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centre. Much to my son's delight, we
hopped on board one and went for a ride
around the city centre. The driver, a lovely
man who wiggled his eyebrows at my son
while taking tight curves, gave us tips on
where to get great seafood and the best
views of the city.

It wasn't until I went up to our
apartment rooftop at sunset, that I fully
realised Valparaiso's potential. As the
setting sun cast an orange glow over the
hilltops, the multi-coloured houses lit up,
as if by technicolour magic. 19th century
funiculars, still in operation, rattled up
and down the hills, ferrying passengers
up ridiculously steep terrain. Below, the
plains stretched out to the harbour, the
shimmering water dotted with an array of
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Brightly coloured buildings

ocean going vessels, all painted ginger by
the setting sun. An Instagrammer's
dream, the scene made me itch to paint,
but alas I had none.

The next day my husband and I
decided to split up and take it in turns to
explore the hills. Neither of us wanted to
shoulder a 12 kilo bundle of toddler
tantrums and hike the labyrinthine
passages. An excellent decision, as we
were each able to see, first-hand, what all
the fuss was about.

The cobble-stoned streets wended their
way through vividly coloured houses and
storefronts. On Templeman Street in Cerro
Alegre, street artists had run amok,
adopting the building's facades as their
canvas. The buskers on Cerro Concepcion
serenaded passers-by as they strolled
down the narrow streets, surreptitiously
licking ice creams. Local artisans plied

their trade from street stalls set alongside
quaint cafes selling macarons and other
delightful desserts. Students sat around
on wide steps, chatting over cold pints.
Artists and sculptors showcased their
work in street corners, turning the
alleyways into an open-air art gallery. All
this against the backdrop of the brilliant
blue Pacific!

As Neruda aptly put it, “Valparaiso,
what an absurdity you are, how crazy: a
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Funiculars rattling up the hill

crazy port.” I finally understand the lure
of Valparaiso.

Next stop: Vina del Mar!

Samai Haider is a writer, traveller, artist and...
economist. If her rather odd amalgamation of interests
isn't dotty enough, she is currently travelling around
South America - with her pack and toddler strapped to
her back. Read about the fables of her foibles here. You
can see more of her work at: http://samaihaider.com/
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way she articulated expression through
every part of her body, the way she
moved, the way she created
extraordinary dance out of the ordinary
enthralled me. Her majestic postures,
enigmatic presence, fluent articulation of
movement, and wondrous ideas left
everyone speechless. She inspired me to
be imaginative and think beyond, during
her classes. Over the years she has
inspired me to make every part of my
body speak out, to enjoy that articulation
and to think further from our thoughts.
Not only dance but I learnt a great
deal about life, dance, and discipline

from her. I began to see dance as my
prayer, respected it with all my being. I
embraced the ideals, morals, and
discipline of Uday Shankar India Culture
Centre, taught by Mashima,
wholeheartedly. During classes and
rehearsals for shows there, I observed
the ideals that greatly moved and later
influenced me. For example, there was
no senior or junior artiste when it came
to dance—the performance was the
priority. I also saw the uncompromising
approach towards the performance and
positions. The quality of one's
movements determined their position in
the choreography. And also after a series
of practice and rehearsals, there could be
last minute dropouts from the

performance. It did not mean belittling
or insulting the dropped out performer
but rather for the sake of a good
performance, there was to be no
concession. The performers put the
entire performance first, not their
individual performances.

Based on these ideals, I even got the
opportunity to perform in the annual
show of the institution with the senior
dancers only after one month of my
admission. I have seen Mamata Shankar
(renowned dancer and daughter of
Amala Shankar) also following the same
principles in her workshop and
performances during her visit to Dhaka.
I have tried to walk along this ideology
all my life. Whatever I have achieved

today is because of my uncompromising
approach towards dance. [ have been
greatly appreciated for this at times and
at other times been criticised as unfair
and biased. However, | had learnt from
my inspiration to always make dance my
first priority.

While her legacy is carried on in India
through the hands of her very
accomplished students, I too have tried
to pass on whatever I have learnt from
her to my students, to keep her lessons,
values, ideals, and inspiration alive
within a generation of dancers in
Bangladesh, the land where she was
born.

Sharmila Banerjee is a renowned dancer and
choreographer from Bangladesh.



