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ILLUSION 

 

--Dr. Ashish Kr. Sinha 

Associate Professor (Retd.) 

SKM University, 

Dumka (Jharkhand) 

Walking down the corridor in gentle steps, I took a break at the portico. It was one thirty 

in the noon and the adjoining office was enjoying tiffin- break. Our recess was half an 

hour away. There was queue at the tobacco –shop and tea stall was full of customers. 

Banamali was glaring me obliquely, I noticed. I was not in mood to occupy my chair right 

then and I strolled along the portico.  Down the floor a few cars were parked, bicycles 

were also there. I continued gazing vacantly.   

It drizzled an hour back. I could smell the essence of wet soil. I could identify boss‟s car, 

the driver was engaged in wiping water-stains off the body. 

Banamali coughed thrice. I was sure he did it intentionally. He wanted to convey that he 

was in full knowledge of the conversation I had with the boss a few minutes back. I 

looked into the eyes of Banamali- he smiled. 

Banamali was chaprasi of the boss; he did not give any importance to ordinary clerks 

like me.  

Leaving his tool, he advanced towards me. He told me frankly “Don‟t get disheartened 

sir. Employees are compelled to endure a lot of things.”    

   „What? I tried to protest in deep voice. 
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   „Sir, I listened to the conversation‟ Banamali paused‟ whether u have lapses or not, it 

is immaterial. Boss‟s job entails scolding the employees as well‟. 

I got furious. To be precise, I could not stand Banamali. He was in the habit of meddling 

into others affairs. Even when he was making tobacco loudly on his palm, he would 

invite me to share it. Idiot…. I did not respond to Banamali. 

In measured steps I left the portico. My table was in the adjacent room. Surely, 

colleagues were awaiting me. On my return they would order tea or offer a cigarette. 

Someone would advice, another would sympathize. Shit…… 

After a few minutes I headed straight to my table and started typing. My fingers were not 

steady and typing proved to be difficult. I was sweating. 

I sensed someone‟s presence around my shoulders. Godhuli was there.  

Godhuli Mitra was the steno typist. 

She smiled „let us have tea‟ 

After a while 

Why?  We are already into tiffin hours. Come on. What would you prefer?‟ 

Nothing. 

Godhuli laughed „I have already ordered tea and snacks.‟ 

I did not respond. 

Nothing 

Godhuli asked „what is wrong with you‟? 

Nothing 

It can‟t be. I feel something happened to be serious. 

We occupied a table. I took long sips of water and then blurted out “what else could 

have happened? Boss asked for me in his chamber.” 

Godhuli could feel my pulse. She replied “You look different. Really.” 

I lighted a cigarette and narrated my story. Godhuli said “why you did not respond 

properly? You should have lodged protest.” 
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As heat of the lighted cigarette caressed my fingers, I realized that I was not taking puffs 

of the cigarette. I replied hesitantly” How could I have protested? He handed over a 

thick file to me and told curtly – you may go now “ 

“And you left like an obedient pupil “Godhuli hissed. 

“But I stared at him harshly before I left the chamber. I was not feeling comfortable and I 

was in no mood to engage in another round of conversation “I tried to relax.  

“A timid fellow .I mean you are a coward . Had I been at your place..” 

Thereafter, we were having snacks in total silence. All of a sudden, Godhuli inched 

closer to me. Softly she murmured “like you did with the boss, you do not feel interested 

in protesting my words. Isn‟t it? 

I laughed aloud. 

Godhuli was eying me intensely. I kept looking at her. It just slipped off our minds that 

the recess was over.  

(Original text in Bengali, translated into English by Apura Ghosh, Jalpaiguri, West 

Bengal) 

 
 


