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T

he bus was going down through the winding  roads, heading towards Pushkar. It is a tourist place and a holy town in Rajasthan. That holy town was the destination for us on the second day of the study tour. The signboards on the road indicated that Pushkar is  hardly one kilometer ahead. Inside the bus, at the back side, my friends were playing cards and some others were singing funny songs as a proof to say that they enjoyed the tour each and every minute. I  looked out through the window, at the beautiful landscape on the right side. The evening sun had made the blue sky into  canvas for his creativity and made sketches with reddish tint.  It was around 5.30 pm when  we reached Pushkar.  I got down from the bus and  waited for the instruction from the professor who accompanied us.  After visiting many mines and quarries, as a part of our study tour, when I reached Pushkar, it seemed to me like an oasis in the desert. 

The setting sun threw its golden light everywhere. I walked through the narrow streets, crowded with tourists, both Indian and foreign. A few yards to the left, from the bus stand, was the Pushkar lake.  Sunlight reflected from the water surface gave a golden colour to the Pushkar lake. I walked through the steps on the banks of the lake. Countless pigeons had occupied the steps, pretending to be the guardians of the lake. When they murmured I thought they were telling me to keep the sanctity of the lake.  When I clapped my hands, the pigeons which sat on the steps started flying and the sky above me was covered by them .My friend Tarun clicked that scene in his camera. He was with me from the beginning of the tour as we shared many common interests.  Both of us liked to enjoy the calm and cool surroundings, while my friends went around to do window-shopping.

From Pushkar lake I went to the temple of Brahma. Tarun told me that it is the only temple in India, where Brahma is worshipped. I had visited many temples, where Shiva and Vishnu are worshipped. As my close friends say, I must have visited temples more than Churches.  Along with the crowd that thronged into the temple,  I entered inside, not by thinking that it is the abode of Brahma, but that of God, whose existence, I believe in. Standing in a corner I watched the people coming in  and going out. I felt that the uneasiness I had in my mind was  slowly getting washed away. 

It was 6.00pm and the sun had nearly completed his descend in the edges of the horizon. But still I resumed my journey through the streets. Here and there I could see beautiful ladies, most of them tourists. Just in front of me I saw a couple walking with  hands on each other’s shoulder .It seemed to me that they were least bothered about the surroundings. The atmosphere in Pushkar was so romantic that I would have been surprised if I didn’t see such scenes.

Towards the end of the lane, where I was walking, there were many shops which sold Rajasthani paintings. The handmade paintings, depicting scenes from the epics, and the portraits of gods and goddesses were one of the biggest bread fetching boons for the people there. I didn’t have any interest in buying any of such paintings. So I didn’t want to waste my time by peeping into any of such shops. Suddenly I noticed a little girl, of about 10 years, drawing something on a piece of cloth. She was sitting inside a small shop. A board kept outside the shop read “Silver Paintings for sale”. She was absolutely unaware of the people around her and from her gestures I felt that she was trying to blow life into the painting she was making. Curiosity pulled me into the shop. When I went inside and stood close to her, I saw that she  was painting Lord Krishna on a piece of cloth. Many such paintings were Hung on the wall inside the shop. On seeing me, she stopped painting and started telling me about the price of each painting, typically like any other shopkeepers in the street, trying to trap a potential buyer. She said each one will cost me 20 Rupees. When I  opened my wallet to pay her for two paintings I liked, Tarun stopped me and he tried to bargain. But I didn’t want to make even a profit of one rupee by snatching some money  from that little one. My mind told me that the painting is worth 20 Rupees .I took two such paintings for 20 Rs each. . Seeing the work she has been doing, I couldn’t stop myself from asking her, I “Have you made all these by yourself?”

She might not have expected that question from me. A faint smile appeared on her face.

“No Sir. I make only small paintings, like the one you have taken. My pappaji makes the rest of the paintings”

“From where did you learn this?” I asked.

“My pappaji taught me, He makes all these large paintings.”

“I think you do better than your pappaji”. I appreciated the little talent. She smiled showing all her teeth. It was not an artificial smile, but it had the reflection of the innocence in that little heart.

”Do you get anything for the paintings you make?” I asked her.

She thought for a moment. She was carefully framing her reply

”My pappaji gives me 5 Rs for each painting”

“What do you do with that money?” I put a silly question. She became shy and told me

“ I will buy sweets for my little brother and myself”

I noticed the glow in her eyes while saying that. It was much more brighter than silver and gold. She must be proud of herself as she is earning and buying sweets for her little brother.

“Jose, come back we are moving. Its very late now”. Some of my friends shouted from outside. I looked at my watch. It was 7.00 pm. Darkness had spread its arms everywhere. Neon lights had started lighting the streets.  Suddenly I thought that I should take a photograph of this little girl. Almost all the photographs I took were that of rocks, mines, quarries and barren lands. I took out my camera from the shoulder bag. I put the flash on because the daylight was no more there. 

“I would like to take your photograph” I told her. She got excited on hearing this. Suddenly she took a mirror and comb from a corner and started combing her hair. Then she posed with her painting brush touching the piece of cloth on which she was painting. I realized that she was not posing for the first time in front of a camera. After choosing the angle from where to capture her image, pretending to be a professional photographer, I pressed the button of the camera. 

“Thank you,” I told her while coming out of the shop. When I looked at the side of the camera I saw that it was the 35 th film.  

“Oh God!  this photograph wont come out”. I told myself.

I put the camera back into my bag, and moved to the place  where our bus was parked. After enjoying a beautiful evening  in Pushkar, everyone was in a mood to sleep. The bus was almost silent, when we traveled back to our starting point. I was looking at the handmade painting, trying to measure the expertise of the fingers of that blooming painter. 

After a week I came back to my hostel completing the two week long study tour. That day evening, the hostel cafeteria was full of juniors eagerly waiting to listen to the stories and jokes from us. The next day evening I gave the film role in a  nearby studio for developing. The bald headed, stout  old man who owns the studio, told me to come on Saturday. I had to wait two more days as it was a  Thursday.  On Saturday myself  and Tarun went to the studio. On seeing my face, the old man pulled out a packet  from the side of the shelf. Before handing it over to me, he asked me.

“I think you are learning photography”

Proudly I said “Yes”

“But How do you know that?” I asked with surprise.

He smiled and told me in his rough and broken  voice.

“I developed all your negatives. But none of them came good, except one. You need to hold the camera properly, when you take a snap. I think your hands were shivering when you took all these snaps.”

Then he gave me the cover in which the negatives and the photographs were kept. I opened the cover and anxiously went through the photographs. None of them  was clear. Effect of shaking had made them blurred. I was thrown into total disappointment. Tarun told me

“Don’t worry Jose. I  also have taken almost all of these photographs. For using in the study tour report, you can take copies from mine”


His words consoled me a bit. But I was ashamed of myself on thinking that, even with an auto focus camera, I couldn’t take good snaps. Then I wanted to see, which was the only photograph that came good. I  scanned through the bunch of blurred photographs in the packet I had. At last I found that.  It was the photograph of the little girl,  making  silver paintings on cloths. That photograph was so clear that, I just couldn’t believe that  I took it with my camera. Tarun told me 

“Jose, it’s a nice photograph. It has compensated for all other snaps that you missed.”

I made the payment  in the studio and came back. I put the photograph of that little girl on my table.  On seeing it again and again I felt that  the beauty of Pushkar was taken into her face. That innocent smile appeared more beautiful than the sun set in Pushkar. I took that photograph-The last Photograph  of the reel I had in my camera, and kept it in my album , as the sole  remembrance of that  pleasant evening in Pushkar.
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