Gopi Gain Bagha Bain

A Fairytale Adored Even by Adults

by Trisna

OPINATH, a simple,

kind hearted boy. from

Amloki. is very fond ol
music. He imagines himsell to
he a good singer and inspite of
his father's warning he asks for
4 Tanpura from one of Amioki's
reknowned musicians. For this
instrument, he pressed the
singer's feet, cleaned his home
of rats, ran small errands for
him, and finally when he gol
his dream Tanpura the village
men wanted to hear him sing.
And thus began Gopi tales. He
was a poor singer. had no basic
idea of Sa. Re Ga. Ma.
Knowing this the men made
fun of him. They gave Gopi the
impression that the king
would love his raghs. instead
the king threw him out of the
kingdom on a donkey. Sad,
beaten Gopi heads for the jun-
gle where he meets Bagha,
also thrown out of his village
Hortoki. for similar reasons.

Thus begins the famuu\s
story of ‘Gopi Gain Bagha Bain .
one of Satyajit Ray's remark-
able creation.

Films. which had been
made by Satyajit Ray, were,
without doubt. magnificent but
{hey were not the kind which
children would enjoy. How-
ever, opi Gain Bagha Bain' is
an exception, as even today.

Imost thirty years alfter its
making, kids as well as adults
find it entertaining. In Calcutta
cinema halls, this movie went
an for 100 weeks continuously
i till now no other movie
was commercially more suc-
cessful than this ... not even
Sholay’ or Jurassic Park!

'he kingdom of Halla,
shown in the movie, is only a
picture of the state of India in
the years 1965 and 1966. The
Hunger., the torments the in-
justice, all combined in one yet
it was an entertaining plot. In
Halla. even during lamine. the
farmiers were forced to pay
their revenues. As a result of
this, all the people suffered a
great deal: strikes, protests.
deaths all this inspired Satyajit
Ray. to make this uynique
movie, on the hunger. blended
with laughter

'lits movie:. based on real-
life incidents; has a fairy tale
plot. When Gopi and Bagha lost
their self esteem and faith in
themselves. when they had no
place to go, they met the 'King
of Ghost' on the jungle who
gave them three boons. They
could eat anything and visit any

pldft just by clapping cach
sther & hands and wearing

special shoes and they could
sing and play the drum like
they have always wanted to.
With these powers Gopi and
Bagha had no problems and
they were very happy. Now
they began their journey to dif-
ferent kingdoms. in scorch of
fun and adventure hut instead
they became involved in their
state affairs as well.

Halla a kingdom of barren
and frightening landscape has

an evil minister who has an
evil magician friend Borfi . But
the king of Halla is a timid
child-like king. who makes
motifs out of paper and like
children waits for chootl’ a
break. This king is drugged by
the evil minister and Borfi. the
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Borli. the evil magician of Halla.

minister's right hand. They
make the king a blood hungry.
war crazy man. King of Halla
declares war on King of
Shundi, who is his brother.
The King of Shundi who is
kind and loves music, met
Gopi and Bagha in his court, so
mesmerised was he with their
songs that they became his
close [riends. He fold them
about the war which he feared
to lose. Gopi and Bagha assured
him that they would do any-
thing to stop this war. The
king through touched by their
gesture, decided to give his
dinvghters hand in marriage 1o
oive of them, if they ceuld, stop
1he war.
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But when they come to
Halla they saw that the farmers
were in poor condition and
there were no food and there
was famine and of course taxes

were collected from these
poor ' farmers by force.
Moreover the minister's evil

.r“l

Couriesy —Shananda

magic with Borfi's help is on
the king and the soldiers.
Hungry soldiers hypnotised by

Borfi regain their lost strength
to fight again. Gopi and Bagha
with their magical power and
talents helped the situation in
both the kingdoms. And finally
each wins a princess as their
bride. Comical and yet serious,
the plot of this film depicted
[amine and injustice.

Not only did Ray design the
three kingdoms, he also de-
signed the dresses, the set's
floor plan, the motifs on the
windows and on top of the
doors. Take for instance, Geopi

and Bagha.s amazing shoes!

Theyv looked so very unusual
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glamour and

Then Borfi's unforgettable hat
— who would believe that it
took nothing more than a
plece of cloth and two ping

pong balls? All simple items
were represented with added
atiraction. No
doubt the direction and plan of
this film was excellent.

'‘Gopl Gain Bagha Bain’' can
be called a musical film in
which the ghost sings, proces-
sions were carried out through
singing, soldiers advanced to-
wards struggle singing and
even the king sings songs ----
the movie was built on a musi-
cal carpet. It is difficult teo
imagine Gopli and Bagha with-
out their musical instruments.
Music was their power and it
was with the help of it that
had succeeded in the end.
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Professor Shonku and the Ghost

by Satyajit Ray
Translated by Adeeb Z Mahmud

10th April
HOSTS. planchet, tele-
G pathy. clairvoyance
all of these, to my

belief. will one day be ex-
plained by science. From many
of my friends. | have often
heard their own personal ex

periences of the supernatural;
so I've never been able to take
the matter lightly.

| myself have never had any
such experience. |'ve been
hypnotized by a Chinese magi-
cian, fought with an invisible
rival but so far I've never had
the fortune (or misfortune} of
encountering a dead person

it was probably because of
this lack of experience that my
urge to actually meet a ghost
was getting stronger and | was
thinking of a scientific way to
arrange such a meeting.

Of course, in this case,
chemical reactions or ma-
chines could not be used —
what was needed here was
concentration. Not any ordi-
nary spirit would do. That's
why | had to be completely ab
sorbed in meditation. | wanted
to bring the spirits of certain
ctlead people Into my room.

Be

Chowdhury

in Calcutta on May 2.
1992. The only son and grandson of two famous
Bengali writers, Sukumar Ray and Upendrakishor Ray

atyajit Ray|

1921: died on April 23.

He has dlﬂ:ctl:d 28 movies and 5 feature films.

He has received 64 awards.
Among these the most men-
tionable are Legion of Honour
by the French Government.
the prestigious Oscar by the
Academy of Motion Pictures of
Doctor of
from
Ravindra Varati University, the
National Professor Award by
He
was among the very few to re-
ceive the Bharat Ratan Award,
the highest award given by the

New York.
Literature

the
degree

the Indian Government.

Indian Government.

He has written 40 books.
He has received the Juvenile
the National

Educational
Research Training. He was also

Literature Prize by
Council of

a graphic artist. He drew pic

tures not only for his own

books but also in the books of

¥

some famous writers such as Bibhutibhushan Banerjee s 'Aam
Atir Vepu'. A few days before his death. he drew his last
picture — a tree without any leaves: in its branches were
hidden the portraits of such great persons like Indira Gandhi,

Nehru, éMoulana Abul Kalam Azad. Mahatma Gandhi and
Mother Teresa.

Music was the heart of this,
all-time favourite movie.

'‘Gopi Gain Bagha Bain’ is
what | would call a complete
movie. With serious thoughts
in mind Satyajit had success-
fully portrayed each one of
them through comedy and fan-
tasy. The characters were
played magnificently by each of
the artistes and. the music
never bored any viewer.
Probably this is the only film
that is a fantasy, a [airy-tale, yet
adored by adults. Never have
we-seen such a combination of
hunger, pain, magic power,
and success in one film.

T all st#ted when Sasha
I got hungry. The nine-
teen year old studen!
was on her way 1o her
hrother's sixth [oor ollice

hoping to treal him to a nice
meal, “"He's turned out Lo be a
workaholic,” she multered to
herselfl as she entered the of-
fice building. “He eats. sleeps
and even breathes work. He

needs a break and I'm just the -

one who can give it.” Saying
this she lifted the receiver to
put a call to him to let him
know that she's waiting down-
stairs but on second thoughts
decided to go personally and
surprise him. .

She usually prefers the
stairs because it's a good exer-
cise but to save time then. she
summoned the elevator. That
seemetl to be the turning point
of her life. When the elevator
door opened, she stepped in
1o’ pull the string on the light
bulb. And fell. There was no el-
evator just a black void.

Over at City Hospital. the
call came in: 'a young lady falls
down elevator shaft.” The on-
duty intern had a very hectic
day and desperately needed a
break. So, he begged a col-
league, Greg Gerrard, 29 to
take that ambulance run. Tall
and handsome with dark hair
and dark eyes\ Greg did not
find the task intimidating.
Mentally he prepared himself
to see the pathetic sight of a
girl lying and distractedly

mumbled, “"Where was she.

looking when stepped intn
that elevator?”

But you never know when
fortune smiles on you and they

bni_hhappcxtd to be the Jucky

by Fm"hanﬂ Yusuf

ones that day. As for Sash.a. she
was more than lucky. It is a
miracle that she is alive the
weather being very very cold,
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she had her thick gloves on
and when she fell, she grabbed
the elevator cable and slid
down. She landed hard but

not as hard as in a free fall.

It was Greg Gerrard who
really fell. Head over heels,
When he pgot there. "She was
sitting on those stairs.” he re-
calls. "Her hair was dishev-

elled. her hands were greasy 4
- and burned. But all [ could see

were her lovely face and those
bright blue eyes.” (He also no-
ticed no wedding ring.)

Before releasing her, he
noted her address. And two

- days later, being romantically

unattached despite his moth-
er's best efforts, he phoned to
inquire if he might call on her.
And she said the most amazing
tHing, “yes. why not?"

They had a most wonderful
relationship — long walks and
shared gazes. inexpensive
dinners and light conversa-
tions. One day he blurted oul.

"How about marrying me?”
"What,” she replied, snmewhat
taken a back.

One thing led to another
and here they are 35 years
later sitting in their living
room, showing off photos of
their sons, daughters and
grandchildren and reminisc-

ing.

Sasha never forgot about (he
meal she owed 1o her brother
and after there wedding. She

- treated him to a big meal.

She recently re-read the
stacks of letlers they sent
across the oceans when Greg

aften left for different coun-

tries on assignmentis. “He said

~he missed me very much.”

“1 stil do when we're
apart,” he says. taking her
hand and giving it an affection-
ate squeeze. "And | still love

.that girl | met on those stairs.”

talk with them and thenn send
them back to the other world
again. And what if | couid
somehow manage to make
their bodies appears well; il |
could shake hands with them.
Then it would really be an
achievement!

Afterr three months of end-
less research and hard work,
my Neospectroscope has [i-
nally been finished. 'Spectrd'
here is not short for spectrum,
in fact, it comes from the word
spectre which means ghost.
I've added 'Neo' because such a
device has never been built be-
fore. I've given a detailed de-

ol

scription of the machine in my
notebook so I'm not writing
about that in the diary. Let me
just say that it consists of a
metal helmet and two wires
leading out of the helmet. The
wires are connected to two
copper bars dipped in a spe-
rial solution made by me. The
main ingredient of the solution
is the juice taken from the
rools of some trees growing

near a cremation ground
where they get plenty of
smoke

When this solution is
heated. il etuits a green lume

and swirls into smoke which
takes the size ol an average
man. The ghost is supposed to
appear in this smoke.

| tested the device for the
first time this morning. | won't
say that | was successful cent
per cent and the reason |
wasn't was because of my lack
ol concentration: Just before |
came into my laboratory, | saw
my cat, Newton, kill a cock
roach with one blow of its paw.
| should have guessed what
was going lo happen — after |
slipped on the helmet, all |
could think about was the life-
less body of that dead cock-
roach.

That's prebably why, after
five minutes, | clearly saw a
giant cockroach in the green
smoke waving it's antennas
and staring straight at me. The
ghost of the cockroach stayed
for about a minute and then it
disappeared. It was no use
trying any more today.

I'l have to try tomorrow
morning again. Today I'll do
some mental exercise so that |
can concentrate properly Lo-
MOorrow.
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Linbelievable.

For three and a halfl minutes
today, | talked with my de-
ceased friend British scientist
Archibald Ackroyd. Ackroyd
had been killed in Norway
some years ago. Today the
same Ackroyd appeared m my
swirling green mist:

After thinking about
Ackroyd for about five minutes,
the first thing to appear in the
smoke was a human skeleton
whose. right hand was ex-
tended towards me. Then sud-
denly. I saw a pair of gold
rimnmed spectacles on it's eyes.
Al once | recognised Ackroyd's
hifocal glasses. After the
glasses appeared Ackroyid's
favourite Briar pipe between

the teeth. Then the chained
pocket watch just below the
ribs — this watch was also

known to me. | realised that
the characteristics by which |
remembered Ackroyd mosl
were becoming visible [irst.

Then all of a sudden, the
skeleton spoke out —

‘Hello, Shonku!

I recognised Ackroyds
voice at once: And along with
the voice. the complete repliea
of Archibald Ackroyd, clad in
his tweed suit. began to form
inside the smoke. There was
that same childish smile on his
lips. the bunch of greying hair
on his forehead. He was wear-

-managed

ing a mackintosh with a mul-
fler around his neck and gloves
on his hands.

He seemed so real that |
had nearly reached out my
ha to shake his but [ got
hold of myselfl at the last mo-
ment. Shaking hands would
not be possible — what | was
seeing was not Ackroyd's solid
body: it was just a kind of
hologram floating in the air.
But.the voice of this hologram
was astonishingly clear. Before
I could say anything, Ackroyd
started to talk in his heavy.
soothing voice. Tve been ob-
serving your work. | notice ev-
erything you do. You have made
your nation proud, Shonku.

My throat was parched in
excilement. "What do you think

Lmnr:y Hlananda
about my Neospectroscope? |

ed to ask.

You've been able to see me.
You don't need iny comments,’
Ackroyd smiled from the
green mist. You yourself know
that you've been successful.
Here, we are beyond com-
ments. In our world, there is
no need for mental reactions
like your's. Happiness, sorrow,
thoughts — none of these have
any meaning here.’

| was completely mes-
merised by Ackroyd's spirit
and th!nking what to do next
when suddenly, with a strange
smile, Ackroyd disappeared
like & bubble. Then | saw.the
swirling smoke advancing to-
wards me and I knew that |
was loosing consciousness.

When | came to, | found my
servant, Prohlad. sprinkling
water on my face.

You're sitting in this heat
with that iron cap on your
head? And at your age too...

| took of the helmet. | was
leeling quite worn out. It was
the effect of too much concen-
tration. But Ackroyd's spirit
was here today in my labora-
tory and he had spoken to me,
there was no mistake about
that. My research and work
had been at least partially suc-

cessful. My Neospectroscope is
redally a magnificent invention,
even if I say so myself.

I could not allow myself to

be discouraged by a little lan:

guor — [ told myself. 1 will
make another attempt tomor-
row. I want to get to know

some historical characters and

talk with them.
-12th April

I was hoping to have a chal

with Shiraj-ud-Doula today but

my neighbour. Abinash
Th HileTiee, ruined all my phnl‘

| had just [inished wmy
morning coffee when he

showed up without any wam-
ing. | have sertous doubts
whether anyone as unsefentific
as Mr Abinash exists in this
world. He should have been
born in the ice age. He seems
awkward in the twentieth cen-
tury. Apathy,. at my success and
contempt. at my failures seem
to be the only things | ever re-
cefved from him.

He came into lving
room and sat down on the sofa
with a thud. "What were you
doing around the riverside”

Around the riverside? Of
course sometimes. during my
morning walks, | like to visft
the place but | haven't been
there for the last twenty days.
In fact. 1 haven't been out of
my house.

Which day are you referring
10?7 1 asked him

Today. my man, today. Less
lhan an hour ago. | tried to call
you but you didn't seem to pay
any notice.

'How can that be? | haven't
been out of my house.

Mr Abinash burst
laughing.

'Have you had some kind of
mental derangement? Why are
you denying that you went out?
You ll sound more suspicious if
vou do that. Your five feet two
inches height, your bald head,
your beard who else in
Girtidih have those features?

| could not control my sur-
prise¢ or anger. Who did he
think he was? Calling me & Mar.
Me — Trilokeshor Shonku? It's
true that I've sometimes with-
held information about my ex-
periments from some over ea-
ger scientists -t why would |
want to hide such a trifling
matter, as going out for a walk,
from an insignificant man like
Mr Abinash? '

1 wasn't the only one,” Mr
Abinash went on. 'Ramlochan
Banerjee also saw you — not by
the river: in the orchard be-
hind Mr judge's house. THat
was after | saw you. He just
told me. You can go and ask
him if you like.' .

I remained silent. The man

out

' was not only lying himself but

was also accusing another se-
nior gentleman of lying. | could
not figure out the reason be-
hind this hoax.

Prohlad brought coffee for
Mr Abinash and he suddenly
asked Prohlad, 'Say Pellad. was
your master home all the day
or did he go out?

'He was workjng late last
night in his laboratory and you
think he would go out again so
early this morning again. He
was home all right.' ‘

Here. | should make some-
thing quite clear. After tomor-
row morning I never entered
my laboratory. 1 am never in
my lab unless 1 have work
there. Yesterday my job was to
practice concentration and
that's exactly what I did — in
my bedroom. 1 had my dinner
and went to bed by nine and |
got up today. a% usual. at live
am. Yet Prohlad would swear
that 1 had been’'working in my

laboratory.
To be continued
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