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JAGANNATHA CULT
Dr. Parnasabari Bhattacharyya

The Jagannatha cult has been
originated in Orissa. This cult is related
to  the ancient tribal and folk culture and
tradition in India, as the deity of Sabara
tribe. Jagannatha has later been
incorporated in the Hindu pantheon.It also
has a Epico-Puranic link as being
associated with  Krishna’s life.

The word “ Jagannatha” means “the
Lord of universe.” It is believed that
Jagannatha is an incarnation of
Vishnu.He is a part of the “Triad” along
with his brother Balabhadra and sister
Subhadra. Bhagavatism flourished  in
Orissa in 5th c.CE, when the important
tribal deities were equated with Vasudeva
and Sankarshana under the new
nomenclature of Krishna and Balarama
respectively. The tribal, later sanskritized

goddess Ekanamsha was identified with
Subhadra in this triad. In the
Brihatsamhita of Varahamihira,
instructions had been given for making
the image of these  three deities conjointly.

The gradual absorption of
heterogeneous attributes by Jagannatha
had a great effect on Medieval
Vaishnavism of Orissa. Puri is the epicentre
of  this faith . It’s unique tradition includes
‘Ratha Yatra ‘, a grand procession  with
the wooden images of Jagannatha,
Balabhadra and Subhadra along  with
multifarious rituals, gained global
recognition.

Lord Jagannatha is also considered
as the supreme cosmic principle of  the
universe.
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DEAD HEARTS
Bidisha Chakraborty

Semester VI    English Department

With the lights glimmering far off the tall
lifeless
apartments
The empty metro and the life creeping up
The local train
Aren't they all the part of life?
What would you call it?...
Beauty of life or the pathetic crawling of
the human
existence...
The snobbish tangled lights of the windows
or
the apathetic fire of the crowded feet?
The small touches or the big walls that
separates
the goosebumps from reaching to one's
soul?
Is love the only thing which
We are devoid of?
Or the humanity which
Is seeping out through the
Crack of our dead heart?

 



B(LAME) GAME
Aindrila Chakraborty

Semester IV    English Department

Prithee turn the leaves slow
Of her album apprised
Let the memories flow
Of times vaguely embedded
In undulating spots and blinds
Of memories enmeshed in recesses deep
Of her twisted weary soul.

Twisted but weary though!
For she wants to show the world
How she rows her own boat
When there're fellowmen besides.
Who contribute so less
-So she can boast of her labours later.

So she can boast of her labours later -
How she plucked the strings right.
Played the instrument well:
And dictating instructions.
Instinctually directed the blind choir.

While directing the choir blind.
She had coded for them their ways
But behold the end of her good days
When tides turned and a cyclone
emerged.

When tides turned and a cyclone
emerged.
The mishap was blamed on account of
hers.
For blind they were in eyes and in ears.

Wounded. she took hold of her shield -
In its metallic canopy masking herself

In the veil of a lady supreme

A Superwoman She. She's me!

(And I seldom find myself trying to be.
What people state I cannot be..)

 



INFERIORITY COMPLEX
Abhilasha Parui

Semester IV    English Department

Sometimes I sit so quiet in class
That I can hear my sparkle die.
Drowning in the competitive glee,
My confidence caved in last July.

I know it is not compulsory
To always shine amidst the crowd.
But most days I don't even hear my name
While others' become too loud.

I came in today without a sound,
Went so unnoticed I thought I lost my voice.
I hate myself for hopelessly
Trying to be someone's first choice.

But I do not really try, do I?
To curry favours with the ones I love,
I just sit back and be myself
And realise being liked is tough.

When all I'm doing is just trying
To squeeze through preoccupied territory,
Her heart has already been won
By numerous of us in the same category.

Yet sometimes I blame people
For making me believe,
That I am someone special in their eyes
Yet the whole time being fed with deceit.

Or maybe, it is just me and my
Odd sense of personal concepts,
Not realising how deep seated
In my mind is this inferiority complex.

How do I grow when I feel less than
them?
What do I do with all this self doubt?
Writing about it all in rhymes
Perhaps, is the only growth that counts.



THE NIGHT BIRD SINGS
Sucharita Chowdhury

Semester IV    English Department

I opened the window one night,
To see the beautiful night sky
Suddenly, my eyes caught two Night
Birds.
I heard them singing with melodious
tunes.

The moonlight wrapped them with its
liright light.
The breezes chened them for making
sucha blissful night.
Flowers were blooming with their
cherished feelings
And the leaves were glittering.

Thus the Night Bind's Song,
Filled the dark,
With a musical umark.
Marking the dank night heavenly,
And cheering me gracefully.

 



RUNNING AWAY?
Bidisha Chakraborty

Semester VI    English Department

"I am leaving...", he said
"Running away?" I countered.
"I would not say that Charu...
I am going out to live."
"If one day you and I are far away...
I, in a nameless village and you
Smoking a cigarette in an empty street
of Paris
And have totally lost touch of each other...
Will my name ever come to your mind?"
I asked looking into his eyes.
He smiled. "We grew up so fast, isn't it?"
"From borrowing your sweater to one day
Becoming complete strangers", I said
holding a tear.
"I will be in the fragments of your heart.
These
small moments will be etched in my veins
forever."
I looked at the moon, he said something
And I never heard of him again.

 



DESTINATION KALA PANI
Sreya Das

Semester IV    English Hons.

I still remember the day as fresh as
yesterday, October 30th, Monday. The
only thing that made it special was it
being a trip to a destination we had been
planning for quite some time

Andaman

I am a mountain person and have
been to many sea shores to reconsider my
decision but after I visited Andaman, I
knew I had to make an exception for it.

Generally people research about the
place they are going to visit, I always leave
that up to my father. For me, every trip
is an adventure with sudden surprises.

On the morning of our arrival,
Andaman greeted us with scorching rays,
damped roads and a bright rainbow. The
rays made me slightly disappointed as it
was way hotter than Kolkata Moreoever,
my disappointment further increased
when I realized we had to leave within an
hour or so after checking into our hotel.
My jetlag was urging me to hit the bed
but apparently nightlife was reserved for
rest in Andaman. You are free to roam
in the daylight for there is no availability
of electricity in main tourist spots.

With a mild consolation to my tired-
self, I forced myself to freshen up and get
ready, reminding how this trip was a
much anticipated one.

The first spot that we reached was
Corbyn Cove's Beach, a famous spot for
trying out water sports. We were a 15-
member team of family and friends,
understandably very close. Still not close
enough that they could not even interpret
my sunken jetlagged face and kept urging
me to try one.

However, our driver came to my
rescue, prompting us to leave for the next
spot. I already imagined it to be another
beach with white, shiny sand with corals
and sea-shells lying around and my
parents thinking me to be a professional
stunt person ready for a water stunt.

If not worse, our driver tried to know
our music taste by playing some high-
pitched Bhojpuri music. No offense to
anyone but it was definitely not helping
my mood.

When we arrived, I looked out to find
it a road with not many people on it. I could
not hear any waves like the last spot, yet
I knew it was only a few steps until the
sand entered my slip- ons.

After following my team, shock
washed over my features. Why in the
world were we before a jail? Yes, a jail on
a TRIP!

I expected everyone sharing the same
reaction when I realized I was the only



fool surprised. My group was busy
clicking pictures when we were handed
tickets and pushed inside. I have never
been in a jail (not that I ever want to) but
something about the concrete brown walls
said that it was way more than what met
the eye.

My cars met my father's voice. It was
he who narrated the whole memorized
story he found on wikipedia, yet, it took
all my attention.

It was the cellular jail where the cruel
British colonizers threw our freedom
fighters so that they could never escape
the island. Due to the harsh nature of the
islands and very little hope of surviving
the punishment, this very place was
referred to as "Kala Pani" jail where the
last sentence would have public execution
by hanging.

A chill ran down my spine. We
stepped inside a cell, gloominess clogging
the air. The cell where a prisoner was kept,
was enough for a person to go mentally
unstable. It was dark with no lights
present and only a small opening as high
as touching the ceiling for air to come in,
even protected by metal bars.

A small gap was made near each cell
gate for food which was not given on
proper intervals, and what was given was
not even considered eatable. It consisted
of sand, rocks, roaches and other insects.
It is also said that water was contaminated
and stank. It led to several hunger strikes
and many more scarring tortures. Most

died due to the forced feeding by the
British agents, and as to irony of fate, their
bodies were secretly thrown into the sea;
to observe the last rites, no one but the
blustering waves embraced them into
their watery graves, However. their deaths
and heroic struggles reached each and
every corner of India and upset every
Indian that even Rabindranath Tagore
and Gandhiji sent cables requesting the
freedom of the prisoners.

The Jetlag was far forgotten as if it
never existed. We visited the cells of
celebrated protestors like Vinayak
Damodar Savarkar after which the airport
has been named.

It was horrifying to imagine that how
these walls used to roar with painful
screams and a mute witness to the death
of some, insanity to others and general
strike of the prisoners.

We passed several torture chambers
with engraved names of the fighters and
displayed statues of the punishments that
can make any sane person kill themselves.
Trust me when I say every three prisoners
in the jail committed suicide every month

We caught many tourists crowding
at a white structure built at the rightmost
side of the jail. After reaching it, every
nerve of my body seemed to freeze for it
was the hanging room where the public
execution took place.

A sudden horn shook us. It was the
alarm for exiting the jail. I was
disappointed for not arriving here earlier.



However, my father reminded us of
an outstanding light and sound experience
after a break. We waited outside while the
gates closed, and saw many street vendors
selling snacks just like our cities and towns,
the only difference being the doubled
price.

The light and sound experience was
a 45-minute-watch and shook every
Indian to the core. The click of shackles,
the blood-curling cries, the harsh voices
of the British and the unbelievable tortures.
Can you believe the prisoners were not
given a drop of water for 2 days if they
defied an order? This led to fighters
tearing their shirts and hanging
themselves out of sheer frustration.

The projectors were so finely
positioned that it made me feel like I was
a witness myself, a prisoner myself.

At the end, the show was wrapped
up in the tunes of the national anthem
coloring the walls with tri-colors. I still
recall how my body trembled under the
familiar tunes with every Indian singing
it out loud.

The patriotic air stayed around u the
whole night and I could not stop sharing
it with my friends.

The night womewhat changed my
ching abo research amped my percept this

trip. Perhaps. I was righe f this place
earlier

The following week was filled with
much mores were exploring cas, vagong
new islands, watching moving shells,
natural coral reefs, a huge ton of colorful
fishes I only saw in expensive tanks, diving
into the blue sea, oustanding, sunsets,
stunning sunrises and most lavish of all,
having our own isolated private beach!

The experience of watching a Wind-
Cup munch at beach cottages and rating
cropond wathy was a showing cheery on
top.

Soon a week weet was heartfeesking
to know that our trip had come to an all
and it wat our time to leave for the City
of by. However, to cheer us up, our travel
agent prepared for biriyani the last night.

I took a last glance at the roads, at
the local people, at the curvy roads of the
island with moistened eyes and composed
myself.

Even after my mother's countless
reminders to carefully check before my
departure, I knew I was leaving a part of
myself behind, at the sea shore, while
looking at the sunset I kept reminiscing
about the Dane Islands, which were
nothing but a nightmare to our ancestors.



 

 






