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Vic Assam Incorporated- ready for the next chapter...
Vic Assam Inc. is in its 7th year since it was officially formed in 2010. In these
years, the organisation had extended its invitation to many for ‘Magh Bihu’
where we have enjoyed our Assamese cuisines (Pithas, Tenga-julor maas
and Khar) and ‘Bohag Bihu’ where we have celebrated our many creative
talents. Vic Assam Inc. has catered to the writers within us through its Annual
Magazine ‘Enajori’ and stirred the competitive side of our members through
its Sports events.

Mr. Sundar Sarma
(President)

Most of us spent our early years in an Assamese milieu in India. Even
though Australia is now home to many of us, we carry fond memories of
Assam or are close to our relatives and friends from there. Through Vic Assam
Inc., we have seen many members fulfilling their secondary dreams of being
able to perform, play or create something which took a backseat in our early
years; those early years when most of us were chasing the bigger dream of
becoming the person we are today. Being able to showcase our beautiful
Assamese culture to our next generation or our fellow friends here, in the
process, has surely been an additional benefit!

Milestones for Vic Assam Inc.: The year 2016-2017 has been a
year of several victories for us.
The 1st Assam Convention, Australia was held in Sydney on 1st October
2016 with a huge contribution from our members. Victorians surely made their
presence felt in every aspect through their cultural and sports participation,
literary contribution to the first Assam convention magazine ‘Xomonnoy’ and
their quintessential behind-the-scenes work.
Mrs. Indrani Bora
(Vice-President)

Another victory came in the same month when Vic Assam Inc., received
a letter from Minister for Finance and Multicultural Affairs, Mr. Robin Scott
congratulating us on receiving a grant for the next 4 consecutive years. This
award was a highly competitive one to win and came in recognition of our
organisation’s successful delivery of Bohag Bihu for more than 5 consecutive
years. We not only thank the past and present committee members, with
special mention to Dr Rangam Rajkhowa, Dr Hemanta Doloi and Mr. Sundar
Sarma, for submitting the application for the various grant programs, but
also, would like to extend our gratitude to all our members whose exemplary
efforts have made achieving these awards and grants possible.
In September 2016, our members also contributed financially for the
devastating floods in Assam.

Jonali Handique Gogoi
(Secretary)

The real reward so far...
While it is great to receive external recognition, the real reward has been

seeing its members together create- a song, a play, a dance, our many
events throughout the year, and giving us their valuable time to nurture this
platform called Vic Assam Inc.
Today, we would like to take this opportunity to say, ‘thank you’ to
all members who have been thinking of what new can be brought to this
platform and how it can be taken to the next level.
‘Thank you’ to the members who have been quietly working away in a
kitchen space cooking for us, making tea, cleaning after our many events
and hosting many gatherings at their homes (like our rehearsals), so we can
continue working towards our community spirit.
Mr. Anshuman Bezbaruah
(Treasurer)

With such dedicated members, there is more to be achieved. Let’s
continue to walk together; bigger and better things will surely follow.
With best wishes,
Jonali Handique Gogoi (Secretary)
On behalf of Vic Assam Committee of 2016/2017

Mrs. Prashanti Rajkhowa
(Member)

Mr. Pranjal Deka
(Member)

Hello, Readers!
I’m pleased to present to you the 11th Issue of our beloved magazine Enajori, meaning “a delicate bond of
affection, love, and care”. Just like the name goes, this magazine truly binds us all to our roots and people
back home and around and had been doing so since its inception in 2009. Therefore, being offered with the
responsibility of successfully bringing forth another beautiful compilation was no less an honour! I have tried
to garner submissions from both Australia and India, in both English and Assamese, from both established and
novice artists/writers, knitting them all into a colourful fabric that you see right now.
Working for Enajori was like embarking upon a sojourn into the world where ‘creativity’ is the only language
spoken. It is a celebration of ‘art’ in its myriad forms that never fails to stupefy us- literature, photography,
graphics and designs, painting, fashion, cooking and the like. Being the reader of this magazine, you too, are
celebrating this beautiful concoction, brought in together by the Assamese community of Victoria.
hiss magnetic
I believe that Bihu is wherever ‘we’ are. Our togetherness keeps the delicate bond intact and this
connection, itself, gives us all the reasons to celebrate…wherever…whenever!
Happy Reading!!!
Wishing you all a wondrous Bohag Bihu!
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Jennifer Zaman

I am grateful to all our authors and contributors, including our young talents, who made this current issue of
Enajori 2017 the beauty that it is!
However, a special appreciation goes to the people who quietly worked wee hours to add the extravaganza-

Himangshu Lahkar
Graphics and Layout Designer,
Guwahati, Assam

Erkin Kalayci
Photographer, Melbourne

Kalyani Adhikari
Artist, Gauripur, Assam

Writer, analyst, researcher, health innovator, field worker, policy
developer and documentary maker, Mr. Hazarika is a specialist in
the issues of Northeast India and its neighbourhood, where he has
travelled and worked extensively. A former correspondent for the New
York Times, he is the founder and Managing Trustee of the Centre for
North East Studies & Policy Research (C-NES) which pioneered the
Boat Clinics of Assam. He is the author of several acclaimed books
including 'Strangers of the Mist', 'Rites of Passage' and 'Writing on the
Wall'. A new book is expected later this year.

Bihu xubesa and ulog to the Axomiya community and the larger community of
those from our North-eastern states in Victoria especially but also other parts of
Australia! Bihu is an inclusive festival which is unique to many communities, celebrated in
many languages and cultures of Assam. We do not accept impositions and importations of
versions of 'culture' from other parts which are exclusive. Such an approach goes against
the very way of life in our state. There are many differences and divisions today and it is
important to bridge and heal them. We cannot grow apart on the basis of perceived and
known differences. That is where lies, in my view, the core relevance of Bihu -- for it celebrates
life, nature, diversity and traditions. Many young people and Bihu tolis and communities
bring new elements of a globalised culture with fusion music and other embellishments
such as pageants. But that can't take away from the heart of Bihu, which remains essentially
a festival of Assam's many people, cutting across communities, languages and beliefs.

Mr. Das is one of the most popular ghazal singers from Assam.
He performs all around the world. And, in a State where the first
language is Assamese, he is known for his impeccable command
over Hindi/Urdu wordings.

Wishing the Assamese Community of
Victoria a very Happy Rongali Bihu.
Regards,

Dikshu is one of the most promising artists in the Assamese music
industry. He started his music career in 2006 with the launch of his
debut album “Champion”, which was a grand success. It took him
no time to become one of Assam's most sought-after singers. In
2013, he won the prestigious ‘Bhupen Hazarika Award’.
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Indian Society

Is it becoming permissive?

Sundar Sarma

A graduate from the Indian Institute of Technology, Kharagpur. Sundar Sarma
moved to Australia in 1970 through his employer Burmah Oil Company
(controlling authority of Assam Oil Company and Oil India Ltd at that time).
He established his own Geophysical consulting business in 1992 catering to the
oil exploration industry in Australia and overseas. He is the current president
of Vic Assam Inc.

The recently excavated Brihadiswara Temple in Tamil Nadu

Ganga Gangoikunda Temple at Cholapuram, Tamil Nadu

D

URING my recent visits to India, I, very often,
heard the elder section complaining about how
the young people have given up our culture and
are embracing the western form. What they meant is
that the young girls and boys are mixing freely in the
open, wearing western style clothing which only partly
cover their bodies, unlike the old Indian-style clothes. In
one word, young Indians have become more ‘permissive’

and are, thereby, changing our society. When I was little,
girls in the schools and colleges were forbidden from
mixing with the boys when without the chaperone of
their parents and were expected to wear long dresses,
Saree or Kurta-Salwar which covered most of their
bodies. It was a conservative society then.
These conservative elderly people do not realise that
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Ajanta Cave

their great-grandparents were even
more permissive than these young
people of today. The walls of the
ancient temples all over India are
covered with carvings of various
gods and goddesses wearing scanty
clothes and, posing, many a time, in
very compromising positions. These
are seen in the ancient temples of
the Elora caves, in the excavated old
temples of Vijay Nagar and in the
recently excavated Brihadishwara
temple at Thanjavur in Tamil
Nadu. The nude and highly sexual
carvings on the walls of the temples
of Khajuraho in Madhya Pradesh
and in Konark in Orissa are world
famous. These temples are more
than a 1000-year-old and are spread
all over India- in the south, north
and east.
The presence of such explicit
carvings in public places on the walls
of holy places clearly indicate that
in the early years, maybe about 1000
years ago, the society in India was
highly permissive. It transformed

itself from a very permissive society
to a conservative order about 100200 years ago and now it is gradually
returning to permissiveness.
If one observes the changes
in the western society, one would
realise that a similar cycle exists
there too. Western culture started
off being highly permissive during
the Roman era which changed to a
highly conservative society during
the Victorian era and by degrees,
came to be the permissive society it
is today.
The question to ponder about
is “why did the society change
from a highly permissive to a
conservative one?” The answer may
lie in the recent outbreak of sexually
transmitted diseases such as AIDS.
Maybe similar category of sexually
transmitted
diseases
became
rampant back in the day and forced
people to become thoughtful.
That, in turn, nearly eliminated
the sexually transmitted diseases

Temple at Madurai, Tamil Nadu

making people, gradually, become
permissive yet again.
In India, Tuberculosis and other
diseases which are easily transmitted
by body contact and saliva were very
common about 100-200 years ago.
This could be the possible reason
why kissing was almost forbidden
in India.
Those elderly in India, who
are unhappy at the current state
our society is into, in terms of
permissiveness, need not worry. In
the long run, the society will turn
conservative once again duplicating
the natural cycle of change occurred
in the past. 
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Webjet Exclusives’
Tour of the State
of Rajasthan, India
Experience of an Australian
INTRODUCTION
India’s Ministry of Tourism’s promotional motto,
‘Incredible India’, was truly apt for the kaleidoscope
of sights & experiences enjoyed recently by an exVicRoads colleague on a tour of the Indian State of
Rajasthan. That traveller was me, John Trainor. My
extensive experience made me reasonably ready for
India. Not so for my new friends, yet, they were still
keenly anticipative.

John Trainor
John worked as the Manager of Vehicle Safety Services,
Victoria from 1984 – 1991. Later, he moved to OPCV
(Overseas Projects Corporation of Victoria) and worked
for the combine of OPCV & VicRoads on road transport
projects in Bangladesh, Nepal & Pakistan. John shares
his experiences (summary account) during a 15-days long
‘Royal Rajasthan Tour’ undertaken between Nov-Dec
2016 via Webjet.

They were to learn that a trip to India is quite
different from a trip to England, France or Italy, say.
It’s somewhat tougher, being more of an adventure,
with exposure to sights and experiences which are
quite different. Those differences include living history,
teeming traffic, old and dilapidated buildings, crowds
(& cows, being sacred) on roads, streets & lanes, etc.
The first step is to come to terms with realities of a
developing country (e.g. roads & traffic sometimes
chaotic, over-crowding commonplace, excessive litter in
places). Even so, progress in India’s development was
evident (for me) as was the progress in acclimatisation
for the whole group. We all thereby managed to take
the second step: that is, embrace the whole incredible
experience, including surprises & discoveries and
interaction with friendly locals. I believe that everyone’s
totality of travel experience was enriched.
Let’s dispense straightaway with negatives,
arguably amounting to ‘no pain no gain’. Given an
all-embracing itinerary wherein there’s so much to
see and do in Rajasthan, fitness, and energy can be
challenged, not helped by the chances of incurring
Delhi Belly. That can be overcome or prevented by
medication, while the sometimes-strenuous itinerary
can be mitigated by a moderate fitness regimen before
and even during the trip. Suffice it to say that the
whole odyssey in fascinating India was accomplished
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and enjoyed by everyone in our group – even by the
only octogenarian, me!

OVERVIEW OF WEBJET’S
ITINERARY
The program provided for the tour group by Webjet
Exclusives was a wonderful and comprehensive tour of
the State of Rajasthan. After a delightful introduction
to New & Old Delhi, the group visited, virtually, all the
major centres of Rajasthan, as the following outline &
the attachment show:
Our odyssey included the official program plus
further experiences that our Guide/Tour Director
Prateek Mathur arranged for us. From the outset, we
knew we were in good hands. 27 years old Prateek
declared that he would go further than the official
program – which he still implemented fully. He did
so by adding a “surprise” to each day’s program that
further exposed us to the real India, as well as the
more familiar postcard sights & experiences of the
official itinerary. There was a downside to Prateek’s
surprises- our already long days (mostly 7 hours
driving) became still longer & more tiring.

The Taj Mahal - Webjet’s Rajasthan Tour Group Nov-Dec 2016

Our 25 years old driver Harpreet was of the highest
calibre in negotiating the chaos-at-times of India’s
teeming traffic & some stretches of barely viable highway,
in all of this virtually ensuring our safety. The third crew
member was the efficient & ever-obliging 22 years old
Raja in roles as porter & factotum. It should be noted
that Webjet offered great value. Even after opting for
hotel upgrades to 4½-to-5 star, plus Economy Plus on the
two long legs of our otherwise included flights, our total
outlay was still under $3,000 per person for our core tour
of 12-plus days plus the flights. What excellent value!
Highlights provided by Webjet included several
visits to magnificent historic forts, palaces, and temples.
As well our accommodation included several palaces
& castles, all of them 4½ or 5 stars and modernised to
beautiful international standards – albeit that at Hotel
Fateh Niwas Palace in Udaipur and Lalit Hotel in Jaipur,
there happened to be a loud noise from celebrations,
which was a nuisance.

PRATEEK’S “SURPRISES”
In Delhi, we set off on our first night to a restaurant
for an informal dinner, going there and back by tuktuk. This was a crazy yet exhilarating introduction to
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the amazing ability of Indian car, truck, bus & tuk-tuk
drivers, plus rickshaw riders and pedestrians, to co-exist
and somehow find a way to dodge each other and get
to where they were going in reasonable time and with
scarcely explicable safety.

inspirational and heart-warming.


A visit to a self-sufficient micro-farm and
interaction with the family.



Observing thousands of Grey Herons which
migrate annually from the steppes of Russia to the
surrounds of a lake near Jaisalmer (as best I can
recall the location).



Seeing the early part of a Bollywood movie, which
was far removed from what is popularly attributed
to the genre. In fact, it was a tantalising mystery
drama named Kahaani 2 and given we had to leave
early, several of us undertook to resume watching
it back home.

In addition to the many Webjet experiences
programmed in (including tuk-tuk, rickshaw, and even
camel rides), the surprises kept coming, courtesy of
Prateek. They included:


A visit to a huge Soup Kitchen in Delhi, run by
the Sikh community for the poor, irrespective of
affiliation & effectively not means-tested. This
massive operation is run by volunteers virtually
24/7 for many thousands of people every day. It was
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Further rides by tuk-tuk and rickshaw beyond the
official program.



Incidental visits to merchants’ establishments to
see and buy if we so wished, fabric products, rugs
and mats, inlaid marble table-tops, etc.



Visits to back-alleys to see, at first hand, diversity of
food/cooking and see and sample markets.



An unscheduled extra visit to the stupendous Taj
Mahal at sunset from a slight distance.

This had been
an unrealised
experience on my
bucket list, and
no doubt,
high on everyone’s
wish-list. The visit was
overwhelming and the
magnificent Taj Mahal,
in all its glory, was
uniquely beautiful and
ethereal
remains one of the wonders of the world.

THE TAJ MAHAL
As the highlight of Webjet’s itinerary and indeed of the
whole trip, we went right to the Taj Mahal at sunrise
the following morning. This had been an unrealised
experience on my bucket list, and no doubt, high on
everyone’s wish-list. The visit was overwhelming
and the magnificent Taj Mahal, in all its glory, was
uniquely beautiful and ethereal. That this was so
appropriate, given its history, whereby it was built by
Emperor Shah Jahan in the 17th century as a unique
monument and mausoleum for his late wife Mumtaz
Mahal. Whether officially or not, the Taj Mahal surely

SUGGESTIONS
It would be great, particularly for fellow seniors, if
Webjet could incorporate one or two more 2-night
stop-overs. Beyond that, Webjet should provide a more
modern, more comfortable midi-bus for a group of 20
like ours, ideally with a toilet onboard. Finally, Webjet
should do all it can to retain and reward the services of
our three-man team – Prateek, Harpreet, and Raja.

CONCLUSION
This tour was quite unique in our considerable
experience. In fact, it was truly memorable, as befitting
the motto ‘Incredible India’. Thanks to Webjet
(including in-country representatives) and Prateek,
Harpreet, and Raja for providing us with an experience
of a lifetime – all at minimal cost. 
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Tête-à-tête with
Sanjukta Dutta
Nagma Hasan
Nagma Hasan is a freelance writer. She moved to
Melbourne a year and half ago. Apart from writing
passionately, she is also a voracious fiction reader and if
she had her way, Hogwarts is where she would go to.

“Let yourself be drawn by the
stronger pull of that which you
truly love.”
― Jalaluddin Rumi

W

HAT is life if there is no
unknown path trodden, no
unexplored place visited, no risk
taken? Most often we like predictability,
we love to be in control of our lives, not
quite ready to discover what lies beyond
that fleeting thought that could change
our lives forever. When we decide to
step forward and break away from the
monotony that life throws at us and
follow our hearts instead, we notice
that life is full of pleasant surprises
after all. Assamese fashion designer,
Sanjukta Dutta heralds that very
thought.
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an integral part of me, I have always loved the mekhela
sador, but having a full-time job as an engineer I couldn’t
really dedicate my time to designing although I would
design for my family and friends. That’s when I realised,
that fashion designing was my true calling and that it
was time for me to pursue my dreams and take it up as
a full-time job.” She reminisces, “I finally resigned from
my job and started Sanjukta Studio in January 2012.”
From a cushy job to restarting a fashion career
was a challenge, although she knew that her love for
Assam’s traditional wear, mekhela sador, was a part of the
rich culture and society along with the high demand,
what she also discovered was that the local weavers
were falling prey to the pulls and stretches of demand
and supply. She rues, “Cost advantage of China drew
a large portion of the Muga industry out of Assam to
China. This coupled with better financial opportunities
available in other areas slowly but surely drew these
artisans away from this industry. Thus, one of the key
factors that I had to battle with and focus on while
trying to revive this industry was to get these artisans
back in the game.”

Priyanka Chopra wearing a Sanjukta Dutta Creation

Who would have known that an engineer dedicatedly
working at the Public Works Department, Assam, for a
whole decade, could have turned into a full blooming
successful national fashion designer? Her anomalous
life choices may not have been easy, but she was not one
to let a comfortable and secured job come her way to
follow her passion. She recalls, “Creativity was always

As Paulo Coelho mentions in The Alchemist, “And,
when you want something, all the universe conspires in
helping you to achieve it”, Sanjukta, despite the hurdles,
dove into the world of fashion with a humble start of
only three looms in 2012, which currently boasts of
over a 100. There surely was no looking back for her.
She delightfully declares, “Today we are proud to be
supporting over hundred families of artisans, covering
all aspects such as education, medical, lodging and
boarding and of course over industry average salaries.
The benefits are showing and even after facilitating
everything mentioned we are still able to make healthy
profits, which, we are re-investing in getting more
artisans back to the core while ensuring the welfare
and wellbeing of their families so that all that they
have to bother about is their art.” A fashion designer
with a beautiful heart may be a rare combination, and
Sanjukta makes us proud that indeed she is one of
those chosen designers who not only revived the faith
in the talented but neglected artisans but also creates
awareness about carbon footprint through her designs
and weaving techniques. She explains, “My collection
offers a wide choice of characteristic silk mekhela sadors
with different varieties of coloured silk threads. Every
single piece designed is unique, customised and handcrafted by a select bunch of specialised mekhela sador
artisans who almost went extinct. The materials used
are locally produced by tearing silkworms and getting
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With Zarine Khan at India Beach Fashion Week 2016

With Bipasha Basu at Lakme Fashion Week 2016

cocoons, of a particular lineage of worms found only
in a single village in Assam. Every single mekhela sador
goes through a rigorous 45-day production cycle before
being ready to be worn.”
Ask her about blending textures and designs
interestingly for her creations and she states, “Through
my creation, I showcase the true natural beauty,
tranquillity, communal harmony and rich culture
of Assam. I design motifs which are based on the
theme of richness and cultural heritage, like Sutradhar
Singkhap – a royal motif that portrays two lions facing
each other set in a drop-shaped outline; the Kaziranga
composition that has the rhino and deer with birds and
flora; the crescent shaped Joonbiri that derives its form
from a traditional neckpiece; the Karbi that has two

As an entrepreneur,
mother and
woman, I feel
nothing is
impossible when you
believe in yourself.
Having over 100 looms
and 13 factories, every
single day is a very
busy day.
birds facing each other on a tree; the Kolki, the mango
motif that resembles the paisley motif; the Moourah,
the peacock, and Pokhila, the butterfly. One will see
inspirations from tea gardens, fauna of Kaziranga, flora
of North-East, fishing women, weavers, japi (traditional
hat). The designs also include different flower motifs
as well as traditional motifs of the Bodo and Miri
communities.” Her creations translate into a riot of
colours and unique designs. Influences of Bandhej from
Gujarat, Leheria from Rajasthan, Ari from Kashmir are
tastefully blended with her own touch of Assam’s ethos
and modern accents. She impeccably infuses traditional
designs into contemporary fashion.
From being a government employee to being a
master of her own accord, Sanjukta’s life is inspirational.
Her milestones are aplenty, from showcasing at Lakme
Fashion Week with Bollywood divas Preity Zinta,
Bipasha Basu and Zarine Khan as the show stoppers,
to designing the mugaangavastram for the Duke and
Duchess of Cambridge’s visit to Assam. She has a
high-end clientele including Priyanka Chopra, among
others. Ask her about her success trajectory and she
humbly replies, “Since the very start of my career as a
designer, my key objective was to bring mekhela sador
to the national stage and make it popular. My work
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With Preity Zinta at Lakme Fashion Week 2017

when you believe in yourself. Having over 100
looms and 13 factories, every single day is a
very busy day. My every piece of garment is a
unique combination by clubbing traditions and
prints of different geographies into one unique
customised piece of garment, the Assamese silk
mekhela sador. So, every single day goes into
exploring creative options for my designs. As a
person, I like to keep my life stimulating always,
hence you will always find me multi-tasking.”

Sanjukta's Creation

reflects who I am on the inside and that flows in my designs
naturally. My designs are a portrayal of my thoughts and ideas.
Doing things with excellence is not about how skillful you are;
it’s about how passionate you are. It’s about what you are in love
with. And I am definitely in love with mekhela sadors.”
Life sure has changed for this couturier, with national
recognition and widespread adulation, Sanjukta says, “As an
entrepreneur, mother and woman, I feel nothing is impossible

With her determination and her love
affair with Assamese silk, she continues to
revolutionise her collection. Ask her about
her future endeavours and she is quick to say,
“Showcasing my label at various fashion weeks
has helped me reach closer to my goal of making
the mekhela sador a national attire. Through my
latest collection showcased at Lakme Fashion
Week Summer/Resort 2017, for the first time, I
have also added lehenga cholis and sarees made
of Assamese silk. My priority is to increase the
number of artisans for production. As there
are very few artisans who are skilled in making
mekhela sador, I want to increase my artisan’s
base. Once I have this in place, I will think of
expanding at large.”
She is ambitious as she is skilled, an
inspiration for many, Sanjukta Dutta truly has
redefined that nothing is impossible if you are
passionate about what you want. She is indeed
the pride of Assam. The sky is the limit, and we
do hope that it won’t take long for this couturier
to reach her goals. 
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Reflections
Welcome my child…

Santanu Sabhapandit
Santanu is pursuing PhD studies in Law Faculty, Monash
University. Prior to this he worked as a corporate lawyer for
a little over 10 years in Delhi. He loves watching movies
and listening to music, and is a lazy reader (unless reading
for work). He is married to Suranjana, and both became
the proud parents of their daughter Katyayanee in January,
2017. In this piece, he shares some of his thoughts onboard
his flight to Melbourne from Assam.

I

BARELY had a chance to notice the cute little
dolls hanging atop the door to the operation
theatre. But when the amber bulb lit over the cute
girl as the boy looked on, I knew you have arrived. I
wondered if you recognized me when you looked at me
for the fi rst time, your half-open sleepy and confused
eyes peeping through layers of clothes in that early
January evening. But you did look at me, and it was
my turn to feel confused. Amidst the congratulatory
clamor of well-wishers who gathered around us, I
didn’t really know how I felt in my heart. We were so

eager for you to arrive, your Mama and me. We knew
what you were doing and feeling in your mom’s belly –
well, almost! And yet when you looked at me, I had no
idea how I felt at that very moment. It was ‘happiness’
brought in by your safe arrival. It was the ‘amazement’
that so much beauty could be stacked in your tiny self.
It was also ‘anxiousness’ to know if your mom was
fine. But it was something more. It was you! For, the
moment of your arrival changed everything. I was no
longer the boy who would often be lost in the jumbles
of the world because now I must hold your hand and
walk you through every maze that life pushes us into. I
could no longer lose my way. At that very moment, you
made me stronger! And your Mama? She had her first
surgery in life and shivered with cold as the anesthesia
continued to affect her. She held my hand and bingo! I
had never seen so much happiness fi lled into one smile.
When I was boarding the plane this time, my eyes
were not moist. I was travelling far away although I
wished to see you grow every day. As I kissed your
forehead, you tried to touch my cheeks with your
little hands, and I realised that you would not let me
go anywhere, no matter how far the plane flew. That’s
how strong was your grip! Sitting on the plane I kept
thinking…when you grow up you would know that I
am not the strongest man in this world. But that won’t
matter. What would matter is how strong I came to
be because of you. It still stays fresh in my memory
how, a long time ago, it was your grandparents who
did all they possibly could for me, their little child.
I know now, they were not the strongest of all. They
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were neither the richest in town nor the brightest in
the neighborhood. They were nothing extraordinary.
But they must be because they did an amazing job in
showering all the love in this world upon me. The more
I think about the petty things that your grandparents
did for me, I feel richer in the heart.
I am fortunate that I can see you every day, as
you grow little by little in your mom’s cushy arms. I
wonder how the world would be when you grow up. I
know it has changed. It is changing each day. I have
travelled to various places, and have met different
people. I have seen places change slowly, and have
seen people change rather quickly. Maybe life will be

more comfortable, maybe not. I have not figured it out
yet and don’t know if I ever will. I still hope someone
will answer at least some of the riddles that life tosses
at us. But guess what, even your grey-haired grandpa
couldn’t solve them and I am sure neither did his
grandpa. Nevertheless, it didn’t stop them from living
a complete life and helping us find our way around the
maze. I promise you, my little one, you will always
have me and Mama with you, whenever need be. We
will solve the riddles together, won’t we? So, grow
up well, my little child, so we can tread through life
together. It is a beautiful journey with assorted colors
at every turn. We will choose ours and together paint
a beautiful picture! 
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World’s view of the largest river
island Majuli and the New wave
of urbanization in Assam

Dr Hemanta Doloi

Dr Hemanta Doloi is currently a Senior Lecturer in the University of Melbourne.
Resides in Melbourne, Australia with his wife and two kids.

A

NYONE from Assam will know how
backward the place is when we compare the
necessities of a community for leading a healthy
life with any civilised place. There is certainly clear
evidence of quick urbanisation with artificiality around
the standard of living especially among the urban
community, yet, the lives of the people from even fiftykilometres on the outskirts could paint quite a glum
picture when one gets to know the people inside out.
As part of my current collaborative project between the
University of Melbourne and Government of Assam,
I have had quite a few opportunities connecting with
the rural community back in Assam. I am astonished
to see the gap between the lives of rural and urban
communities in this 21st century world. It makes me
feel that either there must be something wrong in the
system of setting priorities and delivering outcomes or
there is a deliberate effort to keep the place and the
people in its primitive conditions. Whatever the reason
is, a level field is a must for economic prosperity and
utilising the scarce public resources for progressing
upward for the state in its entirety. In an attempt to
support development, especially focusing on rural
areas, we have identified quite a few initiatives such
as education, housing, infrastructure, development of
human capital, management of household data with
geo-referenced data management systems, governance
support and capacity building etc.
Majuli being the prime area of focus under the
current BJP government of the state, we have identified

Rangachahi Gaon Panchayat as our nodal office for
supporting the study under its jurisdiction. Initially,
we intended to work closely with the communities of
over 37 villages under the Rangachahi Gaon Panchayat
and build capacities for necessary empowerment and
sustained development. While this most beautiful river
island ‘Majuli’, the world’s largest, is just about tenkilometres away from my birth place Jorhat, ironically,
I have never had any opportunity to visit this place
earlier than December 2016. While the very fi rst
visit with one of my Australian colleagues, Dr David
Week on 18th December was a memorable one, some
of the experiences had evoked my memories of the
inefficiencies and opportunism in the system.
Our journey on a beautiful Sunday morning on the
18th December 2016 started from the Jorhat Circuit
House at about 7 am. Our aim was to get to the Nimati
Ferry Terminal by 7:30 am for the first ferry to catch at
9:00 am. On the way, we had a quick breakfast at my
sister’s place in Kenduguri and then, managed to get
the terminal by 7:40 am. Being part of a governmentsponsored mission, we had been supported by a few
government officials including an officer in charge of
the government ferry services to Majuli. After a long
queue, our Innova car got loaded up followed by a huge
crowd of people perhaps twice as much the capacity
of the very old, run-down ferry. Looking at the basic
safety standards, we very quickly established the fact
that the sub-standard government-operated ferry had
no safety requirements. Some of the old life-jackets
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hanging on the ceiling of the ferry seemed to be nonfunctional and did not total the population of the boat
even to a ratio of 1 to 20. Structurally, some of the
timber chords of the roof truss had started losing its
tensile capacity, resulting from the overly-loaded roof
loads. For most people, the 45 minutes’ journey did not
require any sitting comfort and naturally, we had to
be a part of the same tradition both ways. While the
government rate of Rs.700 was required to pay for the
car to be boarded each way, on the way back, we were
asked to pay Rs.2000 due to an artificially-created
mismatch of supply versus demand. The catch was that
once a non-Majulian crosses the river to get to Majuli,
there is an absolute need for that person to come back
to the other side and this creates a huge commercial
opportunity for the ferry operators to charge any price
for the returning passengers for the governmentcontrolled ferry services. That is certainly a slight
inefficiency. One would think, “why on earth would
any state government run such a basic but appalling
service connecting the Majulians with the people from
the South bank without thinking of the privatisation
opportunities for a better service delivery?” Is this what
the people of Assam really deserve?
During the lean period in December, the ferry
terminal in Kamalabari is about two-kilometres inside
the river, and cars need to travel on sand for that long
distance along a dusty road. We thought that the first
two-kilometres of the bumpy, sandy road drive would
take us to a functional road for continuing our journey
to the destination of the Rangachahi Village, but we
were proved completely wrong. The roads beyond the
river bank were at a state in which our driver could
not drive his car any more. Huge pot holes and an
unimaginable level of dust simply made our tenkilometre road journey almost impossible to finish.
Being first timers, we even could not find a decent

place for a cup of tea. But despite our great reluctance,
of course, we carried on.
Finally, at our destination in Ranagachahi Village,
we met with the Secretary of the Rangachahi Gaon
Panchayat who very quickly gave us the massive
opportunity to connect with the community that we
were looking for on this mission. We were delighted
to see the high-level of cooperation of the Rangachahi
Gaon Panchayat in supporting us with our research
project and from then I personally made another two
trips to the same place within a space of four weeks.
The following images are the two snapshots of what
the ferry journey was like to the world heritage island
of ‘Majuli’ located at our door step. The true picture
of Majuli and its travel challenges have never been
portrayed correctly! Evidently, a realistic image of the
terrible circumstances of Majuli is not visible to the
state governance. Can we do anything to change it? I
think, if we joined hands, we can turn this appalling
state of affairs to a most remarkable one. The birth
of our Smart Villages Lab (SVL) at the University of
Melbourne is making an effort to bring a rapid change
to the state of Assam. As well-wishers, please keep
an eye on our activities through our website www.
smartvillageslab.org and I hope that you will be able to
extend your helping hands to make our dream a reality
soon. 
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To be with her...
Jennifer Zaman

Jennifer is a qualified lawyer and a gold-medallist in business laws. Her love
for writing is only a few years younger than her. Her first poem was published
in the Sentinel newspaper in Assam at age 12. She contributes to the Bohemian
Rhapsody Club and Online Magazine, Melbourne regularly. An ardent fan of
Russian classics and an admirer of everything artistic.

H

E waited for four long years for this day to
arrive, and when it did, he was ecstatic! Seldom
mortal happiness touches such divinity. This
didn’t happen decades ago, although one might want
to believe so. Not all love stories are enslaved by the
generosities that technology offer. Sometimes, true
passion lies in the hearth of silence.
When he worked late into the nights on his Ph.D. thesis,
the massive structure of Edinburgh University, pregnant
with tales of yore, offered no solace to his love-lorn heart.
And just like that, out of whims, a few months before
submitting his final paper, he decided to propose her for
marriage. He planned to pay a quick visit to his home in
Assam, India, the flight fare being a little affordable to his
stipend-dependent wallet. The truth was that he couldn’t
wait another season to be her; it was already nerve wrecking
that she did not have the slightest cognizance of his feelings.
Having been fallen for her years ago, his yearnings were
still strong and pious; something so blinding that he barely
cared about the fact that she was unaware, thousands of
miles away, of his dreams, so lavishly spun around her.
Trips to home from Scotland would always tire him
out…with a major part covered by plane to Kolkata
and later a day-long train journey to Assam. Th is time,
however, he wasn’t ready to be consumed easily. So
impatient was he that instead of taking a train to his
own town, he took one to hers. Disembarking from
the train, he decided to hire a ‘rickshaw’ to reach her
home. And throughout the way, his thoughts engaged
in rummaging through his childhood memories...it
delighted him how, vividly, he could recall the very
first day her mere existence came to be a part of his
knowledge. The ride was shorter than he expected and
now, reality seemed closer and closer.

One sharp left turn and the bumpy ‘rickshaw’ ride
came to a halt. He sighed with relief as he felt the heavy
weight of impatience, lingering inside him, leave. He
was standing right in front of her father’s house, a
modest shelter, enchanting in its own way. The grass
was moist and foliage peaceful green. The smell of fresh
earth stood witness to the onset of monsoon. The front
garden ran wild, clearly, for lack of care, he observed.
Letting himself in through the short wooden gate, he
rang the doorbell with one of his nervous fingers.
It was answered by a thin little servant-girl, “Who
do you want to see?”
“Uummm...is Meera in? I am a friend of hers”, his
plan was to take Meera off-guard by appearing before
her without warning and now, suddenly, he wondered
if he should have informed her about his visit. The
‘surprise’ idea looked bizarre to him now. “It’s a rarity
that someone residing overseas would call on people on
wet musty days like this one without prior notice” …he
amused himself with his own sarcasm.
The servant-girl replied with a stupefied gaze
scanning his tall and sturdy figure without any regret.
Her chocolate complexion shone brightly in contrast
to her old yet fancy looking lavender dress; with all
certainty, passed on to her by the mistress from her
daughter’s closet.
Clearing his throat, he tried once again “Please let
Meera know that Rajeev is here, will you?”
Her clumsily tied-up curly hair swung like a
pendulum as she ran inside, only to return with Meera’s
father a few minutes later.
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Meera’s father gestured him to come inside without
any smile. That’s not how Rajeev had pictured his first
meeting with would-be-father-in-law to be like. But
he consoled himself thinking “Maybe once Meera
introduced him to her family, they would acknowledge
him with their precious smiles.” Rajeev could hear his
thoughts out loud; the silence inside the house was
disturbing. Meera’s father wore an expression that
reflected the queerness he felt. He struggled hard to
choose the correct words. But to Rajeev’s utter relief,
Meera’s father spoke first- “Didn’t you hear about it?”
he asked in a woeful tone.
“About what?” Rajeev grew perplexed. Nothing
in the world had prepared him for this question. He
waited for Meera’s father to reply.
“She was the best daughter one could have been
blessed with.”
“What...do you mean…” Rajeev tried to find fault
with his grammar. “She was?” “I reckon, she is…”
Her father didn’t pay any heed to the correction
Rajeev struggled to suggest.
He continued “she was…she was…” He looked lost.
His mouth seemed to form words that he was trying
not to convince himself with. But, those words were
accompanied by his faltering voice “Meera is no more!”.
The second those words left his mouth, Meera’s father
burst into a sob unusual for a man.
Meera met with an accident two weeks ago and
later, succumbed to it. While Rajeev planned this
surprise trip to propose her for marriage, he intended
not to speak to her until he was right in front. He was
wrapped under an intoxicating happiness. He visualised
spending the rest of his life with his childhood love
Meera and was oblivious to the happenings around.
Rajeev tried hard to pretend he didn’t hear what
he just heard. But, he found the servant-girl, in her
lavender dress, looking at him past her tearful eyes
as if to confi rm the awful truth. He developed an
unknown yet strong urge to scream out loud because
tears couldn’t justify the heart-rending agony that
struck him so suddenly. For a moment or two or
more, time stopped and his vision froze. The details
of Meera’s face was all he could see...the tiny mole
on her chin...the slight twitch on her lips every time
she smiled...her small eyes which she never bothered

applying eye make-up to...the scar on her forehead,
a reward she received for being mischievous at
school!!
Meera’s father’s voice cracked through and jolted
him back to reality “Come, son, don’t you want to meet
her?”
Rajeev was ushered into the room Meera lived all
her life in. The room was mostly bare, overwhelming
with fragrance from incense sticks. In one of the
corners, was his dream smiling at him from her
portrait, adorned with a garland of flowers.
He walked slowly towards it, spitting out angrily
under his breath for this betrayal...the betrayal of not
waiting for him; leaving so unceremoniously without
bidding him farewell. For a split second, he felt
himself hating her. He sat on his knees preparing to
fight with her like they did on several occasions, the
innocent arguments that Rajeev loved and always drew
him closer to her. He stared at her framed photograph
lost in memories...which now were too far away from
reality.
And at last, right in front of her mortal remains, he
cries!!!!! 

24

YOU NEVER KNOW YOUR LUCK

Paul Coan Williams

Paul Coan Williams is a distinguished Melbourne musician who has taken to
a different keyboard in recent years. Armed with more life experience than he
would care to admit, he has produced three novels, two items of memoir and a
plethora of trivia, with more on its way. He says, he shall write until cured!

P

ERHAPS, in hindsight, he had felt a
little smug. He’d only just caught the
tram and it was the
last one for quite some time.
Still, his last-minute work
had been productive, and
the sheaf of papers nestling
in the smart leather satchel
under his arm would surely secure him the
position. He felt different, special, and not
like the commuting tram-crowd herding
into their humdrum, everyday jobs. Catching
sight of himself reflected in the window, he was not
displeased. His summer tan sat well with the new grey
suit, and he looked the way he wanted to feel – like a
young professional, alert and positive. He was rehearsing
his responses as the tram pulled up at one of the larger
stops on the route. He had been absently gazing at the
face of the driver of the car rolling to a rest beside the
tram. The driver seemed to be looking at him, and his
face was familiar. Even as he began to ponder the identity
of this man, the fellow broke out into a broad smile and
was calling out to him.
“Hey John, come on, jump in, quick. I’ll drop you off.”
Confused but pleased, for he had the feeling that this
was a day of destiny, he alighted the tram and strode round
the back of the car, feeling pleased to have been picked
out from the crowd. As he rounded the bonnet of the car
to make his way to the front door, he saw another man,
considerably older, rounding the car from the rear and
already talking volubly with the driver. A crimson wave
of embarrassment rose and it took all the dignity he could
muster to walk calmly to the curb as if that had been his
goal all along. Reaching the curb, he turned to watch both
the car and the tram set off on their respective journeys. He
looked back along the street to see if another tram might
miraculously appear. Weren’t trams supposed to be like

bananas,
green and
yellow
and
arriving
in
bunches? But no, on this
day, of all days, they were
sticking to schedule. He
checked the board, and
saw that there was indeed
another tram arriving
soon; different route but
going in the same general
direction. With a bit of
luck, it would drop him
a couple of blocks from
his original destination.
The tram arrived, later
rather than sooner, but
his attempt to garner
information from the
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driver was hampered by the driver’s lack of English and
his own total confusion about his ultimate destination.
All went well, nevertheless, for some minutes, until
the tram took a large swinging arc to the left, and failed
to correct. The smart chromed lines of coffee shops and
offices thinned out in favor of a kaleidoscope of garish
colors and signs typical of a light industrial area. He
would have to cab it now. He reached for his wallet, then
remembered the breakfast conversation.
“Do you want your wallet?” came from Sonia, taking
her time over coffee.
“Don’t need it.”
The truth was, he felt so trim in his
new suit, and so taken up with his idea of
mission that he wanted to travel light, just the
bare essentials, the man, and his dossier. He hadn’t
wanted to bulk up with his wallet, but who would have
dreamed this could happen?
The tram was approaching what he hoped was some
sort of hub, where there might be other routes
and lines. He leaped off, checking for his phone.
He had felt tempted to leave it behind as well
but decided to pop it into the satchel. It was
there and was still charged. Maybe Sonia
could relay the card numbers and he could get
some money out quickly and cab it as planned.
With his luck today, he felt he’d probably get an
engaged call, but Sonia answered immediately.
“Oh John, I’m glad you called. I got a call from that
shop we saw last week, and they’ve offered us that lounge
suite three hundred below the quoted price. I hope you
don’t mind, but I just had to grab it. You know how hard
we looked, and it’s going to look so beautiful even if I did
go just over the limit. But I didn’t think I’d hear from you
for a while. You haven’t got the job already have you?”
The merry laugh that usually charmed him was little
comfort and there was a slight silence as she waited for
his response.
“No, nearly there,” he lied.
“Oh good. Best of luck darling, though I know you
won’t need it.”

She seemed to wait, then John gathered his thoughts
and managed, “Love you.”
There was another tram line taking off at a tangent
which promised a better target than the previous one,
and he felt if something came soon it still wouldn’t be
too late. The tram, he saw, would have to emerge from
around a corner a hundred yards away. He watched the
corner like a hawk and willed a great green monster to
slide into view, ready to place him back on the path to
destiny. Nothing happened.
School children thinned in numbers and were no
more. A few women with children in pushers emerged,
some workmen strolled past, eyeing his suit with little
reverence or appreciation. He thought of prayer, and as
his mood plummeted further, resorted to it. “God” went
his prayer, “I know we haven’t talked much, but then I
haven’t asked much either, but right now could you just
send a tram around that corner? Now, would do. No?
Okay, try again – three, two, one, now! Well, any time you
like, but soon. I’ll do something good in return, not sure
what. I’ll think of something. I need this to turn out right.
Just give me a sign, a sign, any sign.”
A bird swooping in front of him would have done, or
a leaf floating down onto his shoulder, or his initials on
a passing car’s number plates, but he got one he hadn’t
bargained for – a mighty clap of thunder.
It immediately began to rain, not fine misty drops,
but big, heavy, wet ones that coalesced quickly into a
sheet of a tropical downpour. By the time he reached the
Post Office on the edge of the square, the damage was
done. His suit was ruined and the few shoppers, reduced
to patient waiting, finally found him an object of interest.
As he entered the old building, he was rummaging
through his pockets and the satchel for anything that
might have been of use. He was sure he’d have a twentydollar bill at least. He passed through the tiled room on
his way through to a waiting room of sorts. It was strange,
but the harder he looked, the more completely did he
realize that he was penniless. Yet, he was sure that he did
put in a twenty dollar note. Just where and how could he
have lost it? He mentally retraced his steps, and as if he
were his own guardian angel, he saw himself entering the
building, emptying his pockets as he went. Surely, that
was where he had lost the twenty-dollar bill. Quickly he
turned and raced back into the Post Office. Flinging the
door open he saw, at the far entrance, an old lady in the act
of straightening up from a deep stooping position. Her fist
was clenched, and she thrust it deep into her purse. John’s
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heart went with it. He looked at her face, hoping for a
glimmer of compassion and understanding. She refused to
meet his gaze and her lips were pursed tightly shut. It was
a day of destiny for her too, John could plainly see. “Hello”
little old lady, good-bye twenty dollars!!
The storm had passed and vapor rose from
the road in the morning sun while the leaves
glistened on the freshly washed trees. There
was no hope now and there was nothing for
it but to go home. He waited, in his soggy
suit, for the return tram. It took no time at all,
he reflected bitterly. Sometime later, he found
himself back on his original tram line,
with the words “square one” echoing
through his brain. He waited, with
no great urgency, for the return
tram to arrive. For the second time
that day, he was accosted from a car.
In fact, it was the same car.
“John, it is John, isn’t it?”
“Uh, yes.”
“Can I give you a lift. You
look as though you need one.”
Confused, John began to
demur. Fate was not to play him
false a second time. As if to
clear matters up, the driver
went on.
“I’m Trevor, Jack’s Dad,
he was at school with you.”
Relieved at this much
sense, John got up and
squelched into the passenger
seat. Trevor peered at him, and
said, “Did I see you earlier today?”

John over and said, “I saw you there earlier, but I didn’t
realize what was going on. I hadn’t seen you on the tram,
just my old mate John. Bad luck about the name.”
“Yeah – I know… if I have kids they won’t be called
John.”
“Especially if it’s a girl. You know, at first it
looked as if you were going to jump into the car, but
then I saw I was mistaken. I just saw a smart young
fellow with quite an air about him but when I think
of how you must have felt…”
He left the sentence unfinished, rolling
his eyes and groaning and laughing
alternately.
“Yes,” he finally continued, “when I
think of how you must have felt, well,
I mean to say, that was a priceless
performance, lots of guts, lots a style.
Where were you going anyway?”
John told him, while Trevor looked
thoughtful. “Let’s have a look at your
folder.”
He pulled over and perused the
dossier at length.
“All your own work?”
“I don’t know any other way.”
“Well John, take it or leave it, but
my mob is the opposition. I can, at least,
match the money and I think you’ll find
the path ahead much more rewarding
– we’ll support any study you want to
pursue.”
***

A light bulb seemed to bloom over
Trevor’s head, as he slapped his thigh and
said, “Of course, of course. You got off the
tram at the same time as – oh, I see – he
was John too. Oh, my god, what bad luck.”

That evening John and Sonia sipped
tea as they enjoyed their new lounge
suite. John slid his empty cup onto the
coffee table and subsided into the cozy
embrace of the sofa.

“And what a chump I feel too”,
thought John to himself. But Trevor had
lapsed into a thoughtful mood. He looked

“Ah yes,” he sighed, not for the
first time. “You just never know your
luck.” 
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Asian Diary

Bird-feeding in Malaysia

Mridusmita Haloi

A

The mother with a serious
case of wanderlust.

S they say, you can’t give your kids anything
except memories. And what better way to make
family memories than to set out on an overseas
trip to explore a few unknown places. After tossing
between a few, we decided to explore the exotic orient;
to visit two of the world’s favourite tourist destinations

– Hong Kong and Malaysia. As we alighted at the
Hong Kong airport we became a part of the 26 million
or so people to be visiting this city this year and it
wasn’t very hard to figure out why. In very few places
in the world has space and technology been utilised as
cleverly and intensely as it has been in Hong Kong.
As soon as we exited the airport the boys excitedly
looked around trying to figure out the Chinese
characters from what they were learning in school.
Headed to the Disneyland hotel, we were bombarded
with questions from our primary schoolers- Why is
this place so crowded; why are all these tall buildings
stuck to one another; why are people wearing face
masks etc. Travel rekindles children’s natural sense of
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the Victoria Peak. A highlight of this tour was a boat
ride to see the traditional fishing boats at the Aberdeen
Harbour, where the local fishermen still live and thrive.
The amalgamation of tradition and modernity is truly
astounding.
The tour ends with a dinner cruise across the Victoria
Harbour with a mouth-watering array of seafood and
live music while enjoying a glittering view of the Hong
Kong skyline and the world’s best laser show called
the ‘Symphony of Lights’. It has been awarded the
best permanent light show by the Guinness Book of
World Records. It was truly a magnificent experience
unmatched by any other.
Off the beaten track and not featuring in any tour
itinerary but nonetheless no less intriguing, is the once
renowned and dreaded ghetto of Hong Kong, called
the Chunking Mansions. Looking for an Indian
eatery we stumbled upon this rather shady looking
building complex, which was once a hub for traders
from developing countries, backpackers and asylum
seekers in Hong Kong, mainly operating businesses of
dubious nature. It used to be a complete no-go zone at
one point, especially for families with children. Today,
however, more than being a ghetto, it has become a
tourist destination with its enigma etched in popular
cultures, like movies, songs, etc. For the record, we
did find the said Indian eatery and suffice it to say that
after a week of partaking ethnic Cantonese cuisine,
this seemed like manna from heaven.
Ruins of St Paul's Church, Macau

curiosity and despite our travel weariness and fatigue,
we were more than happy to oblige with the answers.
First stop – Disneyland. Staying at the Disneyland
hotel itself helped us experience this magic land in its
entirety. We could avoid the travel time from the hotel
and arrive there as soon as the gates opened and avoid
the serpentine queues at the rides that reached their
peak around mid-day. The shows were truly magical,
as expected, and hanging out with Mickey and all his
friends was more than cool.
Next, we took the Hong Kong Island tour which
included a visit to the bustling Aberdeen district and a
tour of the local jewellery store complete with a guide
on the process of jewellery making and stopping over
at the very popular Stanley market to pick up a few
souvenirs. This was followed by a ride in the Peak tram
and taking in a view of the stunning city skyline from

We found shopping in Hong Kong highly overrated. Despite the city teeming with shops and bazaars,
prices were, however, exorbitantly high. If there were
any market selling those famed bargains goods of Hong
Kong, we were unable to find them. We did try to buy a
camera, though, with disastrous results. As we entered
the store, we were approached by its stern looking shop
owner who instructed us to pay for the item before we
could even look at it. When we insisted on having a feel
of it to make up our minds, he suddenly became irate
and abusive. “What if you took the camera and fled?”
he opined. Flummoxed and bemused we just caught
hold of the kids and beat a hasty retreat.
The 45 minutes Star Ferry ride from Hong Kong
to Macau for an overnight trip is a must-do for almost
every tourist here. We did the same. After arriving
at the ferry terminal in Macau we met with a genteel
young man who took us around the tiny island and
ensured that we are acquainted with both the sides of
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we didn’t miss out on the experience although it wasn’t
included in his tour itinerary.
Driving back to the hotel I teased Achyut, “Well,
what have you done in Macau, if you haven’t gambled?”
our young friend in the driving seat commented in his
heavily accented English, “No Ma’am, gambling is not
good. It is only to see, not do.” My respect for him went
up a few notches. To hold your own despite living in a
city of decadence is a trait not to be brushed off easily.
With all its towering skyscrapers and never-ending
construction sites, Hong Kong seems to be bursting
at its seams. One week of staying within its confined
spaces and we were ready to go back to Australia and
its large open spaces that we are so fortunate to enjoy.
Landing in Kuala Lumpur from Hong Kong is
literally like a breath of fresh air. Stunning landscapes
dotted with palm trees, clean wide roads, and warm
friendly people; not to mention the food, makes a nice
first impression.

Macau. The remnants of its ancient Portuguese heritage
- the Guia fortress, Fortaleza do Monte, the saint
Dominic church- Chinese heritage, A-ma temple that
lends its name to the island city and the truly decadent
side of Macau that it is more famous for. Dubbed as
the ‘Las Vegas of the East’ and with its multi-billiondollar gaming business, hotels, retail spaces selling
top-end luxury goods, Macau is truly the playground
of the ultra-rich, glorifying all that money could buy.
The man-made wonders of Macau, the casinos, among
others, the Venetian, Parisian and the City of Dreams,
are simply breathtaking in its sheer opulence.
We wound up our trip to Macau with the dancing
musical fountain at the Wynn Hotel, featuring a
beautiful combination of sound, lights, bursts of fire and
water pyrotechnics. But more than the magnificence of
the fountain itself I was touched by the generosity of
our guide who went that extra mile to make sure that

An important feature of a county’s tourism success
story stems from the way it treats its visitors. Abdul,
our personal chauffeur cum tour guide was truly godsent. He let us enjoy Malaysia in all its glory without
ever letting us out of his sight even for a minute. He
treated us like one of his own and protected us like the
mother hen, alerting us to any possible hazards. Thanks
to him we had three amazing days in Kuala Lumpur,
climbing the stairs of the Batu caves, offering incense
at the Chinese temple, enjoying eagle feeding and
monkey feeding trips, Bird Park, Genting Highlands
and much more. He even told off a few locals for being
a little unceremonious towards the boys. I soon realised
that the best feeling in the world is the feeling of being
looked after and just for that itself I will back in a
heartbeat.
During one of our day trips in Kuala Lumpur,
Achyut felt that the kids deserved a treat for conducting
themselves so well and decided to make a stop-over at
a toy store. The visit to the toy store soon turned out
to be a lesson in currency conversion and why they
were being allowed to buy more than two toys each.
Thereafter, the boys took great delight in doing their
own calculations every time they wanted to make a
purchase and figure out for themselves if the said item
was affordable or not.
One of the great attractions of Malaysia is the
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The boys may be too young to
remember all that they have seen,
but they have surely been initiated to
the simple stuff – warming up to
a new culture and cuisine, busying
themselves at airport lounges
without an electronic gadget, appreciate the
kindness of strangers, create pranks and
situational humour and somewhat learn the
art of settling differences without making it
public knowledge.

Kuala Selangor firefly Park, which is about an hour’s
drive from Kuala Lumpur. A short boat ride takes
the visitors along the Selangkor River to witness the
amazing sight of millions of firefl ies twinkling in
unison lighting up the ‘Berembang’ trees along the
riverbank. It is undoubtedly a memorable experience
for the uninitiated. But for Achyut and me, it was a
trifle underwhelming as against the build-up and
anticipation. The whole experience, however, evoked a
sense of déjà vu taking us back to our days in Assam,
when firefl ies were in abundance and we were young
enough to be enchanted by them.
Our holiday was drawing to a close and the last
three days we kicked back at the tropical paradise of
Langkawi, lounging at deck chairs, sipping cocktails.
Here, we took the much-awaited mangrove tour at the
Kilim Nature Park. As our boats cruised down the
calm winding river, we were treated to the wonders of
the park’s marine ecosystem, its flora and fauna and
the natural inhabitants such as the over-hanging ‘Bogak
Trees’, Brown Eagles, Tree Crabs, Monitor Lizards,
and Macaques. Spread over an area of 100 sq. km, this
park features a beautiful mix of well-protected green
mangrove forests, isolated white beaches and blue
lagoons along with the scenic and spectacular views of
the unique limestone rock formations emerging from
the floor of the mangrove swamp and sea-bed variously
named as the Temple of Borobodur, the Elephant Stone,
and the Hanging Gardens.
Another attraction of the mangrove tour is the
Gua Kelawar (Bat Cave) where scores of bats make

Murals in a Hong Kong subway

their home amidst the Stalactites and Stalagmites of
the limestone caves. Last but not the least; we enjoyed
watching the farming of fish in specialised farms in the
open sea topped off with sumptuous seafood lunch. All
you need to do is point out the fish of your choice and
within no time it would be served up to you in all its
fragrant glory for you to relish. The whole experience
has been out of the world and highly recommended to
anyone visiting Malaysia.
After two weeks of hectic touring and fl itting in
and out of hotel rooms, we finally returned homebatteries recharged and ready to settle into our normal
life. The boys may be too young to remember all that
they have seen, but they have surely been initiated to
the simple stuff – warming up to a new culture and
cuisine, busying themselves at airport lounges without
an electronic gadget, appreciate the kindness of
strangers, create pranks and situational humour and
somewhat learn the art of settling differences without
making it public knowledge.
While I was reminiscing about the trip just gone, I
asked Aarush what has been the highlight of the trip
for him. Without any hesitation, my nature loving
son said, “The wildlife, Ma. I loved the eagles and
the monkeys. Remember the baby monkey? I wish I
could bring him home”. “Eashan, what about you,” I
asked. “Of course, the buffet breakfast! I just loved the
croissants!” He replied. And as for my dear hubby, he
was just glad that the four of us made it back to our
home, all in one piece and without a scratch. 
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From Failing High School Math
to Acing Engineering Math

Sahil Bora

Sahil Bora is currently a final semester student at RMIT University, Melbourne
studying electrical/electronic engineering. He is the founder and proprietor of
the website C++ Better Explained. In his spare time, Sahil enjoys surfing and
travelling.

I

WAS always a struggling math’s student,
especially during my last two years of high school.
I knew I wanted to do engineering and computer
science after I graduated and the requirements for
entry into those courses required me to complete
VCE Mathematical Methods. I also wanted to
do Specialist Math in year 11, the highest level of
math you can complete in VCE, but after the math
coordinator saw my year 10 math grades which were
very poor, he forced me to drop out of the subject.
Mathematical Methods in year 12 never went
well for me. I pretty much failed every test despite
trying my best to learn the material. My teacher
hated my guts because he didn’t think I was trying
at all and thought I wasn’t going to pull through. The
worst thing was knowing that the smart students
were getting drunk and partying all weekend and
still got an A+, whilst I was locked in my bedroom
studying all weekend and still failed. I felt like a
complete idiot.

When the final exams were near, I managed to
obtain over 50 practice exams by finding a zip file
on the internet containing practice exams from

several different tutoring and coaching companies
across Victoria, a scarce resource which gave me
an advantage over my peers. I was also receiving
one-one tutoring outside of school before the final
examination period to try to get as much help as I
could to score a decent grade.
Even after failing all the internal tests during
that year, I managed to, somehow, motivate myself to
study hard for the final exams; so, for the next three
months, I had no social life. My life consisted of just
school, after school tutoring, exam study, and parttime work. I was indeed a very boring 18-year-old
at the time. I was rigorously doing all the practice
exams I found, trying to get better with each one I
did. I pretty much did a practice exam every day from
September until the day before the first exam.
When the day came for my first Mathematical
Methods exam, I felt confident and energetic with
thoughts in my mind that I could ace this exam
because I had been preparing for over two months.
The first exam was a calculator free one, so when I
opened it and started reading, I still felt prepared
until I read the fourth question.
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It was a probability question that required me to
think outside the box. Later in the paper, there were
two more probability questions which I could have
easily done on a calculator but had to do manually.
I was struggling to write solutions, as I couldn’t
understand each step of solving the problem.
The second exam became more of a nightmare
than exam 1; despite being open book and with
calculators enabled. I found the long-worded
questions confusing and the technical jargon
added in wasn’t helping at all. I was trying to apply
concepts, I didn’t have a deep understanding of, into
the questions.
It was then that I resorted to writing the
memorized solutions from previous practice exams
to answer the questions. My high hopes of doing
well in the final exams of Mathematical Methods all
went down the drain.

After I completed VCE in 2012, I managed to
get into RMIT University, despite my disappointing
VCE Results. University was a fresh start for me.
Here, I learned that nobody cares if you got an ATAR
of 99.95 or below 30 because it’s only a number
just to get into a course. It doesn’t mean anything
afterward.
It was in the first year of engineering that I began
experimenting with ways to learn better. I began taking
notes on what worked, what didn’t and which methods
proved to be most beneficial. These, eventually, became
a book I wrote called “How to win at Mathematics”,
that documents my guidelines and techniques on how
I turned from a failing math student in high school
to doing well in engineering math at university. Since
its release in April 2014, it was consistently a top 10
best-sellers in Mathematics Study and Teaching on
the Amazon kindle store for 18 months. 
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Noor Jahan
MOSFIKA HUSSAIN
Began her career at Frontier TV as crime reporter and desk
editor. Currently, works as a Senior Academic Counsellor
for Northeast. Mosfika is passionate about photography and
lives in Guwahati, Assam

T

HERE always spread a
fragrance to the air of this
majestic palace. Covering
almost twelve acres of land, it was indeed
a royal estate. Everything from the lawn to
the budding fuchsias had been managed with
such care that the place had attained a charm only
few could resist. The avenue of cedars leading from
the main road to the palace had a cool dark shadiness
which seamlessly complemented the ethereal beauty of
the palace.
The golden sunlight streamed brilliantly in to the
palace quietly peeping through the curtains of the white
mahogany windows, gleaming deep red, almost the
color of wine. Beside the rustling silk curtain, right in
front of the large mirror, sat the beautiful Noor Jahan,
the light of the world, the mistress of the town.
The chiffon clad nubile figure was set
to perfection by the exotic beige dress
that revealed nothing and yet, revealed the
youthful figure, her curves rebelling against the
thin material of her dress lining. But for all the
buxomness of her figure, her melancholy eyes were
at variant with her decorous demeanor. It is only from
an agonized life that her eyes could have acquired
the look of hurt pride and the utter lack of humour.
This very mystery of her eyes drove men insane with
curiosity like having to pass through a door that had
neither lock nor a key. The very secrecy wrapped
around her made every encounter special. Men came
from across the country to drink the manna dew of her
beauty. It was said that Noor Jahan could make even
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plain water taste exotic. Such was her magic!
However, Noor Jahan did not always live a life of
grandeur and fame. She also managed a household
once. She had been married off at the tender age
of 16 and before she could cross over to being an
adult, she began mothering her child. Life was not
pleasant but she was content. Fate was not done
with her yet. Life was yet to inform her about
her husband’s illegitimate relationship with their
neighbor’s daughter. Noor Jahan was slapped with
reality only when he decided to bring home another
bride.
Her heart ached with misery at the thought of
sharing her husband with another woman. It was
unimaginably painful for her to accept the bitter truth
that her husband had, so mercilessly, introduced to her.
“Perhaps men always look for greener pasture”, she
reckoned silently realizing that she could do nothing
but submit to her fate.

Noor Jahan prayed that she would still be allowed
to live in the house, at least for the sake of her son. But
this was not to be. Her husband had no intention of
letting her stay when his new wife arrive. For him, Noor
Jahan was only another mouth to feed. And one day, he
pronounced and repeated thrice the simply word that
broke their marriage apart “TALAQ”. The cruel word
also announced her arrival into a cruel world. She was
left without care. She begged for relief but his decision
remained irreversible. And as she walked away, her tears
gave way to a determination. She had been abandoned
by the man she loved and cared for. Well, henceforth, it
is she who would make men crave for her. She would
become the mistress of the town, the owner of a brothel.
Mistress!!Her mind revolted at the first thought but the
memories of vilely she had been insulted, surged surge
furious indignation. She stopped thinking.
Noor Jahan stood out above the rest of the women in
the trade due to her flaming hair and her gaudy dresses
covering her beautiful body. But she was seldom received
in any nice neighborhood. As such, she settled down in
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a faraway place attempting pretentious disappearance.
And whenever she did appear, respectable women
hastened to cross the street in a bid to distance
themselves from her vicinity. Men, on the other hand,
patronized her for reason not fit to be discussed in the
so-called honorable society. Women gossiped about it
in whispers alone.
Noor Jahan, opened her doors to only the rich and
noble. In the years that followed she rose to prominence
and her fame spread far and wide just like the fragrance
of her beauty. She gained for herself the reputation of
being totally unabashed and shameless and when a
woman turns shameless, there hardly is any power that
can refrain her from achieving what she desires. This
woman desired the heart and soul of all men.
Another 18 years of life could push Noor Jahan to
age a bit. In fact, she grew more sensuous. Sitting on the
front porch one day, with her beautiful curls dancing
in the breeze, she indeed made a pretty picture. After
filing her nails, she decided to paint them a shocking
pink; but found hard to concentrate. Her eyes were
focused on a young man trudging in front of her large
cast iron gates. She ran downstairs to get a clear look
at the man. Yes, it was the same face; the same eyes,
the same careless manner. “Her boy had grown up to
be a handsome man”, she realized with pride. He was
muscular like his father, the muscles rippled against his
well-tailored shirt; his well-built physique boasted of
the ability to throw a powerful blow. She admired the
swell of his powerful shoulder against his clothes with
a fascination that was disturbing. Tears flowed from her
eyes effortlessly as she longed to run and hold him in
her arms. The mere sight of him seemed to quench her
thirst of 18 years. Several nights stood witness to her
tears and watched her cry to sleep, all she craved for
was a glimpse of her son. But now that he is right at her
threshold, she feared that might she contaminate the
air he breathes.
“But what is he doing here?” she wondered
perplexed. She hoped that he was unaware of her
identity and that the infamous Noor Jahan was the
woman who borne him. When she took the path that
she did, Noor Jahan took all care that her son never
finds out about her outrageous life. No way she could
let her son to be ashamed of his mother. “What other
business could lure a young man to the palace of
Noor Jahan?” she questioned herself. And gradually,
the truth of the situation struck her like a heavy blow.

Today, her motherhood was at stake. She called out to
the guards at the entrance “Drive that young man out of
here. Don’t even let him touch the gate.”
The guard rushed to do as commanded, worried to
see her in such a violent mood. It took about five guards
to push the young man away from the gates. He lashed
out as he towered over them. After a long struggle,
which seemed like an eternity, he gave way to the blows
of the guards.
However, he was back to the entrance with the
cast iron gates but this time, he was not to be stopped.
Overcoming the initial hindrance of fighting the guards
meant nothing to him. He was invincible. He came
straight to Noor Jahan’s door, his gait easy and graceful
as a panther stretching in the sun ready to spring and
strike. But he dares not enter the open doors. He looked
at her from the threshold with a scowl on his face and
a look of contempt. Noor Jahan faced him from behind
the transparent curtains stupefied with fear and shame.
She heard her soul nudging at her “Stop your elaborate
pretensions. No matter what power of seduction you
possess, you are only a whore. And a whore has to
dutifully oblige to all her customers”.
To her utter horror, the young man spoke “I have
brought enough money to last you a lifetime. Damn
you… today you shall not deny me the pleasure of your
bed”. His face looked dark and flustered and his eyes
drooped under the impact of alcohol. He flung himself
into a chair in the corner and poured himself a drink
from the crystal jar meant for her regal of customers.
Still frozen behind the curtains, a mother’s soul had
just died. She could feel it leaving the accommodation
of her frail body. Her world crashed into her, yet she
was alive. Now, the body was dwelled upon only by
Noor Jahan, the glorified seductress. She squared her
shoulders; determination lit large on her face. Warm
blood flooded into her veins, her face stiffened and eyes
narrowed. Something deeper than anger and stronger
than pain was running through her body.
She called out to her house maids, her voice a little
shaky. Retrieving herself back to consciousness, she
announced, “Let there be a celebration tonight. Lite up
every corner of this palace. I shall bedeck myself in the
finest of my finery. Today, my sensuality will defeat the
manhood of a man, for the diva has been unveiled of
her last veil…for one last time! 
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SESTAA:
Small steps,
but big leaps
Dr. Smita Sabhlok
Dr. Sabhlok is currently the Secretary of SESTAA- Society
for Empowerment Service Training and Awareness,
Australia.
SESTAA was incorporated as a not-for-profit organisation
in July 2009 by the Government of Victoria, Australia.
It is an Australian based community organization run
by a few selfless members of the Vic Assam Community,
and was formed with the intention to transfer experience,
knowledge, skills and resources for the improvement
of health and well-being of the disabled and the
disadvantaged around the world.
This article, briefly, brings forth a few, out of many, success
stories of milestones achieved by this altruistic body of
people –
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HEY start with small steps, but those are big
leaps in their lives – moments to rejoice for
themselves, for their parents and for their caretakers. Children who have been visiting Shishu Sarothi’s
Early Intervention Centre in Goalpara, Assam for
the last one and half year, funded by SESTAA from
Melbourne, have by now many successful stories to tell:
1. Nur Alom Islam, a 1 year and 10 months old child
had first visited our Early Intervention Centre on
09/05/2015. The child suffers from cerebral palsy right
Hemiplegic and could not walk by himself. But after
receiving intense therapy at the centre, he can now
stand and walk without any support.
2. Khanjan Ray visited the Early Intervention Centre

Sestaa Fund Raising Event, Melbourne

when he was 2 years and 7 months old. This child,
too, was born with cerebral palsy and could not walk.
Gradually, he has starting to walk after getting proper
therapy in the centre.
3. Zakir Hussain, 1 year and six months old child,
suffers from monoplegia (left U/l). His first visit was
on 19/09/15. After receiving therapy, the child is now
able to walk.
4. Rizwan Sheikh was born on 25/11/15. The child
first visited the Early Intervention Centre on 27/02/16.
He was a high-risk baby and was referred to the centre
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by a paediatric surgeon. After getting support in the
centre, the child can now sit and crawl.
5. Reshma Rahman, born on 12/02/16, was brought to
the Centre by her parents on doctor’s advice. The child
came to the centre on 05/03/16 and due to cerebral
palsy, could not move her hands freely. But now after
the detailed therapy sessions, she can move her limbs
properly.
6. Pritam Ray, a four-year old child first visited our
Centre on 11/06/16. The child suffers from cerebral
palsy right Hemiplegic. It is so impressive that within a
fleeting period of support from our end, the child can,
now, walk properly.
These and other similar stories keep coming in.
Funded by SESTAA, the technical support team and
therapists from Shishu Sarothi, Guwahati, the Early
Intervention centre in Goalpara has made a noticeable
difference in people’s lives in the region. Word has
spread about the centre and people are coming from
far and wide, seeking the support and help provided to
children.
It has all been possible because of the support
received from Melburnians. It is overwhelming how
within a brief period of 16 months 43 out-reach camps
were organised by Shishu Sarothi and attended by more
than 800 children; visits at an average of 20 children
per day.
The stories continue to pour in from Cinnamara,
Jorhat where the villagers wait for Prerona’s Field

Dr. Smita Sabhlok (first from left) with her family

Workers (funded by SESTAA), Masoom Gowala and
Susanta Gogoi. Through regular home visits made by
these field workers in the past couple of years, they
have been able to assist the disabled in the remote
villages. They provide aids to learn vocational skills;
counselling and assistance are also provided to help
them avail government benefits, to attend school, learn
personal care as well as household work. Indeed, these
field workers have come to be familiar and reliable
resource persons for these villages with limited means.
Prerona’s psychologist and speech therapist (also funded
by SESTAA) have become a regular support service to
children, parents and teachers in the schools. Children
are taught different strategies to manage their behaviour,
parents are taught how to manage their children at
home and teachers are trained in various therapeutic
skills for dealing with the children. Music therapy has
become an integral part of the children’s developmental
curriculum now.
In Shishugreh, Guwahati, the salary support provided
for hiring an additional nurse for the care of the disabled
children has helped provide the extra attention and care
these children would otherwise be deprived of.

Members of VicAssam helping out

Confucius once said, “It does not matter how slowly you
go as long as you do not stop”. The support of Melburnians
and of Vic Assam community has brought SESTAA’s
funding this far; now is not the time to stop but rather,
continue the efforts and expand our reach. Please visit
www.sestaa.org and support SESTAA’s future fundraising activities. 
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Celebrating the First Anniversary

VicSangeet

VicSangeet is a group of Melbournebased music enthusiasts. The core of this
group has an Assamese-flavour as it has
a sound representation from the expat
Assamese community from within
and outside of the Victorian state of
Australia. It wishes to grow beyond
regional and/or linguistic barriers while
facilitating and promoting music and
music related activities. Currently, an
invitation-only group which meets
every few months. It recently completed
its first anniversary.
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Melbourne Assam Convention 2018

Rangam Rajkhowa
Dr. Rangam Rajkhowa is a member of the academic staff
at the Deakin University, Melbourne, Victoria. He was the
President of Vic Assam during the year 2015-2016 and is,
currently, a permanent member of the Assam Convention
Committee.
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HE year 2016 was a very important one
for the Assamese community in Australia.
Sydney hosted the most anticipated 1st Assam
Convention, Australia at Pennant Hills Community
Centre on 1st October. It was an excellent opportunity
for the Assamese diaspora to meet and share our
cultural root. The Convention was inaugurated by Mr.
B. Vanlalvawna, the Consul General of India, Sydney.
The Consul General also inaugurated the magazine
“Xomonnoy (harmony)” published on the occasion.
The Convention commenced with a break-away
session on September 30 wherein aims, objectives and
plans in terms of future engagements were discussed.
Representatives from each State Associations
provided overviews of the activities of their respective
communities. It was followed by dinner hosted by the
Sydney Assamese Community. The following morning
was the time for people to show their sporting skills at
the Macquarie University Sports Centre. Thereafter, it
was time for the much-awaited cultural evening which
showcased the overwhelming talents of our members
across Australia.
The event brought great satisfaction and certainly
exceeded the expectations in many fronts.
The
participation of about 150 people of which nearly half
travelled to Sydney from distinct parts of Australia,
including 50 from Victoria, contributed immensely to its
success. There was no second opinion that the benchmark
set by the cultural program was extremely high. The
magnificent performances from Sydney team were
equally matched by that of the Canberra, Melbourne,
and Perth teams, with a wide variety of items, each
of which is still fresh in our minds. Considering that
the entire cultural program was organised only with

minimum preparation, the quality of the cultural evening
highlighted the local talents and more importantly, the
spirit of the community. One of the most cherished and
memorable moments, which resonated the idea behind
the event, was the spontaneous participation of people
from all states at the stage, dancing in rhythm to live
music till past midnight.
Being the first instance of its kind, it was not an
easy task for the coordination committee to organise the
event and there were many hurdles. It required months
of preparations. Most members of the coordination
group from different states did not know each other.
However, at the end it worked very well and with
excellent support from the Assam Association ACT
& NSW, the all-States group could create strong ties
between the state units. The combined efforts of all
states resulted in an excellent turnout. A decision was,
thereby, made to follow a similar model to organise our
future Conventions. The platform created by the Sydney
Convention by launching the Assam Convention
magazine, creation of a convention logo, a permanent
website, social media sites etc. will be very useful for
subsequent events held by our community.
Bearing in mind, the unanimous opinion of all
participants at the Sydney Convention, Vic Assam Inc.,
in the last Annual General Meeting, decided to host the
next Convention in Melbourne in 2018. The decision
about a suitable date requires many considerations
as families travelling long distances need advance
preparations. Time has come for all state committees to
select representatives for the coordination committee for
the Melbourne Convention and begin with necessary
preparations. Although the Sydney Convention was
a remarkable success story, many of our community
members across Australia were unable to attend it for
several reasons. Therefore, the forthcoming Convention
is expected to provide the opportunity to include them
all. Perhaps, our community across the Tasman would
also be a part of the Melbourne Convention 2018. It is
time for suggestions to flow from community members.
It
will
immensely
help
if
individuals
communicate ideas and comments through state
committees or write to the convention email account
(assamconventionaustralia@gmail.com) or Facebook
page. Let us all get ready for another wonderful Assam
Convention in 2018. 
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CORIANDER CHICKEN
INGREDIENTS

METHOD







Heat pan and pour required oil.



Add Jeera seeds once the oil heats up.



Add onion and ginger-garlic paste.



Add washed and cut chicken pieces
into the pan and cook for 10 minutes,
until the oil separates out (on medium
heat).



Add coriander and chilli paste to the
chicken and mix well.



Add required salt and cook for another
5 minutes until the chicken turns
golden brown.



Serve hot with rice.



Kalpana Dutta




Chicken- 1 kilogram
Cooking Oil
Black Jeera (Cumin
Seeds)- 2 teaspoons
Ginger-garlic paste- 2
tablespoons
Onion Paste- 2
tablespoons
Salt, as per taste
Green chillies - 4/5
Coriander bunchs-2
- Blend the chillies and
coriander into paste
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EGG PLANT KOFTAS
INGREDIENTS

METHOD
















Small round eggplants- ½ kilogram
Cooking Oil
Jeera seeds (Cumin)-1 teaspoon
Coriander seeds-1 teaspoon
Sesame seeds -1 teaspoon
Almonds - 5/6 pieces
Desiccated coconut-1 teaspoon
Onion- 1 (generous size, sliced)
Turmeric powder, as required
Red Chilli powder, as required
Salt, as per taste
Curry leaves for garnishing.











Heat pan and roast jeera, coriander, and sesame
seeds along with almonds, grind them together
into powder.
Dry fry the onion slices and desiccated coconut
and blend into paste.
Mix the paste with the dry power prepared earlier
and add 1 cup of water.
Heat pan and pour oil.
Fry the mixture on medium heat for 5-7 minutes.
Add 2 cups of water, turmeric powder, salt, red
chilli powder.
Cover and cook for 5 minutes.
Add the washed eggplants and cook for 10
minutes or until cooked well.
Garnish with chopped curry leaves.
Serve hot with rice.
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PATOT DIYA MAAS
(FISH WR APPED IN BANANA LEAF)
INGREDIENTS

METHOD





Add salt, turmeric powder, green chillies,
and diced onion to the fishes and mix well



Add 2 teaspoon of mustard oil



Transfer small portions of the fish mixture
into banana leaves and pack them carefully
(tie them into small packets)



Place the packets on to a pan, cover and let
it cook over low flame for 10-15 minutes.



Once done, place all the fish portions into
a serving dish and add chopped coriander



Add 1 teaspoon of mustard oil for
seasoning



Mix well and serve.



Ankita Kakoty








Small fishes- 250 grams
(washed and cleaned)
Red Onion- 1 (finely
diced)
Green Chillies- 2-3 (slit)
Turmeric Powder- a pinch
Mustard oil- 3 teaspoons
Salt, as per taste
Coriander sprigs for
garnishing
Clean Banana Leaf, to
wrap
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KASKOL BAKOLIR
(RAW GREEN BANANA) CHUTNEY

Sadiqua Hazarika

INGREDIENTS









Raw Green Banana- 2
Kal Jeera (black cumin
seeds)- less than ½
teaspoon
Raw mustard oil- 2
teaspoons
Lemon juice- 2-3
teaspoons
Onion- 2 teaspoons
(chopped)
Garlic- 2 cloves
Salt, as per taste

METHOD






Boil kaskol with skin
intact.
Use only the skin for this
chutney after peeling.
Add all the ingredients
together, along with the
boiled banana skin, and
blend them to form a fine
paste (chutney).
Our chutney is ready to
serve.
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TRIFLE

BITTER GOURD KHAR
INGREDIENTS










Indrani Bora
INGREDIENTS- (serves 10)








Packet Port Wine Jelly- 1
Swiss Roll- 1
Small Madeira cake - 1
Tin fruit salad -1
Custard -300 ml
Thickened cream- 300 ml
Mixed berries for decoration

METHOD
 Prepare the jelly the night before
and keep in the fridge.
 In a glass trifle container, put in the
following:
a. The jelly
b. Round slices of Swiss roll
around the glass container in
layers
c. Square pieces of Madeira cake
in the middle
d. Add 8 table spoons of fruit salad
e. Add custard
f. Repeat the above steps until the
container is full.
 Add thickened cream and mixed
berries for decoration.

Enjoy!

Bitter gourd- 1 (generous size)
Moong dal (yellow lentils) -1 cup
Dried chillies – 3 pieces
Garlic- 3 cloves
Raw red chilli- 1
Ginger- Small piece (about 1”)
Mustard oil- 2 tablespoons
Bicarbonate of soda- ½ tablespoons
Salt to taste

METHOD











Cut the bitter gourd into small pieces.
Soak the moong dal.
Add the oil to a pan and when hot, add the dried chillies
and the pounded garlic.
Add the bitter gourd and stir for 5 minutes.
Add the dal and stir for 2 minutes.
Add 2 cups of water.
Add salt to taste, the red chilli and the Bicarbonate of
soda.
Lower the flame and keep an eye on the pan, as the soda
may cause the ingredients to rise.
When the gourd is cooked, add the pounded ginger, cover
and remove from the stove.
Ready to serve.
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SMALL RIVER FISH WITH CHERRY
TOMATOES AND GREEN AMARANTH
INGREDIENTS












Nilupher Hussain
Nilupher Hussain from Guwahati, Assam loves
cooking with a passion. Her love for food started
young when her mother would delight her
siblings and her with special snacks everyday.
Gradually, as she grew older, and she continued
her passion to cook for her husband and son.
They devour her delicacies which only inspires
her to do better. A homemaker, Nilupher, seeks
inspiration and experience from every single
local competition and events she has been part of.

Mix of small fishes- 250 grams
Green amaranth-½ kilogram (chopped)
Cherry tomatoes- 250 grams
Green chillies- 5
Garlic paste- 1 teaspoon
Panch puron- 1/3 teaspoon
Turmeric powder- ½ teaspoon
Onion - 1 small size (sliced)
Mustard oil - 1 teaspoon
Roasted black pepper (powder) - ½ teaspoon
Salt, according to the taste

METHOD











Clean and chop the green amaranth into fine pieces.
Add 1 tbsp mustard oil on a pre-heated pan, half fry the
fishes and keep it aside.
Add 1/3rd Panch Puron and chopped onions in the pan and
stir it until the colour changes to golden brown. After that,
add the green amaranth along with turmeric powder and
garlic paste, stir it well for a few minutes.
Add cherry tomatoes along with sliced green chillies into it,
cover the pan and let it simmer for 5 minutes.
After 5 minutes, open the lid and stir it again, also add
water, and salt according to taste and finally add the halffried fish into the pan.
Stir it slowly for some time and cover it, make sure it is on
high flame and let it cook untill the fish gets tender and the
gravy emits all the flavours.
Lastly, sprinkle black pepper powder when the gravy is
bubbling up and turn off the flame. It is ready to be served.
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MRIGANK BORA
My name is Mrigank Bora. I am
thirteen years old and I attend
Penleigh and Essendon Grammar
School. My interests include travelling
to different countries in the world and
learning about the diverse cultures. I
especially love the Assamese culture
and I hope that, with my article, you
will all learn a little more about the
state of Assam.

WHAT IS A NATIONAL PARK?
National parks are amazing places and
there are many things that they do that help
protect the large variety of plants, animals,
and the environment in which they live in.
In my article, today I will be going through
the various national parks of Assam that
help protect the environment, plants, and
animals. The parks are Kaziranga National
Park, Manas National Park, and the Sonai
Rupai Wildlife Sanctuary.
KAZIRANGA NATIONAL PARK
Kaziranga National Park is in the Golaghat
and Nagaon districts of Assam. It is an
extremely large National Park that has
an area of 430 km squared. Kaziranga
National Park was built in 1908, it is one
of Assam’s longest running National Parks.
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There are many kinds of animals staying
in Kaziranga National Park like elephants,
wild water buffalos, and swamp deer.
However, the most famous are the great
one-horned rhinoceros. Kaziranga National
Park has two-thirds of the population of
the one-horned rhinoceros and according
to the census conducted by the Forest
Department of the Government of Assam,
the rhino population in Kaziranga National
Park is 2,401. Kaziranga National Park
has also been recognised by the United
Nations Educational, Scientific and Cultural
Organization (UNESCO) as a World
Heritage Site. Kaziranga is also responsible
for the highest amount of tigers among its rare and endangered wildlife like the
conservation areas in the world and was Assam roofed turtle, hispid hare, golden
declared a Tiger Reserve in 2006.
langur, the pigmy hog and its many wild
water buffalos. The name ‘Manas National
MANAS NATIONAL PARK
Park’, originally, came from the Manas
The Manas National Park, which is also river, which is named after the serpent
known as the Manas Wildlife Sanctuary, is goddess Manasa. The Manas river flows
in Assam, India. The size of this National into the Brahmaputra river, which runs
Park is 950 km squared making it even through the center of the National Park.
larger than Kaziranga National Park and During 1992-2011, the Manas National Park
it was established in 1990. Manas National was endangered and it was added to the
Park is a Project Tiger reserve, an elephant list of ‘World Heritage in Danger’. This was
reserve and a biosphere reserve in Assam, because of continuous logging, pollution,
India. This National Park is well-known for settlement, mining and farming.
SONAI RUPAI WILDLIFE SANCTUARY
The Sonai Rupai Wildlife Sanctuary is in
Assam, India within the Sonitpur District of
Assam. This Wildlife Sanctuary has an area
of 220 km squared and extends to the
foothills of the Himalayan ranges displaying
much of the wildlife and surroundings. It
was established in 1998. Sonai Rupai Wildlife
Sanctuary is home to mammals such as
tigers, lesser cats, elephants, wild boars,
hog deer and barking deer. There are also
many several types of birds like the white
winged duck, hornbill, and the pelican. 
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The deceptively simple answer:
A 50 cent coin has 12 equal sides, there
are two 50 cent coins balanced next to
each other as shown.

RAHUL DOLOI
VCE Further Maths students have been
debating if this extremely tricky question
should be permitted?
Leaving students stumped, let’s see if you
can solve this.

The options are either:
a) 12°
b) 30°

c) 36°
d) 60°

The simplest solution found: Simply use a
third coin. 

e) 72°

http://www.theage.com.au/victoria/vce-maths-problem-can-you-solve-the-50-cent-question-20151102-gkopm8.
htmlhttp://www.theage.com.au/victoria/vce-maths-problem-can-you-solve-the-50-cent-question-20151102gkopm8.html
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through the night sky, followed by a bright
purple lightning strike, causing a massive
explosion. Toothless is also very headstrong
– while he will listen to Hiccup at some of
the times, he also has the inclination to do
what he wants, and when he wants.

BARSA SARMA
Hi! My name is Barsa. I am in year 6
in Camberwell Girls Grammar School.
I am fascinated by dragons and
'Toothless' is one of my favourites.
Toothless is classified as a Night Fury
dragon, which is one of the most mysterious
and fearsome types of dragons that exist.
Until Hiccup discovered Toothless, no one
had ever known what a Night Fury even
looked like.
In the Journal of Dragons, Toothless is
placed in what is known as ‘Strike Class’. He
has the key ability to ‘Dive Bomb’, meaning,
he can dive from heights, gaining lots of
speed at a downward angle and shoots his
lightning ball. A Night Fury only attacked in
the dead of night because it was virtually
invisible.
For a long while, nobody knew what an
actual Night information that the Vikings
had gathered on this rare type of dragon
was the whistling sound of his speed cutting

Physically, he is of the medium sized
build with jet - black scales covering his
body. Hiccup gives him the name ‘Toothless’
because of his retractable teeth. Rather
than fire, like most dragons, Toothless can
create lightning from its mouth. He is also
extremely swift and uses his speed and
coloring to hide from the Vikings in the
night sky.
Toothless is very playful, active, and
intelligent; observing what Hiccup does
and mimicking him in certain scenarios.
Toothless has many great attributes, but
the one that is most desirable is his loyalty.
Through the bonding with Hiccup, he comes
to greatly respect and remains loyal to
Hiccup, even protecting him in different
situations.
Toothless wins over the hearts of many
others, showing Vikings like Astrid, Stoick,
and Gobber that these dragons are capable
of friendship and respect. Toothless’s
kind nature is one the main reasons that
dragons and Vikings can now co – exist and
live together. 
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LISAN SARMA
Hi! I am Lisan. I am in year one. I
am fascinated by LEGO and love to
build different things with LEGO. So I
am going to share some information
about LEGO.

The name ‘LEGO’ is an abbreviation of
the two Danish words “leg godt”, meaning,
“Play well”.
The LEGO group was founded in1932
by Ole Krik Kristiansen. The company has
passed from father to son and is now owned
by Kjeld Krik Kristiansen, a grandchild of
the founder.
It has come a long way over the
past almost 80 years – from a small
carpenter’s workshop to a modern, global
enterprise that is now of the world’s largest
manufacturers of toys.
With LEGO, we can build different
things, which help develop creativity and
imagination. My wish is that, one day, I will
be able to build the “Taj Mahal”. 
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PRIYANKA BORA
My name is Priyanka Bora and I am
nine years old. I am studying in year
four and I go to Overnewton Anglican
Community College. My hobbies are
playing the violin, learning Indian
classical dance from my mum and
reading story books in my free time.
This article is about different festivals
Indians celebrate, particularly in
Assam.

In January, we celebrate Magh Bihu.
Magh Bihu is the celebration for the
end of harvesting season. This is marked
by lighting bonfires. We have a big feast
with traditional Assamese food and play
Assamese games like Tekeli-Bhonga and
buffalo fighting.

In March, we celebrate Holi. Holi is a
spring festival. This festival is also known
as the festival of colours or festival of
love. It takes place over two days. We
celebrate Holi by the burning of Holika and
celebrating the love story between Radha
and Krishna.

In April, we celebrate Bohag Bihu. Bohag
Bihu means the start of harvesting season.
This is also the marking of Assamese New
Year. This celebration is marked by singing
Bihu songs with dhol, taal and pepa, and
Bihu dance.
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In November, we celebrate Diwali. Diwali
is the festival of light. The reason why we
celebrate Diwali is because of the story
of Ramayana, where Lord Ram rescued
his wife Sita after defeating demon king
Ravana. We celebrate by lighting diyas with
colourful rangoli artwork. At the end of the
In October, we have Durga Puja. It is day, we light fireworks and firecrackers.
mainly about goddess Durga. We go to the
Thank-you, for reading this article about
temple for a puja, have family gatherings
different festivals we celebrate in India. 
and put up decorations.

In August, we celebrate Janmashtami.
It is the celebration of the birth of Lord
Krishna. This is an important festival. We
perform lots of singing and plays. We go
to the temple to do a special puja.
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JAI KONWAR
Jai Konwar is in Grade 3 at Overnewton
Anglican College. He likes going on
fishing trips and riding his bike with his
dad. His favourite authors are Roald
Dahl, Jeff Kinney, and Aaron Blabey.

very good.
In the morning, my dad took us fishing
in the river. He caught some fishes too. I
do not remember the names of the fishes
but they were of medium sizes. We also
took a swim in the river. The water was
cold but I had a lot of fun. We did not swim
too far as there were other boats in the
river.
But the most fun part of the trip was
collecting woods for the camp fire. We all
searched and gathered a lot of fallen tree
branches. By the time of campfire, we had
gathered a lot of it. And another funny
thing was going to a toilet. Although we had
a portable toilet, we used the bushes as it
was so much more fun.

Doing Barbeque was also fun. Each one
of
us
had a tong and we all got to cook. We
Holidays are so much fun. I always eagerly
wait for it as I get to do so many new all sat by the camp fire and ate our dinner.
things.
We stayed there for two nights. And
Once, during my holidays, I went to a on the third day, it was time to leave.
camping spot by the Murray river. The Although I did not want to go back home,
place was called Echuca. My friends Aarush I was happy that I had so much fun on my
and Eashan also went with me. We had a holiday. And I was also very excited for my
campfire and ate marshmallows. Everyone next holiday as I did not know where my
slept in a tent in the night time. It was Dad would take me. 
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LISA SARMA
Hi! My name is Lisa. I am in year 6
in Camberwell Girls Grammar School.
I am interested in writing fictions. I
love animals, so this story is about
animals and a girl.

Layers of luster blankets filled the freespiritless night while stars twinkled like
diamonds scattered across the sky. The
moon shone ghostly as it touched the
leaves.

in pain while my clothes were smudged
with dirt and spikes. That’s why I fail at
environment surroundings, I glanced at
my skin. No blood, good.

The jungle swayed like a person waving
goodbye in the fresh scent of peppermint.
The animals rested till dawn broke into
the skies of dark. Nothing else shattered
the jungle with its regular routines. “Why
those mischievous men fool me, I’ll make
them timorous after I find a way out of
this jungle.”

Parrots glided to the canopy and
chatted mockingly like if they were bullies.
The parrots were still on the forest floor
and with one stick thrown at them, they
flew away. But they still watched me as I
make my move. I stood up shakily, I almost
fell but I retrieved my balance quickly as I
turned back.

Still with no luck and getting deeper
into the jungle. Trees blocked a path or is
there any path here. Rosa stumbled over
a thorny bush. I slid down, crashed into
some flowers until I stopped and groaned

I climbed the roots on the ground as they
launched me up. Then something caught
my interest, it was dazzling and cream
colored with a streak of gold around the
edges. Stuck deep inside the spiked bush.
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I tried to get it out with thorns cutting
into my bare flesh but I didn’t notice them.
Finally reached the object, I couldn’t tell if
it was a gem or not because it was twisted.

the gem, it allows anyone to hear the
animals speak” the lion answered as if it
was reading my mind. I pinched myself,
nope… not a dream.

It’s cool against my palm as if it was
The crowd intently eyed me and then,
a rock from the icing glaciers. Suddenly, a golden lioness with a heart shapedmy mind went white as I stumbled into my spotted with blue, necklace around her
mind, thinking.
neck. “So, a human would replace me as
the jungle guardian” the lioness purred as
I opened my eyes a tiny bit with she inspected me. “Well, she will compete
something furry against my back. A lion. with you and prove herself as the next
I’m on the back of a lion; I made myself to guardian” the lion spoke as smoke swirled
sit without making any noise as if you were in the forest and then gulped in scarlet
not trying to startle a horse. Large rocks and yellow. Everyone ran in every direction
stood up like an animal stadium and sand and the flames feasted on the bare trees.
dunes stood as the entrance.
Flames surrounded everything and faint
“Where am I?” I asked quietly. “Silence, growls came from the north. I hurried over
this girl has found the guardian gem” the and found two cubs laying there. I jumped
lion roared with no shout from the crowd into the flames even though it burned; I
of animals. “But how?” I thought deeply, brought both to my chest. “Do you know
with no answer in my mind. “when touching where a waterfall is?” I asked eagerly. 
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Geet with his sister Junuka

At school, we draw paintings and read books.
I also learn Japanese. I love Kimochis in our
school. We use these toys to display what we
Hello everyone,
feel, and my favourite Kimochi is Cloud. After
Wish you all a very Happy Rongali Bihu!
school, I go to martial art classes a few times
You know this is an exciting time for me. a week. So, you know - I am getting both
And, do you know why? Well, I have started smarter and tougher!
Foundation Level (Prep) at primary school At home, Ma teaches me how to read words;
this year. Isn’t it awesome?
and together, we read lots of books. She also
Every morning, I take a short walk to my teaches me different songs. Pita says he will
school with my Pita (dad); and later my Ma help me in my studies and music once I am
and little sister, Junuka come to pick me up in a bit grown up! And, I do not complain as he
the afternoon. A friend, Mihit and I scooter plays all sorts of games with me, tells stories,
brings goodies every day through his magic
home together.
spells of ‘Aabra-ka-Daabra’, and shows, both
I love going to school, although I do Junuka and me, beautiful movies from his
not feel happy at times when I have to bid endless collection.
goodbye to my Pita when he drops me off. As
Junuka is my beautiful little sister. I love
school starts, all the students line up, and the
Junuka
the most. Another name she has is,
Class Teachers come out and take us to our
Learning Spaces (classrooms). We play many Kiara. As not many people use this name, she
games. I love the game where we choose may not respond if you call her by it. She also
one of our classmates and then pass a ball loves me the most. On weekends, Junuka and
to him/her. S/he then, has to, tell us three I go swimming. Unlike me, she does not know
things that s/he did the previous evening how to swim but enjoys playing in the water
after school. I have made lots of friends. with my parents. She is a very good playmate
I am happy that three of my close friends of mine, and we play a lot together.
from my Kindergarten have joined this school
Finally, as much as I look forward to an
too! In case any new student joins our class amazing time ahead, I wish the same to you
and finds no friend, s/he can sit under the too! 
‘Friendship Tree’. Then, we make friends with Based on a narration by Geet/ Vedant to
him/her.
his parents, Chintanu and Santana

VEDANT SHARMA (GEET)
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Kalyani Adhikary
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