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Inked Streets & Co, is a Global Blogging Forum, aiming in establishing Blogging, V-
Logging, Influencing, as Legit Career Opportunity. It all started out as our passion of
writing and influencing people through articles. We being the youths, thought of
leaving behind a legacy so that, the future generations can have the courage to follow
their passion. We strongly believe in "Being Job Creator's rather than, Job Seekers".
Hence, Inked Streets was formed. 

Rediscover yourself, and ignite your Passion with us. Ink down your streets with
memories, so that when someone asks What have you done in your life, you won't
have to think, You will Know!

                                                             Live Young, Wild & Free!

About Us

Inked
Streets & Co



RUDRA DEKA
FOUNDER & CEO, INKED STREETS & CO

B.TECH COMPUTER SCIENCE, NEHU, SHILLONG
EX-EDITORIAL CHIEF, ROTARY INTERNATIONAL, GUWAHATI



EDITOR'S
LETTER

Inked Streets & Co can be described as expedition of a bunch of rebels, who decided to bring solace into their lives
with their undeniable passion for Words, Travel, Food, Music, Art and of course Fashion. Each one of them is
fastened together by the love for their land. This platform speaks of a Home, where each one paints a different
view of the same subject. Acceptance remains the primary idea. Every blog speaks volume on the ‘not to be talked’
element here. The fashion apparels merge the ethnicity of this vibrant land with the westernization of comfort
wear. The organic approach to any notion retains the vibe of Inked Streets & Co. We, here welcome all who have a
story to tell, all who have decided to swim against the flow; with an affirmed wave of Positivity. Inked Streets & Co
is much more than a Blogging site, or an Online Store. 
It is a Journey;
Of Ink and Paper,
Of Black & Whites and a Spectrum of Grey.
Of Passion and Zeal
Of Never Ending Album of Memories.

 Regards,
Rudra Deka (RD)

Founder & CEO, Inked Streets & Co



We travel not to
escape life but for
life not to escape us.



The Day-keeper's Inn
It has been quite long, since I
lived or even recalled this
particular memory. It was back
in 2007, when things were
changing rapidly both in my
personal and professional life.
Academics were one thing, but
the matter that I was more
focused in, were my innate
abilities. It was the time, when
we all were introduced to the
magical world of Harry Potter,
and as most children, I too
desperately wanted to be a part
of the magical world. But, as
hard it may seem, Reality is
different. And it does not do
well, to dwell in dreams and
forget to live!



One fine day, walking around the neighborhood, a couple of my friends and I found an abandoned

house, just a little climb up the hill. Though we were not supposed to visit it, we being the little

troublemaking monsters decided to take a tour. We planned it out, depicting scenes from Harry Potter,

thinking we were at the magical school of Hogwarts! We reached the place after a hefty climb and

began exploring. This was the first time; I had a taste of the unknown. The silence, the retro smell, the

sunshine through the cracks of the old windows, everything about the place seemed familiar yet was

not. As we explored deeper into the courtyard of the place, the door of a room before us creaked and

opened up revealing an old grey man, nearing his 90's. We were in a state of shock, thinking we saw a

ghost. But, he reached out and called us. We were skeptical but eventually went near. Upon asking, he

said, he has been staying there since a couple of months and that he was traveling. He wanted to

complete his bucket list before he greeted death.



He pulled out a small notebook from his

pocket. It had a SHIP's Rudder engraved on

the cover. He opened it up and we saw the

beautiful places he had been to. From the

depths of the jungle, to the hills and rivers

across, but most importantly he kept saying

of an old house with a lot of children in it,

who had beautiful dreams. Said, one day

one of us would find "The Day-Keeper's Inn."

And, that we could meet those children,

which he talks so fondly of. I remember

everything of that day, like it happened only

yesterday except for the face of the old

man. Sometimes I wonder if it was a dream.

Whatever it was, I will always remember the

last thing the man said before vanishing,

never to be seen again "Follow your Heart,

Fly, Travel the Roads you dream of, and

the World Will Follow." Rudra Deka (RD)
Founder & CEO, Inked Streets & Co



The Beauty of
Barcelona

Barcelona is the capital and largest city of Catalonia and
Spain's second largest city, with a population of over one

and half million people (over five million in the whole
province). This city, located directly on the northeastern
Mediterranean coast of Spain, has a rich history, having
been under Roman, then Frank law before declaring its

independence.



Sightseeing in
Barcelona
One of the most famous and breathtaking locations to visit in
Barcelona the most famous building in the entire city and its
landmark, La Sagrada Familia. Although incomplete, the
church is a UNESCO World Heritage Site, and in November
2010 was consecrated and proclaimed a minor basilica by
Pope Benedict XVI.

LANGUAGE

Spanish is spoken almost universally in Barcelona, but the
Catalan language has also made a comeback due to intensive
efforts in the school systems in recent years. Catalan is
understood by 95% of residents, spoken by 72% and written
by 53%.



The Beauty of
Barcelona
In 1992, Barcelona gained international recognition by hosting the Olympic
games which brought a massive upturn in its tourism industry. This had the
effect of changing the city in ways that are still felt today with neighborhoods
renovated (and in some cases leveled) and the intense focus of modern design
permeating all aspects of life in Barcelona from public buildings to something
as simple as a park bench or an event poster.



Last summer, June 28th 2019 to be precise, I took

a cab from Shillong to Guwahati at about 7 pm in

the evening. Well, what can be spectacular about

a trip like that, it is routine really; got a cab? Ride

it, but of course it just wasn’t that…um, routine.

There were three other fellow travelers in the can

along with me, two business men and a lady. Our

focus for this story shall be the lady. My trip on

the cab was only just the first half of my journey,

and I did not consider being as enriching as it

turned out to be. This lady that I was travelling

with piqued my interest and so I decided to

indulge into a conversation with her. 

Turns out she too wanted to have a

conversation with someone through the

journey, so I was in luck. Oh, I think I forgot

to mention that this lady was a British

national, hence my interest of enquiry as to

her travelling details, should she consider it

conversational. As we went about our

conversation, there were many things that

we talked about and then I found out that

she was a vegan when we stopped for a

routine tea stop along the route. This came

about when I saw her bugged by a fly but

she dedicated herself to separating from it

than swatting it over.

~SIBASISH SINGHA~THREADS
IN BETWEEN



My only question was “Why?” to which the answer

was simply the decision to not harm any living

animal. While having tea, I came to observe that

she was somewhat familiar with Hindi as the drink

of ‘chai’. It was interesting to see a British who are

so fancied about tea being equally eager to gulp

down a cup of the Indian chai. Nonetheless, after

the short break, I left the tea stall for the cab and

my fellow passengers, who by now were familiar

with us conversing, asked me to indulge the lady

into hurrying up as it was getting late. I couldn’t

deny that fact and obliged, to which the lady was

visibly hasting to fulfill that request. Inside the

cab, our conversation continued. The next part

was to talk about our destinations of course. She

was flying to England the next day, and had

already booked accommodations at a hotel in

Guwahati, as for me, I was flying to Bangalore

early next morning. That was it, nothing more, so

it extended to life in general. I asked her about her

visit to India, her reply, “Oh yes, this is my fifth

time coming to India and it has become a ritual for

me that I follow every year” she seemed very

happy talking about it. She talked about how she

had visited the various other parts of India and

this time it was the North-East. Prior to her visit

to Shillong, she had visited Nagaland on that very

trip and had stayed at the home of a friend she had

made. The next thing I needed to ask, “How did

you come about to be a vegan?” and she wasn’t

someone who imposed her way of life over others,

she was simply happy about how she lived by. She

replied my question by saying that her visits in

India had led her to approach veganism, her

various years of travelling to the country, visiting

places and soaking in this culture for the past five

years has inspired and influenced her in many

ways that have brought changes to her. She joked

about how she used to be an avid meat lover and

how her husband and children still do eat it. 



She even talked about how she found it so easy to have here eating habits catered to in

Nagaland by her friend who was an excellent host was a little disappointed upon hopes of

introducing the amazing meat cuisine of the Nagas smashed. Another half an hour or so of

the conversation and we reached Guwahati, it must have been about 10 pm. I was to get

down before her stop and so I bid my farewell, shook hands. We proceeded to exchange

names but I decided that there was something enriching about parting without doing so.

You see, the entirety of the experience wasn’t about our difference, but rather about how

similar we were. Just as she and I were from different parts of the world, our cultures,

languages, lives and so much more varied at a fundamental level, her travels to India had

led her to be influenced in so many ways that changed her life. And likewise it is okay for

someone like you or me to be influenced by the people and places we visit. Rather than

highlight our differences, we could celebrate them. I wish that she is safe in this current

year of 2020, so that she can continue her ritual of visiting India again. She is just as

affected by this pandemic as I am, the world isn’t really too far apart if you think of it

closely.

SIBASISH
SINHGA



NAGALAND
The Land of Festivals



Nagaland is a small state comprising of 12
districts. the people of Nagaland has their
own different culture, norms, festivals,
depending on which district the people
belong from, with KOHIMA, as their
capital. Nagaland is rich in Flora and
Fauna, and is an immense place for
travellers and trekkers to explore.
Trekking is best between April to
September. One can enjoy the beautiful
scenic view of green crops and faunas
during this time of the month. 

Orchids, Rhododendrons, Cherry
Blossoms blooms beautifully paving way
to a small, Paradise. One can trek the
SARAMATI peak where the Eastern
Himalayas is visible. JAPFU peak on the
other hand gives a scenic view of the
Northern Himalayas and also, known as
"The Swiss of the East". If one wants to
experience Paradise on Earth, DZUKOU
Valley is the right place, filled with the
DZUKOU Lilies and Mushy-soft grasses
and green valleys. Mount TIYI" also gives a
scenic, magnificent view of the Naga Hills
and the Purvanchali Mountains, with
Mount PULIEBADZE giving out its beauty
adored with Rhododendron trees.

NAGALAND
One among India's 29 States, which is known for its rich culture and diversity,
NAGALAND lies in the East of India one of The Seven Sisters of India or much

commonly known as "The North-Eastern States."

Aside from the trek, one can explore the
beauty of each district, for instance,
KHONOMA, which is also Asia's Fist
Green Village, SUMI Baptist Church,
Asia's Second Largest Church in
ZUNHEBHOTO, DOYANG River in
October-November to witness the "Amur-
Falcon" migrating, DZULEKE which is a
great camping spot gives a feeling of
solitude, the cherry blossoms in
Longkhum, Orange Festival of RUSOMA
and also the tourist village-TOUPHEMA.

~Kikrusanuo Ciesotsu~

The Land of Festivals



Under the dabbled sky we shall
walk, 

We shall walk upon the earth.
Amidst laymen and peasants

and tribals and smiths- amongst 
Kings and Queens,

Witches and Warlocks, 
Lovers and Foes.

So, come, Dearly Beloved,
we shall joinery to the other side

of the universe:
Delve deep beneath the blue ocean

in summer;
Walk on ice, adorned with blankets

of snow in winter-
when spring comes,

be my Bride and walk on the Aisle
of Cherry-Blossoms

And with the nearing Autmn hear
the echo! 

Oh! hear the Echo!
amidst the woods and meadows 

rippling through oceans 
under the dabbled Sky.

"That the heart that yearns, 
yearns for the pine trees that

never withers."
An Escapade !

Escapade
~KIKRUSANUO CIESOTSU~

Take me by thy hand,
lead me among the meadows

When dragonflies fly
freely,

Like dragons in between
fences-

Undisturbed ~ Untamed
Lift me up upon valleys and

hills
Sit besides me along the Cliff;

Dawn and Dusk shall rise
and bow before us

Like emperors we shall walk
down the steep steps-

conquered!



Essence of Love
~Paranjita Debnath~

We both are lying under the
Earth's only permanent 

love-the moon.
Holding each other's hand, 

watching the
wandering star.

Feeling the essence of those 
conifers, seems

as decorated with angel at its tip.
As the night going beautiful, 

we are entering
more into ourselves, becoming one.

We are in a fantasy world, 
thinking of only us.

" Sweetheart, the planets and the
conifers are also celebrating the moment

of us together "
* Chuckles *

His way of enticing me towards him,
makes me

drown more in him.
Staring at him I wonder, without this clear

soul I'll be a dark cell in a prison.
I can never let any negative vibe to

become a
dark hole in our galaxy of love.

I wish these beautiful
nights never end in our life.



The amicable rhythm of the cricket's chirps
Instigate the soundtrack for each day,

Echoing Spring's end
And that Summer's on her way.

The stifling heat of the summer sun
now tempered by the clouds.

The long wave of warmth
Nullified with cotton August clouds,

That soft breezes push about.

Shadows falling everywhere
As the sun plays peek-a-boo.

Gaining her strength with each new day,
A sure sign that Summer is through.

As the lazy, care-free summer days,
Reluctantly draw to an end.

Excitement grows for what's ahead,
As popsicles are on a verge to melt. 

And no matter how the years may pass,
How old I come to be,

I'll forever have my mind etched with this picture
As it holds such fond memories

Of sitting with my childhood friends,
Recalling all our fun and glee

While running, swimming and riding bikes
Beneath the summer sun.

Of people leaned from their dripping porches 
And watched the reddening sky.
Summer laid for a brief moment 

upon the land and eternal in my mind.

The Summer Sun
~ A Y U S H I  D A S ~



Food Forge
with

Mrs.Gita
Deka

HELLO  THERE ,  READER !

I  am Gita Deka, a mother & housewife.

And being married for 27 years, I  can

safely say, "The way to any Man's heart

is through his Stomach". Good Food not

only keeps the family healthy physically

but also has a mental effect. I  have

been blessed with 2 l itt le kids (monsters,

mothers wil l  know better), who are not

satisfied with any amount of food I put

on the table. And it was because of

them, I got into Cooking new dishes and

Experimenting with Food. I hope you wil l

l ike one of my simple yet satisfying

recipies. And I hope your kids wil l  love it

as well.

YOURS  TRULY ,

GITA  DEKA

A  PROUD  MOTHER  & HOUSEWIFE



roasted
pepper
chicken

Black Pepper 1tbps

Red Chilies (optional)

Coriander leaves

Salt (Swaad Anusar)

Boneless Chicken Chopped

100gms

Potatoes

Ingredients Required:

1.

2.

3.

4.

5.

6.



The Story Behind the 
Roasted Pepper Chicken

Take 100gms of boneless chicken,  and chop them into small pieces.

Roast the black pepper on low flame for 2-3 mins and crush it, make it  fine powder.

Add in 1tbsp of the Roasted Black Pepper into the chicken.

Add salt according to taste.

Give it a good Mix.

Fry the chicken directly, on low flame for 10 to 15 mins.

Oil will come out of the chicken, do not use extra oil to fry.

Add chopped potatoes and a little chili powder.

Add coriander leaves for smell and taste.

Serve Hot.

1.

2.

3.

4.

5.

6.

7.

8.

9.

10.

By MRS. GITA DEKA



TEZPUR
The City of Romance



Introduction of Tezpur :

Travel is the movement of people between
distant geographical locations. Travel can be
done by foot, bicycle, automobile, train,
airplane or any other means. There are many
reasons for travelling; it may include
tourism, vacationing, research, business
travel, trade, school trip, vlogging etc. If you
love travelling religious, ancient, historic
and bygone places with an eagerness of
doing research then you are most welcome
to the city of Tezpur, Assam. Tezpur is a city
located in the Sonitpur district of Assam.
This city is situated in the banks of the
mighty river Brahmaputra almost 181
kilometers away from the capital of Assam.
According to Swachh Sarvekshan 2020
conducted by the Ministry of Housing and
Urban Affairs, Tezpur along with 5 other
cities has been declared as the cleanest
cities in the North-East zone. Probably the
earliest names of Tezpur are Hatpeshwar or
Harupeshwar but according to some
historians the area was known as Samdhora.
According to some ancient Hindu scriptures
the grandson of Lord Krishna 'Aniruddha'
and the daughter of King Banasura 'Usha'
had a secret marriage which made king
Banasura angry thus resulting in the great
"Hari Har War" (war between Lord Krishna
and Lord Shiva). The war had a huge
bloodshed; hence the name of the place
came to be known as Sonitpur or Tezpur
(city where blood flows).
Some people also say that the name Tezpur
had been derived from the Padumpukhuri
Lake which was earlier known as 'Tezpur
Beel'.

TEZPUR: THE CITY OF
ROMANCE



TEZPUR: THE CITY OF
ROMANCE

Bamuni Hills:
Bamuni Hills are a recommended tourist destination in Tezpur with sculptural ruins dating back to
9th and 10th centuries. In the Bamuni Hills of Tezpur, one may find such spectacular ruins, which
attracts a lot of people to this zone. On the bank of the mighty Brahmaputra, the low hill named
Bamuni is situated, which displays a number of awe inspiring stone carvings and statues of the
ancient era. According to the local residents in this site King Banasura had built seven bygone
temples which later got destroyed, Some Hindu folklore states that Aniruddha the grandson of
Lord Krishna was imprisoned at this place by King Banasura. The Narsimha statue and the other
Dashavatars of Lord Vishnu were curved in the ancient stones of Bamuni Hills through which
many historians predicted that these were the ruins of Vishnu temple and it was a North Indian
Nagara style temple. The Archaeological study of India under whose control this area currently is,
has fixed the date of these ruins to the 10th - 12th century A.D.

Agnigarh :
Agnigarh is a hill on the banks of
Brahmaputra which is one of the big tourist
attractions in Tezpur. There is a circular
stairway leading up to the crest of the hill
where there are now sculptures depicting
Usha's  abduction of Aniruddha, the grandson
of Lord Krishna and the ensuing battle by
Lord Krishna to free them. The magnificent
view of entire city of Tezpur can be seen
from the top platform in Agnigarh. In 1921
the first president of Assam Sahitya Sabha,
Padmanath Gohain Baruah had established a
park in this site called as Padma Park. In
Hindu scriptures King Banasura's daughter
Usha was secluded in this place with fire
around the surroundings of the fortress.
Legends say that this fortress was
surrounded by fire at all times so that
nobody could go in or out of the perimeter
without permission. The name itself is
derived from the words 'Agni' (fire) and Garh
(fortress or wall) in Sanskrit. The Hindu
scripture 'Garud Puran' says that princess
Usha used to learn music, dance and
paintings from her friend Chitralekha in this
fortress.



Bhairav Pad (Footprint of Lord Shiva):

The Bhairav Pad temple lies on the banks of the

Brahmaputra River and is dedicated to Lord Shiva.

You will be amazed to know that there is a footprint

of Lord Shiva in this temple. This temple is located

near a village called Rudra Pad in Tezpur. According

to legend, this temple was built in the place where

Lord Shiva appeared in his real form to King

Banasura for the first time and left his footprint as a

mark and later it came to be known as Bhairav (Lord

Shiva) Pad (Footprint). The temple was rebuilt by

the Ahom king Siva Singha in 1730 AD. Sadly the

present condition of this temple is not so good.

Tezpur: The
City of Romance

~ A B H I L A S H  K A S H Y A P ~



" Not Everyone who
Wanders is Lost "



Dream Destination
Man I always feel a little lost when people ask me

“What is your one dream destination?” some might

expect me to mention some lavish place in a foreign

land but you know… I am a strange man, I have no

dream to visit a foreign city where I will be lost and

clueless and keep on checking my freaking map

24/7 and miss out on the most eye-catching thing of

that very place. I for myself want to explore the

beauty of India and the Northeastern region. The

diversity of our culture and tradition make me so

chilled that I feel like being attracted to it as a

freaking metal attracted towards a magnet. From

the Ahom monuments of Sivasagar to the traditional

satras of Barpeta, I want to explore it all, though I

have had the privilege of visiting few satras in

Barpeta once and the Gorokhia Mandir of Sarbhog.

I also have a dream to experience the hills of

Arunachal Pradesh, to drink the traditional rice beer

of Karbi Anglong, to witness the textile industries of

Sowalkuchi, the beauty of Dawki, Umium and

Chandubi, ah the list is just long.  I am a simple

man who just has a simple dream, a dream to see

the whole of my country’s beauty, culture, people

and their tradition, musical hub, urban lifestyle,

food and their drinks.



How this dream built up inside me?

As a kid, I always had a fascination about the

beaches of Florida and the lavish places LA

and Vegas, thanks to GTA SAN ANDREAS, and

I am not even exaggerating it. Nevertheless,

during my school life my dad took me to Agra

and Mathura and only then did I realized,

“Why not explore the beauty of India itself?”

In addition, my beach fetish was fulfilled

when in 2019 I visited Versoba, Bandra and

Marin Drive in Mumbai. However, the hunger

is still there and I still have lot of places in my

bucket list.

How I want to execute it? 

I don’t want to take a flight but I have a plan

to take a long trip via train or a freaking van,

you know on the road, making few stops,

meeting people to talk to and just on my own

with no idea what’s going on around me. As

weird as it sounds but there is fun in it, as I

have had few experience of taking such

journeys via train once or twice in my life.

Why travelling matters to me? 

It matters because I consider myself a lone

runner, a wanderer and a vagabond. I want to

see the world through the eyes of the people

of that place instead of looking at travel

diaries of others in Instagram and thinking,

“Why I didn’t take such trip?” and live with

regrets. For me I have little to no room for

regrets or displeasure in my life because I

was never a procrastinator and like thinking

something and doing something else type.

When I aim I shoot and which is why when I

plan to go to a destination I try my best to

make it

happen and this is why travelling matters to

me.



One place I want to take my parents to…

Well this is a little bit strange since my mom

has a dream of visiting Switzerland and Venice

and my dad has a dream of visiting Puri.

Therefore, I might end up fulfilling both. But my

dream is to take them to Himachal once and

some smoking hill station there to enjoy the

view and get lost into it. 

So yeah, this is my little take on my dream

destinations

~Raktim Kashyap~



Memory Lane
A TRAVELERS BUCKET LIST

Visiting Goa is one of the wildest and craziest

fantasies that every teenager has. I myself have

visited Goa twice and I have fallen in love with

that place. Goa is a place which mainly has a

fusion of Indian and Portuguese culture. It is a

perfect mixture of natural beauty, fresh seafood,

fantastic road trips, exciting water sports,

romantic beaches, lively nightlife and so on. Goa

has become a huge foodies paradise in recent

years, from all over the world tourists visit this

place to enjoy the diverse and exciting mixtures of

cuisines.  If you are someone who loves to travel,

try amazing food and chill out with your friends like

me and relax away from the busyness of your daily

life, then Goa is the best place to be.

You will also find people of every age group

enjoying themselves on the beach, having a

great time with their loved ones and much

more. Although Goa is one of the most

westernized states in India. There are some

places which are far away from the tourist hot

spots that shouldn't be ignored, rather should be

explored to really know the true culture and

customs of the state. These include the villages,

the muddy fields, the palm trees, white washed

Portuguese churches, etc.



PAGE 10Specialties of 
GOA
● Goa is the beach destination of India. The Goa

beaches promise an unforgettable vacation(which

is a fact). There are many beach side shops,

restaurants and shopping spots which makes the

beaches more attractive.

●  I love seafood. So this is one of the reasons I

wanted to visit Goa. Though there are a lot of

flavors and numerous kinds of food from all over the

world. I may sound biased here, but none other

coastal region can beat the taste of goa seafood.

●  Though there are varieties of luxurious hotels

and resorts. Many of the travellers try to find

budget friendly hotels and resorts. Goa offers

affordable resorts and hotels as well with good

accommodation and services.

●  The most important reason I wanted to visit

Goa is the amazing water sports. In every beach

there are a variety of water sports. Starting from

the dolphin cruise to parasailing and jet skiing you

will find amazing rides on affordable prices.

(Disclaimer:- you mustn't ride jet ski if you're too

much drunk you may harm yourself)

● For us "vacation is equal to party + drink". And

Goa doesn't disappoint one bit. It is a destination

which offers cheap alcoholic drinks. And the most

famous drinks of Goa are its locally produced

wines and "Feni" which is produced from cashew

nuts and coconut in South Goa.

Water Sports, Party &
Drinks



And you can even enjoy the cool gentle breeze sitting beside the pool of the resorts

and stare at the stars wondering how beautiful the earth can be if you have such

good company.

This is my short and sweet experience in Goa. I hope you all will like it

GO GOA GONE

~Monalisa Mech~



The Past
was
Beautiful

Good bye!! The door got banged with an extra blaring sound as it wasn’t only the door that shut and bagged
that night but also the emotions, the feelings, and the half broken relation that got and full stop. Bags were
packed, the tears and the foot steps coincided as if they were very sure to travel for an unknowingly long
and infinite path. A last look to him with eyes complaining with multiple Dissatisfactory words that were
now exploded. She rarely knew even her own state of mind and she rarely knew where to go which stop to
take. The only thing that was in her mind was fear, anxiety and disintegrity of her own self. The road of the
city seemed to be unfamiliar now, the entire city seems to be silent, it felt like even the roads and the light
posts did not want her to stay a minute longer. She sat on the bench of the bus stand waiting for a go-cart to
arrive. After a wait for around one and half hour which did not seem long as already she was in a travel of
memories lane. After the arrival of the chaise as she stepped in not for a single moment did she looked back,
symbolizing her complaints were stronger than her roaming and haunting memories. Even though she was
determined not to sleep , at least to weep her heart out , she felt asleep and the next moment when she woke
up it was a unknown city. Her eyes got stuck in the pure white hills of Himalayan range. By her side was an
stranger girl, who recognized her confusion soon and spoke up to tell that it was the shivalik range near
northeast. It was the state called abode of snow, it was Meghalaya.

A LOVE-TRAVEL SERIES
PART-1

BY
~ARMEEN SIDDIQUI!~



The uttermost coincidence was that it was the
place where she was grown, where she started life,
where she had the fairytale time of the schooling.
And how round the earth is, today after a decade
and a two years she was back again to the same
place.   
The bus stopped at the stop, the journey ended or
may be started. Looking at the pine trees and the
mountains with some unknowing reason tears
were no more rolling, no more storms over her
brain. She was breathing, somehow she was
relaxing. Although the streets have changed in this
decade but yet they seems much familiar than
those suffocating ones at the other end of the
country. As she started walking down the hills, the
first thing she wanted to explore was her school,
her childhood, her boarding, the convent, her
second home. As time waits for none, and so it did
not even for this place and therefore address
looked a bit messed up but eventually she caught
up with it and marched to the convent as if she was
to catch a train. Every proceeding step was an
increase in the momentum of her heartbeat, she
got confused weather the shortening in her breath
was due to altitude sickness or was it because she
was actually going to bump in into a place she
merely had expected of. The ruffles of the
numerous streams, the cold chill that bit her nose
tip, the dried up lips and above all a lane of
memories, but this time the memory storm didn’t
make tears roll instead she got a grin. As she landed
her feet on the ground of the convent, a garden
bloomed in her heart, may be after years she was in
a pure feeling of satisfaction. The notice boards,
pined with articles and drawings with labelled
classes. Every wall was showing an illusionary
picture, as if someone has portrayed her past in a
projector. Proceeding inside she found how the
staircases still have the fragrance of her first kiss.
After a little while she, met a nun to whom she
asked for the principal's office as it  wasn’t in the
same place it used to be. As she knocked the door
where she found it wasn’t sister Lisa her principal
(ex principal).

She requested the present principal to grant her
with where sister Lisa was but unfortunately it
was not allow to disclose any nun's transfer.
Although upset she had the hope and will to find
sister Lisa. Everything in this school was
changed, what did not was the memories, after
an impulsive effort she was granted to meet her
teachers, out of whose most of them were new
faces to her. The only teacher she found familiar
was her 6th grade class teacher. Although at first
it was quite inconvenient for her to recognize but
soon ma'am Jullie understood it was Anannya.
After a talk for around 45 minutes she somehow
convinced ma'am Jullie to her with sister Lisa's
address.



With a good refreshment of two hours of
philosophy with the stream, just decided to visit
her favorite place, that was the Catholic Church,
that pale and sky blue church that witnessed even
more candles than people entering there  in the
entire day. As she stepped the first stair she was
amazed to find the same father (priest) with his
same brown covered Bible. And very natural that
he was unable to recognize her. But nor she
wanted to reveal herself. The only thing she did
was sat in one of the bench, which was the exact
bench she came and sat before her exams, took the
Bible near her in her hands, took out a verse and
just gave it a read. After a while she stood up went
nearer to the sculpture of Jesus lighted a candle,
bowed her head, where she hallucinated the past,
back in times when Abhi and she bowed their
heads together before every minute step they took.
The next thing she decided to visit was the umium
lake, which was a basic spot for any school picnic.
Once this lake was the most boring place she
would be going for that today, this place seems to
have a different spark, different dimension. It took
her a transient to buy a ticket for a boat ride.
Although she was alone she bought three tickets,
the other two tickets were addressed to the past
Annu and Abhi. 
As the boat was overcoming the resisting water,
she heard laughter, she saw smiles, she heard her
schoolmates teasing her with Abhi but soon she
came out of the past illusion. And after this all she
wanted was to roam around the streets of the town
wondering how rapidly time has turned to be a
bitch, she had lost herself in a hard and fast
schedule to catch. To catch what, what was she
chasing for in the years? All these questions and
answers abruptly came and vanished till it was
8.30pm and her feet really needed to rest. A check
in was done as per as her bookings, the dinner
served, and a good sleep actually was beaming on
her eyes after ages.

And there she pull up her socks to meet her
favorite principal ever. She next booked herself
with an hotel near the elephant falls, where she
unpacked her belongings and to recreate and
revise her childhood. She soon was in the chilled,
half glazed water of elephant falls. Where she got a
flashback of her bunked classes to sit beside the
falls with her Abhi (Abhimayaan). The falls may be
having so many things to say out, may be like her
or may be that’s why it sometimes floods its water
out just as like we humans explode our feelings at
times. This fall have witnessed with numerous
stories, have seen birth to death, first kiss to
ending up relations, but does it stops even for
once to hold on to anything, hold on to the
moment, does it freeze to satisfy someone else’s
needs? She guesses it does not.

To be continued....



T H E  T R A V E L

P A P A R A Z Z O

Traveling is a living dream. But it is not
everybody's piece of cake. It is not about
laying back comfortably in your shell and
not knowing anything about the world
you are living in. Quite out of amazement
it is rather the opposite. The crunching
feeling in your stomach and a desperate
craving for the taste of new routes and
destinations proves your true love for
traveling. I am drooling over the virtual
day dreaming of the thought at the very
moment. That is a hundred percent
guaranteed cloud nine level of
wonderment. For some traveling might be
just going for long drives or planning a
tour to a destined place. But for many
traveling has become way of life now. In
today's travel world it is loaded with
career options like Travel Vlogging,
Travel Blogging, Travel Agent, Travel
Journalism Travel Officer, Travel
Counselor, Tourist Guides and what not.



What would be better to get paid to visit your
dream destinations?  I personally am a secret
admirer of this astonishing world. My Journey
begins the moment the roads starts drifting away
and takes me closer towards my goal every second.  

Well the lockdown and the whole COVID-19
situation has been a total knockout for the travel
lovers. But not only going out for long excursions
gives pleasure to the whole idea of traveling right?
Going out with your family for extended drives ,
revisiting your village home or childhood memory
lanes can be definitely be something you can
regain during this pandemic. Voila! You are out
under the sunshine again. Sometimes you just
travel to explore every lane of your memory. And
don't worry the good old days are on their way and
you will find a new style of kickstarting it. 

Till then thank your stars and stay safe!

~Liza Das~



ARTWORKS &
PHOTOGRAPHY

Photographs speaks volumes of what
a person is thinking of. It is like the
mind of the individual put out in a
solid piece frozen in time. It captures
memories and essence in its purest
form. It is a portkey to the flashback
memory.

Artworks are the same, where one
encapsulates the Beauty, Time,
Essence in its raw form. It tis the
medium, where an individual can be
whatever he/she wants, painting out
a whole new perspective and vision,
that others can only dream of.

~Ayushi Das Photography~



PHOTOGRAPHY
BY
~GAURAV SAIKIA~



ARTWORK BY
~BISHAL JYOTI DEKA~
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From the Co-Founder

It has been an immense pleasure and joy, releasing this edition of MIRAgE. Every article
is a personal narration of the experience and a vision of a better world that we as youths
want it to be. The Travel Series, in itself is a story that encapsulates memories. I thank all
the writers, and other contributors, who have given in the best of their works and truly
hope, that you, our readers, will definitely enjoy this edition.

With this I once again, thank all the contributors. Wishing all good health and
prosperity.

HAPPY BLOGGING!

Regards,
RIMPI DEKA, Co-Founder & MD
Inked Streets & Co.
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SEASON-END COLLECTION

Models: 
Parthajyoti Mahanata
Rekha Khanal
Riya Gayan
Ayushi Das

Designer: 
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Photographer:
 Ayushi Das





Contact 
8876889978 
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