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Message from Vice President

A Happy Sharodutsav to all.
 
We are now in the 20th year of The Hong Kong Bengali Association (HKBA) Durga Puja celebrations. 
Let us first and foremost congratulate all those who have put in their efforts to achieve this eventful 
milestone.
 
Right from inception by a few members in forming the HKBA and organizing a puja in a small scale at 
the Happy Valley temple to the point today wherein it is being celebrated in a pandal (one of the few 
Probashi Pujo worldwide to be in an open air pandal), it has been a long and eventful journey. To start 
an ethnic organization in a foreign country is never an easy task. It requires a lot of effort, dedication 
and perseverance of the few who decide to put in that extra effort, after the usual office grind and after 
fulfilling one’ s own professional and personal obligations. And after all it is all done for a selfless cause! 
Let me salute the club founders for their great efforts.
 
Also, a special salute to all the former members of the HKBA in continuing the tradition and the present 
members for the event this year. They all deserve equal praise for their great efforts.
 
Today the Hong Kong Bengali Association Durga Puja is a much talked about mega occasion among 
the Indian community in Hong Kong thanks to all above.
 
This year in addition to Bengalis, some of our other Fellow Indians who have a strong affinity towards 
the Bengali culture and had expressed a strong desire to be a part of the celebration, have also been 
included and we warmly welcome them into the Bengali fold.
 
As it is commonly said, change is the only constant in life. Every organization needs to be dynamic 
and must keep evolving. We have seen a lot of change in HKBA too and today the Durga Puja is be-
ing celebrated in a real Pandal with participation of drummers (Dhakis), Cooks and Priest (Purohit) 
being brought in from Sonar Bangla and Ma Durga’s aarti being conducted with real Pradip instead 
of artificial electric lights. There are very few places outside India where the Puja is being celebrated 
in such a grand scale. The enthusiasm and participation in the event has been overwhelming and we 
as members of HKBA are blessed by Ma Durga to be able to conduct and be a part of this event. I am 
sure there will be many more changes for the better as we move towards our Silver jubilee celebration.
 
There is scope for further improvement in fund collection and we request more members to come for-
ward in future for raising funds, and contributing financially as well as in making this event even more 
grand.
 
May Ma Durga bless us all for a Happy, Healthy and Prosperous future.

Alok Roy

Vice President
The Hong Kong Bengali Association

Best Puja Wishes from

Vinayak Enterprises Limited

22B, Unionway Commercial Centre, 
283 Queen’s Road Central, Hong Kong
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HKBA EXECUTIVE COMMITTEE 2017 - 2018

Contact HKBA	 mailhkba@gmail.com
Web Site	 www.hkbaonline.com 

President
Mr. Prasenjit Sen

Vice President
Mr. Alok Roy

General Secretary
Mr. Sagnik Ganguly

Treasurer
 Mr. Anirban Ray Choudhury

Cultural Secretary
Mrs. Manjari Guha

Committee Member
Mr. Rajdeep Mojumder

Committee Member
Mr. Angshujit Sinha

Committee Member
Mr. Dipankar Mukutmoni

Committee Member
Mr. Asit Banerjee

Advisor
Dr. Pradip Putatunda

Special Acknowledgements
The Hong Kong Bengali Association wishes to express its heart-felt thanks to all friends, 
supporters, sponsors and well-wishers for the help they have rendered to the cause of our 
Association.  For this year’s Durga Puja, we especially acknowledge the contributions of 
the following persons:

Indian Recreation Club Committee and staff member
Well-wishers from Indian & local communities

Indian consulate office in Hong Kong
Hong Kong Immigration Department

All sponsors

Pratima Shilpi
Mr Arun Kumar Paul ( Kolkata) 

Pandal Decoration
Rajdeep Mojumder

Dhaki
San Kumar Das

Dhaki
Sankar Das

Souvenir Design
Lui Man Yin, Mandy

Cook
Sadananda Nayek

Front Cover Artists

                     Chiradeep De                        Poonam            riyanjana              Trisha              Trisha 
                                                                     Saha                  Dutta               Ganguly         Sengupta     

Adrish Basu Sanjay GuhaNeelabh Kumar
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Durga Puja 2018 Program Schedule

Venue: 
INDIAN RECREATION CLUB. 63 CAROLINE HILL ROAD. 

Sookunpoo Valley.  Causeway Bay. HONG KONG
Tel: (852) 2576 6583 (Office)

Travel direction:
Opposite Hong Kong Stadium and Tung Wah Eastern Hospital
Bus Terminus 5B Nearest MTR Causeway Bay and or Tin Hau

Purohit: Shri Sakti Prasad Mukherjee of Kolkata

15th Oct  Monday - Sashthi

1800 - 1930 Hrs  Bodhan /Sandha Arati 

16th Oct Tuesday - Saptami 

0930 Hrs - 1230 Hrs  Maha Saptami Pujo

1800 - 1930 Hrs  Sandha Arati

17th Oct Wednesday - Asthami 

0930 -1230 Hrs  Maha Ashtami Pujo 

1433 -1521 Hrs  Sandhi Pujo

1800 - 1930 Hrs  Sandha Arati

18th Oct Thursday -  Nabomi

0930 -1100 Hrs  Maha Nabomi Pujo

1800 - 1930 Hrs  Sandha Arati 

19th Oct Friday - Dashami

0930 -1100 Hrs  Maha Dasomi Pujo / Bisorjan

1700 - 1900 Hrs Boron / Sindur Khela / Santi Jal
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African Safari
 Arnab Sengupta

Well what can one expect in an African safari? 
Hasn’t National Geographic shown all that is there 
to see? Animals in the wild and not behind the cage? 
Migration of the wildebeest? Sky pink with the fleet 
of flamingos? Sleeping in tents with sounds of the 
animals – almost at breathing distance away? Being 
hosted by the Masai Tribe in their village? Lioness 
on a hunt while the cubs wait under the shade of 
tree waiting for the fresh farm to plate lunch (none of 
these preservatives or reliance on the global supply 
chain management and all that)?

Well… yes. All that and more that a gang of 8 adults 
and 6 young adults were able to soak in during a 
week we spent in Tanzania traveling through various 
reserves (including one in the crater of a volcano).

 Rather than watching animals from behind the bars of 
a cage in a zoo, this was a unique experience where 
we were immersed in the animals’ territory. In the 
Serengeti, we witnessed the animals interact in their 
natural habitat without any human intervention. We 
were able to watch from a close distance as a pride of 
lionesses chased a deer, zebras grazed together and 
hundreds of wildebeest crossed a river to migrate. 

None of the stories we read and documentaries we 
watched could have prepared us for what we were 
privileged to see. All those were true but there was 
lot more to Africa than what a tourist guidebook and 
documentaries and the stories one read. 

It is about what Africa can offer as learning to the 
world. It’s about cohabitation of humans and animals 
and lack of arrogance of the homo sapiens’ god 
like superiority (mostly based ability to destroy at a 
touch of a button). Where ever we went – we were 
reminded that we humans don’t own this planet – we 
share with other creatures. In one of the interesting 
lines the guides told us before we entered a reserve – 
that we are going in a guests in the home of animals 
and we should behave as guests in someone else’s 
house. We have been conditioned in many parts of 
world to treat anything outside the immediate space 
we occupy as a big garbage and throw and dump 
everything in what we perceive as “outside” our 
“home”. But what if the whole space if the “home”? 
And what if it’s the home we are visiting as guests? 
We were to pack everything including leftover food 
and trash we generate and carry in the vehicles only 
to be disposed in designated place. In one of the 
interesting discussion with the guides – we asked 
would there be a distinction between degradeables 
and non-bio degradables – like banana skins or eaten 
apple cores? We were reminded that what if animal 

consumes them and becomes infected by the germs 
that we are passing through them? One never thinks 
what we humans can pass onto to animals – only 
what animals can infect us with!

We expected to see poverty – and many of us having 
spent some of our time in India have been exposed 
to it. In our minds we associated the idea of poverty 
with what the media often depicts, the dirt and filth, 
the crime, the unhappiness that comes with that. 
Yes- there was poverty but there wasn’t the sheer 
nakedness of it. People were poor but they were not 
dirty, or unhealthy. And surely not unhappy. It wasn’t 
in-your-face either. And unlike in many poor parts of 
world – there wasn’t one or two super rich flashing 
their expensive cars and watches to remind them of 
their poverty – there was no shiny Antilia towering 
over the slums of Mumbai.

The world can teach them many things but they did 
know of one thing – how to make do with less. How 
to make every resources stretch that extra bit. And 
none are better example of that than the Masai village 
home we visited. Being nomadic cattle herders – they 
would build huts made of whatever they can find 
in nature – twigs, bushes, skin of animals, etc. Just 
about enough to fit and provide shelter for the family 
members. There is no absence of land – or materials 
to build a bigger house, (none of those land supply, 
government policies and builder lobbies as we all are 
so well aware close to home). So why wouldn’t they 
build a bigger and slightly more comfortable home? 
As we entered one by one to see some of their huts, 
even one seemed too many. They asked us, what is 
the point of building a bigger than what they need? 
Especially since they won’t be here forever and would 
soon break up this camp and move to another place?

Well – now that is a thought.

 After having spent a week creating memories to 
last a lifetime – we all landed in Hong Kong late at 
night and made our way back through the bright 
neon lights of Hong Kong – the contrast could not 
have been more stark. Especially when we walked 
through the underground walk-alator connecting the 
Hong Kong station to the Central station under the 88 
storied skyscraper IFC. And the advertisements across 
the wall of that more than 100m stretch were of a 
product that was consumerism at its best – a dual 
toned lipstick. Well.. what is wrong with single toned 
lipstick one wonders. But hey what does a man know 
of lipsticks. But could not help wonder how far the 
two worlds are and wonder which one offers the 
answers plaguing the current generations.
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Photographs by Arnab Sengupta
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The Foothills of Kilimanjaro
Anirban Ray Choudhury

	 “Jambo! Jambo bwana! / Habari gani? Mzuri sana! / Wageni, mwakaribishwa! / Kilimanjaro? 	
	 Hakuna Matata!”
                        -The Jambo Song, East Africa

	 It was a dream long persisting.

	 It was a desire long cherished.

	 And, it was real, at last.

Stepping off the pavement outside the tiny airport at Kilimanjaro to be greeted by Miyah, our guide and soon to 
be friend and philosopher, I inhaled the dusky air of this town and softly whispered to myself “TIA”. Committed 
to memory in some darkened cinema theatre over a decade back, in a much darker context of blood diamonds 
and gun runners, TIA, This Is Africa, brought with it now a wholly new meaning, a whole new purpose. Yes, in 
Kilimanjaro, This Is Africa.

The converted Toyota Landcruiser could seat six apart from the driver; with only the three of us there was 
abundant room to stretch our legs, cramped as they were after almost a day of non-stop flying. I mentally 
thanked Anisha for choosing a private tour - the extra space was much needed, for it would be a three hour drive 
to Kambi ya Tembo, our first camp on the foothills of the Kili. 

The contrast with Hong Kong, the city that I now call home and am deeply in love with, was evident from the 
moment we settled into the vehicle. The sky was following us as we drove through the small towns and villages, 
mingling with the horizon stretching out in the distance; a sight never to be seen amid the towering concrete 
of Hong Kong. The palpable sense of warmth in the air, the embracing, enveloping warmth brought closer 
perhaps the only sublime truth worth caring for – one of life itself. That, and the vibrant hues of garmented Masai 
tribesmen, even as the duller colour of roasted corn-on-the-cob on sale on the roadside carried me back to my 
small town childhood.  

It was dark by the time we reached Kambi-ya-Tembo, the last bit of narrow path through the acacia and grass 
peppered with a few sightings of wild hare and hyena, holding promises of things to come. The camp was in 
pitch darkness, and silent. Very different from what we were expecting in this busy tourist season, until the camp 
manager told us that we were to be the only occupants for our two nights there. The last big batch of tourists had 
left just that morning, and the next one was not expected for another couple of days. Anisha looked at me and 
in the starlit darkness her smile said it all – that this vacation must have been scripted by the Gods. 

Dinner was a slow, unhurried affair of bread, soup, rice and a local stew, flavoured with copious amounts of 
wine that the manager poured into our glasses. The conversation was immersive as Miyah told us about himself 
and his family. Part Chagga, Miyah professed no special allegiance towards any tribe, dispelling our notions of 
tight tribal hierarchy in the Dark Continent. Science and economics are catching up he said, with social and 
tribal boundaries obviously disappearing. Is it for the better? I did not ask, Miyah offered no answer. 

Sleep was easy, sleep was difficult. Hitting the bed at nine is too early for city dwellers like us, and we were 
worried if we could actually get some rest. But rushing through multiple time zones fatigues the body, and the 
mind is soon discouraged from its escapades by the sounds of hooves and heavier steps outside the tent. My 
son stopped whispering, clutching on to my arm across the narrow space between the cots, realisation dawning 
that silence meant safety as we quietly listened to the hyenas in the distance. And soon they fell silent too, as 
slumber overcame our tired minds.

I am a late riser. Even at the best of times, early to bed does not ever translate to early to rise for me. It was 
therefore a surprise when I checked the time on my phone in the morning, wide awake, at five thirty. As I rinsed 
my face in cold water I could hear someone walking towards the tent in the semi darkness. “Jambo Jambo”, 
called out the young man with a tea flask on a tray. “Si Jambo” I replied as he sat the tray down on the table 
outside the tent, “Did you hear the animals last night? There were some giraffes passing through.”

“Some”, I replied, busy assembling my camera for the sunrise and the blue-green-flaming orange superb starlings 
that were hopping about near my feet.  

At breakfast, Miyah laid out the plan for the day. We were to hike to the base camp of Shira, the oldest of the 
three peaks of Kilimanjaro, taking the Lemosho route with a brief stop at the Londorrossi gate to obtain our 
permits. A drive 12 kilometres up north would take us to the starting point, at a high altitude of around 2200 
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metres. At that height the air thins out considerably making breathing difficult, and the temperature drops too. 
“Layer, de-layer and layer” Miyah reminded us, referring to our jackets and sweaters, to listen to our bodies for 
wearing or taking them off through the trek. 

The sky was slightly misty as we drove past the Londorissi gate and snaked into higher ground. We went by 
the some corn fields before slowly spiralling up into thicker, vividly greener coniferous vegetation; strikingly 
different from the acacia laden grassland that we had encountered so far. There was an all pervading silence 
except for the occasional vehicle going by, “Jambo” and “Si Jambo” exchanged through rolled down windows; 
and the teetering monkeys and chirping superb starlings cheering us on as we drove past the moss laden trees. 

A half hour’s drive through the scenic route took us to the base of the Shira Plateau. As Anisha and I disembarked 
we beamed at each other, for across the plateau lay the saddle shaped twin peaks of Kibo and Mawenzi, mist 
laden, the occasional silvery glimpse of the snow at the top shining through. Yes, we both thought, we had 
finally done it. From Bibhutibhushan Bandyopadhyay’s “Chander Pahar”, to Ernest Hemingway’s “Snows of 
Kilimanjaro”, we had yearned since childhood to be where the peaks stood, and here they towered in their 
entire glory, majestic, mystical, mysterious. Looking over at Konko, busy with his camera, I wondered for a 
brief moment if being in Kilimanjaro’s presence today will spoil the tales for him when he finally gets around to 
reading them, but was reassured by his sudden proclamation, “I really love this country”.

As we busied ourselves with sorting out food and water, Miyah talked about the history of Mount Kilimanjaro. 
The only free-standing mountain in the world, Kilimanjaro came into being during the formation of the Great 
Rift Valley some three million years ago. A testament to the constant changes taking place below the surface, the 
Great Rift Valley is a site of the most recent of landmass splits. The shifting of tectonic plates caused tremendous 
volcanic activity, giving rise first to Shira, and subsequently to Kibo and Mawenzi, forming the three peaks of 
Kilimanjaro that have romanced writers and adventurers for ages.

The volcanic origins of Kilimanjaro became evident from the moment we set foot on the Shira plateau – the 
land beneath our feet was a ragged, rugged terrain of fossilised lava. Walking across the land called for caution; 
millennia of rain and winds had rounded away the once sharp, jagged edges but a wrong step could still mean 
a severe twist of the ankle. Our guide often hailed “pole pole”, reminding us to take it slow. In the absence of 
loose soil there was very little foliage beyond some shrubs sneaking out from under beds of rock, serving perhaps 
as gentle reminders to the adage of life finding a way. 

The air had thinned out noticeably by the time we were halfway through, with each breath requiring more effort 
than the previous one as we struggled to keep pace with our guide. Konko was finding it particularly difficult, 
his mood gradually altering from jubilation to weariness, but he gamely carried on, in between more and more 
frequent breaks for water. As did we – distinctly different from city pavements, the eight kilometre uphill trail 
to Shira1 was adamantly testing our resolve. The three gorges that suddenly trenched in along the trail offered 
some illusive respite as we made our way down, only to be challenged yet again by narrow paths with minimal 
footholds on the way up. And the cold, biting breeze did little to help except hurry us along in search of the 
warmth of the camp.

After almost three hours of sweating, de-layering, and layering up again we could finally see the colourful tents 
of Shira1 in the distance. Konko gave a wry smile as we tried to egg him on for the last stretch before a well 
deserved rest. He complained that rest or no rest, we would still have to walk back. With no answer to offer, we 
concentrated on traversing the last gorge that would take us to the campsite. The path upward was narrow and 
particularly testing, and I struggled for footholds, not looking up, focusing only on my hands and feet to maintain 
equilibrium. And just when my legs felt like they would take no more, with one last step I was back on flat land. 

I looked at the empty space ahead, littered with makeshift camps, mentally thanking the Gods with an “Asante 
sana.” We had done it. We had dreamed about this for ages, and finally, we had done it. Not the peak, not yet, 
but we had touched the feet of the mighty Kilimanjaro. And in Bengali tradition, that brings a blessing. 

A raven squawked overhead, as if in assent.  

Yes, there would be a time to return. Someday, soon perhaps, the three of us would tackle the peak. But for now, 
it was a milestone reached, however small, and time to start thinking about the adventures awaiting us in the days 
to follow, across the wild plains of Serengeti. For Africa is a continent of many mysteries, many adventures, and 
many fantasies - a place that is never about too little or too much but only about the mischievous intoxication 
of mellowed, unfettered passion.
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The faces from Namtso
Photographs by Raja Mahanta
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Trip to the top of the world – Leh, Ladakh

Sudeshna Das and Sunirmal K Das
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The Wisdom of the Sages
Dr. Subid Das

“Isn’t it a bit too ridiculous, Uncle, the way our politicians keep on harping how Hinduism is steeped in science?”, asked 
Abhro, clearly irritated with what he had just read in the news.  

Abhro, now a young lad is a constant reminder to me how fast time has been passing by.  I have literally seen him from the 
day he was born, and every time I see him, which is five or six times a year, I find he has grown up and matured even more.  
A bright, enthusiastic pleasant boy who has just stepped into high school, it is always a pleasure to converse with him.  But 
mostly our conversations, so far had been about sports, India’s performance in cricket or the latest in the Premier League.  
But this was the first time I was hearing him make a remark about politicians or politics. 

“Sure, some of them do go over the top now and then.  Just seem to get a bit too carried away in their zeal to spread the 
message of Hinduism.  But does that really bother you?  Why?”

“Well, I have no problems as long as they stick to facts, talk about Hinduism, the greatness of the religion, or its philosophy.  
But why make an absurd claim that it is steeped in science?  I mean, where is the connection?   Religion and science are 
poles apart.”

“Well, you can’t deny that some of the greatest scientific inventions and discoveries have originated in ancient India, can 
you?”, I replied, rather provocatively, to engage him further in this exchange, which I was clearly beginning to enjoy.

“Yes, yes, I know.  I am not contesting ancient India’s contributions to science, mathematics or medicine.  Even Albert 
Einstein has acknowledged ancient India’s influence on mathematics.  I know Aryabhata was the first to come up with the 
concept and symbol of zero.  Perhaps the decimal system, too, originated in India.  Aryabhata also contributed enormously 
to the knowledge of astronomy.  I have read somewhere that amongst the finds in Harappan excavations, they have dug up 
rulers made of ivory that had very accurate calibrations of 1 3/8 of an inch.  And that the treatise written by Sushruta was 
considered the bible of medical knowledge during his time.  But all that is a part of ancient India.  Every civilization that 
is ancient has made such contributions.  Egyptians, Chinese, Mesopotamians, Greek, Romans, all of them.  Every place 
and period, wherever and whenever a civilization flourished, there were advances in sciences and arts.   But why do our 
politicians always try to give this a religious spin?  Why do they, even when they go to inaugurate international scientific 
meetings make such bizarre and ludicrous claims that seem to suggest that all science originated from Hinduism?  It must 
be so embarrassing for the scientists.  After all, the greatest thrust in science, the large majority of discoveries and inventions 
have come from the western world, haven’t they?”, exclaimed Abhro, rather indignantly.  

I was quite impressed with young Abhro’s knowledge of ancient India as well as how well he kept himself abreast of current 
affairs.  I didn’t realize our youngsters these days had any appetite for delving into all that, considering the time they need 
to devote to their day to day studies, homework, classwork, the unavoidable infatuation with computer games and the 
inevitable addiction to entrapments of social media.  But then, I know Abhro plays soccer on a regular basis, and in this day 
and age that, at least to me, does make him somewhat different.
“So, what you are saying is that Hinduism has not really contributed to scientific knowledge or behavior at all.   Are you 
sure?”, I asked.

“Ancient Indian Civilization, YES.  Plenty.  Hinduism, as such, NO.  I can’t think of anything.  Nor any other religion for that 
matter,” pat came Abhro’s reply.
“Hmmm.  Okay, may I ask you what is the traditional Hindu form of greeting others?” I asked him, certain he would know 
the answer.

“Why, with a ‘Namaste’, of course,” Abhro replied, sounding somewhat perplexed, no doubt at the sudden deviation from 
the topic that we had been discussing.

“Yes, of course, ‘Namaste’.  And may I ask, what does ‘Namaste’ mean?” I persevered.
“Well, I don’t know exactly what it means, but it is a traditional way of greeting in which we bring our two hands together 
and also bow our head as a sign of respect, especially if the other person is senior,” answered Abhro.

“You are quite right.  It is indeed a form of respectful greeting or salutation in Hindu custom.  The word is derived from 
Sanskrit, and is a combination of the words Namah that means ‘bow’ or ‘obeisance’, and the pronoun te that means ‘to 
you’.  When combined, that is, in its sandhi form, it becomes Namaste which literally means ‘bowing to you’,” I elaborated.  

“Oh, okay, but what does it have to do with…,” interrupted the lad rather impatiently before I had quite finished. 
With a look of slight admonishment, I resumed my homily, not letting his interjection stop me.  “In Hinduism it also has a 
deeper, more significant spiritual meaning.  You may know that in Hinduism there is the concept of the soul, or atman which 
is a part of the divine, or the Creator, and that exists in each one of us.  So Namaste in a spiritual sense really means that ‘I 
bow to the divine in you’.  In other words, ‘the divine in me bows to the divine in you’”.

Okay, Subid Uncle, thanks for telling me about the deeper significance of Namaste, but I still do not understand what that 
has to do with science.  Surely, you are not telling me that the soul is a scientific concept?” retorted Abhro, barely able to 
contain his irritation.

“Well no, that is not what I am trying to tell you.  I have no intention of getting into any sort of debate with you about divinity 
or the existence of a Creator or God.  It wouldn’t be scientific at all as there is absolutely no proof of His existence.  Having 
said that though, there is some wisdom in what the 18th century English poet, William Cowper, had said.   ‘The absence of 
proof is not the proof of absence’.”

“Uncle, alright, but what about science and Hinduism?  Isn’t that what we were discussing?” came Abhro’s sharp rejoinder.  
He would rather have been elsewhere than be dragged further in this pointless discussion.

“Ah yes, indeed!   Let me not digress any more.  Abhro, you have been in Hong Kong all your young life.  Surely, you have 
heard of various types of flu, like Avian flu, Swine flu, H5N1, H1N1, etc, etc, haven’t you?”

“Yes, of course, I have. Sometimes our schools close due to these cases of flu and we get an extra holiday,” replied Abhro 
with a smile.  “But again, what is the connection?”

“And why do you think schools close at such times?” I asked him.

“To try and prevent the spread of the infection.”

“Brilliant as usual, young man.  And what precautions does the government’s health department ask students and teachers 
to follow?”

“To cover our nose and mouth while coughing or sneezing.  To wear a mask if required.  To stay away from school if one is 
having symptoms of cough, cold or fever,” replied the bright lad.

“Excellent, Abhro.  What else?  Any other measure that is very important?”

Abhro thought a while, really loving this challenge now.  “Oh, yes, I remember they emphasized that we must wash our 
hands often, especially if we come in physical contact with others who may have been sick,” replied this smart boy who 
had clearly paid attention to all the advice that the school must have provided.

“Absolutely splendid, Abhro.  The reason why hand washing is important is because physical contact is one very important 
way through which the germs spread from person to person.  So if we touch others and our hands are contaminated with 
germs, we can easily pass the germs onto others, and this way the cycle of infection continues and soon a large number of 
people get infected.  In the western world, in fact, in most societies, the commonest form of greeting is by shaking of hands 
whereby there is very close contact between the palms and fingers of the hands of the two persons greeting each other.  
Now you tell me, Abhro, could you think of a worse way than the hand shake for spreading infections like flu?  Who knows 
what the other person’s hand may have been in contact with earlier?”

“Yes, I remember shaking hands is something we tried to avoid during the last episode of flu.  I heard people were really 
scared to shake hands during SARS.  Is that true, Uncle?”

“Indeed, it was a very scary period.  SARS was a very dangerous illness and caused quite a number of deaths.  The 
safest precautions were wearing masks and repeated hand washing, and most importantly, avoiding unnecessary physical 
contact.”

“I see,” responded Abhro somewhat contemplatively.

“Do you see then that the Namaste is really a much better way of greeting others, even purely from a scientific perspective?   
No need for touching others, yet most polite and courteous.”

“Yes, I think I do,” muttered Abhro.
“So, would you agree now that this very basic Hindu norm has enormous scientific implications?”

“Okay, I will give you that one, Uncle,” replied the ever chivalrous Abhro.  

“I am glad I could give you another perspective of Hinduism.  There are actually lots of such examples, but we shall talk 
about those another day.  Off you go now for your soccer match, Abhro.” 



30

The Hong Kong Bengali Association  •  Durga Puja 2018

20Years
Hong Kong Bengali Association	 Durga Puja 2018 31Hong Kong Bengali Association	 Durga Puja 2018

The Hong Kong Bengali Association  •  Durga Puja 2018

20Years



32

The Hong Kong Bengali Association  •  Durga Puja 2018

20Years
Hong Kong Bengali Association	 Durga Puja 2018 33Hong Kong Bengali Association	 Durga Puja 2018

The Hong Kong Bengali Association  •  Durga Puja 2018

20Years

Rahman
Debasis Roy Mahapatra

I grew up in a Railway colony in Kharagpur, a small 
town 110 kilometres west of Kolkata on the eastern 
side of India. In our quarters we had a wooden sofa 
set – a set of three, two single seaters and one double 
seater, may be triple if the persons sitting on it were 
of slim build. Railway men those days were not paid 
very well and in that middle-class neighbourhood that 
sofa set was a stylish piece of furniture. Most other 
households had foldable chairs and stools.

After years of use, the polish on the wooden sofa set 
had worn out. We were looking for someone to put a 
fresh coat of varnish on them. My father checked with 
the furniture shop in the local market to see if they 
provided that service. The owner said he knows one 
guy who does polishing work. He promised to inform 
that person when he visited the shop. 

A few days later a short man with a broad smile came 
to see us. His name was Rahman. A bush of thick curly 
hair adorned his head. He had a stout build with an 
unshaven sunburnt face which made him look darker 
than he really was. He was the polishing man. 

A price was agreed, and Rahman was ready to start 
right away.  

It was mid-morning, and there was still time for a 
quick breakfast. Ma asked if he had breakfast, to 
which Rahman said he usually did not eat breakfast. 
She realised that he was too poor to afford breakfast. 
She told him that she would make a cup of tea for 
him, a common courtesy in a Bengali household. He 
should begin his work after taking tea. 

As she went about making tea for him, she gave him 
a large dish of puffed rice with a lump of jaggery for 
breakfast. He gladly accepted that and started eating 
sitting on the doorsteps of the veranda. 

My father, being a man of few words, asked him 
where he lived. “Bhabanipur” he said. It was the 
locality north of where we lived, at the other end of 
the field behind our quarters. That was the beginning 
of the private area outside the railway properties of 
Kharagpur township, and a compound wall, about 5 
or 6 feet high, separated the two areas. 

The contrast between the railway property and the 
private area was very distinct. The part of the road in 
the railway area that led to the private area was broad 
and well maintained. But as soon as the road entered 

meal to the part time maid who worked at our home. 
Sometimes the maid would eat the meal at our home, 
some other times she would take it home, perhaps 
to share it with her children. We were poor, but they 
were even poorer. 
Rahman gladly accepted Ma’s invitation for lunch and 
followed her instructions.

We did not have a dining table at home those days. 
We sat on straw seats on the floor and ate food using 
our hands. But as per the norms of the time, he could 
not eat with us in the same space. He was a Muslim 
and therefore eating with him was not appropriate for 
us.

A separate seat was arranged for Rahman on the 
veranda. 

Ma served the same food for all of us. Rahman relished 
his meal to the last drop, as if he had not had such 
a satisfactory meal in a while. When he finished, his 
stainless-steel plate was gleaming clean. 

Social customs required that the plates on which a 
Muslim ate not be put with our own stack of plates. 
Rahman was aware of this social etiquette. When we 
all finished our meals, Rahman picked up his plate 
and the glass, went around the block of quarters to 
the back door and asked Ma to give him some water 
to wash his plate. When done with the washing he 
brought them back to the veranda and carried a bit 
of water in the glass with which he mopped the place 
where he had his meal. This was a barefaced display 
of the social custom of Hindu-Muslim segregation, but 
at the same time it also showed that there was plenty 
of kindness and harmony in the society.

Rahman maintained a relationship with our family for 
a long time after that. Sometimes he would appear at 
our home in the afternoon, greet my mother with a 
Namaskar and sit quietly on the steps of the veranda. 
Suspecting that he was unable to secure any work 
that day and probably had not eaten anything yet, 
Ma would offer him some food, whatever she could 
afford from her meagre kitchen – a square meal if he 
was lucky, or some puffed rice and a lump of jaggery 
or a few rotis with vegetables – whatever was readily 
available. Rahman would quietly eat his food, clean 
his dish, thank Ma with his characteristic broad smile 
and take leave from her. She would always tell him to 
come again. 

the private area, its condition became very miserable. 
It was a very congested area. Two and three storey 
brick houses lined the narrow street. The houses on 
both sides stood right beside it without leaving an 
inch of space. Hidden behind these buildings were 
the small houses and the slums - brick houses, mud 
houses and a variety of shacks. Narrow unpaved 
pathways snarled through these houses. A person not 
living in those areas could easily be lost in that maze. 
Most people living in these areas were Muslims. That 
was Bhabanipur where Rahman lived. 
After finishing his dish of puffed rice, he drank a glass 
of water, took his tea and was ready to begin his work. 

His tool box was a small bundle wrapped in a piece of 
cloth. He opened the knots and took out his primitive 
tools and polishing materials – few pieces of sand 
papers, colour powders, scraps of old pieces of cloth 
to apply the polish and a few other titbits. The work 
began.

I think it was a Sunday because we all were at home. 
We helped him to take the sofas out to the shade 
under the neem tree in front of our quarters. He began 
cleaning them with sand papers, put a coat of paint, 
let the paint dry under the sun and then polish them 
with varnish. 

The day rolled on. When it was time for lunch, Ma 
asked Rahman to wash his hands and get ready for 
lunch. Though it was not a common practice, nor was 
it expected, to offer food to a worker, Ma had cooked 
an extra meal for Rahman. A Hindu should not eat his 
or her own meal without feeding a guest at home. Our 
family followed those ethics. 

My mother was a very kind-hearted person. She 
usually cooked an extra meal for lunch, because quite 
often someone or other from our village or from her 
parents’ village would drop by in mid morning on 
their way to the district headquarters at the nearby 
town Medinipur. The purpose of these visits was to 
have some rest, take a bath and eat some lunch before 
proceeding to the district headquarters to attend 
to some errands – perhaps to attend a court case 
regarding a land dispute or pay some tax or submit an 
application to the district magistrate. Making an extra 
meal half way through her cooking was too much 
trouble, so she cooked an extra meal.

But that was not the only reason. The guests did not 
come every day. On those days she would give the 

A few years later my dad was allotted a bigger quarters 
which was further away in the town. We moved in due 
course. Rahman found out from the neighbours where 
we had gone and collected our address from them. 
He came to see us, but his visits became less frequent 
from then on.

Time moved on. I grew up, left home for my job to a 
faraway city on the other end of India. I did not see 
Rahman after that. 

A few years later Ma passed away. I came home for her 
final rites. Inviting relatives and neighbours to attend 
that event was a social custom. Meals were prepared 
for the guests. After attending to all the religious 
activities, I went to meet the guests to exchange a few 
words with them. 

Who was there standing outside the gate? Rahman!  I 
went to him and invited him to come in. He hesitated 
a little and then obliged. He had learnt from someone 
that Ma had passed away and somehow managed to 
find out the date of her final rites. He came to pay his 
respects to her. I was so moved. I took him to the Puja 
place where we had kept a photo of her on a high 
seat. He bowed his head for a few minutes in silence 
and greeted the departed soul with a Namaskar. 
 
I arranged a place for him to sit down for a meal. He 
ate in silence, picked up the banana leaf on which he 
ate and dropped it in the bin outside. He wished us 
well and left.
We lived in that quarters for quite a few years after 
that. My father and sisters told me that Rahman never 
came again. 
As the day’s activities wore on, I was thinking about 
Ma. Having grown up in a remote village in rural 
India, she was burdened with the baggage of religious 
dogmas and the social customs that had evolved over 
millennia. But at the core of her heart she valued 
humanity more than social constructs and was liberal 
enough to welcome Rahman in her household, feed 
him when he was hungry and always invite him to 
come back again, despite his different religious faith. 
This was my India, an India where the culture of 
“Vasudhaiva Kutumbakam” - “The world is a family”- 
was practised for thousands of years. I was and am 
proud of this India. 

End
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Logitica - The brain behind the brain



38

The Hong Kong Bengali Association  •  Durga Puja 2018

20Years
Hong Kong Bengali Association	 Durga Puja 2018 39Hong Kong Bengali Association	 Durga Puja 2018

The Hong Kong Bengali Association  •  Durga Puja 2018

20Years



40

The Hong Kong Bengali Association  •  Durga Puja 2018

20Years
Hong Kong Bengali Association	 Durga Puja 2018 41Hong Kong Bengali Association	 Durga Puja 2018

The Hong Kong Bengali Association  •  Durga Puja 2018

20Years

Foot-Bong
Sudeep Sengupta

It was a lazy saturday morning and I woke up 
late as usual, after the world cup match which 
finished at 4 AM! First look at my mobile gave 
me a shock - 103 WhatsApp messages, and 
all on World cup 2018! I started reading those 
casually and very soon realized that even 
though we call ourselves ‘Probashi Bangali’, our 
love and passion for the game of football is still 
as good as, or even better than, any other ‘bong’ 
living in the bengali heartland. Discussions on 
WhatsApp were informative, passionate and at 
times hilarious. Soon someone suggested, given 
that we are so enthusiastic about football, ‘how 
about starting to play the game?’ There are very 
few Bengalis who have not played football in 
their childhood but my first thought straightaway 
was, no, he can’t be serious. ‘Fitness’ and 
‘Sports’ have been concepts alien to most of us 
for at least the last 10-15 years of our lives. Also football is not an easy game to play.

To my utter surprise, within minutes I could see some 18-20 people raising their hands, showing keen interest 
to start playing. Wow!

The next thing I remember, we had booked the local football ground. Funds were collected, we were buying our 
boots, guards and other equipment, and most importantly, the football. So it went, and we had our first game on 
23rd June 18. As expected the feeling was ecstatic but the body ache that day and for next few days did keep us 
grounded for while – reminding us of our age, shape and the level of fitness we were at. In spite of that, it was 
a unanimous decision to carry on, and we did carry on since then.

Recently we completed 100 days of football 
in Tung Chung, which was celebrated with a 
wonderful party organized by our newly formed 
club HKBUFC – Hong Kong Bong United 
Football Club. We now have 26 active Bong 
members / players from Tung Chung and all over 
HK, from very diverse age groups ranging from 
the fresh teens to nearly 50! From once a week 
games, we now play at least twice a week, and 
with the kind of enthusiasm witnessed so far, 
daily games no longer seem far-fetched!

This is not just playing football for fun. We do 
socialize, and have heated debates on East 
Bengal and Mohun Bagan, Brazil and Argentina. 
We are also encouraging our next generation to 

pick up the mantle of keeping this quintessentially Bong sport alive. There are plans afoot to venture into 
organizing / running / participating in amateur tournaments with local football clubs, and to that end, the 
process to apply for a formal registration of the club with the Hong Kong government is already in motion. Once 
that is granted, we shall be a step closer to formalize our vision. 

We are well and truly on a journey now; with baby steps, but the ball is rolling (pun intended)!
 
Hong Kong Bongs interested in this beautiful game can reach out to hkbufc@gmail.com or leave a message at 
HKBUFC facebook page (search for @hkbufc).We will ensure no stones are unturned to bring out the footballer 
in you!
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Dadas of Calcutta
Chiradip De
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BEST DURGA PUJA WISHES FROM 

NAVEEN KUMAR AND KAVITA KUMAR

Best Wishes for Durga Puja 

from A well wisher

Our trip to France & Italy
Shreya Ray

First, we went to Paris where we saw the fireworks of Bastille Day behind the Eiffel tower. It was super crowded 
and we got completely squashed by the crowd. The world cup finals was a day away and we regretted the plan 
of coming at that time. Even though our plans were disturbed, we managed to cover the most famous sights like 
the Arc de Triomphe; the Palais De Royale, and Louvre, albeit with the disturbing queues.

We then went to Nice where we spent most of the evenings in the Promenade Des Anglais beach. We visited 
Monaco, Cannes, and the village of Ed in tour groups, where we had  lot of fun; and we also got to stand on the 
red carpet in Cannes. In Nice, we visited the Alps early in the morning in a special small train, and had great 
time taking in the freshness of the air and its beautiful scenery. 

We then made our way to Venice by train and arrived to see a waterbus waiting for us outside the train station. 
Venice doesn’t have any roads so we travelled mostly by foot and on boats. We went to the famous business 
center, Rialto and took a lot of photos on the bridges and in front of the short buildings standing on water.

We took a short one-night trip to Florence where we visited its famous museums and cathedrals and we also 
learnt a lot about Michelangelo. We saw his most famous work, David and took in its every detail. Lastly, we 
took a short train to Pisa and saw the Leaning Tower of Pisa!

Finally, we went to Rome where we explored the ancient buildings and houses and we went into the Colosseum 
where the gladiators and animals used to fight. We also saw historic cathedrals that were made many centuries 
back in BCs. We also visited the Vatican, and saw the beautiful museum with a large collection. Overall, we 
had a really fun time this summer. 

*****

My holiday
Shuchi Ray

It was my holiday
so I went to France,

When I reached there
I wanted to dance.

In Paris the shimmering
Lights of the Eiffel I saw,
It looks so nice I thought

As I watched in awe.

The beautiful sight I saw
In Nice when I reached,
Was of the shining sea
right next to the beach.

Next we arrived in Venice
where we saw mostly water,

And as we walked down the Streets
It got hotter and hotter.
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With Best Compliments

Millennium Industrial 
Company

Room - E, 10/F, Block 1
Gold Field Industrial Building

Kwai Chung, N.T., Hong Kong

Tel: 2422 6738     Fax: 2422 5838
E-mail: micdaniellau@yahoo.com.hk 
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A great pleasure to wish
all of you a wonderful evening

in “Durga Puja”

Sole agents for :
marine equipment makers
EAL lub and grease supplier
marine repairs shop
lifeboats and davits service station
general consumable stores supplier

Dickson General Appliances Ltd
Dickson Technical Services Ltd
Dickson Ship Repair Ltd
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FLAMINGO Shipping Agency LLC.
2/227, Al Gurfa, Saeed Salem Samsoom Bldg.,
P.O. Box 8736, Fujairah, United Arab Emirates.
Tel: +9719 2249254 / +9714 3887842
Fax: +9719 2237360 / +9714 3887843
Mobile: +97150 2723120
Mobile: +97155 1453784
E-mail: Flamingo@eim.ae

On the auspicious occasion of Durga Puja, 

with Best Compliments from
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Dipankar Mukutmoni 
Sushweta Mukutmoni

Indrajit Mukutmoni

With best compliments from:
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Durga Pujo 2017

The Hong Kong Bengali Association
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Rabindrajayanti at Indian Consulate 2017-18Bijoya Shonmiloni 2017 at MASK
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Art Corner

Anaya Dutta Anjan Kundu

Shreya Ray Sushmita Ganguly

Trisha Ganguly Swastika Roy

Swastika Roy

Riddhima



84

The Hong Kong Bengali Association  •  Durga Puja 2018

20Years
Hong Kong Bengali Association	 Durga Puja 2018 85Hong Kong Bengali Association	 Durga Puja 2018

The Hong Kong Bengali Association  •  Durga Puja 2018

20Years



86

The Hong Kong Bengali Association  •  Durga Puja 2018

20Years
Hong Kong Bengali Association	 Durga Puja 2018 87Hong Kong Bengali Association	 Durga Puja 2018

The Hong Kong Bengali Association  •  Durga Puja 2018

20Years



88

The Hong Kong Bengali Association  •  Durga Puja 2018

20Years
Hong Kong Bengali Association	 Durga Puja 2018 89Hong Kong Bengali Association	 Durga Puja 2018

The Hong Kong Bengali Association  •  Durga Puja 2018

20Years

Best Wishes for Durga Puja 
from 

A well wisher  
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With Best Compliments

TUNG TAI BUTTON FACTORY

M/F, 214 (B), Yee Kuk Street
Sham Shui Po

Kowloon, Hong Kong

Contact: Matthew Lee (Director)
Tel:   (852) 2360 5280
Fax:  (852) 2720 8272

Email: matthew@tungtailtd.imsbiz.com.hk

With Best Compliments

Hua Hsia Textiles 
Trading Company Limited

Flat A & B, 7/F, Metropolitan FTY & 
Warehouse Building

30-32 Chai Wan Kok Street
Tsuen Wan, Hong Kong

Tel: 2407 2553      Fax: 2406 7603      
E-mail: amen@huahsia.com

Unit 8,  9/F, Park Fook Industrial Building
615-617, Tai Nan West Street, 
Cheung Sha Wan, Kowloon, HK.

Tel:  852-23328393,  
Fax: 852-23327955

Email: fy@lamcominc.com ;  
           lamcom_fy@163.com

With best compliments

 Lamcom (HK) Ltd.
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Greetings for Durga Puja

With Best Compliments

Gurmit & Rani Singh 

GRG Corporation
3/Fl., Bel Trade Commercial Bldg.,
1-3 Burrows Street,
Wanchai, Hong Kong
Email: rani@netvigator.com
Tel: 28931628
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With best compliments
 
 

Mrs. & Mr. Ajay Jakhotia
 
 

Kunming Trading Company

Unit 601 & 602, 6/F, Chevalier House,
45-51 Chatham Road South,

Tsim Sha Tsui, Kowloon, Hong Kong

Tel: 2368 5997 (4 lines)
Fax: 2723 9408

email: kunmingt@biznetvigator.com
www.ktcdiamond.com

 Best Wishes for Durga Puja 
from

Unirich Jewelery
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1999 2000
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