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Our love for Orissa, our Land and our People must have begun at 
birth.  e sights, sounds and fragrances of the Land have been 
imprinted on us from birth.  e voices of the People resonate 
within us.  at we are now separated in space from our Land does 
not diminish our longing to be close to our Land and our People. 
e sculpture, temples, literature, songs, music and dance of Orissa 
are living testimony to the creativity and artistic sensibilities of the 
PePeople of yore, who knew how to live, love and worship.  e sun, 
wind, rain and human activity interplay in a myriad to produce 
vibrant earth tones and beautiful rustic colours of the Land… this 
is our inheritance since generations past that has made the Land 
and People what they are.  is we tell our children, with emotion 
and passion.  Orissa is just like any other land with rice fields, wide 
rivers, deep jungles and misty hills.  And yet the Orissa, our Land, 
aand our People is really like no other.  is is what we celebrate; this 
is what we rejoice in.  And so to everyone, from inside Orissa and 
out, we say – Come rejoice with us; Come celebrate Life with us.

Sri Gopal Mohanty
On behalf of the 2008 OSA Convention Team
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jÕ`Ð]LÑ¯ 
 

cÒ_ @RÞ A`Z* jÞmV, MXÞÒe @, A, B, C ÒmMÞ NÐÜ Acé Ò[ÐVÐÒe mÊQLÐfÞ ÒMfÞaÐe ]Þ_? þcÒ_ @RÞ A`Z* NÐÜeÊ jke, 
jkeeÊ aX jke J JXÏÞhÐeÊ ÒNÐX LÐYÞ jÐ[ jcÊ]Í, Ò[e _C `Ðe ÒkÐB LÐ_ÐXÐ, AÒceÞLÐ AD m¨_Òe `kqÞaÐe ]Þ_? 
JXÏÞhÐeÊ ÒdÒ[ ]ËeÒe ekÞÒmaÞ' JXÏÞhÐ Ac Ò]h J JXÏÞA Ac cÐ[óbþÐiÐ Ð jèÐbÞþcÐ_Ñ JXÏÞA AÒc, Ace bÐiÐ, jÐkÞþ[Ô J 
jÕ²ôÆ[ÞLÊ Ò_B Naà LeÊ J h~e DWÐ `LÐ ÒMfLÊ HLÐWÞ LeÞ ÒmMÞ\ÐD JXÏÞA LaÞ[Ð, NÁ, Í̀au, _ÐVL B[ÔÐ]Þ, B[ÔÐ]Þ Ð H aià 
e "JjÐ' jêeZÞLÐÒe `ÍLÐhÞ[ JXÏÞA LaÞ[Ð, NÁ J `ÍauÒe A`Z `ÐBÒa _ÞAeÐ aÀà_Ð ÒhßfÑ, bÐiÐe jef[Ð J jÐamÑþf[Ð Ð 
jÐeþjè[ jÐ^Lþ Í̀[ÞVÞ ÒmML, ÒmMúLÐ [Ð* ÒmMÐÒe ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf jè̀ ï, jc÷Ða_Ð, Ò Í̀c J Í̀Z¯ e ctÞe NYÞaÐe Í̀̄ Ðj LeÞR«Þ [' 
ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf Ac NÐÜ, Ac SÑa_ J SN[e ÒLÐfÐkfLÊ [Ð* jÐeþjè[ jó½Þ¤Òe Ac _ÞLVLÊ AZÞR«Þ Ð 

HkÞ `[ÍÞLÐ HL jÕLf_, jêeZÞLÐ-c_ÒmÐ¡Ð ÒLÒ[ÐVÞ kó]¯e LÐkÐZÑ Ð ÒdDÜcÐÒ_ AjÞ\úÒm aÞÒ]hLÊ; ÒdDÜcÐ_*e `ÍaÐjÑ 
SÑa_ ÒLÒa \úmÐ "Ac Ò]h (JXÏÞhÐ), [c Ò]h (AÒceÞLÐ, LÐ_ÐXÐ)'- HB ]été HaÕ [Êf_ÐcúL N` - ÒjkÞ [Êf_ÐcúL 
SÑa_ ]ÞÒ_ a_ÞdÐH "[Êc Ò]h -AD -@Ðc Ò]hÒe'Ð ANÐcÑ aÕh^e cÐ_*Ê AÒc LZ aÐ' aÊTÐBaÐ? 

]Þ_ NXÞdÐH, a¯j aYÞdÐH; AD AÒª AÒª ]ËÒeBdÐH c_e `]ê $ÊmVÞ - Ò`ÐMeÑ kÊXÐeÊ Ð AD @ÐÒc Ò]MÞ `ÐeÊ_Ð, ]ËeLÊ 
¡ÐjÞNmÐ `]ê$ÊmVÞ Ð MÐmÞ @_Êba LeÊ, jêeZ LeÊ, jé`ð Ò]MÊ ÒjB jêó[Þ NÊXÞLÊ Ð ÒjB NÊXÞL AcúÒNÐ`_ LeÞ\úmÐ, @ÐD HB `[ÍÞLÐ 
cÐ^ÔcÒe Acú`ÍLÐh LmÐ Ð 

AÒc Ló[s[Ð sÐ`_ LeÊRÊ ÒjB jÐeþjè[ jÐ^Lþ ÒmML, ÒmMúLÐ cÐ_* `Í[Þ Ð 
Aceþ cÐ[óbËþcÞ J cÐ[óbþÐiÐ `õ[Þ hõwÐbþÐa J j®¤Ð_ÒaÐ^ eMÊ\ÞaÐ @Ò_L hÊÒbRÊ H aià e "JjÐ' `[ÍÞLÐ `ÍLÐh_Òe AcLÊ 

jÐkÐdÔ J jkÒdÐN LeÞR«Þ, Òj\Þ̀ ÐBÜ AÒc ÒjcÐ_* _ÞLVÒe Ló[s Ð 
`ÐWÒL Ò]Ði, [óVÞ cÐSà_Ð LeÞÒa J jÐkÞ[Ôe cÐ` LÐWÞÒe _ cÐ`Þ cÐ J cÐVÞe cc[Ð, AD `ÍaÐjÑ SÑa_e `eÞÒ`ÍlÑÒe 

cËmÔÐ*_ LeÞaÐLÊ @_ÊÒeÐ^ ekÞmÐ Ð 
 
 

Letter from the editors 
 
It is with great pride that we present this souvenir, which is a compilation of memoirs, literary ideas, poems, 

events, critiques, musings, as captured by our people from our land. And when we say land, we mean one that 
truly has no geographical boundaries. Literary musings have poured in from all over the world, in English and 
Oriya and as a 6-member Editorial Team, we had the privilege of receiving contributions first hand on various 
perspectives of the past, present and even the future of our lives, of OSA, of CANOSA, of our land, our people, 
our art, our culture, our work, our trials, our tribulations…When time came to make the momentous decision of 
screening, editing, compiling and formatting these literary contributions, some of which came from friends as 
young as six years old, we were stumped. The task was more formidable that we had imagined. But we did it. 
And enjoyed it thoroughly. OK, OK, we lie. There were moments of frustration too. There were times when we 
thought technology was getting the better of us, when attachments could not be opened, or we would see a new 
kind of language undecipherable to our eyes. There were times, when we thought we had received all 
contributions and ready to go to press, when there was an e-plea: “One more. Please could you consider for 
Meghna Award?…Or just for inclusion into the Souvenir…Sorry for being late…”. How could we not? Reading 
the musings of young children was like peeling an onion. Peeling the outer layer came out with difficulty, 
especially if it was a hand-scripted work. But then once the peel came off, and we understood the intention of 
the literary work, we would either laugh till tears came to our eyes, or cry at the emotion expressed in the 
musings. Whatever the case, we felt the urgent need to share all the musings sent to us with you, Our People 
from Our Land about Our People and Our Land. 
 

Someone wise has rightly said that good work is not what is said, but what is whispered. Here, friends are 
some of these whispers. Read, enjoy, walk down memory lane. Hope it is as rewarding for you all to read this 
journal as it was for us to compile, as editors. 
 











 

Premier of Ontario - Premier ministre de l’Ontario 

July 4 – 5, 2008 
 

A PERSONAL MESSAGE FROM THE PREMIER 
 
On behalf of the Government of Ontario, I am delighted to extend 
warm greetings to everyone attending the 39th annual convention of 
the Orissa Society of the Americas (OSA), hosted by CanOSA. 
 
In Ontario, celebrating diversity and reaching out to others are 
characteristics of the inclusive and caring society we have built 
together. This event is a true reflection of those characteristics, for in 
promoting a spirit of co-operation and preserving your rich culture and 
history, you are helping to build a stronger, more cohesive and united 
community — both at home and beyond.   
 
I extend my sincere thanks to the dedicated organizers and volunteers 
with CanOSA who have given of their time and energy to make this 
exciting event possible.  Occasions like this are wonderful opportunities 
for people to stay in touch with their roots and strengthen the ties that 
bind their communities.  
 
Please accept my sincere best wishes for an inspirational celebration 
and much ongoing success.  
 

 
Dalton McGuinty 
Premier 

 



 
June 5, 2008 

MESSAGE 
 

 
I have great pleasure in sending my greetings and best wishes to all members of 

the Canada Odisha Society of the Americas (CanOSA), along with their families and 
friends, on the occasion of the 39th Annual Convention of the Odisha Society of the 
Americas (OSA).   

 
The OSA was set up in 1969 and its Canadian Chapter, CanOSA, has been in 

existence since 1972.  CanOSA  has an impressive track record in bringing together 
Indo-Canadians from Orissa to celebrate festivals and cultural events of significance to 
the community.   

 
Such activities help to not only keep the Oriya community in touch with its 

heritage and traditional values but, more importantly, also to pass these on to the 
younger generation.  To this end, CanOSA has made special efforts to give an 
opportunity for budding artists and writers to showcase their talents.    

 
As an outward looking and caring organization, CanOSA has also made 

generous contributions towards relief and rehabilitation, charitable activities and 
deserving causes. 

 
It is therefore fitting that the 39th Annual OSA Convention is being organized 

under the aegis of CanOSA and is being held at Brampton, Ontario.  I am sure that the 
participants, from all parts of Canada, the USA, Mexico and the UK will enjoy this taste 
of Canadian hospitality as well as the cultural diversity of this great country. 

 
I congratulate the Board of Directors and other members of CanOSA  and wish 

you all success in your future endeavours.   

 
[ R. L.  Narayan ] 

High Commissioner for India to Canada 
 







 
 

 
 

   From the Secretary’s Pen 
 

 
Dear Fellow OSA Members and All Orissans-at-heart Worldwide: 
 

Namaskar! Thank you, members, for your immense support of me and my colleagues in the Executive Office 
of the Orissa Society of the Americas (OSA) over the 8 months since we became volunteer officials.  

It is my distinct pleasure to welcome you to this edition of the OSA Annual Souvenir, and I am certain you 
are waiting for our upcoming annual convention as excitedly as I am. The last year’s OSA convention at Detroit is a 
testament to the cultural wealth of our community, our variegated talents, the strength of our causes, the richness of 
our heritage and the incalculable volunteering spirit of our members. The annual convention brings together and 
celebrates the best in us, and I am sure the Toronto Convention this year will achieve yet greater heights.  

I would like to thank the many, many volunteers who make OSA tick and be proud: the organizers and the 
indispensable volunteers of the convention, the chapters’ officials and helpers, the various committee chairs and 
members, the election commissioners, the various editors and web masters, the moderators, the generous donors,  and 
many other unsung volunteers. There are too many of you to mention your names, but our hats off to you for your 
enthusiasm, dynamism and dedication for a good cause! 

This has been a very challenging and yet thrilling year. Our membership on last count has grown from 1158 
(reported in the Secretary’s Report last year) to 1372! This includes several membership upgrades. We are a force to 
reckon with!  

OSA office has tried to bring a new sense of purpose, inclusiveness and openness to our grand old 
organization – an association nearly two score years old and comprising of 14 separate chapters spread over the USA 
and Canada. We have instituted a Board of Governors Forum (BOGF) which consists of all the national executives, 
the immediate past president and all of the chapter presidents or their representatives. We thank the board for meeting 
frequently (about every month) in a phone conference to consider issues important to our organization and the 
members and local chapters. We are happy that a large majority of them, if not unanimously, has started a diligent 
effort to ensure that chapter members and especially officials are up-to-date OSA members and that financial records 
are kept and submitted to the OSA treasurer and the auditor’s office in time. This takes a little bit of sacrifice from us 
each but our organization will undoubtedly be a strong and shining example for all. 

We have established an online electronic forum (osanet@yahoogroups.com) open to all members (and 
moderated by 5 volunteers) for discussing matters of interest to the members as well as for easily disseminating 
information from your volunteer executives.  We have appointed a pro bono counsel (Mr. Sujit Mohanty) and have 
sought the services of a capable auditor/accountant (Mr. Maruveda). We also have had a series of phone conferences 
with the convention leaders to help each other in planning, fund raising and other related activities.  We have 
established a few comprehensive mechanisms such as these to hear and consider a diversity of member opinions and 
concerns, while enabling effective and rapid actions to address issues of most importance to most members. We hope 
you all would participate actively, productively and with your traditional grace, generosity and thoughtfulness. 

In addition to this magazine and a printed directory (produced by a fantastic team), OSA has other 
publications such as the quarterly Utkarsa edited by a talented group consisting of volunteer editors Mr. S. Satapathy, 
Mr. S.L. Mohapatra, and youth-editor Ms. P. Patnaik. 

How many times have you wished to reach a friend or a person familiar with your language or culture when 
you visit a new place? How have you struggled to keep your contact information updated in OSA directory and to 
reach others with the click of a mouse? It has been very hard and expensive to keep our large, geographically 
distributed organization current with crucial information, given our small and ever changing pool of uncompensated, 
volunteer members. Moreover, although OSA membership primarily comes from the USA and Canada, members also 
originate from many places such as the UK, Germany, the Middle East, Australia as well as India. Well, an initiative 
called The Directory of Odiyas Living Abroad (DOLA) might just be the ticket -- DOLA is a living project to gather, 
archive, and conveniently and securely share non-private contact information among people of Orissa origin or 
interest. We have catalogued approximately 2100 non-resident Orissan families the world over into a secure and 
convenient system backed by a powerful database and user-interface.  DOLA, restricted to those who register into the 



system, offers an authentication mechanism and judicious listing of information which can enable you to self-update 
information, and locate or connect with others in case of need or mutual interest. OSA leverages DOLA and provides 
a number of benefits and features to its members, in addition to a restricted set of facilities made freely available to 
non-members.  

We have instituted a new polling mechanism for broad-based, transparent decision making through the Speak-
Your-Mind (SYM) Project which is coupled to DOLA. SYM is also secured with an authentication system and 
feature-rich interface and database. Please log into the member area at www.orissasociety.org to familiarize yourself 
with a test poll and other features of SYM and DOLA in addition to finding more information on numerous other 
socio-cultural, educational and organizational activities of OSA. 

Please note that in recognition of the escalating expenses and effort in printing, handling and shipping of our 
ever bulkier but fantastic Souvenirs, we would like a survey of your (members’) opinion about your preference for 
the CD or the Print version.  At this point we are simply collecting the data to make a future decision, but we plan to 
provide Print versions to all members this year.  We are also considering various options for raising extra funds and 
volunteer time from members to facilitate the process going forward. You may indicate your own souvenir preference 
in the DOLA system by changing the default. 

Reflecting the concerns of many OSA members for Orissa’s long-term growth and development, we have 
communicated with the Chief Minister and the Prime Minister of India regarding some important issues. These 
include: (1)  Establishing a greenfield IIT in Orissa during the 11th Plan, (2) Creating a multi-focus, multi-campus 
Central University system for Kalahandi-Bolangir-Koraput (KBK) region, (3)  Elevating the 150-year old Ravenshaw 
University to be the 2nd Central University in Orissa, and (4)  Expeditiously completing rail links to the KBK and 
other tribal, under-served areas for a deeper economic revival. It appears our efforts might have borne some fruits. 
 This year we are seeking proposals for the next two years’ convention sites early on. We have received a 
proposal for year 2009 and 2010 each. We would like every geographical community, enthusiastic and equipped, to 
present a proposal and be considered for selection. 

We propose that we start a series of Regional Drama Festivals hopefully at 4/5 different regions of North 
America. OSA will provide the seed or catalytic financial capital of about $500 to each region’s group/chapters who 
would pioneer this cultural initiative to further foster and celebrate our great cultural identity, kinship and heritage. 

We are also hereby seeking from you new, high-impact ideas and volunteering time for bringing more 
benefits to all members – such as group discounts at national level, young people’s networking and leadership 
connections, and superior credit or insurance services, etc. 
 Finally, I am very thankful and proud of the volunteerism and “love for life” that you all have shown. Of 
special note is the untiring work and thoughtful planning of the people who are making the 39th OSA Convention 
possible and memorable. I wish you a fantastic experience at the Toronto Convention. 
 
With kind regards, 
Priyadarsan Patra 
Secretary, OSA 
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On behalf of the members and well-wishers of CanOSA, it is my pleasure to 
welcome you all to the 39th Annual Convention of the Orissa Society of the 
Americas. The hosting of this international convention in Canada is a great event 
as it showcases not only the maturity of a young community in Canada, but also 
its commitment to maintain and share its heritage and culture with the rest of 
Canada’s multicultural society. In Canada, CanOSA on its own and in 
association with various other Indo-Canadian socio-cultural organizations has 
been organizing a variety of functions, seminars and cultural shows to promote, 
preserve and sustain the unique heritage of ancient Indian culture. 

 
The annual OSA Convention is an opportunity that brings Odiyas and Odisha lovers 
together from across the globe. This is the time when we celebrate our 
achievements and connect with the heritage of our native land and fellow Odiyas. I 
hope all of you will enjoy our seminars on diverse subjects, fun-filled activities, 
joyous youth events, enthralling cultural programs, meeting old friends while 
creating new ones, variety of tasty food and your overall stay in the beautiful flower 
city of Brampton. 
 
Support for our efforts has come in different forms and I want to take the opportunity 
to thank all our supporters and volunteers for helping us to make another successful 
Convention. My heartfelt thanks goes to all our individual and corporate sponsors. 
My special thanks goes to Dr. Gagan Panigrahi to accept our request to be the 
Convenor of this Convention. I thank Dr. Panigrahi for his enthusiasm, dedication 
and commitment for a job well done.  
 
Lastly, I am thankful to you all who have attended this Convention. For if any reason 
you could not attend this convention, we certainly missed you.  
   You are for the lord and not for others 
   You are for the lord and so for others. 
      

      - Shri Shri Thankur Anukul Chandra 

Namaskar, 
 
Amit Nayak 
President - CanOSA 
 

Correspondence Address: 13 Milner Road, Brampton, ON, L6W 3A7      Email: info@canosa.ca 
 



 
@ZQÐfÞh[c "JjÐ' j®Þf_Ñ D`mÒl AaÐkL* aÐràÐ 

 
 

j®Ð_Ñ¯Ð, j®Ð_Ñ¯ JXÞA bDZÑ J bÐBcÐÒ_ ! 
@ZQÐfÞh[c 'JjÐ' j®Þf_Ñe AaÐkL kÞjÐaÒe A`ZcÐ_*Ê ÒcÐe jÐ]Òe 

@bÞ_t_ Ð aià aià ^eÞ `Í[Þ aià _ÞeaoÞ_ð bÐaÒe HkÞ j®Þf_Ñe AÒ¯ÐS_ ÒkÐB 
AjÊ@RÞ Ð HkÐ @[Ô« ÒNßÐeae L\Ð Ð _ÞLV @[Ñ[Òe akÊ aÐ^Ð aÞOð, TX T&Ð jÒré 
"JjÐ' jbÔcÐÒ_ bÐ=Þ _ `XÞ, XeÞ _dÐB "JjÐ"e [eÑVÞLÊ aÐkÞ QÐmÞR«Þ Ð HkÞ TX 

T&Ð AcLÊ ]Êaàf LeÞÒ]aÐ `eÞaÒrà @Ò_L jaf LeÞÒ]BR ÞÐ ÒcÐe AhÐ HaÕ ]óY aÞhéÐj baÞiÔ[Òe HkÞ j®Þf_Ñ 
HBcÞ[Þ `Ðf_ ÒkÐBAjÊ\Þa Ð H\ÞÒe ÒcÐe ÒLßÐZjÞ jÒtk _ÐkÞÜ Ð  
 

bÐB J bDZÑcÐÒ_ ! "JjÐ' j®Þf_Ñ LÐ_ÐXÐÒe Q[Ê\à \e `ÐBÜ `ÐfÞ[ ÒkD@RÞ Ð HkÞ jÊÒdÐN VÞLL LÐ_ÐXÐ 
aÐjÑ JXÞA cÐ_* `ÐBÜ `ÍÐ¯ `Í[Þ ]h aià @«eÒe \Òe AjÞ\ÐH Ð H aià Ac÷cÐ_* `ÐBÜ H jÊÒdÐN AjÞ \ÞaÐeÊ 
AÒc÷cÐÒ_ @[Ô« `ÍÑ[ Ð Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ "JjÐ' e Lcà LràÐ cÐ_*Ê ÒcÐe @Òhi ^_ÔaÐ] Ð HWÐLÐe bÐB J bDZÑcÐÒ_ 
@LìÐ« `eÞhÍc LeÞ HkÐLÊ j$f J c_cÊ' LeÞaÐÒe @Ò_L ÒQ½Ð LeÞR«Þ Ð AÒc JXÞAcÐÒ_ AjÞ HkÞ Dre 
AÒceÞLÐÒe ajaÐj LeÊ@RÊ Ð akÊ]Þ_ ÒkmÐ AÒc Ace S_ê bËcÞ JXÞhÐLÊ RÐXÞ AjÞ@RÊÐ _ÐkÞÜ HWÞ AcÍ aólÒe 
ÒLÐBmÞe jée, _ÐkÞÜ QÐiÞ bÐBe kf m=f @aÐ _]ÑÒe NÐÒ^ÐA Ð SÑa_e ÒLDÜ ÒcÐXÒe, ÒLDÜ cÊkÊràÒe AcLÊ 
HWÐÒe AjÞ aÐj LeÞaÐe _Þ¹rÞ Ò_aÐLÊ `XÞRÞ Ð cÐ[Í ÒdÒ[ ]Þ_ HWÐÒe ekÞÒmaÞ @«ee ÒLDÜ HL _Þbó[ ÒLÐZÒe 
JXÞhÐ `Í[Þ Ace ]Êaàf[Ð ekÞRÞ, jkÐ_ÊbË[Þ ekÞRÞ J A«eÞL[Ð ekÞRÞ Ð `Í[Þ]Þ_ cÐ_j `VÒe Òj AjÞ D*Þ cÐÒe Ð 
cÒ_ kÊH, Ò]ßÐXÞ dÐA«ÞLÞ ? cÒ_ kÊH `ÊZÞ \Òe Ò$eÞ dÐA«ÞLÞ ? LÞ«Ê SÑa_e `eÞyÞ[Þ LÊ cÊLÐaÞmÐ LeÞaÐLÊ dÐB 
@Ò_L* `lÒe [ÐkÐ AD jc÷a kÊH _ÐkÞÜ Ð ÒjkÞ S_ê bËcÞ, ÒjkÞ `ÐZÞ, ÒjkÞ `a_, ÒjkÞ cÐVÞ, ÒjkÞ cZÞi *Ê cÒ_ 
`ÒLBaÐ `ÐBÜ H aiàe j®Þf_Ñe aÞi¯ aªÊ, JXÞhÐ Ac cÐVÞ, Ac cZÞi Ð HkÐLÊ bÞrÞ LeÞ `ÍÐec÷ÞL 
j=Ñ[ `eÞÒaiZ, jÐÕ²ó[ÞL LÐdàÔLÍce AÒ¯ÐS_ @aÐ jêeZÞLÐ `ÍLÐh_ Ð AhÐLÒe HkÐ A`ZcÐ_* c_ cÊNç^ 
LeÞa Ð  
 

A`Z cÐ_* c^ÔeÊ ÒLÒ[SZ*e ÒQ½Ð]éÐeÐ Dre AÒceÞLÐe aÞbÞ_ð ÒLÐÒZ ÒLÐÒZ aÐSÞ DWÞRÞ JXÞhÑ _ó[Ô 
_Ê`Êee FZÊ TÊZÊ hv Ð A`Z cÐ_*e ÒQ½Ð ]éÐeÐ aÞbÞ_ð jkee SN_ðÐ\ ctÞeÒe aÐSÞ DÒW có]=  J OÃÐ OXÞ 
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Jagannath Seva Sanstha – A Transcending Vision, Part -II 
Shashadhar Mohapatra 
 
(Part I of this article was published in the 2007 OSA Souvenir.) 
 

Dear Friends/Devotees/Well Wishers:  I had 
promised last year to give a progress report to you 
every year until this project is complete.  Now, it is 
the time. I can’t believe it ! Time goes so fast. I begin 
with the following lovable quotations.   

“Thank God for what you have, TRUST GOD for 
what you need” 

“God always gives His best to those who leave the 
choice with Him” 

“The real measure of a man's wealth  is what he 
has invested in eternity”  

“Love is the only thing that can be divided 
without being diminished” 

“Kindness is the language the deaf can hear and 
the blind can see” 

“We make a living by what we get but, we make a 
life by what we give”.   

“Whatever is true, whatever is noble, whatever is 
lovely, whatever is admirable, if anything is found to 
be excellent or praiseworthy, let your mind dwell on 
these things” 

These are so true and meaningful. We say “God is 
Divine”. The Divine form of God is visible to the 
Divine eyes, comprehensible to a Divine mind, 
experienced by a Divine heart.  But, the question is 
how to attain the Divine heart, mind and senses. A 
yogi’s answer to this question is: a person has to do 
“right devotion”. I believe that we as human beings 
have Divine qualities to a certain degree. Some 
people have been blessed with more, and some with 
less. There are always some connections between us 
and God. God is an integral part of our life. 
Undoubtedly, we are His blessed sons and daughters. 
Because of His grace and/or because of our previous 
karma (deeds), we have been blessed with a good life. 
We have already cashed out the result of our previous 
good karma. Now, it is time for us to reinvest in good 
karma so that we can not only get His blessings and 
love but also enjoy a peaceful life in our next birth. 
There is a saying “Early bird gets the worms”. Earlier 
is better. We sometimes feel that it is our moral duty 
and responsibility to help those who are less fortunate 
than us and also help the community that has helped 
us to grow and reach our destination. It does take a 
village to grow a child, isn’t it? Now, it is our 
payback time.   

Let me help you to refresh your memories.  JSS 
(Jagannatha Seva Sanstha), a charitable organization 
in Orissa was created about four years ago.  It was 
started by our family with the help of the local 
volunteers in our community. It was a long cherished 
dream. One of the major undertakings that JSS is 
working out is to build a Jagannath temple in our 
community. The purpose behind a Jagannath temple 
was to cater various needs of the people in our 
communities. It will be the first Jagannath temple in 
our area. One may ask: why a Jagannath temple ? It is 
a fascinating story and is a topic by itself. Here is a 
summary of our long term project. 
• To strengthen the foundation of Jagannath Culture 

in rural Orissa by building a temple.  
• To help poor and sick people as well as needy 

students.  
• To build a shelter for the poor people in case of 

any natural disaster in our coastal area.  
• Use this shelter place (prayer hall) for vocational 

training for men and women, perform wedding 
and sacred thread ceremonies, provide free 
computer classes to the children etc.  

• To build a public library. 
 

The idea of building a Jagannath temple in our 
community came to my mind more than three years 
ago. When I discussed this with my family members, 
relatives, close friends and my wife, they showed 
their cold feet. My children had no reaction as I 
expected because they didn’t understand the whole 
purpose. However, those who know me for years, 
know that I am very sentimental and at times 
stubborn.  I inherited that sentimental part from my 
poor mother, who is in heaven. When my family 
members realized that I was determined and not going 
to change or give up easily, they cooperated with me 
and that is when the project got a jump start. 

The original plan was to build the temple on the 
top of a prayer hall (the base of the temple) and use 
this hall for various purposes including: as a shelter 
for the poor people in case of natural disasters in our 
area, for vocational training for men and women, for 
wedding and sacred thread ceremonies, teaching 
computer to the children etc. Later on, some new 
items such as a Laxmi Mandir, a kitchen, a residential 
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quarter for the priest and his family, a pond were 
added. Now, there is a proposal to add a small Ganesh 
and Bimala Mandir also. The original plan to build 
this temple was in a different location where we 
bought some lands adjacent to our land.  Later on, it 
was shifted to another location.  The previous land (~ 
one acre) has been donated to the temple by my 
family. The current location has about an acre of land. 
Out of which 22 decimels were donated by one of my 
uncles, a retired high school headmaster. The rest of 
the land belonged to us and has been donated to the 
temple. The decision to build the temple in the new 
location was taken collectively by the people from 
our village and the nearby villages. When that 
proposal was conveyed to me over phone by my 
family back home I accepted it without hesitation. I 
never thought of this site before, not even in my 
dream. The people in the nearby villages were very 
happy and excited when they heard about the temple. 
We got out-pouring moral support from the local 
communities.  Now, I realize that it was a very wise 
decision. Sometimes I think, may be that was Lord’s 
desire too. The Lord gave His verdict. He wanted to 
be worshipped there instead of the site originally 
planned. We all are His servants (“sevaks”) only.  He 
is the driver “Sarathi” of our chariots. He is the brain 
behind everything we do.  He guides us, drives us 
what we do, when we do, where we go.  

It was August 12, 2005. The morning was 
gorgeous. The sky was clear and bright. The Lord 
smiled on us and gave His blessings. The ground 
breaking ceremony “Bhumi Puja” was performed on 
that day with pomp and ceremony. The actual 
foundation work started on November 20, 20005.  
Here we are after three years (Picture). A picture is 
worth thousand words. These pictures were taken a 
month ago by my brother-in-law, a retired Physics 
Professor. He oversees this project. He and his family 
are deeply involved in these activities and have 
donated fifty thousand rupees. We still have many 
more miles to go. The chief architect (artist “mistree”) 
is Mr. Muralidhar Giri of Jagannathpur, Bhadrak. He 
is a Rastrapati Award winner. He was a member of 
the “Purusottam Sanstha”, who built the 
Swaminarayan temple at Junagarh, Gujrat. The 
original target to finish the temple work is within five 
years (2010). We are very much optimistic. Truly 
speaking, it is in the hands of our Lord. He knows 
when and where He wants to be worshipped.  
The main temple has been designed like the temple at 
Puri. There would be three temples. The biggest 
temple in the back will be 67’ high, the second one 

will be 57’ and third one will be 53’ high. The temple 
will be built in three phases. The first phase consists 
of base of the temple. It includes the prayer hall. The 
area is of 2800 sq ft., height of 11ft. The first phase is 
complete. The second phase was to build the actual 
three temples on the top of this hall.  The basic brick 
structures of those two smaller temples have been 
completed. The large temple is almost complete. But, 
“Dadhinauti”, plastering, various temple arts and 
arches both inside and outside and painting etc. are 
yet to be completed.  It is estimated that this work 
may take about a year alone. As mentioned earlier, 
there are also plans to build a ”Laxmi Mandir” at the 
side of the main temple, a kitchen, a residential 
quarter for the priest and his family, boundary and a 
pond. 

There is also a plan to create a trust fund to 
support the annual expenses of the temple including 
“Rath Yatra”. With the help of my brother, sister and 
local volunteers, the local MLA (Mrs. Pramila 
Mallick) was kind enough to sanction money (7 
lakhs) for a pond under the National Rural 
Employment Guarantee Scheme (NREGS) or “Jatiya 
Gramya Nischita Karma Nijyukti Yojna” . Until 
today, they have dug about 4-5’ deep (Picture). The 
plan is to dig 10 ft deep. The other local political 
leaders have committed to provide us with a separate 
substation for supplying electric power to the temple 
premises through a Government of Orissa scheme.  

Swami Vivekananda once said, “We make a 
living by what we get but, we make a life by what we 
give”. Scripture says: “Seva hi Dharma”.  Being 
inspired by this project, some of our friends in the 
USA have generously contributed towards this temple 
project. A sum of $1050.00 has been donated until 
today towards this temple project through JOGA 
(visit: jogaworld.org for details) by the following 
friends and well wishers.   
 
Manoj and Meeta Panda, Detroit, Michigan 
Susanta and Rekha Ghosh, Boyd, Maryland 
Debaki and Anjana Chowdhury, Germantown, 
Maryland 
Nrusingha and Bandita Mishra, Germantown, 
Maryland 
Hemanta and Priti Biswal, Virginia 
Varughese and Deena Kurian, Maryland 
 

A sum of Rs. 25,000 (= $625.00) has been 
contributed by the people in my village and nearby 
villages. A sum of about $80,000 has been spent on 
this project till today. 
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JOGA is a non profit tax exempt organization. Dr. 
Naresh Das of Columbia, Maryland, is the founder 
and Director of JOGA. He has been kind and gracious 
enough to help us in this project.  He has agreed that 
one can donate by writing a check to the JOGA 
“temple fund” in order to get a tax break. No amount 
is large or small when it is donated for the Lord’s 
cause. All the contributions towards this temple fund 
are used on this project only. There is no overhead 
expenses. All the incomes and expenses are 
accounted with due diligence. My brother is 
spearheading this project. He has been instrumental to 
the success of carrying this project so far. 
I take this opportunity to request all of our friends, 
relatives, well-wishers who are in a position to 

contribute towards this noble cause. A temple is not a 
personal property.  It belongs to each and every 
individual in the community now and generations to 
come.  Each individual should feel that it is their 
temple. We encourage each person to take ownership. 
We will be glad to receive suggestions from all of 
you. Please share your ideas and give us your advice. 
I assure you that we will accept your criticisms 
gracefully. May Lord Jagannath bless you, your 
friends and families!   

For further questions, comments and suggestions 
please contact: 
Shashadhar & Sujata (Meera) Mohapatra, 
(301.879.8188) <smohapatra318@yahoo.com> 

 
 
Shashadhar Mohapatra, Ph.D. is a physicist, working in the area of Medical Physics.  He is the Director of Radiation Safety and 
Diagnostic Medical Physics in Washington Hospital Center in Washington, DC. And lives in Silver Spring, MD. with wife Meera 
(Sujata) Mohapatra. His hobbies are reading and writing Oriya poems, socialization, participate in bhajans and various religious 
activities, social work.  
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When the Lord Beckoned… 
Nagesh Rajanala 
 

I visited India in July 2007 on a business trip and 
spent 4 days in Bhubaneswar with family. Purely by-
chance and with no prior planning I hitched a ride 
with my cousin Tara bhaina to Puri and found myself 
on Lord Jagannath’s chariot on the last day of Ratha 
Jatra. As the night unfolded, I realized that my 
presence there was no coincidence but beautifully 
scripted. Here are some of the events and experiences 
that I had the good fortune of being part of between 
10:00PM and 3:00AM on Saturday, July 28th, the last 
day of Ratha Jatra 2007 (bahuda). 
 

 
Imagine being 6 inches from the eyes! 

 
It is one thing to see photographs or glimpses of 

the lord from a hundred feet inside the temple but the 
emotion of spending 5 hours within a proximity of six 
feet of the lord himself and being able to touch him, is 
indescribable.  
 

 
Rathas of Lord Balabhadra and Ma Subhadra 

 
It was pure magic. The emotion of devotees being 

able to hug and touch the lord is unfathomable. The 
unconditionality was amazing. The devotees wanted 
nothing but a chance to touch… The Lord’s eyes were 
ever innocent, loving and caring. 

 
 

 
Lord Balabhadra coming down his ratha 

 

 
Rathas in procession 

 

 
Lord Jagannath makes his way into the temple 

 

23



 
Lord Jagannath with devotees 

 
The pictures barely even begin to show the energy 

on display. The noise… the surge of the crowd… The 
emotion… It has to be felt…I was pinned to the wall 
at the corner of Singha Dwar. Imagine the proximity 
in this picture. 
 

Seconds after this picture, the lord is inside the 
temple. He was hardly 10 feet inside and it started to 
drizzle… 
 

The drizzle turned into a full shower. It was 
surreal. It was a nice warm night allowing fireworks 
and a huge crowd to be outdoors. There were 
numerous delays in the Lord coming down from the 
Ratha and going into the temple. But the moment he 
was in the door… the skies let go… 
 

Drenched and laughing I and my cousin Tara 
bhaina made our way home at 3 AM. I kept 
wondering about the number of things that had to fall 
in place for me to experience what I did. The only 
statement that stayed with me was Sudha Nana saying 
“When there is ‘Joga’ and the lord beckons…things 
happen”. 

 
 
Nagesh Rajanala lives in St. Louis, MO with his wife Sushmita and kids, Aradhya, Aaryana and Archiit. He is indebted to Tarakanta 
Mohanty and Sudha Nana for facilitating the entire experience.  
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Role of Pandit Nilakantha in the Formation of Orissa Province 
Dr. Shridhar Charan Sahoo 

 

 
 

Time, personality and commitment are three 
important factors which determine a man's role in 
public life. When a country under bondage of foreign 
rule fights for its national freedom or when any proud 
and self-conscious nationality strives and struggles 
for its identity, it naturally attracts people with 
leadership qualities to its embrace. A man's 
personality and traits of his character also shape his 
role and performance. Over and above, one's sense of 
commitment and dedication to some social or 
national purpose shapes his role in society or polity.  

The life history of Pandit Nilakantha Das 
underscores these assertions time and again. Well-
known are his struggles as a front-line freedom 
fighter for the liberation of India,1 and his 
contributions as the Headmaster of Satyabadi High 
school founded by Pandit Gopabandhu. But 
Nilakantha’s foremost contribution to Orissa was his 
demand for the first time for a separate Orissa 
Province in the Indian Central Assembly on February 
8, 1927. Even when his compatriots were agreeable 
to simply the amalgamation of all Oriya-speaking 
tracts to be administered under Bengal, due to their 
uncertainty about the economic viability of a separate 
administration for Orissa, Pandit Nilakantha accepted 
nothing less than an independent Orissa Province 
from the British Govt. and worked tirelessly to make 
it a political reality. 

This article seeks to present a systematic account 
of Nilakantha's commitment and his role in the 
formation the Orissa province in 1936. His 
irrepressible forthright personality, unbounded 
intellect, and love and dedication for Oriya language 
and culture helped bring to fruition the dream and 
passion of Utkal Gaurav Madhusudan, the father of 
the Oriya nationalist movement, and other makers of 
modern Orissa. 

 
Issues and Concerns of the Time - A Backdrop 

The late 19th Century was a significant period of 
history - when Europe was sending the forces of 
nationalism to Asia and Africa. In India, the English 
brought with them the enlightenment of the west and 
inspired the Indians to imbibe the sprit of 
nationalism. The formation of Indian National 
Congress in 1885 provided Indians a platform to 
mobilize their human resources and express their 
spirit of nationalism.2 

This "stream of nationalism" flowed to different 
parts of the country including Orissa through the 
channel of the Indian National Congress3 and became 
a very powerful force when Mahatma Gandhi 
launched the national struggle for freedom through 
his strategy of non-violent non-cooperation (1920-
1921).  In Orissa, this force of nationalism had its 
impact too where nationalism veered round the 
narrower circle of its own predicament - that of 
annihilation of Oriya as a distinct linguistic group.4 

Orissa during this time, under British rule, was a 
dismembered Orissa, with Oriyas being scattered in 
four provinces - Bihar & Orissa, the Central 
Provinces, Bengal and Madras. As a result of this 
dismemberment the Oriya-speaking territories 
virtually became appendages to these four provinces. 
The Oriyas were reduced to the status of linguistic 
minorities and were neglected and dominated by the 
linguistic majorities of those provinces. They felt 
particularly distressed when an anti-Oriya brigade 
consisting of people like Kanti Chandra Bhattacharya 
and Rajendralal Mitra deliberately tried to abolish 
Oriya language and culture.5-6 
 
Pandit Nilakantha: Early Influences 

This crisis of identity which Oriya language faced 
in 1860s and 1870s facilitated the growth of Oriya 
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nationalism in the late 19th century. It started as a 
movement to protect Oriya language and culture, and 
its distinct identity, and gradually became a political 
issue in the twentieth century. As the safest 
protection to their language and culture, the Oriya-
speaking people demanded a separate political 
identity of their own, culminating with the formation 
of a separate province for Orissa.  

Pandit Nilakantha, born on August 5th, 1884 in 
the district of Puri, became a part of this nationalistic 
movement from his early youth. Utkalmani 
Gopabandhu and Utkal Gaurav Madhusudan shaped 
and moulded the personality of young Nilakantha to a 
great extent. It is they who planted in him the seeds 
of definite values and ideals during the formative 
period of his life which left an indelible impression 
on his mind, and deter-mined the philosophy and 
course of his life. 
 
Impact of Pandit Gopabandhu  

In 1899, while studying in Puri Zilla School, 
Nilakantha came in close contact of Gopabandhu 
who was then a student of Ravenshaw College, 
Cuttack and a budding patriot. Under his leadership 
and inspiration, Nilakantha along with Achraya 
Harihar and Pracharaka Ananta Mishra took a solemn 
vow in 1902 not to join Government service and to 
dedicate themselves to the service of the country. 
They were now determined to put in their entire 
endeavour to help bring their country to a much 
better condition than what they observed at the time.7  
This vow of service, which he took under the 
inspiration of Gopabandhu, virtually laid the 
foundation stone of Nilakantha’s patriotism and 
foreshadowed his role both in India’s freedom 
struggle and in the formation of Orissa as a separate 
province.  
 
Nilakantha's association with Utkal Sammilani 
and Madhu Babu 

Madhu Babu formed the Utkal Sammilani or the 
Utkal Union Conference in 1903. It was his 
brainchild, and an organizational masterstroke of the 
time to unitedly and effectively strive for the goal of 
amalgamation of all Oriya regions under one 
administration.8 
Nilakantha associated himself with the work of Utkal 
Sammilani right from his student days in Puri Zilla 
School and attended the different sessions of the 
Sammilani with great zeal. As a school student he got 
inspired to attend the first session of the Sammilani at 

Cuttack in December 1903 'as a spectator' but as per 
his own admission in his auto-biography, he was 
deeply inspired by its goal and objective. During the 
heyday of British Empire in India in 1904, with rare 
courage and fearlessness, Nilakantha became one of 
the pioneers to sign the vow of Swadeshi in a register 
circulated at a meeting in Puri by Madhu Babu 
himself.9  

Hereafter, Nilakantha became a convinced and 
dedicated follower of Madhu Babu, and championed 
and advocated the ideal and objective of the Utkal 
Sammilani time and again. In 1917, while working as 
the Headmaster of the Satyavadi School, he presided 
over the Manjusha session of the Utkal Sammilani 
and became a vibrant and articulate champion of the 
cause of amalgamation. He reiterated his afore-said 
commitment in 1918 at the Cuttack session of the 
Sammilani along with Gopabandhu and Godavarish, 
impressing upon the audience their sincerity and 
dedication to the cause.10 
 
Issue of Amalgamation vs. Formation of a 
Separate Orissa Province  

A new sense of advanced and progressive 
awakening sprang up at the Utkal Union conference 
in 1919 as regards the goal and objective of the Oriya 
movement which epitomized almost a revolutionary 
and radical transformation. The leaders of the 
movement in a memorable resolution moved beyond 
the existing demand of amalgamation of Oriya-
speaking tracts under one common administration to 
be tagged to some other province such as Bengal, and 
explicitly  demanded a separate political identity of 
our own - a separate province for Orissa as our 
"legitimate aspiration".11-12 

The Government however was not convinced 
about the Oriya demand, as there appeared no 
unanimity behind it. As per the reported discussion 
on 25 November 1921 in the Bihar-Orissa Legislative 
council, where as some supported the cause of a 
separate Orissa province, many others preferred only 
amalgamation of Oriya-speaking tracts under one 
Government. Even the local Chiefs in Ganjam, who 
were otherwise great protagonists of the Oriya cause, 
showed their apprehension about the financial 
feasibility of having a separate administration. This 
was evident from their evidence before the Philip-
Duff committee in 1924.12 This unfortunate lack of 
unity invited a satirical comment of the newspaper 
'Forward' of Calcutta which said "-----the young men 
in Orissa were satisfied with so little."12 

26



 

Resolution in Central Assembly for Formation of 
a Separate Oriya Province 

In this encircling gloom of a sense of diffidence, 
Pandit Nilakantha held out a powerful ray of hope 
and confidence that Orissa could be made a separate 
province. Holding this confident view, he wanted to 
do something definite in that direction on the floor of 
the Indian Central Assembly in Delhi when he 
became its member in 1924.  

In this connection, 8th February 1927 is a 
memorable day for the people of Orissa. It was on 
that day Nilakantha moved a resolution in the Central 
Assembly for formation of a separate province of 
Orissa. That resolution said: "This Assembly 
recommends to the Governor General-in-Council to 
be pleased to take immediate steps to put, or publish 
the schemes of putting all Oriya-speaking tracts 
under one local administration." He unequivocally 
stated that nothing less than a separate province of 
their own would satisfy the Oriyas and that if they 
were merely attached to one existing local 
government the agitation would continue.12 

Nilakantha advanced strong and solid arguments 
in favour of his resolution for a separate province of 
Orissa, and sought to build up strong public opinion 
in its favour. He got many articles published in the 
newspapers and journals of Bombay, Delhi and 
Madras to exercise pressure on the British 
administration to accede to the Oriya demand. Pandit 
Gopabandhu Das acclaimed and admired this 
significant step of Nilakantha with a sense of great 
pride.13 

Though initially the idea of a separate 
administration or province for Orissa was rejected by 
the Home member as a matter of 'practical politics', 
Nilakantha’s move did not go in-vain. As it were, it 
'created a stir' in Orissa and immediately the 
movement for a separate province for Orissa was 
construed as the highest aim of the Oriya 
amalgamation movement.14 This claim for a separate 
Oriya province got a fillip when the Simon 
Commission (1927-28) began its enquiry. By the 
beginning of thirties when Simon Commission report 
was published, it became clear 'that the government 
had agreed to the Oriya demand for separation' 
though it excluded many Oriya regions which 
according to them were not justifiable. 

Following the publication of the Simon 
Commission Report an Oriya All Parties Conference 
was held on 22 May 1931. Here Nilakantha reiterated 
his stand and commitment for a separate Oriya 

province without any ifs and buts. He pointed out that 
the two issues of Oriya movement: amalgamation and 
separation should not be confused. Even he went 
further and stated that amalgamation was not needed 
without separation.14 

 
Impact of Nilakantha on Indian National 
Congress 

Nilakantha's uninterrupted effort for the 
formation of a separate province for Orissa became 
evident again in 1928. During that year the Congress 
had appointed a committee under Motilal Nehru 
which took up the question of a separate province for 
Orissa. It was recommended that Orissa might be 
made a separate province only if it could have 
enough funds or if it could be economically viable. 
This recommendation of the Congress Committee 
which was given to Govt. in the month of December 
1928 disappointed Oriyas.15 This provision of 
economic viability as a condition precedent for 
formation of Orissa as a separate province was 
vehemently objected to by Pandit Nilakantha. He 
argued that Orissa being often subjected to floods 
droughts and famines, there should be no conditional 
support from the Congress on this issue. It is said: 
"He tried to bring an amendment in the Calcutta 
session of the Congress ...... The President Pandit 
Motilal Nehru ruled it out. Nilakantha staged a walk 
out along with all the delegates from Orissa and 
brought out a procession in the Calcutta streets next 
day. Gandhiji intervened. Motilal expressed regret. 
Later the Congress agreed that Orissa would be the 
first province to be formed on linguistic basis. Not a 
small achievement for Nilakantha and his 
leadership.”16 
 
O' Donnel Boundary Commission and Pandit 
Nilakantha 

As a result of all this, the question of a separate 
province for Orissa was considered in the cabinet of 
Government of India and led to the formation of O' 
Donnel Boundary Commission in 1931. As the 
President of the Provincial Congress Committee, 
Nilakantha gave a long memorandum to the 
Commission. But unfortunately, he could not give 
evidence before it due to the orders of Rajendra 
Prasad, the Zonal Congress head who instructed him 
to boycott the Commission as the local Congress 
President. It has been said that Nilakantha's inability 
to give evidence before the O' Donnel Committee 
Boundary Commission led to the non-inclusion of 
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Oriya speaking areas of Singhbhum and Midnapore 
in Orissa when it was made a separate province on 
1st April, 1936. May be, his convincing and 
irrefutable arguments would have influenced the 
members of the Commission whereby Orissa would 
not have lost those areas for ever.17 

In this connection what deserves mention is that 
Nilakantha Das along with Godavaris Mishra, 
Niranjan Patnaik, L.N. Sahu and Jadumani Mangaraj 
had extensively campaigned in Midnapore. They 
conducted meetings, formed associations and toured 
extensively asking the Oriyas to join their nationalist 
movement for amalgamating Midnapore with 
Orissa.18 Pandit Nilakantha along with Sashibhusan 
Rath also had taken up the case of Singhbhum. They 
moved in the area in May 1931 addressing the people 
and impressing upon them to amalgamate with 
Orissa. As regards Pandit Nilakantha's work in 
Singhbhum it is said: The famous Congress leader of 
Bihar Dr. Rajendra Prasad was not happy about 
Nilakantha's frantic efforts to amalgamate 
Singhbhum in Orissa. In spite of his attitude, 
Nilakantha never showed any trace of cowardice. He 
also never relaxed his demand. Subsequently, even 
though Orissa became a separate province, 
Kharasuan and Sadheikala got excluded from Orissa 
due to some selfish Oriya leaders.19 
 
British proposal of a sub-province for Orissa and 
Nilakantha 

During this time, the British colonial 
administration mooted the lesser idea of a sub-
province for Orissa after amalgamating Oriya 
speaking tracts. On behalf of the Government of 
India, the Finance Secretary Muddyman Saheb 
persuaded Nilakantha to agree to this proposal. He 
came down to his residence and had several rounds of 
discussions. However, when Nilakantha did not 
budge from his dedication for a separate full-fledged 
province for Orissa, Muddyman held out the 
temptation of conferring him the title of 'Sir' in case 
he agreed to the sub-province proposal. Pandit 
Nilakantha was however not the man to surrender 
himself and sacrifice the cause for which he and his 
people worked so assiduously over the years. He 
showed his strength of character and convictions 
when he said in no uncertain terms "you have come 
to a wrong door". 20 

 
 
 

Birth of Separate Orissa Province  
Hereafter, the British design of making Orissa a 

sub-province failed and government was virtually 
forced to declare for Oriyas a separate province. It 
was certainly an achievement of Pandit Nilakantha 
Das, whose personality foiled the British design to 
hoodwink the Oriyas by simply giving them a sub-
province. Referring to this sub-province idea and the 
subsequent developments which culminated in the 
formation of Orissa as a separate province on 1st of 
April 1936, Pandit Nilakantha has written in his 
autobiography "Possibly in 1929, Muddiman Saheb 
made correspondence with me regarding the idea of 
a sub-province for Orissa after consideration in the 
cabinet. Following discussion on it, the Finance 
Minister of Government of India persuaded me to 
accept the proposal of making Orissa a province with 
a Central grant of Rupees Forty lakhs. I insisted on 
80 lakhs to be given for Orissa's progress and 
development. However, I was pressurized by 
Bhubanananda Babu to accept this condition in the 
assembly. I accepted the condition almost as a matter 
of compulsion. This was the incident of 1933-34. As 
per the O' Donnel committee Report the British 
Government decided to form the province of Orissa 
comprising Puri, Cuttack, Balasore, Sambalpur and 
Ganjam with Jeypore. It was carried out on 1st April 
1936".20  
 
Establishment of Utkal University 

After the formation of Orissa as a separate 
province, Nilakantha put forth the idea of 
establishing a university in Orissa. While demanding 
a separate province for Orissa in the Central 
Assembly he had said "we want a full-fledged 
province, we need a separate university and a 
separate High Court". He was determined to see it 
established. For that, he countered the inhibiting 
factor of financial constraints raised by the 
Government of Maharaja of Parala through his 
convincing and powerful arguments. He convinced 
the government about the rationality and feasibility of 
the proposal. Finally, he got the Utkal University 
established in 1943 through Godavarish Mishra, his 
close associate and the then Education Minister of 
Orissa. 
 
Conclusion 

To sum up, Pandit Nilakantha Das was greatly 
inspired by Madhusudan Das and the goal and 
objectives of the Utkal Sammilani. He showed an 

28



 

exemplary sense of dedication to the cause of 
amalgamation of Oriya speaking tracts lying 
scattered under different provinces and worked 
uninterruptedly for the formation of Orissa as a 
separate province. He demanded for the first time a 
separate province for Orissa in the Central Assembly 
on February 8, 1927. This move of Pandit Nilakantha 
facilitated the formation of a separate Oriya province 
as this cause assumed greater intensity and vigour.  

He was uncompromising in his opposition to 
make economic viability a condition precedent for 
formation of Orissa as a separate province and 
crossed swords with Motilal Nehru. He tried to move 
the Congress in favour of his demand at the Calcutta 
session of Indian National Congress in 1928. He 
succeeded and later the Congress agreed that Orissa 
would be the first province, to be formed on 
linguistic basis. He was a proud Oriya whose self-
confident, strong personality and character foiled the 

British design to delude Oriyas by creating a much 
less attractive sub-province. His dream and sustained 
efforts to bring under Orissa all Oriya speaking tracts 
like Midnapore and Singhbhum remained unfulfilled 
due to a multiplicity of factors and constraints 
beyond his control. But he tried well and did his best. 
Madhu Babu chose Nilakantha as his heir in Orissa, 
but was not there in life to see the formation of a 
separate province on 1st April 1936; nor was 
Gopabandhu there having died in 1928. Pandit 
Nilakantha honoured the other prominent maker of 
Orissa Sri Krushna Chandra Gajapati, the Maharaja 
of Parala by installing him as Chief Minister of 
Orissa and Pandit Godavarish as Education Minister 
in 1943. Along with those great and patriotic leaders, 
Pandit Nilakantha Das will be ever remembered and 
respected by the Oriya people as one of the makers of 
modern Orissa. 
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ÒjcÐÒ_ LZ Ac cZÞi?(Are they our people?) 
Rabindra Nath Sabat 
 

My 20 years of tribal development work 
experience with the tribal people in undivided 
Kalahandi, Bolangir and Koraput (KBK), Phulbani, 
Sambalpur and Sundargarh districts and the continued 
marginalization process of the tribal people in Orissa  
is prompting me one question consciously all the 
time:  “ÒjcÐÒ_ LZ Ac cZÞi?” (Are they our 
people?) 

Fortunately, I have not only extensively travelled 
in hilly terrain, very inaccessible and remote pockets 
of rural areas of the above mentioned and other tribal 
inhabited districts, but also literally lived in the 
remote areas in thatched and mud huts for more than 
a decade when I was working for the development of 
tribal people on behalf of OXFAM, an UK based 
International NGO. At times, I remember, I had to 
walk for almost four to five hours to reach a village. I 
had stayed innumerable nights in the remote villages 
for conducting need assessment and finalizing a 
village development plan for the village in a 
participatory way.  Many times, the villagers told me 
that I was the only person from the plain to reach the 
village or stay in the night. I learnt a lot about tribal 
life and their culture by staying in the night in the 
villages, which provided me an opportunity to 
observe the tribal village-life and meeting with small 
groups of people to conduct Participatory Rural 
Appraisals (PRA-is a tool to assess the needs of the 
people, prioritize them and develop an action plan to 
meet the actual needs of the people where people 
have access to decision making process) for village 
development plans.  

Further, my involvement with Friends’ 
Association for Rural Reconstruction provided me 
additional opportunity to learn a lot on the tribal 
culture, their amazing traditions, festivals, ethnic 
ornaments, arts and crafts, rich heritage, 
unconditional hospitality, solidarity of their social 
structure and distinctive intimate connection with the 
nature and the state of happiness the tribal people live 
in.   

Despite their poverty and pre-occupation with the 
continual battle to survive in this highly unjust world, 
most of the tribes of Orissa have retained their rich 
and varied heritage to a greater extent in spite of the 
focus on mainstream development. The mainstream 
development parameters are too biased about the 

peoples’ capacity and impose most of the time a “top 
down approach”. There is no scope to recognize the 
indigenous knowledge and practices, their strengths 
and weaknesses and the actual needs of the people. 
Many development projects have been literally 
ridiculed because of lack of true participation of the 
people.  

The scope to incorporate tribal’s life pattern in the 
development projects has been very remote in India. 
The development framework has a rigid structure- 
“one size fits all” approach catering to different 
categories of people when the needs are different. To 
analyze the tribal socio economic conditions, we need 
to understand their life style and evolve development 
plan from within, not from outside.  

Most of the tribal people are hard working yet 
lead a simple life. The colourful dance and music 
form an integral part of their life and particularly 
during the festivals and rituals. Unlike other culture, 
there is no formal training on the dance or music and 
yet charm and subtle beauty can be found in their 
dance and music. The dance and music is the natural 
manifestation of their inner urge and revelation of the 
pure joy, sorrow, feelings, love, affection, passion and 
appreciation of beauty and nature.  

The amazing conglomeration of traditions, beliefs, 
practices and philosophies that constitute in the rituals 
and festivals of the tribes, has descended from 
antiquity and has been preserved amazingly to the 
present day. Every facet of their life is intimately 
connected with religious beliefs and ritual practices. It 
is these aspects of their culture that give meaning and 
depth to their lives, and solidarity to their social 
structure. 

Their sense of natural living surrounded by hills, 
forests, rivers and streams, wild animals, and sense of 
ecological protection is unparallel to any expensive 
retreat. Their scientific cultivation practices (contrary 
to the believe that their cultivation practices are very 
unscientific-now we are talking of mulching, organic 
farming after eroding the practices which were in 
built with tribal systems), sense of worshiping the 
nature and spiritual convictions are unparallel.   

Most of the tribes believe that their life and work 
are controlled by supernatural beings whose abode is 
around them in hills, forests, rivers and houses. It is 
very difficult to standardize the Gods and spirits as 
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their composition continually changes. Their Gods 
differ from one another in composition, function, 
character and nature. Some are benevolent; some are 
neutral and some are malevolent. The malevolent 
spirits and Gods are cared more than their benevolent 
counter parts as they can bring misery. 

I still recollect my vivid experience after 22 years 
also. I had to stay in the night in Gatibeda village of 
Komna block (presently in Nuapada district) as it was 
too long distance by walk to come back to my 
temporary station. There was a special worshiping 
ceremony for Goddess Sunadei, the living deity of 
Sunabeda Punchayat of Komna Block. Perhaps, I was 
the only outsider who was present in the ceremony. 
The ritual started with a goat’s sacrifice to please the 
goddess. The village women started chanting 
continuously to invoke Goddess Sunadei’s blessings. 
The 2 hours long chanting created an atmosphere full 
of magical feelings that one can feel the presence of a 
supernatural power. It was like a plainchant for me. 
The village priest was on fast entire day to offer 
prayers to Goddess Sunadei and people were 
expecting him to predict about the village affairs 
including the crop, rain, death and birth in the village 
for the next year. I could feel the spirit and yes, can 
sense the presence of some supernatural power on 
that occasion. (Is it Psychic feeling?)The priest 
(Jhankar) behaved in a weird manner though and beat 
vehemently on his back on Korda (a string shaped 
biting instrument). I was astonished to see the age old 
wisdom expressed by the priest on many important 
issues of the village.  

The tribal’s economy is perpetually dependent on 
land, water and forest. Because of their simplicity, 
ignorance and lack of strong protection mechanisms 
from the government authorities, many unscrupulous 
people from mainland have manipulated the 
ownership of the land, which belonged to the tribal. 
Most of them were either landless or small and 
marginal farmers. In western Orissa, the colloquial 
word used for landless people is “Sukhbasi” and the 
literal meaning of Sukhbasi is happy people! With so 
many mega projects initiated for mainstream 
development, the tribal were further marginalized and 
the forest was depleted to an extent which can not be 
naturally replenished.  Since the Indian Forest Act 
was promulgated in 1927, and the forest was vested 
on the government (forest department) and since then 
the forest has been recklessly denuded to an 
irreparable extent. The coverage has come down from 
well over 35 % to less than 11% in Orissa.  

Currently, the idea of Joint Forest Management 
and partially vesting the power of forest management 
on the village committees is being promoted because 
of the pressure of International NGOs and UN 
agencies. The government machinery is utterly 
irresponsible in stopping the deforestation. With the 
fast depletion of the forest, the tribal economy has 
further deteriorated.  

The government although depended mainly on 
tribal people for  collection of minor forest products, 
the price fixed for the Minor Forest Products (MFP) 
was much lower due to the lobby of the mafia groups. 
As usual, the middle men and the wholesalers were 
by and large benefitted out of collection of Minor 
Forest Products, certainly with the connivance of 
government officers.   

During my work period in Friends’ Association 
for Rural Reconstruction, I have promoted 22 Joint 
Forest Management Committees in four Panchayats 
of Gurundia Block and within four years, natural 
replenishment of the forest was abundant. I 
remember, the Divisional Forest Officer was awarded 
because of this and unfortunately, after his transfer, 
the forest which was preserved for four years with the 
help of villages went to the hands of dubious 
contractors again.   

Collection and sale of the Non Timber Forest 
Products (NTFP) has been one of the main 
sustainable economies of the tribal community. For 
an example, if we analyze the Kendu leaves issue, the 
notorious nexus of the contractors and government 
officers can be unfolded (known to everybody) at the 
cost of marginalization process of the tribal 
community in Orissa.   

During 1980s and 1990s, about a million pluckers 
were engaged in plucking Kendu leaves during the 
season, which lasted about 45 to 50 days in summer. 
The rate fixed by the government (roughly 1 rupee for 
100 leaves) did not even meet the standards of 
minimum wage act and the usual practices of 
undercounting, rejection, under-payment, and over-
invoicing, helped government staff and the nexus of 
petty contracts to pocket a significant amount of 
government funds, at the cost of peoples’ livelihoods 
and extra revenues to government.  

The Kendu leaves plucking only generated 150 
million person days or woman days of employment 
during the agricultural lean season in Orissa and 
accounted for 75–80% of total revenue from the 
forests. Since 1973, kendu trade has been a State 
monopoly, and the nexus of unholy partnership of the 
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contractors, politicians and government officers 
controlling collection, bundling, storage and sale of 
this minor forest product has capitulated enormous 
government revenue loss.    

As per government stipulations, 50% of net 
government revenues should be transferred to the 
Panchayats, whereas actual transfer was only about 
12%–15%. Madhya Pradesh government during BJP 
regime, promoted the cooperatives of tribal 
communities and the entire net profit was passed on 
to the pluckers’ cooperatives.  

The irresponsible and uncontrolled forest 
depletion has caused many natural calamities such as 
draughts, floods and cyclones recurrently in Orissa. 
This has affected the economy of Orissa very 
adversely, perpetuating the marginalization of the 
tribal community.   

As an impact of forest denudation, the water table 
has gone down precariously in the tribal areas.  The 
water table has also gone down so drastically with 
denudation of the forest that the tribal communities 
have no option except to work as casual laborers in 
the adjoining townships or cities, adding to the 
miseries of slum dwellers.   

The tribal’s emotional and spiritual attachment 
with forest was enormous. They co-existed peacefully 
with the wild animals and forest creatures. Generally 
speaking, the mainland people looked down the tribal 
community and always projected their culture as 
superior to tribal community. Additionally, they not 
only squandered the livelihood of the tribal 
community but also manipulated the individual 
property such as land and domestic animals to their 
benefit.  

To my experience, the forest dwellers were never 
afraid of the wild animals such as tigers or ferocious 
animals. I was stationed (that was literally a Banabas 
for me initially) in a sanctuary in Komna block of 
Kalahandi district for 26 months and have heard 
amazing stories how the people lived with peaceful 
co-existence with the wild animals. The sanctuary 
was consisted of 12 revenue villages with a vast area 
of forest and three types of tribal such as Bhunjia, 
Gond and Pahadia were the main inhabitants in 
Sunabeda Panchayat.  the Pahadia community was the 
primitive ones and they were cultivating the land with 
the help of an axe during 1979-1985.  

The Pahadia community’s main occupation was 
fishing, hunting and agriculture was their subsistent 
occupation. I realized very late, why tribes in most 
remote pockets used to run seeing the government 

officers or extension officers.  They carried an 
absolute wrong image (may be right image) of these 
people. These people were the symbol of exploitation 
to them and they carried an adverse image to the so 
called “education” system which has further 
marginalized them. Sometimes, these extension 
officers and government officers were branded as 
“two legged tigers” that were more dangerous than 
the four legged ones. 

Obviously, tribal economy was based on 
subsistent economy characterized by simple 
technology, simple division of labour, small-scale 
units of production and no investment of capital. The 
social units of production, distribution and 
consumption were limited to the family and lineage 
only. Circumstances beyond the control of human 
beings, poverty, ignorance and unwillingness to use 
efficient techniques to exploit natural resources and 
lack of capital for investment made their life worse, 
and not adequate support system was built in for them 
by the government.   

Earlier, land in the tribal areas was not surveyed 
and settled. Therefore, the tribal freely practiced 
shifting cultivation in their respective habitats 
assuming that land, forest, water and other natural 
resources belonged to them.  
   Several large tribes, such as Santal, Munda, Ho, 
Bhumij, Oraon, Gond, Mirdha, Savara etc. were 
settled agriculturists, though they supplemented their 
economy with hunting, gathering and collecting. 
Tribal agriculture in Orissa was characterized by 
unproductive and uneconomic holdings, land 
alienation, and perpetual indebtedness. Further, lack 
of irrigation facilities in the undulating terrains, lack 
of easy or soft credit facilities and  use of traditional 
skill and primitive implements worsened their 
economy to a bare subsistence level. In general, they 
raised only one crop during the monsoon, and 
therefore had to supplement their economy by other 
types of subsidiary economic activities.  

The industrialization and mining operations have 
led to uprooting of tribal villages, and the displaced 
tribes became industrial nomads. They lost their 
traditional occupation, agricultural land, houses and 
other immovable assets. They became unemployed 
and faced unfair competition with others in the labour 
market. Their aspiration - gradually escalated-
invariably failed to achieve what they aspired for.   

Orissa has one of the largest 
concentrations of tribal population in the whole of 
India (22.13 per cent according to the 1991 census). 
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In concrete figure they number around 7 million. 
Tribal communities differ from all others in many 
respects, their distinctive features being clan 
organization and territorial monopoly, classes, social 
structure, youth dormitory, colourful rituals and folk 
art, music and dance etc. to name a few. The 62 tribes 
in Orissa vary in their size, degree of acculturation 
and economic patterns, while the Kondhs numbering 
around nine hundred thousands or close to a million 
are numerically the largest in the state. The Santals 
are among the three largest and advanced tribes in the 
country. The major tribes living in Orissa are the 
Santals, Oraons, Gonds and Kondhs.  Although many 
of the Adivasi tribes are found in other parts of the 
country, the Juangs, Bhuyans, Saoras, Bondas and 
Bathudis are exclusive to Orissa. The tribal 
communities are in various stages of economic and 
social development starting with the least developed 
Bondas and ending with the comparatively advanced 
Santals, the spectrum covering semi-nomadic to semi-
urban conditions. While a few tribes like the Lanjia 
Saoras and Kutia Kodhs are entirely primitive, the 
Santals have a high degree of acculturation. 

Fortunately or unfortunately, Orissa and 
particularly the tribal habitats have abundant natural 
resources of coal, bauxite, iron ore, chromite and 
other mineral resources. Orissa has a share of 59% of 
nation’s bauxite reserve, 98.4 % Chromite, 31.5 china 
clay, 28.4% coal, 17.9 dolomite, 25.6% fire clay, 71% 
graphite, 32.9% iron ore, 67.6% manganese, 30.8% 
mineral sands,  65.1% Pyrophvliite, 91.8% nickel ore 
and 6.9 % Quartz and Silica sands. Orissa is a very 
rich state as far as the natural and mineral resources 
are concerned but people of Orissa are very poor! 

The dismal poverty profile provided by the 
Government shows that the level of poverty is higher 
in Orissa than in the rest of India. Although statistics 
supports poverty falling over time, all data sources 
indicate that the gap in incomes or poverty situation 
between Orissa and the rest of India, has widened 
over the last twenty years. Whereas in 1980 per capita 
income in Orissa was 27% lower than the rest of 
India, in 1997 it was astoundingly 70% lower. The 
proportion of people below the poverty line is 
estimated at 47% compared with 26% in the whole of 
India. Orissa is much poorer than the rest of India. 

India has grown faster than Orissa and the gap 
between Orissa and other states is continuously 
widening to an incredible degree. 

Who are these poor people in Orissa? The 
disparity of region needs attention why some part of 
Orissa is poorer than other part or why all tribal are 
invariably poor?  Scheduled Tribe population in 
coastal area is 7.2% as against 39.7% in the southern 
region. So, poverty ratio in coastal rural region is 
64.0% as against 85.5% in the southern region. If we 
see the overall trend, we find that 80% of the rural 
families are leading a painful life in the state. I, 
myself have worked with the tribal people in very 
inaccessible, hilly terrain region and remote pockets 
of undivided Kalahandi, Bolangir, Koraput (KBK), 
Phulbani, Sundargarh, Dhenkanal and Sambalpur for 
almost two decades and have witnessed stark poverty, 
lack of basic infrastructure in rural areas, and seen 
people taking roots of wild plants, mahua flowers and 
gurji etc. (a staple food normally consumed during the 
lean period) just to survive during the period of 
eighties and early part of nineties. But now, after 
almost one decade I can not comprehend that the 
situation has worsened amidst plenty and above all 
the projection of “rising India” image to outside 
world.   

Is equity in development process is possible when 
we talk of development in Orissa or for that matter in 
India for the different tribes who are languishing in 
acute poverty and have been utterly neglected for 
decades and may be centuries? Do our policy makers 
doing enough on fair representation and participation 
of historically disadvantaged people to ensure equity 
and fairness in development process? Are the 
development pundits thinking of accessibility and 
human rights issues and taking steps to remove 
discrimination barriers (overt and covert) to ensure 
equity, accessibility and address discrimination 
issues? Can we conceive development in an all 
inclusive manner there too?  

Can Orissa expect to bring down the poverty level 
any time in the foreseeable future and particularly for 
the disadvantaged and vulnerable tribal communities? 
Please think for a while: ARE THEY OUR PEOPLE?  
DO WE HAVE A ROLE TO PLAY?   

 
 
Rabindra Nath Sabat, is the Program Director in South Asian Family Support Services in Toronto. He holds a Masters degree in 
Social Work and has been with OXFAM, working for the development of tribal people in Western Orissa. He was a founding member 
of Friends’ Association for Rural Reconstruction.  
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Winter Blossoms 
Mamata Mishra 
Review by Sikhanda Satapathy 
 

Mamata Mishra is well known to the Oriya 
diaspora in US through her writing in OSA Souvenirs, 
her participation in voluntary organizations, such as 
SEEDS and her organization of seminars on women 
issues in OSA conventions. Recently she published a 
collection of her poems, Winter Blossoms, written 
over a span of a decade and a half. 
 

This anthology is a soft touch to the soul and a 
gentle nudge to the mind from a very observant poet. 
The poems bring forth a point of view that pleads, 
prods and persuades you to pause for a moment and 
step into the shoes of a mother, a new bride, a wife, a 
single mother or a divorced woman - a world 
normally unexplored and often ignored!  

Mamata Mishra is a well known advocate for 
battered women and children in central Texas, and 
has been recognized for her activism by Saheli, 
SafePlace, etc. She questions the society's 
stereotypical attitudes toward women. She implores 
all to appreciate a lonely world full of love, hope and 
strength, yet mostly neglected due to historical and 
social reasons. In Woman she writes, 

In a lifelong journey she can share the load 
Why make her a burden, then leave on the road? 
She isn’t a slave, she doesn’t need a master 
Wants a friend to walk beside, not run past her. 

 
Through the quandary of mud shoes in Puzzle, she 

brings out excellently the helplessness of one who 
faces impossible demands in a situation created by 
purported well-wishers. In the Letter from exile, she 
complains how a mother looks askance at her 
daughter's misery for fear of what people may say. 
She derides the insensitive husband, who gets out of 
marriage by saying "it was a simple mistake" as if it 

were a child's play, or like dialing a wrong number! 
The shackles that an arranged marriage imposes on an 
unsuspecting girl, or the poverty that she faces among 
apparent wealth, come out in lucid words in the hope 
and despair section. Thus she writes, 

Dreams are gone never to return 
nightmares have taken their place 
where I run through a maze with absolute craze 
as every door closes on my face. 

 
She even offers simple solutions for such despair 

in medicines for him to cure her depression. She 
doesn’t shy away from pleading ignorance as her 
inability to explain Maya to a youngster: 

Not knowing what to say 
I said, “We’ll talk another day.” 
Pondering deep into your question 
I Silently drove away. 

 
There are gems of poetry that leave you with a 

lingering thought in puzzle, goodbye fear, Maya, a 
mother's plea, woman, etc. The poems are very nicely 
written, and a pleasure to read. It is a must-read to get 
a glimpse of beautiful blossoms that are so rare to 
find, let alone appreciate, from an unspoken world of 
hope and wintry despair. 
 

Winter Blossoms won the second place in the 
nonfiction, poetry category in the Reader Views 
Reviewer Choice Awards. Enjoy the poetry by an 
Oriya poet, who has been much acclaimed for her 
dedication to opposing violence in all forms, 
especially among South Asian families in central 
Texas. You can find out more at 
www.mamatamisra.com.

 
 
Sikhanda Satpathy is a former Editor of OSA and is at the Institute of Advance Technology at the University of Texas at Austin. 
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Unity in Diversity 
Jnana Ranjan Dash 
 

Our Rishis (spiritual scientists) five to six 
thousand years ago searched for the truth, “who am I 
and why am I here as a human being?” They wanted 
answers to the purpose and meaning of life. What 
spiritual scientists they were!  
 

Modern science tries to find answers by observing 
the external world, the world of matter. Our Rishis 
found answers by looking at the inner world of man. 
Instead of observing the objects, they decided to 
focus on the subject. What came out of that search is 
the vast literature of the Upanishads that still baffles 
the minds of the scientists of today. They declared 
that behind this creation, there exists that cosmic 
intelligence called the “consciousness”. They named 
it “Brahman”. The individual soul is called Atman 
which is none other than Brahman. The twentieth 
century physics of Einstein, Heisenberg, Schrödinger, 
or even Fritjof Capra of Berkeley (The Tao of 
Physics) have marveled at the insights of these Rishis. 
Consciousness is indivisible, a singularity much in 
line with the concept of the “Field theory” in physics. 
Einstein said, “God does not play dice with the 
universe” meaning there is a grand design behind this 
perfection. Hence it’s called the cosmos, not chaos. 
Our spiritual scientists explored that cosmic 
intelligence behind this creation.  
 

The Upanishadic literature declares four 
Mahavakyas or ultimate truths. The one from 
Chhandogya Upanishad says “Tat Twam Asi” or That 
Thou Art. You, the individual, are not this limited 
entity of pain and suffering, you are something much 
bigger. You are none other than Brahman. We all are 
mere manifestations of that all-pervading energy 
called Brahman. Hence there is no room for 
divisiveness. This Mahavakya was given by Uddālaka 
Rishi to his son Svetaketu. The Isa Upanishad says 
that the entire universe is pervaded by Brahman – 
isavasyam idam sarvam yat kincha jagatyam jagat. 
 

There are ten major Upanishads – Isa, Kena, 
Katha, Prasna, Mundaka, Mandukya, Taittiriya, 
Aitareya, Chhandogya, and Brihadaranyaka. Besides 
these ten, there are almost hundred other Upanishads. 
The term Upanishad means “come sit near me”. A 
teacher tells the student to come and sit near and have 
a dialog about this life. A famous line such as 

Uttisthita Jagrata Prapya Baran Nobodhata (Arise, 
Awake, Stop not till the goal is reached) comes from 
the Kathopanishad, a favorite of Swami Vivekananda 
who addressed the parliament of religions in Chicago 
back in 1893. The Kathopanishad is a dialog between 
a young boy named Nachiketa and the king of death 
Lord Yama. The young boy decided to go meet the 
Lord of death to understand the meaning of death, 
hence the meaning of life. It’s a beautiful text full of 
great mysticism, deep philosophy and charming 
poetry. The Upanishads appear at the end of the 
Vedas (which are like process manuals) and hence 
they are also known as Vedanta (veda+anta or end of 
the Vedas). These ten Upanishads are called major, 
because Adi Shankaracharya wrote commentaries on 
them. 
 

Adi Shankaracharya or simply Shankara was born 
in Kerala in 788 A.D. and lived only for 32 years. 
During this brief life, he wrote the bhasya 
(commentaries) on Brahma-Sutra, the ten 
Upanishads, and the Bhagabat Gita. He was the one 
who brought the Bhagabat Gita from obscurity and 
gave it the prominence it deserved. Just imagine in 
those times he traveled by foot all over India, creating 
the four holy places (Puri being the one in the east). 
He preached Adwaita Vedanta (non-dual) meaning 
the concept of “Brahma-Jiva Aikya” (Brahman and 
Individual soul (Atman) are one and the same). His 
famous lines include “Ekoham Bahusyam” (I am one, 
but manifested as many), or “Ekam Sat Viprah 
Vahudah Badanti” (there is one truth, but experts 
express it in many ways). He visited Puri and wrote 
the famous eight stanzas of Jagannatha Ashtakam, 
“Kadachit Kalandi Tatabipin Sangi 
Takarabo……..Jagannatha Swami Nayana 
Pathagami Bhaba Tume”. 
 

The shortest of all Upanishads is the Mandukya 
Upanishad consisting of only 12 verses. It elaborates 
the meaning of Om which consists of three sounds, A, 
U, and Ma representing the three states – waking or 
jagrata, dream or swapna, and deep sleep or susupti. 
There is a fourth state called Turiya symbolized by 
the silence between the utterances of Om. This fourth 
state Turiya is one where one realizes the Brahman. 
That realization is known as self-realization. The 
biggest of the Upanishads is the Brihadaranyaka. 
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Why are these teachings significant to all of us? 

These messages, contrary to general view of being 
dry and boring, are actually quite practical in our 
daily life. They teach us to see unity in our apparent 
diversity. We tend to be very judgmental. If things 
don’t fit into our set ideas, we tend to reject them. By 
opening the scope of our understanding, we can look 
at things with empathy and openness. It helps us to 
shed our negativity and see life as a blessing and 
celebration. It also helps us to let go of our ego and 
appreciate the goodness in everyone.  
 

OSA has been one of the early organizations of 
Indians in North America, dating back to forty years. 
At the annual convention in Toronto, let us celebrate 
this long journey with goodwill and love to all. We 
may come from different parts of our home state with 
different backgrounds. But we are one and the same, 
not only at our language and culture level, but also at 
the humanity level.  
 

The scripture declares – Sarve Bhavantu 
Sukhinah, Sarve Santu Niramaya, Sarve Bhadrani 
Pasyantu, Ma Kaschit Dukham Vag Bhabet - Let 
everyone be happy, let everyone be healthy, let 
everyone see good in all, let there be no sorrow and 
suffering.

 
 
The author is an executive consultant & board member in the software industry and lives in San Jose, California. During the 1970s 
he lived in Toronto working for IBM after his post-graduate studies at the University of Waterloo, Canada. 
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Tribal Arts & Crafts: A Treasure Trove of Aesthetics 
A. C. Sahoo 
 

The material culture of the tribal world is a store 
house of vintage Arts and Crafts, embodied in their 
indigenous knowledge. It is reflective of need-
invention continuum of anthropocentric culture of 
early time vis-a-vis hostile nature. 

The child of nature has story of an endless battle 
of wit and ingenuity, paradoxically against nature; to 
make them to sub serve the purpose of his sustenance. 
This man-nature interaction helps evolved the threads 
of culture component where ingenuity and 
imagination are conceived as one and indivisible. 

Tribal arts and crafts, the product of this 
unification of sensibility of wit and imagination, 
invariably represent a meaning beyond its physical 
existence. They are at once, tools and artifices of 
survival and also an unfolding of imagination of 
homo sapiens. 

Nature as tormentor and teacher stimulates the 
tribal mind to go for creation where the process of 
living asks for creative innovation almost in ceaseless 
mode. The powerful feelings stirred by 'tooth and 
claw’ of nature or its lovely manifestation, something 
gets crystallized into powerful symbols - that find 
expression in their Arts and Crafts. 

The use of colour, motifs and other weird shapes 
and sizes - echoes a definite striving for the continuity 
of tradition with all the nuances. The acme of their 
artistic masterpiece, invariably always rests with the 
faithful portrayal of their fluid culture - which is 
always seen like a river inflate. 

The tribal cultural heritage is the cradle of modern 
day civilization when one finds the gradual 
sophistication of wit and ingenuity. Though today we 
find a split in the holistic aspect of a modem man - 
with divided aim and disintegration - the wholesome 
man is possible to find in the tribal world - with their 
crafts still emanating unified song of life. 

Orissa has 62 culturally significant diverse tribal 
communities. These communities like their 
counterparts elsewhere are famous for exquisite 
carpet of distinct tribal culture with a kaleidoscopic 
colour and vision. They struggle for their survival, 
they are more or less the same yet they differ from 
one and another in material culture, social 
organization, language and folklore. Differences are 
also marked in application of technology, food habits, 
settlement pattern and house types and also in their 
believe system. Almost all the tribals have shown 
their artistic and creative genius which are activities 

of invention and diffusion. The aesthetic and 
ethnographic significances of their material culture 
are not only made for joys and merry making. It has 
also functional value. The little communities with 
their beliefs, costumes and skills constitute the world 
views and life style which is to be conceived. 

The traditional customs, adornment pattern and 
use of certain special materials of a tribe are main 
parameters of its socio-cultural identity. The religious 
ideas and symbols of worship is subject for 
imagination to create delicate artifacts and crafts. The 
artifacts and art objects which are different tribal 
people of Orissa use are associated with aesthetics 
and socio-cultural significance. 

They use various hunting weapons like bow and 
arrow, spear, sword, catapult, axe, knife, snare, trap, 
net and such others which are different from one 
tribal community to the other in its shape, size, 
external appearance and pattern of use. Some of the 
hunting weapons are purchased from the local market.  
Sometimes, they purchase the iron part of the object 
from the market and other parts are made by 
themselves. They add some new designs in order to 
decorate it to look more attractive. Some individuals 
attach emotional feelings with specific weapon and 
carry with them as a personal belonging. There are 
certain weapons, which are being used by the magico-
religious specialists, and preserved at the community 
levels. Necessary rituals are offered to certain 
weapons in different ceremonies for its magico-
religious significance. The tribal groups reveal their 
own identity through specific hunting weapons. 

The tribal people of Orissa use various types of 
agricultural implements, which are used for collection 
of different tubers and practice of shifting cultivation 
and settled agriculture. Even for collection of minor 
forest produces, they use specific type of basket and 
implements, which are examples of their creative 
skill.  They make all these items out of the locally 
available materials but maker's creative ideas and 
expertise are quite vital. While making the item they 
keep in view the need of the person, who is expected 
to use the object. One can find very primitive types of 
dibbles and pointed sticks which are very artistic. The 
spade, plough, leveler, cowbell, billhook etc 
sometimes look very attractive because of beautiful 
motifs and designs on it. Even in the same tribal 
community, some of the agricultural implements 
differ from one section to the other living in two 
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different ecological set up. 
The settlement pattern, house types and 

architectural design of the houses are culture and 
community specific. The outlook and internal 
structure and placement of various functional parts 
differ from one community to the other living in the 
same ecological surroundings. 

The household items of the tribal people are 
revelation of their culture and depict the economic 
status and artistic vision of a community. They 
purchase or collect some of their household items 
from the neighbouring communities but the items 
they use are according to their culture and the designs 
are also culture specific. From the household items 
one can assess the standard of living, socio-cultural 
and economic background of the concerned people. 
Their creative ideas and love for beauty are marked 
from the objects like traditional grinders, measuring 
pots, mats, ladles, and several such others. The 
uniqueness and the cultural values are revealed in the 
items of their daily use. 

The people of almost all the tribal communities of 
Orissa are having some knowledge in basketry. Tribes 
like Mahali, Dharua, Koya and Birhors have shown 
their creative skill in this field. The Mahalis make 
baskets of different shape, size, and designs for 
different tribes and are famous for their expertise in 
basketry. The Birhors or Mankidias make beautiful 
small siali fiber baskets of different size and design 
which are used for oil extraction. Likewise the 
baskets of Didayis, bamboo mats of the Bondos, 
beautiful baskets of the Bhumias, attractive bamboo 
works of the Oraons and Kisans, fascinating bamboo 
hanging baskets of Dharuas attract the attention of the 
outside visitors. The style of baskets, mode of mat 
making, and basketry designs vary from one 
community to the other. Different types of winnowing 
fan, sieves and fishing traps made by using varieties 
of bamboo splits differ in their creative design and 
skill. The date-palm leaf mats made by the Paudi 
Bhuinyas are very popular among the neighbouring 
people. The Savaras, Saoras, Juangs and Mundas 
make very good mats. The leaf made umbrella of the 
Kondhs and Juangs and the marriage crown of Kisan, 
made out of date-palm leaf, are highly appreciated by 
the outsiders. The inside vision of the craft person, 
cultural norms and socio-economic need are 
instrumental for making varieties of artistic bamboo 
and cane basketry. 

Different types of gourd items, which are either 
used as a container or a carrier, are very beautiful. 
The gourd ladles of different shape and size are used 

for different purposes. The Saoras, Dongria Kondhs 
make beautiful carvings on gourd items to make it 
more attractive and decorative. The carving designs 
and motifs vary from one community to the other and 
their uses also differ according to their socio-
economic condition. Beautiful masks are made out of 
gourd items and decorated nicely before using it as 
votive object. Gourd items used in making musical 
instrument are also common in several tribal groups. 
They preserve food grains and seeds, in the gourd 
containers. The Lanjia Saoras hang it before the wall 
paintings to satisfy the ancestral spirits for keeping 
the family members free from danger. 

The tribal people of the state irrespective of their 
age and sex use varieties of jewellery items to adorn 
different parts of their body. All the women are very 
much fond of ornaments of different types. 
Unmarried youths put on various types of jewellery 
items. Among different types of ornaments mention 
may be made of varieties of hairpins, hairclips, head 
ornaments, forehead band, earrings, nose rings, 
neckband, necklaces, chains, armlet, bangles, waist 
chain, anklet, finger rings, toe ring etc. All these 
ornaments are made out of grass, leaves, bamboo, 
wood, stone, lead, iron, copper, aluminum, while 
metal, brass, silver and-gold. .Except for the metal 
part, all others are made by themselves. Even metal 
components are purchased and designed according to 
their socio-cultural norms and aesthetic values. Each 
tribal community has its own adornment pattern by 
means of which they are differentiated from each 
other. Different types of ornaments are also used in 
various parts of the body. The specialty in style of 
adornment is marked on marriage occasion, festive 
occasions, special ceremonies and while attending 
other villages. In addition to this, adornment during 
dance, ritual and on special occasion differs from one 
another. Even a particular jewellery item used in a 
specific part of the body varies in its shape and size. 
Ornaments are not only worn for beautification or 
decoration of the body parts, but also stand as mark of 
identity, marital status, social position, socio-
economic condition and other cultural aspects of the 
community. It is used as an item of gift at community 
and individual level. Exchange of ornaments for 
offering a special type of ornaments to someone is 
symbolic and associated with socio-cultural values. 
Ornaments used by magico-religious specialist, which 
have linage with appeasing different spirits, gods and 
goddesses. Certain types of ornaments are used to 
keep some one away from malevolent spirits and 
make free from diseases. 
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The tribal communities of Orissa use different 
varieties of textiles. Some of the textiles are woven 
and used by them. There are many tribal communities 
who purchase clothes from the local weekly market. 
In some cases they provide the hand made yarn to the 
local weavers for weaving their traditional cloth. The 
Dongria Kondh women purchase the base cloth from 
the local market and make very good embroidery on 
it, which is having great socio-cultural significance. 

The patterns of putting on the textiles also differ 
from one tribe to the other. Not only the type of cloth 
but also the pattern of use reveals the cultural identity 
of a particular community and difference from other 
groups. The tools and technology belief system and 
process of making, symbols and motifs on the cloth 
vary from one tribal community to the other. Even 
among the people of the same tribal community, the 
people use different types of clothes for different 
purposes. In a marriage ceremony different kin group 
are offered clothes, which vary in their shape, size 
and design. Different textiles are used at the time of 
dancing, specific festive occasion, during ritualistic 
observances, pollution period etc. The designs vary 
from simple geometrical lines to the complicated 
figures and figurines, animals and birds, trees and 
flowers and several human activities. However, each 
tribal community has its own identity and creative 
impulses either in weaving or using hence variations 
are many at different level. These variations are 
marked at individual and community level, between 
two age and sex groups and people of different 
position and status. 

Almost all tribal communities of Orissa use 
Dhokra items, made by casting of metals through lost 
wax process. It is also popularly known as Cire 
Perdue process. In this process Dhokra workers make 
the desired item for which he receives advance in 
cash or kind. Dhokra items are of several kinds. Some 
of the Dhokra items are used as votive objects. The 
other types of items are dowry items, household 
materials and jewellery. The votive objects are 
usually different plants, animals, birds, reptiles, 
human figures and combination of human activity. 
Dowry items like animals, birds, human figures and 
different unique Dhokra objects are arranged by the 
parents to offer to their daughters at the time of 
marriage. By and large, the Dhokra items of various 
types and kinds are in good demand among the tribal 
communities. In spite of economic transformation and 
cultural changes most of the tribals have retained use 
of Dhokra items in different forms. In several places 
the Dhokra items are no more available which have 

been taken away by the outsiders by showing them 
the temptation of high prices. A lot of Dhokra items at 
present found in several tribal communities may 
disappear very fast. Necessary preventive measures 
are required to save them from extinction. The caste 
communities like Situaalia, Gantara, Ghantaragadha, 
Thatari, Kansari, Ghasi etc., make these items for 
different tribal communities by utilizing by their own 
creative skill. Whatever similarities or differences 
might have been marked but there is no doubt that all 
types of tribal Dhokra items are quite precious for all 
foreigners. All kinds of Dhokra items need to be 
collected to retain the past glory and cultural identity 
of the tribal people or to introduce it as cottage 
industry for economic development. Somehow the 
Dhokra material culture of the tribals yet maintains its 
uniqueness and tradition. 

Dance and music are an integral part of the socio-
cultural life of the tribals. It strengthens the social 
bond, integrity and unity among the people. During 
the dance and music and rituals, they use various 
types of musical instruments which are o percussion, 
aero phonic and chordophonic type. The percussion 
types of musical instruments are idiophones and 
membrane-phones. The aerophonic are blown and the 
chordophonic are stringed instruments. The tunes 
created by using different musical instruments vary 
from one instrument to the other. The making process 
and procedure of use also vary. Differences are also 
marked in shape, size materials used in making and 
beliefs associated with each musical instrument. They 
use wood, bamboo, creeper, fruits, earthen pot, 
leather and metallic vessels for making different types 
of musical instruments. In some of the instrument 
strings, hair of the horse, wax, bone etc. are used. 
Among different musical instruments mention may be 
made of single membrane drum, double membrane 
drum, flutes, violin, tambourine, cymbals, gong, and 
many others. According to necessity, they use 
bamboo and wooden pieces as a musical instrument. 
Even the sticks are used to make some sound at the 
time of dance and music. The variations in different 
musical instruments are marked in shape, size, design 
and motifs. The stringed instruments of the Santals, 
popularly known as Banam, are made in different 
ways and an individual tries his level best to make it 
decorative with designs according to his skill and 
aspiration of the user. The single membrane drum 
used by the Juangs, engraved flutes of the Kutia 
Kondhs, and blowpipe used in war dance by the 
Lanjia Saoras reveal their respective uniqueness. By 
and large the tribals used varieties of musical 
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instruments. But the musical instruments for different 
purposes vary from one instrument to the other and 
also in case of the same type of instrument differ from 
one community to the other. 

The tribal crafts and art objects like leaf umbrella, 
traditional stick, smoking pipe, personal knife, 
tobacco container, comb etc. are beautifully designed 
in their respective pattern and used for specific 
purposes. Not only in the shape, size, and design but 
also use of materials in making vary between two 
tribal groups. The Juangs use a traditional umbrella, 
which can be clearly differentiated from the umbrella 
made and used by the Kondhs. The smoking pipe is of 
different types. The differences are not only marked 
between tribes but also on basis of social status and 
sex of the user in.the same tribe. The shape, size and 
type of knife used by different tribal individuals and 
groups also reveal differences at various levels. The 
tobacco containers used by the Kutia Kondh male 
members beautifully engraved with traditional 
designs, which is having some sociocultural relevance 
in the community. Multifarious combs used by 
different tribal people are having their respective 
socio-cultural background and origin. There are some 
other personal belongings, which an individual keeps 
with due personal care. 

Almost all the tribal communities of Orissa have 
their respective rich heritage of wall paintings. The 
wall paintings are drawn with specific purposes, 
which are having socio-cultural or magico-religious 
significance. The Santals recreate artistic painting of 
different animals, birds, trees, flowers and several 
activities in order to reveal their love for art and 
artistic excellence. The Saora wall paintings popularly 
known as idtal are not only artistic revelations of their 
skill in painting but also reflect the imaginative and 
creative skill of the tribes' men. The meaningful 
paintings of the Dongria Kondhs and culturally 
significant wall paintings of the Bhuiyan imply their 
artistic vision and creativity. The tools and 
technology used and pigment prepared following 
indigenous technology are of very simple type. The 
Lanjia Saora paintings have drawn the attention of 
many great artists. Due to conversion into Christianity 
a lot of Saora families have abandoned their 
traditional paintings and some of them have forgotten 
the designs and motifs. Tribal paintings and their 
development especially Saora wall paintings and their 
commercialization deserve special attention. There is 
ample scope for marketing of greeting cards, screens, 
and other useable items decorated with designs of 
Saora wall paintings. There is ample scope to provide 

employment to tribal youths for generation of income 
utilizing their traditional paintings. 

Some of the important, socio-culturally significant 
beautiful and well-designed crafts and art objects of 
different tribal groups are no more used by the 
concerned community men. Due to socio-economic 
transformation and change in their religious life, these 
unique objects have disappeared from the concerned 
tribal group. However, there are a few tribal skilled 
craft persons who know how to make them and their 
services will be very much instrumental for reviving 
and developing these crafts for the posterity. Among 
some of the vanishing arts and crafts mention may be 
made of Kisan marriage crown, Juang umbrella and 
Pillar Carvings, Dongria Kondh smoking pipe, Bond 
ringa and grass headband, Didayi textile, Lanjia Saora 
wall paintings, wood carvings and several others. The 
traditional clothes of different tribal groups are only 
available as sample pieces in their respective areas. 
The skill of making traditional comb is only available 
with a very few skilled artisans. Due to conversion in 
Saora areas, the culturally significant and religious 
point of view relevant wall paintings are no more 
depicted on the walls. It has also happened in case of 
various types of jewellery items. The people of their 
own community have already forgotten some of the 
indigenous musical instruments. The very good wood 
carvings on the doors, shutters and the magico-
religious pillars of the Kondh and Saoras are hardly 
found in their respective areas. Whatever little is left 
that is also disappearing very fast. Some of the 
beautiful and culturally significant designed objects 
are available as rare specimen, which need to be 
documented and collected for the posterity. Some 
skilled artisans at their old age yet interested to teach 
the skill of making of certain special items to the 
younger generations. Hence attempts need to be made 
to encourage the interested youths to learn the 
technique from their traditionally skilled persons. 
Revival of certain art objects and their development is 
very much essential for preservation and promotion of 
tribal material culture and retention of cultural 
identity of the tribals. 

The traditional art and craft objects of the tribes of 
Orissa are fast becoming objects of antiquity for lack 
of their promotion under the pressing circumstances 
of planned change and modernization. Despite large 
scale invasion of cheap industrial products and impact 
of plastic culture some tribal crafts are fighting a 
losing battle for their survival. However, it is worth 
mentioning that such dying crafts still retain enough 
charm and pristine beauty that can attract the attention 
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of the public world over, if these are properly revived, 
developed, promoted and published. The tribal crafts 
and art objects still remain as forgotten objects. 
All the crafts and art objects made and used by the 
tribal people may not look attractive to the general 
public. A specific craft and art object is made by 
them, keeping in view its socio-cultural background. 
Unless one gets into the socio-cultural implication of 
the object, he cannot be deeply inspired to understand 
and appreciate it. In spite of their poverty and 
seclusion the tribal people in Orissa reveal rich 
tradition of artistic taste which deserves admiration 
and further development. Their art objects are 
interpreted as strange, exotic and mysterious. One can 
derive pleasure by looking at the object provided he 
has the knowledge about the circumstances in which 
it is made.  

While making an object the tribal artisans give 
emphasis on their aesthetic socialization, visions and 
dreams. For tribal artists there is no formal training 
and he works with a number of tools. By and large 
contents are true and devoted to the traditions along 
with their approved form and size. The earlier artistic 
efforts in several art objects reveal their love for 
nature and culture. The emotional value of the 
content, the message to be carried, the meaning to be 
expressed are depicted by means of multifarious 
designs and symbols. The real appreciation of tribal 
crafts and art objects depend on their form and 
content. The form relates to the aesthetic sense and 
the content is essentially ethnological. Hence in tribal 
craft and art objects form and content are inter-
dependent. One can observe the influence of aesthetic 
socialization in their arts and crafts. The tribal 
ideology and ethics mostly govern the artistic 
sensibility. Yet there is enough aesthetic awareness 
among them. In spite of all these they are now 
susceptible to outside influence. 

The tribal art, today, in Orissa has remained 
mysterious. It is difficult to decide what aspects of 
tribal art are enduring and which of them need to be 
preserved and promoted. The economic aspects and 

its commercial production can be examined taking 
into account the ground reality of their natural and 
human resources. The moment it is commercialized, it 
has to be confined to the aesthetic value of the 
outsiders. The customers understanding and their 
aspirations are to be give top priority. 

There is no doubt that the tribal artist must be 
helped to preserve and develop his or her own distinct 
way of life and culture. The future of tribal art and 
craft should be developed with certain adjustments 
and adaptability and according to the demands of the 
present. But it must not be manipulated from outside 
rather it should come from within. The exploitation of 
tribal artist is to be deplored but any healthy change 
in the art and craft forms keeping their view and 
traditions is to be welcomed. The rich tribal heritage 
manifested in their works should be used as an 
inspiration for an intelligent linkage with modem 
creative efforts. The material culture, hyphenating the 
whole some world of tribal little community to the 
complex ridden present civilization, still has meaning 
and relevance to the primitive tribes, those who do 
not respond the call of the high-tech society. The 
cohesive aspects of tribal bonding have their own 
world of collective unconscious - which lay 
embedded in the deep layers of their psyche. 

The downright rejection of these material cultures 
under the new paradigm of tribal development often 
has strange results ending in the rejection of the 
development ethics. Though in the cost-benefit 
assessment of the present day - these material culture 
lags far behind in arena of cut throat competition and 
also in achieving the intended result of tribal 
development. Yet, they are to be tolerated for the sake 
of directing the process of change and development of 
the tribal people. 

In the advanced tribal community, the processes 
of eclipse of tribal heritage have started in the right 
earnest. They truly adopt the mainstream culture - 
making them fitted adequately into the evolving 
system. 

 
 
Dr. A.C. Sahoo is the Director of the Academy of Tribal Dialects and Culture, Scheduled Tribe & Scheduled Caste Development 
Department, Government of Orissa, Adivasi Exhibition Ground, Unit-I, Bhubaneswar - 751009, Orissa, India.  
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Cultural Curse: The Tale of Sanki Toki 
Pratibha Ray 
 
Story of awaiting a life after youth 

They live for one day, die everyday. The Bondo 
highlanders call themselves Remo i.e. human being 
but are known as Bondo i.e. naked man by the plain 
landers. The civilized plain landers suffer from Bondo 
phobia as they are whimsical killers whereas Bondo 
people suffer from death phobia as they kill each 
other on flimsy grounds. The harshness of the ecology 
and primitive sociological & psychological problems 
has perhaps made them aggressive, savage and hostile 
towards the civilized people.   

There can be no divergence of views regarding 
Bondo tribe as primitive, since it subscribes to all the 
necessary characteristics such as the pre-agricultural 
level of technology, extreme low level of literacy, low 
growth rate, absence of literal tradition and a world-
view shaped by animism, naturism, shamanism and 
occultism. 

On my first exposure to the tribal world in June 
1985, I found myself among these most primitive 
tribals called the “Bondos” of Orissa, considered to be 
extremely savage, individualistic, stubborn, violent 
and above all homicidal in character, who have 
remained in geographical isolation for centuries. 
The wavy blue plateaus of the Eastern ghats bounded 
by the Malkangiri plains in north-west and hemmed 
in by the waters of Machhkund river in south-east, are 
named after this small tribe “Bondo”, who claim to be 
the autochthons of the entire hill range. The hill-range 
is known as the Bondo-hills, in Koraput district of 
Orissa, India. 

According to some stray legendary beliefs of 
Bondo people they are of primordial origin and are 
the descendants of the first man and wife on earth. 
 
Social organisation 

They are patrilocal and patriarchal. The tribe is 
endogamous whereas the clans are exogamous. 
Monogamy is a common practice but polygamy is not 
completely ruled out. As the wife is a working hand 
in a tribal community, one can go for polygamy 
which is an economical need. Divorce is not 
uncommon. Marrying a divorced woman, or a widow 
is not at all a taboo. 

The most interesting feature of their social life is 
their peculiar marriage system. The wife is normally 
elder by 10-12 years to the husband. The 
marriageable age of the Bondo boy is between the age 

of 7 and 12 years, beyond which it becomes difficult 
to be chosen by a girl as a suitable life partner.  Older 
girls prefer to marry younger boys who would earn 
for them and take care of them when they become 
old. The normal marriageable age of a girl is 19 and 
above. A girl of 24-25 could get a spouse without 
difficulty whereas a boy of 17-18 is right away 
rejected by girls as too old. Selection of the spouse is 
left completely to the choice of the partners 
concerned, where as the girl's decision plays an 
important role. Without the consent of a girl marriage 
cannot be possible. Of course, marriage by capture 
occurs sometimes which is one of the many types of 
marriages in Bondo tradition. But the girl has every 
right to divorce the boy after forceful marriage if he is 
not up to her choice. Soon after the boy gets married 
he is separated from his parents and is expected to 
live independently with his wife, older to him. 

The village is the most important social unit in 
which all members are "Soru Bhai" or holy-brother of 
each other. Marriage within the village is strictly 
forbidden and considered as incestuous. But 
"Dhangda": or "Young boys" of other villages are free 
to come and spend the whole night with the 
unmarried girls in "Selanidingo" or "Dhangdighar" or 
dormitory organization. Pre-marital romance is 
socially approved inside the "Selani dingo" as the 
Bondo dormitory or "Selani dingo" works chiefly as a 
matrimonial agency. The boy as well as the girl is free 
to change and select any number of partners in the 
"Selani dingo": The girl may dance and sing with the 
boys but she will never propose for marriage from her 
side. The boys try to read the minds of girls and to 
please them, give them small presentations every now 
and then. After studying the girl's mind they propose 
for marriage but the final decision is always with the 
girls. If a girl, after accepting a lot of gifts says 'no' to 
the boy's proposal, she is not blamed. Hence the boy's 
fate or ill-luck is to be blamed.  

When the girl says "Yes" marriage is fixed but not 
without clearing the bride price in the form of 2 heads 
of cattle, some rice, a pot of liquor and one rupee paid 
to the bride's father by the bridegroom. The betrothed 
bride and bridegroom can sleep in the "Selani dingo" 
but the bridegroom can not bring the bride to his 
house. Till depositing the compensation in form of 
bride-price for taking away two working hands from 
the father, the bridegroom cannot be benefited by 
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utilizing the labour of the girl. After marriage, the 
young wife takes care of her boy husband, shoulders 
all the household responsibility including agriculture, 
cattle, poultry and everything else belonging to her 
husband.  

The relative qualities of Bondo men and women 
which contribute to their personal and social life may 
be considered. It is a prevailing age old notion that 
men have greater physical strength than women. 
Therefore men can undertake physically more 
arduous tasks than women such as heavy labour in the 
field, hunting, cutting wood, carrying logs, ploughing 
and warfare. In Bondo society women undertake the 
most arduous tasks such as agricultural activities, 
felling of trees, carrying logs on head, burning forests 
and all other activities at home and outside. They 
carry water on head in large pots from down-streams 
to their hamlets situated on uplands. But it is 
generally found in almost all human societies that 
ploughing, hunting and warfare have been primarily 
male activities and these are also taboos for Bondo 
women. When Bondo women can easily do the rest of 
the heavy manual work, what practically prevents 
them from performing the aforesaid works? Perhaps 
in early society women were barred from the 
activities connected with hunting and warfare since it 
would not be possible on the part of women during 
their pregnancy. But Bondo women have been seen 
doing such arduous tasks even in the advanced stages 
of pregnancy. 

Bondo woman’s begetting and rearing children 
does not prevent her from hard physical work and she 
mostly remains to be the family’s bread-earner. A 
Bondo young woman marries a boy husband 10-12 
years younger to her. Hence the economic control in 
the family is entrusted on the wife. She sells and buys 
in the weekly market. It is a funny scene to see the 
Bondo husband buying liquor and getting boozed and 
doing all sorts of mischief; all the while his calm, 
quiet and composed wife tries to always restrain and 
control the wayward husband, sometimes through 
scolding, sometimes coaxing and cajoling, bribing 
him with a brass necklace or plastic comb to assuage 
his bad temper. At the same time she would be selling 
hill-products and buying salt, earthen pots, or dried 
fish according to her budget. Borrowing money, 
paddy, poultry or repaying the debt, all the 
transactions take place between the “Saukar’s” 
(money-lender) wife and the loanee’s wife, while the 
husbands remain mere onlookers. From this it may 
appear that the Bondo women enjoy high status as 

they enjoy economic independence and have the 
power of economic control. But it primarily takes 
place because of necessity. The wife is not only elder 
than her husband, but also more mature, practical and 
mentally balanced. So she performs the deal in a 
responsible manner. The other important and well 
known reason is the tragic insecurity of the Bondo 
men’s life, who often does not die a natural death, and 
frequently meets his end through violence. The 
Bondos have scant regard for life and when provoked 
or challenged become violent and murderous. Thus 
the financial deals are made between women because 
their life is relatively more secure and repayment 
holds a better guarantee and assurance. This itself 
does not necessarily confer a higher status on the 
woman. 

I met Sanki Toki (Toki is a respectable title for 
women as "Devi" for civilized women) there on the 
hills, a full-grown, hard working woman of twenty-
five, who was working in the paddy fields under a 
scorching sun, scantily dressed, head clean-shaved, 
with several colourful strings of beads to cover the 
youthful chest. On the nearby hill slope, a boy of 9-
10, Somra was running after squirrels in a playful 
mood. She shouted at the boy and ordered her to 
come and help her in the field. The boy, shirking from 
the assignment ran away throwing stones to the 
monkeys on the tree branches. She threatened the boy 
with dire consequences when he returned home. To 
me Sanki and Somra seemed to be mother and son, 
but indeed they were wife and husband! It is unusual 
in the Bondo society to find a husband older than the 
wife. This is the age-old custom in the primitive 
Bondo society. Marriage has not been imposed on her 
like other Indian marriages. She has chosen her own 
husband! It appears to be a love marriage and 
strangely in a marriage the wife is the interviewer and 
the husband is the interviewee. 

One day, with little provocation, ten year old 
Somra killed a man and went to jail for a long term 
(fourteen years). His wife Sanki could have re-
married another boy husband and continued her 
struggle for survival. But the possessive husband 
Somra made her promise to faithfully wait for his 
return and not to go away with another man. The poor 
woman had to transgress the injunction of not 
ploughing the field, but as promised could not go with 
another man and continued to wait for her husband, as 
in primitive societies men and women are true to their 
‘words’. Sanki patiently waited for her husband to 
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return from jail and to begin a new life. She took care 
of Somra’s house and landed property.  

After 14 years or more a strong, tall and young 
Somra returned from jail to meet his devoted wife. 
But he was shocked to see a weak, suffering, middle 
aged woman waiting for him, who claimed to be his 
wife Sanki! After few months it was not difficult for 
Somra to divorce his aged wife and marry a young 
divorcee woman. Sanki not only lost her youth, she 
lost her home, husband, paddy field and a whole life! 

She did not have any property rights on her parents 
property or husband’s property. Somra was not at 
fault! Wives wait. Wives should remain hard 
working, youthful, beautiful and devoted to give 
comfort and pleasure to the husband.  

“Are you happy?” To this question, Sanki did not 
answer but questioned “Why should I be unhappy? 
We obey the rules of our society. Our culture is great 
and far above people’s happiness and sorrow”. 

 
 
A teacher by profession, Dr. Pratibha Ray is currently a member of the Orissa Publice Service Commission.  She was awarded the 
Padmashree in 2007. Her first novel was 'Barsa, Basanta, Baishakha', 1974. Other books followed at regular intervals, including the 
famous novel Yajnaseni - The Story of Draupadi  Her numerous awards include Orissa Sahitya Akademi Award, Sarala Award, 
Moorti Devi Award of Bharatiya Jnanpith, Katha Award, Bisuv Award, and Sahitya Akademi Award..  
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The Tribal World of Orissa 
Sitakanta Mahapatra 
 

The social, cultural and religious life of Orissa has 
been considerably shaped and influenced by tribal 
traditions. It is not merely that Orissa today has the 
largest number of tribal communities in any State in 
the country some of whom are the most colourful or 
that the existence of a classical folk-tribal continuum 
in Orissa is today a generally accepted fact of 
sociological enquiry. It is for the even more important 
reason that elements of tribal ethnicity and religious 
ritual have entered the making of the Jagannath Cult 
and perhaps the most important religious center of the 
Hindus at Puri. 

The sixty-two tribal groups that inhabit the State 
are widely different from one another in terms of their 
numbers, degree of economic development, level of 
acculturation and ethnographic details. They have 
among them one of the largest all-India group like the 
Santals though in the State it is the Kondhs who are 
most numerous. Some of the groups like the Bondas 
or the Dongrias are perhaps the most colourful among 
the Indian tribes. Thirteen groups or sub- groups are 
designated "primitive" based on a combined criteria 
of economic and educational backwardness, isolation 
and a very sharp perception of independent cultural 
self-image. On one hand you have the Santals who 
are perhaps the most cultured and on the other, you 
have the Juangs and the Bondas who are still very 
little touched by the impact of modernization. 

Jagannath, the most adored God of the Hindus, 
the Lord of the Universe as he is called is supposed to 
have been originally the God of the Savaras or 
Jagannath, the most adored God of the Hindus, the 
Lord of the Universe as he is called is supposed to 
have been originally the God of the Savaras or 
Saoras, a tribal group in Orissa. The legend of 
Viswabasu, Vidyapati and Indradyumna and the 
crafty stealing of Nilamadhaba from the Savara 
kingdom is deeply ingrained in the cultural history 
and national psyche of the Oriya people. The worship 
of the tree in primitive cultures, the half-formed 
images of the Triad- Jagannath, Balabhadra and 
Subhadra - which make them look like many rough-
hewn wooden sculptures of the primitives, are only 
added pointers in that direction. 

A very high degree of social equality and natural 
tolerance are the primary ingredients of the Jagannath 
Cult which has influenced and enriched Orissa's 
society and culture. The annual Chariot festival or 
Ratha Yatra at Puri is indeed one of the seminal 

examples of ritual as anti-structure, when the lord of 
the Universe, the closeted supreme Deity of the 
classical Hindu Pantheon comes out of the temple, 
once a year, and rides a chariot in the street and can 
be viewed by all classes and groups irrespective of 
religion, caste or class. The tribal societies of Orissa 
possess this extreme sense of equality and tolerance 
towards others. Live and let others live. This motto 
comes so naturally to the tribals. The whole village is 
one unit and even when you visit interior tribal 
villages, you may find everybody in a family gone to 
work and the doors of the houses are not locked. A 
family cannot starve when others in the village have 
something to share. When the hill-slopes are cleared 
for Podu cultivation, each family contributes labour in 
tune with its available able-bodied members but the 
allotment of land is in tune with the number of 
members in the family. Thus the principle, to each 
according to his need and from each according to his 
ability, comes naturally to the tribal. 

The levels of economic development vary very 
widely. On one end of the spectrum you have got the 
food-gathering Kharia, the hunting and food- 
gathering Birhors and the swidden cultivators like 
Saoras, Juangs or Hill Kondhs while at the other end 
you have Gonds, the Santals and the Bhuiyans who 
have taken to settled cultivation on the plains and are 
fairly receptive to modernization in agriculture, health 
and education. Besides, with economic development 
also comes a more welcome awareness of their rights 
and how to protect them, the value of land and the 
utility of the political process as an avenue to bring in 
economic benefit to their people and their region. 
From that point of view surely the Santals or the 
Oraons are more worldly-wise than the vulnerable 
Saoras or Dongria Kondhs. 

Whatever their level of economic backwardness 
or development, most tribal societies have a fairly 
high level of performing and plastic arts. Songs and 
Dances punctuate their individual and social lives. 
They inherit a tradition and continue to "live" in a 
time when all poetry was song. It was meant to be 
recited, chanted, sung; individually or in chorus and 
often to the accompaniment of dances and musical 
instruments. Each song was also meant for a 
particular occasion, a specific ritual. The singing, the 
body movements in dancing and the ritual celebration 
generally go together. Poetry was and still is central 
to the business of living. In fact for every human 
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activity, there is a song. Birth, death, marriage, 
naming a child, attainment of puberty by a girl, 
sowing of seeds, harvesting, wearing new flowers, 
hunting, curing illness, thanksgiving to unseen Gods - 
every occasion has its appropriate song. The human 
world, after all, is only a part of the large cosmos, 
surrounded by the natural world, the world of others 
living things, the birds, the beasts, the trees, the 
creepers; and the world of spirits and ancestors. The 
song-poems are ritualistic but they are also functional. 
They seek to express the simplest truths of life 
intensely etched in intimate 
details of lived experience. 
They continue the traditions of 
the community. They help the 
individual to put his tiny 
lifespan on this earth in a larger 
context. They seek answers to 
those eternal questions that 
have always troubled man: the 
mysteries of life and death, 
pleasure and pain, guilt and sin. 
They try to find answers to 
natural phenomena like thunder 
and lightning, stars and planets, 
the flux of time and the passing 
of seasons. And in a troubled 
and sincere voice they seek to address themselves to 
the only people they have been destined to know. 
Sometimes it is indeed a small group. For even today 
when a Juang or a Bonda sings it is for the village 
people or the clan people not exceeding a hundred or 
may be a thousand. Rarely he has traveled except in 
his area and his imagination takes in only his 
immediate surroundings. 

The centrality that poetry or song achieved in 
their case is sadly missing in the poetry of the last 
hundred years. Surely we look cleverer, more capable 
of manipulating words, making them say what we 
perhaps don't intend to say or worse still, don't 

comprehend ourselves. In any case we seem to be 
preoccupied with many matters that are rather 
peripheral to human life and experience and are thus 
stuck in "back-waters". 

Tribal life and culture of Orissa has a warmth and 
vitality, a strength and refinement which has not been 
often appreciated. It is a strength and an asset which 
should not be lost sight of in the implementation of 
the tasks of economic development and poverty 
amelioration nor get sidetracked in arid political 
debates. It is a sacred national task to preserve and 

nurture these autonomous little 
cultures, which are sometimes 
without the strength to stand up 
to rapid change and 
modernization. There are 
unmistakable signs of loss, 
distortion and decay. A more 
responsive approach at all 
levels - political and 
administrative - is a felt need. 

Summing up one may say 
that the culture and life-style of 
Orissa's tribals have a range, 
complexity, grandeur and 
colourfulness which is perhaps 
unmatched by any other State 

in the country. Oriya society, religion and culture 
have been enriched through centuries of cross-
fertilization between this culture and the non-tribal 
culture, which has created and nurtured the prevailing 
classical-folk-tribal continuum. Orissa was one of the 
last regions of the country to go under British rule. It 
may have impeded the historical process of British 
education, railways and so on. But it also helped 
retain, in comparatively purer and unalloyed form, the 
contours of our ancient heritage in different arts. The 
continuum is the result of that comparative historical 
isolation. 
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Culture Changes and the Orissan Dance Tradition 
Dinanath Pathy 
 

Be it a biological evolution or a cultural 
progression, the 'change' remains the signifier. The 
'change' as the evolving pattern brings a sense of 
immediacy and freshness to the overused practices 
and morbid forms. Amidst the changes, the property 
of change remains stable and makes us more sensible 
to the emerging needs and wiser to accept new 
challenges. The general assumption emphasizes on 
the inalterability of a tradition. The strict jacket 
encasing emerges from our misunderstanding or 
misreading a tradition. A tradition at its best functions 
as a text to be followed, commented upon, 
interpolated and consequently made into several sub-
texts, each potential enough to alter or replace the 
basic text. Misreading the principle of evolution 
makes the basic text as original or pure and the sub-
texts or altered texts as fake or polluted. Each 
tradition breaks into two components, one the stable 
and the other progressed and advanced. The stable is 
considered the essential to a tradition and the altered 
the ephemeral. However those who even do not 
profess change as the quintessence of a living 
tradition, accept change as a partial necessity. In the 
cultural context, there runs a risk of using the word 
'original' to explain the basic text. It then anticipates 
another category such as 'fake' or if we label the basic 
as major, we have to juxtapose it against the minor. 
These categories or labels have several corollaries 
those push and pull the meaning in several directions. 
For example, the categories could also be used in the 
sense of 'national' and 'regional' and should the 
Orissan dance traditions aspire to be national, to 
fulfill a populist demand, then it might not be 
surprising to push a regional singing tradition (say 
Odissi music) to be accepted as classical by the 
Sangeet Natak Akademi, New Delhi at the national 
level. 

A tradition is an ever-flowing stream and not a 
land locked water body left unused for centuries 
either to stink or left dry. Several tributaries to make 
it rich join the stream. Therefore the stream at its 
origin differ to a great extent at its joining the sea. 
This is the most common allegory that explains a 
tradition. To talk about a tradition, we normally rely 
upon the text, practices, innovations and influences. 

An art form like the dance, which is extremely 
fragile, cannot simply rely on a codified text without 
being innovative. Although we have not been able to 
solve the riddle involving the theory or practice in 

terms of their primacy, we will do ourselves good to 
believe that a text is the result of codifying several 
practices of ethnic groups. 
Within a broad parameter of a cultural tradition, we 
primarily take notice of three distinctive traditions, 
such as the literary, visual and performing. Although 
the dance traditions form an appreciable part of the 
performing arts, there was a continuous dialogue and 
interpretation between different levels of visual and 
literary manifestations within a region and that there 
was also a schematic communication amongst 
different regions at particular levels. We are 
fascinated with Kapila Vatsyayan's idea of dividing 
the Indian cultural traditions not only as micro units 
and macro movements, but macro subgroups 
comprising contiguous areas. (Vatsyayan 1994) 

With conceptual models, research methodologies 
constantly evolving in the study of cultural traditions, 
the terminologies those held good the other day, no 
more fulfill the aspirations of new strategies. We are 
aware of the Red-field concept of the "great" and 
"little" traditions as well as Srinivasan's concept of 
Sanskritisation. These concepts have almost been 
accepted universally by the sociologists and have also 
been applied by the historians. There is rather the 
critical writing, both in history and sociology that 
applies Levi Strauss and other structuralists' models 
for the Indian tradition in Toto without modifications. 
But in the Indian context, it has been realised that the 
great classical traditions and the little folk traditions 
do not stand apart as well as the rural and urban or the 
Brahmin-tribal dichotomy have any relevance. 

Dividing the performing art studies into simplistic 
categories of tribal, folk and classical do not hold any 
significance. These categories at times may mean 
political or social segments constantly struggling to 
reach a unilateral progression in the so-called 
development plan, which do not contain the 
complexities of the Indian social structure. When one 
uses the term 'Sanskritisation' and 'vernacularisation,' 
the complexity of the social problems become more 
confounded because a less affluent or privileged class 
of people begin to acquire the behavioural patterns of 
an elitist society. Moreover the pattern of patronage 
exclusive to some dance forms at the cost of others 
makes the situation worse where we fail to make a 
judgment fair enough without harming valid claims of 
specific groups and forms. Therefore I do not 
consider the approach of this seminar on the given 
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frontiers of tribal, folk and classical, reasonable 
enough to hold weightage in an academic discussion. 

Secondly, I have preferred to use the expression, 
"Orissan (Odissi) dance traditions" rather than "dance 
traditions of Orissa," because I would like to 
emphasise the regional or local in the tradition and 
bring in the component of language and ethnicity. No 
doubt there is a chain of continuity in the dance 
tradition when we refer to the scene of Rañga Sabhā 
in the Udayagiri caves in Bhubaneswar (2nd Century 
B.C.) as the earliest archaeological evidence, still 
then, the tradition to become Orissan or Odissi took 
long years in the phase of evolution. 

This could be the first visual record of a court 
dance, sabhā nrtya performed by a dancer of 
provocative beauty to the accompaniment of drum, 
flute and cymbals. The Ranigumpha inscription of 
Kharavela, the Jain monarch, dating to the 2nd Century 
B.C., records that in the third year of his reign, the 
king himself an expert dancer and musician, arranged 
a performance of tandava (vigorous) and abhinaya 
(histrionics) for the delectation of his people. Such 
dances by emperors and princes were enacted keeping 
in tune with the practice prevalent in ancient India. 
The Natyasastra, the primacy dance text codifies 
several such dance practices. 

Natyasastra by Bharata is a much larger 
compendium than what we generally understand by 
nrtya and nata. The traditional practitioners of dance, 
music, drama have preserved the rules successively 
handed down from the teacher to the pupil and they 
are better commentators on the text rather than the 
scribes who over a period of time have made several 
interpolations. Besides the topics relevant for the 
dramatic art, many other things, conducive to the 
understanding of the various landmarks in the cultural 
evolution of India are found included in the 
Natyasastra. In the Chapters 14, 18 and 02, there are 
references to several cities, rural region and Odra-
Kalinga is specifically mentioned. In spite of such 
codifications of dance practices and place affiliations, 
we cannot claim that Natysastra has anything 
specifically to do with a tradition that we now call 
Orissan or Odissi. The text is broad based and we 
would be justified to term it as a basic pan-Indian text 
and not a regional treatise. 

Similarly it would be too vague a claim to begin 
our Orissan (Odissi) dance tradition from the 
Ranigumpha dancing sculpture. At best we could 
weave a commonality between the sculptural art, the 
dance and the palm leaf text and emphasise on their 
interrelationship. The architecture of the time, 

especially the monasteries and temples project dance 
sculptures profusely as an act of embellishments. A 
larger section of them are dancing gods and 
goddesses. The ParagurdmeAvara temple of the 8th 

Century is rich in dance sculptures including the 
Tandava Siva and the dancing figures in the latticed 
window at the entrance of the Jagamohana, porch. In 
describing this frieze, the dance historians could find 
the prsthasvastika pose as described by Bharata in the 
Natyasastra in one of the figures in the extreme right 
of the frieze. It is no wonder that the sculptures 
carved on the temple walls do depict a variety of 
poses and postures like tribhanga (three body bends), 
ksipta, sama (equipoise), cauka, (squatting position), 
urddvajanu (raised knee position), prasarita abhanga 
(two body bends), karihasta (the shape of a trunk of 
an elephant) and the like. The tradition of sculpting 
dancing figures and friezes continue unabated on the 
temples till we reach a state of affluence in the Sun 
temple at Kondrka. Before reaching Konarka, we 
wish to make a detour to highlight the oft-quoted 
dancing sculpture on the façade of Bramhesvara 
temple, Bhubaneswar, constructed in the 10th 
Century. Do the sculptors have carved dancing 
sculptures on temples as per the prescription of body 
poses and stances laid down in Natyasastra or they 
were more guided by the principles of artistic 
traditions those constitute the aesthetics of spatial 
compositions? The question no doubt is a valid one 
but could be twisted to serve both the purposes. 

To lengthen a regional tradition on a time scale, 
we can as well locate our resources related to dance in 
a pan—Indian temple building workshop, what most 
of the regional styles aspire to assume the mantle of 
the main stream. On the contrary our claim over a 
pan-Indian style as our own gains ground when we 
accept the 11th Century Kalingan style as a regional 
variation with distinctive features compared to north 
Indian Vesara or south Indian Dravida styles. Should 
we identify present Orissan style with ancient 
Kalifiga and make a compromise in the geographical 
positions because style is often associated with a 
work of art in a given period of time and place. To be 
precise I would like to draw a dividing line between 
the pan-Indian and the regional because the regional 
has several distinctive features such as of language, 
art and dance with which we are living at best for the 
last five to six hundred years. The rest is more of a 
history and I do not say that our claims are not valid. 
May I be permitted to make a subtle distinction 
between a historical tradition and a living tradition 
and our context to a living and lived tradition is more 
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relevant. 
Most of our performing arts are hardly two 

hundred years old. The Odissi dance is half a Century 
story. The chau has a record of a hundred and fifty 
years to its credit. Prahllada Nataka, 
Radhapremalila, Bharatalila, Ramalila, Krsnalila 
have more or less the same fate. In such a scenario, 
how can one push them as far back as 2nd Century 
B.C. to claim a tradition of antiquity? 

Oriya expression equates nrtya, natya, naca and 
nata. Many traits are common to these forms. A 
particular dance style, which was earlier known as 
Odia nata or daksini nata later became famous as 
Odissi nrtya. The term nata was conveniently 
changed into nrtya. When Odissi dance was 
choreographed for large stages involving a number of 
dancers, the presentation was termed as ballet or 
dance drama. There is yet another form, which is a 
dance, punctuated with dialogue and enacted to a 
thematic song composition known as giti natya. It 
seems that these terms and even certain forms are 
interchangeable. Therefore nrtya parampara could 
also mean nata parampara. 

With paradigms shifts, the village that was once 
considered a hub of folk activities has now become a 
town with highly structured and choreographed 
performances. The folk dances have now been pulled 
out of their habitats and they no more belong to ethnic 
groups. One is amused to witness a group of urban 
educated girls (urban-folk or urban-tribe) performing 
a tribal dance number. The tribal and folk dances 
have lost their originality and are being faked and 
performed in towns and cities for the entertainment of 
patrons and the neo-rich. Both the tribal and folk 
dances by the hill and forest dwelling people and 
peasants, were never meant to be performed on 
professional stages. In their original presentations 
there was hardly a dividing line between the 
participants performing and participants witnessing. 
The very basic problem now is how to define a tribe 
or tribal, folk and the classical? Could these be related 
to the forest, village and the town (nagara)? Earlier 
there was a movement of communication that took 
place along these levels determined by regional axis. 
Along side there was a second system of 
communication where particular levels interacted 
with parallel levels in other spheres. The orbit was 
large comprising many regional areas but there were 
micro grouping and macro grouping of contiguous 
areas. We could sense a change in these parameters. 
Yet it is not difficult to find a clear connection 
between the artistic expressions of the tribes such as 

Kondhs and Sauras of Ganjam district, even the 
Santals, Juangs, the paikas, the dances of Mayurbhanj 
chau, the dramatic techniques of the jatra players, the 
dance and the acrobatic techniques of sakhis and 
gotipuas of the akhadas and the maharis of the 
temples in Orissa. All these belong to different levels 
of society, but are held together by a regional style 
and channels of communication, which can be seen in 
painting, and architecture styles in these regions. The 
dance traditions in Orissa are fostered by strong 
linguistic currents and where there is no play of 
language, it is the rhythmic resonance and the visual 
spectacle those provided the coherent structure. 

Most of the dance forms at all levels are 
restructured and given new meanings. They have 
undergone modifications at the hands of revivalists. 
Chau dance originally did not belong to Mayurbhanj 
but was adopted from Sareikala towards the later part 
of 19th Century. Upendra Biswal and Banamali Das 
were the first teachers who settled in Baripada and 
taught chau to a large number of disciples under the 
patronage of Krushna Chandra Bhanja (1868- 82). 
During the period of growth, the dancers used to put 
on masks and wore a prabha (halo) made of bamboo 
stripes fixed at their backs. Till the beginning of the 
20th Century the chau dancers of Baripada and 
adjacent villages of Chitrada, Kostha, Rairangpur and 
Singala wore masks, which were subsequently not 
preferred, and now wearing and not wearing of masks 
mark the difference between Mayurbhanj and 
Sareikala chau. The caitra parva in the month of 
April, which marks frenzied chau performances in 
Baripada today, was initially a festival to celebrate 
Rama Navami (Radha Mohan Mohanty 1998). It is no 
wonder that chau, which replaced Ramalila came to 
be identified with Mayurbhanj region. 

It would be quite revealing to find that chau and 
Odissi dance share a few common characteristics. For 
instance the basic pose cauka, which is so important 
for an Odissi dancer to master, has been borrowed 
from chau. Both the dances reconstructed in the 
contemporary times, have acquired traces of western 
music and compositional attitudes while the music is 
less visible in Odissi performed by native dancers, the 
chau makes use of Bengali, Hindustani, Santali and 
Jhumar. 

Ritual and dance are interrelated since ancient 
times. Before this, dance was a part of life's activities 
and celebrations. The dances performed by the tribes 
are group dances. Solo performances are almost rare. 
Although Archer's mention of nude joker dance 
among the Santals could be a deviation. A majority of 
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dance performances reflect food-gathering activities. 
The kesari kappa dance to indicate collection of 
kesari fruit of the Oraons, is the best example of 
gathering dance. Tribes have observed and 
internalised animal behaviour in their food-gathering 
and hunting trips, which later found place in their 
dance performances. Therefore we encounter various 
dance performances imitating bear, tiger, snake, cock, 
hen, crane, vulture and peacock. The file dance of the 
Koyas exhibiting speed and zigzag movements 
indicates search for a hunt. Anthropologists view this 
dance as a vestige of Palaeolithic human culture. This 
file dance gradually transformed into a group-
procession dance and is now performed by Sauras, 
Bondas and Kondhs. Procession dance was further 
refined and practised by Santals, Kols, Mundas, 
Koyas and Gadabas. It also formed a part of the 
meriah sacrifice. Tribal marriage dances resemble 
procession dances. Tribal dances are not meaningful 
development of limb movements; rather they express 
a spontaneous outburst of shouts, shrieks, pelting of 
stones, earthen balls and sticks. Of course meanings 
could be derived from any kind of kinetics. 

Another important dance performance of the 
tribes is connected with agricultural cycles and is 
regarded as a community rejoicing. The agricultural 
year is dotted with several festive occasions like 
sowing of seeds, planting of saplings, harvesting of 
crops and eating of new fruits. During these occasions 
song, music and dance are offered as a mark of 
respect to the ancestors. They believe that the 
ancestors and deities are responsible for good harvest 
and connected with agriculture. Since peacock is 
considered a symbol of death, the Kondhs pay tribute 
to a top leader with a peacock dance. 

Like the peacock dance of the Kondhs, the Juangs 
have deer dance. Tribal dances could also be 
connected with marriages like the Sarhul and Kharia. 
Many of the dance forms of the tribes have been lost 
in the process of Sanskritisation and urbanisation, but 
a few basic compositional structures like the circular 
dance formation of the tribes have been retained as 
hallisaka and rasa in Sanskritised dances. 

To bring in a synoptic discussion on tribal dances 
at this point of presentation is to focus on the 
ritualistic aspect of dance at all levels concerning 
tribal, folk (vernacular) and classical (Sanskritised). 
Viewed in a broader perspective, a dance tradition has 
two significant aspects, one, its ritual context and the 
other, its entertaining value. Almost all the dance 
performances, presented on a professional stage, to be 
watched by a cross-section of public spectators, are 

dances for entertainments, and therefore need not be 
considered for its ethnic substance. Tourism festival 
dances put up such bizarre kind of assemblage, which 
are reviewed by journalists as tribal or folk. The day 
we took the dances out of their habitats; 
choreographed them, they lost their context and 
authenticity and therefore to categorise them as tribal 
and folk has no validity. Such of our actions amount 
to faking an art form. 

At the same time, we can reconstruct and reinvent 
any of our dance forms, decontextualise or re-
contextualise them according to the demand of the 
time and need of our viewers. We can as well re-
emphasise their ritualistic aspects to boost the ethnic 
temper of the patrons but we cannot at the same time 
label them as authentic. If the mangalacarana, a 
ritualistic repertoire is an integral part of Odissi 
presentation (though it has lost its scene these days), 
why a similar ritual, say nrsimhanyasa could not 
make Prahllada Nataka more acceptable. Tribal 
dances are so spontaneous and fluid that they do not 
hold enough of artistic girth. Therefore they are not 
viable for a stage presentation. Tribal dances provide 
a colourful spectacle and are fit for large pageantry. 
Rightly so the processional aspects of the tribal dance 
forms have been exploited in Republic Day parades. 

Chau and dandanata are dances with enough of 
ritualistic potentials, while chau is performed as an 
individual dance form devoid of its ritual, danda has 
mostly remained with its acrobatic marvels, though of 
course cadheya cadheyanii and vinakara numbers are 
also performed professionally. The entertaining part 
of evening danda performance contains a small 
fragment like the prava and dances of Ganesa, Isvara 
and Parvati ritual. 

The crux of danda performance consists of dhuli 
danda, mirroring a series of agricultural activities like 
ploughing, sowing seeds, weeding the fields, 
harvesting and pounding rice; pani danda involving 
water acrobatics and agni danda displaying several 
daring feats with fire torches. These sequences have 
spectacles and could be made into a fine 
choreography involving principles of earth, water and 
fire or pancabhuta geometrical presentations. This 
has to be rescued from the blacktopped roads of 
Berhampur town by some imaginative choreographer 
like Narendra Sharma and performed in the lawns of 
Rabindra Bhavan in Delhi. Or we could weave them 
into a vigorous war dance form in the lines of 
Kalaripayattu of Kerala. The pure dance aspect of 
dandanata could match those of chau and Prahllada 
Nataka. 
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Mangala, osatkothi, jhamu, ghantapatua, gairama 
and such other forms have remained marginalized. To 
label these 'folk', make them withdrawn and casual, 
instead their artistic aspects have to be explored for 
new choreographies. How about an Odissi dance with 
Mangala included in mangalacarana? We have made 
experiments of such innovative mixtures in a dance 
presentation titled Interfacing and it worked, aroused 
curiosity and a sense of exploration. Prahllada 
Nataka, sakhinata and Radhapremalila are saturated 
with dance sequences. Prahllada Nataka has vigorous 
tandava dances by the demon king Hiranyakasipu, 
Radhapremalila has Krsna tandava and almost akin 
to sakhinata in its display of lasya. Both 
Radhapremalila and sakhinata thrive on abhinaya 
and what they urgently need is pallavi. Sakhinata, the 
legitimate precursor of present Odissi, has been 
ignored. Sakhinata enjoyed the same status that of 
Kuchipudi in Andhra Pradesh. I would like to draw 
your attention to thali dance (a speciality of Pankaj 
Charan style), which has unmistakable influence of 
Kuchipudi. It has become a fashion to talk of 
acrobatic bandhas in gotipua, but coastal Oriyas are 
not aware of bandhas in sakhiatta and the artistic 
village Mathura in Ganjam district once full of art 
forms is now languishing. Look, today gotipuas are 
trained by Odissi teachers. There is an urgent need to 
revive and reinvent sakhinata.  

In south Orissa and particularly in Ganjam, there 
existed (to some extent exists) a nata panjara, dance 
structure with vertical movement of dancers filling 
dance spaces in sakhinata, Radhapremalila, 
Krsnalila, Ramalila, Bharatalila and Prahllada 
Nataka. Teenagers and even boys of eight and nine 
are picked up by adhikaris (managers), to be trained 
as sakhis, rigorously in akhadas by mastres (masters). 
They are trained as elemental dancers to perform as 
sakhi pilas, Krsnas, Radhas, Rams and Prahlladas. A 
sakhi pila used to make a career as a dancer in his 
native village or depend on a group of neighbouring 
villages to make a living as an artist of some 
significance. When these young dancers attained their 
puberty and crossed twenty they were inducted as 
Hiranyakasipu in Prahllada Nataka. Very strangely a 
coy sakhi character is transformed into a vigorous 
male. Not all can venture to perform Hiranya but the 
best out of the lot makes it happen. 

The revivalists and dance teachers, responsible to 
reconstruct and reinvent Odissi in the Fifties of the 
last century relied to a great extent on gotipua dance 
practices in and around Puri town. It is often cited that 
Chandra Sekhar Patnaik of Dimirisena was in 

possession of technical knowledge related to ukutas 
(rhythmic syllables) of which even the so-called 
gurus had no information (Patnaik 1971). Simhari 
Shyamsundar Kar, Mohan Mohapatra and Kali 
Charan Patnaik had substantial amount of traditional 
knowledge related to the old dance form. The 
revivalists could not reconcile with both the gotipua 
and mahari traditions, those were so divergent, and 
they were in a hurry to cook up a recipe called Odissi. 
None of the great teachers on whose shoulders the 
greatness ultimately rested was from traditional 
dancer family or background, of course with an 
exception to Pankaj Charan Das who came from a 
mahari family. But Kelucharan Mahapatra was born 
in a traditional painter's family and Debaprasad Das 
belonged to a literati karana caste and was trained as 
akhada pila. They had one thing in common that they 
were all attached to professional theatre groups and 
rasa touring parties. Their earlier careers were 
ignominious and therefore their rise to fame was 
stupendous. The present generation of Odissi teachers 
are now extremely careful to coin words, structure 
their thoughts, being somewhat imprisoned in the 
gurudom. They were all trained as gotipuas as 
successors of late teachers. 

It is regrettable that a few of the dance teachers 
like Trinath Maharana, Natabara Maharana, 
Muralidhar Majhi and Gajendra Kumar Panda who 
belong to Ganjam and are brought up in sakhinata 
environment neither emphasise their connection with 
sakhinata nor try to revive the form and bring it back 
on the main dance stream. It is amazing that 
revivalists like Kali Charan Patnaik and 
Dhirendranath Patnaik who were at least in know of 
sakhinata in their times, ignored the tradition 
labelling it as daksini. It was a time to build up Odissi 
as an absolute dance form different from 
Bharatanatyam and Kuchipudi and therefore their 
intention was logical. However it did not merit a 
holistic approach.  

Oriya rasa tradition was more complex and 
artistic and one finds not only the mandala nrtya but 
dhadi nrtya (file dance) and bandha nrtya (acrobatic 
dance) formations such as navanarikunjara, 
navagunjara, asvakunjara and navakunjara. On the 
contrary the Bengali rasa traditions were rather mild 
and simple. The Bengali influence was evident due to 
Caitanya's impact on Orissa when a separate class of 
gaudiya vaisnavas was formed. Mohan Sundar Dev 
Goswami in whose rasa party, Kelucharan was 
performing, was a devout vaisnava and therefore 
when Kelucharan introduced rasa into Odissi, it was 
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more a Bengali tradition. Mohan Sundar Dev 
Goswami and Kali Charan Patnaik differed in their 
approach to rasa. 

Two of the significant rasa performances 
choreographed by Kelucharan, were 
Kisoracandrananda Campu of Kavisurya Baladeva 
Ratha and Bhanusingher Padavali by Rabindranath 
Tagore. These performances were no doubt refined 
compared to Radhapremalila and sakhinata but 
lacked the earthiness of the local forms. The 
introduction of one or several kunjas as stage props in 
Radhapremalila had given the dance better scope to 
project three-dimensionality. If one juxtaposes 
Bhanusingher Padavali along with Radhapremalila, 
one will not fail to understand the north south divide. 
Our choreographers had a tendency to look outward 
to replenish their native dance at the cost of local 
valour only with an anxiety to become pan-Indian. No 
tradition can survive in isolation. But in an attempt to 
refine forms, one is likely to loose the 'substantial' 
that is often raw and potential. Orissa has only a 
panditya parampara, which has to do more with 
words, sounds and their meanings, and therefore 
saundarya parampara or ruci parampara, which was 
our cultural essence a few years ago now suffers and 
Odissi dance is a virtual victim. 

Today's Odissi dance is primarily based on four 
factors. These are the textual validation, sculptural 
evidences, dance memory and Kalakshetra 
Bharatanatyam support. Let us discuss these factors. 
Of several texts on music and dance, Abhinaya 
Darpana Prakaia of Jadunath Singh with Oriya prose 
translations and examples belonging to the first 
quarter of 18th Century and Abhinaya Candrika by 
Maheshwar Mahapatra of Badakhemandi, is a 20th 
Century text. These texts mention about viniyoga, the 
usage of hastas (hand gestures), gita (song), vadya 
(instruments), nrtya (expressional dance), natya 
(drama), nrtta (pure dance), vrittis (different modes of 
delivery mentioned in the Natyasastra), lasya 
(graceful dance) and tandava (vigorous dance). They 
list four varieties of tandava, namely nari nrtya, 
jakkadi, madhumita and bandha natya; six varieties 
of lasya — rasa, vilasa, hallisaka, bhramari, prerani 
and halapayana. These two texts significant in the 
reconstruction of Odissi, in general follow the 
Natyasastra traditions. (Kothari 1990) Fixing a 
definite date to these manuscripts suffers from 
ambiguities. While Kothari (1990) fixes late 17th 
Century for Abhinaya Darpana Prakasa, 
Nilamadhava Panigrahi (1995) ascribes to 18"' 
Century. On Abhinaya Candrika Satchidananda 

Mishra has grave doubts about its earlier dates and he 
places the manuscript in the 20th Century (Pathy 
2006). It would thus be argued that the texts those are 
an important source for reconstruction are hardly two 
hundred years old.  

In the 20th Century Orissa, in the town of Puri, 
several fake manuscripts were manufactured 
(Panigrahi 1973) to keep the spirit of revivalist 
temper alive. Therefore the manuscripts mentioned by 
Sadashiva Rath Sarma such as Nrtya Kaumudi, 
Devadasi Nrtya Paddhati of Narayana Mishra and 
Ni.ladri written in the 19th Century by a devadasi are 
viewed with benefits of doubt. 

We have the earliest sculptural dance panel in the 
Ranigumpha caves ever prior to the composition of 
NatyaSastra. Dance historians are therefore agog with 
the idea that it could be the ancient evidence of 
Odissi. Let us review the remarks of Ananda Kentish 
Coomaraswamy, who opines that the "dance scenes 
are perhaps the earliest consciously sculpted scenes of 
dance and music. If they are identified as scenes 
connected with King Udayana, they are the first 
examples of theatre with a full orchestra along with 
dancers and actors." (Vatsyayan 1968) 
Coomaraswamy perhaps was not aware of the 
presence of Odissi dance that was reconstructed in 
1950s or else we would have twisted his remark to 
relate the dance panel to Odissi (!) The sculptor's 
model was the dance practice that was available to 
him and definitely not a text on Odissi dance to be 
followed while carving the panels on temple walls. 
These were not iconic sculptures. We all agree that in 
India, a close relationship exists between the art of 
dance and sculpture from time immemorial, which 
shares common aesthetic principles, but should we 
therefore say that these sculptures are all evidences of 
Odissi dance? The Odissi dancers do not follow the 
visual propensities the dance sculptures have. They 
are even ignorant of the dance drawings on the palm 
leaf manuscripts, which are contemporary of the 
dance revival. The contemporary Orissan dance 
culture (Odissi dance in particular) and the Orissan 
visual culture (contemporary traditional Orissan 
painting and sculpture) are quite divergent. The 
dancers are primarily obsessed with sound and when 
they gesture a bee, a flower, a deer, it is to do more 
with textual, what Bharatamuni had said years ago, 
that with the visual. The success of, or the excellence 
of Kelucharan's dance rests more on his intuitiveness 
as a painter than as a dancer of the texts. If 
Debaprasad's dance style has a special earthy flavour 
it is because of his negotiations with the visuals. The 
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texts have prescriptions, the teachers impart training 
but neither the text nor the legacy that is counted; it is 
the dancer's understanding of the visual world, its 
internalisation and expression through the body that 
become the ultimate reality. 

The dance memory that provides a booster to the 
reconstruction process was not adequate; Pankaj 
Charan was not much valued by the revivalists as the 
representative of the mahari tradition. Dhirendranath 
Patnaik referred to gotipua traditions he collected 
from different sources. Kali Charan Patnaik favoured 
the literary-pundit tradition, which was rebuffed by 
the dancers and teachers soon after Odissi was 
recognised at the national level. The revivalists had 
little idea of various local dance traditions in the 
western and southern Orissa or they were not in a 
mood to extend their ventures to those territories. 
Therefore the effort made by Debaprasad to enrich 
Odissi abstract rhythms with savda svara pata 
remained partially fulfilled with his untimely death. 
The only substantial input into Orissa's memory bank 
was the preservation of the daksini gayaki parampara 
donated by Upendra and Baladeva. The singing 
tradition as well as the songs, was extremely helpful 
for the survival of Odissi. Debaprasad Das, who of 
course was not taken seriously in the revival process 
by Jayantika, was the only teacher who could 
document his dance memory and dance practice in a 
book titled Nrtyanusarani. (Das 2002) The dance 
manuals, produced by the Odissi Research Centre 
(Odissi Dance: Path Finder I and II, 1995-98) were 
in the manner of restricting the innovative dance 
process while enlarging the grammatical structure of 
the dance form. 

The fourth point I want to emphasise is the 
unsolicited contribution of Kalakhetra in Chennai and 
its trained Bharatanatyam dancers such as Mayadhar 
Raut, Minati Mishra and Sanjukta Panigrahi. These 
dancers realigned the dance in a broader Indian 
perspective in confirmation with Natyasstra. 

Now Odissi is experiencing several interactions, 
interchanges and inter-influences with other dance 
forms when dancers trained in a particular discipline 
switch over to Odissi. Thus, we have a mix of 
Bharatanatyam—Odissi, Kathak—Odissi and chau—
Odissi. We had in the earlier days Kuchipudi- 
sakhinata-Odissi, Bengali—rasaOdissi. There is an 
interplay and intermix of Telugu, Tamil, Bengali, 
Avadhi, Maithili and Hindi (Hindustani) influences 
besides having the eternal presence of Sanskrit. These 
influences penetrate through language and alien dance 
cultures. We therefore have to be extra careful to 

balance our interest and for this specific reason, I 
emphasise the Oriya language to become Odissi 
dance language. 

We are at the moment experiencing too much 
refinement, over-ornamentation to make the dance 
form populist. This is not the petination that time and 
experience bestows on an art form but the 
unnecessary anxiety, which furnishes a gloss, makes 
it shine at the loss of certain peculiar indigenous 
characteristics. 

Commenting on the rock-cut elephant –  
Gajottama at Dhauli in Bhubaneswar, Krishna 
Chandra Panigrahi, eminent historian and 
archaeologist once wrote, "This elephant figure lacks, 
however, the characteristics usually found in Asokan 
sculptures. The lustrous polish, characteristically 
ascribed as Mauryan, is completely absent. The 
anatomical treatment of the animal figures, another 
characteristics of Asokan art, is also absent in the 
Dhauli elephant, which appears to be the work of 
local artists who were upholders of the indigenous 
traditions." (Panigrahi in Reference Orissa, 1999) At 
times, the roughness and rawness of a sculpture could 
also be a quality and need not be polished to be 
acclaimed as great. 

Several other similar examples can be cited. 
Miniature is a refined painting praised for its graceful 
rhythmic lines and colour composition. Each region 
has its own miniature painting. Orissan palm leaf 
paintings on oblong leaves, engraved with an iron 
stylus, sometime rendered with colours or left only 
with bare lines are our best miniatures, an art feat 
impossible to be achieved by artists anywhere in 
India. If we are not aware of our distinction and 
would try to imitate a pahari miniature, we cannot 
achieve their fineness rather loose our own. I am 
reminded of a significant moment in my life when a 
distinguished Odissi performer and teacher requested 
me to make a horse cutout for a dance drama 
Dharama. His emphasis was to make an excellent 
horse cutout in imitation of a Rajastani horse (of 
Rajastani miniature painting, he meant). We were 
standing in the compound of the Sun temple at 
Konark. Pointing at the stone sculpture of the horse 
attached to the Sun chariot I suggested to him, "what 
about our own horse." To my utter amazement, he 
answered me in negation that Odissi horse was no 
better than a Rajastani horse. 

Odissi is not just dancing; it has come to represent 
Orissa and its culture. More so at a time when its 
demand in a global entertainment market is extremely 
high but price wise only next to contemporary visual 
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art. Contemporary Indian art is no more regional but 
Odissi dance as a regional contemporary art form has 
specific affiliation to Oriya language and visual arts 
and sad enough, most of the Odissi dancers and 
teachers have no visual literacy. The aesthetic input in 
a dance is perhaps more vital than perfecting a few 
steps. 

In the area of performing arts, more specifically in 
dance, there is a clamour to be classical. In the initial 
years of Odissi, all the efforts of dancers and teachers, 
led by Kali Charm Patnaik to get the classical status 
for the dance by the Central Sangeet Natak Academy 
was understandable and even desirable. It was the 
need of a time to come at par with dance forms of 
other regions. Classical is neither a legal nor an 
artistic status. It is a political maneuvering. The 
Sangeet Natak Academy has no legal authority to 
promote or declare a dance form as classical. 
Sometimes I wonder at myself, Odissi is a regional 
and contemporary dance form, then why should it 
aspire to be classical/Indian in a sense lose its 
regional value. What benefit has this brought to us, 
except a couple of Akademi Awards and ICCR 
sponsorships! 

Last year, 50 years of Odissi dance was celebrated 
at Bhubaneswar. Hundreds of performers from all 
over the world performed a variety of Odissi sub-
styles with startling choreographies to the 
accompanying of newer music compositions. In this 
spectacular event were the children of Non Resident 
Indians, Americans, Europeans and South East 
Asians, Chinese, Russian and Japanese dancers. They 
represented Odissi dance schools from all over the 
globe. Hundreds of foreign students fly to 
Bhubaneswar and other Indian cities to attend 
summer courses in Odissi dance. Equally an 
appreciable number of Odissi teachers visit foreign 
countries, especially the United States to act as 

visiting faculties in the institutions run by NRIs and 
NROs. This seems a satisfying preamble to rethink 
Odissi in the global context. My dancer friend, Ramli 
Ibrahim, the eminent Artistic Director of Sutra Dance 
Theatre, Kuala Lumpur, wrote to me recently from 
London, "I am presently in London participating in 
the Visit Malaysia at Covent Garden. For your 
information, we are presenting Odissi as part of the 
broader based cultural perspective of Malaysia to the 
world." Odissi is no more the exclusive identity of 
Orissa or Oriyas. Any other person, state can use this 
as their own. 

Odissi dance has indeed become a cultural 
perspective on change to present and sell Orissa 
abroad. I began my paper presentation with a 
perspective or change and have reached a point from 
where nothing but change will only work. To think of 
mangalacarana and moksa, even bengapatia and 
tahia are just silly and Radhakrsna dance may still 
impress America born Oriya and Indian children but I 
was refreshed by two significant Odissi performances 
by Ratna Ray who teaches in the US, one the '9/11' 
and other the Teenage Pregnant Mother relating to 
Kunti episode of Mahabharata. Dhirendranath 
Patnaik, one of the Odissi revivalists and an author, 
watching the performances got bewildered. Perhaps 
he was not able to swallow the 'change' that was 
coming for the US. He exclaimed in this belief, "Is 
this Odissi!” I nodded in affirmation. 

Let us not forget that Odissi is the only 
reconstructed "classical" dance form of Orissa and 
therefore it is imperative on its part to present a 
classical ensemble of other substantial dance forms 
still in practice in several regions: north, south and 
west. In our enthusiasm of hailing Odissi and the 
great transformation, we are experiencing; Odissi 
should not play the big brother. 

 
 
Dr. Dinanath Pathy, a Jawaharlal Nehru Fellow, is a practising Indian contemporary painter and art-historian, and is also a poet 
and novelist, who has pioneered a new genre of art fictions in Oriya.  Currently, he is the Director, Alice Boner Institute, Varanasi, 
and Chairman of angarag: Guru Debaprasad Dance Institute at Bhubaneswar.   
This article is based on the keynote address by Dr. Dinanath Pathy at a National Seminar sponsored by University Grant Commission 
at Angul, Orissa, India.  
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The KBK+ districts of Orissa: Indian Railways' overlooked frontier 
This article is revised from an original version written and posted in a blog in 2007 by 
Chitta Baral
 

By all measures the achievements of Indian 
Railways over the last four years have been 
phenomenal and everyone associated with this 
turnaround, and especially the railway minister Mr. 
Lalu Yadav, deserve all the kudos that are coming 
their way. The brochure on Railways at 
http://infrastructure.gov.in/ highlights some of the 
achievements till October 2006. It mentions that the 
freight and passenger traffic growing at the rate of 
9.4% and 7.4% respectively during the last two 
years as opposed to historical growth at 3-4%. 
Recent news items mention Railways having a 
profit of Rs 13,000 crores in 2005-06 and 
anticipating a profit of Rs 20,000 in 2006-07. 
 

These achievements and the resulting euphoria 
has propelled the Railways towards many ambitious 
and further profit making plans such as a dedicated 
freight corridor. However, there is a worry that in 
this euphoria the Indian railways may forget its 
social responsibilities. The goal of Indian Railways 
is not to be a profit making arm of the Indian 
government -- the Indian government is not a 
business enterprise, but rather a self sustaining unit 
that fulfills its social responsibilities and provides 
for part of the infrastructure needed for India's 
economic growth. So making profit is a good goal 
for IR; but at the same time it must not lose sight of 
its social responsibilities. As the 2007 Railway 
budget and the 11th five year plan looms we would 
like to hereby remind the IR and the planning 
commission some of the social aspects of IR that 
they both should keep in mind and that have a 
chance of getting overlooked by the Indian 
Railways drive for profit. 
 

There is a great disparity in terms of railway 
density -- Route kms per one thousand sq km -- 
across various states of the country. Using the 2004-
05 figures, the average rail density for India is 
19.13. The rail density is highest in Delhi (138.2) 
followed by West Bengal (43.4), Punjab (41.6), 
Haryana (36.1), Bihar (35.9), Uttar Pradesh (35.8), 
Tamil Nadu (32.1), Assam (31.9), Kerala (27), 
Gujarat (26.9) and Jhrakhand (24.3). Among the 
major states outside Northeast and Jammu and 
Kashmir the lowest rail density is in Himachal 
Pradesh (5.1), followed by Uttarakhand (6.4),  

 
Chhatisgarh (8.6), Orissa (14.6), Karnataka (15.5), 
Madhya Pradesh (15.9), Rajasthan (17), 
Maharashtra (17.9), Goa (18.6) and Andhra Pradesh 
(18.9). 
 

While the importance of having adequate 
Railway infrastructure in Jammu and Kashmir and 
the Northeast has been realized the same is not the 
case with respect to the other frontier of India that 
lies in the interior. With respect to the North east 
the planning commission aims to break the sense of 
isolation associated with it. Several projects for the 
NE have been planned during the 11th five year 
plan including extending tracks to Kohima, laying 
lines inside Meghalaya, and possibly a line to 
Itanagar. A line to Agartala is nearing completion. 
Many of these lines have been declared as national 
projects with full funding coming from the central 
government rather than internal funds from Indian 
Railways. 
 

By the other frontier of India I mean the area 
that includes the KBK region of Orissa, parts of 
Chhatisgarh, parts of Andhra Pradesh etc. The Rail 
density in this area is very low, the population of 
this area is mostly tribals1, several districts of these 
areas are listed among the most backward districts 
of India with very low literacy rates2 and high 
poverty rates3, and big part of these areas are 

                                                 
1 The tribal population percentage of the KBK districts are as 
follows:  Malkangiri  58.36% ST  (+19.96% SC),  Rayagada 
56.04% ST  (+14.28% SC),  Nabarangpur 55.27% ST 
(+15.09% SC), Koraput 50.67% ST (+13.41% SC), Nuapada 
35.95%  ST(+13.09% SC), Kalahandi 28.88% ST (+17.01% 
SC), Sonepur 22.11% ST (+9.5% SC), Balangir 22.06% ST 
(+15.39% SC). Two adjacent districts also have high tribal 
population. They are Kandhamala 51.51% ST (+18.21% SC) 
and Gajapati 47.88%  ST(+8.77% SC).  
 
2 The literacy rates in the KBK districts are abysmally low. 
Malkangiri 31.26%, Nabarangpur 34.26%, Rayagada 35.61%, 
Koraput 36.2%, Nuapada 42.29%, Kalahandi 46.2%, Balangir 
54.93%, Sonepur 64.07%. Two adjacent districts also have 
low literacy: Gajapati 41.73% and Kandhamala 52.95%. The 
state average is 63.1%. 
 
3 Population below the poverty line in southern Orissa (of 
which KBK is a part) is reported to be 89.17% of the people 
according to the 1999-2000 NSS data and 72% of the families 
according to the 1997 census. 
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extremist infested. In other words this area is farther 
from the mainstream India than most of North east 
and Jammu and Kashmir. But this area abounds in 
mineral resources and thus generates a lot of 
revenue for the Railways. Yet the Railways have 
severely neglected this area and its people. 
 

The neglect of these areas and its consequence 
on the underdevelopment of these areas has not 
gone unnoticed. The Planning Commission in 
comparing the development status of economic 
infrastructure of Orissa, especially KBK, vis-a-vis 
the country says in 
http://planningcommission.nic.in/plans/stateplan/sdr
_orissa/sdr_orich2.doc 
 

“Railways have always played an important role 
in the economic development and rapid social 
transformation in all parts of the globe. It is one 
of the key economic infrastructures. However, it 
is most unfortunate that in a poor and backward 
state like Orissa, development of rail networks 
has received much less attention of the Central 
government in the post-independence period. 
There are as many as seven districts like Boudh, 
Kandhamal, Deogarh, Nayagarh, Kendrapara, 
Malkangiri and Nabarangpur out of the 30 
districts of the state, which do not have any 
railway line passing through them. In the year 
1998-99, the density of railway route length per 
1000 sq. km of area in Orissa was only 15.03 
km as against 42.66 km in West Bengal and 
19.11 km. at all-India level.”  

 
Similarly in analyzing the 69 backward districts 

of India Bibek Debroy and Laveesh Bhandari say: 
"Rail network is significantly less dense in the 
backward districts (with the exception of Northern 
Bihar), and even the parts that are connected may 
not have frequent trains serving those locations." 
 

Hence, although the recent Railway budgets 
have increased their allocations to projects in Orissa 
over previous years, the 11th five year plan should 
aim to finish and its upcoming annual budgets 
should have generous allocations towards some of 
the unfinished connectivity in the above mentioned 
forgotten frontier straddling Orissa, Chhatisgarh and 
Andhra Pradesh. This includes the lines Khurda Rd 
- Balangir, Nuapada-Gunupur-Theruvali, Lanjigarh 
Rd-Junagarh-Nawarangpur-Jeypore-Malkangiri, 
Baripada-Bangiriposi-...-Tatanagar, Durg-

Dallirajhara-Jagdalpur, Rajahmundry-
Bhadrachalam Rd. and connecting Malkangiri, 
Kirandul and Manguru. 
 

There are several other dangling lines in the 
above mentioned states where the end points are 
mining locations. The resulting lack of connectivity 
has resulted in almost zero passenger services and 
as a result local inhabitants, mostly tribals, often 
travel on the roof 
of freight trains and this has resulted in several 
tragic incidents with loss of lives. Some of these 
end points are Barsuan, Kiriburu, Gua, 
Bolanikhadan, Badampahar and Gurumahisani and 
the 11th plan must aim to connect as many of them 
as possible through the already surveyed and/or 
initiated connections such as Talcher-Barsuan, 
Keonjhar-Badampahar and Bangiriposi-
Gurumahisani. 
 

An irony is that the freight operations in these 
areas have contributed significantly to the Railways 
profits, but yet the Railways has hesitated in 
focusing on completing the above mentioned lines. 
For example, for the 2003-2004 and 2004-05 the 
working expense as part of gross earnings of the 
ECOR zone4 is the second best at 66.64% and 
61.75% respectively.  The other profit making 
zones in those years are South east central (62.8% 
and 56.1%), North central (76.33% and 66.71%), 
Central (80.29% and 82.48%), South eastern 
(81.24% and 83.51%), South Central (85.72% and 
83.62%), West Central (80.99% and 84.08%), 
South Western (91.35% and 86.15%), Western 
(93.21% and 90.85%), Northern (91.08% and 
92.89%) and East Central (93.65% and 98.9%). The 
loss making zones are metro Kolkata (247% and 
264.38%), North Eastern (151.93% and 160.88%), 
Northeast Frontier (147.98% and 159.45%), Eastern 
(161.3% and 152.84%), Southern (118.55% and 
120.79%) and North Western (106.26% and 
104.98%). 
 

                                                 

4  Recently the ECOR general manager said: “With only 4% of 
the track of Indian Railways, we cater for about 12% of total 
loading of Indian railway and about 7% of total earning of IR.  
(Source: ECOR GM Shri Surendra Singh Khurana’s address 
available at 
http://eastcoastrailway.gov.in/custom/press_release/index.php) 
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The above is illuminating; in some sense the 
poor and backward tribals and their land in ECOR 
is generating profits that is being ploughed into 
subsidizing the commuters in metro Kolkata. In the 
coming years additional metro lines are under 
works. This includes 146.5 Km in Mumbai at a cost 
of Rs. 19,525 crores, two lines in Bangalore 
covering 33 km at a cost  of Rs. 6,207 crores, a 
three line Hyderabad metro of 66 km at the cost of 
Rs 8,760 crores, etc. No doubt, for speedier 
implementation part of the above will be borne by 
the states, but what about the operating expenses in 
the future years? These cities are drivers of India's 
growth and investment in them is good for India. 
But in the process let us not forget the tribals of 
Chhatisgarh and the KBK districts of Orissa. Such 
constant neglect of their well being is perhaps why 
extremists have been able to make inroads into 
those areas. 
 

Thus, we all should write to the government in 
Delhi5 that they must declare some of the proposed 
railway lines to these areas as national projects 
(similar to some lines in J & K and the North East) 
with a dedicated budget to complete them during 
the 11th plan. Parts of these lines have been 
approved for more than a decade and at the rate they 
are progressing they may never finish (annual 
budget allocation often less than the inflation) or if 
they do perhaps not in our life time. The lines 
connecting KBK are: 
 
(i) Khurda Rd-Balangir 
(ii) Lanjigarh Rd – Bhawanipatna - Junagarh – 

Nabrangpur – Jeypore – Malkangiri – 
Bhadrachalam Rd (Andhra Pradesh) (NB: 
Lanjigarh Rd – Junagarh is scheduled to be 
completed in a year or so.) 

(iii) Gunupur – Therubali (NB: Naupada - Gunupur 
broad gauge conversion is to be completed in a 
year.) 

The key missing line connecting the state capital 
to the Sundergarh district6 is: (iv) Talcher – 
Bimlagarh and the key missing line that will 
                                                 
5 Please make a copy of this article and write to 
pmosb@pmo.nic.in, crb_rail_suggestions@rb.railnet.gov.in, 
cmo@ori.nic.in, soniagandhi@sansad.nic.in. An electronic 
version of this article will be made available at 
http://kbkrail.orissalinks.com.  
6 Tirbal percentage of Sundergarh district is 50.74%. 

properly connect the Mayurbhanj7 district is: (v) 
Bangiriposi -Gurumahishasini and/or Buramara-
Chakulia.  
 

 
 

Switching gears let us now consider another 
aspect of the Indian Railways. With 1.6 million 
employees it is the largest employer in the world. 
With its aim to significantly grow in the coming 
years there will be opportunities for the 
establishments of new employment centers such as 
new production units. For example, it is reported 
that the recently announced Rail Coach factory in 
Rae Bareli at a cost of 1000 crores will provide 
direct employment to 5000 people and indirect 
employment to another 10,000; and the Rail engine 
factory in Bdhaura in Bihar's Saran district at a cost 
of Rs 1000 crore will give direct employment to 
5000 people and indirect employment to another 
10,000. 
 

When establishing such units IR must look at 
regional balance and distribute them across the 
country. Its recent announcements of a Rail coach 
factory in Rae Bareli (the constituency of Mrs. 
Sonia Gandhi) and Bihar (the home state of the 
Railway minister) do not quite give the Indian 
people the confidence that IR is looking at regional 
balance. Note that IR's current major production 
units are the Railway Coach factory in Kapurthala 
(Punjab), Integral Coach factory in Perambur near 
Chennai, Diesel loco works in Varanasi (Uttar 
Pradesh), Chittaranjan Loco works in Chittaranjan 
(West Bengal), Diesel-loco modernisation works in 
Patiala (Punjab) and Wheel and Axle plant in 
                                                 
7 Tirbal percentage of Mayurbhanj district is 57.87% 
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Bangalore (Karnataka) and during Lalu's recent 
visit to Kerala it has been reported that he has 
promised setting up of a bogey and parts 
manufacturing unit and an electric multiple unit in 
Kerala. IR must tabulate all these and try its best to 
spread the cheer across the country not just in 
specific states from where some special people 
come from. 
 

Finally IR must watch out the activity of some 
of the older railway zones that seem to have not 
gotten over the zone splits and as a result have 
knowingly or unknowingly acted in a way 
detrimental to states that are part of that zone but do 

not contain the HQ of that zone. For example, CAG 
reported that while the gauge conversion of the 
Rupsa-Bangiriposi section (in Orissa) in South 
Eastern Railway (SER) zone was conceived as an 
alternate to the third line between Kharagpur and 
Tatanagar, SER adopted a mixed track structure 
instead of conforming to the standard required to 
run heavy haul trains, thereby defeating the basic 
objective of providing an alternate route to the 
heavy haul freight traffic. If SER is not interested in 
these lines, and is wasting Railways money, may be 
the railway ministry can consider taking them away 
from SER and give it to ECOR.  

 
 
Chitta Baral is a professor of computer science at Arizona State University, Tempe, Arizona.  He is actively interested and involved in 
the development of Orissa, particularly the tribal areas of western and southern Orissa. 
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Dance and Music Tradition, At Shree Jagannath Temple 
Sushree Mishra Kar 
 

Lord Jagannath is the national deity of the Oriyas. 
In Him we find universal brotherhood and 
internationalism. He has been the guiding force 
behind our national pride, culture, art literature, 
religion and philosophy. He is conceived in our 
literature as the Supreme Being and equated to a 
supreme monarch. The services rendered to a king 
were considered befitting a god and hence the god 
was served exactly in the manner the king was served 
from the morning till he retired at night. The Lord is 
provided with thirty-six special services. In the early 
morning he is woken up with the words Manima, 
Manima, ‘Your Majesty’ and at the time of putting 
the deity to bed. He is presented with recitals of dance 
and music to bring in a sense of relaxed 
entertainment. The importance of food, sleep and 
entertainment in the life of the common man is 
reflected in the form of food offerings of fifty six 
different bhogas along with the Car festival on land, 
the Chandan festival on water, the ceremonial putting 
to bed and the ritual sleep and the amorous songs and 
dances of the Mahari to entertain the deities.   
 

The Shree Mandir projects the images of the Lord 
as a connoisseur of dance and music. During the 
twelve annual festivals of the deity, both male and 
female servitors enact Sri Krishna Lila, Sri Rama Lila 
and present folk dances and music with the help of 
the Jaga Ghara Akhadas, the most ancient seats of 
culture in Puri. Innumerable stone inscriptions, 
copper plates, Records of rights and other 
documentations like the Madala Panji corroborate the 
claim 
 
 
Devadasi/Mahari Dance in the temple of Lord 
Jagannath 

Lord Jagannath, universally acclaimed as the 
saviour of the whole world, is enshrined in the shree 
Mandir at Puri. He is regarded as the fountainhead of 
Orissan art, music literature and culture. The walls of 
the Shree Mandir are adorned with representations of 
Odissi dance, art, painting and depictions of the 
various ragas and raginis. The inanimate creations of 
the artists of the ages gone by, not only look like life 
but also animated enough to recapitulate the raga of 
Odissi dance and music. The history of Odissi dance 
and music is collateral to the history of the Shree 
Mandir itself. 

By the beginning of the eleventh century AD it 
was a practice in the temples of the Kalinga region to 
engage Devadasis or sani sampradaya to present 
devotional songs, hymns, dance and music dedicated 
to the deity. The Kings of the Ganga dynasty ruled 
Kalinga from their capital at Kalinga Nagar, near 
Mukhalingam in modern Andhra Pradesh. The 
Kingdom stretched from the Godavari, down south to 
the river Rushikulaya in the north. Through 
matrimonial alliances, the Gangas were related the 
close, Chalukyas, Bai dumdas and Kadam Das of he 
deccan, which is turn brought Kalinga into close 
contact with the cultural trends then prevalling in the 
decant, in 1112 AD Choda Ganga defeated the Soma 
King, Karna Deb, ruling Utkal, which ushered in a 
renaissance to Utkal in the fields of politics, religion 
and culture. The ancient temple at Puri, with the 
presiding deities Lord Purusottam, Lord Balabhadra 
and Goddess Subhadra saw the advent of the 
Devadasis of Sani Sampradaya brought in to provide 
dance and music to the deity, as was the custom then 
in vogue in the Kalinga region.  In 1075 AD Choda 
Ganga built a Nata Mandap in front of the temple 
dedicated to the goddess Durga at Dirghasi, a small 
village near Mukhalingam. The text from a stone 
inscription of the temple reads: 

Durga devalaya sya bharanamiba purah 
Sthapaya maso gurdin 

Sriman srinath biryah sthagita 
Dasadisa natyasala chalena 

Which means: 
Years later, in 1230 AD, King Anangabhima Deb 

shifted the idols to the temple at Puri, after its 
completion and in place of the old Nata Mandap, the 
Mukti Mandap was built. 
 

Before the eleventh century, the Devadasis had on 
exclusive habitation in the Sri Kurma temple situated 
near Kalinga Nagar. The place was called Kurma 
Patak or Purnakoti Eminent gurus of the Baishnab 
cult used to live in the temple to reach the various 
branches of philosophy to the resident pupils. The 
curriculum also embraced the art of dance and music, 
know as Gandharba Bidya. To learn dance, music and 
choreography, a large number of Sani Sampradaya 
also flocked to the temple. Numerous inscription bear 
the evidence. An example of this is the inscription on 
a pillar of the Nrusingha temple at Simachalam. 
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Choda Ganga Deba upheld the tradition by 
bringing some families of the Sani Sampradaya from 
Kuma Patak whom he rehabilitated at Puri in 
Chudanga Sani, the street named after him. This was 
in the era of Ramanuj when the lyric poet Saranga 
Deba composed the classic Sangeeta Ratnakar. He is 
identified as an Oriya by Pandit Nilakantha Dash 
because, Nishank, the title he was honoured with, is 
not found anywhere else but in Orissa. Ramanuja 
helped establish the Baishnab cult in Srikuma. During 
the reign of Narasimha Ananda Teertha, Ramanuja 
initiated the custom of Jagannath, the maestro who 
earned for himself the title Dindima and went on to 
conquer the Deccan with his enchanting repertoire of 
Odissi dance and music. 
 

The mother tongue of the families brought from 
Kurma Patak being Telegu: the songs they sang in the 
Shree Mandir could not gain immediate popularity 
among the local public. With a view to overcome this 
difficulty, Choda Ganga requested contemporary 
poets to compose devotional songs and hymns in 
Sanskrit. A profound knowledge of the Gandharba 
Bidya was a pre-requisite for composing devotional 
music. The greatest of the  contemporary poets, 
Jayadeva, the poet laureate, excelled in the 
Geetagovinda, acclaimed by both critics and laymen 
alike, as a divine piece of composition. The poet not 
only composed verses but also choreographed the 
songs and taught it to the Devadasis, there by 
initiating the Guru-Sishya tradition in Odissi dance 
and music.  
 

Jayadeva’s gift, Geetagovinda, enriched the 
literary heritage of Orissa. The  Geetagovinda was a 
part of the daily worship of the Lord in the Shree 
Mandir. It was sung by the Devadasis as well as other 
troupes of devotees who loved to sing and dance to 
the deity’s satisfaction. 
 

A heart wrenching legend is also related to the 
origin of the custom of Devadasis, where Bhitarachhu 
Mahapatra used to take his daily both in Swetaganga. 
One morning he drowned while bathing and found 
himself on the banks of the Ganges, rescued by a lady 
who took him to her house and nursed him back to 
health. Long after that, he had a dream in which Lord 
Jagannath admonished him. The next day itself he 
started for Puri with promises of reunion there and 
presented the lady with a ring, which was given to 
him by the Gajapati, as a momento. She followed him 
to Puri but he denied any acquaintance with her. She 

complained before the Gajapati who accepted the ring 
as a piece of substantial evidence and advised her to 
let herself be appointed a Mahari in the service of the 
Lord. 
 

As time went by, the rites and rituals of the Shree 
Mandir saw a host of changes. King Ananga Bhima 
Dev relinquished his sovereignty  in favour of Lord 
Jagannath and ruled on his behalf, as His Rout, 
servant. The divine rites were made equivalent to that 
of the king’s daily personal routine. It became a 
vogue for the Debadasi to perform erotic dances, in 
camera, before the Lord ; just before the deity was 
ceremonially put to bed. Prior to this, the Devadasis 
usually performed during the fast offerings of the 
morning, sakala bhoga or Raja Bhoga. They 
demonstrated their art on the Nata mandap.  
 

There are thirty six different types of services 
(seva) rendered to Lord Jagannath for which there are 
120 different kinds of temple employees (sevayatas). 
Only two of the services fall exclusively to the female 
servitors. One Bhitara Gauni, the performance, in 
camera; and the other was the Samprada Nijoga who 
performed dance and music on the occasions of the 
various festivals. 

Performance, in camera, has long been 
discontinued because the land grants and other 
perquisites could no more sustain the families in the 
face of changing times and costs. They were 
compelled to take up other means of earning their 
livelihood. They had to give up temple services. A 
part of their duty was to dance during the Chandan 
and the Jhulan festivals. Chanting the Geetagovinda 
and dancing to the ensemble were accepted as a 
matter of daily routine in the Shree Mandir. Jayadeva 
himself taught dance and music to a number of boys 
and girls. The story runs that Jayadeva once failed to 
rhyme two lines and left his home to ruminate over it 
on his way to the bathing ghat. His wife, Padmabati 
was alone when Lord Jagannath went to his home in 
the guise of Jayadeva and wrote down the words 
needed to rhyme the couplet. Jayadeva was surprised 
to find his rhyme completed by the Lord Himself who 
wrote “Dehi Pada Pallavamudaram.” Out of deep 
devotion towards the Lord, Jayadeva presented Him 
with Padmabati to dance for Him only. Jayadeva 
himself coined “Padmavati charana charana 
chakravarti.” 
 Dance and music followed the Guru-Sishya 
hierarchy since the days of Jayadeva and Padmavati. 
The Jaga Gharas were the ideal venue for propagation 
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of the performing arts and literature. Ram Das and 
Mohan Mohapatra are two of the earliest gurus of 
Odissi, Padmashree Pankaj Charan Das did 
pioneering work to bring the dance out of the 
premises of the Shree Mandir and presented it on the 
stage. Padmashree Pankaj Charan Das himself had 
rendered madeli seva (mardal player) to the Lord for 
several years. In the Guru-Sishya tradition, the later 
day gurus like Padmabibhushan Kelu Charan 
Mahapatra and Guru Deba Prasad Das christened the 
dances as Odissi, and made it famous throughout the 
country and abroad. 
 

A remarkable change came over dance and music 
during the reign of the Bhoi dynasty. The kings 
employed the Devadasis as their personal bodyguards 
which caused a dearth of performances on festive 
occasions. The problem was overcome by dressing 
little boys up as girls to perform the dances. Their 
dance was named Gotipua Nacha. This dance form 
commenced during the lifetime of Sri Chaitanya in 
the late fifteenth century and flourished during the 
early decades of the next. The Gotipua dance was 
taught in all the seven Jaga Gharas. The troupes 
performed during the Chandan and Jhulan festivals. 
During the Chandan festival, the male Gotipuas 
danced on the raft carrying Ramakrishna, while the 
Devadasis performed on the raft with the deity 
Madana Madana. The dance and music performed 
generated a deep sense of devotion in the mind of the 
spectator. 
 

The age was also ripe to create an awareness 
among the people for art, literature, dance and music. 
Many erudite treatments of these forms were 
published. Purusottam Mishra wrote the Sangeeta 
Narayan, Haladhar Mishra came out with his 
Sangeeta Kalpalata, Kamal Lochan published the 
Sangeeta Chintamani and Narayan Deb composed the 
Sangeeta Narayana. Towards 1685 AD, poets like 
Upendra Bhanj, Baladeb Rath, Gopal Krushna, 
Dinakrushna, Gaurahari composed a large number of 
Odissi songs in which the significance of the various 
festivals were outlined. These are being sung at the 
Chandan, Jhulan and Dola festivals.  
 
The following serves as an illustration: 

Karindra danta palanka teji prabhu 
Narendre chape gamana 
Probhu Madana Mohana 

(Odissi in the Chandana festival) 
 

Shyamasundara, sindhu manthi pailaki sambhara 
Nohila kubera Bedabara sunasira, deipare dutara 

(Song of the divine raft) 
 

Sarina bari bhihara 
Bije Braja rama hruda hara je 

(song on the occasion of return from the Chandan 
festival) 

 
Chandra badani mo rama, 

Naba nabinogo, rase rasau kina re 
(Jhulana & Rukmuni harana song) 

 
Jhulanti range rai sange shyama sundara 

Raga re anurage karanti bani hundara 
(Jhulana song) 

 
Mahaprabhu, mo dukha binasare ana nahin tumbha 

bina, 
Dina  jana arta  nasa boli  artatrane uduachi bana 

(Hymn sung at ritual of putting the deity to bed) 
 

Are Ravana, Bare suna mo gita 
(Rukmuni Harana) 

 
Ehi kathare mo mana he Mahaprabhu, 

Niti dekhuthibi Niladri Mandape, Kanja sundara 
badana, he Mahaprabhu 

(Hymn sung at rituals putting the deity to bed) 
 

Jaya Harachandi  atanga nasini ma, 
Jaya Jaya Adi Mata 

Puni To nama dharile nathae chinta 
(Group song at the time of Sola Puja) 

 
Such is the multitude of the songs and hymns 

composed by the poets of the past. These songs were 
presented as chorus at the festivals but were 
performed solo during the daily rituals. These created 
a sense of spiritual appreciation in the heart of the 
devotee. 
 

The Jaga Akhadas of Puri served primarily as a 
venue of physical exercises but gradually came to 
serve as the best exposure art and literature could 
wish for. The Jaga Gharas combined the teaching and 
exhibitions of acrobatic skills like whirling sticks, 
planks and fencing to the tune of music; along with 
performance of dance dramas like the Sahi nacha, 
Akhada nacha, Medha nacha. The image of the Jaga 
Ghara was incomplete without a chorus, with a 
mrudanga or Pakhauj, rendering the devotional songs 
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in the evening. People flocked to the Jaga Gharas in 
the evenings to while away their precious leisure in 
artistic activities. The characteristic feature of Odissi 
music was the practice of accepting the first letter of 
the song as the mana and the accompanist on the 
pakhauj had to confirm. The theme of the songs sung 
were based on the different festivities associated with 
Lord Jagannath. The venue used for communal 
activities like setting disputes and hearing cases was 
also the venue to prepare the young to face the 
hardships of life bravely by indulging in the practice 
and presentation of the performing arts. Thus the Jaga 
Gharas played an important role in nurturing and 
propagating mass ideals leading to the formation of a 

cultural base that kept the different sections cemented 
for the common goal.  
 

The tradition of Odissi dance and music is the 
follow up of the custom practised in the Shree 
Mandir. The Devadasi dance of the past gave birth to 
the present day Odissi. The Devadasis danced in front 
of the deities during the morning offerings known as 
sakala dhupa or Rajabhoga. The mrudanga was the 
mandatory accompaniment. This went on developing 
and evolving into five different versions and got 
acknowledged as a form of classical dance and 
conquered the whole world by its grace, charm, 
beauty and above all, spiritualism. 

 
Jai Jagannath! 

 
 
Sushree Mishra Kar is an Odissi dancer & singer from Guelph, Ontario, Canada. She is a scholar of the Mahari dance tradition at 
the Sri Jagannath Temple. Sushree has studied traditional Odissi music under Guru Kashinath Pujapanda. She holds a Masters 
degree in Music, Visharad, Dance and Bachelors in Education.  She teaches dance in Canada and in India, and is currently working 
on a Ph. D. degree.  
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Odissi Dance Comes to Canada 
Anjali Anne-Marie Gaston  
 

As we celebrate the remarkable art form that is 
Odissi dance, I would like to take the opportunity to 
reflect on my experiences with Odissi and on the 
history of the style itself. Even now, I marvel that a 
dance so little known when I began my dance career 
has become such an international phenomenon. I 
begin with a little of my own introduction to Indian 
dance. 

1967 was a big year in Canada: the celebration of 
100 years as a nation. It was also important for me as 
a dancer. I had just returned to Ottawa from working 
for two years in Chennai with disadvantaged children, 
under CUSO (Canadian University Service Overseas). 
Chennai is hot and humid. Initially, in a room too 
small to accommodate a fan. At that time I began my 
study of Bharata Natyam. On my return I began 
performing, teaching and lecturing across Canada and 
later UK, France, Mexico. One of my first 
engagements was for Expo 67 in Montreal. In 1968 I 
performed Bharata Natyam as well as other dances as 
part of the cultural delegation to the Olympics in 
Mexico City. 

It must have been fate that not only was I was sent 
to Tamil Nadu, the centre of Bharata Natyam, but my 
first stop was at Annamalai University, Chidambaram, 
where I studied Tamil. While I was there, I went often 
to the great Nataraja temple, passing through the 
temple gateways, gopura, on which are carved the 
karanas or dancing postures described in the 5th 
century treatise on Indian dance and theatre, the 
Natya Shastra. 

In Canada I had heard about Indian dances, but 
had never seen them performed. When I arrived in 
Chennai I enrolled in a Bharata Natyam class taught 
at the Madras Music Academy by the most famous 
devadasi, T. Balasareswati, without ever having seen 
a performance. Because Bala toured a great deal at 
the time, classes were irregular. Jon Higgins, an 
American who was studying music with Bala’s 
brother T. Vishwoinathan, suggested that I should 
study with Ellappa Pillai, who had worked for many 
years with Bala. Every day, before I taught school, I 
went to Ellappa’s home, took class, had breakfast 
with the family and cycled to the school to teach. 
Evenings were spent watching dance recitals. Dance 
was my entry into South Indian culture which 
included learning about Hinduism, rituals, costuming, 
ways of walking, moving, tying flowers, etc.: all 

aspects of daily life that are reflected in the traditional 
dance choreography. 

Back in Canada, I lived in Toronto where I taught 
English to new Canadians and later high school. I also 
did daily dance practice at the International Students 
Centre of the University of Toronto where, one day 
there was a knock at the door. I opened it to find 
Manikham, a south Indian studying maths, who also 
sang Carnatic music. He had heard my music playing 
and asked to watch. He was so impressed that he 
invited me to perform that weekend for an Indo-
Canadian gathering. From that moment my career 
took off, as people from Hamilton, Guelph and other 
centres, hungry for a dose of Indian culture, would 
drive in to Toronto. In those days Indo-Canadian 
organizations comprised anyone interested in India 
and therefore included people from a wide variety of 
backgrounds, unlike today when such groups are 
made up mainly of people of South Asian origin. 
Practically every week-end I had an engagement: 
Toronto, Kingston, Guelph, Hamilton. London, 
Waterloo, etc. The venues were varied: universities, 
museum, art galleries, schools. 

I returned to India in 1969 with a Canada Council 
Arts Bursary and again began to study Bharata 
Natyam in Chennai. However, when I saw Guru 
Kelucharan Mohapatra accompany Sonal Mansingh’s 
Odissi recital in Chennai for the first time at the 
Museum Theatre I knew that I had to learn this form. 
I was entranced by the body shapes created in the 
dance, which reflected more accurately than Bharata 
Natyam the shape of the karana sculptures that I saw 
on the temples: the tribhanga or three bend posture, 
the fluidity of the torso, with the head deflected to one 
side was like seeing mediaeval sculptures come to life.  

In July of that year the Canadian High 
Commission, James George, whose daughter Dolphi 
had studied Bharata Natyam in Sri Lanka,  invited me 
to Delhi to perform Bharata Natyam along with her 
and with the famous dancer, Ram Gopal, as part of 
the July lst celebrations. At that time the dance officer 
of the Sangeet Natak Academy, Mohan Kokhar, 
arranged for me to begin Odissi studies with 
Mayadhar Raut. I took a two hour class with 
Mayadhar every day and within three months I was 
able to perform Vasant Pallavi. I decided to shift to 
Delhi so that I could continue with Odissi, Bharata 
Natyam and Kuchipudi. 
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Anjali is one of the few western dancers who can be 
mistaken for an Indian, not only for her stage 
presence but for the technical quality of her dance 
    Delhi, Financial express 
 

Soon, I was performing Odissi regularly. Because 
Odissi musicians were not available in Delhi then, we 
had to use North Indian musicians from the Ram Lila 
troupe of the Bharatiya Kala Kendra as accompanists. 
My husband, Tony, who was 
studying sitar and vocal at 
the time, also sang for 
several performances. After 
a year we were invited to 
Bhubaneswar as guests of 
the Orissa government and I 
performed at Rabindra 
Mandap and at Kala Vikash 
Kendra in Cuttack, the latter 
a benefit performance for a 
musician who had contracted 
leprosy. Tony and I slept on 
tables at the Kala Vikash 
Kendra. Food was very 
difficult to locate, there 
being very few restaurants in 
Cuttack then. Raquel 
Mohanty sang and 
Bhubaneswar Misra played 
the violin. The concert was 
very well received. 

While in Bhubaneswar, I 
met D.N. Patnaik, head of 
Dance at the Orissa Sangeet Natak Academy. We 
spent many wonderful hours together. He was 
working on his book “Odissi Dance” and was able to 
tell me a great deal about the history of Orissan 
dances, pointing to the relationships, on the one hand 
with the mahari dances presented in the Jagannath 
temple, Puri and on the other, with the dances of the 
gotipua (young boys, trained in Ragurajpur and other 
villages outside Puri). We visited several of the 
maharis who sang some of the songs from the 12 
century Gita Govinda for us. At that time they were 
being completely ignored by the artistic establishment, 
suffering from the usual prejudice against temple 
women. 

I returned to Delhi and broadened my Odissi 
repertoire by studying at the Gandharva Mahavidyala 
with Guru Hari Krishna Behera, then one of the chief 
disciples of Kelucharan Mahapatra.  Hari Krishna 
used to invite “Kelubabu” to Delhi for master classes 

and about four or five of us would study with him for 
six hours a day. This led to travelling to Cuttack by 
train every August to live and study with Guru 
Kelucharan at the Kala Vikash Kendra.  The local 
girls would study with him in the evenings. I lived in 
one hostel room with about eight other girls. The 
hostel cat took a liking to me and left a dead mouse 
on my bed every day. Cuttack is terribly hot and 
humid in August and there were a lot of mosquitos, 

but the classes were excellent. 
Studying the dance was 

magical. Mostly there were 
only four of us: myself from 
Canada, one Mexican (Maria), 
one Argentinian (Mirta) and 
one from Mauritius (Rani). We 
had individual attention and at 
the end of the course we each 
made our own music 
recordings with the finest 
musicians. The music had 
mainly been composed and 
arranged by Bhubaneswar 
Misra who played violin for the 
recordings. Raquel Mohanty 
sang and Guru Kelucharan 
played the pakhavaj. The 
repertoire at that time included 
prayers (Namami, Pada Vande, 
Guru Brahma etc.), Bottu, 
Pallavi (Vasant, Mohana, 
Sringara, Sankhara), Moksha 
(several variations), Gita 

Govinda, Dasavatar and a few Oriya songs.  The 
lyrical quality of the music continues to enchant, 
especially the Orissan-style rendition of Gita 
Govinda). I still use some of these early recordings 
for my recitals as the quality is superb. 

Thus began the cycle of performing, teaching, 
lecturing in Canada and UK and returning to India to 
work with Guru Kelucharan. I also worked with my 
Bharata Natyam and Kuchipudi teachers. In 1971 
David Haber, who was then head of the National Arts 
Centre met Tony and I in London, England and 
invited me to present an full evening of Indian dance 
at NAC. The first half was Bharata Natyam and the 
second half Odissi. We sold out the single show, so 
every year from 1971-1977 I presented at least one 
show at NAC, performing the traditional repertoire to 
full houses. By 1973 my recitals incorporated 
projected backdrops showing exquisite images of 
sculpture, temples, and miniature paintings and 
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progressing towards what became a fully-integrated 
mixed media presentation. Odissi is an essential 
component for my innovative mixed media work 
which includes video, dance, images, masks and 
music.  

 
“This is art without borders. Anjali and Tony Gaston 
are part of an international group of artists whose 
artistic expression belongs to world art. This is 
transnational work and resonates with diverse 
audiences be they from India Canada or elsewhere.”  
Arshiya Sethi, 15 Minute Fringe Festival Curator 
 
 It was Odissi dance and the Nataraja figures 
represented on Orissan temples that inspired me to 
conduct research at Oxford University. Sculptures of 
Nataraja, Shiva in a dancing posture, are quite 
different than southern depictions of the same theme. 
Odissi dance mimics the Orissan Natarajas. I also 
noticed that the body shapes of the dancing figures 
karanas that document the dance on South Indian 
temples were closer to those shapes that we assume in 
Odissi. Particularly the tribhanga and chauk form. 
My research was published by Oxford University 
press “Siva in Dance, Myth and Iconography”. It has 
gone through 4 editions. 

Odissi is a very localised form, being confined to 
the area along the Orissan coast, but it is also very 
distinctive. One of the main sources for modern 
Odissi was the gotipua tradition of young boys 
dancing. Most of the early dance teachers were 
initiated into the style as gotipuas. Essentially the 
Odissi that is performed today evolved from three 
paths: the Jayantika style which codified the gotipua 
traditions in which several of the early gurus were 
trained (Kelucharan Mahapatra, Mayadhar Raut D.N. 
Patnaik); the mahari style taught by Pankacharan Das 
and the style of Debu Prasad Das, who incorporated 
folk and tribal elements into the dance. Today, with 
Odissi flourishing and practised world-wide, there are 
many streams and many interpretations. Dance lives 
in the bodies of the performers. It changes with time 
and with various influences.  

Since the 1970s Odissi has been acknowledged as 
a classical style. The lyrical quality of both the music 
and the dance makes it unique, although the form 
continues to evolve. Other styles, such as Chhau, have 
been enriched by Odissi and Odissi has been enriched 
by Chhau. In the 1970s it was rare to see men perform 
Odissi. This included the teachers. However, by the 
1990s many men were performing the dance. By this 
time it was no longer mainly a solo form. Group 

choreography and ensemble works on a wide variety 
of themes have largely replaced solo presentations, 
both in India and elsewhere. This change may have 
been driven by the use of large venues, and the 
availability of many students, now that in many cities 
hundreds study the dance. In addition, multiple 
dancers present greater opportunity for choreographic 
variety and for the development of non-traditional 
themes. We have now reached the stage where 
audiences have come to expect group choreography. 
When I began studying Odissi it was unknown in 
many parts of India. Now there is hardly a town in 
India where Odissi has not been seen. The same is 
true of cities world-wide. All this has happened in just 
under 40 years: an amazing accomplishment for an art 
once confined to a few coastal towns in what was 
widely regarded as a poor and backward part of India. 

Recently my innovative choreography has 
incorporated Buddhist themes, inspire by the 
monuments and historical association that Orissa has 
with Buddhism. I spent New Year 2007 at Dauli, 
where Emperor Ashoka, looking at the carnage of the 
battle of Kalinga, renounced war and became a 
devout Buddhist. The themes of my innovative 
choreographies, which combine video, images, dance, 
music and philosophy, echo Buddhist themes which 
encourage us to take responsibility for the planet “The 
Environmental Wisdom of the Buddha and The 
Buddha and the Tree of Life combine dance, video 
and images. Orissa and its arts continue to be an 
inspiration for my work. (see 
www.culturalhorizons.ca). 

During the 1970s I presented Odissi, Bharata 
Natyam and Kuchipudi across Canada from 
Newfoundland to British Columbia. To give some 
idea of the interest in Indian dances, including Odissi, 
among Canadians in the 1970s, I list below the cities 
where I performed. In many cases the venues were 
large and prestigious: National Arts Centre, Ottawa, 
Centre for Arts and Culture, St. John’s, 
Newfoundland, Stratford Festival, Stratford, 
Charlottown, Fredericton, UQUAM Montreal, Hart 
House, Colonnade Theatre, Toronto, etc. They 
included universities, libraries, museums and schools. 
In many places I presented Odissi for the first time. 
Audiences included many Canadians who had no 
acquaintance with the dance, but were interested in 
other cultures, as well as many people from South 
Asia, Hindu, Moslem and Sikh. I hope and believe 
that my touring during that period made Canadian 
audiences more receptive to the wave of Indian-born 
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dancers who subsequently began to perform in 
Canada. 

 
Anjali’s performances in Canada 
1967 Expo 67 Montreal 1967-71 Ottawa, Toronto, 
Hamilton Ottawa: 1971-92 National Arts Centre 
Ottawa (14 full length recitals and several as part as 
Cultures Canada), Invited to perform for Prime 
Ministers Indira Gandhi and Pierre Trudeau during 
Mrs Gandhi's state visit to Canada, National Gallery 
of Canada (8x), First Recital to be presented in the 
theatre of the museum of Civilization Ottawa, Alumni 
Theatre University of Ottawa ( 7 times) , Carleton 
University Alumni Theatre (8 times), Dance Festival, 
Franco-Ontario Festival, National Archives, National 
Library of Canada, Museum of Civilization etc. 1994-
2008 Ottawa Arts Court Theatre, premiere of new 
work each year Toronto: Harbour Front, Royal 
Ontario Museum, George Ignatief Theatre, Hart 
House, University of Toronto, Royal Ontario 
Museum Theatre, Betty Oliphant Theatre (Ishtar 
Gilgamesh) Kingston: Queen's University (3x) St 
Catherines: Brock Centre for the Arts (5x)  
Hamilton: Hamilton Place, Hamilton Art Gallery, 
Windsor: Art Gallery of Windsor, Guelph: University 
of Guelph, Art Gallery Waterloo: University of 
Waterloo, Sir Wilfred Laurier University(2x), 
Stratford: Stratford Festival, Grimsby Thunder 
Bay: Lakehead University, throughout Northern 
Ontario: Cobalt, South Porcupine, Cochrane, Smooth 

Rock Falls, Virginiatown, etc. Quebec: Montreal: 
Museum of Fine Arts (2x), University of Quebec in 
Montreal, Expo, Concordia University, Gatineau: 
CJEP Manitoba: Winnipeg: University of Winnipeg, 
University of Manitoba, Art Gallery of Winnipeg, 
Brandon: University of Brandon. British Columbia: 
Vancouver: Vancouver Playhouse, Anthropology 
Museum UBC, throughout British Columbia one 
month tour organized by Festival Concerts: Trail, 
Nelson, Kamloops, Chiliwack, Mill Bay, Oliver, 
Kelowna, Cranbrook, Vernan, Kimberely, Fernie, 
Sparwood, Creston, Gabriola Island, Delta, Art 
Gallery of Vancouver, University of British Columbia, 
Pearson College of the Pacific. Alberta, Malaspina 
College Theatre, Nanaimo Queen Charlotte City. 
Alberta Banff: Banff Centre, Calgary: University of 
Calgary, Edmonton: University of Alberta. 
Saskatchewan: Saskatoon, University of 
Saskatchewan, Art Gallery of Saskatchewan, Regina: 
University of Saskatoon. New Brunswick: Sackville, 
Fredericton: Beaverbrook Theatre. Newfoundland: 
Arts and Cultural Centre, St Johns, Grandfalls, 
Gander, Burin Peninsula, Cornerbrook, Stephenville, 
Burin Peninsula Nova Scotia: Halifax, Wolfville, 
Badeck, Sydney Prince Edward Island: Charlottown 
Cultural Centre Newfoundland, Centre for the Arts 
St Johns, Stephenville , Mary’s Town, Gander, etc 
Canada: TV BRAVO, Dancing the Goddess, CBC, 
Toronto, Ottawa, Saskatoon, Vision TV, Rogers 
Cable.

 
Anjali Anne-Marie Gaston of Ottawa has spent over twenty years in India, learning and performing Odissi, Chhau and other dance 
styles.  She holds a D.Phil. from Oxford University.  
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Odissi: Past, Present and Future 
Rahul Acharya 
 

The classical dance art of Orissa is one more 
manifestation, among our classical dances, of a tree 
which grew in the eastern region, put on many fresh 
leaves, decayed and blossomed again, almost to 
collapse with the ill winds that blew, but which is 
now resurgent with new shoots upon its tender 
branches.   
 
Origin of Dance in Orissa   

The first record of dance in Orissa is found in the 
manuscripts pertaining to the rituals of Lord 
Jagannath at his world famous temple at Puri. Dance 
as a ritual finds mention in Utkala Khanda of Skanda 
Purana, Niladri Mahodaya, Madala Panji etc. besides 
many other texts. There it was extensively practised 
by Devadasis or temple dancers (only females) as an 
ongoing ritual for the pleasure of the Lord.  
 

The Devadasi dance at the temple of Lord 
Jagannath at Puri was also known as the Mahari 
dance. The Devadasis were called Maharis, which 
literally means, according to some, one who is deeply 
in love with the Lord. Dancing has remained a very 
important and indispensable item in the daily rituals 
(seva) of Lord Jagannath since the time of Ganga 
rulers of Utkal. Besides the inscriptions of the Ganga 
rulers, there are also some treatises and literatures 
which hold the proof for the oldness of this ritual in 
the temple of Lord Jagannath. We also find dancing 
as a ritual in the temple of Lord Jagannath mentioned 
in Agni Purana, Vishnu Purana, Srimad Bhagavatam, 
Padma Purana and Vamadeva Samhita.   

Chodaganga Deva who ruled Utkal in the twelfth 
century is credited to have first given a legal 
dimension to the Devadasi dancing at the temple of 
Lord Jagannath. He established seven localities 
(sahis) for the servants (sevayats) of the Lord and one 
of the streets known by the name of Anga Alasa 
Patana was intended for the Maharis alone. 
Chodaganga Deva introduced many ceremonies 
(Jatra) of the Lord in a year. It is interesting to note 
that dancing and singing were associated with almost 
all these ceremonies. The Maharis in olden days 
enjoyed a place of esteem in society. Girls of 
respectable families took it as an honourable 
profession. The Maharis were of six categories: 
Bhitara Gauni, Bahara Gauni, Nachuani, Patuari, Raj 
Angila, Gahana Mahari and Rudra Ganika.   

Much improvement was done in the Devadasi or 
Mahari dancing during the 16th century. Prataprudra 
Deva was a great patron of dance and music. He 
introduced one more item, Ekanta Seva or Palanka 
Pokhari Seva in the daily services of the Maharis. 
Ramananda Pattnaik, a great Vaishnava and poet of 
the time used to dress up the Maharis himself and 
teach them the arts of Abhinaya and techniques of 
Nritta. Later two officers Mina Nahaka and Sahi 
Nahaka were posted in the streets to regulate the 
services of the Maharis. These officers were supposed 
to see that the Mahari led a chaste and honorable life 
and remain dutiful in their services.   

I heard many old Maharis quoting names of 
Shastras such as 'Devadasi Nrutya Paddhati' of 
Narayan Mishra, 'Nachuni Vidhi' of Madhu Pattnaik,  
‘Niladri Nacha' of Mukta Mahari. Unfortunately none 
of these manuscripts have come to my hands as yet.   
Almost contemporary was the Gotipua tradition. To 
Ramachandra goes the distinction of paving the way 
for bringing into being an ingenious if cute dance- the 
Gotipua. This was towards the end of the 16th 
century. The last in the sequence in the dynasties of 
Orissa had collapsed, and the Mughals and Afghans 
were locked in rivalry to be in power. Ramachandra 
was Raja of Khurda, a small principality in Orissa. He 
had found Akhadas to give shelter to Mughal soldiers 
who had been routed by the Afghans on Oriya soil 
and thus had earned the favour of Emperor Akbar by 
being designated as Gajapati or the King of Orissa, 
with allegiance to the Mughal Viceroy. He was also 
appointed as the superintendent at the Jagannath 
temple in Puri, a position of some authority, since it 
was the hub of religious life in Orissa.   

Ramachandra was as enlightened a man, as he 
was a ruler. From his time Maharis or Devadasis 
attached initially only to the temples, came to be 
patronized by royal courts. It was in his time, too, and 
on his initiative, that another tradition of dance, 
comparable to that of Maharis, came to make a 
beginning- the tradition of Gotipuas, the boy dancers. 
The Gotipuas are boy dancers who dress as girls. 
They are the products of the Akhadas or Gymnasia, 
set up by Ramachandra Deva in Puri, to induct and 
groom young people to protect the temple and the 
town from intruders. The Akhadas were rather like 
clubs, brought up in seven streets in the periphery of 
the temple, to encourage physical culture as well as 
cultural activity. The main concern of the Akhadas 
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was physical exercise, gymnastics, to help equip 
oneself in the art of defence. But side by side, the 
Akhadas served as nurseries for training Gotipuas. 
Physical culture formed one stream, the Gotipua 
another and there was no overlapping. Because they 
were generated by the Akhada system, Gotipuas came 
to be known as Akhada Pilas- "boys attached to the 
Akhadas".   

Another reason and an interesting one sometimes 
put forth to explain, and even justify the emergence of 
the Gotipua system, is that a section of preachers and 
propounders of the Vaishnava religion did not 
approve of dancing by women as 
a pretext for worship. They 
introduced the practice of 
dancing by boys dressed as girls. 
The boys were not a substitute 
for the Maharis, for they had no 
link at all with the temple; yet, 
what they danced had a strong 
affinity with what the Maharis 
offered. The dance style co-
existed, each independently, but 
with palpably common roots. 
From both the essence has been 
drawn, kneaded and moulded to 
shape the Odissi dance of today. 
The word Goti means 'one', 
'single' and Pua, 'boy' or 'lad'. But 
the Gotipuas always dance in 
pairs. Not in duet where each is a 
partner in a composition devised 
for two. The Gotipuas go through 
their paces together, identically, 
in total unison. Even in 
expressional pieces, 
accompanied by singing, both 
dance as if they were one.    

Unlike the tradition of the Maharis, that of the 
Gotipuas faced any contempt or derision. Boys are 
recruited about the age of six and continue to perform 
till they are fourteen, then become teachers of the 
dance and join dance parties or seize any opportunity 
that comes their way. They are no longer connected 
with Akhadas, though some Akhadas still survive, 
providing a facility of sorts for young men to flex 
their muscles. Gotipuas are now part of professional 
teams, known as Dals, each managed by a Guru.   

Though youngsters achieve training for about two 
years, during which, having imbibed the basic 
technique rather casually they are taught items of 
dance, both ornamental and expressional. At this 

tender age they evidently understand little; so what 
they perform is by and large an imitation. Like the 
Maharis, they neither know nor can explain anything 
of a dance step or movement, a raga or tala. They 
follow blindly what the Guru instructs them, and 
reproduce what they have learnt. As they are boys in 
their formative years, the Gotipuas can adapt their 
bodies to dance in a far more flexible, versatile way, 
than the Maharis.   

This is further reinforced by giving the boys an oil 
massage, every morning, coupled with stretching, 
bending and twisting the limbs. The dancing, that 

involves the body, contrasted 
with dancing which is 
expressional and demands a 
certain maturity in the 
performer- the Gotipuas 
conveniently score over the 
Maharis. One of the most 
demanding aspects of the 
dance tradition in Orissa- the 
Bandha, which includes 
incredible contortions and 
positions of the body- is the 
monopoly of the Gotipuas, 
for the Maharis, as adult 
women, could not, even if 
they tried, have met its 
demands.   

A Gotipua presentation is 
supported by a set of three 
musicians, who play the 
Pakhawaj, the Gini or 
cymbals and the 
Harmonium. The boys do the 
singing themselves, though 
at times the party has an 
additional singer. In 

decorative items, where there is no song and therefore 
no play of expression, sometimes the boy stands in a 
pose and recites the phrase or line of rhythmic 
syllables like a refrain, while the other dances, 
generally the Bandha pieces. They then switch roles. 
Earlier, the Gotipuas danced with the feet planted on 
the edge of the metal tray or with a lighted lamp or 
pot on the head. The presentation was far more 
organized than that of the Maharis, and some items 
bore names such as Panchadevata Puja, Bhumi 
Pranam and Battu. Today, a Gotipua performance 
generally begins with Bhumi Pranam, salutations to 
Mother Earth, and is followed by varied items of 
dance, with or without song and ends with Bidahi 

69



Sangeet, a farewell song and a dance number; the 
whole performance lasts about three hours.    

The Gotipuas have no place in the temple set up, 
as neither they nor their Gurus are listed as Sevayats, 
servitors. But in the past, on a major occasion, they 
had an indispensable role to play. This was during the 
Chandan Jatra festival, when, apart from the Maharis, 
the Gotipuas were carried in independent boats down 
the Narendra Sarovara, a sacred tank in Puri, to dance 
and sing before the sacred images. But the Gotipuas 
had their day when they appeared in a religious 
festival, where the Maharis were never given any 
room. This is the Jhoolan Jatra celebrated every 
August. Though the Jagannath 
temple also observes this, it is only 
incidentally. It is the Mathas or 
religious endowments that celebrated 
the occasion in a big way. Puri at one 
time bristled with Mathas, though 
there are now no more than a dozen 
that continue to be functional. Most 
Mathas carry, in the portico, a tall 
iron framework. In case of the 
Jagannath temple, the facility is 
provided in a gallery called the 
Mukti Mandapa. During Jhoolan 
Jatra, that begins ten days before full 
moon, the whole structure is lavishly 
decorated with models made of pith 
and adorned with coloured paper, 
tinsel and the like. Figures of 
dancing girls, drummers, birds and 
monkeys are common. A special 
place is allotted to the Jhoola, or 
swing, which is of metal and no 
longer than two hands. Metal images 
of Madana Mohana representing 
Jagannath, Sridevi and Bhudevi are 
placed on the swing. Occasionally a priest sits in front 
of the swing and gently pulls the chord or chain fixed 
to the swing to set it in motion. In the open space in 
front of the makeshift shrine is spread a cotton durrie, 
and it is here that the Gotipuas dance. Performances 
take place a number of times during the day, and the 
early part of the night, and generally more than one 
party appears before the venue. The festival 
culminates on full moon night.   

 country and abroad.   

Today, the surviving Gotipua dals belong to 
villages and some leading teams are from Dimirisena 
and Raghurajpur from Puri, and Darara, near 
Bhubaneswar. Formerly, Gotipua dancers were well 
patronized by zamindars and were also in demand 

during festivals like Dola Purnima, or Holi and 
Dusshera. Today they live a genuinely precarious 
existence, for very few offers come their way. For a 
night's performance a troupe is paid between Rs 100/- 
and Rs 200/-. The boys receive no salary, but they get 
food and clothing, are well looked after and in some 
cases provided with education. The government 
extends help to some parties, but not in any 
significant way. It is no surprise, therefore, if, like the 
Mahari, the Gotipua tradition fades out in the not too 
distant future.    

Much of Odissi owes to these two traditions, but 
gone are the days of the Maharis and Gotipuas. Now 

there has been a lot of 
adulteration in the traditional 
Odissi repertoire.   
 
Odissi Dance Today 

Odissi dance, today, has 
established itself to be the 
most fascinating dances of 
the world. Having been 
projected throughout the 
world, Odissi dance by virtue 
of its sheer beauty, has been 
able to win the hearts of all 
those who witness it. It is 
now seen mainly as a female 
dance although the appeal is 
not only in its femininity but 
in its masculinity as well, 
along with sculpturesque 
poses and imbibed spirit of 
the dance, which is 
spontaneously catered around 
to move any heart, or soul 
that the dance is not meant 
for the human being but for 

the gods. It is therefore undoubted that more and 
more of the dancers are attracted to learn this form 
within the

Unfortunately there are a lot of differences 
between the gurus. It is very easy to note the 
differences. This can be examined by putting some 
top dancers (disciples of different gursu) together on a 
stage at a time. Ask them all to put a particular dance 
number based on a particular raga and tala at a time. 
Well.... even a layman can visualize.., the wide 
differences in their basic postures, gestures, 
movements and styles. The reason being it is an 
admitted fact that till now no real good research work 
has been done on this dance form. It is not revealed 
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that whatever little has been recorded till now has not 
been in the acceptable way. This is evident from the 
styles of dancing, the chronology of its repertoire and 
the basic grammar, which is adopted differently in the 
hands of different gurus. The worst problem that we 
are facing today is that more of the armchair scholars 
who confine themselves mainly in compilations are 
posing themselves as experts and without even he 
barest knowledge of aesthetics, they fail to identify 
between the crudities and beauties. And then the 
history and background of Odissi dance? The proof of 
its heritage. The evidences of antiquity. To put it in a 
very secured place where none can dare to question, 
put it to the pre-historic period first and next to the 
earliest possible rock carvings of caves. Then to the 
stone temples. They are there, the dancing girls and 
the accompanying music players. They are there at 
the Rani-Gumpha caves, at the Parashurameshwara 
temple, at the Rajarani temple, the Lingaraj temple, 
the Jagannath temple, the Konark temple and the 
thousand and one temples all around us to see.   

With Odissi, scaling newer heights and going 
global in its approach and presentation, dancers have 
brought in a lot of innovations, some good and some 
bad. For example trying to choreograph yogic 
elements in dance is definitely an innovation headed 
towards the betterment and refinement of the Odissi 
style, where in dancers would develop a scientific 
approach, but trying to choreograph a medieval 
European opera in the Odissi style is definitely not a 
very welcome move. Personally speaking, while we 
retrospect about the past history of Odissi, this was a 
dance meant only for the Lord to watch and was thus 
performed behind closed doors. So much so even a 
decree was passed in the Jagannath Temple that a 
Mahari coud not dance or sing any song other than 
the Geeta Govinda. I always make this statement 
“Odissi is a dance which occupies the highest position 
on a golden pedestal and should be watched with 
folded hands, don’t pull it down to a level where the 
audience is watching it with a glass of wine”. While 

we are already in an age of the super human, deeper 
reflection into our very own scriptures, will further 
enrich our presentation. For instance if an Odissi 
choreography on the love affair between Romeo and 
Juliet is replaced by our very own Nala and 
Damayanti, it would be more appealing in the sense 
we would be able to unfold another chapter from the 
depths of our scriptures. Believe me, people would go 
crazy over such a presentation. 

Well, there is of course more than enough of 
evidence that dance, music and dramatics to Orissa is 
as old as its history. But do they all at all prove that 
the present form of Odissi dance is the replica of the 
old? And there is the dress and costumes, the 
ornaments, the accompanying instruments and the 
way of presentation. Have these been very sincerely 
excavated and adopted?   

All these seem to have undergone transformation. 
When we boast "handed down by a tradition of over 
more than five thousand years", we must also answer 
whether we have truthfully kept it the way it used to 
be or even recorded the gradual transformations, 
which had taken place from time to time. We have not 
done that. A lot of imagination has gone into our 
statistics. So what is left for us is a lot of mysteries. 
To put it in order and to set it in an acceptable pattern, 
our research must forge in a very clear chronological 
pattern with distinct documentation with the specific 
order of time period.    

A thorough probe into these will certainly bring 
out an authentic idea as to the gradual development 
and transformations, which have taken place in our 
dances, time to time.    

Art is not confined to limited contours. It is plastic 
and only the creative artists do have their right of 
innovations. It is a sad state of affairs where we find 
the geniuses are criticized on vague points by petty 
researchers. We do have a right to criticize the one 
who does not keep the identity of the kind of the 
distinct form or mixes arbitrarily different forms.

 
 
Student of Guru Shri Durga Charan Ranbir, Rahul Acharya started studying Odissi dance at the age of 4, attracted by a strong 
passion for the profoundly religious experience of traditional dance in Jagannatha's culture. He also studied Hatha and Raja Yoga at 
the Satyananda Yoga Vidyalaya, Bihar School of Yoga. Together with his dedication for the traditional Indian culture, Rahul also 
cultivated his interest for modern science and obtained a Master of Sciences in Biotechnology Rahul  is a Sanskrit scholar, lecturer 
and writer, researching in Jagannath Culture and contributing articles and essays for the Sacred Dance Guild Journal, USA and for 
www.narthaki.com.  He is a founding member of the Jagannatha Vallabha Vedic Research Center, Puri. 

71



A Sketch of Oriya (Indian) Music 
Rasananda Behera 

 
The earliest writings in India on all subjects are to 

be found in the Vedas. These are four in number and 
the earliest of these is the R’g Veda. There is a great 
deal of controversy about the date when this work 
was written. The present author subscribes to the 
theory that dates this Veda to about 6000 years before 
Christ. Each of these Vedas has an Upa-Veda. The 
Upa-Vedas are treatises on specific disciplines. One 
of these Upa-Vedas --- that of the Sama Veda --- is 
Gandharva-Veda, which is the science and practice of 
music.  
 

Here it is necessary to clarify a common 
misconception that many people have today. Many 
that say it “classical” or art music originated from 
folk music. This was to a great extent true in Europe, 
but in India, this was not at all the case. In India, the 
tradition of the Vedas required the performance of 
“Yajnas”, which were community prayers organized 
for the common good. The general features of Vedic 
culture were that it was rural in nature, there were no 
temples and prayers were for the common good and 
not for individual gain. In the Yajnas, there was 
provision for music in the form of “Samagana”. This 
was merely the singing of the hymns of the R’g Veda 
according to set formulae and accompanied by a type 
of stringed instrument known as “Vana-Veena” --- in 
effect, a lyre. At first, Samagana employed only three 
notes called Udatta, Anudatta and Svarita. The lyre 
accompanying this would have three strings only, one 
for each note. Later, the number of notes increased to 
four, then five (which continued for a very long time), 
then six and finally seven, with the accompanying 
lyre having progressively additional strings to match 
the melody of the song. However, in folk music, 
which was music outside the sphere of the Yagna, 
there were seven notes right from the start. Thus folk 
music and Samagana did not even come from a 
common origin, nor did Samagana originate from folk 
music. Folk music was regional and its character 
varied from region to region but Samagana was fixed 
everywhere, except for certain well establishes 
schools of performance, such as the Taittiriya Shakha, 
the Shandilya Shakha or the Ahrak Shakha or school 
of Samagana. And, the art music of India originated 
from the Samagana. Therefore, it is not true to say 
that folk music is the mother of classical or art music, 
as far as Indian music is concerned.  
 

In the Yajna, it was secondary; the worship was 
primary. In the theatre the story or the play was 
primary. So in each case the music was fixed in 
nature and lacked variety. But when both the Yajna 
and the classical Sanskrit theatre went out of vogue, 
the musicians had to make their art more flexible and 
interesting so that people would listen to music on its 
own merit. Thus musicians began to adapt and 
employ those parts of regional or folk musical 
practices that could be conveniently incorporated into 
their pre-learnt and highly formalized, grammatically 
close-knit art music. At the same time, they began to 
imitate the way in which the plot in a drama unfolded: 
introducing notes one by one and developing melodic 
patterns little by little. Thus was born improvisation 
(called “Bhasha” by Matanga and “Alap” or “Badhat” 
or “Vistar” today) in Indian art music. Today 
improvisation is the very cornerstone of this music 
and the chief feature that makes this music perhaps 
the only music in the world that makes equal demands 
upon both the head and the heart for both performer 
and listener.  
 

With the insurgence of Hinduism during the 
period of the Gupta Empire around the 5th century 
AC, musicians tried to recapture the essence of the 
Hindu musical practices of the Yajna and classical 
theatre times. This resulted in many new experiments 
in art music, with resultant innovations. New melodic 
formats or Ragas were created, as also new methods 
of expression. At the same time, with the upgrading 
of regional languages by means of Sanskrit grammar, 
songs began to be written and sung in regional 
languages. These songs were called Prabandhas. We 
find details of the music of these times in 
Nanyadeva’s “Bharat-Bhashyam” (9/10th century 
AC), Someshvara’s “Manasollasa” (10/11th century 
AC) and in the very authoritative and great work on 
music of the 13th century AC, the “Sangit Ratnakara” 
of Sharangadeva.  
 

By the 13th century AC, the Muslims had 
captured key cities and areas in many places in north 
and east India. At this time, Allauddin Khilji, the 
Muslim emperor, and his minister Amir Khusrau, 
who was also a man of letters and a musician, began 
to systematically convert, by the sword, non-Muslims 
(especially Hindus), into Islam. In particular, Amir 
Khusrau tried hard to totally obliterate the Hindu 
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foundations of the art music of that time. He adopted 
a variety of methods for this, such as giving Ragas 
and Talas (rhythmic patterns) Persian names, creating 
new Ragas based upon Persian melodic motifs, and 
many more. In Islam, music is prohibited.  
 

It was four hundred years later, in the 16th 
century AC, that, during the reign of the emperor 
Akbar, his court musician Tansen tried to bring back 
the art music of India to its Hindu roots. Tansen was 
the son of a Brahmin of the name of Makarand 
Pandey. His christened name was Tansen. He learnt 
music from both Hindu and Muslim teachers, thus 
grasping both the traditions. He was an expert vocalist 
and a Veena (Indian lute) player. At the same time, he 
was a scholar who studied ancient music texts. Also, 
and very importantly, he had the ear of the emperor 
himself, who in fact was his (Tansen’s) student. He 
countermanded the foundations forcefully laid down 
by Amir Khusrau and returned the music to its 
traditional Hindu roots to a great extent. We learn all 
this by studying medieval texts such as Ahobal’s 
“Sangit Parijata” (16th century AC), Harinayak’s 
“Hr’dayaprakash” and “Hr’dayakautuka” (18th 
century AC) and several others.  
 

From the 16th to the 18th centuries, there were 
several important changes in the art music of India. 
New Ragas were created. Many of these were based 
upon fanciful theories borrowed from Tantra. This 
was the time when male and female Ragas and 
Raginis, their pictorial representation in paintings and 
many other fantastic creations were made. New song 
forms were also created. One such was the Dhrupad, 
created around 1550 in the court of Man Singh Tomar 
of Gwalior in central India. The ancient Prabandha 
slowly went out of vogue. New instruments came into 
use, such as the Sarengi, which was previously used 
only in light music. The Sitar and the Veena, together 
with the Sarengi began to have sympathetic strings. 
The former two instruments began to use metal 
strings, unlike strings made of gut, silk or grass as 
used earlier. The Tanpura as we know it today came 
to be used, with metal strings. Metal strings resonated 
for a much longer period that did the earlier gut, 
silken or grass strings. As a result, the acoustic 

properties of the music changed and hence the nature 
of Ragas and songs, too.  
 

At the turn of the twentieth century, there was an 
intellectual and cultural renaissance throughout India. 
Odissi music is a classical music consisting of all the 
necessary ingredients common to Hindustani and 
Karnatic Music, such as rags and tala  Jayadeva' was 
the first Oriya poet who composed lyrics meant to be 
sung and thus the words of those Lyrics were musical 
to start with. In addition he indicated the classical 
ragas prevailing at the time in which these were to be 
sung. Prior to this, there was the tradition of chhandas 
which were simple in musical outline. From the 16th 
century onwards treatises on music were written or 
compiled in Orissa. They were Sangitamava 
Chandrika, Gita Prakasha, Sangita Kalalata and Natya 
Manorama.  
 

The chaurisha represents the originality of Odissi 
style. All the thirty-four letters of the Oriya alphabet 
from 'Ka' to 'Ksha' are used chronologically at the 
beginning of each line. A special feature of Odissi 
music is the padi which consists of words to be sung 
in druta tala (fast beat). Odissi music can be sung to 
different talas: navatala, nine beats, dashatala (ten 
beats) or Egar tala (eleven beats). Odissi sangita is a 
synthesis of four classes of music, i.e. dhruvapada, 
chitrapada, chitrakala and panchal, described in the 
above-mentioned texts. The dhruvapada is the first 
line or lines to be sung repeatedly. The use of art in 
music is called chitikala. Kavisurya Baladeva Rath, 
the renowned Oriya poet wrote lyrics which are the 
best examples of chitrakala. Chitrapada means the 
arrangement of words in an alliterative style. All these 
were combined to form the style peculiar to Odissi 
music. Chhanda (metrical section) contains the 
essence of Odissi music. The chhandas were 
composed combining bhava (theme), kala (time), and 
swara (tune).  

Odissi ragas are different from the ragas of 
Hindustani and Karnataki music. The chief Odissi 
ragas are Kalyana, Nata, Shree Gowda, Baradi, 
Panchama, Dhanashri, Karnata, Bhairavee and 
Shokabaradi. Ragas in Oriya are famous as Megha 
Malhar and Champu. 

 
 
Rasananda Behera is an architect in the field of Information Technology and is an Entrepreneur, BCS InfoTech LLC, Germantown, 
MD-20876. URL: www.bcsinfotech.com 
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Helping with a Passion 
Sabita Panigrahi 
 
“The best way to find yourself, is to lose yourself in the service of others” – Gandhi 
 

We all know we are extremely busy in our 
profession and at home, giving us no free time.  We 
also want a social life and/or family. Nowadays, 
especially in this modern, fast-paced life, we are most 
of the time self-centred. Where do we get the time 
and energy for community? We all are trapped in rat-
race and business world where we always evaluate 
our time with money. But at the same time, I wonder 
how some of the best organizations function when 
they have zero employees and everyone is a volunteer. 

Many non-profit organizations are operated by 
either volunteers, paid staff or a combination of both.  
Let us discuss organizations which are completely 
operated by volunteers. A non-profit organization is a 
registered or non-registered constituted organization 
whose objective is to support or engage activities of 
community interest such as the environment, 
humanitarian aid, arts, culture, charities, health care, 
sports or other endeavours.  

The main structure of this type of organization is 
volunteers. Among volunteers, some are willing to 
take leadership roles, some take active roles and some 
volunteer occasionally. However, they are all willing 
to work and take responsibility of the organization.  
Volunteers are ordinary people, inspired to do 
extraordinary things. 

A community organization depends on the 
volunteer leaders.  Unlike leaders of corporate 
organizations, they are not salaried employees. They 
take more responsibilities and sacrifice their personal 
time and money for the benefit of the organization – 
not because they have lot of free time or lot of money 
but because they have a passion to serve the 
community. They do not necessarily have the time; 
they just have the heart. 

Those leaders have to have special qualities such 
as being unbiased, resistant to criticism, listening to 
people, ethical, disciplined, charismatic, polite, 
humble and tolerant.  They must recognize the ability 
in volunteers of the community and they must love 
people and appreciate diversity. Regardless of the 
goal – whether to promote and preserve arts, language 
and heritage or to organize socio-cultural events to 
promote dance, drama, music, heritage and tradition 
or to undertake charity work, rehabilitation projects – 
leaders must develop and nurture community spirit.  
Leaders have a responsibility to its volunteers to 

recognize their talents as well as their dignity as 
human beings.  It is very crucial for leaders that the 
volunteers are made to feel important and part of the 
big picture.  They must not be arrogant, dictatorial or 
bossy.  Leaders should help inspire another 
generation of volunteers.  Organizations always need 
incoming people.  The current organisers or leaders 
must always build new leaders who are willing to 
work for the community, learn new skills and love the 
society. 

General volunteers learn from their leaders. They 
put forward their views and help leaders for the 
benefit of the organization.  Like leaders, they also 
have the passion and time commitment for the 
organization.  Volunteers appreciate their leaders’ 
time, energy and personal sacrifice. They listen to the 
leaders logically. All of them share the 
responsibilities on a rotation basis.  All their hours of 
work really are invaluable to the community.  It can 
be disappointing if everyone does not carry an equal 
load of responsibilities. Like volunteer leaders, 
general volunteers should be reliable, should be aware 
of their duties.  They should communicate openly and 
clarify instructions.  They should demonstrate 
initiative, strive for accuracy and manage time 
effectively.  They should also be willing to accept 
suggestions for improvement. 

In many cases, volunteering becomes a family 
affair.  When a whole family volunteers for 
community service, it creates a bonding experience 
among family members.  They gain a shared sense of 
satisfaction and accomplishment from giving service 
to the community.  Children who volunteer become 
adults who volunteer.  Children become more 
responsible.  It definitely teaches the value of service 
and involvement in the community towards a set of 
goals. 

It is frustrating for the organization for volunteers’ 
lack of commitment, deliverables and expectation.  
Ironically, lazy volunteers with little to no enthusiasm 
and commitment expect a lot from the active 
volunteers.  Some are extremely difficult to work with.  
They are not willing to follow any directions.  Some 
think they don’t have talents to contribute.  Some 
individuals work infrequently only from their comfort 
zone.  Some even blame the organization, while the 
organization consists of them only. 
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No matter what, society and people co-depend on 
each other.   Volunteering is so pervasive it's invisible. 
Sometimes we take it for granted all the things that 
have been pioneered by concerned, active volunteers 
in our community or society where they give their 
time, energy and skills freely to maintain a vital and 
vigorous organization.  Even if we get carried away 
into rat-race of life in this busy world, I feel that if we 
want, we can definitely give a helping hand to the 
society.  There’s never a right time to start. Finding 
new interests and hobbies through volunteering for 
the society can be rewarding and energizing. It 
reminds me of Mahatma Gandhiji’s saying “We must 
become the change we want to see”. He also once 
said, “Whatever you do will be insignificant, but it is 
most important that you do”. Volunteering is an 
expression of passion and a means through which 
individuals can make a difference. It is a way of 
bringing people together across generations and 
abilities towards a common goal. We must all learn to 

work not just for our own self and family, but for the 
benefits of society. 

Each year, Canada pays special tribute to 
volunteers for their outstanding contributions who 
dedicate their time and energy to the community for 
longer period of time on various worth while causes 
like health care, charity, sports, environment, 
preserving culture and enhancing cultural awareness. 
Volunteerism is the voice of the people put into action. 
These actions shape and mould the present into a 
future of which we can all be proud. I salute all past, 
present and future volunteers for their commitment 
and loyalty towards the community. I salute all past, 
present and future volunteer leaders for their passion 
and enthusiasm and for their invaluable time and 
effort for the betterment of the community whose 
fruits we enjoy.    
 
“Volunteers don’t get paid, not because they are 
worthless, but because they are priceless.” 

 
 
Sabita Panigrahi lives in Toronto with her husband Gagan Panigrahi, and her children Soman and Ineka. She has interests in singing, 
acting, event coordination as well as reading. And watching TV serials without her husband’s consent.  
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Charity 
Mohammed Yussouff 
 

Charity has many forms, motivations, modes, 
purposes, implications, consequences etc. for both the 
givers and the recipients. The most common form is 
the donation of money to individuals or organizations. 
Direct donation of money to individuals can be 
sometimes very effective, but also sometimes quite 
frustrating. For example, if you see a family with a 
bunch of hungry children and give money for their 
food to their father, he may feed them or use the 
money to buy drinks for himself. Donating money 
through charitable institutions can entail losses of 20 
to 80 percent due to administrative and logistical 
expenses, mismanagement, thefts etc. There are other 
forms of charity where you help the needy to start 
activities which can keep them active and lead to 
better living. Whatever form it takes, the act of 
charity is very satisfying and sometimes the feel good 
thing also brings you tax deductions. 

Perhaps you are thinking that I am trying to write 
an essay about charity. You are right. But the topic is 
old and a lot of things have been said and written 
about it. I was recently drawn to it by my own 
experience about one aspect of charity. Have you ever 
asked yourself what is the ultimate result of charity on 
the society as a whole? The following true story will 
hopefully provide one possible answer to that 
question. 
 

My father was a small landlord in a village in 
Orissa that has about 90% Hindu and 10% Muslim 
population. There were 2 Muslim landlords and 9 
Hindu landlords. These people basically ran the 
affairs of the village through an informal council 
called the Panchayat. Villagers preferred to deal with 
the Panchayat before taking more serious cases to the 
police and the courts. The time I am referring to was 
before India gained independence. My father was a 
follower of Mahatma Gandhi and donated more than 
half of our land to the poor people. Normally I would 
have been proud of that action but it made us quite 
poor when we finally migrated to the city. Charity is 
one of the five pillars of our religion but it is also 
forbidden to donate so much that you become poor. 
However, this story is about a period prior to our 
decline in fortune. 

There was a young Brahmin whose last name was 
Senapati. He was a handsome young man who had 
inherited some cultivated land and a small garden 
around his house. But he was an orphan at an early 

age and worse still, he had no relatives at all. In 
another nearby village lived a beautiful young girl 
named Radha whose only family was her old father. 
She had no other relatives and not much wealth. 
Some people suggested that Radha was a good match 
for young Senapati. They got married. Tragically, her 
father died after a few months of her marriage. The 
most tragic event was the death of Mr. Senapati after 
two years. They had no children. 
 

Now the events took the predictable course. A 
young widow, who cannot remarry because of Hindu 
customs, had no one to look after her. But she was not 
poor. So she hired an old lady as a live-in companion. 
Her neighbors started grabbing her cultivated land 
and her garden slowly but methodically. She 
complained to the Panchayat but the intruders showed 
some old and perhaps forged documents to justify 
their claims. The same thing happened after a few 
months. After one year, Radha Senapati came back to 
the Panchayat to report the encroachment involving 
about 40 % of her land. 

My father was feeling helpless in the Panchayat 
because others didn’t care much about this lonely 
lady. Also, there was the legal problem that the 
transfer of title to Radha had not been completed. The 
Panchayat accepted the forged documents. Any 
challenge must go to the police and the courts. I was 
about eight years old and like many other villagers, I 
also liked watching the Panchayat meetings. I vividly 
remember that moment when my father suddenly got 
up and said the following: 

“Oh my brothers and sisters of this village, I, Haji 
Fakhruddin, have decided to make an announcement. 
Today, here and now, before all of you as my witness, 
I am adopting Radha Senapati as my daughter. I 
request all those who have encroached her land to 
please move back their boundaries and restore the 
original boundaries. I intend to take all the action 
necessary to restore her land. I will protect her person 
and her property.” 

Everyone in the village was stunned and 
speechless. Never in the history of the tradition 
oriented village had a Muslim adopted a Hindu. One 
group of villagers chanted in support of this move 
while another group just remained silent. But 
everyone admired the courage and charity on the part 
of my father. This lady did not need money or other 
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material support in charity. But my father gave her a 
new life in charity. 

Next morning, Ms. Senapati came to our house 
and prostrated herself at the feet of my father crying 
uncontrollably. My mother lifted her up and said 
“This is not a time to cry, my daughter.” Ma also gave 
her a simple Sari as a present. She controlled herself 
and said “Ma, these are my tears of joy. Till 
yesterday, I had no one. Today I have a father, a 
mother and a little brother. You have given me in 
charity a very precious gift.” 

Within days her property was restored and the 
harassments stopped. My father made the legally 
required title transfers to Ms. Radha Senapati.  

I visited my new sister once in a while carrying 
fresh vegetables and fruits. She wouldn’t let me go 
until I finished the sweets and milk she always kept 
for me. Then she would hold my hand and take me 
through her garden, and we plucked mangoes, guava 
and other seasonal fruits. I still remember the smile 
on the happy face of my beautiful tall sister. 
 

The story does not really end there. That act of 
charity was a charity from heart that touched 
everyone. There was harmony and good feeling all 
around in the village. Even now, when I pay a visit to 
the village, I hear praise for my father and his action. 

 
 
Mohammed Yussouff graduated from Ravenshaw College and holds a Ph.D. in Physics from IIT-Kanpur.  He is now retired and lives 
near Detroit, Michigan. 
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Live Well & Leave Life Wealthy 
Nilmani Nayak 
 

You have dreams and goals for your future and 
for future of your family. To achieve all these, for 
sure you choose different ways to make money. You 
can spend all towards achieving your goal and 
maintaining your life style or save it. The most 
prudent way is if you can do both, spend money to 
enjoy life and save it smartly & intelligently. 

Money is limited resource, yet there are unlimited 
ways to spend it. Here comes the smartness if you 
save it in a plan what ever may be the constraints, 
invest it, and leverage it to acquire more assets to 
make more money. In this act of financial balancing 
you will find in the society one person earning same 
amount of money is better off than another person. 
The answer is simple; the better off person has used 
his money to work hard for him to make more money 
than himself just working hard. 

Different spending choices and saving plans lead 
to very different results. Only small percentages of 
individuals become millionaires and billionaires and 
rest of the population struggle when they retire or get 
disabled or get serious illness. This is not some thing 
unknown but gets realized very late by many or 
misunderstood at the beginning. To ensure you meet 
your goals for future financial security and get 
protection for you and for your loved ones from the 
unknown and uncertain future you need to plan. If 
you fail to plan to day you may have to pay dearly 
later or it may be too late. You can see many senior 
people working in McDonald or Wall mart beyond 
their retirement with minimum wage. Each of these 
individuals has their own story. One might have been 
sufferer of  a serious disease like cancer, heart attack 
and used all his savings for treatment, another might 
have had couple of years of disability with less 
income but spent on living and educating kids , the 
story goes on. 

There are solutions for different needs and the 
risks can be controlled or minimized at a fraction of 
the cost which you or your family may have to pay 
later if some thing serious happens. Are you prepared 
for? 

You will agree that quality of life is directly 
linked to personal assets. Statistics about personal 
assets are frightening in US as well as in Canada. In 
USA there are 25 million baby boomers whose net 
worth (assets owned less liabilities/debts) is either 
negative or less than $1000/-These baby boomers are 
reaching to their late fifties or early sixties with no 

money or little money to take care of their old age. 
With modern medicine and health care living after 
retirement could be a long way who knows may be 25 
to 30 years. 

As old age is not on any young person’s mental 
horizon, young people do not worry about it. There is 
an inbuilt unwillingness in every one to think of old 
age in any detail. What will happen if the person 
becomes seriously ill or disabled or bed ridden for 
years and requires special care does not concern most 
people. Some people have false comfort that their 
employer or   Government would take care. But those 
supports are either inadequate or not available 
depending on the situation. The cost of spending 
retired life in a decent retirement or a nursing home is 
beyond reach unless a person has a proper long-term 
care plan, which are of good value when it is put in 
place early. 
 

Nothing great happens or works well without 
planning. To plan your life with money, it is a good 
idea to go for the balancing act and manage your 
money with professional expertise with the help of 
professionals. 

During our parents and grandparents’ days, life 
was easier and finances were simpler... People stayed 
in one job for a lifetime, you dealt with one bank, 
maybe stayed in a joint family; there was limited 
choice of financial products. Today, with two-income 
families, every changing tax laws, complex family 
units, more money required for kids education and 
early retirement, there are increasingly complex 
decisions to make in managing finances effectively. It 
is also important to note that people live longer now 
than few decades back and the chances of likely hood 
of getting disabled or getting serious illness such as 
cancer, heart disease are higher, with lesser family 
support it is important to get prepared for such 
eventualities. You are not going to have retirements 
like your parents' had. You'll likely to live longer and 
healthier which means more years to enjoy life.More 
years to fund your retirement as well. 

The good news is that there is   solution for each 
and every problem, so when we plan for every thing 
why should not we plan for our future for such 
uncontrollable events by minimizing the risks. If it is 
not planned today which may cost pennies when time 
comes it may have to be paid in dollars or maybe it is 
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beyond reach or too late. People with a financial plan 
worry less and save more. 

A financial plan will help you to know where your 
money is going, understand where the money will 
come from in future for your family's changing needs, 
Prepare for different stages of your life, maximize 
your retirement savings, protect your hard-earned 
money against the unexpected and manage your 
taxes. 

The process of financial planning is to understand 
your personal situation by assessing where you are 
today, defining short and long term goals, creating 
your plan then implementing strategies to reach those 
goals which are periodically monitored and reviewed 
to check on the progress towards reaching your goal. 
The key elements of financial planning are investment 
planning, retirement planning, estate planning, and 
taxation planning and money management 

Out of many functional key areas of financial 
planning, of late estate planning is gaining 
importance. Though it is death related, it is not merely 
a death issue. An estate plan has objectives that span 
both life time and death as well. 
In recent years retiring people have observed that they 
are living longer, living with various illnesses and 
outliving their savings. As a result of which people 
approaching retirement have three major concerns. 
1) Have enough money to live on? 
2) How much the tax to be paid on death on your 
estate except on few assets? 
3) From where the money will come? (The Tax man 
is not leaving you though you are in the grave) 
 

If you are not comfortable to discuss on the issue 
before and plan then die, your loved ones have to be 
forced to deal with the events that follow death. Many 
die suddenly, unexpectedly. These people will not 
have even a basic will in place to guide their 
survivors as what is to be done with your property or 
your mortal remains how to pay the tax on the final 
tax return of the deceased. Pause to think for a while 
when you are not around, do you want your loved 
ones when they are surviving the loss of a loved one 
which is difficult enough still to undergo the 
additional emotional, financial and intellectual stress 
by your lack of planning in addition to your loss? 
While you are alive and sound mind and body, a 
professional can help you to make a plan which is 
very much under your control, with the consultation 
of your family members. This is called estate 
planning, which also includes Will, Living Will and 
Power of Attorney. 

The objectives of estate planning when you are 
living are: Income tax management at optimum tax 
cost with growth of the estate, shifting investment 
allocation so that appropriate assets are passed to the 
survivors, looking in to replacement income. Most 
important objective of planning is to attain the peace 
of mind and secondly not to leave any messy 
problems behind for your loved ones. 

The objectives of estate planning when you are 
not around are: Managing income tax, avoiding or 
minimizing family disputes and providing income 
streams for needs of the survivors. 

The most important one is to manage death taxes. 
You may assume that whatever property you are 
leaving will pass to the heirs. That may not be case as 
you may have substantial tax liability which you may 
not be aware of. The instant before you die your 
assets are deemed to have been sold at fair market 
value and tax is payable. If you made a capital gain 
the taxman is there to take his part and not going 
away until their liabilities are cleared. 

Here’s the problem: Registered retirement Saving 
Plans (RRSPs), Registered retirement Income Funds 
(RRIFs) and other registered plans are main source of 
retirement income for many Canadians, but what 
happens to the unused registered funds when you die? 
Registered funds can be passed to your spouse tax 
free when you die. After the surviving spouse or if 
you pass these to some one else, these will be taxed at 
your death. Similarly there are other assets except the 
exempt category will be taxed  This means that a 
significant portion will be lost to tax making the Tax 
man as a partner of your legacy and will have 
negative impact on the size of your estate. 

I will give you few examples of estate settlements. 
The king of pop Elvis had an estate of $10,165,434/- 
but after settlement cost of $7,374,635 only 
$2,790,799 was left for the beneficiary with shrinkage 
of 73%. 

In case of William E. Boeing the founder of 
Boeing Airplane company the executer found it 
necessary to petition the court for permission to sell 
the securities to pay the tax and settlement costs for 
10,589,748 leaving net estate of $ 11,796,410 out of 
total estate valued at $ 22,386,158. There are number 
of Canadian cases as well. 
 

Tax men don’t leave army generals, chief justices 
even presidents. You can see in daily news paper ads 
on estate sale. Do you want to be in that category one 
day? 
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What are your options? There are number of ways 
to ensure that sufficient funds are available to pay this 
future tax liability. 

- Setting aside money today 
- Having the executor of your estate borrow the 

funds needed to pay the tax man 
- Selling some of your registered funds 
- Purchasing a permanent life insurance policy 

What is the best alternative? 
To   liquidate the assets at that point of time is not 

a right decision and also to borrow from a bank .The 
life insurance is the best option out of the above, 
which ensures that funds are available tax free to pay 
the tax liability. It also helps to preserve the estate, 
increasing the benefits to your heirs passing the 
maximum wealth to the next generation. 

If you plan today insurance lowers the cost of 
solving this problem in the future. 

If you are in good health & opt for a low cost 
solution which means you pay in pennies for top 
dollars. The growth in the tax-sheltered plan will be 
better than any other investment vehicles. The money 
in the plan is creditor proof and loan can be availed at 
a lower interest when needed during your lifetime. 

The amount is certain as one day you would die and 
insurance company will pay. This is another way of 
enhanced wealth creation and passing to next 
generation whom you love. 

You may have avoided thinking about your 
finances and financial planning until now, but for 
financial security for you and your family it is good to 
plan today. A financial plan is not about getting 
rich...it's about doing more with what you have. 

Planning ahead will benefit you and your family. 
Secondly people don’t like to acknowledge and 
confront their mortality. Thirdly they don’t realize the 
magnitude of the problems that may arise during the 
last days of life today when everything looks good. 

Nobody should have an unplanned life or death. Is 
it not a feel good situation when you plan? When you 
plan, your wishes will be implemented the way you 
want to avoid confusion; frustration, wasted time and 
money while you are alive and passing maximum 
wealth to the next generation, your loved ones. 

So why not plan today have control on life, feel 
good and have peace of mind forever. 

Live well and die wealthy. 

 
 
Nilmani Nayak, MBA PFP, a former banker, is currently a Financial Advisor with Sun Life Financial, in Toronto.  
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The Rural Mathematics Talent Search (RMTS): A Dream Come True 
Sandip K. Dasverma 
 

The Rural Mathematics Talent Search is a test 
conducted once a year among the sixth grade students 
of rural Orissa, Government and Govt aided schools. 
i.e. school is in an NAC area( Notified Area  Council) 
are excluded. So are private schools, like the 
ubiquitous Saraswati Sishu Mandir. RMTS is trying 
to reach out and rescue the students from the most 
vulnerable section of the society, who go to the Govt 
primary & secondary schools.  

It was started in 2003 by Dr. Swadheenananda 
Pattnayak of IMA (Institute of Mathematics and 
Applications, BBSR) to net the talents in 
Mathematics before they wither away. He believed 
and does believe even today that but for this test, the 
rural mathematical talents of Orissa, were withering 
away before they get a chance of flowering. His 
continuous association with Orissa Math Olympiad 
test and team, which was totally urban in its 
contestants and winners, thus convinced him. Orissa 
being 90% rural, Dr. Pattanayak theorized that Orissa 
is loosing out 90% talents. The first 4 years the exam 
was conducted in Sept/October period. Due repeated 
disruptions of flood, in 2007, it was shifted to 
November. At his request I have been associated with 
RMTS from day one. 

The mass exodus of talent in India to applied 
sciences and Engineering in last 3 decades was 
worrying the Indian establishment. They thus grabbed 
this opportunity to unearth the additional 
mathematical talent and to mentor and nudge them to 
pure sciences. Government of India's department of 
Atomic Energy thus has been funding four to six, one 
week long camps for the selected RMTS scholars. 

Originally started with 30 scholarships in the 
name of my father Last Kamala Pada Das in 2003, the 
scholarships once awarded are given out for 5 years, 
class 6th to 10th, and are worth Rs. 1500/year. 

A small number of friends in India have donated 
scholarships to complement this effort, through my 
good friend, Subhas Choudhury's Vikas Educational 
& Charitable Trust (VECT), BBSR.  

A large section of Non Resident Oriyas have later 
joined, with 5 years commitment of scholarships, 
increasing number of scholarships. The effort is 
coordinated by SEEDS (Sustainable Economic and 
Educational Development Society) since 2005, when 
I joined SEEDS. VECT has actively helped SEEDS to 
administer the scholarships. 

The results have been simply spectacular.  The 
main challenge now is how to expand it further, 
without loosing in quality, which will be discussed 
later.  
  
Past: The scholarships and participants will tell the 
story of the spectacular expansion. 
 
Year Participants Scholarships Districts Blocks 
2003 3700 30* 14 N/A 
2004 1400 100 10 N/A 
2005 4700 165 25 81 
2006 20000 201 30 170 
2007 19000 201 30 200 

2008 
30000 
estimated 201 30 314 est. 

* additional scholarships were donated by individuals via VECT. 
 

The spectacular take off of the program has been 
possible due to help from friends in bureaucracy and 
academia. The connecting of one person being 
attempted for last few years is yielding results. Dr. 
Pattanayak stature as a simple Gandhian popular 
teacher has helped tremendously. His students and ex-
students largely man these camps.  The current 
Whose Who in Math of Orissa, like ex-Vice 
Chancellor Dr. G. N. Das, Ex-Prof of IIT, Kanpur, 
Dr. P. C. Das are his active collaborators. 
 
Present: 

The current year financial burden is about Rs. 
12.75 lakhs or about $31 K/year for 850 scholarships. 
And we need about 35 new donors every year 
donating $225 per year. 

One kid, Himalaya Senapati, who stood 2nd in the 
pioneer 2003 batch, not only got selected in the 
Orissa team for math Olympiad, but ultimately 
represented India in the international Astronomical 
Society competition. He went on to win a silver 
medal, an enormous and astoundingly creditable 
effort, besides being 1st of its kind. Many Fields 
Medal (Mathematics Nobel prize) winners, like Dr. 
Pearlman, are in the list of winners of this 
competition.  

With transfer of IMA to its new campus this year 
(June 15, 2008), the hassle of holding camps will 
come down. Additionally, regional camps are starting 
to be held. One was successfully held this year at 
Jharsuguda.  
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Future: 
We have reached a stage where next year the 

scholarship numbers will go up to 1000 per year in 
2009.  This means about 15 lakh in scholarships and 
about 1.5 lakhs in admin costs. This is over and above 
the camp costs, which will be 15 lakhs an year.  

In future camps in other centers of excellence of 
Orissa are envisioned, like camps in NIT, Rourkela. 
We envision this year to have a RMTS test center in 
each of 314 blocks and try to mobilize 100 students 
per center.  

Two major dreams of the team are: 
1. Quantity: Increasing the size of the annual crop 

to 2000 students from the current 200, i.e. a tenfold 
expansion, which is a big challenge administratively 
and academically, even if the required money can be 
raised easily through CSR (Corporate Social  
Responsibility) aids. It is envisioned to move up in 
several steps to this goal. 

2. Quality: To raise a bunch of dedicated 
volunteer mathematicians who will carry on this 
massive project in future, which will need at least one 
trainer in all 30 districts and more in the bigger 
districts with 10 or more blocks. Where do we get 
them?  

a. Dr. Patnaik's dream is to take in about 8 
doctoral students from this year on, who will 
teach in RMTS camps, like the teaching assistants 
in the US Universities. 

b. He also envisions to take in as a student 
researcher one of the primary school teachers each 
year, who again will get the stipend for the RMTS 
camp work and will also be given opportunity to 
complete Ph.D, at IMA, as a carrot to the myriads 
of primary school teachers to get involved, who 
are cooperating and making RMTS, successful. 

c. Dr. Patnaik envisions now to give hand outs 
to students, so they can take open book home 
practice tests and come back ready for the next 
camp. These questions will keep the kids 

interested and in touch, the six months between 
camps. 

d. All future math camps, will have a regular 
day of visit to the nearby IOP (Institute of 
Physics), to fire up the kid's imaginations. One ex-
Math Olympiad camp (not RMTS Camp) attendee 
got so fired up, he went on to study Physics in 
Fergusion College, Pune. He recently got a 
Rhodes scholarship for Ph. D in Physics at 
Cambridge U. of UK.  

e. Attempts are being made to get other 
applied science stalwarts & eminent Engineers to 
visit the Mathematics camps and speak to the 
kids. Last year, brilliant public minded 
administrator Bishnupada Sethi, IAS visited the 
camp and spent time with the kids.  This year 
Padmashree Gopal Mitra, an eminent Engineer & 
present Head of the IIT, BBSR extension, visited 
the camp and gave away the scholarships and 
interacted with the students and their teachers. 
Other scholars are being brought in to the camp, 
more recently, like Dr. Gyana Moharana of IOP.  
 
With NISER, BBSR established, we believe 

RMTS scholars will get opportunity to get in there 
and continue to Ph. D in basic sciences and 
Mathematics, per the grand plan. 
 
Conclusion:  

Mathematics is the language of all sciences. To 
think of a technological and scientific future for our 
state Orissa, it is necessary that the foundation for the 
mathematics is properly laid.  RMTS has been a 
visionary project nudging our state in this direction. 
The first batch of students selected in 2003 has 
appeared in class 10 exam this year.  In two years 
2003 batch RMTS scholars will get out of plus 2, and 
we will have a chance to test our theory. In another 4 
years we will know if the dream will fully be realized. 
The early signs are positive. 

 
 

Sandip Dasverma is the Treasurer of the Orissa Society of America.  He is actively interested and involved in the development of rural 
Orissa. 
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A Journey Back on the Memory Lane 
Ghanashyam Mishra 
 

Everyone close to my age talks about the “Good 
Old Days”.  But there is nothing wrong in reminiscing 
the difficult days that prepared us for a better and 
successful future. As I stroll through my memory 
packed journey half a century ago, it seems like a 
dream.  A dream that had a good ending for a 
teenager from the impoverished rural Orissa of the 
1950’s.  It was the summer of 1957.  I had left Puri 
College after completing I.Sc.  In those days, there 
were only three institutions of higher education in 
Science, Engineering or Medicine in Orissa.  The 
choices were studying B.Sc. at Ravenshaw College, 
Medicine at SCB Medical College or pursue 
Engineering at the newly opened Burla Engineering 
College.  No matter what path I would follow, the 
costs were prohibitive.  My expense at Puri was less 
than ten rupees a month.  As a poor Brahmin boy, I 
lived as a “Bidyarthi” at Bada Akhada Math. I was a 
kitchen help in exchange of free room and board. But 
now, I was facing my journey to the unknown.  By 
the last week of June, I had letter of acceptance from 
Jadavpur Engineering College, Calcutta; from the 
College of Mining and Metallurgy, Banaras Hindu 
University (BHU); and from SCB Medical College.  I 
made a visit to the medical college just to pacify my 
mother.  She wanted me to stay closer to home than 
traveling 300 miles to Calcutta or 700 miles to BHU.  
After a guided tour of the gross anatomy lab, I got 
less enthusiastic of becoming a doctor.  On my return, 
I gave all kinds of excuses to my mother.  “I will not 
get enough loan stipend for 5 years of studies to be a 
doctor, but I can be an engineer in 4 years”, I 
explained.  The most compelling argument was the 
Govt. Of Orissa’s loans of Rs.1000 per year for 
students studying engineering out side the state. 
 

I made the decision to attend BHU.  The main 
question was how to get enough resources to manage 
three to four months, before the loan stipend 
application processed, and funds remitted to BHU.  
Thanks to the BHU Oriya Students Association, 
students from Orissa could delay payments of tuition 
and hostel rents, until the students received their 
stipends.  With this partial help, I still needed at least 
Rs. 400 for travel, books, and mess bills for the first 
four months.  My passbook balance was about sixty 
rupees, the money I saved from my ten rupees a 
month Brahmin Samiti Scholarship.  Throughout my 
high school and college days, I never asked for any 

help from my father.  I knew he had very little cash.  
A few years before, he borrowed some money from 
the village land lord for my brother’s medical 
expenses.  He was having tough time to keep up with 
the interest payments.  He decided to sell two acres of 
our agricultural land in Kujang to be loan free.  The 
other reason was that he was getting too old to do 
planting and harvesting in a plot of land fifteen miles 
away from our village.  The land was good for paddy 
crop.  My father was a farmer, and the land was very 
precious to him.  Besides, this land was given to his 
grandfather by the Maharaja of Kujang to perform 
priestly duties.  A week before my departure to BHU, 
my father sold the land, repaid his loans, and gave me 
a generous gift of Rs. 100 for my college expenses.  
That was a very big sacrifice for a small farmer to 
part with his land in order to educate his son.  My 
deep regrets are that my parents did not survive long 
enough to see their sacrifices paid off beyond their 
imagination. 
 

In the first week of July, 1957, I packed my little 
tin box for my journey to the future.  According to the 
village customs, I walked to the nearest bus stop in 
the early hours of dawn, unseen by any person in the 
village.  The first Cuttack bound bus did not come 
until day break.  I was wearing a dhoti, a full sleeve 
shirt and was barefoot.  In the tin box, I was carrying 
a set of change of clothes, a small cotton towel, safety 
razor set, and some flat rice and puffed rice.  My 
mother always insisted on carrying some light snack 
while traveling.  A bundle of paper money containing 
Rs. 160 was tied to the corner of my dhoti, and was 
secured carefully around my waist.  My loose shirt 
covered the slight bulge.  My middle brother (Bhaina) 
working in Calcutta, wrote me a long letter advising 
of the dangers of the pick-pockets, and other strangers 
traveling in buses and trains.  His letter had detailed 
directions to find him at his work place.  “Sorry 
Ghanashyam, I can not go to Howrah Station to meet 
you,” he wrote.  “The Puri Howrah passenger train 
arrives at an odd time.  I have to cook for the babus, 
you walk across the Howrah Bridge, and take a tram 
(street car) coming to Tollygunge.  After you pass the 
Tollygunge Market, get down, and ask for Chunni 
Bhaduri’s Grocery Store.  You can not miss. It is on 
the main road.  Next day, one of our mess babus will 
take you to Chowrangee to buy all your college 
clothes”. 
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My brother was the cook for about three dozen 

employees of Mr. Bhaduri’s grocery stores.  Bhaina 
was given free room and board and Rs.30 per month 
to cook two meals a day, seven days a week in this 
workers’ dormitory.  He was married a couple of 
years before, but our sister-in-law was at home in our 
village.  In the 1950’s, dozens of young men from my 
village worked as cooks, gardeners and house-hold 
servants in Calcutta to support their families.  Their 
young wives were left behind to take care of their in-
laws or worked as farm laborers.  The young men 
could get a week or two weeks leave during the year 
to visit their spouses and families. 
 

After arriving at Cuttack, I walked to the rail 
station about a quarter of mile from the bus stand.  
The midday Sun was very hot and the air was humid.  
I walked on the edge of the road on the hot sand 
avoiding the semi melting black top road surface.  At 
the station, I stood in the line, and got a third class 
train ticket to Howrah.  On the platform, there were 
hundreds of passengers waiting for the Howrah bound 
train.  There were hawkers and vendors selling 
snacks, tea, fruits, pens and knives.  I had a quick 
snack of fried vegetables and drank a glass of water.  
That would be my entire meal for the rest of my 
travel.  As the train approached, the pushing and 
shoving crowd rushed to the edge of the platform.  
Red-shirted coolies got hold of the door handles and 
were inside the train, before it stopped.  In the middle 
of this stampede, I was pushed in to the train 
compartment.  There was no place to sit.  I climbed to 
a corner of the luggage rack with my tin box.  That 
would be my seat for the rest of my trip.  After fifteen 
minutes or so that felt like eternity in the crowded 
suffocating atmosphere, the train started moving.  All 
I could hear was the deafening train whistle and the 
whoosh, whoosh noise of the steam engine blowing 
thick black smoke laden with coal particles.  The train 
crossed over Mahanadi and Birupa River Bridges, and 
raced through the coastal plains of Orissa and Bengal.  
The passenger train made a stop at each rail station 
through its 254 miles of journey.  I might have closed 
my eyes for a few minutes, but no one could sleep 
amidst the chaotic mess in a third class compartment. 
 

Early next morning, the train arrived at Howrah 
Station.  After the mass exodus from the platform, I 
stepped outside.  The famous Howrah Bridge, the 
longest suspension bridge in India, jumped right in 
front of my eyes.  I have heard about the bridge being 

an engineering marvel, and I felt lucky to see it in my 
own eyes.  I entered a Tollygunge bound tram as 
directed by my brother.  The pages of the history 
book on British occupation of India flashed through 
my mind as the street car rumbled past dozens of 
historical monuments of the British era.  “The next 
stop Tollygunge Market”, the conductor shouted.   I 
got out, and located Chunni Bhaduri’s grocery store.  
One of the store clerks was delighted to see me.  “ 
Tumi Thakur Da’s brother”, he talked in half 
Bengalee and half English.  “Thakur Da always talks 
about you that someday, you will be an engineer.  
You do not have to be a cook to make a living.  Your 
Dada, our Thakur Da, is a very good man.  We all like 
him”.  He led me to the mess hall, about 500 feet 
walk from the main road via a narrow lane.  Bhaina 
greeted me with a tearful embrace.  We had not seen 
each other for more than a year.  After a late 
breakfast, I rested over a reed mat on one corner of 
the kitchen floor.  I slept for several hours.  At about 
2 PM, after all the babus finished their mid-day 
meals, Bhaina woke me up.  I had a nice lunch of rice, 
dal, and fish curry.  Bhaina asked me to make a list of 
my minimum needs.  There was no time to waste.  I 
had to leave the next day to Banaras.  In addition to 
his savings of two months salary, the mess babus had 
raised a donation of another sixty rupees to help 
Thakur Da’s brother.  It was a grand gesture of 
kindness, since it would have taken two more months 
to raise that sum.  “Now you get ready, Deben Da has 
agreed to take you shopping for your college clothes 
to the Chowrangee market.” he told me.  “I have to go 
to the vegetable market to get ready for the evening 
meals”.  My brother had to work from 6 AM to 10 
PM, seven days a week to earn one Rupee a day.  
During Durga Puja, he received a new dhoti and a 
shirt.  Now I was more determined to study hard and 
help my family. 
 

In the afternoon, Deben Da and I went by tram to 
the Esplanade shopping area.  I bought two pairs of 
ready made pants, two shirts, a pair of shoes, and two 
sets of under wears and undershirts.  Next, we went to 
the bedding store, where I purchased a small duree(a 
woven throw rug that can cover a twin bed), a pair of 
bed sheets and a small pillow.  I wanted to buy a 
hold-all to carry all the bedding material like I have 
seen people carrying in the trains.  Deben Da said it 
was a waste of money.  “You can roll and tie all your 
bedding material with a piece of hemp rope.  There is 
no use of spending another twenty rupees just for the 
show”, he advised.  “The money you save will be 
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useful to buy books and supplies at BHU”.  I did not 
argue.  His logic was sound, and we have spent 
almost Rs. 75 out of the hundred rupees my brother 
gave me.  Bhaina was very satisfied.  He knew Deben 
Da was a careful shopper.  He handed over to me the 
remaining money to add the the sum I brought from 
home.  I calculated that I would have almost RS.180 
with me after my travel expenses to Banaras.  That 
could be enough to manage three months, before I 
would receive my loan stipend. 
 

I ate another hearty meal, and tried to sleep.  After 
the evening meals were served, the mess room was 
used as a bed room.  Several grocery store workers, 
and my brother slept on small woven rope cots stored 
in the corner of the room.  The cots were fitted with 
two T-frames on each ends to tie mosquito nets.  That 
night in early July was very hot and humid.  The 
Monsoons had started, but the rains were intermittent.  
Lots of daily laborers were sleeping out side on the 
foot path, which was cooler than inside.  My brother 
decided that we should take our cots out side and 
sleep there.  There was a gentle breeze.  But a 
constant noise of vehicles on the main road and never 
ending barking of stray dogs kept me awake most of 
the night.  Now, five decades later, no one will 
believe that I slept on a side walk in the city of 
Calcutta, where Mother Teresa served all her life to 
help millions on the foot paths of the City of Joy.  But 
it is true. 
 

Next day, I was refreshed, rested and had a 
determined state of mind.  I felt like I was in the base 
camp to make an assault on Mount Everest.  Bhaina 
asked me to go to Kalighat for a prayer and worship 
to Mother Kali, before starting my next phase of the 
journey to Banaras.  No. he could not accompany me.  
He had to work.  I took the tram and found my way to 
the famous Kali temple.  Goddess Kali is the deity 
who protects the humanity from the oppressors and 
evil doers.  I passed through the crowded streets full 
of devotees, holy men, and beggars.  I sprinkled some 
holy water from the muddy Hoogly River on my 
head, prostrated in front of Kali Mata and returned 
back to my brother’s mess hall.  I got ready to return 
to Howrah station to catch the Varanasi Cantonment 
Express.  It was little bit scary to get ready for the 
travel.  For the first time in my life, I had to dress like 
a babu or a student.  I wore slacks, inserted my shirt, 
and put on my shoes.  My brother had stitched a small 
inside pocket next to my waist to carry paper money 
safely.  I did not have a full length mirror to see how 

awkward I looked in my readymade outfit.  In the 
1950s and 1960s, the rich kids bought fabric of their 
choice, and got their pants and shirts made by the 
tailor.  I only hoped the clothes to survive my sixteen 
hours of train travel. 
 

It was about 2 PM in the afternoon.  The Varanasi 
Express pulled next to the platform.  Luckily, the 
crowd was less.  I got in to the third class 
compartment and stretched my bed on the overhead 
luggage rack.  Most of the overnight passengers were 
doing the same thing, reserving a space to sleep.  My 
brother returned quickly after I got in to the train.  
The train started in time.  The big Canadian steam 
engine pulling almost half a mile long train raced past 
factories, meadows, small and big villages on the 
Lower Gangetic Plain.  I sat and looked through the 
window the names of cities and towns in West Bengal 
and Bihar that I knew through the history and 
geography books.  I slept most of the night clutching 
to my little tin box.  By the day break, the train was 
whistling past a big stretch of farm land in Western 
Bihar.  After Mugalsarai station, the train passed over 
the huge Malaviya Bridge over the River Ganges.  I 
was aware that my destination was near.  All through 
my journey, I had not spoken to anyone.  My 
speaking abilities in Hindi were poor, and my English 
vocabulary was limited.  At the Varanasi station, I 
bargained successfully with a rickshaw puller to take 
me to my hostel for twelve annas.  The rickshaw 
puller agreed with the condition that he would take 
another passenger.  I did not object.  He found a co-
passenger part of the way. 
 

At the University Gate, I was told that classes at 
BHU have been suspended for two weeks because of 
an epidemic of Asiatic Flu.  But the hostels are open, 
if the students chose to stay.  My choice was very 
clear.  I was not returning back to Orissa just for two 
weeks.  I was glad to be at my destination safely.  At 
Dhanrajgiri Hostel, I went to our Warden’s office to 
register for my room.  The warden asked me if I 
would like to share a room with another student from 
Orissa.  Needless to say I was extremely delighted.  
The peon showed me my room, and I felt I was in 
Heaven, when I talked to my room mate Kulamani 
Sahu in Oriya.  Kulamani came from a village only 
eight miles away from mine.  He attended a different 
high school, and passed I.Sc from the Ravenshaw 
College, Cuttack.  I felt at home, when I found four 
other freshmen from and couple of senior students 
from Orissa. 
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Our dormitory Dhanrajgiri Hostel housed about 
350 students.  The freshmen and the sophomores were 
in double rooms, and the upperclassmen were 
assigned single rooms.  The hostel was a double 
storied building with an enclosed compound.  Four 
wings of the building faced each other forming a 
perfect square.  Each floor had wide corridors facing 
the compound and a central flower garden.  The 
canteen, mess halls, lavatories and shower stalls were 
located on the back about 150 yards away.  The 
discipline in the hostel was as stringent as in a 
military camp.  There was fixed time for serving 
meals.  The main entrance was locked after midnight.  
The main gate of the BHU campus was guarded by 
the proctor’s office.  Students entering the campus 
after 9.30 PM had to take special permission slips 
from their hostel wardens for late entry. 
 

BHU founded by Late Freedom Fighter Pundit 
Madan Mohan Malaviya, was established in 1916.  
The engineering College was started in 1919.  The 
magnificent campus located on the banks of River 
Ganges consisted of dozens of colleges offering 
degrees in Science, Engineering, Medicine, Music, 
Fine Arts, Sanskrit Literature and Indian Vedantic 
Philosophy.  The physical setting of the colleges 
followed foot prints of famous universities like 
Cambridge and Oxford.  Surrounded by a 12 feet high 
wall, BHU was and still is a self contained city of 
over twelve thousand students, faculty members, and 
supporting staff.  Each college had its sports field, and 
student hostel. The major semi-circular and radial 
roads tree lined with Mango and Mimosa trees.  The 
majestic Viswanath Temple built by the Birla family, 
provides a cool sanctuary from the rigors of 
classroom instructions.  The two weeks of delay, gave 
me time to get familiar with the campus, and adjust to 
the new surroundings.  I was very shy and insecure.  I 
made a few friends, improved my language skills for 
a passable conversation in Hindi with the mess 
servants.  But I could not get rid of my low self 
esteem.  I always felt inferior to my classmates, who 
were affluent, spoke better English, and most of all 
had better clothes. 
 

There was no time to brood over my personal 
difficulties, after the classes started.  Our classes 
started at 8 AM, there was an hour of lunch break, 
and then more classes, laboratory work or workshops 
until 5 PM.  The only relaxing time was on Sundays.  
Our mess halls provided four meals a day for less 
than fifty rupees a month.  For the first time in my life 
I was well-fed.  Within a couple of months, I added a 
few pounds to my scrawny five feet six inches frame.  
My clavicle bones were no longer protruding. 
 

Over the next few months, my financial hardship 
continued, until I received the first installment of my 
loan stipend and my thirty rupees a month merit 
scholarship from Utkal University.  Half a century 
ago, the total cost of my Engineering Education was 
about Rs.7000.  It was a formidable sum for most of 
the Oriya families then.  At present, estimated cost for 
a four year engineering college in India exceeds Rs.2 
Lakhs.  Higher education in engineering, medicine or 
management is still a dream for most Oriya students.  
I am thankful to the Government of Orissa and our 
political leaders of the time to legislate a Loan 
Stipend (student loan) Program for the needy 
students. 
 

As I look back, my four years at BHU were the 
most difficult ones in my life.  In spite of the 
continuing financial difficulties, dawn to dusk classes, 
tough examinations, and summer trainings, our young 
minds were constantly challenged.  After our 
graduation, dozens of my classmates traveled for 
higher studies in Europe, North America and 
Australia.  They all left their marks as innovative 
engineers, professors, and entrepreneurs.  For me it 
was an incredible journey of following a dream.  And 
here is a little quote for our younger generation 
readers so eloquently penned by poet Langston 
Hughes: 
 

Hold fast to dreams, for if they die 
Life is a broken-winged bird that can not fly 

 
Hold fast to dreams, for when dreams go 
Life is a barren field, frozen with snow 

 
 
Ghanashyam Mishra graduated from BHU in 1961.  He worked as a professional engineer for 45 years in the industry and with the 
U.S. Government.  He retired in 2005, and now lives with his wife Dr. Manorama Mishra in Johns Island, South Carolina. 
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My Father’s Tongue 
Tapasi Misra 
 

Recently at a literary function in Cuttack, an 
erudite gentleman asked me if I spoke Oriya to my 
children here in the States.  Hmmm… I said, I think 
so.  Do they speak fluent Oriya, he prodded. Yes, I 
answered.   Well, do you speak to them in Oriya?   
Yes, I am sure I do, I said.  “Maane roj(you mean 
daily)?  Pura(entirely), consciously, 100% Oriya?”   I 
am usually conscious while speaking any language 
but I don’t actively exclude English from our daily 
speech.  100% nuhe, I replied honestly. He leaned 
forward, shocked, why not?  I don’t know, I said, I 
don’t usually agonize over our medium of 
communication on a daily basis.  Then how did they 
learn, he persisted.  Not sure, I said, reflecting on it 
for the first time in my life… Frequent trips to India?  
Maybe we do speak more, unconsciously?  Good, he 
said before he walked to the stage to deliver a speech 
in 100% English to a predominantly Oriya audience.  
Oriya, after all, he looked back to add, is your mother 
tongue. 

Actually Oriya is my father’s tongue. My 
mother’s tongue is Bengali. But hailing from a family 
who worked tirelessly to promote the language and 
culture of their adopted land, she was first taught 
Oriya at home. They did speak Bengali – but with a 
heavy Oriya accent.  It was of some shame for the 
family that they picked up a purer version of spoken 
Bengali from their lesser educated daughters-in-law 
who were raised in Bengal.  My mother’s spoken 
Bengali was further refined later by my father’s father 
and older brother, both die-hard Oriya men who were 
educated in Calcutta.  At school, being from the pre-
independence era, both my parents were taught in 
English.  My mother, who did some college outside 
Orissa, wrote to her siblings sometimes in imperfect 
Bengali and but mostly in perfect Oriya. My father, 
who was usually away from his home in Puri, during 
his college days, communicated with his father and 
siblings in English.  It has been an unbroken and 
unspoken tradition in his family to write to one 
another only in English.   The origins of this tradition 
remains mysterious, especially since I have never 
once heard them speak with each other in anything 
but Oriya,  infused with colorful words and choicest 
invectives that, according to my Puri cousins, lent it 
its special Puri flavor.  From an early age my father 
and his brothers were known for their dramatic and 
speaking skills in Oriya that they proudly displayed in 
the Jagannath Club and Puri Jilla School in the 1920s 

and 30s, and later in Ravenshaw College in Cuttack.  
My father even went on to attain considerable fame as 
a writer and orator, in Oriya of course.  Their mother 
spoke what her children called Parlakhementi Oriya, a 
Telegu flavored drawl characterizing the speech of 
the residents of southern Orissa.   The steady stream 
of relatives and family friends who would drop in 
with their own brand of Oriya, regionally influenced 
accents, provided an endless source of delight for us 
kids. 
 

Both my brother and I were taught the Oriya 
alphabet along with ABCD from an early age.    We 
grew up speaking Oriya, Bengali and English at 
home. Since we had started our schooling in Delhi we 
also spoke Hindi.  My Oriya was reasonably good till 
I started preparing for my ISC(Indian school 
certificate exams) and opted to take Hindi as my 
language elective as by then I was in a high school in 
Andhra Pradesh and Oriya was not included in the 
curriculum.   After school, it was all English in 
College and although I continued to speak Oriya with 
my friends, my reading and writing proficiency in it 
suffered. I remember being shocked that my cousins 
who had graduated from Oriya schools had stronger 
English writing skills (not to speak, stronger math, 
stronger, science, etc. etc.) than me!   So what, I 
consoled myself, I spoke Convent school English.  
The real thing, the stylish thing, the small town mark 
of elitism…But I never ceased to be painfully aware 
of my “Oriya school” cousins’ superior language 
skills, their natural academic strengths.  My half 
hearted attempts to learn more Oriya failed in the face 
of having to keep up with exams, social functions, 
extended family activities, Agatha Christie and 
Barbara Cartland. I did manage to keep up with my 
father’s articles in Oriya newspapers and magazines, 
but it was mostly out of a sense of duty rather than 
real curiosity.  Curiously enough no one, neither my 
parents nor my uncles ever chided me for or 
commented on my language skills, or rather the lack 
thereof.  They simply laughed and left me alone. 

My poor language skills did not really plague me 
till I got married and my mother-in-law, a perfectly 
multilingual lady, insisted that when I am in the US I 
should write to her in Oriya only.  For a while I lied 
and tricked to get out of the scary situation. But many 
excuses and months later, I braced myself, took up the 
pen and the aerogram and plunged into practicing my 
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circles and curly cues with a religious fervor.  Soon, 
emboldened with time and practice, I started adding 
my own calligraphic embellishments and flourishes to 
the Oriya letters that went beyond the call of duty.  
My in-laws were delighted for several reasons.  First, 
their linguistically challenged bahu had taken such 
pains to write to them in such sundar 
akhyara(beautiful handwriting).   Secondly, the letters 
became the source of much entertainment in Keonjhar 
where my in-laws lived at that time.  Friends and 
neighbors stopped by to peruse the beautifully drawn 
but, er, slightly off spelt words.  Children came over 
to find the missing aakaras and okaras, to replace the 
harsais with the appropriate dhirgais, to guess the 
correct harsau and dirghau…Keonjhar grapevine in 
the 1980s was abuzz with my name…”padhi-lekhi 
jaane naahin, kintu jhia ta bhala…”(can’t read or 
write but she’s a good girl), and thus I was redeemed.  
By the time my dubious claim to fame had been 
established, I had become reasonably good with my 
spelling.  The grammar and syntax improved when I 
dropped my previous tendency to write high flown, 
bookish Oriya. I soon realized the absurdity of 
imitating the style of a literature that I hadn’t even 
read properly, and started writing simply and 
spontaneously, just as I speak. My nephews and 
nieces claim that my father-in-law, a sentimental man, 
still takes out those letters from the old almirah and 
chuckles and weeps over them. 

A good philosopher/linguist friend of ours had 
once said about his somewhat thwarted attempts to 
learn Hindi.  “I’ll not only learn but master it one day, 
because I am shameless…”  By the time he left San 
Antonio he was speaking reasonably good Hindi and 
was also beginning to get the drift of Oriya!  What he 
had meant by shameless was, of course, fearlessness, 
his disregard of public ridicule which usually creates 
embarrassment and pressure and prevents us from 
being adventurous and trying new things, including 
dabbling openly in a new language. But language 
needs practice and one has to pursue it freely and 
“shamelessly” in order to learn it well.  And this is 
what I remind the people back in Orissa when my 

kids speak to their cousins in Oriya and they reply in 
English! 

“They know Oriya very well.  Please speak to 
them in Oriya only” my screams often fall on deaf 
ears. Can’t blame the cousins either; they take that 
opportunity to practice their spoken English. 

Some of the second generation Indian kids in the 
US speak their parents’ language.  Some don’t. But 
most of them understand it well and have no problem 
picking it up when they are back visiting their 
relatives in India.  Some take great pains to learn it 
later in life and in the process pick up a rudimentary 
knowledge of other Indian languages as well, 
especially Hindi.  Most of the second generation 
Indian kids I know have grown up with a healthy 
respect for their language, history and culture. 

Many Oriya parents speak nothing but Oriya to 
their children and it has worked out for them.  Some 
of my more determined friends don’t give an answer 
if their children pose a question to them in English. 
Although I empathize with their concern and admire 
their determination, it will never work in my 
household.  My children will simply shrug and go to 
their room and the last thing I want to do is cut off my 
channels of communication with them.  I guess the 
bottom line is that we all have to do whatever works 
to give our children a deeper and stronger sense of 
identity.  But let’s not criticize other people’s 
parenting skills and let them do what works for them. 
I have to admit that I have never spoken much Oriya 
to my children, at least not roj, not consciously either, 
and never once agonized over it.  Maybe they picked 
it up so well from our frequent visits home or from 
our relatives here in the US.  I have however, spent 
hundreds of hours trying to instill in them a love and 
pride in Indian and Oriya culture and history, not so 
much out of my sense of patriotism as to preserve 
their sense of belonging, identity.  Maybe that has 
inadvertently led them to retain the language as well. 
And even if they did not speak a word of Oriya, I 
would hope that they are still Oriya, and Indian, and 
American, in more profound ways. 

 
 
Tapasi Misra lives in San Antonio, Tx. with her husband Lalatendu Misra.  She loves books, music, politics and organizing events for 
local associations. She has two daughters, Sukanya and Supriya. 
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An Obsession for Vintage Fountain Pens 
Manaranjan Pattanayak 
 

My fondness for vintage fountain pens started 
many years ago.  As I remember, it was the summer 
of 1989….I was consulting for a Mexican steel 
company in Monclova, Mexico with a close friend of 
mine, Elmer Shigo, when I suddenly noticed that 
Elmer was using a Big Red Parker pen to write.  I 
could barely check my curiosity.  I asked, "Hey 
Elmer, what kind of pen is that?"  Elmer explained, 
"This is a Parker Duofold Senior circa 1920."  Elmer 
was the man who introduced me to this new 
expensive hobby.  That warm summer evening in 
Mexico, Elmer gave his first of many lectures on 
vintage pen collecting (Fountain pens 101!) 

 
Elmer and I had been friends and colleagues for 

many years.   We were both in the steel making 
industry.  We first met when I was employed by the 
Steel Company of Canada in Ontario and Elmer was 
working for US Steel in Pennsylvania.  Eventually I 
left Canada and came to work for US Steel in 
America.   Elmer was my boss. We both worked in 
the blast furnace department and over time we 
became close friends.  Elmer is a true renaissance 
man: a talented musician, a gifted silver jewelry 
maker and a skilled woodworker.  He is extremely 
outgoing and funny.  Elmer's physical appearance 
contrasted sharply to my own slight Indian build.  He 
was six foot five inches tall with a broad shouldered 
Hungarian frame. People watching the two of us 
walking side by side, often laughed at the mismatch. 

My earliest recollection of fountain pens was 
when I was seven years old. In those years during 
World War II, very few people could afford a 
fountain pen in India.  All my friends in school were 
using dip pens with inkpots and ink tablets.  I saw a 
Blackbird & Swan fountain pen in our house.  It was 
cheap and leaking.  I think I broke it when I started 
fiddling with it.  I saw my first decent fountain pen, a 
Pilot Pen, in 1945 when my uncle brought one back 
after serving in the Second World War. In 1955 I 
remember I bought a Japanese made Pilot pen which I 
soon lost. While living in Germany in the early 60’s I 
owned a very inexpensive and ordinary Pelikan 
fountain pen.  That was the extent of my fountain pen 
knowledge. 

After many visits to Elmer’s house, my 
fascination for fountain pens grew tremendously.  I 
was determined to start collecting vintage pens.  
Elmer explained the basics:  how to repair simple 

things, how to restore and polish pens, and how to get 
a collection started.  Initially, it was very difficult for 
me to buy any pens.  I had a difficult time learning the 
worth of vintage pens.  There are many factors which 
affect the true value of a pen, such as the “brand” like 
Waterman, Parker or Shaeffer.  The condition of the 
pen itself imparts value.  Pens of a particular color or 
material have more worth than other pens.  The filling 
system that is employed to hold the ink varies from 
pen to pen is important.  Lastly, the type and 
condition of the nib is critical as well.  Elmer had a 
wide variety of pens to demonstrate all of the above.  
His encouragement enhanced my passion for pen 
collecting.  A few months after our return from 
Mexico, he took me to my first pen show in 
Philadelphia. 

The pen show was amazing.  There were 
thousands of pens and pen enthusiasts!  Many pen 
collectors were foreigners from Europe and South 
America.  Since I speak German, I quickly made 
friends with several German collectors who were 
visiting. 

The Philadelphia pen show was the first of many 
pen shows for me.  The pen collectors that I met were 
for the most part helpful, generous, fair and honest, 
especially towards new collectors.  The shows are 
essentially for trading and selling pens.  When you 
buy a vintage pen, the seller typically tells the buyer 
the defects of the pen and the repair work that has 
been done on it.  It has been a great way to meet 
interesting people. 
 

The last 17 years I have spent much of my free 
time haunting various flea markets and antique shops 
in search of great “finds”.  Some of the pens I have 
found for $10, after refurbishments are worth $1000.  
I have visited pen shows across the country, from 
Washington DC to Los Angeles.  My pen hobby has 
crossed the globe as well.  In India I met with some 
antique pen dealers and made some wonderful, 
unique discoveries. 

My collection has flourished through the years.  I 
have acquired some eclectic pens from many different 
manufacturers.  The majority of my collection spans 
pens made from 1884 to 1960.  I have a few new 
“limited edition” pens as well. I still always keep in 
touch with my “guru” Elmer and heed his advice.  I 
realize now this expensive hobby has evolved from a 
passion to an obsession! 
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A Beautiful Clutch of Antique Pens 

 
From left to right: (1) Parker Duofold 1921-1929 (lucky Curve). One of the most collectible pen, button filled; (2) Waterman Patrician 1929- Onyx 
(cream and Red) plastic, lever filling; (3)Wahl 1927-1932 Gold seal, blue plastic, lever filling Ladies pen; (4)Sheaffer 1932 Balance 3-25 Blue & 
Black marble look, Radite, lever filling; (5)Whal 1923-1927 Emerald Green, lever filling; (6)Sailor (Japan)1960 Hand painted 14kt nib; (7)Whal 
1927 #4 in Orange hard rubber, gold filled trim, lever filler; (8)Conklin 1927 Endura large lever filling pen in RED Plastic; (9) Conklin 1927 Ladies 
pen, lever fillng; (10) Parker Pencil 1932 lapis Blue. 

 

 
From left to right: (1) Waterman #48 Safety Pen (retractable nib) ca. 1906-1908, hard rubber, red ripple; (2) Swan 1920 -1930, with two reservoirs, 
two nibs; (3) W aterman #322 1900-1920 14k Gold, " Barleycorn" design ,half overlay, eyedropper filled taper cap pen; (4) Parker 51 (1947), chrome 
cap; (5) Parker Duofold senior (Lucky Curve) ,Black , Hard rubber, button filling. (6) Sheaffer 1959 --PFM (pen for man) with white Dot (signifies 
lifetime warranty), gold cap with snorkel extended. 
 

Manaranjan Pattanayak, originally from the villages of Mendha and Bagalpur,  is a founding partner of the 
M&M Corporation, a broad spectrum consulting group with expertise in software, music and steel production, and, of 
course, antique fountain pens.  Currently he lives with wife Minati  in the US heartland, in Kansas City and plays with 
Lauren, Connor and Christine . 



A Pen with a Proboscis: My Unfulfilled Dreams of a Sheaffer Snorkel Pen 
Lalu Mansinha 
 

They say that from conception to birth, an 
embryo re-enacts all phases of human evolution.  
And so it is that from my school days in 
Sambalpur, to my old age in America, I have 
passed through all the stages of evolution of pens.  
My father, Mayadhar Mansinha, learnt the 
alphabet by scribing with a stick on sand.  I wrote 
my letters on a slate.  My school days in 
Sambalpur was during the Second World War.  
There was shortage of everything.  We kids looked 
for dropped large bird feathers.  We sharpened the 
hollow quill to a point, then using a razor blade, 
split the point, and we had made a quill pen.  It 
was fun writing with a quill pen; it made a 
scratching sound as we wrote, but the point wore 
out too soon.  Years later, when doing engineering 
drafting at IIT Khargpur, we had to use a 
‘crowquill pen’.  We used it for drawing and 
writing with fine lines.  It was in name only, 
nothing to do with the plentiful crows of Orissa.  
The original crowquill was used by artists to draw 
fine lines. 

As schoolboys our fingers had massive 
blotches of blue and black -- the inkstains.  I 
received many a scoldings for patches of inkstains 
on my shirt and shorts.  We used to make our own 
ink. We bought tablets of ink, about the size of a 
dime, and put it with water in a small bottle.  The 
desk at school had a two or three centimetre size 
hole, in which sat the ‘inkwell’, a conical sort of 
open ink tumbler, made of lead.  We used to take 
the ink from home and pour into the inkwell.  We 
wrote in class by frequently dipping the pen in the 
inkwell. 

The situation was just too tempting for a 
schoolboy.  Gently take the tip of the pigtail of the 
girl in front, dip it in the inkwell, and gently place 
it back.  She won’t notice all this until someone 
told her about the ink blotches on the back.  I never 
did such things; not me – I was a good boy; must 
have been someone like my friend Manaranjan. 

In those days, and I am talking of mid-1940s, a 
metal nib was a luxury.  It was the time of the 
Second World War.  Huge amounts of all metals 
disappeared into making of guns and ammunition.  
 There were shortages of everything metal.  So 

alternative materials were experimented with.  
Only two types of plastics were available then –
bakelite or gutta percha.  I had a gutta percha nib.  
My nibs were prized possessions, much envied by 
my brother Lalit.  And Lalit and I had many a 
scrap over my gutta percha nib. 

The Second World War ended in 1945, and 
slowly the world returned to normalcy.  In 1939 
when the war started it was a world dominated by 
the European colonial powers -- England, France, 
Holland, Portugal, Germany.  In 1945 it was a 
victorious United States that dominated the world.  
And so before the war in India we saw Swan and 
Blackbird pens; after the war the pens to buy was 
Parker, Sheaffer and Waterman.  These were 
technological marvels, the pride of American 
engineering and technological craftsmanship.  In 
the India of 1950s and 60s, having a Parker 51 pen 
with a silver cap in your pocket was a sign that you 
had made it in the world, and also a magnet for 
pickpockets.  Parker 61, with gold plated cap was 
even more the symbol of wealth and importance.  
But technologically, I was fascinated by the 
Sheaffer Snorkel. 

All fountain pens had to be filled with ink.  For 
my cheap fountain pen I had to open the barrel, 
and fill it with a dropper.  With more money you 
could a get a lever- or plunger mechanism for 
filling.  The Parker pen had a special barrel 
extension that covered most of the nib, and the pen 
was filled with a plunger pump.  Still the tip of the 
nib cover barrel got messy and had to be wiped. 

The Sheaeffer Snorkel was inspired by the 
German submarine U-boats a device that allows a 
submarine to suck air while still running diesel 
engines underwater.  It was used extensively by 
the German U-boats in the Second World War.  In 
the Sheaffer Snorkel Pen a narrow tube (much like 
a mosquito’s blood sucking tube) extends from 
under the nib and sucks in the ink. After that the 
snorkel tube withdraws into the pen, leaving no ink 
mess.  In its day the Sheaffer Snorkel was the 
technological marvel among pens.  In India, 
though, the symbol of success remained the Parker 
51 and 61.  Only a few oddballs like me admired 
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the mechanism of the Sheaffer and dreamt of one 
day owning a gold-plated Shaeffer Snorkel. 

In 1945 in one of the boys in my class told us 
that he had written with a pen in which the ink 
lasted for six months without a refill.  We did not 
believe him.  How can such a pen exist?  What sort 
of magic ink did it use?  It was impossible.  That 
was the ballpoint pen. 

As ballpoint pens became more available and 
affordable, dire warnings were issued by the 
teachers and the elders in Orissa.  The ink was not 
permanent; it will fade away.  School children 
should not use ball point pens, as it leads to poor 
handwriting.  But then we had also been warned 
about fountain pens --- bad for children, spoils 
handwriting for life.  We were also warned by the 
elders about every new technology.  Don’t read by 
electric light – bad for eyesight.  (Until I went to at 
IIT Kharagpur, I studied with kerosene lamps).  
Don’t go to the bioscop (that was the early name 
for cinema when I was a child) – bad for eyesight 
and spoils the mind.  Well I should not complain 
too much.  My father learnt the alphabet by writing 
with a stick on the sands on Nandala Village in 
Chilika Lake.  In sishushreni (kindergarten), I 
learnt to write with seelata, a slate, with khadi, a 
hard chalk like stick, made from serpentinite. 

Back to technology.  Well the era of disposable 
plastic pens has led to the demise of beautifully 
crafted, technologically inventive pens.  The 
middle class no longer sports a prominently visible 
gold plated Parker 61.  The marvel of the snorkel 
pen is admired only among the very old, the pen 
collectors like Manaranjan and in the minds of 
people like me, remembering the days gone by. 

The word Snorkel originally referred to 
submarines in the 1940s.  With advertising 
campaigns by Sheaffer, the word slowly drifted in 
meaning to include the special ink filling 
mechanism also, in the 1950s.  With increase in 
diving, the snorkel and snorkelling took on new 
meanings.  Around the 1990s, with the end of the 
Cold War between the Western Democracies and 
the Soviets, public interest in military submarines 
declined.  So in public usage the term ‘snorkel’ no 
longer refers to its origins – the submarine, nor to 
the Sheaffer pen.  Currently the only usage of the 
word snorkel is for shallow diving, using an air 
breathing tube. 

There is a ‘Law of Maximum Frustration’, or 
some such law which states – ‘By the time you are 
wealthy enough to afford a swimming pool, you 
are too old to swim’.  In all my growing up years I 
could not afford a Sheaffer Snorkel Pen, only 
admiring it from afar.  Finally when I can afford to 
buy a Shaeffer Snorkel, it is no longer 
manufactured.  Not that it matters anymore.  In this 
age a goldplated Sheaffer Snorkel in my pocket 
will no longer get me an envious or even admiring 
glance from someone.  Ah the follies of youth.  
Would the girls have glanced in my direction if I 
had a shiny Sheaffer in my pocket?  Perhaps that 
was behind my dream of owning a Sheaffer 
Snorkel.  Now I will never find out.  And so it is 
that I shall leave this earth without ever having a 
Gold Plated Shaeffer Snorkel Pen in my shirt 
pocket, receiving admiring and envious glances 
from everyone around. 

 
 
Lalu Mansinha lives a life dominated by the Law of Maximum Frustration in London, Ontario, Canada, far removed, in both time and 
space, from Chilika Lake, Sambalpur and Cuttack, where he grew up and evolved with pens.  Among his many unfulfilled and 
unfulfillable dreams are:  to have fought in the great campaigns  of the Second World War (65 years ago); to have been in Vienna 
when Beethoven’s 9th Symphony with the chorus for Frieden (Peace) was played for the first time (200 years ago); to be in Delhi and 
Agra in the court of Emperor Shah Jehan (400 years ago); to have been a sculptor during building of Konarka (900 years ago); to 
have been around when Tyrannosaurus rex roamed the Earth (when humans were 58,000,000 years away from being evolved). 
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Roving the Countryside in Search for Antique Pens 
Lalu Mansinha 
 

Somewhere in my genes there is an absence of 
passion for objects animate or inanimate.  And so 
when Manaranjan mentioned that he is starting to 
collect antique fountain pens, I was not impressed.  I 
thought ‘It is a passing fancy; it will pass in due 
course, as all fads do’.  Well, two decades later, in 
spite of my scepticism, he is now one of the top 
antique pen collectors in North America.  And I?  
Well I continue to be the roving cynic – cynical and 
critical of most things, though now, an admirer of 
pens – beautiful antique pens, with such wonderful 
artistic design, not only of the mechanism, but also of 
the beautiful plastic barrel material itself – those 
iridescent semi-transparent, semi-translucent designs 
of swirling bright and muted colours; of chips in the 
plastic with varying shadows and brightness; of the 
little bars changing colours so subtly.  To this day I 
admire the artists who designed the pen barrels, and 
marvel at how they did it. 

Once Manaranjan got hooked on antique pens, I, 
Charu and Minati became afflicted too with the 
second hand enthusiasm, much like second hand 
smoke.  So wherever we travelled, whether the 
wilderness of New England, the lake country of 
Ontario, the small towns of southern Oregon or 
northern and central California, or the flat heartland 
of the US, before the Rocky mountains rise out of the 
plains, we looked for antique pens.  But of course, we 
three only know the difference between an old pen 
and new.  We quickly learnt that old does not mean 
antique.  Manaranjan of course travels with a 
magnifying lupe and a color catalogue.  He can 
usually tell at a glance if a dirty, tarnished pen is 
‘interesting’; if he does not, out comes the color 
catalogue, listing evry know antique pen of value. 
I write haltingly, with difficulty and more often than 
not, nothing flows out from my pen – no words, no 
phrases, no sentences.  My mind goes blank, and my 
fingers freeze.  My father, the writer, wrote every 
morning.  He stood at the pedestal and wrote for a 
couple of hours, with the words flowing out of his 
pen, continuously, effortlessly.   

Through Manaranjan I learnt that there are huge 
number of collectors, people who worship pens, but 
do not actually use the pen for writing.  The process is 
simple:  acquire an antique pen; repair the 
mechanism; polish up the outside; replate the gold or 
silver if needed; take the pen for a test drive – i.e put 
a few drops of ink and write something like ‘The 

quick brown fox …….’; and then put it away and take 
up the next pen project. 

And so the four of us are on the lookout for 
antique pens, which leads us to stories.  Here is one 
asto how I came to sell cards and candies in a variety 
store.  Once Manaranjan came to the unknown town 
where I live, London, Ontario and told me that there 
are two major collectors in this area.  Here?, in 
London?.  Yes he said; there is a association for 
collectors, who are all listed in a national directory.  
So off we went.  We arrived at an ordinary gift and 
variety store with a middle aged man behind the 
counter.   

 
Manaranjan walked up and said:  Do you have any 

antique pens? 
Storeowner:  No.  I have some gift pens on your left 

there. 
Manaranjan:  I collect pens. 
Storeowner:  Oh yah!  Interesting.  What do you 

collect? 
Manaranjan:  I have the red fat barrelled Parker made 

in 1928. 
Storeowner (Suddenly perking up, looking at both of 

us in the face for the first time); What else do you 
have? 

Manaranjan:  Well last week I went to Chicago pen 
fair and got a good deal on 1901 Waterman. 

Storeowner (Now that he was satisfied that he is 
talking to a genuine pen enthusiast):  Well I have 
some good pens too.  I keep them in the back. 

Manaranjan:  Why don’t we look at them? 
Storeowner (now really interested and excited):  Yes, 

your friend can be in charge of the store. 
Storeowner (turning to me):  Just stand behind the 

counter and sell anything that any customer wants 
to buy. 

 
And so I am now suddenly I am a part time 

cashier – except I have never used a cash register 
before.  The store owner in his excitement of finding 
another pen enthusiast forgot even to count the cash 
he was leaving me.  Manaranjan and the Storeowner 
had a field day at the backroom.  I could hear them.  
Every pen that the storeowner brought out, brought 
out another pen story from Manaranjan, and then 
from the Storeowner.  They were there for an hour, 
while I was chit chatting away with the customers 
who came in.  One even brought a coffee for me.  
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This was my first introduction to the world of pen 
collectors.  I learnt of a local penclub; Manaranjan 
was invited to join.  Nothing was said to me.  I guess I 
did not qualify. 

Another story. We were at Rice Lake Cottage 
picnic, and wandered off to the small town nearby.  
Manaranjan gravitated towards the only store that had 
a few antiques; he asked about antique pens.  They 
had a few pens.  After some bargaining Manaranjan 
bought a lot of four or five pens.  We then went to 
have breakfast at one of these small cosy country 
restaurants.  As we sat down, he took off his shoes, 
then his socks.  I, Minati and Charu shouted at him 
not to be so uncouth, taking out his dirty socks in 
public etc. etc.   He ignored us and proceeded to 
polish one of the pens he just bought with his dirty 
socks.  Apparently dirty socks are just the thing for 
burnishing the faded plastic barrel of old pens.  And 
soon the pen started shining.  A few more rubs and 
Manaranjan said ‘See!  My old socks have 
transformed this old $10 pen into a $100 antique’. 

In St. Louis, the Gateway to the West, we looked 
for and found a large flea market.  After we parked, 
we saunter off to the entrance.  It was a tiny entrance, 
just enough wide so that a man could get through 
sideways.  On the top there is a sign ‘Handguns not 
allowed.  All guns must be checked in’.  I was 
nervous.  Anytime a sign says ‘hand in your guns’ 
means someone has a gun pointed at you as you go 
under that sign.  Four brown people coming in --  they 
do not need a reason to be suspicious.  Once inside 
the flea market we were not reassured.  Many of the 
people manning the stalls appeared very rough.  We 
went to various stalls and Manaranjan asked the 
standard question ‘Do you have any antique pens?’  
Most did not have any.  At one stall a very uncouth 
looking man could not understand the question; he 
said ‘What do you mean by pen?’  Oh my God, I 
thought;  ‘pen’ has an American colloquial meaning 
meaning – short form of ‘penitentiary’, jail.  At this 
point the fellow bent down behind the counter – ‘ Oh 

my God! He is getting his gun’.  We quietly slunk 
away and quickly exited from this flea market. 

We roamed in northern California along the 
scenic but curvy coastal highway.  The Pacific Ocean 
on the right, the hills and bluffs on the left.  We saw 
many brilliant sunsets.  And we saw life in small town 
America that few get a chance to see.  One evening 
we arrive at dusk, tired and hungry, and looked for a 
motel in this small town of about 1000 people.  All 
motels were sold out.  ‘How come?’ we asked of the 
Gujrati hotel manager.  He said ‘There is a football 
tournament and people from nearby towns have 
come’.  ‘There must be rooms in a motel somewhere 
in this town?’.  Well, he says, I know the manager of 
the next hotel down the street.  After some rapid 
conversation in Gujrati, the manager said, yes he will 
give you two rooms, but he will need an hour to clean 
them up.  We said we will take it, and asked for 
directions to the best restaurant in town.  We went 
there, had a nice meal, and came to back check in.   
Well, no wonder he had the two rooms.  They were 
being repaired and painted.  The hour cleaning up was 
not the typical motel room clean up.  They had 
removed the ladders, painting stuff etc.  It was filthy, 
dirty.  In the middle of the night the bed leg gave 
away, with a resounding crash.  We should have 
driven to the next town.   

And so we are planning for the next trip.  Not 
much planning involved.  We drive around in the 
heartland of Canada and the US, stop in antique stores 
and flea markets, and occasionally Manaranjan makes 
a big find.  During daytime we admire the scenery 
and when we are tired we stop somewhere.  I end 
with a quote from a poem by W. H.  Davies: 
 

WHAT is this life if, full of care, 
We have no time to stand and stare?— 

 
A poor life this if, full of care, 

We have no time to stand and stare 

 
 
Lalu Mansinha lives in London, Canada. 
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Memories 
Sunanda Mohanty 
 
“Memory… is the diary that we all carry with us.” - Oscar Wilde, The Importance of Being Earnest 
 

In our lifetimes, we make, keep and try to let go 
of innumerable memories. In Psychology, we speak 
of long term, short term, episodic and other kind of 
memories. In the context of the settlement process of 
new immigrants, memories have tremendous power 
and signifinance. For some, memories of a better life 
lived sustain them during hardships endured during 
trying to carve their identities in a new land and for 
others, the newer pleasant memories help to deal with 
the trauma of painful memories from a war ravaged or 
hostile environment in their countries of origin. In 
talking about memories, I am going to refer to some 
of mine. 
 

My arrival in Canada was when it was in the 
throes of winter of January 2002. It was a period in 
which a lot of new memories were created. It was my 
first exposure to how lonely and isolated living in an 
apartment in North America could feel as a new 
immigrant without the warmth and familiarity of my 
usual bearings. Like all new immigrants, I had left the 
associations behind my memories, family, friends and 
places. This was a time in my life that was marked by 
a number of new transitions, new marriage, new 
country and also the first time that I had made an 
important journey   without the support of my mother. 
“Mummy” as I called my mother, had passed away a 
few months earlier on a Diwali day in November, 
suddenly and unexpectedly. In my work with my 
clients, I encourage that when they are grieving or 
otherwise that there be not been too many transitions 
at the same time. However, coping with transitions 
becomes easier when there are supportive factors in 
our lives. The loving embraces of my partner soothed 
me, the task and activities of daily living gave 
structure and the memories of my experiences with 
my mother, and guiding, encouraging and loving 
sustained me. 

The landscape of memories changes with time and 
circumstances. From the initial isolation and 
loneliness in the apartment, things have come a long 

way indeed! I have come to appreciate the beauty of 
the winter, marveling at how prettily snow can sit on 
the leaves and the pristine brightness of it on the 
ground. From being a newbie in the Canadian 
workplace context, I built up on work experience to 
presently working with individuals, couples and 
families from diverse cultures on a variety of issues. 
Newer associations were created through meaningful 
conversations, workplaces, friendships and events. 
Newer skills were also acquired. From being an 
anxious new learner on the road moving to be a 
confident driver on the roads, albeit local ones.  Being 
a part of a vibrant and active Oriya community with 
its cultural programs and get-togethers also 
contributed to the joy of life in Canada. 

 
Sometimes, like most people, I do wish that I had 

a magic wand where I could turn back the clock.  The 
magic wand would have given control over life and 
death, something that as human beings we do not 
have. That does not stop us from wishing… I wish, 
Mummy could be a part of the memory of my 
excitement at cooking a first meal entirely by myself, 
or seeing Jhumpa Lahiri read at the Harbourfront 
Reading Series or a new idea for decoration. She 
loved to read, decorate and try different and new 
things and we could have had so much fun together.  
The intensity of the grieving memories reduces with 
time but they do not completely fade away. Accepting 
the loss and acknowledging that there would be 
countless memories of birthdays, anniversaries, 
achievements, and disappointments without the loved 
one is an important part of healing from the loss. 
People hold on to the loving memories and try to push 
away the more painful ones. They learn to cope, move 
forward, plunge into roles and responsibilities and 
find joy in newer ways. 
 
“Memory is a way of holding onto the things you 
love, the things you are, the things you never want to 
lose.” - The Wonder Years 

 
 
Sunanda has an M.Phil in Clinical Psychology, from the National Institute of Mental Health and Neuro Sciences (NIMHANS) in 
Banagalore. She works at a Community Service Agency in Peel, Ontario providing Counselling. She has various interests, the current 
one being decorating her new home in Brampton, where she lives with her husband, Srimanta. 
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The Young Creative Artists Amongst Us 
Sri Gopal Mohanty and Lalu Mansinha 
 

In the expatriate Indian community, there is a 
dichotomy in the appreciation of the arts in general, 
but performing arts in particular.  Performing arts are 
good for enjoyment, are an integral part of our 
culture, but not a good career option, particularly if 
one’s offspring are involved.  Medicine, technology 
and business are desirable career choices.  Performing 
arts are not.  Opera, jazz, musicals, films — these are 
even more alien territory. 

So we being fond of the arts, we note with 
pleasure, that in spite of the tacit discouragement, 
several of the next generation have chosen a different 
path of their own, towards the performing arts. 

Here we present short and incomplete list of those 
who have come to our attention, through being 
recognized outside the immediate friends, family and 
community.  This list is neither exhaustive nor all 
inclusive.  Undoubtedly there are others, left out, 
mostly due to our ignorance.  We hope future issues 
of this journal will continue to recognize others of the 
younger set who have dared to explore and express 
themselves, and have achieved significant 
recognition. 
 

Tirthankar Das in his own 
words: “love to express 
myself through my films, 
videos and music that I 
produce.” Produced and co-
directed Chath-A Roof 
Without Walls that has been 
screened in 4 international 
film festivals. Started 
independent production 
company Magnapex Media 
and Entertainment. 

Chath is the first major 
production. Hope to make 

many more interesting and hard-hitting films under 
this banner and establish it as a creative production 
house in East-Coast America. 

I have composed music for Hindi feature films 
Bandhak and Circus with Shyam Vaidhyanathan (We 
go by Shyam-Das: www.shyam-das.com).  Will be 
launching my first music album in collaboration with 
Shyam  featuring  singers  Sonu Nigam, Sunidhi 
Chauhan, Mahalakshmi Iyer, Sadhana Sargam, 
Naresh  Iyer,  Karunya.  Completed a music album on 
Oriya modern songs, to be released in 2008.” 

Tirtha Das’ latest film, The 11th Day,  is about a 
transient meeting between a troubled American 
teenager Amanda and a 9 year old Indian girl Pia, 
both struggling with their own lives. Amanda is 
suicidal while Pia is struggling with her terminal 
illness. The unpleasant beginning transforms into a 
lively situation during which they share their little 
experiences, problems and joys. They finally create a 
bond that helps the American teenager redeem herself 
from her woes.  She realizes that life is reason enough 
to live. Details about The 11th Day: Length: 38 mins; 
Produced and Directed by: Tirthankar Das; Director 
of Photography: Hyder Bilgrami; Music: Shyam 
Vaidhyanathan; Production Asst: Arvind Patnaik, 
Zoltan Bagi. 

The film Chath-A Roof Without Walls 
(www.chaththefilm.com) deals with the unexplored 
subject of homelessness.  The primary motivation 
behind its making was to tell a story that has never 
been told through a feature film - the story of 
homelessness, its roots, its impact on human lives and 
emotions and the reality that homelessness is more of 
an emotional and mental phenomena rather than just 
an economic condition. Chath delves into the 
dynamics of the relationships between 3 homeless 
Indians in USA. The three different personalities 
clash and this raises pertinent questions about life and 
existence, and about dealing with life’s failures. 

They pointed out that Chath has been inspired by 
real-life incidents and experiences of the homeless 
and strongly felt that people should be aware of this 
problem that has a huge bearing on our society. Hyder 
and Das personally met with homeless people 
including Indians in New York City to get a better 
perspective on their issues.  "Some of the incidents 
that homeless people have experienced in real life are 
even more disturbing and horrendous than what we 
have shown in the film. The bitterness and trauma 
they experience often results in drug abuse and 
serious mental abnormalities and deviations". 
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The youngest in this list of young artists, we 
introduce Suraj Patnaik by quoting verbatim from a 
recent report in the Hindustan Times: 

“At a time when most 
young people are taking to 
the western culture blindly, 
Suraj Patnaik, a 12-year-old 
boy residing in the United 
States of America, has left 
many spellbound with his 
passion for Oriya music.” 
Suraj Patnaik, a fourteen-
year-old boy from 
Naperville, Illinois is a 
musically gifted child. 
Suraj, who used to surprise 
his audience with his performances at a very early 
age, was believed to be a child prodigy. Being a 
versatile singer, Suraj has been trained in both 
Western and Hindustani classical music. Suraj has 
been receiving Hindustani Classical training in 
Vishnupur Gharana since the age of six from 
Manjusha Sangeet Academy. Guru Smt. Mani 
Majumdar, a receipient of the President of India 
Music Award and the director of Manjusha Sangeet 
Academy, nurtures Suraj’s musical talent with much 
love and dedication. She finds in Suraj a sincere, 
obedient and gifted singer, who looks promising to 
keep Vishnupur Gharana alive in his own right. 

Suraj, known among his friends as friendly, well 
mannered, studious and jolly, currently attends 
Neuqua Valley high school and enjoys music in 
general. His passion for music is reflected through his 
training in violin, piano, and keyboard. Besides music 
Suraj keeps keen interest in learning Hindu Culture 
and Religion. He attends Sunday School for Vedantic 
studies at the Chinmaya Mission in Chicago and 
classes on Hindu epics like Ramayana. Suraj is well 
versed in chanting Bhagavat Gita and has received 
many awards in Gita Chanting Competitions. He 
believes that Chinmaya Mission helps him to reflect 
on his mistakes everyday and to become a better 
person. 

Suraj has two major accomplishments to his 
credit. In 2004, he recorded his first Bhajan CD 
‘Madhuram’ for which music was arranged by Ms. 
Nazia Sayeed and directed by Mrs Naima Alam.  This 
CD was released by Chinmaya Mission Chicago. In 
2006, Suraj had his first concert in Orissa, which was 
attended and blessed by music maestros of Orissa. 
Suraj kept the audience spellbound with his 
presentations on Odissi, Champu, Chhanda, Geeta 

Govinda, Loka Sangeeta, Khayal and Bhajan. Pt. Shri 
Raghunath Panigrahy blessed Suraj on stage with 
words of praise and Dr Pratibha Ray blessed Suraj 
with words of wisdom. It was a successful evening 
for him not because of all the attention he received 
but because he came back home with his heart filled 
with Oriyaness. Suraj had learnt to read and write in 
Oriya before but after this trip he was determined to 
take his Oriya identity to the next level by exploring 
Orissa through Oriya music Odissi.” 

There are only few other details to add.. Suraj has 
received training in Odissi vocal music from Guru Sri 
Keshab Ch Raut. Trained at Chinmaya Mission 
Chicago, Suraj excels in reciting and chanting 
shlokas, vandanas, and stutis in Sanskrit.  He has 
received recognitions and awards: the Subrina Biswal 
Award, 3rd Prize (1997), 1st Prize (2001); and for 
singing and for dancing, 2nd Prize (2007).  Additional 
details can be found at: 
http://www.oriyamusic.com/Live/SurajPatnaik 
http://www.twincityplus.com/fullStory.asp?articleID=
TCP6ART8262006 
 
Sarba Das holds a BA in Philosophy and Film 
Studies from Yale, and a MFA, Concentration in 

Directing, from the Tisch 
School of the Arts, New York 
University.  She is currently 
the President of  Shakti 
Productions Llc, New York.  
Produced and directed 
several shorts and the 
documentary NAGAS of the 
Kumbha Mela.  Upcoming 
feature projects include Spirit 

Rising and Be God’s Dog. 
Earlier Production: 
Passage. 16mm/color. 17 min. The story of a day in 
the life of a one rupee coin as it changes hands in a 
small town in Orissa, India. 
DripDry. 16mm/b/w. 4 min.. Stuck on the streets of 
Manhattan, where can a young woman find a place to 
pee?! A silent comedic short. 
MAUSI or: how an old lady finds her way back to 
India. 16mm/color. 10 min. dir. Sarba Das. Guns, 
drugs, food, and a nagging relative make this a 
difficult household. And Mausi just might surprise 
her family... This short premiered at the Asian 
American International Film Festival in New York 
City in July 2000. It has since appeared in the 
Filmmakers of Tomorrow program at the Telluride 
Film Festival 2000, Interflügs Festival 2000 in Berlin, 
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Clermont-Ferrand International Short Film Festival in 
France, Memphis International Film Festival, Kerala 
International Film Festival 2001 in India, Chicago 
Asian American Showcase, and the Palm Springs 
International Short Film Festival 2001. MAUSI was 
named Best Short Film at the Making Waves Festival 
in NYC and was named a finalist for the Asian 
American Academy Award (Ammy) for Best Short 
Film held in Los Angeles, California Nov. 10, 2001. 
Miracles that Followed. 16mm/DV. 10 min. An 
exploration of the community in a pentacostal church 
in Jolo, West Virginia whose expression of faith 
includes the handling of poisonous rattlesnakes as a 
testament to God. 
NAGAS of the Kumbha Mela. DV. 50 min. A 
chronicle of Naga Babas, naked spiritual ascetics, and 
their practices in India . 
Spirit Rising. A feature length story of an American 
psychiatrist who has a spiritual awakening. To be 
filmed on location in India (Works in Progress ) 
 

At our request Siddhartha Misra wrote a short 
essay about himself.  So in his own words: 

I apologize for not being 
able to personally attend this 
year’s Convention but I am 
busy preparing for a six-week 
engagement with Opera North 
in Lebanon, NH.  Perhaps my 
absence makes clear the point 
that I would have liked to have 
made in person: singing is my 
career and my resources are 
dedicated to forwarding a 
career in Western classical 

music, specifically opera. 
Most importantly, this is not a hobby for me, it is 

my work.  While it can be relaxing, I generally don’t 
find music to be easygoing; that would be the 
equivalent of a doctor relaxing by sitting down with a 
blood test analysis.  If asked to sing at a social event, 
I expect a contract with payment details.  Frankly, if 
asked for an impromptu performance by a computer 
programmer or an accountant at a party, I’m tempted 
to solicit software or tax help in return.  I think the 
notion of music as a profession is undervalued in 
American society, evidenced by the lack of funding 
for the arts in public schools.  Yet, in my experience, 
artistic careers are far more undervalued, if not 
outright dismissed, in our Oriya-American culture.  
Parents naturally want to guarantee success, which we 
frequently equate with financial stability and this is 

admittedly quite difficult to achieve in the arts.  Yet I 
would regret the decision for the rest of my life if I 
had abandoned a musical career in order to gain 
family approval or to make a quick dollar. 

I graduated with degrees in political science and 
voice performance because I was interested and 
capable in studying political theory.  Indian-
Americans often view my liberal arts background as a 
“backup” plan; however, no one asks a pre-med 
student or an M.B.A. candidate if he or she has a 
backup plan, in spite of the competition to enter a top 
medical school or the overwhelming number of 
businesses that fail in their first 5 years.  The chance 
of my becoming a successful musician is perhaps 
equal to either of those endeavours and yet a musical 
career is viewed as a pipe dream.  Why is it so hard 
for our culture to accept the idea that performing 
music can be a professional activity? 

I believe this stigma is because Western classical 
music is foreign to Indian culture and has not taken 
root in India itself.  To my knowledge, there are no 
major symphonies or opera houses in India, a 
distinction that makes it stand apart from every other 
global superpower.  Like many cultures, we have a 
rich artistic tradition but we must also accept what 
other cultures have to offer because cultural exchange 
is one of the easiest ways to build social and, in turn, 
political camaraderie. 

Therefore, I think we need to take extra measures 
to build our exposure to Western classical music so 
that we can foster a greater understanding of this art 
form.  This is as simple as attending performances – 
which frequently include informative pre-
performance lectures – or buying recordings.  Armed 
with this knowledge, we can learn to recognize true 
potential and cultivate it.  I’m not expecting many 
people to enjoy this art form but once we understand 
it, we can no longer dismiss its place in society.  As 
the philosopher Will Durant wrote, “Education is a 
progressive discovery of our own ignorance.” 

Siddhartha Misra has performed Spalanzani and 
Pitichinaccio in Les Contes d'Hoffman.  Siddhartha 
has frequently performed at Center City Opera 
Theater, including Tybalt in Roméo et Juliette and 
Malcolm in Macbeth.  Prior to his work in the 
Philadelphia area, he completed the degrees in voice 
performance and political science at Northwestern 
University, where he performed Tamino in Die 
Zauberflöte, Rinuccio in Gianni Schicchi and 
Bardolfo in Falstaff.  Siddhartha received critical 
acclaim in the Chicago Sun-Times and Chicago 
Tribune for "brilliant comic timing" and "heartfelt" 
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performances as Cacambo in Candide at Light Opera 
Works.  His summer festival credits include the Lake 
George Opera, the Pine Mountain Music Festival and, 
most recently, the Tanglewood Music Center, where 
he worked with esteemed musicians such as Phyllis 
Curtin, William Bolcom and James Levine.  He feels 
particularly at home in the music of Donizetti and 
Mozart and his repertoire includes Ernesto in Don 
Pasquale, Nemorino in L'elisir d'amore, and Don 
Ottavio in Don Giovanni. 
Siddhartha Misra is a member of American Guild of 
Musical Artists (AGMA), and holds B.Mus./B.A. 
from  Northwestern University and M.Mus. from 
Temple University. For more on Siddhartha Misra, 
see a report by Ranjani Saigal on LokVani  
http://www.lokvani.com/lokvani/article.php?article_i
d=4341 
 

Arati Misro, a California 
native, has dedicated almost a 
decade to promote, produce and 
distribute South Asian content in 
the United States. Arati Misro 
has produced and distributed the 
independent feature film as well 
as Network TV. Misro has 
worked on various indie feature 
films such as Night Of Henna, Beat The Drum and Its 
A Mis Match. Misro has worked for Fox, Discovery 
and CNBC ASIA. Since 2005,  Misro decided to start 
her own company to serve the South Asian film in all 
capacities from development to distribution. 

Arati holds an MFA from the American Film 
Institute. and a B.A. from University of California at 
San Diego in Mass Communications and a second 
B.A. in Cultural Anthropology with a minor in 
Postcolonial Literature. 

Misro is an active and dedicated member of 
Women in Film International Los Angeles, Indo 
Americans in the Media, and Project Involve Alum 
with the IFP. She also spent extensive time in India as 
a social worker for battered women and directed her 
debut documentary film entitled Distant Voices, 
which addresses womens conflicts in East India. This 
captured the attention of the AFI admissions board. 
She is spear heading Women In Film India in 2005 
with support from acclaimed actress and social 
activist, Nandita Das. 

Her thesis film, Badger, has won numerous 
awards such as Best Direction from the DGA in the 
Asian Film Category for student film, Best 
cinematography from the ASC, Best Picture from the 

Caucus Foundation for Producers, She is the winner 
of the Henry Hathaway scholarship, Badger also won 
The Spirit of Excellence from the AFI that is 
presented to every graduating class for best thesis 
film. She is producing several projects, especially of 
South Asian Themes. 
She most recently organized the women and film/tv 
International summit and works as a community 
liaison for local international film festivals. Misro is 
collaborating with several filmmakers based in 
Europe as well. She recently prepped an independent 
feature film there.  Her current project, The Stamp 
Collector is a finalist in the Sundance Filmmakers 
Lab last year. Misro hopes to continue telling stories 
about the human condition around the globe. 
 
Pratik Dash, the twenty year old son of Prabir and 

Prajesh Dash, has embraced 
music throughout his entire 
life. He began singing at the 
age of eight, when his third 
grade music teacher told his 
mother that he had the voice of 
a soul singer. Those words 
caused Pratik to begin pursuing 
voice training. That was the 
beginning.  In fifth grade, 
Pratik was in the play Annie, 
playing the lead role of Mr. 
Warbucks. He continued his 

path in theater throughout his middle and high school 
career, playing roles in musicals such as the Pirate 
King (Pirates of Penzance), Chief Sitting Bull (Annie 
Get Your Gun), the King (The King and I), and the 
Beast (Beauty and the Beast). 

During his years in middle school, Pratik was 
asked to sing at the ACDA (Association of Choral 
Directors of America) National and Regional Honor 
Choirs, where two hundred singers are asked to come 
together from around the United States and sing 
together in a performance. Pratik performed in San 
Antonio, Texas and Charlotte, North Carolina, as well 
as his home city of Nashville, Tennessee. 

During his sophomore year of high school, Pratik 
was also offered a scholarship to attend Berkeley 
School of Music's five week summer program. Pratik 
spent five weeks in Boston, Massachusetts learning 
various types, styles, and theory from professors at 
Berkeley. 

Pratik was also awarded the Presidential 
Honorable Mention, a program which gives out 
scholarships to those who excel in their field of music 
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or arts. Pratik was rated as one of the best jazz 
singers in the country, and his name is recorded in 
Miami, FL for this award.  

His singing was such a success that Pratik was 
invited to come sing for the 2006 and 2007 Annual 
Grammy Jazz Ensembles, where eight singers are 
chosen throughout Canada and the United States to 
sing for a week at different Grammy events. There, 
Pratik met numerous celebrities such as Beyonce 
Knowles, Usher, Alicia Keys, and Chris Brown. 
Information on the Gibson/Baldwin Grammy Jazz 
Enemble Awards can be found at 

www.alexanderbailey.org/uploads/GrammyPress.pdf. 
Throughout all of this, Pratik has tried to pass his 

success to the next generation of children. While he is 
back home, he goes back to his middle school, where 
his success in singing and theater began, and helps 
direct plays both produced by his school and the 
community. Despite all his success, Pratik volunteers 
his time to help those gain the same fortunes that he 
has received from the grooming of his talent. 

Pratik would like to thank the Lord Jagannath and 
his forever loving parents for blessing him with the 
opportunity to perform on this stage. 
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How high can a tiger jump? 
Pallavi Raut Sodhi 
 

“I was fifteen years old then.  An excitable 
teenager, ready to have fun at the slightest pretext.  
The Magha Chaturthi Mela was to take place in 
Joronda, near Dhenkanal village  All adults in the 
household were getting ready to go.  The children 
were not going, but that did not stop me from asking 
why not.  Much like you children ask a million 
questions, half of which I do not have an answer to.   
Well, there was no harm in asking for permission to 
go, right?  So I did.  I asked my mother if I could go 
to the mela.  No, I pleaded…I wanted to go to the 
mela more than anything else in the world.  I would 
be really good.  Could I please, please go?  I must 
have been really convincing or there must have been 
some truth in what everyone used to day…that I could 
wrap my mother around my little finger.  My mother 
acquiesced to my pleas.  So I went.  And that was the 
start of a most unforgettable adventure, which I will 
share with you, my dear children.” 
 

So said my father, when we were children, and 
crowded around him when we wanted to hear a 
bedtime story.  No amount of reading from books 
captivated our interest as much as his stories did.  
This particular story was larger than real life.  And 
as years have gone by, nothing has diminished the 
vibrancy of the story.  So here I am, today, telling the 
story to my son, as told by my father to us…. 
 

“…The mela was most enjoyable.  But like all 
good things, it had to come to an end, and that too just 
before the weekend.  My Ravenshaw Collegiate 
School started on Monday.  But I wanted to reach my 
Ram Krishna Cottage Hostel by Sunday.  Guess why?  
Well, Sunday was the most enjoyable day of the week 
for me.  We used to have early morning music and 
bhajan sessions on Sundays, and I used to play the 
mridangam : I loved that.  No way was I going to 
miss my favourite music hour.  But to make it in time 
for Sunday morning, I had to leave on Saturday itself; 
one day before all the adults were leaving Joronda.  
So once again, I broke the rules.  I decided to go on 
my own, and take a shortcut through Kapilash Hill, 
which would take me to the railway station at 
Dhenkanal that would finally take me to Cuttack, 
where my school and hostel were located. 

I bid goodbye to my parents.  My mother gave me 
her shawl because she knew that the season of Magha 
was erratic, and it could get chilly in the evening.  So, 

off I went, with a shawl wrapped around my 
shoulders, and new slippers on my feet, which were 
my new acquisition from the mela.  I could not wait 
to show both to my friends. 

By the time I reached Kapilash Hill, it was 
evening.  All of a sudden I heard faint drums and a 
holler by stonecutters “Tiger on the prowl.  Beware.”  
I had heard enough stories about tigers in that part of 
the village.  I did not want to take any chances.  I had 
to get closer to the border and out of the jungle hills.  
But civilization was not in horizon.  I decided to play 
safe.  Plus I was tired and sleepy.  I could not possibly 
sleep under the trees.  I had an idea.  I would sleep on 
top of the trees!  But something stopped me.  The 
holler about the tiger raised another warning in my 
brain.  “A tiger can jump higher than 5 feet.”  I tucked 
my shawl around me, and started climbing a tall tree.  
Up I went.  I guess there was some truth in being 
called a monkey, albeit lovingly by my mother.  I 
kept trying to measure how much higher I needed to 
go to escape the imaginary tiger.  One of my slippers 
fell.  I cursed.  But I did not go back.  I kept climbing 
till I was well above 5 feet.  I found a sturdy branch 
and ensconced myself amidst the foliage.  And tried 
to sleep.  The mosquitoes would not let me.  Which 
was just as well.  I heard a faint rustling below.  I 
could hear my heart beat louder than those rustles.  I 
peered down, and guess what I saw?  There was a 
tiger sitting below, sniffing my sandal.  I was scared 
to my wits end.  I could almost feel that the tiger 
could smell me, if not see me.  It was the battle of 
wills.  The tiger below, and me, this imp of a 15- year 
old, mosquito bitten. but scared to the core , of the 
feline sitting below…Suddenly the mosquitoes did 
not bother me.  They had their feast of me, but I 
would not let this feline creature take the better of me.  
I kept sitting and waited.  And waited.  Meanwhile, 
the tiger too waited.  And waited.  I do not know how 
much time passed.  But next when I looked, I saw the 
tiger walking away.  I kept sitting inside the branches 
of the tree.  Waiting seemed the lifeline for me then.  
Again, I do not know how long I waited…. 

…  Till I heard a woman’s scream.  “What was 
that about?” I wondered.  The tiger was nowhere in 
sight, and the light was emerging from the skies.  I 
decided to climb down.  Walking slowly, with both 
slippers on my feet, I walked till the edge of the 
Kapilash Hill, where I saw a bullock cart with stone 
cutters.  Seeing me, they called me, and asked me if I 
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wanted a ride.  I could have hugged them, I was so 
grateful.  I sat in their cart, which seemed like a 
king’s palanquin to me, after the uncomfortable night 
up in the tree.  But something kept bothering me.  
That woman’s cry.  I told the stone cutters about my 
rendezvous with the tiger and the woman’s scream.  
The stone cutters 
heard me 
spellbound, as if I 
were a ghost.  Then, 
one of them 
suggested we look 
for the woman.  The 
tiger had killed 
many a villager and 
who knows what 
had happened to the 
woman.  We had 
just about finished 
talking, when my 
eyes fell on a blood 
covered, shivering, 
but definitely alive 
huddled body on the 
side of the road.  It 
was a woman whose 
left shoulder and 
bosom was covered 
in blood.  We 
helped her up into the cart.  She was alive, but crying 
her heart out, sobbing in her local dialect, “Heda 
khiya aasla chua neyee gola.”  I understood at last.  
She was carrying her child, collecting firewood from 
the forest, when the tiger snatched her child away.  I 
covered her with my shawl.  She was inconsolable.  
Everyone in the cart was shaken.  We dropped off the 

Kapilash Hill.  Amid cries, her family welcomed her 
and took her in.  I went back to the stonecutters who 
offered to drop me at the railway station.  A little boy 
ran behind, with a blood stained shawl in his hand. He 
handed it to me and I took it quietly.  There was not 
much left to say.  It was a quiet ride to the railway 

station. 
I reached 

Ram Krishna 
Cottage, and my

woman at her hut, which was at the outskirts of 

 
frie

for 

nds and guru 
crowded around 
me, looking 
askance at the 
blood stained 
shawl.  I told 
them what had 

happened.  
Bhajans started.  
That morning 

the first 
time, my 

mridangam 
beats were not 
loud enough to 
quieten the 
sounds in my 
mind.  The 

woman’s 
scream and sobs reverberated louder and louder.  I 
silently sent my prayers to that poor mother who had 
lost her child to the tiger. 

If I had not climbed the bara haath on the tree, 
who would have been the target?  Till today, the 
thought crosses my mind and shivers run down my 
spine….” 

 
 
Pallavi Raut Sodhi lives in Toronto with husband Sajneet Singh Sodhi and son Ankit Sodhi.  This is a true story as relayed by her 
father Dr. Kahnu Charan Raut, who is a retired scientist and professor at Indian Council of Agricultural Research.  In his youth, he 
did many firsts, broke many a traditional rule and faced many adventures (taking a short cut through the jungle to reach school in 
time, going atop a tree with a tiger sitting at the bottom were just a couple of them.) He lives in Delhi with wife Rachita, and spends 

is time writing books for children.  He will always be a hero for his daughters.  

 

h
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Maternal Affinity 
Sanjay Misra 
 

October 20, 2004, a Wednesday night filled with 
the ordinary chores of the Misra household.  Dad 
pulled himself together after rising from his post-
work nap to roll out the mephitic garbage can.  Mom 
went outside for a daily stroll about the neighborhood 
where she could smell the aroma that the roses 
discharged as her Majesty walked by.  Our pet cats 
playfully chased one another across the living room, 
almost breaking the antique glass jar that delicately 
stood atop an end table gazing out at the masterfully 
chromatic evening sky. 

Not too long after my father returned from his 
endeavor, the dark black sky interrupted the jar’s 
evening show.  I rose from my homework to an 
unusual creaking noise coming from the door knob.  
My mother carefully stepped inside, rubbed the black 
streaks off her face, and walked over to the kitchen 
table.  Her skin was abnormally pale, resembling the 
keys of an old Steinway left to the rats after its 
connoisseur passed away.  I looked up at my suddenly 
aged mother and listened to her words. 

“I think you should go over to visit Reece and his 
mother right now.” 

Confused at my mother’s earnest request, I 
politely responded, “I have too much homework, I’ll 
do it another time.” 

Mother took a heavy breath as she looked down 
and played with her thumbs.  After a second search 
for air, she said, “Honey, I really think you should go 
over now;” her tone proving so compelling that 
gravity itself deferred to its insistence.  With that she 
rose and walked out the door on her way to my best 
friend’s house.  Requiring no additional coaxing, I 
threw on my shoes and followed my mother out the 
door. 

Reece Thompson, my best friend for the last 
twelve years, lived only four houses away from mine 
in our development.  His mother had suffered breast 
cancer for the last three and a half years.  Reece had 
accepted his mother’s likelihood of passing away 
years ago, but his little sister Claire still feared the 
Malignant Kleptomaniac.  Claire forced her mother to 
wear a wig at all times to cover up her baldness and 
did not allow her poor mother into the same room as 
her when her young friends came over for play dates.  
The entire effort that Reece’s mother exerted to 
appease her daughter had left her motionless on a bed 
for the last four months. 

My two-minute walk contained hours of feigned 
courage and genuine trepidation.  The familiar path 
seemed foreign to my veteran legs, which begged to 
turn back after each step.  My mother had disappeared 
somewhere ahead of me, leaving me to fight the night 
sky alone.  Despite a myriad of leisurely saunters 
along the same route in all kinds of conditions, my 
body felt intimidated by the pitch black sky, which 
growled at me every time I stepped on one of the 
sidewalk cracks.  My eyes hunted intensely for a 
single star to delineate a safe path to my destination, 
though Orion simply snored during my importunate 
pleading.  A subtle bend in the sidewalk crept up on 
me so suddenly that I nearly plunged over the 
instantly-treacherous eight-inch fall into the road.  
Quickly I veered left from the curb to find the once-
recognizable pathway to Reece’s house.  My 
premature whiskers cringed as a bitter gust bit into 
my cheek.  When I finally spotted the comforting 
Thompson lantern, I jumped ship from the sidewalk 
and sprinted to the house in search of safety. 

I walked in the door shortly after my mother 
arrived to find Reece, Claire, their father, and family 
friend Fuerza positioned around Mrs. Thompson’s 
bed.  The once verdant plants sagged as I walked 
towards the bed; they were frowning from their two-
week stint without water to drink.  My mom pulled 
me aside and explained, “This is it for Mrs. 
Thompson, Honey.  If you want to say anything to her 
about how you feel, it’s now or never.” 

Suddenly I felt slightly dizzy.  The idea that a 
once strong, determined woman who helped take care 
of me since I was a toddler was about to die right in 
front of my eyes caused my heart to race and my body 
to quiver.  I sat down on the sofa for a little while to 
compose myself.  I rubbed a soft pillow against my 
cheek while I pet Reece’s dog Topaz.  My hands ran 
through the dog’s smooth golden hair as I 
contemplated what I could possibly say to the woman 
who had been a second mother to me all my life. 

Finally mustering up the essential courage, I 
treaded over to Mrs. Thompson’s bed side, 
accompanied only by Fuerza for moral support.  
However, I soon asked her to leave Reece’s mother 
and me to ourselves so I could be completely open 
with my second-mother. 

The clock chirped signifying nine-o’clock as I 
began to pour out the thoughts and feelings that had 
lain dormant in my soul for years.  “Mrs. Thompson, I 
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can’t believe this is it, it’s too soon.”  She could not 
respond verbally because she had not been able to talk 
for the duration of her bed rest.  Still, her eyes told me 
everything I needed to know.  I imagined her 
responding to my plea with her usual Mrs. Thompson 
reassurance. 

“I know Sanjay, I know.  Trust me; I didn’t want 
it to happen like this either.”  Her eyes blinked and 
close slightly and then I pictured her 
continuing.  “Sanjay, I don’t want you 
to forget about me.” 

I felt as if a gust of wind rapidly 
zipped through my body.  How could I 
ever forget the woman who was so 
much like my own mother?  My warm 
skin met her cool hand as I held it up 
to my face and kissed it.  Her hand 
tasted bland but smelled of rich 
watermelon, most likely a special 
lotion applied to make her as 
comfortable as possible. 

I gazed into Mrs. Thompson’s 
eyes and answered, “I will never 
forget you as long as I live Mrs. Thompson, it's 
impossible.”  Her hand suddenly became very warm 
as a tear dropped from my eyes onto it.  I spread the 
liquid around so that she may still feel the warmth of 
love before she finally gave in. 
Her eyes brightened slightly as if she was trying to 
smile, but her mouth was constantly half open such 
that she could breathe any nothing more.  A rhythmic 
pattering commenced in the distance, indicating that 

rain had begun to fall.  I did not know if she could 
hear the rain, but its constant falling reminded of all 
the time I had spent with her.  The sky cried with me 
as I reminisced over the sailing trips, birthday parties, 
and hikes in the woods. 

I composed myself to say my final words to Mrs. 
Thompson.  “I will miss you so much, and I love you, 
Mom.” 

Her eyes shined as I hoped to catch a 
last response.  Then they closed, for a 
long time.  I finally walked away after 
watching her top forehead wrinkle for a 
minute or so, as if it was still fighting to 
live on, just to give me an answer.  I 
went to give my mother a big hug.  The 
warmth I felt in my mother’s 
outstretched arms was similar to the 
warmth on Mrs. Thompson’s hands 
when my tears hit them.  I realized then, 
I needed no answer.  I knew exactly 
what she would have said to me. 

“I love you, Son.” 
An hour later Fuerza came into the 

family room where the rest of us sat and told us that 
Mrs. Thompson had passed away.  She did not speak 
one word to me in our last conversation, yet she said 
more to me than ever before.  I never before knew 
how strong love could be with a person beyond one’s 
family, but I had learned it all in a matter of minutes.  
I will never forget her, and I would always appreciate 
everything she had done for me.  My mother had 
died, and yet, my mother lives on. 

 
 
Sanjay Prayag Misra is 18 years old and graduating from North Penn High School in Lansdale, Pennsylvania this year.  In addition 
to writing he enjoys playing goalie for his school soccer team.  He plays the guitar in a band he and his friends formed, called the The 
Gentlemen.  He is going to attend Harvard University next year to study Economics. 
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The Bedside Stories: Uncommon Deeds of Common People 
Devi P. Misra 
 

The duty of a physician is to listen intently to the 
symptoms of a patient presenting to the office or the 
ER of a hospital and then thread out a diagnostic 
possibility and plan out a treatment leading to a better 
prognosis for the patient. Sometimes, the physician 
may succeed in curing the patient, sometimes he or 
she does not. 

If there was one thing to wish in medicine, it is 
this: that irrespective of a diagnosis or an outcome of 
a patient's illness, good or bad, if one could sit down 
with a patient and ask them one of their pleasurable or 
memorable moments of their life, then these moments 
themselves will be teaching lessons to each of us at 
different times of our lives. 

I will narrate a few examples of uncommon 
qualities and thoughts from the patients one came 
across. 
 

JV 68 year-old, tall, handsome male diagnosed, 
after a three month illness, to have stomach cancer 
spread all over the body. He is referred to hospice and 
is to go home the next day. The night before at 9 p.m., 
I wished to talk to him for the last time. I would not 
see him again. 

I wake him up. He is under the effects of 
morphine because of continuous pain. I said, “Hey 
Jay... how come you have a strange name, stranger 
than mine...your name is Jay Verrado.” I asked, “Are 
you Italian?” He smiled a big smile from the effects 
of morphine and nodded yes, I am Italian.” 

I asked, “You are not Sicilian mafia?” He smiled 
broadly again and with a full heart said, “No, I am an 
Italian.” 

I asked about his family. He said, “I have come a 
long way. I have had a full life. I did mischief as an 
adolescent. I was in jail for a while, but I came 
around.” 

“How many children do you have?” I asked. He 
said, “We have been married for 67 years and we 
have four children and eight grandchildren, but we 
adopted four children.” 

I said, “If you raised such a large family, why did 
you have to adopt?” He said, “We saw if we raised 
four children, well, why could not we give hope to 
four more children?” 
 
 
 
 

WM within a span of four months... 
In 1986, he was one of the eight persons diagnosed to 
have an inoperable lung cancer. It was a Saturday. 
There were no family members at his bedside. 

I thought if I tell him the diagnosis straight on he 
will not be crestfallen. I thought about how to give 
him the diagnosis without throwing him into despair. 

At the bedside, I said, “Bill, have you ever played 
Santa in schools?” looking at his head full of gray 
hair and flowing beard, and his face lit up with a big 
smile. He said, “Yes! I played Santa in the Huntsville 
area schools during Christmas since 1965 and during 
Thanksgiving holidays along with Sheriff Joe 
Patterson. We distributed fruit baskets to hungry and 
homeless people.” He smiled heartily. I paused and 
told him the diagnosis. Tears rolled down his cheek. I 
could only comfort holding his hand. 
 

MH hospitalized for pneumonia… One day I sat 
down to hear her unique story. She had four sons and 
four daughters all settled in their lives. She hailed 
from nearby Decatur, Alabama. During the 1960's a 
hotbed of KKK activity. She was Caucasian. 

In 1988, a very close friend of hers, working in 
the Human Resources Department of a hospital, 
requested her to adopt a baby delivered in the 
hospital. Unknowingly then, she agreed. 

The mother of the baby was a Caucasian and the 
father, an African-American, was a drug addict – she 
would come to know later. 

Once she adopted this baby, she would take her to 
the Health Department for vaccines or any illness, 
particularly for frequent seizures which the babies of 
drug addicts and alcoholics are prone to. She took 
care of the baby for two years after which the baby 
was supposed to go to foster care under court 
jurisdiction. The court date came. 

Before the court date came, her husband said, 
“We have taken care of the baby for two years. Our 
eight children are gone out of our home. Why can’t 
she be our child?” They went to court and filed the 
adoption papers for the baby. 

When after the hospital stay MH came to my 
office, I saw the girl braided smart and now a 12 year-
old ebullient girl, proficient in music, in her band 
team at school, and also on the A-B honor roll in the 
school. Quite a different upbringing in life and a 
different perspective. 
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“You must be the change you wish to see in the 
world” 
 
 
 
 
 

Seven Deadly Sins 
• wealth without work 
• pleasure without conscience 
• science without humanity 
• knowledge without character 
• politics without principle 
• commerce without morality 
• worship without sacrifice 
 
Mahatma Gandhi 

 
 
Dr. Devi Misra is a physician in Huntsville, Alabama. He is an active supporter of cultural and community development projects in 
Orissa.  
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The Nigger Doctor 
 

Dr. Prasanna Pati 
 

“Dr. Johnson, we do not want a nigger doctor for 
our brother John. We ask you to assign a white doctor 
to our brother. This Dr. Sonjee from India does not 
even look like a psychiatrist.”  

It was a very large mental hospital in the heart of 
America, one of those insane asylums started by the 
pioneers for the care and custody of the mentally ill. 
The grounds were beautiful, with very large trees. 
The entire facility was full of buildings, including the 
main, all in the Kirkbride style of architecture.  

It was over crowded, with more than three thou-
sand patients spread throughout multiple wards. 
Many patients came and never returned home. Many 
died in the hospital and many were abandoned by 
their families. Many did not maintain contact with 
their loved ones for years and years. You can imagine 
the tragedy, the sheer pain and heart breaking story 
behind every patient.  

The hospital offered many kinds of talk therapies: 
group therapy, family therapy, individual counsel-
ling, activities and even psychodrama. There was also 
electric shock therapy. Many patients got better, ei-
ther because of the therapies or despite them.  

I started working in this hospital after completing 
my training. Despite the grim atmosphere, we, the 
staff, worked with hope, passion and dedication.  

I could go on and on, but let me return to the title 
of the story, “The Nigger Doctor.”  I was assigned 
as the treating physician for a patient, who had grown 
up in the deep South where the African Americans 
had been considered sub-humans for centuries.  

Now, I am back to the story and the conversation 
of my boss, Dr. Johnson and the two older sisters of 
my patient, Mr. Howard.  

Dr. Johnson, as the astute administrator and 
Medical Superintendent of this hospital, had listened 
carefully to the sisters’ request. He got up from the 
chair, went to the window overlooking the beautifully 
landscaped lawns and flower beds on this rainy day. 
He was there for some time, and then he returned, but 
not to his chair. Instead he stood face to face with 
these two middle-aged ladies and literally shouted at 
them. “ Dr. Sonjee is a highly qualified psychiatrist. I 
hire physicians not based on their skin color, ethnic-
ity or country of origin, but with qualifications and 
character. Do you understand? No, Dr. Sonjee will 

remain your brother’s physician and I repeat, there 
will be no change of doctors.”  

Dr. Johnson, in his wisdom, did not share this 
conversation with me. John, my patient, was born and 
raised in a southern state with deep roots in slavery 
and the exploitation of African Americans. Even after 
President Lincoln’s Emancipation Proclamation feel-
ing for the African Americans remained the same for 
many, many decades.  

John was admitted the previous evening by a 
Court Commitment. After the nursing staff’s early 
morning update it was always my first priority to ex-
amine, at least briefly, the patients assigned to me.  

Mrs. Gilmore, the Head Nurse, brought John to 
my office and introduced me. John refused to sit in 
the chair offered to him, paced back and forth, ex-
tremely agitated and, all of a sudden, burst into pro-
fanities and racial slurs. 

“Nurse, I don’t want a Nigger as my doctor. This 
Dr. Sonjee is a pathetic-looking Nigger. I heard from 
another patient last evening that this doctor was from 
India and not even a Christian. God, help me.”   

Mrs. Gilmore, a big nurse, stood by, almost be-
tween me and John. John launched into a new tirade 
against the Judge, the system, the hospital and the 
nurse, interspersed with profanities. It seemed every 
other work started with “f.”  He was also making 
menacing gestures with his fists. At this point I 
thought we might be physically assaulted. He was a 
very big man, very well built and capable of stran-
gling us to death within minutes. I picked up the 
phone to our nursing office next door and asked for 
Rex and Joe to immediately come to the office. They 
were in within seconds and stood on each side of 
John. John looked at me, the nurse and both psychiat-
ric aides and sat down in the assigned chair.  

I gave an order to the nurse for intra-muscular 
medications and told John “Medications I have just 
ordered will help you calm down. Within a day or 
two, you will be in better control and less agitated. I 
know it has been very, very difficult for you. I want 
you to cooperate with the nursing staff.”   

I asked Rex and Joe to take him to the quiet room 
and frequently check on him, to give him reassur-
ance. I wrote the orders on the physician’s order 
sheet and handed the file over to Mrs. Gilmore.  



After several days of medication and supportive 
contact with the nursing staff John improved to the 
point of being accessible to a more intensive exami-
nation. I made it a point to have daily psychotherapy 
sessions with him, along with some of my other pa-
tients. Eventually John and I developed a good rap-
port. John came from a very chaotic background. We 
worked not only on his issues but also had family 
therapy with John’s wife to help her understand the 
illness and help them work out some issues. Eventu-
ally John improved will enough to return home. 

One day many, many years after this, I was relat-
ing this story to my friend, Steve. His response was 
something like “Dr. Sonjee, where is the story? This 
seems to be an incident that psychiatrists frequently 
face, even in their private practices. I said “Steve, it is 
a good question. The story does not end here. Just 
recently, one of the psychiatrists that I worked with 
was killed by a patient in his office, shot to death. 
The risks that psychiatrists face are real. Steve, back 
to John, when he was only nine his father had com-
mitted suicide in his own home, a single bullet to his 
brain. His mother never remarried, raised her three 
children on her own, but had multiple boyfriends. 
She became addicted to alcohol.”  

Steve interrupted, “Dr. Sonjee, was the alcohol 
addiction superimposed on the loss of her husband, 
guilt and the heavy sense of responsibility for her 
children?”   

“Yes, Steve, you could say that. John was often a 
witness to his mother coming home intoxicated at 
late hours, sometimes a strange man coming with her. 
Look at the scene in America now: divorces, domes-
tic abuse, molestation of children and increasing 
numbers of persons turning to substance abuse.”  

Steve was quiet for a moment.  
“Dr. Sonjee, it seems both parents violated the 

trust John had as a child.”  
“Steve, you have touched on the heart of the is-

sue. That is the issue plaguing this society today. 
Adults are violating the trust of their children.  

Anyway, let us return to my patient, John. Appar-
ently he did fairly well for a number of years. He had 
another brief hospitalization, though I was not his 
physician that time.  

Many years after I treated John I received a phone 
call from one of the private psychiatrists in town. He 
suggested that John’s sister needed to be in the hospi-
tal and asked if I could facilitate her admission and 
care. I agreed. She was admitted, but not under my 
care. All I knew was that she improved and was dis-
charged. Obviously the psychiatrist knew about my 

having been John’s physician. John might have rec-
ommended that his sister be under my care. That was 
not the end of my contacts with the family. A few 
years after that John’s wife called me asking for ad-
vice about a nephew’s alcohol addiction problems. 
As I recall, I made recommendations for a substance 
abuse rehabilitation program in a nearby city.”  

“Dr. Sonjee, it seems you became a sort of con-
sultant to John’s family. This is not much of a story, 
but I feel haunted and touched by the story of your 
patient, whose sisters did not want a nigger doctor. It 
seems the roots of his mental illness went back to his 
childhood. Regardless of how you psychiatrists diag-
nose these conditions, I see John as a tragic and tor-
tured person and maybe your healing touch gave him 
a fresh breath of life.”  

I responded, “Steve, we psychiatrists learn the 
hard way not to take any credit for patients that im-
prove because a tragedy, such as a suicide, might be 
lurking around the corner.”   

“Dr. Sonjee, coming back to the original incident 
with your patient, how did you deal with being called 
a Nigger? How did you deal with the profanities di-
rected against you by John? You have feelings.”   

I sat across from Steve, held his hands and said, “ 
My late father actively practiced many rituals of Hin-
duism. I have told you before, we belong to the 
Brahmin caste, the priest class. 

I will just give you one example: the Hindus have 
a certain holiday in August in which we celebrate 
Lord Krishna’s birthday. Krishna is another Avatar, a 
reincarnation of Vishnu. Mythology has it that 
Krishna was a cowherd as a child. When I was five or 
six years old, on this particular day of worship, my 
father rented a cow from a neighbor, brought it to our 
backyard and worshipped it in a Hindu ritual, as if he 
was worshipping Krishna. I vaguely recall my confu-
sion and I must have thought it was a bit insane. But, 
my father had Hindu, Christian, Muslim and Sikh 
friends and I do not recall his ever mentioning any-
thing against any religion. Yes, I have feelings. I was 
not hurt being called a Nigger, but at the profanities 
directed against me.”  

I responded, “Let me jog my memory. All this 
happened so many years back. This was perhaps 
twenty years after I cared for John in the hospital. 
One evening I got a call from John’s wife. I remem-
bered her fairly well after she gave details of her hus-
band’s illness and his treatment in the hospital. She 
even quoted me from the family therapy sessions. 
She talked for some time, but then added “˜John is in 



the terminal stage of pancreatic cancer and wants to 
see you. His mind is quite clear.”  

I remained silent. Steve broke my reverie and 
asked, “Dr. Sonjee, did you go?”  

I replied, “Yes, Steve, I went the next day. His 
wife took me to his bedside. I was shocked to see this 
giant of a man almost like a skeleton. He tried to get 
up to shake my hand, but just couldn’t. I reached out 
and shook his hands. He had a very beautiful smile of 
welcome and pleasure in seeing me after so many 
years. Then, he started sobbing. His wife started wail-
ing and I held his hands tightly. I became tearful. Af-
ter what seemed an eternity, I quoted to them what 
Lord Krishna told his disciple Arjuna in the battle-
field: “˜Your sorrow has no cause. The wise grieve 
neither for the living nor for the dead. There has 
never been a time when you and I and the kings gath-
ered here have not existed, nor will there be a time 
when we will cease to exist. As the same person in-
habits the body through childhood, youth and old 
age, so at the time of death he attains another body. 
The wise are not deluded by these changes.” 

I had carried a small jar of the vermilion from our 
Goddess in a small town in central India. I explained 

to them the sacredness of the vermilion and asked 
them if I could place a dab of it on their foreheads as 
a blessing from far away, but at the same time invok-
ing the presence of the Goddess here in this room. I 
gently put the red powder on their foreheads. We sat 
silently for a few minutes, each engrossed with what 
transpired. I asked permission of them to leave. 
John’s wife gave a hug. John, unable to reach out for 
a handshake, beckoned me to come near him and 
whispered teasingly into my ears, “˜You Nigger doc-
tor, Good Bye.”  He had again that unforgettable 
smile, joyful, with a twinkle of feigned wickedness. I 
gently touched his forehead and said “ Good Bye.”   

Steve was silent. Then he posed the question “Did 
you go to the funeral service?”  I replied , “ Steve, I 
could not make myself. Something very deep in me 
prevented me from attending the service and consol-
ing his wife and kids. I did not want to view his body 
in the casket, looking half-alive. I wanted to remem-
ber him as almost a skeleton, a dying man with that 
enigmatic smile.”  

 

 
 
Dr. Pati, a retired psychiatrist, lives in Salem, Oregon with his wife, Norma. He played the role of Dr. 

Sonjee in the Oscar winning movie classic, “ One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest.”  
 
 
 



Orissa Society of the Americas: Birth and the Early Years 
Gauri C. Das 
 

Forty years ago, there were very few Oriyas in the 
U.S.A. and Canada.  In the Boston area, in the late 
sixties, our number grew to seven.  It was December 
14, 1969 – Sunday afternoon.  We met at Dr. Prasanta 
Patnaik’s apartment in Cambridge for a nice Oriya 
luncheon.  After lunch, we were engaged in 
conversation,discussion, debate and gossip.  
Revolutionary ideas sometimes are born at such 
meetings.  So it was not a surprise when Dr. Jogeswar 
Rath proposed to form an association of Oriyas in the 
New England area and it received an enthusiastic 
smile of approval from all of us.  Dr. Rath and I have 
talked about it many times before but it was the first 
time the idea was presented in the group meeting.  
Thus, the New England Utkal Samaj was born and I 
was elected the President of this baby organization 
with everybody’s consent.  The aims and objective of 
the association were immediately drafted.  Those 
were: (1) to establish social relationship among the 
Oriyas in the U.S.A. and Canada, (2) to promote 
interest and activity in the Orissan literature and 
culture in the U.S.A. and Canada and (3) to help 
bright Oriya students desirous of coming to America 
for higher education.  Messages were sent to 
newspapers in Orissa about this organization.  Only a 
few days after the publication of the news, 
communication between Orissa and the New England 
Utkal Samaj was established. Letters, enquiries and 
requests came flowing in.  Some Oriya social and 
cultural organizations in Calcutta and Bombay also 
contacted the New England Utkal Samaj.  Some 
Oriya students were assisted in their efforts to come 
to the U.S.A. and Canada for higher studies. 
 

During the labor-day weekend in 1970, we went 
in a large group to Dr. Duryodhan Mangaraj’s house 
in Amherst, Massachusetts.  There we talked about 
the need for the Oriyas in this country to know other 
Oriyas and decided to collect the names and addresses 
of all Oriyas in the U.S.A. and Canada.  Immediately 
we started to make a list.  At that time, Dr. 
Bhabagrahi Mishra was in Hartford, Connecticut.  We 
all went to his house from Amherst.  Bhabagrahi babu 
added some more addresses to our list.  There we 
discussed the formation of an organization of Oriyas 
in the U.S.A. and Canada.  After returning to Boston, 
on behalf of New England Utkal Samaj, we wrote to 
all Oriyas whose addresses were known to us, 
requesting them to send us addresses of other Oriyas 

they might have known.  Their response was 
overwhelming and the compilation of a directory of 
Oriyas in the U.S.A. and Canada continued. 
 

In the mean time, we decided to have a get 
together of Oriyas in North America to discuss and 
formally start an organization.  On October 5, 1970, 
we sent out invitations for a get together of the Oriyas 
in the U.S.A. and Canada to be held in the Hosmer 
auditorium of Hartford Seminary Foundation in 
Hartford on October 17, 1970.  At that time 
Bhabagrahi babu’s family was the only Oriya family 
in Hartford.  All the Oriyas coming from distant 
places stayed in his house.  On the morning of 
October 17, there was so much noise and commotion 
in his house that Bhabgrahi babu and I had to lock 
ourselves in a room to draft the constitution and 
bylaws of a new organization of the Oriyas in the 
U.S.A. and Canada.  The objectives of the 
organization were stated as: (a) to form a nonpolitical 
and nonprofit organization of all persons interested in 
Orissa, (b) to promote interest and activities in the 
understanding of Orissan culture and (c) to facilitate 
exchange of information between Orissa and the 
United States and Canada. 

That day in the late afternoon, 55 Oriyas from 
various places in the U.S.A. got together in Hosmer 
auditorium.  It was a unique experience and those 
who were present will never forget it.  For the first 
time so many Oriyas in North America had got 
together in one place.  Many were meeting some old 
friends for the first time in many years.  Everybody 
was excited and our joy knew no bounds.  Children 
were playing together and running around.  Many 
Oriyas who could not come from far off places, 
telephoned or sent messages conveying their good 
wishes and congratulations.  The ladies had prepared 
Oriya dishes for dinner in their homes and brought it 
with them.  After the dinner and cultural 
entertainment program, we discussed the formation of 
an organization to establish close contact among 
Oriyas in the U.S.A. and Canada.  With the 
enthusiastic approval of everybody, an organization 
of Oriyas was born and it was named the Orissa 
Society of the Americas (OSA).  Its scope and 
objectives were discussed and the office bearers were 
elected.  With unanimous support, I was elected 
President; Dr. Krushna Mohan Das and Dr. Amiya 
Kumar Patnaik were elected Vice Presidents, Dr 
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Bhabagrahi Misra was elected Secretary and Mr. 
Nagabhusan Senapati the treasurer.  The executive 
committee members were elected to represent 
different areas of the U.S.A. and Canada.  We decided 
to publish a quarterly newsletter called the Orissa 
Society News or Utkal Samachar. 
 

It is amazing to recall the many thoughts and 
ideas of our members which were published in the 
newsletter in the early years.  For example, 
communication with government and private agencies 
in Orissa to transfer American technical know how 
for practical application in Orissa, charter of an 
airplane from the U.S.A. to Bhubaneswar for those 
going on a vacation to Orissa, arrangement of 
marriages through the newsletter and the publication 
of authentic Oriya recipes for cooking.  At that time, 
the annual family membership due was $3.00 and the 
individual membership due was $2.00, but many 
members also made voluntary contribution to OSA.  
The office bearers very often spent money for the 
society from their own pocket and never asked to be 
reimbursed.  In the first few years, during the annual 
convention, the ladies were cooking food for the 
dinner in their homes and refused to accept any 
money for the ingredients.  All the participants 
coming to the annual convention from distant places 
stayed with local Oriya families and the total cost of 
attending the convention was $5.00 for family and 
$3.00 for individual. 

Understanding that the members of the Orissa 
Society of the Americas were scattered all over the 
U.S.A. and Canada and the geographic distance 
would make it impossible for all of us to get together, 
it was decided to open local chapters of OSA.   In the 
beginning of 1971, local chapters were opened in 
Boston and New York areas.  Dr. Krushna Mohan 
Das was the first president of New York chapter.  
Soon after that, with the efforts of Dr. Pramode 
Patnaik in Atlanta, Dr. Srigopal Mohanty in Toronto, 
Dr. Surya Mishra in Chicago and Dr. Sitakantha Das 
in South Dakota, local chapters were opened in those 
areas. 
 

In the Orissa Society News, in addition to the 
news of OSA and Orissa, the news of meetings, get 
together, celebration of Oriya puja, festivals and 
cultural events at various chapters, marriages, birth of 
children, completion of education, joining in new 
jobs, move to new places, return to Orissa, awards, 
accomplishments and visits to America of family 
members from Orissa, were also published.  For the 

first time, the Oriyas had the opportunity to know the 
whereabouts and get the news of other Oriyas in 
America.  Before the formation of OSA, in 1969 Dr. 
Jogeswar Rath and I went on a vacation and we tried 
to find any Oriyas in the places we visited by going 
through the telephone directory, very often without 
success.  After the Orissa Society was formed, Oriyas 
during their travel for business or pleasure, got an 
opportunity to contact other Oriyas in those places 
and very often stayed with them in stead of a hotel.  
Many members of OSA, through our news letter, 
requested all Oriyas to stay with them if they 
happened to visit that part of the country.  At that 
time, I was living in a one bed room apartment in 
Boston area and I used to have Oriya guests 3 to 4 
times every month.  Some times, two or three families 
would visit together and most of us would sleep 
happily on the sofas and the floor.  Oriyas, whom I 
had not met before, would call from the airport and I 
would receive them at the airport and bring them 
home.  This feeling of closeness and sharing among 
the Oriyas in North America and the opportunity of 
staying with Oriya families during travel were 
probably the major advantages of the formation of 
OSA. 
 

On June 18, 1971, the first directory of Oriyas in 
the U.S.A. and Canada was published by OSA.  The 
first edition contained the addresses of 160 Oriya 
families.  In those days, the use of computers was 
very limited.  Nagabhusan Senapati and Manmohan 
Subudhi were graduate students at MIT and their 
effort to put the directory together deserves much 
praise. After that, the directory was updated every 
three months with the publication of the Orissa 
Society News. 
 

The first annual convention of OSA was held in 
New York City on July 3, 1971.  In the general body 
meeting, the activities of OSA, the name and format 
of the newsletter were the subjects of discussion.  It 
was decided that the office bearers should continue 
for one more year and at the request of Dr. 
Bhabagrahi Mishra, I accepted the editorship of the 
Orissa Society News.  Dr. Jogeswar Rath was 
returning to Orissa and he was elected permanent 
representative of OSA in Orissa. 
 

On October 30, 1971, the coastal areas of Orissa 
were devastated by a powerful cyclone and tidal 
waves.  We were shocked by this terrible news and 
OSA immediately started a cyclone relief fund.  The 
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members contributed to this fund with open hand and 
the collected amount was sent to Orissa Governor’s 
relief fund.  Besides, some OSA chapters and 
individual members collected and sent money to 
various relief agencies in Orissa. 

On November 9, 1971, the Government of the 
United States accepted OSA as tax exempt social 
organization. 

 
The second annual convention of OSA was held 

in Hartford, Connecticut on July 1, 1972.  For the first 
time, members from the South and Midwest attended 
the convention.  We discussed proposal such as: 
sponsoring Oriya artists for a tour of U.S.A. and 
Canada, helping Oriya students to come here for 
higher studies, establishment of scholarships in Orissa 
and the expansion of the scope of the Orissa Society 
News. 

 
For the year 1972-73, Dr. Bhabagrahi Mishra was 

elected President; Dr. Sri Gopal Mohanty and Dr. 
Surya Mishra were elected Vice Presidents; Dr. 
Pramod Patnaik was elected Secretary and Dr. Amiya 
Patnaik treasurer.  Due to some difficulties, the 
change over from the old office bearers to the new 
office bearers was delayed.  In April 1973, a few 
months after the new office bearers took charge, Dr. 
Bhabagrahi Mishra returned to Orissa and at the 
request of the executive committee, I accepted the 
presidency of OSA till the following election. 
 

For the first few years after OSA was founded, the 
office bearers were elected from various places 

without affiliation to any group or party.  Even 
though there were differences of opinion among us, 
we all worked together for the organization without 
any reservation.  In the 1975 election of office 
bearers, I was chairman of the election committee.  
Dr. Amiya Patnaik was contesting for the presidency 
of OSA and he decided to put up a slate of candidates 
from his group.  I was afraid that the creation of a 
group might disrupt the unity of the members of 
OSA.  I tried unsuccessfully to dissuade Amiya babu 
from forming a group for the election.  Fortunately, 
the members of OSA, instead of voting for a 
particular group of candidates, voted on the basis of 
the qualification and capability of individual 
candidates.  The elected office bearers were: Dr. 
Amiya Patnaik – President, Dr. Manindra Mohapatra 
and Mr. Samar Bhuyan – Vice Presidents, Mr. 
Rabindra Roy – Secretary, Mr. Prasanna Samantaray 
– Treasurer and Mr. Jnana Dash – Editor of Orissa 
Society News. 

In July 1976, in the executive committee meeting 
of OSA at the sixth annual convention in Toronto, we 
had a debate on the increase of membership dues and 
a few other issues.  However, in spite of the 
difference of opinion and arguments, we had a 
tremendous amount of affection and respect for one 
another.  We felt like belonging to one large happy 
family and cared for the feeling of others.  In those 
early years of OSA, the office bearers worked 
unselfishly and enthusiastically for the society.  It was 
also a great pleasure because the membership very 
sincerely appreciated and encouraged the efforts of 
the office bearers. 

 
 
Gauri C. Das is a Founder of the Orissa Society of the Americas. 
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The Answer is “Seize” 
Pallavi Raut Sodhi 
 
Q: What does one do when…? 
The eyes see goals that are 
An unknown few 
The heart gets a feeling 
Restless and new 
The mind muses on things 
Unsaid and unknown. 
 
Q: What does one do when…? 
Life seems to circle around 
Mysteries unknown 
Dreams unfinished 
Hopes unfulfilled 
Questions unanswered. 
 
A: SEIZE 
Seize the goals unknown 
The eyes see after all 
Seize the restless 
The heart feels after all 
Seize the things unsaid 
The mind recalls after all 
Seize and wrap life around 
The strange but existing after all. 
And you will find life is worth living after all. 
 
 
Pallavi was born and brought up in Delhi.  She is a marketing consultant by profession, having worked in India, Europe and currently 
Canada.  Pallavi’s self created mantra is “Knowledge is acquired by learning and enjoyed by sharing.”  She likes learning by reading 
and enjoys sharing her learning by teaching at York University, penning her thoughts and experiences through stories and poems like 
these, and when time allows, putting images to these thoughts through sketches and water colour paintings. 
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A Rainy Day  
Chandra Misra 
 
If I could only go through memory lane,  
And remember the time we were together 
 
My wanting to live inside you 
Not from outside in. 
 
Taking my desire out of my body 
And put in my mind  
 
The unfinished talk in the empty parking lot  
Asking to kiss me one more time 
 
And reached out to you with tears in my eyes 
Tasting the salty tears dripping on my cheeks.  
 
Looking at the clouds which covered the sky  
And soon heard the rain on the roof drop by 
 
And the desire to put my arms around you  
And say it’s not too late; ah it is a rainy day.   
 
 
Chandra Misra, originally from Puri, is a resident of North 
Wales, a suburb of Philadelphia.  She has a lifelong love of 
poetry, and considers poems as a medium of expression for 
inner feelings.  She is a regular contributor to the Souvenir. 
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Searching for the Beloved with Love 
Arjun Purohit 
 
I know the one 
Who plays hide and seek in my mind 
Who opens the eyes of the tulips in the spring 
Who paints his glory on the evening sky 
Who makes the peacock dance 
And makes the blue bird sing 
 
I know the one 
Whose splendor shines on the morning dew 
Whose grace fills a mother’s heart 
Whose love excels the lovers’ love 
Whose healing touch soothes all woes 
 
I know that one 
As the wave knows the ocean 
As the dance knows the dancer 
As the baby knows the mother 
As the rain knows the cloud 
 
Yet I look for that one 
Shifting the musty pages of scriptures 
Among the sermons of the ancient ones 
Within the dead theories and debates 
Within the walled temple and mosque 
 
I look for that one 
My beloved my mischievous friend 
Who does not leave any foot print 
Like a heron swimming in the sky 
 
Why 
Only he knows 
“First I find, then I search” - Picasso 
 
 
Arjun Purohit is a Psychologist, living in Kingston, Ontario, 
Canada.  He is passionate about Western Orissa and Buddhist 
philosophy. 
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Between my navel and my heart 
Mamata Misra 
 

Between my navel and my heart 
Something happened 
Something trapped for ages 
Fluttered in excitement 
 
It didn’t struggle restlessly 
As thoughts do 
Connecting, disconnecting 
Trying to take shapes of ideas 
Or make structures of concepts 
Needing attention 
To find a way out  
 
It just woke up in a natural way 
As if it was sleeping for a long time  
It knew exactly what to do 
Like a baby bird, opening its shell 
It just came out 
And walked slowly up  
 
It didn’t transform into words 
As thoughts do 
As it passed my vocal chords 
It knew where to go and how 
Becoming fluid 
It flooded my eyes  
Then flowed down 
 
Nothing in me resisted 
I just watched in silence 
As the gentle soft white Yamuna 
Flowed around me 
Smiling in recognition 
As if saying, child, welcome home 

 
 
Mamata Misra is the author of Winter Blossoms, a collection of poems.  She is a community volunteer and anti-violence activist living 
in Austin, Texas. She has contributed to the documentary film “Veil of Silence.”  Her community service has been recognized with 
several awards, including the Austin YWCA Woman of the Year award in 2005. All proceeds from the sales of Winter Blossoms are 
directed toward programs empowering women. More information on www.mamatamisra.com. 
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My Dear Orissa 
Sneha P. Mohanty 
 
My dear Orissa, I listen your voice in the giggling waves 
Resonating in the Pacific, coming from Nilachal shores 
While strolling in this shore. I can feel your pure golden sands  
Dream of Bada Danda, the great path, to Bada Deula, temple, place 
I can see Bada Thakur, the great God, when I close my eyes. 
Longing for His food, Mahaprasad dishes, 
My great God Jagannath, the Lord of the Universe 
Comes With His brother and sister in three Chariots 
For the whole world can receive every year thy bliss. 
 
Some call you Utkal, some Kalinga, 
Some pride it as Koshala 
I have heard about Kharavela, 
Traveled through Koraput hills to Keonjhar falls 
To Kalahandi to Bolangir to Simuligarh sanctuaries 
Read Geet Govinda romantic poems 
At Konaraka, touched giant wheels carved with damsels 
Feel like dancing Odissi for Sun God 
Walked on Khandagiri caves road 
Daya river valley metamorphosed King Ashoka 
Sent his peace messengers to East Asia and Sri Lanka 
Your valiant sailors went to Bali and Java. 
 
On a boat ride in Chilika bay 
I remember sad story of Kali Jai 
Reverberating Ta Poi in Mahanadi 
On your river ride, poet Mansinha’s discovery  
In moon light so much hidden beauty,  
Singing Bhanja poems, champu and Odissi 
Prayed to Sambaleswari  
Covered my head with silk scarf of Sambalpuri  
Wearing matha-pat-sari of Berhampuri. 
 
Silver filigree, horn handicrafts, 
Puri patchitra - hand painting, Pipili Chandua mats, 
Jagannath, with Balabhadra, Subhadra in sides, 
Sculptures of dancing statues and flying horses, 
My little Orissa decorates my walls  
That is where my heart belongs. 
 
 
Sneha P. Mohanty is a frequent contributor to the Souvenir. 
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Mahabharata Again 
Swami Samarpanananda Giri 
 
I. 
O Kalinga Artisan of name and fame! 
Thy finger touch has given life 
To wood and stones, 
Why not return my hands and feet; 
And restore me to manliness 
To blow the conch of revolution 
 
In the Court of Kurus 
When a Draupadi was disrobed 
Defiling the mighty throne, glorious 
For there ruled the blind emperor 
1 was agitated and moved into action 
Even though 1 sit here immobile 
Palmless and legless 
My heart is bleeding every second 
 
Can't you find my pair of eyes: 
Lidless, round, and robust, 
Set in motion of eternal vigilance, 
But falling to witness 
The tyranny of the rich, 
The rulers, and legislators combine 
 
O Kalinga Artisan! 
Waste no time and 
Get back my shape, my strength, my life 
I wish to be the warrior reborn 
And to play with my new conch and wheel 
To crush the evil empire of crime, 
The cult of corruption, and the creed of greed 
I wish to repeat the war of Mahabharata 
With a new-found vigour, with new horror, 
(For) My Krishnaa to he avenged 
 
 
 
 
 
 

II. 
O Gajapati of Puri! 
How could I rest in peace? 
My Nischintakoili is no more in bliss 
The Ratna-Sinhasana dithers in pain 
No more this temple, nor the lion-gate 
Can condemn me to eternal confinement 
Have my message: 
"I am out in my pilgrimage 
Of war and peace; 
My .Nandighosa shall return no more 
Till the evil-emperor has not seen 
The recurrence of Mahabharata horror 
My centuries old promise to the world 
In the battle ground of Dharmakshctra 
Flash back the vision of Mahabharata again 
The music of my celestial songs 
Stir my heart and shake my being, 
Awaken my Soul 
With fire, fire, and fire 
 
O Gajapati of Puri! 
Let my stupor go for ever 
Send my message to all corners 
"O Kalinga Artisan! Waste not your time 
Get back my hands with palms and fingers 
To swirl my Sudarsana ones again, 
My weapon, my power, 
And swevel my Saranga, the twangs 
Of which could fill the world with horror 
This is no time for the magic flute 
I seek a war 
With a monsoon of missiles on the evil empire" 
 
O Kalinga Artisan of name and fame! 
Give me the final touch, the final brush I wish to be 
the warrior reborn 
I wake up to the trumpets of Mahabharata 
That have started blowing 
Around India's horizon 

 
 
Swami Samparananda Giri was a former professor of Political Science in Orissa, before he became a monk. 
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In Motion (Without) All 
Ankita Mohanty 
 
If everything could be as stubborn as a faulty film 
then I would not be frightened 
by the replaced playground equipment 
of my elementary school 
or of the fading signs along newly paved roads 
in my small, falsely predictable hometown. 
 
I would not question the significance of 
newly-formed wrinkles teasing my mother’s eyes 
or the surprising but ordinary growth 
of the kids next door, whose mother gave 
birth while I was away for a falsely short year. 
 
I would not be startled by the fact 
that my best friend from high school 
does not look at me in the same way. 
I would be convinced this is not by choice, but 
rather, by a helpless abortion of newborn 
feelings, a miscarriage caused by distance and 
a fear that our gaps are falsely recognizable. 

I would not tire of nostalgia 
in the way I do now, if everything 
moved like the film which froze 
and simply remained stubbornly still 
in the heavy moments before some tragedy, 
creating the anti-climax I falsely crave now. 
 
Because then there would be no nostalgia 
to dream of, and we would be caught 
in a world without trust in our children 
and their half-dreaded desire for 
better swings sets and faster slides, 
both of which hold the guarantee of 
improved motion and new experiences. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Ankita Mohanty is 19 years old and lives in Ann Arbor and Mount Pleasant, Michigan. 
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Ignorance 
Bagmi Das 
 
The world is not as big as we think 
miles between continents 
are overlooked by lightyears. 
 
deserts mountains, pastures 
all the same when we look deep enough 
 
how does pigment change us 
when blood can be shared 
 
look to the stars and the world gets smaller… 
 
and while the heavens are laughing 
we remain apart 
we nestle in the blankets of familiarity and are lost to the world 
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Through Hourglass of Life… 
Manoj Panda 
 
As the Life continues 
On the meadows of time, 
Some look  always back 
Brooding mine and thine. 
 
Some always look front 
Sitting on the top, 
Never minding the ways 
What brought them up. 
 
Some always dream 
Never working to realize, 
Dream remains the dream 
And the lot ceases to rise. 
 
Some always work 
Without having a goal, 
Waste become their effort 
With no peace to soul. 
 
Life is always a learning 
from days of past to present, 
as present will be past 
and past was a present. 
  
Future is made on the base 
of rolling past and present, 
can we neglect past? 
for the sake of present? 

Learn from the past 
yet don't dwell on the same, 
keep on moving my friend 
with wisdom of gem. 
  
Obsession of future 
is a grave yard of success, 
as Present action is lost 
in the day dreams of mess. 
  
Wise works in present 
learning from the past, 
while future  never off his radar 
relishing success of repast. 
 
Never stop dreaming 
While working with the hope, 
Never stop believing 
In the tightest bind of rope. 
 
Freedom is our birth right 
That we share always with care, 
Will keep on trudging smiling 
Through thick and thin of snare. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Manoj Panda lives in Troy, Michigan and is a frequent contributor to the Souvenir, as well as Ornet. 
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Reflections 
Rabi Prusti 
 
Do you remember that March Sunday morning? 
There was some snow on the ground 
And the sun was shining! 
 
You came to this lovely world with little cry, 
But soon you gave a sweet smile 
As the flowers in the room felt so shy! 
 
Since that Sunday morning……. 
When I see your sweet smiling face, 
As if God is telling us all the time 
“Give”, “Give” And “Giving” is the eternal base! 
 
Just to let you know my dear……… 
We all come and go to meet the Truth some day, 
The more we “Give”, the more we “Get” 
And that seems to be the Only Way! 
 
 
Rabi Prusti lives in Auburn, Alabama.  He is still searching 
the meaning of existence! 
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When my Parents were Young 
Julie Acharya Ray 
 
Dry leaves churned on the dirt floor 
Like a mini tornado 
Making the little heart thump 
Of fear of being swept away 
 
Smoke from incense sticks before the Gods 
Made damp patterns in the air 
Revealing a message 
Saturated with strong optimism 
 
The snakes in the bushes 
Feared the gold-bangled hand 
That whisked at them with a stick 
Bearing the bright shield of protection 
 
Roads were longer 
Distances vast 
The little girl curled up in the back of the car 
Reveling at the endless joy ride 
 
Hunger was not in the dictionary 
Freedom was 
Failure was not a prospect 
Victory was 
 
Fights weren’t anathema 
Verbal abuses sweet 
Tears and laughter weighed the same 
As if they were twins 
 
Bright days drove away long nights 
Restful sleep bounded after bad dreams 
The saree that smelled of curry 
Ducked the baby under its cover 
 
The world kept being conquered everyday 
With a letter, a word 
A single smile created infinite dreams 
When my parents were young 
 
 
 

Youth replaced childhood 
Ineptitude with skill 
Ignorance took a beat 
While adulthood thrilled 
I ran amuck vast skies 
Plucking out the stars 
Sprinkling them around me 
To catch them sparkle their last 
 
I lived my separate life 
And thence took theirs from them 
Adding my ‘black’ to theirs 
Until it became too black to comprehend 
 
The incense sticks still ember at twilight 
Pervading the empty lung 
For the air does not smell the same 
As when my parents were young. 
 
(This poem was written lamenting the days of youth 
when the writer was a young girl and knew neither 
fear nor trepidation; when her mother’s ‘gold 
bangled’ hand protected her from all harm. As she 
faced the world as an adult, the perfumed air of her 
youth did not smell the same as when her parents 
were young) 
 

 
 
Julie Acharya Ray works a postdoctoral fellow at the School of Pharmacy, University of MD at Baltimore. She lives in Elkridge, MD 
with her two daughters and is in the process of relocating to Salt Lake City, Utah to join her husband Abhijit Ray. Her hobbies include 
writing, art and music. 
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Window Shopping 
Babru Samal 
 
Once I was born 
My parents put me in a box 
And my teachers sealed it tight 
I learnt about my country and culture 
The best of the best in the world. 
I enjoyed the festivals of life and death 
Ate curry and rice with lots of spices 
I felt at home 
And carried it wherever I went, 
Never feeling an urge to look out side the box 
 
As I travelled across the globe 
I saw every one else 
Inside their boxes too 
With the motto 
We are the best 
Looking at me 
The alien, the underdeveloped, with despise 
Just like me looking at them. 
 
As I grew and got educated and specialized 
The box became smaller in size  
From science to biology  
To molecular biology 
To neuroscience 
To adrenal gland 
To medulla  
To a small protein  
That controls the gene expression. 
That fascinated me 
Enticed me 
Allured me to spend all my life with it  
Inside a tiny box within the box 
 
My window became narrower and narrower 
This tiny part of the box became my world 
My source of happiness and pain 
My frustration and my salvation. 

 
Once in a while 
I look thru the pinhole 
And see the mega world outside 
The glories of sunrise and full moon 
Bipolar artists giving colors to life 
Toddlers dancing to the beat of music  
Video and audio clips playing 
In My space, Orkut, and Utube 
Monks learning more than me but without books 
Waves kissing the beaches 
While the stars look at them with the pang 
Of a long distant lover. 
 
Like vishwaroopa darshan by Yashoda 
I see the creation alive and in motion 
Decorated with wild mustard flowers, lotus buds  
Cherry blossoms and ice crystals on red fruits 
Cows giving birth without painkillers 
And old people waiting for the passage of return 
To be born again and again. 
 
I look this world with amazement 
Without understanding and realizing 
The vastness of creation outside my box 
But it is too vast, incomprehensible  
Even unrealizable   
I better go back to my box 
To my adobe and to my paradise 
To feel at home 
And become more specialized 
By knowing more and more  
About less and less. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Babru Samal lives in Rockville, MD, with his wife Jayashree. His interests are in photography, poetry and study of human creativity.  
His website: is http://www.babru.com and blog http://morningbytes.blogspot.com/a 
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Ropes Divine 
Subash Chandra Satpathy 
 
Behold the king, the Lord of the ring 
He holds the world together 
The flag flies high onto the blue sky. 
Mingling merrily in the ether. 
Slowly Lo, slowly He comes, 
Riding a brilliant smile 
He nods at the millions 
Now milling down a mile 
Slowly, and slowly, He holds 
Court over the car 
He listens to all grievances 
Where caste is no bar 
The frenzied crowd pulls 
The ropes, as in a dream 
The monarch of all surveys 
Pouring peace along the brim. 
''Pleasure and pain" He says, 
Take it all in a platter. 
For, whatever you value the utmost, 
In reality hardly does matter." 
Salute Him, the Lord of the world 
The eternal friend of men. 
For, He only saves, and He only can 
Free us from the earthly chain. 
The Monarch takes over, the world stops 
And marches on to eternity, 
The haloed souls, now reach their goals 
Leaving the din and bustle of the city. 
 
 
Subash Chandra Satpathy is a retired bank manager (Syndicate Bank). He likes to read and write short stories and poetry in English 
as well as Oriya. His hobbies include writing, drawing/sketching and listening to music. 
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In Memoriam 
Meghna Mohapatra, A Little Darling 
 

It was an exciting evening in November 2005 in Michigan. The 
usual celebration of Kumara Purnima was in full swing. Everybody 
especially the kids were very happy to be part of the joyous celebration. 
But none was expecting the most unexpected. Perhaps it was one of the 
saddest days for all of us. Michigan Oriyas were stunned as a little girl 
wouldn’t see the next morning. A little life would be snatched away by 
the cold hands of Death! It was heartrending. In the face of such 
incidents, we feel how helpless we are - a puppet in the hands of 
Providence. 

This cherubic 6 year old girl, Meghna Mohapatra, was the only 
daughter of Lipi and Santosh Mohapatra. She came to Michigan in 
August 2001. She was a beautiful child and won the love of all. 

Turn of events leading to end of one’s life sometimes happen in the 
most unsuspected ways. That is the mystery which is beyond the 

common people to unravel. Her father didn’t want to come that day as he had some other important work. But 
Meghna insisted that she must go and be with others to be part of this great celebration. As it is difficult for any 
loving father to see tears in the eyes of the kids, her father gave in. Meghna gave a wonderful performance on 
the stage on that day. It was late in the night when they drove back. But the dark night never dawned for her. 
She was lost for ever by a tragic road accident on the way back home. 

In Bhagavad Gita it is said that one who is born has to die. But when an innocent life is taken away so 
suddenly and untimely, it becomes extremely difficult to accept. May the soul of Meghna rest in peace! 
 

OSA Michigan community decided to keep her memory alive at this great loss. In 2006 the Oriya 
community of Michigan established the Meghna Memorial Trust to commemorate this wonderful life. Through 
this trust an essay competition has been started for kids under the auspices of OSA for the first time this year. 
Hopefully this noble effort will kindle the memory of that smiling face for years to come. 

 
 
The Meghna Memorial Award for Creative Writing winners for 2008 are: 
 
Meghna A (Ages 7 to 12) 
 
Simantini Mitra Behura for Fantastic Me 
 
Meghna B (Ages 13 to 18) 
 
Purvasha Patnaik for Imagine a Night 
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Fantastic Me 
(With acknowledgements to Walt Whitman) 
Simantini Mitra-Behura 

 
I celebrate myself and sing myself, 

For I am happy with me. 
I am growing with many talents, 

And am hopeful to be like the mothers 
Before me. 

 
For it’s me who is fantastic,  
And brimful with happiness, 

I can bounce like a cloud, 
And stay as still as a desk. 

But my imagination’s nowhere near here. 
It’s off on a ride. 

 
I have no particular worries 

And I only feel joyful. 
The only thing that can destroy me 

Is the repulsive concept of hate. 
 

Indigo is the only color that suits me. 
It’s beautiful and sweet 
And quite individual, 

Just like me. 
 

I wish I were a dolphin, 
They swim so free. 

Those carefree animals, 
Are just what I want to be. 

 
As a paper floats down, 

I sprint through happy moments 
And walk through sad memories 

To my wondrous universe, 
Where everything is magnificent, 

Just like me. 
 
 

Simantini Mitra-Behura will be starting Grade VI soon.  Her hobbies: Reading, long distance biking, swimming, skating.  She is 
learning Piano, Violin and Odishi dance.   
Likes: A science enthusiast and a seeker of world peace. 
Dislikes: Lack of enough interest among leaders to protect our earth. 
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Imagine a night 
Purvasha Patnaik 
 
Imagine a night, filled with delight 
A time when one wouldn’t sleep. 
For blinking an eye 
Would waste too much time 
And memories wouldn’t be there to keep. 
 
A moment, a minute, an hour, a day 
A second of happiness flying away. 
Sleeping at night has no sense at all 
It’s the same as sitting and staring at a wall. 
 
Imagine a night filled with delight 
A time when one wouldn’t sleep. 
 
Think of a boy, 
Who got a new toy 
And wants to play with it all night long. 
With his friend he wants to sit, 
And sing a very merry song. 
 
But alas, the little boy, he must go to sleep 
During precious moments he wants to keep. 
Elder’s say “play again later, maybe tomorrow!” 
But they also said “live today, there may not be tomorrow.” 
 
Imagine a night, filled with delight 
When the little boy wouldn’t ever sleep 
From the little toy, he got so much joy, 
That this memory would never let him weep. 
 
Imagine a night, filled with delight 
A time when one wouldn’t sleep. 
For blinking an eye 
Would waste too much time 
And memories wouldn’t be there to keep. 
 
 
About Purvasha: She is 13 years old and has interest in Indian classical music and dance. She a vivid reader and has developed 
interest in writing short poems. She is also an encyclopedia on Bollywood hindi songs. 
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Amrik Loves… 
 
My name is Amrik. I am going to be 6 in July 2008. I am gong to write what I love. There are so many things 
that I love, but I am going to write some of them. 
 
I love my Dad, he is my Earth. 
I love my Dad’s piggy back ride 
I love my Kindergarten Teacher 
I love all my friends 
I love Butterflies 
I love getting wet in summer 
I love to jump on the couch (till I hear Mom shouts) 
I love Cuttack (Mom & Dad’s place) 
I love my Aja (Who is 6yrs old like me, not 60) 
I love Pakhala (water rice), Gupchup, and Rosogolla (white round thing) 
I love it here and I love going to India. 
I love doing Om Namah Shivaya 
I love Jagga And Ganesh 
I love Batman Spiderman And Hanuman  
I love my Home 
I love my Birthdays, blowing the candles with my parents. 
Now I have to end, if I keep writing Mom says I will be a book. Before I do THE END the last I love…I love 
my MOM (who asked me to write and helped me type this). I Love you Mom the Temperature of Sun and for 
all the things that you do for me. 
 
 
Six year-old Amrik Mohanty is the son of Satya & Prachi Mohanty of Norristown, PA. 
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Diversity? 
Bagmi Das 
 

Diversity is a loaded word. My grade school 
experience lay in the suburbs of Maryland where 
“diversity” meant the intermingling of black and 
white. We had the occasional Asian or Hispanic 
individual in our school, making them more of an 
anomaly than a minority. 

High school led to a new definition. Diversity was 
the cafeteria at lunchtime. People divided into their 
respective comfort zones. There were tables of punks, 
athletes, drama students, band kids, mathletes, 
popular kids, etc. We all sat in the same cafeteria, 
eating the same food, and having entirely different 
experiences because of the people we were with. 
Conversations stayed safe. We dealt with problems 
that had tangible solutions. Those in the cliques 
became prime authorities in what and who were in 
and out. 

College, however, was different. The term 
“diversity” was drilled into our heads. We had 
multicultural conferences, gender issues conferences, 
cultural shows, and events on the University Center. 
Orientation first brought the new extent of diversity. 
In an event called Community Collage, several 
students were able to share their stories and their 
talents with the incoming freshmen. People talked 
about their biracial background, danced traditional 
dances, and talked about their life as a wealthy white 
male. Diversity evolved. It was no longer about races 
or cliques. Diversity touched upon the different 
experiences that people have had. 

My past three years have made me realize what 
that definition truly means. Experience is nothing 
unless you are experiencing it yourself. In order for 
diversity to pervade throughout a society, each 
member has to be able to embrace the others. Cultural 
shows do nothing if they are only attended by people 
of that culture. Gender conferences get nowhere if 
their main constituency is of those already active in 
these issues.  In short, a person is useless unless they 
affect another. 

I took some time getting used college. People 
stayed in their high school mindset. They focused on 
their comfort zones from high school. Whether this 
was defined by a religion, a culture, a sport, or a 
major was of little concern. Everyone rushed to make 
a niche at school and was reckless in doing so. The 
cliques were formed by orientation’s end, as 
exclusive as those of high school but with greater 
numbers. I, however, never fell into one group during 
high school and was uninterested in boxing myself 
into a stereotype in college. I was used to migrating 
between organizations and people. I soon saw that my 
way of life was not as easy in college. The people 
built a strong wall around their interests or cultures 
and those not willing to devote their entire self were 
immediately blocked out. I saw so many people 
trapped by the concept of being involved in Greek 
Life, Christian fellowships, dance troupes, or a major. 
They succumbed to being one of many, rather than 
letting themselves become a mosaic of different 
thoughts and experiences. 

I chose not to be defined by what I did and allow 
myself to work with who I was and build a college 
career through that. In this University I have seen 
religion, culture, gender issues, majors, and political 
activist groups and a variety of other subsets of 
society. I have involved myself and grown. I cannot 
say that my path was the right one. While I know that 
I have gained so much from what I have absorbed 
into my college experience, I also know that several 
other people are happy with their groups and will 
have something to hold onto and a legacy to leave the 
University. For me, though, that legacy will be left by 
something I created and implemented myself; it will 
be a cause of who I am and not who and what I was 
associated with. I can leave saying that I exposed 
myself to a host of different worlds and redefined my 
boundaries. 

 
 
Bagmi Das is a current attendee of Carnegie Mellon University. She would like to dedicate this essay to all of her residents that had 
the courage to be extraordinary and move beyond the norm. 
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Gentlemen 
Sanjay Misra 
 

Beginning early September of my sophomore 
year, every Saturday from about midnight to two in 
the morning, I had visitors lining up outside my 
bedroom window to hear the show.  When the 
weather was warm, the esteemed imperial moths took 
their mezzanine seats atop the windowsill while the 
crickets chirped their own harmonies from the lawn 
seats below.  In the cooler months, the steady breezes 
added percussion by tapping incessantly on my 
window.  However, the only regulars during my first 
grueling songwriting process were my acoustic guitar 
and me. 
 

“Stop wasting your time with this music 
nonsense,” my mom often counseled after I woke up 
woozy on Sunday morning.  She reminded me that 
tenth grade is serious: “You need to focus on your 
academics.”  I had been playing guitar in a rock band, 
The Gentlemen, with three of my friends since the 
beginning of ninth grade.  After spending countless 
hours playing Beatles covers and jazz numbers, we 
finally developed the musical maturity to write our 
own songs.  Though I accepted the practicality of my 
mother’s advice, I struggled to let go of The 
Gentlemen completely, and now, I was embarking on 
the epic journey of independently composing my first 
song. 
 

While most people were dreaming, I was playing 
assorted melodies, persisting to make a dream come 
alive.  After several months, the song had a basic 

structure but lacked substantial musical excitement.  
Finally, on a cool April night, I gave my guitar a rest 
and tried to compose an intricate melody in my head.  
The process proved likewise futile: my ideas were 
discordant.  Just when I had given up and fallen into 
bed, a short melody rang in my ears.  Quickly 
grabbing my guitar, I realized that the melody was 
only five notes, yet it fit perfectly into the bridge of 
my song.  Two months later, after intense 
orchestration and composition, the song I had waited 
for, aptly titled “Waiting for You,” was born.  It was 
late June, well past the expected delivery date. 
 

“Waiting for You” is more than just a twelve-
minute song.  It tracks my musical evolution from 
birth to adulthood.  The song emerged out of my 
passion but lacked a clear distinction, just as I joined 
The Gentlemen in ninth grade with no idea of what its 
musical legacy would be.  In the song itself, the 
simple five-note melody evolves into a complex 
orchestration with various instruments weaving 
harmonies together, mirroring my transformation into 
a curious musician exploring life’s complexity 
through the intricate simplicity of music.  Writing 
music and playing in The Gentlemen has enabled me 
to explore areas that are not taught in the classroom, 
such as human emotions and relationships.  Thus, by 
writing “Waiting for You,” I not only initiated my 
songwriting career, but also nurtured my inquisitive 
nature, both of which will endure as long as the song. 

 
 
Sanjay Prayag Misra is 18 years old and graduating from North Penn High School in Lansdale, Pennsylvania this year.  In addition 
to writing he enjoys playing goalie for my school soccer team.  He plays the guitar in a band he and his friends formed, called the The 
Gentlemen.  He is going to attend Harvard University this year to study Economics. 
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The Sapphire Pendant Part Two 
(As continued from the Souvenir 2007) 
Anya Rath 
 

Mira and Komal just stared stubbornly at each 
other. Komal frowned, “What do you mean you’re 
not from this time?” 

Mira, who had been trying to explain her 
predicament, and was on the verge of hysterics, 
responded, “What I mean is I saw Princess Paveena 
last night in her youth!” 

Komal sighed and picked up a black box with a 
stick coming out of it. She spoke into it, “Did anyone 
do a catscan on Patient 3342?” 

Mira stared at her like she was crazy. And then 
surprisingly a voice responded.  

“No, she had no visible head injuries. She was 
basically unscathed, minus scratches on her arms. 
Why?” 

“She is saying impossible things, and I suspect 
she may have some amnesia as well.” 

Mira glared at Komal. She had no idea what 
Komal meant, but she suspected it wasn’t very good. 

Mira started, “You know, I’m pretty sure there is 
nothing wrong with me.” 

The voice came from the box again. 
“Well, bring her down. Which nurse is this?” 
“This is Nurse Komal speaking.” 
“Okay then. See you in a few minutes.” 
Mira climbed out of the bed, and gasped to she 

was not wearing the clothes she was certain she was 
wearing last.  

“Who changed me,” She stuttered. 
“Me, of course. Now come on we have to get a 

wheelchair for you.” 
Mira speechless with embarrassment at a total 

stranger changing her clothes for her, complied 
without really thinking.  

She followed Komal into a closet, where she 
pulled out a chair with little rolling round things. 
Komal gestured, implying Mira was supposed to sit in 
the seat.  

Mira hesitantly stepped forward and took a seat. 
Komal pushed the chair and Mira screamed, “What 
was that about?” 

Komal laughed, “What are you talking about?” 
Mira yelped, “I’m talking about you trying to kill 

me!” 
Komal rolled her eyes, “Shut up, and hold on to 

the sides for support.” 
Mira, used to following orders, did as she was 

told. 

After a clean checkup, (the scary device operator 
person pronounced her fit in the head.) they went 
back to her room. 

Komal sighed, “Well, I just realized I don’t even 
know your name.” 

“My name is Mira.” 
“Okay, Mira. Who should we call to come pick 

you up?” 
“What do you mean?” 
“You have to go home. We have other patients 

who need your room and bed.” 
“But… I don’t know where to go.” 
“Oh dear. How old are you?” 
“I think I’m fifteen by Ojal didi’s count.” 
“Ahh, there we go. Where does Ojal live?” 
“Ojal didi lives in the palace.” 
“You mean those remains those kids found you 

by? There was no one else there.” 
“Listen, I am telling you I don’t belong here! Ojal 

didi lives in the Sindoor Palace! The Sindoor Palace 
in all its beauty. I’m serious. Komal didi,  you must 
believe me!” 

“Mira you are constantly telling me you’re from 
the seventeenth century. How in the world are you in 
this day and age? Can you tell me that?” 

“Um, my necklace...,” she fumbled, and grasped it 
as her hands closed around the cool sapphire stone, 
“Princess Paveena gave it to me.” 

Okay, Mira, I took a history course before I 
decided to go into the medical field. Queen Paveena 
was and is still known for her greediness. Why in the 
world would she have given it to you, even if this 
whole crazy story was real?” 

“She didn’t like Princess Iraja- she wouldn’t care 
if she had lost it, “in an undertone she added, “that’s 
exactly what Ojal didi last said to me.” 

Komal smiled, “Then your Ojal didi has some 
smarts. So you’re saying Princess Iraja gave it to her, 
and then she gave it to you. Wait… why did she give 
it to you? Let me guess you are the princess’s best 
friend right?” 

Mira looked at her feet, and blushed. Self 
consciously picking at her nails she said, “I was a 
palace servant.” 

“Oh. Usually when people have fantasies, they 
don’t imagine themselves picking up after other 
people. Listen, Mira is something going on at home? 
Do you have a home, is the better question.” 
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“What can I say that will make you believe me?” 
Mira pleaded out of frustration. 

“Mira, I can tell you are stressed out over this, but 
I just can’t believe you’re from three hundred to four 
hundred years ago. Do you see it from my point of 
view?” 

“Yes, I suppose, but… how will I get home? I 
hate this necklace, just take it from me now!” 

“Wait, how does your necklace fit into this 
again?” 

“As soon as I put it on, I was whisked away from 
my time.” 

“And Iraja gave it to Paveena. Iraja and Paveena 
were both in competition for the throne. Did Paveena 
ever wear the necklace?” 

“I had never seen it before the evening she gave it 
to me.” 

Komal’s eyes widened, “Mira, was there ever 
such a thing as… magic in your time?” 

Mira dropped the necklace, and gaped at Komal 
as it clattered onto the ground.   

 
To be continued… 

 
 

Anya Rath is a ninth grader at LC High School North. She particularly enjoys writing. She lives in Michigan with her parents Nirmal 
and Swapna, and her younger sister Nayna.  
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Rainbow 
Simantini Mitra-Behura 
 

Rainbow is VIBGYOR. 
Violet and Indigo, 
Blue and Green, 

Yellow, Orange, and Red. 
That’s why rainbow is so beautiful. 

But is it just beautiful or, 
Could it mean more? 

Are trees green, 
Cars red, blue and lilac, 
Flowers pink and purple, 

Water, blue? 
But Trees and Cars, 
Flowers and Water, 

Are all black, 
In the dark. 
Oh! I know, 

Without those tiny droplets 
Rainbows are just pure light. 
May be that’s where trees, 

And cars, and flowers, 
And water get their colors! 

And in so light is the strangest of all. 
Light knows no beginning, 

Nor end of time! 
I wish I were light! 

I would be forever a child! 
Future, present and past, 
Will be my ornaments! 
Immortal would be me, 
To dream big for ever! 
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My Favorite Place 
Siddharth Nayak 
 
My favorite place is my mother’s heart… 
I like the place, the place built of love 
Sweet as sugar, but not sugar 
Sometimes sour from scolding 
 
My mother’s heart is always lit with happiness … 
Wherever I go I stay in it, always secure, never lost… 
 
My mother’s heart always has perfect room for me … 
Never crowded with whole world in it 
Never too lonely with just me in … 
 
Whenever I get scared, it calms me down … 
Whenever I get happy, it makes me happier … 
Whenever I am successful, it swells with pride 
Whenever I fail, it contracts and holds me tight 
A place so flexible just right for me… 
 
Sometime blue with depth of love 
Sometime yellow with happiness 
Sometime white with purity 
Sometime green with approval and encouragement 
Sometimes red with caution… 
A place so colorful keeps me content 
 
My favorite place is my mother’s heart … it always was, it is, and it will always be!!! 
 
 
Siddharth Nayak wrote "My Mother's Heart" in 2006 for National PTA sponsered Reflection program. This poem was selected from 
his school to the county and was selected from county for the state level competition. Siddharth is 10 year old, studies in 4th grade in 
the Dr. Salley K. Ride Elementary School in Germantown, Maryland. 
 
March 
Rasesh Behera 
 
In March, 
It will be "SPRING." 
I hope 
The flower 
will smell good. 
The trees 
will be full of leaves; 
Spring Once 
Spring twice; 
Spring chicken soup  
With Rice. 
 
 
Rasesh R. Behera. Grade  II; Teacher: Madam Stuffer. Cedar Grove Elementary School, Germantown, Maryland 
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We can make a difference 
Siddharth Nayak 
 
We can make a difference by training other people the 
“Each One Reach One, Each One Preach One, and 
Each One Teach One” system.  First, we reach out to 
elders and spend time with them; they tell us about 
their experiences in past.  Second, we influence our 
friends to practice good habits and thus we improve 
the present of the world.  Third, we teach 
disadvantageous children with our knowledge and 
bring up the future.  So, in the process we preserve 
the past, help the present to excel, and build up the 
future. 
 
Each One Reach One is a concept to reach out to the 
elders and to get in touch with our past. 
        For elder people life is stressful because they go 
through major losses such as health, spouses, 
independence, and physical capability, etc.  They 
need external support to bear the pain of the losses 
and live in dignity.  In some countries, the elderly 
people are respected because of their life experiences 
and the wisdom they have.  An extended family 
shares responsibility for elderly people.  The family 
members view it as an honor and opportunity to repay 
the debt of those who cared for them when they were 
small.  But in America, it is easy for the elderly to 
feel devalued and pushed aside in favor of those who 
are younger.  At the same time, a lot of adults with a 
lack of family support system feel squeezed between 
the needs of both their parents and their children.  
Elderly people have less company and they have 
chances of dying early from heart problems because 
of their loneliness.  At the same time children of this 
generation do not know as much about the past as the 
elders.  The wisdom from past will be lost if we do 
not learn from the elders. 
         We can help elderly people maintain dignity by 
speaking in the same way we would like to be spoken 
to, by listening to their life experiences, by paying 
them attention and by sitting at eye-level to speak 
with someone in a wheelchair.  We can visit elders 
with prepared picnic style meals rather than showing 
up to cook, if they would rather spend time together 
talking.  Sometimes we avoid elderly people because 
they need so much help with daily activities.  
Somewhere we forget that we need them as much as 
they need us. By helping them we learn life 
experiences without really living through it, in the 
process, we preserve our past.  
 

Each One Preach One is a concept to positively 
influence peers and friends who are our country’s 
present.  
        Youths are self-centered.  Youths are driven by 
peer pressure, which sometimes leads them to eat 
wrong food, smoking tobacco, taking steroids, 
bullying, drinking alcohol, driving drunk and making 
wrong choices.  Youths take wrong decisions because 
they want to be liked by their peers and they do not 
have the courage to do the right things against what is 
considered cool.  Sometime they engage in wrong 
practices like cheating to get good grades.  Youths 
today are also too attached to computers, iPod, and 
games, which leads to poor social life and takes time 
out of studies and outdoor activities. 
         While growing up youths need acceptance and 
approval to avoid risk-taking behavior.  Youths who 
do not feel accepted by other people may not 
appreciate their own selves because they do not feel 
that they are doing as much as they should or can.  
Also, youths with learning disabilities sometimes feel 
rejected due to their slow learning process and more 
likely to associate with other rejected peers.  In these 
circumstances, peer pressure can be more negatively 
influential.  Some youths risk losing trust of parents 
just to blend in with other groups with negative peer 
influences.  
        Healthy friendship stands on youths’ self-
identity, self-confidence and independence.   Positive 
peer influences can improve habits, and encourage 
hard work to succeed.  We can be very good role 
models for our peers by empathizing with the 
challenges faced by them and by showing appropriate 
social behavior.  We usually try to succeed, but we 
achieve our goals faster at the urging from our peers.  
We use others positive impression of us as an 
encouragement to succeed.  We can enhance our 
positive characters traits and be the peers to instill 
positive influences on our friends.  This will motivate 
our peers to succeed, block any negative pressure to 
take over their thoughts and in the process we can 
strengthen our present. 
 
Each One Teach One is a concept to nourish our 
future by educating kids who need extra help. 
    We learn from teachers, grandparents or parents.  If 
we teach another child and the child when grows up 
teaches another child, this chain continues enriching 
our future.  Education enables our mind to open up 
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for creations, imagination, ideas etc.  At some phases 
of our life we do not like school due to homework.  
However, if it was not for the school and the 
education it provides we would not understand 
anything properly.  Education helps us get good jobs 
and also makes us perform better in our jobs. 
        We might think that we are educated and have 
nothing to do with uneducated people.  However, as a 
responsible citizen we have an obligation to our 
country to teach fellow uneducated people.  We 
sometimes wonder how to help. We can find 

uneducated people in many places; for example, if our 
cleaning lady is uneducated we can offer to teach her.  
We can also help kids of disadvantageous families 
with their homework. 
        Maybe we can donate a part of our allowance to 
help pay for their books and supplies.  If we could 
also convince our friends to do the same, they could 
donate a part of their allowance.   We can take some 
time out of each day for this cause and we might be 
able to make a difference in someone’s life and in the 
process we nurture our future. 

 
 
Siddharth Nayak wrote "I can Make a Difference" in 2007 for National PTA sponsered Reflection program. This essay was selected 
from his school to the county level competition.  Siddharth is 10 year old, studies in 4th grade in the Dr. Salley K. Ride Elementary 
School in Germantown, Maryland. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I love you 
Siddharth Nayak 

 
I do not love you for the toys, 

I say “I looooove you” when you buy me the latest toys 
But the toys are not what I love you for … 

 
I do not love you for the clothes, 

I say “I looooove you” when you get me some cool clothes 
But the clothes are not what I love you for … 

 
I do not love you for the food, 

I say “I looooove you” when you make me some delicious food 
But the food is not what I love you for … 

 
I do not love you for the house, 

I say “I looooove you” when I come to our safe home 
But the house is not what I love you for … 

 
I love you because 

Love’s only reward is love! 
 
 

Siddharth Nayak wrote "I love you" for his dad on his birthday in 2007. 
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If I will be 
Samarth Nayak 
 

If I will be a fire fighter… 
I will stop fire 

I will teach others to STOP-DROP-ROLL if they catch fire on their clothes. 
 

If I will be a police man on my motor cycle… 
I will protect the community 

I will teach people to stay out of trouble. 
 

If I will be a painter… 
I will paint pictures of the beautiful world. 

 
If I will be a pilot… 

I will help people travel from one place to other 
I will take people to their families. 

 
If I will be a teacher… 

I will teach students how to read books and write stories 
To be careful and not tear their books 

I will teach students to be happy and be good listeners 
 

If I will be a musician… 
I will make people happy with my music 

I will teach music in Sally K. Ride Elementary School. 
 

If I will be a volunteer… 
I will help people in need 

I will give food and juice to people. 
 

Now I am a little boy, 
I will just be a good boy! 

 
 
Samarth Nayak wrote this poem in 2007 for National PTA sponsored Reflection program and was selected from his school to the 
county level competition. Samarth is 5 year old, studies in Kindergarten in the Dr. Salley K. Ride Elementary School in Germantown, 
Maryland. 
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Making a difference, One day at a time 
Sareet Nayak 
 
I can make a difference… 
 
  At home by  
   Listening to my parents 
   Listening music 
   Loving my parents and brothers 
   Doing my homework 
   Cleaning up my room after I play 
   Talking respectfully and softly 
 
  At school by 
   Listening to my teacher 
   Making friends 
   Finishing my lunch in time 
   Being a good team player 
   Completing my class work 
 
  In the community by 
   Selling more Sally Foster toys 
   Being happy and making everyone happy 
   Talking to everybody and listening to others 
   Helping elders and others in need 
   Singing and dancing 
 
  In my country by 
   Pledging to my country and people of my country 
   Respecting my country’s flag 
 
  In the world by 
   Learning different languages 
   Respecting people from other countries. 
    
 
Sareet Nayak wrote this poem in 2007 for the National PTA sponsored Reflection program. This poem was selected from her school to 
the county level competition. Sareet is 5 year old, studies in Kindergarten in the Dr. Salley K. Ride Elementary School in 
Germantown, Maryland. 
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Time Travel 
Simantini Mitra-Behura 
 

Have you ever seen the ripples when something is 
dropped on the water? Now picture an image of the 
first second of a ripple formation. Picture the 2nd and 
the 3rd seconds of this formation. Now stack the 
images on top of each other in order of ascending 
seconds, and keep a little space in between. If you 
draw a line connecting all of the outer ripples you will 
find that it forms a cone! This cone is called a light 
cone. Now put 2 light cones inverted on top of each 
other, vertices touching, and draw a line through the 
center of the two light cones. This line is time, the 
bottom cone is the past light cone, the top cone is the 
future light cone, and the point at where the 2 cones 
touch is the present time. Wait, maybe I’m going a 
little too fast. It probably does not make any sense to 
you. Right! If you look at the diagram below you can 
tell that this idea is not mine and it made no sense to 
me either. It’s a borrowed idea from the book, A Brief 
History of Time by Stephen Hawking, except that I 
have added some of my own illustrations to the 
inverted light cones. Ask me why I borrowed this 
idea? I have read many books and movies which 
include time travel. All those books and movies like A 
Wrinkle in Time and Tuck Everlasting were fantasy 
and might not be true. So I decided to do my own 
research about time travel which encouraged me to 
use this idea as an introduction to the concept of time 
travel. 

Now let me explain this idea in my own way. 
Let’s imagine I’m riding a spacecraft on an endless 
highway hypothetically shown as a straight line in the 
middle of the inverted light cones crossing the 
vertices (my modifications to the Dr. Hawking’s light 
cone diagram with legends Meha, Soma and 
Supernova). This highway is space. We now have a 
clear picture of time and space. I don’t know if 
anyone other than me is there in the highway. 
Suddenly Meha calls me and says that she is on the 
same highway and just saw a supernova explosion at 
6:15 PM on her clock tuned to an atomic clock. I 
immediately checked my clock tuned as well to an 
atomic clock. It read 6:15 PM. We both know that the 
event is happening in our present. Only difference is 
that I am behind her in the highway. It is like 
someone telling you that he just saw an accident on 
59 South who was traveling ahead of you. 

Now let’s tweak the circumstances a little bit. 
Let’s assume again that I’m riding on the same 
highway and Meha calls me saying that she is seeing 

a supernova explosion occurring at 6:15 PM in her 
clock. I look at my clock and it shows 6:14 PM. We 
know that our clocks are reading correct as they are 
tuned to atomic clocks. Then how is it possible that 
we are reading two different times? In Newton’s 
world one of the clocks must be wrong. It assumes 
that time has been ticking the same way every where 
in the Universe under all circumstances since its 
beginning, whether you are running or resting or 
whatever. However, in Einstein’s world both clocks 
are right. We now know that Einstein’s world is more 
real, so we have to accept that both clocks are reading 
right. If so could it be possible that she is in my future 
and I am in her past? My present tells me that in my 
world time is 6:14 PM. However, in Meha’s present 
in her world her time is 6:15 PM. I have not reached 
that time yet. Is then that someone’s future is my 
present and my present is someone’s future. Wait, 
what’s going on! Am I saying that there is no such 
thing as past, present and future? All are relative, is 
that what it looks like? 
 
 

 
Is it real? Or is it all our imagination? How do my 

clock and Meha’s clock read different times, and yet 
both are correct? We bring the issue of time travel 
when we ask the question - Is it possible for me to 
arrive in Meha's present which is in my future? To 
answer the question we have to look into another 
situation. What happens when Meha says her watch is 
reading 6:15 PM but I read in my watch 6:16 PM? So 
there are three distinct situations - 1) my clock and 
Meha's clock read exactly same, 2) my clock reads 1 
minute slower to Meha's, and 3) my clock reads 1 
minute faster to Meha's. The first condition is very 
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easy to understand. Both Meha and I are in the same 
present. How do you then get into a situation where 
my clock is either reading slower or faster than 
Meha's? What happens then? I learnt from “A Brief 
History of Time” that this situation happens when 
objects move at very high speed. We learn there that 
the higher the speed the slower the clock. As we all 
are shuttling at breath taking speed around the 
Universe with our solar system our time ticks 
differently from the one on any other such objects 
which are traveling at different speeds. With this 
understanding it is now easy to say if I will ever catch 
up with Meha's world. If my clock is ticking slower 
than Meha's then I am speeding faster than Meha. 
Sooner I will be in her world in both space and time 
(it is still puzzling what happens when I cross her and 
my time is still ticking slower then hers). However, if 
my clock is ticking faster than hers then Meha's space 
craft is speeding faster than mine. I will never be able 
to be in her world unless I speed up (but how am I 
supposed to know what speed Meha is speeding). One 
thing we must all keep in mind that these big changes 
in clocks happen at a very high speed and the clock 
stops ticking at the maximum achievable speed - the 
speed of light. So the only solution to catch up with 
Meha's world is to travel at a speed very close to the 
speed of light and hope that Meha world technologies 
are not as advanced as mine. Another easy way to 
catch up with Meha’s world is from the fantasy world 
of Star Wars where you take shortcuts like 
Wormholes. I don’t understand anything of that yet. 
Or, better, build a time machine like in the book 
“Contact” by Carl Sagan which transfers Ellie 
Arroway to a different world where she meets her 
father. But I am not sure whether she went to the past 
or future. At least the book is not clear about that. 
From what I know now however, future, present and 
past are all relative. So it does not matter. 

Let me explain now what I mean when I say time 
is ticking slower or faster than someone else’s. 
Assume a fixed time duration D (for example start of 
an event, say supernova, to the end of the event), and 
let us measure the time with two different clocks in 
two spacecrafts A and B shuttling at different speeds. 
If A is going faster than B then the clock in A will 
measure less time than the clock in B. This is because 
the clock in A is slowing down. What does that 
mean? It means if clock in B is ticking like 
“tick…tick...tick...tick” then clock in A will tick 
something like “tick……tick……tick……tick”. 
Because all clocks read by counting how many times 
each of them ticks, the two clocks will read 
differently for the same duration D. In our example 
the clock in spacecraft A is ticking slower by being 
faster in traveling speed. So it will read lesser time 
than the clock in spacecraft B. This should explain 
how Meha’s clock was reading 6:15 PM while my 
clock was reading 6:14 PM. 

In conclusion, if I pick 2 clocks perfectly tuned, 
put one at home and with the other I travel around the 
world nonstop, I believe when I come back the clock 
with which I was traveling would be slower, however 
small, than the one at home. Therefore, in the context 
of our colossal universe I believe there are no such 
things as present, past, or future. They are all relative 
in space and time, but in the context of a smaller 
world like our solar system, there is only present. We 
cannot go to the past and we can only predict our 
future with our present actions. Nevertheless time 
travel should be exciting. 
 
Acknowledgement:  I would like to thank my Bapa, Somdutt 
Behura, for modifying the light cone diagram above to fit my 
explanation, revising the text, and helping me to understand the 
concepts that I have tried to explain about time travel. 
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Fun facts about India: What 3rd graders want to know about India 
Anshuman Mishra 
 

I had to present my Social Studies project to my 
3rd grade class. I was so excited because it was about 
India. Here are some of the facts I presented about 
India. 

Its Indian name is Bharat which means “The land 
of light”.  It is located in Asia and its capital is New 
Delhi.  Its population is 1,144,734,000 (it is the 
second most populated country in the world) and its 
land area is 2,973,190 sq km. The flag is saffron on 
top, white in the middle and green at the bottom.  The 
white part has a special symbol in the center called 
the “Ashoka Chakra” after the emperor Ashoka.  One 
special fact is that there are TONS of official 
languages! Some of them are Hindi, English, Sanskrit 
and Oriya.  The national language is Hindi. The 
currency is the Rupee.  100 paisa equals one Rupee. 

The chief exports are cotton and silk textiles, 
software, medicines, tea, rice, mangoes, jewelry and 
gemstones. India is very hot and dry during summer 
and very rainy during the monsoons. There was a 
picture of a city with flooded streets and people 
holding umbrellas after a monsoon rain. The water 
was up to their knees! The people eat most grains but 
mostly rice, flat breads called chapattis, fish, chicken, 
a soup made out of lentils called dal, vegetables and 
tons of fruit.  Some of my favorite foods are 
rasagolla, samosa and khiri. 

The main animals are Bengal tigers, cobras, 
Indian elephants, peacocks, one-horned rhinos, 
Langur monkeys, many types of deer and water 
buffaloes. Most women wear a sari, a 5 yard piece of 
cloth wrapped around the body. Men wear a cloth 
wrapped around their legs called a dhoti. Women also 
wear a Shalvar-kameez (loose pants and long top) and 
men wear Kurta-churidar (long, loose shirt and pants). 
Men and women often wear Western clothes. 

The national sport is field hockey although cricket 
and soccer are very popular. Chess, cards and flying 
kites are all very popular. Did you know that Chess 
and Parcheesi originated in India hundreds of years 
ago? The main festivals are the spring festival of 
colors, Holi, where you throw colored powder and 
colored water on everyone and the winter festival of 
lights, Diwali, where you set off firecrackers and 
other fireworks. The main religion in India is 

Hinduism. The holy books in Hinduism are the 4 
Vedas and the Gita. These books are all very old and 
were written by holy men called rishis. The two epics 
are the Ramayana and the Mahabharata.  They are all 
written in Sanskrit. 

The tallest mountain range in the world, the 
Himalayas, borders India at the top. The Bay of 
Bengal, the Indian Ocean and the Arabian Sea border 
India at the bottom. One of the longest rivers in the 
world is the Ganga, the holiest river in India. Indian 
art and architecture are among the best in the world. 
Thousands of people from all over the world come to 
see the Taj Mahal in Agra and the ancient forts and 
magnificent temples like the Jagannath temple in 
Orissa. Ancient India was famous for its astronomers 
(Bhaskaracharya came up with the first accurate 
calculation of the circumference of the Earth in the 5th 
century), mathematicians (who came up with zero) 
and philosophers/surgeons (who invented early 
surgical and dental instruments). 

Then my friends started asking questions and I 
answered them. Here are some of them. 

Q:  How rich is India – poor, middle or rich? 
A:  Middle. Then someone said: “India used to be 

rich but the British invaded and stole all the riches 
and made India poor but now it’s in the middle and 
getting richer.” 

Q:  How hot is India? 
A:  It is hotter than Texas during summer and 

very rainy during the monsoon. 
Q:  Do people in India wear silk clothes every 

day? 
A:  No, they only wear silk clothes on special 

occasions like festivals and weddings. 
Q:  How long did it take to make the “scarf” 

(chadar) you’re wearing? 
A:  It’s hand woven out of silk and takes about 2 

weeks to finish! 
Q:  If you wear your “shirt” (kurta) without your 

“scarf”, is it a public insult? Do they take you to jail? 
A:  No Way! It’s okay to not wear the “scarf”. 

People will just think you’re having a bad day! 
Everyone burst out laughing! 
My teacher decided that there were lots of facts for 
everyone to think about.  So I ended my presentation. 

 
Anshuman Mishra, son of Snigdha and Srikanta Mishra, is a 3rd grader in the Talented and Gifted Program at Pond Springs 
Elementary School in Austin, TX.  He is learning Tang Soo Do, Hindustani classical vocal music and western classical guitar.  
Anshuman loves to play on his Nintendo DS and is a voracious reader. 
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Acceptance 
Nayna Rath 
 

“Oh I knew this was going to be a horrible day!” 
mourned Padma, she kicked the bathroom stall. 
Padma looked around helplessly for her homeroom. 

“2015, 2014, 2013, grrrr where is 1206!!!” she 
thought she heard something but, nobody would be 
out right now because it was class time. She moved 
two steps before she heard giggling coming directly 
behind her. This time she wishked around to meet 4 
pairs of beady little eyes glaring right back at her. 
There were five girls, all of them looked like juniors, 
except one girl, she looked like a sophomore (just like 
Padma). Padma stuck her hand out. But the first girl 
just crinkled her nose. 

“Ummm…I don’t make contact with loser, but 
anyway you must be the new girl ” 

The girl made the last two words sound like a 
month old can of tuna. The girl said her name was 
Claire and that every morning Padma would have to 
leave $5 dollars on the desk in the science lab and if 
she didn’t then something bad would happen. Claire 
stuck out her finger with disgusting confidence and 
said all the names of the 4 girls behind her. Finally 
she got to the girl that seemed like she was in the 
same grade as Padma. Her name was Priya. Claire 
stomped over to Padma and snarled in her ear. 

“If you tell this little gathering to anybody, 
especially the teachers and any of your loser frien-“ 

But Padma didn’t even hear the rest she fled to the 
girl’s bathroom. Padma ran into one of the stalls. She 
could not believe it, nobody talked to her like that in 
her old school!!! She was the queen bee!!! So there 
she was saying how horrible the day was. Padma 
stopped cursing herself for being so stupid not to 
know where her classroom was. She heard the door 
swing open and the knock on the stall she was in. 
Padma slowly undid the lock fearing that Claire 
followed her into the bathroom. Padma let out a air of 
relief, it was only Priya!! 

“Forget about those girls Padma, even I had to 
pay the price once. Don’t worry, everything will be 
alright soon. 

Let me help you to find your room.”  Priya said. 
“It is 1206.” Padma said. 
Padma and Pryia started talking to each other like 

they were old buddies. 
Slowly everything became alright for Padma in 

her new school. 
Padma spent the rest of her two years in high 

school happily with her best friend Priya, who 
accepted her. 

 
 
Nayna Rath is in 5th grade and lives in Macomb, Michigan with her older sister, Anya, and her parents Swapna and Nirmal Rath. She 
enjoys making up stories. 
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Smile 
Saswat Sahoo 
 
When you smile, 
It can bring happiness to a room. 
It can make wilted flowers 
Come back to life and bloom. 
A smile can make 
A young child's tears wash away, 
Make dark skies turn blue, 
And let the sun brighten the day. 
It can make the gates of heaven open, 
And let angels fly down to earth, 
To lift the souls of those who have died. 
A smile can make anger 
Turn to happiness, 
And war turn to peace. 
So the next time you smile, 
Just imagine what might happen. 
 
 
Saswat Sahoo is 11 years old, and attends Hill Side School. He will be in 6th grade this fall. His hobbies include reading, writing, 
playing guitar, and outdoor games like Soccer. He lives in Farmington Hills, Michigan with his parents Sasadhar and Mamata Sahoo. 
 
It’s summer 
Shreya A. Patnaik 
 
It’s summer, so stop your bummer, we’re out of school, Now we can rule, 
 
We can do anything we want to do, it’s not up to me or you (whoo, whoo), so we can be in lala land, and go to 
the beach and play with sand, 
 
We can eat all the candy we want to eat, or go home and mess up our bed sheet, we could rule the house, or 
exterminate the entire group of mouse, 
 
We can have as much fun we want, or type any paper with great big font; we can play outside all day long, or 
take a long trip to see Hong Kong, 
 
It’s summer which is the most relaxing thing to hear, you can pretend your playing school with your friends and 
send a note saying your present or the most unrelaxing thing is to say is I am here, you can play all the games 
you want to play, or say anything you want to say, 
 
It’s summer------------yay yeah yay yeah yay yeah yay yeah 
 
It’s summer, it’s summer, it’s summer, it’s summer, 
 
Yeah------------- 
 
It’s summer. 
 
 
Shreya Anya Patnaik lives in Greensboro, North Carolina.  She is in Grade IV. 
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Blooming India 
Alyssa Sahu 
 

She sulked as she walked in US 
She felt that everything was a mess 

No rickshaws, no street shops 
No mango flavored lollipops 

Oh, how she missed her jasmine 
Her new home seemed so dim 

 
Her papa once took her hand 

As she told him she hated this land 
He took her to the Botanical Gardens 

Before her mood would harden 
They went down the street 

As, she wondered what she’d meet 
 

In the gardens she walked and talked 
Amongst the unique collection of flowers for hours 

But she didn’t like the American plant towers 
She sobbed till she saw Indian flower power 

 
She walked into the blooms of India 
Fragrance of Hibiscus and Marigold 

So many flowers she would like to hold 
She felt like she was in a pillow 

As, she touched an Indian Willow 
And as she smelled a jasmine 

Brightness surrounded the world  
that she thought was so dim 

 
 
Alyssa is 11 years old and a sixth grade student in Kennedy Middle School, Cupertino, CA. She is the only child of her parents Bilashi 
and Manoj Sahu.  Apart from academics, she takes keen interest in reading, classical Odissi dance and outdoor games like soccer. 
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Visiting India after 5 years 
Aparna Ray 
 
I went to India after 5 years. I had a lot of fun there. 
 
I got to meet Aai, Aja, and Thama…and Majja Aja (that means fun grandpa…but it sounds cooler in Oriya). 
 
I got to touch a live animal for the first time in my Thama’s 
home. A cow. Aai called it the Kamala…it’s looks like a 
bunch of empty balloons hanging on the cow’s neck and it is 
ever so soft. I got to eat eggs…straight from a chicken…not 
from the grocery store! I even fed a live calf. 
 
In my Aai’s house I did something really really fun…it was 
called Muruja. It looked like colored sand. You had to 
squeeze it between your fingers and let it slip down slowly.  
My Aai’s muruja was very pretty, but my fish Muruja looked 
like a cow, so I guess I could use some practice at home.  But 
it just doesn’t come out right on the carpet. 
 
I also saw my TWO great grandmothers. From my mom’s side I call her BOU and from my dad’s side I call her 
BADA MA. I also learnt I have about a million aunts and uncles and probably a gazillion cousins. I think the 
coolest part of our family is that we have so many dogs!!! And they are all related to each other. 
 
The best part about going to India was celebrating my birthday there. I got 9500 rupees on my birthday. I gave 
it to my Aai to keep but I think my mom spent it all! 
 
I want my parents to move back to India but they keep saying they cant any more, so I think I’ll move there 
when I grow up, take some money from my big sister and take care of my grandparents. 
 
 
Aparna Ray is 7 years old. She went to India with her parents Julie and Abhijit Ray and her older sister Ankita after 5 years. She cried 
when she returned back to the US. She has vowed to go back to live in India when she grows up. 

146



A Meeting with Leonardo da Vinci  
Saswat Sahoo 
 

During my PACT (Palmeto 
Achievement Challenge Test) 
this spring, I was given an 
assignment to write an essay 
titled: “If you were to meet a 
famous person of your choice, 
who would it be, what will you 
talk about and where will you go.”  

Although at the beginning, I couldn’t remember 
his name, I really wanted to write about him. This 
person I wanted to meet, lived about four hundred 
years ago. He was good at every school subject, 
including art, science, math, and writing. He also 
painted the famous Mona Lisa or “La Gioconda”, the 
laughing one. Now you probably know who I am 
talking about. He is Leonardo da Vinci.  

If I were to meet him, I would tell him, how to 
power the models of machines he sketched. 
Especially the ones he had no means of powering 
back then. Like the seemingly old fashioned 
automobile, similar to the model “T” Ford. I will 
explain to him how to use gasoline to power or to 
help power the car. Then the parachute he drew. I 
would first tell him if the chute was supposed to slow, 
down a fall. I will also tell him what the parachute 
was supposed to be made of, and if he can think about 
anything lighter. The heavier the material per unit the 
faster it will fall on earth and other places with 
atmospheres. I will also tell him how to improve 
some other things he drew like the bicycle.   

Then we will go on to the famous inventions that 
have been made after his time. Such as the light bulb. 
I am sure at the end of the explanation, he shall 
understand how it works. Then we will go on to the 

motion picture camera. I will show how the pictures 
appear to move, in these instructions. First make or 
get a wooden wheel. Then sketch some pictures that 
happened in exactly the same place at about exactly 
the same time to exactly the same thing, around the 
wheel in order from what happened first to what 
happened last. Then put the wheel on an axle pointed 
upwards, like this, a capital I, with two lines up and 
down. Then spin the wheel very fast. The pictures 
will appear to move if you look at them. Next we will 
talk about the telephone. He will be shocked at how 
you can communicate with electric signals. We will 
talk about many more inventions including the 
dishwasher. When we will talk about the CD player 
and the phonograph he may come up with another 
way to trap sound. 

The next day we will go to the Eiffel Tower and 
talk about its structure. If he can do it, I will have him 
make a model Eiffel Tower, out of limp spaghetti. 
Then I will explain an identical version made out of 
steel will be much stronger. In the following days we 
will go to many other places until he quiets. This will 
be the most outgoing meet ever. 

Then I will challenge him what new inventions he 
can come up with. He could easily say a new word if 
he doesn’t remember “Eureka”. At the end I will 
advise him if you know something as a secret try your 
best to reveal it. You might be wondering why I did 
not choose Einstein or some one like him instead. To 
me Einstein is well known as a scientist and is very 
recent. When I go back in time 400 years and meet 
with da Vinci, even in my thoughts, when I come 
back to the present, it will feel like I am living in the 
future.

 
 
Saswat Sahoo is a rising fifth grader. His favorite hobby is reading science literature, although he enjoys all 
kind of reading. He also loves biking, making paper airplanes, rockets and doing science illustrations related to 
geological and physical sciences. Saswat lives in Greenville, SC, with his parents Dr. Rajani Kanta Sahoo, 
Saubhagya Laxmi Mohapatra and sister Roshni, and goes to Maulding Elementary.   



Journey to Atlantis 
Neha Satapathy 
 

I’m hearing screams to my right as I draw myself 
closer. I wonder, “Would I scream like that when I 
ride?” I hear people jabbering all around me. I open 
my eyes to see that there was an enormous line in 
front of my mom and me. I look at all the roller 
coasters around us. “How much longer will it take?” I 
ask, “I want to ride the journey to Atlantis now.” 
“Have patience,” my mom answered. I hear people 
screaming again. Whoosh……….Tons of water fell 
on us. The people got out of the cart. Someone’s face 
was green and someone else’s looked like they had 
seen a ghost. I just noticed that we had gone an 
extensive way from where we had started. We were 
next! I begged my mom if we could sit either in the 
first or second row. But by the time she replied, 
people had already gotten into the first two rows. So 
we took the third row before anyone else could take 
it. “This is it,” my mom said. “Hmmm,” I replied. 
You see, I was lost in thought, wondering if I would 
scream or stay calm. 

Ding… we started moving up. By the time we 
reached the top, they had turned us so we would go 
backwards. Swish..! Some people were screaming 
their heads off. I don’t really know if I was one of 
them. As we slowed down, an attendant was waving 
at us as we turned again. “Bye, bye,” he called out. I 

was wondering 
what he meant by 
“Bye, bye”. When 
I looked down 
below me, I was 
terrified. We were 
about to go down. 
“Oh no!” cried 
one person from 
the front seats. 
“Oh my!” cried 
another from the 
back. “Ahhh!” 
people screaming 
In just about 5 seconds my heart was trying to break 
its way through my chest. “Whoa,” I exclaimed. Now 
as I am guessing, my mom was lost in thought, for 
she just said

 

I heard 
all around me. 

, “Huh! Is it over?” 
“Hey! Over here!” A voice called through the 

crowd. We ran towards the voice calling us. “Did you 
see us?” I asked. “Did you see us?” my sister asked. 
“We were getting splashed while you guys were 
coming down,” my dad explained. 

I will always treasurer that crazy ride, “The 
Journey to Atlanis.” Plus, who knows, you might 
experience it someday too! 

 
Neha Satapathy is a 4th grader in Great Oaks Elementary School. She lives in Austin, TX with her sister Anika and parents Tina and 
Sikhanda Satapathy. She loves reading, dancing, playing piano, and enjoying Texas outdoors with all kind of fun activities. 
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Being a Child 
Ineka Panigrahi 
 

As a child, I have always wondered about the 
things I can and cannot do because I am a child. 
There are some advantages and disadvantages of 
being a child, and I will share my opinion with all of 
you.  
 
1. When I had time to play, my parents did not have 
time to play with me: A Disadvantage 

When I was about three or four, I did not go to 
school and I did not get homework, so I had lots of 
time to play. But I needed someone to play with. I 
asked my parents to play with me, but they told me 
that they couldn’t play because they had to work. 
When they did not go to work, they brought some of 
their office work home. They also have to do 
housework like cooking, laundry, cleaning, groceries 
and organizing. This meant they did not have time to 
play with me.  
 
2. As I grow older, I get no time to play:  
A Disadvantage  

These days, I am in grade four and I am really 
looking forward to the summer vacation. We get lots 
of homework and I am really busy and sometimes I 
get really annoyed so I work very fast, trying to finish 
all my homework, so I can get time to play. But I still 
do not get time to play, because now I am involved in 

extra-curricular activities like dance preparation for 
the OSA convention. Also, we constantly get tests 
that I have to study for….so I am extremely busy. 
Even if I wanted to play, I do not have the time.  
 
3. I do not have to do things my parents do:  
An Advantage 

As a child, I don’t have to pay bills or taxes, 
which means I don’t have very big duties and 
responsibilities like my parents do.  This is an 
advantage to me. 
 
4. I cannot experience many things because of rules: 
A Disadvantage…Maybe an advantage too 

I wish I could drive so I can go to different places 
without having to depend on my parents to take me 
around. But I need a license to do that. A 
disadvantage. But I get carried around in the car with 
no worries. That’s an advantage. You know why? 
Because then I don’t have to worry about maps and 
taking directions and being responsible for all the 
people in the car.  
 

I know, as I continue to grow up, my 
responsibilities will change. And then, maybe I will 
have advantages and disadvantages of being an adult!

 
 
Ineka is 9 years old, she loves to dance and listen to music. She also enjoys reading and visiting exhibitions.  She lives in Toronto with 
her brother Soman and parents Gagan and Sabita Panigrahi. 
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First Friends 
Satwik Pattanaik 
 

I came to Canada in the year 2002, that time I was 
only 2 years old. Before we were living in 
Bhubaneswar, Odissa with my grandparents. I was 
little pampered because I had 3 friends, Jejebapa, 
Jejema and Jeji (my father’s grandma) who were 
always ready to play with me in all my wired rules. 
Even now they love me the same way when I used to 
visit them. I love them the most. Now in Canada I 
have so many friends, Lucky, Suyash, Yubraj, 
Nehadidi, Binjal and many more. I love Canada as 
much as Orissa too. 

Now I am going to tell you about my first friends 
I made in Canada, who are totally different from 
those whom I mentioned above. So when we arrived 
here in Canada, first few months we were staying 
with one of my father’s friend’s house. His daughter 
Shradha didi is my first friend. We used to play after 
her school hours. We had lots of fun. She was very 
nice to me. As I remembered she used to play 
skipping with her other friends and taught me how to 
jump with the rope. I was not good in that but that’s 
how I learned to skip .Now I am doing well. I always 
give trouble to my Mom for eating my food and 
usually take longer time. That time my Baba (father) 
had brought had some plastic bug toys. When 
Shradha didi screw them they start to walk so I got 

scared and finished my food. That trick worked only 
for one week One day Shradha didi was performing in 
school function we went to watch her. When I saw all 
kid’s performances, I stared crying to go and act on 
the stage. This is how I got interest in plays and 
dramas. Thanks to Sumitra aunty that in our next 
Oriya Kumar Ustsav she gave me a chance to 
participate in a play. Then after she is always giving 
me opportunities to perform in different characters.  
So Shradha didi was just like an elder sister cum 
friend to me. Both of us were sad when we moved to 
a different house. 

Cherry was my neighbor in our next home. She is 
of my age. Cherry used to teach me Telegu and I used 
to teach her Oriya. One day we made a song mixed 
with Telegu and Oriya. We used to talk in our 
khichidi language. When we both were of same age 
we were not ready to compromise. Then we learned 
to take turn, share toys, and play safe. One day one 
day we went to toilet and played in it by putting our 
hands in it. When my mom saw this she slapped both 
of us. Many times we quarrel with each other and 
after 5 minutes again became friends. 
 

I can not forget both of my first friends. 
                                                     So that is the end. 

 
 
Master Satwik Pattanaik (Chandan) is a student of grade 2 at Lancaster Public School, Mississauga. He loves to do stage plays, dance 
and play Tabla. He lives with his parents, Satyajeet & Nibedita and little sister Shreeja in Malton, Canada. 
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A Letter  
 
Dear Mom, 
 
I love you because you’re an awesome mom.  Because you always take care of me.  You kiss me when I feel 
sad.  You make breakfast for me everyday and you love me. I love you too.  I love playing with you.  But you 
do hug me a lot.  That’s OK.  You look prettiest when you wear earrings.  Happy Mother’s Day!  I want to give 
you two gifts. A scarf and a windup toy.  And now, I go outside to play. 
 
Love, 
Ankit 
 
 
Ankit Sodhi is 7 years old and is in Grade 1 at Bayview Glen School in Toronto.  He loves drawing monsters, dinosaurs and bugs.  He 
loves jiving to the tunes of peppy music.  He loves playing on the web and on his Nintendo.  He teaches his parents Sajneet Singh 
Sodhi and Pallavi Raut Sodhi how NOT to skip reading pages from books while reading him his bedtime stories. 
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The Big Sad Wolf Becomes Happy 
Ankit Sodhi 
 

Once upon a time there were three little pigs. The 
first little pig gathered up straw to make his house. 
The second little pig gathered up sticks to make his 
house. The third little pig gathered up bricks plickety 
plackety pluck and started building his house. A big 
bad wolf blew the first little pig’s straw house down. 
Then the big bad wolf blew the second pig’s stick 
house down. So the two little pigs ran away to the 
third little pig’s house and they all sat down to have 
some pie. The big bad wolf tried to blow the brick 
house down but couldn’t. So he sat on a log and 
became a big sad wolf. 

 
I like the third little big because he let me come 

to his house too and share the pie with him. I did not 
go to the first or second little pig’s house because 
their houses were blown away by the big bad wolf. 
But now that the big bad wolf is a big sad wolf, I 
want to make him happy. So I will help him. I will 
ask him to blow candles on children’s birthday cakes 
and blow balloons in their parties. That way he can 
be useful, and be happy when he sees the children 
happy. 

 
 
Ankit Sodhi is 7 years old, lives in Toronto and loves reading, drawing, writing and embellishing stories’ endings. 
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Jagannath jaha karibe 
Ashutosh (Ashish) Patra 
 

I visit Orissa every couple of years with my 
parents to savor the sights and the sounds of the land 
where all my grandparents live. It is not only a land of 
extraordinary beauty but also of gigantic contrasts. 
There is a palpably strong sense of morality among 
the people of Orissa. Simultaneously, 
however, I noticed many people believing 
in “destiny” or a pre-ordained final fate.  
People talk about “Jagannath jaha karibe” 
or “Bhagya’re jaha thiba,” both of which 
roughly mean “whatever God has 
determined for us”. Clearly, morality is 
meaningful when a person has the ability 
to choose between what is purportedly the “right” and 
the “wrong”. On the surface that implies the 
traditional theistic belief of a destiny is incompatible 
with the strong sense of morality. The question is thus 
“does free will exist?” 

I feel free will is an illusion formed by the 
creative part of our minds that desires freedom.  We 
do make choices but these choices are not necessarily 
free.  Nietzsche, Kant, Laplace, and other notable 
philosophers take a similar stance on the issue of 
determinism or, in other words, the opposite of “free 
will”. A deterministic world implies that given a 
current state of the world and any extrinsic inputs, the 
next (future) state is predetermined and unique, i.e. 
one can determine the future if enough computing 
resources are given and the underlying laws of the 
world are known. I take a slightly different stance on 
determinism from the conventional one. I do believe 
that free will does not exist but contrary to traditional 
determinism, I do not agree that there is only one, i.e. 
unique, possible future. 

To show the world is devoid of free will, I first 
note that we make decisions based on experiences.  
People make their decisions based on their needs and 
wants, which, in turn, are determined by the character 
of the person or the external forces – the 
environment.  Now, any external forces determining a 
person’s choice means that he or she has no free will.  
Next, I submit that people’s needs and wants are 
derived from past events, and are always driven by 
outside factors.  For example, a single mother would 
need to work longer than most, because there is no 
father to help support the children. Her predisposition 
(e.g., her intuitive feeling to nourish her child) and the 
external facts/influences (e.g., no one giving her free 
money) determine this desire. A person’s 

characteristics, shaped by her environment and genes, 
influence her wants as well.  People decide based on 
their needs and wants that I argued are a result of the 
past state and the past events. The past state is based 
on the genes (the “nature” part) and the events form 

the extrinsic inputs (the “nurture” part). 
Any decision taken by the individual 
impacts actions (i.e. inputs) from others, 
which in turn drive the next 
decision/action by the person, so on and so 
forth. Thus, there is a causality chain from 
decision to decision of a human being, and 
effectively he/she has no free control over 

it once the “initial” state is determined and the 
external inputs are truly extrinsic. The initial state is 
perhaps the genetic makeup of a person at conception, 
and the external input is all things starting from the 
environment in the womb to the nurture received after 
birth and the world outside. None of these factors 
emanate from the free will of the individual.   Thus, I 
assert that free will is an illusion as past events and 
extrinsic forces or actions determine the future 
actions. 

I do realize that there are many critics of this idea 
and they have compelling arguments but I will refute 
these.  Libertarians (opponents of determinism) say 
that the soul overrides the body and that it can act of 
its own free will.  However, this line of thinking is 
faulty because it fails to address how the soul is 
created or affected. Let us pretend that the soul is 
immutable. If we cannot change our soul, we have no 
free will because we were never given the choice of a 
soul. Another argument against determinism is the 
case study on rape. Rape is pointed out as an event 
where people are denied free will, and this is used to 
show that if free will is denied then it must exist in 
the first place.  However, people cannot exercise free 
will because an external event or action is denying 
them the right or ability to prevent it because the rape 
was not of his or her choosing. The person being 
raped can either submit or fight back and the choice 
he or she makes is due to forces uncontrolled by him 
or her -- it is rather based on experiences or notions of 
fear. Some have used quantum mechanics to defend 
free will by claiming that some events can be random 
and therefore the deterministic view that there is only 
a predictable future is false.  However, I take a 
different stance on determinism, one that says we 
have no free will and that the future is determined to a 
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probability because of the random events in the 
process. If a person were to make a choice based on 
randomness then he or she would not be actually 
exercising his or her free will at all.  On the contrary, 
I believe this intrinsic randomness in the physical 
world can lead to multiple possible event sequences, 
i.e. the multiple potentially concurrent worlds, and 
hence futures, with different probabilities. 

While I do feel the world is deterministic, the 
moral implications this creates are dire.  Take for 
example a murderer, who killed three people in cold 
blood, argues that it was not his personal fault and 
that his actions were simply a result of his genes and 
environment.  If people submit to this simplistic 
deterministic view then murder, extortion, and crime 
would be excused.  I think we must still hold people 
accountable for their actions as though they have free 
will because only then can we change society 
positively by influencing their behavior and deterring 
the wrongdoers.  It does not have to do with free will, 
but has to do with humans’ intrinsic belief in peace, 
non-violence and progress. Another counter-argument 
cited is that determinism deters advances because 
people feel that whatever happens cannot be changed 
and conclude that they should not work or try to 
innovate.  However, we must believe that the process 
of evolution is hard-coded in us and that the desire to 

improve is in our nature. Moreover, evolution is 
marked by genetic mutations, which are random 
events. 

I believe scientific breakthroughs are weighing 
against “free will”. Einstein has said, "Everything is 
determined, the beginning as well as the end, by 
forces over which we have no control.  It is 
determined for the insect as well as the star.  Human 
beings, vegetables, or cosmic dust, we all dance to a 
mysterious tune, intoned in the distance by an 
invisible piper."  

Our choices are not really ours but rather 
consequences of past events and actions.  As long as 
humans make choices based on prior experiences and 
their genetic makeup, they cannot be called the 
masters of their fate.  However, it is important to have 
a judicial system, as reflected by our internal desire 
for fairness and peace, which hands out appropriate 
justice. Free will is thus likely only a figment of our 
imagination, which we may pretend to believe as true, 
because that belief is a cornerstone of society for 
keeping order. However, perhaps our desire for order 
in society, or for that matter, seeking of “God”, is 
itself a consequence of our genetic essence, shaped by 
centuries of evolution. Therefore, the seeming 
contrasts that I see in Orissa are not irreconcilable 
contradictions after all. 

 
 
Asihish Patra is a Junior at Sunset High in Portland, Oregon. He is passionate about science yet has interest in national policy and 
international relations. He loves to debate, play tennis and play piano either competitively or for fun.  He learned about microfinance 
from dad, Priyadarsan, during a visit to rural Orissa, and he hopes to study the economics of micro-lending this summer. As for 
dislikes, he seems to complain that the days are too short! 
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Is Privacy Dead? 
Purvasha Patnaik 
 

You come home from school, you go to your 
room, and you close the door. The four walls around 
you assure you that you are alone, but do you really 
have your privacy? Ladies and gentlemen, and 
respected teachers, I am going to talk to you about 
privacy. Privacy is defined as the right to be free from 
being watched or spied on. In the perspective of a 
typical Canadian, privacy is to control the right of 
their personal information. Some ways of intruding 
one’s privacy would be through the open use of files 
and documents and by using advancing technology. 

According to an article in The Economists, a well-
read magazine, privacy no longer exists. Many people 
strongly agree, however, not much action is being 
taken to protect privacy. People affected by this issue 
are either ignorant, or do not want to interfere in the 
matter since it would consume much of their time and 
energy. As for the rest of the people affected by this, 
they are most likely those who are making a living off 
of invading privacy.  

One issue with privacy is the lack of consent. 
When we are on the phone with a telemarketer, we 
ignore the fact that they have obtained our contact 
information. How are our names, numbers, and 
addresses exposed to these people? 

A Canadian candy manufacturer company had 
gathered a list of people who were enrolled in a 
weight loss program. By using the contact 
information on this list, they called these people 
during Christmas and Easter breaks, to try to sell their 
products since this is the time when people usually 
cave into taking breaks from dieting. 

Iceland sold the genetic records of the entire 
population to a drug company without the consent of 
its citizens. 

Mr. Plant had grown illegal plants in his house, 
but the police had no evidence to prove it. To grow 
these illegal plants, Mr. Plant required a large amount 
of electricity. So the police pulled up Mr. Plant’s 
electricity bills, without any consent of the consumer, 
and presented them in court. Although this invasion 

of privacy was meant for safety reasons, Mr. Plant’s 
lawyer argued that access to these types of personal 
records are enough to qualify as invasion of his 
privacy.  
 

Whether the records are of occupational or 
recreational activities, if these details get linked 
together, then it can create an accurate picture of our 
private lives – and this is unjust in our society. 

Today’s advancement in technology plays a great 
role in the interference in one’s privacy. In Canada, 
privacy would be more protected if it weren’t for such 
progressing technology. For example, The Supreme 
Court has decided that all Canadian citizens have the 
right to privacy – meaning that you are not under 
surveillance cameras or physical accompaniment, 
when the individual has a reasonable point for 
privacy. Under this right, it is unreasonable to put 
cameras in hotel rooms, however, it is reasonable to 
place cameras in public washrooms. 

Awareness about revealing information is very 
important, especially for today and the future. Internet 
and ATM are some examples of privacy invasion. It 
is so simple to get access to money using these 
technologies, but then again, it is as simple to be 
robbed using these machines. For example, Mr. 
Money’s credit card number was stolen, and 5 000 
dollars were taken out of it. The bank called the 
police, saying it is unusual for this person to spend 
this much money in this short of time, according to 
his previous records. That too at places they had 
never recorded him spend money at. Privacy is 
invaded both by the robber and the bank, but the point 
is that the bank knowing this about Mr. Money saved 
him from a great loss. Technology was created for the 
positive use of it, not the negative. 

Privacy is a human right, and everyone should 
have control on what they want or don’t want to 
reveal to the public, or anybody in general. Life 
without privacy makes it impossible to enjoy the 
dignity and freedom that human rights seek to protect. 

 
 
About Purvasha, She is 13 years old and has interest in Indian classical music and dance. She a vivid reader and has developed 
interest in writing short poems. She is also an encyclopedia on Bollywood hindi songs. 
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Infamous 
Swagateeka Panigrahy 
 

I wish we went to India more often. The issue 
with going once every seven or so years is making 
good first impressions; I only have a few days to 
spend with each member of the family, which is a 
completely unsatisfactory amount of time to dole out 
a personable, cultured child that relatives remember 
until the next time she comes. I expected a problem 
with my ineptness at speaking the native language—I 
was able to understand well enough, but I was afraid 
of mixing up some slang or calling an elder by the 
wrong title. Sure, they might understand, but I didn’t 
want to take the chance; after all, I was trying to build 
up a good character for them to remember me by. 
Better a mute, quiet, but respectful girl, than some 
teen throwing around bawdy gibberish trying to sound 
native. I was so focused on this facet of my vacation 
in India; I guess the English guard was relocated. 
Whoops. 

I spent about three weeks in my father’s home-
village in Orissa, on the western side of India. I was 
most afraid of this part of the vacation, since none 
from my father’s side could, or would, speak English. 
Worse, my uncles would take us out for “ice cream” 
(what is known here as a teaspoon of whipped cream) 
and have us meet family friends. My worries of 
assimilating were appeased however, when I began 
doing what everyone else did, every day: sleep, eat, 
sleep again, cook, eat again, and then sleep again. It 
was in this mundane mindset I set off, with my 
family, to Delhi, probably the most westernized city 
in India, to see my aunt and uncle from my mother’s 
side. Now a new challenge was set: Hindi. One would 
think all the languages of India are sort of the same, like 
dialects of English in the United States, and that one 
would be terribly mistaken. And one may think that 
anyone who has seen a multitude of Bollywood 
movies, all in Hindi, should be comfortable with Hindi, 
and would again be horribly mistaken. From the 
moment I stepped off the train, I was the most terribly, 
horribly mistaken person in all of Delhi. 

Now I had to adapt to a new atmosphere, with a new 
language, to speak to my three year old cousin, while 
maintaining the old tongue, so I could speak with my 
maternal grandmother—and now I couldn’t just take a 
nap whenever I felt like escaping. I was bombarded with 
well-meant attempts to make me feel at home (which 
they understood to be America). My aunt was a teacher 
at a local school, my uncle was a scientist for a nearby 
international company, both were mind numbingly 

modern. We were given pizza, offered newspapers in 
English!, and even taken on a trip to a shopping mall. 
No, not a big fat market spread over a mucky mile 
offering cheap goods , yet still swallowing you in for 
hours of bargaining, which I was so used to, but an 
actual mall. No bargaining. 

We went to several stores to find some t-shirts, 
because I had left all my American clothes in another 
city to use later, not thinking I would need them. We 
found a few; one mimicked a shirt and slogan from a 
popular Hindi movie: “I’m Happy.” We stopped at 
Baskin-Robbins for some chocolate ice cream.  But we 
still didn’t have enough clothes to last us. Despite my 
sister’s and my garbled attempts at impeding the 
evening trip to the mall, we were overcome. We went 
into a snazzy shop of two stories, full of jeans and Indo-
European stuff. Feeling terrible about giving the 
appearance of being picky with my clothing, as this was 
the fifth large shop we had been to that day, I kept my 
eyes open for anything wearable. I saw one t-shirt, just 
one. It said, “If you can’t be famous, be INFAMOUS,” 
and had a huge orange, striped “C” at the bottom. Wow! 
I thought. What a great message! If you can’t be 
famous, be super-famous! That’s cute! I told my aunt 
and uncle about the shirt. “I really like the message,” I 
said. 

“Well, if you like it, you should buy it,” my uncle 
responded, probably hesitatingly. 

“Hahn (Yes),” I said. “I really do like the message.” 
“We can look around some more, there’s a section 

we haven’t seen over there,” my aunt pitched in. That 
was my chance. I should have shut up, gone to the 
section, found nothing, and left. But after looking 
through the belts, ornaments, jewelry, hats and hairpin 
section, I found myself back in front of the shirt, with 
my aunt and uncle. Once again, I exclaimed, “I like the 
message.” Now they’ll see what a wonderful, 
overachieving child I am I thought. 

Pride and language are so intertwined. People, who 
are almost always naturally proud, are always trying to 
show some characteristic of himself/herself off, and 
language is the most effective method of doing so. If 
one is trying to appear intellectual, one may disseminate 
one’s orations with seemingly sapient language. 
Teenagers often curse and use profanity to show a 
reckless, independent attitude. Along the same lines, a 
rebellious young woman might mimic the theme of the 
musical “Chicago,” by buying a shirt that says “If you 
can’t be famous, be infamous.” Another prideful twelve-
year-old young girl may also buy the same shirt in a 
mist of mistakenness thinking infamous meant super-
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famous, thus proving to her relatives whom she hasn’t 
seen since she was seven that she is a dimwit with no 
grasp of any language whatsoever. One’s language can 
gauge one’s pride, one’s entire character. Learning the 
technical aspects is essential, but understanding what it 

means makes it a language. Now I may truly talk with 
my relatives, my grandmother especially loves it when I 
talk about the horse I’ve promised to give her when she 
grows old and can’t walk. And by the way, I’ve never 
worn that shirt. 

 
 
 
India 
Swagateeka Panigrahy 
 
She is no more a child, my mother’s land, 
She has gone to prove Herself to the greater. 
Across, eye to eye She may even stand; 
She is, of a miracle, the creator. 
Select of Her progeny are basking 
In Her immense wealth, or thus the world claims. 
But underneath, a world She is masking: 
She muffles her masses, covers Her shames, 
For to stand across them, eye to eye, 
She must stand on the footstool of Her poor. 
But the reaping richer simply sit and sigh, 
Help Her! Whose blood is tainted impure. 
By Gandhi’s great words, unabashed when unfurled, 
“Be the change, you wish to see in the world!” 
 
 
 
Swagateeka Panigrahy graduated from Naperville Central High School in May, 2008. She lives with sister Sunameeka and parents 
Surya and Minakhi Panigrahy, who are both PhDs in Physics, She will pursue an undergraduate degree in Biological Sciences at the 
University of Chicago, hoping to go into medicine. 
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Turning Points in My Life 
Anshuman Mishra 
 

Out of all the turning points in my life, one rises 
above the rest in significance to me. I still remember 
the event vividly. It was the time when I fought the 
person that I detest the most: Shane Hickey. What 
was my reason for fighting him? To me, Shane was 
the embodiment of all evil. He lived only to torment 
me, using all of his time to concoct diabolical plans to 
humiliate me in public. I constantly asked him to stop 
playing his nefarious pranks on me, but to no avail. 
Day by day, my loathing for him grew.  

One day, Shane crossed the line. During 
lunchtime, in the cafeteria, Shane walked up to me. 
As I watched in disbelief, he reached out and grabbed 
my lunch tray. Then, he uttered a hearty chuckle and 
overturned it, creating a nasty mess and destroying 
the last of my restraint. At that moment, my mind 
stopped functioning, and my rage took over. Without 
even realizing it, I got up and turned, facing Shane 
with a demonic look in my eyes. In a low, almost 
inaudible voice, I asked him to apologize to me. This 
was followed by silence, which Shane shattered with 
his loud and annoying guffaws. I was about to 
explode with anger. Everyone in the cafeteria was 
leering at us now. The only word on their minds at 
this time was crystal clear: FIGHT. Once again, I told 
Shane to ask me for forgiveness. His reply was, 
“Drop dead, you Paki bastard.”  

Physically, Shane was bigger than I. However, 
that did not save him. With hatred in my heart and 
adrenaline in my veins, I focused all of my strength 
into my right fist, and swung. I heard his gasp of 
surprise, followed by a sickening crunch. Shane 
reeled back, clutching at his face in disbelief. Blood 
was pouring out of his nose in a torrential, red stream.  

I had broken his nose, and I did not feel any regret 
whatsoever. He was half groaning and half crying, 
babbling something about my expulsion from the 
school. To be honest, I did not care. To see my bully 
in this pathetic state gave me joy and pleasure that 

cannot be described in words. All that mattered to me 
was that Shane had received what he deserved. All I 
felt was immense pride at having reduced him to such 
a pitiful condition. I had never experienced such 
emotions before, and was unsure how to deal with 
them.  

I was suspended from school for five days. It was 
the first time that had ever happened, and it seemed a 
bit surreal.  My parents were absolutely livid, and I 
felt really lucky to live in a country where physical 
punishment is not practiced. My dad later questioned 
me why I had punched Shane in the nose, and I told 
him my reason. What he said next changed my life, 
and is perhaps the most important lesson anyone can 
ever learn. “An eye for an eye makes the whole world 
blind.” I did not understand it at first, but eventually, 
realization dawned upon me. I later found out that my 
father had been quoting one of Mahatma Gandhi’s 
famous sayings.  

What does the phrase mean? Violence is not the 
answer to anything. Nothing can be achieved through 
fighting, except grief, sorrow, and pain. I had been 
blinded by my rage, and failed to realize the 
consequences of my actions. The lesson I learned 
from this incident is simple enough: Never resort to 
violence under any circumstances. What had I 
accomplished from hurting Shane? Nothing; but a 
giant black mark on my respectable reputation. This 
encounter taught me never to let my anger get the 
better of me, ever again. Hopefully, others have 
learned something from this incident of my life. Rage 
should never cloud one’s judgment, or else there may 
be hell to pay. Sometimes, it can prove to be an 
arduous challenge, but controlling one’s actions and 
emotions leads to great success. No one should ever 
resort to mindless violence under any circumstances. 
It is the single greatest lesson anyone in the world can 
ever learn. 

 
 
Anshuman Mishra is 16 years old and lives in Malton, Ontario in Canada and attends Grade 11 at Ascension of Our Lord Secondary 
School. His parents, Tapan Kumar Mishra and Dr. Amrita Mishra, are originally from Rourkela, Orissa.  His hobbies include writing, 
playing guitar and listening to music. 
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Journey to the Top of Europe 
Ananya Mishra 
 

The train screeched into a stop at Lauterbrunnen, 
the village nestled in a valley in which we were 
lodging, triggering the mad rush to retrieve baggage. 
My family and I waited, taking our time to drink in 
the different sights of Switzerland. The lilting tones of 
Schweizerdeutsch were like a beautiful song to me, 
unfamiliar to my ears. Outside our window, the Alps 
towered, still capped with snow in July. A light 
breeze fluttered by, so different from the stifling heat 
of Texas summers. I could feel my heart pounding as 
I realized that I was finally in the country of my birth 
again after imagining it for so long! 

We disembarked from the train and left the 
station. As we strolled up a small hill to the village, I 
noticed the vivid colors in the little cottages and 
hotels. Smells of food emanated from every café, so 
strong that I could almost taste them. All the new 
features in this wonderful place overwhelmed my 
senses. Our hotel, Hotel Oberland, was especially 
quaint, with flowers in the window boxes, bright red 
shutters, and alpine views of craggy peaks and 
waterfalls.  

Rising early the next morning, I watched the sun 
staining the Alps golden and pink. Everything looked 
so beautiful, like pictures from fairy tale books. I 
couldn’t believe that later today, I would be riding a 
train up the Alps to the highest accessible point in 
Europe: Jungfraujoch. The thought made me shiver 
with glee. 

I have to admit I was a little nervous. What if 
there were no railings to prevent people from 
tumbling to their deaths? Then I consoled myself by 
saying that if it was truly dangerous, no one would be 
allowed to go up. The little red train we were in, part 
of the railway system with the highest railway station 
in Europe, pulled itself up the mountain through 
alpine forests. There were no windows, so we could 
feel the air gradually grow colder. We passed alpine 
meadows full of wildflowers and happy cows that lay 
far above tiny villages, dots of color on the slopes 
below. After the train climbed past the tree line, the 
views changed. 

We could see the bare grey stone faces of the 
three tallest mountains in Switzerland: Eiger (Ogre), 
Monch (Monk), and Jungfrau (Young Woman). I was 
gazing raptly out of the window when the elderly tour 
guide’s voice came over the loudspeakers in the train.  

“Let me tell you why these mountains are called 
Eiger, Monch, and Jungfrau. There is an old story 

about a young woman who lived in a cottage atop one 
of these mountains with her cows. She had golden 
hair flying in the wind, bright blue eyes, and rosy 
blushing cheeks. Her skin was soft and smooth, 
untouched like her innocence. A smile always graced 
her face. A merry tune fell from her lips as she went 
out one night, wearing her warm blue coat over her 
thin dress to bring the cows back home. An ogre 
stepped out from the shadows, ugly with yellowed 
teeth and sharpened claws, leering at the girl and 
wiping drool from his chin. With one scream of 
terror, she ran to the church, hoping to find a safe 
place to hide. A monk came out, seeing her plight, 
and stepped in front of her. Just then, the ogre caught 
up to the frightened girl, looking furious and very 
hungry. The monk put up his hand to stop the monster 
and said, ‘Go no further! The girl is under my 
protection. You cannot touch her.’ No creature, not 
even an ogre, would dare to harm a holy man. The 
monk stands there now, between the two, protecting 
the Jungfrau for the rest of time.” 

The moment the tour guide completed his tale, the 
train halted inside a tunnel cut through the heart of 
Jungfrau. I stepped out quickly, almost tripping in my 
haste. Everyone moved to a small glass window on 
one side of the tunnel to get their first glimpse of the 
view, which was spectacular. When I turned around, 
the train was already gone. Thrilled, I stepped into an 
elevator that would take us out of the tunnel into the 
tourist area. We would go out to the peak from there. 
As we stepped out of the tourist area, a strong gust of 
wind swept in. I shivered, despite my seven layers of 
clothing.  My cheeks burned from the sheer frigidity 
of the crisp air that tasted clean and fresh. The 
blinding white snow took a while to become 
accustomed to after the dark tunnel.  

Once my eyes were adjusted, I was startled to see 
the Alps practically next to me. I was literally in the 
sky, not flying in an airplane! I crept cautiously to the 
railing that formed a barrier from the steep slopes to 
keep from slipping or falling on the ice, setting eyes 
upon the magnificent Aletsch glacier below. My fear 
of heights had magically melted away at that moment, 
replaced with awe and a sense of being very small. 
People about as big as ants hiked up the glacier. The 
woman beside me noticed me watching them with 
eager eyes and cautioned me. “Those people are 
experienced climbers. It could be fatal to an amateur 
who tries to hike on the glacier and fails.”   
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My parents decided the views were even more 

wonderful lower down, so we moved on, albeit 
clumsily due to the icy snow underfoot. It was fun to 
fall on our knees more times than we could count, 
though we got quite cold and wet. When we went 
inside for a break and energy snacks, my hands were 
completely numb. Eventually, we went back into the 
cold, thin mountain air again.  My little brother saw a 
sign that said ‘Ride the Snow Disk!’ and decided to 
try it. Basically, it was a safer version of sledding. A 
person sat on a large round disk that looked kind of 
like an oversized Frisbee without any handles and slid 
down a steep slope on the Aletsch glacier. It wasn’t 
even roped off, but nobody seemed to fall off the edge 
to the lower part of the icy glacier. My brother went 
first, being the fearless one in the family. I heard 
thrilled shouts, saw him spin around and slide down 
backwards, and then bump to a stop. My father went 

down to help him climb back up to the top of the slide 
with his disk. A woman handed me a red disk and 
told me to go. I sat down and pushed myself. The 
‘slide’ was a lot steeper and colder than it looked. 
When I hit the first bump, I spun around and went 
backwards the rest of the way. A lot of snow entered 
the disk - and my jeans! I felt the ride was over much 
too soon. After bringing the disk back, my brother 
and I went as many times as the woman watching us 
would allow. Tired, with soaked backsides, we made 
our way to the mountaintop restaurant.  

On the train journey back to Lauterbrunnen, 
stuffed with food and beautiful memories, I watched 
the two sides to the scenery: bleak and rugged 
mountains against lush green meadows. The sun 
shone brightly and I felt hot and stifled in my winter 
wear. My first trip to Jungfraujoch was over, but I 
knew I would have to come back one day, just to feel 
like I was on top of the world once more.  

 
 
Ananya Mishra, daughter of Snigdha and Srikanta Mishra, is a sophomore in the Talented and Gifted Program at McNeil High 
School in Austin, TX.  She is learning Bharatanatyam, Odissi, and Hindustani classical vocal music and is also a member of her 
school’s varsity choir. Ananya enjoys traveling and writing about her travel experiences. 
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Why do you go to India? 
Amit Kumar 
 
Do you go to India for the sights, sounds, and smells? 
For the stores, the temples, the constant ringing of 
bells? 
 
Or do you go to India because you love your family 
so much, 
That you travel halfway around the world just to feel 
their comforting touch. 
 
Do you go to India for the food and sweets? 
For the daily market bargaining meets? 
 
Or do you go to India because you miss the rickshaws, 
And traveling on bike with your mamus and dadas. 
 
Do you go to India just to have fun? 
To go and enjoy the bright hot sun? 
 
 

Or do you go to India because it is your heritage,  
And you must attend your brother’s marriage. 
 
Do you go to India because you want a high standard 
of education? 
 And to constantly recite the tables of multiplication? 
 
Or do you go to India simply as a tourist, 
To explore the ways of the Hindu artist. 
 
Do you go to India to explore its rich culture? 
To read its folklore of many an archer? 
 
Or do you go to India to see the great state of Orissa, 
For it will surely make you gasp with awe. 
 
I go to India for all of these things, 
And to meet whatever adventures my next India trip 
brings. 

 
 
 
Amit Kumar is 14 years old. He lives with his parents Smita Mohanty and Rabi Prusti in Auburn, Alabama. Besides school study he 
loves to play soccer, basketball, piano, percussions, and chess. Amit wants to be an inventor.  
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Seeing the World Differently 
Ayesha Kar 
 

December 17th, 2000; a baby boy is born in 
Madras, India. The gasps of joy echoed throughout 
the small Chennai hospital. A new and adorable son is 
born to Ullasini Sahoo and Mahendra Kar. An eager 
five year old waited to see her new baby brother. 
“Can I hold him first?” She asks with such 
enthusiasm. The happiness in her eyes was 
contagious. The short doctor in a white uniform 
comes out, holding the new born baby. The little girl 
let out a scream of delight as she rushed to the 
innocent infant. Her autumn brown eyes widen, as she 
tugged on her father’s shirt. The doctor handed the 
baby to the tall man, known to be this infant’s father. 
A smile quickly appears on his face; what a beautiful 
baby have I brought into this world, he thought. His 
thoughts came to an abrupt halt as a little child, whose 
eyes were filled with wonder, tugged on his shirt, 
asking to hold the baby. The little girl scurried to the 
green plastic chair, she soon found a tiny baby on her 
lap, and it was her new baby brother. The little boy 
opened his eyes for the first time, on his sister’s lap. 
She was immediately filled with the joy of the world. 
The baby boy soon got a name, Ayush Kar. And his 
sister; Ayesha Kar, loved him more and more every 
day. 

Well, that was the fairy tale start to the rocky life 
of my brother, Ayush Kar. All was calm at first, until 
it happened. A couple of months after Ayush was 
born, my whole family; Mom, Dad, Ayush & me, 
moved back to America. I was starting 1st grade in 
MacAfee Elementary School, I was so excited. Ayush 
was only 4 or 5 months when he came to America. He 
grew up so fast, and we didn’t even notice the 
symptoms. As a child, he was extremely hyper, 
running up and down the stairs, banging into walls 
and always eating sugar. That was my fault because I 
was the one who taught him how to eat a lollipop and 
since then he was hooked. Oops! 

My parents started seeing something wrong with 
him when he was about to turn two.  Ayush didn’t 
give us eye contact, nor was saying any words. He 
wouldn’t talk, at all; it was all baby talk. Mom and 
Dad took him to the doctor. They said he has autism. 
And that’s when it all started. 

The day I found out that my brother had autism, 
the first thing I said was “What’s autism?” My 
parents sat me down and explained it all. I ended up 
crying for 2 days. It was hard for me at first, but then 
I got used to it…well, not really. I found it hard to 

bring my brother to public places. Restaurants and 
parties were out of the question for our family. I 
missed out on so many outings and parties, I really 
hated it. Ayush would go out of control in public 
places. He didn’t know how to talk so we wouldn’t 
know what to do. It’s not like he could tell us what is 
wrong…which was pretty depressing. 

Boy was it hard to adjust with him, People 
constantly staring at us, his random outbursts and his 
constant need to get attention. It left me un-attended 
to. It felt like no one cared about me, not even my 
own family. It was Ayush this, Ayush that, Ayush 
everything! The only time I got some attention was 
when I got yelled at for treating him badly, 
misbehaving with him or yelling at him. I always 
thought it was unfair, but as I got older I understood 
why they did that. It started making sense, I didn’t 
mind after that…well, not exactly. I was bound to 
have some hard feelings against him, it’s a brother, 
sister thing. 

The one thing I hated most is how people would 
stare at us; it was like they’ve never experienced 
something like that before. They were reckless; they 
even dared to whisper and point. The staring isn’t as 
bad as the pointing and where we got the pointing 
was in India. That was really bad because I thought 
they would know better. One time, we were on a train 
ride and my brother and I had really bad jetlag. I tried 
to go to sleep while my brother cried, all night. My 
mom had to keep him near the train door through out 
night; she didn’t even get a wink of sleep. In the 
morning, the people whose compartment was right 
across from ours, complained right to our face. They 
sat there and talked about us, I really felt like say 
“Hello! We’re right here, you know!” It was 
disgusting to see how they won’t take a second to see 
that my brother is different, he can’t understand. They 
didn’t take a second to see the dark circles under my 
mother’s eyes or the annoyed smirk on my face. They 
just sat there and went one. It was just one night of 
suffering for them; we have to live with it every 
single day. I bet if they even attempted to live a day in 
my mother’s shoes; they wouldn’t survive. What 
happened to compassion, solidarity and caring, what 
India is known for? 

My parents have been through so much. It’s 
amazing how they haven’t gone crazy yet! I knew 
from the start that when my parents pass, it was my 
turn to take over everything. There’s a whole house of 
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family waiting for me in India. I also get the 
responsibility of my brother. I’ve been watching and 
understanding how my parents handle him (especially 
my mom); I’m getting myself ready for what lies 
ahead. My mom has been working so hard, she’s been 
holding both of her children up, mostly by herself. 
Not that my dad doesn’t help, but he’s at office, 
helping us financially. He’s busy and we know why, 
so it’s unfair to say that my mom does all the work. 
He helps on weekends by taking my brother grocery 
shopping which both of them (for some odd reason) 
enjoy doing. It’s their bonding time; my brother runs 
to the counter for candy while my dad is following 
and I’m left there laughing with a trolley of 
vegetables. (My Dad, brother and I looked pretty darn 
crazy at the store!) We work together as a family to 
get through our day to day life as easily as possible. 

Some people don’t notice that having a brother 
like Ayush isn’t always a bad thing. Most have pity 
and sympathy for us, when they shouldn’t because 
they are truly missing out. It’s actually very exciting 
and fun! Everyday is like an adventure, but some of 
those are not as good as the others. My brother and I 
have our ups and downs because he has random 
temper tantrums. Sometimes, he’ll hit me out of the 
blue and then we get into fights, but it’s all good. We 
end up hugging and playing together two minutes 
later. Despite his autism, we still have a normal 
brother and sister relationship. We bite, scratch, and 
hit, but we also hug, play, and love. He is so such fun 
sometimes. He has his “moments” and they tend to be 
very enjoyable. To have a brother like Ayush is 
something so unique, that I never wished to have a 
normal brother. 

It’s been 7 years since he was born, 5 since he 
was diagnosed. It’s been a hard and long journey so 
far, but we’re keeping hope. Autism is a very 

complex disorder, with no cure yet, not even in sight. 
We’re keeping our faith that someday, he will 
improve. It was confusing at first; I really couldn’t 
comprehend what autism is, how it happens and what 
causes it. It took me a while to get what it is, but it 
only took me 2 weeks to see what autism was doing 
to my brother. Sometimes I felt sorry, sometimes I 
felt jealous and sometimes I felt like running away 
from life. But after growing up, Ayush has made a 
place in my heart. He’s a really special kid and I 
know that I’m really fortunate to have a brother like 
him and having an opportunity to help someone who 
cannot help himself. After 7 years of this journey of 
me growing up with him, Ayush has become my love, 
my life and the world that I understand. 

I can remember when my mother was pregnant 
with me. My parents told me that the doctors said that 
I would be abnormal. Apparently, I turned out totally 
normal. I can recall what the doctors said for my 
brother; he would be just fine. He got positive to 
everything, while I got negative. Ironic with all 
scientific and experts’ comments, how I was 
supposed to be abnormal and how my brother was 
supposed to be normal… 

It makes me wonder a lot when I think about the 
times before my brother was born. The times back 
when I was the only child were so much easier, 
simpler. I never dreamed that I would ever become 
the sister of a boy like Ayush. The flashbacks of me 
before Ayush joined us made me think. What would 
my life be if I didn’t have him? Boring? Bland?  I’m 
extremely thankful that I was gifted by god with a 
brother like Ayush. He’s one of kind and completely 
unique. There’s no other kid like him in this whole 
universe and I appreciate the fact that I have the 
coolest, most adorable brother in the universe. 

 
 
Ayesha, besides being a good student also enjoys the arts, music (violin), singing (Oriya & other languages) and dancing (Odisi). She 
has been awarded 3rd place in Subrina Biswal Competition in 2005. She lives in New Jersey with her brother Ayush and parents. 

163



A Starry Night 
Mrunali Das 
 
Of all profound experiences, 
The most meaningful, by and far, is 
Simply staring into a starry night, 
Gazing into the infinite oblivion, and 
Realizing just how small you are. 
 
 I follow this exact pattern 
From the confines of my bedroom. 
I open my window, look up, 
And lose sense of where I am, 
Who I am. 
 
It is from this vantage point 
That I come to question reality 
And begin to find myself 
With a peaceful mentality. 

 
The midnight orchestra soothes me. 
The soft breeze provides the harmony, 
The crickets play the bass line, as 
The pond ripples melodiously.  
 
With tears streaming down my face, 
Or boiling rage looking for release, 
Sometimes with doubt forcing my gaze, 
I will look to the heavens for salvation, 
Solace in the starry night, 
Sanctuary in the starry night. 
 
I lose myself in a starry night. 
I’m not sure I want to be found. 

 
 
Mrunali Das is the daughter of Naresh and Bigyani Das. She likes juice boxes, but she dislikes grape juice. Her hobbies include sitar, 
Odissi, and making people happy. She is currently 15 and will be a junior at River Hill High School this fall. 
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My 15-Minute Adventure 
Ankita Ray 
 

I slouch over the pillar, bundled up in layers from 
head to toe as the despicable chills tauntingly brush 
against my face. Throngs of anxious mothers chatter 
close by. Though standing here everyday might seem 
like a droning experience for others, I absolutely 
adore it. As I wait for my sister to be dismissed from 
school every afternoon at 4, I stand in the perfect 
place for eaves dropping. The latest gossip is poured 
out from the scandalous waiting mothers. I pity them. 
Buried inside the four walls of the apartment all day, 
they let the juiciest rumors brew inside of them, 
which finally bursts out when they come together 
with their own species. I hear everything from the 
new climax on some soap opera to food recipes to 
their kids’ recent triumphs. The entire conversation is 
showered with overly dramatic gasps and shocks from 
those around. I let out a small chuckle here and there 
when I hear something funny. But standing at the 
portals of the elementary school, I see much more 
than just theatrical mothers. 

As the kindergarteners explode out of doors into 
the waiting hands of mothers and escorts, so do the 
Special Ed. kids. A young and beautiful teacher 
brings them out. They scour around to find their loved 
ones and run to embrace them. Sometimes I feel that 
these special kids love their families more than other 
kids do. 

Today I watch one of the mothers more closely. 
She is a ravishingly beautiful Middle Eastern woman. 
With slightly tanned skin, dark eyes and long and 
brown hair flowing down her shoulders she is very 
attractive. I have noticed her before outfitted in 
beautiful clothes. Today her face is draped with 
worry. I do not know of her child, so I am anxious to 
see if her daughter or son mirrored her gorgeous bone 
structure. 

When the school entrance doors finally opened 
my eyes turned away from the mother to scavenge out 
my sister in the huge mass of faces. That’s when I 
saw the Special Ed. teacher as she walked the 
children to their parents. I wondered about her job 

and how much she must love the kids. Just about to 
look away, I saw the teacher walk up a little girl to the 
Middle Eastern lady. I stared shamelessly in curiosity. 
I saw the little girl emerge from behind the teacher 
and jump out to surprise her mom. Her slow unstable 
walk and heavy eyes set her apart from the rest of 
kids her age. Her mother hadn’t noticed her yet. She 
was worriedly speaking to someone and my curiosity 
attracted me to their conversation. I heard bits and 
pieces of sentences till I heard one that leaped at me. 
“My business closed down, I have nowhere to go”, I 
heard. I felt as though the world was slipping away in 
front of my eyes. A million questions ran through my 
mind. I glanced at her child. What would happen 
now? Where would they go? How was she going to 
take care of her daughter? I searched for a ring on the 
mother’s recently manicured fingers to see if there 
was another income in her life. Nothing. I was 
infuriated. It seemed stupid because I hardly knew 
them, but an uncontrollable rage was burning inside 
of me. My mind went around in a flurry of 
accusations against God. Why was He punishing the 
mother? What had the little girl done to deserve this 
fate? Why does God punish the few good instead of 
the million bad? 

That’s when I saw the mother notice her daughter. 
I saw the look in her eyes. The love that reflected out 
of them looked exceedingly like my mom’s. My rage 
slowly started to disappear.  Something told me they 
were going to be okay. The little girl had all odds 
against her but I knew there was one thing she had, 
that would push her through. It was the love in her 
mother’s eyes. 

All of a sudden I felt a tug on my shirt. I was 
rudely escorted back to reality by my wonderful, 7 
year old little sister. She stood in front of me blinking 
her big, black eyes. “I love you,” I said to her. She 
gave me a puzzled expression and shrugged “I love 
you too”. As everyday she adjusted her book bag on 
her shoulders, I bent down and piggy backed her 
home. 

 
 

Ankita is 13 years old. She attends Grade VII in Mayfield Woods Middle School, Elkridge, MD. She loves to dance and paint. She is 
the daughter of Julie and Abhijit Ray. 
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SkðcÐcÊÜ 
_Þe&_ cÞhÍ 
 
LÐkðÐ `N÷eÞmÐ- 
 LÊk ÒcÐÒ[ "SkðcÐcÜÊ' he]e hhÞ, 
 ÒcÐ kÐ[Òe @ÐSÞLÐmÞ `XÊ_ [ MjÞ; 
 [Òc L'Z ]Þ_Ê ]Þ_ cfÞA ]ÞhÊR, 
 SÐZÞ cÜÊ `ÐeÊ_Þ, [ÊÒc HÒa kjÊR _Ð NÊcÊeÞ LÐtÊQ ? 
  
 RÐB aÐ]m DkÐXÊ aÐkÐeÞmÐ N÷t, 
 LkÞmÐ Òj QVç LeÞ 
 ""hÊZÞaÊLÞ LÐkðÐÒcÐe, ÒcÐ ]ÊÓM ]e] 
 cÐ Ò[Ðe @aÊTÐ c_LÊ Ò[Ðe aÊTÐB `ÐÒe_Ð 
 bÐ[ NÊ¨Ð kÐÒ[ ^eÞ, @NZÐLÊ AjÞ 
 ÒcÐÒ[ XÐÒL kÐ[ WÐeÞ, (^ec bÐB[ cÊÜ) 
 "A ÒcÐe LÐkðÐ kÐÒ[ `XÞdÐ' [Ê MjÞ Ð' 
 
 ÒdÐD ]Þ_Ê N÷mÞNmÊ ÒNÐ` ]Ð¨ RÐX,Þ 
 bÊmÞmÊ [Ê dcÊ_ÐLÊ, L]cé a_LÊ; 
 eÐ^Ð kÐÒ[ Ò[Ð aÕhÑ ^eÐB, 
 cÐ ÒLÐÒf he^Ðe aÐmÞ Ò\ÐB Ò]B 
 N÷mÞNmÊ c\ÊeÐLÊ, ]éÐeÞLÐLÊ, kªÞ_Ð `ÊeLÊ; 
 aÊmÞmÊ [Ê ÒLÒ[ S_`] _]Ñ_Ðf `ÐeÞ, 
 LeÞmÊ [Ê eÐS_Ñ[Þ, ^cà_Ñ[Þ, @\à_Ñ[Þ; 
 ÒjB]Þ_Ê cÐ' Ò[Ðe  @_ÐB ajÞR,Þ 
 ÒcÐ LÐkðÐ aÞÒ]h dÐBR,Þ 
 Ò$eÞa Òj LÐc ]Ðc jÐeÞ Ð 
  
 [Ê AD Ò$eÞmÊ_Þ ÒNÐ` `Êe, 
 cÐ ÒLÐf Ò[Ð mÐNÞ ekÞmÐ @`ÊeÐ; 
 aÕhÑ jé_ AD hÊbÞmÐ_Þ, 
 ÒNÐ` ]Ð¨ @ÐD ScÞmÐ_,Þ 
 ÒNÐ^ÊfÞ e jÕ^ÔÐ @ÐD TmL cÐeÊ_Þ 
 ÒNÐ ^_, aÞkÊÒ_ ÒNÐ` `Êe  hÍÑ keÞmÐZÞ Ð'' 
 
`N÷eÞmÐ LÐkðÐ, 
 ""cÊÜ jÞ_Ð aÞÒ]h LÊ NmÞ `ÐW`YÐ, LÐc ^tÐ `ÐBÜ 
 [ÊÒc HÒa hÍÑkÑ_ D]Ðj LÐkÞÜ `ÐBÜ ? 
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 [ÊÒc LZ jÒ[ Ac cÐcÊÜ _ÊkÜ ? 
 [ÊÒc LZ jÒ[ akÞ_ÐkÜ hhLe RÐB?'' 
 
ÒM] cÒ_ LkÞ\ÞmÐ Skð, 
 ""ÒdcÞ[Þ \ÞmÞÒe aÐ`Ð Ò[Ð cÐcÊÜ jÐSÞ 
 ÒjcÞ[Þ @RÞÒe cÜ,Ê a]fÞ_Þ LÞRÞ Ð 
 [ÊÒc cÐÒ_ ÒcÐÒ[ Ò]m hÍÑajú mÐ}_Ð, 
 ÒcÐ jÊte aÐmÞ Òhd VÐLÊ 
 VÐZÞ VÊZÞ Ò]m ÒcÐÒ[ _ÞtÐ J bjúà_Ð; 
 D`NÍk VÐH cÊÜkÞ, _Þaàf, h¦ÞkÑ_, Ò[S ScÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð 
  
 cÐcÊÜe Ò`ÐiÐL \Òe ÒMÐmÞ NmÐ `Òe, 
 LÁ_Ð AD cc[Ðe N÷]e D[ÐeÞ 
 ^Ð[Ê `Þ¨ VÐH ÒcÐe Ò]k, e¦ cÐÕj NYÐ, cZÞi e eÊ` `eÞ Ð 
 [Òc jaÊ bÊmÞNm  SkðVÐe `ÍÐZ \ÞmÐ, c_ \ÞmÐ, 
 jeÐNÒe ^ec bDZÑ LeÞ LÐkðÐ cÐ_*Ê bZSÐ e eÊ` Ò]B \ÞmÐ Ð'' 
 
`N÷eÞmÐ LÐkðÐ, 
 ""Ò$eÞaÞ cÊÜ aÞÒ]heÊ, dÞaÞ _ÞS Ò]Òh 
 Ò`ÐMeÑ kÊXÐÒe @aÐ _]Ñ [ÒV ajÞ, 
 ^Ð_ ÒM[, MfÐ @aÐ ²Êm `XÞA eÊ, 
 "SkðcÐcÊÜ' [Êc jk Òahç L\Ð ÒkaÞ;  
 [Òc MÐmÞ L\Ð ]Þ@, he[ `ËZàÞcÐ ]Þ_, aÐ]m DkÐXÊ @ÐjÞ 
 ÒcÐ kÐ[Òe \Òe cÐ[Í `XÞaLÞ MjÞ ?'' 
 
kjÞ kjÞ Skð LkÞNmÐ---- 
 ""LÐkðÐ ÒcÐ'e, bÊmÞ dÐ'Òe, Òj ]Þ_e L\Ð, 
 ÒLha Òd c\ÊeÐLÊ NmÐ, ÒLÒa Ò$eÞmÐLÞ? 
 [Ê LÞAÜ Ò$eÞaÊ Lk @`«eÐ NÜÐ cÐVÞ mÐNÞ ? 
 aÞÒ]hÒe QÊ`ç QÐ`ç ÒhÐBdÐ , aÞRZÐ jSÐXÞ 
 a¯j akÊ[ Ò[Ðe, bÐa_Ð [Ê AXÊ jÐXÊ LÞRÞ Ð 
 Òj]Þ_e LÐkðÐ @ÐD LÐkðÐ ÒkÐB _ÐkÞ,Ü 
 cÐcÊÜe Ò`ÐiÐL `ÞuÞ _ÐQÞaÞ cÊÜ AD LÐkÐ `ÐBÜ ? 
 
 
Niranjan Mishra is a prolific writer and lives in Sudbury, Canada with his wife Prabhatnalini. 

168



Ac NÜÐ aÐjÑ 
NN_ aÞkÐeÑ `ÐZÞNÐÍkÑ 
 
 1 
jeN jcÐ_ NÐAÜ VÞ ÒcÐe, 
^ÐXÞ ^ÐXÞ Oe _XÐ R`e Ð 
[Ðf, _ÐeÞÒLf, Acée Ò[ÐVÐ, 
cÐXÞ\ÐH [kÞÜ jaÊS mVÐ Ð 
Òl[ aÞm aÐXÞ jaÊÒS beÐ, 
`ÍLó[Þ ÒcmÞRÞ `jeÐ `eÐ Ð 
ekÞRÞ hÐj_, jÐkÞ, DAj, 
_Ð_ÐSÐ[Þ ÒmÐÒL Le«Þ aÐj Ð 
ÒjcÐ_* cÒ^Ô _ \ÐH LfÞ, 
Qf«Þ jbÞHÜ LÊVÊcé bfÞ Ð 
 
cÐNÊZÑ bÐBe LcÐe hÐf, 
mÊkÐLÐc LeÞ LÐVB Òaf Ð 
bÐ[Þ SfÊ\ÐH ]ÞBLÞ ]ÞLÞ, 
_ÞAÜ TÊm `ÒX ]ËÒe RÞXÞLÞ Ð 
j& ÒkÒm ÒmÐL kÊ@«Þ WÊf, 
`SÐ«Þ [Ð*e m=f $Ðf Ð 
m=f [ÞAeÞ kÊH ÒjWÐÒe, 
aÔª jaÊÒaÒf ceÐc[ÞÒe Ð 
 
ckÞtÍ `ÞBjÐ NÐAÜe Ò^ÐaÐ, 
LÐc [Ðe mÊNÐ j$Ð LeÞaÐ Ð 
OÒeOÒe aÊmÞ AÒZ Òj mÊNÐ, 
j$Ð LeÞjÐeÞ LÒe @mNÐ Ð 
c¨ Ò]B jÞH LÒe BªÞeÞ, 
ÒaÐLQÐÒe ]ÞH mÊNÐ Òj beÞ Ð 
mÊNÐ Ò$eÐB Òj AÒZ `BjÐ, 
HBcÞ[Þ QÐÒm [Ðe ÒaDjÐ Ð 
LÐkÐ OÒe có[ÔÊ @aÐ S_c, 
ÒafÒe [ÐkÐe AjB LÐc Ð 
`ÐZÞ RÞqÞ mÊNÐ LÒe `aÞ[Í, 
jaÊ ÒmÐL*e @VB cÞ[Í Ð 
 
 

aÐeÞL jÐkÞÒe N]Ð aÐeÞL, 
aÐf LÐÒV jÞH NÐAÜVÐ dÐL Ð 
MÊe LBÜQÞe aÐLj ^eÞ, 
jbÞ*Ê ]Þ@B MÞ@e LeÞ Ð 
aÐkÐ aÍ[ \ÞÒm LÐkÐeÞ OÒe, 
N]Ð `kqB jaÐ ANÒe Ð 
ÒNÐX ^ÊA Ò^ÐB LÐc Òj LÒe, 
`ÐDZÐ VÞLL aÐÒu LÐ_ÞÒe Ð 
 
D`e jÐkÞÒe ÒS_Ð* Oe, 
ckÊeÞA jÒ= aÐj [Ð*e Ð 
ÒYÐm [ÞAeÞÒe \ÐHVÞ c_, 
YÐDÜ YÐDÜ LeÞ LVB ]Þ_ Ð 
aÐkÐ aÍ[ \ÞÒm aSÐ«Þ aÐSÐ, 
`BjÐ `ÐBÒm Le«Þ cSÐ Ð 
 
aÐaÊ ÒbÐf Oe NDX jÐkÞ, 
ÒaDjÐ [ÐkÐe ]Ê^ J ]kÞ Ð 
ÒNÐeÊ NÐC*e ÒNÐW [ÐkÐe, 
bÐÒa Òj LÊVÊcé hÍÑLó»*e Ð 
]Ê^ ]kÞ aÞLÞ Ò`ÐiB Ò`V, 
Ò]Ðf `ÊÒ_BÜ Òe LÒe Òj _ÐV Ð 
 
`]Ê ]Ð]Ñ Oe NÐAÜ bÞ[Òe, 
`ÐmÞ*Þ jaÐeÑ aÊÒk LÐuÒe Ð 
aÐkÐOe \ÞÒm LÐkÐeÞ OÒe, 
aeLÊ ajÐB `ÐmÞ*Þ `Òe Ð 
aÐkÐ LeÞ dÐ'«Þ Ae NÐAÜLÊ, 
aÐZ J ÒeÐiZÑ ÒYÐm jÐ=LÊ Ð 
jaÐeÑ bÞ[Òe _ËA ÒaÐkÊLÊ, 
LÐÒuB AZ«Þ hÐhÊ OeLÊ Ð 
Oe `ÊeÞ DÒW ÒLÐfÐkfÒe, 
ÒaÒkeÐ* c_ A_Òt bÒe Ð 
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QÊXÐ LÊÒV Ac bNÞ WÐLÊcÐ, 
@fj [ÐkÐe _\ÐH ScÐ Ð 
^`X ^`X LÊVB ÒY*Þ, 
QÊXÐ LÊVÞ dÐH jÐkÞÒe aÞLÞ Ð 
`BjÐ `ÐBÒm QfÐH Oe, 
]Þ@* Ló`ÐeÊ QÐÒm jÕjÐe Ð 
 
Ac NÐÜ Ò[mÞ jÊeÞA bÐB, 
Ò[m Ò`XÞ jÞH Ò`V Ò`ÐiB Ð 
Ò[m Ò`ÒX jÞH OZÐÒe Ò\ÐB, 
Òj\ÞeÊ Ò[m [ dÐDRÞ ÒaÐkÞ Ð 
ÒjÐeÞi, Le& , _Þce Ò[m, 
[Ð `ÐMÊ LÞZÞÒm _ÐkÞÜ ÒbSÐm Ð 
 
hÐc bÐB Oe [«Ñ jÐkÞÒe, 
jË[Ð mÊNÐ aÊÒZ _ÞS [«Òe Ð 
bfÞ bfÞ eÒ= NÐcÊRÐ hÐYÑ, 
aÊZÞ dÐD\ÐH [«LÊ bÞXÞ Ð 
[« aÊZÐ mÊNÐ QÐkÞ]Ð bÐeÞ, 
aSÐeLÊ Ò_B LÒe aÞLÞeÞ Ð 
`BjÐ Òj\ÞeÊ Òd[L `ÐH, 
MÊjÞÒe jÕjÐe _ÞÒS QfÐH Ð 
 
WÐLÊeÐ Ò`ÐMeÑ LËÒf hÐj_, 
aÐj Le«Þ ÒjWÐÒe aÍÐkêZ Ð 
h[`\Ñ jÐÒ= AQÐdàÔ _t, 
dScÐ_ LÐÒc [Ð* A_t Ð 
ds ÒkÐc Ò`Ð\Þ `ÐMÒe c_, 
`ÊÒeÐkÞ[ ÒaÐmÞ cÞÒf j®Ð_ Ð 
`ËSÐ `ËSÞ @aÐ aÐkÐ aÍ[LÊ, 
_Þc§Z AÒj `ÊÒeÐkÞ[*Ê Ð 
`ÊÒeÐkÞÒ[ `ËSÐ LeÞÒm Òhi, 
ÒbÐSÞÒe Le«Þ c_ _ÞÒah Ð 
ÒbÐSÞ jeÞNÒm cÞÒf ]lÞZÐ, 
@ÃÐÒe NÊ&«Þ _ LeÞ c_Ð Ð 
keÞ ÒaÐm bÐB ÒNÐaÞt ÒaÐm, 
]kÞ QÊXÐ MÐB dÞaÐÒe QÐm Ð 
 

NÐAÜ QDLÞA jÊeÞA bÐB, 
jÐeÐ eÐ[Þ jÞH NÐAÜ SNB Ð 
_Ñfe= SÐcÐ, cÊÒ¨ `NXÞ, 
kÐ[Òe [ÐkÐe `ÊmÞj aÐXÞ Ð 
hÊ_hÐ_ ÒkÒm NÐAÜVÞ dÐL, 
eÐ[ÞÒe hÊÒb [Ð' `keÐ XÐL, 
LÐkÞÜ ÒLÒa ÒLÒa \Ð_ÐLÊ dÐH, 
S_c ceZ Mae ]ÞH Ð 
 
ÒdÒa hÊÒb jÐBÒLme OÃÞ, 
]ÞaÐLe bÐB AZB QÞWÞ Ð 
XÐL OeÊ QÞWÞ AZÞ \fÞÒe, 
aÊmÞ aÊmÞ aÐÒÃ Òj OÒe OÒe Ð 
jÊM ÒkD @aÐ ]ÊÓM Mae, 
ÒLÒa LÒe _ÐkÞÜ jÞH DRÊe Ð 
]ecÐ N¨ÐL @ÒV _Þ@Ã, 
[\Ð`Þ AÒZ_Þ c_Òe L½ Ð 
 
LeaÐaÊ Ac ÒkX cÐ½e, 
Ò^Ða $e $e Ò^Ð[Þ [Ð*e Ð 
ÒNßÐe aÀà Ò]k, cÊ¨VÞ QtÐ, 
`Ð]Òe [Ð*e Q`m `ÞuÐ Ð 
sÐ_Ñ NÊZÑ S_ jef `ÍÐZ, 
sÐ_ aÞ[eÒZ jaà]Ð c_ Ð 
hÞlÐ mÐb, NÒm [Ð*eÞ `Ðh, 
akÊ RÐ[Í RÐ[ÍÑ ÒkÒm cZÞi Ð 
akÊ S_*e jÞH bejÐ, 
jaÊeÞ cÊkÜÒe [Ð* `ÍhÕjÐ Ð 
 
]Ðhe\Ñ aÐaÊ aÞ]éÐ_ aÔ¦Þ, 
cÐB_e ²Êm [Ð*e Ló[Þ Ð 
NZÞ[ `ÊªL _a aÞ^Ð_, 
RÐ[Í RÐ[ÍÑ `ÐBÜ LÒm mÞM_ Ð 
LVLÒe \ÞÒm ÒkX cÐ½e, 
hÞlÐaÑ[ bÐÒa MÔÐ[Þ [Ð*e Ð 
_ÐAÜ aÐSÊ\ÞmÐ ]h ÒLÐhLÊ, 
NÐAÜ ÒmÐL*e MÐ[ÞeÞ [Ð*Ê Ð 
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c\ÊeÐ ÒcÐk_ LÐ__ÒNÐB, 2 
cÐ`Ê\ÞÒm ScÞ @cÑ_ ÒkÐB Ð HkÞ `eÞ _ÞS cÒ^Ô jÕ`Là, 
NÐAÜ cÒ^Ô @ÒV [Ð*e Oe, eMÞ AjÞR«Þ NÐAÜe ÒmÐL Ð 
`ÐÒM Ò[ÐfÞR«Þ ]ÊB ctÞe Ð NÐDÜmÞ SÑa_ NÐDÜmÞ WÐZÞ, 
SN_ðÐ\ AD eÐ^ÐcÐ^a, jke aÐjÞH _\ÞÒa SÐZÞ Ð 
[Ð*Ê Ò_B ÒLÒ[ Le«Þ `aà Ð kÊH d]Þ BRÐ SÐZÞaÐ `ÐBÜ, 
AiÐY cÐjÒe e\ dÐ[eÐ, Ò]MÞ `Ðe«Þ Òj NÐAÜLÊ dÐB Ð 
SN_ðÐ\ afb]Í jÊb]ÍÐ Ð _ÐkÞÜ ÒLÐWÐ aÐXÞ ÒcÐVe NÐXÞ, 
VZÐ ÒkÐBdÐ«Þ e\Òe ajÞ, Ò]ÐLÐ_ aSÐe ^ÐXÞLÞ ^ÐXÞ Ð 
e\ VÐZÞ\Ð«Þ Ac NÐÜ aÐjÑ Ð _ÐkÞÜ `ÞQÊ eÐªÐ jÞÒ_cÐ Oe, 
$NÊZ AjÞÒm Ò]Ðf dÐ[eÐ, Lf LÐeÐMÐ_Ð ^_ `ÍQÊe Ð 
$NÊ e= ÒaÐfÐ Ò]kVÞ jÐeÐ Ð ]ÐeÞ]ÍÔ[Ð cÒ^Ô cÐ_aÞL[Ð, 
cDÒS ÒMf«Þ NÐAÜe ÒmÐÒL, NÍÐcÔ SÑa_e cDfÞL[Ð Ð 
SÐ[Þ aÀà Òb] _\ÐH VÞÒL Ð jkS QfZÞ, jef `ÍÐZ, 

 _Þ´`Vc¯ NÍÐcÔ SÑa_ Ð 
 
 
Gagan Panigrahi lives in Toronto, Canada with his wife Sabita, son Soman and daughter Ineka. He is an artist, dramatist and likes 
reading and writing Odiya poems. 
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QÊ=ÊeÊ QÊ=ÊeÊ aÞ]ÔÐ 
hÍÑ ÒNÐ`Ðf ckÐ«Þ 
 

""kBÒe `Ê@, LÍÞÒLVe Ò²Ðe ÒLÒ[? kÜ, cÊÜ bÊmÞNmÞ 
Ò[Ð _ÐBLÞ ÒSÐ[Ð AZÞaÐLÊÐ'' 

L\ÐVÐ L@Z LÞ? `Ê@e XÞcÐ¨VÐ @[Þ cÐ[ÍÐÒe ÒahÑ 
Ð VÞLÞH HB QÊ=ÊeÊ QÊ=ÊeÊ LÐeaÐe _ LÒm _ QÒf Ð 

cÊÜ LkÊRÞ ]Þ_Òe ÒcÐVe jÐBLmVÐ ^eÞ aÊmÊRÊ aÊm, 
jÐ=jÐ\ÞH @R«Þ `eÐ Ð LÞ«Ê `ÐWVÐ ÒmLçQe* OeÊ hÞMÞ 
`LÐ Ð jÞH aÞ ÒjB QÊ=ÊeÊ QÊ=ÊeÊ ÒaajÐ LeÊR«Þ [ ; _ 
LeÞ AD QÐeÐ @RÞ Ð XÞNÍÑVÐ ]ÐcÞLÐ ^eZe ka _ÐkÞÜ 
LÐkÞÜLÞ aÐ, ÒjB QÊ=ÊeÊ QÊ=ÊeÊ aÞ]ÔÐLÊ LÐcÒe mNÐBÒm Ð 

`Ê@e `ÊZÞ knee high boots ]eLÐe Ð cÊÜ SÐÒZ [Ðe 
VÞLÞH drinks aÞ QÒf Ð LÞJ, _ ÒkÒm cZÞiÒe NZÐ 
Òka LÞcÞ[Þ Ð kD `ÒR, H jaÊ QfÐBaÐLÊ LÞRÞ ^tÐe 
ÒdÐNÐX LeÞaÐLÊ `XÞa Ð ^tÐ ÒjcÞ[Þ Òka _Ð Ð 
Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ LÞH LÒk bm `ÐW ]eLÐe Ð L\ÐVÐ ÒkDRÞ, 
bm `ÐW [ L½ aÔÐ`Ðe, Ac aÐaÊ* Ò]B LZ Òka Ð 
[Ð RXÐ ]eLÐe aÐ LZ? AÒc @ÁÒL j«Ê½ ÒmÐL Ð 
Ò[ZÊ aÐaÊ, QÊ=ÊeÊ QÊ=ÊeÊ LeÞ `hÞ dÐ, AD Òj aÞ]ÔÐ QÐmÊ 
eM Ð QÞ«Ð _ÐkÞÜ; Ò`V Ò`Ði _ÐkÞÜ Ò]Ði Ð LkÞmÞ `eÐ, 
lecturer aÐaÊ ÒjB aÞ]ÔÐÒe `ÐeN, AD aÐLÞ ]Ê_ÞALÊ 
Ò]M, jaÊAÒX ÒjB LÐeaÐe Ð Ò[ZÊ Xe LÐkÞÜLÞ? 
QÐeÞAÒX @$ÞjçÒe Ò]M, LÒQeÑÒe Ò]M, ²Êmç 
LÒmSçÒe Ò]M, aÐ Ò_[Ð*Ê Ò]M, jaÊ ÒjB aÞ]ÔÐÒe 
^Êeue Ð AÒc `eÐ NÐAÜeÊ bÊaÒ_hée `fÐB AjÞmÊ 
ÒjB\Þ `ÐBÜ Ð AD NÐÜ ÒmÐL LZ ekÞR«Þ, ÒjcÐÒ_ c^Ô 
QÊ=ÊeÊ QÊ=ÊeÊÒe `hÞÒmZÞ Ð LÞ«Ê jaÊ jÐ]ÐjÞ^Ð ÒmÐL, jaÊ 
@ÁÒL j«Ê½ Ð 

NÐÜÒe ÒdÒa AÒc aYÊ\ÞmÊ, amVÞH ÒMÐmÐ `Ð]VÐÒe 
NÒXB NÒXB AÒc ÒMfÊ\ÞmÊ $ÊVam Ð LQXÐ MÐD\ÞmÊ, 
LÐ]Ê@Òe OÐÃÞ QLVÞ ÒkaÐÒe cSÐ \ÞmÐ Ð jaÊ `ÞmÐH 
cÞhÞ `ÐeÊ\ÞÒm Ð LÞ«Ê Òj LÐ]Ê@eÊ cÞfÞa aÐ L@Z, MÐmÞ 
Ò`ÃjÐVà NuÞA Òka jÞ_Ð Ð ASÞLÐmÞ ÒmÐL*e 
aÞÒhi[Ó `ÞmÐ*e aÊwÞ `ÍMe Ð jÐaÐj ! LÍÞÒLV - 
ÒVmÞbÞS_ `ÐMÒe AeÐcLÊ AeÐc cÞfÞmÐ, cfÞA NuÞA 
_ÐkÞÜ, ÒMfe cSÐ aÞ cÞfÞmÐ Ð AD QÊ=ÊeÊ QÊ=ÊeÊe 
ÒMÐeÐL c^Ô cÞfÞmÐ Ð LÞ cSÐ]Ðe ! 

kÜ, AD ÒNÐVÞH L\Ð Ð Ac 'QÊ=Êe QÊ=ÊeÊ" SÐ[ÞVÐLÊ 
aqÐBaÐLÊ Òka, _ÒkÒm Òd AÒc aÊXÞ dÞaÐ Ð LÞJ, Ac 
aÐ`@SÐ @cfeÊ eSÐeÐSÊXÐ ScÞ]ÐecÐÒ_ _ÞS NÐ]Þ 

eMÞaÐLÊ "hfÐLÊ aÐXÐ@ 
Òa' _Ñ[Þ QÐmÊ eMÞ\ÞÒm 
Ð ÒjcÐÒ_ L'Z ÒaÐLÐ 
\ÞÒm ? AD Ac 
Ò`ÐmÞj L'Z aÐ] dÞÒa 
LÞ ? RÞ RÞ, LÐkÐLÊ 
aÐÒXBa, BH ÒNÐÒV 
L\Ð _Ð Ð aÐa,Ê 
[Ð'e ]eLÐe LZ Ð 
hfÐLÊ QÊ=ÊeÊ QÊ=ÊeÊ LeÞ 
H`ÐM Òj`ÐM ]h \e 
LÒeB ]Þ@ Ð Ò]M 
ÒLÒ[ aÐV dÐDRÞ, aÒf 
$ÐhÒe `XÞa _ÐkÞÜ Ð @[Þ 
afÞ NÒm, _ÐQÐeÒe 
LÐkÐeÞ kÐ[Òe 
aÐÒXB ]Þ@, [ÐÒkÒm 
kÐ[VÐ NÒuBa _ÐkÞÜ Ð 

kÜ, `Ê@VÐ [Ð room LÊ `hÐBaÐLÊ ]ÞH _ÐkÞÜ Ð ÒjWÞ 
ÒLÒ[ LZ LÐeaÐe Ð Privacy VÐ _ÞkÐ[Þ ]eLÐe Ð 
jÐaÐj ÒaVÐ ! [Ê HÒa WÞL aÐVÒe... 

BH [ NmÐ ÒNÐÒV `ÍLÐe LÐeaÐe Ð L\ÐVÐ LZ _Ð, 
AÒc VÞLÞH NeÑa, VÞLÞH LÐkÞÜLÞ bmbÐaÒe Ð 
LÞ«Ê ]Ð¨Òe kÐVÒe LkÞ aÊmÞaÐ _Ð LZ Ð Ac ÒLÐZÐLà, 
SN_ðÐ\, ÒaÐC[ LÞj QÊmÞLÞ NÒm Ð RÐ[Þ $ÊÒmB NfÐ 
TÐXÞ _Þh ÒcÐXÞ NÐB aÊmÞaÐ, LkÞ aÊmÞaÐ Ð AD bÐiZ 
Ò]aÐ, dÐkÐ Ace kL]Ðe Ð Òj [ LeÞaÐ, NeÑa-
NeÑaÐ*Ê LeÞaÐ LZ Ð [ÒccÐÒ_ VÞLÞH QÊ=ÊeÊ QÊ=ÊeÊ 
ÒahÑ bÐaÒe Le, LÐkÞÜLÞ aÞQeÐ `XÞ\Þa ÒTÐÕ`XÞÒe Ð 
ÒkÒm \Ð@ aÐaÐ [ÊÒc ÒTÐÕ`XÞaÐÒm Ð Ac OeLÐc 
LeÞa LÞH? jeLÐe LkÊR«Þ ÒjcÐ_*Ê kVÐ@ Ð [Ð*Ê 
Ò_B jke aÐkÐÒe RÐX Ð aXaXÞA jÞ_Ð high level 
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QÊ=ÊeÊ QÊ=ÊeÊ LeÞ `ÐeÞÒa J [Ð* LÐc QfÞdÞa Ð AD 
AÒc ÒLDÜ NÐ[Òe `hÞaÐ? Ò]M, AcLÊ aÞ ÒjB aÞ]ÔÐ 
VÞLÞH VÞLÞH cÐmÊc @RÞ Ð LÐkÞÜLÞ, H'VÐ NZ[§ hÐj_ 
_ÊÒkÜ LÞ? QÐm ÒTÐÕ`XÞaÐÒm, ^e T¨Ð Le cÐQà - 
B_çLâÐaç, SÞtÐaÐ]ç Ð 

JÒkÐ, cÊ¨ TÐÒfB NmÐZÞ HÒ[ L\Ð bÐaÞ Ð \¨Ð 
`ÐZÞ NÞmÐÒj LÞH ]Þ@ Ð cÐ jÞ_Ð aÞNç aSÐe NÒm Ð Òj 
LÐc LmÐ ÒVÐLÞVÐ LÊAÒX NmÐ - jaÊÒaÒf aÐaÊ* 
kÐmQÐm aÊÒT, `ÐMÒe ajÞ ÒVmÞbÞS_ Ò]ÒM Ð LÞÒmÐ 
LÐq_, `ÐZÞ NÞmÐÒj AZç Ð AjÊ_Ê ASÞ Ð 
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jéÐbÞcÐ_Ñ JXÞ@Ð 
@ÒmM ]Ðh 
 
 
 
NÒm dÐD `ÒR ÒcÐ Aj_ XÊaÞ 
`¾Þc ALÐÒh D]¯ ÒkD eaÞ 
OóZÞ[ QlÊÒe Ò]MÊ `ÒR aÞhé 
j[Ô `\Ê ÒLÒa _VfÊ aÞhéÐj    Ð1Ð 
 
jÐLÊÒmB ÒkÐB @ÐMúLÊ cfÞaÐ 
LÞcéÐ cÞR LkÞ kó]¯ SÞZÞaÐ 
ÒcÐe SÐ[LÒe _`ÐD Òj yÐ_ 
LÞcéÐ cÊÜ _Ò]ÒM ÒLÒa [Ð' jé`_  Ð2Ð 
 
 
 

jéÐbÞcÐ_Ñ ÒkÐB ceÞaÐLÊ N÷ÒkÜ 
@j[Ô `\eÊ akÊ ]ÊÒe eÒk 
j[ LkÞ `ÒR @]Þ_Òe cÒe 
]ÑOàÐ¯Ê _kÊH cÞRÊA bÐaÒe   Ð3Ð 
 
ÒmÐXÐ _ÐkÞÜ ÒcÐe mÒl hW auÊ 
dÐe B=Þ[Òe mÕÒO ba jÞuÊ 
MÐmÞ N÷ÒkÜ cÊkÞÜ @Á jnÐ jÐ= 
H jÐeÐ jÕjÐe LeÊ `ÒR aÔ=  Ð4Ð 
 
H jÐeÐ jÕjÐe LeÊ ÒdÒ[ \pÐ 
ÒcÐ bÐiÐ, jÕ²ó[Þ ÒcÐ `ÐBÜ cÞWÐ 
JXÞAe e¦ ÒcÐ hÞeÐÒe aÒk 
jéÐbÞcÐ_Ñ ÒkÐB aÕQÞaÐLÊ N÷ÒkÜ  Ð5Ð 

 
 
@ÒmM ]Ðh JcÐkÐ, Ò_aÍÐ²ÐÒe aÐj Le«Þ Ð 
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haàeÑ 
@SàÊ_ `ÊÒeÐkÞ[ 
 
 
]Þaje da_ÞLÐ MjÞmÐ 
eS_Ñe da_ÞLÐ EWÞmÐ 
S_`\ ÒLÐfÐkf jeÞmÐ 
ALÐhe e¦ÞcÐ kSÞmÐ Ð 
 
haàeÑ `Ð]QÞ`Þ AjÞm 
LBÜ$Êm AMÞ`[Ð ÒMÐmÞm 
aÐSÞdÐH [Êc `] _Ë`Êe 
TÞmâÑe  T*Ðe cÊMe Ð 
 
`ÍjeÞm cmâÑLÐ cÐ^aÑ 
eS_ÑNuÐe jÊebÞ 
$Þ=Þm AÒmÐLe JYZÐ 
`ÞuÞm [ÐeLÐe NkZÐ Ð 
 
[ÊcÒLÐÒf c\ÐÒ]B ÒhÐBmÞ 
j`_e Ò]Òh cÜÊ ÒNÐ aÊmÞmÞ 
AD HL eÐBSe `\ÞL 
aÊmÞ aÊmÞ hÍÐ« cÜÊ @^ÞL Ð 
 
^ÑÒe ^ÑÒe @ª ÒcÐ ^ÐeZÐ 
hÐ« ÒcÐÐ c_ AD LÐc_Ð 
@«e[c Ò]Òh cÜÊ ÒNÐ `hÞmÞ 
A_tjÐNÒe cÜÊ kSÞmÞ Ð 
 
 

ÒjWÞÞ _ÐkÜÞ S_c J ceZ 
ÒjWÞÞ _ÐkÜÞ au_, ÒcÐQ_ 
_ÐkÜÞ ÒjWÞ Ò]hLÐf aÞÒb] 
j[Ô J cÞ\ÔÐe aÞaÐ] Ð 
 

@có[ ej cÜÊ ÒNÐ `ÞBmÞ 
jó½Þe aÑSLÊ cÜÊ RÊBÜmÞ 
@jÑc Òj ALÐhÒe cÞhÞmÞ 
@`Ëaà j= Ñ[ cÊÜ hÊZÞmÞ Ð 
 
AD\Òe aÞbÐaeÑ AjÞa 
`ÊZÞ \Òe @eÊZÞcÐ $ÊVÞa 
eS_Ñe da_ÞLÐ MjÞa 
]Þaje da_ÞLÐ DWÞa Ð 
 
[`_e [ÐÒ` ^eÐ SfÞa 
SÑa_e j=ÍÐc Ò$eÞa 
LâÐ« J SSàeÞ[ cÜÊ ÒkaÞ 
AhÍ¯ `ÐBÜ ÒLÐf ÒMÐSÞaÞ Ð 

 
haàeÑ cÐ¯ÐaÞ_Ñ ÒLDÜWÞÞ 
aÞ]Ð¯ _ Ò]B Nm ÒmDVÞ 
hÐ«Þ]Ð¯Þ_Ñ [ÊÒc S__Ñ 
_tÞ_Ñ jÒkÐ]eÐ jS_Ñ 
haàeÑ [Êc `\ QÐkÜÞaÞ 
AhÐLÒe [Êc ÒLÐÒf ÒhÐBaÞ Ð

 
 
Arjun Purohit is a prolific writer and lives in Kingston, Canada with his wife Padmini. 
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_ÑfÐb LÊkÊXÞe cÐ¯Ð 
X. jÊÒmÐQ_Ð ]Ðj 
 

eÐÒShéeÑ.....[ÊÒc...! 
 HB `Ò]L\ÐLÊ ÒLÒ[ jkjÍaÐe Òj cÒ_cÒ_ 
S`ÞjÐeÞÒmZÞ ÒLSÐZÞ Ð [\Ð`Þ LÐ_Òe aÐSÞdÐDRÞ ÒjB 
có]ÊNc÷Ñe jée Ð ÒLDÜ NÍkNÍkÐ«eeÊ DnÐeÞ[ ÒkDRÞ H 
hË_ÔaÐZÑ ! [Ð*e jcNÍ @ªÞ[é mÑ_ ÒkÐBdÐDRÞ ÒNÐÒV 
ckÐhË_Ô[Ðe ÒQ[_ÐÒe, ALÐhcÊMÑ ÒkDRÞ jrÐe 
ÒLDÜ ÒNÐÒV @Õh Ð @_Ð¯ÐjÒe @[ÞLÍcÞdÐDRÞ _l[Í 
`Òe _l[Í  Ð jÒ[ @aÐ _Þea^Þ ckÐLÐfLÊ A&ÊfÐÒe 
beÞ Òj ^ÐDÜR«Þ [ ^ÐDÜR«Þ..... LÐkÐe @Ò_éiZÒe ? 
ÒLDÜ @bÑ`çjÐÒe ? ÒLDÜ `ÍÐ©Þe juÐ_Òe....? H 
@Ò_éiZe Òhi Ò[Òa ÒLDÜWÞ ? ÒLDÜ bËcÞÒe.... ? 
 eÐÒShéeÑ ! _ÞS _ÐcLÊ AD \Òe DnÐeZ LÒm 
Òj Ð eÐÒShéeÑ L'Z MÐmÞ ÒNÐVÐH Ò]k _Ð MÐmÞ 
ÒNÐVÐH ÒQ[_Ð ? _Ð MÐmÞ ÒNÐÒV hË_Ô[Ð.....ÒNÐÒV 
ceÑQÞLÐ ? _Ð ÒcqÐH @aeÊw @uÐe.....?  
_ÞS c_LÊ Òj `ÍhðLÒm Ð 
 eÐÒShéeÑ*e cÊ]ÍÞ[ _¯_ bÞ[Òe $ÊVÞDWÊRÞ Òj 
aÞkéf AMÞ]ÊBVÞ , dÐkÐe cÐ]L[Ð jó½Þe ckÐOà c]ÞeÐLÊ 
aÞ mÐqÞ[ LeÊRÞ Ð ÒNÐVÞH cÐ[Í @`Ð= ]ó½ÞÒe L'Z 
jÐeÐaÞhée LÐkÐZÑ aÐPçc¯ ÒkÐB`ÐÒe ! 
 `Í[ÞaÞcÞé[ ÒkÐB`ÐÒe QeÐQe _ÞMÞf aÞhée @jÊcÐeÑ 
jé`ð......? ]ÊBVÞ _ÑfÐb AMÞe jaÊScÐ¯Ð L'Z SÑa_ÔÐj 
Ò]B`ÐÒe ÒNÐÒV  hÞfÐM¨LÊ ! 
eË`Ð«eÞ[ LeÞÒ]B`ÐÒe cËrÞàc[Ñ @kmÔÐÒe Ð QÞe&ÞaÑ 
LeÞÒ]B`ÐÒe ÒNÐÒV @_Êbae ¸t_LÊ ! 
`mâaÞ[ `Ê¹Þ[ LeÞÒ]B`ÐÒe jrÐe ÒLDÜ 
ÒLÐZ@_ÊÒLÐZLÊ ! 

eÐÒShéeÑ LX ÒmDVÐBÒm Ð AMÞaÊSÞ _Þ]ÍÐÒ]aÑ*Ê 
ÒdÒ[ AaÐk_ LÒm c^Ô Òj Òd`eÞ LÊ¶Þ[Ð \ÞÒm 
AjÞaÐLÊ Ð ASÞ [Ð* AMÞeÊ _Þ] kSÞdÐBRÞ Ð ÒcqÐH 
AÒmÐL Òd`eÞ @uÐee `e]ÐLÊ kÒVB  
Ò_BRÞ Ð MÐmÞ AÒmÐL AD AÒmÐLe `VÊAe Ð ÒjB 
`VÊAe `ÒR `ÒR Òj j«`àZÒe QÐmÞR«Þ, ÒLDÜ 
_ÐckÑ_ `ÍaÐf]Ñé` @bÞcÊÒM ! 

 kÜ kÜ.....ÒjB jée Ð ÒjkÞ cÊÜk, ÒjkÞ QÐkÐZÑ Ð 
eÐÒShéeÑ @_Ð¯ÐjÒe ÒXBÜdÐB\ÞÒm ]ÑOà `teaiàe 
aÔa^Ð_LÊ, ÒdDÜ]Þ_ [Ð* SÑa_-@¯_Òe `Í\c L]cé 
ÒkÐB $ÊVÞ\ÞmÐ ÒNÐÒV hÞkeZe ÒeÐcÐq Ð 
 L_ÞLÐ mÐBÒaÍeÑeÊ Òj Ò$eÊ\ÞÒm Ð Òj]Þ_ AD 
jÐ=Òe ÒLkÞ _ \ÞÒm Ð L'Z ÒNÐÒV Ò_ÐVç 
`ÍªÊ[ LeÊLeÊ Òj bÊmÞdÐB\ÞÒm jc¯ Ð mÐBÒaÍeÑe 
a¯² `Þ@_ [ÍÞ_Ð\ AjÞ LkÞ\ÞmÐ -TÞ@, OeLÊ dÞa_Þ 
LÞ ? jÕ^ÔÐ ÒkÐBAjÞmÐZÞ Ð hÑ[]Þ_ Ð @uÐe ÒkÐBdÞa Ð      
 [ÍÞ_Ð\ L\ÐÒe Òj jcÞé[ç Ò$eÞ`ÐB\ÞÒm Ð 
[e[eÒe MÐ[Ð`[Í ^eÞ aÐkÐeÞ AjÞÒm Ð LÒmS `ÍÐ¯ 
_ÞÒeÐfÐ ÒkÐBdÐB\ÞmÐ Ð jcÒª \ÞÒm OecÊkÐÜ Ð LÒmS 
m_çÒe @ªNÐcÑ jËdàÔ*e jÊÒ_mÞ LÞeZ aÞÒRB 
ÒkÐB`XÞ\ÞmÐ Ð a]fÞ dÐD\ÞmÐ jËdàÔOXÞe cÐ_Ð* Ð 
jaÊSÞcÐe ÒYDÒYDLÐ AªeZ D`Òe 
mkeÐ¯Þ[ ÒkD\ÞmÐ jéÀàÐbÐ Ð eÐªÐe ]ÊBLXÒe 
e=Òae=e jÞSÞ_ç $âÐJéÐecÐ_*e ]ÞNçaÞS¯Ñ S¯dÐ[ÍÐ Ð 
OeaÐkÊXÐ `lÑ*e LÞQÞeÞcÞQÞeÞ LÐLfÞÒe 
cÊMeÞ[ ÒkÐBDWÊ\ÞmÐ aXaX Ò]a]ÐeÊ NR Ð LÒmSe 
ÒLÐfÐkf LÍchÓ _ÑeaÞ AjÊ\ÞmÐ Ð  
eÐÒShéeÑ [e[e ÒkÐB AÒNB dÐD\ÞÒm AVàjç 
aâLçAXLÊ Ð 
 - eÐÒShéeÑ, VÞÒL hÊZÞa !  
cÊkÜ Ò[ÐfÞ QÐkÞÜ\ÞÒm eÐÒShéeÑ Ð aÞ`eÑ[ ]ÞNeÊ 
AjÊ\ÞaÐ Ò]aÐhÞi jÐcç_ÐjÐcç_Þ aÐV JNÐfÞ 
RÞXÐÒkÐB\ÞÒm Ð 
 - cÊÜ [ÊcLÊ bm`ÐH, eÐÒShéeÑ Ð cÒ[ aÞhéÐj Le, 
cÊÜ [ÊcLÊ _ÞS `ÍÐZWÊ afÞ @^ÞL bm`ÐH...... 
 
 eÐÒShéeÑ `ÐBÜ HkÐ _ËAL\Ð _ \ÞmÐ Ð c^ÔdÊNÑ¯ 
LÐaÔ_Ð¯ÞLÐ `eÞ dÞH ÒeÒb_çjÐ LÒmSe jaàÒhÍÍº 
jÊteÑ \ÞmÐ, dÞH\ÞmÐ akÊaÐqÞ[, akÊB`çjÞ[Ð, [Ð' `ÐBÜ 
BH \ÞmÐ _Þ[Þ]Þ_ÞA OVZÐ Ð LÞ«Ê Ò]aÐhÞi aÐV 
JNÐfÞ ]`Þà[ WÐZÞÒe RÞXÐÒkÐB\ÞÒm, jÒ[ Òd`eÞ [Ð* 
aÞÒbÐe QÐkÐZÑÒe \ÞmÐ @¯Ê[ dÊNe LÐkÐZÑ Ð L-
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Õ`Þ[ JºÐ^ÐeÒe \ÞmÐ dÊNÐ«ee `Í[ÑlÐ Ð ÒNÐVÞH 
cÐ[Í ]ó½Þ aÞ_Þc¯Òe ÒMÐmÞdÐB\ÞmÐ ]Þé[Ñ¯ `ó\ÞaÑe 
@aeÊw ]Ðée Ð [Ð* JWe`ÍÒ[ÔLVÞ h~eÊ Òd`eÞ 
@có[aiÐà ÒkD\ÞmÐ; bÞSÞdÐD\ÞmÐ eÐÒShéeÑ*e 
@jêÞ[Ðe @QfÐ¯[_ Ð  
 Ò]aÐhÞi* L\ÐÒe Òj jÒ®ÐkÞ[ ÒkÐBdÐB\ÞmÐ Ð 
`ÍZ¯e e[ðjÞÕkÐj_ [Ð* @bÞÒiL `ÐBÜ Òd`eÞ @Ò`lÐ 
LeÞ ekÞ\ÞmÐ ÒLDÜ @_«LÐfeÊ Ð ^Ñe `]`Ð[Òe Òj 
`ÍÒah LeÊ\ÞÒm ÒjB jé`ð`ÊeÑÒe Ð  
@bÞiÞ¦Ð jÐcÐÍsÑe ckÐOà cÊLÊVVÞH Òd`eÞ `ÞuÐB 
Ò]B\ÞÒm Ò]aÐhÞi Ð Ò]aÐhÞi `Ê_eÐaórÞ LeÊ\ÞÒm- cÊÜ 
[ÊcLÊ bm`ÐH, eÐÒShéeÑ Ð HL\Ð L'Z [ÊÒcÒLÒa 
@_Êba LeÞR ? ÒcÐ bm`ÐBaÐLÊ ]¯ÐLeÞ [ÊÒc jÑéLÐe 
Le eÐÒShéeÑ ! 
 eÐÒShéeÑ ]ó½Þ [fLÊ LÒm Ð jÐeÐÒ]kÒe \ÞmÐ 
@`Ëaà ÒeÐcÐq Ð `ÍÐZÒe _Þ_Ð]Þ[ ÒkD\ÞmÐ Òa`\Êe 
ÒcÐk_aÕhÑ Ð jcNÍ jrÐ [Ð*e cËRÞà[ÒkÐBdÐD\ÞmÐ, 
JWÒe h~VÞH ¸ÊeÞ _\ÞmÐ Ð Òj [fLÊ QÐkÞÜ ekÞ\ÞÒm Ð 
ÒLÒ[ÐVÞ cÊkËrà aÞ[ÞdÐB\ÞmÐ _ÑeaÒe Ð Òj ^ÑÒe 
aÐVbÐ=Þ ANLÊ `Ð] aYÐBÒm Ð `RÒe WÞAÒkÐB 
ekÞ\ÞÒm Ò]aÐhÞi Ð 
 cÒ_cÒ_  kÊH[ bÐaÊ\ÞÒm, ÒLDÜ D`Ð]Ð_Òe NYÐ 
H [eÊZÑVÞ ! ÒLÒ[ @kÕLÐe [Ð'e H eË`e IhédÔà 
`ÐBÜ ! ! j[Òe L'Z [Ð'e kó]¯ ÒaÐmÞ LÞRÞ _ÐkÞÜ ? 
jó½Þe @__Ô ÒjßÐtdÔà ÒdDÜWÞ WÊfÒkÐBRÞ mÑfÐc¯Ñ 
eË`Òe, dÐkÐe QÐmÞÒe jkjÍ `]ê `Í¸ÊVÞ[, dÐkÐe 
A¯r _¯_Òe  _ÑfLBÜe jÞðN^[Ð beÞ ekÞ\ÐH, dÐkÐ 
eË`e KSmÔÒe cÐâ_ ]ÞÒh ALÐh Skð , dÐkÐe ]ÊB 
e¦Ðb JºÐ^ÐeÒe DLÊVÞ DWÊ\ÐH `ÍZ¯e $NÊ, dÐkÐe 
m³Ða_[ cÊM c¨fÒe \ÐH A&ÊfÐH ALÐhÑjé`ð , 
dÐkÐe [_ÊamâeÑÒe \ÐH mÐSLÊfÞ m[Ðe ¸hàLÐ[e[Ð, 
dÐkÐe `Í[ÞVÞ @=Òe $ÊVÞDWÊ\ÐH jéNàe jÊicÐ, dÐkÐe 
c^Êe jêÞ[ kjÒe SÑa_ jkjÍ eÐNÒe 
jéeÐ¯Þ[ ÒkD\ÐH, ÒjB @_ÞtÞ[Ð eÐÒShéeÑ L'Z LÐWe 
LÒ¬BVÞH ? dÐkÐe eË`e ÒNßÐea @RÞ, @\Q kó]¯Òe 
`ÍZc¯ DmâÐj_ÐkÞÜ ? Ò]k, c_ `ÍÐZ ÒLDÜWÞ ÒkÒm 
hÞkeZ _ÐkÞÜ, LÕ`_ _ÐkÞÜ Ð Ò]aÐhÞi ÒjBWÞ RÞXÐ ÒkÐB 

bÐaÊ\ÞÒm- aÞ^Ð[Ð HB @`eË`Ð jÊteÑLÞ H`eÞ 
kó]¯kÑ_Ð LeÞ NYÞÒ[ÐfÞÒm LÞ`eÞ ? 
 LÞRÞaÐV AÒNB NmÐ`Òe eÐÒShéeÑ VÞÒL `RLÊ 
Ò$eÞQÐkÞÜÒm Ð Ò]aÐhÞi ÒjcÞ[Þ [Ð* Ò$e«ÐaÐVLÊ 
@`mL _¯_Òe QÐkÞÜ ekÞR«Þ Ð ÒLDÜ @[f[f 
bÐa_ÐÒe aÊXÞdÐBR«Þ Ð eÐÒShéeÑ* JºÐ^ÐeÒe 
ÒQ_ÐH jêÞ[kj $ÊVÞDWÞmÐ ÐÒj VÞÒL QÐkÞÜÒ]B `ÊZÞ 
ANLÊ `Ð]aYÐBÒm Ð 
 Ò]aÐhÞi [Ð* D`e LÐâjÒe `YÊ\ÞÒm Ð BÕeÐSÑ 
@_jàÒe aÞhéaÞ]ÔÐf¯Òe ÒeLXà bÐ=Þ Òj jðÐ[L 
`eÑlÐÒe `Í\c ÒhÍZÑe `Í\c ÒkÐB ÒNÐmXçÒcXÐm 
`ÐB\ÞÒm ÒjB]Þ_WÊ BÕeÐSÑ XÞ`ÐVàÒcÃÒe [Ð*e bÐeÞ 
MÐ[Þe Ð Haià Hc.H. `eÑlÐÒe c^Ô Òj `Í\c ÒkÒa 
ÒaÐmÞ jaÊ @^ÔÐ`L aÞhéÐj LeÊ\ÞÒm Ð Ò]aÐhÞi*e 
Ò`ßÐeÊi]Ñ© ÒQÒkeÐ jÐ=LÊ NÐc÷ÑdÔà`ËÀà aÔ¦Þ[é Ð 
TÞ@cÐ_* ckmÒe AÒmÐQ_Ðe ÒLtÍaÞtÊ \ÞÒm 
Ò]aÐhÞi Ð akÊTÞ@ [Ð*e jÐ_ðÞ^Ô `ÐBaÐLÊ mÐfÐ¯Þ[ Ð 
D`Òe `XÞ L\Ð ÒkD\ÞÒm Ð aÐkÐ_ÐLeÞ Ò_ÐVç 
cÐNÊ\ÞÒm Ð Ò_ÐVç bÞ[Òe Ò`Íc`[ÍaÞ Ò]D\ÞÒm Ð 
LkÞaÐLÊNÒm Ò]aÐhÞi*Ê Ò_B TÞ@cÐ_* bÞ[Òe ÒNÐÒV 
`Ío_ð `Í[ÞÒdÐNÞ[Ð Aec÷ ÒkÐBdÐB\ÞmÐ Ð 
 Òj]Þ_ ÒjcÞ_ÐeLÊ ]ÞmâÑ aÞhéaÞ]ÔÐf¯e BÕeÐSÑ 
aÞbÐNÒe `ÍÒ$je ÒcÐkÞ_ÑÒcÐk_ AQÐdÔà*Ê _Þc§Z 
LeÐdÐB\ÞmÐ Ð  ÒjcÞ_ÐeÒe Ò]aÐhÞi _Þau `ÐW 
LeÞjÐeÞaÐ `Òe [Ð*Ê `ÍhÕjÐ LeÞ `ÍÒ$je AQÐdÔà 
LkÞ\ÞÒm,"BD Ae ÒScç @$ H ÒScç Ð [Êce 
baÞiÔ[ @[Ô« DSéf Ð [Êc `Í[ÞbÐe @al¯ _ ÒkD 
Òd`eÞ Ð cÊÜ [ÊcLÊ AhÑaÐà] LeÊRÞ, [ÊÒc dhjÑé kÊ@ Ð 
DrÒeÐre D_ð[Þ Le Ð' 
 Ò]aÐhÞi cÊ¨ _ÊAÜB `ÍZÐc LeÞ\ÞÒm J `ÍÒ$je 
AQÐdÔà* `Ð]^ËfÞ Ò_B\ÞÒm Ð jÐcç_ÐÒe ajÞ\ÞÒm 
eÐÒShéeÑ Ð A_tÒe ]ÊBaÊtÐ mÊk [Ð* AMÞÒe YfYf 
ÒkD\ÞmÐ Ð Òj d\ÐjÐ^Ô ÒQ½ÐLeÞ ÒjB mÊkLÊ _ÞS 
bÞ[eLÊ ÒhÐiÞÒ_aÐe `Í¯Ðj LeÊ\ÞÒm Ð Ò]aÐhÞi _ÞS 
jÞVç `ÐMLÊ Ò$eÞAjÞmÐ ÒafLÊ QÐeÞQlÊe cÞf_ 
ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ Ð `mLcÐ[ÍÒL  Òj `YÞÒ_B\ÞÒm 
eÐÒShéeÑ* c_ebÐiÐ Ð [Ð* jecÒaÐfÐ cÊkÜÒe \ÞmÐ 
A_te @_ÞaàQ_Ñ¯ aÞÒbÐe[Ð Ð eÐÒShéeÑ* _Ñea[Ð 
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bÞ[Òe \ÞmÐ kó]¯e  ÒNÐ`_ DoÐéj Ð `ÍZ¯e _Ñea 
`Í[ÞhÍÊ[Þ, dÐkÐ ÒNÐVÞH ]ó½Þ aÞ_Þc¯Òe  
Ò]aÐhÞi*  kó]¯LÊ jËdÔàjÐð[ LeÞÒ]B\ÞmÐ Ð AÒmÐL- 
@bÞjÐeÒe Òd`eÞ Òj HBcÐ[Í dÐ[ÍÐ Aec÷ LeÞR«Þ ...... 
 ÒjcÞ_Ðeç jeÞNmÐ`Òe dÞH dÐkÐ OeLÊ 
Ò$eÞdÐB\ÞÒm Ð @Ò_L aÞfcé ÒkÐBdÐB\ÞmÐ Ð 
eÐÒShéeÑ c^Ô [e[e ÒkÐB Ò$eÊ\ÞÒm Ð [Ð* 
@mlÔÒe Ò]aÐhÞi [Ð*Ê @_ÊjeZ LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð LÞRÞaÐV 
NmÐ`Òe VÞÒL _ÞÒeÐfÐ SÐNÐ Ò]MÞ Òj eÐÒShéeÑ* 
`ÐMLÊ mÐNÞAjÞ LÐ_`ÐMÒe LkÞÒm [Òc LÞRÞ LkÞm_Þ 
Òd ! 
 AÒaNÒe [Ð* kÐ[ `Ð`ÊmÞLÊ cÊÒWB ^eÞ\ÞÒm 
Ò]aÐhÞi Ð [ÍªÐ keÞZÑ `eÞ HZÞLÞÒ[ZÞLÞ QÐkÞÜ aÞLfÒe 
eÐÒShéeÑ LkÞÒm- 
 - LÐÒf LÞH ÒLDÜWÞ Ò]MÊ\Þa Ð RÐX Ð 
 - Ò]MÊ, L'Z ÒkÐBNmÐ ! cÊÜ jaÊeÞ jÐcÐðÒe L¶ 
$ÒVB LkÞaÞ .... cÊÜ [ÊcLÊ bm`ÐH .... bm`ÐH ..... 
bm`ÐH ...... 
 eÐÒShéeÑ*e jÐeÐÒ]k DÒrS_ÐÒe \eÊ\ÞmÐ Ð Òj 
AMÞaÊSÞ Ò_Òm b¯Òe Ð LÐÒf LÞH Ò]MÊ _ \Þa [ ! Òj 
^ÑÒe Ò]aÐhÞi*  kÐ[`Ð`ÊmÞeÊ _ÞS kÐ[ cÊLÊfÐB 
AZÞÒm Ð [Ð* jÐcç_ÐLÊ AjÞ aÐVJNÐfÞ Ò]aÐhÞi 
LkÞÒm - [ÊÒc LÞRÞ _ LkÞÒm cÊÜ [ÊcLÊ ASÞ aÐV 
RÐXÞaÞ_Þ, LkÞÒ]DRÞ Ð [Êc c_e L\Ð cÊÜ SÐZÞaÐLÊ QÐÒkÜ 
Ð @Ò_L ]Þ_ ÒkmÐZÞ cÊÜ LÊkÊXÞ `kÜeÊRÞ Ð cÒ[ [ÊÒc LÞRÞ 
ÒkÒm LÊk ,eÐÒShéeÑ Ð [Êc [Ê¨eÊ `Ò] hÊZÞaÐ `ÐBÜ 
Ò]aÐhÞi QÐ[L `eÞ QÐkÞÜ ekÞRÞ Ð H `Í[ÑlÐ ÒLDÜ S_êe 
`Í[ÑlÐ, [ÊÒc SÐZ_Ð eÐÒShéeÑ Ð [ÊÒc 
kÊH[ aÊTÞ`ÐeÞa_Þ, H `ÍÐZe aÔÐLÊf[Ð Ð [ÊÒc L'Z 
`YÞ`ÐeÊ_ H kók¯e `Í[ÞVÞ hÞeÐ`ÍhÞeÐÒe ÒLaf 
ÒNÐVÞH bÐiÐ... ÒNÐVÞH _Ðc.... ÒNÐVÞH jé`ð ... 
eÐÒShéeÑ.... eÐÒShéeÑ ..... Ð LÊk, \eVÞH cÐ[Í LÊk 
[ÊÒc cÒ[ bm`Ð@ ÒaÐmÞ Ð [Êc jÑéLó[Þe ÒcÐkeVÞH 
A*Þ]Þ@, eÐÒShéeÑ ! 
 - Ò]aÐhÞi aÐaÊ ! 
 - Ò]aÐhÞi aÐaÊ _ÊÒkÜ Ð LÊk, Ò]aÐhÞi Ð Òj [Êc 
`ÍZ¯`ÍÐ\àÑ Ð[Êc Ò`ÍcÐ_ÊeÐNÑ Ð [Êc c_e cZÞi Ð 

ÒLaf H[ÞLÞ @^ÞLÐe Òj QÐÒkÜ Ð         Ò]B`ÐeÞa H 
@= ÑLÐe ?    
 - eÐÒShéeÑe Ò`Íc LeÞaÐe @^ÞLÐe _ÐkÞÜ Ð Òj 
aÐLç]rÐ Ð 
 - aÐLç]rÐ ? 
 Ò]aÐhÞi* kÐ[cÊWÐ hÞ\Þf ÒkÐBdÐB\ÞmÐ Ð LÞRÞ 
jc¯e _Ñea[Ð`Òe LÕ`Þ[ \e\e L¶Òe Òj LkÞÒm 
-ASÞ aÞÕh h[Ð~ÑÒe, [ÊÒc `ÊZÞ aÐLç]rÐ ? [ÊÒc 
DnhÞlÞ[Ð Ð [Êce _ÞSe ÒaÐmÞ L'Z LÞRÞ BoÐ _ÐkÞÜ ? 
Ò`Íc LeÞaÐe @^ÞLÐe _ÐkÞÜ Ð AcúÐe jÐé^Ñ_[Ð _ÐkÞÜ Ð 
ÒLcÞ[Þ LkÞ `ÐeÊQ HL\Ð? 
 - kÜ Ò]aÐhÞi aÐaÊ Ð cÒ[ aÐV RÐX«Ê, cÊÜ dÞaÞ Ð 
LÞH d]Þ Ò]MÞ]ÞH, Ò[Òa aX @OVZ OVÞdÞa Ð aX 
@_\à ÒkÐBdÞa Ð ]¯ÐLeÞ cÒ[ dÞaÐLÊ ]Þ@«Ê Ð 
 - _ÐkÞÜ eÐÒShéeÑ, [ÊcLÊ Òj Acú_ÞaÐàj_eÊ cÊ¦ 
ÒkaÐLÊ `XÞa Ð bÐ=Þ Ò]aÐLÊ Òka Òj cÞR`Ze 
LÐQLÐxLÊ Ð bÐeaÐkÑ `hÊ`eÞ [ÊÒc LÐkÐe jÕLÁ, 
LÐkÐ h`\e ÒaÐTLÊ Òa[Ðf `eÞ jÐeÐSÑa_ LÐuÒe 
ÒaÐkÞÒaÐkÞ QÐmÞ`ÐeÞa_Þ, eÐÒShéeÑ Ð [Òc Òj 
@NàfÞV`Þ QÐmÞAj Ð \Òe jËdÔà AXLÊ cÊkÜLeÞ j[ÔLÊ 
jÐcç_ÐLe Ð cÊÜ [Êc `ÐÒM `ÐÒM @RÞ, eÐÒShéeÑ Ð 
 - A`Z @^ÞL `ÍNçfb ÒkÐBdÐDR«Þ Ð 
 - cÒ[ ASÞ LkÞaÐLÊ ]Þ@ Ð H SÑa]hÐÒe c_e 
L\Ð ÒMÐmÞ LkÞaÐe jÊÒdÐN kÊH[ AD _AjÞ`ÐÒe Ð 
\eVÞH [ÊÒc LÊk, j[Òe L'Z [ÊÒc cÒ[ bm`Ð@_Þ? 
[Êc kó]¯e L\Ð, AMÞe bÐiÐ L'Z [Ð' ÒkÒm cÞ\ÔÐ? 
[ÊcLÊ aÊTÞaÐÒe cÊÜ L'Z bÊm LeÞRÞ? H bm`ÐBaÐÒe 
[Êce j®[Þ _ÐkÞÜ? ÒcÐ' kÐ[ D`Òe kÐ[ eMÞ ÒcÐ' 
AMÞLÊ QÐkÞÜ MÐmÞ H[ÞLÞ LkÞ]Þ@, eÐÒShéeÑ ! MÐmÞ 
\eVÞH LkÞ]Þ@ Ð cÊÜ [ÊcLÊ ÒSÐeSae]ªÞ LeÊ_ÐkÞÜ Ð 
 Ò]aÐhÞi A[Êe ÒkÐBDWÊ\ÞÒm Ð eÐÒShéeÑ* 
AMÞeÊ ]ÊB^Ðe mÊk _ÞNÞXÞ AjÞmÐ Ð Òj AcújcéeZ 
LeÞaÐLÊ ÒQ½Ð LeÊ\ÞÒm Ð Òj LÕ`Þ[ L¶Òe  
LkÞÒm -AcúÐe @`cÐ_ LeÞaÐ akÊ[ L½ Ð LÞ«Ê..... 
 - `ÊZÞ LÞ«Ê L'Z ? 
 - cÊÜ  SÐÒZ_Þ bm`ÐBaÐe jéeË` L'Z Ð LÞ«Ê H[ÞLÞ 
SÐÒZ, AÒc ]ÊÒkÜ `e¸e aÞ`eÑ[ cÊMÑ ]ÊB^Ðe Ð 
H ]ÊB^Ðee cÞf_ ÒLÒaaÞ jc÷a _ÊÒkÜ Ð ÒNÐVÞH 
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aÞtÊÒe LÞRÞlZ `ÐBÜ ÒjcÐÒ_ kÊH[ HLÐWÞ @VLÞ 
dÐB\ÞÒm Ð aÐjç, Òj[ÞLÞ Ð HkÐWÊ @^ÞL AD L'Z 
jc÷Ða_Ð \ÐB`ÐÒe Ð HB[L jêó[ÞLÊ 
jcéfLeÞ @ahÞ½ SÑa_ aÞ[ÞdÐB`ÐÒe Ð 
 - _Ð _Ð, cÊÜ LÐ`ÊeÊi _ÊÒkÜ Ð [Êc `ÐBÜ ÒdÒLßÐZjÞ 
`eÞyÞ[ÞLÊ jÐcç_Ð LeÞaÐLÊ cÊÜ `ÍªÊ[ Ð 
 - dÐkÐ ÒLÒa aÞ jc÷a _ÊÒkÜ, [Ð' `ÐBÜ @d\Ð `a_ 
`kÜeÞ mÐb LÞRÞ _ÐkÞÜ Ð cÊÜ ÒXBÜdÐB`ÐeÞaÞ_Þ ÒcÐ' 
jÕ²Ðee mlêZ ÒeMÐ Ð A`Z* bm `ÐBaÐLÊ cÊÜ jÑéLÐe 
LeÊRÞ Ð LÞ«Ê ÒNÐVÞH @_ÊÒeÐ^ AcúÐe H jÑéLó[ÞLÊ [ÊÒc 
_ÞS kó]¯e e[ðÒ`XÞÒe jÐB[Þ eMÞa Ð [Ð' D`Òe 
QtÍjËdàÔe RÐB Òd`eÞ _`ÒX Ð j& _BÜAjÞmÐZÞ, cÊÜ 
dÐH Ð OÒe cÐ' aÔª ÒkaZÞ Ð @Ò_L ÒXeÞ ÒkmÐZÞ Ð 
 @uÐeÊA Ò]a]ÐeÊ NRcËÒf RÞXÐ ÒkÐB\ÞÒm ]ÊÒkÜ Ð 
Ò]aÐhÞi eÐÒShéeÑ*e AD VÞLÞH `ÐMLÊ mÐNÞAjÞÒm Ð 
^ÑÒe LkÞÒm- ASÞ ÒcÐÒ[ aÐeZ Le_Þ eÐÒShéeÑ Ð 
[cLÊ \eVÞH cÐ[Í ¸hà LeÞaÐLÊ QÐÒkÜ Ð H\Þ`ÐBÜ cÊÜ [Êc 
`ÐMÒe lcÐ cÐNÊRÞ Ð cÒ[ bËm aÊTÞa_Þ Ð lcÐ LeÞÒ]a 
Ð 

eÐÒShéeÑ*Ê _ÞaÞX AÒhâiÒe SXÐB^eÞ [Ð*e ]ÊB 
D» JºÐ^ÐeÒe QÊcé_VÞH A*ÞÒ]B\ÞÒm Ò]aÐhÞi Ð 
eÐÒShéeÑ*e jcNÍ heÑeÒe aÞ]ÔÊ[çe [e= Òd`eÞ 
`ÍaÐkÞ[ ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð cÊkËràL `ÐBÜ Òj cËRÞà[`ÐÍ¯ _ÞS 
@ªÞ[éLÊ bÊmÞdÐB\ÞÒm Ð H @_Êbae ¸hà [Ð*e 
jcNÍjrÐLÊ Òd`eÞ A&ÊfÐH cmâÞ$Ême ckLÒe 
eË`Ð«eÞ[ LeÞÒ]mÐ Ð Òj ÒeÐcÐqe hÞkeZ @yÞc³ÐLÊ 
Òb]ÞdÐD\ÞmÐ @_Ð¯ÐjÒe Ð e¦cÐÕje heÑe 
`ÐmVÞdÐB\ÞmÐ @jÊcÐeÑ e= Ñ_ jé`ðÒe  Ð @LjÐê[ Òj 
jcÞé[ç Ò$eÞ`ÐB Ò]aÐhÞi* aÐkÊau_eÊ _ÞSLÊ cÊLÊfÐB 
AZÞÒm Ð aXaX `ÐkÊ¨ `LÐB AÒNB dÐB\ÞÒm 
_ÑeaÒe...... 

_ÞÒS Òj _ÞS AneZÒe AQcÞé[ ÒkÐB\ÞÒm Ð Òj 
LÞRÞ `Í[ÞaÐ] LeÞ`ÐeÞÒm_Þ ÒLcÞ[Þ ! ÒLcÞ[Þ Òj jc`àZ 
LeÞÒ]B`ÐeÞÒm _ÞSLÊ ! Òj L'Z _ÞS A¯rÒe _ 
\ÞÒm ? Òj L'Z aÞjêeÞdÐB\ÞÒm _ÞSe Acú`eÞQ¯ ? 
ÒLcÞ[Þ Òj bËmÞNÒm jaÊ LÐdÔà -LÐeZ, jcéuLÊ, 
aÐ`Ð*e `Í[Þhóó[ÞLÊ  ! ¯Ð' eÞ _Ðc L'Z bm`ÐBaÐ, _ÞSLÊ 
bÊmÞdÐB @_Ô`ÐMÒe _ÞÓjrà bÐaÒe jc`Þà Ò]aÐ ! 

aÐLç]rÐe ÒcÐkeLÊ $Þ=ÞÒ]B  ÒLaf eÐÒShéeÑ, 
ÒLaf eÐÒShéeÑÒe eË`Ð«eÞ[ ÒkÐBdÞaÐ !  ÒNÐÒV 
@_ÊnÐeÞ[ d§ZÐ Ao_ð LeÞÒ_D\ÞmÐ [Ð*e jrÐLÊ Ð 

]ÑOà `teaià [fe @[Ñ[ Òd`eÞ jheÑÒe DbÐ 
ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ eÐÒShéeÑ* jÐcç_ÐÒe Ð ÒjB eË`c¯Ñ 
jéNàmf_Ð ASÞ BÕeÐSÑ @^ÔÐ`ÞLÐ eÐÒShéeÑ Ð ^ÐÒ` 
^ÐÒ` ÒkÐB @[ÞLÍcÞdÐBRÞ @Ò_L aj« Ð Òj 
jecÒaÐfÐ cÊkÜÒe ASÞ ]Ðc÷ÞL[Ð , aÔ¦Þ[éÒe 
AcúaÞhéÐje RÐ` Ð `£Ð NókÞZÑ`ZÞAe _ÞMÊZ `ÍLÐh Ð 
Lcàc¯ SÑa_ [Ð*e QfQqf; LÞ«Ê .... [\Ð`Þ ÒLDÜWÞ 
LÞRÞ @VLÞNmÐ `eÞ MVçLÐmÐÒN Ð `ÍÐZVÐ @cÐ_ÞA 
ÒWLÊARÊA`eÞ ÒXBÜÒXBÜ ^ÐBÜdÐH @[Ñ[ `ÐMLÊ Ð ÒLDÜ 
HL @uÐeÞ NÊkÐ bÞ[eÊ eÐÒShéeÑ SÑa_LÊ ÒMÐSÊ\Ð«Þ Ð 
LÞH ÒQÐeÐB Ò_BRÞ [ÐLÊ Ð ÒLDÜWÞ mÊQÐB eMÞRÞÒj Ð 
ÒLcÞ[Þ Òj [ÐLÊ AaÞ´Ðe LeÞÒa....? dÐkÐ aÞkÊÒ_ H 
QfcÐ_ heÑe _Þ¹ÍÐZ SX`Þ¨ `eÞ cÒ_ÒkÐBRÞ [Ð*Ê Ð 

aÐ`Ð* cÊkÜ jÐcç_ÐÒe L\Ð LkÞaÐe jÐkj ÒLÒa 
LeÞ_\ÞÒm eÐÒShéeÑ Ð cÐ' kÞÜ \ÞÒm [Ð*e jaÊLÞRÞ, 
[Ð*e @«e= auÊ, dÐkÐ`ÐMÒe Òj jaÊL\Ð c_ÒMÐmÞ  
LkÞ`ÐeÊ\ÞÒm Ð LÞ«Ê LÐkÞÜLÞ ÒLSÐZÞ,Òj]Þ_ H OVZÐLÊ 
Òj LkÞ`ÐeÞ _\ÞÒm cÐ'LÊ Ð e*ÊZÑe ^_`eÞ [ÐLÊ Òj 
kó]¯e ÒLDÜ @[f[f jÞuÊLÒe jÐB[Þ eMÞR«Þ Ð 
ASÞdÐH Ð 

H OVZÐe cÐj ]ÊBVÐ `Òe eÐÒShéeÑ*e 
aÐkÐOe [ÐeÞM yÞeÑLó[ ÒkÐBdÐB\ÞmÐ Ð eÐÒShéeÑ cÐ' 
* `ÐMÒe @fÞ LeÞ\ÞÒm - ""cÐ, `eÑlÐ jeÞaÐdÐH H 
aÐkÐOe atç eM cÐ' Ð [Ê aÐ`Ð*Ê  Lk , cÊÜ AÒ]ßÐ 
`ÍªÊ[ _ÊÒkÜ Ð [Ê _ÞÒS VÞÒL aÊTÞaÐLÊ ÒQ½ÐLe Ð cÊÜ 
LÔÐeÞ¯e LeÞaÐLÊ QÐkÊÜRÞ Ð [Ê aÐ`Ð*Ê c_Ð Le Ð [Ê 
ÒLßÐZjÞ D`Ð¯Òe [Ð*Ê aÊÒTBjÊÒTB H aÐkÐOe 
bhÐ=ÞÒ]'' ...... 

cÐ SfSf LeÞ eÐÒShéeÑ* cÊkÜLÊ QÐkÞÜ\ÞÒm Ð TÞ@e 
c_e bÐiÐ `YÞaÐLÊ  ÒQ½Ð LeÊ\ÞÒm Ð [Ð*Ê ÒLcÞ[Þ 
@¸½ @ÒaÐ^ mÐNÊ\ÞmÐ jaÊ Ð HÒ[]Þ_ `Òe Òj @_Êba 
LÒm, TÞ@ [Ð*e ÒLDÜWÞ kÒSB Ò]BRÞ _ÞSLÊ - dÞH 
[Ð* jÐcðÐÒe ajÞRÞ , Òj Òd`eÞ AD LÞH , dÐkÐ 
jkÞ[ [Ð*e ÒLßÐZjÞ `eÞQ¯ _ÐkÞÜ Ð @\Q _ÞS 
heÑe,c_, `ÍÐZLÊ aÞbÐSÞ[ LeÞ Òj H TÞ@LÊ S_ê 
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Ò]B\ÞÒm Ð dÞH [Ð*e AcúÐe jÒaÐàrc J @_Ê`c 
`ÍLÐh \ÞmÐ, ASÞ [Ð*Ê Òj `Í\caÐe @QÞkðÐ@SZÐ cÒ_ 
ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ Ð Òj @[Ô« ÒLÐcf L¶Òe LkÞ\ÞÒm - ""[Ê 
HL'Z  LmÊ cÐ ! [Ê SÐZÊ, aÐ`Ð L\ÐÒ]BjÐeÞR«Þ @Ò_L 
ANeÊ Ð Òj _ÞÒS ceÞdÞÒa `ÒR [Ð* jÕLÁeÊ 
JkeÞAjÞÒa _ÐkÞÜ Ð jó½Þ `Íf¯ ÒkÒm jÊwÐ Òj ÒcÐ' 
L\Ð hÊZÞÒa_Þ Ð BH [Ð*e @Ò_L ]Þ_e jÞwÐ« Ð aeÕ 
[Ê Ò[Ð' c_LÊ aÊÒTB Ò] cÐ Ð eÐ[ÍÞe jé`ð ÒdÒ[ c^Êe 
ÒkÒm aÞ ]ÞaÐÒmÐLÒe [ÐkÐ @ªÞ[é keÐB aÒj Ð [Ê 
bÊmÞaÐLÊ ÒQ½ÐLe Ð aÐªa[ÐLÊ jÑéLÐe Le Ð _ÞS c_LÊ 
jÕd[ Le Ð Chée*Ê `ÍÐ\à_Ð Le Ð Òj 
Ò[ÐÒ[ h¦Þ ]Þ@«Ê Ð'' 

eÐÒShéeÑ LBÜLBÜ ÒkÐB LÐtÞDWÞÒm Ð cÐ' ÒLÐf 
bÞ[Òe cÊkÜ mÊQÐB Òj @Ò_L ÒafdÐHÜ LÐtÞ\ÞÒm Ð cÐ' 
`ÞWÞ ADÜjÞ Ò]DÒ]D LkÞÒm - ""c_beÞ LÐtÞÒ]'cÐ ! 
LÐtÞÒm c_e DrÐ` hÑ[f ÒkÐBdÐH, ]ÊÓM mÐOa 
ÒkÐBdÐH Ð'' 

cÐ' * AMÞe ÒVÐ`ÐÒVÐ`Ð mÊk eÐÒShéeÑ* `ÞWÞ 
[Þ«ÐB Ò]D\ÞmÐ Ð eÐÒShéeÑ bÞ[Òe bÞ[Òe NÊcÊeÞNÊcÊeÞ 
LÐtÊ\ÞÒm Ð _ÞS D`Òe bÑiZ @bÞcÐ_ ÒkD\ÞmÐ Ð Òj 
aÐ`Ð* H jÞwÐ«LÊ LÐkÞÜLÞ _ÞaÞàaÐ]Òe cÐ_ÞÒ_Òa ! Òj 
j$Ð j$Ð c_Ð LeÞÒ]Òa, H aÐkÐOeÒe [Ð*e j®[Þ 
_ÐkÞÜ Ð Òj LÐWLÒ¨B jÐSÞ aÞaÐk Òa]ÑÒe 
ajÞ`ÐeÞÒa_Þ Ð [Ð*e e¦cÐÕje heÑe @RÞ, c_ @R,Þ 
`ÐÍZ @RÞ Ð _ÞSe kó]¯LÊ Òj aÐ`Ð*e `Í[Þhó[Þe 
@NðÞLÊ¨Òe AkÊ[Þ Ò]B `ÐeÞÒa_Þ Ð Òj @Ò_L jÐkj 
jÕQ¯ LeÞ aÐ`Ð* jÐcðÐÒe [Ê¨ ÒMÐmÞÒm-""H `ÍªÐaÒe 
cÊÜ eÐSÞ_ÊÒkÜ, aÐ`Ð Ð H aÐkÐOe aràcÐ_ `ÐBÜ at 
eM«Ê Ð'' 

aÐ`Ð ª• ÒkÐBdÐB\ÞÒm Ð eÐÒShéeÑ*e H 
jÐcç_ÐjÐcç_Þ `Í[ÞaÐ] hÊZÞ _ÞSe ÒLÐÍ^LÊ A¯r LeÞaÐLÊ 
[Ð*Ê LÞRÞ jc¯ mÐNÞ\ÞmÐ Ð akÊ L½Òe _ÞSLÊ jcéeZ 
LeÞ Òj LkÞÒm - ""Ò[Ð' A`rÞe LÐeZ L'Z ,cÊÜ 
SÐZÞ`ÐÒe LÞ cÐ?''  

eÐÒShéeÑ QÊ`ç ekÞÒm Ð [Ð* JW]ÊBVÞ \eÞDWÞmÐ Ð 
aÐ`Ð `ÊZÞ ÒLÐcf jéeÒe LkÞÒm- ""Lk cÐ', Lk Ð 
cÒ[ [Ê XeÞÒm AD LÐkÐ `ÐMÒe jaÊ ÒMÐmÞ 
LkÞ`ÐeÞaÊ ?'' 

aÐ`Ð*e H`eÞ _ec, ]e]Ñ kó]¯VÞH @RÞ ÒaÐmÞ Òj 
ÒdcÞ[Þ `Í\c\e @_Êba LÒm Ð Òj Ahéª ÒkÒm Ð 
^ÑÒe LkÞÒm - ""cÊÜ ADSZLÊ bm`ÐH, aÐ`Ð Ð'' 

aÐ`Ð [\Ð`Þ hÐ« J Nc÷Ñe \ÞÒm Ð DrÔ¦ ÒkaÐe 
ÒLßÐZjÞ mlZ [Ð* cÊkÜÒe _\ÞmÐ Ð ÒaÐ^kÊH Òj _ÞS 
bÞ[Òe jÕOià LeÊ\ÞÒm Ð LÞRÞ jc¯e _Ñea[Ð `Òe 
Òj LkÞÒm -""cÊÜ Ò[Ð aÐ`Ð Ð Ò[Ð' c=f RXÐ AD LÞRÞ 
QÐkÞÜaÞ_Þ Ð Ò[Ð' bm`ÐBaÐe Q[ÊÓjÑcÐLÊ ¸hà LeÞaÐLÊ cÊÜ 
QÐkÊÜ_Þ Ð LÞ«Ê aÐªa Ò[m mÊZe jÕjÐe @mNÐ Ð ÒjWÞ 
bÐa`ÍaZ[Ðe LÞRÞ @\à _ \ÐH Ð jé`ðe LÁÒmÐLeÊ 
\Òe JkâÐBAjÞ H ^ËfÞ^ËjeÞ[ ]Ê_ÞAÒe `Ð]Ò]Òm  [Ê 
_ÞÒS @_Êba LeÞaÊ, HjaÊ bm`ÐBaÐ ÒLaf 
Ò`ßÐijLÐfe LÊkÊXÞ`lÑ `eÞ ckÐhË_ÔLÊ  DXÞdÐH Ð 

[Ð'e aÐªa @ªÞ[é ÒaÐmÞ LÞRÞ _\ÐH Ð ÒNÐÒV jÊMÑ 
jÕjÐee _μÐ _\ÐH ÒjWÞ Ð jé`ð RXÐ, aÐªa SÑa_VÞH 
aqÞaÐ `ÐBÜ _\ÐH ÒjWÞ _Þbàe ÒdÐNÔ `Í[Þhó[Þ Ð 
aÐkÐjÐkÐ ÒkÐB OejÕjÐe LeÞaÐ`ÐBÜ ÒjßÐcÔhÍÑ* WÐeÊ 
@^ÞL ÒdÐNÔ`Ð[Í ÒLDÜWÞ cÞfÞÒa_Þ Ð [Ð' aÐ`Ð*e cÊÜ 
aÐmÔauÊ Ð @Ò_Laià ANeÊ cÊÜ [Ð*Ê L\Ð Ò]BjÐeÞRÞ, 
cÐ' Ð Chée* ]¯ÐeÊ Òj Ò[Ðe D`dÊ¦ J ÒdÐNÔ 
ÒkÐB`ÐeÞRÞ Ð [Ê c_Ð Le_Ð cÐ' Ð \Òe Ò[Ð' 
aÊYÐaÐ`ÐLÊ aÊTÞaÐLÊ ÒQ½ÐLe Ð Ò[Ð' c=f, Ò[Ð' MÊjÞ 
RXÐ cÊÜ AD LÞRÞ QÐÒkÜ_Ð Ð'' 

aÐ`Ð* AMÞ RfRf ÒkÐBAjÞ\ÞmÐ Ð Òj 
eÐÒShéeÑ* cÊ¨D`Òe kÐ[Ò\ÐBÒm Ð aÔÐLÊf bÐaÒe 
`ÊZÞ \Òe `Íhð LÒm - 

- ""[Ê L'Z LkÊQÊ cÐ'? [Ê kÜ LkÞÒm cÊÜ AÒNBaÞ Ð 
[Ê ÒcÐ TÞ@ Ð ÒcÐe aÞhéÐj , [Ê ÒLÒa ÒkÒm ÒcÐ' 
cÐ_j®Ð_e @cdàÔ]Ð LeÞaÊ_Þ Ð'' 

eÐÒShéeÑ LÞRÞ Dre Ò]B`ÐeÞ_\ÞÒm  Ð BoÐ 
ÒkD\ÞmÐ, aÐ`Ð* RÐ[ÞÒe cÊ¨NÊ&Þ Òj ÒbÜ ÒbÜ ÒkÐB 
LÐtÒ« Ð Òj HLcÊkÐÜ ÒkÐB _ÞS ÒhÐBaÐ OeLÊ 
QÐmÞAjÞÒm Ð[LÞAÒe cÊkÜ NÊ&Þ `XÞekÞÒm Ð  

IhédàÔ, jÊMhÐ«Þe [ËfÞ[ÁÒe TÞ@e ]Þ_ aÞ[Þa- 
aÐ`Ð cÐ' jé`ð Ò]MÊ\ÞÒm Ð eÐÒShéeÑ* aÐkÐOeÒe 
aÐ`Ð [Ð*e jcª jÐc\ÔàLÊ Mnà LeÞaÐLÊ 
LÊ¶Þ[ ÒkÐB_\ÞÒm Ð AB.Ae.Hjç B_çLcVÔÐμ @$Þje, 
ÒdÐNÔ SéÐBÜ ,MÐ_]Ð_ Oe Ð bÐNÔ @_ÊLËf \ÞÒm jéNàe 
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QÐt AjÞ AÒ`AÒ` ^eÐ]ÞH Ð [Ð*  cÐ_j®Ð_LÊ aÐ`Ð 
AMÞÒe SNÞ\ÞÒm Ð LÞ«Ê eÐÒShéeÑ _ÞSLÊ eÞ¦, _ÞÓjé 
cÒ_ LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð ÒLcÞ[Þ Òj H ]Þé^ÐaÞb¦ c_LÊ @`àZ 
LeÞÒa ÒjßÐcÔhÍÑ*Ê Ð cÐ LkÞ\ÞmÐ, Òj kÞÜ [Ð*e BkLÐf 
`eLÐfe jÐ\Ñ Ð ÒLcÞ[Þ Òj [Ð*Ê `Íaq_Ð 
LeÞ`ÐeÞÒa ? `Í[ÐeZÐ LeÞÒa _ÞS AcúÐLÊ ! 

HB jÕOià bÞ[Òe Òj j«ÊfÞ ÒkD\ÞÒm Ð aÐkÐOe 
jeÞdÐB\ÞmÐ Ð HL ÒaNNÐcÑ ÒVÍ_çe dÐ[ÍÑ`eÞ Òj 
`RÒe RÐXÞAjÞ\ÞÒm `ó\ÞaÑe @_Ê`c  ÒhÐbÐ, hÔÐcf 
cÐ¯Ðc¯ ]óhÔ, LÐh[¨Ñ $Ême S¯dÐ[ÐÍ - `ÍÐZe jLf 
AÒaN,ALÊf[Ð,ÒjB bm`ÐBaÐe ckL AD cÞWÐcÞWÐ 
LqÐjé`ð, @[Ñ[e LÐ_bÐjÒe HL D³f ÒSÔÐ[ÞaÞtÊ 
ÒkÐBdÐB ASÞ dÐH TVLÊRÞ Ð 

eÐÒShéeÑ _ÞSLÊ AaÞ´Ðe LeÞ\ÞÒm AD HL 
SN[Òe Ð ÒdDÜWÞ `ÍÐQÊdÔà @RÞ, ÒbÐN @RÞ,aÞfÐj 
@RÞ,lc[Ð, `Í[Þ`rÞ @RÞ HaÕ jaÊLÞRÞ @RÞe ÒLÐfÐkf; 
LÞ«Ê _ÐkÞÜ beÐ_Ce `ÍÐZDRÊfÐ kó]¯ @bÞjÐe Ð 
ÒjßÐcÔhÍÑ* aÞQÐeÒe XÍBÕeÊcçe @_ÔjaÊ _ÐcÑ]ÐcÑ 
jÐSj³Ð, D`LeZ`eÞ ±Ñ c^Ô ÒaX eÊcçe HL 
Qc[çLÐe LÐQLÒ¬B, jÐÕNjÐ\Ñ ckmÒe dÐkÐeË`e 
QnÐà LeÞkÊH- `[Þ kÞjÐaÒe [Ð' eË`LÊ Ò_B Naà 
LeÞkÊH Ð `ÐVÞà,`ÞLç_ÞLç,LâaÒe jÊteÑ ±Ñe `[Þ jcªWÊ 
_ÞAeÐ ÒaÐmÞ bÐaÞkÊH ,ÒdDÜ eË` ÒLaf ÒbÐNe 
Ò_ßÒa]Ô  ÒkÐB`ÐÒe Ð Dn`]aÑ jÐÕNLÊ aXOee 
ÒaÐkË Òj`eÞ ÒLÐVÞLÒe ÒNÐVÞH _ÒkÒm, H aX`Z 
câÐ_ ]ÞhÞa Ð aXaX ÒkÐÒVmÒe, ]ÞmâÑ, aÐ=ÐÒmÐeçÒe 
c]cÐÕj bÞ[Òe ÒdßÐa_LÊ AL¶ `Ð_ LeÞaÐ \ÞmÐ HB 
NÐeÞcÐc¯ jÕbÐÍ«Þe `eÞQ¯ Ð eÐÒShéeÑ @Z_ÞÓhéÐjÑ 
ÒkÐBdÐD\ÞÒm Ð cÒ_cÒ_ _ÞSLÊ `Íhð LeÊ\ÞÒm, Òj 
L'Z HB jÊM QkÞÜ\ÞÒm? Ò[Òa, L'Z Òj QÐkÊÜ\ÞÒm, 
dÐkÐLÊ `ÐB Òj MÊjÞ ÒkÐB\ÐÒ«, _ÞSLÊ ^_Ô cÒ_ 
LeÞ\ÐÒ« ? ]cLÐH ÒMÐmÐ`a_ `ÐBÒm VÞLÞH _ÞÓhéÐj 
cÐeÒ« Ð ÒLDÜWÞ cÞfÞa Òj ÒMÐmÐ`a_, [ÐeÐ beÐ 
ALÐh,dÐkÐe ÒdÐXÐÒdÐXÐ AMÞÒe \Þa aqÞaÐe ckÊA 
_ÞhÐ....@jÊcÐeÑ jé`ð..... Ð 

]Þ_ NXÞdÐD\ÞmÐ Ð AN`R ÒkÐB aÐ`Ê_Ê J cÐcÞ_Þ 
ÒLÐfLÊ AjÞ\ÞÒm Ð OeLeZÐ, `ÞmÐ* bmct, 
`ÐW`YÐ,jÐécÑ*e a]fÞ, `ÍÒcÐh_,  

OeÒ[ÐfÐ, hÐhÊ 
hhÊe* QÞLÞjúÐ, LÐâj`ÐBÜ `ÍªÊ[Þ, LÒmSe _Ð_Ð S&Ðf 
bÞ[Òe ^ÑÒe^ÑÒe mÞbÞmÞbÞ AjÊ\ÞmÐ Òj Séf« 
eX_ÞAÜe DrÐ` Ð eÐÒShéeÑ `£ÐNókÞZÑ `ÐmVÞ 
dÐB\ÞÒm Ð `RLÊ cÊkÜ Ò$ÒeB QÐkÞÜaÐLÊ [Ð*e @aje 
_\ÞmÐ Ð @[Ñ[e ÒjB jêó[ÞQÞ[Í D`Òe jc¯ `eª 
`eª ^ËfÞ Òm`ÞÒ]D\ÞmÐ Ð @¸½ ÒkÐB AjÞ\ÞmÐ Òj 
RÐ¯ÐRaÞ Ð QÞkðÐ cÊkÜ @QÞkÐð mÐNÊ\ÞmÐ ..... 
aÞ[ÞdÐB\ÞmÐ ]ÑOà `teaià Ð  
H ^eÐauÐ SÑa_Òe @LjêÐ[ç ÒNÐÒV aÞÒ¸ÐeZ OVÞmÐ Ð 
ÒLÒ[]Þ_ ÒkmÐ ÒjßÐcÔhÍÑ hdÔÐh¯Ñ \ÞÒm Ð aÔÐLÊf 
ÒkÐB AB.Hcç.Hjç. Òe [Ð*e QÞLÞjúÐ `ÐBÜ 
^ÐBÜdÐB\ÞÒm eÐÒShéeÑ Ð LÞ«Ê XÐ¦e*e _ÞeÊrÐ` 
ÒOÐiZÐ eÐÒShéeÑ* @ªÞ[éLÊ ^ËfÞjÐ[ç LeÞÒ]aÐLÊ 
dÒ\½ \ÞmÐ, ÒjßÐcÔhÍÑ mÞbe jÞÒeÐjÞjç ÒeÐNÒe 
`ÑXÞ[ Ð mÞbe $*j_ç LeÊ_Þ Ð QÞLÞjúÐe $fÐ$f L'Z 
Òka, LkÞÒka_Þ Ð Chée*Ê bejÐ LeÞaÐRXÐ AD LÞRÞ 
D`Ð¯ _ÐkÞÜ Ð XÐ¦e 
[ AD bNaÐ_ç _ÊkÜ«Þ ! @[Ô^ÞL c]Ô`Ð_e aÞic $f 
Ð aX LLàh hÊbÊ\ÞmÐ XÐ¦e*e jée Ð 
jÐécÑ* FNçZ aÞiÀ cÊkÜLÊ eÐÒShéeÑ ÒjðkÒaÐfÐ ]ó½ÞÒe 
QÐkÞÜÒm Ð HB cZÞiVÞ jkÞ[ [Ð*e ]ÑOà `te aiàe 
jÊM]ÊÓMe jÕjÐe Ð ÒLÒ[  cÐ_bÞcÐ_, 
ÒLÒ[ eÐNÒeÐi, ÒLÒ[ kjMÊjÞ Ð HB cZÞiVÞ [ [Ð* 
cÐ[ó[éLÊ Ò]BRÞ $fhÍó[Þ ,[Ð* `[Ñð[éLÊ LeÞRÞ j®Ð_Þ[ Ð 
[Ð* `Ð][Òf @SÐXÞÒ]BRÞ 
jÊMÒjßÐbÐNÔ Ð HB cZÞiVÞLÊ Òj bm`ÐA«Þ, HB 
`Í\caÐe Òj @_Êba LÒm Ð eÐÒShéeÑ* aÊLÊ 
$ÐVÞNmÐ`eÞ mÐNÊ\ÞmÐ Ð AMÞeÊ ^Ðe^Ðe mÊk TeÞAjÞmÐ 
Ð Òj A[Êe ÒkÐB Chée*Ê cÒ_cÒ_ `ÍÐ\à_Ð LÒm..... 
`ÍbÊ  ! ÒcÐ' jÕjÐe DSÐXÞ]Þ@_Ð Ð [Ð*Ê bmLeÞ]Þ@ 
`ÍbÊ ! cÒ[ ÒdÒ[ ]ÊÓM Ò]DRÞ, ]Þ@ `ÒR,[Ð*Ê 
bmLeÞ]Þ@ `ÍbÊ ! 
Òj SÐZÞ\ÞÒm, ÒaÒfÒaÒf HcÞ[Þ ÒNÐÒV jc¯ AÒj, 
ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf V*Ð`BjÐ, lc[Ð, `Í[Þ`rÞ, XÐ¦e-Ki^ 
LÞRÞ LÐc]ÞH_Þ ÒLaf ÒjB ]ÞaÔ LeÊZÐ RXÐ Ð  
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HB ÒLÒ[]Þ_ bÞ[Òe ÒjßÐcÔhÍÑ* jéÐyÔe ]ÍÊ[ @a_[Þ 
OVÊ\ÞmÐ Ð eÐÒShéeÑ* `ÐBÜ ]Þ_eÐ[Þ HLÐLÐe 
ÒkÐBdÐB\ÞmÐ Ð Òj jaÊLÞRÞ bÊmÞdÐB\ÞÒm Ð 

jÒ[ L'Z Òj dccÊkÜeÊ RXÐB AZÞ`ÐeÞÒa 
ÒjßÐcÔhÍÑ*Ê Ð [Ð* ÒjaÐd[ð, AcúÞL _ÞºÐ Ò]MÞ XÐ¦e 
c^Ô ª• ÒkÐBdÐB\ÞÒm Ð H`eÞ HL jÕLVeÊ [Ð*Ê  
elÐ LeÞaÐ`ÐBÜ HL QÐÒm& bfÞ NÍkZ LeÞ\ÞÒm XÐ¦e 
Ð HB @jkÐ¯ _ÐeÑVÞe LeÊZ aXaX AMÞ]ÊBVÞLÊ QÐkÞÜ 
Ò]Òm [Ð* XÐ¦eÑ kó]¯ [efÞ dÐD\ÞmÐ Ð Òj aÞ `Z 
LeÞ mÐNÞ`XÞ\ÞÒm ÒjßÐcÔhÍÑ* QÞLÞjúÐÒe ! 

H[ÞLÞÒaÒf _Zt cÑ_Ð Ò$Ð_ç LeÞ LkÞ\ÞmÐ-""bÐDS, 
ÒcÐe ÒNÐÒV @_ÊÒeÐ^ elÐLeÞa ! [ÊÒc [ HÒ[ LeÊQ, 
AD ÒNÐVÞH LÐc Le«_Þ bÐB* `ÐBÜ ? jÐécÞSÑ 
HÒa ]ÞmâÑÒe ekÊR«Þ Ð Òj ÒNÐÒV j©Ðk ÒkmÐ 
aÞÒ]heÊ AjÞR«Þ Ð [ÊÒc [Ð*Ê \Òe dÐB Ò]MÐLe Ð 
[Ð*e ]¯ÐÒkÒm bÐB bm ÒkB dÞÒa Ð Òj aj«LÊ& 
AhÍcÒe ekÊR«Þ Ð ÒcÐ' eÐZ bÐDS, [ÊÒc \Òe dÐB 
[Ð*Ê Ò]MÐLeÞ Aj Ð `Í[Þ]Þ_ [Ð* `ÐMÒe kSÐe 
kSÐe b¦ eÊ¨ ÒkDR«Þ Ð Ò]MÐcÞfÞaÐ L½ Ð \Òe 
Ò]MÐÒkÒm, [ÊÒc [Ð* @ÒmßÐLÞL h¦Þe `eÞQ¯ 
`ÐB`ÐeÞa Ð ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf dÐB @_Êba LeÞa, cÊÜ [ÊcLÊ 
L'Z LkÊ\ÞmÞ Ð'' 

- ""ÒLDÜ jÐécÞSÑ* L\Ð LkÊ\Þm cÑ_Ð Ð cÒ[ aÐ Òj 
LÐkÞÜLÞ Ò]MÐÒ]Òa ! '' 

- ""cZÞi A[Êe ÒkÒm, aÞ`_ð ÒkÒm Chée* 
heZÐ`_ð kÊH Ð jÐécÞSÑ `ec]¯ÐfÊ Ð Òj [ÊcLÊ _ÞeÐh 
LeÞÒa_Þ, bÐDS ! [Ð*e ]¯ÐÒkÒm bÐB bm 
ÒkÐBdÞÒa Ð jÐécÑ ]ÞaÔÐ_t*e ckÞcÐ L'Z [ÊÒc hÊZÞ_, 
bÐDS ? ÒcÐe `ËeÐ aÞhéÐj, [Ð*e Ló`ÐÒkÒm bÐB bm 
ÒkBdÞÒa Ð ÒcÐ bÐB*Ê  aqÐ@ bÐDS..... Ð Òj ÒcÐe 
ÒNÐVÞH ÒaÐmÞ bÐB Ð [c ÒNÐX[Òf `XÊQÞ, [ÊÒc \Òe 
ÒcÐ' L\Ð cÐ_Þ AjÞ [Ð*Ê Ò]MÐLe Ð [ÊÒc LkÞÒm cÊÜ 
dÐB [ÊcLÊ Ò_B AjÞaÞ Ð'' 

cÑ_Ðe bÞSÐbÞSÐ  L¶ eÊuÞ  ÒkÐBdÐD\ÞmÐ, Òj AD 
@^ÞLÐ LÞRÞ  LkÞ`ÐeÞmÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð eÐÒShéeÑ ÒLÐcf L¶Òe 
LkÞÒm - ""LÐt_Þ cÑ_Ð Ð bÐB [Êce bmÒkÐBdÞÒa Ð 
WÐLÊÒe ÒcÐ' `Í[Þ HÒ[ _ÞºÊe ÒkÒa_Þ Ð cÊÜ dÞaÞ cÑ_Ð, 
jÐécÞSÑ*Ê Ò]MÐLeÞaÞ ! [Ð* ÒNÐX ^eÞ [Êc bÐB* 

SÑa_bÞlÐ LeÞaÞ Ð [Òc aÔª kÊ@_Þ, ÒcÐ' jÊ_Ð`eÐ Ð 
[Òc LÐtÞÒm cÊÜ ÒLcÞ[Þ Ò^ßdÔà ^eÞaÞ, LkÞm ?'' 
ÒLÐkÒe bÐ=Þ `XÞÒm eÐÒShéeÑ Ð ]ÊB`ÒV ]ÊB 
@jkÐ¯ _ÐeÑ*e ccàÒa]_ÐLÊ ÒaÐkÞÒ_aÐ`ÐBÜ 
ÒVmÞÒ$Ð_ç `eÞ _ÞSÑàa aªÊVÞe dÒ\½ jÐc\Ôà 
_\ÞmÐ Ð 

QÐeÞVÐ _aÐSÊZÊ cÑ_Ð NÐXÞÒ_B AjÞ `kqÞNmÐ  Ð 
`ÐqVÐÒaÒf  jéÐcÞSÑ*e jaàjÐ^ÐeZ ]hà_ Ð R@VÐÒe 
jcËk `ÍÐ\à_Ð, jÕ^ÔÐAe[Ñ Ð eÐÒShéeÑ 
`ÍªÊ[ ÒkÐBNÒm Ð ÒjßÐcÔhÍÑ* `ÐMÒe aÐ`Ê_ÊLÊ ajÐB 
Òj cÑ_Ð jkÞ[ aÐkÐeÞ `XÞÒm Ð aÐVjÐeÐ cÑ_Ð @_Nàf 
N`Þ QÐmÞ\ÞmÐ jÐécÞSÑ* ckÞcÐL\Ð Ð 
AÒceÞLÐ,m¨_,BDÒeÐ`e aÞbÞ_ð Ò]hÒe jÐécÞSÑ*e 
AhÍc @RÞ Ð kSÐekSÐe aÞÒ]hÑ [Ð*e b¦ Ð [Ð* 
L\Ð, [Ð* `ÍaQ_ dÞH hÊZÞRÞ, Òj ^_Ô ÒkÐBdÐBRÞ Ð 
jÐécÞSÑ LeÊZÐe @a[Ðe Ð ]Ñ_]ÊÓMÑ, dÞH [Ð*e 
heZÐ`_ð ÒkÐBRÞ, LÐkÐLÊ Òj _ÞeÐh LeÞ_ÐkÐ«Þ Ð 
[Ð*e ]ÞaÔh¦Þ afÒe Òj b¦cÐ_*e ]ÊÓMkeZ 
LeÞ`Ðe«Þ Ð cÊ¦Þe cÐNà Ò]MÐB Ò]B\Ð«Þ Ð AMÞÒe _ 
Ò]MÞÒm aÞhéÐj LeÞ`ÐeÞa_Þ, bÐDS Ð [Ð* cÊkÜeÊ jÒ[LÞ 
A_t aiàÐ ÒkD\ÐH Ð c_Òe jÐcÐ_Ô @kÕLÐe \ÞÒm 
[Ð* ]¯Ð]ó½Þ `XÞa_Þ Ð _ÞSLÊ jÕ`ËÀà jc`àZ LÒm Òj 
[Êce jaÊ aÞ`]A`]e bÐe ak_ LeÞ\Ð«Þ Ð 

aÐVjÐeÐ cÑ_Ð N`ÞN`Þ QÐmÞ\ÞmÐ Ð eÐÒShéeÑ 
_ÑeaÒe jaÊ hÊZÊ\ÞÒm Ð jÐécÞSÑ* ]hà_ cÞfÞdÐD, \Òe 
ÒLcÞ[Þ [Ð*e Ló`Ð]ó½Þ `XÊ Ð Òj A&ÊfÞ `Ð[Þ ÒjßÐcÔhÍÑ* 
SÑa_bÞlÐ LeÞÒa Ð 

AhÍc ÒmÐLÐeZÔ ÒkÐBDWÞ\ÞmÐ Ð ]ÊB`ÒV 
hÞiÔhÞiÔÐcÐÒ_ b¦cÐ_*Ê ^ÐXÞ^ÐXÞ LeÞ ajÐD\ÞÒm Ð 
hÐ«Þhó<fÐ `ÐBÜ ÒahÞ LÞRÞ `eÞhÍc LeÞaÐLÊ `XÊ_\ÞmÐ 
ÒjcÐ_*Ê Ð jÐécÞSÑ* A^ÔÐcúÞL h¦Þ Òj jcNÍ @qfLÊ 
`Ë[`aÞ[Í LeÞeMÞ\ÞmÐ Ð @]óhÔ bÐaÒe Òd`eÞ ÒLkÞ 
SÒZ jaÊLÊ _Þ¯§Z LeÊ\ÞmÐ Ð _ÞS _ÞS Aj_Òe ajÞ 
b¦cÐÒ_ NbÑe DLú¶Ðe  jkÞ[ jÐécÞSÑ*Ê `Í[ÑlÐ 
LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð  

AhÍce Q[ÊÓ`ÐhéàÒe ÒNÐmÐ`LÊ¨cÐ_*Òe jS$ÊVÐ 
ÒNÐmÐ` ÒhÐbÐ`ÐD\ÞmÐ Ð ^ÐXÞ^ÐXÞ e= Òae=e ÒN¨Ê, 
XÐmÞA, SÞ_ÞA `Íbó[Þ  hÑ[]Þ_ÞA $ÊmNR NÊXÞLe @`Ëaà 
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ÒhÐbÐ jkÞ[ c^Êe b¦Þ jÕNÑ[e cËoà_Ð jÐeÐ 
`eÞÒahLÊ jéNÑà¯jÊicÐÒe beÞÒ]B\ÞmÐ Ð Q[Ê~ÞàNÒe 
`ÍhÐ«Þe @có[c¯ ¸hà b¦cÐ_*  kó]¯Òe b¦Þe 
`âÐa_ jó½Þ LeÊ\ÞmÐ Ð `ÐÍ¯ @^ÞLÐÕh b¦ AMÞaÊSÞ 
b¦ÞjÕNÑ[e [ÐÒf[ÐÒf TÊcÞaÐLÊ Aec÷ LeÞÒ]B\ÞÒm Ð 
`ÐqVÐ aÐSÞaÐLÊ [\Ð`Þ `tecÞ_ÞVç aÐLÞ Ð cÑ_ÐLÊ 
_ÑeaÒe @_ÊjeZ LeÊ\ÞÒm eÐÒShéeÑ Ð ]ÞÒkÜ Aj_ 
NÍkZ LÒm Ð WÞLç `ÐqVÐÒaÒf Q[Ê~ÞàNLÊ cËoÞà[ LeÞ 
hÊbh<^é_Þ aÐSÞDWÞmÐ Ð jÐécÞSÑ* ANc_ `ÐBÜ jcÒª 
DjúÊL ÒkÐB QÐkÞÜekÞÒm Ð jÐécÞSÑ AjÞ Aj_ NÍkZ 
LÒm Ð b¦cÐÒ_ _ÞS _ÞS Aj_ `ÐMÒe cÊ¨ _ÊAÜB 
`ÍZÐc LÒm Ð j®ÞfÞ[ `ÍÐ\à_Ðe c^Êe T*ÐeÒe 
NN_`a_ cÊMeÞ[ ÒkÐBDWÞmÐ Ð jÐécÞSÑ c^Ô 
`ÍÐ\à_ÐÒe ÒdÐNÒ]Òm Ð eÐÒShéeÑ AMÞaÊSÞ cÒ_cÒ_ 
`ÍÐ\à_Ð LeÊ\ÞÒm Ð  

- Òk SN]Ñhée ! ÒLÒ[ eË`Òe , ÒLÒ[ bÐaÒe 
[ÊÒc H QeÐQeÒe aÔÐ© ÒkÐB ekÞR Ð Òk @«dÔÐàcÑ, 
[ÊcLÊ bmÐ ÒLDÜ L\Ð @ÒNÐQe ?  

[ÊcLÊ ÒcÐ' ]ÊÓM SZÐBaÐLÊ ^ÐBÜAjÞRÞ `ÍbÊ ! 
H ]ÊÓMÞ_ÑLÊ ]¯ÐLe, `ÍbÊ ! 

eÐÒShéeÑ @Ò_L jc¯dÐH AMÞaÊSÞ ajÞ\ÞÒm Ð 
jcËk`ÍÐ\à_Ð jeÞdÐB\ÞmÐ Ð jÐécÞSÑ* ]hà_ `ÐBÜ 
mcéÐ^ÐXÞ mÐNÞdÐB\ÞmÐ Ð eÐÒShéeÑ*Ê  kmÐB Ò]B cÑ_Ð 
LkÞmÐ - bÐDS, DW Ð jÐécÞSÑ* `Ð]]hà_ LeÞaÐ Ð 
c§a[ç eÐÒShéeÑ DWÞ`XÞ LÔÊÒe RÞXÐ ÒkÒm Ð SZSZ 
ÒkÐB AÒNB dÐD\ÞÒm b¦cÐÒ_ Ð 

jÊ]ÑOà hêhÍÊbÞ[eÊ jÐécÞSÑ*e ÒSÔÐ[Þcà¯ cÊkÜVÞ 
bÐjÞDWÊ\ÞmÐ Ð AMÞÒe @SjÍ LeÊZÐe jðÞN^[Ð Ð JWÒe 
mÐMÞ ekÞ\ÞmÐ ÒQ_ÐH jêÞ[ kj Ð LÐkÐ cÊ¨Òe kÐ[ eMÞ, 
LÐkÐLÊ kÐ[Ò[ÐfÞ AhÑàaÐ] LeÞ, LÐkÐLÊ jêÞ[ kjÒe , 
LÐkÐLÊ `Ò]@Ò^ c^Êe L\ÐÒe jÐécÞSÑ AhéÐj_Ð 
Ò]D\ÞÒm Ð ASÐ_ÊmcÞé[ jÐ$Í_ç Lmee Ò`ÐiÐL bÞ[eÊ  
[Ð*e ]ÊB `Ð]`]êÒe jaÊeÞ ]ó½Þ _Þaw Ð cÑ_Ð `ÍZÐc 
LeÞ QÐmÞdÞaÐ `Òe AÒNBNÒm eÐÒShéeÑ - jÐécÞSÑ*  
]ÊB`Ð]Òe cÊ¨eMÞ `ÍZÐc LÒm Ð AMÞe ^Ðe^Ðe 
mÊkÒe bÞSÞdÐD\ÞmÐ [Ð*e `Ð]]ÊBVÞ Ð ALÊf 
AÒaNÒe \e\e L¶Òe eÐÒShéeÑ LkÞÒm -jÐécÞSÑ, 
Òk ]¯Ðc¯ , ÒcÐ' jÐécÑ*Ê aqÐB]Þ@«Ê Ð A`Z LeÊZÐe 

@a[Ðe Ð ÒcÐ' SÑa_ aÞ_Þc¯Òe ÒcÐ' jÐécÑ*e 
SÑa_bÞlÐ LeÊRÞ Ð H ]Ñ_]ÊÓMÞ_Ñe jc`àZLÊ jÑéLÐe 
Le«Ê Ð eÐÒShéeÑ* cÊ¨ D`Òe kÐ[eMÞ jÐécÞSÑ 
LkÞÒm- eÐÒShéeÑ... [ÊÒc.... ! 
 

jÐécÞSÑ* [Ê¨Òe AD h~ ¸ÊeÞ _ \ÞmÐ Ð LÞRÞlZ 
ÒcßÐ_ekÞ Òj AÒª AÒª LkÞÒm - DW eÐÒShéeÑ, `ÍbÊ 
[Êce `ÍÐ\à_Ð _Þ¾¯ c&Êe LeÞÒa Ð 

_Þcàf kó]¯e, NbÑe aÞhéÐje ,@LÊ¶QÞre 
jc`àZLÊ Chée jÐ]Òe NÍkZ LeÞ\Ð«Þ Ð ÒjB 
`ecLÐeÊZÞL, ]¯Ðc¯*Ê `ÍÐ\à_Ð Le Ð Òj [Êce BoÐ 
`ËÀà LeÞÒa Ð @«ee `ÍÐ\à_Ð ÒLÒa aÞ$f kÊH_ÐkÞÜ 
eÐÒShéeÑ ...... Ð 

QcLÞ `XÞÒm eÐÒShéeÑ Ð jÐécÞSÑ L'Z [Ð* _ÐÜ 
SÐZ«Þ ? LÞ«Ê H LÐkÐe jée ? h[Ð~Ñe NkéeeÊ 
bÐjÞAjÊRÞ H jée ! @[Þ QÞkðÐQÞkÐð..... @[Þ A`ZÐe 
jée ....LÐkÐe ? LÐkÐe ÒkÐB`ÐÒe ........?  

eÐÒShéeÑ cÊkÜÒ[ÐfÞ QÐkÞÜÒm Ð jÐécÞSÑ* aÞkéf 
AMÞeÊ LeÊZÐe ÒSÔÐ[Þ TeÞAjÊ\ÞmÐ Ð ]ÊB JWÒe 
mÐMÞekÞ\ÞmÐ hÞhÊjÊmb cÞWÐ kj^ÐÒe Ð bÞSÞ dÐD\ÞmÐ 
[Ð*e jcNÍjrÐ, [Ð*e BkLÐf, `eLÐf Ð 

 
 
X.jÊÒmÐQ_Ð ]Ðj, jéÐcÑ J `ÞmÐ* jkÞ[ LVL 

aÐ]ÐcaÐXÞÒe eÊk«Þ Ð Òj [Ð*e mfÞ[ _Þau aÐ ecÔ eQ_Ð 
""@aÊTÐ @uÐe'' `ÐBÜ  2003 cjÞkÐe  JXÞA jÐkÞ[Ô 
HLÐÒXcÞ Ềe´ÐeÒe j®Ð_Þ[ ÒkÐB\ÞÒm Ð [Ð*e 
Í̀LÐhÞ[ 30VÞ ỀªL c^ÔeÊ _ÑfjéNà, Ak[ ajÊ̂ Ð, ÒcOcÊ¦ 

ALÐh, ÒcÐkcÊ¦Þ,cÐVÞe ckL, c^ÊleÐ J @hÍÊe @bhÞÒiL 
A]Þ @[Þ DnÒLÐVÑe D`_ÔÐj @ÒV Ð Òj T*Ðe aÞhÊa 
`Êe´Ðe, DLúf jÐkÞ[Ô jcÐS `Êe´Ðe, eÐSÞa NÐuÑ 
j]çbhÐa_Ð `Êe´Ðe J AkÊeÞ @Ò_L `Êe´ÐeÒe 
j®Ð_Þ[ ÒkÐBR«Þ Ð @Ò_L `[Í `[ÍÞLÐÒe [Ð*e  ÒmMÐ 
Í̀LÐh_ ÒkD@RÞ Ð  X. ]Ðj "" JXÞA jÐkÞ[ÔÒe eÐSÒ_ß[ÞL 

ÒQ[_Ð '' Òe `Þ.HQ.XÞ _Þau Ð 
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TeÐ `[Íe G[Ê 
jÑcÐ cÞhÍ   

 

 
@Ò_L L\Ð @RÞ 
dÐkÐ jkSÒe aÊTÞ kÊH _ÐkÞÜ 
Òd`eÞ `[Í TeÐ F[ÊÒe  
QÒYB cÐ_*e ÒLÐfÐkf 
$Êm cÐ_*e  
LÞRÞ @jkÐ¯ bÐa Ð 
 

AD ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf  
`a_ akÞ AÒZ 
jaÊ bÐa @bÐae bÐiÐLÊ 
hv cÐ_*e ÒNÐ`_ @bÞjÐeLÊ 
aÊTÞ kÊH_Þ LÐkÞÜLÞ 
jaÊ _Þea[Ðe ÒLÐWeÑÒe 
hÊbÞdÐH 
jêó[Þ cÐ_*e ÒLÐfÐkf Ð 
 

AD \Òe ÒjWÞ 
aj« AÒj 
$Ême cÒkÐjúa kÊH 
jc¯ e `Z[eÊ MjÞ @Ðj«Þ 
LÞRÞ QÞ[ÍÞ[ `ÍSÐ`[Þ 
`<Òe akÞ @ÐZ«Þ 
@Ò_L jÊLÊcÐe F[Ê 
ÒdcÞ[Þ AB cÐ@Ð e Ò`XÞeÊ 
MjÞ @Ðj«Þ  
@Ò_L jé`ð LYÞ Ð 
 

LÞHaÐ aÊÒTB Ò]a 
jaÊ jé`ð LYÞ 
LÐkÞÜ $Êm ÒkÐB $ÊV«Þ_Þ 
jaÊ $Êm aÞ LÐkÞÜLÞ 
ckL aÊZ«Þ_Þ 
jLÐfe hÊbÍ `Z[Òe 

ÒmMÐÒkÐB \úaÐ 
ÒdÒ[ hÊbÍ LaÞ[Ð 
LÐkÞÜLÞ ^Ë@ÐÜfÞA ]ÞhÊ\ÐH 
ÒNÐ^ËfÞ ÒafÐÒe Ð 
 
ÒaÒf ÒaÒf 
aiàZ cÊMe eÐ[ÞÒe 
aÐeÞ] aÞtÊe eÞcç TÞcç jÊeÒe 
ÒLkÞaÞ hÊZÞ `Ðe«Þ_Þ 
kó]¯ [fe ¸t_ 
@Ò_L ]ÊeeÊ 
@uÐe Ò]kÒe TmLÐH @ÐÒmÐL e `eÞ 
`ÍÐQÑ_ @ÐhÐe TmL VÞH  
$ÞVÞ `XÊ\ÐH 
eÐ[Þe `Ð`ÊmÞeÊ 
jaÊ AcúÐ_ÊbË[Þ RÊBÜdÐH 
]ÞN«eÊ ]ÞN«LÊ  Ð 
 
jLÐfe jSf[ÐeÊ 
jÐDÜVÞ Ò_aÐLÊ kÊH 
cÊ¦Ð `eÞ aÞÒRB ÒkÐB `XÞ\úaÐ 
@hÍÊaÊtÐ cÐ_*Ê 
\f LËf cÞÒf_Þ 
LÐkÐe H @hÍÊ 
[Êce _Ð ÒcÐe 
j[Òe LÐkÐe 
`Í[ÞVÞ Sf aÞtÊÒe `Í[Þ$fÞ[ kÊH 
jaÊ jé`ð @= ÑLÐe 
_Ñea d§ZÐe EwéàÒe 
jaÊ `ÍÑ[Þ jaÊ @bÞjÐe 

 
aÞMÔÐ[ jÐkÞ[ÔÞL J NÒaiL XÓ, `ÍÒ$je LÐkðÊQeZ cÞhÍ *e ÒSÔºÐ�L_ÔÐ jÑcÐ cÞhÍ jÊÒmMúLÐ bÐaÒe jaà[Í `eÞQÞ[ Ð @Ò_L jÐkÞ[Ô j®Ð_e 
@^úLÐeÞZÑ jÑcÐ cÞhÍ SÒZ ÒjßÐMÑ_ QÞ[Í hÞÁÑ J aÞh éaÞMÔÐ[ AVà @$ mÞbhÞ=ç e @^ÔÐ`ÞLÐ  Ð  Òj JXÞhÐ J JXÞhÐ aÐkÐÒe @Ò_L j=Ñ[, _ó[Ô, 
jÐkÞ[Ô J XÍÐcÐVÞL @_ÊºÐ_ cÐ_*e `eÞQÐf_ÐÒe @NÍZÑ bhËcÞLÐ Ò_B @ÐjÞR«Þ Ð  jéÐcÑ jnÞ]Ð_t cÞhÍ SÒZ ]l B&Þ_Þ¯e J jÊÒmML Ð 
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ALÐhe cô[ÔÊ 
cÒ_ÐSç `¨Ð 
 
_ÑfÐb ]ÞN«  
ÒLÒa `ËÒÀàtÊe @eÊZÞcÐÒe D¡ÐjÞ[  
@aÐ jÒ[S, `ìÐaÞ[, jËdàÔjðÐ[  
AD ÒLÒa _Þ¹öb, _ÞÒªS, _Þ¹t  
[XÞmî[Ð J ÒcO Òc]Ëee QÐ`mÔ  
ÒLÒa LÒe LöÑX_Le @=ÑLÐe  
haàeÑ [\Ð hÐ«, jðÞNç^ juÔÐ J D_ëÊ¦  
]Þaje mÊQLÐfÞ ÒMf cÆÒe  
ÒLÒa $ÊVÞ DÒW e= Òae= aÀàÐfÑe c§cÊNç^  `pQÞ[ö  
AD [ÐkÐkÞÜ ÒkÐB dÐH bÐaÊL, ]hàL, NÅÐfÞLÐ c_e  
HL Ò$_Ð¯Þ[ c^Ê`Ð[ö Ð  
AkÐ H`eÞ HL ALÐh ÒdDÜWÐÒe QÐmÞ\ÐH @kek 
c^ÊQtöÞLÐe ÒhÐbÐdÐ[öÐ  
[ÐkÐe LÞ`eÞ Òka _Þ_àÞÒci da_ÞLÐ`Ð[ Ð  
HL bÑcLÐ« hÞkeZe TmL ÒMfÞ dÐH [ÐkÐe 
@_ÊÒhÐQ_ÐÒe  
LÞ«Ê aÐªaÒe ALÐhe @ayÞ[Þ [ÐkÐe S_ëe `ö[ÑL  
dÐkÐe ÒkÐBRÞ jô½Þ, [ÐkÐe [ `öf¯ [öÞaÐe j[Ô 
 
Ò[Òa HkÞ ALhe LÞ`eÞ Òka cô[ÔÊ?  
[Ð'`Òe ekÞa LZ?  
HL hË_Ô, hË_Ô, ckÐhË_Ôe @bÞÒ`ö[ @a[ÐeZÐ  
ÒkÒm hË_Ôe jsÐ ALÐhe yÞ[ÞÒe @bÞ_ÞÒahÞ[  
AD ALÐhe @aLÐh L]ÐQÞ[ç ÒkÐB `ÐÒe_Ð c_e SÑa_Òe  
jÊ[eÐÕ ALÐhe cô[ÔÊ `ÐBÜ, c_e cô[ÔÊ @_ÞaÐdàÔ  
AD bÐa_Ð `öaÐke yÞe[éÒe c_e cô[ÔÊ kÊH  
c_e cô[ÔÊÒe kÞÜ ALÐhe Òhi[ée aÔÐMÔÐ kÊH  
HaÕ ÒjkÞ cô[ÔÊÒe HL QÞe«_ SÑa_e @¯cÐecø kÊH  
ÒdDÜWÞ jc-@jce Òmh cÐ[ö jrÐ _ \ÐH  
ÒLaf HL ckÐOà `öhÐ«Þe ]ÞaÔ @_Êba  
dÐkÐkÞÜ c_ÊiÔ SÑa_e HLÐ«, @«Þc LÐcÔ Ð 
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OËÀà_ 
aÞsÐ_Ñ ]Ðj 
 

Òc' cÐje jËdàÔLÞeZ jÊtebÐÒa aÞoÊeÞ[ ÒkÐB 
^eÐLÊ kjÐD\úmÐ Ð hÑ[Òe hÊMúdÐB\úaÐ OÐjNÊXÞL L@ÜfÞ 
DWÞ m_çcÐ_*e jaÊSÞcÐ aÞªÐeÞ[ LeÊ\Òúm Ð `ÊZÞ 
ÒaÒfÒaÒf jÊ_Ñf ALÐhÒe bjÐbjÐ ÒcOM¨cÐ_ 
BtÍ^_Êe e=Òe RaÞf ]óhÔ jó½ÞLeÊ\úÒm Ð `ÍLó[Þe 
HcÞ[Þ e=c¯ cÒkÐjúa QÐmÞ\úaÐ jc¯Òe QtÍÞLÐ 
SÑa_Òe HL JmVÐ ÒcÐX AjÞ\úmÐ Ð 
 

ÒhiLÊ `Ê@ ]ÊBSZ 
aÐÃ ÒkÒm Ð Ò[e 
aiàe @ce ekÞmÐ 
aÐ`Ð* `ÐMÒe AD 
]haiàe @có[ ekÞmÐ 
cÐ' `ÐMÒe Ð 
 
QtÍÞLÐe cÊ¨ OÊeÊ\úmÐ Ð 

SÑa_VÐ jÒ[LÞ hÒk @hÑ XÞNÍÑ OÊeÞNmÐ Ð LZ Òj 
SÑa_Òe QÐkÞÜ\úmÐ AD LZ jaÊ OVÞNmÐ Ð ÒhiÒe `Ê@ 
aÐÃ Ð HÒa cÒ_ ÒkDRÞ Òj ÒdcÞ[Þ HL @ÒmÐXÐ cZÞi 
Ð QtÍcÐ bfÞ Òj jéÐcÑ @eÊZ*e AÒmÐLÒe AÒmÐLÞ[ 
ÒkÐB ekÞ\úmÐ Ð HÒa Òj LlQÊÔ[ Ð @eÊZ* ÒeZÊ AD 
[Ð*Ê AÒmÐLÞ[ LeÞ`ÐeÞa_Þ; Òj HÒa @uÐeÒe kÞÜ 
SÑa_dÐ`_ LeÞa Ð 

WÞLç aÒià AWcÐj [Òf, Òj`çÒVcée cÐj 6 
[ÐeÞMÒe H OVZÐVÞ OVÞ\úmÐ Ð @eÊZ LÕ`Ð_Ñ LÐcÒe 
dÐB\Ð«Þ JéÐhÞÕV_ç XÞjÞ Ð jÐ=Òe dÐB\úÒm 

LÕ`Ð_Ñe AD ]ÊB[Þ_Þ SZ LcàQÐeÑ J aÒSVç 
aÞbÐNe ÒjÒLÍVÐeÑ ÒNâÐeÞA ÒmÐÒ`Sç Ð ÒjB j©Ðk 
Òhi h_ÞaÐe ]Þ_ @cee Ò[eaiàe S_ê]Þ_ Djúa 
`ÐfÞ[ ÒkaÐe aÔayÐ \ÐH Ð d]ÞJ bÐe[Ñ¯ @[Þ\úcÐ_* 
`ÐBÜ Òe½ÊeÐÃçeÊ MÐBaÐ AjÊ\ÐH, Ò[Òa Òc_ÊVÐ 
$ÐB_Ðmç LeÞÒ]aÐ `ÐBÜ Òj @eÊZ*Ê Ò`-Ò$Ð_çeÊ Ò$Ð_ç 
mNÐBmÐ `ÍÐ¯ eÐ[Þ jÐÒY _@VÐ ÒaÒf Ð Ò$Ð_ç ^eÞ\úmÐ 
ÒNâÐeÞA ÒmÐÒ`Sç Ð aÐjç Òj[ÞLÞ kÞÜ L\Ð, ÒjBWÊ kÞÜ 
Aec÷ ÒkmÐ [Ð' SÑa_e ckÐbÐe[ Ð 

@eÊZ JéÐhÞÕV_çeÊ Ò$eÞaÐ`Òe QtÍÞLÐ LÞRÞ LkÞ_\úmÐ 
j[, LÞ«Ê c_bÞ[Òe `Íaf jÒtk eMú @eÊZ J 
ÒNâÐeÞA* jcéu SÐZÞaÐ `ÐBÜ ÒNÐBtÐNÞeÞ LeÞaÐLÊ 
mÐNÞmÐ Ð 

LÕ`Ð_Ñe LÍÞ½çcÐjç `ÐVàÞÒe `e¸eLÊ AmÞ=_ LeÞ 
hÊbLÐc_Ð SZÐBaÐ H Ò]he eÑ[ÞeÞaÐS Ð ÒkÒm 
ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf @eÊZ ÒNâÐeÞALÊ `ÐVàÞÒe AmÞ=_ LeÞ 
""ÒceÑ LÍÞ½çcÐjç'' ÒaÐmÞ LkÞ\úÒm, ÒjBVÐLÊ jkSbÐÒa 
NÍkZ LeÞ`ÐeÞ_\úmÐ QtÍÞLÐ Ð `ÐVàÞ Òhi `dàÔ« [Ð' 
cÊkÜÒe [Ð' c_bÞ[ee @jÒ«Ði bÐa `Í[Þ$fÞ[ ÒkÐB 
@[Þ\úcÐ_* c^ÔÒe có]Ê NÊ&eZ jó½Þ LeÞ\úmÐ Ð `ÐVàÞeÊ 
Ò$eÞaÐ `Òe ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf @eÊZ `QÐeÞÒm, ""`ÐVàÞÒe 
[ce LZ ÒkmÐ? SZÐ`XÊ\úmÐ [Òc ÒdcÞ[Þ LÞRÞ aÞ  
D`ÒbÐN LeÊ_\úm Ð'' 

""[Òc [ @[Ô^úL eËÒ` D`ÒbÐN LeÊ\úm Ð cÊÜ 
D`ÒbÐN LmÞ LÞ _ÐkÞÜ, Òj\úÒe [ce LÞ QÞ«Ð?'' - 
QtÍÞLÐ c«aÔ Ò]B\úmÐ Ð 

""AÒe, LÕ`Ð_Ñ [e$eÊ HÒ[ MnàLeÞ `ÐVàÞ LeäRÞ 
D`ÒbÐN LeÞaÐ `ÐBÜ Ð BoÐ _\úÒm aÞ Sae]ª 
D`ÒbÐN LeÞaÐ DQÞ[ Ð'' - @eÊZ Dre Ò]B\úÒm Ð 
 

QtÍÞLÐ QÊ`çQÐ`ç ekÞ\úmÐ Ð 
 

HcÞ[Þ kWÐ[ç ]ÞÒ_ @eÊZ*Ê $ÒmÐ LeÊLeÊ ^eÐ 
`XÞdÐB\úmÐ QtÍÞLÐ Ð ÒjBVÐ @mÞbçNÐÒXà_çÒe Ð @eÊZ 
NÐXÞÒe JéÐÒmVç RÐXÞ dÐB\úÒm Ð [ÐLÊ Ò_aÐ`ÐBÜ AjÊAjÊ 
QtÍÞLÐLÊ Ò]Mú`LÐBÒm Ð 

""[Òc HWÞ?'' - @eÊZ* `Íhð 
""[Òc aÞ [ HWÞLÊ AjÞR Ð ÒcÐÒ[ LZ AjÞaÐLÊ c_Ð Ð'' 
- QtÍÞLÐe SaÐa Ð 
""Ò[Òa Aj mqç LeÞaÐ jÐ= ÒkÐB Ð'' - @eÊZ XÐLÞ\úÒm 
Ð 

QtÍÞLÐ LÞ«Ê dÐB_\úmÐ Ð kWÐ[ç LZ LkÞa, aÊTÞ _`ÐeÞ 
Òj OeLÊ Ò$eÞAjÞ\úmÐ Ð Òj]Þ_ eÐ[ÞÒe aÞ @eÊZ ÒdÒa 
`QÐeÞ\úÒm, QtÍÞLÐ LÞRÞ LkÞ_\úmÐ Ð @eÊZ aÔª ÒkÐB 
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`XÞ\úÒm, ""QtÍÞLÐ, [Òc XÐ¦e* `ÐMLÊ dÐB \Òe 
ÒQLç@`ç LeÞAj Ð kÊH[ LÞRÞ ÒNÐVÞH _ËA eLce 
XÞSç@Xàe [cLÊ AÒ$LçVç LeÊRÞ Ð ASÞLÐmÞ MÐ]ÔÒ`¯, 
SfaÐ¯Ê jaÊ HcÞ[Þ SVÞf ÒkÐBNmÐZÞ Òd HjaÊ cZÞi 
D`Òe LÞ eLce `ÍbÐa `LÐDRÞ, [ÐLÊ aÊTÞaÐ aX L½ 
Ð'' 

H OVZÐe cÐjL`Òe `ÊZÞ ÒNÐVÞH cÞVÞ=ç `XÞmÐ 
QÞLÐÒNÐÒe Ð dÞaÐ `Ëaà]Þ_ QtÍÞLÐ `QÐemÐ, ""LZ ÒNâÐeÞA 
aÞ dÐDRÞ Ð'' 

""kÜ Ð aÍÐ¯Ð_ç J eÞLç aÞ dÐDR«Þ Ð `ÞmÐcÐ_* ²Êmç 
_\úÒm AÒc jcÒª aÞ dÐB`ÐeÞ\ÐÒ« Ð'' - @eÊZ*e 
Dre Ð 

@eÊZ*e ÒNâÐeÞA jkÞ[ LÞ jÕ`Là @RÞ SÐZÞaÐLÊ `ÊZÞ 
[Þ_Þ-QÐeÞ\e eÐ[ÞÒe jÐÒY _@VÐ-]hVÐ ÒaÒf QtÍÞLÐ 
Ò`-Ò$Ð_çeÊ Ò$Ð_ç LeÊ\úmÐ Ð ]ÊB\e @eÊZ ^eÞ\úÒm J 
Òj at LeÞÒ]B\úmÐ; LÞ«Ê [ó[Ñ¯ \e ^eÞ\úmÐ ÒNâÐeÞA 
Ð 

@eÊZ Ò$eÞaÐ `Òe QtÍÞLÐ `QÐeÞmÐ - ""ÒNâÐeÞA 
jkÞ[ [ce LÞ jÕ`Là ?'' 

""kéÐVç ¯Ê cÞ_ç? jÞ BSç AJéÐeç LÕ`Ð_Ñ ÒjÒLÍÒVeÑ Ð'' 
""Ò_Ð ! jÞ BSç BÒ¯Ðeç cÞjçÒVÍjç Ð'' - QtÍÞLÐ eÐNÞLeÞ 

LkÞmÐ Ð 
""QtÍÞLÐ, `âÞSç jVç@`ç Ð Ò_Ð ÒcÐeç __çÒj_çjç `âÞSç Ð'' 
""AkÐ ! aÞeÐXÞ AMúaÊSÞ ]Ê^ `ÞDRÞ Ð [c LÕ`Ð_Ñe 

cÞVÞ=çe AfÒe ÒNâÐeÞA jkÞ[ aÐecéÐe k_ÞcÊ_ç eQ_Ð, 
[ÐLÊ aÞ cÊÜ dÒ\½ aÊTÞRÞ Ð H_$ç BSç H_$ç Ð'' 

 
@eÊZ LÞRÞ LkÞÒm_Þ Ð jÞ^Ð [Ð* @$Þjç eÊcçLÊ 

QÐmÞNÒm J LaÐV at LeÞÒ]Òm Ð 
 
ÒjB ÒdDÜ c_ $VÐ$VÞ ÒkmÐ, ÒjBWÊ Aec÷ ÒkmÐ H 
aÞaÐk aÞÒo]e `aà Ð \Òe dÊ¦Þ LeÊLeÊ QtÍÞLÐ eÐNÞLeÞ 
Ò$Ð`ÐXÞÒ]mÐ kÐ[Òe ^eÞ\úaÐ QÐkÐL`çVÐ Ð b=ÐL`çe 
ÒNÐVÞH @Õh dÐB @eÊZ* L`Ðfe aÐcbÐNLÊ 
AOÐ[LmÐ J L`ÐfeÊ e¦TeÞmÐ Ð @eÊZ jÒ= jÒ= 
911 XÐLÞ kjç`ÞVÐmç NÒm Ð d]ÞJ ALçjÞÒXÃç LkÞ 
Ò`ÐmÞjçe ÒSeÐeÊ QtÍÞLÐLÊ aqÐBÒ]Òm; ÒkÒm QtÍÞLÐ 
Òd HL b¯*e eÐljÑ J HL aÞ`]S_L `ÞhÐQÞ_Ñ, 

[ÐkÐ `ÞmÐcÐ_*Ê LkÞ j[Là LeÐBaÐLÊ bÊmÞ_\úÒm Ð 
HcÞ[ÞLÞ ÒjB LÐeZ D`yÐ`_Ð LeÞ ]ÊB`ÞmÐ*Ê 
_ÞS`ÐMÒe eMúaÐLÊ `ÍªÐa Ò]B\úÒm Ð 

[Ê¨aÐB] jkjÍÒLÐi Ð JXÞA QÞkðÐSZÐ, jÐ=jÐ\Ñ 
cÐ_* NkZÒe H Mae AÒmÐLe N[ÞWÐeÊ aÞ 
lÞ`ÍN[ÞÒe `ÍQÐeÞ[ ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð ÒjBVÐ @eÊZ* 
ÒmMÐÒdÐMÐ ]Ëe jÕ`LàÑ¯ bDZÑ ]éÐeÐ Ð LÞH QtÍÞLÐLÊ 
jË`àZMÐ LkÞmÐ [ LÞH LkÞmÐ `Ê[_Ð Ð ""_ÜÐ VÐ QtÍÞLÐ 
AD LÐcVÐ SéÐfÐcÊMÑ Ð'' - ÒLÒ[SZ `ÊeÊMÐ JXÞAcÐÒ_ 
HcÞ[Þ jaÊ c«aÔ Ò]B\úÒm Ð JXÞA cÐ_*e jÐcÐSÞL 
cÞf_, OÒeÐB Aje J `ÐVàÞ cÐ_*Òe QnàÐ LeÞaÐ`ÐBÜ 
aX cjmÐ]ÞA aÞi¯aªÊVÞH cÞfÞNmÐ jcª*Ê Ð ÒLkÞÒLkÞ 
Ò]ÒMB LkÞaÐLÊ aÞ bÊmÞ_\úÒm Òd ÒdDÜ_ÐeÑ @eÊZ bfÞ 
Ò]ÒaÐ`c jéÐcÑ*Ê HcÞ[Þ aÔakÐe LeÞ`ÐeÊRÞ, [Ð' bfÞ 
LqÐ-XÐkÐZÑ, aÍkê-Q¨ÐfÊZÑe cÊkÜ QÐkÞÜaÐ kÞÜ `Ð` Ð 

`Ê@cÐ_*e aÐÃÒkaÐ `Òe jkebÞ[Òe \úaÐ 
VÐD_çkÐDjçVÐ [Ð' bÐNÒe `XÞmÐ Ð ÒjBVÐ ANeÊ 
bXÐ]ÞAdÐB\úmÐ Ð aX`Ê@LÊ Ò_B jaeçaÐ_çÒe \úaÐ 
OÒe ekÞÒm @eÊZ Ð j©Ðk Òhi ÒafLÊ h_ÞaÐe-
eaÞaÐe ]Þ_cÐ_*Òe ]ÊBbÐB*e aÐ`Ð* `ÐMÒe J 
cÐ'* `ÐMÒe `ÐfÞLeÞ cÞf_ ÒkD\úmÐ Ð @cee ÒdÒa 
kÐB²Êmç NÍÐSÊHj_ç `ÐVàÞ ÒkmÐ, QtÍÞLÐ ÒdÐNÒ]B_\úmÐ 
ÒLaf ÒmÐLcÐ_* aÐLÔaÐZe b¯Òe Ð @ce LÒmS 
NmÐ Ð AjÞ\úmÐ $mç ÒaÍLçÒe; @có[ `ÐMÒe Mae 
Ò]BNmÐ - ""XÐXÞ BSç H_çÒNSçXç Ð'' 

@có[WÐeÊ H MaehÊZÞ QtÍÞLÐe cÊ¨ ÒdcÞ[Þ LZ 
ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð d]ÞJ aÞaÐk aÞÒo]e `Ðqaià aÞ[ÞdÐB\úmÐ; 
[\Ð`Þ LÐkÞÜLÞ Òj AhÐ eMú\úmÐ Òd @eÊZ AD ÒLDÜWÞ 
aÞaÐk LeÞÒa_Þ ? @có[ cÐ^ÔcÒe Òj @eÊZ* aÐuaÑe 
Mae`ÐBmÐ Ð cÞjç mÞjÐ AQÐdàÔ; aÒià ÒkmÐ [Ð* LÕ`-
Ð_ÑÒe SH_ç LeÞRÞ; jÊteÑ, aÊwÞc[Ñ, jÊeÊQÞjÕ`_ðÐ Ð 
\Òe R`ÞR`Þ Ò]MúmÐ [ÐLÊ QtÍÞLÐ Ð CiàÐÒe Ò]k 
SfÞNmÐ; BoÐ ÒkD\úmÐ Òj mÞjÐ AQÐdàÔLÊ LZÒaÐmÞ 
LZ LeÞ`LÐ«Ð, eÐÕ`ÊXÞ `LÐ«Ð, LÐcÊXÞ `LÐ«Ð LÞ M¨ÞA 
LeÞ`LÐ«Ð Ð R`ÞR`Þ Ò]MúmÐ ÒLÒ[ ½ÐBmçÒe @eÊZ mÞjÐ 
AQÐdàÔe kÐ[^eÞ Òe½ÊeÐÃçÒe `hÊR«Þ; jÞÒ_cÐkmçLÊ 
dÐDR«Þ; [Ð' `ÐBÜ NÐXÞe ]éÐe ÒMÐmÞÒ]DR«Þ Ð LÞ«Ê 
ÒdDÜ]Þ_ Òj @eÊZ*Ê mÞjÐ AQÐdàÔ NfÐÒe [Ð'e `Í\c 
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aÞaÐk aÐiàÞLÑe jÊ_ÐkÐeVÞ `ÞuÐB ÒNm LeÞaÐe Ò]MúmÐ, 
Òj]Þ_ [Ðe Ò^ßdàÔQÊÔ[Þ ÒkÐB\úmÐ Ð NÐXÞ XÍÐBbç LeÊLeÊ 
Òj c_BRÐ LÐtÞmÐ; OeANÒe NÐXÞeMú OeLaÐV 
ÒMÐmÞaÐLÊ dÐDRÞ [ cÊ¨ OÊeÞNmÐ J Òj `XÞNmÐ Ð 

kjç`ÞVÐmç aÞRZÐÒe ÒhÐB ALÐh`Ð[Ðf bÐaÊ\úmÐ 
QtÍÞLÐ Ð XÐ¦e LkÞ\úÒm, ""cÞÒjjç ckÐ`Ð[Í, A`Z*e 
aâXçÒ`Íjeç aYÞdÐBRÞ; A`Z*Ê c_MÊjÞ eMúaÐLÊ `XÞa J 
_Þ¯cÞ[ bÐÒa Ki^ MÐBaÐLÊ `XÞa Ð _ÒkÒm, 
A`Z*e jéÐyÔD`Òe HkÐe MeÐ` `ÍbÐa `XÞ`ÐÒe Ð'' 

@có[ HÒa @eÊZ* `ÐMÒe ekÊRÞ Ð ]ÊB, [Þ_Þ\e 
AjÞ Ò]MúNmÐZÞ Ð N[LÐmÞ @eÊZ AjÞ\úÒm mÞjÐ 
AQÐdàÔLÊ jÐ\úÒe ^eÞ Ð mÞjÐ AQÐdàÔ jkÞ[ `eÞQ¯ 
LeÐB Ò]B `QÐeÞ\úÒm $càÐmÞVÞ elÐLeÞ Ð 

""ÒLcÞ[Þ mÐNÊRÞ ?'' 
""bm !'' 
""cÊÜ bÐaÊRÞ HÒa @có[LÊ `ÐMLÊ Ò_BdÞaÞ Ð [ce 

]Ð¯Þ[é VÞÒL LcÞdÞa Ð [Ð`Òe [cLÊ aÞ [ _ÞSe ]Ð¯Þ[é 
Ò_aÐLÊ `XÞa Ð'' - @eÊZ c[Ðc[ QÐkÞÜ\úÒm QtÍÞLÐe Ð 

QtÍÞLÐ LÞRÞ Dre Ò]B_\úmÐ Ð ÒdDÜ_ÞAÜÒe SfÞ Òj 
]Nç^ ÒkDRÞ, `ÊZÞ ÒjB _ÞAÜ mÞjÐ AQÐdàÔLÊ AZÞ AkÊeÞ 
`ÍMe bÐÒa SfÐB Ò]BNÒm @eÊZ Ð Òj]Þ_ eÐ[ÞÒe 
[Ðe aâXçÒ`Íjeç AkÊeÞ aYÞmÐ Ð ÒX&eç ÒSÐ_çe 
_ÞLVaràÑ ÒkmÐ Ð Ki^ Ò]B XÐ¦e [ÐLÊ hÊAB 
Ò]B\úÒm; SÐNÍ[ ÒkÒm cÐ_jÞL @hÐ«Þ [ÐLÊ aÞaÍ[ 
LeÊRÞ ÒaÐmÞ c[Ðc[ Ò]B\úÒm Ð 

Mae `ÐB AjÞ\úmÐ [Ð' jÐ= ÒjÐ_Þ Ð mcéÐQDXÐ HL 
bÐiZ Ò]BNmÐ Ð _ÞSjÕjÐeLÊ Òj Òd _ÞÒS aÞiÐ¦ 
LeÞÒ]mÐ Òj\ú`ÐBÜ [ÐLÊ aÐecéÐe 
Ò]ÐiÑ jÐaÔª LeÐD\úaÐ ÒjÐ_Þe L¶Òe ASÞ LÞ«Ê aX 
]e] \úmÐ Ð QtÍÞLÐLÊ mÐNÊ\úmÐ ÒdcÞ[Þ ÒjÐ_Þ [ÐLÊ 
có[ÊÔhdÔÐÒe Òhi]hà_ LeÞdÐDRÞ; Òj\ú`ÐBÜ ÒLÐcf 
LeÞ L\ÐLkÊRÞ Ð 

"" QÞ_Ê ! mÐB$ç BSç H NÞ$çVç Ð `ÍÞSbà BVç Ð'' 
""LZ ÒcÐe mlÔ aÐLÞ ekÞRÞ ÒjÐ_Þ ? LZ`ÐBÜ cÊÜ 

`ÍÞSbà LeÞaÞ ?'' - _ÞeÐj¦ bÐÒa `Íhð LeÞ\úmÐ QtÍÞLÐ Ð 
""@ce J @có[*e baÞiÔ[ NYÞaÐÒe Ò[Ðe bËcÞLÐ 

ekÞRÞ Ð'' 
""ÒjBVÐ @eÊZ `ËÀà LeÞ`ÐeÞÒa Ð'' 

""cÐ'e bËcÞLÐ @mNÐ eLce Ð'' 
""cÊÜ cÐ' _ÊÒkÜ Ð cÊÜ ±Ñ _ÊÒkÜ Ð cÊÜ HL b¯*e eÐljÑ 

Ð [Ê LZ ÒjL\Ð SÐZÞ_Ê Ð ASÞ HÒ[ ÒLÐcf LeÞ LÐkÞÜLÞ 
L\Ð LkÊRÊ ?'' 

""Ò]Mç QÞ_Ê, BVçjç _Vç H ÒSÐLç A¨ç B¯Ê Ò_Ð BVç Ð 
Ò[Ð Ò]k MeÐ` Ð Ò[Ðe HcÞ[Þ ÒLÍÐ^ J Dw[ `ÍLó[Þ 
`ÐBÜ [Ê HÒ[ ÒbÐNÞmÊZÞ J _ÞS `eÞaÐeLÊ ÒbÐNÐBmÊZÞ Ð 
dÐkÐÒkmÐ [ Ò$eÐBAZÞ Òka_Þ Ð LÞ«Ê dÐkÐ @RÞ, [ÐLÊ 
Ò`ÍÐÒV� ç LeÞ eM Ð'' 

""@eÊZ mÞjÐ AQÐdàÔLÊ aÐkÐÒkÒa Ð @ce LÒmSç 
NmÐZÞ J @có[ AD ]ÊBaiàÒe LÒmSç dÞa Ð AD LÐkÐ 
baÞiÔ[ aÐ ÒcÐ `ÐBÜ @VLÞ dÐDRÞ?'' 

""H L\Ð j[ Òd H ]Ê_ÞAÜÒe LÐkÐ`ÐBÜ LÞRÞ @VLÞ 
dÞa_Þ Ð [\Ð`Þ ]Êmàb cÐ_a S_êe d\Ð\à[Ð [ elÐ 
LeÞaÐLÊ `XÞa Ð H ÒdDÜ _jàVÞ Ò[Ðe ÒjaÐ LeÊRÞ, Ò[Ð 
cfcË[Í `eÞ´Ðe LeÊRÞ, Ò[Ð aÐ«Þ `eÞ´Ðe LeÊRÞ, [Ò[ 
^eÞ Qf`ÍQf LeÐDRÞ, [Ð SÑa_e mlÔ aÞi¯ ÒLÒa 
QÞ«ÐLeÞRÊ? d]ÞJ HBVÐ [Ð'e SÑaÞLÐ, [\Ð`Þ H Ò]hÒe 
akÊ[ ÒmÐL c_e jÒ«Ði J cÐ_aSÑa_e d\Ð\à[Ð 
elÐLeÞaÐ `ÐBÜ aÞ LÐcLeÊR«Þ Ð cÐ_aS_êe j]Ê`ÒdÐN 
kÞÜ SÑa_e mlÔ ÒkaÐ DQÞ[ Ð `âÞSç, _ÞSLÊ HcÞ[Þ _½ 
LeÞÒ]_Þ Ð'' 

ÒjÐ_Þ jkÞ[ d]ÞJ akÊ[ dÊ¦Þ LeÞ\úmÐ QtÍÞLÐ, Òj]Þ_ 
LÞ«Ê ÒjÐ_Þ L\Ð akÊ[ bm mÐNÞ\úmÐ Ð Ò[ZÊ _jà SZL 
ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf Òj]Þ_ [Ð' ÒLÐWeÞLÊ [Ð' aÞRZÐ`[Í 
a]fÐBaÐLÊ AjÞmÐ, QtÍÞLÐ [Ðe cÊkÜLÊ QÐkÞÜmÐ Ð 
c^Ôa¯²Ð ÒcμÞLÐ_ç ±Ñ ÒmÐLVÞH; cÊkÜVÞ akÊ[ ÒjðkÞf Ð 
N[LÐmÞ Òj eÐ[Þ@_Þ]ÍÐ ÒkÐB QtÍÞLÐLÊ SNÞ\úmÐ; [\Ð`Þ 
[Ð' cÊkÜÒe LìÐ«Þe QÞkð _ÐkÞÜ LÞ @jÒ«Ði _ÐkÞÜ Ð aX 
_ÞaàÞLÐe bÐÒa _ÞS LràaÔ LeÞQÐmÞRÞ Ð 

""kÐJ Aeç ¯Ê $ÞmÞ=ç cÞÒjjç ckÐ`Ð[Í Ð'' - _jàVÞe 
ÒjðkÞf `Íhð Ð 

""ÒbeÞ NÊXç Ð kÐJ Aeç ¯Ê ?'' - QtÍÞLÐ `QÐeÞmÐ Ð 
""AB Acç HLçjçÒVÍcçmÞ kÐ`Þ Ð'' - _jàVÞe cÊkÜÒe 

MÊjÞe $Êm $ÊVÞAjÞmÐ Ð 
""H_Þ NÊXç eÞSç_ç ?'' - QtÍÞLÐ c_Òe SÞsÐjÐ Ð 
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ÒjBWÊ _jàVÞ DreÒ]mÐ ÒLcÞ[Þ SÒZ `ÊeÊZÐ ÒeÐNÑ, 
dÐkÐ*e Òj ÒjaÐ LeÊ\úmÐ HaÕ dÐkÐ*e cË[ÍÐh¯ 
ÒeÐN \úmÐ, [ÐLÊ LÞXç_Ñ ÒXÐ_eç cÞfÞNmÐ Ð 

QtÍÞLÐ bÐaÞ\úmÐ Òd _jàVÞ _ÞSe jéÐcÑ, jÕjÐe, LÞ 
_ÞSe LÞRÞ mÐb ÒkaÐe, j$f[Ðe MÊjÞMae hÊZÐBa Ð 
LÞ«Ê [Ð' cÊkÜeÊ H Mae hÊZÞaÐ `Òe QtÍÞLÐ `Í\Òc 
A¾dàÔ ÒkmÐ Ð _ÞS`Í[Þ aÞ[ó»Ð SÐNÞ\úmÐ [Ð'e Ð j[Òe 
[Ð' bfÞ jéÐ\à`e aÔ¦Þ H jÊte jÕjÐe `ÐBÜ ÒNÐVÞH 
LfÐ]ÐN Ð _ÞS RXÐ, _ÞSe AahÔL[Ð RXÐ Òj @_Ô 
LÐkÐe AahÔL[ÐLÊ HÒ[ NÊeÊ[é Ò]B_\úmÐ `ËaàeÊ Ð 
ASÞ [ÐLÊ [Ð' jéÐ\à`e[Ðe `ÍLó[ `Í[Þ]Ð_ Ò]B Chée 
[Ðe sÐ_QlÊ ÒMÐmÞ Ò]BR«Þ Ð 

Ae eÊcçeÊ HkÞ jc¯Òe LÐt hÊbÞmÐ Ð AD SÒZ 
_jà AjÞ AMúeÊ mÊk Ò`ÐRÞ Mae Ò]mÐ Òd cÞÒjjç 
X_çLÐ_ç*e aâXçÒ`Íjeç aYÞ kÐVà @_çÒ½açmç ÒkÐBdÞaÐeÊ 
[Ð*Ê BÒÃ_çjÞbç ÒL¯ÐeçLÊ _ÞANmÐ Ð [Ð* jéÐcÑ akÊ[ç 
_bàjç ÒkÐB LtÐLVÐ LeÊR«Þ Ð 

Òj]Þ_ eÐ[ÞÒe `Í\c\e `ÐBÜ QtÍÞLÐ SÒZ `eÒmÐL 
`ÐBÜ bNaÐ_*Ê `ÍÐ\à_ÐLmÐ Ð ""`ÍbÊ SN_ðÐ\, cÞÒjjç 
X_çLÐ_ç*Ê jÊy LeÞ]Þ@ Ð @«[Ó [Ð*`ÐBÜ SÒZ ÒjðkÑ 
`[Þ @R«Þ Ð ÒcÐ `ÐBÜ [ LÐtÞaÐLÊ ÒLkÞ _ÐkÐ«Þ Ð cÒ[ 
aeÕ cÞÒjjç X_çLÐ_ç*e jaÊ ÒeÐN, jaÊ `ÍÒaâcçjç ]Þ@ Ð'' 

HBVÐ QtÍÞLÐe jÐc¯ÞL `eÞarà_ _\úmÐ Ð LÐeZ, 
cÞÒjjç X_çLÐ_ç* `ÐBÜ Òj eÐ[ÞjÐeÐ `ÍÐ\à_Ð LeÞ\úmÐ Ð 
"ceÐ ceÐ' LkÞ ]jÊÔ e_úÐLe ckiÞà aÐmêÞLÑ `ÐmVÞ\úÒm Ð 
ÒjBbfÞ cÞÒjjç X_çLÐ_ç* `ÐBÜ `ÍÐ\à_Ð LeÊLeÊ QtÍÞLÐ 
bNaÐ_*e _ÞLVaràÑ ÒkaÐe @_Êba LmÐ Ð [Ð' 
`e]Þ_ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf _jà [Ðe aâXçÒ`Íjeç cÐ`ÞmÐ, A¾dàÔ 
ÒkÐB Òj QtÍÞLÐLÊ hÊbMae SZÐBmÐ Òd [Ð'e 
aâXçÒ`Íjeç _càÐmç ÒkÐBAjÊRÞ Ð 

@_Ô`ÐBÜ `ÍÐ\à_Ð LeÞaÐe, hÊbQÞ«Ð LeÞaÐe `ÍbÐa 
Òj]Þ_ QtÍÞLÐ `Í\c\e `ÐBÜ @_Êba LmÐ Ð HL aÞeÐV 
`ÍhÐ«Þ bÐa [Ð' kó]¯Òe ÒMfÊ\úmÐ; ÒjWÞ _\úmÐ eÐN, 
@bÞcÐ_, @kÕbÐa LÞ [Þ¦[Ðe @_Êba Ð ÒjWÞ \úmÐ 
@_ÔSZLe c=f`ÐBÜ kó]¯e _ÞÓjéÐ\à @_Êe¦ bÐa_Ð Ð 
jÕ`ËÀà jÊy ÒkÐBjÐeÞmÐ `Òe Òj _jàÞÕ XÞNÍÑ jÕ`ËÀà LeÞ 
@_ÔcÐ_*e ÒjaÐ LeÞaÐe LÐc_Ð eMúmÐ Ð QtÍÞLÐe H 
jÞwÐ« Òd @eÊZ, @ce J @có[* `ÐBÜ jÊM]Ð¯Ñ ÒkaÐ 
jÒ= jÒ= [Ð' _ÞS`ÐBÜ c=f`Í] Òka, Òj\úÒe [Ðe 
]óYaÞhéÐj \úmÐ Ð HcÞ[Þ bÐa_Ð bÞ[Òe [Ð'e Òj]Þ_ 
eÐ[ÞÒe jÊ_Þ]ÍÐ ÒkÐB\úmÐ Ð 

 
 

jÐ[aià `Òe, 2007 cjÞkÐ, @N½ `te [ÐeÞMÒe B¨ÞA_Ðe "ÒceÞ@_ç ÒSÒ_eÐmç kjç`ÞVÐmç'Òe  ÒdDÜ _jàSZL `ÍjÊ[Þ 
aÞbÐNÒe cÞÒjjç ÒjÐ_Þ ÒQßÐ^ÊeÑ*e `Í\c _Ð[Þe `Íja LeÐB\úÒm, Òj \úÒm ""cÞjç QÞ_Ê'' _Ðc^ÐeÑ cÞÒjjç QtÍÞLÐ ckÐ`Ð[ö Ð  

XLçVeç aÞsÐ_Ñ ]Ðj ÒXV_ç, ÒceÑmÐ¨Òe ek«Þ Ð d]ÞJ HL NÐZÞ[ÞLÐ kÞjÐaÒe Òj DnhÞlÐ J [ÐmÞcç Í̀Ð©, Ò[Òa c_Òe 
DWÊ\úaÐ bÐa_Ðe [e=LÊ ÒmMÐÒmMú J @bÞ_¯ cÐ^ÔcÒe Í̀LÐh LeÞaÐLÊ Òj jaà]Ð ÒQ½Þ[ Ð H[]ç aÔ[Ñ[ _ó[Ô, NÑ[ J 
auÊcÞf_Òe [Ð=e aÞÒhi ANÍk Ð HB NÁVÞ Òj [Ð*e SÒZ aÐuaÑe SÑa_LÊ Ò_B ÒmMÞR«Þ Ð 

HkÞ NÁVÞLÊ `YÊ\úaÐ jcª `ÐWL-`ÐWÞLÐ*Ê @_ÊÒeÐ^ Òd ÒRÐV ÒRÐV bÊmçaÊTÐcZÐe L]dàÔ `ÍbÐaeÊ _ÞSe jcÐS, `eÞaÐe J 
LcàÒl[ÍLÊ jaà]Ð jÊelÞ[ LeÞ eMúaÐLÊ ÒQ½Þ[ eÊk«Ê Ð 
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@[ÞmÞ©Ð 
TÑ_Ê ÒRÐVeÐ¯  
 
jëó[Þe TeLÐ $Ð*Ê   jÊ]ÑOà j`àÞf `\ 

]ÞÒh ASÞ `eÞ´Ðe D³éf @[Ña 
h¦ HB c_QlÊ    aÐ^ÐkÑ_ ]ó½Þh¦Þ 

]ÞhÞdÐH S__Ñe N[Ð¯ÊÓ @[Ñ[   ÐÐ1ÐÐ 
 
`ÍMe SÑa_ ÒjÍÐ[   `ÍaÐkÞ[ @aÐeÞ[ 

ÒaÐkÞNmÐ `mLÒe aià `Òe aià 
hÞkeZ ÒmÐcLËÒ`  QÞe A]öà @_ÊbË[Þ 

bÞSÞ@RÞ ªeªe ÒLÐi `Í[ÞÒLÐi   ÐÐ2ÐÐ 
 
jkÞRÞ Nbà d§ZÐ  NXÞRÞ A_t @höä 

D]çÒaN, D~Ñ`_Ð, Ah*Ð, DmâÐj 
@^úe J @bÞbË[  Naà, lÊ•, Ò^ßdàÔQÊÔ[ 

dÐBRÞ ÒLÒ[ Òj AhÐ, _ÞeÐhÐ, jÒ«Ði ÐÐ3ÐÐ 
 
SWeÒe ]hcÐj   `ÊZÞ @½Ð]h aià 

cÐ[Ð aÞ_Ð @jc÷a (H) `\ @[ÞLÍc 
ÒhÍ¯²e H bËcÞLÐ d]ÞaÐ jÑéLó[Þ jéÁ 

@__Ô, @[Êf_Ñ¯ _ÞºÐ, [ÔÐN, Ò`Íc  ÐÐ4ÐÐ 
 
@[ÞmÞ© H bËcÞLÐ  aÞjêeZ @jc÷a 

H heÑeÒe \úaÐdÐH @«Þc _ÞhéÐj 
aÐªa LÁ_Ð[Ñ[   _ÞÒS [Ð `Í[Þ`ÐfL 

cÐ[Ðe j®ÊÒM ASÞ [Ð jó½ cZÞi   ÐÐ5ÐÐ 
 
`l AhÐ [Ð'e h¦  `eÞ`Lé [Ð' a¯j 

S_ê _ÑX RÐXÞaÐLÊ @ahÔ `ÍªÊ[ 
cÐ[Ð cÒ_ h*Ð ASÞ  aÞSÊfÞ H OXOXÞ 

dÊTÞaÐLÊ @RÞ [ [Ð' dÒ\½ jÐkj   ÐÐ6ÐÐ 

AÒj cÞhÍ @_ÊbË[Þ AjÊRÞ LràaÔ jeÞ 
LeÞRÞ Ò_ß[ÞL c~à_ heÑÒe @Òhi 

j[Òe ÒXZÐ afÞº  jkÞa Ò[Ð$Ð_ TX 
_ÞeÐ`Ò] mÕOÞdÞa SÑa_ ALÐh   ÐÐ7ÐÐ 

 
`ÍÐec÷eÊ HLÐNÍ[Ð  jé`ð j]Ð j$f[Ð 

L½jÐ^Ô `Ð¾Ð[ÔÒe ]Ð¯Þ[é cÐ[Ðe 
@M¨ Qec ÒQ½Ð   cÐ[óbËcÞ (ÒcÐ) cÐ[ÐhÞlÐ 

j«Ð_Òe LeÞaÐLÊ ASÞ kªÐ«e   ÐÐ8ÐÐ 
 
Ò_ß[ÞL[Ð @f*ÐÒe  ]ÞéNÊZ awàÞ[ ÒhÐbÐ 

hÊZÐBRÞ LÐÒ_LÐÒ_ `Í[ÞVÞ cÊkËrà 
jc¯e D`N[  aÐªa[Ðe j®ÊM 

`ÞuÞaÐ aÐ _ `ÞuÞaÐ ASÞ [Ð A¯r   ÐÐ9ÐÐ 
 
@RÞ cÐ[Ðe aÞhéÐj  H _ÞºÐ dÞa_Þ aÔ\à 

]ËeeÊ bÐjÞ AjÞa Òj aÐZÑ j[Là 
yÐ_ `eÞyÞ[Þ QÐÒ`  bÍc ÒLDÜ `]ÒlÒ`   

Ò]ÐkmÞ dÞa aÐ d]Þ [Ð' c_ lZÞL   ÐÐ10ÐÐ 
 
hÐeÞeÑL D`yÞ[Þ   cÐ[Ð `ÐBÜ AhéÐj_Ð 

]ó½Þe @«eÐÒf QÞ«Ð aÞªÐeÞ[ 
c_`ÍÐZ [Ð' SXÞ[  ]ÞaÐ_ÞhÞ j«Ð_Òe 

aÔª[Ð, D]çaÞNð[Ð [Ð' cÐ[ójÊmb   ÐÐ11ÐÐ 
 
SÑa_ jÕNÍÐÒc HLÐ   LeÞa _Þ¾Þ« elÐ 

@]óhÔe hÊb]ó½Þ , Ló`Ð J AhÑi 
LÐYÞa_Þ AhÐ ÒcÐe  jdÒ_ú Òj cÐ[Ð`ÞuÐ 

@cËmÔ elÐLaQ Chée aÞhéÐj    ÐÐ11ÐÐ
 
 
TÑ_Ê ÒRÐVeÐ¯ ÒjÃeçbÞmç, beçSÞ_ÞAÒe ek«Þ Ð ÒmMÐÒmMú jkÞ[ auÊcÞf_ J LfÐ `Í[Þ [Ð*e aÞÒhi ANÍk Ð  D`ÒeÐ¦ LaÞ[ÐVÞ 
Òj _ÞS jÐ_TÞ@ hÍÑ¯Ðe kÐB²Êmç NÍÐSÊHj_ç D`mÒl eQ_Ð LeÞR«Þ Ð 
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AhÐe ceÞQÞLÐ 
cÞ[ÐmÞ ]Ðj 
 

Ace cÐ[óbËcÞ JXÞhÐ, [ÐkÐe `ÍLó[Þ akÊ[ jÊte J 
Lc_Ñ¯ Ð JXÞhÐ cÐVÞe bÞ_ðbÞ_ð ckL jcª*e c_LÊ 
ÒcÐkÞÒ_B\ÐH Ð `ÐkÐX-`aà[, jcÊ]Í-TeZÐ, aZ-
S=mÒe be`Êe Ð L'Z aÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ace HkÞ JXÞhÐÒe Ð 
`ÍÒ[ÔL ÒLÐZÒe `ÍLó[Þe ÒjßÐtdÔà be`Êe ÒkÐB 
ekÞ@RÞ Ð JXÞhÐe ÒmÐLcÐÒ_ akÊ[ ÒjðkÞ, jef 
J ]¯ÐfÊ @V«Þ Ð aXcÐ_*Ê b¦Þ J jÐ_cÐ_*Ê Òjðk-
cc[ÐÒe kÞÜ `eÞaÐeVÞ auÐ ÒkÐBekÞ\ÐH Ð JXÞhÐe 
ÒmÐLcÐÒ_ akÊ ^cà aÞhéÐjÑ J WÐLÊeÒ`ÍcÑ  Ð Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ 
[ JXÞhÐe `ÍÒ[ÔL ÒLÐZÒe ctÞe-cW J jÐ^Êjx*Ê  
Ò]MÞaÐLÊ cÞÒf Ð aÞhée @^ÞºÐ[Ð Ò]a[Ð 
SN_ðÐ\ [ HBWÞ kÞÜÞ aÞeÐSÞ[ Ð JXÞhÐe ÒmÐLcÐ_*e 
b¦Þ J Ò`ÍcÒe jé¯Õ 
SN_ðÐ\[ QÞe]Þ_`ÐBÜ  auÐÒkÐB 
ekÞR«Þ Ð aX WÐLÊe, aX Ò]Df, 
aX]Ð¨, aX A_taSÐe J `ÍjÐ] 
bÞ[Òe ckÐ`ÍjÐ]LÊ ÒmÐLcÐÒ_ bÊmÞÒa 
ÒLcÞ[Þ ? akÊ`ÍLÐe bÐiÐ J 
akÊ`ÍLÐee ÒmÐL*Ê c^Ô  HkÞ `ÊeÑ 
^cà`ÑWÒe Ò]MÞaÐLÊ cÞÒf Ð JXÞhÐÒe 
jaÊWÐeÊ aX L\Ð ÒkmÐ LÐkÐe jÊM 
ÒkD aÐ ]ÊÓM ÒkD, ÒLkÞ _Ð ÒLkÞ ]Ð¨Òe 
WÞAÒkÐBdÐA«Þ jÐkÐdÔ LeÞaÐ `ÐBÜ Ð HcÞ[Þ ]Þ_ _ \Þa 
ÒdDÜ]Þ_ ÒLkÞ LÊZÞA-Òcß[Í LÞcéÐ `ÞmÐcÐ_*e jÐ= SÒZ 
ÒLkÞ OeLÊ AjÞ _ \ÞÒa ÒaÐmÞ Ð Oee LrÑà 
`Í$Êmâc_Òe @[Þ\ú cÐ_*Ê jéÐN[ LeÞ QnàÐ Le«Þ Ð ANeÊ 
SÒZBaÐ ]eLÐe `ÒX_Þ Òd AÒc [Êc OeLÊ AjÊRÊ 
LÞcéÐ AjÞaÊ ÒaÐmÞ, kWÐ[ç AjÞ `kÜqÞdÐA«Þ OÒe Ð 
Òj\ÞÒe ÒdDÜ A]e d_ú J Òjðk cc[Ð cÞÒf _ LkÞÒm 
bm Ð ]Þ`keÒe ÒLkÞ SÒZ AjÞ `kÜqÞNÒm c^Ô ÒLkÞ 
eÐN«Þ _ÐkÞÜ aeÕ bÐa«Þ bNaÐ_ AjÞR«Þ OeLÊ @[Þ\ú 
eËÒ` Ð OÒe dÐkÐ\ÐH MÊjÞÒe `ehÞ ]Þ@«Þ @[Þ\ú cÐ_*Ê 
_ÒQ[ç LÞRÞ eÐuÞ]Þ@«Þ Òjðke jkÞ[ Ð ÒLßÐZjÞ LÐeZeÊ 
euÐeuÞ ÒkÐB_`ÐeÞÒm QÐ'LÒ` J SfMÞA Ò]B QnàÐ 
LeÞ\Ð«Þ @[Þ\ú*Ê Ð AD `ÊÒ_B`aà, dÐ_ÞdÐ[ÍÐ J 

aÐkÐ`aàÒe ÒmÐL*Oe `ÊeÞDÒW A_t DmâÐjÒe Ð 
AN`eÞ ASÞLÐmÞ JXÞhÐÒe HÒ[jaÊ _ÐkÞÜ, ^ÞÒe^ÞÒe 

HkÐ LcÞAjÞmÐZÞ Ð ASÞLÐmÞe ÒmÐLcÐÒ_ c^Ô `Ð¾Ð[Ô 
jÕ²ó[Þ J aÞÒ]h `Í[Þ ALó½ ÒkDR«Þ Ð ÒcÐe cÒ_@RÞ 
AÒc ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf ÒRÐV`ÞmÐ \ÞmÊ, ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf d]Þ 
Ace bÐB, bDZÑ LÞcéÐ auÊaÐua AjÊ\ÞÒm OeL,Ê 
AÒccÐÒ_ akÊ[ MÊjÞ  @_Êba LeÊ\ÞmÊ Ð HcÞ[ÞLÞ ÒLkÞ 
d]Þ Ò]h-aÞÒ]heÊ LÐkÐeÞ OeLÊ LÞH AjÊ\ÞÒm, jÐB 
`XÞhÐe ÒmÐLcÐÒ_ MÊjÞ ÒkÐB Òjðk, cc[ÐÒe [Ð*Ê 
MÐBaÐLÊ XÐLÊ\ÞÒm  Ð `ÐMÒe ajÞ`XÞ ÒjcÐ_*e  
bmct  J Ò]h-aÞÒ]h aÞi¯Òe SÐZÊ\ÞÒm Ð 
ÒjcÐ_*WÐeÊ ÒjWÐLÐe kÐabÐa, QÐmÞQf_, MÐ]Ô`Ð_Þ¯ 

J ÒahÒ`ÐiÐL  aÞi¯Òe c^Ô aÊTÊ\ÞÒm Ð 
jaÊWÐeÊ ALiàZe aÞi¯ \ÞmÐ aÞÒ]he 
ÒjßÐtdÔàLÊ Ò_B Ð  

L\ÐÒe LÊk«Þ ""]Ëe`ÐkÐX jÊte'' Ð  
HjaÊ hÊZÞmÐ `Òe  ASÞLÐmÞe _ËA`ÞYÞ*  
c_Òe jé`ðAÒj  aÞÒ]h dÞaÐ`ÐBÜ Ð 
dÐkÐLÊ HjaÊe jÊÒdÐN cÞÒf ÒLkÞ HkÐLÊ 
RÐXÞaÐ `ÐBÜ QÐkÐ«Þ _ÐkÞÜ Ð `ÍLó[Òe 
LkÞaÐLÊNÒm aÞÒ]he ÒjßÐtdÔà jcª* 

c_LÊ ÒcÐkÞ\ÐH Ð _Þcàf `ÐZÞ `a_, jÊw `eÞÒah LÐkÐLÊ 
aÐ bm _mÐÒN ? aX aX @pÐfÞLÐ, LÐQOe, jÊte 
jÊte a=çÒmÐ J Oe ANÒe jÊte m_ç HjaÊ akÊ 
c_ÒmÐbÐZÞA Ð `ÞmÐcÐ_* `ÐBÜ @Ò_L Òl[ÍÒe jÊaÞ^Ð 
J jÊÒdÐN ekÞRÞ _ÞSLÊ NYÞÒ[ÐfÞaÐLÊ Ð eÐªÐ OÐVe _Þ[Þ 
_Þ¯c @[Þ jÊQÐfÞ[ Ð _Þ¯c DmâOÕ_ LÒm 
ÒmÐLcÐÒ_ ]¨Þ[ ÒkÐB\Ð«Þ Ð Ò]ÐiÑLÊ ]¨ Ò]aÐÒe 
aÞfcé _ÒkaÐ ÒdÐNÊ ÒmÐÒL _Þ¯c DmÕO_ LeÞaÐLÊ 
b¯`ÐA«Þ Ð jcª*Ê jaÊ Òl[ÍÒe _Þ¯c LÐ_Ê_ç cÐ_Þ 
QfÞaÐLÊ ÒkÐB\ÐH Ð  aÞÒ]hÒe Ac Ò]h bfÞA 
`ÍÞ¯Ð`ÍÑ[Þ Ò[ÐiZ HaÕ mÐqÒ_aÐ `ÍLó[Þ ÒmÐLcÐ_* 
c^ÔÒe  Ò]MÞaÐLÊ cÞÒf _ÐkÞÜ Ð HWÐÒe ÒmÐLcÐ_*e 
jÒnÐV _Ñ[Þ J j[ LkÞaÐe `ÍaórÞ akÊ[ `ÍhÕj_Ñ¯ Ð  
hÞlÐ`ÍZÐfÑ @[Þ DnÒLÐVÑe  ÒkÐB\ÞaÐeÊ  akÊ 
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jé_ÐcÒ^¯ ÒaßsÐ_ÞL Ò_ÐÒam `Êe´Ðe aÞS¯Ñ 
ÒkÐB`ÐeÞR«Þ Ð 

ASÞ AÒc jÐ[ jcÊ]Í`ÐeÒkÐB  aÞÒ]hÒe ekÞRÊ Ð 
AccÐ_* aÐ`Ð'cÐ Òd[ÞLÞ MÊjÞ ÒkÐB\Ð«Þ,  Òj[ÞLÞ ]ÊÓM 
c^Ô LeÞ\Ð«Þ Ð [Ð* `ÞmÐcÐÒ_ aÞÒ]hLÊ dÐDR«Þ ÒaÐmÞÞ 
MÊjÞ kÊ@«Þ J ]ËÒeB dÐDR«Þ ÒaÐmÞ ]ÊÓM Le«Þ Ð NÐÜ-
NkfÞe ÒmÐLcÐÒ_ HkÐhÊZÞÒm aX A¾dÔà kÊ@«Þ Ð HkÐ 
jéÐbÐaÞL L\Ð Ð ÒjcÐ_*e HÒaaÞ c_Òe `Íhð AÒj Òd 
DXÐSÐkÐSÒe ajÞÒm Xe mÐÒN_ÐkÞÜ ? ÒLÒ[ jc¯ 
mÐÒN `kqÞÞaÐ `ÐBÜ B[ÔÐ]Þ B[ÔÐ]Þ Ð HÒa aÞ bÐe[Òe 
Òd ÒLkÞ hÊZ«Þ d]Þ ÒLkÞ aÞÒ]heÊ AjÞR«Þ ÒaÐmÞ, [Ð* 
cÊkÜÒe MÊjÞ Ò]MÐdÐH Ð ÒLDÜ LÐeZ `ÐBÜ ÒjcÐÒ_ MÊjÞ 
ÒkÐB\Ð«Þ, [ÐkÐ jWÞLç SZÐ_ÐkÞÜ Ð bÐe[e ÒdÒLßÐZjÞ 
ÒLÐZe ÒmÐLcÐÒ_ HkÐhÊZÞÒm ÒaÐ^kÊH bÐa«Þ Òd 
^_ÑÒmÐL LÞcéÐ aÞs ÒmÐL ÒkÐB\ÞÒa ÒjcÐÒ_ Ð ASÞ 
LÐmÞ ÒdcÞ[Þ JXÞA ÒmÐL LÞcéÐ bÐe[Ñ¯cÐÒ_ aÞÒ]h 
dÐDR«Þ LÞcéÐ aÞÒ]hÒe Òd[ÞLÞ ekÞÒmZÞÞ, ÒjcÞ[Þ [ÞeÞh 
aià LÞcéÐ QÐfÞh aià  [Òf _ \ÞmÐ Ð  Ace ÒSÒSaÐ`Ð 
LÞcéÐ ÒSÒSaÐ`Ð*e aÐ`Ð d]Þ aqÞ\ÐAÒ« 
ASÞLÐmÞ ]Ê_ÞAe D_ð[ÞLÊ  Ò]MÞ kÊH[Ó MÊjÞ 
ÒkÐB\ÐAÒ« _ÒQ[ç ]ÊÓM LeÞ\ÐAÒ«, LÞ«Ê A¾dÔà 
ÒkÐB\ÐAÒ« _Þ¾¯ Òd Ò]h, ]Ê_Þ¯Ð HcÞ[ÞLÞ 
ÒmÐLcÐ_*e kÐabÐae `eÞarà_LÊ Ò]MÞ Ð ÒjcÐÒ_ 
_Þ¾¯ A¾dÔà ÒkaÐe L\Ð c^Ô, H\ÞÒe aÐ bÐaÞaÐe 
LZ @RÞ Ð [Ð* jc¯Òe aÞÒ]h dÐ[ÍÐ LeÞaÐ HL jé`ðe 
aÞi¯ \ÞmÐ ÐLÞ«Ê HLaÞÕh h[Ð~ÑÒe aÞÒ]h dÐ[ÍÐ HL 
jé`ðe aÞi¯ _ÊÒkÜ HkÐ HL "½ÐVj'e QÞkð ÒkÐBNmÐZÞ Ð 
ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf aÞÒ]hdÐ[ÍÐ LeÞaÐLÊ ÒkÒm akÊ[ LÞRÞ 
@jÊaÞ^Ðe j®ÊMÞ_ ÒkaÐLÊ `XÊ\ÞmÐ Ð [Ð`Òe c^Ô 
`eÞaÐe J NÐÜ-NkfÞÒe QnàÐe aÞi¯ ÒkD\ÞmÐ Ð 
`Í\c[Ó DXÐSÐkÐSÒe dÞaÐe jlc _\ÞmÐ J 
`ÐZÞSÐkÐSÒe cÐjcÐj mÐNÞdÐD\ÞmÐ aÞÒ]hÒe `kÜqÞaÐ 
`ÐBÜ  Ð aÐ`Ð'cÐ cÐ_*e jaÊWÐeÊ QÞ«Ðe aÞi¯ \ÞmÐ Òd 
`ÞmÐcÐÒ_ aÞÒ]h NmÐ`Òe LÐÒf ÒNÐeÊ cÐÕj MÐBÒa 
(dÐkÐ LÞ kÞtÊ ^càÒe _ÐkÞÜ) J @_Ô ^càÒe aÐkÐÒkÐB 
SÐ[ÞeÊ aÐRt ÒkÐBdÞÒa Ð [Ð jkÞ[ aÕhe _Ðc c^Ô  
a]_Ðc LeÐBÒa Ð HcÞ[ÞLÞ d]Þ ÒLÒa  a¯²ÒmÐL*e 
Ò]k MeÐ` ÒkmÐ kÊH[Ó HÒ[]ËeeÊ WÞLç jc¯Òe 

AjÞ`ÐeÞaÐ @jc÷a ÒkÐB`XÞa ÒjcÐ_* `ÐBÜ Ð Òj 
jc¯e ÒmÐLcÐ_*e `YÞaÐLÊ BoÐ\ÞÒm c^Ô, HcÞ[Þ 
ÒLÒ[ LÐeZeÊ `YÞaÐLÊ aÞÒ]hLÊ dÞaÐ jc÷a`e ÒkD 
_\ÞmÐ Ð 

ASÞLÐmÞ ÒmÐLcÐ_*Ê  aÞÒ]h dÞaÐ`ÐBÜ bÐaÞaÐLÊ 
ÒNÐVÞH cÞ_ÞVç  c^Ô mÐNÊ_ÐkÞÜ  Ð DXÐSÐkÐSÒe ]Ê_ÞAe 
ÒdÒLßÐZjÞ yÐ_Òe ]ÞÒ_, ]ÊB]Þ_ bÞ[Òe `kÜqÞdÐDR«Þ Ð 
AD ekÞmÐ V*Ð`BjÐ L\Ð, aÐ`Ð'cÐ _ Ò]B`ÐeÞÒm 
c^Ô aÔÐ*eÊ LeS Ò_B aÞÒ]h dÞaÐe ASÞLÐmÞ ÒLßÐZjÞ 
@jÊaÞ^Ð _ÐkÞÜ Ð FZ LeÞ SÑa_LÊ D`ÒbÐN LeÞaÐÒe 
LÞRÞ dÐH AÒj _ÐkÞÜ Ð ASÞLÐmÞ aÔÐ* [Ðe jÊaÞ^Ð J 
ÒmÐL* jÊaÞ^Ð `ÐBÜ @Ò_L `ÍLÐe LeS LÐXà e aÔayÐ  
LeÞRÞÞ Ð L\ÐÒe @RÞ ""FZÕ Ló[éÐ Oó[Õ `ÞÒa[ç dÐa[ç 
dÞÒa[ç jÊMÕ bÒa[ç'' Ð jaÊLÞRÞ bÊmÞ  AÒNBaÐLÊ kÊH Ð 
aÐ`Ð'cÐ, bÐBbDZÑ, Ò]haÐjÑ J jÕ²ó[ÞLÊ RÐXÞ ANLÊ 
QÐmÞdÞaÐLÊ ÒkÒm c^Ô LÞRÞ MeÐ` mÐÒN_ÐkÞÜ Ð d]Þ ÒLkÞ 
ÒLcÞ[Þ c_ÐLe«Þ dÞaÐ`ÐBÜ , Ò[Òa LÊk«Þ Òd AÒc L'Z 
jaÊ]ÞÒ_ ekÞaÐLÊ dÐDRÊ, LÞRÞ aià ekÞmÐ`Òe AÒc `ÊZÞ 
Ò$eÞAjÞaÊ  ÐaÐ`Ð'cÐ bÐa«Þ  `ÞmÐcÐÒ_ AcWÐeÊ ]ËÒeB 
dÐDR«Þ, LÞ«Ê `ÞmÐcÐÒ_ bÐa«Þ HcÞ[Þ jÊÒdÐN ÒLkÞ LZ 
RÐÒX ! LÞRÞ `ÐBaÐLÊ ÒkÒm LÞRÞ keÐBaÐLÊkÞÜ `XÞa Ð 
AD ekÞmÐ cÒ_`LÐBaÐ L\Ð,  HÒ[ aÔªSÑa_ bÞ[Òe 
LÐkÐLÊ aÐ jc¯@RÞ ? @_ÐaÞf Òjðk cc[ÐL Ê`RÒe 
`LÐB AÒccÐÒ_ QÐmÞAjÞRÊ HWÐLÊ LÞRÞ A\àÞL J aÐkÔÞL 
eË`ÒjßÐtdÔàÒe cÊNç^ ÒkÐB Ð HkÞ aÐkÔÞL ÒjßÐtdÔà J 
jéÐ^Þ_[Ð aÐuÞeMÞRÞ AccÐ_*Ê J Ac `ÞmÐcÐ_*Ê QÞe]Þ_ 
`ÐBÜ HkÞ aÞÒ]hÒe Ð 

AÒccÐÒ_  ÒLÒa aÞ ÒLßÐZjÞ SÞ_ÞiÒe [ó© 
ÒkÐB_ÐkÊÜ Ð jaÊ `ÐB\ÞÒm c^Ô j«Ê½ _ ÒkÐB `ÊZÞ 
AkÊeÞ `ÐBaÐ AhÐÒe ANLÊ QÐmÞ\ÐD `\ jeÞaÐ 
`dÔà« ÐAhÐe ceÞQÞLÐ `RÒe ^ÐBÜ\ÐD Ð jaÊLÞRÞ bÊmÞ 
aÞÒ]hLÊ AjÞ ekÞdÐD jaÊ]Þ_ `ÐBÜ Ð aÐ`Ð'cÐ* `eÞ 
_ÞjéÐÐ\à`e ÒmÐL AD ÒLkÞ cÞfÞÒa _ÐkÞÜ H ]Ê_ÞAÒe Ð 
aÞ_Ð `ÞmÐcÐ_* cÊkÜ Ò]MÞ jÕjÐe [ÔÐN LeÊ\ÞÒm c^Ô 
ÒLÒa aÞ @bÞÒdÐN Le«Þ _ÐkÞÜ `ÞmÐcÐ_* aÞeÊwÒe Ð 
ÒjcÐÒ_  `ÞmÐcÐ_*e  ÒLÒa aÞ Ò]Ði  ^e«Þ _ÐkÞÜ 
aeÕ jaÊÒaÒf LÊk«Þ Òd Ace `ÞmÐcÐÒ_ ÒdDÜWÞ 
\ÐA«Ê bmÒe \ÐA«Ê Ð LÞ«Ê `ÞmÐcÐÒ_ jaÊÒaÒf 
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jéÐ\à`e ÒkÐB _ÞSe jéÐ\à Ò]MÞ QÐmÞ\ÐA«Þ Ð `ÞmÐ aX 
ÒkÐBNmÐ `Òe aÐ`Ð'cÐ* WÐeÊ LÞRÞ `ÐBaÐe AhÐ _ 
\ÐH Ð AD L'Z `ÐBÜ aÐ `QÐeÞÒa ÒjcÐ_*Ê Ð j[Òe 
ÒLÒ[ jéÐ\à`e Ace HkÞ `ÞYÞ Ð jaÊ`ÐB\ÞÒm c^Ô 
AkÊeÞ `ÐBaÐ`ÐBÜ AhÐ Ð akÊ[ LÐeZeÊ AÒccÐÒ_ ASÞ 
aÞÒ]hLÊ AjÞ@RÊ Ð ÒjkÞjaÊ LÐeZ `ËeÐ ÒkÐB\Òm c^Ô 
AÒc LZ Ò$eÞ`ÐeÊRÊ Ac _ÞS Ò]hLÊ ? Ò]h RÐXÞ 
aÞÒ]hÒe `Ð] Ò]B AÒc bÊmÞ dÐBRÊ Ace `eÞaÐeLÊ, 
`eÞaÐee Òjðk-cc[ÐL,Ê jÕ²ó[ÞLÊ, MÐ]Ô-`Ð_Ñ¯LÊ J 
Òah-Ò`ÐiÐLLÊ c^Ô  Ð 

JXÞhÐ bfÞ jaÊLÞRÞ cÞfÞa_Þ [ HkÞWÐÒe Ð 
ÒdÒ[ ]ËeÒe ekÞÒm c^Ô JXÞhÐe `aà-`aÐàZÞLÊ LÞH aÐ 
bËmÞa? aÐecÐjÒe  Ò[e`aà `Ðf_ _ LÒm c^Ô 
LÞRÞVÐ AÒccÐÒ_ `Ðf_ LeÞ\ÐD HkÞ aÞÒ]hÒe Ð @Á 
JXÞA cÞfÞcÞhÞ ekÞR«Þ aÞÒ]hÒe, ÒdcÞ[Þ ÒNÐVÞH ÒRÐV 
`eÞaÐee `eÞ Ð  AÒc Ace JXÞA jÕ²ó[ÞWÐeÊ  
ÒLÒ[ ]ËÒeB dÐDRÊ ! ÒaÒfÒaÒf `ÞmÐcÐ_*e 
L\ÐaÐràÐ J kÐabÐaLÊ Ò]MÞ A¾dÔà mÐÒN Ð `ReÊ 
LkÞaÐLÊ `ÒX Òd aXcÐ_*Ê _c²Ðe aÐ `ÍZÐc LeÞaÐLÊ 
Ð ÒjcÐÒ_ ÒdDÜ Ò]hÒe ekÞÒm [ÐkÐeÞ jÕ²ó[ÞLÊ 
A`ZÐe LeÞÒ_Òm Ð HWÐÒe NÊeÊS_ kÊ@«Ê, aÐ`ÐcÐ' 
kÊ@«Ê LÞcéÐ hÞlL kÊ@«Ê  jcª*Ê _ÐÜ ^eÞ XÐL«Þ Ð Ac 
`ÞmÐcÐÒ_ HjaÊ Ò]MÞmÐ `Òe, [Ð*Ê mÐS mÐÒN cDjÐ, 
cÐDjÞ, @`Ð J bÐB XÐLÞaÐ `ÐBÜ Ð H\ÞÒe `ÞmÐcÐ_*e 
LÞRÞ bËm_ÐkÞÜ, @SÐZ[Òe AÒccÐÒ_ kÞÜ ]Ð¯Ñ Ð  ÒdÒk[Ê 
Ace `ÞmÐcÐÒ_ HkÞWÐÒe aYÊR«Þ aÐ aYÞÒa AÒc [Ð*Ê 
HWÞLÐe `eÞÒah jkÞ[ [Ðf Ò]B aYÞaÐ `ÐBÜ hÞlÐÒ]aÐ 
Ace ]Ð¯Þ[é Ð [Ð jkÞ[ AÒc Ac `ÞmÐcÐ_*Ê Ace 
JXÞA jÕ²ó[Þ aÞi¯Òe c^Ô hÞlÐÒ]aÐ DQÞ[ç Ð 

j[Òe AÒccÐÒ_ L'Z MÊjÞ J hÐ«ÞÒe @RÊ _Ð 
`Íkj_ LeÊRÊ ? Ò[Òa AÒc Ò]h RÐXÞ aÞÒ]h AjÞRÊ 

LÐkÞÜLÞ ? aÐkÔSN[e QÐLQLÔ jcª*Ê NÍÐj LeÊRÞ, 
AÒc aÐ Òj\ÞeÊ aÐ]dÞaÊ ÒLcÞ[Þ Ð aÞÒ]hÒe Òd[ÞLÞ bm 
Òj[ÞLÞ MeÐ` c^Ô ekÞRÞ  Ð ÒLkÞ `RÒe ekÞ dÞaÐ`ÐBÜ 
QÐkÐ«Þ _ÐkÞÜ, jcª* jkÞ[ jcÐ_ ÒkaÐLÊ QÐkÐÜ«Þ  Ð 
Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ ÒdÒ[ L½ `XÊRÞ `XÊ `ÒR, AcLÊ jcª* 
jkÞ[ [Ðf Ò]B QÐmÞaÐLÊ `XÞa Ð L\ÐÒe @RÞ, ""jéÐ^Ñ_ 
ÒkÒm ÒkÜ  ÒjéoÐ^Ñ_ _ÊkÜ ''Ð jéÐ^Ñ_[Ðe ÒdDÜ cSÐ 
[ÐkÐ jcÒª SÐZ«Þ ÐLÐkÐLÊ aÐ jÐé^Þ_[Ð bm _ mÐÒN Ð 
Ace `ÞmÐcÐÒ_ `ÒR AcLÊ j®Ð_ _ ]Þ@«Ê, Ac 
jÕ²ó[Þe ^Ðe _^e«Ê, Òj\ÞÒe c^Ô LÞRÞ dÐH AÒj 
_ÐkÜÞ Ð d]Þ ÒLÒa c_]ÊÓM kÊH Ò[Òa c_LÊ aÊTÐBaÐLÊ 
`ÒX Òd ""Òd Ò]Òh dÐB Òj $f MÐB'' Ð 
MeÐ]ÞÒ_ ]Ð¨eÊ aÐXÞÞ`dÔà« m_ÒcÐe LeÞ J hÊMÞmÐ`[Í 
j$Ð LeÞ LeÞ @ÃÐ bÐ=ÞNÒm c^Ô LÞRÞ bÐaÞaÐe _ÐkÞÜ  Ð 
LÐeZ AÒc aÞÒ]hÒe `ÍLó[Þe ÒjßÐtdÔàLÊ D`ÒbÐN 
LeÊ@RÊ  Ð H[ÞLÞÒe jaÊLÞRÞ jeÊ_ÐkÞÜ Ð hÑ[]Þ_e L\Ð 
[ _ LkÞÒm bm, \¨ÐÒe ae$ j$Ð LeÞLeÞ ]Ê_ÞAeÊ 
QÐmÞNÒm D c^Ô LÞRÞ LkÞaÐe _ÐkÞÜ LÐeZ AÒc `ÍLó[ÞLÊ 
D`ÒbÐN LeÞ jéÒ]kÒe jéNàÐÒeÐkZ LeÞaÐe jÊÒdÐN 
`ÐBRÊ Ð aÐÓ aÐÓ LÞ aÞQÞ[Í H aÞÒ]h, dÐkÐ LÒm c^Ô 
aÞQÞ[Í J _úA bfÞ mÐÒN Ð  aÞÒ]he HkÞjaÊ L\Ð Ac 
Ò]hÒe aÐ ÒLDÜWÞcÞfÞa ! jaÊÒaÒf ]úe `ÐkX jÊte  Ð 
JXÞhÐbÞ[Òe HjaÊ _\ÞÒm c^Ô cÐVÞe ÒdDÜ ckL J 
@_ÐaÞf Òjðkcc[Ð ÒLDÜWÞ aÐ cÞfÞa ! JXÞhÐ cÐVÞ [Ê 
ÒdÒ[]úeÒe \ÞÒm c^Ô Ò[ÐÒ[ Ace h[ SÊkÐe Ð _ÞS 
Ò]hÒe _ÞS ÒmÐL*`ÐMÒe _ÞS jÕ²ó[ÞLÊ Ò_B _ÞS 
`eÞÒahe SfaÐ¯ÊÒe AÒc kÊH[ akÊ[ jÊM, hÐ«ÞÒe 
ekÞ`ÐeÒ«  Ð LÞ«Ê AÒc [ÐkÐ LeÞ`ÐeÊ_ÐkÊÜ, LÐeZ 
AcLÊ jaÊLÞRÞ ]eLÐe Ð AÒc ceÊbËcÞe [óiÐrà `\ÞL 
`eÞ ceÞQÞLÐ `RÒe ^ÐDÜ@RÊ, jaÊLÞRÞ `ÐBaÐ `ÐBÜ Ð LÞ 
aÞQÞ[Í HkÞ AhÐe ceÞQÞLÐ? 

 
 
cÊÜ ÒcÐe jéÐcÑ jêeZ ]Ðj, TÞ@ ÒQ[_Ð,`Ê@ jÐ\àL jkÞ[ aÐÍ>V_çÒe eÊÒk Ð ÒeÐÒiB , NÐÒXà_Þ=  J QÞ[Í A*ÞaÐÒe ANÍk eÒM Ð 
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dÞaÞ Òd _Þ¾¯ dÞaÞ 
hh^e ckÐ`Ð[Í 
 
dÞaÞ Òd, _Þ¾¯ dÞaÞ, 
`ÐÒMB AjÞmÐZÞ Òaf, 
jeÞ AjÞmÐZÞ ÒMf, 
VÞLÞH MeÐ _BÜ _BÜ AjÊ, 
j& `ÐÒMB `ÐÒMB AjÊ, 
Òaf aÊXÊ aÊXÊ dÞaÞ 
X=Ð OÐV RÐXÞaÐ `ËaàeÊ  
H OV RÐXÞ QÐmÞdÐB\ÞaÞÞ, 
LÐt ÒaÐaÐfÞ `XÞaÐ `ËaàeÊ cÊÜ _\ÞaÞ, 
_Þ¾¯ QÐmÞdÐB\ÞaÞ Ð 
 
dÞaÞ Òd, _Þ¾¯ dÞaÞ, 
Skð DBÜaÐ `ËaàeÊ, 
[ÐeÐcÐÒ_ ALÐhÒe cÞVÞ cÞVÞ LmÐ `ËaàeÊ, 
]Þ@Ü* `ÐMÒe j& jfÞ[Ð mÐNÞmÐ `ËaàeÊ, 
ctÞeÒe Af[Þ, OÃÐ, h< aÐSÞaÐ `ËaàeÊ, 
cÊÜ L\Ð Ò]DRÞ, cÊÜ _\ÞaÞ, 
AjÞRÞ ÒdÒk[Ê _Þ¾¯ dÞaÞ 
H dÐdÐae SÑa_e jcÐ©Þ OVÐB 
_Þ¾¯ QÐmÞ dÐB\ÞaÞ Ð 
 
dÞaÞ Òd, VÞLÞH @Ò`lÐ Le, 
L\Ð Ò]DRÞ _Þ¾¯ dÞaÞ, 
Ac kjç`ÞVÐmçe jÐ[ _cée ÒaXçÒe ÒhÐB\ÞaÐ,  
HXçjç ÒeÐNÒe ÒbÐNÊ\ÞaÐ, 
_ÞeÑkÐ cÐ'VÞLÊ Ò]MÞLeÞ dÞaÞ, 
[Ð' `ÐMÒe kÐcäéÒXB `XÞ\ÞaÐ, 
cÐ' cÐ' LkÞ LÐtÊ\ÞaÐ  
hÞhÊVÞLÊ ÒaÐ^LeÞ dÞaÞ, 
cÊkÜ hÊÒMB ajÞ\ÞaÐ, 
L`ÐfÒe kÐ[eMÞ TeLÐ$ÐÒ* QÐkÞÜ\úaÐ 
QÞ«ÐcNð jéÐcÑVÞe `ÞWÞ VÞÒL ADÜjÞ Ò]BdÞaÞ, 
_jàVÞLÊ ^_ÔaÐ] Ò]B dÞaÞ Ð 
 
 

dÞaÞ Òd, _Þ¾¯ dÞaÞ, 
VÍÐ$ÞLç mÐBVç `ÐMÒe, ]Þ_ ]Þ'VÐÒe 
k=ÍÞ J SaçÒmjçç ÒmMÐ  
LÐXàÒaÐXà jÐB_çVÞH ^eÞ, 
cÊkÜ hÊÒMB aÊmÊ\úaÐ,  
mcéÐ ]ÐYÞ RÐXÞ\ÞaÐ, 
ÒRÐÒVB ÒRÐÒVB QÐmÊ\úaÐ, 
bÞLÐeÑ \ÐfÒe LÞRÞ MÊQÊeÐ `BjÐ `ÒLB dÞaÞ, 
dÞaÐ`ÐBÜ[ AjÞRÞ, 
AjÞ\ÞmÞ jcª*Ê kÒjB, 
dÞaÞ jcª*Ê LÒtB  Ð 
 
dÞaÞ Òd, _Þ¾¯ dÞaÞ, 
VÞLÞH @ayÐ hÐ« `XÞdÐD, 
ÒNÐfÐ aÐeÊ] Nu QÐmÞdÐD, 
b¯, bÍÐ«Þ LcÞdÐD, 
Òjß_ÞLcÐÒ_ Ò$eÞAj«Ê  
BeÐLç J A$çNÐ_ÞyÐ_eÊ _ÞeÐ`]Òe, 
NZ[§ `Í[ÞºÐ ÒkBdÐD jÊeÊMÊeÊÒe, 
jéÐcÑ, ±Ñ, j«Ð_, j«[Þ keÐB\ÞaÐ, 
_ÞÒeÐfÐÒe ajÞ mÊkYÐfÊ\úaÐ auÊcÐ_*Ê 
VÞLÞH AhéÐj_Ð aÐZÑ hÊÒZBÒ]B dÞaÞ, 
aÐ`Ð, cÐ'*Ê keÐB\úaÐ J @_Ð\ AhÍcÒe 
aYÊ\ÞaÐ `ÞmÐcÐ_*Ê lZL`ÐBÜ kÒjBÒ]B dÞaÞ, 
 
l[ aÞl[ aÞLfÐ= Òjß_ÞLcÐ_*Ê jÐmÊVç cÐeÞ 
"$ÍÞXcç BSç _Vç $ÍÞ ' H[L LkÞÒ]B dÞaÞ Ð 
 
dÞaÞ Òd, _Þ¾¯ dÞaÞ, 
½ÞcÊÒmVÞ=ç `ÔÐÒLSç LÐdÔàLÐeÑ ÒkBdÐD, 
cVçÒNSç J H_SàÞ LÍÐBjÞjç \cÞdÐD,  
Ò`ÒVÍÐmç ]e LcÞdÐD, 
]e]Ðcç MjÞdÐD,   
XmÐe ]Ðcç aYÞdÐD; dÞaÞ, 
SÐ[Þ, ^cà, aÀàN[ Òb]bÐa VÞÒL ]ËÒeBdÐD, 
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ÒaÐeÐL JaÐcÐ LÞ kÞmÐeÑ LâÞÃ_ SÒZ LÞH 
ÒXÒcÐLÍÐV Ò`ÍjÞÒXÃ kéÐBVç kÐDjçLÊ AjÞdÐD, 
Òkmç\ B_çjÊeÐ_çj jcª*Ê cÞfÞÞdÐD, 
ÒjÐjÞAm ÒjLÔÊÊeÞVÞ aqÞdÐD; dÞaÞ Ð 
 
dÞaÞ Òd, _Þ¾¯ dÞaÞ, 
]ÊÓM jaÊ jeÞdÐD, 
ÒbÐL jaÊ ceÞdÐD, 
@bÐa jaÊ ]ËÒeBdÐD, 
`Ê@, TÞ@ ]ÊkÜÞ*e kÐ[LÊ ]ÞkÐ[ ÒkBdÐD, 
`_úÑ J `eÞaÐee AhÐ jaÊ ÒcÃÞdÐD dÞaÞ Ð 
AD dÞaÐ `ËaàeÊ LkÞÒ]BdÞaÞ ÒcÐe LÐejÐ]Þ 
dÊaÐ a¯jÒe ]ÊB ÒNÐX RtÞ  
ÒNÐXLÊ D`e J cÊ¨LÊ [fLeÞ 
ÒLcÞ[Þ aeNR JkfÒe TÊmÞkÊH ? 
kÊmÞ X=ÐÒe ÒLcÞ[Þ `ËÀNbàÐ Òaß[eZÑ `ÐekÊH ? 
@ÃÐ_BÜNÒm jaÊ ]c÷ ÒLcÞ[Þ AÒ` AÒ` kSÞdÐH ? 
_ÞS D`Òe bejÐ jaÊ [ÊVÞdÐH Ð 

dÞaÞ Òd, _Þ¾¯ dÞaÞ, 
VÞLÞH Ò^ßdÔà^e, 
AjÞaÐ, dÞaÐ, AjÞaÐ `eÐ 
^eÐauÐ N[Þ eÑ[Þ _Þ¯[Þe, 
Ò$eÞdÞaÞ ÒjB cÐ' ÒLÐfLÊ 
dÞH _@cÐj NbàÒe ^eÞÞ\ÞmÐ, 
SeÐ¯Êe O_ @uLÐe bÞ[Òe  
jkjÍ jËdàÔe AÒmÐL SÐfÞÒ]B\ÞmÐ, 
`ÍÐZ`Þ¨LÊ aÒqB eMÞ\ÞmÐ, 
aÞ`] A`]LÊ LÐ_Þ ÒOÐÒXB Ò]B\úmÐ, 
_ÞÒS L½ ÒbÐNÞ j[Òe kjÞÞ`ÐeÊ\ÞmÐ, 
SÑa_ \úmÐdÐH bm`ÐB\úmÐ, 
`ÐfÞ\ÞmÐ, Ò`ÐiÞ\ÞmÐ, HÒ[aX LeÞ\ÞmÐ 
cZÞiÒV bfÞ cZÞi ÒkaÐLÊ 
ÒcÐ LÐ_Òe ckÐc§ Ò]B\ÞmÐ, 
kÜ, ÒjB cÐ' ÒLÐfLÊ Ò$eÞdÞaÞ 
ÒdDÜWÊ AjÞRÞ, ÒjBWÞLÊ Ò$eÞdÞaÞ 
_Þ¾¯ Ò$eÞdÞaÞ Ð 

 
 
hh^e ckÐ`Ð[Í, ÒceÑmÔÐ¨ 
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AÒceÞLÐ eÐ½Í]Ë[ NmçÒaÍ\ç J JXÞhÐ 
`ÍÒ$je ÒjÐc_Ð\ cÞhÍÍ Sc. D (MIT) 
 

1960 cjÞkÐÒe cÊÜ AÒceÞLÐe aókre a½_ 
ckÐ_NeÑ D`L¶yÞ[ LÐcéÍÞS jkeÒe ^Ð[ÊaÞ]ÔÐÒe 
Dn[e hÞlÐ J NÒaiZÐ LeÊ\ÐH Ð HkÞ jkeÒe ]ÊBVÞ 
aÞhéaÞMÔÐ[ aÞhéaÞ]ÔÐf¯ @ayÞ[, d\Ð-cÐjÐQÔÊÒjVçjçç 
B_ç½ÞVÔÊVç @$ç ÒVLçÒ_ÐÒmÐSÞ (MIT) HaÕ kÐbàÐXàç 
(Harvard) aÞhéaÞ]ÔÐf¯ Ð cÊÜ MIT e `ÍÒ$jeç cÐBÒLm 
Òabeç*  [réÐa^Ð_Òe X�ÒeVç D`Ð^Þ `ÐBÜ NÒaiZÐ 
LeÊ\ÐH Ð 
 

HkÞ jc¯Òe AÒceÞLÐÒe eÐ½Í`[Þ _ÞaàÐQ_ `ÍQÐe 
ÒSÐeçÒjÐeçÒe QÐmÊ\ÐH Ð ÒXÒcÐLÍÐVÞLç ]fe S_ç 
H$ ÒLÒ_XÞ J eÞ`aâÞLÐ_ç ]fe eÞQÐXà _Þμ_ç*  c^ÔÒe 
`Í[Þ]étÞ[Ð QÐmÞ\ÐH Ð AÒc bÐe[Ñ¯ RÐ[ÍcÐÒ_ 
ÒLÒ_XÞ* j`lÒe \ÐD Ð Òj ÒVmÞbÞS_ç cÐ^ÔcÒe 
_Þμ_ç* jkÞ[ `Í[Ôl aÞ[LàÒe bÐe[ j`lÒe dÊ¦Þ 
aÐYÊ\Ð«Þ Ð ÒLÒ_XÞ* c[Òe bÐe[ jaàaók[ç 
S_jÕMÔÐaÞhÞ½ NZ[§, HaÕ AÒceÞLÐ bÐe[LÊ 
Ò`ÐÍjúÐk_ Ò]aÐ DQÞ[ç Ð 
 

_ÞaàÐQ_ $f ÒOÐiZÐ ÒkmÐ Ð ÒLÒ_XÞ akÊc[Òe 
aÞS¯mÐb LeÞ eÐ½Í`[Þ ÒkÒm Ð ÒLÒ_XÞ `eÞaÐe 
cÐjÐQÔÊÒjVçjç `ÍÒ]h jÕmNð AÒceÞLÐe Dre-`Ëaà 
_ÞD-BÕm¨ @qfe HL jÕbÍÐ« aÕh Ð AÒc bÐe[Ñ¯ 
RÐ[ÍÒNÐºÑ ÒLÒ_XÞ* aÞS¯Òe D[ç$Êmâ ÒkÐBNmÊ Ð 
eÐ½Í`[Þ ]Ð¯Þ[é jc÷ÐfÞaÐ `Òe ÒLÒ_XÞ [Ð*e jQÞa J 
eÐ½Í]Ë[ `]aÑ `ÐBÜ Q¯_ `ÍLÍÞ¯Ð Aec÷ LÒm Ð @^ÞLÐÕh 
NÊeÊré`ËÀà `]aÑÒe kÐbàÐXàe `Í[ÞºÞ[ `ÍÒ$jecÐ_*Ê 
@ayÐ`Þ[ LeÐNmÐ Ð HkÐ jéÐbÐaÞL, LÐeZ ÒLÒ_XÞ 
kÐbàÐXàe `ÊeÐ[_ RÐ[Í, J [Ð*e cÐ[ó[ÊmÔ 
aÞhéaÞ]ÔÐf¯LÊ aÞÒhi bm `ÐD\ÞÒm Ð 
 

1961 cjÞkÐ `ÍÐec÷Òe bÐe[LÊ eÐ½Í]Ë[ eËÒ` 
kÐbàÐXàeÊ `ó\ÞaÑ aÞMÔÐ[ @\à_Ñ[Þs `ÍÒ$je S_ç 
ÒLÒ_\ç NmçÒaÍ\ç*Ê cÒ_Ð_Ñ[ LeÐNmÐ Ð `ÍÒ$je 
NmçÒaÍ\ç aÞhé@\à_Ñ[Þe D]ÐeaÐ] J aÞLÐhaÐ] 

 QÞ«Ð^ÐeÐe `ÍcÊM `ÍaràL \ÞÒm Ð `Ëaà[_ eÐ½Í`[Þ 
eÊSÒbmçVç J VÍÊcÐ_ç* ]éÐeÐ cÒ_Ð_Ñ[ ÒkÐB Òj 
aÞbÞ_ðjQÞa J LËV_Ñ[Þs `]aÑ ]Ð¯Ñ[é jÊQÐeÊeËÒ` j-

cç`Ð]_ LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð Òj SÒZ jÊÒmML: ]ÊBVÞ D`_ÔÐj, 
48VÞ`ÊªL, HLkSÐeeÊ @^ÞL NÊeÊré`ËÀà `Íaue eQ¯Þ[Ð 
Ð @\à_Ñ[Þ `eÞi]e jbÐ`[Þ, eÐ½Í`[Þ*e jéÐ^Ñ_[Ð 
jéÀà`]Le ]ÊB\e aÞÒS[Ð B[ÔÐ]Þ aÞaÞ^ `ÍjÞwÞ mÐb 
LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð LÐcéÍÞS-a½_ç @qfe bÐe[Ñ¯ RÐ[Í`eÞi], 
`ÍÒ$jeç NmçÒaÍ\ç*Ê @bÞ_t_ SZÐBaÐLÊ HL jcéwà_Ð 
jbÐe AÒ¯ÐS_ LmÐ Ð kÐbÐàXàe RÐ[Í`eÞi] kmçÒe HkÞ 
jbÐ @_ÊºÞ[ ÒkmÐ Ð 
 

Ac RÐ[Í`eÞi]e jbÐ`[Þ hÍÑ_ÞaÐj_ç, HL baÔ 
`eÞÒahÒe, `ÍÒ$je NmçÒaÍ\ç*Ê DRéjÞ[ `ÍhÕjÐ LÒm Ð 
jaà`ËeÐ[_ NZ[«Í AÒceÞLÐ J jaàaÍk[ NZ[«Í 
¡Ðe[ c^ÔÒe DnÒLÐVÞe jÊjÕ`Là `Í[ÞºÐ Òka, HkÞ 
AhÐ aÔ¦ LÒm Ð HkÞ `Íj=Òe LkÞÒm, ""cÞ½e NmÒaÍ\ç, 
A`Z HaÕ jÐeÐ `ó\ÞaÑ SÐZ«Þ Òd ¡Ðe[ _ÞLV 
@[Ñ[Òe D`_ÞÒah hó<feÊ cÊ¦ÞmÐ¡ LeÞ HL jéÐ^Ñ_ 
NZ[«Í `w[ÞÒe `Ð] eMÞRÞ Ð HL LóiÞ`Í^Ð_ @\à_Ñ[ÞeÊ 
HL hÞÁbÞrÞL @\à_Ñ[Þ jcÑLeZe @_ÊhÑf_ LeÊ@RÞ Ð 
HB OXÞjuÞ cÊkËràÒe AÒceÞLÐe jkÒdÐN, jkÐ_ÊbË[Þ J 
cÐNà]hà_ AahÔL Ð A`Z*`eÞ `ó\ÞaÑ 
aÞMÔÐ[ @\à_Ñ[Þs J S__Ð¯L, HkÞ `ÍLÍÞ¯ÐÒe HL afÞº 
bËcÞLÐ Ò_Òa- HkÐ Ace LÐc_Ð J @bÞfÐi Ð 
 

HkÞ LóiÞbÞrÞL @\à_Ñ[Þe ÊhÞÁbÞrÞL @\à_Ñ[ÞLÊ 
@bÔÊ[ç\Ð_ aÞi¯Òe jcÔL aÊTÐBaÐ`ÐBÜ hÍÑ_ÞaÐj_ç 
LkÞÒm, " cÞ½eç NmçÒaÍ\ç, bÐe[ HkÞ @\à_Ñ[ÞL 
`eÞarà_Òe eÐÒ½ÐÍÒ]ÔÐN D`Òe NÊeÊré Ò]DRÞ, ÒdDÜVÐ 
AÒceÞLÐ J aÍÞÒV_ç `eÞ `Ð¾Ð[Ô NZ[§cÐÒ_ jkSÒe 
NÍkZ LeÞ`ÐeÞÒa _ÐkÞÜ, LÐeZ ÒjcÐÒ_ OÒeÐB 
DÒ]ÔÐNÒe aÞhéÐ Le«Þ _ÐkÞÜ Ð bÐe[e HkÞ `Íarà_e 
`Í\c `qaÐiàÞL ÒdÐS_Ð LÐfÒe LóiÞ D`Òe 
NÊeÊré ]ÞAÒkÐBRÞ Ð ]Þé[Ñ¯ `qaÐiàÞL ÒdÐS_ÐÒe hÞÁe 
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aÞLÐh `ÐBÜ AahÔL jcéf OÒeÐB DÒ]ÔÐN dÊÒVB 
`ÐeÞÒa _ÐkÞÜ Ð' `ÍÐ&f bÐaÒe aÊÒTBaÐLÊ hÍÑ_ÞaÐj_ç 
LkÞQÐmÞÒm-"cÞ½eç NmçÒaÍ\, bÐe[ @NÍN[Þ `ÐBÜ 
hÞÁaÞLÐhLÊ HL ÒceÊ]¨ kÞjÐaÒe NÍkZ LeÞaÐLÊ QÐÒkÜ 
Ð D]ÐkeZ jéeË` jéÐ^Ñ_ bÐe[e `Í\c jc_Þé[ hÞÁ 
eÐÒ½ÐÍÒ]ÔÐN kÞtÊyÐ_ B¸Ð[ `ÍLÁ JXÞhÐ `ÍÒ]he 
eÐDeÒLmÐÒe `Í[ÞºÞ[ ÒkD@RÞ Ð H\Þ`ÐBÜ `¾Þc 
ScàÐ_ÑAcLÊ Òaßi¯ÞL [\Ð A\àÞL jkÐ¯[Ð Ò]D@RÞ Ð' 
 

hÍÑ_ÞaÐj_ LkÞQÐmÞÒm- "cÞ½eç NmçÒaÍ\ç, bÐe[e 
HkÞ eÐ½ÍÑ¯ B¸Ð[ `ÍLÁ LÞ«Ê Ace `Ëaà[_ D`_ÞÒah 
@^ÞLÐeÑ aÍÞÒV_e QlÊhËf ÒkÐB@RÞ Ð[Ð*e `Ëaà 
`Í^Ð_c§Ñ DB_ç½_ç QnàÞmç c«aÔ Ò]BR«Þ, " AÒe 
aÐÓ ! bÐe[ eÐÒ½ÐÍÒ]ÔÐN cÐNàÒe HL @bÞ_a `]Òl` 
Ò_DRÞ, HkÐ d]Þ jÐLÐe kÊH, [Ð*e eÐÒ½ÍÐÒ]ÔÐN- 
[ÞAeÞ B¸Ð[e `Í\c `ÐD¨ cÊÜ blZ LeÞaÞ Ð' 
 

jcéwà_Ðe DreÒe `ÍÒ$je NmÒaÍ\ç bÐe[Ñ¯ 
RÐ[ÍÒNÐºÑLÊ ^_ÔaÐ] Ò]B LkÞÒm-"bÐe[ NZ[«Íe 
@bÔÊ~¯Òe _Þ¾Þ[ eËÒ` j$f Òka ÐeÐ½Í`[Þ ÒLÒ_XÞ 
AhÐ Le«Þ Òd, bÐe[e HkÞ jÐ$mÔ jÐeÐ aÞhéÒe 
NZ[§e `ÍjÐee HL `\`Í]hàL Òka Ð D`_ÞÒahaÐ] 
HL @ªNÐcÑ jËdàÔ Ð bÐe[ hÐ«Þ`ËÀà AÒtÐf_ ]éÐeÐ 
jéÐ^Ñ_[Ð kÐjm LeÞ @_ÔÐ_Ô D`_ÞÒah*e jéÐ^Ñ_[Ð 
`ÍÐ©Þe aÐV ÒMÐmÞÒ]BRÞ; LÞ«Ê LcÔÊ_Þ½aÐ]Ñ h¦ÞcÐÒ_ 
HL _Ë[_ `ÍLÐee D`_ÞÒahaÐ]e `Í¯Ðj LeÊR«Þ Ð 
bÐe[e @_ÊhÑf_ÐcúL `Í¯Ðje j$f[Ð `ó\ÞaÑÒe 
NZ[§e cËf]ÊA VÐZ LeÞ`ÐeÞa Ð bÐe[e `Í¯Ðj 
D`Òe Ace ]ó½Þ ekÞRÞ, HkÐLÊ jÐ$mÔ c¨Þ[ LeÞaÐLÊ 
AÒc jaÊ `ÍLÐee jÐkÐdÔ J jkÐ¯[Ð ÒdÐNÐBÒ]aÊ Ð' 
 

NmçÒaÍ\ç [Ð*e bÐiZÒe Bi[ç kÐjÔej `ÍÒÒ¯ÐN 
LeÞ LkÞÒm-"JXÞhÐe eÐDeÒLmÐ B¸Ð[ `ÍLÁ 
B[Þc^ÔÒe HL _Þ¯Ê[ V_ B¸Ð[ `ÍªÊ[ LeÞaZÞ, cÐ[Í 
jÐeç QnàÞmç H\ÞeÊ cÐ[Í HL `ÐD¨ B¸Ð[ blZ LeÞaÐe 
jÕLÁ `ËeZ LeÞ`ÐeÞÒm _ÐkÞÜ ?' Le[ÐfÞÒe kmç 
hvcÊMeÞ[ ÒkmÐ Ð NmçÒaÍ\ bÐiZe `eÞjcÐ©ÞÒe 
bÐe[Ñ¯cÐ_*Ê ^_ÔaÐ] Ò]B LkÞÒm- "hÍÑ_ÞaÐj_ç 

ÒcÐÒ[ cÞ½eç NmçÒaÍ\ç ÒaÐmÞ jÒcéÐ^_LÒm, LÞ«Ê cÊÜ 
LkÞaÐLÊ QÐÒkÜ Òd LÐmÞ$ÀàÞA aÞhéaÞ]ÔÐf¯e aLàmÞ 
hÐMÐeÊ cÊÜ HL X�ÒeVç D`Ð^Þ kÐjm LeÞ@RÞ Ð' 
 
jéÐN[ jcÐÒeÐk `Òe HL @Ò_ßÐ`QÐeÞL QÐ ÒbÐSÞÒe cÊÜ 
`ÍÒ$jeç NmçÒaÍ\ç* `ÐMLÊ dÐB _ÞSe `eÞQ¯ Ò]B 
LkÞmÞ- " cÊÜ ÒjÐc_Ð\ cÞhÍ, MITe `ÍÒ$jeç cÐBÒLmç 
Òabeç* [réÐa^Ð_Òe X�ÒeVç NÒaiZÐ LeÊ@RÞ Ð' 
NmçÒaÍ\ç MÊjÞ ÒkÐB LkÞÒm-" j[Òe ? cÐBLç ÒcÐe 
LÐcéÍÞS jkeÒe `Í[ÞÒahÑ HaÕ @«e= auÊ Ð [ÊÒc 
bÐe[e ÒLDÜ yÐ_eÊ AjÞR ?' DreÒe cÊÜ LkÞmÞ-" 
bÐe[e `Ëaà D`LËfy JXÞhÐ `ÍÒ]he `ÍjÞw 
`dÔàVLyfÑ `ÊeÑ jkeÒe ÒcÐe S_ê Ð' `ÍÒ$jeç 
NmçÒaÍ\ç LkÞÒm-" JÓ, [ÐkÒkÒm B¸Ð[ [ÞAeÞ LeÊ\ÞaÐ 
eÐDeÒLmÐ ÒdDÜ `ÍÒ]hÒe @ayÞ[, ÒjBWÞ? bÐe[Òe 
ÒcÐe ekZÞ bÞ[Òe jÊÒdÐN cÞfÞÒm, JXÞhÐ `ÍÒ]h J 
`ÊeÑ jkeLÊ bÍcZ `ÐBÜ dÞaÐe ALÐÕlÐ ÒcÐe @RÞÐ' 
 
B[Þ c^ÔÒe `ÍÒ$jeç NmçÒaÍ\ç bÐe[e 
eÐ½Í]Ë[ `]aÑÒe ÒdÐN Ò]BjÐeÞ\ÐA«Þ Ð ]ÞÒ_ ÒcÐe 
NÒaiZÐ D`Ò]½Ð `ÍÒ$jeç Òabeç time cÐNÐSÞ_çe HL 
`ÍLÐh_ Ò]MÐB ÒcÐÒ[ LkÞÒm- "ÒjÐc_Ð\, Ace 
eÐ½Í]Ë[ NmçÒaÍ\ç JXÞhÐ `ÍÒ]hÒe @ayÞ[ [Êc S_êyÐ_ 
`ÊeÑ SÞmâÐ bÍcZ LeÊR«Þ Ð' cÐNÐSÞ_çÒe aÐkÐeÞ\ÞaÐ 
Ò$ÐÒVÐVÞ Ò]MÐB LkÞÒm- "HB Ò]M, `ÍÒ$je NmçÒaÍ\ç 
ÒLcÞ[Þ `ÊeÑ dÞaÐ eÐªÐÒe _ÞS LÐe @VLÐB HL ^Ð_ 
LÞAeÑÒe `hÞ dÐBR«Þ Ð MÐmÞ Òj[ÞLÞ _ÊÒkÜ, ^Ð_ÒL¨Ð 
kÐ[Òe ^eÞ ÒNÐVÞH QÐiÑ jkÞ[ L\ÐaÐràÐÒe cNð @R«Þ 
Ð @QÞkðÐ LóiL jÐ=Òe ÒLÒ[ jÊte auÊ[éÒe aÐuÞ ÒkÐB 
dÐBR«Þ Ð' 
 
`Òe `Òe a½_eÊ `ÍLÐhÞ[ 'a½_ ÒNÐâa' Ò]ß_ÞL Mae 
LÐNSeÊ SÐZÞ`ÐeÞmÞÒd NmçÒaÍ\ç `ÊeÑe I[ÞkÐjÞL 
'Òa=m- _ÐN`Êe ÒemçÒJé (BNR)' ÒkÐÒVmÒe ]ÊB]Þ_ 
ekÞ\ÞÒm Ð `ÍÒ$jeç NmçÒaÍ\* Dn[Ð \ÞmÐ 6 $ÊV 9 
BÜQ Ð HÒ[ DnLÐ¯ J aÞhÞ½ @[Þ\Þ* `ÐBÜ BNR 

ÒkÐÒVm HL jé[§ bÐaÒe [ÞAeÞ MVe aÒtÐaª 
LeÞ\ÞmÐ Ð 
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1963 cjÞkÐ _Òbcée cÐjÒe  HL A[[Ð¯Ñe 
NÊfÞe hÞLÐe ÒkÐB eÐ½Í`[Þ ÒLÒ_XÞ @LÐfÒe 
Òhi_ÞhéÐj [ÔÐN LÒm Ð HkÞ ]ÊOàVZÐ `Òe cÐ[Í ]ÊBaià 
eÐ½Í]Ë[ ]Ð¯Ñ[é _ÞaÐàk LeÞ NmçÒaÍ\ç [Ð* `]eÊ Bª$Ð 
Ò]B kÐbÐàXàe `ÍÒ$jeç `]aÑLÊ Ò$eÞ AjÞ\ÞÒm Ð 
bÐe[ `Í[Þ LÞ«Ê [Ð*e cc[Ð J AÒaN @lÊÀà \ÐH Ð 
`Í[Þaià Òj kÐbÐàXà J MIT e L[Þ`¯ bÐe[Ñ¯ RÐ[Í*Ê 
LÐcéÍÞS jkeyÞ[ _ÞSe aÐjNókLÊ _Þc§Z LeÞ 
A`ÔÐ¯Þ[ LeÊ\ÞÒm Ð HkÞ`eÞ HL cÞf_ @ajeÒe cÊÜ 
[Ð*Ê `Íhð LeÞ\ÞmÞ - "`ÍÒ$jeç NmçÒaÍ\ç, `ÊeÑ _ÞLVy 
HL LóiL jk A`Z*e $ÐÒVÐQÞ[Í ÒcÐe cÒ_@RÞ Ð HL 
LóiL jk L\ÐaÐràÐ `ÐBÜ A¶ÊH `ÐZÞÒe `hÞ dÐB\ÞÒm Ð' 
DreÒe `ÍÒ$jeç NmçÒaÍ\ç LkÞÒm- "cÊÜ @\à_Ñ[Þe 
`ÍÒ$je ÒkÐB`ÐÒe, LÞ«Ê LóiÞ jkÞ[ ÒcÐe `Í\c Ò`Íc, 
ÒcÐe `Þ[Ð SÒZ LóiL \ÞÒm, `earàÑLÐfÒe SÒZ 
hÞlL ÒkÐBNÒm Ð ÒcÐe `Í\c jðÐ[L D`Ð^Þ c^Ô \ÞmÐ 
LóiÞaÞ]ÔÐÒe, LÐ_ÐXÐe @ÃÐeÞJ LóiÞ ckÐaÞ]ÔÐf¯eÊ Ð 
ÒcÐe X�ÒeVç D`Ð^Þ \ÞmÐ LóiÞ @\à_Ñ[Þ D`Òe, 
aLàmÞyÞ[ LÐmÞ$ÀàÞA aÞhéaÞ]ÔÐf¯eÊ Ð' L\ÐaÐràÐe 
ÒcÐXLÊ cÊÜ `eÞarà_ LeÞ `QÐeÞmÞ- "`ÊeÑe BNR 
ÒkÐÒVm A`Z*Ê LÞ`eÞ mÐNÞmÐ ?' DreÒe `ÍÒ$jeç 
NmçÒaÍ\ç LkÞÒm- "BNR ÒkÐÒVme LcàQÐeÑ J 
ÒjaLcÐÒ_ ÒcÐÒ[ aÞhÞ½ @[Þ\Þ `eÐ¯Z[Ð Ò]MÐB 
\ÞÒm Ð' [Ð `Òe VÞLÞH kjÞ LkÞÒm- 'aÒ=Ð`jÐNe 
[VaràÑ HkÞ ÒkÐÒVmVÞ HL `ÊeÐ[_ aÍÞVÞh D`_ÞÒah 
Y=e Ð HkÐe _ÞcàÐZe HL ÒaßhÞ½ ÒkDRÞ Òd 1925 
cjÞkÐÒe _ÞcàÞ[ HkÞ @pÐfÞLÐ JXÞhÐe jaà`Í\c B¸Ð[-
jh±ÑLó[ (steel reinforced) RÐ[ Ð HkÞ B¸Ð[ LÞ«Ê 
Ac]Ð_Ñ ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ, A`Z* D`_ÞÒah @^ÞLÐeÑ 
aÍÞÒV_eÊ _ÊÒkÜ aeÕ jÊ]Ëe AÒceÞLÐeÊ Ð' 

 
23 H`ÍÞm, 2006 cjÞkÐÒe, 98 aià a¯jÒe 

LÐcéÍÞS jkee cÐDÃ @aÀà XÐ¦eMÐ_ÐÒe 15 ]Þ_ 
@jÊy ekÞaÐ`Òe, NmçÒaÍ\ç*e Ò]kÐ« ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð 
[Ð*e aÞÒ¯ÐNÒe bÐe[ J JXÞhÐ HL @«e= cÞ[Í 
keÐBmÐ bÐe[Òe cÐ[Í 2 aià LÐdàÔLÐfÒe Òj 
bÐe[e `Í\c `Í^Ð_c§Ñ `¨Þ[ SaÐkemÐm 
Ò_ÒkeÊ*e O_Þº ÒkÐB`ÐeÞ\ÞÒm Ð aÞbÞ_ð @\àÒ_ß[ÞL 

jcjÔÐÒe Òj ]l `eÐchà Ò]D\ÞÒm Ð 
bÐe[ D`ckÐÒ]he aÞbÐS_ J [[ç-jÕLÍÐ« kÞÕjÐLÐ¨ 
HaÕ `ÍÐ¯ 5 ml ÒmÐL*e SÑa_kÐ_Ñ jcéuÒe Òj 
[LúÐfÑ_ aÍÞVÞh jeLÐe, aÞÒhi[Ó Òhi bÐBje¯ mXà 
cÐDÃaÐÒV_*Ê [ÑaÍ jcÐÒmÐQ_Ð LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð 

2001 cjÞkÐÒe bÐe[ jeLÐe `ÍÒ$jeç 
NmçÒaÍ\ç*Ê [Ð*e @jÐ^ÐeZ `Í[ÞbÐ J bÐe[ `Í[Þ afÞº 
@a]Ð_ `ÐBÜ `]êaÞbËiZ D`Ð^ÞÒe j®Ð_Þ[ LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð 
@ZbÐe[Ñ¯ aÔ¦Þ SÒZ HkÞ Dn `]aÑÒe 
j®Ð_Þ[ ÒkaÐ aÞef Ð NmçÒaÍ\ç*e @_Ô HL aÞeÐV 
@a]Ð_ ÒkDRÞ Òd bÐe[e `Í\c Lcç`ÔÊVe aÞsÐ_ 
hÞlÐ J NÒaiZÐ aÞbÐN, dÐkÐLÞ IIT LÐ_`Êe Òe 
yÐ`Þ[ ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ, [Ð'*e `ÍÒQ½ÐÒe AÒceÞLÐe 
jkÐ¯[ÐÒe `Í[ÞºÞ[ ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ Ð ASÞLÐmÞ 
bÐe[ LÕ`ÔÊVeç aÞsÐ_ J jËQ_Ð sÐ_ ÒLßÐhf aÞ]ÔÐ 
Òl[ÍÒe aÞhéÒe `ÍcÊM yÐ_ @^ÞLÐe LeÞaÐe 
jË[Í`Ð[ ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ `ÍÒ$je NmçÒaÍ\ç*e HkÞ 
dÊÒNÐ`ÒdÐNÑ `]Òl` ÒdÐNÊ Ð 

 
akÊaià `Òe bÐe[ `Í[ÔÐarà_ `Òe, HL]Ð `ÊeÑe 

I[ÞkÐjÞL BNR ÒkÐÒVmÒe @ayÐ_ LeÞaÐe jÊÒdÐN 
cÒ[ cÞfÞ\ÞmÐ Ð 

ÒkÐÒVme kmçÒe `ÍÒ$jeç NmçÒaÍ\ç* [LúÐfÑ_ 
$ÒVÐQÞ[Í J `dàÔVL `ÊªÞLÐÒe [Ð*e VÞ"ZÑ Ò]MÞaÐe 
@aLÐh c^Ô cÞfÞ\ÞmÐ VÞ"ZÑe LÞ¯]Õh cÊÜÒ]mÞ: 
 

"…After two days of your hospitality, sea, sun and 
sand, I find myself rested and restored, both in 
body and spirit. My sincere thanks.” 
J K Galbraith, 24 July 1961 

 
ÒkÐÒVme `eÞQÐfL @[Þ Naàe jkÞ[ ÒjkÞ jÐÒY 

jÐ[ $ÊVÞA NmçÒaÍ\ç* `ÐBÜ [ÞAeÞ ÒkÐB\ÞaÐ aÞÒhi 
`m*VÞ c^Ô ÒcÐÒ[ Ò]MÐB\ÞÒm Ð 

 
 
@aje`ÍÐ© @^Ôl, SÐ[Ñ¯ `ÍÐÒ]ÔÐNÞL `Í[ÞºÐ_, 

eÐDeÒLmÐ 
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kSÐB Ò]BRÞ kjÞmÐ cÊkÜ 
jÊaÐj QtÍ h[`\Þ 
 
--------1-------- 
jó½Þ e Òj DÒ_êiÒe 

hÔÐcf a_ LÐ__ NÞeÞ 
bÐNÔaÐ_ cÊÜ Ò]MÞRÞ 

LÞ  ÒhÐbÐ jÞH \ÞmÐ Òd ^eÞ Ð 
]Ëe« ÒjB `ÐkÐX ^ÐÒe 

@eÊZ [Ðe LÞeZ ^eÞ 
cÊeÊS jc c¨Ê \ÞmÐ 

jó½Þe Òj @_ÞtÔ hÞeÞ Ð 
aÔÐOÍ, cóN, N¯f, kªÑ 

a_Ô S«Ê bfÞLÞ bfÞ 
kÐjÔ bÒe LÍÑXÐ e[ 

jÕMÔÐ LÞH `ÐeÞa LfÞ? 
 
--------2-------- 
`Ê¹-aÒ_  `ÍSÐ`[Þ jc 

kÒª ^eÞ HL `Lé $f 
cZÞi  Òj, Ò]MÞmÞ cÊÜ [ÐLÊ 

\ÞmÐ jó½Þ  hÞeÑÒe aÞkéf Ð 
`ÍÐ[Ó eaÞ LÞeZÒe [Ð'e 

cÊM \ÞmÐ @[Þ ]Ñ©ÞcÐ_ 
hÐcÊLÐ c^ÔÒe \ÞaÐ 

cÊ¦ÐVÞH bfÞ, 
jÞH \ÞmÐ HLÐ«, @__Ô Ð 

]ÊÓM QÞ«Ð dÐ[_Ðe 
ÒYD jaÊ [ÐkÐe jÐcÐÍSÔ 

jÑcÐ ¸hà LeÊ [ _ \ÞmÐ 
jÒ[ ÒLÒa, Òj Òd `ÊÀà aÑdàÔ ! 
 
--------3-------- 
]Þ_ `Òe ]Þ_ NmÐ NXÞ, 

bÐaÞmÞ cÊÜ AD ]ÞÒ_ dÐB 
\Òe MÐmÞ Ò]MÞ Òd AjÞaÞ, 

LÞ`eÞ Òd @RÞ ÒcÐe Òj cZÞi bÐB  Ð 
 

 
Òj ]Þ_ _ÞaÞ½  QÞÒr 

córÞLÐe ^eÞ `Þ¨ÊfÐH 
cZÞi Òj, NYÊ\ÞmÐ QL 

LkÞmÐ Òj Ò]M jbÔ[Ð BH 
HkÐ-`Òe NYÞaÞ cÊÜ Ò]M 

jbÔ[Ðe eÐS-jÞÕkÐj_ 
jjÐNeÐ ^eÐ ÒcÐe `ÍSÐ, 

MVÐBaÞ `ÍLó[ÞLÊ bó[Ôe jcÐ_ Ð 
aÞS¯e ÒNßÐeaÒe  [Ðe 

cÊM \ÞmÐ @[Þ  ]Ñ©Þc« 
jé`_e  `Ícr  DmìÐÒj 

jÞH jÒ[  mbÊ\ÞmÐ, 
jÊM Òd @_«   Ð 

`QÐeÞmÞ "bÐB ÒcÐe Lk, 
HÒ[ jaÊ jÒ[ LÞÕ`Ð ÒmÐXÐ ? 

jÐeÐ ^eÐ @ÒV Ò[Ð Ò[ÐkeÞ, 
jbÔ[Ð VÐ _ÊÒkÜ LÞ @ÒmÐXÐ ?' 

"SÐZÞ_ÐkÜ, SÐZÞ_ÐkÜ [ÊÒc÷,' 
LkÞmÐ Òj ]ó© jée ^ÐÒe 

"H jbÔ[Ð HB ÒcÐe @± 
HkÐ aÒf  ^eÐLÊ cÊÜ 

jeÐ  LeÞ  `ÐÒe  Ð 
LkÞmÞ "cÊÜ  Ò_DRÞ aÞ]Ð¯ 

@Ò_L jc¯ [a LeÞmÞZÞ l¯, 
AD]ÞÒ_ `ÊZÞ ÒLÒa AjÞ 

Ò]MÞ dÞaÞ, 
[Êce Òj jbÔ[Ðe S¯ !' 
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--------4-------- 
A]Ô HLaÞÕh h[ÐvÑÒe 

ÒbV ÒkmÐ, 
`ÊZÞ ÒcÐe cZÞie jÐÒ\, 

jbÔ[Ðe S¯aÐ_Ð, 
 
hÞMeÒe ^eÞ, OÊeÊ\ÞmÐ Òj Òd, 

aÞsÐ_e eÒ\  Ð 
hÔÐcf Òj a_ NÞeÞ, 

_ÐkÞÜ AD _ÐkÞÜ, 
AD _ÐkÞÜ ÒL]Ðe `ÍÐ«e, 

_ÐkÞÜ ]Þ_ _ÐkÞÜ @aÐ  eÐ[ÞÍ, 
@RÞ MÐmÞ aÞSÊfÞe Tmcm, 

L*ÞÍVç S=m  Ð 
QÐeÞAÒX Ò]ßÐXÐÒ]ßÐXÞ, 

jÒ[ @aÐ mÐNÞRÞ LÞ ÒcfÐ, 
LÐkÐe jc¯ _ÐkÞÜ, jbÞHÜ Òd aÔª, 

BH `eÐ jbÔ[ÐF  ÒMfÐ  ! 
[ÐkÐeÞ    cTÞÒe  cÊkÞÜ ÒMÐSÞÒkmÞ, 

LÐkÞÜ NmÐ ÒcÐ cZÞi bÐB, 
Ló[ÞÍc AÒmÐL AD `a_e [Òf, 

Ò]MÞmÞ cÊÜ, 
ajÞ@RÞ cÊkÜVÐ  hÊMÐB Ð 

^Ðe^Ðe QÞ«ÐÒeMÐ L`ÐfÒe [Ðe, 
]ÞhÊ\ÞmÐ @[Þ  `eÞ´Ðe , 

_ÐBVç-Lìaçe ÒjB `Ícr DmìÐÒj, 
ÒQ½Ðe[ \ÞmÐ Òj Òd, 

]ÊÓM AD dÐ[_ÐLÊ LeÞaÐLÊ ]Ëe  Ð 
`]ÞH LkÞaÐ `ÐBÜ, hÞe ÒVLÞ 

Ò]MÞaÐ e `ÐBÜ, 
jc¯  Òd _ÐkÞÜ  AD [Ðe, 

]Þ_ AD SÑa_VÐ dÐH ^ÐBÜ ^ÐBÜ ! 
hÊZÞaLÞ, hÊZÞaLÞ VÞÒL, `QÐeÞmÞ, 

"Òk cZÞi bÐB, 
ÒcÐk `ÐBÜ  HL lZ LÞaÐ 

@RÞ LÊk,LÊk ÒcÐe `ÐBÜ  ? 
jbÔ[Ðe S¯ dÐ[ÍÐ jaÊ Ò]MÊRÞ [, 

LÞ«Ê bÐB LÊk \Òe LÊk 
HÒ[ jaÊ `ÒeaÞ[' `ÊZÞ, 

LÐkÞÜ `ÐBÜ, 
Ò[Ðe ASÞ H aÞej cÊkÜ ?' 

jé`_ bÐ=ÞmÐ jÒ[, AMÞ cfÞ cfÞ, 
LkÞmÐ Òj , 

"hÊZÞaÐLÊ QÐkÊÜR [ hÊZ , 
jbÔ[Ðe `\ ^ÐÒe LÐkÞÜ, 

@Ò_L ANeÊ, 
kSÐB Ò]BRÞ ÒcÐe kj« a]_ Ð' 

 
 
The writer is a retired Bank Manager and lives in Cuttack. He wrote this poem on April 26th, 1998. 
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L'Z `ÊZÞ ÒkmÐ? 
LÁ_Ðc¯Ñ ]Ðh 
 
cÊÜ ÒdÒa `ÞmÐ\ÞmÞ ÒSÒS_Ð_Ñ LkÊ\ÞÒm 
jaÊÒaÒf ÒjB ÒNÐÒV L\Ð 
H Ò]hÒe `ÞmÐcÐÒ_ _ÞS Mnà _ÞÒSB [ÊmÐ«Þ, 
mÊNÐ`VÐ Òk_ç ÒV_ç mÐNÞ _ÐkÞÜÜ cÊ¨ aÔ\Ð Ð (1) 
 
_Ð_Ñ c^Ô LÐtÊ\ÞÒm- `ÞDjÐ*Ê MÊÃÐ Ò]B 
LÐkÞÜLÞ Òd Ò$eÞNÒm ÒaÐmÞ  
HWÞ MÐmÞ @bÐa, @jÊaÞ^Ð, hÐhÊOe S&Ðf 
jaÊWÐeÊ afÞ  Ð     (2) 
 
H Ò]hÒe ekÞ\ÞÒm ÒNÐVÞH XmÐeLÊÊ 
NÊZÞÒ]B jÐ[ @Ò^Òe  
ÒLÒ[ L\Ð LeÞ\ÐÒ« - ÒLÒ[ V*Ð jqÞ\ÐÒ« 
QfÞ\ÐÒ« ÒLÒ[ AeÐcÒe Ð   (3) 
 
aÊ_çVÊ, `Þ_çVÊ, QÞ_çVÊ `ÐBÜ VÔÊj_ç- jÞÒ_cÐ 
cÐ_Ê`ÐBÜ hÐYÑ J NkZÐ  
_Þ[Þ ]Þ_ QÞ«Ð `ÊZÞ aÐecéÐe LÊZÞA cB[Í 
AD auÊ*e dÐa[ç N&ZÐ Ð   (4) 
 
[ÊÒc ÒdÒa AjÞNm `ÞDjÐ [ bÐeÞMÊjÞ ÒkÒm 
aÐ`Ñ ! [Ê ekÞaÊ ÒjWÞ 
HBL\Ð _Ð_Ñ LkÞ\ÞÒm  Ð   (5) 
 
[ÊÒc ]ÞÒ_ dÐB\Þm  Ò]MÞaÐLÊ ÒSÒS cÐA 
Oe, Ò[ÐVÐ, _C 
ÒaÐD AD cÒ[ ^eÞ Ò$eÞ\Þm jÐÒ= jÐÒ= 
Òj jaÊ LÊ `ÞWÞ LeÞÒ]B   Ð   (6) 
 
aÐecéÐe ÒaÐDLÊ LkÞm Ò]Mç, hÊZç hÞMç, aÊTç 
H Ò]he HcÞ[Þ jbÔ[Ð  
\ÔÐ*ç BD, NÊXç cÀàÞ= , NÊXç _ÐBVç HaÕ 
ÒjB`eÞ ÒLÒ[ L\ÐaÐrÐà   Ð   (7) 
 
j$Ð j$Þ VÞ`çV` Oe]éÐe mÊNÐ`VÐ 

A`ZÐe Ò]kcÊ¨ dÐH  
ÒaÐD c^Ô hÞMÞNmÐ jÊ`ç, jÐmÐXç, jÐ¨ÊBS 
`XÞhÐ*Ê kÐH AD aÐH Ð   (8) 
 
LkÞ\Þm @*m*Ê "bÊmÒkmÐ' aÐkÐ ÒkÐB H Ò]hLÊ AjÞ 
@bÞAXÑ AjÞ\ÞÒm ^fÐTÞ@ aÞbÐÒkB ÒkÐB\Ð«Þ jÊMÑ Ð 

(9) 
 
HÒa `ÊZÞ L'Z ÒkmÐ ? L'Z `ÊZÞ ÒkÐBNmÐ aÐ`Ð ? 
ÒcÐe HB Y= e= Ò]MÞ [ÊÒc L'Z jaÊÒaÒf M`Ð ?  

(10) 
 
cÊÜ d]Þ `BjÐ  cÐÒN jLàj LÞ jÞÒ_cÐ dÞaÐLÊ 
bÐeÞ ÒSÐeç eÐNÞdÐ@ [ÊÒc . 
H Ò]he jcª* `eÞ _ÞS ÒeÐSNÐe Mnà LÒm 
cSÐ jÞ_Ð SÒc  Ð    (11) 
 
HBL\Ð LkÞÒ]B [ÊÒc ÒdÒa ]Ëe ÒkÐBdÐ@ 
ÒcÐ c_ [ bÐ=Þ eÊSÞ QË_Ð QË_Ð ÒkBdÐH  
QÊ`ç QÐ`ç ÒaÐD LÞRÞ YÐfÞ]ÞH mÊk   Ð  (12) 
 
ÒRÐV c_ [ bÐaÞaÒj "HB ÒcÐe aÐ`Ð? HB ÒcÐe 
Oe ? 
HBWÞLÊ AjÞaÐLÊ ÒkD\ÞmÞ HÒX [e[e  Ð' (13) 
 
QÐkÞÜ ]ÞH ÒaÐD cÊkÜ -cÒ[ mÐÒN jÞH @aÐ bÐaÊRÞ 
ÒjB HLÐ L\Ð  
[Ð ÒLÐfÒe `hÞdÐB LÒk 
""ÒiÐkf aià  cÒ[ `ÊeÊÒmÐ - ekÞ\Ð''  Ð (14) 
 
ÒiÐkf aià `ÊeÊ`ÊeÊ ÒRÐV LÐV QÐLÞeÑÒV LmÞ 
jÞÒ_cÐ- L_çjVç- mÊNÐ`VÐ B[ÔÐ]ÞÒe 
`BjÐ jÐeÞmÞ  Ð     (15) 
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RÊHÜ _ÐkÞÜ JéÐB_ç, aÞ@eç, jÞÒNÍV LÞ @_Ô a]bÔÐj  
LÞRÞ ÒcÐ _\ÞmÐ LÞ«Ê LÐc LeÞ `ÐÒW ÒkfÐ LeÞ 
H L\Ð [ÊÒc SÐZÞR @ahÔ  Ð   (16) 
 
jÐ= jÐ\Ñ jcª* jk Saç jk ÒXVÞ=ç aÞ LmÞ 
[ÊÒc bÐeÞ MÊjÞ Òka bÐaÞ (ÒaÐD L\Ð bÊmÞ bÐmÞ NmÞ ) 
Òj TÞ@LÊ aÞbÐ ÒkÐBNmÞ  Ð   (17) 
 
LÞ«Ê, aÐ`Ð L'Z ÒkmÐ `ÊZÞ - L'Z `ÊZÞ ÒkÐBNmÐ Lk 
[Êc cÊkÜ HÒa $Z $Z ÒaÐDe Òd hÊMÊ _ÐkÞÜ mÊk Ð 

(18) 
 
[ÊÒc dÐkÐ QÐkÊÜ\Þm- LkÊ\Þm - `ÐÍZ cËoÐà LeÞNmÞ [ÐkÐ 
ÒiÐfaià ÒLÒaWÊ `ÊeÞRÞ- RaÞhÞ aÞ `ÊeÞNmÐ AkÐ Ð 

(19) 
 

ÒcÐ' ÒaÐD [ ÒjcÞ[Þ LÐtÊRÞ MÐmÞ dÐkÐ cÊÜ _ÐkÞÜ ÒLÐÒf 
[ÊÒc MÐmÞ ]ÊÊÓMÑ ]ÊÊÓMÑ mÐN [ÊcLÊ cÊÜ QÐÒkÜ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf 
Ð      (20) 
 
[ÊÒc ]ÊÒkÜ ]ÊÓÒM SeSe - ÒcÐ]Þ_ LÞ jÊMÒe beÞa ? 
eÐ[Þ d]Þ HlZÞ `ÐkÞmÐ - ]Þ_ LÞ`eÞ jeÞa  Ð (21) 
 
ÒcÐ ]Þ_ HcÞ[Þ LVÊRÞ -ÒaÐD Òaf @[Þ ]ÊeÊak 
[Êc c_ ÒLÒa a]fÞmÐ L@Z [Êce ÒkBNmÐ LÊk ? 

(22)

 
 
This poem was written in LÊ& LÐ«, ÒY*Ð_Ðf. She is a 
regular contributor to the OSA Journal. 
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jó½Þ mÑfÐ 
eQÞ[Ð eÐD[  
 
@ªÐQÒf `ÐkÐ«ÞA [eÐ  
   XÐLÞ LÒk `ÍÐQÑ a^Ë LÐÒ_, 
Ò$eÞ `ÊZÞ AjÞaÞ cÊÜ auÊ 
   ASÞ L\Ð eMÞ\Þa cÒ_ Ð 
_Þ[Þ AjÞ dÐH _Þ[Þ QÐmÞ 
   @SZÐ Òj ]Ëe `\ `ÐÒe, 
_ÊÒkÜ HLÐ ÒLÐVÞ SÑa auÊ 
   ÒdDÜ `Ò\ @aÞe[ OÊÒe Ð 
lZÞL H SÑa_ ÒNÐ ÒcÐe 
   @Ò= aÒk OÐ[ `Í[ÞOÐ[, 
[ÊÒc NÐ@ DiÐ @ÐNc_Ñ 
   eË`cÒ] j]Ð jÊebÞ[ Ð 
_Þ¯[Ñ e QÞe«_Ñ mÑfÐ 
   sÐ_ jÑcÐ _ÊÒkÜ @aN[, 
@sÐ[ Òj aÞarà_ ^ÐeÐ 
   A_¯_ LÒe jó½Þ h[ Ð 
SeÐ có[ÔÊ aÞLf aÞ^ó[ 
   aÞhé Ò[Ðe beÐ _ÞdàÔÐ[_Ð, 
[kÞÜ [a jÊicÐ jc÷Ðe 
   ce[LÊ D`kÐj jÞ_Ð Ð 
@= [a aÞkN LÊS_ 
   cf¯e D`a_ mÑfÐ, 
kÐjÔ [a jÊc_ aÞLÐh 
   ^_Ô [Òc Òk `ÍbÐ[Ñ aÐfÐ Ð 
j«`àÒZ ÒcßÐ_ `ÍÐQÑ a^Ë 
   SÞsÐjÊÒe LeÞ jÒcÐé^_, 
DreÞÒm bÍÐ« LÞ Òk jÐ\Ñ 
   @¡Ê[ Òj aÞ^Þe aÞ^Ð_ Ð 
"aÞLhÞ[ SÑa_ ÒdßÐa_  
   eË` ÒOeÐ c^Ë cÐ]L[Ð, 
ALiàZ lZÞL SNÒ[ 
   aÞ_ÐÒh [Ð \ÐH jÐ\àL[Ð' Ð 
 
Rachita Raut lives in Delhi with her husband Dr. Kahnu Charan Raut, who encourages his spouse to pursue her multi-faceted 
interests, be it writing prose and poetry, playing the sitar, dress designing, embroidery, toy-making…or cooking exotic dishes.  For 
Rachita, half the fulfillment she gains in pursuing her interests is through teaching. She has transferred her skills to many a student in 
Delhi University in Home Science. Her children consider themselves lucky to have been brought up under her talent and tutelage.   
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jÐuÔ bÍcZ 
hÐ«Þ m[Ð cÞhÍ 
 

MÐmÞ `ÐZÞ cÐWÞA VÐLÊ ]Þ ÒNÐBWÐ Ò]B bÐ=Þ Ò]aÐLÊ 
BRÐ ÒkD\ÞmÐ Òd, RÐX _ÞSLÊ jÕS[ LeÞ Ò_Òm eÊ]Í 
aÐaÊ Ð eÐN cËkÊrà Òe bÐ=Þ  Ò]Òm [Ð* _ÞS `ÒLVç eÊ 
kÞÜ V*Ð Ò]B `ÊZÞ cÐWÞA LÞZÞaÐLÊ `XÞa Ð eÞVÐ¯Xà 
SÑa_Òe Ò`_j_ç V*Ð [ ÒNÐVÞ, ÒNÐVÞ NZÞ[Ð Ð cÐ`Þ 
QÊ`Þ _ QfÞÒm _ÞÒS kBeÐZ Òe `XÞÒa Ð LZ LeÞÒa 
Òj bÊmç [ [Ð*e Ð `ó\ÞaÑ e jaÊWÐeÊ Òd cËMà, ÒjkÞ`eÞ 
HL ±Ñ LÊ aÞaÐk LÒm SÑa_ VÐ dÐkÐ Lmam kÊH Ð 
@_Ô LÐkÐe [ H`eÞ @_ÊbÊ[Þ _\Þa Ð LkÞÒa LÐkÐLÊ? 
hÊZÞa aÐ LÞH? hÊZÞ aÊTÞa aÐ LÞH? aÊTÞa aÐ LÐkÞÜLÞ? 

OÒe ±Ñ _ÐkÞÜ LÞ, cÐWÞA Òe `ÐZÞ _ÐkÞÜ Ð jaÊ]Þ_ 
QÐeÞVÐ ÒaÒf Òj dÐA«Þ jÐuÔ bÍcZ Òe Ð dÞaÐ `Ëaà 
eÊ ]Þ NâÐj `ÐZÞ `ÞB Òj aÐkÐe LÊ dÐ@Ð«Þ Ð QÐmÞmÐ 
ÒaÒf kÐmÞA Òd`eÞ _ mÐNÞa Ð `ÐZÞ _ ÒkmÐ _ÐB,Ü 
cËMà ±Ñ LÊ LZ H L\Ð SZÐ _ÐkÞÜ `Ð_ ]Þ M¨ ]aÐ `ÐBÜ 
Ð NmÐ Òaf LÊ `Ð_ XaÐ aÞ cÞfÞmÐ_Þ Ð ÒeÐÒiB Oe WÊ 
Aec÷ LeÞ ]Þ@Ü * Oe `dÔà« ÒMÐSÞNÒm Òj Ð dÐÓ ASÞ 
jaÊ aÞbÍÐV LÞRÞ ÒkÐB `ÐeÞa_Þ Ð ÒhÐBaÐ Oe LÊ NÒm 
QÐ]e VÐ `ÐBÜ Òd ....... QÐ]e VÐ ÒdÐD LZÒe `XÞ\ÞmÐ 
ÒjB LZ Òe ÒjcÞ[Þ `XÞRÞ Ð ]Þ ]Þ_ Òka ±Ñ "jó[ÑaÐfÐ' 
*Ê Ò]B\ÞÒm j$Ð LeÞ Ò]aÐLÊ Òd j$Ð [ ]Ëe Òe \ÐD 
ÒjB ÒLÐZÒe ÒjcÞ[Þ `XÞ ekÞRÞ QÐ]e VÐ Ð 

eÐN [c [c Òe Ne Ne ÒkÐB OeÊ aÐkÐeÞ NÒm 
eÊ]Í aÐaÊ Ð ASÞ NSÐ__ aÐaÊ aÞ [Ð* jÐ=Òe dÐB 
`ÐeÞÒa_Þ bÍcZ Òe ÒaÐmÞ _Ð[Þ kÐ[Òe Mae `ÒWB 
Ò]BR«Þ [Ð*e Ò]k bm _\ÞaÐeÊ Ð dÐkÐ ÒkD NSÐ__ 
aÐaÊ [Ð* WÊ _Þ¾¯ ÒahÑ bÐNÔaÐ_ Ð LÞRÞ _ ÒkÒm aÞ 
NSÐ__ aÐaÊ * e HL LÊfÐ=Ðe `Ê@ @RÞ OÒe Ð 
ÒaÐkÊ, ]Þ VÐ _Ð[Þ OÒe ekÊR«Þ [Ð* L\Ð aÊTÞaÐLÊ Ð 
ÒkB [ _Ð[Þ AjÞ Mae Ò]BNmÐ ÒSÒS * Ò]k MeÐ` 
ÒaÐmÞ Ð LÞ«Ê Òj ! ÒjB Ò]k MeÐ` eÊ DWÞ dÐB\ÐÒ« 
Mae Ò]aÐLÊ Òd [Ð*e Ò]k bm _ÐkÞÜ ÒaÐmÞ Ð [Þ_Þ 
[Þ_Þ VÐ `Ê@ Òd [Ð*e Ð LÞH dÐB LÊAÒX jaÊ ekÊR«Þ Ð 
aià Òe MÒ¨ QÞWÞ, ]Þ aià Òe \Òe AjÞ cÊkÜ cÐeÞ Ò]B 
dÐA«Þ Ð kÜ aÐ`Ð ÒaÐD aqÞR«Þ Ð Òj[ÞLÞ SÐZÞaÐ VÐ 

dÒ\½ [Ð* `ÐBÜ Ð ÒLcÞ[Þ aqÞR«Þ Ð LÐkÐ ]éÐeÐ aqÞR«Þ 
Ð LZ [Ð*e ]eLÐe LÞ _ÐkÞÜ SÐZÞaÐe aÞ AahÔL[Ð 
cÒ_ Le«Þ _ÐkÞÜ Ð aów LÐf Òe cZÞi aqÞ \ÐD \ÐD 
_Þ[Þ ceÊRÞ Ð LÐkÐLÊ LkÞÒa Ð ±Ñ dÐB LÊAÒX aÊmÊR«Þ Ð 
Ne Ne ÒkÐB c_ LÊ c_ aLe aLe ÒkÐB QÐmÊ\ÞÒm 
eÊ]Í aÐaÊ Ð 

jÐB dÐLÒe  Òd[L ±Ñ ÒmÐL @R«Þ jcª * e 
LÞRÞ _Ð LÞRÞ aÊwÞ @RÞ, LÐkÐe eË` @RÞ [ LÐkÐe NÊZ 
@RÞ [ LÐkÐe aÞ]ÔÐ aÐ ^_ Ð LÞH mlêÑ [ LÞH jejé[Ñ, 
LÞH LcfÐ [ LÞH aÞcfÐ Ð LÞ«Ê jó[ÞaÐfÐ * e ÒLÐD\ÞÒe 
LÞRÞ _ÐkÞÜ Ð _ÜÐ VÐ LZ _Ð jó[ÞaÐfÐ Ð ASÞ AD bÐfÞ 
ÒkÐB mÐb aÐ LZ Ð [Ð* Òaf Òe _ÞS BRÐÒe [ ±Ñ 
aRÐ dÐD _\ÞmÐ Ð dÐkÐ [Ð* bÐNÔ Òe ÒmMÐ\ÞmÐ 
ÒjBA ÒkmÐ Ð ASÞ bÐfÞ ÒkÐB ]ÊÓM jÐÕDVÞaÐ ÒLaf 
jÐe ÒkDRÞ Ð ]Þ_ LÐf jeÞaÐLÊ ajÞmÐZÞ Ð `ÐQÞmÐ Acé 
ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf TXÞÒa NR eÊ LÞH SÐÒZ Ð ASÞ 
AD ]ÊbàÐNÔ mÞMÞ[ bÐNÔ LÊ Ò]ÐkeÐBÒm L@Z Òka Ð 
QÐmÊ\ÞÒm Òj HL @_Þ~Þà½ eÐªÐ Òe DÒ~hÔkÑ_ bÐaÒe 
Ð 

…ÒeÐÒiB Oe WÊ Aec÷ LeÞ ]Ð¨ LaÐV dÐH jaÊ 
ÒMÐmÐÒcmÐ Ð LZ Òd LeÞÒa ""jó[ÞaÐfÐ'' Ð cÐ[Í OÃÐ L 
`ÐBÜ OeÊ ÒNÐX LÐYÞ\ÞÒm Òj Ð jÑ[Ð ÒaÐD *e @«Þc 
jc¯ Ð `ÒXÐhÑ eaÞ ÒaÐD * jÕÒN dÐB\ÞÒm Òj 
Ò]MÞaÐLÊ [Ð*Ê Ð H[ÞLÞ jc¯ e @_Ê`yÞ[Þ Òe OÒe M¨ 
`Íf¯ Ð bÐNÔ aj[Ó ÒLkÞ LÊLÊe aÞÒmB ÒeÐÒiB OÒe 
`hÞ _ÐkÐÜ«Þ Ð LZ Òd LeÞÒa jó[ÞaÐfÐ, bÐNÔ LÊ ÒLaf 
_ÞtÞaÐ aÔ[Ñ[ Ð `ó\ÞaÑ e jaàÒhÍº cÊMà @aÐNÞA cZÞi 
LÊ aÞaÐk LeÞ `QÐh aià Òj ÒLcÞ[Þ Òd aÞÒ[BÒmZÞ 
ÒLaf ÒjkÞ SÐZ«Þ Ð RÐX ASÞ AD bÐNÔ jÕÒN aÞaÐ] 
LeÞ mÐb LZ Ð kÐ[ NZ[Þ Òe AD LÞRÞVÐ ]Þ_ H 
jÕjÐe e @[Þ\Ñ Òj Ð LeÞaÐLÊ aÐ bÐaÞaÐLÊ kÐ[Òe AD 
ÒahÑ jc¯ _ÐkÞÜ Ð HcÞ[Þ  HcÞ[Þ Òe ]Þ_ aÞ[Þ NÒm NmÐ 
Ð 

ASÞ aÐaÊ `ÐZÞ aÞ `ÞB _ÐkÐÜ«Þ Ð LÊAÒX dÐBR«Þ, 
MÐmÞ cÐWÞA VÐLÊ NÒXB Ò]B Ð cÐWÞA VÐ LZÐ ÒkÐB 
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dÐB\ÞaÐeÊ Òj\ÞÒe cÐVÞ mÒNB hÊÒMB Ò]B \ÞÒm Òj Ð 
Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ ASÞ cÐWÞA VÐLÊ MÐmÞ LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð LÞ«Ê cÐWÞA 
`ÐMÒe YÐÒf `ÐZÞ , NÞmÐj jaÊ eMÞ  Ò]B dÐB\ÞÒm 
Ð ]ÞhÞ \Þa LÞ [Ð*Ê ! LZ Òd LeÞÒa Òj Ð ASÞ aÐVÒe 
kÐmÞA ÒkÐB ÒQ[Ð aÊXÞ `XÞÒm ÒjB aÊTÞÒa Ð ÒhÐBaÐ 
Oe LÊ NÒm Òj [Ð* `ÍÞ¯ N` akÞ VÐH AZÞ aÐkÐe 
aÐe¨Ð Òe ajÞ `YÞÒa ÒaÐmÞ Ð aÐkÐÒe bm jÊmÊ jÊmÞA 
\¨Ð `a_ ÒaÐkÊRÞ Ð 

HB Ò]M aÐaÊ [Ð* QÐ]e VÐ aÞ Ò_B _ÐkÜÐ«Þ Ð 
ÒjcÞ[Þ hÐVà MÒ¨ LÞ N&Þ MÒ¨ NÒfB Ò]B dÐBR«Þ 
ÒaÐÒ^ Ð LÐmÞ aiàÐ ÒkÐB\ÞaÐeÊ Òj [Ð* `ÊeÊZÐ QÐ]e 
VÐ j$Ð LeÞ `ÐeÞ _\ÞÒm hÊMÞa_Þ ÒaÐmÞ Ð Òj\Þ `ÐBÜ aX 
`Ê@ NmÐ aià Ò]B\ÞaÐ _ËA QÐ]e VÐ Òj Òhd D`Òe 
eMÞ Ò]B dÐB\ÞÒm Ð AMÞ QÐ]e D`Òe `XÞa ÒaÐmÞ [Ð 
D`Òe `Ð_ bÐ=Þ \ÐfÞA Òe eMÞ Ò]B dÐB\ÞÒm c^Ô Ð 
`Ð_ D`Òe AMÞ `XÞÒm QÐ]e D`Òe AMÞ `XÞa ÒaÐmÞ 
Ð ^_Ô Òe Òj AMÞ Ð A=ÊWÞ ÒN&Þ _ Ò]ÒMBÒ]Òm Òj 
AMÞ LÊ LÞRÞ ]ÞÒh_Ð Ð Òj jÑ[Ð ÒaÐD *Ê Ò]MÞ 
NmÐÒaÒf eÊ]ÍaÐaÊ _ÞÒOÐX _Þ] Òe ÒhÐB OÊOÊÕXÞ  
cÐeÊ\ÞÒm Ð Ò[ZÊ [Ð*Ê _ DÒWB hÑOÍ 

Ò$eÞ AjÞÒa bÐaÞ QÐmÞ dÐB\ÞÒm [Ð*Ê LÞRÞ _ LkÞ Ð 
LÞ«Ê ÒjWÞ jÐBe @_ÔÐ_Ô QÞkðÐ SZÐ ÒmÐL *Ê Ò]MÞ N`Ê 
N`Ê VÞÒL ÒXeÞ ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð dÊAÒX dÐBR«Þ dÐA«Ê Ð H 
\¨ÐfÞA `a_ ÒdÐNÊ ÒahÞ jc¯ Òj aÐkÐÒe ekÞ 
`ÐeÞÒa_Þ jó[ÞaÐfÐ bm bÐaÒe SÐZ«Þ Ð 

]Ð¨ aÐe¨Ð LÊ QÐmÞ AjÞÒm jó[ÞaÐfÐ Mae LÐNS J 
N` akÞ ^eÞ Ð aÐe¨Ð Òe TÊmÊ \ÞaÐ Òaq Ò]ÐfÞÒe ajÞ 
TÊmÞaÐLÊ mÐNÞÒm `ÞWÞ`V aÐXÐÒe ADSÞ Ð [Þ_Þ SZ ajÞ 
`ÐeÞaÐ `eÞ mcéÐ Òaq Òe jÐm ÒOÐÒXB ÒNÐX 
mÒcéBÒ]B N` akÞ `YÞ ajÞÒm Òd .......N` Òe ÒLÐD 
c_ mÐNÊRÞ Ð 

Ò$eÞ AjÞÒm eÊ]Í aÐaÊ MÊaç hÞOÍ jó[ÞaÐfÐ * @_ÊcÐ_ 
LÊ j[Ô Òe `eÞZ[ LeÞ Ð jó[ÞaÐfÐ * `ÐMÒe ajÞ 
`XÞÒm Ò]ÐfÞÒe Ð \¨Ð `a_ Òe eÊc jaÊ VÐÕLÊeÞ DWÞRÞ 
Ð hÞOÍ ÒOÐÒXB Ò]Òm Dmç QÐ]e Òe jó[ÞaÐfÐ eÊ]Í aÐaÊ 
*Ê Ð `Ð_, `ÐZÞ J Mae LÐNS ÒdÐÒNB Ò]Òm c^Ô Ð 

HB cÊMà @[Þ `ÍÞ¯ aÊYÑ VÞ [Ð* `ÐM Òe _ \ÞÒm [Ð* 
SÑa_ ASÞ _Là Òe `eÞZ[ ÒkÐB jÐe«ÐZÞ Ð cÊNç^ ]ó½Þ 
Òe ÒLaf QÐkÞÜ ekÞÒm eÊ]Í aÐaÊ ±Ñ *Ê, cÊkÜ Òe LÞRÞ 
`ÍLÐh _ LeÞ Ð [Ð*e _Þ[Ô Ò_ßcÞ[ÞL eÐN Ne Ne L\Ð 
NÊXÐLÊ QÐ`Þ eMÞ Nbày LeÞ jÐeÞÒmZÞ Ð `ÊZÞ 
kÊH[ ]eLÐe `XÞ `ÐÒe jÐc&jÔ `ËÀà `eÞyÞ[Þ Òe 
ÒjB h~ NÊXÞL ANÐcÑ ]Þ_ LÊ Ð 

H j]¯ `ÍÑ[Þ D`kÐe e aÞ_Þc¯ Òe AZÞ\ÞaÐ 
ejÒNÐmÐ ]Þ'VÐ aÒYB Ò]Òm eÊ]Í aÐaÊ jó[ÞaÐfÐ * 
kÐ[LÊ Ð cÊNç^ ]ó½Þ Òe QÐkÞÜÒm jó[ÞaÐfÐ [Ð* e @[Þ 
`ÍÞ¯ cÊMà jéÐcÑ *Ê Ð [Ð* e Òjðk hÍwÐ aÞ_Ð H SÑa_ _Là 
Ð `ÍÒ[ÔL ]Þ_ jÐuÔ bÍcZ eÊ Ò$eÞaÐ ÒaÒf eÊ]Í aÐaÊ 
LÞRÞ _Ð LÞRÞ AZÞ\Ð«Þ jó[ÞaÐfÐ * `ÐBÜ aeÐ, jÞ=XÐ, 
`ÒLÐXÞ, mXÊ, SÒmaÞ, ejÒNÐmÐ aÐ @_Ô ÒjkÞ`eÞ LÞRÞ Ð 
H [Ð*e _Þ[Þ ]Þ_ e N[Ð_ÊN[ÞL SÑa_ ^ÐeÐ e `ÍZÐfÑ 
Ð ÒjB Ò]ÐfÞÒe ajÞ ÒjcÐÒ_ MÐA«Þ Ð eÐ[ÍÑ ÒbÐS_ 
Òe LZ MÐBÒa AÒmÐQ_Ð Le«Þ Ð ÒjB Ò]ÐfÞÒe ajÞ 
jó[ÞaÐfÐ QicÐ mÒNB N` akÞ `Y«Þ J eÊ]ÍaÐaÊ Mae 
LÐNS Ð ]Ð¨Òe dÞaÐ AjÞaÐ LeÊ\ÞaÐ QÞkðÐ SZÐ ÒmÐL *Ê 
cTÞÒe cTÞÒe XÐL Ò]B `ÐM LÊ AjÞaÐLÊ _Þc§Z Le«Þ 
Ð `Ð_ `ÐZÞ ]éÐeÐ A`ÔÐ¯Þ[ LeÞ N` e Aje ScÐ«Þ Ð 
ASÞ eNÐ eNÞ ÒkÐB dÐB\ÞÒm ÒaÐmÞ LZ [Ð* Ò_ßcÞ[ÞL 
SÑa_ ^ÐeÐeÊ ÒjcÐÒ_ JkeÞ dÞÒa ! 

""-aÊTÞm jó[Þ ! ASÞ eÐ[Þ `ÐBÜ LÞRÞ aÞÒhi AD 
ÒeÐÒiB aÐj Le_Ð Ð jLÐf e ÒdÐD bÐ[ afÞRÞ [ÐLÊ 
`MÐfÞ ]Þ@ Ð cÐR bSÐ [ @RÞ Ð hÐN ]ÞVÐ AZÞRÞ aSÐe 
eÊ aXÞ Ò]B bÐSÞ ]Þ@ Ð ÒkBNmÐ eÐ[Í ÒbÐS_ Ð'' 
jaÊ]Þ_ eÊ]ÍaÐaÊ eÐ[Í ÒbÐS_ `ÐBÜ HkÞ`eÞ 
`eÐchà ]Þ@«Þ Ð LÞ«Ê jó[ÞaÐfÐ [Ð*e dÐkÐ BRÐ kÊH, 
dÐkÐ OÒe \ÐH ÒjBA eÐu«Þ Ð LÞ«Ê dÐkÐe eÊQÞÒe 
MÐ]Ô [ÞAeÞ ÒkÐB\ÐD `ÒR ]ÊÒkÜ A_t Òe MÐA«Þ Ð 
AD MÐBaÐ ÒaÒf ÒjB `Ê@, ÒaÐkÊ _Ð[Þ _Ð[ÊZÑ * 
N`j` Òe eÐ[Í ÒbÐS_ `aà Òhi kÊH Ð HB[ jéNà, 
HB[ A_t Ð ÒdÒ[ eÐN eÊiÐ ÒkÒm aÞ H\ÞeÊ JkeÞ 
dÞaÐLÊ QÐkÊÜRÞ aÐ LÞH? 

 
Shanti Mishra lives in Rochester, MN with her husband Prasanna Mishra and two children. She is a prolific writer and regular 
contributor to OSA Souvenir. 

204



]ÊBVÞ eÐ[ÍÞ J QtÍÞLÐ 
aeÊZ `ÐZÞ 
 
`ËÀàÞcÐe  jðÞNç^ ¸hà Ò_B    
Òj]Þ_ eÐ[ÍÞÒe `ÍÞ¯Ð LeÊ\Þm @_ÊÒdÐN  
Ò`Íce ÒNÐ AD HL [ÐSç NYÞ Ò]aÐ `ÐBÜ Ð 
 
jÐNeÞLÐ [ÊÒc, cÊ¦ aÞk=e `lÑ Ò_B  
Ò]MÊ\Þm LÞ hÐ«, LÞ bÑiZ jÊte 
cÞf_, H ALÐh J `ó\úaÑe  Ð 

 
@_« LÁ_Ð Ò_B  
aÐmÊLÐe `ehÒe  
aÐkÊ m[ÞLÐÒe 
`ÍZ¯e _ÞÒa]_ QÞe«_ ÒaÐmÞ 
LkÞ\Þm ^ÑÒe 
HL `ËÀàÞcÐ eÐ[ÞÒe Ð 

 
AD HL eÐ[Þ 
ÒjB jÐNe LËfÒe 
SÊAe ÒYDÒe 
bÐ=Þ dÐB\ÞmÐ Ac aÐmÊLÐe Oe 
ÒcOe Òj `Z[ LÐ_ÞÒe 
mÊQÞekÞ QtÍ Ò]MÊ\ÞmÐ 
cÒ_ cÒ_ kjÊ\ÞmÐ @aÐ 
SÑa_ ÒdßÐa_ Ò_B HB mÑfÐ ÒMfÐ 
SÊAee ÒjÐÍÒ[ 
 
QÐmÞdÐB \Þm [ÊÒc ]ÞNçaf¯ `e `ÍÐÒ« 
cÒ_ cÒ_ `Í[ÑlÐÒe 
cÊÜ `eÐ ÒNÐ, ÒNÐVÞ ÒNÐVÞ aÐmÊLÐ LZÐLÊ 
NZÊ\ÞmÞ ]Þaj ÒhiÒe Ð 

 
ÒcO LVÞ NmÐ 
hÐ« ÒkmÐ SÊAee @hÐ« jmÑf 
@_ÐB cÊÜ ]ÞNçafÒ¯ Ò]MÞmÐ ÒafLÊ 
@ª QtÍ LÐÒ_ LÐÒ_ L\Ð LkÞNmÐ 
]ÞNçafÒ¯ dÐ Ò]MÊR bÍc 
@hÐ« _Þcàc 
HB jÐNe LÞ cÞhÞ `ÐÒe ALÐh aÊLÊÒe ? 
ÒLÒa _ÊÒkÜ Ð 

 
ALÐh J jÐNee LaÞ 
ASÞaÞ [ bÊmÞ_Þ Òj RaÞ 
ASÞaÞ [ kSÞNmÐ `ÍÞ¯Ð `ÐBÜ  
]ÞNçafÒ¯ ekÞRÞ @_ÐB 
ASÞaÞ QtÍÞLÐ cÞR, AD cÞR @hÐ« jmÑf  
j[ jÞ_Ð ÒafÐ bËcÞ, aÐmÊLÐ LZÐ NZÞaÐ 
AD ÒdÒ[ ]ÑOà ÒkÒmaÞ ÒNÐ 
j[ HB `Í[ÑlÐ Òaf Ð

 
Barun Pani’s passion lies in writing Odiya poems and he lives in Mississippi. 
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`ÐDÜh 
hÞM¨ h[`\Ñ 

 
[Òc bÐaÞR, 

cÒ[ MÐÜQÞ MÐÜQÞ LÐYÞÒ]a 
Qc D[ÐeÞmÐ `eÞ 
Sf«Ð @=Ðe D`eÊ 

akðÑ VÐLÊ ÒmmÞkÐ_ç LeÞ 
VÐZÞÒ_a D»[Ð jaÊ 
@«eeÊ `f`f LeÞ ÐÐ 

 
lZÞL `ÊmLÒe 
_ÞSLÊ keÐB 

bÊmÞdÞa ÒcÐ'e jrÐ 
QÞ=ÐeÑ cÊÒM 
QÊÕa_ Ò]B ÐÐ 

 
_ÞAÜVÐ ]ÐD]ÐD SfÞNmÐ `Òe 
@[ó©Þe [óiÐ ÒcÃÞ NmÐ `Òe 

eÐ[ÍÑe _Þhv `ÍkeÒe 
Òhi @*e da_ÑLÐ `XÞNmÐ`Òe 

[© ÒLÐk aÊÒL ^eÞ 
cÊÜ ekÞ\ÞaÞ 

@¸hà `ÐDÜh  ÐÐ 
 

 
 
 

ÒcÐ' WÐÒe jaÊ LÞRÞ mÑ_ 
jcª* Òhi `eÞZ[Þ 

ALó[Þe aÞLó[Þe 
ÒmÐbe aÞ[ó»Ðe 
Ò`Íce BiàÐe 

AhÐe k[ÐhÐe, cÊÜ 
@ahÞ½kÑ_ @bÞaÔ¦Þ ÐÐ 

 
có[ÔÊ ^óaÕ kÞ SÐ[jÔ 

cÊÜ kÞÜ ÒjkÞ QÞe«_ j[Ô 
[Òc jÞ_Ð dÞa SfÞ 

ÒcÐ'e AD SfÞaÐe _ÐkÞÜ 
ÒcÐ' WÐÒe jaÊeÞ aÞm¯ 

[Êce cÊÜ Òhi `Õ¦Þ 
jcÐ© @^ÔÐ¯  ÐÐ

 
Sikhanda Satpathy lives in Austin, Texas and is a regular contributor to the OSA Souvenir. 
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SÑa_e ÒcÐX 
jÊmlZÐ `p_Ð¯L 
 

 
  

Ò`â_ AjÞaÐLÊ [\Ð`Þ Ò]YOÃÐ @RÞ Ð jÊÒeMÐ 
H¯Ðe-Ò`ÐVà bÞ[Òe `k}ÞNÒm Ð ÒNÐVÞLÞA ÒkÐB 
HL`ÐMÞA ÒQ¯ÐeVÞH Ò]MÞ ajÞÒm ÒNV 13 `ÐMÐ`ÐMÞ Ð 
ÒRÐV AVÐQÑVÐLÊ LXÒe eMÞÒm Ð AVÐQÑVÞÒe ]ÊB-
[Þ_Þ]Þ_ `ÐÜB jÐcÐ_Ô mÊNÐ`VÐ J kÐmLÐ Ò_ÐVaÊLç 
mÐ`çV`çVÞH Ð [Þ_Þ]Þ_ L_ç$Òe_çjç @RÞ 
jÐ_ç$ÍÐ_çjÞjçÒLÐÒe Ð `Í\c ]Þ_ kÞÜ jLÐf _'@VÐÒe 
[Ð*e Ò``eç Ò`ÍÒSÒÃjç_ç Ð jÐ_ç$ÍÐ_çjÞjçÒLÐ jc¯ 
ÒXÒVÐ_ÐaÞQç jc¯ WÐeÊ [Þ_ÞOÃÐ `RLÊ Ð kÐ[ aÔÐNç 
bÞ[eÊ b=ÐÒkÐB ekÞ\ÞaÐ 4-5 `óºÐe LÐNS D`Òe 
AMÞ `ÒLBÒ_Òm 5 cÞ_ÞV `ÐÜB, LÐmÞ `ÐJéÐeç-`HÃ 
Ò`ÍÒSÒÃjç_ç LeÞÒa; 25 cÞ_ÞV bÞ[Òe jeÞdÞa, LÞ«Ê 
20cÞ_ÞV AÒmÐQ_Ðe `Íhð-Dre @RÞ `RLÊ Ð `ÐMÐ`ÐMÞ 
OÃÐH `ÍÐ¯ Ð 

`e ]Þ_ jÐ_ç$ÍÐ_çjÞjçÒLÐ jkeVÞLÊ aÊmÞ Ò]MÞÒa 
ÒNÐmçÒX_ç-ÒNVç aÍÞSç jk jkee @_ÔÐ_Ô ALiàZ jk, 
_ÒkÒm jc¯ LVÐBaÐLÊ `XÞa ÒdcÞ[Þ ÒkÒmaÞ Ð 
Òhi ]Þ_VÞLÊ ÒLcÞ[Þ LÒVBÒa WÞLç LeÞ _ÐkÐÜ«Þ c^Ô Ð 
kÊH[ ÒkÐÒVm `ÐMÐ`ÐMÞ QÐmÞaÊmÞ jÐ_ç$ÍÐ_çjÞjçÒLÐe 
AakÐJéÐ J `eÞjeLÊ D`ÒbÐN LeÞaÐLÊ ÒQ½Ð LeÞÒa Ð 
HLÐ HLÐ SÑa_Òe 'D`ÒbÐN' ÒaÐmÞ LÞRÞ AD _ÐkÞÜ Ð 
MÐmÞ cÐ[Í ÒbÐNÞaÐLÊ kÞÜ kÊH jaÊLÞRÞ Ð jaÊ \ÞÒmaÞ 
ÒaÒfÒaÒf LÞRÞ _ \ÞaÐe @ÐakÐJéÐ Ò]kÒe @QÐ_L 
@`Í[ÔÐhÞ[ hÞ[ÊA `a_ bfÞ `ehÞ dÐH Ð BRÐ kÊH 
DiÊc `[fÐ LcéfVÞH bÞ[Òe YÊLÞ dÞaÐLÊ Ð LÞ«Ê lZÞLe 
ÒjB BRÐ kÐmLÐ hÊMÞmÐ `[e bfÞ LÊAÒX DXÞdÐH 
jÊÒeMÐ*Ê `ÍLÊ[Þy LeÞÒ]B Ð SÑa_e QL NXÞ QÐÒm 
@aÐeÞ[ bÐÒa a¯je ÒaÐTLÊ bÐeÞ LeÞ LeÞ Ð 

'ÒdÐ_ç 2' ÒaÐmÞ cÐBLç Òe XÐL hÊZÞ jÊÒeMÐ 
AVÐQÑVÞLÊ ^eÞ AÒNB NÒm Ð Ò`â_ bÞ[Òe TeLÐ `ÐM 

jÞVç VÞ [Ð*e Ð AVÐQÑVÞLÊ cÊ¨ D`eLÊ \ÞaÐ 
Lcç`ÐVàÒcÃÒe J kÐ[aÔÐNç VÞLÊ ÒNÐX [fLÊ `ÐMÞLÞA 
LeÞ eMÞÒm Ð  `ÐM jÞVçLÊ SÒZ c^Ôa¯²Ð bÐe[Ñ¯ 
b]ÍckÞfÐ AjÞ ajÞÒm Ð Òahç jéÐyÔa[Ñ Ð e= Òae= e 
$Êm $ÊVÞ\ÞaÐ jÐmÊ¯Ðe-LcÞSçVÞ Ò]kLÊ [Ð*e cÐ_Ê\ÐH Ð 
kÐ[Òe aX aX jÊ_ÐaÐmÐ jÐ=LÊ ÒaLÒe bÐeÞ ÒcÐVÐ 
ÒQ_çÒe mlêÑ mÒLVçVÞH Ð jÐcÐ_Ô LÒ\Ð`L\_eÊ 
SÐZÞÒm b]ÍckÞfÐ* Oe jÐ_ç$ÍÐ_çjÞjçÒLÐÒe Ð jéÐcÑ* 
VÍÐbmç HÒS_çjÞ aÔajÐ¯ Ð ]ÊB `Ê@ LÒmSÒe, SÒZ 
SÊ_Þ¯eç J SÒZ ÒjÐÒ$ÐÒcÐe Ð TÞ@VÞ `Ðqaià [fLÊ 
[\Ð`Þ kÐB²ÊmÒe Ð  TÞ@VÞe L\Ð LkÞmÐ ÒafLÊ 
b]ÍckÞfÐ* cÊÜkÒe kj $ÊVÞNmÐ lZÞL `ÐBÜ Ð Ò`â_ 
D`eLÊ DWÞaÐe @^OÃÐ `Òe ]ÊBSZ H¯ÐeçÒkÐÒ½j 
cTÞÒe NÐXÞVÞH ÒWmÞ ÒWmÞ AZÞ jcª*Ê jÐðLç J XÍÞ*ç 
`ehÞ aÐÒe mÐNÞNÒmZÞ ÒjÒ[ÒafLÊ Ð ÒRÐV Ò`ÍVçÒSmç 
`ÔÐÒLVLÊ [Ð*Ê aÒYB Ò]B `QÐeÞÒm 'SÊjç ,ÒLÐLç aÐ 
@_ÔLÞRÞ?' b]ÍckÞfÐ QÐkÞÜÒm @Òe& SÊjç J jÊÒeMÐ 
QÐkÞÜÒm `ÐZÞ ÒaÐ[mVÞLÊ Ð [Ð`Òe jÊÒeMÐ Ò]MÞÒm 
b]ÍckÞfÐ SZ* ÒhÐBaÐLÊ ÒQ½Ð LeÞÒm AD jÊÒeMÐ 
D`e mBVçVÞLÊ mÞbÐBÒ]Òm J ÒRÐV TeLÐVÞLÊ VÐZÞ 
at LeÞÒm LÞRÞ aÞhÍÐc Ò_Òa ÒaÐmÞ Ð ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf 
jÊÒeMÐ AMÞ ÒMÐmÞ SÐZÞÒm Òahç LÞRÞ jc¯ LVÞ dÐBRÞ 
H bÞ[Òe Ð `ÐÍ¯ 2-3 OÃÐ kÊH[ Ð A_ÐD_jçÒcÃçeÊ 
SÐZÞÒm Ò`â_ mÔÐ¨ç LeÞaÐLÊ D]Ôc LeÞa Ð eÐ[Þ 
ÒjÒ[ÒafLÊ Ð TeLÐ Ò[ÐfÞ Ò]MÞÒm jÐ_ç$ÍÐ_çjÞjçÒLÐ 
jkeVÞ eÐ[Þe AÒmÐL cÐfÐ bÞ[Òe @`Ëaà cÒ_ ÒkDRÞ 
Ð 

jÊ`eç-jpmçVÞÒe ajÞ AjÞÒm HmÞjç ½ÞÍVçÒe \ÞaÐ 
ÒkÐÒVmç 'ÒcÐ_ÐLç'LÊ Ð aÐkÐeÊ ÒkÐÒVmçVÞ aÞeÐV cÒ_ 
ÒkDRÞ Ð H¯ÐeçÒ`ÐVàeÊ cÐ[Í @^OÃÐH aÞ mÐNÞmÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð 
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jpmç XÍÐBbeçLÊ LÞRÞ VÞ`çjç Ò]B, ÒkÐÒVm bÞ[Òe YÊLÞ, 
$ÍÃç ÒX²eÊ QÐaÑ Ò_Òm Ð j[e ckmÐÒe \ÞaÐ 103 
_cée eÊcçLÊ `hÞÒm jÊÒeMÐ Ð eÐ[Þ HNÐeVÐeÊ ÒahÑ 
ÒkmÐZÞ ÒjÒ[ÒafLÊ Ð Òahç LìÐ« mÐNÊ\ÐH Ð ÒXÒVÐ_Ð 
aÞQçÒe ÒjÒ[ÒafLÊ ]ÊBVÐ eÐ[Þ ÒkÐB dÐB\Þa Ð 
jÞcçe_ç ÒhÐB dÐB\Þa ]ÞÒ_hç J eÑ[Ð* OÒe, [Ð* TÞ@ 
auÊ hÑMÐ `ÐMÒe Ð jÊÒeMÐ AVÐQÑeÊ mÔÐ`çV`çVÞLÊ 
aÐkÐe LeÞ Ò_B `ìNçÒe mÒNB Ò]Òm Ð eÊcçVÞ MÊaç 
`Íhª Ð _ÐBVç NÐD_çVÞLÊ NfÐB Ò_B eÊcç-jbÞàjç LÊ XÐLÞ 
jLÐf jÐ['VÐÒe DÒWB Ò]aÐLÊ @_ÊÒeÐ^ LeÞ 
ÒhÐBaÐLÊ ÒQ½Ð LeÞÒm Ð OeÊ aÐkÐeÞaÐe `ÐÍ¯ `te 
OÃÐ LVÞ NmÐZÞ Ð jLÐf _'VÐÒe Ò`ÍÒSÒÃj_ç Ð 
jÊÒeMÐ* AMÞ mÐNÞNmÐ aÞRZÐÒe `XÊ `XÊ jÐeÐ ]Þ_e 
LÐì«Þ ÒdÐNÊ Ð 

jLÐf jÐ['VÐ `ËaàeÊ LÞ«Ê jÊÒeMÐ* _Þ] bÐ=ÞNmÐ Ð 
`Ëaà]ÞNLÊ \ÞaÐ aX TeLÐVÞÒe mÐNÞ\ÞaÐ bÐeÞ ²ÞÍ_ç VÞLÊ 
bÞXÞAZÞÒm ÒNÐVÞH `ÐMLÊ Ð j[e ckmÐ [fÊ 
jÐ_ç$ÍÐ_çjÞjçÒLÐ jkeVÞ jLÐf jËdÔàe `kÞmÞ LÞeZÒe 
QÞLçQÞLç LeÊ\ÐH Ð N[ eÐ[Þe LÐì«Þ, @ajÐ], jLÐfe 
L@Üf `ehÒe ]ËÒeB NmÐZÞ Ò]k J c_eÊ Ð _Þ[ÔLcà 
jÐeÞ mÔÐ`çV`ç J kÐ[aÔÐNçLÊ ^eÞ eÊcçeÊ aÐkÐeÞ NÒm 
jÊÒeMÐ Ð $ÍÃç ÒX²eÊ  aÊTÞÒ_B L_ç$Òe_çjç kmçLÊ 
AÒNBÒm AD ÒeSÞÒ½Íj_ç jÐeÞ XÞjçÒ`ì ÒVaçm D`Òe 
\ÞaÐ _Ð_Ð eLc ÒaÍLç$Ð½ç bÞ[eÊ aìÊ-ÒaeÑ c$Þ_ç J LÞRÞ 
@Òe& SÊjçLÊ [e[eÒe jÐeÞ eÊcç bÞ[Òe YÊLÞÒm Ð 
eÊcçVÞ 30 SZ ajÞmÐ bfÞ Ð LÞRÞ ÒmÐL ajÞNÒmZÞ c^Ô 
jÊÒeMÐ YÊLÞaÐ `ËaàeÊ Ð Ò`ÍÒSÒÃj_ç jeÞmÐ `Òe 
jÊÒeMÐ*Ê AhéªÞ mÐNÞmÐ Ð cÊ¨ eÊ aX ÒaÐTVÞH DWÞNmÐ 
ÒdcÞ[Þ Ð [Ð`Òe jÊÒeMÐ eÊcçLÊ dÐB mÔÐ`çV`ç VÞLÊ 
eMÞÒ]B AjÞ ÒkÐÒVmç e `¾Þc ]ÞNLÊ \ÞaÐ ½Ðeçaμç 
LÐÒ$ AXLÊ cÊkÐÜBÒm Ð 

LÐÒ$ bÞ[eLÊ AMÞ aÊÒmB Ò_B Ò]MÞÒm LÐxLÊ 
mÐNÞ\ÞaÐ ÒNÐÒmB ÒVaìVÞ MÐmÞ `XÞRÞ Ð 'NÊA[cÐmÐ' 
ÒaÐmçX L$Þ L`çVÞ `ÐBÜ `CjÐ Ò]B jÞVçLÊ AjÞ L$Þ ^eÞ 
eÊcç bÞ[Òe AMÞ aÊÒmB Ò_Òm Ð `ÐMÐ`ÐMÞ jaÊ jÞVç `ÐÍ¯ 
b[Þà Ð [Þ_ÞVÞ jÞVç RÐXÞÒ]B ÒjB ^ÐXÞÒe ]ÊBSZ 
bÐe[Ñ¯ b]ÍÒmÐL ajÞ\ÞaÐe, aÊ\çVÞe `R AXeÊ cÒ_ 
ÒkmÐ Ð d]ÞJ SZ*e cÊkÜ @^Ð Ò]MÐ dÐDRÞ J 

LXeÊ ]lÞZ bÐe[Ñ¯ cÒ_ ÒkDR«Þ, `R LeÞ\ÞaÐ 
@_ÔÒmÐL SZ*Ê aÐeÞ ÒkD_Þ AÒ]ßÐ, b]ÍÒmÐL* _ÔÐbÑ 
e=e jÊVVÞe `ReÊ  VÞLÞH Ò]MÐdÐDRÞ Ð LÞRÞ jc¯ 
ÒjBbfÞ LVÞ dÞaÐ `Òe jÊÒeMÐ kÐ[aÔÐNç VÞLÊ ^eÞ 
LÐÒ$eÊ aÐkÐeÞaÐLÊ D]Ôc LmÐÒaÒf @_Êba LeÞÒm 
ÒjB _ÔÐbÑ e= jÊVç `ÞuÐ mcéÐ ÒQÒkeÐe b]ÍÒmÐL* 
jrÐ [Ð*e MÊaç `ÐMÒe Ð VÞLÞH j*ÊQÞ[ ÒkÐB [fÊ cÊkÜ 
Ò[ÐfÞ QÐkÞÜÒm b]ÍÒmÐL*Ê jÊÒeMÐ Ð AMÞ aÞÉÐeÞ[ ÒkmÐ, 
c_ j*ÊQÞ[ ÒkmÐ, `Ð] [fÊ `ó\ÞaÑ MjÞaÐLÊ mÐNÞmÐ... 
$ÊÒV ]ËeÒe [Ð*e, Ò[BhÞ aià [fe @[Ñ[ WÞA 
ÒkÐBRÞ, AMÞ ANÒe , jéÒ]kÒe , _ÔÐbÑ e=e jÊVç 
bÞ[Òe Ð jÊÒeMÐ _ÞSLÊ , _ÞSe AMÞLÊ, cÊkËràe @jc÷a 
@aÞhéÐjÒe ÒWmÞ Ò]aÐLÊ ÒQ½Ð LeÊ LeÊ akÊ ]Þ_ [fe 
ÒjB NbÑe jée hÊZÞÒm "jÊeÊ'......Ð ÒjB jée, ÒjB 
NbÑe QÐkÐÜZÑ, ÒjB jÊ]Ñ© Ò`Íc `ÊeÊi 
hhÐ*.......jc¯e ^£Ð, a¯je ^£Ð, hhÐ** _ÐeÑ-
c_SÞZÐ Ò`ßÐeÊiLÊ AOÐ[ LeÞ `ÐeÞ_Þ Ð `eÞyÞ[ÞLÊ 
@jÑéLÐe LeÞ ÒkD_Þ h[ ÒQ½Ð LeÞÒm aÞ, @aÞhéÐjLÊ 
aÞhéÐj LeÞaÐLÊ ÒQ½Ð LeÞ c^Ô jÊÒeMÐ kÐeÞ dÐDR«Þ Ð 
kÐ[ \eÞmÐ, Ò]k bÞ[Òe @SjÍ LÕ`_LÊ QÐ`Þ jÊÒeMÐ 
\eÞmÐ JWÒe LkÞÒm 'hhÐA*' Ð aÐBhÞ aià [fe 
Ò`Ð[Ð @[Ñ[ TÐXÞTÊXÞ ÒkÐB, jcÐ^ÞLÊ JVÐeÞ [ÐX,Þ 
$ÊÒV ]ËeÒe cÐ[Í ]¨Ð¯cÐ_ jÊÒeMÐ* WÐeÊ Ð hhÐ* 
AMÞÒe `mL _ `LÐB _ÞeaÒe jÊÒeMÐ*Ê QÐkÞÜ 
ekÞ\ÞÒm LÞRÞlZ Ð hhÐ* `ÍLó[Þy ÒkÐB @_ÊÒeÐ^ 
Le\ÞÞÒm jÊÒeMÐ*Ê ajÞaÐLÊ Ð jÊÒeMÐ*Ê ajÞaÐLÊ 
ÒkakÞÜ....._ÒkÒm kÊH[ `XÞdÞÒa jÊÒeMÐ Ð ]ÊB cÞ_ÞVç 
ÒjcÞ[Þ LVÞNmÐ, jÊÒeMÐ* `ÐVÞÒe bÐiÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð jÊÒeMÐ 
AMÞ Ò[ÐfÞQÐkÞÜÒm HB\e Ð L`Ðf LeeÊ aÐf EWÞ 
NmÐZÞ Ð mcéÐ RÐÃ heÑeÒe aÐBhÞ aiàe RÐ` aÐeÞ 
ÒkÒm c^Ô ÒjB jÊ]Ñ© ÒQÒkeÐ hhÐ**e 
@l[ ekÞRÞ Ð hhÐ* Ò]MÊ\ÞÒm jÊÒeMÐ*Ê Ð jêó[Þe cx_ 
bÞ[Òe LÞRÞ _Þea cÊkËrà LVÞNmÐ `Òe kÊH[ Db¯ 
`ÍLó[Þy ÒkÒm Ð jÊÒeMÐ bÐaÊ\ÞÒm ÒLÐDWÊ Aec÷ LeÞÒa 
ÒjB aÐBhÞ aià [fLÊ Ð "jÊeÊ cÊÜ ÒjBWÞ @RÞ, VÞLÞH c^Ô 
OÊqÞ_ÐkÞÜ, aÐZÞaÞkÐe mÐBÒaÍeÑe Òj R' _cée XÞ-20 
akÞ \ÐL `ÐMeÊ Ð   jc¯ , a¯j J SÑa_e ^£Ð 
bÞ[Òe [\Ð`Þ cÊÜ ÒjB mÐBÒaÍeÑe jÊê[Þe \ÐL [Òf @RÞ 
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jÊÒeMÐ, ÒdÐDWÞ Ace Òhi Ò]MÐ ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ aÐBhÞ 
aià [Òf Ð QÐm, ÒjBWÊ Aec÷ LeÞaÐ' Ð hhÐ** L\Ð 
LÐ_Òe aÐSÊ \ÞmÐ Ð jÊÒeMÐ J hhÐ* `RLÊ Ò$eÞNÒm 
ÒjB [Þ¦ OVZÐ akÊf @[Ñ[LÊ Ð 

hhÐ* aÐÍkêZ Oe XÐ¦e hÞa cÞhÍ*e HLcÐ[Í `Ê@ Ð 
hhÐ* J jÊÒeMÐ* `ÑÍ[Þe O_Þº[ÐLÊ jkSÒe Ò_B `ÐeÞ 
_ \ÞÒm hhÐ** aÐ`Ð-cÐ', jcÐSÒe j®Ð_ kÒeBaÐe 
b¯Òe Ð jÊÒeMÐ* aÐ`Ð bÊaÒ_hée H.SÞ @$ÞjÒe 
`ÍÒcÐj_ `ÐB LÞeÐ_ÑeÊ DWÞ aX LÑeÐ_Ñ VÞH cÐ[Í Ð 
jÊteÑ TÞ@VÞH cÐ[Í [Ð*e jÕ`rÞ Ð hhÐ* * `eÞaÐe 
jÒ= jcÐSÒe jcÐ²t ÒkaÐ H SÑa_Òe jc÷a _ \ÞmÐ 
jÊÒeMÐ* `eÞaÐee Ð jÊÒeMÐ* jÒ= aÞaÐk _ 
LeÐBÒ]aÐ J jaÊ]Þ_ `ÐBÜ jÕ`Là LÒVB Ò]aÐ DÒ~hÔ 
J hhÐ** SÞ]ç bÐ=ÞaÐ `ÐBÜ _ÞSe HLcÐ[Í `Ê[ÍLÊ 
c^Ô ]ËeLÊ `WÐB Ò]B\ÞÒm hÞa cÞhÍ Ð LÐ_ÐXÐÒe \ÞaÐ 
hhÐ** LÒLB* `ÍÒQ½ÐÒe B&Þ_Þ¯eÞÕÒe `Þ.HQ.XÞ 
LeÞaÐLÊ cÐ[Í j©ÐkL `Òe LÐ_ÐXÐ dÐ[ÍÐ LeÞ\ÞÒm 
hhÐ* Ð `XÞhÐ Oee `Ê@ hhÐ** ]Ëe jÕ`LÑà¯ `Ê[ÊeÐ 
VÞVÊ WÐeÊ Mae hÊZÞ ccÐàk[ ÒkÐB\ÞÒm jÊÒeMÐ* aÐ`Ð, 
ÒaÐD Ð L\Ð @R`Ð _ \ÞmÐ jÐB `XÞhÐÒe; VÞVÊe 
`eÞaÐeLÊ hhÐ**e O_ O_ AjÞaÐVÐ Òd ÒLaf VÞVÊe 
'jÊeÊ _Ð_Ñ' `ÐBÜ Ð VÞVÊe `eÞaÐe QÐkÊÜ \ÞÒm jÊÒeMÐ J 
hhÐ* cÞf_LÊ c^Ô Ð 

VÞVÊe aÐ`Ð Ò]a bÐB_Ð* jÒ= jÊÒeMÐ* aÐ`Ð TÞ@ 
`ÐBÜ `ÍªÐa ^eÞ dÐB\ÞÒm hhÐ*  dÞaÐ `ËaàeÊ, c_Òe 
@Ò_L AhÐ ^eÞ bÞL cÐNÞaÐ `ÐBÜ SÐ[Þe Òb] c_Òe 
_ eMÞ Ð Ò$eÞ AjÞ\ÞÒm Òj ckfZ @hÊb j&Òe LÞ«Ê 
eÞ¦ kªÒe, e¦hË_Ô cËM Ò_B Ð ÒaÐD, aÐ`Ð* `Ð] 
hv hÊZÞ ÒeÐÒiBOeÊ ^ÐBÜ AjÞ\ÞmÐ Ð jÊÒeMÐ* XÐkÐZ 
AMÞVÐ ÒXDÜ\ÞmÐ ]ÊB]Þ_ ^eÞ ANÐcÑ @hÊbe jËQ_Ð 
Ò]B Ð aÐ`Ð, ÒaÐDLÊ QÊ`, QÊ` LkÊ\ÞÒm [Ð* @j$f 
`ÍÒQ½Ðe @`cÐ_ beÐ LÐkÐZÑLÊ Ð LVÐ OÐAÒe QË_ 
Ò]B hÞa cÞhÍ c^Ô LkÞaÐLÊ bÊmÞ _ \ÞÒm Òd Òj A\ÞàL 
jÐkÐdÔ jk QÐkÞÜÒm aÞ ]ÊB [Þ_ÞVÞ `ÍªÐa c^Ô Ò]B 
`ÐeÞÒa jÊÒeMÐ* `ÐBÜ Ð @^Ð ADSÐ ]ËAe Òj`VÊ 
jÊÒeMÐ* jé`ðe @pÐfÞLÐ ÒjB cÊkË[àÒe QÊeçcÐeç 
ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ @QÐ_L bËcÞLÕ`Òe, ÒjB @hÊb j&Òe Ð 
ÒLÐk QÐ`Þ, AMÞÒe AMÞH mÊk ^eÞ `ÐM OÒe aÞRZÐÒe 

`XÞ LBÜ LBÜ LÐtÊ\ÞÒm jÊÒeMÐ [LÞA [Þ«ÐB Ð aÐ`Ð 
ÒaÐD * cÊkÜeÊ bÐiÐ kSÞ\ÞmÐ, [Ð*Ê LÐtÞaÐLÊ Ò]B\ÞÒm 
kÊH[ ÒjcÐÒ_- mÊkÒe bjÐB hhÐ**Ê bÊmÞ dÞaÐ `ÐBÜ 
jaÊ ]Þ_ mÐNÞ Ð ÒjB ]Þ_ OÒe ÒLkÞ MÐB _ \ÞÒm Ð 
`e ]Þ_ jLÐÒf VÞVÊ AjÞ QÊ`ç ÒkÐB jÊÒeMÐ* ]ÊAe 
cÊkÜÒe LÞRÞ lZ ajÞ QÐmÞ dÐB\ÞmÐ Ð ÒLÒ[ eÐ[Þ 
LVÞ\ÞmÐ mÊk bÞSÐ [LÞALÊ SÐLÞ, ÒaÐDe ÒLÐf mÊNÐLÊ 
[ÞÒ«B Ð VÞVÊ WÐeÊ hÊZÞ\ÞÒm hhÐ* bÊaÒ_héeeÊ $ÐâBV 
^eÞ LÐ_ÐXÐ dÐ[ÍÐ LeÞ\ÞÒm [Þ_Þ ]Þ_ `Òe Ð  ALÐhe 
(QÐt) hhÐ**Ê cÐVÞe `ó\ÞaÑeÊ ^eÞaÐLÊ @j$f ÒQ½Ð 
LeÞ\ÞÒm jÊÒeMÐ Ð eÐ[Þ `ÐkÞ jLÐf ÒkmÐ ÒafLÊ 
jÊÒeMÐ @_Êba LeÞ\ÞÒm hhÐ* aÞ_Ð `ó\ÞaÑLÊ Ð SÑa_e 
ÒcÐX a]fÞÒm aÞ hhÐ** kj, cÊkÜ J L\Ð c_eÊ 
mÞbÞaÐLÊ @Ò_L ]Þ_ mÐNÞ\ÞmÐ Ð 

R' cÐj `Òe aÐ`Ð J Ò]a bÐB_Ð* akÊ ÒQ½ÐÒe 
jÊÒeMÐ * aÞaÐk WÞLZÐ ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ hh^e ]Ðjç * `Ê@ 
SÑa_ ]Ðjç * jkÞ[ Ð aÐBhÞ aiàe eË`jÑ jÊÒeMÐ*Ê 
hh^e aÐaÊ* `eÞaÐe A_tÒe ÒLÐÒfB Ò_Òm Ð 
SÑa_ ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf ]cç]cç eÊ HÒeÐ_VÞLÐmç B&Þ_Þ¯eÞ= 
`Ðj LeÞ LmÞL[ÐÒe kÞÜ QÐLÞeÞ `ÐB\ÞÒm Ð SÑa_* Ò`Íc 
`ÑÍ[Þe `ehÒe, jÊÒeMÐ* c_e ALÐheÊ hhÐ* OÊqÞ 
dÐB\ÞÒm jaÊ ]Þ_ `ÐBÜ Ð LmÞL[ÐÒe cÐ[Í QÐeÞcÐj 
ekZÞ `Òe SÑa_*e kWÐ[ç ¯Ê. Hjç. H. dÐ[ÐÍe WÞLZÐ 
ÒkÐB \ÞmÐ bm QÐLÞeÞVÞH `ÐB Ð SÑa_ AjÞ\ÞÒm $âeÞXÐ 
HcÞéÍeÞXÞmç ¯Ê_ÞbeçjÞVÞÒe HL ÒcÐVÐ @*e ]ecÐ `ÐB Ð 
ÒaÐD , aÐ`Ð MÊjÞ ÒkÐB\ÞÒm ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf `XÞhÐ Oe 
VÞVÊ [Ð NSÊeÞ AjÊ\ÞaÐ _ÞhÒe kÐ[ cÐeÞ ÒXBÜ LkÞ\ÞmÐ, 
hhÐ* bÐB LÐ_ÐXÐ NÒm jÞ_Ð jÊeÊ @`Ð Ace 
AÒceÞLÐ dÞa......Òk....Òk Ð VÞVÊVÐ QNmÐ jÞ_Ð, LÞ«Ê bÐeÞ 
Òjðk-LÐ=Ðf Ð jÊÒeMÐ* aÐkÐOeÒe @Ò_L MVÞRÞ, 
ÒLÐDWÞ _ÐmÞ, Ò_fÑ AmÊ@ mÐNÞa, ÒLÐDWÊ aÐSÐ, aÐZ, 
kÞtÞ $Þmçce ÒeLXà AjÞa AD ÒLÐDWÊ $Êmj³Ð LÐeçÒe 
dÐB SÑa_ bÐB*Ê `ÐÒRÐVÞ AZÞa, jaÊ LeÞRÞ jÐ= 
cÐ_*Ê ^eÞ @LÐì« DRÐéjÒe VÞVÊ Ð jÊÒeMÐ J SÑa_ 
AÒceÞLÐ AjÞaÐe `te ]Þ_ `ËaàeÊ JXÞhÐ dÐB aÐ`Ð, 
cÐÜ'*Ê ÒbVÞ $âeÞXÐ dÐ[ÐÍ LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð jÊÒeMÐ bÊaÒ_hée 
H¯ÐeçÒ`ÐVà eÊ aÐ`Ð ÒaÐD *Ê QÐkÞÜ\ÞÒm AMÞÒe mÊk beÞ 
Ð aÐ`Ð ÒaÐD*e AMÞÒe TÞ@LÊ ]ËÒeB Ò]aÐe L½ 
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bÞ[Òe aÞ jÊÒeMÐ @_Êba LeÞ\ÞÒm [Ð* AMÞe jÒ«Ði 
HLcÐ[Í TÞ@e jÊMe baÞiÔ[LÊ @_ÊcÐ_ LeÞ Ð Ò`â_çe 
TeLÐ bÞ[eÊ bÊaÒ_hée ]ËÒeB dÐD\ÞmÐ hhÐ** jÊê[ÞLÊ 
jaÊ]Þ_ `ÐBÜ `[fÐ LeÞ Ð SÑa_* aÐkÊau_ bÞ[Òe 
jÊÒeMÐ* SÑa_ ÒcÐX a]ÒfB\ÞmÐ ANÐcÑe baÞiÔ[LÊ 
ÒLÐf LeÞ Ð 

AVçmÔÐÃÐ H¯ÐeçÒ`ÐVàeÊ ÒXÒVÐ_ÐaÞQç HcÞéÍeÞXÞmç 
¯Ê_ÞbeçjÞVÞÒe `kqÞ _ËA SÑa_e Aec÷ LeÞ\ÞÒm 
jÊÒeMÐ Ð LÞRÞ aià `Òe TÞ@ 'jÞcçe_'çe S_ê Ð jÊÒeMÐ* 
e= J kj AD SÑa_* AMÞ J _ÐL AZÞ\ÞmÐ ÒRÐV 
jÞcçe_ç Ð jÞcçe_ç beÞ Ò]B\ÞmÐ @je«Þ A_t J 
jÐamÑf bÐÒa SÑa_ NXÞ QÐmÞmÐ, jÞcçe_çe ²Êm `ÞÍ-ÒL 
eÊ Aec÷ LeÞ Ð SÑa_ ÒMfÐÒMfÞLÊ bm `ÐA«Þ Ð ÒRÐV 
ÒafÊ TÞ@LÊ Òajçamç, jLeç J aÐÒ²Vamç hÞMÐ«Þ Ð _ÞÒS 
LÞÍÒLVç ÒMfÞaÐLÊ NmÐÒaÒf TÞ@LÊ jÞVÞ ÒjÃeç `ÐLàLÊ 
`Í[Þ h_ÞaÐe Ò_B dÞaÐLÊ bÊm«Þ _ÐkÞÜ Ð LÞ«Ê ]ÞÒ_ 
LÒmSeÊ Ò$eÞ HL @`eÐkðÒe LkÞ\ÞÒm, " ÒeMÐ, ASÞ 
Ò$eÊ Ò$eÊ ÒXeÞ Òka $ÐB_Ðmç LÞÍÒLV ÒNcç ÒdÐNÊ Ð 
jÞcçe_ ekÞa OÒe Ð XÞ_eç MÐBÒ_a, ÒcÐ `ÐBÜ @Ò`lÐ 
LeÞa _ÐkÞÜ ' Ð jÊÒeMÐ LÞ bÐaÞ\ÞÒm ÒjB HL jÐ^ÐeZ 
@`eÐkð, HL LÐf eÐ[ÞÒe `eÞZ[ ÒkÐB SÑa_e Ê[Ð*e 
jaÊ ]Þ_ `ÐBÜ AmÊ@ mÞÒbB Ò]a? Oe RÐXÞaÐe OÃÐH 
MÒ¨ `Òe, SÑa_* O_Þº auÊ ]ÑÒ_hç*e @QÐ_L 
LÐaÐV aÐÒXBaÐe O_ O_ hvÒe jÊÒeMÐ HL @SZÐ 
b¯Òe ]DXÞ dÐB LaÐV ÒMÐmÞ\ÞÒm Ð ]ÞÒ_hç jÕÒl`Òe 
SÑa_* LÞÍÒLV `XÞA D`Òe @ÒQ[ç ÒkÐBdÞaÐ J 
kÔÐmÞ$Ðμ kjç`ÞVÐmçLÊ AcÊémÐ_çjçÒe `WÐ ÒkaÐe Mae 
Ò]B, jÞcçe_çLÊ Ò_B _ÞS OÒe eÑ[Ð `ÐÒM RÐX,Þ 
jÊÒeMÐ*Ê Ò_B kjç`ÞVÐmçLÊ dÐB\ÞÒm Ð aÐVÒe LkÞ\ÞÒm 
aÞ_Ð amç J aÔÐVçe AOÐ[Òe kWÐ[ç H`eÞ @ÒQ[ç 
ÒkÐBdÞaÐ J jÊÒeMÐ* WÐeÊ SÑa_* ÒLßÐZjÞ hÐeÑeÞL 
@jÊy[Ðe ANeÊ AbÐi _ \ÞaÐe SÐZÞ LÞRÞ AD _ LkÞ 
QÊ`ç ÒkÐB aÐLÞ [L eÐªÐ LÒVB kÔÐmÞ$Ðμ Òe `hÞÒm 
jÊÒeMÐ* jÒ= Ð 

`ÐÍ¯ R'@ OÃÐ @Ò`lÐ LeÞaÐ `Òe XÐ¦eç ÒmÐÒ`Sç 
ÒaÍ_ç j³à_ AjÞ LkÞ\ÞÒm SÑa_* ÒaÍ_ç LÔÐ_çjeç Mae 
Ð jÊÒeMÐ ]ÊÓMÒe cÞÍ¯cÐZ ÒkÐB bÐaÊ\ÞÒm LÞ`eÞ H 
jc÷a ,aÐkÐOe `e WÐeÊ ]ÞÒ_ dÞH cÊ¨ aÞuÐ aÞ 

ÒbÐNÞ_Þ, ]ÞÒ_ @QÐ_L kÐmÞA aÞ ÒkÐB_,Þ HÒ[aX LWÞ_ 
ÒeÐN _ÞeaÒe SÑa_*Ê  MÐB QÐmÞaÐe AbÐi aÞ 
Ò]B_Þ !! LÞRÞ]Þ_e AÒNÍjÞbç LÞÒcÐ-Ò\eÐ`Þ `Òe c^Ô 
@ayÐe @a_[Þ ÒkÐB QÐmÞRÞ Ð HL LÐf ÒaßhÐMÑ 
eÐ[ÞÒe jÊÒeMÐ* kÐ[LÊ QÐ`ÞaÐLÊ ÒQ½ÐLeÞ LkÞ\ÞÒm 
SÑa_ b=Ð jéeÒe, jÞcçe_ç... jÞcÞ..... , 
kÐ[ ÒLÐkfÞ\ÞmÐ , jÊÒeMÐ ''_ÐÓ'' LkÞ cÐVÞÒe LQÐXÞ 
ÒkÐB `XÞ\ÞÒm sÔÐ_ kÒeB Ð HcÞéÍeÞXÞmçe jaÊ bÐe[Ñ¯ 
auÊ ¯Ê_ÞbeçjÞVÞe XÞ`ÐVàÒcÃ auÊcÐ_*e eÐ[Þ]Þ_ mÐNÞ 
jÐkÐdÔ J    j]ÞoÐ ]ÞÒ_hç* @MÞA @`ÞA eÐ[Þ ]Þ_ 
LÐVÞaÐe O_Þº auÊ[é , `ÐÍZ-`Í[ÞcÐ jÞcçe_ç J jÊÒeMÐ*Ê 
`R LeÞ AMÞ aÊSÞ\ÞÒm SÑa_, jaÊ]Þ_ `ÐBÜ jÊÒeMÐ*Ê 
@jkÐ¯ LeÞ, HLÊVÞA RÐXÞ Ð aÐ`Ð, ÒaÐD AjÞ\ÞÒm ScÞ 
aÞLÞ ,LeS LeÞ AÒceÞLÐLÊ, TÞ@e @QÐ_L ]ÊbÐàNÔe 
Mae `ÐB Ð jÊÒeMÐ* jÞtÊe Ò`ÐRÐ L`ÐfLÊ QÊcÐ Ò]B 
ÒaÐD ÒaÒkÐjç ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ, aÐ`Ð yaÞe ÒkÐB ajÞ 
ekÞ\ÞÒm AD [Ð* mkÊZÑ `Í[ÞcÐ 'jÊe'Ê LWÞ_ `ÐiÐZ 
ÒkÐB aÐ`Ð ÒaÐD*Ê aÞ]Ð¯ Ò]B\ÞÒm Ð LÞRÞ]Þ_ `Òe 
bÐe[LÊ Ò$eÞNÒm jÐ=Òe ]ÊMÓe ÒaÐT ^eÞ - AD 
QÐeÞ cÐj bÞ[Òe aÐ`Ð ÒaÐD `RLÊ `R XLÐXLÞ ÒkmÐ 
bfÞ jÕjÐe RÐXÞ\ÞaÐe Mae `ÐB\ÞÒm jÊÒeMÐ Ð 

]ÊMÓbeÐ, `\keÐ , ]ÞNkeÐ SÑa_Òe TÞ@ jÞcçe_ç 
kÞÜ HLcÐ[Í `ÐÒ\¯ \ÞmÐ jÊÒeMÐ*e Ð ]h aiàe TÞ@ 
jÞcçe_ç, ]ÞÒ_hç * `eÞaÐee Òjðk, hÍwÐ J jÊÒeMÐ* 
cÐ[ó[ée @Lf_ cc[Ð bÞ[Òe XÐXÞLÊ `ÐÍ¯ bÊmÞ\ÞmÐ Ð  
SÑa_* aÞ_Ð jÊÒeMÐ* SÑa_ NXÞ QÐmÞmÐ Ð HcÞéÍeÞXÞmçe 
Ò`ÍjÞÒXÃç J SÑa_*e XÞ`ÐVàÒcÃçe XÞ_ç ²Vç cÐVÞà_ç* 
jkÐ¯[ÐÒe jÊÒeMÐ*Ê ¯Ê_ÞbejÞVÞÒe `ÐVà VÐBc QÐLÞeÞ 
jk `Þ.HQ.XÞ LeÞaÐLÊ A\ÞàL jÐkÐdÔ cÞfÞ dÐB\ÞmÐ 
XÞ`ÐVàÒcÃç NÐÍÃç eÊ [Þ_Þaià `ÐBÜ Ð jÊÒeMÐ aÐZÞaÞkÐeÒe 
BÒLÐ_cÞLçjç Òe cÐ½eç LeÞ \ÞÒm ANeÊ Ð `Þ.HQ.XÞ 
jÐeÞaÐ `Òe `Òe HcÞéÍeÞXÞmçe aÞSçÒ_j XÞ`ÐVàÒcÃÒe kÞÜ 
BÒLÐÒ_ÐcÞLçjçÒe @^ÔÐ`ÞLÐ QÐLÞeÞVÞH `ÐB\ÞÒm Ð SÑa_ 
@aÐeÞ[ NXÞ QÐmÞ\ÞmÐ jÞceç_çe eÞÒ`ÐVà LÐXà, ²Êm 
$¨çÒeSÞ= aÐ cÔÊSÞL LÐâj bÞ[Òe Ð AD _Þ[Þ]Þ_ÞA 
LÒmSÒe `ÐW `ÒYBaÐe QÐ`, eÞjn à, Ò``eç 
Ò`ÍÒSÒÃj_ J `aÞâÒLj_ç bÞ[Òe @[Ñ[ `ÊeÊZÐ 
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ÒkaÐÒe mÐNÞ\ÞmÐ J SÑa_ NXÞ QÐmÞ\ÞmÐ jÊÒeMÐ*e 
jÞcçe_çLÊ Ò_B Ð 

LÞ«Ê ''ASÞ'' Òd bÞ_ð, _ÞeaÒe LÐVÞ QÐmÞ\ÞaÐ 
@[Ñ[e jaÊ ''LÐmÞ'' WÐeÊ ! ÒjB hhÐ*, dÞH @[Ñ[e 
jÐ[ [Ðf `*e NbÑe[Ð bÞ[Òe XÊaÞ dÐB\ÞÒm 
jÊÒeMÐ* c_ bÞ[eÊ ..kWÐ[ç D³ÑaÞ[ ÒkÐB ]ÊB 
$ÊVç ]ËeÒe cÐ[Í [Ð*WÊ, ÒVaÊmçe @`e `ÐhéàÒe 
jéÒ]kÒe ]¨Ð¯cÐ_ Ð _ÞS ÒcÐX beÐ 
SÑa_e ]ÊÓMbeÐ LÐkÐZÑLÊ LkÞ\ÞÒm J hÊZÞ\ÞÒm c^Ô 
hhÐ**Ê Ð hhÐ* AÒceÞLÐ_ç TÞ@ LÞÍ½Þ_çLÊ aÞaÐk 
LeÞ\ÞÒm jc¯ ÒjÐÍ[Òe Ð jÊÒeMÐ*Ê kÒeB _ÞSe jÊMe 
baÞiÔ[LÊ RÐeMÐe LeÞ\ÞÒm ÒLaf aÐÍkêZ `Ê[Í ÒaÐmÞ Ð 
kÊH[ aÐ`Ð ÒaÐD*  aÐÍkêZÔ[ÐLÊ MÍÞ½Þ¯Ð_ TÞ@VÞH aÞaÐk 
LeÞ @`cÐ_ Ò]B\ÞÒm, _ÞSe @Lf_ NÐâ_ÑLÊ 
ÒOÐÒXBaÐe @j$f ÒQ½Ð bÞ[Òe Ð LÞÍ½Þ_* jk QÐeÞ 
aià `Òe `Ê@ djçe S_ê [Ð*  ]Ðcç`[Ô SÑa_e 
[Þ¦[ÐLÊ LÞRÞ `eÞarà_ LeÞ `ÐeÞ _ \ÞmÐ Ð AD R'cÐj 
`Òe XÞÒbÐjà ÒkÐB\ÞÒm hhÐ* Ð Òj aràcÐ_ç ÒVμÐjç 
kÔÊ½_çÒe \ÞaÐ ÒNÐVÞH LÕ`Ð_ÑÒe jÞ. B. J. Ð ÒNÐVÞH 
B&Þ_Þ¯eÞ= L_ç$Òe_çjçÒe jÐ_ç$ÐÍ_çjÞjçÒLÐ ÒkÐÒVm 
'ÒcÐ_ÐÒLÐ'LÊ ]ÊB]Þ_ `ÐBÜ AjÞR«Þ Ð QÊ`ç ÒkÐB hÊZÞ\ÞÒm 
hhÐ*  jÊÒeMÐ*e ]ÊÓMbeÐ LÐkÐZÑ, J LkÞ\ÞÒm "ÒcÐ 
ÒdÐNÊ [ÊcLÊ H @jk_Ñ¯ @ayÐ bÞ[Òe dÞaÐLÊ `XÞmÐ 
jÊeÊ, d]Þ cÊÜ jaÊ a]ÒfB `Ðe«…' jÊÒeMÐ Dre Ò]B 
_ \ÞÒm Ð SÑa_Òe dÐkÐ OVÞ dÐBRÞ, [ÐLÊ ÒLkÞ 
a]ÒfB `ÐeÞÒa _ÐkÞÜ, [Ð kÊH[ Chée* aeÐ] Ð 

`e ]Þ_ kÔÊ½_çLÊ Ò$eÞ dÞaÐe L\Ð \ÞmÐ hhÐ* *e 
Ð LÞ«Ê ÒjB L$Þ h`ç RÐXÞaÐ `ËaàeÊ $ÐâBVç LÔÐ_çjmç LeÞ 
Ò]B\ÞÒm hhÐ* ÒjB ÒVaâÒe ajÞ Ð Db¯ _ÞeaÒe 
ajÞ\ÞÒm LÞRÞ lZ Ð `e]Þ_ ÒNÐmçÒX_ç ÒNVç aÞÍSç J 
jÐeÐ jkeVÞLÊ aÊmÞ Ò]MÞ\ÞÒm Ð jÊÒeMÐ @_Êba 
LeÊ\ÞÒm akÊ]Þ_e `Ê&ÞbË[ ]ÊÓM ÒdcÞ[Þ kÐmÊLÐ ÒkaÐÒe 
mÐNÞRÞ… Ð Òe½ÊeÐÃçÒe j&Òe XÞ_eç MÐBaÐ jc¯Òe 
hhÐ*  jÞcçe_çe Ò$ÐÒVÐVÞLÊ Ò]MÞaÐLÊ QÐkÞÜ\ÞÒm, AD 
SÐZÞaÐLÊ QÐkÞÜ\ÞÒm jÞcçe_ç aÞi¯Òe @^ÞLÐ Ð 
L_ç$Òe_çjçÒe aiàÒe \Òe ]ÊB\e aÐkÐeLÊ NÒm 
jÞcçe_LÊ ]ÞÒ_hç J eÑ[Ð* `ÐÒM RÐXÞ Aj«Þ jÊÒeMÐ Ð 
jÞcçe_ç bÐÒa ]ÑÒ_hç* TÞ@ hÑMÐ jÒ= [Ðe 'hÞâ`ç-

Jbeç' J MÊjÞÒe NÒ` [Ð* ÒRÐV `Êó\ÞaÑe OVZÐ jaÊLÊ 
jÊÒeMÐ Ò$eÞ AjÞaÐ `Òe Ð hÑMÐ J jÞcçe_ç HLÐ 
LÐâjçÒcVç J HLÐ ²ÊmÒe `Y«Þ Ð jÞcçe_ç aÞi¯Òe N`ÞaÐ 
ÒaÒf jÊÒeMÐ* cÊkÜ QÞLçQÞLç LeÞaÐe, _ÞeaÒe @_Êba 
LeÊ\ÞÒm, J D`ÒbÐN LeÊ\ÞÒm hhÐ* Ð 

OVÞ dÐB\ÞaÐ ]ÊOàVZÐ beÐ SÑa_ `ÐBÜ _ÞSLÊ Ò]ÐiÑ 
LeÞ\ÞÒm hhÐ* , aÐecÐée bÊmç cÐNÞ\ÞÒm J lcÐ 
QÐkÞÜ\ÞÒm jÊÒeMÐ* WÐeÊ Ð jÊÒeMÐ QË`ç ekÞ bÐaÊ\ÞÒm, 
lcÐ Ò]Òm aÞ OVÞ dÐB\ÞaÐ ]ÊOàVZÐ beÐ SÑa_ a]fÞ 
dÞa _ÐkÞÜ, dÐkÐ Chée*e DÒ~hÔ [Ð*Ê ÒbÐNÞaÐLÊ 
ÒkÐBRÞ cÐ[Í Ð hhÐ* bÐaÊ\ÞÒm ÒLcÞ[Þ LkÞ aÊTÐBÒa 
jÊÒeMÐ*Ê Òd - a¯j aYÞRÞ , jc¯ NXÞRÞ jÞ_Ð jÊÒeMÐ 
[Ð* c_Òe ÒjcÞ[Þ @l[ ...Ò]aÑ bfÞ `ËSÐ `ÐDR«Þ ! 
djçe S_ê ÒafÐÒe, LÍÞ½Þ_ç WÐeÊ XÞÒbÐjà ÒkaÐ ]Þ_ 
ÒLÐVàÒe, AD HLÐ HLÐ ÒLÒ[ aÔ\Þ[ @Lf_ cÊkËràÒe 
jÊÒeMÐ* Qcç`Ð$Êm bfÞ cÊkÜVÞ ]ÞhÞ dÐBRÞ @NZ_ 
`eÞyÞ[ÞÒe Ð jÊÒeMÐ* c_Òe @SjÍ Ò[Ðf`Ð[ Ð Ò[BhÞ 
aià [fe [Ð* c_e cZÞiVÞLÊ HBbfÞ, HB 
@ayÐÒe ]ÞÒ_ ÒbVÞÒa ÒaÐmÞ jé`ðÒe aÞ bÐaÞ _ \ÞÒm Ð 
c_e N«ÐOÒe [ÐmÐ Ò]B QÐaÑVÞLÊ BRÐ LeÞ keÐB 
Ò]B\ÞÒm Ð jc¯e ÒjÐÍ[Òe LQXÐ MÐB MÐB bÐjÞ 
QÐmÞR«Þ dÐkÐ SÑa_ SÊAeÒe Ð aqÞR«Þ aqÞaÐLÊ Òka 
ÒaÐmÞ Ð 

''jÐ_ç$ÐÍ_çjÞjçÒLÐ''LÊ bÊmÞ Òka_Þ ÒLÒa SÑa_eÊ Ð 
Ò$eÞaÐ]Þ_ H¯ÐeÒ`ÐVàLÊ AjÞR«Þ hhÐ* jÊÒeMÐ* jk 
`ÐÍ¯ ]ÊB OÃÐ `ËaàeÊ Ð [Ð*e kÔÊ½_çLÊ $ÐâBVç jÊÒeMÐ* 
$ÐâBVçe AD OÃÐH `Òe Ð jÊÒeMÐ* Ò`â_ç RÐXÞaÐe 
A_ÐD_çjçÒcÃç ÒkmÐ Ð jÊÒeMÐ aÔÐNç ^eÞ DWÞ hhÐ** 
AMÞLÊ QÐkÞÜmÐ ÒafLÊ hhÐ* kWÐ[ç [Ð* kÐ[VÞLÊ ^eÞ 
LkÞÒm "ÒcÐ bÊmçe  `ÐÍ¯¾Þ[ _ÐkÞÜ jÊeÊ....., kÒeB\ÞaÐ 
jc¯ Ò$eÞa _ÐkÞÜ , [\Ð`Þ ÒNÐVÞH cÐNÊZÑ eMÞa ÒcÐe? 
jÊÒeMÐ hhÐ**Ê QÐkÞÜ\ÞÒm , LkÞ `ÐeÞ _\ÞÒm Òd "ASÞ 
cÊÜ eÞ¦-kªÐ hhÐ* , ÒdÒa _ÞSLÊ @SÐXÞ Ò]aÐLÊ 
QÐkÞÜ\ÞmÞ [Êc `Ð] [Òf, SÑa_ jÊÒdÐN Ò]B _ \ÞmÐ 
AcLÊ Ð ASÞ H AOÐ[ beÐ SÑa_Òe MÐmÞ 
hË_Ô[Ð .....LZ QÐkÜ ASÞ hhÐ* ?' LÞRÞ _Þea cÊkËrà 
LVÞ\ÞmÐ jÞ_Ð jÊÒeMÐ Dre Ò]B _ \ÞÒm Ð hhÐ* 
cÐNÊZÑ cÐNÞ\ÞÒm `ÊZÞ\Òe "cÒ[ @_Êc[Þ ]Þ@ jÊÒeMÐ, cÊÜ 

211



jÞcçe_çLÊ Ò]MÞaÐLÊ dÞaÐLÊ QÐÒkÜ \eL `ÐBÜ ÒkÒmaÞ' Ð 
jÊÒeMÐ bÐiÐhË_Ô...   @[Ñ[e Òj jé`ðe ApÐfÞLÐ bÐjÞ 
AjÞmÐ lZL `ÐBÜ `ÊZÞ\Òe, c_e Òj _Þbó[ `ó\ÞaÑLÊ, 
ÒdÐDWÞ ]ÞÒ_, ÒLÒa S_ê ÒkÐB _\ÞaÐ ''hhÐ* -
jÊÒeMÐ''* `ÞmÐcÐ_* beÐ ÒLÐfÐkf hÊZÞ \ÞÒm, 
ÒdÐDWÞ ]ÞÒ_ hhÐ** jÒ= aÐwÔàLÔe jé`ð Ò]MÞ 

DmâjÞ[ ÒkÐB\ÞÒm c^Ô jÊÒeMÐ Ð jÊÒeMÐ `ÍLó[Þy ÒkÐB 
aÐÜ `Ð]LÊ ANLÊ aYÐB hhÐ** AMÞLÊ AD\Òe 
NbÑe ]ó½ÞÒe QÐkÞÜ kWÐ[ç $ÞLç LeÞ kjÞÒ]Òm Ð ÒjB 
cÊkËràÒe Ò[BhÞ aià [fe jÊÒeMÐ*Ê Ò]MÞ\ÞÒm hhÐ* 
AD jÊÒeMÐ Ò]MÞ\ÞÒm AMÞ jÐcç_ÐÒe [Ð*e, SÑa_ 
ÒcÐX a]fDRÞ, kÊH[ `ÊZÞ\Òe Ð 

 
 
XÓ jÊmlZÐ `p_Ð¯L HL ¯Ê_ÞbejÞVÞÒe cÔÐ\çcÐVÞLçjç `ÍÒ$jeç Ð jéÐcÑ XÓ hÊLçÒ]aç Òj_ç J TÞ@ jÊSÐ_ç jk ÒXÒVÐ_ÐaÞQç, 
$âeÞXÐÒe ek«Þ Ð CÕeÐSÑ J JXÞAÒe ÒmMÐÒmMÞ LeÞaÐ RXÐ euÐaYÐ J aNÞQÐ LÐc LeÞaÐÒe _ÞSe @aje LÒVBaÐLÊ bm 
`ÐA«Þ Ð 
 

 
 
@^Ð JXÞA 
_Þ¯[Þ ckÐ«Þ 
 
ÒcÐÒ[ mÐÒN jaÊ LaÞ[Ð NÊXÐ @^Ð  
ÒdcÞ[Þ LÞ jaÊ jé`ð NÊXÐ,  
_Þ] bÐ=ÞdÐH jé`ð ekÞdÐH  
bÐiÐ jeÞdÐH bÐa ekÞdÐH Ð 
 
ÒdcÞ[Þ LÞ jaÊ weekend NÊXÐ @^Ð 
eaÞaÐe @`eÐkðeÊ ÒjÐcaÐe `ÐBÜ 
VÞ$Þ_ç jSÐXÞaÐ Aec÷ ÒkÐBdÐH Ð 
 
jÍ½Ð `ÐBÜ jó½Þ jaÊÒaÒf @^Ð 
Ace [ jÍ½Ð SN_ðÐ\ kÞÜ @^Ð 
Ace bÐiÐ, jÐkÞ[Ô, jÕ²ó[Þ jaÊ @^Ð 
@^Ð LÐ_ÐXÞ¯ @^Ð JXÞA Ð 
 
 
ÒmMÞLÐ _Þ¯[Þ ckÐ«Þ cÐmçV_, cÞjÞjÐDNÐ Òe _ÞaÐj Le«Þ Ð Òj LaÞ[Ð ÒmMÞaÐ J `YÞaÐÒe aÞÒhi FQÞ eM«Þ Ð 
D`ÒeÐ¦ LaÞ[Ð VÞ 2008 VÒeÐÒÃÐ jÐkÞ[Ô `ÐWQLÍÒe `ÐW LeÐdÐB\ÞmÐ Ð 
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QÐt `ËSÐ 
jÊÒmÐQ_Ð `Vç_Ð¯L 

 
ÒaÐD _ÐkÞÜ, _ÐkÞÜ HWÞ [ÊfjÑ QDeÐ 

LÊmÐ _ÐkÞÜ, XÐmÐ _ÐkÞÜ, _ÐkÞÜ aÞ [ mÞA 
]hkeÐ eS jS LÊcÐe `ËÀàÞcÐ 

[\Ð`Þ bÊmÞ_Þ c_Ê aÞÒ]hÑ JXÞA Ð 
 

h_ÞaÐe eaÞaÐe cËmÔaÐ_ ]Þ_ 
jaÊ `aà `ÒX HWÞ Òj ]ÊB ]Þ_Òe 
kÐÒmÐB_ç LÍÑjçcÐj LeÞaÐLÊ Òka 

`ÞmÐ c_ EZÐ Òka _ LeÞ `ÐeÞÒm Ð 
 

cÐA c_ aÊÒT _ÐkÞÜ, aÊÒT _ÐkÞÜ TÞ@ 
[\Ð`Þ `ÐfÊÒR AÒc `ea `aÐàZÑ 

aÐe cÐÒj Ò[e `aà ÒkÐB _ `ÐeÞÒm 
@aÒhÐi _ÐkÞÜ, d]Þ HL c_, HLB LÐkÐZÑ Ð 

 
Aj ASÞ kSÞdÞaÐ jêó[Þe j`Ò_ 

ÒMÐSÞ ÒMÐSÞ @[Ñ[e aÞ[Þ\ÞaÐ ]Þ_ 
]hkeÐ eS jS LÊAÜe `ËÒ_B 

bÐaÞÒ]Òm c_ ÒcÐe kÊH A_c_ Ð 
 

cÒ_ `ÒX ASÞ ÒcÐe ÒaÐDe [ÐNÞ]Ð 
LÊAÜe `ËÒ_C LÐmÞ ÒhÐBaÊ_Þ ÒXeÑ 
jLÐfe jËdàÔ `ËSÐ ¡ÊmÞ [ dÞaÊ_Þ 
[ÊfjÞ QDeÐ cËÒf Ò]aÐLÊ @&fÞ Ð 

c_ ÒcÐe R_ R_ LÐÒf ÒXeÞ Òka  
QÐÒkÜ_Þ cÊÜ aÊYÐ ae `ÐBaÐLÊ ÒLÒa 
QÐDÜ QÐDÜ mÐÒN MÐmÞ _Þ] AÒj _ÐkÞÜ 
jS jLÐfÒe Ò]aÞ, @&fÞ cÊÜ bÐÒa Ð 

 
@`Ð ÒcÐe `ËSÐ LÒe QDeÐ cËfÒe 
$Êm mÐNÞ\ÞaÐ SkðÞ AD LÐLÊXÞ LiÞÒe 
j& Òaf QÐt `ËSÐ jÐ= jÐ\Þ ÒcÒf 
jÐeÐ ]Þ_ LVÞdÐH AMÞ `mLÒe Ð 

 
ÒNÐX mÐÒN _ÐkÞÜ [Òf, c_ ALÐhÒe 

ÒaÐD aÔª jÐeÐ ]Þ_, c_ ÒcÐe QÐt QLVÐÒe 
bÐB `ÐBÜ ÒR_Ð QÐt, Ac `ÐBÜ mÞA 

hk hk `Íhð AÒj, ÒiÐXhÑ ÒcÐ' LÊAÜeÑ c_Òe Ð 
 

LÊcÐe `ËÀàÞcÐ MÐmÞ LeÞÒa LÊcÐeÑ 
`ÐBaÐLÊ c_ mÐMÞ SÑa_e jÐ\Ñ 
`ËÀàÞcÐe QÐt jc jÊNÊÒZ jÕ`ËÀà 

`ÞmÐ ÒMf cÒ_ kÊH bÐaÞÒ]Òm ASÞ Ð 
 

H[ÞLÞ cÞ_[Þ `ÍbÊ ASÞ [Êc÷ `ÐÒh 
ÒdÒ[ jaÊ TÞ@ HWÞ LÒm QÐt `ËSÐ 
`ÐA«Ê Òj c_ mÐMÞ SÑa_e jÐ\Þ 
NÐA«Ê Òj jaÊ]Þ_ JXÞAe ^éSÐ Ð

 
 
Sulochana Patnaik, a Maryland resident, wrote and recited this poem on the occasion of 2007 OSADC Kumar Utsav function. 
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euÐ J eÐuÊZÑ 
hÍÑc[Ñ  hÐ«Þ`ÍÞ¯Ð `p_Ð¯L 
 
AfÊ VLÐVL 
D`LeZ -  jÞTÐAfÊ 200 NÍÐcç 
  LÀàçÒ$Ðâeç 4 QÐcQç 
  VcÐÒVÐ jjç 4 QÐcQç   
  LVÐ @]Ð 1 J 1/2 QÐcQç 
  LqÐ m*Ð 4 - 5 VÐ ]kÞ 6 QÐcQç 
  LÞRÞ bÍÊi=Ð `[Í J ÒjÐeÞi 
  m*Ð NÊ¨ J mÊZ jéÐ] @_ÊdÐ¯Þ 
 
`ÍZÐfÑ  - AfÊjÞTÐLÊ ÒRÐV ÒRÐV LÐVÞ LÀàÒ$Ðâeç J mÊZ Òe ÒNÐfÐB eM«Ê Ð Nec Ò[mÒe HkÞ AfÊ NÊXÞLÊ 
RÐZÞ ]Þ@«Ê Ð @_ÔHL `Ð[ÍÒe Ò[m Ò]B ÒjÐeÞi J bÍÊi=Ð `[Í $ÊVÐB ]Þ@«Ê Ð @]Ð J LqÐ m*Ð c^Ô Òj\ÞÒe bÐSÞ 
_Þ@«Ê Ð [Ð'`Òe ]kÞ, VcÐÒVÐ jjç J RZÐ AfÊ HLÐWÞ Òj\ÞÒe Ò]B OÐÃ«Ê Ð AahÔL @_ÊjÐÒe mÊZ J m*ÐNÊ¨ 
cÞhÐB MÐBaÐLÊ ]Þ@«Ê Ð HkÐ HL FQÞLe SfMÞA Ð 
 
aÐBNZ jÐÒmcÐ 
D`LeZ -  ÒRÐV aÐBNZ 200 NÍÐc 
  @]Ð ejÊZ aVÐ 1 J 1/2 QÐcQ 
  _XÞA ej 1 L`ç 
  ^fÐ eÐhÞ 20 NÍÐcç 
  QÞ_Ð aÐ]Ðcç 20 NÍÐcç 
  Ò`ÐªL 20 NÍÐcç 
  kf]Ñ 1 QÐcQ 
  mÊZ, m*Ð NÊ¨, bÍÊi=Ð `[Í, QÞ_Þ, Nec cjmÐ J eÞ$ÐB_ç Ò[m AahÔL @_ÊjÐÒe 
 
`ÍZÐfÑ - aÐBNZ LÊ QÐeÞbÐN LeÞ LÐVÞa Òd`eÞLÞ ÒX> mÐNÞ\Þa Ð [Ð'LÊ Ò[mÒe RÐZÞ Ò]a Ð @_Ô HL `Ð[ÍÒe 
Ò[m Ò]B bÊÍi=Ð `[Í aOÐeÞa Ð eiÊZ, @]Ð aVÐ 1 QÐcQ Ò]B LiÞa Ð [Ð'`Òe m*Ð NÊ¨ 1 QÐcQ, kf]Ñ NÊ¨ 
1/2 QÐcQ Ò]B LiÞa Ð [Ð'`Òe eÐhÞ, QÞ_Ð aÐ]Ðcç, Ò`ÐªL aVÐ J 1/2 QÐcQç QÞ_Þ Ò]B `ÊZÞ LiÞa Ð 

2 -4 cÞ_ÞVç LiÞ jÐeÞ aÐBNZ J mÊZ `LÐB OÐÃÞa Ð LÒ` _XÞA ej Ò]B LÞRÞ jc¯ $ÊVÐB Nec cjmÐ 
Ò]B at LeÞ eMÞa Ð HkÐ `ÍÐ¯ 6 - 7 ]Þ_ `dÔà« [ÐSÐ ekÞa J MÐBaÐLÊ bm mÐNÞa Ð 
 
 
hÍÑc[Ñ hÐ«Þ`ÍÞ¯Ð `V_Ð¯L bÊaÒ_héeÒe 4 _cée ¯Ê_ÞV Òe _ÞaÐj Le«Þ Ð Òj aÞbÞ_ð `[Í `[ÍÞLÐ `YÞaÐ jk ÒeÐÒiBÒe c^Ô FQÞ eM«Þ Ð 
_ÞSjé ÒhßfÑÒe JXÞA aÔ&_ `ÍªÊ[ LeÞaÐLÊ bm `ÐA«Þ Ð 
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ÒLÐcf NÐuÐe 
hÍÑc[Ñ `Í$Êmâ[Ð ckÐ`Ð[Í 
 

ASÞ dÐH Ò]kLÊ MÒ¨ bm RÞV hÐYÑ `ÐBmÐ _ÐkÞÜ 
ÒN¨Þ Ð MÐmÞ QÞeÐ hÐYÑ AD $VÐ $ÐÒ¨eÐ @=Ð Ð LÞ MeÐ, 
LÞ aiàÐ LÞ hÑ[ H[ÞLÞ Òe [Ðe aiàL aÐecÐj aÞ[ÞdÐH Ð 
RÞV hÐYÑ MÒ¨ LÊÒqB `ÞuÞ, _ÐmÞA @=ÐLÊ Ò]ÒMB 
MÊjÞÒe aSÐeLÊ AjÞaÐLÊ c_kÊH ÒN¨Þe Ð RÞV hÐYÑ 
MÒ¨ ÒkÒm bm kÊ@«Ð Ð 

ÒcLÞ aÐ' ÒkmÐÒaÒf LB\ÞmÐ, "ae ]aÒmÐ ! 
ÒLÒ[ `ÞuÞaÊ?" ÒN¨Þ SÐZÞRÞ, aÐ' ÒkÒm aeÒV kÊH Ð 
RÞV hÐYÑ, aÐj_Ð Ò[m, VÞLÞmÞ Ò`ÒLV ]ÞH Ð 

L_ÞAÜ jÐSÞ ÒcLÞVÐ bm ]ÞhÊ\ÞmÐ Ð aeÒV AjÞ 
ÒcLÞLÊ jÐ=Òe Ò_BNmÐ Ð aeÒV ÒkÒm bm kÊ@«Ð Ð 
ÒN¨Þ JYZÐ [fÊ LÒZB LÒZB @Ò_Ba, cÊLàÞ cÊLàÞ kjÞa, 
cSÐ LeÞa, Ò$eÞaÐmÐWÊ kÒeLcÐm LÞZÞa, $ÞmÞc dÞa; 
HjaÊ Òj SÐÒZ Ð aeÒV ÒkÒm bm kÊ@«Ð Ð 

MÐmÞ RÞV hÐYÑ, _ÐmÞA @=Ð , aeÒV _ÊkÜ Ð HcÞ[Þ 
ÒLÒ[ L\Ð ÒN¨Þ c_LÊ AÒj Ð [Ð'bfÞ TÞ@cÐÒ_ 
ÒLÒ[ bmÒe ekÞR«ÞÐ jcª*Ê ÒN¨Þ XaXa QÐkÞÜ eÒk 
Ð cÊ¨ aÐf AmÊaÐmÊ ÒkÐBdÐDRÞ Ð LÞmÞ`Þ ]Þ'VÐ ÒkÒm 
bm kÊ@«Ð Ð aÐaÊ* jÐ=Òe Ò]ÐLÐ_e ÊSÞ_Þi Ò_aÐLÊ 
AjÞRÞ ÒN¨Þ Ð `ZÐ jÕLÍÐ«Þ [ aXÞ jLÐfÊ ctÞeÒe bÞX Ð 
eÐªÐÒe aX NkfÞ, `ÊmÞjÞ aÐmÐcÐÒ_ AjÞR«Þ Ð [\Ð`Þ 
cÐX`ÞV mÐNÞ dÐDRÞ Ð dÊAÒX QÐkÞÜa ÒjAÒX cÊ¨cÐf Ð 
e= Òae=e jÐS Ò`ÐiÐL Ð HjaÊ Ò]MÞaÐLÊ ÒN¨Þ LÊ 
bm mÐÒN Ð ÒLÒ[ `ÍLÐe Ò`ÜLÐfÞ ÒLÒ[ eLc aÐSÐ, 
ÒLÒ[ e=e ÒamÊ_  Ð ÒamÊ_ ÒNÐÒV ÒkÒm bm kÊ@«Ð 
Ð 

QÞkðÐ Ò]ÐLÐ_ Ð Ò]ÐLÐ_ Òe QÐeÞVÐ `ÞmÐ LÐc 
LeÊR«Þ Ð SÞ_Þi JS_ ÒkDRÞ Ð WÊ=ÐÒe `hÊRÞ Ð NeÐM 
_ÞS [ÐmÞLÐ cÞÒfB SÞ_Þi eMÊR«Þ Ð V*Ð Ò]DR«Þ Ð dÞH 
hÒk V*ÐeÊ ÒahÞ SÞ_Þi LÞZÊRÞ [ÐLÊ mÊZ MÞA ½Þm [ÐVÞA 
VÐH cÞfÊRÞ Ð HL\Ð ASÞ ]Þ_L `ÐBÜ Ð 

jSÐ ÒkmÐ `eÞ LÐc QÐmÞRÞ Ð  Ò]ÐLÐ_ bÞ[Òe 
`ÐVÞ[Ê¨ _ÐkÞÜ Ð aX Ò]ÐLÐ_; aÐaÊ OeLÊ $Þ cÐjÒe 
HBWÊ jD]Ð dÐH Ð aÐaÊ OÒe kfÞA \ÞaÐ "]Þ_ÊbÐB' 
aÐaÊ* jÐ=Òe AjÞ SÞ_Þi _ÞH Ð [ÐLÊ Sée ÒaÐmÞ ÒN¨Þ 

AjÞRÞ Ð Ò]ÐLÐ_ aSÐe LÊ AjÞaÐLÊ [ÐLÊ bm mÐÒN Ð 
jaÊ SÞ_Þi [ÐLÊ bm mÐÒN Ð jaÊ SÞ_Þi [ÐLÊ _ÊA ]ÞÒh Ð 
ÒN¨Þ amam LeÞ QÐeÞAXLÊ QÐkÊÜ \ÐH Ð SÞ_Þi JS_ 
LeÊ\ÞaÐ ÒmÐLVÐ ÒN¨ÞLÊ QÐkÞÜ LkÞmÐ "LZ Ò]MÊRÊ?" 

YL LÞ_Ð `ÐVÞmÐfLÊ ÒYÐLÞªÒ_mÐ ÒN¨Þ Ð kjÞmÐ; 
HÒ[aX Ò]ÐLÐ_, QVÐ`V LÐc ÒkÐBdÐDRÞ Ð 
ÒLÒ[ hÑOÍ XÐmÞ, jÊSÞ JS_ LeÞ Ò]DR«Þ Ð SÞeÐ, 
ÒjÐeÞi, $ÊVZ AN`eÞ AD _ÐkÞÜ Ð HÒa jaÊ QÞS 
`ÔÐÒLV Òe cÞfÊÊRÞ Ð ]Þ_LÊ ]Þ_ cZÞi cÐ_* `eÞ 
SÞ_Þi`[Íe e e=Y= aÞ a]fÞ dÐDRÞ Ð jÐaÊ_ ÒMÐfe 
e=LÊ OXÞH QÐkÞÜ eÒk ÒN¨Þ Ð hÊ+Þ kÊH, jÐaÊ_ MÒ¨ 
ÒkÒm bm kÊ@«Ð Ð 

ÒNÐVÐH ÒLÐZÒe VÞ¡Þ QÐmÞRÞ Ð aÐaÊ, Ò]ÐLÐ_ÑaÐaÊ 
AD ]Þ'SZ aÐaÊ Ò]MÊR«Þ Ð HB QÐeÞÒLÐZÞA ÒRÐV LÐQ 
aÐμÒe RaÞ ]ÞÒh, L\Ð hÊÒb Ð ÒN¨Þ kÐÜ LeÞ QÐkÞÜ\ÐH 
AQcÞé[ ÒkÐB Ð ÒLÐD eÐBSÒe _ÐQNÑ[ ÒkDRÞ, H 
LÐQ aÐμ Òe ]ÞhÊRÞ Ð aX jSÐ Ð ^_Ô Òj LÐeÞNe, 
ÒLÒ[ aÊwÞ [Ð' cÊ¨Òe ! Bjç ! QÞLÞQÞLÞA ÒjB LÐQ aÐμ 
bÞ[Òe Òj \Òe `hÞ dÐA«Ð LÞ; [Ð RaÞ jcª*Ê ]Þh«Ð 
Ð jcÒª LÐaÐ ÒkÐB dÐAÒ« Ð 
`ÐVÞeÊ mÐf ÒaÐkÞ `XÞmÐ, ÒjÐXLÞ Ò_mÐ ÒN¨Þ Ð `ÞuÐ 
LÐ_ÞÒe Ò`ÐRÞ `ÒLBmÐ Ð aÐaÊ LkÞÒm, "SÞ_Þi Ò_B 
OeLÊ dÐ" Ð Ò]ÐLÐ_ÑaÐaÊ ]Þ'VÐ Òma_çQÊjç aÔÐN `ÐMÒe 
eMÞ kjÞLÞ LkÞÒm "Ò_ MÐA Ð HÒZ Ò[ÒZ _ QÐkÞÜ OeLÊ 
dÞaÊ Ð" 

cÒ_ cÒ_ ÒN¨Þ MÊjÞ ÒkmÐ Ð Òma_çQÊjç LÊ aÐÜ 
kÐ[Òe cÊÒWB XÐkÐZ kÐ[Òe aÔÐN ^eÞ Ò]ÐLÐ_eÊ 
aÐkÐeÞ AjÞmÐ Ð aÔÐNVÐ JS_ mÐNÊRÞ Ð LÐuÒe Ò\ÐB 
QÐmÞdÞa Ð LÞRÞ ]Ëe`Òe SeÞ ÒMÐmÞ ÒNÐÒV Òma_çQÊjç LÊ 
SÞbÒe Ò\ÐBmÐ Òj Ð LÞ aYÞA Ð cÞWÐ cÞWÐ, MVÐ MVÐ Ð 
aX jÊA]; ej ÒYÐLÞ ÒN¨Þ kjÞ `LÐBmÐ Ð 
Òma_çQÊjçVÐLÊ J MÐmÞ SeÞVÐLÊ @ÃÐÒe bm LeÞ ÒMÐjÞ 
Ò]mÐ Ð Òma_çQÊjçe jÊA] SÞbaÐÒV Ò`VLÊ `ÒWB 
VÞLÞH ÒafdÐH jÊA]LÊ hÊ+ÞmÐ, QÐMÞmÐ Ð HLÐ`eÞ ÒNÐm 
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ÒNÐm ÒkÐB HjaÊ [ÞAeÞ ÒkDRÞ ÒLcÞ[Þ LfÒe, ÒLDÜ 
`]Ð\àeÊ ÒkDRÞ; [ÐSÊaç L\Ð ! 

"ÒN¨Þ LÞÒmÐ" 
NDeÞ @`Ð*Ê Ò]MÞ ÒN¨Þ WÞA ÒkÐB `XÞmÐ Ð [Ð* 

jÐ=Òe [Ð* MÊXÞ, [Ð* jÐ= [ÞeÞ @`Ð Ð 
"@`Ð Ò[Òc . . ." 
"ek Ð jÐ= ÒkÐB dÞaÐ Ð" [Ð'`Òe NDeÞ @`Ð 

LkÞÒm, "ÒkB [ÞeÞ, Ò]MÞmÊ ÒN¨Þ AcLÊ SÊVÞ NmÐZÞ Ð [Ê 
MÐmÞ cÞRVÐ Òe XeÊRÊ Ð Xe ÒNÐVÐH LZ ?" 
[ÞeÞ @`Ð LkÞÒm - "_Ð Ð cÊÜ Òj aÞmaÐÒV ScÐ dÞaÞ_ÐkÞÜ Ð 
cÒ[ Xe mÐNÞa Ð" 

NDeÞ @`Ð LkÞÒm, "Xe 
[ [Ò[ MÐBdÐDRÞ Ð AÒc HÒ[ SZ 
ÒkmÊZÞ, MÊXÑ @R«Þ, @Á aÐV; QÐmÞ 
dÞaÐ Ð HLÐ Ò[ÐeÞ Xe !" 

ÒhiÒe NDeÞ @`Ð eÐN [c[c 
ÒkÐB LkÞÒm, "ÒN¨Þ QÐmÞaÊVÞ'ÒmÐ, 
Ò[Ðe ÒcÐe dÞaÐ; [ÐLÊ Xe MÐB 
dÐDRÞ Ð" LkÞÒm AD j[LÊ 
j[ [c[c ÒkÐB QÐmÞÒm Ð cÊkÜ 
hÊMÐB aÐ^Ô ÒkmÐ `eÞ [Ð* `RÒe 
[ÞeÞ@`Ð QÐmÞÒm Ð NDeÞ @`Ð* MÊXÑ 
LkÞÒm, "dÞaÐ ÒaÒf AkÊeÞ jÐ= cÞfÞ 
dÞa ÒmÐ" [ÞeÞ Ð Xe_Ð Ð' H[ÞLÞ ÒafLÊ 
$ÍLç `ÞuÐ TÞ@VÞH AjÞmÐ Ð MÊXÞ MÊjÞ 
ÒkÐB LkÞÒm,"ÒkBVÞ `eÐ TÞ*Þ 
ABmÐZÞ Ð QÐm QÐm Ð' [ÞeÞ@`Ð LÐt LÐt jéeÒe LkÞÒm, 
"NDeÞ e ÒdÐD SÞ]ç !" jcÒª aX eÐªÐeÊ [f eÐªÐLÊ 
aÐV bÐ=ÞÒm Ð ÒN¨Þ aÔÐNçLÊ cÊ¨Òe Ò\ÐB `RÒe 
QÐm

 

Ðc 
Le

fÐ ÒkÐB 
Aj

@`Ð LkÞÒm, "" Ò_Df LÞ H¨Ê@VÐ 
ÒkB

Ð 
ÒYÐ

ÞmÐ Ð 
LÞVÞ LÞVÞ @uÐe Ð MÐÜ MÐÜ NkÞe aÞm Ð OÊ OÊ `a_ Ð 

aSÐe bÞ[Òe TÐf ÒaÐkÊ\ÞmÐ Ð ÒMÐmÐ dÐNÐÒe `a_ 
`ÐB Ò]k hÞ[f mÐNÞmÐ Ð ÒMÐmÐ ÒcmÐ `a_ mÊNÐ`VÐL
LÊ[ÊLÊ[Ê LeÞ `LÐDRÞ Ð ÒN¨Þe Ò]h L\Ð cÒ_ `XÞmÐ Ð 
AuÍe jcÊ]Í LËfÞA ÒRÐV NÐÜ'Òe [Ð* Oe \ÞmÐ Ð aÐ`Ð 
aÐaÊ OÒe QÐi LeÊ \ÞmÐ Ð aÐaÊ jÐÒ= NÐÜ'e AD SÒZ 
aÐaÊe LZ N¨ÒNÐf ÒkmÐ ÒLSÐZÞ, aÐaÊ Oe ScÞÒe 
kf LeÊ\ÞaÐ ÒaÒf cÐX`ÞVÞ ÒkÐB aÐ`Ð J jÞ]Ê LÐLÐ 

kÐZ MÐB cÒm Ð Ae]f aÐaÊe ÒNÐVÞH kÐ[LÊ kÐZÞ 
`LÐBÒm Ð [Ð'e ]Þ'cÐj `Òe cÐ'e ÒNÐÒV `ÞmÐ ÒkmÐ 
Ð ]Þ_ ]h aÐeVÐ Òe cÐ'`ÞmÐ ]ÊÒkÜ cÒm Ð ÒN¨Þ cÐDjÞ 
OÒe ekÞmÐ Ð cÐX NÐfÞ MÐH Ð ÒbÐL D`Ðj Òe eÒk Ð 
cDjÐ cÐDjÞ `ÐeÐ]Ñé` `ÒfB AjÞÒm Ð [Ð* jÐ=Òe 
ÒN¨Þ Ð Ò`¨Ê HWÞ ÒjWÞ NXÞ NXÞ `Ð]Òe cÐX MÐBmÐ 
`eÞ, ÒN¨Þ HWÞ ÒjWÞ ÒkÐB cÐX MÐB MÐB jÐ[ aeie 
ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð cÐDjÞe `Ê@ TÞ@ ÒkÒm Ð H aÐaÊ `ÐeÐ]Ñé` 
Òe QÐLÞeÑ LeÊ \ÞÒm Ð cDjÐ ÒN¨ÞLÞ [Ð* OÒe L

ÞaÐLÊ eMÞmÐ Ð cDjÐLÊ aÐaÊ LÊmÞ LÐc Ò]B\ÞÒm Ð 
ÒjkÞ ]Þ_eÊ ÒN¨Þ aÐaÊ* OÒe @RÞ Ð HÒa aÐaÊ 

eÞVÐ¯Xà LeÞ NÐÜ'Òe QÐi Ò]MÊR«Þ, 
aÔajÐ¯ LeÊR«Þ Ð aÐaÊ OÒe 
ekÞaÐe _@ aei ÒkmÐ Ð HL\Ð 
cÐA Lk«Þ; [Ð'LÊ SZÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð 
`ÐVÞÒe Òma_çQÊjç `[

ÞmÐZÞ Ð H\e jeÞdÞa Ð Òj [Ð'LÊ 
SÞb [Òf QÐ`Þ eMÞmÐ Ð 

eÐªÐ RÐXÞ Ò[ÐVÐ `Ðe ÒkÐB, 
aÞm bÞ[Òe `hÞÒm jcÒª Ð H\e 
²Êm k[Ð; Òj `ÒV aÊmÐZÞ Ð H 
eÐªÐÒe @f` aÐV Ð bm ÒkmÐ 
HaÐÒV AjÞ Ð LÞRÞ aÐV `Òe Mjç 
Mjç hÊbÞmÐ Ð [ÞeÞ@`Ð dÐaÊXÞ ^eÞÒm 
MÊXÑ*Ê  -"" ÒcÐ ÒaÐDÒmÐ !!'' NDeÞ 

\Þa; Ò[ÐÒ[ HÒ[ Xe MÐB dÐDRÞ ?'' 
ÒN¨Þe Xe b¯ _ÐkÞÜ Ð Òj `ÊfÐH mÐf YLç LÞ_
LÞmÐ Ð [ÞeÞ@`Ð LkÞÒm,""`Ð_ MÐDRÊ LÞ'ÒmÐ ÒN¨Þ ?'' 
"_ÐBÜ, Òma_çQÊjç Ð" Òahç VÐZ bÐÒa LkÞÒ]mÐ ÒN¨Þ 

Ð jcÒª kjÞÒm Ð ANÒe ²Êmç Oe Ð [ÐeÐ AmÊ@Òe 
LfÐaÊ]ÐVÐH `eÞ ]ÞhÊRÞ Ð LÐuLÊ LÐVÞmÐZÞ Ð NR NkfÒe 
LÞVÞ LÞVÞ @uÐe Ð ²Êmç ÒNVç Òe c^ÊcÐf[Þ cÐXÞRÞ Ð aÐj 
QkVÊRÞ Ð LÒX LÒX ^ÐXÞ ^ÐXÞ VNe NR Ð kWÐ[ç ÒjB 
`VÊ QÐeÞVÐ ÒVÐLÐ aÐkÐeÞ AjÞÒm Ð ]Þ'SZ* kÐ[Òe 
bÊSÐmÞ Ð ]ÊB kÐ[Òe `ÐZÞ ÒWmÞ ÒWmÞ Ò`ÐMeÞÒe `hÞaÐ 
`eÞ jcª*Ê ]Þ'bÐN LeÞÒ]Òm; cTÞeÊ [ÞeÞ@`Ð*Ê ÒVLÞ 
Ò_BNÒm ²Êmç Oe bÞ[eLÊ Ð TÞ*Þ eXÞÒV RÐXÞ eÐªÐeÊ 
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[fLÊ NXÞ `XÞmÐ Ð DWÞ`XÞ ^ÐBÜmÐ, LÞRÞ aÐV `Òe `ÊZÞ 
[Òf `XÞNmÐ Ð NDeÞ @`Ð, MÊXÑ kÐD kÐD ÒkÒm,"" LÞH 
ÒLD

e Ð NDeÞ @`Ð, [ÞeÞ @`Ð* LÒmSÒe HLÐWÞ 
`Y

e SZL OÊcÊeÞmÐ, 
""ÒN

kDR«Þ Ð ÒLÒ[ aià `Òe Òj 
Òef

Þ Ð ÒN¨Þ aÞLf `ÐBmÐ Ð ÒmÐÒL 
ÒWm

aÐaÊ*Ê LkÞmÐ,"" H 
aÐa

e]VÐ ÒjWÞ ajÞmÐ Ð aÊYÑ `Ð]LÊ ADÜjÞmÐ ÒN¨Þ Ð 

ÜWÞ @R . . . . .''Ð ÒkÒm H NkÞe cTÞÒe LÞH LÐkÞÜ? 
jÞÒcÃ MÊÃÒV bfÞ WÞA ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ ÒN¨Þ Ð b¯Òe 

[Ð'`ÐVÞ ÒcmÐ ÒkÐBdÐBRÞ Ð HcÐ_*Ê Òj QÞÒkð Ð ]Þ'SZ 
NÐÜ ÒhicÊ¨ jÐkÞe Ð ÒdDÜ ]Þ'SZ ÒVLÞ Ò_Òm ÒjcÐÒ_ 
aÐaÊ Oe

«Þ Ð 
[ÞeÞ@`Ð* `ÐVÞ AD hÊbÊ _ÐkÞÜ Ð ÒRÐV `ÞmÐÒV bfÞ 

ÒLcÞ[Þ [Ð*Ê hË_ÔÒe hË_ÔÒe ÒVLÞ Ò_B NÒm i¬ 
cÐLàÐ ]Þ'VÐ . . . . ÒN¨Þ Ò]k hÞeç hÞeç ÒkÐB DWÞmÐ Ð 
aÔÐNç VÐ MjÞ `XÞmÐ kÐ[eÊ . . ."bÊjç' !!  bÊSÐmÞ TmjÞ 
DWÞmÐ, ""LÞHÒa ÒjWÞ . . . .?'' A

¨Þ ! Ò]' [ÐLÊ M[cç LeÞ . . . .'' 
[Ð'`Òe L'Z ÒkmÐ ÒN¨Þe AD cÒ_ _ÐkÞÜ Ð ÒLcÞ[Þ 

Òj ÒLÐD aÐVÒe ]DXÞ ]DXÞ Òef Ò½j_ `ÐMÒe 
`kqÞ NmÐ Ð Òef NÐXÞ Òe QYÞNmÐ J NÐXÞVÐ jÐÒ= 
jÐÒ= jÞVÞ cÐeÞ Ò]ÐkmÞ Ò]ÐkmÞ QÐmÞmÐ  Ð ÒN¨Þ RÐ[Þ 
HÒ[ ÒSÐeÒe ^X ^X ÒkD\ÐH Òd _ÞhéÐj RÐ[ÞÒe ^eÊ 
_ \ÐH Ð [ÃÞ hÊMÞ @WÐ Ð LÞH LÐÒf [ÐLÊ QÞkðÞ `LÐBa, 
^eÞÒ_B dÞa Ð b¯Òe \eÊ\ÐH Ð LÞ bÞX ! ÒhÐeÞi 
`LÐBaÐLÊ SÐNÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð LÐ_ÞÒe cÊkÜ Ò`ÐRÞ Òj QÐeÞAXLÊ 
XeÞ XeÞ @Ò_BmÐ Ð _Ð ! ÒLkÞ [Ð'LÊ QÐkÞÜ _ÐkÐÜ«Þ Ð 
jcÒª kÐD kÐD Ò

NÐXÞÒe ajÞmÐ? 
ÒNÐVÞH LZÒe _ÞOàÐ[ aÊYÑÒV ^LDRÞ Ð aÊYÑLÊ _ÞS 

RÐ[ÞÒe ADÒSB ^eÞRÞ ÒNÐÒV cTÐfÞA ce] ÐaÊYÑ 
cmÐ`eÞ RV`V ÒkDR

Ð ÒWmÞ ÒkDR«Þ Ð 
XaÐ b[Þà ÒmÐL Ð ÒN¨Þ TeLÐ `ÐM 
Ê, H aÊYÑ cÐALÊ `a_ VÞÒL ]Þ@ Ð 
aÐaÊ OÊqÞNmÐ Ð aÊYÑ _ÐL Òe `a_ aÐSÞmÐ Ð 

VÞLÞH `Òe aÊYÑ jÒ[S ]ÞhÞmÐ Ð ce]VÐ N`ÞmÐ Ð cÐ'e 
ÒacÐeÞLÞ XÐ¦e QÞkÞð`ÐeÊ _ÐkÐÜ«Þ Ð  

c

kÊLÊc `ÐBÜ AjÞ\ÞmÊ Ð jÕLÍÐ«ÞÒe WÐLÊeÐZÑ ]hà_ LeÞ 
Ò$eÊRÊ Ð [Ê LÊAÒX dÐDQÊ TÞ@ ? LZ LkÞa ÒN¨Þ, Òj 
LÊAÒX dÐDRÞ Ð 

ÒN¨Þ LkÞmÐ,""cÐ'LÊ ÒhÐi mÐNÊRÞ Ð `ÐZÞ cÒt ]Þ@ Ð'' 
ce]VÐ `QÐeÞ mÐNÞmÐ ÒN¨ÞLÊ - ÒLÐDWÊ AjÞmÐ . . 
ÒLDÜAÒX dÞa . .[Ð'jÐ=Òe AD LÞH @RÞ . . [Ð _ÐÜ LZ, 
HcÞ[Þ ÒLÒ[ L\Ð Ð ÒN¨Þ bÐa_ÐÒe `XÞNmÐ Ð HkÐ 
ANeÊ Òj ÒLÒa aÞ bÐaÞQÞ«Þ L\Ð LkÞ_ÐkÞÜ Ð Ò[Òa 
jaÊ]ÞÒ_ ÒN¨Þ @Á L\Ð LÒk Ð Òj \Ò=B \Ò=B 
LkÞmÐ,""ÒcÐ _ÐÜ VNe; LÐc ÒMÐSÊRÞ Ð'' 

ÒN¨Þe cÒ_ `XÞmÐ Òma_çQÊjç L\Ð Ð @ÃÐLÊ ]eÐ¨Þ 
`LÐBmÐ Ð _Ð, aÐVÒe ÒLDÜWÞ `XÞNmÐ Ð 

ce]VÐ ÒN¨ÞLÊ `ÐMeÊ RÐXÞmÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð aÊYÑe aÞLf 
Ò]MÞ ÒN¨Þ c^Ô AD LÞRÞ L\Ð bÐaÞ `ÐeÞmÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð ce 
ce ÒkD\ÞaÐ @Qf cZÞiVÐLÊ @^`«eÞA RÐXÞ Ò]B 
dÞaÐLÊ c_ LkÞmÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð 

mÊNÐÒe `ÍjÐ `XÞdÐDRÞ, aÐ«Þ ÒkDRÞ Ð ce]VÐ LZ 
LeÞa ? 

ÒmÐLVÐe Oe bÊaÒ_hée ÒhicÊ¨ - "hÞMeQ¨Þ'Òe Ð 
Oe ÒaÐBÒm _ÐmÞcÐVÞe ]Þ' aMeÐ Oe Ð RÞ¨Ð @MÐ, 
ÒL`Ðàm V=Ð ÒkÐB aÐe¨ÐÒe euÐ kÊH Ð `Þ¨Ð `k¨ 
M¨ÞA ]¨ÞA Ð QÐeÞAX @fÞA @j_Ð Ð RÞB ! Oe HcÞ[Þ 
_Ðj_Ð \ÐH ! OÒe cZÞi ÒaÐmÞ [Þ_Þ SZ ; aÊYÑ, aÊYÑe 
`Ê@ kÊeÊiÞ, kÊeÊiÞe `Ê@ cÐ_jÞÕk Ð cÐ_jÞÕk cÒqhéee 
ÒLÐD ÒNÐÒV LÐeMÐ_ÐÒe LÐc LÒe Ð cÐ' ceÞ dÐBRÞ Ð 
LÐcÞLÐ ÒN¨Þ @ÃÐÒe LÐ_Þ bÞXÞ LÐcÒe mÐNÞ `XÞmÐ- 
mÊNÐ`VÐ LQÐLQÞ, Oe]éÐe mÞ`ÐÒ`ÐRÐ jÐ=LÊ ]Ð¨ aÐXÞ 
j$Ð jÊ[ÊeÐ Ð aÐeÞAÒX ÒmcÊé NRÒV Ð NRcËÒf cfÐ 
LeÞ `ÐZÞ Ò]mÐ Ð m*ÐNR, cmâÑNR `ÐZÞ`ÐB kjÞ DWÞÒm 
Ð

 
 
hÍÑc[Ñ `Í$Êmâ[Ð ckÐ`Ð[Í bÊaÒ_hée e ÒhßfhÍÑ aÞkÐe Òe _ÞaÐj Le«Þ Ð Òj SÒZ jÊÒmMÞLÐ HaÕ [Ð'* eQ_Ð NÊXÞL JXÞhÐe aÞbÞ_ð 
`[Í `[ÍÞLÐ cÐ^ÔcÒe `ÐWL ckmÒe aÞÒhi A]ó[ 
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HB Ac Oe 
j[ÔSÞ[ç `p_Ð¯L 
 
QtÊ ÒcÐe `QÐeÞmÐ ]ÊkÐB ]ÊkÐB, 
"aÐaÐ ! HB L'Z Ac Oe, jéNàWÊ jÊte?' 
ÒaÐ^ Ò]B aÊTÐBmÞ, 
"aÐaÊÒe, HÒa WÐeÊ HB Ac Oe  
_\ÐD Òj aÐXÞAX AD Òj aNÞQÐ, 
SÊB dÐB, cÐf[Ñ, VNe e NÐmÞQÐ  
_'\Ð«Ê Òj ÒMf jÐ= VÊAÜ VÊBÜ, 
ÒNÐXÐ ÒNÐXÞ mÊQLÐfÞ J ^ÊfÞÒMf `ÐBÜ  
HB Ac Oe ! 
bÊmÞaÐLÊ Òka Ò[ÐÒ[ ÒSÒScÐ* N`LÊkÐ, 
ÒSÒS* jk kÐVaÊmÐ AD QÒLÐÒmV MÞA  
cÐcÊÜ Oe cDS AD cÐBÜ* he^Ð, 
aÐmÞdÐ[ ]heÐ-`heÐ bÊmÞdÐ [Ê _LeÞ ]ÊaÞ^Ð  
HB Ac Oe   Ð1Ð 
 
QtÊ `ÊZÞ `QÐeÞmÐ, 
"aÐaÐ ! HWÞ eÞμÐ AD kÐ[VZÐ NÐXÞ_ÐkÞÜ ?' 
`ÊZÞ aÊTÐBmÞ, 
"aÐaÊÒe HkÐ `Í\c aÞhé, aÊSàÊA* Ò]h; 
jbÞHÜ ajÞÒa, VÐZÞÒa_Þ ÒLkÞ, ÒL LeÞa H ÒLâh ? 
hË_Ô XÐD_ç Ò`ÒcÃ AD _Ðc-cÐ[Í BÃÒe½, 
Oe NÐXÞ jaÊeÞ `ÐMÒe, 
B_çjÊeÐ_çjç QLÍaÔÊk, B_çÒb½ÒcÃ FZd«Ð BH,  
jÊceÞaÐ B½ Ð 
HÒaWÐeÊ HB Ac Oe Ð'  
QtÊ LkÞmÐ "aÐaÐ [ÊÒc aX '@Ò\ÐàXμ', LÞRÞ aÞ SÐZ_Ð Ð 
cÒ_ cÒ_ NÊceÞmÞ, [ó[Ñ¯ aÞhée jó½Þ, MVÞMÞA ]Þ_ 
cSÊeÞA;  

LÐkÊÜ @aÐ aÊTÞaÞ H FZ @\à_Ñ[Þe NZÞ[ AD jef 
jÊ^LiÐ Ð 
HB Ac Oe   Ð2Ð 
 
QtÊ ekÞ ekÞ `QÐeÞmÐ, 
'aÐaÐ ! aSàe AD ÒXÐ_Vç MÐB `ÐeÞaÐ ?' 
aÊTÐBmÞ `ÊZÞ [Ð'LÊ "aÐaÊ Òe, "S*-$ÊX'ç ÒjjaÊ; 
"VÍÐ_çjç-$ÔÐVç' J "LÒmÒ½ÒeÐmç' beÐ, 
"cÔÐLç ÒXÐ_ÐmçX'ç AD "VÞcç kVà_ç' cÐ_* QLÍÐ«, 
Ò]' _Ð, Ò]' _Ð [Ê ^eÐ Ð' 
cÐ' e he^Ð beÐ jéÐ]Þ½ aÔ&_ [Ð'LÊ HÒa "¯ÐLç' mÐÒN, 
²ÊmçÒe `ÐW `YÐ Lcç, hÐW kÊH ÒahÞ;  
ASÞ `ÞSÐ ÒX' [ LÐmÞ `Þ H ÒX' Ð 
]Þé[Ñ¯ `ÞYÑ e jÕ²eZ Òj,  
ÒLÒ[ ]Þ_ @aÐ LeÞ`ÐÒe [Ð'LÊ `ÞSÐ jÕ²ó[ÞeÊ @mNÐ ? 
HB Ac Oe   Ð3Ð 
 
kWÐ[ç QtÊ ]ÞÒ_ `QÐeÞmÐ, 
'aÐaÐ ! 'NÐmàÒ$Í¨' AD 'Ò¯Ð-Ò¯Ð' cÐÒ_ LZ?' 
QcLÞ `XÞmÞ cÊÜ k[aÐLç ÒkÐB ! 
BH LZ ÒcÐ'e ÒjB jef, _ÞÒaÐà^, mÐSLÊfÐ j«Ð_, 
cÐ'e ÒLÐfÒe @aÐ `Z[ DkÐÒX mÊQÐD\ÞmÐ Òd _¯_; 
HB Ò]hVÐ Òd [Ð' Oe, 
bÐaÊRÞ LÞ`eÞ aÊTÐBaÞ [Ð'LÊ HjaÊ AD LZ [Ð' e cÐÒ_, 
dÐ' e jsÐ aÊTÞaÐLÊ ÒmÐXÐ `XÞ_Þ SÑaÒ_ Ð 
SÐZÞ_ÐkÞÜ ÒkaÞ 'mÞaeÐmç' @aÐ 'L&eçÒbVÞbç', 
cÐ[Í QtÊ _ÞÒ¾ ]ÞÒ_ LkÞa ÒcÐÒ[ "Òk XÔÊXç LÊmç', 
_ÒkÐB `ÍNfçb Ð 
HB Ac Oe   Ð4Ð

 
 
 
 
j[ÔSÞ[ç cÞhÞjÐDNÐ _NeÒe [Ð'* `[ðÑ _ÞÒa]Þ[Ð, `Ê[Í jÐ[ÞéL J L_ÔÐ hÍÑSÐ * jk _ÞaÐj Le«Þ Ð Òj jÐkÞ[Ô QnÐà J jÐ=W_ÞL 
LÐdàÔ Òe FQÞ eM«Þ Ð HkÞ LaÞ[Ð VÞ 2008 VeÒÃÐ jÐkÞ[Ô `ÐWQLÍ Òe AaórÞ LeÐdÐB\ÞmÐ Ð 
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HkÞ Ac Ò]h, HkÞ Ac cÐVÞ, bÊmÞaÐe _ÐkÞÜ [Ðe _ÜÐVÞ 
XÓ ÒSÔÐjðÐ ckÐ`Ð[Í 
@ÐqfÞL hÞlÐ `Í[ÞºÐÐ_, bÊaÒ_hée   
 

Ac Ò]h bÐe[aiàe `ËaàÐqfÒe \úaÐ eÐSÔVÞH Ð  
Ace HkÞ @[Þ `eÞQÞ[ J @[Þ ÒmÐb_Ñ¯ eÐSÔ JXÞhÐ Ð  
@Ò_L ]Þ_ `dàÔ« HkÐ LfÞ= _ÐcÒe `eÞQÞ[ \úmÐ Ð  
aÞN[ 3000 aià [fe B[ÞkÐjeÊ JXÞhÐ aÞi¯Òe 
@Ò_L LÞRÞ ^ÐeZÐ ÒkÐB\ÐH Ð  ÒaßÐwÞL dÊNÒe JXÞhÐ  
hÞlÐ aÞsÐ_ J LfÐ Òl[ÍÒe HL jé[§ yÐ_ @^ÞLÐe  
LeÞ\ÞmÐ Ð  HkÐ c^Ô  mfÞ[ NÞeÞ, e[ðNÞeÞ J D]¯NÞeÞ 
e jaàÒhi `Í[ð[ÐréÞL NÒaiZÐeÊ `ÍcÐZÞ[ ÒkÐB@RÞ Ð  
_Þ`_ aÊw jÕO [e$eÊ [ÞAeÞ ÒkÐB\úaÐ ^DfÞ NÞeÞ 
WÐÒe HL aÊw hÐ«Þ ªÊ` `ÍÒ[ÔL `dàVLLÊ @ÐLó½ LeÞRÞ 
Ð 

@ÐSÞ JXÞhÐe ÒmÐLjÕMÔÐ 35 ml eÊ Dwéà Ð HkÐ 
bÞ[eÊ 57./. ÒmÐL NÐÜ cÐ_*Òe eÊk«Þ HaÕ jcÊ]Ð¯ 
ÒmÐL jÕMÔÐ e 25./. ÒkDR«Þ A]ÞaÐjÑ Ð JXÞhÐ Òe 
@Ò_L LÞRÞ @ÐLiàZÑ¯ J ]hà_Ñ¯ aªÊ be`Êe @RÞ Ð  
HkÐLÊ @Ò_L ÒmÐL SN_ðÐ\ `ÊeÑ e Ò]h ÒaÐmÞ SÐZ«Þ 
Ð  `ÊeÑ Òe \úaÐ SN_ðÐ\ ctÞe `ÐBÜ HkÐ N÷eÞAÒX 
`ÍjÞw Ð  HkÞ ctÞe e Dn[Ð 192 $ÊV J HkÐ 
400,000 aNà $ÊV  Òl[ÍÒe @ayÞ[ Ð  HkÞ aX ctÞe 
bÞ[Òe `ÐqVÞ LÞ R@VÞ _ÊÒkÜ ÒRÐV aX ÒkÐB 120 VÞ 
ctÞe aÐ Ò]aÐ Ò]aÑ @R«Þ Ð  aià jÐeÐ 24 VÞ `aà 
`aàÐZÞ HWÐÒe `Ðf_ LeÐ dÐB\ÐH Ð  jaÊ WÐeÊ `Í^Ð_ 
ÒkDRÞ e\dÐ[ÍÐ Ð  ctÞeÒe \úaÐ hÍÑ SN_ðÐ\, afb]Í 
J jÊb]ÍÐ * e _Þcé LÐWeÊ [ÞAeÞ ÒkÐB\úaÐ cËràÞ HkÞ 
e\ dÐ[ÍÐ ]Þ_ aÐkÐeLÊ b¦ cÐ_* ]hà_ `ÐBÜ @ZÐ 
kÊ@«Þ Ð  aÞhéÐj @RÞ bNaÐ_ _ÞÒS [Ð* b¦ cÐ_*Ê 
Ò]MúaÐLÊ aÐkÐeLÊ AjÞ\Ð«Þ aiàÒe \Òe Ð 35 $ÊV DnÐ, 
16 VÞ QLÐ \úaÐ 3VÞ e\  ]Þ_ ]Þ_ mÐNÞ [ÞAeÞ ÒkÐB 
\ÐH Ð  HkÞ e\ NÊXÞLÒe [Þ_Þ WÐLÊe ajÞ kSÐe kSÐe 
b¦ * ]éÐeÐ VZÐ ÒkÐB cÐDjÑ cÐ ctÞeÒe `kq«Þ Ð 
HkÞ ]Þ_ ml ml ÒmÐL*e jcÐNc ÒkÐB\ÐH `ÊeÑ 
aX ]Ð¨Òe Ð  ÒjWÐÒe 8 ]Þ_ ekÞ 9c ]Þ_ `ÊZÞ _ÞS 
ctÞeLÊ [Þ_Þ WÐLÊe aÐkÊX«Þ Ð  HkÐLÊ aÐkÊXÐ dÐ[ÍÐ 
LÊkÐdÐH Ð  e\ dÐ[ÍÐ bfÞ aÐkÊXÐ ]Þ_ c^Ô ml ml 

ÒmÐL*e jcÐNc ÒkÐB\ÐH Ð   SN_ðÐ\ * `ÐBÜ 
ÒdÒ[ `aà `Ðf_ LeÐdÐH e\dÐ[ÍÐ jaÊ WÐeÊ aX J 
H\ú`ÐBÜ ÒLÐVÞ ÒLÐVÞ V*Ð Mnà ÒkÐB\ÐH Ð   
SN_ðÐ\ *Ê ]hà_ LeÞaÐ aÐ e\ VÐZÞaÐ HL  `ÊZÔ 
LÐcÒe NZÐ kÊH Ð 

JXÞhÐe N÷eÞAÒX ctÞe cÐf cÐf dÊN dÊN eÊ ekÞ 
AjÞRÞ Ð  JXÞhÐe ÒLÐZÐLà LÊ jËdàÔÒl[Í, `ÊeÑ LÊ aÞ» 
ÊÒl[Í, bÊaÒ_hée LÊ keÒl[Í HaÕ S¯ `ÊeLÊ `Ðaà[Ñ 
Òl[Í LÊkÐdÐH Ð JXÞhÐÒe aÐe cÐjÒe Ò[e `aà `Ðf_ 
LeÐdÐH Ð  Òj\ú`ÐBÜ jaÊÒaÒf ctÞe NÊXÞLÒe ]Þ_ eÐ[Þ 
bÞX ScÞ ekÞ\ÐH Ð  `ÊeÊZÐ ctÞe NÊXÞL Ò]MúÒm 
SZÐ`ÒX `Ëaà `ÊeÊicÐÒ_ LfÐ J yÐ`[ÔÒe 
ÒLÒ[ _Þ`ÊZ \úÒm jÒ[ !  ASÞLÐmÞ aÞsÐ_ dÊNÒe c^Ô 
HkÞ `eÞ ctÞeVÞH `ÐBaÐ aÞef Ð  @Ò_L ]Þ_eÊ aÞhéÐj 
@RÞ LÞ aX WÐLÊe  SN_ðÐ\ *Ê ]hà_ LÒm jkjÍ `Ð` 
l¯ ÒkÐB\ÐH Ð  _Þcàf c_Òe  SN_ðÐ\ * D`Òe 
bejÐ eMú `ÍÐ\à_Ð LÒm jÊ$f cÞfÞ \ÐH Ð   SN_ðÐ\ *e 
ckÞcÐ @jÑc Ð  dÊN dÊN ^eÞ [Ð* `ÐMÒe ÒkÐB 
AjÊ\úaÐ @bXÐ J  ÒbÐN MÐBaÐLÊ LÞH aÐ bm _`ÐH ?  
N÷Df, `eÞaÐ J XÐmÞ jÞTÐ e `ÍjÐ] Ð  cÐVÞ kÐ¨Þ D`Òe 
kÐ¨Þ eMú [ÞAeÞ ÒkÐB \ÐH Ð  LÞ«Ê HÒ[ jéÐ] @ÐÒj 
LÊAXÊ, cÒ_ kÊH Òd`eÞ  SN_ðÐ\ kÞÜ beÞ Ò]BR«Þ 
Òj\úÒe @có[ Ð  Ò]h aÞÒ]h Òe ]Þ_ ]Þ_ ekÊ\úaÐ J 
aX aX ÒkÐÒVm cÐ_*Òe Ò]h aÞÒ]he jÊjéÐ]Ê MÐ]Ô 
MÐD\úÒm c^Ô JXÞA bÐB bDZÑ cÐÒ_ ÒdÒa JXÞhÐ 
@Ðj«Þ  _Þ¾¯ ÒmcÊé, m*Ð Ò]B HkÞ @bXÐ MÐBaÐLÊ 
AÒ]ßÐ bÊm«Þ _ÐkÞÜ Ð  LÞ @Ð_t J LÞ [ó©Þ ! aÞÒ]hÑ 
MÐBaÐ ÒjB\úÒe kÐecÐÒ_ Ð  ]Ê_ÞAÒe HÒ[ `ÍLÐee 
cÞWÐ SÞ_Þi \úÒm c^Ô `ÊeÑe MúeÐ Òd \Òe N÷MÞRÞ 
bÊmÞaÐe _ÐkÞÜ Ð  @ÐkÊeÞ @^úL MÐBaÐLÊ BRÐ kÊH J 
ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf LÒmÐ½Ím aYÞaÐ L\Ð jcÒª 
`ÐÒhÐeÑ ]Þ@«Þ Ð   SN_ðÐ\ * `ÐMÒe [Þ\ úaÐe Ò]Mú 
@Ò_L `ÍLÐee ÒbÐN dÊN dÊN ^eÞ `ËSÐ LeÐ ÒkDRÞ Ð 
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`ÊeÑÒe  SN_ðÐ\ ctÞe RXÐ, hÍÑNÊ¨ÞN÷, hÍÑ 
ÒmÐL_Ð\, jÊ_Ðe ÒNßÐeÐ=, ]eÞA ckÐaÑe @Ð]Þ `ÍjÞw Ð  
`ÊeÑ `ÐMÒe \úaÐ JXÞhÐe eÐS^Ð_Ñ bÊaÒ_hée Òe 
2000 eÊ @^úL ctÞe Ò]MÞaÐLÊ cÞÒf Ð  Òj\ú`ÐBÜ HkÞ 
jke e _Ðc ctÞe jke  Ð  ctÞe cÐfÐRXÐ 
`ÊeÑe ]Þé[Ñ¯ aX ALiàZ ÒkmÐ `ÊeÑ e aÞeÐV ÒYD 
AjÊ \úaÐ jcË]Í LËf Ð  HkÞ`eÞ aÞQç `ó\úaÑe AD ÒLDÜ 
WÐÒe Ò]MÐdÐH _ÐkÞÜ Ð  `ÊeÑ e jcÊ]Í LËf RXÐ, 
ÒNÐ`Ðf `Êe, N÷tÞ`Êe, QtÍbÐNÐ aÐmÞOÐV QÞmÞLÐ A]Þe 
ÒjßÐtdàÔ LÞRÞ Lcç _ÊÒkÜ Ð  HkÞ QÞmÞLÐ LËfÒe Òd 
ÒLÒ[ LaÞ*e  jÊte jÊte LaÞ[Ð $ÊVÞ DWÞRÞ [ÐkÐ 
`ÍÒ[ÔL JXÞ@Ð * LÐ_Òe LÞRÞ LÞRÞ _Þ¾¯  aÐSÞRÞ Ð 

JXÞhÐe AD ÒNÐVÞH ALiàZ ÒkmÐ JXÞhÐe cÞWÐ 
Ð  ]Ê^ eÊ [ÞAeÞ jÐÒm`Êe  aÞLfÞ Le ejÒNÐmÐ , 
ejÐafÞ, `ÐkÐf ejÒNÐmÐ, ÒR_ÐÒ`ÐX, Múe ÒcÐk_, 
eÐSÒbÐN, eÐaÞXÞ, ÒR_ÐTÞmÑ `ÐVÞÒe \Òe mÐNÞÒm 
RÐXÞaÐe _ÐkÞÜ Ð  JXÞhÐ RXÐ HkÞ cÞWÐ [ÞAeÞ LeÊ\úaÐ 
LÐeÞNe AD ÒLDÜWÐÒe cÞf«Þ _ÐkÞÜ Ð  HkÞ cÞWÐ NÊXÞL 
@_Ô AÒX cÞfÊ\úÒm c^Ô JXÞhÐ Òe HkÐe jéÐ] jé[§ Ð 
Ò]h aÞÒ]hLÊ HkÐ `ÍQÊe `eÞcÐZÒe e©Ð_Ñ ÒkÐB\ÐH 
Ð 

JXÞhÐ eË`Ð J [ÐeLjÑ LÐc `ÐBÜ Òah _Ðc LeÞRÞ Ð  
LÐeÞNe cÐÒ_ [Ðe WÐeÊ ÒLÒ[ NÊZÒe jeÊ jeÊ jÊ[Ð 
eË`ÐeÊ [ÞAeÞ LeÞ aÞbÞ_ð XÞSÐB_ e NkZÐ jaÊ NYÞ\Ð«Þ 
Ð  HkÐ RXÐ `p QÞ[Í, `Þ[f LÐc, `Þ`ÞmÞ LÐc J jÊ[Ð 
Vje J jÞmçLç L_ÐeÊ [ÞAeÞ kÔÐ¨mÊcçe hÐYÑ `ó\úaÑ 
`ÍjÞw Ð  aÞÒ]hÑ `dàÔVL cÐÒ_ JXÞhÐeÊ Ò$eÞmÐ ÒaÒf 
eË`Ð [ÐeLjÑ LÐc e LÞRÞ ÒNÐVÞH @f*Ðe J 5.5 
cÞVe JXÞhÐ hÐYÑ _ÞS jÊVçÒLhÒe `ÊeÐBaÐLÊ @ÐÒ]ßÐ 
bÊm«Þ _ÐkÞÜ Ð 

bÊaÒ_héeeÊ `ÊeÑ NmÐ aÐVÒe `ÒX `Þ`ÞmÞ _ÐcÒe 
ÒRÐV NÍÐcVÞH Ð  ÒRÐVÞ@Ð NÐÜ VÞH LÞH SÐZÞ\úmÐ ASÞ 
Ò]h aÞÒ]hÒe ÒmÐÒL [Ð LÐcLÊ ÒmÐXÞÒa Ð  ÒjcÐÒ_ 
ASÞ [Ð*  aÐkÐ]ÊeÑ ÒdÐNÊ JXÞhÐ J bÐe[LÊ Ò]h 
aÞÒ]h Òe `kqÐB `ÐeÞR«Þ Ð  LÞ jÊte e= e=ÞA 
N÷tÊA, mÔÐ> ÒjX, aÔÐN , R[Ð Òahç ÒmÐb_Ñ¯ e=Òe 
[ÞAeÞ LeÞ\Ð«Þ Ð  `Þ`ÞmÞ `ÐMÒe eOÊeÐS`Êe, ÒdDÜWÞ 
jÊte `pQÞ[Í [ÞAeÞ ÒkÐB\ÐH Ð  HkÐ c^Ô Ò]h 
aÞÒ]hÒe LÞRÞ Lcç _Ðc LeÞ _ÐkÞÜ Ð 

JXÞhÐ e JXÞhÑ _ÐQ Ò]MÞ aÐLÊ Ò]hÑ LÞ aÞÒ]hÑ 
jcÒª Òahç bm `Ð@Ð«Þ Ð  LÐ_Òe, _ÐLÒe, NfÐÒe, 
`Ð]Òe, @ÃÐÒe, jÞxÞÒe, cÊ¨Òe, aÐkÊÒe NkZÐ mNÐB, 
aÐfÒe NSeÐ mNÐB e= Òae= JXÞhÑ hÐYÞ `ÞuÞ 
[ÐfÒe [Ðf cÞhÐB JXÞhÑ _ÐQ Ò]MúaÐLÊ LÐkÐLÊ bm 
_mÐÒN Ð  Ò]h aÞÒ]hÒe HkÞ _ÐQ Òahç _ÐÜ LeÞ `ÐeÞRÞ 
Ð  MÐmÞ @[Þ jÐ^ÐeZ c=fÐ QeZ aÐ @bÞ_¯ VÞH 
Ò]MúÒm c^Ô _ó[Ô NÊeÊ*Ê ^_ÔaÐ] _Ò]B ekÞ kÊH _ÐkÞÜ 
Ð 

JXÞhÐÒe ekÞ\úaÐ JXÞA ÒmÐLcÐÒ_ Òahç hÐ«, 
jef J ÒjðkÑ Ð NÍÑiê F[ÊÒe JXÞA cÐÒ_ _ÞS sÐ[Þ 
LÊVÊcé * jÐ= Òe cÞhÞ ]kÞ `MÐf jÐ=Òe Nec Nec 
cÐR bSÐ, jÐN bSÐ, aXÞ QVZÞ, Acé QVZÑ, `ÞWD ]ÞA 
LMÐeÊ $Êm bSÐ J Òaje ]ÞA jS_Ð RÊBÜ bSÐ ÒQÐaÐB 
ÒQÐaÐB, N` j` LeÞ MÐBaÐLÊ Òahç @Ð_t `ÐA«Þ Ð 
HkÞ `MÐf e c³Ð JXÞA bÐB bDZÑ cÐÒ_ kÞÜ WÞLç 
SÐZ«Þ Ð 

 

HkÞ ÒkmÐ @Ðc JXÞhÐ J Ac JXÞhÐe ALiàZ Ð 
[ÐLÊ AÒ]ßÐ bÊmÞaÐe _ÐkÞÜ Ð 
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AhÑaàÐ] 
jé`ðm[Ð cÞhÍ (e\) 
 

H¯ÐeÒ`ÐVàeÊ aÐkÐeÞ NÐXÞ kÐBÒJé D`eLÊ AjÞaÐ 
ÒafLÊ Ae[Ñ AMÞeÊ V`ç V`ç ÒkÐB mÊk TeÞNmÐ, 
ÒQ½ÐLeÞaÞ Òj LÐt atçLeÞ `ÐeÞmÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð jÊc« 
\pÐLÒm, ""@We aià aÐkÐÒkmÐ `Òe aÞ _ÊA aÐkÐ 
ÒkB aÐ`Ð cÐ' *Ê RÐXÞ hÐhÊOe NmÐ`eÞ LÐtÊR? 
cÐXÐcç ! A`Z _ÞS OeLÊ dÐDR«Þ, ÒdDÜWÞ A`Z*e 
HB @^c jéÐcÑ AhÍ¯ Ò_BRÞ cÐ[Í'' Ð `ReÊ cÞmÞ 
LkÊ\ÞmÐ, "Mom don't forget what Aee said... Òj ]Ëe 
Òe \ÞÒmaÞ [Ð* c_ AD `ÍÐZ jaÊÒaÒm Ac `ÐMÒe 
@RÞ''Ð `ÊeÐ JXÞAÒe HLÐjÐ=Òe ^ÐXÞH ! Ae[Ñe 
cÊkÜÒe kj $ÊVÞ DWÞmÐ Ð Òj LÁ_Ð LeÞ`ÐeÊ_\ÞmÐ cÞmÞe 
JXÞA LkÞaÐ HÒ[ bmÒkBdÐBRÞ HbÞ[Òe Ð `ÞmÐÒafÊ 
cÞmÞLÊ JXÞA hÞÒMB hÞÒMB aÐe aiàÒe Òj dÐkÐ 
LeÞ`ÐeÞ_\ÞmÐ, aÐ`ÐcÐ'*e R'cÐje ekZÞ bÞ[Òe Òj 
LÐc ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð  

jÊc« NÑ[ mÒNBÒm..."SN_ðÐ\ ÒkÐ', hÊZÊ hÊZÊ 
Ae[Ñ NÑ[ ÒQ&ç LeÞaÐLÊ LkÞmÐ Ð `ÞmÐcÐ_*e `ÐVÞ[Ê¨ 
Aec÷ ÒkBdÞa Ð ÒjcÐ_* `ÐVÞ[Ê¨ hÊZÞaÐLÊ HÒa dcÐ 
cÊXç _ÐkÜÞ [Ð'e Ð `ReÊ cÃÊ `ÐVÞLmÐ, "It is okay Mom, 
don't worry, I have my mp3 on. By the way I love to 
hear this song when Aja sings every night." Ð HL\Ð 
`ÊZÞ cÃÊ LkÊQÞ, aÞhéÐj mÐNÞmÐ_Þ Ae[ÑLÊ Ð bS_ LÞ 
`ÊeÊZÐ kÞtÞNÑ[ hÊZÞÒm dÐkÐe cÊ¨ MeÐ` ÒkÐBdÐH Ð 
dÐ'ÒkD aÐ`Ð* AhÑaàÐ] Ð 

OÒe NÊeÊS_*e @bÐa jaÊÒaÒf Ae[ÑLÊ HL 
hË_Ô[ÐÒaÐ^ AZÞ]ÞH Ð @Ò_L aià [Òf jÊc«*e aÐ`Ð 
ÒaÐD AjÞ\ÞÒm, ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf cÃÊ [Þ_Þ aiàe cÞmÞ aiàLe 
ÒkÐB\Ð«Þ Ð Ð Ae[Ñ J jÊc« d\ÐjÐ^Ô ÒQ½Ð LeÞ\ÞÒm 
Òjc_*Ê MÊjÞ eMÞaÐLÊ Ð _ÊA SÐNÐ Ò]MÞ, _Ð[Þ-_Ð[ÊZÑ*  
jÐ=Òe ÒMfÞaÐe jÊÒdÐN `ÐB `Í\Òc `Í\Òc 
akÊ[ MÊjÞ\ÞÒm ÒjcÐÒ_ Ð AÒª AÒª LÞ«Ê A`ÐVàÒcÃçe 
jÕLÑÀà aÐ[ÐaeZ, ]Þ`ke Òafe _ÞÓhv[Ð bÞ[Òe 
ÒjcÐÒ_ @Z_ÞÓhéÐjÑ ÒaÐ^LÒm Ð  jÊc« `ÞHQXÞ LÐcÒe 
aÔª ekÊ\ÞÒm Ð Ae[Ñ _ËA_ËA LÐc Aec÷ LeÞ\ÐH Ð 
`ÞmÐcÐÒ_ ÒX ÒL¯Ðeç dÐD\ÞÒm hÐhÊ* `ÐMÒe cÞmÞ-

cÃÊLÊ RÐXÞdÞaÐLÊ jÊc« WÞLç bÐaÊ _\ÞÒm Ð HcÞ[ÞaÞ 
héhÊe* `jt @_ÊdÐ¯Ñ euÐeuÞÒe [Ð* D`Òe 
akÊ[ LÐc `XÞdÐD\ÞmÐ Ð ÒRÐV `ÞmÐVÐLÊ ÒaaÞjÞVeç 
`ÐMÒe RÐXÞ Ae[Ñe LÐcLÊ dÞaÐ hÐhÊ héhÊe ]ÊkÞÜ*Ê 
`jt _\ÞmÐ Ð R' cÐje bÞjÐ \ÞÒmaÞ [Þ_Þ cÐjÒe 
Ò$eÞNÒm Ð [Ð`Òe ÒjcÐÒ_ ÒLÒaaÞ AÒceÞLÐ AjÞaÐ 
`ÐBÜ ANÍk Ò]ÒMB_ÐkÐ«Þ, @\Q jÊc« [Ð*e HLcÐ[Í 
`Ê@, [Þ_Þ TÞ@* [Òf jaÊWÊ jÐ_ `Ê@ Ð Ae[Ñe 
@_ÊÒeÐ^LÊ aÐeÕaÐe HXÐB Ò]BR«Þ jÊc«, ÒjcÐÒ_ 
_ÞÒS _QÐkÞÜmÐdÐHÜ XÐLÞÒa_Þ LkÞ Ð [Þ_Þ _Zt* `ÐMeÊ 
Ae[ÑLÊ LÞRÞ Lcç hÊZÞaÐLÊ `XÞ_Þ Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ Ð 

AÒceÞLÐÒe @Weaiàe Oe jÕjÐe bÞ[Òe aÐ`ÐcÐ' 
*e HB `Í\c ANc_ Ð aÐ`Ð* QÐLÞeÑ, jÐ_ bÐB 
bDZÑ cÐ_*e `ÐW`YÐ, aÐkÐOe, bDZÑ-bÐDS 
cÐ_*e ÒXmÞbeÑ B[ÔÐ]Þe LÐeZ Ò]MÐB aÐ`Ð, cÐ 
Ae[Ñe _Þc§ZLÊ eMÞ`ÐeÞ_\ÞÒm Ð `Í[Þ\e 
bÐe[ NmÐÒaÒf AW j©Ðke ekZÞ hÐhÊOe, aÐ`Oe, 
auÊaÐua, j`ÞÕ B[ÔÐ]Þ bÞ[Òe aÃÐLÊÃÐ ÒkÐB ÒLcÞ[Þ 
jeÞdÐH SZÐ`ÒX_Þ Ð  cÐ'LÊ cÊ¨ÞA cÐeÞ  aÞ]Ð¯ Ò_aÐ 
ÒaÒf Ae[Ñ kÞjÐa LÒe jcÊ]Ð¯ ÒLÒ[ jc¯ 
LÒVBRÞ j[Òe cÐ jkÞ[ Ð `Í[Þ\e Ò]MÞaÐ ÒafLÊ aÐ`Ð 
cÐ*e a¯j AD ]ÊB/[Þ_Þ aià aYÞdÐB\ÐH Ð Ae[Ñ 
aÔªkÊH cÒ_ cÒ_ bÐÒa j[Òe ÒLÒa ÒjcÐÒ_ 
AjÞÒa, [Ð Oe jÕjÐe Ò]MÞÒa Ð ÒhiÒe [Ð jé`ð 
j[ ÒkmÐ aÐ`Ð cÐ R@ cÐj `ÐBÜ AjÞaÐLÊ eÐSÞÒkÒm Ð   

R@ cÐj! ÒLÒ[ hÞOÍ QÐmÞNmÐ jc¯ Ð LÐmÞ`eÞ 
mÐNÊRÞ, jÊc« \pÐ LeÊ\ÞÒm aÐ`Ð cÐ @ÐjÞÒa ÒaÐmÞ 
TÞ@e `Ð] [Òf mNÊ_Þ Ð aÐ`Ð cÐ*e bÞjÐ ÒkBdÞaÐ 
Mae `ÐBaÐ `eWÐeÊ akÊ[ MÊjÞ\ÞmÐ Ae[Ñ Ð j[Òe 
ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf c_VÐ ÒLcÞ[Þ DXÊ\ÞmÐ Ð aÔÐLÊf ÒkÐB 
@Ò`lÐ LeÞ\ÞmÐ ÒjcÐ_*Ê H¯ÐeÒ`ÐVàÒe jéÐN[ LeÞaÐe 
cÊkËràLÊ Ð cÒ_ cÒ_ XeÊ\ÞmÐ hÐhÊ, héhÊe* `eÞ ÒaÐeç 
ÒkB Ò$eÞdÞaÐLÊ QÐkÞÜÒa_Þ[ ! aÐkÐOe `Òe HB `Í\c 
\e `ÐBÜ aÐ`Ð cÐ * jkÞ[ HLÐ jÐ=Òe 
HÒ[ NÊXÐH ]Þ_ LÒVBaÐe, ÒjcÐ_* d_ú Ò_aÐe, 
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c_ÒMÐmÐ N` LeÞaÐe jÊÒdÐN cÞmÞmÐ Ð aÐkÐOe `ËaàeÊ 
aÐ`Ð* `ÐBÜ QÐ, SfMÞA [ÞAeÞ LeÞaÐ ]Ð¯Þ[é \ÞmÐ [Ð'e 
Ð [Ð kÐ[ [ÞAeÞ QÐkÐ aÐ`Ð*e `jt \ÞmÐ ÒaÐmÞ 
akÊ[ Naà LeÊ\ÞmÐ cÒ_ cÒ_ Ð ÒjcÐ_* AXçS½ÒcÃç 
Òe jÊaÞ^Ð `ÐBÜ `Í\c ]ÊB j©Ðk RÊVÞ Ò_B OÒe 
ekÞ\ÞmÐ Ð LÞ«Ê ]Þé[Ñ¯ ]Þ_eÊkÞÜ cÐ' ÒeÐÒiB Oee ]Ð¯Þ[é 
Ò_BNmÐ Ð aÐ`Ð [Ð jÐ=Òe $Ðcàe'jç cÐÒLàVç, ÒNÐÍjeÑ 
Ò½Ðeç dÞaÐ Aec÷ LeÞÒ]Òm Ð QÐkÊÜ QÐkÊÜ ]ÊB j©Ðk auÊ 
aÐua cÐ_* aÞi¯Òe AÒmÐQ_Ð, ctÞe ]hà_, cmç aÊmÐ, 
$Ðcàe'jç cÐÒLàVç J ÒNÐÍjeÑ Ò½ÐeçLÊ VÍÞ`ç AD cÐ'e 
MÐÃÞ JXÞA `ÞWÐ`ZÐ, [eLÐeÑ B[ÔÐ]Þe jéÐ] bÞ[Òe 
LÊAÒX QÐmÞNmÐ Ð `Í\c ]Þ_ LÐcÒe ScÐ c_ mÐNÞmÐ_Þ, 
aÐeÕaÐe OeLÊ Ò$Ð_ç LeÞ\ÞmÐ Ð `e]Þ_ LÐcLÊ 
aÐkÐeÞaÐ ÒaÒf aÐ`Ð [ÐNÞ]ç LeÞ\ÞÒm, ""aÔª ÒkaÊ_Þ, 
AÒc ]eLÐeç `XÞÒm Ò$Ð_ç LeÞaÊ, [Ê LÐcÒe c_ Ò] '' 
Ð  

Oee aÐ[ÐaeZ AÒª AÒª a]fÞaÐLÊ mÐNÞmÐ Ð 
Oee aÐjðÐ bÐ_ÞmÐ/ÒeÐS/ mÐÒb¨eç eÊ Qt_/ 
Qcç`Ð/TËZÐ Òe a]fÞNmÐ Ð j©Ðk Òe \Òe `ËSÐ 
`ÐD\ÞaÐ WÐLÊe* Ò$ÐÒVÐ `ÐMÒe jLÐf J jÕSÒe ]Ñ` 
AD ^Ë` mÐNÞmÐ Ð LÞÒQ_ç jLÐfÊeÐ[Þ dÐHÜ aÔª ekÞmÐ Ð 
jÊc« aÞ H_çS¯ç LeÊ\ÞÒm aÐ`Ð cÐ* LÕ`Ð_Þ Ð XÐB_ÞÕ 
ÒVaÊmçÒe aÐ`Ð* jÐ=Òe `mÞVÞLçj, BÒLÐÒ_ÐcÞLçj LÊ 
Ò_B ÒY*_ÐfeÊ YÞ*ÞhÐf dÐHÜ AÒmÐQ_Ð AD cÐe 
jéÐ]Þ½ kÐ[euÐ bÞ[Òe hÞOÍ ÒaXçLÊ dÞaÐe @bÔÐj 
ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf a]fÞNmÐ Òj _ÞÒS SÐZÞ`ÐeÞÒm_Þ Ð jÊÒdÐN 
Ò]MÞ Ae[ÑLÊ QÞÒXBaÐ`ÐBÜ cÐ'LÊ LkÊ\ÞÒm, ""cÐ, A`Z 
TÞ@ LÊ euÐ hÞÒMBÒm_Þ LÐkÞÜLÞ, HcÞ[Þ jéÐ]Þ½ MÐBaÐ 
ÒcÐÒ[ jaÊÒaÒf cÞf«Ð Ð TÞ@ S_c QÊmâÑcÊ¨LÊ HL\Ð 
cÐ_ÞaÐLÊ A`Z* TÞ@ eÐSÞ _ÊÒkÜ Ð'' aÐ`Ð  kjÞ kjÞ 
D`Ò]h ]Þ@«Þ, "way to a man's heart is through his 
stomach."  Ae[Ñ cÒ_ cÒ_ NeNe kÊH, ""kÊÜ ÒLÒa 
eÐuÞ_Þ ..HÒ[aià `Òe HcÞ[Þ LÕÒ`â_ç Le«Þ, hÐhÊ, 
héhÊe* ANÒe $ÊÒmB ÒkÐDR«Þ, HÒ[LÐc bÞ[Òe R' 
[Þ@Z _' bSÐ eÐuÞaÐLÊ jc¯ LÐkÞÜ?'' jÊc« akÊ[ MÊjÞ 
ekÊ\ÞÒm, HÒ[]Þ_ `Òe OeVÐ Oe `eÞ mÐNÊQÞ ÒaÐmÞ 
Ae[ÑLÊ LkÊ\Òm Ð aÐ`Ð cÐ ÒaÐeç ÒkÒa_Þ ÒaÐmÞ SÞ 
VÞbÞÞ, ÒjÐ_Þ QÐÒ_mç Ò_B AjÞÒm Ð Ae[Ñ aÞ MÊjÞ \ÞmÐ, 

cÒ_ÒkD\ÞmÐ Òj ÒdcÞ[Þ ÒjB ²Êmç LÒmSç `YÞmÐ 
Òafe Ae[Ñ `ÐmVÞ dÐBRÞ Ð 

aÐ[ÐaeZ a]fÞaÐ jÐ=Òe LÞ«Ê `ÞmÐcÐ_*e 
kÐabÐa a]fÞNmÐ Ð aÐ`Ð cÐ* AjÞaÐ `Òe `Òe 
ÒjcÐÒ_ jÕ^ÔÐÒaÒf ÒahÞ jc¯ _ÞS_ÞS eÊcçÒe 
LÒVBÒm, MÐmÞ NÊXç _ÐBVç LkÞaÐLÊ Aj«Þ dÐkÐ Ð 
QÞÒL_ç jÐ¨DBQç, ¸ÐÒNVÞ, _ÊXÊçmçjç `ÞSÐ, dÐkÐ aÞ kD 
^eÞLÞ _ÞS eÊcçLÊ `fÐ«Þ Ð Ae[Ñ d]ÞJ aÊÒT aÐ`Ð, cÐ 
* c_ ]ÊÓM ÒkDRÞ, LÞRÞ LeÞ`ÐÒe_Þ Ð cÞmÞ, cÃÊ* 
jkÞ[ L\Ð ÒkÒmaÞ LÞRÞ aÞÒhi mÐb ÒkmÐ_Þ Ð VÞ_ç 
HSeç `ÞmÐ ! aÐ`Ð, cÐ* jk[Þ JXÞAÒe L\Ð ÒkaÐe 
aÐ^ÔaÐ^L[Ð, XÐB_ÞÕ ÒVaÊmçÒe j«ÊfÐ, OÐÃ, 
cÐRÒahe  `eÞ aÞbÞ_ð `ÍLÐe MÐÃÞ JXÞA MÐ]Ôe bÞX 
`ÐMeÊ ]ËeÒe ekÞaÐLÊ ÒjcÐÒ_ DQÞ[ç cÒ_LeÊ\ÞÒm Ð 
Ae[Ñ aÞ HÒ[ c³ÞdÐB\ÞmÐ HB _ÊA aÐ[ÐaeZ 
bÞ[ÒeÒd HjaÊ Ò_ÐVÞjç LmÐÒafLÊ akÊ[ ÒXeÞ 
ÒkBdÐB\ÞmÐ Ð ]ÞÒ_ jÊc« ÒaÐD kÐ[ euÐ QÞ=ÊXÞOÐÃ 
MÐD MÐD akÊ[ `ÍhÕjÐ LeÊ\ÞÒm Ð aÐ`Ð LkÞ\ÞÒm, 
""ÒdÒ[dÐkÐÒkÒm LZ Òka _Ð[Þ_Ð[ÊZÑ * 
c_LÊ[ SÞZÞ`ÐeÞmÐ_Þ, [Ð*eÞ `ÐBÜ[ AjÞaÐ L\Ð''Ð 
`e]Þ_ jÊc« cÞmÞ cÃÊ*Ê ÒVaÊmç Òe ajÞ MÐBaÐLÊ 
LkÞ\ÞÒm Ð cÃÊ ÒkÐcçJéÐLàe Af Ò]MÐB eÊcçÒe MÐBa 
ÒaÐmÞ SÞ]ç LmÐ, jÊc« aÊÒTaÐLÊ ÒQ½Ð LÒm, LÞ«Ê cÃÊ 
dÊ¦ÞLmÐ AD LÞRÞ L\Ð _hÊZÞ eÊcçLÊ QÐmÞNmÐ Ð cÞmÞ d]ÞJ 
ÒVaÊmçÒe ajÞmÐ, `ÊeÐ jc¯ cÊkÜ $ÊÒmB ajÞ\ÞmÐ Ð  
jÊc« QÊ`çQÐ`ç MÐD\ÞÒm Ð aÐ`Ð, cÐ aÞ `ÊeÐ jc¯ _Ñea 
ekÞÒm Ð ÒjB _Þea[Ðe ÒaÐT MÊaç bÐeÞ cÒ_ÒkÐ\ÞmÐ 
Ae[ÑLÊ Ð cÞmÞ eÊcçLÊ NmÐ`Òe aÐ`Ð, cÐ* cÊkÜ LÊ 
QÐkÞÜ`ÐeÊ_\ÞmÐ Òj Ð LZ bÐaÊ\ÞÒa ÒjcÐÒ_, LÞ @jbÔ 
aÔakÐe `ÞmÐcÐ_*e Ð eÐ[ÞÒe jÊc«* `ÐMÒe LÐtÞ 
`ÒLB\ÞmÐ Òj Ð NmÐ `te aiàÒe \ÒeaÞ `ÞmÐcÐ_* 
`ÐBÜ Òj HcÞ[Þ m³ÐÒaÐ^ LeÞ_\ÞmÐ Ð jÊc« aÊÒTB\ÞÒm, 
""ÒjcÐÒ_ bm JXÞA LkÞ`Ðe«Þ_Þ, Ac QÐeÞSZ* 
N`j` bÞ[Òe ÒjcÐÒ_ ÒaÐÒ^ BÒNÐðXà $Þmç LeÊR«Þ'' Ð 
j[L\Ð, HL\Ð ÒLcÞ[Þ Ae[Ñ aÊTÞ_\ÞmÐÒd HbÞ[Òe 
Òj `ÞmÐ ]ÊBSZ*Ê HÒ[ Ò_ÒNâLçVç LeÞRÞ Ð _ÞS 
@SÐZ[Òe  `ÞmÐcÐ_* jk HL ]Ëe[é jó½Þ ÒkBdÐBRÞ Ð 
`ÞmÐ ]ÊBSZ* `jt @_ÊdÐ¯Ñ MÐBaÐ, [Ð* jÐ=Òe 
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aÐkÐeLÊ aÊmÞdÞaÐ, [Ð* jÐ=Òe N`j` LeÞaÐ 
jaÊÒLcÞ[Þ at ÒkBdÐBRÞ Ð _ÞÒS aÐ`Ð cÐÜ * TÞ@ ÒkD 
ÒkD _ÞS `te aiàe `Ê@ AD 13aià e TÞ@ * 
`ÐMeÊ ]ËÒeBdÐBRÞ ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf Ð HcÞ[ÞÒe [ jÊc« * 
`ÐMÒe ÒLÒa jc¯ _\ÐH Ð Ò[ZÊ Ae[Ñ jaÊÒaÒf 
aÔª \ÐH ÒjcÐ_*Ê aÞSÞ eMÞaÐÒe Ð NmÐ ]ÊB [Þ_Þ 
j©Ðk ÒkmÐZÞ Òj  aÔª ekÞdÐBRÞ cÐ' aÐ`Ð* jkÞ[ Ð 
aÐ`Ð, cÐ AjÞaÐ `ËaàeÊ `ÞmÐcÐ_*Ê aÊÒTB\ÞmÐ jÊ_Ð`ÞmÐ 
Òka, SÞ]ç LeÞa_Þ, `ÐVÞ[Ê¨ LeÞa_Þ, ÒjcÐÒ_ jÊ_Ð`ÞmÐ 
ÒkaÐe bm eÐªÐ aÐRÞÒ_BR«Þ Ð jÊc« jaÊÒaÒf 
LÐcÒe aÔª, @$Þjç LÐc _\ÞÒm OÒe eÞmÐLçj LeÞÒa,  
OebÞ[Òe LÐc ÒMÐSÞ ÒMÐSÞ _ÞSLÊ aÔª eMÞÒa Ð [Ð' 
jÐ=Òe HÒa N` LeÞaÐLÊ aÐ`Ð 
cÞfÞdÐBQ«Þ Ð  _ÞSLÊ _ÞÒS L\Ð 
Ò]mÐ LÐmÞWÊ `ÊZÞ `ÞmÐcÐ_* L\Ð 
AN aÊTÞa Ð jÊc« dÐkÐ LkÞÒm 
j[L\Ð, JXÞAÒe L\Ð ÒkaÐ 
Ò`ÐÍÒaâcç ÒkBdÐDRÞ ÒaÐÒ^ Ð LÞ«Ê 
JXÞA L\Ð aÊTÞ[ `ÐeÞÒa Ð 
AVçmÞ½ç aÐ`Ð* jkÞ[ L\Ð 
ÒkB`ÐeÞÒa Ð 
HcÞ[Þ ]ÊÒeB ]ËÒeB ekÞÒm aÐ`Ð 
cÐ * jÐ=Òe cÞhÞ `ÐeÞÒa_Þ Ð 
LÞRÞÒNÐÒV LeÞaÐLÊ `XÞa Ð 

`e]Þ_ jLÐfÊ aÐ`Ð cÐ * 
`ÐMÒe `ÞmÐcÐ_* aÔakÐe  `ÐBÜ c_]ÊÓM LeÞ 
ÒjcÐ_* Ò`ÐÍÒaâcç SÒZB\ÞmÐ Ð cÐ @héÐj_Ð Ò]B\ÞmÐ, 
aÔª _ÒkaÐLÊ aÊÒTB\ÞmÐ Ð `ÞmÐcÐ_* L\Ð aÊTÞaÐLÊ 
D`Ò]h Ò]B\ÞmÐ Ð @$Þjç dÞaÐ ANeÊ Ae[Ñ $ÍÞSçeÊ 
QÞÒL_ç aÐkÐe LeÞ jÞ*çÒe eMÞ\ÞmÐ Ð cÐ QÞÒL_ç MÐH_Þ, 
Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ [ÐLÊ LkÞdÐB\ÞmÐ QÞÒL_ç eÐuÞaÐLÊ aÔª 
_ÒkaÐ`ÐBÜ Ð OeLÊ Ò$eÞaÐÒafLÊ LÞ«Ê QÞÒL_ç LeÞ 
ÒkBjÐeÞ\ÞmÐ Ð Ae[Ñ LÞRÞ LkÞaÐ ANeÊ cÐ LkÞ\ÞmÐ, 
""aÔª ÒkaÊ_Þ, dcÐ eÐN `XÞ_Þ, `ÞmcÐÒ_ MÐBaÐ `Òe 
eÐN `ÒLBÒ]aÞ'' Ð Òj]Þ_ `Í\c \e `ÐBÜ cÃÊ-cÞmÞ 
cÐe kÐ[euÐ MÐB\ÞÒm Ð ÒjcÐÒ_ MÊjÞÒe MÐD\ÞaÐ 
Ò]MÞ cÐ cÊkÜÒe MÊjÞe TmL ¸½ Ò]MÐdÐD\ÞmÐ Ð 
[Ð`eWÐeÊ cÐ cÞmÞ cÃÊ * `jt A_ÊjÐÒe LÞRÞ_Ð LÞRÞ 

eÐuÞaLÊ Aec÷ LmÐ Ð ÒLÐDWÊ HÒ[ _ËA ÒejÞ`Þ hÞMÞ\ÞmÐ 
ÒLSÐZÞ Ð  cÞmÞ-cÃÊ `Í[Þ\e ACWÊ ÒejÞ`Þ eMÞaÐLÊ 
eÞcÐC¨ç LeÞaÐLÊ bÊmÊ_\ÞÒm Ð   

^úÒe ^úÒe Oee `eÞyÞ[Þ a]fÞaLÊ mÐNÞmÐ Ð  jÕ^ÔÐ 
ÒaÒf @SÐ AC _Ð[Þ _Ð[ÊZÑ * kjMÊjÞÒe ScÞmÐ Ð 
ÒLÒa ÒLÒa aÐ`Ð cÞmÞ-cÃÊLÊ  ÒkÐcJéÐLàÒe jÐkÐdÔ 
LÒm Ð Ð ACe MÐÃÞ JXÞALÊ aÊTÞaÐ _Ð[ÞÞ-_Ð[ÊZÑ *Ê 
@jÊaÞ^Ð ÒkmÐ_Þ LÞ _Ð[ÞÞ_Ð[ÊZÑ *e M¨Þ JXÞA aÊTÞaÐ 
`ÐBÜ @SÐ AC*e @jÊaÞ^Ð ÒkmÐ_Þ Ð h_ÞaÐe eaÞaÐe 
aÊmÐaÊmÞÒe dÐH, ÒLÒa JXÞA auÊ cÐ_* Oe [ ÒLÒa 
jÐBVç jÞÕ Òe, ÒLÒa `ÊZÞ m=ç DBLçH¨çÒe m=çVÍÞ`ç Ð H 
a¯jÒe aÞ aÐ`Ð,cÐ aÊmÞaÐLÊ bm `ÐD\ÞÒm, _ÊASÐNÐ 

Ò]MÞ akÊ[ MÊjÞ ÒkD\ÞÒm Ð 
AÒceÞLÐ e `dàÔV_ jÊaÞ^Ðe 
h[cÊM `ÍhÕjÐ Le«Þ aÐ`Ð Ð 
aÐ`Ð*e MÊjÞ AD DjúÐk Ò]MÞÒm 
Ae[Ñe dÐ[ÍÐS_Þ[ LâÐ«Þ ]Ëe 
ÒkBdÐH Ð jÊc« XÍÐBbç LeÞaÐLÊ 
bm `ÐA«Þ, Ò[ZÊ aÐkeLÊ dÞaÐ 
`âÐ_ç LeÞaÐ aÞÒhi @jÊaÞ^Ð kÊH_Þ Ð 
ÒdÒ[ Lcç jc¯e `âÐ_ç 
ÒkB\ÞÒmaÞ cÐ `ËeÐ VÍÞ`ç `ÐBÜ 
Oe[ÞAeÞ MÐBaÐ ÒeXÞ LeÞ]D\ÞmÐ 
Ð aÐkÐÒe MÐBaÐ ÒjcÐ_*Ê bm 
mÐNÊ_\ÞmÐ Ð jÊc« H_çS¯ LeÊ\ÞÒm 

Oe[ÞAeÞ MBaÐ Ð LÞ«Ê `ÞmÐcÐ_*Ê `jt _\ÞmÐ ÒjjaÊ Ð 
ÒjcÐÒ_ SÞ]ç LeÊ\ÞÒm $Ð½ç$ÊXç `ÐBÜ Ð [Ð*Ê jÒ`ÐVà LeÞ 
@jÊaÞ^ÐÒe `XÊ\ÞmÐ Ae[Ñ Ð `ÞmÐcÐ_*Ê MeÐ` @bÔÐj 
LÒeBRÞ ÒaÐmÞ aÐ`ÐcÐ'* WÐeÊ NÐfÞ hÊZÞaÐ ÒaÒf jÊc« 
Ae[ÑLÊ QÐkÞÜ kjÊ\Ð«Þ Ð eÐN mÐNÊ\ÞÒmaÞ LkÞ`ÐÒe_Þ Òd 
HB @bÔÐj `RÒe HB jÊc«*e kÐ[ Ð [Ð*e ckÐc§ 
"Òd Ò]h dÐB Òj $f MÐB' Ð m=VÍÞ`ç NÊXÐLÒe 
@hÐ«Þe aX  LÐeZ \ÞmÐ NÑ[ Ð aÐ`Ð-cÐ LkÞÒa bS_ 
mNÐ, cÞmÞ-cÃÊ QÐkÞÜÒa kÞtÞcÊbÞ NÑ[ _ÒkÒm ``ç cÔÊSÞLç, 
AD jÊc« mÒNBÒa `ÊeÊZÐ kÞtÑ NÑ[ Ð ÒjB 
aÐkÐ_ÐÒe LÞ«Ê cÞmÞ cÃÊ XÐXÞ*Ê cÒ_B Hcç`Þ\ÍÞ kÐjm 
LeÞ `ÐeÞÒm Ð 
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QÐkÊÜ QÐkÊÜ `ÞmÐcÐ_*e jceç ÒbÒLj_ç AjÞNmÐ Ð 
HÒ[ aià `Òe `Í\c \e `ÐBÜ `ÞmÐcÐ_* `ÐBÜ 
jceçÒbÒL - 
j_çÒe H_çÒNSçÒcÃç Ò_B Ae[Ñ _Þ¾Þ« \ÞmÐ Ð aÐ`Ð cÐ' 
OÒe @R«Þ Ò[ZÊ `ÞmÐ* `ÐBÜ AD aÞÒhi LÞRÞ QÞ«Ð _ÐkÞÜ 
Ð 

ÒLÒ[VÐ BbÞ_ÞÕ LâÐjçdÞaÐ RXÐ `ÍÐ¯ OÒe ekÞÒa Ð 
ÒahÑ jc¯ @SÐAC * `ÐMÒe ekÞÒm `ÞmÐcÐÒ_ JXÞA 
hÞMÞdÞÒa AE aÐ`ÐcÐ'* ]Þ`ke ÒafÐe HLÊVÞA 
bÐaaÞ ]ËeÒkBdÞa bÐaÞ MÊjÞ \ÞmÐ Ae[Ñ Ð `Í\c 
LÞRÞ]Þ_ Òahç bmÒe NmÐ Ð AÒª AÒª ]ÊB`leÊ có]Ê  
@bÞÒdÐN Aec÷ ÒkBNmÐ, ""Ò[Ð `ÞmÐcÐÒ_ MÐmÞ VÞbÞ 
Ò]MÊR«Þ, L\Ð hÊZÊ_ÐkÐ«Þ, cÃÊ LÞRÞ _LkÞ aÐkÐeLÊ 
`ÒfBmÐ, cÞmÞ OÃÐ OÃÐ Ò$Ð_çÒe N`ÊRÞ"", ""@SÐ BSç 
ÒjÐðeÞÕ WÊ cQç, ÒVmç kÞcç _Vç VÊ jâÞ`ç @_ç ]Þ LÐDQç, AC 
BSç @mDHSç ÒVmÞÕ BVç BVç'' B[ÔÐ]Þ B[ÔÐ]Þ Ð [Ð 
bÞ[Òe aÞ auÊ[é NYÞDWÊ\ÞmÐ Ð bÐiÐ AD HL jcjÔÐ 
_\ÞmÐ Ð d]ÞJ AC jÐ=Òe HÒ[ N`j` ScÊ_\ÞmÐ, 
@SÐ* jÐ=Òe cÃÊe N`j`e SËAe RÊVÊ\ÞmÐ  Ð jÊc« 
aÐ`Ð*Ê \pÐ LeÊ\ÞÒm, ""cÊÜ bÐaÊ\ÞmÞ aÐ`Ð* `ÐMeÊ `ÞmÐ 
JXÞA hÞMÞÒa, LÞ«Ê aÐ`Ð[ JXÞA LkÊ_ÐkÐ«Þ Ð _Ð[Þ 
_Ð[ÊZÞ*Ê kÐ[ LeÞaÐ `ÐBÜ cÐ[óbÐiÐ LÊ `ÐÒjÐeÞdÞÒa 
ÒhiÒe'' Ð jÊc« LÞ Ae[Ñ d]Þ `ÞmÐ*Ê JXÞA Òe 
L\ÐaÐràÐ LeÞaÐLÊ aÐeÕaÐe cÒ_ `LÐ«Þ, aÐ`Ð kjÞ kjÞ 
Dre ]Þ@«Þ, ""kó]¯e bÐa LÊ `ÍLÐh LeÞaÐ`ÐBÜ aÐ 
aÊTÞaÐ `ÐBÜ MÐmÞ cÐ[óbÐiÐ ÒmÐXÐ _ÊÒk, jaÊbÐiÐe Òj 
h¦Þ ekÞRÞÞ, Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ ÒmÐXÐ hÍwÐ AD A«eÞL[Ð Ð ÒSÐeç 
Sae]ªÞÒe hÍwÐe @bÞaówÞ kÊH_Ð, l¯ kÊH Ð ÒjcÐÒ_ 
JXÞA _LkÞ`ÐeÞÒm LZ ÒkmÐ, cÊÜ[ BÕeÐSÑ LkÊRÞ Ð 
[Ð* AC [ [Ð* jÐ=Òe JXÞAÒe HL[e$Ð L\ÐaÐràÐ 
QÒmBRÞ Ð cÞmÞ LÞ cÃÊ e c_ L\Ð SÐZÞaÐÒe [Ðe LÞRÞ 
@jÊaÞ^Ð kD_Þ Ð [ÊÒc[ `ÞmÐ*Ê @ÒceÞLÐ_çcÐ_* ÒcfÒe 
aÒYBm, ÒjcÐÒ_ _ÞS bÐaLÊ `ÍLÐh LeÞaÐLÊ [Ð* 
bÐiÐLÊ cÐ^Ôc LÒm, ÒcÐ aÞQÐeÒe H\ÞÒe [Ð*e 
Ò]Ði_ÐkÞÜ'' Ð 

AÒª AÒª Ae[Ñ kó]¯=c LeÞ\ÞmÐ, Oe, `eÞaÐe, 
jcÐS J SÑaÞLÐe RtÐRtÞ SÐm bÞ[Òe [Ð aÔª 
aÞaÍ[ SÑa_ ÒhßfÑ LÊ Ò_B aÐ`Ð-cÐ* c_Òe @Ò_L 

`ÍhðaÐQÑ Ð aÐ`Ð LÊk«Þ, ""Ace ÒjWÞ HÒa cXÀà HSçe 
jaÊ jÊaÞ^Ð ÒkBNmÐZÞ, ekÞaÐLÊ LÞRÞ @jÊaÞ^Ð Òka_Þ Ð 
HWÞ NÊXÐH @QÞkðÐ ÒmÐL* ÒcfÒe `XÞ ekÞR LÐkÞÜLÞ, 
H\e Ò$eÞ QÐm Ð `ÐW `YÞaÐLÊ AjÞ\Þm, `YÐjeÞmÐ, 
Òahç LÞRÞ]Þ_ QÐLÞeÑ aÞ LeÞm, AÒceÞLÐe  aÞfÐj 
aÔj_ ÒbÐN Lm, cDS cSmÞjç LeÞm, H\e Ò$eÞ 
QÐm'' Ð ÒQ½Ð LeÞaÞ Ae[Ñ aÊÒTB`ÐÒe_Ð ÒjcÐ_*Ê, 
Dre Ò]B`ÐÒe_Þ [Ð* LÐkÞÜLÞe `ÍhðLÊ Ð _ÞS jÕ`LàÑ¯, 
_ÞS S_êcÐVÞ, S_êeÊ `eÞQÞ[ aÐ[ÐaeZ, ja\úeÊ ]ËeÒe 
ekÞÞ _ÞS @ªÞ[é, _ÞS `eÞQ¯ e jÊelÐ `ÐBÜ H jÕOià e 
LÐeZ Òj _ÞÒS [ aÊTÞ_Þ HdÐHÜ, AD LÐkÐLÊ aÊÒTBa 
LZ ! LÞRÞ `ÐBaÐLÊ ÒkÒm LÞRÞ kÒSBaÐLÊ kÊH, LÞ«Ê Òj 
_ÞÒS kÞjÐa eMÞ_Þ ÒLÒ[ kÒSBRÞ @D ÒLÒ[ `ÐBRÞ Ð 
@Ò_L MÊjÞe cÊkËrà AjÞRÞ @\Q _ÞS AcúÑ¯ jéS_*Ê Òj 
MÊjÞ aÐÃÞaÐe jÊÒdÐN cÞfÞ_Þ Ð @Ò_L ]ÊÓjk jc¯ 
AjÞRÞ, ]ÊÓMLÊ RÐ[Þ[Òf QÐ`ÞÒ]B ANLÊ aYÞdÞaÐLÊ 
ÒkBRÞ Ð jc¯ @VLÞdÐB_Þ cÊkÊràL `ÐBÜ Ð cÊkËrà cÊkËrà 
ÒkÐB ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf @Weaià QÐmÞdÐBRÞ Ð @Weaià 
bÞ[Òe jÐ[ AW \e B¨ÞA dÐBRÞ Ð jÕ`LàÑ¯ J AcúÞ¯ 
jéS_*e D`yÞ[ÞLÊ D`ÒbÐN LeÞaÐe jÊÒdÐN `ÐBRÞ Ð 
LÞ«Ê jÊÒdÐN LÊ c_beÞ D`ÒbÐN LeÞaÐ `ËaàeÊ `ÊZÞ _ÞS 
LcàyÐ_LÊ Ò$eÞAjÞaÐLÊ ÒkÐBRÞ Ð LÞ«Ê Òj ÒLÒa @Ð`rÞ 
LeÞ_Þ, SÑa_ e aÐªa[Ð LÊ cÐ_ÞÒ_aÐLÊ LÊ¶ÐÒaÐ^ 
LeÞ_Þ Ð H\Þ`ÐBÜ jÊc«* jkÒdÐN [ÐLÊ jaÊÒaÒf h¦Þ 
AD jÐkj Ò]BRÞ Ð @^ÔÐ¯ `Òe @^ÔÐ¯ ÒkÐB 
SÑa_e `óºÐ JmVÞ dÐBRÞ Ð 

jÊc«*e `ÞHQçXÞ AD  _ÊA _ÊA Saç, _ÞSe cÐ½jà, 
Ò`ÍNðÐ_çjÞ, ÒXmÞbeÞ, `ÞmÐc_*e XÐB`eçÒXSç, VXçmeç 
`ÍÞ ²Êmç [ÐjÐ=Òe jaÊLÊ jÊaÞ^Ð ÒkmÐ `eÞ _ÞS `BÜ Saçe 
@Ò_éiZ bÞ[Òe [Ð Oe jÕjÐee `Í\c @^ÔÐ¯e @«Ó 
ÒkB\ÞmÐ ÒdÒa Òj Saç `ÐB QÐLÞeÑÒe SH_ç LeÞ\ÞmÐ 
Ð jÊc« ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf NÍÞ_ç LÐXà `ÐBaÐ`Òe  yÞe 
LeÞ\ÞÒm OeLÞZÞaÐLÊ ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf [Ð' _ÊA Saç, _ÞSe 
HaÕ `ÞmÐcÐ_*e jÐ=jÐ\Ñ, HmÞÒcÃÐeÞ ²Êmç `ÐW`YÐ 
HaÕ @_ÔÐ_Ô A� ÞbÞVÞ Òe be`Ëe ]Þé[Ñ¯ @^ÔÐ¯e Òhi 
ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ Ð `Í\c \e `BÜ Ae[Ñ @_Êba LeÞ\ÞmÐ H 
Ò]h AD [Ð* `ÐBÜ aÞÒ]h _ÊÒkÜ Ð S_êbËcÞ _ÒkÒmaÞ H 
Ò]h [Ð*Ê akÊ[ LÞRÞ @`eçQÊ_ÞVÞ Ò]BRÞ, [Ð*e @Ò_L 
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jé`ð aÐªaÒe eÊ`Ð«e ÒkBRÞ ÒLaf HB Ò]he jÊaÞ^Ð 
jÊÒdÐN LÐeZeÊ Ð aÞHjç jÞ `Ðhç LeÞ aÐkÐÒkaÐ`Òe Òj 
ÒLÒa bÐaÞ _\ÞmÐ `ÞmÐ]Þ_eÊ c_ bÞ[Òe aYÞ\ÞaÐ jé`ðVÞ 
AD ÒLÒa j[ Òka, Òj QÐLÞeÞ LeÞa, _ÞSjé HL 
`eÞQ¯ Ò_B ]Ê_ÞA ANÒe WÞA Òka Ð jÊc«* DjúÐk 
`ÐB Òj aÞ cÐ½jà LeÞmÐ, QÐLÞeÞ LmÐ Ð aÞÒ]hÒe, 
jÕ`ÊÀà @`eÞQÞ[ jkeÒe @Á ÒLÒ[SZ `eÞQÞ[* 
NkZÒe ÒjcÐÒ_ HÒa `Í[ÞºÞ[ Ð _ÞSe, `ÞmÐcÐ_*e 
baÞiÔ[ jÊelÐ Ò_B aÞbÞ_ð ÒdÐS_Ð bÞ[Òe B¨ÞA 
jaÊÒaÒf AÒmÐQ_Ð `eÞjeLÊ AÒj Ð LÞ«Ê `Í[Þ\e 
AÒmÐQ_Ð ÒaÒf B¨ÞA Ò$eÞdÞaÐe ÒdÐS_Ð ÒLaf 
AÒmÐQ_ÐÒe jÑcÞ[ eÊÒk Ð _Þ[Þ]Þ_ÞA SÑa_e aÐªa[Ð 
`ÐMÒe bÐa `ÍaZ[Ð kÐeÞdÐB aÐVaZÐ kÊH Ð ÒRÐV 
ÒRÐV jcjÔÐLÊ Ò_B c_ aÔª eÊÒk Ð ÒNÐVÞH jcjÔÐe 
jcÐ^Ð_ Ò_ÒkDZÊ, ADÒNÐVÞH jcjÔÐ cÊ¨ÒVLÞ WÞA 
ÒkB dÐH, ÒNÐVÞH ÒdÐS_Ðe `eÞ`ËeZ _ÒkDZÊ AD 
ÒNÐVÞH ÒdÐS_Ð j$f[Ðe hÑiàc¨_ LeÞaÐLÊ aÔLÊf 
ÒkÐB @Ò`lÐ LeÊ\ÐH Ð  B¨ÞA Ò$eÞdÞaÐe ÒdÐS_Ð 
ÒjcÐÒ_ HdÐHÜ LeÞ `ÐeÞ _ÐkÐ«Þ Ð LÞ«Ê c_ bÞ[Òe 
B¨ÞA Ò$eÞdÞaÐe AhÐVÞH [\Ð`Þ ÒLÐDWÞ mÊQÞekÞRÞ 
Ae[Ñe, cTÞÒe cTÞÒe c_LÊ DjÊLÐH, `eÞaÐe AcúÑ¯ 
jéS_* e ALiàZ c_LÊ aÔÐLÊf LÒe Ð aÞÒhi LeÞ 
HÒa ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf `ÞmÐcÐÒ_ bÐe[Ñ¯ jÕ²ó[Þ, JXÞA 
jÕ²ó[ÞLÊ k[Ð]e LeÞ AÒceÞLÑ¯ jÕ²ó[Þe Y= e= LÊ 
A`ÒZB_Þ@«Þ, ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf ÒahÑ cÒ_`ÒX bÐe[- 
JXÞhÐ, RÐXÞAjÞ\ÞaÐ jcÐSe eÞ[Þ_Ñ[Þ, hó<fÐe _Þ¯c Ð 
ÒLÐDWÞ LÞRÞ kÞjÐaÒe bÊmç ekÞNmÐ `eÞ cÒ_kÊH Ð LÞ«Ê 
jÊc«*e H\Þ`ÐBÜ LÞRÞaÞ aÞaÍ[ÒaÐ^ Ò]MÞ_Þ Òj Ð _ÞkÐ[Þ 
@jc÷Ðf @ayÐ _ÒkÒm jÊc« `ÐVÞ ÒMÐm«Þ_Þ Ð  
`ÞmÐcÐ_*Ê Ò_B jaÊ _Þ¹rÞ Ae[Ñ D`Òe RÐXÞÒ]B Òj 
_Þ¾Þ« Ð  Ae[ÑLÊ HLÐ ÒMÐSÞaÐLÊ kÊH _ÞS `Íhðe Dre Ð 
@Ò_L jc¯Òe Dre cÞÒf_Ð, `ÞmÐ* a¯j aYÞaÐ 
jÐ=Òe _Ê@Ð `Íhð, _ËA ]été bÞ[Òe aÐVaZÐ kÊH Ð 
B¨ÞAÒe \ÞÒm HcÞ[Þ ÒkB_\Ð«Ð, ÒjcÞ[Þ ÒkB_\Ð«Ð 
bÐaÞ j«ÊfÞ kÊH _ÞS bÞ[Òe Ð 

]ÞÒ_ cÞmÞ akÊ[ SÞ]ç LeÞ\ÞmÐ jÐ= OeLÊ jâÞ`çJbe 
`ÐBÜ dÞaÐLÊ Ð AÒceÞLÐ_ç jÐ=, _ÊA _ÊA  `eÞQ¯; 
jâÞ`çJbe `ÐBÜ c_Ð LeÞ\ÞmÐ Ae[Ñ Ð aÐjç Òj[ÞLÞÒe 

cÞmÞe cÊ¨ MeÐ` ÒkBNmÐ Ð LÐtÞLÐVÞ, `ÐVÞ[Ê¨ LeÞ 
OeLÊ LÕÒ`BmÐ Ð aÐ`Ð cÐ A¾dàÔ ÒkÐB dÐB\ÞÒm, 
ÒNÒkâB cÞmÞe eÊ]Í eË` Ò]MÞ Ð Ae[ÑaÞ Lcç A¾dàÔ 
ÒkB_\ÞmÐ, ÒLÒa Ò]MÞ_\ÞmÐ cÞmÞe HcÞ[Þ eË` @ÐNeÊ Ð 
LÞ«Ê cÒ_`XÞNmÐ "VÞ_çHS"ç Ð NmÐ ]ÊB aià ^eÞ HB 
hv ]ÊBVÞe eÐS[é QÐmÞRÞ OÒe Ð cÃÊe SÞ]ç, jcÒ¯ 
jcÒ¯ @\àkÑ_ dÊ¦Þ[Là, Òa`eJéÐ SaÐaç HÒa aÞ QÐmÞRÞ 
Ð cÞmÞ VÞ_ç HSçe ]Þé[Ñ¯ jÕ²eZ !! ÒLkÞSÒZ \Òe 
D`Ò]h Ò]B\ÞmÐ VÞ_ç HSeç `ÞmÐ*Ê jc÷ÐfÞaÐ `ÐBÜ 
`Í\Òc _ÞSLÊ jc÷ÐfÞaÐ ]eLÐe Ð LÞ«Ê aÐ`Ð cÐ* 
D`yÞ[ÞÒe cÞmÞe H `ÍLÐe aÔakÐe ANÒe _ÞSLÊ 
jc÷ÐfÞaÐ jkS _\ÞmÐ Ae[Ñ `ÐBÜ Ð MÊaç eÐNÞ\ÞmÐ cÞmÞ 
D`Òe Ð cÞmÞ ]ÊB]Þ_ ^eÞ _ÞS eÊcçeÊ aÐkÐeÞmÐ_Þ Ð OÒe 
HL @héªÞLe `eÞÒah jó½Þ ÒkmÐ Ð jÊc«, ASç 
BDSÊAmç, cÐ-TÞ@* Ò`ÐÍÒaâcçÒe `hÞaÐLÊ QÐkÞÜÒm_Þ, 
aeÕ Ae[ÑLÊ D`Ò]h Ò]B\ÞÒm NÞmçVÞ $Þmç _LeÞ 
cÞmÞLÊ VÐBcç Ò]aÐ `ÐBÜ Ð cÐ aÐ`Ð LZ bÐaÊ\ÞÒa bÐaÞ 
MeÐ`ç mÐNÊ\ÞmÐ @Ðe[ÑLÊ Ð cÐ _ÞS @ÐXÊ [ÐLÊ aÊÒTB\ÞmÐ, 
cÞmÞLÊ aÊÒTBaÐ`ÐBÜ aÐ^Ô LeÞ\ÞmÐ Ð Ae[Ñ cÐ `ÐMÒe 
_ÞSLÊ jc÷ÐfÞ `ÐeÞ_\ÞmÐ Ð ÒRÐV`ÞmÐ* `eÞ 
LÐtÞ`ÒLB\ÞmÐ Ð @Ò_L]Þ_eÊ RÐ[Þ[Òf aÐuÞÒkÐB 
ekÞ\ÞaÐ `Íhð jaÊ cÐ `ÐMÒe A`ZÐRÐHÜ $ÞVÞaÐLÊ mÐNÞÒm 
Ð cÐ aÊÒTB\ÞmÐ, ""ÒSÒ_Òej_ç NÔÐ`ç, a¯je Ò]Ði 
jaÊLÐÒf ekÞ\ÞmÐ jaÊLÐÒf ekÞa Ð `ÞmÐ cÐÒ_ 
QÐeÞ`ÐÒM dÐkÐ Ò]MÞÒa ÒjjaÊLÊ @_ÊjeZ LeÞÒa,  
hÞMÞaÐLÊ ÒQ½Ð LeÞÒa Ð ÒjB\ÞeÊ ]Ê_ÞAe bm ct 
SÐZÞÒa Ð _ÞÒS _aÊTÞmÐ dÐHÜ aÊTÞÒa_Þ bÊmç LZ, WÞLç LZ 
Ð Òj\ÞÒe [Ð*e LÞRÞ Ò]Ði _ÐkÞÜ Ð H[ jó½Þe _Þ¯c Ð 
LÞ«Ê Ò[ÐÒ[ @«hà¦ÞLÊ SÐNÍ[ eMÞaÐLÊ `XÞa Ð ÒjcÐ_*Ê 
Òjðke hó<fÒe aÐuÞ eMÞaÐLÊ Òka Ð LÞ«Ê HÒ[ ÒSÐeç 
Òe _ÊÒkÜ Òd ÒjcÐÒ_ @Z_ÞÓhéÐjÑ ÒkB cÊ¦Þ`ÐBÜ AD 
LÐkÐe AhÍ¯ Ò_B _ÞÓhéÐj cÐeÞaÐLÊ aÐVÒMÐSÞÒa'' Ð  
Ae[Ñ Dre Ò]B\ÞmÐ, "" B¨ÞAÒe AÒc ÒdDÜ 
`eÞÒahÒe, ÒdDÜ jÐcÐSÞL hó<fÐ bÞ[Òe aYÞ\ÞmÊ ÒjB 
`eÞÒahÒe `ÞmÐ*Ê aÒYBaÐ jkS ÒkB\Ð«Ð _Þ¾¯, HWÞ 
`ÞmÐ*Ê WÞLçÒe aÒYBaÐ akÊ[ L½ '' Ð cÐ kjÞkjÞ Dre 
Ò]B\ÞmÐ, ""HB jcÐSÒe aYÞaÐ, jÐcÐSÞL QfZÞLÊ 
@_ÊLeZ LeÞaÐ `RÒe kÐ[ ekÞRÞ [ÊccÐ_*e _Þ¹rÞ, 
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ÒjcÐ_* ANeÊ [ÊÒc H jcÐSLÊ A]eÞ Ò_BR Ð _ÞSLÊ 
jÊÒkBmÐbfÞ jaÊ jÊaÞ^Ð jÊÒdÐNLÊ D`ÒbÐN LeÞR Ð 
@Ò_L]Þ_eÊ _ÞS Ò]h RÐXÞ HÒ]hLÊ A`ÒZB Ò_BR Ð 
[Ê ÒdDÜ jcÐS, ÒdDÜ `eÞÒah L\Ð LkÊRÊ AD Òj 
jc¯ _ÐkÞÜ, `eÞÒah _ÐkÞÜ, HÒa ÒjWÞaÞ jcÐSe e= 
Y= akÊ[ a]fÞ dÐBRÞ Ð MÐmÞ H[ÞLÞ L\Ð ÒjWÞ ekÊ\ÞaÐ 
ÒmÐLcÐÒ_ jc¯ jÐ=Òe [ÐfÒ]B a]fÞdÐBR«Þ, 
ÒmÐL* jÐ=Òe jcÐS AD jÐcÐSÞL _Þ¯c aÞ jé[Ó 
a]fÞ dÐBRÞ Ð [Ê ÒdDÜ jc¯e L\Ð LkÊRÊ, Òj jc¯Òe 
Ò[Ðe bËcÞLÐ ASÞ HB cÊkËràÒe Ò[Ðe bËcÞLÐ bÞ[Òe 
ALÐh `Ð[Ðf `ÍÒb] Ð  ASÞ [Ê cÐ' bËcÞLÐÒe ekÞ Ò[Ð 
`ÞmÐ*e jÊelÐ `ÐBÜ QÞ«Ð LeÊRÊ, ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf [Ê `ÞmÐ\ÞmÊ, 
ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf Ò[Ðe bm ct aÞQÐe LeÞaÐe h¦Þ _\ÞmÐ, 
jÐ= jÐ\Þ*e `ÍbÐaÒe, aÐkÐe ]Ê_ÞAe QÐ`Òe ['ÊaÞ 
A`rÞ LeÊ\ÞmÊ, @bÞÒdÐN LeÊ\ÞmÊ Ð hó<fÐe AYÊAfÒe 
Ò[Ð jÊelÐ `ÐBÜ AcLÊ jSÐN ekÞaÐLÊ ÒkD\ÞmÐ Ð ÒjB 
HLÐ jcÐS, ÒjB HLÐ cÐVÞ `ÐZÞ `a_ bÞ[ÒeaÞ @Ò_L 
_ËA  _ÊA `ÍhðÒ_B jc¯ Ac ANÒe WÞA 
ÒkBdÐD\ÞmÐ Ð `Íhðe Dre ÒMÐSÞaÐ `ÐBÜ, jcjÔÐ LÊ 
jcÐ^Ð_ LeÞaÐ `ÐBÜ AÒc jcÒª aÐV ÒMÐSÊ\ÞÒm, 
jc¯ jkÞ[ jÕNÍÐc LeÊ\ÞÒm Ð LÞ«Ê WÞLç aÐV 
aÒ[BaÐe ]Ð¯Þ[é \ÞmÐ Ace Ð jaÊÒaÒf j$f[Ð 
cÞfÊ\ÞmÐ [Ð _ÊÒkÜ, LÞ«Ê `ÍÒQ½Ð SÐeÞ ekÞ\ÞmÐ Ð @bÞÒdÐN, 
A`rÞ, dÊ¦Þ[Là, bÊmç aÊTÐcZÐ bÞ[ÒeaÞ `ÞmÐ* `ÐBÜ, 
Oee hÐ«Þ `ÐBÜ Ò^ßdàÔ ^eÞaÐLÊ Òka, ÒjcÐ_* bÊmç 
`ÐBÜ lcÐ LeÞaÐLÊ `XÞa, ]óY ÒkÐB jcÐ^Ð_e aÐV 
ÒMÐSÞaÐLÊ Òka'' Ð cÐ ÒLÐfÒe cÊ¨ eMÞ Ae[Ñ QÊ`ç 
QÐ`ç ÒhÐB ÒhÐB bÐaÊ\ÞmÐ, ""ÒLSÐZÞ j[Òe [ÐLÊ 
jcÐ^Ð_e eÐªÐ jaÊÒaÒf cÞfÞa LÞ _ÐkÞÜ, j[Òe LZ 
jÊeÊMÊeÊÒe `ÞmÐ*Ê cZÞi LeÞ`ÐeÞa Òj ! '' Ð AMÞÒMÐmÞ 
cÐ'e cÊkÜLÊ QÐkÞÜmÐ Òj Ð Ae[Ñe cÊ¨ ADÜjÞÒ]B cÐ 
kjÞ kjÞ LkÊ\ÞmÐ, ""[Ê HWÞ ÒOÐXÐ QYÐWÐeÊ OÐj LVÐ 
dÐHÜ jaÊ LÐc bÞ[Òe aÔª ekÞ ÒdDÜ QÞ«ÐÒe OÐeÞ 
ÒkDRÊ, B¨ÞAÒe \ÐB QÐLe, `ÊTÐeÑ, XÍÐBbe, auÊ, 

aÐua * ÒOeÒe ekÞ Ò[Ð bDZÑ AD bÐES, ÒjB 
HLÐ c§ ""`ÞmÐ*Ê cZÞi ÒLcÞ[Þ LeÞaÊ'' ÒOÐiÊR«Þ @kek 
Ð LÞ«Ê AkÊeÞ QÐmÞaÐLÊ Òka HÒaWÊ \LÞ`XÞÒm QfÞa_Þ Ð 
aÔª ÒkÐ'_Ð, Ò^ßdàÔ ^e Ð''  Ð  

""aÔª ÒkÐ'_Ð, Ò^ßdàÔ ^e Ð'' QÐeÞVÞ hvÒe ÒdcÞ[Þ 
QÐeÞdÊNe AhÑaàÐ] YÐfÞÒkBNmÐ Ae[Ñ D`Òe Ð 
HB[ jÕjÐee _Þ¯c, SÑa \ÞmÐ dÐHÜ aÐ`Ð cÐÜ*Ê 
Ò^ßdàÔe jkÞ[ j«Ð_ee jÊelÐ `ÐBÜ cÐ_jÞL, hÐeÑeÞL 
Db¯ ªeÒe jÕNÍÐc SÐeÞ eMÞaÐLÊ `XÞa Ð jaÊ TX-
T&Ð bÞ[Òe `eÞaÐee hÐ«Þ `ÐBÜ hÐ« ekÞ h¦Þ jq¯ 
LeÞaÐLÊ Òka Ð j[Òe AkÊeÞ @Ò_L aÐV aÐLÞ ekÞRÞ Ð 
H a¯jÒe aÞ aÐ`ÐcÐ' [Ð* jÕNÍÐc SÐeÞ eMÞR«Þ, jc¯ 
jÐ=Òe _ÞSLÊ MÐ` MÊAB `ÞmÐcÐ_*e MÊjÞ Òe MÊjÞ ekÞ 
hÐ«Þe aÐràÐ aÐÃÊÊR«Þ Ð Ae[Ñ kÐ[ ÒdÐXÞ SN_ðÐ\*Ê 
cÒ_ cÒ_ `ÍÐ\à_Ð LmÐ, ""`ÍbÊ ÒcÐÒ[ Ò^ßdàÔ ]Þ@, 
h¦Þ ]Þ@'' Ð 

 ""LÐkÐLÊ _c²Ðe LeÊR ?'', `QÐeÞÒm jÊc« Ð 
`ÍLó[Þy ÒkmÐ Ae[Ñ Ð H'bÞ[Òe ÒjcÐÒ_ AjÞ OÒe 
`kqÞNÒmZÞ Ð  

NÐXÞeÊ JÒkâB cÞmÞ ÒNÒkâB ÒkB `QÐeÊ\ÞmÐ "" 
ÒjÐ_ÞA OeLÊ dÐB `ÐeÞaÞ?''  

NÐXÞeÊ JkâD JkâD cÃÊ Aaó[Þ LeÊ\ÞmÐ aÐ`Ð*e `ÍÞ¯ 
`Õ¦Þ , ""ÒaßLÊÒ¶Ð jcÐ_ AkÐ @ÒV ÒjB OÒeÐ , 
`ejç`Òe ÒjðÒkÐ dkÞÜ \ÐH _ÞeÒ«ÐÒeÐ Ð''  

cÃÊe JXÞA LaÞ[Ð AaórÞ hÊZÞ Ae[Ñ jÊc«*Ê 
QÐkÞÜmÐ Ð jÊc« kjÊ\ÞÒm Ð Òj kj jqeÞAjÞmÐ @Ðe[Ñe 
JWLÊ Ð  

""Oe ÒLÒ[ MÐmÞ MÐmÞ mÐNÞa, R cÐje ÒOÐ OÐ 
bÞ[Òe jc¯ LÊAÒX `ÒfBmÐ j[Òe'', LkÞÒm jÊc« Ð  

LaÐV ÒMÐmÊ ÒMÐmÊ Ae[Ñ bÐaÊ\ÞmÐ R' cÐj 
ÒLÒ[ hÞOÍ QÐmÞNmÐ jÞ_Ð LÞ«Ê HB R'cÐje jêó[Þ jÐeÐ 
SÑa_ `ÐBÜ @hÑaàÐ] ÒkB ekÞa [Ð `ÐBÜ, [Ð `eÞaÐe 
`ÐBÜ Ðjé`ðm[Ð cÞhÍ(e\) cÞQÞNÐ_çÒe jéÐcÑ _Þcàf 
e\ J ]ÊBTÞ@ A_ÔÐ, _¯_Ð* jkÞ[ aÐj Le«Þ Ð 

 
 
jé`ðm[Ð cÞhÍ(e\) cÞQÞNÐ_çÒe jéÐcÑ _Þcàf e\ J ]ÊBTÞ@ A_ÔÐ, _¯_Ð* jkÞ[ aÐj Le«Þ Ð 
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jÕ`Là   
AdÔàÒafÐ _Ð¯L 
 
ÒLÒa jÞH auÐ\ÐH `Z[ LÐ_ÞÒe 

AcúÐe ÒXÐeÞÒe 
ÒLÒa jÞH aÐuÞ ÒkÐBdÐH 

eÐlÑe Òehc ÒXÐeÞÒe  Ð  
 
ÒLÒa `ÊZÞ RtÞ ÒkÐBdÐH 

c=fjË[ÍÒe, `aÞ[Í JÜLÐe ^é_ÞÒe 
SÑa_e $Êm [Ð'e beÞdÐH 

e= cÊeÊSÒe   Ð  
 
akÊaÀàÐ `ó\ÞaÑÒe 

jÕ`Làe RÐB AmÊ@Òe Ð 
 
ÒdÒ[ jaÊ @bÞ_a jÕ`Làe e³Ê 

[ÐLÊ ÒLÒa `ÐÒe _ÐkÞÜ eMÞ 

jÊaÀà `&ÊeÑ ÒMÐmÞ DXÞdÐH 
akÊ ]ËÒe `eÒ]hÑ `lÑ Ð 

 
jÕ`Làe j© ÒXÐeÞ ÒMÐmÞ 

[ÐLÊ `ÊZÞ dÞaÐ`ÐBÜ kÊH 
ÒdÒ[ jaÊ jÊLÊcÐe jé`ð AMÞÒe aÞRÐB 

[ÐLÊ `ÊZÞ ÒhÐBaÐLÊ kÊH  Ð 
 
`RÒe [Ð' `XÞ\ÐH e=e cÊeÊS 

SfÊ\ÐH Ò`Íce ]Ñ`ÐfÞ 
jkjÍ mlêZ ÒeMÐ `ÐÒe _ÐkÞÜ 

[Ð' `\ JNÐfÞ  Ð 
 
`mLÒe cÞR ÒkÐBdÐH 

Òjðk, Ò`Íc, `Í[ÞhÍÊ[Þ, `aÞ[Í au_ 
 
có[ÔÊ ÒLÐÒf _Þe«e `eÐS¯ - 

aeÞ_ÞH hÐhé[ SÑa_, hÐhé[ SÑa_  Ð

 

 
cÊÜ ÒcÐe jÐécÑ cÒ_ÐS J TÞ@ AÒ¯hÐ jkÞ[ ASÔÐμÒe eÊÒk Ð 
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`ÍÞ¯[cÐ 
`eÐhe cÞhÍ 
 
`ÍÐZeÊ @^úL `ÍÞ¯ ÒcÐe `ÍÞ¯[cÐ, 
ÒLDÜ dÊ¦ÞÒe ASÞ jÐaÔª LeÞaÞ Òd 
jÍ½Ð* jó½ÞÒe [Ê HL @_a]Ô jó½Þ, 
Ò[Ð' `ÐÒM @RÞ ajÊueÐe jk_hÑf[Ð, 
jËdÔàe Ò[SjÞé[Ð, QtÍ, [ÐeÐ* hÑ[f[Ð! 
 
ÒMÐSÞ\ÞmÞ Ò[ÐÒ[ `ÊeÑ jcÊ]ÍLËfÒe,  
ÒLÐZÐLà ctÞe ÒaYÐÒe,  
ÒeÒb_çjÐ J ]ÞmâÑ aÞhéaÞ]ÔÐf¯ e ÒhÍZÑNókÒe 
LÞ«Ê `ÐB\úmÞ Ò[ÐÒ[ ÒcÐk_e aÕhÑ jéeÒe,  
LaÞe LaÞ[ÐÒe, Skðe LfÐ ÒcO jk mÊQLÐfÞ  
ÒMfÞaÐe aÔÐLÊf[ÐÒe J `ÍLó[Þ e ÒjßÐtdàÔÒe Ð 
 
c\ÐÒe jÞtÊe, `Ð]Òe @f[Ð, LÐ_Òe TÊcÊLÐ 
AMÞÒe LSf mNÐB, ALÐh e= `ÐVhÐYÑ `ÞuÞ, 
Ò[Ð' DX«Ð hÐYÑ `Z[Òe, mÐS, mÐS AMÞÒe, 
jêÞ[ kjÒe NYÞ ajÞmÊ Ò`Íce, `ÍÑ[Þe ctÞeVÞH 
AD A`ZÐe LeÞÒ_mÊ ÒcÐÒ[  
Ò[Ð' Ò_ßjNÞàL Òjðk, Ò`Íc, A«eÞL[Ð J AcúÑ¯[ÐÒe Ð 
   
`ÍÐZeÊ @^úL `ÍÞ¯ ÒcÐe `ÍÞ¯[cÐ, 
Ò[Ð' ALiàZ, Ò[Ð' AmÞ=_, Ò[Ð' ¸hà 
HÒ[ ecZÑ¯, HÒ[ jêeZÑ¯, HÒ[ Ò_ßjNÞàL Òd' 
aÐkÊÒe ^eÞ kÊH_Ð LÞ jé`ðÒe aÐuÞ kÊH_Ð, 
`Í[ÞVÞ cÊkËràÒe c_ kÊH 
c\Ð eMÞ Ò[Ð' ÒLÐfÒe ÒhÐBekÞaÐLÊ 
jé`ð Ò]MÞaÐLÊ AD 
eÐSÐ-eÐZÑ N` hÊZÞ hÊZÞ `eÑ eÐBSLÊ DXÞdÞaÐLÊ Ð 
 

`ÍÐZeÊ @^úL `ÍÞ¯ ÒcÐe `ÍÞ¯[cÐ, 
Ò[Ð' kjÒe Ò]MÊ\ÐH NR, `[Í, $Êm* 
kjLÊ 
Ò[Ð' LÐtÒe Ò]ÒM aÐ]m J TX, aiàÐLÊ, 
Ò[Ð' eÐN, eÊiÐ, cÐ_, @bÞcÐ_Òe cÊÜ 
Ò]MÊ\ÐH 
Chée* @`Ëaà jó½ÞLÊ, `ÍLó[Þ e ÒjßÐtdàÔLÊ  Ð 
 

ÒLcÞ[Þ @aÐ aÊTÐBaÞ Ò[ÐÒ[ 
ÒcÐ SÑa_e aÞiÐ]ÒdÐN, aÞ`ìaÑ c_ 
aÞÒ]ÐÍk LeÊ\ÐH `Í[ÞVÞ cÊkËràÒe 
at LeÞaÐLÊ, Òhi LeÞaÐLÊ  
ASÞe jcÐSÒe _ÐeÑ _ÞdÔàÐ[_Ð, ÒdßÐ[ÊL S_Þ[ k[ÔÐ 
^iàZ, mÊ¶_, L_ÔÐbÍËZ k[ÔÐ `eÞ 
`Í[ÞVÞ eÊNçZ cÐ_jÞL[ÐLÊ Ð  
 
`ÍÐZeÊ @^úL `ÍÞ¯ ÒcÐe `ÍÞ¯[cÐ, 
Ò[Ð' eË`, Ò[Ð' e=, Ò[Ð' Rt, RVÐ, AD 
Ò[Ð' ÒSÔÐ[ÞÒe ]Ñ©ÞcÐ_ ÒkÐB [Ê ekÞ\Ð' 
ÒcÐ A[êÐÒe, ÒcÐ LÐ¯ÐÒe,  
H S_êÒe, Ae S_êÒe, jÐ[ S_êÒe 
S_êS_Ðê«e e jÐ\Ñ ÒkÐB Ð 
 
`ÍÐZeÊ @^úL `ÍÞ¯ ÒcÐe `ÍÞ¯[cÐ, 
ÒcÐ D`Òe eÐNÞaÊ_Þ LÞ' @TV, @bÞÒdÐN,  
@bÞcÐ_ LeÞaÊ_Þ 
Ò[Ð' `ÐBÜ LaÞ[Ð ÒNÐVÞH ÒmMÞaÞ, ÒmMÞaÞ ÒaÐmÞ 
h[ ÒQ½Ð LeÞ ÒkB Ò]Mç, 
LaÞ[ÐVÞ ASÞ `ÊZÞ ÒcÐe @jÕ`ËÀà ekÞNmÐ Ð

 
 
Parasara Mishra lives in Toronto, Canada with his wife Rekha and daughter Lipi. He has been actively involved with the Odiya 
community in Canada and his passion lies in writing Odiya poems, stories and dramas. His e-mail address is parasara1@yahoo.ca. 
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 Our Sponsors 

Ontario Arts Council Dr. Uma B. Mishra 
Bhagaban Panigrahi Akshaya Parija 

Rose Theatre Niranjan Mishra 
State Bank of India Sanjiv Mohanty 
City of Brampton Dr. Saheb Sahu 
Holiday Inn Select Dr. Sishir Senapati 

Sudbury Multicultural Jitendra and Priyambada Pradhan 
Pradeep Pradhan Arun Mishra 
Kaniskasoft Inc Jatindra Kanungo 
SRI Canada Org Dr. Bijoy Das 

Bank of India Lalu Mansinha 
Kalinga Hospital Dr. Debi and Sarojini Mishra 

Dr. Lin-Yuen Choo-Campbell Sri Gopal and Shantimayee Mohanty 
Orissa Foundation Sabita Panigrahi 
Nilamani Nayak Anadi Naik 

Nrityanjali Kala Academy Amit and Jayadeepa Nayak 
Latchman Sukhdeo Asoka Das 
Graycliff Restaurant Manaranjan Pattanayak 
Vision Care Optical Minati Pattanayak 

Team Printers Arjun Purohit 
Lipishree & Shreekant Nayak Hara & Sumitra Padhi 

Dogra Associates Ajay Mohanty 
Anastasia Zaplaiev  

Gary Basu  
Jibesh Das  

Shashwat International  
Term Canada.com  

OXeNHaM Consultants Inc.  
Tandoori Flame  





 





Why Rent?  Own your own Home today
       Top negotiator

Contact

       Thinking Of Buying,Selling or Investing Dr. Pradeeep Pradhan (Ph.D)
       your neighbourhood real estate advisor (416)-666-2034   Direct
        Call me and experience the difference e-mail:drpradhan5@rediffmail.com

Buyers Sellers
No Credit ,Bad Credit Free Home evaluation
New Immigrants,No problem! Gauranteed contineous feedback
Mortgage below Bank rates. Our commission match programme.
100% financing Available The ultimate marketing system
Access to power of sales Open houses until sold.
and forclosures.

Homelife/Miracle Realty Ltd.
Indepependently Owned & Operated
Off:416-747-9777(24 hrs pager)
5010 Steeles Ave W  Tnto On.

Call or e-mail us to receive free Market Updates



 
In support and acknowledgment of the importance of 

cultural diversity 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 

 

Quest. Talent. Growth.

we congratulate 
 

The Orissa Society of the Americas 
 

on the occasion of 
 

its 39th Annual Convention 
 

being held in 
 

Toronto on July 3-5, 2008 
 



 

THE ORISSA FOUNDATION 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 

ORGANIZATIONAL SUPPORT 
 
• SAHAYA:  For mentally handicapped 

children in Cuttack completed a 3-
year grant in 2000 

 
• INSTITUTE OF ORISSAN CUL-

TURE:  Completed a 5-year grant in 
2000 

 
• SCB MEDICAL COLLEGE LI-

BRARY:  Lifetime grant 
 
• BASUNDHARA:  Completed 7-year 

support in 2002 
 
• DEPARTMENT OF SOCIOLOGY 

VANI VIHAR:  Completed a 2-year 
research grant in 2003 

 
• JOGA, WASHINGTON DC:  Yearly 

support - training secondary school 
teachers till 2007 

ONGOING SUPPORT 
 

• ORISSA DANCE ACADEMY:  Since 
1985 to preserve Orissa's dance 
styles and culture 

 
• 50-BED EYE HOSPITAL IN DHEN-

KANAL:  For preventing and curing 
blindness in a 75-100 mile radius - 
3000 cataracts operated on from 2006 
Dec to 2007 Dec 

 
• EDUCATION, HEALTH, AND 

AGRICULTURAL DEVELOPMENT 
IN RURAL ORISSA:  In Sambalpur 
under the guidance of Mrs. Ranu 
Mahanti 

 
• RAVENSHAW COLLEGIATE 

SCHOOL:  Cuttack - supporting li-
brary, computer programme, and 
laboratory.  746 students gr. 4-10 
learning computer 

 
• PROF. JITENDRA MOHANTY - lang 

grant - In compiling 50 year history of 
Oriya literature, poems, prose, drama, 
etc. 
 
 

 
Do you wish your tax-free donations to help your library, school, or your dream? 

 
Contact Tel:  256-883-5499 

E-mail:  dmisra@bellsouth.net 
 





10- 695 MarkhaM rd
ToronTo, on M1h2a5

Bus: 416-431-6048
Fax: 416-431-2116
Cell: 416-566-5036
WeB: WWW.FinderFin.CoM
eMail: lsukhdeo@FinderFin.CoM

Finder Financial Services

laTChMan sukhdeo, B.a, aMP
Mortage Consultant



Phone: (416) 878-4475
Fax: (905) 712-3691
Email: sanjoy@kaniskasoft.com

5558 Landborough Ave
Mississauga, ON

L5R 3W8

Sanjoy Rath
Director



With best compliments from
CanOSA organizers and volunteers.

39th Annual OSA Convention



Gary Basu
New Star Realty Inc. Brokerage

206-1450 Midland Avenue
Toronto, ON M1P 4Z8

Office:   416-288-0800  
Fax:   416-288-8038
gary.basu@century21.ca 







LIFE ’S  BRIGHTER
under the sun

© Sun Life Assurance Company of Canada, 2008.

Nilmani Nayak
Bus 905-763-8188 ext 242
Cell 416-825-7345
Fax 905-709-7988
www.sunlife.ca/nilmani.nayak

The days just seem full of warmth when you have

the peace of mind lifetime financial security

brings. We can help you, at home or at work,

with retirement plans and investments, benefits,

life and health insurance, and saving for your

child’s education. That means a brighter outlook

for everyone under the sun.













BHAGABAN PANIGRAHI, B.A., LL.B., LL.M.
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR & NOTARY PUBLIC
REAL ESTATE:  PURCHASE AND SALE OF RESIDENTIAL, COMMERCIAL PROPERTIES, 
            MORTGAGE, LEASE AND REFINANCING

CORPORATE, COMMERCIAL:  PURCHASE AND SALE OF BUSINESS OF ASSETS/SHARES, 
          FRANCHISES, INCORPORATION AND REORGANIZATION OF CORPORATIONS, 
          SHAREHOLDER AGREEMENTS

2401 EGLINTON AVENUE EAST, SUITE #215
TORONTO, ONTARIO, CANADA
M1K 2M5
(EGLINTON AND KENNEDY INTERSECTION, SOUTHWEST CORNER)
TEL: (416) 701 9933
FAX: (416) 701 9622
CELL: (647) 284 6531
E-MAIL: panigrahilaw@bellnet.ca
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