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Of Rare and

Exquisite objects

Renowned author and mythologist, Devdutt
Pattanaik was recently in the Pink City for the
launch of his latest book 'The Adornment of
Gods'. The book features rare objects from
the Amprapali Jewels Museum.
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ocated amidst the
bustling area of C-
scheme in Jaipur is
the Amrapali Muse-
um that showcases
the magnificence of
Indian art, design,
and craftsmanship. The muse-
um is spread across two floors,
with distinct areas of focus.
The ground floor exhibits ex-
quisite items of beauty and
adornment, including silver
and gold jewellery from differ-
ent parts of India, with a spe-
cial emphasis on pieces that
are associated with significant
life events, from birth to death.
Meanwhile, the basement
houses a plethora of design in-
spirations that have been
available to Indian craftsmen
over time, demonstrated
through the collection of jew-
ellery and silver objects. The
founders of the museum - Ra-
jiv Arora and Rajesh Ajmera,
who became friends during
their college years nearly forty
years ago, have created this
collection as a labour of love,
which pays homage to the di-
verse living culture of India,
as seen through its various re-
gions, rituals, and religions.

The Adornment of Gods

Renowned author and mythol-
ogist, Devdutt Pattanaik has
penned a book 'The Adorn-
ment of Gods' that features
rare objects from the Amra-
pali Jewels Museum. From the
magnificent collection of the
museum, the book thoughtful-
ly curates fifty rare and exqui-
site antiques. Each object is a
small but significant part of
Indian history, its motifs and
materials offering a unique
perspective on the country's
cultural heritage.

Shedding light on the book,
Rajiv Arora and Rajesh
Ajmera share: "The fifty ob-
jects that Devdutt expands on
are but a small sample of the
holdings at Amrapali Jewels
Museum. They are, however,
representative of our collec-
tion at its conceptual widest.
From the five elements that
have wrought creation, to the
subcontinent's myriad gods
and goddesses, our plentiful
flora and fauna, to objects in-
trinsic to religious rites and
rituals, votive offerings, jew-
ellery and decorative objects,
this book covers a vast narra-
tive that no single thread could
otherwise hold. We hope that
this book arouses an apprecia-
tion of our material culture,
their many makers across ge-
ographies, their uses, layered
meanings and their continued
ability to engage with us to-
day.”

Launch of the book

Pattanaik was recently in

Jaipur to launch the book at
the Amrapali Museum. In con-
versation with the Managing
Director of India's only Muse-
um consulting company, Eka
Cultural Resources & Re-
search, Promod Kumar KG, he
spoke on various intriguing
topics related to writing, histo-
ry, geography, and mythology.
While emphasizing the signifi-
cance of museums, Pattanaik
remarked that we are present-
ly living in the industrial era,
where it is crucial to preserve
memory, making the role of
museums more important
than ever before. He explained
that earlier, an object had
three fundamental aspects:
Satyam (Function), Shivam
(Narrative that made it sa-
cred), and Sundaram (Beauty).
However, currently, we are
merely focusing on the func-
tion and disregarding the sto-
ry and narrative that make an
object unique. Pattanaik also
noted that unlike western
countries, museums are not
given as much importance in
India, as people do not consid-
er living in the past to be aus-
picious.

Significance of symbols

Pattanaik discussed the signif-
icance of symbols, stating that
they are a means of conveying
ideas to the masses. Symbols
possess the capability of tran-
scending language barriers,
allowing for the dissemination
of ideas to individuals across
different geographies. "Reli-
gious ideas in India reached
the masses through symbols
and imagery inscribed on jew-
ellery and household artefacts.
Texts were accessible only to a
sliver of the population, the
educated elite; the rest relied
on ornaments and objects",
writes the mythologist in the
book.

Gold as symbol of the soul

Moving on to talk about the
significance of gold as a metal,
the author said that gold is
widely regarded as the symbol
of the soul. Unlike metals such
as copper or silver that tend to
corrode over time, gold re-
mains unchanged, making it a
symbol of affluence, refine-
ment, and abundance. He em-
phasized that gold's spiritual
value, in addition to its mone-
tary value, is what makes it
such a revered and cherished
metal.

Designing the book

Pattanaik elaborated on his
writing process, revealing that
he devotes a significant
amount of time to crafting the
table of contents for his books.
He emphasized that nearly
half of the time he spends on
writing is dedicated to design-
ing the book's structure, as it
guides him on how to concep-
tualize and approach the sub-
ject matter. 'The Adornment of
Gods' is also structured into
five distinct sections: Ele-
ments, Life, Humans, Goddess,
and Gods.

"Fasting! Really?" "Yes. Crazy, this man
is. He will fast unto death, he won't eat a
morsel until the riots stop, he has said."
Arre let him!™" Ratan hissed. "Let the oldie
die. This is how he has been pampering
the Musalmaans. Forget him - he

should die!"

"Right you are," Jatin nodded in
agreement, "let him die. You come with
me, there's work to be done.”

A while later the sky lit up with the blaze
of a burning slum. The fire brigade rushed
to the spot with sirens blaring. The city
cowered, trembled with fear, as the
sound of bombs rent the air every now
and then.

Coming home, Ratan was again subjected
to the tongue lash of Jasoda. What is this
vixen, a virago? No fear in her soul!

"So you'll kill him? You will kill Gandhiji? "

Ratnottama
Sengupta

he sun went down.
One after another
the lamp posts in the
winding lane sprung
to life. Their bril-
liance was dimmed by
the smoke from the
homely clay oven,
sigri. The darkening
sky above got dotted
by a glittering star or two. And that
is when Ratan's feet became unruly
like a wild steed. Donning a mulmul
kurta he got ready to go out for the
evening.

Jasoda had entered the room to
pick up something. She came to an
abrupt halt.

"Off?" she asked, her voice laced
with sarcasm. "Can't stay put at
home any longer, can you?"

Solemnly Ratan nodded his
head. "Yes, just need to take a
round."

Jasoda knitted her brow, "Just
take a round? Chhee! Don't do that.
Pour some down your throat too,
okay?"

"Jasoda!"

"Why? Am I saying something
wrong, haan? Something not quite
done?"

Ratan did not utter a word in
reply. He only glared at Jasoda for a
second before walking out in rapid
steps.

He didn't stop until he reached
Jatin's house. His friend Jatin who
sells fish every morning and
evening. He has no family save his
aged mother - he had married but
his wife died years ago, and he
made no attempt to have another
after that.

They all gather in his house -
Haaru, Potla, Jaga, Radhu and a few
others. Since most of them are in
the business of selling fish or meat,
they have cash in their pockets.
They easily turn uproarious as
mutton chops and prawn cutlets
stream in to enhance the pleasure
of downing country liquor.

In a room foggy with fumes of
cigarette, they settle down to a few
games of card. They play as long as
they feel like; when they don't want
to, they storm the cells of Gendi or
Bunchi in the dark of the night. Or,
when they are told to, they dive into
the alleys of the Muslim neighbour-
hood and toss a few hand grenades.

Yes, the responsibility to curb the
riot - a euphemism for hunting down
Muslims - has suddenly come to rest
on their able shoulders. They didn't
anticipate or expect it to, but it did.
All of a sudden the wealthies of
their end of the city started to pam-
per them. They raised funds through
donations, to arm Ratan and his
friends with small weapons so that
they could protect the prestige of the
Hindus, and of the womenfolk.
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The way things were going, this
was bound to happen. They had out-
done everyone in severing head
from the torso of walking talking
men.

They were all there. Haaru,
Potla, Jaga, Radhu - all of them had
showed up. Ratan lent the final
touch.

"Come in saala, come!" Jatin
affectionately welcomed him.

Laughter and banter followed.

There was a sudden lull in the
spate of riots that had been on spo-
radically for a year since the Direct
Action Day, and had got a spurt
when the country won its freedom
on 15th August. But God knows
what went wrong? All of a sudden
the darkness of hatred started to
melt, and the two warring units
that had been at each other's
throats, suddenly saw themselves in
the mirror: they embraced each
other in brotherhood.

Since that day their 'work' had
gone down. Further calm has
descended since Gandhiji appeared
in the city He is camping in
Beliaghata. He has been saying that
he will not go anywhere until there
is peace. Why, he has even staked
his life! He will give up his life if he
has to, to stop the riots! That is why
Ratan and his company are spend-
ing more hours in downing liquor
and visiting the sluts in the forbid-
den quarters, singing in their
hoarse voice and walking with
unsteady steps.

The chops and cutlets from
Nitai's shop were hot off the oven.
The air thickened with the smell of
blended oil. And their eyes sparkled

”
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thickness of 0.002 mm, sunlight will be visible through it. Although it will be a greenish colour.
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Jaga wasn't too pleased, but he
sat down again. "Okay baba, that's
what we will do. Meanwhile let me
have a bite of the cutlets..."

The room was filled with the
odour of country liquor and smoke.
Reddened eyes and numbed
responses. Tidbits dropped on the
floor, empty bottles and used cups
and dishes piled up. Vegetable salad
and sauces dripped to stain their
clothes. None of them cared to wash
their hands, silently they went on
downing the liquid fire.
Periodically they pulled their faces
and uttered satisfaction, "Aah!"

"Hear that?" Ratan turned to
gaze at Jatin.

"What?"

"All of you here can hear this?"

Potla shook his head, "How can
we hear if you don't spit it out,
saala..."

Ratan crinkled his face, "This
Gendo of yours has thrown a span-
ner in the wheel, re..."

A gentle murmur coursed
through the room. Almost as if a
gentle breeze had rustled dry
leaves.

Gandhi - yes, Gandhi!
Superannuated Gandhi, old rascal
Gandhi. This Gendo chap is a fraud.
He is in cahoots with the Muslims,
enemy of the Hindus, foe of the
Bengalis...

"Yes, he has thrown us off-gear,"
Jatin spoke through gritted teeth.
"But for how long can he stymie us?
He can't get away with his bujruki,
his hoax ..."

Jaga spoke in a tired voice, "I just
want to see Bimli for a while..."

"Sit, you owl!"

"Whatever you may say," Haru
spoke in a soft voice, "Gandhiji is a
good soul, hanh?"

"Good soul?" Ratan roared out a
nasty abuse, "My foot! All of us can
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with the spirit.

"Abey Jatin, get the bottles
out..." Ratan urged.

"Haan bey," Jatin was most will-
ing to oblige.

A Dbitter-sharp smell spread
through the room. The earthen
cups filled to the brim were emptied
in no time. The world before their
eyes started dancing like a flame.
Nasha... stupor.

"Bring out one more bottle,
saala..." Ratan nudged Jatin.

"Haan bey, I will..."

"Arre call for more chops and
cutlets."

"0O-K-K Sa-a-la..."

Jaga suddenly sprung to his feet.
"I'm off, bye..."

"Where to?" Jatin wanted to
know.

"To Bimli's...he-he-he..."

"Get back to your chair" - Jatin
barked at him. "We will all go in a
group.”

sing bhajans and paeans to Ram if
we had a life of comfort like him,
buddy! And this guy alone is
responsible for the Muslims daring
to go so far as to demand a separate
land. But this can't go on! Now we
have gained Independence. This is
Hindustan - we will put an end to
the last Muslim standing here!"

"Right! Right you are!!" they cho-
rused in their boozy voice.

"Riot! We must hack every invad-
er, every single Yavan!"

"Ha-ha-ha!"

"Hee-hee-hee-"

"Haan... pour me one more
bhaanr of the stuff..."

"Where is it? Dum aaloo?"

"Listen!" Jatin ran his eyes over
them, "What Ratan is saying is hun-
dred percent correct. Gendo can't
have a run of the state. No. D'you
know what that chap is up to now?
He's saying he will bring back every
single Muslim and rehabilitate

them in the bustee at Beliaghata.
Why, I ask you dear, why couldn't
you say this to our people? What did
you, all told, achieve in Noakhali?"

Ratan nodded in agreement and
let out a mouthful of smoke. "No,
such humbug will no longer work
here. Enough. The guy wants to
unite Ishwar and Allah! As if you
can do that at will!"

"Shut up bey!" Jatin cackled.

"Tomorrow. We will rake it up
tomorrow itself. The Babus had
sent for me today - everything is
fixed."

"All fixed?" Ratan's face bright-
ened at this, "Good. I'm relieved."

"Oh, good. Come on, baba
Jatin..." Haru called out, "bring out
another bottle Jatin!"

"Abey shut up saala! Here I
come..."

"Hey where's the chaat? Pass it
around..."

"Die, you pests!" Jaga stood up
and spoke in excitement, "None of
you are sober. I'm off to Bimli's."

"Saala can't wait to get there,"
Ratan chuckled. "Arre baba, we'll
all go with you..." They all got to
their unsteady feet.

Ratan couldn't contain his glee.
As he strode forward he kept think-
ing, "So there'll be riots again -
good!"

The lull in the violence these
past few days was most irritating.
He simply couldn't take it anymore.
He had tasted blood - and that is a
dangerous addiction. For years, he
had been a butcher and beheaded
goats and lambs. But the thrill of
killing a man, a live human being,
was something else.

The first day he stabbed a man
he understood that this was the
king of highs. Day after day, he had
sought out Musalmaans and
delighted in putting the knife into
them - and now it had spread
through his veins. Now he felt out of
depth on the days when he did not
snuff out a life. He felt rather
unwell.

He had a faint recollection of one
particular afternoon.

He was sipping tea in Bipin's tea
stall.

All of a sudden some boys
dragged in a young Muslim fellow.
They told Ratan, "Now you have to
finish the job Dada. We are exhaust-
ed."

Ratan grinned, "What's so tough,
idiots?"

"You're mistaken bhai..." the
young man broke into tears. "I'm a
Hindu!"

"Really?" Ratan laughed uproari-
ously. "I'll check that out once I've
finished with you."

The youth was dragged to a dark
end of the lane and done with. After
the job was over, a curiosity gnawed
Ratan. He was absolutely certain
that the kid had claimed to be a
Hindu out of sheer fear. Still... He
bared the body and checked the gen-
itals of the naked corpse. "Shhuh, I
got fooled!! This guy was actually a
Hindu..."

They were outside Bimli's door.
There was no one else in the gully
but them. The entire city was hold-

m

atan was overcome by a strange emotion. Inscrutable. Without much

thinking he showed up in Beliaghata for the evening prayers. There
was a large crowd waiting outside the house. He nudged and pushed to
wend his way and find a footing in the front row. After a long wait he got
to see Gandhiji. A short statured, dark complexioned ageing man with the
radiance of a child on his face. Bare bodied, Khadi-clad, he had a

meditative calm about him.

ing its breath, too scared to breathe
in the riot-torn air. And then, it was
late in the night. The gaslight was
casting eerie shadows. Silence
ruled.

Jatin's words came true. The
riots broke out the very next morn-
ing. And there was severe rioting.
But this time around it was the
Hindus who were aggressive, not
the Muslims. The bombs and sten
guns resounded across the sky and
the air was rife with fear.

Ratan finished one round and
returned home. Aah! He felt some-
what relieved today.

But Jasoda was furious and
would not relent. "So! You do have to
come home to Jasoda, yeah? So
liquor and sluts are not your cup of
tea round the clock!"

"Jasoda!"

"But why are you losing your
cool? I'll get it for you - after all, you
have been doing so much work!
Boozing... whoring... killing..."

"Jasoda I'll knock your head off!"

"Don't I know that?" Jasoda's
fiery eyes bored through him, "The
day you will fail to find a human to
stab, you'll twist your knife into me
to satisfy your thirst for blood..."

Jasoda walked out of the room.

After a while she sent a khullar
of tea through her little boy but she
herself stayed away.

Ratan was displeased. He spent
the rest of the afternoon sleeping.
Let the others take the responsibili-
ty to keep the fire aflame; now that
it has been lit again, it will spread
on its own steam.

That's exactly what happened.
By nightfall the riots took a sinister
turn. Tension gripped the air of the
city, dread filled the dark of the
eyes. There was hardly any footfall
in the streets.

When they met in the evening,
Jatin said, "See how easy it was to

rekindle the flame! But..."

"But?"

"It seems that Gendo chap is fast-
ing since morning."

"Fasting! Really?"

"Yes. Crazy, this man is. He will
fast unto death, he won't eat a
morsel until the riots stop, he has
said."

Arre let him!" Ratan hissed. "Let
the oldie die. This is how he has
been pampering the Musalmaans.
Forget him - he should die!"

"Right you are," Jatin nodded in
agreement, "let him die. You come
with me, there's work to be done."

A while later the sky lit up with
the blaze of a burning slum. The
fire brigade rushed to the spot with
sirens blaring. The city cowered,

trembled with fear, as the sound of
bombs rent the air every now and
then.

Coming home, Ratan was again
subjected to the tongue lash of
Jasoda. What is this vixen, a vira-
g0? No fear in her soul!

"So you'll kill him? You will kill
Gandhiji?"

"And what if I kill him?"

"What if you kill him! Are you a
human being? You'll kill a sage like
him? You'll rot in hell if you do that,
understand? You'll burn in hell-
fire..."

"Piss off! Just shut up and go.
Get lost -"

"Chhee! What are you, a man?"

"Jasoda!"

"What? You'll kill me too? Go
ahead, do that!"

But what good was silencing
Jasoda? Ratan simply couldn't sleep
that night.

That Gandhi has gone off food?!
What stuff is the man made of? If 1
kill two men, you'll fast yourself
unto death? What a dissembler. But
otherwise the man has done so
much! That the country has gained
independence - it is largely due to
this man, they say. So what? Why
must he pamper the Muslims to this
extent? If he's really so bothered,
why doesn't he go fast to stop the
riots in Punjab? Humbug. Let him
rot.

The same story repeated itself
the next day. The sacrificial fire
kept devouring human flesh.

"What a hassle," Jatin grumbled.
"This Gendo simply won't eat a bite,
I hear! He'll kick the bucket day
after if not tomorrow."

"All this is willed by Goddess
Kali, d'you realise Jattye?" Ratan
added with a wave of his hand, "It's
best he shuffles off his mortal coil
and drops dead."

Stray incidents filled the day.
Then it started to pour. They could-
n't do very much after that. When
the rain stopped, Ratan stepped out
to stretch his legs. He noticed that
people were gathering here and
there, reading newspapers, dis-
cussing something in a grave voice.
Gandhiji, the name, kept recurring.
They all looked worried, sounded
concerned, crestfallen.

All his countrymen genuinely
worshipped Gandhi. He has actual-
ly done a lot - gone to great length to
gain independence for the people.
Not just the Lord Saheb, even the
King of the British rulers held him
in deference!

Suddenly Ratan hastened his
pace. Why not go upto Beliaghata
and take a look at Gandhi? To this
day he had not set his eyes on this
man, what was the harm in sizing
him up? Ratan was not enamoured
of Gandhi, he didn't care two hoots
whether he lived or died. Still, a
peek at the man would do no harm.
All said and done, he'd made a name
for himself, perhaps even a place in
history.

Ratan was overcome by a strange
emotion. Inscrutable. Without
much thinking he showed up in
Beliaghata for the evening prayers.
There was a large crowd waiting
outside the house. He nudged and
pushed to wend his way and find a
footing in the front row. After a long
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wait he got to see Gandhiji.

A short statured, dark complex-
ioned ageing man with the radiance
of a child on his face. Bare bodied,
Khadi-clad, he had a meditative
calm about him. So this was the
magnanimous Gandhiji!

A tremor passed through Ratan.
It was as if he had suddenly come
face to face with a morning sun. As
if he was standing on the shore of
the Pacific Ocean, as deep as its
boundless expanse.

In a flash something happened
deep within Ratan. Everything
turned topsy turvy as if shaken by
an earthquake high on the Richter
scale. He realised he had finally
encountered a magnificent person-
ality. One who would not bow his
head to anything unjust or
immoral. One who would not daunt-
ed by guns and bullets.

As he looked on, Ratan turned
misty eyed. Who said Gandhi was a
pygmy? To Ratan he seemed like the
Himalayas piercing the sky Ratan
trembled, he panicked, he fled.

All kinds of thoughts beset
Ratan and he became restless. He
headed straight for Jatin's house.
He felt like settling down with bot-
tles of the fiery stuff. As he felt the
liquid sear down his throat, the
daze cleared somewhat.

To be concluded... 1M
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