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Editor's Note

Esteemed Readers,

It gives me immense pleasure to present before you, the first issue of
'Code'. The word “CODE” traces its origin to two important terms in
linguistics i.e. code-switching and code-mixing. Most of us are
multilinguals and while conversing with each other, unknowingly or
knowingly, we tend to use some phrases or words from other
language(s). In other words, we mix the codes of different languages
and thus the word, code-MIXING. A code of any language is not just a
word but an expression of its cultural and social contexts. For instance,
if I have to translate the Hindi word 'lofa’ into English, words like ewer,
jug, pot would not give the true essence of the given word. Similarly the
word 'sindoor’ has different connotations in Hindu culture than the
word 'vermillion'. In such cases, the best thing a translator can do is to
provide the reader with footnotes explaining the cultural, social or
political contexts of the word in the source language. Therefore, while
translating literary & non-literary texts also, one needs to mix codes for
the readers' convenience. And a good translation brings the context of
any single culture in front of the whole world.

Translation Studies, as a discipline, emerged in 1970s. At that time,
very few were acquainted with the lucrative aspects of a career in
translation. But as we see, eventually almost all the “mainstream”
popular texts have undergone translation to most of the regional
languages, thus widening the scope of studying literature or any other
work of art. If there would be no translation, the language barriers will
lead us nowhere and we will be confined in our own small islands; the
world, thus, ceasing to be a global village. And as Sukrita Paul has
rightly said, “Linguistic boundaries melt when the experience of a
poem reaches out to another which seeks another expression in yet
another language”. With the setting up of a translation centre in our
college, the undergraduate and postgraduate students will get a
platform for linguistic traineeships; bridging the gap between different
languages.

It has been a beautiful and an immensely enlightening journey in being
a part of the editorial board. I would like to thank all the poets and
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authors whose works have been translated in the journal and at the same
time, I would like to offer my apologies if any mistake has been
committed in our attempt to bring out an apt translation. This journal
would not have been possible without the guidance of Dr. Vinita Sinha,
Dr. Rekha Sethi, and Ms. Shivika Mathur. I would like to express my
deepest gratitude to Principal, Indraprastha College for women,
Dr. Babli Moitra Saraf. My sincere thanks are due to Dr. Prabhat
Ranjan, from Zakir Hussain College (evening), who took time out of
his busy schedule to help us in editing the translations. I would also like
to thank the student editor of English - Hindi translations, Anamika
Dass. I would like to thank all the students who submitted their
translations to be included in the journal. With the completion of this
journal, I would like to congratulate all the editors who have worked
with a mission of learning because it is not the work that matters but a
conscious approach to what we are doing. And one who works like this
is certainly having a great artist within!

Apoorva Shekher
English, II year
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IfIshall return this time

If I shall return this time

I shall return greater.

No sharp moustaches worn on the face

No iron like tails tied around my waist

I shall give space enough to my fellow travellers
I shall not glare at them

With wide gluttonous eyes.

If I shall return this time
I shall return more humane.

While coming out from home
While walking on the roads
While catching buses and trains
I won't be like some tiny animal
Mashed at every other place.

If I shall remain safe and sound
I shall return all the more indebted.

If I shall return this time

I shall not return as some brutally Killed victim
Thinking of the welfare of one and all

I shall return intact.

Translated by :
Apoorva Shekher
English, 11 year
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The Nightmare of Hiroshima

It's utterly important to remember

The nightmare of Hiroshima

For, it's the nightmare of Hiroshima

That will prevent many more such nightmares

So I say

The pictures of sores
On burnt bodies
And parched skulls

Be shown again.

Werite about the sudden

Rush of lustre that left nothing
But darkness behind, and

Paint the downpour

of the black rain that didn't nurture
Grains but the seeds of cancer.
Make people aware about the scorching heat
That made even iron melt.

People don't remember anymore
That morning in Hiroshima

When the clock struck 8:15

And sky's sunshine was replaced
By that of the Earth

People seem to forget

The light that glared

Like a million furnaces were [it together;

The Rocks that still carry the imprints of silence
People seem to forget.

But the ones that are
Unaware of the truth of Hiroshima
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How will they ever Rnow?
When we won't live

Who will explain then

What a nuclear bomb means?
To our unaware children.

Soon, Hiroshima and Nagasaki

Will just diminish to being mere words.
When those who lived to tell the tale
Of that catastrophe will not be here;
Then how will anyone Rnow

The way it rained death that day

And the way innumerable people
Evaporated as they

Yearned for just one drop of water

How will our children
Or our grandchildren ever Rnow

That the ‘Motoyasu' river of the present day Hiroshima

With its crimson rocks; that flows
Like a trembling candle flame;

Are nothing but the shadows of
Crinkling bodies of their own ancestors.

That's why I say

It's absolutely indispensable to

Remember the nightmare of Hiroshima

For, it's the nightmare of Hiroshima

That will prevent many more such nightmares.

Translated by :
GeetiRa Palta
Economics, 11 Year
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Sammedeen's war

News is

That against bribery

He is fighting a battle, solitary.
Kuraha village's maniac, Sammedeen.

Goons' enemy

Wil lose his [ife one day.

He, who proudly calls himself,
The philanthrope Sammedeen.

This war

Won't last long

Because while he lasts

Thieves won't long. ..

Ensnared in a small trap

And in a great war, each moment,
Bleeds, Sammedeen.

May his courage stay illumined
May the world Rnow

That a great moral courage

Is Sammedeen.

He will be Killed soon

Only his light will fight
Against the dark.. . . Remember
Whom he was fighting against

When he died, the disarmed Sammedeen.

Save forever

That light

Which he, posthumously,
Wants to leave, alive

For which he fights today
With all his life,

Some village's maniac, Sammedeen.

Translated by :
Anushtha
English, 11 year
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A Comeback ...

She has come

The fragrance of flowers in the air

The soft rain like some tiny hands

The vivid sunshine falling on trees that are invisible from here
The space desolate with a zillion songs.

A warbling girl

Forgetting her school bag

Boards her school bus.

She has come

Like time has come into the infinitude
Like fortune has come to the door
Like dew has come onto the grass
Like sunshine has come upon the dew
Like rain has come upon the sunshine
Like verdure has come after the rain

She has come.
Translated by :

Apoorva Shekher
English, 11 year
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Entrance to my Solitude

This is not a poem

It is an entrance to my solitude.
Here I come and take rest

I rest my head here

Tired from the busy life

Whenever I return here
Slowly it opens,

The inner door

Into which I slowly enter
And find my solitude

Here I am that person
To be whom
I need not put any effort

I get isolated from the entire world
And join my navell

In my solitude there is neither any God
Nor for them,
Any prayer to offer

A huge stretch of sand,
Obstacle of life

Some dreams and
Ancient tales are there

There is-

A misty tune

In all ages, all over the world,
Holding which in their very own way,
Women came out of themselves.

1t's not a poem,
It is myself that I see being created through words
Being out of my countenance,

And still being me!

Tranlated by :
Rupsha Paul
English, 11 year
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Hunchbacked Reality

Three feet tall

Crouching back,

A lifetime spent

Hauling coals

Bhaddu was not born hunchbacked

But when he was dead

Each person said

It was hard, tying him straight.

I carried the humped reality upon my shoulder, in this country.

Translated by :
Anushtha Saxena
English, 11 year
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Dawn

So early don't light the lamps

WAl you not let daylight enter this room!

This twilight steps toward a lustrous radiance
Let the light inside

Be left aside to later illuminate the dark,

Translated by :
Apoorva Shekher
English, 11 year
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I am not what you understand

I know what you are thinking about me.

It is the same that every man thinks about a woman

Even now as I talk to you
It is possible
That my bodily self thrills you.

But do not forget
When you talk,
From the crevices of your speech

Peeps your inner ugly self

Involuntarily when you help
Or give suggestion when not asked

I understand your unspoken intention

No wonder you praise falsely enough!
And you trust that one day

I will take the bait.

But do not forget I can see through
The snare of your words

False and meaningless.

May be you do not Rnow that when you try to hide
Many times you remove

Many times seen your stinking dirty shirt

Which you try to cover it with clean shirt

I am silent that does not mean I am dumb
Or had adopted silence for the entire life
Burning in the darkness of deep silence

Is that resentment's fire
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I am reading in its light
The writings about that dangers of protesting against you, alone

But remember

Passing through the twisted lanes of your mentality
I am searching for your weak veins

So that in right time

In the right moment can attack you

And can say openly about your character

That I am not what you understand me.

Translated by :
Rupsha Paul
English, 11 year
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Her Skeleton

Digging gave them

Neither fortune

Nor Rama

It gave them, but, her skeleton
From Rama's time
(Unaccounted for, in the report).

Translated by :
Anushtha Saxena
English, 11 year
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Thakur's Well

When Jokhu brought the /ota™* to his mouth, the water smelled very foul.
He asked Gangi — what type of water is this? It's so full of stench that I can't
drink it. My throatis so dry and you are giving me this rotten water to drink.

Gangi used to fill water every evening. The well was far off; it was difficult
for her to go frequently. Yesterday when she brought water, it was
completely free of stench; how come it has rotten today? When she brought
the /ota to her nostrils, it was really stinking. Some animal must have fallen
into the well and died, but where would another /ota of water come from?

Who is going to let her take it from the Thakur's well! People would start
rebuking her from a distance only. The moneylender's well is on the other
side of the village; but who is going to let her fill water from there too? And
there is no fourth well in the village.

Jokhu has been ailing for many days. While remaining quiet, he endured
his thirst for some time, then spoke — Now I can't stand this thirst. Come, let
me hold my nose and drink a little water.

Gangi did not give him that water. She knew this much that the sickness
would worsen after drinking that rotten water; however she did not know
that boiling of water keeps lessening its sourness. She asked, how will you
drink this water? Who knows which beast has died in the well! I'll get you
another /ota of water from the well.

Jokhu looked at her surprisingly and asked — where are you going to get
that from?

'"There are two wells of the Thakur and the moneylender. Won't they let fill
justone lota of water?'

"You will just come back with your hands and feet smashed; nothing else.
You better quietly sit here. The Brahmin will curse you, Thakur will beat
you and the moneylender will take five for every one he would give. Who
understands the agony of the poor! Even if we die, nobody comes to even
spare a look, sparing a shoulder for carrying our coffin is a big thing. Such
men would let you fill water from their wells?'

There was a bitter truth in these words. Gangi didn't know what to say but
she did not give him that stinking water to drink.

It was 9 o'clock in the night. The tired labourers were asleep; but there was
a group of some careless people crowded around the Thakur's door. Neither
was there any opportunity for showing gallantry in the battlefield nor did

*Jota: - Hindi word for a small round metallic pot used to keep water.
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the present age allow it. So the discussions were hovering around the topic
of legal courage; how smartly the Thakur had bribed the police
superintendent for a special case and was thus given a clean chit. How
intelligently he got a copy of an important case. All the court officials had
said that he could not get a copy. Someone asked for a fifty, some for a
hundred. But he got it without giving a single penny. One ought to do any
task in a proper manner.

It was at this time that Gangi reached the well to fetch water.

The hazy light of the oil lamp was falling on the well. Gangi sitting under
the shelter of the well's platform started waiting for the right opportunity.
Every villager drinks the water of this well. Nobody was stopped; it was
only for these unfortunates who could not fill water.

Gangi's defiant and rebellious heart started questioning the customary
obligations and her helplessness — why are these people superior and we
lowly? Because these people wear a thread around their necks? All of these
people are distinct in their own viciousness. They steal, cheat, defraud and
deceive the court by filing false cases. The other day, this Thakur had stolen
a sheep of the poor farmer and later killed and ate it. Gambling happens
throughout the year at this priest's place. This moneylender sells
adulterated ghee by mixing oil with it. They get their own works done, and
then refuse to pay us. How are they superior to us? By word of mouth? We
don't go shouting in every other street that we are superior. Whenever |
come to the village, they start seeing me with lustful eyes. It seems as if all
ofthem go green with envy, but still this snobbery!

She heard somebody's footsteps near the well. Her heart began to pound. It
would be terrible if they see her! They are going to beat her so fiercely that
even a single kick wouldn't fail to hit its target. She picked up the ewer and
the rope, and while keeping her head down, she crept away to hide in the
dark shadows of some tree. These people never show mercy on anyone.
Poor Mehengu was so beaten up that he spat blood for months together.
Only because he did not pay the taxes! This is the reason for this show-off
of'their superiority.

Two women had come to the well to fill water. They were talking to each
other.

'Came to dine and ordered to fill fresh water. No money for any ewer.'
"It seems as if these men get jealous when they see us sitting comfortably.'

'Exactly, they can't get the ewers filled themselves. Just order us to bring
fresh water as if we are their slaves.'

'If not a slave, then what are you? You don't earn bread or clothing? But
still snatch or grab some 5-10 rupees. Slave concubines are also alike.'

'Don't make me feel ashamed, sister. My heart yearns for just a little bit of
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rest. Had I done so much work at somebody else's place, I would have lived
much more comfortably. In addition, that person would have been grateful
to me. Here I almost die doing so much work, but still everybody looks
with a frown. I can't please anyone.'

After filling water, both of them went away. Then Gangi came out from the
tree's shadow and sat near the well's platform. Those careless people had
also gone. The Thakur was also going to sleep in the courtyard inside after
shutting the door. For the moment, Gangi took a breath of delight. The field
got clear somehow. Once upon a time when the Prince had gone to steal the
elixir, perhaps he too would not have gone with such cautiousness and
cognizance. Gangi walked softly to the well's platform on her tiptoes. She
had never before experienced such a feeling of victory.

She looped the rope around the ewer, and then looked around with vigilant
eyes, like some soldier was boring a hole in his adversary's fort at night. If
she were caught at this point of time, then there would not be even the
slightest hope of pardon, mercy or consideration for her. Finally, with a
prayer to the Gods, she mustered courage and put the ewer into the well.

The ewer ducked very slowly into the water. There was not the slightest
sound made. Gangi quickly pulled the rope. The ewer reached the rim of
the well. No mighty, powerful wrestler would have been able to yank it
back up more swiftly.

Just when Gangi stooped to hold the ewer and keep it on the well's
platform, suddenly the Thakur's door opened. Even the face of a tiger
would not be more frightening.

The rope went off from Gangi's hand. The ewer also fell with the rope into
the water with a wham, and for many moments, the sounds of splashes in
the water were heard.

Thakur shouted, 'who's there? who's there?' He was coming towards the
well while shouting and Gangi jumped down from the platform and was
running.

When she reached home, she saw Jokhu drinking that filthy, stinky water
from the /ota.

Translated by :
Apoorva Shekher

English, Il year
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English to Hindi



Migrations

Migrations are always difficult:
ask any drought,

any plague;

ask the year 1947.

AsK the chronicles themselves:
if there had been no migrations
would there have been enough
history to munch on?

Going back in time is also tough.

Ask anyone back-trekking to Sargodha

or Jhelum or Mianwali and they'll tell you.
New faces among old brick;

politeness, sentiment,

dripping from the lips of strangers.

This is still your house, Sir.

And if you meditate on time

that is no longer time -

(the past is frozen, it is stone,

that which doesn't move

and pulsate is not time) -

if you meditate on that scrap of time,
the mood turns pensive

like the monsoons

gathering in the sKies

but not breaking.

Mother used to ask, don't you remember my mother?
You'd be in the Ritchen all the time

and run with the fries she ladled out,

still sizzling on the plate.

Don't you remember her at all?
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Mother's fallen face

would fall further

at my impassivity.

Now my dreams ask me

If I remember my mother

And I am not sure how I'll handle that.
Migrating across years is also difficult.

Keki N. Daruwalla
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Matsyagandha

My body is a story
of smells.

I was a girl then
and did not know what it was
to smell otherwise.

Born of Adrika, the fish-woman,
loved by a fisherman father,

I only Rnew fish. Silver, black,
orange arrowing,

panting fish. I loved them

and smelt

like them.

Matsyagandha. I was
Matsyagandha.

And Parashar smelt me
and lusted after me and called me

names.
But Parashar, I work and you don't.

You roam and think,

and have the consolation of leisure.

I row and sweat and fish with my father.
I work, You don't.

I am your fate, your secret.
You hate me and covet me
and have to grant me

boons of perfume.

Now I smell like jasmines for miles around me.
Men sniff and rise
sniff and die

around me.
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This fake skin smell never washes away now.
I pace alone in palaces now
and remember my fish smell, my name.

All women smell [ike me.
I am Satyavati and I Rnow
the truth now.

NITOO DAS
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Dream Catcher

I must reach the forest in time
before the break of dawn each day
to pick some dreams

scattered in misty darkness

I must reach

before the sun crackles

through the leaves of the trees on which
dreams pile up

perching on the branches

through the night

Dreams -half-dreamt, fully dreamt-
and those yet to be dreamt-

like babies, born and unborn,
crying out for attention,

making weird faces in sleep

I pick what gets my fancy

bits from my wrinkled past

the shadowy fragments of future
mixing in twilight

droplets of dew

ready to vanish with sunrise

Each day I come home with a bagful
Of dreams

that drip through the day

For me and all

Each night
I wait for the new dawn.

Sukrita Paul
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Tughlak

Not in pathways
Not in parks and gardens
But in wilderness

And jungle nooks

Emerging from nights
A silhouette of life

Tiptoeing on pathless stretches
Bent with broken dreams
And opaque visions

From the cracking ribs

Of Tughlakabad

Smoke balls
From blind wells

Disengaging from
Barany's diaries

Ageless

Friendless
And distant

Tales of murders and intrigues
Strewn on the line of horizon
Echo in his ears each dawn

His steps

Measured and heavy
Inching towards

The ocean of meaning
Where sanity drowns

And madness
Triumphs.

Suknita Paul
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All You Who Sleep Tonight

AUl you who sleep tonight
Far from the ones you love,
No hand to left or right
And emptiness above -

Know that you aren't alone
The whole world shares your tears,
Some for two nights or one,

And some for all their years.

Vikram Seth
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Consistently Ignored
(For my mother )

Consistently ignored in a family of ten

I asked my mother,’ Am I your real son?’
She paused from grinding spice

‘No, I bought you from a beggar

For a bushel of rice!’

From behind, sisters giggled.

I matched features, spied on beggars
Roamed the backyard thinking

Of distant huts, certain

My mother sat busy in one
Scheming to trade another son

For fish to add to that bushel.

G.S. Sharat Chandra
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After eight years of marriage

After eight years of marriage

The first time i visited my parents,

They asked, 'are you happy,tell us"

It was an absurd question

And I should have laughed at it.

Instead, I cried,

And in between sobs, nodded yes.

I wanted to tell them

That I was happy on tuesday,

I was unhappy on wednesday.

I was happy one day at 8 o'clock,

I was most unhappy by 8.15.

I wanted to tell them how one day

We all ate a watermelon and laughed.

I wanted to tell them how I wept in bed all night once
And struggled hard from hurting myself

that It wasn't easy to be happy in a family of twelve,
But they were looking at my two sons,

Hopping around like young goats.

Their wrinkled hands, beaten faces and grey eyelashes
Were all too much too real.

So I swallowed everything,

And smiled a smile of great content.

Mamta Kalia
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Kali

A goddess chews on myth
As other women might on paan
Red juices stain her mouth.

Bored by her own powers
Immense and spectral, Kali broods
About Shiva, she is perverse.

She will not plead with him
Nor reveal Ganesha's birth
She will not ask him home.

Shiva loves her, but absences
And apsaras are natural to him
No god is hampered by his sins.

Kali desires a mortal, whose day
Begins with her, ends at nightfall

In her arms, a man who will die

Without her, whose love s fallible
But secure, she wants to be held
Like a warm creature, not a fable.

Loneliness drives this goddess mad
She is vagrant, her [imbs askew
She begs a mate, her hair unmade.

Fickle as Shiva, memory deserts her
Chandi or Durga or Parvati, which
Is she, which of her selves weeps here?

Even Ganesha, for whom she feels
Only tenderness, excludes her, even he
Seems impatient with her flaws.
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Where should such a goddess turn?
Kali, mistress of the temporal worlds
Wants bliss defined in human terms.

Staid Ganesha Rnows this wildness
Must be curbed, Shiva, peripatetic
Agrees, and across the wilderness

Both gift Kali a companion eagle, hurt
By no arrow, fed on nothing, it returns
Each night to its eyrie in her heart.

Rukmini Bhaya Nair
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An ode to a sail boat

A Sailboat lost in the wide ocean

A speck of white at a distance,

Tossed and mauled by the waves it seeks a shore
Swallowed by the deep the helmsman is no more.
Drifting with the current, the boat shudders and creaks
As the wild wind blowing across its bows angrily shrieks
Shredding the proud sail that once fluttered on its mast.
There is no friendly cove or creek,

Just the wide black ocean that can swallow a fleet
Bravely it sails buffeted by the wind, tossed by the wave
Hark] From the bosom of the sea an island is born

A miracle indeed!

Beguiled by the gentle waves and protected from the wind

It finds an harbor; a stretch of two arms that encircle within
Drawing it to its bosom in a warm embrace.

Lulled to tired sleep, an experience of heaven, a period of grace
Secure for a while from the travails ahead, till the changing wind
Whrenches it away to its journey ahead. The tumultuous waves
Breaking on its stern, threaten to engulf?

Bravely onwards rides the little boat with hope anew

Surely, there will be another friendly shore!

Sail on! Little boat, God's care is with thee!

You are light and free of burden a heroine of the sea’'

Fearless towards the destiny that waits

To envelop you in peace and serenity.

Nalini Deka

"It was written to myself, after my husband’s demise”
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The Booking Counter

The queue was a very long one. I stood somewhere at the centre-front
and knew if I stuck it out I would reach the counter in, maybe, another
nine hours or so. One by one people stepped up and were disposed off
briskly. No one said a word to another. Perhaps conversation is not
allowed, I thought. I tried a small cough. No one reacted. But I noticed a
tall man about two bodies ahead of me turn his head around to give me
ashifty, sliding glance.

At last! The tall man had reach the counter. I saw him bending forward
with his shoulders hunched up as if to hide what he was saying to the
man behind the counter. He needn't have bothered because the man at
the counter rapped out loudly : 'This is reserved for ASPT !"

'But I have aright !" the tall man shouted. His voice boomed out over our
heads. "We are brothers !'

'Move aside,' said counter man.

'Okay, okay, don't shout', said tall man. I represent a group who want to
book a day to call a bandh! We also have a grievance. Ha! Hah!' He
laughed, but as he backed away he looked at me. His eyes had turned
hard and expressionless as if he had died.

I stepped forward.

'Yes?'

'l want to make abooking,' I said.
'Go ahead.'

'I want to book a bandh.'

'Tell me the date.'

I smiled. I had my calculations. 'For Tuesday, 11" October.' It was May.
I'was booking earlier.

'Sorry, all booked up,' said counter man. His eyes were black and
spiteful.
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'Oh! what about the nextday ....'

'Nothing. Nothing.'

'Whatabout...'

'No Waat—about—Taat about... Move!' counter man was very rude.

I grabbed the metal bars between him and me and shouted, Don' t tell me
to move aside. Why should I move aside? I have every right to be here.
Who do you thing you are to shout at people left and right ?'

Counter man jumped up from his chair. 'I said'MOVE!" he roared. I was
furious. I tried to punch him in the face but he was agile as a cat and
parried the blow. 'You come out! I yelled. "Why are you hiding behind
this metal box?' 'Hiding, huh?' said counter man. He pushed his face up
close against the bars, pulled out a long rod and zapped my wrist. A
stinging pain shot through my body .

'Stop it someone cried'.
Counter man was laughing.
'Cruel beast', [ yelled.

People were pushing behind me. A woman clutching a red coin purse
whispered — 'They are all the same these people were behind iron bares.
They think they are safe but just you wait. The day will come when they
will rot in their hi-fi cages!' she laughed wildly.

I felt emboldened by these angry word. 'Just you wait !" I yelled some
more. The crowd took up the roar. Then something happened. Counter
man clapped his hand. The small room where he was sitting expanded
and [ realized that he was not alone. There were more people with black,
beady eyes lined up behind him. I think they were armed because just
then a shot rang out and a cloud of smoke covered everything. I sensed
people running, falling, pushing me, but I could see nothing.

When the smoke cleared I was lying on my stomach—not exactly in a
pool of blood, but in a field of filth and stench. I felt the iron taste of
hatred and rage, but the silence was eerie.

'Hey'! someone was nudging me. I tried to raise myself up on my
elbows and crawl away. 'How an insect feels; I thought. Bodies were
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strewn all around me were they dead?

'No, they are zapped. It's a trick. They are in a state of inertia. You are
lucky. My colleague saw you. Here, letme help you ...

'Aaah ..."' Now I could turn around and see there was eyes and straight
hair that fell like a black mane on to his shoulders.

"Who are you?'

'l am in-charge here', he replied. He smiled at showing, big, yellow teeth
and I felt a shadow pass over my heart.

'Come’, he continued , 'We have something to discuss.'

I hesitated, but only for a fraction. I followed Bullet head straight into
the booking counter. Perhaps I was nearing my goal! But bullet head
marched right past the counter into an interior room. The first thing [
noticed was that already they are checking an enormous bound register
with a green cover. A woman hailed me. She was the same woman with
the red money purse. [ joined the circle.

'We are scrutinizing the list of bandhs', she told me. 'This is landmark
decision'. She looked up at Bullet head.

Bullet head said, 'From henceforth this committee will decide which
bandhs will be legal ornot.'

'Hear hear,' there was a rap-rap of agreement and someone patted me on
the shoulder like a comrade.

I gulped. This was as same as when I had stood so long in line for to
protest. I thought it was great idea to call-out massive bandhs and other
irregularities. I had friend. Each bandh call had affected them in
different ways. Our lives, times business, communication and work had
burned out and eaten up by bandhs, and the very idea of food, shelter,
welfare and friendship—everything, had changed because of bandhs.
What angered me most was the death of my black dog on a bandh day.
All the clinic's were closed . There were no rules for bandh breakers and
though the poor man would have come I did not want to risk a human
life. I continuously stared him, the one who is looking after me and my
house since seven years and let his head fall.

A sharp knock jolted me. Every one turned their heads towards the
sound. It was tall man waving his hands. He wanted to come inside.
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'No, no, go away !"' Bullet head dismissed him peremptorily.
'We are all insiders now', someone shouted in glee.

Fear gripped my heart. I looked through the glass walls. How strange! |
felt I wanted to be outside. Everything was closed in here—tight,
compartmentalized. But a small breeze was drifting in from
somewhere.

'It is only a glass wall', I thought, hope suddenly rising up unbidden in
my heart like a magic bird. Perhaps there is a somewhere, a
translucence that will show a reflection of — ourselves in another light

—a landscape of love and beauty and wonder of wonders happiness in
land!

The small breeze seemed to be gaining in force. The Bullet head group
was fading. I felt my soul had been thrown out like a stone into a high,
open field outside the glass box. I saw a figure of sit still and watch him.
Every time I peeped at him his visage seemed to change. At one time he
looked tall and sturdy. When I looked again he seemed more elderly,
even a little sad. Who is this man? I wondered. I had the feeling that I
was looking at the great Mr. Abo tani, father of my father and blood of
my blood. He wore long cloak of dyed wool and he was very statuesque,
like a god.

It was dusk when I finally found my voice and whispered; 'who are you?'

The legendary finally turned and looked at me. A dark clouds moved
over his head but he shine bright like the sun.

'Why did you come', he asked.

'l was thrown here. [ don'tknow how I got here.'

Abo tani smiled. 'The path creates itself. But this is not the place for
you.' He said. 'l don't want to go back!' the words shot out of my mouth.
"You have to go back.' He said gently. 'l am the past. There is a place
called the future. But it is something even I cannot see. All my life [ have
worked and undergone great upheaval to create the present moment
where earth and sky nourish you and give you breath and life.'

'l know everything', I cried. 'But I don't want to go back!' I beat the
ground with my fists.

Abo tani raised one hand. It was as long as a green bough reaching from
earth to sky. His shoulders merged with the steep slope of the mountain.
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'Look closely', he said. 'Whatever you do, don't deceive yourself.'
Bright sparks of flint flew through the air. I saw pillars of air and water
gathering force swirling around a box of light cupped in his hands. The
breeze that had pushed me out of the glass box was pushing me back in.
I was nothing but a spinning speck of mud, a drop of ocean, a sun seed
trying to find a foothold.

What are you staring at? Come on, let us finish our business. Bullet
head's voice brought me back to reality. Everyone was looking at me.
The glass walls reflected a circle of people who looked outrageously
large and distorted. But I felt calm now. I stared back at the group. [ saw
bullet head and the woman exchange glances, and suddenly, in their
hard, angry faces saw the I vestiges of the dream I had just dreamt.

'"Where were we?' I said.
'Here, about the bandhs. We have a listnow.' Said Bullet head

'"These are allowed', said the woman, tapping her purse and closing the
book with a sharp thud. She smiled. "We are a constituted organ of
government.'

'Hear, hear it is the will of the community.'

Inodded, feeling I had nothing more to say. I had been to a place I could
return to. It was a narrow space no bigger that width of a crack in the
wall but it was enough.

It had offered me nothing but a piece of flint.  embraced it.

'Come on, move, move', cried bullet head just like counter man had said
to me on this day when the sun was rising over the hill.

We trooped out of the room. It was a sad, lonely evening. The field
where so many people had been standing in queue was empty.

A sign board had nailed over the booking counter. I read the big, bold
words;

COUNTER CLOSED. BOOKING FULLFOR 100 YEARS.

Mamang Dai
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