
  

 



  

 

������ �
���	�
��

��	�
 ���� �

���������
 � 
����
�� �
�������
 � 
�����
�� �!	
����	"

#$ 


 
 

Souvenir 
Regional Bengali Conference 2011 

Presented by Prayag group 
Hosted by 

Bengali Association of Greater Nashville 

�%�
�& ��'(
���� �
�� �!	(
)*��
" 


June 24-26,2011  
Nashville,  Tennessee 



2 

  
 


!���+�
�,�
!���+�
�,�
!���+�
�,�
!���+�
�,�   



3 

 

�-. �
/0	
1��2

���
3
	�/(
��#	��. 
45���
6�#
�"�7 �/��89 �
�:+��
5;�/��(
��#	��. 
<
��5
��	=�>?
4�"�7 �?�3��9 �

@�/+�!
7A��B"
4/��8
6�#
�"�7 ����/9 �
)��	��
 � 
@�/+�!
7A��B" �


���
C
�:+�� �)�
����3
@� �
��+D+� 


 
 


E�.�"�
E�.�"�
E�.�"�
E�.�"� ��� �

FG
)���
,���H �
6/���
+I�C( �

JI� �
FG
).I�+�
J��� �

6�#
).I��+� �
7�	
)��1 �

+���

 � � �)	 �3H�
FG


)���
,���

 

+K��"� �

)���
,���
!�	��
� 

@/�	� �

FG
��1(
+�3
�/��
��1H
�+���	�
@
L�(
�+���	�
FG
 �
��
��M�H

6��*(
6��*
FG
���
�3
 � 
�"��
6����H
6�����
FG
+%�	
)��


������H
���
���
�
�
F�G��
N+�"
���
���+�

��"H
 

)
3

��"
O��
1%�*
7	�
$*��
������

�P"
,���
 � 



������  



4 

 



5 

 



6 

 

���������������������������� Index 
 

 

RBC Committee Members  7 

Program Schedule  8 

Rarest of Them All Suporna Chaudhuri 12 

Brotherly-Sisterly Love Sumedha Chakravarti 13 

My trip to Hocking Hills Sumitro Chakravarti 17 

One Last Song Lagnajita Mukhopadhyay 18 

�� Poems Reeta Bandyopadhyay 20 

�� Poems Anwesa Chakrabarti 21 

1%Q��
).�I�
 
R"�
)
� 
 22



�+�S 
 @/�
�7�JB 
 23


1��
 � 
�:+��
5;�/��(
���+�
 �
@�/+�!
7A��B" 
 24�

	

��
���������	�
�
�� �������������� ���

)�T�
*����+(
*����+(
*����+ 
 @U�
��R=���O=�� 
 28 

���
���
 V1�� 
 @�/+�!
7A��B" 
 31 



7 

  

Regional Bengali Conference 
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Prayag Prekkhagriha: Business Forum  
Friday June 24, 2011 

Preliminary Session: Invest in the USA 
 
10:30 AM– 10:50 AM: Local Issues and Incentives on Investment 
 Carlyle Carroll, VP of Recruitment, Nashville Area Chamber of Commerce 
 
11:00 AM – 11:20 AM: Immigration Issues for Potential Investors 
 Dan White, Nashville Area Chamber of Commerce 
 
11:30 AM – 11:50 Noon: Investment and Legal Issues 
 John Butler, Dept. of Commerce, State of Tennessee 
 
12:00 Noon – 12:20 PM: Portfolio Management and Investment Choices in India and 

USA 
 Basudeb Bagchi and Avik Bagchi of Prayag group from India 
 Abhijit Das – Lemongrass (India segment) 
 

· Ten minutes between talks will be utilized for questions and answers 
 
 

Prayag Prekkhagriha: Business Forum  
Saturday June 25, 2011 

General Session: Global Economy 
 
9:30 AM– 9:40 AM: Opening Remarks 
 Dr. Bala Bhaskar, Economic Counselor, Embassy of India, Washington D.C 
 
9:40 AM– 10:05 AM: Health of Indian Economy and Avenues to Invest in India 
 Hemanth Kumar, Brentwood, TN 
 
10:10 AM– 10:35 AM: Strategies to Protect your Family and Business 
 Rick Massey and Alan Joyce,  American General Life and Accident (AGLA) Insurance. 
 
10:40 AM– 11:05 AM: Success of Hotel/Motel Business in the Indian Community 
 Goutaum Advani, Nashville, TN 
 
11:10 AM– 11:35 AM: International Collaboration in the Higher Education/Technology 

Transfer 
 Dr. Soumen Ghosh, Professor, Tennessee State University, Nashville, TN 
 Avik Bagchi from Prayag Group from India 
 
11:40 AM – 12:00 Noon: Real estate opportunities in India  
 Subesh Ray - Lemongrass 
 

· Five minutes between talks is for questions and answers. 

ALL PROGRAM SCHEDULES ARE SUBJECT TO CHANGE. 
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Prayag Prekkhagriha Medical Forum 
Saturday June 25, 2011 

 
 
12:30 PM-12:40 PM: Opening Remarks 
 Speaker: Dr. Anuradha Chakraborty 
 
12:40 PM-1:10 PM: Managing Chronic Renal Failure Patient- India and  

 U.S. Experience 
 Speaker: Dr. Saugar Maripuri, Nephrology Division, Vanderbilt University Hospital 
 Moderator: Dr. Vinita Anand 
 
1:10 PM-1:40 PM: Recent Advances in Pain Management 
 Speaker: Dr. Madhu S. Yelameli 
 Moderator: Dr. Ashok Saha 
 
1:40 PM -2:10 PM: Medical Oncology in the Global Scene 
 Speaker: Dr. James Peyton, Tennessee Oncology 
 Moderator: Dr. Anuradha Chakraborty 
 
2:10 PM-2:40 PM: Cardiovascular Risk in General Population and its Prevention 
 Speaker: Dr. Tina Gresham 
 Moderator: Dr. Arundhati Gowda 
 
2:45 PM - 3:00 PM: Modern treatment and its affordability to lower middle class 

population in India // Scopes of investment in health sector in 
India 

 Speaker:  Seikh Mustak Ahmed , CEO – SASTHYA.COM 
 

· Five minutes between talks is for questions and answers. 

ALL PROGRAM SCHEDULES ARE SUBJECT TO CHANGE. 



12 

 �
 
 
 

Rarest of Them All 
 

Suporna Chaudhuri (Atlanta, GA) - Age: 15 
 
Some people are like windows: 
Through them, you can see the world  
 from an entirely different perspective… 
Such people are common. 
Some people are like doors: 
They appear at auspicious moments  
 and lead to worlds of opportunity… 
Such people are common. 
Some people are like floors: 
They provide you with a base to start from  
 and always keep you standing tall… 
Such people are common. 
Some people are like walls: 
They allow you to lean on them in times of  
 need and continually give you support… 
Such people are common. 
Some people are like curtains: 
They protect you from external misery yet  
 withdraw to let you enjoy the sunlight... 
Such people are common. 
Some people are like mirrors: 
They tell you the truth, the whole truth,  
 and nothing but the truth… 
Such people are common. 
Some people are like air-conditioners: 
You can tell them what you want and they know  
 exactly how to cool you down… 
Such people are common. 
Some people are like candles, 
They never let you lose your faith and are  
 the essence of everlasting hope… 
Such people are common. 
But some people are like whole rooms: 
They have windows, doors, floors, walls, mirrors,  
 curtains, air-conditioners, and undying candles. 
Within that room, you know you will be loved forever… 
Such people are the rarest of them all. 
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 The day was warm and sunny just like my mood. A few hours ago, I 
had found out that my brother had won the one thousand dollar lottery at 
his college!  I  was walking,  more-or-less  running actually, with my friend 
towards the bus stand for home because this week was spring break for 
both my brother and me. My friend looked at me closely and said after a 
while, “Do you think he’ll buy something for you with the money?” Selfish 
as it may sound, the main reason I was excited was because I just knew that 
he’d end up getting something wonderful for me. “Of course!” I nearly 
shouted optimistically. “Well, how do you show that you’re a good sister to 
him?” my friend asked thoughtfully. I thought about the countless number 
of times that I had tricked him, gotten money or candy off of him, made 
him act like a fool in front of me, or punched him, and said, “Oh, I always 
make sure that when he’s in trouble, I don’t make fun of him too much, and 
I always end up giving him the objects back that I borrowed.”  
“More-or-less what you mean is that whatever you stole, your mom forces 
you to give it back to him,” my friend announced. 
“Oh yeah, well, how do you show your affection to your little brother?” I 
asked. 
“Well, for his birthday, I bought him thirty dollar worth of songs for his 
iPod from ITunes,” she replied. Then chuckling she added, “But I’m sure 
that it doesn’t equal to your sisterly love at all…..” 
 
 When my brother came home finally (four days later than me be-
cause I assumed that he had spent a lot of his money and needed to get his 
picture taken and all), I was all smiles for him. He seemed a bit surprised 
because I was never there to greet him normally. “So, how was it?” I asked 
putting forth  my  best  older-sister  attitude.  “What do you mean?”  he  
asked  confused. 
“I mean the money, what’d you do? You couldn’t have possibly forgotten 
about it?” It was just like my brother to forget about money and all that. 
“Oh, well, it’s being taken care of,” was all he said as he munched on a 
snack. 
“And?” I leaned in with anticipation. “How’d you spend the money silly 
goose?” 
“I haven’t spent it all yet-“he began, but after seeing my expression, he said 
apprehensively, “But I did get a lot of things.” 
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“Like what? Oh, don’t keep me in suspense all day!” I begged. That’s when 
I noticed this ugly repulsive looking spider about the size of a normal human
-sized palm on the table. I screamed so loud, I was sure I had woken the 
dead. “What’s the matter with you Didi?” my brother shouted nearly falling 
off his chair. 
“W-Why is there a spider right on the table in front of you?” I screamed. I 
grabbed a broom and was about to swat it when my brother stopped me. “No 
Didi,” he cautioned. “I spent two hundred dollar on that thing.”  
I  shook my  brother and  shouted, “You spent  two  hundred dollars  on a 
spider? On a disgusting, filthy, abominable spider?” 
“Didi, we don’t need synonyms of the word gross right now,” he said, trying 
to be witty. 
“Well, hasn’t my dear, darling Bhaiya turned into such an animal lover 
now?” I said sarcastically. 
“Well, it’s a special spider, okay?” my brother said a little grouchily. Then, a 
sly smile crossed his face and he said, “But you’ll find out the value of the 
spider later.” I refused to even look at him. I said, “You have no plans at all 
right? All you do when we get home is sit, watch T.V, play, and sleep. So not 
responsible are you?” Then my brother said, “Well, do you still want to 
know how I spent my money, because believe me, I didn’t spend it all on 
myself.” That’s when I realized that my brother wouldn’t have forgotten me; 
he was actually acting responsible now! I inched close to my brother and 
this time I patted his head and smiled sweetly saying, “Yes, you are so smart, 
how’d you spend the money?” 
He frowned a bit at first and said, “Well, Ma made me put three hundred 
dollars in a bank for savings or something. Typical of Ma you know?” I 
quickly nodded so he’d get to what he bought for me quickly. I was never 
good at mental math, but I figured that he had five hundred dollars left to 
spend on others after he wasted two hundred dollars for a stupid spider. That 
alone was enough to make my blood boil. Still, my brother continued on 
placidly, “I donated fifty dollars to a charity!” 
“How wonderful Bhaiya. What a golden heart you have! Surely you got 
something great for everyone right?” I was hoping he got my hint.  
“I spent seventy five dollars on myself. I got new video games (well, he got 
a lot of games, but I just classified them as video games) and a skate board.” 
“Bhaiya, you can’t really skate board though. Remember last time?” I asked. 
“Yeah, I remember how you tricked me into going to that place with my 
skate board so that I fell down and split my pants. But I still want to practice 
and I can finally impress my friends,” he said. I giggled quietly at the 
memory. 
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“Well,  I  said,  that leaves you with umm,  three  hundred  seventy  five  
dollars!”  I  announced  happily. 
“What’s this, Didi? You can count inside your head now?” he teased. 
“Just get on with it,” I growled with drawing my hand. My brother went on 
with how he bought figurines for my Ma for her China cabinet and a “good 
treat” for my Baba that my brother said was a secret between him and my 
father.  Then  he  said  that he had bought some Bengali  books first class 
collection for my grandmother Mimi, and many sports mementos for my 
Dadu. He had bought nice smelling shaving gel for my uncles and even a 
squeaky chew toy for their dog. Then he took a breath. At this time, I was 
just wafting around the kitchen, but during the short hesitation, I thought 
that my gift must be getting close, so I smiled encouragingly at my brother 
to continue. But he didn’t mention my gift and went on to his friends. I just 
thought that he must be saving the best for last and mention my gift at the 
end. He had bought a bunch of silly boy stuff for his friends at college and 
home and he even bought presents for some of my really close friends. At 
this time, I was fretting a bit because he hadn’t mentioned my present yet, 
“Ah, Bhaiya, are you getting to the end of your spending list. I wasn’t even 
sure you could spend all that with only three hundred seventy five dollars! 
Hehehe!” I laughed nervously. 
“Oh, Didi, of course I’m not done yet! I got a present for everyone I care 
about.”  Reassured, I went to him and said, “Yes, silly me. You bought 
something for everyone!” Then he droned on about gifts for another five 
minutes;  even  buying  gifts for cousins  we  had  never even seen and 
neighbors who never talked to us. “Bhaiya,” I said, “You sound like you’re 
packing a bag to India now or something!” I exclaimed. 
“Don’t be silly Didi. All this comes from the goodness of my heart. Ahem, 
now for the last fifteen  dollars….”  This  was it I thought,  although the 
spending account of the last three hundred fifty dollars was quite a bore. The 
moment when he’d say that he had got jewelry, or a shirt, or a- 
“It’s a scarf with stripes and sequins and, oh, why don’t I just show you.” 
He pulled out one of the most gorgeous scarves I had ever seen! And it was 
for me, I just knew it! “It’s beautiful,” I breathed.  
“Well,  it’ll  look beautiful on her then,”  my  Bhaiya  announced.  I was 
confused. “What exactly are you talking about?” I asked. 
“The scarf. I got it for that poor stray kitty that walks around our neighbor-
hood. She’ll look lovely in it, don’t you think?” He began to hum to himself. 
But for me, the world was spinning. “You bought a gift for a stray? A stray 
that we don’t even know, that you have no personal connection with, and  
yet  you  don’t  get  your  wonderful,  fabulous-”  I  couldn’t  finish  because  
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for the first time in my life, I think I was fainting. As I blacked out, I 
heard my Bhaiya’s voice saying, “Well, I’m such an animal lover now 
so….”  
 
 When I came to my senses, I was lying on a sofa. The wretched 
scarf was wound around my neck. My Ma came in the room and said, 
“So how was Sleeping Beauty’s nap? Your Bhaiya got so many beautiful 
figurines for me. And I see that you’re already wearing his present to you. 
But he and your Baba just went out for a “special treat”. So you must 
help me with dinner.” She left, and I didn’t bother to tell her that I must 
have fainted,  but  who  believes me. As I got up, I wondered, why the 
stray kitty’s scarf was on my neck, and then I noticed the white paper 
fluttering to the floor. It was addressed to me and said— 
 
Dear Didi, 
 I don’t know if you’re faking the fainting or not, but if you are, 
hats off to you. We have such a relationship you know? You’re usually 
tricking me and getting stuff from me, while I would just tell on you like 
a baby. I guess those times won’t change, but that doesn’t work for me. I 
mean, I need to get revenge you know? Usually, when I let you borrow 
something or I gave you something, I’d demand payment, like candy, or 
not telling Baba or Ma that I was on the computer when I shouldn’t have 
been, or even granting me a whole day where you couldn’t punch me 
once, but this time, I think that your expression was payment enough. I 
knew that you really cared about only your gift first, then you’d patiently 
listen to all the other gifts, but I decided to change that up a bit. This time, 
I think that your expression was payment alone. You know that spider? 
Yeah, I’m not dumb enough to spend two hundred dollars on a spider an-
yways. It’s a hidden camera. You can’t really mind me taking a video of 
that! Haha! Fooled you this time! See you later! 
Sincerely, 
Your dearest, darling, “animal loving” Bhaiya. 
P.S: I know, this probably goes without saying that I’m expecting your 
revengeful wrath within a week if not a day….. 
 
 When I first read his letter, I was looking wildly around the room 
for ways to get revenge. Then thinking better of it I just thought, “What 
would I do without my Bhaiya?” 
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One Last Song 
 

Lagnajita Mukhopadhyay (Nashville, Tennessee) – Age 13 
 

 It isn’t the sound of bullets. Lennon hears the sound of brittle ice breaking 
under his footsteps. It seems as though thousands of tiny beetles are clawing 
away at the frozen ground. Lennon can’t tell if he is awake or asleep. Just like 
the feeling of a dream. Lennon can hear the sweet melody of a song a million 
miles away. It seems as though he has heard it before. He can hear a guitar play-
ing the sound of five bullets exploding through his body. Lennon is getting very 
sleepy……very sleepy.  
 
 It’s a cold December night. New York is slowly getting covered in feath-
ery snow. Mixing in with the white, stands out the fire red of blood, trickling 
through the snow grains. Lennon recognizes the blood. It’s none other than his 
own. This is the blood that carried heartfelt songs through his veins long ago. 
Then, he remembers that song: Walking on Thin Ice. This is the song Lennon can 
hear his wife, Yoko, singing that morning. He vaguely remembers the feeling of 
the cool guitar wrapped around his fingers.  
 
 For a moment, Lennon’s sleep leaves him. He adjusts his glasses to see the 
world through his eyes, just one more time. His view is obstructed by the tiny 
dots of red splattered on his glasses. A moment passes, and he can’t see anything 
at all; someone has removed his glasses. Whoever did this is wise; it’s not right 
to let John Lennon see the world without him.  
 
 Now, Lennon wants to dream. His last dream on Earth. He wants a deep 
sleep more than anything else. I haven’t even had dinner yet. Why am I so 
sleepy? Where’s Yoko? Oh right, Sean......My son.......I didn’t even get to say 
goodnight! Lennon shouts, “Hey Yoko! I’m going to bed. Can you please tell 
Sean about the Beatles? He doesn’t even know about…….” But no sound comes 
out. What’s wrong with me? Why can’t I speak? What’ll happen to my music? 
Music........music....it seems to echo in his head.  
 
 For a split second, Lennon opens his eyes. He sees the man that had the 
courage to render him senseless. This starts a friendly conversation, “Hello 
Chap! I don’t know why you had to kill me. But thanks for ending my life. You 
know what; I hadn’t been able to give birth to any songs for many days. I think 
dying is better than that. But Lennon can’t commit suicide. Lennon can’t escape 
from life. Props to you man. You opened the door to another world, another life 
for me. I am not afraid to die because the Beatles will never die. The Beatles are  
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immortal. I was a star on Earth; now I’m going to be a star in the sky. Honestly 
speaking, Mark David Chapman: my fingers are shaking; I can’t write songs. 
My hands are senseless; I can’t touch the guitar. No notes come out of my 
mouth; I’m speechless. But if I could, do you know what I’d do? I would write a 
song for you.”  
 
 Lennon hears that song again. One last song…..Walking on Thin 
Ice….Again, he hears the shattering sound of ice cracking. But this time, he 
hears it in his heart. And he hears the disturbing sound of beetles crawling 
around in his head. Everything blurs; in the horizon, the world looks like a 
‘yellow submarine’. Yellow, like the leaves withering from the trees in winter. 
The leaves, with  no second chance. Lennon, with no point of return.  For one 
second…..only a second, Lennon regrets it. I’m leaving so soon? Life is this 
short? If only I could live longer....... “Would you still need me, would you still 
feed me, when I’m 64?”  
 
 Lennon feels a familiar hand on his shoulder. Without opening his eyes, 
he can tell that it’s Yoko. Lennon says, “Sing Yoko….sing for me.” Yoko can’t 
sing. She starts to cry. Her tears cascade down her cheeks and drop onto Len-
non’s face. Like how, whenever he sang, there were teardrops on his guitar. Len-
non starts crying too. Why do people cry? People cry when they love something. 
Lennon loved life. He loved its music.  
Lennon suddenly hears much commotion. It seems like a crowd of millions of 
people asking him to sing one last song. “Lennon, SING….sing…!” Lennon 
shakes his head, “Sorry, no more songs. I’m going to a place where above me, 
there’s only sky.” Ambulance sirens….blinking lights…..blur of voices……..It’s 
the end of the show.  
 
 It was all a dream. Jerking back to reality; yelling and screaming of peo-
ple wanting to take Lennon to the hospital. When he hears this, Lennon decides 
that he needs to fall asleep quickly. Because Lennon can’t be treated by medi-
cine. Lennon is treated by one thing only: music. Lennon’s eyes close, just like 
when he used to sing. He is singing in dreamland…… Just below the sky. But 
no one can hear the song. A world of music is silenced. As if nothing happened, 
Lennon sleeps.  
 
 The  planet  called  Earth goes on with the hustle and bustle of people 
driving  down  the  streets.  Lennon sleeps. Somewhere, a baby is born in the 
cradled arms of her loving mother. Lennon sleeps. But then, someone is losing 
their loved one, just like Lennon. He sleeps. The world hears one last song, one 
last chord, one last word, and everything is silent. Lennon sleeps. 
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 3 Poems 

So tired, but unable to sleep 
Not able to close your eyes and drift off 
Your mind moving hundred miles an hour 
But not comprehending anything at all 
 
Anxiety for the new day coming 
Counting the hours, minutes, seconds 
Time moving ever so slowly 
The new day feeling farther and farther away 
 
You can’t seem to stay still 
Tossing and turning no way comfortable 
Trying to calm yourself, willing to sleep 
Counting to a thousand, then again, and again 
 
Sleep just doesn’t seem to want to come 
Giving up, slowly you rise from the bed 
Glimpsing at the mirror to look at your face 
Not recognizing the reflection in the mirror 
 
Hair scattered around your face 
Eyes dark with bags underneath 
Looking at the clock, it’s three in the morning 
Trying again to sleep, eyes open and it’s morning 

Insomnia 

Rain 

There must be something about the rain 
That it darkens up a room 
That soft pitter patter 
As it falls carelessly from the sky 
 
Sometimes it brings joy 
A cleansing to the earth 
Other times it brings grief 
Changing from eye to eye 
 
The clap of the thunder 
The shock of the lightening 
The chill of the drops falling down 
One by one by one 
 
Each drop bring something new 
A memory, a gift, a token 
To the life unlived 
To the life of someone, something, somewhere 

I feel as light as a butterfly 
Twirling and spinning and twirling again 
My heart filled with warmth 
As the wind rushes through my hair 
 
Light brightening the outside 
The sweet air beckoning me to stay 
To indulge in the joyful mood 
The bliss of the present time 
 
Not aware of anything else 
Just me and the air surrounding 
No mistakes or regrets 
Content being my only friend 
 
There is no stopping me 
As the hours turn from day to night 
Moving to the everlasting music 
Feeling it running through my skin 

Dancing 

Reeta Bandyopadhyay (Nashville, Tennessee) - Age ��������  

�
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She closed her eyes 
He closed his mind 
The drums began to beat 
We were wrong, you and I. 
We thought we were gods. 
We thought we knew the ways of our world, 
But it was theirs 
When the drums began to beat. 
His feet shackled to the Devil's red earth 

began to move 
Her dark, maddened form began to sway 

both arms lifting 
raised to sweet heaven as the angels 

opened her voice. 
He threw down his final attempt. 
We saw our chance. 
We took their world. 
Her voice soared to meet his 
To Steal his 
His last breaths heard inside her whispered prayers 
She fell. 
He fell to the Devil's red earth. 
As we stood on that earth 

our world 
And claimed the debt of blood. 
But the drums… 
Yes, in the drums we heard our defeat 
Because those drums, 

those drums 
would never cease to beat. 

 

(The drums symbolize the music and the voice of the slave,  
a voice that grew until it was able to fight back.) 

2 Poems 
Anwesa Chakrabarti 

The Drums 
 

 [Slavery was abolished in 
USA in 1865. It still continued 
in many other countries. The 
last news of abolishing slavery 
was from Mauritania in 1981. 
Is it really abolished …      
completely …?  
 Does civilization go on 
creating newer forms of     
slave-owners?] 

 
 

Radnor Lake Between Winter and Spring 
 

The floor bejeweled with heather fields 
Honey wheat and larkspur dew 

The tufted titmouse, no mouse, nestling still 
The black leaves fall and yellow peeks through. 

May apple juice for May apple jellies 
Broad green umbrellas like lily pad thrones 

Sycamore burns, charring white, flashing bright 
And the shaggy shagbark beneath sycamore bones.  



22 

 �
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

[��D��"(
@O=���

R"�
)
�
�W/%I"
��+!��
/�X�H
+�Q�
�� ���
���Y
+�Q�
���+�

) ���
6�
@�0�B
@�!D+�H
6I���
+�Q�
63
���+��*
��� 
� ��+
)���
�/��

@+=Z
���R+H ] 

�/��
����(
+%�/
�/��
 �
[�  
���
1%Q��
).�I� �
 
1%Q��
).�I��

)!����
\�� �(
�!"�+�
���� �
����
�]��(
@/�^
���� �
�	����
?���(
_.0���
���� �
���`8��
)��a%�(
b2
��

���� �
5����
���/	
��C��(
@�7����
���� �
O0�	/�	�
��7"�
��>?%�	��(
@+"+��
����� �
� c�
��	!
���
(
�0+���
�7��� �
 �	 � �����	�
1���(
� ��Z
���� �
+����.�
	%���7%��(
Jd��
!%	�� �
7T%3
���I�
7�	+�(
5T�+
����� �
��� �)��T�
��/OX(
/%�e
���� �
��Q "�
_�(
@
"/��
)1�Q�� �
��b=fg�`
/�"U�(
/�+%=��
@X!�
���� �
)��/���
Ch(
5i+�
���� �
�/��
/�(
@+��j��
���
���� �

 
��
1%Q���
�/��(
)+�/��
/� � ��� �k.�
�.�� �
)J
�����
��+
����	�
�� �

+���
�/�	��
�.���

���

��, �
��
63 �

$%/
!������� �
�,
�������� �
�#
1T�����
�.��HH �

1%Q��
).�I�1%Q��
).�I�1%Q��
).�I�1%Q��
).�I���� �

R"�
)
�
R"�
)
�
R"�
)
�
R"�
)
� ��� �



23 

  
 


�+�S �
 

@/�
�7�JB@/�
�7�JB@/�
�7�JB@/�
�7�JB ��� �
 
�T
.��
��
����
������ �
@�!/��
C
��
lll
lll �
�m��
)+�
6�/�n
+�Q�

E��H �
 
o=������
.�T�+ �
,�pT
)I�+
)I�+
*�	/�*�	
��/ �

�+�S�
@�!D+�
J+3
�	%� �

�Z�� �3
6�/�n
q` �
lll
 c����
lll
lll
).I�	C
��
lll
��
)I�	C
�� �
� 
)J��"
)+�
�3 �
� 
/�
��1(
 �"�
C
��1 �
��1
,�pT
C
 ��
 
+�%�
4��O�+��
��+
��%	
+%�	9 �
�/���
/�X�
���� �
� 
6
)+�/��
@P/+� �
+�3
��	
 �+��
C
�3 �
� 
6
�/��
��T�
rm����H 










s���
 7��
 . �
 ���
 ��#	�
 ���+�
 JI�
 +%/%	
 ��"P� � ���"P��
 /O=
 �.��

7�	�1(
 JI�
 N+�"
 ��-�
 �����
 ��,+J �
 �����(
 5��
 �&
 �����
 � 

�."���
 )
3
 
�
 +m�
 ���(
 ���+� � ��n���
 
E�.��.�
 /�O=
 @�+/

��+!�
 �1�	�
 @/�
 �7�JBH
 ���+�
 5t��+�
 ���+
 6�
 @X�/
 �� u�(

���+B"���	
 )� ��
 �7��f
�(
 63
 r�"
 /�X��*
 ��C
 ��!��+
 ����

)��I�1�
 ��#	�
 ���+��
77B�H
�/��
@+=Z
���R+
)J
v"
�7 �JB
+�Q�
63

_R�
���+��*
6I���
��� 
����
@X/�+
�.���1�Hw �



24 

  
 

A moment eternal 
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How do you capture a prayer that overwhelms all aspects of your imagination? 
How do you title it? 

Its hard. 
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 Feelings of My Finger 

 
Bhaskar Dutta 

 
  
 Painting has always fascinated the artists. Whether it is canvas painting or painting with 
light (photography), the realm of artist’s imagination is what drives and grows curiosity among 
the onlookers.  
  
 This new funny form of finger art, 
combining painting and photography, is 
indeed worth trying. When I was a child, I 
used to like playing with my fingers; drew 
sad, mad, or happy faces on the fingers and 
make them talk to each other. That was one 
of my favorite pastimes. And now while 
thinking of doing something that looks spe-
cial, I went back to my childhood days, 
bringing back some funny, mischievous 
and notorious side of me! 
  
 Painting my imaginations on my 
fingers and portraying them in a unique 
way to make it come alive are the main concepts behind this simple yet intricate art. 
  
Things that I used: 
 I used Nikon D5000 with Nikon 35mm lens on a Macro Tripod (Slik ProV) and camera 
remote ML L3 for shake-less shoot. In a few shots I used external speed light Nikon SB-600 
with a air-blow diffuser or bounced it onto the ceiling. For painting on the fingers, I used OHP 
permanent markers as they come with bright colors. 
  
Homework: 
 I had started the actual thought  
process much before the shooting. I kept 
drawing my ideas on the back of my copy. 
The ones that I like most were later trans-
formed to my finger character.  
  
Actual shoot: 
 It is just not the painting of finger 
and shooting, but there are several other 
bits and pieces that need attention. The 
backdrop and its effect come first. A back-
drop has a significant role to play in por-
traying a mood for the finger character. 
Sometimes, natural backdrop looks better, while at times, a customized backdrop makes the 
image more appealing. Also, many-a-times props help in conveying the actual feel for the    
story. 
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Final word 
Shooting photos has always been fun for me. However, during this assignment, I felt as if I am 
the star, the cameraman, the make-up artist, and the director of the drama. It indeed gives a 
feeling of a complete artist! 
 
Hope you enjoyed the images as much as I did! 

Selection and processing: 
 It might seem very easy to capture the actual    story, however, the major difficulty 
faced during this   assignment was capturing of sharp photos. In most   cases, my finger (hence 
I too) was in front of the     camera. Thus, after each shot I needed to go back and check the 
results. I had to repeat the process if the result was not perfect. In case of hand-held shots, it 
was quite an acrobatic mode that I had to undergo behind keeping both the finger and the cam-
era steady! Once the selection was over, sometimes it needed cropping as well as a bit of color 
correction. 

[Professionally, Bhaskar Dutta manages Intellectual Property of a biotech company in India. 
However, Bhaskar is a talented photographer. He has won multiple photography competitions. 
Bhaskar has several photos published in prestigious journals, including National Geographic, 
Better Photography, and The Newsweek Magazine. His photography articles are also very re-
sourceful and fun-to-read. Many thanks to Bhaskar for sharing this nice article with us.] 
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