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Editor's
Note

It is often claimed that Kolkata has been going through an artistic resurgence. And
while that may very well be true, there is hardly any difference that I notice myself
in mainstream media, where art is most readily consumed. 

Why is that? Why can’t we break the shackles of the same old wine in a newly
crafted artisanal bottle? The answer evades me, but what becomes all the more clear,
with each passing day, is that the future holds something else for the city.

Pop-ups are nothing new, except when they occur in Kolkata, they often carry a
higher sense of celebration. It is a day that neither the heat, nor the rains can
suppress. Artists come out in full swing, and in full control of their personal
finances, aided often by the organiser who dedicates their time and money, trying
their best to make the event a success. What less can you expect from the city of
joy?

Salt Lake’s the Verandah Cafe hosted a pop up last month. A sense of Joie de vivre
seemed to cling on to the modestly painted exteriors of the cafe. Banners
proclaiming the event drove crowds in, as the small, yet homely establishment
slowly came alive. I was first greeted by Payal Sapui, the founder of With Love
Calcutta (the organiser of the event), with whom I’d previously worked on
Monograph, and who had still remained an ardent supporter of our little magazine.
She seemed extremely happy, in spite of the clear amounts of stress she’d been
through over the past few weeks. And why would she not? The place was full, the
event a success, the open mic a dastardly brilliant idea- she had just disproved
Murphy’s Law, and all props to her for it.



Anuraag Das Sarma
Editor-In-Chief
Monograph

The pop up began at noon and for both days carried on well into the night. Stall-
owners steadily earned more profits, as this student-led community marketplace
became an economic force to be reckoned with, enough for an economist to
proclaim, “the recession is a myth!” (Or that it’s coming, awfully cyclical is it
not?). 

When I asked Payal, what the plan was for the future, I was met with a
passionate answer, “The plan is to give artists a platform to continue making
connections, growing their businesses, and meeting new people. Going forward,
the idea is to organise more workshops, pop ups, exhibitions, and even expand
into things like open mics for local artists.” 

Kolkata needs such zeal, and it needs such events. We need to promote local
artists, and give them a proper platform where they can regularly showcase their
artistic talents. I wish With Love, Calcutta a wonderful future, and hope that they
continue to stimulate the artistic temperaments of the city like they did with their
first pop-up.



























Radicalization of form
in "Bhimayana"

A M N A  M A N N A N

‘Bhimayana: Experiences of Untouchability’ is a graphic biography elucidating
the instances of discrimination in the life of Dr. Bhimrao Ramji Ambedkar.
Ambedkar was one of India’s most influential revolutionaries. Born in the Mahar
caste, he faced a lot of instances of discrimination in his life. He campaigned
against social discrimination and the caste system, among other issues. He was
the chairman of the drafting committee of the constitution of India. He was an
Indian jurist, economist, social reformer, and political thinker. 
He served as an inspiration for the Mahad Satyagraha. Published in 2011,
Bhimayana is written by S. Anand and Srividya Natarajan and illustrated by the
Gond artists Durgabai Vyam and Subhash Vyam. Bhimayana is based on
“waiting for a visa”. Ambedkar recorded his autobiography, which Vasant Moon
later collected and organised under the heading "Waiting for a Visa" in
Babasaheb Ambedkar: Writings and Speeches. 

Bhimayana has gained legitimacy within the genre of popular literature. Its
illustrations are done in the form of the Pardhan Gond art. This art form was
popularised in the 1980s by Jangarh Singh Shyam, the teacher of the artists of
Bhimayana. The radicalisation of art form in Bhimayana refers to the elements of
the Gond art and the political messages it attempts to convey through its various
motifs, in a very direct but distinct way. The amalgamation of this appealing art 



with the social issues it raises makes it very relevant in the field of popular
literature. Writings geared for the general public and those that are well-liked by
huge audiences are both considered works of popular literature. It differs from
literary works of art in that its main goal is to entertain the reader. Bhimayana
has placed political issues like caste and Dalit struggles within the domain of
popular literature. The title of Bhimayana has been decided keeping in mind the
Indian epic Ramayana, equalising the significance of caste struggles with the
narrative of god Rama.

In the domain of popular literature, Bhimayana has obtained the status of pop-
culture comic books, which are renowned for their fantasy-like stories of
overcoming great atrocities, with the protagonist being a superhero. Whereas in
Bhimayana, the instances narrated are not fictional and actually happened in the
life of Ambedkar. Within the world of Bhimayana, the usual plot of the graphic
novels is overturned into a human experience. Even though there are many
mythical and animalistic motifs like fishes, scorpions, birds etc, personified into
a character, the experiences and emotions which Ambedkar and other victims of
caste oppression go through is very much human and a depiction of real life. “In
contrast, the Amar Chitra Katha comic on Ambedkar drawn by Mahar artist Dilip
Kadam is about his iconic individual stature. In Bhimayana, his humanity
prevents him from being cited as the great man. He is shown to feel bad, react
and challenge people’s abusive behaviour. He is not modest.” Caste oppression is
depicted through a genre which is usually restricted to superheroes, whereas the
protagonists in Bhimayana are victims. This depicts a complete reversal with
regards to the protagonists of graphic novels. (“Bhimayana renders caste
oppression into a medium famous for superheroes and fantasies”)

The combination of aesthetic and political motive in Bhimayana is what has put
it into the arena of pop literature. The vibrant use of motifs, colours, shapes as
well as the uniqueness of the pardhan Gond art makes it appealing to the reader
as well as an onlooker. Not only does it bring the marginalised Gond art form
into the mainstream of popular culture, it highlights how the caste system still 



affects the lives of the people lower in caste hierarchy, making the instances in
the life of Ambedkar a great way to convey this message. The instances are non-
fictional but the addition of mythical motifs has attempted to make it semi-
fictional in some ways. In theory, Bhimayana propels the idea of performativity
which was also propounded by Homi Bhabha. The idea of performativity holds
that language can serve as a tool for social action and influence change. The text
also pushes the reader towards critical literacy. Critical literacy prompts us to
consider concerns of otherness in the text and forces the reader to connect
personal experiences with socio-historical and institutional power relations.
However, the reader is likely to get perplexed when it comes to Bhimayana's
aesthetics and political motive. Should the reader focus on the beautiful artwork
or focus on the political and social motive of the text? The text carries both
entities equally. 

The marketability and popularity of Bhimayana however, is majorly dependent
upon its graphics and illustrations. The Gond art illustrations in Bhimayana are
very elaborate and flamboyant. The art catches the eye very effortlessly and its
expression of an important issue is evident even through its art. There have been
many biographies written in text about Dr. Ambedkar but only Bhimayana has
managed to find its way into popular literature at large. It is because of the
vibrancy of the art which makes Bhimayana unique when it comes to popular
literature. We can safely deduce that the graphics and visual appeal of the art
here is the reason for its popularity, and maybe not the issue being discussed. 

The artwork in Bhimayana is quite exquisite. The aesthetic quality of this
specific type of tribal art accounts for its beauty. The traditional trees, birds,
plants, and animals from their surroundings are used in the Pardhan Gond art;
however, the improvisation of the Digna patterns to create more creative
interpretations dates back to Jangarh Singh Shyam's groundbreaking work in the
early 1980s. The Vyams felt their art needed some breathing room, thus they
were reluctant to recreate the standard comic panel layouts. However, they
created the Digna patterns naturally in the form of tubular panels. The remainder
of the page was blank, save for the small alleyways and passageways formed by
these pipe-like forms. Trains, buses, and other vehicles go in serpentine, looping 



loops along these pathways. When vehicles are shaped into the Digna, the trees,
grass, grazing animals and birds can either be co-passengers or drivers, or they
can just be a part of the surrounding countryside. They serve as fillers in what
appears to be a chintz wallpaper that has faded when they occupy the vacant
places outside the Digna. “The power of this underlying graphic language cannot
be ignored even as the artists find many creative ways of talking about the Dalit
condition, both at the level of visual translation and technique.”

The art leaves a long lasting impression on the reader. The reader is likely to see
a graphic text with only the illustrations it carries and not the issue being
highlighted. A text like this limits the imagination of the reader, unlike other
texts which pushes the reader to imagine the literature in their mind. However, a
graphic text is likely to be popular and has the essence as well as the ability to
place itself within the realm of popular literature because of its appealing
graphics and short, crisp speech texts. Therefore, it becomes a great tool to raise
important issues and awareness like caste oppression and deliver it to the masses,
like the writers and artists of Bhimayana have done brilliantly. 

The role of Bhimayana in narrating the history of caste oppression has been very
prominent in contemporary times since it establishes caste oppression within
popular culture. The incidents of Ambedkar's life mentioned in Bhimayana have
been experiences of many people lower in the caste hierarchy. The iconography
used to narrate the incidents is radically elaborative and meaningful. The speech
bubbles of pro-caste, people ignorant of caste oppression have been made with
the tail of a scorpion whereas the speech bubbles of anti-caste, victims of caste
and soft-speaking people have been made with the head of a bird. The references
to thirst and water have been made using the motif of water and fish, since water
is the sustaining entity of life and scheduled caste people have been deprived of
the basic need of water. The dalits in Bhimayana are often encased within animal
motifs and their mobility is depicted with the usage of these motifs. Various
other symbols of iconography makes it a unique narrative of history, assimilating
the mythical with the real life experiences. 



The clash of dalit and tribal identity is a distinguishable theme here. “In
Bhimayana a tribal art form is used to craft Dalit/untouchable, thereby bringing
together the Dalits and the tribals in a problematic move because historically the
relations between the two have not always been exactly harmonious”.
Inadvertently anticipating Ambedkar's later spiritual and mythographic phase, in
which he turned to ancient Hindu scriptures, myths, and parables to lay the
foundation for an alternative Buddhist heritage for Dalits, the use of tribal
aesthetics protects Dalits from a life of stigma and social disgrace while muting
Ambedkar's message of rupture. “What has necessitated this bringing together of
the very distinct life worlds of the tribal and the Dalit?.”

The magnitude of radicalisation in Bhimayana is subjective depending upon the
interpretation of a reader. Apart from the instances of discrimination, the violent
incidents are also depicted in elaborative art, being direct and uncensored in
terms of oppression. The transformation of objects into animals and usage of
different motifs, “naturalising” the horrific experiences but at the same time,
reminding the terrible state of Indian hierarchies. “The Gondi interpretation of
Ambedkar’s autobiographical notes restores perspective by enacting an embodied
horror through such things as scattered body parts, a telling comment on a Hindu
moral economy that is hierarchised on the basis of anatomical splitting—head,
shoulders, hands, torso and feet.”. Bhimayana is also radical in the sense that it
defies the norms of usual comic books, does not use panels and regular speech.
Bhimayana has not only radicalised the genre of graphic novels but also the
genre of biographies. Among the many Ambedkar’s biographies, Bhimayana has
the most special place. But it is also important to remember that Bhimayana is
not just a biography of Ambedkar but a narrative elucidating caste struggles on a
larger level and positioning a marginalised artform into the pop culture.



The placing of tribal art into pop culture has also led to its appropriation as well
as commodification in a lot of ways. The deep assimilation of pop culture and
Gond art has made its way for publishing houses to capitalize on it as well as the
consumption of tribal art as ethnic art has given way to a consumer culture which
thrives on its exotic nature. However, Bhimayana makes has managed to expand
its scope of influence on history, contemporary times, caste and gender and so
on.



The  Street 

R A J S H R E E  D I Y A

To the solitude requested, certainly, I made a sound as I took my steps down the
tilting street wearing heels. Like my professor would say “Walk with a sound, it
shows your power, a purpose!”. Caught a variety of attention considering the fact
that I roamed alone in a happening street. Where fashion and groups were at their
peak and photography in every corner noting down memories. Rather mine were
from my eyes, as I made eye contact with the stand-alone jewellery shops and
passers-by.

Purpose. Entering the street I noticed the gelato shop and caught myself standing
opposite the glass case noticing whether the ice cream I had a few weeks prior
existed amidst the crowd of office-goers in pale blue shirts and black trousers.
The same billing lady stood at the cash counter and as I went to place the order,
she gave a confused smile; a look of familiarity and unknown. Rather I was in 

It's with what aim that I brought upon myself to
roam the streets that once looked new to my eyes,
has now settled as an old home with fine dust
untouched? Or whether it’s becoming antique that I
would remember in the future like my old city,
where the ruins cited an old legacy?
That could be one of the many reasons why I don’t
relate to one place as my home. Funny to say, post
my arrival to the city last week I wondered, “Did I
come home from home?”



my formals prior. After I got my order of two almond croissants packed, my eyes
gazed up at the crowd sitting. Each seat was full and yet the store adjusted for
another soul to exist for that small period of time. 

Crossing the street, I came across a strange solitude of a stranger where I was
encapsulated by small postcards kept outside the city's famous bookstore. Those
papers layered on would travel the world more than me just to enter someone's
mind about someone else. A thought of remembrance and clearly how unknown
yet warm it felt to write. The eyes scanned through to look for something to hold
onto but none, even the quotes from literature could not capture. And alas,
amongst the pile of quotes and flowers, there was an illustration of Saturn in dull
gold with light shading based on a dark background. "Pick it up,". For what, I
still don't know the answer, maybe it's because that's what I liked as a child. My
fondness for Saturn came from my child-like mind, which thought the planet
performed hula-hoops with its indomitable rings. No one could ever beat it and
had a character of its own.

Within that small world, I had set for myself, I remembered all the people who
are close, and I could see fragments of them in this street that I called my own.
Yet, the sunset was all alone and I could find a piece of myself remaining within
the bookstore.
Knowing the store, I made my way through yet there was no agenda to buy
anything. In the narrow corridors, there were books, people, books, people and a
whole different iteration.Dusty and torn books gave me a sneeze that could echo
through the whole floor. I thought the books would land on me! 

Nevertheless, I made my way up to the next floor not knowing it was the
children’s section. From a glance, I could see the difference in colours between
the floor below and the present one. Felt like someone had set the saturation
filter to the maximum. What a contrast it was and shows how we tend to forget
some things that were so vibrant. Accompanied by the sunrays from the rusted
grill adjacent to the flight of stairs and books, I made my way out only buying
the postcard that elated the child in me.



Exiting on my way out, I came across this classic blue shutter- a restaurant that I
had gone to with my friends a few weeks ago. From the corner, I noticed another
group of friends; strewed with wrinkles, and shades of black, grey and white in
their hair. With glasses filled with vintage drinks just like them. I would like to
imagine being there; laughing, talking, creating another core memory. And
brought upon a question, “Where would we all be in a few years down the lane?”
We all would be left with memories captured in photos and even videos but
where would we go to find that feeling we all felt that day? Would we all ever
meet again later in our lives when we are all busy in different aspects of life just
to relive our younger days?

I nodded off with a subtle smile. This street has so many stories left to be told,
but the croissant was getting cold in my hands. Somewhere I felt like I left
myself in each of these places so when I would return, I could visit them, relive
them even for a few seconds and maybe that way, I would remember myself.



The Radio

D U R J O Y  C H O U D H U R Y

I usually have these epiphanies while smoking a
joint, at the end of a pretty easy day; when I am
alone in my room, in front of my machine.
Sometimes they sound like rantings and
sometimes less so.

The last few days were quite eventful. I had the idea of building an indie internet
radio station. Got an internet radio casting service, from one of the aggregators.
Built a website. And made some calls to get the NOCs, from the FNO artists.
With all this, going on, inside my head, I suddenly had a realisation.

Why should people come to our shows? Not friends. People, in general. I mean,
they possibly do not have any idea of our existence. As a musician, if one has to
reach beyond their own social circle, they have to reach via their music, their art.
If the people, in general, haven’t heard our songs, then there is no chance of
them, liking them, and in turn, knowing about our existence. And it is not really
sustainable to have an audience that is filled with just friends. And it’s fair on
their part, as well, to not attend all our gigs. It is very natural for them to be
bored of listening to the same songs, every show. There is boredom in clockwork
sequences, as well. It felt nice, when you were young and they were young, and
they had nothing better to do, at that point of time. But for an artist to mature,
she/he needs to reach out beyond their area of influence.

It is very important to release one's own music, on the major platforms. People 



will listen to them and come to the shows. But how far can we reach, through Spotify
or YouTube or Apple Music? – A little more than where our personal and
professional spheres extend to. Of course, that is a way to get through to people. I am
not denying it. But if there was something that could reach a step further? To be
honest, how many new artists, do we listen to? As musicians? How many do we get
to know of?

This whole culture of self-selection of every art form, though is liberating, is a bit
boring, to be honest. What it does is, it takes out the element of surprise, out of one’s
life. You know what you want to listen to, and you stick to that. Period. The little joy
of discovery is almost disregarded.

When I was a kid, I used to listen to a specific English music programme, hosted by
All India Radio. It was called ‘Night Flight’. I think it was hosted by Jimmy Tangri. I
am not too sure. But what I loved about that programme is that I used to hear so
many great artists, I did not know of, at that time. I heard Billy Joel, for the first
time, in Night Flight. Piano Man. It changed my life, to a certain extent.

That element of surprise is somehow lost, today.

I think this lack of surprise exerts the notion of pre-destination. The artist who is at
the top of the social structure, usually breaks through as someone exceptional. There
is definitely hard work, but there is an added advantage. If nothing, at least they have
a wider social reach and few less things to think about This in turn, may help them to
spend more time thinking about creative ideas. For everyone, that is not an option.

If you think in these lines, the radio would seem like a tool of democracy. What a
radio does is, it adds that element of surprise, that element of doubt, in the mind of
the listener. There is a sense of inquisitiveness on what or how the next song might
be.

 If one, from the listener base, listens to your music, which was playing as part of a
playlist, and somehow connects to your song, they might go about searching about
you, on the internet. Maybe, listen to more of your songs. And if they, by chance,
like your music enough, then they might come down to your show, where they can
see the real you.



Durjoy Picks his six
favourite artists on

FNO Radio
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Jorbagh

And here
We stop to see God

At 4 pm trying to sell himself
To a couple of speed walking sceptics

 
Leaves catch fire

My hand stretches to capture him
green veins jumble with red.

 
Over mehar chand market

The sky freezes to set us a table
And the moon, so pudding-like
Lets us gorge our spoons into it

For dessert

G A U R I  Y A D A V



Manchester United

A G A T H A  B A R K E R

Some death like some earth is red 
In antithesis of death , as a child I played in the smoky reeds 

when sky and sea meet , the dance of moss and tide flag  
Thé sky is heavy like smoked meat or an ambulance 

And red is the colour of stunting not abundance 
My deafening winter coat a premonition of how we almost bred 
The fog horn bellows where my body (like a devil) delighted  

You’re always disappointed by Manchester United 
The players spill shrapnel sounds like seeds , my limbs in the reeds 

Some men join football teams instead of the army so they don’t get murdered 
The fans in red shirts will shout like a still birth

my child will cut its feet on the earth and scream on the moss 
Red ,black , green by Pharoah Sanders

The first two notes like children unfathered 
From Holloway the emirates calls like something cottard 

Low like the reeds and high like the tide flag 
You kind of said you wanted to be a dad
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