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PAINT ME A TALE
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Dedicated to every friend ,who helped me see
the world, in all its different colours.
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Holiday in Jheelpukur


The town of Jheelpukur seemed to be awake at
last. The hustle-bustle of the starting day had finally shaken
Jharnaa out of her sleep, but more than the sounds of the bus stop
it was the crisp, clear air, descending from the hills, which
finally announced the arrival of day to her young, sleepy eyes.

Looking about her, she saw her mother and
father getting ready to embark from the bus. Everything seemed to
happen in a hurry, once they had got down from the bus. There were
grandfather and Uncle Deepak already waiting for them, hugging them
the next minute, whisking off their luggage into the big Sumo and
they were on their way home. Jharnaa, as always, perplexed and at
the same time envious, at how easy it was for the adults to carry
on an animated conversation. She looked at her mother’s tired but
happy face, sharing so much with her father and brother while her
father, though not talking as much as her, seemed to be visibly
relaxed and comfortable, hearing to all the discussions. Almost
everything, under the sun could be and was being discussed in that
comfortable family car.

It was the same when they reached the family
bungalow. The whole family was there to welcome them and fuss over
them, after their so-called long journey from the city.

It was not the usual scene for the
Chakraborty family bungalow, but this was the time of the summer
holidays and the whole family was assembled to celebrate the
holidays together, in the small and scenic town of Jheelpukur.

The extended Chakraborty family comprised of
Jharnaa’s maternal grandfather and grandmother and their three
children, two sons and one daughter and their respective families.
The eldest son was Deepak, followed by Jharnaa’s mother Madhuri and
youngest son Prateek. Deepak’s son Shekhar was a tall, handsome boy
of about fifteen years and without doubt the favourite cousin of
Jharnaa. He was gentle and considerate towards all the younger
cousins and Jharnaa liked him very much. He could also be a lot of
fun. So, it pleased Jharnaa when she was awarded by one of
Shekhar’s smiles, though he rushed off soon after to touch the feet
of his just-arrived Aunt Madhuri and Uncle Ajeet. Uncle Prateek’s
sons, the twins Appu and Pappu, younger than Jharnaa by about three
years, not to be outdone in enthusiasm, were upon Jharnaa in a
moment and though she found herself amused by their delight, she
knew that before very long, they would drive her up the wall, by
their pranks.

Nevertheless, the whole family was reunited
after a whole year and everyone was happy to see each other. It
promised to be a wonderful family vacation. For Jharnaa, it was to
be her first summer vacation with her new family.

XXXXX

Jheelpukur derived its name from the
singular lake which lay at the centre of this beautiful town,
nestled in the lap of the mountains. It was as if the hills nestled
the town in their lap and the town in its turn nestled the pretty
lake, an offspring of the mountains, in its own lap, for the town
and its life was built all around this lake. The fact that the
source of this lake was a spring, somewhere in the mountains and
that this lake, through a narrow, almost hidden, passage connected
itself to a river, to eventually complete the eternal connection
between hills and ocean, could have been but a magnanimously kept
secret. So still, almost like a mirror was its surface that certain
complacency seemed to radiate out of it, and it was this peace and
quiet which flowed through the breath of the town.

Grandfather always insisted on a walk
by the Jheel every evening.
It would give them a good appetite; he said and make them
appreciate grandmother’s cooking even more.

Jharnaa loved these walks very much,
especially if she was eventually left alone with grandfather after
a while; so that she could just sit quietly, without having to say
anything or do anything. Appu and Pappu could always find some
other amusements along the way; the adults always had concerns of
their own and there was something dignified and comfortable about
grandfather’s presence. He could be there, without making you feel
conscious about yourself.

It was on one such walk when grandfather
asked her, “Are you happy Jharnaa?”

She was startled. Young as she was, she
somehow sensed that she was being asked one of the most difficult
questions of her life.

“Of course, why should I be unhappy?”

“I did not ask if you are unhappy. I asked
if you are happy. They are not one and the same thing.” answered
Grandfather thoughtfully but with a smile.

“Yes, I think I am quite happy, though I do
not have everything I would like to have”, Jharnaa answered after a
while.

“for example?”, grandfather asked her.

“for example, I would like to have a friend.
Someone I could talk to and share a lot of things with”, she said
after some silence.

“So, don’t you have friends now?”

“Yes, I do but not in that way. There is
nobody I could share everything with. It is as if I know the
limitations of every relationship. I can tell up to this much to
someone but not beyond this. No one ever specifies this precise
limit, but I just seem to know.”

“Why do you think, you want someone to know
all?”

“I am not sure about the reason, but I
somehow feel it would be good to know that someone is there who
could appreciate it the way I do.”

“Has it ever occurred to you that you and
your thoughts might be special and being special they cannot be
shared with everyone?”

“Now, that you say it, I confess that I have
sometimes thought about it that way, but it does not seem very
correct”, Jharnaa replied, looking straight into his wise, calm
eyes.

“Why is it not correct?”

“Is not this thought a proud one? As if, I
consider myself superior to the others!” Jharnaa was hesitant.

“Well, everyone has his own view but, in my
opinion, liking or appreciating oneself should not be mutually
exclusive of one’s appreciation of others. After all, the five
fingers of our hand are not alike and that seems the best for our
hand as such”, explained grandfather, “In fact, the thumb which
appears to be the oddest one out is but what adds dexterity to the
human hand.”

Jharnaa was quiet for a while.

“It would be nice to have a friend like you
want and I am not saying that you are wrong to desire that but even
if you do not have one, you must not feel alone. You always have
your family and most importantly, you have yourself.” grandfather’s
voice was now very gentle but firm.

“I hope, you do not think me ungrateful,
grandfather”, Jharnaa’s voice was quiet and disturbed.

“Of course not, Jharnaa. You need not think
that I am judging you at all. Just because you want a little more
than what you have, does not make you necessarily ungrateful. It is
only that sometimes, it helps to try to interpret things in a
different way. No one can help you do that, more than you Jharnaa.
Make sure that you never forget this.” grandfather said
quietly.

“How does the sky look to you, Jharnaa? What
is the first thought that comes to your mind, when you look up at
it?” continued grandfather, after some silence.

“It depends. When it is of a plain, solid
colour, it looks like a giant canvas to me, waiting to be filled up
with lot many things. At other times, they seem to have patterns of
their own. You can interpret them as you want.”

“Have you ever thought of writing them down
or painting pictures about them?”

“No, never thought of it that way, but it
seems like a good idea”

“Well, do then. You might like it. You can
write down if you like something well or anything you think worth
remembering.” grandfather suggested.

Jharnaa simply nodded and was quiet.

Jharnaa, to most people who knew her,
appeared quieter and more matured for her nine years but years are
not always the only contributors to one’s understanding of life. It
has a lot to do with the way life treats you and how you, in your
turn, treat life.

Jharnaa had been an only child and therefore
the apple of her parents’ eyes, till they had died in a car crash
about two years ago. Her future uncertain, she had watched the
older people trying to decide as what to do with her. They had all
been kind but unsure about how she should be handled, till her
father’s long-time friend, Ajeet and his wife Madhuri had come
forward, offering to adopt her legally and fill their own empty
nest with a lovable child. It had not been an easy decision for
either side to accept this arrangement. Madhuri, after a brief
illness, had been told by doctors that she would never be a mother
and she had been doubtful about being able to love a stranger,
adopted from an orphanage. Jharnaa was different. She was the
little daughter of their family friends and almost like a little
niece to herself and Ajeet. Madhuri had surprised everybody,
including herself, when she had announced her decision to accept
Jharnaa as her child. Later, she had confessed to her mother that
she herself had been surprised at this suggestion of her heart, as
if not she, but some strange power inside her had made this
momentous decision.

So, Jharnaa had now been their legally
adopted daughter, for the last two years and this was her first
vacation at Jheelpukur, with the extended family.

Madhuri had fretted in the initial days,
sometimes doubting her own ability to mother another’s child. She
had thought that if Jharnaa was anything less than radiantly happy,
she herself was to blame. Finally, her father had calmed her fears
with the words “All we can hope for is that her love for us, will
one day be greater than her gratitude towards us”, for Jharnaa was
a grateful child.

Now, as they watched the sun slowly steal in
behind the blue hills, Jharnaa pondered upon grandfather’s
words.

The next day brought a surprise for Jharnaa.
She got a gift, from grandfather. It was a small brown package,
beautifully packed, with “for Jharnaa” written on it. She was not
the only one to be given a gift. Grandfather and grandmother had
similar packages for all four of their grandchildren.

On opening the package, Jharnaa discovered
that it was a leather-bound brown diary but the best thing about it
was that the front cover had her name inscribed in golden letters,
so that it looked like a novel titled “Jharnaa”. It brought a smile
to her lips. She looked about for grandfather to thank him but
could not catch his eye. He was busy listening to the twins’
prattle about their gifts.

She remembered their conversation last
evening and wondered. Having shared a thought with grandfather had
wrought this and suddenly she felt a weight of expectation on her
shoulders. However, grandfather did not even ask her if she liked
her gift. Perhaps, Jharnaa thought, he had covertly spotted her
delight and been reassured of the aptness of the gift.

She carried her precious gift with her to
her own room and opened the pages. They were blank of course. There
seemed to be no need to write down her name on it as such because
the diary itself was titled ‘Jharnaa’ but still she did. It seemed
to seal her claim upon that bundle of fresh, white pages. Oh, what
affection we all have for our own names! Of all written words that
a human being can ever lay his hands on, somehow his own name, no
wonder how innocuous or unimpressive, would be the most adorable to
him. Even Shakespeare would have loved to see his own name, printed
down at the bottom of the very famous quotation by himself, about a
name not being very important.

Thus started Jharnaa’s love affair with
‘Jharnaa’. The diary was like a dear friend and everyday life so
rich in special events that they had to be narrated to this dear
friend. Though dumb itself, ‘Jharnaa’ became the keeper of many
memories and sensations of the girl Jharnaa. Jharnaa also started
maintaining a chronology of the important events in her life, in
the diary. This chronology was started from the backside pages of
the diary, gradually approaching the front. A walk around the lake
or the pranks of the twins, they all found a sympathetic recorder,
in Jharnaa.

Still, a diary is after all just a diary. It
cannot take the place of a living, speaking friend one would like
to share one’s thoughts with. ‘Jharnaa’ was a good listener but she
lacked the ability of speech and reaction. In other words, she
could patiently bear the weight of Jharnaa’s own experiences, but
she could never offer her own take on the facts so diligently
reported to her.

XXXXX

Last two days had been dull for the kids. It
had been raining steadily, restricting the kids indoors and of
course Appu and Pappu were restless. However today, the sun had
finally peeped out from behind the clouds, uplifting everyone’s
mood. It was decided that they should all partake a light breakfast
and later walk to a nearby meadow, which had a stream flowing
through it ,for a picnic lunch. Even Jharnaa who was usually a
quiet child, was more than excited as they set out. The walk,
though not a very long one had been a nice and invigorating one.
Grandmother had of course packed a big lunch, full of lots of
goodies for the kids. So, the lunch, when they finally got around
to it, was delicious and heavy. They still had some hours of
sunlight left, so instead of turning back right way, grownups were
still sitting around chatting, while the kids could wander about on
their own. Appu and Pappu had of course umpteen things to do.
Jharnaa joined in with them for a while but she was no match for
the hare-brained schemes or the mischiefs, which they wanted to
foist on her, so after a while, she pleaded tiredness and they left
her alone. Shekhar too seemed more engrossed in his book, so
Jharnaa was left to her own devices. She slowly started walking and
guided by the sound of rushing water, soon found herself on the
banks of a gentle stream.

It was not actually very far from the place
where their picnic
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