%
&

55 168
g

L
A3







Welcome to the
30" Annual Convention
July 2- 4, 1999 Toronto, Canada

Slieringg 1




ORISSA SOClErY

President
Gopa Patnaik

Editor-in-Chief
Gyana Patnaik

Vice President

Annapurna Pandey

Student Represemntative
Arati Misro

OSA LOCAL CHAPTER PRESIDENTS

Chio
Sasi Panda

Maryland-Virginia

Lipishree Nayak

New York
Prava Panigrahi

Southeast
Kailash Mishra

Past President
Hemant Senapati

New England
Jyoti Das

New Jersey
Brajendra Sahu

Chicago
Shreelekha Mohanty

Southern
Binayak Panda

President-Elect
Anadi Naik

OSA EXECUTIVE COUNCIL 1997-99

Secretary-Treasurer
Babru Samal

Youth Representative
Sachi Panda

Washington, DC
Sukumar Nayak

Northwest
Ashok Mishra

Southwest
Hari Arjun Patro

Canada
Reena Patnaik

Secretary-Elect
Bijoy Misra

2



EDITOR
Ashok Acharya

EDITORIAL COMMITTEE

Madhusmita Acharya
Sonia Hota
Susy Hota

Sheela Hota-Mitchell

Gagan Panigrahi
Pallavi Sodhi
Niranjan Tripathy

ACCOMMODATION
Leena Dehal

Ashok Acharya
Pradeep Behera
Hara Padhi
Pratap Patnaik

CULTURE
Madhusmita Acharya

Niranjan Mishra
Parasara Mishra
Rekha Mishra
Shovita Padhi
Ellie Patnaik
Loreena Patnaik
Reena Rath

DECORATION
Palavi Sodhi

Sushmita Behera
Shovita Padhi

CONVENOR
Lalu Mansinha

PRESIDENT, CANADA CHAPTER

Loreena Patnaik

FINANCE
Prabhat Kar

Nirmala Panda
Gagan Panigrahi
Loreena Patnaik
Purnima Patnaik

REGISTRATION
Hara Padhi

Pradeep Behera
Narinder Dehal
Soumya Mansinha
Pinak Padhi
Shovita Padhi
Mira Panda
Nirmata Panda
Sajneet Scdhi

REVENUE
Gagan Panigrahi
Prakash Patnaik
Ajay Kumar Dalai
Minati Pattanayak

SYMPOSIA
Arjun Purohit

Ravi Kanungo
Shovita Padhi
Tani Purohit
Daisy Sahu

FOOD
Sumitra Padhi

Aparna Dash
Charu Hota
Shraddhananda Mishra
Shantimayee Mohanty
Duryodhan Panda

Meera Panda

YOUTH/SPORTS
Lona Patnaik

Sushmita Behera
Robin Kar
Shovita Padhi
Tani Purohit

SOlelikan

3



Message from OSA President

On behalf of the Executive Council and the Board of Governors, | welcome you all to the 30" conven-
tion of the Orissa Society of the Americas. We would like to convey our heartfelt thanks to the Canada
chapter, for their hospitality and hard work in putting this convention together. We joyfully anticipate
plunging into our Oriya identity as we immerse ourselves in Oriya art, culture and traditions for the
next few days.

| have tried to keep regular communication regarding OSA activities through our journal and newslet-
ters. At this point | would like to highlight OSA’s activities in the last two years. For the first time the
Mission Statement for OSA has been established in keeping with the OSA constitution and by laws.
This has been approved by the board and published in our newsletter. OSA is on the web now at
hitp://www.orissasociety.org. It is a text- dominated site with its constitution, history, and tist of offic-
ers, information an outreach activities, selected articles from OSA journals, and cross-links to cther
related sites, etc.

On the financial side we have done well. When | took the office there was about $ 40,000 in fixed
account and $2500 in the checking account. Through fund raising and prudent spending, | will be
leaving approximately $50,000 in the fixed account, which is a 256% increase in two years. This was
accomplished by reinvesting the interest earned and putting aside parn of the membership money in
the fixed account, As resolved by the board in the past, the fixed money will be under the supervision
of a three-member committee {Dr. Panchanana Satpathy, and past present OSA Presidents) and
cannot be withdrawn for OSA expenses.

The OSA committee on Women’s interests has remained active and involved with charitable organi-
zations in QOrissa. Members of OSA have adopted 5 children from Vasundhara and donations were
collected from Northern California for Vasundhara. In addition many denations from individual mem-
bers exceeding $34,000 has been sent through OSA to various educational and charitable organiza-
tions.

The OSA Center at Bhubaneshwar is now fully operational. Last year for the first time we furnished
various admission guides, current publications, guides to standardized tests, and many current cata-
logs from major universities, With the Rs 50,000 donation from the Government of Orissa, a student
assistant is manning the center. OSA’s student representative recently visited the Center and pre-
sented an informative seminar to prospective students. OSA center at Berhampur was formally opened
last year and various resources were provided to jump-start the activities in the center.

On the cultural front, several local OSA chapters took the lead and arranged Odissi dance concerts
of Aruna Mohanly and her troop visiting from Orissa. The tour with 18 concerts all over USA and
Canada was a major success and exposed the finesse of Orissan culture to a wide array of indians
and non-Indians.

It is imperative for members of OSA to actively participate in its affairs. Lack of participation has
resulted in two terms of uncontesled elections. Only with concerned involvement from its members
will an organization thrive and blossom. For those of you who are nat members, | urge you all to take
up membership and give OSA your strength and input.

Congratulations to the incoming officers and the board! | wish them every success.

Gopa Patnaik




Editor’s Column

May I first congratulate OSA for having accomplished 30 years of vigorous activity, service
to the Oriya community both in North America and Orissa, and of preserving Oriya culture
among the diaspora. These are no mean achievements and we must thank the vision of the
founding members who felt the necessity to organize themselves and pass on arich legacy
to succeeding generations. Like any organization, OSA has had its successes and failures
but one of the most important organizational challenges that it faces today, whether we
admit it or not, is to accommodate and involve two new groups: the first generation new
arrivals and the second generation Oriyas born and raised here. Apparently both these
groups may have dissimilar characteristics, but they have lots in common. Both need a
certain cultural connectedness but both are also willing to push the cultural borders further
and experiment with new ideas, identities, and interests. In both these groups we don't see
any longer one-dimensional definitions of Oriya identity. They are engaged in re-creating
their selves, their identities, seeking new, bold, expansive, and creative self-definitions. And
these are significant transitions, ones that we can il afford to ignore. OSA will be richer if it
is able to tap these new ‘energies.” And the sooner this is done, the better it is for the health
and vitality of the organization. How precisely this idea needs unpacking in terms of re-
defining the organization’s mission and goals can be left to the broader community to delib-
erate upon and reach an acceptable consensus thereon.

Editing this journal has been a very demanding but on the whole, a rewarding experience. |
thank alt enthusiastic contributors, especially children who fliterally flooded me with submis-
sions. | have tried to include as many Oriya articles, especially short stories, as possible. A
special section on transitionsis devoted to articles that reflect on the theme of this conven-
tion. Aside from this, reconceptualizing the structure and adding more fictional works may
be considered the mainstay of this issue.

Let me record my debts and acknowledgments to all those who helped me in making this
journal print-ready. | immensely thank Ross Mitchell who designed the cover with great care,
passion, and ingenuity. For artillustrations, | am indebted to Pallavi Raut Sodhi. | sincerely
and enthusiastically thank Purnima (Bani) Patnaik, Srigopal Mohanty, Niranjan Tripathy,
Nirmala Panda, Neena Das, Pradeep Behera, Pravat Mishra and Satya Dash for their un-
grudging support in typing Oriya articles. Madhusmita Acharya helped me in editing al! Oriya
articles; and Sheela Hota-Mitchell, Susy Hota, and Sonia Hota did the same for some En-
glish articles: my thanks to each one of you, and the whole committee for its collective
support. | also thank all those who shared their enthusiasm and suggestions with me.

Since the proof of the pudding lies in its eating, | invite you, the readers, to partake of this
literary feast and derive joys appropriate to each.

Ashok Acharya
Editor, Journal of the OSA, Souvenir Issue 1999
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How | came to lose my river

SATYA DAS

I n the tinted recollection of a happy childhood, it stands out as the perfect river.

Neither the grandest, nor the most significant, just a river that was as it should be: expansive shallows, broad
sandbars, and the lure of treacherous water in midstream—what more did anyone need?

In the mornings, just before the heat climbed into your skin, a brisk walk along the hard packed dirt paths of the
village—bamboo groves and thorn fences around earthen-walled thatch houses, pumpkin and cucumber vines spread-
ing across the roofs—led to the nearest ghat. Sometimes, bare feet would squish berries or fruit shed by the overhang-
ing trees and a weary adult face might light up at the sight of children running by. A quick plunge into the water would
wash away the last tendrils of sleep, and there you would play until someone was sent to fetch you home.

The river was called The Golden Ribbon—Subarnarekha, in the Sanskrit of that long-forgotten age when
human civilization was new and people knew the magic and mystery of naming ail that was unnamed in the world. It was

" the also the ribbon of a joyous abandon in all the holidays | spent in my mother’s village, and the ribbon that binds me

to my earliest memories. | grew up by that river: when my parents were off in Britain earning graduate degrees and on
every precious holiday after they returned. The river and the village were a world of their own, with a sense of timeless-
ness, untouched by the swirl of a turbulent history. The river ghat was the place where we arrived and departed, on
every holiday.

If the water was low, we would cross by ox-cart. Lying on the straw in the cart-bed, shaded by a cover of woven
bamboo, | would look down from the cart and watch the water go by, just below my face. in high water, we would cross
by hand-hewn boat. The ferry was sturdy enough to carry at least a dozen people and their belongings, and the
boatmen would point out exactly where the treacherous currents swirled. After a particularly hot crossing, somecne
might split open an enormous watermelon right off the vine. And the rickshaw-pedallers waiting to take us the final few
kilometres to the railway station at Dantan would catch the few extra minutes in the shade. It was a river, a road, and a
life for all that lived along it. We would cross around the place where the river began to spread into a delta, an incredibly
fertile place that provided all the necessities. The boatmen spoke of the muddy surge of the monsoon-fed stream into
the Bay of Bengal, about twenty-five kilometres downstream from their ferry ghats.

The village died for me with my grandparents, and | haven't been back in twenty years—there's no one to go
back to, only the memory of a place as it once was, of a time as it once was, when the world was simpler. No return could
bring back the simple joy of that first plunge into the water of every childhood summer. But even if | wanted to, it would
now be impossible for me to make the journey | always longed to--joining the boatmen on a leisurely float to where the
river meets the sea. | can't, because ordinary people aren't allowed there any more. That rich delta, those villages on
the mouth of the Subarnarekha are off limits now. The Indian government appropriated them in the early 1980s, the
people moved off, haphazardly compensated for the loss of their home and their lands.

The place where the rich alluvial scil fed and enriched tens of thousands of people is now part of India’s main
missile testing range. It is the place where Indian scientists test rockets capable of carrying nuclear warheads deep into
the heart of China. This is how innocence passes, how a timeless place is thrust into the ugliest aspects of modernity.
One generation you're growing fruit and vegetables, the next you're watching missiles roar over what had once been
your tand. And if the calamity of nuclear war ever comes to pass, will anyone pushing the buttons know or care what that
water used to feel like on an eight-year-old's face? After all is said and done, after all the convictions are aired, after the
evil of nuclear weapons is laid bare for all to see, a decision can come down to the simplest things. I can give you all of
my logical constructs against nuclear weapons, argue with intellect and passion for disarmament, teli you why you
should support Abolition 2000. But in those moments when | am true to myself, it really comes down to this one compact
essence: | want my river back.

Satya Das is a senior writer and columnist for Edmonton Journal. He is also the author of ‘Dispatches from a
Borderless World.’
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In search of an ethos

CHITTA RANJAN DAS

wame Nkrumah of Ghana once used to speak

about an African personality. Africa had then just

turned over a new leaf and tracts of land that had
been colonies for centuries had attained political freedom.
The boundaries between the states had been most
arbitrarily drawn by the cclonisers and the new
governments of the states decided to abide by them. The
enthusiasm was all around among the leaders who had
just come to wield administrative power over people and
they thought, because of the euphoria, that they were
governing full-fledged nations. Subsequent history has
proved that these were only agglomerates of tribes
politically pinned together to be governed under one
administration; states have yet to be nations in Africa and
the concept of an African personality, or African ethos if
you may, is still far from the offing,

Anthropologists did once claim that collectivities
meant wholes where the people that constituted them had
been brought together by what they, the anthropologists,
called a ‘participation mystigue'. They, of course, were
talking about primitive societies where the horizons were
compact and almost one-dimensional. People lived in
ways chiefly because their ancestors had been living in
the same way. Nationalism, a later innovation, perhaps
took very much of its psychological tips from that idea of a
mystique, but yet we can never explain a modern nation
by thatidea only. Modern society is anything but a simple
society wherein conventions are gods and single
individuals can defy them only at their own peril. A nation
ought to be much more than that in order to connote all
the attributes that make up to define it.

Salvadore de Madariaga of Spain sometime in
the first half of this century made an attempt to give
characteristics to nations, traits by which one could
remember them as distinct from one another. He went by
concepts iike a nation of sheep, a nation of goats and so
on. He concerned himself, understandably, with the nation-
groups of Europe and had little acquaintance with their
non-European equivalents.

What would we Oriyas as a group of people
choose to call ourselves, a nation of sheep, or a nation of
goats? An Indian viceroy in the beginning of this century
has been alleged to observe in the British Parliament that
the Oriyas as a corporate group were a sort of soft people
and did not know the art of appropriately exacting their
demands. It is interesting to observe that even today
enlightened Oriyas will agree with the viceroy to
corroborate their opinions about QOriyas. Some people

have always taken delight in what may be termed as self-
demeaning exercises, perhaps suggesting that they are
the only strong and hard ones though they have been born
among soft people. But, thank God, there are many in
Orissa who think differently.

Nationalism seems to have evolved in Crissain a
way that may explain to some extent why a vociferous
section of the knowledgeable elite in Orissa has come to
react in a way it often does. The other single incident in
Orissa's history that could be cited as a parallef from the
annals of this region will probably be its conversion by
Ashoka to Buddhism after he had won a military victory
over this tract. During the middle of the last century, coastal
Orissa was virtually ruled by English-educated Bengalis
from Calcutta. Whatever elements of what was then called
the renaissance could trickle into British Orissa of that time
was mainly through them and was thus very much second-
hand and borrowed. And after all one can never take the
narrow coastal strip for the whole of Orissa. The rest of
the landmass was deeply immersed in inertia and gloom,
ruled by local satraps in their respective feudatory states
by vintue of a strange agreement with the colonial powers.
Ganjam, Koraput, and Sambalpur were appended to two
other British provinces solely for the convenience of
administration. Where was the ethos we could so much
like to decipher among the people that inhabited these
tracts, where was the culture that held them together?
Poets of Oriya nationalism during those years of half-
assimilated inspiration mostly borrowed the sentiments and
even the metaphors from Caleutta and wished to din into
the very few who could read and write and lived in about a
couple of towns, the more often than not quaint epithets
that sounded big but did not denote any meaningful base.,
That gleeful style has sarcastically continued till date and
even today we have stalwarts demonstrating a romantic
vigour, blaring superlatives at scheal children about Orissa
and bloated notions of our motherland.

The very first attempt werth the name that sought
at giving form to the aspirations of the time was the Oriya
Conference or the Utkala Sammelani as it has come to be
known for posterity. The Sammelanitook to itself the task
of uniting all the Oriya-speaking areas into a single
administrative unit. Later the move developed into a
demand for one separate province where the protagonists
thought, the Qriya people as a contiguous whole, could
be free to develop their distinctive potentials and play their
appropriate roles. As we look back and critically scan the
bonafides of that endeavour in terms of its acclaimed goals,
we begin to wonder if the leaders that mattered in it were
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very clean about the goals they had put before themselves
and whether they were fully conscious of the various
implications of such a move. The Sammelani had several
rajahs of the feudatory states and zamindars who
appeared so benevolent in the sessions, were great
champions in philanthropy and yet were dire oppressors
in places where they ruled. They never harboured the
illusion, as it were, that when the call was given from the
Sammelani forum to all Oriyas to come together, it could
logically include the teeming thousands that smothered
under their rule. Even to talk about that was stigma and
considered a taboo. And what is more, the leaders inthe
Sammelani knew little about the political simmers soon
overtaking the whole country. There was already a struggle
for freedom from the British yoke but in Orissa nationalism
was still understood according to the same old horoscopes.
And when one of the persons at the forefront of the
Sammelani brought in a proposal that the campaign for a
separate Orissa should cast in its lot with the mainstream
fight for an independent India, not many seemed to
understand what he was saying, and as Orissa came more
and more to join the fray of the national struggle, the
Sammelani, withered. For the fact that Orissa was declared
a separate province by the imperial rule in 1936, the Utkala
Sammelani deserves full credit. But the feudatory states
remained as they had remained and nobody thought it
worthwhile to raise the question of bringing them to the
newly created province. That happened only in 1947, after
India was free and suzerainty decided its own restructuring.
It has to be noted that during the Indian freedom
movement, the people of the states gave a very admirable
proof of their valour and their capacity to brave the odds
in their fights against the tyranny of their kings who, they
took almost no time to be convinced, were just stooges
under the foreign rule. Orissa gave a very good account
of itself during the freedom movement and had its
commendable share in the saga of sacrifices that always
goes together with such a fight.

Could we then say that Orissa as we know it and
to which we now profess to belong came to be only after
Indian independence and after the merger of the native
states with what had been till then known as British Orissa?
Right from early history, the landmass that contains Orissa
has always remained split into several principalities, the
latter changing their masters as frequently as the various
dynastic conquests. Only when the Mughals occupied a
slice of the land and established a semblance of
government here, they actually came to call it Orissa and
since then we have inherited the denomination which has
survived till our time. A search for ethos justifiably starts
only when the people of the tract or section of a country
consciously feel that it has come of age. To take the help
of anthropologists again, there is a great tradition and a
little tradition characterising the life of every people we
intend to study and otherwise portray. For Orissa, the
great tradition is Indian, which is again the perpetual in

the blending of the Austric Dravidian and Aryan heritages.
Especially in the case of Orissa, because of its
geographical position in the subcontinent, it has very much
actively served as a passage for all those three flanks to
communicate with, and stretch into, one another. Even
today, a sizeably large proportion of Orissa’s population
continues to be Austric, with its contributions in the field of
cultural assimilation and appropriation. Most of the Oriya
words continue to be of Austric and Dravidian origins
though the Sanskritised elite will not be very happy to admit
it. Kalinga, for that matter Orissa, did resist Aryan infilration
for quite a long time and was called a part of the Bratyaland
by the latter. And, whoever wishes to study the underlying
features of the little traditions of Orissa, can never afford
to hoodwink this very significant factor.

It is said that most of the religious movements
that affected the ideational gamut of India also had their
respective days in Orissa. This is a fact, although it has
to be taken with a grain of salt. To give only one instance,
when Buddhism really touched the life of Orissa, it was
already Mahayana Buddhism which soon flattened out as
Vajrayana. And all the missionaries who sojourned via
Qrissa in their proselytising missions in favour of the sects
they happened to belong, beginning from Adi Shankara
right up to Shri Chaitanya, left only scraps of their sectarian
ritual worship in the temple of Lord Jagannath at Puri.
Though often lauded as a synthesis, these were in all
intents and purposes anything but that and had little
spiritual challenge in their actual content. The kings were
their chief and most dependable patrons, not the people;
the people in the modern sense of the term hardly existed.
A caste system sat heavy on the society and the age-old
karmic injunctions were as tight as they were intended to
be. Of course, as was in the case of the entire country
also, the parallel appeal of the saint-poets relentlessly
harped on the equality of man with man and goaded the
conscience of all concerned towards a social order that
there was no discrimination and no cant.

As we begin to survey the state of things as they
obtain at the present moment, man is yet not on the saddle.
About half the people of Orissa are below poverty line in
spite of the ceremonious promises made by the powers
that be. About half again are illiterate and hence have no
say in public affairs. Whatever is intended at the top by
way of amelioration hardly percolates to the levels for which
it is meant. Political will is dismally at a very low key and
political thinking appears to be even lesser. Sectional and
parochial interests divide the bulk of the people and keep
them apart. There are, of course, some who keep on
glorifying and romanticising a past which perhaps never
was. It is in tune with that familiar attempt of a certain
section of the Indian populace to take shelter in an inflated
image of the past because one is not able to encounter
the present. Some more romanticise even the present
telling us that our land is as it has always been under the
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direct protection of the gods and hence one ought not to
be wary about the future. The cohesive community seems
to be conspicuous in its absence here in Orissa. The
imaginary village community is again many universes
within a universe. There will not be a single village where
all the children there happen to play together without
feelings of distantiation. The ancient scriptures have sung
high about the oneness of all under the sky, of the
indwelling godhead that can not be compromised, and yet
in actual situations of fiving, privileges and special
ascriptions always intervene and one feels frustrated
searching for a common matrix which really takes al!
people into consideration.

There are reasons to agree with the sociologist
Ralf Dahrendorf that the abolition of social differences is
the soil on which human differences thrive, and that men
can differ as individuals precisely because they are equal
as citizens. And all Indians including those in Orissa have
yet to be in reality acknowledged as equal citizens. The
processes are definitely on, yet they are slowif measured
fram the lot of the people suffering the deprivations. And,
without free individuals having equal access to a land's
rights as well as duties, we can hardly think of a free
society. There will always be more equal pigs in the
sacralized herd of pigs. And as long as a collective is not
free, how can a democratic dialogue be possible, where
everybody can express himself and make a dent without
let or hindrance? As a surest step toward approaching
that goal, all children should be given the chance of a
minimum education and what is more, that education thus
imparted ought to be the same for all children, Orissa’s
children of school going age go to a variety of primary
schools, and is prone to apprehend this sort of apartheid
clinging to us for the next many decades and eating into
our vitals as a human conglomerate.

A saving residue that remains is the Oriya
language. Whatever we are and wherever we may be
stationed in life, we have a common language. This
language, Criya, has a history of its own evolution, a history
of its gradual coming of age, its struggle to secure a
mooring of its own in spite of the hurdles that Sanskrit,
said to be the language of the Gods, did place before it.
Just think of Sarala Das deviating from the Sanskrit version
of the Mahabharata and transcribing one of his own, or
Jagannatha Dasa elbowing his way to write the Bhagabata
in Oriya. They had to wean themselves from the prevalent
inhibitions and try at using their own living language as a

medium. Oriya has thus a rich heritage and compares
brilliantly with the other sister languages of the country.
That alone is the foundational ethos upon which the next
edifices have to be built. Only with that as the ethos, can
we reach all that inhabit this land and have their destinies
entwined with the destiny of this landmass called Orissa.
There have been periods in the socio-cultural history of
Crissa when an elite here has chosen to remain aloof from
the larger segment of the people by sticking to an idiom
and usage that is more Sanskrit than Oriya. But all the
while there have been dissent in favour of the spoken
language too. The trend and the dissent have both
continued down to our times. We may of course hope
that it is the people’s aspiration that will always win,

Given the right type of leadership and with greater
enlightenment reaching more and more people, Orissa
will of course discover its latent potential and march ahead.
In India after the attainment of political freedom, we have
been victims of wrong priorities and in the process have
foolishly debarred a vast majority of our country's people
from participating in the task of creating a real ethos:
culture, literature, and the so called finer pursuits of life
have, as it were, remained the pastime of the few. Letthe
task of creating an appropriate ethos move more and more
of us who care. interms of human resource development,
India lies somewhere in the lowest rungs and Crissa has
also more or less a record of lying especially low among
the other states in the country. That is disastrous, and
therefore things have to change. With the right sort of
determination infusing us as a people, we shall also better
qualify ourselves to inherit all the wealth that our past
stands for, read new meanings into it and use it as a capital
for the next strides. And Oriya language is the best
medium now available that will bring us together in that
common endeavour. There have been very unfortunately,
people around us who simply admire a heritage and go to
relax. There has been enough of that and it should now
change. Even at times it appears as if some people carry
with them a vestige right from the colonial times and even
regard their own language, Oriya, as something they can
dispense with for reasons of expediency. It is really
miserable that as they learn & second language, they have
to remain alien to the language they have grown up with
as children. Disowning your own language may suggest
that you intend to disown a whole people, remain privileged
and exploit them. And to talk of an ethos to live with in
other areas must then amount to indulging in superfluities
because one wishes to evade the very essential.

Chittaranjan Das is a reputed writer, anthropologist, and social critic.
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TRANSITIONS IN ORISSA:
FRAGILE BUT FIRM

MANORANJAN MOHANTY

an agony of persisting poverty and rising

communalism but also with a new consciousness
and determination to change this situation. We celebrated
the 150th birth anniversary of Madhusudan Das in 1998,
which saw rededication of the Oriyas to the building of a
prosperous Orissa with people living in peace and
happiness. It is true that the drought and distress in
Kalahandi during the past decade and the burning to death
of the Christian missionary Graham Stuart Staines and
his two sons in Manoharpur Keanjhar in January 1999
have brought ignominy to Orissa internationally. But at the
same time a process of slow transformation has ignited
the common people’s imagination to seek new dignity. This
remarkable trend has been evident in the social
movements from Baliapal and Chilika to Kashipur and in
the literary and culturai upsurge taking place throughout
Orissa.

P eople of Orissa enter the twenty-first century with

In the political sphere Orissa's transition has been fragile
and painful. The domination of the upper caste mostly
Brahman-Karan — elite from the coastal region has
undergone some change but only to a degree. The
appointment of Giridhar Gamang to replace Janaki Ballabh
Patnaik as the Congress Chief Minister in 1999 signalied
an attempt to bring about a change. For the second time
a tribal leader was assigned this role; earlier Hemananda
Biswal had briefly occupied this position on the eve of the
elections in 1990. Biswal from Sambalpur and Gamang
from Koraput symbolised a shift away from the coastal
Orissa. But that was an unsuccessful atternpt. Both Janata
Dal under Biju Patnaik and Congress under J.B. Patnaik
had their strong political base in the coastal districts and
operated through their agents to mobilise and control inland
Orissa. The other force in Orissa, Congress leader
Basanta Kumar Biswal — neither Brahman nor Karan, but
Khandayat — is also based in coastal Orissa’s Cuttack
District.

Inland Orissa's princely states and tribal areas have been
dominated by former kings and their families They have
been active in the electoral politics of both Congress and
Janata and recently in BJP. The Ganatantra Parishad was
a significant political organisation dominated by the princes
in the 1950's, which merged with the Swatantra Party.
Rajendra Narayan Singh Deo its leader, former ruler of
Bolangir was Qrissa’s Chief Minister heading a coalition
during 1967-69. Since then the trend of royal participation
in electoral domain persists and the BJFP has been the
latest avenue of their politics. The absence of tribal

people’s political movements in the region has facilitated
the continuing domination of princely families in inland
Orissa. Even though opposition to them has locally
emerged in the rival political party it has only been a
reaction to the royal more.

Though Orissa has about 40.5% of its population as dalits
(SC 16%) and adivasis (ST 24%) and backward classes
constitute about 40% still the upper caste and princely
families dominate politics in Orissa and they are based in
the coastal region. They have not allowed any autonomous
leadership to grow among the dalits and adivasis. The
few leaders who came up from time to time are very much
dependent upon the coastal upper caste leaders. In fact
these upper castes, together, with the landowning
Khandayats also dominate the bureaucracy, professions
and business in Orissa for historical reasons because they
had land and access to education.

The social basis of Orissa's elite is the under developed
agriculture and the bureaucratic jobs with the government
from clerks to IAS — and in recent years the professional
sphere of engineering, medicine. Entrepreneurship did not
grow in Orissa during the last two centuries because of
lack of surplus Marwaris. Gujratis and in recent decades
Punjabis who came to Orissa engaged in commerce and
very little in manufacture. The colonial regime had set the
pattern of Orissa’s political economy by laying two rail lines
one linking the areas of minerals and forests of inland
Orissa to the parts another linking Calcutta and Madras
which had passed through Orissa but required cheap
tabour in the process. Utilising Orissa’s natural resources
and cheap labour for nationa! and international profit has
been the trend that has persisted even fifty years after
Independence. All the big projects of today’s Orissa bear
that character. Rourkela Steel Plant converts iron one to
steel but Orissa has no engineering industries which could
use the steel and generate massive employment. NALCO
transforms bauxite into alumina for export. Paradeep
exports the natural resources themselves. Orissa’s rich
minerals, forests and water resources, have not been used
to raise people’s incomes, develop the regions, aid
agricultural development and rural and forest-leased
industries.

The QOrissa elite has managed this process for the last
five decades as an agency of the nationa! politicai
aconomy. Orissa politicians—whichever party they may
belong to — are loyal subordinates of their national leaders.
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Orissa bureaucrats are disciplined instruments of the
system to maintain law and order. Orissa professionals
and businessmen have failed to intervene to alter this
pattern. No doubt, Biju Patnaik was an exception to this
pattern. But during his second term he too showed
exhaustion and retreat.

But there are signs of change. It took fifty years after
Independence and eighteen years of construction to
provide a rail link between coastal and inland Orissa with
the opening of the Talcher—Sambalpur line. For the first
time the Orissa youth revolted against the neglect of Orissa
by the Centre with the rail roko agitation in 1998. Kalahandi
people showed sings of restlessness because famine
conditions recur despite money and publicity coming in.
there were gherao of blocks demanding long-term
measures of irrigation, land reforms and rural industries
the widespread protest in Orissa against the sexual
harassment of Anjana Mishra in 1998-99 showed a new
level of democratic consciousness on women’s’ rights in
Orissa.

The Baliapal movement of 1986-88 had successfully
resisted the location of the missile range. The
Gandhamardan agitation in paikmal did not allow BALCO
to set up the bauxite mines there. The Tata’s Prawn Project
in Chilika and Steel Plant in Gopalpur were effectively

stopped by the people of the area. The latest is the success
story of the movement against Alumina plants in Kashipur.
Had people of the region been consulted and appropriate
project designs made would have contributed to the overall
development of the area and its people resulting in better
ways of utilising the natural resources of Orissa. The ruling
elite arbitrarily designs such projects and then thrusts them
over the people in the name of national interest and
Orissa’s development. Through these movements
common people of Orissa have demanded an alternative
model of development that would develop agriculture and
rural industries and use natural resources to a great extent
for manufacture in the region itself and insist on a major
emphasis on education, health and infrastructure.
Currently Orissa does not attract much investment due to
its poor infrastructure. The paradox is that the highly
publicised privatised power system has been used to sell
power to other states of India since Orissa does not have
adequate requirement for power for its industry and has
very little need (only abut 4%) for agriculture.

Baliapal and other social movements have not been able

to shape the character of Orissa politics. But the streams
of consciousness that they have released are creating
possibilities to advance towards the making of Orissa of
the dreams of Bhima Bhoi, Surendra Sai, Madhusudan,
Gopabandhu, Laxman Naik, and Nabakrusna.

Manoranjan Mohanty is Professor in Political Science, University of Delhi, author of Odissa Daridra Kahinki? (1993) and

President of Odissa Gabesana Chakra, Bhubaneswar.
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LANGUAGES OF CORRUPTION
BISHNU MOHAPATRA

The Burden of Amnesia:

The reporting of corruption in our time has lost its shock
value. lts impact, if any, on popular consciousness is at
best transitory. The memories and experiences of
corruption in India are numerous but they remain
fragmented. Every event of corruption, followed by enquiry,
interrogation, witnesses, findings, reports, court-cases and
so on remains alive in the mind of people for a while and
then dissolves into an abyss of amnesia. Besides, the time
taken between the detection of a corrupt practice and the
final establishment of the rule of law is usually so long that
it is difficult to encompass it within a narrative structure.
For instance, how many of us can say what came of the
commissions of enquiry instituted to look into the excesses
of the Emergency years? How many Indian citizens know
what was the fate of CBI enquiries carried out during the
last two decades? The ‘time’ factor combined with the
fragmentation of experience tends to make the incidents
of corruption fade from collective memory or forces them
to appear as mere disjointed events. A history of corruption
in postcolonial India is yet to be written from this
perspective. For the narrative of corruption in India to
acquire clarity and coherence it is necessary that we
jettison the intellectual and political strategies that make
the citizens overlook the violation of the rule of law. In this
context, the questions of meanings and languages of
corruption assume crucial significance. What are the
languages of corruption? Underlying the guestion is the
idea that our discourses on carruption are constitutive of
the languages we use. The distinctness of languages here
does not refer to the style of representation but primarity
to the organisation/placement of several key elements,
which construct the frame or the discourse for
comprehending the phenomenon of corruption. The
notions of language and articulation are being used here
in an encompassing sense, This essay seeks to explore
different ways of understanding of corruption. However,
this is not an abstract philosophical exercise nor does it
offer a sociological/ political explanation of corruption in
india. Drawing upon literary sources the essay focuses
on the different discourses and narrative structures centred
on the theme of corruption. An attempt will alse be made
here to examine their internal coherence, and the strengths
and weaknesses of articulation’. The objective of the
essay is to throw light on the intertwined themes of
corruption and moral values.

Corruption, Disorder, and Eschatology:

Etymologically ‘corruption’ {in English as well as in its
French and Latin variants) possesses three sets of
meanings: the first is related to the sense of disintegration,
putrefaction; the second is used in the sense of moral

depravity, degeneration, perversion of integrity, and finally
it denotes a fall or a deviation from a state of purity®. In
Oriya, the term ‘Durnitf is often used to describe corruption
and particularly in the contemporary period it refers to
practices related to bribery® and unfawful grant of favour.
Other terms such as Aniti and Kuniti are also used to
refer to illegal practices and immoral conduct. The root
word Nit#, from which all the three words above are
derived, has a strong moral resonance. Corruption is an
essential part of the moral vocabulary of all communities.
However, the sense in which it is connected to our moral
universe is deeply problematic and controversial,
According to one point of view, corruption is primarily an
actof violation, a deviation from an order, but the languages
used to describe the violation and deviation vary a great
deal from one discourse to another. For example, in cases
such as Bofors, Hawala, Fodder Scam, St. Kitts and so
on, the accent of our understanding is heavily legal in
character and the judiciary expresses oulrage because
there are alleged violations of laws committed by the
people involved. However, even in such legalistic
understanding of corruption, the broader moral dimension
is not entirely absent. Let us consider the statement made
by the Judge V .B. Gupta while acquitting Madan Lal
Khurana in the Jain Hawala case: "Corruption and
nepotism are rampant in our society of today, more
particularly at the higher level - at the seat of power - and
it is a grave concern [that] persons highly placed in politicai
life and holding office of great responsibility should indulge
in any illegal activity... Corruption has eaten into the
nation’s moral fibre and rectifying this should be op priority
and a beginning has to be made (emphasis mine)®.”

The above judgement-speech displays two
distinct but related aspects; one deals with the substance
of corruption, and the other focuses on its impact on the
moral order of the society. Here the preoccupation of an
investigator and that of a moralist are placed side by side.
In the judicial discourse, corruption’s defining feature is
its illegality. But corruption can also be seen as a grave
disorder, a moral breakdown and finally an apocalypse
and the harbinger of a new era. A language that is
significantly different frorn that of the legal discourses with
which we are familiar largely constitutes such a broader
understanding of corruption. Often the popular notion of
corruption, quite surprisingly, has much in common with
this broader discourse whose language and authority can
be traced to the language of Dharma and Apocalypse.
For an exposition of this broader discourse, let me turn to
the rich tradition of Malika / Kafi- Yug literature in the Oriya
language whose main focus is on corruption, disorder, and
regeneration.

20 SMET



Although there seems to be a long history of
writings on the Kali-Yug theme in the Indian epic literature
(the Mahabhrata for instance), in Orissa this theme
achieved immense popularity in the 15"/16% centuries®.
Poets during the period recreated this old theme for
conveying their messages to the people. Some interpreters
detect in these writings (mostly written by the authors from
the lower castes) the voices of protest against the
hierarchical caste-order. Others discovered in them simply
a vivid image of the future thereby recognising the
clairvoyance of the saint-poets of the time. To some others,
the prophetic visions of the saints were meant to spread
spirituality at a time of momentous social changes.
Evaluation of these interpretations is beyond the scope of
this essay. My objective is simply to explore the problematic
link between the narrative of corruption and the
eschatological visions in the Malika / Kali-Yug literature.

Every Yug/era has certain distinguishing
characteristics, and as time passes its end is played out
as a battle between the evil and the good. In every era
there are identifiable characters that embady evil, and their
unjust acts bring the God in his incarnated form to restore
the moral equilibrium. For instance, the battle of
Mahabharata and the incarnation of Krishnatook place in
Dwapar Yug and the fight between Ram and Ravan
occuired in the Treta Yug. In all these eras, violation of
norms and principles did of course take place but itis only
in Kali-Yug that the violation is seen to be all pervasive.
This is the era where all the established institutions of
society tend to crumble, and the metaphor used to describe
this is that of the world turned upside-down. The social
dislocation, the perversion of social roles and the decay
of personal morality (most importantly the sexual mores)
constitute both the symbol and the substance of corruption.
Very rarely do words such as Anitior Dumniti appear directly
in apocalyptic literature; nevertheless, the portrayal of
corruption possesses great depth, power and vividness.
Disciples will defy their teachers, the wives their husbands,
the Shudras will disrespect the Brahmins, and they in
turn will disregard their duties, the Kings will ignore the
welfare of their subjects and so on: these are the sites as
well as the evidences of corruption in the Kali-Yug
literature. The collapse of the social order and the invasion
of immorality set the stage for the final apocalypse, which
is the harbinger of the new era, the Satya Yug.

How is corruption narrativised in Malika? What
are the sources of corruption as well as morality?
Corruption, as the Kali- Yug literature suggests, stems from
people’s wrong conduct- wrong to the extent that the
established social customs and rules do not approve them.
These rules are not necessarily about the spiritual domain
but they concern the sphere of diet, dress and travel. Here
are two examples - one from a sixteenth-century text and
the other from late nineteenth century - on this theme:

“ (In the Kali-Yug) the Brahmins will sell off their Vedas.
Cows will devour human excreta. Men will copulate with

cows, and housemaids will take the place of the ladies of
the house. Caste distinctions will disappear, and kings will
tyrannise over their subjects by levying on them oppressive
taxes. Young women will choose husbands for themselves,
Brothers will make love to their sisters, and the children
will beat their parents.”

“People use their pockets for carrying pan (betel
leaves) and think nothing of touching infidels. They do not
take off their shoes while drinking water, but these
deviations are only to be expected in Kali- Yug. They even
eat palau {rice coocked with meat) and do not bother to
take off their shirts. They take a fancy to alien vegetables
such as cauliflower, carrot, beetroot, and eat off glass
plates. They do not feel ashamed of putting on English
clothes. While they are ready to give alms to the blind and
the crippled, they despise and attack the Brahmins. They
even take their meals while travelling in ferries and trains.
They like smoking tobacco. All these deviations are to be
expected in Kali- Yug.™

The above passages, written during two periods,
display anxieties that emerge from a series of violations.
What are these violations? How do they become the
objects of moral disapproval? The underlying idea is that
there is a natural cosmic / social order and a natural
hierarchy, and corruption enters the scene once the order
is tampered with or the hierarchy challenged through
‘deviant’ behaviour. This is central to all Malika or Kali-
Yug literature. Qutside the notion of such a cosmic/ social
order corruption loses its conceptual correlates, and the
moral framework disintegrates. It is true that the ideal social
order the Malika alludes to is not a perfect world; it
becomes clear as one looks at the chief sources of
corruption: the women and the untouchables. Still by
naturalising corruption and weaving it with the
characteristics of the Yug a single moral standpoint is
fashioned and defended. Corruption threatens such a point
of view and disrupts the social order. This is a theme which
crops up in varied forms later in different discourses on
corruption. The emphasis falls on the functional roles
whose disruption signifies or creates corruption in society.
Despite the nightmarish vision, which it projects, the Kali-
Yug literature finally offers hope and the possibility of
regeneration. Sometime these texts read like a divine
thought-experiment, imagining a society bereft of values
and without any anchorage. Corruption here is internal,
menacingly threatening yet is subdued in the end; its sway
is checked, and a new era begins with the establishment
of Dharma. The idea of a clean break coupled with the
idea of the conquest of evil makes corruption such a
recurrent motif in this discourse, From whose vantagepoint
the world is seen to be turning? Whose perspective is this
by which a corrupt world is transformed into its opposite?
Is it possible to imagine Kafi-Yug without the idea of a
divine creator? Is it possible to reach a secularised
conception of apocalypse? If the answer is yes, then how
would the idea of corruption feature in this?
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Corruption and Everyday life:

| have sketched above what | consider a significant
discourse regarding corruption and the moral order.
However, there are perceptible shifts in the portrayal and
conception of corruption over the last two centuries. With
changes in the realm of society (in the spheres of palitics,
economy and culture) the moral vocabulary also underwent
transformation. As a result, the God’s-eye view or divine
vantage point, which was so central to the idea of
corruption in the Kali -Yug literature, became deeply
problematic. In the place of one and only framework and
language, there emerged several competing perspectives
which conditioned our evaluative stance vis-a-vis the world.
Now the yardsticks by which the human actions are judged
to be corrupt became a matter of debate too. This was no
mean transformation. However this did not imply that in
the absence God everything was permitted. It made
humans realise that the foundation, which was invoked or
thought to exist in order to justify their ethical evaluation,
is indeed fragile. The idea that we make our own
yardsticks, construct our own measures began to take
hold. This inevitably made our moral world a domain of
dialogue and disputes resulting in the emergence of
alternate discourses on corruption. With no hope for the
coming of Satya Yug (there were of course secularised
versions of it in our times), it seemed as if the world is
stuck with corruption. The conception of society as
predominantly a modus vivendi, the idea of compromise
or accommodation came to characterise the relationship
between everyday life and corruption. The objective then
became not the complete rejection of corruption but
tolerating it within reasonable limits. Negotiating a corrupt
world then becomes an important challenge for the human
beings. Thus the moral framework and actions got further
complicated. The Malika's focus on corruption, as pointed
out earlier, is extremely general. But, with the rise of the
novel towards the end of the nineteenth and early twentieth
centuries in the Indian languages, the narrative of
corruption acquired concreteness and as a consequence
effected several changes in the ways of perceiving this
phenomenon. The novelists’ penchant for specificity and
their subtle handling of characters provide us with
compelling narratives in which the description of corruption
and its evaluation become inseparable. Before | take up
Fakir Mohan Senapati’'s Mamu (The Maternal Uncle)
Gopinath Mohanty’s Danapani(The Survivor) for analysis,
a few statements regarding the contexts are in order.

No discourse on corruption in this century can be
adequately understood without the mediation of
colonialism. Colonial subjugation forced intellectuals in
India to look for the reasons for their bondage. Such a
search led them to reflect on their differences with and
deviations from their colonial masters. British conquest of
India was accounted for in terms of the corruption that
devitalised precolonial society. Corruption is used here in
the sense of deviations from traditional ways. These

deviations coupled with the material superiority of the British
were adduced as the reasons for the advent of colonial rule.
The rise of nationalist thought drew attention to the negative
impact of colonialism on India’s economy. Gopinath Mohanty’s
description of this impact in Danapaniis quite vivid and full of
irony: “Once it was the white man’s burden, which he carried
into dark wilderness, bringing light; jungles were cut down to
accommodate the dazzling white edifice of civilisation; the
drowsy, sluggish earth woke up, startled, yawned, stretched
its limbs, and commenced its crazy dance, Shiva’s dance of
destruction.”

However, the impact of colonialism was not confined
to the economic sphere alone. The growth of institutions,
particularly the bureaucracy, brought about many
transformations in the public domain of Indian society. The
bureaucracy offered to the few Indians who were part of it
cash, a modicum of power and a semblance of status. This
also was the world of a new kind of corruption and
estrangement, which several fictions of the colonial period
vividly depicted. The nationalist discourse emphasised the
need to protect people’s inner life from the corruption of the
outer world. The tension between the two is central to the
new understanding of corruption. Now let us turn to the texts.
Fakir Mohan’s Mamu was published in 1913. The story of the
novel is set in the nineteenth-century Orissa undergoing rapid
transformation during colonial rule. Senapati who was a
schoolteacher and later a Dewan of the princely states, had
a close association with the bureaucracy created by the British
for the extraction of resources and smooth functioning of the
regime. Mamu vividly captures this changing milieu and within
it locates the problematic of his novel. More than a network
of organisations, bureaucracy here represents as well as
embodies the new values that were engendered and
privileged by the colonial ideology. An unbridled individualism
and an atomised self constitute the core of this ideology. This
should not be confused with the rise of the autonomous
individual, a free legislator of values, around whom the idea
of the modernity in the west is centred. In Senapati’s novel, it
is ‘colonial modernity’, not modernity per se which is the object
of evaluation and satire

Mamu opens with the following couplet: “That home
is a heaven where people are bound by eternal love and
affection”.’® This holds out the vision of a harmonious whole.
What unfolds in the chapters that follow is the drama of the
systematic negation of this vision. Natabara, the maternal
uncle and the protagonist of the novel, is the destroyer of the
values central to this moral order. As the Najir in the Cuttack
collectorate, he is driven by an intense desire to quickly
become wealthy and powerful. In order to achieve his goal,
he cheats his nephew, his sister and an entire village
community. In pursuit of his selfish ends, he also abuses his
official position. This, of course, is an instance of corruption.
But a graver corruption consists in his wicked thoughts and
his moral bankruptcy. Senapati describes the degeneration
of values in moral terms. Some of the chapters towards the
end of the novel have the following morally resonant titles:
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‘The Consequences of the Sin’, ‘The Beginning of
Repentance’ and ‘The Judgement'. The words such as
betrayal of trust (pratarana), the evil deeds (papa),
repentance (prayaschita) lend depth and poignancy to the
moral landscape of the novel. There is no need for a divine
agency, or a given order to authenticate Senapati's moral
universe, its legitimacy derives from its approval from the
heart of the community as well as from the individuals'
conscience. The imbrication of these two makes this
discourse on corruption different from the one articulated
by Malika.

Why did Natabara become corrupt? What led him
to oppress the tenants of his sister’s estate? Why did he
cheat his own nephew, Naru? Fakir Mohan provides us
with a social context of corruption. But he should not be
understood as advocating social determinism of behaviour
and thought. Mamu ends with Natabara bitterly repenting
his misdeeds. More than the judgement of the court which
indicts him, it is the verdict of his own conscience which
forms the true denouement of the novel. Underlying this
possibility of self-correction lies a profound faith in the
essential goodness of human beings. All the negative
characters in Fakir Mohan's novels finally exhume the
buried conscience and employ it to come to terms with
their past misdeeds/corruption.

This view of human nature illuminates the link
between corruption and character, It is the weakness of
character which makes people corrupt. A new way of
seeing corruption and corrupt characters is evident here.
The emphasis on the combination of 'weakness of will’
with a historically specific social context in Fakir Mohan's
understanding of corruption makes his discourse truly
modern.

Gopinath Mohanty's Danapani (1955} is primarily
about compromise in everyday life. Balidatta, the central
character of the novel works as a clerk in private trading
company owned by the British in a small town in Orissa.
The story charts his rise from a humble position to the
rank of an officer. Like Natabara, Balidatta is also driven
by the idea of success. But whereas Natabara’s ambition
to own the estate of his sister by fraud is a tangible one,
Balidatta’s is an obsession, a way of life and a daily longing,
a never-ending process. This intense drive, the strong
desire to move up the social ladder without any regard for
means make Danapani a story of subterranean corruption
that has come to be an intimate part of the modern life.
More importantly for my purpose it is a story which quite
poignantly demonstrates the invasion of corruption into
the intimate spheres of life.

Danapanibegins with Balidatta trudging through
the swineherd's village searching for pig-manure for the
rose garden of the sahib of his company. Through
sycophancy and calculated servility he achieves rapid
promotion, promaotion that is for him the sole measure of
success. Success for him is so important that he does not
hesitate to use even his wife as an instrument for achieving
his end. In self-justification he argues:

“Our scriptures say the wife is the shahadharmini - the partner
in dharma. Now what is dharma? One’s profession! But your
dharma and mine never seem to meet! Just look at all the
other company wives: how smart they are! They know exactly
what to say in the club: the right word can mean instant
promotion for the husband!!!

With the passage of time his wife Sarojini
metamorphoses into the person her husband Balidatta always
wanted her to be. But this ‘desirable’ change is brought about
at a terrible price: even the most intimate aspects of family
life are now clouded by the outer world of cbsessive ambition
and avarice. As the narrative draws to a close, Balidatta
returns to head the office in the old town where he had once
his career as a humble clerk. His loss of dignity and lack of
control over his own family life parallel his achievement of a
reasonable mastery in his professional life.

Compromise in everyday life remains central to
Mohanty’s novel. Although one hears in it occasional
rumblings of inner voices, the central character of the novel
fails to escape the encircling web of corruption. The author’s
disapproval of this world makes itself felt in his powerful use
of irony. The title of the novel Danapani - a combination of
two words: dana, which means a morsel of food, and pani,
which means water -refers to the bare subsistence, required
to maintaining life. Its repeated use in the narrative is as much
a pointer to the basic needs that govern life as to the immoral
acts that people do in order to obtain it. Danapani is thus
wrenched away from its life-affirming association to signify
the immoralities of actions performed in its name. From
Balidatta’s perspective, fulfilment of insatiable ambition is
equated with bare survival, and corruption is a natural feature
of the world. Take for instance the ways he justifies his own
corrupt practices: “Look at the ant, carrying grain to its nest.
Does it ask whom the grain belongs to? Then why should
we? And the company what is it but amachine for plunder?”'2
If Malika regards corruption as a transient phenomenon,
Danapanipresents a radically different picture: corrupt people
might disappear but corruption does not. Whereas Malika
considers corruption as the disrupter of a naturally ordered
world, Mohanty's novel sees it as its natural constituent.
Numerous Balidattas confer on corruption the qualities of
natural instinct and like “blind termites burrow this way or
that under the earth,”® In other words the natural world is
sustained by everyday corruption.

Although the endings of Danapani and Mamu are
radically dissimilar - justice in the end does not overtake
Balidatta, unlike Natabara, nor is he afflicted by feelings of
remorse - the two novels complement each other in several
ways. Both invoke a moral order, which throws the problem
of corruption into sharp relief, an order, which is qualitatively
different from the one conveyed by the Kali-Yug literature.
For Fakir Mohan and Gopinath there is no given normative
order which could claim the unquestioning allegiance of
individuals; for they are under an obligation to create their
scales of evaluation. Together, the two novels draw our
attention to two kinds of corruption: one that is episodic in
nature and the other, which slowly and imperceptibly corrodes
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the fabric of society and social relationships. They both
clearly highlight the weakness of wiil as well as character
of the individuals and at the same time view them in the
social contexts of their time. It is the close scrutiny of
individual lives, which lends their narratives density of
texture and a special poignancy, which one misses in a
generalised image of decay and disorder in the Ka/i- Yug
literature.

‘Eating with two hands’:

To conclude, let me narrate an anecdote. During a bus
journey | once chanced to overhear a sharp remark
made by a passenger to his friend, vividly sketching a
corrupt man: “X eats with both his hands”. Here the act
of taking bribes is visualised in terms of the metaphor of
over-eating, and eating with two hands signifies the
enormity and the ugliness of the act of corruption.
Central to this gastronomic metaphor are the ideas of
greed, appropriating something which is not one’s own,
and unnatural appetite. From a cultural vantagepoint,
eating is usually associated with life-giving qualities
such as nourishment, growth, warmth, hospitality, and
togetherness. Corruption represents a sharp negation of
all these, and the metaphor of eating associated with it
implies ‘eating away' and ‘eating into’ the vitals of a
community. Not surprisingly, therefore, in Oriya, the
bribe-taker is often referred to as a ‘devourer’ (Khat).
Thus, in the moral vocabulary of contemporary popular
culture, the drama of carruption involves the predatory
self-seeking to undermine the moral foundations of the
collective.

'] am sure that there are many ways of understanding
‘corruption’ in our society. At a conceptual level many
an interpretations are possible. However, | believe a
better conceptual understanding is possible when we
tend to look at the ways in which the concept of or
discourses regarding corruption are used over a pe-
riod of time. ‘Corruption’ is not a neat concept like ‘jus-
tice’ and ‘liberty’ hence my use of the expression con-
cept is rather loose.

2 The Shorter Oxford English Dictionary, vol.1, Guild
Publishing, 1983, p. 431-432. The first meaning is by
and large out of use.

3 Utkocha is the word for bribe in Oriya. But the act of
taking bribes is included within the rubric of corrupt
practices (Durniti)

4+ Gopal Chandra Praharaj,_Purnachandra Qriva
Bhasakosa, vol. 1 (1931) and vol.4 (1934). Till today this is
the most comprehensive dictionary in Oriya language.

The root word Niti has seventeen usages covering a wide
range of meanings. Rules and right conduct seem to be the
dominant meaning (thirteen out of seventeen usages relate
to this). However, the old association of corruption (as
derived from French and Latin) with disintegration,
breakdown does not feature in Oriya language.

5 The Times of India, Delhi, May 16, 1997, p.1.

6 The writings of Achytananda, Yosabanta, Jagannatf,
Balaram and Sisu Ananta (popularly known as
Panchasakha or five friends) are significant for our
purpose. Even later, the saint-poet Bhima Bhoi used this
theme creatively for the purpose of critiquing the Orissan
society. Quotations from these texts are taken from the
fragments found in Ratnakar Sahu, Malika, (revised
edition), Cuttack: 1995, The author has given excerpts
from the Malikas of seventeen poets covering a span of
four centuries, beginning from the age of Panchasakha
[16™ century]. For a broader understanding of the
Panchasakha's period see Basanta Kumar Mallik’s Ph. D.
disseration, “Social Protest and Popular Movement in
Medieval Orissa (1450-1600), Centre for Historical Studies,
Jawaharlal Nehru University, Delhi, 1992,

7 Jagannath Das's Bhakti Chandrika in Ratnakar Sahu,
Malika, Cuttack: 1995, p. 9.

8 This is a short extract from a long poem titled Kali
Bhagabata, published in the newspaper Sambalpur
Hitaisini (Oriya), 14 August, 1889. For the sake
convenience, | have rendered the translation in prose form.
It is important to detect the ‘real presence’ of the Malika
literature in this poetry.

? Gopinath Mohanty, Danapani {The Survivor), Translated
by Bikram K. Das, Madras, 1996, p.168.

10 Mamu, Fakirmohan Granthabali (The Collected Works of
Fakir Mohan}, vol.2, Cuttack, 1963 (second edn.), p.121.

" Danapani, pp.60-61.

2P 122,

P 154,
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TRANSITIONS IN THEATRE

DR. SAILESWAR NANDA

The “Natya Shashtra” was written by the great sage

“Bharat”. Lord Shiva is worshipped as “Nataraj”, the
Lord of Natya tradition. Natya includes dance, music,
drama and rhythm. Ancient Orissa was enormously rich
with Natya culture. In the temples of Orissa gods and
goddesses were offered daily invocations in the form of
Devadasi and Mahari dances. Widely worshipped, Lord
Jagannath, the master of million hearts, never goes to
bed without enjoying Devadasi dances, mingled with
charming melodious songs from “Geeta Govinda”
composed by the eminent Oriya poet “Jayadev”. A special
stage, known as “Natya Mandap” was the integral part of
each temple, where such performances were staged
regularly.

The origin of “theatre” dates back to the Vedic era.

The “Sun temple” of Kenark and many other temples built
around one thousand years ago depict stone carvings of
dancing girls with dramatic expressions in heart-touching
poses. The theatrical exposition of the body language of
these dancing girls and the other characters illustrate the
artistic supremacy of the theatre culture of Orissa during
those days. In addition, the presence of open-air stage at
Khandagiri and Udayagiri caves at Bhubaneswar bears
ample testimony to Orissa’s rich theatre tradition dating
back to prehistoric era. Ali these facts profoundly
pronounce the age-old Natya tradition of this state.

In course of time, when Oriya language was enriched by
contributions from eminent poets, i.e., chiefly through
fourteenth to seventeenth centuries, the expressive
dances were made more lively in their “Abhinaya” through
addition of melodious lyrics intermingled with harmonious
music. The lyrical creation of the epics, “Ramayana”,
Mahabharata’, “Gopaleela” were depicted as drama in
musical form on stage with theatrical movements. Those
were known as “leelas” i.e., “Ramaleela”, “Krushnaleela”,
“Gopaleela” etc. Those leelas were greatly accepted by
the common people throughout Orissa. That musical form
of Oriya drama performed in open air is an important
milestene in its cultural history and exists even today at
the end of twentieth century.

Along with Leelas, many other types of folk theatres came
in different regions of Orissa, reflecting cultural identities
and heritage of those regions. The iocal traditions and
customs have influenced those folk theatres to a great
extent and many of them can be regarded as original
masterpieces. Dasa Kathia, Dandanacha, Prahlad Nata
in southern Orissa, Chhau Nacha in northern Crissa; Pala,
Ghoda Nacha, Gotipua Nacha in eastern and central

Orissa have entertained Orissans for a long period of time.
Those folk dances have some special features giving them
distinct cultural recognition. Melodious songs, dances and
music have been harmoniously intermingled with the
central theme of the plays in all these folk dances to touch
the core of the heart and meaningfully influence the
audience.

Towards the later half of 19" century and early part of 20"
century, the popular theatre in Orissa was termed as “Jatra”
(Yatra). In Jatras, the pandal or stage is made at the centre
and the audience sits all around the stage encircling it.
The accompanying music party sits close to the audience
on the stage. The artists use a narrow passage from within
the audience to come to the stage from the green room.
While acting, the artists have to move in all directions, so
that the audience in all sides and corners can enjoy the
acting equally. The “Concert” of the Jatra is quite
enchanting, forceful and deeply entertaining. It attracts the
audience as a prelude before the start of the real play and
also thrills the audience with situational music during acting
as interlude during the course of the Jatra. Usually, Jatra
starts from the midnight and ends at dawn before sunrise.
This time conveniently suits the working class people.
There is no use of screens in Jatra. Compared to other
forms of theatres, the themes enacted through Jatra
convey powerful social massages. Besides social themes,
historical and mythological themes have also been taken
as the subjects of the plays.

In the early part of twentieth century, Jatra was modified
and became lyrical. The delivery of dialogues was in lyrical
form. One of the eminent pioneers of this revolution was
“Baishnaba Pani”. This form of theatre was known as
“Geeti Natya”. Till today, such musical Geeti Natya are
very much popular in the coastal districts of orissa.
Mythological, historical and social themes have been taken
up as the subject of these theatrical forms with much of
humor and social satires, mostly with colloquial language.

The theatre movement passed through another transition
during the second quarter of this century. The theatre
turned from mass to class and open air to closed
auditorium by both professional and amateur artists. Stage
became unidirectional with three sides closed and the
audience faced the open side of the stage conically. The
use of screens, scenes, scenaries and drops, electrically
with spot lights and background music adorned the drama.
The plays became short and condensed to about three
hours in stead of nightlong shows. Professional theatre
parties like “Odissa Theatre”, “Annapurna Theatre”,
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“Janata Theatre”, “Kalashree Theatre” and some others
were in the lime light in the pre-independence and post-
independence era. This transition was conspicuous due
to light, sound and selected literate audience. In light, spot,
halogen dimmer, cycloroma, zigzag, clouds, moon, stars
and many other modernized effects were given much
importance. The music was not occasional or situational,
but followed continuously throughout the drama. For
convenience, the three hour long plays were divided into
different acts, depicting different changeovers or time
- lapse. The writers of these plays were Kalicharan Paitnaik,
Ramachandra Mishra, Gourishankar Ray, Kartik Ghosh,
Gopal Chhotray, Byomkesh Tripathy, Narasingha
Mohapatra, Rajat kumar Kar, Monoranjan Das and several
others. The plays were classical type, with rich literary
dialogues, climax, anticlimax, songs and dances.

In social themes, the subjects were mostly about class
relationships between haves and have nots, rich and poor,
higher and lower castes, or other social problems tike chitd
marriage, bonded labor, dowry system, untouchability and
joint family system. Some of the outstanding plays of those
days are “Bhata”, “Chakri®, “Babrubahana”, “Manikajodi”,
“Amadabata’, “Janani’, “Buxi Jagabandhu”, “Upendra
Bhanja”, “Juara Bhhata®, “Lakhya Heera”, "Kansa Kabata”
etc. These theatres were packed with emotions and unique
sentimental stuffs. The evil forces or the anticharacters
were always being punished at the end of the play with a
specific social message. The characters moved the
audience with laughter, emotion, anger, and tears
according to the appropriate situations.

During the sixties of the present century, the next phase
of the transition in theatre was evident through one set,
one situation drama in the place of multi scene and multi
situation drama. This experimental thought provoking new
trend in drama was referred to as "Naba Natya Andolana”
or new theatre movement. Play wrights like Monoranjan
Das, Biswajeet Das, Bijoy Mishra, Kartik Rath, and several
others took the leadership in this new trend. They followed
the western playwrights like Ibsen, Henric, Bernard Shaw,
Onil, Tennis William, Wis Pirandelo, Stingberg, August,
Baket, Oeskar etc. A short theme, one situation, one
particular incident or moment was dramatised with realistic
touch. Symbolism, extencialism, absurdity, and antiplays
took up the upper hand in such theatres. "Sagar
Manthana”, “Bana Hansi", “Katha Ghoda”, “Shaba
bahakamane” are few of these revolutionary plays. These
experimental plays of course were not accepted by the
mass than except some intellectual class of people, who
were in favour of this newness in drama.

During the last quarter of the present century, the
experimental, absurd plays have been replaced by
psychological and analytical plays. Symbolism and realistic
approach still continues in this phase of transition. Some

playwrights follow the traditional style and methods, few
other completely follow the modernised changeovers
shown by the experimental group. Basanta kumar
Mohapatra, Bijoy Kumar Nanda, Govinda Chandra
Senapati, Chandrasekhar Nanda, Bijaymohan Mohanty,
Upendra Mallick, Ratnakar Chaini, Subodha Patnaik,
Saileswar Nanda, Somanath Pal, Banabihari Panda,
Baishnaba Charana Mochanty, Archana Naik and few
others are the playwrights of this period. Their contribution
to the oriya literature and the theatre movement of orissa
is unforgettable.

Amalgamation of the traditional oriya drama, theatre, and
the modernised symbolic theatre came in a theatric form
known as “TAMSA”. Jatin Das with his team started a
satirical play named “Mogul Tamsa”, which was presented
both in indoor and ocutdoor stage, gaining good popularity.

At present, when acting, lighting, choreograph and
direction are being taught as regular courses, newer
dimensions are being evolved in the theatre movement.
Stagecraft has become simpler. Black curtains now
replace the sets. Light zones are made depicting different
scenes. Stage properties and requisites have become less
due to symbolic acting styles. Most modern and recent
theatres are being played on streets. At some busy squires,
bus-stands, railway platforms, the artist starts drama all
in a sudden. The usual theme of such dramas revolves
around social problems like alcohol abuse, drug abuse,
dowry system, political hypocrisy, religious superstition etc.
with their positive solutions. These are known as street

plays.

During the last two decades, All India Radio and
Doordarshan have also contributed a lot towards the
popularisation of oriya theatre due to their wide viewers.
But some critics still criticise the television for encroaching
upon the popularity of stage drama. The theatre-lovers,
while getting the entertainment at home do not like to come
out to the theatre halls to enjoy the play. Hence popular
theatres are in stress. This is a problem to all the theatres
throughout india. But still, optimists have the hope of revival
of the popularity of theatres in near future through
modernisation.

Thus theatre movement in orissa has passed through
several obstacles in different periods and the transitions
are quite evident. As per the changes in social customs,
familial relations, political environment and human values,
the theatre has to change exhibiting the imprint of social
life pattern. But the changes are acceptable till we maintain
our cultural originalities and distinctions inspite of wide
diversities in presenting the theatres to our masses.
integration of original qualities with modernised
presentation style can make our theatre more outstanding

and dynamic.

Dr. Saileswar Nanda is an eminent Oriya playwright, dramatist, artist and critic. Some of his plays have also been
translated into Hindi. He is a past Secretary of the Sangeet Natak Akademi, Government of Orissa.
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NO GROUP TOUR TO HEAVEN

DR. KABIPRASAD MISRA

death of a missiionary family in Orissa and killings

in other States, headlines in most newspapers
have been rightly screaming about the terrible effects of
communal, casteist and religious (in fact it should be called
anti-religious) feelings. Politicians, as usual, have taken
their own respective party lines and instead of
understanding and solving the problem, are actually
inflaming passions of various groups based on their so
called ideclogy. This has not helped the nation at all. We
have become unwittingly the victim of mockery and shame
in the world.

R ecently, after the Gujarat incident and burning to

it seems we have become a nation of confused thinking.
The author has never understood the line taken by some
people against or in support of a murderer or a person
who kills someone or burns or destroys a place of worship.
The non-Hindu groups identify the murderer as a Hindu
or whatever its subgroups and the Hindu groups
immediately are on the defensive claiming that the
person(s) concerned do not belong to any of the Hindu
groups. This seems to be a very ridiculous stand because
a murderer is a murderer no matter which faith otr religion
he claims to be belonging to. We don't have a Hindu
murder or a Christian murder as much as we do not have
an Islamic , burglary or a Buddhist rape. A law breaker is
a law breaker by any standard and from any view point.
Breaking the law at any level and certainly at the level of
committing heinous crimes like rape or murder has to do
only with the individuality of that persen who commits the
crime and has nothing to do with his political, ideological,
religious or community beliefs because no religion or
community or political group justifies any such crime (at
least in theory nobody has done it so far). Therefore it is
clear that instead of punishing the individual as an
individual law breaker responsible for heinous crimes in
his personal capacity, we should never identify him and
give him the respectability of a particular faith, community
or religion, because he has never been the representative
of that particular faith as chosen by any authentic group to
represent their views. Therefore his identity as a person
committing the crime is simply as an individual. The author
is not going to discuss the total untruth and absolute
perversion of anyone claiming to represent any religion
for committing such heinous crimes as no religion has
ever justified hatred, violence and killings. In fact, all
religions, without exception, advocate love, compassion,
kindness, non-violence and peace {for this, the author does
not have to quote the scriptures because the advocates
of each religion in recent times have proclaimed from their
respective scriptures this eternal truth exhaustively).

Conversion:

Then comes the most controversial and debated issue of
conversion. This is again a matter so much misunderstood
that it is difficult to even discuss the subject without
passion. The author has discussed the topic with various
people who are honest, sincere and devoted followers of
Christianity, Hinduism, Isfam, Jainism etc and is convinced
that this matter is one of the most misconceived and
misunderstood topics in our psyche. Conversion means
‘changing from one type to another’. In the field of religion,
it should mean total inner transformation of the person
from one type of faith to another. The least important
thing in this process is the external show or rituals
concerned with the process because a person will not
progress even an inch in his spiritual life if he is only making
a show of it and not changing inwardly. But, now
conversion seems to be a substitution of one form of ritual
with another without an inner transformation.

There is another angle to this process which the author
has never understood. To the best of the author’s
knowledge, (the author can make a very small claim that
he has read with reverence to some extent the Gita, the
Upanishads, the Bible, the Koran, the Buddhistic literature
and other important scriptures of all the major religions of
the world), no religion or scripture has ever said that adding
numbers to a particular group of believers or religion will
make their passage to heaven smoother. One goes to
heaven or hell (if at all they exist) on individual merit and
action and not on a group basis. In fact, there is no concept
of a group tour to heaven in any religion. At the gate of
heaven (if again such a place exists) neither St Peter nor
Lord Yamaraj will ask “How many people have you brought
with you?” The gates of heaven or hell are not closed or
opened depending on lack of numbers ¢r addition of large
number of people by an individual. This is very clear in
every religion and scripture. One “goes to” heaven or hell
purely on individual merit and actions in his life (karma)
and not on any group activity of the accompanying
numbers. At any rate, people cannot accompany each
other to heaven or hell because they mercifully die at
different times and at different locations.

Therefore, logically, it does not matter whether you have
converted more people to a particular set of belief or mede
of worship or not. Does that mean there should not be
any conversion at all? Of course, there should be
conversions. . And conversion is an absolute necessity,
provided it is based on an inner transformation after
realisation and conviction to follow a particular way of life
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and worship. In strict spiritual sense there must be
conversion for progress in spiritual life. Conversion from
what to what? From a lower level to a higher level, from a
grosser level to a subtler level of spiritual evolution
automatically reflected in his attitude and activities. In fact
this is the reason for which almost all the religions in one
way or another advocate ‘re-birth’ or the second birth cf a
person in his/fher own life. Jesus said “you haveto bere-
born”. Hinduism demands a transformation and a Brahmin
is supposed to be born a second time, “Dwija” (meaning
born a second time) after realising the ultimate futility of a
materialistic lower level of existence based on temporary/
sensual values and nat on values for eternal life. In fact,
this is the conversion which should be adopted by every
individual in his own life. We all have to be converted not
so much from one type of faith to another nor from one
set of rituals to another but from a lower to a higher tevel.
The path may also change from one type or form to
another, provided the above goal is achieved through the
newly adopted path by an inner transformation as per the
person’s attitude and approach tolife. But, now conversion
seems to be arising out of a sub-conscious social insecurity
and instinct for survival in both of which the number is
important.

The other argument in favour of the so called conversion
is that if you have something good yourself you must offer
it to someone else. This is certainly true but unless the
person you are offering to is transformed or undergone
inner evolution, he will not be able to share or experience
the joy of the good thing that you have. Therefore, again
conversion asks more for an inner evolution than an
external show to please somecne or for lucrative offers or
a mass reaction.

Number may be important for the vote bank of a politician
or in a group activity in the social level or a sports event.
But it is never important in spiritual matters where the inner
transformation is the only criterion for progress in life.
Jesus in his own life never “Converted” anyone in the sense
of our use of that term today but transformed thousands
of lives he touched. In this sense, he certainly converted
multitudes of pecople without hurting anyone, It is also
worth while to note that in India, from 6th century BC (the
time of Lord Buddha's birth) until about 10th Century AD
there have been millions of conversions and re-
conversions from Hinduism tc Buddhism and vice versa
without any ill feeling, hatred or murder whatsoever. Even
in recent times Baba Saheb Ambedkar and his followers
got converted to Buddhism in thousands without any
violence, hatred or ill feeling from any source. This was
because it was all spontaneous and hopefully voluntary
acceptance of the faith and not forced on any one by any
one. Therefore, it is really unnecessary to discuss about
conversion if it is genuinely and honestly on the conviction
and transformation of a person to a particular path or form
of worship. Itis purely an individual decision, based on

conviction and a call from the inner voice. Mass conversion
from any religion to another, therefore, assumes a farcial
status.

In the author's view therefore, conversion is a non-issue
and has been there in India for the last 2500 years. The
Hindus should be reminded that Hinduism has not died
because of these conversions over last 2500 years nor
will it ever die for the next 5000 years, because its values
are based on a perennial philosophy and principles of a
much deeper understanding of life and God. ltisinfacta
way of life and an attitude to life and the creation. A religion
survives or dies, flourishes or perishes, by its inherent
strength or weakness and not by the number it carries
under its banner. Allthe major religions of the world have
survived because of their strength. All barbaric religions
like witchcraft, sorcery, etc. have disappeared (except in
isolated pockets) because of their inherent weaknesses.
If Hinduism has survived for more than 5000 years it is
because of its vision and understanding of life and creation
and also for advocating the transformation of life based
on perennial values. If Christianity has survived 2000 years
it is because of the message of love, compassion and
kindness which was spread by the very embodiment of
these exalted attributes of man in the Son of Man, Jesus
Christ. If Islam has survived 1400 years it is because of
social justice and dignity of every human being as
propagated by its founder Prophet Mohammed whose life
was an example to emulate in learning sacrifice for a higher
cause and concern for fellow human beings. If Buddhism
& Jainism have survived (both these religions do not
believe in God), it is because of their profound faith in
non-violence, non-hatred and love for peace. In fact,
Indians should be proud that they are the only Nation in
the world whase country has given birth to four major
religions viz Hinduism, Buddhism, Jainism and Sikhism
and also has welcomed four other major religions into their
own country viz Zorastrianism, Judaism, Christianity and
Islam. No other country in the world has this proud privilege
and enviable record of religious confluence and tolerance.
Therefore, Indians do not need a lesson from anyone else
in religious tolerance. It is sad that when Arch Bishop of
Delhi and Shahi Imam of Jama Masjid juined at a rally at
Delhi recently, they did not take a Hindu leader with them.
The author is reasonably certain that there are many
Hindus who would have joined this rally without any
hesitation. Let us not widen the great divide in our sub-
conscious psyche. “Unity and not further division” should
be our motto.

Lastly, the author wishes to conclude this piece by quoting
one of the greatest saints of modern times, Swami
Vivekananda who, in Sep 1893, at the Parliament of
Religions in Chicago declared:

“Do | wish that the Christian would become Hindu? God
forbid. Do | wish that the Hindu or Buddhist would become
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Christian? God forbid....The Christian is not to become a
Hindu or a Buddhist, nor a Hindu or a Buddhist to become
a Christian. But each must assimilate the spirit of the
others and yet preserve his individuality and grow
according to his own law of growth....If the Parliament of
Religion has shown anything to the world it is this: It has
proved to the world that holiness, purity, and charity are
not the exclusive possessions of any church in the world,
and that every system has produced men and women of
the most exalted character. In the fact of this evidence, if
anybody dreams of the exclusive survival of his own
religion and the destruction of others, | pity him from the
bottom of my heart, and point out to him that upon the
banner of every religion will soon be written, in spite of
resistance: ‘Help and not Fight’, ‘Assimilation and not
Destruction’, ‘Harmony and Peace and not Dissension’....

The Guru of Swami Vivekananda, Sri Ramakrishna
Paramahamsa adopted in his own life Christianity and
Islam and followed their modes of worship and ultimately
declared that all faiths and paths lead to the same goal
which Vivekananda beautifully described in his first
address to the Parliament of Religions” on 11th September
1893. Quoting from the ancient Hindu hymn, he said,
“As the different streams having their sources in different
places all mingle their water in the sea, so, O Lord, the
different paths which men take through different
tendencies, various though they appear, crooked or
straight, all lead to Thee....” The present convention, which
is one of the most august assemblies ever held, is in itself
a vindication, a declaration to the world of the wonderful
doctrine preached in the Gita : “Whosoever comes to
Me, through whatsoever form, | reach him; all men are
struggling through paths which in the end lead to Me'.
Sectarianism, bigotry and its horrible descendant,

fanaticism, have long possessed this beautiful earth. They
have filled the earth with violence, drenched it often and
often with human blood, destroyed civilization and sent
whole nations to despair. Had it not been for these horrible
demons, human society would be far more advanced that
itis now...” How relevant are Swamiji’'s words even today!!

Let us all ‘convert’ ourselves as well as each other every
day by transforming as much and as many as possible in
true spiritual sense. This is the best way we can bring
spiritual joy and peace in our life. The Father of the Nation
Mahatma Gandhi, when asked about his message to
others, simply said” “My life is my message”. This was
the most profound message given by any leader, spiritual
or political. Let our lives be our messages. He also said
on one occasion while opening a Rose show at Delhi “The
Rose does not preach. It simply gives its fragrance”. Mrs
Staines, the noble wife of the slain Australian missionary,
has given the best fragrance of a spiritual life by asking
for forgiveness for the people who committed the heinous
crime of burning to death her husband and two young sons.
“An eye for an eye would end up in the whole world
becoming blind” said the Mahatma in Biblical Spirit.

Let us heal these deep cancerous wounds afflicting our
Nation with prayers today. May the good Lord bless us
with the wisdom and good sense of disseminating the
fragrance of spiritual life in our country, embracing each
human being with love, compassion and concern in the
name of God who is the Father of all of us. Let mankind
progress forward with a truly spiritual vision and not destroy
itself with violence and hatred in the name of so called
Religion. The spirit and language of every religion is one
simple word, “LOVE”, and never hatred.

Dr. Kabi Prasad Misra is a heart specialist associated with the Apollo Hospital, Madras. He takes an active interest in

social issues.
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Satya Das: An Interview

Satya Das, a Canadian Oriya, and a journalist, writer, and analyst has published his first book, Dispatches from a
Borderless World which has been very well received both in Canada and elsewhere. The book portrays societies in
transitions, as the progress of the global economy and the communications revolution shatters the notion of borders
between people, cultures, and nations. The search for identity, both personal and national, in this new world is a
recurring theme in this collection of perceptive dispatches and essays. Based on the author’s extensive world travels
 and his columns for the Edmonton Journal, Dispatches from a Borderless World chronicles the end of old ways and
traditions, and the uncertain beginnings of new ones. Judy Schultz writes: “ Satya Das writes about a world where
entire cultures are caught in the ebb and flow of a new global economy. This territory is wide-ranging— Asia, Europe,
his home turf, Canada. In this collection of thoughtful, compassionate essays, he examines the human cost of the
emerging social and economic order.” The following interview was conducted by the Editor at Satya Das’ book

launch at the Chapters Bookstore in Toronto.

Mr. Das, how long have you been in Canada?
| came at the age of 12 and have lived here for the last 31
years, mostly at Edmonton.

The title of your book, Dispatches from a Borderless
World, suggests that you are widely travelled.

Oh, yes! I've travelled widely but always came back to
Canada. I've been to China, Indonesia, Japan, Russia,
England among other places. | really try to consider myself
a global citizen, a citizen of the planet, and most of that
comes from my own upbringing which was very muchin a
Gandhian tradition, and also from the position of Hindu
philosophy in which you believe that there are many
different aspects of searching for the same ultimate reality.
And in that search, we do indeed live not in justa borderless
world, but in a borderless universe, where distinctions are
essentially illusions and there is a buy and sell of what |
would call ‘commen humanity.’

How would you account for your choice to write on
this theme [borderlesss world]?

It really has very much to do with my life and my
observations. I've been greatly distressed by blood-
boundaries, ethnic boundaries, societal boundaries
because they are the root of violence. And when | study
Gandhi's teachings about non-violence and imagine how
they may be carried forward, it seems to me that the best
way is to build civil societies, societies based on freedom
and choice, compassion and dignity, all of those things in
one package in a world with as few other borders as
possible. Because without non-violence and compassion,
which are the two basic Gandhian teachings, we really
are doomed to a history of continuing bloodshed.

At one level 1 can understand why you get moved by
bloodshed, suffering, physical humiliation, and
violence and how this prompts and provokes you to
approach all these issues from a common
humanitarian perspective. But, from another level, the
idea of a borderless world also implies globalization,
a moderate (or high) level of global economic

interdependence and integration. How much of the
latter do you think gets into your idea of a borderless
world?

Well, it's a response to that because the reality of the
economically borderless world is upon us, it's with us, and
it's going to grow. What I'm arguing for is that we are not
going to be sustained by economics alone and unless the
notions of borderlessness also lead to cultural mingling
and cultural interaction and a better understanding
between peoples and societies, there is again a potential
for conflict and violence because if you act by the precepts
of one culture toward another and expect the foreign
culture to behave to you according to your experience it's
a foolish way to proceed. What 'm very much concerned
about and what I've tried to reflect in my writing is that
there should be a notion of cultural influence and cultural
sharing and that it should flow both ways, that unlike the
colonial eras where the unilateral imposition of a certain
world order that there are many things that humans can
learn from each other and if the interaction becomes
human at the individual level, it's much harder to kill or
hate somebody you know, it's much harder to demonize a
friend. That's really the level we have to get to. If we don't
do that, if it's economics alone, and economics is the only
thing that counts, there will be resentment and conflict all
over the place.

In sum, what you are trying to say is that cultures are
in a state of flux, and that you also believe in some
sense of acculturation, of people growing up within
cuitures and cultures growing and intermingling with
each other...

I'm talking about permeable boundaries; I'm not saying
boundaries shouldn’t exist, I'm not saying that a culture
that has a 5000 year old tradition should suddenly throw
itself open to consumerism. But if you have permeable
boundaries, you should be able to move through them
freely while respecting the fact that they exist and that too
as a form of borderlessness.
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In relation to what you say, in the world around me, |
notice two things. On the one hand and in an
optimistic note, we see people networking globally, a
resurgence in democratic ideals, of a renewed faith
and emphasis on global human rights. However, on
the other hand, and that is a sad aspect, we witness
internecine wars and battles being fought out on
ethnic and racial lines and some of us— Canadian
and American citizens— who proudly like to be
associated with ideas of global citizenship are
instrumental in creating new borders and boundaries,
most recently in Yugoslavia.

And that's the paradox that | find that the erection of bicod
boundaries is almost a response to the global economics
and to the march of global economy and that one of the
ways in which you define your difference is by seeking a
racially or ethnically pure state where you pretend that no
outside forces can permeate. It's sad, but { hope it is an
evolutionary reaction because | think that blood boundaries
again are a reversion to the sort of tribalism that has
characterized human relationship for the longest time and
perhaps are exacerbated or put into greater focus by the
emergence of a global economy. But how does one
mitigate those factors? Surely, one mitigates them by
cultural accommodation. The difficulty with former
Yugoslavia, as a political scientist you will agree, is that
Marshal Tito was the only one who could hold it together
because he molded itin a certain image, but the old hatreds
were never erased, the blood boundaries were always
there, they have only been suppressed. And for me to
demonize only one side of the Balkans is quite...

In certain pages of your book 1 notice that there is
some celebration of individual rights, say, a
universalized version of human rights. How would you
connect this belief to actual events where people
around the world are demanding a set of non-
negotiable cultural rights? For instance, people in
certain parts of the world want to be governed by
divine laws and not secular laws?

Yes, but the interesting thing is to consider where it comes
from. As John Humphrey said and all the framers of the
Universal Declaration of Human Rights agreed, this flows
from human experience; it's not an imposition, or human
creation. In fact, one of the sources that Humphrey and
other creators that were multinational drew from were their
own religious traditions: when they searched the root of
every major religious tradition, they found compassion,
dignity, non-violence, and universal love, and love of the
higher defined entity as the commonality of all religions
and they are the core values of the universal declaration
and they are the values that go through it. Sg, in a sense,
if you are saying that | don't accept the universal declaration
of human rights, you are saying that | reject five millennia
of human experience.

Closer home you know that Quebec is demanding a
distinct society status within Canada. Wouldn’t you
agree that the Quebecois do indeed deserve a distinct
recognition of their separate culture?

Of course, they do. | mean Quebecois deserve equality
for just what their distinct society is really all about. When
you look at the core of what a distinct society is, it's a
matter of equals not feeling inferior. But essentially when
you look at it, that’s also a reaction to the fact that Canada
is not the first post-modern, but a trans-modein state. That
Canada moves beyond modernity, and the binding
experience of being Canadian is a constitution, a
citizenship, and a passport. We have created the
borderless world in this country. This is a country where
there is cultural mingling, its not enforced, its not legislated,
it happens because of a deliberate policy choice taken
years ago to invite the world to come and make a life in
this country and become Canadians. And living in Toronto
you can obviously see that. So, on the one hand, you have
a 21st century matrix here— a model the warld might wish
to imitate— and, on the other, you have a distinct and
strong 19th century European-style definition of nation, /a
nation, the nation being the people. So, you really are trying
to establish boundaries around a culture, and what you
are seeing in Canada is the clash between a 19th century
European avocation of a territorially defined cultural
boundary as a nation-state would be made in a trans-
maodern world where all those concepts have now become
extinct and so you have this 19th century encore within an
emerging 21st century sensibility. And Quebec itselfis not
immune to these changes, their world too is becoming
borderless, as the colours of francophone immigration
change.

You sound impressive. | want you to address
something different now. Do you think it's easier to
be cosmopolitan living in this part of the world?

Oh, much more so, yes! That's why | keep on saying that
Canada is a model for the worid to look at, not to adapt,
But look at how we have made a country, where people
are living together, not just tolerating, but actually
celebrating the fact they live together in diversity. That's a
counter to the common human experience of five millennia.

How would you relate yourself to the differences that
divide the Indian society?

Well, India is going through its first evolution of real
democracy. One can say that in the first forty-four years
of Indian independence were transitions from elitist rule, -
and now elitism has given away to the birth of a more
broadly-based society, democracy, and power-sharing and
that is causing all sorts of pains. One of the pains
associated with this is fascism, pure and simple, in which
religious causes are used to persecute Christians who
have been in India since long, and to persecute other
minority groups. In the end, however, the people will be
wise enough to reject all that.
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What do you think of the caste distinctions in India?  What message do you have for the younger generation
| can’t relate myself to that at all. As Gandhiji said, we are  of Oriyas?

all children of God and we are all brothers and sistersand ~ Love each other, be open to other cultures and other
that’s how | look at the whole of the world, not just India. experiences, practise and live a life of compassion.

_from a
Borderless




A TRANSITION

SOMESH DASH

Laughter, hugging, kissing, embracing,

Alt the facets of effective merry-making.

Slaps, pushes, and high-fives exchanged by pals,
Tears, embraces, and smiles worn by the gals.

Amidst this fanciful exchange of compliments,
The transparent sky suddenly becomes opaque.
Mother Nature itself applauds and cheers,

The boys that were and the men that will be.

When those small feet first entered the classroom,
They withered at the sight of larger feet.
As those feet walk upon the stage now,
Hundreds of little feet shake and quiver.

The brains, athletes, preps, and cheerleaders,
Have converged for a final salute.

To the roads of the future that shall lead them all,
Onto different paths, some that never cross again.

Yet these men and women shall retract their steps one day,
Some that were will be no longer,

The earth shall welcome the reunion,

Of those who shared the days of youth.

Somesh Dash is 19 years old and attends the University of California, Berkeley.. He wrote
this poem at his high-school graduation. He is the son of Jnana Ranjan and Sweta Padma
Dash of San Jose, California.
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20 Years, Orissa
Courtesy: Family of Disabled

Artist: Shriharsha Shukla
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I grow in worth, and wit, and sense.
- Lord Tennyson




My India Trip

SUMAN PANDA

y famity and | went on a trip to India on February 9,
1999. It was my second trip and we went on my birth
day. | don’t remember anything from my first trip
because | was only one year old. | was scared about going
because when | told the Indian kids in my class that | was going
to India, they told me | would hate it and that India was stinky. |

was also scared because | did not know anybody there.

After flying for a long time we tanded in Calcutta. |
was really surprised because there were palm trees everywhere
and it seemed very different. The worst part of getting off the
plane was the heat. It was very hot and humid. When we got
off the plane in Calcutta, we went on a new plane to
Bhubaneswar. It was an Indian Airlines plane and for a snack
they said they were going to serve refreshments and sweets. |
thought refreshments meant something like coke or a pop so |
was really mad when they gave me water to drink with my snack.
After the snacks were finished we landed in Bhubaneswar.

When we got off the Indian Aitlines, | met two of my
uncles ( my mom’s cousins) and my cousin Mama. | was happy
that | finally made it to India. On the way to my mom’s house in
Cuttack, we took a taxi. The seats in the taxi were really high
and the driver drove really fast because they didn't have any
police cars on the road. My favorite part of the trip to Cuttack
was counting all the cows and bulls along the way. It was funny
to see the cows walking on the streets with the people, bikes
and cars. ttried to reach out and pet a cow near the taxi but my
Mommy yelled at me not to. That was a really fun ride. When
we finally got to the house, all my grandparents, aunts, and
uncles were waiting for me. | also saw my great-grandmother.
I remembered her from when she was visiting my grandparents
in Nashville. They all spoke in English with me but they spoke
it really slow. Later that evening we went to visit another of my
Mommy's uncles (her Mamu) because he was going to have
heart surgery. Because of the time change, | was tired and
very cranky when we were there. Even though it was only 6:00
p.m., it felt like it was midnight. | was also very bored there.

The next day we went to the stores. There were a lot
of stores and they did not have doors and people kept walking
in and out. The jewelry store we went to was really pretty with
lots of jewelry. We stopped at a drink store and they did not
have coke, but they had Fanta, Miranda, Limca and Thumbs-
Up. I didn'tlike Thumbs-Up. Ittasted funny so | tried the orange
Miranda. This became my favorite drink in India. Going
shopping in an Auto-ricksaw was fun. My Mommy and Daddy
kept yelling for me to hold on tight and | would sometimes let go
to scare them.

Later that afternoan my Mommy, Daddy, sister
Poanam, two grandmothers, two grandfathers and my two
uncles drove to my Daddy's Village. His village is called
"Adheigundi” and it took us over 3 hours to get there. | fell
asleep most of the trip. When we finally got there, it was night
and very dark because the electricity in the village was not

working. | finally got to meet my cousin Deepali (age 7), my
aunt (Bou) and my uncle (Nana) and my grandmother (Ma). |
was really surprised when we got there because they had two
bullocks. | had never met anyone that had bullocks for pets.
The next day we had a lot of fun. We went with Deepali to feed
the bullock and Poonam and | fed them cookies. We went
across the strest next to Deepali’s friend’s house. Her friend’s
name is Gita. Gita has a really neat house, it is made of clay
and has straw on the roof. | asked my daddy if we could have
a neat house like that. We had a lot of fun at Gita's because
she put kum-kum on our forehead every night. She made really
neat designs that covered most of my forehead and part of my
cheeks. Bou painted my feet with a red paint called "alatha.” It
was so cool | asked her to do it everyday.

During the night we used lantern (they called it “lan-
ton”) for light because the electricity was gone. 1t felt like we
were camping. | enjoyed stargazing with my daddy and he
showed me the Big Dipper and Leo. It was easy to see the
stars because there were no streetlights. During the daytime |
liked going to the backyard and locking at all the pretty trees.
There were mango, papaya, guava, lime, and tamarind trees.
The mango trees had a lot of blossoms on them and some of
the mango trees had tiny mangos on them. | liked hiking in the
backyard and collecting neat things to show my Mommy and
Daddy. The house did not have a bathroom inside the house
s0 1 took a bath near the well. | used cold water from the well
but | didn't care because it was so hot in India.

| usually went to Deepali’s tutoring with her. | usually
took a book to read o worked on my India trip journal. Deepali
was learning the English numbers and her alphabets, so | tried
to help her learn. One day | went to school with Deepali and |
did not fike it there at all. She sent me with Gita, who was in the
8" grade. Itwas really boring inthere. All the kids sat on crowded
benches while the teacher talked really loud. The teachers still
hit kids with rulers, The teachers took my animal fact book and
looked at it. During recess, Gita took me back to Deepali who
was at a pond with her friends. | dipped my feet in the pond.
They had a big water fountain where you had to push a big
handle up and down to get water. | went to Deepali's classraom
and had to sit on the floor. The pigeons kept flying in and out.
The kids there were rude. They ali kept staring at me and saying
things | could not understand. They also grabbed my books
and started to look at it without asking me first. | was really mad
and wanted to cry. It had been a horrible day and | wanted to
go back home so Deepali took me back. | never went back to
her schoof again.

One day we went to Mamali's house. She is Deepali's
cousin. We played a lot of games and ran around a lot. |
couldn't understand what they were saying to me but figured
out the rules by watching them. | had taken my water bottle
filled with lemon-aide. We took big sips of the leman-aide and
spit it at the cows and also pulled their tails. We had to stop
because the person who takes care of the cows yelled at us.
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Later we went back to Deepali’s house and then we went to
pick Barakollis (Indian plum) from my Dad’s aunt’s house.
Deepali taught me how to pick-up kollis and carry in my skirt.
We picked a lot of kollis so the bottom of my skirt was heavy.
Deepali and | did a lot of fun things together like bothering my
grandmother (Ma,) while she took a nap after lunch. We liked
to make her yell. The most fun | had was when Deepali and her
friends took me to a mango orchard. They taught me how to
throw rocks at the trees to get mangos down. All | managed to
get from the tree was mango blossoms so we tried to climb up
the trees. My Dad saw us doing this and got really mad at me.

The thing | did not like about India was the problem
with the pigeons. They were everywhere and kept flying into
the house if the door was not closed right away. Every morning
| told Poonam to go outside with a stick and yell at the pigeons

and chase them away. She didn’t care because she liked
carrying a big stick.

The worst part of the trip was leaving the village and
going back home. | was very mad because | loved it in India.
We had to go back to Cuttack because the only airport in Orissa
is in Bhubaneswar. | cried half way to Cuttack because | did
not want to leave my Ma and Deepali . | made Ma come to
Cuttack with us. The next day | was really sad when we got on
the Indian Airlines. | was crying so much that my Daddy had to
carry me onto the plane. When we got on the plane in Calcutta,
| was mad and sad. | wanted to know why my Dad ever wanted
to leave India in the first place. | want to go back again next
year but Mommy and Daddy tell me | have to wait another three
years. My India trip ended when we flew out of Calcutta.

Suman Panda is 8 years old and is in the second grade. She is the daughter of Jogesh and Smriti Panda of
Michigan. This story is the prize-winning story in the children’s short story contest. Congratulations, Suman!

All the way to school. India




On Earth Day

PRATYASHA ACHARYA

Thank you, earth
for the mountains, valleys, and rivers;
beautiful flowers,
orange, blue, violet,
and marigold too,
colorful butterflies,
chirping birds that nest on you.

Thank you for the blue-blue stream
running through green-green grass;
oh, thank you so much for the
amazing, graceful animals;

‘” i\lf
? ‘“ @ for the food we eat,
Q : the water we drink,
a Qlid Wi the air we breathe,

we thank you so much
you are a happy place to be in.

Pratyasha (Roma) Acharya is a grade 3 student in Jesse Ketchum Public School, Toronto;
she is the daughter of Madhusmita and Ashok Acharya.

The Halloween Spook

SANJAY MISRA

Hey witches, witches!
Black cats, ghosts and ditches
And people died over in space.
The goblins and ghouls scare
The skeleton saw the blare
And Frankenstein ran away to another place.

Sanjay Misra lives in Philadeiphia with his parents Chandra and Sudhansu Misra.
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My Orissa Trip

BAGMIDAS

y family was in a rush. We were leaving for Orissa the

next day. Our grandparents had missed us and my

dad decided that all of us should go tagether and spend
a month with them, So we were packing to go to Crissa. "Did
you pack your big water bottle?” yelled mom. “It's very hot there.”
I was very excited. | had never been to Orissa after we left india.
Dad went through so much trouble in settling down here and
finally he got the job he wanted. | was born there but brought up
here. | always missed my grandparents, My little brother Nirnay
was also very excited. He couldn't pack but he helped me, At
the age of four he was very helpful, We were eating snack when
my mother said, “| am forgetting many things and | don't know
whal.” | smiled knowing that | haven't forgotten anything and |
was fully equipped with my cloths, toothbrush, toothpaste, toys
and the biggest smile that the nine-year-old could make. When
we were in the aeroplane the flight attendant was Indian. |
became friendly to her. She was surprised to find out that it was
Nirnay’s first time visit. Swati, as she was calied tried to speak
in Hindf to Nirnaya. He didn't know how to speak in Hindi, but
he understood as we used to watch Hindi movies at home. We
reached Bombay the next day and then took a flight to
Bhubaneswar. When we got out at Bhubaneswar, | took the
first glimpse of Orissa after many years. It looked like the indian
railroad shows in public television with many poor people in the
streets. My excitement was not there anymore when a diseased
person touched me and begged money. Nirnaya didn't like it
either. We were very tired all the way to our uncle's house. We
were supposed to stay for a while and then go to my dad’s
village, When we reached in our village all my cousins, aunts,
and uncles were there, Everybody carried Nirnaya. Our
excitements came back. We played a lot and played in and
around the big pond, It was very fun. | started enjoying my village.
Sometimes we took trips to the bazaar and ate gulab jamun at
the sweet shop.

Cne day we went to Nandan Kanan. We played in the
playground and saw the Bengal tiger in the zoo. When the sun
setiled it was one of the most beautiful sites that | had ever
seen. Once when we were travelling to one of my uncle's house
in a different city in the train in the night, something woke me
up. | opened my eyes to discover many people surrounding me
talking, laughing, singing and smoking right in our reserved
compartment. | complained to my dad and he complained to

the people. They finally became quiet after disturbing the people
in the train who had been sleeping peacefully. When | got up in
the morning to go to the bathroom, | couldn't find a way. People
were everywhere sleeping and sitting on the floor. | cried and
complained to my Mom and found out that my Mom and auntie
hadr’t slept the whole night fearing that those people might
steal our luggages. | was very upset that there was nobody to
talk to and | was angry that those people decided to come to
our reserved compartment without having tickets and we paid
so much for the tickets not to have goodnight sleep.

After one month we came back to USA. My school
had started and | went back to school. When Ms Jones said us
to stand in the queue to get out of the room to go to cafeteria for
lunch, | realized what | missed in Orissa. Nobody was following
any rules there. After we finished lunch we collected our trash
and put them In the trashcan. Nobody do that in Orissa. They
eat and then throw the trash to the road. Once | walked on a
banana peel and fell down. Another time my shoes also becarme
dirty with the dog stocl on the road. But coming back home
from the school | only had Niraya to play with. | missed my
cousins and the temples and gufab jamun. | missed my
grandparents who always used the word “our Ananya". | again
became used to rules in the house and in the school. Although
I wanted | could just go to Emma’s house and play there, Mom
told | should call their house before | go. | felt sad, as it was not
easy here to go to my friend's house. | went to many of my
cousin Mimi Apa'’s friends’ houses in Orissa and even ate there
without asking anybody. But | was happy to be here in USA
where people never bothered me with their smoking, begging
and diseased pecple touching me. | also missed cleanliness in
Origsa.

Once | asked my Mom if all the Oriya people here could
collect some money and help the people in Orissa. Mom told
me that many people do that here but they do themselves, not
together. According to her when many people are involved,
fighting starts. She told me that | could help Crissa better with
other kids when we grow up because we had the chance to
know all good things of America and Orissa. From that day | am
waiting to grow up and earn money and dreaming that together
with friends like me we are bringing all good things of Orissa
and America together and staying happily everafter.

Bagmi Das is daughter of Naresh and Bigyani Das. Bagmi's hobbies include reading, writing, sports, music, dance, travel and

watching movies.
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Feelings for my Beloved Country

SROTALINA NAYAK

started writing this story in the last quarter of April of 1999, during my extended stay in an American society,

being fed all the while on an alien culture during the day and by Oriya culture in the night by my parents whom

| love very much. It is a piece of juvenility in my life and inspiration for me to converge the two cultures for our
generations. | am growing like an American and also growing like an Oriya. The dialectic holds and so do my
feelings.

| have always thought of myself as an Oriya, as do my parents and cousins in Orissa. It was not one of those

ecclesiastical callings that make good fodder for a lazy biographer to say, “l am an Oriya” all the time. 1 am proud to
be one. As a child, | had never wanted to become an alien but a domestic Oriya. | did learn Indian classical dances,
Lord Jagannath Culture and admired the arts of Konark that depict the symbolism of our Sanative Culture.

People who have dug their toes have left a mark in the shifting sands of history and always attracted attention
to the great personalities and lesser mortals like us. We are left wondering whether we are really great Oriyas or just
roaring egomaniacs. However, Homo sapiens were created solely for this purpose. Our parents must have made us
wonder about our culture or else the very existence of our culture would have been threatened. If “we would or could”
pe earthbound to the homeland then society would not be reduced to sterile rounds of logic and counter-logic of two
cultures, and— what a wonder! — nostalgic feelings would vanish.

| enjoy the irony that as “foreigners’ and proud of ourselves, we the Oriyas, are reviving the philosophical rigor
of our culture that started with Aryans & Dravidians. Let us be what we are!

Srotalina Nayak lives with her parents Surya and Sujata Nayak in Maryland.

FALL & SPRING

SURAJ MISHRA

Fall is here Spring is here
Fall is there Spring is there
Fall is everywhere !l Spring is everywhere!!!
Orange, brown, and red leaves are falling from trees There is so much fun
There is a lot of cold breeze And lots of sun

With some morning freeze
Colorful flowers are blooming

Raking leaves is lot of fun And a lot of birds are chirping
The cleaning of the deck is already done Mother's day is coming
Halloween is here Spring is lot of fun and it is cool
I shall collect candies with my friend Sameer. The best thing of all is my Short Pump School !l

Suraj Mishra is 7 years old and in 2nd grade. He lives with his parents Munmaya and Bidu Mishra in Richmond,
Virginia.




MY VILLAGE

SOMAN PANIGRAHI

when | was a baby boy, so | remember very littie. But|
keep hearing about Orissa from my parents. My Aja
Aai and Jeje ma also ask us Kebe puni astchha ?

I have been to Orissa three times, the first two times

Last year | got the opportunity to visit again. My
parents are from Baleshwar. In Baleshwar, my favorite
places are my Aja Aai's house and my father's village.
Now | would like to tell you about my village experience
which | enjoyed the mest during my last trip.  From
Calcutta, we took a train to Baleshwar. Everybody was
anxiously waiting for our arrival. That day we stayed in
Aja Ai's house. The next day, we went to the village by
car. The driver was skillfully driving along the crowded
streets, avoiding rickshaws, cyclists, pedestrians and
sometimes even wandering cows. | closed my eyes when
he was over-taking big trucks. [was surprised to see no
lane separations on the National Highway!

My father’s village is called Barunsing. Barunsing
is very different from the cities. No buses, no cars, no
trucks can be seen there. There is only a train station
called ‘Nilagiri Station'. Once we arrived in the village, |
did Mundia to my elderly relatives. It took me a long time
because my father has a large joint family.

One day, we planned to visit Mandagan, a nearby
village. Fortunately, that day was Saraswati Puja. We
woke up early in the morning, took a bath and wore our
new clothes. Then we walked through the fields and
crossed a small river. My cousin { She came from
Australia) and i found two long, flexible sticks. We started
cutting weeds by whipping them! It took us one and a half
hourtoreach there. First we went to the Primary School.
The children decorated the school with coloured paper.
Even grade one children helped. Everybody was excited.
Then we went to the High School. The students there were
cutting vegetables for the great feast. They had a big
Saraswati statue decorated with flowers and lights. All of
us offered flowers (Pushpanjal). They also had a
loudspeaker playing a Hindi film song called Dif To Pagal

Hai. | had no clue what a Hindi film song had to do with
Saraswali Puja. We walked back to our village. On the
way, we stopped by a pond that had palm trees lined ina
ring shape around it. We ate cranges, bananas and
cucumbers. After | ate, | admired the butterflies, water
lilies, herons and the reflection of palm trees in the water.

In the village, each day was exciting for me. |
was free to roam around. Good thing | can speak Oriya,
so | communicated well with everyone, especially with my
Jefje ma. | played cricket with my cousins and other village
children. One day, | watched my uncles fishing. They
were catching fish with a large net. That day we ate very
late but | had fun. Food was wonderful only if it had no
pebbles. We drank fresh coconut water(Paida Pani).
That was much better than the juice we get here in the
supermarket. When we didn’'t have any plan to go
anywhere, we played in the backyard which was a big
vegetable garden. } got a chance to see different
vegetable plants. Jeje ma was always working in the
garden. | was excited to see the sunrise across the fields.
The air was always fresh in the village. 1 enjoyed watching
bullocks going to the fields. They were decorated with
sandalwood paste and with flowers. | also enjoyed
watching farmers working in the fields. They were working
hard. They didn't have any machines to help them and
they didn't even have any shoes. [n the evening, it was
nice to watch the cattle come back home from the grazing
fields. When the sun set, the darkness spread, the stars
were bright in the sky and the mosquitoes were out. So
we had to sleep under the mosquito net. It was very dark
at night. | had to use a flash light to move around.
Sometimes | walked into a cat or a mouse. | could hear
cats, dogs and even bats.

Everything was different in the village, but |
enjoyed it very much. |feltthat | belonged to the village. |
not only belonged to my family but also to the whole village.
| am the son of my parents but a brother or a nephew or a
grandson or even a Mamuto others. Instead of calling it
my father’s viliage, now | say it's MY VILLAGE!

Sornan Panigrahi is 8 yrs old, lives in Toronto with his parents, Gagan and Sabita Panigrahi.
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| Wish | Had A Dog
BIPLAB DAS

Has anybody imagined life without a doggy? Well I've something to share with you, first why | can't have a dog. |
believe (may be I'm wrong) my mother and father are allergic to dogs, because recently | heard both of them sneezing
at a pet store, second why | want a dog.  am the only child between my mother and father. So | feel lonely, dogs are
very playful companicns. So a dog will keep me company in addition to my Gameboy, Nintendo and books. Finally when
I'm going to buy a dog. My parents want me to be responsible for the dog, so they gave me atest. (To prove 'm a good
pet owner). | had to take care of two fishes and they are doing well for six months but | had to let them go one day as
we had to visit my grand parents and cousins in India for a month last December. | passed the test, but | don't know
why my parents did not approve still. Oh! They're still treating me like a baby! While in India | discovered something. My
grand parents own a dog named TOM. Surprisingly TOM eats man’s food. | mean there is no special dog food for TOM.
He eats Bhatta, and Tarkari. Tom has been leaving with them for last 11 man-years. | asked my Aai you could name
your dog TOM, your peacock Monty and then why did you not name me Mike or Bob or something like that. This time
my grand parents are going to talk to my parents for me to have a dog. May be that's why they approved. | don't when

I'm will get to have a dog, but I'm still waiting patiently and until then | will keep wishing.

Biplab is in 3¢ Grade and goes to Bache-Martin School in Philadelphia, Pennsylvannia.

A Visit to Nandan Kanan
RUTUPARNA SARANGI

| once went to a zoo, Nandan Kanan,
There were many wild animals
And their king too.
All the animals were great,
But | liked the sleek striped tigers the best.
It was good that they were asleep
| was scared that they would bite.
When | saw that the zoo was filthy
| wanted an elephant ride.
The elephant didn't listen to the Mounth, his master,
Perhaps he guessed my pride.

Rutuparna Sarangi is 8 years old and is the daughter of Pitambar and Gitu Sarangi.
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MAHATMA’S PHILOSOPHY OF NON-VIOLENCE & INDIA’S INDEPENDENCE

SWATI MISHRA

ohandas Karamchand Gandhi (Gandhiji), who

was born on October 2, 1869 in Porbandar, India,

had an enormous influence on India’s
independence from Great Britain. He had great ambitions
to free India without fighting a single war or applying a
single violent action. He simply did not believe in violence.
So then how did he win India's independence from Great
Britain? Gandhiji was a very respected spiritual and political
leader, often called Mahatma meaning “great soul”. As he
got older he became more interested in social issues than
he was in politics. He believed strongly in democracy. He
also had strong thoughts about civil rights. Most
importantly, he thought that the way people act is more
important than what they achieve. His wife, Kasturba,
under the influence of Mahatma, also had strong thoughts
about non-violence and many of the same things that
Gandhiji also followed. To achieve independence from the
British, Gandhiji had two most important agendas: 1)
united Indians and teach them the power of non-violence;
2) fight with the British, not with conventional weapons,
but with the weapon of non-violence. Gandhiji would
sometimes say “Non-violence is a weapon for the brave.”
Indeed itis true. The weapon of non-violence is extremely
powerful to win over the minds of the people.

Gandhiji was the author of several newspapers such
as the Young India, Indian Opinion, and Harijan. He was
also the author of a booklet called Hind Swaraj or also
known as the Indian Home Rule which compared ancient
Indian civilization to modern-day civilization. Young India
was a weekly newspaper that Gandhiji wrote while he was
travelling. He was its founder in 1919, He would often
scold the public in the newspaper and teach them the right
things to do. He had a lot to tell about his fasting. He also
warned them about any dangers. The Indian Opinion was

a weekly newspaper founded in Durban by Gandhiji so he
could communicate with the Indians in South Africa. It was
printed in four languages: English, Hindi, Tamil, and
Gujarati. The articles taught Indians politics and other
everyday material that needed to be known. He wanted
Indians to understand how to have a better community
and how to be more welcoming towards non-Indians. The
Harijan had been founded by Gandhiji in 1933 and referred
to the untouchables. Upon writing this he set up a new
ashram, Harijans are known as the “Children of God.”
Through these activities and newspapers he taught the
Indians the power of non-violence, united them to take
leadership, taught them to determine their own destiny
and fight against British by non-violent means.

As Gandhiji began working for independence from
Britain, he started to give up Western ways because he
wanted to guide a life of sobriety and spirituality. By doing
this he brought all people to believe in one god and
preached Hindu ethics along with Christian, Muslim, and
many other ethics. He also set up a number of ashrams
open to anybody. There, he taught people good values to
go by and how to live a plain and simple life. He taught
truth, non-violence, and love. He would often say, "My life
is my message.” To destroy his efforts, British officers put
Gandhiji in jail. He thought it was honourable to be jailed
for a just cause. He then threatened to fast to death and
was released. Each time, the British would free him
because they thought that if he died in prison there would
be violence throughout India. Still, Gandhiji often fasted
and every Monday he would have what was called a “silent
Monday” on which he would be completely silent
throughout the whole day. When Gandhiji had his Great
Fast of 1924 {which was 21 days with nothing but water)
he shocked the nation into peace between the Hindus and
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the Muslims but it did not last that long and the riots broke
out again. Between 1922 and 1924 Gandhiji was put in
prison along with several others for criticizing the British
government and not obeying the rules. On March 12,1930
a civil disobedience campaign began against Great Britain.
Gandhiji was chosen by the All-India Trade Congress to
commence the demonstrations. The campaign caused
riots and put Gandhiji in prison but he still had demands
for social reform. He also strongly urged a boycott on
British goods. Again in 1942, he was put in jail by the
British for not cooperating with England during World War
[I. While he was jailed he was chosen head of the
campaign for India's independence. He was finally
released two years later as a major figure of post-war
negotiations.

The fact that Gandhiji was a major figure of post-war
negotiations led to India’s independence from Great
Britain. India was independent on August 15, 1947.
Gandhiji had freed India with the help of others as his
support. Then, when Gandhiji was in New Delhi around
the time that violence had erupted between the Hindus

and the Muslims who were having Partition riots, some
Hindus were determined to kill him because they were
very much angered by his relations with the Muslims. They
thought he was being too generous to Muslims. On
January 30,1948 a Hindu extremist fatally shot him three
times. Gandhiji had always tried to keep peace with
everyone and yet he was struck with violence that led to
death. He had once said “l am prepared to die but there
is no cause for which | am prepared to kill.” Many people
around the world, not just Indians, remember Gandhiji as
the “father of India”. He has set an example for many
human beings to follow. Gandhiji will truly be remembered
as a “Fighter Without a Sword.” His philosophy of non-
violence made many believe that violence is wrong - you
can achieve a lot more from non-violence and that to gain
something you must lose something. What is most
important is that he had won himself respect from all over
the world by sacrificing himself for others. The very
message “non-violence, is a weapon for the brave”
became a reality which mobilized the minds of the
aggressors leading to Indian independence over 50 years
ago. Jayhind!!

Swati Mishra is 12 years old and in 7th grade. She lives with her parents Munmaya & Bidu Mishra in Richmond,

Virginia.

BE THANKFUL

ABHISHEK MAHANTI

to Puttapurti to see Sai Baba. | was happy because it was a nice and sunny day.

I n 1995, my family and | went to India to visit our relatives. | was 7 years old at the time. On one of our trips, we went

While we were waiting to go see him, | saw a man selling custard apple. | asked my mom to get some so | could

eat it. It is my favorite fruit. She said yes. We sat down on a beat up old concrete bench. We devoured the sweet fruit,
peeling it so we could eat the tender flesh of the fruit. it was delicious. When we were finished with the fruit, my mom
was going to throw the leftovers away so that we cold see Sai Baba. We were going to throw the peels away on the road.
As we went toward the road, two little boys came and snatched the bag of peels right out of my mom’s hand! They ran
back to their shack that was made out of wooden poles and some cioth and devoured our leftovers.

| felt sorry for them. It made me feel thankful that everyday | can come home and know that | am safe and have
abed to sleep in. Some people justaren't as lucky as we are. We take the essential things, light, heat, and other things,
for granted. Even something as simple as a book which may be a dream come true for an unfortunate person. Next time
you turn on a fight, or go to sleep in your bed, remember your good luck and be thankful.

Abhishek Mahanti is a 5™ grader and lives with parents Surendra and Nibedita Mahanti in East Lansing, Michigan.
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A Day I'll Never Forget

AMRUT PATI

ow | know that spending time with my father

is a necessity. Even though he is not around

on the weekdays (because of his job) | try to
get the most out of our weekends. Sure, we have
our day when we argue and have “off days” but hey,
who doesn't? Anyway, | can remember the day |
learned this lesson as if it were yesterday, but | learnt
it the hard way.

One day (while | was attending the 6th grade)
I hopped off the bus to find that my mom was not
waiting for my arrival as usual. Instead, | found my
neighbor, Julie, waiting for me and holding my four-
year-old brother's hand. As | greeted her, | noticed
an upset and worried expression on her face.
However, | did not bother asking why as | was excited
in anticipation of playing in my neighbor’s home.

As we entered Julie's home, she gave me a
small snack and et me play on their Sony Playstation
with her son, Michael. Within a couple of hours |
heard a rumbling noise on the driveway. As | glanced
outside | noticed that my mother’s bright gold Honda
had pulled in. As she took my brother and me home,
she started to bawl and her eyes dripped tears like a
leaking faucet. Clueless about what was going on, i
asked her to tell me why she was crying. She told
me to take a seat with my brother on the sofa. | was
then informed that everyone was sad because of
my father’s sudden heart attack. This was not the
first time this had happened, but this incident had
also occurred five years ago to Dad. It was all deja
vu. | ran upstairs, locked my self up in my bedroom

and cried for hours. | had lost my appetite and barely
got any sleep that evening.

| skipped school the next day and visited my
father instead. When | walked into the room, the sight
was horrid; to see my dad again lying on a bed
sleeping with nose plugs shoved up his nostrils to
aid breathing. The nurses, too, had attached
intravenous tubes so that his body could consume
appropriate nutrients. We all sat there and prayed
to God. We wanted God to bless my father so that
he survived. After a while, my mom and brother could
not take the pain of looking at Dad any more and
walked out of the room in agony. I, on the other hand,
pulled up a chair and started talking to him. Though
he could not really hear me, | told him how home
was not the same, how it was dull without him. 1 talked
about how | would do anything to have him home,
working, driving around and spending quality time
with me like we used to.

He stayed in the hospital for exactly two
weeks, right through Christmas break. However the
surgery was successful. He came home strong and
happy, and for the first time | knew that my dad was
a lot more than just ordinary. My dad was, and is, a
fighter. He is strong, brave, and faithful to God.
However, this event taught me a valuable lesson:
anything can happen, anytime, anywhere. My
message to you: spend time with those you consider
close and the people you care most about. For you
never know what may befall you: anytime, anywhere.

Amyrut Pati is in the eighth grade and is the son of Mahesh and Nibedita Pati.
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My special trip to India

ANAND PADHI

hen | was 12 years old, my brother, and | went through
a thread ceremony called brataghara in India.

A brataghara symbolizes the coming of adulthood. The
concept is Jewish except that one has to dress up in traditional
Indlan clothing {dhoti and khurta) and sit near a fire while priests
are sitting next to you saying chants, shlokas, and mantras.
This goes on for a couple hours. After this, everyone: cousins,
relatives, friends, and invitees give you gifts. These gifts can
range from fifty rupees to handcrafted silver and gold coins.
The money is meant for you to use when you get older. After
the gifts were handed out, | was finally allowed to eat (you're
supposed to fast before your bralaghara).

Since | came 1o the U.S.A. at the age of seven, | don't
remember a lot about India. | was forlorn at those times because
t wished to be with the people who knew me the best and whom
1 knew the best, my friends, cousins, family members, relatives,
and especially, my grandparents.

On our way to India, stepping off the last step from the
plane, and onto the hot gravel, my feeling of yearning vanished
like footprints that were there before a tide. | was detached
from my physical desires, overwhelmed by just feeling good to
be home. The sultry weather had no effect on my body at all. In
fact, it actually felt good to feel the warm, humid wind caress
my body. 1was happy to be back in the country that t was born
in and grew up in.

At the time, | knew why we were going to India; | had a
brataghara to participate in. Even though I thought that it wasn't
such a big deal that | was going to India, | was happy to see all
my friends and relatives waiting at the gate on the tiny little
airport of my hometown. 1 felt happy knowing that the people of
Bhubaneswar weren't there just to help us with our luggage,
but were there to see us and to welcome us back.

We finally rested in my grandparents’ house after the
whirlwind activity and joy that my brother and | were the center
of. | was given more details about our brataghara. Everyene
sat down and talked about what the ceremony was about.
Suddenly, a feeling of pride, hope, and awe filled me at that
moment. It was a cacophony of senses that raged through me,
each one tearing me in a different direction. / was going to
become an adult. | was happy because | would receive many
responsibilities to go alang with my newfound sense of
adulthood. | was sad because | was leaving my childhood behind
me, soon to be long forgotten in work. | was nervous and afraid
because | wasn't sure if | was up to these responsibilities. Since
there were so many thoughts going through my head, at the
same time, anyone trying to converse with me at the point in
time would've found it entirely impossible.

After much anticipation and preparation, the big day
arrived. It was a bright, sunny, and beautiful day. | remember
that the first thought in my mind wasn't about trivial things that
comes to the mind of a kid when he wakes up. | was thinking
mare about what | could do to help, since | was going to be an
adult. 1 was full of questions, asking whether if | had to do
anything, who's going to be there, and what gifts | would receive
after the ceremony was over.

We arrived at the Panthanivas. The place was
elaborately decorated and traditional Indian music playing in
the background. We met with our friends and relatives, and
talked. Then we got dressed for the ceremony. | was excited,
but also a little bit nervous because | didn’t know if § would have
to do anything during the ceremony.

My brother and 1 were sitting down next to the fire; we
thought it was extremely hot and oppressive. The heat was
overwhelming us. After the first minute, | was already covered
with a fine sheen of sweat, and judging by my brother’s
restiessness, he was hot too. The priest sat next to us and
started chanting mantras and slokas, we didn't understand him
at all. | remember the confusion that was etched on my face as
I tried to decipher the strange language he was speaking in. |
heard a whisper from my side and locked towards it. It turned
out to be my mother who was trying to tell me not to worry; |
didm’t need to understand every word.  Still being a kid, |
understood quickly and gave up trying to understand and instead
looked around at who all were there that day. | yearned to get
up and talk to all my friends | saw there, if just to get away from
the heat! The only time | looked at the priest was when he
either poured ghee or threw something into the fire, and when
he leaned forward to put something on my forehead.

After the ceremony was over, | was relieved to be finally
cooling down, happy because | was an adult, and because |
had endured the extreme heat of the fire for such a long time. |
realized then that it was time for the presents and gifts, and a
childish part of me returned once again. Even though | barely
knew some of the people that gave me presents (there were
upwards of a hundred people), | was gleeful to be handed so
many rupees and gold rings. | was naturally disappointed when
my parents told me that | couldn't wear all my rings or use all
the money everyone had given me right then and there, but |
understood that they would be put to a greater later on,

Then, it was time to have lunch. It was magnificent!
There were so many types of food that | could barely decide
what to eat first. Since | was so hungry, there wasn't any doubt
as to what to eat: everything! Even though there were so many
types of foad, it took me little time to find my favorite amongst
them: purees, chicken pulau and salad. | ate so much that the
very thought of food made me sick.
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That night, as | lay in bed, | was content to think on a
full stomach. My mind went through a chain of thoughts like a
mavie-watcher going through popcorn. "What would | tell my
friends about my trip?” "How will they react?" “Will the
homesickness come back when | arrive?”

| was also very sad to be leaving my homeland yet
again, probably for a longer time. In addition, the homework
and the projects were piling up from school. | wiped away the
tears that had suddenly formed in the corners of my eyes with a
sudden fit of sadness. | was too old to cry like this! Adults don't
cry! Then | realized that it's all right to cry, | had my reasons.
One, | wouldn’t be seeing my relatives, cousins, and
grandparents for a couple years. Second, a lot of the friends |
had there were moving to other places. And finally, | didn't
know when | would see my grandparents again.

As we packed, | thought about the good things about
going back to U.S.A. It would be good just to go to school and
see my friends and teachers again. It would be even better if |
could play basketball. 1 realized that the good things almost
balanced the bad, and | consoled myself. [ realized that sulking
wasn't going to give me a ticket back to India. | decided to

smile more. It helped me out a lot, even thought the first time |
smiled after crying was when Alok told me a horrible joke.

A few days later, my family and | were on a plane
headed for U.S. On the plane, | stared out into the night sky
with the moonlight reflecting ever lightly off the top of the clouds.
“ So this is what being an adult feels like. ! had gone through so
many thoughts in such a short period of lime that | was tired.”
Once again depressing thoughts sought to lure me into their
murky depths, but there was a ray of hope that lured me to the
top again. | couldn't dwell on the past, | was only thirteen years
old, and I have a wonderful future ahead of me to logk forward
to. | shouldn't be feeling sad. | felt lucky that my parents took
time off from work and us from school, just so [ could participate
in a ceremony that not many people in the world get to
expetience, let alone participate in! | was proud that my parents
thought | was that important. | had gone through a brataghara,
appearing as a boy, leaving as a man.

Even though it was a long time ago, the memory of
my brataghara gets refreshed every time we go through our
photo albums or when we watch the video along with our
friends and family.

Anand Padhi lives in Ann Arbor, Michigan and is the son of Biswamitra and Chhabi Padhi,

Childhood Lost
ANANYA JENA

Santa Claus.
The Easter Bunny.
The Toothfairy.

Far-fetched fantasies | once believed.
My imagination stretched and soared into the
World of make believe.

Oblivious to the truth | was.

To me fiction was fact,

Then my wonderland was shattered,
Ruthless reality ripped my soul.

“There is no such thing as Santa Claus, The Easter Bunny,
The Toothfairy,” echoed time and time again
through my thoughts.

My fantasies were now tethered, torn, tossed and cast aside.
My whole life has been choked with lies.

Every thing that had some significance
meant nothing anymore.

My innccence, lost forever.

Reality rained on my parade.

Ananya Jena is a 9" grader, goes to school in North
Canton, Ohio and is the daughter of Bikram Jena.

The Green-Eyed Monster

RAJESH ACHARYA

There is a green-eyed monster amongst us
It's name is jealousy,
its evil, monstrous, muddy mouth
Tells us what to believe.
But should you listen to its advice?
Will you be pulled into its evil clutches,
Or will it be your friend?
That's for you to decide when you meet it,
It soon will head for you
it will transform into someone, something you will listen to
Then pick your brain like a woodpecker into a tree
When the monster reaches its climax
When you burst, it will disappear
And leave you to take care of the mess,
It will strike a lot of pecple you know
But you can help to show them
If the green-eyed monster is good or bad.
Its jeb is never done
But we must not become it.

Rajesh Acharya is in the eighth grade and lives in Knoxville,
TN. He is the son of Suresh and Rashmi Acharya.




Dreams

SUCHIT DASH

means “dreams”. That is exactly what Swapna was, a small girl with very big dreams. Her family was

extremely poor. Her father was a rickshaw driver. These rickshaw drivers took people between places
by placing them on a seat attached to a bicycle and then moved them along. Swapna's mother was a maid
and would clean and wash the houses of rich people in the village. They lived a very hard life.

Three years before, a lady named Mrs. Rath built a schoo! for the children of the poor. This school
was located near the slums of the village. The school was created so that the children of poor villagers could
be educated at least from 1% grade to 3 grade. Kids of this age usually aided their mothers or fathers or
began working for a small salary.

Swapna's goal was to become a teacher when she got older. She worked very hard on her studies
with all the resources that were available to her. Her parents could not afford lamps, so she would usually
study in the daytime. During exam times, she would have to study at night also. Her mother usually smug-
gled candles out of the homes of the rich people’s houses she worked for. She gave her daughter these
candles with the following advice:

“Swapna, take these candles. Let them show you the light that will give you a better future than

In a village far away in Orissa, there lived a small girl named Swapna. The word “Swapna” in Oriya

mine.”

Sometimes the candles would burn out and Swapna would lie awake at night, waiting for sunrise.
When the sun rose in the morning, Swapna quickly bathed, got ready and began to study again. Many
times, Swapna’s father would come back home around this time. He was usually drunk and he yelled so
loud that the neighbors would wake up.

Yet Swapna fought through all these difficutties. She had one goal in mind. She wanted o be a
teacher. She was doing very well in school. She was the best in the class in math, science, and even
English. One day her father came back after work and took Swapna away from her studies.

“Swapna, tomorrow is the last day of the school year isn’t it?”

“Yes father.”

Swapna’s father looked at her for a few seconds. Then he said, “Tomorrow’s the last day you'll be
going to school. Ever.”

Swapna was shocked. All these dreams, all those nights waiting for sunrise, would they be for
nothing? There must be something wrong. He was not drunk. Then what seemed to be the reason for this
interruption in her education?

“Father, | have to go to school. | want to be a teacher. | have to go to a new school next year where
all the fourth graders go.”

Swapna’s father became very angry.

“Don’t you care about us? You only want to do studying for yourself so that you can get a good job
and leave us all to die. What a wonderful daughter | have! Did they teach you to think fike that in 3 grade?
Then 4" grade will teach you even worse things.”

“But father...”

“No buts. | need that money more than you do.”

Swapna felt the tears begin to form in her eyes.

“For what father?”

“For my alcohol of course. You know | can't live without it.”

Swapna was saddened very much. Her education, her entire life was going to be wasted in ex-
change for a couple bottles of alcohol.

“Father, | never ask for anything from you or mother. All the other kids play and act naughty all day.
But | sit and study all the time. | do all my household chores also. This is the first time I'm asking you for
anything. Please let me go to 4" grade. Can't you let me have a decent life? Can't | fulfill my dream?”

“Who taught you all this stupid talk. Forget your dreams. We are poor and we will always be poor.
From tomorrow afternoon you will go to work and earn money.”
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Her father stormed out of the room and Swapna could hear him yell at her mother. Tears came down
her face and she could not stop them. Her mother came in, but Swapna wasn’t going to listen to anyone.
Then she remembered. Mrs. Rath, the lady who lived on the other side of the village, had started this school.
She could convince her father that Swapna needed to go to school and not to someone’s house to work.

Swapna ran to Mrs. Rath and told her the whole story. When they returned, her father was getting
ready to go out for the evening after his dinner. He was probably going to drink. Mrs. Rath and Swapna went
up to him. Swapna’s father looked at her with his red eyes.

“What do you want, lady?”

“ 1 want you to allow Swapna to go to school and get a education.”

“That's easy for the rich people to say. They have the money. We do all the work.”

“Its not about the money, sir. | promise you, | will pay for half if you promise to pay for half. It's the
best | can do.” Mrs. Rath was pretty much begging him now.

“Don't waste your time lady. Swapna is going to work like every other daughter of rickshaw drivers in
this village.”

“ Don't you want your daughter to be successful later in life?” Mrs. Rath asked him.

“This is my family, lady. | decide what is to happen and what is not. All | know is that | need to drink.
If I can’t drink, then it's not worth it.” Swapna’s father shouted these words and ran out of the house. Mrs.
Rath had tears in her eyes.

“I'm sorry Swapna. | tried to do whatever | could. | guess it didn’t work.”

She left. Swapna lay on her bed thinking about how boring her life was going to be once school was
over tomorrow afternoon. No more school friends, no more books, no more after school activities. She lay
awake all night and realized that it was sunrise and school was only two hours away. | better finish reading
my textbooks, she thought. That's all the learning I'm going to get for a long time.

Swapna got ready and went to school. She listened to every word the teacher said and made sure
during recess that she remembered the lessons perfectly. Mrs. Rath came at the end of school and gave
each kid a cookie as a treat for being such good students for the year. When it was Swapna’s turn, she went
to receive her cookie and did not even look at Mrs. Rath. She was too embarrassed.

As she got her cookie and turned around, she felt a hand placed on her shoulder. It was her father.
He looked at her face and wiped the tears out of her eyes. He went up to Mrs. Rath.

“Mrs. Rath, I'm sorry about last night. | don’t know how | said such mean things to you. | couldn’t
drink last night because | felt so guilty for what | was doing. | never had the choice of going to 4" grade.
Nobody like you ever came to my dad and told him to put me in the next grade. Maybe that's why | don’t think
school matters. Maybe if | went to school | could have been rich and away from alcohol. So I've decided that
Swapna will be a teacher, not a maid when she gets older. And she will go to 4™ grade next year. In fact,
here’s the money | had planned to spend on alcohol last night. Please take it and use it for her education. Il
try to get more for her by saving up and not drinking.”

Swapna couldn’t believe it. He was actually letting her go to school. Mrs. Rath went to Swapna and
. gave her a big hug. Swapna then ran to her father and gave him a big hug.

“Father, this is the best day of my life. Nothing could have made it better.”

“Wait Swapna, there is one more thing | need to ask of you before | let you go to schoal. But it's kind
of embarrassing.”

Swapna smiled.

“What is it father?”

“Well...could you please come home after school each day and teach me all the things they taught you in
school that day. Maybe it could help me get a better job.”

“Of course | can father. Of course | can.”

Swapna, a 3" grader, and her father, a rickshaw driver walked home that day.

Many years later, they walked along the same road together, as professor of English at a university and as
manager of a shop.

Stichit Dash is 14 years old; he lives in San Jose, CA with parents Jnana and Swetapadma Dash. This story is the
prize-winning story in the children’s short story contest. Congratulations, Suchit!
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ADVENTURES OF WINSTON WORM

ANANYA MISHRA

Winston Worm is looking for adventure. He has his hat. He has his rope. He is heading into the jungle. What will Winston
find? Oh-oh! Better look behind you, Winston!

Winston heard “Cheep, Cheep”. |t was a bird. It was a toucan eating berries. Winston got his rope and roped the toucan. But
he untied it because he thought he might need the rope again. Then he went on.

After an hour Winston lay down. Five minutes later he heard footsteps. It was a fisherman who needed bait. He caught
Winston. Uh-ch! “But | can escape”, thought Winston. When the fisherman opened his hand Winston slithered out and
crawled away.

Then Winston found a kaleidoscope. He saw some interesting designs. “I'll keep it in my hat’, said Winston. He went on. He
suddenly got stuck inside a banana peel. He shouted “Help! Help!”. A bear came by and heard his screams. He bent down
and opened the banana peel. Winston was free! He climbed up a tree. In thirty seconds he was asleep.

Next morning Winston found two sticks and a rock. “I'll use it as a slingshot”, he said. Just then a big, fat elephant came by.
“I'm going to squish you if you don't get out of my way”, it bellowed. Winston got his slingshot and shot it! It hit the elephant
and broke his leg. “It hurts!” the elephant said. He called his mom. She helped him walk home.

After all these adventures Winston was tired and hungry, He missed Ma and Pa. So he went home.

Ananya, daughter of Snigdha and Srikanta Mishra, attends the 1¥' Grade Talented and Gifted (TAG} program at Pond
Springs Elementary in Austin, TX. She loves to read and write, and is also taking Hindustani Classical Music and
Bharatanatyam lessons.
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When it Rains
Bagmi Das

It might be a very wet day
not a day to play
but a day to stay indoors
doing extra lessons and
sweeping alt of the floors

sometime it may be fun
but without the sun
the day is really not done

because you can't run around
until it's dark
and you can't play in sand
with friends in the park
inside the house it feels like
wrapped around with chains
that’s what happens when it rains.

Bagmi Das is a sixth grader gifted talented student at Patuxent Valley Middie School, Columbia, Maryland. She is
learning Odissi and is the daughter of Naresh and Bigyani Das.
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ORIYA “ PARBA PARBANI "

PALLAVI PATNAIK

Canada and in India. But the festivals of Orissa are quite

different and unique in nature. There is a saying in Criya
* Bara Maasare Tera Parba ", The special Parbas or festivals
we celebrate at home are Raja, Kumar Purnima, Prathamastami,
Ganesh pooja and Saraswati pooja just to name a few.

There are different kinds of festivals we celebrate here in

My favoriles are Raja, Kumar Purnima and
Prathamasthami. We celebrate Raja in the monih of June for
three days. Usually it starts on 13" of June every year and the
first day is called “Saja Baaja”. One thing | have observed that
all the Oriya parba parbani are celebrated on different dates
every year but somehow the Raja falls on either 13" or 14" of
June every year, do you know why?

We celebrate all three days of Raja by geling up ready
early in the morning, taking a shower and putting new clothes.
We eat "Podo Pitha" in the morning and go to school. We get
to wear our "Chudi” and "Paunji”. Mommy puls "Alta" and
“Mahendi” and we also eat a lot of "Meetha Paana”. Mommy
and Papa take us to the park to play on the swings. It is
unfortunate that we can not put a Raja Doli in our backyard.
Mommy says that in Raja, we are not supposed to walk on the
ground {the mother earth) with bare feet. The last day of this
celebration means “Basumati Gadhua”. Basumati means
“mother earth”, and Gadhua means, "to take a bath”. The best
part of Raja for me is new clothes, Podo Pitha and Paan khiya,
We make sure that Dad gets some fresh Paan from Toronto.

The other festival we celebrate is “Kumar Purnima’. It
teaches me to respect the nature. We get up early in the
morning, take a shower and put on new clothes. We have to
offer pooja to the “Sun” just before sunrise. We do pooja at the
“Tulsi plant” we have at home. We offer five kinds of fruits along
with,"Jahni kasi" and” Kakudi kasi ". Jahni kasi is like baby

zucchini and kakudi kasi is baby cucumber, We offer pooja to
sun and since the schoot is open we go the school looking
forward to the evening. In the evening, we offer pooja to the
young moon. Mommy says, “if you do pooja to the old moon
you get an old husband”. | don’t think so. Do you? We enjoy
making the “Chanda Chakata”. We mix coconut, cucumber,
banana, chhena and sugar and make into the shape of a full
moon and put them on pumpkin leaves (Mommy makes sure
that we save some pumpkin leaves from our vegetable garden
and keep them in the refrigerator). After the pooja is over, we
eat the Chanda chakata in hiding. We don’t see each other
while eating our chanda chakata. | wonder why? Then we go
looking for the big yellow moon. We sing few lines from "Kumar
Punei Janha Go.."

Ancther festival is Prathamastami the preparation for
which starts quite earlier. Mommy plants the raw haldi (Turmeric)
in our garden. When leavaes come out and is of certain size,
mommy puts them in the ziplock bag in the freezer. He collects
as many as possible. The day of Prathamastami symbolizes a
big celebration for the eldest child of the family. But at our home
all three sisters participate in this celebration equally. After
getting cleaned up and dressed with new clothes, mommy does
“Bandapana” by putting chandan on our forehead. We enjoy
the “Enduri Pitha” that mommy makes.

In all of this "Parba Parbani” celebration, whatever the theme
may be the two things we like the most are new clothes and a
variety of good foods. Mommy says, it is a matter of time when
we ‘will fruly appreciate and learn the values of our “Parba
Parbani”. We are very happy and thankful {o our parents, who
go through all the trouble to teach us our culture, practices and
language. As mommy always says, “you can't change who you
are, so be proud of who you are.”

Pallavi Patnaik is 9 years old and is a grade 4 student in Ottawa, Canada. She is the daughter of Prakash and Pushpa

(Ellie) Patnaik,

Letter to a Child : The Story of Kharavela

SRIKANTA MISHRA

any centuries ago, Orissa was called Kalinga.

The people of Kalinga were fiercely independent.

They fought many wars to prevent neighboring kings
from conquering their land. For a while, Kalinga lost its
independence to Magadha, which was a powerful kingdom in
North india. Butthen came Kharavela, the mightiestking Kalinga
had ever had. He ruled Kalinga during the middle of the 2™
century B.C - almost 2100 years ago! Kharavela also built the
Khandagiri and Udayagiri caves near Bhubaneswar. Let me
tell you a few other things about Kharavela, and what was
happening In Kalinga during this period.

Kalinga had regained its independence from Magadha
under Kharavela's father. However, it was still fairly weak.
Several kings from Southern and Western India continued to
attack Kalinga and harass its people. The capital city, Kalinga-
nagari (near modern-day Bhubaneswar), had almost been
destroyed by a major storm. In addition to this, the King of
Magadha had stolen the sacred idol of "Kalinga Jina”, which
belonged to the people of Kalinga. All these were challenges
Kharavela faced when he hecame king. His first concentrated
on rebuilding his capital city. While this was being done,
Kharavela started building up his army to tackle the neighboring
kings. He then went to war with the kings of the Satavahanas,
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the Musikas, the Rathikas and the Bhojakas, who were
constantly atlacking Kalinga, and defeated them. Kharavela's
empire extended from River Krishna in the south to River Ganga
inthe north, and from the Bay of Bengal in the east to the central
parts of modern-day Maharashtra in the west, Finally, the people
of Kalinga could enjoy a long period of peace and prosperity.

In the eighth year of his reign Kharavela went to war
with Magadha. He captured two major cities, and held siege
the capital city, Pataliputra {modern-day Patna). It was then
that Kharavela heard about the Greek invader, Demetrius, who
was coming to attack Magadha. Kharavelawasin abig dilemma,
Should he join forces with Demetrius to defeat Magadha and
take revenge for what Magadha had done to Kalinga? Or should
he deal with Magadha later, and first drive the invader Demetrius
out of India? Kharavela decided to put the interests of India
ahead of Kalinga's interests. He led his army to Mathura to
intercept Demetrius. Hearing about Kharavela's change of plan,
and his reputation as a powerful warrior, the Greek king chose
to withdraw. India had been saved from yet another foreign
invasion. Kharavela then returned to Kalinga. Several years
later, he finally defeated the king of Magadha and brought back
the sacred "Kalinga Jina” idol.

After his big victory over Magadha, Kharavela realized
that there were no more wars to fight. Peace had returned to
Kalinga. He turned his mind to religious activities. Most of the
people in Kalinga were followers of Jainism, a religion similar to
Hinduism and Buddhism. However, there was no central place
for Jaina monks to gather and perform their religious acts. So
Kharavela decided to build a meeting and resting place for the
monks. Carved into solid stone more than two thousand years
ago, these caves are still here today. They are the Khandagiri
and Udayagiri caves that we can visit a few miles away from
Bhubaneswar, Kharavela’s life history is also carved into a rock
edict just outside "Hati-gumpha” (elephant cave) in Udayagiri,
it is written in Prakrit, an ancient form of Oriya. Not many people
can read it now, but that is how we came to know about
Kharavela.

1 hope you enjoyed the story of Kharavela. Now for
some fun with history. Can you try locating Kharavela’s empire
on a map of modern-day India? How about finding the cities of
Kalinga-nagari, Patatiputra and Mathura? Also, can you figure
out how Demetrius might have traveled all the way from Greece
to India? That's all for the time being. | look forward to sharing
with you other stories from the history of Orissal

Srikanta Mishra, Editor of the 1997 OSA Souvenir, lives in Austin, Texas.

Lessons From “Panchatantra”

KIRON SENAPATI

here is a lot of wisdom left behind by older

generations in India in the form of folk tales. One

compilation of such stories, called “Panchatantra”,
is famous for its lessons and knowledge. This book has
lots of stories that | heard as a child and | believe that they
have helped me inlife. | have compiled the following story
from memory and | hope you enjoy it as | did. The
teachings from this story are applicable to our lives today,
no matter where we live.

The Faithful Mongoose:

Once upon a time there was a lady named Sita who lived
in a distant village in India with her year-old baby son Rahul.
Sita had a mongoose as a pet. A mongoose is a small
beaver-like animal found in India that kills snakes. People
in India will keep a mongoose as a pet to protect
themselves from poisonous snakes like cobras. One day

Sita left her pet mongoose with Rahul while she went out
to the garden. A few minutes later when she returned,
she saw the mongoose with blocd on its mouth. She
panicked and presumed that the mongoose had killed her
baby. She immediately hit the little mongoose on its head
with a broomstick and the mongeoose died on the spot,
On entering the house she saw her baby playing happily,
and next to the baby was a dead cobra with its head
chewed up. The mongoose had actually saved the baby
from the snake, but it was too late to save the mongoose.
Sita cried sadly and felt sorry that she had killed her foyal
mongoose in such haste and without bothering to know
the full facts.

The moral of the story is: “Never act in haste without
knowing the truth.”

Kiron Senapati lives in Tampa, Florida, with his wife Sukanya and daughter Gitanjali.
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Sri Nadiabehari Mohanty is a noted children’s writer, is famously known as ‘Badabhai’ in Shishusansar of Alf India
Radio, Cuttack, and is the founder of ‘Dhrubatara’, an institution for children's literature in Orissa.
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‘GHARE BAHARFE’

PRIYANKA PATNAIK

hen you step inside our home it gives you the
feeling of a home in Orissa. Coming back from
school after a long day, with a busload of kids
here, it's kind of a shock. The door apens and you step
into a whote different worid! The first thing, the aroma of

Oriya food fills the house, and in an instance | am trapped
into another world.

Like always mommy is asking, “ What did you do at
school today?” and most likely the response is a casual *
Nothing!” From that moment on, { have to turn my dial
from English to Oriya. It’s not that mommy won’t
understand English, but that's how we are brought up! All
of a sudden, | am in a completely different dimension!
Everything changes! We, my two younger sisters and me,
all start to talk to mommy at the same time. Every now
and then mommy reminds us “ Talk in Oriyal” It's as if
we're not Indo — Canadian Oriya, we are just Oriyas in a
typical Oriya family. | still have friends, | still go to a normal
school, but this is home.

How | deal with it? Well, there are different ways.
But what helped me the most was to know the symbolism
of Hinduism: the symbol of Ganesh, He always sits with
one leg tucked in. We hear, see and observe all that is out
in our world. But what we believe in is the "value”. The
value is ours, tucked inside our heart and mind and that
rulest There is no force or friends that can tempt me to do
things that we as a family believe in not doing.

I have just entered the so-called ' Teenage’ era. |
see a lot of things that my peers do or don't do. But, as an
Oriya we have our values, our very different language,
and last but not the least is FOOD! Even our festivities

are unigue: Raja, Kumar Purnima, Prathama Asthami,
Ganesh Puja, Saraswati Puja and many more. The
“Habisha Daali” of Kartika is so yummy. We have so much
to celebrate and we have celebrations almost every month.
Savitri Amavasya is coming up and we are very much
looking forward to that day. Oops! We kids don’t observe
that day yet, but we do know the significance.

We speak Qriya at home, write to Aai, Aja and
Bou (Jeje Maa) and also read smali stories in Oriya. We
love eating Podo Pitha, Chakuli Pitha, Aarisha, Kakara,
Manda, Karanji and Enduri Pitha. Just think who has so
many varieties of Pithas! And how can you ignore the
temptation of eating Pakhala with Sukhua and Aalco Bhajal

All this makes me what | am today. | am proud of
myself because | have the ability to read, write and speak
Oriya. But to my disbelief, there are a lot of young oriyas
out there that are not encouraged to keep their oriya
heritage. We are fortunate that in Canada, we live in a
multicuitural and multi racial society with ample of
opportunities to keep our heritage alive.

About “Bahare” (outside), it is a completely
different world. | hear from my own friends that their parents
are getting separated, other kids having problems with
drugs, depression, dropping out of school and getting
bored with life. There is peer pressure of doing things such
as going to movies alone, hanging out in the mall in-groups
and sneaking out on parents, Sometimes | wonder, if each
of us go back to our own heritage, it may offer us an
alternate way thinking and solutions to ail our problems!
May be !!

Priyanka is 13 years old and is in grade 7. She lives in Ottawa with her parents Pushpa (Ellie) and Prakash Patnaik,

and younger sisters, Pallavi and Purbasha.
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My Oriya Roots - A Personal Diary

BIJOY MISRA

always natural for people to ask us about our roots. In

Indian tradition, the concept of roots and genealogy is
not given the level of importance as it is given in the western
society. By culture, the Indian society believes that life is
eternal and hence any chance association at any time is
only a small episode in the large panorama of eternity.
However, on a more earthly point of view, one perceives
small worlds and feels that he/she is part of a small group
of people who follow particular traditions or speak a
particular language. The latter is the story of Orissaand |
attempt to summarize my personal observations about
my roots in this essay.

| n a society of many cultures and many ethnicities, it's

Odra, Kalinga, Utkala, Oriya language, Orissa

My native area is now called Orissa and has been
previously called Odra, Kalinga and Utkala in the past.
The original name QOdra was hecause of the vast areas of
Java flowers that grew in the land. People who lived in
the land were called Odras and were skilled archers. They
were agriculturists and they participated in various wars.
Gradually the southern part of the area came to be known
as Kalinga, since people there developed various art forms.
The Kalingans were sailors and highly independent. They
were known to have blocked the ambitious plan of Emperor
Ashoka in 3rd century BC. With their valor and strength,
they developed a strong nation and created an independent
and artful culture. The temple building commenced in
Bhubaneswara in about 6th century AD and my ancestral
family was invited from Kanauj to come to Orissa for the
establishment of great Sakti temple of Biraja around 800
AD. Gradually it became the congregating ground for
many cther people and by about 1000 AD, the area had
gained strong eminence as a center of knowledge,
research, poetry, religion and construction. Literature of
the time cites it with a geographical name of Utkala.

1000 AD also happens to be a milestone for the
development of various tanguages and scripts around the
world. Along with many other Indian and Europeran
languages, this time also saw the development of the Odia
language. Odia was probably the name the locals called
themselves. The name has stuck and has been anglicized
to Oriya when the British ruled the area in the nineteenth
century. Oriya language is recognized as an independent
Indo-European language with its specific structure and
script. While the word structure borrows heavily from
Sanskrit, the composition and grammar is more colloquial.

There is a good mix of words which are of local origin and
seem to suggest themselves in Burma and Indonesia. The
latter corroborates the continued trade between these far
away lands and the Kalingans. Assamese, Oriya and
Bengali seem to be a triad of languages that probably had
paralle! development from linguistic point of view. Oriya
script however differs strongly from the Assamese and
Bengali, and points to a southern influence. The script
uses rounded structures and were tuned to be written on
palm leaves, hence it is probably of older origin.

While the Oriya literature from 15th to 18th century
attained a high plateau, the strong conservatism in the
area was seen adversely by the Mughals and the British.
Because of its resistance to Mughal and British
expansions, the area was left unconnected and was taken
over by the Marathas for a hundred years. Eventually it
was annexed to British India in 1803 and was ruled by
remote administrative officials from Calcutta and Patna.
Rejuvenation of Oriya nationalism occurred in late
nineteenth century and eventually Orissa became an
independent entity on April 1, 1936. The current boundary
of the state was laid out in 1955 on the basis of Oriya
speaking people identified through an official census.
About twenty percent of the tracts remained outside the
boundaries and was a matter of bitter contention during
our young days in the 1950’s.

Oriya Literature

Because of its stability and wealth, the region of
Orissa has been a place of literary development for a long
time. Many of the early Buddhist and Jaina monks received
patronage and some major works were written on the land.
While the original vedic poetry developed in north India,
the late additions to the Atharva veda were developed in
QOrissa. The town of Puri and its environs have been a
seat of Sanskrit scholarship from the vedic times. From
the later achievements it would appear that there were
strong contributions in mathematics, astronomy and
engineering. The evidence has been circumstantial and
not much research in excavating and procuring new
information has been done. It's a duty for the future
generations.,

The Oriya script came to its fullness in 15th centry
AD and Sarala Dasa of coastat Jhankada has been known
to be the most prolific early writer in Oriya. He set the
tone of the language for its constructs and rhythm. Such
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constructs continue to be used until the present time.
Given his own statement that he never went to school,
one would imagine that the average conversational style
of the language must have been of high calibre at the
time. A period of devotional poetry for two hundred years
set the basis of the Oriya society and its values.
Jagannatha Dasa, Balarama Dasa and Achyutananda
Dasa have been great Vaishnava poets. Late seventeenth
century brought the melody and music to Oriya poetry that
we appreciate today. The pioneering efforts were by
Dinakrushna Dasa and Upendra Bhanja. These lyrics form
the basis of Odissi music and give it the stance as an
independent form of classical music. Upendra Bhanja
was a poet of words and metres and his voluminous
contributions are unparalleled in Indian literature. | enjoyed
reading these poets when | was young, but some of the
words were difficult. There is a whole mine of research
waiting to be done to create a full story of the development
of Oriya culture based on these writings.

In school, we were fond of the nineteenth century
writers: Fakirmohan Senapati, Radhanath Ray,
Madhusudan Rao and Gangadhar Meher. Fakirmohan
wrote nice prose with great humor, Radhanath was
powerful with his words, Madhusudan was simple and
Gangadhar was lyrical. We enjoyed reciting and singing
the poems. We would also read compositions of later
writers like Gopabandhu Dash, Madhusudan Das and
Nandakishore Bala. A new era poetry has been taking
over the Oriya literature in the twentieth century and the
beauty and rigor of the old poetry is almostlost. Iliked the
older rhythmic lyrical ornamental poetry and was also
fascinated by the power of the folk poetry. Through the
medium of musical drama, social issues could be depicted
and instruction could be conveyed. Graduallythese open
air theaters have been taken indoors and a whole line of
Qriya dramas have developed and become popular.

Oriya religion

As children, we would go every week with our
mothers to the local Chandi temple. We were told that
Chandi grants wishes that we pray for. We would light a
lamp, fold our hands and try to murmur a wish. | had
found alot of people would speak their wishes loudly. Then
some other people would speak a language that was not
very comprehensible. The situation was different when
we would visit the siva temple in our own neighborhood.
Here one could play longer, sit on the stone bull in front of
the temple. The priest gave us special leaves to eat and
they tasted herbal. Finally we would take trips to Puri to
visit the Sri Jagannatha temple and | would feel very happy
with the temple, the ambience and the sea. Food in the
Jagannatha temple was also delicious and one felt very
happy with the surroundings. Ratha Jatra would be a
special festival at Puri and there would be other festivals
that we would visit. At home we made special lamp

decorations for Diwali and had a lot of fun with various
pujas. Holi was always fun. The swings in summer came
nhext. The devipuja in autumn would give us new dresses
and bring a lot of neise and festivities to the streets.

To get reprieve from the natual weather events
and to get cured from deadly diseases, Orissa has a
tradition of resorting to the power of Sakli, Sakti bases
on the principle that the disasters are caused by the ifl-will
or anger of the natural forces and would get remitted if we
pray to Sakti with heart. It is believed that the eternal
mother Sati was divided into fifty-one parts and different
limbs fell over different parts in India. Orissa had the navel
and so rose the Saktitemple at Biraja. The whole process
of communication with Sakti and obtain results from such
communications is called tantra, and Orissa has always
been a center for tantric studies. Inits prime time of sixth
century AD, Bhubaneswar had 108 sakti temples each
associated with a bhairava. The principal Sivatemple at
Bhubaneswar was built around 800 AD and is a majestic
monument of art.  After the temple at Biraja, the temple
complex at Puri was built around around 1200 AD. The
massive sun temple at Konarka, was built in the next
hundred years and was the climax of the Orissa temples,

The modern Oriya religion is based on the theory
that Sri Jagannatha is a living power like the sakti and is
capable of helping the needy. People speak of astonishing
miracles and the temple of Puri is one of the principal
pilgrim centers of Hindu life. The deities are made out of
wood and it's unique that the platform houses two brothers
and their sister. The trinity has been interpreted in deep
metaphysical ways and new thecries evolve as more
insight is attained. The wooden deities are buried every
twelve years and new deities are installed reliving the faith
among the devotees regarding the renewal and
rejuvenation. The town of Puri had historic significance
for scholarship and had attracted the great sage Sankara
to visit in the 8th century AD. One of the four Sankara
monasteries is established in Puri and continues as a
guardian of Hindu beliefs and customs. The famous
religious devotee Sri Ramanuja brought vaishnava views
to Puri and Sri Chaitanya of Bengal made it his home.
Lately, the temple of Jagannatha is treated as a shrine of
Vishnu, though the rituals in the temple are tantric and
vedic. The deities are treated as human beings and all
arrangements are made for their daily living and comfort.
The food and various snacks are served sixteen times a
day and the quality of preparations is extremely detlicious.
The principal meals are cooked by steam and food is highly
flavorful. Nobody should miss a meal at the Temple if you
are at Puri.

Most villages in Orissa have a siva temple or a
devi (sakt) temple or a temple for Sri Jagannatha. Some
of the larger villages may have all three. It's usual for the
villages to visit the temple after a bath and offer flowers to




the deity. Most social celebrations are held in the Temple
and sometimes the Temple may have a school attached
to it. Difficult areas, deep waters, mountains, waterfalls -
all have an associated devi and people would tend to
pray before undertaking difficult journeys or tasks. | have
found that the faith of Oriya people in the principle of
supernatural is deep rooted and the invocation is done
with extreme sincerity. Beautiful prayers are recited and
a lot of devotional worship is exhibited in ordinary settings.
The strong undercurrent is that the human happiness is
subject to devi’s forgiveness and we must always seek to
be blessed. SriJagannatha is believed to be of assistance
to all devotees without any regard to class, race or location.
You should keep Sri Jagannatha in your heart, and that
brings the devotional empowerment.

Srimad Bhagavatam, written in eleventh century
AD, is one of the pre-eminent Hindu religious scriptures.
Beautiful rendering of it was done in Oriya by Jagannatha
Dasa in early sixteenth century. Oriya Bhagavata is very
popular in the villages and the recitation of it has both
cultural and religious identity. True happiness is internal
and is aroused by devotion becomes the principal
messsage of Srmad Bhagavatam. It champions the life
of Sri Krishna and teaches the power of consciousness.
Life is infinitely richer and brilliantly alert when it’s
conscious. Hence the goal of life is to arouse our
consciousness of the life force in the universe and draw
from it. It's believed that there is an infinite source and
every one has aright to his or her share. The development
of literature has also brought Ramayana to the socio-
religious tradition and | remember spending nights every
year to see Ramalila. The episode of Hanuman
discovering Sita in a far away land is most memorable to
me and | always feel that | would be equally lucky in
discovering my lost friends. | learn from Ramayana that
my efforts are not as sincere as Hanuman'’s and if they
were, | do discover what | seek.

For children at school, the Ganesha and Saraswati
pujas were very popular. We would get up very early on
the puja days and go out to pluck flowers. Then massive
amounts of flowers would be strung to make garlands and
special foods would be prepared to be offered in the puja.
We all put on new clothes and prayed in the puja. After
finishing puja at home and with some food we would go to
schools where we would participate in literary and musical
programs. A puja would be done on a well decorated
platform and a fine lunch would be served to all. We looked
forward to puja every year and it was a tradition to launch
apoem or an artwork as an offering in the puja. The older
children always acted as “elders” to the younger children
at the puja and all learned minor management skills
through the process. In my years in high school, we would
take the deity in a procession around the town and it was
very enjoyable.

Oriya music and dance

From the traditional Oriya literature, it would
appear that Oriyas were very musical. A cursory view on
the present day society does not give that impression.
However, the use of drums and percussion instruments is
very popular. The Oriya beats are different than the
classical northern or southern Indian beats and are driven
by the dance steps that the music usually accompanies.
The dance forms are most likely older than the musical
tradition and are tantric in origin.

The late research has suggested that the Jaina
caves in Bhubaneswara had a dance amphitheater
associated with them. Given the use of these caves in
2nd century BC, the use of dance forms in Orissa life
seems to be as old. The sixth century temples in
Bhubaneswara do have dance forms carved on the temple
walls and the carvings on other temples and finally on
Konarka temple, makes one wonder about the deep
association of dance in religious and social life. Apparently
dancers were recruited for the temples and it was a
ritualistic honor to perform in front of the deity. This tradition
of dancers, called devadasi, was prevalent in most temples
of India in medieval times. Outside the temple, the dance
performance was done by specially trained male danceers
called gotipua. Odissi dance is fluid, fast and driven by
potent mime. Various religious traditions have influenced
its growth. However only a few committed dancers and
dance teachers have been instrumental in reviving the
Odissi dance after India’s independence. | have seen
some of these dance teachers from close quarters and
was always impressed by their utter humility and deep
passion for dance. '

A percussion instrument that keeps the beat in
the dance is called mardala, which is a two-sided drum of
equal tension. The instrument is also known as pakhaway.
This instrument has the ability to create fractional beats
and such division has been a characteristic of Odissi
music. Traditionally the vocalist would follow the dancer
in creating the music and the instrumental musicians would
assist the vocalist. While in earlier times of temple rituals,
the music was only played in accompaniment to the dance,
presently Odissi music is developing as a tradition of its
own. The music is sweet and the melody is ornamental
in vocal sounds. It takes considerable years of meticulous
discipline and training to be a Odissi vocalist. In similar
manner, long years of dedication and strong passion for
expression becomes necessary to make an Odissi dancer.
The exponents are not many, but the number is gradually
building. There is no standard text on the subject and
hence all training is received from the teachers.
Considerable research is necessary to bring out illustrated
texts on the subject.




Besides the traditional classical temple dance,
Orissa is known for a variety of folk dances that is fun to
waich and easy to participate. In tribal areas in west,
simple beats of joyful dance is common. An old tradition
of martial dance called chhau is popular over the northern
region. However, the more folk style singing of kirtan is
seen in all parts of the land. A literary style of interpretation
of classical poetry is called pala, and is fun to watch. Subtle
improvisation of humor in these presentations make the
performance enjoyable and entertaining. I personally liked
and organized a form of musical theater which is performed
on mythological themes. Strong values of bravery,
kindness, friendship and love can be shown through the
musical metres and the organization of a whole party of it
was a thrill. The club named Sanskruti Vihara continues
to organize these Oriya traditions and one feels proud for
the many volunteers who come to participate. In general,
one believes that Oriya people like musical culture strongly
and would support crganized effort to sustain traditions.
Efforts to sustain various forms of folk music and dance
are a necessary part of the survival of the culture.

Oriya Art

In late November and December, our homes were
beautifully decorated with white flowers and motifs painted
on the floor. The fresh paint, made out of rice flour and
water, had a sparkling beauty. Traditionally this was done
at night after all had slept, such that the paint can dry
without being trampled. These glorious improvised
designs are only samples of rich cultivation of art that the
Oriyas have developed over the thousands of years.
Vegetable dyes and creation of farge canvases of art have
been the most important contributions from Orissa besides
the huge stone temples. Flour mixed dyes decorate
temples, houses, deities, faces and many objects of use.
The motifs are traditional and befit the particular occasion.
Invillages it would appear like a new dress up every month.

Use of vegetable dyes in creating special cotton
and silk stains has been a traditional patented endeavor.
Unlike gold and silver emboidered clothes, the Oriya
weavers use colored fabric to design gorgeous patterns.
These individually woven clothes have been a treasure
for generations. More intricate designs are done through
metal fibres in gold or silver. An Oriya bride is spectacutarly
dressed up with these designed jeweiry matching the
patterns in her dress. The dress for the bridegroom is
more simple and less colorful. Nevertheless, the designs
of the stage and use of color in decorations make an Oriya
wedding an eye-catching event. Many of the household
utensils are etched with the traditional motifs and bring
forth the general sense of art in life.

A special set of playing cards are created in
western Orissa, which are individually created from lacquer
and color dyes. Taking cues from mythology, these cards

are unigue in their miniaturization, lines and curves. Similar
miniaturization and excellent caligraphy is done of palm
leaves to write manuscripts or make works of art. As we
have seen before, various artistic designs converge in the
large event of Ratha Jatra where the art and color play as
much role as the religious sentiment. Objects of art in
wood, ivory and horn are prominently made and displayed
in these festive occasions.

Fine filigree work of silver has been the tradition
of Cuttack, the place where I grew up. Fine fibres wouid
be obtained from silver blocks by drawing them through
small orifices. The artisans would make a charcoal stove
and would use heat in creating loops and designs. The
whole process of creating jewelry always locoked magical,
The art and the profession are passed on from father to
son and specific designs become trade marks of families.
These works are much appreciated in far away countries,
but have not seen as much market that they deserve.

Oriya Food

If there is a single cultural attribute that would set
apart the Oriya culture from other cultures in India and the
world is its food. The variety of food is tremendous and is
served plenty. Through a traditional belief, Sri Jagannatha
is considered the king of Orissa and being the symbol of
God, the offerings to Sri Jagannatha have to be the best
in the world. The tradition of the Temple distills out to the
Oriya homes, and the making and distribution of savory
dishes have been the unique culture in Oriya households.

With grains, lentils, oil seeds and vegetables, the
tradition goes to create specific dishes for differant
seasons. Pancakes of rice, gram-seed and pea-seed flour
are popular year around. The aroma of the freshly
harvested food is always different, and if done in season,
the taste is blissful. Coconut and spices are used in
vegetables and various mixes are tried. Vegetables are
mostly boiled and well mixed with special recipes for
creating a mix. The coastal people eat a lot of fish and
boiled fish soup is popular. Sometime they eat goat meat,
but beef eating is despised. Rice is the staple diet and
various preparations of rice are made. Freshly cooked
rice, cooled with water and served with tasty vegetables
is extremely popular during the summer season. On
special festival days, the intricacy of food preparation
increases one hundred percent with various fillings,
seasonings, layerings and mixings. The chutneys and
pickles can make the food extremely appetizing.

Mangoes in summer season occasionally can
replace meals. Mangoes are delicious and plentiful.
Bananas are the other popular fruit. But it is the cooked
sweets made out of cheese, lentils or oil seeds make
Orissa a heaven for the sweet tooth. The large syrupy
cheeseballs are indeed out of this world and can be a
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meal in itself. The baked moist cheesecakes with nuts
made on special occasions are a treat for the young and
old. Sweets out of rice and other lentils with added nuts
and spices are made on special occasions. Fried cakes
and rice pudding are offered in devi temples and are
consumed by people as a blessing. The weddings and
special occasion festivities make a spectacle of Oriya
hospitality and we had a lot of fun in eagerly consuming
delicious foods on these occasions. The soft cheescake
served with milk at the northern temple of Gopinath must
be relished to appreciate. The coconut balls and jaggery
puffed rice were my personal favorites in Bhubaneswar.
My friends from school and | would have cheeseball parties
when we won trophies or had special occassion to
celebrate. Food is fun!

Oriya Society and the Next Century

Oriyas are a sensitive, straight forward, fun loving
and artistic people. A coherence of religious faith and
independent tradesmanship has bound the nation for
hundreds of years. Lately one finds erosion in its cherished
values and lack of pride among its people to maintain the
cherished institutions. We must do our best to stem the
erosion.

Learned scholars say that the “nine year famine”
of 1870’s was the turning point in Orissa history. The
massive deaths and lack of food for all made people
insecure and the current situation is only a reflection of
the post-famine psychology and not the grandeur of the
heydays of Kalingan empire. However the late Orissa of
1990’s sees a neglect of the Oriya language and that could
be hurtful to the culture. A language is the backbone of a
people’s culture and it must be preserved and its literature
enhanced. For job and economic reasons, bright young
men get proficiency in science and engineering, but neglect
to carry enough ability to read and understand the basis
of their heritage. Such lack of understanding is unhelpful
to their personal idenity when such is challenged. It is
needless to say that we think best when we think in our
own language.

Orissa of the yore was known for massive
engineering projects and the brains that went into produce
them are similar to ours. We lack organization now to
undertake large engineering projects and we must do our
best to get organized. The part of Oriya disorganization
has been the criticisms of work projects rather than
creation of new projects. Our trust in our own ability has
gone down and we have to push it high. We are the
progenies of great forerunners and we have to take
courage from all the diligence and foundations that have
been created for us. No big construction gets completed
in one’s own life time. So we must make all efforts to
contribute to the construction rather than be cynical about
the lack of quick results.

The next century would wait for a new Orissa with
its new young men as torch bearers. The young would be
learned, industrious and vigilant to safeguard the treasures
of Oriya heritage and help create a society that would boast
of the fundamental values of independence and artistic
form in Oriya life. Our cultural traditions of music and
dance are just beginning to unfold and we would need
huge efforts to delineate and authenticate the traditions.
We have to unearth a large number of manuscripts and
create a historical account of the development of Orissa
culture.

The current Orissa is not self-sufficient in its
economy and in its goods and services. The new
generation has to take steps to exploit the mineral wealth
of the area and create power and energy, thus making a
better life of its people. Textile, filigree, stone and metal
handicrafts have to be encouraged and sold in new
markets. Oriyas abroad have a strong role in
accomplishing this. Other avenues of income productions
through forest goods, fisheries and technical
manufacturing have to attempted. The Oriya
entrepreneural attitude has to be revived.

The financial success without the culture and
heritage is hollow and the two must go hand in hand.
Massive amounts of Oriya books have to be distributed to
libraries and youth organizations, and the Oriya language
has to be restored to its pristine glory. All Oriya men and
women must learn the language and designate important
conversations in the language. Schools of art, music and
dance have to be established and systematic disciplined
research and training have to be undertaken in various
fields of Oriya heritage. Itis our responsibility to enhance
the traditions that we had the privilege to inherit! The Oriya
poet Gopabandhu Dash wrote:

ge gQ8 0&¢ qale
60610 /IGQ 6a1ae BIR
Qe AIQQsT, g8l 6QQIR,
QA8Ieal RIS asm 6] S99
ARQ Q1R QAR AR

¥ 921 G191 @ Q8% QgR?

Let all Oriyas say at the millennium that we understand.

Dr. Bijoy Misra is a physicist and teaches at Harvard
University, Cambridge, Mass. He organizes India lectures
at Harvard University and also teaches children at the
Indian Cultural School, Shishubharati, in Burlington, Mass.
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A Few New Facts About Lord Jagannath

Dr. Satya Narayan Rajguru

The existence of the Jagannath temple at Puri in Orissa binds each Orissan to a common responsibility of explaining
the phenomenon of Jagannath to the non-Oriyas. Dr. Satya Narayan Rajguru, an eminent epigraphist of Orissa, did
just that alf his life. In this following article, he recorded his latest findings about the temple and its history.

is widespread throughout the world. That is why

many scholars are engaged in research to find out
the original theory about the philosophy which grew around
Lord Jagannath of Puri.

Today we find that the concept of Jagannath Dharma

People in general are very much misled by the
wrong information propagated through the later Puranas
and Madala Panji (which is held as an authentic text on
the origin of Jagannath worship, construction of the main
temple, and the installation of the wooden deities). But
after the discovery of a number of copper plate inscriptions
of the 13th century AD, the scholars now put the date of
construction of the temple to the reign of the Ganga Kings.
Though there are some definite indications in ancient
inscriptions and in several Sanskrit dramas of amuch older
temple of “Purusottama Dev” on the shore of the ocean,
the historians now have come to a conclusion that there
was already a temple of Purusottama in existence
somewhere on the shore of the ccean before the main
temple was constructed. The location of the ancient place,
however, is still not clearly established from the existing
evidences,

In 1960, while | was visiting the temple along with
some fellow pilgrims, I noticed the Nrusimha temple beside
the Mukti Mandap. It was stripped of its lime and mortar
coatings, revealing a part of the stone wall, which contained
some inscriptions. Possessed by a great curiosity, |
scratched away a larger part of the wall and found that it
was a stone inscription of 12th century AD. The 5th Srahi
or Anka (the period of reign) of great king Chodaganga
was inscribed there. Thus, the inscriptions can be assumed
to be from 1139 AD, the time of Chodaganga’s reign.

In 1960, the Oriya Sahitya Academy published the
third volume of my “Inscription of Orissa”. | pubfished my
first reading of the inscription in that volume. At that time
Dr. Harekrusna Mahtab encouraged me a great deal in
my effort and wrote the foreword for the book. | remember
we had requested the Archeological Department of India
to give us permission to strip off the entire coating of the
wali so that many more of those inscriptions could be
exposed. But our request remained unheeded for nearly
thirty years. After the Government of Orissa’s repeated
demand, the permission was ultimately given tous in 1989.

Then only could we strip the walls and take the estampage
of the inscriptions. During that time, a few research papers
were already being published on the subject on behalf of
the Jagannath University at Puri. Major Batakrusna
Mohanty, the Chancelior, persuaded the university to give
the project to me. | was in charge of collecting and
interpreting those inscriptions of the Puri temple.

| started my project in 1989 and divided it into
two parts. The first part was published in 1992 as soon as
it was completed. That year in the month of April, the
Governor of Orissa, Sri Jajnadatta Sharma inaugurated
the event. The second part is complete now and awaiting
publication. | would consider it a great success and
fulfillment of a lifelong dream of mine when both the books
are published.

In the following passages | will briefly give new
information about Puruscttam Jagannath Dev, which are
the results of my interpretation.

1. Before the new temple was built, Sri Purusottama
(Nilamadhava) was residing in Nrusimha temple
{located within the Puri temple complex).

2. Atone pointin time a part of the northwest side of the
old Nrusimha temple got damaged. Most possibly
for that reason, the deity was relocated tp another
site.

3. Atthattime, king Chodaganga Dev made three stone
deities: those of Sri
Purusottama, Sri Balabhadra, and Devi Subhadra,
and installed them at the new
location.

4. In 1147 AD, Chodaganga gave the charge of his
kingdom to his eldest son, Kamarnav Dev, and then
stayed at Puri to oversee the construction of the main
(bada deula) temple.

5. An inscription at the temple indicates that Salla, the
architect of the main temple (Shrimandir) belonged
to a pure artisan class and he provided funds for a
lamp to be lit continuously in the Nrusimha temple in

honor of the god.
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6. King Chodaganga himself was well versed in all

religious texts (Dharma sastra) and was quite a
scholar of Vedantic philosophy. He was extremely well
educated in Sanskrit literature. That is why his eulogist
praised him as “Kapat Kalidas” (Kalidas in a new body).
Another inscription in the temple revealed that
Chodaganga started a new style of administration.

Chodaganga himself was decorated with such titles
as “Param Maheswar”(great worshipper of Siva),
“Param Vaisnava” (great worshipper of Visnu), and
“Param Brahmanya” (great worshipper of Brahma).
He installed the three deities in the temple conforming
to his faith in three gods: Siva as Balaram (Sankarsan),
Purusottama as Jagannath, and Subhadra Devi as
symbol of Brahma the creator.

Chodaganga died before the temple was completed.
It took another 90 years to complete the temple. This
information was gathered from a copper plate
inscription where it was stated that King Ananga Bhima
Dev constructed the temple in 1230 AD.

The three deities which were placed in the relocated
temple were made of stone and had hands and feet
like any other Hindu icon. The reason for this
assumption is that a contemporary temple, the Ananta

10.

11

Vasudev temple at Bhubaneswar built by Chandrika
Devi, the widowed daughter of Ananga Bhima Dey,
has those three deities in stone showing hands and
feet. Those three deities in that temple do not
resemble the modern deities of the Puri temple. Most
probably the old deities of Jagannath temple were of
stone and those at Ananta Vasudev temple were mere
replications of the old ones.

It is at the base of the wall at the Konark temple that
we get to see the modern image of those three deities,
which are without hands and feet. From this one can
assume that the wooden deities without hands and
feet were installed at a date after the construction of
the Ananta Vasudev temple in 1178 AD.

The origin of the wooden Brahma (Daru Brahma) and
the incident of Nabakalebar (The Renewal of God’s
body) have been described in great detail in the second
volume of my book. There, | also described the great
chariot festival of Sri Jagannath, and the rights of the
sabaras in the Jagannath temple.

Translation: Manjari Mohanty, Virginia Beach, Virginia

From Neeladri, Special Issue for Ratha Yatra, 1994




Karma Yogi Gopabandhu: An Architect of Modern Orissa

MANOQJ PANDA

he history of humanity is replete with numerous

sagas, delineating the razzle-dazzle of material India

and how she was the cynosure of the wonder-struck
world. India invited the roving eyes of the ruthless invaders,
who made bee-lines to her door-step to plunder her fortune,
to torture her peace-loving subjects, to scar their religious
psyche and to push her into the murky abyss of indigence.
It didn’t stop there. With the stupefying ravages of Qasim
and continuing with the ricocheting thunders of Ghazni,
Timurlong, Chenghiz Khan, Mughals and aggressors of a
similar itk, Mother India fell myriad notches in the scale of
prosperity. In their wake, came the wily Britishers, in the
ruse of mercantilists to spread tentacles of imperialism,
decimating the forays of the Portuguese and French
forces. Nonetheless, India survived these opposing
torrents by her sturdy spiritual bulwark of resilient courage,
tackling fortitude and towering uprightness.

Incessant torments of the rapacious assaitants
taught India to be united. They stirred up the national
consciousness from its deep-seated reverie. This
happened gradually. The magic wands of the visionaries
did the trick of imbuing this contagious enthusiasm of
uniting against the aggressors to taste the nectar of
freedom. But it was not easy, as the fabric of Indian
nationalism teems with religious, class, caste, and regional
variations. The emergence of national conscicusness
among Indians during the nineteenth century was due to
the consoiidation of British power. This consciousness
found universal appeal throughuot the length and breadth
of the country. In this national uprising, Orissaalso played
her humble part valiantly according to her strength and
capacity. On the forefront of this gallant armada, there
were many sons of Mother OQrissa, who sacrificed and
toited to their utmost to make the crowning glory a reality.
Utkalamani Pandit Gopabandhu Dash is one of those
illustrious sons, who illumined the spirit of his motherland
into lofty prominence.

The advent of Woods dispatch and the
establishment of Calcutta University in 1857 and
subsequent founding of Ravenshaw College at Cuttack in
1868 helped a great deal in the spread of higher education
in Orissa. It provided a necessary and valuable impetus
for Oriyas to get higher education in their chosen fields of
study. This in turn helped conceive an elite class of Oriyas
who collaborated to participate actively in the prevailing
socio-political milieu. They championed the cause of Oriya
nationalism and put Orissa in the national mainstream for
propagating the consciousness to be independent from
the foreign rule. In this movement of the struggle for

independence, Pandit Gopabandhu Das played a
significant role. Through his selfless political work,
resourceful patriotic pen and compassionate, large heart
for the downtrodden, Gopabandhu blazed a unique trail
tor the Oriya nation.

This great soul was born into a poor Brahmin
family on October 9, 1877 in the village of Suando in Puri
district of Orissa. After finishing his early education, he
graduated from Ravenshaw College in 1904 and got his
B.L. {Bachelor of Law)} degree from Calcutta University in
1906. Although he joined the Cuttack Bar, he could not
heed the call of his motherland to help alleviate her
distress, so he quit his practice and dedicated himself in
the service of the nation.

In the early nineteenth century, Utkala Gauraba
Madhusudan Das organized the Utka!l Union Conference,
which owed its inception to the Ganjam National
Conference, with the help of the provincial rulers namely
Rajendra Narayan Bhanjadeo of Kanika, Sreeram
Chandra Bhanjadeo of Mayurbhanj, Raja of Khallikote and
a band of influential Zamindars. From 1903 to 1920, this
conference served as a unified platform for Oriya speaking
tracts in the erstwhile Bengal, Bihar and Madras
Presidencies, to express the legitimate concerns of Oriyas.
This conference became known as Utkal Sammilani in
later days. Pandit Gopabandhu played a key role in the
merger of the activities of Utkal Sammilani with the National
Congress in 1919, to form a united front against the British
Rule. Utkalamani presided over the Chakradharpur
session, where the resolution of this historic unification
with National Congress was carried out.

Gopabandhu's keen sense of providing a
yeoman'’s service at the organizational and personal level
to the needs of the destitute warrants no elucidation. He
established Utkala Youngman’s Association in July 1904
with some enthusiastic followers to provide social service.
The relief work of his group in the flood of 1907 and
subsequent famine of 1908 is noteworthy. His selfless
service to the distressed masses was indeed exemplary.

The visionary in Gopabandhu realized that proper
education is the backbone of a nation’s progress. Thus,
he wanted to establish a school which could be a model
for posterity, where ideals of patriotism, selfless social
service, honesty and other noble virtues alongwith the
traditional education, would be instiiled into young minds.
His idea came to fruition when he established a Middle
English School at Satyabadi in Puri district on August 12,
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1909. In the cozy bosom of the natural greenery, in the
rhapsodic lilting of feathered beings, and backed by the
tender care of some great minds of that era, many bright
young people found an ideal environment. Attracted by
the noble intents of Gopabandhu, a number of educated
Oriyas offered their valuable services to the school and
guit their otherwise lucrative careers. Pandit Nilakantha
Dash, an M.A. in Philosophy, came to Satyabadi in 1911.
Acharya Harihar Dash resigned from P.M. Academy in
Cuttack in 1912 to join the school. Pandit Godavarisha
Mishra, an M.A. in Economics, joined the school in April
1913 after completing his studies at Calcutta University.
Pandit Krupasindhu Mishra, an M.A. in History joined in
1914, High school classes were opened in 1912. The
school was recognized by the Calcutta University until
1917. When Patna University was established in 1918,
the school was transferred to its control.

Under the guidance of the erudite teachers, the
students of Satyabadi were groomed to be noble citizens.
The true spirit of education, sacrifice and service were
infused into their hearts. Satyabadi School, a brainchiid of
saint Gopabandhu went a long way towards furthering the
interest of propagating the mantra of national
consciousness among Criyas and at the same time helped
elevate the spirit of Orissa to a higher plane. The ideal
confluence of ancient Gurukula culture and the prevailing
educational system found a befitting expression on the
lush “Bakula Bana” of Satyabadi.

The journalist in Gopabandhu blossomed when
he started the great Oriya daily, "Samaja”. Even now,
“Samaja”’ is widely read in Orissa, immortalizing the
contributions of Punyashloka Gopabandhu.

Gopabandhu was a venerable member of the
Bihar-Orissa council. He was elected to the council with
Braja Sundar Das in 1916. His role, portraying the plight
of poverty-stricken masses in the council and getting the
appropriate aid for the same, is legendary. He was an
eloquent speaker. He criticized the Government about the
administrative negligence in Orissa, about the economic
policy that was responsible for the decline of the indigenous
industries like saltindustry in Orissa. His effortin improving
the cottage industries is laudable. His historic showing of
the samples of inedible foodstuff consumed by famine
stricken people to the Council is memorable even today.
Such was his determination to help the people. Such was
his selfless service. He towered over the stinking
politicians, whose priority was to hoard fortune for them
and their kith and kin, by snatching the bread from
famishied mouths. When partisan mutual destruction and
self- aggrandizement becomes the driver, then the
patriotism and selfless service bundles down to the back
seat. Shame on those politicians who hijack the concept
of public interest, to construct their filthy mounds of riches
and hurtle the nation towards abysmal antiquity. It is high

time that every one of them should take a leaf from the
book of Mahatma Gopabandhu and pledge themselves
to realize their capability as responsible citizens.

In the meantime, the great country India was
awakening to national consciousness. She was casting
off her ere-long slumber. She was coming into terms with
her continuing predicament. Mahatma Gandhi’s leadership
was gaining momentum among the masses. Gandhiji
started this new strategy of non-cooperation applied with
non-viclence as a new weapon to free India. The resolution
of non-cooperation movement was passed in the Nagpur
session of National Congress in 1920. Heedlessness of
the Government to the persistent plea of Gopabandhu for
the betterment of the people formed the springboard for
him to bolt into the Non-Cooperation movement.

Thirty-five delegates from Orissa were presentin
the Nagpur Conference of Indian national Congress.
Prominent among them were: Pandit Gopabandhu Dash,
Niranjan Pattnaik, Bhagirathi Mahapatra, Jagabandhu
Singh, Mukunda Prasad Das, Jadumani Mangaraj and
Harekrishna Mahatab. The delegates supported the
motion for the formation of Provincial Congress Committee
on a linguistic basis. On this basis Utkala Pradesh
Congress Committee was formed in 1921 with Utkalamani
Gopabandhu Dash as the first president. Dr. Ekram
Russol, Bhagirathi Mahapatra and Brajabandhu Das were
elected as vice-president, secretary and joint-secretary
respectively. Under the able leadership of Gopabandhu
this committee did a lot of useful work. The message of
Gandhi was propagated to every nock and corner of
Orissa. The movement of national consciousness donned
a new outfit. Nationalist people like Nabakrushna
Chowdhury, Gopabandhu Chowdhury, Nityananda
Kanungo, Rajakrishna Bose etc. joined hands with
Gopabandhu.

In this way, Mahatma Gandhi came to Orissa for
the first time in 1921, Gopabandhu organized a mass
meeting at the riverbeds of Kathajodi. He translated the
speech of Mahatma to Oriya for the people. This created
unprecedented enthusiasm among the people and Orissa
plunged into the struggle for independence wholeheartedly.
For this, Gopabandhu, along with Jadumani Mangaraj and
Harekrishna Mahatab, was imprisoned. He was released
in 1924. Immediately after that, he organized the first
session of Utkala Pradesh Congress Committee. A
women's branch of Congress was created in that session
with Sarala Devi at the helm. Mahatma Gandhi came to
Crissa in 1925 and again in 1927 at the invitation of
Gopabandhu. He was a charismatic leader of the masses
who toiled day in and day out, giving his best to make
Orissa march in the path leading to a progressive horizon.

Besides his zealous political, social and
educational activities Pandit Gopabandhu inspired the
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masses through his great poems. The magic touch of his
pen aroused the sleeping nationalism of the multitude.
He was instrumental in bringing out the noble intents of
the public of that era. At the same time, he provided a
fertile field for them to work on it. His poems speak of his
deep spiritual feelings and his earnestbeseeching for the
Lord's blessing in improving the fate of Orissa. He was a
true Oriya, both in public and private. His attitude of
antithesis towards violence, aggression, oppression and
lawlessness is evidently portrayed in his poems which he
composed while in the prison. Following quotations from
his brilliant masterpieces in Oriya glean the glimpses of
his atoresaid virtues.

His heart sings out in his poem “Nityadhaama Nilaachala”

Naahin jaativaeda, naahin dharmavaeda
saamya-maitree mantra gaaae jaara Veda
kae kariba bhabae

daebataa maanabae

Nilachalae taara prabaesha nishaedha ?

This indicates his secular attitude. Alsc it indicates his
message of Equality and friendship. Again in the same
poem he says about truthfulness:

Saehi, karae jachu satya aacharana
satya aaraadhanaa, satya sambhaashana
bhitara baahaara

jaara satya saara

sukhae duhkhae sadaa satya jaa sharana.

Then he says that freedom is everyone’s birthright. He
describes how this freedom works. He says that:

Swaadheenataa maanaba ra janma adhikaara
swaadhina bhaashana aau swaadheena bihaara.
Swaadheena jeebana puni swaadheena samitj
chaari stambhae maanaba ra samaaja sansthiti.

Again, thinking of the cowherd boy coming with his bullock
cart after a tiring day, he writes:

Hala laeutaai aasuthaaae Bhoi

mundae ghaasa gochhaa haatae paanchana.
balada udaai diae kaebae gaai

“kimpaa chhaadigalu tu laikhyana ?”

All the pieces above from his great poems iflustrate his
large patriotic as well as compassionate heart.

Gopabandhu’s eventful life came to an end on
June 17, 1928. India in general and Orissa in particular
lost an able son who was a real Karma Yogi and set an
example of noble living for eternity. He was a matchless
freedom fighter, a great patriot, a praiseworthy social
worker, a far-sighted and a loving leader and above all an
inspiring poet all rolled in one. He will forever shine as the
crest jewel in the diadem of mother Orissa, enlivening the
lives of legions. An inspired poet writes:

He has outsoared the shadow of our night;
Envy and calumny and hate and pain,

And that unrest which men miscall delight,
Can touch him not and torture not again;
From the contagion of the world's slow stain
He is secure......

The above lines are true indeed for the saint Gopabandhu,
who engraved an immortal niche for himself, in the hearts
of millions by the sheer strength of his emblazoned
character and unparafleled contribution to the treasure
trove of the great land that is Orissa.

Manoj Panda lives in Detroit, Michigan with his wife Mita and three year oid daughter Maitreyee.
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REMEMBERING BUBU APA

ANADI NAIK

housewife. Yet, she was committed to social

change. In her personal life she married outside
her language, province and caste. It was not unusual for
her as her parents had set a precedence years ago.

Bubu apa chose the role of becoming an ordinary

Bubu apa, who changed her name from Uttara
Choudhury to Uttara Desai, was born in 1928. Her parents
Malati and Nabakrushna Coudhury actively took part in
freedom struggles. In 1932, as a toddler she accompanied
her mother to Bhagalpur jait in Bihar. From her childhood
she learned to defy the British rule. In those days political
activism also required involvement in social activism. She
picketed in front of liquor stores, helped the women of the
Masjid Gali of Cuttack o learn spinning and become
productive and earned respect. She participated in these
activities with a teenager’s enthusiasm. While her parents
continued their struggles against the Raj, she spent most
of the childhoed with her grandmothers on both sides.
Snehalata Devi, her maternal grandmother used to be the
superintendent of the girls dormitory at Santi Niketan and
prior to that Headmistress of a Government Girls’ High
School. Her paternal grandmother, Padmavati Devi,
carried a strong feeling about right and wrong and was
brimming with Oriya values. As a child, she learnt to stand
her ground while giving due respect to her elders.

Bubu Apa was enrolled in the Girls’ High School
in Patna. Those were the days of the war. In opposing the
- British rule, both her parents courted repeated
imprisonments. As the empire became increasingly
nervous about the war it sought to mobilize and seek
support from its subjects. Pupils at school were required
to salute the Union Jack and chant “God save the King.”
Her mother, Malati Devi, was chosen by Gandhiji to be
the first person in Orissa to protest against India's
involvement in the war. Knowing that her mother would
do this, how could Bubu apa salute the British flag? She
refused. While the entire schoo! chanted “God save the
King” she sang BANDE MATARAM. And when everyone
saluted the British flag, she sat down. This act was
provocative enough; she was thrown out of the school.
But, she proudly left the school. Like many others, she
joined the freedom movement.

For India’s womenfolk this was a glorious period.
They showed their valor and determination to fight and
continuously challenge the British Raj. Bubu Apa
participated in the Quit india Movement and went to jail.
Numa (mother Malati Devi), Bou {aunt Rama Devi), Chuni
apa (cousin Annapurna Maharana), Masi (Mangla
Sengupta), and Dukhi apa (Sarala Devi) were already there
along with a host of other relatives and acquaintances.
She found plenty of friends in Kirana, Godavari, Parvati,
Mala and Susila in jail. All of them —girls in their teens —
had to maintain a daily schedule cf discipline under the
watchful eyes of Bou, Numa, and Dukhi apa.

After independence, Bubu Apa taught at Baji Rout
Chhatrabas in Anugul following which she was sent to
Sevagram for teachers’ training in basic education. Unlike
the traditional teaching, basic education emphasized on
Gandhian principles. In Sevagram she met Narayan
Desai, the son of late Mahadev Desai, Gandhiji's deceased
secretary. Narayan bhai is a well-known anti-nuclear
activist. After the wedding, both Narayan and Uttara
worked for basic education in rural Gujarat.

Qver the years, Bubu Apa immersed herself in
various nonviolent programs and social reform issues. She
preferred to work behind the scenes as a mother and a
housewife. Bubu apa was proficient in Oriya, Bengali,
Hindi, Guijarati, and English. She translated Kalindi Charan
Panigrahi's ‘Matira Manisha’ into Gujarati.

For her valor and grit, Bubu Apa helonged to that
band of sisters who genuinely were the daughters of fire
in Orissa. Each one of them remained active in social
issues till the end. These women, uniike Bubu Apa, came
from ordinary famities. They had very little formal
education. Yet, with extraordinary courage they fought
against the British, They belonged to an age of fire in
Orissa. Individually, they are not mentioned in our history
books; yet, we owe a large measure of our good fortune
to their courage and sacrifice. Personally, it was a great
joy for me to know them and see them in action in later
years as mothers, aunts, and mentors. Parvati Giri,
Godavari Das, Kiranabala Mohanty and Uttara Desai: they
were Orissa’s ‘AGNI JUGAR KANYA' — daughters from
the age of fire.

Anadi Naik lives in Mount Airy, Maryland with his wife, Carroll.
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Arati Misra is a highly accomplished Odissi and Hindustani classical singer and a top grade artist in the
All India Radio.
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qien equienea R'al@1 AQ@ia: O ye Gods, may we (always) hear with our ears what is auspicious, O
warshipful Ones, may we with our eyes always see what is auspicious. May we live the entire span of our
allotted fife hale and hearty, offering our praises (unto Thee). May Indra, the ancient and the famous,
Pusan (Sun) the all knowing, the Lord of Swift Motion (Vayu) who saves us from all harms and Brhaspati
who protects the spiritual wealth in us - bless us {with intellectual strength to understand the scripture and
the resolute heart to follow the teachings). Om Peace ! Peace ! Peace!

Jnana Ranjan Dash lives in San Jose, California with his wife Sweta Padma
and two sons. He has been writing “America Chithi,” a regular column in the news-
paper “Samaj,” for the last 14 years. This is a sample published in Orissa two years
ago.

Soiveiingya

77



aRI® CRAIAR

Qdll aal

ChauRe QUes-0ues ZAG 6o AIFGYSR V68 295QR I8 | IR 6AIERE HIQEsa
69 Q16 GIRy, G QG QEAICIP ABREG 6HY AFEYER ¥4 2RAY 6T A96a Faq 9O 6
Qe |

GIRQ QI6 ARrIH 691 G186 AERIA QIS YIIAIER @01 gén | QI8 Uedlq aagId da
¥ geie @GaIdea ¢es 06as 9Y 199090 Q@R gIen | JaR 48l 6 Q1a1e 68m16a 6d
saled efana abicad 6 Hageq Ag 6helsa 69 g6 803 |

RaIeas G908 G191 QIN6R | Y8 84 AINRAA fIad diaa 64 896 - 616RIR
FRER IGREIERH RER  684R CINER gl Y& RER" §aq AYARE A0C 6d TaLlsR | &6a
ol Jel6a 664 6oIRdR | 698 a6a Acsl QEPIY QQEAIS J6C1R JaE 615N 661G Q]
gQgs QIf66 Kell - GEaIan, YERIAe, aIBIeR, G6eRInn RGUIGE QIF6R AIf6 GQE6R |
QIFQ A094| 606 62101RgQIG 99 AR GAIQLIMI 1604 64 ol 604 68 alem Q61 69a
"IRAIRR” | 92l QB 6AG 65 ARICAER 6216 6810 QY AYINIARINIR AINER CIF QBRI
Y8 oRalan QAT 6QREIsA | AINIE YO sRIado 6eIRENIEd, 64 ClFa QAR MEIRHGER
Qe 081, adsa Y8 Qe ¢ae aRgsR |

@84l QIgAY 641 - CROA ARG 2] A0 @l 9dYIB | ERA O Q6B 6RRILER
AIFIQ A6 N AN 60 RRIAE | Igddi (M6a RGELE R ¥8° AT URIFR 01 Ga6a
08 @68 60UQal V88 QIG6A B FCIRLSI QINeR 6 aal 9dl Gl B9asia Rl 6968
vaeh 608 Qdagen |

G6r aAQINEA 606 CRAINR FING 64 AIRg6n, G191 J2IEo! 29ee §4 Fea 86l
JIGasa AQ9Q 6216 Rl ZMQ 1968 89 QR 60RIA 'aR 64 JR4! GREAER |

e (dgI6a 61GGIR gAQ GI1BA1 YR Y9 8 Cidasa | 9019 CIEe: LefIo A908
ao1d 68Rl | RBIYES 6016 69 (10 6TRR! 6ang JoIFa 964 salagal | YN 6y G
go6 QG6aI 62 6091 6Q9 FIGI URIAIL 626 |

66 P6@ C1RQ gon 1664 r/eo od Asa Faa 6aYIse MIE fsR | &g QIala
F001A16) 641 6AIGITIR 60RI 607G GRER PEINRTR | I'AIR g6 GIFR GaId QI @IG 69Rl |

78

SOluelirgd)



64 GaI@ G6R AIF 1 Al 98 QF ¢1ee F0IRQIg Q @ 69 66102 CBoa JR6R, N96R QIR 6
Q66 @G1 QElsR | 6662, T68, AoRsa AR e asr | ARl g8 2gty CRRIAR, AG
0R6Q ARIQ JRIe1 626 |

Q" A9\, 69 g4I 1 YROE ClEa 2RMER GIRASR | B1YIAQ C8l QU A0RIe AR
g8y Q1966 69 'AINGR” AIFER REe 998 | 2GRIN TRaINA” AINEE 69 RIS |

161 ARIe geqd

RY906G 20N 681RLQ] QIRGIS QIGIN ABRIRE QCMNO 66 GER QT 6aml | AT, AAF6LIT,
2eRIRaa eI adies ANy AIRGER 0a QINEHER 66071 g& @Rl 011 cagel adiiose
296 @ 94 601a A'ear ARG §5] 6QIGRNR 60AI | QEN0 § EBO0 FRIYEA ARSI,
ARNGOI ABRIRD 6Q4Q F6CYR AARILNE & @ QIRERGH, NIdR v6e° adstta cag6a
d6Re afeena oI KR, 019 RRIRRE CRSIRIER B G G196 |

ol'a 6aee! An06a 86 6e1ER Q1. calRIeaNd fig Ya° RIZ6E AYINISH Jgle
2Qel66. 69 0l A69IQ Y0P FGe6R |

OlFFQ QURYGE @19RQ @Al REAC Jgd 96e a'a-adsa ad Al aI9aaIe FagmI
IS ARINAER 1 AFSY FRIINEE @1eng Segasl, 188 e Q9] JRId eEaIsa 69 geie
AR AGAR FQYEA | 604 IR Y& AIRFRGIA TRIQ QBIEa FRIFE G ACED, 6916E |

6@ 196 634l Adnna ceaIa Ui, o6, MERG Ye° §8I 6 ARIGISR 6aa
ghede abnds 6aal, 69 998 Q126 60 GG aall TSR I00S 6Q4lQ1q ARel |

apé°a aciala sasieg &d aoine §o1as adie QIee1g QRS Calna §G,
alel, aIasta Gal 6 60000 958 QU apaIARE @8l AIFEYE YAJR GAR | Y AIACTH
2066 QB 6910YQl @I010; 66041 6FaI AARMIA 866 F6eE @d cRAINRE gRa dala
QAR GNP 681 AOR |

qr1acl geqell 9006a Aaceda alesioe 2des!, aldMde saas, Gdicn gigs
&'el, QRIAGIA 6, GIRAIEA GRE QITRIAYR AIEG!, VIS Q1eaa Fadig CRaIeRE Gel
AIf0Y6a 6006 QIR QA0 6RIRR, 0191 ARYe daR |

6266 A8Q, 6A1AAI G FaIE ISR Q1B Y6EAGI, AIREROR IG, Ao, Qeaas
¥e° 680 Q19Q UIGIa 266 JAUAsIa Q6 cRalre aell AIF0YE 08160 68 d¢ @Ias1s g
el 986 feg Afin «6IGR |

sOlyeiikga

79



gRelnee R dra

CRAIRRE Q00 110 ge QYE B0 QB BIR FIY6R 6064, AIFCY 6JF, AIFeY 6eadd,
Q6. 098!, AEMAIAZ AUFCY UG, ROl 6R60N, ARG 6O, AIFCY QRIQR, AGRAIA, A
a2, enIe 6 AEMIY AIC FeRa’ ACHIG GUIR | 'FIgRYI 6 Age) SIea QRb ¢t ga |

ORE 97IeQ OQNIF 67A, 6ATIRGTR JaIa, ORE, AFCY 6 I'Fl 69nq 69 6008
890 @Q0I08, 681U 698j6Q 691 AUTSIL | BIFR Q6P IRQIY JRE | 66R 62 QIFIG AT
aQ AIGIE |

Qr1ec! Geq, glsanrl, giode, aIRg, 01qe 968, ¢4, 74, aIf geaid, qrieel, 71
fda, 98 6 Aged 9eb or gie HRAIGATR QIAIRAITR CRAIAIQ Aid Q158N 6e 1Y
q3a6e A19G6 gaasa ale Y6© coRIRG AIFide /1906 71q0 2ishd @8 |

PR 606a 6 CRAIRR
CRAIRRE AIFCYA ‘ARG G970 @geEa 5668 €Qeged | V8! RAIRRER YRNIG QUAYI |
Geq A1 ORY Y21 ClEa 990IQ oo 8R! | ‘P! 60aa’ 29! 6UAUU I 2IA
caed AIF0Y6a FenrId 1 Y6 aoRIa 99aa 0QGE de olw feg Q16RIQ8 @60 |

CRAIGRE GRYEAEH Q1Y 6 QYEP OIS JRIEIC | 616 Q1Y 6@0RI 6RRIER QISIAS |

0lFa QUaP @18610 QYIQER QI ZISST @68 - YE!I A1QQ aRYIEITEN | GIER 91 6 QYEQ
YBLR6Q T8 BN AIFA6 F6CID, AR 6 TURA UNYR |

Rama Kar is a writer and the wife of Late Bichitrananda Kar, Editor of ‘Matrubhumni.’
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Parasara Mishra lives in Toronto, Canada with his wife Rekha and daughter Lipi.
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The First Ten Days after My Last Day

SURENDRA NATH RAY

children who are grown up and some of them, like my own, are raising their own children. Most of us came

with a few dollars, not knowing the next step and ultimately established here nicely. In doing so, we struggled
and as a result could not spend enough time to transmit our knowledge of many socio-religio-cultural aspects of Oriya
life to our children. Even if there are some temples all over the North America, the priests are non-communicative with
our children and grand children because of language barriers. The temples are not in close proximity to many Oriya
families either. In an emergency, American friends and relatives, out of confusion, ask questions on how to express
their condolences or pay respects to dear ones in case of a death. This includes wanting to know more on dressing up,
sending flowers, ritual observance, etc. My own children have expressed their ignorance in the case of such emergen-
cies. What is more important, because of the wide diversity among our own local practices that we knew back in
Orissa, there is no set way to teach our children.

M any from Qrissa converged in the North America during the 1960s in their youth. This aging group now has

The following are few acceptable do’s irrespective of our diversities. The mourning described here is for Hindus.
For Muslims, there are perhaps some guidelines available in this country. The knowledge is derived from experience
and observation and in no way a recipe of the best way to do it. Perhaps some day, a book on the whole subject of
mourning will be found necessary. The practices recommended here are a modified, practical version of the authentic
way as done in Orissa but applicable there as well, at least for the city dwellers.

It is recommended that you leave instructions for your children on subjects like whether the body has to be
incinerated or buried.

Mourning Period: 10 days: On the 11th day, friends and relatives are invited, after an offering to God.

Who should Observe: Spouse and children at the first level, Grandparents/children and near relatives at the next level.
God Worship: None by the first level mourners for 10 days. if you have deities in your house, the next level of mourners
can make offerings. During the mourning period, tempte visit is prohibited for the first level mourners.

Dress Code: White, except for suits which should be dark. For all level mourners, all dresses must be washed on the
10th day. No new dresses can be used during the 10 day period.

Etiquette: Flowers to the mourning family are not appropriate. Only visits are allowed. Cards can be sent. Showing up
on the t1th day is customary.

Shaving, Nail cut, and Haircut: Not allowed for the first level mourners.

Food: Vegetarian for 10 days but items such as oil, butter, turmeric, onion, garlic, exotic food and spice not appropriate.
Usually cumin and chilli pepper are good and several foods can be prepared using only these. Burnt food such as
barbeque are not allowed. Restrictions are relaxed for the second level of mourners. Nonvegetarian foods are not
allowed in the household. Except for the mourners, no one can accept food in the mourning household.

Last rites: If desired, ashes can be saved to be dumped in a holy river. The ashes should be saved in a box wrapped in
anew red cloth, and evening incense and lighting provided every day. The box cannot be touched except for dusting
etc. after which one should take a bath and wash used clothes. Occasional flower offering is acceptable.

Surendra Ray lives in North Potomac, Maryland with wife Sukant,
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What makes the poet the potent figure that he is, or was, or ought to be, is that he creates
the world to which we turn incessantly and without knowing it and that he gives to fife the
supreme fictions without which we are unable to conceive of it.

- Wallace Stevens
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Listening to the Silence

babru samal

| put the tired day to sleep

On the lap of the night

Cleansed him of all the worries

off the dusts of displeasure of life
Turned off all the lights of anticipation
And switched off the voices

Telling me what is right or wrong

And listened to the silence

Inside me

Just for a white.

The silence

Creeping thru the canyons of my mind
And telling me stories
Things of the past

The awesome things

The awful things

The dreams that bloomed
The dreams that bombed
And asking me

Did you {earn any thing?
Am | supposed to?

The silence

Told me to appreciate
and enjoy

my pleasure and my pain
Not to be scared to
dream

dare

dive

And

drive for life

without always asking
What are you up to, kid?
Does it matter?

The voice

Resonating with every pulsation in me
Told me

To string the moments

The fleeting moments

The heavenly moments

The hellish moments

The variegated beads

on the necklace of my life.

Babru Samal lives in Moorpark, California.
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Evening Ritual
(after a visit to a Koraput village)

JAYANTA MOHAPATRA
Somewhere
there are these barren hills which no one climbs
Somewhere too

afuneral group waits patiently in a jungle clearing
for the body which will not return to ash
Somewhers there is an evening treating underfoot
the sleeping village in its mud caked breath

while old fireflies

ohly et in the sprawling darkness once again

Mean of me, | realize

to come into the light of the old man's lamp

and point out the moon-washed peaks revealed

in his daughter’s mirror full of his tears

The look of a woman’s limbs quickening inside her
as ltie her up in the long leaves of mandia

The tenderness and ochre of a land

bound together with the bodies of kraits and cobras

In time maybe, the rock shall loosen .

and the edicts of them float away in the wind

For the way of thought or meaning is not easy
among those hooded hills which no one climbs

I move my hands

and the chains of inference clink with me

as the August day of God

flits among the trees on either side

of the lonely pitted path in the pale moonlight

A long long way from the clean streets of New Delhi
is this village behind a night of glass

t remember the old man saying if | wanted to help them,
if | had seen anything there that mocked my world
Here was the light that stumbled on my words

The last time, 1 know, | took what | could see
Now perhaps, I'll wait for morning,

my sleep nourished from people

who had caught the moon in their tears,

the shadows thick with the ashes of burnt stars
Somewhere

August will be August still,

and over the hills will float poets’ dead words
and { shall forgive myseif this,

for | am only a man.

Jayanta Mohapatra is an internationally acclaimed poet. His poems have been widely published and transiated info
many languages. Jayanta Mohapatra lives and writes in Cultack.
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India

KATE CROSS DAS

Sing temples, ring your morning bells! Awaken birds, deafen, strike my heart with ancient grace.
Crowflight against the sky, black against lapis, fade to sketches in air.
Sunset cymbals and incense, sand of gold, fringed by the rose horizon
above the Bay of Bengal.

Dust and pearl, silk, gold and coral, coal fire in silver mist, dawn.

Mud and thatched homes, the worn wood of bullock carts, pounding their way on redstone roads; day.
It rises over red filigree, sun, over patterns of millions of sandaled feet,
over mosque and temple, water and stone, all mantras that never change.

Dry breath of wheatsong, song from Veda to modern rock,
the sitar hum of hope, of morning rotis and curry, of fish drying on beaches,
of paper twists filled with {reats at Puri,
of brass and crafts in the market place,
of children filling the edges of each street like the bright bougainvillea.

May evening murmur like prayer and folding hands

to greet sach dawn and each person.

May the nuclear birthing of recent days never destroy this land,
that morning bells and crowflight can continue without

a mushroom cloud,

Kate Cross Das is the wife of Debendra K. Das. The poem captures impressions of India from her
many trips there since 1978. Deben and Kate live with their son, Sunit, in Fairbanks, Alaska.
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Sri Laxmidhar Nayak was recently awarded the prestigious “Atibadi Jagannath Das” by the Orissa
Sahitya Academy for his lifelong contributions to Oriya literature. He is a renowned COriya writer,
and also a past recipient of Orissa Sangeet Natak Academy Award,
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Weal, Woes and Beyond: Prologue to Epilogue
MANOJ PANDA

Genesis may be with silver spoon
Or may be shorn of petals strewn,
Elation twined with travail of life
Barge swirls in Karmic strife.

Mother, wite and cherishing others
Father, husband and smiling neighbors;
Always offer their helping hands
Being in myriad needs and demands.

Mesh of kinship and allied affection
Hinge on expectant, surreal transaction;
When one fails to measure up to the other
Long sworn bonding slackened asunder.

Contingence in everything, motions this world
To get something in return to give first in grand,
Selfishness, covetousness and spitefulness alike
Spawning their fiendish clan in unremitting hike,

Pleasure and pain juxtapose the other
Enacting the histrionics of illusion further;
Mortals become pawns at baton swinging circumstance
Essaying to wiggle out to celebrate the deliverance.

Thinking oneself & cog in the great wheel of creation
Offering one’s reward in Almighty's devotion;
“He is actual Doer” and “] merely an instrument”
Should prevail the maxim, working in detachment.

Neither there is merriment nor presiding predicament
Both act as sides of the fleeting coin of temperament;
Equanimity when triumphs against diabolics in cahoots

Paves the way for “true state” reconciling with the roots.

When kindness is showered devoid of any restriction
And noble work is performed sans fruit of action;
Unrequited bliss pours into every pore of subsistence
Divinity glistens forth in ubiquitous eloquence.

Manoj Panda lives in Detroit, Michigan with wife Meeta and three year old daughter Maitreyee.
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Manorama Mohapatra is a prolific writer, poet, journalist, orator, and philanthropist of Orissa.
Sheis currently the Editor of “Samaj.” These poems were published in her recent book

“Baidehi Bisarjita,” an anthology of poems with deep spiritual significance.
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ALL FOR THE SHARING

Pallavi Raut Sodhi

Give me eyes to see...

The frescoes whose beauty | feel.  —

The waterfall whose music | hear:

/
The face of the girl —
Who laughs out tinkling clear. / ﬂ '\T
The house you turned into a home.
The sun you say that blinds you.
The moon you weave stories about. O O

The flowers that smell heavenly ‘/
each time you pass by me.
Each sound is rich
with a beauty so rare.
| feel it all
with a hunger unappeased and bare.
If | could but see _
this beauty so bright
once, only once...
I would gladly

pass an my new gift of sight
to the next one in the dark.
To be passed on

the next one in the dark

To be passed on

To the next one in the dark,

All for the sharing
of this beauty around us
that begs to see and feel and touch.

Pallavi Raut Sodhi lives in Toronto with husband Sajneet Sodhi. She is an artist and she has sketched the above
iflustration.
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Sneha Mohanty lives in Huntinglon Beach, California, with her husband Nirod and daughter

Lisa,

Solvellintg

93



Canadian Oriya

Soni Dasmohapatra

Sat sri akal.

Chem che.

Thumi kamaon achho?
Tumhara hal aaj kaisa hai?

Where are your parents from?

What place did you say?

Orissa? Where is that?

I don't think | have ever heard of it in any way.

Do you know of a state on the eastern coast of India?
The place where Lord Jaganath stays.

The land of Odissi dance,

A dance which Madenna has highly praised?
Come on what are you talking about?

Be a little more clear.

Why don’t you explain this some more?

| am not sure | fully understand, | fear.

I am not Punjabi, Gujarati, Bengali or Hindustani.
| don’t know what else to say.

Come be with me for a while,

Maybe you can understand that way.

These communities are large in Canada.
Therefore they are commonly known.
Oriya people are scarce.

But that does not mean they are all alone.

Soni Dasmohapatra lives in Edmonton, Alberta.
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Actual Arrival

Surya Nayak

People work hard
Often to achieve, but
Arrive at the threshold
Of a small attic.

See through a dim light
Few piles and unforgettable past.

An intense body ache
Of the brain.

| saw a passerby woman
Looked at her belly, that
bore you and me,
Wrinkled, like spiders’ web
And Hungry.

Breasts flip flapping dialectically
To the Old Age

Surya Nayak is a poet and lyricist. He is widely published and won recognition for his poetry. His lyrics are also
recorded and sung by feading singers from Orissa. He regularly contributes to the journal of OSA.

Love

SANGITA MISRA

Soft caress
Warm embrace
Sweaty palms
Loving arms
Stolen kiss
Heart beats that miss
Drunken gaze
A confused maze
That’'s what love is all about.

Sangita Misra is a reference librarian at Queensborough Public Library at
Jamaica, NY and lives with her husband Sameer and two children Soumya &
Satwick in Bayside, NY.
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Sweta Padma Dash lives in San Jose, California with her husband Jnana Ranjan
Dash and two sons.
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REAL BEAUTY

TANUJA TRIPATHY

Beauty evokes magic

eyes convey the language of the soul
smiles portray the feelings of the heart

and posture defines one’s approach.
Beauty uses its own language

its real essence lies in kindness
it lies in sweet words,uttered

and it lies in endurance and patience.

As a helping hand
goes and helps unconditionally
the beauty of its possessor
increases drastically
It is in humanity
it is in sympathy
that beauty gets defined
more as it glistens in empathy.

As | did myself realise
what beauty stands for
| took to discovering it really
and to increase its fervour
| asked my heart and soul
| questioned my dreams and wishes
I shaped my strivings and aims
as that's what real beauty preaches.

Having recently moved to the US, Tanuja Tripathy lives in Fort Wayne, Indiana with her husband.
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Uttara Das is a regular contributor to the OSA souvenir. She lives with her husband, Binay
Das, in Bangalore, India.
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I think it is all a matter of love: the more you love a memory, the stronger and stranger it is.
-Viadimir Nobakov

Nostalgia isr't what it used to be.
-Anonymous




GIVING MY BABY AWAY

Ghanashyam Mishra

normal fall weather in the South. The Carolina Sun is

about to set over the Ashley River swamp. Dozen of
species of birds, waterfow! and butterflies are returning to
their nests. Colorful fall foliage has cast its reflections in
the black water tagoons of the famous Magnolia Garden,
a historical landmark of South Carolina established almost
300 years ago. The rustiing noise of swaying Cypress
moss and Water Oak branches has mingled in unison
with the instrumental music of the quartet occasionally
interrupted by the shrill noise of a flock of peacocks. A
beautifully decorated white arch is set in the middle of the
lush green lawn facing about 80 guests seated on white
lawn chairs. | am standing next to my daughter, my right
arm locked around her left arm as the father of the bride.

I t is a warm October evening, scmewhat warmer than

| look at my daughter Anita. She seems to be
anxious but happy. My thoughts drift beyond time and
distance. Anita is our second baby. She was born in
Orissa, when | was 10, 000 miles away trying to educate
myself for a better life for my family and me. Accordingto
Qriya tradition, girl babies were named after thirty days of
birth. | sent a letter to my wife to name her Anuradha.
Anuradha is one of the brightest stars in the sky. | never
knew that | would not see my little bright star for three
years. When she got her naturalized citizenship, we
changed her name to Anita. By the time she became a
teenager, she wanted to change her name back to
Anuradha. There was tco much paperwork involved. We
left it alone. Everybody called her Ani. At Bofangir, in her
grand parent’'s home, everybody called her Tiki, the little
one.

The groomsmen are gathering next to the arch.
There seems to be some delay. 1look at the bride again.
She has a pretty face and a sharp nose like her mother. |
remember how she hated her nose as a teenager. Her
older sister used to taunt her, "Ani, | can fix your ugly face
and nose, when | become a plastic surgeon”. Typical
sibling rivalry. The pressure of growing up in America as
a teenager. The girls have to look pretty to be accepted
socially. The girls have to be appreciated by the boys by
the time they are in middie school. Suddenly the well
wishing parents become enemies. The strangers become
friends. We did not pay any attention until her junior year
in high school when we took her to a plastic surgeon. The
surgeon took one look at her and said,” Anita, millions of
girls in this country would love to have a nose like yours.

If you decide to go for it here is a nose chart”. That was
the end of her ugly nose story and she did not have to go
through the ordea! of ‘repairing’ her nose!

She is a beautiful bride. Her long white dress is
dragging on the ground and two thick strands of her pitch-
dark hair curling around her neck. She is wearing a string
of white pearls and a halo of sweet smelling gardenias
interspersed with green leaves decorating her hair. Tim
and Anita wanted a Hawaiian ceremony, since Tim spent
his childhood in the Aloha State. She is looking like a
perfect Hawaiian bride.

Woe have to wait for a few minutes. The best man
has to run to the Carriage House to pick up the laces
(Hawaiian garlands}) the couple will exchange. My thoughts
drift back a quarter of a century. It was another October.

I met my littte baby for the first time when she
was a three-year-old toddler. She was wearing a small
dress, barefoot and was running around to catch a little
baby chick in my father-in-law’s courtyard in Bolangir,
QOrissa. Tiki looked pretty with dark hair and big eyes. |
wanted to lift her up and hold close to my chest. | wanted
to tell her that | loved her and missed her for three long
years. | wanted to apologize for missing her first smile,
her first words, and her first toddling steps. She came
into my arms for a minute and then pulled away. To her |
was a total stranger. My in-laws had told her that | was
her Papa and | was there to take her back to her mom
and her sister in America. She said "Hi Papa” and then
hid behind her grandmother,

When | came to the U.S.A. as a graduate
assistant, | promised my pregnant wife that she would join
me after six months. The six months turned intc one year
and when she traveled with our oldest daughter, nobody
could arrange a passport and visa for the little infant. |
took a long trip to New York by a Greyhound bus to meet
my family and | was disappointed that our little one did not
make the trip. My wife was very unhappy in her new
surroundings. The one-bedroom graduate circle
apartment was very confining. It was snowy and cold in
September in the so-calied Happy Valley nestled in the
Allegheny Mountain Ranges of Central Pennsylvania. The
furnishings were a ten-dollar bed and an eight-doltar sofa
purchased in an auction. Cooking utensils, plates and
silverware were retrieved from the laundry room. Half of
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my $200 graduate assistant's salary was going for the rent.
My wife started babysitting at twenty-five cents an hour to
supplement our family income. With her savings she
purchased a sewing machine. She used to go to G.C.
Murphy Co. to buy pieces of remnant fabrics for less than
a dollar so that she could make littie dresses for our two
year-old daughter, Seema.

Over the next two years, we struggled and
survived. Finally, | graduated and started looking for a
job. There were plenty of jobs. The Vietnam War
escalation had revved up the American industry. Engineers
were in high demand. But after two dozen applications, |
never got a call for an interview. | asked my professor, my
only reference, for the reasons. He had a simple response.
Without any hesitations he said,” Look son, | do not have
anything personal against you, but all you Indian, Pakistani
and Chinese students should get your education and go
back to your own country. Coming from a different cultural
background, you will never be accepted in this society”.
In my next application, | did not give his name as a
reference. | was called for an interview and was offered a
job in a coal mine in West Virginia at $1000 per month. |
was very happy. That was an excellent starting salary in
1969. We moved to a three bed room company house 10
miles from Blacksville, West Virginia. The nearest gas
station, where we could buy a loaf of bread or a gallon of
milk was 12 miles away. We could not drink the well water,
as the groundwater in this part of the country was
contaminated with acid mine drainage. | had to carry 10-
gallon plastic water cans from the mine office for drinking
and cooking. But the rent was very affordable at thirty
dollars a menth, including the utilities.

By this time we had a littte baby boy. The baby
was sick and his mother got sick. It was life threatening.
We struggled and somehow survived. We were desperate
to get our little Tiki from India. Somehow India and Qrissa
seemed to be on a far-off planet. Hundreds of letters,
tons of paperwork and still nobody can get a passport or
visa for our baby. My well wishing mother-in-law wanted
to keep Tiki at Bolangir for good. | was angry and upset.
My wife suffered silently and blamed herself for putting
too much trustin my abilities. Almost daily, we had shouting
matches, blaming each other.

In October 1972, | left my sick family in the little
coal camp in West Virginia to get our little baby from India.
I had a round trip TWA ticket for $450 and a reduced fare
ticket for Tiki. My plan was to stay one week in Orissa,
befriend my daughter and bring her back to U.S.A.

It was not an easy task. Tiki was a favorite of
grandpa, grandma, aunts, uncles and the servants in the
house. Papawas a stranger. A talking doll from her sister
did the miracle. By the third day, Tiki could sit on Papa’s
lap and hear a short story for a few minutes. Afewtripsto

the local ice-creams store further strengthened the father-
daughter relationship. Still | was not too sure if | could
take her to Bombay by train and then the long trip to U.S.A.
It sounded like “mission impossible.”

Grandpa and aunt Kuni accompanied us to
Hyderabad. After a one day stay at Raj uncle’s house we,
father and daughter, got into a first class cabin. Tiki was
playing with her talking doll when the train started moving.
As grandpa, aunts and uncle said “bye-bye,” the three-
year old’s world came crashing down. She realized that
she was going somewhere with this stranger called Papa.
| had to hold her tight so that she could not jump through
the moving train’s window. 1 tried to play with her, tried to
tell her about her mom, her sister and the littie baby brother
in U.S.A. Her big eyes were full of tears. She was sitting
on my lap; she did not trust me. After an hour she fell
asleep and did not wake up until we were at Santacruz
Airport, Bombay.

A couple of huge C-17 transport planes fly low
over our heads from the Charleston airport. The
groomsman has not returned with the laces from the
Carriage House. In the Hawaiian wedding ceremony
planned, the laces made out of sweet smelling tropical
flowers and leaves are to be exchanged between the
couple. Mr. Kekoona, the Hawaiian priest, is standing
under the arch and looking at his watch. Anita is looking
worried. | am getting upset at Tim, my would-be son-in-
law. I controlled my anger and squeezed my daughter's
hand.” Every thing will be alright, Baby, “ | said.

Everything was not exactly ali right, when | got
our little baby to Santacruz Airport that October morning,
25 years ago. As | was going through immigration and
customs clearance, one of the khaki-clad, rude and
unsmiling officials noticed that Tiki did not have a P Form
clearance. It was explained to me that she could not travel
without that piece of document. The P Form, as | learnt,
was a form required by the Indian Government's Revenue
Department to ensure no Indian citizen leaves the country
without paying all taxes owed to the government. | pleaded
with the officer and his supervisor. The baby had no assets
or income. |, the father, had cleared my P Form three
years ago. | had paid my airfare in rupees and was carrying
$8 in my wallet. | was a green card holder and | explained
why our little baby could not accompany her mother, The
two men conferred together for a few minutes and allowed
us to board the plane. | sighed with refief and settled down
in the New York bound TWA Boeing 747. The plane was
to stop at Tel Aviv and Rome enroute to New York,

We were about to land at the Tel Aviv airport, when
the pitot announced that the plane has lost all its hydraulic
brake fluid during the flight. He had to circle the airport for
30-40 minutes hefore the daybreak so that he could land
the plane with the air brake system. | looked at the sleeping




little baby on my lap and a chill ran through my body. In
the early seventies, the mid-east skies were not safe. |
held my daughter close to my chest and prayed.
Fortunately, we landed without incident. Tiki woke up and
cried. She was hungry and she wanted a toast and omelet.
| hurried to the restaurant and ordered her breakfast. She
was delighted to see her favorite morning meal. Before
she had taken a bite, the pilot of the plane came running
in looking for us. There had been a bomb threat to blow
up the airport and we were to board the plane immediately
for take off. The repairs could wait until Rome. | collected
my baby, her toys, and the omelet and ran back to the
plane. As the plane was taxiing, Tiki was screaming. She
did not want to be tied down by the seat belt. Everybody
in the plane was looking at me suspiciously. 1 did not
know whether they thought | was a mid-eastern national
trying to kidnap a baby. | remember that a week after our
return to the United States, a terrorist bomb exploded at
Tel Aviv airport lounge and killed 32 Puerto Rican pilgrims.

We landed at Rome in the afternoon, The plane’s
brake system could not get repaired in time. Tiki wanted
rice and milk. | could not call my wife that we are delayed
and will not arrive at Pittsburgh that evening. | left a
message through the airline to call my wife. She should
call Larry, one of my office assistants to pick us up at
Pittsburgh the next morning. We arrived at the J.FK.
airport at midnight. TWA arranged for a hotel room at the
airport. 1 was glad to find some rice and milk for Tiki in the
restaurant. Tiki talked a lot to her mom in telephone and
then slept like an angel. Early morning, the airport
limousine took us to La Guardia airport. We had plenty of
time to enjoy buttered toast and omelet. After we got on
the Pittsburgh bound plane, my little angel fell asleep. Larry
met me at the airport and | carried Tiki to the car. She
slept through the 75 miles of car ride to our home in West
Virginia. When | carried her to her sister's bedroom, |
asked everybody to be quiet. | squeezed my wife's hand.
There were tears in her eyes, there were tears in my eyes.
Finally, after waiting for months and years, my little family
was together.

Six months after Ani's arrival, we moved to
Morgantown, West Virginia, where my wife was to start
residency program. We found a 3-bed room modular
home close to the W.V.U. Medical Center. We were not
too sure whether we could afford to buy. The price was
$26,000. We could pay the monthly payment of $180 per
month, but we did not have money for the down payment
and the closing costs. Our bank savings were less thana
thousand dollars. | borrowed $1600 from our company’s
credit union to pay for the closing.

It was not easy to find a baby sitter to take care of
three little children. My wife was unhappy after three years
of unemployment and even if she was a physician, she
could not write a prescription for her own sick children.

She was prepared to give all $5000 of her annual salary to a
baby sitter. We started to go through another series of
opportunities, challenges, heartaches and pains, long working
hours and sleep deprivations as a young working couple. My
wife was on call every third day. She worked a 90-hour week.
| used to commute 70 miles roundtrip to my work place. We
continued to struggle and survive in a society and culture
totally different from that in Orissa. Qur three children grew
up in a very protective environment with a lot of care, love
and parental guidance. We encouraged them to take piano
lessons, dance lessons and join the local chapter of Brownies.
From nothing, we tried to give them everything. We tried to
convince them the right from the wrong, good from the bad.
We tried to give them a pleasant secure childhood with a
balance of love and discipline. We compromised many of
our values and traditions to allow them to grow up in a society
that was different from ours. Only the future will tell how we
shaped our future generations in our adopted land.

The laces are brought in. The bridal party getsinto a
flurry of activities. Anita has a smali bridal party. Donna, her
best friend from the Medical University of South Carolina is
the Matron of Honor, Lisa and Minisha, her two cousins, are
the Bridesmaids, and Noah and Alex, our twin grand sons
are the ring and lace bearers. Tim's niece Ella is the flower
girl. The quartet starts playing. We are signaled to move
forward one at a time. | see smiles on every one’s face.
There seems 1o be festive mood. | am not too sure about my
state of mind. Under normal circumstances | should be happy.
But that is not the case.

In the past year, during their courtship, engagement
and while making plans for their wedding, Anita had tried to
distance herself from our family. We liked Tim the first time
we saw him. He greeted us with Namaste. We wanted to
know Tim, the person; about his family and about his likes
and dislikes. We never got a chance to know our future son-
in-law or his family. Anita started spending weeks with his
parents in Florida and with his grandmother in San Francisco.
For months, we were in darkness. She did not inform her
mother about her formal engagement until two months after
she received the ring. Her mother was deeply hurt. Her own
daughter did not want to consult her in the best event in her
life. How come a stranger had more influence on our daughter
than the two loving parents did? Finally, the last straw broke
the camel’s back. Anita moved to California with her fiancee
six weeks before the wedding. Everybody said it was a
common practice in the nineties. Just because it was the
nineties, wrong behavior did not become right. Certain
fundamental and basic morality and values do not change.
My wife refused to attend the wedding. A day before the
wedding, | was not too sure if she would show up. To my
great relief, she came. She locked very pretty in her black
and gold sari. She was holding our little grand daughter
Natalie and talking to our oldest Seema. The three of them
looked like a picture-perfect family.
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The quartet plays, "Here comes the Bride”. Everyone stands
up. | step forward with my daughter’s arm locked in mine.
Very soon, our little baby will leave the Mishra family. She
will be Mrs. Henderson. | contro! tears in my eyes as walk
past the guests from Pennsylvania to Florida, New Jersey to
California and Hawaii. The music stops. | stand in front of
the decorated white arch. The Hawaiian priest Mr. Kekoona
asks, "Who is giving this woman away™? | say, | do”. 1 turn
back to the front row of seats and take a handkerchief from

my pocket and wipe my tears. | squeeze my wife’s hand and
mutter, “ | think they are happy”.

I look at the western sky. The clouds have drifted
away. The pink haze in the horizon is turning into a reddish
glow as the sun sets over the Ashley River Swamp.
Hundreds of chirping birds, waterfowls, butterflies and
dragonflies are returning to their nests. Our little birdie is
about to fly to her own nest 3000 miles away, somewhere
in California.

Ghanashyam Mishra is a 1961 engineering graduate of Banaras Hindu University and is presently employed as a
Senior General Engineer in the U.S. Department of Energy. His reminiscence on the day of his daughter's wedding
most likely mirrors the struggle, survival, and success story of many Oriya parents.

A Marriage of Cultures

LEENA DEHAL

you told me in addition to trying to keep my tenuous

grip on my Oriya culture, | would also be in the
unique position of attempting to learn Punjabi culture as
well. My marriage to a man whose family hails from the
Punjab has changed all that,

Seven years ago, | would not have believed you if

At the University of Western Ontario, I was hanging
outin one of the grub spots with a friend (called “The Pick
Up”, no less), when | was introduced to a handsome sardar
by the name of Narinder Dehal. He seemed like a nice
enough fellow, and became one of a large circle of friends.

As time passed, it became apparent that we were
destined to become more than friends, and three and a
half years later, he proposed marriage. My immediate
and happy response was an emphatic “YES”, without any
regard for what was to come ... the blending of the Oriya
and Punjabi cultures.

The first issue was the wedding itself. Having
decided that we would have both Hindu and Sikh
ceremonies we had to chose whose religion was going to
gofirst. Luckily, the Sikh religion requires that the wedding
must be completed before noon, so that issue was
relatively easy to settle. But what of the reception? It is
well known that the average Oriya does not have the ability
or inciination to dance at a wedding, while for the Punjabis
itis a firm requirement. Did my husband to be tell me this
in advance of the wedding? No! Unfortunately for me,
this came as a surprise on the dance floor after both
weddings had been completed. My first “natch” lesson
occurred without warning on my wedding day. Sadly, it
also seemed to be my new husband's first lesson as well!

Leena Dehal lives in Toronto with husband Narinder.

It was nice to see some of my bold and brave Oriya friends
and relatives braving the laughter of their peers to join the
full force Punjabi celebration on the dance floor,

As the years passed, | began to pick up bits and
pieces of the Punjabi culture from my new family. | also
took the initiative of taking a high school class in Punjabi,
with a number of first generation Punjabi kids who were
taking the course as an easy credit. My teacher was
wonderful, and provided all sorts of primary level work for
the oldest student {by then a university graduate) who also
happened to be the weakest, but the most enthusiastic
student. | was also fortunate in having supportive
classmates who would clap and cheer when on the few
occasions when | would give correct answer. They also
enjoyed the fact that they could get extra help in their
Science courses once a week from me.

| went back to university to get a Bachelor of
Education, and this is where my real learning began. |
moved in with my in laws for the duration of my 8-month
program. | was exposed to real Punjabi cooking (tasty!)
and lots of conversational Punjabi. | learned enough words
to get through listening to a conversation, and my mother-
in-law even bought me a taped course on how to learn
Punjabi on your own.

After seven years, | certainly cannot speak Punjabi,
but | have learned enough to not look incompetent at
weddings. | have also learned the names of the foods |
like! But, mostimportantly, | have learned that Oriyas and
Punjabis are nottoo dissimilar in their cultures, which prize
family and friends above all.
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| Spent Three Years in India

KRUSHNA MOHAN DAS

America. | found that India has gone through profound

changes. In many aspects, some changes are
spectacular and give an impression of prosperity. However,
for the most part, the improvements in all aspects of human
life have remained blotchy and questionable. Many aspects
of the changes that 1 observed are not good. The leaders
and the masses are trying their best to steer the ship
through very troubled waters. | would like to give a
summary of what { experienced and felt during these years
of retirement.

I went to India to retire after spending about 40 yearsin

Population

There is a population explosion in all the states, which is
apparently beyond control. Although the figures mentioned
are less than a billion, a true enumeration will probably
exceed that. There is an uncontrolied rise in birth rate along
with reduction in death rate. The population, instead of
being an asset, is a heavy burden on society, particularly
because of a seeming lack of responsibility of the society
for its own well being. Wherever you look there are people.
When you travel, you see numerous population centers
and townships that have grown at the intersections. Many
big townships have grown at these places, although most
amenities for these townships are still lacking.

Education

More than 50% of the population of the country is illiterate.
This is admitted in various statements by the government.
The government and the society are trying to educate the
masses, but the resources and infrastructure are
inadequate. Since there is no minimum income leve! for
the people, children and young adults do not share in the
education facilities available. Hungry people have no time
for education.

Some efforts have been made in the past 10 years
for free lunches at elementary schools. This is welcome,
although full of problems and corruption. Therefore, it
leaves more than half the people uneducated. These
people have no skills other than in field and agricultural
labor, The other half of society, which is somewhat
educated, are changing a rainbow that is not present.
There are no opportunities for proper practical education
on a mass scale and for those who are educated, the
opportunities for employment are minimal.

Health

The most lucrative business in the country today is health
care, because Everybody- young, old, rich, poor- needs
it. The facilities for health care are totally inadequate.

Educated healthcare workers are far less in number than
required. They charge exorbitant fees from people who
cannot even afford 2 meals a day. Government hospitals
and dispensaries are totally inadequate and improperly
distributed. Because of a lack of resources, the
government and society have no control over public health
problems. Sanitation in the cities and newly emerging
towns is inadequate. There is a lack of funding for these
efforts.

Employment

The majority of the people, educated or otherwise, are
not employed. Opportunities for employment are
inadequate. Only 5-10% of esducated people get
employment and the rest are running around aimlessly,
hoping that something might come their way. This problem
becomes compounded by the addition of millions of people
every year. About half of the people are not educated
enough to have any opportunity for employment. The other
half have followed the old system of education which does
not include much practical experience. Although a large
number of young people graduate with graduate degrees
and post-graduate degrees, only a small percentage gets
success in employment. Although these apportunities have
been growing recently, the population growth is hampering
available resources. One visible gap appears to be in the
area of practical and hands-on experience for students in
any field of their education. Doctors, engineers,
veterinarians and scientists consider their duties confined
to books and desks and are not willing to handle practical
projects. Everybody orders other people to do their work.
The society seems to be one where people order others
to do their work and ultimately, the job is done by the least
trained person. The government seems to have abdicated
its responsibility to provide opportunities for employment
to the masses. Although they are very vocal about it, non-
Governmental organizations provide very scant
opportunities for these people.

Leadership

There is a great chase in our society for political leadership
everywhere you look, because these political leaders have
access to power, privilege and purse strings. The majority
of the politicians are selfish to the core. They take care of
themselves and only think of helping others in society when
it is essential for their survival in progress. Politicians have
divided the country into thousands of sub-communities
with their own group interests. There are many political
parties in this country, which overlap each other concerning
their programs and principles. The majority of the political
parties have grown beyond the spirit of sacrifice and
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community service of Gandhi's times. Even Gandhi's name
has been splattered with mud in various parts of the
country. The real spirit of sacrifice and humanitarian activity
that got India its independence and beginning prosperity
has been forgotten. Every body has become overly selfish.
Somehow, both educated and uneducated people have
accepted selfishness as a dignified way of life. Social
service and sacrifice of the old times are considered dirty
words.

Corruption

The present Indian society is drowning in corruption.
Anybody who has some power peddies it for a fee. The
fee either goes to him, his family, or his cronies. This
system does not leave any space for honest and selfless
workers. The westernized competitiveness has dignified
these seifish endeavors. In a society like India’s, only self
enterprise can succeed. Because of the abject needs of
the people, corruption multiplies tenfold. Governmental
programs against corruption are alf hogwash, they are not
at all effective. Selfishness appears to be the creed, which
is of uppermost importance in the minds of all.

Caste System and other Divisive Forces
One of the greatest banes of Indian society today is the
caste system and the division of its people into various

groups. Politicians obtain great success using these
divisive forces in society today. They thrive on the various
aspects of the system. Lower castes are encouraged to
rebel against the upper castes and other privileged classes.
These politicians only succeed in dividing the village society
based on these castes and sub-castes, without any real
advantage to these various castes. That means that in a
viltage, a united voice no longer exists about projects,
because various castes have different interests, which
clash against each other. Instead of trying to remove the
caste barriers from the society, various governmental hubs
are perpetuating the caste system. This is helping other
religions to take vulnerable segments into their folds.
Therefore, it ultimately creates animosity between the
religions and amongst the castes of the same religion.
The caste system is a terrible legacy that Indian society
should overcome soon.

In summary, one is bound to be despondent
seeing the present situation in India. However, this society
is very old and very strong, particularly in the area of its
traditions, which have been holding it together for centuries.
What the present society needs is a new generation of
leaders who have the true spirit of patriotism and sacrifice
for the masses. This society is the call of not only the
present, but the future as well.

Dr. K.M.Das is a founder-member of the Qrissa Society of the Americas, and was a recipient of OSA’s Utkaliya award,

along with wife Basanta Kumari Das, in 1993

DEATH OF A DREAM

SHABNAM DAS

| looked at the skies and wondered if the skies in

New York looked the same. My only dream was to
be one of the million pecple who I had seen (in movies)
walking the crowded streets of New York. 1 would be in
blue Levis jeans, carrying a brown paper bag full of
groceries walking up to my apartment back from my
advertising school. | would stop somewhere for coffee
and sandwiches, read my Advertising Age and think what
a wonderful life | had.

S itting on my front steps in my hometown of Cuttack,

| came here through different routes, with different dreams
and different aspirations. But one thing that | had in
common with everyone else was the lanes and bylanes
that we had all left behind in our hometowns. The little

streets that wove into each other and spilled out on to the
one main street that all of us owned.

Coming to American was the ultimate dream. The world
was conquered. Vini, Vidi, Vici.

But then how did a "“DREAM DIE?” | realized it is the mind
which conquerors all, not the body. | might be standing in
the middle of a six-lane highway but my mind is as narrow
and closed as the little lanes and bylanes back home. With
my clothes, my car, my house and my child with an accent,
I might be the embodiment of the American Dream, but
what about my mind, Why did ! leave it behind?

“ABSIT INVIDIA"

DON'T KILL DREAMS —-

Shabnam Das lives in Maryland, is an investment banker, and also President of an up and coming Design Studio,

‘Shades and Hues.’
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MORE VILLAGE EXPERIENCES

SMRITI REKHA PANDA

e recently went on a trip to India. We had not

been there in over five years. The big difference

in this trip was the inclusion of our two children,
Suman (age 8) and Poonam (age 2). As the time for our
trip approached, Jogesh's eyes sparkled with excitement
while mine showed apprehension. Sometimes, navigating
myself through the village was a challenge in itself, let
alone handling it with two children. We tried to prepare
Suman by telling her ali the fun she would have seeing
her cousin Deepali (age 7) and her grandmother (Ma) and
seeing where daddy grew up, as we softly weaved in “no
pizza or chocolate chip cookies” for a while. | thought to
myself that things would be different during this trip. We
had recently built a new house in the village, one that had
indoor plumbing (toilets and shower), a dining area and a
modern kitchen with electric ranges. No more going
outside to take a bath or to use the toilet. No more trying
to figure out how to light a “kat-ha chuli’ (wood stove), or
maintaining my balance while sitting on the “pidha’(low
sitting stool).

After having arrived in Bhubaneswar and en route
to Cuttack, the children were wild with excitement at seeing
the streets crowded with cars, motorcycles, rickshaws,
bikes, people, cows and goats. Suman thought everything
was “so cool” and Poonam wanted to know if we were at
“Old MacDonald's farm” because of the livestock along
the roadside.

As we departed for the village the next day, there was a
motorcade with aunts, uncles and cousins who wanted to
send me to my in-laws home with respect to tradition. We
were all excited. Jogesh was so excited that he could not
stop talking the whole trip (3 ¥ hours). As we traversed
the “now familiar road,” | recalled my first trip down this
road. This time ! was not afraid or apprehensive. | felt
more confident and looked forward to seeing my in-laws
and the people of the village. Besides, things were going
to be different this time because of the new house and all
the new amenities. As we approached the village, it was
already evening and we could make out silhouettes of
people at the roadside homes and shops. As we gotcloser
to Jogesh'’s village, there was an unusual stillness in the
air, which was broken by the deafening sound of our
motorcade. The whole village seemed dark as if in
mourning. As we reached Jogesh’s home, it was totally
dark, just like every other house in the neighborhood.
Jogesh asked all of us to stay in the cars while he went
inside to check things out. He was gone for what seemed

like an eternity. During his absence, people from nearby
homes came out to inspect the headlights. My uncie
wanted to know the reason for the darkness. We were
informed that the village has not had electricity for three
weeks and no one knew when it would be reconnected to
the village. Apparently, the transformer to the village burnt
out and needed to be repaired. When the electricians
came to fix the problem, they realized that people in the
village had not paid their electric bills in almost five years.
They had other monetary worries, such as daughter's’
weddings and sons' education to be concerned with. They
were content with the lanterns and oil lamps. As|tried to
absorb all of this information, | felt stunned. it was as
though someone had thrown a brick at my head.

Jogesh finally appeared, holding a lantern, and
we were guided through the gate and into the house, while
being advised to “watch our steps.” The first several
moments were confusing, with people running around in
the dimness. The children clung to me in their confused
state as they were introduced to their grandma, cousin,
aunt and uncle. | looked around and liked the
spaciousness of the new house. My aunt came and sat
down beside me. She informed us that parts of the house
were not yet complete (it had only taken 3 years). Upon
inquiring, | learned that the bathroom was not completed.
The sparkling white toilet sat in a spare room collecting
dust while birds occupied what should have been the
bathroom and shower. | envisioned our lives for the next
three weeks without indoor plumbing or electricity. As the
world prepared for the next millennium, we went back to
the turn of the century.

The children were incredibly resilient to the new
environment. Everything was new, different and exciting.
Poonam loved not having restrictions. She went from a
totaily childproofed home to having everything at her
fingertips. There were so many things to explore that she
never played with the toys | had taken for her. She attached
herself to her grandmother as if she were a leach. The
two were inseparable. She insisted on sitting on a pidha
and eating with her hands instead of utensils. The whole
family was thrown into the challenge of keeping her out of
the cowshed and preventing her from running to the
neighbor’s house to see the goats, or trying to jump into
the well because she thought it was a small swimming
pool. The bullocks in the cowshed got the surprise of
their lives as Poonam and Suman fed them cookies.
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Poonam usually walked around holding a big stick,
pretending to herd the livestock. Suman became a shadow
to her 7-year-old cousin, Deepali. Although one spoke
only English and the other spoke only Oriya, they seem to
communicate through hand gestures and facial
expressions. They each transferred a little bit of
themselves to each other,

During this trip, | went to the interior of Jogesh's
village for the first time. One of the relatives had invited
us to lunch. Word got out that we were going to walk
through the village to get to Lilly's house. This was an
opportunity for some to see “American People”, although
| hardly considered myself or my children “American

people.” Lilly’s house was close to a mile away, justa

‘short walk’, | was told. For a non-walker like myself, it
was a bit too far to walk. My mother-in-law reminded me
to make sure that my veil was low enough to cover my
face while | walked. | tried to envision myself walking the
rocky road while trying to keep my face veiled and carrying
a two-year-old without tripping and falling. Luckily, there
was an auto-rickshaw visiting a neighber’s house, and
Jogesh made arrangements for us to ride instead of walk.
As we got to Lilly’s house there was a crowd of people at
the doorway. [ thought, wow! Lilly has invited a lot of people
to lunch. It turned out that they had invited themselves to
come and spend time visiting with us. [ met a lot of people
who had lots of questions, such as, can | understand the
language, do | know how to cook rice and dal, how much
money did we earn, what was the price of our home, how
did we spend all our money, etc. At first the line of
questioning seemed rude and intrusive, but | understood
that they were just curious and did not mean to be rude. |
learned all the village gossip and about the increase in
divorces in the village. Now that | had taught myself the
dialect of the area and their idioms, | was feeling a lot
more at ease. | met people to whom | was related by
marriage. | was Khudi (aunt) to several girls not much
younger than myself, and grandmother to some babies
and toddlers. Not wanting to be an insulting grandmother,
| held all the babies on my lap and didn’t utter a word
when a baby refieved himself in my lap. Poonam kept
asking why the baby was not wearing a diaper. It was
wonderful to meet Jogesh's old school friends and people
who had known him since he was a child. (Lots of
embarrassing stories about him). What | saw was a lot of
curious faces who wanted to know more about a world
that was different from the cne they had known since birth.
Many of these people had never gone beyond a five-mile
radius of their home. After an interesting afternoon, we
knew we had to get home quickly before it got dark.

Life without electricity definitely had its challenges,
but we seemed to manage. | must have looked pretty
disheveled without being able to use of the hairdryer and
the hot curling brush. | became accustomed to putting
my hair in a scrunchi under the veil of my sari, so | wasn't

too concerned about the stringiness. My bangs however
were another story. Since | couldn't style it with the hot
curling brush, it fell all over my face. 1 tried to pin them
back with bobby-pins, but they kept slipping out. After
awhile, | just gave up. While packing for our trip to India,
| chose not to spend time ironing our clothes, since they
would get crumpled in the fuggage. Well, needless to
say, Jogesh and | both wore wrinkled clothes most of our
stay since the old coal iron had been tossed and replaced
with a newer, handy, dandy electric one. One afternoon, |
looked in the mirror and looked at my University ID card
and started to chuckle, thinking, what would my colleagues
think if they saw me this way? We also had to use our
video camera very conservatively since we could not re-
charge the battery while in the village. | sure was glad we
had charged itin Cuttack. The bright side of it all, I suppose
was that | didn't worry about the high voltage and the
possibility of getting electrocuted.

Without electricity, the nights in the village were
both magical and ominous. As the sun started to set,
there was panic in the voices of people. Children needed
to finish homework, women needed to make sure all the
chores were done and there was plenty of water stored in
the house. Once darkness arrived, the whole village
usually went silent. During the evening the whole family
usually sat around a lantern or a gas light in the “agana”
(courtyard) or in the kitchen. The children loved the chuli,
Suman wanted Jogesh to get some marshmallows for us
to toast since we had an open fire. They enjoyed putting
fogs into the chuli and watching as the food cooked.
Suman was a little hesitant to eat the food because the
food cooked on the chuli had a different color and a smoky
smell. During the evening hours, the children stayed pretty
close to Jogesh and me. Bedtime for the children was
interesting. | usually groped around in the dimness of the
lantern, trying to locate their pajamas, and shaking out
the bed while Jogesh hung the mosquito net. The
mosguitoes seemed to feast on Suman, Poonarm and me.
No one else seemead to be bothered by them. Poonam
wanted to know why the mosquitoes loved her so much
and kept kissing her all the time. She did not love them
back. We had to change our bedtime routine to do away
with reading bedtime stories. It was alittfe hard to read in
the dim light of the lantern and hard for Poonam to see
the pictures. The concept of night-lights was another issue.
If 1 left the lantern in the bedroom, the kerosene smell
made it hard for the kids to breathe. If | removed the
lantern, it was too dark for them to sleep and they felt
unsettled. |just prayed they would fall asleep quickly.

In the late evenings, looking into the distant, it
appeared as if the village was at a standstill. Voices had
been replaced with sounds of nocturnal creatures,
twittering away in the distance, and life had been replaced
with indistinguishable shadows. It was as if the homes
had been swaliowed by the darkness for which the lanterns
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and oil lamps were no match. The darkness and the
sounds made me uneasy. | was so sure | would stepona
snake or a strange creature. Although everything around
us loocked so eerie, the sky looked magical, as if someone
had sprinkied gold glitter on a black canvas. |looked up
in amazement, as | had never seen so many stars so
clearly back in Michigan. Jogesh pointed out the different
constellations to Suman and me. | asked him how he
could identify them so easily and he told us how he and
his father had stoed in that same spot and stargazed. His
father had taught him the constellations and now he was
going to teach them to Suman.

| am always amazed at the speed in which people

do things in the village. One morning, when | was getting
ready to take a bath, my sister-in-law asked me to wait,
that she would join me during the bath. We had only one
bathroom, so 1 was not sure how we were going to take a
bath at the same time. | went into the bathing room and
struggled to close the door (it was a makeshift door so it
didn't shut tightly). She said that she would bathe outside,
near the well. By the time | had finished undressing and
was ready to start my bath, she was already done with her
bath and was in dry clothes. She decided to go back to
the house. A few minutes later, | heard rustling outside of
the bathing room. It turned out to be my mother-in-law,
who decided to brush her teeth near the well. The neighbor
(Rupa), and her father-in-law, saw my mother-in-law and
decided to come and get water from the well and chat
with my mother-in-law. Rupa figured it was me taking a
bath, since the door was closed. They continued to chat,
oblivious to the fact that | might want some privacy. | felt
so uneasy by their presence outside that | was literally
hoilding my breath. Rupa asked my mother-in-iaw if |
always took such long baths and used so much water.
She wanted to know how much water | had, and my
mother-in-law told her that | had two pails of water. “What!
Two pails of water?” exclaimed Rupa. “What does she
need so much water for?” All along, | had been wondering
how in the world | was going to wash my hair with only two
~ pails of water. Their presence outside of the bathing room
felt iike such a violation of my personal space. | had
expected everyone to leave and come back after | was
done, and not stand right outside and hold a discussion.
Even after finishing my bath, | stood moticnless, shivering

Smriti Panda is a counselor at the University of Michigan
Suman and Poonam.

in my wet clothes because | was too uncomfortable to
reach for my dry clothes while they were all still out there.
| was feeling so embarrassed that | waited until they had
alt left before | was willing to come out of the room.

While visiting our backyard one morning, | realized
that I was not very good at identifying plants. While watking
back to the house, | stopped to admire the waist high chili
plants. | noticed that to the side was a patch of luscious,
tight green leaves. | thought it was a spinach patch and
was thrilled, since | loved spinach. | figured that it must
be a popular type of spinach, since the neighbors also
had a similar patch of greens. Excited, | went back and
suggested potato and spinach for lunch (alu & saga bhaja).
My sister-in-law had no idea what | was talking about, so
she asked my mother-in-law to accompany me fo the
backyard to identify what | had seen. As we reached the
patch, | bent over to pick the leaves and she told me not
to bother with the plants, since they stiil needed growing
time. | asked what type of spinach they were, and she
said they were called “dhuan patra”. | thought to myself,
“dhuar’” means smoke and “patra’ means leaf; they must
call it that because of the light green color of the leaves.
Later that day, | told Jogesh about my discovery. He calied
his mother over and asked if she was growing dhuan patra.
He started to laugh when he heard | suggested that we all
have some for lunch that day. He just looked at me and
asked if | knew what dhuan patra was, and | replied that it
was the spinach in the backyard. He chuckled as he told
me that the dhuan patra were tobacco teaves and the
plants | saw outside were tobacco plants. They were called
dhuan patra because people smoked them. My eyes
widened with shock and my jaws dropped open. The irony
of it all was that here | was, the champion of ‘lock up all
the cigarette makers and tobacco growers’, and my
mother-in-law and her neighbors were growing the stuff.

By the end of the trip, we had all forgotien about
our lives back in Michigan. It was nice to get a break from
the hustle and bustle of our daily routines and just enjoy
the sedateness of the village life. The children had a
wonderful time and couldn’t wait to go back again. | know
I look forward to returning to the village again, so that |
can soak up the sunrise through the palm trees.

. She is married to Jogesh Panda and has two children,
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A Tale Twice Untoid: An Hungarian Interlude

LALU MANSINHA

(In the spring and summer of 1999 NATO military aircraft bombed Kosovo and Serbia. The TV images brought
back memories of October 1956 when | crotiched in a basement as bombs dropped, in a conflict not far from Serbia, but
far away from my ancestral village on an island in Chilika Lake.

Until this day | have not been able to tell anyone, including my parents and siblings, of this episode of my life. My
father was a poet and a philosopher and had spent a lifetime studying major world religions, finally setltling on the
teachings of Buddha, embracing the ‘dharma’ of non-violence and love, Bata, with his Budghist faith, would have been
crushed to learn that his eldest son had participated in mortal combat. My mother was perpetually worried about our
safety and wellbeing... She would have collapsed if she knew that so man y times during October and November of 1956
her firstborn faced the danger of extinction. It is ironic that at age 19 | relished the thrill and excitement and danger of
combat, and yet when it came to telling my parents | became a coward. In the end it was easier not to tefl them.

Three decades later | tried to tell my children of the four weeks of my life in 1956. 1 showed them the scars on my
left elbow and on my chest. They simply laughed at me, and passed off my story as another reason not to trust any
adult over 30. And so | putto paper my story, as | am getting along in years and wish to record my account for posterity.)

alking out from the dark house into the brilliant

sunshine of a lovely autumn day, my eyes took

some time to adjust. Ah! to smell the fresh air,
and hear the birds sing! The small house in which | have
been staying was in a clearing in the forest, well hidden by
the greenery. Through the line of trees | could see the
ripples on the lake. It was one of those mornings when
the beauty of nature saturates and enhances the senses.
The world was beautiful; and there was peace and
harmony across the land.

Well, not quite. | had arrived (or rather, | was brought)
just two days before at this secret hideout in the forest,
My presence outside the camouflaged house was not for
the purpose of admiring the beauty of nature, butto act as
a scout for signs of enemy activity. At first there was
nothing to report. Then | heard the drone of a plane.
Instinctively my gaze turned skywards and | scanned for
the plane through the wispy clouds, and, finally, saw a
moving dot, a small plane, weaving in and out of the clouds,
heading towards the lake. It was too high to be a danger
to us, or so | thought. Then, as | watched, a tiny dot
separated from the plane, and then another. There was a
momentary glint, a pause, then another glint. The glinting
dot appeared to be getting larger and larger. In a flash |
realised that the dot coming towards me was a bomb
dropped by the plane. ! ran back into the small house
screaming “Bomb! Bomb!” in my accented English. Not
that my accent made any difference. Magda and Nadia
knew only a few words of English. Whether it was my
agitation or the words, the message got through. Nadia
and Magda rushed down the staircase into the basement,
dragging me by the hand. We threw ourselves into a
crouching position. We barely made it when there was
the boom of the first bomb. There were three more bombs,

each a bit farther away. The small basement shook each
time. The dust and smoke filled the air and we all started
to cough. But we were alive.

The sound of anti-aircraft guns could be heard. Must
be Russian, as our side had no heavy weapons. f the
Russian batteries across the lake are firing, then the
moving dot | saw in the sky must be a piane from our side.
But our side hadno planes. Then it dawned onme. ‘Those
idiots’, | muttered to myself, ‘they bombed us instead of
the Russians across the lake’.

Two swaggering air force types had stopped by the
night before. They looked hungry and Nadia gave them
food and asked about where they were headed and how
far the Russians were. The two must have said something
about walking towards the Austrian border. With her eyes
blazing Nadia asked why they were not fighting for
Hungary. The two said they were from the air force and
did not know how to fight on land. ‘Weil’, said Nadia, 'go
bomb them’. “The Russians surrounded the airbase during
the night. We two escaped; others were not so lucky. We
are pilots, but we have no planes, no bombs.’ ‘Nonsense’,
said Nadia, ‘go find a plane and bomb the Russians’.

Then Nadia pointed at me and said ‘Before you go
find out who this Gypsy boy is and what he wants’. ‘You
mean you don’t know who he is? He may be an agent.’
So the young airman pulled out his gun and pointed it at
me. Nadia pushed his hand away. ‘Don't be stupid. |
know he is not an agent. If he were, | would have shot
him myseif.’ ‘How do you know?’ ‘He looks gypsy, but he
is not Hungarian. ! do not understand a word he says. He
does not understand anything | say. He does not eat what
| cook and doesn't drink beer. Imre brought him here and
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said something about India’.

The second airman took his gun out and pointed it
me. ‘| donot trust any gypsy’. ‘Heis no gypsy’, said Nadia.
'Besides’, she said, pointing at the girl, 'Magda thinks he
is OK’. Magda, who looked about 17, smiled and lowered
her eyes, but did not look in my direction. There were still
two guns peinted at me.

The two airmen knew same English. | told them my
story. They translated into Hungarian for the benefit of
Nadia and Magda. Then suddenly, unexpectedly, Nadia
banged the table with a large ladle and said ‘That's enough.
We know that he is on our side. You two go and find a
plane and bomb the Russians. He will stay here and help
us until Imre comes and takes him." Then turning to me
Nadia asked ‘What's your name?’ There followed peals
of laughter as Magda, Nadia and the two airmen and tried
to pronounce ‘'Lalu’. For some reason it was a tongue-
twister for them. Finally Magda said 'l will call you Laszlo’
(a common Hungarian name pronounced laslo). Thatis
the name that stuck with me.

Nadia was angry with all Hungarians who were leaving.
It was clear that the two airmen were headed for Austria
when they stopped by the house, more or less along the
path by which | had entered Hungary. Something about
Nadia's angry words must have fired some spark. The
two got up and left, muttering about finding a plane.

We came to know afterwards that they found two small
aircraft in an airfield just west of Sopron. They loaded the
bombs and then proceeded to drop them by hands. Out
of the eight bombs they carried up, four hit our area. The
other four apparently did fall on the Russian side, without
doing much damage. As with so many young Hungarian
men and women that October and November, they were
killed, shot down by Russian anti-aircraft guns. They knew
they would be shot down. They went on a suicide mission,
knowing fully that their slow trainer would be an easy target.

| do not know if Nadia ever regretted talking the two
young airmen a certain death. This was not a time for
sorrow or mourning. Thousands of people were
slaughtered each day. So two with whom we laughed a
few nights before should not matter. But they did matter
to me. 1 kept remembering their smirks when they
struggled to say ‘Lalu’ and the smile when they solved the
problem by calling me ‘Laszlo’. | was haunted by imagining
the instant of death when a bullet tore through the body or
the plane hit the ground. | would imagine the thoughts
that went through their minds even as the heart beat for
the last time. But more than that, | was tormented by
other senses of this war, that of the sound of bones of
unarmed young men and women crunching under a
Russian tank, or a Katyusha rocket obliterating a small
crowd, the cry of the wounded, the smell of burnt fiesh,
the scattered body parts, the stench of death, these are

my images of that combat. These are my nightmares and
torments to this day.

In all combat there is a combination of expectation,
trepidation and exhilaration. There is a fear of the known
and unknown. But all this lasts until the first sight of death,
the first cry of the injured. Then all feeling is replaced by
the most elemental instincts of survival. | wish | could state
that | was brave in combat. In fact it was more drudgery
than bravery. Most of the time we were on the move,
either looking for a target to hit, or just hiding. | was
unwashed, tired, miserable and hungry. This was my first
time outside India and food was a major problem. Hard
to believe that | longed for the miserable hostel food at
Kharagpur.

We in Hungary, and | use the term ‘we’ with
deliberation, fought against horrific odds. We had some
light weapons and some ammunition. In open country we
were no match for the well armed Russian units with tanks
and machine guns. But in the wooded regions and the
cities, we were able hold them off. There was always the
possibility of being killed or captured by the Russians, or
the Hungarian secret police, the hated AVH.

| was paired with Viktor, a forestry student at Sopron
University. | had picked up a few words of Hungarian, but
virtually all the conversations passed over me. Viktor was
the leader, and | followed as a dumb soldier. Initially we
searched for stragglers or single Russian tanks. But soon
the tank commanders learnt not to send the tanks singly,
or the tanks came with protective infantry. With no heavy
weapons in our hands, the fighting was one-sided and
quickly degenerated to sniping. At the beginning the
Russians were a trifle gentle with civilians. But with
mounting losses, they started wholesale destruction of city
blocs to remove a single sniper.

Mostly Viktor and | put ail our efforts into not getting
killed. 1was alittle careless one day. A slight mistake, an
exposure of few seconds and i was hit. A bullet nicked
me on the left elbow and then hit my rib on the right side.
Viktor dragged me to the side and found some rags to tie
me and took me back to the hidden safe house with Magda
and Nadia.

There was only one possible outcome to this unequal
struggle between fully armed Russian troops and a rag
tag people’s soldiers with no arms, no coordination, no
command. With the capture of Budapest and major
provincial centers all resistance in Hungary ceased by mid-
November, 1956. The day after | was hit Viktor returned,
crestfallen. His eyes had no hope. He said Budapest
was now under Russian control, as were most other cities.
Hundreds of thousands of Hungarians were streaming
across the border into Austria. ‘It is a matter of a day before
Russian units reach Sopron, and then the border will be
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sealed. We will all be shot. We got to escape now.’

We walked towards Sopron; in twos, agreeing to meet
at a village on the west side. From Sopron we walked
towards the Austrian border, avoiding main roads, fearing
fast moving advance Russian columns and also the feared
AVH, the secret police. About 1 km from the border we
saw an uniformed soldier approaching. There was no
place to hide. But he came by, smiled, and told us not to
go towards the bridge at Andau, as thousands are going
that way and the Border Patrols have received orders from
the Russian commander to shoot to kill. He showed us a
path to the south of Andau. The border was 1 km away.
‘Wait until dusk, then wade through the Einser Canal. After
the Canal do not stop. Keep walking quickly until you
cross the border, about 300 meters away.’ Finally we were
there, Magda stopped, prostrated herself and kissed her
beloved Hungary ‘Good Bye’. Nadia scooped up some
soil and tied it In a rag and carried it with her, | looked at
Viktor. My gruff ‘commander’ of the last two weeks sobbed
uncontrollably.

In a way until this point I, nineteen years of age, was
still on a schoolboy streak of adventure. As a colleague in
Canada pointed out later, | viewed war as a chess game,
with no human consequences. But-seeing all three with
tears streaming down their cheeks, suddenly made me
realise the personal grief the refugees had to bear. | did
not know anything about their parents, friends and families.
They did not know if they would ever see their families
again.

We walked on towards Neustadt a small town. | have
the vaguest memories of that night. | was so tired and
numb and hungry that all feeling had left me. 1just shuffled
along. We came to a road and we were met by people
speaking German who gave us bread, cheese and water
and directed us to the camps, just outside Neustadt., Next
morning the four of us stood in line together at the refugee-
processing center and slowly inched our way to the desk.
The Austrian official looked at me, looked at my Indian
passport, shrugged and pointed me towards a door on his
right. The other three moved on. Two days later | was put
on a plane to New Delhi by the Austrian authorities. |
went back to lIT Kharagpur to classes. To my classmates
| told that | had gone home.

In 1958 | came to the University of British Columbia in
Vancouver, Canada to study towards a Ph.D. in Physics.
I was walking on campus one day and suddenly | heard a
familiar voice shout ‘Laszlo’. | jumped. Magda ran and
hugged me. 'l found you. Ithought | would never see you
again.' she said over and over again as she cried. The
Bank of Montreal had a branch right under the Registrar’s
Office on the UBC Campus and Magda had found a job
there as a teller. “Viktor is here too’. She told me that the
entire Faculty of Forestry of Sopron University, Professors

and students, fled Hungary as a group. The University of
British Columbia, having learnt of their tribultations, invited
the entire Faculty to come to UBC, and continue. In a
unique arrangement, Sopron University student attended
classes by Sopron University faculty and graduated with
a Sopron degree. And so Viktor simply continued his
interrupted education. Until this emotional display | had
no idea that Magda would miss me.

AtUBC | stayed in the student residence and the next
day as [ pushed my tray along the dining room meal line,
| saw Nadia standing behind the counter and serving food.
‘Gypsy Boy, | was so happy when | heard you are here.
After we split up at the line in Neustadt, | looked all over
for you. | carried some spare bread with me to give you if
| saw you by chance. Then I read all these stories about
famine in India, and | worried about you.’

Life is stranger than fiction. | meet Nadia half a world
away, displaced in time and space, and she is still serving
me dinner! Anyway, for the next three years, until | finished
my Ph.D., | always had extra helpings of whatever Nadia
thought was good for me. Once in a while she will bring a
little package from her home, saying 'l made this last night.’
She kept an eye on all of us and whenever | passed her in
the cafeteria line, she would tell me ‘She is not here yet' or
point at the table where Magda would be sitting and say
'Go there Gypsy Boy, Gypsy Girl is waiting for you'.

We all had been in the trenches together. There was
the deep bond of comradeship of arms. At UBC Vikior,
Magda and | were together a lot. For the first time, we
actually conversed. During my few weeks in Hungary |
did not pick up much Hungarian and they did not speak
English then. Now Magda, Viktor and | discussed literature
and music and philosophy. We found that we had lots in
common and whiled away lots of time together. Onceina
while Magda would prepare delicious goulash or Chicken
paprika, Viktor would bring a bottle of wine and we would
have a party. Other evenings the three of us would go off
to hear the Vancouver Symphony. Those were the warm
and glowing days.

Fdehdedcdohrioiokoiolokoickokekeke ek

At this point | should recount as to how a boy from
around Chilika Lake happened to be in Hungary. My
formative years were spent in Sambalpur in the fifties, first
at Chandrasekhar Zilla School and then at Gangadhar
Meher College.

By the late 1940s, after the end of the Second World
War, Josef Stalin, the Soviet Dictator had a powerful and
fearsome image worldwide. Parlly this was due to Soviet
defeat of Germany, and Stalin’s total control of the states
in Eastern Europe. He was feared, as was his secret
police, which could reach anywhere in the world. US
anticommunist propaganda which vilified Stalin, had an




unintended effect of making him even bigger than life.

It was in this backdrop that during a school visit to
Bangalore in 1953 | saw flags flying at half-mast. On
inquiry, a passerby told me that Marshal Stalin was dead.
That was stunning news indeed. With this feared dictator
gone, the world expected the Soviet Empire to unravel.
The final curtain on the collapse of Stalin style communism
was not to happen until the actual dissolution of the Soviet
State into Russia and other countries in the early 1990s.
But the stirrings had started in March 1953.

As a student at the Indian Institute of Technology,
Kharagpur, | produced a daily handwritten newsheet called
‘B-M News'. | scanned the shortwave broadcasts around
the world during the night and published a daily handwritten
sheet with the latest in world news. B-M News was usually
24 to 48hrs ahead of the Calcutta newspapers in reporting
major News.

The main events in Hungary were:
« 1949 Laszlo Rajk, Hungarian communist leader was
arrested as a ‘Titoist’ and executed, under Stalin's orders.
« March 1953 Josef Stalin dies.
» February 1956 At the 20"Party Congress Kruschev
denounces Stalin and his actions in the past.
« March 1956 Matyas Rakosi, First Secretary of Hungarian
Communist Party, declares that Laszlo Rajk was innocent
for the crimes for which executed.
» June 1956 Polish workers dernonstrate in Poznan; put
down by army.
* 6 October 1956 Rajk is ceremoniafly reburied. A crowd
of 200,000 people crowd the streets in Budapest.
« 18 October 1956 Students in Szeged form a new (non-
communist) union, MEFESZ, and call for support from
universities throughout Hungary.
= 21 October 1956 Gomulka elected First Secretary in
Poland, in spite of Soviet opposition.
= 22 October 1956 Siudents in Technological University
vote to join MEFESZ.
* 23 October 1956 Mass public demonstration in
Budapest. Government calls in Soviet tanks and troops.
*» 24 October 1956 Street battles against soviet tanks and
troops. Many are killed.

Writing a list like this conveys nothing about what |
felt in Kharagpur those nights, listening to shortwave
stations around the world. When 200000 people turned
out for the Rajk reburial in Budapest, | knew something
was going to happen. But | did not expect the street battles
on October 24. The news reports described the struggle
by students and workers to fight against Russian tanks
and troops.

Words are insufficient to convey the depth of my anger.
| was particularly upset and angry that boys of my age
were being mowed down by machine guns and tanks, just

because they wanted freedom. There was no television
then. Just from the radio reports | formed an image of
hrave and defiant students facing the tanks. |felt ananger
that permeated the body. It was a deep disquiet, a sense
of injustice of fate at allowing youths in the bloom of life to
be killed. My horror and anger rose to a point that | feit
that | had to go and fight with the students in Hungary, to
take part in their struggle.

in another sense what | felt was what young men have
done since the dawn of history. It is an infectious call to
war for all young men. What was unusual in this case is
that | heard the call to battle half a world away... Asinall
combat, one hopes to be victorious, even as one
recognises the distinct possibility of death. | took a
conscious decision. Ido not recall a sense of fear or being
afraid. It was as if both life and death were equally
acceptable outcomes. And yet during the four weeks in
1956 | felt invincible.

Morning of October 25 | told my classmates that | had
to go home to Cuttack. With whatever money ! had, |
booked a ticket to Delhi. On arrival in Delhi | went to
Lufthansa airline and insisted on seeing the manager. K
is easy to imagine the conversation between an unkempt
Indian student with the German manager. He listened to
me politely ‘I want to go to Hungary to fight the Russians’.
‘Why?' | explained my deep anger at students my age
being killed. ‘'Sorry, | cannot do anything.” Even after he
said ‘No’, | kept talking about freedom and struggle and
youth. ‘Stop babbling. What do you know about fighting?’
Instead of answering, | asked him ‘What do you know
about fighting?' ‘t was in an airborne unit. We landed on
the top of afortress in Belgium.” "You served under General
Student?’ | asked.  “You know about Colonel-General
Student?’ |told him that | thought Student was a brilliant
General; unfortunately hit by a sniper shortly after the
assault on the fortress. At this point he looked at me closely
for the firsttime. ‘l was young like you once. 1 had fever in
my blood too’. We talked for an hour. After that he said I
would be proud to have a son like you. My own son is not
interested in anything’. He arranged for everything, ticket,
visa and a contact in Vienna. | took off the same night.
The manager took me to the airport.

! had expected to go to Budapest, to join the students.
But instead the contact in Vienna took me to Neustadt, a
small town in Austria, near the border with Hungary. Here
Imre met me and took me down to the house in the forest
where | met Nadia and Magda. ltisin the nature of covert
operations that the personnel operate on a need-to-know
basis. After | left Delhi no one asked me why a student
from India wanted to go to Hungary. Only Nadia wondered
later.

Between October 23, 1956 and November 4, it looked
as if the people of Hungary finally won their freedom. It
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turned out it was just a hulling illusion. Well-armed Soviet
units entered Hungary in the night, in a second military
intervention in two weeks. Between November 5 and 11
the people put up a heroic resistance. But except for a
few pockets, Russian troops gained full control of the
country. There was a mass exodus of the people into
Austria. [returned to Austria on November 10.

| was away from my classes for three weeks. | was

all agog to tell my classmates my adventures. But
everytime | tried, | was met with laughter. ‘You listen to
shortwave radio too much’. “You should come to the
movies with us more often’. The conversation would return
to Nargis, Raj Kapoor, Nutan and other latest antics from
filmdom.

Life is stranger than fiction, and often fiction appears
more real than life.

Lalu Mansinha lives in London, Ontario. In his youth he enjoyed the stories about Baron Munchausen.
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The Only True Democracy?

SHEELA HOTA-MITCHELL & ROSS MITCHELL

upon a journey of great significance. For me, an Oriya

and first generation Canadian, it was a visit to my
parent’s home country and family members | had not seen
for over 14 years; quite an event in itself. For Ross, it was
a whirlwind meet-and-mingle with his wife's numerous
relatives and an adventurous expedition to an exotic
tropical country.

I n November 1998, my husband Ross and | embarked

If you were to ask us about our first impressions
of India, it really would be a loaded question. India
bombards all of the senses with its uniqueness.

Smells... the distinctive combination of odours of diesel,
mesquite, and incense... this is the India which greets a
new traveller...a sort of namaskar to the nasal passages.

Sounds... honking, rumbling trucks and cars, bicycle bells,
words fusing into a medley of languages, “Saar, pleez,
daliar”...

Sights... vehicles and animals of every imaginable soit,
weaving around each other in an intricate road dance;
limb-less, sight-less beggars at street intersections; men
in dress shirts and pants clutching cell phones; street
children wearing Tommy Hilfiger T-shirts (unauthorized
copies, of course} and peddling magazines and facial
tissues to the bored middie-classes seated in the comfort
of their Ambassador cars; women in colourful saris
precariously perched side-saddle on the backs of scooters
with one arm around the driver (husband?), and the other
arm around a baby.

We began our 5 week visit to India bright and
starry-eyed, tour books and itineraries in hand, ready to
experience itall. We were to spend one and a haif weeks
in North India (New Delhi, Agra and Jaipur) and the
remainder of the time in Orissa. Unfortunately, illness
{Delhi belly, or specifically, Jaipur belly!) kept us confined
to our Amulya-mamu's home in New Delhi, with a worried
uncle, cousins, servants, and friends tending to our
feverish and dehydrated selves. Connections to a World
Health Organization doctor (a fellow Oriya, no less) lots of
bed rest, oral rehydration, and some good STRONG
antibiotics, and we were on the road to recovery. However,
the illness did colour the rest of the trip for us and we
remained completely preoccupied and overly-cautious
about food for the remainder of the trip.

Once in Orissa, where the majority of my relatives
live, we added “relative-visiting” to our schedule of
sightseeing and shopping, and visit we did! We met with
as many of the Mansinha clan as we could, as well as
most of the Nandas... in fact, of Mom’s 11 siblings living
in India, we met up with 10 (plus their spouses, children,
and grandchildren, wherever possible). Ross and | were
both utterly overwhelmed with the kindness and generosity
of my relatives. After an almost 15 year absence, | had
forgotten how affectionate and wonderful they were. Every
time we visited someone, we were provided with warm
hugs, excited conversations, and, what had become a
staple snack for us, endless cups of cha and biscuits!

Of course, we couldn't leave out all the wonderful
sightseeing we did. We were lucky enough to spend a
day at Chilika lake, the largest saltwater lake in Asia, and
enjoy a relaxing boat ride out to a marsh where various
ducks and flamingos were taking a break during their
annual migration to the Madagascar Islands from chilly
Russia. We made a trip to Puri where we saw the
Jagannath temple. Although Ross (a non-Hindu) was not
allowed inside the temple complex, he did manage to get
a wonderful view of it and some fabulous pictures from
his perch on the roof of a library across the street. He did
get to see the remains of the great Sun Temple at Konark.
We actually spent a good three hours, with Surya Himself
warming our backs, as we were led from carving to carving
by our knowledgeable guide (who also took it upon himself
to provide me and Ross with an additional mini-tour of
some of the erotica; he must have mistaken us for
newlywedsl). | can really see why this masterpiece at
Konark was designated the eighth wonder of the world.

I wish | could say that everything about our trip to
Orissa was perfect. The one thing that caused us the
greatest difficulty was adjusting to the Indian methods of
driving. This does NOT mean simply adjusting to being
on the left side of the road. In fact, the driving conditions
affected Ross to such an extent, he was inspired to come
up with what he saw as the “Rules of the Road; What
They Didn’t Teach You in North American Driving Schools”

Most Indian road users observe a version of the
Highway Code based on an ancient text. These 12 rules
of the Indian road are published for the first time in English.
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ARTICLE |
The assumption of immortality is required of all road users.

ARTICLE Ii

The following precedence must be accorded at all times.
In descending order, give way to: cows, elephants, heavy
trucks, buses, official cars, camels, light trucks, buffalo,
Jeeps, ox-carts, private cars, motorcycles, scooters, auto-
rickshaws, pigs, pedal rickshaws, goats,

bicycles {goods- carrying), handcarts, bicycles (passenger-
carrying), dogs, pedestrians.

ARTICLE Il

All wheeled vehicles shall be driven in accordance with
the maxim: to slow is to falter, to brake is to fail, to stop is
defeat. This is the Indian drivers’ manira.

ARTICLE IV

Use of horn (also known as the sonic fender or aural
amulet): Cars (IV,1,a-c): Short blasts (urgent) indicate
supremacy, ie in clearing dogs, rickshaws and pedestrians
from path. Long blasts (desperate) denote supplication,
ie to oncoming truck, “l am going too fast to stop, so unless
you slow down we shall both die”. In extreme cases this
may be accompanied by flashing of headlights (frantic).
Single blast (casual) means ‘I have seen someone out of
India’s 870 millior whom | recognize”, “There is a bird in
the road (which at this speed could go through my
windscreen)” or “| have not blown my horn for several
minutes.” Trucks and buses (IV,2,a): All horn signals have
the same meaning, viz, “I have an all-up weight of
approximately 12.5 tons and have no intention of stopping,
even if | could.” This signal may be emphasized by the
use of headlamps (insouciant). Article IV remains subject
to the provision of Order of Precedence in Article H above

ARTICLEV
All manoeuvres, use of horn and evasive action shall be
ieft until the last possible moment.

ARTICLE VI

In the absence of seat belts (which there is}, car occupants
shall wear garlands of marigolds. These should be kept
fastened at all times.

ARTICLE VII
Rights of way: Traffic entering a road from the left has
priority. So has traffic from the right, and also traffic in the

middle. Lane discipline (V!1,1): All Indian traffic at all times
and irrespective of direction of travel shall occupy the
centre of the road.

ARTICLE VIl

Roundabouts: India has no roundabouts. Apparent traffic
islands in the middle of crossroads have no traffic
management function. Any other impression should be
ignored.

ARTICLE X

Overtaking is mandatory. Every moving vehicle is required
to overtake every other moving vehicle, irrespective of
whether it has just overtaken you. Overtaking should only
be undertaken in suitable conditions, such as in the face
of oncoming traffic, on blind bends, at junctions and in the
middle of villages/city centres. No more than two inches
should be allowed between your vehicte and the one you
are passing - and one inch in the case of bicycles or
pedestrians.

ARTICLE X
Nirvana may be obtained through the head-on crash.

ARTICLE XI
Reversing: no longer applicable since no vehicle in India
has reverse gear.

Cars, trucks, scooters, pedestrians, dogs and
cattle: these are the things perpetually competing for
space, sometimes in motion, all working together in a
strange harmony unappreciated by foreigners. This is the
way of India. As my uncle, Kunu-mamu, so succinctly
put it “India is a true democracy... everyone- dogs, Cows,
people- moves at will” (this was said, of course, with a
good-natured and tolerant grin}.

Happily, we discovered the beautiful and beguiling
Orissa in the form of lazy villages, remarkable feats of
architecture, gorgeous temples, and artwork that
screamed out to be taken home and appreciated in our
humble litte side-split in London Ontario. And last but not
least, we will always remember our relatives who
demonstrated an entirely new facet to the phrase “loved
ones” ... they generously, selflessly and whole-heartedly
gave of their time, resources, and kindness. That is
probably the most cherished memory of all that we brought
back with us.

Sheela Hota-Mitchell (daughter of Charu Hota and Lalu Mansinha) and Ross Mitchell are scientists at the University
of Western Ontario. They live in London, Ontario, with their two cals.
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Literature is a luxury; fiction is a necessity.
-G. K. Chesterton
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ANTS

GOPINATH MOHANTY

the other. The muscles of the leg tore apart,

something hammered inside the chest furiously.
Sweat-drops hung from the rim of the hat as rain-drops
from the eaves. The shorts and the shirt were dripping
wet and yet the body moved, as if leaning on the wind!
Presently it was the top of the hill. Ramesh paused.

Slowly they moved up, the two tired feet, one after

Far far below, the forest of tall trees looked dense-dark.
The forest seemed to climb down the stairs of the valley
to the nether region! But up there, the bald floor of the hill
glittered in the sun, grass-rimmed, with the blue sky all
around.

It was no joke climbing hills, Ramesh told himself. But
how could a young officer say that to the older people
accompanying him! So he brushed away his pain, aimost
by an act of will, and with teeth pressed against the lower
lip joked to them, ‘What! Tired out by this much only!’
and then his lean wiry figure scuttled across pointed, rough
stones.

His chaprasi Binu came up, sighing like an engine; his
huge turban slowly rising like an earth-coloured mushroom.
Dark and stockily built, gold rings in nose and ears, a flask
and a gun slung round the neck: that was Binu. He came
up and stood behind Ramesh as a signboard.

Waves of a choral song's refrain came up from down
below; baile, baile. One, then a second, then another.
Eight figures slowly emerged from behind the tall grass.
Kondhs in loinclothes, with baskets carried at the two ends
of poles balanced on the shoulder. The song ended. Binu
shouted, ‘Lazy bones, how-so-much you chide them they
will always trail behind.’ ‘We have become rather old,’
somebody retorted, and then they broke into peals of
laughter and sat a little apart lighting their home-made
cigars.

Binu served tea from the flask. And sipping tea under
that amfa tree Ramesh asked. ‘Have you come this way
before, Binu?'

‘Yes, sir, last time two years ago, and many times before
that.’

'Did any other officer walk up this way?’

‘So many, sir. This is after all on the road to the market.’

Ramesh felt somewhat depressed. Ever since childhood
his greatest passion and pleasure lay in a feeling of
superiority, of being ahead of all. That was indeed a long

and chequered story of success! That insignificant, rustic
poor boy from a village in North Balasore gradually growing
up to his present status; from the school to the college,
friends losing out in life’s cruel race, falling behind, seen
no more; scholarships, medals, prizes, memories of
success. Then the job, unknown people coming to be
introduced, the chaprasi's salute, the supplication of the
Insurance Agent and the inevitable marriage proposals.
The world cared for him, saluted him. Those early
successes in life's struggles, self-importance gradually
maturing into self-confidence, making him feel he was
somebody. Those innumerable others around him were
of no significance except as providing backdrop for his
glowing self.

But that uneasy persistent feeling at every stepl People
had been before him, there were footprints ahead on the
road and in comparison he was so small. At least while
climbing the hill he could work himself up to some
happiness for was he not the first man from civilization
walking up that way? But now even that imagined pleasure
was slipping away. And Binu was describing vividly the
Burra Sahib’s five-day camp on this hilltop, the hunting,
the merry-making and the dances that had transformed it
to a city!

That was merely another time. Men had come and gone
away; only the forest looked dark as ever. Binureminisced:
‘No more the dense forests of those days, wild animals
prowling everywhere. The Kondhs have cleaned up
everything. Here itself were Kondh villages; when the
forests vanished the tigers rampaged in the villages and
the villagers had to move away.’

‘“These days there are no forests? Then what are these”’

“Yes, the chopped-off trees also grow again and make a
forest. But those forests!’

Ramesh thought of the endless stream of men roaming
the forest; penetrating, recoiling and coming back again,
the thin hill-stream of their happiness and pain that never
died and even now murmured as it rushed down the
pebble-bed.

He felt a sudden burst of anguish that dulled his acute
awareness of separate self and merged it into the eternal
stream.
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Athinline of ants had already formed around the broken
bits of biscuits. Ramesh was startled and smiled to himself:
‘Here too the ants!’ They reminded him of the hidden
subterranean roots of his visit to the hills.

He asked Binu, "You think we can catch the rice-
smugglers?’ ‘Most certainly, sir. Whichever way it goes
the smuggled rice has to appear in Kaspawalsa market.
it is only 10 a.m. now and climbing down that valiey we
will be at the market before two. And then, where can
they escape? We will catch them all. ’ ‘Fine, let us then
move without any more delay.’

Binu was vexed at the prospect of no rest, even up here.
And he shouted at the Kondhs, directing them to move.
The Kondhs also muttered their dissatisfaction. No rest,
only run and run fast. In their strange primitive tanguage
they showered abuse on Binu and his forefathers. These
fellows, they thought, knew only how to order; Bring water,
fetch fuel-wood, carry luggages. And they learnt only a
few words of command. No harm abusing them soundly!
And the Kondhs tafked among themselves what fools
these fellows must be trying to catch people for selling
rice across a border. Hunger was universai and whoever
wanted rice had a right to purchase it wherever he could.
Whatever could be the crime in that? And who after all
produced the rice? Or could it be that these people had
separate laws of justice; laws under which it was a crime
to distil liquor, to chop off forest trees, to purchase rice, to
sit down when tired after a long day’s trek carrying heavy
luggages? But there was no time to talk further. The
chaprasi had started abusing, the officer had started
walking fast. The Kondhs got up. All their complaints
joined up to a song with a refrain.

The dense forest lay ahead. Down the valley the road
opened up as a tunnel. Their song in chorus pleased
Ramesh. How soothing it sounded! What did it mean?
Maybe some community legend.

‘Binu’, Ramesh roared.

Binu ran up to him full of bitterness and abuse inside.
At fifty-five, sans six teeth, the bald patch ever growing on
the head, the body wanted leisurely pace, quiet and ease.
But this young officer would hurry up everybody, run as
mad himself and drive others mad. Binu had enough to
live on and could easily do without the job. But minus the
power it gave him, would he not be shorn of his magic,
reduced to only another person among those numerous
insignificant others on whom he had fed all his life? And it
was this fear of losing the powers of the mysterious magic,
the terrible charm that drove Binu up the hill.

‘Binu, how nicely these folks sing,” Ramesh said.

‘Very nice indeed, sir”’

‘But what does it mean?’

Tossing his pugree from side to side and giving another

twist to the betel inside his mouth Binu explained as a
wise man, ‘Of course, it is that song of the Chaitra festival.’

‘But what does it mean?’

"That same old story of Dhangdas and Dhangdis and
their love for each other.’

‘Do they always sing this song?’

‘Always, sir!’

‘But does baife mean jasmine?’

“You have gotit right, sir. At this rate, you will be a master
of their language in no time.’

Ramesh was pleased with this answer and asked, ‘Do
they sing songs even in ripe oid age?’ ‘In this country of
ours none ever grows old, sir.” Ramesh took mental note.
Baile is jasmine and the Kondhs only sing of love.

And Binu felt happy at having befooled Ramesh.

And the Kondh labourers continued their trek singing
their tale of woe, the unending story of misfortunes; all the
while heaping abuses on the officer and his wretched
chaprasi. Groups of Kondhs met them along the road,
laughed, exchanged jokes, joined the music and partook
of the same cruel destiny of pain. They could so easily
share the mocking spirit of the songs! When there was a
tull in the singing Binu shouted at them and asked them to
continue. ‘None grows old in our country’: Binu's own
words took a new shape and meaning for himself. He
thought of his youngest wife, his third, whom he had
snatched away from many eager hopes, by paying extra
‘bride-price’ to her parents. In this land of forests superiority
consisted in snatching away things and in that man
excelfed animals at times. But Binu's trickery concealed
of a life-time. He had orchards, lands, houses, cattle-
everything but a child of his own. With growing years he
felt this vacuum more and more. He remembered his
youngest wife and became anxious as to how his two elder
wives would be treating her. In this country, if a woman
did not feel happy with her husband she just left. Binu
started worrying whether his youngest wife was happy with
him. And then he remembered that young chaprasi Bisi,
a distant grandson who often came to his house to crack
jokes at his grandmal!

‘Binu.’

‘Yes, sir,’

‘How is it that this smuggled rice is not detected any
earlier? For smuggling to Madras they must be stacking
the rice somewhere and the businessmen must be carrying
stock from there. But though we have by now trekked
four days from Koraput, nowhere we saw any such thing.’

‘It could be detected only if it moved in bulk, sir.” Saying
this in disgust Binu remembered how he himself had been
able to smuggle out a hundred maunds of rice at exorbitant
rates. He believed that in a society which left everybody
to fend for himself, pulling others’ legs, trying to cheat
others and thrive and their expense was only natural and
right. Breaking rules for one’s own selfish ends and fearing
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lest one is caught were natural corollaries of such a selfish
systern, he thought. He tried to twist the direction of the
conversation.

‘Not much rice is being smuggled away by isolated
individuals. At the market, sir, you will see only small
buyers from the plains down below, with ten kgs., twenty
kgs. of purchases. Only a few miles away is the Madras
border and there the businessmen would be waiting with
bullock carts, hessian bags and pots of money. Then
cartloads of rice would move to Vizagpatam, Parbatipur
and other places. Businessmen, after all, know the secrets
of the trade, sir.’

Ramesh became serious. ‘We have to caich the stock
of rice before it reaches the traders.’

His eyes shone with the strange, fierce light of a hunter’s
eyes. A single theme was haunting him. Why should
others steal away our rice? He felt it was an interference
in his personal rights that must be resisted.

While speaking of ‘our rice’, his consciousness pictured
one thing only: he was an Qriya, behind him lay the history
of Orissa, the story of wars, empires and expansion atthe
cost of others. From the dust-heap and broken bricks of
the past his mind returned to the degeneration of the
present and sought to put the blame for this on the
neighbouring states.

Fellows have already eaten up this country and made it
alt hollow. What now again? he asked himself. He
remembered the prey down the forest roads. His mind
got intoxicated with the prospect of hunting down the rice
smugglers. ‘If only | catch them’ he clenched his teeth.

But he did not know what he would do if he caught them.

He hurried down the slope of the hill.

It was late winter and the heat of the walk gave the feeling
of spring. Trees were full of foliage and flowers. At the
end of the slope was a small village. Mango groves, fields,
treshing grounds, rows of houses. Along the road stood a
small boy and seeing unknown persons, he cried for his
mother and ran away. That was only the beginning. The
calves tethered on the roadside strained at the ropes and
started mooing. The womenfolk withdrew inside and
stared with big blank eyes. One by one the villagers came
near. Ramesh felt it was a known picture. His feet started
dragging. He stood in the shade of a spreading tree and
looked back. The hill steod behind him as a monstrous
ghost of the imagination. Binu was coming down slowly
panting and the Kondhs behind him almost running.

‘Can we get some drinking water here, Binu,” he asked.
‘Of course, sir.” Binu was all attention. He opened the
luggage pack and ran into the village with a glass and a
lota. The Kondhs sat down for a little rest. Ramesh waited.

In no time a charpoy was produced, somebody stood with
a lota of hot milk. Another with a bunch of ripe bananas
and a mixed drone of Oriya and Telugu entreated him, ‘It
is already too late, sir, and the sun has climbed almost to
the top of the sky. The villagers would feel most unhappy
sir, if you do not pause here for some food and rest.’

Rest! Ramesh laughed to himself. That self-same
invitation all along the way. As if walled-in by forests and
hills men only wanted to lean on one another. Pause here
for a while, stay in our village for the night. Shadows of
known trees, the slow, trailing smoke on half-recognized
thatched roofs, men and women engaged in the familiar
rituals of daily living. Men in forests, on the hills,
everywhere the known world of them.

And yet, he had to move. That affectionate welcome of
the village left behind world persists as a sweet smell for
a while and then drift away in the indifferent wind.

Binu returned with some water. Ramesh drank it off
and said, ‘Let us now move’. Suddenly an old woman
appeared and stood in his way. A smile lighting up her
time-worn face she said, ‘At this late hour, my dear son,
how can you go without some food? Would your mother
have left you like this? Don’t you have mothers and sisters
in this village?’

Everybody smiled. The old woman was of the Kondh-
Dora caste, an admixture of Kondhs and Telugus.

Suddenly Ramesh felt heaps of cool shade piling on his
sunburnt eyes. But he said loudly, aimost trying to
persuade himself, 'No, no, we have to move. There is so
much to do.' He dragged himself away. The shadow of
that old woman’s mother-face remained transfixed in his
memory. Like all mothers’ eyes, her eyes looked deep
inside and an eterna! ‘alas’ floated on her lips. She had
no caste, no language. She was mother. The job on
hand was forgotten for a while. But it came back again
when he saw people on the way to the market with
headloads of rice.

‘Binu, how far is the market now?’
*Just a little ahead, sir. We have almost reached.’
‘Take care, no shouting, no noise any longer.” Binu
cautioned the Kondhs not to sing any more and walk
silently. It was now a silent, cautious march like hunters
in the forest. Deep silence reigned outside but there was
s0 much noise raging inside. Ramesh raced hurriedly in
his mind over the projected action. He would not merely
stop the smuggling for a day; he would suggest a
permanent cure for this evil in his report to the Government.
That would bring him commendation, recognition and
hasten his pace up the ladder of progress. It was like
winning a prize or a special credit in the examination. He
felt he richly deserved it. For was he not like Livingstone
in Black Africa trying to locate the original source of illegal
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smuggling across the border? He felt overwhelmed with
his own efficient and skillful handling of the matter.

A little ahead, on the roadside, a family was having the
day’s food in the shade of a tree. A small child twitching
its wiry hands and feet violently lay on the ground, with its
face to the sky. The blue sky was rent by its sharp cry.
The shriveled figure of a young woman in rags, hair al{
disheveled, left her leaf-plate of food and without even
washing her hands, pulled away the torn rags covering
her breasts and hurriedly put them to the child’s mouth.
The dried-up breasts dangled like rags. With the child
clutched in her arms the young mother kept staring at the
strangers. As though she was no person, but only some
disheveled hair and two indifferent distant eyes! There
was no eagerness for any news, no care for anybody’s
eminence in those eyes. The world outside hardly existed.
Seeming o look out on the world outside, it really looked,
deep down inthe flesh, to the dregs of the life-force where
ultimate hunger pained, ultimate love covered bird-like
offsprings under its protective wings. Three others were
also eating rice, an old man, an old woman and the
husband of the young woman. Only bones and skin, caves
of eyes and masses of dense hair on the head. The eyes
sometimes glittered. The little rice shone on the leaf-plates.
it was no eating, it was a hungry dog’s gobbling-up food,
breathlessly. Under the tree the decrepit cocking vessels
with broken rims and the improvised fire-pace lay gaping
at the sky. The entire picture attacked Ramesh with its
naked reality.

‘The Telugus from the valley, sir. So many like them
roam the jungles driven by hunger.’

‘Where is your home?' Ramesh turned to them. After
two more repetitions of the question, the old man replied,
without lifting his head from the leaf-plate and looking
rather annoyed, ‘Simachalam’.

Binu explained to Ramesh that the place was sixty miles
away. Ramesh remembered: once upon a time it was a
part of Orissa. History stood before him as a huge dark
hill, then it grew smaller and smaller almost becoming a
mound of earth and then, suddenly it sank in the gaping,
cold eyes of that young mother who was now feeding and
fondling the kid. Ramesh knew in a flash that the place
may no longer be in Orissa, but it was there very much a
part of the wide world and its people who were condemned
to their ancient hunger. ‘So many like these are roaming
the forests, sir. The bigger fear of hunger has made them
fearless of the lesser categories like forests and the wild
animals,' Binu said.

‘Quite so, quite so,’ the Kondhs echoed. They had drawn
nearer and an old Kondh said, ‘When hunger or pain
attacks, men are ali alike. Look! how hungry we have
started feeling. Where is the arrangement for food,
chaprasi babu?’

Silently Ramesh walked ahead. Suddenly he felt a
creeping confusion darkening his objectives. He wanted
to do justice, but no fonger knew what that word meant.
Always he had depended on the short-cuts of established
ways and conventional modes, always he had bowed to
established laws, written rules and had felt it wrong to look
deeper to see what lay behind them. Sometimes his sense
of justice and fairplay had conflicted with the law but he
had persuaded himself that after all duty was always hard
and relentless like the churning of a machine. Driven by
hunger somebody had stolen something, his pregnant wife
had perhaps rolled and cried on the verandah of the
cutchery with a year-old child in her arms and entreated
that there was none else to support them. But nothing
had mattered; a thief, after all, had to go to prison. That
was the law. Somebody else had suffered a year’s
imprisonment for the theft of a pumpkin because of five
earlier conviclions. Relentless and cruel were the
demands of duty, he concluded; no place for softness
there. He resolved afresh; he had to catch the rice-
smugglers. The noise of the market now sounded near.
The rotten fishy smell of raw-hide was everywhere. Men
emerged in groups from behind the forest trees. Some
had headloads, other baskets hung from the two ends of
poles balanced on the shoulder. Small children peeped
out of a few baskets. Bunches of fowl, legs tied together
and heads looking down, dangling various other
commodities, and rice. The prey seemed very near at
last. Ramesh felt a sudden thud in his chest. Almost
running down the stairs of stones he shouted, ‘Binu, now
we have had them!’

The market lay before them. Men huddled together,
swarming all around like ants. A kaleidoscope of colours,
many smells, an orchestration of droning sounds. Raw-
hide's offensive smell choked the air; rows of stalls sold
dried fish. Fliesbuzzed everywhere; so did the men. The
smell of illicit liquor came wafting in the breeze from the
neighbouring forest.

Lepers and men with ‘yaws’ disease, like dogs with
weeping wounds, patches of raw wound of ‘yaws’ with
small dark insects sitting on them. Healthy men and
women pushing their way through the milling crowd. That
was the market. Ramesh suddenly noticed a young giri
with the colour of champak flower and a well-carved body.
One of her cheeks had a patch of ‘yaws’, the other cheek
was looking red but there also ‘'yaws' had started. Yet she
had decorated herself with flowers and moved slowly, a
picture of grace, munching something. And she looked
from the corners of her eyes which seemed to smile and
invite others to aplay. Ramesh closed his eyes and leaned
on a tree in the centre of the market. Waves of noise
were breaking on his ears. The mind's eyes saw that
young girl with ‘yaws’ on the cheeks and smile in the eyes.
The Kondh boys danced on the hiil-top.
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And then he knew. In the midst of dense forests, on the
top of hills man lived. The fire in his fireplace survived the
howling wind and the cruel merciless weather.

For man was the Dalua paddy; the maore water, the more
the plant grew. ‘Yaws’ on the cheeks and smile on the
leprous face. Straining all the life-force a rose had
btossomed even though its petals were crooked and worm-
eaten. It may wither and fall. Yet it smiled.

Binu opened the flask and poured out tea. ‘Sir,’ he called.
Ramesh opened his eyes. The crowd was growing thicker
around him. Binu whispered in his ear, ‘A lot of rice is
selling, everything can be caught but not right here. There
is a strategic point beyond the market, a narrow depressed
lane leading to a thatched house. There we can wait.
From there it would be almost like shooting a tiger from a
machan.’ Binu smiled.

All of them went there, Ramesh sat on a chair. Binu
left, saying, ‘L.et me now go and give final touches to the
operation.’

Ramesh kept sitting. A little further away on an
elevation on the hill-slope was a Kondh bustee. Charpoys
were spread out in the open. Dogs waited near men,
wagging their tails. Some kids were beating a huge drum
to their heart’s content. On a doorstep an old man sat
vomiting. An old lady anxiously caressed his back. Must
be malarial fever. A goat stood on heaps of rubble and
munched the twigs of some tree. Time flew by as Ramesh
kept his eyes fastened on that scene. He wiped the sweat
from his body, tired to take out the dust of the market from
the nostrils. The day was drawing to a close, shadows
lengthened in the iate winter sun and the picture of an
ordinary bustee with its simple everyday world lay spread
out in that faded background.

Suddenly somebody started weeping. People ran out
of all houses and rushed to that house from where the
weeping came. Innotime, in front of the house and atthe
doorsteps there was a crowd. Scratching their cheeks
and beating their chests they all wept bitterly. Gradually it
transformed itself into a rhythmic, piteous fury, a chorus
of death-music.

‘Alas! Alas! He is dead, he is dead.’ Binu came back,
almost from nowhere. 'l have arranged everything, sir.
The paiks were in the market. | have asked them to drive
ali the smugglers here.’

‘What happened there, Binu?’

‘Nothing very much, sir. Somebody is dead. Must be
out of hill-fever. Nothing new in that.” Binu kept standing
behind Ramesh. Ramesh kept listening to that weeping.
Ever new, ever old. And the wheel turned, life, death,
reproduction. Every picture melted and changed. In his
mind’s eye floated up his village Kantipur in North Balasore,
His home, parents, neighbours, known old men, known
children and known girts; all the distance from the burning-

ghat to the centre of the village, to the place of Chandi.
Death, life, regeneration. There too lived men who loved
peace and tranquillity, who had no quarrel with life and
who suffered pain even though doing no harm to others,

The refrain of the chorus of the death-song continued.

So many had gone eatlier, so many. In dark nights the
villagers light up torches of fire and invoke them, ‘Come
back in darkness, return in light.’

The vast plain of death lay ahead of him. There,
language and country did not divide. All were equal and
eternal.

Standing behind, Binu too thought of his home, his
youngest wife. Would Bisi be coming? Suddenly he
slapped his own cheeks. Ramesh looked at him. Binu
was rubbing his cheek with his paim. ‘This place is full of
very big mosquitoes. Their bite is very painful,” he added.

Ramesh was startied. He could see himself lying on
bed, shivering. Eyes bloodshot, body dark as a bear. It
would start at one hundred and three degrees temperature
and make one feel like biting, abusing, running mad.

Vomiting, heat, mounting heat and then?

Birth, death, reproduction, birth, death.

One does not think of the law. Birth, death, man. As if
he suddenly saw everything with new eyes! Men walked,
many men, getting lost in the dark. But the stream did not
die. It flowed on and on. The market was coming to a
close. Men were moving. He felt he knew everybody, all
these people, in person. Pressure of wants at home,
oppression of life outside. And yet they moved on. Caste
and language did not matter. They were men. His
villagers, known men. n the unending stream an ant
looked up to other ants, an ineffable smile flowed from its
dried-up eyes as it seemed to say: ‘We are brothers, we
walk on our feet and work with our hands: we belong to
the same land, this ancient earth under the sky. Our enemy
is common: those who snatch away the little food from
our mouths crush us to death and heap hot ashes and
cinders on us.’

The stream of ants flowed on. 1n the depth of Ramesh'’s
mind the unextingushed lamp of smile and fire continued
to burn.

Suddenly there was commotion outside. The paiks were
coming, followed by men carrying baskets and bags. Ina
moment Rarnesh was transformed into his official self,
stood up and accepted the salute of the paiks. Binu rushed
forward and said, ‘They are being dragged here in groups.’

The paiks said, ‘'Kindly see, sir, how these fellows were
smuggling away rice from this market to the plains below,
the baskets and bags have only a top-dressing of chillies,
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turmeric and tobacco but below these there is rice. They
will sell the smuggled rice at exorbitant rates. For a handful
of rice they will eat up the flesh and blood of men.’

Ramesh looked again. An army of skeletons stood
facing him. Ribs showed as iron shafts of a hoeing
machine, skins dangled on the ribs as on a bat's body, the
bodies of all twisted, bent, only heaps of oil-less hair on
the head and tiny flickering eyes. Were they men or the
ghosts of men? Entreating in their strange language; now
weeping, now pointing to their cavelike beliies and mouths,
now dangling their slender, weak, twig-like hands. In the
bustee on the other side, the dead body was brought out
of the house. Presently men were jostling about, throwing
their heads forward and weeping in chorus, ‘Alas! Alas!
Who snatched you away? What ate you up?’

And down there in the narrow lane below the bustee,
the living ghosts entreated and prayed, beating their
chests, and heads: 'Oh God Almighty, Oh father.’ The
paiks roared, and Binu shouted, 'No, no that won't do.
Open up the bags, show the rice.’

Ramesh closed his eyes, something tottered and
crashed inside him. The exhaustion and hunger of the
long trek closed in and submerged him. Eyes shut, he
could only see the confused, crazy, co-mingling sea of
men, ‘yaws’ on the cheeks, smile on the face, shriveled
skin on the body and glitter in the eyes. Everything was
mixed up, inseparable; the piteous wailings for the dead,
the heart-rending cry of deprivation and poverty, the fire
and storm raging in the caves below the eyes. He opened
his eyes and looked; the cry was continuing. ‘Have pity,
sir, have mercy almighty, see our condition.' Before him
stood a tall skeleton of a man, almost made of dried palm-
leaf. Two long hands went up, joined in salutation and
then slowly drooped down. They could crumble to pieces
anytime! An empty, hoarse voice entreated, prayed, ‘Have
pity, my father.” What was the language? Ramesh did
not know. But the meaning went in. Prostrate on the
ground and stretched right up to his feet that shadowy
figure raised its head and the eyes looked Ramesh straight
in the face. That look took the shape of the look of some
known person, known to Ramesh, known to all. It went
out of every person when hunger struck and looked
quizzically as if from a mirror. Ramesh felt he knew all

these people intimately, like his villagers. He was nolonger
seeing their shapes and forms; the intimacy of their inner
self overpowered him. That shape just before him was
his long-dead ‘Sapana’ uncle, the same disheveled hair,
the madman’s unshaven face, those gaping pits on the
thresholds of the bones. Only he looked more tired, more
hungry, more frightened by the terrible vision of death.
That other old man, moustached, all bent and crooked,
was none other than the hapless blacksmith of Kantipur
village!

And those urchins with only skin and bone. Were they
not his village boys who had entered his garden and ate
up all the raw guavas? And those women looking like
tattered, frail, leaking boats? Were they not his village
womenfolk rushing to collect fallen dry leaves for fuel early
in the morning? Ramesh tried to hide his eyes, hanging
down his head. Only, his brief murmuring words could be
heard, ‘Go, go away.’

Binu could hardly believe what this Officer was saying.
Did he seriously mean it? Anxiously he entreated, ‘Sir,
but sir.' But Ramesh only repeated, ‘Leave them. It is
getting late. Go away, go.’

Binu groped in his memory for the image of authority.
Certainly it was not like this: this young boy, soft and kind-
hearted, hardly knew the world. Moustaches just
sprouting, slim, with a delicate voice. Hardly an officer, he
concluded. Real authority was like tiger. Binu had seen
many down the years. In his twisted lips there was a
strange expression. Partly in smile, partly in ridicule.

Ramesh kept standing. Before his consciousness there
was no more any history. Time had ended. There wasno
Kapilendradev, no Purushottam, no Konarak. There was
no special distinctive image of the men who form the
backbone of a country or a nation. History was devoid of
sense, meaning. There was nothing but ants, ants;
everywhere, hungry ants carrying mouthfuls of food to live,
to survive and the stream of ants converging on ant-heaps
for a new lease of precarious life. The ant wanted to live.
Ramesh felt a cold shudder. The brief sunshine of {ater
winter had faded. All around a thin layer of blue haze was
spreading. It was evening. He felt the cold of Magh month
inside.

Gopinath Mohanty was a renowned Oriya fiction writer and winner of the prestigious Jnanapitha Award. He
successfully drew upon and integrated tribal themes into the mainstream literature. ‘Paraja’ is one such work. This
story has been translated from Oriya by Sitakanta Mahapatra.
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TANGO IN TORONTO

DR. PRASANNA K. PATI

“Dr. Sonjee, | am Dr. Verghese. You are not seriously
injured. You are lucky, The bullet glanced through skin just
over your left shoulder. There are no vascular or nerve
injuries. There will be no functional limitations. I notice you
were born in India, and that you are a Hindu. | also note
that you have a private practice in psychiatry in Oakland,
California.

You are here in Toronto to attend the annual
meeting of the American Psychiatric Association.l am
originally from Cochin in the state of Kerala in India.”

l opened my eyes and made eye contact with this
strikingly handsome doctor, probably in his late thirties. |
knew that | was in the Emergency room of the Toronto
General Hospital, but | was stili in a daze. | remembered
that eariier in the evening, | was walking alone on the
twenty-first avenue to the Four Seasons Toronto Hotel,
where | was staying. Earlier in the evening, | had attended
a symposium on "Mental Disorders and Violence.”

t responded in a weak voice, “1 am glad to meet
you Dr. Verghese. Do you have the details of what
happened to me? My memory is blurred. | was walking
along this street. It was dark but there were people around.
| walked by a Pizza Restaurant. Just after, there was a
dark alley to my right. Then, | saw some shadowy
movements in the alfley. | had no fear or suspicion. |
suppose | was engrossed in my fantasies. Then, | heard
distinctly something like, ‘Bash that Paki, Bash that Hindu’,
Just as | got on the sidewalk right across the aliey, | heard
a shot, and then felt a sharp, stabbing pain in my left
shoulder. The pain was so sharp and intense that |
staggered and fell on the sidewalk. [ felt warm blood. It
was then that | fell unconscious, | believe.”

Dr. Verghese responded, “You seem to recall
virtually all the details except for what followed. According
to Police, who interviewed witnesses, there were two men
walking just behind you, perhaps twenty feet. They heard
a shot and saw you stagger and fall. They ran to assist
you. At that moment, there appeared two white males, in
neo-Nazi outfits. One of these youths was about to kick
you with his boot, but that kick landed on one of the men
who had come to assist you, There was a scuffle and these
two young men were subdued by your helpers and by
others who rushed to the scene. They have been arrested.”

“But Dr. Verghese, how do you know all these
details and that these young men were neo-Nazis?”

“Dr. Sonjee, they have interviewed the criminals,
They belong to a neo-Nazi gang in Toronto. They have
been previously implicated in vandalizing South Asian
businesses in Little India. You know, Littie India along
Gerrard Street has a number of Indian restaurants and
businesses. They have regularly indulged in what is
referred to as ‘Paki bashing’, that is, attacks on people of
South Asian origin in Toronto.

! was getting angry. | had escaped death, but my
anger had no limits. | could not console myself. | was
attending a professional meeting of the American
Psychiatric Association in 1977 and 1 had fallen victim to
racial paranoia.

“Dr, Sonjee, you will be discharged from the
hospital. It is about ten now. | will accompany you to the
Four Seasons Hotel.”

“That would be very nice of you, Dr. Verghese. |
am quite capable of getting there by taxi, but | am
apprehensive. | will take you up on your offer. Who were
the men who might have saved my life?”

“Dr. Sonjee, | have their names from the Police
and the hotel they are staying in. Mr. Kruger and Mr.
Simpson are in the Hilton. They too are attending a
conference in Toronto. They are from Dayton, Ohio. You
will be interested to know that they are African-American.”

For a moment, this fact didn't quite register with
me. Then, in a flash, | could visualize a confrontation
between two African Americans and two neo-Nazis in this
beautiful city of Toronto.

Dr. Verghese continued, “Dr. Sonjee, these two
gentlemen are teachers in the Dayton, Ohio school district,
and they were attending a teachers’ convention. It was
reported by the Police and witnesses that the skin-heads,
during the scuffie, used the most vile and unspeakable
language.”

It was time to leave the hospital. Dr. Verghese
and | walked to his car. He insisted on accompanying me
to the lobby of the hotel. He gave me his home address
and phone number and said, “Call me if you need any
help.”

I had arestless night. My plans for attending the
psychiatric meetings were shattered and my enjoying the
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City of Toronto as a tourist was also destroyed on that
sidewalk. During the next day, | was interviewed extensively
by the R.C.M.P. detectives, who were very kind and
considerate. At the conclusion of the depositions, | was
warned by these officers that | would most definitely be
subpoenaed for the upcoming trial of these assailants. |
decided to return home. | called a friend of mine, a
psychiatrist in Oakland, California who was also attending
the psychiatric convention. He came over right away.
Despite my anger and inner turmoil, | tried to reassure
him that | was not seriously injured. My friend had a volatile
personality and it was difficult to calm him down. He
insisted that he accompany me to the airport for my flight
to San Francisco. During the taxi ride to the airport, he
was constantly talking about how difficult it had been to
achieve justice and equality in human history. He referred
to mass eviction of the Jewish citizens from Spain in the
early 16th century, systematic assaults on and plunder of
the Native Americans in the New World, virtual annihilation
of the aborigines in Australia, slavery in the Americas and
the holocaust.

1 made an attempt to add a hopeful note by stating
that both Canada and India belonged to the British
Commonwealth of Nations and both were vibrant
democracies. We were approaching the Lester B. Pearson
International Airport. He responded, “Perhaps, we will talk
more about this later on. But Dr, Sonjee, do not forget the
sign on the entrance to the English Club in Bombay of
pre-independence India which read, ‘Dogs and Indians
not Allowed".”

I resumed my normal activities. | received a letter
from Dr. Verghese inquiring as to how | was doing. He
had talked with officials and organizations in the City of
Toronto and the Province of Ontario, who were actively
engaged in combating racial discrimination and abuses
of human rights. According to Dr. Verghese, the Province
of Ontario was very keen on combating racism and
discrimination on the basis of religion and ethnicity. | knew
that incidents continue to happen in all large and small
North American cities.

Only after returning to Gakland and slowly getting
over the hurt, pain and anger, | decided to call both the
African-American teachers in Dayton, Ohio one evening.
“Mr. Kruger, this is Dr. Sonjee in Oakland. | am the man
you helped in Toronto early fast week.”

“Yes, Dr. Sonjee, how are you doing?”
“1 am doing fairly well. How about you?”
“Dr. Sonjee, my friend Jim Simpson and | were

really enjoying our visit to Toronto until that incident. it was
a shock.”

“Mr. Kruger, you and your friend put yourselves in
the line of fire to protect me and then subdued those neo-
Nazis, altogether an act of extraordinary courage and
compassion. You saved me from an undignified death, an
execution-style death and from being a victim of neo-
Nazism on a sidewalk in Toronto. | thank you and wish
you the best.”

“Don't mention it Doc. We happened 1o be at the
right place at the right time. Take care”.

“Yes, thank you again, Mr. Kruger”.

Then | called Mr. Simpson. However, it was a
different type of conversation. He was the one who took
the brunt of the kick from the neo-Nazi boot and he had
not yet returned to work,

“Mr. Simpson, this is Dr. Sonjee the victim in
Toronto early last week. How are you doing?”

“Hey, Dr. Sonjee, | am glad you called. | was
thinking about you. | am not badly hurt, but the trauma to
my psyche is almost unbelievable. | am obsessed with
that incident and that vile language of a racist punk directed
against tax-paying, law-abiding citizens.”

We talked some more. | thought Mr. Simpson was
developing a post-traumatic stress disorder in as much
as he indicated that he had insomnia, nightmares and
much anxiety. | gently suggested to him that he might need
professional help and he agreed to consider it. “Mr.
Simpson, | really feel bad. ! hope you will heal soon. Thank
you from the bottom of my heart.”

I was not looking forward to going to Toronto to
testify in the upcoming trial of these two neo-Nazis. It was
not the court appearance as such but just being in Toronto
that made me anxious. | have been a workaholic in
America. During periods of great personal stress and even
despair, | continued to work fairly effectively and without
getting into substance abuse or even clinical depression.
However, that incident in downtown Toronto haunted me.

In late August 1977, | received a call from the
Public Prosecutor's office in Toronto informing me that
the trial was scheduled in mid-September and that | would
be served a subpoena. | was expected to testify. 1 called
up Dr. Verghese the same evening and he invited me to
stay with his family. He also indicated that he had been in
constant touch with the Public Prosecutor’s office and that
both Mr. Kruger and Mr. Simpson were coming to testify.
He and his wife were to meet me at the Lester B. Pearson
International Airport on arrival. | felt immensely relieved
that | was staying in their home rather than a hotel in
Toronto.
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The day of the departure for Toronto came too quickly.
| was met at the airport by not only Dr. and Mrs. Verghess,
but at least a dozen prominent members of the South Asian
community of Toronto. | was not expecting this kind of a
reception. Obviously, subsequent to that incident in May, there
were a number of meetings of prominent South Asians among
themselves and their meetings with human rights
organizations in Toronto. That much | understood in that
airport reception. On our way to the Verghese home, | was
informed that the group at the airport had representatives
from India, Bangladesh, Pakistan and Sri Lanka. For the next
couple of days, | was interviewed by more attorneys
prosecuting the case on behalf of the Province of Ontario
and by R.C.M.P. detectives. My story remained the same.

The trial itself lasted two days. Besides myself, Mr.
Kruger, Mr. Simpson and R.C.MP. detectives, there were other
witnesses who were involved in subduing the assailants. The
Public Defender argued for mercy. The defendants came from
disturbed family backgrounds. Both were high school drop-
outs; they had no family or community support. During my
long career as a psychiatrist in America, | had seen literally
hundreds of such youths. Many of them were mentally
disturbed, but here in this Court of Law, | was there as a
victim and not as a psychiatrist. | made frequent eye contact
with the defendants: blond, boyish looking, pathetic, flat and
awkward. | wondered if the Hitler Youth in the waning days of
World War Il looked like these two young people. They were
found guilty and the sentencing date was set for October by
the Judge. I had heard that they would be sentenced to twenty
years in prison on being found guilty of attempted murder.
Justice had been done but my anger for being violated on
that evening in Toronto had not really subsided.

Dr. and Mrs. Verghese had told me that there would
be a get-together in their home of prominent members of the
South Asian community of Toronto, some members of the
Provincial Human Rights Commission and the Member of
the Canadian Parliament representing Toronto. It was going
to be a celebration of victory for justice. | insisted that both
Mr. Kruger and Mr. Simpson be invited to this gathering.

It was a typical South Asian get-together; lots of food,
talk about home countries, talking at the same time and
children running around. There was going to be a formal
meeting and according to the hosts, anyone could make brief
remarks. During this gathering, | visited with both Mr. Kruger
and Mr. Simpson, who seemed to be enjoying themselves.

Finally, Dr. Verghese called for attention and
announced that the meeting would start. Dr. Hussain, a
Pakistani in origin, and now a prominent orthopedist in
Toronto, made the following remarks: “Ladies and Gentlemen,
today is a small victory. We love Canada. However, our fight
for equality and justice for ali will continue. We have to be on
the alert as members of the South Asian community. ‘Paki

bashing’ must stop totally. We are relieved that Dr. Sonjee
escaped a major injury or death, if something like this could
happen to him, it could happen to us, citizens of Toronto.
| am thankful to Allah that his iife was spared.”

Mr. Joshi, originally from Allahabad in india, made
the following remarks: “1 would like to express our sincere
thanks to Mr. Kruger and Mr. Simpson for saving Dr.
Sonjee’s life. That kick by the skin-head was not only meant
to hurt Dr. Sonjee but also to hurt the entire South Asian
community of Toronto.” At this point, every one stood up
and gave a warm applause to Mr. Simpson.

Mr. Joshi was followed by one Miss Khalida, who
introduced herself as a senior in the University of Toronto,
Her family had come from Bangladesh. She said, “1 have
had sleepless nights since the attack on Dr. Sonjee took
place. There are many many victims of this attack besides
Dr. Sonjee. This is not an isolated incident. ‘Paki bashing’,
harassment and racial slurs have been occurring for years.
This is not unique to Toronto. It has been happening in all
major North American cities. We have to be alert and
vigilant.”

A few more made brief remarks on similar lines,
on maintaining unity among South Asian community
groups and fighting against ‘Paki bashing’ through non-
violent, legal and constitutional means.

Mrs. Verghese suggested that | speak for a few
minutes. | was reluctant but as she was the gracious
hostess, | couldn’t refuse.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, | appreciate your coming
here and providing each other emotional support. It is kind
of you to give me the same support. Yes, the South Asian
community in Toronto and in fact, all of Canada and USA
have made immense contributions to the fields of science,
medicine, engineering and all other major professions. It
has added to the cultural mosaic of North America. The
South Asians should be proud of their achievements in
Canada. Let us not forget that Canadians and Americans
have provided us with the milieu and educational
opportunities for such outstanding achievements. Also,
iet us not forget that as citizens of Canada or USA, we
have to give something back. It must not be, ‘all take and
no give'. It is not enough for me to be just a doctor. | have
to give something more to my community in Qakland,
California. It is not enough for the South Asian community
of Toronto to be concerned only with their rights and be
involved in only their ethnic activities. It has to be more,

much more.”

At this point, | asked Mr. Kruger and Mr, Simpson
to come forward and sit by me on the sofa. They were not
very thrilled about it, but | was in charge.
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I resumed my speech, “You are rightly and understandably
concerned with attacks on members of the South Asian
community in Toronto. However, did these two gentlemen
ever think of race when they came to my rescue? Some
of you know the history of slavery in various countries of
the Americas. How would you feel if a child of Indian,
Bangladeshi, Sri Lankan or Pakistani origin is teased,
taunted, shoved and kicked in the school playgrounds just
because of his or her brown skin? You would feel enraged.
- Do you feel the same rage when an African-Canadian child
is subjected to similar abuse? How would you feel if you
were called a ‘Nigger’ and given a dirty look in some places
in Toronto? You must not forget that not foe many years
back, the English in India used to call us ‘Niggers, Blackies
or Coolies’. By a sweeping judgment based solely on skin
color, they made themselves superior. Some of you may
not know that at the entrance of an English club in pre-
independence Bombay, it was prominently written, ‘Dogs
and Indians Not Allowed’.”

At this point, | suggested to Mrs. Verghese that
there should be a break for a few minutes. During the
break, we had samosas and tea. | noticed that many
people had congregated around Mr. Kruger and Mr.
Simpson and were animatedly talking to them.

The group reassembled. Again, | asked Mr. Kruger
and Mr. Simpson to sit by me on the sofa. | put my arms
around them and resumed, “These two men are my
brothers.” At that point, my voice rose sharply and | pointed
an accusing finger at the group, and almost screamed,
“Do not forget the South Asian experience in Uganda when
Idi Amin kicked them out. In that country, the South Asians
remained an elite community, keeping the native Africans
at arms’ length. Right or wrong, they were considered
foreigners and exploiters. There was a racial divide. That
racial divide must be broken down in North America. If
these two men are ‘Niggers’, | too am a ‘Nigger’. As leng
as any citizen of Canada or America is considered inferior
simply on the basis of skin color, then, our fight is not
over. Let me give this message to the South Asian
community of Toronto: open your hearts and doors to

citizens of Toronto who are of African origin. Make a special
effort to invite them to your functions. Let this process
start now. They need us and we need them. You will find
that people of African origin are no different from us and
they are a wonderful people. We, South Asians, must not
hide behind our professional and financial achievements
in North America and stay away from such burning issues
such as racism, domestic violence and religious bigotry.
Al our countries in South Asia are tainted with gross human
rights violations: virtual elimination of Hindus and Sikhs in
Pakistan, continuing discrimination against the lower
castes and tribals in India, ongoing flight of Hindu citizens
from Bangladesh, the horrors of the ethnic war in Sri Lanka,
the history of mass rape of the women of Bangladesh and
the genocide by the Pakistani Army just prior to
independence of that country. We must not repeat those
mistakes in our new homelands. We must go out and
extend our friendship to all. Once you open the doors to
your heart to an African-Canadian, or a Native Canadian
or anyone else, you will experience a kind of joy that you
might not have experienced before.”

There was silence after | concluded. There was
no applause but there were many tearful eyes. Someone
started singing “We Shall Overcome” and the group joyfully
started singing this bitter-sweet song, holding hands.

1 returned to Oakland the next day. Within a matter
of days, | joined the Oakland Chapter of the National
Association for the Advancement of Colored People. The
first meeting 1 attended was on an emergency basis. It
was related to several incidents of racism against African-
Americans but there were some white Americans. | was
the only person of Asian origin. At least it was a beginning,
I consoled myself.

Not too many months after that, there appeared
a story on the front page of the San Francisco newspaper
that many Asian owned businesses were vandalized and
graffittied with Hitler's Swastika signs. Here was a
message, virtually the same message that fell me on a
street in Toronto.

Editorial disclaimer: “Toronto is actually a very safe city with the highest multicultural population in the world".

Prasanna Pati is a short story writer and a regular contributor to the OSA Journal. He lives in Salem, Oregon.
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The Changing Role of the Oriya Women: Problems and Prospects

JOSNA MISRA

ne can notice several noteworthy changes in the
status and role of women all over the world.
Although the feminist movement is closely linked
. to these discernable trends and the movement against

discrimination and viclence against women, it is possible
to analyze them independently from a holistic perspective.

Although the magnitude of change in the role and
status of women varies according to political, economic,
and social advancement of various countries, one thing is
certain; there seems to be a genuine and growing interest
and need for examining and recognizing the progress in
the role and status of women from time to time.

The recent Beijing Conference on women is an
example of the growing awareness of women’s issues
throughout the world. Today, if a woman under 30 is asked
if she is a feminist, chances are that she will shoot back a
decisive ‘no’. But in the next breath the same young
woman will reject the “Feminine Mystique,” which delimits
a woman’s role as a wife and a mother.

It is no surprise that Betty Freidan, the pioneer of
ferninist movement and the writer of the sensational book
Feminine Mystique madified her views on the appropriate
role of women in the book Second Stage about two
decades later. Even today, as we are approaching the
21 Century, it is ironic that the “feminism” as a concept is
negatively perceived, whereas the issue of women’s
advancement is championed all around.

In the patriarchal societies, both in the orient and
the occident, women have been accorded a subordinate
status and are deprived of the formal education that has
been available from time to time. Even in modern times,
several countries, including the advanced ones like the
United States, have overlooked innumerable instances
of gender-based abuses and discrimination in work places.
In fact, in the early 60s, a survey of 13,000 female college
graduates indicated that the two most common measures
of success were being mother of accomplished children
and being the wives of prominent men. Ironically, the
primary identification of women with the family and home
contributes to their secondary status.

Literature indicates that in advanced countries,
educational, political, economic and social changes have
elevated women to a higher status. In general, women
have made a lot of progress all over the world. However,
Third World countries like India, and in particular the
economically backward Indian states like Orissa continue

to struggle with the changes listed above. The focus at
this point is on issues concerning the changing role of
women in India, with specific emphasis on Orissa.

First, the area of education and employment
seems to play a major role in bringing about changes in
Oriyawomen. Progress for these women came only when
it appeared that their education could advance the goals
of society such as promoting moral order, religious spirit,
and education of children at home. Of course women's
education and work are more acceptable when they are
perceived as an extension of the mother role - one of
nurturing and caring or providing help and support.

Although the profile of women in India, particularly
QOrissa, is changing and many women of the middle class
are gainfully employed, in the educational landscape of
India, however, the women of Orissa are still much below
the national average. ltis also worth mentioning here that
education is still imited to a small and elite group of the
population. Statistically, women are very much under-
represented in professional jobs. They are mostly
encouraged to select careers which don't conflict with the
traditional norms of feminine grace.

Although there seems to be arise in the number
of families with a double income in Qrissa, a high
percentage of working wives remain at the lower end of
labor market and are expected to sacrifice work for home.
As a result, women’s participation in professional,
academic conferences, seminars and forums are limited.
This limitation causes less awareness on women's issues
and their reduced role as productive members of society.
Consequently, the process of victimization of women
continues to haunt the Oriya scciety.

The process of socialization for girls and boys is
strikingly different in Orissa because of slow change in
the attitude of parents, family members and members of
other social institutions. However, Oriya girls and boys
who are raised in the U. S. and are given opportunities for
high quality education and modern comforts, seem to
exhibit more progressive views of women and hold new
expectations about one another.

Educated and professional wemen who have the
potential to break new grounds of opportunities are
socialized in such a way that the primary value of being a
wife and a mother is often appreciated at the expense of
personal achievements in other spheres of life. Of course,
economic conditions contribute to the dependency of
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women on men in many parts of the world, particutarly in
Third World countries. Thus a large number of Oriya
women who are mostly dependent on their husbands for
material support, also depend on them as sources of self-
esteemn and continuity. In addition, the patriarchal ordering
of society assigns a secondary status to them.

As Betty Freidan mentions in The Second Stage,
a balance must be struck between the professional
women’s new econamic role and their traditional role as
tender-hearted mothers. To achieve a harmonious
balance in society with an enhanced status of women,
there have been changes and progress in varying degrees
all over the world. These perceptible changes can also
be seen in Third World countries like China and India.
An increasing awareness of the empowerment of women

has been highlighted in leadership ferums and in the
media, thereby fostering a climate of change for the better,
However, these changing perceptions have not
substantially altered gender inequality in economically
backward and change resistant states like Orissa.

It is the need of the hour for the Criya women to
break from the shackles of their traditional roles (as wives
and mothers} and play more progressive roles as equal
partners in a changing society. It is high time for them to
take the challenges of a new millennium and hreak
grounds for a new social order based on gender equality
and fairness. The immigrant Oriya women in the United
States, Canada, and other European countries must unite
and provide collaborative leadership in that regard.

Josna Misra teaches in Miles College and lives in Birmingham, Alabama.

Violence-Free Society: A Vision for the New Millennium
Understanding Invisible Violence

MAMATA MISRA

hile we are saddened by violence that dominates

our daily news and afraid for our children’s safety

in streets and even in schools, we may not be
fully aware of where and how violence begins. Often, it
begins in our homes. Until 1993, when | started
volunteering for Saheli and SafePlace, organizations that
work toward helping victims of domestic violence, | knew
little about family violence. The term is shrouded in myths,
I shall point out a few of these myths.

Some people believe that family violence does
not happen in educated families. Unfortunately, most of
the victims | have worked with came from educated
families. They were either professionals themselves or
were married to professionals. Formal education so far
has neither raised awareness of domestic violence nor
prevented it. In fact, my experience has shown that
perpetrators of violence often use their education and
knowledge to hurt the victim more.

Another myth is that family viclence occurs when
men are drunk. Drunks do beat their famity members often
and recent women's movements in India for prohibition
have shown a reduction in number of incidents of family
violence when a village is alcohol-free. However, this is
not enough to establish a cause-effect relationship
between intoxication and family viclence. Plenty of
domestic viclence occurs without the use of aicohol or
drugs. Alcohol use may make it easier for a man to beat

his wife and may provide him an excuse to do so, but it is
not the primary reason.

Another myth is that the victim is partly responsible
for the violence because the victim might have provoked
anger. This argument does not hold because often abuse
oceurs in cold blood and in a pre-meditated manner. Even
when it seems like a reaction of anger, what it is blamed
on is not an intended provocation but a normal human
action or error. An abuser may use his personal dislike of
something, anylhing, as an excuse to strike. At one time it
may be for food being too hot and the next day it might be
for food being too cold. Anger that is expressed through
the abuse is often unreasonable. An abuse victim becomes
confused and lives in fear because no matter how hard
she tries to avoid things that might be triggers, there is
never an end to it. It is usually impaossible to please an
abuser because often he is displeased with himself and
just projects it on to someone who is an easy target.

Family violence arises from a strong desire to feel
powerful and important by keeping another family member
in a position of less power and under one's control, Family
violence may be physical, verbal, or emotional. When
someone uses his size, strength, or presence to hurt or
control someone, it is physical abuse. Examples are
pushing, slapping, forced sex, throwing things, breaking
personal items, use of weapons, chasing, blocking, taking
away money etc. Use of words or voice to control or hurt
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someone is called verbal abuse. Accusations, threats,
yelling and shouting, calling names, saying mean things
putting down, writing nasty letters are examples of verbal
abuse. Physical and verbal abuse hurt emotionally. But
abuse can also happen without using physical force or
wards. Actions or lack of actions meant to control or
demean someone are emotional abuse. Controliing access
to meney, intense jealousy, criticisms, unusual demands,
isolation from family and friends, manipulation with lies,
threatening divorce, extra-marital affairs, using children,
taking away children, ignoring, threatening suicide, making
fun of, preventing access to money or other things in the
house, taking away freedom are examples of emotional
abuse.

Family violence is similar to other forms of
appression: political oppression where a dictator enjoys
his power by stealing freedom from his subjects,
oppression in the work force where the employer or a
manager uses his power to obstruct growth of another
employee, social oppression where a rich moneylender
uses his power of wealth to swindle the poor. Out of all
these forms of appression, family viclence is the worst
kind for the folfowing reasons: it is often hidden. A person
who abuses his wife in private may be an extremely friendly
and nice person in public. If the abuse is noticed, it is
misunderstood and is viewed as a persanal problem and
not as a problem that affects society. Therefore, the
problem is often ignored. If you see a stranger hitting
ancther stranger in public you are more likely to intervene
than if you witness a man hitting his wife. The same crime
somehow is tolerated in a family context because people
believe that it is none of their business.

But it is really our business because domestic
violence affects our community in a big way. Violence
during pregnancy is the number 1 cause of birth defects.
Thus violence begins when we begin, in the mother's
womb. Every 15 seconds, a woman is assaulted by her
husband or partner. Domestic violence is the leading cause
of injury to women ages 15-44, more common than
automobile accidents and muggings combined. About 22-
35% of emergency room visits by women are due to
injuries from family violence. Approximately 75% of men
who batter grew up in homes where they were beaten,
neglected, or witnessed battering. There are at least 4
million reported (many more unreported) incidents of
domestic violence against women each year. Thus the
nation’s police and the judiciary system spends a lot of
maney and time on crimes related to domestic violence.
According to FBI statistics, at least 30% of all female
homicide victims are killed by their husbands, ex-
husbands, or partners. US companies lose up to $5 billion
each year because of abuse related absences from work
and another $100 million in medical bills.

Thus domestic viclence takes a toll not just on
the family where it occurs, but on society and the future.
This is one reason why we as a community must care
about this problem. But there is another deeper reason.
Although in some cases a woman may abuse a man or
another woman, in most cases of family violence it is a
husband abusing his wife.

Men who abuse their partners and men and
women who support this behavior see nothing wrong with
it. Women who accept abuse do so because they see no
other choice, Where do men and women get such ideas?
The society in which we live and grow gives us messages
about sex roles that boys and girls receive and internalize.
One can just look at the different adjectives cited for the
meanings of the words "masculing” and “feminine” in
dictionaries and books, including scriptures. The
socialization process for boys often demands “mascutinity”
in terms of being aggressive, stout-hearted, determined,
bold, daring, fearless, rough-natured, intellectual,
authoritarian, powerful, in control, and independent. The
sociatization process of girls often defines "femininity” as
being passive, gentle, delicate, submissive, timid, seif
sacrificing, maternal, dependent, home-loving, and
emotional,

Historically, in most cultures, the family structure
has been patriarchal. The man of the house is the head of
the house and his wife and children are subordinate to
him. Also, ancient stories in most cultures have examples
of “masculinity” being rewarded with “femininity”,
establishing man's ownership over his woman. In India
and other Asian countries, a false analogy of the
reproduction process may have contributed to this property
ownership notion. In this analogy, woman's body was
viewed as land where man plants seeds to get children.
Thus, according to this analogy, man, the seed producer,
must acquire “fertile” land, and must be well-fed to produce
geod seeds. Even the word “barren” is used to mean a
woman unable to conceive. Marriage, according to this
analogy, would be similar to land acquisition which can be
received as a gift, purchased, or grabbed by force. Wife
would become the property of husband. Marital rape would
become legitimate.

't does not take much brain power to see how
silly this analogy is. But unfortunately scientific
understanding has failed to remove this deep-rooted
notion. In Vedic marriage rituals, during “saptapadi” (seven
steps) the mantra calls for “friendship” not “ownership.”
However, most Hindus practice the rituals without any
understanding of their symbolism or significance. The
“importance of seed over soil” concept still persists. The
family and social structure and norms designed centuries
ago based on invalid principles have heen internalized by
both men and wormen. White we adapt to modern fashions
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and modern technology easily, we act old-fashioned in our
attitudes and behavior. Society, through ancient traditions,
has taught men to value power and control over their wives.
Unfortunately, in many families “masculinity” turns into
cruelty towards women and children and is passed on from
generation to generation. A man may beat his wife to prove
his masculinity to himself when his low self-esteem bothers
him. This has been tolerated by society for ages. In the
USA, only within the tast twenty years or so, domestic
violence and marital rape have been seen as crimes by
the law.

It is also sad to see that women who have been
lucky to have some power, often use it in the so-called
masculine way. Instead of using it constructively, they
become aggressive and try to grab more of it at the
expense of someone else, often another female in the
family. Often, a direct way of voicing concerns and solving
problems is not available to young married women
because they may not be taken seriously. So they misdirect
their creativity and learn to manipulate others to get what
they want. Thus, instead of asserting themselves they
become aggressive in a passive way. When women are
not allowed or taught to become self-reliant, they compete
with other female members in the family who rely on the
same male member they rely on. Our families have plenty
of abusing mothers-in-law, uncaring daughters-in-law, and
jealous sisters-in-law. Oppression of women by women
keeps women divided and sustains patriarchy.

Family violence has grown out of ancient, time-
honored, and cultivated traditions condoned by society.
Hence, for it to stop, society must reform itself to nurture
human values (not masculine and feminine values) such
as not hurting another human being irrespective of gender,
class, race and other such factors. The family unit must
establish more equitable human relations within itself.
Since we are the building blocks of society, it is up to each
of us to build such a society, to create better norms for
marriage and family. Each of us is a role model for our
children. Through our actions, we need to give our children
the message that men, women, and children are
emotionally equal, that each human being deserves
respect, that respect is the foundation upon which healthy
relationships are built, and that power and control tactics
are unhealthy and destructive.

What Can We Do?

Victims of domestic violence often suffer in silence when
they have no other choice. Their batterer who inflicts the
injustice, the extended family that supports it, and society
that ignores it, create a prison for the victim that seems
inescapable. Therefore, support organizations need to
provide a system of support to the victim through which
she can escape her prison and be free. The support comes

through emergency shelters where the victim can safely
stay away from danger, counseling services that listen to
her pain without finding fault and help her make difficult
choices, alaw-enforcement system that protects the victim
and holds the perpetrator of violence accountable,
intervention programs where abusers can learn healthy
alternatives to their destructive behavior, job-training, low
rent housing, and child care for the victim while she is on
her long journey to recovery and independence.

However, this only repairs the damage after it is
done. The vision shouid be to prevent the problem so that
the need for such helping organizations disappears. Like
any social change, this change has to come slowly with
awareness and education through grassroots efforts led
by support crganizations.

Children must be taught what respect is and how
one expresses it. But they cannot fearn it when adults do
not demonstrate it. Children must be taught by example.

Psychologists and social workers need to facilitate
sessions where young men and women can explore what
a heaithy relationship calfls for before they enter into
marriage. Pecple must be taught effective communication
skills so that they can resolve conflicts without hurting
others. Families must explore how a family can work
together as a team. In other words, democracy, equality
and such concepts must enter into our homes so our
children can taste and feel them not just spit them out in
examinations after cramming from text books.

Family viclence and gender roles must be
understood and applied by pecple of different professions.
Teachers need to emphasize the importance of respect in
the classroom by being respectful to the students and
expecting students to respect one another. Religious
authorities need to understand and explain the significance
of various religious practices. They need to take a critical
look at the practices that hurt society and try to dissuade
people from using them. They need to emphasize the parts
in the scriptures that promote healthy relationships and
gender and race equalities. Law-makers must pass laws
that help victims and punish perpetrators. Law
enforcement units and people with power must not abuse
their power. Doctors and hospitals must take domestic
violence seriously as a major health problem. Writers and
artists need to express the devastating effects of family
viclence in their work. The media needs to make the public
aware of domestic violence. The support organizations
need to work with different sectors of our community to
make this vision come true.

Some effort needs to come from each of us. Each
of us needs to support the support organizations with
understanding, expertise, time, money, or just moral
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support. Each of us can start by trying to make our own  our mantras for at least three millenniums. But would we
home violence free. Peace begins athome. Withourvedic  see it in the next millennium? Peace at home, peace in
rituals, we have been chanting “peace, peace, peace” with  the streets, and peace in the world!

Mamata Misra lives in Austin, Texas, USA. She is a community volunteer. Her work includes peer counsefing, legal
advocacy, teen dating violence prevention, and community education. She is the president of Saheli, an organization

that helps Asian victims of family violence. Saheli has a web
page at http.//www.main.org/saheli and an e-mail account at saheli@usa.net. You can call Saheli at (512) 345-9490,

~ or write to Saheli, P. O. Box 3665, Austin, Texas 78764-3665. USA.

For more food for thought on the topic of gender and violence watch the movie “Father, Son, and Holy War” by

Anand Patwardhan.
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The changing status of women in Orissa: an eye witness account

ANNAPURNA DEVI PANDEY

it is already May. | have promised Ashok to write

something on the changing status of women in
Orissa for the journal. | am wondering what exactly would
we like to know about our lot in cur home state! As a social
scientist and an Oriya, | will try to provide an cutsider’s as
well as an insider’'s perspective on women'’s situation in
the state. As Oriyas in the diaspora we constitute about
five thousand in number in the North Americas. Oriya
women in the diaspora are predominantly middle class,
educated and mostly professionals. Because of our
economic situation we live a protected life; also heing so
far away from home state we tend to have a tainted outiook
about the actual situation of women in the state. When
we go to Orissa visible changes in our social circles catch
our attention. That, however, should not elude us from the
reality experienced by the majority in the state.

The OSA convention is in the first week of July, and

Recently an Oriya friend from the Bay area who
visited Qrissa sent this e-mail about the changing life styles
in cities like Bhubaneswar and Berhampur.

“Hi, | was in India for two weeks to attend some
family functions. 1 went to India after 3 years. | was amazed
at what | found. My experience is based on my trips to
Berhampur {my hometown}, BBSR (my wife’s big town)
and Calcutta {city of joy). These facts are based cn my
experience. Eastern India is poor and less developed.
Developments in the east should work as barometer for
whole India. Here is the list. Every other new car has AC;
you can get luxury cars and compact cars: you name it.
You buy a plain Maruti car for $4500; earn upte Rs 40,000/
month at BBSR and Rs 60,000/month at Calcutta being a
senior tech lead; join Satyam, Infosys etc. at BBSR, the
city of choice , get connection to Internet at BBSR/Calcutta
with least pain; get any book on computers at 1/39 US
price . Imagine this: You have an AC room in your home,
you go to your office/client in an AC car and come
back home in the same. Where is polflution? There are
private money exchange companies at BBSR, Calcutta.
You can learn any course (Oracle, SAP, HTML, Java,
Visual C++/Basic with labs, projects); get Microsoft, Oracle
and sun-certified in India; get latest electronic items (TV,
VCR) below Rs 15000; buy computer packages from HP,
IBM etc., below Rs 45,000; pluginto CNN, BBC, CNBC,
FOX, ESPN etc, at cheap rates. Kids in India can watch
cartoon network 24 hours a day (coutd be harmful for kids!);
Indian youth can watch MTV 24 hours a day (not a good
sign from my point of view!). People are crazy about cricket
and this | can not understand. They are very emotional
about the game. Above all, what India lacks is the

infrastructure for roads, drainage and compatible living
standards of the West. It has been a chronic problem,
anyway. The modern amenities and computer knowledge
warehouse of the Indian youth are amazing and offset the
infrastructure issue. Bribe and corruption are problems.
But, if you are assertive and determined, you will get your
things done. | am very pleased with the advancement. |
hope more of these in future.” A rosy picture, indeed. This
holds true, unfortunately, for a selected few only. | was
wondering what percentage of the population could afford
this life style? And what about the rest?

This sort of cutlook may also apply to some middle
class Oriyas in the state. | was talking to a friend, a Lecturer
in Psychology at a government college in Cuttack.
According to her, 80% people in the state are middle class
{leading a comfortable life style), 10% are upper class and
rest 10% are poor. A lcok at the statistics and the actual
life condition of the majority of the people give us a different
picture. Just to have a glimpse of reality, the average per
capita income per year in Orissa is $896 where as it is
$1,230 for India.!

According to 1981 census, women in Orissa
constitute 49.3 percent of the total 31.7 million population
compared to 48.1 percent of the 970 million people at the
national level. The sex ratio is 971 females per 1000 males
in our state whereas it is 927 per 1000 males in India.?
According to 1890- 92 data, the life expectancy of women
at birth is 54.8 years as against 55.9 years for men
compared to 59.4 years for women and 59.0 for men at
the national level.®* As per adult literacy rate in Orissa,
women’s literacy is 29.0 percent as against 62.5 percent
for men compared to 33.9 percent for women and 62.4
percent for menin India.* In terms of economic role, 27.3
percent women are gainfully employed as against 72.7
percent men compared to 28.6 percent women and 71.4
men in India.®

As the statistics suggest, numerically the gap
between women'’s population in proportion to men’s is less
{971 to 1000) compared to the sex ratio (927 to 1000} in
India. Stilf this is a painful fact. This discrepancy in female
and male ratio reveals a terrible story of inequality and
neglect leading to the excess mortality of women.% In terms
of life expectancy of women at birth, women’s literacy rate
and their econamic role the situation of women in Orissa
is comparable to their counterparts in the country. Even
though women constitute nearly half of the population in
Orissa and the life expectancy rate is almost the same as
men in terms of years (54.8/ 55.9), it does not correspond
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to their literacy rate, economic participation and overail
visibility in the public sphere. On the basis of my participant
observation and perscnal research | will make some
generalizations which may apply to the overall situation of
women in India.

| went to Orissa just a few days after the OSA

convention at Monterey, CA in July 1998, | had the honor

and privilege of organizing the women's forum seminar at

- the convention. Because we were discussing the changing

roles and life experiences of women in the Americas, |

was interested in looking into the women's position in our
home state, Orissa, back in India.

| left Cuttack, Orissa in 1988; despite many visits
back to Orissa, | hadn't had a chance to look closely at
the issues affecting women. My previous trips had been
confined to visits with family, friends and relatives. This
time | traveled extensively in Orissa. | attended several
workshops on various topics, for example: the changing
status of women; a daylong workshop on “women against
alcohol” drive; and rural and tribal women'’s participation
in a micro-credit system organized for their economic
empowerment.

| went to Phulbani to spend some time with the
women’s groups who are fighting against their exploitation
at the hands of the state government, bureaucrats, and
businessmen in the area. | also spent some time at
Basundhara, one of the few organizations (that { know of)
that takes care of unwanted children and provides a home
to the deserted women in Cuttack.

My first hand experience made me realize that at
the surface level, women have done very well. More and
more women are getting higher education (Bachelors and
Masters degrees are very commonplace), are employed
both in government and non-government sectors, and are
getting married at a later age. It is encouraging to see
young women riding a bicycle or scooter to ge to school,
college and to their work. Also, | observed that women in
urban areas are motivated to do well in their studies. in
cities iike Cuttack, Bhubaneswar, Berhampur and
Rourkela, women are opting for lucrative careers,
previously confined to men. For example, women are more
often studying engineering, accountancy, computer-related
subjects, and management. On the whole, women in the
cities are determined to be economically independent; they
contribute significantly to the household income and are
more mobile compared to the older generation.

Still 75% people live in the villages of Orissa.
Women do constitute almost half of that population.
Schools and colleges are opening up even in interior rural
areas. Girls are more exposed to schools; they are taking
advantage of elementary education offered through
schools, and varicus state welfare programs introducing

mid- day and evening schools exclusively for women and
older children. In terms of social infra- structure, women’s
situation has improved considerably. They are offered a
fair share of education and economic opportunities
available for all.

tn terms of legal and political reality, many
progressive laws have heen implemented to improve the
status of women in the state. Dowry prohibition
{Amendment) bill in 19867 addresses injustice caused to
women in the name of dowry and emphasizes on stringent
laws against the dowry offenders both for giving as well
as taking dowry. Recently Orissa has implemented 73rd
constitution Amendment Act, 1992 (effected from April 24,
1993} that guarantees reservation of not less than 1/3 of
seats for women in both memberships and posts of
chairpersons in every tier of Panchayati Raj.® The newly
introduced 33% reservation of seats for women in local
self- governing bodies e.g., village panchayats and urban
municipalities emphasize on eradicating the social ills
concerning women as well as increasing participation of
women at the grassroots politics. Thus women are
bestowed with legal and political privileges to make
substantial contributions in the political life and fight against
physical, moral and financial abuse in the name of dowry.
Women’s literacy, their participaticn in the decision making
process at the village panchayat and district municipality
level and increasing role in economy are definite markers
of equal distribution of power and authority among men
and women.

These changes are subterfused by various
developments in the state that have global and local
significance. Firsily, the growing negative imagery of
women in the media (reconstruction of the image of women
as portrayed in Hindu tradition as suffering mother,
daughter and dependent wife in the state run television
serials and cinemas) is all pervasive. With the availability
of satellite television, western soap operas have infruded
the innermost space of the household. All kinds of
advertisements use women as part of the consumerist
culture; this has become the norm of the popular culture
that she is readily available as any other commodity in the
market. Also she can be used as a medium to satisfy the
consumerist greed of the expanding middle class, hence
the rising significance of dowry. Secondly, there are many
instances of increasing political vandalism abusing
women’s sexuality (families are scared to allow free
movement of their women).® Thirdly, there is growing
reprassion of emotional feelings and desires among the
boys and girls in the public that lead to unwanted
pregnancies and growing rate of ostracized unwed
mothers and deserted women filling up women’s destitute
homes in the city.

Looking at women and their situation on a deeper
level, | realized that dowry has become a major problem




in Oriya society. Ten years ago, the giving of dowry made
by the bride's family rather than a demand made by the
groom’s family was the norm. Today, even a daily laborer
wouldn’t marry without a dowry. Local daily Oriya
newspapers, namely, Samaj, Pragatibadi, Sambad,
Prajatantra, and Dharitri are full of dowry-related cases of
abuse, torture and even death of women both in rural and
urban areas. Not even a single day goes by without a few
new cases of dowry-refated torture which the media bring
to the public limelight. Suicide among young women and
men is on the increase. This increase is due, in partto a
growing lack of trust and faith in their parents and family
as well as a growing sense of insecurity among the youth.

In Orissa, despite there being 971 females to
1,000 males, finding a husband for young women has
proven to be very difficult due to excessive dowry
demands. In August 1998, some statistics | collected from
the office of the State Women’'s commission in
Bhubaneswar is quite revealing. The number of dowry
cases reported since 1993 has been constantly rising, 115
in 1993 to 182 in 1997. Dowry torture cases have gone up
from 226 in 1993 to 906 in 1997. Non- dowry torture has
increased from 101 in 1993 to 322 in 1997. Cheating and
false promises experienced by women has had a meteoric
rise, from 38 cases in 1993 to 90 cases in 1997. Suspected
deaths (dowry related) have gone up 68 in number in 1993
to 87 in 1897. As we know the state report is always evasive
regarding the actual cases of victimization. In spite of the
evasiveness of the actual accounts the data confirms the
deteriorating condition of women in our state. Although
women show progress in education and economic
achievement, the bottom line is that women are not valued
in Oriya society.

One of my respondents described today’s ideal
woman. The ideal woman (perfect wife and daughter-in-
law) must be multi-dimensional. She must be convent-
educated, soft spoken, capable of serving cocktails at
dinner parties and dance with people her husband would
like her to. Also she must know how to cock on the
conventional chullhi when necessary, cover her head in
front of elders in the husband’s family and contribute to
the family income. If the marriage does not work she must
take the blame. Her husband will likely marry again easily
with another dowry. She becomes a social pariah,
blemished and unwanted.

Consider the case of Anjana Mishra, with whom |
spent a few days and came to know of so many things
regarding her plight that it will not be an understatement
to suggsst that a similar fate threatens many middle class
Oriya women. For many, divorce is not a serious option.
Women grow up with the social conditioning that marriage
is the ultimate identity for a woman. Their education,
professional achievements, and social standing are
secondary. Social stigma is attached to a divorced woman.

Society doesn’t gladly accept single women let alone
divorced women. The same rule doesn’t apply to the
divorced man. Divorced men are still the much sought
after candidates for marriage in Oriya society. ifthereis a
divorce, normally the woman is questioned. Everybody
raises a finger at her, it is believed that she must have
done something to break the marriage, something must
be lacking in her. She wasn’t able to adjust and
compromise under the circumstances (that is supposed
to be her training and necessary qualification to become
a wife).

As a daughter, a woman's identity is tied to her
parents’ and after marriage, her status is tied to that of
her husband. She knows that she would lose her social
standing, prestige, as well as an upper class comfortable
lifestyle if she divorces her husband.

Anjana’s case is not an exception. There are
several Anjanas dying slow deaths with no options. | have
talked with many educated and professional women who
applaud Anjana for her courage and mental strength. |
feel Anjana’s case will set an example in our society that
women are not just weak and vulnerable, that they can
also fight for justice and their rights. They will ultimately
get justice with the support of society but mostly with the
support of other like-minded people.

Having discussed the stereotyped images of
women in our society and the innumerable disadvantages
they experience, | would like to emphasize on a growing
awareness of women’s life experiences. The women's
groups and other non-profit organizations along with the
educated media are working hard to bring in a positive
change in women’s situation in our state. | fully agree that
the emergence of women’s groups has been the most
significant development in the present times. In my short
stay in Orissa, | could see that there have been active
discussions, forums, and workshops on various issues
affecting women and children in the family and society.

About two hundred tribal and rural women came
to participate in the alcohol free drive from the interior most
corners of Orissa. One elderly lady {in her seventies) stood
up to narrate how her group has smashed the alcohol
booths and taverns ("Mada Bhatis”) in her village and took
the person responsible to task. These women tied up the
culprits and took them to the police station. They
demanded justice from the police and warned the pclice
authority not to allow these men any further space in their
village either for cooking or selling alcehol. Even the police
are scared to take any action against these women.

In the exciting discussion on women'’s place in
the 20th century, many resolutions were made to improve
the legal and social frameworks affecting women today.
For example, unwed mothers and deserted women must
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get economic benefits and social recognition as citizen of
the state. They should not be socially ostracized and
abandoned by the law. Necessary laws must be
implemented to protect the interests of the weak and
disadvantaged woman in our society. On my visit to
Phulbani, | observed that at the grassroots level village
and tribal women are very vocal about their oppression.
They have innovative ideas to improve the living condition
in the village. They are working very hard as earning
members of the family combining with the roles of mothers,
wives and daughters. They are working collectively as
women’s groups to protect their men’s folks from being
degenerate through alcohol and other evil forces. Also they
wantto keep their self-esteem high and their family interest
intact for the sake of their children and their own happiness.

The new women's groups have provided a forum
for women'’s voices and have helped them work towards
a positive change in their existing conditions in the legal,
political and social order. However | noticed that there is
not much networking among these women’s groups
fighting against a common cause, that is, devalued position
of women in the society. Even though each of these groups
is trying to make a difference in the lives of women in
localized areas, there is tremendous difference in terms
of class, professional and educational status of the
members. The upper and upper middle class women don't
have much to share with those of lower class. They are
not ready to listen to the enriching experiences of the tribal
and rural women. As a result, there is no general
consensus regarding changes in the lives of the majority.
| strongly feel unless the women in decision-making roles
take in to account the specific experiences of these women
and relate themselves to the overall oppressed women's
situation { find it hard to perceive a significant change in
our society

' The statewise estimates of real GDF per capita (PPP$) have
been arrived at by calculating the ratio of the state’s per capita
domestic product to per capita national income; and applying this
proportion to India's real GDP per capita estimated 1o be
PPP$1,230 according to UNDP (1995). Source; A K Shiva Kumar,
" UNDP’s Gender- Related Development Index : A computation
for Indian States”, Economic and Pofitical Weekly, April 6,1996.

2 Census of India 1991 quoted in Registrar General and Census
Comimissioner(1992)

? The figures are unpublished estimates based on sample
Registration System data, supplied by the office of the Registrar
General and gquoted in Jean Dreze and Amartya Sen, India:

Economic Development and Social Opportunity, Oxford University
Press, New Delhi, 1995.

4 Census of India, 1991 are presented in Census Commissioner

and Registrar General (1992},

® Figures from Census of India 1991 quoled in Registrar General
and Census Commissioner (1992).

®Amartya Sen argues that a mere cultural explanation as sexist
east Vs unbiased west or an econaomic explanation {poverty as
the sole cause of women's higher mortality rate) is not adequate
o explain the devalued status of women in India. He argues that
this deteriorated women’s position results largely from their
unequal sharing in the advantages of medical and social progress.
Refer, Amartya Sen, * More than one Hundred million women are
missing", The New York Review, Dec. 20,1990,

"The Dowry Prohibition Act of 1961 marks the first attempt by the
Government of India to recognize dowry as a social evil and to
curbrits practice. The act was modified with the Dowry Prohibition
{Amendment) Act of 1984, which has again been modified with
Dowry Prohibition (Amendment) Bill 1986. The 1961 Act definas
dowry and makes the practice of dowry, both giving and taking, a
punishable offense. Any agreement on dawry is void. If itis given
at all, it will be the woman’s property. The Dowry prohibition
(Amendment) Act of 1984 introduced changes in definition of
dowry and provisions for getting the dowry back. In the recent
development of increasing dowry tortures and dowry deaths
among women, and, as a result, the growing activism of women’s
organizations, the Dowry Prohibition (Amendment) Bill 1986 was
implemented. The Bill provides that if a woman dies within seven
tears of her marriage due to causes other than natural, her property
would be transferred to her children and if she has no children to
her parents. The burden of proving that no dowry demand was
made will be on those who took or abetted in the taking of the
dowry, the aggrieved person will not be subjected 1o prosecution.
This amendment bill has made the offense non-bailable and raised
the minimum punishment to five years and fine up to Rs.15, 000
($350). Also this act emphasizes on the appointment of dowry
prohibition officers and their advisory board with two women
members. Source: Rehana Ghadially and Promed Kumar, “ Bride-
Burning: The psychosocial dynamics of dowry deaths”®, in Rehana
Ghadially, ed. Women in_Indian Saciety, pp. 176-177, Sage
Publications, New Delhi, 1988.

8 The constitution (73rd Amendment) Act, 1992 (effected from
April 24, 1993) is a landmark in the history of democratic
decentralization in India. The Act, in essence, provides
constitutional status to the Panchayats as a third stratum of
Government at/ below the district level administration in addition
to the hitherto existing two layered government system- the Union
and the State. The salient feature of the Act is reservation of not
less than 1/3rd of the seats for women in both membership and
posts of chairpersons at all levels.

® Recently in early 1998, several women college students at
Kendrapara committed suicide. It has been alleged that these
women were used as sex objects with the false promise of
marriage and true love. Their sexual acts were secretly videotaped
and some social criminals blackmailed them. As a result, there
were reported cases of mass suicide of these women. It was found
out that local politicians were behind the whole scenario; the
political machinery protected the criminals. None of the criminals
has been taken to task for the said crime.

Annapurna Devi Pandey is a sociclogist and lakes an active interest in gender issues. She is also associated with

women's forums in Orissa.
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Sarala Devi:
The ‘Biplabi’ of Orissa

SACHIDANANDA MOHANTY

factors — including the movement for the

preservation of the Criya language, the rise of
Oriya regional consciousness, the advent of the Brahmo
Samaj, the campaign for widow remarriage, the iegal
abolition of untouchability and the struggle for national
independence — brought women writers in Orissa into
the hitherto closed public domain. Although the literary
histories of QOrissa have ignored them, prominent QOriya
women writers such as Kokila Devi, Reba Ray, Narmada
Kar, Pratibha Devi, Kuntala Kumari Sabat, Sita Devi
Khadanga, Sarala Devi and Bidyut Prabha carved out an
alternative literary tradition in Orissa.' Their writings
interface with many progressive events in the state, such
as the rise of female education, trade union movements
and women's participation in various aspects of civic and
political life. '

D uring the early decades of the 20th century, several

Documenting the life and works of Sarala Devi is
one way of acknowledging other women authors. The
achievements of Sarala Devi are amazing considering her
modest educational background. Few women in modern
Orissa canrival her as a writer, feminist and social activist,
Sarala had humble schooling in a village pathasala
(primary school) and made her mark in public life against
great odds. By the time she died, she had carved out a
ptace for herself in all the major literary and social
movements in the Orissa of her time.

Early Years

Born into a conservative "Karan” (Kayastha)
family on August 9, 1904, Sarala was raised by her father’s
elder brother, Balamukunda Kanungo, who was a deputy
collector. She evinced from the beginning a keen interest
in education and right from her childhcod, she rebelled
against restrictions. The womenfolk in her zamindar
(landed) family were conservative and predictably
regarded Sarala's defiant nature as a socia! aberration.
She refused to cover her head with her sari and reacted
vehemently against many of the prevalling social taboos.
Though spiritual by temperament, she developed strong
reservations against religion when she came across this
scriptural indictment: “Woman is the veritable gateway to
hell.”? In an autobiographical essay entitied The Story of
My Revolutionary Life, she recorded some of the memories
of her early childhood. “The God who doesn't belong to
woman,” she wrote, “and is only a property of man, the sin

in whose committing only woman becomes fallen and a man
remains untouched, that religion and that custom gradually
became bereft of meaning for me.™

With the help of a tutor, Sarala studied up to class
V1. Through her own effort, she read many Bengali books
and became acquainted with the works of Bankim Chandra,
Rabindrarath Tagore and Sarat Chandra. She was also
inspired by the writings of Raja Ram Mohan Roy, Kesav
Chandra Sen, Dayananda Saraswati, Swami Vivekananda,
Ishwar Chandra Vidyasagar, and Gopal Krishna Gokhale. An
early marriage, however, put a stop to her formal education.
She was married to Bhagirathi Mahapatra, the son of a
zamindar at Jagatsingpur in Cuttack district. The marriage
proved to be a blessing as Bhagirathi, patriotic and liberal-
minded, stood by Sarala in all her pursuits.

Political Activism

The 35th session of the Indian National Congress at
Nagpur, which the coupfe attended along with 14,000
delegates, marked a turning pointin her life. Sarala returned
from the session filled with zeal for the liberation of the country.
One of the immediate consequences of their participation at
the Nagpur session was the formation of the Utkal Pradesh
Congress Committee. Soon after this, during Gandhiji's visit
to Crissa, Sarla attended a special meeting organised at Binod
Bihari, Cuttack, exclusively for about 40 women. She then
went cn to take a leading part in the non-cooperation
movement in Orissa. Sarala travelled extensively, collecting
contributions for the Titak Swaraj Fund. In this mission, she
found worthy companions in several Oriya women writer-
activists such as Saitabala Das, Kuntala Kumari Sabat and
Rama Devi.

Through campaigns and meetings, an effort was
made in Orissa to mobilise women into the national
movement. At the initiative of Lavanyavati Devi, daughter of
the distinguished writer Gopal Chandra Praharaj, a women’s
association was formed. It came to be known as Mahila
Bandhu Samiti.

Sarala's participation in the struggle for
independence’ was marked by a rare sense of commitment.
She took partin the Salt Satyagraha at a place called Inchudi
in Balasore.® Later, she toured many districts of Qrissa. It
was an unusual sight to observe a woman from what was
then considered an aristocratic background, fending for




herself on all her journeys. . At Ganjam, the British
imprisoned her at the Ghhatrapur jail. She was
subsequently transferred to the Vellore jail and released
after six months. On December 8, 1930, she returned to
Cuttack and was given a triumphant public reception
organised by fellow activist Binapani Devi.

After participating in the Salt Satyagraha, Sarala
joined hands with Kuntala Kumari, Basanta Kumari Devi,
Sarojini Choudhury, Kokila Devi and Jahnavi Devi to form
the Nikhil Utkal Nari Parishad, which consisted of 30 active
members and included representatives from Puri, Ganjam,
Cuttack, and Balasore. Sarala wrote plays, exhorting
women to come out into the public domain. The Utkal
Deepika, alocal daily reported on November 7, 1931, “She
desires o involve Oriya women in her plays. She belisves
that Oriya women are remaining in the background. They
feel shy to come out. If they can be involved in acting in
plays, they will no longer feel different. That is why Sarala
is going to many Oriya houses on her mission.”

Similarly, Sarala also involved herself in the
activities of the Utkat Congress Samyavadi Karmi Sangha’,
a Marxist organisation committed to the weifare of the
peasantry. Activists such as Bhagabati Charan Panigrahi,
Nabakrishna Choudhury, Bhubananda Das, Manmohan
Choudhury, Surendranath Dwivedy and Malati Choudhury
led it. Saralatook part in many meetings. Despite hailing
from a Zamindaribackground, she raised her voice against
the tyranny of the zamindars. Similarly, she played a
leading part in the prohibition and swadeshi movements,
and also in the campaign against untouchability. Gverjoyed
by the success of the Mahila Bandhu Samiti, Sarala said:
“| feel gratified that my cherished dream of the past has
been finally realised. It was truly beyond my expectation
that the women of Utkal would one day find recognition.
This is a new chapter in the history of Orissa. Which lover
of the nation would not be filled with joy in seeing the rise
of the women's voice? There was a ray of hope in the
depressed heart, it is worth knowing that the effort might
be negligible but that the soul of an institution always
remains alive.™

When the separate province of Orissa was formed
on April 1, 1936, Sarala Devi was elected to the Assembly
as the first women member from Qrissa. As a member of
the legislature, she took an active part in piloting bills
related to women's education® and welfare. She also
fought against practices such as child marriage. As a
result, the bill amending the Child Marriage Restraint Act
was passed. To combat the menace of dowry, she
introduced a bill against this evil in 1839. She remained
an activist tilf the very end.

Sarala the Writer

Though many women produced significant writing
in Orissa prior to her, Sarala Devi was one of the first
women authors to show political awareness. Most of her
predecessors wrote religious and spiritual poetry, which
eschewed political and women's concerns. For instance,
Sulakshana Devi of Tigiria {born in 1829) composed a
collection of poems entitled, Parijatamala. Similarly,
Suchitra Devi {born in 1881) of Puri district published an
anthology called Kavita Lahiriin 1901 and Annapurna Devi
{(born in 1883) of Chikiti, Ganjam district, wrote devotional
songs. There were also women authors like Pitambari
Devi, a companion of Gopal Chandra Praharaj —-the first
lexicographer of Orissa — who illustrated the status of
contempaorary women in her autobiographical writings.

Sarala thus inherited a female literary tradition.
She tried her hand at many genres including poetry, drama
and fiction. However, itis mostly as an essayist and letter
writer that she excelled and put to effective use her fiery
spirit as arebel, social activist and reformer. Some of her
articles were published in such Bengali journals as Debjani,
Among her published works in Oriya'®are Utkalaa Nari
Samasya (The Problems of the Women of Orissa) 1934,
Narira Dabi {The Rights of Women) 1934, Bharatiya Mahila
Prasanga, (About the women of India) 1935, Rabindra
Puja (A Homage to Rabindranath), Beera Ramani (The
Women of Valour) 1949 and Bishwa Biplabani(The Great
Female Revolutionaries of the World) 1930. As a close
associate of Ananda Shankar Ray, who wrote both in Oriya
and Bengali, Sarala was a leading member of the Oriya
Romantic Movemnent. She was one of the six authors
who jointly wrote the novel Basanti.

In all her varied writings, Sarala displayed a
maturity of vision, a sharp perception and an extraordinary
range of interests. A constantly questioning mind ledto a
defiance of the accepted forms of received wisdom,
especially with regard to the position of women in society.
At Vellore jait in 1936, Sarala lived with fellow — prisoners
like Durgabai Deshmukh, who she describes admiringly
as a “clever, pretty, active, young Andhra lady, a dictator
of the Satyagraha movement in Madras.””

In a letter to “Dear Bhagu babu”, her husband,
Sarala suggests how her life behind bars was a productive
period in her political schooling. Prison life provided useful
time for music, spinning and instruction in languages —
alt of which she would put to effective use in her career as
aleader and an activist. From far away Vellere, she urges
her husband to honour the pact they had made before
they plunged together into the freedom struggle, that their
little son Tikun should be well taken care of, and that both
father and son ought to stay in Alaknanda Ashram until
she returned from jail. For, she maintained, “it would be
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better if you could also reside in the Ashram along with
the child so that he might not feel lonely.”

Sarala’s profile of women of valour and distinction,
presented in Beera Ramani, compares favourably with the
best of this genre anywhere and reminds us of Ellen Moers’
critical work Literary Women. Prescribed at one time as a
high-school textbook in Orissa, Sarala’s 90-page bock has
inspiring biographies of Lakshmi Bai, Bundi Mahishi,
Karma Devi, Krishna Kumari and Panna Devi. Through
such narratives, Sarala wished Qriya women to emulate
the examples of contemporary women leaders like Kamala
Devi Chattopadhya, Sarala Devi Choudhurani, Mridu
Lakshmi Reddy and others active on the national scene.

Similarly, in Bishwa Biplabani, Sarala brings to
bear her wide reading and offers the narratives of several
womnen of world stature, such as Kalpana Dutta of former
East Bengal, an associate of Surya Sen of the famous
Chittagong Armoury Case. There are other accounts, like
that of Sophia Bardina who fought the oppressive Russian
Tsar, and that of Hazalipij of Romania. She also chronicles
the legacy of the Oriya princess, Suka Devi of Banki, and
other women such as Lakshmi Bai, Ahalyabai and Janabai
at the national level. As Sarala explains in the preface to
the book: “It is to provide worthy role models for the
revolutionary-minded young women in Orissa that | have
published this book.”

Similarly, in the foreword to her book, The
Problems of Women in Orissa, Sarala’s views are marked
by a deep sympathy and cencern for women's plight: “As
| throw my gaze everywhere about the progress of women
in Orissa, my vision gets blocked again and again by a
dense darkness from the new moon. Nowhere can | see
a faint ray of soothing moonlight. Compared to the status
of women in india and the world, where lies that of Orissa?
And how far has it expanded? The right answer to such
questions surely belongs to those who share an intimate
knowledge of the world of women.™?

in her book, Narira Dabi, Sarala outlines a
manifesto for women’s empowerment. Comparable to
Mary Wollstonecraft’s Vindication of the Rights of Women,
what impresses us is the breadth of her extraordinary
knowledge of contemporary history, law and social life both
in India and abroad. In voicing her anger against the
subordination of women and marital rape, Sarala distinctly
emerges as a revolutionary woman. Far ahead of her
times, her life and career deserve the attention of an all-
India audience.

Sarala begins her essay in a matter-of-fact
manner. “There is much agitation in today’s world over
the question of women's independence. Both in the West
as well as in the East, one hears, in one voice, the demand
that women should become free. The campaign has made

headway in the western countries. In the East, however,
it is still at the stage of inception. Nevertheless, there is
little doubt that the agitation would fructify in the near
future.”?

After outlining the status of women from historical
times, she asks indignantly: “Who is it that doesn’t know
the plight of women? A woman’s place, after all, is in the
recesses of her house, in the darkness of the Antahapur.
She has no relationship with the cutside world, This world
evokes little interest in her. She has no way of knowing
the ongoing conflicts in the world and the struggle for
existence everywhere. Virtually blind, her sole business
is to serve and nurse the menfolk in the family. Of course,
no one is saying that nursing and serving have no value.
Isn't it, however, unbecoming of civilised society to turn
out coolie-like females, made to work under duress? To
learn and acquire knowledge, to have pleasure in the place
of work, all these are unfortunately beyond the scope of
women today. Her whole world is confined within the four
walls of her household. Her life revolves around food and
toil. Women today are presiding deities of their kitchens.,
Little wonder, therefore, that whenever we are reminded
of women, our attention is naturally drawn into the dark
corners of houses.”

She guotes favourably some extracts from a
judgement given by a courtin Britain, to “satisfy” she says,
“the curiosity of readers”. Justice Meccard's judgement
seems to represent Sarala’s avant-garde thinking on
matters like marital rape and the right of a women over
her own biological and reproductive self:
“I maintain that the wife’s body can never be owned by
her husband. It's her own property and not her hushand's.
She can leave her husband at her will; she can select her
business or join the political party of her choice. She has
full rights to decide whether or not she is going to have a
child and at what point of time. No man can keep a woman
under control on the basis of the fact that he is married to
her. The woman of this country has won independence;
she is a citizen and not a slave. She can turn her wish
into action. One doesn’t get the pleasures of married life
from the codes of rules and regulations. The success of
marriage depends on mutual compassion, mutual
consideration, mutual forgiveness, mutual sacrifice, and
above all, a mutually shared morality.”

Quoting favourably from the writings of women
like Annie Besant and others, Sarala exposes the
pernicious hold of patriarchy, the duplicity prevailing in
society, and concludes: “The main cause of the downfall
of India is the attitude of disrespect shown towards women
by our countrymen. Because of this regressive attitude,
women of our country are deprived of education today.
An illiterate woman can never give birth to a developed
child. How can the nation hope to grow with children who
are undevelcped, weak and il? Even till today, the
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condition of women has not improved adeguately: their
life is still a burden. As long as this doesn'’t undergo a
suitable change, and women do not receive enough time
and scope to contribute to their physical and mental
strength, so long would the rise and growth of India be a
dream. What more could we say beyond this?”

Sarala’s interest in the gender question continues
in her novel as well. In her portion of this jointly written
novel, Basanti, she continues to regard literature primarily
as a means to female emancipation and social
transformation.' Apart from Sarala, the other five authors
of the novel were Harihar Mahapatra, Kalindi Charan
Panigrahi, Annanda Shankar Ray, Baikunthanath Patnaik
and Sarat Chandra Mukherjee, all men, These men had
formed a literary association called The Nonsense Club
that paved the way for the formation of the Sabuia Sahitya
Samiti, which heralded the advent of romanticism in Oriya
literature. In Basanti, the chapter written by Sarala employs
the mode of dialogue between Braja and his sister-in-law,
Basanti. Much of the discussion here is polemical in nature
and centres on the question of the role of women within
and outside the institution of marriage, the need for famale
education and her participation in civic and political fife.
The following conversation between Braja and Basanti is
representative.'s

Braja: To accomplish all this, surely we
need to change female education everywhere!

Basanti: Of course, without education, a
woman can never enjoy complete independence!

Braja: Well, when you are advocating
total independence for women, you might say that she
ought to abjure motherhood because that goes counter to
her desire for freedom!

Basanti: You have brought in a difficult
issue, Braja. Who says motherhood is contradictory to
independence? A woman has never spurned
motherhood! On the contrary, she has been gloried in
this experience! But wherever motherhood is not a
voluntary act, there the woman treats it as a burden and a
prison house. And, therefore, it becomes a source of
aberration, If motherhood leads to the growth of the femnale
self, how can it be bondage? Society has downgraded
individuality for the sake of procreation. That is why there
is no greatness in motherhood today. Otherwise, there is
no opposition between motherhood and independence.

Braja: It seems to me that whatever you
wish womankind to achieve, basically seems to be a
product of your own aspirations and longings.

Basanti: Letit be! [don't wish to quarrel
with your judgement.

Braja: Then do you say that to attain full
emancipation is the aim of your life?

Basanti said in a firm voice: Yes!

In Search of Emancipation

Like Basnati, Sarala’s life as a writer, reformer and activist
was a pioneering search for emancipation for herself and
for the women of Orissa.’® In 1936, she was the sole
woman member in the senate of Utkal University. She
was the only woman representative from Orissa in Dr.
Radhakrishnan's Education Commission. She was the
first Oriya member in the All India Congress Committee,
and she served as secretary of the Utkal Sahitya Samaj.
She was elected twice to the All India Women's
Conference’s standing committee. The Orissa Sahitya
Academy twice awarded her a literary prize. Nevertheless,
Sarala never received her full due, either at the state or
the nationat level. Even today in Orissa, her works are
hard to come by and many of her books are out of print.
She died on October 4, 1986,

Despite the relative lack of public recognition for
her many accomplishments, Sarala Devi remains one of
the most inspiring examples of early literary feminism in
Orissa. In her strength of character, her understanding of
women’s position in a patriarchal order, and her
deployment of literature as the primary means to female
emancipation and social change, she stands next to
Kuntala Kumari Sabat. Though Kuntala excelled over her
in creative literature, Sarala had a more active involvement
in the society and polity of contemporary Orissa. Like
Basanti, the female protagonist in the novel, Sarala
remained committed till the end to both literature and
women’s emancipation.

Notes

1. Most literary histories mention the names of
women writers in passing. Quite clearly, they suffer from
negligence within Crissa and elsewhere, Susie Tharu’s
bock marks a beginning but more needs to be done.

2 Quoted in Rajendra Raju, Mahiyasi Mahila Sarala
{Oriya), Berhampur, 1985 p.14. Op. Cit. All translations
are by me.

3. Ibid, pp. 14-15.

4. Sarala was the first Oriya woman leader who took
partin the Satyagraha movement in Crissa. Attimes, this
distinction is incorrectly accorded to Rama Devi who
herself was an eminent female activist.

5. Gandhiji's visit to Balasore and Bhadrak had made
a substantial impact. Its effect is felt even today in the
form of a surviving Gandhi Ahsram there.

6. Quoted in Raju, Mahiyasi: Mahifa Sarafap.31.
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7. Ibid.

8. Raju, p. 22.

9. See “Educational Uplift of Women in the 18th
Century Orissa” in Our Documentary Heritage, Vol. 1.
Orissa State Archives, Bhubaneswar, 1988. Also see
Bikram Das, “Adi Biplabini Sarala Devi” (in Oriya), The
Samayj, Annual Issue, 1997, pp.67-70.

10. Most of these books by Sarala Devi are not readily
available now.
11, From the original manuscript of the letter. All

subsequent references are from this source.
iz Raju, p. 76.

Fedckkkokdokokkkok

13. From Narira Dabi, Cuttack, Hindustan Publishers,
and “Narira Arthika Swadhinata” (The Economic
Independence of Women) in Sahakara, 1934. Pp. 16-28
“ “Naritwara Pratistha” (The Establishment of
Womanhood) in Utkala Sahitya, No.25/8.1329, pp.268-
280. All references to Narira Dabi are from this source.
14, See Rabindra Prasad Panda, “Ushara Udaya
Samia Anabagthita”, Sambada, July 9, 1997,

15. Quotedin Panda Op. Cit.

16. There were others such as Bidyut Prabha Devi,
who excelled in lending a powerful woman's voice in poetry
and followed in Sarala’s footsteps.

Sachidananda Mohanty teaches English at the University of Hyderabad. He is widely published and of late has turned
his attention to uncovering the lives and times of Oriya litterateurs.
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Martha Priya Burek - Coming Home

SUSAN BUREK

artha Priya’s story starled a long time ago. For many

years, | knew | would adopt a child, but | didn't know

who or when or how. |talked to many adoption workers,
but they always left me feeling discouraged. But still | persisted.
When | completed my Master’s degree in 1991, | knew it was
time to start my adoption journey in earnest. After exploring
many options, it was clear that international adoption was the
right choice for me, and my friends from India strongly
encouraged me to adopt from their country. Several adoption
agencies told me they could help, but somehow things were
not quite right. Then in 1996, when | had almost lost hops, the
kind staff at Maine Adoption Placement Service assured me
they could help. | sent my application to them in August and
my dossier in October. In November, right before Thanksgiving,
they called me and told me about Martha, a little girl at Shishu
Gruha Orphanage in Orissa, India. They didn't have to say
much. | knew in my heart that Martha was meant to be my
daughter.

| spent the next six months preparing my home and
my heart for Martha - making things right for a little girl. My
whole life changed during this time. While waiting, my friends
from India helped me learn a lot about her country, culture, and
customs. | also learned enough words in Oriya, Martha's
language, to make this our common fanguage during our first
few months together. Finally, by summer 19987, | was ready 1o
go to India, right on schedule. | waited and waited for the phone
call that the adoption papers were ready in India. But there
was always some new delay in India, and the weeks stretched
into months. | spent Christmas 1997 alone, still waiting. Finally,
the joyous call came in January 1998 and in February | got on
a plane headed for India.

Martha Priya and | became a family on February 21,
1998, in Bhubaneshwar, Orissa, India. | spent two days at
Shishu Gruha, where | saw Martha in her own environment,
how she related to other kids and adults, and learned a lot about
her world. Shishu Gruha was like a big family, and Martha has
fond memories of her friends and caretakers (ayas). From the
start, Martha was a happy, healthy, emotionally stable, and
playful child, and the ayas prepared her for the change from
orphanage to family (I sent pictures of myself and her new home
to her in 1997). She recognized me when | arrived, and we
started our life together as a family!!!

Shishu Gruha was a small rural orphanage on 15
acres, with cows, chickens, large vegetable gardens, and a
beautiful flower garden (Martha loves flowers). The orphanage
was fairly self-sufficient and grew its own rice and food. By
U.S. standards, it was very poor, but it was rich in comparison
with other housing in the area. [ felt Shishu Gruha was a
wonderful place, with a high staff-to-child ratio, lots of attention
to the kids, lots of touching and holding, and lots of love. Martha
is a very happy child - she was loved by the ayas and director
{Mr. Mohanty), and all the kids seemed happy and healthy.
There were about 20 kids, but the orphanage was surprisingly

quiet (almost no crying). The kids played quietly and interacted
quietly with the ayas (lots of nonverbat communication). it seems
that the ayas were strict but loving, and the kids knew what the
rules were and thrived. Since there were few toys, the ayas
taught the kids to sing and dance. Martha was amazingly
independent when | met her and knew how to bathe, shampoo
her hair, brush her teeth, and count. She also knew her hody
parts, colors, animal names, and lots of things. She was one of
the older kids at Shishu Gruha and learned to share her toys
and food and help the little ones. | was amazed to watch Martha
share her food with the other children several times before we
left (she still enjoys sharing her food with me). There wasn’t a
lot of food, and all the kids were tiny. Martha looked like a tiny
two year old in Feb. (25 Ibs and 35 inches tall). She has grown
a lot and now looks like a petite 4 year old {32 Ibs. and 40
inches tall}.

During our first two weeks together, Martha was fairly
guiet but communicated well nonverbally. She was fluent in the
international language of all children and was very imaginative.
During our travels, she had no problem communicating with
others, regardless of language. She smiled all the time (and
still does), and total strangers still come up and say they've
never seen a child who smiles so much. Martha is a joyful child
- she's happy from the moment she wakes up in the morning to
the moment she goes to bed, and she spreads her joy to
everyone she meets. In India, she was often the initiator and
leader of group games. This is still true at home, at school, and
with children of all ages (little kids, big kids, and aduits).

When we came home, | spoke to her in Oriya and
English, and she understood much more in both languages than
| expected. | followed a simple, predictable schedule and diet
while she adjusted. Before we came home, | took most of the
toys out of her room and introduced them to her slowly so she
wouldn’t be overwhelmed by too many new things (culture
shock). | puttwo twin beds in her room so | could sleep with her
whenever needed. At first, we slept together in her bed. A
couple of weeks later, | moved to the other bed. About amonth
later, | moved back to my room. Months later, | still lay down
and snuggle with her untit she goes to sleep, and she often
comes to snuggle with me in my rcom if she wakes up before |
do. These snuggle times are a precious gift and an important
part of our bonding.

Martha is learning English quickly. She seemstohave
an intuitive sense about language in general. | also think she
was exposed to some English in India (when | was there, Mr.
Mohanty spoke to her in English as if she understood every
word he said). For a number of reasons, | think she got lots of
love from him and his family, and | know that Lina, her favorite
aya, truly loved her. Even in our first month together, Martha
was easily able to understand and follow complex instructions
in English (i.e., go to your room and get your book). With the
help of friends, | hope to keep Martha connected with her Indian
language, culture, and customs.
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Since I'm a single parent, | had to go back to work
(stay-at-home moms are really lucky). Martha was used to being
around kids, so she started preschool a month after we came
home, first 1-2 hours a day, then more as she was ready. |
spent a lot of time at her schoo! to see how she was doing. She
enjoyed the school, teacher, and kids right away and has done
very well socially and functionally in school. The preschool is
more multicultural than most - a mix of black, brown, and white
kids. This was hard to find but very important. Martha has had
a lot to learn. In India, young kids rarely see common things
like crayons, markers, paper, scissors, paint, etc. Martha has a
wonderful teacher who has helped her learn these new skills.
Her English has also grown rapidly, and now most people
understand her most of the time. My limited Oriya has helped
Martha transfer her knowledge from Oriya to English. Shelearns
quickly when | explain that "English word” and “Oriya word” are
the same. | expect that she will catch up quickly and be ready
for kindergarten in 1999.

At Shishu Gruha, Martha learned to bathe herself from
head to foot and to shampoo and rinse her own hair. Once
home, | was amazed (and amused) to watch as she scrubbed
herself "squeeky clean”. Every night for months, she started
scrubbing at the top and, when her face was white with soap,
she turned to me and said, "MOQQOQ", long and low, just like a
cow. This is one of my fondest memories of our early days
together, and | thank God for this wonderful little girl who shares
her joy with me, and for Lina, who taught her to love and trust
the people in her life. Sometimes Martha lets me help her wash
her feet, but she insists that she should wash the “big” one and
I should wash the “little one”. We've had great fun counting
fingers and toes and saying body parts in English and Oriya.
Bath time is lots of fun and good bonding time for both of us.

Martha had to learn how to use western “chair” toilets
instead of Indian “squatting” toilets. This was scary for her - |
would hold her with both hands for security, and she would cling
to me for dear life (fear of falling backwards into the water}, At
home, | used stepstools to help her reach the toilet and sink
and put a potty ring over the commade so she wouldn't fail in. |
was impressed to find that she knew how to wash her hands
after using the potty and before meals. In the first few weeks
after coming home, she used the potty 20-30 times a day as
her diet changed and she developed new muscles. We played
games while she was on the potly to pass the time. This was
also good bonding time - like changing diapers.

| resisted the strong urge to have a great big party
when we got home to introduce her to everyone right away.
Instead, | kept her circle small and intimate for a few months
until she had met all close family members and friends, including
the out-of-towners. This helped her learn the difference between
close ties and casual friends and helped her form strong bonds
with her new family.

Bad behavior is VERY infrequent {about once every
two weeks - NO tantrums). Time out usually works, Actually,
she behaves better when I'm strict and set clear limits and
consequences. In India, clear limits mean love and security.
She gets and gives me lots of hugs and kisses. | know I'm very
lucky.

Martha Priya was affectionate from the start, and our
bond has grown much stronger over time. We play together

and spend lots of time together. We have our special kiss
(cheek, cheek, forehead) and special games. | love her very
much. The wait to bring her home was long and hard, with lots
of tears and fears, but now that | have her it's hard to remember
life without her. She’s been home for 10 months and the time
has passed so quickly. We finalized the adoption on Oct. 13,
1998, making us a forever family at last!!! GOD HAS GIVEN
ME A GREAT BLESSING THAT GOES BEYOND WORDS, AND
| AM VERY THANKFUL.

Martha Priya Burek - Stories in the Spirit of the Season:
December 1998

When | told Martha Priya on Saturday night that we
were going to the airport on Sunday to meet a new India baby,
she got so excited. When I told her the baby's name was Sarita
Neha, she said, "Beautiful” and practiced saying Sarita’s name
several fimes. When she asked about the name later and 1
repeated “Sarita Neha", she told me | was wrong - she wanted
to know Sarita’'s Mommy's name (Ms. Karen). On Sunday
morning, we rushed to get ready and get to the airport on time.
When we were ready io leave, she ran to her room and filled
her new backpack with ali her photo books of India, her arrival
in the U.S., her new family, and her adoption day (five photo
books in all). She also tried to stuff her yellow ducky into the
bag. |tried to tell her to leave the photo books at home, but she
was convinced that Sarita needed to see all these photos. Since
it was clear that | was losing this argument, | helped her stuff
everything into the bag and we left.

While waiting for the plane to arrive, she was delighted
to see all the other India babies (all under one year old) and
their new families also waiting to welcome Sarita home. She
immediately got busy showing them her photo books, page by
page, and then she patienily showed them how to play with the
yellow ducky. Later, she stood at the window with Sarita’s new
sister, Megan, watching the plane pull into the arrival gate. Then
she and Megan stood together at the front of the line, watching
people walk off the plane and searching every passenger for
Sarita. When Sarita arrived, she couldn’t wait to touch and kiss
the new baby. Martha was very happy.

In India, she learned that a family is made up of the
people who love you and the people you love. She found several
didis (big sisters) at Shishu Gruha, whom she still loves today.
She tells me proudly that she is a didi to her favorite dolls and
shows me often how a didi is supposed to hold and care for a
baby. Since her arrival, Martha has found several new didis in
her life (new cousins and new friends from India). Martha was
happy to meet Megan because she knows that Megan is Sarita's
didi, and Martha wants to be Sarita’s didi, too.

Martha Priya has a big heart and shares her love with
everyone around her. | sometimes look at her and wonder who
taught her to be so loving. I'm so glad that | met Lina, Martha's
favorite aya, at Shishu Gruha. Lina called herself Martha’s “India
Mother”, and it was clear to me that Lina loved Martha very
much. And still | wonder about all the gifts that Martha Priya
gives so freely, things that | never taught her . . .

Susan Burek lives in Austin, Texas with Martha Priva Burek.
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Biotechnology in Orissa

AMIYA R. NAYAK

people, organizations, non-resident Oriyas (NROs),

resident Oriyas and others to support biotech
development processes in Orissa and to develop a
collaborative consortium by bringing in people from the
academia, business, and government to help in the growth
opportunities in Orissa. We see infrastructural
development in infotech, industriai engineering,
construction, power, finance, metallurgy, education and
socioeconomic sectors, but nothing much is happening in
biotech areas in Orissa. There are two important questions:
Can we help? And how can we help?

The main idea behind this article is to bring together

Biotech in Orissa is new and at an early stage of
development. Under the Orissa Government plan to
support the emerging technology-based industries, biotech
is listed as a priority sector. Recently, there have been
some new activities in biotechnology education, training,
and exploration of investment opportunity and
bioentrepreneurship. While there has been basic research
activity in local academic institutions, there is no private
sector presence in industrial biotech arena. Though Orissa
is bio-resourceful, the applications of industrial biology
have not happened in the state. The promotion of a bictech
industry base in Orissa can play an important role in
development in many sectors including healthcare,
agriculture, employment, education and research.

Biotechnology broadly deals with developing novel
products for use in medical (human/animal healthcare),
agriculture, food, nutrition, environment and consumer
sectors. The commercial biotech is a fast-developing
industrial sector. Biotechnology is based on multiple
scientific disciplines such as molecular biology,
immunology, biochemistry, genetics, biomedical sciences,
plant sciences and animal sciences, interfacing with other
technical areas such as chemistry, biophysics, medicine,
engineering and information sciences. The applied
biotechnology is a combination of all sciences involving
biological, physical, chemical, engineering, technology,
regulatory, information and social sciences. The health
biotech products are biopharmaceuticals, diagnostics,
designer vaccines and gene drugs. The AgBiotech
products are: transgenic crop plants, recombinant seeds,
plant-derived biotech food and nutritionals. The four most
important areas with maximum activities are health
biotech, plant biotech, microbial biotech and animal
biotech.

Biotech in India

The Government of India established the
Department of Biotechnology (DBT) in 1986 under the
Ministry of Science and Technology. The DBT's current
yearly budget for biotechnology is $US 30 million, The main
biotech programs of DBT are health biotech, plant and
agricultural biotech, education and research, regulatory
affairs and promotion of bioindustries. The Indian
government is planning to spend up to US $50 million in
biotechnology per year by 2000. Crissa should try to obtain
a fair share of biotech funding through soft money grants.
The biotech business (diagnostics) was first started by
Ranbaxy, India’s largest drug company. The domestic or
multinationals started setting up biotech divisions in mid
1980s. Over the ltast 12 years, the Indian private sector
has invested heavily in commercial biotechnology, but has
not considered Orissa as a potential region to build their
R&D, product manufacturing and marketing facilities.
There are about 500 firms in India with some type of
biotech-related activities. The Indian biotech business is
about $US 1.5 billion with a growth rate of 15% per year.
Most of the biotech products are imported by domestic or
foreign companies, repackaged and sold in the country
and only a few products developed locally have been
successful in the market. The industry employs about
10,000 people (including academic and industry, R&D 50%,
technical/services 35%, management 15%). In India,
biotech-based health products accounts for 60%, agri-
biotech and veterinary biotech together account for 20%
and the rest is from research products, instruments and
ancillary sectors. By the year 2001, the biotech market in
India will be about $US 2. 5 billion per year with high
potential for growth. In comparison to the Indian
pharmaceutical industry, the biotech industry is small. The
Indian drugs/pharmaceutical industries will have a turnover
of around $US 30 billion {17000 small/medium/large drug
firms) by the turn of the century. Many multinational
corporations have evaluated the potential future business
opportunities in India and are setting up Indian subsidiaries
in India. Bangalore is dubbed as the biotech capital, New
Delhi-the biomedical capital, Bombay-the pharmaceutical
of India.

There are two major international biotech
institutions established in India are: international Center
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for Genetic Engineering and Biotechnology (ICGEB),
established by UNIDO and International Crop Research
Institute Semi Arid Tropics (ICRISAT) supported by the
CGIAR/UN-System. There are several healthcare and
agricultural biotech projects in India funded by international
agencies such as: WHO, UN-system, Worid Bank, USAID,
PATH, Rockefeller and other private foundations.

The private industries involved in bictech in India
are: Ranbaxy, Wockhardt, Lupin, Cadilla, Dr. Reddy's
Labs, Hindusthan Lever, Glaxo Wellcome, SmithKline
Beecham, Monsanto, DuPont, SPIC, Torrent. Very few
biotech firms have been set up by the scientist-turned
entrepreneur. Biotech Consortium India Limited, India's
first public sector based biotech-venture capital company
was incorporated in 1990 helping in tech transfer and
promotion of biotechnologies. India has recently signed
the World Trade Organization agreement and will provide
the product patent protection by 2005 following the
international guidelines, and changing its process patent
system. The Indian patent office in 1998 received over
1500 new patent applications in pharmaceuticals and
agricultural fields. Despite the challenges modern India is
facing for the reconstruction of its socioeconomic and hi-
tech infrastructure, the country has considerably invested
in biotech areas, hoping that India’s growing population
can immensely benefit from the use of biotech in health
and agriculture sectors.

Orissa Government Support

The Orissa government is developing a Non-
Resident Indian (NRI} scheme under the Indian
government framework, to attract NRQ/NRI-based
technology business ventures to do business in and with
Orissa. During the 1997 visit to the USA of the former
chief minister Mr. J. B, Pattnaik and the state industrial
delegation including teams from IPICOL, IDCO, the team
helped promote the state to attract foreign and NRI/NRO
investors in hi-tech fields including info-tech and bio-tach
areas. The state delegation at the “Invest Orissa
Symposium” held on June 30, 1997 at Houston, Texas,
USA, had participated in a panel discussion on biotech
and other technelogy/business opportunities and opened
a dialogue on how to attract such industries to Orissa.
While several projects were proposed in various areas,
some NROs/NRIs had submitted biotech and other
projects to IPICOL,

it is hoped that the new government under the
leadership of the Chief Minister Mr. Giridhar Gomang will
continue to foster the technology plan for Orissa. The new
government commits itself to use the available resources
to invest in science and technology infrastructue, and
biotechnology will be a priority area to focus in education,
training, research and promotion of big-industry.

It is amazing to see that the state of the competition for
investments is changing. Orissa, once an unlikely
destination for investment, has topped the investment list
and has attracted upte Rs. 130,000 crores worth of
projected investments, about Rs. 3000 crore more than
the investment proposed for the most industrialized state,
Maharashtra. The investments have been in diverse
sectors excluding pharmaceutical/biotech-industries.

New Developments in Biotech Education
and Research

The government of india during the last 15 years
through its biotech funding has spent over $US 300 million
in infrastructurat facility building, education, and R&D. The
Orissa-based centers have not been able to get substantial
funding in biotech from government agencies such as DBT,
DST, CSIR, ICMR and ICAR.

A recent development in the biotechnology-retated
field in Orissa was the establishment of the brand new
International Center for Applied Biotechnology and Poticy
Studies, based in Vani Vihar, Utkal University Campus.
The center is being supported by the government, local
area institutions and the University Coordinator is
Professor GBN Chainy, a molecular biochemistry faculty
from the Post Graduate Department of Zoology, Vani Vihar.
The bictech center offers diploma programs in medical
laboratory technology and clinical biochemistry. The center
recently got modest funding (research and instrument
purchase grant) from the DBT and is trying to raise new
funds from national and international sources. The state
also has recently helped in setting up two academic
research laboratories; the Institute of Life Science and the
Regional Plant Sciences Resources Center in
Bhubaneswar, both involved in modern biclogical research.,
The NCERT, Bhubaneswar, Sambalpur U and Berhampur
U offer academic degrees in life science and bio science
related disciplines. Another academic enterprise will be
the new Center for Molecular Medicine, Biotechnology,
Pharmaceutical Research and Training (CMBP), being
established by the founder Dr. Bhanu Jena (of Orissa), a
facuity member of Biomedical Engineering Surgery and
Director, Drug Delivery Program at Yale University Schooi
of Medicine, Connecticut, USA. It will be devoted to basic
and applied research and plans to collaborate with local
and international institutions and offer degree programs
through Utkal University. The state is establishing
infrastructural facilities such as technology parks in
Bhubaneswar and other regions, that can help in the
formation of bio-industries. IPICOL and IDCO are drawing
up industrialization plans including biotech in the state to
provide basic infrastructural facilities to future ventures.
IPICOL is the single point contact and the nodal agency
to provide facilities to prospective NRI investors. The
biotech incubator is planned to be developed in the
technology park.
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Under discussion is the formation of a Biotech
Society in Orissa to establish satellite offices in
Bhubaneswar and USA and people are most welcome to
join and participate in the BSO program. BSO plans to
develop links with various biotech agencies, will interact
with OSA and OSA-Vani Vihar chapter and will support
knowledge activities, bio-technology transfer to and from
Orissa, progam development and networking.

Education and academic research activity in
traditional biological sciences is not new in Orissa, but
biotech as an academic subject, discovery R&D avenue
and industry activity has not been developed. The local
institutions such as the Utkal University-based Zoology/
Botany Departments, RMRC, RRL, CRRI, Inst of Life
Sciences, Plant Sciences Center, those are involved in
biomedical and bioagricultural research. The students,
researchers and faculties from the above centers in Orissa
have been publishing quality papers in national and
international journals and have collaborative activities with
various laboratories. Many former students from Qrissa
are currently associated with major nationa! and
international biotech related organizations, including
academia and industry and major corporations and some
after their foreign training have also returned to regional
centers. But for some reason the biotech scientists of
Orissa origin have isolated themselves, not promoted any
professional interactions among themselves, nor
collaborated and not been invelved in biotechnological
development activities in their home state. | think the state
will benefit if they collaborate and pool their resources.

Strategy Development

The devetopment of a bio-strategy for Orissa can
help to attract bio-industries to the region. Orissa can thus
try to attract foreign and domestic biotech firms by
providing infrastructural facilities. Orissa state should
develop a biotech plan by bringing together the
government, academe (university and institutions), private
sector industry and investors (NRO and local).

The government should consider establishing a
new unit or division of biotechnology within the Department
of Science and Technology. It may also consider
establishing exploratory biotech projects within the state-
owned units such as Orissa Drugs and Pharmaceuticals
Ltd, Orissa Biclogicals Products Ltd and other agro-based
corporations. It may also consider spinning off a state
government or joint sector biotech corporation to focus in
medical and agriculture areas

A new approach would be to establish research
collaborations among the existing institutes such as:
University laboratories, RMRC, RRL, CRRI, CIFA (Central
Institute for Fishery and Aquaculture), OUAT and state’s

medical, agricultural institutions. CIFA has set up a
Bioinformatics Center on Aquaculture in 1982 under the
National Biotechnology Information System of DBT. Using
the existing infrastructure in the area through the
development of a new strategic planning can help develop
Bhubaneswar region as a new center for biotechnology. A
new healthcare services venture is the private Kalinga
Hospital and Research Center, which is also establishing
Kalinga Health, Education and Research Foundation Inc.
and the Kalinga Medical College. KHRC/KHERF should
consider to incorporate heaithcare biotechnology and
clinical research and medical biotechnology in its modern
healthcare practice and research. The new Kalinga
{nstitute of Industrial Technology, Bhubaneswar (KIIT, not
related to the Kalinga Hospital Group) is also considering
to start biotech/biomedical engineering programs. The
National Institute of Science and Technology, Berhampur
(NIST) has been established by a team of US-based NRI
professionals which offers engineering, science,
technology, electronics degrees. Such institutes have
developed technology infrastructural facilities and may
consider starting programs such as bioelectronics and
bioengineering. The university should consider to create
an interdisciplinary biotechnology department with support
from other science and technology related departments.
As the biotech has a strong presence in the industrial world,
students should be exposed to business aspects of the
bio-technology. | know many people {(and many | donot
know) of Orissa origin working in Orissa, elsewhere in
India or overseas (with many in the US, Europe and
Canada), associated with biotech laboratories in academe
and industry, but have not shown much interest in
promoting biotech development in Orissa. We hope the
new biotech initiatives will provide a technology and
business platform in support of biotech activities in the
state.

Biotechnology, as a key commercial technology
will fit well into the ongoing technology ptanning in Orissa
in infotech, software, computers and other tech areas. It
may not be possible to establish US-based biotech firms
like Amgen, Chiron and Genentech-but it is possible to
create future companies such as Omgen, Orion and
Oritech in Orissa.,

Ancillary Industry Sectors

The other ancillary sectors in Orissa that can
benefit from biotech applications are: brewery, bakery,
dairy, fishery, forestry and environment. The aquaculture
sector has earlier got state and foreign support. APICOL
(Agricultural Promotion and Investment Corporation of
Orissa Limited) can also develop bio-agro projects.
Agriculture is the important activity in Qrissa. The Eastern
India does not have a pharma/biotech industry base.
Orissa being an agricultural economy, can initially help to
attract agri-business industries. Products in the agriculture
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and animal-agriculture are: plant tissue culture, floriculture,
animal biologics, animal growth hormone, protein feed and
genetically engineered plants with disease and pest
resistant property. The appropriate technologies those
could be easily introduced are earthworm biotech for vermi-
compasting, bio-fertilizers, bio-insecticides, environmental
management, forest biotechnology, mushroom biotech,
seed biotech and seri-biotech. With a sound agricultural
base, if Orissa can help attract agro-based industries it
will not only benefit the state but also the eastern region
and the country. In Orissa the traditional practices in
healthcare and agriculture are popular and if biotechnology
can be integrated into the system it would enhance medical
care and agro productivity.

Economic Development

The local biotech infrastructure can meet the
future requirements of the state in human resources
training, research and product development,
manufacturing and marketing contributing to overall
economic development. The most strategic approach will
be to introduce low-tech, affordable, easy to use, easily
available products for use in healthcare and agriculture.
Some of the products can be diagnostics, vaccines, home
kits, biofertilizers and bio-agro products. Bio-village
concept that does not degrade the environment, can be
promoted to develop and use sustainable systems with
low-tech, affordable, appropriate bio-technologies and

sustainable agriculture systems, Some areas of the
traditional medical systems such as ayurveda, unani, sidha
and homeopathy can be linked to the modern
biotechnology principles for better medical care. Education
and public awareness on biotech should be a focus area.

Formation of a regional biotech-network can
provide long-term economic benefits to Orissa through
support of biotech education, research, product
development and commercialization. The biotech network
to be based on the multi-instituional consortium can work
toward the following goals: collaborate with DBT and other
central government agencies, interact with international
agencies, assist biotech business development,
strengthen biotech capabilities of the state’s universities,
educate the public about biotechnology, encourage
collaborations among the state’s universities, institutes,
industry and government, and help strengthen the state
leadership in biotechnology. New career avenues in
biotech fields are: research and product development,
manufacturing, academics, industry, intellectual property
law, marketing, technology transfer, healthcare, agriculture,
government and policy and entrepreneurship. Though it
will not be easy for Orissa to move into a hi-tech sector
like biotech because of many challenges, but opportunities
are there and a foundation has to be created. And
development of biotech in Orissa can improve public
health, agricultural practices, food supply and can help in
alleviate poverty through technology.

Dr. Amiya R. Nayak is involved in biotechnology business and technology development consultancy. He has
previously worked at Utkal University, RMRC-ICMR, ILRAD-CGIAR, Ranbaxy, ICGEB-UNIDO, Washington University
and Wyeth-Lederle Vaccines and Pediatrics. He is planning to establish a NRO-based biotech venture and society in

Orissa,

My Stay at Basundhara

JOYASREE (RANU) MAHANTI

asundhara is a shelter and a rehabilitation

enter for destitute children, women, and the
elderly. It is a non-profit organization,
established in December 1985, in Bidanasi of
Cuttack District, in the state of Orissa. It is located
about 32 kilometers from Bhubaneswar, Orissa's
capital. During the last 13 years, Basundhara has
allowed for adoption of 140 children to Indian parents,
about 90 children to foreign parents, and has given
shelter to more than 300 unwed mothers, 200
distressed women and 150 distressed elderly people.
It has also given vocational training to more than

700 divorced and distressed women. As a non-profit
organization, ittries to do many things for the society
with its limited resources and constraints. It finds safe
homes for many innocent children who don't have
parents and sends many children to schools with
the hope that one day they will lead a normal life in
the society. It trains destitute women to be self-
sufficient, and provides shelter for the elders when
they don't have anywhere else to go.

In 1998, | had an opportunity to spend a total
of almost 12 weeks at Basundhara at different times
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of the year. i lived in the institution, worked closely
with the people and the office staff, and got involved
in several activities.

When | was at Basundhara, an unwed
pregnant girl was brought there by her parents. Their
relatives and the villagers were ready to make the
family an outcast unless the family abandoned the
girt and promised never 1o bring their daughter back
to the village. The girl delivered a beautiful baby giri.
The baby went up for adoption. | found out that her
family had to perform her death rites in order to stay
in the village. The same girl got married legally with
Basundhara's help in December 1998, during my
stay. | hear she is very happy with her husband and
they are expecting their first baby.

During my stay, a deaf and homeless girl was
brought to the institution. Later, it was found that the
young girl (@about 11-12 years old) had been raped
several times and suffered from venereal disease.
She had been fortunate enough to come to
Basundhara and get help. Now she lives in another
institution which suits her needs. Most of the cases
like this are either unknown or deliberately ignored.

The following is one of the best moments |
experienced when | was at Basundhara. | have to
share it with you. One evening, | found all the children
and housemothers very excited and standing around
a young girl who had just arrived with her husband
and a newborn baby boy. They were all calling me
“Apa, Ma, come see, Pinky (apa) has come home
after one year”. | found out, Pinky was one of the
girls who had been living at Basundhara. All the
young girls who were supposed to be the Mausis of
this newborn baby were anxiously waiting for their
turns to hold the baby. For a moment, | was lost in
my own memories of the first time | visited my
parent’'s home with my two children. | held the baby
like my own grandson. | was thinking how one
develops Maya and Bandhan. Basundhara provides
enough love and security for these children who don't
have parents and a home. What more can it do?

| attended three seminars when | was at
Basundhara. One of them was in Baripada,
conducted in collaboration with UNICEF and other
volunteer organizations. The focus was on female
children. The comments and openness of the young
girls and women from villages touched me. They

were aware and concerned about different problems
and issues surrounding girls. They were also eager
to work, but they needed leaders who could come to
their villages and work with them, not just discuss
issues in seminars and give direction from a distance.

Basundhara organizes health and family
planning camps in villages and at Basundhara at
different times of the year. | was present at a health
camp and at the family planning camps. Between
130-150 villagers came to the health camp and
obtained free medicine. My concern was that just
distributing medicine occasionally would only cure
the problems temporarily. Most of the people were
underweight and malnourished. They needed to be
shown how to live a better life within their resources,
to live cleanly so that they did not develop skin
disease, to have explained to them the importance
of family ptanning, to be taught to grow and eat
healthy food, and to be given an education which
would enable them to read and write. The family
planning concept was accepted and understood by
the lower income group of our society, however they
need to be reminded again and again. Such camps
are needed to be organized more often with the
Government’s help.

The biggest problem which caught my
attention and concerned me the most was the issue
of premature babies of the unwed mothers, mostly
from the villages and lower income families. In many
of such cases, both of the parents performed manual
jobs, and all of the daily chores were in the hands of
the oldest daughter, who herself was very young. A
few comforting words and false promises from a man
to this young girl would give enough hope for her
future. In the end, the innocent girl would fall into
the trap and become pregnant. In some cases, the
girt couldn’t get married in the traditional way due to
a lack of money or dowry. Often, she gets involved
with a married man and they marry in the temple
with the assurance that her husband will leave his
family soon. They secretly lead a married life and
the trouble starts when the girl gets pregnant. In other
cases, a very young girl gets pregnant by one of her
own relatives or a person who she knows well. This
girl may not have any idea about the connection
between a physical relationship and pregnancy.
Some of these girls are brought to Basundhara by
their parents or relatives to stay until the delivery to
escape from the society. After the delivery, the
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mother and the child can go back home. Most of the
time, the child is given up for adoption and the mother
stays at Basundhara as a housemother. In other
cases, girls are brought to private nursing homes to
have an early delivery to get rid of the babies. Most
of the babies are unwanted and delivered before
reaching full term by inducing labor. As a result, they
are born extremely weak, are terribly underweight,
and have minor or in some cases major handicaps
such as mental retardation. Basundhara’s
involvement starts from here. At any time of the day,
a call may come from a private nursing home
informing the institution that a baby is available, if
Basundhara is interested.

Once, | personally got involved in bringing a
baby to Basundhara. It was almost 10:30 pm when
the local nurse of Basundhara and | went to a nursing
home to get the baby. The mother was 14 years old
and got pregnant by her own uncle. The newborn, a
premature baby, was left without any covers under
a table for almost ten hours. It did not bother the
doctor, the nurse, the hospital staff, or people who
were responsible for bringing this baby into the world.
This encounter made me sick. Later, | got
accustomed to these types of situations. Apparently,
from what | hear, the doctors don’t mind delivering
these premature babies by inducing labor, so long
as they can collect their fees. Basundhara has an
on-site infant clinic for these babies but the expenses
of neo-natal care put a heavy toll on its budget.

I am not an expert on the solutions to these
problems and don’t know how to prevent these
pregnancies. One can't eliminate the normal physical
desire of human beings. Neither can one preach
moral values of life to the families where it is a daily
struggle to fulfill the minimal requirements of a
household. It may help if the girls in the villages could
be told about the consequences of getting pregnant
without getting married legaily, taught about birth

control options, explained the benefits of legal
abortion as opposed to having babies prematurely,
provided with the telephone numbers and addresses
of where they can get help if they become pregnant,
and given some basic education. Another thing that
would help is if the doctors refuse to deliver
premature babies by inducing labor.

In 13 years, Basundhara has achieved many
goals. When an organization grows, the expenses
grow. Currently, Basundhara is trying to focus on
projects where it will draw revenues for regular
expenses. In a few years, some of the schoal-going
children will be 18 and only a few of them wiil be
successful academically. For the rest of them, one
has to find ways to prepare them to be self-sufficient.

There are many heart-wrenching stories to
which | was witness during my short stay there. The
problems of India are overwhelming and one can
get desperate and feel hopeless. | admire people
who are genuinely working hard for the defenseless
sections of the populaticn. | am not a social worker
and | do not hold a degree in this area. It is just my
personal interest, and | strongly believe that each of
us can make a difference in our own small way and
the result will be worthwhile.

If you are interested in working at
Basundhara, especially in areas like physical therapy,
speech therapy or in other areas, please contact me
(517-337-9570) or write a letter to the Secretary, Ms
Saila Behera (Basundhara, Basundhara Nagar,
Bidanasi, Cuttack-753014) about your interest in
working at Basundhara. it is a wonderful place to
work with extremely dedicated staff. Comfortable and
safe living facilities are available. Within a short
period of time, | have developed an intimate
relationship with Basundhara and it's people. From
such a distance, | hear their voices and anxiously
await the time | will go back there.

Joyasree (Ranu) Mahanti lives in East Lansing, Michigan. She is an active campaigner for ‘Basundhara’
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HOW CAN WE HELP?

DEVI P. MISRA

WHO (World Health Organization) statistical data revealed that there are 27 to 35 million blind
people in the world - blindness being defined as having vision less than 10/200 (3/60) with the

best correction available.

Every year, 50 000 Americans become blind, particularly those of ages 65 and greater. The 1987

The developed countries apply 20/200 (6/60) vision as criteria for legal blindness - using this
stipulation there would be 41 to 52 million blind people. Eighty- five percent of the blind lives in Asia and
Africa. More than 50% could be helped by a simple cataract extraction and 25% of the blindness is

preventable.

The increase in the number of blind people is multifactorial: population growth, increase in
longevity, and inadequacy of services in the rural areas.

PREVALENCE AND CAUSES OF BLINDNESS

VISUAL IMai;AIRMENT
USA INDIA
A. Blindness criteria <6/60 <3/60
B. Prevalence (%) 0.6 0.7
C. Causes & Incidence (%)
1. Cataract | 12 55
2, Glaucoma 11 2
3. Age Related Macular
Degeneration (ARMD) 13 -
4. Diabetic Retinopathy 11 -
5. Others (including 53 29
retinal diseases)
6. Refractive Errors (Myopia) - 7
7. Trachoma - 5
8. Corneal Disease - 2
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EYE CARE SERVICES IN ORISSA

Pertaining to the existing situation in Orissa, the Government of Orissa provides diagnostic and
treatment facilities in all three of the medical colleges. The facilities and the extent of care available in
the district Headquarter Hospitals are less than optimal because of lack of governmental support and
financial planning. Whether it is the medical colleges or the Headquarter Hospitals, since they depend
on the governmental finances, there is no outreaching of ophthalmological facilities into rural areas.
Hence, only the blessed urbanites get the advantage of proper eye care. The rural area residents are
not so fortunate.

FACTS / FACETS ON JOHN M. PEARSE MEMORIAL ROTARY EYE HOSPITAL,
CUTTACK (ORISSA) INDIA

With the help of the Royal Commonwealth Society for Blind (U.K.}, the Rotary club of Cuttack has
established this charitable, non-profit, eye hospital in the memory of John M. Pearse in Cuttack (Orissa),
India.

In the state of Orissa alone, only 19,000 cases of curable blindness, out of 270,000 are attended
to yearly.

JPM eye hospital has 40 paying beds, 60 nonpaying beds, and 10 cabins. The hospital operates
or conducts eye camps in rural areas in a 100-mile radius. In 1992, it conducted 13 onsite eye camps.
The number increased to 74 in 1997, and to 92 in 1998. By conducting eye camps and mobile units, the
hospital conducts surveys for early detection of visual defects as well as education of the population.
They provide treatment when needed, and also rehabilitate blind persons in their own environment.

The patients screened in the camps are operated on at the main campus in JPM eye hospital in Cuttack.

The hospital is staffed by very dedicated eye surgeons and medical staff. Even after providing
free care to 60% of the patients {mostly from rural areas), the eye hospital has been able to meet its own
expenditures. The hospital has plans of providing services in different parts of Orissa.

FUTURE PROJECTS AND PLANS OF JPM EYE HOSPITAL

1. Satellite hospitals for total eye care
- At Dhenkanal
- At Jagatasinghpur or Bhadrak
Camp sites within a 150-mile radius (based on funding availability)
Squint clinic Synaptophore $1,200 (Funded in 1998 by the Orissa Foundation, USA)
Glaucoma clinic Autoperimeter $12,000
Contact Lens clinic $3,000
Retina clinic (includes Argon laser) $20,000
Operating microscope with illumination $32,000
Computers $4,000
Eye bank and Keratoplasty $10,000

CoNTOrLN

In the long run, satellite hospitals for eye care would be established in different parts of Orissa.
Similarly, eye camps will be held within 100 miles of the main and satellite hospitals to serve the eye care
needs of the rural population of Orissa.
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HOW CAN WE HELP?

it has many a time been reiterated in this journal that immigrants from Origsa, the majority of
whom came between 1970 and 1990, have excelled in their respective careers. After achieving your
goals, now is the time to think about others who are not your relatives or friends. There is always some
time to think about how you can touch another life or soul in person.

It is always stressed that if each of the established 1,200 families of OSA contributes only $100 a
year for a different benevolent causes in Orissa, each of the participants can instill a distinct change.

WHAT CAN WE DO?

1. This year | am requesting that we help with the establishment of the glaucoma clinic in the JPM eye
hospital. In doing so, | request only 25 willing persons or families to donate $500 (without coercion) in
1999 through OSA (to get the charitable tax benefit). | can coordinate the establishment of the clinic with
JPM eye hospital. Your donation will be acknowledged in the corridors of the institution.

2. Once we establish a glaucoma clinic in 1999, next year we can help other needy services as outlined
in the project planning of JPM eye hospital.

3. Each person or family who donates of their own free will to have an eye camp in their village or town.
4. Since this is a hospital organized by the Rotary ciub of Cuttack - if you are a member of Rotary
International and you donate $250 or $500 to any Rotary Institution, Rotary International, upon request,

can contribute or match a simifar amount to your specified institution.

Please consider your role in preventing and eradicating blindness in Orissa by joining in an honest
and sincere cooperation with a dedicated eye hospital and its well-organized, hard-working staff.

Donations can be sent through OSA, or Rotary International, or directly to:
The chairman, Rotary club of Cuttack Charitable Trust

C/o JPM Rotary Eye Hospital
Bidanasi Sector VI Cuttack 753002, Orissa India

Devi Misra lives in Huntsville, Alabama. He is a committed, conscientious social worker, working
incessantly foward bettering the lives of the underprivileged in Orissa.
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“...we are distressed in our minds to see the people suffering from various tribulations and Injuries on account of
diseases of somatic, psychic and traumatic origin, behaving helplessly and crying in agony . . . In order to cure
these people who desire to be relieved of diseases as well as to keep up normal heaith. . "

Susruta, Physician and Surgeon, circa 500 BC, Varanasi, India

The Healing Arts of the World, in Orissa

Two Years in the Life of a Hospital Just Born
The Kalinga Hospital and Research Center, Bhubaneswar

Madhab C. Dash
Dr. Sarada C. Patnaik
Dr. Bhabani S. Das

Netiti P. Bohidar
Mana R. Pattanayak
Lalu Mansinha

The words of Susruta still ring true, 2500 years later. We
are also distressed by the pain and suffering of the sick
and injured and we also wish to “cure these people who
desire to be relieved of diseases as well as to keep up
normal health”. This indeed could as well be the mission
statement for the Kalinga Hospital and Research Center,

This has been an eventful two years —two year in the
life of a hospital just born. On February 17, 1997 Kalinga
Hospital started functioning in the limited areas of
Pathology, Radiology, Nephrology (Dialysis) and Qut
Patient Department. We are happy to report that Kalinga
Hospital is now a full-fledged hospital. From August 1998
we have 175 beds including ICU beds for postoperative
care. After a slow start, minor and major milestones and
achievements have marked the previous 24 months.

The First Open Heart Surgery

The first open heart surgery in Orissa took place on
September 9, 1998. The following message was flashed
on ORNET:

“In every endeavour, particularly the seemingly
impossible ones, there comes a moment when you rise
up and cheer. Regardless of alf those opinions that said
that it cannot be done, and regardiess of what the future
brings, this is a moment when you know that all the
sacrifices have been worth it, This is such a moment,
such a day, for the team that has brought the Kalinga
Hospital from bare ground to a functioning institution of
healthcare.

Today (September 9, 1998) is a first for Orissa, and a
first at Kalinga Hospital: Open Heart Surgery. The patient,
a 32 year old male from near Bhubaneswar, was operated
on for a congenital heart problem with the help of a heart-
lung machine. A team of doclors conducted the operation:

Dr. R. Raichoudhury,

Cardio Thoracic surgeon,

Dr. Sharada Patnaik,

Cardio Thoracic surgeon,
Dr. Bipin Mohanty,
Cardio Thoracic surgeon,
Dr. Mahendra Prasad Tripathy,
Cardiologist
Dr. Sarat Nayak,
Anesthetist
Dr. Rajendra Roy,
Anesthelist
The patient is now recovering in the Intensive Care
Ward under the care of Dr, Samir Sahoo.
Congratulations to Kalinga Hospitalt”

This was a moment for the history books, though the
world took no notice. For Crissa State, in India, this was
a historic first - the first open heart surgery in this state of
32 million people, in the newly constructed Kalinga
Hospital. From September 1998 to May 1999 the Hospital
has operated on 21 patients by Open Heart/ By Pass
Surgery.

Operating facilities are now available for General
Surgery, Obstetrics and Gynecology, Plastic Surgery,
Cardiology, Cardiothoracic Surgery, Vascular Surgery,
Neurology, Neuro-Surgery. The Nephrology with dialysis
facilities are now fully booked, with an average of 40
dialysis per month. Other facilities include Urology, Gastro-
enterology, Laparoscopic Surgery, Cystoscopy and TURP.

The The Catheter Lab at Kalinga Hospital is one of
the best in the country. More than 60 patients have been
treated with Coronary, Cerebral and Renal Angiography/
Angioplasty, pacemaker implantation, Balloon
Vavuloplasty.

There are three Operating Rooms with very
modern equipment, including operating microscope
for Neuro-surgery, the first such facility in Orissa.
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Diagnostic services are provided from a central
air-conditioned laboratory which undertakes work in
Clinical Pathology, Biochemistry, HistoPathology.
Immunological tests, tissue typing, exchange
transfusions and bone marrow grafting are also
carried out.

The Radiology Dept. has X-Ray, UltraSound and
CT Scan machines. On the average around 150 to
175 CT Scans are undertaken oper month.

Future Plans include Casualty and Emergency
Services {April, 99), Kidney Transpint Program
(September, 99), MRI Machine (July 2000).

The Long Journey

It has been a long journey. The Kalinga Hospital
started as an idea at a gathering in 1989 at the home of
Dr. Ramesh Raichoudhury in Glen Cove, New York.
Subsequently two companies were founded, Hospital
Corporation of Orissa Inc. (HCO) in New York and the
Kalinga Hospital Private Limited (KHPL) in Orissa were
formed, with Dr. Ram Patnaik as the first CEO. Dr. Kailash
Pani served as Vice-President, Dr. Radhakanta Mishra
as Secretary. Other active members at that time included
Dr. Uma Mishra, Dr. Bhagabat Sahu and Dr. Panchanan
Sathapathy. Mr. Madhab Dash moved back to India to
supervise construction.

After an initial period of planning, financing, land
acquisition and design finalisation, construction started in
1991. In 1994 a new executive slate was elected, with
Ramesh Raichoudhury, MD taking over as President and
CEO. Current officers are: Hara Mishra, MD, Vice
President; Manaranjan Pattanayak, Executive Vice-
President, responsible for the construction phase of the
project; Uma Mishra, MD, Secretary Treasurer; Braja
Mishra, MD, Chair, Personnel Committee; Braja Swain,
MD, Chair, Equipment Committee; Dhiraj Panda, MD,
Finance Committee. All are residents of the United States.

Conferences and Seminars

A seminar was organised in Cuttack, on April 23, 1998,
on the ‘Role of the Kalinga Hospital in the Health Services
of the State’. Dr. B.K. Nanda, former Principal of Srirama
Chandra Bhanja Medical College presided over the
seminar. Many eminent persons of Orissa, such as Girija
Bhusan Patnaik, Prof. Rekha Mohanty, Gourhari Das, Dr.
Basudev Kar, Dr. Krupasindhu Panda, Sri Shyam Sundar
Padhi and Dr. R.N. Das attended the seminar.

On May 8th and 9th 1998 the Orissa State Association
of Surgeons held its Annual Conference in the Kalinga
Hospital campus in Bhubaneswar. Approximately 300
delegates from throughout Orissa attended the two-day
conference. Prominent guests were Dr. K. Ravindranath
ofthe Apollo Hospital, Hyderabad and Dr. Nageswar Reddy

of Medinova, Hyderabad. The keynote address was by
Dr. 8. Vittal, President of the Assaciation of Surgeons India.

By itself an annual meeting of a group of medical
specialists can be considered just another professional
gathering. Butfor the Kalinga Hospital there was special
significance in that within months of opening the Hospital
has been accepted and recognised by the medical and
surgical fraternity in Orissa and India.

Movies

Another measure of recogniticn by the public,
somewhat of a lighter impori, is that two commercial
movies have been shot on location on the campus and
within the Kalinga Hospital Building. The print and
electronic media coverage of the above events provided
wide publicity for the hospital.

In the Plans
Target, January 1, 2000: A complete modern health
care center.

350 Beds Emergency Room and
Trauma Center 6 Operating Theaters Laser
Opthalmic Surgery Joint Replacement and
Arthroscopic surgery Linear Accelerator MRI
Scans Rehabilitation Microsurgery Teaching
Hospital Research Center Burn Unit Other
Specialist Services

Health Insurance Plan: \n association with a health
insurance provider, we are negotiatingfor issuance of
insurance plans for travellers in the Bhubaneswar area,
parents of residents of United States and Canada, as well
as for local residents.

Kalinga Medical College: Being a large well-equipped
hospital brings with it the responsibility for teaching the
next generation of physicians. We are in the process of
drawing up plans to establish a medical college. The
college will be affiliated with Utkal University.

Continued Support by NROs

To construct a hospital of this scale requires capital.
Therefore an infusion of capital will obviously help. Inreturn
for major donations, we are prepared to provide permanent
and significant recognition in the form of bronze plaques.
Beneficence will allow us to name room(s), major
facility(ies) and operating theatre(s) after the benefactor.
Please make your donations to the Kalinga Health,
Education and Research Foundation Inc. (KHERF). US
tax receipts will be issued. We offer the foflowing
suggestions for donations: $2,500 for aroom with 2 beds;
$5,000 for room with 6 beds; $15,000 for Dialysis Unit;
$30,000 for Operating Theatre etc.

186 UGG



We are happy to announce and recognise the donation
of Dr. Uma Mishra for the Cardiac Catheter Laboratory
($30,000) and Dr. Pradip K. Swain ($30,000) for the Out
Patient Department. In the same humanitarian spirit
please consider an appropriate donation.

Equipment Donations

Expansion from the current 175 beds to a planned
350 beds, from the current 1 Operating Theatre to a
planned 6 means that there is an immediate need for all
types of medical, surgical and hospital equipment. A partial
list is given below. If you know of any hospital that is
disposing of usable equipment in working condition and
of recent vintage, please suggest the Kalinga Hospital as
a recipient of donated equipment. We are also prepared
to purchase needed equipment if the price is right.

Volunteers

Happy as we are with our progress so far, much
remains to be done. If you are a student, social worker,
nurse, doctor or a surgeon, and you would like to spend a
few months to a year to help those who reaily need help,
please let us know. A stint at the hospital can be combined
with tourism and sightseeing.

Lecture- Seminar During a Visit to Orissa

With three medical colleges, Orissa has a large
body of doctors who are interested in the latest
developments in medicine and surgery. Kalinga Hospital
is always willing to host seminars and demonstrations by
visiting specialists..

For donations of money and equipment, for volunteer service etc. please contact

ManaRanjan Pattanayak
573 Kings Road

Yardley PA 19607
United States

215-493-8770 (voice)
215-493-0207 (fax)
mana_pattanayak@msn.com

Prof. Lalu Mansinha

Dept. Of Earth Sciences
University of Western Ontario
London, ON N6A 5B7
Canada

519-661-3145 {voice)
519-661-3198 (fax)
lalu@uwo.ca

The authors are associated with Kalinga Hospital.

Madhab C. Dash Director, Finance
Dr. Sarada C. Patnaik Managing Director
Dr. Bhabani 8. Das Medical Director

Netiti P. Bohidar Advisor-Director
Mana R. Pattanayak Executive Vice-President
Lalu Mansinha Chair, Kalinga Hospital Trust

Kalinga Institute of Industrial Technology

A catalyst for academic excellence & social transformation

PRASHANTA K. MISHRA

Three of us, Achyuta, Prashanta and Chitta, together with Shri P.K. Bal perceived a need for a technical institution
in Orissa of the highest calibre. Thus was born Kalinga Institute of Industrial Technology (KNT}, registered under
Societies Regd. Act XXI of 1860 in June, 1992. In honor of the great Oriya engineers, architect and designers of the
past who built the merchant ships for South Asia two thousand years ago, the temples of Bhubaneswar, Puri and
Konarka, the centuries old embankment of Cuttack we took the historical name Kalinga. From the beginning the goals
have been for promoting excellence in technical education and supporting the ecological, social and cultural development
of weaker sections of society, especially scheduled castes and scheduled tribes.

Conveniently located in the Institutional area of capital city of Bhubaneswar, KIIT is surrounded with a number of
major Government of India technical Institutions and erganisations like CIPET, CTTC, Regional Research Laboratory,
Institute of Physics, etc.. and Chandaka Industrial Complex. The campus is spread over thirty acres of land, which
provides ample opportunity for expansion and development. The institute is currently housed in a 2,30,000-sq. ft.
building with well equipped laboratories, work shops, class-rooms, office, computer labs etc.
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Computer Laboratory

With the vision of the 215 century, KIIT has designed a computer laboratory which is the best in the state and
certainly on par with national standards. The lab has been visited and appreciated by academicians from Indian
Institute of Science, Bangalore, Indian Institute of Technology, Kanpur; IIT, Kharagpur, University of Hyderabad; University
of Texas; Ohio State University, Texas A&M University and Northern Melbourne Institute of TAFE, Australia. (Table 1)

Facuity
The success of the Institution primarily depends on the ‘human engineers’ i.e. the faculty. On the faculty of KIIT are
luminaries like:
Prof. Dr. Somnath Misra, Sc.D.(MIT) Director KIIT
Former Principal, Regional Engineering College, Rourkela &
Tata Chair Professor, indian Institute of Technofogy Kharagpur.
Prof. Dr. A. K. Paul, Ph.D.(IIT Kharagpur) Principal KITS
Former Prof, & Head, Mechanical Engg., Regional Engineering College, Rourkela.
Prof. Dr. D. DuttaMajumdar, FNASc., FNA - Director ,Computer Education
Emeritus Professor, Indian Statistical Institute, Calcufta.
Prof. S. P. Misra, Ph.D.(Utkal) Director, Research & Development
Ex-Professor, Institute of Physics,Bhubaneswar.

Technical Education Programme
KIT imparts quality technical education through several constituent units:

O Tl { Industrial Training Institute )
Started 1992, Certificate courses in different trades
Fitter, Electrician, Electronics,;
Student Strength-200 Per Annum, Duration-2 years

O Kalinga Polytechnic
Started 1995. Diploma in Engineering
Civil, Mechanical, Electrical, Electronics, Metallurgy
Student Strength-260 Per Annum; Duration-3 years
Approved by AICTE, Govt. of India

0 KITS (Kalinga Institute of Technology & Science)
Started 1997. Degree in Engineering
Civil, Mechanical, Electrical, Electronics, Computer
Student Strength-240 Per Annum; Duration-4 years
Approved by AICTE, Gowt. of India & affiliated to Utkal University

a Post Graduate Program
MCA ( Master in Computer Application).
Started 1997; Student Strength-60 Per Annum; Duration-3 years
Approved by AICTE, Govt. of India & affiliated to Utkal University

Awareness And Development Programmes
The educational programmes of KIIT are not restricted to enrofied students only, but alsc serve the needs of
academicians and professionals in institutions through seminars, symposia and workshops (Table 2}.

Institutional Collaborations
«  KIIT has signed an MOU with Northern Melbourne Institute of TAFE; Australia to have collaboration programmes

in Engineering & Technical Education.
«  KIIT has established the EL-NET-3L Computer Centre designed and developed by Technology Foundation T

Kharagpur.
« KIIT is in the process of establishing the Authorised Training Centre of C-DAC (Centre for Development of

Advanced Computing), Pune.

Centre For Social Development

“An enriched environment can ignite the concealed human potentials of weaker sections to prove their worth with
unimaginable velocity”. From this stand point of social transformation KIIT undertakes multi-dimensional activities for
the socio-economic development of weaker sections of the society especially Scheduled Castes & Scheduled Tribes by
providing appropriate avenues like:
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* TRYSEM Centre (Training of Rural Youth for Self-Employment),
Imparting free - stipendary skilled training in Fitter, Electrician & Electronic trades for self-employment to nearly
100 educated unemployed youths. TRYSEM programmes have been accorded with Grade ‘A’ status by State
Level Co-ordination Committee (SLCC), Govt. of Orissa, on the basis and efficiency & quality training.

- Computer Centre
Imparting free-stipendary computer training to unemployed youth of SCs/ STs/Economically Weaker Sections.
Support by Ministry of Welfare, Govt, of India provides the strength to go ahead in this fieid.

* Vocational Training Centre
For the need-based vocational training to SC slum youths of Bhubaneswar. 60 SC youths were imparted free
stipendary training in fabrication, spray painting, repair of household electrical appliances and electronic trades.
Sanctioned by Department of Science and Technology, Goverment of India.

*  Residential Primary School
To provide free elementary education to Scheduled Tribes slum children of Bhubaneswar a school at Patia ,
Bhuhbaneswar, Current strength 125. Sponsored by Ministry of Welfare, Govt. of India. The School was
recently visited by Mrs. Maneka Gandhi, Minister for Social Justice & Empowerment, Govt. of India and
recommended for upgrading to Higher School level.

Recognition
KNT is a kid of 7 years only, but by deeds has attained its youth. Here are some excerpts from the letters, verbal

comments and notes in the Visitor’s Book.

+ lam happy to see KIIT. When | was taken around this Institution, | was overwhelmed. | am tremendously impressed
about what | have seen. ... Institutions cannot grow overnight because of lots of limitations, constraints come the
way, particularly with regard to quality of staff. | am happy to see in KIIT that there has been a sincere effort in this
direction. There is nothing in this world which cannot be conquered with determination.

Prof. S.Ramegowda, Chairman, AICTE on his first visit to Orissa.

* The 'magic ‘ of what you have accomplished is that it was done primarily with local resources
Ed. Stoessel, Executive Director, Eastern lowa Community College, USA.

* .. adynamic organisation which has seen much development in its short life.... Computer Centre has higher

potential.
Roger Jackman. Northern Melbourne institute of Tafe, Australia),

* 8ri Achyutananda Samanta, Secretary, KIIT honoured with the prestigious award sandhana sammannaby Chira
Sandhana - a major Oriya fortnightiy.

Achievement Targets

Starting from a barren, bare land, we have built an unique, though still young, institution to impart technical educationn
and serve the community in econormic and social development of the poor. At this point we can rest on our laurels, or
go on to greater achievements. We invite collaboration,

To attain this laudable height we need support in the areas like:

*  Sponsorship to students for Higher Studies/Educational Exchange programmes in different countries.

*  Scholarship to meritorious students

*+  Technical Education collaboration with Experts & Experts bodies

« Infrastructural Dev. in the form of Advanced Laboratories, Buildings (in memoriam), Library facilities , R& D
cells

* Hostels for Backwards students

* More no. of Residentia! schools to groom the students from the beginning.
*  Support of Tech. & Finance to be a software giant in the country

*  Building a Hostel for International Students.

* Need based R&D activities.

LAST WORDS:
We believe in applying acid tests from time to time and take appropriate measures to maintain our quality. If we
get the support to overcome our bottlenecks (mainly in Finance) we cannot only prove ourselves competent but also

we can create a pool of usefut competent HR in the next century.
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TABLE- Comrmunication and Networking Infrastructure

Novel Netware — [BM Netfinity = Fortran, Pascal, Oracle, Autocad, Cobol
SCO UNIX - IBM Netfinity = C**, Java, HTML, Power Builder

Windows NT — IBM Netfinity =2 Visual C**, J*', Visual Foxpro, Visual Basic
AS/400e — IBM = 0S/400 DB2, ILE, RPC, COBOL/400, RDBMS, C, ADTS
LINUX - IBM Netfinity > X-Windows, GUI Applications

CONNECTED TO 60 INTELLIGENT TERMINALS

TABLE-Il Seminar/Symposia/Workshop

Organized a 7 day Advanced Technological Awareness Programme in December 1995 involving partici-
pation of acclaimed academicians of the state and country as well.

Organised National Seminar on Information Technology in Technical Education on 14" November 1998,
The seminar was inaugurated by Prof. Dr. S. Ramegowda, Chairman, All India Council for Technical Education
(AICTE), the apex body according approval to all technical institutes. KIIT is the only organisation in the state

of Qrissa to havebeen visited by Chairman, AICTE.

Co-organised and co-sponsored CIT 97, CIT 98, the International Conference on Intfarmation Technology
held every year at Bhubaneswar. We are now organising and co-sponsoring CIT 99.

.Organising National Workshop on Ubiquitous Computing from October 20-22, 1999, With. the co-opera-
tion from speakers from IIT, Kanpur, University of Hyderabad, TIFR, Bombay, [ISc. Bangalore, IIT, Bombay,

II'T, Guwahati and Utkal University , Bhubaneswar.

Organising United Nations University Workshop in August 1999.

Prashant Mishra is one of the founding members of the Kalinga Institute Of Industrial Technology
He can be reached: Phone:91-674-443271,441998,442998,441689(R) Fax:91-674-554464

Email.pkm@stpbh.soft.net
ORISSA Related Internet Sites
Compiled: Biswa Patnaik

Web Page Web Address
1 Orissa Society of Americas http://www.orissasociety.org/
2 ORNET - Internet Oriya Networking Mailing List http://www.cs.columbia.edu/~deba/ornet/ornmain.shtml
3 Criya Home Page Orissa http://www.cs.columbia.edu/~deba/
4 Orissa Tourism http://www.orissa-tourism.com/
5 Government of Orissa http://www.orissa.org/
6 Regional Research Laboratory, Bhubaneswar http://www.stpbh.soft.net/rrl/
7 Central Institute of Freshwater

Aquaculture, Bhubaneswar http://www.stpbh.soft.net/cifa/
8 Orissa State Financial Corporation http://www.stpbh.soft.net/osfc/
9 Software Technology Parks of India,

Bhubaneswar http://www.stpbh.soft.net/
10 News - OrissaTV http://www.orissatv.com/
11 News - Orissa News http:/fwww.orissa.net/
12 News - TajaNews http://www.tajanews.com/state.htm
13 News - Orissalndia http://www.orissaindia.comy
14 Newspaper - SAMBAD http:/fwww.orissasambad.com/
15 Newspaper - Dharitri http://www.orissakhabar.com/
16 Sambit - Online Oriya Mangazine http://www.sambit.com/
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OSA FINANCIAL STATEMENT

Oct. 1997 to June 1st, 1999

Prepared: Babru Samal, Secretary-Treasurer, OSA

BEGINNING FUNDS
CD at Harris Bank
CD at NBD

Checking account

Total beginning funds

INCOME
Interestincomes:
Harris Bank
Charles Schwah
Cal Fed

Total interest incomes

Convention incomes
Houston 97
California 98

Total convention incomes

Membership fees
Donation misc.

Total incomes
Pass through donation

GRAND TOTAL

EXPENSES

OSA Journal

Convention 98 related Expenses

Guest expenses (fravel and lodging etc.)
Souvenir mailing

Awards and plaques

Entertainment/DJ

Total convention 98 expenses
Donation (Basundhara)

Misc. expenses

Loan to Canada Gonvention
Pass through donation

Total expenses

$4500.00
$35544.84
$2520.20

$42565.04

$371.25
$2466.62
$52.53

$2890.40

$5676.60
$6961.00

$12637.60

$6685.00
$152.82

$22365.82
$35,355.62

$100,286.48

$3573.49

$2902.42
$874.47
$1713.31
$400.00

$5890.20
$200.00
$282.81
$2000.00
$35,218.45

$47,164.95
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ENDING FUNDS

Checking acct Cal Fed

CD at Cal Fed

CD at Harris Bank

Money Market at Charles Schwab

Total fund in hand

Details
Pass through Donations

Odissi, Aruna Mohanty
EXXON, 1AA Hpuston (Odissi)
FM university donation
SEEDS

Basundhara

Dandapani High Scheol

Puri High Schools

Rotary Club

Total money in and money out

Convention related incomes

Convention 97, Houston
Loan refund

Membership

Profit sharing (50%)

Total

Convention 98, Monterey
Donations for awards

OSA fee

Donations for guest travel

Membership fees
Profit sharing (50%)

Total

Miscellaneous expenses
Check return

Domain name

OSA books BBSR
Stamps

Total

$95579.40
$1052.53
$4500.00
$38011.46

$53,121.93

Money in
$487.00
$1000.00
$10007.62
$7747.00
$3210.00
$2054.00
$9550.00
$1300.00

$35,355.62

$2000
$2230
$1446.6

$5676.60

$1500
$2220
$1000

$1515
$726

$6961.00
$4

$70

$196

$12.81

$282.81

Money out
$487.00
$1000.00
$10005.45
$7747.00
$3210.00
$2054.00
$9500.00
$1215.00

$35,218.45

I have examined the OSA financial statement for the above mentioned period and found, to my satisfaction, that
all transactions have been recorded according to the generally accepted accounting procedures.
Kirtan Behera, June 4th, 1999, Los Angeles California.
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Congratulations!
ORISSA SOCIETY OF AMERICAS

For your many accomplishments through member initiatives:

1. Orissa-America Resource Initiatives at Bhubaneswar, Cuttack, and
Balasore

Blood Bank in Bhubaneswar

Kalinga Hospital in Bhubaneswar

Fakirmohan University in Balasore

Ravenshaw College Development Project in Cuttack
Basundhara— Home for orphans in Cuttack

Orissa Dance Academy in Bhubaneswar

S A o

Sponsoring eminent speakers & scholars like Dr. Manoj Das, Ms.

Manorama Mohapatra, Dr. Prativa Ray, Dr. Kanhu Charan Mishra, Dr.

Nrusingha Panda, Mr. Lalatendu Mansinha, Dr. Gouri Das, and others.

9. Sponsoring artists like Padmashree Sanjukta Panigrahi, Padmabhusan
Kelucharan Mohapatra, Mr. Pranav Patnaik, Mr. Akshaya Mohanty,
Mr. Prafulla Kar, Mr. Mahaprasad Kar, Ms. Suchitra Mohapatra, Ms.
Sangita Mohapatra, Mr. Manoranjan Pradhan, Ms. Kavita Dwivedi,
Ms. Aruna Mohanty, Ms. Sangita Kar, Ms. Chitralekha Patnaik, and
others

10.Sponsoring and assisting students for higher education in the USA and
Canada

11.SEEDS/Rural Development Projects in Orissa

12.Computer Technology in Orissa

Dr. and Mrs, S. K. Dash of Minneapolis, Minnesota feel proud of being part of
the Orissa Society of Americas and its projects in the United States and India.
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HEARTCARE ASSOCIATES
OF
BUCKS COUNTY, P.C.

1609 WOODBURNE RD. STE 304A
LEVITTOWN, PA 19057

PHONE 215-547-4500
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proudly announces

the 1998 opening and funding of

‘SQUINT CLINIC’

at JPM Rotary Eye Hospital,

Bidanasi, Cuttack.

With Best Wishes

Prasanta K. Raj

“THE BEST OF TWO WORLD”
An autobiography by Dr. Ghana S. Tripathy

A general surgeon tells his story, from birth in Ali to family life in Dover,
Ohio. He describes life under British colonial rule in India as well as the
plight of immigrants and blacks in America prior to civil rights laws.

Available from
Book Center Borders
Heritage Square The Strip
515 Union Avenue 6751 Strip Avenue N.W.
Dover, OH 44622 Canton, OH 44720

Price $16.00 plus $4.00 S&H. All proceeds are being donated to
Bimadhar Memorial Trust Fund through Winding Brook Charities.
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India Tourist Office, Toronto, extends a warm welcome to the partici- '
pants of OSA’s 30" Annual Convention in Toronto, and invites all to visit

and explore India in the new millennium.

Government of India Tourist Office
60 Bloor St. W., # 1003
Toronto, ON. M4W 3B8

Tel: (416) 962-3787
Fax: (416) 962-6279
E-mail: india@istar.ca
http://www.tourindia.com
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of Canton, Ohio

send felicitations

to the

1999 Annual Convention of the

for 30 years of service to the community.
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IN THE SERVICE OF COMMUNITY IN CANADA
FOR 17 YEARS

VISIT US FOR

REMITTANCE TO INDIA THROUGH 8800 OFFICES OF SBI

{IF YOU CANNOT COME TO THE BANK, MAIL US YOUR CHEQUE. MONEY WILL REACH INDIA)

TRADE FINANCE
MORTGAGE FINANCE,

BUSINESS SBLA LOANS

HIGH INTEREST RATES ON DEPOSITES
(UP TO 4.75% ON CDN AND US DOLLARS)

STATE BANK OF INDIA (CANADA)

TORONTO VANCOUVER SURREY MISSISSAUGA
(416) 865 0414 (604) 731 6635 (604) 583 3363 (905) 565 8959

TOLL FREE 1-800-668-8947
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BEst Wisages To

ORIssA SOCIETY OF AMERICA
30™ ANNUAL CONVENTION — TORONTO, CANADA

Systems Technology International, Inc.
Specializing in Software Development and IT Consulting

39555 Orchard Hill Place - Suite 530

Systems Novi, Michigan 48375
Technology Phone: (248) 735-3900
international

Fax: (248) 735-3934

Corporate website hitp:/jwww.sti-world.com & Products website hitp:/fwww.stipass.com

CONGRATULATIONS

ORISSA SOCIETY OF AMERICA

FOR 30 YEARS OF SERVICE

Deepa Muduli
Hazari Muduli, M.D.

Tranquility, New Jersey
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JAGANNATH SOCIETY OF THE AMERICAS
P.0. BOX NO. 210939
NASHVILLE, TN - 37221

Phone - (615) 356-7207
E-mail — JagSocAm@aol.com

Om Sri Jagannath Swami Nayana Pathagami Bhabatu Me

o 9/9Q668Q071Q68AQR G6Q48g6a*
66658 AIFAQEENAREETAIYE o AIAGIS |
WIRIeE0QE66R Fadl 06NE o 6QIGi6R!
QIS @ 898 YQIYREIEl 6QQI 064 @8 I

RATHA YATRA

NASHVILLE, TENNESSEE
g1 g1 @aqiel AYNGQER QAAIG!, A Ratha Yatra will be celebrated on July 17,
%g?a:é ngifff':}%g?@? gfg:gm 1999 (Saturday) & Bahuda Yatra will be
ARGea 01RO 628 | ARMIGE §1 62666Q celebrated on July 25, 1999 (Sunday). Pro-
a8l A Ageca @4 a0g Q6a 6aIGQIR fessor Sri Chandra Sekhar Rath will be
aa6e | 2186l Al6R V@ 0eQ Agaca the chief guest. We request all of you to
L e s S i participate and make this auspicious event
aa16 agean |

a grand success.

gQ QERlEl AR R KA
PLEASE JOIN AND SUPPORT THE
JAGANNATH SOCIETY OF AMERICAS

UDAY KUNTE, M.D., F.A.C.S.

General and Vascular Surgery

40 FULD ST., SUITE 206
TRENTON, N.J. 08638
609-392-6446

1205 LANGHORNE-NEWTOWN RD., SUITE 215
LANGHORNE, PA 19047
215-750-66222
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Felicitations to
ORISSA SOCIETY OF AMERICA
on

30 years of service to the community

Pradip K. Swain, M.D.
Asha L. Swain, M.D.

1200 11% St.
Altoona PA 16601

RANGA A. RAO, M.D.
RAMESH K. ADIRAJU, M.D.

OXFORD VALLEY CARDIOLOGY ASSOCIATES

370 Middletown Blvd. Suite 510
Langhorne, PA 19047

Compliment

the community activities
of the

Orissa Society of America
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Felicitations and Greetings to the
Orissa Society of America

‘Regional Gastrointestinal
CONSULTANTS, P.C.

Andrew T. Fanelli, D.O., FA.C.G., FA.C.P.
Steven W, Cohen, M.D.

Makefield Executive Quarters
301 Oxford Valley Road, Suite 1103
Yardley, PA 19067

215-321-4700

TELEPHONE (215) 968-6774

M. BARRY LIPSON, M.D., LTD.

ORTHOPEDIC SURGERY

505 WASHINGTON AVE
(RT. 332)
NEWTOWN, PA 18940
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Zeneca Pharmaceuticals

Congratulate

The Orissa Society of America

for 30 years of service to the community in
United States and Canada

Diana M. DiBul

Sales Representative
Zeneca Pharmaceuticals
1800 Concorde Pike, PO Box 15437
Wilmington, Delaware 19850-5437

Voice Mail (800) 822-9209
Box 0322

Dr. K.M. Blanc
Dr. D.F. Greenbaum

South Jersey Surgical Associates, PA

Sunset Professional Building, Suite 204
Willingboro New Jersey 08046

Compliment
Orissa Society of America

on the
30" Annual Convention

Sanyeiir0g
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CONGRATULATIONS

ORISSA SOCIETY OF AMERICA

FOR 30 YEARS OF SERVICE

on behalf of

Bristol-Myers Squibb Company

Territory Business Managers

Brenda Blodgett, Lisa Masiello and Michelle Scavetto

Makers of: Avapro, Glucophage, Plavix, and Pravachol

Best Wishes
From

Drs. Shanti & Uma B. Mishra
&
Everyone
at

Orange County Radiation Oncology

2565 Route 9 W South
Cornwall, NY 12518

Tel: (914) 534-4700
Fax: (914) 534-4800

usmishra@ix.netcom.com
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Innovation and Excellence in Technology

PanNet Corporation
www.pannetcorp.com

PanNet Corporation and its subsidary PanNet Computer of Bhubaneswar
offer the latest in advanced software technology through their operating units,

* PanNet Institute of Software Technology, offering courses in C, G++, Java,
Oracle, Internet HTML, Multimedia and Networking

* PanNet SoftMedia, developing software products and soloution, i.e.,
- The Land of Black Krishna (CDROM on Orissa)
- EvalPro (Automation software for evalutaion of examinations, surveys, etc)
- Medical Mgnt / Supply Mgmt software & ERP salutions

« PanNet Global offering export-oriented software development services
* OrissaOL (www.orissaOL.com) offering an internet portal for the Oriya
community

Dr. Varish Panigrahi, Chairman Anu Panigrahi, Managing Director

To order THE LAND OF BLACK KRISHNA, please send check for $29.95 to,
PanNet Corporation, 120 Lewin St, Suite 7, Fall River, MA 02720 Ph: 508-730-1091

Best wishes to the
Orissa Society of America

from

Drs. John and Judy Gallagher
St. Mary Hospital
Langhorne,PA
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Congratulations to

Orissa Society of America
on the Occasion of the 30" Annual Convention

DHIRAJ K. PANDA, M.D., FA.C.S., PA.

Diplomat of the American Board of Neurosurgery

South Crossings, 528 Lippincott Drive
Marlton, New Jersey 08053

Phone (609) 596-6100

FAX (609) 596-7507

Compliments of

PARKE-DAVIS

BUCKS NEUROLOGICAL GP PC A Warner-Lambert Division

Northeast Customer Business Unit

Edward McCormick

James J. Gaul, M.D. Territory Manager

1019 Howard Road

Sai?;(b;’lsaliy M?‘dical l?\luilvc‘l’j(ng, 8;ite:02 Warminster, PA 18974
anghorne-Newtown Roa 015-444-9050

Langhorne PA 19047-1223
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The Local Convention Committee
of the
30" Annual OSA Convention
THANKS
Dr. Minati Pattanayak and Sri Manaranjan Pattanayak

for their invaluable help and contributions.

E. T. Technology, Inc.

Design Engineers & Manufacturers

Representative UDAYA N, & IRA DASH

203 Bayfront Dr.

Kiron Senapati, P.E, Bonita Springs, FL 34134-8548

Principal Engineer

Tel: (941) 495-8267

9510 Norchester Circle Fax: (941) 495-9590
Tampa, FL. 33647 E-mail: udash@aol.com

Tel: {(813) 973-2041
Fax: (813) 991-6052

Ksenapati-ET2@worldnet.att.net
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With Best Wishes
70

ORISSA SOCIETY OF AMERICA
RAJNEESH JONEJA

FINANCIAL PLANNING ADVISOR

1210 Sheppard Ave. E, Suite 307

Willowdale, Ont. M2K 1E3
(416) 494 2300 X 231

FINANCIAL CONCEPT GROUP

FINANCIAL CONCEPT CORPORATION IS A LICENSED MUTUAL FUND DEALER
F.C.G. SECURITIES CORPORATION IS A LICENSED SECURITIES DEALER

Member of CIPF

BRUNDABAN GARDEN

WV_I_P. ENCLAVES
SAMANTARAPUR,BHUBANESWAR

l'uuullluln‘ 7 A

Located in a prime locality of Bhubaneswar pin
-the capital city. Equidistant (about 2 Km)
from Raj Mahal and Airport. itis one of the
{uxurious and attractive housing complex/
Duplex Bunglows of the temple city. Design
of the House has been made as per Vastu
and with a touch of modern architecture.
Construction of the complex is being {

personally supervised by a group of eminent Your D réam Home 18 nOt
architects and technical persons. The project

is approved by Bhubaneswar Development a Dl‘ cam any morc
Authority (BDA). The preject is connected to

a 100 feet wide roadi.e., Bhubaneswar - Puri ’ 5 *
state highway which has been taken up by Lingaraj -

Central Gowi. for further development. . Templs . Garaj Chhak .~ KedarGour
p ™5 e B o

Samantaraputl : Proposed . 5;{,}.,,&
Price range : Rs.12.40 lacs - Rs. 12.80 lacs Sqaure I - eite Tomple

Application Form and brochures can be

availed by sending a Demand Draft of Rs. NEELACHAL BUILDERS (P) LTD.
200 favouring Director, Neelachala Builders Corporate Office - Plot No- L32, Labour Colony, Kharavel Nagar, Unit - 3,

- Rabj Talkies sq.

{P) Ltd. Bhubaneswar. Bhubaneswar - 761001, indla, Ph : (0674) 404783, Moblle - 9860030708
E-Mail : dagburma®yahoo.com
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Sangeetayan Institute of Dance & Music of India was primarily formed in
Michigan for the preservation and propagation of the dance and music forms of
India. Sangeetayan is the only Institute in Michigan and surrounding areas special-
izing in the Odissi style of classical dance, the oldest classical dance of India.
Sangeetayan has trained over 100 students in several branches and they have
performed successfully in several recitals and concerts in USA, Canada, and India.
Sangeetayan has also offered several workshops, lecture-demonstrations and
dance dramas for different cultural groups, universities, museums, libraries, etc.
Apart from the innately graceful and sculpturesque Odissi dance, Sangeetayan
also imparts training in classical and light vocal music, primarily in the North Indian
style.

Sangeetayan has produced 4 highly successful dance dramas, namely
“Karna”, “Shakuntala”, “Ramayan”, and “Krishna Leela”, which have been per-
formed a multitude of times and have been televised.

Sangeeta Kar, founder-instructor of Sangeetayan, has received laurels for
both dance and music. She is a rare and unique talent: with Masters degrees in
English literature, Classical Music, and Dance, she is also the only artist in India to
have been honoured by the prestigious “Sura-Mani” and “Shingaar-Mani” titles
from Sur-Shingar-Samsad, Bombay. She is also an “A” grade singer on the All
India Radio and TV. Her songs have been recorded for several solo records,
cassettes, CDs, and movies.

Sangeeta is trained in Odissi dance style by the renowned Padmabhusan
Guru Kelucharan Mahapatra. Along with teaching Indian dance and music,
Sangeeta also choreographs classical and folk dance numbers and dance dramas
and composes music for several musical numbers.

“Sangeeta possesses the rare but difficult quality of fusing the vibrancy of
her intricate foot movements with the liquidity of her delicate body movements
which speaks volumes about her dedication and training in Odissi dance...” The
Times of India.
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 employee will attend nilig to
IS€ awareness and understanding of
gendgr gjiffarences in the workplace.
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We have mentoring systems'to link
women and people of color at Ford with
senior executives at other corporations. |
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An Expanding World Class Hospital
And Research Center in Orissa

An NRI Initiative

Chandrasekharpur, Bhubaneswar
Orissa, India
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