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President’s Greeting

Dear OSA Family,

With great pleasure | welcome you all to the beautiful city of Seattle for the 43™
OSA convention of the Orissa Society of the Americas (OSA). My heartiest congratulations
to each of the OSA members of the Pacific Northwest chapter and the 2012 Convention
Organizing Committee for all their hard work, commitment and dedication in organizing
what is sure to be a weekend filled with this momentous event packed with exciting and
valuable programs, celebrations, and fellow feeling.

‘ The theme of this year’s convention is Eka Mana Eka Prana, Eka Pranta Eka Chinha
- Bringing Odias Together Clearly we are on the same wavelength because this is the guiding principle of OSA, and
we are not only strengthening our culture and identity in the Americas but we have also been connecting with
people back home. Let me share with you an example of this in just the last year: When a massive flood hit Odisha
in 2011, OSA was able to organize fundraising throughout the country and, with the participation of the entire
community, $15K was raised for Odisha flood relief activities. (This included the efforts of our youth who organized
various cultural programs to raise money for the people in Odisha; it is a clear indication how well connected our
children feel with people back home despite being raised 12,000 miles away.)

Another example of bringing Odias together is the active leadership of OSA-Odisha Development
Committee this last year in strategizing how to revitalize various sectors of higher education in Odisha. OSA
organized a workshop on Higher Education opportunities for students in Odisha. Held at Utkal University in Vani
Vihar, it was attended by a large number of students, the Vice Chancellor and other dignitaries from the University
and members of faculties representing various disciplines. A video produced on the proceeding of this workshop is
available at www.orisasociety.org.) We are planning a second workshop at this OSA convention, on July 5™,
followed by a workshop in the western region of Odisha to be held in December 2012. Our goal is to provide more
educational opportunities for our Odia youth from different regions of Odisha. Education is the engine for the
overall growth of the individual and society and we want to ensure that our next generation is well prepared to
lead our state in various fields.

We came to the OSA office with a vision of promoting team spirit, transparency and building trust among
our fellow Odias. During our tenure, we have opened a direct line of communication between the OSA executives
and the governing body through our monthly meetings and our use of OSAnet for sharing our agenda and minutes.
As a result, OSAnet has become a valuable medium of communication where members are encouraged to voice
their ideas. This has also helped us reach out to the members of our society and has fostered team spirit within our
community. It has been gratifying to see the active participation of so many of our fellow Odias — both first and
second generation - coming forward to volunteer for the organization. Since OSA is a purely voluntary
organization, we cherish the volunteer spirit among our members and hope that this spirit will continue and many
more of our fellow Odias will come forward to take our society to greater heights.

Another aspect of our vision has been to transcend various barriers and build bridges across generations,
channeling our services for passing our beautiful Odia culture and heritage to our next generation. One way to
achieve this goal has been to increase awareness of OSA among the second generation Odias and enthuse them to
become members of our organization. We have been quite successful in reaching out to our youth and several of
them have come forward to become life members of our society. We still have a long way to go, and my sincere
appeal to you all is that you ask your successful sons, daughters, son —in-laws and daughter-in-laws to join OSA and
make it an even more vibrant organization. My experience has been that if we want to succeed in this society, we
have to build bridges and coalitions with like-minded people and make our own culture and contributions visible to
the larger society.

In conclusion, | want to emphasize that our society has done well. We have achieved many things in the
past 43 years since the inception of OSA. But we still have a long way to go. A recent tragedy in Boston is a
reminder that we are vulnerable and need a strong community for mutual support. We were mired in an
unfortunate death in Boston - Mr. K. Seshadri Rao, a bright and promising 24-year-old young man from Odisha was
shot near his apartment in Boston, USA. He was studying Management at Boston University. This tragedy taught
me a lesson that despite our common bond and commitment to one another, there are still some people who feel
isolated in this highly individualistic society. We still do not know what triggered the unfortunate death of Mr. K.
Seshadri Rao but after hearing about it, we OSA officials reached out to Mr. Rao’s parents in Odisha and the Indian
consulate in New York and did whatever we could to console the bereaved family and offer our help to the Indian
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consulate. After this tragic incident, one step we have taken is to develop a guideline on our website, Orissa
society.org, to help the new arrivals from Odisha to become familiar with the culture of this foreign land. We are
also planning to advertise the role of OSA along with these rules and regulations in the local print and television
media in Odisha. My sincere appeal to our local chapters dispersed in various parts of the country is to reach out to
the young Odias who have come to various colleges and Universities for higher education as well as young
professionals who have come to seek their future here to get connected with the Odia community so that we
avoid such tragedies. Also in case such tragedies happen and at a time of crisis as the one | just cited above, at
least we will be in a position to provide comfort and support to the families and friends left behind. This effort will
truly bring Odias together.

It has been an honor to serve you all. Thank you all for your continued support of OSA, and for your trust
in us this last year.

With regards,
Annapurna Pandey

Convener’s Greeting

Welcome to the 43rd Annual Convention of the Orissa Society of Americas (OSA)!

On behalf of the Convention-organizing committee and all the Odias of the Pacific
Northwest, | welcome you to this year’s convention in Seattle, Washington. We are excited to
meet you all and very much appreciate your support and participation. We, the Convention
committee have made and will continue to make every effort for your experience to stay
memorable and pleasurable. During your time here, if you need any help or anything that can
make your stay more comfortable, please do not hesitate to contact us or any member of our
organizing committee.

The Orissa Society of the Americas (OSA) is an organization whose stated goals are to
promote the beautiful culture of the Indian state of Orissa in the United States and Canada
and to facilitate the connection of culture, heritage, and perspective between Orissa and North America.

Today OSA has flourished into an organization with over 1000 individual and family members. This is due
to all those who have stepped forward to support the various activities of OSA and implemented many innovative
ideas that have benefited everyone. The organization has now spread into thirteen regional chapters, which
operate as a social umbrella for different regions in the US and Canada. Our Pacific Northwest Chapter is the
newest, joining the family in July 2011 and is very glad to exhibit its debut convention this year.

As the vision of OSA is to promote and propagate Odia culture in the Americas by bringing together all the
people with the love for our Eastern Indian state, this year’s theme is “Bringing Odias Together”. In Odia, ‘Eka
Mana, Eka PrAna. Eka PrAnta, Eka Chinha.” Young, new, and old generations, and from all over the many villages,
we call the World, join together and come along for this festivity!

This year's edition is showcasing a variety of activities that the Odia community has nurtured within itself
—drama, singing, folk and modern dances, and the festival's crowning glory, traditional Odissi dance.

Most importantly, our volunteers are the foundation of this convention and truly the backbone of our
community. They are the unsung heroes who are willing to share their time, talents, and energy to help make this
event a success. It's important to let each of them know just how much they are appreciated.

On behalf of all the Pacific Northwest Odia families, | would like to personally thank each and every
volunteer, participant, attendee and sponsor for their contribution to OSA’s 43rd Convention. This event could not
have been possible without the help of your time, money and participation.

All'in all, we hope to make the OSA Convention 2012 a strengthened platform for building unity among
Odias in North America and continue to carry forward the torch of our Odia heritage and culture our OSA
organization lit 43 years ago, for our future generations.

God Bless You all!

With best regards,
Amulya Das
Convener of the 43rd OSA Convention
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Co-Conveners’ Greetings

OSA’s 43rd annual convention is taking place in Seattle, in the Pacific NW
region of OSA. It is not only a dream come true but an ongoing dream to see all families
living in this region having roots in Orissa (Odisha) India, with one goal - “togetherness”.
In our combined effort to bring and build a strong community in this region, we hope to
celebrate and share the treasure of our strong & unique cultural heritage with our next
generations along with various sister communities and cultures in North America.

For the past year and half, | have been proud to provide a necessary leadership
role in bridging the gaps and building the foundation of this community at large. It is like
building a startup company from the ground up, navigating through all the ups and
downs and seeing it to go public with the success of the 0SA2012 event on July 5-7. Itis
a celebration of a strong beginning step towards a giant progressive community success.

As Henry Ford once said - “Coming together is a beginning. Keeping together is progress. Working
together is success.”

| hope you all enjoy this magnificent event, network with friends & families, enjoy authentic delicacies and
explore the beautiful Pacific Northwest.

Thank you and best wishes!
Pradeep Sahoo
Co-Convener, OSA 2012

It is indeed a proud moment for Seattle to host the 43™ Annual Convention
of The Orissa Society of Americas and even a higher privilege for me to be a part of
it. This is a great opportunity for the Odia diaspora to integrate with the local social
fabric and showcase the rich culture and tradition of Odisha. An event of this scale
requires a lot of hard work and sacrifice and kudos to the local and national
volunteers for putting in the effort. This event has also helped the local Odia
diaspora to unite and show the strength. It is on to us to ensure the next generations
are exposed to our culture and | hope this convention is their gateway to the ancient

)""“ A culture of Odisha. | hope the convention attendees have a wonderful time and make
F\V Ay 1 this event a memorable one. Some profound words that has inspired me:
y
[ 1 “Community cannot for long feed on itself; it can only flourish with the

coming of others from beyond, their unknown and undiscovered brothers. “

Rakesh Patnaik
Co-Convener, OSA 2012

Chapter President’s Greeting

Namaskar! On behalf of the Pacific Northwest Odisha Society (PNW), it is my great
pleasure to welcome you to the 43rd Annual Convention of the Orissa Society of the
Americas (OSA). This convention promotes cultural diversity and understanding by
integrating American and Odia aspirations and values, and provides a platform for
friendship and cultural enrichment.

This year’s convention venue, Seattle, known as the Emerald City, is special not
only because of its mesmerizing beauty typical of the Pacific Northwest but also for its
special place as the great American host city to “bridge” Canada and the USA -- the two
primary countries of the North American Odia Diaspora.

Although PNW is the youngest chapter of OSA, established only a year ago, we are honored to host such a
momentous event of the global Odia community. True we have had our growing pains, and true also that in our
great pacific northwest, we have had only ~20 families as OSA members as late as June, 2011. However, the
community commitment and collaboration, especially from the Portland and Seattle areas, has been phenomenal.
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As of this writing, we have grown this ‘small family’ to ~50 OSA member-families -- a 150% growth in a matter of
months in a region not known to have traditional concentration of Odias.

| take the opportunity to express heartfelt thanks to all the sponsors, the donors, and the guests from far
and near --for their invaluable support and role in the success of this convention. | am grateful to Mr. Amulya Das,
Mr. Rakesh Patnaik and Mr. Pradeep Sahoo for their roles as convener/co-convener, and for their enthusiasm and
dedication. Support of the OSA National and community leaders around the two nations has been amazing. It has
also been a pleasure working with the teams of Dr. Sam Pitroda, Philanthropist Melinda Gates, Governor Gregoire,
and other luminaries who could not come but sent their welcome messages. Last but not least, my hats off to all
the volunteers without whose labor of love this convention would not have been possible.

This year we made a conscious attempt to make the convention finances significantly more sustainable
and transparent by careful planning, cost control and generous, indefatigable volunteerism. We reduced the
convention budget by 45% from the last few years. Our volunteers took a broad-based, participative approach: we
solicited small individual donations in large numbers -- these not only matter but also constitute an important
element of community participation, sustenance and common good. We believe this also helps to build a more
participative democratic organization. We have had numerous resource challenges but our friends and families
gave their all, and hope you find the 3-day celebration most rewarding.

This year we have arranged travel, cruise and air discounts to help our guests travelling from long
distances. We have organized unique pre-convention symposia, one focusing on high-education exchange and
collaboration between Odisha and the USA, while the second on Buddhist Heritage and Knowledge Institutions of
Odisha. The main program of the convention promises a veritable feast of quality events, edifying seminars and
speeches, spellbinding stage performances, sumptuous food, great networking opportunities, and shared joy. We
will have our website 0sa2012.org and this magazine to help you cherish your memories.

Once again, meet your friends old and new at the convention, take in the sights, sounds, smells around
you and above all, enjoy yourselves and do well.

Best Wishes,

Priyadarsan Patra
President, Pacific Northwest Odia Society

VP’s Greeting

Namaskar! It’s an immense pleasure to welcome you to the 43rd OSA Convention
in Seattle. The theme of this year’s convention is Eka Mana Eka Prana, Eka Pranta Eka
Chinha - Bringing Odias Together, itself symbolizes the mission of this forty three year old
organization, trying to keep us connected in every aspect in this Diaspora. This beautiful
organization gives us the sense of belonging while we are trying to adapt into our new
environment. We must take responsibility to make our society stronger by implementing a
strong sense of cultural awareness among our future generation and let them know their
roots and learn how to be proud of it. Our Cultural committee and the “Let’s Learn Odia”
committee are working on promoting and propagating our beautiful culture and heritage

- in this land of opportunity. To keep our language alive, many of our members have shown
a great deal of interest to help, coordinate, and successfully open Odia Learning Centers in their areas. The Let’s
Learn Odia Committee is readily available to support these new establishments by providing curriculum to make
this process easier. The Current executive team is working diligently to make OSA visible to all the Odias across the
globe. I am privileged to be part of this team who has created the wonderful vision of taking OSA one step closer to
all the members.

OSA takes pride in recognizing and honoring many members for their contributions as well as their
achievements in different areas of the OSA community. But most of the times, for various reasons, theses
candidates stay un-acknowledged. We believe that it is only possible to realize the existence of these leaders and
award their efforts if and only if we know about them. So my humble request to all of you for the future is to
please make the extra effort to nominate the extraordinary individuals for the different categories of leadership. It
is an honor for OSA to present the 2012 OSA Life Achievement Award to an eminent Indian classical singer of
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Gwalior Gharana from Odisha, Vidushi Sunanda Patnaik, considered one of the great dames of Hindustani classical
music and Sangit Samrat Prafulla Kar, who has regaled audience, fans in Odisha and abroad with his distinctive
singing, composition and lyrics for more than four decades.

This year’s ‘Meghna Memorial Award’ for creative writing award recipients are Ayusha Acharya, San Jose
CA, "When May the Lotus Flower Bloom" (Junior category, Age 7-12) and Ishanee Chanda, Plano TX, "Sisterhood"
(Senior category, Age 13-18). After the onsite competition, awards such as Subrina Biswal Award for performance,
Champu Chhanda, Odissi Award, Samik Singh Kalinga Youth Entrepreneurship award, winners will be declared
during the convention. There will be many other OSA Service Awards that will be presented at the convention.

Congratulations and best wishes to the 2012 Convention Organizers for all their enthusiasm and hard
work. I'll always cherish the memories of this great journey of organizing the 2012 convention. Looking forward to
meeting you all in the beautiful city of Seattle!

Kuku Das
Co Convener, OSA Convention 2012 & Vice President, OSA

Indian Ambassador’s Greeting

aid & TEgd

atamed, &

AMBASSADOR OF INDIA
2107 MASSACHUSETTS AVE, N.W

WASHINGTON, D.C. 20008

MESSAGE

May 30, 2012

. I 'am happy to learn that the Pacific Northwest Chapter of the Orissa
Society of Americas (OAS) is organizing its 43 Annual Convention in
Seattle on July 6, 2012.

The Orissa Society of Americas is one of the oldest associations of
people from Orissa and since its establishment in 1969, the Society has
been actively involved in connecting the community with its rich cultural
heritage and fostering community service through its various social, cultural
and educational activities. | commend all the constituents of the OAS for
their efforts over the last four decades in promoting better understanding
and community spirit amongst the people of Orissa origin living in the U.S.

| convey my best wishes to all the members of OAS and their families

on the occasion of their 43 Annual Convention and wish them every
success in all their future endeavours.

e frsas Koo

(Nirupama Rao)
Ambassador of India to the United States
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Washington Governor’s Greeting

CHRISTINE O. GREGOIRE
Governor

STATE OF WASHINGTON

OFFICE OF THE GOVERNOR

P.O. Box 40002 ® Olympia, Washington 98504-0002 ¢ (360) 753-6750 «TTY/TDD (360) 753-6466

Greetings from the Governor
July 5, 2012

I am pleased to extend warm greetings to all of those attending the 43" Annual Convention of
the Orissa Society of the Americas (OSA). For those of you visiting us, it is a special privilege
to welcome you to the beautiful Evergreen State.

This forum is a wonderful opportunity to preserve and share the Oriya culture and heritage.
Events like this serve as important reminders that diversity is one of our nation’s greatest
strengths. 1 count it a privilege to have vibrant ethnic communities flourishing in Washington
and across our country, and I applaud OSA and each of you for your commitment to celebrating
and promoting greater understanding of your culture.

[ am truly delighted that your gathering is being held in Washington, and I hope your schedule
will permit you to explore some of the exciting sights and attractions that make Seattle and the
surrounding Puget Sound region a destination to remember.
Thank you all for coming, and please accept my best wishes for a memorable event.
Sincerely,
Christine O. Gregoire
Governor
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Odisha Governor’s Greeting

Murlidhar C. Bhandare

GOVERNOR, ODISHA
June 2, 2012

MESSAGE

| am glad to know that The Orissa Society of the Americas is
organizing its 43™ Annual Convention on July 5-7, 2012. A journal is

being brought out on the occasion,

| fondly remember my time spent with the members of OSA during
my visit to USA. The love and affection shown by the members of OSA

will never be forgotten.

It is heartening that OSA is promoting and propagating Odia
culture there. Initiatives should be taken for translation of the best of
QOdia literature in English magazines of USA.

| wish the endeavour great success.

Montidhor  landan—

(Murlidhar C. Bhandare)

RAJ BHAVAN, BHUBANESWAR-751 0048
Tel  B1-674-258%7111/2506222, Fax | 91-574-2536582, E-mad - goworifon nic.n. VWebeie | wee rajbhavanonssa govin
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Bellevue Mayor’s Greeting

o“,“‘(@
City of {5

Office of the Mayor ¢ Phone (425) 452-7810 e Fax (425) 452-7919
Bellevue “3:2%

Post Office Box 90012 « Bellevue, Washington « 98009 9012

% /308

July 2012

Greetings!
I would like to extend a special welcome on behalf of the City of Bellevue.

Most importantly, welcome to members of the Orissa Society who honor us by visiting
Bellevue, and welcome to residents and leaders from across the State who may have come
today to celebrate the history, culture, and community of Orissa and its people.

It is natural that we welcome you. Bellevue is an internationally diverse city, with 1 of 3
residents foreign born and more than 40% non-white or foreign born. The languages spoken in
our community and schools total 84. Our Indian population is the largest in the state, and it has
grown more than 1,000% in the last 20 years.

Orissa is a place with a rich and deep history. It also has many economic advantages, including
its geographical presence, unexplored natural resources, low cost of living, and vast growth
opportunities. Its natural beauty, such as its coastal line of nearly 500 kilometers, is well
known.

We hope our own government efforts to build economic and cultural ties with Orissa will result
in the growth of maritime activities and tourism along the Orissa Coast and provide some
benefit to people living back here in Bellevue, Washington.

Personally, | hope to visit Orissa someday and its capital city Bhubaneswar.

Thank you for visiting Bellevue, for your contributions to the community and leadership, and for
helping to make the Bellevue area a very special place to live and do business.

I hope you enjoy yourself very much during your time here.

Sincerely,

(S & S

Conrad Lee
Mayor

City of Bellevue offices are located at 450 110th Avenue N.E.
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2012 Meghna Memorial Award

Youth submissions to the Journal were considered for the annual Meghna Memorial Award. Since 2007, the
Meghna Memorial Trust has instituted an annual award for creative writing for youth in memory of Meghna
Mahapatra (1999-2005). This award celebrates and recognizes achievement among our young writers.

Winners in the Senior category (ages 13-18 years):

1st place: Ishanee Chanda for the story “Sisterhood,” selected for being “brilliantly written with attention
to detail” and “nicely brings out the struggle a younger sibling faces when the older one leaves home for
college.” Itis “well-written” and addresses the subject of “contemporary Indian diaspora.”

First runner-up: Shivani Misra for the article “Work with the TOS,” selected for being a “great, uplifting
article wherein the author has taken up social work and has overcome the obstacles and helped those in
need.” The article is “inspiring, motivated, well written and fact based.”

Second runner-up: Shweta Sahu for the “Poetry Compilation,” selected for being “great poems, very
insightful.” The author uses “engaging, vivid words and imagery to describe a variety of topics.”

Winners in the Junior category (ages 7-12 years):

1% place: Ayusha Acharya for the poem “When May the Lotus Flower Bloom,” selected for “original
thought” and “choice of theme—the issues of the day brought out in this poem is a delight to read.”

First runner-up: Suvam Nayak for the article “My Week with Gandhi,” selected for being “nicely written
with great originality.” The article is “articulate”, “displays self-reflection”, and “the true meaning of
Mahatma or the 'Great soul' and his influence of "truth" on this young author is clearly evident in this
article.”

Second runner-up (tie): Sahara Rout for the story “My Exotic Trip to Libya,” selected for “use of
imagination, word choice, and original thought.” The story is told with “engaging description.”

Second runner-up (tie): Sanjana Senapati for the story “Kenduguda,” selected for “creating vivid imagery
through engaging word choice.” The author is able to create a “picture with words.”

Selection Committee:

Mr. Bibek Das
Mr. Satya Pattanaik
Mrs. Anna Mishra

Administrator, Meghna Memorial Award Trust:

Mr. Santosh Kar
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The 43rd Annual Convention Committees
Some of the many contributors to the 2012 Convention — we apologize for any errors or omissions.

Budget and Finance
Pradeep Sahoo
Amulya Das
Satyakam

Fund Raising
Amulya Das

Priyadarsan Patra
Sandip Dasverma
Sishu Shankar
Annapurna Pandey
Sushanta Satpathy
Kuku Das

Pradeep Sahoo
Rakesh Patnaik
Kirti Mohapatra

Registration and

Marketing
Pradeep Sahoo

Priyadarsan Patra
Satyakam

Amulya Das
Renuka Mishra
Sandip K. Dasverma
Samita Satpathy
Amrita Mishra
Ratna Ray

Cultural

Mitali Monalisa
Anu Patra

Seema Choudry
Rakesh Patnaik
Manoranjan Mishra
Bikram Mohanty
Surya Senapathi
Ratna Roy
Sangeeta Katha
Manas Mohanty
Chinmaya Panda
Sachala Das
Sasmita Sahoo
Samita Satapathy
Soumya Nanda

2012 OSA Journal: Credits

Convener: Amulya Das
Co-Conveners: Rakesh Patnaik, Pradeep Sahoo

Prangya Nanda

Manoranjan Acharya

Sriradha Mohanty
Manoj Rath

Event /Program

Management
Amulya Das

Pradeep Sahoo
Rakesh Patnaik
DK Ray
Ansuman Kar
Rashmi

Logistics

DK Ray

Nihar Dash
Rashmi Patnaik
Pradeep Sahoo
Rakesh Patnaik
Bikram Mohanty
Sai Patra

Food & Hospitality
DK Ray

Nihar Dash
Monalisa Rath
Sachala Das

Jyoti Rout
Anshuman Kar

Guest Selection &

OSA Awards
Priyadarsan Patra
Amulya Das
Annapurna Pandey
Sandip K. Dasverma
Kuku Das

Seminars, breakout

sessions
Pranabesh Dash
Sandip Dasverma
Annapurna Pandey
Amar Pani

Cover Art (Front Cover): Alisa Das, Age 13
0OSA2012 logo (Back Cover): Rakesh Patnaik, Priyadarsan Patra, Manoranjan Acharya, Amrita Satpathy

Sujata Patnaik
Gagan Panigrahi
Bigyani Das

Chita Baral

Abani Patra
Gopal Mohapatra
Sanat Patnaik
Sushant Routroy
Sukant Mohapatra
Josna Mishra
Mamata Mishra
Nirmala Dash
Anu Patra

Ranjan Dash
Barnali Dasverma
Sibani Das
Atreya Dash

Symposium
Pranabesh Dash

Stage Preparation,

Light and Audio
Rakesh Patnaik
Bikram Mohanty
Chinmay Panda
Surya Senapathi
Debu Panda

Venue & Interior
Decoration
Rashmi Patnaik
Samita Satpathy
Deepa Nanda
Ratna M.
Trupti Pradhan
Daisy Ray

Script-writing/Emcees

Debu Panda

Sibani Das
Manoranjan Mishra
Manoj Rath

Mitali Das

Mamta Mishra

Photography, Video,
Media,
Communication

Manoj Rath

Sangram Mohapatra

Web and Graphics
Priyadarsan Patra
Manoranjan Acharya
Rakesh Patnaik
Amrita Satpathy

Youth/ Sports
Sibani Das

Prachi Mishra
Suchi Pahi

Adarsh Patra
Mudra Choudury
Kelly Lampear-Dash
Sujata Sullivan
Sahara Rout

Souvenir & Directory
Swaroop Mishra
Anna Mishra

Debu Panda
Manoranjan Mishra
Swapnalata Mishra

Extended team
Annapurna Pandey
Tapan Padhi
Gagan Panigrahi
Leena Mishra
Sushant Satpathy
Bigyani Das

Sukant Mohapatra
Lalatendu Mohanty
Suchitra Patnaik
Gayatri Joshi

Kuku Das

Prasanna Pati



2012 OSA Convention: Sponsors and Donors

The below list reflects known sponsors and donors as of June 14, 2012. We regret any omissions, and warmly
thank all the supporters of the 2012 Convention.

SPONSORS

Presidential Circle Sponsors (55000 and up) Premier Circle Sponsors (52500 and up)

Aditya Birla Management Corp. Pvt. Ltd. —
Artist Sponsor

Boeing USA

Ignis Technology Solution, India (Pledged)
RSB Transmission Group — For Education
OTV, Odisha TV

e LB Infosys and The Water Oasis
e  Pratik Chand Parakh

DONORS

Diamond Level Donors (52000 and up)

Devi Mishra

Platinum Level Donors ($1000 and up)

Hariarjun Patro
Priyaranjan Mohapatra
SitaKantha Dash

Gold Level Donors ($500 and up)

Barnali Dasverma

Debabrata Panda

Mitali Monalisa

Pradeep Sahoo

Rakesh Patnaik

Saroj K. Behera

Self Service Solutions — Boston, MA
(Pledged)

Sradhananda (Dan) Mishra

Uma Mishra

Silver Level Donors (5200 and up)

Amiya Nayak

D.K. Ray

Ghanashyam Mishra

Kasturee Mohapatra — Artist Sponsor
Kirtan Behera

Lalu Mansinha — Artist Sponsor
Mana Ranjan Pattnayak
Ramesh C. Mishra

Sandip Dasverma

Sudam Sahoo

Tinty Tots

Sumit Mohanty

Sushant Satpathy
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Silver Level Donors ($100 and up)
e Babru Bahan Samal
e Gyana Patnaik
e  Prasanta K. Pattnaik — Artist Sponsor
e Priyaranjan Mohapatra
e Surya K Mishra
e Tarini P. Dash

Donors ($50 and up)
e Nirode Mohanty — Artist Sponsor
e  Priyadarsan Patra

Donors ($25 and up)
e Nirmala Dash
e Amiya K Mohanty
e Amulya Das
e DKRay
e Dilep Nayak
e  Gagan Panigrahi
e Jyotsna Pattnaik
e Manmath Nayak
e Manoranjan Mishra
e  Pranabesh Dash
e Prasanna Pati
e Prasanta K. Misra
e Pratap Mishra
e Rajesh Dash
e Ravijeet Das
e Sarat Misro
e Satya Mahanti
e  Sibani Das
e  Sujay Singh
e  Sumit Mohanty
e  Surya Pattanaik
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THE ORISSA FOUNDATION

Grants and Sponsorships

Sahaya—institution for mentally handicapped in Cuttack

Institute of Orissan Culture

SCB Medical College Library—lifetime grant

Basundhara—7 year support ended 2002

Ravenshaw Collegiate School, Cuttack—computer center (teaching 4t to
10t grades) and library renovation

Orissa Dance Academy (Guru Gangadhar Pradhan) and Konarak Dance
Festival—to promote and preserve Orissa dance styles (1985-2006)
Kala Vikash Kendra, Cuttack

BKMM Eye Hospital, Dhenkanal—prevention and cure of blindness:
Dec. 2006 to present 14,000 cataracts operated, giving back the vision
Orissa Development Seminars in OSA Conventions (for the last ten
years)

Prof. Jatindra Mohanty (5 grants for review publications in Oriya
literature)

JOGA, Washington, DC (for training of secondary school teachers in
Dhenkanal and Angul districts)

1t and 2" Odissi Dance Festivals (Washington, DC)—third Odissi
Festival (International) in Bhubaneswar, Orissa 2011

Aamara Biswas, Orissa, Mrs. Jayashree (Ranu) Mahanti,
www.aamarabiswas.org —major grants

Prachi Youth Organization, Kakatpuri, Orissa—in areas of health and
education in rural villages.

i e
e

Information: dmisra@knology.net / 256-883-5499
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? Sk It wasn't mere engineering that made
US an ace In engineering.

It’s not easy being RSB Group. Of course, it has taken us 37
years and |3 state-of-the-art manufacturing plants worldwide to
be revered as a global engineering organization. But, it has also
taken us a lot more to tug at the heartstrings of people all over
the world.

From adopting villages and schools neighbouring our plants to
saving lives in inaccessible regions, from reaching out to people
during natural calamities to saving the environment, from
conserving water to empowering women the world over; we
have joyfully endeavoured to love from our heart and think from
our head simultaneously.

RSB Transmissions (I) Ltd., our flagship company is one of the
leaders in Automotive Systems and Construction, Mining &
Infrastructure Equipment Aggregates globally. Our Group
Company, RSB Metaltech (P) Ltd. is currently embarking on
an ambitious mines-to-metal Integrated Aluminium Project in
Odisha, which is under implementation. It will bring immense
development and employment opportunities to the State.

As a proud member of the dynamic Odia
community, we are pleased to be a partner
of the OSA 2012 Convention of the Odia
Diaspora. And, we know, our work at the
grassroots has helped us reach the top.

www.sixinches.in

RSB TRANSMISSIONS (1) LTD. RSB TRANSMISSIONS NA, INC. “"S‘
Corporate Office: Ubale Nagar, Nagar Road, Wagholi, 24425 West M 60 Homer 49245, USA. |I‘, R s B
Pune - 412 207. | Tel: +91 203064 2100 | Fax: +91 20 3064 2101 Tel: +001 517 5684171 | Fax: +001 517 5684174 S

Where Dreams are Responsibilities




Qdisha
Television
network

Redefining TV viewing in Odisha and beyond
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A 265 beded Multi - Super Specialty
state of the art hospital, promoted mostly
by NRI Oriya doctors since 1998.

Services:

- Specialized tertiary care in all the branches of medicine and surgery.
- Advanced specialized care in:

Adult and Pediatric ICU, Arthroscopic,

Joint Replacement, Hand surgery, Cardio - Thoracic,

Nephrology, Kidney Transplantation, Interventional Cardiology,
Interventional Radiology, Neuro Surgeries, Spine Surgeries,

Cosmetic Surgeries, O&G, Endocrinology, Neurology, Urology,
Oncology & surgery, Gastroenterology, General Surgery, ENT, Dental,
Ophthalmology, Plastic Surgery, Dialysis, Pulmonology

Advance Diagnostic Services:
Pathology with Hormone Assay, 1.5 Tesla MRI, 6 Slice Spiral CT Scan with 3D,
500 mA Digital X-Ray, Ultrasonography, Color Doppler, Mammography,
EEG & EMG, ECG & TMT, PFT, Audiometry, Endoscopy, Cath lab.
Other Services: Value Add Services.

Critical Care Ambulance

Air Ambulance
Ambulance EMS No: 0674 - 2301724

KALINGA HOSPITAL  py

Chandrasekharpur, Bhubaneswar, Orissa - 751 023

oo

An ISO 901

Ph: 0674 - 2300570, 2300997, B mail: kelinga@sanchamet in, www kalingahospital.com Cortiiod Hospital




2012 OSA Journal OSA Today
OSA Today

OSA Administration (2011-2013)
OSA National Administration
! National Staff Members
? Members of Executive Council
? Board of Governors

Position Name Email Phone
President™*’ Dr. Annapurna Pandey Adpandeyl01@gmail.com 831-427-1232
Vice President™*? Kuku Das kukudas@hotmail.com 408-844-8338
Secretaryl'z’3 Leena Mishra leenamishra@hotmail.com 301-610-2098
Treasurer~*” Sushant Satpathy susant.satpathy@gmail.com 630-416-6259
Editor-in-Chief"* Sridhar Rana sridhar_rana@yahoo.com 908-269-5264
Co-Editor™’ Dr. Julie Acharya Ray ankapa67@yahoo.com 807-415-9490
Past President™’ Dr. Bigyani Das bigyanidas_osa@yahoo.com 410-531-7445

Chapter Presidents

4Representatives (No Vote)

Chapter Name Chapter Head Email Phone
Chicago Jhara Das jharadas@yahoo.com 630-904-6208
Grand Canyon Chapter Debasis Panda dpanda@cox.net 480-963-5914
Maryland - Virginia Anadi Naik acnaik@aol.com 410-489-5887
Michigan Pitabasa Panda span3243@gmail.com 248-438-1486
Minnesota/Northwest Sarat Mohapatra4 saja0702@yahoo.com 651-739-0426
New England Nihar Nanda nihar09@gmail.com 978-274-5021

New York-New Jersey

Prabhat Mohapatra

yeshu_prabhat@hotmail.com

732-438-6666

Ohio

Arata Tran Rout

Arata.Rout@gmail.com

614-855-3720

Ozark (central)

Radhagobinda Mohanty

rmohastat@charter.net

636-220-6588

Pacific Northwest

Priyadarsan Patra

priyadarsan.patra@gmail.com

503-617-0667

South East Bidhu Das bidhudas2003@yahoo.com 919-367-2844
Southern Amar K. Pani amarkpani@gmail.com 901-372-0555
South-West Gopal Mohapatra gkmohapatra@gmail.com 281-807-6787
Washington, DC Gatikrishna Tripathy gatikrishnat@gmail.com 703-579-6583
Canada Sabita Panigrahi sabitapanigrahi@rogers.com 416-223-2756

Committees and Associated Members (2011-2013)

Various OSA Committees constitute the real force in OSA. Committee activities are planned for effective
contribution of the organization to its members and its roots. OSA cannot sustain without their volunteering
support. The committee members are appointed by OSA President and elected officials to look after specific OSA
programs and activities of their interest and expertise. For more on committees please refer to
http://www.orissasociety.org/osaftp01/committee.htm.

We encourage our members to come forward, volunteer, support and help us in building this organization stronger
and more active. Please volunteer to be a member of any of the following committees if you have knowledge,
skills, interest, ideas and expertise to make a lasting positive contribution. Yes, together we can make a strong and
stable OSA!

Bl



2012 OSA Journal

OSA Today

Committee Members
Advisory & Amiya Mohanty
Planning Saroj Behera
Committee

Committee

Members

Chapter Relations

Lalatendu Mohanty
Pitambar Sarangi
Tapan Padhi

OSA & Odisha

Abani Patra

Amiya Nayak
Annapurna Pandey
(coordinator)

Jit Goel

Nishikant Sahoo
Sushant Routray

Convention
Management

Lalatendu Mohanty
Tapan Padhi

OSA Grievance
Committee

Nick Patnaik
Panchanan Satpathy
Anjalika Pattnaik

Cultural

Kuku Das
Gayatri Joshi
Lata Mishra
Anu Biswal

OSAnet Moderation

Manoj Padhi
Sunil Sabat

Finance

Sushant Satpathy (chair as
the treasurer of OSA)
Naba Kar

Salil Mishra

OSA Website & Web
Content Management
(Policy and strategy)

Bikash Panda
Leena Mishra

Let's Learn Odia

Kuku Das (coordinator)
Prashant Sahoo (Advisor)
Satya Pattanaik (Advisor)
Arata Rout

Leena Mishra

Sabita Panigrahi
Swapnalata Mishra

Public Relations

Priyadarshan Patra

Trupti Dash
Membership Jay Narayan Bhuyan
Drive Manoj Padhi

Pratap Das

Radhagobinda Mohanty

Women’s issues

Annapurna Pandey
(coordinator)
Mamata Mishra
Ranu Mohanty

Secretary’s Report

Youth

Kelly Lamphear-Dash
Ankita Mohanty

Each day presents an opportunity to develop new and creative ways to responsibly manage OSA and to
change the way OSA does business. The most gratifying part of serving the organization for me is the opportunity it
provides to meet with a broad range of proud Odia people who tries to make a difference in Odisha and for Odias

in North America.

As a part of my responsibility | discuss with chapter representatives and our valued members regarding
many issues, suggestions and concerns that they have. | learn about the successes of the activities in which they
have an interest, and | learn about the challenges they face. | learn about how OSA is helping people, and | learn
about how OSA could be doing better.

Through this process, | am always struck by the important role OSA plays in people’s lives. | am amazed
by what OSA means to people — whether it’s helping their kids get a good Odia Culture; helping their family get a
feeling of being at home; helping someone in trouble get in touch with his family members back in Odisha; helping
a child who has not been to Odisha for years know how to do Chanda Puja in Kumar Purnima; helping a distressed
parent find the whereabouts of their son/daughter in North America; helping make our women to come forward
and be a leader; helping to support our businesses to invest in Odisha; grow and create jobs and helping in many,

many other ways.
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Accomplishments of 2011-2012
1. Apart from other accomplishment as reported in president’s report, at least five chapters conducted
elections this year and new representatives have taken office.
2. Participation of BOG members in BOG meetings has been increased noticeably.
3. OSA national is in the process of reaching out to BOG members to find out their suggestion about how
OSA can be helpful to them.
4. 2013 convention to be held in Chicago.

Future Goals

e 1000 family members Community: We seek your help to increase OSA’s membership strength. We need
100 more members to reach our goal.

e Membership Benefits: It is very important to reach our first goal in order to have any membership
benefits in place for the members of OSA. We invite volunteers to help us attain this goal.

e  Value Addition proposal: OSA will be happy to receive proposals for any value addition to OSA’s profile.

e  Establishment of a cultural guideline for inviting guests for convention: Some passionate volunteers are
working on this initiative.

e  Promotion of Champu/Chhanda in each Chapter: We need volunteers from every chapter to take this
initiative and help us implement in every chapter to preserve our heritage.

e Improvement on Chapter Relationship: We are working hard with all chapter representatives to build a
healthy relationship between OSA national and the chapters. OSA is currently developing some proposals
which will help strengthen the relationship further.

e  Create a handbook for the OSA officials: This initiative was taken by the past office bearers of OSA. We
see a great value in this and would like to take it forward & have it ready for our future officials to follow.

With great joy, | present the humanitarian work of Oriya Community in North America through ‘OSA’
which is powered by motivated individuals, who are trying to make a difference. The future of OSA depends on our
volunteerism for OSA activities. The tasks are challenging, but highly rewarding too. It helps us learn leadership
skills, time management skills, communication skills as well as social skills. On behalf of the OSA, | request all the
members and prospective members to come forward and be an active member and take the responsibility of OSA.
I also request all the parents of the young generations to encourage their kids to be a part of OSA and help us keep
OSA alive for another generation and be proud of ourselves for making our heritage our pride.

Since you have traveled so far along with me — | believe you care about the business of the Orissa Society
of the Americas. Please contact me if you need any further information and I'll be more than happy to help you.

Long Live OSA.

Sincerely,
Leena Mishra
Secretary, OSA

Highlights of OSA Activities (July 2011 - June 2012)

Greetings and welcome to the 43" OSA convention of the Orissa Society of the Americas in Seattle. Let
me share with you some of our accomplishments and the initiatives we have undertaken in the last year:

Flood Relief Drive Raised $15K: As you all know, more than 2.7 million people in Odisha lost their homes and
access to clean drinking water in last summer’s severe floods. Led by our treasurer, Sushant Satpathy, OSA initiated
a massive fundraising drive that raised $15K to help with flood relief. Kudos to the OSA volunteers for
spearheading and contributing to this project!
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OSA Membership Increased by 10+%: In the last year, OSA membership has gone from 800 families to 900 families.
We’re thrilled to welcome the new members to our OSA community.

Increased Communication via OSAnet and OSA’s website: OSAnet has been revitalized to make it easier for OSA
members to contribute their ideas and input. Our website is also in the process of becoming more interactive. We
would like to thank our OSAnet moderators Manoj Padhi and Sunil Sabat, and our web administrator Bikas Panda
for their exemplary service.

Additional Contributors for Utkarsa, OSA’s Quarterly Newsletter: Joining Utkarsa Editors Sridhar Rana and Julie
Acharya Ray, who have continued their great work, are two new contributors:

e  Dr. Babru Samal is now the Special Editor; he put together a special Utkarsa issue focused on “The
Immigrant Experience” in March 2012.

e Ankita Mohanty, a young graduate of the University of Michigan, has joined the editorial board of Utkarsa
as our Youth Editor; she represents the second-generation Odia youth and will bring fresh ideas and new
perspectives reflecting her age group.

Please check the newsletter out at http://www.orissasociety.org/osaftp01/index.htm.

OSA-Odisha Development Committee and Odisha Higher Education Workshops: The OSA — Odisha Development
Committee has been strategizing ways to revitalize various sectors of higher education in Odisha. OSA has already
organized one workshop on Higher Education opportunities for students in Odisha; it was held at Utkal University
in Vani Vihar. A video of this workshop is available on the orisasociety.org. We are planning a second workshop at
the OSA convention in Seattle and a third workshop in the Western region of Odisha in December 2012.

New Chapter Presidents: There are 15 OSA chapters around the country. Please join me in welcoming the following
new local chapter presidents this year:

e  Mr. Prabhat Mahapatra , President of NYNJ chapter

e Mr. Pitabasa Panda, President of Michigan chapter

e  Mr. Nihar Nanda, President of New England chapter

e Mr. Subodh Samal, President of North West chapter

e  Mrs. Jhara Das, President of Chicago chapter

e Mrs. Sujata Nayak, President of the Maryland/ Virginia chapter

e  Mr. Pramod Mohapatra of Chattanooga (Tennessee), President of the Southern chapter
You will find details on local chapters online at: http://www.orissasociety.org/osaftp01/osachapters.htm

Champu, Chhanda and QOdissi initiative (CCO): OSA has financed the production of a CCO Karaoke 2 CD set that is
now available. The CD set includes 10 songs with accompanying karaoke versions. | would like to thank Mrs. Lata
Misra for the promotion of CCO.

Changes to the OSA Constitution Are Under Review: There has been some debate regarding loopholes in the
present constitution. We have asked a team of Odia leaders and the Board of Governors to look into this and
suggest modifications. Once the suggestions have been approved by the BOG, they will be sent to all our members
for their feedback. Finally, we will send get it reviewed by an attorney before bringing it to the GBM at the
2012/2013 OSA convention.

2012 OSA Annual Convention — July 5-7 in Seattle: The annual OSA Convention is the highlight of our year. Itis
OSA’s annual showcase event and attracts Odias from all over North Americas, Odisha, and around the world. The
convention team has worked hard to put together a convention to remember. Here’s a sneak peek:
e  Chief Guest Vidushi Sunanda Patnaik, an eminent Indian classical singer of Gwalior Gharana from Odisha,
considered one of the great dames of Hindustani classical music
e  Cultural performances by talents such as Prafulla Kar, Trupti Das, Sangita Gosain, Adyasha Das and
Susmita Das
e Many choices for the children, youth and the second-generation adult Odias - including mehefil,
discussions, the Subrina Biswal competition in Performing Arts, and the Samik Singh Kalinga
Entrepreneurship Award competition.
¢ Keynote speaker Sj. Malay Mishra, the High Commissioner of India to Trinidad and Tobago since 2009.
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e  Guest of Honor Baijayant Panda, the member of the parliament and many other dignitaries will also
attend.
For complete information on convention program plans, please visit the convention page at www.o0sa2012.org.

2013 OSA Election Planning: The 2012-2013 OSA election process will kick off during the annual convention. If you
are interested in an OSA leadership position, the convention is the time for you to start campaigning.

OSA Awards: The 2012 OSA awards have been managed by OSA Vice President Kuku Das. Mr. Sourjya Khandai has
handled the award nominations very well in the role of Award Coordinator.

OSA’s Finance: OSA’s annual financial report will be provided by the Treasurer in a separate document. OSA is a
volunteer-run organization.

OSA Committees: Various committees have been formed in the last year to spearhead specific OSA initiatives.
Among them are:

e  (OSA Language Committee and Cultural Propagation Committee — Kuku Das, the Vice President of OSA
heads the Odia Language Committee and Mrs. Gayatri Joshi heads the Cultural Committee. The goal is to
promote Odia language and culture and create Odia learning material and media that could impact Odias
of various age groups.

e Chapter Relations and Activities Committee — All the fifteen chapters have been very active in various
cultural and educational activities. We have introduced a new chapter relations committee led by Leena
Mishra, secretary of OSA. She and her committee members are working very hard to achieve better
collaboration between chapters and the OSA national. Thanks to Leena Mishra, the South East chapter led
by Bidhu Das and the North West chapter led by Subodh Samal have been reenergized and are playing
active role in strengthening the OSA community. Kudos to Leena Mishra and her committee for playing an
important role in team building.

e OSA Grievance Committee — Our newly instituted Grievance Committee consists of Nick Patnaik, Dr.
Panchanan Satpathy and Dr. Anjalika Pattnaik.

e  Youth committee — Engaging OSA Youth: We are thankful to Kelly Lamphear-Dash who has shown interest
in coordinating  OSA youth activities. Suchi Pahi and Ankita Mohanty are two-second generation OSA
youth volunteers in the committee and will soon start planning for OSA events that the youth would
appreciate. If your children would like to be involved, please pass them the message.

e Women's Committee: Mamata Mishra, the Women’s Committee Chair as well as the organizer of the
Women’s Forum at the 2011 OSA convention, has kept the conversation going throughout the year. Here
are some highlights:

- Ongoing discussions on the OSA Women’s Forum yahoo group and the Facebook group. Anyone
can join the yahoo group at http://health.groups.yahoo.com/group/OSAWomenForum/.

— Two articles published in Utkarsa

— The creation of a Q&A document answering questions about domestic violence. This was posted
to the yahoo group.

- Alocal Women’s Forum meetup, organized in Houston, focused on communication styles and
how to communicate with empathy and assertiveness. Yunuen Perez Vertti, the maker of the film
Aparajita which was screened at OSA WF 2011, volunteered to film the workshop.

- Two Odia women from the U.S. participated in the Mahila Shanti Sena (MSS) state convention in
Odisha; one of these women wrote about her experience in the 2012 OSA journal.

—  Mayara Kahani, a skit that was presented at OSA WF 11, was very well received and we received
more than one request to take the message to a wider audience and present it at the Drama
Festival. Prachi Behera of Austin organized it at the Regional Drama Festival at Dallas.

- Some OSA officers - current and past - have continued to show interest and support to start a
helpline. We will need the support and commitment of local leaders to make this possible.

For a full list of committees, their objectives & members, please visit the OSA website: www.orissasociety.org

Drama Festival 2012: Two OSA chapters — Michigan and Texas — hosted drama festival events this spring. Please
check the following web page for details: http://www.orissasociety.org/osaftp01/dramafestival.htm
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We are looking for new OSA Legal Counsel: Since 2011, Mr. Nick Patnaik has served OSA through pro-bono legal
counsel. Now Nick Patnaik has taken a new job, which may not allow him to work as the legal counsel for OSA. We
are now looking for a new legal counsel. Please let us know if you would be interested in providing that service to
your community.

Sincerely,
OSA National Executives (2011-2013)

Recent Chapter Activities

Report from OSA SW Chapter
By Gopal Mohapatra

The southern warmth in an Odiya heart keeps the OSA southwest chapter turning like a wheel throughout
the year. We started this year with preparations for the drama festival which was held on 14th April in Dallas. The
University of North Texas (UNT) auditorium (arranged by Dr. Niranjan Tripathy) was the venue and there were
more than hundred members attending the festival.

Kids from Dallas opened the festival with a dance drama “Bandhu Mohanty”, which was heart touching.
This was followed by four humorous dramas presented by members from Austin (Tahele Kiye), Houston (Item Girl),
Arkansas (Paisa ra maya, karuchi baya) and Dallas (Akala Kushmanda). All these dramas excelled in originality,
acting and above all humor. The festival started with laughter and ended with it. Austin folks also presented a
short heart-touching skit called Maya ra kahani. Dallas folks led by Debasis Chanda, Saroj Mohapatra, and Tapan
Padhi did an excellent job in conducting the festival.

Different cities are now gearing up to celebrate Raja festival in June and also Ratha jatra towards the end
of the month. While Austin Odiyas would be celebrating Ratha Jatra in Austin Hindu Temple, Houston Odiyas
would be doing the same in India House and Dallas folks in the Dallas Hindu temple. Ratha Jatra now has become
part of the key festivals done by Indian diaspora in these cities because of the effort of enthusiastic volunteers.

Houston Odiyas are also working towards their goal of establishing the Orissa Culture Center. While the
land has been acquired and architectural plans been drawn, much more is left to be done in terms of arranging the
resources and execution. The work is ongoing and hopefully Odiyas from all across Americas and Odisha would
help in this project.

Report from OSA Southern Chapter
By Amar Pani

Greetings from OSA-Southern Chapter!

The OSA-Southern Chapter hosted its
annual picnic and nightly social gathering on April
26th 2012. Saturday morning at 11:00 AM,
members, non-members, family, and friends from
places such as Atlanta, Birmingham, Chattanooga,
Huntsville, Memphis and Nashville all gathered at
David Crocket State Park located near Huntsville, AL
and Nashville, TN. To begin the picnic, everyone
enjoyed appetizers such as Masala Mudhi, chips &
salsa, and a friendly game of Frisbee followed that.
At 1:30 PM, lunch was catered by the Indian At 3:30 PM, Southern Chapter President
restaurant Sitar, based in Huntsville. Not to mention,
the marvelous BBQ chicken cooked by Biyat, Shooag
and Tushar (all Mohantys) and Pradipta Das was a
popular choice among the ladies.

Amar K. Pani kept the fun rolling by organizing the
cultural show. Everyone was given ample time to
freshen up, and at 4:00 PM, all persons gathered in
the meeting room. The show started with a stunning
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Ganesh Bhajan & dance performed by the duo Sheya
and Riti Mohanty from NJ, followed by a ravishing
dance from the twin sisters, Yashi & Yuti. At 7:30
PM, the dinner buffet was opened, courtesy of the
park restaurant.
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After a long wait, there wasn’t a single soul
that did not want to hear the guest singer that
would be performing that evening; the melodious
and harmonious Mrs. Rity Mohanty kicked things off
with a beautiful bhajan followed by the Rabgabati.
After finishing that, the audience coaxed her into an
encore. She performed a duet with Mr. Shooga
Mohanty and her daughter as well. To give our
singer some time to rest, our mini band comprised of
Mr. Pramod Mohapatra, her beautiful daughter
Babuli and Mr. Tushar Mohanty provided the
audience with some enlightened musical
extravaganzas. Finally, the show ended the next day
with Lord Jaganath Bhanas, performed by the guest
singer Mrs. Riti Mohanty at the Jaganath temple of
Huntsville, organized by Mrs. Minati Praharaj, Dr.
Sarat Praharaj and the temple trustees.
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Report from CANOSA
By Sabita Panigrahi

Celebration of Bishuba Milana and Queen’s Diamond Jubilee

It was a beautiful long weekend Saturday afternoon in Toronto. Odias of all ages in Greater Toronto
gathered at the Chinguacousy Secondary School auditorium in Brampton to celebrate Bishuba Milana along with
four decades of Odias in Canada under the banner of the Canada Odisha Society of Americas (CANOSA).
Concurrently Queen’s Diamond Jubilee was also celebrated. The program started in the afternoon and the children
were entertained with a magic show. They were treated with balloons of different shapes and colors. Beautiful
posters made by children for the occasion were displayed.

The evening cultural program started with National anthem of Canada and India. The children did a
wonderful job by singing both countries anthems. It was organized by Sudeshna Pattanaik. The President of the
society Mrs. Sabita Panigrahi commenced the celebration by addressing the audience. She emphasised the
benefits of multiculturalism under the Queen of Canada. The
atmosphere was filled with joy and excitement. The minister of
Government Services of Ontario Mr. Harinder Takhar and Ms D.
Charandasi, Consul and Head of Chancery, Consulate General of
India in Toronto graced the occasion as chief guest and speaker
respectively. Both guests took the time to thank the volunteers and
dedicated members of our community, and thanked them for the
contributions they have made to the Odia community, province of
Ontario and Canada. Seniors of the community were recognised with
plaques for their contribution to the multicultural society of Canada
under Her Majesty’s reign. They were Prof Sri Gopal Mohanty, Prof.
Lalu Manasinha, Prof. Arjun Purohit, Prof Arta Dash, Prof Rabi
Kanungo, Prof. J. P. Das, Mr Manaranjan Pattanayak, Mr Pratap Pattanaik and Prof Antaryami Nayak. The
recipients were greeted to the stage with the sound of Mridanga and Jhanja which added lots of fun to the
atmosphere. The artistic director of Chitralekha Odissi Dance Creations (CODC), Mrs Chitralekha Patnaik was
specially recognised for her contribution to Canadian Art through Odissi dance. A souvenir was published for the
occasion, celebrating the last forty years of Odia activities in Canada.
It was inaugurated by the honorable minister. The evening
entertainment was full of drama performances and dance. The
cultural program started with the opening song Utkal Arati, a poem
written by Gagan Panigrahi describing the glory of the state of
Odisha. Sabita Panigrahi, Nandita Gantayet, Nibedita Pattanaik,
Bijoylaxmi Pal, Rinki Mohapatra and Swapna Patro participated in
the song. It was organized by Sabita Panigrahi.

That followed the children drama Ekalavya. It was written
by Sumitra Padhi and directed by Nibedita Pattanaik. Young couples
walked to the tune
of song “I love my
Odisha”. The ladies proudly displayed Sambalpuri, Bomkai and
Pasapalli sarees and the men displayed Pipili work during the show
which generated lots of clapping from the audience. The
participants were Abani Pattanayak and Rashmi Das, Amitabh
Mohanty and Sudeshna Pattanaik, Prasad Rao and Sarojini
Mohanty, Prasant and Debasmita Sahoo, Debashish Nanda and
Debashrita Kar, Gopal and Parasmita Rao. It was organized and
choreographed by Rashmi Das. Musical ensemble organized by
Pratap Satapathy thrilled the audience. The participants were
Ankita Nayak on harmonium, Chandan Pattanaik on tabla, Srujani
Das piano, Ronit Nayak on Saxaphone and Sudikshya Bisoyi on

Mohanty
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guitar and picollo. Odia skit “Sahitya Chasha” by Rashmi Das and Abani Pattanayak was hilarious and entertaining.
It was written by Nayati Mohanty.

Finally, the invited artists Devraj Patnaik and Ellora
Patnaik entertained the audience with their mesmerising
performance of Odissi, a classical dance form of India. The items
were Bihari Pallavi and Dasavatara. Medallions were given to the
children who participated in the show. It was a wonderful event
showcasing the talents of our Odia community and our culture
through spectacular performances of drama, art, song and dance.
The program was possible due to the financial support from
Bhagaban
Panigrahi, . : _—
Dinabandhu Rath, T ooty e s
Hara & Sumitra Padhi, Niranjan & Nalini Mishra, Subhendu &
Nandita Gantayet, Anandita Kumar, Satyajit and Nibedita Pattanaik,
Sabita and Gagan Panigrahi, Suvendu and Prachi Mishra, Sudeshna
Patnaik & Amitabh Mohanty, Manoj Panda and Rinki Mohapatra,
Subash and Sabita Bisoyi, Sujata Patnaik and Ashok Das, Pradeep
Pradhan, Jyoti Maharana and Canadian Heritage fund. The whole
event was organized by Sabita Panigrahi, Niranjan Mishra and
Sudeshna Patnaik.

o
4

KHLULD

Participation in OSA Regional Drama Festival in Michigan
CANOSA members participated in the Northern
Regional Drama Festival organized by OSA, Michigan. The drama
“Sahitya Chasha” was presented and it was well appreciated by
everybody. Mr Abani Pattanayak and Rashmi Das performed in

the play which was written by Mrs Niyati Mohanty.

Regional Drama Festivals
By Sandip Dasverma, on behalf of the Coordinators

OSA partly financed each festival and it has been a big success. Since last July, the organizers have held
the following five festivals:

Dates Regional Location Participants Coordinator Chapter
Festival President
Sept. 3, 2011 North-East  Columbus, OH MI Chapter, CanOSA, Saswata Aratatrana

Ohio Chapter

Mohapatra  Rout

Oct. 29-30, 2011 Eastern Wayne, NJ NY/NJ Chapter, OSA Lalatendu Lalatendu
NE & DC Chapter Mohanty Mohanty
Nov. 5, 2011 Midwest Chicago, IL Chicago Chapter & Gyana R. Bob Parida
Cleveland, OH Pattnayak
Apr. 14, 2012 Southern Dallas, TX AK, Houston, Dallas Debasish Gopal
and Austin Chand Mohapatra
May 12, 2012 Northern Flint, Ml MI Chapter, CanOSA Swapnalata Pitabasa
and Cleveland, OH Rath Panda
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New OSA Benefactor, Patron, Life and 5-year members (July, 2011 - April 30th, 2012)

BENEFACTOR MEMBERS

Shaikh and Amirunnessa Haque, CA

Sushant and Namrata Patnaik, CA, Benefactor

LIFE MEMBERS

Debasish and Mausumi Chanda, TX
Gautam and Monika Das, TX

Sanjaya Das and Lucy Patnaik, TX
Priyaranjan Dash and Amita Sahu, TX
Sandeep and Mousumi Mahapatra, TX
Suvankar Mishra and Alka Patra, TX
Debasis and Sasmita Mohanty, TX
Jayant and Shernaz Mohanty, TX
Deepak and Prachi Mohapatra, TX
Ashok and Sarojini Nayak, TX

Manoj and Subhashree Nanda, TX
Sribachha and Monalisa Panda, TX
Shovan Prusty and Suchismita Sahoo, TX
Aswinee Rath and Yunuen Perezvertti, TX
Subhendu Rath and Satyasmita Tripathy, TX
Nabaghana and Binita Tripathy, TX
Siddhartha and Ranjeeta Rath, LA
Nalinkant and Suchismita Sahoo, MA
Saradakanta Panda , FL

Dr Sunita Kanumury, NJ

Subrata and Anu Acharya, TX

Pankaj Patra and Chayanika Prusty, TX
Sukant Mohapatra , TX

Pranabesh Dash and Mitali Monalisa, OR
Rakesh Patnaik and Sangeeta Katha, WA
Niranjan Senapati and Itishree Bastia, MA
Ratna Roy and David Capers, WA
Mitrabhanu Sahu, WA

Swaroop and Anna Mishra, WA

Ashok and Pushpanjali Jena, CA

Sandip and Anita Biswal, CA

Marc Dareau and Pragati Misro, CA
Prasanna and Sarita Mohanty, CA

Brian T Feeley and Sarina Behera, CA
Reina Haque and Ralph Vogel, CA

Gati and Anuradha Kar, CA

Dillip and Priyadarsini Behera, NH
Biswabhusan and Mamata Sahoo, MA
Srinivas P and Padmaja Tutika, MO
Sishu Shankar and Sushila Marhata, CA
Kedarnath Nanda and Tapati Dash, MD
Tusar and Rnajita Das, OH

Naba and Bijaylaxmi Kar, CA

Sanat and Sagarika Patnaik, NJ

Ashok and Anita Das, OH

Satya and Snigdha Pattanaik, OH

Bidisha Mohanty and Biswa Ranjan Karan, CA
Ravijeet Das and Hemanthika Patnaik, OR
Bikash Panda and Pragyan Pattnayak, CA
Subodh Samal and Suryasnata Sahoo, MN
Sarang Mahatwo and Rasmita Swain, NJ

Sujit das and Pinky Patnaik, VA

Vivek and Julie Das, Ml

Jyotsna Patnaik and Kanak Nath, CA

Biswajit and Mamata Khandai, CA

Swadesh Dash and Susmita Sahu, IL

Pramod and Maitreyi Satapathy, Ml

Samar and Sanghamitra Moharana, CA
Abani Mishra and Lucina Satapathy, OH
Baikunth and Savita Nayak, NJ

Ankita Mohanty, Mli

Satya and Subhasmita Sahu, TX

Mohammad Siddiquee and Sayd Diba Farrah, OH
Akash Pandey, CA

Alok Pandey, CA

Himanshu and Rasmita Baral, CA

Satyabrata and Nishibanya Pradhan, CA
Susanta and Anusuya Mohanty, CA

Achyuta and Swapnajali Acharya, CA

Shirish Pal and Sujata Das, CA

Priyabrata Gharai and Seema Kumari, CA
Sukant Nanda and Snigdha Mishra, CA
Kishore Mishra and Suprava Upadhyaya, CA
Debashish Patnaik and Aruna Mohanty, India
Priyadarshi Mishra, India

Deepalie Joshi, TN

Likun Mishra and Kumar Gunaparthy, TN
Prashant Padhy and Donna Mishra IL
Pramod Mahapatra and Sushree Tripathy, TN
Balakrishna Dixit and Nirlipta Daschoudhury, VA
Amuly and Achala Das, WA (upgrade)

Manoj and Epsita Padhi, TX (upgrade)
Jeetendra Pradhan and Swetapadma Jena, NJ (upgrade)
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5-YEAR MEMBERS

Manoranjan Acharya and Sonia Sahu, OR Nihar Ranjan Dash and Samita Satpathy, WA
Satyakam and Mitali Madhusmita Das, WA Debabrata Panda and Renuka Mishra, CA
Anwesha Das and Ashish Narrain, WA Ashok Das and Sanghamitra Pattnaik, WA
Habib M and Sakina Habib, WA Chinmaya Panda and Monalisa Tripathy, CA
Madhusmita Sahoo & Jayaprathap Parameswaran, WA Rabindra Sahoo and Deepti Mayee Sahoo, OH
Murthy and Aarthi Kalkura, WA Ram and Rupa Patnaik, OH

Sukanta K Nanda and Namrata Panda, WA Anjana and Arpita Basa, OH

Rita Meher and Brandon Mcintosh, WA Kunmun Garabadu and Raj Murtinty, CA
Sambit and Sasmita Behera, WA Satwik Patnaik and Himanandini Mohanty, OR
Pallavi Baral and Rahul Lal, WA Tushar Mohanty and Rupali Pattnayak, TN
Dina Krushna and Ratna Ray, WA

OSA Organizational Information: A Short Summary

1. OSA Registration: OSA is registered in TN as a non-profit organization. The first filing was in 1981. After
several years of inactive state, it was made active on June 22, 2009. OSA is an active TN organization.

2. Constitutional Rules: OSA Board of Governors (BOG) has the final say on constitutional rules, by-laws and
rules of business. This was according to the amendment made in July 1992 (5. Article IX: B. Replace
section 4 as follows: On any question involving the constitution the By-Laws, or the Rules of Business, the
decision of the Board of Governors will be final.)

3. What is OSA BOG: OSA BOG constitutes of 4 elected OSA executives, President, Vice President, Secretary,
Treasurer, and chapter presidents of 14 chapters and the past president, 19 members in total
(Amendment Effective July 1, 1992 — 2. Article V)

4. QOSA Communication: OSA communications with its members are made through various ways.

e  OSA web page — http://www.orissasociety.org

e  OSA newsletter — OSA newsletters are kept in OSA web page from 2003. Members were
informed about the electronic publication of its newsletters through different mediums. (check
http://www.orissasociety.org/osaftp01/publication.htm).

e  0OSAnet — OSA electronic communication medium (yahoo group) established from 2007 and was
approved in OSA General Body Meeting 2007. (OSAnet@yahoogroups.com)

e  Through chapter presidents and local Oriya organizations: OSA chapters have their own
electronic list and some chapters have their own web pages. In some states which do not have
chapters, they have their own local Oriya group emailing.

e Through individual emailing: On many occasions OSA officials send emails to individual members
by using individual email addresses.

e Through US Mail: Whenever required, OSA officials also send info. through US mail

e  Phone: Sometimes, OSA officials also make one-to-one communication with members

5. OSA newsletter (more): Before 2003, there were two issues of newsletters made (fall and spring) and
sent to OSA members by US mail. These newsletters usually carried minimum information and were
usually less than 8 printed pages. From fall of 2003, the newsletters were made available from OSA web
page. Members interested in OSA affairs have many avenues to get answers to their questions. OSAnet,
phone, email, OSA website, mails to BOG or executives. These are regularly used by interested members.

6. OSA General Body Meeting: OSA General Body Meeting (GBM) is held once in every year during its annual
convention that is held during the first weekend of July (around July “hy,

7. OSA BOG Meetings: In the constitution it is mandated to have two BOG meetings per year (Article V—-B -
©). Because of the free conference availability, in recent years monthly, bi-monthly and emergency BOG
meetings are conducted to address issues, discuss and take major decisions. These meetings are called by
the President and in the absence of the President, Vice President or any official authorized by the
President. Fifty percent is needed for the quorum.

8. OSA Election: OSA elections are held once in every 2 years in an odd year. The new officers are installed in
the General Body meeting of the odd year. The election process starts from the GBM of the preceding
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13.

14.

15.
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year. For example: OSA 2011 election process started July 4™ 2010 and ended in May 2011. OSA 2013
election process will start July 6", 2012 and end in May 2013.

OSA Election Committee: A 3 member election committee with one as chairman is appointed by the BOG
(current BOG=Executive Committee before 1992) and is announced to the general body for approval by
majority at the annual convention preceding the election year. (By-Law llI: Election Procedure, Section 1)
OSA Official Positions: Before 2004, there were 3 positions in OSA, President, Vice President and
Secretary/Treasurer. The Secretary and Treasurer Positions were separated in 2004 according to a
constitutional amendment and for the first time in 2005, elections were held for 4 positions, President,
Vice President, Secretary and Treasurer. Usually members are requested to volunteer for these positions
since these are unpaid voluntary commitment for 2 years. In OSA history many times there were
uncontested candidates that win by default. In OSA’s 40 years of history there were maximum 2 slates of
candidates with one exception in 2001 where there were 3 slates of candidates.

OSA Membership: There are mainly 2 types of membership, permanent and annual. Most of the
membership is family membership. In permanent category there are 3 types, life ($300), patron ($600)
and benefactors ($1000) and in annual category, there were 4 types, single (510), family ($25), student
single ($5), and student family ($10). One special type of membership for 5 years was introduced in 2008
(5100). To become a member one needs to fill up a membership form and send the form with signature
and the check to OSA treasurer (Amendment effective July 1, 1992: 6. By Law I: A. Section 1. Add the
following at the end of paragraph: "Membership in OSA involves submission of an application for
formal approval by the Executive Council."). Annual membership dues shall be payable by July 30th of
each year. (Article IV: Membership).

OSA Member Address and Contact Information: Every year OSA directory is produced in the form of a
book by the annual convention organizing committee. It has member contact information and in recent
years member emails are also included. This is available in OSA directory unless some members
intentionally want to block their phone numbers and emails for possible spam. OSA 2007-2009 Secretary
Dr Priyadarsan Patra had exceeded the expectations by creating and maintaining an online member
database called DOLA (Directory of Odias Living Abroad). The DOLA system has been very effective as
regards address updates by members themselves and quick reference from anywhere in the world with
internet access. There is no mandate in the constitution that OSA Election committee or OSA executives
will provide the voters list, but it is traditionally done to facilitate the contests, in addition to the address
book which is available to all life members. For members who register in the latest convention or
thereafter, whose names and details are not in the address book, names are available in the member list
and details are available in DOLA. Together, last Address Book, Member list & DOLA give all required
information, to the contestants.

Financial Report: OSA financial report is mandated to be presented in GBM, once in a year and needs
approval by the membership. It is then published in the next issue of OSA newsletter (fall issue). (Powers
and Functions of Treasurer: Amendment Effective July 1, 2004: Section 7: Item 5. The Treasurer will
present the complete financial report of the past year in the Annual General Body meeting of the OSA
during the convention.)

Unforeseen Circumstances: For unforeseen circumstances, OSA takes advice of its BOG (Amendments
Effective July 1, 1992: 5. Article IX: B. Replace section 4 as follows: On any question involving the
constitution the By-Laws, or the Rules of Business, the decision of the Board of Governors will be final.)
Quorum Consideration: Unless a member raises “Point of Order” the quorum is accepted to conduct any
meeting. Major decisions are taken by consulting BOG (Amendments Effective July 1, 1992: 5. Article IX:
B. Replace section 4 as follows: On any question involving the constitution the By-Laws, or the Rules of
Business, the decision of the Board of Governors will be final.)

Election Irregularity Charges: Any charge of election irregularity or fraud shall be reported to the
President and the members of the Executive Committee for resolution. (By-Law Ill: Election Procedure,
Section 11 - Executive Committee = BOG according to Amendment Effective July 1, 1992, 2. Article V)

Note: Although not mentioned in the constitution, from spring 2008 OSA hired a General Counsel Mr Sujit
Mohanty, Esg. who provided pro-bono service to OSA. OSA officials consulted him in critical decision making
process. Since 2011, Nick Patnaik became the OSA General Counsel and is continuing his pro-bono service to OSA.
OSA has also appointed an accountant Raj Maruveda in spring 2008 for its audit and tax related work.
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2011 OSA Convention: Account Statement

REVENUE
Registration
01 SW Chapter 29,181.00
03 Non SW Chapter 27,092.78
TOTAL Registration 56,273.78
Sponsors
01 SW Chapter 14,577.00
03 Non SW Chapter 15,675.00
04 Souvenir 7,000.00
05 Corporate 39,853.80
TOTAL Sponsors 77,105.80
Other Income
01 Advance from OSA 10,000.00
02 OSA Life Membership 1,000.00
04 Dance School 290
05 Business Symposium 4,300.00
06 Shirts 1,941.06
Interest Inc 9.16
TOTAL Other Income 17,540.22
Total Revenue 150,919.80
EXPENSES

Entertainment

01 Stage, Light and

Sound 12,238.37
02 Decoration 1,029.94
03 Youth Entertainment 350
04 Artist Travel 28,434.38
05 Artist Honorium 6,700.00
06 Cultural 1,662.21
TOTAL Entertainment 50,414.90

Food Expenses

01 Provision 1,303.85
02 Kids Meal 599.5
03 Adult Meal 30,950.55
TOTAL Food Expenses 32,853.90

Hotel and Logistics

01 Room Rent and Hotel 9,971.46
04 Vehicle Rental 1,056.70
05 Logistics labor 7,628.73
TOTAL Hotel and

Logistics 18,656.89
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Mandatory Expenses

Bank Charges 177.84

Credit Card Processing

Fees 1,643.86

TOTAL Mandatory

Expenses 1821.7

Misc.

01 Refund to OSA (OSA

Fee, Annual & Life

Membership, Return of

Convention Advance) 18,913.59

03 Video and Photo 400

04 Trophy 897.5

05 Business Symposium 1,082.45

06 Website 229.17

TOTAL Misc. 21,522.71

Registration Exp

01 Material Exp 6,294.54

02 Printing & Postage 1,266.72

TOTAL Registration Exp 7,561.26

Souvenir

01 Printing 10,627.60

02 Mail and Postage 650.66

TOTAL Souvenir 11,278.26

Youth

01 Rental 3,034.34

02 Labor 602

03 Youth Material 1,749.00

TOTAL Youth 5,385.34

Total Expenses 149,494.96
SURPLUS

Surplus 1,424.84

Transferred to OSA

Main Account 712.42

Transferred to SW

Chapter 712.42

Sushant Satpathy, Treasurer, OSA

Tapan Padhi, Convener, 2011 Convention
Loknath Patro, Finance, 2011 Convention



2012 OSA Journal Activities, Advice, and Observations

Activities, Advice, and Observations

True Happiness: Prostrations To Thy Father-In-Heaven & Sat Guru!
By Prashant Padhy

With all humility, let’s start with a simple yet obvious question: “What do we really want out of
life?” The answer unequivocally and unanimously will be the desire to be “happy.” Not today, not tomorrow, but
to be “for-ever-happy.” Our constant striving, every effort in this so called life, is an effort to achieve this eternal
happiness.

We never wish to think of this, but one event is certain in this “life.” Every living being MUST die. No
exceptions to this rule. Each body is labeled with the expiry date that is not known. This is the mystery. Whether
you are Rama, Krishna, or Steve Jobs, every mortal being must perish in time. Whether it is an undeveloped
country, under-developed country, developing country or developed country, everyone is trying to break this label
in any possible way they can. Hidden underneath, it is the timeless and eternal quest for infinite happiness.

The answer does not lie outside “you.” If it was outside, one would have succeeded in acquiring this long
ago. If it was in the great mall, all the so-called rich people of the world would have already obtained this. Instead,
when one really starts questioning to know what the TRUTH really is, we are told to look within. How can that be
so?

Let’s analyze our daily experiences. When one is faced with death, despair and suffering outside, the
mind goes through a tsunami of thoughts. Definitely, one cannot claim to be happy in these times. On the
contrary, we buy the most comfortable bed, the best blanket, pillow and create an environment so we can get a
good night’s sleep. If we are lucky to have a total deep sleep, without any dreams at all, we wake up happy and re-
charged.

The only conclusion one can make out from the above experiences is that one is happy when one’s mind
is silent and thoughtless, as in deep sleep, and disturbed and distressed otherwise. However, all our education,
daily activities and efforts seem to be in the opposite direction.

Saints and sages say that happiness is our natural state and birthright. There is always a reason for being
unhappy, but when these reasons are removed, one feels happy automatically. Just as once the cloud cover
moves the sun shines through, so also happiness shines through when the reasons for unhappiness are removed.
Deep sleep is the direct experience and proof of this. Only when one drops the gross world of objects outside and
the subtle world of emotions and thoughts inside is one able to sleep. Even if there is a single bothering thought,
one cannot fall asleep.

However, we spend our entire life trying to learn and understand everything that will only take
us further away from this state of being happy. Instead of quieting the mind, we get involved in complex
situations. If happiness is my natural state, why do all our efforts seem to be otherwise?

In my humble opinion, there seems to be a fundamental flaw. Somewhere in the passage of time, we
forgot who we really are and the true purpose of this life, and importance was given to what we possess instead.
Hence, we started to hoard more and define who ‘I’ am by the possessions. Sadly, none of the possessions come
in handy when we are faced with a traumatic situation like death.

Let’s dive deeper. Nothing perceived can be pointed at and say: “That is Me.” Can we point to anything
in this universe as “me”? Somehow, this is so weird and bizarre. Without knowing who ‘I’ truly am, ‘I’ has been
learning about everything that is not “me”. Wouldn’t it be sensible to know “me” before learning other topics?

From the time we are born, we are given a name, and everyone around addresses us by that name. As we
grow, our teachers and friends addressed us by that name. Then we become an engineer, a doctor, a scientist, a
politician, an artist or a sportsperson, father, mother, grandparents or whatever. Bottom-line, as we grow, we
keep adding more and more qualifications. Have we ever wondered what we really are? Interestingly, we are
never asked about our true identity when we are admitted to school, when we go for professional education,
when we get married or when we apply for a job. We are all intelligent human beings, great scientists inventing so
many things. Isn’t it strange that we have never understood the fundamental?

If you can sleep like a log like me, you are totally unaware of your surroundings, including your identity,
your money, spouse, children, nationality, gender, race, income, social status; basically, everything. If you sleep 8
hours a day, this means 1/3 of the day is gone without knowing the truth of your existence. If you happen to live
for 100 years, 33 years of your life will be gone completely unaware of your existence. Would it not be worthwhile
to find out?

III
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Let’s take the help of a theorem to explain. To observe change, one MUST be out of the change. As long
as one is within the change, changes cannot be observed. For example, we are told that the earth rotates and we
believe it too. But, only when one goes into space (i.e. out of the earth), can one observe the earth rotating.

The point is: “Only a changeless entity can observe change.” Now let us try to bring this closer to us. We
definitely were not born the same size and shape that we are today. We were babies, then children, then pre-
teens, then teenagers, then adults, to whatever we are now. The point is that physically, we have been changing
all this time since birth. But, something within KNOWS that | am the same person. Isn’t that fascinating? Who is
this changeless entity?

Here is another theorem to help: “Anything you are aware of, you cannot be that!” Let us analyze and
check it out, and see if it is true!

I am aware of you, | am NOT you; | am aware of a car, | am NOT the car.

I am aware of a tree, | am NOT the tree; | am aware of the house, | am NOT the house.

If you have followed till now, let us go a bit deeper.

I am aware of my body and | am aware of my mind — in the waking states.

If  am aware of this psychosomatic apparatus, “I” must be something other than them.

“I” am even aware that “I” slept, “I” dreamt and “I” am awake. Who is this mysterious
you. Can you identify anything; | mean anything as “you”?

This is really interesting. Something inside me is observing everything but THAT cannot be observed.
Who is this great Observer inside me?

The best of mankind, the saints and sages, say that if you know your true identity, the true meaning of “I”,
you will be the happiest being in this universe. A crystal clear understanding of the meaning of “I”, beyond a
shadow of doubt, is called the quintessential knowledge.

All your problems will be solved. All your worries will be gone. And, you will be always happy.
Generations have come and gone. One day, we will be gone as well. Nothing will go with us. This body that we
love so much will be gone. Would it not be worthwhile to find out our true identity and figure out what our role is
in this rat-race of life (as we call it)?

Interestingly, we have never been trained about this. Even though this may be the simplest of all things,
this might sound extremely difficult.

Here is a clue to that state of eternal happiness and peace. In deep sleep, there was no time, no space, no
world, nothing, yet one wakes up happy and no one is afraid to go to deep sleep. When one can experience the
stillness of deep sleep while fully awake and conscious, one will be able to experience that same eternal and
timeless happiness, which is bliss.

This is the guarantee of the timeless Scriptures and Sages. Life’s goal is simply to recognize: “You Are
That!” — and not who or what you think you are!

“ | ” “« | ”

? Look around

Adaptability
By Jayasmita Mishra, Ph.D

Blame it on fate or destiny, “Chance” had it all planned, drifting along with times, as the tides tossed me
adrift, from one shore to another. As a child, my parents taught me the basic secret of life — you have to be willing
to change yourself. Change is the only constant. In modern management style, it is adaptability as practiced by
Fortune 500 organizations, while the best means of survival is — never fret over what you don't get.

Time and again, | have always counted upon my blessings.

Interestingly, it was always the same remark on my report card; my teacher wrote, “with more
application, capable of better results.” As a young child, | never heeded these words, playful and easy-going as |
was. With maturity, reality dawned. | understood the importance of being focused; perseverance and positivity
worked wonders as | moved up the ladder, accomplishing one step after another. Conforming to the definition of
a “professional,” | had it all set—highly educated, with a trail of coveted degrees to boast, always the topper,
meticulous and sincere.

In spite of a gleaming portfolio, nothing worked, no matter on which door | knocked, all efforts seemed to
be futile. | was locked behind the bars of bureaucratic regulations. These posed stumbling blocks in fulfilling my
career goals. While | was groping in the dark, fortunately, the Almighty wanted to open a window for me to see
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and testify it. Obviously, beggars cannot be choosers, and | had no other option but to accept and groom myself in
a completely unknown field of endeavor.

Less technically speaking, for sure | am a professional, as | have gained impressive competence in a
particular activity, engaging myself in a creative and intellectually challenging vocation. My clients have immense
trust in me, and their expressions boost my self-esteem. The reward may not be great in monetary terms, but
sensitively | have achieved it all.

I am a merchant, oh no, not of stocks or bonds, neither of expensive merchandise. | sell the whole world,
mother earth sits on my palm while the various destinations hover around my fingertips. My services are legendary
in the sense; they exist beyond time and boundaries.

I am a human — travel agent. | converse with my clients, | feel their pain and share their joy. | am not only
a merchant of travel, but | am also a purveyor of dreams. As an expert weaver, | weave itineraries to suit each and
every type. My job description reads, “worldwide business travel hassle remover.” | am an enabler. People depend
on me for various reasons.

All those degrees | accumulated over the years in “Psychology” did not go as a waste. The amount of
counseling | do in this job is tremendous, helping people move from one place to another. | keep track of details,
an ability | might not have demonstrated as | was growing up. With time, | have mastered the art. It has definitely
helped in giving me an edge over others. From arranging cars for pickups and drop offs to finding a comfortable
retiring den, everything is done to suit each one’s budget and preference. A slight mistake would upset the whole
set up, and | work like a surgeon managing the whole show singlehandedly.

I am empowered and committed to my job. The best part is that it always keeps me running ahead of
time. When | am in January, | am busy planning for March and May. When in May, | work for September, when in
September, | check out things for December. The marathon continues, as the days pass by, years keep rolling over,
leaving less time to whine and brood.

Business entrepreneurs rely on me as | plan out their next business trip with great care and precision.
They have the liberty of contacting me from any part of the world. | make family reunions possible after long
periods of gap. | am often awakened in the middle of the night, to help someone in times of death and pain. My
services have helped a son perform the last rites of his father on time. | have wiped many a tear by consoling and
giving solace to someone who has lost a near and dear one. A dutiful daughter comes back thanking me for being
able to spend quality time with her ailing mother. The list is endless; incidents like these have given a humanitarian
touch with all its psychological significance,

When it comes to great ideas, nothing inspires me more than real weddings, from fixing flowers, settings
and designing cakes, to creative reception themes set to steal the heart of one and all. My job is endless, as | plan
out weddings and honeymoons, not only for the bride and groom, but also a perfect vacation for their loved ones.
With anything and everything for everyone, from sight —seeing and diving to gourmet dining, with my magic wand
each moment is turned into an adventure. Honeymooners come to me for the most important trip of their lives. At
times | laugh when | get to plan two or three honeymoons for the same folks. They go back and forth as it is time
to renew their marriage vows. Mr Andre was awestruck when | could tell him exactly the color of the sand on the
beach for, | knew it all.

Conducted tours are also arranged to various “Gateways of Paradise”. Pilgrims frequently describe their
pilgrimage to the Holy Land as a life-changing experience. They find it difficult to express the absolute bliss they
feel during this unique spiritual adventure. Some find the path a way to get closer to God or to discover the roots
of their faith. They come back rejuvenated, swearing by the Lord that they did not forget me in their prayers; |
receive the divine bliss.

People often travel for medical reasons, either because it is cost effective or to get top notch quality care
in a state-of-the-art facility. My job then becomes more specialized as | have to look into the micro aspect of the
trade, from hospitals and doctors to the best of after-care facilities. Recollecting a heart rending incident,
unfortunately, a client who had to receive treatment abroad never survived to board the plane. In scenarios like
this, a full refund of the ticket is made to the passenger’s immediate relative. At times, passengers cannot travel on
scheduled dates due to sickness of self or someone in the family, and care is taken that the date change is done
with the help of a valid doctor’s note. Besides this, | also play a vital role in educating my international travelers in
managing travel-related illness and tropical diseases, both in preparation for travel and upon return.

My clients typically spend far more of their time at our agency than they spend with their attorney,
physician or accountant. In return, | offer them the best moments of their lives, those special weeks they have
worked hard for in order to enjoy and unwind. | plan the days that really matter in their lives. Whether it is a fun
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trip to Disney World, a vacation to the exotic islands, a cruise or safari expedition, | design lifetime experiences for

them to enjoy.

| pay particular attention to clients who have retired. They have worked a lifetime to finally cherish their
dreams. | make their dreams happen, and as | help them, | never forget they are on a fixed budget. The airlines
hate me, for | am always an ardent advocate for my clients, fighting to make changes and save them from paying
hefty penalties to suit their never ending demands. My educated clientele understand the leverage they have

while dealing with me.

As travel agents, we have been abused and had commissions mutilated by smiling marketers of all
persuasions. The media says we are “dinosaurs”. The truth is that we still exist for the typical services we render.
After surfing the net for hours, people come back to me, they pay me for my services, acknowledge my worth- 1 am
their planner, psychologist and lifestyle advisor all rolled into one.

How true were the words of my Father, long lost, thirty years back, when in business- never expect
returns from someone you know. Family and friends come to take advantage of your expertise for free. If at all |
have gained something, it is always from unknown voices whom | have never seen or met but heard on the
wireless. They trust me with their credit cards as | finalize the transaction. My head bows down to all of them, who

have made it possible for me to exist with dignity.

Every night, as | toss on my bed, | am always dreaming about all the exotic places on this earth. | want to
make sure all my clients are safe and secure. | have visited and re-visited all these places in my mind’s eye. |
suppose | could have been a doctor or a lawyer, just as my other siblings are, making more money, but | guess it
was all predetermined. And truth be told, | would lie in bed wondering from time to time what kind of life | might

have had if only | had gone into —Travel.

| am part of a profession that was among the first to fight racial and lifestyle prejudices. Our workplace is
open to all, and we are dedicated to the proposition that the world will be a better place if we all get to visit one
another as often as possible. With the expansion of a global economy, my striving for excellence continues, despite

all adversities.

Problems
By Professor Satya Mahaptra

“Who needs a problem, anyway...?”

Seldom a fairy tale ending, like “.... and they
lived happily ever after”, is true in real life. Most
love stories crash on the hard rock of reality. People
experience a sense of anticlimax even after their
long cherished dreams are realized. Their
achievements fail to enthuse them. They invent
reasons to be unhappy, feel disappointed, instead of
going in for jubilation and celebration of their
achievements.

Normally, life is always delivered in a mess.
We are expected to clean up the mess and celebrate
life. The opportunities are wrapped in packaging
materials of Problems and Hardships. On your way
to opportunities, either you opt for the hardship
voluntarily, or it is thrust upon you. Your well-
wishers shower rebukes, threats or even real
punishments. Few realize that the essence of life is
in solving problems rather than relishing the
aftermaths. Hence, the uninitiated in the cult of
Problemism end up as the unhappy lot in their never
ending search for happiness, thus creating the
required state of problemness for prosperity.
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The whining complaints of undesirable
states of being, the bickering about “the other one’s
fault” all lead to bitterness in interpersonal relations.
How silly! Fault finding nature may at best be
treated as “the faulty nature”. You do need a fault
to work upon. “Enemy” is also a faulty concept. You
can have two types of only friends. The one directly
benefiting you is an ordinary friend. But he is
making you complacent. The one who puts you in
some difficulty, helps you to develop your survival
skills, he is an extraordinary friend. A small dose of
harmful microorganisms in the form of inoculation is
a lot better than the best of the antibiotics, as it
triggers the immune system’s protection shield
against the disease.

For the ball to bounce up, it has to be
banged on the ground. The intensity of the fall will
determine the height to which it will rise. The
gravitational pull is essential for the air borne for
their liftoff. Similarly, the backward drag is
necessary for the forward propulsion of the
airplanes. A setback is the time to gain momentum
for onward march. Elimination of resistance of the
road to motion will not facilitate the movements.
On the contrary, it will be impossible to have any
control over your vehicle. Without resistance to
motion, there can be no progress at all. When
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someone pulls your legs, he is providing you the
essential resistance for forward movement. Rightly
said, when the going gets easy, it surely is a downhill
slide.

All upheavals from minor arguments to
major wars are a result of focus on the differences,
disagreements, disobediences and unfavourable
conditions that give us the chance to hone our skills
or create some new ways of living life. The peace
seekers would have easily thrashed out the answer
to any problem. Instead, the warmonger is the hero
who creates more problems than he solves. Instead
of understanding this as an opportunity, you tend to
breakdown to show primitive emotions of anger and
create real problems out of perceived problems.

Every scientific invention is backed by a
problem. Every developmental initiative is triggered
by a calamity, catastrophe, or at the least a state of
deprivation. The body reflexes are triggered by loss
of balance, threats of pain and injury. You need to
work out against opposing forces to develop your
muscles. Any training means making you face
challenges. The survival instinct can only sharpen
when the organism is exposed to dangerous
situations, unwanted factors or despicable entities.
A problem throws up a novel challenge, to which the
brain responds by creating new synaptic links. It
even generates new nerve cells to cope with
extremely novel challenges. The neurons begin to
die when an individual reaches a point when all his
works are done and he has no problems to work
upon!

Even the extremely unpleasant and
undesirable conditions like the loss of a loved one
may be a boon if it is used as a challenge. You can
not only win over the situations, but also grow far
beyond the possibility of development in the pre-
deprivation condition. The rootless people in
America in the face of hardship strive hard for
growth. That results in the accelerated growth in
the migrants. Their development outpaces the well-
anchored natives in their mother land. The villages
experience migration of its talents to cities. From
the developing world to the developed countries, we
see emigration of talented persons. These uprooted
people experience the transplantation shock. So
they do develop!

Hence, a problem is always a blessing in
disguise. You must see only opportunity in these
problems. For any progress, development, invention
to happen, problems are an absolute necessity.
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Attending a Rural Women’s Convention in
Odisha
By Mamata Misra

In February 2012, during an annual visit to
family in Odisha, | was invited to attend a convention
of the Mahila Shanti Sena (MSS) members. | had
heard about the MSS movement in several Indian
states that motivates, empowers, and unites rural
women to take leadership in their community or
village for peaceful development work and problem
solving. The Women’s Forum seminar at the OSA
convention in 2011 had featured it. But to be able to
actually meet some of the empowered rural women
and learn first- hand about what they do was indeed
a rare opportunity. So | gladly accepted the
invitation and participated.
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Convention banner

The convention started with a welcoming
ceremony. We all, about 200 in number, stood
outdoors forming a circle, receiving and passing a
welcome bouquet of flowers from one to the next in
the circle. We also lighted our candles with the
candle flame of a neighbor and let the other
neighbor light her candle with our flame. We

Welcome ceremony
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mounted our lit candles at the center of the circle.
There was a group song in which everyone
participated. After this simple symbolic ceremony
that reaffirmed our equality, solidarity, and peaceful
strength, we quietly entered the building and
climbed the stairs to the conference room.

There again, a few participants kept singing
a simple song of call to the meeting until everyone
was seated, and we started the first session. Use of
singing to indicate it is time to start a session
continued before each session throughout the day.
The songs were simple yet inspiring; singers sounded
great even though there was no instrumental
accompaniment.

.
-

Call to session with songs

The organizers of the convention, the
founders and supporters of the MSS movement, a
few dignitaries, and invited guests like me, had their
turn to speak.

But my interest was primarily with the
empowered village women, what they had to share
about their local MSS group’s activities. And, one
after another, they came to the podium with natural
ease, sharing their success stories, not only
sustaining my interest but also stunning me with
their eloquence, courage, and commitment. Each of
them came across as a confident, strong, aware, and
compassionate leader speaking from her heart.
There was no bragging, no pretense, and no
exaggeration. They simply told their story as is.

Sarojini from Jagatsingpur talked about how
her group’s thinking and activity has broadened from
one’s own livelihood and economic independence
(which is, of course, an important step to self-
empowerment) to the greater common good such as
stopping alcoholism and creating roads in the village.
A peaceful protest by 150 MSS women in front of
the Block Development Office resulted in allocation
of much needed funds for a road in the village,
which now reminds everyone of the power of unity
and purpose.
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Sri Gopal Mohanty and Jayasree Mahanti in a session
on Livelihood

Damayanti from Sambalpur spoke in her
own Sambalpuri dialect about her group’s initial
struggles, the opposition the women faced from the
men of the village and from the Police. Then came
an opportunity to prove oneself by solving a problem
affecting the whole village. Her village had a dispute
with a neighboring village. Her villagers had a fish
farm where they had worked very hard. But just
before harvest time, some people from a
neighboring village started claiming the fish farm
and the fish as theirs. The men of the two villages
started fighting. Damayanti’s village folks felt like
losers because the men from the neighboring village
had more power and started filing court cases
against them. At this point, the women resolved to
do something about the injustice. They came in
great numbers riding tractors, bicycles, and on foot
seeking justice in the case and offering their
testimony about the truth of the matter. They won
not only the fish for the village but also the respect
of others in their ability.

While each woman’s story was unique,
there was a common thread that connected all the
stories. Before taking an MSS training and the MSS
oath to bring positive change in their village through
peaceful means, most of them had not set foot
outside their home or immediate vicinity, spoken a
word to anyone outside of their family or friend
circle, or were not aware of their ability to do
anything of value or importance.

After taking the MSS oath, when they
started taking a positive interest and action toward
the matters of the village that affected women and
children, each group initially faced dismissal, ridicule,
resistance, and sometimes violence from the men of
the village and officers who are supposed to help
them such as the Police; they had to struggle hard
against many odds and did not give up and were
eventually successful.
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Participants in a session

Bharati from Mayurbhanj articulated this
process of struggle, creative persistence, and
eventual success very well. She talked about how
initially women were not allowed in the village
meetings, but when they asserted their right not
only to attend the meetings but also to put items
important to them in the agenda, no one could stop
them. Male leaders also tried to prevent women
from meeting with the BDO (Block Development
Officer). But the women had their number,
solidarity, and unity as their strength. No one could
ignore or dismiss that. Eventually, the women’s
voices were heard. Now they are solving problems
of different kinds in creative ways. Some examples
are: rescuing a child who was kidnapped; generating
income by creating and selling products such as
mudhi, chhatua, and incense; hiring tutors to
improve learning levels of the children who are not
learning in school, and working in solidarity with
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MSS groups in distant villages to provide food and
relief during the great flood that had left both rich
and poor equally starving.

Minati from Baleswar talked about how
their group stood up against domestic violence and
prevented it from happening at a time when it was a
regular occurrence and Police were taking no action,
even when a woman'’s life was in danger. She talked
about a case where the women rescued a woman
who had been hung with a gamuchha by her drunk
husband and provided shelter to her in their own
homes until the husband stopped drinking and being
violent. Minati also talked about uncovering and
stopping a school meal money scam as an example.

Kalpana from Talacher talked about her
group’s work in flood and erosion prevention by
starting a large plantation on the banks of river
Brahmani. Like the other groups, they also faced
significant opposition initially.

When | heard these women speak, one
after another, with courage and confidence, | knew
that MSS had kept its promise. In this short article, |
have only talked about the first session of the
convention, but there was much more to it. Fora
full report of the MSS convention and planning
meeting, please contact Sri Gopal Mohanty, Vice
President of MSS International, at
mohanty@univmail.cis.mcmaster.ca. To support the
MSS empowerment and leadership training camps,
please donate to SEEDS (see www.seedsnet.org for
details).

The author is a community volunteer living
in Austin, Texas.
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Journey of Motherhood - A unique experience
By Asha Purna Mishra (Khuku)

Motherhood is the world's most intensive
course in love. We may experience it by turns, as a
state of grace or oblivion, entrapment or exaltation,
profound joy or numbing fatigue. Sometimes we go
through all these emotions in the course of a single
day. And yet the next morning we are ready to
resume.

As | step back and dust the shelves of my
memories, | clearly remember that the mother in me
was not born at the moment my baby gave his first
cry. It emerged gradually from the cumulative efforts
of many months that preceded and followed his
birth. But the sense of being a mother did unfold a
new “ME” that | was completely unaware of.

The first touch of those gentle hands, soft
as petals, the firm grip of those tender fingers
holding me back and the gaze of those beaming eyes
amazed me. Hardly did | realize when the spirit of
motherhood dawned on me until | discovered my
whining baby cradling happily in the comfort of my
arms. He taught me the lesson of self-worth and
made me realize how important | was for him. By
then the journey of motherhood had already begun.

Gradually, time slipped by and | found myself
digging into all possible sources of information,
learning how to soothe a whining baby, comfort a
sick child, engage his active mind, guide him through
his first steps, help him utter his first words and all
those endless endeavors that every mom takes. In
this effort to extend the periphery of my knowledge,
| eventually became a nurse, a teacher, a cook, a
psychologist and what not.

| treasure each moment that | enjoyed
watching him grow, but yes, many a time also got
annoyed with the typical toddler pranks. | am not a
superwoman. Sometimes | tried to be as strict as
possible but finally realized that nothing but
patience works. | learned to push the limits of my
patience, though it was hard, with the belief that this
tough time will pass by. And it surely did.

| also remember his preschool blues. Those
anxious eyes loaded with tears and the tight hugs
almost took away my peace of mind. | used to watch
the other kids bidding goodbye to their moms with a
smile on their faces and wondered when my turn
would come. | now recall how another mom, who
was watching me for quite a long time, patted my
back and said, “Hang on, dear, and enjoy these
precious moments, for they will soon slip by.” She
was right, and they did . Finally, everything turned
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out to be fine and my child got well- adjusted in
school. Slowly, the mom instinct had taught me to
look beyond the tearful eyes of my unhappy three-
year-old . | eventually learned that each kid is
different, and no matter what, we should respect
their individuality. Comparison can only bruise the
self- esteem of a child. It is natural to have high
hopes for our little ones, but sometimes as parents,
we forget to keep those ideals in check and accept
our child for who he is. Now that he has grown up,
juggling amongst school and activities, | sometimes
surely miss those precious clingy moments that |
once, badly wanted to get rid of.

Children can be too shy, too weak, too
stubborn or too loud and so on, but that’s not all
they are, and, when we fail to look beyond these
characteristics to recognize their true personality,
we fail to respect their individuality as a whole. They
are all miracles and should be appreciated, cherished
and loved as much as one can, whether they are
popular or not. Growing up is a tough process,
tougher than we think, and they need us a lot. They
constantly need our gentle reassurance when things
go wrong, our unfailing confidence in the face of
apparent failure and our trust in God when life
seems to be falling apart. My heart fills with deep
reverence when | think of my mom, and | miss her a
lot. Though | talk to her each day, hardly could |
express my appreciation and gratitude but by being
a mom myself, and | know deep in my heart that she
understands.

Well, the journey of motherhood which had
begun thus continues...rendering me some of life's
best lessons and helping me to comprehend, accept
and appreciate my child more and more with each
passing day. Someone has rightly quoted, “While we
teach our children all about life, they teach us what
life is all about.”

= )

Foot Note: | dedicate my article to all the moms, to
let them know and feel that they truly are admired
for being the beautiful mother they are. —Khuku
Mishra
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Letter to a Child — The World Awaits
By Srikanta Mishra

Some fifteen years ago, as you were excitedly looking forward to the first day of kindergarten, | penned
the first in a series of such letters to you. Back then, | wanted to share with you a few facts and stories about our
Indian heritage and culture and give you a sense of pride in that identity. Over the years, these efforts have
become more irregular than | had hoped for. But you seem to have successfully managed straddling two different
cultures while navigating the troubling waters of adolescence.

So today, as you stand poised to enter the threshold of young adulthood, far away from home, | offer to
you these words of advice about a few basic values and habits. Some of these came from my parents. Others
have come from learning what to do (and what not to do) by watching how people act and behave. | hope you will
dwell on these words and adapt them as you see fit for your own journey through life.

° Balance: There just isn’t enough time to enjoy everything that life entices us with. Whether it is “study” vs.
“party”, or “work” vs. “family”, a sense of balance can help you prioritize your time commitments and avoid
over-indulgence.

. Moderation: Practice moderation in speech, food and clothing. She who has the most toys does not always
end up winning. Stay away from ostentation, but don’t deny yourself. Moderation is all about self-control,
not self-denial.

. Respect: Be respectful of elders AND youngers, superiors AND inferiors, as well as your culture and
traditions. Treat others as you would want them to treat you. And never act in a manner that would make
you lose respect for yourself.

° Humility: Be proud of who and what you are, but do not shy away from recognizing the accomplishments of
your peers. Doing so will not “put you down”, for life is not a zero sum game, but will elevate you in the
eyes of others.

. Sadhana: A journey of discipline and practice in pursuit of a goal, sadhana is the foundation for success. So,
regardless of whether medicine or music or community service is your passion, let sadhana sustain you and
help you avoid mediocrity.

. Angst: (Almost) everything can be dealt with — given a little bit of time. Don’t rush or be forced into a
decision — unless something is truly life threatening. Take a few deep breaths while figuring out your next
step.

. Punctuality: Always give yourself 5 extra minutes. That will save you from constantly rushing to your
destination (and unintended consequences thereof), while allowing you to gather your thoughts before
your next engagement.

. Breakfast: Too often, we start the day on the run and it goes downbhill from there. Take the time to sit
down for a good/healthy breakfast, look out the window, and enjoy life in the slow lane while it lasts. You
will be ready to face the day with a smile.

° Prayers: A prayer, it is said, is but a wish turned heavenward. It is also an opportunity for contemplation
and reflection. Try ending your day with a few shlokas from your Balavihar days. The age-old wisdom of
these verses never fails to revive.

. Exercise: Think of exercise as a companion to prayer. A few minutes of basic stretching, yoga routines,
biking or brisk walking every day is all it takes — even when a modern gym is not around the corner.

Finally, sit up straight; don’t be afraid to ask questions or speak up; remember that no one can take
advantage of you without your permission; stand up and be firm about your rights, and SMILE! The world awaits.

Srikanta Mishra lives in Dublin, OH, and is a frequent contributor to the OSA Souvenir. He is trying to grow
down, as his children are growing up.
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Visiting Pratham Programs in Rural Odisha
By Mamata Misra

In 2011, | joined the Austin chapter of Pratham USA (www.prathamusa.org) when | came to know that
there are 210 million children in India of age 6-14, out of which 100 million can’t read, even after being enrolled in
school. Pratham’s goal is to remedy this problem by bringing about transformation in a large scale so that every
child is not only in school but also learning well.

It is this last clause where most Indian schools have failed, as evident by Pratham’s Annual Status of
Education Report (ASER), India’s largest survey of literacy and numeracy (see more at
http://www.prathamusa.org/programs/aser). | learned that Pratham works in 21 out of 28 states in India using
cost-effective, efficient, and scalable methods, training 65,000 volunteers annually, and forming partnerships with
communities, corporations, and governments. | also learned that with Pratham’s intervention, in some parts of
India, in a short time, the measured reading level of 5t graders had increased from 35% to 62%, and math level
from 40% to 71%.

So what about Odisha? | learned that Pratham was very active in Odisha, working in selected blocks of
100 villages in all 30 districts, a total of 3000 villages. During an Odisha visit in February 2012, when | expressed
my wish to visit some Pratham programs near Bhubaneshwar, Puspanjali Parida, Pratham’s State Head in Odisha,
kindly arranged a two-day visit to programs in Salepur and Jajpur areas. Having lived mostly in cities, this was quite
an experience for me. The villages | visited had about 50-70 households living mostly in huts. Access was by
narrow unpaved (some paved) roads. Families owned small amounts of land, growing some cash crops. Signs of
poverty were everywhere but somewhat softened by the agricultural landscape and presence of nature, in
comparison to the stark urban slums.

:._:’, ’.

| observed Pratham’s community classes for children in 4 villages, a 4-day learning camp for children in
one village, a computer class and a spoken English class for volunteer tutors in another village as part of Pratham’s
Education for Education program, and government schools in 3 villages that had integrated Pratham methodology
into regular school hours, taught by regular teachers trained by Pratham. | got the opportunity to speak with
Pratham staff at all levels (state, district, and cluster) and teachers in the government schools that work with
Pratham. | browsed Pratham’s educational materials and supplemental books. Pratham field workers showed me
how they decide the initial placement level of a new child and how they track his/her progress. | was touched by
the openness and welcoming attitude of all the Pratham workers | met, whether paid or volunteer. They answered
my unending whats, whys, and hows with patience. They appreciated that an Odia from the US took the time to
visit them and learn about what they do; apparently, | was the first to do so in the area | visited. And then there
were the happy faces of children confirming that whatever Pratham does was appealing to them. | was even
invited to participate in children’s activities and interact with them.

Why do kids that lag behind or drop out of regular schools learn with Pratham’s intervention? The first
thing | observed is the right attitude in the Pratham workers: truly believing that education is a fundamental right,
and that every child deserves the opportunity to learn, to break the cycle of poverty. | noticed that Pratham
consistently uses a simple and effective method to engage the children at every step. Children are tutored to
master the basic skills: native language (reading, writing) and arithmetic. A simple pre-test evaluates what the
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child has mastered in each language area: nothing, letters, words, sentences, stories; and similarly in the
arithmetic area: nothing, digits, numbers, add/subtract, multiply/divide. Children are allowed to learn starting at
their current level, and a goal is set to advance to the next higher level in 3 months. A tutor works with a small
group of children (10-12) at the same level. Each child’s progress, not just the attendance, is tracked.

Children and tutors take interactive roles in the participatory learning process. For example, | saw
children playing a basket game called ‘tokei khela’ in Odia, where a basket of flash cards (letter, word, digit,
number, depending on class and level) was passed and children drew from it to recognize what was on their card. |
saw the use of charts and posters to learn new concepts or master learned concepts. One poster was titled Surya
(the sun), and while discussing pictures in the poster, the children were forming sentences about why the sun is
important to them and creating a group composition, first orally, and then writing it on the board. It was a
pleasure to see a lot of hands going up when the tutor asked a question.

In a higher-level language class, | saw a tutor asking the children open-ended questions about a Nadee
(river) poster to activate their observation and imagination. Pointing to two figures sitting near a river, she asked,
“If these two were you and your friend, what would you be talking about?” One child would suggest a
conversation possibility taking a hint from the picture, the group would contribute details, and finally two children
would act out the conversation. In another class, the tutor was asking an environmental question using the same
poster: what would happen to the water quality of the river if we do this or that?

In a higher-level arithmetic class, the tutor asked the class to create a word problem. A child created a
problem and wrote it down on the little chalkboard with a clear handwriting. Then the children were asked how
they would solve the problem. A second child offered a correct arithmetic operation to use. The tutor asked
everyone for agreement or disagreement. A third child volunteered to come to the board to work it out. And
lastly, since the problem happened to be about buying some books by producing the right amount of money, two
other children acted out the transaction using ‘play money’.
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Pratham Odisha has its state office in Cuttack. Cuttack also has a few Pratham urban learning centers in
slum areas. |did not visit the urban centers or the state office but focused on the rural programs within a few
hours reach of Bhubaneswar. Each day, a staff member from the state office escorted me to the rural centers |
visited and helped me understand Pratham’s structure and operation in Odisha.

In Odisha, 12,000 dedicated volunteer tutors trained in Pratham methodology are working with children
before or after school in the 3000 villages. | observed some of these volunteer tutors in action as already
mentioned. Who are these volunteers, and why do they work so hard day after day without being paid? A typical
volunteer is a young girl of the same village who has completed high school (or some college) but has no scope for
higher learning or a paid job. Pratham provides her the tutor training and the tutoring experience for free; during
her volunteer year, she also receives functional skill training such as computer literacy and spoken English through
Pratham. These incentives have been useful in recruiting and retaining volunteers, helping both the tutor and the
children.

To recruit, train, and support these 12,000 volunteer tutors, Pratham Odisha employs 150 Cluster
Resource Leaders (CRLs), each CRL in charge of a cluster of 20 villages. | met several CRLs. We sat on the floor in a
circle and had an open discussion. They are paid a very small salary, hard to live on, as one of them said. They
travel from village to village at their own expense. But they seemed proud of their work. The tangibility of the
result of their work must be rewarding. One CRL had been there for 5 years. Another had started with Pratham as
a volunteer tutor and then become a CRL.

How do they mobilize a community to start a class, to get the children to come to classes and find the
volunteers? | asked. They talked about going to the Panchayats (local elected leaders) and getting their support
and then calling a Pallisabha (village meeting) to get the support of the residents. Sometimes they hold 4-day
learning camps (like the one | observed in one village) to give the community a taste and feel for Pratham’s classes.
Parents want their children to learn well, and children enjoy the Pratham method. So it has not been a problem in
the areas | visited, | was told. During my visit, | did see parents at the classes.

However, not all regions are the same; if you go to a tribal district that is inflicted with frequent violence,
you may see a different picture or hear a different story, one trainer told me. But Pratham has a presence in every
single district in Odisha. That is impressive!

The 150 CRLs are trained and supported technically by 8 resource persons that form the State Resource
Group (SRG), who are trained by Pratham India at a national training center at Aurangabad, Maharastra. Also, 15
District Resource Leaders (DRLs) are employed, each in charge of two districts (10 clusters, 200 villages), to manage
Pratham’s rural programs and the CRLs. Thus, the entire rural program of Pratham in 3000 villages in Odisha
operates with about 180 paid employees and 12,000 unpaid volunteer tutors, one reason for Pratham’s programs
being cost-effective.

Another reason is not spending money on buildings. | saw classes being conducted outdoors where
children sat on sacks or inside a volunteer’s house if she had such space to offer. | also saw classes inside school
buildings, outside a temple, inside a shed with a hole in a wall for a window. Pratham puts money where it
matters the most: creating learning material, training of trainers and volunteers, and a lean qualified staff and
support structure for enabling volunteers to do the real work.
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| browsed Pratham’s storybooks for children that have been translated into Odia and are being used in
Odisha. These books have large illustrations and a few words per page as in children’s books found in the western
countries. Pratham has published over 200 titles at different reading levels. | saw about 20 or so in Odia. Pratham
makes these books available to various schools and libraries.

The government of Odisha and Pratham agreed (signed an MOU) to a partnership last year. Pratham has
already trained two teachers in each government primary school in its area of operation in Odisha to implement
Pratham methodology in their school. | met some teachers who had received this training and one headmaster in
a government school in Jajpur district who are already using the Pratham method in their school. However, most
schools were waiting for government authorization to be able to start using the method. A sudden change in the
State Secretary of Primary Education had caused some uncertainty and anxiety about when the government will
give the needed authorization.

Pratham is making a difference all over India, including Odisha, by providing scalable model educational
programs, creating educational standards, measuring actual learning levels, advocating for educational reform,
testing innovative programs, and facilitating local solutions. If each of us who has had the opportunity to a good
education would get involved and support Pratham’s efforts, lives of millions of children could change. To learn
how to get involved, visit www.prathamusa.org.

The author is a community volunteer living in Austin, Texas.

OSA - Odisha Development

By Annapurna Devi Pandey, Prashant Sahoo, Abani Patra, Nishikanta Sahoo, Sushant Routray,
Dhirendra Kar, Nalin Sahoo, Jeet Goel, Leena Mishra, Kuku Das, Susant Satpathy and Amiya Nayak, and
The OSA-Odisha Development Committee/Team.

Backgrounder Information:

During mid-October 2011, the OSA President, Dr. AD Pandey, proposed three names for the OSA-Odisha
Committee (AN, PS and ADP as the Executive Committee coordinator). The new committee recommended re-
naming the OSA-Odisha Committee into OSA-Odisha Development Committee because OSA is not organizationally
positioned to uptake and addressing the complex issues of Odisha State related to corruption, illiteracy, poverty,
politics, tribal culture, socio-economics, industry, globalization & Odisha and under-development. Rather, the new
0-0OD Committee may explore, develop and execute some new ideas related to Odisha Development that may be
realistically feasible through continuity by a voluntary organization like OSA. Later, additional names were
proposed for the committee and team. The committee experienced difficulties in attracting committed volunteers
for O-OD. Also, the committee researched and found no specific records of the last 8-10 years related to OSA
platform-based Odisha oriented development projects, other than some symposia/meetings/exchanges with no
follow ups and executions of real development initiatives.
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0O-0OD Committee Recommendations:

1. Re-name OSA-Odisha into OSA-Odisha Development (committee and program).

2. Re-Orient OSA-Odisha Development mission as an OSA Organization-driven and Odisha-oriented activity
through the OSA name, banner, umbrella and platform.

3. Master Memorandum of Understanding (M-MOU, 10 year and then perpetual/open-ended) between OSA
and Government of Odisha/Team Odisha (Proposed - Odisha Development Center-vODC/pODC, Think
Tank, Invest Odisha Business Symposium and Public-Government-Private-Partnership Model)

4. Top-10 Development Sectors (Virtual Development, Conferences & Development Information Exchange
Networks, Education/Higher Education & Social Entrepreneurship — top 3-4 areas to be initiated and
pursued. Other development sectors identified were: Policy Papers & Think Tank, Technology & Social
Innovation, Healthcare & Wellness, Tourism, Women & Children, Agriculture/Food & Natural Resources)

5. Guidelines & Continuity: OSA needs a well-defined & well documented System, Policy & Guidelines,
before it starts anything. Formalization for continuity irrespective of the OSA EC’s 2 year voluntary tenure
in tandem with the prospective committee, volunteers, focus groups & collaborating partners.

Objectives:
OSA-Odisha Development (O-OD) is an OSA Organization-driven Odisha Development activity with an

objective to promote, facilitate, and share ideas/information in various development sectors in Odisha such as:
virtual development, development information networks, education, public-government-private-partnership
(PGPP), social entrepreneurship, and other developmental exchanges between North America (USA/Canada) and
Odisha (India).

0O-0D Strategic Concept Development and Resources (mid Oct 2011 — mid Jan 2012)
1. The new idea of OSA - Odisha Development, as an OSA Organization-driven and innovative PGPP model
(Figure 1).
2. OSA Volunteer System (Team, Committee, Development Focus Groups/Higher Education, EC) - to rotate
every 2 years.
Drafts and Slides-Blueprint; Protocol, Meeting Minutes; Time Schedule, Program & Outcome.
Odisha Development Fund (ODF) — Approved by OSA EC/BOG (January 2012).
5. eGroup (Google): (osa-odisha-development@googlegroups.com) (January 14, 2012).

Pw
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O-0D Programs Initiated and to be Followed up within Odisha:

On December 22, 2011, OSA-Utkal University Higher Education Workshop was organized by OSA in
collaboration with UU at Vani Vihar under the title - Higher Education and Research Opportunities in North
American Universities. OSA Faculties were Dr. Sukant Mohapatra (workshop lead), Professor Durga Misra and
Prof. Niranjan Tripathy. OSA Coordinator was Dr. ADP, along with UU Host & Coordinator, Prof. Samson
Moharana. Such HE Workshops are planned to be organized in other regions of Odisha. Videos of OSA-UU
Workshop being distributed within Odisha-based universities/institutions and North American-based chapters of
OSA. A booklet (on higher education) is planned to be published and circulated among Odisha-based universities
and educational centers (coordinators - PS, SKM & others from HE DFG).

Next Steps:

e Development Focus Groups & DFG Leads are being identified to target top 3-4 specific development
sectors.

e During the OSA Annual Convention (starting from 2012), the convention/symposia coordinators may align
the Socio-Economic Development Symposium Tracks with the Invest Odisha, OSA-Odisha Business
Symposium Themes to synergize the development focus groups (DFGs) for Invest (in Development of)
Odisha.

e  Follow Up, Evaluation and Continuity of the O-OD program, a part of OSA’s Constitutional Preamble,
Vision and Mission.

(The article was coordinated and communicated by AN, Member, O-OD Committee/Team).

| Am Goddess
By Parimita Mohanty

| am Goddess is the Mother, the Divine Feminine, the Shakti, the Supreme Soul! She is the Eternal Light
that enlightens all! The Giver of life and death. She takes care of the whole creation under her big universe,
where she creates us, preserves us and destroys us. While by destroying she creates, by creating the world
she destroys...

Long before this, | knew a Goddess separate from me; | searched for Her in images and idols, in something
or in some being. | am Goddess is the discovery of the "self” inside the self. It is my realization, recognition and
appreciation of the Goddess within; The Goddess within me.

Saying “I am Goddess” needs a lot of strength and courage, especially in our culture where it’s OK to seek
and love God in any form but not in the self. We are conditioned to be devout without but not within. Just like
any truth seeker, | walked on the path of loving God, knowing God and finding God in the nameless and formless
being.

| am Goddess is my spiritual journey of the self in finding truth. The journey was not very easy before |
got any closer to tasting a little nectar of the Mother.

Here | would like to share the marketing slogan of Continental Airlines ........

"Work Hard, Fly Right."

Believe it or not, | have worked hard to fly right and am still working hard. | am proud that | didn’t give
up; | am proud that | always had hope; | am proud that | was focused; | am proud that | moved on. Many struggles
came; many challenges came my way but | went on gracefully.

I learned from my conditions, which were the result of my realizations. Otherwise | would never have the
urge to know, to learn, what’s outside the box. It’s like | asked for strength and God gave me difficulties to make
me strong. “Even a happy life cannot be without a measure of darkness, and the word happy would lose its
meaning if it were not balanced by sadness” (Carl Jung).
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In search of happiness, | learned many things, such as Odissi dance, music and artwork to keep myself
happy and others too. It did help me for a while but couldn’t last very long. As nothing stays permanent, this
happiness had to go away too.

| joined a part time job. | liked it, as | had a reason to go out from the regular house chores. Still, | was
not very joyful as my freedom was under someone’s command. So | decided to be free.

After a couple of years, something unusual happened to me. | started dreaming several deities every
night. Whenever | would try to sleep, Gods and Goddess would appear in my dreams. Sometimes they would
scare me, sometimes they would have a good message for me. It happened for about a year. Every time | saw a
dream, | would try to recall it, draw the pictures and write the message of it. Whenever | felt a little anxious, |
would read those and feel relaxed. But the scary ones started bothering me.

So | decided to consult my Father about it and possibly find out a reason and solution for it. On my trip to
India, | went to a Hanuman temple with my Father, where the pundits did a study of the Wonder Oracle (Pothi).
There were some astrology and numerology researchers involved too. Finally, we were told that there is a very
positive sign of building a temple in my birth chart. From studying the Pothi (Wonder Oracle), they actually found
out why someone would see certain kinds of dreams.

All the new discoveries were almost like a new life for me. | couldn’t have ever imagined a temple in my
whole life. | have known only the Royals who built temples from their related dreams. Why did | have such
dreams? What is the spiritual connection of this with my life? | couldn’t understand a bit of it then.

We decided to build the temple. It took exactly nine months to finish it. When the time came for
inauguration, we thought of inviting the King (Gajapati Maharaj Dibyasingha Deb), The Maharaja of Puri, to bless
the ceremony. Back then, the Maharaja was visiting the United States with his family. We were lucky to invite him
for a night and were able to discuss our temple inauguration ceremony. He agreed to come.

When we went India, we met the Maharaja to talk about the temple ceremony venue. The inauguration
ceremony went on for about a week. The Maharaja was invited on the last day to offer “Purnahutti” (offering your
complete self and asking the deity to fill you with the divine light).

Upon his arrival, the pundits announced for all the devotees to gather in the temple for a darshan
(“seeing”) of the representative of Lord Jaganath. Hearing this, | got goose bumps all over the body. This was a
very rare opportunity to be a part of this auspicious occasion. It was a dream which came true.

| came back to USA after the temple inauguration ceremony. | got emotionally connected with the
deities, and life went on a good track for me. But my search did not end there.

After a couple of years, we moved to Portland, Oregon. | was very happy to be in a new and different
place.

Once, we were invited to a friend’s house, where | met an amazing Divine Spirit. They called him Guruiji. |
had a very good conversation with him that night. He asked me, “What is your path?” | answered, “Hanuman Ji.”
He said, “Hanumanji always guards outside the temple of the Mother, and one day he will take you to her.” The
Mother is the Mother of Universe. He was talking about “Maa Kali.”

Soon | got attracted towards the philosophy of the Divine Mother. Everything started to change in me.
My devotion towards the Guru and the Mother started to grow. The way he would teach, talk, worship, meditate,
share the wisdom of the Mother, | couldn’t hold the false ego any longer. | surrendered. | felt as if | was starving
from birth to this moment of my life, and now | was drinking this nectar of bliss, of love, of joy, of unity and of
merging with the supreme, with the higher self.

By now | could understand the meaning of our move to Oregon. Everything was clear and in front of my
eyes. When | started my journey with the Mother, She would be scary sometimes. As the years went by, our bond
grew stronger and fear started to fade away.

By the time my faith was developing, we moved to another house in the country. It was a nice property,
with manmade waterfalls and a lake, beautiful landscaping and very quiet, almost like an ashram setting. It was
scary at nights, as there were not many street lights, no noise, few houses and neighbors around. It took me many
and many sleepless nights to get used to the new space. But | loved to live there; | never had a thought of going
away from there just because | was not comfortable at night. We spent almost eight years in that house in the
country, but | really never had something that scared me except my own mind. It was the most amazing, beautiful,
sacred place that | had ever lived. It was a gift for me from the Divine for a purpose. And it did its magic work for
the reason it took me there.

My life transformed. My fear of the Mother’s appearance disappeared. We became Mother-daughter. |
would talk to her, kiss her, hug her, share with her everything | wanted her to listen to. | would never ask her for
any material wish as | know that she knows the needs of my family. Sometimes, in emergencies, | would run to the
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Mother as a child and cry, and she would handle it to make me happy. There were many times She changed things
for me in minutes from worse to better.

Once, on Guruiji's birthday, we all went to the temple to surprise him. The devotees brought a vegan cake
for him and handmade food and gifts as well. He had tears in his eyes, seeing the love of the devotees for him.
When | looked at the Mother’s image in the temple, | saw tears coming out from both of her eyes. It was
unbelievable. | was very fortunate to see that. Then Guruji questioned the devotees, “Do you see tears in Maa’s
eyes?” Some people said, “Yes” and some said, “No.” We all praised the Mother by doing arati (it is mainly done
for atonement of faults and evoking mercy of lord). As | could see her tears, | was joyfully celebrating the “Oh My
God” moments. Then came the life changing moment when all the devotees came forward to offer her flowers. |
did offer a flower, too, with tears, of love in my eyes. What | saw was that my flower didn’t drop like the others
but stayed in the image right by her heart. It never dropped that evening. And | took a picture of that moment. |
clicked that moment, and it was clicked forever for me. And Guruji said that means she accepted you, she
accepted your love, now she is going to take care of you, forever.

| framed the picture of the Mother which was a blessing just for me. It is eight years from that day to
today, and | have walked with her every single step without any doubt in my heart. As the years passed by, | slowly
started seeing the Mother in me. She manifests in me. | became fearless. | protected and guided my family from
any negativity. | became like an angel watching over my family. I became their Mother and their Goddess.

I am not biting my tongue today by daring to say this. What else could be a greater gift for a mother than
seeing her child completely merged into her? Wouldn’t your mother like that? | am always with and within her.
She asked who the “I” is. Who is experiencing all these? Is that the mind, the brain, the senses, the heart or the
supreme soul? She said, “l am all these.”

The “I” that | was thinking about is dead here. What remains is only her, the creator, the energy, the
Shakti, the Mother. And she named herself “I am Goddess”!

"Is kAli, my Divine Mother, of a black complexion?
She appears black because She is viewed from a distance;
but when intimately known She is no longer so.

The sky appears blue at a distance, but look at it
close by and you will find that it has no color.

The water of the ocean looks blue at a distance,
but when you go near and take it in your hand;
you find that it is colorless.”

(Ramakrishna Paramhansa)

She is the Generator, Operator, Destroyer, Dancer, Enlightener, Shakti, and Supreme soul!!! | am so very
thankful and grateful to know, see, breathe, live and realize the Mother. Just like a child is a part of his/her
mother, | am (the soul) part of the spiritual mother. | breathe in her, she breathes in me. There is no difference
between her and me. When | meditate on her, | find myself energetic, peaceful and content. | started focusing on
that part of me which gets charged up with her thought, meditation, exploration and expression. And | found,
every time, it is the “self”. The self is never inseparable from the higher self. Just like yogurt is made from milk,
coconut oil is made from coconut. Before | considered myself as a coconut, but | didn’t know that | can process
myself to its best final part the oil. The mother enlightened my mind gradually. The self always had the awareness;
the mind became the witness of it all. The self stayed rooted like a tree and grew into branches, leafs, flowers and
fruits. | am fortunate to find my roots in my tree.

Today | am a Yogi (a household yogi). Every day, | practice yoga, meditation and a vegan life style. Now |
understand why social gatherings would horrify me but a crowd in a spiritual retreat would just uplift me. | got
detached from people whose energy would bring pain to my heart. As | united with the Mother, she revealed the
hidden attributes of my soul. | started painting from my intuition, studied about natural medicine, and learned
feng shui, energy work, cooking consciously, dancing and writing.

All these qualities of the Mother have started reflecting in me. But it’s not the end. | still want to explore
more adventures with her.

"You know | am a fool. | know nothing.
Then who is it that says all these things?
I say to the Divine Mother:
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'O Mother, | am the machine and Thou art the Operator.
I am the house and Thou art the indweller.
I am the chariot and Thou art the Charioteer.
I do as Thou make me do. | speak as Thou make me speak;

I move as Thou make me move. It is not !

Itis all Thou! It is all Thou!'
Hers is the glory; we are only Her instruments."

(Ramkrishna Paramhamsa)

So many dreams, so little time, so little life. Just enjoying her every day. I still have to go through clouds
and | am still shaky. Looking from the top is all parts of the play. Big drama, big stage, some have specific roles to
play. Ha ha....... Guruji somehow knew | was always a writer inside, so he blessed me to start writing about the
glory of the Mother. But | was quiet, not ready before. But here | am now with the grace of the Mother.

Here, “l am Goddess” is presented as a summary of my own journey in finding self in the Goddess. One
day | have a vision of completing a book about | am Goddess. This is a mere practice of courage to bring the
goddess in me out to the universe to celebrate the glorious Mother.

May the Mother Bless All!!!

Jai Maa.

My name is Parimita Mohanty. I live in Portland, Oregon with my husband, son and brother. | enjoy
traveling, reading, writing, yoga, nature and Mothering.

Forty-eight Years in America and Forty-three Years in 0.S.A.: Some Observations and Comments.
By Dr. Amiya K. Mohanty

Journey to America:

After finishing my Masters in Sociology from University of Bombay in 1959, | started my professional
career in the Department of Rural Economics and Sociology in Utkal University. This department was founded by
Ford Foundation with the primary objectives of conducting social and economic research. Besides conducting
social and economic surveys, the department developed a post-masters and pre-doctoral diploma curriculum
named “Diploma in Social Science Methodology (D.S.S.M.)”. This program included courses in Rural or Agricultural
Economics, Statistics, Sociology and Research Methods in Social Sciences. The program also included a
requirement of completing a dissertation. Since | had a research position in the department, | got the opportunity
of completing that diploma.

In the beginning of 1962, Dr. J. Sharma, our Reader in Sociology accepted a job in Calcutta Metropolitan
Planning Organization and resigned the position in Utkal University. Thus | was appointed in her place as a lecturer
in Sociology. | had the responsibility of teaching courses in Sociology and Research Methods besides guiding
dissertations for the D.S.S.M.

In the academic year of 1962, the University started a Master’s program in Applied Economics within the
Department of Rural Economics and Sociology. | taught courses such as General Sociology and Research Methods
that were included in the Applied Economics Curriculum.

In the month of August 1964, | started my journey to the United States with Smith-Mundt and Fulbright
fellowships. All the Smith-Mundt and Fulbright fellows selected in India flew from Bombay to London under the
supervision of the program Director of United States Educational Foundation in India (USEFI).

From London as per the Fulbright guidelines, all the scholars from Asia and Europe got in an Italian boat
and did sail to port in New York. Except some sea sickness for a couple of days, the overall trip by boat from
London to New York was very pleasant and memorable because we had a grand celebration of Indian
Independence day in the boat itself. From New York, as planned by Institute of International Education (IIE) | went
by train in Pullman coach to Toccoa, a small city in Georgia to spend one month with an American Host Family
under the program of “International Home-stay Program.” This was considered to be a period of orientation for
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starting the life in America. | certainly enjoyed being there for one month. My host Dr. Pittard was a physician in
Toccoa Hospital. His wife Miriam was a piano player and singer in local Methodist Church. They had three
daughters in the age range from 6 to 13. | had an interesting and rewarding life there. At the request of many
organizations and institutions such as rotary club, high school, junior college and churches etc., | lectured on
variety of topics on Indian socio-cultural, religious and political life. In fact depending on the audience, the topics of
discussion ranged from Lord Krishna and Mohabharat war to Mahatma Gandhi, non-violence and sacred cow.
After spending about a month in Toccoa, Georgia, | flew in the last part of September to Tallahassee, Florida to join
the Ph.D. program in Sociology at Florida State University.

My course work and Ph.D. thesis program went on smoothly, though at times | got a little homesick and
bored in the first academic year. | was the only graduate student from Orissa on F.S.U. campus although we had a
few Indian graduate students. We had one popular Oriya faculty in Engineering department named Dr. Ganesh P.
Mohanty. He was very busy for his teaching and research, but he was very kind, compassionate and considerate.
He always had time for me if | needed some help or suggestion.

Visiting Oriyas in New York in summer of1965.

After spending a rigorous academic year in Tallahassee, | wanted to take a trip somewhere. | came to
know about the World Fair of 1964 which was continuing in New York until 1965. | wanted to see that world fair
for which | wanted to go to New York. Fortunately | knew Dr. K.M. Das, a veterinary doctor in New York and his
wife Mrs. Basanti Das since my childhood, since they were related to us. | called him and introduced myself and
expressed my intention to visit New York. He was very happy and encouraged me to visit him. Dr. K.M. Das was a
veterinary doctor in Animal Medical Center. After receiving my call about my arrival in New York Airport, he sent
one of his colleagues Dr. Amiya Patnaik (who was also a veterinary doctor) to the airport to receive me. Soon after
meeting me, Dr. Patnaik insisted that | call him Bhai, not Babu. He was a very amiable and a friendly person. He
took me to his apartment and we both had lunch together. His wife Mrs. Kabita Patnaik was visiting India at that
time. Thus he was alone that time. He invited Dr. K.M. Das (Krushna Bhai) to have dinner with us that evening. He
also invited Dr. and Mrs. Sashi B. Mohanty and their daughter who all lived in Washington D.C. and a close friend
of him named Dr. Subhas Pal to join with us for dinner. In fact, for the first time in the United States | saw a group
of Oriyas together. That night, | went to Krushna Bhai’s apartment and he requested Amiya Bhai to take me
around and show me the world fair next day. Next day after we were back from the world fair, | accompanied
Krushna Bhai to his farm of 160 acres located about 100 miles from New York, where his wife Basi Dei and their
two sons and a daughter were vacationing for summer. After spending that weekend there, | came back to
Tallahassee to start my fall term. From 1965 fall semester | had to work very hard for my courses and for my thesis
work. | also had to spend about 15 hours per week for the departmental projects since that was the assignment |
had to complete for my Research Assistantship.

Teaching Career in America and my involvement in O.S.A.

In June 1967 | finished my Ph.D. in Sociology. As soon as | finished my degree, | got a teaching job at
Western Kentucky University in Bowling Green, Kentucky. Before joining as a faculty member at the university, |
visited my family in India. | got married, spent about a month at home and came back to Bowling Green with my
wife, Sarat Kumari. Due to my visa problem (exchange visa) | had to move to Georgia Southern University next year
and to Eastern Kentucky University in the subsequent year. Finally | and my wife received our Green Card for
permanent residence in the United States.

In fall 1969, while | started teaching in Western Kentucky University, | received a nice letter from Dr. Gauri
Das, who informed me about the efforts made by a group of Oriyas in the New England area to start an Association
for Oriyas. | immediately wrote back to him indicating my full support for this.

Membership in Orissa Society of Americas (0.S.A.)

Our residency in the United States has been for about forty eight years and we have been members in
0.S.A. since the 1970s. In the following pages an attempt will be made to carefully examine our O.S.A. Organization
with respect to its relevance and impacts on the Oriya diaspora in Americas.

Brief History of O.S.A.:

As per the report of Dr. Gauri Das, one of the founding members of O.S.A., this organization came into
being in October 1970 in Hartford, Connecticut as a non-political and non-profit organization with its Constitution
and Bylaws and with tax-exempt status. Besides Dr. Gauri Das, there were several other Oriyas such as Dr.
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Bhabagrahi Mishra, Dr. Nagabhusan Senapati, Late Dr. Krushna Mohan Das, Dr. Jogeswar Rath, Mrs. Sakuntala
Mangaraj, Dr. Rabi Patnaik and Dr. Amiya K. Patnaik, etc. who became members of the first O.S.A. executive
committee. Progressively O.S.A. gained the support of more and more Oriyas from all over America. Steadily
0.S.A. embarked upon a variety of important activities such as publishing Newsletters and Oriya Directories etc.

In March 1971 the Executive Committee was reconstituted with some new members. At this point the
members felt that the geographical distances between the members were too large, thus it was decided to open
local chapters. It was also felt that the local chapters would further the aims and objectives of O.S.A. through
collaboration with the parent organization. Thus the number of local chapters steadily increased over times and
today we have about 14 chapters in O.S.A. organizations as of 2011.

O.S.A. Constitution:

According to Dr. Gauri Das, the first OSA Constitution was drafted by Dr. Bhabagrahi Mishra and Dr. Gauri
Das in 1971 and was approved by the then Executive Committee that year. This drafted Constitution with some
intermittent amendments continued to be the OSA Constitution until 1988.

In 1988 the Executive Committee of OSA felt that a new Constitution and Bylaws should take the place of
the old Constitution since OSA was growing in size, more local chapters were joining and thus more articles of
incorporation and more Bylaws were needed. Thus Mr. Ashok Das, the OSA president at that time appointed a
committee consisting of me as chair and Drs. Digambar Mishra and Keshab Dwivedy and Mrs. Bijaya Mishra as
members. This draft Constitution was adopted by the General Body on July 2, 1989. This Constitution was
amended after two years replacing Executive Committee by the concept of “Board of Governors” that included the
members of Executive Committee plus the local chapter presidents or coordinators. The previous Executive
Committee concept was changed to “Executive Council.” Another change was introduced, that is instead of one
position of secretary-treasurer, there were created two separate positions, one being Secretary and the other as
Treasurer. The role of each position was well defined. These amendments were passed in the General Body
meeting on July 1, 1992.

As expected with the growth of the OSA organization, there was a significant increase in our membership
and thus were created new situations as well as new points of view. This brought about the need for a careful
review of our Constitution. Thus as Mrs. Bigyani Das mentioned in her report, a Constitution Review Committee
was formed and discussions through telephones, E-mails and OSAnet etc. produced good recommendations for
consideration by the Board of Governors. However based on those recommendations and consideration of the
Board of Governors (BOG), the new Constitution was adopted in the General Body Meeting of OSA in Dallas, Texas
onJuly 2,2011. However, | came to know that for a few minor points, the adopted Constitution is being reviewed
further for a final document.

O.S.A. Conventions:

Perhaps holding the annual OSA convention tends to be the most important function of the organization.
Celebration of an annual convention becomes a conglomeration of a variety of social activities such as
socialization, communication, individual and social interactions, and individual and group entertainments through
dance, music, mehfils, sports and athletic activities etc. Progressively organizing and participating in seminars
dealing with social, cultural, political, economic or spiritual issues is becoming popular. Almost in every convention
a guest speaker and/or a keynote speaker is invited to address the group. The individual selected to address the
group may be an intellectual giant, or a political figure, or a diplomat, or a civic leader, or an administrator, or a
business leader, or a spiritual or a religious leader. To name a few, we had keynote speakers like Ambassador Abid
Hussein, Ambassador Lalit Mansingh, journalist and samaj editor Mrs. Manorama Mohapatra, Minister Prafulla
Ghyadai, Dr. Hrudananda Ray, Mr. Rajat Kar, well known writer Late Chittaranjan Das, Dr. Sarat Mishra, well known
and widely respected physician, Mr. Sarat Mishra, former D.G. of police and minister in Indian Embassy in
Washington D.C. etc.

I must mention here that General Body Meeting is an important function in the convention since that
becomes a forum for discussion regarding the state of the organization about various issues pertaining to finance,
constitution, election, future convention and other important issues as members raise. For illustration, the case
histories of three conventions in which | was heavily involved are presented below.

OSA Southern Chapter and the 20th OSA Convention
Although since 1970s, | had maintained consistent relationship with OSA through my participation in
various OSA activities such as serving in various committees like constitution committee, convention steering
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committee, membership committee, convention seminar committee etc. My highpoint of involvement happened
in 1989 when | was elected as the President of OSA. By 1980 the Southern Chapter of OSA of which | was one of
the founding members became well established with a significant member of capable and enthusiastic individuals
and their families. In 1989 our OSA convention was held in Nashville, Tennessee under the auspices of Southern
chapter. The elected executive committee members namely Dr. Amiya Mohanty (myself), president, Mrs. Bijaya
Mishra, vice president, Dr. Keshab Dwivedy, secretary, treasurer and Dr. Digambar Mishra, the editor of Newsletter
were introduced and inaugurated. Mr. Sarat Misra, former D.G. of Police of Orissa State and a senior diplomat
who was in the United states as the minister of Consular wing of the Indian Embassy graced the occasion as the
chief guest along with his lovely wife Mrs. Prativa Misra.

The 20th OSA Convention hosted by the Southern Chapter became enjoyable, rewarding and memorable.
The convention included elaborate youth activities, adult-youth seminar, constructive general body meeting and
delightful entertainment programs. Overall, the 20th OSA Convention hosted by the Southern Chapter became
enjoyable, rewarding and most memorable. Unfortunately only about three days after this joyous occasion, our
community was devastated by the sad news of the unexpected, sudden death of Subrina, an intelligent, attractive,
brilliant and talented daughter of Dr. and Mrs. Nilamber Biswal of Maryland. In fact one cannot forget the super,
but sadly the last Odissi dance performance of Subrina in the 20th OSA Convention.

21st OSA Convention in Washington D.C.

For some time, the 21st OSA Convention was already planned to be held in Washington D.C. with a very
capable and experienced individual namely Mr. Pratap Das, as the convenor and Mrs. Anu Biswal, motherof
departed Subrina as the chair of cultural committee. It was very delicate, sensitive and difficult for me as president
of OSA to request Anu to continue in that position of being the Chair of Cultural Committee. To our utmost pride,
pleasure and gratification, she agreed to assume the responsibility and in fact she did a fantastic job. The 21st
Convention was dedicated in the name of Subrina Biswal. The entertainment program was superb with the
extravaganza Odissi dance performance of Ellora Raj and Jitu from Chitralekha Academy in Toronto, Canada.

We were very fortunate to have our India’s Ambassador in America, Honorable Dr. Abid Hussein as our
chief guest along with Mr. Lalit Mansingh, the deputy chief of Mission in Indian Embassy. Ambassador Hussein
gave an inspiring lecture pointing out the needs and importance of maintaining Oriya language, culture and
heritage but at the same time to be proud to belong to India. The honorable Lalit Mansingh addressed the
convention on June 30, 1990. In his illuminating speech, Mr. Mansingh emphasized the rich cultural heritage of
the Oriyas and expressed his delight in their success stories in North America. It must be mentioned here that OSA
Executive Committee with the help and promise of financial support by Dr. and Mrs. Nilamber Biswal, a scholastic
award was instituted in the memory of Subrina Biswal namely “Subrina Memorial Scholastic Award”. Another
award was instigated same time namely “Kalashree” award, the objective of which was to honor distinguished
person(s) for their dedication to promote art namely dance, music and acting, etc.

22nd OSA Convention in Chicago

The 1991 OSA Convention was held in Chicago from July 4-7. Mrs. Mary Ann Pattanayak served as the
Convener or chairperson of the Twenty second OSA Convention. The theme of the Convention was Festival of
Orissa. Lots of emphases were placed on youth activities, membership drive and membership participation in OSA
activities. The inauguration ceremony was held on July 5th morning. Mr. P. Santoshi, the Consul General of India in
Chicago was the chief guest. The members of the executive committee for the year 1991-1993 were, Dr. Digambar
Mishra, President, Mrs. Renuka Panigrahi, Vice President, Dr. Hemanta Senapati, Secretary-Treasurer and Dr. Kula
Chandra Mishra, Editor. The newly elected President of OSA executive committee was introduced by me as the
outgoing president. After the acceptance speech of the incoming president, Mr. Santoshi the chief guest of
inauguration gave his keynote speech. Finally the inauguration ceremony was over after a vote of thanks offered
to the guest of honor, to the members of outgoing executive committee, to the members of incoming executive
committee and to the audience.

The General Body meeting was held in the afternoon and an elaborate entertainment program was
catered in the evening. At this time as decided by the cultural committee, two individuals namely late Dr. Pramod
Patnaik and Mr. Pratap Das received ‘Kalashree’ awards for their lifelong dedication for the promotion of arts such
as dance, music and acting, etc. No doubt, the 22nd annual convention was enjoyable and rewarding.
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During last two decades, OSA organization has steadily grown despite some conflicts and problems. It has
continued to be strong and resilient. | want to point out here that there are some definite advantages and goal
fulfillments in becoming a member of OSA. They are as follows:

1. It promotes and reinforces one’s self-identity and belongingness to one’s culture.

2. It helpsto develop a sense of security through interactions and interdependence on mutual and/or group
basis.

3.  Membership and participation in one’s common heritage and sub-cultural group within the large
American society and culture provide the opportunities for social integration with an accepted set of
norms, standards and values.

4. Membership and participation in OSA activities provide the opportunities for choosing friends and/or
mates based on perceived compatibilities with respect to choice criteria.

5. The processes of socialization and transmission of culture are facilitated through membership and
participation in group activities.

6. OSA newsletters, journals and souvenirs are excellent sources of news and information as well as sources
of literary and issue oriented social, economic and cultural topics.

Thus membership in OSA and consistent participation in OSA activities are functional and rewarding.

Some Broad Consequencesof OSA activities:
During the recent years, four conspicuous cultural ethos have developed in America because of our wide
participation in activities strongly promoted by OSA. Those cultural ethos are as follows.
1. Development and popularity of Jagannath philosophy and Jagannath worship through establishment of
Jagannath temples in several cities in America.
2. Gradual popularity of Odissi music and Odissi dance in America through the consistent promotion by OSA
organization.
Development and enthusiastic promotion of Oriya Drama Festivals in different parts of America.
4. Efforts of a number of individuals and groups to promote Oriya language in North America through group
discussions and publications of novels and poetry etc. in Oriya language.

w

These socio-cultural movements are going to have tremendous impact on our cultural heritage.

Dr. Amiya K. Mohanty, Professor Emeritus in Sociology in Eastern Kentucky University, Richmond, KY, is a founding
life member of O.S.A. since 1969 and is a past president of O.S.A., 1989-91.
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Swapnalata lives in Macomb, Michigan with her
husband Nirmal Rath and their two daughters Anya
and Nayna. She loves to engage herself in Odia
community activities. She would love to hear readers
opinion on her poem and can be reached by her
email at swapnalata@comcast.net.

I

oG @Qol
692 91913

7y Qal IR

IRl @Al YA @666 JQ6a

9691 el Gaee
NG Q16Q 28 N8 @6a

A9 2IQ19Q |
Geinsa g6l Gl a

a@n v 98 cdee
6RAIG A7 QIR Q8

a0lan 98 6ase
A6 doRI6a QR Q1ea

60ng8 609910
Aol @Al Ya @6l60 dQ6a

969 Y&l 6a2R ()

UE Al 60960 9ReR QA

@R 98 dsa @al
UG 60 @91 U6 @ NQ8l

Y6 GF ARl 66
6d@ 910Q 691 QRIAR QI

gelam A |
IRl @Al Y8 @6l60 IQ6a

G691 Y&l 6a’a (9



2012 OSA Journal

TRa 9@l 60

e JQl 6Q JRIREY
) Ad 6l aEsd
6Q6R Gl QIYEQ YR QAL
RRAIQ 69 @104 |
§daa G0 Qv 636e
§& d1gel 6 Gl
2QIAE 26l Ro& 96669
6096160 QAQIQ,
014 @48 69 ¥ @@ C86a
Algla ga dene
dal 68 ARG
. AT 6 QIS8 (Q)
dane Gen 21E 969 QIR
Q81066 69 AIG A1
daee 61a 60 6alR
RS, A8 @
UQY 69 @199, 609168 AR
e 621@ 69 FAR
dal 68 ARG
h AT 6 QEREs (9

Sneha Mohanty lives in Huntington Beach, California

Qga
e ﬁq

gela dga ¢ @1ee dgea ol IR
0964 66 aela @8 Mened’

066 agal

Uel, QIG, QIS G APERGGIA 2R6A

Ue QI06a e a0l @ @4

RQQ6Y, AQ P2IQ, °QANIRIG 68 6QQIR,
A8, (88 G660 @@eIRAYQ!

qel, 6aid, Gl @6q8q

a6y, da, 906 66 JeeER @4

Y& 918, & 21866, Y&I10 6216

Adis 4169 666 af Q& 66 0 62414 |

D3

Poetic License

gele ggle ¢ @166 0elsa 6lR 9IR

a9Q  AQE 6a aIdelq A Ceifed’
age 719 6018 60166 RIS 6aql
6cRIG. 2IdAl 400G

6616 Qe QIE 3Rl 6919

Q88 62Q1Q 64, ATl 6 URIQG |

dela ggle ¢ @166 0elsa 6lp eIR
QQ16Y 606 @a1q AIF 2PQRIY IR
AQ1 67166 671l Q18QAI0I6A YeE AUla,
08¢ @ 612, aq all. §¢. €16, A6aIesa
AQ1 @R 90, 9@ 6 dIgEe 621a

294 6IRQAIQ, 2eq 9QaIq &R |

gela dga ¢ @1ee dgea ol IR

66lRIC 618Q QIR 66ININGY 661RQ1e

Q16 QRIANSY 66IRIT B8 IgNER 6910 @&l 6EHEG
Q18Q60 Q86!, G161, 698 G L°CEIQ aelg

AGela 9I9e ddiaml |

gela agle ¢ @166 0elsa 6lR olR
&& a6 doedia 6alnsa felad
§aY 661003alq aGRsY’

doedl 26, Jasdld, 28sIasa
da6qQ dela 618y, a9eq AaaaY,
RQ1Q QI8 2RIV 6

66IRIE 62Q QIR 66INIEEY
601728 saalq @0 yaedal |

gela agle ¢ 6618 @sa)Q el AIv,
algl Qigy agdel A,

@16@ deca Yads 2ide eIRAa,
062a, a0YQ, 9984, 1Rga,
d9e @ nedsa aIdalq,

966 @R 78 666 02l 62919,

aQ qnll, @¢. €I, adaiesa

AQ1 @R 90, 9@ 6 dIgGe 621a
29Q 6IRAIY, 2I6q 9QaIq,

on @i 6dindi ¢ sdicaa o1
62419 ANQ 671 QI QIS |

Parasara Mishra lives in Toronto, Canada with his
wife Rekha and daughter Lipi. He has been actively
involved with the oDiA community in Canada and his
passion lies in writing oDIiA poemes, stories and
dramas. His e-mail address is parasarall@yahoo.ca
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Dr. Devaraj Sahu lives in North Potomac, MD. He
was a lecturer in Physics at Berhampur University.
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Present is Here as if Forever The Eucalyptus Graveyard

By Babru Samal By Khalilah Okeke

When | visit India Where trees spiral out like bouquets of bent
It appears skeletons

As if | never left home Retracted and stiff in their death stance
The dirt, the noise and the nosy people Stripped bare of leaf and color

Become familiar only after a short while.

My USA life becomes a dream

As if | was never there at all Dying Alone
Even | cannot properly sketch the road | take to work By Khalilah Okeke
And once | am back
India becomes a dream again My body breaks under the strain of life
As if  had a long sleep and just woke up Love my only conquer has left me vacant
On my own bed Like a hollow shell filling with sand
Only the photographs remind me of the reality. Each break of the wave

Each suffocating grain
Spring comes Stifling my once beautiful song
With flowers Love drifted away from me like floating lanterns in
On every nook and corner of the trees black water
Summer comes They parted the thick fog like a curtain
And erases all the pains of the winter My broken body could not follow
Fully dressed green trees The black lake filled my lungs | could not shout
The fun fairs and festivals My heavy heart was like an anchor
Appear as if they are there forever Pulling me to the murky depths below

But not really

Then the winter creeps in

Welcomed by naked trees They Call You a Destroyer
Shivering mornings and By Khalilah Okeke
Show case snowflakes on window shield

And inside my heavy duty jacket
| feel as if the winter is forever
And will never go away.

Mother Hurricane a deceived lover
You merge between the thunder and rain
Your tail entwines the sea
You gallop tumultuously
With winter in your heart
And tremor in your foot
You hurdle past the horizon and breathe
Absorbing thyself with the oceans tide
Eating yourself to stay alive
Ravenous rage depletes
Leaving white sheets of sky
As you dissipate within a whisper of time

My mind

A mesh of wishes, wistful thoughts

The meadow of past pains with the stream of
delicious dreams

Those last like colorful soap bubbles

I am a pawn of my moments

Glossing over the past and

Thinking as if the present is here as if forever.

Babru Samal lives in Rockville, MD. His hobbies are
writing, photography, travel and reading. He is a
molecular biologist & bioinformatician by profession.

Khalilah Okeke is the grand-daughter of Dr.
Prasanna K. Pati.
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Odia Culture & the Diaspora

Temple Art and Architecture of Odisha: Sixth
to Tenth Century A.D.
By Dr. Surya Pattanaik

The earliest structural temples in India were
probably built by the Mauryas in the 3rd century
B.C., as evidenced from the excavations at Bairat
district in Rajasthan and Temple #40 and #18 at
Sanchi (1). However, the ones still standing in its
original condition are the ones at Aihole in
Karnataka, probably built around 300 to 350 A.D.

The Indian silpasastras classify the temple
architectural styles into three different categories:
1) Nagara 2) Dravida and 3) Vesara. The Nagara
style, also referred to as Indo-Aryan style, developed
in the 5th century A.D. and is prevalent in all of
Northern India. The Dravida style was developed
around the 7th century A.D. and all the Southern
Indian temples belong to this class. The Vesara, the
hybrid style, exists in the border areas between the
two major styles (Nagara and Dravida), particularly
in the modern states of Karnataka and Andhra
Pradesh.

Many historians and scholars classify the
temple architecture of Odisha under the Nagara or
Indo-Aryan style. However, the Odishan temple
architecture, by reason of its own distinct
individualities and a long history of evolution, had
established a unique style, called Kalinga.

Prof. R.D. Baneriji (2) refers to an inscription
in the Amritesvar temple at Holal in the Bellary
district (Karnataka) where four different styles are
mentioned: Nagara, Kalinga, Dravida and Vesara.
Mr. D.P. Ghosh (3) has shown that certain well
marked peculiarities distinguish Odisha group of
temples from the other Nagara temples of Northern
India, Madhya Pradesh, Rajputana, Gujarat and
Kangra.

The axial development of the Odishan
temple begins with deul (vimana) or sanctum itself.
The jagamohana or mukhasala is added in front of
the deul. Two other structures, nata-mandira and
bhoga-mandapa, are added to jagamohana only in
the late 12th century.

The architectural orders described in the
Silpasastra of Odisha, Bhuabanapradipa, are: a)
Rekha b) Pidha and c) Khakhara. All the three orders
were employed in various periods in Odisha for the
temple complex. However, in the mature plan, in
the latter part of 10th century, it is the rekha order
that becomes the standard plan for the deul, the

most sanctified part of the shrine housing the
presiding Deity while the pidha order becomes the
standard plan for jagamohana (4). While the rekha
and pidha orders are employed for structures of all
religious sects, the khakhara order is for temples
dedicated only to Sakti worship.

It is beyond the scope of this article to
discuss the intricate details of Kalinga temple
architecture. The readers can refer to several
excellent books (2-6) on the subject. Only some
major features will be covered along with the
development through the sixth to tenth century
A.D., supported with photographs taken by the
author.

Architecture: Architecturally, both the
rekha and pidha can be divided into three principal
parts along the vertical plane above the pitha: a)
bada (vertical wall), b) gandi (curvilinear spire or
pyramidal roof) and c) mastaka (crowning elements),
as shown in Figs. 1-2 (4). The bada is divided into
three main components: 1) pabhaga (base
moldings), 2) jangha (vertical portion or wall) and 3)
baranda (upper moldings demarcating the bada
from the gandi). The surface of the bada is further
demarcated by projecting piers called pagas or
rathas, which run vertically up the structure.

Diagram of the Principal Elements of the Rebkd-Desl

Fig.1 Principal Elements of the Rekha-Deul
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Diagram of the Principal Elements of the Pigha-Deul

Fig.2 Principal Elements of the Pidha-Deul

In the early temples, there are three such
pagas on each wall, with the larger center paga
(raha), running continuously up the height of the
deul, whereas the flanking subsidiary pagas
terminate beneath the baranda. This is known as tri-
ratha design and is standard on early temples. In
the course of evolution, with increased elaboration,
this tri-ratha slowly evolves into pancha-ratha
design with the subsidiary pagas running
continuously up the height of the deul. In the 12th
century the pancha-ratha plan is frequently
superseded by a sapta-ratha design and in some
cases the design approximates a nava-ratha. The
elaboration also takes place in the pabhaga, where
the number of moldings is increased from three to
five, and in the baranda where the number of
moldings is greatly increased, in some cases to ten.

The rekha and pidha orders exhibit their
individual peculiarities in the gandi. In the rekha-
deul, the gandi assumes the shape of a curvilinear
spire. The silhouette of this spire is rather squat and
truncated in the early temples, whereas in the later
temples, much greater in height, the silhouette
curves in rapidly at the top to produce a more
soaring effect. Even on the earliest existing Odishan
temple, the decorative program of the gandi
demonstrates a mature conception being pancha-
ratha in design in contrast to the tri-ratha design of
the bada (4).

The mastaka of the rekha-deul consists of a
beki (recessed cylindrical portion above the bisama),
an amalaka (large ribbed disc flattened in
appearance), khapuri (flat bell-shaped member) and
surmounting kalasa on which is placed the ayudha
(sacred weapon) of the temple’s presiding deity.

E2

Odia Culture & the Dlaspora

The gandi of the pidha-deul consists of a
number of pidha-moldings (projecting member with
downward curving edge) diminishing in a pyramidal
shape. Vajra-mastaka motifs crowned by an udyata
lion are generally placed above the gavaksa
projections on the north and south sides and over
the entrance portal on later temples. The mastaka
of the fully-fledged pidha-deul consists of a beki,
ghanta (large bell-shaped member), a second beki,
amalaka, khapuri, kalasa and ayudha.

In contrast to the square plan of the rekha
and mature pidha, the khakhara is invariably oblong
in plan with one of the longer sides having a door
which faces the deity placed against the opposite
wall. The most distinguishing feature of this type of
temple is its barrel-vaulted elongated roof. The
hollow interior above the garbha-griha is in the
shape of a pyramid tapering upwards to form a solid
block at the top. In the mature Odisha temple, both
the rekha and pidha orders are thus employed, the
rekha for the deul, consisting of a square sanctum
surmounted by a curvilinear spire, and the pidha for
the jagamohana or frontal hall, consisting of a
square astylar structure covered by a pyramidal roof
of receding steps.

Decoration: One of the most distinctive
features of the Odishan temple, as has been noted
by Kramrisch (6), is the overall clarity of the total
design in plan and elevation. Each individual
architectural unit is clearly defined as a self-
containing element in the overall decorative
program. Each sculptural image is well contained
within its pillar boundaries, adhering closely to the
surface, "each panel to its place, each image to its
ground"(6). The pagas which project from exterior
walls are generally designed as miniature shrines
(mundis) or replica of the temple itself complete
with niche and superstructure. These mundis
function as ornaments to beautify the structure and
also act as a frame to exhibit numerous sculptures of
the various gods and goddesses. The decorative
motifs, in addition to beautifying the structure, serve
symbolically as auspicious images to protect the
temple from real or imagined evils. None of the
carvings, in fact, is merely decorative, each "has its
meaning at its proper place and is an image or
symbol" (6).

There are four basic types of mundis carved
on the temple walls, three of which are replicas of
the major architectural orders: rekha, pidha and
khakhara. The fourth type, which is most popular in
the earliest temples, is the vajra-mundi. It consists
of a miniature vajra-mastaka. The raha division
continues up the height of the gandi, so that the
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large vajra-mastaka immediately above the baranda
serves usually as the crowning member of the bada
design, thus transforming it into a vajra-mundi.

The niche of the raha of Odishan temples
houses a parsva-devata, a deity connected in
doctrine with the main divinity of the temple. On
the early temples, dedicated mainly to Siva, the
parsva-devatas would be Ganesha on the south,
Karttikeya on the west or back, and either Parvati or
Mahisamardini on the north. On Vaisnava shrines,
they are usually Varaha, Nrusingha and Trivikrama,
three of the ten avataras of Vishnu. Sakta temples
have three different forms of the enshrined deity.
This iconographic program is quite consistent
throughout the long history of temple construction
in Odisha.

The images housed in the niche of the
subsidiary pagas varies from period to period. In the
earliest temples, tri-ratha in plan, the niches house
various aspects of Siva, whereas on Sakta shrines,
these niches are filled with alasa-kanyas or
mithunas. With the development of a full-fledged
pancha-ratha plan, beginning in the 10th century,
alasa-kanyas carved in high relief become popular
on the corner paga, designed as a pilaster.

The temple building activity in Odisha
continued for a period of roughly one thousand
years. Most of the important temples, including the
earliest existing, are located in and around
Bhubaneswar except for Sri Jagannath and Konark.
This is not surprising as the current city of
Bhubaneswar was known as Ekamra Kshetra, and is
described in many Sanskrit texts like the Skanda
Purana, Ekamra Purana, Brahma Purana, Svarnadri
Mahodaya, Niladri Mahodaya, Ekamra-Chandrika,
and Kapila-Samhita.

Examples of brief architectural
development through photos from sixth to tenth
centuries are provided below starting with the
earliest surviving temples.

Laksmaneswara Group (6th century A.D.):

The earliest existing temples in
Bhubaneswar are the three ruined temples grouped
in a single line; Laksmaneswara, Bharateswara and
Satrughneswara, (Fig. 3 left to right, Figs.4-6) built in
575 A.D. These simple structures are of rekha order
and there is some evidence that a jagamohana also
existed. Although all the three have been
reconstructed, the Satrughneswara is in the best
shape. All the three temples face west. The bada
design is tri-ratha but gandi is pancha-ratha in plan.
Some of the most beautiful carvings on these
earliest temples appear on the doorframes (Figs. 7-
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8). The door is framed by four bands of decorative
scrollwork on each side. The two dwarapalas are
placed at the base of the two inside jambs of the
entrance. The lintel over the door has an image of
Hara-Parvati in the center (Fig. 9).

Fig.3 Laksmaneswara group

Fig.5 Bharateswara (left)
Fig. 6 Satrughneswara (right)
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ig.7 Laksmaneswar doorframe
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Fig. 9 Hara-Parvati in the lintel over doorway

On the front facade (raha), over the
entrance to the sanctum, there is a large vajra-
mastaka motif (Fig. 10); the circular upper medallion
houses a Nataraja image, whereas the larger lower
medallion houses Ravananugraha-vadha-murti.
Images of Ganesha (Fig. 11) in a medallion and
Karttikeya (Fig. 12) in a niche are located in different
areas of the temple.

' Fig. 10 Vajra-mastaka

Odia Culture & the Dlaspora

-

Fig. 12.Karttikeya

Vaital Temple (8th century A.D.):

Three major temples, with increasing
innovations, were built in the mid 8th century:
Markendeyeswara, Sisireswar and Vaital. The first
two are rekha-deul, whereas Vaital is a Khakhara
temple dedicated to Chamunda. The name "Vaital"
is probably derived from the word "vetala," or spirit,
with the help of which the Kapalikas and Tantrikas
wanted to attain siddhis (5). Vaital "temple is one of
the most beautiful of all Orissan structures"(4).

Both the bada and gandi are of tri-ratha
design and the jagamohana has miniature rekha-
deul at each of the four corners (Figs. 12-14).

/ 3
by = -"""

Fig.12 Vaital, south side
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) Fig. 14 Vaital, west side

The raha on the south side is designed as a
large vajra-mastaka (Fig. 15). The parsva-devatas
housed in the niches on north and south sides are
Mahisamardini and Parvati respectively (Fig. 16 a-
b.). Figure 17 shows a portion of bada on the west
side with intricate carvings and alasa-kanyas.

Fig. 15 Raha, south
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Fig. 16a-b.Parsvadevata Parvati & Mahisamardini

Fig. 17. Alasa-kanya in bada, west

Mukteswara Temple (10th century A.D.):

Mukteswar temple, although small, has
been aptly described as "the gem of Orissan
architecture" and "a dream realized in sandstone"
(4), a monument in which sculpture and architecture
are in complete harmony with each other. The
temple has an integrated jagamohana and a
detached torana (Fig. 18) in front of the
jagamohana. Fig. 19 shows the deul and Fig. 20
shows details of the top of torana.




2012 OSA Journal

Fig. 19 Mukteswara Deul
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Fig. 20 Torana detail

The bada is pancha-ratha in design. A part
of the bada is shown in Fig. 21 and details of
intricate design in Figs. 22-26. "Every inch of the
surface is ornately carved; the carvings are delicate
and distinct but at the same time integrally linked
with each other to produce an overall harmonious
design" (4). The gandi also pancha-ratha in plan as
can be seen in Fig.27. Figure 28. shows the large
vajra-mastaka on top of raha on the south side .

Fig.21 Mukteswara bada
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Fig.25 bada decoration
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Fig. 26 Naga stmbha‘
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resulted in temples: Rajarani (1000 A.D., 60' in
height), Brahmeswar (1060 A.D., 60" in height),
Lingaraj (1060 A.D., 160" in height), Sri Jagannath
(1125 A.D., 215" in height) and Konark (1220 A.D.,
227" in height). Each of these temples are
masterpieces on their own, presenting Odishan
temple style at its best, with Konark being the grand
climax of Kalinga style architecture.

The author lives in San Jose, California, with
wife Dr. Anjalika Pattanaik.

Fig. 27 Mukteswara gandi
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One Glimpse of Purusottam Mahatmya in Skanda Purana
By Bhagabat C. Sahu

Skanda Purana is written by Veda Vyasa, the compiler of vedas and the author of Srimad Bhagavatam,
Bhagavad Gita, and Mahabharat, etc. His disciple, Maharshi Jaimini, describes the greatness of Lord Jagannath
(Purusottam Mahatmya) including origin, Sthapana, modes of puja, car festival, etc., to sages (Munis) in the form
of dialogues. Sri Purusottam Mahatmya contains 57 chapters and 3,600 slokas in Skanda Purana. It is named as
Skanda Purana because Lord Skanda (brother of Lord Ganapati) asked questions to his father, Lord Mahadeva
(Siva), about the significance of Lord Jagannath, Lord Balabhadra, and Devi Subhadra in Purusottam dham
(Srikshetra). “Asmin Kshetre Sthitam Sakshad Brahmarupam Prakashate.” In this Kshetra (place), Brahman is
present directly and illumines as Darubrahma. Lord Mahadev explained all these stories starting from origin and
how bhaktas get moksa (kaivalya) by worshipping Lord Purusottam, the Brahaman.

In the 24th chapter of Vishnu Khanda, Purusottama Mahatmyam (Skanda Purana), King Indradyumna,
who is considered as the fifth child of Lord Brahma (four headed God) and who consecrated Lord Jagannath at
Srikhetra, sings His praises. Devarshi Narada, Bhagavan Brahma’s son, who was the celestial messenger between
Brahmaji at Brahmaloka and Indradyumna at Bhuloka (Earth), He indeed helped mighty King Indradyumna to
locate the Darubrahma (Purusottam, Jagannath) and build His temple at the top of Niladri (blue mountain) at the
seashore of Srikishetra. Padmanidhi was the chief priest for installation. Lord Narasimgha was installed before
proceeding with the consecration of Lord Jagannath.

Even though there is elaborate description of “Purusa” the Brahman in Purusa Sukta and Narayuna Sukta
of Yajurveda, here Veda Vyasa described Lord Jagannath variously as Purusottam, Vishnu, Narayana, Hari and
Vasudev, etc. Here under is a brief description of Mahatmya of Lord Purusottama in 24th chapter of 2nd division
of Skanda Purana with proximate English translation.
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Jaimini says —

1.

4.

5.

Then came King
Indradyumna after long
time with great anxiety and
exhilaration and prostrated
before Lord Jagannath with
great emotions having
goose bumps all over his
body.

| salute Lord Vasudeva, one
who is an embodiment of
all knowledge with purity
and clarity, one who looks
after brahmavits, gods and
alike, cows, brahmins, one
who destroys all ill omens
of afflicted people, one
who gives four kinds of
desirables (dharma, artha,
kama and moksa). One
who is Hiranya garbha
(brahman) primodial
purusa and one who is
beyond expression and
comprehension.

King Indradyumna thus
chanting repeatedly
various slokas in favor of
the Lord, with tears of joy
in his eyes, did pradakshina
again and again
(circumambulated) around
the Lord.

Thereafter came other
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gods and visited very joyously and with folded hands did pranam to the Lord.
Gods said -
The supreme person has thousand heads, thousand eyes, thousand feet, and He pervades the whole
universe. He exists in the lotus heart, ten finger breadths above the navel on the supreme
consciousness. This may be the transliteration, but in a sense it means “the supreme person exists
enveloping the whole manifest universe, cognizing through every mind, seeing through every eye, and
working through every limb - nay He exists transcending the universe.

He is parambrahma, is Param Purusa (ultimate divinity) and Paramatma (supreme consciousness). He is
essentially the whole universe and whatever was, whatever is, and whatever will be all are His

manifestations.

The whole manifest universe is His splendor. He, the supreme person, transcends it very much. By a part
(one-fourth) of His splendor, He supports the universe and whereas the major part (three-fourth) of His
splendor, embodying immortality, is beyond the range of the manifest universe.

Oh Lord! You are the supreme consciousness. You are the creator of all Vedas. From You arose the
Yajna Purusa and then horses, cows, and sheep, etc.

From His face arose the brahmins, who were devoted to thinking and discrimination, from His arms arose
kashatriys who are devoted to protection and preservation, from His thighs arose vaishyas who are
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10.

12.

13.

14.

15.

16.

17.

18.

19.

20.

21.

22.

23.

24.

25.

26.

27.

devoted to power of acquisition and distribution, and from His feet arose shudras who would be the
support power for the supreme purusa. T

/11. The moon was born of His mind, sun born of His eyes, five vayus (prana, apana, vyana, udana, and
samana) or organs of breathing born of His ears, fire born of His tongue, space born of His navel, and
heaven (ether) born of His head, Earth born of His legs and feet and eight quarters born of his sense of
hearing.

You are the Yajna purusa and seven oceans as the perimeters, twenty-one chhandas (Vedas and
upanishads) were semidha (fire wood for Yajna) and this animate and inanimate universe were born out
of You.

The Lord of the universe (Jagannath) You are the preserver of the universe and you take violent form as
the cause for dissolution of the universe. You are the ultimate God!

You are the Yajna, all parts of Yajna, ultimate Lord of Yajna, absolute Brahman of sound and You are the
“Samrat” (Brahman) in form of sound of the whole universe.

You the Brahman are created by yourself. You are Jagannath (Lord of the universe) and the master of the
universe. Oh Jagannath, You are the one who has pervaded the upper world, lower world, and middle
worlds as well.

Yajnikas (performers of the fire sacrifice) attain eternity by worshipping You. You are the sacrifice
(offering) itself and You also are the enjoyer (attaining) of sacrifice. You are the oblation (clarified butter
or ghee), performer, sacrifice (havan) and you are the attainer of the fruits of Yajna.

This sloka brings a simile to the one in Bhagavad Gita, chapter IV, sloka 24, where it says the process of
sacrifice is Brahman, the clarified butter is Brahman, offered by Brahman in the fire of Brahman, by seeing
Brahman in action, He reaches Brahman alone.

Oh Lord! You are the enjoyer of all actions and You are also all actions. You are the material for all
actions and You are the giver of all fruits of actions.

You engage everybody in action and You are the giver of dharma, artha, kama, and siddhi (success). Who
else other than You can give eternity (moksa)? Hrusikesha, | salute You.

We salute Ananta (infinite) who has thousand forms, thousand feet, thousand heads, thighs, and arms,
and thousand names. We salute that eternal purusa Purusottam who holds this universe thousand
million yugas (there are four yugas - satya, dwapara, tretaya, and kali, all in combination is called maha
yuga which according to astronomical science is about 4,320,000 years, 4.32 million years). This same
sloka is used by Vyasa in Bhisma Parva, Mahabharat where Bhisma narrates to Yuddhisthira.
We are deprived and afflicted and we surrender to You, our Lord. Oh Pundarikaksha (lotus eyed Lord) we
are directionless and You are our guide and we pray You to save us.
You are the only savior and the refuge of all fallen living beings in this ocean of Sansar. There is none
other than You in Your creation who looks after these all suffering living beings.
You are the Father, You are the Lord of everybody, You are the only refuge for the poor and the down
trodden people. You are the savior, You are the caretaker, and You are the only one who removes
obstacles and dangers from everybody.

Oh Lord Vishnu! Oh Lord Jagannath!! Please save us. Oh Lord, almighty! Oh Kamalakanta! (consort of
Goddess Laxmi), who other than You has the power to save us for sure.

Hey Antaryami! (Omniscient, one who knows what is inside everybody) You are the storehouse of all light
and You are the most illuminous one. We salute You.

Oh Brahmins listen, thereafter all the gods, chanting and meditating on Lord Jagannath, prostrating
before Him time and again, went out along with King Indradyumna, the lion of kings. Then they went to
Kshetra (holy place) where Lord Sri Narasimha was placed and with all devotions prostrated before Him
and worshipped.
Thereafter King Indradyumna along with head priest Padmanidhi went to the nice temple situated on the
top of the blue mountain to arrange all the Puja materials for the consecration (of Lord Jagannath).

Om, Tat, Sat.

Dr. Bhagabat C. Sahu, Athens, Alabama, USA. Founding Chair of Hindu Cultural Center of North Alabama. Founder
of Jagannath Society of Americas.

E9



2012 OSA Journal Odia Culture & the Dlaspora

Cultural Co-Existence on Display: Maniabandhi Saris with Buddhist and Hindu Symbols Travel to the
u.s.
By Annapurna Devi Pandey

Although | bought my first Maniabandhi pata (silk sari) with my very first lecturer’s salary in December
1981, for the thirty-five years that I've been wearing Maniabandhi saris, made in the villages of Maniabandha and
Nuapatna in Odisha, | knew very little about the weavers who make them. | have always been drawn to the
vibrant colors, texture and striking symbols (conch shells, lotuses, elephants, lions and wheels, etc.) of these saris.
When | came to the U.S. in 1989, | was surprised to see my Odiya
friends going to parties in their fashionable synthetic saris made of materials like chiffon and georgette. Trying to
fit in with my new circle of friends, | went along with the trend and quickly started collecting synthetic saris too.
But my love for Maniabandhi has endured. Whenever | go to Odisha, | visit the emporiums for the latest
Maniabandhi designs and have proudly collected them as markers of my own personal identity.

r! In the last few years, | have been pleasantly surprised to see
\QJ the turning of the wheel with more and more Odiya women in the
U.S.A favoring Maniabandhi saris over synthetic ones for festive
occasions. It is quite common these days to see these saris at
weddings, sacred thread ceremonies, and birthday celebrations. On a
recent visit to Bhubaneswar, | was greeted by a fashionable Indian-
born entrepreneur from the Bay Area with an inquiry about where |
got my sari (“ want one exactly like it.”) | explained that | had been
given that particular Maniabandhi sari as a gift at a wedding in the
Bay Area; Maniabandhi saris have acquired iconic status and at
weddings, it is often this type of sari which is exchanged as a gift
between the bride and groom’s family and friends.

In 2007, in the course of my research on Buddhism and its
practice in Odisha, | visited Maniabandha and Nuapatna and
discovered that the weavers of these saris are predominantly
Buddhists. | was surprised to find the practice of Buddhism in this
village as a living religion because the textbooks tell us that Buddhism
had practically disappeared from India long ago. In our own time Dr.
Bhimrao Ambedkar, the eminent political leader who is remembered
as the father of India’s constitution, revived it as a religion of protest.
Born to a lower caste family in pre-British India, Ambedkar had
suffered from insurmountable caste discrimination and had adopted
Buddhism in 1956. That is how, in the mid-twentieth century, Buddhism resurfaced as a movement of protest
against the caste hegemony and oppression in India - especially in the western states of Gujarat and Maharashtra.
While growing up, | was totally unaware of the practice of Buddhism anywhere in Odisha.

My trips to Maniabandha in 2007 and subsequently in 2011 made me aware that Buddhism is a vibrant
and living religion there — and has been for some time. From talking with the village weavers, | learned that they
have been practicing Buddhism for generations. Some of them believe that their ancestors had migrated to
Maniabandha from Burdwan in West Bengal. This claim is supported by the genealogical account of several
families | collected during my research. The time | spent in Maniabandha gives me hope to find the practice of
Buddhism in other areas of Odisha as well.

During my visits, | saw that each member of the family - men, women, and children — were involved in
weaving the saris (coloring the thread, putting the thread into the loom, working on the patterns, finishing the sari,
etc.). Learning the trade is part of their daily life. Women of all ages are the producers of the textile. They take
pride in their creation and display their creative work in exquisite patterns. It isa common sight to have a loom in
the entrance room and a few more small ones around the house.
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The weavers say that their weaving is in line with their practice
of Buddhism. As one of the villagers put it, “We are weavers. We do not
kill animals. If we plough the land, we may have to destroy lives. With
weaving as a profession, we do not tell lies, we do not cheat. Also, we do
not have any rich man or family in the village.” Weaving jibes with their
collective self-image as honest people. This claim indeed stands out in
contemporary India, reeking with news of corruption. According to the
villagers, if they
were engaged in
agriculture or any
other sector of the village economy, they would have to
participate in violence at some level; weaving allows them
to remain true to their Buddhist value of non-violence.
They also take pride in being vegetarians and abstaining
from alcohol. Many of them even avoid eating onion and
garlic because they are considered tamasic food.

| also learned that there is hardly any outward
migration from Maniabandha. The young and old continue
to live in the village because they each have a significant
role in their traditional occupation — weaving. Weaving Maniabandhi saris has provided them with a meaningful
occupation which helps them to construct their identity and makes it possible for them to keep their tradition and
modern life side by side, as they themselves have lived side by side with their Hindu neighbors. In contrast, my
home village, just twenty kilometers away, has been completely transformed by the new economy of India. In just
one generation, my village has been revolutionized by the money flowing in from the mining business in Odisha. |
could not recognize a single house from my childhood because all of the houses have become pukka mansions. |
saw people driving to their homes in brand new Mercedes and BMWSs - which | had not even seen before leaving
India in 1988. | was moved to see the contrast between the display of new wealth in my village and the state and
national award-winning patterns and designs of traditional Maniabandhi saris spread on the walls of
Maniabandha.

The weavers, who are predominantly Buddhists,
have learned to live side by side with their Hindu neighbors
in more ways than one. | discovered that saris are specially
woven for Lord Jagannath, Balabhadra and their sister
Subhadra for various religious occasions by the artisans of
Maniabandha and Nuapatna. As per the Madala Panji of
Jagannath Temple, Puri, this must have been going on for
several hundred years. The weavers of these villages also
produce saris for the goddess Lakshmi with nine motifs —
e.g. lotus, elephant, temple, peacock, water pot, conch
cell, butterfly, and =S
deer. They not only
celebrate each
other’s feasts and
festivals but also participate in each other’s ritual performances. The
Buddhist weavers of Maniabandha are well aware that they are combining
Hindu and Buddhist symbols. Buddhist symbols such as lions, swans, and
lotuses, and orange and red colors, are visible on the Maniabandhi sari.
Hindu symbols such as temples, swans, lions, water pitchers and roses are
woven along with them, making a very intricate pattern.

In their daily rituals, these Buddhists continue to worship Hindu
gods and goddesses, and they do not see any contradiction in doing so.
Maniabandha has established five Buddhist temples, which look like Hindu
temples, where both Buddha and Hindu Gods are worshipped together.
The village temples are adorned with the statues of Buddha and other
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Hindu deities, mainly Jagannath, Balabhadra along with Subhadra. They are worshipped side by side and are
offered prayers, chantings and evening arati together. This common worship of Buddha and the Hindu shrines
symbolize the religious acceptance of both the communities. The people reason out that Jagannath is the very
embodiment of Buddha and refer to their age old tradition of making the Khandua sari for the lord, making them
indispensible in serving the Lord Jagannath. Since Buddhists and Hindus live side by side in these villages, that co-
existence is reflected in the objects they produce as part of their everyday lives.

Like their Hindu neighbors, the Buddhist weavers practice endogamy, but unlike the Hindus, they have
not been affected by the practice of dowry, so common in Odisha and the rest of India. This consumerist mentality
underlying the demands of dowry from the bride’s family has become so rampant in present day India that it may
be one of the major causes of physical abuse and assault of women in their affinal families. Some of the women in
Maniabandha took pride in telling me that their young women do not suffer ostracization in finding a marriage
partner because of lack of money. Marriage takes place mainly within the Buddhist communities spread out
between Maniabandha and Nuapatna and a few other villages like Ragadi and Choudwar in Cuttack district.
Instead of dowry, the families emphasize communal feasts in order to celebrate with their extended family and the
community.

Each person in the village is looked upon as a producer because of his or her active role in weaving. |
came across one interesting case. A single mother was sharing her life story, “I have been very sick, constantly in
and out of the hospital. But both my daughters are taking care of me. They said, Ma, do not worry. We will
weave saris and will take care of you.” Clearly, girls are as valued as their brothers in this community. However,
when it comes to education, there is a twist. Parents are not very enthusiastic about sending their daughters for
higher education. The villagers realize that their daughters already have gainful employment as weavers, which
they may not have after their high school or college education. | met a very bright girl who earned first class in her
high school and intermediate college examination. When | asked her whether she would continue her studies, she
replied, “It is up to my father whether he will let me go for higher education.” When | asked her father, he
responded, “I do not have any objection to her higher education, but she has tons of work at home and eventually
will get married.” These days, undoubtedly new opportunities for educated women have started to appear in rural
areas. In Maniabandha, | met a woman in her twenties married into the same village. She is a very skillful weaver,
a mother of a toddler, with a college degree who is teaching in the Buddhist school in the village established in
2010. She said, “It is not easy to juggle all the different responsibilities of being a wife, daughter-in-law, mother,
teacher and a weaver.” | was surprised to learn that she was also privately preparing for her BA degree. She said
that her Buddhist faith gave her the courage and patience to manage all her responsibilities.

The villagers of Maniabandha have maintained their unique status by a distinctive way of life that they
have carved out for themselves. | noticed that every Buddhist house is adorned with Buddha’s statue painted on

. its front wall or front door as every Hindu house has a Jagannath
painting. In decorating their houses for weddings and other festive
occasions, they have images of Buddha and segments of the Jataka
stories painted on their walls.

Even though the Buddhist weavers in Maniabandha and
Nuapatna live side by side with their Hindu neighbors, their way of
life is distinct. In the rapidly changing modern India, they are
maintaining their traditional occupation while catering to the
growing demands of the Maniabandhi saris popularized by the

: forces of globalization. What | find remarkable about these weavers
is that their way of life aIIows them to have best of both the worlds. They have an occupation tied to their religion
that provides them with a meaning in their life and lets them incorporate markers of tradition as well as
modernity. By welcoming the visit of His Holiness Dalai Lama - the living Buddha - to their village and sending their
saris to the international market, they are participating in the global economy while maintaining their traditional
occupation and Buddhist way of life. The villagers in Maniabandha are incorporating the best of both the old and
new world. Maniabandhi Sari, the symbol of traditional values, has become the means by which they hope to
succeed in the twenty-first century.

E12



2012 OSA Journal

The Sunset Heritage
By Anil Dey

The last piece of Indo-Aryan architecture - a
world heritage - Konarka, is in its death throes. What
is so special about this 13" century derelict
monument and how essential is its preservation?

Of the two major sculptural forms in
medieval India — Dravidian and Indo-Aryan — the
later found a safe sanctuary in Utkala, which was
honed to perfection in an art stream known as
Kalinga Art. These architects did make few
experimentations but by around 600 AD, to quote
Charles Luis Fabri, the Orissan architect rapidly finds
his own style, and then, unhesitatingly bursts in to a
passionate and almost frantic activity, raising temple
after temple, always sticking to his well-established
style, always ready to make minor changes, but
never stopping until in 1250 A.D he raises the
ultimate and triumphal Sun Temple at Konarka.

The triumphal march stopped abruptly with
successive political change and unrest and the
greatest sculptural heritage was progressively
destroyed by combined barbarism of men and
nature.

What is Heritage? Is it in the broken pile of
stones, in the decaying sculpture, in the deity, in the
temple or in a great philosophy threading together
all these? It is difficult to answer in few words.

The Concept:
To the followers of other religions, the

place of gathering for prayer is merely a building
with sanctity. To the devout Hindu it is a
representation of the human body. He calls the
human body, Deha-Mandira — body the temple.
Kathopanishada likens the human body to a moving
chariot:

Atmanaam rathinaam biddhi shariram rathe
mebatu/
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Buddhi tu sarathi biddhi manah pragahamebatu//
(1.iii.3)

(Soul is the presiding deity in the chariot of body.

Intellect is the charioteer and mind, the reins.)

In their Shilpa Sastra they treat the
curvilinear main temple as Purusha (man) and the
audience hall in its front, as Nari (woman). It is also
called, Rekha Deula and also, Bimana. Even different
parts of the temple structure were named after
different parts of the torso. To them, Amruta —
death-less chain of life - flows from the union of
living bodies and therefore sacred. To this concept
was added a new turn at Konarka. Every living being
on earth owes its existence to solar energy; life
system will come to a stop the day the source of
energy i.e. Sun is extinguished. Thus the Sun is the
presiding deity of that living chariot. The chariot,
drawn by seven energetic horses signifying the
refracted seven colours of sun ray, rolls over twelve
months and 24 fortnights. There are twelve pairs of
wheels — 12 on the south face and 12 on the north
face of first plinth. Each wheel has 8 thick spokes
and 8 thin beaded ones. A spoke signifies a Prahara,
i.e. one eighth part of the 24 hour cycle by which
people those days kept time. The centre of the axle,
around which the wheel of life spins, is decorated by
either Gaja-Laxmi, or Hara-Parbati or Hiranya-
Kashipu. The disc at the centre of the thick spoke is
decorated by gods, semigods and even Mithunas
(copulating couple). The uninhibited race found
nothing wrong in placing the creators of the human
race side by side with the creator of mankind. The
body of the Pancha-Rtaha temple had 8 Anartha-
Pagas. These technical terms will be explained a
little later in this text but it would be enough to say
here, the 8 Pagas faced 8 cardinal directions of the
compass. Eight gods responsible for protecting the
temple from eight directions — thus named Dikpalas
— were seated at their pre-ordained places on these
pagas. Their consorts were given seats above their
heads, again at scripturally preordained places. This
signifies what high place the thinkers of that time
allotted the woman in the society. The Dikpalas and
the directions they guarded are as follows:

1. Indra- South-East on the wall facing East.

2. lsana- North-East -do-

3. Yama- South-West on the wall facing South.

4. Agni- South-East -do-

5. Varuna- North-West on the wall facing
West.

6. Nirita- South-West -do-

7. Kuber- North-East on the wall facing North

8. Pabana- North-West -do-
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All the Dikpalas, their consorts and many
other non-erotic sculptures have been looted,
leaving behind the eroticas at their preordained
nooks; thus leaving a false notion that Konarka is a
stone album of erotica.
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Nooks in Konarka

Three Parshwadebatas — incarnations of the
presiding deity or deities compatible - are prescribed
in the scripture. These were seated high up the

three Raha-pagas of the main temple i.e., South, & N aseayet //‘5 e 3¢
West and North. The Eastern side is generally Chlorite stone torso draped with needle fine muslin
blocked by the Jagamohana (assembly hall). Though cloth

the main temple of Konarka is destroyed up to Tala-

Jangha, the three Parshwadebatas exist and each is e e i

a superb piece of Sculptural elegance in Chlorite.
Who can, even at this advanced age, drape a
Chlorite stone torso with needle fine muslin cloth?
The four Nabagrahasilas (now only one set remains),
placed above the four tall entrances of Jagamohana
again are masterpieces of sculptured art. The nine
important constellations in the galaxy — Sun(Surya),
Moon(Chandra), Mars(Mangala), Mercury(Budha),
Jupiter(Bruhashpati), Venus(Sukra), Saturn(Sani),
Ascending node(Rahu) and Descending node (Ketu) —
as per scriptures guard and guide human destiny.
Their placement at the entrance and exit are
significant.

Not an inch on the body of the temple is left
vacant. Itis filled with every conceivable activity of
the vibrant life, erotica included. But as you enter
the sanctum sanctorum, all that noise of the teeming
life comes to an abrupt stop. There is no sculpture
on the inner walls of the sanctum sanctorum, even
inside the assembly hall (sealed now). You are face
to face with God — your soul — where frivolity has no
place. Only the saint of an Architect can conceive

God and his creation in this sublime scale and chisel : — Lk f -
them in to reality. Filigree on stone

N
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The Design:
Konarka temple is acknowledged to be the

last untarnished piece of Indo-Aryan temple
architecture in Kalinga stream. History shows how
the determined architect of the temple had
successfully resisted infusion of southern influence
when the king’s father-in-law from the south sent a
group of sculptors to help. Itis more the reason why
this great heritage must be preserved in a new
avatar.

Many temples of Odisha do not have a
visible plinth above ground or has a nominal one and
appear to rise from the ground surface itself
(Lingaraj temple for example). Konarka has a two
tier plinth of 16’ 6” height, the first being 14’ 3” from
ground level with a low Upana (strip). On the top of
the first plinth there is a deck, 10 to 15 ft. wide,
which goes round the temples. The 2’3" tall 2"
plinth starts on the inner brim of the deck, on top of
which are based the Jagamohona and the Bimana.
The first plinth was designed to accommodate the
mammoth wheels compatible to the Chariot design
of this tallest temple. The Bimana, it is estimated
with reliable data, was 211’6” above the 2" plinth
and 228’ from ground level. Jagannath temple and
Lingaraj temple, the other two great temples of
Odisha are, from ground level, 214’ 8 and 127’ 1”
respectively.

The ground plans of the temples of Odisha
are peculiar. The inside hall is usually square but the
outer periphery is many-cornered. Here comes in
the concept of Ratha (not chariot). Supposing you
intersect a square by two rectangles; you have a Tri-
Ratha design. You have here on all four sides, one
central projection, called Raha-paga and two flat
surfaces at the two corners, called Kona-paga. Now
intersect the plan with another two rectangles and
you have on all sides, one Raha-paga, two Kona-
paga and two Anartha-paga. This becomes a
Pancha-Rtaha plan. This way you can make Sapta-
Ratha, Naba-Ratha and so on. There is no Naba-
ratha temple in Odisha. The major temples of
Odisha, including Konarka, are all Pancha-Rtaha.

The walls of these temples are quite thick. In the
Rekha-deula of Konarka for example, the hall is 32'9”
square, whereas wall thickness at Raha-paga is 24°6”
and at Kona-paga, 17'6”. The Pagas, i.e. pilasters,
go up vertically to a predefined height and then slant
slowly inwards. The vertical portion is called Bada
and the curvilinear or slanting portion (as in case of
Jagamohana), Gandi. As the pilasters go up, the
thickness of the wall does not reduce, but above
Bada, each layer of stones is progressively reduced in
its periphery. These concentric rings after rings go
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up, narrowing down the space inside till they meet
at a predetermined height. On the top of it is loaded
a dead weight called Mastaka, weighing a hundred
ton or more. This dead weight keeps the corbelled
rings in place. Each layer of rings has a tendency to
fall inside, prevented by adjoining blocks touching
each other and from oozing up by the rings of stones
above. This system is called Corbelling, or “Inverted
ladder” system, where no bonding mortar, beam or
truss are necessary. Various other techniques like
Muda formation, Pidha formation, etc. are involved
to maintain the balance and rigidity. The technique
practiced then has been described at some length to
bring home the fact that the architects of that age
were no illiterate craftsmen. It makes one wonder,
with what great accuracy those people maintained
the centrality and counter balancing of stones,
essential for the corbelling system to remain stable,
and what technology was applied to lift carved
stones - weighing 25 to 30 tons at times - to that
great height! An often quoted technique of
progressively covering up the rising structure by
sand has been proved absurd. Apart from many
other arguments against the theory, one simple
argument put forth is that half or more of the great
sand cone will fall inside the sea at Konarka site, and
how will that half or more remain stable on water
surface? The other major argument against the
suggestion is that the builder will lose sight of the
perfect alignment of the profiles, so essential to the
system. Those who knew the technique of casting
rust resistant steel beams undoubtedly had access to
a better technology than sand filling. A number of
sketches — illustrating different techniques — have
been presented in an old manuscript named Baya
Chakada (Dr. Alice Boner). Some historians have
qguestioned the authenticity of the scripture but the
techniques illustrated, are simple and believable.
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The system of Paga formation, corbelling
and Pidha formation, besides various other
formations like Pabhaga, Jangha, Bandhani, etc.,
helped architects of that era to achieve with élan,
what every architect, even in modern times, craves
to achieve, i.e. breaking the monotony. Even though
square in plan, the many cornered exterior makes it
look like a sprouting flower. If one takes a look at
the creation from a distance as he approaches it and
mentally reconstructs the Rekha-deula or visualizes
Lingaraj, Puri, etc., he will find hundreds of
horizontal lines on the Jagamohana pitted against
hundreds of vertical lines on the tower at its
background with myriads of carved crevices and a
masterly interplay of light and shed — simply superb!
This is how our forefathers integrated technology
with religion, a great philosophy and a great art
form.

The Sculpture:
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This write-up cannot afford the space
needed for such a vast subject. Hence, only salient
features will be touched upon.

Take a cursory glance in a quick round up.
You will have the indelible impression of life on the
move. Look at the bottom most strip of Upana on
which the wheels appear to be rolling. It is filled

E16

Odia Culture & the Dlaspora

with thousands of elephants, moving, socializing and
even procreating. The back ground of wheels are all
filled with a churning life, from very base nature to
highly sublime, from selling a Giraffe to a parting
scene of an old lady, from absurd creations like
Bhayalas to absurd acts of sex.

Go up above the first plinth, you will come
across life size (some times bigger) gods and
goddesses co-existing with equally large sized sex-
happy Mithunas. The common thread is the superb
modeling. We have discussed earlier the
Parshwadebas for their muslin fine clothing; here
observe their gorgeous ornaments and physical
modeling.

Suber modeling

The stone craft reached its pinnacle
perhaps in the dancing musician girls placed high
above the two Pidhas of Jagamohona. Placed at
heights above 60 ft. from ground in two tiers, these
statues of more than human size silently but
eloquently assert their presence. Of the 36, six only
are Damaru playing Bhairavas. The rest of the 30
damsels, playing 8 types of musical instruments,
present the Indian concept of beauty, distinctly
different from the classic European concept. The
firm breasts of even Venus de Milo is slightly
drooping, keeping with reality and the slim body is
proportionate — an idealized reality. In these Kalinga
classics, the breast does not droop even slightly, the
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hip is heavy and the waist is thin, following the
idealized description in the medieval classics of India
(Guru Nitamba, singha kati etc). Yet they are
superbly beautiful, the eternal “She”. Shanti Swarup
describes them thus:

Dancing musician

Odia Culture & the Dlaspora

The many striking figures of comely damsels
and full-bosomed musicians placed high up on roof
galleries, of drum, flute and cymbal players speak
mutely but eloquently of a life full of fun and frolic —
of music, dance and young love. The robust beauty.
The softly contoured female figures seem redolent
with exuberant vitality and healthy breath of life,
their plastic flesh of stone vibrant with innate lust for
life. Each one is an enchantress, exquisitely graceful,
tender and serene.

The Erotica:

The much maligned and less understood
erotica are shrouded in a scholarly controversy. It is
significant that these seemingly obscene sculptures
are found on the walls of temple only and not in
forts or dwelling quarters of pleasure seeking kings.
The reasons advanced by scholars and demolished
also by scholars at different times are as follows:

1. Orgiastic rites of fertility cult of Sun as
universal fructifying force.

2. Aloud revolt against thousand years of
Nirbana Philosophy propagated by
Buddhists.

3. Outspoken sculptures meant for the temple
dancers.

4. Krushna-Gopi and mokshya philosophy.
Testing the level of devotion of those
entering the temple.

Teachings of the famous Kamasutra.
General decadence of the then society.
Tantric practices.

Protecting the temple from lightning.

10. Unabashed display of lecherous Royal life

style.

Keeping aside their scholarly complexities,
three scholars seem to have touched the very core
of a simple truth.

It is a great fallacy to judge morals in past
ages by present standards. Love and love making
were extolled in the 8" to 11" centuries as among
the most wonderful gifts of bounteous nature,
leading on to satisfaction and bliss. —Charles Louise
Fabri.

v
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The sacred act of procreation is to be
valued, as it affords the intense moment of joy we
can experience while we strive for the ultimate and
complete absorption in to the Divinity. —Mulak Raj
Anand.

Nowhere are such figures more blatantly
portrayed than here, often representative as they are
even of abnormal sexual practices. But the sculptures
of the Temple of the Sun should be seen and studied
with a mind exhilarated and sharpened by the thin
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air of solitude — and their isolation from the teeming
world of life —a mind submerged in their modeling
and formal beauty. For deep within the sculptured
stones lies an artless perfection that is full of art, in-
expressible yet potent, like the musical notes of
Mendelssohn’s Songs without words or the hunting
melodies of the Nocturnes’ of Debussy. —Percy
Brown.

Long long before these erudite
observations, a saint had made a pithy commentary
in Brahdaranyaka Upanishada; words from the
depth of realization. The sloka, translated into
English by two Swamis of Ramakrishna order goes as
below:

That" indeed is his form which transcends
desire, is bereft of merits and demerits, and is
fearlessz. As a man fully embraced by his dear wife
knows nothing external or internal, even so this
infinite entity’ fully embraced by the Supreme Self
knows nothing external or internal’. That indeed is
his form — in which all objects of desire have been
realized, in which they have become the selfS, and
which is devoid of desire and beyond grief. —
Brahadaranyaka Upanishad — 4/3/21

1 - Brahman attained in deep sleep. /2 —
Transcendent form of self /3 — Individual self. / 4 —
Unity of individual self with Supreme Self in deep
sleep. / 5 — In the waking or dream states, objects
are believed to be separate from self; hence they are
coveted. But in deep sleep that difference is gone;
hence there is no desire.

The Rise and Fall:

Raja Narasinghadeba—I of Ganga dynasty,
popularly known as Langula Narasinghadeba,
created this great temple. He reigned between 1238
AD to '1264 AD. While the year of starting is
generally agreed to as 1242 AD, the year of
completion is mired in great controversy. The period
of construction, it is claimed by different historians,
was 12/16/18 years. One version of Madalapanji
puts it at 1258 AD but historians generally do not
trust the Madalapanji. This writer, with the
assistance of Pathanisamanta Planetarium of
Bhubaneshwar, had tried to fix a date. Madalapaniji
and legends thereafter linked the consecration of
the deity to the bright half of Magha at equinox
when the rising sun is supposed to have bathed the
image with his garland of rays. Our attempt to
pinpoint one of the various dates linked to Sun,
bathing of the deity, was inconclusive. Even though
the legend was not proved, we did come to a
conclusion through another method that the temple
was consecrated on January 27, 1258 AD, Sunday.
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Let the scholars engage in hairsplitting arguments,
the moot question remains as to why at all the king
created such a stupendous temple for a God who did
not enjoy a large following in the then Kalinga?

Shaibaits and Baishnabites were ruling the
roost then. By all accounts, Narasinghadeba-l, a
Hindu king, was much ahead of his time. For a state
craft, his forefathers were mostly defending their
northern border from Muslim attack and engaged in
minor skirmishes in the south. It was
Narasinghadeba who took an offensive stand. He
fought with success, a 12 years long war in the south
and attacked the Muslims in their own court — an act
unthinkable then. He succeeded in establishing a
large peaceful domain spreading from Laxanabat in
north to Goadabari in south. In keeping with Ganga
tradition (Ganga dynasty, to which he belonged, had
a southern root) he married the daughter of Pandya
king from south but totally out of convention, a
Malwa princess, Sitadevi also. Malwa was a state in
now Madhya Pradesh, bordering Maharashtra. Did
he nourish a pan-Indian dream like Lalitaditya?
There exists a strong legend that he also married a
Kashmir princess. This legend, though not
historically proved, seems to have at its core his pan-
Indian dream. It is completely in keeping with the
character of such a Monarch that he would have
thought of an unconventionally secular religion to
support. The Sun god alone permits this
catholiticity.

Although Sun temples existed in India
before Konarka, Sun worship existed in many
countries centuries before, and to India, Historians
claim, it was imported from Iran. Thus Sun worship,
even now, could be said to encompass the world
community. In the strife ridden world now,
recreation of another Sun temple would be fitting
tribute to Narashinghadeba’s dream, besides
reviving a great architectural heritage.

Reverting to History, the temple was
completed and had functioned for around 300 years.
It was desecrated and deserted after the demise of
the last Hindu king of Utkala, Raja Mukundadeba in
1568 AD. In the meanwhile, rivers were drying up
and the port of Konagara (Konarka) fell out of
favour. The deserted temple became a gold mine
for curio hunters.

History indicates the temple suffered
repeated Muslim attack in the next 60 years,
possibly for the hidden jewelry and also possibly out
of religious intolerance to iconoclasts. It was not
easy to demolish 24 ft. thick walls but the repeated
attacks were adequate to destabilize the corbelled
rings and their fine balance. The temple started
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crumbling slowly. Muslims were not the only
offenders; there were Marathas, a Hindu feudatory
ruler, the local villagers and international curio
hunters who did their bit to accelerate destruction of
the greatest monument of Kalinga.

The Maratha rulers of Odisha in 18"
Century AD first shifted the Arunastambha to the
front of Puri temple in 1765 AD and then many
stones from the Konarka compound wall to raise the
height of Jagannath temple compound. Many
images were removed to the Bhogamandapa of Puri
temple. In 1837 AD, king of Khurda, with a flimsy
permission from a British district collector,
dismounted the Nabagrahasilas from the top of the
front entrance and removed many sculptures for a
temple in his fort. He wanted to shift the
Nabagrahasil to Puri temple. The attempt was foiled
by a British officer. Later, two attempts to remove
the Sila to Calcutta Museum were foiled, first by
nature and later by local resistance. The blowing
sands in the next century mercifully covered up the
tragedy.

Notwithstanding the sand cover, tips of the
great Architecture were visible, and there had been
feeble attempts by some well-meaning British
officers to exhume the treasure without much
success. It was in 1900 AD that Sir John Woodruff,
Lt. Governor of Bengal, ordered a full scale
restoration. The work continued for six years, as a
result of which we are able to see the vestige of a
great heritage. The attempt to preserve what
remains was euphemistically called ‘Restoration’.
The original Bimana will not return but what has
been done between AD 1900 to 1906 displays the
civilized side of the British rule, which the Nation
must acknowledge with gratitude. The job of
preservation went into the hands of the
Archaeological Survey of India (ASl) in 1939, and in
1984, UNESCO declared it a World Heritage.
Notwithstanding all that high sounding expressions
involving ASI and UNESCO, the remains are
crumbling. The ASI does not dare to address the
core problem agitated by various Indian and Foreign
experts in the past 60 years. Inside the sealed porch,
in the dark damp environment, harmful vegetation is
affecting the structure. In the absence of chemical
preservation inside, Khondalite stones that this
temple is made of are turning into sponge-like oxide.
All these are destabilizing the corbelled rings.
Experts of international fame are time and again
urging the opening of the sealed porch, removing
sand from inside and starting preservation from
inside. The ASI is totally opposed to what it believes
to be the opening of Pandora’s Box. That apart, no

E19

Odia Culture & the Dlaspora

attempt is being made to unearth from nearby sand
dunes some of the lost sculptures and restore them
to their rightful place. The lost parts of some of the
beautiful sculptures are presently filled up by
grotesque looking concrete blocks or plain stone
blocks. Indian National Trust for Art and Cultural
Heritage (INTACH) is seriously urging the
replacement of the lost portions by newly carved
pieces for which there are sculptures galore in
Odisha. ASI does not pay any heed to the advice.

Restoration:

Even if the ASl is forced to act through
domestic and international pressure, the sad reality
remains that the original glory of Konarka will never
return to the present relic and the present relic
might last for a century or so more. Before the final
curtain falls, it is highly necessary to recreate the
former glory in a new form and thus, perpetuate the
glorious heritage. Many believe this is a futile day
dream. The casual antagonism also demands
consideration. What are the constraints, ideological
or practical?

Konarka was an epic on stone. If epics have
been written and rewritten time and again, if Odishi
dance could be brought out of temple precincts and
kept gloriously alive, if Odishi paintings could be
transferred to modern fabrics from the palm leaves,
what valid ideological bar can prevent recreation of
the greatest heritage of Odisha, nay, the world?

The practical problems, of course, demand
serious consideration. These problems could be
technical, even ideological (like presenting the
erotica) and of course financial.

As to the technical problem of integrating
the old architectural style with modern engineering,
not a big problem for the world community of
technologists, when man has gone to the moon and
his instruments to Mars.

As to the erotica, mores have, of course,
changed, and in the present social environment, the
artist cannot present them that openly, but the
philosophy behind erotica is eternal. The modern
artists can certainly find a way around without
offending modern sensibility.

Money, yes, it must come from the World
community and Odias in particular, if they are really
proud of their great heritage. It is not their option
but a duty.

A small group in Odisha has already
assembled under the banner of Kalinga Heritage
Preservation Trust (KHPT) with broad based
objectives, but right now, they are concentrating on
three tasks:
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To organize a number of seminars and
workshops and invite experts from various
disciplines. This will be an exercise to
spread awareness and also to delve into the
problems involving preservation of the
original monument at Konarka for as long as
it is possible.

To create a new Sun temple espousing not
only a great art form but also the great
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To develop a much needed crafts village, so
essential for this project and also for
perpetuation of the great art form. The
Trust realizes that unless this community is
provided a safe and dependable sanctuary,
the art form - passing from generation to
generation — will degenerate and get lost.

The trustees hope that likeminded people

catholiticity of the philosophy behind. The
Trust intends to make this a true centre for
Global brotherhood.

and patrons will get in touch with KHPT.

Anil Dey is affiliated with KHPT.

Path to the Soil
By Diksha Mohapatra

Being Odiya has always been a detail of huge importance to me. However, | have produced my own
definition of Odiya. To me, it is all about upholding the strong beliefs, spreading the colorful culture, and boldly
accepting others with open arms. While a large population of Indians living in America proudly admit they are
Punjabi, Gujurati, or Bengali, | can more than ecstatically claim my motherland of the unique Odisha. | may not
speak fluent Odiya now, but | embrace every aspect of my beautiful mother-tongue and everything related. To
me, being Odiya is the ability to be modest yet simultaneously striking and alluring. It is paying heed to the
Jagannath temple. It is recognizing its foundation of Hinduism, Jainism, and Buddhism. It is not only reciting
bhajans but comprehending the meaning behind them. It is the splendor of the Ratha Yatra and the glory of the
Konark Sun Temple. It is even the appreciation of savory pakhala and rosagalas. Because of our diverse and
welcoming culture, | feel that it is much easier for me to welcome a myriad of identities, appearances, and
backgrounds into my life.

In fact, what has played a huge role in my decisions throughout the years is something | could quite easily
give gratitude to our Odiya community for. Every decision | make, and every thought that crosses my mind, is
based on my Guru Yogananda Paramahansa’s expression, “Let my soul smile through my heart and my heart smile
through my eyes, that | may scatter rich smiles in sad hearts.” Residing near the capital of California, | am able to
enjoy the benefits of a diversified community. | grew up with the ideal balance between my reposeful East Indian
beliefs and the active Western society. My relatives expected me to stay true to my roots, while my friends kept
me in line with the social norms. | did not conceive the obvious differences, until | began to enlighten myself with
the spiritual path.

In amusement | set foot into a temple for the first time. | admired the disparate and colorful individuals
around me. Although | was initially bewildered, | soon realized the true reason this Indian place of worship
consisted of a congregation of people who had different beliefs. It was not built on a religion. People came
together to Self Realization Fellowship to become spiritually aware of themselves. It grew on me, and day by day, |
felt myself opening up to everyone and developing a curiosity about the power of meditation and its effect on the
human mind. The very thought that a trivial matter such as meditation can purify a soul was mind-boggling to me.
From that day on, | knew what | wanted to do. | read every religious text | could find and attempted to
comprehend each one. | discussed the meaning of life and philosophical ideas with every person | met. The very
essence of my being yearned to discover everything | could to guide and help those around me who were less
fortunate. And in the most obscure way, it acted as a force that pulled me toward my own heritage. It was a
wonderful reminder of the similar way our ancestors cared so selflessly with immense compassion. In this way, |
hold a high regard for Odisha and hope that our future generations never let the culture’s special treasures go.

I am Diksha Mohapatra, a first year aspiring psychiatrist at University of California, Davis and the
daughter of Saroj and Gayatri Mohapatra.
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Home Sweet Home
By Alisa Das

This is home...

The sight of Aai cooking, the aroma Calling me
towards it,

The smell of incense stiCks Circling the air,

The sound of Aja Chanting his holy prayers,
The touch of the rain gently splashing on my
face,

The taste of sweet flowers embracCing my mouth,
This is home...

That dwells over the mountains,

Swims across the oceans,

TRuns across the valleys and plains, letting out
emotions,

Goars over grand heights and skyscrapers,
Travels along the train tracks through the
wilderness,

This is hote...

The crowded streets, busting around, getting to
places,

The Car honhk impatiently sighing as the traffiC
inCreases,

TRickshaws scudding along as second place along
the Creases,

Vendor stalls selling and bargaining with a “no”
here and a “yes” there,

This is home...

The hot air blowing on my face from the
fireplacCe on a winter hight,

The baking suh melting me like a popsicle,
Swaying oceans rising up ahd over, trying to get a
good (00K,

Monkeys swinging branch to branch as they are
Chased by brooms,

This is home...

Bangles clanging together as Cymbals in an
orchestra,

Earrings swinging in the swaying air making a
Jingle,

Colorful veils in the wind as one dances,
AnhKlets singing its sweet, Chirpy voice making
your footsteps heard a mile away,

This is home

This is ty home

Home sweet home

Alisa Das is 13 years old and in 7th
grade. She lives in Seattle. She likes to write,

araw and sing songs. Her parents Amulya Kumar

Das and §achala Das are OS54 lire members.

Rajputs, Mughals, and .......... Jagannath?
By Anshuman Mishra

Last winter, my family and | took a trip to
Northern India. My family is very interested in history
(and we enjoy good food), so we decided to go to
places with interesting pasts. We went to see Delhi
and Agra, with their rich Mughal heritage. We also
decided to see Jaipur, with its colourful Rajput history,
as everyone knows about the great abundance of
huge stone forts on solitary hills dotted around the
desert landscape. It was in Jaipur that | discovered
something interesting. Since my parents are
originally from Odisha, we are all interested in
Jagannath. | noticed that there was a connection to
Odisha, or more specifically, the Jagannath Temple at
Puri. As Jaipur had strong historical connections with
the Mughals at Delhi and Agra, | decided to do some
more research on the subject to see if Delhi and Agra
were also connected to Odisha.

When we arrived in Delhi, we visited many
monuments. Among the places we visited, the Red
Fort stands out specifically in my mind, as it had been
built by Shah Jahan and had been the Mughal capital
ever since its construction. When we left Delhi, we
came to Agra and saw the Taj Mahal, which Shah
Jahan had built as a tomb for his wife. We continued
on to the Agra Fort and Fatehpur Sikri. Both the Agra
Fort and Fatehpur Sikri were capitals of Akbar and his
son Jahangir.

After we left Agra, we came to Jaipur, with its
own rich history of the mighty Kacchwaha Rajput
rulers, and their friends in power, the Mughal
Emperors. In Jaipur, we saw places of great
importance such as the Amber Fort, which had been
the seat of Kacchwaha Rajputs including Man Singh |
for about 700 years. It had been very important
during that time, but Raja Man Singh | then expanded
Amber Fort to an even grander and more impressive
scale. | remember Amber Fort the best, not only
because it was where Raja Man Singh | and his
descendants, the Kacchwaha Rajputs, had ruled, but
also because that was where | discovered the
connection to the Jagannath Temple at Puri.

It was the year 1572 when Raja Bhagwant
Singh of Amber sent the young prince Man Singh to

With my family in Amber Fort, Jaipur
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serve in the military of the Mughal Emperor Akbar.
Man Singh would rise to great places in Akbar's
service and later became a benefactor of the
Jagannath Temple at Puri. Man Singh was an
intelligent and ingenious soldier and quickly moved up
the ranks to general. After his promotion to general,
his general aptitude for fighting campaigns and
making clever strategies quickly made him one of
Akbar’s most trusted generals and advisors. He was
even one of the Navaratnas, or Nine Gems, of
Akbar’s court. He stayed in Akbar’s service until his
death in 1614. While he was in Akbar’s service, he
headed many military campaigns, including the
battles with Rana Pratap of Mewar (Man Singh I's
cousin), Mirza Hakim (Akbar’s step-brother who
claimed the emperorship), five Afghan tribes in
Afghanistan by the Khyber Pass (whose colors later
appeared in Amber’s and later Jaipur’s flag), and the
people of Kashmir.

Raja Man Singh Emperor Akbar

In the year of 1592, parts of the Mughal
province of Bengal, and most of Odisha, claimed
independence after the death of their unifying
governor, Suleiman Karrani. They were led by an
Afghan general in the area named Nasir Khan, and
Man Singh was sent to retake the province for
Akbar. He fought for about five years and retook the
area that had seceded.

After he had won back Odisha, Man Singh
went with his wife to pray at the Jagannath Temple at
Puri. His wife, Rani Gauri Devi, a great Krishna
devotee, ordered the building of the Mukti Mandap.
The Mukti Mandap is a large hall for temple priests to
make important decisions regarding conduct of daily
worship and festivals. It is frequently used by
scholars to discuss ancient religious and literary texts.
Rani Gauri Devi also commissioned an entrance
doorway to the Jagannath Temple in the Rajasthani
style.

T

Priests in conference at the MuIZti Mandap

The Kacchwaha Rajputs were very clever
rulers and great political strategists. They always
tried to be in the favor of the people in power so as to
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hold on to their palaces and forts. During the reign of
Akbar, they were some of his closest allies. They
were also staunch supporters during the reigns of
Akbar’s son and grandson, Jahangir and Shah Jahan,
respectively. That is the reason why the Mughals
never fought against them. Therefore, their forts and
palaces were left intact and their peaceful reigns led
to great wealth and prosperity. Even Aurangzeb,
Akbar’'s great-grandson and no friend of the Hindus,
created the title of Sawai, literally meaning 1 and %4,
for the famous Maharaja Jai Singh Il, who left the
derelict fortress of Amber to build his own capital of
Jaipur. Jai Singh Il had a wide grasp of knowledge on
many subjects and was a brilliant military commander.

In the year 1692, Emperor Aurangzeb gave
an order (fatwa) to the Governor of the Mughal
province of Odisha for the temple to be destroyed.
However, temple officials bribed the governor, Ibrahim
Khan I, who only closed the temple. He accepted the
bribe knowing that he had already lost money from
the pilgrim tax on temples when other temples had
been destroyed. The Jagannath Temple was
reopened after Aurangzeb’s death.

M Qe
(fatwa) for demolition of Jagannath
Temple

Aurangzeb’s order

My trip to India was marvelous. Frankly, |
felt unhappy about returning to school and normal life
after such a glorious trip. The historical and other
sights were amazing, and the food was great. Since |
am an Odia person, these connections with the
Jagannath Temple at Puri were just added
benefits!

Anshuman Mishra is a seventh grader at
Grizzell Middle School in Dublin, OH. A first-degree
black belt in Tae-Kwon-Do, he is an avid reader and
guitar player and loves quizzing people about history.
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The Scene
By Arnesh Mohapatra

| woke up from my bed, my bad
breath filling my mouth, making me choke. |
headed towards my bathroom. Half awake, |
started brushing my teeth when it came to
my notice that | was already two hours late
for work. [ quickly rinsed my teeth out and
headed for the kitchen. There, | took some
bread out and put it in the toaster. | got
some orange juice from the fridge and quickly
poured it into my cup. | had a habit of
watching the news every morning. There | sat
with my orange juice. It was about thirty
seconds before | heard the toaster go off. |
went to it, where | found a perfect piece of
burnt bread. It was just what | needed to
start off the day.

[ got in my 1970's Dodge Challenger.
It was nice, although it had a few bumps and
ticks here and there. All along the way to
office, | was thinking about what my reason
would be for coming so late. All I could think
of at the moment was getting late at the
dentists. | knew it wasn't good, but it was all
[ could think of. | parked in the employees’
spot, which was nearly impossible to get since
there was only one spot and hundreds of
employees. What was strange was that there
were absolutely no cars there. Not taking
much notice of that, | entered the office. |
found the two people working at the front
office asleep. The phone was hanging down in
the room. This was really eerie.

| walked to the elevator, and all
around the floor was a bunch of scattered
papers. This wasn't how this office looked like.
| got in the elevator and headed to floor 13.
It wasn't the best floor, but it's where |
worked. | headed to my office and heard no
one talking. This was really strange. | looked
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around the hallways to find nothing but the
sound of my heavy breathing; this just couldn't
be happening. | went into my office thinking
this was just a big joke, and sooner or later
people would come. [ sat there in my office
for around five minutes when this started to
get to be a little to get too much. | went out
of the room and screamed at the top of lungs.
| was expecting to hear a "Shut up!”, or a
"Keep it quite would you", but all | heard was
my echo. | saw a shadow next to the windows
| heard

creaking noises, like someone walking. [ told

over on the far corner of the floor.

myself it was just a joke and hopefully would
be over soon.

Thinking about this made me hungry,
and | was kind of half hoping to see the people
that worked at the cafeteria.
All | saw was a guy sleeping on top of his

| went inside.

burger. Nobody else was there. | got closer to
the guy and gave him a little push. He leaned
to his left and fell over. On top of his bun was
ketchup, or at least | thought it was. | really
hoped it was ketchup and not something else.

| got a strange feeling behind me, and | quickly
turned around. It was nothing but the
windows looking out into the Chicago city. |
looked down and saw police cars and people
from the media. The building was covered
with the police's caution tape. | quickly turned
on the TV in the cafeteria and changed the

It turned out that

there was someone in this office that was

channel to the local news.

killing everyone. [ turned the TV off. [ looked
at the guy—that wasn't ketchup on his face, it
was blood!

| made a dash into my office room. |
closed all the blinds and went quiet. | kept
asking myself the same question again and
again, "How will I get out of here?" All | could
think of was to run to the elevator. |

repeatedly pressed floor 1. The doors closed.
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It went, each second feeling like an hour. |
reached floor 1, and it stopped. The doors
didn't open. | pressed the alarm button, and
the alarms went off. | could hear people
outside suddenly screaming. | didn't know
what to do, so | got my phone. [ dialed 9-1 -
1, but there was no signal. | was trapped in
an elevator with a killer in the building that
had full control over me. | just prayed that
somehow | could get out of here. | was
desperate. | tried opening the doors with my
hands; it didn't work. | just sat there. After
around ten minutes, the door opened.

| looked outside; nobody was there. |
made another dash to the door. But that was
not how God had planned it out for me, and a
hand tightly gripped my neck. He lifted me,
chocking me. | was running out of air and
was feeling like | was going to die. Then, at
the moment | knew | was going to die, he let
me go. | tried to get fresh air back into my
lungs. He came closer to me and told me his
name, "Aeetes,” which | knew, for some
reason, was the king of Colchis in Greek
mythology. He was vicious and ready to kill
anyone. He took out his sword and slashed
through me. | ran for the door. | made it out
with blood gushing from my back.

The police and media were all looking
at me. | felt like | was on the top of the
world. It was always my dream to be on TV.
But | never thought it would be like this. |
took one more step and felt sharp metal go
through me. The pain was unbearable. As |
slowly began to slide down the sword, | had
only two things in mind. My childhood
memories, and all the inhuman things | had

done to myself and to other people.
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In the Forest
By Arnesh Mohapatra

I ran across the road and jumped into the dirt. I
forced myself to go further, and I did. There wasn't any
reason to go in there; it was just a quest I knew I had to do.
I went deeper and deeper until I couldn't hear anything
but nature. I picked up twigs along the way for the hut I
was going to build. Isaw a deer, harmlessly walking in
the forest. Isaw a squirrel following behind if. I found
my perfect spot; it was nice and flat, and there were trees
surrounding it. I set up my hut with all the twigs I had
collected along the way. It was a decently made house.
Next, I needed a fire and food. I had food and enough
twigs for two nights if it didn't get too cold. I started a fire
and put my can of soup on it. After a few minutes, it was
ready. After I finished it, I went to sleep.

When I woke up, I wasn't in the same place I
was when I was sleeping. I was in an imaginary world.
This was why all along I had to do this quest. People were
the same, but something was different. I saw people
walking on streets, not using cars. Everything was
natural. The air was really crisp with the increased
oxygen. I walked around stores and saw people doing
everything more efficiently than before the world. Now a
problem came, how do I get out of this world? I looked
around for something unusual until I found the only car
in the whole city. Other people didn't seem to notice. I got
inside, and suddenly, I fell asleep.

I woke up into reality and saw the air being
normal. I was hearing a little bit of noise from cars and all
other things. I felt like I was the only person that could
change this. I went back to the street and crossed the road
again. The world was about to change.

I started with small things, like the
neighborhood. I got everyone started on recycling in our
area. Then we sent out different groups to spread the
word. The next one was going to be a challenge, making
everybody walk or bike instead of using a car. I decided I
would tell them to start using hybrids and battery
powered cars. Every now and then, I would go back to my
imaginary world and see how I could change our world.

I started becoming really popular in our county
until one day the mayor was in town. He wanted to meet
me. We had a talk about the changes we could make in
our town. The end decision was he wanted to fund me
and then spread the news to the president. I was so happy.

I couldn't thank him enough. A week or so later, our
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house got a call from the president. He told us he made it
that if anyone bought a hybrid or battery car, they would
get tax cuts. Ithought that was the best thing possible. I
hoped that this would reach an international level one

day, and we could be a clean world.

Youth Articles (Senior)

My name is Arnesh Mohapatra. Iam in 7"
grade. 1 live in Portland, Oregon with my parents, uncle
and two dogs. In my leisure time, I enjoy playing with my
dogs, cooking, reading, watching movies and playing
video games.

Free and Proud

By Ineka Panigrahi
“The true North strong and free...We stand on guard for thee.”
-National Anthem of Canada, “O Canada”

Majestic landscapes,
That capture the sightseer
Welcoming to everybody,

No other country is freer.

PEI’s dazzling red sands,
The rich Canadian Shield
The wonders of Banff in Alberta,
The Yukon’s goldfield.

Manitoba, Lake of the Prairies
Ontario’s White Trillium flower
Horseshoe Falls of Niagara,
And Toronto’s CN Tower.

The Bay of Fundy in New Brunswick,
British Columbia’s totem sculpture
Newfoundland’s oil sands,

Quebec’s New France culture.

The Mayflower of Nova Scotia
lroquois people of Lake Huron
Baffin Island of Nunavut
Red Lily of Saskatchewan.

Mount Nirvana in the Tervitories
The Southern Great Lakes

To the east rising sun,

The country awakes

The arrival of the First Nations,
Our country’s history begun
Settlement was rushing in,

Together as a Dominion.

Then came Canada’s nurturing mother,
Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth I
She cared for Canada like no other,

And does so ‘till this very second.

This year we celebrate,
Her Diamond Jubilee
60t year as Head of State,

We're as patriotic as can be.

Such a divine creation,
Is Canada’s ideology
A multicultural relation

That welcomes all so openly

The country we have made our own
Pride and gratitude we have shown
For it has opened. its doors

And welcomed us as its own.

Ineka s 13 years old and lives with her parents Gagan & Sabita Panigrahi in Toronto. She
passtonately loves dancing and enjoys baking. She likes to spend time with her brother, whether it is
playing soccer or discussing world history. She adores her family very much.
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American Boy, Odia Blood
By Debanjan Nandan Chowdhury

A culture is the set of ideas, skills, art,
and tools of a group of people at a certain
time. Additionally, a culture can be the set of
beliefs and values, the type of clothes,
religious rituals and foods. Different people
come from different cultures, such as people
from Odisha. Odisha is a state in the Eastern
part of India. As Odia immigrants come to this
country, their kids are accustomed to the
American culture. Despite being in the US, I
adopted the Odia culture, which has improved
my self-discipline and respect for others.

After a lot of immigrants come and
settle in the United States, their children
become accustomed to speaking English and
ultimately forget their native language. I, on
the other hand, continued speaking Odiya and
am fluent in the language. This is important
because I can communicate with my relatives
back in Odisha; I can orally host local Odia
shows and my parents will feel proud of me.
The Odia culture and the American culture are
not only different in language but also in
family values and religious practices.

The Odia people believe in the God
named Jagannath. He is not like other Hindu
Gods because of His unique appearance. He
doesn’t have any legs, eye lids, eye lashes, or
hair. His arms are half built and the other half
is not created. We worship Him as a God
because we believe He is the reincarnation of
Lord Vishnu. He is THE ODIA GOD. Even
though he is married to Goddess Laxmi, he sits
in the altar and is worshipped with his brother
Balabhadra and sister Subhadra. This is quite
in contrast to American family values, where
the family is defined by husband, wife and
children mostly below 18 years of age. This
indicates the difference in family values. To
worship Him, Odia people perform pujas and
sing bhajans, (Indian classical music) which I
participate in by playing the tabla (Indian
classical drums). Ultimately, the Odia culture
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also differs from the American culture by
foods and clothing.

Some Odia foods are rice, lentil soup,
mixed vegetable curry, and bread. Some of the
American foods are pizza, sandwiches,
hamburgers, fried chicken and hot dogs. The
Odia foods use a lot of water, onion, garlic,
turmeric and spices. Cancer research has
found that turmeric and spice (especially
pancha phutana) are great in fighting cancer.

The Odias wear saris, paijama
(pajama), kurtas, lungis, and salwar kameez.
They are very vibrant in color with
embroidery. The Americans wear pants,
shirts, coats, and ties. Though it is different
from the Orthodox American attire, I prefer
wearing such clothing proudly because of the
attention and smiles I receive from those of
Indian descent.

The Odia and American cultures are
really different from each other because of the
religious rituals, languages and family values.
The Odias speak Odia and the Americans
speak English. The Odias eat more foods which
have spices in them and are more flavorful. On
the other hand, Americans like lots of fatty
foods and sugar. The Odia clothes are more
vibrant in color with embroidery. American
informal dress is mainly jeans and T-shirt. I
am not like most of the Odia kids in the United
States because I speak my parents’ native
language, eat Odia foods, and wear Odia
clothes proudly.

What counts the most in Odia culture
are the values it carries and teachings it offers.
It is not the children who are responsible for
not following Odia culture. Rather it is the
parents, who forget their own culture and
roots in the process of chasing American
culture. If all parents will be a little vigilant
about this, we will be a great product and
branded as “AMERICAN CHILDREN WITH ODIA
BLOOD".

Debanjan Nandan Chowdhury is 13
years old and is in 8th Grade. He is the son of
Anjana and Debaki Nandan Chowdhury and
lives in Germantown, MD.

A Summer with Lauren
By Ellora Amrit

“Let’s go Sarah! We have to pick up Lauren from the airport,” my mom yelled.

“Ugh,” I groaned. “Can’tI just stay here and finish this last chapter?”

“No, I want you to come with me to go get her.”

“Fine,” I exclaimed reluctantly. I was not looking forward to this. Lauren, my super bubbly,
overly nice cousin, who only cared about make-up and Juicy Couture™ and used way too many
exclamation points in her e-mails, was going to spend the summer here in Florida. And worst of all,
she had to share my room with me. Personally, I was looking forward to a summer filled with
painting, visiting art museums with my caring boyfriend (who didn’t care for the frivolous things in
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life), and laying on the beach reading classics—not those vampire novels that Lauren was bound to
read.

I shoved on my flip flops and followed my mom out to her Honda. We spotted Lauren at the
airport right away; you couldn’t miss her, as she was in hot pink from head to toe and was wearing
some stupid oversized sunglasses that covered her whole face. “Hey!” she squealed as she headed
toward us.

“Hi Lauren! How was your flight, honey?” my mom greeted her.

“Oh, fine, I guess. I'm so happy to be here, though,” she exclaimed. “So how’s everything
here, Sarah?”

“Fine,” I replied curtly.

When we got home, Lauren followed me upstairs to my bedroom, carrying her Juicy Couture™
hot pink suitcase and matching laptop case. I didn’t even know that so much pink existed. When we
got upstairs, I told her where the bathroom was and which side of the room was hers. Lauren happily
nodded and went on to unpack her things.

After a while, we finally started to get along, and we discussed what our favorite books and
poets were (apparently she didn’t read those vampire novels like every other girl in my school
read...well, the girls that actually read, at least). We talked about our dream vacation spots: she said
hers was Paris, I said mine was New York. We walked down to the frozen yogurt shop almost every
day; there, we found that we were both fans of the Mango Tango flavor, which nobody else we knew
liked. We were also both great writers.

So, like I said, we were both starting to get along, until Lauren came home one day and
announced that she had won the Young Writer of the Year award. I couldn’t believe it! I had been
working on my essay since the beginning of the year. I try every year because it’s a huge deal here in
Florida. How could she have written something in under two weeks and made it better than mine?

Then, one day when I was turning in the library books, I found a pink animal print bookmark
in one of my books. Now, why on Earth would I have a bookmark in one of my books? I hated them—
they always fell out of my books. Then I remembered that I had let Lauren borrow that book.
Thinking that Lauren probably wanted the bookmark back, I took it out to return it to her. But then I
noticed something written on the back of the bookmark. In Lauren’s loopy, bubbly handwriting, it
said, “Copy Sarah’s essay.”

Then it all clicked. Lauren had used my essay as her own. She had offered to drop off my
essay the day it was due, saying that the office was on the way to the beach. But she probably never
turned my essay in. She just turned hers in, the copied version of mine. Oh, I was going to get her
good!

But when I went upstairs, I didn’t even have to question Lauren. She came right up to me and
said that she had copied my essay and had never turned mine in. She was sobbing so hard, it was
hard to understand her mumble. She told me that she would go to the judges and apologize and tell
my parents that she copied my essay. She even insisted that I take the prize. I forgave Lauren, but I
asked her why she had copied my essay. She said it was because her older sister Michelle always gets
all the attention in her house and this was how she could win her parents over, but she said the
feeling of guilt was not worth it. I suddenly started to relate to her. I had the exact same problem
about a year ago, when my brother Jake lived here. It was horrible, all the conversations the family
ever had were about Jake and Jake only. When Jake moved out, I was so relieved.

“Look, Lauren, I know what you mean. When Jake was here, it was always about him....
Lauren, why don’t you just keep the prize and this can just be a secret we keep between the both of
us?”

“Really, Sarah? Oh my God, that would mean the world to me, I totally owe you.... Okay,
next summer, I'm taking you to New York, the whole trip is on me, I'll work extra jobs, do whatever I
have to, but I really owe you, Sarah.”

“Really, Lauren, you don’t have to do that...”

“Yes, I do, Sarah, I really do, please do it for me?”

I thought about all the art museums we could visit, about seeing the Statue of Liberty. “Okay,
fine, Lauren.”

“Oh! My God! Yes, I can’t wait till next summer!!”

The time for Lauren to leave came really quickly that summer. Before I knew it, Lauren was
carrying her matching pink suitcase and laptop case and waving good-bye. My outlook on Lauren
also really changed. She might have been a Barbie Doll on the outside, but on the inside, she and I
were really like all kids that crave attention.

I guess you really can’t judge a book by its cover.

Ellora Amrit is 14 years old.
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I Am Blessed And Unique
By Dilasha Panigrahi

This poem, "I Am Blessed And Unique," is about the many different aspects of my mind, such as how I wonder,
worry, dream, and efc.; the poem portrays how all the aspects merge together fo form who I am, a blessed and
unique individual Fach stanza discusses a different aspect of my mind and starts with a bold, capital letter; the
bold capital letters eventually form the sentence which is the title of my poem, "I Am Blessed And Unique.” In the
same way, the different aspects of my mind, each being represented with a different stanza, link together fo form

who I am; a blessed and unique individual

I am blessed and unique,
I wonder how miracles occur in the most unlikely of events, how the tiniest bundle of joy can survive a heart-
breaking tsunami, how one small fish in a vast sea can bring hope to everyone's burned hearts, how one drop of

poison in a glass of milk destroys the whole glass, much how our dark world operates,

I am blessed and unique.
And I hear the silent breathing of the stars, the invisible heartbeat of the sun, the beautiful song

of the celestial queen, the moon,

Meanwhile, as I gaze at the stars, I see the numerous galaxies that are yet to be explored, the shadows of the

planets dancing in the night, the sun's outrage during a dark eclipse,

I am blessed and unique.
But somehow I want to be able to travel back in time, twisting and stumbling, to amend all of
my mistakes that I couldn't have apologized for, to heal and stitch a broken piece of my friends'

hearts back into place, nice and snug, so they feel safe in their darkest hour,

Lying on my bed, I pretend to be floating on top of the clouds when I sleep, to be as carefree, fluffy, and flexible as

they are, forming countless shapes as they glide above the world,

Edging into my body, I feel the heat of academic pressure, burning inside of me, grasping my throat, ready to
choke me if I slack off, all being radiated off of me and easing its way into other

people's souls, ready to attack them as well,

Since I touch the heavens when I hope, that is when my mind is free of the obstacle of pessimism, when my mind
is clear and has no anger clouding my conscious thought, when my

mind is determined to show the world what I am, what I mean,

Should I worry whether I have performed a good deed for the better of mankind and Mother Earth each day, as
our Mother that provides us with everything and demands nothing in return is
slowly perishing, hiding her agony and pain that we give to her by stepping, building, and

polluting on top of her, in front of her very eyes?
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Every time I cry, when my eyes are shamed by witnessing undeserved punishment, prejudice, when my eyes see a
single tear leak out of someone's weary eyes, leading to a cascade of hot,

burning tears, because of prejudice, when my eyes see the inanity of individuals, shoving

someone's soul into darkness, holding their talent back and not letting it escape to the world, all

because of the killer, prejudice,

Do I understand that true love is irreplaceable, and that burning sensation in my heart that longs for my beloved
will only come once; that family is the only barrier that will keep me
protected from the dark world, that my true friends will withstand the test of reality and won't

be knocked over by the force of peer pressure?

I am blessed and unique.

As I say words that will embrace my loved ones, words that will oust my loved ones high above others, where I can
see and feel their self-esteem rising to a safer level than it was before, I feel

relieved that I have at least helped them in part, I have not let them enter a phase of confusion

that many people have had to suffer through,

Nostalgically, I yearn for the early years of my childhood, where pressure, frustration, and conflict didn’t rule my
life, when I was able to commit any action out of innocence and learn from

my mistake, when my father could carry me in his arms everywhere, when my little sister invited

me to play with her Barbie dolls, whereas now there is no way for me to take the easy path as I

could have done before,

Does anyone dream, the way I dream, for the day that Christians, Catholics, Jews, Hindus, Buddhists, and Muslims
will realize that each of their gods are all perfect, are all manifestations of

the divine beauty, and will hold hands praying together finally after a long internal struggle,

I am blessed and unique.

Unconditionally I try to make my parents proud, to paint a smile on their loving faces, to ease their tension, to
reassure them that they are the most I could have imagined, hoped for, dreamt

of, that they are the greatest parents that exist on this planet, whose love that I possess, is

certainly an honored gift,

News of troops in troubled countries always pervades the TV, and as I look on to watch the terrifying reality, I
hope to see the day that two men, both dominating and ruling a strong nation,

can hug their petty problems out, and not feel the need to light the match of hatred and ignite the

candle of war over their conflicts, for the candle only flickers, twists and turns through deaths and

blood, and slowly starts to shrink, and by the time the candle is extinguished, nothing but lifeless

bodies and injured countries remain, as a reminder of the consequences of the fire of conflict that

started this nightmare,
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Inviting and palatable, I taste the pleasure of someone buying an ice cream with the money they earned, the
excitement that explodes in the air once someone realizes that they have triumphed, but I also taste the bitter taste
of regret, the fact that I know I committed a sin and can’t fix it, the fact that I had the chance to choose the right

answer on an exam but I didn’t trust my first instinct,

Queenly and queer aromas surround my nose, as I smell the sweet scent of a blooming rose, the burning odor of a
barbeque grill, the cute and clean fragrance of a newborn baby, whose tiny

hands grasp the mother’s hand, acknowledging a bright future for the both of them, and the

refreshing smell of a brand new car, ready to accompany me on various journeys through where

I will grow as an individual, and discover who I am meant to be,

Understanding how blessed I am to have all the comforts I have along with a supportive family that lets me be
whoever I want to be, I pity those who do not love, and those who do not receive

love, because love is the greatest gift anyone can give or receive, love is what human beings thrive

on, love is the epitome of our biggest downfalls and our greatest achievements, and those who

are givers or receivers of love are never going to be as content and at peace as I feel that I am,

Even though I wonder; I hear and see; I want, pretend, feel, touch, worry, cry, and understand; I say, yearn, and
dream; I try, hope, taste, smell, and pity; but most of all, I love the way dancing

lifts my spirits up on the gloomiest of days, the feeling of adrenaline pumping in my veins as I

race my friends in the swimming pool, the swiftness of manipulating my racket in the proper

angle to hit the perfect shot in tennis, the way I can soothe and calm myself down by pouring my

feelings into my writing, the way how nature has a mind of its own, and it carries on its cycle of

life without assistance by continuing to put human beings in awe, the way how God performs

miracles, as if he is putting a bandage on a wound of the world, the way friends are like needles

with wool, sewing a warm, snug blanket around me and each other to produce a blanket where

we are all connected and feel safe, and the way my family creates a protective concrete wall of

love around you to shield me from being condemned,

I am blessed and unique.
Dilasha Panigrahi is 13 years old.

Sisterhood
By Ishanee Chanda

Our room looked empty. The walls that had held our posters and memories for so long were almost
depleted. I had never really realized how much she had played a role in decorating our space. Her sheets on her
bed were folded and ready for departure in one of her many bright yellow suitcases, as she was persistent in
taking them along. The color of the wood on her dresser could be seen for once, the nail polish, makeup, jewelry,

and accessories stored away. The shine of the mirror glimmered in the light coming from the corner window, her
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pictures that had taken up the reflective glass now in her purse. Jonesy, her stuffed animal from when she was
seven, now sat upon her purse as she tidied up the area, forcing the last bits of her clothes into another bag. For 12
years, it had been ourroom. Now it was just mine.

With a grunt, she forced in the pair of skinny jeans she had been struggling with. She was sweating
lightly, and the sight was almost humorous to watch. Finally, with one last heave, she pulled the zipper closed and
stepped back with a sigh. I sat quietly on the corner of my made bed and watched her with solemn eyes. She had a
small smile on her face as she stepped back to survey her work. Four bags lay in front of her, six more on their
way to be loaded in the car. She went over to the night stand and picked up her information for the University of
North Texas, skimming over it once more. After a final glance through, she looked over at me and smiled.

“Help me get these to Papa?” she asked.

Mutely, I nodded. With a small jump off my mattress, I walked over to her sunshine baggage and
proceeded to roll two of them towards the stairs. Papa met me on the way as he made his way up to grab more. He
smiled at me gently as I rolled them to a stop.

“You ok, Ishu?” he whispered as he hugged me tight.

Again, I nodded without saying a word and headed back to our, no my, room to get the rest of her bags.
She was struggling to balance her purse on top of her suitcases, trying to take two at once along with it. I rushed to
her rescue and took the bags, making sure not to look her in the eyes.

“Oh, it’s ok, I got it I-,” she started to say, but I walked quickly out of the room, not replying. I could feel
her sorrow behind me but I stayed strong. She was the one leaving me, not the other way around. After a bumpy
roll down the stairs, I used all my strength to lift each bag into the car. Dad helped me shut the door, and he
started to say something but I walked back inside.

As the screen door closed behind me, 1 walked towards the living room, out of sight from the stairs and
the front door. I could hear Mom quietly crying at the foot of the stairs, and I closed my eyes and tried to block out
all sound. All I could hear now was the thumping of my heart, resounding in my ears. I could feel the tears
threatening to come, but I didn’t let them. She didn’t deserve to know how I felt. A loud thumping broke me out of
my reclusion, and I realized it was my sister walking down the wood stairs.

“Mama, don’t cry. I'll be back soon, Thanksgiving Break, remember? And it’s not like I’'m going miles
away; ’'m only about 10 minutes from here. And I get days where I can come and see you! You’ll see me sooner
than you think,” she said cheerfully. I could feel Mama smile and hug her tightly.

“Good luck, Gudia. I know you’ll do great,” she whispered.

I could hear her step away from Mama and go towards Papa, who I knew would smile at her with open
arms. A hug, a kiss on the forehead. A speech.

“No matter how far you go, you’ll always be my little girl. You’re going to do great things. You’re going to
fulfill my dreams, in my footsteps do the things I could never do. I love you. Make me proud, ok?” he said in her
ear.

“Always, Papa, always,” she said with a watery smile.

And now it was time for me. Time for me to say my goodbye. But I wasn’t going to.
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“Ishu? 'm leaving? You don’t want to... say anything?” she asked, walking over to my side.

I stared at the window, willing myself not to turn around. There was a heavy silence as they all stared at

“Ishu. Nani is leaving. Say something,” my mom spoke, her voice strong. I still refused to talk. After
another moment of silence, my sister sighed. She bent down and put her arms around me.

“I love you. I’ll be back soon. There’s Facebook, texting, calling—whenever you need me I will always be
here, ok? ’'m not going far. 'm always right here with you,” she said softly.

Suddenly, a rage built up within me, so strong, knocking my willpower out of the way. With a strong
push, I broke out of her hold and stood to face her.

“Stop. Just stop. Just go, get in that car and leave. You’re not going to always be here. You’re leaving me.
You’re leaving me alone. My sister, my best friend, is abandoning me. What do you think is going to happen?
Whenever I call you in the middle of the night, at 3 in the morning, youw’ll pick up? When I need someone to talk
to, so desperately, you’ll be there? You’re miles away. And you know what? We’re going to grow apart. You’re
going to have another roommate now. She’s going to be the one you care about. She’s going to be the one you’re
there for. Just go. Leave. You think in the middle of the night, when I wake up from a nightmare, you’re going to
be there to calm me down? When I have any troubles that I for some reason can’t tell Mama and Papa yet, I ask
you about, and knowing your advice, and then I tell them, you think I’'m going to have that anymore? You’re
leaving, Nani. Leaving. We’re going to grow apart, and I'm never going to be as important to you as I am now. So
don’t expect me to believe you when you say you’ll always be here. Because you’re not,” I finished, my voice
cracking as tears threatened to cascade down my cheeks.

In the shock that followed, I ran up to the room that was now mine alone, closed the door, and sobbed. I
cried for the memories that were in this room, for the future without my sister, for the rude way I had acted when
she was about to leave. In the midst of my sobs, I heard the stairs creak, the light heels of my sister stop in front of
my room. She didn’t try to come in or say anything, but just stood there listening to me cry. After a minute or two,
a note came sliding in under the door. Her footsteps progressed away, and my curiosity was too much for me. I
went over to the piece of paper on the floor and unfolded it.

Ishu.

I know you are angry with me. I know you are upset. But remember, whatever happens, I love you. You
are my little sister, and I will always be there for you no matter what you think. You may not believe me, but you
will understand later. 'm sorry I had fo leave on this note, but Ishu, I love you. I'll be back soon. Take care of Mom
and Dad.

Nani.

The car revved up, and I ran to the window. I saw Mama standing outside next to the car, waving. I could
see Nani inside the car, smiling sadly at Mama and then glancing at my window. Our eyes met, and she didn’t say
anything, just gave me a smile. Papa backed out of the driveway, and I watched them slowly drive away. The last I
saw of my sister that day was her eyes, watching me, filled with regret. And then they were gone. I stood there,

watching the place where they once were. Mama shuffled back inside but I stayed there, rooted to the spot,
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watching through the stained window, the absence of my sister deafening my ears. She was gone. She was really
gone. All I could see was the sad look in her eyes as she was driven away. Those deep brown eyes, darkened with
the sorrows of the day. Sorrows caused by me.

Suddenly, with a jump, I ran towards the door. Banging it behind me, I thundered down the stairs,
narrowly missing the last one. With a stumble, I nearly tripped as I ran towards the front door, not bothering to
close it, and I ran. I ran towards the car, now a speck down the road. Adrenaline gave me a burst of speed and I
began to yell.

“Stop! Stop! Please stop!” I cried as my feet carried me toward the black vehicle, driving further and
further away. I closed my eyes, concentrated, and shot off as fast as a bullet, gesturing wildly so someone would
notice me. But the car refused to stop. Finally, I slowed, my heart on fire, and I tottered over to sit on the grass. I
kept my eyes down, shining with tears of disappointment. I shook wildly as I cried. My ears were thumping loudly,
my heart racing in my ears. In the midst of the beats came the sound of a car, coming closer and closer. I looked
up in surprise to see the car door thumping shut and my sister running towards me, enveloping me in a tight hug.

“Oh, Ishu," she whispered, as my arms found my way around hers.

“I love you, Nani. ’'m sorry. I really am,” I told her, hugging her tight. She looked at me and smiled.

“] love you too.”

Three Months Later

“Maa! Remember to get the turkey out of the oven; we don’t want it to burn!” I yelled as I mashed the
potatoes. Dad came in holding bags of groceries, filled with our emergency supplies for dinner. He came up to me
as I finished putting some masala into the alu and mixed it together with some salt and pepper.

“Oh, what do we have here,” he said, smiling, and dipped a spoon into the mixture. I laughed and pushed
him away.

“It’s for dinner, don’t touch it. You should go check on the machaa (Fish) bhauja,” I told him, grinning.

“Yes ma’am,” he chuckled, winking at me.

Nani came down with the green beans and the dali. She set them on the table and smiled at me.

“Look at you, making dinner.”

“Well, 've had to, since you’re over there eating that dorm food. Isn’t it disgusting?” I teased her.

“No, it’s actually pretty good. Better than your cooking,” she laughed. I pushed her playfully and we
started a poking war when Mama came in with the Tandoori Turkey.

“Hey, you two go wash up and set the table. Dinner starts in 10 minutes.”

We obeyed, and 20 minutes later (Indian Standard Time), dinner started. Before we dug into the bhauja,
maacha, alu, and everything else on an Indian Thanksgiving table, we did follow the one American tradition this
holiday was all about.

“I’'m thankful for my family. My job. My daughters. My beautiful wife. Um, food. Your mom’s cooking.
And ESPN,” said my dad, enticing a laugh from us all.

“I'm thankful for my family, my friends, my husband, my daughters as well, and... love,” smiled Mama.
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“Hmm, I'm thankful for clothes, makeup, nail polish, my cell phone, college, my roommate, my boyfr-, uh

I mean girlfriends, my family, and my friends,” my sister finished quickly, avoiding the shocked glare Papa was

sending her way.

“Boyfriend? When did you get a boyfriend?”

Among the newly arisen chatter, I spoke, quieting them down. “I'm thankful for my friends. Family. Love.

Harry Potter. Friendship. And,” I paused looking at Nani. “I'm thankful for sisterhood. I love you Nani,” I smiled.

She looked at me with watery eyes and raised her glass.
“To sisterhood.”
We all followed suit.

“To sisterhood.”

This story was awarded 1% place for the Meghna Memorial Award, Senior category.

Ishanee Chanda is a 10th grade Infernational Baccalaureate student at Clark High School in Plano. She is

15 years old.

Roots
By Manisha Mishra

As an Indian teenager growing up in
America, | am the luckiest person in the world to
have had a real relationship with my great-
grandmother, who lived overseas in India.
About eleven months ago, | lost my Badkma,
and | cried like a baby, even more than my
parents. Her sweet voice still echoes in my
ears, and her glowing, stunning smile still
reflects in my eyes. Not a day goes by in my life
when | do not think about her.

She always told me to stay close to my
culture. She said, “Remember to stay close to
your land.” Whenever | would visit her in India,
she constantly told me this, and | always nodded
my head. To tell the truth, | never really knew
what she meant. | just nodded my head to
assure her that | was listening. It wasn't until
she passed away that | finally realized what she
meant.

My great-grandmother was a caring,
joyful, and selfless person. Her life revolved
around her family. My father, one of her
grandchildren, was the first one in the family to
continue his education overseas in the United
States. Though she was supportive of him
continuing on with his higher education, a part of
her wanted to stop him from leaving. Why? She
was afraid that he would distance himself from
his culture, his family, and his past. She didn'’t
know what the “new world” had to offer and what
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it was like. Knowing that she had no control
over what would happen to my father, she just
told him to stay close to his home.

Identity. Culture. Past. Home. Roots.
All of these words have something in common.
They all deal with who one is and how one came
to be that way. It's a special history textbook that
traces how a person came to be the way they
are now.

After learning about my great-
grandmother’s death, | sat there on my bed and
thought about what she said. She knew that |
was not going to be raised like a typical child in
India. She knew that | wouldn't be as close to
my culture as the rest of my family who were in
India. She knew that | was growing up in an
unfamiliar environment that she had no
knowledge about, except from movies and
books. However, she always said that
somewhere inside of me, let it be in my mind or
heart, | am not one hundred percent American.
Though | am a citizen of the United States, | am
not technically from the United States. My blood
and identity come from the land of my ancestors.
My ancestors originated from my homeland of
India.

It is my job to stay connected to my
culture, family, religion, language, and most
importantly, my past. | barely know anything
about my family’s history before my
grandparents. And indeed, | sometimes feel that
| don’t even know my grandparents at all. There
are so many things to learn about, to discover,
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and | abhor myself for not being proactive and
taking the first step in getting to know my family.
| feel that | lost the chance to really know about
my family beyond my great-grandparents. What
if | had been more attentive? What if | had been
more fluent in Oriya? What if | actually cared
about my past? After all, doesn’t one’s past
shape a person’s life?

| still cannot fathom why it took me so
long to realize this. What | regret the most is
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that | did not tell this to my great-grandmother. |
would do anything to go back in time to see the
smile and warmth that would have overcome her
when she heard this. This is for you, Badkama
— | am proud to be an Indian.

Manisha Mishra is a 16 year old student
who resides in North Carolina. Writing is one of
her passions, along with photography and
traveling.

With Love From Nani
By Shreya Maharana

This Is a letter J wrote to my baby brother before he was born.

You have so much to see, SO much to do, SO mucCh to experience that I Can’t even begin to tell you. When you
come into this world, T know your eyes will be wide, SO promise me that your guestions you’'ll never hide. Trust me, You
will have many. That’s not to say, though, that you should never wish on a penny. It will all make sense one day, they
say. Who knows, it just may. For how, though, khow this: T promise it will all be okay.

When you are 1 year old, You will Cry for everything. Mama ahd Daddy will hot get ah ounce Of sleep, but even

SO, it Will be the happiest time of their lives.

When you are 2 years old, the couch in the living room will be @ mountain you must conquer, and you will
sCramble up onto it all by yourself while we take pictures for the album. When you fall off the mountain, though,
there’s o need to Cry. You’'ll be up there sooner thah you knhow it.

When you are 3 years old, Crayons will be the most fasCinating things your chubby hands will ever grasp. The
blue walls of your bedroom will 00K like the biggest piece of paper ever, and you won’t hesitate to color it in. Be

warned, though. You’ll be in for a spanking!

When you are ¢ years old, your biggest problems in life will Consist of missing Teletubbies in the morning, stiCky
‘Popsicle hands in the afternoon, and wetting the bed in the evening. Be grateful that those are your only worries.

When you are 5 Years old, You will refuse to take naps at the daycare. Instead of rolling out your mat along
with the other children, you will hide out in the playhouse with all the plastiC food and pretend to have a feast. Stay

quiet, though, because the teacher has ears like a hawk.

When you are 6 Years old, the alphabet will seem too complicated, and you will forget to say the letter “m”.
Later on, you will begin to say “el-em-en-0”. Don’t wWorry to0 mucCh about it. NO one ever gets it right, ahyway. I khow I

didnt.

When you are 7 Years old, You won’t waht to |et g0 of Mama’s hand when she drops You OfF for your first day
Of school. Mama wont wWant to |et go, either. You may hot think much of it then, but |00k back on it in 20 years, and

you will find its importance.

When you are 8 years old, you will meet your best friend by landing on top of her as you Slide off the slide,
wrinkling her new dress and getting woodchips in her pigtails. Always say Your apologies, but never apologize for

befriending her.

When you are 9 years old, make sure to |00k up at the sky on Christmas Eve beCause a passing plahe sure |00ks
ah awful lot like Santa on his sleigh. If anyone ever tells you otherwise, then you tell them that magic is a beautiful

thing.

When you are 10 Years old, don’t fight it wheh Daddy tries to put baking soda oh your first bee sting.
When you are 11 yYears old, the awkwardly shaped Clay cup you made in art Class will sit proudly in Daddy’s

Office.

When you are 12 years old, never |et the 8th graders intimidate you. You may be small, but always keep your

chin up.

When you are 1¢ years old, You will be at the top Of the totem pole at SChool, and image will be everything.
Don’t let it all get to your head, though, beCause once you reach high school, you will start all over again at the bottom.
When you are 15 Years old, have a £00d pair Of rain-boots. You will have problems. But the rain will wash away

everything if you let it. Tt helped me, you khow.

When you are 16 Years old, |0ook baCk on your past without regret. [,augh a little more, and worry 3 little less.

And always, always know that your big sister is here till the end.
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The older you grow, the more you will kKnow—about life, about love. About how the world is harsh but that
when push comes to shove, you will take all the sugar You Canh take. Because, Of course, even though it Crumbles
around you, it Will always have a sweet taste. Remember this, ahd when life gives you lemons, you make lemonade, or
you squirt it bacCk at life’s faCe. But either way, You'll learh to [ove this wonderfully Crazy place. Just like ] did.

Your big Nani.

Growing Up
By Shreya Maharana

For anyone my age, this is going to be
a very important summer. This is the summer
of college visits and first jobs; it’s the summer
of driving lessons and the birthday that will
mark my last year of childhood. And it’s
important for others as well—incoming
freshmen are getting ready for four years that
will change their lives, incoming sophomores
are getting ready for the real part of high
school, and we, the incoming juniors... well,
need I say more? All in all, it’s a very
important summer. And as time progresses,
I'm beginning to feel a mounting, but
ultimately helpful, sense of terror.

Growing up, I've been told, is always a
scary experience. But I think it’s particularly
normal for us. We are a generation known for
many things—open-mindedness, a short
attention span, and a certain penchant for
butchering the English language, to name a
few—but fundamentally, we are a generation
defined by fear. The 9/11 attacks happened
when we were children. The economy crashed
and burned just as we started becoming aware
of the world. We can barely remember a time
when the United States has not been at war.
Gas prices skyrocket; the world population,
pollution, sea levels, and competition are all
rising steadily. No issue can pass through the
government without angry protesters left and
right. Everywhere, there is an undertone of
panic.

And these are all things that happened
in our childhood. Combine them with the
timeless things that made previous
generations scared of growing up, and it’s
pretty natural to be fearful. We fear failure
and loss and instability. And it’s perfectly
normal to fall into this fear. There are a
myriad of things I fear as college and
adulthood become clearer on the horizon.

I'm scared that I won’t make any
friends. I'm scared that I won’t actually know
anything about life. I'm scared that I'll devote
myself to something that will be forgotten.
I’'m scared of making a mistake that will cost
me everything. I'm scared of making a
mistake that will cost someone else
everything. I'm scared that the world will
always be a sad place. I'm scared of wasting
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something precious. I'm scared that some
things will change, and I’'m scared that some
things won’t ever.

The list goes on and on. I'm sure we
all have our collections of fears, whether or
not they are as melodramatic and thoroughly
embarrassing as mine. And growing up is
about facing those fears. But growing up is
even more about deciding which fears are
healthy enough to keep, because no matter
what, we are the generation defined by fear.
There will always be something standing in the
way of feeling completely, one hundred
percent free from it. We’ll never be fearless.

But we don’t have to be.

Fear keeps us motivated, keeps us
driven. It also reminds us of what we have. If
you fear losing something, it means you have
something valuable to lose. If you fear making
a mistake, it means you’'re accomplished
enough to be doing something important.

Maybe being defined by fear is a
burden, but let’s make it a strength. I'm
clearly terrified of many things for myself, for
our generation, and for the world. ButI find
that I'm hopeful as well. The more fear I have
for the upcoming chapter in our lives, the
more anticipation I have in turn. Fear gives us
things to achieve, whether it’s overcoming that
fear or using it to appreciate the experiences
that are waiting for us. Being scared of
nothing means having seen all there is to see,
having known all there is to know. But being
scared of at least something means there are
entirely new worlds to be discovered, magical
new experiences that are yet to be had. It
means being still incomplete—and isn’t that
what it’s like to be a kid?

So I'm going to breathe and live with
the fear. Let’s grow up, and grow up tentative
and wide-eyed and just a little bit afraid,
because then, in a strange yet wonderful way,
we’ll always hold on to a piece of our
childhoods.

Celebrity
By Shreya Maharana

Lights. Camera. Action! Oh, the life of a
celebrity. It's so perfect. The glamour, the parties,
the showbiz, the riches. Celebrities seem perfect
beyond comparison. They have the perfect hair, the
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perfect clothes, the perfect make-up, and of course,
the perfect car. Their perfection makes us pity our
stress-filled lives, and we continue to strive to know
more about them. Celebrities are just like us, and
we should give them their space.

I've noticed that there’s a cycle to these
tabloid stories. First, you have the article about how
Celebrity A has been spotted on dates with Celebrity
B. Then there’s the one confirming they’re an item,
followed by the big, splashy cover story about their
wedding. Next, you have rumors on E! that there
are signs of trouble in the relationship. “Close
personal friends” begin to hint at the heartache at
home, followed by reports that the couple has
separated. To complete the story, the tabloids run
an article that details their messy divorce, with the
couple's angst-ridden faces on the cover. This cycle
runs from idealizing someone’s life, to following
doubts about its goodness and concluding with its
downfall.

There are two powerful psychological forces
at work here — idealization and envy. These two
deadly sins always go together to aid our burning
desire to gossip about celebrities. To begin with, we
want to believe that some privileged people (aka the
Kardashians) have perfect lives, full of excitement,
and without the ordinary pain and frustration we
face in our own lives. Actually, the idealization is
often so strong many people would rather deal with
the paparazzi than deal with bills. Having to deal
with the paparazzi shows your power, or status. Or
how much money you have in the bank. And sure,
celebrities may occasionally suffer, but their lives are
so perfect in other ways that their minute pain
seems easier to bear. On one level, we take
pleasure in their glamorous existence; on another,
there’s the secret hope that if those people manage
to have a near- perfect life, it’s always possible that
we could eventually have one too.

As time goes on, however, we feel
increasingly envious of that perfect life we don’t
have. I'm not talking about ordinary envy, what
most people refer to as jealousy. I’'m talking about a
feeling which is akin to hatred, where the person
feeling it wants to destroy the object of envy
because he/she feels an envy that is almost
unbearable or uncontrollable. Since we envy those
celebrities with their perfect lives, we take great
pleasure in their downfalls. When we want
something that we can’t have, we tend to devalue it,
making it undesirable so we no longer want or envy
it. “Boy, I'm sure glad I’'m not Katy Perry right now,
going through that hot mess with Russell Brand.
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Sucks for her, dude!” And it’s basic human nature.
We get extremely jealous, to the hundredth degree,
and we begin to bash on every little mistake they
make. “Did you see Angelina Jolie’s daughter's
lipstick? What was Angie thinking?!!” And then, we
hide in stealth, waiting for them to mess up big time.
“Kobe Bryant cheated on his wife with his maid!”
And then we get that bitter satisfaction: celebrities
are just like us, human.

But as Rihanna’s new single releases, we
forget our secret jealousy towards the singer, and
we again want to know everything about her. We
may not have met or seen celebrities in person, but
we have a great interest in their lives. We try to
know everything about them, even their private
lives, because we think that their lives are so much
more interesting. Everything happening around us
appears to not be as high-class as theirs. We don't
need to know everything about them, and in fact, we
don't have any right to do so. Maybe they don't
want to reveal their lives to everybody, just as we
wouldn’t want to. | mean, we all have our share of
dirty secrets. Some things are just best kept quiet.

Technology
By Shreya Maharana

I am scared. I am frightened. I am
terrified. You know what, T am freaking out. I am
totally having a mid-teen crisis right now. I believe
it all started when I sat down to do chemistry
homework (a depressing task as it is) and realized
that T could not subtract without my calculator.
You see, technology is running circles around
society, lapping us as we struggle to keep up with
the latest iPads and hold on to the newest shows.
As soon as we can both afford and grasp the idea
of the iPhone, a "new and improved" one is already
on the market and selling out. The power of
technology is huge these days. I am worried that
we are falling under the spell of it and losing our
human intellect in the process. With the whirlwind
of Smartphones, tablets, and HDTVs, T just want
to be able to keep reality in check.

I am not going to lecture you all about how
computers are taking over the world. Or that the
only way society will survive is if we go back to the
basics: wear shaggy animal hides, grunt absurd
sounds, and dwell in caves. I am not going to ban
technology from my life or revolt against
production, for then I would be hypocritical (I am
constantly on my phonel). T am just becoming
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conscious of the fact that as we give in to new
technological innovations, we give up on natural
human intelligence.

I'm a philanthropist. I love people. T love
interacting with them and learning about them. I
appreciate the individuality of people, the
uniqueness of each face, and the sound each voice
carries. Each time I make a new friend, he/she
influences me in some way, and I long to keep in
touch and to maintain connections with that person
in throughout my life.

E-mail has come through incredibly, and
texting is my savior, but nothing beats a hand-
written sappy love letter or a conversation over
boba. These days, computer keys have replaced
pens, while written words have replaced faces and
voices. T do not want to lose my eyesight to the
strain of staring at this screen all day. I do not
want to lose my intellect from letting a machine do
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all the work for me. I especially do not want to
lose my delight in people and what they bring to me
when I am in direct contact with them. That is foo
dear to me, too much a part of my everyday life.

Technology is life and life is thus
becoming that much more interesting. T just want
to make sure that before we get caught in the
chaos, we will step back and recognize what is real
and what is valuable in life. Always value the
potential of the human mind. Always cherish the
human touch, voice and face. And never let a
computer replace a friend or a lover. You see,
someday, technology will destroy us all.

I'm kidding. Maybe...

Shreya is a 16 year old sophomore. She
likes to dance, read, and play with little kids. She
teaches little kids at a daycare and hopes to
become a pediatrician one day.

Creating My Own Future
By Vanani Vasundhara

| lived in two worlds growing up. One consisted of dozens of mirrors reflecting my repetitive
routine, a bouncy floor that was my arena, air that suffocated me with bits of chalk floating around, and a
big pit of yellow cubes that caught me when | failed. There, | would live a gymnast's life, hanging on the
uneven bars or tumbling down the trampoline. In my alternate world, however, | stomped my foot on the
hardwood floor, feeling the sound waves bounce from my feet to the corners of the room. | shifted my
body weight in alliance with the beat, flowing from one movement to another as if | was liquid. | placed
my hands into precise gestures, telling a story to the audience like a game of charades. | was a dancer,
free to move in any way | desired. Though | loved both worlds, after a stressful gymnastics competition at
States, | realized that | no longer wanted to perform someone else's routine; | wanted to create my own

story.

Slowly, | began to immerse myself into dance; it became my only world. | realized this when |
was invited to perform in India for the annual Odissi dance festival. That being my first solo performance
in thirteen years of dancing, | was intimidated by the thought of being on stage alone in front of an
audience of judges and experienced dancers, so | started to rehearse wholeheartedly.

On the day of the performance, other than the blazing heat and the million butterflies in my
stomach, | was looking forward to being on stage. The announcer called my name as | gulped down a
cup of water. The music started, and | put on a nervous smile while entering the stage. As | stamped,
moved with the beat, and told a story through my hands, | felt my adrenaline go up. My energy rose, and
my smile was no longer forced. Along with my emotions, the variations of dance movements emerged

naturally to me.

Every element of my performance began to reflect something greater in life. The shining light
gave me rays of hope to face the uncertainties of life. The music gave me beats to keep going and strive
for my goals. The stage itself reminded me to stay grounded and not take anything for granted. The

stage was my world.

Dance had transformed from a place to goof around with friends to my escape from reality. The
music stopped, and | heard the applause as | breathlessly walked off stage. Along with my family and
friends, unfamiliar faces appeared to congratulate me for winning 'Odissi Shree', awarded to the
upcoming dancers of the year. At that moment, | realized that if | tried my best, | could reach my utmost

potential and achieve anything.

Vanani Vasundhara is 17 years old and lives in Newark, California.
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MORE LOST MEMORIES
By Rani Mohanty
I am from the era of Pokemon, only 151 and nothing more
From trading card tournaments and sudden death

From the Atari and Genesis

From the days that are now long gone
[ am from an immaculate room with velvet carpet
From sleek satin sheets and fluffed pillows
From the fresh aroma of lilac and roses
From a wall that was once lavender and now is an assortment
Of checkers
I am from homemade potato salad and savory hot wings
From taco salad and festive Fridays
From Japanese curry and Takoyaki
From a fight to the death for the last chocolate chip cookie
I am from “your brother’s a hellion” and “he’ll never learn”
From “you’re full of it” to “you must be tripping”(on some idea)
From “I should ground you for excess use of the laptop”
From “You should listen because I gave birth to you”
I am from a time when Band-Aids were once a fix for everything
From the good life in the nineties
From broken promises and shattered dreams
From a plethora of lost memories lying on a mantel above

Waiting to be resurrected

COMET
By Rani Mohanty
I remember that exhilarating summer night

Sitting near the fervent glow of a warm fire

Under the canopy of a sky lined with indigo

Dotted with the luminous shine of more than a thousand stars
Along with the traces of midnight
And the remnants of a faded cerulean sky

Lined with clouds of pink and turmeric glow

Yet, I know that this instant would not last
For the refreshing scent of smoke would eventually perish

Leaving me disconnected and lost in thought
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Except for the taste of salvation found between two graham
Crackers

And the delicacy of chocolate and marshmallows

As the night dragged on

I began to reminisce

Hearing your voice again, however faint and distant
Wishing you were here
Until I saw a lustrous streak

A comet had ripped through the heavens

And illuminated the sky on Earth
Just like that momentary beam of light
I wanted to light up your past

And guide you through the present

If my thoughts could travel more than a thousand miles
Surely this would reach you

And maybe I wouldn’t feel so alone

A NEVERENDING SUMMER
By Rani Mohanty

Under the sheer cerulean sky
Daylight never fades
Yet the glossy sheets of ice
Remain so far and thin
The sharp taste of bitter Arctic air
Is anything but a mystery
Refreshing to the core
While lethal to the soul
One is left to wonder why the heavens never sleep
The moon forbidden and the stars forgotten
While dusk is turned away
Releasing the shadows and letting them out to play
Under a canopy of frost-white and ochre-colored
Clouds that exhale “smoke” of their own
Home in the Arctic, the terrain never ends
One who tries to find the horizon
Will only be greeted by pungent air from a sea of cobalt
And the resonance of a thousand waves
Anyone who dares to traverse in Hell’s icy domain
Run while you can
Or prepare yourself for eternal insomnia and a sun that never sets
In this neverending summer
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AUSTRALIA
By Rani Mohanty

What do you think of when you hear the words "Down Under?”

Is it dark and murky and full of sharks and crocodiles?
Is it oceans of tranquility and color?

Is it poisonous snakes and bright orange sand?

Is it mint green water and turquoise too?

Is it full of life of many cultures?

Many people walking together and speaking many tongues

Flickering flames of environmental consciousness
Robots replacing humans before its time

The tone of didgeridoos keeping the people together for a few minutes

Rhythm of music and culture keeping its beat steady

Hustle and bustle of the street trams and the traffic, too.

Yes, the “Land down under” is all of these things-
And , the leisurely stroll on a hot afternoon-
Hearing the words, “Hey, mate,” behind you
Really makes you wonder why you didn’t stay.

Rani Mohanty is 17 years old and enjoys writing poetry. She has had several works included in magazines

and national poetry contests.

Flash Fiction Anthology
By Shweta Sahu

Live Wire

The midsummer’s morning sun shines down
brightly and bathes the little old wheat field in a
golden, sun-roasted wonder. Overhead, the birds
chirp and flit from tree to tree, unaware of the predator
below. The man lying on his stomach is covered
head to toe in military camo and holds a powerful
sniper rifle in his hands. The rifle is living steel in his
hands, an old friend waiting to unleash a bullet to
brand someone to the icy clutch of death; his body
tuned and strung like live wire under the remote mask
of outward calm. Unmoving and unseen, the man
melts into his surroundings as if he is part of the
picture. The naked eye would never see the man
doing as he has trained countless years to do;
patience and discretion becoming not second, but first
nature to him. A solitary man, a lone wolf- but those
around him know the solitude runs deeper. This
character alone made him the most in-demand of the
CIA assets. But this character combined with the
man of other lethal talent, skill, training, and natural
stealth, makes him a priceless predator.

A slight rustling to his left registers with his
senses, though he does not twitch with anxiety, does
not turn a hair at danger. His battle field senses alert,
he turns his head ever so slowly, ready to apprehend
an assault at a moment’s notice. Turning his head by
degrees, he spots a shy doe from the corners of his
eyes. Unconcerned, he returns to his previous
position and waits for the two Serbian demolitions
experts he has been sent to terminate. Not letting his
mind stray from the current task, he settles down for a
long wait, heedless of the dust and insects crawling
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underneath him. Every job has a price to pay, and he
is a man willing to pay it.

Hours later, in the midday heat, a tractor
rumbles to a stop on the rutted road and a forty-year-
old Serbian male clad in a chambray work shirt and
cutoffs slithers down and begins pacing nervously,
pausing every once in a while to run his hands
agitatedly through his severe, military cropped hair.
Soon, two men on Harleys come thundering down the
same path. One apparently the bomb-man, while the
other obviously hired muscle.

“Three men, total” the assassin thinks. In his
experience, the unexpected is always dangerous; the
unaccounted for extra man poses a problem, namely
of reducing the assassin’s chances of escaping
unscathed and undetected; however miniscule that
possibility is, it is not to be discounted. Once he
shoots one bullet, more will likely come hailing in his
general direction, and, if they get lucky, will nick him
and hamper him severely, if not outright kill him.
Quietly, the men exchange a worn duffel for an old,
dusty pair of men’s work boots.

Making his decision, the sniper slowly eases
his finger on the trigger; the muzzle of the rifle points
at the leader of the pair of late men. Once he takes
him down, he figures another two seconds to take
care of his partner, and another four for the last one,
and goes to suit words to action. Each would receive
a quick kill shot and an insurance tap to the head.
Taking down the first man last is his best bet since he
seems fidgety and the most likely to miss what he
aimed for... The hired muscle reveals a quick flash of
the butt of a Beretta and immediately following, a
small cough indicates that the pair of men has double
crossed the other man. “Well, makes his job easier,”
the assassin thinks fifty yards away from the ordeal.
Silently, he fires with four successive twitches of his
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index finger, completing the job he does best. He
pulls out a secure cell phone and murmurs, “Targets
terminated,” before hanging up and clearing off the
scene.

Days later, newspapers across America
come out with the latest issues of the current hot-
button topic. “Two unidentified Serbian terrorist
members,’ newspapers claim, 'were found dead in a
cornfield outside the Kansas State border, along with
another man of unknown origins. The Central
Intelligence Agency has implied that it cannot yet
confirm anything, but they do, however, believe that
the Serbians were interested in a new microchip that
would have had devastating effects if released. They
had been willing to make an exchange of multiple new
detonators for this microchip. Director of Operations
of the CIA currently refuses to acknowledge which
articles were used to instrument this exchange.”

Six Years

“6 years,” she thought. Six years since she
had stood in this spot and last seen her daughter.
She didn’t know what had happened to her, no one
did. Every day, her soul longed, her heart ached with
pain so acute it bordered on intolerable. But she
endured. A fresh sheen of tears glistened in
depthless, chocolate brown eyes that, for six
interminable years, teemed with despair and grief.
She had stood in this same spot and watched her
baby girl crawl and tumble across the floor. She had
seen her child try to walk, only to pitch forward
laughing. Oh, the laughter, the giggles, the shrieks.
How she yearned to hear her daughter again. Here
she had seen her daughter sprint home from her first
day of kindergarten, babbling excitedly. She had
seen her daughter arrive from her first day of middle
school, then high school- chin jutting up, shoulders
set back in the air of light domination teenagers have.
In this very spot, she had seen her daughter get
behind the wheels of her new car for the first time. So
many memories, not enough time to make them. She
watched as the last rays of light winked out from
behind the trees, in its wake leaving only a desolate
emptiness, barren and cold. In her mind’s eye, she
envisioned a fire, its embers dying slowly, whatever
sustenance it had slowly being taken and obliterated.
Bitterly, she collapsed into a sobbing heap.

The Great Flood

The water level was steadily rising in the car.
| glanced down and saw it was already rising up
towards the seats, a few more seconds and it would
completely submerge the seat that was now bearing
my weight. “Help!” My fists were battered and
bruised and already turning a purplish hue, my voice
already scratchy as if | had been yelling for days.
“No!” the word escaped on an unwilling sob. “I'm not
gonna’ drown.” | squared my shoulders and gathered
my wits about me, determined to survive this
catastrophe.” | will save as many people as | can,
and I'm not going to think negative thoughts,” |
chanted the words to myself like they were mantras
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that could get me out of this mess. | looked out of the
window again, and the resurgence of will power | had
just summoned earlier diminished as quickly and
surely as it had come. | was in a long line of
abandoned cars blocking the streets and adding to
the confusion. Doors were closed, shops barely
prepared for the sudden flash flood seizing the streets
of Mumbai, India in its stronghold grip. Mothers
frantically searched for their children, husbands
scrambling around to find their beloved wives or
relatives. Uniformed men and volunteers instructed
people to hold onto the thick, heavy rope that seemed
to stretch on for miles beyond what the eye could see.
There were few places the flood water hadn't already
touched, but surely would, in the horrendous night yet
to follow. Suddenly, my vision was obstructed by a
face in the window. Startled, | jerked back and
sloshed through the water, and for a moment, ice cold
terror shredded at my insides until a feeling of easy,
calm, light-heartedness swept through me. The man
had the most kind and serene face | had ever seen, a
reassuring smile, and eyes a startling rich, hazel
brown. | gazed into his eyes and a sense of calm
swept through my veins, and a rejuvenating zest
made me feel as if he knew me better than | knew
myself. He motioned for me to duck, and seconds
later, a shower of piercing glass shards appeared on
the water. Gratefully, | swam out the broken window
and turned to thank my savior, only to find him
nowhere in sight. | scanned the hundreds of terrified
faces but still didn’t see him. | knew a curious sense
of loss, one that | had never experienced before, nor
deemed possible. It was as if | had just found
something to cherish and revere, and in the next
moment, it was being seized out of my grasp. For
those few priceless seconds, | had felt loved liked |
had never been loved before, idolized, and doted
upon all at once. A celestial bliss had overcome me,
and for those brief seconds, | had yielded to it. But
now it was gone. At that moment any and all doubts
of a supreme god vanished, replacing my dread and
uncertainty with a newfound determination and belief.
A sharp crack nearby brought me out of my reverie
and back into reality. | looked up in time to see
lightning strike a large tree, which groaned and tore
free of the earth, only to come crashing down on a
large bus filled with kids. Quickly, taking stock of the
damage done, | swam over to the bus and started
helping frightened children out to the relative safety of
their parents’ care. Halfway through extricating the
children from the seats of the crushed bus, without
any tell-tale signs or any previous warnings, the
power went out and hurled the city into a pitch black
pothole. An already horrendous night had just hit rock
bottom. Now the somewhat calm, yet partially frantic,
mothers had descended into their hysterics again and
children went into fits of acute discomfort. Several
lamps and makeshift lanterns gave off some glow of
illumination and enabled people to get a sense of
space. Working together relentlessly through the
night, we managed to eliminate any potential dangers
before they could arise and kept hundreds out of
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harm’s way. By dawn, dozens of rescue helicopters
circled overhead, lifting groups into the cabin then
flying them to safety. When dusk finally rolled around,
every rescue worker, official and volunteer was drop
dead exhausted. Debilitated and spent, | collapsed
on the last rescue helicopter’s seat and reflected back
on the past 40 hours. So much hurt, so much pain.
Such dire situations had made me realize the positive
aspect of human nature. It seemed as if timeless
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agony and gruesome moments had brought out the
best in most. Through the entire ordeal, | gained an
insurmountable belief in god and faith. Far from
walking away unscathed, | would always bear a
burden common to only those of other flash flood
victims. While my experiences may vary differentially
from others, | would always remember my cathartic
adventure and the moment of heavenly encounter.

POETRY COMPILATION
By Shweta Sahu

In Hiding

| hide from you

When you try to hide from me.
But when we are both in hiding,
There is no one to hide from
But ourselves.

When we try to show our selves,

We don’t know which fagade to show,
Because we are afraid of being ourselves,
And for it, being

R-e-j-e-c-t-e-d.

So we hide ourselves,

Keeping our minds locked away
From our person- just to be safe.
But are we safe if we are afraid
To be who we really are?

Graveyard

A harsh wind blows,

Whistling through the trees,

Sidling and sliding like silken strands
‘Round the tombstones.

Its silken strands embrace the tombstones,
Like a hug, a promise, a kiss of ice;

Or maybe like a vise, choking and strangling.
A mother and father,

Along with their chubby little boy,

Huddle together, at the head of the grave

Of a three year-old girl.

A single, small, silvery tear streaks down
The woman'’s haggard face,

Slips off her chin,

And falls with a sodden plop

Onto her daughter’s grave.

She gathers her son and snuggles closer

To the warmth of her husbhand.

Around them, the bells of the wreaths

On the tombstones faintly tinkle a sad,
melodious humdrum,

Of the circle of the continuation of life and death-
And the thrilling of the whistling wind continues.

deHYDRAtion
The gentle pitter-patter of the rain
Is sharp relief for the scorched, parched land.

The land soaks in the much needed rain,

Like a thirsty sponge, eagerly absorbing water through its pores.

The desiccated roots retain this sweet ambrosia
As a child savors his first lollipop.
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The water stains the dying bark, and the formerly wheat colored wood
Is transformed into a crayon brown hued relief, tinged with the faint beginning of moss.

The droplets dot the shriveled rose petals,

And they are renewed; opening like lips to a lover’s kiss.

The rain overwhelms a tarnished, dusty heap of mangled metal

Funeral |

They line up; all of them do

In their completely black suits and dresses,
Ties and heels.

Their faces slightly shrunken,

As if they’ve been crying their body mass in
tears,

And shoulders and spine are hunched over,
From the interminable grief of this loss.

They're all fighting some unseen demon,
Struggling to suppress the agony, anguish, and
tears.

But it's the injustice of it all that gets them the
most.

They grab their remaining loved ones,
As if to protect them from the robber of life.
They hold them in a vise like, unbreakable

grasp.

Their despair and sorrow is so great,
They burst out in groans and then moans,
And walils of torment

And cry until they can cry no more.

And reveals the tangible form of a rusted car’s remains.

Funeral Il

They're sitting in pews,

All of them in their black dresses and suits,
With their funeral makeup and tissues,
Best watches and loafers.

They look up at the stained glass windows,
Shattering the bright white light that enters,
And showering it upon the cold barren floors.
Their wandering eyes finally rest upon a replica
of Him.

They gaze at him as they have a million times
before,

But this time is different.

At first they are merely questioning,
Their brows puckering in consternation,
Then the depth of their loss reverberates
through them,

And their stares turn bitter and blank.

They look at him, marginally resentful and ask,
Why? How?
And a dozen other strained questions.

Finally, they avert their eyes,

As if they are now ashamed and sorry

To have asked Him such questions.

But again, they feel the familiar despair building
up.

How long, they wonder, will this turbulent
suffering last?

This collection was second runner-up for the Meghna Memorial Award, Senior category.

Shweta Sahu is 17 years old.
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My Work with the Theosophical Order of Service: some good news. She said that her aunt is secretary
Infant Mortality Awareness and Prevention of a wonderful NGO named Theosophical Order of
Campaign in Orissa Service (TOS), and if anyone could help me figure
By Shivani Misra out how to go about doing this, she and her

organization could! The moment I got in contact

with Deepa Padhi, everything just fell into place.
g She told me that their TOS was actually very
interested in doing an Infant Mortality Awareness
and Prevention Campaign, and my ideas coincided

with their mission perfectly.
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Hello, my name is Shivani Misra and I love

babies. I am currently a senior at North Canyon
High School (Phoenix, Arizona), and I have been an

avid member of the March of Dimes since my

freshmen year. In fact, this year, I became president

of the youth council for the state! Due to that So with that bit of encouragement, I started

position, I am well informed about the different asking for donations here for Folic Acid
projects that the March of Dimes is undertaking.
Right before the summer of 2011, the March of

Dimes had a focus of educating women on the

supplements. I also created a pamphlet, which we
then translated into Oriya (the language spoken in

Orissa), and I finalized my speech (which was also

importance of incorporating Folic Acid into their presented in Oriya). My goal was to inform the

diets. Only 30 to 40 percent of American women women that Folic Acid can be found in supplemental

know about the benefits of Folic Acid (some include: tablets, but that doesn't have to be the only intake

reducing the chance of having a premature baby by method; Folic Acid is extremely easy to incorporate

70 percent, preventing birth defects, and many in your diet as well. It's highly present in foods such

others). America is an extremely privileged country, as spinach, mushrooms, efc.

with information available to almost anyone with an Well, we visited six different slums in the

interest to learn. That's not true in most other span of two weeks, and it was incredible. We set up

countries, however. contacts for the women with gynecologists and

This past summer, I decided to take this hospitals in general so they could be better taken

Folic Acid Educational Campaign with me to India—- care of—but the response from this whole event was

more specifically, to Orissa, which is the state with just unbelievablet In one of the slums, the women

the highest number of infant mortalities. I was at a told me that they couldn’t cat spinach while they

loss of how to do this, however, so I turned to my were pregnant because it is dark in color, and thus a

family for help. My aunt stepped forward with
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bad omen for pregnant and nursing women. I was
in shock! We live in the 21st century, and yet there
are still ideologies and superstitions that restrict
women from leading healthy lives! It doesn’t seem

fair!

And on the note of unfairness, the

Theosophical Order of Service and I realized the
extent of the destitution of these women. These
women know that it is extremely healthy and
important to give birth in a hospital, thus they try to
20 in by any means possible—usually, the most
accessible to them is walking. These women are
already of a lower class, and thus they don’t receive
priority during emergencies. Well, what ends up
happening next is absolutely atrocious. A vast
majority of the women start for the hospital too late
and don’t reach it in time, thus having to give birth
on the sides of the roads. More often than not,
neither the baby nor the mother survives. TOS and 1
decided that this needed to be stopped. We said that
we would raise money for a matador ambulance
reserved specifically for these slums so that all of
their inhabitants can have access to hospitals. 1
pledged to raise $1000 of the $4000 needed, and
with that, I came back to America.

One thousand dollars is no small amount of
money, so I tried to think of creative ways to
accomplish my goal, and a fantastic idea struck me.

A very important passion of mine is dance—I
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absolutely love dancing. So I figured a really
efficient and fun way to collect money would be by
holding a dance performance! Thus, Beats for Life
was formed. This show took place on November 5,
2011, and I had called various companies from all
around Arizona to showcase their talents. Itried to
have extremely diverse acts, so we had Indian
Classical Dance (which I performed), ballet, hip-
hop, belly dancing, Irish step-dancing, lyrical,
contemporary, tap, and a few other dance forms
represented. The main theme of the program was
“Dances from all around the world are coming
together to support a single cause.” Tickets were
$10 for adults and $5 for students, and donations
were accepted and extremely revered. At the end of
this whole journey, I found my total actually almost
doubled my goal—TI had raised $2331.00t Now,
with the help of the TOS in America, we’re finally
getting the money sent where it needs to be, and we
are one step closer to getting that ambulance!
Overall, it was an experience that I am not
soon going to forget, and I hope to visit Orissa again
this summer to see if we can extend the word.
Because in reality, education is one of the most
fundamental ways we can find solutions. My hope
is that one day, all babies in this world will be born
healthily. And I am never going to stop trying to
accomplish that goal, in whatever way that I can—

taking it one baby step at a time!

This article was first runner-up for the
Meghna Memorial Award, Senior category.

During her work with the TOS last
summer, Shivani visited and worked in 6 different
slums in Orissa. Included are photographs from 3
of those slums. A senior in high school, Shivani is
the daughter of life members Simant and Chandana

Misra.
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A Letter to Aju - From Ami
By Amrita Sahu
Dear Aju,

I love you from the bottom of my heart.
You live on and on and on. I think that going to
India last year was the best choice since I could
spend time with you. Little did I know that I would
never see you again. Aju, you were, and still are, the
best friend anyone could ever have.

I remember all the happy times we had
together. 1loved the time you put me on your lap
and gave me a hug, the time you came to receive me
and Mama at the airport and the time I took your
hand in mine and gave you a hug and a kiss. 1
remember the warmth and love you showed when
you held my hand in the hospital, and tears rolled
down your eyes and mine.

You were a great politician and helped the
society. You always stood for the rights of the poor
people. Anyone would think you are an ordinary
man, but only a few can really look into your heart
and tell that you really are a GREAT man. I think
that I am a very lucky child as a granddaughter of
such a great Aju. I fondly cherish the memories of
you and me every night when I held your dhoti.

The Cycle of Pain, Love, and Happiness:

You, me, mama, baba, bhai, and everyone
will experience the cycle of pain, love and
happiness. Almost everybody goes through this
cycle.

PAIN. Pain is something that not only hurts
but can also sometimes help you. When you get
hurt, you feel the pain. If you think about it, pain is
a feeling. Some people feel it and some do not. If
you think about pain as something that hurts, you
feel the pain. If you think of it as something that
will help, the pain is less.

LOVE. Love is another type of feeling. But it
is VERY different. When somebody comes to

comfort you or somebody sends a letter or a card,
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you feel good. It shows their love for you, and you
love them too. You know that you are loved by
many.

HAPPINESS. People you love will make you
feel happy, or in other words, that is happiness.
Happiness is a beautiful feeling. When I go to you I
feel happy!

I love my Aju like as if he were gold

And in our hearf our love would never fold
And for the first time that I heard his name
Throughout my heart he spread with fame
Yours lovingly,

Ami

Seven year old Amrita wrofte this in
memory of her grandtather (Aju - Sri Ghanashyam
Sahu) who passed away on March 27th, 2011 at
Bhubaneswar. She spent the last month and a half
with him and fondly remembers him. She goes fo
second grade and had written about the cycle of
pain, love and happiness when she was in tirst grade
in her atfempt fo provide some comfort fo her Aju.
Amrita lives in Virginia with her parents Prakash

and Manaswini Sahu and older brother Sarthak.

Shiva and Shivani's wish
By Nandika Mishra

Once there was a family of four who were
very poor and lived in a barn. Their barn had few
cows and goats. Ma, the mother, weaved and sold
blankets and Pa, the father, sold wood and milk.
Together, they made a small profit to buy food.
One day, Ma overheard her children, Shiva and
Shivani, talking about dinner.

Shiva said, "Wouldn't it be nice to have
mashed potatoes with rice instead of the usual
milk and rice?" Ma wanted to fulfill their wish, so
she called Pa and told him to get some rice grains
and potatoes. When he came back, Ma asked, "Did
you get everything?” and Pa said, "All I could get
was some rice grains.” Ma was very unhappy, as
she thought she would not be able to fulfill her
children’s wish. As evening arrived, Ma sent the
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children to get some banana leaves from the forest Ma thought about this and said that they
for their dinner. On their way home, the children could go get it. They joyfully ran back to geft it.
spotted a sack. They looked inside to see what was Ma cooked delicious mashed potatoes and rice.

in it. They found it full of potatoes. They had a wonderful dinner.

When they started taking the
potatoes, they suddenly remembered their
mother's words, "Never take anything that
does not belong o us." So they sadly put years old and T live in Union City, CA with my
the potatoes back and walked back home. parents and younger brother. I go to
They told everything to Ma and asked if they could Montessori school of Fremont. Besides playing the
get some few potatoes. Ma asked if it belonged to piano, writing stories is one of my other hobbies.
anyone. They said they did not see anyone there.

Finally, Shiva and Shivani got their
wish.
My name is Nandika Mishra. I am 8

My Grandma’s Visit
By Rishi Mishra
My grandma lives in India. I Call her Jiji. She is the most [oving person 1 khow. [ast

\A summer she Came to stay with us, ahd You Cahhot imagine how much we |oved each
\ other’s company. I Can say she beCame my best friend.
We played games together, shared stories, and I especCially liked listening to
her songs. T even memorized a few of them. She told me stories at night. Ohe hight
L she told me a funny story about a king. We laughed all hight and we didn’t sleep! But

managed to trick him. I also told her the story of the “Three Little Pigs and the Big
Bad Wolf.” She liked it and also felt proud because ] told the whole story in Qdiya.

During the evenings we used to go to the park and have fun. 1 even taught her how to ride my
scooter. ] bet she is a pro on it. At home she used to tell me the childhood stories of my dad and my three
uncles that ] loved to listen to. She also helped me make things out of [Lego blocks. T taught her how to
play PlayStation 3. We played table tennis on it. Jiji brought a board game hamed Ludo for me. She taught
me how to play the game and the wihhing strategies too. T was hew to the game, but I don’t khow how
always won. T guess she did something onh purpose so that I could win all the time. T had hever seen an
opponent doing this till now. T was even more surprised to see her happy after |osing each game. Well, 1
nhever felt happy when I [ost. Tt was SO confusing. I guess only Jijis can do that. At the end of the day, 1
asked her how she could feel happy when she had lost. With a wonderful smile, she answered that her
happiness was in my winhing. She was happy because I was happy. She also told me that we should enjoy
and have funh in whatever we do, ho matter if we Win or |ose at the end.

Then one day, it was time for Jiji to fly to Seattle, where my uncle lives, and theh back to India.
She left but ] could notice her silent tears. ] wished I could hold her back. ] gave her a tight hug and bid
her goodbye with a promise to meet her sooh. T bet that was my best summer vVacation, anhd I wish it comes
back agaih and againh. My Jiji is the best, and I love her very much.

Rishi IMishra is 8 years old and attends second rade at Freeman Elementary. Rishi lives in Dallas,
TEX3S With parents Sandipan Mishra and Asha Mishra.

/V \ my dad caught us laughing and told us to sleep as it was getting |ate at hight. BU'C we
z\l N

A Visit To Dadaji's House second grade. She loved going on trips. This year
By Shreeya Kar was very special as they were going to her
There was a little girl named Ankita who grandparents’ house in Orissa in India for summer
lived in a city called Sunnyvale, in USA, with her vacation. Ankita was excited and already planning
parents and her little brother, Aryan. She was in what she would do when she got there. Although
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she had gone to her grandparents’ house before, she
didn't remember much. She was just four years old
when they last visited India.

A few days later, it was vacation time. They
all packed their clothes and the gifts for their family.
Ankita felt curious when she got on the plane with
her parents. She couldn’t wait to see her
grandparents. When the plane landed, Ankita was
happy to see her grandfather (Dadaji) at the airport.
Dadaji was happy to see Ankita and Aryan. They
touched Dadaji's feet as a mark of respect. Even
their parents touched Dadaji's feet. Dadaji was very
happy and impressed that Ankita and Aryan still
remembered their culture even after staying in USA
for so long. Then they all took a train to

Dadaji's village. It was night when they -

— y

reached home. Ankita was surprised to see o
that her whole family was there to greet

them. There were uncles, aunts, her cousins, and
especially her grandmother. There were even a few
villagers. It was as if the whole village was happy to

see them. They all ate dinner together. It was like a
huge feast. Ankita was very tired by now, so she

and her brother went to bed.

The next day, when Ankita woke up, all her
cousins were there to play with her. They went
outside to play in the backyard garden. The garden
had all kinds of vegetable plants. She picked a few
for her grandmother to cook. There were also
mango trees, banana trees and a lot of coconut trees.
There was even a small pond with lots of fish. There
were ducks in the pond too. Suddenly, Ankita heard
a soft, chirping sound. She looked up at the mango
tree. There was a nest on the branch. Inside the nest,
there was a mommy bird and two baby birds. The
mommy bird was feeding the babies. It reminded
Ankita of her mommy taking care of her. Ankita
loved being in her grandparents’ house.

One day, her father said, "Ankita, come with

me. I have to show you something." Outside, Ankita
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was surprised to see a herd of cows going
somewhere. Behind them was a person a holding a
long stick. Her father said, "This is the person who
takes the cows to the nearby fields to graze.
Everybody in the village sent their cows with him."
Every day, the same thing happened. In the morning
the cows would g0, and they would return in the
evening. One day, out of curiosity, Ankita asked her
cousin to go with her to follow the cows. They saw
the cows were all eating grass in the field while the
person with the stick was sitting under a big free.
Ankita never saw something like this back in USA.

She loved being in her grandfather's village.
It was very different than the cities in USA. The days
were filled with fun and excitement. In the

evening, her grandmother would light a diya
in front of the gods in the small puja room in
their house. She would always let Ankita sing the
prayers. Grandmother was very impressed with
Ankita's singing.

When her vacation was over, it was time
for Ankita to go back to USA. Everybody wanted
them to stay back. The grandparents were very sad.
But she promised to return soon. Dadaji came all
the way to the airport with them.

Ankita was happy to be back with her
friends here in USA, but she always remembered her
big family in Orissa. Nowadays, Ankita likes going
to the temple with her parents, and whenever she
gets a chance, she sings bhajans in the temple. It
reminds her of her grandmother. She always has
sweet memories of her big family. Now she is
looking forward to visiting Orissa again.

My name is Shreeya Kar. Iam 8 years old
and I am in second grade. We live in Sunnyvale, CA.
[ love singing, dancing (Odissi and Bollywood) and
reading. I wrofe this story from my experience
when I visited my grandparents in Orissa. They live
in a village called Padhuan, near Balasore. I love

going there.
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~“TheBeach- . .
By Anika Satapathy -

Sun shining in my eye, -
Big clouds in the sky.

— 5 &\
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Anika Satapathy is a third grader in Homest

ead/ Wakefield E[ementary

-

< B

School. She lives in Bel Air, MD

with

her sister, Neha, and parents, Tina and Sikhanda Satapathy. She loves to dance, sing, draw, play piano, and

wants to play soccer and baseball.

own The wa Y
BY Manaswee Mishra

why are you hiking?

Why not jogging, without stopping on the way?

[ was reading as | was pushing the leaves out of my
way

 stopped to talk to my friend, who was hiking on
the other end

Suddenly! it started snowing

we stopped talking and started grinning,

Looking at the beautiful sky

The snow was floating and we came back
humming
Jingle bells all the way

The Night was Freezing
BY Manaswee Mishra

The night was freezing, [ went to bed.
Quietly 1 slept until the daybreak.
A pleasont sun shone on me,

And 1 wolke up with a smile.

Let me say what [ saw.....

A blankeet of snow, all over

[ couldn't keep myself in.

tjuped out and played for a while.
A snow angel, [ wanted to make,
Lran and slid while dolng that.

[ lkenow | have to go now,

twish I could draw a few more.

MAanaswee Mishra is eight years old. She is in the third grade.
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The Girl Who Became the Queen
By Debanshi Nikita Chowdhury

Long ago there lived a
poor girl hamed Meera. Meera
was a beloved devotee of [,ord
Jagannath. QOne day, Meera was
bored in her hut so she prayed to [,ord Jagannath and
Said, “] no longer want to live inh this hut!” Since Meera
was a devotee of [Lord Jagahnath, Lord Jagahnhath
listened to her prayers and said, “Meera g0 to my
temple.” Meera did as she was told.

On the other side of the kingdom, there lived
a prince hamed Raj. Raj was a devotee of [,ord
Jagannath too. His parents were sad, as they could
not find a suitable bride for him. Raj prayed to [,ord
Jagannath for a suitable bride. So, Lord Jaganhath
instructed him to go to his temple. Ryaj did as he was
told.

6 OEON0 5
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At the temple, Ra) met Meera. They fell in
|love at the first sight. Raj asked his father if he could
get married to Meera. Ryj’s Father said, “Yes my son!”
TRaj got excited and told Meera, “We are getting
married tomorrow!” Meera got excited too and said to
herself, “Only one more day in this hut.” When it was
the day for the marriage, Meera woke up early in the
morning and Called Raj. Ra) picked up the phone and
Said, “Meera come to my house and our servants will
dress you up.” Meera agreed to the plah and went to
the palace. She was surprised to see the gigantic

Invisible
By Megha Joshi
har e i

Hi, my name is Alyssa, and my brother's name is
Patrick. We never got along because he was
always playing pranks on me.I thought I could
never get my revenge, but I was wrong.

One Friday evening, a brilliant idea came
to me, I could be invisible! But how? I thought.
"Of course! T could make a magic potion!” I
whispered to myself. Without wasting
any time, I quickly got into action. For the potion
container, I took a small, clear glass bottle with
some mysterious liquid. My potion ingredients
were blueberries, a plastic spoon which T
melted, glitter, and an apple core which smelled
like rotten fish. Then, with all my ingredients,
I tiptoed downstairs and into the kitchen.
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palace. Tt was out Of her imagination. Meera got
dressed there and they were finally married.

After several years, a bad moment Came in
their life. An evil servant, Rebati, tried to persuade
Meera to steal the jewelry from Raj’s mom, the Queen.
When Rebati could hot convince Meera,she sent some
bad spirits into Meera’s body and instructed her to get
the Queen’s jewelry. Meera, being possessed, stole the
jewelry and handed them over to Rebati. When Raj)’s
Family came to know the fact that Meera stole the
Jewelry, they put her in jail.

Life continued as usual. Rebati pretended to
work hard in the palace so that she could get a day Off
and get herself dressed with jewelry. Finally, she got
the day off and enjoyed that day with all the jewelry.
It was a pleasant experience for her. She wanted to
do it again and again. Hence, she asked for more
leave.

After several times, Raj had his doubts. He
thought there was something fishy and asked his spy to
follow Rebati. The spy found out all the facts and
told Raj about the jewelry. Raj felt bad about Meera
and putRebati in prison. Meera was released from the
prison and the King also realized his mistakes. He and
the queen decClared Raj and Meera as the King and
Queen of the Kingdom. They lived happily ever after,
because of the blessings of [Lord Jaganhnath.

Debanshi Nikita Chowdhury is the daughter
OF Anjana and Debaki Nandan Chowdbhury . She is 9
years old and attends the 3rd grade in Germantown,
Maryland.

In the kitchen, I laid out all the
ingredients on the granite table and took the
blender from one of the low cabinets. I put all
the ingredients in the blender and turned it
on. BUZZZ! BUZZZ! It sounded like angry bees
swarming all over the place. When I thought the
potion was ready, I turned the blender off.
Next, I carefully poured the potion into the
clear and small glass bottle. The potion was as
blue as the ocean, and it had pearly white
bubbles fizzing on the top.

Suddenly, I heard footsteps coming. I
quickly put the blender back inits place and
hid the potion in my pocket. The footsteps I
heard were my mom's. She was wearing ocean
blue jeans and a red and white striped shirt.

"Alyssa,” she began with her pleasant
voice, "can you tell me where all those buzzing
noises were coming from?"

"Well I-I was pretending to be a girl, an-and
the girl was t-t-trying to catch bees, and since
th-th-there was no one fo pretend t-to be
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the bees, I decided to be the bees too,"I
stammered. My mom smiled, "Well, okay, but next
time be quieter.” When she was gone I sighed,
“Whew, that was close.”

That night, after dinner, I headed
upstairs to my untidy but cozy bedroom and
fell fast asleep.

The next day, I woke up at exactly
8:30 in the morning. After I brushed and got
dressed, I hurried downstairs. When I looked in
the kitchen, my mom was cooking pancakes, my
favorite breakfast. She was wearing a sky blue
fuzzy night robe and a sleepy look on her
face. My brother, who was sitting on our soft,
snow-white sofa, was watching those silly
cartoons on TV. When my mom looked at me
she exclaimed, "Your breakfast is waiting!" I
looked at the pancakes and licked my lips. In
a few minutes I gobbled up all the pancakes
on plate.

"Mom?" my brother suddenly asked. "Can T
go to Jimmy's house? We've got a project to
finish."

“Sure,” replied my mother.

"Oh, and T'll be back for dinner!” Patrick
called, who was now opening the door.

“Wait-" but before my mom could finish
her sentence, Patrick left and slammed the door
shut like a gust of wind. "Oh, forget it," she
muttered.

Just then, an idea struck me. "Mom, can I
go to Lizzie's house? I'll be back for dinner,” I said
waiting for an answer.

"Of course, you can,” replied my mom.

"Yes!" I whispered and ran out of the
door.

It was a beautiful day. The glorious
sunlight fell on my face. The cherry blossoms
bloomed all over the places on the trees. The sky
was clear, and the birds were chirping sweetly.
Within a few minutes, I reached Lizzie's house.
When I knocked on her door, I could hear her
running downstairs. "Alyssa?" she said with a
questioning look on her face. "What are you doing
here?"

"T'll tell you that in your room,” I said.

She led me to her room, and I told her
everything about my magic potion and my plans.
When I finished, she beamed at me. "After you use
the potion on your brother, can I use it on someone
t00?"
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“May be or maybe not," T said.

Her face fell. "Where do you think they
would be?"

"Well, maybe they are playing soccer," I
answered.

“Well what are you waiting for? Let's go to
the park,” she urged. Soon we arrived.

The park in our neighborhood was huge.
There was a hice and large playground which had
monkey bars, swings, slides, etc., and a group of
children playing on it. Also, there was an enormous
grassy play area shaped like a square with a few
huge mud puddles due to rain. In this grassy areaq,
my brother and his friends were playing soccer.
Lizzie grinned at me, "Now."

"You sure?" I replied. She nodded.
“Alright," I said. "That's it!"

T drank a little bit of the magic potion. It
tasted bitter, like cold coffee, but at the same
time my body was burning. Lizzie gave me the wow
look. "It worked!" she screamed with a deep
breath. I looked down at my feet to see if Lizzie
was right, and she was. Instead of my feet, I saw
the ground. It felt really strange to be invisible; T
could not see myself, but T could see everything
and everyone around me. “Oh, and Lizzie, is my
potion visible?" I asked curiously.

"Yep", she replied.

"In that case, why don't you keep it in your
pocket for a while?" I handed the potion over to
Lizzie and she put it in her pocket.

Suddenly, the referee, who was one of
Patrick's friends, blew the whistle. They probably
finished their second game, and they were about to
take a break. I was walking toward Patrick when he
called, "Hey girls, watch this." He was doing his
cool tricks with a soccer ball that was wet and
muddy like him. When he got everyone's attention,
I stole another soccer ball and kicked him on the
back of his head. "Hey, who did that?" he snarled.
All the kids around him were now laughing
uncontrollably. As he was looking around for the
person, I pulled his pants down. Terrified, he
blushed and pulled his pants up. He was wearing
white underpants with red hearts. Then he started
spinning stupidly with one arm straight forward.
And splat! He fell down face forward onto the mud
puddle and he groaned. Now the people around him
were laughing even more, especially Lizzie. Quite
embarrassed, Patrick hurriedly ran home.
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When the crowd cleared away Lizzie
shouted, "Alyssa, where are you?"

“Right here!" T shouted back.

“That was hilarious!" Lizzie breathed.

“Ya, think s0?"

“Everybody thought so!”

Together we burst out laughing.

All of a sudden, I froze. "What's the
matter?” Lizzie questioned.

"How am I going to be visible again? I
can't stay like this forever!” I cried.

Lizzie sighed and said, "Don't worry,
Alyssa, there's got to be some way out of this
situation.” T was a little comforted by Lizzie's
words.

Suddenly I got an idea. "Lizzie, can you
hand me the potion?”

“Sure, but why?" she responded.

“Well, T was wondering if I could do
something else with the potion so that it would
turn me back to normal,” I said.

"Well, give it a try, it could work," she
answered.

"But how?" T asked.

“Um, you could pour the potion on
your head.”

“Lizzie, that's a brilliant ideal
Thanks."

Delighted with herself, she handed
the magic potion o me. Carefully, I poured
down a few drops onto my head. It felt and tasted
like cold, salty water. All of a sudden, Lizzie

My Poem
By Aniket Mishra
One time, | was told to write,

Using all my focus and might;

I was told to keep it small and tight, k\ \
And. | thought about it day and night; | \

At first my words had a fight,

But in the end they all agreed to write; \ m

When | was finished with it,
[ took out a chair to sit;
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exclaimed, "Alyssa, you are back!
tight like T was a teddy bear.

"It was great to be visible again. Nobody
could get suspicious anymore if they heard a noise
and didn't know where it was coming from," I
thought o myself.

After I dropped Lizzie off at her home, I
headed straight home because I was starving, and
as I was walking, Patrick came along. "Got beaten
up by an invisible person?" I asked Patrick, who was
covered in mud from head to toe.

"Yep, but how did you know that?" he
asked.

I smiled and said, "Because I did it." I
held out the potion in front of him. He stared at
the potion in amazement.

“You are a genius!" he exclaimed.

"Wait-, but aren't you going to get mad at
me and tell Mom?" T asked.

My brother chuckled, "Of course not! I
have been waiting for you to prank me ever since I
found out we were opposites. That's why I played
pranks on you so much.”

T looked up to look him in the eyes
and whispered, "Promise you won't tell
anybody about the magic potion.”

"I promise,” he replied.

Megha Joshi lives in Newark and is a
fourth grader at Bunker Elementary.

and hugged me

It was so good, it even lit,
And for sure, | wasn't being a hypocrite;

| sent it to the publishing place,
And | got a note back with a happy face;

This was the piece, that | had sent,
I'll even give this to you on rent;

This part of the paper got bent,
But luckily, there was no dent,
I assure you, my next poem will be different;



2012 OSA Journal

Understanding Life
By Aniket Mishra

There is one thing you need to understand
in life - you can't control life, and life is like a roller
coaster. You get some things your way like getting a
WII game, and some things you don't get your way,
like some family member passing away. Sometimes
you get so frustrated that you want to run away
from home, and sometimes you feel so happy that
you never wish to leave home. So believe me, life is
so unexpected. One time | was making a high score
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on the iPhone but the battery just died. So you see
what | mean. Oh yeah, life can be painful —like on
the monkey bars, when | fell down into the sharp
tanbark. Life can also be miracle, like getting into
Stanford at the last second by being an educated
student, or saving a really good guy from dying
from a heart attack. Life can be very mean too, like
you lose the last basketball game of the season by
missing a 2 pointer. No matter what, you need to
love life, and look for a new tomorrow.

Awniket Mishra is a 5th grader and lives in Santa Clara, CA, with his dad, Kishore Mishra, his mom, Dolly

Mishra and little sister, Tamanna Mishra. He loves basketball and loves playing “Minecraft”’ on the computer.

Gup Chup -The Tasty Treat
By Adeep Das

It is about one crispy hot
summer afternoon in India...

In the month of August, my
family and I were visiting my
grandparents in Puri, Odisha, India. Puri is a very
beautiful and very religious city in the eastern part
of Odisha, India, on the shorelines of the mighty Bay
of Bengal. This city is very well known all over the
world as Lord Jagannath’s Hometown. The people
here are extremely friendly and caring.

Well, coming back to that very afternoon.

It was very hot and muggy; I was feeling very
restless and kept nagging my Jejemaa to let me play
outside with our neighbor’s kids under the coconut
trees. All of a sudden, it started raining very heavily.
It was pouring down really hard. Ithought there
was no way I was going out now. Seeing the
disappointment in my eyes, Jejemaa tried to lift up
my spirit and told me she was going to make me the
best snack I ever tasted. Ibecame very curious and
asked her the name. She said, “Gup Chup.” For a
while, I thought she is telling me to be quiet, but, oh
no! that’s the name of the snack. It made me even
more curious; I started wondering what could it

be???

/,
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Jejemaa wanted this to be a huge surprise
for me so I had to go to my room. There, through
my huge windows, I could see the rain water
flowing down the muddy streets really fast. Then I
noticed some of the kids from our block were
making paper boats and floating them in the
gushing rain water, and they were really good at it,
as their boats went a long way down the street.
Suddenly, my nose started wiggling; it was smelling
something very good coming from the kitchen. I
couldn’t stand there any longer and ran down the
stairs, burst through the doors and into our kitchen.

There, I saw on the table a big heap of
small, round, puffed crispy puris. To the left there
were mashed potatoes and yellow matter along with
shredded onions, gingers, chilies and cilantro all
mixed into it. It looked very yummy. Of course,
who doesn’t like mashed potatoes? Yum! Yum!
Then, to its right there was some kind of dark water
with some shredded green chilies, ginger and
cilantro in it. It had a nice flavor. Still, I was a little
hesitant to try something so new to me, but it looked
very tempting. Seeing my little brother and rest of
my family eating with so much delight, I rushed to
an open seat, and Jejemaa gave me a bowl of the
dark water called tentuli paani [the tamarind water],
which had the perfect combination of salt and sour

taste along with the incredible aroma of the rest of
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the ingredients. Then she gave me the so called Thus, my first encounter with the so very
“Gup chup,” which were the crispy and puffed puris famous snack was very delightful. Then I came to
with a small opening to put the mashed potatoes in know that “Gup chup” also has some other names
it. To me, it was as big as making a lowercase ‘¢’ such as Paani puri, Golgappa, Puchkas... but
with your thumb and the rest of the fingers as you whatever the name, the bottom line is Yum! Yum!
do in sign language. Yum!

I had to dip the crispy puris with potatoes Thanks! Jejemaa, you are right as usual.
in it in the tamarind water and then put the whole “Gup chup” is the best snack ever.
thing in the mouth- Oht Wow! Delicious! I kept Adeep Das is 10 years old and atfends 4th
on gobbling up all the gup chups that I could eat, Grade at Hillside Elementary School in Farmingfon
and Jejemaa thought that I was going to get a huge Hills, Michigan.

stomach ache. But to her surprise, my stomach did

just fine.

The Robbers
BY Ariya Mohanty

one night, [ was walking home alone. Suddenly), [ heard footsteps behind
me. [turned and saw a gang of trouble making robbers. They were trying to sneak
into someone’s house. Oh nol That was my house! | van across the street to the pay
phone. [ checked my pockets for change. (had no change. [ pressed O for Operator on
the phone. “Hello, how may 1 help you?” said & woman’s voice. 1 explained what was
going on, and [ got a free phone call. As quickly as 1 could, I dialed 911. The voice on
the other end was a wman’s volee this thme. (explained how [ was walking home and
the deceiving robbers came. “We'll be theve as fast as we can,” the volce replied. After
about five to ten minutes, a siven blared through the streets.

“Thank goodness You're herel The robbers van across the street when they heard the siren.” The police
returned to thelr car and zoomed down my nelghborhood. “Put your hands up or ULl shoot! " heard them say.
mmedintely they survendered.

“You don't have to worry now because we have them wnder arvest.” we thanked the police and hurvied
into our house. My mom told me [ had to sleep because the next day was sehool.

Ariya, 10 years ola, attends 4th grade in Anaheim School, Orange, California. She practices Kathak,
piane, and tennis after school. She has finished all of Ricke Riordan's books.

Giant Butterflies! bumped into Nita. It was [iha, one of her best
by Nistha Panda friends.
Nita was day dreaming while her science AS the three of them were strolling to Nita's
teacher taught the Class about house, Nita mentioned that they were learning about
* GY - ‘Peacock Pansy butterflies. Ring! butterflies in science. Lina excitedly blurted, “All of
The one-hundredth day the fourth grade will be going to a place where
|y . ended at the Bhubanheswar Peacock Pansy butterflies will £ly over us.”
/ Public School in On the day of the field trip, Nita, Ayush, and
L Bhubaneswar. Nita jumped out Linha were buddies and sat oh the last bus leaving.
Of her seat and rah out of the When they reached the place, the Peacock Pansies
V Classroom. Her short had already arrived. The sky was brown and orange.
brown hair was flying behind her as she ranh to the After the butterflies disappeared, Linha questioned,
nearby playground. On the playground bench Sat a boy ‘IWhy do Peacock Pansies have to g0 to Prajapati
with deep brown hair who was reading a book about Island in the Bay of Bengalz Why can't they stay with
robots. Tt was Ayush, her twin brother. Five mihutes us?" After the second bus was loaded and gone,
later, a girl with long black hair and dark brunette eyes everybody heard a loud flapping nhoise. Both Nita and
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Ayush thought it was an airplane, but when [ina gazed
at the sky, she shouted in fear,” Giant butterflies!”

Everybody ran toward the third bus. NO one
dared to wait for the last bus. The school had already
gotten the news and sent the students home in
advance. Inh an hour, all the children were gonhe except
three students left; they were Nita, Ayush, and Lina.
At last Nita's mom picked them all up because Lina's
parents were oh a business trip. After dinner,
everybody went to bed.

Achoo! Nita woke up in a Start. PUffy,
yellow specks of dust were floating around
everywhere. It was pollen. Nita sheezed again, she had
allergies. The whole house was covered in pollen. But
it wasn't just the house that was covered in pollen, the
whole City had sticky yellow specks floating too. Nita
asked Lina why there was so much pollen. Lina
replied, "The giant butterflies pollinated all the flowers
in the city.” When they went outside, they saw a thin
layer of pollen on the ground. Achoo! Nita sneezed
again. She could nhot go to school today.

The next morning, Lina woke up to a surprise.
Tiny butterflies were in every corher. There were SO
many butterflies that you could not see the pink walls
of the guestroom. When Liha went downstairs for
breakfast, Nita asked her about the butterflies while
coloring her recycling poster (Nita Cah't stand trash
that is hot recycCled). Lina had no idea what to say, SO
she watched how Ayush made a butterfly robot. BY
the time it was lunch time, she thought she got an
answer to Nita's question. She whispered, "Half of the
giant butterflies laid eggs, so the small butterflies must
be babies.” Nita stared at her and guestioned, "Baby
butterflies?"

On Sunday, Ayush noticed that there were
no cars on the road. Then he Called Lina and Nita to
show them the missing Ccars. Flap, flop, flap, flop.

They all looked up. They saw giant butterflies Carrying

Ganesh’s Head and its Meaning
By Renee Sen

One day, Parvati wanted to rest after a
hard day’s work, without any disturbance. She
put Ganesh at the entrance to guard her so
that nobody could bother her. Ganesh was
very obedient to his mother. When a stranger
came and demanded entrance, he refused to
let him pass.

Poor Ganesh! The stranger was his very
own father, Shiva, returning from his long trip
around the world. Having been separated for
so long, Ganesh did not know Shiva, and
likewise, Shiva did not know Ganesh. Furious
at being kept from his own wife's house, he
cut Ganesh's head off with his sword.

After learning the news, Parvati broke
down in tears. She told Shiva what he had
done; he had killed his own son. Here was his

G10
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people out of their homes and dropping them in the
middle of pineapple mazes while the miniature
butterflies took all the hectar ahd food out of the
houses and their gardens. Now Bhubanheswar had so
much pollen floating around, Bhubaneswar |ooked like
a Yellow segment from the moon. When the three
children turnhed to their left, they saw that their
neighbors were the butterflies' hext victim.

Suddenly, Lina ran into the house and
straight to the guestroom. She had an idea. When she
rushed bacCk out of the house, she was holding a jar
with @ Peacock Pansy in it. It was Dots, her best
friend. Dots had mark on its body like Jagannath's
beautiful eyes. Then she explained her plan to her
friends. Lina had caught Dots when she was trying to
migrate to Prajapati Island. She was going to et Dots
g0 so the giants would follow her to Prajapati Island.
Then she said goodbye to Dots and openhed the lid of
the jar. Dots was free and started flying towards
Prajapati Island.

After ten minutes, a group of Peacock
‘Pansies followed Dots. In an hour, all butterflies in
the City, except one, were gone. [ina Captured the
last butterfly. Now Bhubaheswar was safe, and Lina
had a new best friend, and she named her Bandhu.

g R i
Nistha is ten years old and is in Fifth grade in
Fremont, CaliFornia. She likes to draw, dance, play the
plano, and read. She lives with her parents and little
brother. She wants @ dog. She would like to be an
archaeologist, 3 Chef or a Mmeteorofogist.

dead son, with no head, blood all over, and
just a mess all around. So Shiva did the only
thing that was possible at the time. He
replaced Ganesh's head with the head of the
first thing he saw, the head of a baby elephant.
He cut the elephant's head off and stuck it on
his son's neck, saving his son’s life and
creating Ganesh, the Elephant Headed God.
The real meaning: This story is
symbolic to make us realize who we truly are.
This is to teach us to shed our Ego. We are the
sons and daughters of the God and have
forgotten about it. Peace, Love, Kindness is
our original nature. After taking birth in this
world, we have become separated from God
and have developed Ego in the process. Our
Head represents the “Ego”. Because of our Ego,
we don’t even recognize our real father, the
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God. So, the God takes our Ego out by cutting
the head off.

God is powerful. He could have put the
same head back on Ganesh’s body, but he did
not. He did not want to use the same head
because that head represented Ego. He wanted
to use something that was new and pure. So,
he used a baby elephant’s head that was pure
and fresh.

The Elephant’s Head is big. It
represents a storehouse of knowledge. To
survive in this world, we need knowledge. To
gain knowledge, we need to be receptive.
That’s why the big Head also has a big Ear so
that it can listen to the most interesting
knowledge in this world.

There is a “Trunk” on the Head. It can
do big things like breaking a gigantic tree as
well as small things like picking up a needle.
This denotes that we should destroy our big,
negative behaviors such as Anger, Greed,
Hatred, and Jealousy and acquire subtle
qualities such as Purity, Love, Nicety, and
Kindness.

Each part of Ganesh’s body represents
similar symbols to teach us something. Ganesh
also stands for destruction of all obstacles.
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That’s why he is worshipped before any other
God. I also like his vehicle, the rat. Rat
indicates the vices we should avoid. That’s
why he rides on it. Ganesh is my favorite God
of all.

Renee Sen, 10 years old, is a fourth
grader at Pointers Run Elementary School in
Columbia, MD. Her parents are Brahma and
Sikha Sen.

Imagination is More Important Than Knowledge
By Saswat Pati
Imagination is like a factory, kingdom or workshop. Knowledge is the
boss and imagination is the worker. Imagination makes thing possible.
Knowledge is a slab of marble and imagination is the hammer and chisel that
makes it a sculpture. Without imagination, we humans are hollow shells. We
would be black and white and without color. Imagination is what makes a human
a human and not a marionette.
Some may approach knowledge with more thought than others. Meher
Baba says, "Imagination can go up to the beginning of infinity where God lets
only knowledge pass.” Imagination is “creative ability” (Webster Dictionary
2004). Knowledge, according to the same source, is "understanding gained by
actual experience or a range of information,” which is very relevant against
knowledge. With imagination, we dream and have ideas. Without it, many of
our greatest people would have never been great, such as Mahatma Gandhi, Subhas Chandra Bose, Albert
Einstein, Martin Luther King Jr., and Srinivas Ramanujan. Mark Twain once said, "You can't depend on your eyes
when your imagination is out of focus.” And Frank Lloyd Wright said, "An idea is salvation by imagination.”
Some other quotes are, "Imagination is everything. It's the preview of life's coming attractions,” and, "The
human race is governed by its imagination,” by Albert Einstein and Napoleon Bonaparte, respectively.
Imagination is essential to life. Imagination gives the power to the thoughts you envision. Knowledge
is contained like a fly in a cage, while imagination is a butterfly spreading its wings. These aspects show why
imagination is better than knowledge. The fusion of dreams and ideas is imagination.
Saswat (10 years) lives at East Glen Haven Blvd in Houston, Texas. He is the son of Drs. Arati and
Debananda Pati. He is a fifth grader at St. John's School. He loves Star Wars, Legos, playing soccer, and

reading books. He wants to be the first man on Mars.
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High in the Storm
By Saswat Pati

High in the storm

There was a dorm

With shackles of light
That destroyed all in spite
The beaker was tipped
Inadrift

That showered the earth below
To keep balance in tow
Which gave a spark

That lit up the dark

There was sand

Which illuminated his hand
Which lit up a spark

In everyone's heart
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So everyone knew his love

Which was as soft as a dove

His brain is greater than the farthest
reaches of math

And evildoers shall face his wrath

And then light shall pass through those
shackles and go above

And everyone with their hearts pure shall
behold his crackling love

Saswat (10 years) lives at East Glen Haven
Blvd in Houston, Texas. He is the son of Drs.,
Arati and Debananda Pati. He is a fifth
grader at St. John'’s School. He loves Star
Wars, Legos, playing soccer, and reading
books. He wants to be the first man on Mars.

Raja. A Memory of My Late Dog
By Shreya Tripathy

This is in memory of my late pet dog, Raja. He was a nice pet. Raja never hurt anyone. My parents had adopted
Raja. And I would like fo share his story with you. Let’s begin his story.

Childhood

Raja became part of the Tripathy family on May 29, 1998. I know from my parents that before, a
European family had Raja for their pet, but they left for Europe and could not keep him. Raja was chow with a
mix of golden retriever. He loved when people came by. But as he grew up, he started acting like my grandfather!
He took walks and slept a lot. Now, after about four years later, I was born on Feb. 28, 2002 in Shady Grove
Hospital, Maryland. I came home in surprise to see Raja. And after some time, Raja and I played a lot together.
We played with balls, played catch and raced across the fields. I felt as if he was my older brother.

Soon after I started to go to preschool, Raja and I became more and more attached to each other. We
played together for hours and hours in the pool. We either swam or relaxed by floating. We were also expecting
a new family member! We were all hoping for a boy for Raja, especially him. We were so happy when we found
out it was a boy. We named him Rishabh. I had a new brother. Rishabh and Raja started attracting together as
magnets.
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We moved to Herndon, Virginia as soon as I finished preschool. I started to miss Raja a lot because my
school took a little longer to reach, and clearly I was still very young. And soon time flew by and I started
kindergarten. I had gotten over missing Raja, but another problem occurred. I watched at my friend’s house
“Marley and Me” (well the movie that Marley dies in), and I started crying a lot about losing Raja because he was
very sick at the time I watched the movie. But my father soothed me by thinking positive and saying that
everything and everyone has a time to go. He told me that heaven is a beautiful place above the clouds. I soon
started thinking positively.

In first grade we had another Tripathy named Ayush. Like all the other Tripathys as children, Ayush
thought Raja was a horse and tried riding on Raja’s back! We all took pictures of Ayush like we did when we were

younger. Those times were the best, but did we know it would last?

Dog Gone?

Soon timed passed, and Raja had gotten serious injuries because he fell. He injured his leg so that he
basically had to drag around! These times were the worst. Soon, when we were getting ready to go to Cancun in
December, Raja went to the vacation kennels for the trip. But really, it was the hospital and no one even told me.

Right when I came back from Cancun, I started wondering why my father didn’t pick up Raja from the
kennel. Well, when I went to school on Jan. 19, 2012, while my father was driving me to school, I asked and
everything was revealed, “Daddy, you put Raja in the animal kennel, right?”

“Uh, Shreya,” I could see him shedding a few tears, “Raja, umm, actually had been in the hospital, because
of his injuries and sickness.”

“What? What do you mean by ‘had been’ in the hospital? Wait, that meanst” I started to put the puzzle
pieces together, and I tell you it was the worst picture I ever saw. “W-when did he leave? Why did anyone not tell
me this? Daddy, why? ”

“Shreya, I didn’t have the courage to. I'm so, so sorry. He passed away on Dec. 16.”

A Few Words

Raja’s death was very painful for me, my father and my mother. That day I found out, I cried the whole
time at school. Ieven cried all the way home. My father told me that he found out over the phone that the vet
said to him, “Your pet will always stay as a baby of your own, but your children will grow up and never again be a
baby. And your pet’s death will take years to get over. You may feel that you have gotten over it, but deep in your
heart you haven’t gotten over your pet.”

I believe that this is very true. I felt as if Raja was my older brother. I feel that 'm still getting over Raja.
My brothers think Raja is in a farm near our home. I miss Raja so much, and I wish Raja was in the farm too. But
there are so many losses in life, and you have to figure a way to lose some of the pain. For me, I write it out.

“As a well-spent day brings happy sleep., so a life well spent brings happy death.”

—Leonardo da Vinci

Shreya Tripathy, age 10, is in 4th grade. She lives in Herndon, Northern Virginia. Her parents are

Gatikrishna and Jagyanseni.
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The First Day of a New School
By Anjali Tewari
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Once there was a girl named Sonali. She
was born and raised in Orissa. And, she could only
speak Oriya, the language of Orissa.

Then, one day, Sonali and her parents had to
move to the USA because her parents had gotten a
great opportunity there. Sonali was sad because
she was going to miss all her old friends in Orissa
but was equally excited to meet a lot of new
friends.
When they had reached the US airport, she looked
around. Most of the people at the airport looked
much different than her; blond hair, accents, blue
eyes, and from different places in the world. She
wondered if it was going to be like that at
school..........

The following day was the first day of
school for her. It was a wonderful sight! She
could see the library's books towering to the
ceiling and ladders to help get up to them. The
teachers were very nice to her, and whenever she
got an answer wrong, they wouldn't beat her with a
ruler on her hand. Also, there was the biggest
playground she had ever seen. She couldn't wait to
play there.

She also wanted to make many friends, but
everyone didn't understand what she was saying,
and even though she understood a little bit of
English, they were all talking fast and had accents.
When Sonali came home from school, she told her
mom what had happened. Her mom said, in Oriya,
"Tt's OK, we will ask someone to go to school with

———
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you tomorrow to translate some of your words into
better English.”

The next morning at school, Sonali went to
her locker. She walked up to a girl named Sophia,
who looked lonely. Sophia didn't have any friends
either because it was her first day of school.
Sonali told something to the translator and that
person said to Sophia, "Sonali said that she wants
to be your friend." Sophia smiled, "Tell Sonali
that's fine with me, and she can play with me at
recess near the swing sets!” When the translator
told Sonali, she got very excited. Sonali thought,
"This is one of those days anyone would be waiting
for, on their first days of school." And off Sonali
ran to her next class with the translator walking
slowly behind her.

When everyone was to go out for recess,
Sonali ran over to the swing set. Sophia and the
rest of Sonali's class wanted to play with her.
Sonali didn't know why. Sophia had actually told
the other kids to never misjudge someone until you
get to know a person. And to make a lot of friends
you have to do that. From that day on, every day,
Sonali had someone to play with. The first person
was obviously Sophia.

When Sonali came home from school, her
mom told her that there were some Oriya families
living in the city. Sonali said, "Do any or all of
them have kids?" She was excited and couldn't wait
to meet kids who spoke and understood Oriya.

The next day at school, Sonali saw Sophia
crying. Sonali ran over and asked her what was
wrong. She said, "I-I was running, and I fell and
scraped my knee!” Sonali helped Sophia up, and
they looped and limped through the hallways. They
burst info the nurse’s office, and Sonali told the
nurse what happened. The nurse cleaned Sophia's
wound and put a fresh bandage on it. Sophia
washed her face to feel better, and then they
walked fo their next class.

Sonali gave the teacher a note, and the
teacher let them sit down. Sophia smiled at Sonali
just as the lesson began. Sonali was happy to have
Sophia as her friend and she would make more
soon.

Anjali is 11 years old and a 6th grader at
Tharp Hilliard School.
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ODISST- A Movement
BY Akanksha RaVvi

A divine rhythm,
It makes you go —driven’
Its fast beat,
s dancing in your feet,
You show the grace,
That has been traced,
1 show you the way!
MY hanhds make you dream away........
The words you speak,
TRemind me of the birds’ beak,
You show the steps,
The way to tread,
The little gir| dreams on,
Like a young fawn, ’
A dance that has been |0st in the walls of the temples, , rd
Tt will come again,
You will see it when!
1 have learned dances,
They have good meanings,
We hear they are made from stories,
But they also have music, dance, songs which praise glory.......
Is it better |earhing here?
1s it better learhing there?
1 am learning what this world is and means £rom just dancingtit
AKanKsha RaVi is in §rade 5. She lives ih CaliFornia and been dancing / [earning Odissi from Guru
Jyoti Rout oF Jyoti Kala Mandir since 2006.

Into the Safari (Kaziranga)
By Anwesha Ranabijuli

“Creak!” went the rickety set Of stairs that ] was stepping on.

“TWatch your step!” said the tour guide. 1 listened t0 the guide, but it was really hard to stay Calm. ] was just
t00 excited. And I had a good reason to be excited. ] was about to ride on ah elephant in a safari! So when I got to
the top Of the Stairs, ] Srabbed my parents, dragged them to the elephanht, asked the rider to open the seat bar, and
hopped in. 1 was so high up; I thought that I was going-to fall. Suddenly, I heard a loud pang. I looked around to see
where the source of the hoise was coming from anhd saw that my seat bar had fallen down! 1 groaned and thought, “It’s
going to take ah hour to get that back up!”| Then, something amazing happened. Slowly, the elephant that I was sitting
on bent its trunk and reached down. Its trunk curled around the seat bar and brought it up to the guide. “Wow!” was
my last thought before we started on the trail.

“Ouch!” I screamed as I got whacked inthe face by a bunhch of bushes. I sat down, hoping hot to get
whacked again. Suddenly, I saw the sun and thought, “Yes!Tere out!” As our elephants exited through the bushes, 1
could see the acres of elephant grass. I could smell the sweet water...And ] could feel the soft breeze. After five
minutes of |ooking around in amazement anhd taking pictures, we finally started moving on, deeper into the safari.

“Look!” T sCreamed. “LLook at the rhino that has only ohe horh!” Suddenly, I heard the CliCks of Cameras and
the excited whispers of people fill the air. In front of us'was a ohe horned rhino, a very rare species with only a few
left in the world. e tooK a |ot of piCtures unhtil I reminded my parents that we better save the film. SO we moved on
until we saw a bunch of deer. But we didn’t get many piCtures of them since they all rah away as soon as they heard
the mighty stomping of all the elephants. SO afteriseveral attempts Of trying to take a picture, we gave up and started
moving on toward the lake.

There were |0ts Of hairy buffalo and elegant pelicans at the lake. And as ] looked out onto the lake, I could
see their beautiful reflections. The lake was a shade of dark blue and looked like a flower with green algae rimming the
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sides. There were patches of Cattails here and there, giving the lake a painting-like feeling. Suddenly, I felt the
elephant jerk forward and realized that we were heading home.

When I got into the Car, I was SO happy that the adventure was finally over and I could go home and rest. But
at the same time,  felt sad that we had to |eave this magnificent place. When I got back home and lay down to sleep, 1
thought back and realized how much fuh we had ahd how short Of a time it [asted. From that day on, ] always
remembered these words. Life is short; don’t waste a single minute of it.

Shadows
BY Anwesha Rahabijuli

As1 look at it 'Frorn the shaek

n—

And the shadows slither, sneak, and lurk :f ~ o
Whiting for me to fall inte the murk i
“Hiss! Hiss!” They go &E

Waiting for me to fall below

S down 1 fa”, Jown 1 q0 ‘

Oh, T hope that T wen't be the dinner special at their night show i
And then T saw what they eat

It's a disqusting sight that you den't want to meet :"
And so T run, but net for fun /
Desperately searching for the sun /

A

-
S ‘ONE““’F‘/" ;
3

_

Anwesha Ranabijuli is 11 years old and studies in the 5th grade at Cactus Ranch Elementary in Round ROCk, Texas.
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The Ghost in Locker 1408
By Arijit Dutta

A~ =

“Billy, get up. It is your first day of school,”
Billy’s mom called from the kitchen.

“Ah, I am so tired,” yawned Billy. He
stumbled out of bed and tugged on his shirt and
shorts. Billy was going to Bridgeton Middle School.
This would be his first year. Billy slugged down the
stairs to the kitchen. His little brother Tommy was
watching Power Rangers. After two and a half
months of waking up at 10.00 AM, it was difficult to
wake up at 6:00 AM. When he was eating his
breakfast, which consisted of eggs and bacon, he
yelled out, “Ow111”

“What happened?” Billy’s mom asked,
startled.

Billy spat out a Lego man. “Someone put
Legos in my eggs. I think I got a bloody tooth.” Billy
looked to his brother, who smirked. “You put it int”
Billy sprinted after Tommy. Billy’s mom managed to
seize Tommy and put him in a chair.

“I don’t know how it got in,” Tommy said.

“Yeah right!” Billy raised his fist.

“Stop, Billy! The Legos might’ve fallen in the
eggs since they were scattered all over the taple.”
Billy looked at Tommy, who was sticking his tongue
out.

After breakfast, Billy walked to his bus stop.
He was wearing a green t-shirt and denim shorts.
He had a black backpack. Billy was in sixth grade.
He had tan skin and light brown hair. “Hey Raj,”
Billy spotted his best friend walking towards him.
Raj was wearing jeans and a red, long sleeve shirt
with a green backpack. He had black hair and light
brown skin.

“Here comes the bus. Man, I can’t wait

until the first bell rings,” Raj climbed onto the bus.
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The two boys shared the same seat. They discussed
which teachers they had, and it turned out the two
had all of the same classes. When they got to their
homeroom, they met their teacher Ms. Dull (whose
name matched her personality). Many people joked
that she was never married because of her name.
That could’ve been true, due to the fact that she was
56 years old and lived alone.

“Hello... students...’'m Ms...Dull. Today...
I will give...your lock...combination...and
your...locker number...” Ms. Dull said like a
zombie.

] can’t believe I have her for math and
science. I can’t take the way she talks. We probably
will get nowhere in the school year,” Raj whispered
to Billy, who sat next to him.

“Well, I heard that if you are in Ms. Dull’s
class, then next year you are put in the standard
class,” Billy whispered back.

“No, my parents would kill me,” Raj said as
Ms. Dull started calling up the students for their
locker and lock.

“But, why?” Billy asked.

“My parents will spank me with a stick. It
is the Indian way of teaching,” Raj replied.

Suddenly Ms. Dull walked straight up to
Billy. She said, “Billy Adams, I called... your name
three times! Here is your locker... number and...
lock combination.” Billy picked up his lock, which
was shiny silver around a black clock thing.
Attached to the lock was a little purple slip which
said locker number 1408 and the combination,
which was 10-16-25.

Ding! Ding! Ding! The bell rang and Billy
walked to his first period class. At lunch, Billy and
Raj looked for a place to sit. Every table was full
except one which had a kid reading a book. The two
sat at the table. The kid’s name was David Chang,
and he was in seventh grade. He was very unsocial
and so had no friends. “So, what are you reading?”
Billy asked.
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“The Ghost Town’ by Louis Fetcher, came
out last year. Ghost stories always fascinate me. I've
heard from my older brother about this ghost story.
Do you want to hear it?” David asked.

“Sure,” Raj stuffed crackers into his mouth

“Okay. Once, five years ago, there was a
normal, average kid named Freddy. He wasdik&jine,
unsocial. He was in Ms. Dull’s math and sCiefice
class.” -

“Hey, Raj and I are in that class, too,3Billy
said.

“That is not good, man.”

So Freddy got his locker number. At the
end of the day, he got his stuff from his locker but
then he saw a note. The note said to go to the
graveyard by Capilton church. Freddy thought it
was just a joke from a bully.

The next day, he saw the note again, but
this time it said "or else” and had something that
looked like blood splattered on it. He tried to forget
about the note. When he was walking to his house,
he noticed a man watching him. The man followed
Freddy towards his house. Freddy started to run and
made it safely to his house. He told his mom about
the man and his mom checked the area, but no one
was there. His mom asked if he could see the face,
but his face was covered by his hat. His mom then
said that he was just imagining things.

The next day, he went to his drawer to get
some clothes but saw the note!!! Cautiously, he
walked to the bus stop and spotted the man again.
The man started walking towards him but the bus
luckily came in time. Freddy could not take the
notes anymore, and so after school, he went to the
graveyard alone. A boy named Jim was walking by
the graveyard. He later told the police that he saw
Freddy being taken by the mysterious man who kept
stalking Freddy. Freddy was never heard from
again. People say that he now always haunts his
locker. Every kid that had his locker never made it
through the first week of schoolt”

“What was his locker number?” Billy asked.
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“His locker number was ...1408.”

“But that’s my locker!11”

“It’s okay—It is just a superstition.”

“Wait, I have a question. How come people
sit'on the floor even though there are a couple of
seats right next to me?” Raj asked as he saw a couple
of kids staring at him while eating their lunch on the
ground.

“People say he used to sit at this table alone,”
David said.

Right then, the bully Joe came and said to
Raj and Billy, “Who are you talking to, dorks?”

“David,” Billy pointed to David, but he
wasn’t there.

“Losers,” Joe walked away.

At the end of the school day, Billy went to
open his locker and found a note with the chilling
words, “Come to Capilton’s graveyard alone.” Billy
ran to Raj, who was walking to the instrument room
to pick up his violin. Billy shoved the note in Raj’s
face and said, “Dude, that’s not funny!”

“] didn’t do anything. Iswear I didn’t do
anything!”

“Then who did?”

“I don’t know, maybe Joe did it.”

“You are right. He might’ve heard the story
and slipped the note in my locker to frighten me.”

The next day, Billy opened his locker and
found a note similar to Freddy’s, and he yelled out in
fear. Ms. Dull marched over to Billy. “What are you
yelling...at...Mr. Adams?”

Billy waved the note in front of her face,
“Can’t you see?”

Ms. Dull could not see the note but only saw Billy’s
hands waving. “How...dare...you! Get ... in...the
classroom this instantt”

At lunch later that day, Raj and Billy sat at
the same table and found David reading his book.
Billy told him about the note and glared at Raj. (Billy
still thought that Raj was the one who was putting
the notes in his locker). David then left the table,
saying that he had to go to the bathroom. Billy
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looked at David’s book and made an astonishing
discovery. The book was published back in 2006,
even though David said it was published a year ago.
After that, Billy showed Raj the note. “Where is the
note?” Raj asked.

“It’s in front of you! You can’t see it and Ms.
Dull couldn’t see it either,” Billy said. “Something is
going on. Maybe the ghost is real. Dude, I'm scared
now.”

“Dude, just remember not to go to the
graveyard,” Raj said.

“Okay. But don’t you think something is
weird with David? I mean, look at his book, he said
his book was published last year even though it was
published six years ago.”

“What are you guys talking about?” David
interrupted.

“Nothing,” they both said simultaneously.
Once the period was over, Billy opened his locker to
get his math book but couldn’t find it. Where his
book should have been, there was a note again.
Since Ms. Dull gave you after-school detention if
you camne to class without your math book, Billy got
detention.

After Billy’s time in detention, he got on the
late bus. When he was walking home from the bus-
stop, it started to rain. He looked around. He
suddenly saw a tall man around 6 feet tall dressed in
a black trench-coat. His black fedora covered his
face. The man started walking towards Billy. “Stop
following me! Help!” Billy yelled. He sprinted to his
house and slammed his door, only to meet the
screaming of his mom. Billy could not tell his mom
about the man because of her anger, and she would
not believe him.

Billy could not control his misgivings about
David any longer. Billy checked the school directory
and found that David was an average seventh
grader. That morning, Billy received yet another

note.
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Later that day, Raj sat down next to Billy at
lunch. David was there again reading his book.
“Billy, where is David?” asked Raj.

“He’s in front of you. You can’t see him?
Well, he can’t be the ghost since I've checked the
school directory,” Billy whispered. He looked at
David, who was smirking.

This time at math class there was a
substitute teacher so it didn’t matter if you did not
have your book. But for some reason, Raj was not
there. After math class, Billy went to get his science
book. This time he found the most horrifying note. It
read, “Come to the graveyard or you will never see
your friend Raj again.” Billy had to take the risk of
sacrificing his life for Raj...

After school, Billy marched bravely to the
graveyard and saw the man who had chased him
earlier, standing in the mist next to something,.
Billy’s skin turned pale white. He could now see Raj
tied up to a gravestone, unconscious. It gave Billy
some relief that his friend was still alive. “Well, why
did you want me to come here?” Billy asked the man.

“To meet me!” David cried, suddenly
appearing out of nowhere. “I have to tell you a story,
boy. 'm the ghost.”

“Not That can’t be true!” Billy exclaimed.

“Why not? You guys didn’t notice anything
weird about my book? Or about how Joe thought
you guys were talking to nothing?”

] did, but your name was in the directory.”
Billy backed away, only to be stopped by the man in
the fedora.

“] took the souls of the kids who used my
locker. Well, now I will take your soul! David
Chang’s soul is boring now,” Freddy laughed.

“Why are you working with the man that
messed your life up? And how come the note was
invisible to Ms. Dull and Raj?” Billy asked.

“Well, once I became a ghost, I threatened
to mess his life up, but he came up with a plan that
pleased me. He would do what he did to me by

putting the notes in that locker. Also, I can make
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things invisible to otherst Now that the questions
are answered, do you have any more lunch?” Freddy
asked.

“Why would you want my lunch?” Billy
whimpered.

“If you do, give it to me!” Freddy yelled.

Billy opened his lunchbox and found a
leftover piece of his lumpy ham and cheese
sandwich. Billy handed the sandwich reluctantly to
Freddy, who snatched it away. Freddy then said,
holding the sandwich in his hand, “I need to eat an J*
object from someone to take their body.” Billy, too
stunned to do anything, watched Freddy turn back
into a ghost and put the sandwich in his mouth ...

“Oww! There is something in it!” Freddy
spat the sandwich out and started choking. Freddy
then fell down to the ground with his eyes wide-
open. Freddy then started turning back into David
Chang. Then from the graves a couple of more kids
were now lying on the ground, unconscious.

“Their spirits must’ve been trapped by
Freddy, but now Freddy’s dead and so...” Billy said to
himself.

“He’s not dead. A ghost can never be dead.
He’ll come back, but not for a long time, I can assure
you that,” the man in black spoke in a rusty voice.

“Why did you ruin Freddy’s life?” Billy
asked, looking at the man.

“I was working with a specialized group

that could detect people who had sin-filled souls,
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and so we exterminated them. Freddy here was one
of them, and you can see that by the way he wanted
to haunt people. Well, I have to call the police and,
um, I think you should take your friend somewhere
safe before the police arrive. The parents of these
children will be very happy today, confused, but
happy that their children are still alive,” the man
pomted to the bodies. He flipped his LD card to
verlfy that he was telling the truth. Billy took a look
at the sandwich and to see what was in it and he
saw...a Lego man’s head.

“Oh, Tommy, you’ve saved my life today.
I'll remember not to beat you up as much as usual.”
Billy untied Raj and dragged him safely to Raj’s
house. He managed to slap Raj awake and told him
everything that had happened and swore him to
secrecy. Raj promised to keep the secret and Billy
continued home. When he got home, his mom stood
at the front porch.

“So, why are you late again?” Billy’s mom
asked.

“You wouldn’t believe my story,” Billy
chuckled.

Arijit Dutta is 11 years old and lives with
his parents, Sarmistha Dutta and Ashutosh Dutta, in
Bridgewater, New Jersey.

The Journey
By Kareena Mohapatra
Amelia Earhart’s pulse quickened. The world seemed to pick up its pace as
BT, faint bits of land appeared in the horizon line. The English Channel reflected the

\- T

o

golden rays of sunshine that seemed to bounce off the water and brighten the world!

S Amelia was about to be the first woman to fly solo across the Channel!

Suddenly, red lights flashed, the attractive bright sky darkened, Amelia’s
goggles fogged up! She couldn’t see! Wiping the condensed moisture off her goggles, Amelia watched
in terror as the engines sputtered to a stop. Thick clouds of fog rolled in as Amelia muttered her solemn
last words. It seemed as if even the greatest of miracles couldn’t be her salvation. The airplane shot

straight down like a bullet toward the dark, murky water.

Smoke suddenly bit Amelia straight in the face. Coughing, Amelia looked up to find the engine
working! Amelia grabbed the controls, pushed a couple of buttons, and she was rocketing back to shore!
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Reporters, friends, and family greeted her with the greatest of pride that one of their own would
go down in history! Amelia was overwhelmed with pleasure and assured everyone that she would
immediately prepare for her next journey across the Atlantic Ocean. Little did she know that it would be

her last!

Kareena is a 5th grader at Ben Franklin Elementary School in Edison, NJ. She is the daughter of
Manisha and Saroj Kumar Mohapatra. She likes biking, playing outdoors, and crafting and has an

interest in creative writing.

when Ma Y the Lotus Flower Bloomt
BY AY usha Acharga

When may the Lotus flower bloom?
winter's not here with its gloom.
When will the Lotus arvive?

Are You sure Lt will survive?

Yes, of course, what do you think?
Do You think it is on an Lee rink?
Do You think it will die on smog,
out there from the cities beyonol?
wWhy won't the birds sing?

Is it a tervibly dreaoful thing?
Why haven't the ravens caweo?
Spring is here and winter's thawed.
What if all that factory smoke,
caused thew all to gasp and choke?
Now they all must fly away
Leaving no birds here today

why does this fog smell so welrd?

(t smells Like the earth has a pollution beard.

where does it come from?

Why don't | want some?

Does it help if we plant trees?
Should we stop using our chimney?
The cars ave also polluting earth,

S0 You must give them a wider berth.
walk weore and drive Less

what's in store only You can guess.
The glaclers are welting,

sea levels are rising

Uf Lee meets its death,

andl it takes its last breath,

please help NOW!

Or You wow't remember how.

This poem was awarded 1** place for the 2012
Meghna Memorial Award, Junior category.

Ayusha Acharya lives in san Jose. She s
11 years old.

My Week with Gandhi
By Suvam Nayak

In the evening of one boring day, my father decided to check our mail box outside of the house. | wondered
if anything exciting was in store for me inside the small white mailbox. As | heard the door creak as it opened, | ran to

my dad and saw a brown envelope with a book on top of it.

“What's that?” | immediately asked as | pointed to the little items.
“Anuj uncle brought them, so check and find out,” said my father in a strong voice. | slowly took both of the

items and went to my room.

The first thing | opened was the envelope and saw a lot of stamps and pictures of a man. | recognized that
the old, humble looking man was Mahatma Gandhi. Back then, | only knew that Gandhi brought back Indian
independence with nonviolence. Dad was saying to my mom that Anuj uncle, on his trip to India that time, visited the
Ashram of Gandhi and got those things from there. | put the stuff back and examined the book. The cover had a
drawing of Gandhi laughing, and the title was An Autobiography or My Experiments with the Truth.
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At first, | didn’t think of reading it, since | thought it would be boring to read. As it turned out, one day | read
one page of the book to see why Anuj uncle would give me this book to read. That day, | kept on reading it, page
after page, not one time feeling bored or distracted. The book was just amazing! It was 10:30 pm, and my mother
told me to go to sleep, but | was too focused.

Some of facts from the book are known but there are a lot of facts that | never knew about like how he got
married at a very early age of 13 years. Also, he smoked when he was at school and ate meat and even lied to his
mother since he was not supposed to eat meat. But he stopped this as soon as he realized it was wrong and wrote a
letter to his dad about this. He went to England to study and became a lawyer. However, he tried many times to
make a speech in court but he was very shy and could not make much of words.

- But the facts about his life that really touched me are many. He started what is called
a Satyagraha movement in South Africa in protest of the law that was making all Indians suffer.
Gandhi helped start a very peaceful campaign declaring that he would either go to the jail or
die before following any anti-Asian laws. He was joined by thousands of Indians. During this
period, he was arrested several times. In South Africa, Gandhi was earning fifteen thousand
dollars a year at that time. However, he was not happy. On seeing the untold misery of
millions of his fellow countrymen, on seeing thousands of them dying of starvation, the worldly
success seemed cheap and unimportant to him. He took a vow of poverty and gave up all his
money.

Gandbhi returned to India and spent a year touring India. He started Satyagraha
movement in India to help poor farmers, which forced the British government to set up inquiry.
Next, Gandhi called for a non-cooperation movement against the British rule in India in 1921.
Many Indians W|II|neg renounced their honors and titles, lawyers gave up their practice and students left schools and
colleges. He called for a day of national prayer and fasting throughout India, bringing the country to a complete
standstill. Years later, he led thousands on a 240-mile march to the sea to mine salt so people could use their own
salt, in violation of British law. His whole life, he believed in truth and nonviolence.

| finished reading the book but began a new journey into Gandhi’s life. Asking my parents, searching using
Google, everything. | just wanted to know more and more about him. That whole week, | was trying to convince
myself that one frail looking old man, wrapped only in a small cloth, had so much power that he had millions of
followers and influenced so many. He did not have money, never believed in violence and always spoke truth, yet he
fought the biggest battle and won! | read about many heroes before, but Gandhi was so different. His life was so
exciting, full of challenges. He concentrated on helping the poor and the downtrodden. Gandhi experimented on the
habit of a diet to see how cheaply he could live and remain healthy. He started living on fruit and goats’ milk and
olive oil. His power was his strong belief in his principles. He would say, “If somebody slaps you show him the other
cheek to slap again.” Unbelievable! But he wouldn't ask another person to do something he himself was not willing
to do. Gandhi believed that one can't harm another without harming oneself, and that God is in everyone, so he
loved everyone, even his enemy. That's the reason why, in the life and death battles in South Africa and India, he
gained admiration and the friendship of his opponents.

Mahatma Gandhi inspired many people to take the path of nonviolence. Nelson Mandela, Dalai Lama
Martin Luther King, Jr. followed Gandhi's philosophy. He influenced many more all over the world. Albert Einstein
once said about Gandhi that "Generations to come will scarcely believe that such a one as this (Gandhi) walked the
earth in flesh and blood.”

Once a stranger, Gandhi was starting to influence me also in many other ways. Does that mean the next
time my brother hits me, | will show him my other cheek? Don’t know. But | certainly believe more in the power of
truth now. Also, in our next trip to India, | am definitely going to ask my parents to visit the Gandhi Ashram. And who
knows, they might as well agree!!

This article was first runner-up for the 2012 Meghna Memorial Award, Junior category.
Suvam Nayak, a 6th grader, is 11 years old and lives in West Covina, California. His parents are Satyabrata
and Sunita Nayak.
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The War Against Myself
By Ankita Mohapatra

— —

The walls are closing in on me.

I cannot see; I cannot sleep.

My conscience throbs with guilty thoughts;
All T can think of are my faults.

No one gets why I’'m this way and I don’t see it
either.

It’s like there’s not a single way to get rid of the
fever.

In this new age of reds, I can’t be a queen.

I’ll only ever be gray; at most a slimy green.

Obsession creeps its way inside,
Yet to no other soul do I confide,
The struggles and troubles I have to face,

Because of the mistake I cannot erase.

I was once young and innocent.
I was sweet and blushing yet intricate.
I made an error; I ruined it all.

To the opposite court went the ball.

In a moment of confusion, that second of hate,
In my incomplete thinking I flipped my fate.
Secrets can only be held so long;

There’s only one ending that can really come out

strong.

Memories of princesses and castles invade;
Those magical times and joyous days.
Unrealistic stories and happy endings;

I hope there’s a future that’s worth defending.

Society has set the rules by which we all must play.
No room for misdemeanor or blunders, they say.

So much pressure and tension, and so much distress;
White queen forward, black king back —it’s all a

game of chess!
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Endless circles of effort where you’ll only ever fail;
Blood, sweat, and tears, all to no avail.
I've made a wrong decision; I veered off path.

Now it’s time to accept the troubling aftermath.

No matter what, the frustration cannot be denied.
Despite my efforts, the failure does not subside.
It’s a fight to raise the victor, to conquer them all,
But in the end, it’s only me who’ll fall.

It has come to the point of civil war

Inside myself, a blood bath with a heart to abhor.
The angel and the devil waltz in my mind;

The trouble is, I know not what they will find.

My blackened collar tightens up on me.
I want a way out, but I cannot flee.
For it is me on one side of the battle zone,

And me on the other; I am cornered yet alone

My biggest enemy is myself;

My conscience, thoughts, and emotions are rivals as
well,

But at the end, there’s hope after all,

For it’s my will that has the power to end the war.

I will let go;
I will be lighter.
I will make peace;

I will not be a doubter.

Life has given me another chance.

I'll rise like the phoenix out of my trance.

Now is the time to hold my own.

Be thankful for what I have and work on what I
don’t.

My name is Ankita Mohapatra and I'm a
7th grader from Parsippany, NJ. I have always loved
fo be a part of our OSA family. Amongst other
inferests like painting and dancing, I would like fo
develop my writing skills. This poem relaftes to
confusion and other conflicts that someone has

within oneself
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My Exotic Trip to Libya
By Sahara Rout
It's July 15th, 2020, and I've been traveling in the navy, blue galaxy for an
extensive amount of time. The bright, glint stars are my only companions. |

am lonely but | have to stay strong for my people on planet Gorp. My mission

. to travel to planet Earth and try to stay alive. [I've been assigned to go to the

A\ country Libya and study what the creatures do for an everyday living. If |

succeed, the head of mission control will grant me a superior prize, and his genius plan will
work. | will have to watch the earthlings very vigilantly, but nothing will stop me or make me fail.
Someday, planet Gorp will rise from the ashes and those foul creatures on Earth will be pitiful for
their success.

Its 3:34 P.M in earthling time -

My hovercraft has just landed in a golden desert, with no earthlings surrounding me so far.
My materials were all prepared and | was ready to see what awaited me on my journey. As |
stepped outside, | expected to be in hurling pain, but all | felt was the sun’s scorching warmth on my
green skin. The light tan sand warmed my feet, and the slaps of wind in the air made me feel
soothed. | walked quickly, seeing what else there was, but all | found was sand. My heart felt
disappointment, have | landed in the wrong place? No! My mind exclaimed as | began to think. My
navigator told me to be here precisely...

“Ahhh!?

A horrid shriek broke my train of thinking. What was happening? Earth was so much more
complex than Gorp, and all of these questions made my body shake radically. | decided to continue
traveling against the sun, pondering what that shriek could have been, but as my long legs kept on
taking voluminous steps, | reached a petite village. My heart was now calm, and | knew | was close
to the earthlings. While stepping into the depths of the earthlings’ lair, | wasn’t able to see a
numerous amount of plants, with the exception of three palm trees bordering the village. The shelter
they lived in turned out to be far more exotic than my imagination expected it to be. The mud and
clay combined made it a very dark brown shade, with an aged piece of wood that made up each
door. | efficiently turned myself invisible to investigate further, but after walking nearly ten feet, |
halted. A little earthling was standing there, absolutely still in silence.

3:36 P.M-

It's been two minutes so far without the little earthling giving me crucial pain or agony. He
looked clever and cunning for the most. He was tall but looked very young. His tan skin glimmered
in the sun as he was covered in sweat, which made him reek with despaiv. His face suddenly
alternated to a grin, and another little earthling began charging towards him
with a round, circular object on the tip of his feet. It appeared to have white
and black hexagons on it, with streaks of grass stains and mud. | stared at
their faces closely. Each one of them was screaming to each other but smiling
rapidly; it appeared like they were having oodles of fun as well. As the minutes

went by of me watching the group of boys, | began to become more confused by the
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minute. Suddenly, my eye caught a glimpse of a piece of paper dangling in the corner of a sewer. |
quickly ran over and picked up the grimy covered paper. It revealed a boy also kicking a civcular ball
and underneath it was big, vivid, lime green letters that read... “SOCCER, TENNIS, AND WATER
SPORT COMPETITON ...Go Hard. Go Play. Or go Home..Starts July 16th.” The only thing that
was ringing in my head was soccer. | looked at the flyer | had in my hands. There was an image of
exactly a similar looking boy kicking the ball. | stared at the boy in front of my eyes and the boy on
the paper, and that's when | knew that people in Libya enjoy playing soccer as a type of recreation.

[ smiled to myself. | had only one piece of information so far that could be crucial to Gorp, and now,
all | needed to find was what other activities they did for fun. All | had to do was go to this
competition tomorrow morning. My brain was in satisfaction and | had done well. | lay down on a
nearby patch of grass and looked up at the sky. The stars and the moon were shining their creamy
color onto the land, and the warm, stuffy air suddenly became a soothing, cool breeze. My eyelids
started to become heavy, and | fell asleep, excited for my destiny tomorrow.

July 16th, 2020/ 6:56 AM-

The bright sunlight fell upon my eyes, bothering me, but | had absolutely no desire to open
them at all. But to my disappointment, the ringing tone of the boys’ talking and laughing filled my
ears, and | knew [ had to be awakened. [ sat up. Each of the boys was wearing a green and blue
striped shirt with blue shorts and black tennis shoes. My thoughts assumed this was their soccer
uniform. [ swiftly got my materials and caught up with the boys. [ looked around. There was
nothing very exciting or intriguing to me, and my eye caught some glimpses of little stores and a few
restaurants that were a few blocks separated from one another. Suddenly, | heard the cluster of
boys exclaim in awe. [ turned to the left and was stunned as well. Nearby was wmillions of little
earthlings, each one talking to each other or showing off their new, cool moves. The boys
disappeared through the vast crowd but my heart was leaping, and cold sweat was dripping down
my face. If somehow my invisibility would wear off, the earthlings would torture me for years, or
even hold me captive. My mind continuously told me to be careful. | attentively walked over to a
pile of black rocks and sat down, ready to take my notes on what tennis and water sports were,
when abruptly, a loud horn blared through the air.

“CONTESTANTS, CONTESTANTS! Welcome to the 53rd annual Libyan sport competition,”
said a husky, loud male voice. “To start off, this fine day is the eleven through twelve year old water
competition,” the voice boomed.

| perked up and got out a pad of paper and a black ball-point pen. The cluster of people
that had just swarmed the air made room for the contestants and backed up. In the center were
three girls with beauteous black hair and three other boys that looked very nervous. All of them
were standing on the verge of the vast ocean with bright, neon boards at the tips of their feet.

“Heat one, take your mark, GO!’ clamored the man.

The group dashed off with the boards in their hands and soon put it underneath their
stomachs. When they reached the middle of the ocean, they rapidly began moving their arms back
and forth. | watched where the earthlings were and exclaimed! A huge wave was approaching the
group, but their faces didn’t seem to hold any expression. | wanted to shout, but | knew | had to

G25



2012 OSA Journal Youth Articles (Junior)

hold it within myself. But at precisely the right moment, they all got up on their boards, holding
steady balance and started riding the wave while doing various flips. | stood in awe and saw the rest
of the crowd cheering and clapping. | took out the flyer from my backpack and saw the word water
sports on it. | didn’t even have to say it in my head as | had just figured out that the earthlings of
Libya enjoy soccer and water sports. Now for tennis, | said cheerfully in my mind.

1:23 P.M-

After precisely watching every single round of the water sports, | knew that things would get
way more exhilarating and intense for the tennis competition. The thing that differed for this sport
was instead of six [ittle earthlings, there were eight of them! Four boys and four girls divided by a
white net, and each one on them looking way more confident. Quickly, a man in a black and white
striped shirt walked a foot away from the players and threw the ball soaring into the air. One of the
young girls took advantage of that moment and leaped up, hitting the ball viciously to the other side,
where the boys were taken aback and didn’t realize it. Thereupon, the man in the striped shirt blew
a whistle and pointed to the girls, engaging the audience to clap and shout. My brain was perplexed,
but after another round, the boys hit the ball to the girls’ side, only this time, the man pointed to
the boys. After a few minutes, | comprehended, realizing that when a team didn’t hit the ball that
was being thrown at them, the opponents would receive a point. | jotted it down on my notes but
became aware that | only had three small things down, and that was what the earthlings do for fun.
This information wouldn't be enough for the head of mission control! It wasn't even satisfying! My
mind activated me to hyperventilate, but | knew this wouldn't take me anywhere. | looked at the
landscape in front of my eyes. The cool, blue water was inviting me to come to it, and | arvived at
the conclusion to soothe my nerves and take a walk against the shore. My long legs took slow steps
away from all the commotion coming from the competition. | inhaled the smell of salt in the air
with the wind touching every part of my skin. | closed my eyes and began to relax. | exhaled a deep
breath, making sure it took out all my worries. | gradually opened my eyes and stopped. Five feet
away from me was a wooden sign, engraved with white words on it. | walked closely and began to
read what it said.

“Welcome to the famous Gulf of Sidra! The Gulf of Sidra is a body of water in the
Mediterranean Sea, also lying in the northern coast of Libya. It is also known as Gulf of Sirte. The
gulf measures 4349 kilometers (273 mi) from the promontory of Boreum on the East side and to the
promontory of Cephalae on the West. The greatest extension of the gulf inland is 177 kilometers
(120 mi) inward and occupies an area of 57,000 square kilometers.”

“Whoa! | exclaimed. | was flabbergasted! The whole time, the little earthlings were
swimming in one of Libya’s most famous oceans! | promptly jotted down my notes and immediately
ran away from the ocean and back tracked my steps into the commotion, running all the way to the
desert where my hovercraft was. What must have been about five miles exhausted me, but | didn’t
stop. | had found one of Libya’s most major oceans and their types of recreation, and | was ready to

go home.

G26



2012 OSA Journal Youth Articles (Junior)

4:56 P.M-

After all of the sprinting, my whole body was covered with a mixture of warm and cool
sweat pouring down my body, but | was still delighted with the information | had received. | turned
on the hovercraft and was glad to hear the familiar beeping noise as it was getting ready to fly. | sat
down, relieved to be in my seat, but my body came to a sudden halt. | realized something | hadn’t
encountered before, and it all just came to me. With the water and the golden deserts, Libya had
more to it than red rocks like Gorp did. As | began to fly the hovercraft at fifty miles per hour, its
topography gradually changed, and | saw the desert that took me to the little village. | laughed and
grinned sheepishly. | turned west and after several minutes, the topography converted to a flat plain
with beautiful shades of green, and to accompany it were a few bushes and a skinny looking tree.
While flying further and further, the land began to slope into a rigid terrace with dark green
evergreen trees and layers of dark and light red rocks. | decided to stop, knowing that | wouldn’t be
able to resist looking further into the land.

Even though, | would be receiving a grand prize, it didn’t matter anymore to me. Just
knowing that | was the first alien to have landed in Libya was what made it so marvelous. My
attitude about Earth was altered in various ways, and maybe the earthlings weren't so bad, but at
least | had the bragging rights to say that | went and explored the wonderful country of Libya!

This story was second runner-up for the 2012 Meghna Memorial Award, Junior category.

Sahara Rout s a 6th grader who lives in Portland, OR with her parents (Jyoti Ranjan and
Sucheta Rout) and brother Sambith Rout. Her hobbies include swimming and playing prano. The
character in this story is fictional but some of the facts are based on childhood memories of Sahara’s

Social Scrence teacher about Libya.

I am Myself T worry for war

By Ishaan Dey 1Cry for homeless people
1 am curious and witty

1 am curious and witty

1 wonder of how the universe was Created

1 hear voices in my head, good and bad 1 understand debates anhd politiCs
1 see myself in Times Magazine _’ 1 say my opinion
T want to learnh Physics I dream of fame and fortune
1 am curious and witty I try my hardest
1 hope for the best
I pretend 1 am Einstein I am myself

I feel relaxed and stress free
1 touch and relate to people all over the world

Ishaan started to take keen jnterest in Creative Writihgs when he was in grade ¢ He has won a prize in d

10C3I MALazZine’s poetry contest. [He foves to read widely and extensively. His other pastimes are drowing,
playing football, camping with his Boy Scout troop, and playing around with technology.
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Kenduguda
By Sanjana Senapati

A small village in southern Orissa is where it all begins, as the immaculate
depiction. A meager breeze flutters in the cold morning air. In a valley enveloped
by prodigious mountains lies a village that is bustling with life. Warm, sweet air
fills your mouth as you inhale and brings you the luscious taste of home. The
crisp, but delicate, leaves of the palm trees sway as if they are full of life. The
sweet fragrance of Earth embraces you, as does the formidable sunrise. The
boisterous animals in the distance seem to be calling out to the cool morning air,
and the birds overhead chirp in a chorale which harmonizes with all the other
serene things in nature. The chilling sense of realization hits me, as I see that this
breath-taking panorama could be none other than my home in India, my most
beloved place in the whole entire world.

This story was second-runner up for the 2012 Meghna Memorial Award, Junior category.

Sanjana Senapati is 12 years old, in 7th grade, and lives in Nashville, Tennessee.

Typical Odias Together

By Ritika Senapati

Bringing Odias together is not a hard job

So you don’t need to sob

Everybody is different in one way or the other
Because you are just like mother, father,

sister, and brother

Staying apart will only hurt you You guys can’t be mean to each other

Let me tell you that is true everyday

If you people are friendly, You won't be able to survive trying to stay
You will treat each other gently away

It doesn’t matter if you've different in many Come on people; try to bring Odias together
ways And you will see the result altogether
Everyone will still be friends whether it is If you folks get together and make me smile
Friday, Saturday, or Sunday Then | promise you that | will run a mile

If you folks get together, it will remind us of No matter if you're young or old,

our culture You will always be the best

And also of our Odias adventures In the East or the West

Ritika Senapats is 10 years old and in 4th grade. Ritika goes to Harpeth Valley Elementary
School in Nashville, Tennessee.
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The Devolution

Originally written in Oriya language by Ananda
Chandra Pahi, Bhubaneswar, Orissa, India, titled
Abakshya, meaning “degenerated decadence
even in opulence.”

Translated with approval from the Author by
Lekha Misra, Kingwood, Houston, USA

Soon after arriving at the Bhubaneswar
Airport, Professor Sunil Mohapatra and his daughter
Aseema boarded a train home bound for their
village. Sitting by a glass pane window
compartment, he was pointing out the hills, dales,
rivers,streams, creeks, brooks, rice fields and
countryside pastoral hamlets, cluster villages, and
rustic dwellings passing by to his own daughter.
While attending college, he has often traveled this
same train to and from Cuttack. Aseema had never
ever visited her supposedly own village, and while
watching wide eyed the fleeting panoramic scenes
and landscapes, the train pulled into the
Gadamadhupur rail stop.

Three decades since leaving the village and
settling in America, Professor Sunil Mohapatra was
at a loss to recognize the Gadamadhupur railway
station. Drastic changes and transformation have
occurred to this sleepy station. Engaging a Cycle-
rickshaw for oversize luggage, briefcase, bed
holders, and suitcases, he hired another for father
and daughter for riding together. On the way from
Gadamadhupur to his village, the narrow red dirt
road happened now to be paved with black tar.
Before, shady leaf trees like Neem, fruit laden trees
like Mango, Jamuroll lined two sides. Now, not even
a single tree dotted either side of the pitch black
road.

From the Cycle rickshaw, Sunil keenly
observed the continuous stone-crushing the entire
route from the adjacent hills. Using perhaps
dynamite sticks, big stone blocks were being
pulverized and fragmented to small stone chips.
Dust and smoke permeated the surroundings as far
as the eye could see. In a short while, the rickshaw
came to a stop at the village entry point. Both father
and daughter stepped out of the carriage by the
edge of the Twin Ponds. Looking at the water holes,
Sunil’s eyes got wider with astonishment. What
really happened to these ponds? Both the banks
were in utter disrepair. The water has staled, murky
at the bottom and covered with reeds. Multilayer
mud silts bulged onto the surface. The water has
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turned greenish--kelp leaves have grown almost four
inches thick and spread all over.

Bending a knee down, Sunil scooped a little
water, cupping together his palms. The yucky water
is filled with water bugs. Whereas the villagers used
to be in and out of the ponds from sunrise to sunset,
crowding almost all the time, not a single person was
to be seen!

Sensing something awkward, daughter
Aseema interjected, “Why r’e you so puzzled?
Aren’t we in our village?”

Without caring to respond, Sunil headed
towards his next destination, a compound for village
deity-Maa Mangala. Obeisance to the deity is an age
old convention before entering the village
thoroughfare. The old Banyan tree in the complex
had etched a special place in his memory. Hundreds
of clay horses and unicorns accolade the girth of this
tree. The deity, made out of black granite,
bejeweled with puja items, is also adorned with the
clay horses. On each Tuesday and on every 14th day
of the Lunar calendar, this village goddess is abluted,
consecrated, worshipped devotedly. The whole
village was festive on many occasions, blowing
conches, playing gongs and cymbals with chantings,
bhajans and kirtans (step dancing like in ISKON
temple). But where was that compound? Sunil
failed miserably. Looking around, Sunil noticed at
that exact location stood now a Club House. Waves
of not so pious Bollywood track music blared with
tremendous sound pollution. By way of inquiry,
Sunil found out that the granite statue, as an antique
piece, got burglarized and sold out to foreigners.
Clay horses were all damaged by unruly kids as
whipping dolls. The sage like old Banyan tree was
cut and sold by the village youth.

Then and there, standing in front of the
Club House, Professor, with folded hands over head,
prayerfully propitiated to Maa Mangala. Afterwards,
Professor walked down the main thoroughfare into
the village, closely followed by young village urchins.
Peering from half shuttered windows and sparing
verandas, villagers stared incognito at the America-
returned father-daughter duo, alien to the native
village ambience.

Professor, a bonafide native of the village,
strangely found himself as a resident alien in his own
town, not being able to properly recognize others in
the village or able to accept his transformed
domicile. While marching steadily towards his own
plot, scanning all along the rows of neighboring
homes, a fading portrait of his home was flickering in
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his memory’s canvas: Mother inside the kitchen
preparing mustard sauce in a stone grinder, Father
reading aloud cantos from Bhagabatam by a dimmed
Kerosene lamp. Season of Rain, drenching rain,
dancing over the thatched roof. Pumpkin vines
spreading leaves and tentacles with blooming yellow
flowers, some bearing green bulb shaped baby
pumpkin squash. As if every square inch of the
house bore the insignia and foot prints of his
boyhood days.

Sunil felt empty inside and got vexed at
himself. Merely spending thirty something years
overseas in a distant land called America did not
necessarily have to create a quagmire of not being
able to locate his inherited house. And to not
recognize his own home, requisitioning others
around, was out of the question and instantaneously
banished from his active mind. It was a shame, not
being able to properly point out the precise location
of his own boyhood home.

Once again, he focused on discovering his
house by a few surrounding landmarks: the stone
ringed Water Well with a cemented circle base; a full
grown coconut tree-but someone has chopped it
down, leaving now an ugly stump. Somewhere, he
hazarded a guess, sits his ancestral home amidst
these highlights. Out in front of his house, there lay
an oblong, stone carved cattle feeding station, a tad
below the veranda, where cows slurped and chewed
their food. This piece of feeding stone station has
somehow remained intact.

Professor strode up onto this verandah of
the house. Mud brick walls have been replaced with
some modern composite asbestos material, though
still adorned with a thatched roof. One wall still has
a glass mirror embedded, where he used to tidy his
appearance daily growing up. Next to it, a rigged
shelf cut deep into the wall. He spontaneously
inserted his full hand, and a sticky glass marble
rolled into his palms. He used to roll glass marbles in
these very same dusty lanes. Very tenderly, he put
the marble in his suit pocket. Gingerly, he moved
towards the front doors. While still young, he
remembered having once demanded delicious goat-
meat curry, failing which, he struck twice on the
doors with a blunt axe, leaving two scratches. The
doors still clinging on to those two markings were a
confirmation of his own home!

The doors, though, were bolted from inside.
He shook and yanked the chain iron hooks.
Moments after, when the doors opened, Professor
and daughter Aseema felt relieved and elated.

A middle aged man came inquiring, “What
do you want? Pure Chauli rice wine or Mahuli fruity
liguor?”
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Startled, Professor stepped back asking, “
Are you selling contraband here?” Sarcastically, the
man sharply countered, “Not sell liquor on a liquor
outlet? Expect to sell nectar, fruits, milk, ghee...?”

Professor inquired, “Who set up this stall
here? Whom does the house belong to?”

The man gave a hard glance at the strangers
and matter of factly replied, “In the past, this house
was owned by Mr. Anil Mohapatra, Senior. But he is
long dead. His only son left for the seven seas and is
said to be living in America. Mahendra Biswal, the
village touter, is said to have bought the home stead
property. He only had the guts to open the liquor
den here.”

Professor, by way of introducing himself,
said, “I'm that Sunil Mohapatra. | know for sure my
late father had not sold any fixed or transient landed
property. He lacked nothing. | cared to send my
father money regularly. Neither have |, as his only
son, sold any property to anyone. | have left
America once and for all and shall live here for the
rest of my life and forever.”

The man simply remarked, “Mahendra
Biswal is a cunning manipulator and the village
chairman. From ministers to legislators, down to the
police officer, all are in his clutch. It’s next to
impossible to get back anything from him. There lies
maybe a sliver of hope if the village youth group can
be convinced. This will get resolved.”

Professor and his daughter bolted towards
the village Club House. He got nostalgic, how the
whole village was surrounded by lots of mango
trees, many a lazy mid-afternoon of scorching sun he
had whiled away in these mango orchards. He could
recite every mango tree’s name committed into his
memory. Now, neither exists, any orchards nor
even a single mango tree. Professor got even more
sentimental in these treeless, desolate village
surroundings. He tried to remember as many
individual trees like NEDEI (sleepy), KALEI (shadowy),
KADALIA (pungent), RASUNIA (garlic), SUNDARI
(beauty), NADIA (chewy), NAKEI (nose shaped),
JAHANAGHUDDI, TARAGHUDDI, NABATEI (elixir),
GHUMA (hangover), BAGANAKHI (pare nail),
GALAPODI (hoarse throat), CHEPETI (flat face), and
the like... He made a dash towards all the sage-like
mature fruits and leafy trees: Big Banyans, Great
Plums, but alas! Nowhere , none existed.

Aseema got startled by the streetlight pole
lighting up at the timely onset of inky village dusk.
She turned to her father timidly, reminding him to
make lodging arrangements for night fall.

Reality replacing wishful thinking, Professor
advanced rapidly towards the Club House. At once
they introduced themselves to all present young
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members of the village club. He appealed to them,
expressing his desire to spend the night in the club’s
guest room. Hearing from him that his was a
permanent mission to settle down, but for the
village charlatan, they expressed joy and assured
him of getting back his rightful residence from
Mahendra Biswal, the village stalwart usurper.

Professor and Aseema moved in to the club
guest room as evening approached. After eating
dinner dishes of flat puffed bread and mixed lentil
soup from the lone road crossing village eatery, four
youth leaders ventured right off to face Mahendra
Biswal at his house.

Before darting out, they said, “Please don’t
be worried, your property will be reinstituted by
whatever means necessary before the end of the
night.”

At 8: pm sharp, the four Club boys arrived
at Mahendra Biswal’s home and appraised him of
Sunil Mohapatra’s arrival in village, insisting also that
his inherited house be rightfully returned.
Mahendra Biswal countered by saying, “While still
alive, Anil Mohapatra had sold his holding. Then this
useless person was sitting in the faraway, foreign
land of America without care or concern. As such, in
the bygone revenue settlement, the property deed-
title is transferred and recorded in my name. Club
boys demanded he produce original evidence, to
which Mahendra Biswal questioned their legal rights,
raising his voice, “It all will be verified by honorable
court if and when the need arises!”

Club boys challenged him by promising to
convene a village general body meeting as early as
next afternoon, where Mahendra Biswal would have
no choice except to produce the veracity to convince
all. At the very mention of a village meeting,
Mahendra Biswal sobered up and twisted his
statement adding, “You are all innocent hearts. For
over thirty long years, Sunil Mohapatra was living,
crossing seven seas, in America. He never even
bothered to put his foot once in this village--which
now he calls his own. Why, suddenly, he thinks to
have remembered it out of the blue?”

The club boys, with vacant eyes, looked at
one another. They had no simple solution for such a
sudden, complicated question.

Sensing them neutralized, Mahendra Biswal
further added, “Sunil Mohapatra was working as an
American spy. Mighty America expelled him.
Returning back, he has the guile to whine about the
lost grandeur of his childhood village as if nothing is
left except decadence and dilapidation. He distorts
the truth in front of all other villagers that you all,
the village boys, chopped down the Big Banyan Tree
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to build the Club House. Have not you heard of this
ruse yet?”

The club boys felt their hearts pierced by
fiery flame as they stared at one another’s contorted
faces. A serpentine rage coiled feet up to head,
nostrils inflated, dilating pupils and bulging out eye
sockets expanded bushy brows. Mahendra Biswal
assessed the reaction of his patent incitement.
Elatedly, he added further, “When big money goes
to one’s head, it can make anybody do anything.
Sunil is an escaped spy, in our country working now
on behalf of our enemy, Pakistan. Today I'll be the
first one to take the first step of reporting at the
local Police substation. And God forbid if the police
peace officers find out that you all have given shelter
to a coward traitor- a hypocritical citizen of this
country. You all will be thrown into the jail and do
hard prison labor for absolutely no fault of yours!”

The club boys abruptly made an about turn
on their heels and were rewarded by Mahendra
Biswal with four big bottles of country hard liquor
with finger chicken delicacies to go with it. No time
was lost in finishing the spree, and by exactly 10 pm,
the boys showed up at the Club House totally
inebriated.

Professor and his daughter were in the
middle of a bread and soup dinner. The said
foursome club leaders suddenly jumped up and
stomped on the foods spread on floor. They started
ransacking the suitcases and personal valuables,
including expensive electronic gadgets, and
scattered the rest of the items all over. They tried to
drag Aseema for dirty dancing, gesticulating, passing
obscene comments.

No matter how much both Professor and
Aseema appealed to their commonsense civility, all
got ignored. They were being fouled up through
absolutely no fault of theirs, and their appeals were
further answered by more aggravated physical
assaults-kicking and punching.

Somehow, father and daughter managed to
get out of the club premise. Still half hungry in belly,
bruised in body, weary in mind and miserably
humiliated, in this eerie dark village at night... Till
late night, father and daughter knocked on many
doors but met with resistance, refusal and disbelief
as Mahendra Biswal had already branded the father
daughter duo as opportunist spy-traitors and
threatened definite reprisal for providing support or
shelter.

Now, out under the open village sky in such
wintry, bone chilling, cold, windswept, dreary night,
father and daughter tried huddling together with a
bedroll and blankets from their bed holder.
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Morning broke for them at 7 am when a
police contingent arrived, accompanied by none
other than Mahendra Biswal and the foursome Club
boys. The police inspector lifted up the covered
blankets using his cane baton. Professor woke up
with bleary eyes. Some village onlookers had
already gathered, forming a ring around. He gently
woke up his daughter Aseema, dreading this early
morning unusual spectacle.

The police inspector curtly asked, “Are you
Professor Sunil Mohapatra?”

He replied shakily, “Yes.”

“Since you have been reported as a spy, I'm
arresting you via our National Security Act,”
informed the peace officer.

Professor got puzzled, and politely but
firmly said, “Officer, believe me, I’'m not at all any
spy. I'm a native born, bonafide individual of this
village. | have an inherited house and estate. | have
also a passport and Visa. Please peruse for veracity
and truth.”

Mahendra Biswal jumped in, interjecting
loudly, “Nowadays, everything can be forged,
copied, altered, imitated-- counterfeit 500 rupee
notes, 1000 rupee notes. Nothing is impossible to
forge, not even fraudulent passports and rubber
stamped visas.”

The police officer inspecting the
authenticity of the documents murmured, “To
examine the originals, these need to be sent to
appropriate authorities, experts and specialists.
Accompany me to the police substation. Get seated
in this vehicle.”

Professor explained, “I’'m not taking
recourse in any lie or deception. Ask the real
villagers, they can vouch I'm just one of them. |
might have been a long absentee inhabitant, but I'm
one of them nonetheless. After 30 years, I’'m back to
my own, our own village.”

The police officer asked, “l gather you are a
person from this village, but why stay there in
America, a foreign country, for 30 long years, never
even visiting your home once since? Explain to me
how come you suddenly seem to have remembered
and then arrived here?”

Professor Sunil Mohapatra shot back,
“Would you believe, | had planned to buy a
beautiful, ultra-modern house in New York as our
family home. While driving on a byway to
consummate the final Deed Title Closing transferring
it to our possession, | glanced upon a striking
cottage-house in a leafy suburb. This particular
cottage had an eerie resemblance to my boyhood
home in my native hamlet. Mud block walls, straw
thatched roof, earth tone color...as if my child hood
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home descended upon this very cottage | came
across. Jogging my memory momentarily to my
native village-a warehouse of haunting music,
melodious as ever, the dust, earth and dirt enticing —
as if harkening back for the return of this native-I got
stunned-awakened! The white, wide elevation-
column of my just bought Colonial palace, my
postmodern home, which bound in its girth the
chain of a leash suddenly snapped.

Realizing how the quintessential Americans
have left in hordes the city, the nightmarish life style
of opulence and decadence, spending millions to
recreate a simulated rural village living community
ambience, | wondered why can’t | live the rest of my
life in my own heavenly home in my native village
amidst all natural settings and surroundings?

Do you know, in all my thirty years living in
America, | earned a lot of money, created a lot of
wealth and prosperity. | have no more appetite for
material accumulations. Knowing too well that one
life to live, earn here and spend it all here, may be an
American mantra, but sharing some with where |
came from has been my sub conscious priority. This
dormant feeling got reactivated, especially with my
sweet wife’s untimely passing on. Thus it dawned
upon me to chronicle the bittersweet memories with
rainbows and butterflies acting upon the dream of
my dreams. Now | arrived at the destination to the
shock of my life--where everything seems topsy-
turvy, upside down!

| came; | saw but noticed devolutions,
extinctions, ruins, dilapidations, ape imitations and
lots of hybrid improvisations. In the process, my
village has been ravaged, disfigured, truncated and
transformed. Noticed further, strange rows of
houses sprang up where once stood mud brick walls
with natural multi-color clay polished with mural
figurines. A distraught chaos-a house built with mud
walls roofed in corrugated tin metal or asbestos
composite covering--another built with stone walls,
straw reed roof and pukka flooring. Dysfunctional
symmetry is a travesty of progress and advance.
Broken tar pathways with dotted pot holes where
stood once stone pebble laid sideways or sun baked
hard clay brick paved village trails. Denuded trees of
old and young, shady or fruity, shockingly desolate
all around the village where once stood spiraling
mango grooves and plum orchards. Dried up village
ponds in utter despair. Desecrated holly compounds
where mother Divine deity was being worshipped
with piety-defying, centuries old customs and
traditions.

When | left the most modern metropolis
called New York in the only global super rich
adoptive country called America, | arrived neither in
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a village nor a city, neither natural nor artificial,
neither organic nor planned, neither pastoral nor
panoramic.

However, like any true tale is stranger than
fiction, when | discovered that my own inherited
house-my would be dream home- has been usurped
and converted to a liquor den, manipulated by no
other than an influential elected village elder, I'm
aghast and deeply hurt.”

Listening to the courageous conviction of an
accomplished professor and a true son of the soil,
the police officer had a humbling change of heart.

He arrested Mahendra Biswal on the spot
for lodging false reports, inciting villagers, and illegal
procurement of landed property. He also arrested
the foursome club boys, filing charges for
harassment and damage to personal valuables under
the influence, compounded by underage drinking
and prohibition violation.

Thus, seizing a golden moment, Professor
addressed every one present, appealing to the police
officer, “Please, release all of them for my sake.

Now | need each and every one’s cooperation and
help more than ever to rebuild and re make the
village in a glorious tradition. The true essence of
Indian heritage, tradition, custom and culture still
can be resuscitated, which essentially lives in her
village unit. And if the slippery slope of western
decadent life style creeps in, overwhelming this basic
nucleus, fifty to hundred years from now, the living,
breathing village life will be a skeletal, hollow
concept. And,” he continued, adding, “when or if a
future generation boy or girl asks to show him or her
a village, either it will be a model design, a
descriptive document in a Metro Museum, or
displayed in an Art museum in the form of an Qil
Painting depicting the nuances of a long disappeared
village.”

The police officer removed the hand cuffs
and released the so far misguided villagers.

The foreign returned Professor had already
started sketching an ideally re-engineered, holistic
village, the architectural blue print in his mind’s eye.

This short story, by the eminent Odia writer
Ananda Chandra Pahi, was written almost a quarter
century earlier in the contemporaneity of Manoj
Das’s Abu Purusha Ebam Anayanya Mane’s collected
short story genre. This truly transcends time,
depicting the evolution and devolution of village life
and a nostalgic, idealistic foreign returned
protagonist in a terrible dilemma. The translator has
tried to portray close to the original writer’s literary
flavor, essence and nuances as capable with all
admitted handicaps. North American expatriate
readers’ generosity is appreciated in advance.
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The Peepal Tree: A Short Story
By Dr. Prasanna K Pati

Ohio was experiencing one of the most
bitter winters that anyone could remember.
Columbus was blanketed with snow. The sky was
overcast. There had been no sun for days. It was very
depressing weather.

| had been in practice of psychiatry for
many years. After completing my training in a
reputable mid-western University Medical Center, |
decided to relocate to Columbus. | enjoyed the many
cultural events and programs offered by Ohio State
University. Despite the weather, my day was full
with appointments.

“Dr. Sonjee, you are a Hindu. You are a
shrink in America. Is that compatible? You Hindus
believe in millions of Gods and Goddesses. You even
believe in a God of Death, Yama or something like
that. You believe in ghosts and witches. Don’t take
me wrong, Doc. | am your patient here in this
hospital. There is nothing personal against you.
Besides, | am curious.”

| interrupted my patient in his psycho-
therapeutic session, and asked, “ Mr. Girod, are you
expressing concerns about my competency to
understand and treat you?”

“No.” Mr. Girod replied, “Nothing like that,
Doc. | like you personally. It’s just that | have been to
so many psychiatrists for my mental
problems...maybe, a Hindu psychiatrist can fix me.
With all the mystery and magic of your religion, you
may have special powers.”

Mr. Girod was a bright, likable patient who
suffered from anxiety attacks, intense headaches,
outbursts against family members, whom he loved
dearly, and varying periods when he would withdraw
from the world. Being a relatively wealthy man, he
had gone to a number of psychiatrists and
psychoanalysts while living in Detroit. His symptoms
waxed and waned, but he never became stabilized.
Generally we had good therapeutic support, but
today’s discussion disturbed me. | wondered about
Mr. Girod’s comments. His reference to ghosts and
witches especially bothered me. The encounter
made me think of Samantapur.

Samantapur was an ancient little town in
the heart of India, situated on the bank of a sacred
and turbulent river. While taking daily walks in the
streets of Columbus, | would think about my
upbringing in a traditional society, my religion and
the rituals, and the many temples in Samantapur.
Somehow, the temple to Shiva, the Hindu God of
Destruction, intruded again and again on my
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consciousness. It has been many years since | last
visited the temple, but all the images were sharp. At
first, | couldn’t understand why | would be
preoccupied with the temple for so many days in
Columbus, so far away from Samantapur. There
were multiple flashes of memory, the temple with
the sacred Peepal tree in the backyard and on the
bank of the river. | knew that my father had regularly
worshipped Shiva in the temple. That night | felt
anxious and apprehensive.

I had a restless night. It must have been the
early hours of the morning that | heard myself
mumbling, waking with a sense of fear but with
great relief that it was only a dream about the ghost
in the Peepal tree. The people of Samantapur, |
pondered with much fondness, were so hopelessly
superstitious. They had their beliefs in the magical,
the mysterious, and above all, in ghosts and witches.
| smiled to myself. But the ghost in the Peepal tree
was unique. | remembered that as a child | had
heard that a highly respected and beloved teacher
had died rather suddenly while only in his late
twenties. His death had shocked the ancient town.
Nobody could remember the details. It was many
years ago since he had passed away, but all
Samantapur still believed that his ghost had taken
abode in the Peepal tree along with other ghosts.

| remembered as a child, all the stories
about the Peepal tree, about all the ghosts living
there, and their nocturnal wanderings in
Samantapur. Above all, | remembered the Teacher
Ghost, who, according to old-timers, died an
unhappy man because of a romance that had failed
and broken his heart. The story was that he was
dead for at least three days before the neighbors
became concerned because nobody had seen him or
his elderly mother. When some town elders from
Samantapur broke into the house, they found the
old woman cradling her son in her lap, softly talking
to him and telling him to “Wake Up.” Nobody knew
how he died. The old woman sobbed loudly every
night and never accepted that her son was gone. She
died a few months later.

It was almost two months later that | visited
Samantapur. Even though my visit was a whirl-wind
of activities, | thought about the nightmarish dream
in Columbus, about the Peepal Tree and the
Teacher-Ghost who had paid a visit to me. Although
the ghost was a vague and blurred image in my
mind, nevertheless, on this brief visit to Samantapur,
| was keenly aware of that image. As time passed, |
began to ask myself, “Why not visit with the
Teacher-Ghost? Why not find out if that Ghost even
existed in the Peepal Tree? Why not find out how he
died an untimely death? Why not find out what his
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mother had told him just before he passed away?
Why not----?" All those questions began to agitate
me. | wondered if | was losing my mind. After all, |
was a psychiatrist.

It was almost midnight. | could not sleep. |
looked at the immobile lizard on the ceiling of the
guest house in Samantapur. It was drizzling outside. |
opened the window and looked out, anxiously.
Samantapur, the town where | grew up, slept, still
with hardly any sounds, unlike my town in distant
America. | got dressed, went out of the guest house,
started walking towards the temple and the Peepal
Tree. It was probably a mile or so. The street was
lighted dimly. | didn’t see anyone. It was safe to walk
alone in Samantapur even at that time of night,
unlike many towns in America. | could see some
people sleeping on cots on the street, others on
verandas adjoining their houses.

The narrow street leading to the temple of
Lord Shiva, the Hindu God of Destruction, had no
lights at all so | walked slowly. As a child, | had
walked that street many times on my way to the
river. | was a bit surprised that | was not anxious, but
rather expectant and curious. | slowly went around
the ancient temple to the backyard. | didn’t see or
hear anything. | looked around and went even closer
to the Peepal tree. It was so dark.

| slowly went forward and touched the tree
with reverence. A flood of memories came back to
me. | thought of my many visits to this ancient
temple, and the people of Samantapur who had long
since departed. | felt like | had gone back in a time
tunnel. | began to feel anxious, thought it was time
to return to the guest house, when | heard a clear
voice, “Come near me. | have been waiting for you
for fifty years.”

Startled. | suddenly felt frightened. |
thought | was hallucinating, but managed to say
simply, “Who are you?”

“I am the Teacher-Ghost. | visited you in
your dream in Columbus. Do you remember what |
told you to do?”

| took courage and said clearly, “Yes, it just
came back to me. You directed me to come and visit
you. | can even remember your face in that dream.
Here | am, all the way from America.” | looked
around. | didn’t see or hear any apparition, no
movement or sounds after what seemed like an
eternity.

Then | heard the same voice coming from
the top of the tree, “ | will tell you my story. People
in
Samantapur think that | died very unhappy, and that
is why my soul is not liberated and why | became a
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Ghost. They even think | was either murdered or
killed myself. | want you to know the truth.”

I looked up into the rustling tree branches. |
found myself shouting at the tree “Tell me the
truth.”

“| will tell you the truth. Do you remember
the well only a few yards from my house? Perhaps
you have forgotten, but it is about a quarter of a
mile from here. | have visited that well every night
since | have given up my body.”

| shouted again, demandingly, “Please go
on.”

“Yes, that well from which her body was
recovered. People in Samantapur have forgotten
her, but not me.”

| protested, “No, | haven’t forgotten. Her
name was Basanti. She was extraordinarily beautiful
and you were in love with her.”

| heard a deep sigh not too far from where |
was standing.

“Yes, | was in love with her and she was in
love with me. It was 1927. But we were not allowed
to get married.”

| spoke back,”Basanti committed suicide.” |
looked up into the tree again, still unable to see
anything.

A sad voice came back, “ Yes, she jumped
into that well. They found her body the next
morning.”

I replied, “My mind is playing tricks on me. |
was then a small boy. | cannot remember all my
feelings. | didn’t understand why Basanti had to kill
herself. Please accept my heartfelt sympathy, but
why couldn’t you get married?”

“You have been away in America too long.
Don’t you remember all the taboos, the caste system
and no marriage between castes? You know | was
Brahmin and Basanti belonged to a low caste. All of
Samantapur was against our marriage. | pleaded
with the citizens of Samantapur. It all fell on deaf
ears. Basanti and | became the target of ridicule,
hatred and taunts. Life became unbearable for us.
There were only two people who supported us, and
that was my mother and your father.” | heard a
resounding laughter from the top of the Peepal tree.
“My mother, what a woman! | can tell you how
progressive she was, supporting her Brahmin son for
a love marriage with a girl of lower caste, a thing
unheard of anywhere in India in those days. | would
say my mother and your father belonged to the next
century in their progressive thinking and acceptance
of all human beings.”

| interrupted, “Get on with the story and
nothing but the truth.”
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“After Basanti’s death, | became a recluse. |
wouldn’t come out of the house. Once, | tried but
was hit with stones. | decided | should meet death.
You know the Sufis of ancient India, almost like sages
and gurus, men of much wisdom. They used to
decide on the time of their departure from the
world. You should read the stories of the great Sufis
of Delhi during the days of the Sultanate, before the
Moguls conquered India. | made an appointment
with death and entered deep meditation.”

| couldn’t keep myself from screaming at
the treetop, “ Go on, what was it like, your tryst with
Death?”

The voice came back clearly, “l remained in
deep peace. | meditated on the great philosophical
questions of life, as the sages had done for
thousands of years. | was enlightened. | was no more
an earthly creature, but somewhere else. | died in
my mother’s lap. | had invited Death, it wasn’t
suicide. You tell the people of Samantapur my true
story. | have to leave now.”

| shouted back, “Do not leave. | have one
guestion, you must answer.”

| heard the voice, “Go ahead.”

“Why did you wait so long to tell your
story? And why did you call me all the way from
America to tell your story? You could have told your
story to someone else in Samantapur.” | looked up
into the tree again, straining my ears for the voice to
come back.

After a long pause, the voice came back,
clear and compassionate. “ I am glad you ask that
question. | had almost forgotten to tell the rest. Not
very far from you on your left, in the temple
courtyard, the bier with your father’s body was
brought in. You know very well that he died
suddenly after a brief illness just after you left for
America. | remember that night. The entire town
was in shock, almost in disbelief that he had passed
away. You know those ancient Hindu rites for twelve
days before a soul is released. Those rites for your
father were held very close to this tree, and | was a
witness to all those rites.”

| felt dizzy, | felt my heart pounding against
my chest wall but shouted back, “Tell me more, tell
me all, tell me the truth, the whole story.”

The voice came back, soothing and calming,
“Because his soul was released on the twelfth day,
he came and talked to me.”

“Do you mean to say that his apparition
came and talked with you? Do you mean to say he
came to talk with you after he passed away?”

The voice clearly replied, “Yes, he came to
this tree. He told me to give this message to you:
My son is on his way to America. Some people in
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Samantapur are saying | died because of the shock of
his departure. You call him for a visit, tell him your
story and tell him what | have told you just now. And
give him this family ring to take to America. And with
that, your father handed me a gold ring.”

| stood there, overwhelmed with emotions,
until | felt a ring slip into my palm. It was getting to
be almost early dawn. | looked at the ring which my
father had once worn and then looked up at the
tree. It was just a beautiful old Peepal tree slowly
emerging into the light of the dawn. | stood there
with folded hands and softly said, “Thank you.”

On my way back to the guest house, |
stopped at the well, looked down, and offered a
silent prayer.

It had been many years since my return
from India. | was busy seeing patients in my office in
Columbus. During an interlude, my receptionist
called me and said, “A Mr. Girod would like to see
you for a few minutes.” | clearly remembered my
patient, Mr. Girod, who had improved very much,
and was now a successful travel agent in Detroit.

| came out quickly to the receptionist area,
greeted Mr. Girod warmly, and guided him into my
office. Mr. Girod, | noticed, looked healthy and well.
He talked about his family and business and a recent
trip to India. He told me how much he enjoyed his
visit to India. After a lot of friendly conversation, |
suddenly remembered what Mr. Girod had said
about my being a Hindu, believing in Gods and
Goddesses, ghosts and witches. | reminded Mr.
Girod about it.

Mr. Girod laughingly said, “Well, Doc, do
you still believe in Gods and Goddesses, ghosts and
witches after being in America for so many years?”

| became tense, went over to the window,
and then returned to my chair. Mr. Girod noticed
that | had a faraway look, as in another world. He
added, “Sorry Doc, perhaps | offended you.”

I quickly said, “Not at all, Mr. Girod. | just
thought about a ghost, an encounter with a
friendly ghost, shall we say.” Both of us laughed
aloud, and then | looked fondly at the gold ring | was
wearing on the middle finger of my right hand.

Dr. Prasanna K. Pati is a retired psychiatrist.
He is probably the first Indian to play a role in an
Oscar winning Hollywood film, as Dr. Sonjee in the
1975 classic One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest.
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Story of a Risky Episode in a Pleasant Trip to
Mexico
By Amiya K. Mohanty

In the fall of 1980, the fifth World Congress for
Rural Sociology met in Mexico City, where |
presented a paper on Socio-Economic change in
Appalachia. My wife Sarat Kumari also accompanied
me to Mexico. We stayed in a nice hotel in Mexico
City for five days. Mexico City is a very populated
and very beautiful city. It has beautiful parks, lakes
and museums. In fact, the Anthropological museum
in Mexico City is a huge and excellent one. After
visiting all worth-seeing places in the city, we
decided to go to Acapulco, which is about four
hour’s drive from Mexico City. Due to convenience
and time constraint, we decided to go by bus from
Mexico City early in the morning, spend the
afternoon in Acapulco, and be back to Mexico City
by night.

The next morning, we took a taxi from the
hotel to the bus stand. In the bus stand, we met an
interesting person, a middle aged white lady with a
long orange colored dress with beads, a necklace
around her neck, and a hand bag made of beads, the
kind monks and nuns hold. As soon as she saw us,
she came near us and greeted us with “Namaskar”.
We both, my wife Sara and |, were very delighted
and we asked her about her whereabouts. She
introduced herself as “Radhika”, a disciple of Swami
Dayananda Saraswati. She mentioned to us that she
was of British descent and was settled in a small
village in Mexico, about two hours by bus from the
city. The name of the village was Iquala. The bus to
Acapulco was about an hour late from the scheduled
time. Thus, we got some time for friendly
conversation. She presented a bronze bangle to my
wife Sara as a token of friendship and also invited us
to go to her place and spend a night with her on our
way back from Acapulco to Mexico City. She
convinced us that it would be a great pleasure to
have us one night since she had an extra bedroom, a
small kitchen and a bathroom. She also mentioned
that she had an old car which she used for short
distances. She promised to pick us up from the bus
stand as soon as she received our telephone call
from the Iquala bus stand. She was also very excited
to take us round and show us the Mexican village
the next morning. We accepted her invitation with
great pleasure and got in the bus for Acapulco. After
a very enjoyable afternoon in Acapulco, we got in
the bus in the evening around 7 p.m. to come back
to Mexico City via our new friend Radhika’s village
Iquala, where we were supposed to spend the night.
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We started the bus ride with interesting
conversations with some Mexican passengers who
had questions and queries about our Ex Prime
Minister, Mrs. Indira Gandhi. While our discussions
on the bus were getting more and more interesting,
the weather outside was getting awful. The sky was
progressively turning dark with lightening, thunders
and rain. Around 10 p.m., the bus reached the small
town Iquala, where it was raining heavily. The entire
town was dark because the electrical power system
was broken down.

As planned, we both got down from the bus
and looked for a telephone. The bus left, and we
came to the office of the bus stand and found that
the telephone was out of order. We could not get
hold of Radhika. Then, we decided to go back to
Mexico City to our hotel. We asked the person in
the office about the next bus. But unfortunately, we
found out that there were no more buses that night
going to Mexico City. Thus, we had no other choice
other than to look for a motel or hotel. Outside, the
weather was very bad. There was no place in the
bus station to sit down or wait for a while. He told
us that we might find a motel two to three miles
away from the bus stand. Then the man closed the
door and left for home. There was no porch to stand
on, so we did not have any choice but to walk in the
rain to find a place to stay.

It was raining continuously hard. It was
dark and the roads were muddy with a lot of rain
water. We did not have any other choice than to
walk and find a motel. We started walking in the
rain with our two hand bags in our hands. There was
no one along the way except the two of us walking
somewhat aimlessly with the hope of reaching the
motel or finding someone on the way who could
help us to find the motel.

After walking for about a mile, we saw a
dim light at a distance about a quarter mile away
from us. With a great hope, we kept walking to
reach that place. By that time, my pants, shirt and
thin rain coat were all wet. Sara had her saree and a
thin rain coat too. We had two small cotton hand
bags with our night packs. They were completely
wet by then. However, with a lot of hopes we
walked near the dim light. We saw there a huge
black man with a heavy iron bar, standing near a dim
gas light. | asked him, if a motel was nearby. | did
not know whether he understood me or not, but he
said two words in a loud voice, “Funeral home.”
Then he got inside and closed the door. Then we
had no choice than to walk again.

In a furlong after that we saw a healthy
young man standing near a broken wall on the road
side. By that time, the rain was subsiding but the
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road was dark, empty and dangerously quiet. We
got slightly scared of the young man since we heard
some horror stories about drug trafficking and
murder in Mexico. We did not look at him and
passed by, walking a little faster. About ten minutes
later, we heard behind us some footsteps, as if
somebody was following us. We now got scared and
slowed down. The young man overtook us and
walked in front of us. We asked him if there was a
motel nearby. He looked at us and said, “Follow
me.” We did not have any choice, and we were
desperate by that time. So we quietly followed him.
In a few yards, we saw a narrow street on the left,
and the young man walked into that street. In a few
more yards, we saw a small house in front, and the
front door of the house was open. Inside, there
were a few men sitting near a gas lamp and playing
cards. This young man whom we followed told us,
“Wait here.” We quietly stood there and waited.

The young man went in and talked to those
people inside and came back with a key for an old
car parked on the right side of the narrow street. He
directed us to sit on the back seats and he himself
sat on the driver seat. He started the car and drove
on the main street for about 10 to 15 minutes and
turned into the street on the left.

Within a few yards, we saw an old motel on
the left. The young man escorted us inside and
showed us the small office of the motel. We got into
the office and saw a man sitting on a chair in front of
a small table. | got in the room and asked him,
“Please, can we have a room for one night?” The
man had a suspicious look at us and said, “No room,
go.” By that time, we were completely exhausted
and utterly desperate. | begged him a room for the
night again, but he did not listen. | came out of the
office of the manager and saw that our escort was
standing outside and was waiting for us. | came near
him and said, “The manager refused to rent us a
room.” Our escort nodded his head and went inside
the office. He talked to the manager in Spanish, and
after a few minutes, the manager called us is and
asked me for fifty dollars for the night. | gave him
fifty dollars and went to see our escort. Our escort
was still waiting outside and perhaps was waiting to
find out if we got a room. We came near him and
told him that we finally got a room. We expressed
our gratitude and asked him if | could pay him some
money for his kind help. He smiled and answered,
“Money? No desire.” | got very emotional and cried
with joy and gratitude. Sara also had tears in her
eyes. | went very close to him and hugged him and
said, “God bless you, amigo.” He smiled and said,
“Bye, bye,” and slowly walked near to his car. We
had a great sigh of relief.
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We were all wet and extremely tired. We
walked upstairs and stepped into our room and went
into a deep sleep in a minute.

The next morning, we got up and found that
the weather was simply gorgeous, with bright
sunshine. The manager came to us and said, “Have
breakfast here in the hotel. Itis included in the
room charge.” We had a big breakfast and hurriedly
came to the bus stand. One man came near Sara
and said, “Hello, Madam Indira Gandhi,” and burst
into loud laughter. We got in the bus and had a very
pleasant trip back to Mexico City. The next day, we
flew back to Lexington and from there we came
home to Richmond, Kentucky. The entire trip
became very memorable for us.

Dr. Amiya K. Mohanty, Professor Emeritus in
Sociology, is a founding life member of 0.S.A. since
1969 and is a past president of 0.5.A., 1989-91.
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OSA Constitution and By-Laws

Approved July 3, 2011

General Body Meeting

Time: 11:30 - 1:45 PM

Main Ballroom, Marriot at Legacy Town Center,
Plano, Texas

Present in the Podium: Dr Bigyani Das (President),
Pradeep Mohapatra (Vice-President), Dr Akhileswar
Patel (Treasurer), Mr Sunil Sabat (Sgt-At-Arms &
OSAnet Chairman), Dr Lalu Mansinha
(Parliamentarian)

GMB Minutes Recorded by OSA Vice-President Mr.
Pradeep Mohapatra

PREAMBLE:
VISION, MISSION and CORE VALUES:

ARTICLES

ARTICLE I: NAME

ARTICLE II: OBJECTIVES

ARTICLE Ill: ARTICLES OF ORGANIZATION

ARTICLE IV: MEMBERSHIP

ARTICLE V: OFFICERS AND BOARD OF GOVERNORS
ARTICLE VI: ELECTION

ARTICLE VII: MEETINGS

ARTICLE VIII: LOCAL CHAPTERS

ARTICLE IX: AMENDMENTS AND RULES OF BUSINESS

BY-LAWS

BY - LAW | - MEMBERSHIP

BY - LAW IIl: ANNUAL CONVENTION

BY - LAW |lI: ELECTION PROCEDURE

BY - LAW |V: DISCIPLINARY ACTION

BY-LAW V: GRIEVANCE HEARING PROCESS
BY-LAW VI: OSA AWARD

BY-LAW VII: OSA COMMUNICATION

BY-LAW VIII: UNFORESEEN CIRCUMSTANCES
BY-LAW IX: OSA STANDARDS, POLICY AND RULES OF
BUSINESS

BY_LAW X: VOTING RULES

BY-LAW XI: OSA JURISDICTION

BY-LAW XII: FINANCE AND ACCOUNTING

PREAMBLE:

The Orissa Society of the Americas (OSA) is
dedicated to the pursuit of excellence in the
promotion and propagation of Odia culture in
Americas by bringing together all the people

interested in Odisha (Orissa) through socio-cultural
events, and developmental activities.

VISION, MISSION and CORE VALUES

Vision: OSA will be the essential resource for the
Odia Americans in the United States and Canada for
social and cultural engagement, education and
exploration that promote their overall well being
and enrich the American society with Odia American
contribution.

Mission:

1. To provide a mutually supportive
environment for the better interaction of
Odia immigrants of United States of
America and Canada and their families
through generations, and all the people
interested in Odia culture through socio-
cultural growth, friendship and fellowship;

2. To enhance the awareness of Odisha and
Odia traditions in North America through
promotion of socio-cultural events, and
educational activities;

3. To enrich the American society through
exchange and integration of Odia culture;

4. To foster constructive citizenship on the
part of Odia Americans in the nation;

5. To facilitate the exchange of information
between Odisha and the United
States/Canada;

6. To improve the overall well being of Odia
Americans in United States of America and

Canada;
7. To facilitate/collaborate in humanitarian
activities;
Core Values:

In performing its mission, OSA adheres to these core
values:
1. Integrity and Ethical Conduct
Dedication to excellence
Service to the member
Respect for the individual
Respect the dignity and culture of all people

ukwn
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ARTICLES

ARTICLE I: NAME

The name of the organization shall be The Orissa
Society of the Americas, Inc., here after abbreviated
as OSA.

ARTICLE Il: OBJECTIVES
The objectives of the society shall be:

1. To form a non-political and non-profit
organization of all persons interested in
Odisha.

2. To serve Odia community across Americas
and broaden the visibility of Odia culture in
diverse communities throughout the world.

3. To promote interest and activities in the
understanding of the Odia culture and
enrich Odia heritage through cultural,
social, educational and developmental
activities.

4. To facilitate the exchange of information
between Odisha and the United
States/Canada.

5. To facilitate/collaborate in humanitarian
activities

ARTICLE IlI: ARTICLES OF ORGANIZATION

Section 1

OSA is incorporated under the laws of the United
States and is a non-profit organization.

Section 2

The article of organization of OSA comprises of the
Article of Incorporation and the By-Laws as amended
from time to time.

Section 3

The organization will have a permanent address and
an operating address as determined by the National
Executives.

ARTICLE IV: MEMBERSHIP

Section 1

Membership in the OSA shall be open to all persons
interested in Odisha. The membership dues and
categories shall be described in the By-Laws.
Section 2

Annual membership dues shall be payable by July
30th of each year.

ARTICLE V: OFFICERS AND BOARD OF GOVERNORS
Section 1

The ultimate authority of OSA shall be vested in the
membership. The members from USA and Canada
shall choose the elected officers by mail ballot.
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Section 2
(a)The Office bearers of OSA shall be an elected
President, a Vice President, a Secretary and a
Treasurer. The executive committee of OSA shall
consist of the following:

1. President (Chairperson of the committee)
Vice President
Secretary
Treasurer
Editor of OSA Newsletter (Non-Voting)
Joint Secretary (Non-Voting)
Joint Treasurer (Non-Voting)
Public Relations Officer (Non-Voting)
. Immediate Past President
OSA will have a Board of Governors (hereafter
referred to as Board or BOG) to serve as the
custodian of the Society. The Board will be
responsible for making policy decisions to be
implemented by the Executive Committee (as
defined below). The membership of the Board will
consist of:

©ENOU A WN

1. President

2. Vice President

3. Secretary

4. Treasurer.

5. Presidents/Coordinators of the various

chapters that are formed with the approval
of the Board.
6. Immediate Past President

(b) The President of OSA shall serve as the
chairperson of the Board and the Secretary as the
Secretary of the Board.
(c) The Board shall meet at least twice every fiscal
year. Each member of the Board must participate in
at least one of the meetings. The meetings can be
held through a conference call.
(d) Fifty percent of the membership of the Board
shall constitute a quorum for the purpose of its
meetings.
(e) Approval by the board must carry at least a
simple majority of votes of its membership, but at
least a two-thirds majority will be required to
override the action of the Executive Committee or
dissolve the committee.
(f) The Board will be responsible for the
implementation of the policies in case of dissolution
of the Executive Committee.
(g) The tenure of continuous membership on the
Board will be limited to a maximum of two
consecutive two-year terms. In case of special
circumstances when a current officer or a Board
member runs for the position of the President,
waiver to this rule will be accepted.
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Section 3

The President, Vice President, Secretary and
Treasurer shall be elected for a term of two years.
These four executive officials must be life members
or patrons or benefactors (i.e., permanent members)
of OSA in good standing for at least one year before
the nomination date and must be 21 years of age or
over. These officials must be residents of USA or
Canada. The Vice President shall be a running mate
of the President. A vote for the President shall mean
a vote for his/her running mate. The Secretary and
Treasurer will be separately elected, but will work as
a team with the President for smooth operation of
the OSA. The President shall appoint the Editor of
the OSA Newsletter, Public Relations Officer and
other joint officials.

Section 4: Powers and functions of the President:

1. The President shall be the chief executive
officer of the OSA. He/she shall announce
the names of the members of the Board of
Governors at the time of assuming office in
the annual convention. The Board of
Governors shall assume office for a term of
two years. The other elected office bearers
also shall take office at the annual
convention following the election for a term
of two years.

2. The President, in consultation with the
Board of Governors, shall present a plan of
activities along with a proposed budget at
the annual convention. In the event of
resignation, inaction or negligence of duties
by any member of the Board of Governors,
the President shall call for re-election or re-
nomination for such position within a
period of one month.

3. The President shall appoint members to the
following standing committees:
Advisory/Planning, Odisha Development,
Education, Cultural, Convention and others
to conduct various functions.

4. |If the President fails to perform his/her
duties to the satisfaction of the members of
the OSA, he/she shall be removed by a vote
of no-confidence. A no-confidence motion
may be moved by a petition signed by at
least 20% of the total membership as per
the annual membership list published in
July-September Newsletter of the Calendar
year or from the current roster. This
petition shall be submitted to the Secretary
who shall circulate the same among the
members of the Board of Governors within
10 days and among the membership within
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30 days from the date of receipt of the
petition. The Secretary will collect the votes
from the membership within 30 days from
the date of receipt of the petition. The
Secretary will collect the votes from the
membership by mail ballot, within 21 days
from the date of remittal, and will
announce the outcome, in writing, to the
Vice President and to the Board of
Governors within 7 days of the deadline
date of the receipt of the votes. The
President will be removed from office by a
2/3 majority of votes of no-confidence. In
case of the removal of the President by a
vote of no-confidence, the Vice President
shall assume the office of the President for
the rest of the term and shall appoint a Vice
President subject to confirmation by the
Board of Governors.
Section 5: Powers and Functions of Vice President
The Vice President shall derive his/her duties from
the President and succeed him/her in case of his/her
incapacity, resignation, or death. He/she will
function in the following capacities.

1. He/she will serve as the Co-Convener of the
Annual OSA conventions and work with the
host chapter President/Convener for
making detailed arrangements. He/she will
act as the official representative of the OSA
President/Governing Board to the annual
conventions.

2. He/she will manage the nomination of OSA
awards; appoint judges, and distribution of
awards in consultation with the OSA
President.

3. He/she may act in any other capacity, as
delegated by the OSA President.

4. In case of his/her resignation or death, the
President shall nominate a successor to the
Vice President whose appointment will be
approved by the Executive Board with a
simple majority vote, for the remainder of
the term.

Section 6: Powers and Functions of the Secretary

1. The Secretary shall assume office along with
the President and Vice President, and shall
serve as the Secretary of the OSA Board of
Governors.

2. The Secretary shall record the minutes and
be the custodian of the minutes of the
Executive Board and the General Body.
He/She shall maintain permanent records
of these meetings in good order and will
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hand over them to the next Secretary after
his/her term expires.

The Secretary together with the Treasurer
shall be responsible for fund raising,
membership drive, and for compilation of a
list of paid members. This list of new
members shall be published in the first
issue (July-September) of the Newsletter for
every fiscal year.

He/she will coordinate various
development activities in Odisha by the OSA
members, provide administrative help
through public and privately established
non-profit organizations such as, but not
limited to, the NRO Cell/Center, established
by the Government of Odisha.

The Secretary shall be removed by the same
way as the President. However, a no
confidence motion in this case shall be
presented to the President for further
action.

In case of the removal of the Secretary by a
no confidence motion or in his/her
resignation or death, the President shall
nominate a successor whose appointment
will be approved by the Executive Board
with a simple majority vote, for the
remainder of the term.

Section 7: Powers and functions of the Treasurer

1.

The Treasurer shall assume office along
with the President and Vice President, and
shall serve as the Treasurer of the OSA
Board of Governors.

The operating budget of OSA shall be within
limits of available revenue during the year,
and must be prepared in consultation with
the President. The revenue will include
annual membership fees, OSA fees
collected at the convention, fees collected
from converting life members to patrons
and benefactors, and funds raised by other
means. The life membership cannot be
included in the annual budget. This money
must be invested for long-term benefit of
OSA (such as fixed deposit), as decided by
the finance committee, explained below.
Under special circumstances, a part of the
life membership can be included in the
annual budget after the approval from the
BOG.

The Treasurer will serve as the Chairman of
the OSA Finance committee, which will plan
and operate all the OSA investments. The
committee will consist of the Treasurer and

Online Supplement

two other life
members/patrons/benefactors, appointed
by the President. These two committee
members must not be members of the
current OSA Board of Governors. Any long-
term investment or fixed deposit will be
held in the name of OSA and can be
operated with signatures from any two of
the three members of the finance
committee. Any earning from
investment/fixed deposit can be included in
the operating budget of OSA.

The Treasurer shall supervise annual OSA
convention and/or symposium fund
collections and expenses, and report them
to the General Body in the following year.
The Treasurer will present the complete
financial report of the past year in the
Annual General Body meeting of the OSA
during the convention. The financial records
shall be audited at the end of every two
financial years ending in an election

year. The auditors can be chosen from the
membership and be approved in the GBM
or external to the community.

The Treasurer along with the Secretary shall
be responsible for fund-raising,
membership recruitment, and for
compilation of a list of new paid members.
This list shall be published in the first issue
(July-September) of the Newsletter for
every fiscal year.

The office bearer’s travel expenses. Any one
item of expenditure beyond $300 must be
approved by the President. Any amount
over $500 on a single non-budgeted item
must be approved by a majority of the
Governing Board. The approval from the
Governing Board will be sought through e-
mail. In case of no response within two
weeks from a Board member, it will be
assumed that the particular member has
approved the request. The same rule will
apply for donations by various OSA
members to
charitable/educational/developmental
organizations in Odisha. Such collections
and expenditures must be reflected as
regular income/expenditure items in OSA
account. Any OSA operational expenditure
over $10,000 shall require an approval from
the General Body. Under unforeseen
circumstances, any OSA expenditure over
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$10,000 shall require an approval from the
BOG.

8. The Treasurer shall be removed by the
same way as the President. However, a no-
confidence motion in this case shall be
presented to the President for further
action.

9. In case of the removal of the Treasurer by
the no-confidence motion, or his/her
resignation or death, the President shall
nominate a successor whose appointment
will be approved by the Board of Governors
with a simple majority vote, for the
remainder of the term.

Section 8: Powers and Functions of the
Editor/Editors

The Editor is responsible to publish the OSA
Newsletter at the end of each quarter. He/she is also
responsible for the contents of the newsletter. Each
Newsletter shall include, among other items, the
President and Secretary’s notes, local chapter
activities, non-political Odisha news, and a section
on the youth and women.

Section 9: Powers and functions of the Joint
Secretary

The joint secretary will be appointed by the
President and be voted in the GBM. The joint
secretary will derive duties from the secretary and
assist in member recruitment, preparation of
meeting minutes, maintenance of records and any
other OSA related activities.

Section 10: Powers and functions of the Joint
Treasurer

The joint treasurer will be appointed by the
President and be voted in the GBM. The joint
treasurer will derive duties from the Treasurer and
assist in member recruitment, preparation of
budget, financial reports, maintenance of member
records and any other OSA related activities.
Section 11: Powers and functions of the Public
Relations Officer

The Public Relations Officer (PRO) will be appointed
by the President and be voted in the GBM. The PRO
will derive duties from the Vice President. The duty
will also include leading/assisting in member
communication, web page maintenance, preparation
of public relation material, making public
communications and other activities to promote the
interests and activities of the society.
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ARTICLE VI: ELECTION

Section 1

All dues paying members of OSA residing in USA and
Canada have the right to vote and participate in the
election.

Section 2

All elections are to be conducted by a secret ballot.
The election procedures shall be described in the By-
Laws.

Section 3

No two members of the Executive Committee
and/or Board of Governors at any time shall be from
the same immediate family (e.g. Husband & wife,
parents & children, siblings).

Section 4

In case, a current office bearer such as, President,
Vice President, Secretary or Treasurer, decides to
run for re-election or for another position, he/she
shall give up all his/her election related
responsibilities as defined in the By-Laws.

ARTICLE VII: MEETINGS

Section 1

There shall be at least one general body meeting
within one calendar year. The President of OSA shall
be responsible for organizing such meetings with the
help of the Board of Governors and the organizing
chapter.

Section 2

The Board of Governors shall meet at least twice a
year to discuss the past activities, future plans, and
the budget. The meetings can be held through
conference calls.

Section 3

(a) Fifty members in good standing will constitute a
quorum for the General Body meeting. The
resolutions passed in the General Body meeting will
be mailed electronically to members not present
personally at the meeting for their approval within
30 days. A lack of response by the date specified in
this circular will be taken as a vote in favor of the
resolution(s).

(b) It will be the responsibility of the Secretary to
maintain proper records of the resolutions obtained.
(c) The President will appoint a Parliamentarian for
the General Body meeting. The interpretation of the
OSA Constitution and by-laws by the Parliamentarian
will be binding for the resolutions.

Section 4

The President shall conduct the meetings. In the
absence of the President, the Vice President shall
preside over the meetings. In the absence of both
the President and the Vice President, a member of
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the Board of Governors appointed by the President
shall conduct the meetings.

ARTICLE VIII: LOCAL CHAPTERS
Section 1

a. Toform a new chapter, a minimum of 15
families, with signatures of at least 20 local
OSA members residing in the local
community, must submit a written request
to the Board of Governors through the
Executive Committee. The decision of the
Board shall be conveyed in writing.

b. All members of the chapter should have a
contact address within the defined
geographical territory.

c. Every Chapter should have a geographical
territory as defined during its formation as
approved by OSA BOG. That definition
cannot overlap another existing chapter's
territory.

Section 2

A petition to form a chapter must be made to the
Secretary of OSA for approval by the Board of
Governors at least two months prior to the targeted
date of its establishment.

Section3

a. The President of a chapter or an elected
representative shall become a member of
the OSA Board for a term of two years. A
notification to that effect shall be submitted
to the Secretary of OSA by the respective
Board Members on or before the June
30th of the OSA election year. The chapter
President or his representative to OSA
Board must be a life member or patron or
benefactor member (i.e., permanent
member) of OSA in good standing.

b. The President/Coordinator of a Chapter is
eligible to continue on the Board for a
second two-year term if reelected by the
chapter, but no more than two consecutive
two-year terms. A notification to that effect
shall be submitted to the Secretary of OSA
on or before the June 30th of the OSA
election year.

Section 4

a. The President of a chapter shall provide a
membership list of the chapter to the
Secretary of OSA by June 15" of each year.

b. When members move to a different local
address by virtue of their job-relocation or
other reasons, permanently, they should
cease to be the member of the chapter.
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Section 5

Any donation and membership dues collected by a
chapter in the name of OSA shall be deposited with
the Treasurer of the OSA. A chapter shall, however,
be free to raise its own membership fees and other
donations for local activities.

Section 6

All financial accounts owned by Chapters must
reflect OSA EIN and all funds raised by Chapters shall
follow OSA rules and IRS regulations. Chapter shall
submit a copy of its annual financial statement to
the Treasurer at the end of each fiscal year. Failure
to report such transactions in time is subjected to
expulsion from Chapter status. CanOSA will be
exempted from this rule, however, CanOSA must
report annual chapter financial report upon
Treasurer’s request.

Section 7

At anytime if the chapter falls short of 15 local
families of OSA National in the vicinity of the
chapter’s operating area, the chapter will stay under
probation and the so called chapter president will
lose the seat in the BOG until the member
requirement is satisfied. The chapter can be
reinstated with a fresh application with the
signatures of 20 individual members and consent of
15 OSA member families.

Section 8

A single person must not serve in the position of
chapter president for more than 4 years in total in a
span of 10 years.

Section 9

All Chapter officials must be OSA permanent
members with good standing and are subjected to
the same standards as National executives.

Section 10

A chapter must maintain the minimum requirement
to remain as a chapter in good standing. The
minimum requirements will be described in the
chapter’s standard document.

ARTICLE IX: AMENDMENTS AND RULES OF
BUSINESS

Section 1

Any proposed amendments to the OSA constitution
or By-Laws shall be proposed by a petition signed by
at least 10 percent of the total membership or by
the Board of Governors. The petition must be
circulated to the general membership at least 30
days prior to the annual general body meeting or the
proposed effective date for implementation.
Section 2

Any amendment to the OSA constitution and By-
Laws shall need the approval of two-thirds majority
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present in the General Body meeting, or two-thirds
majority of members through mail ballot. A lack of
response within the date specified in the mail ballot
will be considered as a vote in favor of the
amendment(s). A minimum of 30 days from the date
of mailing must be given for the response for postal
mail voting and a minimum of 15 days from the date
of mailing must be given for the response through
electronic voting. The mail ballot can be initiated
only by approval from the majority of the BOG.
Section 3

The business of the OSA shall be conducted in
accordance with the rules contained in the latest
edition of Robert’s Rules of Order provided these do
not contradict the By-Laws and the Rules of Business
of the OSA.

Section 4

On any question involving the constitution the By-
Laws, or the Rules of Business, the decision of the
Board of Governors will be final.

BY-LAWS

BY-LAW | - MEMBERSHIP

Section 1

Any person eighteen years of age or over interested
in the stated objectives of the OSA shall be eligible
for membership. Membership in OSA involves
submission of an application for formal approval by
the Executive Committee. OSA reserves the right to
verify the information provided and the
qualifications for membership of any applicant. Such
verification may include requesting additional
supporting documentation from some or all of the
applicants for membership by going through the
Membership Verification Committee.

Section 2

Membership in the OSA shall be of the following
types:

1. SINGLE PERSON of eighteen years of age or
more by paying annual dues of $20.00.

2. FAMILY (husband, wife, and children below
18) by paying annual dues of $40.00.

3. LIFE MEMBER: A single person or a family
paying $300.00. In case of marriage of the
single member the spouse shall be granted
life membership. In case of divorce, both
spouses shall be accorded individual life
memberships.

4. FIVE-YEAR MEMBER: A person or family
who contributes $100 or more to OSA

5. PATRON: A single person or a family who
contributes $600 or more to OSA
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6. BENEFACTOR: A person or a family
contributing a lump sum of $1,000 or more
to OSA.

7. HONORARY MEMBER: Persons selected to
this status by the Board of Governors.

8. SUPPORTING MEMBER: Persons, families or
organizations by contributing at least $100
ayear

Section 3

Honorary or supporting members are not eligible to
vote or seek office of the OSA.

Section 4

Membership dues in any category may be changed
by the Board of Governors with approval of the
general body by a majority vote. However, to
encourage membership drive, the Executive
Committee may temporarily reduce the amount for
any category of membership through written
notification to the general membership. The period
over which this reduction will be valid must be
specified in the notification and the reduction
cannot be repeated within the normal tenure of a
particular Executive Committee. The membership
fees cannot be reduced to less than 65% of the
prevailing schedule.

Section 5

The fiscal year of the OSA shall be July 1 to June
30th.

Section 6

Resignation from membership will be accepted from
any member at any time by submitting an
application to BOG through the Secretary of OSA and
through regular mail with signature or through
electronic mail from a valid ID registered with OSA.
The format of the application shall be available by
the BOG.

Section 7. Membership Verification Committee

a) Composition. There shall be a Membership
Verification Committee (MVC) comprised of the
Secretary, a member of the Board of Governors and
two other general members, nominated by the
President with the advice and consent of the
Executive Committee. The nomination of these two
additional members shall be completed within thirty
(30) days of taking office.

b) Verification Procedure.

i The Treasurer shall forward copies of all
membership applications and payments
received within the preceding calendar
month to the MVC no later than the last day
of each calendar month.

ii. The MVC shall review each application to
determine: 1. Completion of Application; 2.
Eligibility in accordance with the Articles &
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By-laws; 3. Whether the applicable
membership fee has been paid.

iii. The MVC shall complete the application
review process within fifteen (15) days of
the receipt of the application from the
Treasurer. The MVC shall have the right to
request for additional documentation
pertaining to the information provided in
Application in order-to verify the applicant’s
eligibility. Such documentation may include,
but shall not be limited to: a) photo
identification, b) proof of age, c) a current
utility bill for address verification. If the
MVC requests such additional
documentation from the applicant, the time
limit set forth in sub-paragraph (iii) above
shall be extended by an additional fifteen
(15) days, if necessary. If the applicant fails
to provide the requested documentation
within the additional fifteen (15) days, the
MVC shall have the right to reject the
application.

iv. MVC shall have the right to reject any
application without giving suitable reasons
to the applicant. In case of rejection, all
applicable fees paid by the applicant will be
refunded excluding the administrative
charges, if any.

Section 8. Revocation

a) Substantial Violation. Membership of any member
may be revoked for substantial violation of the
Articles of Incorporation or Bylaws of OSA. Without
limiting the generality of the foregoing, it shall be a
violation of the Bylaws of OSA for any member to
knowingly or intentionally engage in conduct which
is intended to compete with or cause harm to OSA or
which, in the opinion of the Executive Committee in
its sole discretion, is likely to substantially injure the
reputation of OSA. Any member of the Board of
Governors or a minimum of 25 members in good
standing of OSA may submit a petition outlining the
charges to the Chairperson of the OSA Board of
Governors by registered/certified mail, return
receipt requested or by electronic mail addressed to
the President and Secretary. The Board of Governors
shall investigate the charges and if, in the opinion of
a majority of the Board of Governors, there is
probable cause to believe that a basis for revocation
of membership may exist, the Board of Governors
shall place the petition for removal of that person on
the agenda for hearing at a BOG meeting specially
called for such purpose and shall provide the
affected member with written and electronic notice
of the petition and the hearing date so that such
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member may have an opportunity to be heard in
opposition to the petition. If no quorum is present,
the hearing on the petition shall be continued to the
next regular meeting of the Board of Governors or a
special meeting called for such purpose at which a
quorum is present for voting. The Secretary shall
notify the affected member about the date, time
and place of the continued hearing. After the
hearing at which a quorum is present, the Board of
Governors shall decide by two-thirds affirmative
vote of those present and voting whether to revoke
the membership under question. The President shall
notify the affected member of the action of the
Board of Governors both electronically and in
writing. The decision of the Board of Governors shall
be final and binding.

BY - LAW II: ANNUAL CONVENTION

Section 1

The site of the annual convention shall be selected
by the Executive Committee and Board of Governors
a year in advance for smooth planning. The host
chapter or the host community shall be responsible
for all aspects of the convention. The President or
coordinator (in the absence of a president) of the
chapter or the community leader must send a
written request to the President of the OSA at least
one year before the proposed date of the
convention with the written approval of the majority
of the members of the host chapter, to hold the
convention.

Section 2

(a) The convention shall not be viewed as a fund
raising method on the part of the local chapter. The
Treasurer shall supervise annual OSA convention
and/or symposium fund collections and expenses,
and report them to the General Body in the
following year. The accounts of the convention shall
be prepared by the President or his/her
representative of the host chapter and will be
handed over to the OSA Treasurer for reporting to
the General Body. If the host chapter for a
Convention does not meet its obligations to provide
financial statements, a list of new members and all
monies due to the national organization within six
months of the end of the Convention, said chapter
shall not be permitted to host another Convention
for a period of 10 years from such date that the host
chapter meets the foregoing obligations.

(b) A convention audit committee consisting of 3
members shall be formed by the executive
committee to carefully audit the convention incomes
and expenses.
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Section 3:

The OSA Vice President shall function as Co-
convener of the convention and shall coordinate all
the OSA activities including planning, convention
opening ceremony, invitation of the OSA guests, and
OSA award distributions in consultation with the
OSA President and the convention organizers.
Section 4:

The Convener will ensure the printing and
distribution of copies of the OSA souvenir and
directory to all the attending OSA members. The
Convener shall provide electronic copies of souvenir
and directories to all members. Members may
request for a printed copy of the souvenir and
directory to the Convener by paying for the printing
& shipping expenses in advance by May 31%.
Section 5:

OSA makes it a mandate for the convention
organizing committee to organize a cultural segment
completely dedicated to Odia classical music style
such as Odissi, Chhanda, and Champu to increase
interest among the new generation Odia children in
their cultural heritage during the convention.
Section 6:

Convention guidelines approved by the BOG will be
used for convention planning and programming.

BY - LAW III: ELECTION PROCEDURE

Section 1

A three member election committee with one as
chairman shall be appointed by the Executive
Committee or BOG and will be announced to the
general body for approval by majority at the annual
convention preceding the election year.

Section 2

No member of the Board of Governors shall be
eligible to be a member of the election committee.
Section 3

The Secretary of the OSA shall prepare a list of
members who have paid their dues by Dec. 31 of the
year preceding the election year. This list along with
the list of life members and patrons shall be
submitted to the chairman of the election
committee by Jan. 15 of the election year. Only the
members in this list can be able to participate in the
election.

Section 4

Nominations for the various offices shall be invited
by the election committee chairman through the
OSA newsletter of September-December quarter,
preceding the election year. In case of contests, the
names of the candidates shall be announced in a
special letter to be sent by the election committee
along with the position statement of each contesting
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candidate accompanied with the ballots. All
communications from the election committee
regarding the nomination will be electronic. The
format of invitation for nomination will be
determined by the Election Committee.

Section 5

The Election Committee of OSA shall print and
supply the ballots. All ballots must be sequentially
numbered or coded.

Section 6

The ballots shall be mailed in the fourth weekend of
March of the election year. The ballot number or
code must be noted against the master membership
list held by the election committee. For a returned
ballot to be valid, it must be postmarked by the date
on or before the 4th Monday of April of the election
year.

Section 7

The election committee shall open a post office box
address to which the ballots shall be mailed to by
the voters. The ballots shall be counted in the
presence of the election committee members and
the candidates or their representatives on the
second Saturday of May of the election year. The
results of the election shall be announced then and
there with a written statement of the results sent to
the President of the OSA. All the election materials
must be sealed and signed by the election
committee members and the candidates or their
representatives, and will be preserved by the
election committee chairman for a period of six
months after the election. The election committee
may adopt electronic voting procedure with the
approval of the BOG members. In that case, the
voting and counting methods/rules must be
approved by the BOG and disseminated to the
members electronically by January 1% of the election
year.

Section 8

The President of OSA shall submit the results to the
Board of Governors for approval and for a
publication in a special Newsletter by May 30th of
the election year.

Section 9

The election committee shall adopt prudent ways to
insure the secrecy of the voting system.

Section 10

All expenses for the election shall be reimbursed by
the Treasurer of OSA upon the submission of the
expense report. The committee shall caution to keep
expense within the budget.
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Section 11

Any charge of election irregularity or fraud shall be
reported to the President and the members of the
Board of Governors for resolution.

Section 12

The ruling of BOG shall be binding on all issues
outside the scope of Election Committee.

BY - LAW IV: DISCIPLINARY ACTION

Section 1

Disciplinary action shall be taken by 2/3 majority
vote of the Board of Governors against any member
for gross misconduct.

Section 2

The policy document for the disciplinary action shall
be approved by the OSA Board of Governors and will
be binding.

BY-LAW V: Grievance Hearing Process

Section 1

The new executive committee (EC) will form a 3-
member Grievance Handling Committee (GHC) and
get the approval from GBM when they take the oath
of the office. The appointed GHC will have a life span
of two years. Any subsequent changes to the
committee should be duly approved by BOG with a
2/3 majority.

Section 2

All grievances must be filed with GHC outlining in
detail the nature of the complaint. GHC will
investigate and provide a report of its investigation
& recommendation within 60 days of receipt of the
grievance. If the party/parties involved is/are not
satisfied with the report of GHC, he/she may request
BOG to review.

Section 3

A member of the grievance committee must be a
member of OSA at least for last 10 years

Section 4

If the party/parties involved is/are not satisfied with
the findings/decision of the GHC, the case may bring
it to the BOG. The BOG will be the final authority to
either accept GHC decision or request for new
hearing by a majority vote.

Section 5

Any member that files a legal case without following
the grievance hearing process will be subjected to
disciplinary action which may include termination of
his or her membership.

Section 6

GHC shall recommend disciplinary actions against
individual member(s), officer(s) or a chapter to BOG.
BOG shall accept or reject the recommended action
on individual member(s) and officer(s) with a 2/3"
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majority vote. All disciplinary actions against a
chapter are subjected to GBM approval.

BY-LAW VI: OSA Award

OSA award will be coordinated by the Vice President
of the Society in consultation with the award
committee formed by the Vice President for the
purpose. The award procedure must be documented
and approved by the Executive Committee and the
BOG.

BY-LAW VII: OSA Communication

Unless otherwise mentioned all communications in
OSA related to OSA business including the
amendments will be electronic. In special cases with
electronic disability for any member, paper
communication may be made with requests from
the respective member to the Secretary of OSA. OSA
communication medium for discussion and other
purposes must be determined by the BOG at any
time and can change by putting a notice on the OSA
web 30 days before such changes.

BY-LAW VIII: Unforeseen Circumstances

In unforeseen circumstances the decision of the BOG
will be final. The unforeseen circumstances include
but not limited to natural events, tragic events in
families for which a responsible official may not be
able to perform his/her duties on time, the events
for which no guidance is available in the constitution
and immediate time sensitive challenges which
would require immediate attention.

BY-LAW IX: OSA Standards, Policy and Rules of
Business

At any time, interpretation by the BOG regarding
OSA standards, policy and rules of business in
organizational affairs will be final. The standard
documents for member ethics, convention
programming, forms and procedural documents,
organizational position statements on issues must be
prepared by the BOG through respective committees
or a standard committee, i.e., the committee to
write down procedural documents and standard
templates.

BY_LAW X: Voting Rules

Section 1: BOG Voting Rule

The approval from the Governing Board and the
members will be sought through e-mail. In case of no
response within two weeks from a Board member, it
will be assumed that the particular member has
approved the request.
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Section 2: For General Membership

The approval from the General Membership may be
needed from time to time through e-mail or paper
mail. In case of no response within the designated
time, it will be assumed that the particular non-
responder member has approved the request. The
minimum designated time will be 15 days.

BY-LAW XI: OSA JURISDICTION

By default OSA Jurisdiction will be the state of its
General Counsel or the legal advisor that would be
announced by the BOG. In absence of a General
Counsel or a legal advisor, the Jurisdiction will be
declared by the BOG.

BY-LAW XIl: FINANCE AND ACCOUNTING

Finances, Accounting, Banking, Investments, Audits
and Annual Expense Reports - The Treasurer in
consultation with the OSA Executive Committee (EC),
and its Chapters and the respective officers of the
society will be responsible for maintaining the
information related to the finance, accounting,
banking, investments, fund raising, day-to-day
expenses and annual expense reporting of the
organization. The individual Chapters need to
provide a precise yearly expense report (1/2-1 page
only) to the OSA Treasurer, by May 30 of each

year. Similarly, the OSA accounting should be
maintained by the treasurer during the year and to
be finalized by May 30 of each year. The OSA's
annual expense report in the form of a Balance
Sheet (1 page only) will be finalized during May 30 of
each year and be published in the OSA Journal (July
of each year), OSA website, and OSA Communication
medium for the members' review. At the end of the
term of 2 years of the EC, the financial information
of OSA should be transferred to the next elected
treasurer by August 15. Similar processes should be
followed by the respective chapters.

BY-LAW XIII: OSA ASSETS

No part of the earnings of the OSA shall go to the
personal benefit of any member, office bearer or
private individual. Should the OSA disband, after
paying or making provisions for payments of all the
liabilities of the OSA, the remaining funds and assets
of the OSA shall go to such charitable organizations
as having objectives similar to this society, chosen by
the majority votes of the general body at a special
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meeting called for that purpose. OSA assets (such as:
the name(s), constitution, organization documents,
symbol/logo/trademarks, domain names
www.Odishasociety.org and www.odishasociety.org,
discussion group name OSAnet@yahoogroups.com,
annual convention legacy, funds (OSA and its
chapters) and related organizational values and
information do not belong to any members,
organizations, office bearers, coordinators,
volunteers or private individuals, rather the OSA
assets are owned by the OSA organization.

Notes

1. The name change of the society to "The Odisha
Society of the Americas" involves a lengthy process
and the current executive team will research and
collect more information on this before pursuing it.

Nomenclature:

OSA: "The Orissa Society of the Americas" or "The
Odisha Society of the Americas"

BOG: Board of Governors (Executive Board, Board all
the definitions are used for BOG)

GBM: General Body Meeting

GHC: Grievance Hearing Committee

MVC: Member Verification Committee

EC: Executive Committee
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2011 General Body Meeting of The Orissa Society of the Americas (OSA)

July 3", 2011

Main Ballroom, Marriot at Legacy Town Center
Plano, Texas

Time: 11:40 AM-1:45 PM

Present in the Podium:

Dr Bigyani Das (President): BD

Pradeep Mohapatra (Vice-President): PM

Dr Akhileswar Patel (Treasurer): APL

Sunil Sabat (OSAnet Chairman) as Sgt-At-Arms: SS

Dr Lalu Mansinha (Parliamentarian): LM

Attendance: Around 150 at the start of the meeting and 65 towards the end. There was some inflow and outflow
of members in the interim period.

Official in charge of the Floor: Lalatendu Mohanty, Chapter President of NYNJ chapter and BOG member was
handling questions from the floor.

(This minutes is prepared by Pradeep Mohapatra, Vice-President of OSA and has been approved by the above
members present in the podium and the current officials of OSA).

Meeting started with the call to order by Mr Sunil Sabat, chairman of OSAnet
President’s Report

President Bigyani Das presented the agenda of the meeting.

Then she read the Good OSA Member pledge before presenting the report about the state of OSA. She
congratulated the convention organizers for a successful convention and thanked the coordinators of two new
chapters, Grand Canyon Chapter and Pacific Northwest chapter that were formed during the administration. She
also congratulated all the BOG members and other volunteer members for working hard and overtime for coming
up with a final modified draft for the constitution.

The president then announced the parliamentarian Dr Lalu Mansinha.

Vice-President’s Report

Vice-President Pradeep Mohapatra announced recognition awards for OSA members that have
contributed significantly for the betterment of the society during the current administration. A few members were
recognized for their lifelong contribution. They were Drs Uma and Shanti Mishra, Dr Nilamber and Anu Biswal, Dr
Sitakantha and Kalpana Dash and Saradindu and Lata Misra.

Secretary’s Report

Secretary Pitambar Sarangi was absent as he was out of the country and had shared his report that was
read by Akhileswar Patel summarizing the activities. The BOG meeting minutes were regularly published in OSA
newsletters. Secretary’s report was accepted unanimously. The motion was brought by Digambar Mishra and
Dhirendra Kar seconded it.

Treasurer’s Report

Treasurer report was presented by Akhileswar Patel.

Prabir Dash asked about the legal breakdown cost. Manoj Padhi also asked “Give the breakdown of Legal
expenses”? Lal Mohanty questioned “What is the Total Legal Expenses”? Akhil Patel replied with the number
$75,109.xx. BK Rath commented against publishing the names of people who pledged but did not honor it.

Shanti Mishra brought the motion to approve Treasurer Report and Suniti Behera seconded it. Motion
carried.

On the topic of “pledge to cover legal expenses” Sandeep DasVerma suggested to do a follow up call
with the members”.

CA convention had a surplus which had helped OSA in managing the annual expense. Everybody
appreciated the fundraising committee and the financial committee of CA convention and their prompt action as
regards clearing up the convention account.

Modified Constitution (Presented by Bigyani Das)

Bigyani Das presented the modified constitution and highlighted the parts that are modified from the

previous constitution. She stated the legal formalities that are involved in the name change by substituting
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“Odisha” in place of “Orissa” in the name of the society “The Orissa Society of the Americas”. This would include a
new registration, a new EIN number, legal expenses and some paper work.

BK Rath proposed to table the name change, start discussion on email/web later.”

LM suggested, in Canada if a new name for the Organization is registered then old Organization could be
added to the new one as a subset.

LM conducted the discussion part of the constitution. There have been discussions on various aspects of
the constitution revision in which Chitta Baral, Somdutt Behura, Dhirendra Kar, Pratap Das, Saradindu Misra, Uma
Misra, Digambar Misra, Shanti Misra, Hara Padhi, Shradhananda Misra, Annapurna Pandey, Suniti Behera etc.
participated. Most of the discussion was centered on the disciplinary action in which Mihir Dash, Hara Mishra,
Manoj Padhi were vocal.

After about one hour of discussion finally the proposal to accept the constitution as it is was brought by
Dhirendra Kar as a main motion. This was seconded by Pratap Das and was voted by the majority present in the
meeting during that time.

For: 46; Against: 6, Others abstained
Topic: Rename Kalashree Award to “Arun Das Memorial Kalashree Award”

Motion was brought by Saradindu Misra & Dhirendra Kar seconded it. The motion was approved
unanimously.

Topic: Drama Festival
a. OSA Regional Drama Festivals become an annual event.
b. The OSA Executive Body and Board of Governors will select three coordinator(s) and announce the names
at the General Body Meeting.
c. Afterinitial appointment, each year one of the coordinators retires so the participation spreads to new
volunteers and geographical areas.
Pratap Das brought the motion and Debaki Nandan Chowdhury seconded it.
Topic: Champu Chhanda

OSA shall take additional initiative to invest some funds for creation of karaoke music for Champu,
Chhanda and QOdissi. This will help the aspirants for this initiative to practice on their own, since we do not have
teachers in this area throughout the country.

Saradindu Misra brought the motion and Dhira Kar seconded it.

Next Year’s Convention

President Bigyani Das declared next year’s convention to be held in Seattle by Pacific Northwest chapter.
Welcome of the Incoming OSA Officials

Bigyani Das welcomed the incoming officials of OSA Dr Annapurna Pandey, Kuku Das, Leena Mishra and
Sushant Satpathy and invited them to the podium. She presented the new officials OSA parliamentary plaque as a
symbol to preserve the values of the society and take care of the organizational dignity. Dr Annapurna Pandey
introduced her staff members and declared the reduced
life membership fee of $200. She asked for every
member’s help in taking the organization forward.
Topic: Grievance Committee

Dr Annapurna Pandey announced the members
of the Grievance Hearing Committee as

e  Nick Pattnaik

e  Dr Panchanan Satpathy

e  Dr Anjalika Patnaik
Hara Padhi brought the motion and Babru Samal : m
seconded it. It was accepted unanimously.

The Orissa Society of the Americas
Founded 1969

The meeting was adjourned at about 1:45 PM.
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Roth Revolution
By Jay Misra

Roth-IRA is an excellent tool for retirement. Many a times, it does not make sense to push funds in an
employer sponsored 401(K), 403(b) and other similar arrangements. Employers, most of the time, match a portion
of the employee contribution into the retirement plan(s), and it is prudent to take advantage of the matching, as it
helps generate more funds for retirement faster. But there is always a catch. Employers will not match the full
contribution one makes or is allowed to make by the government, IRS, for tax-deductible purposes. They generally
match 3% of the employees’ gross contribution, which comes to pittance.

Employees feel happy to get a retirement plan started, decrease the taxes, increase their take home pay,
and eventually get a lower W2 at year end. A lower W2 also creates an opportunity for employers to contribute
less for FICA, FUTA and Social Security taxes. Employers thus match a little and save a lot, and also create the huge
industry for stock brokers and investment advisors.

It is, thus, advisable that employees contribute only the amount that is being fully matched by their
employer in the corporate retirement plan. The rest of the funds, even if not tax-deductible, should go into other
vehicles. The loss of tax-deductibility is also a gain in taxes, which become due when the funds are distributed at
retirement. The government, with the lure of tax-deductibility and tax-deferred growth, entices the public into
investing more and more funds for retirement savings. But it also builds its own treasury by restricting any
withdrawals before age 59 %, with a 10% penalty and a 50% penalty after age 70 %. During the accumulation
phase the funds, collect tax-deductible and tax-deferred, but are distributed voluntarily after age 60, and
mandatory after age 71, called RMD, required minimum distribution, based on ones’ life expectancy, and taxed as
ordinary income. The tax savings during the accumulation phase are so small, and the tax payments at distribution
are so large, that most common retirement plans make people poor when they need the money most. Combined
with inflation and the time value of money, all those fancy plans, 401(K), 403(b), SEP, Simple-IRA, Profit Sharing
Plans, are of little help. Hence, there is a false assumption that one will be in lower tax-bracket at retirement.

Roth IRA, with its non-deductibility during accumulation and non-taxability during distribution, defies those
options of qualified plans and comes out far ahead. Both those features, tax-free distributions and no required
minimum distribution, make it unique. But there is another catch, in the form of income limitations, to be eligible
to contribute to Roth accounts, $105K for single individuals and $166K for married filing jointly. The contribution
limits are S5K for each participant and $6K for those above the age of 55, called catch up contribution.

If one is not eligible for Roth contributions, they can still contribute to the traditional IRAs, as tax-
deductible contribution if there be no retirement plan with employer, or non-deductible contribution, without any
income limitations. In addition, there is a provision of Roth 401(K), with an employer offering 401(K) contributions,
made pre-tax. There is also a Roth conversion opportunity, where taxable IRAs can be converted to tax-free Roth
IRA by paying tax now and eventually saving on higher taxes that will be due at maturity of the account. Due to
the loss of huge amounts in the stock market, people are trying for a re-characterization of their Roth accounts,
which has added some confusion to the whole situation. The last equation to the array of retirement plans is PLI,
permanent life insurance. Not universal, not index, not variable, but only whole life, that generates more funds
than Roth and creates legacy and wealth.

The Making of the Film “The Myth of the Buddha’s Birthplace”
By James M. Freeman

My name is James Freeman, and for fifty years | have been involved with the world of Odisha. Back in
1962, | went to live in Kapileswar, a village-suburb of Bhubaneswar. | stayed there for fourteen months, collecting
information that | used for my doctoral dissertation at Harvard. The villagers shared their lives with me, our
friendships blossomed, and they have lasted to this day.

In 1970, | returned to Kapileswar with my wife Patricia. As before, the villagers opened up their
community to us. We stayed there nearly two years. These times were among the happiest and most influential
of our lives.
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It was Dr. Annapurna Pandey, the President of the Orissa Society of the Americas, who inspired me to
return to Kapileswar for a third time. In 2003, she visited Kapileswar and found that the people of that village, all
of them Hindus, were not only celebrating the birthday of the Buddha, but making the claim that the Buddha had
been born in their village. In 2005, Dr. Pandey returned to Kapileswar and also spoke with several officials of the
Odisha (then Orissa) government. Both the officials and the people of the village urged her to document the story
of the Buddha’s birth in Kapileswar. She told me about this, and we decided to make a film about it.

Many people have been interested in whether or not it is true that the Buddha was born in Kapileswar,
and not in southern Nepal, as most people, including most Buddhists, believe. Because Dr. Pandey and | are
anthropologists, our interest in this story goes far beyond the truth or falsity of this claim. What really interests us
is how this claim has affected the lives and worldview of the people in Kapileswar. From that point of view, it
really does not matter whether or not the claim is true. | remember Kapileswar in the 1960s and 1970s as a
religious community. That’s why | chose to live and do research in that community, to see what happens to people
of faith as their world changes rapidly.

We returned to Kapileswar in 2007. Accompanying us was my son Karsten, a videographer. As always,
the villagers made us feel welcome, and they opened up their community to let us film wherever we wanted. This
included the sacred confines of the Kapileswar temple, including the filming of the rituals for Lord Kapilanath, the
central deity of the temple. Officials of the Orissa government of 2007 gave us unprecedented logistical support,
including significant travel assistance. Especially helpful were Sri Ajit Kumar Tripathy IAS, the Chief Secretary of
Orissa, Dr. C.B. Patel, the Superintendent of the Orissa State Museum, Sri Prafulla Tripathy OAS (retired), Sri Debi
Prasad Mishra MLA and Minister of Culture, and Dr. D.R. Pradhan, the Superintendent of the Odisha State
Archives. We were free to film anywhere we wanted in Orissa and to form our own conclusions without
hindrance, even if they did not represent the views of the officials or the government.

In 2008, to supplement our film footage, an Orissa freelance film team from Bhubaneswar, led by Director
Sanjay Kanungo and Photographer Tapas Mohanty, provided additional film footage of Kapileswar, including the
Kapileswar Buddha Birthday Ceremony. In 2012, we completed the editing of the film, a thirty-six minute
documentary called “The Myth of the Buddha’s Birthplace.”

The claim that the Buddha was born in Kapileswar goes back to 1928, when an inscription was discovered
in Kapileswar stating that the Buddha was born there. Over the years, experts have argued whether or not the
claim is true. We hoped to validate this claim. Unfortunately, the evidence we uncovered in our film is insufficient
at this time to substantiate this claim. We know that this will disappoint many people in and outside the village,
who went out of their way to help us make this film.

Many critics simply dismiss the Kapileswar claim as a myth, a false story. We think it would be a mistake
to stop with that conclusion. Myth has another meaning, that it is a sacred story—a tale of sacred people and
events, taking place in a sacred time and space. We discovered that in Kapileswar, and that is what our film is
about. It tells a positive story about the enduring faith of the people of Kapileswar. They have created a sacred
origin story, in which the Buddha and the Buddha birthplace claim have become a central part of their lives and
worldview. Their story is a testimony to the capacity of people to maintain deep faith while the world around is
changing rapidly. Their story is about a life-force, represented both by the Buddha and by Kapilanath.

James M. Freeman is an Emeritus Professor of Anthropology at San Jose State University in California. He
is the author of Scarcity and Opportunity in an Indian Village; Untouchable: an Indian Life History; and Essays on
Orissan Society.

“The Myth of the Buddha’s Birthplace,” (Executive Producer Annapurna Pandey, Co-Directors James M.
Freeman and Karsten Freeman) is an official selection of the India International Film Festival of Tampa Bay, Florida
2012, and the Santa Cruz Film Festival 2012. For more information, check the website:
themythofthebuddhasbirthplace.com
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My Proud Odisha
By Jyotshna Mahapatra

Odisha has a rich cultural heritage, which is a harmonious blending of art, religion and philosophy
interwoven around Lord Purushottam Jagannath’ — the internationally famous Vaishnavite God at Puri. The State
has splendid historical monuments depicting glamorous heroic deeds and cultural upheavals. Puri, popularly
known as the ‘Jagannath Dham’ because of the sacred shrine of Lord Jagannath, has a special place in the cultural
history of the country. It is one of the four dhams of India, i.e. place of principal preceptor of Hindu Religion and a
cultural nerve centre. Both Vaishnavism and Shaivism flourished in the State. Geographically, ancient Odisha of
the remote past was a link between Dakshinapath and the Aryavart, and at the same time its mountain ranges
were safe homes for the original primitives. Thus, it was a meeting ground of Anarya, Dravida and Arya Cultures,
all of which have ultimately contributed to the growth of Hinduism. Mahabharata describes Odisha as a land
inhabited by saints (rishis).

The richness of the Culture of a region can be visualised from the sculptures and monuments of the past.
The ‘golden triangle’ of Puri, Konark and Bhubaneswar has many magnificent and massive temples as examples of
superb artistic, sculptural and architectural skill of the people of Odisha. The temple of Lord Lingaraj at
Bhubaneswar is a centre of attraction for Shaivites. The Black Pagoda at Konark is a charming epitome of
architectural perfection and proof of superb creative genius of the Odia people. The Jagannath Temple at Puriis a
wonderful monument. These places, along with many other such places, have all along provided spiritual bliss as
well as reawakening and have educated the people to follow a secular way of life. As already mentioned, both
Buddhism and Jainism had also flourished in ancient Odisha. In fact, Lord Jagannath is also described by some
scholars as a symbol of Buddhism, while He was originally a God of the Savaras, i.e. one of the primitive tribes of
the State.

Historically, under patronage of the Hindu Kings of the past, cultural unity through blending of Buddhism,
Jainism and Hinduism has taken place in the State which is the Culture inherited by modern Odisha. The Culture of
Odisha has been much refined subsequently under the influence of the Koran of the Muslims and Bible of the
Christians but has never lost its basic values of exercising control over the passions, discarding materialistic
ideology, showing respect to the religious beliefs of others, etc. Many scholars and devotees, including Chaitanya
Dev, have also contributed to the Culture of Odisha, but no foreign invasion has been able to dwindle it down.
Muslims and Christians, who have equally flourished in this state, have also contributed much to the Jagannath
cult, among whom mention may be made of Salbeg. The Jagannath Culture of the State is often described as more
than a faith and philosophy and is accepted and followed as a ‘Human Culture’.

While talking about Culture of Odisha, one cannot forget the rich, artistic and eloquent Odissi Dance of
the state, which is typical and famous for expression of the concepts of ‘rasa’ or supreme devotion to Lord Vishnu.
The music of the State, also known as Odissi music, is also remarkable for its lucidity and rhythm.

Religion is another important cultural characteristic of the population of any country. Odisha, being
traditionally a secular state, has never shown any intolerance towards any religion. Several religions have thrived
in the comfortable cradle of this State.

Thus, while ancient Odisha was a meeting ground of primary races and basic Cultures, modern Odisha is a
meeting ground of different religions and religious people. Itis in a true sense a beautiful abode where all people
can live in harmony, love and friendship, crossing all barriers and differences in faith.

In 2009, the tourist arrival to Odisha was 46.66 lacs. It has increased to 76.43 lacs in 2010. The foreign
tourist arrival during this period has increased from 33,310 to 50,432. This shows an increase of 51%, whereas the
growth rate of India is 42%. Culture and Heritage are our biggest strengths. Eco tourism has great potential—
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Chilka lake is the largest brackish water lake in Asia, and there are grand monuments like Konark temple, long
coastline, virgin silver sand dune beaches, etc. The strengths are many, and the weakness would be that Odisha
tourism is not well connected in any recognized tourism circuit of the nation.

Culture - Art

Grass Ro People celebrate ancient living traditions that miraculously continue to thrive. They seek out the
source of a common culture to understand its context and value, and share it with other travelers. Art and craft is
a traditional form of cultural expression in Odisha. Maintained over centuries, at times unchanged, other times
evolving, it forms the fabric of many lives. We meet the people behind the products and discover what it means to
paint mythology, drum primal rhythms and weave symbolic stories.

Konark Bathed in the rays of the rising sun, Site at Konark is a monumental representation
of the Sun God’s (Surya) chariot. Just as the sun measures time, the chariot’s 12 wheels
(each 10 feet high) mark the monthly cycle of each year. Each wheel has 16 spokes that
work as giant sun-dials, measuring the hours of daylight in each day, and the 7 horses that
draw the chariot symbolize the 7 days in a week. Built in the 13th century by King
Narasimhadeva of the Ganga dynasty, the Sun temple (also known as the Black Pagoda) is a
salute to procreation and fertility and has a plethora of erotic sculpture adorning its walls.

Gotipua (‘goti’ meaning one and ‘pua’ meaning boy) is a traditional dance form performed
by pony-tailed boys in female costume. The male dancers bring a rigorous approach to
classical dance, taking on an almost gymnastic form. Dedicated to temples as young
children, these boys maintain daily practice under the guidance and tutelage of a master
(guru). Accompanied by harmonium and devotional poetry, Gotipua is performed on
special or festival occasions.

Patachitra is traditional painting on cloth carried out by a dynasty of painters depicting
religious scenes from local legends and Hindu epics. Organic vegetables and minerals are
crushed, boiled and filtered to obtain bright natural colors. The cloth is treated before
being brought to life in the evocative miniature painting style. Despite faded patronage,
artists and their families proudly maintain their valuable tradition and technique.

Dhemsa Among all the tribes, the Gaddava are famous for their "dhemsa" dance.
Gathering almost every evening, the dance is as much a social ritual as it is a celebration.
Performed by women interlocked in semi circles and accompanied by men playing musical
instruments, the dance lasts long into the night. In addition to their traditional repertoire,
the Gaddava compose their own songs for different occasions. Often an expression of fancy
for another, the dance is also a ritual of courtship.

Applique In Odisha, specially the village of Pipli, appliqué thrives as a living tradition
continuing over centuries. The roots of the craft, as with many handicrafts in Odisha, are
intertwined with ritual worship of Lord Jagannath, the presiding deity of the Puri temple.
The craft is traditionally practiced by a specific caste of professional tailors, who in return
for their service receive food (no starving artists here). Interestingly, the craftsmen are
socially well organized and comparable to the craftsmen guilds of medieval Europe.
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Brass and Bell Metal Metal craft engages more artisans than any other craft in Odisha. The
distinction between brass and bell metal is that the former is an alloy of copper and zinc, the
latter copper and tin. The end products, mostly cooking utensils and items used of ritual
worship, are produced through beating and casting.

Ikat is a style of weaving that uses a resist dyeing process similar to tie-dye on either the
warp or weft before weaving threads to create a pattern or design. Double Ikat is an
extremely difficult process whereby both the warp and the weft are tie-dyed before
weaving. lkats are highly regarded, as the process is time consuming and requires highly
skilled technique.

Non Vegetarian Special Cuisines of Odisha

Talking of the Cuisine in Orissa, we must
mention the fish and seafood, which are specialties
here. Crabs, prawns and lobsters cooked in curd or
coconut milk with little oil are the special dishes of
Oriya Cuisine. What is rich and plentiful is the diverse
selection of seafood, with crabs and lobsters steeped in
the ever present ingredients of Orissan cuisine- curd
(yoghurt) and coconut milk. The curd here is rich and creamy and gives the succulent flesh an additional flavour It
is not only the seafood which is traditionally cooked in curd and coconut milk, but yams, brinjals and pumpkins are
also liberally used in curd with mustard seeds giving the whole preparation that extra zing.

Non vegetarian dishes include Macchojhola, Chicken masala, Chilli Chicken, Mutton curry. Odishais a
place where sea foods like prawns, lobsters, fish and crab are found in abundance. Not only the locals but the
tourists also relish the preparation of sea food like Prawn malai, Machha curry, and Crab kalia illis fish. Among the
dishes, Chencheda, Chingri Malai, Crab Kalia, Dahi Machha, Soriso Macha are notable.

Mouth Watering Cuisine

Odiya (Oriya) cuisine refers to the cooking of the eastern Indian state of Odisha (Orissa). Odisha has a
culinary tradition spanning centuries, if not millennia. The kitchen of the famous Jagannath temple of Puri_is
reputed to be the largest in the world, a thousand chefs working around 752 wood-burning clay hearths called
chulas .

The flavors are usually subtle and delicately spiced, quite unlike the fiery curries typically associated with
Indian cuisine. Fish and other seafood such as crab and shrimp are very popular. Chicken and mutton are also
consumed, but somewhat occasionally. Only 6% of the population of Odisha is vegetarian, and this is reflected in
its cuisine. The oil base used is mostly mustard oil, but in festivals, ghee is used. Panch phutana, a mix of cumin,
mustard, fennel, fenugreek and kalonji (nigella) is widely used for tempering vegetables and dals, while garam
masala (curry powder) and haladi (turmeric) are commonly used for non-vegetarian curries. Pakhala, a dish made
of rice, water, and yoghurt that is fermented overnight, is very popular in summer, particularly in the rural areas.

Odias (Oriyas) are very fond of sweets, and no Odia repast is considered complete without some dessert
at the end. Festivals and fasts witness a cuisine without onion and garlic, whereas other days witness an aroma of
garlic and onion paste in curries. One can find restaurants serving food without onion and garlic in major places
like Puri and Cuttack area, which is run by many brahmin owners.
Indian Sweets of Odisha are mouth-watering, like the Chena Poda , Rasgulas ,Chenna Jhilli, Jalebies, Golab Jamun,
Rasa Malai, Rasa bali, ladoos, kheer, etc., etc. Odisha’s home made sweets are the pithas like Kakara, Manda,
Arisha, Gaja, Poda Pitha, Chitau Pitha, Chunchi patra pitha, etc., etc.

Jyotshna Mahapatra is a professor at the Regional Institute of Education, Bhubaneswar.
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Ancient Indian Philosophy and Modern Constitution: A Triumph of Ancient Indian Philosophy
By Sankarshan Acharya

A rational process of discovery of ancient Indian philosophy indicates that this philosophy is the crux of
the modern constitution and rules of law, which are needed to (a) create equal opportunity for all humans to
prosper by own diligence and perseverance, and (b) maintain social stability.

1. Who the Indians are?

The term "Hindu" was first coined by the Arabs to mean the inhabitant of the land to the east of river
Sindhu. Sindhu flows through Pakistan, a country carved out of India in 1947. Europeans learned about Arabs
acquiring from the land of "Hind" the knowledge on numerals and mathematics and merchandise like spices and
condiments. The world "Hind" sounded like “Ind” to the Europeans. Arabs called the land of “Hind” as
"Hindustan," which was christened by Europeans as India with the Hindu inhabitants as Indians.

Hindu or Hindustani thus means Indian. This writing is not about "Hinduism," which is a caption used to
connote the "religion" of the majority of Hindustanis. Hindutva is a Sanskrit term that means the essence or ethos
or philosophy of a Hindu.

Vinayak Damodar Savarkar - a self-described atheist - first used the term hindutva in a pamphlet,
“Hindutva: Who is a Hindu?” in 1923 to mean Hinduness. He used Hindu as an individual of Bharatvarsa, called
India in English and Hindustan in Arabic. Savarkar and his followers believe that all Indians must possess a
common soul or identity or ethos or philosophy or Bharatiyata or Hindutva or Indianness. Indians who have
converted to Islam or Christianity or Buddhism abhor the term Hindutva, lest they may be pressured to practice
ancient cultural mores and to give up their acquired religions.

As a proponent of Universal Religion and God that propagates unity, | do not subscribe to disunity among
humans based on their beliefs. It is, therefore, prudent to not make any religious connotation of the Sanskrit
word, Hindutva,that truly means Indian ethos.

The purpose of this missive is not semantics. It is to rationally discover our ancient Indian ethos as akin to
the modern constitution and rules of law.

To restore our national pride, we, the Indians, must discover our ethos, which represent our identity or
soul or philosophy without worrying about our subjugation over centuries.

To begin with, why were we subjugated? Our civilization was in the forefront of agriculture and
commerce. We contributed about 22% of global production. We were in the forefront of mathematics, science
and medicine. This attracted the invaders to India. This led to our subjugation, which mangled our thinking. The
ethos that had made us creative and productive vanished from India. The industrial world established their
societies based on our ethos to be as prosperous as they are now. We would undoubtedly have been in the
forefront of industrial revolution if we were not shackled.

We cannot abdicate our responsibility in discovering our ancient ethos lost over the centuries of
domination. Why? It is because these ethos, discovered by decades of my research, are essential for prosperity
and stability of our society that we all long for, despite our diverse religious beliefs, castes and languages.

How we call our lost philosophical identity is immaterial. It may be Indianness in English or Hindutva in
Persian-Sanskrit or Bharatiayata in Hindi and in most other Indian languages. Let's not blur our national identity
with any Indian’s religion, caste, language, or theism or atheism. Identity is like the common citizenship of every
Indian soul.

CFD has focused on the discovery of our national identity or philosophy or ethos. CFD feels that
christening the same as Hindutva or Bharatiyata or Indianness is really incidental to the process of discovery of our
latent ethos.

2. Discovery of Indian Ethos or Philosophy

2.1. United, peaceful and prosperous living, learning and acquisition of new knowledge must have been
the common ethos or philosophy of ancient Indians that was lost in centuries of our subjugation. How? India was
prosperous by producing 22% of global GDP. No prosperous country today is disunited or internally violent. This
means Indians were non-violent and living peacefully; only that could lead to discovery (knowledge or science) of
the truth about the unknown elements of nature. Whether our ancient knowledge is superior to the current
knowledge in the developed world is unimportant. What is important is that our knowledge then was superior to
that of the rest of the world, as we can rationally infer from observations that only relatively superior knowledge

128



2012 OSA Journal Online Supplement

has led nations to achieve relatively higher productivity. Because we were producing relatively the highest of all
nations before invasions, we were more knowledgeable than others then.

After invasion and colonization, our GDP has dropped to about 1% and has not advanced much after our
independence. The West and Japan have become relatively as prosperous as they are today only because of a
process of peace and steady acquisition of relatively superior knowledge that we are not able to achieve. Itis
because the ethos that had imbibed our ancient civilization has become a part of the currently developed world.
We are hopelessly behind, relative to other developed nations because we lost our ethos and could not muster
them even after independence.

We have so far failed to recover our ethos because, after independence, the elite in power achieved and
relished nonpareil relative prosperity for themselves and their families and friends. It did not occur to them that
they should cultivate collective wisdom - which is possible only in independent universities - to recover and
permeate our national ethos to make the nation prosperous. The idea of the ruling elite was to simply print more
and more rupees, to usurp most of it and distribute the remainder to local political workers to bribe the voters to
garner their support for entrenchment in power to relish relative individual prosperity within India. This process
badly weakened the international value of our rupee, leading to a rude shock to the ruling elite in 1991 after our
foreign currency checks bounced.

It is, therefore, necessary that we recover and cultivate our ethos through independent universities that
had made us the nonpareil productive center of the world. Private universities run by politicians and connected
mafia through usurped public development funds are as hopeless as the government-funded universities like the
IITs and IIMs to cultivate and disseminate national ethos.

2.2. For a nation to be as prosperous as India was before subjugation, we must have followed a
philosophy of effective governance to create equal opportunity and liberty for all.

Universal prosperity within a nation is possible only if every individual has an environment of equal
opportunity and freedom to produce, create and think based on own talent and perseverance within the domain
of common laws. Such an environment can be created and maintained only by an effective governance,
characterized by official accountability, credible actions against corruption and adherence to optimal rules of laws
as exemplified in the nations that have prospered.

2.3. Triumph of good over evil is subsumed in Indian philosophy. A follower of Universal Religion and God
could rationally infer that Krishna and Rama might be individuals that vanquished the evil forces to establish good
governance and universal prosperity. Only then would they be revered by the humanity around them. Composers
of Ramayana and Mahabharat might have exaggerated to sell their stories, but the crux still was elimination of evil
forces to establish effective governance, to ensure equal opportunity for prosperity based on talent and
perseverance.

2.4, Establishing liberty, justice and equality before the law must identify India. Mahatma Gandhi was
massively supported by all Indians in nonviolent Satyagraha to defeat the mighty evil colonial rulers that meted
indignity and inequality based on skin color. The evil, then and now, creates unequal opportunity for themselves
by unfairly subduing talented and productive individuals. Thwarting such forces within us is a remarkable Indian
philosophy.

2.5. Division of labor was based on talent, skills and perseverance. This is relevant even in the modern
world to achieve productivity and competitiveness of a society. The principle of division of labor in India was
distorted to be privileges by birth, propagated as a divisive caste system that is haunting India even today.

2.6. Longing to live in unity despite diversity in religion, caste and language has to be a part of Indian
ethos. We see such longing pervasively present in every village or nook and corner of India. The colonial rulers
resorted to divide and rule after they were threatened by the Hindu-Muslim unity in Sepoy Mutiny (first war of
India's independence) in 1857.

3. Current Indian Longings and Modern Constitution

The Gita, composed in India, is the oldest script to stipulate how the humanity should live together. The
Bible and Quoran were composed much later to prescribe rules of governance of humanity that followed the
authors of these scripts. The inter-religious fight is thus about whose rules on governance are wiser or fairer for
humanity. Unfortunately, most religious and political leaders strive for imposing wisdom and fairness. This has
divided Indians longing for unity. True leaders of humanity like Mahatma Gandhi or Abraham Lincoln have
succeeded in envisioning and articulating common longings to induce people to fulfill the same through common
struggle.
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Europe, USA, Japan, China and Russia have kept religious scripts off governance of their societies. They
adopted constitutional rules of law that are amenable to amendments based on the latest wisdom and democratic
principles for effective governance, equal opportunity and prosperity. A single party in China strives for the same
end goals via fierce and fair competition for party posts based on problem solving skills. The top ten leaders of
Communist Party of China, including the current president, are all qualified engineers, as was the previous
president. Humans have thus translated their
wisdom into constitution and rules of law, as opposed to ancient scripts like Gita, Ramayan, Bible or Quoran.

The philosophical wisdom of “Hindus” was to contain evil forces for effective governance, equal
opportunity and prosperity, which are being pursued now through the constitution and rules of law. Indians
should be proud that the Hindu (Indian) wisdom is the overriding theme of the modern constitution that the world,
including India, has embraced. The Islamists have waged a fatuous jihad to eliminate the Hindu wisdom (Indian
philosophy) which stands for effective governance longed by all people, including Muslims, globally, and as proved
resoundingly by the Gujarat election.

Rules of governance of India cannot be dictated by religion or caste or language because doing so will be
against the common longing of people. Rules have to be based on the preambles of our constitution like economic
justice and liberty. The constitution itself should be amended to reflect the latest Indian wisdom by repealing all
unwise, tacit references to disunity based on religion, caste, tribe or language. Unwise constitutional codes and
rules of law create unequal opportunity through disunity and ineffective governance that are not common longings
of people. Our constitution and rules of law should be amended to accomplish people’s common longings for
economic justice, liberty, equal opportunity, unity and effective governance.

4. Looking Forward to Fulfilling Common Human Longings

We should, hereafter, pursue for policies to fulfill people’s common longings through real-world
strategies on commercial banking, central banking, capital markets, inter-state trade, exchange value of our
currency, global trade, labor laws, highest value of our mineral and land resources, environmental uplift, water
harvesting, quality education, good healthcare, solid infrastructure, social stability, individual prosperity, national
competitiveness, etc. We should look forward to contributing 22% of global GDP that we once produced to attract
the invaders who had divided us to rule by ransacking our advances in mathematics and science or wisdom on
unity and effective governance.

Gujarat was the only state that had responded to the CFD call in 2003 for a united, peaceful, and
prosperous India. Chief Minister Narendra Modi, within weeks of our missive, then had announced for a united,
peaceful and prosperous Gujarat. The BJP then adopted the development plank as its agenda for 2004 general
election. CFD believes that all parties should articulate and execute their agenda just like Gujarat did to fulfill the
common longings of people. We should cherish on our party system. But like China’s monolithic single party, our
parties should pursue a mission of fulfilling the common longings of people and tell how to accomplish it.

The crux of the ancient Indian (Rama-Krishna) philosophy is to not usurp others’ property and to not
subjugate others, even surreptitiously, and to eliminate the usurpers and subjugators even through war.

The ancient Indian philosophy resulted in nonpareil economic prosperity of India with 23% contribution to
global output. The contribution of India to the global economy then is as much as that of the U.S. now, though
with a significant difference. India did not include any exotic financial derivatives like credit default swaps or
collateralized debt obligations to its output then, as the U.S. is doing now. Even President Obama has pointed out
that such exotic financial derivatives may contribute to economic growth, but not to the prosperity of people.

The latest research — based on the most extensive DNA matching — shows that humans (after popping in
Africa) migrated to and settled in India before emigrating northwards to Europe and northern Asia. This finding
supplants the previously held view that humans went directly from Africa to Europe via Sinai and then immigrated
to India. The latest research concludes that most, if not all, the biological features of humans found globally
(Causian, Mongoloid, etc.) are present among Indians.

One can rationally infer from this research:

1. That India was the cradle of human civilization.
2. That India was later invaded by people of Indian origin who had emigrated from their ancestral land.
3. That the Moguls and British invaders were of Indian origin.

Clash of ethos is the primary historical reason for invasions. Otherwise, the local Indians would have
welcomed their invading cousins and the latter would not have demolished their ancestral culture and heritage.
The emigrants must have harbored ethos antithetic to the ancient Indian philosophy. By mangling and obliterating
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the ancient cultural vestiges in India, many of the invaders provided an unmistakable proof about their angst and
vindictiveness towards ancient Indian philosophy which had caused nonpareil economic prosperity for India.

Genes carry indelible memory, which mutates to the next human carrier upon birth. This is why a baby
(untrained at birth) cries for food when his survival is endangered due to hunger. An untrained baby remembers
upon birth what hunger means and how he should respond based on memory mutated to the genes he carries at
birth. Such genetic memory means that India’s invaders could have recalled their origins and the potential causes
of their emigration, at least subconsciously. The fact that they destroyed their ancestral vestiges indicates their
genetic memory being vindictive towards ancient Indian ethos.

Why were the invaders so vindictive?

Vindictiveness arises due to a sense of defeat of one’s ethos. The reckless destruction of Indian heritage
and culture by the invaders were punctuated by their volition to establish superiority of their ethos. That the
invaders were hell-bent on establishing superiority of their ethos is obvious because they not only built their
monuments by demolishing ancient Indian temples, but also called the local Indians idolaters, pagans, and
heathens with unenlightened souls.

India’s invasions were, thus, primarily due to vindictiveness towards ancient Indian philosophy and for
establishment of invaders’ ethos for usurpation of properties after torturing and killing the locals.

Even lately, the Pope had stated that the only path to god is Christianity. The Southern Baptist Church of
USA has distributed pamphlets and booklets to convince American Hindus to adopt Christianity; the church has
even lighted candles on Diwali to enlighten the unenlightened souls from India. The Moguls, driven by superiority
of their ethos, destroyed and disfigured ancient Indian relics which prominently embodied the ancient Indian
philosophy. Europe and USA are no more governed by such hubris about superiority of religious beliefs, though
Mogulstans are still ruled by religious doctrines.

The focus of this memo is ethos for economic prosperity. So, what is superior in the Western or Mogul
ethos? Since religion does not govern the Western nations, we need to focus on their economic philosophy that
has crashed during the financial catastrophe of 2008. The essence of the now crashed Western economic
philosophy is surreptitious usurpation of others’ wealth for eventual subjugation. This is antithetic to the ancient
Indian philosophy.

That the failed Western philosophy is economically inefficient, unconstitutional and unstable (bound to
fail) has been proved within my general equilibrium model of mathematical economics which was first
mimeographed by the Board of Governors of the Federal Reserve System when | was a financial economist in
1991. My model has also mathematically proved within the most general economic equilibrium model ever
scripted in the literature that the ancient Indian philosophy (Rama-Krishna Dharma) is (first-best) efficient and
stable, i.e., would eventually triumph and prevail.

The proponents of the prevailing second-best (inefficient) system may have insinuated that my
persistence with the US Congress to adopt first-best rules helped destroy the prevalent second-best system. But
my objective has been simply to establish the most efficient system to beget first-best status for the principals
(citizens), and | am glad that the US Congress has adopted many efficient policies. My model proves that the
prevailing second-best system—which surreptitiously usurps
others’ hard-earned wealth for subjugation—transgresses the most crucial constitutional tenet adopted by the
Western nations as well as by other major countries like India, Japan and Brazil. This is why a serious policy
paralysis has permeated the world after the collapse of this system in 2008.

But India should rejoice over the triumph of its ancient (Rama-Krishna) philosophy:

1. That had once led to nonpareil economic prosperity of India.

2. That has triumphed once again in 2008, as revealed by the ignominious defeat of the prevailing system of
surreptitious usurpation and subjugation.

3. That has been mathematically proved to be economically most efficient (first-best) and constitutional in a
more general model of economic equilibrium than ever scripted in the literature.

4. That has prevailed over the invaders’ ethos of usurpation and subjugation, which has been surreptitiously
practiced in the West (by transgressing their constitution) and which has been ignominiously exposed in

2008.

My first-best efficient, constitutional system (rules of governance) is actually the same as the ancient Indian
Rama-Krishna philosophy for economic prosperity. Now there is no need to invoke Rama or Krishna to prop my
first-best efficient and constitutional system attained in equilibrium within the most general model of economics
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than ever scripted. Any challenge to the ancient Indian philosophy or equivalently to my first-best efficient
equilibrium must be based on my model or a more general model than mine. The challenger has to prove (not
simply opine with economic jargons) that a system of

surreptitious or direct usurpation and subjugation is economically more efficient and constitutional.

No one has challenged my equilibrium results so far. This is why the US Congress has adopted most, if not
all, of the efficient and constitutional rules obtained in my first-best policy research.

Why are Indian rulers gloomy when the ancient Indian philosophy has once again triumphed and
prevailed? | say “once again” because Rama and Krishna had already defeated the usurpers and subjugators
during their times to establish the superiority of their ethos for economic prosperity commonly longed by people.
The gloom is perhaps because our rulers willy-nilly adopted the system of surreptitious usurpation and subjugation
from the West while trying to convince Indians about its efficacy thus far. This system has enriched and
entrenched many rulers, their kith, kin and cronies.

Most Indian rulers have thus far remained satiated about their well-being as a result of the philosophy of
surreptitious usurpation and subjugation. They had so far believed that people would not notice being
surreptitiously usurped and subjugated.

What is superior about Mogul ethos? Moguls have been driven by destruction of others’ life, property
and heritage. This amounts to direct usurpation and subjugation, as opposed to the surreptitious approach in the
Western economic philosophy. Any form of usurpation or subjugation is actually antithetic to the ancient Indian
philosophy and is economically inefficient and unconstitutional.

Origin of Capitalism

Rama and Krishna epitomized a philosophy of eliminating usurpers and subjugators. Rama’s philosophy
can be inferred from his actions narrated in Ramayana. Krishna’s actions narrated in Mahabharat as well as Gita
more explicitly outline this philosophy. While Rama and Krishna defeated the usurpers and subjugators, they
could not extinguish the genes which sought comfort through usurpation and subjugation of others. Many of the
dominant carriers of the comfort-seeking genes must have emigrated India, after getting defeated by Rama and
Krishna and after most Indians revered Rama and Krishna. Making others work is the essence of capitalism. The
capitalistic philosophy is antithetic to ancient India philosophy of eliminating the usurpers and subjugators. This is
perhaps why Indian rulers have not been attracted towards capitalism after independence. Ironically, the Indian
emigrants established capitalism in Europe. They too have developed the system for surreptitious usurpation and
subjugation practiced in the West. The emigrating Indians have also crafted the Mogul ethos to extinguish the
ancient Indian philosophy and to establish their ethos of subjugation and usurpation.

After humans settled in India, they must have cultivated two competing and antithetic ethos: capitalism,
which relies on usurpation and subjugation, and the Krishna-Rama philosophy of elimination of usurpers and
subjugators. The capitalists clashed with the followers of Krishna-Rama philosophy and emigrated from India after
a decisive defeat. India, guided by the Krishan-Rama philosophy, prospered enough to contribute to 23% of global
output.

Decline of India’s Prosperity

Prosperity then lulled the Indians to forget how Krishna and Rama had vanquished the usurpers and
subjugators: better weapons of the time like quoits and spears and skillful operation of weapons and better
strategy, e.g., of endearing the Pandavas to defeat the Kauravas or uniting Banar Sena against Ravana.

Rama and Krishna’s success had made Indians believe that “god” periodically reincarnates in the form of a
human to destroy the subjugators and usurpers. But, during the same time India prospered, the emigrant
capitalists were perhaps developing better weapons and pining for returning to their ancestral land that had
vanquished them, philosophically. The emigrants came with better weapons and strategies to loot as well as
physically subdue the Indians. The invaders were even armed with new religious dogmas to supplant the ancient
Indian Dharma.

The policy issue now

Should the Indian parliament or ruling Cabinet promote rules based on the repeatedly vanquished
philosophy of usurpation and subjugation? The answer is NO. India should, therefore, repeal all laws which
amount to surreptitious or direct usurpation and subjugation. There should be absolutely no subsidies based on
birth to certain religion, caste or political class.
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Most people following any religious faith cannot be blamed for the philosophy of their religion or their
caste or class. It is because they were forced to have their parents’ religion, caste or class at birth, when they were
children without independent philosophical maturity. A modern nation— aspiring to be a global knowledge leader—
should offer a platform of a unifying philosophy and repeal existing rules which reward followers of specific
religious or political ideologies.

Krishna and his uncle Kansa belonged to Gouda caste. Yet, Krishna eliminated Kansa because the latter
usurped others’ wealth and subjugated people. Krishna did not believe in rights based on birth to a caste in his
time. He could become a Maharaja with the largest army and also the most influential philosopher in his time. A
Rajput, Rama, could become an ascetic-mendicant in the jungles, while his brother Bharat rejected the kingdom
bestowed on him surreptitiously. A Brahmin, Ravana was a very powerful king. The reason for bringing these
ancient events to the discussion here is that the caste system then was for division of labor with rewards based on
talents, not on birth-rights.

So, the ancient Indian philosophy during 3000-5000 BC (times of Krishna and Rama) did not allocate rights
based on birth to certain castes. The concept of religion did not exist then. The only ethos that mattered then was
elimination of usurpers and subjugators to bestow equal opportunity for people to prosper based on their skills,
perseverance and integrity. Even Rama did not assign a Brahmin author to write Ramayana. Rama’s message
converted a marauder to become a saint (Valmiki) who scripted Ramayana on his own volition.

Ramayana and Mahabharat have been certainly exaggerated by their authors. But the sole purpose of
such exaggeration is to ingrain in the minds of people the ancient Indian philosophy to not usurp others’ wealth
and to not subjugate others by any means. The invaders termed Ramayana and Mahabharat mythology—discourse
of Mithya (lies). They obviously wanted to brainwash the Indians with the antithetic philosophy of usurpation and
subjugation. The modern economics profession, which has perpetuated the philosophy of surreptitious usurpation
and subjugation, can be proved to be a mythology which crashed in 2008.

So, without being dragged by the rubric of mythology, it is important to simply focus on the two antithetic
ethos—(i) usurpation and subjugation and (ii) elimination of usurpers and subjugators.

The philosophy of eliminating the subjugators and usurpers to offer equal opportunity to everyone for
enterprise and perseverance must have led to the pre-invasion era economic prosperity of India, which according
to Adam Smith, was about 23% of global output.

Indians should celebrate now because their ancient economic philosophy, which had once made India
nonpareil and enviable, has triumphed and prevailed once again. There is no reason for Indian rulers to be gloomy
when the Indian philosophy has triumphed. It is true that the country needs and will soon see a radical adherence
to first-best efficient rules of law by repealing the failed second-best subsidy and birth-right driven) rules.

Sankarshan Acharya is affiliated with Pro-Prosperity.Com and Citizens for Development.
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The Influencer
By Asha Purna Mishra (Khuku)

The canvas of life can be filled with so many different colors. | love the color of humility, the mother of all
virtues.

GQ4l GQIG Gaor ., GauQIG aleaIn |
AIeQINaIedIG .  uRIad 668 Qeia I

(vidyA dadAti vinayaM, vinayAdyAti pAtratAM
pAtrtvAddhanamApnoti, dhanAddharmaM tataH sukhaM)

The above lines were asserted by Guru Parshurama when his exemplary disciple Devavrata
(Bhishma, the grandfather of Pandavas and Kauravas) was about to leave the Guru’s ashram after
completing his education. “Knowledge imparts humility, humility begets worthiness, worthiness creates
wealth and enrichment, enrichment leads to right conduct and right conduct brings contentment.”

On a lazy afternoon, as | sit back in my rocking chair with a cup of coffee in my hand and close
my eyes, life reels back...the picture that | see is so vivid that it compels me to grab my pen and share
my vision with you. | find myself with my dad, walking along the rusty road in the farm. My dad, being a
busy person, had little time to spend with us. But those moments of togetherness were always awaited
by both of us, when we shared each little secret, our joys and our regrets.

That day was no different. As | was hopscotching my way through the labyrinth of dust, the
salubrious chat that we were having slowly filled my heart with contentment. He suddenly caught my
attention, pointing towards a lemon tree at the end of the road. The tree was not very big, but it bore
lots of lemons, hard to count, and it was stooping down because of the weight of its fruits. With a
guestionable gesture, he asked me, “What do you learn from this tree?”

| immediately answered back with great pride, “A tree never feels the weight of its own fruits,
however more they are.”

He gently patted my back, as if satisfied with my answer. He paused for a moment, and then
continued, “Look at the tree; it is stooping down because of the weight of so many lemons. A person
who is rich in his values, thoughts, deeds and character is always humble and down to earth, just like
this lemon tree.” |stood in silence for a moment as if trying to understand what he said. Later in life, |
could truly see and feel the greatness of the lemon tree and could easily comprehend the hidden
message it was trying to convey.

Those words of my dad still keep ringing in my ears and guide me like a lighthouse in life’s
turbulent times. Down life’s journey, when | seem to wait at the signals, the unheard voice of the lemon
tree wakes up from its slumber. When ego tries to engulf me within its deadly jaws, it emerges,
preaching to me that humility has grace and clothes us with fame, whereas pride bares us, exposing our
scars.

That lemon tree still stands there at the end of the road where | had left it, perhaps a little old
but still full of juicy lemons. For some passersby, it’s just a good old lemon tree that bears lots of
lemons, but for me .... it has been my strongest influencer, who always stands by me in life’s decisive
moments. | owe it to my dad, whose deep insight helped me to comprehend the hidden message of the
lemon tree.
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Death, Be Not Proud
By Tapasi Misra

Sometime back in Cuttack, my old hometown in Orissa, | visited an organization called Prerana,
a club of sorts for senior citizens created by a feisty bunch, all above 70 and from all walks of life. They
met several times a month for discussions and group activities. They organized health fairs, seminars
and promoted productive and vibrant lifestyles among the elderly. They mobilized a team of household
help and volunteers to aid senior citizens living alone. They went out into the community and used their
skills and know-how for the greater good. They philosophized, socialized, went on picnics, had fun,
spread cheer. It was not mandatory to join them in any of their activities: if you were a member, you
reaped the full benefits of their program regardless of your physical involvement with the group.

We were invited by the group to tea and a discussion on Euthanasia; | would tell them about my
work with the terminally ill in San Antonio, TX, and my father would give them the legal perspective. |
had told my father to expect a big crowd clamoring for the right to die. My father, already ailing but
disinterested in the topic, said he would show his face and then leave as “all this is rubbish and a waste
of time.” Typical, | chuckled, for my father was never one to linger on illnesses or complain of pain to
anyone but his physicians. No one talked of death in our household. It’s something that happens, so
why waste precious moments owed to living.

But | was sure there would be a number of people at Prerana with a lot to say, to argue for and
endorse euthanasia as merciful. Physicians who have seen much pain, philosophers looking for answers,
and pragmatists who must have answers so they can plan and be ready. My father, | thought, would be
the lone voice screaming, huffing and puffing for life, and as usual would be tolerated out of love and
respect. | was surprised when the discussion started and ended in half hour. Euthanasia: fancy word, an
equally ridiculous notion and potentially dangerous, was the general consensus. Not even the people
who were afflicted with serious and painful ailments wanted to dwell on it for much longer. Why raise it
at all then, | asked? Because it was important to know what all of the ruckus is about, said the late Dr.
Tompe, a cardiologist and the founder of Prerana and similar organizations. “Some of us are dead set
against it and some give it the benefit of doubt...” What do they think of the many advocates of
euthanasia, | asked. They have their way of thinking, we have ours, he said, smiling. So why only half
an hour of debate? Don’t know, said the tall, elegant doctor rubbing his chin, | guess we are far too
involved with life at the moment and have no time to dwell on death! My father, of course came out of
the whole thing vindicated and radiating camaraderie and compassion. “These are bright people,” he
concluded.

| returned to the US and continued working with Vitas, a Hospice organization based in San
Antonio, TX. It was amazing to see people suffering from chronic pain, and in the face of a hopeless
prognosis, carrying on as usual, functioning as normally as they could, laughing, arguing, going out, and
socializing. It was humbling to hear them expressing gratitude to those who now helped them to live
with dignity. It was mind boggling when they would call to ask politely and calmly if the physicians could
come by and change the medicine, as the current one seemed to have stopped working.

Every night, | would go to bed reflecting on how much wisdom | was imbibing from them, and
ashamed at how much | was benefitting from them in the name of helping! Maybe it was just the group
of people | was assigned to, but | saw my father in all of them, fighters who have lived long and lived
well and passionately. Because, as my father had always said, what do you do when you know the end
is near, stop living? Rubbish, for that’ll be defeat. Not death. “Death, a necessary end, will come when
it will come.” And my father would end the topic, as he did with most topics, with a favorite quote
uttered dramatically and with a twinkle in his eye.

Now, as | see my fiercely independent Baba, as | call my father, succumbing to respiratory
dysfunction, oxygen therapy, a wide array of needles, intravenous infusions, endless lengths of tubes,
various infections, a constant stream of doctors and nurses, | wonder what he is thinking, feeling. Does
that monsoon afternoon at the Prerana gathering sometimes break through the fog of confusion,
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restlessness and fatigue that seems to be enveloping his fine and much celebrated brain? Would he give
the concept of Euthanasia the benefit of doubt now? Well-wishers advise me to stop stressing out, he's
had such an amazing life, lived the full circle, what better way to go... and you should just let him go.

| have never understood the full connotation of the term, letting go. What if he is not ready to
go yet? Is it wrong to want to live when you are 92 because you are ill and we have determined that
you have had a long and “full” life? We hear so much about the rights of people who want to die, what
about the rights of those who want to live, even at 92? And | cringe when people say that we have had
him for a long time and it’s time... what else?...to let go. At what age do children not need their parents,
| ask.

We are inundated by phone calls, emails, condolence messages. At the hospital, there’s a
constant stream of well-wishers, fans, family and of people we have never seen before. The few
minutes we are at home for a shower or nap, the outer verandah is filled with more people and with the
media. There will be a three hour procession and State Honor, they say, he’ll be wrapped in the flag he
has cherished all his life. Doordarshan is preparing to air the documentary again. | am shocked; funeral
procession? Shroud? My father is still alive! The newspapers are searching their archives for all
articles; they continue, oblivious of my despair. Do you have some unpublished photographs? | scream;
you want me to search the house now for photographs? But he’s a public figure, they scream back, |
should accept the inevitable and share. | slam the door.

| return to the ICU to see my cousin chanting the Mahamrutunjay Mantra and my brother
physically throwing out a bespectacled, skinny youth with a camera. He's still here, have some respect.
These last few weeks, | have tossed and turned, wondering what tomorrow will bring and what kind of
decisions we might have to make and then live with for the rest of our lives. | shiver at thoughts | don’t
want to think.

Then | see and hear things: the flicker of a smile, a sign of cognition, a self-confident gesture, the
spark of a cherished memory, his nickname for me feebly muttered, that familiar look of indulgent,
unconditional love, even bursts of admiration for favorite cricketers and choice invectives for least
favorite politicians. Maybe these are in my imagination, but | know he’s still fighting... for life that he
loves so much. The least we can do is fight along.

Suddenly Balaram, our resident priest, cook and my father’s Man Friday, rises from his spot at
Baba’s bedside and speaks. After two full days of quiet chanting and meditation, he looks at us directly
and speaks softly but firmly. His strangely steady and normal voice surprises and silences us quickly.
Didi, please calm down, he mumbles tenderly, his face dry of all tears. Babu is laughing at all this drama
and worrying about you. You just relax and sit by him, and he’ll be fine. Look, he’s already fine, never
better. | look at my father and the full impact of Balarams’ wisdom hits me. | feel suddenly drained of
all confusion, debate, anger, anxiety, fear... | am overcome with a certainty that Baba has won this round
as well.

Death be not proud...
One short sleep past, we wake eternally,
And death shall be no more; Death, thou shalt die
--John Donne

Tapasi Misra lives in San Antonio, TX, with her husband, Lalatendu Misra. This piece was written
as she watched her father, Dr. Bibudhendra Misra, fighting for his life in a private hospital in Cuttack
early this year. Dr. Misra, a freedom fighter, ex-Union Minister of Law and Industries and an eminent
lawyer of Orissa High Court, passed away on February 15™.
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Celebration of a Departed Soul
By Dr. Amiya K. Mohanty

Dear Joy,
You have gone far away to the Heaven of tranquility, the abode of peace and serene beauty, to
the fathomless ocean of love, kindness, courage and confidence.

Like a little stream, with a murmuring sound carrying the messages of hope, patience and
limitless endurance, you have merged with your finite eternal soul, the atman, with all pervasive infinite,
indestructible cosmos, the paramatman.

Joy, take a break from your divine, supernatural cosmic universe and look down with your
worldly vision and see what treasures and virtues you left behind for your family, relatives and friends to
possess and emulate—your spirit of selfless love, care, concern, kindness and ever smiling joys so pure,
simple and divine. Even in times of difficult challenges, of creeping decay of physical body, you did not
lose the strength of mind, hope and spirit.

At the time of helpless despair, you consoled your most loving wife, Usha, your own shadow for
over thirty years, saying, “Cry not, my darling. My body may depart, but my spirit will be forever with
you until you finish the God-given duties of this world in raising the kids of our love. Help Tony to start
his life of love and the duties of marriage, and give our sweet Natalie your never-ending care and
support so that she may blossom to be a lady of sweetness, grace, confidence and talents. My loving
Usha, at the end of your journey in this beautiful world, your divine soul will transcend and will join us—
all the departed, divine souls to enjoy together the life of celestial beauty, perennial bliss and eternal
peace.”

Joy, we miss you so much. With tears in our eyes and with a lot of pride and love in our hearts,
we reminisce about the priceless pleasures we had in having you as one of our own. May God bless
your soul to rest in peace forever, ever and ever.

Yours very dear,

Amiya Bhai and Sara Apa

This eulogy is a tribute to honor Late Dr. Joykrushna Rout of Bolton, near Manchester, England.
Dr. Rout passed away on March 10, 2012. He was an established physician with his own clinics in Bolton.
He also served as a teaching faculty in Manchester Medical College. He was involved in a variety of
charitable and socio-cultural activities through Orissa and India associations of United Kingdom. He kept
professional and personal relations with many of his close friends and relatives from Orissa, such as
Drs. Uma Mishra, Ramesh Mishra, Pratap Mishra, Nitin Doshi, etc. He is survived by his wife, Dr. Usha
Rani Rout, a Psychologist (who happens to be the younger sister of Sarat Kumari Mohanty, from
Richmond, Kentucky); son Dr. Raj Tony Rout, a General practitioner in Oxford England; and daughter
Natalie Rout, an Odissi dancer and a third year medical student in Cambridge University. Dr. Joy Rout
will be very much missed by his family, relatives, friends and colleagues.

Dr. Amiya K. Mohanty, Professor Emeritus in Sociology, Eastern Kentucky University, Richmond,
KY, is a founding life member of OSA since 1969 and a past president of OSA, 1989 — 91.
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Dr. Nanda wrote this article in memory of Mrs. Kananbala Nanda.

In the Presence of Greatness
By Snigdha Mishra

November 2011, | checked my e-mail and learnt that Sathya Sai baba had passed on to his eternal rest. As
I read those lines, memories of my visit to Puttaparthi decades ago came flooding back -- as if someone had opened
a door somewhere deep inside my mind. And | started to put those memories down ---

| first saw Puttaparthi in the late afternoon. The mellow October sun washed over the sleepy little railway
station. The taxi driver managed to fit all of us — my parents, two sisters, a brother and myself — into his car along
with our luggage. The battered Ambassador coughed a few times, belched a cloud of smoke, groaned a little and
finally took off with a shudder for our destination.

The car made its slow, stately way towards the town along the bumpy road filled with potholes. When we
reached the hotel where we were to spend the night, my mother’s grumbles turned into a wail. Hotel was too
fancy a description for the two storey structure with iron rods sticking out from the roof and pigeons nesting on
the window sills. The big sign proclaiming it to be the “Majestic Hotel” banged against the wall with each gust of
wind. The pigeons were unfazed by the noise. What was an inconvenience for an adult was an adventure for a ten
year old!

A scream woke me up in the middle of the night. My mother had spotted a cockroach crossing the floor
of our room. | went right back to sleep. She spent the night sitting cross legged in the middle of her bed, throwing
slippers at the roaches. The next morning, | was informed by my siblings that | had slept peacefully. This was no
news to me since | had slept through thunderstorms before. The owner’s wife made fresh idlis, chutney and
savory sambar for breakfast. All four children were rested, full and ready to face the day. My parents were not on
speaking terms with each other as the taxi took us to Baba’s ashram.

We went directly to the great hall where the morning bhajans and meditation were beginning. The sweet
strains of a beautiful soprano voice floated out, singing, “Ganesha sharanam sharanam Ganesha.” We went inside
and sat on dhurries on the cool marble floor. A young lady led the bhajans, and we all joined in the chorus. My
mother is @ musician — a singer to be exact. Good music is more important than food and drink to her. | watched
the lines on her face smooth out, and for the first time since we arrived at Puttaparthi, she smiled. My father saw
her smile and relaxed. This was going to be a good trip.

The bhajans continued for a while with the entire hall joining in with the chorus. Then a young man
announced that we were to all stay seated and remain quiet since “Baba” would be arriving shortly. In a few
minutes, a murmur of excitement ran through the hall. Craning my neck to peek around the grown-ups, | caught a
glimpse of a figure in saffron robes walking slowly up the aisle and climbing the steps onto the dais at the front of
the hall.

What a disappointment! Where was the 8 foot tall figure with glowing eyes? That was no halo around his
head — just an afro hairdo! From behind, he looked exactly like the sadhu from the Balarampur ashram near our
house who came every Sunday for alms. My mother would wash his feet, serve him chilled juice and fruit, pour
rice and vegetables in his old bag and ask for his blessings as she touched his feet. Except that he had a shaven
head where Baba had an afro!

Then Baba sat in the chair on the dais, raised his arms in blessing and smiled. That luminous smile
touched my doubting, childish heart. It seemed to me that he looked straight at me with his wise, calm eyes and

17



2012 OSA Journal Memorials

told me to be patient. He did not speak. No words were necessary. | understood his message. The crowd listened
to his talk in reverent silence. He talked for an hour, but | could not tell you what he said. | usually fidgeted, but |
sat still and stared at him for most of that time. My sisters and brother were sitting beside me, but | have no
recollection of them. | knew instinctively that | was in the presence of greatness.

Afterwards, we went to the dining hall for lunch. Hundreds of people waited in orderly lines to be served
hot vegetarian food, freshly made in the kitchens. Servers with smiling faces urged the children to hold the plates
straight so the rasam would not drip on the floor. We sat at long tables with other families and ate our simple
meal. Then we joined others at the playground and kept ourselves entertained on the slides and merry go rounds.
Finally, we were all called in for a Yoga session for children. Two young men led us in simple exercises — | recall
doing breathing exercises—and then it was time for a snack.

We all lined the main path from the main hall to the entrance. Mats were laid out on the ground for
everyone to sit on. We sat down and waited for Baba to appear for the last public “darshan” of the day. He
appeared and walked down the path, but people were not as orderly as inside the hall. Taller grownups stood so
they could get a better view. | could see nothing but his feet as he walked by me. | was disappointed as we left
the ashram and went back to the town for dinner. After the eventful day, we fell asleep to the soft cooing of
pigeons outside our window.

The next morning followed pretty much the same pattern, except we had onion uttapams for breakfast.
After lunch, my older sister and | sneaked out of the grounds instead of heading for the playground. The rice
paddies lay lush and green around us, flooded with water standing high in the fields. Women in colorful cotton
saris were bent double transplanting the tender shoots into the flooded fields. Each of them had a basket with
young rice plants waiting to be planted. Some older children would occasionally wade into the fields carrying
baskets full of rice shoots to replace the ones which had already been planted. It was a beautiful scene —peaceful
and calm.

Luckily, my sister was old enough to wear a watch, and we got back to the ashram undetected by any of
the adults. Like the last evening, we all gathered along the path from the main hall to the ashram entrance. | was
restless, but several adults glared at me and told me to sit still. Someone started to sing a bhajan, and many voices
joined in. | fidgeted some more and muttered darkly about how bored | was since nothing interesting was
happening. Little did | know that something stupendous was going to happen to me in just a little while!

A few minutes later, there was a sudden hush. A whisper ran through the crowd. Baba was coming! |
could feel people’s excitement at the thought of seeing the Great man again. Like the last time, | was pushed to
the back as several adults moved to stand in front of me, effectively blocking my view. Soon these people were
chanting “Baba, Baba” and reaching out to touch his feet and his robes. But he did not move on as usual. | was
aware of a sudden silence. It was so quiet | could hear the distant mooing of a calf. Then people moved away
from before me so | could finally see ahead. He stood smiling, right arm pointing straight at me. | sat staring open
mouthed as he beckoned to me.

| vaguely remember someone pushing me while others pulled me to my feet. Somebody lifted me up
over people’s heads and set me down in front of him. | kept staring at him as if in a trance. His luminous, beautiful
eyes looked at me, through me, to my soul. Those wise, calm eyes drew me, and | was aware of nothing but him.
He beckoned to me to hold out my hands. Then he seemed to glow with radiance as he closed his eyes and
opened his palm. There was a little heap of vibhuti lying on his palm. He leaned down and put some on my
forehead, some on my hair and the rest into my right hand. | must have been crying because he leaned down to
wipe my tears with his thumbs, smearing vibhuti on my cheeks. He smiled at me and moved on down the path.

| stood rooted to the spot until my mother came to me and hugged me. | opened my sticky palm so my
family could share Baba’s gift of vibhuti. | still did not speak. When | closed my eyes, | could see the radiance
around Baba. Everyone kept asking me how | felt. There was such a turmoil of thoughts in my head that I could
not say a word. They kept wondering why Baba had singled me out in the crowd. | had no answer to that. Later
that night, my sister told me this was the longest | had ever gone without speaking (I had a reputation as a
chatterbox and talked in my sleep too). | could not explain to her that having stood in the presence of greatness, |
had no words to describe how | felt. Many years later, as | write this, | can still feel the pure wonder and sheer joy
of being in his presence. | still have no words fine enough to do those feelings justice. But one thing | know — this
must be what heaven feels like.

Snigdha Mishra resides in Dublin, OH with her family. On a break from her job as Contracts Manager for
an Environmental Consulting company, she teaches Hindustani classical music and writes in her spare time.
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My Dear Bapuiji
By Suchismita Misra

You are the greatest person in the universe
So charismatic, handsome and affectionate.
Always there for others, putting yourself last
Never thinking about yourself.
My mountain, my anchor, my pillar
Always positive, with endless energy
Would climb flights of stairs to reach the blast furnace at Rourkela steel plant
Went to Nalco and commissioned the captive power plant before schedule
Went to Vizag steel plant and transformed it into a mega steel plant
All the accolades under his belt,
so much of knowledge and wisdom
a gentle giant, a bundle of love.
My father, the snooker and billiards champion,
A great badminton player who partnered with Mama to torment his opponents during matches.
Noble deeds as a kid, always daring and strong
Trying to measure his strenghth by performing daring deeds.
As a young, dashing adult had a Harley motorcycle,
Would ride it fast, making Mama jump off the motorcycle while making a turn.
A loving and caring husband to our sweet Mama Sanjukta.
Doting son to our late Jejebapa and Jejema whom he took care of till their end.
A most affectionate father to his three loving daughters Bunu, Ninu and Bitu and sons-in-law Ranganath,
Pradeep and Prabhat.
A loving doting grandfather (aja) to Swarup (Swati), Prachita, Prateek, Priyanka and Divya.
And a great boss to all those who worked for him during his career,
We all love you, adore you, respect you and we are forever indebted to you for all the sacrifices you
have made for us, expecting nothing in return.
Your humanitarian qualities are like no other,
Always reaching out to others, helping employ so many.
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Life around you was always so much fun, exciting, lively and happy

Your meticulous planning in every event of our lives was just extraordinary par excellence.

We had a unique classic vintage car ‘Hindustan 14,

The talk of the town.

It was always shining with the chrome sparkling.

You taught us to take care of our things by setting a bright example for all of us.

My wedding and reception in Rourkela on December 11, 1980 was just marvelous and splendid.
With curfew in town, you pulled through an amazing show. The guests to date remember the food and
fanfare.

Ninu’s wedding and reception in Athithi Bhavan was just as spectacular

And Bitan’s wedding in Bhubaneswar and reception in Vizag were commendable. The decorations, food,
ambience, everything top notch.

The family vacations we took to the north - New Delhi, Simla Dehradun and Mussorie,

South to Bangalore, Kerala, Thekkady, Coimbatore,

West to Bombay, Goa and east to Calcutta

Bapuna was so caring and kind, put his family first always.

What a doll, he stretched himself for his extended family members too,

Organizing memorable picnics and trips to Balighai, Puri and Konark.

An excellent orator, he could speak on any topic extempore.

Was the first alumnus from the prestigious Indian Institute of Technology, Kharagpur in 1955.

No one catered to us three girls, our husbands, and children

Like our godly Bapuji and Mama

Being the first born, my memories of him are always very fond.

He taught me naughty things, calling me “kruschev’”.

Would give me omelets with chilies, when | was barely two

| was a greedy one.

(I would take the chilies out and beg for more.)

For our annual sports day at Ispat English medium school, our principal had invited Bapuji and Mama as
the chief guests.

| remember him reprimanding me for chewing gum while | was marching as captain of Rajaji house.
To this day | have inculcated good values that my Bapuji has instilled in me.

Always be pleasant, positive, caring, and honest to everyone.

My dearest Bapuji, you are the best father in the entire universe.

You have achieved many accolades in your life and your contributions to mankind have been
extraordinary.

You are truly a gift from the Lord and as your name implies “Bhubanananda”,

You bring joy and happiness to the universe.

The rich legacy you leave behind will be cherished by all his family,

Hoping and praying that we all follow in his footsteps and fulfill his dreams

God bless you and Mama always and keep you in his arms.

Your loving daughter,
Bunu

In Memory of Mr. Bhubanananda Rath, who was the first Oriya to become the Chairman-Cum-
Managing Director of a Schedule A Public Sector Company of Government of India and first alumnus of
the prestigious Indian Institute of Technology Kharagpur. The Ex-Chairman-Cum Managing Director of
Rashtriya Ispat Nigam Limited Vishakhapatnam, he passed away on December 24" 2011.

Bunu (Suchismita Misra) is the oldest daughter of Late Mr. Bhubanananda Rath and wife of
Ranganath Misra. She resides in Grand Blanc, Michigan.
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Down Memory Lane: Dr. Kashinath Sahoo
By Dr. Dhirendra K. Pattnaik

Kashi was a born romantic and a lyricist.
He could pen a few lines in no time, and
everyone liked it. It was 1958. We had both
joined the SCB Medical College at Cuttack. It
was the only medical college of Orissa at that
time. We were all like strangers on Day 1, but
not for long. As our fates had it, we were
assigned to adjacent tables in the Anatomy
dissection hall. Kashi was like a next door
neighbor. Little did | know then that we would
do so many things together.

We were both short story writers, but
Kashi had bigger projects in mind. Hardly 18
months had gone, and Kashi thought of starting
a new literary magazine. Some courage! Along
with another classmate of ours, Basanta
Tripathy, we soon became a successful trio. The
magazine called Kranti soon became famous as
a quality monthly, one of the best.

That was not enough. Kashi, in his
heart, was always fond of dramas. His first play,
Chhadmashree (Master of Disguises or Mr. X),
was staged by our college students and was
very much appreciated. | followed Kashi and
wrote a few radio-plays; those were very
popular in the good old days. Televisions had
not appeared.

Kashi was a natural choice to be our
Class Representative, and then Assistant
Secretary of the Dramatic Society. More
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importantly, he was a very amusing fellow and a
real romantic in heart.

Talking about Kashi’s romantic side, we
once saw a girl on a train at Cuttack railway
station. She was sitting next to a window and
looked beautiful. Kashi spotted her and told me
— “Look, she has the perfect sleepy eyes.” It
looked like she had just woken up. We never
saw her again or those eyes anywhere.

However, being a short story writer, |
described the heroines of some of my stories in
that vein. Kashi also wrote about her in a couple
of stories. | never thought so many of my
friends would wish to know who this exciting
girl with such beautiful eyes was. It soon
became the talk of the town. Maybe we should
have gotten on that train, but it was too late.

Kashi always involved me in his pet
projects, like starting a medicine shop near the
Medical College to sell genuine medicines 24
hours a day at reasonable prices. Most
medicine shops in the city did not have good
reputations. So, our shop, called Janata
Medicine, became very popular overnight.

It so happens, our professional careers
went on similar paths, although in different
Medical Colleges. When Kashi went to the UK,
he encouraged me to come to the UK as well. |
followed and stayed with him at Leeds initially,
before my first job. His wife, Nirupama, was
always very good to me. When my family
joined me in the UK, our first trip was to Kashi’s
home, of course. Both of us did work at
Manchester, but at different times. It just so
happens, we both became Radiologists. Kashi
became a Radiotherapist/Oncologist, me a
Diagnostic Radiologist.

Years later, when | visited Kashi in the
US, he was just like the good old Kashi of 1958.
He still enjoyed playing cards; he was always a
very good card player.

I must add that what | saw in Leeds was
amazing. Kashi was most helpful to other
doctors from QOrissa, who could always count on
him whenever required. Nirupama was also
very kind to them, all of them. This is
something most extraordinary.

Kashi’s ancestral village, Kalapathar,
half way between Khurda and Nayagarh, was
always a beautiful one, and it still is. Kashi has



2012 OSA Journal

done so much for his old school; everyone talks
very highly of him. No one can miss the new
school building of Kashi’s old school, all thanks
to Kashi’s philanthropic side. It was around
1965 when | first visited Kashi at his village and
had a great time, never to be forgotten.

The last time | saw Kashi was at
Bhubaneswar, about three years ago, with
Basanta Tripathy, the other member of our old
Kranti trio. We had a great time, just like the
old days. Although | used to come to India
almost every year, my trips rarely coincided
with Kashi’s, so | had missed him a lot. | was
hoping to see him again the following year.

But, sadly, we had to talk about Kashi
last December at a special condolence meeting
held in his honor by our classmates at Cuttack.
Everyone spoke very highly of him. It was all
from the heart.

One of the amusing lines Kashi used to
qguote from was Srimad Bhagabat Gita, “As long
as you live in this world, enjoy yourself, and be
happy in your heart and mind.” | still quote this
to everyone, with Kashi’s name of course. We
would again talk about him next month. No

meeting is ever complete without Kashi’s quote.

One of my colleagues in Glasgow Royal
had once said, “If someone is smiling from
above, nothing can go wrong.”

Kashi is now up there, and, he is smiling
on us, on all of us, Nirupama, Nami, Babu,
Lucky, and Anita. As always, Kashi had the last
laugh. He is smiling up there.

The author is a retired Consultant
Radiologist of Glasgow, UK, currently in India at
Bhubaneswar.
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In Memory of Our Dear Friend, Dr. Kashinath
Sahoo, MD
By Dibakar Panigrahi

Dr. Kashinath Sahoo, a life member of
OSA/OSANY, passed away on October 13, 2011
after a short illness at age 73 at his residence in
Reading, PA. It was a very sad day for me and
my family since we have been close friends for
more than 35 years. We all miss him very
much. Since his death, a day has not gone by
when | have not thought about him or the
frequent telephone conversations that we used
to have. He is survived by his wife, Nirupama, a
son (Manash), 3 daughters (Namita, Mamata,
Anita), and 5 grandchildren. He was born in
Kalapathar, located half way between Khurda
and Nayagarh in Orissa. | have heard that his
village is a beautiful place.

After completing high school at Banki in
1955, Kashi babu completed I.Sc from Puri
College, and after teaching for a short period,
joined SCB Medical College, Cuttack in 1958
from where he graduated. He worked for the
Health Department, Government of Orissa, for a
while before migrating to England in or around
1968. He was trained as a Radiation Oncologist
at Manchester, England and in the US at Johns
Hopkins University and Memorial Sloan-
Kettering cancer center. When he was working
for the Orissa Government, he also opened a
drug store in Cuttack called Janata Medicine in
partnership with his friend, Dr. Dhirendra
Pattnaik. It became popular because they sold
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medicines at a discount. He had told me many
times about his medical store, of which he was
very proud. He had a good sense of business
which some of us are lacking. Coming from a
village and a non-affluent background, he
understood the plight of the poor and helped
his patients if they could not come up with
enough money to pay for his fees.

We met Kashi babu and his family
sometime in the early seventies in New York
while he was a faculty member at Downstate
Medical Center, Brooklyn, New York. We have
been good friends ever since. Our children
grew up together, and every time we visited
him and his family in Reading, PA, we all had a
wonderful time. Both Kashi babu and Niru were
very good hosts, and we always looked forward
to visiting them. The parties they hosted over
the years were always fun and enjoyable.
During our many visits to Reading, we discussed
many issues and shared our happiness and
sadness together. He was a good advisor to me,
even though we did not always agree on all
issues. However, | never felt the pressure to
support his views on any issue. | respected him
because he was honest and a man of principle
and always told the truth, even if it offended
others. He was never afraid to speak his mind.
Unfortunately, some people misunderstood him
for being blunt and truthful.

He was interested in photography,
computers, good food and enjoyed playing
cards. He was a very good card player, and
people were afraid to be his partner. On many
occasions, | had the opportunity to be his
partner, although reluctantly, and it turned out
that it was always my fault for ruining his game.
The game was supposed to be fun irrespective
of who wins, but he always wanted to win. He
was a self-taught computer expert and taught
me willingly whenever | had any problem with
computer-related issues. In fact, | consider him
as my computer guru, and since his departure, |
have become somewhat helpless.

| met one of his good friends, Mr. Ranjit
Patnaik from Bhubaneswar, who was his
childhood friend, and they were friends for
nearly sixty years. They used to go to school
together at Banki Bidya Pitha. Ranjit babu told
me that even though they were good friends,
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there was a rivalry between them because
Ranjit babu stood first in his class and Kashi
babu didn’t like that because he thought he
deserved to stand first. Even Ranjit babu told
him that he could never take the first place
because he had a tendency to fight with his
teachers. Kashi babu had told me that the only
person who supported and helped him was the
school head master. Ranjit babu came all the
way from India to spend time with his old friend
while Kashi babu was ill, and they spent a
memorable time together before he died. In
fact, Ranjit babu said, “To be with Kashi in his
last few days was the best period of my life.”
What a wonderful friendship!

According to his good friend, Dr.
Dhirendra Pattnaik, Kashi babu was a lyricist
and was born romantic. He and Dhirendra babu
were both short story writers. Kashi babu,
along with Dhirendra babu and another friend,
started a new literary magazine, Kranti, which
became a famous monthly magazine in Orissa.
Kashi babu was also fond of dramas.

Kashi babu has helped many of his
family members in India with financial
assistance. Although many of us have done
that, he was overly generous and caring. He has
helped rebuild the old school in his village, and
everyone in his village has high regard for him.
Kashi babu believed in God but usually did not
go to the temple. He believed that God is
everywhere and there was no need to go to the
temple. During our many discussions, he told
me repeatedly that he was not afraid to die and
he would die in 2014. | used to laugh at him
because he could not explain to me how he
came up with that particular year. But sadly, he
could not even live to see the end of 2011.
Kashi babu lived a happy life. Now, he is gone
too soon and hopefully he is smiling down on
us. We all miss him! May his soul rest in peace.

The author thanks Mr. Ranjit Patnaik
and Dr. Dhirendra Pattnaik for providing
information for this article.
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In Loving Memory of “Bhauja”
By Jyotsna Mishra

| spent several days trying to decide exactly what to write about my loving Bhauja that will fully
describe what is in my heart. Finally, | realized that words cannot truly describe a person of that stature.
To me, Bhauja had all the qualities people strive to achieve in a lifetime. | am certainly no exception.
She led a simple and selfless life style with humility and no desire for material things. But she had a
wonderful and powerfulpersonality capable of impacting the lives of those around her. What an ideal
combination!!! It gives me immense pleasure to honor her memory through this small contribution to
“Smaranika.”

In my adult years, people have asked me about the role that Bhauja played in my life since | lost
my mother at the age of seven. | have always responded with one statement that sums up our
relationship: “There was never a moment in my life when | felt any less than or different from her own
children.” To this day, | still find this statement amazing. It is beyond my comprehension how Bhauja,
who was only about 16 years older than me, at such a young age, managed to raise six children (four of
her own along with my immediate older brother and me) with such love and care. | have always
considered her a gift from God.

| called her “Bhauja”, but in my heart she was my mother. She was always there for me. By
watching her, | learned to cook, to put ‘jhoti’, make ‘roti’, and ‘pitha” at an early age. Later, Bhauja was
confident enough in my work to ask me for help as needed. As I reflect on my childhood and formative
years, | recall that several family friends and relatives used to feel sorry for me, viewing me as a
motherless child. Strangely and surely, | never felt sorry for myself. | realized later in life that it was only
possible with Bhauja’s genuine love, trust and care for me. In fact, as odd as it may sound, if my mother
had lived, | might not have had the opportunity to know the real Bhauja, whom | believe had possessed
a divine soul.

As | have grown older, have gone through different stages of life with both positive and negative
experiences, with emotions sometimes overwhelming, my thoughts about Bhauja living a life with grace
and dignity regardless of circumstance have simply humbled and inspired me. | still wonder how, at
such a young age, she carried such huge responsibilities in our village as well as in town with no
recognition of her hard work, yet always maintained a sense of calm without complaint.

Throughout life, Bhauja was remarkably able to balance her emotions, getting neither too
excited during good times nor too saddened during the bad times. | strongly believe her attitude and
natural ability to selflessly give with love, to disengage from complaining about others, and to think only
positive thoughts about everyone helped her to maintain that balance. The phrase “actions speak
louder than words” applied to Bhauja very well. She spoke little, but her every move, gesture, and
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action conveyed meanings that symbolized the power of unconditional love, tolerance, sacrifice, and
giving without expectations. For example, on many occasions in the village and in town, | observed her
joy in serving others out of genuine love rather than simply a sense of duty.

As | continue to face the realities of life, | hope to cherish forever these divine qualities my
Bhauja was blessed with and modeled for me. | feel very lucky and blessed to have had her in my life
and for teaching me the meaning of real love.

Bhauja, | cannot possibly express how much | miss you, but | know that your wonderful spirit will
forever live in my heart and will guide me the rest of my life.

This piece was published in “Smaranika” that was dedicated to Bhauja (Saraswati Mishra) by the
family and friends in 2008.

Jyotsna Mishra is a professor of Social Sciences at Miles College, Birmingham, AL.

Dr. G.C. Parija Pathology in different hospitals in

By Dr. Devi Misra Massachusetts. He culminated his ambition
with a one year (1976-1977) fellowship at
Memorial Sloan-Kettering Cancer Center, NY.
From 1977-1980, he served as Assistant
Professor of Pathology at the University of
Massachusetts Medical School. After working
in various laboratories, he was Associate of
Pathology at Meharry Medical College in
Nashville, TN. He was awarded the “Best
Teacher” award for five consecutive years. He
was an authority in diagnosis of bladder cancer
and was instrumental in the formation of
histologic classification of bladder cancer at the
national level. He authored numerous
publications. The five most read publications

are:
1. The Pathology of Bladder

Dr. Parija, a pathologist who went to his Cancer/Mendeley, G.H. Friedell and
eternal sleep on October 8, 2011, was born on G.C. Parija, Oct. 1997
February 2, 1941 to Ramchandra and Saramani 2. Surgical Pathology Dissection, ond
Parija in Alavav Sasan, Cuttack District, Orissa, Edition, G.H. Friedell and G.C. Parija, et.
India. al.

After graduation from Balikuda High 3. Proliferation Activity of Urothelial
School, he went on to complete his premedical Neoplasms, G.H. Friedell and G.C. Parija
education at Ravenshaw College. After a one 4. Prognostic Significance of Morphometry
year teachership at Balikuda High School, he in T. Bladder Tumors, Murphy, William
went into medicine. and Parija, G.C. et. al.

After graduating in 1966 from SCB 5. Relationship Between Papillary and
Medical College, he did his postgraduate studies Nodular Transitional Cell Cancers, G.H.
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2012 OSA Journal Art

Images of My Works
By Ashis Pahi

Ashis Pahi is an Odia artist (painter) headquartered with his
own gallery in Hyderabad, AP. His artwork has been
displayed in multiple cities in North America while on
International Exhibition Circuit. Ashis has also worked as an
animation art director at Zee TV.
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