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t's that time of the year again. The

mornings have turned misty, the
summer sun has dialled down several
notches, and there’s more than a whiff
of winter in the crisp morning breeze.
This is also the time when Bengali hearts
everywhere beat to the rhythm of the
dhaak as Ma Durga arrives en famille.
Pujo means adda; pujo means piety. Pujo
means fasting for anjali; and feasting for
four straight days. Pujo is longing and
belonging. Pujo is pujo bhraman. Pujo is
curling up with a pujabarshiki, and being
harrassed for a submission for the pujo
souvenir. In this spirit of pujo, and more,
we present to you KATHAN — a cele-
bration of words and ideas. Happy read-
ing and Happy Durga Pujal
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From the president’s desk

elcome to our 15th Durga Puja! The Indian Cultural

Society, Cambridge, and its activities are very close
to my heart and I take immense pride in the knowledge
that the ICS family currently has more than three dozen
active members and hundreds of wellwishers. I founded
this organisation in 2002 with the help and support of my
wife Dr Barnali Ghosh, Mr Gopal Dutta and Mrs Flora
Dutta. Today, our members are spread across Cam-
bridgeshire, and even beyond.

ICS aims to celebrate the diversity of all immigrated Indian communities, Brit-
ish Indians and like-minded people from local Cambridge communities, and pro-
mote harmony. We feel privileged that volunteers from other communities join
us to make our festival a success. For more information on our various activities
and to follow our annual calendar, please visit www.indianculturalsociety.co.uk.

The Indian Cultural Society is financially supported by Cambridge City
Council, devotees and volunteers from all over UK and our members. We have
plans to order a new set of deities from India for next year’s puja and we need to
generate a big fund this year to meet our financial commitment. I would request
everyone to contribute separately towards the deity fund.

Enjoy your Puja with your family and fri-ends. Wish you all a very happy
Durga Puja.

ManNas DEB
PRESIDENT

INDIAN CULTURAL SOCIETY
CAMBRIDGE

Durga Puja & Sharad Utsav gl

Society
Annual Festival Of Pomp And Grandeur - 2016 || Indian Cultural Society, Cambridge Unity in Diversity

Puja Schedule Timetable:

8t Ocr, 2016 :Saptami & Ashtami - Puja :11:00 a.m.

9"0ct,; 2016 :Navami&Dashami - Pushpanjali :12:00 p.m.
- Prasad :12:30 p.m.
- Bhog Lunch :01:30 p.m.

Venue: Bewick Bridge Primary School, Fulbourn Old Drift, CB1 9ND.
Bus Route: Citi 1, Opp St. Andrews Church, Cherry Hinton.

Cultural P Schedule

8" Oct, Saturday (4 p.m. 9" Oct, Sunday (4 p.m.
Lamp lighting, inauguration Bangla gaan er ashor
Udbodhoni (Chorus & dance) Recitation
Musical repertoire Bengali Dance Drama

Recitation by guest artist Bengali Drama

Bollywood Hungama Sindur khela

ed Contribution/ Donation:
dult :E10perday - Family*  :£30perday
Kid (5-12yrs) :£7perday  *2aduls &up o 2 children
|

Background credit. hitp://sushantomandal deviantartcom/




How it all began

BarNnaLl GHOSH

he Indian Cultural Society is the cul-
mination of a long nurtured dream of
a motley group of Indians living in Cam-
bridge. Festivals are a tough time for expa-
triates everywhere, when the longing for the
homeland becomes a palpable physical ache.
For the immigrant Indians in Cambridge the
sense of loss at the inability to participate in
the many Indian festivities was compounded
by the distance to the big-ticket London pu-
jas, both literally as well as emotionally.
Fifteen years ago, torn between the long-
ing to return home, and the urge to grow
roots in this adopted homeland, a handful of
residents and students of Cambridge decid-
ed, for the first time in the history of this
ancient town, to organise their own Durga
Puja. The event marked a new entry in the
multicultural Cambridge calender, leading to
the birth of the Indian Cultural Society.

THE FIRST STEPS

Once it was decided to organise a Puja,
there were a lot of challenges. The target au-
dience varied from students, local residents,
academics. It needed to involve them all,
while maintaining the spiritual aspects of a
Puja. Such an event had never been organ-
ised in the history of Cambridge and there
was a lot of expectation around it. It would
be massive in terms of size and the audi-
ence that it would generate. It had to fulfil
the emotional need for a ‘home away from
home’.

PLANNING IT ALL — AUG 2002

Several decisions had to be made — choice
of the venue, generation of funds that a
gathering of such scale would involve, and
the formation of a committee which would
involve the local students and local ethnic
residents. Planning permission from the city
council, health and safety issues, possibility
of some funding from the council, public-

ity — all of these required immense coor-
dination and an assessment of the initial re-
sponse of the participants. The success of
the event depended entirely on the number
of people we could attract on the given date,
an in pre-Facebook days it was a tough ask.
A telephone directory was acquired and all
Indian sounding name listed was called up.

TIMESCALE

The idea for a Puja was floated in August
and the Puja had to be held in early Octo-
ber. It was a proper race against time. Meet-
ings were held every Sunday and the agenda
discussed. The idols, the most integral part
of a Puja, had to be sourced from Calcut-
ta by ship. On the day of the event, guests
had been promised a three-course meal and
cultural evening with artists from India. All
the artists had to be contacted and their
prices negotiated to acceptable limits. Final-
ly, last-minute contingency plans had to be
made in case of emergency.

OUTCOME

The event was a success beyond our dreams.
It drew 200 visitors, who enjoyed a day of
spiritual retreat, cultural enrichment and tast-
ed the culinary delight of the star chef. It also
generated funds in excess of 400 after all
expenses had been met.




Now and again:
A starry-eyed journey

Soumi BANERJEE

When I'was a teenager
and still in school,
just looking at the azure
autumnal skies made me
happy. For, it marked the
countdown to the Durga
Puja. Oh! the happiness
that enveloped my being
and the tiny wish constant
in my soul for something
good to happen... are
inexplicable. It was just a
wish of an innocent one.

Of course, good things
did happen: new dresses,
delicious treats and the
holidays. And then there
was the added joy of
reading the Pujobarshiki
Apnandamela, chocful of
adventures of Professor
Shonku or Kakababu.

I was also a great fan of
Sanjib Chattopadhyay. I still remember one
of his stories called E£# Golap. The story told
by a naughty boy who did not like to "waste"
time studying and get up to all kinds of mis-
chief that I could only dream of. I could easily
put myself in his shoes. I remember the vivid
description of the bathroom with huge
mirrors and a carpet on which spilling wa-
ter on the floor was taboo. It opened doors
of imagination for me. I would also sneak
peeks into the Pujabarshiki Anandalok, gazing
at the beautiful heroines. Their beauty was
like sheer magic. To my gawky teeanger eyes
the trio of reigning queens of Bollywood,
Madhuri, Sti Devi or Meenakshi, seemed to
belong to another galaxy. I could ony gape
in wonder.

And then the day of the Mahalaya would
roll around. It began with the shrill alarm
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Ap111 ARVIND (AGE 6)

going off at 4am.
The radio would be
switched on and the
rich tenor of Birendra
Krishna Bhadro would
fill the slightly chilly
dawn as his Mabhisasuro
Mardini poured forth
from transistors in ev-
ery home. I remember
being told to keep my
hands folded while lis-
tening to the Chandi
Path and doing so un-
questioningly.

Mahalaya meant Sas-
thi, and the holidays,
were just six days away,
After that the days
passed like a whirlwind.
Today it all seems to

¢ a hazy dream.
I still remember visit-
ing an air-conditioned
‘mandap’ once and
enjoying the coolness amid the swelter-
ing crowds. The irony of the air-con being
a massive crowd puller had been quiet lost
on me.

Probably this all sounds clichéd. True. How
can I deny that? I can only tell you that the
exuberance at just looking at the different
new dresses for Puja was enough. That sym-
bolized happiness. Such was the spirit.

Now, when I look back, I realise that the
Puja was a harbinger of dreams to realise,
wishes to fulfil and hopes to keep us moving
forward in life. The teenager’s innocence is
long gone. But the azure skies still beckon.
The mellow golden sun still warms the heart
and announces that Durga Puja is just round
the corner. And this incorrigible optimist’s
heart misses a beat — good things will hap-
pen. Can you not hear the drum beats?
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Wish you all a very happy
Autumn Festival 2016~

With Best Compliments From
IQBRO Grocers

28 Milton Road

CB41JY

Phone : 01223 778504
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On the great Balkal trall

Pa11.AB RUDRA & SONELA BAsAk

he sun was just breaking over the hori-
zon when we started hiking on the

Great Baikal Trail between the villages of
Listvyanka and Bolshiye Koty, in Irkutsk,
Siberia. Soon, we had left Listvyanka far be-
hind. Listvyanka, where we had been stay-
ing with a local family in a Siberian log hut,
or izha — which had a dug-out hole for a
latrine at the farthest corner of the back-
yard, much like those in Indian villages, is an
idyllic village on the south-western shore of
Lake Baikal, with the Khamar Daban moun-
tains on the opposite shore making a stun-
ning backdrop. The villagers were extremely
friendly, and greeted us with “India? Raj Ka-
poor? Mera joota hai Japani...” Remembering
an article from an old Awandaloke magazine,
we replied, “We come from the same part
of India as Mithun Chakraborty.” Smiles and
handshakes and photos ensued all around.

Baikal, formed in the deepest continen-
tal rift on earth, is the world’s oldest lake
formed about 25-30 million years ago and
contains more fresh water than the North
American Great Lakes combined. But the
most amazing fact about it is that the lake is
still growing at the rate of 1-2cm a year.

The trail initially went parallel to the lake,
then went uphill for about 4km. The physi-
cally challenging ascent was through forests
of silver birches with the dense undergrowth

(ABOVE) Izba, a Siberian log cabin; and a
view of Listvyanka and Lake Baikal.

reaching up to our armpits in places. The
dense patches of silver fern fronds were a
surprise as we had always thought they were
endemic to New Zealand. At places, the rho-
dodendron created a riot of pink against the
deep green foliage.

We were a group of six led by our guide, a
knowledgeable school teacher, who had had
to give up his government job as he had not
been paid for ‘a few years’. The Perestroi-
ka had clearly not been much fun for him.
We rumbled through a maze of low shrubs
to a large, oval-shaped clearing deep within
the pine forests and came upon a remnant
of the Cold War — an enormous dere-
lict telescope in what used to be a secret
observatory. A spring gurgled past and we
refilled our bottles; the crisp clear taste of
its water still lingers. To the right, there was
a crest which rewarded us with a wonderful
view of the lake. The final descent took us
to a deserted beach in a rocky bay with views
across Baikal and its is-
lands and I could not resist
dipping my big toe in the
cold water.

Think of the word Sibe-
ria, and what flashes across
the mind is a feeling of un-
relenting cold and an un-
forgiving landscape. How-
ever, the deep blue stretch
of Baikal, surrounded by
mountains draped in darkest
green, is a beautiful contra-
diction to the stereotype.
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The beauty and the b

SoHINI DATTA BiswAs

Fairy Glen Game Reserve,

in Worcester, Western Cape,

South Africa, is just an hour-
and-half's drive from of

Cape Town. Nestled deep

inside mountains, this private

game reserve offers an African
safari experience, their main focus
being the “Big 57, the five most
endangered and talismanic of
African species — lions, elephants,
white rhinos, leopards and

wild buffaloes. Home to

many other species, such as the blue
wildebeest, bucks, zebras, springboks
and elands, the reserve

offers an experience of a

lifetime. A night in chalets,
watching the moon rise

between the
mountains and
listening to

the lions roar
while taking tiny
sips on local sweet
wine made

every moment
special.

(LEFT) One way to recog-
nise an African elephant
is by its ears that have a
striking resemblance to
the map of Africa.




(CLOCKWISE FROM ABOVE)

a) The brutal face of
poaching, an African
white rhino is missing his
horn.

b) The king in his lair.

c) The rare sighting of

PHOTOS: SOHINI DATTA BISWAS a springbok herd. The
springboks lend their
name to the South Afri-
can rugby team.

d) Herds grazing together.

Ay

e) A panoramic view of
Fairy Glen Reserve from
our truck.
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ANISHA ARVIND, AGE 5

It's Puja time!

RajosHEE CHOWDHURY, AGE 10

Durga Puja is a day,

When all of us Hindus come to pray.

But it’s not only about praying —

Us kids are constantly playing;

And there’s a lot of performing,

Playing instruments, singing and dancing!
And when you’re hungry,

Just help yourself to some prasad and curry.
Finally, when Durga Puja ends,

You will be sad and you will miss your friends.
But there is nothing to fear...

Ma Durga will be here, next year!

A lesson to learn

EsuaA PauL, AGE 9

One winter afternoon a little boy was
sitting under a big tree by the river. He
looked very sad; big fat tears dripping down
his eyes. He had been there for a while now.

Suddenly he saw a turtle swimming slowly
towards him.It was not very big. By the time
it reached the shore the boy had stopped cry-
ing, But he still looked sad.

The boy knew turtles don’t speak or under-
stand human beings, yet he needed to talk to
someone and the turtle was the only creature
around.

“Hello turtle,” he said in a little voice. “To-
day my teacher gave me my report card. I
have not done well at all,” he sniffed. “My
mum will be so upset. I really love her and
don’t want to make her sad. Maybe she will
be angry. She wanted me to do well. I should
have studied harder,but what will I do now?”

The turtle said nothing, But she looked as if
she understood everything,

The boy continued: “Perhaps...maybe...1
could... I'll hide the report from my mum!”

“Nooool”came a squeaky voice.

“Who is that?”the boy shivered, afraid of
getting caught.

“It’s me, the turtle!”

14

“What!!! You animals can’t speak!”

“I know,” said the turtle. “But sometimes
we do.”

The boy was shocked. "What do you think
I should do?”

“Don’t worry little boy, let me tell you a
story.”

“Once upon a time, there was a boy called
Alex. He also loved his mum like you. He too
had a bad report once that made him sad. So
he went to his grandpa’s house and told him
all his troubles. His grandpa was very happy
that Alex had come to him. He went with
him and stood by his side as Alex told his
mum everything, She was happy that Alex
had told the truth. So little boy let me be the
grandpa and you be a good boy like Alex.”

So along they went to his house. As the
turtle waited outside, the boy told his mum,
“Mommy, my result is really bad as I didn’t
work hard enough.” His mum was angry and
scolded him loudly. But she calmed down
soon and hugged him. “You are such an
honest boy. 1 appreciate your truthfulness!
From now we will work harder. Together.”

The boy excused himself and went outside
to his friend, the turtle. He took her to the
river and as he gently put her back in the wa-
ter, he whispered: “Thank you!”



NASA inspires me

Projjor. Rubpra, AGE 7

PHOTOS: PALLAB RUDRA
= -]

ASA is the place where rockets are

made. I want to go to Mars and also
be the first person to find out if we can go
out of the solar system. So, this summer
holidays, I went to NASA with my parents
to learn about rockets and
space.

I saw some old rockets
which have travelled to the
moon. Then I heard about
this new, extremely power-
ful rocket called SLS which
NASA is building. It will
be ready in about 2 years.
A type of SLS will go to
Mars. The first person to
go to Mars is now between 3.How do you go to the loo in
the ages of 6-16. I thought, space ?

“Good, I could be the onel!” He answered all my questions

My most memorable moment was meeting patiently. He even gave me a book. I came
astronaut Sam Gemar. He has been to the back from NASA happy, knowing lots more
space three times. We had lunch with him. about space and rockets.

(ABOVE) At lunch with Sam Gemar;
and Projjol wants to be an astronaut.

He also taught us stuff. I asked him:
1. Are aliens real?

2. How do you eat in space or the
moon?

0T OV HVtI)IIéU NVVHS
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Worth every penny!

Maui DeB, AGe 10

Overwatch Origins Edition is a multiplay-
er shooter where you play as a charac-
ter called an Overwatch. There
are 21 Overwatch characters to
choose from, and play in vati-
ous amazing game modes.

My favourite thing about this
game is how evenly all the char-
acters are balanced out. What
I mean by that is none of the
characters are too good so 1
don’t have to always play as one
guy because he is better than
everyone else. I also think that
all the characters have had a lot
of thought on how they look as
they all look super cool.

I also love that there are ab-

DVERWATCH

ODRIGINS EOITION

B L

solutely no bugs or glitches in the game at
all and all the animations for the character’s
power-ups are fantastic, which shows how
much time it took.

My main tip for being good
at the game is to not leave
your team behind when you
are trying to capture places in
the capture mode, or you will
almost definitely die. Stay as a
team. My second tip is to work
on your aim in the training
grounds with new characters
you are trying out so you get
used to them. Don’t stop train-
By ing!

The price is £37.00, with free
delivery, and I would say it’s
worth it. I would give this game
4 and a half stars.

What is my
colour?

SMERA SACHIN, AGE 9

It is the large pencil case I use in
school.

It is the roaring lions that roam in
Africa.

It is the gold fish that swim in the shal-
low pond.

It is the spinning umbrella going
through the heavy rain.

It is the squarish spelling book that has
my spelling test in it.

It is the frilly dress which I wear to fancy
parties.

It is the helium balloon which is fun to
play with.

It is the wonderful marigolds growing in
the field which seems to be everlasting.
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As proud as
a peacock

SHorNno BHOWMIK, AGE 8

he peacock is a native bird of India. It is

one of the most beautiful birds in the world.
Peacocks love rain forests and hills and live in
small groups. The male is called a peacock, the
female is called a peahen.

The male has a head crowned with a tuft of
blue, green and purple feathers. Its face has white
stripes and its back is green, black and blue. Pea-
cocks have long tails which covered with blue and
green spots that look like eyes.

You may have heard the saying that someone
is “as proud as a peacock”, it means that the per-
son is very proud and likes to shows off in the
same way that a peacock does when it opens up
its long feathers for everyone to see his beauty
and admire it.



The Fen
Causeway
Heron

TANISHA BiswaAs, AGE 8

One day, on my way to school, at a place
called Fen Causeway in Cambridge 1

saw a beautiful bird. It was tall, with a long
white neck and a bright blue body. It also had
three short black feathers on the top of it’s
head.

I really wanted to find out what this bird
was, so I asked Mamma to buy me a book
about birds. Mamma bought me a Bird En-
cyclopedia. I opened the book, and there it
was! The bird I saw on the way to school was
a Great Blue Heron, but I decided to name it
My Fen Causeway Heron.

The Heron waited for me everyday at the
same spot. It would sit on the bottom branch
of a giant, half-broken tree, waiting for me
to pass. Some days I would speed by, catch-
ing just a glimpse, unable to stop because of
the rush to get home. On other days I would
pray for bad traffic so that we would have to
stop for sometime and then I could wave at
my Heron and see if he waved back.

Slowly the term came to an end. We start-
ed preparing for our Christmas holidays,
presents and vacation. I forgot all about my
Heron in the excitement. On the last day of
school I thought I would say bye to Heron,
my friend. But when we arrived at the Fen
Causeway, I couldn’t see the heron! The
branch was there, the river was there, I was
there, only he wasn’t.

I was rather miserable for the holiday. 1
knew my friend was sad but I didn’t know
how to get him back and say sorry. Mamma
saw how sad I was and she showed me in the
book that herons go to the coast at winter.

It was my turn to wait now. I waited an-
other term, peeping out from the car at the
swamps to see if he is back. Each day I would
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TANISHA Biswas
hope to see him sitting at his usual spot. The
days got warmer and finally summer arrived,
bringing my Fen Causeway Heron with it.
Now I know when the time comes, it will go
away again. But I won’t be sad, as I know he
will come back again.

Singing &
Piano
Lessons

Have you ever wanted to
start singing or piano
lessons?

Come and try an initial consultation
lesson with a fullg qualified and DBS
-y checked teacher for only £15!

Each lesson is tailored to the ability
and age of the student.

Contact Emma:
07977552710
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Of being a Bengali in Britain

Oi1suANI Goswami, AGE 10

Being a Bengali in Britain is great fun. You
get to speak a different language, go to festi-
vals that last for almost three whole days, get
presents every once in a while and even get
some days off from studying!

It’s also about going to Kolkata. There are
many places where I go to when I am there
— to the cinemas, or shopping at New Mar-
ket with my mum’s friends and not forgetting
our local Mela, which comes along every De-
cember. The long, sunny winter days are also
about getting to see my relatives, both the
ones who fly back to India from all over the
world, and the ones who actually stay there.

Ah, the thrill of a rickshaw ride on a crowd-
ed bumpy road, or buying bangles and jew-
ellery from different roadside shops... not to
be missed!

Oh, and did I mention our almost-ev-
ery-other-year Puri trips with all my family
— 4-80 year olds, chattering and laughing
away, packed in half-a-train compartment,
with bunk beds to sleep on? When we final-
ly get there the next morning, ready to have
some fun, we spend hours playing in the
waves, and in the evening sometimes watch
the sun set. And last, but definitely not the
least, T absolutely /wve savouring my annual
papri chaat!

In my school, I have a group of five friends
who feel like sisters to me, and I'm sure they
feel the same way. All of us have roots in
different countries — Singapore, Ghana,
China, Italy, England and India. Were simi-
lar in many ways, but also very different. I am
really proud that I can contribute to our little
group of six by being who I am.

So here’s to Being Bengali In Britain!

My dream car
TripprT DAs, AGe 12

y dream car would be a Rolls

Royce with a magical star filled
night sky ceiling, as well as be sound
proof...Silence!

The leather would be the softest,
hand-stitched to perfection, and in
perfect harmony with the lacquered
veneer that glistened in the sunlight.

The shimmering blue piece of exquisite art would come alive at a gentle touch.

When I unlocked it, lights on the door handles would gently turn on, guiding and wel-
coming me into the plush interior. Ambient lighting would make me feel like I’'m in the
spotlight.

The deluxe display key would make it almost impossible to take the extravagant machine
out of your hands; a Pro navigation screen which would enhance the sense of luxury. If you
feel exhausted by a long ride, an in-built massage system in the seats would help you relax.
The fluffy carpet made of sheep wool would make it feel soft as a panda. And the 17-inch
TV screen with Bose speakers would make the luxury real.

The 20-inch alloy wheels would make the car glide. And the sport steering wheel would be
sheer joy to held. The car would drive itself, allowing me to relax and enjoy my quiet ride.

All this put together would make my dream car the experience of a lifetime. What’s yours?
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Keep
going!

RiTisuA BAIDYARAY, AGE 10

Every bad deed deserves a punishment
and I am determined that today shall be
that day — the day of revenge. I have suf-
fered in silence all along, unable to protect
my reputation, unable to stand up for myself,
unable to protest against lie. But there is a
limit to how much I can endure!

Why, it was just the other day...I was sing-
ing as usual. Well, there might be disagree-
ment as to what can be termed as song’, but
to me, it’s the sweetest and most melodious
song someone can ever sing! The boy hit
me hard on the head, twisted my ear rough-
ly and pushed me away angrily. I landed on
the floor; God knows how long I lay there
- my whole body sore and bruised. I felt like
going to sleep forever, so that I don’t have
to withstand such torture, but my sense of
duty kept me going, And to top it all, the boy
complained to his parents, I wasn’t doing my
work propetly, called me an old, ugly wretch
and asked them to throw me out of their
house.

“Their’ house! Well, can’t you see, it’s my
house too? It is this house I stepped in fif-
ty odd years ago, my majestic figure glow-
ing with pride, my resplendent ears beaming
of sophistication and my jewel encrusted
head echoing grandiosity! 1 was the pride
of my parents, my dad never stopping to
gush about me to his esteemed guests and
my mum caressing me with utmost love and
care. But gone are those days now! I am a
miserable, “old wretch’ to his son’ family.
Nobody pauses to think how much service
I have rendered to them over the years, my
body battered, bruised and knackered but
my will power keeping me going...

It’s almost night time now. I hear the fami-
ly saying, the surgery was successful. Thank
God! The boy is going to get better! That’s

My sushi recipe

DisHA MoNDOL, AGE 12

ushi is a delicious Japanese dish that
dates back to the 8" century. Today,
it is popular around the world. Here’s
how to make your own mouth-watering
sushi in a few simple steps:
Ingredients:
500g sticky rice ; a pack of nori sheets;
vegetables (cucumbers, peppets, carrots
and anything you fancyl); fresh fish,
prawns, crab, lobster, or tempura vege-
tables (optional); rice vinegar
Method:
1. Boil sticky rice as per instructions on
the packet. When cooked, add a splash
of rice vinegar.
2. Lay the noti on a sushi mat and
spread a layer of rice (one or two rices
thick).
3. Carefully cut strips of veggies or fish
and lay them out on the noti, about %2
inch away from the edges.
3. Tightly roll the mat with the nori
over the filling. When the filling is cov-
ered, it should look like a sausage!
4. Cut the sausage into 2cm pieces and
you have your sushi! Enjoy!

For the dipping sauce, simply mix
soya sauce, fish sauce and a bit of ses-
ame oil and you are ready to enjoy the
most fantastic sushi you’ve had.

all I wanted — to look after my parents’
family after they are gone. It doesn’t matter
how they treat me, what only matters is I
keep going and fulfil my duty. No, as you
can understand, I couldn’t take revenge.
I woke them up in time, sounding off my
alarm or singing my song, as you may like
to call it so that they could keep the hospital
appointment.

After all, that’s all an “old, wretched’ alarm
clock like me can do for my family, the only
family I have.
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Everything about Nothlng

T

SipiN VADUKUT

n Gwalior, there is a fort common-

ly known as Gwalior Fort. Next to
the fort is the small Chaturbuja tem-
ple. Inside the temple is a statue with
four arms but no face. It did once
have a face, but it has since been van-
dalized. There are two inscriptions
in this temple. One is engraved over
the main door. The other is inscribed
into an indentation, roughly square in
shape, on the left wall of the sanctum
sanctorum as you enter it, to Lord
Vishnu’s right.

The temple had fallen into ruin long
before the first archaeologists began
studying it in the late 19th century.
The inscription over the main door
lay unnoticed even after initial exca-
vations. It was first noticed, copied =
down and translated into English in
1883 by our old friend and expert In-
dologist, Eugen Julius Theodor Hul-
tzsch (remember him from Chapter
27). The second one inside the sanc-
tum sanctorum had been transcribed
before, but Hultzsch copied it down
again anyway.

Hultzsch seems surprised at the
quality of the prose in the inscription
over the door:

The first inscription consists of 27
Sanskrit verses and must have been
composed by an ingenious pandit,
who was well versed in alamkara. His
extravagant hyperboles will appear
startling and amusing even to one ac-
customed to the usual kavya style.

The second inscription from the
tablet next to Vishnu is not so great.
It is written, Hultzsch says, in ‘incor-
rect Sanskrit prose’.

But then, history and discovery are
eccentric muses. Sometimes they care
not for art and aesthetics. The first
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The temple of zero: Chaturbhuj temple;
(facing page) one of the inscriptions; and
Indoligist professor Hultzsch.

inscription that impressed Hultzsch
has passed into the annals without
emitting even a low whimper. Nice,
but meh.

The second, shoddy inscription, on
the other hand, is one of the most
important records in the history of
mathematics. If there is any record in
all of India that is fully deserving of

generating and maintaining its own
cannon of India facts, this is it. There
should be entire museums complete
with multimedia displays and gift
shops dedicated to this inscription.

So what does this piece of inscrip-
tion say? Does it reveal the name of
a mysterious king? Give a concrete
date for a historical episode that ex-
perts had argued over for decades?
Does it tell the future, then, in some
Nostradamic way?

Bewareth thee the phone that is all



touch but no buttons. For children
will buyeth expensive apps...

No. It is merely an inscription in-
forming one of a donation that has
been made to this temple. It goes like
this:

Om! Adoration to Vishnu! In the
year 933, on the second day of the
bright half of Magha...the whole
town gave to the temple of the nine
Durgas...a piece of land g
belonging to the village of
Chudapal- lika...270
royal has- tas in length,
and 187 hastas in breadth, a
flower-garden, on an auspi-
cious day... ;

Then, a little later, the tran- °
scription says: ...And on this
same day, the town gave to
these same two temples a
perpetual endowment to the
effect...for the requirements
of worship, 50 garlands of
such market flowers as avail-
able at the particular season.

There is more to this sec-
ond Gwalior inscription.
But these lines are the relevant its.

So, what is so groundbreaking about
these lines?

Simple. The numbers in them. Espe-
cially the two measures in hastas and
the number of flower garlands. In-
scribed in 876 CE, this inscription is
the oldest text anywhere in India in
which the zero is used in exactly the
way we use it today. (Theinscription it-
self refers to year 933 in the Saka
calendar. In case you’re wondering.)
And not just because the zero in 270
hastas or 50 garlands looks like the
modern zero—it does; it looks like
a small circle. But also because it is
used in the way it is, both as a place-
holder for no value and a number in
its own right.

There is broad agreement amongst
researchers that the inscription at the

Chaturbuja Temple in Gwalior is one
of the earliest records anywhere of
the modern zero. In February 2007,
Bill Casselman, a professor at the Uni-
versityof British Columbia,wroteabri-
ef essay titled ‘All for Nought’ for the
website of the American Mathemati-
cal Society. In the essay, he talks of a
journey he made to Gwalior to have
alook at the inscriptions. He wrote:

g What is surprising about
 these numbers is that
so similar to

' uses currently. The more
' you learn about how our
current number symbols
developed—transmitted
from the Hindus to the
Persians, then to Mediter-
ranean Islam, and differ-
ently in East and West—
the more remarkable this
appears...

What the Gwalior tablet
shows is that by 876 CE
our current place-value
system with a base of 10
had become part of popular culture
in at least one region of India.

So, are we done with this chapter,
then? Pats on back all around, 10/10
for this ‘India fact’» Also, what is all
that confusing talk of placeholders
and numbers and usages?

Alas, that is the problem with the
history of the zero. It is much more
complicated than a little circle that
stands for nothing.

And this is why establishing India’s
ownership of the zero will take a little
more sceptical enquiry, one that will
take us far, far away from that little
abandoned temple in Gwalior.

Excerpted from The Sceptical Patri-
ot, Exploring the Truths Behind
the Zero and Other Indian Glo-
ries, published by Rupa, New Delbi.
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The diet

SusmrtA CHOWDHURY

ow many times have you thrown your

hands up at yet another BBC science ar-
ticle telling you to change your diet? All you
want is to lose that belly fat and live longer
and healthier. So, can you eat butter again?
And what really is the best way to lose those
5kg gained over the last few years? As a pub-
lic health doctor, 'm going to try to answer
a few niggling questions based on the ever
evolving evidence.

Which is the best diet for losing weight?
Paclor Atkins? Weight Watchers? You could

google up to 20 more diet fads. Initially,
most diets produce dramatic results. But af-
ter six months of weight loss, many people
stop losing weight and may even recover it
once they stop dieting. Thus, most diets fail
to help you maintain the size you acquired
after painstaking months of staying off the
cheesecakes. However, there 7s an answet.
All we need to do is to ‘create a habit’ of a
low-calorie, balanced diet.

One diet reliably proven to be good is the
Mediterranean diet — rich in seafood, nuts
and legumes, fruits and vegetables, whole
grains, and olive oil, and red wine in modera-
tion. But, what all ‘good’ diets seem to point
at is the avoidance of the big bad refined car-
bohydrates and free sugar.

dilemma

What should the ideal diet look like?

First, we need to limit our total calorie intake.
Once you add up the calories you have on an
average day, when that latte, croissant, bis-
cuit, ‘healthy’ M&S lunch, cola, crisp, sweet,
fruit and that delicious dinner at the party
have all been accounted for, you will realise,
you have eaten enough for three days in onel

Dieting doesn’t equal excruciating sacri-
fices: “No more rossogollas?!” No way! It is
gradually limiting the total calorie intake to,
initially, much lower than that recommend-
ed; eating delicious balanced meals, while
avoiding the ‘baddies’ like refined carbohy-
drates and sugars. Reward yourself now and
then (yes, even with rossogollas) for meeting
your calorie goal. Any whole natural food in
moderation is also fine — so both butter and
cheese are back on the table. Reducing meat
intake and increasing fruits, vegetables & wa-
ter are always good.

Over time, after a satisfactory reduction
of weight, find a calorie intake level that is
sustainable. And to keep in check: weigh
yourself every few months and make sure
you loose any extra weight gained on top of
that weight you painstakingly arrived at, by
limiting calories for a few weeks. It’s really all
about creating a new habit; and many peo-
ple, whose physique we admire and envy, do
exactly that.
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With Best Compliments From

Motun Bangla Bazar
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Ode to You

MoumMriTA CHATTOPADHYAY

It was certainly not the best of times; possibly it was the worst of times. The
unwelcome intruder called exam was ravaging my otherwise mundane life and the
bliss called stability was a far-fetched yearn. It was in this tumultuous climate, ‘you’
entered my life. The initial emotion of this new found relationship was sceptical,
to say the least, cradled in the cynical mind set characteristic of civilised, educated
womankind. But along with it, was this hitherto alien interest to be part of ‘you’ and
a desire to be accepted by the greater ‘you’. Was I getting old and pining for a long
overdue new relationship? (A little disclaimer - I am not talking about a handsome
hunk, readers, I'm talking about the society which knits us together — ICS, are you
listening?)

My heart skipped a few beats when I entered the rehearsal for the first time.
After all, I had the label of ‘an unsocial converted into an antisocial’ by people
who claim to know me. In fact, I couldn’t fault them as I had nurtured the same
ideas about myself all my life. Am I going to gel with a societyof mainly Bengalis
on ‘phoren’ soil?

I was yet to know that I had embarked on the voyage to rediscover myself. Such
was the affability of the community, that I found myself basking in the warmth and
eager to mould myself into a more acceptable format. From being someone, who
would shy away from anything remotely involving group exposure, slowly but
steadily, I metamorphosed into someone who would happily return home past mid-
night after hours of fruitless conversation about one particular topic done to
death, tap heels to rocking music in her first ever night out with friends (gitls, of
course!) or hardly have a weekend free when not sweating in front of the oven
trying to save the chicken from overcooking. More importantly I learnt to smile,
even laugh or giggle (my close friends would disagree with that I’m sure, as even
now their main complaint is, they can’t see my teeth flashing in the photographs).

I learnt to share few of my closely guarded secrets, which I never dreamt

of doing in seven lifetimes. I found myself forming groups meant to exist
‘forever’, logging into my facebook account to leave likes and comments and

glued to my iphone with fingers tapping away in the middle of a busy day engaged
in needless chitchat. I reached a point where people would disbelieve I could

have been anything but very social all my life! I can’t believe now I pose for photos,
attend parties regulatly (at the cost of ‘healthy’ debates with co-passenger through-
out the travel time, though), buy sarees and wear make ups!

My better (or worse) half has often commented I have changed. My answer
to that is — ‘change’ would be an understatement, I have ‘mutated’. What
triggered the mutation is unknown to me and I had been often left wondering,
was I a social person at heart and only wore a cloak of aloofness outside or
did T really mutate? Or worse still, do I, or did I, suffer from Split Personality
Disorder? More importantly though is this transformation for better or
worse? I'll leave it up to you to decide, dear friends! I can only say currently,
it feels like, it is certainly not the worst of times, possibly it is the best of times!
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The mystery of Mr Bakshi’s

abiding popularity

JoviEET DAs

How do you hook on a new
generation of Bengalis to
Bangla cinema? A generation
equally comformatble at Sec-
tor V and Silicon Valley; that
teaches the world how to make
maachher jhol via YouTube while
binge-watching the latest Net-
flix show? )

Simple. You turn to a dho- | B
ti-clad young man who walked
nonchalantly into Bangla fiction |
cight decades ago. Byomkesh
Bakshi. Saradindu Bandhyopad-
hyay’s Satyanweshi — seeker of
truth — has always been popular with fans of
detective thrillers ever since the first story was
published in the eatly 1930s. Not that there
ever was a dearth of crime solvers in Bangla
literature. But Byomkesh successfully held his
own. So much so that Satyajit Ray, himself
an accomplished writer of the genre, filmed
Chiriyakbana (1967) way before he brought
his own Feluda onto the silver screen with So-
nar Kella (1974), starring none less than Uttam
Kumar. The same yeat, Shajarur Kanta was
produced by yesteryear actress Manju Dey.

However, it won’t be an overstatment to say
that for the generation who grew up in *90s
India, it 5s two north Indian actors who star-
rted in Basu Chatterjec’s series for Doordat-
shan — Rajit Kapoor as Byomkesh and Ajit
Raina as Ajit — who are the face of these
quintessentially Bengali heroes.

Since the first decade of the millenia, Ben-
galis, and Indians, have redicsovered By-
omkesh. Every second filmmaker wants to
create his own version and the audience is
lapping them all up.

In 2010, Anjan Dutt decided to try his
hands with Byomkesh, with Abir Chatterjee
in the lead and Saswata Chatterjee as Ajit. He
24

e BYOMKESH BAKSHI

took quite a lot of liberty with the story .Adin
Ripu, on which his Byowmkesh Bakshi was based,
changing the timescape completely from the
Partition era to the 21st century. Yet, it went
down pretty well. Dutt repeated his success
with Abar Byomkesh, based on Chitrachor. He
completed his trilogy with Byomkesh Phire Elo,
his take of Beni Sanghar. In 2013, Rituparno
Ghosh upped the ante with his Sazyanweshi.
Interestingly, he chose fellow filmmaker Su-
joy Ghosh as his hero.

Year 2015 saw not one or two, but FOUR
Byomkesh films. In a surprise move, another
director Saibal Mitra cast thespian Dhritiman
Chatterjee as Byomkesh in Shajarnr Kaanta.

But the big surprise was Detective Byomi#kesh
Bakshi by Dibakar Banerjee. With this Yash
Raj production Byomkesh went big-budget
Bollywood. Banerjee chose Sushant Singh
Rajput as his 'detective and got Niraj Kabi
to play a super-villain in his version, a mix
of the first Bakshi story and Arthamanartham.

Banerjee has a three-film deal Yash Raj.
Will his truth-seeker make a comeback?
Maybe. But one thing is for sure. Byomkesh
has found a new generation. And it is loving
him.
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Wish you all a very happy

With Best Compliments From

Indian Mini Market
Cherry Hinton

Phone : 01223 214111
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AFTER PARTY

ost of us wait all year for the ‘pujas’. Some

wait all year for the goddess’ parting gifts.
In the build-up to the Durga Puja festivities in
Kolkata, there is a huge hum of
industry: lights, ‘pandals’, images
are erected, transported and
B arranged in a seemingly ephem-
eral tableau. For some, though,
business is best after the crowds

have have gone home.

PHOTOGRAPHS BY

InDRANIL BHOUMIK/ MINT

TEXT BY MANIDIPA MANDAL
Reprinted from Mint, HT Media 1.td

www.livemint.com

FROM TOP: 1. This 100kg,
Rs1.5lakh chandelier was
made locally for the
Mohammed Ali Park puja a
few years ago.

2. These teenagers work at
local factories making bottles,
cork stoppers, cardboard
boxes and such. During the
pujas, they earn a few times
their daily wages, making
Rs500-700 a day, rescuing the
wooden frames of the images
and selling them back to the
artisans.

3. Two boys fish for coins with
their magnets tied to wire
lines. During the pujas their
usual earnings of Rs25-40 a
day rise to Rs100-150.

4. At Kumartuli ghat, Dusseh-
ra represents an earning
opportunity for dhaakis and
the owners and drivers of
transport vehicles such as this
one.




You'll hear splats, winds, leaves
and the quiet of finest luxuries.

SUGAM

HABITAT

Magnificent homes engulfed by plush greens, a lake, open air luxuries, and worldly pleasures.
2,3 and 4 BHK, 982-1975 sq.ft., each one with a large terrace, designed for ample light and air from all
directions. A stellar sky club of very high stature, 13,000 sq.ft. spread of luxuries, 65% left wide open and the
Test built with an emphasis on green and sustainable. A true habitat where life only flourishes.

Ballygunge Phari - 2 kms / EM Bypass (VIP Bazar Crossing) - 1km
Science City - 2.6 kms / Ruby Hospital - 2.2 kms / Gariahat Market - 3 kms / Quest Mall - 3 kms

e 1
CONSTRUCTION IN FULL SWING = % I { T
Stellar Sky Club Natural Waterbody
= Concierge 4 Waterside Boulevard

& Boutique Banquet = Children's Park

& Gymnasium 4 Open Air Gym

< Expansive Library 4 Central Lawn

- Basketball Court 4 Palm Avenue

¥ Golf Putting Green 4= Five Senses / Herbs & Spices /
ACTUAL IMAGE - EXPERIENCE CENTRE _a |ndoor Games Room Zen Gardens

From the makers of

Park

Homes starting at ¥ 55 lacs only
Visit our experience centre today | New tower launched
All statutory clearances received | Approved by all leading banks

Reserve today at: 98305 79700 / 98305 69700 | habitat@sugamhomes.com 10
Site' Address: 158A Picnic Garden Road, Off EM Bypass, Kolkata 700039 HOMES

Discloimer: This advertisement is ot a legol document, It describes the concept of Sugam Habitat and detols

to change ot the f the developer. m
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