REGARDING SATYAJIT
1. From Father
2. From Barnalii [sister]
3. From Suparna [sister](1)
4. From Suparna [sister](2)
5. From Venu [childhood friend]
6. From Ratika [school friend]
7. From Siddharth [school friend]
8. From Sudipto [school friend]
9. From Aspica [college friend]
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FROM SATYAJIT’S FATHER

To Arvind Kejriwal [Social worker]
Date: Wed, 24 Oct 2007
Satyajit’s case is very simple and at the same time very difficult. It is simple because it is easy to see that the drowning story is false and that DD No. 15 is a false report. It
is also not difficult to see the criminal-police-forensic nexus
along with very powerful forces actively engaged to hush up
the case to conceal the murder. Difficulty lies in the fact
that Satyajit reportedly died in the company of two [so called]
friends and that very powerful forces involved in the cover
up of the crime are exploiting this. For, looking at the matter
superficially, most people would ask the naive question ”why
should the two, being friends, try to harm him?”. Few would
go further to see that the two, unlike true friends, are lying
about a matter as serious as his death, that there is no dirth
of cases where so called friends have harmed their friend and
that there is, as well, a distinct possibility of the two being
used as a shield by criminals.
Satyajit had a very generous nature and an amiable disposition well acknowledged by all who knew him and exploited
by his so called friends. All knew that he was intellectually
very bright [notwithstanding the back papers he had accumulated], good with words, talented in music [guitar and flute]
and, extremely kind and eager to help others. It is sad that
the friends whom he loved and cared for, betrayed him. There
can be no doubt that Satyajit died because he fell into bad
company and that the two in whose company he died were part
of it. Involvement of the DCE security in the cover up of the
crime clearly shows that the seed of the crime was in DCE.
There is a need for a thorough probe into the students affair
including hostel administration and campus security under the
former Principal Dr. P.B. Sharma during whose tenure Satyajit died under mysterious circumstances while on a visit to the
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college. The college did not mourn the death of Satyajit,
the Principal did not send a message of condolence to the bereaved parents, no internal enquiry, which could have yielded
valuable information, was made.
Satyajit had a keen sense of responsibility. At young age
when the interest in the company of friends is generally too
great and lack of interest in family matters is common, Satyajit was always eager to do his bits for the family. He always
raised himself to the occasion. In 1999 when I was critically ill
at AIIMS and he was only 16 years old, he did all the running
around job and also attended to me day and night. Barely two
months before his death, his mother was hit on the road by a
cyclist at a terrific speed and had a femur bone fracture. She
managed to return home by a rickshaw but unable to walk after getting down from the rickshaw, she stretched her hands
for help towards Satyajit who was about to leave home by his
scooter with his guitar strapped on his back. Seeing his mother
in distress, he immediately got down from the scooter, threw
away his guitar on the lawn and went to help his mother. Two
of us immediately took her to the nearby hospital where Satyajit looked after his mother day and night for four days till
she was shifted for operation to Gangaram hospital. There
again Satyajit looked after his mother for another five days.
I still remember the deep affection with which he touched his
mother’s face sweating in pain after the operation to comfort
her. On the fateful day of 5th April, 2006 before he left for
the college he affectionately scolded his mother as she was
trying to walk without the walker and said ”we shall take you
to the doctor for check up on the 10th as scheduled and you
must wait till then and have doctor’s permission”. The tenth
came but he was not there, that was the only time he failed
to fulfill his responsibility.
Satyajit was absolutely dependable. He used to draw money
for his mother from the ATM and never breached her trust.
He was not demanding. Whenever he needed money, he would
ask for only a modest sum which he actually needed and refuse
to take more. On the fateful day before he left for the college his mother gave him Rs. 150/- which he said was enough.
When we insisted that he should always keep some extra money
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for unforeseen situations, he took another Rs. 100/- from
me. That night after the reported incident Tapan handed over
the personal belongings of Satya to us. Although these were
taken away from us by the Police later on, Satyajit’s sister
had already removed the purse from the Jeans’ pocket. We
found that the purse contained Rs. 210/- showing that Satyajit had spent only Rs. 40/- apparently for photocopying the
past question papers for which he had gone to the college and
his lunch of Chhola-Kukcha with Tapan. The police must have
been disappointed when they could not find any money in his
pockets.
Satyajit died all on a sudden when everything was going in
the right direction for his future. Notwithstanding his back
papers he was selected for a very good job in the campus interview. He was at home for nearly a year under our close
observation, mostly away from his friends. He cleared all the
five back papers for which he had appeared in the previous
semester. He died just before the current semester exam after depositing the exam fees. Had he not died he would have
cleared all his back papers after one more semester exam. Music was his passion and he had difficulties in concentrating on
studies initially but he was overcoming it gradually. He was
so bright that he did not really need any help. He just needed
to study which he was doing.
Several cases of engineering students dying under mysterious circumstances while in the company of so called friends
have been reported from time to time. In all cases of reported
drowning among these the body was found the same day or
day after unlike Satyajit’s where it took twelve days. Furthermore, in all these cases search was conducted promptly
by well equipped professionals but in Satyajit’s case, only a
casual search was made initially by a couple of untrained and
totally unequipped swimmers near the site of the reported incident [although police report says that fire brigade was informed immediately and that search operation continued for
many days with the help of fire brigade]. It was due to our
strong initiative and considerable effort that a naval search
was conducted over the entire downstream on 7th and 8th day
but the body was nowhere to be found. Satyajit’s body sur4

faced on its own on the 12th day close to the site of the reported incident clearly indicating that the body was planted
there afterwards.
It is sad that this country is plagued with corruption and
malpractices in every sphere of activities. Money can buy
anything. There is a total moral degeneration. People have
learned to accept this as part of their lives rationalizing that
nothing can be done about it. Murder, the worst of all human
right violations, has become so easy to commit and so easy to
get away with as well. The fight for justice is not against particular corrupt individuals [like a police officer, an autopsy
surgeon, a forensic lab technician] only but against the whole
system which supports such corrupt people.
It reminds me of the supremacy of the Nature’s law which
says ”survival for the fittest [the most adaptable]” i.e., ”might
is right” with appropriate interpretation of might [such as
money power, manpower, cunningness etc. in the case of man].
Man’s ego proclaimed ”to be human precisely consists of transcending nature, to overcome the biological limitations we
have inherited from our prehuman ancestors” and that human
life is very special for which he made his own laws. Man can
never transcend nature, nor can he overcome his biological
limitations. Nature gifted man to strive for it. Man has failed.
For, man is an animal, after all.

Reply from Arvind Kejriwal [Social Worker]:
With respect to fight for justice for Satyajit, I really admire your perseverance.
Your patience. I can only imagine your grief. I am not sure whether my little
efforts will yield any results. I can only assure you that I will keep fighting
in your battle. You will find me beside you always. I know I cannot replace
Satyajit but please treat me as your son and let me know whatever I can do.
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FROM BARNALI [SATYAJIT’S SISTER]

To Suparna [Satyajit’s sister]
Date: Mon, May 08, 2006
So now it is just the two of us, our little brother is not
there...that is in this world. Every morning when I get up,
even today, its like is it true? I see him with his silky long
hair, the giant strides and the timeless eyes, and I think what
if anything can replace the space taken by him in this world?
I remember him when he was a little boy, and I would roam
the campus with him and venu trying to forge a friendship. I
remember how pleased he would be climbing on the bead tree
in front of the campus garage. I remember his beaming face
when his birthday candles would be lit. In later years the excitement with which he would run to get the guitar and pose
with it on special family occasions, as if to make them indelible, just like a photographer runs for his camera.
Recently I remember how much mutual pleasure we would
have when he helped me with computer stuff and took my interview for pool officership. Also how much fun it was to watch
‘friends’ seeing how happy it made him. Also I saw a lot of pain
in his eyes recently, not of just then, but generally of what
all he had experienced, and it made me sad. I always felt most
comfortable in his room whenever I came over to Gurgaon, as
if my being in his room he silently acknowledged and liked. It
was also the kind of comfort you get on entering a saint’s
room, a sort of complete acceptance. In my way, I would try
to provide the same, but I had to be careful. There were weak
spots which had better be untouched than done carelessly. I
was communicating slowly and well and we were almost there
inch by inch, when one day out of the blue a boy whom I don’t
even know hands me my brothers clothes, shoes and wallet and
tells me he has drowned. I cant say I am not angry at this boy,
and feelings of hatred do not arise, even though they have no
religious sanctity. What can I possibly do now I thought, and
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all the while this person looks at me as if it is the most usual
thing, and I should go home with the clothes. I want to know
he was always on my mind, and I was always there for him, and
that he was one of the best person I knew, so it was we who
were the lucky ones whom he had accepted and loved rather
than the other way round. The kids ask about mamaji, and I
tell them he has gone to God, and I pray to God to take him
where he cannot be but at peace.
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FROM SUPARNA [SATYAJIT’S SISTER]

To Barnali [Satyajit’s sister]
I was sitting at my office desk last morning with tears in
my eyes at the thought of starting another day without him in
this world. Your mail brought me out from pain to love for
the rest of the day ...
I remember how after he was born, we used to wait for the
moments when he would open his eyes and light up our world
... our beloved little brother, how, I wonder, can he not be
there with us anymore? Surely this is a dream and I’ll wake
up from it some day? As I go about my work being ”normal”,
pretending nothing ever happened, I want to think he is still
there in his room, that if I just call him on his cell I can talk
to him, and that he would still be there to receive me at the
airport, like always. I remember the sad look in his eyes as he
stood at the gate to say goodbye and I was leaving for the
airport, could he have known then? It was the last time I saw
him. I had told him not to forget to take care of himself,
while he was taking care of others. But, then taking care of
himself was probably the one thing last on his mind, wasn’t it?
He always had so much love to give, so much that he wanted
to experience and learn ...
I remember how when he was little he would run out sometimes and we would go out looking for him, how his imagination
and endearing ways brought us so much joy, how happy he was
with the watch rakhi, how he always promptly had a name for
every cat, puppy, bird that came into our house, how much fun
it was to introduce him to the pendulum sitting in the garden,
and watching him learn. Even today, every time I learn something new, or pick up an interesting book, I would want to
share it with him and see the glow in his eyes or “sahi hai” on
the phone, or an honest comment if he spotted some discrepancies. Learning will never be the same for me again. Looking
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back I realize that I had been away from home since the time
he was just 6 years old. I remember the special cards he made
in his own unique words, how excited he was the first time he
came with Ma to visit me at Kharagpur – the image of him running towards me and us doing a hi-five clap, with a face that
beamed in jubilation as if to say “Yes, I made it your place” is
etched forever in my mind. He was the star at our hostel that
time, everyone remembered him years after... his liveliness won
many hearts. Ma had once sent me a photo of him sitting on a
tree, looking at it would cheer me up whenever I felt homesick. I also remember one of my visits home, as the time for me
to go back drew near, him sitting with a frown on his face, and
when I asked him what he wanted, he replied “your ticket”. I
remember the book of poems he gave me, bright and beautiful
with words from his imagination ... to think that he would not
reach that age, and to think of growing older without him in
this world seems so unbearably sad. I remember his visit to
Bangalore with Ma, he is the only one in the family who’s been
to all the places I have stayed in Bangalore. I remember his
happy face in my wedding pictures, where he is wearing that
green jeans that he wanted specifically for the occasion.
Even during the time he was away at the hostel and mostly
spending time with friends, so I didn’t get to see him much, I
remember him driving down 50km and back just so I could tie
him a rakhi. That was probably the only time I tied him rakhi
on your behalf as well, since every time it was you who did it
on my behalf. I remember how we sometimes sat on the terrace
... he taking his guitar along, he brought music into our life
... I remember the chats with him going late into the night
last year and feeling moved by the depth of his understanding which wasn’t always visible on the surface and sometimes
seemed mature well beyond his years, even as at another level
he was still just child at heart, growing to be his own person.
It was comforting to be in his room even as I would be doing
my work or reading. I remember recently how he gently tried
to walk me through appreciation of music starting from simple
soft tunes to more intense ones, how he was starting to work
on softer compositions lately perhaps knowing that was what
we liked.
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I remember how Muku, Mouli and I would come to his room
for a guitar performance and he would oblige us with a rendering of music. I remember how he loved reading some of the
books I gave him, or he picked up from me ... he had such wide
interests that he could relate to so many different topics.
I remember especially the time spent with him this December
- the trips we made to the bookstores in the neighbourhood
each day, which was so much fun; I went to all those places
afterwards alone, seeking his presence ...
Last night when I woke up with a stomach ache, I wanted to
reach for the phone ... I remember how when he was little he
would try to comfort me in his innocent way, even as later he
would lightly in his inimitable humour describe my pet-pakarke
sona, and how even over the last year I used to speak to him
in the middle of the night at such times and feel better.
I remember the tenderness with which he took care of Ma
after her accident, how the little boy I knew suddenly grew
up to take on so much responsibility ... he was full of so much
sensitivity, I almost felt like there was an aura of deep silent
goodness and love within him at that time, as if he had risen
to a level beyond most mortals. I wished I could fathom the
cause behind the pain in his eyes, and blow away the clouds. I
wanted to tell him how proud we were of the kind of person
he was, how much happiness he had brought us, how much we
loved him, how special he was and how much the world needed
people like him. Yes, he was always there on my mind, ... and I
always wanted to be there for him, the way he was there for
us and never let me down. Just as the sun was beginning to
break out, and we were beginning to find the right words to
reach him, something more powerful than all of us took him
away. I used to pray to God to help him find his way, maybe he
was just too good for this world ... we were lucky to have him
in our life, we are lucky to have such lovely memories which
will continue to enrich our lives. If only I could know that
he is at peace and happy wherever he was ...
No nothing can replace the space he held in the world, in
our hearts and in the hearts of all those he touched. We just
have to live the rest of our life with the remaining parts of
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our heart, and all the beautiful memories that he has given
us. I think part of the person that I am, I owe to him, that is
his gift to each of us forever ... now we have to live our life
in a way that honours what he meant to us, the happiness he
brought to so many people during the brief 22 years he had in
this world, and valuing every precious moment that we still
have with each other and people who need us. Until the day
we can find him again ...
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FROM SUPARNA [SATYAJIT’S SISTER]

To Satyajit’s friends
Date: Sat, 3 Feb 2007
I had been meaning to write to you all after 18th August to say thank you for coming by, and for sharing your memories
of Satya, for remembering him with smiles, for playing the music he loved, and most of all for continuing to be his friends
... forever.
But I never could quite manage to find the words - I guess
my brother would never have had that problem, though he
wouldn’t admit it, he had his way with words didn’t he ?
Today listening to a concert by Indian Ocean, I remember
the SMSes he and I exchanged last year same time, when we had
Jethro Tull playing at the same place, and the excitement in
his voice when we talked about it afterwards. I so miss that
today. How I wish we had just a little more time ... there was
so much to do.
So many such anniversaries come by, it was last January
that he came to Bangalore, it was February when I last saw
him. Now he only lives on in our hearts, free from the bounds
of space and time.
I miss hearing about him, so please keep sharing I hope who
he is will never be lost, so please keep his spirit alive I hope
that his life will continue to make a difference, please let it
give a new meaning to your lives and to others.
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FROM VENU [SATYAJIT’S CHILDHOOD
FRIEND]

To Suparna [Satyajit’s sister]
Date: Sun, 10 Dec 2006
I have never lost anyone close to me. It is just unreal. I
met Satyajit in feb this year. He had come down to Bangalore
to meet you and some of his friends. At that stage even in my
scariest nightmares did I believe that it would be the last time
that we would meet.
We had a yahoo group. Just the 7 of us from school: Satyajit, me, Panwar, Rohan, Mahek, Aaraish and Anand were members. Unlike the previous groups that we created, we didn’t
let anyone else become a member of this group. We felt that
our group was so much stronger than the rest that they didn’t
deserve to be members of this group. I feel so uncomfortable
when I think of the fact that none of us were there for him
when he needed us or for his family when they needed our support.
Satyajit was the first friend that I ever had. I don’t have
very crystal clear memories of my childhood but one thing
that I do remember (I honestly do) is Suchi bringing me to
your B-7 house and ringing the bell. Either you or Barnali
didi opened the door. Satyajit was taking a bath at that time.
We waited for some time and then aunty brought him out, he
in his towel. I don’t remember anything more. I also remember
that when I came back from Calcutta, then he and Chander
came to the guest house looking for me and the first thing
that we did to celebrate was to break into the old D-Block
looking for a new hideout.
Satyajit and I rarely would stay at home. We had our hideouts in the vacant godowns at the extreme corners of the
campus. We once broke into a faculty residence which had
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just been vacated by a prof and was yet to be reallocated.
That was our adda for a couple of weeks. We did get into lot
of trouble when we were caught. We would have picnics to
the forest, Sanjay van, behind the campus. When I was small I
never even gave a thought to the fact that those days would
ever end. That’s why I enjoyed them as much as I did. Now
they are just memories, memories that I treasure.
Satyajit used to write classic emails on the group. He had
a way of making light of his own troubles. I read them whenever I am really missing him. He had his way with words. We
always were in awe of him for that. When we were in school
we once had to submit an essay for an English assignment. We
both completed our work and went to school but my composition was really shabby. Satyajit asked me whether I wanted
him to touch it up. Half an hour later he gave me an essay
that was so good that Ms. Gulati called me up to her desk to
ask me whether I really wrote this. Satyajit and the rest of
the gang had a really good laugh sitting on the last bench.
His emails to the class group, used to be infrequent but when
he did get down to writing them, they used to be long. In his
last mail he mentioned his trip to Bangalore.
Pardon me for being a bit incomprehensible in this mail. I
want to write something but I just don’t know what to write.
I just want Satyajit back.
I am not in touch with any of our common friends any more
because none of them are in the country and no one else will
ever understand how much he meant to me.
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FROM RATIKA [SATYAJIT’S SCHOOL
FRIEND]

To Suparna [Satyajit’s sister]
Date: Wed, 21 Feb 2007
This was a very sweet mail, reminded me of all the good
times that satya and I had.
You are very very correct when you say that satya had his
way with words. He truly was able to emote well when it
came to writing, prose or poetry anything. I still remember
the first poem that he gave me. It was called ANGEL and as
the name suggests, you can only imagine how nice the lyrics
were.
whenever I think of satya, I picture his beautiful eyes. I get
reminded of him in not more than few milli seconds whenever I
hear any piece of rock music. Back in school time, when I first
got introduced to him, those were one of the first things we
talked about. I still remember the gift that he gave me on our
first valentine’s day. It was a bon jovi cassette. Of course you
still have that card that I got made for him. When I came the
first time to your home, after he had passed away, seeing it
kept there, and thinking how much it meant to him that he had
still saved it, is one of the many things that still make me cry
after he has gone.
It’s been almost one year now. Yet it’s still the same. I am
sure you will agree when I say
So special was he, that even thoughts won’t do him
justice...
and I like the way you wrote
I hope who he is will never be lost, so please keep
his spirit alive. I hope that his life will continue to
15

make a difference, please let it give a new meaning
to your lives and to others.
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FROM SIDDHARTH [SATYAJIT’S
SCHOOL FRIEND]

To Ratika [Satyajit’s school friend]
Rohan told me that you were looking for some of Satya’s
pictures. You might even have the ones I am sending now. They
were taken with Tarun’s mobile when I was in Delhi for summer vacation. That day Satya had got a placement and was
incredibly happy. I think it was his treat that day. After he
left us I took some pride in the fact that unlike most of his
friends I had seen the making of the man through the times of
confusion and turmoil and he was never the same again. But
this day he had the old spark. He was actually happy for having accomplished something. The last time I remember him like
that was when he got a Rs. 3000/- scholarship for joining Pie
for IIT coaching.
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FROM SUDIPTO [SATYAJIT’S SCHOOL
FRIEND]

To Suparna [Satyajit’s sister]
Date: Tue, 14 Oct 2008
Indeed Satyajit was one of my best friends. Always lively,
completely dependable and very very down to earth. I could
freely discuss anything with him and I knew he would understand. How can I ever forget the year when I had flunked
in my 6th standard examinations and had to repeat 6th class
again with my juniors.
In this class I came into contact with a student who was
considered a child prodigy by teachers and students alike. He
was a genius with a heart of gold. Here I was completely
ashamed of myself and very low on confidence repeating my
6th standard class with my juniors when I met satyajit. I met
him in a very unusual way. When we used to go to the assembly hall for morning prayers where we had to form a line in
height wise ascending order, Satyajit had to stand behind me
as he was a little taller to me. This is how we met.
There he was a favourite of students and teachers alike and
here I was completely low on confidence. When we started
talking we got on like a house on fire. At no point did he
make me feel that he is a genius and I am a failure. There are
so many hilarious experiences we shared in the assembly hall
where we used to sit and gossip and laugh which when I remember now makes me feel so sad.
At that point of time when I was so down and out and there
he was for me. Being with him I completely got over my failure and we used to talk as if I never had failed and had been
in this class for many years. Not a single day did he make me
feel that I was new to this class. We completely got on like
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a house on fire
Though he was a known prankster and he used to sometimes
bully me a lot but now when I remember those days a smile
comes on my face. Being with him you always knew you will
not get bored. He was so lively and cheerful.
There were many things such as my younger brothers funny
experiences in his school where he was in his 4th standard which
when I discussed with my other classmates they would label my
talk kiddish and nonsensical but satyajit would never. I used
to discuss these things freely with him and we would have a
good laugh. I could discuss anything with him under the sun
and I knew he would understand.
If I am missing him so much I cannot even begin to think how
much you all, that is, his family members are missing him. The
only thing I can say is that even god needs good human beings
in heaven that is why they took satya away from us. But I
am sure where ever he is, he must be spreading his charm and
warmth to others who need it.
Nowadays I try and completely ignore Satya from my thoughts
because thinking about him also reminds me of his tragic end
which puts me into a state of a shock and depresses me a lot.
So therefore I try to ignore him . I REALLY HOPE YOU UNDERSTAND.....

Remark by Suparna [Satyajit’s sister]:
Sometimes I find it amazing how many lives Satyajit touched so deeply in
those short years he had, more than we knew, and perhaps more than most
people could ever do in an entire lifetime.
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FROM ASPICA [SATYAJIT’S COLLEGE
FRIEND]

To Suparna [Satyajit’s sister]
Date: April 2006
I don’t know where to start. I have been so shaken up with
what happened that I can’t even begin to imagine how you must
be feeling. I don’t know what to say. I just don’t have the
right words. The day I got to know I just wanted to believe
that he just ran away somewhere like he went to Bhagsu and
will be back. I even sent him an email that day hoping that
some day he will reply back.
I guess I will just begin with my journey with Satya. I first
met him in, I think, Jan 2002. He was really depressed that day
and was crying about a dog who he had been taking care of
died that day. He just loved dogs so much. I remember sitting with him in front of the Type 5 girls hostel curb with
him looking blankly at everything around him. I just made my
first real friend in DCE. I can surely say it was love at first
sight. I loved him so much.
And then it was all about music. We used to just gather
around the canteen every evening and these guys would bring
there half broken guitars and sing songs. It was just as good
as it gets. He was amazing at playing the guitar but somehow
there was no convincing to make him think he was. He just
always wanted to learn more and not think what he did was
great. I remember the first time they played on stage. It was
magical. Seeing them play on stage just made us go crazy. That
is surely one of the times I have seen him the happiest.
What was satya to me..it was like whenever I was upset or
lonely he would just appear from nowhere..my guardian angel.
The long rides behind his scooter..and satya hugs..he is just one
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of the most loving persons I have ever met.
My best days with him have been on the trips we made. The
one to manali..we planned to go there again ..just the five of
us ..it was magical ..the mountains, the rivers and the thin air
(that was his concept ..anything beyond ordinary in mountains
is because of the thin air there). There were 3 guys and 2
girls..both girls lied at home saying that there were 11 people
or something going for the trip and it was like just running
away into the mountains. That trip is what I call internal bliss
for everyone. We were not apart for even a single second
..went to this place after rohtang pass called Keylong..there
is this place there where beas river flows and green grass all
around. We reached there and everyone was lying down on the
grass looking into infinity and satya said that this is what his
parallel universe looks like. He lost his moms ray ban goggles
in that river..
I came to US for my internship in the summer of 2003. Before I left I asked him what I should get for him and he said
“it is a 5 letter word that starts with r”. I could not figure it
out till rakhi came and tha’s when I realized what he wanted.
I tied him rakhi for the years after that.
And then Kangra, Mcleod Ganj, Bhagsu trip, days at his
flat, the books we read, the movies we watched together, the
music we listened to. He even wrote my recommendation letters, statement of purpose for the universities I applied to
because he was so good at writing. I was reading your mail
and both of you have almost the same style of writing. I have
so much to write about the time I spent with him..there are so
many days which are just engraved in my memory.
I will never get a closure to this. He was more than a friend
and more than a brother. I just loved him so much. Every time
I was low I would write to him and feel better.. and I was
surely entitled to getting mails from him.
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