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GHATER KATHA

A Hindi tele-film, Ghat Ki Katha, by Goutam Ghose
Photographs By Kamal Kumiar Ghosh

AN‘ old ghat en the Ganga
reminisces about the days
when the giant Ashwathiha, now
spreading it lentacleike roots
through chacks in the stone steps,
was a mere sapling. Early in the
marning, just s a little bird nest-
ing in a cavity in the embankment
would fly away after whistling a\ﬂo‘
shaking its foried tail a couple of
times, Kusum lrouid come to =it
near the water, )
For some e sl’is could nof

husband's house. Afier & year the

ghat sensed familiar footsteps.

Kusum was back as a widow at
lhs age of eight, having wiped the
s " off her forehead. Thare
wwe no bangles around her ankles
fo tinkle merrily. But she still
communed with the water In
silence. -

Ten years passed. In the month

‘e lace

of Bhadra, a !a;ig-far‘r young .

sanluagi with a s

fook
sheiter in the Snmu in front
-of the ghat. Ha cuddle the

children, talk to their mothers
about their family, read from
Srimadbhagavatam and explain tha

Gita. In the month of Chaitra, the
fair marking the solar eclipse drew
large crowds, including women
from the village where Kusum's
in-aws lived. They briefly debated
whather the sannyasi was Kusum's

Host husband.

n an evening in the full meon,
when the ghal was lonely and
quier except for the crickets chir-
ping, Kusum mei the sannyasi. He
leaked o familiar that only the
cry of an owl overhead alerted her
to the necessily of covering her
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head in a stranger's presence.
Thereafter Kusum would call on
the sannyasi every morning. Sho
touched his feet, listened to his
religious discourses, washed (he
temple with Ganga water, plucked
flowers and tended lo the deily
anly Kusum stoj visiting
the ghat or the sannyasl. Then,
one evering, they met on the
steps. Apparently, the sannyasi had
askod her to come. Kusum said
she was a sinner and, therefore,
staying away. The sannyasi repli-
ed that he knew her mind and
advised her to confess everything.
“I dreamt of my husband speakis
words of love o me”, Kusum .
“Even on waking | remained in a
trance. But the next day he looked
differént. That is why'the darkness
in my heart persisis”. The sannyasi
urged her to disclose this man's
Identily. She refused. He insisted.
"It is you", Kusum biurted out
and fell into a &woon, with tho
sannyast standing as if petrified,
When she came lo her senses, he
gave her his final order, to forget
him. Kusum touched his feet
before he left. She repeated to
harsall his last words and slowly
entored the water. The ghat knows
0.
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