


CLEAR SOUND AUDIOLOGY

WISHES THE BENGALI COMMUNITY OF GAINESVILLE
A HAPPY DURGA PUJA AND A SAFE NAVRATRI!

Dr. Swamy, Dr. Larmann, and Dr. Lang
are dedicated to providing patient-focused hearing healthcare.

Please call today to schedule your complimentary hearing consultation!

CLEAR SOUN 352-505-6766
AUDIOLOGY clearsoundaudiology.com

Gainesville, Florida 32605

Bring this ad to receive to receive a FREE hearing consultation & $200 OFF
towards your purchase of nhew hearing instruments. Valid thru February 2020.
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President’s Message

It is that time of the year again! Shaj shaj rob, Pujo Pujo bhab, golden sunshine, and blue skies with a nip in

the air as we step on the shishir bheja grass in the morning. On this festive occasion, on behalf of Gaines-
ville Bengali Association (GNVBNG) I would like to welcome you to join in the celebration of Ma Durga
on 5th and 6th October, 2019.

Throughout the year, GNVBNG strives to connect us, the Bengali community of
Gainesville with our beloved native Bengal. It is also through our various events and cultural programs
that we try to inculcate our rich culture in our next generation. Earlier this year, we celebrated Saraswati
Pujo and the Bengali New Year picnic with great enthusiasm and success. This year, we have also started
giving back to the community with volunteer activities.

I sincerely thank all members of the community in making these events such a suc-
cess. I also thank all our donors, sponsors, and advertisers for their generous support and encouragement.
Additionally, I appreciate the effort and hard work of the participants and volunteers in organizing each of
these events.

On this auspicious occasion of Durga Pujo which epitomizes the good over evil, I
extend my warmest greetings and Sharod Shubhechha to you. I hope you have a fun time at this year’s
Durga Pujo and make some great memories.

Happy reading the inaugural issue of our Sharodiya magazine!
Rimjhim Banerjee-Batist
President, Gainesville Bengali Association

Gainesville Bengali Association Board 2019-2020

President: Rimjhim Banerjee-Batist

Secretary: Upoma Guha

Treasurer: Rajib Das

President-Elect: Debasis Dutta

Student Presidents: Jhonti Chakrabarty, Anirudra Paul
Student Vice President: Kartik Sondhi

Trustees: Indraneel Bhattacharya, Malay Ghosh

Executive Committee Members: Kausturi Parui, Purboja Purkayastha, Digvijayee Pal, Shubhra Deb Paul,
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presents

Durgostov 2019
October 5 (Saturday) October 6 (Sunday)

10:00 am- Sadharan Puja 10:00 am- Kumari Puja

10:30 am- Invocation (Bodhon) 10:30 am- Sandhi Puja

11:00 am- Art Expressions 11:15 am- Nabami Pujg,
11:15 am- Saptami Puja, Pushpanijali, Prasad distribution
Prasad Distribution 11:45 am- Havan

12:15 pm- Ashtami Puja, Pushpanijali 12:00 pm- Dashami Puja
01:30 pm- Bhog (Lunch) 01:30 pm- Lunch

05:30 pm- Cultural Program 04:00-6 pm- Guest Performance

08:00 pm- Dinner (accompanied by snacks)

Freedom Community center,

Kanapaha Veterans Memorial Park

7400 SW 41 Pl, Gainesville, FL 32608

&, |gainesville
~2¢ |bengali association

Website:www.gnvbng.com




India vs. America, in My Eyes

India the Good India The Bad America the Good America the bad
There are colorful carni- | You've to boil the water | Nice looking houses. There are lots of bad
vals — many of them. to drink it. guys with guns!

Very very very good
tfood! Specially ones
cooked by Dida.

The roads are dirty.

Roads are cleaner and
fields are greener.

People waste so much
food and water. And
plastic.

You don’t have to wear
seatbelts that choke
you!

Some people are litter-
ing all the time.

People don’t litter much.

They keep eating junk
food. Lots of them.

Also many places have
no water!

Many fun holidays.

Tanuka Bhunia

Age 8
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Durga

I grew up in a Kolkata that is vastly different than the one today. My childhood memories are not of after-

noons spent in South City’s sprawling food court eating burgers or watching movies in IMAX theaters.

In my youth, Kolkata fell frequently into darkness during incessant power cuts and my brother and I grew

desperate to escape the thick, hot air of my grandfather’s house. We played cricket on the streets and ate
phuchka at the New Alipur park. I saw the movie “Yaadon ki Baaraat” at least a dozen times just to get out
of the sun, sit under a fan and listen to my favorite Bollywood song, “Chura Liya Hai Tumne.” That was the

only way to hear it unless a neighborhood paan and bidi stall decided to blast it with a mic.

Adda was a thing. I mean, really a thing, and we often accompanied Ma on evening jaunts to visit friends
and relatives. I lived through food rations and water shortages. I hung from crowded buses hoping my slip-
on shoes would not slip off. Back then, only the uber-wealthy owned cars. My father never did, not on his

professorial salary at the Indian Statistical Institute.

Life seemed hard compared to the modern conveniences of what middle class Kolkatans have now. We had
little in the way of consumer goods or comfort. We slept on hard beds and without air-conditioning, we
awoke drenched every morning, our pores opened wide and cleaned by air wetter than a damp towel. I
dreamed of a day when we would no longer have to beg my uncle, then a merchant marine, to bring us
back Kit-Kats from his adventures overseas. Or when I wouldn’t have to think of creative ways to stretch the

waistline on the one pair of jeans I had left, as though I could defy childhood growth.

School was tough, especially since my family moved in and out of India during those years and my brother
and I fell behind in our Bengali, Hindi and Sanskrit skills. We were admitted to reputable schools on one
condition: that by the time the next exams rolled around, we would not be failing in the vernacular lan-
guages. | remember stopping in front of the gates to Gokhale Memorial and Auxilium Convent to polish my
black Bata shoes for fear of failing inspection. And I dreaded visits from Ms. Watson, our Anglo-Indian tutor,
who possessed nails sharper than a knife and whittled away at our precious scented erasers purchased on a

rare trip to New Market. Those erasers were status symbols, after all, in a world in which we had little.

But the one thing we did have was Durga Puja or Pujo, as the Bengalis call it. That meant no school for a
tew weeks, shiny new clothes and pandal hopping around Kolkata to see which neighborhood had erected
the most beautiful idol.

We marked the dates at the start of the year. Calendars were coveted then, especially the slick English ones
my uncle brought home from Exide India, where he was a top executive. They graced the mostly bare and
whitewashed walls of our home along with poster versions of a Picasso self-portrait and Thomas Gaines-
borough’s “Blue Boy” that my parents carried back from one of our stays in America and had regally framed

as though they were the real deal.

We consulted the Bengali calendars, of course, to make sure we got all the dates for that particular year
right. Shashti, Saptami, Ashtami, Navami, Bijoya Dashami. The Bengali calendars tore easily and were

cheaply printed in black and white, except for important days marked in sindurvermilion.

2

\32/”2: N
%m‘ﬁ” ? 3 e p

Oy oV



cCoan

4 c’;r () eSS
sce g
&N (Y]

Barathakuma, my father’s aunt who was widowed at an early age and returned home to live with her brother
(my grandfather), consulted the calendar regularly. We observed Saraswati Pujo for the benefit of all the chil-
dren of the house, lest we fell behind in our education. And I remember my grandmother organizing Annapur-

na Pujo on occasion.

I knew the stories behind each god and goddess just like kids in America know the story of Jesus’ birth. But just
as Christmas shopping, decorating the tree and family feasts seem to trump everything else, so did the real

meaning of pujos.

For me, they were an opportunity to smear my feet with a/ta (red dye), don one of my aunt’s saris, wear match-
ing jewelry and kumkum (a dot on the forehead) and act older and more sophisticated than I really was. And of
course, pujos meant good food and lots of mishti (sweets). My two youngest uncles were known for their hefty
appetites and I have fond memories of them running up the stairs with vats of chomchom (a syrupy sweet) and
mishti doi (sweet yogurt). I can still hear my aunt yelling at her brothers for dipping into the desserts even be-

fore the priest had arrived.

But nothing compared to the five days of revelry during Durga Pujo. Some years, the seventh month of the
Hindu calendar came early, though I liked it better when it fell around my birthday in mid-October. That
meant presents as well as new clothes and it was a signal that the relentless monsoonal rains would soon end
and give way to a cooler, dryer season. Back then, readymade garments bled dye like an animal at slaughter and
my relatives presented us with fine cottons and silks weeks ahead of time so that our tailor could sew dresses
and shirts to my mother’s specifications. How happy it made me to wear a new outfit for each of the five days

of pujo.

Anticipation filled the air and burst through my heart. What heady days lay ahead. Food, gifts, celebration. I
awoke to the sound of dhak and dhol (types of drums) and went to sleep with the aroma of camphor and coco-

nut husk of the dhunuchi (incense).

[ visited the various pandals with my friends and family and we argued with each other about which idol was
the most beautiful. We ran to the New Alipur pandal for aart (an offering of light) and watched frenzied dhunu-

chi dances.

I marveled at the varying images of the mother goddess. Durga. Shakti. Devi. There she was in all her splen-

dor, the 10-armed warrior goddess riding a lion and slaying the once-invincible demon king.

And on the last day pujo, we fell to the feet of our elders to ask for blessings and then lined the second-floor bal-
cony of my grandfather’s house to watch the processions carrying Durga and her four children to the Hooghly

for immersion.

One year, my youngest uncle decided the Basu family would set up a food stall at the New Alipur park, where
the neighborhood pujo was held. The women of the family crafted aloo chop (potato patties) for days and
wrapped them in old Statesman newspapers to fry fresh for the hordes of people at the pandal. I was not yet a

teenager but proud to have succeeded in my first ever job manning the stall.

We moved away from Kolkata when I was 12 and I only returned as a visitor in the years that followed. Most of

the time, it was during the winter break when the weather was pleasant and my relatives had time off.
[~ X
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7, Occasionally, I attended pujo in Atlanta, where I lived for 29 years but I had few Bengali friends and without my
trusted calendars, I sometimes missed it altogether. Besides, it could never be the same as it was in Kolkata, I

: thought. I didn’t want to mar my memories.

After both my parents fell seriously ill, I spent months at a time in Kolkata. But never during Durga Pujo. It be-

came an inconvenience for me. I traveled home to help Ma and Baba, both of whom had become dependent on

others’ help by the late 1990s. My mother suffered a massive stroke in 1982 and was relegated to a wheelchair.
She had also lost too many of her cognitive abilities to run a household. My father held the reins for many years
until he, too, went down to Alzheimer’s. There was so much to be done when I visited—f{rom sorting out fi-

nances to doctor appointments and medical tests to maintenance on our flat on Ballygunge Circular Road.

None of it was possible during the pujo holiday when Kolkata came to a complete stop on everything that was

not Durga.

Over the years, my memories of Durga Pujo waned as did my interest in attending the festivities. Pandal hop-
ping felt like an assault to all my senses. The crowds had grown too large and perhaps even uncivil; the heat was

stifling and the constant thumping of the drums reminded me sadly of the bomb blasts I'd experienced in Iraq.

But what began to grow was my interest in the real meaning of Durga Pujo, especially after I began reporting

from India, first for the Atlanta Journal-Constitution newspaper and then for CNN.

Many of my stories focused on the lack of rights for Indian women and the systemic abuse that some women
are forced to endure. I wrote about girls who are denied the same education as their brothers or are forced into

difficult arranged marriages. I met women from all over India who were struggling in some way.

And yet, I was surrounded by images of Durga, the ultimate female incarnation of strength, the protector of the

universe.

Hindu legend goes that the gods created Durga to slay a king named Mahishasura, who had been granted im-
mortality by Brahma, the creator. No man or animal could ever kill Mahishasura but Brahma had not spared
him from a woman. So, when Mahishasura, high on his power, began attacking the world, the gods convened
to devise a plan. They created Durga and gave her 10 arms to carry a weapon from each of the gods, including
Shiva, the god of destruction, who bestowed upon Durga his trident. With it, the goddess dealt the last bloody

blow to the demonic king.

How could it be, I wondered, that men who worship such a fierce representation of a woman could be guilty of
sexism and misogyny, even? On the one hand, men fell to their knees before the mighty goddess while on the

other, they treated their wives and daughters with disdain.
I struggled to reconcile the contradiction. I still do.

Then, in the fall of 2013, I found myself deep in the interior of Maharashtra, reporting a story about a woman

who was raped by two policemen when she was still a teenager. Mathura pressed charges and found herself in
{ the limelight; she had become the subject of a landmark case that would give rise to the women’s rights move-
ment in India.

\ i The rape had occurred four decades ago and finding Mathura did not come easy. When I finally entered her lit-
? tle hut in a village where she had restarted her life, her two grown sons stood in the way. They were the ones
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spoke for their mother, they warned me. I looked into her eyes and thought she might have burst with
words, like a levee over a swollen river, had her sons not been there that day. Instead, she stood obedi-

ently behind them, under the only object on the bare mud walls: a small framed painting of Durga.

The protector of the universe was present in this tiny and spartan hut in Gadchiroli District.

On the long drive back to Nagpur a few days later, I thought of so many things about Mathura and the
wretchedness that had permeated her life. On the surface, she was a small woman with a frame of skin
and bones who had toiled in menial jobs and managed somehow to lead a life without the stigma of

rape haunting her at every second. Inside, she was fierce. Strong. Like Durga. She had survived the de-

mons in her life.

After that reporting trip to Maharashtra, I flew to Kolkata to visit my family and friends. It was late
September and the city was readying for Durga Pujo festivities. My aunt pleaded with me to stay a few

extra days. “When is the last time you were here for pujo?” she asked me.

I could not give her an honest answer. It had been that long. For the first time in years, I felt an urge to

stay. My birthday that year fell on Navami, the day before Bijoya Dashami.
“We can go visit everyone together,” my aunt said.

But I could not remain in Kolkata. My vacation had run out and I was now on deadline to write the
story I had just reported. I packed my bags and prepared for the long haul back. But before I left, I
made a quick trip to Gariahat, to the stalls along Rash Behari Avenue that sell figurines of Durga in al-
most every material imaginable. Terracotta, Indian cork, brass, copper, wood. I paid 85 rupees for a

terracotta one small enough to easily wrap in newspaper.

And Durga traveled to America tucked in my laptop bag, across a continent and an ocean, to be with

me now. And always.

Moni Basu

Moni Basu is the Michael and Linda Connelly Lecturer in Narrative Nonfiction at the University of Flori-

da’s School of Journalism and Mass Communication. She is a veteran journalist who worked previously for

CNN and The Atlanta Journal-Constitution. S sesoe, 0
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Gainesville er Gecho Dada

The story of the last bus/

..and the wonderful lady who drives it!
Over the years I have grown this habit of catching the last possible bus to come back home. Today the last

bus was super late. I almost called an Uber but was willing to wait since she mentioned last night about
driving it today.

And there she was! In a different bus altogether. Saying sorry multiple times for being late due to some lo-
gistics out of her control she goes on "I am so very thankful that you decided to wait. My adviser said drop
this trip nobody would be there but I knew you will be waiting right here. I insisted on doing one more
round and got this bus. Thank you precious for letting me drive you back home for one last time and end
this semester on such a great note. "

Thank god, I haven't bought a car yet!!

But why? Why did I not buy a car in a city like Gainesville !?

Probably a hundred people have judged me already for living like a grad student, not having a car etc. etc.,
but why this? I mean I am so used to getting judged that it simply doesn’t matter but really am I that harsh
on myself I? Have I ever thought about it? Yes, I have. With how I function, I have simply so much more
time everyday. My dear friend was joking that day, even though you did your Ph.d. in 5 years, you had
wayyy more time to work on it :P

Life has become simply so much crazier after I moved here! As I love every challenge that is thrown to me,
I see this as an excellent opportunity to try my best but with that you do need to pamper yourself some-
times as well! So at the cost of working from 10 am to 12 am everyday and catching the very last bus, I
have now made it a point to travel. Yes beyond academic work. I love so many areas of what I work on
that I don’t think twice to attend a conference which is not exactly related and even paying it from my
pocket. You know I saved some by not getting that car! Also, since getting a visa is such a hassle I make it a
point to visit other countries as well just for the sake of traveling. This summer was such an exhilarating
experience that I cannot tell more what I would’ve missed if I didn’t make this call. I had three conferences
in three continents and travelled to twelve countries over a period of 30 days. In a single backpack. Yes, not
transited but travelled. A typical work day would look like conference from 8 am to 6pm. My traveler self
would wake up at 4 am or 5 am depending on where I am to see the sunrise and capture it! My travel day,
as you can imagine would look something like this: Overnight trip from Thessaloniki to Athens, Go
straight to Philopappou Hill, right beside acropolis for sunrise, spend some time in Acropolis I cannot tell
you more how much I loved making the legends vs kids acropolis meme on facebook! After Acropolis, fig-
ure out how to go to Cape Sounion then go to Cape Sounion to visit temple of Poseidon, then at 5, start
for Athens again, reach Athens at 7 and then climb up mount Luccabettus for the sunset! This part broke
me as my 12 kg backpack did seem quite heavy but yes I view this as a training for something I will try next
summer! Finally, yes finally after the sunset have a nice dinner and head to the airport to catch a flight to
Singapore at 5 am :)

How do I get so much energy? Why don’t I just sleep? And eat lyad! This is where I probably need your
help. I need to hang out more with people who are passionate about sleeping and relaxing and can inject
that virus onto myself. With so much time I also like to maintain an active social media presence.
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I haven’t lived a single day without Facebook since I joined in 2008. Many a times I thought I need to deactivate
it and the very next day I was back. Please feel free to drop by Griffin Floyd and tell me what you are passionate
about and we can share some stories and I can learn from you. I keep telling this to everyone, you don’t have to
be passionate about traveling, travel planning or your work. Even if your hobby is sleeping, please be so good at
it that I can draw some inspiration from it!

By the way, catching the last bus is such a good practice I'm telling you :) It absolutely ensures that I don’t over-
work beyond 12 am and then can get back to my home to waste 4 more hours or buy some more airplane tick-
ets!

Travel planning as a hobby?

Yes. My hobby is not traveling. It is rather planning I mean I do travel quite a lot when I plan it. In fact, I am
now writing this in a flight from Orlando to LA and for the first time in my tiny little span of flying on nearly
200 airlines, this was one I thought I would miss, for the first time. As I was eating some good food for my up-
coming food portrait FB series at the 1-29 lounge of Orlando. My flight is from 48. I am so overconfident at
times, I was like oh 7.11 is when the gate closes start at 7 take the APM then take another APM to go to 30-59. I
did take the APM really but a wrong one. At 7, I was told I have to do security again! I After a lot of , “Can I
please go ahead of you my plane leaves in 10 mins, oh thank you so very much, you are a life saver” I reached
the gate at 7:15. The lady said, “You’ve made it sweet, don’t worry!” Told you :) People are inherently nice, in
fact very very nice. I am so glad to be living in a country like this where people say thank you sorry for every-
thing, open the door for the next person. It doesn’t hurt to do this. Just imagine, this lady kept it open for 5 extra
minutes just for me and could’ve politely said no. I would’'ve missed an international flight! I would’ve not been
writing these pieces. At all.

Planning travel? Like what? Everyone can do it right? Yes and I am on the fortunate side of shaping this to a hob-
by. 99§ Flight from NYC to Paris? What?? Forget about it! The airline went bankrupt. $110 from Goa to Lon-
don, that airlines Thomas cook went bankrupt too! It all started with Wow! $99 tickets to Iceland from Balti-
more :) Like literally WOW! That also couldn’t survive but this is the pattern I exploit upon. A basic economics
fact: When someone in a market drops the price staggeringly everyone else have to compete with it. Delta,
American United introduced basic economy to fight spirit frontier allegiant back in 2015. I enjoy the dynamics
so much and exploring this that all I do after I get back home is buy tickets. I mean come on, if you can get a
ticket from Belgium to Pisa in 11$ and your plan change who cares! I totally didn’t make that plane as I instead
went to Austria to spend some more time with friends and it didn’t bother me for a second.

Travel solo or NOT?

This brings me talk about traveling solo vs with friends, your loved ones or sometimes a complete
stranger! This summer was the first time I travelled solo, did I like it? I don’t know. At least you cannot sell it in
social media as traveling solo as a boy is not as cool as doing the same as a girl :P :P Also #solo travel is cool but
right when as a boy you put some totally weird selfies, your mobile bondhus will come and say Dr. Narcissist
whereas all they are posting themselves are selfies in different angles! Are bhai, have you ever tried asking ran-
dom people to take your picture. After you get back your phone you will see they have cut the main attraction
altogether :P Anyway getting back to the point, I cannot emphasize more how much more rewarding traveling
with someone is! It helps me to calm down, appreciate everyone has different speed, share so many more about
how are things in life, learn about theirs etc etc. I always make it a point to visit friends in a city even if that
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comes at a cost of some less sleep. To have the company is a bliss! But today I will tell you a story of how a
completely random stranger I travelled with in Pompeii changed some of my perspectives. Jaffrey, if you are
reading this, I will be so very glad!

After a rather disappointing hike to the crater of Vesuvias and a consolatory sunset viewing from Sorrento
beach, this was my last day in Naples. Right before I was heading for Pompeii, a just-turned-19 boy from
Minnesota wanted to join me. I was happy that he proposed the idea of going together. He is such a pro in
google maps! After a while he became very very comfortable and told me “Man, I was a bit skeptic as you
know these scam callers bla bla blah..” I assured him to not worry as I am not after his belongings :) We went
on to visit the ruins of Pompeii and clicked so many photos! This was on the same day of India-Pakistan
match and I never even remembered that such a match is happening. At 4, he wanted to leave Pompeii and
go something else. I was like maybe I should just spent a bit more here and then head directly to airport for
my 10 pm flight to Greece. He was like please can you accompany me I will get you to the airport for sure! I
enjoyed his company so much it made me wonder wow we are so different in our ages while our upbringing
has been so different but still it didn’t take us long for this. We went on to Ercolano again to click some more
photos and then finally I decided to head back to the airport. There was quite a bit of drama on my way back
but I will keep it for elsewhere. After I reached the airport, this guy texted me that he was quite emotional
and called his mom to say how wrong he was to generalize Indians to be scammers. I was so glad in how he
was so very honest about how he felt and how it changed. Just a few days ago, he posted in Facebook that he
printed out some of our pictures and put it in his room as the best memories from his adventurous just-out-
of-school graduation trip!

So yes, you see I am not good at pretty much anything except for telling stories :) This hobby has saved me
money, has let me talk with so many people, learn how they think but more importantly taught me how to
share these experiences. I am telling you I have never drawn this happiness from anything I ever did in work.
Finally, you can probably guess when I say international flight, can you guess where I am heading to?! Happy
durga pujo to all of you! I was supposed to visit a collaborator in Shanghai but I convinced her to be at the
right place so that we can work there instead! kono bangali ke nischoi bole dite hobe na, ei somoy prithibir
srestho jayga konta. Wait for it till I document this in Facebook and insta. As I am writing this, my parents
still don’t know! Oder ke bolo na please )

Sayar Karmakar
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Provider's Trusted Partner

As our name already suggests, our RCM solutions will minimize
your workload and improve cash flow. Fidus offers a platter of
services that will help your practice focus on your core area,

which is taking care of patients,

Grow your medical pra
while we increase your

Our Services
> Multi-Specialty Medical Coding, Billing and Revenue Cycle

Management (RCM)
> EHR/EMR Solutions

> Attestation and Credentialing

Feel free to give us a call for a no cost, no obligation assessment
of your current billing process and needs.

e 866-352-0677
N\ 352-275-2276
£ s66-352-0677
@ info@fidusmd.com

@ www.fidusmd.com

“FIDUS — We always deliver promises. ”
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I was born in Central India and grew up in Kolkata — the heart of Bengali food and culture. I do miss the vibe of :
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My Favorite Things to do in Gainesville, Fl

ecee®s

C e @

the “City of Joy but for almost the past decade I have called this little town of Gainesville, FL, my home. No mat- )

ter where I go I always want to come back here (even though I never thought that I was a small town person).

The best thing that I like about Gainesville is “variety” — the people here belong to all different parts and cultures
of the world. Most of them may be associated with the University like students and professors, and are very
friendly and educated. You can never be bored in Gainesville as there is always some free event going on in-

town.

It's hard to come up with a list of things that I like to do because they are just so many. May be I can share a cou-

ple of things that I would like everybody to try and let me know how you like it —

1) Sunset over Lake Alice — I just love sitting down on the grass by the lake, stretch my legs out and watch the

sunset. It makes me feel very calm and relaxed so that I can prepare for the forth coming challenges in my life.

2) Walk through Loblolly Woods Nature Park- Take a walk on the boardwalk and also not be scared to cross the
stream and explore the little trail on the other side. There is also a hidden decked area that my roommate told

me is a great kissing location (Karen is funny). The trail is
well shaded and never gets too hot.

3) Uppercrust Bakery- Buy yourself a dessert or two and if not then just stare at them- it can be very satisfying.
For those who have kids they do have baking classes for children.

4) Sweet Dreams Ice cream shop — Who does not love ice cream? They have unique ice cream flavors and they

are quite light on calorific value as well as price per pint.

5) Harn Museum of Art- Is a wonderful place to visit as an art museum as well have they have many events in-
volving the community and the kids. If you have kids who love art, music and/or dancing definitely look into the

different events at the Harn.

6) Free music concerts at Bo Diddley Plaza- Almost every Friday the city sponsors a free music concert in the
downtown plaza. I have enjoyed going to several of them and my favorite being the Brazilian- African music con-

cert. Oh the “drumbeats” are so peppy.

7) Holiday Lights at North Florida Regional Medical Center- I love putting on my jacket and walking around
through my neighborhood at night. The holiday lights look so pretty and I enjoy watching them with childlike
wonder. The hospital puts up beautiful lighting by the pond. Whether you are a kid or a grown up you will love
the ducks and the lights. So, these were some of my favorite things about our little town Gainesville, FL. Let me

know about what you like best about our hometown. I will wait for your answers.

Sharodiyar Antorik Preeti o Subhechha!
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SCHOOL OF DANCE AND MusIC
est, 1987

Guru: Mathura Alladi

Bharathanatyam Dance and Carnatic Music
Individual or Group Lessons

More than 30 years of Teaching Experience
Class Locations: Gainesville, Jacksonville, & Orlando

www.Jathiswara.com
(352) 514-2462 Mathura.Alladi@jathiswara.com
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Durga Puja Cultural Program 2019
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Folk and retro Bengali songs (Ganeshvilla Talkaata Surkaana Cultural Club) - Jhonty Chakraborty,
Srijata Samanta, Samrat Roy, Purboja Purkayastha, Shubhra Deb Paul, Sreeja Chowdhury, Ku-
maresh Dhara, Shubhradeep Bhar, Rita Dasmahapatra and Aritra

Recitation (Sabandani by Shubho Dasgupta) - Swagata Mondal

Group Dance (Krishna Vandana) - Aapti, Gaurangi, Saanvi, Saahnvi, Aadhya, Karunaya, Prisha
Instrumental(keyboard) - Rita Das Mahapatra

Recitation (Adbhut Andhaar by Jibanananda Das) - Aritra

Dance (Maiyya Yashoda) - Saanvi

Srutinatok (Paaka Dekha by Swapan Ganguly) - Pratik Pal and Rita Das Mahapatra

Piano (River flows in you!) - Prithika Bose

Group Dance (Megher Kole Rod Heseche) - Aapti, Rianshi, Tanuka

. Piano (Fusion) - Upal Bose

. Chitrangada- Rani Batist, Amrutha Agarwal, Keira D" Costa, Aagneya Singh Banerjee, Alyssa D’

Costa, Saanvi Lalwani, Anushka Vyas, Raha Babar, Purni Hasitha Tumati, Sukhman Sidhu, Prithi-
ka Bose, Sanskriti Bhosale, Ariana Rashid, Tvisha Joshi, Temima Nuzhat, Irma Rahman, Ahnaf
Rashid, Eshan Kamal, Raanan Akond

Dance medley (Sure Nritye Shakti Bandana) - Madhurima and Piyasa

q Dv “""u-cef
31 70 N



e n0®2n
2,
’ﬁuaa ) V> D
32233 5 @‘0

Chitrangada: The Warrior Princess

jun, the brave warrior travelled the length and breadth of India during his j§
term of exile. It was during his wanderings that he met Chitrangada, the
daughter of the king of Manipur and eventually married her.

Rabindranath Tagore took the basic story of Chitrangada from the epic and

adapted it in his drama, expanding the narrative with his deep sensitivity in the

characterization of princess Chitrangada, where the feminine subjectivity comes out through his characteristic lyri-
cal style. The King of Manipur was bestowed with a boon by Lord Shiva that only sons would be born in his fami-
ly. So when Chitrangada was born, the King brought her up as his son training her in warfare, archery, economics,
and politics — well-equipped to take over the responsibilities of the King. The play unfolds at a time when Arjun on
his 12-year vow of celibacy comes wandering to Manipur and meets Chitrangada, dressed as a man, on a hunting
spree with her friends. Considering them to be young boys, Arjun makes fun of their abilities. This enrages Chi-
trangada and she invites him for a fight but Arjun ignores her. This disturbs Chitrangada as she discovers the
woman in her and falls in love with Arjun, only to be refused. The Princess’ pride is shattered. She approaches
Madan (the God of Love) to transform her into a beautiful woman (Surupa) in order to entice Arjun. Through her
transformation from the warrior princess to the diva with charming, feminine attributes, Tagore carves her as the
timeless, complete woman who personifies love, and sensuousness. Awestruck by the beauty of (transformed)
Chitrangada, Arjun falls for her. When marauders attack Manipur, the villagers look up to Chitrangada to protect
them and save their lives and properties. Arjun, while talking to the villagers is astonished by the description of her
bravery, courage, and fighting skills and wishes to meet the warrior Princess only to discover the real Chitrangada.
He wishes to marry her but Chitrangada alerts him that she is neither a Devi (goddess) nor an ordinary woman. As
a wife, she wants to be an equal partner to her man, not otherwise. Tagore’s concerns over woman’s identity and
her position in society constitutes the essence of this play.

Cast:

Kurupa Chitrangada — Rani Batist

Surupa Chitrangada — Amrutha Agarwal

Arjun — Keira D’ Costa

Madan — Aagneya Singh Banerjee

Friends — Prithika Bose, Sanskriti Bhosale, Sukhman Sidhu, Purni Hasitha Tumati, Ariana Rashid, Temima Nu-
zhat, Irma Rahman, Alyssa D’ Costa, Saanvi Lalwani, Anushka Vyas, Najli Babar, Tvisha Joshi

Villagers — Ahnaf Rashid, Eshan Kamal, Raanan Akond

Choreography:
Rimjhim Banerjee-Batist
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gainesville
3 |bengali association

waw.gnvdng.com « FB/znvbeng « @newpnvbng

presents

Indrani Mukherjee Aecommpanists:
(Folk singer) P '
Upal Bose
Soumitro Mukherjee Samrat Roy
(Harmonica) Shashank Mayakar

4-6pm,October 6, 2019

Freedom Community center

Kanapaha Veterans Memorial Park
7400 SW 41 PI
Gainesville, FL 32608
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