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Editor's Note

If there’s anything I have learnt over the length of the

past few years, and my arguably short law school

life, it is that habits are an intrinsic part of us, and

who we are. Spring, coincidentally, reminds me of

habits – and how deeply these actions are ingrained

in us. For me, it is the burst of colour beneath an

azure sky on Holi, birthday candles of childhood

happiness long lost, and the ending of the school

year. It’s been a year since I have graduated from

school, and yet the bubbles of happiness that creep up

on me with the advent of March, still feel as good as

new. But with all the melancholy and nostalgia and

reminiscence of old habits that March brings, it also

brings hints of a heady smell, of old leather-bound

books, a new issue of Monograph, and most

importantly, Art. It has not been easy for us at

Monograph, these last six months. But each issue,

and its reception by our readers, has been a source of

unbridled joy during never ending months of online

school, an even more never ending list of

assignments, but above all, A Head Full of Dreams to

create, and give back, to Art, and to the city that has

taught us so very much. Perhaps more than ever, this

issue of Monograph is a tribute to Calcutta, and all

that it represents – the nostalgia of the past, an

unmatched creativity, and most of all, just pure,

simple Love. Until next time.

Indrayani Bhadra



Behind Closed Doors
Part II

Anuraag Das Sarma

I fear I romanticize Calcutta too much. Maybe I do, maybe I create these

fantastic visions of the past in my head and build up the city to be more than

what it truly is. But, I've said this before and I'll say it again, find me a city as

poetic as this. Entrenched within the four walls of the Bengali household lies

the ideals of art, often cultivated and grown with great care (but also

occasionally thumbed out in pursuit of the M.B.B.S. or B.Tech degree) . And

perhaps no family has cultivated and contributed to art and culture more than

the Tagore's, at least within the Bengali speaking community.

The folly of the pseudo-intellectual Bengali however remains in our ignorance -

especially when it comes to history. When I speak of the Tagore's, the Tagore’s

of Jorasanko come to mind, and rightfully so. From Dwarakanth to

Rabindranath - the family produced illustrious individuals one after another

(even those who didn’t belong to the lineage directly like Sarala Devi, were

made of that unattainable something that the greats are made of). However,

many people forget the Tagores of Pathuriaghata. And it’s a shame, a crying

shame that they do. This branch of the illustrious Tagore family contributed as

much to the Bengal renaissance as their Jorasanko counterparts did.



The story of the Pathuriaghata Tagore’s begins with an individual by the name

of Joyram Tagore, who is considered by many to be the first historical figure to

come out of Jessore. He was the dewan of Chandernagore when it was under

the French, and his amassed riches soon allowed him to settle in what was then

called Gobindapur. In the mid-eighteenth century, when the British (after

gaining an important victory at Plassey) started rebuilding Fort William,

Joyram quickly moved to Pathuriaghata. Now Joyram had two sons, namely

Darpanarayan Tagore and Nilmoni Tagore, both of whom were successful in

their ventures. Darpanarayan, was in fact, the first member of the family to gain

prominence, earning amounts previously unheard of. Nilmoni, on the other

hand, a sheristadar of the civil court, had comparatively enjoyed modest

success. In 1765, property disputes arose between the two brothers and thus the

Tagore’s bifurcated into two branches as Nilmoni went on to found the

Jorasanko Thakurbari.



The Tagore’s had two huge estates in Pathuriaghata - The Tagore Palace (or

Prasad) and the Tagore Castle, both opposite each other. The palace, after more

to three hundred years of existence, still stands tall, it’s triangular facade

supported by six Corinthian pillars. This house, with its many rooms and

immeasurable riches, witnessed the rise and fall of both the Company Rule and

the British rule in India. A treasure trove of history, it calls for renovation, but

it’s pleas seem to be ignored. Perhaps the same fate, as that of the castle, awaits

it.

The castle, built in 1820 by Kali Kumar Tagore, was initially just a three

storied house. However, in 1895, Jatindra Mohan Tagore, the then-patriarch of

the Tagore’s of Pathuriaghata, modelled it into a castle that looked like it

belonged more to the Welsh countryside than Bengal. Built to the tune of

England’s Windsor castle, this architectural, one-of-a-kind wonder showcased

the social standing of the Tagore’s of Pathuriaghata, the now forgotten branch

of the family, only a century from now.

Built in mock-medieval style, the building showcased an impressive 100-feet

tall Gothic centre tower and even housed in it an ornately made clock

reminiscent of the Big Ben of London. The interior of the Tagore castle was no

less impressive. It was gorgeously furnished, even drawing comparisons to the

estates of the English countryside.



Currently, the mansion exists, but barely so. After being leased to Haridas

Mundra, the house was altered a lot and today, a person unaware of its opulent

history would fail to recognise its architectural merit. Towels hang over a thinly

drawn clothesline, bricks fall off from the building along with concrete fairly

regularly and the land has been encroached upon by close to a thousand people.

And thus lies the fantastic Tagore Palace - desolate and beyond repair. A one-

of-a kind palace in India lost to time forever.

In stark contrast to the now decadent Tagore Castle, lies the well-preserved and

still opulent Marble Palace. Built by Raja Rajendra Mullick in 1835, this

building might just be the face of North Calcutta's hedonistic past.

Raja Rajendra Mullick belonged to the Mullick Family of Chorbagan. This was

the age of the Zamindars - the de-facto aristocrats of the 19th century and the

Colonizers knew that. The Tagores, the Mullicks, the Borals, the Sils were all

given handsome amounts of land in underdeveloped areas as compensation for

the lands the British needed to build the Old Fort William. The Mullicks were

given the area of Chorbagan (what is now Muktaram Babu Street) in North

Kolkata.



Thus cropped up the Neoclassical Marble Palace, complete with Corinthian

pillars, exquisite carvings and sloping roofs (a simple nod to the Chinese

architectural style of the day). Built out of 126 different forms of Marble (hence

the name) the palatial mansion is an architectural wonder and is a testament to

the importance of heritage conservation of a historically rich city like Calcutta.

Inside, one would be met with two sprawling gardens, neatly kept and filled

with cast-iron tables and chairs. Austrian chandeliers and venetian sculptures

adorn the halls of the house and the paintings, all rare and extremely valuable,

adorn the walls of the house. Original Murillo, Reynolds and Rubens are

accompanied with well made replicas of Van Gogh and Rembrandt. A

connoisseur of art, Raja Rajendra Mallick even collected works by homegrown

artists like Raja Ravi Verma and his taste in art shows in the 76 rare paintings

housed in the palace.



The Mullick Marble Palace also

houses the only private-run zoo

still functioning in India. Started

by Rajendra Mullick in the 1840s,

it is now looked after by Hirendra

Mullick, one of his successors,

who follows the Raja's advice to a

T.

Thus, the Marble Palace flourishes

and relives in it's past glory much

like the colonial buildings of that

era in Dalhousie Square (except for

perhaps the Standard Chartered

Building).

One such historical landmark

would be the old, and venerable St.

John's Church that lies behind the

office buildings of 8/2 Kiran

Sankar Roy Road. Built in 1787 by

James Agg, it was the first proper

Cathedral in the city and is the

third oldest church (after the

Armenian Church and the Old

Mission Church).



Also known as the Old Cathedral (St. Pauls being the younger brother), the

church was modelled after St. Martin-In-The-Fields, London. The land was

gifted to the British in 1784, by Maharaja Nabakrishna Deb of the Sovabajar

Rajbari (who had amassed most of his wealth by helping the British against

Siraj-Ud-Daullah in the Battle of Plassey).

The foundation stone to the cathedral was laid by Warren Hastings, whose town

house was (and still is) directly opposite to the church. Built of stone, a rare

commodity in 18th century Bengal (thus granting it the name Pathure Girja) St.

John's is by all means an architectural masterpiece.

However, the very creation of the church demarcates the transition of power

from Nawab to Company Rule. The minutes book tells us in great detail the

story of how Gaur, the medieval capital of Bengal, was robbed to build St.

John's. Many 13th and 14th century ruins of Gaur were completely destroyed,

and the stone was carried back to Calcutta, to build this church. And with this

one single act, hundreds, if not thousands of years of history was lost forever.



Coming back to the church, it still

stands tall - it's spire visible over many

buildings of the area. 174m in length,

and sporting a historic (and very loud)

clock, it truly is a historical wonder.

Built in traditional neoclassical style,

complete with ionic pillars, the

exterior of the church is absolutely

beautiful, outdone by only the interior.

Tall, composite columns support the

massive structure, and the floor

(brought from Gaur) is made of rare

blue-grey marble. Johann Zoffany's

The Last Supper hangs on the wall of

the church and beautiful stained glass

windows adorn the right side of the

building. Stone figurines and busts are

lovingly carved and placed around the

church and the chandeliers are

exquisite.

However, the star of the show would

be the Pipe Organ - the grandest one in

Calcutta at that. Installed in the 19th

century, it is still played regularly and

sounds absolutely beautiful.



As one leaves the main building,

one would be wise to take a walk

around the compound and notice

the many memorials and graves

housed here. The Second Rohilla

War Memorial (1772-74), The

Black Hole Monument, Job

Charnock's Mausoleum, Begum

Johnson's Grave

and Countess Canning's memorial,

all find a place in this compound

and the amount of history

contained in them beg for another

article (perhaps I'll save it for

another issue).

St. John's however, until very

recently, looked very uncared for.

Paint and plaster peeled slowly off

the building and the color was

slowly turning a dull black.

However, thanks to conservation

efforts, the church has been

brought back to its former glory.

Painted white, and adorned with

gold, the church has been

beautifully restored.



St. John's however, until very recently, looked very uncared for. Paint and

plaster peeled slowly off the building and the color was slowly turning a dull

black. However, thanks to conservation efforts, the church has been brought

back to its former glory. Painted white, and adorned with gold, the church has

been beautifully restored.

The conservation of our collective heritage is an important step towards self-

realization and self-sufficiency. This conservation is perhaps the entire point of

this series of articles. Group like Immersive Trails, Calcutta Heritage

Collective, DAG, and Messbari projects have done a lot to help these efforts,

but much much more work is needed and we believe it to be our duty to let the

public know of our collective heritage, and to instil in them a sense of wonder,

respect and admiration for it.

Visit these places, they are open to the public. Go on walks, on guided tours.

Walk around the city, read about it, learn about it. You will not be disappointed

by the rich heritage that Calcutta has to offer. So, go to Pathuriaghata, look at

the remains of the Tagore Castle while you still can. Go to Dalhousie Square,

drive around North Kolkata and feast your eyes on all that Calcutta has to offer.

Click photographs, shoot videos, paint pictures - capture Calcutta as you see it,

in your art. Let this city influence you. And make conscious efforts to make

sure that the next few generations get to do the same.

It's been a privilege writing this series for all of you. Thank you.



Malcolm and Marie

Anwesh Bannerjee

In Sam Levinson’s new movie

Malcolm & Marie, music flows

through scenes like an invisible but

unmissable presence. Background

music is designed to stay in the

background; if you’re not listening for

it, you’re not supposed to obviously

hear it. Instead, it’s supposed to make

you feel a certain way and give scenes

energy, but unobtrusively. Here,

though, it doesn’t stay in the

background. It mixes with the

dialogue frequently, sometimes

drowning words out but obediently

becoming quiet when the

conversation gets going. Songs play

out as the chief soundscapes of

scenes; ‘Get Rid of Him’ by Dionne

Warwick, in particular, is played in its

entirety over a long, dialogue-less

scene, making us consciously pay

attention to the lyrics.



Malcolm & Marie uses many songs in similar ways, but the sounds that make an

even greater impact are the long, breathless lines of dialogue. This is a film about a

couple – a filmmaker and his girlfriend – who come home one evening after the

premiere of his new film, Imani, and spend the next two hours arguing, making up,

hurling abuse, laughing, weeping, shouting and having sex. There are no

flashbacks, no detours, no visitors (the cast is literally only Zendaya and John

David Washington; the film was shot by a micro-crew living together in quarantine

in June last year). It’s just the two of them in this house they’ve been put up in,

firing lengthy speeches back and forth about the nature of their relationship and its

connection with Malcolm’s film.

For it’s Marie’s contention that Imani, and especially the eponymous protagonist,

is based on her: a young woman recovering from being a drug addict. And Marie is

livid that Malcolm forgot to thank her during his speech at the premiere. And from

this anger, Malcolm and Marie spin out a long argument/fight/jousting session, in

which they discuss what exactly their relationship is about. Marie says Malcolm is

incapable of being jealous because he is wildly narcissistic and also because the

moment he is assured of somebody’s love, he stops thinking of them. Malcolm

calls Marie solipsistic and tells her that he’s always been there for her, from the

time he met her, when she was a desperate addict.



The way their verbal tirades are structured is intriguing; it’s almost as though what

could logically occur over a few days has been condensed cinematically into one

night. (Like in Pieces of a Woman last month, which took a woman from first

labour pains to delivery in the space of half an hour.) You can imagine Malcolm

and Marie arguing, then sleeping on it, then thinking of a new angle on the

argument some days later and bringing it up again, then having make-up sex, then

dredging up an old point a few days afterwards, and so on. But here, it’s all

happening in two hours. One of them unleashes a ream of accusations (the long,

wordy lines – reminiscent simultaneously of Gilmore Girls and Woody Allen – are

clever and by director Sam Levinson), then goes away. Then the other thinks a bit

and follows with his/her own ream of accusations. Then maybe Malcolm will start

kissing Marie, and Marie will smile, and the two will entangle their bodies

together. The sex (or the pre-sex: they’re never able to stop arguing long enough to

actually do the deed) is filmed so close that their bodies and words mingle on our

screens; in one sequence, we literally can’t tell where the making out ends and the

talking begins. The cruelty and hurt in some of the exchanges also reminded me of

American classics like Cat on a hot tin roof and Who's afraid of Virginia Woolf

where middle aged couples played off each other anxieties and insecurities in a

series of verbal tirades.



And then, in between, there are odd

tangents, such as Malcolm’s

impassioned speech about identity

politics in film and film criticism. He

is incandescent with rage at the idea

that just because he is black, his

films will always be viewed through

a political lens. Just because the lead

in his film is a black woman, the

white LA Times critic will talk about

how Malcolm has ‘subverted’ the

white saviour trope. But she – the

critic – also criticises him for training

the male gaze on his protagonist.

Why can’t his films be viewed

simply for themselves, he demands?

Later, Marie tells him that as an ex-

addict herself, she’d have been able

to bring an authenticity to his film

that his lead actress didn’t have

(Marie is an aspiring actress).



And for all this, Malcolm & Marie is a

self-consciously apolitical film. It

pokes fun at Hollywood actors’

ostensible affinity for left-wing

politics, expressed on red carpets,

while wearing two-thousand-dollar

outfits. It questions whether a

filmmaker’s identity really has

anything to do with the movie they

make. But it makes no major points:

it’s about a lot of things, but it’s also

about not much. It’s about saying thank

you to the people in our lives. Malcolm

exclaims at one point, ‘Cinema doesn’t

need to have a fucking message! It

needs heart and electricity.’ This film

crackles with electricity (Zendaya and

Washington are very sexy together),

but its heart – if there is one – is buried

under its talky self-awareness. I don’t

know if I have a fully formed opinion

about the film yet, but I am not going

to trouble myself; instead, I’ll take a

leaf out of this film’s book and leave

you with some questions unanswered.



Tuesdays With Morrie

Kinjal Chandra"An old man, a young man and life’s greatest lesson”

A book too heartwarming for words, too simplistic to be overanalyzed, too

profound to ignore, Tuesdays with Morrie is an experience, a feeling, and a gentle

embrace all together in one. I don’t think I can rave about it enough; a review

might fall short. This is a book not to be missed at any cost.Albom, the author

returns to his sociology professor in the midst of the bustle of his work life after a

span of several years.

 A hearty Morrie Schwartz is now just a lump of flesh and bones, no thanks to a

terminal disease. They meet on the Tuesdays of every week and the old man

imparts invaluable life lessons to the young man, and the resultant is this gem of a

book.What seems like an insipid and sanctimonious storyline, is actually the most

beautifully elucidated and absorbing read, gently bespattered with munificent

words of wisdom that range from companionship to money, forgiveness, family

and regrets. Every line of the book is worthy of being framed, to be remembered

for eons to come. The magnitude of these simplistic and short lines can be gauged

only after pondering about them for a while.Yes, Professor Morrie will compel

you to rethink your life and probably make you think things out differently. 



"He definitely made me analyze my thoughts and choices, and for me, he is

an inspiration. A true paradigm of hope, love, compassion and positivity. 

I can't thank Albom enough for sharing Morrie with us.

“Without love we are birds with broken wings”

“Death ends a life, not a relationship”

“Love each other, or perish”

I hope I have managed to convince you into reading this book, if not by the

review, with the above quotes from the book.













Book Review :
The Kite Runner

Archisman
Chakrabarti

“It may be unfair but what happens

in a few days sometimes even a

single day can change the course of

an entire lifetime.” 

Kites are always fascinating to watch

and even more exciting when you are

flying one with your friend. Getting

the kite off the ground, maneuvering

it in the sky as the gust of wind

keeps it afloat, soaring high. Such

experiences are mostly things of the

past, nothing but a fragment of our

childhood only to be recalled as a

part of our nostalgia. The short first

chapter of The Kite Runner strikes

the chords of nostalgia perfectly and

sets the tone for the entire story. 



Amir is the son of a wealthy

merchant in Kabul. Unlike his

father, whose tales of bravery is the

common parlance of the town, he is

the polar opposite – a quiet kid who

always keeps himself surrounded

with books. His only friend is

Hassan, the son of their servant Ali.

In spite of the insurmountable

difference in their society and

culture, the two boys share an

indelible fraternal bond. Amir

teaches him various things he learnt

at school while Hassan simply

listens. He is devoted to Amir and

reiterates the dialogue “For you, a

thousand times over”, multiple

times in the story. The two of them

fly kites together and Hassan runs

to fetch the kite every time the

string gets cut – Hassan, the

harelipped kite runner. 

 

In the summer of 1976, there is a

kite fighting competition in their

neighbourhood in which Amir and

Hassan participate. 



So colossal is the guilt pining him down that he returns to Kabul

twenty-six years later, during the Taliban rule, in order to find

redemption.

The Kite Runner is a sweeping story of love, friendship, separation

and betrayal spanning across three decades. The guilt-ridden Amir

whose life is shaped by a single moment of cowardice cannot find

solace as an adult. Hassan’s awkward smile always returns to stab

his heart. Hassan’s dream about a monster in the lake pulling him

down is a beautiful foreshadowing alluding to Amir’s betrayal. 

Amir’s moral compass plays an important role as a plot device. As

Harper Lee had said “Every man’s watchman is his own

conscience”, the novel delineates.

Little do they know about the incidents that would unfold. In times

of war, people are forced to abandon their ethics and Amir commits

the heinous crime of betraying his dearest friend – a memory that

would haunt him for the rest of his life. 

. . . 



Amrisha Bannerjee

I usually tend to get drawn towards characters with a brutish and mean

streak, films and novels alike. And I think I’ll be speaking for most of us

when I say that anti-heroes and anti-heroines awaken something primal in us.

But we shall come to that later.

Defining anti-heroes and anti-heroines is no picnic, it’s a complex trope.

Unlike the heroes, they don’t have a clean-cut, straightforward and single

dimensional motive. Their motives are usually fuelled by their contempt

towards society, often preceded by disturbing past experiences. 

Villains, on the other hand, are driven by this innate sense of selfishness and

sometimes unpleasant experiences that they faced in the past (we find a

common ground here) that drives them against society. Basically, a conscious

criminal that goes to any lengths to raze the society to the ground, for self-

satisfaction mostly and rarely for goodwill. Anti-heroes and anti-heroines fall

under a grey area. The motives behind their actions aren’t necessarily heroic

but the actions might be.

A Candle to the Altar of Anti-
Heroines



They are reprehensible for the most

part but have a degree of likability,

making them relatable. Their morality

is questionable but enough to make a

difference and their disputable actions

in the grander scheme of things can be

downplayed because they are not as

bad as the villains.

Anti-heroes, that we have seen and

admired in film and television over the

years such as Walter White from

Breaking Bad, Travis Bickle from Taxi

Driver, Tony Montana from Scarface,

Charles Foster Kane from Citizen

Kane, Lou Bloom from Nightcrawler;

have in common a charismatic

personality, an impeccable ability to

think calculatedly. They’re

Machiavellian, they’re realists and

consist of identifiable and relatable

vulnerabilities and most importantly,

they are our gateway to aid us to delve

into the feeling of accessing that which

may be taboo or something we never

would in reality due to moral

constraints.



The anti-heroines, on the other hand,

are portrayed as being often

manipulative and easily vexed. She

has flaws, she is self-destructive,

loathes conventions and has

progressive feminist ideologies. Like

her male counterpart, she may often

suffer from antisocial personality

disorder or might even be a victim to

depression. However, she isn’t similar

to her closest and often confused with

archetype – the femme fatale and

neither is she the damsel in distress.

She is torn between protecting and

enriching herself, versus proactively

defending a cause outside of herself

or changing something that she feels

is transgressive. She thinks and is a

woman with opinions and ideas. She

is someone the hero/protagonist

wouldn’t consider a potential threat in

the beginning but she may become

more and more lethal as the story

commences as she comes to terms

with her true purpose. What would be

wrong on our behalf is to base her

entire personality on her attempts at

going against the grain. 



Now that we have established what anti-

heroes and anti-heroines are like and what

they represent, I would like you to

participate in a thought experiment with

me. The actions that we deem heroic when

performed by an anti-hero, will those

same actions still be heroic if performed

by their female counterparts? Take Walter

White for example. A chemistry teacher,

battling cancer, finds himself in a cash

crisis and starts making meth in order to

cope with it. He is initially shown as a

sympathizing character but soon, his

moral compass spins out of control and he

commits certain crimes which we would

deem acceptable as it helped him create an

empire of his own. Scarface’s Tony

Montana, a classic example of rags to

riches story who attains the “riches” in the

metaphor in question by smuggling drugs. 

She is much, much more than the

superficialities we project on her as

viewers/readers. Her character has

dimensions and edges. Some edges are

ragged and some of them are polished but

both equally contribute to the kind of

person she is



He is a man who becomes a mafia and rises to the ranks mostly through

shooting, cocaine and more shooting. No harm done. I always enjoy

watching winners win. 

Now, let’s consider the example of a classic anti-heroine and a personal

favourite - Game of Thrones’ Cersei Lannister. She is infamous for being

unapologetically evil, discarding people like wrappers when they have

fulfilled her purpose. In today’s terms, she would be respectfully referred

to as a mercenary little gold-digger, selfish, unkind and just simply evil.

Allow me to draw a line of comparison here. Walter White, a man who

would stop at nothing to get his way, is vengeful, narcissistic and

borderline, or probably completely, sociopathic; is for all of us, including

myself, a hero whose actions are justified. Walter White gets to be a

strategic genius and Cersei gets to be a cold, uptight woman who just

needs to calm down. Walter is a person you hate to love while Cersei is a

person you love to hate.

Cersei was an extremely intelligent, calculating and an able woman and

was underestimated all her life, by her father Tywin Lannister first and

her husband Robert Baratheon later. Cersei’s mother died when she was

very young and was thus raised by an unloving Tywin who gave

precedence to his sons Jaime and Tyrion (well, not so much in his case)

more. In one of her monologues, she expresses her disgust about how her

brothers were given swords in their hands as children and she was given

dolls instead. The only people that she actually ever cared about were her

children, who were in turn born of incest, of Jaime, probably the only

person who ever dotingly loved her. Her daughter gets shipped off to a

strange place as a form of truce



Her husband Robert Baratheon (an alcoholic, often abusive and a bundle

of poorly made decisions draped in spiffy, tailored clothes and just a

bad, bad excuse for a king) never treated her with respect and had open

affairs with women around, either to spite Cersei or because he didn’t

care for consequences. What consequences could the king of seven

kingdoms have? She was taken as a prisoner, beaten, starved, forced to

walk naked with the city as the spectator, humiliated. Must I continue?

Unlike so many, I cannot hate her. I am rather admitting to the fact that

she is my favourite character…ever.

I am in awe of her flaws and how she manages to rise from the ashes

despite having those flaws in plenty. I like the way her character has

been represented in the series. Why I feel people do not like Cersei is the

fact that she is too relatable. She bears a tremendous amount of

semblance to a person we would actually come across in real life in the

form of a bully or an abusive parent like figure, or anybody. She just

seems too real for a mere fictional character. To me, her portrayal as an

“evil" woman seems faithful than the usual metaphors of women being

conventionally selfless, compromising and full of humility. I have seen

enough of that in television and real life.

Another major example that I would like to bring into focus is Gone

Girl’s Amy Dunne. Another one of the most misjudged characters. Amy

is an immensely intelligent, crafty and savvy woman played by

Rosamund Pike (I cannot seem to get enough of her beauty and oh so

beautiful accent). She tries to frame her husband Nick for her suicide.

Commonly addressed as manipulative and a psychopath, I like

addressing this modern era anti-heroine as a person who tries to seek

revenge on her incompetent, cheating husband,...



...rather dramatically I’d say because she has quite the flair for the

dramatics; who failed to do even the bare minimum in order to hold the

marriage together. She had started feeling “disposable” over the course

of their marriage while Nick just got “lazy”. In her iconic and my

absolute favourite “Cool Girl” monologue, Amy explains how Nick

wanted a “cool girl" for himself and truth be told, for him, she was

willing to try. 

For her, it meant, being one of the “guys”,

engaging in activities that are stereotypically

male, to not be uptight, “drink canned bear

while watching Adam Sandler movies" and the

likes. Yet, for Nick that wasn’t enough. So he

started cheating on her for a younger, newer,

cooler girl who was…drum roll…his student! 

What I gathered is the fact that the bar for

being a good husband is relatively lower than

what is expected from women and we women,

just keep settling for lesser and lesser every

time. In a marriage, I have rarely seen any

instances where a man voluntarily bends to the

conveniences of a woman. 

A woman on the other hand, might bend and break her back in the

process but her efforts will always go unseen because she is doing what

women have always conventionally done – compromise. Thus, I

appreciate Amy's dramatization of framing Nick, albeit overplayed. We

have our own choices, our own ways and I respect, even enjoyed

watching hers.



A somewhat different variant of the

anti-heroine trope would be Phoebe

Waller Bridge in Fleabag. She

refers to herself as a “greedy,

perverted, selfish, apathetic,

cynical, depraved, morally bankrupt

woman who can’t even call herself

a feminist”. Her character rings

painfully true to so many people

who are conflicted between doing

what is expected of them versus

doing what they want to.

In conclusion, I find myself

cheering for things that are

generally considered morally

wrong, even by human standards.

Call it my personal problem, if you

will. In a society where women are

either portrayed as perfect or its

polar opposite – “crazy” and

“maniac”, I enjoy brooding in this

grey area where I get the best of

both the worlds. It reflects a bit of

me, a bit of you, a bit of everyone.

The demand for nobility and

perfection is constraining and that is

why we need anti-heroes and anti-

heroines. 



There are vices we must allow

ourselves because for some of

us, it is actually cathartic to find

comfort in selfish, cynical and

immoral characters. As a

nineteen year old woman, some

conventions just…suffocate me.

Anti-heroines are the ones that

assure me that it is alright to

make the world a better place

while making mistakes, that too

in plenty and be uptight, be

selfish and be everything that

society doesn’t mandate. I

believe breaking is easier than

building but it requires agency

and anger. So I shall break these

constructs one day at a time till

every last one of them lies

splintered and wrecked under my

feet. Until then, I shall continue

to find solace in my anti-

heroines.



On the 7th of February, the Monograph team visited the Ghare

Baire exhibit housed in the Old Currency Building.

 

Sumona Chakravarty (Deputy Director, Ghare Baire, DAG)

and Sujaan Mukherjee (Education and Outreach) were kind

enough to give us a tour of the gallery and they also put us in

touch with Mr. Kishore Singh (Head of Exhibitions and

Publications, DAG).

 

This article would not have been possible without them.

Ghare Baire
ঘের বাইের

The Home and The World



Ghare Baire

Anuraag Das Sarma &

Indrayani Bhadra
To quote Amit Chaudhuri, “Calcutta is

a work of modern art that neither makes

sense nor has utility, but exists for some

esoteric, aesthetic reason.” Perhaps, it is

this very reason that Delhi Art Gallery

decided to showcase its brilliant

collection of 18th-20th Century art in

Bengal. Whatever the reason may be,

one should perhaps not question it, but

simply be thankful for it.

When we asked Mr. Kishore Singh

(DAG, Head- Exhibitions and

Publications) the pertinent, and sort of

obvious question, “Why Calcutta?”, he

couldn’t help but wax lyrical about the

city’s rich cultural heritage.

Goodness, why not Kolkata? Isn’t

Kolkata India’s ‘first city of culture’? I

cannot think of a city that deserves a

dedicated museum of art more than

Kolkata. Here is a city and its people

that celebrate art, are passionate about

culture, and express themselves boldly

—but also with knowledge. Modern art

had its genesis here. 



Look at the very large number of artists that Bengal has contributed to the

national discourse. The light may have dimmed for a while when the capital

shifted from erstwhile Calcutta to New Delhi, and Bombay became the

country’s financial centre, but Kolkata is regaining eminence as India’s art

capital—if not in sales, at least in appreciation.

Housed in the Old Currency Building, DAG’s Bengal art exhibit, aptly titled

Ghare Baire has already become  an important part of the city. Even the

venue is perfect - a building sentenced  to be demolished in 1994, saved from

the clutches of destruction at the last moment by The Indian National Trust

for Art and Cultural Heritage seems oddly fitting for an exhibition on

Calcutta’s art.

Calcutta has seen a resurgence in art. I’m sorry, allow me to contradict

myself. Calcutta has always been an artistic city, but now it is finally seeing

venues that support these artistic endeavours. Be it the rather newly opened

Skinny Mo’s Jazz Club on Manohar Pukur Road or TopcatCCU - there’s this

sudden burst of promising venues that support the local scene. DAG is one

such venue supporting the budding artists.



I asked Sumona Chakravarty ( Deputy

Director, Ghare Baire, DAG ) why

Ghare Baire chose to host these other

cultural events instead of sticking only

to the exhibition and her answer

showcased the exact mentality that

Calcutta needs to possess right now.

“One of our objectives as a museum

exhibition is to use the past to speak to

the present moment and the best way to

do so was to connect first with the

collection, and then locate that in the

present time through reinterpretation.

And the plays and concerts all help to

do that, to sort of register where we are

now. The second objective for the

Museum Space is to  create a sort of

platform for the creative community, so

the more we can bring in artists, 

 musicians, performers and dancers to

come and engage with the art form, it

creates a sort of continuation in artistic

legacy.”

For, you see, local art is not dead, but

rather underground - festering in the

filth of experimentation and growing

stronger, but as a trade-off, more and

more obscure. 



What Ghare Baire is trying to do is

bring it back up to ground and provide

it with exposure not only on a state, but

on a national level. And it has been a

successful endeavour. From bands like

Whale In The Pond to plays like Atho

Hidimba Kotha, the local scene as a

whole has accepted and fallen in love

with DAG. Even veteran musician,

Susmit Bose had nothing but good

words to say about Ghare Baire.

Now, that’s enough beating about the

bush - let’s talk about Ghare Baire’s

wonderful collection of art. As one

walks down the huge door of the

erstwhile Agra Bank one is faced with

two options:

• To walk down to the open courtyard

and marvel at both the architecture of

the building and the beautiful statues

housed there 

Or; 

• Take a right and walk up the staircase

to the beautiful paintings of India

painted by eminent European artists.



I’d suggest walking down the courtyard,

fawning over the brilliant job done by

the ASI  in restoring the building,

appreciating the installments made by

DAG, and then briskly walking through

the door on the opposite end and

entering the Nemai Ghosh gallery. This

gallery, chronicling Satyajit Ray’s

journey as a film director through the

lens of Nemai Ghosh is a must see for

each and every cinephile who happens

to walk through those doors.

Then, by all means, turn around and

head straight for the staircase, and make

sure you don't miss the rare prints of life

in India by the Franco-Belgian artist,

Frans Balthazar Solvyns. This is where

we are first met with the Colonial Gaze

often found in British Paintings of

India- something that seeped into the

psyche of even the bengali artists of that

era.

A huge canvas of Chandernagore lies

attached to a wall, landscapes (both of

nature and of Colonial Buildings replete

with intricate facades) hang in

ornamental frames alongside diaries and

books written by Colonial bigshots

preserved in glass cases. 



Such is the beauty of the first floor, which also houses indigenous art of that

era. A common motif throughout the exhibit is the inclusion of paintings

done by anonymous artists. These nameless artists, despite their obvious lack

in popularity, showcase unparalleled skills and make a wonderful addition to

the galleries housed inside.

The very pertinent transition from European to Indian art is swift and stark

and takes place after just the first few galleries and the differences are all the

more amplified as one climbs the succeeding flights of stairs leading to the

floors above. One not only makes the journey towards more modern forms of

paintings (from the 18th, to the 19th and finally the 20th) but also from a

predominantly European art style to something that is more homegrown. The

transition from James Baillie Fraser to the likes of Nandalal Bose and Jamini

Roy is one that harkens back to Calcutta's own history - that of the colonized

Bengali subservient to the Company, to the Bengali who found his/her own

identity  in their quest for Swaraj, and finally to the Bengali culture of the

late 20th century.



As Kishore Singh put it:

I wonder what modern art in India would have been without Kolkata’s humongous

contribution. Creating a museum display for an informed audience was intimidating

for us. We were conscious that we were reflecting the creation of art in Kolkata from

the very inception of the city. There are exquisite Kalighat pats, the amazing popular

prints that were created in her bazaars, the prints and paintings made by European

artists and their understanding of the landscapes and people, as also the modern

movements and artists who have been affiliated with the nationalist movement as well

as operated independently. Kolkata’s/Bengal’s contribution to the nine National

Treasure Artists stands at an astounding six. Its art reflects lyricism, pathos, beauty

and melancholy in equal measure—if only it had been better documented, art in

Kolkata would have rivalled and been talked about in the same breath as art centres

such as Paris, London and New York.

I can't describe in words how amazing it felt to walk through the corridors of The Old

Currency Building and to learn more about Bengal's rich cultural legacy. Both

Sumona Chakravarty and Sujaan Mukherjee (Head of Education and Outreach, Ghare

Baire, DAG) were exemplary guides throughout and their interest, knowledge and

love for art shone through like a glowing halo of wisdom.



DAG, as a private organisation,

stands for the custodianship of

Art as a national treasure that

belongs to everyone equally

irrespective of ownership. This

belief and the cultivation of this

belief among the populace is of

great importance, and DAG has

turned this noble idea into

something real and tangible.

A special thank you to Sumona

Chakravarty and Sujaan

Mukherjee who were kind

enough to guide us through the

entire museum and to Mr.

Kishore Singh for taking time

out of his busy schedule and

answering our questions.



A Sunlit Room

Sibgha Alama sunlit room/ sunday afternoons/

curtains drawn/

& the love enters/

the cracks in the ceiling invited it

back home/ you dreamt of a room big

enough/ and it is here

to fit us two/ and to fit this love/

together:

i let your fingertips dance along my

spine/

a mosaic of smiles/ lying on the

grass/ broken pieces of glass/ broken

pieces of light/ still alive

heartbeats change/ the 0.1 seconds

between your heartbeat and mine/ the

distance we named

home

can change

then how could love remain love/ &

you remain you/ & i remain i

how could love remain?

how could we be together/ forever/

with this love/ breathing in our

mortal lungs?



a storm comes/ the walls flood/ a lamppost flickers / till it goes away/ the light

in your eyes

your windpipe collapses/ your breaths sink within your heart

and you ask why/ why, love?

a storm comes/ and goes/

this heart remains

four walls/ falling down/ a home in ashes –

nothing remains/

i should have said/ don’t hold my heart within your fist/ palms & fists &

hearts/ only a moment/

spells them apart

they’re all the same/ your fist-shaped heart/ your palm shaped in a fist/ your

heart within the

palm

chaos/ chaos/ chaos

& before you know the trigger is pulled/ the nightmare is alive/ dancing

before your eyes/ your

arms paralyzed/ pleural membranes/ falling apart

the walls of this sunlit room/ now lightyears away from your sight

the love/

gone



Hereditary

Munjarita Mondal

It's in my blood,you know

My great grandmother, mother of seven

daughters,

who always smelled of dried marigold

had a way with words,Didin recalls

She hangs herself from the wooden beams in

her bedroom, her dead son's crib in view.

I've always thought what a wonderful frame it

would make,

One that makes you a witness and an intruder

Didin's sister loved to play the Hawaiian

guitar.

She never grew a day over sixteen,

and I've inherited her handwritten staff notes

that I cannot read.

This time it was a veranda,full view of the

entire neighborhood

I wish to write a poem for her as well,

Of her jilted heart and straight razor eyes

My aunt, Moni with the riverbed hair,who i

always thought was the prettiest of them all

outlived

her aunt by three whole years, in her wedding

Banarasi.



She would've made a lovely portrait

No caption for this one,maybe something

poignant like

innocence

What's even the point otherwise,

A picture worth a thousand words,to be

taken with afternoon tea.

No wooden beams in my guilty concrete

floor

All rounded edges here

Mother hides everything pointy and

sharp behind her eyes and starves me to

death,

Hunger is the only prayer she know

and prayers keep you alive.

Mother doesn't believe I'll last my

twenties.

She tiptoes around me and looks for

clues

With the corner of her eyes she spies the

call

Creeping up my spine and peeking out

from behind my ears

Serpentine

She knows it's coming

She warns the people around me

All the As and Bs and Cs

She begs them to keep an eye out for

stray twines

Crouching.salivating.waiting.



I see my mum clawing at my dad

Begging for respite

He says it's the blood

The dark dark blood tainted with sins of

past lives draining me,

and his bloodline along with me

It's a curse,he says

I know it's legacy,father

My legacy

Like a family heirloom passed on

Legacy of daughters too old for this

world

Living on borrowed time waiting for the

call

Who came and wept and laughed and

killed before me

I'm writing me a story to be told

once before bedtime

dreamt of twice and then forgotten

My young ancestress awaits.



Borders

Proiti Seal Acharya

Half an hour ago

It was now,

In Bangladesh. 

6 hours and 4 wheels-

That's how long it took

For Baba to reach

Faridpur. 

My language,

In their tongue

Same syllables, different

accents-

We are only half a People.

Does Ichhamoti know

what the log on her chest

marks?



Calcutta Nights Anuraag Das Sarma

Calcutta is a beautiful city, especially by moonlight. I noticed it for the first time

tonight at 9:30pm, while walking back to my house from a writer's meet I'd had

no wish to attend. They drowned themselves in cheap Mcdowells and smoked a

pack of cigarettes each (very particular about getting the most cost effective 10-

pack they could get their hands on).

There was nothing new in their criticism of the Bengali Renaissance - old points

simply spoken out loud to a congregation of yes-men. Bankim was a farce,

Tagore didn't deserve the Nobel, Sukumar was a two bit minor writer, the whole

enchilada.

When a lull appeared in the conversation, them having finally realised that their

similarity lay only in their pathetic attempts at being contrarians, I excused

myself and left. I have no doubt that it took them no more than a peg of neat

whiskey to forget the aforementioned "problem".

Writers are strange creatures, going days and nights without food, sleeping

through dreamless nights and dreaming fantastical lands on sleepless nights,

spending all the money they have on alcohol, the list goes on. I chose the wrong

profession.



I opened the fridge knowing full well

that there was nothing in there. I

appeared to be turning into quite the

stereotype. I could already see myself

on a hospital bed, dying of liver

cirrhosis, penning down a letter to the

first girl I'd ever fallen for. Well, as

the French say, C'est La Vie. After all,

they know writers the best.

Perhaps I judge my profession too

harshly. After all, writers aren't the

only ones going hungry in this

country. At least I'm not a communist.

I'd rather end up a commercial writer

with seven figures in my bank account

than an epileptic Manik

Bandopadhyay. High brow literature

is not for me. The working class can

wait.

Finding an all night café in Kolkata is

not, and never has been challenging.

Finding a secluded one, not filled to

the brim with pseudo-literary types

however, is pretty tough. Three cafés

into my lonely midnight soiree and I

couldn't find a single one where I'd be

the only insufferable intellectual.



Four cafés in, the crowd was thinning and by the sixth, I'd found the perfect place,

complete with a seperate smoking room and single-chair tables.

Other than a couple occupying a corner of the room, I was the only one there. The

manager, who appeared to also be the waiter that night, came out of nowhere and

after handing me the menu, took his leave.

I didn't look at the menu for a while, choosing instead to light a (what I consider)

well-deserved cigarette. Borrowing a napkin from the table next to mine, I started

sketching the smoking room. The wooden railings, the tin lamps hanging above,

the redecorated cycle in the corner, all were recorded in my napkin. When the

manager came back to take my order, I quickly put it in my pocket. I don't know

why I did that - I hardly doubt that he'd have had a problem with it, but something

compelled me to do so and I did.

After ordering the cheapest sandwich on the menu, along with a cup of coffee, I

went back to sketching. The couple, nestled comfortably in the corner, found their

way in and so did the manager, with his grim face and curly mustache. By the time

I was done with the sketch, my food had arrived. Famished, I bit into the hot

sandwiches and sipped my coffee, the need for a refill already crossing my mind.



And so passed the hour, so passed the night. The clock ticked its way to two, and

by the time I was done, the manager and I were the only one's left in the cafe. I

asked for the bill, sending him rushing to the counter. This moment of absolute

solitude, though small, was devastating. Devastating enough to make me seek the

therapeutic relief that my profession sometimes provides. On the sketch I quickly

scribbled:

�হমে�র আকােশ এেনিছ িবদ�ুৎ;

�দেখিছ ভ�ত, 

�দেখিছ সাপ, 

�দেখিছ �শয়াল-ছানা।

কই �সই আন� মঠ, 

এই ব�বসায়ীেদর বাজাের? 

কই �সই বি�েমর মুসলমান রাজা?

এ শহেরর একমা� পিরচয়।।



The manager, after emptying my

wallet, happily went back to the

counter, counting the notes I'd just

handed off. I asked whether I could

light another cigarette before leaving

and he simply nodded his head in

approval. Tilting my head back, the

cigarette in my right hand, the sketch

in my left, I breathed in the nicotine.

I looked very carefully at the sketch,

at its flaws. The disproportionate

nose, the crooked lines, the badly

drawn cycle tires. I could hear the

poem in my ears, I could hear it loud

and clear; growing louder with every

line.

Placing the cigarette firmly between

my lips, I took out my lighter. Click,

click - the flame sputtered. But the

third click was a lot more definite.

Click, and the napkin was on fire. The

flame burnt through the napkin, the

blue-ink writing gave way to the smell

of burnt paper and the poem and the

sketch found their charred remains

dumped in the ash-tray.



Love, Lockdown and
Longing Pt.2

Shubhankar
Sengupta

Biplob ladled a spoonful of Ghee over the rice when they sat for dinner.

Over the years, Biplob had developed a strange affinity towards Ghee, the

reason for which was never clear to Taposee. During the first few instances,

she used to fight with him in the dinner table arguing that it was bad for his

cholesterol. But when he paid a deaf ear to all the bickering, she started

hiding the bottle of Ghee. And in one such instance, she had mistakenly

hidden it near the pills.  

In the long pauses of their conversation on the dinner table, the cutleries

screamed. They didn't discuss their separation or the proceedings that were

due. They made a deliberate effort to behave like a normal couple having

dinner. Neither wanted their case to be dragged on for days in court, so their

lawyers drafted the agreement in such an order that would comply with

their wishes. No personal attacks were made, no alimony was claimed, just

a deal was signed for mutual separation. As soon as the paper works were

done, the lawyers assured that they would be legally separated once the

paper reached the court. But then the lockdown happened, and all courts

were closed. 



A year ago, Taposee got promoted

to Manager of Decision Science at a

multinational bank. She had started

living in Bangalore since then with

her parents, elder brother, sister-in-

law and five-year-old niece.  

"Maa called," Biplob said.

"Everyone is worried."  

Over the years, Biplob had

developed an individual

relationship with his in-laws, now

soon to be ex. He regarded them as

Maa and Baba, just like the way he

used to call his own. He had

decided hims elf that even if they

are no more in a marital relation, he

won't change this part of his

marriage. It had been about six

years that his parents died in the

Malaysian Airplane crash. They

were touring as a part of Biplob's

father's annual trip from the

pharmaceutical company he worked

in. After their death, he moved

away from his ancestral house and

sold it away. 

"Hmm. They called me too and.." 



She stopped abruptly. Biplob lifted his eyes which were earlier fixed on

the plate, to listen to the rest of the sentence, but she kept on eating, and

he didn't press her. He knew Taposee was not willing to move this

conversation any further. So, he diverted the topic instead. 

"Take out all your clothes that need washing. I will wash them in the

morning." 

She looked at his green round-neck t-shirt. It was a gift from her on

Biplob's second birthday after their marriage. The colour had faded, but

it didn't look old. She tried to comprehend a connection to their

dwindling marriage but couldn't.  

"Why bother? Saraswati will do all the chores." 

Saraswati, Biplob's house help was a widow in her fifties. She lived

alone after her only son went to Hyderabad in search of a job.  

"Not sure if she will be able to come for a few days now. And in any

case, if she does, I will pay her for a month and tell her to stay indoors." 

"We can ask her to stay here for some days till all this is over." 

"I will ask her tomorrow morning if she arrives." 

. . .

The next morning, Taposee woke up to the sound of utensils being

washed. When she reached the kitchen, she saw Biplob scrubbing the

pan and keeping it in the cupboard. 

"Saraswati?" 

"The cops are on the street. She was told to return home." 

"Who will do the chores then?" 

"Don't bother. I'll manage," Biplob replied with a grin.

In the past, they fought innumerable times over this. 



Taposee would find always find a

reason to escape doing the house chores

no matter how menial they were and

Biplob would be pissed off eventually.

After a point of time, Biplob started

managing on his own, silently. Even

after returning from Scottish Church

college late in the evening, where he

taught History, he made sure everything

in the house was in order.

Taposee having freshened up, sat on the

Sofa kept just outside the kitchen with a

laptop on her thighs. She worked on

some spreadsheet while Biplob brought

her toast and eggs. 

"Thanks," she said. Biplob faked a

slight smile in reply. 

. . . 

On the seventh day of the lockdown,

after dinner, Biplob scooped two bowls

full of vanilla ice cream from the fridge

while Panther Panchali was being

broadcasted on DD Bangla. As old tele

serials like Ramayan and Mahabharat

were becoming popular on Doordarshan

National,...



...the regional channel decided to run

old classic movies and on that day, DD

Bangla was running Pather Panchali.

As Durga's mother let out a list of all

the house chores to Durga on TV,

Biplob offered a bowl to Taposee. It

was then when he suddenly

remembered that the flavour was her

favourite.  

Back in their early twenties, IISWBM

had the annual fest. All the reputed

colleges had been invited to

participate in various events during

the four-day long fest. Biplob was in

the debating team representing the

Presidency College, and Taposee was

leading her host college in the same

event. 

In the semi-final round, Presidency

college lost to IISWBM.  

After the event was over, Biplob built

up a nerve to approach the girl who

had defeated him. What turned out

later was Taposee was waiting for

Biplob to make a move. Biplob, who

was supposed to come to her college

for just one event, ended up visiting

the fest on all four days. 



Biplob was a fan of Satyajit Ray, and for

Taposee, Ritwik Ghatak was the greatest

filmmaker. Many evenings they would have a

fight over a specific movie and its flaws. On

one such evening, both of them decided to

take a walk from Park Street to Rabindra

Sadan. While taking a longer route through

Citizen's Park and entering Nandan theatre,

Biplob said, "You see the logo of the theatre

there." Taposee nodded, "Satyajit Ray

designed it." 

They dated for about three years, and as soon as

Biplob started teaching history as a part-time

professor at Scottish Church College, they got

married. Taposee was already working in a

multinational bank as a business research analyst. 

When Durga offered sugarcane to Apu in the

movie, Biplob rose from the Sofa and headed

towards the kitchen to do the dishes. While

walking back to the refrigerator, his eyes fell on

a framed picture of Satyajit Ray peering through

the viewfinder of a camera. There was a time

Biplob did not miss even a single frame of the

movie.  

Over the next few weeks, both of them had

missed several classes to walk on the streets of

North Kolkata humming Rabindra Songeet

and discussing old Bengali movies. 

. . . 



On the tenth day, they had visitors at

about one in the afternoon, two people

from the local municipality- one male

and one female.  

"We have information that someone with

a recent travel history is staying here,"

the lady said as soon as Biplob opened

the door. Each one had face masks and

latex gloves. They look like doctors

without headgears, Biplob thought.  

"Yes. What about her?"  

"We need to take her temperature and ask

a few questions. Can you call her?" 

"Please wait." 

Engulfed with worries, he approached

the guest room. He had questions too -

would she have a temperature? Would

she be asked to accompany them to a

medical facility? How will she be

treated? 

Before today it never occurred to him

that she might also be Covid positive. 

 "Tapo," In the company of the fear it

never occurred to him not to call by that

name. As soon as he realized, he

corrected himself knocking the door,

"Taposee." She emerged from the room

soon. 



"There are people from the

municipality at the door. They want to

ask you a few questions." 

"Okay." When Taposee reached the

door, she said, "Yes, I'm the person you

people are looking for." 

"What's your name?" 

"Taposee Kundu." 

The lady noted down and then raised

her hands with the thermal imaging

camera and pointed it to Taposee's

forehead, "Temperature is normal." 

"Do you have a fever or any other

health condition?" 

"No." 

"How long have you been staying

here?" 

"In this apartment or Kolkata?" 

"In this apartment." 

In December, when the world was just

starting to recognize the existence of

the new Corona Virus, Taposee

received a WhatsApp message from

her lawyer. It said that a meeting had

been fixed with Biplob's lawyer to

discuss the terms of their divorce in

the first week of January. She was

quick to reply- Will be busy.



 March is fine. Along with the

message her mobile screen flashed

with a headline of a supposed

pandemic, she ignored it like the

rest of the world.  

When the world leaders recognized

the gravity of the virus and its effect

on the public, the date of their

settlement was finalized. In the third

week of March, four people met to

discuss the primary proceedings of

the divorce. 

"Eight days?" she looked at Biplob

for confirmation as he nodded in

return. "Eight days." 

"Your relation with this person." 

"Husband." 

"Ex." Biplob intervened, "Ex-

husband." 

Both the people looked at each other

as if they thought it was unnatural

for a former couple to share a house. 

"Please inform the municipality in

case any one of you develop a fever

or cold." 

Biplob and Taposee nodded, but by

then, the other two had stepped

away from the door and on their

way back. 

 



For a week or two, their schedule was quite the same – waking up

around nine, eating breakfast by ten, doing the household chores or

surfing the internet in the name of work from home, Taposee made

two or three boring presentations that she knew would be rejected

or reworked on, call her parents in between and lecture about

taking all the precautions, Biplob made notes on the syllabus for

the next year, having tea with some Muri and Chanachur at seven,

dinner at eleven and back to their respective rooms by twelve.

Every night Biplob would go to bed with the sound of Taposee

talking over the phone as she hovered aimlessly in the drawing-

room. She either had long conversations with her brother in

Bangalore about the health of her parents or her batch-mates from

college who found lockdown as an excuse to catch up and relive

old memories every Sunday. While she joked and laughed, Biplob

found it irritating as her cheer would sometimes knock him off his

sleep, but he didn't complain. 

. . . 



Meet me in the Metro 
 

Nikita Sharma

I hadn’t seen him since school ended. Yet somehow, I knew that it was

him. Standing there, waiting for the metro. 

He was leaner now. It was a bit odd to see him out of the uniform school

whites and in a chrome computer club t-shirt and jeans. Shadows of dark

black facial hair gave an impression of a beard in contemplation. He

would have looked good in a beard, yes. His eyes were reading from a set

of stapled A4s. Oh, how well I remember those eyes! Not the black and

dark brown like the most of us, but irises of their own unique, ineffable

shade.



I wondered if I should go up to him and reacquaint myself. Or go to the next

compartment and marvel at how among all the somebodies on the metro,

there for once was somebody I knew. Or at least, once knew. 

I was still thinking, when he turned around and looked at me. His eyes lit up

in surprise and he exclaimed.

‘Ira!’ 

‘Siddarth!’

I went up to him as he turned towards me. He opened his arms in an embrace

and I thrust out my hand for a shake. Face flushed with embarrassment, I get

on my toes to envelope him in an embrace and his hand reaches out to shake

mine. With an awkward smile plastered on his face, he just simply taps me on

the head with his folded A4s. 



I went up to him as he turned towards me. He opened his arms in an

embrace and I thrust out my hand for a shake. Face flushed with

embarrassment, I get on my toes to envelope him in an embrace and his

hand reaches out to shake mine. With an awkward smile plastered on his

face, he just simply taps me on the head with his folded A4s. 

We are giggling and laughing with an excitement of sub atomic particles at

attaining a higher energy level (if you’ll excuse the metaphor from the

nerdy student days that go as far back as our friendship), as we get into the

crowded train compartment, still amazed at our bumping into each other. 

He holds on to one of the overhanging handles and I lean on the pole. And

for some time, we just look at each other, trying to register any changes

that might have found a way to surface on our outsides. 



When clad in school uniforms, we conversed unendingly on the sitcoms

we watched, the YA novels we read, and the braces that made chewing

food difficult. But now, it wasn’t to be so. Now, those sitcoms had

reached their conclusions, YA novels had become an embarrassment, and

we had long outgrown the metal wires that bound us in collective pain.

College and time had brought us a long way from what we used to be. 

‘So, what’s new?’ he starts. 

All through school, seeing him day after day, every day, he was a part of

all my ‘new’. Between the end of school and the beginning of college,

there had come a wide chasm between us and our beings. Was a shared

metro ride long enough to bridge it? 

The conversation steered from the colleges we were studying in to the

colleges our old school friends had joined. Neither of us brought up the

new people we both had come to know. They weren’t there when we were

together in school, and they won’t be here when we are together now.

Talking of people, we had known, reminded us of the times we had shared

with them. We laughed once again at the jokes that for long had ceased to

humour us. Trying to place who said what, we recreated moments, not

with the people in them, but with the vague recollections of them. 



But these reminiscences were tinged with a shade of sadness. Perhaps out

of longing for the days of eating momos and lick-lollies at the school

cafeteria or perhaps at our own pathetic states from when we ate them. 

I realized that with him, like with any other friend from that institute of

foundational learning, I will always be stuck in a past. The conversations

will be far from how we are, but closer to how we were. We will continue

to stay averse to those we fought with and the mere mention of an old

crush will bring back the telltale blushes, all because of the limitations of

the perceptions of our old selves. Our relations with them have cemented

as how we last were with them. 

Walking ahead with life, we will meet new people to walk with us. But the

old roads will be haunted by their remembrances. We don’t know for how

long those who people our present will stay with us, nor do we know of the

connections we will make in the future. But we do know our pasts and

those we shared it with. They are our only way of living how we were. For

it is only in the past that the dead and lost live. 

 



The idea seems melancholic but somehow it makes me feel good. Perhaps it

is the assurance that some things, like our good pasts will never change and

that we will always have something good to go back to. 

He had to get off at the next station. The metro drew to a halt. I shook hands

with him and let my past engulf me in an assuring embrace.

 

"We will meet again", he said. 

"We will meet again" ,  I repeated. 

He got off the train. The train began to move. And out of the widow I saw

his form receding with the onward pull of the metro, till there was nothing

but the empty darkness of the underground tunnels outside. 

We could have exchanged numbers, hit each other up on Facebook but he

stayed behind, and I let him. The metro moved on and I with it.



Dalhousie in March

Anuraag Das Sarma

The city of strange, tinted windows,

dreams

In lost tongues of hidden gothic

tombstones.

Love lies locked in a plastic figurine.

Under a portico washed away by silt,

And sand, set off by the imperialist

Clock above St. Andrews in

Dalhousie.

And the old trees in the cemetery,

Sway to the tender music of summer.

The wind picks up a tumultuous beat.

And he who watches from his

apartment,

By the ghats of Outram, calls out to

them

Calls out to the wind quite half-

heartedly.



The river ebbs, the sun settles

into

Twilight for the fishermen on

Strand Road

To let go and enjoy their

cigarettes.

And the wind blows the

smoke across the street,

Breathing stale new life into

old buildings,

That lie in beautiful ruins

behind them.

Find me in these ruins of a

lost city -

Covered in dirt and mud and

brick red stone.

For here lies Love, locked in

a plastic figurine.



Monograph
Interviews:
Debasish
Sen Sharma
On the 14th of February, our Senior

Editor sat down with the visionary

Director Debasish Sen Sharma. The

interview was video recorded and

will be up on our YouTube page on

the 9th of March. Stay tuned for the

full interview!

The following transcript is an

excerpt from the aforementioned

interview.



Debasish Sen Sharma is a film director whose works truly need no

introduction. His two feature films - Aranyadeb and Bicycle Kick are

movies every cinephile should watch atleast once. Monograph sat down

with him at his home on 14th February and discussed cinema, theatre

and more in this exclusive interview.

Debasish Sen Sharma

1.  Did you always want to be a film-maker?
Not exactly. Precisely, I was very unsure what I want to do with my life. So after

doing my graduation in English, I did my post-graduation in Film Studies. I

thought that there’s no point in doing my post-grad in English because I did

Macbeth in honours and would have had to eventually learn Hamlet in Masters, so

it didn’t really make sense. So, then I decided to do something different. I decided

to do theatre, full-time. But then, I again wanted to be a globe-trotter. So I had

many ideas. Finally I ended up seeing the film studies course coming up in

Jadavpur University. We were the third batch of the course actually and that course

changed the way and vision of my life.

…

I was writing constantly. Then, I ended up making films and feature film-making

was my primary goal. I started working from 2000 and my first feature film came

out in 2011. In the meantime I did documentaries and T.V. Shows, non-fictions etc.



2.   Could you tell us a
bit about Aranyadeb?
After Bicycle Kick, I made my second feature

film, Aranyadeb. This film is very close to my

heart, and very autobiographical. The film is

about two friends in the same city who grew up

together but then got separated and after 25

years they meet on one fateful day and

something magical happens. The film is all

about that magic.

3. Who would you say
has had an influence on
your style of direction?

I am influenced by films made by Ritwik

Ghatak a lot – badly influenced by his films.

The way he created narratives and pulled

emotions, is fascinating. Ritwik Ghatak is

comparable to only Bergman or Tarkovsky. 

 These three are the best filmmakers I’ve ever

seen, they are amazing. But again, Ghatak is

such a maestro; it is difficult to copy his style.

One can only imbibe. When I see a film what do

I take from it? An interesting shot? The

philosophy behind the film? An interesting cut

or the storytelling technique? These are all very

important.



…

But film appreciation is one thing. Directing is a whole other ballgame. When I

have a scene in front of me, how should I direct it? That’s very important. A lot

of filmmakers fail there. That’s why we need experience on the floor. I assisted

only one person in my life and that was Indranil Roychowdhury – the person

who made Foring. I loved his style of direction. The way he makes films and the

way he acts on the shooting floor. So, when I started making films I

unfortunately tried to copy his directorial approach. But when I am making a

film, I make it when I write the script. The cuts are all in my mind, I can hear the

sounds of the scene when I write them, I can hear the dialogue. That is a very

important exercise.

4. Has Calcutta as a city influenced you?

Everything I am is due to this city and it shows in my work. Even if the context

isn’t Kolkata, it still will be a protagonist. This, I’d say is the best city in the

world. I always hanker to come back here, wherever I may be but then again that

might just be everyone who loves their own city. The fun of Kolkata is that it is

very unpredictable. If something happens and you feel depressed, the very next

morning something will happen and Kolkata will come up with a sweet surprise

just for you. That is like your beloved. Calcutta is my beloved. There are many

cities within this city. That’s the fun of it. There are so many cultures living here,

that whenever I make films or write things, the city becomes the protagonist,

some way or the other.



5.  How would you say did the pandemic
affect the film-making industry?

Very badly. When it started everyone guessed that it would last for maybe a

month or two – everyone became doctors. Then we realised that we witnessed

history. Almost a year of exile. As a director, we were badly affected. Because,

we in the industry, work as a collective. If I was a poet, it wouldn’t have been a

huge issue. But I need people. My shooting floors have around 80 people in it.

Due to the pandemic we realised that we need to restructure the way we make

films. 

…

OTT’s became very important but the thing is, we still couldn’t make films as

that requires manpower. Many people I know changed their professions.

Directors can still survive but the technicians were in much worse condition. But

things are getting better, things started pushing towards normalcy and we got

back on the shooting floors in 6 months and were back to making films.



6. Since we’re talking about theatre, what
is your connection with theatre?

Ah, it’s a childhood connection. I’ve grown up in a family which was very culturally

active. There were people who were into theatre, into music and other various types

of art forms. I grew up doing theatre ever since I was in grade 1 and I still remember

that my very first performance was with Abol Tabol by Sukumar Ray. We have a

very strong family legacy with Sukumar Ray because my jethu was the first person to

give tune to Abol Tabol so that tune was our family copyright. So, we have a very

strong affinity to Sukumar Ray. Where my films are inspired by Ritwik Ghatak, my

theatre is inspired by Sukumar Ray. But I seriously started doing theatre after I met

Badal Sarkar - one of the legendary Indian theatre directors of Kolkata. I underwent

training under him and this changed my entire philosophy of theatre. Whatever I do

today, is almost eighty percent influenced by Badal Sarkar. Around 1991-1992, I did

a workshop and then started doing group theatre. I used to act primarily but the I

started writing plays. Then when I started directing, I stopped acting. 

I was also very strongly influenced by children’s’ theatre. It is one of the primary

learning experiences of my life. It was a very uplifting phase for me. I have done

Bangla theatre, theatre in English, even Bangla, Hindi and English combined. I have

even done a theatre in seven languages. How did that happen? So, in 2017, I did a

project called Rootmap where people from 3 different continents collaborated. There

were 5 directors in all. There was me and a friend of mine from Kolkata, someone

was from Mexico, someone was from Amsterdam, someone was from the US. We all

collaborated via Skype and made a script after which they all came over to Kolkata

and then we collectively produced a theatre called Rootmap. Then, I went to the US

and travelled across various states, even performed in Cornell University. The play

used to change in every show we did, it was a mobile theatre kind of thing. The play

used to change according to the place I went, taking their stories. So, I have been

constantly exploring myself in theatre, experimented with new things and I connected

with the young people mostly because I find it difficult to connect with people of my

age.



7. Tell us about your
YouTube channel
‘Chaepani’.
Chaepani is a collective. We felt that

we needed our digital presence and

the best way to do that, we thought, is

by creating a YouTube channel of our

own. It’s a platform where we can do

anything that we like. There, we have

three sections. One is called ‘Tell

Tale’, which started as standup café

storytelling, then itbecame about

storytelling only. Here we share our

experiences instead of narrating

known stories because I believe that

all of us have stories to tell from our

own lives. Then, we have a section

called ‘Sa Pa Do Re Ga’ which is

based on original Bangla music

content and last year we launched a

prime product of the channel, which

we called ‘Thoughts’. You can call it

a masterclass on different topics. The

people concerned are not important

but the topic is important. We have a

section on music, a section on politics

and editing.



8. Is there any intention of having a fourth
section?

Fourth, fifth, sixth, we have multiple intentions. But it depends on

time, availability, budget and a lot of things. We also have plans to

make some short films. So, we are trying to explore multiple things.

9. We heard that you have started shooting
a new short film. Tell us something about it.

It’s very interesting and exciting for me. When I went to the US to

screen my film Aranyadeb, I got connected with Deb Ghosh and we

became very close friends. We always thought of doing something

together. In the process we got connected with another friend of ours –

Amrita and all three of us collaborated and devised a story. Then we

thought about the ways in which we could shoot this story. But Amrita

lives in Charlotte and I wanted a character that lives in Kolkata and I

had to devise a story which can be shot in two different spaces. It was

a challenge for us but it was an amazing experience as the story was

shot in two parts – one is US, where I remotely directed the film over

Zoom and one in here. Now the editing is on process and it will be

hopefully ready in a month’s time.



11.Tell us about your
recent projects, apart
from the short film. We
have heard that you
are conducting acting
workshops again.

I was very eager to come back to theatre

again because during the pandemic, I did

multiple online courses on script writing,

theatre, content writing and various other

things but it was difficult to find acting

courses online and then suddenly I got this

opportunity from my friends in Café Tribe

and we were thinking of doing something

together and hence decided to organize an

acting workshop. We ended up getting a

fantastic response. I am also doing a theatre

production after almost two years. It also

started as a workshop production and it will

be staged in March and April consecutively.

Theatre is something that needs a lot of

physicality and I am a very non-virtual

person so I am loving this tangibility and

physicality a lot.



12. What is your advice to aspiring film-
makers and the people who read our
magazine?

First of all, I hate advising. If you still insist on one, then I would say that – be

yourself and follow your passion. Don’t let it go. This is not something similar

to IT where you do a course and there is a campus interview and then you get a

job, no. It is only you who can prove yourself. You will be going through many

downs and ups. So if you can survive the lows, you are done. Observe, meet

people, and watch more films. Don’t just watch D.V.D’s and download it from

youtube or just watch on Netflix. That does not make you a film-maker. You

can be a good film-maker only when you work, explore the city; try to find the

nuances of life.

13.Thank you so much for giving us the
opportunity to interview you.

Thanks to you, actually. It is always nice to meet young people. It is very

important to continue doing this good work. When I was reading your

magazine, it reminded me a lot about my youth and of the time when we also

had magazines of our own. We didn’t have any digital content that time. And I

see the same resemblance with the thought process we had with yours. As of

now, you all are going through a tough time and your sense of identity is being

questioned so it is here that the youth takes the reign and take it from here. If

you need any help, we are always there by your side.
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