
Farewell Dear Sukla,
You have left as it was time for you to go.
Your friendship was a blessing,
And your time in Tokyo will be remembered
By all who got to know you.

Your helpful, cheerful nature,
Your friendly ways,
Your indomitable spirit,
And your enthusiasm
To organize something new,
You knew just what to do.

We had so much fun
Rehearsing for programs
Staging the first Dance Drama in Tokyo
Under your guidance.
Your enthusiasm for holding the first Durga Puja in Tokyo
Will never be forgotten.

The Addas, the dinners that you hosted at your home,
It will stay with all of us as unforgettable gatherings.

We started a friendship with a “hello”
And never thought it will be ending so soon.
This is a truth that is hard to accept,
The memories we have of you will 
Forever be remembered.

      - Rita Kar
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জীবনমরণের সীমানা ছাড়াণে 
জাপান – সসঙ্াপুর হণে

       

“ত�োমরো কি ভোবছ�ো বছ�োছ�ো কবশ্বদো- ভোস্ব�ী- করটোয়োরছমছটের পর 
তিোথোয় থোিছব ? আকম ত�ো তিো�িো�ো তেছ� চোই, আমোর  মন পছর থোছি 
ওখোছনই” – এই িছথোপিথন পু�িদোর সছগে গ�ব�র জুনমোছস (২০২১) 
আমোছদর তেষবোছরর তদখোয়। পু�িদো ও পোকপয়োছি আমরো কচকন তসই 
জোপোছনর শুরুর কদনগুছ�ো তথছিই ২০০১ সোছ�। �োরপর এ�গুছ�ো ব�র 
তপকরছয় ২১ ব�র পর েখন এই পকরচয় প্োপ্তবয়স্ক ত�ো� �খনই পু�িদো 
“নো তেরোর তদছে” পোকি কদছ�ন।  

২০০১ এ আমরো প্থম তে বোিীছ� থোি�োম তসটো ইয়ছিো�োমো 
ৎসুনোকসমো নোমি এি অঞ্চছ�। এই এ�োিোয় আমোছদর তরেন�োইন ক�� - 
েো কেবুয়ো তথছি ইছয়োছিো�োমো পে্যন্ত েো�োয়ো� ির�। এই ত�োছয়োছিোছসন 
এর আছেপোছে আমরো তবে কি�ু বোঙোক� পকরবোর থোি�োম কবকভন্ন তটেেন 
এ�োিোয় এবং এই তরেছন িখছনো িখছনো �ঠোৎ তদখো �ছয় তে� িোছরো 
িোছরো সোছথ। িরবীকদ (িরবী মুখোজ্যী) মোছেমছ্যে সছধ্যেছব�োয় আসছ�ন 
আমোছদর বোিীছ� আমোর েোশুকিমোর সোছথ গল্প িরছ�, কি�ুক্ষন গল্প িছর 
চছ� তেছ�ন পু�িদো- পোকপয়োর বোিীছ�। ব�ছ�ন “পু�ছির সোছথ থোিছ� 
এমন �োসোয় তে তপছট কখ� ্ছর েোয় আর সোরো সপ্তোছ�র ক্োকন্ত তিছট 
েোয়”। মঞু্ক�িোকদ (মঞু্ক�িো �োনোকর) ও পোকপয়োর প্েংসোয় পঞ্চমুখ – 
“এ� ভোছ�ো স্বভোছবর তমছয় তে �ু�নো �য়নো” – পু�িদো ত�ো সবোরই 
কপ্য় �োঁর স্বভোবগুছে। পু�িদোর মছ�ো এমন সদো�োসযেময় মোনুষ িমই 
তদখো েোয়। িথোয় িথোয় ঠোট্ো-ইয়োকি্য, �োকে-�োমোেো ত�ছগই আছ�। বোঙোক� 
রসছবো্ ও রকসি�োর ভোণ্োর ক�ছ�ন পু�িদো। তেছিোছনো মু�ূ�্যছিই �োল্ো 
িছর কদছ� পোছরন এমন মোনুষ কবর� – এটোই পু�িদোর চোকরকরিি ববকেষ্যে।      

২০০৮ পে্যন্ত পু�িদো, পোকপয়ো ও প্মো (তমছয়) জোপোছন ক�ছ�ন, �োই 
তে তিোন BATJ এর অনুষ্োছন তদখো ত�োছ�ো। আর পু�িদো থোিো মোছনই 
এিটো �োকসর পকরছবে ব�কর ত�োছ�ো। ২০০৫ সোছ�র দুগ্যোপুজোর িথো, 
তসবোছর েযেোম�দো-রী�োকদ  তিোন এি কবছেষ িোছজ তিো�িো�ো কগছয়ক�ছ�ন 
�োই পু�িদো আছরো িছয়িজছনর সোছথ পুছজোর মু� দোকয়ছবে ক�ছ�ন। 
ঠোিুর ও পুছজোর �� সোজোছনোর দোকয়ছবে আকমই থোি�োম �োই প্ছয়োজছন 
েযেোম�দোর সোছথ আছ�োচনো িছর কন�োম। তসব�র ে�বোরই পু�িদোর 
সোছথ িথো ব�ছ� েোকছি “পু�িদো” সছ্ো্ন 
িছর ��বোরই আমোছি ব�ছ�ন – “আকম 
এবোছর েযেোম�দো, পু�িদো নই”- পুছজোর 
কদনটো এভোছব �োসছ� �োসছ� তিছট তগছ�ো। 
পুছজোর অনুষ্োছন সবোই জছিো �ছয় আড্ো 
তদওয়ো অক� পকরকচ� দৃেযে আর পু�িদো �োঁর 
রসছবো্ ও স্বভোবগুছে আড্োর ম্যেমকন �ছয় 
কবরোজ িরছ�ন।       

এরপর পু�িদোরো কসগেোপুছর চছ� 
এছসক�ছ�ন এবং আমরোও ২০১৭ সোছ� 
কসগেোপুছর চছ� আকস। কসগেোপুছর এছস 
তেোগোছেোগ  �ছয়ছ�, কবছেষ� তদবোকেস-
কনছবকদ�োছদর সোছথ পু�িদোর বোিীছ� তবে 
িছয়িবোর কগছয়ক��োম। তটোকিও তথছি 
কসগেোপুছর আসো আছরো বোঙোক� পকরবোছরর 
সোছথ এিসছগে আড্ো, �োকস-ঠোট্োয় সময় 
িোকটছয় বোকি কেছরক�, মছন �ছয়ছ� আমরো সবোই তেন জোপোছনই রছয়ক�। 
মোছে গ�ব�র জুছন আকম আছমকরিোয় তমছয়র িোছ� িছয়ি মোস িোকটছয় 
কসগেোপুছর কেছর শুন�োম পু�িদোরো ভোরছ� কেছর কগছয়ছ�ন। পু�িদোর 
েোরীকরি অসুস্থ�োর িথো আছগই তজছনক� আর তসই কচকিৎসোর জনযেই 
ভোরছ� কগছয়ছ�ন। মোছে মোছে তেোছন পোকপয়োর সোছথ িথো ত�োছ�ো আর 

পু�িদোর গ�োও িখছনো িখছনো শুনছ� তপ�োম। �োসপো�োছ� তেছষর 
কদনগুক�ছ� অছনি িছষ্র মোছেও স্বভোবকসদ্ধ রকসি�ো ভুছ� েোনকন। 
এিকদন �োসপো�োছ� ভোছনেছি বছ�ক�ছ�ন “এই তদখ �ুই আমোছি মোমো 
ডোিকবনো” িোরন বছ্ছ� �োসপো�োছ�র ওয়োড্যবয় তদর মোমো বছ� ডোছি।      

         
আমোছদর তবে কি�ু বধু্রো পু�িদোর স্ছধ্ কনছজছদর সৃ্ক� 

জোকনছয়ছ�ন তসগুক� আকম এখোছন ক�কপবদ্ধ ির�োম। 
ে�রূপোর সৃ্ক�ছ� (শ্রীম�ী ে�রূপো বযেোনোজ্যী) “পু�িদোছি এিজন 

তনে�েী� কপ�ো ক�ছসছবই আকম তদছখক�। প্মোছি কনছয় েখনই কর�োস্যোছ� 
আসছ�ন বো থোিছ�ন প্মোর সব আবদোর তনে�ভছর শুনছ�ন ও তসগুক� 
পূরে িরোর তচষ্ো িরছ�ন”। 

সমুদ্র (শ্রী সমুদ্র দত্তগুপ্ত) র সৃ্ক�ছ� “সদো�োসযেময় পু�িদো আমোছি 
বযেবসোয়ী বোনোছনোর পকথিৃৎ। ওনোর সছগে আমোর প্থম আ�োপ ২০০১ সোছ� 
অ�ি্যর (অ�ি্য িুণু্) বোিীছ�, রোমিৃষ্ণ কমেছনর ম�োরোজ-জীর বদোনযে�োয়। 
এরপর প্োয়ই তদখো ত�োছ�ো কবকভন্ন বোঙোক� অনুষ্োছন বো রোমিৃষ্ণ কমেছন। 
ব�র ক�ছনি পছর উকন আমোছি ইটেোরনযেোেনো� বযেোঙ্োরস অযেোছসোকসছয়েোন 
এর �ৎিো�ীন প্্োন এর সোছথ তেোগোছেোগ িকরছয় কদছয়ক�ছ�ন িমু্যেটোর এর 
িোছজর বযেোপোছর, তসই আমোর বযেবসোর সুরিপো�। এিজন ভোছ�ো িমু্যেটোর 
জোনো ত�ছ� ক�ছসছব আমোছিই পোকঠছয়ক�ছ�ন এবং তসই িোছজর সুছরিই 
আছরো অছনি ন�ুন িোছজর তেোগোছেোগ সম্ভব �ছয়ক�ছ�ো, �োই কনঃসছদেছ� 
পু�িদোর অবদোন আমোর জীবছন অসীম। ওনোর িোছ� কডকজটোছ�র অছনি 
মজোর গল্প শুছনক� কিন্তু তিোনকদন িোছরো সম্ছি্য কনদেো শুকনকন”।  

তদবোকেস (শ্রী তদবোকেস দোস) এর সৃ্ক�ছ� “পু�িদো এিজন অ�যেন্ত 
পকরশ্রমী ও অকেছসর সি� িম্যীছদর িোছ�ই শ্রদ্ধোর পোরি ক�ছ�ন। িোছজর 
তক্ষছরি উকন উৎসগ্যীিৃ� ও প্ক�শ্রুক�বদ্ধ ক�ছ�ন। অ�ু�নীয় রসছবো্ 
প্েংসোর দোবী রোছখ। খুব ভোছ�ো দ�ছন�ো, অ্স্তন িম্যচোরীছদর ম�োম� 
সোনছদে শুনছ�ন। খুব নম্র, কবনয়ী ও কমশুছি মোনুষ ক�ছ�ন”।

কনছবকদ�োর (কনছবকদ�ো দোস) সৃ্ক�ছ� “পু�িদোর সোছথ প্থম পকরচয় 
আমোর স�িম্যী ক�ছসছব কডকজটো� তিো�িো�ো অকেছস। আকম তসখোছন প্থম 
মক��ো ইনটোন্য ক�ছসছব চোিকর তপছয়ক��োম। এরপর কবছয়র পর জোপোছন চছ� 
আকস। সময়টো ১৯৯৮ সো� �ছব আকম জোনছ� পোর�োম তে পু�িদো জোপোছন 
Citi ত� চোিকর িছরন। তসই সময় ইছম�-তমোবোই� এর এ�টো চ� ক�ছ�োনো 
�োই আমোর স্বোমীছি (তদবোকেস) ব��োম তেোগোছেোগ িরছ�। তদবোকেস ও 
Citi ত�ই চোিকর ির� �োই খুঁছজছপছ� সময় �োছগকন। কনছবকদ�ো কমরি তি 

তচছন কিনো কজজ্যেোসো িরোয় পু�িদো 
অবোি �ছয় বছ�ক�ছ�ন “আকমছ�ো 
খুব ভোছ�ো িছরই কচকন, কিন্তু �ুকম 
কচনছ� কি িছর?” তদবোকেস পকরচয় 
তদবোর পর দুজছনই �োকসছ� মুখর। 
�োরপর ন�ুন ইক��োস, পু�িদো-
পোকপয়ো আমোছদর খুবই িোছ�র 
মোনুষ �ছয় তগছ�ো, পোকরবোকরি বধু্র 
মছ�ো। েখনই তদখো ত�োছ�ো কডকজটো� 
ি�িো�োর পুরছনো গল্প ির�োম খুব, 
েকদও পোকপয়ো আর তদবোকেস এিই 
গল্প শুছন শুছন কবরক্ত ত�োছ�ো। প্চুর 
ম্ুর সৃ্ক� রছয়ছ� েো এখন শু্ুই 
আনছদের ভোণ্োর �ছয় থোিছব”।     

সি�ছি আপন িছর তনওয়ো, 
অেুরন্ত প্োনেকক্তর ভোণ্োর ও 

জীবছনর তেছিোছনো িকঠন মু�ূ�্যছি �োকসছ� ভকরছয় ত�ো�ো – এইসব দু�্যভ 
গুেগুছ�ো কনছয়ই পু�িদো ওপোছর পোকি কদছ�ন। আকম কনকচি� তে অনযেপোছর 
সি�ছি আনদে কদছ� বযেস্ত ও �োকসছ� মোক�ছয় তরছখছ�ন। এইরিম 
প্োনবন্ত এি দু�্যভ মোনুষ পু�িদোছি আমোর আন্তকরি শ্রদ্ধো, প্েোম ও 
ভোছ�োবোসো জোনোই। ভোছ�ো তথছিো পু�িদো।             

                              - ভোস্ব�ী তসনগুপ্ত ত�োষ

শ্রদ্ধো�্যযে– প্য়ো� শ্রী পু�ি বছদেযেোপো্যেোয়
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The Delight

(The jar of almonds left after the cashews were eaten)

Where do I begin? The end just went by.

How does one pen down pain which one has to live with? 
How does one get used to such pain? How does one accept 
untimely demise? How does one crystalise the tears that refuse 
to stop, well up, dry up and well up again….

May the soul of my friend who I will always remember as 
one who epitomised his name in imparting delight to everyone 
around him, Rest In Peace. I knew him for 21 years and what 
life can never give, death gave: immortality. He is immortal 
in my heart and mind. His infectious giggle, his belly laugh 
after cracking a joke making his jokes more humorous than 
what they may have been (it took us lesser mortals a while to 
get the super witty jokes with that sharp British humour), his 
unusual capacity to open up his being and soul showing his 
enormous strength to be openly so vulnerable…. All these are 
part of me now. I remember him every other day as I go about 
my life, as someone who earned a deep respect from me by 
candidly being who he was, sans mask. I shed a tear every 
other day as I remember my last moments with him which I had 
luckily chronicled at that time. I have read it multiple times to 
commemorate Poolakda as I try and reinforce the immortality 
through the memories I carry. The lucky chronicle:

Sunday, November 14, 2021
The Delight

That is what Poolak means.
He was in charge of RSS - Rate Setting System in Citi 

Tokyo. He was bald and had a round face-n-body when I first 
met him in the Aug of 2000. I was fresh out of MBA college, 
stepping into the world of Finance, of which I understood less 
than I understood of Dickens and Voltaire. Yet there I was.

My desk was right next to him. I wanted to reach the top 
in the shortest possible time - exponential was my intended 
trajectory. He was very happy to be seated next to mine with 
an intended trajectory of a lark - efficient in working but happy 
to go wherever life took him. While I was busy traversing the 
political world of Citi, saving myself from a dagger or two as I 
climbed fast .... he was inconsequential in my climb and rise. 
I was happy to lead projects to clean and efficient conclusion 
and noticed him because his component to the project was 
always delivered before time and with no glitches ever. I also 
occasionally noticed that he laughed a lot. Laughed at the 
slightest provocation and he loved British humour. He had very 
eclectic literary tastes with no appearance of it - in fact quite 
the contrary. You knew him only after you have gulped down a 
few coffees with him.

Years passed by, he remained, I left..... and life took over 
as our path again crossed in Singapore. He again remained in 
the outskirts of my fiery existence in this city state till he chose 
to contract the dreaded disease of cancer. Somewhere it shook 
my being. I have known him on and off work, a colleague and 
a friend, in smiles and in tears through 21 long years. He was 
a part of the canvas of my life for too long a time.

I visited him in the odd hours of an afternoon - alone, 
as soon as I heard. I could not keep him in the outskirts. I 
could not wait for a proper time to visit. I could not wait to ask 
permission for a convenient time for me to visit. I could not wait 
for someone to accompany me for the visit. I just went.

The fragility of life vibrated in front of me.
His fears, his hopes, his shiver at the mention of 

prospective pain while chemo started.
The fragility shone in front of me.
There he was all bare, naked with his deepest fears 

trembling in his eyes, his life slipping out of his hand. I fought 
hard to see the blue sky past his still bald head. His constant 
jokes, so much a part of him, pained me even as they inevitably 
made me laugh out loud. What was an uncertainty to him, was 
a certainty visible to me. They were forced to decide to leave 
for India at long last.

The last three days of his stay in Singapore was in our 
house. I must have done something good in my life to be 
gifted with those moments. We canceled every thing we had 
for those 3 days. We talked of our families, the parts that hurt 
and the parts that gratified. We talked of and watched the 
funniest British comedy shows and rolled in laughter over the 
Sub Prime crisis. When he ate only the cashew nuts from a 
mix of Almonds and Cashews, I questioned him on his choice 
of whites over browns and he replied he loved Trump. He took 
the whole day to drink a cup of cold coffee - in his case, the 
coffee “unfortunately turned warm” instead of a lament over the 
opposite phenomenon. 

As he finally limped slowly out of the lift towards the car 
waiting to take him to the airport, his smile seemed to fade and 
quiver. As he slowly lifted his operated leg to fit inside the car, 
his smile trembled in his eyes. As the door was about to close, 
I could not stop myself from giving him a long and tight hug. 
He held me and his voice trembled as he said, “Amar bhishon 
kanna pachhe Sulata.”

There are many goodbyes in life.
Some stay etched for eternity. For inexplicable reasons.

Tuya at 22:47

- Sulata
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Neelanjan Bhattacharjee was born on October 18, 1961 in Kolkata, India to Sucharu and Jana Bhattacharjee. 
He was the third child and only son among six children. He went to St. Mary’s Boys School. He went on to crack 
one of the most difficult college engineering entrance exams, the Joint Entrance Exam, but opted to pursue 
physics, his favorite subject, at St. Xavier’s College, Kolkata. He started his career in his home town with an IT 
company, DPS, and then went to Europe where he played the key role of business developer and technical leader 
of projects with existing or new clients. He had also extensively worked in the Netherlands, France, and England. 

In December of 2003, Neelanjan joined HCL Technologies, where he worked for the next nineteen years. He 
became the President and Representative Director of HCL Japan Ltd. To quote his friend and colleague, Ganesan 
Hari Narayanan, Neelanjan was “widely respected for his astute leadership, excellent communication skills, and 
passion for sales. For many — he was a good friend, philosopher, and guide.” He was more than a boss; his 
team members from HCL considered him to be a father figure. 

Neel passed away on May 2, 2022 at the age of sixty after an incredibly brave battle with cancer. Neelanjan 
was a much loved member of the Indian community in Tokyo. He had a beautiful voice and a natural gift for music. 
His friend and film director Anik Dutta said of Neelanjan, “Sodahasyomoy. Kono rokom marpyanch chhilo na. Darun 
gaito. Bisheshoto Bhatiyali. Udatto konthey ashor jomiye dito,” which means that he was the life of the party and 
his beautiful voice would fill up the room. He is survived by his wife, Hiya, and two children, Pratyush and Modhur. 

The warmth of his character is best felt in the following words of his colleague from Sony, Hiroshi Yoshioka: 
“Neel has been one of my great friends for almost fourteen years. Time to time, we talked a lot about the business, 
world, friends, family, future, and even pandemic. I still hear his voice when I want to talk on something. Have a 
peaceful rest and talk to me!”  

                                                                                    - Hiya Bhattacharjee

Remembering Neelanjan


