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"The Kingdom of Assam in its full grown
stage under the Ahom stretching over the entire
plains of the Brahmaputra Valley from Sadiya in
the east to the eastern border of Goalpura in the
west was under cultivation."

"From Kaliabar to Garhgaon houses and
archards full of fruits trees stretch in an unbroken
line, and on both sides of the road, Shady bamboo
groves raised their heard...
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Edward Gait
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dhol, i.e. a hollow wooden drum)
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W.W.Hunter A statical Account of Assam

to weight or count bigger
amounts, units like dhol, kalah,
bher, dang, pura, don were
used. But in case of smaller
amounts units like ser,
adher, poa, chatak, tola,
ana, rati (1/96th of a
tola) were applied....

"Use of
units for similler denomina-
tion indicate smaller volume
of internal trade in the state.
It is to noted that while the
bigger units- dhol, dang, kalah
etc. were found to be used
in upper Assam, the smaller
units like ser, adher, poa,
chatak, kera, ganda were found
to be much popular in Kamrup
area....."83
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Jean Baptiste

Travernier Travels in India

"Since for
many centuries every king their
has had built for himself..... a
short of chapel where he was
to be buried and during their
life time, each of them sent to
be placed in the grave where
he was to be buried a quantity
of gold and silver, carpets and
other articles, when the body
of a dead king is buried in his
grave, all his most precious
possession are also placed,

there and a private idol of gold and silver which
he warshipped during life and all the thing which
it is believed will be reawred by him in the other
world."

It relations of an unfortunate voyage to

kingdom of Bangla
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"As for the riches we wanted them not,
having found good store in graves. It beings this
people custom to enter with their dead, their best
apparel money and greatest part of their servents
whom they buy to bear their masteries company."
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A statistical Account of Assam : W.W. Hunter

Vol 1.1998

A history of Assam : Sir Edward Gait 1997

Tai Ahom Religion and custom Dr. Padmeswar

Gogoi 1976

Agrarian System of Mediaval Assam : Jahnabi

Gogoi Nath, 2002

An account of Assam (collected during the
year 1807-1809) Francies (Buchanan) hamilton,
(ed) : S.K. Bhuyan, Guwahati, 1963

Darrang Raj Vansavali by Surynkhari Davajna
(ed) N.C. Sarma, 1973
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Pass Course
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I'm extremely sorry

Oh please!

impress

introvert-extrovert

best friend

No offense, but I'm one of them

What's the reason behind?

'Yes'
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I request you ... please ..

Assignment

submit

Is pyaar ka kya naam doon....
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switch on

Yes or no??

Sure, sure

party

romanticism
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Go ahead my boy.
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Help...... help... please help me...
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pulse

Miss

where you conducting

suicide or what? any reason...
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what! are you kidding?

oh my God.. suicide

Don't worry

yes, yes one day you will definitely get justice
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sure help
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The Ahom came to Assam from a region
called Yunan, in the South East Asia in search of
cultivalble land. It is to note that Sukhapha, the
founder of the Ahom dynasty in Assam came from
his homeland with a small group of followers to
Assam. With the expansion of the territory of the
Ahom Kingdom, the king became the owner of
the all types of land. Epigraphical records suggest
that land was classified in the different categeories,
such as cultivated and uncultivated land with its
different sub categories. The sub-categories include
rupit land i.e. land brought under permanent
cultivation and pharingati ie land lying uncultivated,
marshy land and forest lands were called dolani
and habi respectively.

Rice was the staple food during the Ahom
period in medieval Assam, it is notworthy that the
Ahom were accustomed with the skill of wet rice
cultivation and they introduced the skill of wet rice
cultivation in the newly settled region ie. Assam.
The introduction of wet rice cultivation had been
the prime mover to the growth of the economy
of the state.

The Ahom rulers had adopted several
measures to strengthen their administration. Among
these, the paik or khel system has great political

The Economic Scenario During the
Ahom Kingdom of Assam

Himashree Phukon
4th semester, Dept of Economics

and economic importance. In the paik system,
every male between the age group 16 to 50 had
to render services for the state. Initially there
where four members in a unit of paiks but later
on it was reduced to three paiks. The Paik system
had played significant role in the economy of the
state. The state alloted two purans of revenue free
cultivable land to each Paiks in return for their
personal service to the state. Trade was carried
on usually through barter and circulation of money
was limited. With the increase of external trade
since the region of Rudra Singha, there was a
carresponding increase in the circulation of money.
Due to trade with Tibet, a coin of Jayadhwas
Singha carries a single Chinese character on each
side reading Zang Bao. Another point by which
we can understand the trade relation of Ahoms
with other nations is through the use of silver coins.
It is to be noted that there are no silver mines
in the North-East or in the rest of India, so the
metal entered as a result of trade.

Thus it can be concluded that the Ahom
rulars developed an efficient economy which
accelarated the rule of the Ahom for long 600
years in medieval Assam.

Prose Articles
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In today's life, social media is developing
rapidly. It is used by many people all over the
world. Social media is especially very popular
among the youths. Social media is a tool that has
become immensely popular among all generations
due to its user- friendly interface. It has
been noticed that the kids are mostly
attracted to social media and the
major users are of their age,
which is both remarkable and
frightening at the same time.

Six Degress founder
Andrew Weinreich,
sometimes, referred to as the
father of social networking,
created his platform to help
people connect with people they
did not know. The Swedhish social
networking website Lunar Storm,
originally called StajlPejs, was launched
in 1996. The site, founded by Rickard
Eriksson, was renamed Lunar Storm in
2000 and has been described as 'The World's first
social media on the internet' by the founder.

Social media is a collective term for
websites and applications that focus on
communication, community based input, interaction,
content sharing and collaboration. People use
social media to stay in touch and interact with
friends, family and various communities. However,
there are many young people who cannot control
themselves and are addicted to social media.

Social Media
and Young
Generation

Nibedita Borgohain
6th Semester, Economics Department

There are both positive and negative sides of social
media. Addiction to social media has many serious
effects, including poor study habits, living away
from reality and bad health.

Addiction to social media makes the youth
have bad grades in studies. Students check their
cellphones every five minutes as to what is going
in social media. Moreover, not only at school but
also at home these young students who are
addicted to social media do not do exercise or
read new lessons before going to school, because
they are busy with social media.

Young people who are addicted to social
media can live far away from reality. Because of
using a cellphone all day, they will not have time
for outdoor activities such as playing sports on
camping. In particular, social media and teen

depression are closely linked. Furthermore,
over use of the apps exposes teens

to cyberbullying, body image issues
and tech addiction and results
in less time spent doing healthy
real world activities.

Moreover, multiple studies
have found a link between
heavy social media and an
increased risk for depression,
anxiety, loneliness, self-harm
and even suicidal thoughts.
Social media helps in

building relationships, share
expert ise,  increase visibility,
establishing authority, building business
etc. The lastest statistics shows that

Facebook continues to reign strong in the world
of social media.

In conclusion, although using social media
has many benefits in our lives, addiction to social
media is not good. It will have awful influences
on studying, make us live away from reality and
have bad effects on health. In order to avoid being
addicted to social media, young people should
spend more time playing sports, studying and
taking part in various activities.
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Forest is the primary source of nature
where all the biotic and abiotic components
intertwine with each other. There are 4 tiger
reserves, 5 elephant reserves, 2 biosphere reserves,
1 Ramsar wetland sites, 2 UNESCO natural
heritage sites, 6 national parks and as many as
52 wildlife sanctuaries in Assam; thus making it
one of the potential biological hotspot of the world.
Among all the natural forest areas, Dehing Patkai
Wildlife Sanctuary occupies a special mention.

Dehing Patkai Wildlife Sanctuary is
geographically located in Dibrugarh and Tinsukia
Districts of Assam and comes under the forest
division of Digboi and Dibrugarh. Dehing Patkai
covers an area of 111.19 sq km rainforest. It is
the only patch of virgin rainforest in Assam which
is interspersed with lush green and semi-evergreen
flora that are deciduous in nature. The forest is
often referred to as the 'Amazon of the East' owing
to its expanse and the thick forest. Dehing Patkai
primarily consists of three parts : Jeypore upper
Dehing Patkai (River) amd Diror rainforest. On
13th June 2004 it was declared as a wildlife
sanctuary under the Wildlife Protection Act, 1972
and became the 13th wildlife sanctuary of Assam.
This sanctuary is also a part of the Dehing-Patkai

Elephant reserve. The forest further spreads over
in the Tirap and Changlang districts of Arunachal
Pradesh.

There are more tahan a dozen different
ethnic groups living in the area including the
indigenous Assamese communities, particularly Tai
Phake, Khamyang, Khamti, Singpho, Ahom,
Kaibarta, Morans and Motok.
Flora : The flora of the forest has many unique,
rare and diversified groups of plants. Many plants
and species of herbs, shrubs and trees of various
sizes are seen throughout the forest. Several exotic
species of orchids, abundant ferns, epiphytes, wild
banana, arums, climbers are found in this forest
habitat . Important trees are : Mekai, Dhuna,
Udiyam, Nahor, Sam, Kothal, Hollock, Au-tenga
etc.

The Dehing Patkai Wildlife Sanctuary was
identified as an Elephant reserve on 17th April,
2003 under the Project Elephant by the Indian
Government. The sanctuary is the haven for
entomologists and lepidopterologists, as it hosts a
wide range of butterfly species that are extremly
rare. Thus, Dehing Patkai occupies a distinct and
important position among the biological hotspots
of Assam.

Dehing Patkai- An Overview
Deepshikha Kalita

6th semester, Dept of Botany
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Romanticism (also known as the Romantic movement or Romantic
era) was an artistic, literary, musical, and intellectual movement that originated
in Europe towards the end of the 18th century, and in most areas was at
its peak in the period approximately from 1800 to 1850.

Romanticism and its nature may be approached from the primary
importance of the free expression of the feelings of the artist.

For the expression of these feelings, it was considered that content
of art had to come from the imagination of the artist, with as little interference
as possible from “artificial” rules dictating what a work should consist of.
Samuel Taylor Coleridge and others believed there were natural laws the
imagination—at least of a good creative artist—would unconsciously follow
through artistic inspiration if left alone. As well as rules, the influence of
models from other works was considered to impede the creator’s own
imagination, so that originality was essential. The concept of the genius, or
artist who was able to produce his own original work through this process
of creation from nothingness, is key to Romanticism, and to be derivative
was the worst sin. This idea is often called “romantic originality”. Translator
and prominent Romantic August Wilhelm Schlegel argued in his Lectures
on Dramatic Arts and Letters that the most phenomenal power of human
nature is its capacity to divide and diverge into opposite directions.

Not essential to Romanticism, but so widespread as to be normative,
was a strong belief and interest in the importance of nature. This is particularly
in the effect of nature upon the artist when he is surrounded by it, preferably
alone. In contrast to the usually very social art of the Enlightenment,
Romantics were distrustful of the human world, and tended to believe a
close connection with nature was mentally and morally healthy. Romantic
art addressed its audiences with what was intended to be felt as the personal
voice of the artist. So, in literature, “much of romantic poetry invited the
reader to identify the protagonists with the poets themselves”.

Romanticism
Kowshik Deka

T.D.C. 6th Semester
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Narco-Terrorism : Shattering
Dreams of the Youth

Kaustavmoni Bhuyan
Dept. of Geology, 3rd Semester

In our society for several decades
long the ‘war on-drugs’ and the more recent
‘war on terror’ have found common ground
in countering the threat of narco-terrorism. The
concept of narco-terrorism originates from an
understanding that the two phenomena of narcotica
trafficking and terrorism are interconnected and
subsequently that a coordination of anti-drug and antìterror
policy can be used, and is necessary, to effectively deal with
both threats.

The destructive aspect of narco-terrorism can shift
the way of life of anyone. Recent studies of different scholars
have found that the most affected by the process are the
young generations. Poverty, lack of opportunities,
unemployment, and social exclusion can make young
people vulnerable to exploitation by drug cartels. To
increase terror in society, some people approach these
youngsters and provide drugs. Slowly the availability of
drugs starts to reduce their thinking ability. These products
give instant happiness and secretion of feel-good hormones like dopamine,
oxytocin etc. By the frequent use of drugs, youngsters reach a stage
where they cannot live without drugs. At that point unethical people use
them to create social disharmony and here the dreams of a young guy
gets shattered.

After the Taliban’s takeover of Afghanistan, an alarming increase in drug
smuggling is seen. The latest United Nations World Drug Report estimates that in
2020, Afghanistan had 2.24 lakh hectares area under opium cultivation, representing
over 75 per cent of illicit opium cultivation worldwide. In recent news, huge tons
of drugs were seized at Gujarat Port through the ships which came to India.

Strengthening law enforcement and raising awareness are the only ways to
stop the narco-terrorism amongst the youngsters. A nation can develop if the young
generations are safe. India is a country with the world's largest youth population.
Some small steps can make great differences. Similarly the measures taken by
government will help the nation to achieve a sustainable growth and a safe future.
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"Nil Battey Sannata" (colloquial: Good
For Nothing) is a fabulous debut film by
director Ashwiny Iyer Tiwari, written by Iyer
herself along with the co writers Neeraj
Singh, Nitesh Tiwari and Pankaj Choudhary
and produced by Anand L. Rai, Ajay G. Rai
and Alan Mcalex. The movie is internationally
released with the title "The New Classmate".
The movie focuses on  "Chanda Sahay" (
casted : Swara Bhaskar), a high- school drop-
out as well as a maid and her daughter "
"Apeksha  Sahay "(casted : Riya Shukla), who
is a sullen young girl, who is not interested
in studies, but wants to be a maid . The film
gives an important message of the individual's

Nil Battey Sannata :
A General Review

Masumee Saikia
6th Semester, Department of English

Name of the film : Nil Battey Sannata
Director : Ashwiny Iyer Tiwari
Producer : Anand L. Rai, Ajay G. Rai, Alan Mcalex
Genre : Comedy, Motivational
Duration : 104 minutes
Language : Hindi
Music : Rohan - Vinayak
Date of release : September, 2015

right to dream and power to fulfill the
dreams irrespective of their social status.

Chanda Sahay tries her best to make
her daughter well a established person unlike
her. But her daughter is completely not
interested in studies. She is promoted to
10th grade, but her motive is to be a maid
rather than clearing the final board exam. Dr.
Diwan, where Chanda works as a maid, finds
out several ways for the progress in Apeksha's
study. But all results come out as futile. Then
she comes to a final solution that Chanda
herself must go to the same school where
Apeksha studies, so that she could make
Apeksha study and motivated. Though Chanda
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takes admission in Apeksha's school, but
things go wrong. Apeksha feels ashamed and
asks her not to come to her class. But
Chanda is resolute. She continues to come
to school and gradually she progresses in her
studies. She meets a Deputy Collector
incidentally. Inspired by
him, she motivates
Apeksha to join Civil
Services. But she
seems completely
uninterested. One day
Apeksha steals her
mother's savings.
Becoming helpless and
heart- broken Chanda
leaves school and starts
to do hard labour so that
she could help her
daughter financially to be
an educated person.
Though Apeksha
misunderstands Chanda,
but when she comes to
know her mother's dreams
regarding her future and her
hard toil, she changes
herself and apologizes to her
mother. She decides to fulfill
her mother's dream. And to know what
happened to Apeksha and her mother later,
the readers must watch the film.

The cinematography by Gavemic V.
Ary, lighting, costumes and other technical
effects in the film are very realistic. They

have used several symbols like a moving
train behind tensed Chanda to symbolise
her endless thoughts,colourful threads at
the very starting of the film to symbolise
a teenager's colourful dreams etc. The

music by Rohan -
Vinayak is also heart-
melting.

The cast are
successful in realistic
portrayal of  the
characters. Apart
from the two female
protagonists, Pankaj
Tripathi (starring as
the principal), Ratna
Pathak Shah
(starring as Dr.
Diwan) and Sanjay
Suri (starring as
the collector)
amazingly play
their  role as
m o t i v a t i o n a l
characters.
Significantly the

film has won
Filmfare Award

for the Best Debut Director award in the
62nd Filmfare Festival. Apart from this,
Swara Bhaskar (as Chanda Sahay) won the
Screen Award for Best Actress (critics) and
Riya Shukla wins Screen Award for Best
Children Artist. Later the film was remade
in Tamil.
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"Current
Feeling"- This is
What I Realised

Pallabi Handique
6th Semester, English Department

After you left, father I found out that this
world is self-seeking. Everyone wants to be
friendly, but no one wants to listen. Judgements
are so quick. If you wear a smile on your face
that means you are happy. Peole say, after losing
you, I lost my smile. Mother says, from now I
should think twice, before stepping forward to do
something because something might go wrong. No
one is there to put my broken pieces back. This
world is full of fake people. I want to talk to you,
want to speak everything about whats happend
to me. During these past few years. I cannot even
speak my heart out. It will make others call me
dramatic. These nightmares are not letting me sleep
and even these fireflies got bored of me.
I ask the moon and stars :
Where is my father?
Father, your absence
makes me feel empty
and a damaged
soul, who is now tired of
these rules of the world
After you left, this is what
I realised.

Childhood :
The Golden Period

Roshmi Borgohain
4th Semester, Zoology Department

Childhood is the best phase of our lives.
No other phase of life can beat this. Being an
adult I always cherish my days back then. We
were so carefree, we ran in the open fields
under the vast sky as if we owned the world.
Nowdays forget running in the open fields,
people do not have time for even going on an
evening walk with their beloved ones. In our
childhood, we would spend hours and hours in
water, playing, swimming, catching fish as if all
the rivers and seas belonged to us. Oh! how
beautiful the days were. I still remember how
I used to run back home from school tension
free, throwing my bag and uniform all over the
room and directly sitting in front of television
to watch Doraemon. Maa would shout from the
kitchen to wash our hands and feet and then
she would bring us meals, yummy delicious
meals. But now, to be honest, do we seriously
have time to sit with our parents to just talk
to them? No, we don't. Even if we have time
we would dig into our mobile phones. Such is
the reality!

I just can't describe the magic everyone's
childhood holds. The memories for a lifetime.
Those childhood friends still hold a high place
in our lives. I just miss everything! Oh! how I
wish I could go back!!!
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Colors in Glass
Sukanya Duwarah

6th semester, English department

The dimly lit shops of Ferozabad are filled
with brightly colored glass bangles that
outshine the gloomy atmosphere of the

place. Years have rolled down since Alfaz's great-
grandparents settled down here in search of a
better place after fleeing from the tortures of the
Partition. Alfaz's father was six years old when he
witnessed his family being vehemently tortured for
not migrating to the newly created land for
Muslims, and deciding to stay back in India,

“Abba, why did you settle here instead of
moving to the nearby land?” asked Alfaz.

“Son, my grandfather was a true patriot,
who participated in the Independence movement
against the British. He did not sacrifice his life for
his family to settle down in a different country than
the one he died fighting for. My father never
wanted to get out of this land, because it was his
home, where his childhood bloomed, and youth
prospered. Therefore, our family decided to stay
back in India, despite facing persecution,”

Alfaz displayed a lot of enthusiasm in
listening to the stories of Partition from his father,
while he was moulding the bangles. Alfaz sat
beside his father on the ground and watched his
father wipe his sweat to constantly mould bangles
and colour them in the dim atmosphere. The
generations of bangle makers in Ferozabad had
survived amidst poverty while retaining their tradition
well. Every family here is a bangle maker,
manufacturing thousands of pieces every month.
It was like a tradition here to take up the job
of bangle-making after their fathers, however, Alfaz
was quire different.

He wished to study and make a name for
himself so that his family could end this job and
live the rest of their lives in peace. The bitter truth,

however, was that his parents couldn’t afford the
cost of his education. He ventured around the local
school during the daytime and completed his
school education likewise. However, none of his
family members have acquired higher education in
the past as their means of livelihood was already
destined i.e bangle making,

Alfaz was indeed good in academics and
had a keen interest in the language left by the
British. In his free time he strolled around the local
book shops of the town and gazed at the English
magazines and periodicals. The shopkeeper, being
kind enough also gifted him a few books every
month which helped Afzal to develop his vocabulary
to a great extent.

“So what have you learned today?” asked
his father

“Today I studied about the different writers
of English literature in a newspaper article. There
was a great dramatist called Shakespeare who is
the greatest dramatist of English literature,” he
replied.

Days rolled by and Alfaz enrolled himself
in the local college. During the day, he attended
his classes, while at night he spent his time painting
the glass bangles, which made him earn a few
amount of money, Through this money, he paid
the college fees and regtularly attended the classes.
AJfaz’s mother worked as a maid in the bungalow
of an industry owner. She gave a portion of her
salary to Alfaz for his education. Witnessing the
extreme pain and turmoil that his parents suffèred
in order to make him an able man, Alfaz's eyes
turned moist.

Suddenly, there was a lot of humdrums in
the factory, and everybody was rushing towards
the furnace, Afzal dropped his painting brush and
stood up in order to get an idea of the matter.
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“What happened uncle? Why is everyone
screaming and running towards the furnace?” he
asked one of the elderly men who was of the age
of his father.

“There is a fire in the furnace, people are
throwing water but the fire has not stopped yet,”
he replied.

The man finished the sentence and ran to
fetch a bucket of water. Alfaz remembered that
his father had been working in the furnace since
morning. He rushed towards the furnace without
wasting any more time.

The scene that Alfaz witnessed in the
furnace had horrified him to the core of his heart.
The room was filled with black smoke with a
pungent smell lingering in the air. Alfaz searched
for his father who was nowhere to be seen. He
pushed away through the people and moved
forward. The scene that his eyes gazed upon had
made his bones shiver to the core. A half-burnt
body was lying on the floor with the fire having
completely taken away its life, Alfaz went nearer
and sat down in utter shock. The fire had been
extinguished by then, but the lifeless body was
lying there.

"Your father was working here when the
fire spread across the room. He didnt find a way
out and gave his life here," said one of the men.

Alfaz broke down into tears while the men
tried to console him.

Days passed and Alfaz continued to survive
with the memories of his late father. The saddest
part was that he had to take up the work of bangle
making in order to support his small family. His

days and nights passed inside the factory, and he
grew distant and silent. His love for English
literature had to be surrendered before the
circumstances of life. Day and night, his time flew
away amidst fire and bangles, and he had no time
to think about any of his aims.

A postman arrived at the door of Alfaz’s
house while he was getting ready for his busy day.
The man dropped a letter in his hands and left
the scene. Alfaz opened the letrer and started
reading the words.

"Sir"
Warm greetings on your side. Hope this

letter reaches you happy and healthy.
We are very happy to announce that you

have been selected for the post of Assistant to
the General Manager of Skylark Industries. Please
visit our office tomorrow to confirm your
acceptance.

Alfaz was shocked and confused at the
same time. As far as his memory took him, he
had not applied for this post. He called his mother
and asked her about the matter.

“Son, before the day of your father's
death, he had travelled to the city, because he
heard of a job vacancy in a company. He had
faith in your talent and wanted you to be settled
in your life. Therefore, he took your college
marksheet and other credentials and applied for
the post. He wanted to surprise you, but he himself
didn’t survive to see his dream being accomplished
today,” Alfaz's mother broke down in tears while
Alfaz stood there like someone haunted by a
ghostly figure.

Life is not a problem to be solved,
but a reality to be faced,
A mystery to be lived, not a riddle to be
solved.

–Soren Kierkegaard
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Regret
Arpana Sonowal

2nd Semester, Geology Department

The retired typist, Gita is now seventy
years old. She is leaning on an armchair sipping
the black-coffee and listening to the music of the
pale dark and incessant rainfall that could hardly
be seen in the cold winter evenings. Kiran, her
grandchild, is heard shouting at his mother, re-
questing her to fix the 'broken car' which was
recently bought from the Sunday market. Gita
smiles at the voice of Kiran as she feels a sense
of peace and calmness. His voice reminds Gita
of her childhood when at times she carelessly flew
like a free bird enjoying each bygone moment not
necessarily knowing about the future.

Gita is in her last days. Even chemo could
not help her in getting rid of the well known deadly
disease which is rapidly spreading throughout her
body. She recalls the tattoo she made on her
shoulder with a deep sense of regret which is
taking away her life slowly.

All of a sudden, Kiran runs near her and
whisphers into her ears, 'Grandma'. Please fix my
broken car, mother could not mend it, you see,
it is not running smoothly. Gita's wrinkled eyes
looks into the car, she touches the tender palms
of her grandchild and says somethings in life should
be fixed by your own.

Gita takes another sip of the coffee. Like
the broken car she remembers her broken dreams
that she once wanted to pursue her career as an
orator, wanting to be a public magnet, attracting
a large number of audience with her motivational
speeches. Her parents were indifferent towards
her dream, according to them, only a government
job could render a safe and secured life. Her

aspiration to be a good orator has been shattered
and she understood that in those days parents of
the middle class family usually opted for a gov-
ernment job for their children.

While Kiran is playing with the fixed
broken car, Gita regrets that she could not fix the
relationship of her parents. Her soul shattered each
time she had seen the scar marks on the body
of her mother. She regrets, had she raised voice
against her father she might have led a happier
life. Gita could still see the blood stains dripping
out of her mother's forehead when her father
knowingly bumped a glass on her head.

She says to herself, "Regrets are a deepest
form of mistake. If one was contented with the
mistake he or she committed in the past, what is
the use of regretting over the same mistake in the
future."

Sitting on the armchair, she ruminated, how
even if she disliked, salwar-kameez was her only
option. Gita looks on the ground and could see
that she is wearing her non-favourite pair of green
slipper. She regrets why she did not wear the most
trendy skirts and gladiators which were in those
days available in the market. Gita looked at the
clock, it was 6.00 pm. She called in for Kiran,
but the little one was too busy playing with the
broken car. Holding the coffee cup, she folded
her knees and sat more comfortably in the
armchair wrapping a quilt over her body.

After a while, Kiran ran to his grandma
asking her to share stories with him as the rain
ended. He could hear the dogs barking outside
the window as if they could see something
mysterious. Kiran knew that his grandmother loved
the smell of petrichor. He tried to pull her hands
when all of a sudden, the cup fell from her hand,
making a cracking sound. The grandchild stood
still as he realized his grandma was no more. Kiran
regrets now had he came a little earlier, when she
was calling his name, may be for a while or so,
she could have shared the last wish with him.
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Gratitude
Roshmi Borgohain

4th Semester, Zoology Department

A long time ago, there was a huge
apple tree. A little boy loved to come and play
around it always. He climbed to the treetop,
ate the apples, and took a nap under its
shadow.

He loved the tree and the tree
loved to play with him. Time went by,
the little boy had grown up and he
no longer played around the tree
everyday.

One day, the boy came back
to the tree and he looked sad.

"Come and play with me", the tree
asked the boy.

"I am no longer a kid, I do not play around
trees any more" the boy replied.

"I want toys. I need money to buy them."
"Sorry, but I do not have money, but you can pick all my

apples and sell them. So, you will have money."
The boy was excited. He plucked all the apples on the tree

and left happily. The boy never came back after he had picked up
the apples. The tree was sad.

One day, the boy who now turned into a man returned and
the tree was excited.

"Come and play with me", the tree said.
"I do not have time to play. I have to work for my family.
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We need a house for shelter. Can you help me?"
"Sorry, but I do not have any house. But

you can chop off my branches to build your
house." So the man took all the branches of the
tree and left happily. The tree was glad to see
him happy but the man never came back since
then. The tree was again lonely and sad.

One hot summer day, the man returned
and the tree was delighted.

"Come and sit with me!" the tree said.
"I am getting old. I want to go sailing to relax

myself. Can you give me a boat?", said the man.
"Use my trunk to build your boat. You can

sail far away and be happy."
So, the man cut the tree trunk to make

a boat. He went sailing and never showed up for
a long time.

Finally, the man returned after many years.
"Sorry, my boy. But I do not have anything for
you anymore. No more apples for you", the tree
said. "No problem, I do not have any teeth to
bite", the man replied.

"No more trunk for you to climb on."
"I am too old for that now", the man said.

"I really cannot give you anything, the only thing
left is my dying roots", the tree said with tears.

"I do not need much now, just a place
to rest. I am tired after all these years", the man
replied.

"Good! Old trees are the best place to
lean on and rest, come sit down with me and rest."
The man sat down and the tree was glad and
smiled with tears. This is a story of everyone. The

tree is like our parents. When we are young, we
love to play with our Mum and Dad. When we
grow up, we leave them, we only come to them
when we need something or when we are in
trouble. No matter what, parents will always be
there and give everything they could just to make
you happy.

You may think the boy is cruel to the tree,
but that is how all of us treat our parents. We
take them for granted; we don't appreciate all they
do for us, until it's too late.

Moral
Treat your parents with loving care ... For

you will know their value, when you see their
empty chair ... Parents' love and support is
incomparable.

We all love you, You know its true,
So why do you feel the way that you do?
You're so beautiful and smart.
We love you with all our heart.
You say you're sad, but you don't show it.
Looking at you, we wouldn't know it.
You don't need this, can't you see?
There're so many great things
That you can be!
You can talk to us, we will always be there
Honey we know life isn't always fair.
Just take a deep breath and count to five,
Now pull yourself together and
Hold your up head high!
We never know the love of our parents for

us, till we become parents.

The art of live is more like the art of
wrestling than dancing,
It requires a flexible and yielding
disposition.

–Aristotle
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It was 2010 and life was going on well when
suddenly the cruel hands of destiny scratched
its deepest scar on my life. I am Rajdeep

Sharma a teenager of 17 years, who became a
victim of slow death.

It was always phenomenal vast tea gar-
dens, to observe the animation of the horizon
flaunting their tender greenery, through the win-
dows of my car. We visited dad everytime during
vacation, who resided in the old bungalow amidst
the beautiful tea gardens at the outskirts of the
city. My father had renewed tea cultivation. I along
with my mom and elder sister Ramu live in the
city. Mom often used to inscribe her thoughts in
paper, producing her novels and poems which won
her a prominent identity in the field of literature.

I was fifteen then. I became serious with
my studies, for I was appearing for the board
exam. I also enjoyed partying with friends, clicking
photos, participating in various competitions and
mostly in the company of my five best friends
Anubhab, Sourav, Amar, Rhea and Borsha, after
all, it was the last year at school. School life was
over all a chamber of awesomeness. Books,
homework, calling names, infatuation, exhibitions,
functions, punishment, jumping into the tiffin boxes
all these were very common those days.

After the schools and tuitions were over

Good Times are Fleeting You
Mrinmoyee Gogoi

6th Semester, English Department

I used to come back home and relish mom made
dishes. That lady is my biggest possession and my
asset. And my biggest fear too : for she would
beat me with anything that ranged from her comb
to the hot ladle, whenever I annoyed her. When-
ever Ranu came from hostel, our rivalries would
get started. I always took utter delight in extracting
tokens and treats from her just in return of keeping
her secrets concealed from mom. Our quarrels
were witnessed by every rising sun till it set.

Blessings and best wishes came from
everyone as exams approached. The night before
my first exam brought me zero sleep. But I did
well in my exams. My hard work was reaping
good fruits. As the exams finished, the anxiety for
results were at its heights.

It was on my result day when Principal
sir called mom early morning. His words over the
phone were your son has done it. He brought glory
to our school! Yeah ... I secured 4th rank in the
state. My joys knew no bound ... exhilaration was
all over. The news channels made me a celebrity.
I got repeated kisses from my teachers! Wow ....
that was my day, but what harbingered placidity
to my heart was that glow of bliss and pride that
glistened on my parent's face. My crazy sister
already started distributing sweets to the students.
Her worst brother turned the best one that day,
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but yes she was the one who stayed up late at
night just to cater to my needs. She was obviously
a God sent sister.

As it was decided earlier that, we will meet
after our results, so I met all my five best friends
at the river side for the last time. We were there
to bid adieu to one another as we were departing
and going to boarding schools. The weather was
wet that day. It was breezing around. Due to the
heavy monsoon showers the river was flowing in
a rushing stream.

Amar wanted to take a group photo and
so we posed and faced the river and just then
it happened which shook our lives forever. In a
blink of the eye, Amar got lost. We could only
hear his scream at he slipped into the river. We
were all dumb founded and put to a shock. The
river washed him away. It was so complicated and
confusing that our brains stopped functioning. We
did not knew, what to do, should we have fled
or searched for Amar? We requested Borsha and
Rhea to leave the place but they insisted to stay
with us. No nightmare was as furious as that. We
searched but found no trace of Amar. The river
glided along ruthlessly and we broke down to
tears.

The first for news, called the reporters
there in no time. Soon rumours were circulated
all over. We were handed over to the police. The
reporters exaggerated everything. They accused us
of the murder of Amar. They fabricated a cock
and bull story to ruin our reputation. They said
that we were found intoxicated. They in fact
embroidered the issue saying that the girls were
in illicit condition with the boys. That news flashed
in every T.V. screen, our  defamation entertained
the people. We were soon regarded as the
emerging parasites of the society. Three days later
Amar's deadbody was found floating near Doha
bridge, his mother was said to have gone mad

after that.
Our parents incurred heavy fines for our

bail, my sister became the butt of all her friend's
jokes, mom slowly lost her dignity and respect in
the society. Dad was also repelled. They all
contemplated in gloom. Deep down it echoed
within me "its not my fault!" Listen to me. But the
world shrank to a confined sphere of deaf and
judgemental people. Random thoughts made our
minds so noisy. We had sleepless nights. Our self
esteem and peace of mind were lost. Our aca-
demic atmosphere, social life, future everything
were destroyed. We could not face anyone.
Everyone mocked at us, as murderers, drug
addicts and molesters. Our well wishers spitted
on us. My school in which I was a jewel once
shut all its doors for me. My parents were
ashamed of me. That incident numbed us forever.

Today is 2nd July, 2012. I am in Malaysia,
miles away from my soil. Far away from the aroma
of my tea gardens. The chord that bound me with
my best friends got shattered. I have lost all my
contacts with them, no one tried to contact even.
My friend Amar was dead today exactly a year
ago. It was an incident not a murder. But media
certainly murdered the rest of us. I have trans-
formed into an animating corpse.

These are my last words. Mom, Ranu,
Dad .... I love you all. I have been a constant
disappointment to you, but I did not make any
mistake ... it was an accident. Why would I kill
my best friend? Media is soulless. Don't listen to
them. For me its better to burn out than fade away.
A few drops of poison will certainly act as an
antidote to on my pain. As I am slitting my wrist,
I hope that blood that oozes out will wash away
all your agonies. May you all live in peace without
me! Thank you for all the good times that you
have given me. But good times are fleeting.

Last salutations to you all ...
Goodbye ... I quit.
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She wonders why did everything goes wrong.
Maybe, it was during the time when she met
him for the first time. She had never thought

that she would love him to the point she wished
to be dead, when he left her. Richa, a writer, is
someone almost near the point of perfection. She
has got the fame she worked so hard for. But
the journey to her success was also a journey of
gratefulness and regret.

She is someone pure and enchanting,
tangled up with the complex people. She is a raw
person, she doesn't know the complexities of
human world, she just likes to go with the flow.
That's how she has been living. And he was
someone who gave name to her pure soul. Joseph
was a Christian boy whom she met in her blooming
twenties at the same university she was going to.
He was someone who felt so close to her, yet
so distant. They had felt something, but certainly
was yet to come.

She always looked for him. But he couldn't
reciprocate her fondness for him. He was an
orphan, grew up in an orphanage, he didn't want
love, he wanted a name for himself, that he knew
was the most crucial thing of his life. He tried hard
to avoid every encounter with her, but he couldn't
resist himself any further. He knew it would never
work out but still wanted to go with his heart.

Another Star Crossed Lovers
Deepanwita Borpatragohain

4th Semester, English Department

She, too knew it was something where she could
never  predict the ending. It was sad. Their love
was sad, yet so elegant.

"Richa, I know we love each other. But
I fear I cannot walk with you till the end." It was
something he would often say, but she couldn't
resist herself from giving her whole heart towards
him. Her family knew about it. They even locked
her up, refraining her to meet him, but she,
somehow assured her that she would still choose
him. He was someone who fostered the courage
in her, she knew herself better through him. For
him, she could write thousands of poems. He lived
in every poem of hers. He was her brightest star
and she was his moon, keeping her bright under
his sparkle. He didn't want to lean on someone,
neither he wanted someone to lean on him as well.
He knew she wasn't the person, but he also knew
she was the person who gave life to his soulless
life.

Richa's family wanted to marry her off to
Uttam who was a surgeon. Her family couldn't
afford her high flying dreams. She wanted to fly
high, like the limitless sky. On the day of gradu-
ation, Joseph disappeared. She didn't know why
he did that. Her family had taken away her phone,
all they could do was sending letters. But it too
stopped. He stopped sending her letters.
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Richa is now in her mid thirties. She
married Uttam. He is someone who makes her
feel free. He is like a friend to her. She has been
grateful towards him, but this gratefulness  has
never turned into a feeling of liking. It was like
a feeling of friendship, like platonic soulmates. She
had an accident a year ago and her heart was
transplanted. She seems to change after this. She
is an aspiring writer, but she feels like she has
grown up now, like emotionally.

One day, Richa found some letters in
Uttam's study. She opened them. They are Joseph's
letter for her, the very letter she has always longed
for. She feels betrayed, she tries to understand.
But what makes her fragile is because it isn't a
trivial matter to her. It's a kind of storm, but quite
calming yet so effective. She stands up. She wants
to meet him, not just as someone she likes, but
for the sake of humanity, she wants to meet him.

Upon reaching the orphanage, she asks a
man. "Do you know Joseph?" Suddenly his
expressions change, he grows cold towards her.

"Who are you?" He asked her sternly.
"I am Richa Sharma. Joseph was my ...."
"Lover?" She gets shocked.
"What?"
"Sorry to say, he is no more. He died a

year ago. Thanks to him, someone is alive right
now."

"What are you saying?"
"I am his closest friend. We grew up

together in this orphanage. He really loved you.
He didn't even marry anyone. Your family threat-
ened him. He was worried to death when you
didn't send him any letters. He kept sending you.
Haven't you got them?"

"I didn't get any letter. But I did send him
letters."

"Maybe your family did."
"You said he passed away?"

"Do you think I am kidding right now?"
"I don't know. I just cannot accept this."
"A year ago, I hit a lady and Joseph was

with me. I didn't get hurt much, but he was brutally
hurt. But he was saved but at that time the lady
whom I hit was in the worst condition. He even
went to see her. She had lower chances to live.
He donated his heart for her."

She is shaking. Every part of her body has
been shaken. She also met with an accident a year
ago, but her mind is thinking the worst.

"Did the accident by any chance take
place near a post office?"

"Yes. How do you know?"
Everything seems to make sense now. He

was with her at every point of her life. He is the
reason and her heart is so heavy right now,
everything seems to be worthless. The fame, the
life she is living, everything so far, seems to be
in vain.

"How do you know?" He looks at her.
"Are you fine?"

"I know the lady you hit."
"Really?" He runs away and comes with

a paper. "Can you give this to her? Joseph wrote
a letter for her."

She opens the letter and reads it.
"Richa, if any chance you are reading this,

I don't want you to blame yourself. My love for
you will remain forever. I don't expect anything
in return. Live your life to the fullest. Keep shining
forever.

She cannot stop her tears. "Can I see his
crematory?" He leads the way. She looks at his
crematory. Joseph is smiling in the picture. She
places a flower and smiles weakly. "Thanking you
will never be enough. I will live your life well from
now on Joseph." The sun slowly sets, as she leaves
the place.
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Oh! Mother
Karabi Baruah

6th Semester, English Department

It is the birthday of her daughter. Of course she is excited, she is her
only daughter. Layka is turning fifteen this year. All the
decorations have to be perfect for her. Mrs. Edward ordered the

birthday cake from the best baker in the town. The flowers for the
decoration were still fresh, straight from the garden. And Layka, where
is she? No one has seen her today. Mrs. Edward totally forgot to look
after her daughter for she was so busy with the preparations. Mrs. Edward
remembers the day when Dr. Richard announced she was pregnant with
Layka. That day was the happiest day for Mr. and Mrs. Edward. The
little steps she took holding her fingers. Oh! and how can she forgot the

day Layka called her "Mama". Mrs. Edward almost cried hearing
her little baby voice. When Layka cried she felt  as if her

heart broke with ache. Now that little one is turing fifteen.
Surely time flies by. Guests are starting to arrive. Some are

being too quiet, sitting in the chairs. On the other hand,
some others are being a little bit too loud. "Yes, you

can't even know how dangerous drugs can be." Mrs.
Charles' voice can be heard in the silent hall that

the guest have created. Some are looking at Mrs.
Edward as if they have seen a ghost and some

with pity in their eyes. Mr. Edward comes,
the very arrival of him brings chill down to
Mrs. Edward's spine. With black coat and
trouser Mr. Edward looks heartbreaking,
the grey hair also signifies his age and
pains. He slowly moves forwards to the
portrait of their beloved daughter and
lights up the candle infront of it. Mrs.
Charles' voice is now heard again
among the guests "Yes, their daughter
died due to drugs addiction last year.
Mrs. Edward still doesn't believe it.
She thinks their Layka is still alive.

She waits for her daughter to ar-
rive.
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Tubelight
Parikhit Konwar

4th Semester, English Department

In a shrill tone someone was calling Biren uncle. Biren uncle went to observe
what was happening. Uncle told me that a boy aged roughly of 16 was seeking
help to come out from a ditch where he had accidently tumbled in due to heavy
rainfall. I glanced at the boy instantly and saw he was Pranjal, the newbie of our
swimming class. Without wasting time I got there to ask him if he was okay. Till
then he looked fine, but the appearance of having sludge on his body was
ridiculous. Submissive natured Pranjal stood like a post
with a confusing smile. Thanking Biren uncle he went
off.

That confusing smile ...! Not after this event,
actually it had been stricking me from the day I
met him. In my entire life I have never ever
been distracted to survey someone instead
of this guy. Felt like he was kind of
mysterious person who was not same
like how he pretended to be.

Here, I will tell how I was
able to reveal him. The doubts
seemed to be clarified. Pranjal
was transferred to our school.
With the passing of time I got
to know Pranjal, a boy with
strong ideology, sheer
determination and
potent iality.  Pranjal's
individuality reminds me of detective Hercule Poirot from Agathas Christie's 'The
Murder of Roger Ackroyed'. Both are not easy to define.

The colleagues made fun of him in a mocking way calling him tubelight.
The pet name of 'tubelight' lends meanings such as being sensitive, straight like
poles, having no girlfriend etc. He stayed calm with no reaction. Once Pranjal
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too have figured out him already. But a wrinkled
page of his life turned everything upside down in
a minute. Pranjal had been the best singer for a
number of times and wanted to be a pop star.
Unfortunately, this rising star was never able to
illuminate his sparkle. Pranjal's parents wanted
their son to be an engineer. They never tried to
find out whether he would be happy with it. Pranjal
is an engineer now, but neither spends time with
family nor anyone else. He always acts dispassionate
and locks himself in a dark room. Did his parents
ask him for once what he wanted to be? If Pranjal
had the opportunity to tell his interest, he would
have been happy with his family. The bargraph of
academically qualified people are an advantage,
yet it somewhere seems futile. Huge numbers of
human resources fade out in such a way before
blooming just for wrong decision.

Can someone be happy after taking away
the source of happiness? Pranjal finds himself
happy in music. Money is just a source to live
while singing is life to him. Mentally he gets
depressed day by day and the tram is filled for
entire life. No one is able to feel where his mental
tranquility resides. Parents never think of their
children to have a life full of thorns. But in certain
conditions, one decision might change a tiny
world like Pranjal's. The conviction of having a
job could make a better life seem useless.
Numerous platforms are opened for talents, talent
never hides. Be a blessing to your children by
supporting, encouraging. A small step could be
a biggest charioteer to all like Pranjal.

became so angry like the head of hooligans of a
Hollywood movie. His mood schocked the crowd
present there. He became angry when some boys
were insulting a poor boy for his torn shoes.
Fearlessly Pranjal gave them lesson not to repeat
by suspending them with the help of Principal. This
act really made me develop respect towards him.
It turned into double when I came to know why
he joined in our school.

Once there was a seminar in his previous
school. On the basis of the topic everyone
reflected their opinions in their own way. The
matter was that there arose a conflict between the
teacher and Pranjal. The seminar topic was on
modern civilization. The teacher only focused on
presenting what was in the book. He refused to
accept Pranjal's point of view. Pranjal said that
along with the prescribed notes we should apply
time changing notions too. But the teacher didn't
consider it that way. Though Pranjal was ordered
to seek forgiveness, he didn't, so that he was
expelled. In his eyes right is right. Inner curiosity
always helps him to be the best version of him.

Moreover, Pranjal was a boy who was
capable to find real happiness that a person desires
Pranjal was never perplexed by materialistic
philosophy, he endeavored to receive the mental
peace which is the key to one's happiness. He
just got involved in the work which gave him
pleasure. The smell of a handmade card attracts
him more than costly gifts.

My purpose is done to unveil the hidden
individuality behind the confused smile. I think you

Literature is the art of finding somthing extraordinary in the
ordinary.

–Tolstoy
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"Five hundred for a night Saheb."
"Pick me and I'll make you ... heaven."
"Saheb, just one night with me and you'll

forget your wife."
The greasy streets of GB Road were filled

with women who were striving to make a living
by selling their bodies. Any way you put around
your gaze on, you will be caught by women
dressed in scanty clothes standing everywhere like
eye candies ready to gulp down the infidel males.
Gentlemen would never visit the place, even on
the matters of official work. Women stood outside
multi-storeyed brothels in paltry clothes and colourful
make-up to catch their pray, i.e. men.

Leela was born and brought up in this
brothel. She spent the eight autumns of her life
running and playing through the greasy corridors
of Mallika Bai's brothel, growing under the shadow
of these women, whom the women tagged as
'prostitutes'. Leela's mother Rasili was a well-
known prostitute in one of the many brothels of
GB Road, the largest red-light district in Delhi.
Leela had witnessed the struggles and agonies of
the woman living there, whom she calls 'Mauri'.

"Ma, why don't I know the name of my
papa.? My classmate Jaideep teased me as being
a fatherless girl. Why don't you tell me his name,
so that I can tell them that I too have a father
just like them?" little Leela asked her mother.

Rasili was getting ready for the night. She
wrapped the saree around her body and put on
a bindi. She knew that such questions would often
pop us as Leela grew up.

"Tell them that Rasili is both your mother
and father. Only the blessed children have the
mother act as both parents. Tell them that you are
one of  the special kids," she tried to console her
daughter.

There was a knock on the door.
"Rasili, how long? Your customer is waiting."

said Mallika bai, the head of the brothel. Leela
understood that it was time for her to go out and
play in the lobby of the brothel. She picked up
her book and went outside. She never understood
why her mother sent her away while some random
man went inside the room that was shared by her
and her mother.

Leela took out her notebooks and began
doing her home-work. The corridor was filled with
the hustle and bustle of man, dressed in sooty
clothes and women in revealing dresses. The scent
of cheap alcohol was omnipresent. Unknown men
were entering and leaving the rooms in frequent
cycle. But our little Leela was not distracted.

She was now used to this environment.
She was sitting beside some women who were
cheerfully gossiping about different topics. However,
Leela understood that these women were not

The Harlot's
Daughter

Shruti Duwarah
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happy and something was wrong with their lives.
Even though she was too young to understand that
it was something illegal. The cops often visited the
area and the women hid behind the curtains. Leela
aspired of becoming a police officer in order to
save her mother and other women from the
clutches of these men.

Time elapsed. Leela grew up into a beautiful
girl. Preparations were carried out to celebrate her
thirteen birthday Leela's presence was the only
thing that filled the lives of these women with joy.
She was the only innocent and pure thing left in
the brothel. Thus, all the women showered their
love and treated her as their own daughters. Rasili,
Leela's mother was also respected by most of the
young women there, since she was a senior there.

"Where is the cake? Rambha, you were
supposed to bring the cake," said Sujata.

"It must be arriving, let me go and wait
in the doorway," said Rambha.

"You little girl, go and get dressed. Why
are you dressed in such ordinary clothes today,"
said Aloka.

"Leela, close your eyes and make a wish."
Leela prayed to God to fulfill her dream

of becoming a police officer. She blew the thirteen
candles over her cake to celebrate her birthday.
Rasili's happiness knew no bounds to see the
women treating her daughter just like their own.
At least she had a daughter, but these women had
no one with whom their shared their blood.

Dancing in a pink coloured frock, Leela's
face was brightned up with a spark that was rare
even in the happiest of families. A man dressed
in shabby clothes entered the hall. There was a
scent of alcohol and sweat radiating out of his
body. The women stood up and tried their best
to tempt their new customer.

"Saheb, let's go inside and I'll give you a
great time," said one of the women.

"Oh come on Pakija, he's my customer."
said another.

The man ignored the women and casted
his gaze throughout the entire hall.

"There, I want that girl, not only of you
rotten woman," the man said while pointing towards
her.

Rasili's heart escaped a beat. She stood
up from her and stared angrily at the man who
was now lighting his cigarette.

"Saheb, she is my daughter, she doesn't
work here. If you want, I would go with you
instead," Rosili said in a pleading tone.

"I don't care who she is. Once I make
up my mind, none can change it. Give me that
little girl for the night and I'll pay you a thousand
rupees," he said. The man walked towards Leela
who was staring at him with eyes filled with terror
and dread. The man held her arm and pulled her
towards him. She was screaming in fear and pain
but the man only tightened his grip.

The other women pleaded the man to
leave the little girl alone, but their cries fell in deaf
ears. The owner of the brothel, Mallika Bai
entered the scene. She was an aged woman of
late fifties, who wore a red saree and a large bindi
on her forehead. Her apperance was always
accompanied by the lips coloured red by the juice
of betelnuts that she was constantly chewing.
Everyman who came to the brothel paid directly
to her before going inside with the woman. She
was the only woman who had control over the
activities of the brothel.

"Mallika Bai, please tell this man to get
away from my daughter. She is innocent and pure
and has no right to live this life. I beg you," Rasili
cried.

Mallika Bai took out a piece of betelnut
from the small tin that she carried in the knot of
her saree and put it in her mouth.

"Rasili, yout daughter has no other possible
future. A prostitute's daughter is destined to
become a prostitute. It doesn't matter the what
education she receives. Let her go, and realize that
she isn't born to some happy family with a normal
life, but to a prostitute," said Mallika Bai.

The entire world shattered into a million
pieces before Rasili's eyes. Her teary eyes could
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only witness the strong men dragging her innocent
flower-like child, where she could not even do
anything to save her. She failed as a mother. The
shadow of her profession ultimately grasped her
daughter too.

Fifteen Years Later :
"Inspector Leela Kamble reporting."
Years of sheer hardwork and boundless

sacrifices had resulted in her dream shaping into
reality. Leela would never forget that dreadful night
when she was violated of her chastity by a man
she had never seen before. That was the night
when she finally understood what her mother went
through behind the closed doors. The last memory
Leela had of her mother was her begging the man
to leave her alone. That ghostly night after satisfying
his carnal desires the drunk man had fallen asleep
on the bed. Leela tried to open the door but she
couldn't reach the bolt. Thus she took the only
way available to save her life. She jumped off the
window to the streets. Leela ran as fast as she
could. At some point she fell numb and lost her
senses. She woke up in a bed, surrounded by
unfamiliar faces. Leela was rescued by an NGO
who works against child labor and abuse. When
they tried to ask her about her home address, she
simply told them that she didn't have one. Now
that she had finally achieved her dream, she could
go back to the place to rescue the girls and women
like her, especially her mother.

"Let's go and raid a brothel. I have some
old amends to make," Leela told a constable.

A group of cops reached the brothel
where Leela spent much of her childhood in. The
place was still the same, women dressed scantily
scattered everywhere. The police arrested the
owner of brothel who was not Mallika Bai, but
someone else. Leela rushed inside the corridors
and memories flashed back to her mind. But her
eyes were in search of one face.

She met Rambha, Sujata and many others
who were happy to see her grow up. They
congratuleted her and wished her luck.

"Mousi, where is my mother? All these
years, I've waited for this moment," said Leela.

The women looked at each other's faces
in hesitation. "Look Leela, I don't know if you
are ready to accept this, but you are too late. That
cursed night, your mother couldn't tolerate the fact
that she failed to save her daughter from this filthy
life. She lost all hopes of her life when she
couldn't find you. You were the string that held
Rasili to her life, but the sins of her life clutched
her daughter too, she ran upstairs and didn't give
a second thought before jumping off the roof of
this building. Her body was lying on the street
the entire night, with people spitting on it, after
all a prostitute had no respect," said Rambha.

Leela couldn't feel her nerves anymore.
All the years she spent working hard to achieve
her dream. But was it all in vain? Instead of
running away that night, if she would have
confronted her mother, would she be alive today?
But it was clear that the time of ifs and buts have
now long gone...

Literature is the mirror of human nature.
–Publius Syrus
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Being Miserly
Dipshikha Borpatragohain
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I think misers should get a special award in the world for sustainability.
I respect them for always giving value to everything. But sometimes they do crack
me up. I had a neighbour who was a miser. His soap lasts for a
year. When I went to his house, everything was in the most minimal
quantity. He used only chairs for the living room. He used a stool
as dining table. Acording to him, stools are the best because they
work in two ways, one for sitting and one for eating. Funny
thing was that the he had a full time big job.

Misers have a habit. They will never buy anything in
unless, not even a single grain of rice. My cousin is like that.
He even stays hungry and he saves so much money that he can
own a whole store, but still choose not to. Even my family is
a miser. We use toothpaste until we squeeze out every part of it,
then again we cut it to last for two more days. Our neighbour Shanti,
once didn't eat the whole day for a wedding.

Misers will find ways to save everything, untill it wears out to
the point that it is of no use. My uncle had a scooter and he used
it for almost over a decade by repairing it again and again and some
say, he sometimes try to find the person whom his wife secretly
sold the scooter to.

A miser is a person who recycles everythng. They will use
anything again and again from gift wrapping papers to cartons. My
bachelor friend Rajesh's electricity bills are the lowest in our town
because he uses a torch to read. He even proposed to a girl with
a bouquet that he took from her sister's wedding. Once I
remember him saying that he gets satisfied with good food
just by taking its smell. Once my father brought a sweater when
I was in sixth grade, it lasted till my tenth grade and I still wear it.

Misers know and respect the value of everything. They never waste
anything. They have this potentialitity to stay on their ground no matter what.
So, what's you opinion about them?
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Chapter - I
An introduction

The crimson hues of the bright orange sun
fell upon her eyes. Her face shone radiantly like
moonlight squeezing hard amidst the hues of the
twilight. The hustle and bustle of the city were never
stopping. The city that didn’t sleep, the city of dreams.
Mumbai, where men entered with a penny in their
pockets, and left with their dreams fulfilled. Many
came and left this city in a dilapidated condition. It
depends on how much fate you carried within
yourself. You could either end in sky reaching towers,
with sea-facing views; or in grimy slums, without
basic amenities of life.

Mishka was lucky enough not to take birth
in the slums of Dharavi. Her eyes opened to the
same sunlight that awoke the paupers and beggars
of the city. However, she was fortunate not to wake
up in the hard concrete footpaths of Mumbai. Instead,
Mishka woke up under the coolbreeze of the air
conditioner of her parents’ 2BHK apartment in Worli
area of the city. Her father, Rajnikanta Choudhury is
an established business man who earns enough to
keep his family happy in the well known residential
area of Mumbai. Rajnikanta and his wife Nilima

Epiphany

Meghali S Dutta
6th Semester, Department of English

take every ounce of care to encourage their daughter
Mishka’s value in the society. They enrolled her in
violin classes and made her pursue MBA from Indian
Institute of Management (IIM) Bangalore. They took
every step possible to ensure her a secure future in
the society. Mishka, who crossed 25 summers till
date, has never experienced the woes of poverty.
The Choudhury family migrated to Mumbai almost
fifteen years ago. Their roots still belong to the
Assam’s peaceful environment. However,
Rajnikanta’s bold and firm decision, years back,
made the family quit their homeland and take
residency in the suburbs of Mumbai. With
Rajnikanta’s prospering business of textiles, he began
lifting his identity in the Marathi society of
Maharashtra. He succeeded to purchase his own
apartment in Worli area of the city, where his family
could embrace comfort in peace.

The Choudhury couple never opted for a
second child, as they believed their daughter could
fulfil all their dreams. Even, while doing the child’s
Naamkaran, they consulted many priests and
learned persons, and decided to name her ‘Mishka’
meaning ‘gift of love’. Indeed she was the gift of
their love. Rajnikanta and Nilima’s love story is
another story in itself. They met during their graduation
years in Gauhati. He was a student of Political
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Science in Cotton University, and she studied
Economics in Handique Girls' College. Their graceful
romance was the talk of the town, as he was a local
leader of the students' union, who according to his
professon ‘wastage of youth’; whereas she was the
daughter of a reputable scholar of the city

Chapter - II
Summer of 1992

“Why does the sky turn cloudy all of a
sudden?”

“Because, the clouds shield up the earth
from the scorching heat of the sun, just like a lover
protects his love.”

“Rajni, I spoke to my parents about you last
night. They didn’t like the idea very much, as I could
sense from their gestures. I want you to stop wasting
your time in worthless agendas and do something
fruitful instead.”

“Nilima, dear, tell your parents that my future
is too bright, as foretold by astrologers. Just give
yourself to me, and I would never let you sleep with
a hungry stomach.”

“What a cliche dialogue, Rajni!”
The banter carried on between the two lovers

of the 90s. A mild chili ran through the dry air of July.
Nilima has only six more months left before her
graduation. With every passing year, her biodata is
getting accommodated with more and more
accomplishments. Last year she was awarded the
‘Pierson Scholastic Award’ for scoring the highest
percentile among the North Eastern universities. On
the other hand, her lover, Rajnikanta was a mediocre
student from Pandu College. His recent engagement
with the Assam Bandh organized by the Students'
Union created a buzz around the corners of the
area. His father Hemkanta had sent him to the city
college with a hope to build a bright future for him.
But, Rajnikanta’s ideas were peculiar. He wanted to
get engaged to something that gave him a rush of
adrenaline, instead of getting lost amidst the crowd.
Thus, he became the active member of Students’

Union and carried on several agendas of the party.
His professors had tried to resolve his attitude and
bring his fidgety mind to rest. However, it’s
impossible to stop a young man from doing what his
mind suggests to him. His grades first rose and then
fell to crash like thè price of ACC stocks under thè
influence of Harshad Mehta.

“The party leaders are considering to offer
me the position of Chairman in the new agenda of
Oil Price Rise Strike to be organised next week,'
Rajnikanta said to Nilima.

“Rajni, why don’t you get the point? Stop
wasting your youthful years in vain. Next December
we are getting graduated, and my parents will send
me away for higher education.”

“Uggh... Let me do what I pain to do. I am
well aware of my academics. Why is, everyone so
nosy towards my activities? I will never disappoint
you or my family,' assured Rajnikanta.

Chapter - III
Rustie Blues

The bus left with black smoke bellowing
from its fuel tank. The atmosphere seemed quite
more pleasant than Mishka had expected to be. Her
back hurts from the bumpy ride. The half-broken
roads between Guwahati and Seujpur are enough to
make a healthy man paralysed, and Mishka was still
in her first visit. She took a gaze around the campus.
The antique blue house stood there just like it did
when she left it for the last time. Her last foot on this
place was some fifteen years ago, when she was still
a child. The green fields in the distant reminded her
of the valleys of Ooty, that she recently visited with
her friends. Otherwise, greenery was a distant dream
in concrete jungles like Mumbai or Bangalore.

Majority of the houses of Seujpur village
were built with clay and straw. However, a few
houses also contained ikora walls plastered with
cement. The house she came for is one such, quite
unique from the houses nearby. Mishka opened the
three bamboo jopona and let her foot in the campus
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of Hemkanta Choudhury. There was the man, sitting
in the veranda dressed completely in white. Mishka
approached the old man and she did recognize him
from afar. Dressed in a white Punjabi kurta and a
pure white dhoti, Hemkanta’s white silky hair
contributed to his look.

“Who do I see on my campus today?”
asked Hemkanta.

“Koka, this is Mishka, your grand daughter,”
answered Mishka.

“Do you think your grandfather is a patient
of those old men’s diseases like Alzheimer and
dementia? I recognized you as soon as you opened
the jopona and entered the campus. You people
might have forgotten this old man, but I have not,”
said Hemkanta.

“Koka, I’ve come long way from Mumbai
to visit you. Papa sent me to meet you,” said Mishka.

“Does that retard still remember his old
father? I thought he forgot me just like he forgot his
childhood home after moving to big city,” said
Hemkanta while passing on the bamboo murha
towards Mishka.

Mishka dropped her bags and sat down on
the murha releasing a long breathe of relaxation.
Just then a young woman dressed in yellow mekhla-
sador entered the scene with a bota in her hand.
Her bota contained fresh betel leaves and betel nuts
cut into small proportions. In one side were some
fennel seeds (saunf). Mishka picked up few fennel
seeds and ignored the rest.

“This is Monurama, wife of Chandan. She
takes care of my food, my medicines and the entire
household. She is the daughter I never had. Your
mother and father might have left me, but I can still
survive without them, when I have people like
Monurama and Chandan,’ said Hemkanta.

While Mishka was trying to grasp the words
of her grandfather, a man wearing shorts and with a
bare body walked with a fishing net in his hand.

“Harvest is good today. Caught two Boralis
and a bunch of dorikonas. Looks like there is going
to be a heavy feast today. Monu, take these fishes
and cook a delicious meal today,’ said the man while

looking at the stranger guest.
“Ah Chandan, that’s great, we’ll devour on

fish curry today. By the way, this is Chandan, the
man who took care of me through all these years
and made sure that I stayed alive,’ Hemkanta said to
his grand daughter.

Chandan greeted his guest with a Namaskar.
Mishka in return offered him a sweet smile.

“Chandan, this is majoni, my only grand
daughter, whose imbecile parents left me here alone,
I’ve finally meet her after fifteen years. The feast
should be grand today, Monurama, go and make
preparations for the lunch, and Chandan go and get
the guest room ready,” Hemkanta said.

“Deuta always keeps talking about you,
you’ve done a great work by visiting him today. l’II
make the room ready for your comfort,” Chandan
said to Mishka while lifting her bags. Mishka
wondered why Chandan called her grandfather as
‘deuta when her father is the only child he had.

Chapter - IV
The Result

The campus is occupied with tense faces.
Hustle and bustle of students rushing towards the
notice board displayed in the front lobby of the
college. Rajnikanta arrived at his college in his
Yamaha RX-100. There was no such rigidity or
tension in his face. He gradually walked inside the
campus. The gloomy atmosphere bothered him.

“Why do people make such a fuss about
results? Results won’t matter if you don’t know how
to use your brain,” thought Rajnikanta.

He slowly walked towards the notice board
in no hurry. He observed the faces of the students.
Some lit up with joy and some appeared like old
squashes. In short, the result day brought everyone
to their real senses. Not just the backbenchers, even
the toppers prayed for qualifying into the next
semester. However, this was the last semester, and
failing this one would mean loss of one year.

Rajnikanta reached the notice board and his
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eyes started a journey behind the number 675. He
scanned the first list thoroughly, but couldn’t find it.
Then he searched his roll no on the rest of the lists
but, he couldn’t find it. Slowly his legs started sensing
a feeling of nervousness and anxiety. He couldn’t
make it this time. He will have to appear thè exam
again after a year.

“Hey Rajni, how is your result?” asked
Devraj.

“I didn’t make it. What about you?”
“I scored 65%. I’m really happy. Oh, I

mean I’m sorry for you, try next year,” said Devraj.
Rajnikanta and Devraj spent most of the

time together, busy in miscellaneous agendas like
organizing groups for Students' Union, planning
strikes against the principal of their college etc. But,
today one passed the exam and the other didn’t.
Even though Rajnikanta took results lightly, he started
feeling a shiver in his backbone. He walked briskly
out of the gate and rode on his motorcycle. He
entered Digholi Pukhuri park, where Nilima was
waiting for him.

“How was your result? Why are you with
such a gloomy face?” asked Nilima.

“It’s nothing. Tell me about your result,”
said Rajnikanta.

"Oh, I topped my class again. My father has
organised a small gathering today to celebrate my
achievement. We will have you grace the party with
your presence and meet my parents,” said Nilima.

Rajnikanta left a sigh. He sat down on the
bench beside the Digholi pukhuri.

“I couldn’t pass the examination. You are
too good for me. You should not waste your valuable
time behind a failure boy. How could I even match
my eyes to your parents’? A reputable scholar
Nityananda Goswami would rather keep his daughter
unmarried than giving her to a boy who couid not
even pass his graduation,” claimed Rajnikanta.

Nilima sat down beside him and held his
hand. She tried to make him cool down.

“Rajni, why didn’t you tell me earlier? Look,
I’m not going to judge you right now because time is
already gone. I think you should now focus on

qualifying next year." Nilima said him.
There was a long silence in the park. Birds

flew away towards the horizon, honking of cars
started getting louder.

“No. I have made up my mind. I will not sit
in anymore exams.”

Chapter - V
The Lunch

The interiors reminded her of her childhood
days when she used to play within the rooms of this
house. The brick walls painted light green reflected
the positive energy that was carried within the
household. The doors had orange curtains with prints
on them. She had not seen such houses in Mumbai,
where the roof is covered with tin. Even though it
was the month of June, the scorching heat of the
exterior couldn’t influence in the interior. The house
was designed in such a way which could adapt the
temperature according to the weather. Even the
greatest civil engineers couldn’t build such homes in
Mumbai today.

"I've arranged the room for you, you can get
fresh in the bathroom, which is  located on the
backside of the house. You will find the gamusa
there,” said Chandan.

Mishka went towards the bathroom which
was not situated inside the house, but away from it.
She thought that it was painful to visit the bathroom
everytime, especially during the night. She thought
about the city houses, where every room got its own
bathroom accompanied to it.

She changed her clothes and lied on the
bed. She got a ring on her phone. It was her best
friend Anisha on the other side.

“Hello, Missy, what’s up? How is Assam?”
said Anisha.

“Hi Ani, l’ve arrived at my grandfather’s
house just two hours ago. Assam is fine, but the
village l’m staying currently is quite tropical. I mean
my back still aches because of the bus journey.
Would you believe that there are no accompanied
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bathrooms in this house? Ah, I instantly miss my
home and city,” said Mishka.

“We are greatly missing you here, come
back soon. Also, how is your grandfather? Is he the
way you talked about?” said Anisha.

“Don’t even get me started, Ani. He is such
an austere person. He keeps on complaining about
my parents in every sentence he speaks. I am really...”
she couldn’t complete her sentence when she heard
Monurama’s voice.

“Lunch is ready, please come and have lunch
with us. Deuta is waiting for you,” she said.

Mishka hung up on the phone and walked
towards the dining area. Her stomach was growling
with hunger. Her nostrils felt a unique smell coming
from the dishes kept on the table. There were a
number of items organized in pretty crockeries, which
perhaps were used after a long time because she
was a special guest.

“Come majoni, look what Monurama had
cooked for you today. There’s borali fish with ou
tenga, kol posola bhaji, steamed fish wrapped in
banana leaf, aloo pitika and what not,’ said
Hemkanta.

Mishka sat down on the chair and
Monurama served the plates. Chandan was sitting
on the other side of the table and Hemkanta’s chair
was covered with a gamusa. The eldest member of
the family sat on the special chair, where no other
member dared to sit down.

Mishka began eating the food. The taste
was a bit eccentric, something she had not tasted in
many years. There was no spice, but a combination
of flavours, some sour and some salty. Mishka didn’t
hate the food, but she couldn’t accept that she liked
it too. After the meal, Mishka retired back into her
room and dozed off.

Chapter - VI
The Decision

“It’s final deuta. I’m not going to waste my
time anymore. I’ve made up my mind,’ said

Rajnikanta on the telephone.
Rajnikanta came out of the PCO after ending

the phone call with his father.
“Why are you so hyped up every time? Sit

down, take a few days off and rethink your decision,’
Nilima said.

“I told you multiple times, Nilima. I’m not
going to change my decision. It’s a wastage of time.
No more exams, no more studies.’ I'm going to do
something worthful and make my father proud. Even
if I pass the exams next year, what’s the use? Its not
like I’ll qualify for any job anyway. Rather I must do
something else, which would be beneficial for my
career,’ said Rajnikanta.

“So what’s your plan? You want to move
back to your home?” asked Nilima.

"I'll think about it later. Now let’s go and
enjoy the sunset,” said Rajnikanta.

The two lovers enjoyed their time together,
amidst all the woes surrounding them. There was
peace, a strange one. The sun was beginning to go
down in the distant horizon. It seemed like the peace
before the storm that was approaching. Rajnikanta
went back to his room. He sat down in the divan
and engaged himself in deep thinking. His entire
future got displayed in front of his eyes within
moments. Has he taken the right step by quitting
studies? He will forever be known as a 12th pass
since he couldn’t complete his graduation. Will his
children be bullied as the kids of a 12th pass man?
Will his father be shamed by the villagers? He couidn’t
even fulfill the dream of his father who sent him to
the city to study. Was he a failure as a son? All such
weird yet profound thoughts began to encircle his
mind for a few moments. Rajnikanta took a deep
breathe.

“Its useless to it here and procrastinate. I’ll
have to take a firm decision tonight. I’m also putting
Nilima’s life on gamble. I don’t even know why she
is still with a failure like me,’ Rajnikanta began
murmuring to himself.

The darkness fell upon Ujanbazar area, and
Rajnikanta stared towards the moon from the
window of his room. Suddenly he remembered about
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the invitation Nilima had offered to him. Her father
had organized a party for her success, and he decided
to visit it. It’s a do-or-die situation. If her father
couldn’t accept him right now, he doesn’t deserve
to be accepted later on, thought Rajnikanta.

Rajnikanta opened the almirah and began
moving his fingers over his shirts. He picked up a
maroon shirt that was gifted by Nilima on his last
birthday. He paired it with black trousers and got on
his motorcycle.

He reached Beltola and parked his
motorcycle outside Nilima’s house. The house  was
decorated with dim fairy lights and a number of
people, presumably reputed members of the
aristocratic society, were gathered there. He could
see Nilima talking with her guests, wearing a light
blue salwar-kameez. Rajnikanta walked towards
her

“Rajni, I thought you wouldn’t come,” said
Nilima.

“So you’re Rajnikanta. I’ve heard a lot of
things about you from my daughter. It's great that
you graced my party with your presence,” said
Nilima’s father.

“Uncle, I’ve come here to ask your
daughter’s hand for marriage. I know I’m nobody
from nowhere, I couldn’t even qualify my exams.
But I know for sure that I will do something in my
future. I have self-confidence, I will never let your
daughter sleep with a hungry stomach. I just want to
request you something, if Nilima wants to marry me,
will you allow her groom to be me? I’ll come back
once when I’ve taken a firm step about my future.
But until then, would you promise not to marry her
to somebody else?” said Rajnikanta with glistening
eyes.

Nityananda Goswami was shocked to hear
these words. He took a long sigh. The guests were
looking at them, so he took Rajnikanta aside where
no one else could hear them.
“Look son, I’ve lived through years. I’ve taught
many students. I can analyse a person by looking at
them. When Nilima talked about you earlier, I have
to be honest I didn’t like you at all. I wanted her to

stay away from you. Even when you walked towards
me, I was planning on humiliating you so that you
leave my daughter alone But as soon as you started
speaking, I saw a deep honesty in your eyes. Your
words seem to have a depth, and I believe you will
do something or yourself. As about Nilima, I think
it’s for her to decide if she wants to marry her. But, I
would not stop her from taking any decision today,”
said Nityananda Goswami.

Both the men stared towards Nilima, who
was eavesdropping on their discussion She stood
there, like a frozen mummy, without a blink of eyes.

After a few moments, she finally spoke....
“Rajni... I’ve not thought of marriage right

now... I have dreams to fulfill before marrying... I
never expected you would propose me so soon... I
really don’t know what to do, Rajni..” she said.

“Nilima, I’m going back to my father’s house
tomorrow. I want an answer before returning. It’s
fine if you do not want to marry me, I would accept
my fate and probably never come back to this city
again. But please, I’ve come here expecting an
answer from you,” Rajnikanta was just about to
break down.

Nilima didn’t lose her emotions. She stood
there like a statue made of marble.

“Rajni, you know I have never made any
decisions on the basis of emotions. Every decision I
take, I take it after a lot of contemplation. And
today, I’ve made my decision. I will choose my
dreams and career. I will build my own identity
before I become someone else’s identity. I’ve applied
my CV in various job vacancies and I will first get a
job before considering about marriage.” Nilima said.

Tears had started rolling down Rajnikanta’s
cheeks. He couldn’t stand there anymore. After all,
what had he expected? Why would a girl marry a
failure like him?  He turned around and began walking
away from the venue. Suddenly Nilima stopped
him.

“Rajni wait. I’ve not completed my decision.
I said I'll choose my career, but I didn’t say I’ll not
choose you. I’ve decided that I will marry you, but
only after I make myself financially independent. I
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will wait for you. I have confidence upon your
abilities. You have to come back and marry me, and
until then we both will work our
best to make ourselves financially independent, and
organise our marriage with our own money,” said
Nilima.

Rajnikanta wiped his tears and ran towards
Nilima. He embraced her so tightly that he forgot he
was in a party. The sound of claps brought him back
to his senses.

Chapter - VII
Days in the Village

The afternoons of June in Seujpur Village
are exciting. You will find young boys bathing in the
ponds, cowherd boys sitting under the shade of the
large peepul tree and dozing off, college girls sitting
in the large field to eat mangoes. It’s been a week
since Mishka arrived at the village. She was sleeping
on her bed after the lunch. Suddenly a sound of
people screaming and arguing broke her sleep. She
ran towards the window to take a better view of the
situation.

A large crowd was gathered on the road.
She couldn’t understand what the matter was.
Therefore she put on the slippers and ran outside to
understand th matter. She saw her grandfather
standing near the gate. She rushed to him. She
peeped her head to understand the matter. A woman
was being dragged by two men. She was screaming
on top of her voice but there was no one who would
step forward to help her.

“You witch! You’ll die today. You’ve caused
a great deal of havoc in the village. Ratnakar bez
says all the illness in the village is being caused
because of you. You’'ll die today,’ said one of the
men.

People cheered up and encourage the two
men to abuse the helpless woman Mishka went up
to one of the crowd members and asked about the
incident.

“There have been a lot of omens witnessed

in our village in the past months. The head priest of
the temple died, the sarpanch met with an accident,
a woman lost her baby... all within a short span of
time. We consulted Ratnakar bez, who is a very well
known black magician in our village. He said that
this woman named Rebati is a daini or a witch. She
is causing trouble in our village by summoning her
dark powers. The only way to bring back peace is
by killing her, so we are gathered here,” said a man.

Mishka was taken aback. She couldn’t
believe what her ears just captured. Superstitions
like these were abolished long back in India, and
there are still many people who are shadowed with
this darkness. She couldn’t watch the scene anymore
and she decided to help the poor woman. She
pushed aside the people to reach the woman, and
hugged her tightly. People were shocked to see this.
They even tried to push her away. However, Mishka
was determined to save the life of Rebati.

“How can you all be so illiterate in today’s
time? You are going to commit a murder. Do you
know it’s a crime? You people wlll be locked up in
prison for your deed.’ Mishka said pointing at the
villagers.

“Girl, no one is going to punish us. Get
aside, or this witch Rebati will kill you too. Who is
this girl anyway?” said one of the men.

“I heard she’s Hemkanta Choudhury’s long-
lost grand daughter.” said another.

“Choudhury Uncle, please tell your grand
daughter to step aside and let us do our work.
Otherwise she too will have to pay the price.’ said
the man.

“No, I’m not going to let you people kill this
innocent woman. We have evolved to the 21st century
where the greatest power in the world is science and
technology. There is no such thing as black magic or
witchcraft. All such things were abolished in the last
century itself, and I cannot believe you people have
not been benefitted by the ray of education till date.
The people who died in the village might have suffered
illness. How can another human be the cause behind
such incidents? Also, black magicians are scammers
who loot your money and faith by blabbering
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nonsense. Don’t commit sin by trusting such people.
Leave this woman alone, you will commit a great sin
for sure if you kill her today.” said Mishka.

“Shut up your nonsense, girl. We know
what we are doing. Don’t try to colonize us with
your so called modern ideas. We will not listen to a
town girl, because they are fools.” one of the man
said.

The phone of one of the men rang and he
picked up the call instantly. After ending the call, he
looked quite tensed.

“What’s the matter? Who was it on the
call?” asked one man.

“Ratnakar bez has been arrested by the
police today. He had accepted of coming frauds and
extracting money from people by brainwashing them.
That means Rebati is not a witch.  said the man.

Mishka displayed a small grin on her face.
The men became silent. The expressions on

their face changed instantly.
Mishka felt a sense of pride. The men left

the place and Rebati was saved. Hemkanta
congratulated his grand daughter and told her how
he was proud of her.

“Hey Ani how is Mumbai? I’m really missing
it,’ Mishka told Anisha on the call.

“Mumbai is great just like it always is. We’re
missing you here Missy. But no need to hurry and
you can come back after enjoying your days with
your grandfather.”

“I want to go back as soon as possible. I’m
starting to despise this piace even more. Don’t even
ask me what happened today. People here are such
illiterate fools. I wish to go back to my home and live
my life in peace,” said Mishka.

Chapter - VIII
Magh Bihu

Preparations for Meji is being carried out
with great enthusiasm and joy. A week has passed
since Rajnikanta returned from Guwahati. His father
has not displayed a great deal of happiness by his

arrivai. After all, he only wasted his money without a
fruitful result.

“What are you gonna do, Rajnikanta? Your
father is very worried about you." said Basu, a
neighbour.

“Basu Uncle, deuta gets worried in anything
I do. Anyways I’m going to do something soon,
please don’t worry for me.” said Rajnikanta.

The Meji was lit by an elder man and the
wooden logs were soon gulped by the huge flames.
Children sought blessings from the elders and
everyone bowed down before the Meji. After thè
burning of Meji, everyone moved back to their
homes.

Rajnikanta’s mother had left this world when
he had appeared for his 10th board exams. Since
that day, his father has been taking care of him.
Hemkanta was the head master of the Village High
School, and was greatly respected by all people of
the village.

Every guest who visited their house on Magh
Bihu asked about Rajnikanta’s results and pretended
to suffer great dejection by hearing his decision.
However, Rajnikanta knew well that nobody actually
cared much. Rajnikanta was sitting on the veranda
when he saw a boy enter through the jopona.

“Hey Rajni, Happy Bihu,” the boy said.
“Samir, is that you?” said Rajnikanta

“Yes yes, it's me. I heard you returned from
Guwahati. So I decided to visit you.” said Samir.

“Yes I have. Now please don’t ask me why
I did this or that. Tell me something about you
instead. What are you doing these days?” said
Rajnikanta

“Oh there’s an interesting story. I have sold
my house to a contractor who will build an apartment
on our land. Now I'll get one flat in the apartment
besides the extra money of the land. There’s a
contractor who buys lands and gives you hefty prices
for your land and a flat of your own. I suggest you to
do the same with your house too. Let me give you
his visiting card.” said Samir.

Samir searched his wallet and took out a
visiting card and gave it to Rajnikanta. Rajnikanta
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kept the card in his pocket without giving it much
importance at the moment.

Darkness fell and guests started leaving his
house. Rajnikanta was lying on his bed after a hectic
day of Magh Bihu. Suddenly, he was reminded of
Samir’s words and searched his pockets for the
card. There was an address on the card and
Rajnikanta decided to visit it the next day.
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Chapter - IX
Monurama

It was the second week in Seujpur village.
Slowly, Mishka was adapting to the village life. Her
flight ticket was for the next Friday, and she would
have to fulfil her motive of coming nere. It was a lazy
sunday, and Mishka was sitting outside soaking the
sun. She was chatting with Monurama, who was
cutting vegetables for the lunch.

“I really like the way you cook fish, with ou
tenga. To be honest, in my first try, I hated it. But
gradually I started enjoying it.” said Mishka while
reading a book under the winter sun.

“No Assamese can dislike such traditional
food items. Our ancestors have created such healthy
cuisines which would never affect the gut health.
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When I was young like you, I had learnt to cook a
variety of such dishes from my grandmother. I still
miss my grandmother sometimes.’ Monurama said
without lifting up her head.

“Tell me something about you. All these
days I’ve quite observed you. You have never told
anything about your past life. I want to hear,” said
Mishka.

“I was married at the age of twenty-two to
Chandan. Actually I used to visit Choudhury deuta
to cook his meals because he had funded my studies.
Chandan was adopted by deuta after your father left
him, to take care of him in his old age. Gradually
Chandan and I became good friends, and deuta
could sense it in his bones. So he suggested us to get
married, so that we can live here. We did as he told,
and since then l’ve been taking care of the household
just like it is my own,” Monurama said with a smile.

“Wow! That’s a cool story. But I wanted to
know something since the day I came here. Why do
you two call my grandfather as deuta, when you all
are not his real children?” Mishka asked.

“I was born into a poor family, and was
brought up by my grandmother. Both my parents
had died when I was too young. My grandmother
worked hard to fend my education and food. But
she could no longer provide for me when I reached
college. I was planning to quit studies, when deuta, I
mean your grandfather, offered to take all the
expenses of my education. But I didn’t want to take
his help for free, so I offered to cook for him and he
agreed. He is the father I never actually had. I don’t
even remember my biological father’s face.
Therefore, your grandfather acted as my own father,
and that is the reason I call him deuta. Understood,
young girl?” said Monurama.

“Yeah, quite so.”
“What are you studying or planning to do in

your future?” asked Monurama.
“I have applied for a job, which is kind of

what I’ve been eyeing for a long time. I have passed
the interview with the highest score.

So I’m really waiting for them to send me
the appointment letter. Ah! How excited I am!” said

Mishka.
“That’s great. I hope you keep contact with

us even after you return to the big city.” said
Monurama.

Chapter - X
The Deal

“Mr. Akash Barua?”
“Yes, that’s me, please come inside and

take a seat,” said Akash Barua. Rajnikanta pulled
out thè chair and sat on it.

“My name is Rajnikanta Choudhury, I live in
Seujpur village. I’ve heard that you take lands and
build apartments in villages. Please tell me something
about it.” Rajnikanta said.

“Yes, yes you have heard it right. Let me
order a tea for you and then we’ll discuss about it.
Kripa, please bring two cups of tea for us." said
Akash towards the door.

The tea arrived and the two men began to
sip their drinks from the porcelain cups.

“Look, Mr. Choudhury, it’s absolutely true,
whatever you’ve heard. l’m a builder. The times
have been progressing and people are becoming
more comfortable in concrete apartments, which
offer a lot of new possibilities. If you sell me your
land, I will give you the best possible price for your
land and a flat free of cost for your family. It’s a win-
win situation for both of us. There is no use of having
a lot of land if one cannot make its proper use.
Believe me, that’s the best deal you will have for
your land rather than selling it just for the price,” said
Akash Baruah.

Rajnikanta didn’t answer for a long time as
he was sipping tea from the cup.

“Thank you Mr. Baruah for the information.
I will surely think about this deal and contact you
very soon." said Rajnikanta as he stood up from the
chair.

Rajnikanta left Baruah’s office and started
walking on the road. All the way his mind was
occupied with a storm of thoughts. He couldn’t
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decide what he actually wanted to do in his life. But
there was no time to waste. He would have to take
his decision very soon. After all, he has also put
Nilima’s life at stake.

Chapter - XI
Chandan

Chandan was trimming the grasses in the
garden. There were a variety of flowers in the garden-
from red roses, chrysanthemums, and calendulas to
white jasmines and even different breeds of cactuses.
The garden was managed by Chandan who watered
the plants once in the morning and once in the
evening. In short, no one can say Hemkanta
Choudhury’s son left him alone in this house. There
was a liveliness which was often missing in the life of
cities.

Mishka observed Chandan carefully. He was
not more than thirty-five. His broad eyebrows added
a unique shape to his oval face. After hearing
Monurama’s story, now Mishka wanted to know
Chandan’s too.

“Chandan khura, I wanted to know about
your life, just like Monurama khuris. If you don’t
mind will you tell me?” asked Mishka.

Chandan continued trimming the grasses
which have grown longer than its usual height.

“I was an orphan child who worked in
people’s houses to earn a living. One day my former
landlord got angry when I accidently dropped tea
on his coat. He picked up the hot iron and proceeded
to hurt me. I ran outside on the road when I banged
on Choudhury deuta. He held me tightly and hid me
behind his back. He scolded my landlord who said
that he would not employ me further. Choudhury
deuta instantly took me to his house and said that he
would legally adopt me. Couldn’t believe it, since
childhood I had been moving house to house in
search of shelter, and all of a sudden a man I never
met before adopted me like his own son. Slowly, I
learnt that his own son had left him for the city and
there was no one to take care of him. Therefore, I

decided to devote my entire life in taking care of
Choudhury deuta. He is my father, and he never let
me feel like an outsider for even once,” Chandan’s
eyes were filled with tears, but he hid it by continuing
to trim the grass.

Mishka was once again surprised at her
grandfather’s deeds. She felt like everyone there
treated her father as the villain of the story, whereas
her grandfather as it’s victim and hero. She didn’t
like the idea, so she went inside the house.

She took out her phone and texted her best
friend Anisha.

“Everyone tries to frame my father as a
villain. I really hate it. I’m really waiting for Friday
when I will return back to Mumbai.’ she wrote in the
message box.

There was no reply. After an hour, she texted
again.

“Anisha are you there?” still there was no
reply.

Mishka kept her phone aside and decided
to get a warm shower.

Chapter - XII
The Final Decision

“Deuta, we need to talk.” said Rajnikanta.
“What’s now? You want money? I’m not

going to give you anymore,” said Hemkanta while
reading the newspaper.

“Deuta, be serious with me for at least one
time. I have an important offer.’ said Rajnikanta.

Hemkanta peeped his head from the side of
the newspaper, “The last time I took you seriously
was to send you to the city. Who knew you would
return empty handed.”

Rajnikanta sat down in the chair beside his
father.

“I visited the famous contactor Mr. Akash
Baruah, and got to learn about an interesting project.
Deuta, I have a fantastic idea. We will sell his land to
Baruah, who in exchange will build an apartment
complex and give us a free fat in it. this way, besides



 |

getting the rate of the land, we would also get a
modern flat. It’s the era of modernization. These old
houses wont last long anyway. It’s a win-win offer
deuta.” said Rajnikanta.

Hemkanta grew furious after hearing his son.
He stood up from his seat and began to argue in the
top of his voice.

“How dare you to tell me about selling this
land? How dare you? This land has been owned by
my last many generations and who are you to sell it?
You have completely lost your mind, Rajnikanta
Choudhury. Guwahati did no good to you, but
degraded your mind instead.” shouted Hemkanta.

“But deuta, we will move to the city after we
sell this land and we can use the extra flat to earn
money. With the money we will get, I'll build up my
own business and provide both of us a secure future.
Think from your brain deuta, excessive sentimentality
does no good.” said Rajnikanta.

“Nobody can sell this land till Hemkanta
Choudhury is breathing. If you are so adamant about
selling this land, then kill me right now and do
whatever you want.” said Hemkanta.

Rajnikanta tried to offer multiple reasons to
support his argument, but Hemkanta was not ready
to move away from his decision.

“So its final, deuta. If you don’t let me sell
this land and establish my business, then I’ll nave to
do it the other way.” Rajnikanta rushed away from
thè room like a tornado moving on its path.

Chapter - XIII
A Reality Check

Mishka and her grandfather were watching
the television together in the drawing room. He was
watching the news channel while she was simply
scrolling on her phone.

The channel was displaying a piece of news
about old men and women living in an old age nome.
Lots of old people were living together in a house,
enjoying each other’s company.

“Young kids, these days, throw their birth

givers out of their own homes. Such people must be
whipped with a stick.” Hemkanta said to himself.

Mishka didn’t pay much attention to his
words and continued her scrolling.

“My son is no different from these. He left
me all alone just like these old people. Only if I
hadn’t been quite firm in my decision, I’d have lost
my ancestral house too." he said.

Mishka started feeling uncomfortable hearing
his grandfather talk ili about his father.

“I swear if my son ever comes to meet my,
I’ll not even look at his face.” he said again to
himself. He didn’t remember me all these years, and
all of a sudden his daughter visits me.”

Mishka couldn’t hear any longer.
“Koka, stop talking ill about deuta everytime.

I don’t like anyone badmouthing my father.” she
said.

Hemkanta was surprised to hear this. He
turned towards her and stared at her face in dismay.

“Your father treats me as a dead person. All
these years he never even remembered about his
father once. What lie has I told?” he said.

“My father chose what is best for him. He
didn’t want to live in this village where there is
nothing but widespread superstitions and illiteracy.
I’m so glad he did that,” Mishka said.

Hemkanta was hurt, truly. He remembered
the day when his son fought with him for a similar
matter.

“Majoni, you’re too small to understand
such matters. I’m sure your father does not regret
his decision even today. That’s why he didn’t visit
himself." Hemkanta said.

“My father misses you every passing day. I
never heard him badmouth about you, in the way
you keep doing on him. He has been diagnosed
with Stage 4 Bone Cancer, and has only few months
in his hand. That is why, he sent me to meet you
and convey his message, and here you are busy
complaining about him. You know what, Koka,
your problem is that you never try to listen to the
other side of the story. You never tried to understand
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deuta and your isolation is the result of your
arrogance.’ she said in agony.

Hemkanta was literally shocked and he
lost his capability to react. Mishka rushed out of
the room, but Hemkanta stood there like a man hit
by lightning. His son is about to die, and he couldn’t
even see him for one last time. Is it all true, whatever
Mishka said? Is it all his arrogance? Should he have
tried to talk with his son for once. All these years, his
son hadn’t called him, but as a father, has he tried to
call him? Tears started rolling down from Hemkanta’s
eyes.

Chapter - XIV
The Business

“Deuta, I’ve taken a loan of 5 lakh rupees. I
will start my own business of textiles. I'll need to
move to Guwahati,’ said Rajnikanta.

Hemkanta was doing Yogasana. He took a
break to answer his son.

“Hmm.. who instilled this idea on your head
now? Nobody from our family started their own
business till date. How will you even manage that?”
asked Hemkanta.

“Deuta, please let me do what I’ve planned
to do. I’m moving back to Guwahati next week, and
I’ve taken a place for lease to operate my business.
You didn’t want to sell the land to give me the
money, that’s fine. I managed to collect the money
on my own. Please don’t stop me right now,” said
Rajnikanta.

“Do as you wish. You will have to come
back to take care of this property if your business
fails. I give you my blessings.’ said Hemkanta.

****
“Deuta, this is your daughter-in-law Nilima.

We’ve tied the knot in the court and have come here
to seek blessings from you. I’m doing well in my
business an have thus fulfilled my and promise to
marry her once I get settled.” said Rajnikanta one
fine afternoon.

Hemkanta was shocked.

“You got married? Without even letting me
know once? I couldn’t believe this Rajni.” said
Hemkanta.

“Oh come on Deuta. At least accept my
decisions for once. Stop pointing needles at me
everytime. Nilima, bow down to your father-in-
law.” said Rajnikanta.

The couple bowed down before Hemkanta
to seek his blessings. Hemkanta too offered his
blessings wholeheartedly. He wasn’t a black hearted
man though.

Chapter - XV
Memories

“The number you have dialled is currently
not responding to your calls...”

Mishka kept on dialling her best friend
Anisha’s number, but there was no one on the other
side. The lunch was very quiet today. Hemkanta
didn’t utter a single word while eating, and
immediately moved to his room after the lunch was
over.

After the food, Mishka lied down on her
bed and tried to call Anisha once again. But just like
the previous times, she didn’t pick it up even this
time.

She was reminded of the stories her mother
used to tell her. After a year of the marriase, Mishka
was born to them and it was the most beautiful
memory that her mother carried. Mishka and her
mother lived with Hemkanta Choudhury when
Rajnikanta carried on his business in the city for
eight long years.

Mishka opened her laptop and started
continuing to write her novel entitled ‘Epiphany’,
which is mildly inspired from incidents of her own
life. She added the character of her austere
grandfather, and mixed it with a bit of fiction.

A few more months, and her father will
breathe his last. Her parents had offered all the
possible chances for her to have in her life. She was
blessed to be in such a privileged position. The day
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her father brought her a new bicycle, the day the
family visited the hillstation, the day she secured
scholarship for IIM were all fragmented pieces of
memory in her book. Memories are truly enchanting
and haunting at the same time. Hemkanta was greatly
haunted by his memories too.

Lying on his bed, Hemkanta remembered
the day when he saw his son for the last time. Even
he was not free from the grasp of memories.

Chapter - XVI
The story unfurls

Eight years have passed since Mishka was
born. Her mother Nilima was working as a finance
advisor in the bank located just outside the village.
Mishka was left alone with her grandfather the whole
day, who played with her and took care of her.

It was Goru Bihu. Rajnikanta had returned
from Guwahati with a lot of gifts for everyone. While
Nilima was preparing the lunch, Rajnikanta sat down
beside his father as he wanted to discuss an important
matter.

“Deuta I have an interesting thing to talk
about. I’m moving to Mumbai very soon. I’ve
planned to start my business on a global level, and
register it as an import/export business. Therefore, I
think it’s the perfect time to sell this land so that we
all can move to Mumbai. I reconsider selling it to
Akash Barua in exchange of an apartment, which I
can put on rent and earn some extra money. The
land prices have gone up and it’s the perfect time
now.” said Rajnikanta.

“How dare you bring the topic up again? At
first I thought, you wanted the money to start your
business. But now its clear that you are blinded it's
by richness and money. Kill me before you sell this
land,’ said Hemkanta in a loud tone.

Rajnikanta, who was in no mood to let the
offer be rejected kept arguing with his father. Nilima
was shocked to see this ugly fight between the father
and the son and tried to make them calm. But her
efforts were in vain. Little Mishka hid herself in her

room to escape this battle.
“Get out from my house you imbecile

reprobate. I don’t want to see your face till my last
breathe,’ said Hemkanta to Rajnikanta. Rajnikanta
was silent for a few moments. He stared at the eyes
of his father and then finally began to speak, “If
that’s your wish...”

***
Fifteen years has passed since Rajnikanta

left his childhood house to fulfill his father’s command.
Since then he had not even tried to contact his
father, because he didn’t want to break Hemkanta’s
wish of not seeing his face again.

The reports arrived today. It was what they
had expected. Rajnikanta has not more than six
months in his hand, because of his end stage leukemia.

“Majoni, I have one last wish to fulfil. My
father made a vow not to see my face until he was
alive. But before I die, I want to know if he is well
and alive. I need you, to fulfill my last wish. Please
go to Assam and spend some days with your koka,
and, convey the message that I missed him every
passing day of my life. I regret many of my decisions,
and if there was a bit more time in my hands, I would
have surely visited him for the last time. But you will
have to fulfill. my last wish now.’ said Rajnikanta to
his daughter.

Mishka took her flight and arrived at her
destination. It was the first time since moving to
Mumbai that she has arrived in a village. Living
amidst privileged conditions, people often forget
their roots. Hence, Mishka was not much happy to
visit her grandfather’s house. But she had to do it,
for the sake of her dying father.

Chapter - XVII
Epiphany

Hemkanta was in no mood of forgetting
what Mishka had said to him. His son was dying
before him, and he had not even seen his face for the
last time. He felt that only if he had not ordered him
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not to show his face, the matter would have not
been so serious.

Just then, he heard someone weeping from
the other room. It was Mishka’s voice. He rushed to
see what the matter was.

He saw Mishka sitting on the floor behind
the bedpost and crying loudly. He rushed to her and
embraced her.

“What happened Majoni? Why are you
crying?” he asked.

Mishka hugged him tightly and continued
her cry.

“My best friend cheated on me.” She while
crying.

“What happen majoni? Please tell me
quietly.” he wiped her tears from her cheeks.

“I applied for the post in a business firm,
which was my dream job. I was even selected in the
interviews, and the final list was published today.
Instead of me, my friend Anisha was chosen, who
didn’t even qualify the interview. When I tried to
inquire about the matter, I found out that she tried
her best to eliminate me from the position, by
offering personal favours to the owner,” she said
in a broken voice.

Hemkanta embraced her tighter.
“Majoni, life is a vast phenomenon. It is

bland without such setbacks. You mature only
when you face such situations and come in view
of people’s real faces. Actually, it happens for the
better. Years ago, your father wanted to sell our
land to a contractor, but I protested. He moved

away to Mumbai, leaving me here alone, and I
finally realize that I was also at blame. Had I not
been so strict with him, he would have not been
living far away from me. So, Majoni, do not hold
such grudges, and move on with your life.” he
said.

“Ohi how wrong was I Koka! Everyday I
had spent here, in this village, the strangers have
shown me utmost love and care like their own. I
had an opinion that village life was really bad, but
who am I to complain when my own best friend
played games on me. I think people here are far
better than the ones living in those artificial cities.
Monurama and Chandan treated me like their
daughter, you too took the slightest care of me.
How can I ever repay such debts?” said Mishka

“That’s your epiphany. You got to learn a
great lesson today. We, as villagers too had learnt
a lot of things from you. You taught our people to
stop believing in superstitions. Our people too
have to learn things from the educated city folks, just
like city folks need to develop humility and gratitude
in their blood. The contractor Akash Baruah, who
manipulated your father was arrested for illegally
constructing buildings on villages without giving them
the real value of the land. When you return, tell your
father that Hemkanta Choudhury misses him
everyday, and he will also be his son.” said Hemkanta.

The duo kept sitting on the floor beside the
bedpost for a long time what seemed to be an
eternity, but Mishka finally felt at home, and Hemkanta
felt a huge burden being released from bis heart.

Life is a journey, not a destination, and the road that we
take is the one that we make.

–Robert Frost
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Chapter - I
SOBHA

There are times when getting hurt doesn't
even feel like being hurt, after getting used to it. And
for people like me, it has become a habit. Being a
little different from others is difficult. I guess the idea
of being real sometimes hurts. Pretty made up faces
that it should be, right? Speaking of which, let me
introduce myself. I'm Sobha Dutta. A well established
freak they say and I say a well established screwed
up eight grade teenager, chasing nothing but existence
unknown to her own reason of existence. I am not
used to love. Do I feel miserable? No.

My rich mother, a well known writer writing
mostly about broken relationships, is a divorcee
because my father left her for another woman and
ironically one day he came back because the very
woman for whom he left my mother had left him for
another man. May be her genre of writing got real in
her real life as well. I have never read her books
though. Anyway, my mother kicked him out
eventually. We don't have a good relationship since I
am not used to her philosophy of life. Maybe she
wants more from me and I, like always, disappoint
her. At school, I am a genius to teachers and a
disappointment to others. I don't have friends. I don't
make either. It's not that I haven't tried, but they
always leave. What's the point of making friends if

Sunsets : Beginning and Ending
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they leave?
"Sobha beta, your dinner is ready. Your

mother will be late due to an important meeting", says
Lakshmi aunty. She has been the person working
longest in our house. Earlier, due to my mother's
nature, servants usually leave in fourty eight hours.

"She is always late aunty. I don't want to eat
tonight." And then I put my sheets on.

"Your terminal results are out. Sobha, you've
come first. Clap for her, students." They clap but
their clap is not what they are asked to clap for. It
only lasted for few seconds.

"Now everyone come one by one to take
your results. Do well in your exams. Look at Sobha,
always consistent." Everyone looks at me like I am a
spy. However, their stare soon breaks, when Miss
Sharma starts her class.

"So today, we will learn about trigonometry
and ...." The bell rings. I don't know why children
have that excitment to rush while the bell rings. That's
why I don't like breaks. I sit in my usual corner,
avoiding the canteen as always.

"Hey!" Someone touches my shoulder. I turn
back. It's a girl, but I don't know why she is smiling
at me.

"Do you want Laddo?"
"No why?" She sounds like she comes to

school for distributing food.
"My father got promotion. So, my mother
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sent sweets to the class. Since you are from my class
and a friend."

A friend? How? I don't even know her.
"Friend? Maybe you mistake me for someone

else."
"No we are from the same class." She takes

my hand, places the laddo and runs away. A new
friend?

Chapter 2
ANIMESH

"Everything happens for a reason. If there is
no reason why will anything happen?" Say Varun.

"Well, I don't believe it. Sometimes there is
no reason. It just happens."

"You are quite a romanticist Animesh."
It's always Varun's way of winning any

argument. Either calling me names or sarcastically
mocking me. Anyway if people hear him, they will
probably end up thinking that I am really an old school
guy. Well, I am a vintage guy I guess. Everyone I
meet either call me a romanticist or old school. That's
right. I can't complain.

Well, I am Animesh Dey. A living polaroid
camera. I like music and yes movies. I want to be a
film maker but my socially challenged parents think I
suit being a doctor than a filmmaker. Funny, right?
They call me a living music because I tend to be like
being in a movie.

"So, Animesh. What will you do now? Are
you really transferring to my school?" Says a
concerned Varun. "Yes, mother and father are
insisting. I don't have any other choices left."

"You really feel like an adult. Eight grade
students feel like children. Someone might think you
are the eldest and I am the younger one."

Varun always has his way of taking out his
silly anger on me. Still he is someone I  admire. He
maybe a step brother, but he feels like my own. And
for the school that I am going to, I really don't know
about it. My parents, who want me to be a doctor,
heard that this very school has this potentiality to
create doctors, engineers and scientists. Is this a

school or a tree?
"Animesh, come here." Shouts my mother.

She is my hero. My father and I don't click that well.
Maybe he is too busy. Maybe he wants more from
me. Maybe it's just that we hardly ever talk. His work
is like his life. He has already chosen Varun for
looking after it and I became the happiest because I
don't really have any interest in companies and stuffs.
I thought I will be free to choose what I want, but life
never goes on the way we want. My parents have
high ambitions for me. I have a strong liking for
movies, but they have a strong liking for me being a
surgeon. Life is tough.

"We have decided that you will be going to
Saint Josh School. It's a good school and will help
you in your career." Father says it like an order, sorry,
more like a statement that must be followed.

"I know you are upset with leaving behind
your old school and friends. But this is a crucial time,
you will be attending from tomorrow. I know the
head and he is a good person." Damn. Why did he
not tell me about my career? Why my life is getting
so complex?

..........
"So today, we have a new student. Come

forward and introduce yourself."
"Hi! Good morning. I'm Animesh Dey." I

smile as brightly as I can. To not look like spoilt kid.
Maybe. Everyone claps. In my earlier school, I didn't
have such a well coming. Nor any other student did.
I have been studying there since I was a toddler. My
father's business grew and we had our own
bungalow, things changed. We moved out from our
rented house to a big house. But father never
mentioned me of moving to a new school.

"Animesh, go sit next to Sobha. She is the
new class president from today. Ask her. She will
help you." I look at her. She seems more like a robot
than a human.

"Hi! Can I sit here?"
"The teacher has already assigned your seat.

Why bother asking me?" That's rude, but she has a
point.
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Chapter - 3
SOBHA

"Hey!" Turning back, I see the girl who gave
me sweets, approaching towards me.

"Let's go together." Saying she held my arms.
I hate skinship and this very girl is doing this very
thing to me. I unlock my arms around her.

"Listen. Do I know you?"
"No. But I do. I want to be your friend."
"Why?"
"Um... because ... no reason. I find you cool

actually. Let's be friends." Extends her hand like I
am going to reciprocate. Yes, I did. She seems
interesting.

"That's a reason you mentioned though." I
smile unknowingly. I am even shocked why I smiled.

"You are smiling. We are friends. Okay?
Hmm Okay?" I am smiling even more. Her is brighter
and that makes me smile even more.

"Hi! Can I sit here?" I look at the new student.
He is all out there smiling like a crazy person.

"The teacher has already decided your seat.
Why bother asking me?"

"Ah, right."
In the back, a girl in my back shakes my

shoulders. "He is a new student. Don't be rude."
I guess this year gonna be insane to the level

best.
"So today. We are studying a new chapter

on the political parties of India." The bell rings. As
always.

"Sobha, take all these assignments to the
teacher's room. There are many of them. Take
someone's help."

"It's fine I can ..."
"Can I? Can I help?"
He offers me help. If there were so many

copies, I would have never taken his help. I swear. I
hate taking help. He is so noisy. And I know it's hate
from the first sight.

"Can we talk? Hi! I am Animesh and you
are Sobha, right?"

"If you know. Why bother asking? Just take
half of the copies." He is sure a noisy kid.

"Well, can I ask you something?" He starts
again.

"No."
............
"Hey!" The girl comes running towards me.

Well I forget her name again.
"What's this time?"
"Nothing, let's eat. Today I brought fried

rice." She looks so happy as if she will burst. She is
running to eat with me, leaving her group of friends.
Why? That's suspicious.

"You left your friends for me. Why so?"
"They seem temporary. You seem loyal.

Because you look like."
"........"
"I mean. I like you. You are cool. You know

my name, right? I am Aarya Dey. Last time you
served me. Don't you remember? During the cricket
match. You caught the ball to save me." I wonder
when did I save her.

"Let's eat now. Do you like bread?"
"What? No."
"You have brought that." I look at my tiffin

box.
"Oh! I don't like it. I just eat."
"Oh. Let's eat. Wait .... Hey! Come here."

There comes another bee. The new boy.
"You know him, right? He is the new student

who sat beside you. He is my cousin."
"Oh! I see. Two bees studying together."
"What?" They ask together.
"Nothing. Let's eat. For everyone's sake."

She offers me the fried rice like she knows me for
ages. I usually take parantha, because that's what
Lakshmi aunty mostly makes. My mother never
cooks for me. Actually I forgot the last time she fed
me. I don't expect anything from her.

"The bread is good. Did you mother make
it?"

"No. She never makes for me."
"Why?"
"She is busy."
"She must have special work. Right?" He

asks.
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"She is a writer."
"Oh!" They look surprised at the same time.

Family things I guess.
"So, will you be my friend?" Asks Aarya.

Her eyes full of curiosity.
"Only if you become less noisy."
"Noisy?"
"Hmm."
The bell rings. The lunch break ends. I turn

back. "Aarya, the fried rice was good."
........

"You came home beta." Mother comes to
me, trying to take my bag from me. She looks bright
and smiling. She knows how to pretend and I admire
her for that.

"You are home at this hour, mother?"
"Yes. I have taken time out from my schedule

today. How is school? Are you doing well?"
"We see each other everyday. Why are you

asking this now? As if we are strangers. Of course,
we are strangers."

"That's how you treat me? Your mother?"
"Why is my treatment for you affecting you?

Your readers' treatment should affect you more than
me. You either call me for purpose or you never."

"So, if you have already decided what you
will think. Then let it be. Behave properly today. Some
important guests are coming today."

"I knew it. What should I aspect from you
anyway?"

The door bell rings. Just look at the timing.
"They must have come. Lakshmi, go greet

them. And you Sobha, go upstairs and change your
clothes. Behave properly today. That's the least I
want from you."

That's her. I keep my expatiation's low. She
is the reason I can never trust people. Never ever.
People don't change. Not because they want to they
just never.

"She is your daughter. She has grown up.
So beautifully." The beautiful part was really
intentional. I almost laugh.

"Your son has grown up too. It's almost four
years since we last saw him. Where is he?" I can see

mother trying her best not to stay out of the
conversation.

"He has come with us. Where did he go?
Look. Here he is."

"You?" We both say together.
"Do you know each other?"
"Yes." That was unexpected.

Chapter - 4
ANIMESH

Yesterday was historic.
"How was your first day at school?" My

family came running to me. As if the secret code to
save the country was going to be declared.

"Good." I try my best to cheer up. "Overall
it was nice."

"Good." Father came from behind.
"Go get ready. We are going somewhere."

That's it. He ordered and I had to go. He sometimes
sounds those typical businessman who appear on
serials. That's why we don't click well. I don't resent
him for that. I just hoped he was not going to take
me to places of his business deals. I am still a
romanticist. People might think I tend to be introvert,
but I'm not. I don't blame my upbringing. Sometimes,
it's better to cut off oneself from reality. Fantasy is
great because sometimes they inspire us unknowingly.

"Ma, where are we exactly going?" She
didn't answer but smiled. I almost thought that they
were planning my wedding secretly. "No." I said
loudly. Everyone looked at me. I smiled. "This is not
my wedding. Otherwise my mother would have been
on cloud nine." I thought. Me and my imagination.
It's better to not imagine sometimes. With a sight, I
got ready.

"Where are we exactly going?" I whispered
to Varun in the car.

"Shh. You will know once we reach there. I
don't have any idea." He knows; I after everytime
father took us somewhere, it has either to be boring
business deals or setting up girls for my future or
Varun's. The latter option has not yet happened for
now. But I have seen such movies before and the
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latter happens more. In my case, the former mostly
happens.

"We have reached." The bangalow looked
like almost decades old, polished, yet giving a sad
effect. The signboard said "THE DUTTAS'. Crossed
my fingers because my institution was telling me an
encounter with someone and till this date, my hunches
had never went wrong. I mean most of them came
true. The house was grand. But if felt like a kind of
sadness dwelling all over the place. It seemed like
the house had left it's spark by the look of it. Maybe
I have watched too many movies that have made me
saying this. Varun was right. I tend to feel more than
my age seems. Maybe I have matured at an early
stage of my life. A middle aged woman greeted us.
Suddenly I noticed a kitten. I was so adorable but
felt abandoned. Before I could follow it any further,
it ran away. By the time I reached the entrance, my
family had already entered the house.

"Here he comes." It's her.
"You?" We both said together.
"You two know each other?" my mother

asked me curiously and I even saw a smile on her
face.

"Yes." I said, still in shock. "We are from the
same class."

"Yes. Ashutosh, right?"
"Animesh." I corrected her. Even though, she

doesn't know me, atleast she should have known
my name. What's with this Ashutosh? She changed
my whole name with such confidence.

"Why did you come late Animesh?" Her
mother asked me smilingly. She was a sweet lady. I
don't her why her daughter is a complete opposite
of her.

"Since you two know each other already.
Sobha, go take him to your room. Show him your
stuffs." Her mother said. I looked at her and she was
totally irritated. I didn't know why but I felt like it
was my change to tease her. On her door, it was
written in big letter 'KNOCK BEFORE YOU
ENTER'.

"Knock before you enter. Yes, okay boss."
I knocked at her door. "Should I enter now Miss

President?"
"Listen, only few minutes and then go straight

away from here." She came straight towards me. Her
eyes were boiling with anger.

"Don't tell anyone that you are friends with
me."

"Aren't we?"
"No." I followed her. I just loved the

atmosphere we were in. Teasing her, was of course
the best part. Her room was like black magic. I had
never seen someone as artistic as her room. The room
shone with a spark of sadness. There were no
pictures of people. There were mostly canvases, but
no people in there. I felt like she doesn't like people
and she had isolated herself from people. That was
what I felt.

"Did you draw them?"
"Yes."

............
"Animesh, have you got ready."
"Yes Ma."
"Your father has arranged a school bus for

you. You will be going to school on a school bus
from today onwards. Mrs. Dutta arranged that."

I have never travelled in a school bus before.
Earlier I went to school by walking since our rental
house was near the old school. I find it exciting. I
hope today goes well. Unlike yesterday, although in
the end, I kind of felt sad towards her. Encountering
the same person two times already, it's just a crazy
coincidence. And here comes the devil. So, she is
also at the bus stop. Wait, her mother arranged my
school bus ride and what if her daughter rides the
same bus as me?

"Hi Miss President." She doesn't answer. She
glares. That's her answer.

"Get lost before you ruin my day." That's rude
but I am not surprised.

"Of course not. We will be taking the same
bus from now on."

"Why?"
"Maybe we are meant to be in the same bus."
"...."
"Look the bus comes."
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She goes straight and sits at the first seat.
And I too followed her.

"Take off your bag. I will sit here." I pointed
out at the seat where she kept her bag.

"Why?" There are many seats."
"Hey Animesh." Someone calls me from

behind. It's Tarun, the friend I made yesterday.
"Come sit here." He pats the seat. I look at

for the last time. Her glare shows clear rejection.

Chapter - 5
SOBHA

I have been surely cursed this year.
Yesterday, thanks to the new boy for coming to my
house as guests of my mother. I usually don't let
people in my room. Sometimes Lakshmi aunty does
enter. What's more annoying was Animesh asking
me, looking at my canvases.

"Did you draw all these?" He suddenly felt
like he was sad. Was he pitying me? So, speaking of
the devil, here comes the devil approaching towards
me. We are basically now, riding the same school
bus. He asked to sit with me, then went when
someone called him. Glad that I didn't take off my
bag. I almost did take off the bag, since he was so
insisting to sit.

"Hey." Here comes the devil's cousin. But I
think I can actually tolerate her presence and I like
her company. Maybe.

"So, Animesh visited your house yesterday?"
"Yes. He told you."
"Yes."
"What did he actually say?"
"Not that much. He said you are a witch."

What?
"I am going to exchange your seats today.

The teacher announces suddenly. I don't really care
with whom I sit. But I don't really want to make friends
either, except Aarya, maybe. But I never knew that
it will eventually affect me because the teacher has
placed me near Animesh on the same bench. Why?
I looked at him, hoping he would be pissed too, but
he looked at me & smiled. Idiot. So, instead I have

to say, "Ma'am can you really change my seat?"
"No Sobha. It's okay to sit in the last bench

sometimes. Okay now, I will assign group projects
today. I have decided the students already. First group
... First group will be Sobha, Animesh, Aarya and
Tarun." I HATE THIS TOTALLY.

...........
"So, we are on the same team. I am happy."

Aarya locks her arms with mine.
"I am not." I do usually hate skinship, let alone

locking arms. But I prefer with her.
"Why? I thought we are friends?"
"We are."
"So?" She makes a face. As if she will almost

cry.
"Leave it." She dragaed me to the canteen. I

never really go to canteen before, it's a rare sight of
me being seen at canteen. I usually sit outside in a
corner during breaks.

"Look, who has come to the canteen?" Some
boys started shouting. I looked back. "It's our class
President Sobha Dutta. Welcome."

Usually I don't give any eye to these things,
but I couldn't today when I saw Animesh with them.
I came closer. "So, you boys going to serve me or
what?"

"Of course anything for our class President."
One of the boys said and the other boys cheered
him up.

"Do you want a beating?"
"If only you have superpowers."
I will show him what my powers are.
"So do you want to try arm wrestling?"
"Sure." I smile. "Wait are you on the cricket

team?"
"Yes. Why? I am the captain. He seems

puzzled.
"Nothing." The game starts. All of them are

on his side. On my side is only Aarya, who looked
like her soul will be torn apart from her body any
time soon. I looked at Animesh and he seems more
confused. Probably in a dilemma.

"It makes me smile and gives me. Courage
to win by looking at his annoying face. After few
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minutes, I did win. Glad those karate classes did
come helpful.

"You are smiling so much. I have never seen
you smiling." Lakshmi aunty just couldn't stop saying.
"I wish madam was here too. She would have been
happy."

"Mother is never home anyway."
"Did something happen at school today?"
"Nothing. I am going to my room. Good night

aunty."
My phone beeps. It has been beeping again

and again. I get up from my chair, only to find him
tending me.

"Animesh here. Don't ignore me, okay? I am
your group member after all."

I chose not to reply.

Chapter - 6
ANIMESH

I think a kind of storm has entered my life
and shaking things up. I really don't get how I should
receie these new changes. This girl Sobha Dutta is
everywhere. Like everywhere. Literally surprising me.
Our class teacher even made me sit with her. I could
not show her that I was angry, so I smiled at her.
What's ironic was that we even happened to be on
the same group project. Tarun and I looked at each
other, yes we were doomed. Tarun said, "She will
make you work like a machine because she wants
her assignments to be perfect."

"How do you know?"
"I heard from others who were on her team

once. Get ready my friend. This year is to going to
be diwali celebrations before Diwali."

I should not be afraid, right? I am pretty good
in studies and topped almost all my classes in my old
school. "Right I should not be afraid." I say to myself
to console my heart.

"Why are you afraid?" Varun comes and
shakes my shoulder. I almost screamed.

"I heard the writer's daughter armwrestled
Tarun, the cricket team's captain. Who won?"

"Her"

"Please try to avoid her. I am afraid that you
will be her pray one day." He laughs loudly.

I guess my school life will be full of surprises
just like how Miss President surprised me in every
way she can. My phone beeps. It's her message.

"Tomorrow after break in the library for the
group project. Be on time. You can leave it if you
want." I can even see her glare in her message. Life
is not always a romantic movies. It's a crazy movie,
unexpected ppl, rude arm wrestler and unpredictable
events. I don't know about others. But I am sure my
life will surely be that movie, if I don't do something
about it.

..........
Today is Monday. A new day. A new month

and my first group presentation of my new school. I
hope things go well because in the past week, I have
been working like my rent is due. Sobha made us go
through her. She wanted everything to be perfect.
She did not even spare Aarya, my poor cousin. It
must be tough for her to be her friend.

"Now the fifth group come forward and
introduce your topic."

"Good morning everyone. Today I, Sobha
Dutta and my friends Aarya, Animesh and Tarun are
going to present our topic 'Cube and cube roots'.
She smiles. For the first time, I have seen her smile.

"You did well." I whisper to her after the
presentation and successfully we all did our best.

"I know." She is always so full of herself.
She turns back. "You did well too." My heart skips.
Maybe I am a heart patient, right?

Chapter - 7
SOBHA

Open wounds heal more quickly than the
bandaged. My family is not a family anymore. We
barely talk to each other. Our relationship is like "You
came home" and "Yes." That's the only relationship I
have with my mother. She wanted the spot light, and
left her family for that. She did not listen to my father.
He cheated on her but that was only her side's story,
his side was never heard. I did have a good bond
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with my father. As my mother got the fame she has
so much wanted and worked so hard for, she slowly
drifted apart from us. My father was a teacher and
my mother insisted him to leave his job and stay at
home instead. He loved her and even left his job.
We moved from our small home and moved to a
bungalow. I was happy for a while, but as the new
changes began to come, I witnessed my family falling
apart. That was not the life I wanted. I could not
blame my mother but one day, everything changed.
My parents had a big fight. It was the first time, I had
seen them fight. They screamed and the room was a
mess and I could see glasses being broken and
spreader on the floor. I screamed too. That's when
my nightmares stared. I go lost in my dreams,
somewhere dark and I could see mysterious places
and ...." I wake up. That was a dream. It's another
night more. I have been battling with nightmares ever
since my parents' fight. I have been living alone in my
room ever since their fight...

"Today your class test results are out. Sobha,
you came first and another impressing thing is that
our new student Animesh comes second." Everyone
looked at him and cheered for him. Well, he is not
that dumb I guess.

"Sobha, wait for me."
Aarya never walks fast and her break time

is her favourite. In these past few days, I have bonded
with her quite well. She is my second friend I made
in my entire life. My first friend happened to be in my
elementary class. During that time, my mother was a
teacher and father too in that elementary school.
There they met, fell in love and married. I think they
shouldn't have met. Some people are never meant
to be with each other in the first place and my parents
highlight this example very well. So, they enrolled
me into the same elementary school. There, my
mother made me sit with a boy named Anurag, from
what I remember. He was my mother's friend's son.
We played with each other but then, his family shifted
somewhere else and I never had any friends after
that. I feel cringed how because I cried so much that
day. He gifted me a matching teddy key chain. I think
I had lost it somewhere. We will never meet again

anyway. And even if I meet him, I wouldn't recognise
him either and he will too. I don't even use social
media, so I guess I will never know what he will be
like.

"Sobha, what are you thinking?"
"Did you say something?"
"Tiffin break. We should eat." Tiffin breaks

have become Aarya's favourite. She likes to feed
people.

"At this rate, you should become a chef." I
laugh at her.

"Yes. I am thinking too. When I'd open my
restaurant, I'd hope that you would be my first
customer. I will give you lots of discount."

"Ok. Silly girl."
"So, are you going somewhere during

summer vacation?"
"No. Why?"
"Come to my home. Summer vacation will

be fun. I will cook you lots of food." She made a
puppy face. I could have declined, but I felt like I
should not.

"Just give me your address. My father will
pick you up."

"I can go by myself."
"Just send me your address. Okay?"
"Ok."

-----------
"Lakshmi aunty, can you come to my room?"
"Yes. Yes?" She seemed shocked. Of

course, anyone would have been. Ironically, I am
closer to her than mother.

"You are dressed. Are you going
somewhere?" My mother asked me. She was in
surprise. I never usually step out of my house unless
I need to.

"What? Where? I didn't know."
"As if you care for mother. I am going to a

friend's house and I will stay there for few days."
"Friend." She looks at Lakshmi aunty.
"Lakshmi, am I hearing her right?"
"Madam I am also shocked."
"Sobha, are you lying? What is your friend's

name? You did not tell me."
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"As if you stay in the house all day that I
have the time to tell you. Can you please stop acting
shocked and aunty, can you really help me with
packing?"

"Why didn't you tell me? I would have
prepared some food for your friend."

"I don't know aunty. I will tell you next time."
Within half an hour. We finished packing. A car horn
beeped. I ran as fast as I could to avoid my
sophisticated mother from meeting them. "Sobha,
your friend has come." So she has met.

"Take our car Sobha. Aarya please do look
out for her. She barely socializes." My mother
sounded like she cares.

"Don't worry aunty. She will have fun with
us."

The car stoped near our house. But Aarya
didn't come out.

"Isn't it your home Aarya?"
"No. This is Animesh's house. He will also

stay with us."
"What?"

Chapter - 8
ANIMESH

At this point, I am sure of it. My parents are
planning my wedding. So much coincidence is not a
good thing it's dangerous. My family is going for a
business trip, but I stayed because I never really liked
those trips. I had gone there once. It was basically
burning. For me. So I will be staying at Aarya's home
for the time being. But I think I am destined to be
troubled. Sobha will also be staying in her place too.
I should have gone for the business trip.

"Can't you two be friends and stop ignoring
each other?" Aarya finally speaks out to break the
silence when we reach her house. Inside the one, no
one uttered a word, even uncle too stayed silent.

"No." I say to her aggressively pulling my
suitcase.

"Me too." She says, pulling down her
suitcase.

"Welcome. You are such a pretty girl." Aunt

comes and touches her checks.
"Aunt, pretty? That's funny." I laughed out

loud. She slaped my back.
I should have gone to that business trip. Varun

even video called me, showing him and mother on a
ship. I am regretting. I told him about Sobha and he
told me to keep my arms safe.

"Children come and eat." Aunt called out
everyone.

"Aarya, can I please change seats." I couldn't
sit with Sobha.

"Shut up and eat." Aarya glared at me. She
probably learnt it from Sobha.

"So Sobha, this is the first time Aarya has
bought someone to stay. She talked a lot about you.
I guess you are special." She smiles. She looked
pretty. What? No. Get a grip, Animesh.

..........
We were on a walk. Aunt insists that I take

an evening walk with the girls, when I could sleep in
my room at peace.

"So Sobha, I am curious. Why did you
compliment the food my mother made? It's usually
not like you to compliment people." Aarya said.

Sobha smiled. Seriously, she should not smile.
It's just that I become awkward. Like I want to see
her more, but I resist. It's annoying.

"I just liked when she cooked for me. My
mother never really cooks for me. I forgot the time
when she cooked for me."

She talks as if it's normal and she is totally
not bothered. But it's not. I think I kind of know
now why she is like this. She barely talks because
she has been alone all this time.

"Look, there is an ice-cream place. Summer
is incomplete without it." I looked at Aarya. Glad
that she grasped it.

"Sobha. Let's go." We ran. Sobha ran with
us too. We kept cheering each other and she too
cheered. We kept laughing nonstop.

"Do you like it? Ice-cream I mean." I asked
her.

"Hmm."
"Hmm."
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Chapter - 9
SOBHA

"Sobha should I turn off the lights?"
"Yes."
This is my first sleep over. I have never done

things like this before. Usually I just stay in my room,
or go to library. This is what I do. Today I opened
up myself a little. I played with them, ate ice-cream,
we talked too. I know I lack socializing, but today it
felt different. Animesh did not look that annoying I
thought. I seem to like it. This place, the people and
this summer.

"Aarya, are you sleeping?"
I looked at her. She was sleeping like a tired

kid. But I couldn't seem to sleep. I peeped through
the window, I see the summer light. How come I
have never find nights that good? I felt like I am
changing. I should just get up and have some water.

"You are up at this late night?" Animesh
comes out of his room suddenly. I almost chocked.

"Want a beating? I almost got chocked."
"Sorry for that. Want to go to terrace?" We

sat on a bench, looking at the starry sky, shining
brightly.

"It's starry." He sighed.
"Hmm."
"Sobha, can you really talk more than one

word?" He sighed.
"Ok."
"You are just a stable person."
"I guess so."
"Why?"
"I don't know sometimes I feel like if I talk

too much, people will find me annoying."
"You think a lot. You are just twelve years

old. Take it easy. That's all we school kids do."
"Hmm." We both laughed.

...........
"Sobha, want to go out for fishing."
"I'm good. I will read some books."
"Animesh is also not going. I guess I will go

with Tarun."

I lied. I literally didn't have anything to do. I
just didn't want to go out. Someone knocked.

"Hi!" Animesh come.
"Do you want something?"
"I have a place to go with you."
"With me?"
We walked towards a park. I used to go

there when my father was there with us. I have grown
up in this neighbourhood, but I haven't come here
for almost six years.

"You go there. I will bring some snacks."
"Sobha." I turned back. It's mother.
"What are you doing here, mother?"
"I was just passing by. I saw you here."
"Okay then. I am going now." She grabs my

hand. "Let's sit here for a while Sobha." I didn't want
to, but I was not able to refuse her.

"Do you want to say something to me?"
"Just the normal ones like everyone. I want

you to tell me and talk to me." I looked at her. She
looked serious and genuine.

"Should I quit my job? I have lots of money
though?" She smiled.

"Do what you want mother. Let's talk when
I get home." I didn't know what I'm saying. It just
came out naturally. I spoted Animesh at a distant,
holding ice-cream.

"Your friend has came. I have work. I am
going.

"Sobha, I have a place. Let's go there."
Animesh comes running.

"What is this? A riverside?"
"Can you just sit down Sobha?" He offered

his hand, but I refused. I sat down.
"You met your mother."
"Yes."
"That's good." He smiled. "She saw me and

I told her about you." So it was Animesh.
"Why did you do it?"
"I don't know. I just felt like I should tell her

about you. Why are you so angry with your mother.
She is such a good person."

"I don't know."
After a long silence, he spoke again.
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"Sometimes things don't just go in our way. Everyone
has reasons you know." He looked at me. I looked
at him. He looked like someone, pure and true to his
emotions. "Just apologize to her."

"I will. Thank you."
We looked at the river, getting golden as the

sun slowly sets down. It is beautiful. The river, the
sunset and him. For the first time I have started to
like my life.

Chapter - 10
ANIMESH

So much I try not to get involved with her.
The more I try not to feel sad for her, the more I
want to help her. Yesterday we talked a lot.

"Why did you two go the river side without
me?" Aarya complained.

"Listen." I told her the whole story.
"Really?" She patted my back "Do you like

her?"
"What? No. Why would I like her?"
"I think you like her." She left me.
"Hi guys." Sobha came.
"Sobha, you are leaving. Come on, stay some

days." Aarya threw a fit at the already packed up
Sobha.

"I will come again." They hugged. I couldn't
believe a week can change anyone's personality that
much.

............
"The sky is so blue?" Sobha looks up at the

sky with icecream in her hands.
"You should just go back to your old self. I

am finding it hard adjusting with you now."
"So, am I changing?" She came towards me.
"Just sit on your seat." We have been sitting

on swings, waiting for the others. I checked my
phone. Aarya has texted me "Just hang out with her."
I now understand what she means. She is a sly
matchmaker.

"Hmm." Sobha sighed.
"Do you want to go somewhere?"
"Why do you want to hang out with me?"

"I am bored."
She smiled. I have now lost count of her

smiles. She feels so familiar. Maybe she has opened
herself up a little, she doesn't seem intolerable now. I
remember the first day, I met her. She was the most
horribly rude person I have ever met. Maybe it was
her loneliness, that she has bottled up so much.

"School playground? Let's go there." She
grabed my hands. She ran so fast, but still not tired.

"What are you two doing here?" Came
Tarun, Aarya and Varun.

"We are hanging out?" Sobha told casually.
"Really?" Varun looked at me. He took arms

and parted me away from them. He whispered to
me, "So what happened?"

"I will tell you later."
"You two brothers. Want to play cricket?"

Tarun shouted at us. We ran toward them. We were
playing together for the first time. Sobha is really a
good player. We laughed so hard when the bat from
Aarya's hand flew away. Looking at everyone,
laughing and giggling, makes me so happy. I wished
this moment would never end. I looked at Sobha.
She was laughing her heart out. The evening, this
place, these people and her. They made me so happy.
I hope such a summer comes every year. I want to
be with them forever. I want every teenager, every
one, to be happy. I want everyone to have a happy
summer. Everyone has struggles, but there are people
with us, who will comfort us. To every people, battling
with their loneliness, but still stand strong, I will always
root for you.

Chapter - 11
SOBHA

Three years later.
A lot of things happened in these past years.

My mother quit her job and started her own
publishing house, which has grown bigger within a
short period of time. I have also read some of her
books. We have gotten quite closer. We still talk
formally but it has started to become casual. I have
been dating Animesh for almost four years. Now
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unbelievable right? I think too. When he confessed
to me, I just couldn't resist. I have learnt a lot about
him. He made me read his favourite book, watch his
favourite movies. He claims to like spicy food, but
he can't eat more than just one bite. Silly, isn't it?
Aarya and I are still best friends. She is dating Tarun.
No one ever thought that from being best friends,
they would turn into lovers. But, still the most shocking
news will be about Animesh and me. We finished
school last year. So we are now college students.
Me, Aarya and Animesh got into the same college,
but Tarun went to another one. Still we four hang out
together.

The year is ending soon. We have made
plans. Our parents are letting us have our little party
near the river side. Varun and Aarya are good works.
So, we don't have to worry much.

Lately Animesh and I have been going to
library more. He has spoilt me, making me read
books, other than my text books. We are not in the
same stream anymore. I had realised I fit in humanities
more. Animesh is trying his best to study and meet
his parents' expectations. Aarya has opened up her
own cake service. She has got plenty of orders lately.

"So, do you think I will one day become a
big restaurant owner?" She would say this to me time
to time.

...........
I see blood all over. The sky is turning dark.

I see flashbacks of my old nightmares. I feel
suffocated. I see Varun, lying with blood all over his
body. He is stabbed. I see blurry visions of everyone.
Animesh is frozen his hands covered in red. The
sound of ambulance and waiting of the mothers.

"We are sorry he has passed away." The
doctor declares. What no? This is not true. I must
be in a dream.

1 hour before.
"The place is a perfect spot to end the year.

Let's have fun to night." Aarya shouted.
"The boys are in charge of decorating the

tent with lights. The girls will help me with cooking."
Varun instructed us like a mother. I looked up at the
sky. Everything seemed so perfect. The sky, the

laughter of my people as we play games, the colourful
bulbe, just everything I wanted this moment to last
forever.

"Varun, I think I need two people more for
carrying our items."

I stayed with Varun. In all these years, he
had been like an elder brother to me. When Animesh
and I fought once, he was the one to make up our
fight. We had become close, I was happy to get a
brother.

"So Sobha, is my brother bothering you
again?"

"Not these days. He just nags me to watch
movies and read his fictional books." We both
laughed, talked a lot, but suddenly his face changed
and he pushed me. Something red spread on my face.
My hands looked red and I saw Varun lying down,
drained in blood. I see a man, masked with black
clothes, holding a knife and looking at me. He grabbed
my neck but hearing Varun's shout. "Sobha run." But
I couldn't. I just couldn't. "Varun." Animesh shouted.
The man ran away after whispering in my ears, "I
will come back."

Varun's death has been devastating. No one
would have ever imagined. The police arrives at the
hospital. "Who was at the scene?" MY mother tries
to push me when I tried to step in, but I cannot sit
down and watch Varun's death go in vain. I looked
at Animesh, but he looked away.

"I was at the scene. He saved me from the
man."

"Are you sure?"
"Yes."
I looked at Animesh one last time, still he

didn't look at me. He was still in shock, sitting forozen
and sobbing. Life is cruel.

Chapter - 12
ANIMESH

1 week later.
Sometimes life hits you at such a point that

you cannot turn back, even if you desperately want
to. Varun's death is tragic, but what's more tragic
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that he died a very painful death that he didn't deserve.
As I watched him being burnt in fire, I felt terrible.
So terrible, to the point that I wanted to be in his
place, wishing it was me who should be in his place.

I entered his room. I could still hear our
laughter, the pictures, his hoggings, everything. I could
still hear him. I felt a part of me had been lost with his
death. I just still cannot accept that he is no more. I
sat on his bed. The police have still not found the
killer.

It's been a week already. I have not been to
college since then. "Animesh, you should go to college
today." Mother says.

"I just need some time."
"Varun wouldn't have liked your behaviour."
"Just no one. No one understands what I

am feeling right now." I shout. Slaps. Father slapped
me.

"Just get ready for school."
I entered the class. Everyone looked at me.

Tarun and Aarya ran towards me.
"Animesh." They huged me. I saw Sobha

standing for away, looking at us. It's been a week. I
haven't talked to her since then. She had even visited
me, but I have denied to meet her all these times. I
just don't know. I know it's not her fault, but I can't
help but resent her. This pain have instilled deep
wounds inside me.

"Animesh." I turned back. She was standing
infront of me. "How are you feeling now?"

"......."
"I understand." She looked at me.
"Sobha, I am really sorry. I need some time

to think."
Within seconds, a part of me collapsed again.

I don't turn back, because if I do, I will surely feel
miserable with guilt and resentment.

"Animesh." Tarun came, panting and
sweating. He looked at us.

"I have a big news for you both."
"Big news?"
"The killer. The one the stabbed Varun, has

been found. I have taken our teacher's permission
and we can go and Sobha too come with us."

We reached at the scene. I just couldn't
believe myself. I saw a man being in hand cuffs and
the police was holding him.

"Animesh." Mother huggee me.
"Is that him?" She nodded. I look at him. I

tried to go towards him, but Sobha held me back.
She warned me with her eyes.

"Are you sure that he is the killer?" Sobha
asked.

"Yes. He has confessed it."
Sobha went near the man. "I think he is not

the person. He doesn't seem familier with the one I
encountered."

"Madam. What are saying? He has already
confessed and finger prints too matched. Kids these
days." I looked at Sobha. She never comes to a
conclusion she is not sure about.

I enter Varun's room. He would have told
me to believe Sobha. And the first thing I should do
is to face Sobha. I texted her. I could end it that way.
She has been there for me. We have helped each
other through our tough times.

...........
"Animesh, can you come downstairs?" Ma

suddenly called me. We are having dinner together
for the first time today after Varun had left us.

"Do you need something Ma?"
"Sit down. We have something to talk."
"About what?"
"Do you want to be doctor? No. Right?"
"I am trying to be one." Why could she ask

me this question. "Don't you all want it too?"
"You can change it if you want. Your father

is planning to send you abroad. With the death of
Varun, you are the heir. He wants you to look after
his company." What's with this plot twist? "I
understand you may not like it. But please do think
of your father."

"Ma, I am not a toy. How can I do that?"
This was too much for me. "Why does father want
to do it? I already said I'm not in these business stuffs.
It's not my dream."

"Your father has been diagnosed with cancer.
How can you think of yourself right now?" This is
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the first time I have seen my mother angry.
Betrayal and pain have surprised me once

again. Just like this one, my phone beeps. Sobha has
agreed to meet me.

Chapter - 13
SOBHA

A lot of things had happened in the past few
days. They caught the killer, but I just cannot accept
that it was him. I clearly remember, he had sharp
eyes, his voice was deep and I probably saw a mark
on his forehead. I must be crazy. I even sneaked
from my home, went to the scene, only to find a
broken ring. I sound crazy and my nightmares too
started coming.

"Animesh wants to meet me today. I have
been thinking all this whole time. But he was rude to
me that day."

"You have to find it by yourself. No one will
expect our topper girl is having relationship troubles.
I am going now. I won't be making lakes for a while,
because I screwed up my exams." Aarya has been
listening to my sub stories.

"This place is full today." We looked at the
park. "I think only a place is left." Animesh looked at
me.

"Will you be alright with that?"
"I will be."
"I think the sun will set soon. Should we sit

down?" He smiled. Now, I am really getting
uncomfortable with him. He seems like a different
person.

"Is everything fine Animesh? I sneaked from
my house, so it will be a problem if I come home
late." He took out his hand. "Can't you sit down,
Sobha?"

A long moment of silence followed. We
watched the river, it gives me a kind of dejavu. It's
the same person, same moment and the same place.
The riverside has become a part of my life.

"I'm sorry Sobha for being such an annoying
person to you."

"Animesh, I think we should start ...." He
put his finger to silence me.

"Can I say before you say something?" I
nodded.

"I'd like us to be friends again. I will leave
for abroad soon. That's why I wanted to meet you
before I leave." What?

We watched the river getting golden. The
same sunset that made me fall for my life, fall for him
and its the same sunset that has become the witness
of this unrequited love of mine.

...........
"So you haven't talked to him for a year?"

Aarya asked.
"No." It's been a year since Animesh left. I

guess people and relationships change with the
change of situations. Also I think I have found what I
really I like to do. I love books so much. It's like
literature has become a part of my life.

"Sobha, have you choosen what you want
to pursue." My mother would ask.

"I think I like literature."
That's how my days are passing I have made

myself quite busy with college. I want to graduate
with honours just like my mother did. I get nightmares
from time to time. Sometimes I see blood, knife,
mysterious people, then I almost scream. My phone
beeps. I see an unknown number's text. I opened it.

"I know you have the ring. I will be watching
you." What was that?
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Unrequited
Kowshik Deka

5th Semester, English Department

Dearest love,
Being in this journey what we call is life. We witness sudden

arrival of someone who takes our collapsed life is a new turn,
unknowingly and unwillingly. The sudden arrival of love and affection
is what it feels like. The first time I saw you was a special. That
instant unique sensation of shivers I felt, still makes my heart leap.
Accompanied by your friends, you were moving carrying that
enchanting smile on your face, the smile, making my wounded heart
glide through great heights.

That soul pleasing vision of yours made me hold my breath.
The sun becoming off your face, making your eyes shine like stars
in the midnight sky. The lightly blowing breeze, kissing your hair and
making it flow with the rhythm of love. Yes, I have fallen for you,
and I don't regret telling what I feel for you. When my passing days
had no colours left within, no music to cheer with, you and your
healing presence were there to cure. I don't call it to be just love,
but far beyond love. When with each passing day I find a new person
to be loved within you, I know it to be beyond love.

As I sit and see, I see us moving with the melody of love,
rhythm of affection, holding your hands, softly humming our favourite
song. I love you ...

Your eternal lover
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Beloved
Sukanya Duwarah

5th Semester
English Departement

To
My Beloved

With all the courage I have gathered in my vague exietence, I
fear to express my innate desire that our love has come into the last
stage of its existence. We thought our love could stand the test of times,
but the case was not so.

I have been reduced to a thing that wants to spend an eternity
with you. Life would be possible with you on my boat of journey.
Everything I want to experience, feel or do is only with you by my side.
I can feel your presence in every surrounding beside me. Your extra
genuine love had reached to the extremities where it had spoilt me. Your
pamper and care for me had been showered in such a delicate way that
I have become addicted to you. Oh! my beloved, why would you throw
me into such a delicate situation? I could not imagine a life where you,
my beloved, would not be present to hold my hands while I attempt to
created memories for our future.

Oh! my beloved! How beautiful you are. You are epitome of
Keats's poem, somtimes I really wonder. You are a thing of beauty and
joy forever. Your heart radiates the aura of beauty and radiance which
I could not find another shelter. Is not the excess of anything regarded
as bad for us? Would our love comply with the roles that had been
adhered by the society? Oh! my poor little beloved, We must part our
ways in order to build an individual life for our own existence. My
beloved! I am not ready to let you go I would never imagine a life where
there is no presence of my lovable beloved! Please forgive me, because
I am helpless.

Oh dear! poor beloved forgive me for my decision. I am not born
to enjoy the lavish experience of love. We must part away.

Your little love.
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Heart's Promise

Roshmi Borgohain
3rd Semester, Zoology Department

Dear future Husband.
Take love! I have no idea who are you, where are you at present

but I just hope whoever you are, wherever you are, you are doing great.
I am writing this letter with a mixture of immotions you know, with
a big smile on my face, thousand dreams in my mind. You better do
not laugh, okay? I might sound stupid but I have planned our whole
marriage in my mind. The first meetings, the before marriage dates,
the engagement, the ceremonies, the pre-wedding shoot, wedding
shoot and our honeymoon trip. Okay! Okay! no need to blush much.
You see everything is well planned. Your future wife has managed
everything. Your job is just to find me, see how simple isn't? I am
here waiting for you, to receive your love, care, to receive butterflies
in my stomach. So you better do not go for anything less, okay honey?
I am so excited to meet you!!!

Sending trucks full of love...

I love you
Your beautiful

future wife.
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The tint in the
chronic piece
Parikhit Konwer
English Department
4th Semester

The podium effulges differently today. Among
the crowd there a youth beaming like never
happened before. A lady amuses through
expanding
The tint in the chronic piece
-The violin.
Given her to eternize harmony
Used to be, a tradition.

He, the youth connes across
Just to affix himself in her eyes.
That atmosphere inscribes a story,
Futile of mere love.
Fragrance of love wets the hearts of
whole.
The tune of the chronic piece
-The violin.
Sends back the love of the lady, ‘the
beloved'.
Keeping inside holding for a long.

Ends up the conference.
But starts up the innermost saga.
Two hearts converge clarifying the
depth.
Hopes sail up, desires prolong.
Season undergoes, become
reminiscences.
Yet, the tint in the chronic piece.

Digital Education
Roshmi Borgohain

4th Semester
Zoology Department

Oh God! Please make the corona go,
How else our students are gonna

Maintain their studies flow?

Every single person on the earth is tensed.
Corona has made it too tough

Maintaining educational balance.

There comes our saviour;
Our dearest mobile phones,

But parents hate it as much,
As their heavy interest loans.

All the schools started using
Digital education as a boon,

Thank God! Thank you so much
Hope everyone gonna recover soon.

Online video lectures have made
The concepts more and more clear,

Now, I can assure our Assam's
Youths bright future is so very near.
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For the Hope
of it All
Daisy Hazarika
4th Semester
English Department

If an old soul is old, I be an old soul,
If letters are never appreciated,
I will be the one to thrive for it.
Love's never a choice, love chooses
And it is never a thing to chase for.

The urge to wait till they come,
What a marvellous feeling!
A feeling of patience, undying love
And there awaits a hope.
Hoping for a glimpse of them
Even if it is just for the shortest moment.
What a feeling of ecstasy!
And will you ever know
Till you feel it
Till you are felt.

It's beautiful when I think of the wait,
The expectation, hope, though false,
But the feeling of longing!
We live in every moment they live
And every breath near them feels like an
eternity.

It is a blunder to long for such love,
But what can we do?
'HOPE' : The Survivor and the Destroyer
We all are bounded in thin line of getting
feelings crashed
The world builts on hope,
That's what we live for, we love everyday
And we die everyday,
Everyday for the hope of it all.
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Ragging
Sukanya Duwarah
6th Semester
English Department

The grey streets of the campus
Radiating impalpable darkness
That scream of atrocity and lack of mercy.
The horrendous nights coiling like a spotted python
Moulding fear and dread within every young mind.

There was a hope, that glistened in his eyes
His eyes spoke of rain and struggle carried behind.
A boy from abject poverty.
Enters the university of his dreams.
But who knew, fate was not a child's play any way.

Introduction, they called it so,
But would someone be horrible
That they forget the norms of humanity
To drag a junior on the street?
It was introduction, because they called it so.

He jumped from the four storeyed hostel
Because he was terrified, and blank.
Sacrificing his life would be the simplest of task
Rather than tolerating all the misdeed.
Blood flowed like a pool of rainy water on the campus
ground.

Reporters rushed in, before ambulance could get in
'Ragging is a sin, to be barred within
But nobody cared, about the pour soul
Who froze to death trying to save himself
His parents were who actually died with him too.

Assam, Oh! My awesome Assam!
Who spoiled you to the core?

The saviours of our future
Are killed amidst such torture

Ragging is not introduction, it is a forbidden sin.

Why would young boys attain pleasure
While their brother screams in pain & torture

Stop torturing young souls in the campus
Ragging is something which would kill us

Stop ragging! Save Assam!
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Poverty
Mrinmoyee Gogoi
T.D.C. 6th Semester
English Department

Poverty! Poverty! and poverty
Our land is full of poverty.
The kings live their life.
Yet, they forget to help the needy.

Poverty! Poverty! and poverty
The man are in need, the children
Are in search of schools.
Yet the people, the king forget
To offer them food.

The old man begs for some chapattis
To feed his family,
The poor young man cries over
A small job.
But who will look after them?
Even if they cried a lot.
Will it be ever stopped?
For how long people will
Face this havock situation?
Poverty! Poverty and Poverty everywhere!

Now time to stop this evil.
The rich people are becoming
Richer, the middle one
Are still there,
While the poor are
Stuck there.

It's high time, the
Situation must be changed.
As much as we love our
land,
The poverty must be
stopped then.

Poverty, poverty and poverty
Our land is full of poverty.
The rich lead their lives happily
Yet, they forget to help the needy.
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'Gargaon College NGO'
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'Backlog Examination'

"Present Election Procedure of
Students in College & Universities"

International Handball Cometition
International Modelling Competition
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4. Sri Suresh Phukan
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13. Sri Bijit Bora 1986-87
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21. Sri Anup Kr. Baruah 1996-97
22. Miss Khyama Gogoi 1997-98
23. Miss Juli Phukan 1998-99
24. Sri Jayanta Dehingia 1999-2000
25. Sri Sanjeeb Puri 2001-02
26. Sri Diganta Bezbaruah 2002-03
27. Sri Debajeet Gogoi 2003-04
28. Sri Anup Gogoi 2004-05
29. Sri Ratan Konwar 2005-06
30. Sri Subrata Konwar 2006-07
31. Sri Bhaskarjyoti Konwar 2007-08
32. Sri Prathajyoti Duwarah 2008-09
33. Sri Pabitra Borpatragohain 2009-10
34. Sri Ashim Moupia 2010-11
35. Sri Prakash Debnath 2011-12
36. Miss Barsha Borah 2012-13
37. Miss Prarthana Buragohain 2013-14
38. Miss Dimpi Buragohain 2014-15
39. Sri Rinkumoni Chetia 2015-16
40. Sri Bhargob Ligira 2017-18
41. Miss Sagarika Dehingia 2018-19
42. Sri Udayaditya Borgohain 2019-20
43. Miss Karabi Gogoi 2021-22
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