cross-
border Irings and inlltration attempts
Krishnaghati, Bimbergalli etc.

They talked about how tense life was
out there, at the front — the war zone
really. This war was not like the war of
ancient times, times of Ramayan and
Mahabharat when battles started at
sunup and ended at sundown, and were
fought in open lelds. This was guerilla
warfare — in mountainous terrain, in
thick forests, where the enemy lurked in
every corner. There were no predelned
time or place. You never knew when
a terrorist, looking innocent, blending
with the background was lurking nearby.
At every waking hour soldiers were on
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tenterhooks — on alert. They talked
about the extreme physical and mental
stress this caused.

Out came a small "ask of Old Monk that

Colonel Basu carried with him. Over a
‘chota peg’ they joked about how even

to play golf on these postings, they had

to wear bullet proof vests.

They talked about how edgy everyone
was. They talked about how long this
war had been going on - 17 years of
bloody insurgencies. This was really
taking a toll on the boys.

They talked about how India has
almost 700,000 soldiers in Kashmir, in
dangerous, violence-savaged towns and
villages; the way they feltthe malevolent
hatred of the local people, where the
soldiers had to patrol the streets in full
combat uniform. Living amid hatred was
very much affecting the soldiers.

And it had taken its toll on Captain
Rajveer. He was delnitely exhausted

both mentally and physically. He related

to Colonel Basu how he had not seen
his family, his wife and young daughter

for almost eight months now. His leave

during Diwali had not been sanctioned
because of manpower shortage and this
had caused added friction between him
and his wife.

“In the old days, Sir, when people all
lived in joint families — the wives of
the soldiers away on duty had a built-
in support structure” said Rajveer. But
these days things were not like that.
Neeru had been living in Chandigarh
alone with heir daughter, because the
schools in the city were better and
everyone wanted a good future for their
children. Rajveer’'s parents and his in-
laws continued to live in their respective
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ancestral villages.

Neeru had been very disappointed when
Rajveer broke the news that his Diwali
leave was cancelled.

“I can understand the loneliness of
effectively being a single mother, living

alone and having to manage on her
own was very hard, especially with a
precocious 7 year old daughter. It is so

hard.” Sighed Rajveer.

Neeru and his daughter Sania had been
really looking forward to seeing him
duringDiwali. Theyhad plannedaholiday
visiting Delhi and Agra. He remembered
Sania’s voice on the phone, it sounded
betrayed, she was choking back tears,
he could tell. Rajveer felt so helpless.
“Papa, aap nahin aaoge? You won't
come for Diwali, papa? Now everything
will be spoilt## | hate you, | hate you.
You are mean. | don’t want to see you
again.” Her little voice conveyed all the
disappointment and angst he felt.

Sometimes he felt like ending it all —
what was the point — the terrorists were
like rats — breeding and breeding —
eliminating a few here and there did not
really help. And they did not play by the
rules.Andwhatvaluewasheaddingtohis
family anyway. Neeru would probably be
better off without him — she could move
on and Ind someone better — someone
who would be around when she needed
him. “Oh, sometimes | really really feel
so hopeless” cried Rajveer, banging his
Ist on the seat.

ColonelBasulistenedto Rajveer, thinking
back to the times when he too had such
doubts. But that was a long time ago.
He had conquered these feelings. He
knew that his family understood. He
knew that the work the Army did in



protecting the country from terrorists

was very valuable. He also knew that
once the Captain had some time to rest
and relaxation, he would overcome
these brooding thoughts.

Their dinner arrived around 9pm. The
conversation turned_to the food in the
army and the rules of the dining room.

Dressing daily for dinner — a hangover
from the British era — but the food
was usually quite good and delnitely
well served. The oflcer’'s parties were
mostly gala affaires with lots of food
and delnitely a lot of alcohol. And then

there were some commanding oflcers
who loved to celebrate everything, any
excuse for a party — his birthday — his
wife’'s birthday — his dog’s birthday ....
And thus went the conversation during
dinner.

Just as they lnished eating — the TT
came by to say that he had found a seat
for the Colonel.

Soon Colonel Basu thanked Rajveer for
a most enjoyable evening. "Thank you

young man. You saved an old Colonel
like me from a very uncomfortable
and lonely evening. All the best to you

and regards to you wife. Good night”,

so saying he picked up his satchel and
overnight case and went in search of
his berth. It was an upper berth thus

nearer to the fan. So despite the heat,

as tired as he was he knew he would
sleep soundly. All the army training, of

sleeping with a rock as a pillow on hard

ground, sure was useful.

At about 11pm, Colonel Basu felt a hand
on his shoulder — shaking him violently.
He woke to see the TT looking up at
him.
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“Kya hai?” barked the Colonel. He really
did not like his sleep disturbed. He had
a long day tomorrow.

“Saab, the man you were sitting with
this evening — he fell. He fell sir, from
the train.” Stammered the TT.

Colonel Basu was immediately wide
awake. Now he now noticed that the
TT’s face was ashen and the man really
looked very shaken up.

“What happened? How did he fall? When
did he fall? Have you pulled the chain?”
asked Colonel Basu.

“Nahin, no Sir, | came to you only sir
Irst” was the response.

Colonel Basu was already running
towards the red emergency chain that
hung in every compartment meant for
stopping the train. He lunged at the
chain pull located near the ceiling and
pulled hard. He had to almost hang off
the chain before the rusty apparatus
worked — the train started slowing to a
stop. But a 700 tonne train running at
about 100 kilometers per hour takes a
while to stop.

Meanwhile Colonel Basu got the story
out of the TT. Apparently a passenger
was on his way to the restroom when he
saw Captain Rajveer leaning out of the
door of the compartment. The door was
wide open. The passenger thought that
Rajveer was taking in some fresh air to
combat the heat. Rajveer was holding
the support bar next to the door with
one hand. Suddenly - Rajveer fell off
the train. The passenger had rushed to
tell the TT and the TT had immediately
come to wake him, Colonel Basu, up._

Finally the train came to a stop. By now



Sharadarghya 2008

Colonel Basu was at the door of the
compartment. He got off the train, so
did the TT and a few other passengers
who were awake.

Already a number of men had alighted
fromthevariouscompartments.Hecould
seetheminthe dimlightemanating from

the train. Other passengers were slowly
waking up and wondering why the train
had stopped. He could hear them.

“What happened? Why did we stop here,
in this desolate place? How long before
we move again?” were the question on
everyone'’s lips.

By now, the guard and the engine driver
had joined the group.

They called the TT and Colonel Basu
aside. “Sir, this is a tragedy. We have
contacted the next railway station — but

it is almost 100 kms from here -

Colonel Basu estimated that the train
had traveled at least 15 kilometers from
where Rajveer had fallen.

“Are they sending someone to the
victim?” asked Colonel Basu “or should
we walk back and Ind him?”

“Sir they are trying to contact some
authority to come and take care of the
fallen man.” Said the guard.

“How quickly do they think someone will
come?” Colonel Basu asked.

“It will probably be morning by the time
someone gets there, it is so far from
everywhere, and also in this dark, they
will have to search, you see,” explained
the guard.
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“Morning is HOURS away. Damn these
people — no one wants to get up in

the night## This is an emergency# DO
people not understand?” Colonel Basu

spluttered.

“Anyway, then we must go, we can be
there sooner. Can we get a few men
together and start walking. Oh and also,
we need some water and do you have
a rst aid kit on the train?” said the
Colonel, composing himself a little.

The guard sighed, shaking his head. “Sir
it is late at night, the train cannot go

back. The passenger is most probably
dead. Also, he must have fallen some
15 — 20 km back. We cannot walk so
far in this night. This is a dangerous
area sir, dacoits, and snakes and other
animals. And the other passengers on
the train? What will happen to them?”
he replied.

The othersnoddedinagreement. By now
anumber of other passengers had joined
the crowd. Their vote too was towards
moving on and leaving the recovery of
the victim to the appropriate authorities
in due time.

Colonel Basu tried his best to convince
them that some of them should walk
back and wait at least till the authorities
came by. After all it a was human being
who had had the accident.

“The man maybe still alive and in pain.
We are in the middle of nowhere. The
nearest authorities are hundreds of
kilometers away. We can reach him
faster and maybe save his life# Come
on, the right thing would be for a few of
us to walk back and !Ind the poor man.
Please#’ entreated Colonel Basu to the
crowd.



“Justthink, ifthis had happenedtoyouor
one of your loved ones#” he continued.

But no, everyone wanted to just board
the train and go on. They hung their
head and looked morose but none would
agree to walk back or wait. What had
happened had happened to a stranger —
not to them.

Colonel Basu turned away. For him,
leaving a human being, especially a
fellow soldier behind was not an option.
It went against every ber of his being.

It went against his principle. He could
not, would not leave a man behind.

He made a quick decision. It is a matter
of honor to him.

“Ok, you go ahead. | will go back for
him”. He climbed back onto the train
and collected his satchel, llling it with a
bottle of water and a torch ("ashlight).
A passenger offered up some Dettol
(antiseptic lotion) and cotton-wool.
Colonel Basu checked for his cell phone.
He asked the guard to again call ahead
to the next railway station and the army _
oflce there and let them know that a
soldier had had an accident and needed
help.

Then he jumped off and started walking
back on the tracks. Even before the
Colonelhadcrossedthelastcompartment
the train was moving on. The light from
the train faded slowly, Colonel Basu’s
eyes got accustomed to the dark. He
started to look around — a lonely !gure
on the railway track — and fallow lelds
studded with stunted bushes as far as
the eye could see.

Colonel Basu walked on, his mind
focused on his task. He heard rustlings
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in the bushes, and at one point he was
sure a snake slithered by right next to
him.

He walked for a while and then for a
change of pace, started jogging. The
moon was dim, the night partially
cloudy. It was hard for him to see where
he was stepping. Soon he slowed to a
walk again. He wanted to call his wife,
but it was very late, but he needed to
talk to someone. He called the army
headquartersinDelhi.Hetalkedtooflcer
on duty, telling him of the incident and
asked him to make sure that someone
was dispatched to take care of the fallen
soldier. He also informed the duty of!cer
that he, Colonel Basu was going in
search of Captain Rajveer Rai and that
he would keep the Delhi oflce posted
on the situation.

He continued to walk and jog through
the dark night —with the empty lelds on
both sides, past hulking dark boulders,
past deep gullies. At one point he had to
cross a railway bridge - one false step
would mean death — a train coming on
the track means death.

Far away he saw the light of an
approaching train, he stepped away
from the tracks to let the train pass — he
could feel the air rush past him almost
knocking him down. Once the train
passed he let out his breath in a long
sigh. He realized he had been holding
his breath. He closed is eyes, took a
deep breath to calm his mind. Then he
got back on the tracks and continued on
his way. The one thought on his mind
was - where is the captain?

It took him more than four hours to
reach the place where the young soldier
had fallen. The young man was dead —
his body mangled by the fall. Colonel
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Basu sat down beside the body and kept
vigil. Alone in the darkness, he waited.
His was a lonely vigil, but no, he would
not leave his man behind.

Help !nally came just as dawn was
breaking. The rescue team found an
exhausted Colonel beside a fallen
brave.

C
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The young soldiers death was ruled an
accident — he must have stood at the
open compartment door to get some
fresh air, and his grip must have slipped.
No one knows what really happened —
but the fatigue — emotional and physical
that the soldiers go through at this war
against terrorism — be it in Kashmir
or lrag - MUST be remembered and
appreciated.

And the heroism of the Colonel, who
went out alone in the dark inhospitable
night to Ind and stand by his comrade
— must be revered.

HEC 0%

»

-32-

«
AN
Indian Army to probe high stress levels of
soldiers

Dated 3/11/2006

“This is an insurgency-wracked area.
Soldiers operate in an environment
wherethey are not sure aboutthe future.
This situation generates a lot of stress,
and sometimes results in these kinds of
incidents,” said Col. Hemant Juneja, an
army spokesman in Srinagar.

Also contributing to the pressure are
changes in Indian society, like the
breakdown of the tradition of men
staying with their parents, even after

marrying and having their own children.

“A soldier who went off to war was sure
his wife and children would be looked
after in the event of his being killed in
battle. With modern nuclear families,
the soldier is always beset by concerns
about his family’s future,” Juneja said.

But prolonged deployment in dangerous
situations is the largest factor in
increasing stress levels, says Brig.
Harwant Singh, a retired army oflcer.

“Interroristandmilitancy-affectedareas,

the potential presence of terrorists in
close proximity takes its toll,” said Brig.
Singh. “This makes them edgy, “

Military experts also say that the army is
becoming “overstretched” with soldiers
having to do long spells in diflcult
areas.

(G M
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CACTUS In the Land of Saquaros

Aniket Majumdar

Six characters in pursuit of a musical
dream landed in the Valley on Septem-
ber 28, 2008. As part of Bengali Cul-
tural Association’s fall cultural offering,
the Bengali band Cactus performed

at the IACRF Community Center and
rocked the hall for about four hours. As
the evening progressed the band was
able to persuade the crowd to join in
and eventually got them on their feet
to gyrate to the beat of the music.

Formed in 1992, Cactus is led by vocal-
ist Siddhartha Ray, one of the founding
members and a doctor by training. The
other lead vocalist is classically trained
Sayak Bandyopadhyay. Keyboardist Su-
dipto Banerjee, lead guitarist Allan Ao,
bass guitarist Sandip Roy and drummer
Shibaji Paul round out the group.
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Cactus is a rock band and as such is in-
"uenced by the collective subconscious
of rock music. So you can hear in their
music familiar refrains immortalized

by legendary bands like Cream, Deep
Purple, Pink Floyd, Queen and Dire
Straits, to name a few. And the group
acknowledges such in"uences.

Rock music is all about the edgy exis-
tence of humans. This angst is brought
about by a combination of words, mu-
sic and delivery. However, the band
sings in Bengali, which brings with it

a unique set of challenges. Siddhartha
brought this up in an informal work-
shop the group held the following eve-
ning. The challenge lies in matching
the music



with words that reinforce the edge, a
point well taken.

Singing in Bengali also provides the
group with additional resources. The
musicians can experiment with native
styles. In fact, Sandip has incorporated
baul geeti in some of the songs, with
some success.

Rock music is alien to the traditional
soirees of Bengali music. However,
young people and people young at
heart (or with arrested development)
all over the world Ind expression in
such music and dig it. It is with some
regret | admit that the community
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failed to respond in a ltting manner.
But there is hope that continued ex-
posure will bring enough audiences to
attend these events in future.

Members of Cactus are all familiar
faces around us. They are like our
brothers, our friends, our neighbors or
perhaps our offspring. The six young
men have given up lucrative careers to
make music. Their dedication is com-
mendable. They deserve our attention.
And expanding on a line from a song
by Cactus, “it's crowded in here ... look
for us in the crowds.” In the landscape
of Bengali rock music, once barren,
Cactus is as tall as a saguaro.
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Happiness
Sharmistha Bhattacharyya

Life: what a wonderful journey through
zig-zag path. Every twist and turn is a
learning experience. As we all know, life
is not a bed of roses but we all still hope
for success, happiness peace, prosperity
and love. We all want to experience the
life to its fullest. We desire the thrill to
live, excitement to follow and boundless
joy in our lives. Materialistic happiness
that we all long for is neither fulllling nor
rewarding. This enhances the hunger
for what we want rather than what
we need. Once again, reality knocks
at our door to remind us with poverty,
sickness and bereavements. When the
stormy night is over, the sun prevails by
brightening up the world. No one seems
to remember the dark clouds. Likewise,
humans seem to forget the gray days
when good times do shows up. The
one and only way to Ind the ultimate
happinessis through meditation and self
realization while weaving the spiritual
bridge between you and the almighty
God. On this auspicious day, let's all
make a promise to take some time out
of our busy life to tune ourselves to
Ind the absolute truth and ultimate joy,
which is priceless.
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lam me
Rupanjana Sengupta

To Amrita it wasn’t in any way shocking
to discover how human beings hurt
each other without any concrete rhyme
or reason sometimes unknowingly, at
times in a premeditated process. Long
time back Amrita had stopped asking
this question why we hurt each other;
she had gotten the answer the reason
being we are hurting within. With this
knowledge she conjured rationale to
forgive those who caused her pain.
To Amrita this was a scenario that
she had surrounded herself at her
own will by her own choice, she was
a powerful tabloid journalist in the

big glittering though predominantly
dark world of hardcore Bollywood
cinema. Writing about the rampant
illicit relationship, the cut throat
competition, the unkempt secrets and
the demons of fame and success that
rule the minds of mortal humans,
giving the stars’ a false sense of
exhilarated unrealistic view of their
invincible image. Amrita knew how

to pimp these stars to the public, the
tabloid sold like hot cakes and that
determined her enormous paycheck.
Amrita realized the simple equation;
though the tabloids are ostracized as a
dingo journalism however the bottom
line was the public laps up these
stories. Amrita sometimes wondered
why do tabloid journalism sell, the
answer to this was public doesn’t
have the guts to break away from
their own self imposed boundaries so
it gives them incalculable pleasure to
read the scandal about the stars who
are actually breaking free beyond

the boundaries, it is a surrealistic life
that one lives through gossip. On the
contrary Amrita herself had broken



quite a few societal rules making her

to be who she is ; She delnitely was at
crossroads analyzing if she had regrets
.......... Yes# Today she has quite a few
regrets....... hell# Who doesn't...... but
she doesn’t feel any. Amrita recognized
the feeling of regrets brings about

that hurt, she was at peace today.

She had realized within “| am me” and
was satisled. Amrita looks out of her
Marine Drive apartment window seeing
the grey ocean all decked up with the
gueens necklace glistening with the
ominous clouds with the harsh rains
falling. Looking at the tumult Amrita
knew, the ocean was discovering who
she was amidst the thunderous rain
and the heavy cruel turbulent waves
that was constantly beating her down;
through this havoc experiencing

the black......... experiencing the
struggle.......... experiencing the
lght.......... experiencing the storm..........

and tomorrow morning Amrita knew
the ocean would look peaceful and
serene with its added beauty of
internal struggle. Amrita goes out to
her balcony to feel the oceans’ struggle
amidst the roaring rage of thunder and
the rain. Amrita was feeling the rain on
her body drip and then thrash, soaking
her with its wrath; Amrita glancing

up at the sky, her torso balanced on
the balcony railings feeling the rains
lashing on to her face, drinking in the
streaming poison and remembering
how she became “l am me”

Amrita had met Dhiman through the
internet, this friendship on the web as
she would later discover was like the
mirage that you see in the desert. At
Irst the mirage looked very welcoming,
it was an epitome of rapturous bliss
with its vast promises to quench all
her thirst, however mirages are an
illusion and your contrived images are
not really real. Reality is masked by
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the blue screen of false trust. With a
very young courtship Dhiman proposed
marriage to Amrita and she agreed
Amrita had all along decided in her
mind that she wouldn’t compromise
with the idea of an arranged marriage,
marriage would be determined at

her own terms. She had waited for
love........ waited ...... and waited ...... and
when she perceived love to happen

it was in the form of Dhiman. Amrita
had seen her cousins getting married,
her friends getting married, herself
becoming a little in secured. Amrita
with this marriage had to consent to
some drastic changes in her lifestyle.
She had just gotten a job with this
tabloid paper which she had to give up,
she was leaving Mumbai to her new
home to the United States of America.
Amrita was Dhimans’ second wife,

that didn’t matter, she always walked
her talk; in life one should be given
another chance; an idealistic outlook.
After coming to the USA her glass
house crumbled, reality revealed itself
in its stark ugliness. Dhiman wasn'’t

the man he had professed to be and
she had perceived him to be, Amrita
had failed to recognize; the rush of
Dhimans temper she experienced

for the Irst time was due to a trivial
occurrence of the smoke detector being
set off while frying some !sh, Dhiman
burst out like a volcano grabbing her
and pushing Amrita on to the "oor in

a violent manner. She understood she
had married the wrong man, an abuser.
She let it happen while planning her
freedom; Amrita was strong, didn’t
believe in accepting what fate proposes
on the contrary believed in making

her own fate, immense believer of the
factor “I”, she knew she would get out
of this since Amrita trusted herself and
foremost she was capable of loving
herself. Amrita pretended but made
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plans; plans nurturing in her mind, to
her mind is a strong weapon, decisions
needs to be conceptualized in your
mind Irst and without fear then the
action follows smoothly. Amrita decided
in her mind to stay alone gained that
strength from her own self reliance to
lead herself. The escape came within
one year; Dhiman lost his job and

had to go back to India. In India she
got herself a lawyer and proposed
divorce, Amrita wanted to be a role
model not an example. As anticipated
Dhiman and the society tried to make

her scared of being alone........ she
broke a rule, wasn't afraid............ wasn'’t
scared to live a life alone....... loved her

freedom more than ever since she had
experienced the shackles.

Amrita got back her old job, she
realized she was very good at her job
and climbed the ladder. In the process
of growing up we become more factual
rather than stay an idealist, shades

of grayness creeps into our black and
white judgment of existence sometimes
losing our self and again rediscovering
our self in a new dynamism. Amrita
was on a journey to discovering “I

am me” and with change our own
metamorphosis occurs, to Amrita
experiencing life without the tabooed
regulation was another rule she broke.
Amidst her numerous affairs, she fell
in love with a married man. Navroz
was whatever she wanted in a man
except the fact that he was married
with a child. She still remembered
how shattered she was when he had
made his nal decision to leave her

for his wife and child, remembering
that day always brings on a sharp
stab; but today she can forgive Navroz
since she understands the feelings of
care and “ Maya” verses euphoria of
passion. To Amrita lust is sometimes
very much overrated by the restless
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individuals not so sanguine towards
the experiences of mundane day to
day nuances of ©* Maya in our living”.
With Pepe she was introduced to the
depth, intensity and profoundness of
love shrouded in sel"ess compassion,
care, thoughtfulness and the warmth of
maya.

Amrita had met Pepe at the railway
station waiting for the nightly 11 o
clock train to arrive which would take
her to the Grant Road station. Amrita
was breaking; her strength to stride
was faltering, she was tired. As she
was waiting glued to her thoughts

of angst full self pity there was
someone tugging at her churni , with a
sharp turn she was facing a little girl
approximately lve years old with the
most beautiful sole full eyes she had
ever seen in her life. Pepe she called
herself had a paper and a pencil in her
hand and asked if Amrita would do
her a favor by identifying the name of
the letter “P” that she had scribbled,
Amrita got talking to this little girl

who had such an immense thirst for
learning. Amrita discovered Pepe
missing her 11 o clock train; learned
that Pepe was alone in this world, that
her mother was missing for a year
Pepe had a dream; Pepe wanted to
learn to read and write so that she
could Ind her mother. At the beginning
Pepe studied the sign boards to learn
the English Alphabets then she would
ask the train commuters to decipher
the letters for her and had progressed
till the letter “P”. Her home was the
poverty stricken railway station, Pepe
showed her most precious treasure
that she owned ; it was a color full
book of alphabets presented to her
by the station bookstall vendor. Pepe
had survived in this squalor with the
help of other footpath neighbors, kind
enough to give her food to survive.



Amritas’ throat was hurting as she
swallowed hard to keep the tears

from rolling down; Amrita had to keep
on smiling since she was facing the
radiant smile on Pepes’ face. So very
nonchalant Pepe was of her pathetic
situation, so very devoid of self pity,

so much Pepe believed in herself,
Pepe had a dream. How simple it is

to dream, her dream that she would
actually Ind her mother. Amrita was
asking herself where did Pepe Ind the
strength to dream; “within herself”
realized Amrita, she held on to Pepes
hands .......... little did Pepe realize that
she was inspiring this adult to live a
life. After a month of friendship Amrita
couldn’t live without Pepe, she brought
Pepe home. Amrita fell in love..........
this time it was different...... it was with
her very own ve year old daughter
named Pepe. Pepe discovered her
dreams too ....... found a mother .............
Dreams comes true that is if you wish
to dream.

Amrita was soaking wet with the

acid rains...... she never sacrilced the
pleasures of getting drenched......
"anking her hands on either sides

her face lifted just like a bird ready
to'y ....... rains come and then they
always fade away. She didn’t "inch

to experience the hurt, the negatives
of life, the struggles within her
environment, didn’t con'ne herself

in a cocoon, she exposed herself to
the winds and the rains of living and
discovered the purity in her thoughts.
Amrita realized the reality of erecting
Ma Durgas’ idol with a little bit of dust
from the !lth of the whore houses; in
the llth the clarity is buried. Next week
her grown up Pepe would leave for
the United States for her Im studies,
Pepe was going to the country that
Amrita had "ed. Amrita was happy
today; she had Surinder beside her,
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the man she wouldn’t have noticed in
her younger days since he lacked the
superlcial luster of an attractive man.
No# she wasn’t married to him ......
another rule she had broken.............
sometimes some relationships
doesn’t need the legitimate bond

they become strengthened with the
"owing memories of unconditional
understanding. Amrita had found
herself through this unending journey,
discovered * Amrit ” the valued precious
of life.......... being satisled with “I am
me” relishing her experiences not
ashamed by them, not hurting others
nor aching within nor feeling the blight
but feeling at peace.

Existence
Dr. Tushar K. Ray

The universe revealed her mystery to me
Amid the grandeur of her beauty
Blossoming from everything | could see
Permeating the deep unseen layers
Those made up of intelligence and energy
And going further beyond
When my “I” dissolved in that sea of joy!
And the universe alone exists!
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Eternal Companion
Dr. Tushar K. Ray

Thou have me wrapped up in an invisible touch
From every angle and plane of my being

Becoming my vital part while meeting my needs
Thou keep me alive and make me going

I’'m born and live in Thy bosom, destined to die
In this body of mine that is ever changing

In death that blends with energy of the universe
Being aware of that fact my fear is gone

| know my consciousness is none but deathless
And my body is just part of a name-form cluster
That is eternally vast as a changing phenomenon

While staying changeless Thou art the essence
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ir Jagadish Chandra B
Dr. Tushar K. Ray

Vijnan-Acharya Sir Jagadish Chandra Bose
A towering son of Mother India
First to transplant the contemporary science
In her rich soil of Vedic wisdom
Thus creating a worldwide sensation
Unparallel in the recent past of our nation
The impact of which still vibrates
Amid microwave, radio and worldwide web

His genius was not limited to material alone
Became pioneer in the plant life as well
Revealing the plant’s nature compared to animal
With homemade tools to meticulously unveil
He showed the parallelism in the living kingdom
Being truly blessed in the Vedantic wisdom
He could see the truth from the universal stand
Helping an enthusiast to see the unseen

He inspired our young to follow basic sciences
Setting novel example for others to follow
And new breed of scientists were created thus
Helping to spread India’s modern image
Immensely we owe to this scientist cum patriot
Must focus our heart to this great luminary
And respect him as a pioneer of modern India

On this era of his 151 st birth anniversary
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Games Our Divine Soul Play

Dr. Tushar K. Ray

Our soul is the basis of this incredible universe
Using the vast energy-information resource
Soul is creating all for own glory
This ever-shifting delightful splendor
That is going on and on forever
Yet soul lives amid this as a neutral observer
Enveloping this entire universe
Forever detached from its autonomic scheme
Free as a spider in its bodygenic net
Soul runs the law-bound vista like an ideal clock

Our body too is a part of this incredible web
That mind duly fashioned to satisfy own ego
Becoming a part of this diverse scheme
Where supreme soul stays as the true enjoyer
Yet we suffer due to wrong self-identi"cation
Thinking of our #eeting body as the true enjoyer
Being ignorant of own soul in self-delusion
Arising from our deep desire for ego satisfaction
And this goes on until all desires are done
When quickly we're awaken as soul-conscious!

So, we recognize in the end as the eternal soul
Staying whole hereafter as a blissful entity
As our desire-less mind stays dissolved in the soul
Yet whenever it desires it emerges for beauty!
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