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Two Lovers,

Two Books,

One

Unfinished

Story

Every great love story has
two sides. But what if the
world only listened to one...

for forty years?

‘A Novel

ome stories don’t end when the
lovers part.

They linger in memory,
waiting for someone to tell the
other side.

This is the story of two books—Bengal
Nights and It Does Not Die—written by two
people who once loved each other. Read
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“A REUNION AFTER FOUR DECADES: Mircea Eliade and Maitreyi Devi meet again in Chicago—not as the young lovers of Bengal
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Nights or It Does Not Die, but as two writers who had told the same love story in different voices. Some love stories never ask for a second
chance; they simply ask to be remembered

together, they become one of literature’s
most extraordinary conversations, proving
that sometimes love survives not in
reunion, but in remembrance.

The year was 1928.

A young Romanian scholar named
Mircea Eliade arrived in Calcutta to study
Sanskrit and Indian philosophy under the
renowned scholar Surendranath Dasgupta.
He came searching for knowledge but found
something entirely unexpected.

He met Dasgupta’s daughter, Maitreyi.

She was intelligent, curious and deeply
poetic. Their friendship grew through
books, conversations and shared ideas.
Somewhere between philosophy and poetry,
affection quietly turned into love.

But theirs was a relationship shaped by
impossible circumstances.

He was a foreign scholar from Europe.

She belonged to a respected Bengali
family, bound by tradition and social
expectations.

When her family discovered how close
they had become, everything ended. Mircea
was asked to leave the Dasgupta household.
There were no grand farewells or promises
to meet again—only a silence that would
follow them for decades.

Back in Europe, Mircea couldn’t forget
India.

Or Maitreyi.

Years later, he transformed those
memories into a novel titled Bengal Nights.

Filled with longing and youthful passion,
the book became widely celebrated,
introducing readers to what many believed
was one of the greatest cross-cultural
romances ever written.

There was just one problem.

The woman whose story inspired the
novel had never read it.

Life moved on. Maitreyi married, built
a family and became an acclaimed Bengali
writer. Her first love had become a quiet
memory until, more than forty years later,
someone handed her a translated copy of
Bengal Nights.

She expected nostalgia.

Instead, she found a version of her life
she barely recognised.

The love she remembered was not the
love described in the novel. She felt their
relationship had been transformed into
something more dramatic and sensual
than she had experienced. The deepest
pain wasn’t that Mircea had written about
her—it was that the world had only heard
his memory.

For years, she remained silent.

Then she wrote her own book.

She called it It Does Not Die (Na
Hanyate).

It wasn’t written to deny Mircea’s love
or erase his memories. It was written to
reclaim her own truth. The title, inspired by
the Bhagavad Gita, reflects the belief that
while people part and years pass, certain

loves never truly disappear. They simply
stop living beside us and begin living
quietly within us.

Years later, fate brought them together
once more.

Maitreyi travelled to Chicago, where
Mircea was teaching. More than forty years
had passed since they had last seen each
other.

There were no dramatic declarations.

No second chance.

Only two ageing writers standing before
one another, carrying different memories of
the same past.

Perhaps they understood then that love
doesn’t always ask for another beginning.
Sometimes it only asks to be remembered
with kindness.

Today, Bengal Nights and It Does Not
Die are often read together because one
book completes the other. They remind us
that every love story has two narrators, two
truths and two hearts trying to make sense
of the same moments.

One remembered passion.

The other remembered tenderness.

One wrote first.

The other answered forty years later.

And perhaps that’s what makes this
story unforgettable.

Not that they found their way back to
each other, but that after decades of silence,
they were still speaking—through books.

Some love stories end with the final

page.

This one waited forty years for its other
voice.

And maybe that’s the truest reminder of
all: love doesn’t always survive in shared
lives.

Sometimes, it survives in shared
memories.

Bonnie Tyler

A Voice Like No Other

onnie Tyler had a peculiar career: two bursts
of global success that seemed to have almost
nothing to do with each other beyond the name
that appeared on the records. Her first big
British hits, 1976’s Lost in France and 1977’s
It’s a Heartache, were superior examples of what writer
Pete Paphides subsequently dubbed “medium wave pop”,
the largely forgotten stuff that actually filled the charts
and Radio One’s playlists at a time when reductive rock
histories would have you believe the entire nation was
gripped by punk. They were a little bit soft rock, a little bit
country, a little reminiscent of reliable mid-70s hitmakers
Smokie, and so catchy that no one seemed to notice that
somewhere between their respective releases, Tyler’s voice
had changed dramatically: possessed of a rather sweet
tone on Lost in France, an operation to remove nodules on
her vocal cords had caused her to develop a striking Rod
Stewart-like huskiness by the time of It’s a Heartache.

It looked like It’s a Heartache would turn Tyler into a
huge star: it sold 6m copies, and the accompanying album
made the Top 3 on the US country chart. But said success
proved difficult to sustain, compounded by the fact that
her record label seemed bizarrely unsure what to do with
her. Get her to cover Tom Petty and the Heartbreakers, as
on Louisiana Rain? Aim her squarely at the easy listening
market via a version of Sometimes When We Touch?
Encourage her to go disco, as on the fabulously camp (The
World is Full of ) Married Men?

None of it really worked and that might have been that,
had Tyler not taken matters into her own hands. A rock
fan, she considered asking Phil Collins or Jeff Lynne to
work with her, but had the great fortune to approach Jim
Steinman at precisely the right moment. The producer and
songwriter’s relationship with Meat Loaf was on the outs
after 1981’s Dead Ringer had failed to replicate the multi-
platinum sales of Bat Out of Hell, while the release of his
solo album, Bad for Good, had conclusively proved that no
one was interested in listening to Jim Steinman sing his
own songs. Two flops in, Steinman evidently felt he had
something to prove, and the best way to prove it was by
doubling down: never a man much given to subtlety, the
songs he presented Tyler were grandiloquent even by his
standards, making Bat Out of Hell sound like an ambient

album.

Because Tyler’s voice reminded him of John Fogerty,
he suggested they cover Creedence Clearwater Revival’s
Have You Ever Seen the Rain?, Steinman’s version of
which transformed the rootsy acoustic original into a mass
of mock-classical piano and squealing, metal-adjacent
guitar solos; it also featured castanets. This, it turned out,
was merely an amuse-bouche before the main course.

Total Eclipse of the Heart went on for seven minutes,
featured a pipe organ solo that sounded like it was
being played by Count Dracula and was punctuated by
explosions that were supposed to represent the sound of
nuclear bombs being dropped: as was his wont, Steinman
claimed it was heavily influenced by Wagner. It would have
sounded completely ridiculous, were it not for the fact that
Tyler’s vocal gave the impression she didn’t think it was
ridiculous at all: she sang it as if her life depended on it. To
use a modern term, she committed to the bit so completely
that her voice emerged as the song’s star attraction, rather
than being swallowed up by the absolute bedlam going on
around it. Fast forward the song to about three and half
minutes in: Count Dracula has just finished doing his stuff,
amassed chorale of backing vocalists keep urging bright
eyes to turn around, there are faux nuclear explosions
going off left, right and centre, but when Tyler’s vocal
reappears - “EVERY NOW AND THEN I FALL APART!” -
you forget about everything other than her.

The end result couldn’t have been further from It’s
Heartache if it tried. It went platinum in nine countries,
hit No 1 on both sides of the Atlantic, propelled Tyler’s
album Faster Than the Speed of Night to sales of 3m, and
proved utterly impervious to the vagaries of fashion. In
the 21st century, it kept randomly re-entering the charts in
Britain, America, Canada, France, Denmark, Belgium and
Hungary; in 2026 it surpassed a billion streams on Spotify.

It was success on a scale that Tyler would find
impossible to repeat, although she came close with Holding
Out for a Hero, another Steinman extravaganza, this time
from the soundtrack of teen movie Footloose: featuring
more explosions, another committed Tyler vocal and a
Giorgio Moroder-ish synth backing, it was another huge
hit.

But Total Eclipse of the Heart might have scuppered

her partnership with Steinman, precisely because it was so
successful: his career revitalised, Steinman found himself

in demand once again, working with everyone from Barbra
Streisand to Def Leppard to wrestler Hulk Hogan, which

meant he seemed only partly present on 1986’s Secret

Dreams and Forbidden Fire. He executive produced and N
wrote four of the nine songs - lovers of his more-is-more
approach are directed to Rebel Without a Clue - leaving
others to take up the slack with varying degrees of
success: with the best will in the world, Freda Payne’s 1970
soul hit Band of Gold probably wasn’t the ideal candidate
for a Steinman-esque makeover (even if it was reportedly
the song that got Tyler noticed when a talent scout
heard her cover it in a Swansea club back in the
1970s).

Thereafter, her career in the UK and America
slumped, and she was unlucky not to enjoy a
career resurgence with The Best, the lead single
from 1988’s Hide Your Heart. It’s hard to work
out why it wasn’t a big hit anywhere other
than Norway: clearly it wasn’t anything to do
with the song, as evidenced by the fact that,
when Tina Turner covered it the following
year, it sold millions of copies and became
her signature song (modest to a fault,
Tyler suggested Turner had “done
it much better than me”). Not
even the concerted effort of
1995’s Free Spirit - which briefly
reunited her with Steinman, and
elsewhere involved everything Y
from collaborations with Jeff
Lynne to guest appearances by
Kravitz to dance remixes by Ralphi
Rosario - could restore her to the charts.

Still, she continued to score platinum albums
in Europe well into the 90s, and her tours never
stopped taking in arenas. A woman who, in
the early 80s, had interrupted her string of
Steinman-produced opuses by recording
a duet with Shakin’ Stevens, her musical
approach remained incredibly varied: she
seemed just as happy making prog rock
with Rick Wakeman or former Genesis
guitarist Steve Hackett or gamely
singing Britain’s 2013 Eurovision entry
as she did collaborating with David Guetta,
rerecording her vocal from Total Eclipse of the
Heart for his 2025 single Together. Once more,
she sang it as if her life depended on it.

Lenny
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