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A-List celebrities are using their fame and public 
adoration to raise funds for pandemic relief. Rapper 

Meek Mill’s 2018 Rolls-Royce Phantom has been 
donated. Others bid on a round of golf with musician 
Justin Timberlake and actor Bill Murray; co-hosting 
“The Ellen DeGeneres Show”; a walk-on role in a 
Martin Scorsese film with actors Leo DiCaprio and 

Robert De Niro. 

In Bangladesh, cricketer Mashrafe 
Mortaza auctioned a bracelet he almost 
always wore on the field for 18 years. 
It sold for around $50,000 to be used 
for his constituency. The bracelet was 
returned to the former Bangladesh 
captain. The band Chirkut auctioned 
off their instruments and the lead 
singer’s jewellery for 10 lakh taka. 

All this has led other lesser 
celebrities to realise they too can 
become famous but without too 
much of the actual hard work. TikTok 
stars from our neighbouring country 
have uploaded more than 11.2 
million videos of either boys crying 
passionately or young boys and girls 
slapping each other after complicated 
partner reversals. One video showed 
boy meets girl, boy walks hand-in-
hand with girl, girls grabs hand of 
another boy walking past, first boy 
slaps girl, second boy slaps first boy, 
girl slaps second boy, girl becomes a 
Chihuahua. 

No money could be raised, however, 

because no one really understands 
what is happening in these videos. 
Everybody fears this horrifying 
pandemic of Tiktok videos may infect 
Bangladesh. We have four confirmed 
cases originating from the all-girls 
school VickyBoysAtNoon. Moyukub 
Mahtab, a top standing HSC student 
there has first-hand seen a video and 
could not stand it anymore. He was 
immediately admitted to hospital with 
severe eye ticks. He confirms he is not 
winking because he cannot wink. This 
was verified by the fact that he is still 
single.   A minister also joined in on 
the relief efforts. Dr Malet of Public 
Health and Hammertime has offered 
his ‘Statements of Obvious Common 
Sense’. People are actually paying top 
Peso for these. His highest profiting 
comments include, ‘People will get 
infected if they go out shopping during 
pandemic’, ‘We should maintain social 
distancing’ and ‘The sky is made of air 
particles’. 

Non-celebrities now 
auction off jewellery, 
underwear and loose 

morals to raise funds for 
pandemic relief efforts

-I-
I have two favourite t-shirts. One of them is blue. 
If given the choice, I would wear these t-shirts on 
any given day, for any occasion. This blue one 
has this image of a sunset on it, framed by brick 
red outcrops. The other shirt is also blue but it’s a 
different shade gone slightly grey and to be honest, 
while it does have a spot in my heart, it’s in a worn 
corner, in the smallest cockle. 

There is also a third t-shirt that I would count 
as my favourite. It is black and I would wear it over 
the blue ones if I could ever find it. On the days I 
do, the world conspires to force me into wearing a 
button down. And with the resignation that comes 
from foresight, I pick out my despised gingham, 
knowing that I won’t find this black shirt again. 
Weeks will pass and one day, there it will appear, in 
the dryer, freshly laundered and never worn. 

I say this to you not because this is a personal 
essay but because I want to share with you the 
realization that sadness can be small but still 
significant. In nature, colours are often interpreted 
in shades of blue, grey and black because most 
animals are colour blind. Which explains why 
dogs love us so much; their monochrome world 
bestows a sort of uniformity to us. For true equality, 
you need to see the word like a dog. I read that 
somewhere. 

Sometimes, your feelings are not lies. 
-II-

The correct way to make a piyaju is to first 

contemplate the recipe and to decide to thoroughly 

compromise with the ingredients and instructions. 

Your mother asked you to get two types 

of lentils, the orange ones and one of the 

innumerable yellow daals. The thing is, you can’t 

spell kheshari in Bangla and while Google will 

come to your aid, the series of decisions that led 

you to this point in your life— alone in a kitchen 

with nothing but your thoughts— is not a good 

indicator of sound judgement. You have a jar of 

orange lentils of uncertain provenance and a year-

old bag of yellow daals. Lentils are ancient grains, 

right? If they can survive the test of time, they 

can survive your cabinet. They haven’t gone bad. 

And they’re yellow. In nature, colours are often an 

indicator of texture and danger. Something about 

how luminous tropical frogs exist in a world of 

stark survival. I read that somewhere. 

The lentils need to be soaked for at least four 

hours and while you know that there is obviously a 

reason for it you only just started and seriously, this 

is daal. You’ve made daal before. This is fine.

There was a time in your life when you needed 

nothing but the certain knowledge that your 

mother loved you. 

Nostalgia can be torture. 

Step 1: Wash the lentils over running water. 

Deposit them in a dark blue plastic bowl and let 

them soak for approximately 20 minutes. The 

volume of the water you soak them in, I leave to 

you and your God. 
-III-
I have precisely six good pictures of myself. I 
think it’s because I am the human equivalent of a 
Shetland pony; one of nature’s more experimental 
monsters. I suppose in this era, with its profusion 
and obsession with images, six is a paltry number.

One picture is from a decade ago. I was tan 
then, well a darker shade of brown; burnt by a low 
sun in the lowlands. I was wearing a t-shirt that I 
no longer own, from a brand that I would now 
eschew, patterned yellow on black. I admit, even 
in that disaster of a shirt I looked good. I am not 
looking directly at the camera; I think it was at a 
farewell party.

The second picture I cannot accurately date but 
I think I’m nine in it. There’s a dolphin, rising up 

out of a pool of water. The water is the slate grey 
of curdled dreams. A man, colourfully dressed and 
braver than I could ever hope to be, is blowing 
a whistle. I think the dolphin listens to him 
because of how brightly coloured he is. In nature, 
colours are often symbols of power. Whales are 
blue and they’re bigger than dinosaurs. I read that 
somewhere.

The other three pictures were taken the same 
day and I don’t remember them. I have seen them 
though; my mother takes great pleasure in their 
existence. In the photos, my mien has not yet 
blackened with cynicism. Possibly because I am 
one. I am dressed in a stark white sweater, blue 
striped. My cousin is there with me and there’s a 
fern behind us.  

If I could look anything like that again, I would 
collapse with joy.
-IV-
The recipe says to blend the lentils once they are 
done soaking. You can’t blend them too much. 
Too fine a grind and they become dense when you 
shape them into piyajus. It’s odd, the pieces add 
up to more than their sum. Cooking can be so 

philosophical. Unfortunately, the ability to discern 
between a fine blend and a coarse one requires 
impulse control. And simple control. Blending is 
fun. Look at it go. 

Next, slice an onion. Measurements were 
spoken at you when you asked for the recipe but 
your mother also asked you if you were well and at 
that precise moment you coughed. You assure her 
that you’ve survived every single day of your life so 
far. It is not enough. 

Into the sliced onions go chopped chilis. You 
are supposed to massage the salt into them which 
releases the moisture from the onions. Only then 
can you add the pinch of turmeric and a small 
amount garlic and ginger paste. This your mother 
assures you, is very controversial. Once you have 
your onion garnish, you fold in the coarsely 
blended lentils. 

But hey, it’s all going to be mixed together right? 
Why can’t we just blend it all in? It’s fine. You’re 
only mildly tinged with hysteria. The onions 
somehow made the whole mess white and purple. 
In nature, colours are often seasonal and fleeting. 
Brightly coloured birds sometimes dance, flashing 
all their plumage in coruscating waves until the 
colours mix together. The movement is what 
matters, because nature loves entropy. I read that 
somewhere.

Sometimes, everything you do only makes you 
older.

Step 2: Throw it all into the blender and blend it 
at the highest setting. Blending is fun.

-V-
The first football jersey I ever bought wasn’t actually 
a jersey but a t-shirt made of faux jean and it fit 
like a blanket. It was 3XL. It was this stone washed 
outre monstrosity being sold as promotional 
merch. It had World Cup on it, written in massive 
font with a picture of the actual cup and for some 
reason, Figo. It looked like a WWII-era restoration 
photo of a bombed-out landscape. I don’t know if 
they were expecting something to happen.

I watched that World Cup mostly bemused and 
then increasingly anxious. I experienced heartbreak. 
Something about the way Klose’s aquiline nose 
seemed to droop down with disappoint and 
pain. The yellow Ronaldo wore was so bright; 
Ronaldinho’s smile like the cresting waves over a 
horizon only he could see.  

I didn’t ever grow into that t-shirt. It was too 
warm and it reminded me of Figo. It was also I 
think, not actually official World Cup merchandise 
and was very unbecoming. I loved it like a mother 
hen loves its unborn children. Something about 
the jeans texture and artificially faded colour 
appealed to me. It had no place in this world. In 

nature, colours are often different at different times 
of the day. Something about how a butterfly flaps 
its iridescent wings in the Amazon, we don’t get to 
see it because everything is green in the morning. I 
read that somewhere.

You can only allow yourself to feel emotion 
when something causes you physical pain.
-VI-

When you’ve decanted the slop, it smells like your 

mother’s kitchen did. Of course it does. It smells 

like raw onions. 

The recipe tells you to shallow fry them and 

make sure the oil doesn’t get too hot. The little 

blob of piyaju paste than you shape with your 

hands needs to be thin enough to get crispy. 

But it feels weird and you just can’t get used to 

how it gets under your nails. And the oil, when 

does it get too hot? On your first piyaju nothing 

happened. Now it’s smoking. When do you flip? 
You remember the ardent joy of fasting in the 

winter, that first bite of piyaju. Your house smells 
so good now. You’ve used a spoon to plop little 
dollops into the frying pan. The first one has gone 
jet black. You pick out it’s burnt husk. In nature, 
colours are often a form of communication. 
Something about how bees look at a daisy and 
feel lost. I read that somewhere.

Step 3: Fry the piyaju in oil. You’ll get about 7 

good ones that didn’t burn. They won’t taste bad. 

Serve with ketchup that’s too sweet.

Perhaps the next time, you’ll feel whole.

How to Make Piyaju in Six Parts 
and Three Steps
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The League of Nations -- the body which 

pretends to have a mighty, big say in global 

affairs -- yesterday removed Chapasthan 

from the world map following a really funny 

cartoon drawn about it.

The cartoon completely ruined the 

national image of Chapasthan, leaving many 

to wonder how fickle that image really was.  

The cartoon, which appeared in the satire 

page of a Chapasthani daily, showed the 

ruler of the country, D Æ K-T8 R, robbing 

beggars of their daily earnings while a Tesla 

XXX was silently on stand-by behind the 

ruler.

The cartoon went viral and while most 

recognised this as mere irreverent satire, 

perceptions of D Æ K-T8 R took a swift 

dip when a TV channel caught up with the 

cartoonist and discovered that the image 

was not satire, but an actual Impressionist 

portrait of real-life events. The cartoonist 

had the video footage of D Æ K-T8 R actually 

robbing the beggars, and that went Viral. 

Being a democratically-elected ruler, 

allegedly, global opinion against D Æ K-T8 R 

turned. The ruler had earlier opened up the 

economy after months of shutdown in a bid 

to contain the deadly Covid-22 virus, even 

though the spread was peaking. 

“The cure cannot be worse than the 

disease,” D Æ K-T8 R said in an impassioned 

speech to the country. “More people will die 

of hunger than they do of the virus.”

After footage of D Æ K-T8 R’s beggar-

robbing became public, the leader said, 

“Dying of hunger is tough, I was merely 

trying to expedite the process. Mercy is a 

gift that blesses the giver and receiver, or 

something such. Their suffering ends, and 

I can use their meagre worldly estates for a 

worthy cause.”

Then D Æ K-T8 R called the XXX 

dealership. 

The following day, the League of Nations 

said in a statement: “We cannot endorse 

such barbaric practices, therefore as far as the 

League of Nations is concerned, Chapasthan 

has seized to exist. We have also informed all 

flight operators to terminate services to and 

from the country when international flights 

resume in full flow from tomorrow to help 

restart the global economy. The cure cannot 

be worse than the disease.” 

Chapasthan removed from world map after 
cartoon ruins its national image

DARKAK

One step, two steps, three steps, four.. 
Hops the child in green, never seen before. 
Malicious and wicked, 
his footsteps bring dread, 
This is the tale of the harbinger of death. 
People still wonder where he was born 
How his gleeful touch makes them mourn 
First glimpse of him was  in the orient-
Then the west, north and south, 
Conquered yet another continent, 
as this nomad runs about. 
His gentle caress shall wither your lungs 
away,  
His green robe flutters as they mark your 
decay. 
When the child crossed the ocean 
The orange king laughed,
“Such a midget can never harm a country so 
great!” 
The green child smirked as he danced along, 
The wails from the deathbeds, such a tragic 
song! 
“We are ready”, said the queen in Red. 
“All is well”, chanted her people as they went 
to bed. 

“The curse will never harm God’s servants,” 
retorted the priest in white, 
The masses gathered as they blindly spread 
the blight. 
Ignored the warnings, these foolish pawns! 
Carried the child on their shoulders 
and took him home. 
The child snickers as he embraced your 
children and kin,  
Now they shall be branded as a proof of your 
sin. 

Ignorance, a crime worse than greed- 
The lords with plugged ears
will never hear your screams. 
So tell your brethren to lock those doors,
For the vile child can’t be stopped no more,
Shut yourself in and don’t go out.. 
For the child is out there, dancing about. 
He waltzes atop of the mountain of corpse,  
Laughing at the fools for they never learn, 
Once the hex touches you, 
there’s nowhere to run,
So dare not go out now, 
it might be your turn.   

“The child in Green”
READER’S CORNER:


