In search of the root - Tunazzina Sharin

It was the month of August in the year of 1946. Communal riots were fast spreading in the streets
of Kolkata. Like many others, a girl of about six was trying to save her life by fleeing with her
family and other Muslim neighbours from the neighbourhood of Ramchand Ghosh lane in the
Beadon Street area of North Kolkata.
She might have forgotten a lot about that day, but the way they had to walk barefoot in the
scorching summer heat and fuming tarmacs of the lanes of Kolkata still remains strongly etched in
her memory.
70 years have passed since then. The six-year-old girl is now 76 years old. It is yet another
month of August and the year is 2016.
She got down off the car, at the same
old Beadon street, near the gate of the
historic Minerva Theatre, in order to
trace back her long lost home which she
had left behind in her childhood at 7 and
8 Ramchand Ghosh Lane; as the crew
behind the lens, started getting prepared
to record her first emotions in their
cameras.
My mother and I were a part of this search for this
76-year-old woman who was my grandmother. One of
the lanes that we crossed on our way from Minerva
Theatre to Ramchand Ghosh Lane, was named after
Zarif, a forefather of my grandmother. Interestingly it
seemed that the architecture of North Kolkata houses
have not changed much and it felt like they stood
almost in the same fashion as they used to some 70
years back.
The house numbered 8, which used to be the main
ancestral home of my grandmother stood in a
dilapidated condition with urgent requirement of
renovation. Jointly owned by many families, rooms
have now been added to the original household to

accommodate more people. The way through the main door was exceptionally dark and slippery.
Grandmother had told us about a square shaped yard in front of the house with two platforms
at each side. This used to be a favourite spot for the family to engage in their morning and
evening chitchats. This yard has now been transformed into a room, perhaps to meet the growing
demands of the increasing population of the present household.
The quadrangular courtyard also seemed to have reduced, almost
to one thirds of what it used to be, due to the rooms that have
now been erected. As we went up the very dark and dingy stairs
we were cautioned by one of the residents who now stay in the
building from falling down, as the slippery stairs could very well
deceive newcomers not very accustomed with them. We were
guided up to the roof terrace by this resident who also had to get
the keys from another woman of the building.
s we went up I could not help but feel sad at the crumbling
condition of the unkempt terrace. The two rooms in the terrace
however looked quite similar to what it used to be during my
grandmother’s times. One of them has been turned into a home of
pet birds owned by one of the tenants, while the other remains
locked and unused.
A few broken utensils were kept in one side of the terrace, a
few clay tubs with flowers scattered here and there. A dalim or
pomegranate tree was placed on one of the walls, seemed like a
bonsai variety to me. One could easily see a great distance from the terrace. As I stood there, it
felt strange to think that this was the very terrace from where the men of the family had to fire
guns at the rioters coming from other localities during the very riots in which my grandmother
had to leave her home.
After a series of photo shoots at the terrace, we finally went down precariously following the
same staircase.
It was when we were coming out, that I managed to catch a last final glance of the house. The
half opened electric box, cement flakes coming out of the damp walls, unrepaired and unkempt
all added up to the sorrow picture of the dilapidated structure as it stood silently loaded with
memories of the past.

I made our way out of the house with heavy hearts, as the August sun blazed over us. Pausing
for a while to interact with a small kid on his mother’s lap we walked towards a curious looking
teashop, near the end of the lane, with a mosque like dome on it. Intrigued by the peculiarity of
the structure, we entered the shop, ordered a few glasses of tea and enquired from the lady of
the shop about the history of the building. This made the lady recount a story that she had once
heard from her father in law. She narrated to us excitedly, how the then owner of this house,
probably an Imam had given the keys of this building to her father in law at the time of the riots,
and asked him to save his house from becoming a drinking den, as he had to flee from the locality
to save his life. From then till date, the building has always been taken care of as promised by her
family, the lady added on.

After finishing our tea, we moved out to the main road,
leaving behind my grandmother’s ancestral home, the
mosque turned teashop and the narrow lanes of north
Kolkata with the roadside water taps gushing out water
relentlessly. My search had finally come to an end. As
we left Beadon Street I realized that this was probably
my first and last meeting with the old decaying house
at Ramchand Ghosh Lane standing still and getting old,
witnessing history being enfolded in front of it, every day.

