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����������  Then she started her story. She was slow and she was sweet. She 

was rhythmic, and she was poignant. She was warm, e xciting, and 

lively; she was everything that I wanted. Oh, she w as life in 

herself. I was the protagonist and she assumed hers elf the role 

of that Nicobari girl.  She took me along the farthest she could 

venture. She showed me everything she had—her glowi ng buttery 

skin, her hourglass perfect body, all her hidden be auty spots, 

all those special spots of must-visit where her ski n was the 

thinnest of thin, where I could feel her warm blood  flowing like 

sylvan rivulets...       
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   ….. Her loose housecoat got further loosened at its  V-neck and 

opened an inviting window into her cleavage. Nitish  was able to 

inspect them all—the shining areolar circles on her  shapely 

breasts were enticingly distinct; their summits set  temptingly 

well on that voluptuous setting. He came attracted slowly by 

inches till the gap between the two enamoured souls  disappeared 

and warmth emanating from them filled the love nest . She had no 

further space to shift and revert to her courteous distance, nor 

had any distance to cover to appear in touching pro ximity; she 



had reached where she wished, just by sidling into the cherished 

realm of whisper and silence. Her world shrank into  the smooth 

arms of Nitish and she felt she should demand no be tter. 

Willingly, her eyes closed, she plunged herself int o the assuring 

pool of ecstasy in no moments. 
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     The force that jangled everything was enough t o liberate the iron 

doors. Thereafter it was all bang and clank, hazard ous and 

horrendous. A closed door refused to open and an op en one refused 

to shut, and anybody trying to go against its demon ic caprice was 

to pay a price. And it was a heavy price at that! 
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I pick up a boy, helpless and weeping, at Howrah St ation 

and try to restore him to his parents after fifteen  long 

years. But it is too late by then; fifteen years is  enough 

a span to create a different mindset, throw differe nt 

family dynamics, and nurture many ifs and buts. The  boy is 

luckless; time has robbed him of his acceptability.  
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It is a sheer pleasure to watch a patriotic ghost i n 

action. He kills a historical tyrant dramatically a nd 

attains his salvation. 
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At a depth of eighty feet in a diving site off Have lock 

coast when one chooses to spend his midnight hour w ith 

crustaceans and corals, he is said to be doing a pr odigious 

profile in diving. If he does that just to wait for  the 

clock to strike twelve midnight on the eve of the 

Millennium New Year, then it promises to be a well- imagined 

novelty in outdoor divertissement. But it is an ent irely 

different matter when a school of barracudas chase him 

showing their snaggle-teeth and he runs for life al ong with 

his buddy cutting short his gloriously imaginative 

underwater jaunt.  
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I happen to get into a typhoon, but was lucky to ge t out of 

it. After living through the peril, I feel life is but an 

accident averted.  
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A battle between a human and a crustacean could be so 

fierce and its result could be so momentous! I cons ider 

myself lucky to witness one. Like innumerable battl es of 

yester year, this particular one has also a woman a t its 

centre—I still cherish I have seen something that n one 

would ever have. 
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Death is not the end of everything; it is the begin ning of 

a long celestial journey for the soul. A son can he lp the 

dead father in this perilous course, provided he th inks it 

important. I find even today there are sons eager t o 

fulfill their filial commitment, genuinely and 

undemonstratively. 
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Living in the Andamans teaches her the need for det achment, 

and when occasion arises, she does not hesitate to sell her 

ornaments to pay for her air journey to the mainlan d. She 

is finally able to see her terminally ill mother in  Kerala. 
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He changes himself from a tradition-bound priest to  a non-

vegetarian liberal and starts redefining the concep ts once 

he lived for. Love makes him bold. Having discovere d the 

purpose of living, he could not have done any diffe rent. 

�
�� ' &	���1��(� ��
�
A letterbox gets animated suddenly. It chooses a so ft 

target to prove its newly acquired status of demigo d. It 

arrogates to itself the right to punish a lonesome fellow 

who had once gone beyond his marriage boundary—just  only 

once. The dream gets over, but the fear lingers on.    
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It is not a doctor’s certificate that frees a perso n from 

ailments. One has to walk his way to health. The wa y to 

health passes through a dream, father’s blessings a nd the 

cool sea breeze of Corbyon’s Cove. 
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Where there is a will there is a gold cup—it is tru e if the 

team is Andaman Hockey Team and the tournament is B ombay 

Gold Cup and the captain is Sukra Oram. Winning is a great 

feeling and it is still greater a feeling to win fo r the 

Andamans, being the mere underdog facing the high-p rofile 

teams and hot favourites. 
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Manglu keeps his family in comfort by accepting an 

employment in a distant island as a labourer. His s oul is 

left behind in the care of his wife and children. B ut then, 

they cannot take care of it indefinitely merely for  a money 

order every month. His wife could not have waited f or her 

husband to return from his overseas employment any longer 

than possible. 
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Love makes them happen—an Indian doctor in Kuwait r escues a 

sex slave; he falls in love with her despite commun al 

incompatibility; and apprehending opposition the lo vers 

shift their love nest to the Andamans crossing the Arabian 

Sea and the Bay of Bengal. The lovers consider it s afe, as 

the islands are situated at a safe distance from th e 

enemies of love.  
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A lovely pet is not as lucky as its master to cross  the Bay 

of Bengal. A transfer from Port Blair to the mainla nd does 

finally come when the scientist is on his annual le ave. The 

luckless dog is not half such a lucky as the home i dol lord 

Ganapati who rides piggyback in the ubiquitous post al bag 

and unites with his devotee. 
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A wonderful person recounts the innovative steps th at he 

adopted to settle score with his adversary—a tit fo r tat. 

He could enlist even the willing help of an animal for 

that.  
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Their love-hate relationship helps them remain as f riends. 

The bachelor one inspires his friend’s wife to give  him 

company to Port Blair to fulfill their artistic des ires, 

and she agrees to overstay in the island in his hus band’s 

friend’s safe company and returns satisfied artisti cally. 
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Everyone that goes to the Andamans does not return with the 

memory of that scenic place alone; some even fetch deadly 

souvenirs from there. Once a delegation of 

environmentalists reach there to solve its problems  but 

leave the place with a few deer hides. Quite shamel ess at 

that—isn’t it? 
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A Nicobari girl, finding her husband’s wavering loy alty, 

solves her problem with plenty of love and spontane ous 

tears. The newly-wed boy has his own problems to ta ckle—a 

beautiful, educated wife expecting him to pass his 

graduation, his unemployed status contrasting so st arkly 

with his wife’s, the societal control around stifli ng him 

at every step—and he finally understands that his l ife is 

in the loving care of somebody so dear as his sweet heart. 

And they lived happily ever after. 
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Dannaya does his best to achieve his life’s dream, a small 

house at his native village in Srikakulam, but he i s 

destined to return to Port Blair. With his daughter ’s 

marriage solemnized, he should be all set to lead a  happy 

retired life, but he is not sure if those would bri ng him 

the ultimate happiness or not. 
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It is a poignant feeling to cherish a death for one self in 

the village of one’s birth or, in the least, in one ’s own 

country. Godavari chooses that way by spurning her rich 

son’s offer to go with him to United States. She ha s no 

doubt that she made the right choice to accompany h er elder 

son to Port Blair. 
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My storywriter has nothing to worry, for he has not  

plagiarised the work of the great Mr H. G. Wells. I t has 

only been a one-in-a-million coincidence in creativ ity. 

Nobody sensible needs to fuss about it. He rightly decides 

to go ahead with his story to face his readers and critics. 
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