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Editorial

Dear Readers,

Its LohAritime in the capital and its neighboring areas. The bonfires lit in every nook and corner of the city is

a welcoming sight in the cold chilly January night. Families and friends gather around the bonfires offering

worship to the fire god and to make merry. The atmosphere reminds me of my own childhood experience of

spending every Urukain front of bhela ghors and mejisreligiously repeating iagni pr aj wadftert ang ban
the elders. It was so much fun smoking sweet potatos in the embers of the meji while the women of the
household busied themselves Apurifyingo kitchen utensil
reminiscing about kumol saul, tekeli pitha, til pitha and narikol larusf r e sh from my grannyos ki
home, my Guj ar aldren squabblegokieb voho gets to dytthe biggest kite this Uttarayan. Looking

up at the gloomy skies | wonder if the kids will be able to celebrate Makar Sankrantithe way their cousins

back in Gujarat are doing.

It is amazing how different parts of the co untry unites in celebrating the harvest season in their own

traditional ways be it through Pongalin Tamil Nadu or the Kumbh Melain Uttar Pradesh. This year the

celebration of Makar Sankranticoincides with the celebration of the highly mystical 7orgya, the annual

monastic festival of the majestic Galden Namgyal Lhatse (Tawang Monastery) in Arunachal Pradesh.
Newspapersglobal, local and national are running coverages of these festivals with full gusto

enthusiastically quoting estimate number of tourists to each of these celebrations and the profits the

tourism industry will be likely to be making. Several commercialized attractions like guided tours of historic

sites in the respective states and haats selling indigenous wares have been put up to turn the au spicious

festivals into profitable ones for both the visitor and the host. Amidst the fun fare, one event escapes the

glare of the floodlights, namely, the annual Naga New Year Festival held at Nawng Yang village this year,

thanks to the ban imposed on for eigners from attending it. The only people who are allowed to freely

partake of the event are the figenuineo Naga people from
That brings back a startling reminder about the communal and ethnic clashes that infest the worlds we liv e

in doesnodt it? The poetry featured in this issue raises
nation even as we get geared to celebrate our sixty -first year of being a Republic in just a matter of another

eleven days. Our Guest writerUddpana &és prose poetry forces one to rethi
our contribution in creating a nightmarish worl d. The w
Ni shi bonyads fiction, featured i n ginlagreyGoridthdugheitredds Sect i on
with a positive note. Besides, not everything that looks sinister is necessarily so reminds Mani in 55 Fiction.

On a brighter note, journey through the mesmerising city of Agartala with Ajatashatru and explore

the Bhogali Melaas Pramathesh fills your platter with delicacies of a different recipe. As a special Makar
Sankrant i gi ft, Noyon br i nggete with Bollypvood stdr Salmdo KhaneWhidee s k 6 st e
you are at it, do not forget to drop by our regular colum ns Wise Bachelor and Miss cellany.

With warm regards,

Myra B

Editor

(on behalf of the Fried Eye team)
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Agartala
-Ajatashatru
iAiMuj he mootra visarjan karna hai .o
AiDi sgusting! When will you stop mouthing cheap Hindi mov
Neelam.
i Kn o ;mdck! Redlity calls! You have married acheap Hindidi al ogue aficionado, sweethea
fiBakwaas nai kar o! Go and do your mootraéGod! Tumhar

gayi hoon! o

AfThat 6s | i ke my gal!o | patt edtoiletelr cheek
di dnodt have to | ook for one for | ong.
that we had come to attend. | had never seen so many public toilets
at one place before. Later, | learnt that it is a planned city that takes

good care of sanitation. | was thank ful to the local civic body for me not
having to pee like a doggie on the wayside.

Neelam and | got married at the dawn of the New Year. Although
the wedding went smooth, we couldnodt a
destination for several days. | actually had to appeal to her Punjabi
spirit of enterprise to explore the oI
Later, | resorted to emotional blackmailing, and within two days, we
had  our air tickets done to the first stop of our honeymoon travel & Agartala.
AiMel a to dekh | inpawy, what are you showing me next?0o I I i ke
gives me whenever | take her out.

Pal ace dekhna hai ?0

=13

il dhar palace bhi hai ?0

ATri pura was a princely state, sweets. | n factrtshit was t
dominion. In 1849, Maharaja Krishna Kishore Manikya made presentday Agartala his capital, as it made it




easier to be in touch with British Bengal. Tab se lekar ke aaj tak, this city has been the capital, even when

Tripura finally became apartofthe | ndi an Uni on in 1949, and became

AAb history chaddo ji, take me to this palace. o

Off we went to Ujjayanta Palace, which houses the state Legislative Assembly. It was completed in 1901
and was designed by celebrated British architect, Sr Alexander Martin. The earlier royal palace of the
Kingdom of Tripura was located 10 km away from Agartala, but a devastating earthquake in 1897 destroyed
it and was later rebuilt as Ujjayanta Palace in the heart of the city.
Neelam was delighted to see the Mughal gardeni style ground adorned with fountains and such exquisite
rooms like the Durbar Hall, Throne room, China room and so on. We also went to see the adjacent
temples, LakshmiNarayan, UmaMaheshwari, Kali and Jagannath.
ATum to

Mughal Mughal karte rehte ho na, kuch unke jaisa bhi kaam kivya
Neelam had a mocking tone.

AfAccha? Aisa kya karna chahi
jaisa | agu?o

AShah Jahan ne aphni beg
banwaya, tum mere liye Ujjayanta jaisa ek palace

banwa do. 0

| could see that coming.

a

st at

bahut
karo, o

AiSoniyo, Del hi mein fl at |l e raha hoon J vaaste?
jagah di khau jo tumhe is palace se bhi )a/lage toh?0o
AUmMmmeéf.ir tumhare Del hi waale fl at mein reh lungi Ab
muj he batao. o

ifiChal o Neermahal! o

The 6Water Palace6 was built in 1930 in the midst of the
Hindu and Muslim styles and reminds you of the lake palaces in Rajasthan. It is about 53 kilometres from

the city.

As expected, Neelam liked the place a lot. She even had a wild idea of taking a swim in the lake and later

sunbathe at the palace. | had to remind her that we have come for sightseeing, not to shoot an episode of

The Little Mer maid. She was angr y.,wkdhegavedmedont timettoa | k o m
observe the city from the window of our cab.

Agartala appeared to be a growing city: a city that got acquainted with modernisation not too long ago. The

roads were decent and the city skyline was dotted with several high -rise buildings that housed malls and

apartments. In the years to come, it would become a major city in the east, | thought.

What struck me was the low police presence on the roads. | could only see a few traffic policemen and few

check points. On the way, a pilot car crossed us with just a couple of escort vehicles. Our cab driver told us

that it was the state Chief Ministerds cavalcade! I won

travel with such light escort: a thought that even Neelam shared.




We stopped at the Kaman Choumohani, the main market place, and | bought her a traditional Tripuri dress.

She was immediately back to her jovial self. Girls have a thing for shopping, | tell you. It just acts like

therapy. They will shop when they are happy, and shop more when they are sad. Neelam herself says she is

an Airritatingly feminineo girl. And | have al ways wonde

o

Wal k pe chal e?d Neelam proposed.
iltni raat ko? Khaana khaane ke baad?o0

AWhat 6s the probl em? Dekhrte? 12-inbajerbhi e have anataat the dnldia Gate,
havenodt we ? So stop being lazy and |l et 6s go. o It
We took a stroll towards the city centre, towards Ujjayanta Palace. It was all lit up and looked beautiful. We

spent some time there, holding hands and enjoying the tranquillity of the place. It feels good to escape

from the din and bustle of a metro and spend some time in quieter climes.

The next day, we went to the Raj Bhavan or Pushbanta Palace, which is another architectural marvel in

Agartala. Although we could see only those parts that were open to the public, yet we could make out the

beauty of the place although we could only imagine the greatness that lay inside.

We also went to the Sipahi Jala animal resort and zoo but had to return soon as it began to rain.

iDamn, the rain ruined it al! o Neelam cursed her Il uck.
famed Buddha Temple in the city.

fiGod ne hume punish kiya. o My ¢
little superstitious sometimes even though she has a completely metropolitan

upbringing.

I had no intelligent answer to this, but a logical
explanation. fiAgartal a has
influenced humid subtropical climate with
high levels of precipitation almost all
throughout t he y e a
Later, when it cleared, | took her to the
temple of goddess Tripura Sundari, after
whom the state of Tripura has been
named. We also went to the banks of the Haora
River, which runs along the city stretch, and spent some

time. All the while, we both were com paring it to the Yamuna, which is

in a dangerous state, but which could have given Delhi another peaceful

getaway. Since it was our last day in Agartala, we had to make the most of it. So, we went to

see Malancha Nivas, where Gurudeb Rabindranath Tagore usd to stay. At the time of our visit, it was being
renovated, so we couldndét see much of it, baUL e IR IR AR SR

thoughts on this, but she was more interested in knowing how they were conserving the building.
We also went to see the new railway station in Agartala and were quite amazed to find it akin to a palace.
Everything about the city is grand and regal. If developed further, it could become an important city and a
prominent destination on the world travel map, | thought.

On our return flight to Guwabhati, Neelam kept on asking me about other places in the Northeast and about
my home state, Assam. She seemed to have enjoyed Agartala a lot, and so, was very curious about other

places in the region.

AfAbhi aorjkRabhabhai ?0 | asked her, pinching her nose.

—
w
| —



fJahaan tum | e chaloéo | knew there would be no furthe
| wanted to ask her if she had a specific place in mind, but by then, she had already dozed off, holding my

arm. Poor girl, she has hopped so many places in the last two days with little rest that she was tired. |

closed my eyes too, trying to zero in on our next stop.

Ajatashatru and Neelam Soni got married in such a rush that Fried Eye could not invite its readers to the
wedding. We apologise for that and would like to invite you all to join us in congratulating the young couple
for tying the knot. We are also thankful to them for sharing their travel experiences with us.

—
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Saffron, White and Green
- MyraB

History

Written. Erased. Redefined.

Witnessed. Forgotten. Recounted.

She paints herself with a thousand countenances.
In a myriad of colours.

Colours that become more than a palette

Colours that become history herself.

Colours that speak of vivid moments

Of realities whitened out and silenced

Thatr i se to scream in saffron éand greené
Holy colours both saffron and green.

They speak in their own hues about the ways of true life.

Once upon a time (apparently) united in their mission of peace

In the purity of a white and bright tomorrow,

They soon made voluble their irreconcilable variances;

In a tensed truce valley, a |line of control , a no manos
Saffron, white and green.

Revered colours

Of an identity, of an ethos,

Of a journey, a struggle and a dream

Of a history and her remakingé

Today the mouldy moss over the ruins echo their own shade of greenness,

And the editorial columns turn white with a rapid frequency

As blood splattered streets continue to turn saffron in the evening sun.

Here again is history

Written. Erased. Redefined.

Witnessed. Forgotten. Recounted.

A thousand canvasses already painted.

Some framed up, others discarded.

Yet others vandalizedé forcefully destroyedé
Saffron, white and green

The palette hasndt changedé
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Foster Child

- Debanjan Bhattacharya

Hopping across the brooks running down the Patkai
Pestering Bhaiti reaping his paddy,

Running aimlessly chasing the dragonflies.

The mist on the tea-leaves

Bhaitids bamboo shoot rice,
The pretty niece

Well include the first kiss!

My weird accent ,

Taunts at school

They were just plain ignorant..

| was no immigrant.

The cold eyes of Bhaiti,the gun slung across,
Freedom,Liberation,Revolution

Surely its not me they want to oust?

The ouster,the heartache,

The last of the quiet woods
Nightmares,grinning faces,schadenfreude..
A decade of wandering

The cities,the bruises,the closed half-cabin.
The loner nursing his whisky

And the pangs of nostalgia seep in.

A need for belonging and homecoming!
The only place | could call home

To one day go back to a peaceful Ahom.
But the taunts,the cold eyes,

Foster Child

You never were one of her own!




The Rains Come From Behind the Curtain

Author of the poetry collection We Called the River Red: Poetry from a
Violent Homeland, Uddipana Goswami is also a researcher and media
consultant. Her area of expertise, both as writer and researcher is the
Northeast region of India T of t en call ed I ndiads
has been addressing issues like insurgency, conflicts, militarization,
nationalism, migration, displacement and ethnic reconciliation in
Northeast India through her writings. She has worked with some major
media houses, like the India Today Group and National Geographic
Channel (India), before turning to sociological research. Her academic
and creative writings and occasional translations have been published in print as well as online from
Australia, New Zealand, the UK, the USA, South Africa, Bangladesh and India. She $ Assamese literature
editor of Muse India, a literary e -journal. She blogs at www.jajabori -mon.blogspot.com.

A few centuries ago, we first awoke from a deep sleep. We saw the world as a beautiful place, so giving, so
loving.

It was some time before a few of us took a peek behind the curtain where dreams floated. What lay beyond
was a nightmare.

Others among us had entered into a pact with the world and created this nightmare.

When the nightmare threatened to engulf us, we also entered into a contract with the world i we agreed
not to look at the world, and those in cahoots with it complied to leave us alone.

Thus we had continued for centuries and thus | thought | would pass by.

But he jolted me out of my complacence i the naked man in the park.

They said he was mad. All he did the whole day was sit on the pavement and draw shapes and figures on
the concrete.

And he laughed the whole day, all by himself.

I knew he was laughing at me and at all who had signed the contract. He had not.

| looked at him and marveled; | looked at his drawings and shuddered.

The world was there, naked. And all its people i distorted, disproportionate, unsightly.

| had known it was like this all along but it had taken a madman to define it for me.

I was sane. So | had always looked the other way to avoid embarrassing the world.

The madman dared to look straight at it and all its naked, ugly people, to point at them and laugh. He did
not turn his back.

So they called him mad and connived to isolate him so others would not b e influenced by him.

St



But the madman did not care. He only sat and drew.

He knew he need not go in search of kindred souls i they have a way of coming together, these souls.

And when they come together? Do they all sit down and draw?

Would you find me tomorr ow on t he pavement with the madman? | donét
I dondt have the courage yet. I am sane yet.

Where then am | different from the rest of the world? Or am | at all? | like to believe | am not in the cabal.

The rains are though. Last night, they came and washed itallawayit he madmandéds et chings on
pavement.

For days now, | had tried to sidestep them as | walked past them on my way to the institute, only to see

them being trampled under desperate feet trying to keep up the facade: nobody likes to b e caught in the

nude.

The madman only sat down to draw again. The world continued to conspire.

And last night, the rains also conspired with the world. The rain joined hands with the people. The rains

washed it all away.

The rains came from behind the curtain.

-Uddipana Goswami
uddipana@gmail.com

—
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Good News

P C says 6good newsd6 soon for people of Northeast

New Del hi : Uni on Home Minister P Chidambar am, on New Yea
the people of the region in the days to come. The minister expressed confidence that something good would

emerge from the talks with the Northeastern milit ant groups.

Chidambaram said the government has made significant gains with regard to the ULFA militants and talks

were at an fadvanced stageo with two or three other grou
AAll but two or three | eaders are in custody and we have
sovereignty and surrender. As far as the two or three ULFA leaders, who are still not within our reach, | am
confident that there willbe goodnews i n t he days to come, 0 he added.

Chi dambaram said the Centreod6s interlocutor, PC Hal dar , w
and the discussions were fAprogressing wello.

AHal dar is in talks with the mialHils, theKarbigAngngmrea, dnth at ar e i n
the Bodoland council area. With some luck, we can have some settlement with these groups. | think these

are good signs, o0 tfliEEN®Tome minister said.

Naga music icon wins Northeast excel lence award

Kohi ma: Guru Rewben Mashangva, often referred to as the
the Northeast Excellence Award in Music for 2009 for his contribution to Naga folk music. The award was

given away at the inaugural session of the 5th Northeast Business Summit on 8 January at Hyatt Regency in

Kolkata. The gathering included Minister for DONER Bijoy Khrishna Handique, chief ministers of the

northeastern states and foreign delegates from Southeast Asian countries. The event was organised by the

Indian Chamber of Commerce and Industry. i FENS

Now, mandatory voting in local Gujarat polls

Gandhinagar: In a first in the electoral history of this country, the Gujarat Assembly, on December 19,
passed the Gyarat Local Authorities Laws (Amendment) Bill, 2009, which seeks to make voting compulsory
in elections to local self-government bodies such as municipal corporations and panchayats.

Moving the Bill in the House, Gujarat Urban Development Minister Nitin Patel said the main objective of

—
©
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making voting compulsory was to involve the voter in strengthening the democratic process, and bring him
to the polling booth. It empowers an election officer to be designated by the State Election Commission to

declarethevot er , who fails to vote in the elections, as fAdef al
The government will prescribe by rule the disadvantages

voter o, Pat el sai d, addi ng, Al toés not hetvdteewhs mdy &ilto bj ect i ve
vote, but to encourage him to spare some time to exercise his right to vote in a local body election that

comes once in five years. o

Meanwhile, Himachal Pradesh is also planning to adopt the Gujarat model of the law soon. i FENS

Refugee kids bring to Delhi traditional art from Swat valley

New Delhi: It has been in the news for all the wrong reasons, but now, the world is finally taking notice of

the good things that Paki st an basedd@@, tdaraTalkeme pagaha(IJA),t o of f er
set up a stall at the DilliHaatthathad on sal e items of daily use adorned wit
Swat valley. But what most people did not know was the fact that these items had been prepared by child

refugees of the region, 170 of whom ITA had provided shelter and education to.

Truck art is inspired by the colourful designs on trucks in Pakistan. The items were in such high demand

that the NGO sold most of the items that it had brought for sale in the eight -day exhibition of crafts from

SAARC countries that began on December 29 ad ended on January 5. i FENS

National education scheme in Nagaland gets Rs 85 -crore boost

Kohima: The Rashtriya Madhyamik Shiksha Abiyaan (RMSA), to universalise secondary education during the

11th and 12th Five-Year Plan isto be implemented in Nagaland. A sum of Rs 85 crore has been earmarked

for this. The approval came in the second project approval board meeting held on January 7 and 9.

According to the Nagaland education mi s®i dmrsadieetSe,hoiot
Education Department of the state to have a very comprehensive and innovative Perspective Plan up to

2011-12 amounting to Rs 577.4 crore, and another Rs 40 cror
Nagaland Chief Secretary Laltharainfome d t he board meeting that despite the
the government will take all/|l possible steps to successfu
hostel scheme and even the Mahila Samakhya. A detailed project report for the said schemes is being

submitted, Lalthara added. 1 FENS

10

—
| —



THROUGH THE LENS

Through the Lens: Nikon D5000
- Pramathesh Borkotoky

This time, | had the best new year so far. Fr ied Eye was started and | got the 12.1 Megapixel DSLR Nikon
D5000 from my brother as a new year gift. There were other good things also, but this is not the right
platform to discuss this. For the first week, | could not believe that | have a DSLR now and | did not use it.
But last weekend, | spent some time with it. A very heavy camera which gave a firm grip and clicking
pictures without shaking became easier. | am used to all manual SLR so at first, understanding the
mechanism was difficult. The camera does not have auto focus built into the camera and has a autofocus
mechanism in the lens, so the first thought came to my mind is about the different modes that were

provided. I thought, fAWhat is the use of dPDféreoul hodes
understand anything just by | ooking at the camer a. Then
wor ks, read the manual .o So | read the manual , but it W &

be over user friendly. So, | went for trying it myself and | am presenting you with the pictures | could
manage. | have shot on different lighting conditions and varied colour contrasts. After using it for a day, |
feel quite comfortable with it. The pictures were not good, but every camera says, the first 10,000 pictures
are bound to be bad. | have not edited them except compressing them and putting my name in it.
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