
 



With Best Wishes

From 
All the Members of MI-OSA



Jagannatha Swami Nayanapathagami Bhabatu Me 
SN_ðÐ\ jéÐcÑ _¯_`\NÐcÑ ba[Ê Òc ! 

Tamaso Ma Jyotirgamaya 

O Lord, keep not in the Darkness (of Ignorance). But lead me

toward the light (of Knowledge) 

[cÒjÐ cÐ ÒSÔÐ[ÞNàc¯ 

ONE in All, All in ONE 



Ratha Yatra 2017, Parashakthi Temple, Pontiac Michigan 

 Sangram Sahoo 



Urmi



Urmi: Table of Contents 
OSA Vision and Mission……..………………………………………………………….………..5 
About the Cover Page…………………………………..……………………………………........6 
Acknowledgment and Disclaimer ………………………………....……………………………..7 
OSA Administration……………………………………………………………………………....8 
Past OSA Executives………….………………………………………………………………....11 
Convention Journey……………………...……………………………………………………....14 
2018 Convention Committee………………...…………………………………………………..17 
Message from the OSA National President…………………………………………………....22 
Message from the Convener ………………………………………………………………….....24 
Message from the OSA National Vice President……………………………………………....25 
Message from the OSA National Secretary……………………………………………..............26 
Message from the OSA National Treasurer and Financial Statements……………...……….29 
Message from the Chief Minister of Odisha, Naveen Patnaik ………...……………………...36 
Message from U.S. Senator Debbie Stabenow of Michigan…………………………………..37 
Message from MI-OSA President……………………………………………………………....38 
MI-OSA Past Executives List…………………………...……………………………………....40 
Message from the Souvenir & Directory Committee Chair…………………….……………..41 
Message from the Souvenir & Directory Committee Co-Chair …………………………….....44 
Literature (English Section)..…………………………………….……………………………..45 
OSA Awards 2018…..…………………………………………………………………………...207 
Odia Sahitya……………………………………...……………………………………………..209 
Financial Contributions …………………………………………………....…………………..308 

4 Urmi 2018



The Odisha Society of the Americas Vision and Mission 
OSA will continue to strive to be a focal point of all Odias around the world to debate issues and to 
find action plans in the nurture and promotion of Odia heritage and culture and matters meaningful 
to Odias. The annual conventions and regional celebrations will continue to play major roles in this 
endeavor along with the electronic preservation & dissemination of information and efforts to gain 
media attention for Odia people’s causes. 

Vision: The vision of OSA is to promote and propagate Odia culture in Americas by bringing 
together all the people interested in Odisha. 

The mission goals of The Odisha Society of the Americas (OSA) are: 

● To provide a mutually supportive environment for the better interaction of Odia immigrants
of North American countries through socio-cultural growth, friendship and fellowship;

● To enhance the awareness of Odisha and Odia traditions in North America through cultural
promotion, social events, and developmental activities;

● To facilitate the exchange of information between Odisha and the United States/Canada.
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Urmi Cover Page  
Designer Atul Bal: The cover page of the Souvenir defines the goal of the 
convention. This year, we recruited an artist from Odisha to design the cover 
page of both the 2018 Souvenir and Directory publications. 
We selected Mr. Atul Bal for his outstanding contribution to contemporary 
Odia literature. He has designed 350 covers of Odia books written by many 
famous Odia writers as well as Souvenirs of various organizations, including 
The Pratishruti, an Odia literature magazine published from Ohio. He works 
as a Reader in Sri Sri Jagannatha Maha Vidyalaya, Raj Nagar, Kendrapara, by 
profession. He uses his leisure time as an artist and as a graphic designer. 
Apart from being an artist, he is also a writer. His first published book is an 
Odia short story collection, named “Muktira Barnabodha.” His second short 
story, “Moha Mukti,” is in the process of being published. 
It was a pleasant experience  to work with Mr. Bal in developing the design based on our theme. 

His words on the cover page design: 
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 Disclaimer 
The Odisha Society of the Americas and the Souvenir Publication Team is not responsible for the accuracy                                 
and validity of the submitted content. The ultimate validity of the articles and any liability rests on the                                   
individual author.  
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OSA National Executive Team 

Position Name Email Phone 
President Lalatendu Mohanty president@odishasociety.org (908) 672-1292 

Vice President Susil Panda vicepresident@odishasociety.org (704) 327-8745 

Secretary Amar Senapati secretary@odishasociety.org (973) 342-6820 

Treasurer Sachi Pati treasurer@odishasociety.org (630) 995-1813 

Public Relation 
Officer 

Satya Pattanaik sppatnaik@hotmail.com  (614) 408-8596 

Editors Prasanta Bhunya 
Anu Mishra 
Julie Ray 
Nagesh Rajanala 

editors@odishasociety.org 

Web 
Administration 

Bikash Panda webmaster@odishasociety.org (925) 639-9148 

Immediate Past 
President 

Sushanta Satpathy ipp@odishasociety.org (630) 416-6259

OSA Administration 
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Chapter Presidents/Representatives 

Chapter Name Chapter Head Email Phone 
Canada Sunanda Panda drsunanda.panda@gmail.com (647)838-9884

California Kuku Das kukudas@hotmail.com (408)416-7568

Chicago Debashish Panda debashishp@hotmail.com (630)579-4003

Grand Canyon INACTIVE INACTIVE INACTIVE

Maryland – Virginia INACTIVE INACTIVE INACTIVE

Michigan Vivek Das Vivek_das@Yahoo.com (248)974-8752

Minnesota/North-
west 

Sarbeswar Sahoo sarbeswar@gmail.com (612)323-9598

MT. Hood Kirti Mohapatra kirti.mohapatra@gmail.com (503)914-6455

New England Soumya Mohanty sommohanty@yahoo.com (718)654-1368

New York-New 
Jersey 

Sribatsa Das sribatsa.das@gmail.com (973)224-3309

Ohio Anil Patnaik osa-oh@odishasociety.org (937) 912-4363

Ozark (central) INACTIVE INACTIVE INACTIVE

Rocky Mountain Suvendu Samal suvendu_sml@yahoo.com (303)585-0058

Seattle Amulya Das amulyakdas@hotmail.com (427)754-5030

South East Shankar Baral sbaral20@gmail.com (704)992-5908

Southern Prabhat Nalini Patnaik nalinik@bellsouth.net (615)367-4273

South-West Sarada Panda osa-sw@odishasociety.org (904)612-3091

Washington, DC Anjana Chowdhury Anjana.OSADC@gmail.com (240)320-6252

OSA Administration 
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Committees and Associated Members 

OSAnet Moderation:

Sunil Sabat, CA
Prashant Padhy, IL

Prabhat Mohapatra, NJ

OSA Impact:

Sushil Panda VP, OSA
Soumya Mohanty

Abhishek Panigrahi
Amisha Paul

OSA Awards:

Ranjita Mishra, Chair
Jagannatha Ratha
Aparna Mohapatra

Sujata Patnaik
Debashis Das

Susil Panda, VP, OSA

Regional Drama Festivals:

Sandip Dasverma, Chair
Leena Mishra, DC

Tapas Sahoo
Gayatri Joshi, CA
Birendra Jena, OH

Finance:

Prashanta Ranabijuli, TX
Niranjan Pati, NJ

Siddharth Behera, TX
Sachi Pati, Treasurer, OSA 

Grievance Handling:

Esha Bandyopadhyay Dash, CA
Birendra Jena, OH

Pitamber Sarangi, NJ

Guest Selection:

Susil Panda, VP, OSA 
Dr. Sishir Senapati (Convener, 

2018 Convention),
Dhirendra Kar, NC

Gopal Mohapatra, TX
Sabita Panigrahi, Toronto

OSA Library:

Nishikant Sahoo, MA
Ajay Mohanty, DC
Nalini Patnaik, TN

Sushanta Satpathy, IL
Priyadarsan Patra, AZ
Sandip Dasverma, CA

BNR Subuddhi, Odisha
Surya Padhi, Odisha

Member Action Committee:

Sameer Senapati, NC, Chair
Manoj Mohapatra, IL
Ashok Panigrahi, CT 
Prakash Sahu, VA

Anshuman Panigrahi, NJ 
Kamal Panda, CA 

Manoranjan Panda, TX

OSA Healthcare Initiative:

Dr Saswati Mohapatra, NJ, 
Chair

Dr Amiya Nayak, OK
Mr Sanat Patnaik, DC
Mr Palash Das, NC

Odissi Steering:

Pratap Das, Chair
Annapurna Biswal
Niharika Mohanty
Niranjan Tripathy
Ipsita Mahapatra
Purna Patnaik

Let’s Learn Odia:

Gagan Bihari Panigrahi
Pramod Mohapatra
Swapnalata Rath
Sujata Pattnaik
Ranjita Mishra

Sujit Das
Gayatri Mohapatra

Kuku Das

Member Support:

Pradeep Mohapatra, 
Coordinator

Youth Forum:

Leena Mishra, Coordinator

OSA Administration 
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OSA Past Executives (1970-2017)

Bijoy Mishra No position Smritirekha Panda

Babru Samal No position Gyana Patnaik

Hari Arjun 
Patra(TX)

No position Bigyani Das

Anuradha(Lol
ly) Ihrke

No position Likun Mishra

Priyadarsan 
Patra

Sandip K. 
Dasverma

Sikhanda 
Sathpathy/Saubhagyala

xmi Mahapatra

Bigyani Das, 
MD

Prakash 
Patro

Sikhanda Sathpathy

Prashanta 
Ranabijuli, 

TX
Satya Patnaik, OH

Leena 
Mishra, DC

Sushant 
Satpathy, IL

Sridhar Rana/Julie 
Acharya Ray

Annapurna 
Pandey, CA

Akhileswar 
Patel, NJ

Sridhar Rana/Julie 
Acharya Ray

Treasurer
Nominated Editor-in-

Chief

Saradakanta 
Panda, TX

Siddharth 
Behera, TX

Prasanta Bhunya, 
Canada/ Kanaka Hota, 

IL

1997-1999 Gopa Patnaik
Annapurna 

Pandey

2001-2003
Sanak 

Patnaik, NY
Leena(Pepi) 

Dehal

1999-2001 Anadi Naik Kanan Mishra

2005-2007
Niranjan 

Tripathy, TX
Dhirendra Kar

2003-2005
Laxminarayan 

Bhuyan, CA
Nivedita 

Mohanty(VA)

2009-2011
Bigyani Das, 

MD

Pradeep 
Mohapatra, 

NJ

2007-2009
Pratap Das, 

MD
Ashutosh 

Dutta

2013-2015
Tapan Padhi, 

TX
Dr. Sikhanda 
Satpathy, DC

2011-2013
Annapurna 
Pandey, CA

Kuku Das, CA

Sabita 
Panigrahi, 

Canada

Year President
Vice 

President

2015-2017
Sushant 

Satpathy, IL
Sulochana 

Patnaik, MD

Secretary
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Year President
Vice 

President
Secretary

1995-1997
Late Hemanta 

Senapati
Sujata Patnaik 

(IL)

1989-1991
Amiya 

Mohanty(TN)
Biju Mishra(VA)

1987-1989
Asoka Das, ON, 

Canada
Pratap Patnaik, 

ON, Canada

1993-1995
Sita Kantha Das, 

MN
Gopa Patnaik

1991-1993
Digambar 

Mishra, AL
Renuka 

Panigrahi

1985-1987 Saroj Behera, CA Purna Patnaik

1983-1985 Rabi Patnaik, MD
Saradindu 
Mishra, NY

Treasurer
Nominated Editor-in-

Chief

Parikshita 
Nayak (MI)

No position Purna Patnaik

Late Bijan Rao No position Alekh Dash/ Purna Patnaik

Late Anil 
Pattanayak, IL

No position
Lalu Mansingh / Saradindu 

Mishra/ Manaranjan 
Pattnayak

Sarat Misro, CA No position Deba Mohapatra(CA)

Late Hemanta 
Senapati

No position Kula Chandra Misra

Keshav 
Dwivedy(VA)

No position
Digambar Mishra / Sura P. 

Rath

Pratap Das,MD No position Jnana Ranjan Dash(CA)

OSA Past Executives (1970-2017)
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Year President
Vice 

President
Secretary

1981-1983
Ladukesh 

Patnaik(CA)
Late Hem anta 

Senapati

1978-1981
Late Pram ode 

Patnaik
Ladukesh 

Patnaik

1972-1973
Bhabagrahi 

Mishra(Orissa)

1st VP: SriGopal 
Mohanty,2nd VP: 
Surya K. Mishra

1970-1972
Late Gauri 

Das(CA)

1st VP:Late 
Krushna Mohan 

Das2nd VP-
Am iya Patnaik

1975-1978
Late Amiya 

Patnaik

1st VP:Late 
Manindra K. 

Mohapatra2nd 
VP-Sam ar K. 

Bhuyan

1973-1975
Late Gauri 

Das(CA)

1st VP: SriGopal 
Mohanty,2nd VP: 
Surya K. Mishra

Treasurer
Nominated Editor-in-

Chief

Satyabrata 
Shaw

No position Jnana Ranjan Dash(CA)

Rabindra K. Ray
Prasanna K. 
Samantaray

Jnana Ranjan Dash(CA)

Satyabrata 
Shaw

No position Jnana Ranjan Dash(CA)

Bhabagrahi 
Mishra

Nagabhusan 
Senapati

Bhabagrahi Mishra/ Late 
Gauri Das

Late Pram ode 
Patnaik

Late Amiya 
Patnaik

Late Pram ode Patnaik/ Late 
Gauri Das

Late Pram ode 
Patnaik

Late Amiya 
Patnaik

Late Pram ode Patnaik/ Late 
Gauri Das

OSA Past Executives (1970-2017)
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OSA Convention Journey 

 The Odisha Society of The Americas (OSA) has been organizing its Annual convention every year on a 
weekend…on or …around July 4th from the year 1970 in different places of USA and Canada being hosted by OSA 
chapters with the support of local OSA members. Sometimes at some places (where there is no chapter yet), 
OSA members (with 15 or OSA members) get together and come forward to take the responsibility under the 
leadership of an OSA life member. OSA convention is the centerpiece of OSA activities. It is the annual forum for 
all OSA members as well as people who are connected to Odisha, who have interest to mingle with other odias 
from different places of USA and Canada, who have interest to promote odia culture in North America by getting 
together with likeminded people to have fun through exchanging ideas, sharing cultural spirit and celebrating 
the ODIA identity as ONE big family. It has been always a great experience for attendees, especially children, 
who makes new friends. Many of them have continued to be friends forever. Hats off to the energy and spirit 
of all leaders and volunteers who have been given their time for OSA selflessly to organize conventions 
continuously for last 49 years.  

Michigan OSA convention committee is thankful to all volunteers and attendees of 49th OSA 
Convention. Hope you all had a memorable experience. The journey of the OSA convention should continue… it 
would continue by bridging generations and celebrating ODIA unity.  

Next stoppage will be New Jersey for 50th annual OSA Convention. 

The Journey 
One-day Conventions 

1970(1st) Gauri Das and OSA Management Team      Hartford, CT 

1971 (2nd) Bhabagrahi MIshra and OSA Management Team Hartford, CT 

1972 (3rd) Amiya Patnaik* and OSA Management Team  Riverdale, NJ 

1973 (4th) Amiya Patnaik* and OSA Management Team Riverdale, NJ 

1974 (5th) Prafulla Mishra and OSA Management Team College Park, MD 

1975 (6th) Jnana Ranjan Dash and OSA Management Team  Toronto, Canada 

1976 (7th) Amiya Patnaik* and OSA Management Team Riverdale, NJ 

1977 (8th) Amiya Patnaik* and OSA Management Team Riverdale, NJ 

1978 (9th) Rabi Patnaik and OSA Management Team Wheaton, MD 

1979 (10th) Ram Saran Sahoo and OSA Management Team New Brunswick, NJ 

1980 (11th) Ladukesh Patnaik and OSA Management Team  Detroit, MI 
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OSA Convention Journey
(Two– or Three–day Conventions) 

1981 (12th) Surya Mishra  Chicago, IL 

1982 (13th) Sitikantha Dash  Minneapolis, MN 

1983 (14th) Pratap Das Bowie, MD 

1984 (15th) Manaranjan Pattanayak  Glassboro, NJ 

1985 (16th) Dasarathi Ram  Kent, OH 

1986 (17th) Asoka K. Das  Toronto, ONT, Canada 

1987 (18th) Prasanna Kumar Samantaray Stanford, CA 

1988 (19th) Hemanta Senapati Saginaw, MI 

1989 (20th) Radhakanta Mishra Nashville, TN 

1990 (21st) Pratap Das Washington, D.C. 

1991 (22nd) Mary Ann Pattanayak  Chicago, IL 

1992 (23rd) Mahendra Mishra Atlanta, GA 

1993 (24th) Sudarshan Mishra Troy, MI 

1994 (25th) Manaranjan Pattanayak  Pomona, NJ 

1995 (26th) Sarat Mahapatra Minneapolis, MN 

1996 (27th) Annapurna Biswal Washington, D.C. 

1997 (28th) Pradeep Rath  Houston, TX 

1998 (29th) Saroj Behera  Monterey, CA 

1999 (30th) Lalatendu (Lalu) Mansinha Toronto, ONT, Canada 

2000 (31st) Kula Chandra Misra Nashville, TN 

2001 32nd) Saroj Mohanty      Chicago, IL 

2002 (33rd) Sreekanta Nayak Greenbelt, MD 

2003 (34th) Saradindu Misra Princeton, NJ 
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OSA Convention Journey
(Two– or Three–day Conventions) 

2004 (35th) Niranjan Tripathy Dallas, TX 

2005 (36th) Kirtan Behera    Newport Beach, CA 

2006 (37th) Joy Gopal Moanty Columbia, MD 

2007 (38th) Rabindra Rout     Detroit, MI 

2008 (39th) Gagan Behari Panigrahi  Toronto, ONT, Canada 

2009 (40th) Uma Ballav Mishra, Lalatendu Mohanty Trenton, NJ 

2010 (41st) Kuku Das San Francisco, CA 
2011 (42nd) Tapan Padhi Dallas, Texas 

2012 (43rd) Amulya Das, Pradeep Sahoo, Rakesh Patnaik  Seattle, WA 
2013 (44th) Gyana Patnaik,   Sarj Khandai ,Tarani Mohapatra Chicago, IL 

2014 (45th) Satya Patnaik , Anil Patnaik, Swadhin Patnaik Columbus, OH 

Deepak Swain     
2015 (46th) Pratap Das (Convener) Washington DC 

Leena Mishra, Gatikrishna Tripathy  
2016(47th) Sourya Mahapatra, Pradeep Dhal, Bikash Behera Boston, MA 
2017(48th) Sulochana Patnaik , Sushant Satpathy  

Sarada Panda, Siddharth Behera Cruise from Miami to 
Bahamas 

2018(49th)            Dr. Shishir Senapati, Sushil Panda Dearborn, MI 

(All above data have been gathered from OSA website and some previous year’s souvenirs- S&D team) 

OSA New Jersey Chapter 

Invites you to  

50th Annual OSA convention 

July 4th Weekend, 2019 



Convener 

Shishir Senapati 

Co-Convener 
Sushil Panda  

(OSA VP) 

Advisors 

Bhawani Tripathy Rabindra Rout 

Biswajit Puhan  Santosh Kar 

Jogesh Panda  Sudipta Mishra 

Julie Samantray  Sunita Das 

Krishna Senapati Sunil Pattnaik   

Puspa Nayak 

49th OSA Convention Committee 
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Michigan OSA Executives 

President 

Vivek Das 

Vice President 

Tarakeswar Pradhan  

Secretary  

Sonali Pattanaik 

Treasurer 

Sangram Basantia 

Executive Member 

Girija Rout 
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Nihar Mishra, Parag Mishra, Subhendu
Das, Trailokanath Padhi

Pitabasa Panda, Rina(Chandana)
Mahapatra, Subhasis Mohanty,

Swapnalata Mishra

Anuja Bhatta(Pooja), Sasmita 
Padhi,  Sonali Pattanaik,     

Subrat Mohapatra

Team Members

 Lopamudra Mishra, Sarbani Mishra, 
Swapnalata Mishra

Ratimukta Satapathy

Ananya Pattanaik, Biswajit Agasti, 
Manasi Mishra, Nivedita Mishra, 

Reshma Das, Sakambari Tripathy, 
Sangita Pradhan, Sanghamitra 

Satapathy,  Sudhakar 
Dakshinamoorthy,  Swapnalata Mishra, 

Swayamprava Panda

Pragyan Bisi, Raj Subudhi, Subrat 
Mohapatra

Srikanta Sahoo

Anil Kumar Sahoo, Julie Das, Leena
Patnaik, Madhusmita Kota, Pitabasa   

Panda, Pushpita Bhuyan,  Puspita Das, 
Rajshree Nayak, Ranjita Samantaray, 
Rudrakshi Basantia, Sarbani Mishra,
Snehanjali Misra, Sonali Pattanaik,

Sushil Panda, Tanushree Patra 

Guest & Artist 
Selection

Shishir Senapati Sangita Pradhan

Hospitality Punyatoya Sarangi Geeta Sahoo

Food Krushna Panda Maitreyi Satapathy

Fund Raising Akshaya Ray Raj Subudhi

Decoration
Saswata 

Nayak(Jhilli)
Pushpa Mahapatra

Finance/Budget/ 
Accounts

Biswajit Pattnaik
Ratimukta 
Satapathy

Cultural
Rina (Chandana) 

Mahapatra
Swati Mishra

Committee Chair Co-Chair

Award Manasi Mishra Sunita Mahapatra

Booth / Exhibition Nutan Satapathy
Diptikanta 

Sandhibigrah

49th OSA Convention Committee
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Alok Hota, Bhawani Tripathy, Jogesh
 Panda, Lyudmila Mishra, Nivedita 

Mishra,
 Neena Marion, Poonam Panda, 

  Puspita Bhuyan, Sasadhar Sahoo,  
Shashwati Swain, Sonali Pattanaik,

 Suman Panda,  Sunita Das, 
  Swapnalata Mishra 

 Aseem Mishra,Biswajit Puhan,Parag 
Mishra, Ramanath Mishra, Ratimukta 

Satapathy, Satya Mohanty,  Sunil 
patnaik , Sudhakar Dakshinamoorthy, 
Santosh Ka,Sanjib Sahoo,Tikhnadhi 

Kamalakshya

Anya Rath, Ananya Pattnaik, Biswajit
Puhan, Girija Rout, Mamata Sahoo,

Nayna Rath, Nirmal Rath, 
Sanghamitra Satapathy, Santosh 

Kar,Sunanda Mishra, 

Sasmita Padhi, Srikanta Sahoo

Biswajit Puhan, Girish Nayak,  
Jyotirmayee Sahoo, Sangram 

Basantia, 
 Sanghamitra Satapathy,      

Santanu Misra, Saswati Swain, 
Subhasis 

Anya Rath,Karishma Satapathy,Manoj 
Acharya, Narendra Kota,Raj 

Subudhi,Sanjeev Sahoo,  Suman 
Mishra, Sudipta Mishra

Akshaya Ray

Team Members

Sports Dillip Subudhi Girija Rout

Souvenir/Directory
Swapnalata Mishra 

(Rath)
Sasadhar Sahoo

Registration Pramod Satapathy Hrudaya Mahapatro

Seminar Smriti Panda

Logistics Satchi Sarangi
Abhishek Nepak
Satya Mohanty

Mehfil Subhasis Mahanty Pitabasa Panda

Committee Chair Co-Chair

49th OSA Convention Committee
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Facilitation/Admin/
MTG 

Coordination/Com
munication

MI OSA Executive 
Team

MI OSA Executive 
Team

 Girija Rout, Sonali Pattanaik, Sangram 
Basantia,Tarakeshwar Pradhan,Vivek 

Das

Public Relation Manoj Acharya No Position No Position

Youth Activities Lyudmila Mishra
Puspita Bhuyan
Poonam Panda 

Ranjita Samantaray, Rita Mallik,Seema 
Raut, Soma Sahu,Smriti Panda,Tuli 

Mohanty

Aseem Mishra,Biswajit Puhan,Jessica 
Pattanaik,Nihar Mishra,Nirmal Rath,  

Ratimukta Satapathy, Rajalaxmi 
Pattnaik,Rita Mallik,Raj Subudhi, Sunil 

Pattnaik, Sangeeta Lathkar, Soma 
Sahu,Sangram Basantia, Subrat 

Mohapatra,Suman Mishra,
Tikhnadhi Kamlakshya, Trilokyanath 

Padhi,Tuli Mohanty 

 Abhishek Nepak,Srikanth Sahoo, Sunil 
Pattnaik

Akshaya Ray,Sangram BasantiaWeb Development Devashish Das Girish Nayak

Venue Arun Tripathy Debashis Acharya

Team Members

Stage 
Management/ 

Technical /Video/ 
Photography

Sangram Sahu
Tarakeshwar 

Pradhan

Committee Chair Co-Chair

49th OSA Convention Committee
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Message from the OSA National President 
Lalatendu Mohanty 

I welcome you to the 49th OSA Annual Convention and convey my best 
wishes on publication of “URMI” to commemorate 2018 OSA convention in 
Dearborn, a suburb of Detroit, the Motor City of the world. This will be a great 
annual extravaganza of culture, music, and fun. Arranging a convention of this 
magnitude is an extraordinary effort. Behind all extraordinary efforts, there are many 
extraordinary individuals. I was lucky to get an opportunity to meet a few of them 
and felt their energy, motivation and passion to put forward a life-size convention. I 
am confident that they would over-surprise you this year. 

This year’s theme is “Bridging Generations: Celebrating ODIA Unity.” Yes, 
we already have three generations of Odia in North America and there is immense 
need to bridge the gaps from jataka to Instagram.  

Irrespective of the generation, we should be proud of what we have achieved as a society for all 
Odias. We are professionals, entrepreneurs, academicians, and scientists to Padma Bibhusana.  Not to 
mention the proud community and a classic heritage we all are part of.  

Our greatness comes by doing a few small things and taking little steps, consistently. 
We continue to provide a mutually supportive environment for Odia immigrants (ସଂ� �ତି), 
explore ways to showcase our culture and heritage at a different level (ସଂହତି), and work 
hard for the local community and for the land of our roots (ସ�କ�).

First and foremost, we are one family in this adopted land bonded by our common root. We thrive 
to provide a social safety-net for all Odias, both members and non-members. Looking out for each other is 
now one of our principles which is very essential in this current ominous atmosphere. 

We continue to empower OSA members to voice their opinions, be part of our decisions while we 
try to be inclusive to the highest. Our priority to brand the society with actions is starting to give positive 
results. We have started an aggressive campaign in social media featuring ourselves in high profile targets. 

Knowing your culture and heritage, means you know where you come from and where you are going. 
We are unique because of our robust roots, magnificent culture, and the strong heritage. OSA will continue to 
work hard to preserve and promote our culture, no matter what. It’s not too late to let the heritage genie out 
of the bottle. We have taken firm steps to influence our chapters to showcase it to a bigger community by 
providing additional incentives. It puts us at lesser risk of having the young generation growing up without an 
identity. We need to celebrate and practice our heritage and traditions with pride. 

Our roots are not in landscape or a country, or a people, they are inside us. We need to speak our 
home languages without shy, fear, or favor. We need to rock our afros and braids without being influenced by 
anyone. It’s our culture and it needs to be respected. If we don’t celebrate heritage, we will not understand its 
values. Conventions are an attempt to facilitate and revive those feelings. Let’s be part of it every year as an 
annual heritage journey. 
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Community is our strength. We are committed to be part of this adopted land, also the motherland 
of many of our next generations. Besides thinking about the less privileged in Odisha, we must get involved 
with the community we all are now part of.  We must encourage our next generations to get involved in social 
initiatives locally under the “OSA Impact” banner. Without involvement in local community, we will not have 
a strong quality of life. 

Whatever we do, wherever we go, Odisha will continue to remain close to our heart. We will 
continue to be part of the Odisha at her success as well as adversity. We will stand besides everyone who 
makes a meaningful impact on the bottom-of-the-pyramid segment. We will continue to support social 
entrepreneurship, advocate for social justice, facilitate opportunity for higher education and, end the digital 
divide. 

However, it’s time to think bigger than before. A bigger cause with a much longer impact. Let’s 
partner with organization for a higher cause, whether it is to improve the skillset, provide farm-aid for 
farmers, digitize Odisha, eradicate Malaria or promote Odisha in the world forum.  

Our vision is high, morale is solid, but we have limited hands. I appeal to all members to spare some 
time from your busy schedules to help OSA build a strong foundation of OSA culture and traditions for the 
road ahead. 

Now, I thank you for giving me this opportunity to serve the society. I am an ordinary person who 
has been blessed with extraordinary executive team and selfless volunteers with foolproof commitments to 
serve OSA with integrity and dignity.  

On behalf of the executive team and Board of Governors of the OSA, I would like to take this opportunity to 
congratulate the Editors for undertaking such a worthy task. I would also like to give a shout-out to OSA 
2018 convention team and all OSA National committees for their selfless work and commitment. 

Sincerely, 

Lalatendu Mohanty 
National OSA President 
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Message from the 2018 Convener 
Dr. Shishir Senapati 

Namaskar! It is my great honor and distinct pleasure to welcome you all to the  
49th OSA Convention at Ford Community and Performing Arts Center and the elegant  
Edward Hotel in Dearborn, Michigan. This is the fifth time the convention has been  
hosted in Michigan since the inception of OSA in 1969, and 11 years after your last visit  
to Detroit. The 2007 convention was an extraordinary affair, and we are excited about  
the substantial number of first-time participants who will now receive the memorable  
experience of the convention in Michigan. 

Like in the past, the annual convention is a time when we celebrate our achievements and connect  
with the heritage of our native land with fellow Odias.  Over the years it has been observed that Millennials  
tend to shy away from our culture and roots, and often feel isolated in the convention. With that perspective,  
we have chosen the theme of this convention — “Bridging Generations: Celebrating ODIA Unity.” This  
year's convention will address relevant topics through seminars, cultural events, and youth programs. There is  
an urgency to think about importance of youth’s roles and contributions as torchbearers of Odia culture and  
heritage. OSA is 49 years old, and we reached this milestone not by accident, but by virtue of our dedication  
and commitment. We want to pass it on to our new generations to upkeep our culture and heritage in our  
adopted land. We know of our differences between the generations in many aspects of our lives. But let us  
initiate the process in this convention to minimize the gaps which will gain momentum in future years to  
come, and find a way for a smooth transition to youth to unify Odia community in a more acceptable way  
appropriate to the pluralistic culture in the 21st century. Our convention team has worked diligently to reflect  
the theme in all aspects of the convention.  

An issue I want to highlight is the increasing cost to organize OSA’s annual convention. It has come  
to the point where it is difficult to find a hosting chapter. In view of this, I urge you all to have discussion at  
length during a general body meeting.  

I hope you all will have great time in Michigan during the convention period by enjoying cultural  
events, enthralling presentation by artists from Odisha, sumptuous food catered to individual tastes,  
thoughtful seminars, exciting youth programs, charismatic speakers, a relaxed time in mehfil, along with your  
stay in a cozy hotel room. 

My special thanks to our volunteers, chairs/co-chairs, MI-OSA executives, and advisors for their  
untiring effort and perseverance in hosting this convention. I also express my sincere gratitude to OSA  
national executives for their continued support and directions. My heartfelt thanks to all individual and  
corporate donors. Lastly, I cannot complete my remarks without extending my thanks to our participants,  
honorable guests, speakers and artists from Odisha, as well as North Americas. 

Sincerely yours, 

Dr. Shishir Senapati 
Convener 

49th Annual OSA Convention, 2018 
Dearborn, Michigan 
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A Message from National OSA Vice President 
Susil Panda 

My Dear Friends, 

Namaskar! 

On behalf of Odisha Society of the Americas, I welcome all of you to the 49th  annual  
OSA Convention.  

It gives me immense pleasure to see all of us with Odia background and heritage  
coming together in this platform for 49 years. That is a unique achievement we all should be  
proud of. Once in a year, hundreds of Odias come together under one roof, relive the memories  
we have left behind, and experience the uniqueness of our traditions. I commend the Michigan  
chapter for organizing the convention this year, the founding fathers who started this 49 years  
ago, and those who carried it forward for so many years. Looking forward, this tradition should  
continue for lifetimes. 

It has been a great experience for me after taking the responsibility of OSA Vice President. I have met  
many new people, made new friends, and learned of so many accomplished individuals in our community in North  
America. Local chapters are active in a variety of ways, notably Utkal Diwas, Saraswati Puja, Holi, Deepabali, Kumara  
Purnima and summer get-togethers at the beach and resorts. Many chapters are showcasing Odia art, food and craft in  
larger Indian and American gatherings. Every year, there is at least one or two more Jagannath Pratista being  
conducted in North American temples, Rath Yatra is performed in most major cities. Odia friends and family are  
engaged in all form of social media in most cities and regionally.  

While it is very encouraging to see so much of activities in local chapters bringing Odias together, 
there is always room for more. Especially in the current political climate with uncertainties, let's put additional
effort to bring us closer, keep us together as one family and make us stronger. Let’s bring new ideas using the platforms 
available locally and nationally. 

Thank you all so much for coming together in this august event and making it a success. I hope the  
memories you take back will be shared in your local groups and you will invite more people to join the platform 
as members and attendees in Golden Jubilee convention in 2019 hosted by NY/NJ chapter. 

Susil Panda 
Charlotte, NC 

Vice President OSA 
Co-convener De-facto, OSA Convention 2018, 2019 
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Message from the National OSA Secretary
Amar Senapati 

I take this golden opportunity to welcome you and your family to the 49th  
annual OSA Convention in Dearborn, Michigan. Michigan volunteers, under the  
leadership of Dr. Sishir Senapati, are working relentlessly around the clock to make it a  
grand and enjoyable convention for all of us. I am sure we all will have a good time  
during these three days. 

The BOG Members have been taking their responsibility very seriously. Every month we conduct  
BOG meeting on every second Sunday at 7 PM EST, and there has been record participation during last  
meetings. The minutes of the meeting are duly recorded and are available on the OSA website through the  
link: http://www.odishasociety.org/bog-meeting-minutes/ 

Since August 2017, a few major resolutions were proposed and approved by BOG members. 

In October 2017, aligning with the vision of OSA it was proposed and approved that a fund of 
$1,500 ($250 for each chapter) would be allocated for promoting Odia culture outside of the Odia  
community.  

To increase the number of OSA members, the life member fee was reduced to $200 and the student  
membership was made free. These will remain effective until the GBM in July 2018.  

During April 2018, it was proposed and approved that the OSA Convention registration fee will be  
waived for our senior citizens attending the convention. 

It has also been determined that the 50th OSA Golden Jubilee Convention will be organized by New  
York & New Jersey Chapter in the year 2019.   

As of April 2018, the total OSA membership stands at 1,230 families. Since January 2018, more than  
50 new members have registered as part of the membership drive. [NYNJPA - 17, South East - 12, New  
England – 11, Southern – 3, Chicago, Michigan, Ohio – 2, North West – 1]. This does not include the  
memberships registered through 2018 OSA Convention. 

I would also like to take this opportunity to share a few developments at various local chapters  
during this time 

Mr. Sarada Panda took over as the Chapter President for the vacant South West Chapter in August  
2017. 

In March 2018, Mr. Debasish Panda was kind enough to extend his tenure by another two years as  
OSA Chicago President.  
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Our sincere thanks and gratitude to both for their time, dedication, and effort toward OSA. I request  
and encourage all other chapters due for elections (normally every 2-4 years) to elect new representatives  using 
a democratic process.  

I would like to encourage every OSA member to participate in all local events throughout the year in  
big way to spread the Odia culture in North America. My sincere request is to make every effort to spread our  
message among all other Odia friends to motivate them to join OSA as life members to make this  
organization stronger. With the membership growth, we can represent ourselves as a strong and integral  
Indian community in this adopted land. 

At the end, I would like to convey my heartfelt gratitude to all OSA members who are spending  
countless hours volunteering for our community to make it strong and vibrant. Please do not hesitate to  
communicate with me for any feedback or suggestions via email (asenapati@gmail.com, 
secretary@odishasociety.org). 

Jai Jagannath!!! 

Amar Senapati 
National OSA Secretary 

    List of  OSA New Members by State.  

Name  State  Membership Type 

Pradipta Das  AL  Family - Life 

Bikash Behera  CT  Family - Life 

Tushar Acharya  CT  Family - Life 

BIJAY DAS  CT  Family - Life 

Pradeep K Sahu  CT  Family - Life 

Siba Rath  CT  Family - Life 

Bilas Das  CT  Family - Life 

Silpi Das  CT  Family - Life 

Deepak Mishra  CT  Family - Life 

Prasanna Sahoo  CT  Family - Life 

Bikhipta Panda  GA  Family - 5 Year 

Biswa Ranjan Dash  GA  Family - 5 Year 

Subhendu Sadangi  IL  Family - Annual 

Subhendu Sadangi  IL  Family - Life 

Anil Kar  IL  Family - Life 

Sangya Padhi  MA  Family - Life 

Satish Sahoo  MA  Family - Life 

Manoj Acharya  MI  Family - Annual 
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Sanjib Kumar Das  MI  Student - Annual 

Biswajit Ray  NC  Family - Life 

Tarini Dash  NC  Family - Life 

Amitabh Misro  NC  Family - Life 

Shankar Baral  NC  Family - Life 

Rajat Patro  NC  Family - Life 

PRADEEP PANDA  NC  Family - Life 

Prakash Mohanty  NC  Family - Life 

Pabitra Mohanty  NC  Family - Life 

Prabhu Mahapatro  NC  Family - 5 Year 

Praveen Patro  NC  Family - Life 

Mahesh Panda  NC  Family - 5 Year 

Ajeet Padhi  NC  Family - Life 

Pramit Panda  NJ  Family - Life 

sammit panda  NJ  Family - Life 

sukant paikray  NJ  Family - 5 Year 

Sidharth Mohanty  NJ  Family - Life 

uma shankar padhy  NJ  Family - Life 

Anurag Mohanty  NJ  Family - Annual 

Deepak Sahu  NJ  Family - Life 

Suresh Penumetch  NJ  Family - Life 

Krushna Samanta  NJ  Family - Life 

Naresh Dalua  NJ  Family - Life 

Arabindakshaya Mishra  NJ  Family - Life 

Kuntala Jena  NJ  Family - Life 

Anish Mahakud  NJ  Family - Life 

Anik Mahakud  NJ  Family - Life 

Pradyumna Mallik  NJ  Family - Life 

Rekha Tripathy  OH  Family - Life 

Ashok Kumar Dandpat  OH  Family - Life 

Bishnu Maharana  PA  Family - Life 

Tanmayee Mohapatra  PA  Family - Life 

Bagmita Mohapatra  WA  Family - Life 
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Message from OSA Treasurer 
        Sachi Pati 

Dear OSA members and my fellow Odia friends, 

On behalf of the OSA Michigan Convention Team and OSA National team, 

let me welcome you to the OSA 49th convention during July 2018. OSA
Conventions over the time have become very challenging logistically. 
Working as a local team to put together this event is very satisfying. OSA 
Michigan chapter and convention members have spent numerous hours and 
have worked really hard to present you a marvelous event. Please enjoy 
everything the convention has to offer and take a moment to thank the 
convention team for their volunteering efforts and hospitality. 

2017-2018 Budget 

Income 

OSA Fees 
OSA Membership 
NET (2017-Current Year) Convention 
Income - OSA Share 
Investment Income 
OSA Convention Chief Guest Travel and 
Visa Sponsorship 
LTA Award Sponsorship 
Other Sponsors (SB Award for Academic 
Excellence, Performing Arts, SSKYEC 
- Samik Singh Kalinga Youth
Entrepreneurship Competition)

Total Income 

Budgeted (July 

2017-June 2018) 

$500 
$1,750 
$500 

$4,000 
$2,000 

$3,500 
$4,200 

$16,450 
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Expense 

RDF (Drama Festival) Grants $2,000 
Utkal Divasa and India Festival Support $1,500 
Chapter level awards $1,000 
Youth mentorship program $500 
OSA Chief Guest for Convention - 2017 $2,000 
Awards & Plaques $1,000 
LTA Award and Award Travel Cost $3,500 
Administrative Expense $1,000 
OSA Level awards - OSA Convention $2,000 
URMI Print Expenses - OSA Share - 2017 $500 
Convention 
Misc Expense 
Total Expense 

$500 
$15,500.00 

Net (Budgeted) $950.00 

Financial Statements - As of April 30, 2018 

THE ODISHA SOCIETY OF AMERICAS 
Statement of Activity - Fiscal Year Start - Ending in April 

July 2017 - April 2018 

Revenue 

Total 

2018 Champu Donation 1,000.00 

2018 Detroit Convention Collection by OSA National 0.00 

2018 Subrina Biswal Academic Excellence. 1,000.00 

Amazon Smiles Non-Profit Revenue 18.12 

General Donations 725.00 

Membership Dues 9,796.00 

NJ Chapter Matching 170.00 

OSA NW Microsoft Volunteer Matching 297.30 

30 Urmi 2018



OSA Public Library Initiative 2,000.00 

Total Revenue $15,006.42 

Gross Profit $15,006.42 

Expenditures 

Bank Charges & Fees 64.45 

Mailbox Rental 84.00 

Meals & Entertainment 45.65 

Memorial Services 140.13 

OSA Grants - RDF Grant 1,000.00 

OSA Grants - Utkal Divas and India Festival 750.00 

PayPal Fees 242.54 

Quickbooks accounting monthly fee 93.00 

Returned Bill Payments 0.00 

Shipping and Postage 18.23 

Taxes & Licenses 20.47 

Uncategorized Expense 39.12 

Website Expenses 152.05 

Total Expenditures $2,649.64 

Net Operating Revenue $12,356.78 

Other Revenue 

TD Ameritrade Investment Gain 4,550.39 

Total Other Revenue $4,550.39 

Net Other Revenue $4,550.39 

Net Revenue $16,907.17 

THE ODISHA SOCIETY OF AMERICAS 
Statement of Activity - Transition Date Start - Ending in April 2018 

September 2017 - April 2018 

Revenue 

Total 

2018 Champu Donation 1,000.00 

2018 Detroit Convention Collection by OSA National 0.00 

2018 Subrina Biswal Academic Excellence. 1,000.00 

Amazon Smiles Non-Profit Revenue 18.12 

General Donations 725.00 

Membership Dues 9,796.00 

NJ Chapter Matching 170.00 

OSA NW Microsoft Volunteer Matching 297.30 
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OSA Public Library Initiative 2,000.00 

Total Revenue $15,006.42 

Gross Profit $15,006.42 

Expenditures 

Bank Charges & Fees 64.45 

Mailbox Rental 84.00 

Meals & Entertainment 45.65 

Memorial Services 140.13 

OSA Grants - RDF Grant 1,000.00 

OSA Grants - Utkal Divas and India Festival 750.00 

PayPal Fees 242.54 

Quickbooks accounting monthly fee 93.00 

Returned Bill Payments 0.00 

Shipping and Postage 18.23 

Taxes & Licenses 20.47 

Uncategorized Expense 39.12 

Website Expenses 152.05 

Total Expenditures $2,649.64 

Net Operating Revenue $12,356.78 

Other Revenue 

TD Ameritrade Investment Gain 4,550.39 

Total Other Revenue $4,550.39 

Net Other Revenue $4,550.39 

Net Revenue $16,907.17 

THE ODISHA SOCIETY OF AMERICAS 
Statement of Financial Position 

As of September 1, 2017 (Exec Committee Transition Begin ) 

Total 

ASSETS 

Current Assets Bank 

Accounts 

Checking Main 99,358.13 

Convention Account 0.00 

Emergency Relief Account 17,598.12 

TD Ameritrade 187,915.84 

Total Bank Accounts $304,872.09 

Total Current Assets $304,872.09 

TOTAL ASSETS $304,872.09 
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LIABILITIES AND 
EQUITY 

Liabilities 

Current Liabilities 

Other Current Liabilities 

OSA Various Short Term Payables 0.00 

Mailing 2017 Souvenir in Canada 53.04 

OSA Pacific NW Chapter - 2017 Utkal Divas Payment 250.00 
OSA Pacific NW Chapter 2017 April MSFT Contribution 

1,200.00 

Sruti Mohapatra (2016 LTA) 2,119.37 

Subrina Biswal Award - 2017 700.00 

Video preparation for MFA by Praful Library 392.46 

Total OSA Various Short Term Payables $4,714.87 

Total Other Current Liabilities $4,714.87 

Total Current Liabilities $4,714.87 

Total Liabilities $4,714.87 

Equity 

Opening Balance Equity 300,157.22 

Retained Earnings 0.00 

Net Revenue 0.00 

Total Equity $300,157.22 

TOTAL LIABILITIES AND EQUITY $304,872.09 

THE ODISHA SOCIETY OF AMERICAS 
Statement of Financial Position 

As of April 30, 2018 

Total 

ASSETS 

Current Assets 

Bank Accounts 

Checking Main 89,161.76 

Convention Account 0.00 

Emergency Relief Account 17,559.00 

PayPal Bank 633.40 

Syndicate Bank - India - Rupee Acct - USD Equiv 245.43 

TD Ameritrade 192,466.23 

Total Bank Accounts $300,065.82 

Other Current Assets 

Loans to Michigan Chapter for Convention 20,000.00 

Total Other Current Assets $20,000.00 
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Total Current Assets $320,065.82 

TOTAL ASSETS 

LIABILITIES AND 

EQUITY 

$320,065.82 

Liabilities 

Current Liabilities 

Other Current Liabilities 

OSA Various Short Term Payables 0.00 

Mailing 2017 Souvenir in Canada 0.00 

OSA Pacific NW Chapter - 2017 Utkal Divas Payment 0.00 

OSA Pacific NW Chapter 2017 April MSFT Contribution 0.00 

Sruti Mohapatra (2016 LTA) 0.00 

Subrina Biswal Award - 2017 700.00 

Video preparation for MFA by Praful Library 0.00 

Total OSA Various Short Term Payables $700.00 

Total Other Current Liabilities $700.00 

Total Current Liabilities $700.00 

Total Liabilities $700.00 

Equity 

Opening Balance Equity 302,458.65 

Retained Earnings 0.00 

Net Revenue 16,907.17 

Total Equity $319,365.82 

TOTAL LIABILITIES AND EQUITY $320,065.82 

OSA Investments and Future Plans 

In the month of Nov. 2014, OSA invested 150K USD in a very conservative investment which is a 
mix of bonds, cash and mutual funds. As of March 2018, the same portfolio has increased in value 
to approximately 192K. Based on this success and with BOG approval, we have formed an 
Investment and Finance Committee in 2018. The investment committee’s goal is to review the cash 
balances and provide a recommendation to BOG on our future investment strategies. The 
committee is in very early stages and will work with OSA Treasurer and EC to meet, review and 
recommend future investment strategies and changes from current path (if any). OSA BOG will 
make the final 
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determination regarding acceptance and implementation of the Investment and Finance Committee 
recommendations. 

OSA Financial Operations – Summary and Broad Guidelines 

All OSA entities (local chapters and national body) use OSA national TAX ID. OSA files taxes 
annually as one group which includes all local chapter and the national body. 

We encourage all local chapters to collect donations as they see fit and spend on core OSA Mission 
statement, as provided in our constitution and by-laws. 

In the spirit of staying fully compliant with all local and national 501(c)(3) laws, OSA would like to 
reiterate finance related guidelines to all of OSA officials and entities. 

1. OSA Local chapters can and should generally use OSA EIN to open bank accounts. Bank
accounts may be operated only by OSA members.

2. We must follow all IRS 501(c)(3) policies and not issue tax exempt letters for donors for the
portions of the donation for which a service or product was exchanged. Donations satisfying
OSA mission statements are generally eligible for a tax-exempt letter from OSA.

3. Year-end tax filing is an aggregation of all OSA local chapters and national statements. Local
chapter presidents and executives formally sign the year end statements and submit to OSA
National for IRS filing.
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Message from MI-OSA Chapter President 
Vivek Das 

Brothers and Sisters from North America, India, and other parts of the world:  
welcome to the 49th OSA Convention in Dearborn, Michigan. 

We share a common heritage and culture and are here to cherish and celebrate 
it. Our theme this year is “Bridging Generations: Celebrating ODIA Unity.”  The 
history of Odisha, known by its earlier names of Kalinga and Utkal, dates back to 
remote antiquity. The State was known far and wide, for its heroic deeds, maritime 
trade, and founders of overseas expansion of its people. The sufferings of war in the 
battle of Kalinga in 261 BC and the heroic fight and sacrifice of its people moved the great emperor Ashoka, 
and led him to abandon his expansion and seek asylum in Buddhism. 

In modern  times, The Paika Bidroha, was an armed rebellion against the British East India 
Company's rule in Odisha in  1817. It is now acknowledged as the first war of independence against the 
British rule. The temple of Lord  Jagannath, the Lord of the Universe, is in Puri, Odisha. In Odisha, Lord 
Jagannath is the epicenter of the  religion and belief of Odia people. The following of Lord Jagannath is 
based upon love and affection, service,  sacrifice and equity. The Odissi dance is one of the six acknowledged 
classical dance forms of India. It has an  origin in the temples of Odisha. The rhythm, Bhangis and Mudras 
used in Odissi dance have a distinct style  of their own. The dance is performed mainly with the theme of the 
infinite love between Lord Krishna and  Radha. The fluid movements and grace distinguishes Odissi from 
other dance forms. In Odissi, the torso  movement is considered very important which is soft, lyrical and 
graceful.  

As we look around, we celebrate the achievements of Odia people in North America. This 
generation  has contributed immensely to the fields of science and technology, information technology, 
commerce,  education, research and development, engineering and medicine in North America. The 
hard work,  dedication, and efforts have paid off and the Indian community, of which we are a part, is 
one of the most  prosperous communities. At the same time, we are very much involved in improving the 
lives around us,  both in our local communities, as well as in Odisha. The Odia community in North America 
has been  involved in disaster relief, adopt-a-village, building an electronic library, among other activities in 
Odisha.  

In Michigan, our community of adult and youth members have worked together in 
community  service events packing and distributing food for the poor and needy people in local food 
banks and soup  kitchens. Through such efforts, more than 5,912 pounds of food was managed for 
distribution to needy  people recently. Thank you for caring. Similar philanthropic and community 
service activities have been  organized in New York, New Jersey, and other states by local Odia 
communities. Our youth has taken a  leadership role in such activities. The second generation of Odia 
youth has brought much pride to the  community by excelling in academics, making excellent career 
choices, starting enterprises, engaging in  community services, and leading meaningful lives. We have 
witnessed the Odia youth here in Michigan taking  leadership in our temple and Ratha Yatra activities, music 
and dances, participate in our Kumar Purnima and  puja activities, achieve academic excellence, while 
eventually going on to become productive and valuable  members of the community. At the same time, 
they have maintained close links with their parents and  community elders and given them due 
respect and attention. Watching the youth taking part in our  community activities, excel at school and 
college, and make excellent career and life choices, makes my heart 
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swell with happiness and pride. Their honesty and maturity and adaptation to the greater American culture  
while acknowledge and respecting their own identity is commendable.  

Our community is strong and has a glorious future ahead. It is appropriate that we have chosen the  
theme as “Bridging Generations: Celebrating ODIA Unity.”   When you know your roots, you feel a sense of  
identity. The elderly and the youth work together bridging the generations. It gives a sense of meaning and  
helps you feel grounded and gives you strength. Culture is an invisible bond that ties a community together.  
We have come together to celebrate this glorious tradition and culture.  

I would like to thank the past President of MI-OSA, Mr. Pradipta Mishra, and his team for their  
initiative in getting the Convention to Michigan. 

Also, I would like to thank all the past presidents of  MI-OSA and their teams for their selfless  
service to the community in Michigan. 

I am grateful to the convener Dr. Shishir Senapati, our  entire Convention Committee, Advisors and  
Volunteers, my executive team members and all of our volunteers for the excellent team work and for  
tirelessly striving to hold the OSA convention in Michigan.  

Also I would like to thank the current OSA executives for all their help and support 

Thank you for coming and experiencing the warmth of the Odia community in Michigan. Come  dance, sing, 
dine, and celebrate our culture and heritage with us. May Lord Jagannath bless us all.   

Warm regards, 
Vivek Das 

MI-OSA Chapter President
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MICHIGAN CHAPTER 

Bringing together Michiganians interested in Odisha and its culture 

Listed are the MI-OSA office bearers: 
President (P), Vice President (VP), Secretary (S), Treasurer (T), Executive Member (EM) 

2007 - 2009

Jogesh C Panda (P) 
Reshma S Das (S) 

Maitreyi Satapathy (T) 

2001 - 2003

Pushpa Nayak (P) 
Jogesh Panda (S/T) 

1988 - 2001

 Ladukesh Pattanaik (P), Hemant Senapati (S/T) 
 Natabara Khunti (P), Bailochan Behera (S/T) 
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Editorial:  An Experience to Cherish 
Swapnalata Mishra (Rath) 

     Namaskar!  Congratulations to all OSA members for the 49 th Annual OSA  
Convention in Michigan. It is a great pleasure and honor to be on the team and  
serve OSA one more time after 11 years by leading the Souvenir and Directory  
team to release the 2018 annual Souvenir, Urmi. My sincere thanks to the  
Convener, Dr. Shishir Senapati, and his advisors for nominating me. I tried my  
best at every step. I was blessed to work with a dedicated team. So I would like  
to introduce and thank all my enthusiastic core committee teammates:  

● Mr. Sasadhar Sahoo (co-Chair and in charge of the Directory)
● Mr. Santosh Kar (in charge of coordinating the Meghna Memorial Award

Competition and proofreading Odia section)
● and Mr. Biswajit Puhan (in charge of the printing process)

They accepted responsibility and stood by me in the decision making process. 

Our first responsibility as a team was to decide the convention theme, based on suggestions 
offered by our MI-OSA chapter members.  

We focused on the elemental level of our core identity: the common thread which binds us 
together first. If we can keep the core intact, we will be successful in keeping the outer shell intact. 
We perceived that there is a need for a message now that can bring Odias of all ages together by 
transmitting each of our pride in our identity as Odia.  

I would like to share our introspection and group discussion as it was exactly reflected in Mr. 
Biswajit Puhan’s words: 

“In the rapid changing digital age, which is morphing, mutating and springing up instant cultures, 
identities and new ways of life are much like looking through a kaleidoscope. As we all ride in the ocean of 
life, we all seem to drift a little adrift over time, while building our own small comfort islands, of our own 
generations, even amongst our own bigger communities. 

Let this convention be dedicated for us all to make an effort to bridge these generation-islands,  bridge 
them via young reaching out to elder and elder reaching out to youngsters. Let our common identity:  our 
language, our festivals, our food, our music, and our common proud lineage be the glue once more. This  is 
the first part of the theme. 

Let the effort we do now, aspiring to make this a convention of purpose, one which will culminate all 
our efforts towards bringing Odias from all generations together, lead to a 'Celebration of UNITY,' as people 
of a proud land… For being ODIA. The celebration will be the OSA convention 2018. This is the second 
part of the theme.” 
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Thus, the convention planning took its shape with the theme line “Bridging Generations:  
Celebrating ODIA Unity,” (Bada heu aba sana: eka ama Odia prana). 

My search for the editor of the English section started from there. While searching, I  
extended my thought from our generation to our second generation. I approached Anya, my elder  
daughter, who had experience in editing. To tell the truth, I was not expecting that she would easily  
accept the huge responsibility in the busy schedule of her day-to-day life. But she accepted my offer  
happily with pride as a second generation Michigan OSA member. It was interesting to understand  
her professional side while editing articles. She accepted my decision to go easy with each and every  
article while editing and formatting as the OSA Souvenir is meant to encourage the creative spirit of  
OSA members, especially young children. She took the huge burden on her shoulder, without  
knowing what she committed for, but slowly and steadily tried her best to accomplish the goal. This  
whole experience reminds me of when I sent one of her stories for the 2002 OSA Souvenir when  
she was in second grade. She made sure that I sent her story without making any changes to it.  When 
someone from the family appreciated her write-up, she was so excited and I can never forget  the 
smile on her face. So I guess time itself blessed her to make an effort to take the responsibility  and to 
give back to the community she grew up in. It was not simple for her with a full-time job, but  she 
managed to reach the goal with dedication, care, and compassion. What else a mother can  cherish!   

Our next challenge was fixing a low scale budget for the publication of Souvenir and Urmi,  
that basically decided our planning to move cautiously . We feel lucky that we could manage the best  
we could ...so far! 

Thanks a lot from the bottom of my heart to: 

● Mr. Prasanta Bhunya (OSA Editor, Utkarsha),
● Mr. Girija Rout (MI-OSA Executive member)
● Mrs. Mamata Sahoo
● Mr. Nirmal Rath

Their help to Souvenir and Directory team in the right time meant a lot! The annual  
Souvenir has been elegantly providing an opportunity to members with a passion for writing to  
share their immigrant experiences and creative thoughts with fellow members. It is important to  
mention that the OSA Souvenir has been the only medium in North America to publish Odia  
articles by Odia writers based in USA and Canada.  Odia language was the base of Odisha when it  
was formed as a state in British India in 1936  and Odia feeling is the base of OSA as an  
organization. The 2,000 year old history of Odia literature was the base of  Odia language to be  
designated as the sixth classical language of India. Though it is the official language of Odisha, it is  
unfortunately losing its popularity as a spoken and written language. As immigrants from Odisha, it  
is our responsibility to preserve our mother tongue which is the most important part of our heritage  
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So, my heartfelt thanks to the handful of writers and editors who contributed regularly  
toward the Odia section of the Souvenir for more than 40 years. Readers who can’t read Odia are  
definitely missing some exciting writers and their write-ups. I just hope that one day, kids will be  able 
to read the Odia section of the Souvenir, which will inspire them to take a dip in the vast ocean  of 
Odia literature. Also, I am grateful to writers in english section who have tried to discuss our  culture 
from different aspects. I am sure that would help our children to get closer to the land of  their 
ancseters.  Urmi, literally means waves in the sea or ocean in Odia. An ocean or a sea can never  be 
imagined without its waves created in the water itself. Literally, waves can be expressed as the  
feelings of sea/ocean. Urmi, the OSA Souvenir, reflects activities of OSA as an organization as well  
as the thought of OSA members in various form of writings such as poetry, short stories, essays on  a 
variety of topics, and obituaries. We solicited articles/photographs/art only from OSA members.  At 
the same time, we encouraged OSA members to share well written write-ups, photographs and  other 
submissions from their family/friends/favorite writers from India and Odisha. We learned the  lesson 
that everybody does not follow guidelines. It was indeed hard, but we managed. 

Our sincere thanks to all writers and photographers, as well as parents of young writers, who  
supported us in a timely manner. Current school-going young writers are growing up in an Odia  
society, which is very different culturally, socially as well as technically than their seniors (second  
generation), who grew up as school kids here before the millennium. Readers will be thrilled to feel  
the understanding of our young writers’ observation of their society, their country, and their feelings  
about Odisha. Their storytelling style from such a young age is really promising. Since we did not get  
photographs from many writers, we decided to keep only Meghna Memorial Award winners  
headshots with the articles to maintain the uniformity in formatting. We hope everybody will  
understand.  

All writers were requested to share about themselves and their thought about OSA from  
their point of view. Many writers sent their views which has been posted below their articles, though  
some were shortened for the sake of space. It was interesting to see the common feelings of all  
writers of different generations. They all are proud of their identity as Odia. They all honored OSA  
as being the cause of their cultural growth as Odias while staying and raising family far away from  
Odisha. Most of them described OSA as the home away from Odisha. It actually, helped me, as an  
individual, to feel connected to each of them through their expressions through writing, my passion.  
49-year-old OSA grew up day by day because of the nurturing, selfless chapter-level volunteers 
moving forward to reach the milestone of 50 th convention in 2019. Passion builds up the spirit, the 
spirit spreads its infectious energy, and attracts like-minded individuals to get together and plan to 
pass the passion to the future generations. “Pen is mightier than sword!” Please forgive us for all 
unintentional mistakes. Let us keep supporting our OSA, the BRIDGE to Odisha, our motherland.

May Lord Jagannatha bless us all!  Thank you! 
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Message from the Souvenir and Directory Committee Co-Chair 
Sasadhar Sahoo 

           Namaskar! I welcome you all to the beautiful city of Dearborn for the 
49th OSA Convention of the Odisha Society of the Americas (OSA). My 
heartfelt congratulations to each of the OSA members of each chapter and the 
2018 Convention Organizing Committee for all their challenging 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. We are excited to meet you all and very much 
appreciate your support and participation. This is a wonderful opportunity for 
the Odia diaspora to  integrate in our rich culture and traditions. 

The  theme  of  49th  OSA  convention  in  English  is  Bridging  Generations:  
Celebrating ODIA Unity and in Odia is Bada Heu Aba Sana: Eka Ama Odia Prana. It seems 
like 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 different generations of all Odia people back home. It is a clear indication how 
well connected our children, parents & grandparents feel with people back home despite being raised 
12,000 miles away. 

One  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 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  family  members,  relatives  &  friends  to  join  OSA  and  make  it  an  even  more  vibrant 
organization.  To  succeed  in  this  society,  we  should  build  bridges  and  coalitions  with  like-minded 
people and make our own culture and contributions visible to the larger society. 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 I hope this convention is their gateway to our culture. 

 This  year  we  made  a  conscious  attempt  to  make  the  convention  Souvenir  and  
Directory  finances significantly  more  sustainable  and  transparent  by  careful  planning, cost  
control  and generous,  indefatigable  volunteerism. Our volunteers took a broad-based, participative 
approach that constitute a principal element of community participation, sustenance and common 
good. Hope you find the 3-day celebration most rewarding.  Most  importantly,  our  Souvenirs’  
writers  and 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. 
Once again, meet and greet your friends old and new at the convention, take in   the sights, sounds, 
and smells around you and, above all, enjoy yourselves to your full extent.         

Best wishes,

Sasadhar Sahoo (Co-Chair)
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Literature 
English Reflections 
Across Generations 

Drawing: “Bridging Generations” by Rayna Mohapatra 
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“Tranquility” by Rayna Mohapatra 
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Rayna Mohapatra is a 13 year old old middle school student from Chicago, IL. She is a 
very fun loving and artsy girl. She loves art and music. She started to paint at the age 
of 3, and started on acrylic on canvas at the age of 9 under the guidance of her 
mother. One of her paintings has been housed in the Naperville Crime Prevention 
Calendar. She is the daughter of Prasanjit Mohapatra and Amrita Kar.



Editorial: Building Bridges and Legacies 
Anya Rath 

I think it’s fair to say that the first place my words were ever  
published was in an OSA Souvenir. I still remember the rush of adrenaline  
I would get when I would see the crisp new book, overflowing with stories  
and poems. I would rip the Souvenir open and rifle through until I found  
the story or poem I had submitted that year. There is something to be said  
for the joy you get seeing your name printed. The pride in seeing “By Anya  
Rath,” first introduced by this very journal, never diminished as I went on  
to a professional writing career.  

When my mother, Swapnalata Mishra, asked me to take on this 
role, I said yes mainly because I cannot say no to her (I’m sure she’s rolling her eyes). But as I came  
to understand this year’s theme, I quickly understood how perfect this would be. Aside from being a  
mother-daughter collaboration, this was also partnership between generational views on the  
importance of community projects. A new approach to completing a time-honored publication that  
always had its presence on any Odia coffee table.  

I grew up in a Michigan town that had little to no South Asians. My desi community, as a  
child, was the Odia community. Then when I went to college, the sea of Gujuratis, Punjabis,  Telugus 
etc. did not have the slightest idea where my family was from: Odisha. They wanted to  know if I was 
North Indian or South Indian—I had never even thought of my identity this way.  

“Neither,” I would reply. “I’m East Indian, I’ve got a little bit of everything.” 
Eventually, it would turn into jokes that I’m from a “made up place,” much to my chagrin. I  resented 
that young people from other Indian states had the privilege of community on campus,  shared 
language, and a claim on popular music and pop culture. I too wanted to be able to turn to  my close 
friends and give sass in Odia. I wanted to be able to mention my motherland without  having to pull 
up a map of India on my phone. 

There comes a time, however, where you need to stop blaming others for their lack of  
knowledge, and do what you can to educate people. Be the reason why one more person knows  
where Odisha is. I think it’s on our generation to aggressively revel in our identity. As a child, I shied  
away from my mom’s Odia lessons. However, she would be surprised to know that I now hope to  
learn how to read and write Odia as an adult in order to fully experience the beauty of the language  
and its intricacies. In the rise of social media, Odia artists and comedians are finding prominence in  
pop culture—I hope to see this type of presence continue to blossom. Representation is so  
important. 

Editing and compiling this journal has been quite the endeavor, but I’ve also learned so  
much about Odia history and perspectives. I encourage you to take the time to read about the  
accomplishments of our ancestors and to truly soak in the pride many of these stories emanate. It 
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gives me joy to know that there are so many people passionate about spreading information about  
Odia culture, and I believe it’s on my generation to recognize and carry that cultural torch forward.  

In a celebration of this year’s theme, “Bridging Generations: Celebrating ODIA Unity,”  I  
chose to present the English section as a bridge with each submission symbolizing a traveler at a  
different point in their journey across the “bridge of life.” It begins with our youth section, 
“Pioneers.” The name was chosen to recognize that life is about discovering and learning new things  
about the world for your own personal growth, and the section is organized by age. The “bridge”  
then continues on to “Wayfarers,” a section dedicated to more experienced perspectives in the OSA  
community. Then finally it ends with “Across the Bridge,” where we pay our respects to community  
members who have passed. 

I believe from its very beginning, the OSA Souvenir has been a bridge that has connected  
generations. It has been a home for everything from the most simple poems to complex analytical  
articles. While it might not have much rhyme or reason, it very clearly captures the essence of who  
we are as a community: a diverse group of humans who dearly love our culture and want to share  
our experiences. I find that the cover of the Literature section, a painting created by Rayna  
Mohapatra , a 13-year-old girl from Chicago, truly emulates that spirit. Here is what Rayna had to  
say:  

“As a second generation girl, my background and heritage really defines who I am as a person. This  
painting shows that bridge between the Indian part of me and the American part of me. The background is  
meant to look rusty and old. The jhoti at the top and the Jagannath in the hand, is painted to symbolize my  
Odia heritage. The Statue of Liberty is representing the American side of me. The true bridge is embodied in  
the hands that I painted, one being old and the other being young, representing my generation and the  
generations of my elders. They are holding out the two idols and are meant to be sharing their background  
and knowledge of where they come from. Even though I was born halfway across the world from my  parents, 
I still have learned to love and embrace that part because that side is so much stronger.” 

I want to give a special thank you to my mother for helping me understand the magnitude of  
this project, Mrs. Ananya Patnaik and my sister Nayna Rath for proofreading, and Mr. Tapas Sahoo  
for compiling and editing a fantastic ode to Odia culture. I also thank each of the writers who took  
the time to share their stories and their truth. Finally, I am grateful to have grown up in the MI-OSA  
community, where I was able to create lifelong friendships. Even though my extended family was  
states away, the local Odia community stood in as de facto aunts, uncles, and cousins. I hope that  
this journal gives another small child the joy it gave me and the confidence to continue sharing their  
unique perspective and stories. We need to keep on spreading the Odia love and culture. This is our  
time. 

Sincerely,  
Anya Rath 

English Editor 
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Pioneers
The power of youth voices and discovery 

Drawing by Nayna Rath

“The future belongs to those who believe in the 
beauty of their dreams.” 

— Eleanor Roosevelt 
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Special Section: “Know Our Odisha” 
Foreword by Tapas Sahoo 

While serving the Dallas Odia community for almost two decades, what always comes first 
in my mind is our kids—how can we keep our language and culture alive through them and carry it  
forward to the next generation. Being born and brought up in a distant land and different culture  
makes it that much more difficult for them. Neither do they have their extended family around, nor  
the encompassing social infrastructure that we were granted during our childhood. 

They need to know about their roots and feel proud about the glorious heritage of the land 
of their parents and ancestors. The best way to teach them, I thought, was to ask them to research  
themselves. I was able to encourage and guide ten young researchers, from second grade through  
10th, to explore and learn a multitude of facts about Odisha. Each of them chose one area and  
conducted the research independently in about one month. In this article, I have compiled their  
findings in an abridged format for quick and easy reference. 

Being full of untold stories, this article will surprise you—I’m sure!  Let us know our Odisha 
well, feel proud, and further our glory. 

Editor’s note: This section is a unique compilation that explores Odisha’s history, culture, food, festivals, and more. It 
was compiled and edited by Tapas Sahoo, of Texas. This project and undertaking is a wonderful example of this year’s 
theme and is the perfect guide to introduce anyone to the basics of being Odia.  

53 Urmi 2018



ପରିଚୟ ଆମ ଓଡଶିାର 

Know Our Odisha 

Contributed by 10 young researchers Compiled and edited by Tapas Sahoo 

As second generation Odias in the USA, the 

kids always wonder about their identity and roots 

relating to the land of their parents and ancestors. They 

often stumble upon questions like: “Which part of India 

you are from—North or South?,” “Where is Odisha,”
“What’s special about Odisha;” and find themselves

to be not so comfortable answering these. Even 

many adults struggle when it comes to making a 

strong case for showcasing Odisha.  

It’s an irony that despite our glorious past, and 

having a vast potential to become great again, we suffer 

from an unfounded inferiority complex, founded mostly 

on the lack of knowledge about our own heritage.  

The unsurmountable peaks of progress attained 

by our past and the immensity touched by our 

geographical boundaries beckon to retell the story—the

story of the relentless bravery of Kalinga warriors; the 

adventure and entrepreneurship of the merchants and 

traders; the grandeur of our arts, crafts, architecture, and 

engineering; the intellectual profoundness of religious 

saints and philosophers; the eloquence of our literary 

masterpieces;  and above all, the vivacity of the maestros 

in the field of music and performing arts.  

This article is an attempt to recollect those 

stories from the torn pages of our famed history and 

enlighten the new generation. Ten young 

researchers, from second grade through 10th, took up

the challenge to explore and learn a multitude of 

facts about Odisha including: history, geography, 

culture, language, literature, religion, arts & crafts, 

temples & architecture, famous personalities, tourist 

attractions, and cinema. 

Here they present their findings, in their 

own words, for all of us to know our Odisha—to feel

proud about our roots and further our glory.  

ଉତ୍କଳ, କଳିଙ୍ଗ, ଉଡ୍ର, ଅବା ଓଡିଶା – ଭିନ୍ନ ସମୟରେ ବିଭିନ୍ନ ନାମ ଏବଂ 

ଆକାେ ଗ୍ରହଣ କେିଛି ଆମ ମାତୃଭୂମି| ଆଜିେ ଜଗତବୟାପୀ 

ଇଣ୍ଟେ୍ ରନଟ୍ ଯଗୁରେ ମନରେ ପ୍ରଶ୍ନଆରସ – ରକଉଠଁି ଆମ ମଳୂ ଭିତି୍ତ, 

କ’ଣ ଆମ ପେିଚୟ, ଆମେ ରବୈଶଷି୍ଠୟ୍? ନୂତନ ପିଢୀେ ଓଡିଆପଅୁ ରକଉ ଁ

ଉଦାହେଣ ରଦଇ ବଖାଣବି ତା ପବୂବ ପେୁୁଷଙ୍କ ରଗୌେବଗାଥା?  

ଆମ ଅତୀତ ଛୁଇ ଁଥଲିା ଉନ୍ନତିେ ରଯଉ ଁତୁଙ୍ଗ ଶଖିେ, ଆମ ରଭୌଗଳିକ 

ପେିଧ ି ଛୁଇଥଁଲିା ବିସୃ୍ତତିେ ରଯଉ ଁ ଦିଗନ୍ତବୟାପୀ ରଚୌହଦି, ଇତିହାସେ 

ଜୀର୍ଣ୍ବ ପଷୃ୍ଠା୍େୁ ସାଉଟିଁ ଆଣ ିଆପଣଙ୍କ ଆଗରେ ରତାଳି ଧେିବାେ ପ୍ରୟାସ 

କେିଛୁ ରସଇ ରଗୌେବେ କିଛି କାହାଣୀ | 

ରକଉ ଁଆବହମାନକାଳେୁ ଭାେତ ଇତିହାସେ ଏକ ମଖୂୟ ଅଙ୍ଗ େୂରପ 

କଳିଙ୍ଗ ରଶାଭା ପାଇ ଆସିଛି| ଖ୍ରୀଷ୍ଟପବୂବ ୩୦୦୦ େୁ ୫୦୦୦ ମସିହା 

ମଧ୍ୟରେ ଘଟିତ ରହାଇଥବିା ମହାଭାେତ ଏବଂ ୋମାୟଣରେ ଉରେଖ 

ଅଛି କଳିଙ୍ଗ ୋଜୟେ ବିରଶଷତ୍ ବ ବିଷୟରେ |  

ରବାଧହୁଏ ଆମ ରଗୌେବମୟ ଇତିହାସେ ପ୍ରଭାବ ରଯାଗ ଁ ୁ 

ଏକମହାନୁଭାବତା ଏବଂ ବିଶାଳତା ସବବଦା ପ୍ରତିବିମି୍ବତ ଆମ ଜୀବନ 

ଦଶବନରେ | ରସଇଥପିାଇ ଁ ତ ଆମ ଠାକୁେ "ବଡ ଠାକୁେ", ଆମ 

ରଦଉଳ "ବଡ ରଦଉଳ", ଅଥବା ଆମ ନଦୀ "ମହାନଦୀ"; 

ହୀନମନୟତାେ ସ୍ଥାନ ବା କାହି ଁରସଇ ଉଦାେ ଆତ୍ମ ରଚତନାରେ ! 

ପ୍ରରତୟକ ଓଡିଆପ୍ରାଣ ଆଜ ିଦଣ୍ଡାୟମାନ ପେିବତ୍ତବନେ ପ୍ରରହଳିକାମୟ 

ରଦାଛକିରେ - ପଛରେ ଅତୀତେ ରଗୌେବ, ଆଗରେ ଭବିଷୟତେ 

ଆହ୍ୱାନ | ରକରତ ପେିମାଣରେ ସଫଳ ଆରମ ଏଇ େୂପାନ୍ତେରେ, 

କଅଣ ଅବା ଆମ ସଫଳତାେ ମାନଦଣ୍ଡ?  

ବତ୍ତବମାନେ ଏଇ ଘଡି ସନି୍ଧ ମହୂୁତ୍ତବରେ ଆସନ୍ତୁ ରନବା ଏକ ଦୃଢ 

ସଂକଳ୍ପ - ଅକ୍ଷୟ ରହଉ, ଅମେ େହୁ ଆମ ରଗୌେବ | 
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History       Shubhranshu Mishra (Rishi) 

Historical Landmarks 

Odisha was known as Kalinga in ancient times. Mahapadma Nanda was the very first ruler of Kalinga. 
The Nanda dynasty ruled for almost a century until Ashoka came and conquered Kalinga in the Kalinga War. 
After he saw all this bloodshed, he converted to Buddhism and as did most of Odisha. King Kharavela 
ruled Kalinga after Ashoka. He was a devoted Jain and introduced Jainism in Kalinga. Hiuen-Tsang, a Chinese
Buddhist monk visited Oddiyana soon afterward, which was a Buddhist part of Odisha. Nearly a thousand 
years later, Narasimhadeva I constructed the Konark temple. In the same dynasty, the Jagannath Puri temple was
also built.  

Unlike other provinces, Odisha was an independent regional power until the Mughals and 
Marathas came. And thereafter, the British finally took control of Odisha in 1803. 

Ancient Trade and Commerce 

Odisha had a lot of international trade going on 
since ancient times. Chinese celadon and coins, as well as 
Roman pottery and coins were excavated in Odisha. 
Kalinga also traded with the Indonesian islands of Java 
and Siam. It is said that Kalinga established a colony there. 
Arabic pottery has also been found in Odisha and a giraffe 
in the Konark temple indicates trade with Africa. 

The remains of the ancient city Sisupalgarh has 
been discovered near Bhubaneswar, the capital of 
Odisha. Archaeologists claim the city to be at least 2,500 
years old. Archaeological evidence from Sisupalgarh 
suggests that the trade contact between ancient Odisha 
and Rome dates back to the 1st and 2nd 
century AD. Evidences show that at least eight 
oceanic routes linked the eastern coast of India with the
Malaya countries dated back to 3rd and 4th Century. 

Dynasties in other countries: 

Malaysia/Indonesia: Many of you may not be knowing that Kalinga’s influence on Indonesia and 
Malaysia was not limited to trade and commerce only. Around the 7th century AD Kongoda Dynasty from 
Kalinga migrated to Malaysia and Indonesia and established the influential Sailendra dynasty that epitomized 
Buddhism in South East Asia; including construction of Borobudur temple, the largest Buddhist structure in the 
world. Even today, all people of Indian origin are called “Keling” in Indonesia in memory of their association 
with the mighty Kalinga empire. Also, there is a province in Java named “Keling” to the present day.  

Sri Lanka: The Sinhalese of Sri Lanka are the descendants of their first king Vijay, an exiled prince from 
city of Sinhapura in Kalinga who arrived in 543 BC and named his kingdom as Sinhala in connection with his 
origin “Singhapura”.   

c. 350 BCE Mahapadma Nanda was the first ruler 
of Kalinga 

c. 1040 CE Lingaraj temple built by Yayati Keshari I 

c. 261 BCE Ashoka conquers Kalinga in the 
Kalinga War  

c. 1174 CE Jagannath Temple built by Ananga Bhima 
Deva 

c. 170 BCE Kharavela ruled over Kalinga c. 1245 CE Konark temple was built by 
Narasimhadeva I  

c. 600 CE Shashanka invades Kalinga     c. 1278 CE Queen Chadrika builds the Ananta 
Vasudeva Temple 

c. 639 CE Hiuen-Tsang visited Oddiyana    1803 CE Odisha came under British rule 

c. 885 CE Janmejaya I establishes the 
Somavamsi dynasty 

   1936 CE Separate Odisha state was formed 

c. 1135 CE Anantavarman Chodaganga shifts his 
capital to Kataka 
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Historical Sites: 

The ruins of the old Barabati Fort lie on the right bank of the Mahanadi, in the western part of the city. 
All that remains of the Fort is an arched gateway and the earthen mound of the nine-storied palace. 
Archaeological surveys reveal that the Fort was roughly rectangular in structure having an area of over 102 acres 
(0.41 km2), and it was surrounded on all sides by a wall of laterite and sandstones. 

Recent excavations have unearthed a great center of Buddhist learning called “Puspagiri 
University” which ranks along with Nalanda and Takshila universities. Puspagiri flourished between 1st and 11th 
century AD in three distributed campuses on top of the three adjoining hills, Lalitgiri, Ratnagiri, and Udayagiri,
which were all once major Buddhist monasteries. After excavation, archaeologists have found many answers 
to the mysteries around Buddhist life and customs. They have found out how meditation studies were achieved, 
and many colossal sculptures of the Buddha. Many bodhisattvas were also found here. Bodhisattva is a 
person who wants to accomplish Buddhahood for the benefit of all beings, and is a very common figure in 
Buddhist art.  

Dhauligiri is a holy Buddhist site which is located on the banks of the river Daya, 8 km south 
of Bhubaneswar in Odisha (India). It is a hill with vast open space adjoining it, and has major Edicts of 
Ashoka engraved on a mass of rock, by the side of the road leading to the summit of the hill. Dhauli hill is 
presumed to be the area where the Kalinga War was fought. Foreign Buddhist groups like the Japanese have 
also built temples and stupas here. This is the place where Ashoka realized the horrors of war and converted 
to Buddhism. He sought to it that major Buddhist sites and stupas were to be built here. 

        Barabati Fort 

        Ruins of Sishupalagada 

Inscriptions from Hathi Gumpha Buddhists Stupas from Ratnagiri 
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Modern day  
Odisha 

Geography   Adwait Pradhan      2nd Grade 

Ancient Period: 

 In ancient history Odisha was known as Kalinga

 Kalinga’s most famous king was Emperor Khārabēḷa.

 His kingdom started from Ganges in the North to Krishna in the

South; Bay of Bengal in the East to Arabian Sea in the West.

 Khandagiri and Udayagiri caves have the  inscriptions about him.

Modern Period: 

 Odisha is one of the 29 states of India located in eastern India

 Odisha has 30 districts

 Bhubaneshwar is the capital

 Cuttack is the oldest city. Its more than 1000 years old

 Rourkela is called the steel city because of the big Steel Plant

Geographical Features: 

 Major rivers are Mahanadi, Brahmani, Rushikulya, Tel, Ib and Daya Nadi

 Emperor Ashoka fought with Kalinga on the banks of Daya river

 Hirakud dam on Mahanadi is the longest earthen dam in India; it drains an area twice the size of Sri Lanka

 Chilika lake is the largest coastal lagoon in India and second largest in the world

 Major mountains are Mahendragiri, Dhauligiri, Niyamgiri, Kapilas and Daringbadi

 Major cities are Bhubaneshwar, Cuttack, Rourkela, Berhampur, Sambalpur, Puri, Balasore, Bhadrak

 We can see tigers at Similipal National Park in Mayurbhanj district in the North

 Elephants and deer roam freely along the Eastern Ghats

 River dolphins, giant salt water crocodiles can be seen in the Bhitarkanika National Park and Chilika lake

         Satellite Image of Odisha Rivers of Odisha 
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Culture     Sristi Swagata Sahoo     2nd Grade 

Costumes:  

In Odisha women wear different types of saris. Odisha is famous for the Kataki and Sambalpuri sarees. These 
sari designs contain very peculiar designs and seem very dignified. In Odisha, men wear dhoti, kurta and
gamucha. Women wear lots of lewellery; the silver “Tarakasi” (filigree) jewellery of Katak is very famous. 

 Sambalpuri Saree      Maniabanha Saree    Silver Filigree  Marriage Costume 

Festivals:  

There is a saying in Odia – “ବାର ମାସରର ରତର ପବବ” (“Bara Masa re Tera Parba"), which literally means there are

13 festivals in 12 months; the actual meaning is there are too many festivals in Odisha. The main festivals are: 
Dhanu Yatra, Magha Saptami, Saraswati Puja, Dola Yatra (Holi), Ashokastami, Mahavisuva Sankrati (Pana 
Sankranti), Rama Navami, Jhamu Yatra, Chaita Parva, Sitalsasthi, Raja Festival, Ratha Yatra(Car Festival), 
Jhulan Yatra, Rakhi Purnima, Ganesha Puja, Durga Puja, Kumar Purnima, Deepabali, Nuakhai, Kartika 
Purnima,  Aunla Nabami and Prathamastami. 

Durga Puja  Dola Jatra Kumar Purnima          Kartika Purnima    Raja Parba 

Food:  

Odisha has many delicious dishes- Khechedi, Chingudi Malai, Macha Jhola, Dahi Bara, Aloo Dum, Chhena
Poda and Rasabali. Compared to other Indian cuisines, Odia food use less oil and spices but are very flavorful. 
The people of Odisha eat rice, dali (lentils), fish, goat meat, chicken, and lots of vegetables and saga (greens). 
Ghanta tarakari or mixed vegetable curry is a specialty in Odisha. Lots of sweets like Chena Poda, Poda Pitha, 
Rasabali, Chhena Jhili are only available in Odisha. Coconut is used in many dishes. "Panch-phutana" is a 
blend of five spices- mustard, cumin, fenugreek, anise and calonji seeds, and is widely used in Odia kitchen. 

Chhena Poda     Rasa Bali           Machha Jhola    Ghanta Tarakari 

Traditional Games: 

After school kids play indoor/outdoor games such as "Luchakali," which means hide and seek. Another
popular game called "Bohu Chori" is played like this - two players will come to play in the field and there 
is a box and the two players will be a bride and groom. The groom has to take the bride to the box.
Another game is "Chora Police," the chora, or thief, has to hide somewhere and the police counts to as much as
the chora says before hiding. Another game is "Doli Khela", which means swinging on a swing. Boys play 
“Bagudi”, “Bati Khela” (marbles), and “Pua Badi.”
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Ancient vs. Modern Odia script 

First written Odia poem from 7th century 

Language and Literature Samay Shashwat Sahoo 

Odia Language: 

• Odia language is an Indo-Aryan language that is spoken natively by around 33 million people around the world.

• It is mainly spoken in Odisha, but also in neighboring states of West Bengal, Jharkhand, and Chhattisgarh. In
addition, it has a significant presence in foreign countries like 
Bangladesh, Indonesia, Malaysia, and Fiji. 

• It has a long literary history, and doesn’t have as many
borrowed elements as other Indian languages.

• Since 2014, it has been designated as a Classical Language
of India by the government.

• Kataki Odia is spoken in the eastern half of the state, and is
considered Standard Odia.

• The major dialects of Singhbhumi, Baleswari, Ganjami,
Sambalpuri, Desiya, Bhatri, and Halbi arise from the
different geographical areas of Odisha.

• In 1867, Odia language faced the fear of extinction when a
movement was started claiming it was not a separate
language. John Beames, a British civil servant and a linguistic
scholar saved it based on his extensive research and
recommendation that Odia was a unique language.  

Odia Literature: 

• In the ancient epic Mahabharata, the Kalinga kingdom
is mentioned many times, especially as Kalinga sided
with Duryodhana and the Kauravas in the 
Kurukshetra War. 

• The earliest evidence of Old Odia is from the 3rd
century BC found at Dhauli, and the Hathigumpha
inscription from around 150 BC.

• The Charyapada from 7th-9th century AD is the earliest
known literature related to modern Odia.

• The history of Odia literature has shown a strong
tradition of poetry, especially devotional poetry.

• The golden period was between 14th to 15 century
when Mahabharat, Ramayan, Bhagabata were written.
Sarala Das, Balaram Das, Jagannath Das, and Jayadev
were prominent writers of that period.

Poets and Authors: 

• Poet Sarala Das from the 14th century AD is sometimes referred to as the Vyasa of Odisha, because he
translated the Mahabharata into Odia, and wrote the Vilanka Ramayana and Chandi Purana.

• Kabi Samrat Upendra Banja was widely considered the greatest poet of Odia literature and was even nicknamed
the Emperor of Poets. His greatest works include the Raghunatha Bilasa and the Ratna Manjari

• Radhanatha Ray (28 September 1848 – 27 April 1908) was a famous Odia poet and is known as “Kabibara”

• Madhusudan Rao (“Bhaktakabi”) was a populars Odia poet from the 1800s to 1900s.

• Fakir Mohan, or Utkal Byasa Kabi, played a leading role in creating the distinct identity of the Odia language.

• Kuntala Kumari Sabat was an eminent poet and writer, the first lady doctor in Cuttack, and a social worker.
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Religion  Tanvi Panda 

The Origin: Originally, aboriginal tribes lived in Odisha. 

 When the Aryans came, the tribes merged their religions with Vedic Hinduism. This resulted in one of
their gods, Nila Madhava, becoming a staple of the Hindu pantheon over time, as lord Jagannatha.

 Oldest scripture of Odisha is Madala Panji of Puri temple in 1042 AD.

Various Faiths: 

 Odia people essentially follow the same traditions as many Vedic Hindus, with a few variations due to
their different ethnic backgrounds. Most religious and social ceremonies involved singing, dancing and
ritualistic feasts.

 While Odisha is home to predominantly Hindus, it is also populated by Christians (2.8%),
Muslims(2.2%), and other minorities (0.1%), such as  Sikhs, Buddhists, and Jains.

Buddhism: During the reign of Ashoka (268-232 BC), Buddhism was the prime religion in the state.

 This can be deducted due to the numerous Stupas and Buddhist learning centers present in Odisha. One
famous sculpture is Shanti Stupa in the heart of Bhubaneswar.

 Buddhism was a belief that was less about religion, and more about achieving self-improvement through
enlightenment and freeing yourself from the problems of humanity in order to reach Nirvana, by ridding
yourself of desire in order to achieve peace.

Jainism: Jainism became prominent during the reign of King Kharavela (180-130 BC) 

 Jainism is a religion that teaches that plants, animals, and humans all have souls, and each soul is of equal
value. Jainism entails extremely strict vegetarianism and reducing the amount of Earth’s resources used as
much as possible. Jains are not allowed to hurt any other creature. In Jainism, the goal is to get out of the
reincarnation cycle by eliminating all karma from the soul. Jains do not believe in gods. They must break
through the cycle on their own.

Hinduism: Hinduism was revived by Adi Shankaracharya in the 9th century. 

 Numerous temples and structures got erected including  Konark Sun Temple, Lingaraj Temple,
Bhubaneswar, Jagannath Temple, Mukteshwar Temple, and Vaital Deul Temple.

 Puri Temple is considered one of the holiest places as it is included in Char Dhams for Hindus.

Jagannath Culture: 

 Jagannath has been worshipped from pre-historic times by the aboriginal tribes as per the Puranic texts.
Centuries of change in the political and religious landscape of Odisha has enriched the cult and culture of
Jagannatha with a unique system of elaborate rites and rituals. Vedic Hinduism, Buddhism and Jainism all
have flourished in Odisha at different points in time and have contributed to the Jagannath culture.

 Jagannatha is equally claimed by the aboriginal tribes and the Vedic Hindus to be their original deity of
worship. When we think of the Puri temple, we also think of the presiding deities therein as well as the
pattern of cultural life that is in vogue around it

 Jagannath is treated as the 9th Avatar, as a substitute or equivalent for Buddha. Many traditions held in
Odisha are specific to worshipping him. The Puri temple holds many of these traditions. For example,
none of the food cooked inside ever goes to waste. Also, a priest must climb to the top of the temple and
change the flag every day. This is no small feat considering that the temple dome stands 45 stories high.
This ritual has been practiced for 1,800 years. If it is not changed every day, the temple gets shut down
for 18 years.

 Ratha Yatra is a yearly festival that takes place at the Puri temple every summer. It is celebrated by
pulling an idol of Jagannatha, as well as two related deities, his brother Balabhadra and sister Subhadra,
on two chariots for 3 kilometers, or approximately 1.9 miles. This is done to transfer the idols to another
temple, specifically the Mausi Maa temple in the case of Puri, but this tradition is practiced in several
Jagannatha temples all over the world. The idols are changed every year. The temple has the old idols
buried on top of one another and are said to eventually disintegrate on their own.
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Arts and Crafts      Ipsa Prusty 

Various Handloom Sarees 

Handloom sarees in Odisha are some of the world’s prettiest and 
unique sarees. There are varieties of these sarees,  for example, 
Sonepuri, Pasapali, Bomkai, Barpali, and Bapta. These sarees are 
made with fabric that is woven on a handloom, and is known for 
the symbolism of shell, wheel, and flower.  They are greatly 
influenced by the Jagannath culture and frequently display temple 
borders, mythological designs and the traditional colors of 
Jagannath. 

Silver Filigree 

Filigree artwork is one of the most enchanting artworks. Silver 
Filigree is a highly skilled art form from over 500 years ago that 
were traditionally done by local artisans in East Odisha. Filigree 
basically refers to silver wires interwoven to make a lace like 
decoration. It is considered to be the perfect form of art to be used 
for arabesque designs. The delicacy of this art makes it an alluring 
and feminine art form of jewelry. 

Pipili Chandua 

Pipili chandua, the famous appliqué work comes from Pipli village, 
which was established by the King of Odisha for accommodating
the craftsmen who made appliqué umbrellas and canopies for the 
annual Jagannath Yatra. the appliqué work in its colourful best is 
most prominent in the cloth covers of the three chariots of the 
presiding deities in which they travel every year during the Ratha 
Yatra or Car Festival. A characteristic style of the Odisha appliqué
involves three dimensional patterns made by folding of the upper 
piece of cloth into triangles and attaching them to the base. 

Pattachitra 

The patachitras of Odisha are icon paintings that include the wall
paintings, manuscript painting, palm-leaf etching, and painting on 
cloth, both cotton and silk. It is a tradition to complete the borders 
of the painting first. The painter then starts making a rough sketch 
directly with the brush using light red and yellow. The main flat 
colors are applied next. The painter then finishes the painting with 
fine stokes of black brush lines, giving the effect of pen work. 
When the painting is completed it is held over a charcoal fire and 
lacquer is applied to the surface. This makes the painting water 
resistant and durable, besides giving it a shining finish. The 
materials used in the paint are from natuaral sources. 

Stone Carving 

Stone Carving in Odisha is the ancient practice of sculpting stone 
into art and utilitarian objects. It is practices in Puri and Lalitgiri. 
Some of the monuments using stone carving are Sun Temple of 
Konark, Udayagiri, Ratnagiri, Jagannath, Lingaraj, and Mukteshwar. 
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Temples and Architecture Pratyush Patra 

Odisha is a state with a rich cultural and architectural heritage. The wonderful temples located in the state are a 
major part of that heritage. The capital, Bhubaneswar, is actually known to be the city of temples. Here are some 
facts about a few of the most beautiful temples in Odisha. 

Shri Jagannath Temple, Puri 

 The most important temples in Odisha, was built in 11th century by King
Indradyumna. The temple covers around 400,000 square feet and is divided
into four distinct sectional structures - Garbha Gruha, Mukhashala, Nata-
mandapa, Bhoga mandapa. It is famous for its annual Rath Yatra.

 The image of Jagannath is made of wood and is ceremoniously replaced
every 12 or 19 years. The flag located on the top of the tower always flies
the opposite direction of the air flow. The Sudarshan Chakra standing at

the top of temple is 20 feet in height and weighs a ton. It said to be visible from every corner of the city and it is 
installed in such a way that it makes you feel that it is facing toward you irrespective of the place you are in. The 
temple is constructed in such a way that the shadow of the main dome cannot be observed at any given time. 

Sun Temple, Konark ( a UNESCO World Heritage Site) 

 Built by King Narasimhadeva I of Eastern Ganga Dynasty in 1255 CE, it
took 1200 artisans working for 12 yrs to build this temple.

 Dedicated to the Sun god, it has been built in the form of a giant
ornamented chariot of the Sun god, Surya. It has 12 pairs of elaborately
carved stone wheels and is pulled by a set of seven horses. It is carefully
oriented towards the east so that the first rays of sunrise strikes the
principal entrance.

Lingaraj Temple, Bhubaneswar 

 It is one of the oldest and largest temples and war built around 11th
Century CE. This temple shows the Harihara form of Lord Shiva.
● Three small temples of Ganesha, Karthikeya and Gauri are also located
here. A black stone statue of Mata Parvati’s resides inside the Gauri temple.
● The Bindusagar Tank near Lingaraj Temple is believed to contain drops
of all major rivers in India.
● Bhubaneshwar, is named after Lord Shiva, Tribhuvaneshwar - Lord of
the 3 Worlds.

RajaRani Temple, Bhubaneswar 

 This 11th century temple was dedicated to Vishnu and was originally
known as Indreswar temple. Later it was renamed because of the dull red 
and yellow sandstone known as “Rajarani” that it was constructed from. 

 It is built in the pancharatha style on a raised platform with two
structures: a central shrine called the vimana (sanctum) with a spire over
its roof rising, and a viewing hall called jagamohana with a pyramidal roof.

 Mahima Gadhi, Joranda 

 This temple was built in the 20th century although the shrine existed
since the 14th century. It is the Samadhi Peetha of Mahima Goswami, who 
spread the Mahima Dharma. This is a distinct religion whose principles 
are similar to those of Panchashakha, Buddhism, Tantra and Jainism. 

 The Mahima Dharma started by people from the underprivileged
castes in a caste-based Hindu society as a social reform and protest 
against the dominance of Brahmanism 

 The temple is dedicated to the supreme lord worshipped as the Sunya
Brahma or Shapeless Lord. Hence no idols are worshipped in this temple.
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Famous Personalities  Tanya Panda 

Many famous personalities shaped our state’s views and current state. From the kings to the freedom fighters to 
the actors and singers, Odisha brought together a multitude of personalities  

Kings: 

 A powerful monarch of the East Gupta dynasty, Langula Narasimha Deva I lived in medieval Odisha and
was famous for building the Konark Temple.

 Bira Pratap Purushottama Deva was the second king of the Gajapati dynasty. He was the son of Kapilendra
Deva Routara, who was speculated to have started out as a poor cow herder

 Krishna Chandra Gajapati was the architect of the independent state of Odisha. He spent extensive
amounts of money on this and was the one to propose it at the first “Round Table” conference.

Freedom Fighters: 

 Subhas Chandra Bose was one of the most influential freedom fighters of Indian history who fought
against the British rule. He became controversial allying with Germany and Japan during World War II.

 A member of the king’s court, Jayakrushna “Jayi” Rajguru Mohapatra fought to recapture a British
province in India. He was later killed brutally by British rulers.

 One of the earliest freedom fighters of India, Bakshi Jagabandhu was the leader of the so-called “Paika
Rebellion,” paika being an Odia soldier,which, like many, was a rebellion against the British.

 Madhusudan Das, the “Madhu Babu” of the common people, was a political figure in Odisha who worked
for social and political reform. He helped to form modern day Odisha by forming an organization for the
unification of the state.

Poets and Authors: 

 Kabi Samrat Upendra Banja was widely considered the greatest poet of Odia literature and was even
nicknamed the Emperor of Poets. His greatest works include the Raghunatha Bilasa and the Ratna Manjari

 Sarala Das was the first poet of Odisha and was best known for transcribing the Mahabharata, Vilanka
Ramayana, and Chandi Purana in Odia.

 Radhanatha Ray (28 September 1848 – 27 April 1908) was a famous Odia poet and is known as “Kabibara”

 Madhusudan Rao (“Bhaktakabi”) was a populars Odia poet from the 1800s to 1900s.

 Fakir Mohan, or “Byasa Kabi,” played a leading role in creating the distinct identity of the Odia language.

 Kuntala Kumari Sabat was an eminent poet and writer, the first lady doctor in Cuttack, and a social worker.

Social and Political Activists 

 A social worker, reformer, and political activist, Gopabandhu Das had a lot of opinions on how the country
could change. His efforts resulted in more accessible journalism in Odisha for the average civilian.

 Godabarisha Mishra, despite being brought up a conservative Brahmin, was very against the caste system.
His books and poems brought attention across the nation to social issues.

 Bijayananda Pattnaik was the third chief minister of Odisha and undoubtedly the greatest political figure of
the state. He was a close aide to Nehru and Indira Gandhi and played major roles at the National level.

Directors, Musicians, and Actors 

 Nila Madhab Panda is an internationally acclaimed filmmaker who has directed 70 films, documentaries,
etc. His first movie, "I am Kalam," received one national award and 32 international awards.

 An Odia singer who first appeared on "Sa Re Ga Ma Pa Singing Superstar," Sniti Mishra now holds
concerts all over the world. Her Indo-Swedish fusion band, Mynta, has gained a lot of fame as well.

Sports Personalities 

 Debashish Mohanty and Shiv Sundar Das played important roles in Indian cricket team.

 Padmini Rou is a chess player who, before the age of 14, became an international champion. She currently
holds the titles of International Master and Woman Grandmaster
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Tourist Attractions Samay Mohapatra 

Chilika Lake 

The Chilika Lake is spread out over the Ganjam, Khurda, and Puri 
Districts of Odisha. It is the most popular bird wintering migratory 
ground. It is the largest coastal lagoon in all of India and is the second 
largest coastal lagoon worldwide.There is a legend in which a female 
named Jaai was on a ferry to meet her husband on an island of the lake, 
but the ferry drowned. In memory of her, a temple was built on one of 
the island and was named after her as Kalijai Temple. 

Konark Sun Temple 

The Konark Sun Temple is a temple in the Puri District of Odisha. 
The temple complex is in the shape of a chariot. The temple was built 
at the mouth of the Chandrabhaga, but the shore has receded since 
then. The temple is the best known Sun temple in India. The temple 
was built by the King Narasimhadeva with the help of 1200 artisans. 
The entire project took 12 years.  

Nandankanan 

Nandankanan is a large zoo and botanical garden with an area of 990 
acres of the Chandaka forest near Bhubaneswar. Part of the botanical 
garden that includes a 134-acre lake, has been declared a sanctuary. A 
major attraction of the zoo is a large area for wild animals such as lions 
and tigers, called Safari, into which guided tours are conducted in caged 
vehicles. More than 3.3 million visitors visit Nandankanan every year 

Udayagiri and Khandagiri 

One of the earliest groups of Jain rock-cut shelters, the caves of 
Udayagiri (Hill of Sunrise) and Khandagiri (Broken Hills) show 
excellent histories of rock-cut architecture, art and religion. The two 
hills are about six km west of Bhubaneswar, separated by a highway. 
Udayagiri is the hill on the right with about 18 caves, among which the 
largest and the most beautiful is the double storeyed Rani Gumpha 
(Queen's Cave). It is the largest Buddhist complex in Odisha. 

Ratnagiri 

Ratnagiri, excavated in the 1960’s, was once the site of a major 
Buddhist monastery, in the Jajpur district of Odisha. From the 
impressive remains and large number of sculptures discovered, it is 
clear that the Buddhist establishment of Ratnagiri, witnessed a 
phenomenal growth in religion and architecture till the 13th century 
CE. 
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Odia Cinema Isha Mukherjee 

Tulasi Apa (2015) 

 Won 6 Odisha state awards

 Won around 30 awards

 Was filmed in original

locations

Quick Facts 

 The Odia movie industry is known as

Ollywood

 The industry started in 1936

 Only two other films were produced

until 1951

 Ollywood produces about 20 films a

year

 60s-90s was known as the golden era

 The industry started with only

Rs. 30,000

    Gapa Helebi Sata (1976) 

 First color Odia film

 Starred Harish Mohapatra

and Banaja Mohanty

 Was remade in 2015

Jajabara (1975) 

 First regional film in India to

be digitally colored

 First to be given a theatrical

re- release in the states

 Stared Siram Panda, Banaja

Mohanty, and Tripura Mishra

Sita Bibaha (1936) 

 First Odia movie

 Made by Mohan Sundar Deb

Giswami

 Made with a budget of Rs. 30,000

 The actors were paid Rs. 35-150

in salary

 Had 14 song sequences

 First screened at Puri’s Laxmi

Talkies

Famous Actors 

 Sharat Pujari

 Prashanta Nanda

 Dhira Biswal

 Uttam Mohanty

 Sriram Panda

 Bijay Mohanty

 Siddhant Mohanty

Shesha Shrabana (1976) 

 Directed by Prashanta Nanda

 Stared Prashanta Nanda and

Mahasweta Roy

 Created a box office record

 Won many renowned awards

Phula Chandana (1982) 

 Budget of INR 3,485,000

 Stared Uttam Mohanty and

Aparajita Mohanty

 Considered as a Classic

Famous Music Directors 

 Balakrushna Das

 Basudev Ratha

 Akshay Mohanty

 Prafulla Kar

 Santanu Mahapatra

Famous Directors 

 Sisir Mishra

 Prashant Nanda

 Sadhu Meher

 Nitai Palit

 Sarat Pujari

 Ravi Kinagi

Famous Actresses 

 Jharana Das

 Tripura Misra

 Mahasweta Roy

 Aparajita

Mohanty

 Banaja Mohanty

 Tandra Ray

Famous Male Singers 

 Akshay Mohanty

 Prafulla Kar

 Chitta Jena

 Pranab Pattanaik

 Sikandar Alam

 Tansen Singh

Famous Female Singers 

 Tripti Das

 Vani Jayaram

 S Janaki

 Bhubaneswari Mishra

 Arati Mukherjee
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Vacation on Top of a Super Volcano 
Sristi Swagata Sahoo  

The rock is 640,000 years old. If it erupts, it will destroy the whole USA! The first caldera is                                     
2.1 million years old, the second caldera is 1.3 million years old, and the third caldera is 630,000                                   
years old. 

This summer I went to Yellowstone National Park with my family. My grandparents came                           
too. My dad bought a lot of suitcases to use. I was the first one to finish packing, but I wasn't really                                           
done because my booster seat wasn't packed yet. 

Our flight to Salt Lake City was             
on 13 July. We woke up early morning. I                 
ate a sandwich for breakfast. From my             
flight, I saw a lot of mountains and I saw                   
the Great Salt Lake. When we landed in               
Salt Lake City airport, my dad rented a               
car. We drove for six hours to get to our                   
condominium at Big Sky, Montana. Our           
condominium had 2 sets of bunk-beds.           
So, my brother and I could both sleep on                 
the top of the bunk beds!  

Next day, we drove to Yellowstone National Park towards Lower Geyser Basin. At Lower                           
Geyser Basin, there was a geyser that erupted water all over us. We also saw bison resting very close                                     
to the road. The steam vents made a lot of whistling noise. Next stop was Black Sand Basin. There                                   
was a monster geyser erupting hot water and black sand. There were two dormant geysers which                               
were very quiet. Finally, we went to Old Faithful in the Upper Geyser Basin. This geyser is a very                                     
famous geyser and erupts really high. Lot of people were waiting for Old Faithful to erupt. When we                                   
saw the eruption, there were three birds drinking the geyser water! On our way back from the Old                                   
Faithful, we stopped at the Grand Prismatic Spring in the Midway Geyser Basin which is one of the                                   
most beautiful and largest hot springs. 

Next day we went to Norris Geyser Basin. It smelled like rotten eggs because the volcanic                               
gases smell like that. It rained a lot, and we finished our lunch during that time. At the Mud                                     
Volcano, there were very interesting springs, with one called Black Dragon's Caldron. When we got                             
to the actual mud volcano, next to the muddy and bubbling mud, there was a bison sitting next to it                                       
just a few feet away from the walkway! Next stop was Mammoth Hot Springs. Mammoth Hot                               
Springs was very beautiful. It all looked like snow. We stopped briefly at the Petrified Tree. It looked                                   
like stone because it was there so long it turned into stone. At Tower Falls, the part of the mountain                                       
behind us looked like it towered over us! The waterfall was a few minutes’ walk where you can see                                     
the tower structures the waterfall has made. Hayden valley had a lot of bison and a lot of rolling                                     
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hills. It also had a lake where we saw many Canadian geese. Mount Washburn was highest elevation                                 
and we drove along the mountains where we could see some patches of snow in July!  

When we went to West Thumb Geyser Basin the next day we saw a lot of geysers next to 
the lake. The Yellowstone Lake is very big and there was a little bit of land at one point. My brother 
went into the lake on the rocks. The Upper and Lower Falls are the biggest waterfalls I've ever seen. 
You have to hike to get a view of the upper falls. The falls were in Grand Canyon of Yellowstone, 
and the rock that the river carved was a nice yellow color. 

On the last day, we spent time in Big Sky Resort. We went on the chair lift to the top of a                                           
mountain, and I got a chance to try out the kiddy zip line twice! I enjoyed it very much! 

I hope my experience motivates you to travel to the top of the super volcano!! 

Sristi Swagata Sahoo is 7 years old. She is daughter of Tapas Sahoo from Dallas , Texas. Her mom guided her to write                                             
this article. She goes to 2nd Grade, Frisco TX. Her Hobbies are Dancing (Odishi), painting, playing piano, role-playing                                   
with my dolls, becoming an encyclopedia of US national parks. 

*** 
Ocean  

Puneeta Choudhury 

The waves gushed 
The wind hollered 
The birds cawed 

But that didn’t stop me 

I ran through the wind  
As the waves picked up 

Rising like a demon 
Roaring above me 

Covering me like a blanket 
But shoving me down 
Running for my life 

Hoping it would change 

But the Ocean stopped me once again… 

Puneeta Choudhury is nine years old and in fourth grade at Woodbrook Elementary School in New Jersey. Her parents 
are Archana Patra and Pradeep Choudhury. 
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Seasons 
Shreeya Sahoo 

As waves smile upon me, the sun shines down on me  
        As I think to myself, the flowers bloom and start singing a song.  

      The birds call my name as the trees dance.  
Soon the summer is over, all is gone. 

 Fall comes next, its leaves a beautiful brunette,  
the waves are calm, the sun hides behind the clouds,  

the birds call to each other, the trees rustle in the wind.  
      I hope summer will soon come again. 

Winter is here now, ever so white, The snow covers the ground like a blanket, trying to keep the 
grass warm, the waves start to freeze in the cold,  

harsh breeze, the sun no longer shines on these chilly, snowy days, 
 the birds are gone, not a single tweet,  

the snow falls and the trees are now covered.  
But, Groundhogs Day brings me hope. 

     Spring comes now, the flowers bloom,  the waves start to splash and play,  
    the birds come back and whisper my name,  

 the sun comes out, smiling now,  
    trees start to get its leaves.  

   Summer is back, the people chant hooray! 

Shreeya Sahoo is in fourth grade and is the younger daughter of MI –OSA members Sangram and Soma Sahoo from                                       
Northville, Michigan. She likes to read, write, and play piano.  

*** 

Visiting Ashrams in India 
Haripriya Mahapatra 

There are some places around the world that give you a feeling of peace. These places make                                 
you feel very relaxed and afterwards, just hearing those names brings joy. Since I have had such an                                   
experience, I would like to share it with you. In the summer of 2015, I had the rare opportunity to                                       
visit three ashrams in South India with my Dad and grandparents. These ashrams are located in                               
Amritapuri in Kerala, Pondicherry, and Tiruvannamalai (Arunachala) in Tamil Nadu.  
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Amritapuri 

Amritapuri is named after a living saint known as Amma, Mata Amritanandamayi Devi. She                           
is a world renowned humanitarian and spiritual leader, who is also recognized as the hugging saint                               
because when someone comes to see her, she embraces as a mother hugs a child. To reach her                                   
ashram, we took a plane to Trivandrum, Kerala, and then drove for three hours. The ashram is on                                   
an island that has the Arabian Sea on one side and a canal-like waterbody called the Kerala                                 
backwaters the other side. When I got there, I got amazed to find even though it was 1:00 AM, all                                       
around there were people doing thiHaripriya Mahapatra, Potsdam, NY, USA ngs like sweeping the                           
ground and arranging things for the next day’s activities. I got to know from my Dad that over the                                     
years, many people across the world being inspired by Amma have decided to permanently stay in                               
Amritapuri. Amritapuri has 5,000 permanent residents, and receives about 5,000 visitors on a typical                           
day when Amma is in the ashram. I woke up very early the next morning. Immediately, I looked                                   
outside the window and felt the Ashram activities had begun even though it was still dark. My Dad                                   
and I thought that it would be nice to go to the nearby beach and take a walk.   

Amma, along with Ashram residents, often goes to meditate on the beach. I recalled, a few                               
years ago, when I was visiting the ashram, I had a chance to go with her to the beach and it felt                                           
good. I realized then that Amma can make the atmosphere very peaceful. Later in the morning, we                                 
went to see Amma in a big hall called darshan hall. Amma came and guided all for some meditation                                     
then gave a small talk in her native language called Malayalam. One devotee was translating her talk                                 
to others. I heard that Amma was talking about ego. Ego means the person in us who desires to do                                       
or get something. After the speech, Amma personally distributed lunch (Prasad) to about 2000                           
people who were there that time. Prasad is a food that is first offered to God before one eats it. I                                         
saw something astonishing about Amma. After handing out the Prasad, Amma started eating hers                           
among the huge crowd. I was surprised to see that although a lot of people were talking and there                                     
was a lot of distraction around, Amma was quietly eating without talking to anyone. It wasn’t like                                 
she was in a quiet place and no one was around. I recalled, my Dad once explained, while eating one                                       
should not talk and feel grateful to the God for the food. So, I thought Amma was just respecting                                     
the food by giving full attention to it.  

In the evening, we came to darshan hall again to join Amma when she sings bhajans.                               
Bhajans are songs for God. We had a chance to sit very close to Amma during bhajans. In the                                     
middle of the bhajans I felt cold. A person (I call her Rupa aunty), who was helping us around, took                                       
me out of the hall and brought chocolate for me and then took me to Amma’s room. Amma’s                                   
room was a simple one with a few photos of various Gods, a small sofa, and a mat on the floor.                                         
Rupa aunty told me that Amma sleeps on the floor and uses the sofa if she has to meet someone to                                         
discuss something. I felt really lucky to be there because I never imagined that I would be in the                                     
room of such a divine person. The next day, I went to have a darshan of Amma. During darshan,                                     
Amma gives hugs and also some Prasad which is usually a fruit, a candy, or a piece of sweetmeat.                                     
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There is always a big crowd around Amma. Lot of noise, cries, laughter, etc. Amma was so lovingly                                   
talking to everyone. She was not tired at all. After giving the darshan, Amma asked us to sit next to                                       
her for some time. The time we spent with her after the darshan was so nice that in just a little time I                                             
felt so calm and happy. After sitting there for a while, we came back to our room to get ready for                                         
our next trip the following morning.  Amritapuri was a nice place indeed. 

Pondicherry  

Our next destination was the Ashram of Shri Aurobindo (1872-1950) and The Mother                         
(1878-1971) at Pondicherry. The Mother is also known as Shree Maa in Odia. She was the spiritual                                 
companion of Shri Aurobindo. To reach Pondicherry, we flew from Trivandrum, Kerala, to                         
Chennai, Tamil Nadu. From the airport, we went to one of my Dad’s friend’s house in the IIT                                   
campus of Chennai. My Dad told me that IITs are one of the finest places to study Engineering and                                     
Science in India. We had lunch there, and then headed to Pondicherry which is about three hours                                 
drive. It was night 9:00 PM when we reached there. We directly went to a hotel that was booked                                     
earlier. The next day, we went to see the ashram. I heard that Shri Aurobindo was one of India’s                                     
freedom fighters during the British rule before he became a saint. He founded the ashram, lived                               
there for about 39 years, and when he died, he was buried in the ashram. I got to know even The                                         
Mother (Shree Maa) was buried at the same place. Their burial place is called Samadhi. First we went                                   
to see the Samadhi.   

After sitting at the Samadhi for some time, something very rare happened. My Dad and I                               
had an urge to enter the building where Shri Aurobindo lived. We entered the building, looked                               
around, went upstairs and got into his room, where he lived for 24 years continuously. There was a                                   
watchman at the door, but he did not stop us. Later we got to know, it is a rare privilege to go to                                             
Aurobindo’s room and meditate. To maintain the sanctity of the place, Shree Maa had advised that                               
one can go to Shri Aurobindo’s room only on his or her birthday. The rule is strictly followed by the                                       
Ashram. In the room, I was given some flowers to offer near the bed of Shri Aurobindo. I had also                                       
a chance to sit quietly for some time. It really felt very peaceful, something similar to what I felt                                     
while being with Amma. I felt very lucky because I could be there although it was not a birthday for                                       
any one of us.  

Next morning, we went to Auroville, a small town near Pondicherry. Auroville was founded                           
by Shree Maa as a model town where one can live and grow spiritually. It is a memorial to Shri                                       
Aurobindo. There is a famous sphere shaped, golden building called Matrumandir built by Shree                           
Maa as a place to meditate. It represents universal living with soil from all countries underneath its                                 
foundation. Unfortunately, we couldn’t go inside the building because we did not have tickets that                             
we should have bought from the management office earlier in the day. That afternoon, we left for                                 
our next destination, Bhagavan Ramana Maharshi’s Ashram. 
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Tiruvannamalai  

Shri Ramana Maharshi’s Ashram is in temple town Tiruvannamalai, Tamil Nadu. The town                         
has a temple dedicated to Arunanchal Shiva. Bhagavan Ramana (1879-1950) came here when he was                             
16 years old and lived there until people recognized him as a saint.   

After reaching the ashram, we went to Ashram office for a room to stay. Afterwards, when                               
we were on our away to Ramana’s temple, something really funny happened. I was holding a water                                 
bottle and was looking around.  

There were a lot of monkeys in the ashram premises. I think, one monkey was very thirsty.                                 
So what it did was, it came over to me, snatched the water bottle out of my hand, opened the water                                         
bottle, drank like a human would, then closed the cap and jumped away with my bottle. I was a bit                                       
scared, but was amazed to see the monkey drinking like a human being and closing the cap. When                                   
we went inside Ramana’s temple, the Aarati (a traditional way to offer prayer by waving a lamp in                                   
front of the deity) was to begin. The place was really very peaceful. After Aarati, we went for dinner                                     
in the dining hall. The dinner was served on leaf plates to rows of people who were to sit on mats                                         
spread on the floor. The food was simple, but very delicious. Usually, I take ice cream after food                                   
when I eat at a restaurant. Here in the ashram, they don’t serve ice cream. But I experienced                                   
something interesting. I did not feel any urge to eat ice cream after eating the ashram food. 

The next day, my Dad and I went to hike on the Arunacharla hill that is also known as the                                       
hill of auspicious fire. Raman said and many believe that the hill is Lord Shiva Himself. There we                                   
went to Skandaashram, a cave on the hill where Ramana stayed for seven years when he was young.                                   
We meditated there for some time. On our way back, I heard the life and teachings of Ramana being                                     
read in a room. I went in and sat for some time. It felt very nice to hear the reading. 

Subsequently, my Dad and I visited the room where Ramana spent his last days. His dishes                               
were arranged in a shelf and I learnt something there. Well you might be thinking, “what would I be                                     
learning from plates, dishes etc.?” Trust me, when I keenly observed the plates and cups, I realized                                 
one can really learn about Ramana even from those dishes. Although those dishes were very old,                               
they were shining like gold! It shows how sincere Ramarna was in maintaining those! The next day                                 
we went to the Arunachala Shiva temple, which was a massive temple. We also drove around the                                 
Arunachala hill in the late afternoon. The taxi driver explained that people consider walking around                             
the hill is same as circumambulating around the Shiva. It is very auspicious. The next day morning                                 
we left for Bhaubaneswar, where my grandparents live.  

What I learned 

Throughout the whole trip, I learned something from each place. In Amma’s ashram, I                           
learned how to do work with love and fun. In Shri Aurobindo’s ashram, I learned how to stay                                   
focused in one’s own work and thoughts. And in Ramana’s ashram, I learned how to remain simple,                                 
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sincere, and yet peaceful. My entire trip to the three ashrams lasted only seven days. This may not be 
long, but the memory of it will stay with me forever. I really think, these are the places that one can 
visit when one is very lucky. I am glad that I am one of those lucky ones. 

Haripriya Mahapatra is 10 years old and in fifth grade in Potsdam, NY. He is the son of Santosh and Lipika 
Mahapatra, who are life members of OSA. His hobbies are reading biographies and swimming. He wants to be a  
scientist.   

*** 

The Snowball Fight 
Bastav Senapati 

When I have a snowball fight 
We make a lot of balls all right! 

Then we countdown 3-2-1, 
The snowball fight has just begun! 

We throw an’ throw 
An’ duck and go 

There are two men out, 
They mope an’ pout. 

Three men left 
Suddenly I met 
A snowball gun  

That shoots a ton. 
I picked it up 

And beat ‘em up. 
I won the game, 

I was a fame. 
They called me cheat, 

But I was the heat. 
The Majority 

Had voted me. 
So I actually won 
A snowball gun 

For- 
Myself and me. 

Bastav Senapati is 10 years old and in fourth grade in Crisafulli Elementary School in Westford, MA. His passion is  
doing art and origami. Bastav thinks OSA is fun and has participated in Veda chanting and previously played the tabla in 
OSA events. 
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My Dream Trip to Odisha 
Aditya Pattanaik  

I have a dream trip in which I want to go to Puri, Odisha. Puri is located in the eastern coast 
of Odisha and is approximately 60 KM South of Bhubaneswar. I have been to Puri, when I was a  
small kid.  

My dream trip is to visit Puri again for many reasons. I want to see the Jagannatha temple  
that was constructed hundreds of years ago. It is said meeting and serving Lord Jagannatha, the Lord 
Of The Universe, purifies one. I hope to meet Ma Gundicha as well to earn her blessings that will  
help me in life, and I will be purified. If I am lucky, I may be able to see the Naba Kalebara which  
happens every 18 years so if I get there at the right time, I will be able to see the burning of the  
previous idol of Lord Jagannatha, Lord Subhadra, and Lord Balabhadra and watch the installation of 
the new idols of them.  

I also hope to go to Ananda Baazar. At Ananda Bazaar, we get the Mahaprasada, which is  
the food that has been served to Lord Jagannatha and then to Goddess Vimala. They serve the food 
on plantain leaves. There are 6 different times for the different Bhogas as there are 6 different times  
that Lord Jagannatha and Goddess Vimala are served food. The times are Gopal Vallabh Bhoga,  
Sakala Dhupa, Bhoga Mandapa Bhoga, Madhayaana Dhupa, Sandhya Dhupa and Bada Singhara  
Bhoga. The time range from breakfast to dinner is, 8:30 A.M.(Gopal Vallabh Bhog) to 11:00 P.M.  
(Bada Singhara Bhoga). 

Since it is too hot there, I will like to swim at the famous Puri beach that will help me cool  
down. Next, I want to go to Chilika Lake to eat fresh seafood, see the tides and watch the amazing 
views from the boats. 

Last but not least, I wish to pull the Ratha in the Ratha Yatra. The Ratha Yatra is chariot  
pulling festival, where the three statues of Lord Jaganatha, Lord Subhadra and Lord Balabadhra ride 
in three different carts and if I can help pull it, it is believed that I am serving them and so all my  
wishes will be fulfilled, along with being filled with energy and happiness. I got a feel for it in  
Cincinnati Rath Yatra. After the Yatra, I want to wait the nine nights at the Gundicha Temple and  
then pull the Ratha back again on Bahuda Yatra. If I do this, my happiness and energy will grow  
more than 10 times.  

If I visit Puri, I will have a huge learning experience about Bada Thakura, Bada Deula and 
Bada Danda — which I hadn’t got when I went to Puri as a child. That is why my dream trip is  
going to Puri, Odisha. 

Aditya is a sixth grade student at Ankeney Middle School in Beavercreek, Ohio. He has a passion for music and he plays 
musical instruments such as piano, keyboard and flute. Aditya feels proud to be involved in local OSA events for the  
kind of platform it gives to his generation. He along with all his family members participate and enjoy organizing events  
alongside his parents, Anil and Deepali Pattanaik. Aditya has been playing keyboard as background music to many local 
OSA events, recently playing  background music for “Bande Utkala Janani” to the tune of a kids chorus. He has been 
attending all the OSA  conventions since he was 5 years old and always look forward to the future conventions. 
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Texting While Driving Should be Illegal 
Dhruv Das 

A few years ago, whenever we stopped at a red light, my mom would look at her phone to 
see if she had got any notifications. I always had to point out when the light turned green because 
she was too busy looking at her phone. Luckily, we never got into a crash, but not all of these types 
of incidents are success stories. Texting while driving should be illegal across the country. First of all, 
it has caused many deaths and injuries. It is also very distracting. Finally, it is as bad as drunk driving. 

First of all, texting while driving has caused many deaths. One driver, Reggie Shaw, was 
texting while driving when he crashed into another vehicle. “During one fateful slip over the line, 
Shaw’s SUV sideswiped a Saturn sedan carrying driver James Furfaro and his passenger, Keith 
O’Dell.These two individuals were scientists, husbands, and fathers. The impact spun their car 
sideways into Shaw’s lane, and the trailing pickup truck plowed into the side of the Saturn, killing 
both men instantly.” (Henneberg, 2017).  

Phone records showed that Shaw was texting his girlfriend at the time of the accident. This 
means that because he was looking at his phone, he crashed into a car, killing two people. 
Unfortunately, this isn’t the only time texting while driving (TWD) has caused accidents. “People 
who drive while texting are 23 times more likely to have an accident than a non-distracted driver” 
(Genachowski, 2017). This means that it is very likely that TWD will get you into a crash. However, 
the fact that TWD is distracting is what is causing the crashes. 

Texting while driving is extremely distracting. Not only does it take “your eyes off the road”, 
it also takes “your hands off the wheel” and takes “your mind of driving” (CDC, 2017). This means 
that not a single part of you is going to be doing anything related to driving.  

Also, in 2006, Adam Gazzaley did a test with teenagers where he sent texts to them while 
scanning their brain in a driving simulator. The results showed that even though the eyes are open 
the “brain’s not processing all of the information.” (Henneberg, 2017). This means that when 
reading a text, you aren’t going to think about making a turn, or going and stopping. Some people 
even say that TWD is as distracting as driving drunk. 

Finally, TWD is as bad as drunk driving. To begin, more people are TWD than drinking 
while driving. “The CDC reported last fall that alcohol use among teen drivers has decreased by 54 
percent since 1991. Texting, however, has quickly grown in the last five to seven years, Adesman 
said.” (Ricks, 2013). That means that there will be more deaths than texting while driving because 
there are less people doing it. Furthermore, it is more dangerous. Tests have proven that drinking 
while driving. In test settings, drunken drivers had faster response times then did drivers who were 
reading and sending texts.” (Genachowski, 2017).  
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This is why texting while driving should be illegal. Texting while driving has caused 
numerous deaths and injuries, it is distracting in multiple ways, and it is way worse than drinking and 
driving. So don’t forget, if you are one of the unlucky people that text while drive, you could be the 
one ending someone’s life, including your own. 

Dhruv Das is currently a sixth grader at Robert Frost Middle School in Rockville, Maryland. He enjoys playing tennis, 
playing flute and piano. He is the son of Debananda Das and Deepa Parija, life members of OSA. 

*** 

A Trip to A Different Planet 
Aditya Pradhan 

With a loud thud, our plane touched down in India. After the long wait for our luggage, we 
left the airport and our family members picked us up. It had been a long flight and I was already half 
asleep.  

I woke up the next day ready to explore the local attractions. The second I woke up, the 
different environment was obvious. The smell of cows filled the room and cars honked every five 
seconds. Slightly confused, I asked for some milk and saw that milk comes in a packet similar to like 
Cheez-Its. Everything is so different, it’s basically a different planet.  

We explored places like botanical gardens that had some nice plants and trees that could 
never grow in our cold climate. We spent a lot of time there and eventually headed back home. The 
next morning, we had planned to go to other places, but I got sick. Apparently, I couldn’t handle 
unpasteurized milk. So I spent a good week and a half in bed, but I got to spend more time with 
family.  

After I recovered, we drove to see some other family members. The way people drove there 
amazed me. No one seems to take the traffic lights seriously. It’s as though they mean nothing! 
There are also so many people, everywhere you go, there’s a lot of traffic as well. Even though the 
roads aren’t organized, I didn’t see a single accident, which is impressive! I also liked the concept of 
having little roadside shops on the freeways (which wouldn’t work in the US). We stopped at a 
roadside restaurant and there were house flies everywhere. I was flustered by them, but the food was 
great.  

I met my relatives after many years, and it was great. I was asked three standard questions by 
almost everyone: How is your school? What do you do in summer? Why can’t you stay longer? After 
answering them so many times, I had my answers ready in my mind.  

The thing I was most flustered with was the Wi-Fi. If I wanted to go to my room and use it, 
it didn’t work. I had to go all the way back to the living room, reconnect, and stay there. Small things 
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like these never really bother us in the US. We have everything right here for us, so we never think 
about the rest of the world.  

The end of our trip came quickly and before I knew it, I was back on a plane. I thought 
about the trip and realized how different everything was, but how cool it was to see a different part 
of the world. I was a little sad to leave, but happy to return to regular life.  

Aditya Pradhan is 13 years old and in eighth grade at Frost Middle School in Livonia, MI. Aditya is the only son of 
Tarakeswar and Sangeeta Pradhan, who are OSA Life Members. Through the years being part of OSA, Aditya has made 
friends and has participated in cultural programs. He has also learned a lot about Odia culture and cuisine.

Photo taken at the State Museum of Odisha. Photo Courtesy of Shashanka Nanda (Dhenkanal, Odisha). 
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The Symbol of Life 
Prachi Mahapatra 

Gold and rubies, diamonds galore 
Washed up on the white sand, on the beach shore 

Even they seem to pale in front of this person 
Whom without, our lives would worsen 

Who is as bright as the sun we see 
Who is as beautiful as the colors of sunset 

Who is cleaner than the River Thames, and kinder than all of the good souls combined. 
This person has a job 24/7, with no breaks nor paid vacations 

This person sacrifices everything, so their loved ones would have no limitations.  
Enduring hardship, and not getting what they deserve 

Hoping only that in the hearts of their loved ones, their memory would be preserved. 
Who is this person, you might ask, is this? 

This person is the symbol of life. In other words, God, the sunset and sunrise, and happiness in the 
form of a human being. Whom without, there would be no humans on the face of this planet. 

As most of you might call them, mom. 

Prachi Mahapatra is 13 years old and in eighth grade. She lives in Canton, MI, with her parents, Sunita and Hrudaya 
Mahapatra, and her older brother Pratyush. She has been learning Bharatnatyam for 9 years, and enjoys swimming and 
track. Prachi has grown up in Michigan’s Odia Society, and carries the Odia culture with her!

*** 

Beauty in the Sky 
Rishika Satapathy 

As early as the Rooster crows, 
to as late when the crickets chirp. 

Vibrant colors of all kind streak the sky, 
as if signaling that the sun has woken up from its rest. 

Reddish orange with specks of gold in between,  
seems to put a soothing smile on the dull staring faces. 

Every line, splashed with color in hazy wave,  

are filled with silent memories of those who watch 

Rishika is 13 years old and in ninth grade. She lives in Northville, MI, and enjoys dancing, painting, writing, and 

swimming. She is the only daughter of Nutan and Ratimukta Satapathy, life member of OSA. 
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OSA From My Point of View 
Shilpi Mohanty 

MI-OSA is really beneficial for me as I get to celebrate my Odia roots and appreciate my
Odia culture with pujas and functions. Some examples of pujas and functions we all celebrate in MI 
OSA every year is Basanta Utsav, Ratha Yatra, Ganesh Puja, and Kumar Purnima. I feel glad being a 
part of this as every year in Basanta Utsav and Kumar Purnima I get to enjoy and dance alongside 
my friends to honor these festivals. I have also met amazing people and made great friendships due 
to our OSA community.  Also, due to MI OSA, I appreciate how unique I am compared to all of the 
other kids at my school. Thereby, I am grateful to be a part of MI-OSA along with my family. 

Shilpi Mohanty is 13 years old and attends Novi Middle School. She is the daughter of Satya Mohanty and Sonali 
Pattanaik. The family had been participating in MI-OSA events since September 2014. 

*** 
A Day to Remember 

Simoni Mishra 

“Good luck!” 

My mom turned and walked into the cafeteria, leaving my inexperienced 4th grade self in a 
line with towering high schoolers. Just under an hour ago, at a time when most folks would have 
been cozying up by the fireplace after dinner, my parents and I had left for a random high school in 
the middle of PG county where a geography bee was being held.   

When we arrived, a middle-aged man met us at the front desk, giving us a grunt and some 
monotonous, jumbled words in a sentence that I later understood as him telling us to follow him. 
There in the waiting room, the assured 5-minute wait slowly became, 10, then, 20, and then 60. The 
first couple of minutes, I distracted myself with the task of learning the ins and outs of the 
unfamiliar room.  

Soon, my boredom caught up with me, and my mind once again became preoccupied with 
my fear of the bee. I was running through all of the different ways that I could possibly embarrass 
myself in front of the audience that would be watching the bee. You have to understand that this 
was my view on geography bees, or any bees for that matter. Sure, I was, and still am a social person, 
but at the same time, I am also a clumsy one, who trips on her own feet and falls on her face, right 
when she wants to make a good impression. It didn’t matter to my illogical mind that for about 6 
weeks, I was stuffing all sorts of crazy facts into my brain. In my mind, it was inevitable that I would 
fall off the stage while answering a question, land on the judges’ table, and then break an arm, and 
well, you get what I’m trying to say.  
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Just as I was concluding my optimistic pep talk, the greeter man walked into the door of our 
classroom and took us to yet another place where I was to wait. Except, this time, it was with a 
bunch of nerdy high schoolers, and the wait time was only two minutes instead of 60. 

A woman came out of the auditorium and asked for the whole group of us to come in. In 
single-file formation, we hobbled on to the stage assuming our designated seats. I could feel my 
heart beating faster, the bead of sweat forming on my forehead, and even the steady paced breathing 
of the person behind me. That’s all I noticed as my name was called.  

Slowly, I got out of my chair and trudged to the front of the stage. I lean into the 
microphone and the judge asks me my question.  

“The Rio Hondo forms a boundary between Mexico and what other country?” 

My hands shook as they gripped the microphone and answered, “Belize.”  

As I walked back to my chair, all I could feel was relief that the first round was over, and at 
the same time, the crushing apprehension of the upcoming rounds. After what felt like 100 years, all 
the preliminary questions were completed. I was surrounded by a sea of empty chairs, and the 
four-remaining high-schoolers.  

As soon as the tiebreaker round began, I knew that I have absolutely no chance of winning. 
The kids next to me were the epitome of nerds. One was wearing the stereotypically nerdy, wire 
framed glasses, and the other, a T-shirt with a science joke on it.  

The first tiebreaker question was about some far-off river with a name that I had never 
heard of. Strike 1 for me. Somehow, I managed to answer the next question out of pure luck. The 
following, I wasn’t so lucky.  

Since it was a double elimination round, I was out. I slowly walked off the stage, willing the 
tears in the corners of my eyes not to fall. I found my way to where my parents were sitting, and 
wedged myself between them as they, and the people around us whispered, “Congratulations!”, and 
“Great job!” and even, “How old are you?”  

It took me a minute to get over my loss and pay attention to the rest of the bee. However, 
my mind had already drifted off.  

I realized, no matter how cliché it sounded, the only thing that counted was that I tried my 
best. And I had. All I had left to do was make sure that I got back up after my fall, ready to try and 
fall again. This is what is so great about failures. After a rough storm has ripped apart your house, 
you figure out what the weaknesses were in that house and make it better. That way, your house will 
not only withstand the intensity of the original storm, but also one that is more violent as well.  
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A year later, when I was thinking of an important moment in my life, I thought of this one. 
Now, I view failures so much more differently that I had before. Now, they aren’t moments of 
embarrassment, or shame, but venues of success in the world. After all, it was Henry Ford who said, 
“Failure is simply the opportunity to begin again, this time more intelligently.” 

Simoni Mishra is 13 years old and in eighth grade at Takoma Park Middle School Magnet Program in Maryland. Her 
long association with OSA has allowed her to embrace her identity as an Odia American by teaching her to be proud of 
our language, customs, and culture. Her passions are dance, music, science, and technology. 

*** 
Escape 

Sumedha Jena 

She’s confined in a world 
And she can’t escape her mind 

Imaginations unfurled 
Too many feelings unable to be controlled 

It feels like a labyrinth 
Overcrowded with webbed lies 

Her thoughts make her scream and shout 
Nobody can hear her beyond her cries 

Wanting to escape to a place 
Somewhere where she cannot be traced 

She wishes to escape from reality 
Cause she dreams of a paradise of her own 

She is engulfed by the darkness  
Deep breaths and salty tears 

Words devouring her from inside 
She is lost within the chaos on the street 

Every night she thinks about this madness 
Thoughts swallowing her soul 

Wandering, never knowing where to go 
Left to make the decision 

She doesn’t know how to choose 

Battling her mind every day, every night 
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Slowly spiraling downwards 
Her demons may act silent 

However, they are never leaving her alone 

Always looking for an excuse 
To whisper silently in her ear 
She needed enough strength  
To make herself sane again 

She was left in a confused state 
Full of maniac episodes 

She did not want to see a sign of judgment 
She did not want to change anymore 

Stronger than she was before  
She couldn’t let herself crumble anymore 

The shadows were her friends 
No longer basking in its darkness 

Able to breathe in the pristine air 
The golden sunlight shining on her face 

Facing each day with a smile  
She was finally able to escape 

Sumedha Jena is 13-years-old and in eighth grade at Woodrow Wilson Middle School in Edison, NJ. Her passions are 
reading and writing. She wants to continue reading world literature and contribute to the literary world so as to bridge 
the gaps between societies. She wants to get into Biotechnology profession where human feelings will take over 
technology. She is the daughter of Sandhya R Jena  and Nilasundar Jena. 

Ivory Sculpture displayed at the State Museum of 
Odisha. Photo Courtesy of Shashanka Nanda.
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Unforgettable 
Simran Dillip 

She handed her ticket to the security guard before walking through the metal detector. No 
alarm sounded as she passed through, and, with a nod from the guard, her ticket was handed back to 
her. The guard gave her brief instructions to where she would be seated and then sent her off, 
turning to the next person in line. She nodded and walked in the direction he had said, blending in 
with a group of fangirls that were headed the same way.  

She passed through a set of doors leading to the ground level of the stadium, where people 
were murmuring with excitement. The fangirls all clumped together and sat down at one of the rows 
farther back, while she continued to the front and sat down. The stage was just within reach—if she 
stretched out her arm, she could probably touch it. A few minutes passed before the lights started to 
dim, and the high-pitched screams began.  

“Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome Ambrose!”  

Everyone around her screamed even louder as he walked onto the stage right in front of her. 
Her mouth opened to join the screaming fans, but she froze. He was so beautiful. Seeing him in 
person was so much different. She stood there, mouth open as he started to play his black and white 
electric guitar. The first few notes brought her out of her shock, and she smiled, the first trace of any 
emotion that night. She looked up at the handsome person on the stage. Everyone around her was 
singing along with him, so she joined in, her body swaying along to the music. 

He tripped up a little when he heard a wonderful voice joining his. It was a quiet voice, a 
drop of water in the ocean, but it had such prominence that he couldn’t miss it. He quickly got back 
on track, hoping that anyone would blame the slight pause on a sound error, and tried to focus the 
girl’s beautiful voice rather than the music in his earpiece. A small smile broke out on his face as he 
finished the song. 

As he finished the song, she saw pure happiness on his face as he looked at the sold-out 
stadium. His ocean blue eyes shone so brightly in the dim-lit stadium as he looked at his dedicated 
and loving fans. He walked over to the piano to the side of the stage and started playing a new, 
slower tune. 

She sang along to every song and listened to the person she loved so dearly, despite having 
never talked with him. This was the closest she had been to him in her life. He helped her through 
so much, helped her feel loved. He helped her feel confident and beautiful. She smiled at everything 
he’d ever done for his fans. If she could only thank him. 
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More songs played as the night was winding down, but she wanted to stay here forever. She 
wanted to keep listening to his voice, she wanted to see him in person again. His eyes twinkled as he 
started to speak. 

“Thank you guys for coming out tonight. It really means a lot.” 

A few girls screamed ‘I love you’ when he paused, He blushed when he heard the calls, still 
not used to hearing that. 

“This last song is about one of my best friends. Things got a bit rough and he sadly isn’t here 
anymore. I hope you like it!” 

As soon as he started playing the first few chords, she knew what song it was. It was her 
favorite song. It brought back memories of the family and friends she lost and tears started to well 
up in her eyes  as she sang along. She looked up and saw that he was tearing up a bit too. He 
finished the song and every fan was screaming and crying.  

They didn’t want this to end, they didn’t want him to leave. The parents politely clapped, 
happy they could finally go home after being in a stadium for hours with screaming teenagers. He 
walked up to the front of the stage and reached down to touch some of the outreached hands. They 
instantly let out a squeal of joy. One girl turned pale and looked like she would faint. He gave them a 
forced smile and looked at the girl next to that group.  

She was here alone and had a tear slipping down her cheek. One look at her beautiful green 
eyes and he knew, he could feel that she experienced what he had. He knew she lost someone close 
to her, someone dear to her heart. She knew what he was feeling when he wrote that song; she had 
felt the terror when she realized he was gone, and the empty space that could never be filled. They 
held each other’s gaze for a quick second before he looked away. 

He stepped away from the front of the stage, eyes of every fan following him. Cheers and 
screams echoed through the stadium as he held up his guitar and bowed, then walked off the stage. 
He could still hear the crowd as he entered his dressing room, but he couldn't tear his mind away 
from the girl with the green eyes. He only thought of her as he walked to his private jet. He only 
thought of her on his way to LA, over 2,000 miles away from her. He only thought of her as he 
landed at the airport. She just wouldn’t leave his mind. 

She was still frozen in shock from what she experienced as she exited the stadium with the 
waves of amazed fangirls and tired parents. He had actually noticed her in the crowd of thousands. 
She shook her head and started walking to where her car was parked, replaying that moment over 
and over in her head as she drove.  

When she got to her apartment, she laid down on her bed, tired, and realized something. He 
probably wouldn’t remember her. He would have looked many other fans like that, he hugged 
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hundreds of people he’s never met, he smiled at thousands of girls every night. She realized that to 
him, she would just be another girl in the crowd. It would be silly to think that she could mean 
more. 

 Simran Dillip is 13 Years old, daughter of Dillip & Priya Behera. She is a student in Newmarket Jr/Sr. High School, 
Newmarket, NH 03857. Her passions are music, writing and dancing to Odissi. Simran has enjoyed all the past OSA 
conventions attended. She has actively participated in various activities such as dance and other competitions. She is an 
active youth member of her local chapter and has served as a volunteer on many occasions.  .  

*** 

Life…A Dear one!  
Ayush Panda 

Time flies, 
So does Life, 

Life is Fragile, 
We have to be strong. 

Let’s make every day a miracle to be, 
For long I used to wonder, 

Why is it always me? 
As God created everyone, 

And kept then the same for long time, 
Then just a thought came…. 

Hmm… 
For his dearer one 

Gave them joy and sorrow, 
Adventure and happiness, 

And a fragile empty mind with so much to give, 
Come… Let’s fill color in our life. 

Pamper for something different and special, 
Paint your own bright color for the world to see. 

It’s not the big things that matter in life, 
Tiny little things make the difference, 

And give all the happiness to life. 

Enjoy the yellow, orange, red fall leaves color, 
Spectacular butterfly wings, 

The silent breeze, the river side, 
To top it all, 

Just being with my little brother, 
Cuddling time… 
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Ah! Life is so beautiful, 
Just capture the moment, 
Open the window of life, 

And let time fly…… 
For a moment, 

That makes us all wonder. 

“Thank you Life, for all you have to offer!” 

Ayush Panda is a freshman at Metea Valley High School, Aurora, IL. He lives with his parents, Meghkanta Mohapatra 
and Debashish Panda, and his younger brother Adwik. He loves swimming, waterpolo, playing Tabla, roller blading and 
is a junior black belt in Karate. He has a fascination for photography and cars. 

*** 

The Dance Battles 
Manaswee Mishra 

I am ancient and prehistoric. Sitting in a position that no other dancers could sit in. I wore 
many silver ornaments, whereas the only ornament others wore was a skirt. The other dancers had 
long legs, and arms that extended with grace. They would never understand the pain my legs went 
through when sitting in a position they had never even heard of. My name is Odissi, and I was born 
in the antediluvian temples of Odisha. I was very bright when I was young, but as India was ruled by 
the Mughals and then the Britishers, I was hushed into the quiet state that affected me for decades. 
After my country found its independence, I was revived by my guru and father, Kelucharan 
Mohapatra. 

Dance is an art. It brings people together no matter country or culture you are from. I am in 
a dance convention which was a place for everyone to come together and dance.  

Ballet went first. She created a trance that elevated everyone. Ballet’s extensions went up so 
high that when she did a grand jeté it created an over split. Her feet had an incredible turnout, her 
toes were pointed to the fullest extent. I approached Ballet as she finished her dance. 

“Great job! Your grace is phenomenal.” I said with enthusiasm.  
At first, she gave me a weird look. She quickly recovered, and used obvious acting skills to 

say, “Thank you! You are going to do great too.” 
Her uncertainty was clear. She talked to me like I could not compare to her greatness, to her 

royalty. Ballet was not the only one who gave me this type of impression. Modern, Jazz, Tap, Hip 
Hop, and Lyrical all gave me the feeling as well. Even when I performed, I could see them 
questioning my moves, my rhythm and my music.  

I brushed off their attitude. I thought if they couldn’t appreciate other dance forms, then 
why should I take it to heart? After all, every dance is unique and it should be appreciated on its 
own. I would make them realize that they were wrong. When I was given a chance to speak, I said, 
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“All dance is the same. No matter how many different types of moves and music there are, there is 
only one purpose of dance: to make us happy, nothing else.”  

I ended with this sentence. At first, no other dancers said anything, no one moved. But when 
someone started clapping everyone joined. I was relieved, I had gotten my message through. I could 
see the realization in Ballet’s eyes. I did what I needed to do. 

Manaswee Mishra is a freshman at Marriotts Ridge High School. She enjoys dancing and playing music, especially the 
cello. Her experience with OSA started when she was 3 years old in the 2007 OSA convention in Michigan. She has 
performed in Kumar Purnima and Basant Ustav many times in MI-OSA before moving to Maryland at the age of 7. As 
she got older, she understood that in order to keep our culture alive, we needed to have dedication. She started helping 
her chapter in Maryland and it helped her understand how our community worked. It was always a team effort and 
without it OSA wouldn’t be where it is today. 

*** 

Rising from the Ashes 
Amrita Sahu 

Imagine  
An island 

In a secluded archipelago 
That, unbeknownst to us, 

Hides an entire world 
Full of beauty and wonder 

The power and strength of nature 
Is almost overwhelming  

Lost in its elegance 
Is a place of danger and hostility 

An inhospitable landscape  
Built upon bricks of ash 

And forged from 
The incandescent rivers of flames  

That spread the story of volcanic destruction 
A stony, rocky land 

That seems to hide all signs of life 

Yet, as I walk upon the pebbles and hardened lava 
Suffocating the soil 

I spot a speck of green 
The color of vitality 

Not a field 
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Not a bush 
Not even a tuft 

Just a single blade of grass 

Peeking through the timeworn boulders 
Dancing in the wind 

Determined and persevering 
A thirst to survive 

That cannot be quenched 

A fight 
That cannot be won or lost 

The epitome of the battle for life 

Eventually, 
Be it today or tomorrow, 

We will find  
That single blade of grass 

Is both everything 
And nothing at all 

Insignificant 

Yet the most important thing that we may ever witness. 

Amrita is in 8th grade and lives with her parents, Prakash and Manaswini, and elder brother, Sarthak, in Herndon, 
Virginia. She is fond of reading, writing and drawing. 
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Odisha Through the Eyes of a Millennial 
Nishant Sadangi 

Odisha,  
the Land of God, is my ground, 

And Utkala is my roots. 
I witness the colossal mountains, 

looming over the reserves of wildlife, 
chaperoning the waterfalls and forests, 

as celestial beasts strife. 
The ferocious tigers from Similipal, 

protect their landscape,   
swarms of feathered friends, 

infiltrate the vast waters of Chilika Lake. 
Creators compose patachitra,  

the depictions of God, 
as the village of Raghunathpur, 

is abode. 
To appease our savior, Lord Jagannath, 

the swift debadashis offer Odissi, 
adorning the fine silver,  

work of Tarakasi.  
The sun shines everywhere, 

but it settles on the throne of Konark Sun Temple, 
the wind causes a commotion, 

as bells ring in the Puri Jagannath Temple. 
The footsteps of grandeur souls, 
echo in the deep sands of Puri, 

ultimately finding Nirvana, 
departing at Swargadwara… 

Odisha,  
the Land of God, is my ground, 

And Utkala is my roots. 

Nishant Sadangi is 14 years old and currently in 8th grade at Gregory Middle School in Naperville, Illinois. He loves to 
play baseball, table tennis, chess, guitar and cello. He is the son of Subhendu Sadangi.  
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My Mother  
Sia Pradhan 

My mother is a lion. 
Protective of her young. 

Firm 
when it needs to be. 

Loyal 
My mother is a leader. 
Fearless and powerful. 

Clever, 
strategic and calculated. 

Never indecisive,  
never in the wrong. 

My mother is the ocean 
Serene,  

but intense. 
Comforting, 

feels like home. 
Underneath lies some of the 

Deepest mysteries of the world. 
My mother is a piano. 
A soothing instrument. 

It can be loud,  
but it can also be soft. 

It can play,  
Many different notes. 
Just like my mother’s 

Many different emotions. 
My mother is a diamond 
 in the blackness of coal. 

One of a kind,  
hard to find. 

Pure and shiny. 
Beautiful and 

 strong. 

Sia Pradhan is 14-year-old who attends eighth grade at Detroit Country Day School in Michigan. She is the daughter of 
Sangita and Jyoti Ranjan Pradhan. She enjoys to spend her  time with family and friends. Her hobbies include playing 
Tennis and Bollywood dancing.
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Should College Tuition Be Free? 
Samay Shashwat Sahoo 

Many families in Texas struggle to save enough money for their children to attend college.                             
Paying tuition and fees is quite a colossal task for a poor through even a middle-class family, and                                   
with a big increase in tuition rates of Texas state schools, their load grows even more. Students are                                   
increasingly applying for loans, which they have to manage with difficulty later. Tuition has gone up                               
to compensate for reduced state funds since in the past years. The total revenue growth of Texas                                 
schools has decreased rapidly and more funding is required to keep them running at current                             
standards. The State of Texas should provide free college tuition to graduates of certain merits in                               
order to support their bright futures and reduce the burdens of student debts that millions face.  

In the past decade, the average tuition and fees in Texas has nearly doubled, which causes                               
increased disinterest in students. This affects many families who, despite saving for years, might not                             
be able to cover all costs. Students of such families “are struggling with the seemingly                             
insurmountable challenge of paying for their children’s college,” which leads to students deciding                         
not to attend college (Watkins and Daniel). This affects a student’s future career since it is shown                                 
that “college graduates, on average, earned 56% more than high school grads in 2015,” according to                               
data from the Economic Policy Institute (Rugaber). Most people who enter the workforce with only                             
a high-school degree have an immanent disadvantage, facing more difficulty in securing a stable job.                             
Providing free college tuition can rationally provide an opportunity for students who can’t afford                           
college, since they will be able to continue in their studies with no restraints. With the financial limits                                   
alleviated, this issue can be improved as more people will be more educated in their fields, with a                                   
likely better start to a new phase in life.  

Rising costs at universities is evident in the amount of people who apply for student loans,                               
leading to the hampering of attaining a stable life after college. In 2015, US citizens “held a                                 
whopping $1.3 trillion in student debt”, showing the continuing worry for students who step into                             
the workforce (Hess). People apply for student loans to be able to attend college since they might be                                   
facing financial issues in their families. By providing free college tuition, students, who are especially                             
in a tough situation, can achieve what they wish to do. They would have more focus “on their                                   
studies rather than worrying about how to scrape together enough funds for each upcoming school                             
term,” which could lead to more success in future careers (Redd). This can especially help aspiring                               
artists and writers, for example, who might not have a steady income until years later. Student debt                                 
also makes it “harder to save for a down payment and make monthly mortgage payments,”                             
hindering people from being able to buy houses, which wasn’t such an issue prior to rising costs                                 
(Davidson). It can be seen how the effects of prolonging student debts in people's lives can hinder                                 
the affordability of even the average lifestyle. In order to reduce student debts, free tuition is one                                 
logical way to achieve this as students won’t be troubled by loans and debts. Providing for free                                 
college tuition for the whole state of Texas, therefore, can greatly improve people’s lives by                             
eliminating the constant fear and worries that come with student debts.  
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However, some argue that making college completely free can hurt the economy and affect                           
the standards at which colleges are run in Texas currently. From “2010 to 2015, Texas ranked last in                                   
the nation in total per-student revenue growth at its colleges and universities”, according to a study                               
by the State Higher Education Executive Officers Association (Watkins and Daniel). This is                         
reflective of the reduced state appropriations to public universities due to economic issues. Reduced                           
state funding from taxes, along with increased enrollment, causes Texas universities to be affected                           
with the threatening of the future of universities nationwide as well. Since colleges in Texas are                               
growing to improve research programs and increase standards, students and their families are now                           
the main funders.  

Reducing this main support could potentially cause a difference in how the public                         
universities in Texas run. In a survey conducted by HuffPost and YouGov “six in ten respondents                               
said they identify the quality of their state colleges and universities as ‘excellent’ or ‘good’”                             
(Kingkade). Further reducing the money received by colleges by providing free tuition can affect the                             
general excellence of Texas universities. In order to keep providing this for students, some argue                             
that the high tuition costs need to persist until other funding systems improve.  

The moral value of helping people who aren’t able to afford something they need is                             
immense, and free tuition achieves that. Although doing so has some potential drawbacks, it                           
provides many important benefits. One can acknowledge the number of Texans who aren’t able to                             
afford college and the even more who are constantly budgeting for debt years after finishing college.                               
This emphasizes that the state of Texas should provide free tuition, which is essential to improve                               
these conditions. It is believed that every American should be provided an equal opportunity,                           
however, with the current spike in tuition and fees this isn’t the case and needs to be changed to                                     
improve the future.  
Samay Shashwat Sahoo is 15-year-old and his hobbies are playing the guitar and becoming an encyclopedia of cars. In his 
own words, here is what he thinks of OSA: “Being in close proximity to a group of very dedicated Odia volunteers 
including my father, I have been acquainted with OSA since my toddler years. Even though Dallas hosted their first 
OSA convention in 2004, I truly experienced it in 2011 when the whole Dallas Odia community rose to unprecedented 
level of collaboration and unity. It was like preparing for a big carnival – everybody working hard to deliver their part, 
my house becoming a workshop with many uncles and aunties working day and night. As a 9-year-old, it was an amazing 
experience for me – taking part in drama, dance, song, poem recital, and above all having fun with friends in a wonderful 
atmosphere. It was a great community building event. I started to recognize that we belong to a bigger fraternity; that 
there exists a common thread binding us all as Odias. I am ecstatic now to see that thread persisting through the years 
and am ready to carry it on as a member of the next generation.” 
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*** 

Is Christopher McCandless a hero or fool? 
Priyanka Choudhury 

Just try to picture yourself teleporting back to the Mesozoic era 250 million years ago, where 
one’s obligated to face the perils of uncivilization. A human being must acquire the physical and 
mental agility required to constantly confront ruthless beasts, dreadful weather conditions, and most 
significantly, deal with the lack of abundance of food. Facing the daunting realities of the wilderness 
is a preposterous challenge that any individual should not have to ever undertake.  

However, a 24 year old man Christopher McCandless, often strived for the opportunity to 
explore the elements of wildlife as a means of breaking free from the chains of consumer culture. 
McCandless was a highly knowledgeable adult graduating from Emory University who later decided 
to hitchhike to Alaska on the April of 1992. From that day on, he began to dive into the Alaskan 
Wilderness without any proper gear, maps, compass, or an adequate amount of food and supplies.  

As a result of his actions, he died in August 1992 after four months of survival in the wild 
and since then, many viewed him as an inspirational young adult with a strong will to take on such a 
baffling adventure. Although others may hold a positive perception of his unique character and 
audacity, he is really just an insane man encountering the wild completely unequipped. 

To begin with, Christopher McCandless was negligent of his own health and surroundings. 
The day McCandless arrived at the start of the Stampede Trail on April 28, Jim Gallien, the person 
who had driven him gave him many precautions. A Wikipedia article on the background information 
of Christopher McCandless states that he “ignored Gallien’s persistent warnings and refused his 
offers of assistance” (Wikipedia 2). His continual refusal to Gallien’s advice implies how he is so 
oblivious and senseless of the world around him. Any other well-educated individual would have 
never precipitously leap into the woods without fully becoming aware of the area and take an 
unnecessary risk like this. Furthermore, McCandless successfully killed a massive moose weighing 
around a thousand pounds and let it go to waste afterwards. An article, known as, “The Beatification 
of Chris McCandless: From Thieving Poacher into Saint” by Craig Medred mentions, “apparently 
tried to preserve the flesh by smoking, apparently failed, and obviously let lots of prime meat go to 
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waste” (Medred 4). McCandless’s thoughtless actions reveal how he took the exploration of wildlife 
as some sort of game and entertainment. He clearly lacked the seriousness and adult-like mentality to 
make mindful decisions instead of unwisely putting himself under a life-threatening situation. Hence, 
closely examining these actions of McCandless pinpoints his carelessness of the environment and his 
condition of life. 

In addition, Christopher McCandless had committed many unethical acts before he set off 
into the cold, bitter air of Alaska. Jon Krakauer, the author of an article called, “Death of an 
Innocent” addressed how McCandless was “congenial” and “peppered Gallien with sensible 
questions” (Krakauer 1) about what berries he could consume. Krakauer’s classification of his 
behavior as “congenial” doesn’t at all correlate to Medred stating, “From South Dakota, McCandless 
headed southwest and illegally slipped into Mexico packing a handgun” (Medred 3).  

Illegally carrying a gun without a license is an indication of his inability to be a civilized being 
and be independent. With an honors degree from a well-rounded university, he still relied on his 
peers to be fully exposed to the formidable components of nature. McCandless even used obscene 
language to present his view about the policies and rules of the government. Unable to control his 
emotions he uttered the words, “How I feed myself is none of the government’s business.” (Medred 
4). He expressing his strong distaste and indignation towards the government truly prove to the 
audience of his failure to adapt to the time and culture of today’s society. He could not accept the 
standard conventions of society and wanted everyone else to see life as just a joyful adventure with a 
carefree attitude. Being informed of his immoral behavior, one can find it hard to believe he is a 
well-educated man. 

The death of Christopher McCandless is the epitome of foolishness and insanity. This man 
was in its purest essence a reckless individual simply meandering into the woods without the proper 
equipment and training. Examining McCandless’s tragedy and the events leading up to that incident 
makes it more apparent that he took this deadly journey for self-gratification rather for appreciation 
of wildlife. He deliberately put himself into isolation to get away from the world’s ethics, standards, 
and customs. 

Priyanka Choudhury is 16-years-old and is in 11th grade at JP Stevens High School in New Jersey. She is the daughter of 
Archana Patra and Pradeep Choudhury. 

94 Urmi 2018



Save The Earth 
Bill Senapati 

“The bottom line is that when Senator Inhofe says, 'Global warming is a hoax,' he is just 
dead wrong, according to the vast majority of climate scientists.” 

Vermont senator Bernie Sanders speaks the truth when he speaks against Senator Inhofe 
who believes that climate change is not real. Humans are faced with a tremendous task to clean up 
the planet. Luckily, the stewards of the Earth live around the world in both developed countries and 
in ones which are still developing. These stewards lead by example which people around the globe 
can follow or incorporate into their own cleanup plans. Average citizens can also take part in the 
conservation efforts. All around the globe, the stewards of the Earth are leading by example, making 
a difference and providing methods for regular people to follow in order to fight climate change.  

Bhutan is leading by example, being the world’s first carbon negative country. The 
developing country is nestled in between two of the most overpopulated countries in the world, 
India and China. The nation overall is not just carbon neutral by not releasing any carbon into the 
air, it is even carbon negative. That means that the nation’s lands intake more carbon than they 
produce. Since seventy-one percent of the nation is under tree cover it can absorb many tons of 
carbon dioxide from the atmosphere. In addition to reducing the carbon footprint, the deep 
forestation of Bhutan makes it an incredibly biodiverse place. Several years ago, a Bengal tiger was 
seen suffering in the hot dense jungle and it was having a difficult time. However, since all of 
Bhutan’s forests are connected together the tiger was able to travel from the hot jungle to the more 
mountainous areas of the nation where it is much cooler. Bhutan gives examples to people around 
the world to follow, so that they can work toward attaining themselves a cleaner world. Some of the 
examples are strong government influence. The president of Bhutan has passed many laws for 
several government agencies to exist and help conserve the beautiful nation. Bhutan also has another 
practice that governments around the world could use: a focus on Gross National Happiness instead 
of Gross National Product. This shows how Bhutan is leading by example for other countries 
around the world. 

The Swedish city of Malmo is leading by example, by being Europe’s first carbon neutral 
city. The city is proof that developed places can also be changed in such a way that they help the 
environment. Over the course of 10 years, what used to be an industrial wasteland has been 
transformed into a charming city, with the joint efforts of green companies and the city’s 
government. The city is leading by example because it is the first city in Europe to attain carbon 
neutrality. A variety of renewable energy sources work together to fulfill the entire city’s needs and 
provide excess energy to nearby cities. The city has lots of public transport such as buses, for when 
the weather is not nice, and bikes for all its residents, for when the weather is more pleasant outside. 

95 Urmi 2018



Garbage trucks are eliminated from the equation because there is a system of vacuum tubes that 
collects all the rubbish to one centralized station. At the station, it is carefully burned so that the 
energy released can continue the burning and create energy for the city. Food waste is reused by the 
city. All of the city’s public transportation buses are fueled by biogas that is produced from the food 
waste generated by the city. There are very few cars in the city, and those that are there are powered 
by electricity. Residents can use a simple iPad app to see how much energy they have used in the 
day, and when electricity is cheaper. By allowing the citizens to interact with how much energy they 
are using on a ground level and adjust their activities, they are able to feel how they are making a 
difference, and are more inclined to support the environmental movement as a whole. If the data 
gathered from the city is positive, then more community leaders and governments will try to 
replicate the results of the town of Malmo which is leading by example. 

Similar to a community, a coral reef hosts a very vast ecosystem that is very vulnerable to 
damage from man made waste, and people are making a difference in the preservation of this 
environment. There are multiple components that must be considered when deciding what areas to 
protect. Natives living near a coral system have depended upon the pure and raw reef system for 
food for thousands of years. They are in sync with the environment and draw just enough fish to 
make a living and keep the environment in a healthy state. Banning fishing in an area outright would 
cause the natives living there to lose their jobs. Joshua Drew states, “To help balance the need for 
conservation and making a living, scientists had suggested that instead of one big park that provides 
a lot of coverage for one reef system, while leaving the rest unprotected, a better way is to create a 
system of protected areas nested together like pearls on a string”. The pearl system of coral 
conservation areas shows a balance between protection and making a living for the nearby 
residences. Residents will not be significantly affected because there are many small areas of 
protected land that they can simply avoid, and many other places where they can fish. In case there 
is an environmental disaster in one of the areas that is protected, all the other conservation areas will 
be relatively unaffected since they are spread out. If there was just one large protection area then one 
major disaster like an oil spill would affect the entire area and harm the environment. By analyzing 
the locals living in an area and the environment as a whole, Earth’s stewards are able to make a 
difference in the fight against climate change. 

Individuals that like to scuba dive around coral reefs can make a difference in the fight 
against climate change. For example, marine biologist Dr. David Vaughan has a deep passion for 
scuba diving and he is the program director for coral restoration at the Mote Tropical Research 
Center in the Florida Keys. Dr. Vaughan broke a piece of coral into smaller pieces and instead of the 
coral becoming stressed and dying it grew like crazy. Vaughan claims, “... we can actually stimulate 
what the water will be like 100 years from now, so we can try to forecast which of these corals are 
gonna be winners and utilize the ones that you know will be better adapted in the future to those 
conditions”. Using science Dr. Vaughan can choose which coral growths have the genetics required 

96 Urmi 2018



to better survive 100 years from now. Using the corals that have favored genetics, he can essentially 
breed coral, similar to how pets can be bred, until he has a coral that has the genetics required to 
survive successfully in the future. Dr. Vaughan and his small organization are making a difference 
without any central governmental help. 

There are several global leaders who have united together to fight global warming and 
regular people can help. A member of the European parliament and the vice chair for the 
environment, Dan Jorgensen, comments about what we can do to change the world. Jorgensen 
states, “taxation is probably a very large part of the solution because what we need to do is put tax 
that is a price on consuming the things that will cause a lot of carbon emission.” This elucidates that 
what needs to happen to help save the environment is that there need to be taxes on things that will 
result in carbon emission. Taxes will raise the prices of things that emit a lot of carbon. Things that 
emit a lot of carbon will be more expensive than things that emit little carbon. Things that emit little 
carbon will be relatively cheaper than things that emit a lot of carbon. Therefore, the economy will 
shift towards the go green mind set. Men and women can carry reusable shopping bags instead of 
paying tax on plastic bags. Individuals can also make a difference by using reusable water bottles 
instead of buying plastic bottles. Driving fuel efficient cars is yet another thing that people can do to 
reduce carbon emissions into the air. Individuals can make a big difference in the fight against 
climate change by following a green lifestyle.  

The planet Earth has been home to life as we know it for thousands of years. It is not time 
to ask what the Earth can do for us, rather what we can do for the Earth to keep it healthy for 
generations to come. Developing nations and developed nations must all come together in order to 
save the Earth. Bhutan, one of the smallest nations on this plant, boasts seventy-one percent forest 
cover and it is carbon negative. Sweden, a developed nation, has renovated an old abandoned junk 
yard into a high tech environmentally friendly neighborhood. Coral reefs are also an essential part of 
saving the Earth from calamity. Finally, taxes can be the solution to change the consumer mindset to 
become environmentally friendly. The blue-green planet has been home to life for millions of years, 
and it must be conserved in order to sustain life in the uncertain future.  

Bill Senapati is 17-years-old and is in 11th grade at Westford Academy in Massachusetts. His passions are helping to 
community and music. He is proud that we are able to gather in the foreign land and celebrate Odia culture.  
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An Eggsay 
Disha Das 

We go way back, eggs and I. In the beginning, our relationship was fairly standard. We didn’t 
really encounter each other that often, anyways. I mostly had fried eggs, sometimes an omelet, or a 
hardboiled egg. As I grew older, eggs became a frequent source of my curiosity and questions about 
the world. The questions have evolved throughout my life, of course. From wondering whether it 
was really luck that every egg that I had ever witnessed crack open never seemed to contain a baby 
chick inside, to finding that, considering simple evolution, the egg did come first, not the chicken! 
After seeing a Pinterest hack on how to figure out if eggs are fresh or not, I learned why bad eggs 
float at the top of a glass of water, while fresh eggs will sink to the bottom. Not all my scientific 
discoveries were met with the same amount of delight, such as when I came to the unfortunate 
realization that there was such a thing as too many eggs, learning about cholesterol in the process. 

I think I could use eggs as a fairly accurate measure of major milestones in my life. The day 
that my parents decided I could be entrusted with a hot pan and eggs in my hand is really when the 
game changed. Not only was I overjoyed with my new responsibility to keep the kitchen from 
descending into chaos, I began to appreciate eggs in all their glory, after realizing all the ways I could 
cook them. And, even though I’m not 18 yet, I believe that adding red pepper flakes to my eggs, in 
addition to the traditional salt and pepper, marked my transition into a sophisticated young adult. 

As I reflect on eggs, I realize the many lessons I have learned from them. When my dad 
placed an egg on my plate where the yolk had already broken in the pan, I came to the startling 
realization that my parents were not perfect. Years ago, I went to a hotel where for breakfast, a chef 
made omelets in front of us. Working efficiently and skillfully, he sprinkled our choice of toppings 
and flipped the omelet onto itself, creating a bundle of eggs and vegetables, bound together by 
cheese. The omelet was delicious, but watching him make the omelet was the most captivating, and 
now memorable, part. He taught me that having a positive attitude toward your work will not only 
make it more enjoyable for yourself, but also spread positivity to those around you. 

Eggs have been a constant form of trial and error. Whenever I tried to fry an egg, the whites 
would cook but leave the yolk jarringly cold, thus ruining my prime fried egg experience. But after 
learning that the easy fix was to put some water in the pan, cover it with a lid, and let the steam cook 
the egg from the top and bottom, I was able to relish in the warm, creamy yolk once again and enjoy 
my eggs even more than I had before.  

Another time, I decided to try a new trick I had read online to get a creamier yolk in a 
hardboiled egg. I even asked my entire family if they wanted hard boiled eggs before I started, 
because I felt like sharing. But, as I realized later, I didn’t wait until my water was fully boiling to 
turn the heat off and put my eggs in. When I tried to peel the eggs, the whites were so undercooked 
that they stuck to the eggshell, leaving me with two half cooked yolks, one of them (somewhat) able 
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to retain a runny white mixture around the sides. My parents traded a legitimate snack for some 
bewildered amusement. I learned three very important lessons from this ordeal: 1) Patience, 
grasshopper. 2) When you try new things, you won’t necessarily get it right the first time. 3) Always 
tell your parents you’ll give them food after you have made it and verified that it is indeed edible. 

Even though my egg “failures” can be considered the “downs,” I associate eggs more with 
the “ups” of my life. I have used eggs to celebrate my accomplishments, like when our chemistry 
class decorated eggs before blowing them up, right after the AP exam. For me, eggs also represent 
effort and lavishness: the days I decide to have eggs for breakfast, I commit myself to taking the 
time to make a healthier, tastier, and more artfully plated meal than my daily Cheerios.   

As much fun as I’ve had with my egg experiences, I am most excited for what the future 
holds, college and beyond. I look forward to a time when I can successfully poach an egg, or to a 
day when I can make scrambled eggs with the actual intention of making scrambled eggs, rather than 
a convenient back up plan for when I am unable to flip my omelet. Whatever obstacles I encounter, 
I know that eggs will always be there for me, whether they give me the energy to start the day, or are 
just a nice addition to some ramen noodles after a hard day of work. 

Disha Das is currently a high school senior at Thomas Sprigg Wootton High  School in Rockville, Maryland. She is an 
avid follower of tennis. Her other hobbies are are cooking and listening to music. She is a varsity tennis player. She is 
also trained in Hindustani Classical Vocal music and piano.She is the daughter of Debananda Das and Deepa Parija, 
OSA Life Members and brother of Dhruv Das.

Munising Falls, MI. Photo Courtesy of Mamata Sahoo
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The Interview 
Srujani Das 

The mellow silence drapes a translucent curtain 
while you sit across from me. 
Your eyes judging from afar, 

Burn. 
Our perfectly painted purple world starts to melt away from around us, 

as you start to wake up to this artificial reality. 

The brown ragged journal comes out of your pocket 
Along with your favorite Montblanc black inked pen. 

You look up at me and start scribbling down three words on the last page. 
The journal and pen are carefully placed back into the pocket. 

The wooden engraved clock ticks away quickly 

 Your spring love ran away, but you have no regrets. 
The youngsters immersed themselves in their own virtual reality, 

But you have no regrets. 
You stopped planting your favorite white roses 13 years ago, but you have no regrets 

The consultation left no room for comments, apologies, or questions 

 Your eyes start to wander and finally stop to stare at the empty space behind me, 
Your distorted view clouds your thoughts 

Your legs cross over one another, 
And your arms, which were resting on the glistening wooden armrest, 

move into your pocket and you pull out that ragged journal again. 

 You open it to the last page. You look at the three words you scribbled down. 
and with a calm tone and authoritative smile, you look at me and say 

“Bravo, my life.” 

Srujani Das is a senior in high school in Atlanta. She lives with her parents, Mitali and Smaran Das, and her younger 
brother. Her hobbies include playing the piano, chess, writing and reading. 
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Editor’s Note: This column stood out to us as a true representation of this year’s souvenir theme. It makes us consider >
the power of generational change and how the experiences we give today’s youth transform tomorrow’s leaders. 

The Value of Community 
Gaurav Behera 

It was a bright and blistering afternoon. Every soul except my grandfather retreated to the  
shadows. Dawning a bucket hat and swinging a briefcase, he ventured into the sun to survey land to  
be developed for a temple and community gathering center. I called for him to come back home  
because of the heat, but he simply turned around, smiled, and went on his way.  

My grandfather is a retired civil engineer. He used to brave the heat and climb structures  
using any nook and crevice he could to get a better view of the progress of his projects. His  
occupation is highly prestigious where he lives. Many students, especially engineering students,  
aspired to be just like him. However, toward the end of his career, complications from diabetes  
significantly limited his tolerance of the intense heat.  

It was the longest 45 minutes of my life, but the backbreaking weight of anxiety suddenly  
lifted when he came back. I asked him why he continued his demanding work ethic at such an old  
age when his coworkers, most of whom were much younger, practiced a relaxed work ethic. He  
smiled and quoted an old Odia proverb that can be translated, “While they think of work for the  
glory, I think of work as duty.”  

This seemingly simple statement puzzled me. I asked him numerous questions about what  
this duty was but got no definite answer. Months later, back in Rochester, I was helping elderly  
hospital volunteers complete their required annual training. They could not see well, so I read every  
slide aloud. Although the task proved to be tiresome, I noticed that the trainees were smiling with  
satisfaction. In most trainings, they had dreary expressions, and I never knew how I was doing. But  
this one was much different, and their smiles motivated me to help them even more. However, I  
looked over my shoulder and noticed others offering little assistance to the volunteers they were  
working with. I could tell that those senior volunteers were struggling. 

My grandfather’s words came to mind, and I realized that many classify work and duty as  
separate entities. They work only mechanically, while those who do their work with sincerity are  
doing their duty, that is, their contribution to society, to something greater than themselves. I also  
realized my grandfather viewed work as his life’s purpose. He believed it was his duty to serve his  
community by building that temple and community gathering center. His compassion and love for  
his community inspired me to reflect on my relationship with my community, and I developed a  
greater appreciation for the people who supported opportunities that enabled me to pursue my  
passion. Like my grandfather, I feel it is my job to give back to my community because it has given 
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so much to me. Because I have seen the effects of disease on people close to me, I believe I can 
contribute best by applying my technology interest to medicine.  

My grandfather helped me see the value of doing my part for the community. Working with  
senior volunteers, developing economical medical diagnostic tools, and other projects have given me  
a level of satisfaction I had not experienced before. I seek to contribute and improve my community 
and hopefully in my own small way the rest of the world. 

Gaurav Behera is 18 years old and in 12th grade at Century High School in Rochester, MN. He is the son of Gautam and 
Sandhya Rani Behera. His passion is making  healthcare more accessible to people across the world. In his opinion, OSA 
gives a firsthand experience of Odia culture  tradition and friendship to the next generation of Odias who grew up in the 
Americas. OSA’s annual event always made  him feel as if he is visiting Odisha, helping him connect to Odisha and his 
relatives on a deeper level when he actually  visits there. 

Sculpture of Elephant at Sun Temple of Konark. Photo courtesy of Shashanka Nanda.
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Meghna Memorial  
Award Competition 

49th Annual OSA Convention, 2018 

Late Meghna Mohapatra 

The Spirit of Creative Writing 

“Words build bridges into unexplored regions.”
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“Aspiration” by Swapnalata Mishra (Rath) 
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Meghna Memorial Award:  
The Threshold to the World of Creative Writing 

The  Michigan  Odia  community  lost  little  Meghna  in  a  road  accident  right  after  a  grand 
celebration of Kumar Purnima on Nov. 5, 2005. The next morning, it was very hard for each of us 
to accept that such a hard truth really can happen overnight. But it was the truth, and the Michigan 
Odia community stood together to bear the shock.  

To  honor  Meghna  and  to  pay  tribute  to  her  creative  spirit,  it  was  deemed  appropriate  to 
institute the “Meghna Memorial Award for Creative Writing.” Michigan OSA made its first attempt 
through  the  2007  OSA  Convention  Souvenir  Committee  and  awarded  winners at the convention. 
The same year, National OSA accepted Michigan OSA’s proposal to organize the Meghna Memorial 
Award  competition  every  year by soliciting articles from school-going children up to the age of 18 
through the annual Souvenir. The following year, on behalf of Meghna Memorial Trust as the award 
coordinator,  I  contacted  the  Chairperson  of  the  2008  OSA  Convention Souvenir  Committee  Sri 

Lalatendu  Manasingh.  Officially,  the  2008  OSA  convention  Souvenir  team  accepted
the responsibility and a new Era started for the children of odia origin in North America.  

Each year after that, convention Souvenir committees regularly took over the responsibility 
to conduct the competition with the established guidelines proposed by the Meghna Memorial Trust 
(posted  in OSA website).  MMAC has  reached  its  11th  year  awarding 21 kids from Odia origin in 
North America. Recently, with popular demand, second and third place prizes have been added, and 
are being sponsored by generous individuals. 

The  2017  Annual  OSA  convention  was  arranged  to  be  in  a  Bahamas  cruise  by  OSA 
executives. The OSA (Utkarsha) editors took over the responsibility of the Meghna Memorial Award 
Competition.  This  year  also  OSA  Utkarsha  Editors  volunteered  to manage  the competition along 
with the 2018 Souvenir team. The Souvenir committee decided to submit all Souvenir write-ups for 
the Meghna Memorial Award Competition. We did not disqualify any article because our goal is to 
encourage the creativity and writing spirit of all Odia children in USA and Canada.  

It was a wonderful experience to witness the enthusiasm in children expressing their literary 
creative spirit. My sincere thanks to Mr.Prasanta Bhunya, who represented OSA Editorial Board and 
Mr. Santosh Kar, who represented 2018 Souvenir committee to organize the competition. 

Long live Meghna’s creative writing spirit! May God bless our young writers to be successful 
in the vast literary world outside of OSA.  

My sincere thanks to all parents who have encouraged their children to write and honor their 
own creative spirit. Congratulations to the winners! Way to go!  Effort should go on!  

“Let us sacrifice our today, so that our children can have a better tomorrow.” 
— A.P.J. Abdul Kalam   

Swapnalata Mishra (Rath) 
Chair, 2018 Souvenir & Directory Committee 
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Meghna Memorial Award for Creative Writing: The Journey 

Meghna is alive with her creative spirit among our young writers who aspire to pen. Her memorial                                 
award is a platform to showcase the fresh wordsmiths of OSA. Targeting the creative writers of ages 7-12 and                                     
13-18; MMA came a long way with promising vision for the future OSA literateurs. The certificate and check                                 
is a mere formality, but the motivation makes the soul of our creative children active. It brings a positive vibe                                     
which makes them put their imagination into words and their write-up becomes their brain child. One after                               
another, they create and procreate these precious gems.

Being a part of MMA, I feel great to support the cause and sandwich myself in between judges and                                     
the writers. The selection of judges is the most important process, and we choose judges who understand the                                   
psychology, our Western Odia children, while simultaneously having experience in the world of literature.                           
Choosing judges is a challenging task but for such a benevolent cause, we get judges at par. 

The write-ups are selected with the criterion for recognition as circulated by the Souvenir team. They                               
are coded neutrally, and with all caution sent to judges for evaluation. The judges then send it back with their                                       
evaluation and the winner is announced. They are then recognized at the OSA convention. 

Our judges: 

Dash Benhur 
Born in 1953 at Kendrapada, he was an               
academician of political science for 35 years and               
now lives in Bhubaneswar. A literateur, he has               
penned 140 books of short stories, poems, novels,               
essays, travelogues, and features. He is the             
recipient of Odisha Sahitya Akademi Award,           
Odisha Vighyan Akademi Award, and The           
National Competition for Children’s Literature         
prize of NCERT, New Delhi and Bal Sahitya               
Puraskar of Sahitya Akademi. 

Jyoti Nanda 
Born in 1955 at Talcher, a Revenue subdivision of               
Odisha, Jyoti Nanda currently lives in           
Bhubaneswar. Jyoti Nanda is a retired teacher of               
History with interest in writing Odia fictions. He             
has in depth knowledge in relation to art, culture,                 
and literature of Odisha as well as of international                 
fame. His write-ups gives deep insight into world               
literature. He is a master of translating literature of                 
the world into Odia for our readers. 
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Mona Dash 

Mona, originally from India, now lives in London.               
A fiction and poetry writer who was awarded a                 
‘Poet of Excellence’ in the House of Lords’ and                 
Asian Writer UK 2018. Her book “Untamed             
Heart” and poetry collections “Dawn-drops” and           
“A Certain Way,” allowed her to participate in               
readings in venues such as Lauderdale House,             
Nehru Centre, The House of Lords, The Library,               
Leicester Writes Festival, Yurt Café, and London.             
Her short stories have been listed in various               
competitions in UK. 

Narendra Patnaik 

Born in Kashipur of Rayagada, Narendra Patnaik             
is now a broadcaster with All India Radio for the                   
last 28 years. He is a presenter of literary                 
magazines on the radio regularly. He is the               
co-author of “Ketoti Apadha File,” which brings             
awareness about the unsung heroes of undivided             
Koraput. “Aadibhoomira Turyanada” is a         
monumental work done by him and three other               
authors. This piece explicates the story of             
atrocities of foreign rulers in Koraput district and               
the brave struggle put up by the innumerable               
freedom fighters 

My heartfelt thanks goes to the judges who evaluated the budding writers of the OSA family by giving their                                     
precious time and experience in art, culture, and literature. I appreciate the effort of Meghna Memorial Trust,                                 
Souvenir team, and the executive body who marathoned Meghna’s creative spirit in North America. 

Bonne Chance…! 

Prasanta Kumar Bhunya 

MMAC 2018 Team 

On behalf of OSA Editors 
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Meghna Memorial Award Junior Division: Third Place 

A Broken Bridge 
Sarthak Das 

A clouded, fazed and grey century, 
A facade  

Labelled the “Golden Age of Diversity”  

An immature human being 
Trapped within a fantastical realm of the world  

To them, the real world is unseeing  

A disrupted bridge of communication 
Between old and new 

A need for continuous narration 

The broken telephone between two generations  
Telling a message 

It becomes a distant relation 

New meets old 
Lesson are told 

They wait for the future to unfold 

This gap in generations 
The future should lead to  
Affection and admiration 

Sarthak Das is 12 years old, and is in seventh grade at Ridgeview Charter School of 
Atlanta. He lives with his parents, Smaran and Mitali Das, and his older sister. His 
hobbies include playing soccer, playing the guitar, and reading books. 
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Meghna Memorial Award Junior Division: Second Place 

Unforgettable Night 
Adwik Panda 

It was a normal school day. I was excited because I had got 100% on my test and on top of 
it, one more day until the long weekend fun. I had everything planned for the long awaited break, I 
just had to deal with Friday which was a pajama and movie day anyways. So technically, my fun day 
started from Thursday evening. But things always don’t go as we plan, little did I know that day will 
be the life changing day for me and my family. 

That night was the longest night so far. Thursday, 12 a.m. at my house, I was awake but my 
parents thought I was sleeping. I suddenly heard my mom crying. I asked “What's going on?”  

My mom didn't say anything. I asked my brother, but before I asked him, I heard his tears. 
In tears, my brother said my grandma (but all grandkids call her “Dada” ) died. I felt the tears falling 
from my eyes. It seemed like I was the last one standing. A very strange sensation of falling into a 
black hole. My mom told my dad that she had to go visit my grandpa. I was so sad that I bit my 
tongue. I tried not to scream and keep my emotions to myself. I was so sad more like I was mad, a 
feeling so hard to describe. 

The next day, me, my dad, and my brother dropped my mom at the airport. My mom was 
going to India to spend time with her family. I wished I could go.  

I still miss my grandma. My mom thought that her mom would live forever, but that is never 
the reality. At that moment I felt undone, under the tempest…. just wanting to close my eyes and 
wish everything go back to like before. Lord give me the strength to overcome this pain. 

I will miss you Dada for the rest of my life!!!!!! You will always be in my heart remembered, 
no matter how old I am. 

Adwik Panda is a third grader at Gwendolyn Brooks Elementary School in Aurora, IL. He 
lives with his parents Meghkanta Mohapatra and Debashish Panda, and also has a older 
brother Ayush. He loves basketball, swimming, and rollerblading. He has a fascination for 
cartwheels and karate. 
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Meghna Memorial Award Junior Division: First Place 

Adhira’s Ocean 

Ajeetesh Ojha 

The ocean waves were burying the ship under its great forces. The rain was pounding on the 
deck, as the ship was being tossed around in the waves. Great amounts of grays were streaked 
among the sky as the lightning flashed. He knew there was no turning back now. 

The crew was scurrying around, running, trying to save themselves from the fleets of water 
flooding the ship. The darkness in the midnight sky thickened as the wind was pushing the people of 
the ship. 

Adhira found herself pulling the sails up, but it was no use. With such powerful winds, the 
cream of the once whole flag was being torn apart. She heard people yelling at her to do something 
about the sails, but she was helpless. 

And then, slowly, turned into rapidly, people were being thrown off the ship. They tried to 
grab onto the railing, and Adhira herself tried to hoist them up, and instead of allowing her too, they 
shouted at her, “It’s your fault!” And they pushed her away, willing to die than to be saved. 

But the waves got stronger, and Adhira got weaker. The wind slammed into her 
face—agonizing, making her fall into darkness… 

Adhira woke up, lying on the sandy shore of an island. The water gently pushed against the 
shore, the water rippling ever so slightly. It was dreamy, and it was dead silence. Adhira could feel 
her own pulse attempting to recall what had happened. But the seagulls flying around cheerfully 
were too distracting.  

Her looks were no longer a cunning beauty as it had been on the ship. Her eyes were a 
stormy gray, and her hair aghast with bits of sand and seaweed in it. Her clothes were a mess as well. 
Her complexion was a pale brown, and she looked very much like a hobo.  

Adhira flopped down, too tired to think. She lay there in the sun for a while, unaware of 
anything around her. It wasn’t until she heard the loud waves crash for a second of consciousness, 
she woke up. The radiant light was reflecting on the sea. 

“It must be about afternoon now,” she muttered. Half-heartedly she got up. “Well, if I’m 
going to be stuck here for the rest of my life, I better start exploring…”  

She was exhausted, and though she was in no shape to look around, it’s what she was born 
to do. 

Adhira was a sailor, a crewmate, a friend of the ocean. The ocean was an unexpected, 
dangerous place. What would strike, could never be known. Adaption is what she learned. Adapting 
to whatever she could find—know.  
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But what’s the use, she thought. She was ashamed of herself, and she couldn’t live up to the 
fact knowing it was her fault that so many had died. There was a lump in her throat. Adhira sighed 
and tried to push the thought away, but she couldn’t. 

But the only thing that Adhira could do was stay and think. Think about the memories that 
had once drowned her deep into thoughts. Now, none of that seemed to matter now. She wished 
that she had appreciated home back then. How lovely it would have been to be home right now, 
sitting in an armchair. 

But what was more was she had never shown her appreciation, even for things that she did 
appreciate. Sadly, she looked over the horizon into the light blue of the sea. The ocean was all she 
could depend on now. The rays of light brought her warmth and hope. 

“I’ll be saved,” she muttered to herself, sighing. Whatever was to happen was to happen for 
the good of herself and everyone. Adhira started praying to Lord Shiva. Adhira was a big follower in 
God and believed in the gods. Kneeling down, she started to pray. 

Adhira started to chant, “Om namah Shivaya,” repeatedly. This continued for another hour, 
her concentration being set in stone. She missed her home, and she missed her family and the crew. 
She missed being on the ship, and everything else that had once been a part of her life. Adhira 
through her conciseness could feel the essence of peace overflowing her body from the meditating.  

Then, her concentration was broken when she heard the sound of great waves splashing, and 
in the distance, she saw a great brown chunk of wood—a ship! Lord Shiva had listened to her 
prayers! 

Waving her arms wildly in the air, Adhira hopped up and down on the shore. The ship was 
getting larger and larger each second, and Adhira was bubbling with happiness. The ship finally 
docked, and Adhira hopped onto it. 

Smiling to herself, she was welcomed aboard by the rest of the surviving crew, assuring her 
that none of the deaths were her fault. Adhira’s head were filled with thoughts of home as she 
started off into the clouds. 

Ajeetesh Ojha is 11 years olds and  is a sixth grader in Clarksburg, Maryland. He 
loves singing, doing art , playing piano and flute and writing articles for OSA 
magazine. He is in drama club of his middle school. His parents are Ila and Arun 
Ojha, OSA life members. 
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Meghna Memorial Award Senior Division: Third Place 

An Apparition by the River 
Aaryana Rajanala 

It was about to rain. He could feel it. The air was suffocatingly thick, threatening to collapse 
in a mass of all-encompassing clouds. It clung to his skin, pressing its way through his entire being, 
forcing the warm humidity into him. He sighed, tilting his head downwards as he stared at the water, 
shimmering in the streetlights, rippling beneath the footsteps of the ghosts that danced on the river. 
This had been her favorite weather, the calm before the storm, the stillness that made them ache 
with the wish that things could always be so peaceful. He rested his elbows on the railing, feeling the 
icy metal burning his arms. If only she could see how beautiful it was tonight… 

“Excuse me,” a small voice said from beside him. He turned reluctantly away from the water 
and looked downwards to see...a little boy, enveloped by a periwinkle raincoat with the sleeves 
hanging off his arms, his face barely visible beneath his bright yellow hat, an orange umbrella held 
over his head, shadowing him from the light. The boy peered up at him with small, curious brown 
eyes. “Can you please tell me your name?”  

He stared at the boy for a while, perplexed by his peculiarity, then nodded, smiling sadly. 
“My name is Khed,” he said softly.  

Be careful, my love, that name is a sweet, dangerous thing.  

The boy continued to look up at him, frowning ever so slightly. And then, the statement 
more a thoughtless comment than any kind of meaningful remark, he said, “Your name means 
regret.”  

Khed nodded and turned back towards the river, placing his arms back on the railing, 
focusing on the ghosts’ dance, their every step, every turn, every flourish with which they skated on 
top of the water. “Yes. I think it ended up being kind of fitting. What’s your name?”  

“Fitting?” the boy asked, ignoring his question. “Why?”  

Khed raised an eyebrow, his interest in this strange child barely overcoming the grief that 
made it too painful to speak. “Why do you want to know?”  

The boy shrugged. “I like stories.”  

“You probably like adventure stories, though,” Khed sighed, looking wistfully at the water. 
“Stories with action and happy endings. Mine is a sad story.”  
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You can’t say what kind of story it is until you finish it! 

“Sad stories can still have happy endings,” the boy said, joining him by the railing. He 
gripped the thin metal bars with small, gloved hands.  

Khed didn’t say anything, looking down briefly at the boy before turning his gaze back to the 
water, watching it shift and shimmer in the moonlight… 

“This was her favorite place,” he mumbled absentmindedly to himself.  

“Whose favorite?” the boy asked suddenly.  

Khed had nearly forgotten he was there. “A friend of mine,” he replied simply.  

“Did she have a name?”  

Suhani.  

“I don’t think it would make any difference to you.”  

He stared up at Khed. “Maybe I know her.”  

He shook his head, locks of black hair falling over his eyes, obscuring his vision, hiding the 
ghosts. “No, there's no chance you could have met her, not the way fate carries on. It would be too 
fortunate for me to meet someone who knows her.” 

Fate is a strange, twisted thing. Every now and then, it comes to our aid. How do you think 
we met, my love? 

The boy stared up at him, watching him carefully, searching for answers Khed could never 
reveal. “Who was she?”  

My sweet, sweet Suhani…  

“She was a woman who meant a lot to me.”  

Awe entered his gaze, and he said his next words with reverence. “Were you…in love with 
her?”  

Khed nodded. “Yes, that's right. I loved her so much that I never wanted to let her go.”  

Please, Khed, please, please don’t ever let go… 

“Are you still in love with her?”  

“More than you could ever imagine.”  
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The boy glanced in all directions, searching for something. He turned back to Khed. “Where 
is she, then?” 

The clouds collapsed, the downpour hitting them fast and hard, the sound thick in their ears. 
The wind sighed, refusing to provide solace as it drifted past them. Khed shivered, immediately 
drenched, clothes clinging to his skin, hair dripping, chilled by the wind.  

“I don't know,” he whispered, his voice trembling, the tears mixing with the raindrops on his 
cheeks. 

I love the sound of the rain, how it drowns out all the other noises. It makes it easier to 
focus on you. 

The boy reached over with his umbrella. “Here,” he offered.  

Khed shook his head. “Your parents would be very upset if you got wet.”  

“That's okay,” the boy insisted, adjusting his hat to keep out the rain.  

Khed smiled at the boy, the expression as melancholy as ever. “Thank you,” he said, taking 
the bright orange umbrella. 

“But why don't you know where she is? You said you never wanted to let her go.” 

“I didn't have much of a choice.” 

I’m sorry, Khed, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry… 

The boy didn’t move for a second, watching the river ripple beneath the torrents of rain, 
distorting the reflections of the light in the water. “Why does she like it here?” he asked, shuffling 
closer to Khed in an attempt to share the umbrella. The raindrops pounded on his cap, demanding 
entry, the sound deafening as it filled his ears. 

Khed smiled downwards at the boy, moving sideways so that the umbrella sheltered them 
both.  

“She loved the water,” he breathed. “The way it never stopped moving and changing to 
adapt and accommodate...and yet, it remains unyielding to even the most powerful of forces. And 
she loved the way it sparkled in any kind of light, how reflective it was, how it could show you 
worlds in a single wave.” 

It breathes, Khed, just like us, the ebb and flow, the eternal energy, the perpetual pulse… 
can you feel it? 

“Wow,” the boy gasped, staring at the river, eyes widening with a newfound appreciation.  
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Khed’s eyes gleamed, shining with a dim reminiscence. “And she used to stand here and 
watch the ghosts dance on the water, and she’d try to teach me to follow the steps. Sometimes I 
could see the edges of translucent dresses, hands in hands, the water rippling to a song I could never 
quite make out. I saw flower petals floating on the river and laughter ringing through the air. But I 
could never hear the music.” 

It’s a waltz, Khed, you have to feel the beat, the rhythm, match the tempo. See, it’s not so 
hard! Keep listening, keep listening! 

The boy watched the water carefully, as if trying to find the ghosts himself, trying desperately 
to catch sight of the flowers, the hands, just a glimpse of the apparitions on the water. “I can’t see 
it,” he said, his eyebrows creasing, though more in disappointment than frustration. “How did she 
see them?” 

“She had a special kind of magic.” Khed smiled at the river, watching the ghosts drift 
elegantly through the rainbows in the mist created by the rain. Maybe he’d be able to join them 
someday. 

“But why isn’t she here right now?” the boy said suddenly, shaking him out of his thoughts. 
“Why aren’t you two together if you were really in love?”  

Khed? Khed, what’s wrong? 

“We had a fight,” Khed said simply, his head beginning to pound at the thought of it.  

S-Suhani, I...it’s nothing.

“About what?” the boy pressed. 

No, Khed, that’s not true. I know you better than that. Don’t lie to me. 

“I can’t even remember,” he gasped, gripping the railing. The umbrella almost slipped out of 
his trembling hand. “It was so long ago and such a short argument and so trivial that I don’t know 
why it ever happened…” The ghosts slowed down as the rain intensified, as if the storm made it 
harder for them to continue, like it had overpowered the music. 

Please, Suhani, it’s nothing-- 

“Then why didn’t you just make up with each other? Couldn’t you have said sorry?”  

Of course it isn’t nothing! You aren’t feeling good, Khed, and I need to know why, so please 
just be honest and tell me! 

Khed shook his head. “No, I couldn’t have.” 

Listen, I’m sorry, but I just...I’m not… 
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“Why?” 

You’re not what? Khed, this isn’t the first time you’ve done this. Why is it that you always 
feel like you can’t talk to me? I need you to talk to me, we can’t keep doing this! 

Khed could barely move, overcome by a leaden sorrow weighing him down, the rain 
refusing to wash away the remnants of remorse burning inside him. The ghosts mocked him as they 
twirled past. “It was too late for me.” 

Suhani, please just let me...let me explain what’s going on. I promise, I’ll talk now, just please 
don’t go! 

The boy’s hat covered his frown almost entirely, but the expression was audible when he 
spoke. “But why?” he asked again, the confusion only serving to amplify his curiosity.  

I…I can't do this right now. I'm sorry, Khed, but I've heard too many apologies. Please, just 
figure out how to trust me and come back.  

Khed forced himself to take a deep breath, struggling to see straight, his focus shifting 
between the gentle rhythm of the waves, the specters skating across the water’s surface, and the rain 
as it fell, drop by drop by drop, like crystals in the air, shimmering for eternities before falling, so 
fragile that they shattered at even the slightest touch. “I didn’t want her to worry,” he whispered at 
last, each word making him ache. 

The boy was about to ask another question, but he stopped himself. “You didn’t tell her 
something,” he mumbled in realization, looking back towards the water. “You lied to her. Then...is 
she gone?”  

“No,” he replied, wiping the tears from his cheeks. “No, she’s out there somewhere. She 
told me to come back, but I never did. I never could.”  

“But you loved her!” the boy exclaimed suddenly in objection, staring up at Khed with wide 
eyes.  

Khed returned his gaze, unflinching beneath the underlying accusation. “I know,” he said, 
the words barely audible against the rain.  

The ghosts had all stopped, turning towards him, watching him with critical, all-knowing 
eyes. The rain had slowed to a soft drizzle. He didn’t give the boy a chance to say another word 
before continuing, “Sometimes we do that. Sometimes we care about each other so much that we do 
our best to protect each other...but that ends up causing us the most pain. Sometimes we love each 
other so much that we can’t see when we’re hurting them.”  
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The ghosts smiled at him, nodding in approval. The music began again and they continued, 
step by step, turning and spinning, swaying in time to the song.  

The boy opened his mouth to say something, but he was cut off by the voice of a woman, 
calling frantically, “Sonu! Sonu, where are you?”  

“Amma,” the boy muttered in response, turning away from the water.  

The woman walked up to him at a brisk pace, splashing through the puddles on the ground 
as she hurriedly held her own umbrella over his head. “Why aren’t you holding your umbrella?” she 
demanded, frowning at him with more concern than anger.  

“I was sharing it,” he responded, turning back. “With him. It started raining and--” He 
stopped mid-sentence, freezing as he saw the space beside him, occupied by only the orange 
umbrella on the ground.  

The woman raised an eyebrow, taking the boy by the hand. “Please, stay with me right now, 
alright? I just need to put this down and we can leave.”  

The boy stared at the single white flower in the woman’s hands as she clutched it to her 
chest, protecting it from the rain. Moving to pick up his umbrella, he nodded and watched as she 
bent down to place the flower by the edge of the railing, smiling warmly at it. He couldn’t see her 
expression as she knelt there.  

He watched her breathe in deeply and whisper to him, “Sonu, please listen. Promise you 
won't ever keep secrets from me, alright?”  

The boy looked up, startled, hesitating before answering. “Okay, Amma,” he said at last. “I 
promise. But why?”  

She stood, wiping tears from her cheeks and turning back towards him. He felt his heart 
melt as he saw the fear in her eyes, hidden beneath the layers of despair, looking almost guilty. 
“Because I once lost someone whom I loved very, very much to a secret.”  

She took his hand and he stared up at her. “Who?” he asked, the question formed purely by 
his innocent curiosity.  

He heard her breathe in again, her voice trembling when she spoke. “His name was Khed.” 
The boy didn't have time to react as they turned to leave, the woman’s steps swift, almost rushed, as 
if desperate to escape the sorrow that blew in the breeze by the river.  

But just as they began to walk away, the boy heard music playing behind him, a silvery waltz, 
the melody lyrical and remorseful and so bittersweet it made his heart ache. He stopped and turned 
around to see ghosts on the water, swaying to the gentle, lilting rhythm. They all stared at him for 
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just a moment before turning their attention back to each other, dresses like clouds hovering 
gracefully over the river, flower petals appearing where they lifted their feet.  

And then his gaze shifted back to the flower the woman had left on the ground. Khed was 
standing there, smiling at him. “My sweet, sweet Suhani,” he sighed, picking up the flower. He held 
it close to himself, breathing in its scent gingerly, afraid it would vanish all too soon.  

I’m waiting for you, Suhani. But take as much time as you need. When you come, we’ll have 
eternities to ourselves. And we can dance longer than any of the others. 

The boy didn’t look away until the woman tugged gently on his hand. “What are you looking 
at?” she asked, peering down at him.  

He hesitated, then shook his head. “It’s nothing, Amma. I was just wondering...can you 
teach me how to dance like the ghosts?”  

The woman didn’t respond for a moment, unsure of what to say. “The...ghosts,” she 
murmured. A sad smile emerged from beneath the grief in her eyes. “Of course I can. But why this 
question all of a sudden?”  

He glanced back at Khed, who was still staring at the water. “There’s someone I have to 
teach,” he answered. “And then, he’ll be able to practice for you.”  

The woman’s smile broadened and she sighed contentedly as they kept walking, the music 
fading behind them. And as they walked, an apparition stood by the river, watching as the love of 
his life walked away, preparing to continue to await her return.  

My sweet, sweet Suhani… 
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Meghna Memorial Award Senior Division: Second Place 

Green Eyes and Your Freckles and Your Smile 
Arya Mohanty 

The rumbling of the tracks crescendo as the train approaches the station. Arya steps onto 
the train, which has a peculiar scent, unwilling to touch anything, but of course not before being 
jostled by angry strangers who seemed to be perpetually late. Arya hated the subway. Another day, 
the sun rose over the horizon only to be obscured by the grey clouds. Arya sighed as she attempted 
to stay upright whilst attempting to come into contact with as little of the grimy subway surface as 
possible.  

She was on her way to her summer internship at a research facility. She spent hours on 
public transport to go to an overcrowded building where people could look down upon her and 
judge her based on her merit and appeal to the naked eye. She had to remind herself every morning: 
she was doing this for college, so she could get a good job, and support her brother and parents. 
Everything seemed to be for college these days, so she could have a bright future. What was so great 
about the future anyway? Spending long hours at a dead-end job just to pay the countless bills held 
no appeal in Arya’s mind.  

Needless to say, Arya was not the biggest fanatic of life at the moment. She recalled a time 
when going on the train and not holding onto the rails was a most daunting task. Her mother would 
always get upset at her for not holding onto the rails, fearing that she may fall forward, and Arya’s 
extraordinary talent of tripping over thin air only contributed to this fear. She used to be so excited 
to be able to go on a train or bus, and the sense of adventure that came from it, like anything could 
happen. 

Arya was so easily excited by the beautiful world around her back then, and she used to see 
beauty in everything. She saw the world through rose colored lenses. Her future was bursting at the 
seams, filled with hope. Looking back, she realizes what she missed were the little things, such as 
going down to the playground every evening with her family. She misses playing soccer with her 
very best friend every weekend, and being the star of the team; that is how her naive self saw the 
world. She missed the fascinating little hallways in her house where she could throw a ball against 
the wall and have it return to her hands as if it were a person itself. She missed being able to fit into 
all the closets and hide away there for hours, for it was like having a universe all to herself, the pitch 
black making the minuscule space seem endless. 

Arya loved that house, until it was taken from her by time, like everything else she loved. She 
loved the people in it, and the small corner store down the street where she would always sneak into 
on the way home from school to get Andy Capp's Cheddar Fries Chips and Hubba Bubba; she 
would go down to get quarters for her mom as well. Her parents never liked that she would go there 
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by herself; they were always worried she would get hurt. They did not even approve of her going 
down the street by herself, to her second favorite house in the neighborhood, her best friend Tati’s 
house.  

Tatiana De Oliveira, was a tall, skinny, Brazilian girl. She had long brown hair, freckles, an 
impressive shoe collection, and striking green eyes that Arya could pick out from any crowd. Green 
eyes that made her feel like home. The two had met in first grade when Arya was sitting near the 
fence, watching the other kids play basketball, unable to join due to her short stature and inability to 
properly perceive the placement of the metal hoop or her strength in order to complete the 
objective of the game. Tati had come up to Arya and showed Arya her newest Barbie doll, popstar 
Barbie. The two sat there and talked about all that their little minds could conjure up, and from that 
moment on, they were never seen without one another. 

After school Arya and Tati would talk on the phone. They would share everything, from 
their dreams to their favorite television shows. They even pretended to be far off relatives, long lost 
sisters, and told everyone at school they were family. Arya could never imagine having anyone else 
by her side. No matter how old they got, Arya promised her and Tati would always be best friends. 
They would never stop talking, no matter how far away they moved. How naive of her to think this 
may be different. Greedy time takes everything. 

A jolt pushed Arya out of her thoughts, as the train came to a abrupt stop, leaving Arya 
tumbling over her own feet into the grumpy obese man in front of her wearing a oil-stained t-shirt. 
Mumbling an apology, Arya stepped off of the train. Arya hated the subway. She could not wait to 
get out of the dank smelling environment. She hurried up the stairs, toward the busy Boston street, 
reminiscing about how much had changed since then; how much she changed. She turned for just 
one second to look at the station behind her, to check if   anything was left behind, and suddenly felt 
a burning hot sensation spreading across her chest. She immediately turned and backed away, 
cursing under her breathe. She mentally grumbling about how her week could not possible get any 
worse while grabbing the ends of her shirt and fanning it to relive some of the pain from the 
scorching coffee. She looked up to face her aggressor, only to find a pair of striking green ones 
peering back at her. A feeling washes over her: home. 

In that moment, Arya realized no matter how much has changed or how much time has 
passed, the one thing she will always have is a home. Time can take a lot away from you. It can take 
away possessions and people, but it can never take away your home. Home is where people love and 
care for you, and would put you above all else. It is a feeling rather than a place. No matter how far 
you roam, there's no place like home. 

Arya Mohanty’s parents are Arun and Namrata Mohanty. She currently attends  
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Meghna Memorial Award Senior Division: First Place 

Every Migrant Worker 
Nishant Mishra 

The blinding sun rose over the barren land in a rush. Birds twittered, dogs barked, and the sounds of 
the people overtook the acres of land that lies east of Oakland, California. It was the life of the earth, simple, 
but pure - or so it seemed. In the crooks and crevices of this land lay the decaying bones of animals, the foul 
stench of death, and the desperate wave of survival. The animals and the people in the land lay isolated in 
their own minds, secluded and suspicious of every conscious being around them. The paranoia, the hostility, 
the sheer disconnection between the people…it was all there, asleep, yet ready to spring forth and attack...but 
to the young man, bright and compassionate, the land was what it seemed: simple but pure. 

Byron pulled the brim of his hat down to see ahead. The ramshackle place, with its ramshackle 
buildings, spelled opportunity for the young traveler. He found a run-down ranch building in front of acres of 
arid land. The young adult found its decrepitness encouraging - the more broken a place was, the more likely 
it is that they could use him for work. A smile crossed Byron’s face. It had been only a week since his parents 
had told him to leave, and he had already found his first pot of gold: a ranch in need of work. Byron took a 
deep breath and pushed the door open. 

“Whaddya want?” snarled a grizzled man as he sat up straight in his creaking chair, startled by the 
clanging of the bell that was hanging on the door.  

He too wore a hat for the sun, though his was wider, finished, and had no clashing patches around it 
like Byron had on his. A small tag hung from his shirt, with the name “Angelo” in messy black cursive. The 
room itself was old, with planks reinforcing a number of cracks and holes, but was clean. Aside from the 
planks, the room was monotonous and boring. 

“I’m looking for work,” came Byron’s curt reply. He had learned early on that rambling to a superior 
was not a route that led to success. The man scanned Byron from head to toe, taking quiet note of the 
muscles on his arms and his young face. 

“Git inside. Start helping the other ranch hands.” 

The traveler winced at the man’s words.  

“I ain’t going nowhere until I start hearing about some payment.” Byron stopped himself from giving 
an edge to his voice. One wrong move could end everything. 

“50 dollars at the end of the month. Now do what you're told,” the man replied flatly. 

For a moment, Byron was at a loss. The job had been, unexpectedly, granted almost immediately. 
Byron was not about to complain. The whole exchange had been eerie, almost like Angelo knew that 
someone was going to come in for work. Byron began to wonder what other types of people roamed the 
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ranch if it was this easy to get in. The lack of standards bothered him, but the worker dismissed the thought. 
He had found his job, and for now, there wasn’t left to be worried about...but he had no real idea how wrong 
he was.  

It was not long until he had clambered his way to the fields. Others eyed him warily but didn’t speak, 
until a large, beefy man stepped forth. He had two small eyes and a barrel-like body, giving Byron an amusing 
urge to roll him down a hill. 

“Who’re you?” The man’s voice was full of contempt and disgust. 

“The name’s Byron. I’m new here. Nice to meet ya.”  

The line had been a friendly gesture, but it was clear from the deepening scowl on the man’s face that 
the situation was not getting any better.  

“I don’t like that look on your face. (Byron quickly made his face neutral, but by then it was too late) 
You’re here for work? Looks like the higher-ups are trying to get some of us replaced. Sorry if its a problem, 
but most of us ‘ere aren’t ready for that.”  

The man aggressively took another step towards Byron, causing the younger man to step back 
instinctively. Alarm bells went off in Byron’s head. There was nothing that screamed weakness more than 
backing up. Four other men took a place behind the aggressor, shuffling forward menacingly. A high voice 
had pierced through the air. 

“Stop! What in the world do ya think ya doing!” Another man had pushed through the crowd. Like 
Angelo, he too had a name tag, his reading “Frederick” in the same black cursive. “You out of your mind? 
Attacking another man five minutes after he gets on the job?”  

The man was tall and lean, with close-cropped black hair. He radiated authority, and it seemed as if 
the world that he lived in would bend down to him voluntarily. The would-be-attacker backed away, and the 
men behind him disappeared so fast that it seemed as if they had vaporized. Byron took a second to marvel at 
how that situation had been diffused by three sentences from one man. The others hastily looked away from 
the scene and began to work once more, and the young worker turned around to see Frederick’s hand 
stretched towards him.  

“The names Frederick, but you can call me Fred.” And just like that, the friendship between Byron 
and Fred was born, and rose above the mistrust, the anger, the disconnection…. or so it seemed. 

The two spent the day together, hauling bags of grain to the sole-truck and working in the field for 
hours. It was strenuous work, but Byron had expected no less. Freddie told Byron how to dodge danger, and 
Byron told Fred more about school, something Fred had never had before. But Byron still had doubts. 
Something about his new friendship just felt too fast, too rushed. He began to wonder if he was letting Fred 
know too much too soon, but those doubts started to melt like butter in a fire. Byron’s doubts slipped, 
growing smaller and smaller, with the red flag in his mind that warned him to slow down beginning to shrink. 
By the time the sun had begun to set, it seemed as if Byron and Fred had known each other their entire 
lives…and the red flag had gone with the sun.  
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“...and then I told him, ‘turn around, and I’ll show ya where my shoe fits!’” Fred animatedly recounted, as 
Byron roared with laughter.  

The former-traveler could hardly believe it. Throughout the harsh, convoluted period that was his 
childhood, Byron never had the company of someone like him. The seemingly bleak day had ended that. The 
two sat down for the day, their work completed. Byron decided that it was a ripe time to recite how his 
journey started: 

“It was Monday, and me mam’ and dad came right up to me and told me I had to leave. You know 
how our place was? I’ve seen more sturdy things made from three planks of wood!  It couldn't hold up three 
people. I was shocked at first, but I realized that it was for the best. I took up what I had, told those two 
goodbye, and jumped on the road. Today proves at least that I was right about it!” 

“You sure were,” replied the veteran worker. He began to grin until a sharp clang came from the bell. 
Someone had entered the ranch office. Fred seemed to be alarmed, but Byron, however, was pleased. 

“Another guy? Let’s welcome him along!” Byron, giddy at the prospect of another friend moved 
forward but was stopped when Fred placed an iron-grip on his shoulder. 

“I don’t think this one’s looking for work.” The two began to hear raised voices from the office. 
Byron glanced at Fred, who had blanched.  

“What’s wrong?” Byron asked his new friend, who had seemed to have completely lost his 
composure. 

“Ah, n-nothing,” Fred said in an utterly unconvincing stutter. 

His face began to shake, and sweat had broken onto his face, making his forehead oily. Fred took a 
step back, and his eyes widened when the ranch office door burst open, with four men in police uniforms 
walked out, with a submissive Angelo following in tow. A small crowd of ranch workers began to gather. The 
frontmost officer, clearly a distinguished man by the look of his meticulously shined badge and his organized 
set of clothes, stepped forth. 

“Listen up, rats! There’s word that abusive substances are a sort of “trading” currency in this joint. 
We’re gonna look through everyone here, and if anyone tries to run, we’ll take him down.” The deputy held a 
warrant in his left hand and showed it to everyone in the crowd.  

The other three officers began to search the workers one-by-one. Byron froze for a second but 
realized that he had no reason to be afraid. He hadn’t seen as much of a trace of what the officers were 
looking for. But in a moment, a frightening thought struck him. If this place was ridden by drugs, then it was 
a trap, not an opportunity. Byron began to have one revelation after another. Angelo only accepted him so 
readily because the ranch, crawling with drug addicts, needed more people for each one they lost to addiction. 
Angelo must have seen an opportunity to gain profit by hiring another person to sell drugs to. Byron 
trembled as his thoughts drifted to Fred. It was obvious that Fred had some power, and the only way to have 
power here was to have the drugs, to be a provider. Things became even clearer. Fred had never been trying 
to be his friend. He was only trying to get close to make some money by gaining a new customer! Every one 
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of these thoughts swarmed towards Byron to the point that he felt as he was going to pass out. It took a 
moment, but he recovered and whipped around, only to see Fred being hassled by two of the police.  

“I saw ‘im! The new guy over there! He had them! Search him, he has them!” 

Byron’s heart ran cold. He had been tricked, by his new friend no less! He looked at Fred’s face, 
wrapped in an ugly grimace. Each tooth that Fred bared stabbed Byron’s heart, invoking pain like no other. 
Byron backed away, stumbling on the floor. He began to breathe evenly, again reassured by the fact that he 
had nothing to fear from the police. And then he saw it. On the sandy ground, beside him, lay a plain brown 
pouch. It had fallen from Bryon’s pocket. He wondered for a split-second where the bag had come from...and 
then he knew.  

His memory flashed back to a few minutes ago, when Fred had placed his hand on Byron’s shoulder, 
his other at Byron’s side. It was the perfect opportunity, and Fred had taken it to get himself out of the frying 
pan. The policeman caught sight of the pouch and sprung forth. Byron, dazed with the sudden turn of events, 
scrambled back up and took off in the other direction, taking a glance at Fred’s impassive face and figure, 
which gave a final, agonizing, pull in Byron’s chest. He kept running, a small mob of the workers gathered 
and began to follow the police across the field. He could hear the police’s yells, Angelo’s panting, and worst 
of all, Fred’s silence.  

He ran for nearly a half-hour, finding energy with the sheer rage that threatened to blow-up. Field 
became sand, which in turn became short grass: Byron reached a forest. The sickening betrayal had given his 
legs a spring, with his desire to survive ensuring that he moved in the continuous racing movement that kept 
going on and on. It took some mental effort, but Byron was able to stop running, collapsing in a small 
clearing that lay beside a brook. The police and the ranch workers were nowhere to be found - Byron had left 
them behind.  

He realized with a start had left his possessions - his money, hat, and watch, all going-away gifts from 
his parents - at the ranch house. Byron snarled at the thought of Fred scavenging what was useful from the 
pile that Byron had left behind. Jumping into the friendship so quickly had been a mistake, and it had cost 
Byron everything. He cursed himself for not listening to those alarm bells or that red flag. If he had only 
waited, there would have been a chance for him to see the truth early on. He sat down, looking at the 
gleaming moon, the shining stars, all looking fake and disgusting, their brightness burning his eyes rather than 
pleasing them as they had done every time before. Those stars had once been a symbol of hope, but he had 
no idea what they were now. 

Some time passed. Byron couldn’t tell how long he had been sitting. Tears still glistened in Byron’s 
eyes, and there was still no sign of the police or the workers. But he felt like he was being chased anyway. Is it 
always going to be like this? Byron asked himself. Yet, like every time he had asked himself the question 
before, no answer came.  

Byron would have sat there for the rest of eternity if he hadn’t heard them - those faint yells in the distance 
told him that the police had found the forest - they had found him. Byron’s face twitched, and the rest of his 
body froze. Was there any point in running? If the crowd caught him, it was all over. He would rot in jail for 
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the rest of his life. But how would running away fix anything? If he ran, he would be left alone, hungry, and 
penniless - a shell of who he was only a day before. 

And that's when Byron remembered his dream. The one thing he couldn’t bring himself to tell Fred, 
or anyone else he had met on the road.  

On his first day out of the house, Byron had seen two men walking to their farm with their arms 
around each other. They seemed to be inseparable, almost as if they were one person. They walked, talked, 
and worked as one. They were, undoubtedly, best friends. When Byron had seen them, he was shocked. No 
one lived together on the road. But there they were, and Byron wanted nothing more than that. It was, he 
realized, a dream that he could not let go of. 

His mind shifted back to reality. The yelling had gotten louder, and the crowd has gotten closer. 
Byron had yet to make his move. He glanced at the river. If he crossed it now, he would be able to escape. 
There was a chance, not only to leave the crowd behind but to find what he truly wanted in his life. There was 
still hope to find that person that would complete him, and he knew that he had no choice but to believe in it. 
With one last look at the stars and a final, resigned sigh, Byron bounded across the river, and into the night. 
He, like every other migrant worker, would just have to keep moving. 

Nishant Mishra is a sophomore at Princeton High School in Princeton, NJ.  He loves 
to play clarinet and violin, as well as read novels in his free time.  His parents are 
Sambit Mishra and Minakshi Dash. The family belongs to the OSA-NY/NJ chapter. 
In the past, he has volunteered at the Wayne temple during occasions like Rath Yatra 
and New Years' day (which were organized by the OSA-NY/NJ chapter). His family 
started volunteering at the Community food bank drive-in Hillside, NJ in March.  He 
is from Bhubaneswar, and OSA helps him feel closer to his hometown even though 
the U.S. and India are many miles apart. He has enjoyed watching religious 
ceremonies like the Odissi dance during Rath Yatra and eating delicious Odia foods 
on special occasions. Being part of OSA has made him feel like he is part of a bigger 
family, allowing him to explore another part of his identity.  
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Photo taken at Frederik Meijer Gardens in Grand Rapids, MI, by Nirmal Rath 
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Wayfarers

Musings, reflections, and wisdom from a 
more experienced generation 

“Illusion” by Amrita Kar (Chicago, IL) 

“In the moment of crisis, the wise build bridges 
and the foolish build dams.”  

— Nigerian Proverb 
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“Reflections” by Sangram Sahu 
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The Jagannath Legend 

Bikram Das 

Many thousands of years ago, during the “Satya Yuga” or “Age of Truth,” there reigned, in 
the kingdom of Malava, somewhere in Central India, a just and pious king named Indradyumna. He 
was a devotee of Vishnu, the Supreme Lord and Creator of the Universe, and had built a splendid 
temple in his capital, where Vishnu’s image was installed. Each morning, the king worshipped this 
image with great devotion.  

One night Vishnu appeared to Indradyumna in a vision—but not in the form in which the 
king worshipped Him. Instead, He appeared in the form of Neela Madhav, the Blue God—a form 
that was of supreme beauty. Indradyumna’s heart was filled with joy when he saw the vision of 
Vishnu in the form of Neela Madhav. He fell on his knees and prayed, “Lord, I pray that I may see 
You always in this Divine Form. Tell me, Lord, where can I find You in this form?” 

Vishnu smiled mysteriously and said “ I dwell as Neela Madhav in the land of Utkala, which 
lies to the east. Search for my image there, and when you find it, bring it to Malava and install it in a 
temple.  Then I shall dwell here, in Malava.”  

The vision disappeared. 

The next morning, King Indradyumna summoned the royal priest and told him of the 
vision. “Send a messenger to the land of Utkala,” the king said, “and let him find  the exact place 
where Lord Vishnu dwells as Neela Madhav. I shall bring the Lord’s image here and install it in a 
temple, so that He may dwell in my kingdom.” 

The royal priest sent for his younger brother, whose name was Vidyapati. “Vidyapati,” he 
said, “ Go to the land of Utkala, which is in the east, and come back and tell us where the image of 
Neela Madhav is to be found. Do not return until you have found the image. But do not tell anyone 
what you are looking for.”  

So Vidyapati set out for Utkala in quest of the Blue God. For many months he traveled 
through mountains and dense jungles, until he came to a village, deep inside the forest. This was the 
home of the Savara tribe and their chief, Viswavasu, lived here with his beautiful daughter, whose 
name was Lalita. 

Viswavasu was a kind man. He saw that Vidyapati was tired after his long journey and 
offered him shelter and food. “Stay here and rest, my son, until you have recovered your strength,” 
he said to Vidyapati.  

To his daughter Lalita he said “This young man is our guest. Take good care of him.” 
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Viswavasu then went out into the jungle, leaving his daughter Lalita to look after Vidyapati. 
Vidyapati was a handsome young man, tall and strong, who looked more like a prince than a priest. 
Lalita fell in love with him at once when she saw him and Vidyapati  too was enchanted by her 
beauty.  

Viswavasu returned from the forest late that night. Vidyapati and he chatted for a long time 
and Vidyapati told him many stories of the lands through which he had travelled. But he did not 
mention King Indradyumna or the vision that he had seen and said nothing of the quest for the Blue 
God, which had brought him to the east.  

Viswavasu saw that Vidyapati was not only handsome but also a man of great learning and 
wisdom. He had been looking for a suitable groom for his daughter Lalita and realized now that he 
could not find a better groom for her. He saw also that Lalita and Vidyapati were in love, and was 
happy. 

He said to Vidyapati, “My son, you can stay here as my guest for as long as you wish.” So 
Vidyapati stayed on.  

After a few months, Viswavasu said to him, “Vidyapati, it is my wish that you should marry 
my daughter, Lalita, and become my son-in-law. Will you agree to marry her?”  

Vidyapati replied, “Sir, you have been so kind that I shall do anything that you ask of me.” 

Vidyapati and Lalita were married and lived happily with Viswavasu in his house. But 
Vidyapati observed that Viswavasu went out into the forest every morning and returned home late 
at night. “Where does he go every morning?” he asked himself. “I must find out ! There seems to be 
some mystery here !” 

Some days later, he asked Lalita, “Why does your father go into the jungle every morning? 
Where does he go?” 

But Lalita said, “ I don’t know. He has not told me!” 

Vidyapati repeated his question many times to her in the days that followed, and each time 
Lalita answered “ I don’t know.”  

At last, Vidyapati pretended that he had been hurt by her refusal to answer his question. 
“You do not love me,” he said to her, “Or you would tell me where your father goes.” 

Lalita told him, “My father is not only the chief of the Savara tribe but also its priest. It is his 
duty to worship the god of our tribe, whom we call Neela Madhav.  That is why he goes into the 
jungle every morning. He goes to the temple of Neela Madhav.” 
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“Where is this temple?” Vidyapati asked her, greatly excited by what she told him but not 
revealing his excitement. 

“There is no temple,” she replied. “But deep inside the forest, there is a mountain, and on 
top of that mountain there is a cave. It is in that cave that Neela Madhav dwells. His image stands 
there.” 

“Can you take me to the cave ?” Vidyapati asked. “ I would like to offer worship to Neela 
Madhav.” 

“No,” Lalita replied. “You cannot go there because you do not belong to our tribe. Only my 
father can go to the cave, as he is our priest. Only he knows the way to the cave.” 

Vidyapati said, “ Lalita, as I am your husband, I belong to your tribe now. Your father has 
no sons. Who will succeed him as Neela Madhav’s priest when he is no more? But as his son-in-law, 
who is like a son, I could take his place. Therefore, he should show me the way to Neela Madhav’s 
cave. Will you ask him to let me come with him tomorrow?” 

“There is some truth in what you say,” Lalita said. “ I will speak to him tonight.” 

That night, Lalita conveyed to her father all that Vidyapati had told her. He thought over the 
matter and said, “ Vidyapati is a good man, but how can I be sure that he will respect the laws of our 
tribe and not reveal the secret of Neela Madhav’s cave to anyone? Let me think.” 

He thought for a long time and then said, “ He may come with me, but on one condition. 
He will have to be blindfolded. If he agrees, he may accompany me, but not otherwise.” 

“Let me ask him,” Lalita said. She went to Vidyapati and told him of her father’s condition. 
He agreed to it at once.  

Next morning, Viswavasu and Vidyapati prepared to go to Neela Madhav’s cave. The 
condition was that Vidyapati would be blindfolded while going to the cave as well as returning from 
it, so that he would not see the path along which he was travelling ; that way, there would be no 
chance of his revealing the secret cave to anyone. Viwavasu tied a piece of cloth tightly across his 
eyes so that he could not see anything. But Vidyapati had thought of a way by which he could defeat 
Viswavasu’s plan. He carried a quantity of mustard seeds, hidden in a bag which he had tied around 
his waist, concealed beneath his garments. As they walked through the jungle, he dropped some of 
the seeds on the ground, along the path, unknown to Viswavasu. The seeds would germinate and 
grow into plants ; and should he ever wish to return to the cave later, these mustard plants would be 
his guide.  
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Viswavasu and Vidyapati went to Neela Madhav’s cave, with Viswavasu leading the younger 
man. The blindfold was removed and both men worshipped the Blue God with great devotion. 
Then they returned to the Savara village. 

A few days later, Vidyapati said to his father-in-law, “ Sir, I dreamed last night that my father 
is very ill. I must return to my own country and see how he is. But I shall be back soon.”  

Viswavasu and Lalita were unhappy when they heard this, but they did not try to stop 
Vidyapati. Vidyapati returned to Malava and he and the royal priest told King Indradyumna about all 
that had happened. The king was overjoyed on hearing that Vidyapati had seen Neela Madhav’s 
image and could lead him to it. He summoned his minister and high officials and said to them “ I 
want you to raise a great army, with many chariots, horses and elephants. I myself will lead the army 
to the land of Utkala, where Neela Madhav dwells, and we shall bring the Lord’s image to our 
country.” 

An army was raised and King Indradyumna led it across mountains and forests to the land 
of Utkala.  Vidyapati then said to the king “ Your Majesty, only you and I will go up the mountain to 
Neela Madhav’s cave. The army must remain behind.” 

So Vidyapati and King Indradyumna went up the mountain to the cave. But when they 
reached the cave, they found it empty. The image of Neela Madhav had disappeared! 

“Vidyapati!” King Indradyumna shouted in anger, “ where is the Lord, whom we have come 
to take back to our country ? Did you really see Neela Madhav here, or have you been lying to me ?” 

“Your Majesty,” Vidyapati said. “I would never dare to do such a thing. But let us pray to 
Neela Madhav. I am sure that He will explain this mystery Himself!” 

So King Indradyumna and Vidyapati sat down in the cave, with eyes closed and their minds 
focused on Neela Madhav and prayed to Him to reveal to them why he was no longer in the cave. 
Perhaps He had been displeased and had left the cave in anger; if so, they begged His forgiveness. 

For three days and nights they prayed, but the mystery of Neela Madhav’s disappearance was 
not solved. Then, suddenly, they heard a voice like thunder speaking to them from the sky: 

“Know, oh mortals, that I am the Lord of the Universe.  The whole world is My home  and 
I dwell wherever I choose. I have decided not to remain in this form—the form of Neela Madhav. 
Now, the world will see me in a new form. I shall take on the ‘Daru’ form—the form of a wooden 
log. I shall come floating in the sea. When you see the Daru in the water, you must bring it to the 
shore. Then you must find a craftsman who will carve, out of the Daru, a form such as no one has 
seen before. That will be My new form. Then you must erect a temple on a mountain that stands 
next to the sea, and in that temple you must set me up in my new form, so that My devotees may see 
Me and rejoice.” 
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The voice from the sky ceased and Indradyumna and Vidyapati knew that the quest for 
Neela Madhav had ended. They would have to wait for the Lord to appear, in His own good time, in 
the form of a log of wood. However, they did not have to wait long. 

King Indradyumna had another vision in which he saw a great log of wood floating in the 
sea, close to the shore, near the place which we now call Puri. He called his minister and high 
officials and said “The Lord has arrived. Let us travel eastward to Utkala once again, but to the sea 
this time, so that we can receive the Lord and welcome Him to our land.” 

They travelled east to the sea, and sure enough, they saw a great log of wood floating in the 
water, not far from the shore. Indradyumna’s men brought the Daru to the land. 

Indradyumna commanded his officials “Send out many men—to the east, north, west and 
south. Make a proclamation. Tell the finest carpenters in the land to assemble here. They will have 
to carve the Lord’s image out of the Daru. He who makes the image will be rewarded beyond his 
dreams, but if he fails, his right hand will be amputated.” 

Many came and tried to carve the Lord’s image out of the Daru, but the wood was so hard 
that that their tools could produce not even a scratch on it. Indradyumna was greatly dejected. “ The 
Lord lies hidden in that log of wood,” he said, “ and it is He who will decide when it is time to 
reveal Himself. Who are we to give Him form and shape ? We can only pray.” 

They prayed and waited until, one day, an old carpenter, whose face was wrinkled with age 
and whose hands shook when he picked up hammer and chisel, came to the king and said, “Your 
Majesty, I will carve the Lord’s image.” 

“You?” the king exclaimed in wonder and surprise. 

“Yes, I. But on one condition. The Daru must be placed inside a palace, and I shall work 
alone, behind closed doors. No one should see me at work or ask any questions until the work is 
completed. If this condition is not observed, I shall go away and leave the work unfinished. Is that 
agreed?” 

The king and his courtiers conferred together and the King said, “This man is a hoax. Who 
has heard of such strange conditions being laid down by a mere carpenter? Send him away at once!” 

But the king’s minister said, “Your Majesty! Let us not act in haste. No carpenter in the 
entire kingdom has been able to make even a dent on the Daru. Let us give this old man a chance.” 

So the Daru was placed inside a palace which had never been occupied since the day it was 
built. The old carpenter went inside with his tools and asked that all doors and windows be shut.  

“No one should try to peep and observe what I am doing,” the carpenter said. “ If I find 
anyone spying on me, I shall go away at once, leaving the work unfinished.” 
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Everyone left and the carpenter began his work. He seemed to be working all day and all 
night, for the sound of his hammer and chisel could be heard without a break.  

The king and the queen were impatient to see the image which the old carpenter was carving 
inside the palace. “We must be patient,” King Indradyumna said to the queen. “The old man will 
take his own time.” 

The sound of the carpenter’s hammer told them that the work was going on, but after 
fifteen days had passed, they could no longer hear the sound. 

“What is the matter?” the queen asked herself. “ Has the old man run away ? I must find 
out.” 

That night, she went quietly to the palace where the carpenter was working. It was perfectly 
dark. All the doors and windows were shut, but the queen found that one window was partly open. 
She tried to peep in. 

But she had no longer pushed her head in through the window when she found herself 
confronted by the old carpenter. On seeing the queen he said “Your Majesty, the King had 
promised that no one would try to see me at work. Now you have broken that promise. I cannot 
stay here for even a moment now.” 

He picked up his tools and left—or rather, vanished into thin air. He was there one moment 
and gone the next. No one saw him go—for he was no ordinary carpenter. He was Vishwakarma, 
the architect of the gods, and a god himself. He had been sent by Vishnu Himself to carve the Daru 
into an image. 

The queen went to King Indradyumna at once and informed him of what had happened. 
The king was heartbroken but said not a word in complaint. Next morning, they all went to have a 
look at the work that the old carpenter had produced. They had hoped to see a single uniquely 
beautiful image of Lord Vishnu, although no one knew in which form the Lord would be 
represented. But what they saw shocked everyone. 

The carpenter had produced four human figures—or at least, one could imagine them to be 
figures of human beings. Each had a human face, with enormous eyes and smiling mouths but no 
ears. They had neither arms nor legs: they were limbless trunks. What did they represent ? Were they 
human beings struggling to take on a superhuman shape? Or creatures from another world trying to 
become human? Gods in the shape of men or men who resembled gods? New life forms? Who 
could tell? Was this the form in which Vishnu wanted his devotees to worship him in future? But 
why had the carpenter created four figures instead of one? Was this an unfinished piece of work, or 
had he produced a higher form of art, which left the viewer asking questions that had no answers? 
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The wise men in King Indradyumna’s court debated for a long time the significance of the 
work which the unknown carpenter had left behind, but could reach no conclusion. At last, 
someone suggested that they sit down to meditate on Vishnu, the Creator, since it was He who had 
created this entire drama. He alone could answer their questions. Many were the possible answers 
that they came up with, which were put down in books for others to ponder over. Some said the 
dominant figure in the group, with the dark countenance and eyes like wheels, who was called 
Jagannath, represented Krishna; others said He was Buddha. Some were of view that He represented 
“shoonya”—nothingness, the absence of existence. One of the lesser figures was said to be that of 
Balaram, the elder brother of Krishna; the other was that of Subhadra, Krishna’s sister. A cozy 
family group.  

Gods are usually accompanied by their consorts: Shiva always has Parvati by His side; 
Vishnu is usually shown together with Lakshmi. But why was this mysterious figure, Jagannath, 
accompanied by his sister rather than his partner? This was the very essence of divinity—all aspects 
of godhood squeezed into abstract figures that represented everything—or nothing. The nearest 
thing to the Formless Brahma that could be imagined.  

The debate continues. It is only Jagannath, the Supreme Lord, who can generate a debate 
that has gone on for millennia and seems to have no end. We need these legends to sustain us, to 
teach us that there are higher things beyond the world of cars and computers. 

The story of the Lord has been retold by Dr. Bikram Keshari Das. Dr. Bikram K. Das is a former Professor of English,                                             
based in Bhubaneswar. He was a Fulbright-Smith-Mundt scholar at the University of Pennsylvania (1962-63). He has                               
translated a number of Odia books into English, including "Paraja" by Gopinath Mohanty and "Adibhumi" by Pratibha                                 
Ray. He was awarded the Sahitya Academy award by the Goverment of India in 1989 for his translation of the book                                         
"Paraja." Dr. Bikram K Das, is the father of the Mr. Vivek Das, an OSA Lifetime member and the current president of                                           
the OSA Michigan Chapter. 

*** 

Thakur: Your Manifold Facets 
Sonali Pattanaik  

Thakur, you are the Creator of the whole world 
Who brings beauty, success 
And prosperity in our life. 

Thakur, you are the motivator 
who rejuvenates our heart 
And accelerates our ability  
With an illuminating hope. 

Thakur, you are the well-wisher 
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who colored our world with 
Happiness and fulfillment and 
Who has bestowed his mercy 

And purified the immoral souls. 

Thakur, you are the glimmer 
whose gentle compassion 

Shine like the Morning Star and 
Whose light turns us away from sin 
And erases darkness from our life. 

Thakur, you are the caretaker 
Whose goodwill seals us  

With an eternal calm 
And whose kindness heals us 

With salvation’s balm 

When detestation, cruelty and 
Enviousness divides us, 

Thakur, you are the integrator 
Who unites us through love, 

Sympathy and humanity. 

When anger, greed, bewilderment, 
Madness and pride in our mind  

Deviates us from the correct path, 
Thakur, you are the trailblazer who  

Shows us the truthful and auspicious path. 

Thakur, you are the mentor 
Who transmits the wealth of knowledge and 

Awareness across the whole world which 
Eliminates the darkness of the ignorance. 

Thakur, you are the savior 
Who guides us at the time of the need, 

Who gives us strength and 
Courage to overcome our despair 

And bring rays of happiness in our life. 

Sonali Pattanaik lives in Novi, Michigan, with her husband Satya Mohanty and her two lovely  daughters, Shilpi and 
Suhani.She is extremely honored to be MI-OSA’s current secretary. She  considers this a great opportunity to serve 
our OSA Community. MI-OSA is homelike with its  extended and cohesive Odia Family. She has made many 
cherishable friendships and family through  this community.  
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Yellow Packet 
Jigyansa Mohanty 

“Feeling happy” was the status update of Saakshi Mishra at 5 p.m. as she has been eagerly                                 
waiting for this day. Immediately after updating her status, her display picture too was updated with                               
a dimpled picture of her five year old Ahaan. She couldn’t stop grinning as the day after was Ahaan’s                                     
fifth birthday and she was in a mood to celebrate. For last two years, they have been only doing the                                       
puja followed by a small cake cutting for the little one at home.  

Though Saakshi was keen to celebrate, her husband Nishant was averse to it. Saakshi                           
couldn’t oppose, as she was pretty aware of the new home loan EMI and the impact it was having                                     
on their monthly budget. Moreover, for Nishant, puja has always been primary and celebrations                           
secondary, hardly leaving any scope for Saakshi to argue with him on the same.  

But this time Saakshi showed her true mettle when she confronted Nishant and decided to                             
go ahead with Ahaan’s birthday celebrations. All thanks to the new kitty group she had joined in the                                   
beginning of the year. In their kitty, they have a compulsory contribution per month followed by a                                 
chosen winner who gets the full amount for that particular month in a yellow packet. It was a win –                                       
win situation for Saakshi and her friends, as along with the money they used to relish homemade                                 
yummy delicacies, they would spend time gossiping and chitchatting.  

Every month, Nishant used to hand over a certain amount of money to Saakshi for groceries                               
and other daily household expenses. Saakshi used to spend the money judiciously enough ensuring                           
that she would be left with Rs.2000 at the end, which she can contribute toward her kitty. From the                                     
time she joined, Saakshi has been secretly pinning hope for Ahaan’s birthday month as she wanted                               
to be the lucky one to grab the yellow packet by any chance. Sure enough, she was euphoric as her                                       
name was finally picked. She jumped with joy when the packet was placed in her hand. It was as if                                       
she was at the top of the world. She immediately rushed home as she had to call her guests, finalize                                       
on food not ignoring her kiddo’s choice for sure, and last but not the least birthday cake,                                 
decorations and gifts. 

“It’s less than 24 hours for the party,” she thought as she went on to prepare the guest list.                                     
Though anxious, she preferred to stay calm as she took her cell phone and started making calls to                                   
her friends. 

Some said ‘Yes’, some ‘No,’ and finally, Saakshi got a clear picture of how many invitees are                                 
going to make it for the evening. Next was food for obvious reasons. Immediately, she finalized the                                 
menu and was about to call the caterer when she was interrupted by a breaking news alert flashing                                   
on her TV set.  

“Discontinuation of thousand rupees currency notes… What a great change,” she thought.                       
But suddenly, a chill ran down her spine as she anticipated the worst. “What am I going to do? My                                       
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yellow packet and its contents: the thousand rupee notes will be of no use now. It was this money                                     
on which I had pinned my hope, now when I need them the most how can they be futile, she                                       
thought.  

She could not speak to Nishant as he was on a tour to Delhi and was about to reach the next                                         
day. Moreover, she had already informed her friends and didn’t have the courage to call up and say                                   
that the party is canceled. Above all, little Ahaan was so excited and she could not choose to break                                     
his heart.  

She had never felt this way in her entire life: so helpless and inert. She knew that the family                                     
caterer was a man of principles, and it will be difficult to convince him to take the order against the                                       
so-called thousand rupee notes she was having.  

Finally putting her inhibitions aside and holding herself together she once again glanced on                           
the guest list to have a head count. “OK, 30 people including me, Nishant and Ahaan, what if I cook                                       
myself?” she wondered.  

Keeping her composure she made a menu that boasted all of her little one’s favorite dishes:                               
Dahi bhalle, Chhole puri, veg pulao, and kheer.  

All set, she rang her local grocer. Joshi Uncle was a kind hearted elderly man who loved kids.                                   
Whenever Ahaan used to accompany his parents to the store, he was more than happy to take him                                   
in his arms and give him whatever he eyed on. When Saakshi explained her situation to Joshi Uncle,                                   
he ensured immediate delivery of the goods at her doorstep. Once she got her stuff, she started off                                   
with soaking the chickpeas and the split de-husked black gram lentils in water with the aim of                                 
wrapping up the rest the next day.  

She was highly confused regarding the return gifts. Somewhere after knowing about the                         
ongoing chaos, she was pretty sure that gift stores won’t be accepting the thousand rupee notes and                                 
she cannot afford to wait till tomorrow.  

Suddenly, something struck her. Ahaan and his friends had some group photographs which                         
they had taken together. She took out the prints of the photos from the printer and pasted it on the                                       
craft sheet. Each piece was subsequently colored and highlighted with some decorative material. In                           
this way, Saakshi was able to complete nine pieces, including one for Ahaan as she knew seeing his                                   
friends he too would cry to grab one. By the time she was done with her work, it was 11 p.m. 

With each passing hour, her tension increased two fold. She was apprehensive of the party,                             
and many unanswered questions started popping into her mind: “How will be the food, is everyone                               
going to like it or not? The gifts, will they appeal the kids or not? What will Nishant say hearing to                                         
all this?” 
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Finally, she hesitantly tried to close her eyes and in no time she was in deep slumber. She                                   
woke up when her phone rang, and it was none other than Nishant on the other side. Nishant called                                     
to inform that his flight was late due to fog and he will be reaching somewhere around 4.  

Her heart sank as she recollected all of yesterday’s events. Realizing it was her sweetheart’s                             
big day, she planted a kiss on Ahaan’s forehead, hugging him tightly in her arms. Rubbing her eyes                                   
and taking her hair in the form of a poofy bun, she marched on to the kitchen.  

She started assembling things in her mind, and with the same vigor, went on completing the                               
dishes one after another. Within no time, her house was filled with the aromatic smell of the spices                                   
and kitchen platform was covered with the big bowls, making it obvious that a sumptuous meal is                                 
on its way. In between, calls were popping in for Ahaan and the little fellow seemed extremely                                 
elated, expressing his thanks to each caller.  

Finally Saakshi felt bit relieved as she thought she is done with most of her work and it’s                                   
only the decoration part that’s need to be taken care of.  

“Oh…that can be done by Nishant, once he is here,” she thought.  

Suddenly she realized that the principal component has been ignored: the cake. 

“Oh my God, what am I going to do now, how could I be so silly,” she thought. 

All her happiness evaporated within no time, giving way to stress and tension. With no time                                 
left to order a customized cake, the decided to take a regular one from the shop. She suddenly                                   
developed cold feet and didn’t know how to tide over the situation.  

Suddenly, the doorbell rang and it was her kitty friends who were standing in front of her.                                 
She was so much engulfed in her own thought that she didn’t notice the white box they were                                   
carrying. Ahaan was delighted and with immense curiosity rushed to open the box.  

“Oh, Mamma, such a nice cake, it’s the Spidey!” he screamed at the top of his voice. 

That very moment, Saakshi rushed to look into the box and was taken aback seeing a                               
birthday cake which seemed enough for 30 people. As she looked up she found her friends smiling                                 
and giving a high five to cute Ahaan. She didn’t know what to say. She was highly confused and                                     
puzzled, thinking that she had not invited some of them to the party which she was hosting. But for                                     
her friends it was a surprise visit for little Ahaan and they wanted to make it special with this cake.  

Immediately, Saakshi rushed to get coffee and snacks for her friends and in no time the                               
group got busy clicking pics with the ever cheerful lad. By the time they left, it was 5.pm. and                                     
Nishant too was back with lot of gifts for his beloved boy.  
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Within no time, the father-son duo went ahead with the decorations marking the end of the                               
preparatory stage and the beginning of the real event. Friends started pouring in and finally birthday                               
boy got to celebrate his big day in style.  

Ahaan was elated and so was his mom. By the time party ended Saakshi was tired and                                 
exhausted, but at the same time happy and content. She couldn’t have asked for more. When                               
Nishant patted Saakshi for her unceasing effort and undying spirit that went on to make the party a                                   
success, she just gave a sly smile as she knew how difficult it would have been without the help of                                       
her kitty friends and Joshi Uncle who at the nick of the time helped her when she was in utter                                       
despair.  

Looking at the untouched yellow envelope, she thought about how unpredictable life is and                           
how adaptable we are to its everchanging challenges. Maybe this is what makes it so beautiful. 

Jigyansa Mohanty is a banking professional from Pune, who currently resides in Michigan with her family. Though she                                   
does not have a literature background, she loves to pen stories whenever a topic interests her. Apart from writing, she is                                         
an avid reader, a doting mother, and a person who believes that life is all about creating oneself. She has been published                                           
in Induswomanwriting, Odisha Society of America’s journal and Taapoi magazine 

*** 

SEASONS 
Prasanta Kumar Bhunya 

The baby angel whispered  
Bees and butterflies were humming 
Chipmunks and beavers passing by 

Still they heard bone clear; 

She uttered to the bud 
Said she, with a smile on her lips 

Blinking her sparkling eyes 
She told "I love you spring;" 

Summer sun blisters me 
Rain restrains me indoor 

Winter gushes so shivering 
Spring, it's you gives bountiful joy; 

She kissed the bloom, blossomed 
Explained the bloom with care, 
Bees heard and butterflies too 

Chipmunks, beavers either listened; 
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My brightness is summer's 
Rain's Soft supple I owe 

My calmness is winter's heart 
And thus lovely am the spring; 

The baby angel applauded 
Mirthful like no one else, 

Bees and butterflies thrummed 
Chipmunks and beavers set off; 

Seasons of nature bestow 
Always gives to earth ever 

Brightness, softness, equanimity 
That's what seasons’ worth 

Prasanta Kumar Bhunya lives in Toronto, Canada, currently serving on the Utkarsha Editorial Team. 

*** 

Alluring Odisha 

Sasadhara Sahoo 

Odisha beckons with an incredible heritage of temples, monuments and rich culture. From 
the Jagannath Temple in Puri to Konark's Sun Temple, a UNESCO World Heritage Site, to Asia's 
largest brackish water lake to a 480-km long coastline dotted with virgin beaches, the state has 
something for everyone. 

Endowed with a rich cultural heritage and an old-world charm, Odisha is a kaleidoscope of 
past splendors and present glamour. Traditionally known as the land of Lord Jagannath, Odisha has 
innumerable temples. It is probably the only state where one can find the chronological 
development of temple architecture starting from 2nd century BC to 13th century AD and beyond 
to the modern times. 

The temples of Bhubaneswar, Sun Temple of Konark, and Jagannath Temple of Puri 
constitute the Golden Triangle of Odisha. The 13th century monument at Konark is not only a 
World Heritage Site, but also a monument par-excellence. 

The beaches of Odisha at Chandipur, Konark, Puri, Gopalpur, Paradeep, Pati Sonapur, 
Balighai and many more are rated among the best. 

Asia's largest brackish water lake, Chilika, spread over more than 1100-square-km, is home 
to millions of residents and migratory birds from as far as Siberia and Dolphins. The confluence of 
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the Bay of Bengal and the lake at the new mouth near Rajhans Island provides a panoramic view.  
The lake is dotted with numerous islands with romantic names. Delicious dishes of fish, prawn, and 
crab fresh from the lake are simply sumptuous. 

There are two national parks (Similipal and Bhitarkanika) and more than 20 sanctuaries.   
Similipal is one of the best tiger reserves in the country. Bhitarkanika is one of the two mangrove  
forests of India and is rich in its crocodile population and migratory birds. Down the creeks at  
Gahirmatha, millions of Olive Ridley Turtles come to lay eggs twice a year. Nandankanan on the  
outskirts of Bhubaneswar is a biological park and a major center for white tiger breeding and  
conservation program of the Government of India. It is here that gharials were bred in captivity for 
the first time.  

There are a plethora of fairs and festivals, celebrated with pomp and gaiety in every nook  
and corner of Odisha. The Rath Yatra of Puri is the grandest festival of Odisha that attracts pilgrims 
and tourists alike. However, festivals like Dhanuyatra of Bargarh, Chadak Mela of Chandaneswar,  
Durga Puja of Cuttack, Laxmi Puja of Dhenkanal and so on lend colour to Odisha's celebration of  
life. Festivals like Konark Festival, Rajarani Festival, Shreekshetra Festival, Kalinga Mahotsav, Puri  
Beach Festival, Baripada Chhow Festival, Sambalpur Folk Festival, Koraput Tribal Festival are  
theme-based tourism festivals, which have become a major draw for tourists. 

The graceful dance is mentioned in scriptures and depicted in sculptures. Prominent among  
folk and tribal dances are Sambalpuri, Ghoomra, Ranapa, Koya, Gadaba and Chhou, all a continuing 
manifestation of non-verbal art of expression. Handicrafts like the silver filigree of Cuttack, applique 
work of Pipili, pata paintings of Raghurajpur, stone sculptures of Puri and textiles of Sambalpur  
represent creativity expressed in art. Tourists can either see people working on their designs at the  
sites or even sample a souvenir or two at various curio shops. Odisha is poised for a great leap to  
attract more and more tourists both domestic as well as foreign in the years to come. 

Undoubtedly, my native Odisha is bestowed with bounties of nature, rich heritage and 
history. 

Sasadhar Sahoo lives with his wife Mamata and son Saswat in Northville, Michigan. He is the co-chair of the Souvenir and 
Directory Committee.

*** 

An Outsider Looks at the Paika Rebellion 
Triloki Nath Pandey 

I  am  an  outsider  in  more  than  one  sense.  I  am  not  an  Odia,  and  I  am  an  anthropologist  
among  historians,  journalists,  literary  luminaries, and media moguls who are well represented here. 
My anthropological sensitivities developed in my research and teaching on Native peoples of North 
America,  especially  the  Hopi,  the  Navajo, and the Zuni of the American Southwest, as well as the  
“tribal” peoples of India. When the Spanish conquistadors arrived in the Southwest in the mid 16th 
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century, they could recognize the differences between the ancestors of the Hopi and the Zuni, who                               
were farmers, and the ancestors of the Navajo people, a majority of whom were “foot nomads.” The                                 
farming people came to be known as “Pueblo Indians,” as they lived a sedentary life in small                                 
villages.  

At the time of their “discovery,” the Pueblo Indian population was much larger and they                             
occupied many more villages than they do today. They suffered a great deal at the hands of Spanish                                   
colonizers. Their women were violated, their children were stolen, their land was confiscated, and                           
their religion was demonized.   1

All this seems familiar to us since the British merchants of the East India Company were                               
doing the same thing to various castes and tribes in India. Colonialism led to a havoc among the                                   
colonized people everywhere. All of us are familiar with the “civilizing mission” of the colonizers for                               
the colonized people. And almost in every part of the colonized world people took up arms against                                 
the colonizers. The Pueblos were so outraged by the colonial oppression that in the summer of                               
1680, all the Pueblo Indians joined hands to make the Spanish colonizers move off their land. It was                                   
a bloody rebellion and. over 500 Spanish colonizers lost their lives. The Pueblo people were so                               
traumatized that many of them deserted their villages and moved to the nearby mesa tops, as the                                 
Zuni did, and remained there until 1692, when peace was restored by General De Vargas ( see                                 
Pandey 1977 for details).  

I have described elsewhere that all the Puebloan societies were theocratic and they had many                             
rites and customs in common (see Pandey 1994). They all valued their women and children, and                               
were very disturbed to see the colonizers disrespect them. Listening to the many papers presented at                               
this conference, I realize that the situation was not much different in Odisha. The British East India                                 
Company had taken the advantage of the instability and lack of unity in various parts of Odisha,                                 
which was torn apart by the Maratha chiefs in the South and the Muslim Nawabs from Murshidabad                                 
in Bengal. The East India Company had won and established their rule over most of the South and                                   
had been in Bengal well over a century and a half before occupying coastal parts of Odisha in 1803.                                     
The British justified their occupation in the name of establishing the rule of law and providing                               
“order” in an unstable state. But the rule of law was so elusive and the economic exploitation so                                   
harsh that people began to rebel against the British occupation soon after the Company soldiers                             
marched into Odisha.  

Historians Bipan Chandra, Amales Tripathi, and Barun De in their book “Freedom                       
Struggle” (1972, revised edition 2015) report that rebellion against the atrocities committed by the                           

1 The Pueblo Indian leaders – artists, poets, politicians, priests, and pundits – got together in order to make a                                      

film “ Surviving Columbus” , shown on the PBS on October 12,1992, Columbus’s Quincentenary,                           

documenting the crimes and cruelties committed by the Spanish colonizers on the Pueblos.  
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East India Company on Odia people began in 1804, culminating into the Paika Rebellion in 1817.                               
What was happening in Odisha during that critical period? Reading historical accounts and listening                           
to eminent historians, well represented here, it seems to me that every caste and community was                               
deeply disturbed by what the Company soldiers, merchants, and their employees were doing in the                             
coastal regions of Odisha. The farmers could not afford to pay the arbitrary rent they were charged,                                 
the zamindars started to lose their land in auctions held in far away Fort William in Calcutta, and                                   
weavers could no longer practice their craft for lack of support given to them by the Company. The                                   
traders started to complain because new taxes were imposed on salt, a common ingredient of Odia                               
cuisine and on other commodities (see Farooqui’s paper in this volume)  

I was startled to learn about the imposition of a new law, popularly called “the sunset law,”                                 
to auction the property of Odia landlords who were unable to pay new taxes on their land. These                                   
auctions were held at the time of sunset at Fort William and mostly the Bengali merchants and elites,                                   
who had benefited from the East India Company, headquartered there, could afford to buy them. In                               
fact, 52 percent of Odia landlords were alienated from their land between 1804 and 1816 due to this                                   
crafty land revenue system. Perhaps this disinheritance caused a lot of chaos and unhappiness all                             
around, paving the path of foot soldiers, the Paikas, to rebel against the British in 1817.  

As I see it, this rebellion was a mass movement involving people from all sections of Odia                                 
society because everyone was affected by colonialism. How one looks at it and interprets what was                               
going on depends on one’s politics and ideology.  

I read in the Indian newspapers that contemporary Odia politicians are not sure whether                           
Jayee Rajaguru started the rebellion in 1804 or it was Buxi Jagabandhu who was the real leader of the                                     
Paika Bidroha of 1817. The people of Khurdha are not so amused by this hairsplitting by politicians                                2

. Historians have reported that soon after the British annexation of the coastal regions of Odisha in                                 
1803, almost everywhere there was mass unrest or occasional revolt, culminating in the Paika                           
Rebellion of 1817.  

The Bidroha was such an all encompassing event that the eminent novelist Fakir Mohan                           
Senapati captures it in his “Six Acres and a Third,” written almost half a century after the Rebellion.                                   
He describes vividly, and at times humorously, the exploitation of both the Odia masses and the                               
classes by the merchants of the East India Company and its employees.  

In my opinion, it is still an open question whether the Paika Rebellion was the first war of                                   
independence against the British Raj or it was the war of 1857 as described by historians. In this                                   
volume, there are several papers which are addressing themselves to this question. Historical                         

2 The Pueblo Indian leaders —artists, poets, politicians, priests, and pundits —got together in order to make a                               

film “Surviving Columbus,” shown on the PBS on Oct. 12, 1992, Columbus’s Quincentenary, documenting                           

the crimes and cruelties committed by the Spanish colonizers on the Pueblos.  
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accounts are full of several revolts and rebellions organized by castes as well as tribes against the                                 
British colonialism, happening in the 18th and the 19th century in different regions of India 3. ( See                                 
Chandra, Tripathi and De 1972/2015). It seems to me that politicians of different parties have taken                               
it upon themselves to settle this question for the country.  

I am aware of a similar situation in the United States. As I described at the very beginning of                                     
this paper, the great Pueblo Indian Rebellion of 1680 took place almost a century before the war of                                   
independence which led to the birth of the United States of America in 1776. Now there are many                                   
historians of Spanish America as well as Native American intellectuals who are demanding that the                             
great Pueblo Rebellion of 1680 be recognized as “America’s first war of independence.” Whether it                             
is going to happen or not depends on whose voices are going to be heard and who is going to be                                         
silenced by the state. Only time will tell.  

In conclusion, I have no doubt in my own mind that the Paika Rebellion of 1817 was a mass                                     
movement of resistance against the tyranny of the East India Company and its employees. It was not                                 
just a revolt of one sector of Odia society against the colonial tyrants as some scholars have                                 
suggested. What we need is a concerted effort made by everyone—scholars, movie makers ,priests,                           
politicians of every hue—to collect whatever material, oral and literate, is available on the Paika                             
Bidroha in order to ask the central government for its due recognition in history books as well as in                                     
the textbooks used everywhere in India  

Prof. Triloki Nath Pandey is a benefactor of OSA and has a regular presence at OSA conventions. Prof. Triloki Nath 
Pandey, Professor Emeritus, Anthropology at the University of California, Santa Cruz, is a widely recognized authority 
on matrilineal societies such as Zuni and Hopi of the American South West and Khasi and Garo of North East India. 
He has written extensively on indigeneity and have lectured about them in over 200 universities all over the world. He 
has lived and taught in the United States in various universities over 5 decades. He has several awards from the 
government of USA and India for his teaching and research. Prof. Pandey has been actively involved in the Indian 
diaspora significantly contributing to the improvement of their situation in the United States. 

Endnotes.  

1. See the front-page story reported in The Pioneer, Sunday November 26, 2017 .
2. see Chandra, Tripathi, and De (1972/2015) for details. I wish to acknowledge the stimulating conversations I                             

had with Barun De and Bipan Chandra over the past four decades. I continue to mourn their loss.
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Morning Walk in Bhubaneswar: A Smart City 
Annapurna Devi Pandey 

On my senior Fulbright Nehru Teaching and Research grant (2017-18), I was privileged to 
stay in Bhubaneswar for nine months getting reacquainted to my peers with whom I had started my 
teaching career in early 1980s. It was a sobering experience to realize what I lost in the last 30 years I 
have been away and what I have gained. I was so lucky that this reconnection with the place and 
people of my early years in life happened at this point in my life. How I wish that everybody gets 
that opportunity and that privilege! 

As I had mentioned before, this is the first time in the last 30 years, I am staying in 
Bhubaneswar, the capital of Odisha for a long stretch of nine months, and have discovered the 
walking culture here. I have been introduced to Madhusudan Park, Pokhariput, about two 
kilometers away from my present home. It is a very modern park which had a complete makeover in 
2015. Now, it is well equipped with a tiled walking path, running trails, a skating rink, and a few 
exercise machines in an idyllic set up with tropical trees and lots of grassy land for relaxation and 
fun.  

Here my morning starts with the bells from the Siva temple next to my home and the 
sounds of morning Azan from the mosque nearby. In California, it is a farfetched dream. I have to 
drive about an hour to go to the nearest Hindu temple in Fremont. By the time I make my tea and 
pretend to get ready, the morning sun greets me in my bedroom from the sky across the pond. I 
make a wish: that this scenario continue forever! But as we all know everything is transitory, so also 
the beautiful ever glowing red faced morning Sun.  

Then, very reluctantly, I pull myself out of the door for my morning walk. Half a dozen dogs 
greet me just outside my gate. In the last several months of my stay they have never bothered me. 
When I came to this neighborhood, they were the first ones to welcome me, always happy to see me 
even empty-handed. They would lick me and shower me with all their love and affection. Many of 
us mistake it as undue advance or get threatened by their jubilant welcome, but I am assured, they 
are the most loving friends. I feel sad when people kick them, pour hot oil on them or beat them 
nearly to death. Krishna says in Bhagavad Gita that for the enlightened, there is no difference 
between a dog and a pious Brahmin. In the modern society, it has become our second nature to 
perform our rituals without understanding or appreciating what they are meant for. We may be very 
God-loving and pious, but don’t treat our fellow beings properly. 

I live across Jhara Pokhari  (natural pond) and next to it is a dainty Siva temple. I start walking 
by the side of Jhara Pokhari  where several women and men take a morning dip while the caretaker 
opens the gate of the temple to the public for their morning darshan  (viewing). The month of Kartik, 
which just ended, was different. The temple bells started around 4 a.m. with people congregating at 
the temple for the morning kirtan  (prayer with music) in order to earn good deeds for the whole year 
and maybe for life and after.  
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Here, I see people coming on bikes, motor bikes and even cars to have a darshan of Lord 
Siva. People make a beeline for the pond for several reasons – to perform family rituals like a sacred 
thread ceremony or wedding; performance of the last rites after the demise of near and dear ones; 
immersion of the plaster of Paris idols like Ganesh, Saraswati, Biswakarma, the Kartikeya, Durga 
among others celebrated regularly in Indian culture. I gather it is a rare natural waterbody in the 
extended neighborhood besides grand Bindu Sagar near Lingaraj temple about 4 -5 kilometers away. 
So Jhara Pokhari which makes my home so cherishable is on big demand on various socio- religious 
grounds.  For example, on Kartika Purnima, thousands of people came to the pond and visited the 
temple for boita bandana . Kartika Purnima marked the closure of the holiest month of the lunar year. 

Boita bandana  is a symbolic worship of the sailboat reminiscent of maritime trade that once 
flourished in the state of Odisha. Now it is a socio-religious ritual gently reminding Odias of their 
past maritime glory when the traders transported fine textile abundantly produced in the state to 
nearby countries in Southeast Asia.  

This annual festival also reminds me of my childhood in Cuttack, the neighboring city, when 
my mother used to wake me up around 4am, give us a bath after anointing my body in coconut oil 
to protect me from the cold weather, and put kohl in my eyes to take me to Mahanadi about 2 kms 
away to get the blessing of Lord Siva on the banks of the river. Today my heart bleeds to see all the 
plaster of Paris, plastic and Styrofoam dumped into the pond in the name of religious rituals. They 
keep floating long after these rituals. Should cleaning not be part of the ritual? Who is going to do it? 
Municipality, low paid, lowly placed workers? We are already in 21 st century. What have we learned 
from our education and awareness? 

Walking tradition as an exercise among the middle class in which I count myself is fairly a 
new phenomenon. While I was growing up in the neighboring city Cuttack, my father walked 
everywhere in town and my mother worked constantly at home cooking and cleaning besides taking 
care of us, her five children. I do not think she had time to walk outside her household chores. 
Walking exercise is a class phenomenon. The farmers and laborers do not walk for exercise as they 
are working relentlessly in the field and engaged in construction and factories. Now in the process of 
modernization, the swelling middle class is tied to sedentary jobs and realize the need to do 
structured physical exercise.  

I walk through the sleepy streets to Madhusudan Park. Here walking is taken as a multi task 
activity and on the street I see various flavors of walking activities by different age groups. Older 
retired men walking in groups deeply engrossed in chatting about their family, retired life or sharing 
all the achievements of their grown children living far away. I see them on my way to and from the 
park. On their return, they congregate at the roadside tea stall to have a cup of tea, giving a finishing 
touch to their morning relish.  

Men and women picking flowers from the roadside tagar (angiosperms), and kaniar ( yellow 
oleander) trees for  gods and goddesses is a common sight, with them hardly noticing the trash 
littered all around the trees on the side of the road. People dump the trash from homes on the 
roadside. I have never seen a single walker ever picking up trash and putting them in the easily 
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visible  trashcans supplied by Bhubaneswar Municipality Corporation ( BMC). It is the job of low 
class and low caste janitors who sporadically pick up the trash and put in carts to haul them away. I 
see how the caste system is in vogue even though the laws  prohibit the existence of caste system 
long ago. 

Women walk in twos or fours, many of them on their walk making sure to buy vegetables 
for the launch preparation. I hardly see women in their 20s and 30s on the morning walk. If at all 
they come by, they will accompany their sister, mother or an older relative. I also see some spouses 
on their walks, wives perhaps finding the only time to have a chat with their husbands. I pass 
through a few temples on my way to the park. It is wonderful 
to see older women making garlands at the temple while the 
disinterested  priest on cell phone. What a great way for older 
women to meet and feel useful being at the service of gods 
and goddesses and catching up with each other! 

I easily detect the park site with thousands of motor 
bikes, cars and other vehicles parked in the front. It shows 
how so many people are taking their walk at the park 
seriously. A friend of mine once jokingly said, Biju Patnaik 
Park about 2 kms away is for the upper class bureaucrats and decision makers, whereas this park is 
for people like us the middle class. Along with exercise, the park is a site of socialization. I see 
people greeting each other “Jai Jagannath,” walking in groups or sitting and chatting on cozy 
benches spread all around the park. Exercise of this kind is certainly not visible in public spaces in 
the United States. Also, walking/ running is certainly not part of group behavior, individuals do it in 
their own way and at their own pace.  

This park has attracted many entrepreneurs – vendors for energy drinks, vegetables, morning 
snacks, fitness advertisement groups and so on. I can see they have a lucrative business with so 
many middle class walkers and fitness enthusiasts. Parks are increasingly becoming lucrative places 
for various enterprises. This may be tied to a new development in town which I had never seen 
–mushrooming of Patanjali stores selling all health improvement food, medicine and drinks. People
are definitely becoming conscious of good health and their wellbeing. I am pleased to see these new
developments but continue to be troubled by the amnesia I witness about the disconnection of
littering, dirt and pollution and one’s health and wellbeing.

Dr, Annapurna Pandey, a proud benefactor of OSA, lives in California with her family.  She has been involved with 
OSA since 1989, continuously attending convention since 1996. She has organized women's forum numerous times and 
has been in charge of seminars at several conventions. She is served  OSA in multiple capacities: Vice President (1997- 
1999); Secretary (2009 - 2011); and President of OSA (2011 to 2013).  
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Ignored 
Sri Gopal Mohanty 

Ignored was Odisha—her people, language, architecture and culture —and is still being 
ignored.  

Ignored, neglected and quite often humiliated. Odisha’s glory of the past was overshadowed.  
Odia language was almost to be subsumed under Bengali. her people’s simplicity, generosity, and  
tolerance were misunderstood as to be naïve, a sign of ignorance and lack of masculinity, and her art  
and culture were sidetracked for being rustic. Under sustained pressure from outside rulers, Odisha’s 
intellectual and creative force shrunk to be hidden quite often inside the rural ethos. 

However, the smoldering desire for being counted and to have ‘self-dignity’ as a natural  
yarning for any individual gave rise to the Odia nationalistic movement during the late 19th century.  
Its purpose was to unite fragmented parts of Odia speaking people who were living in other states as 
second-class citizens and create one state —Odisha—for them. It is well known that Madhu Babu  
and Fakir Mohan among others were leading the movement and eventually Orissa (as it was called  
then) came into existence in 1936. 

The objective of the movement was also to support India’s independence but it was a  
question of priority to form Orissa first because of the apprehension that in an independent India,  
Odias would not have the same self-dignity as say, Bengalis, Hindustanis, or Telugus, and the idea of 
forming Orissa later might be ignored. 

Odia nationalism is evoked mainly for preservation of Odia language and by people’s  
emotional attachment to Lord Jagannatha. The Jagannatha philosophy is liberal and eclectic in the 
sense that it assimilates the important postulates of almost all religions. It espouses universal  
humanism—we all are children of God—and induces mutual respect among each other. This  
principle is reflected in the society to make it inclusive and not to neglect or dehumanize others,  
unlike customary in many parts of India. For example, caste based division is less felt in Odisha in 
contrast to several other states. 

In spite of the lofty ideal, unfortunately the societal attitude is often trapped by the so-called 
mother-in-law and daughter-in-law syndrome, that is, the mother-in-law who was victimized during 
her period of being a daughter-in-law, victimizes her own daughter-in-law —one who was neglected 
neglects others instead of being generous —as if it is a behavioral norm. 

Babaji Padma Charan Das (1868 – 1940) was a contemporary of Utkal Gauraba Madhu  
Sudan Das and Vyasakabi Fakir Mohan Senapati. Born in Soro, Balasore, he received his B.A. degree 
from Ravenshaw College. From his childhood, he was very religious and became a Vaishnava to  
spend a large part of his life in Vrindavan. During his time, Odisha had already adopted 
Radha-Krushna devotional (Bhakti) cult and the religion-cultural scene in Odisha was heavily  
influenced by Gaudiya Vashnavism. Practically every village had a Radha-Krushna temple, and 
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devotional songs in praise of divine love of Radha-Krushna were sang as part of religious practice, 
called Kirtan. The language of songs was Bengali and the tune (swara) was of Gaudiya kirtan. At this 
juncture Babaji Padma Charan felt a need for “Odia Kirtan,” and became its pioneer by writing four 
books: “Odia Kirtan” part 1-2 and “Sangita Harabali” Part 1-2. He published these during 1913-17. 
These were written in Odia and were in traditional ‘raga’s like basant, khambaj, kamodi, and purabi. 
There was another important aspect of Padma Charan’s compositions. During any of 
Radha-Krushna related festival, such as Chandana, Jhulana, Raasa and Dola, it was customary (even 
now) particularly in Puri and the vicinity to have gotipua dances accompanied by Champu, Odissi, 
and Chhanda without any reference to any particular festival or the season. Babaji composed lyrics 
specifically meant for each festival. In Sangita Harabali, this feature is highlighted with abundant 
lyrical description of the season and the festival, in addition to the usual theme of divine love. What 
is appealing in his Kirtan is that common folks in Odisha can take part in singing, while in gotipua 
dances they will be mere spectators.  

Besides his pioneering contribution to Odia Kirtan, Babaji wrote 24 books during his 
lifetime, three of which were dramas —Shree Prataprudra Deva, Kansa Badha and Shree Shree 
Radha Govinda Keli Bilasa—which predate dramas of eminent Vaishnav Pani. 

It seems Padma Charan’s passion for Odia language and Odia music was so deep that he 
created “Odia Kirtan” and was a pioneer in enriching Odia ‘Bhakti’ literature. Sadly, after his death 
he has been ignored. 

It is no exaggeration that the name of Akshaya Mohanty has been permanently etched in 
modern Odia music—he is considered to be its father.  Soon after 1955, there was a new kind of 
spring and an uproar in the world of Odia music, which was neither a freshness induced in 
traditional music nor was revamp of folk music. It was a never-done-before bold experiment of 
expressing rural romantic sentiment in modern lyrical rendering. Partha Sarathi Mohapatra’s “Mo 
Rangalata Rusichhi” in the voice of Akshaya Mohanty just had the never-seen-before magical effect 
on the youth’s tender mind. Even one could hear the riksha puller humming “Mo Rangalata 
Rusichhi” in the lanes of Cuttack and under the open sky. Partha (Bulu Bhai) was the lyricist and 
Akshaya (Khoka Bhai) was the vocalist. The pair’s musical charm spread like wildfire. They were like 
two flowers in one stem—then… 

Bulu Bhai had an untimely death in 1976.  

Khoka Bhai became immortal and Bulu Bhai remained incognito. 

When we think of Odissi dance, we are immediately reminded of Kelu Charan Mohapatra 
for just reasons. The dance is a beautiful harmonious blend of music and choreography. Kelu Babu’s 
many dance productions were the result of two persons sitting together at odd hours in the night – 
him with the music composer Bhubaneswar Mishra. In any dance performance, one can feel the 
charming impact of Bhubaneswar Babu’s composition.  Both these men were also like two flowers 
in one stem. 
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The glory of Odissi dance has spread all over the world. Yet Bhubaneswar Babu’s name 
hardly receives any significance. 

The urbanized Odisha neglects and even exploits rural Odisha and has become the cause of 
destruction of rural economy. Non-tribals do the same to tribals. 

The prevalent hierarchy of feudalism and the influence of neighboring regions on sustaining  
class-caste system apparently has a restraining impact on followers of Jagannath philosophy who are 
changing. Yet Odisha remembers and eulogizes milk maid Manika, Bhima Bhoi, and Sal Beg. 

India’s civilization and culture have been a continuous process of ever absorbing and  
assimilating changes because the fundamental principle of ‘unity in diversity’ has been their core.  
Interestingly, people of Odisha have found their belief to be akin to this principle. That’s why when 
Odisha’s nationalism movement started, it appealed to many. 

At present the very values for which Odia nationalism movement was fought are being  
challenged to accept the concept of uniformity by majoritization,  that is to accept what majority  
people are following. For example, in many schools learning Hindi has been a priority which may  
eventually make Odia learning redundant. The liberal religious beliefs in Odisha may give way to a 
narrow set of prescribed beliefs.  

India’s cherished model of democracy followed through the principle of “unity in diversity” 
is a pride and that’s why it can be called “Incredible India.” The country is being curiously watched  
by rest of the world. Canada’s adoption of pluralism is very close to India’s model.  

A possible threat to sustain India’s diversities is looming. And there is a good chance, 
Odisha will be ignored again! 

Sri Gopal Mohanty is a Professor Emeritus in Mathematics and Statistics at McMaster University, Canada. Throughout  
his life, he has taken active parts in different socio-cultural organizations. He is associated with OSA just after its  
formation. He is one of the few drama enthusiasts who started OSA Regional Drama festival movement, which has  
become a popular event in every region. He takes special interest in cultural aspects of Odisha and of people in general. 
He believes in individualism, favorably directed toward serving the humanity. With that spirit, he is presently working  
with Mahila Shanti Sena(MSS), a movement to build peace through women-led and community-based empowerment. 

*** 

THE SUBLIME AND THE SILLY 
Reflections on our current treatment of mythological characters and episodes 

Manoj Das 

“There  are  four  very  great  events  in  history,  the  siege  of  Troy,  the  life  and  crucifixion  of  
Christ, the exile of Krishna in Brindavan and the colloquy with Arjuna on the field of Kurukshetra,” 
scribbled  Sri  Aurobindo  in  a  notebook  way  back  in  1913  and  he  continued,  “The  siege  of  Troy  
created  Hellas,  the  exile  in  Brindavan  created  devotional  religion  (for  before  there  was  only 
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meditation and worship), Christ from his cross humanised Europe. The colloquy at Kurukshetra will                           
yet liberate humanity. Yet it is said that none of these four events ever happened.”  

That was when some intellectuals of the 20th century were in one of their periodical feats of                                 
materialistic denial. Their zeal, however, even if quixotic, could be given its due place in                             
epistemology as a line of quest. But when an “intellectual” of our time attempts to humour us by                                   
associating Krishna with kinky eve-teasers loitering on the city lanes, when an avant-garde drama                           
group associates the Pandavas demolishing a haunted forest allotted to them by the Kauravas for                             
founding their habitation with contemporary ecological misadventures, when novelists in several                     
Indian languages, apart from some in English, find in the intriguing character of Draupadi an                             
opportunity available to them in a golden platter to evaluate her in the light of their own knowledge                                   
of psychology, it is time to wonder which, between our environmental and cerebral climates, had                             
become  more polluted.  

Irony of the short-cut 

The aforesaid evaluating light, of course, is nothing but darkness —a condition caused by our                           
inability to penetrate the consciousness of a remote past, apart from the fact that most of the writers                                   
concerned hardly go beyond short, retold versions of the concerned ancient works. 

But forget about the writers who exploit the people’s fascination for the epic characters; an                             
embarrassing irony is, even those who claim to present the epics proper in a modern language may                                 
not have taken the trouble of reading the original works. In 1981, the Indian Express sent me a                                   
work entitled “The Mahabharata of Vyasa: Condensed from Sanskrit,” for review. I had the shock                             
of my life when I found out that this widely circulating work in English was not condensed from                                   
Sanskrit but from some other already condensed version, either in English itself or some other                             
language, say Bengali or Hindi. To cite a simple example of the professor-author’s casualness, he                             
confidently states that Arjuna and Bhima apart, “the three other Pandavas are happy with their                             
common wife Draupadi, and Vyasa records no extra-marital amorous dalliance on their part.” Well,                           
the Mahabharata of Vyasa speaks clearly about Yudhisthira’s wife Devika, Sahadeva’s pair of wives                           
Vijya and Bhanumati,  Nakula’s wife Karenumati, as well as of their parents and their children.  

The professor-author’s list of reasons justifying Krishna coming to Draupadi’s rescue consist                       
of her being his relative, and once she having bandaged his wound by tearing a part of her own                                     
“expensive dress,” and thirdly because both were self-born. But in his understanding of the                           
situation, the reason for which millions of men and women of the subcontinent have shed tears as                                 
well have celebrated that poignant moment —Duhshasana trying to disrobe her but failing because                         
of the intervention of Grace, has no place at all. The message the episode delivers —that when all                                 
human agencies fail one, the Divine does not fail if one surrenders to Him, is of no relevance for                                     
him. (By the way, the Express published the review with a cartoon showing the professor-author                             
driving Arjuna’s chariot, instead of Krishna!) 

Does this typify the new-fangled attitude we nurture toward our mythology, the Ramayana                         
and the Mahabharata in particular? I am afraid, it is so to a great extent. We have no patience for the                                         
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original; some situations are attractive to us; we knit our fancy around them, but would not care to                                   
study the background of the situation; we love certain values but forget that a bygone era could have                                   
had a different set of values. No common yardstick could be used to measure characters of                               
different ages with gaps of millennia between them.  

Judging Draupadi 

Both Valmiki and Vyasa were realists in the best sense of the term. But their sense of realism                                   
was vaster than that of ours. They believed that things were not governed by physical factors alone;                                 
there were forces and beings belonging to several supra-physical, supra-rational spheres who                       
intervened in human life.   

Let us briefly examine the case of Draupadi in its original context. A number of                             
contemporary novels and plays and poems in different languages have presented this character,                         
attributing to her such emotions and passions that are common to an average woman of our time,                                 
disregarding the very basic fact that she was not a human being. No doubt, an emanation too                                 
assumed human traits, and as the realist Vyasa has shown, Draupadi was no exception. 

King Drupad performed a Yajna, or sacrificial fire-rite, wishing to have a son powerful                           
enough to vanquish his enemy, Drona. A son of course was granted to him. But the supernatural                                 
forces which the rite invoked knew better: a son would not serve the king’s purpose. Drona would                                 
belong to a camp that would be too powerfully hostile and evil to be tackled by any being short of                                       
an emanation of Shakti, the feminine aspect of Divinity. Hence from the Yajna emerged Draupadi.                             
Unlike Sita or Savitri, she was already a radiant young lady.   

In fact, a study of the Mahabharata would doubtlessly establish that but for her                           
determination for revenge growing ever stronger through her experiencing terrible humiliation again                       
and again, the Pandavas could probably have reconciled to their own fate and the Kauravas could                               
probably have been spared. She alone was continuously conscious of her mission: She alone could                             
keep together the five Pandavas, the five supernatural emanations, who were the chosen providential                           
instruments to fight the Evil.  

Hence, before we pounce upon that character armed with our human laws of psychology,                           
Freudian or otherwise, we must remember that she was outside the moral code of conduct                             
governing the life of the mortals. At the end of the big battle, in the geniality of a homely                                     
atmosphere, when some of the ladies requested her to reveal the wizardry behind her commanding                             
allegiance of five husbands together, her answer was disarmingly unexpected: she could do so                           
because she had no lust in her! 

Over the centuries, the two epics have inspired innumerable works in every genre of                           
literature. They have also been retold by geniuses who have added new flavours to the original                               
situations—for example Kamban in Tamil and Tulsidas in Hindi, so far as the Ramayana is                             
concerned. These seer-pets would not let Sita be even touched by her kidnapper. In one of them,                                 
Ravana had to lift the very chunk of earth on which Sita stood; in the other Ravana could carry only                                       
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an illusory Sita! These poets and many more like them in different Indian languages have carried the                                 
epic situations to different new heights through their lofty realisations; they have not degraded them                             
through any puny sense of social realism. Well, I believe we have enough of social realism as well as                                     
a cocktail of that and eroticism, apart from surrealism and existentialism. We may let the epics rest in                                   
their own exclusive sphere. 

The episode of Ekalavya 

Facts are presented by the epic poets in a detached way —and it is for us to form our opinion                                     
of the characters concerned. The young forest-dweller Ekalavya, son of a chieftain, has secretly                           
mustered certain miraculous feats of archery taught by Drona only to his select disciples. The young                               
man worships Drona as his guru. This is found out. Confronted by the Master, Ekalavya is ready to                                   
pay him his due. The latter demands his right-hand thumb and the young man readily sacrifices it.                                 
Surely, nobody can fail to sympathise with the young man and criticise Drona for his unusual                               
demand. This author too has not reconciled himself to Drona’s attitude. 

Even so we should not deny the backdrop its due. What was that? 

Ekalavya had disabled a dog from opening its mouth, applying a complex formula of archery                             
that at once sealed its lips with crisscross of seven arrows. He did so simply because the creature had                                     
the audacity to bark at him.  

There are three arguments in favour of Drona’s action. The first one is a rather light                               
argument, product of a modern brain which says that certain occult techniques of archery were                             
Drona’s ‘copyright;’ none had the right to ‘steal’ them. The second is a pragmatic one. From                               
Ekalavya’s conduct toward a poor animal, it is worth asking ourselves what could have happened if                               
this unchallengeable archer had started applying his knowledge on human beings, his future                         
forest-dwelling subjects, if he felt vexed by any of them at any time. Hence his uncanny power, not                                   
accompanied by the ethical principles of its application, had to be curtailed. The third argument is                               
even more serious. A guru in those days was not concerned with a disciple’s worldly success alone,                                 
but also with the consequences of his deeds. Better one is less successful than one is spiritually                                 
crushed by the success.  

But all said and done, Ekalavya remains great and unique for his truthfulness and courage,                             
independent of any later-day estimate of his greatness conditioned by contemporary bias. 

It is to be noted that Ekalavya continued to be an archer, though bereft of certain subtle                                 
quality of that discipline. Significantly, he participated in the epoch-making Kurukshetra War. He                         
joined the Kauravas, the camp which Drona led as one of its Generals. 

One is not bound to look upon our epics as a repository of spiritual truths or revelations of                                   
supra-rational laws working in our life mixed with the mundane laws. One could also regard them as                                 
nothing more than creations of a primeval imaginativeness containing some elements of history. Or                           
one could simply disregard them. But if we choose to deal with their characters and situations, we                                 
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must do so in proper reference to their context as presented by the epics themselves and also taking                                   
into account the spirit and values of the era. 

Krishna the incredible survivor 

If Krishna is abused in a myriad of fashions in poetry, drama, and films showing him as a                                   
young man dancing with abandon with damsels of Gopa or with Radha, it is because hardly anybody                                 
remembers the fact that he was a small boy as long as he lived in Gopa, the backdrop of this phase                                         
of his activities. By then he had not even been to any school. He left for Mathura, put an end to the                                           
tyrant that was Kamsa, and from there was sent by his father to the Gurukul of Sage Sandipani at                                     
Avantipura. He never returned to Gopa to play the romantic hero that has been so mercilessly made                                 
out of him. While his relationship with the Gopis, as narrated by the Bhagavatam, had an esoteric                                 
significance, it is portrayed by playwrights, story-tellers and artists as happenings at the crude                           
physical plane and naturally the masses have devoured them as such.  

And so far as Radha is concerned, she does not appear anywhere in the three basic works                                 
containing Krishna’s biographical information: Bhagavatam, Harivamsa and the Mahabharata. Radha                   
is an experience, a revelation nonpareil of Divine Love that dawned in the consciousness of the                               
post-Bhagavatam Vaishnava mystics. Krishna was a physical entity, Radha is a spiritual realisation.                         
What is most surprising, even some of the highly gifted poets of the middle ages and later times                                   
have introduced erotic elements into their presentation of the Radha-Krishna theme. Their poetry is                           
wonderful, but the treatment of the theme is most regrettable. It is a paradox. 

Oddly indeed, the dilution and popularisation of the life of Krishna has been the inspiration                             
behind countless works of art, literature, drama, sculpture and folklore, some highly creative and                           
some deplorably clumsy, some inspiringly lofty and some incredibly vulgar. In the history of Indian                             
culture there is no other theme that had so widely amused and entertained, as well as illumined and                                   
enlightened the people of different strata for thousands of years. 

But the amazing truth is, despite all kinds of popular treatment of Krishna, sometimes even                             
farcical, his vibrant name has continued to transcend them; the Indian psyche has continued to see                               
nothing but the supreme liberator in him, or has felt something inexplicable in that character which                               
dazzled through a thousand layers of ignorance heaped on it over the ages.  

The satire par excellence 

Rama has been repeatedly taken to task for exiling Sita. But did Valmiki’s Rama do that? No! 

Valmiki is the original recorder of Rama’s life. Others may build upon his story, but that                               
must be taken as a separate story; such later creations cannot alter the original character of Rama.                                 
Valmiki alone is the first and hence the authentic biographer of Rama. 

The post-script canto of the Ramayana, customarily accepted as an integral part of the epic,                             
is not Valmiki’s creation. His epic ends with the return of Rama to Ayodhya and his magnificent                                 
coronation that had remained suspended for a tumultuous period of fourteen years. Even without                           
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the opinion of experts, any reader with a minimum knowledge of Sanskrit, like this author, could                               
easily feel the difference in style between the main text and the appended chapter.  

But hats off to the poet of the post-script chapter—whoever he is! It would be a pity if we                                     
miss the point he tries to make, his sharp satire on the conduct of mice and men of all times, and                                         
rest proud and contented with a chance to find fault with Rama.  

The infant Sita had emerged from the earth; she had been nurtured by a loving father Janaka;                                 
through marriage, she had been entrusted to the care of the Purushottama, “the person sublime,”                             
Rama. Lo and behold, the crafty evil power that is ever eager to sabotage any state of harmony                                   
managed to steal her. Through a war that was terrible and complex, Rama rescued her. Lest the hero                                   
should have any doubt about her having remained pure in her consciousness, she herself ordered for                               
a fire to be made, entered it (nobody asked her to do so), and came out unscathed, for pure as                                       
flames she was, flames could not have harmed her. 

Alas, while all is well and Rama, with Sita by his side, has ushered in such an unprecedented                                   
period of happiness for his kingdom that Ramarajya would stand for the most ideal rule, “we the                                 
people,” decided that we must be entertained to a miracle; she must demonstrate the Agnipariksa                             
before a thousand lusty eyes. If she had done it once, why not once again? Otherwise she is a fallen                                       
woman, having lived in a demon’s domain for a while.  

But she had done it once out of her free-will, in order to disarm Rama, the one person who                                     
mattered to her, of any misgiving. She would not of course care to satisfy the mob curiosity. 

But, lo and behold, miracle she did perform! At her all-transcending cry, the Mother Earth                             
parted and she returned to her source, planting a lasting slap on the agape humanity. A truth had                                   
emerged from the core of the earth; but we did not deserve it. 

The epic characters and situations, despite interpolations and a million misrepresentations,                     
conceal sparks of truth. Remember, for example, Savitri, a pre- Mahabharata character whose story                           
is integrated into the epic. This princess of Madra married the forest-dweller Satyavan, with the full                               
knowledge that he was to die in a year. But mustering the spiritual splendour that lay in her own                                     
occult self, transforming her love into an invincible power, she confronted that fatal moment and                             
succeeded in transcending it, erasing death from her consort’s destiny. Thousands of years later Sri                             
Aurobindo finds the legend a symbol and accepting it as base, creates his immortal epic Savitri, his                                 
visualisation of a new destiny for mankind, transcending the present phase of evolution dominated                           
by ignorance epitomised in death. 

Let us not behave ungratefully towards our heritage of mythology, and to the two epics in                               
particular, the mighty foundation and succour for the robust growth of our literature, our                           
philosophy and every aspect of our culture.  

Manoj Das, who lives in Pondicherry, India, is an award-winning Indian author who writes in Odia and English. He was                                       
awarded the Padma Shri in 2001 for his contributions to literature and education. This article was submitted by OSA life                                       
member Sulochana Patnaik.
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The Awaited Dawn 
Meghkanta Mohapatra 

In the darkness of the night, 
All I think as if nothing is right. 

Dark the night, fearful it is, 
Rain, storm added makes life seize. 

Who can stop the end of the night? 
Who can stop the candle burning bright? 

Who can stop the dawn to come? 
End of night is always dawn. 

Once night gone, the day comes up 
Dark, rain, storm and fearing stop. 

When I think that all is lost 
Awaited dawn comes in my thought. 

Up I look and thank him more  
Pray him for strength to endure 

All the fear and all darkness 
Wait for morning lark’s access. 

Then the Awaited Dawn comes on 
Blithe of large rings on and on 
East comes up with rising Sun 

All my sorrows then have their mourn. 

Counting what He have all 
After thunderstorm as a lull 

Thank thy God for all concern 
After the darkness, who made dawn. 

You can think that yours is today 
Like the dark night, husk and hay 

Morning will be only full of my share 
Filled with fragrance, peace, and colorful flowers. 

Meghkanta Mohapatra lives in Aurora, IL. She is professionally a MBA, mother of two kids, with a full time teaching 
job, balancing kids’ activities and unending house work too. She still has unleashed three poetry books and is a co-author 
in one textbook. Apart from all this, her fingers flutters for ceramics too. 
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Power of Astro-Palmistry 
Joy Gopal Mohanty 

When I was a boy growing up in Odisha, almost all families had a family astrologer who                                 
used to create a horoscope for every newborn. While it is a birth record showing date, time and                                   
place of birth, it also contains a chart depicting the positions of stars and planets at the birth time.                                     
When this chart is properly interpreted, it is supposed to tell a lot about the person’s health,                                 
character, education, marriage and occupation.  

However, at times, some people make fake horoscopes by putting wrong information to                         
show a perfect match of a specific man and woman before marriage. In such a situation, if that                                   
marriage fails, people blame the horoscopes. But, if an astrologer also knows palmistry, then                           
horoscope data can be validated with the data from reading palms of an individual. Anyone can                               
change the horoscope with fake data but cannot change the palm information. Therefore,                         
Astro-Palmistry or reading one’s horoscope and palm together can be powerful than reading just the                             
horoscope.  

Recently, during my visit to Odisha, I discovered an Astro-Palmist named, “Mr. Harihar                         
Sethy” in Kataka (formerly Cuttack). He is a retired engineer and practices Astro-Palmistry as his                             
passion and hobby. I learned that he has published two volumes of books in Odia, “ Anoobhootee                               
MaaLaa ” meaning “Garland of experiences,” in which he has depicted his past analyses of                           
horoscopes and palms of real cases showing how these readings were accurate and helped solving                             
problems of people.  

Here, I am delighted to translate one of those cases (Volume I, case No. 11, named,                               
“Manashchakhyu ” meaning “Mind’s eye” or “Inner-Look”) and present it here as an example of the                             
power of Astro-Palmistry. Following, is my translation in brief from what Mr. Sethy narrated in                             
Odia: 

“One hot summer day at Kataka, Odisha, India, I was at my house. An old man arrived at                                   
my gate on an auto-rickshaw along with a young man and a young woman around noon time. When                                   
asked, he said he has come from a distant village. The young man who accompanied him was his                                   
eldest son and the young woman was his daughter Anita. After they settled down, I asked why they                                   
decide to come to me at this unusual time. The old man said, “ I usually come to Kataka on monthly basis                                         
for Anita to get her checkup with her Psychiatrist and today I came for that. At the same time, I thought of meeting                                             
with you to get some advice for Anita .” Then he asked my forgiveness for disturbing me at an unusual                                     
time for consultation. Since he had come from a distant village, I felt pity for him and asked what he                                       
wants from me. Immediately, he started describing about his problem and mental pain. 

‘About two years back, Anita got married to a handsome young man named ‘Chandan,’ son                             
of Mr. Raju Mishra from a nearby village. Chandan is such a good natured and decent-mannered                               
human being that everybody liked him. He was around 28 years of age. After finishing his M.A.                                 
degree, he was working as a lecturer in a local non-government college. However, he was not                               
satisfied with his job. So, he was preparing for and attending new job interviews when available.                               
After marriage, Anita and Chandan were doing very well and we were so happy to learn about                                 
Anita’s well-being. 
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Suddenly, after about two months of their marriage, a bad incident happened, and we got                             
devastated. We were told that Chandan committed suicide. We were informed that he jumped from                             
a bridge onto a concrete floor and so his head and face were brutally damaged making him                                 
unrecognizable. They also said, no one knew about him for two to three days. When vultures were                                 
flying around the dead body, someone reported to police. Police found some papers from one of the                                 
pockets of the dresses on the dead body that had Chandan’s home address. So, police informed                               
Chandan’s parents about the incident. Even though, his face was unrecognizable, family members                         
identified the body to be of Chandan from the dresses on the body. After post-mortem, parents and                                 
family members performed his last rites. After some inquiry, police closed this case with a statement                               
that Chandan committed suicide as he was unable to find a suitable job. For us, it was a big surprise                                       
as we had never noticed any depression or mental problems with Chandan.  

As we are from a very religious (‘Shaashan’ kind) brahmin family, there are strict guidelines                             
for a widow in the society. Young widows were not allowed to remarry. They are supposed to wear                                   
only white sarees, live a simple detached life until death, not allowed to wear red bangles or                                 
vermillion dot on forehead (symbol of a married woman), not allowed to eat any non-vegetarian                             
food (eat only plain vegetarian), not allowed to show up or participate in any festivities, and not                                 
allowed to talk or mix with any other men outside family members. Although Anita has done her                                 
M.A., she cannot be an exception. For Anita, at her very young age, being a widow was a big blow                                     
for her and she became mentally unstable. And perhaps because of that, she was unable to accept                               
this tragedy. She continued to dress up like a married woman including vermillion dot on her                             
forehead, and that was not acceptable to Chandan’s family. This caused a rift with her in-laws’                             
family. Chandan’s parents were also devastated as their dream of living with their son and                           
daughter-in-law vanished. People started blaming Anita as a bad omen for Chandan’s family. That                         
also aggravated Anita badly, and they wanted to remove her from their house. So, we had no other                                 
choice but to accept Anita back in our house. She is our only daughter and we decided to keep her                                     
until our death. And now, we would appreciate if you would kindly analyze Anita’s horoscope and                             
her palm, and let us know the cause of her misfortune and when her madness will end.’

Interestingly, while Anita’s father was         
describing her story of misfortune with tearful             
eyes, Anita was quiet, and grave as if she does not                     
care for anything. That surprised me. Anyway, I               
started analyzing Anita’s horoscope (see figure           
below).  

Her birth was on January 22, 1960.             
Ascendant (Lagna ) is in the house of Aries ( Mesa ),                 
Moon sign (Raasi ) is Libra ( TuLaa, No.7 ) and she                 
was born with star ( Nakhyatra ) ‘Swaati’ (No. 15).               
She is now 28 years old and currently she has                   
“Saturn ( Shanee ) effect (Mahaadasaa ).” Jupiter         
(Bruhaspatee ) is in the eighth house. There are no                 
bad planets around. Even it indicates that she can                 
have children. Venus, the Lord of seventh house               
is in the house of Sagittarius ( Dhanu ) or the ninth                   
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house. Dragon’s Head (Raahu ) being in the sixth house gives mental strength to Anita to deal with                                 
unforeseen danger. So, this can free her from all dangers. And there is no sign of becoming a widow.                                     
Even, there is no bad effect of Mars ( Maangalika Dosa ). There is no sign of marriage more than once.                                     
However, it shows that the ascendant ( Lagna ) is in between the Dragon’s Head (Raahu) and Tail                               
(Ketu), which creates a bad situation called ‘Time Serpent ( KaaLa Sarpa ) effect,’ which is probably                             
the reason of Anita’s misfortune. In fact, this is not that bad that it can cause Anita a widow. I was                                         
perplexed with this.  

I thought, maybe her horoscope is wrong. So, I started analyzing her palm (see figure next).                               
As can be seen, her palm shows two lines (marked ‘3’) under the Mount of Mercury. These two lines                                     
indicate that she will have only one marriage, and there will be good relationship between husband                               
and wife. Moreover, these lines indicate that the couple would live long and there is no indication of                                   
her to be a widow. 

Her palm is square type (marked ‘1’). Finger tips are                   
square type too (marked ‘2’). Head line is straight, deep, and                     
clear (marked, ‘11’) which means there is no indication of bad                     
sign. And these three markings indicate that she is not of                     
imaginative type, rather she should be judgmental, hard               
working, and a scholar. Also, these indicate that she should be                     
brave, not depressive type, and can handle hard times with                   
patience. In her palm, arc of Jupiter (marked ‘4’) and the line                       
marked ‘5’ for her extrasensory power (Brain line) are of very                     
good type, which should help her to foresee future, and to lead                       
her in maintaining a religious life. 

Her heart line (marked ‘7’) starts from the lower part of                     
the mount of Jupiter and runs straight down to the mount of                       
Mercury. People of this feature are normally kind-hearted.               
Hence Anita should be kind and can forgive as well as can                       
receive forgiveness. That means, she can enjoy life while                 
helping others. She cannot be of selfish nature. In addition,                   
signs of cross in her palm in the mount of Jupiter (marked “7”)                         
and in the mount of Venus (marked, “8”) shows the signs of an                         
ideal and lovable person. Which means, she can tolerate life well, is not sick of sexual desire, and                                   
cannot accept a second husband.  

The separation distance between the little finger and ring finger (also named as “Sun” finger)                             
(marked, “9”), indicates that she cannot be disturbed with what others say and rather can stay firm                                 
with what she thinks right. The island sign (marked, ‘10’) in her thumb indicates her to be a mother                                     
of a son and a daughter. However, her fate line is broken between her approximate age of 27 to 30                                       
years (marked, ‘12’), indicating that she will face danger in this period of time. In fact, within her 30                                     
years of age, one obstruction line starting from the mount of Venus has intersected the life line, the                                   
fate line and the brain line, and then joined the heart line. This suggests that this obstruction line is                                     
supposed to cause Anita’s all physical and mental torture and at the end, will give peace in her heart.                                     
In summary, the readings from Anita’s horoscope and palm suggest that it is impossible for her to                                 
become a widow. I was confused but I had confidence in my readings after practicing horoscope                               
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and palm reading for several years. Therefore, I was suspicious with the decision of others around                               
Anita. Yet, I was helpless. So, I asked Anita’s father to pray God and let Him find the truth with                                       
time. 

However, after listening to my analysis, Anita smiled and was very happy. For a few                             
moments, she completely forgot that she was a widow and started praising the power of my                               
horoscope and her palm analysis. She started speaking to me, ‘If your analysis says, I cannot be a                                   
widow, I am not doing anything wrong. In my mind’s eye , I can feel that I am married. So, I will                                         
continue to wear bangles and vermillion dot on my forehead and wait for my husband until my                                 
death.’ 

At that point, I stopped Anita and told her to recite ‘ Mahaa-mrutyunjaya mantra’ every day, as                               
it can be powerful to protect her husband if he is still alive. In addition, she should also recite                                     
‘Gaayatri mantra’ for the Goddess ‘Laxmi’ everyday after bathing. This will help in encouraging her to                               
lead her life in a righteous path while boosting her patience and interest in life. I also requested                                   
Anita’s father and brother to cooperate with her if they want her wellbeing.  

‘Let her wear bangles and vermillion dot in her forehead if that keeps her in peace and there                                   
is no major expense to it. This will not be any serious injustice for a mentally unstable person like                                     
her as rules of society and religion are not applicable to patients. As a matter of fact, these                                   
days, many married women also do not wear bangles or vermillion dot and society does not                               
go after them .’ With this, I let them leave. Anita appeared satisfied while her father and brother                                 
were not. 

In the meantime, six months had passed. I received two letters from Anita. She has been                               
reciting both “ Mahaa-mrutyunjaya mantra” and “Gaayatri mantra” regularly as per my suggestion. She                         
was also dreaming of her husband to be with her. This is also helping her to keep good health and                                       
stable mentally. Neighbors and society are showing compassion towards her and do not criticize her                             
as they think she is mad. Her family members are also in peace with her. Moreover, she is not seeing                                       
her Psychiatrist any more.  

I received a third letter from Anita in June 1988 that she wrote from a hospital in south                                   
India. I was delighted to read that letter and felt grateful to the Almighty. I realized that unselfish                                   
and unconditional love for the God-Almighty creates miracles. Addressing me with respect Anita                         
wrote: 

‘I am writing this letter from the bedside of my husband as I found him admitted in a                                   
hospital here in south India. God has heard my prayer and has reunited me with my husband.  

Four days ago, one lecturer who works in the same college where my husband was working                               
came to our house. According to him, he recently visited his daughter and son-in-law living in this                                 
city in south India. During, his stay here, he came to a nearby restaurant for a snack and saw my                                       
husband working there as a laborer. Even though he was a colleague to him in the past, my husband                                     
could not recognize him, nor did he speak to him. The lecturer also realized that Chandan behaved                                 
like a dumb. Since he was sure about recognizing my husband, he decided to contact the restaurant                                 
owner. Apparently, the restaurant owner found my husband a couple of years back on the street                               
begging for food and was a dumb person then. He felt pity for my husband and brought him to his                                       
restaurant. At that time, he could not even sign or write down his name and address. That is why he                                       
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decided to keep him in his hotel, so that he can get food and put him to work whatever he could do.                                           
My husband did not remember anything of his past. The restaurant owner thought maybe he was                               
dumb from his birth. And now he got surprised when the lecturer described to him about my                                 
husband’s past.  

When I heard this, I was so thrilled to meet my husband. My father and brother also agreed                                   
to come with me. By the time we met him, the restaurant owner already showed pity on him and                                     
admitted him into this hospital for the last two days under the supervision of the head Psychiatrist. I                                   
was delighted to see him as soon as we reached there. So also, my father and brother. However, my                                     
husband was quiet with no response to see us.’ 

Anita wrote me her fourth letter before they left the hospital. According to her, ‘Chandan                             
regained his memory after electric shock treatment and magnetic therapy for seven days. He could                             
recognize us and became alright in two weeks. After he got discharged from the hospital, we went to                                   
see the restaurant owner. He became delighted to see us, and apologized to us for putting my                                 
husband to do dirty job without any salary. Interestingly, he saved his pant and shirt that he was                                   
wearing when he met him initially. Chandan, however, could not recognize the dresses initially but                             
later remembered them to be his friend’s. He could not tell how these dresses came to him. He only                                     
said that on the day of his job interview, he stayed in the city with his childhood friend who was                                       
wearing these dresses. Even though his friend did not study well in school, due to his good fortune,                                   
he was living lavishly having a good house, car and other amenities. It seems, he was involved in                                   
selling drugs. Perhaps because of that, he had many enemies. We learned that the night my husband                                 
was with him, he was attacked by the enemies. As a friend, it is understood that Chandan tried to                                     
resist the attack. Unfortunately, miscreants hit Chandan on his head thinking that he is a co-worker.                               
As a result, Chandan was unconscious. He did not remember anything after that. He did not even                                 
realize how many days have passed in between. We came to know later that the railway workers in                                   
south India discovered him from the goods train containment when he was still not in his good                                 
senses nor could he speak. They were kind to him, gave him food to eat and then left him on the                                         
station to survive. He did not have any money with him and he could not even remember who he                                     
was. He was maintaining his life on begging here and there until he met the restaurant owner. As he                                     
forgot his past, he forgot his education too.  

After analyzing all this, we concluded that perhaps, those miscreants thought he was dead                           
after he became unconscientious. They hit his friend so bad that he was dead. They planned to                                 
throw these two bodies somewhere in the remote area from the city. Most likely, they changed the                                 
clothes between the bodies so that police would not be able to identify the dead bodies correctly.                                 
Then probably, they threw his friend’s body from the bridge and threw Chandan into a nearby                               
goods train open containment as he appeared dead. It is a long story now.  

Thank you again for your bold analysis of my horoscope and palm readings that gave me                               
strength to wait for my husband and to finally reunite with him.’” 

Joy Gopal Mohanty is a life member of OSA and a researcher. He lives in Maryland with his family. He can be contacted                                             
at jgmohanty@yahoo.com. 
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Wings of Freedom 
Jayasmita Mishra 

The inner voice within me spoke; I chose the path of freedom. The time is now, let go! 

Proving myself right used to be a major character flaw. I had to face not one, but many who 
needed justification and I realized it was futile. Some people believe that holding on and hanging in 
there are signs of strength. However, there are times in life in which it takes much more strength to 
just let go. 

I stuck to my philosophy: “I don’t care about what other people say about me. I know who I 
am and I don’t have to prove anything to anyone.” 

I identified my strengths and had to make a conscious effort to change my personality. 
Holding on to resentments was a burden and it made me all the more fragile. The realization 
dawned as I had to choose to hold on to either one pole: the East or the West. A single question got 
me started. Do you want to be right or do you want peace? These magic words released me years 
ago and put me on the path of freedom. 

Time and tide wait for none. It has already been four years that my ex-husband and I have 
divorced. The kids have grown up and have left the nest to be on their own. In their late 20s, Ricky 
and Ruchi are fully aware of the situation and have accepted a new member into the family. As a 
mother, I have never dishonored the image of their father and even from a distance, the bonding 
has always been tight and healthy. This was something I have always appreciated and maintained. 

Fate has its own plans; at a time when we would have looked forward  seeing the kids 
spreading their branches and bearing fruit, things took an ugly turn. A part of the root got swayed, 
drifted, mingled and finally getting entangled. He remarried, a young damsel, 20 years younger.  

He could not look at me the day when he confessed that he had a girlfriend. At first I 
thought it was a joke and assumed, this phase would pass. He was in India while I was busy looking 
after the kids in the US. He literally begged for freedom. 

Leaving behind a cushy lifestyle and stable job back home, starting a new life  from scratch 
was no joke. Like all immigrants, we were dreamers and were determined to achieve the American 
Dream: giving a better future to our kids. Things were pretty stable on my end. I smiled with distrust 
and became sarcastic. Just as things were settling down. “You’ll ruin the kids’ lives,” I warned him. 

Arnav was my first crush, we had dated for six years and knew each other flesh and blood. 
Blessed as we were, we had the best of education from premier institutions of the country and had 
landed in prestigious jobs. He topped the Administrative Services while I had taken up a teaching 
job in a leading educational Institution. Amidst a big fat Indian wedding,  
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we were pronounced as Man and Wife. Witnessed by a large number of family, friends and 
well-wishers, we had taken the oath to remain faithful to each other not only in this life but as per 
Hindu norms for seven more lives hereafter. 

After a brief spell of Bollywood romance, we started a family with Ricky followed by Ruchi, 
the love of our lives. As doting parents, our life revolved around the little ones as we witnessed and 
enjoyed each and every step of their milestones: motor, language and social-emotional development. 
The kids had it all. As parents we were PERFECT. 

One fine evening, Arnav came home with the good news that he was chosen as an expat 
representing the Indian government in a lucrative position in New York, the financial hub of USA. 
Ricky and Ruchi were excited to have a taste of the western world and looked forward to this 
change. Determined to achieve the best and make it happen. 

We relocated to rebuild our home in the land of opportunities where Lady Luck (Statue of 
Liberty) stood strong and tall, promising a golden future to one and all. 

Building a new home in an alien land was not an easy job, we stood by each other solid and 
strong, by God’s grace, the teething problems got sorted out and with time we gained foothold. 
Banking upon my PG degree, I had been fortunate enough to get a teaching position in a public 
school, which was pretty close to home. Both Ricky and Ruchi loved the freedom of no boundaries 
school system that this nation had to offer. With a strong backgrounds in both science and maths, 
they skipped grades and were in most advanced courses, scoring a high percentile. The curriculum 
was flexible, satisfying, and gave them a vision for a promising future. They dreamed of going to Ivy 
League schools, and we were determined to provide them the very best. 

A carefree childhood with memorable prom days were over and the kids moved forward to 
college education. With the cost of higher education mounting up, we started taking loans to make 
ends meet. 

Like most Indian Americans, we led a comfortable life, living in a big house, driving luxury 
cars and planning the very best for our kids. We were in debt, but, no worries, that is much normal 
in a growing capitalist economy. I cherish those days, I was in the middle of a smooth sailing family 
boat. 

Today, I look back with no regrets. My loneliness gives me a chance to reflect on the past. I 
have always been a giver and that gives me immense satisfaction. Arnav, was called back by the 
Government of India to resume his high profile job, he left us. I had pushed him to go, for I 
realized how much his career meant to him. With advancing age I thought, with his cushy job with a 
Babu lifestyle of India would do him a lot more good. Moreover, I was capable and could handle 
things here  in the US on my own. I presumed, that day was not far, I would soon join him as and 
when my children settled down in life. 
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Staying apart from each other had its own glitches. A reversal of time added to the fuel. No 
doubt, we missed each other. At the same time, priorities changed. I became more and more 
attached to my job, shouldering the full blown responsibility of paying the bills, cooking, cleaning. 
Slowly I fell into the trap of a robotic life pattern. Distance posed as an obstacle, in spite of modern 
means of communication, like Whatsapp and Facebook. We lacked the basics: human touch. 

The bible says, God created Adam and Eve emerged from his rib meant to become a toy, 
dancing to his whims and fancies. Arnav became lonely and missed his family. I could sense his 
desperation, he had started drinking more and more alcoholic drinks. I was far away and could not 
be of much help. My focus was on the kids. This situation created a perfect environment for “my 
Arnav” to slip into the trap of a modern Eve. She was after his power and money. I was the giver, 
who gave away my husband and sons to the wings of freedom. 

“I should get going,” I say. Yet, I have nowhere to be. I stand upright, a wrecked ship with 
strong sails, as I look up to the Statue of Liberty.  

I have it all, my freedom. My job is my anchor, I pay my own bills as they pile up at 
stipulated intervals. I have been a good mother and witnessed the joy of seeing my children soaring 
high into the clouds with strong wings of their own. I am in pain, but it’s not sorrow. I feel it’s a 
sense of relief and gratitude.   

I have done my best and banked on the love that is unconditional- expecting  nothing in 
return. Our relationship came to an end because the partnership did not function properly. Yet, my 
love for Arnav remains deep within, forever. 

God bless America! 

Dr Jayasmita Mishra Ph.D., has received her doctoral degree from Delhi University, in the field of Educational 
Psychology. She migrated to the US in the year 2000 and lives in New York with husband Akshay Kumar and kids, 
Suprav and Supriya. An avid freelance writer and a loyal life member of OSA, she has contributed regularly to the OSA 
journal with short stories that are mostly related to aspects related to a migrant’s Birdseye view of life. In the OSA 
Convention held in Rhode Island in 2016, she was one of the pioneers who actively introduced the Pitha Competition 
among ladies. A unique blend of culture and cuisine, it was a superhit and was applauded by one and all. 
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Window Tree 

Snigdha Mishra 

Tree at my window, window tree. 
Silent sentinel, what do you see? 
Arms outstretched, whispering, 
What are you trying to tell me? 

What do you dream of, window tree? 
Does the scolding jay intrude on your thoughts? 

Does the squirrel’s endless chatter 
Disturb your silent reverie?   

I watch your arms open wide, welcome me 
As you sway in the morning breeze. 

What music do you dance to? 
What ethereal, silent melody? 

When cardinals fly into danger, recklessly  
flinging themselves into my window each spring, 
Are you unmoved? Do you watch impassively?  

No! Not you, my window tree. 

When snow falls through the night — softly, silently, 
You bear that weight without complaint. 

You glitter and glisten as the sun touches you, 
My very own Christmas tree. 

The first rays of spring warm your brow  
And summer breezes ruffle your leaves. 

Through autumn rains and winter snows, 
You stand serene as the seasons flow.  

Everything that nature throws your way 
You greet and accept with grace. 
Long after my bones are dust, 

You will be there to greet another day. 
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My shade does not spread so wide, 
My roots do not delve as deep. 

I have neither your beauty nor your strength. 
So I just drift along life’s moving tide. 

What do you wish to tell me? 
I have watched and listened, and now 

I think I hear what you are trying to say.  
My steadfast friend, my very own window tree! 

I must live my life like you, grounded in tranquility 
Endure without complaint for the greater good. 

Strive to be the very best I can be, strong and wise. 
For you’ve taught me how, my window tree. 

Snigdha Mishra resides in Dublin, OH, with her family. Along with her career in Contracts Management, she teaches and 
performs Hindustani classical music and writes poetry in her rare moments of spare time. She and her husband have 
been OSA Life Members since 1996. 
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Discovering Odisha: The Language Way 

Dash Benhur 

As Odias, we can take pride in many things connected with Odisha—the land that has given                               
us our name. Pride, which may be translated as ‘swabhimana’ or ‘garba’ in Odia, is bad if it gives us a                                         
false sense of our own greatness and makes us look down on others. But certain kinds of pride can                                     
be good, as they help us to honour and treasure the things which have real value, which add                                   
meaning to our lives. If you feel proud because you are rich, live in a big house, and ride in a big car                                             
which no one else can afford, that is the wrong kind of pride. But we can be rightfully proud of the                                         
fact that even the poorest Odia woman, living in a mud hut, will decorate her home every morning                                   
with artistic jhuntia  designs. She takes pride in her own home. 

One of our aims should be to help Odia children to recognise and respect those things in                                 
Odisha which add to its value— our history, our culture, our traditions, the beauty of our temples,                                 
the richness of our art, our language and its literature, our dance and music, our festivals and our                                   
food. We should also learn to respect the people, the men and women, who have helped to make                                   
Odisha a beautiful and artistic land. 

Some things become so much a part of our daily lives that we take them for granted and pay                                     
no attention to them. For example, many people living in Puri seldom care to visit the sea-beach and                                   
admire the beauty of the sea. To take another example, many of us are so used to the taste of the                                         
pithas which our mothers make that we never realise just how delicious they are, and with what great                                   
care they are made. We take them for granted. 

Just as an individual can take many things for granted and miss the beauty of those aspects                                 
of life which make it richer, an entire race can neglect those elements of its culture that are unique                                     
and should be treasured. It is important that we, as Odias, should learn to understand and treasure                                 
the things which make the culture of Odisha so rich, instead of taking them for granted. 

Let us start with the language which most of us speak at home—Odia. We use it every day,                                   
but do we ever stop to think what a rich language it is? Or do we think about the wonderful books                                         
written in that language, which our mothers read every morning or evening—the Odia Bhagabat,                           
Mahabharat, Ramayana or the Laxmi Purana? These books are part of the wealth that belongs to every                                 
Odia—they make our lives richer and more beautiful. To appreciate these books fully, we should                             
know something about the language in which they have been written. 

There are two main groups of languages in India. The important languages of North                           
India—Hindi, Punjabi, Gujarati, Marathi, Bengali, Odia and Assamese—have grown out of Sanskrit,                       
which was the language of our Aryan ancestors. On the other hand, the main languages of South                                 
India—Tamil, Telugu, Kannada and Malayalam—are Dravidian languages. There are many other                     
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languages, such as Santhali, Manipuri and Chhatisgarhi, which are spoken by the different “ adivasi ”                           
tribes living in different parts of India, mainly in Jharkhand, Chhatisgarh, Odisha, Andhra Pradesh,                           
and Tamil Nadu, as well as the states of Arunachal Pradesh, Nagaland, and Mizoram etc. 

The Odia language is unique among Indian languages because it combines elements of                         
Sanskrit, which forms its base, together with some elements of the Dravidian languages such as                             
Telugu and Tamil, as well as words taken from the languages of the adivasis living in Odisha. No                                   
other Indian language can boast of such a rich and varied “stock” of words. 

The Sanskrit language, at some time in the distant past, was the language of knowledge, but                               
it gradually became the court language, or the language used by priests for religious rituals. For                               
everyday use, Sanskrit developed a “corrupted” form, known as “apabhramsa” or Pali. Many                         
Sanskrit words were simplified in Pali; for example, “dharma” changed into “dhamma." 

About 2,500 years ago—that is, around the third century before the birth of Christ—the                           
land that is now known as Odisha and was then known as Kalinga, was invaded by Ashoka, the king                                     
of Magadha (modern Bihar). A bloody war was fought on the banks of the Daya River, at the place                                     
known as Dhauli, near Bhubaneswar. The soldiers of the Kalingan army fought bravely but were                             
defeated, and thousands of them were killed. Kalinga was conquered by Ashoka, but he himself was                               
conquered by Kalinga. It is said that the religion preached by Buddha was already widely prevalent in                                 
Kalinga, as some of Buddha’s earliest disciples were from Kalinga. Ashoka was so much horrified by                               
the violence and bloodshed which he himself had caused that he was converted to the Buddhist                               
faith and decided to give up violence forever. 

Today, we can find at Dhauli, a stone pillar on which has been inscribed a long message                                 
from Ashoka to his subjects— mainly the people of Kalinga. It is a message of love and peace. This                                     
message is in the Pali language, which was then widely used in Kalinga. We can say that Pali was                                     
then the language of Odisha— the ‘mother language’ out of which Odia has developed. The pillar at                                 
Dhauli is thus the first text in the “Odia” language, written 2,500 years ago. 

Another important text, also in Pali, is the famous inscription in the Hathi Gumpha at                             
Udaygiri, near Bhubaneswar. It is from this text that we learn about Kharvela, the great king of                                 
Kalinga whose armies conquered vast tracts of land in the north, east, and south of modern Odisha. 

Thus Odisha is not only culturally very rich, but also very ancient. A people’s real strength                               
lies in its language and culture. Let us discover Odisha and bask under its benign glory trying to                                   
create a beautiful roadmap for future. 

Dash Benhur was an academician of political science for 35 years and now lives in Bhubaneswar. A literateur, he has                                       
penned 140 books of short stories, poems, novels, essays, travelogues, and features. He is the recipient of Odisha Sahitya                                     
Akademi Award, Odisha Vighyan Akademi Award, and The National Competition for Children’s Literature prize of                             
NCERT, New Delhi and Bal Sahitya Puraskar of Sahitya Akademi.
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My Experience at OSA Convention 
Chandra Misra 

I consider myself a storyteller rather than a writer since I don’t have much experience in 
writing. But I can talk nonstop for hours with anecdotes about my experiences at the few OSA 
conventions I have attended from 1982 to 2007.  

Every year during July 4th weekend, Odia people from North America get together for the 
long weekend. For me, it is a good time to renew old friendships. We start the usual way, catching 
up by updating each other on what we are doing currently. Most of the men separate out talking, 
and we ladies sit around in conversation which is concentrated on our children and who got married 
to whose daughter etc. Many times, our conversation will divert to those days where we were in our 
secondary school and the constant troubles we all got into. We always have excellent Odia music, 
dance and drama which are done by local and guest artists from Odisha.  

My observation was sometimes it goes on longer than what I would like to see. I am always 
more interested in talking to the people and catching up. So, at times, I was little disappointed when 
the program goes on for a longer time in the auditorium where we have to remain silent. Still, I also 
understand as a mother, everybody wants their children to perform any way they can. This is a stage 
where many young children get their first chance to show their talent to the Odia uncles and aunts.  

We also have many seminars which one can choose depending on their interest, which 
everyone appreciates and enjoys. Sometimes it is a dilemma which one to attend since we cannot be 
at more than one at the same time.  

I have heard and know that when you go away for a weekend for a conference, you are 
going away to be with people you want and to deepen your friendship with them. Too often, in daily 
life, we are overwhelmed with sensory distractions and can’t hear the voice of friendship. When we 
are together under one roof, we unplug ourselves from our daily routine and are there to strengthen 
our long relationships. As I remember the experience, the yearly gathering at OSA is a special time 
to make a deeper connection with people whom I knew as a young girl and adult. I cherish that very 
much.  

As usual, OSA may have some basic rules and regulations like any other conference. Since 
our theme is “Bridging generations: celebrating ODIA unity,” I have few observations and 
suggestions. It seems generally we cling together with the people we know even if they are from the 
same U.S. location (Example is all NY people or CA people stay together). It is very hard if 
someone is new and looking to meet Odia families. One may get lost in the big crowd and end up 
spending time alone with their own family. I have heard this complaint from many —which they 
ended up sitting and eating by themselves. So why come all the way spending time and money, 
which they can very well do in a nice place on their own? So in my view, a special introduction 
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session should be held, where families can introduce themselves and say what has brought them to 
the conference. If possible, others, who sit near, should try to carry on a conversation or exchange 
phone numbers. I must urge that no one should take more than five minutes, so everyone gets a 
chance to say something.  

I would urge everybody including me to go and take part in OSA when possible because it 
gives us experience like eating soul food. Life would not be nearly as interesting, exciting, or 
emotional without friends along for the ride. OSA is our window to the world outside of us and our 
family life. It functions as a support team when life gets a bit overwhelming —which, at one point or 
another, it always does. Nostalgia is a beautiful feeling. It reminds us of the way things once were, 
the happiness that we experienced growing up, and all the wonder. OSA gives us that in North 
America. It takes us to a place we enjoyed once as children. I am happy to see that many young 
people, who went with their parents as children, have met at an OSA convention and still talk about 
it.  

Each Odia person has his or her own story about OSA. Although we all have similar 
beginnings, the middle and the end will differ greatly. OSA publishes a great yearly magazine which 
includes news, stories, and poems from various authors from Odisha and North America. This gave 
people a chance to express their writing ability when we did not have Facebook or smart phones. It 
is the OSA magazine which gave me a chance and confidence that I can write my anecdotes and it 
will get published. I read my little story 17 times when first time I saw it in our magazine — “writer: 
Chandra Misra.”  

I give thanks to all the volunteer editors of OSA magazine who encouraged many people to 
express their thoughts to write and keep it up. My experience of OSA is just like anything in life: 
Some fun and some disappointment. Overall, it is worthy for me to attend it, although regretfully I 
have not done that recently. 

Chandra Misra is a resident of North Wells, Pennsylvania. She is an OSA life member. 

Depiction of the King and Queen of Puri at the Sun Temple of Konark. Photo Courtesy of Shashanka Nanda.

172 Urmi 2018



I Will Shout ‘Til The Last Wicket Falls 
Biswajit Puhan 

Why should we play in a tournament? 

That was the first question popped out on a cold evening, at a corner table at Bawarchi 
restaurant in Novi, way back in early 2017. Few of us huddled together and were trying to find ways 
to vitalize the new cricket season. We had a bunch of very capable and eager players who desperately 
wanted to improve their game but finding a ground during the summer was becoming ever bigger 
challenge every passing season.  

There were doubts, some very valid. Can we coexist this with the “fun weekend cricket”? 
Can we find enough warriors to commit to 10 weekends? Will members feel burdened in anyway? 

I would not pretend that we had answers for all, but I felt, everyone was willing to lend their 
hands toward opening a new window for this team, as if to see if Odia Cricket Association (ODCA) 
can fly thru the newly opened window. After all, six years ago we had similar doubts. Can we play 
with a leather ball? My personal reasoning was we needed a further challenge in order to grow as a 
team, to find an additional spark to ignite the next booster phase of our journey. To me, the best 
way to build up a team was to play matches. I hoped the adrenal of match play would rub onto not 
just the players in the field, but on all of us.  

Slowly the remaining doubts got washed down one by one that evening, possibly due to the 
equal effect of surging emotions to take our talent to the Michigan cricket scene and the strong 
Kingfisher draft. The rest is history. I am not willing to judge the decision taken that evening, and I 
beg you not to. Let us look at last season as part of our mutual journey, not as a measure of success 
or failure of that evening’s decision. Life flows like a river, ever moving forward. Success, as well as 
failures, of a time point are mere shadows in the running water, absolutely transitory.  

The Semi-Final match was with Knight Riders. One of the better teams in our division. Led 
by Sahesh, whose potent left arm seam, made him eventually the highest wicket taker of the division. 
Things started slow, but we lost quick wickets in the opening overs. Before long it was clear we have 
to play out Sahesh quietly before he could do further damage.  

Dips and Ajodhya managed to build a small partnership, it looked we may be back to driving 
seat soon. A cracking back foot drive thru covers by Dips stated our intent. It was a good ball, on 
the off stump corridor, just short of length and climbing. I would have defended, or at best, try to 
push between cover fielders to steal a single. Dips actually played it on the front foot, just moved the 
body weight back to right leg and punched the ball effortlessly thru covers, from middle of the bat 
for four, left leg stayed forward all along. Facing a good spell, this was as good a shot as any he 
played through the season. Unfortunately, the revival did not last long. A mix-up lead to a bit of 
distraction, Dips fell shortly afterwards. Only Bullet-Chand hung around, curbing his natural instinct 
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for stoke play to extend the innings as far as he could, (though he did pinged a monster over 
mid-wicket). Girija played a great cameo, but we folded for 93 all-out. Few, even amongst out 
supporters gave us a chance at that time.  

To me, personally, the next few minutes, during that innings break, defined ODCA as a 
team. 

We all joined in a team huddle. I remember saying, “You are already winners, play freely, 
play your best.”  

Dilip spoke his captain line, “Let us focus on the first wicket. Once we get one, others will 
come.” 

He was putting the goal before the team, rather than worrying about the smallness of the 
total to defend.  

The last voice was Sid’s. Eyes bright and focused with intent, voice strong and booming. He said, “I 
will keep shouting, Keep your heads UP, I will keep shouting ‘til the last wicket falls.” 

There was honesty, belief, and hint of clairvoyance which proved to be the defining moment 
for the ODCA team.  

By the time ODCA defended a partly 93 runs, all the bowlers bowled supremely to the plan, 
Dilip, Sudhakar (Ana bowled exceptionally throughout the season, amongst the top few in the 
division), Amit opened and followed by Sid and Gaya with Dips cleaning up the tailenders. They 
eventually folded for 73. There was an ecstatic jubilation of players. Those fortunate to be at the 
Warren ground threw their arms up and ran into the field to lift the players. I was driving and 
checking my phone every two minutes, while trying to keep the car on the road. Many of us were 
glued to their phones (thanks to Rati and Mishre’s supreme effort to provide us with a live score 
feed), even Vivek’s pet terrier Squiggy, who was there on the ground, was dancing too. All souls 
spontaneously joined together in the euphoria of that moment.  

Later that night, ruminating alone on that moment, I asked myself, what is it that we 
celebrated so uninhibitedly? Just a win? Such unison, such infrangible passion and heart? The field 
was as if a temple for those fleeting moments, without a god maybe, but the collectiveness, fervor of 
joy was no less than the cumulative positive energy of a congregation of devotees at the altar. This is 
what sports can do to us. It allows us to go into a space, engage and celebrate what we flawed 
humans can do as a team. Let the game be an extension of our humanism. May the intoxication with 
sports continue to last and keep providing us with these shots to help discovering ourselves anew?  

Over the course of the season, few of you approached me with a question: “What is the 
purpose of us playing? Are we just playing to get as many wins as possible at any cost so we can win 
the trophy?”  

174 Urmi 2018



My answer then was as unequivocal no. Winning or losing is a byproduct of the function of 
playing the game, but it should not be the sole purpose, in my opinion. Did it make us better that 
day because we won the semi-final or made us worse because we lost the final? Hope it illuminates 
the point I am trying to make.  

I wish that the energy and debate we devoted last season toward obsessing about "how to 
win" could have been reconfigured as interest in improving our skills and performance. We may 
have a chance of playing a lot better, as a result, a greater chance at influencing the result positively. 
The other aspect which is very dear to my heart is of self-building, where each player sets up small 
goals during the season, whether at skill level or personal level, and is able to work on it to rise 
individually while helping to raise the entire team along with. It is my dream, one day, by playing 
more matches like this that we all grow out a bit of our genetically induced self-preservation-first 
habit, and able to look at the world as part of a collective soul.  

A week later, after we lost the final, when we were packing up and loading kits and sundry 
items to our cars, Sid ran into me, looked directly in my eyes, in the same even tone, same positive 
belief, same honesty I heard during the innings break at semi-final win, and said “Sorry bhaina, did 
not work, we gave it all.”  

I hugged him and said “It does not matter, we have our team, we have you and we will have 
our chance.” 

To hide my tear of joy, I abruptly turned around before he could notice and walked away 
knowing that this team is a force now and nothing can stop it. 

A new season is upon us now. Let us cherish the jersey we put on our back, let us cherish 
the ODCA name we proudly bear, and let us aspire, to be truly free on the field, like a bird flying. 

“ODCA, Odia Cricket Association, Michigan is a community based club, proud to bear the Odia name in our jersey 
alongside a golden nila-chakra  logo, symbolizing pride of the ancient land we hail from. This team grew out of mutual 
passion for game of cricket along with a loftier goal of strengthening Odia brotherhood in southern Michigan.  In the 
very first year of joining the extremely competitive Michigan Cricket league, our team managed to reach the finals of its 
division in 2017. ”— Biswajit Puhan 

Biswajit Puhan, a team member of the Souvenir and Directory Committee, lives in Farmington, Michigan, with his wife 
Reshma and son Rishav. He is an active MI-OSA member .  
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Some Thoughts on Diwali 

Akash Pandey 

A friend tells me he attended a Diwali party over the weekend. 

“I learned a lot,” he says. He’s white, so I’m not surprised. “The hosts told me about Diwali 
in their hometowns on the southern tip of India, about fireworks raging at 8 in the morning and 
syrupy sweets devoured by the mouthful. They had this one sweet at the party,” he tells me before 
describing it: two words, a brownish ball dunked in syrup.  

Gulab Jamun? 

“Yes! Awful,” he says. “It’s already fried, can’t they just dab it up with a little syrup on top 
instead of dousing it? I didn’t realize,” he continues, “How different home-cooked Indian food is 
from the dishes you order in restaurants. Naan is junk food?” 

 I smile, thinking about the kid in me that used to hold up buffet lines to stack his small plate 
with a half-dozen naan. 

Another friend tells me about Diwali at his firm in San Francisco. He’s the only brown guy 
there and thus the explainer-at-large. “Nobody knows anything about it,” he says, “It feels weird to 
be the one who breaks it down for them. I mean, c’mon, our office is in arguably the most ethnically 
diverse city in America.” 

I wonder if it’s coincidence that he’s looking for a new job. 

A parent volunteer in the office asks me how I celebrated. She laughs when I shrug my 
shoulders. I know her story, at least I feel like I do. Second-generation like me. Except her parents 
raised her in Malaysia where she met and married a Malay. Now their son, carrying a mish mash of 
identities rooted in three countries and two continents, is in eighth grade. When we first talk, she 
opens up about how little she knows about her ancestral land: doesn’t speak the language; doesn’t 
recognize the names of the states my parents are from.  

“How did you celebrate Diwali?” I ask, expecting a familiar story of muted jubilee. 

I learn quickly that I read too much into one conversation. “We fast,” she says. “It takes 
time to prepare my son, who gives up meat for four days. My husband and I fast the full four days. 
We are done now so I brought sweets to share with the office staff.” 

 I smile, thinking about how my mom would have done the exact same thing. So much for a 
generation gap. 
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An eleventh-grader flags me down in the hallway. “Becca is looking for you,” she says. “She 
got henna!” 

 I find her in my classroom. 

“Look!” She shows off the inside of her arm, intricately dyed and patterned. “I got it at my 
mom’s office Diwali party,” she starts before reeling off names of the food they served: samosas, 
paneer, chicken tikka. 

“What did you do to celebrate?” she asks.  

“Nothing this year,” I smile, concealing my irritation at the false pretense. 

Later, I repeat the words in my head: nothing this year. As if every other year, I’m out 
lighting fireworks and singing Lord Ram’s praises. 

I don’t remember the last time I did anything noteworthy for Diwali. I suspect I’m not in the 
minority either. For all the celebratory texts and snaps I received from second-gen friends, I kept 
wondering: how long have us Indian-Americans cared so much about this Hindu holiday? Did we 
do anything for it in college? I sure as hell haven’t seen it celebrated in any workplace I’ve been in 
since college. But in 2017, we suddenly care. Why? Is it an act of religious awakening? An act of 
resistance against an agenda concerned over the ‘browning’ of America? Or is it that others are 
recognizing it more, making us feel obligated to do so? 

I’m weary of calling it a religious revival. If it were, I’d expect to see messages in my inbox 
for each of the half-dozen Hindu holidays a month. I’d expect visits to temple, overuse of the word 
“auspicious,” GIFs with quotes from celebrated Swamis. You know, the stuff our parents do. 

As for resistance to the Trump agenda, I’m not so sure. Perhaps some of us felt compelled 
to celebrate our religious difference and affirm its place in this country, but let’s be real. We’re far 
from the most beleaguered brown folks right now. In fact, while Mr. Trump ended decades-long 
White House traditions of celebrating the end of Ramadan and Passover Seder, he hosted a Diwali 
party.  

“In doing so,” he said, “We reaffirm that Indian-Americans and Hindu-Americans are truly 
cherished, treasured, and beloved members of our great American family.”  

That’s high regard for a voting bloc that went 80% in Hillary’s favor. I mean seriously, find 
me another ethnic group that Trump used three flattering synonyms to describe in the last year. (No, 
his Jewish daughter does not count.) 

To be fair, Trump’s celebration of Diwali is nothing new. It was first recognized federally by 
President Bush in 2003. Six years later, President Obama held the first celebration at the White 
House. In countries with a significant amount of Hindus, like Fiji, Malaysia, and Mauritius, Diwali is 
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an official holiday. In some school districts in Maryland, New Jersey, and New York, it’s now a 
school holiday.  

Last year, the USPS issued a Diwali postage stamp, a set of which rest comfortably in my 
parents’ kitchen drawer. This year, I received wishes from friends, colleagues, and students alike. All 
of these gestures suggest that the growing ranks of Indians in this country means something more 
than the contributions we make to our country’s GDP. Others with stories so similar to ours hear 
the words ‘ban’ and ‘wall’; we hear overtures toward inclusion. 

And yet I felt odd about the celebration of Diwali in America this year. For most Americans, 
it came and went. Nothing more than a box on a calendar. Maybe someone’s birthday. But for me, 
someone who calls himself Indian-American, it poked at that affiliation: is it bad that I didn’t know 
it was this week? Is it bad that I acted like I usually celebrate to one of my students? Is it bad that I 
ate an al pastor burrito the day of? It’s good that I know the backstory of Lord Ram, though right? 
It’s good that I messaged relatives, right? These are the questions that flipped through my head like a 
coin landing sometimes on ‘good,’ sometimes on ‘bad.’ But why play this game in the first place? 
What obligation do I have to honor the holiday this year if it hasn’t meant much to me in the past? 

The truth is that I didn’t have any such obligation. But it felt like I did. And for the countless 
other Hindu Americans who sent out celebratory messages, from the devotees to the downright 
confused, I have to wonder if it felt that way too. 

The other truth is that Diwali ties us together. A friend attends a party; another friend feels it 
being ignored in his office; a parent volunteer in the office fasts for it; a student celebrates at her 
mom’s workplace; friends and relatives send celebratory messages. Is this so bad? If Hindu 
Americans and non-Hindu Americans can look beyond their differences to find communion in the 
celebration of a Hindu holiday, what’s wrong? After all, as Benedict Anderson established years ago, 
nations create unity through “imagined communities” where members maintain “deep attachments” 
to each other in the absence of face-to-face interaction. Thus through our collective embrace of 
Diwali, by making a statement in the White House, or fasting for four days, or chowing down on 
some chicken tikka at an office party, we affirm our shared Americanness. 

But it’s worth asking: who gets to imagine the community that comes to define me? Whose 
imagined community is it? And what gets lost when a holiday distinguishes me from you while 
aiming at something shared? For one, Diwali gives those of us who feel as part of the community a 
simple way to opt-in. Acknowledge the holiday. Send some celebratory texts. Eat some sweets. Pat 
yourself on the back. A focus on Diwali can be distracting though, making us feel uniformly 
embraced in an America where inequities persist: textbooks that portray Hindus as dirty, primitive 
people; the conflation of ‘Indian American’ and ‘Hindu American’ when only about half of the 
former identify as the latter; the invisibility of the impoverished and undocumented within our 
ranks.  
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And how can we forget Srinivas Kuchibhotla? Only four years older than me on that 
unseasonably warm February afternoon when he brushed off a request from his wife, Sunayana, to 
drink tea and watch the sunset. “Where tea?” he texted before meeting his friend, Alok, for a beer at 
their usual hangout, Austin’s Bar and Grill. It was the last text Sunayana received from him. And the 
last words heard by Srinivas and Alok? “Get out of my country,” from Adam Purinton who was 
apprehended after bragging about “killing two Middle Eastern men.”  

Srinivas and Alok fell victim to the rarest of fates for Indian-Americans today. It is not usual 
to hear stories like theirs. Instead we hear about our rise: tech CEOs, governors, Netflix stars. There 
may be a hundred Indian-American success stories for every dream deferred story. Many of us feel 
free as birds in this inherited homeland. But, as Ruth Bader Ginsburg reminds us, “the true symbol 
of the United States is not the bald eagle. It is the pendulum. And when the pendulum swings too 
far in one direction, it will go back.”  

So celebrate, my friends. Enjoy Diwali. But be wary of the pendulum taking you for a ride. 

Akash Pandey is a proud OSA Life member, currently working as a teacher in Pacific Collegiate High School, Santa 
Creuze after finishing his masters from University of Chicago and graduating from UC Berkeley. He has participated in 
youth seminars in various conventions. He has served OSA as an editor for Utkarsha from 2015-17.  

*** 

Longevity 

Arun Misra 

In Sanskrit, they say, ‘Jeevet Shardah Shatam:’ Live for 100 years. 

But the financial aspects of living longer, has other considerations too. Here is the saying, 
“You will be around, but will your money?”  

Your money has to last as long as you do. People live longer now, and retirement may last 
equal to working years. Hence, the concern on adequate funds to survive till the end.  

Here are some interesting facts on longevity in the US. 

Life expectancy has kept on increasing: 

1900s: 49 years; 1920s: 56; 1940: 64; 1960: 70; 1980: 74; 2000: 79. 

Women live 5 years longer than men. The average life expectancy for men now is 76, while it 
is 81 for women. After the age of 80, the ratio of widows to widowers is 5 to 1.  

The highest life expectancy is in Hawaii, 81.5 years, and the lowest is in Mississippi, 74.8. 
Georgia seems to do OK with 77-78 years. 
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There are more centenarians in US now than ever before. A total of 53,000 people are over 
the age of 100. 

What makes us to live longer? Here are a few tips: 

● Be friendly and helpful to others, positive relationships help.
● Get a pet. You have 12% more of a chance of surviving a heart attack if you have a pet.
● Sleep enough: a minimum of 4 hours, more than 8 hours reduces life expectancy.
● Intimacy reduces stress, improves sleep quality, and bonds people (especially couples)

together.
● Optimistic, happy people avoid premature death by 50%. Indulging in pity-parties increases

pessimism.

The value of exercise and meditation can never be overemphasized. Meditation relieves from
stress. 

Physical activities enhance longevity, and maintain good health. One hour of exercise 
extends life by 11 hours, while 2.5 hours of moderate activity per week can extend life expectancy by 
4.5 years. 

People in the US save very little. Saving more for rainy days, for retirement, and for a long 
life is very important. 

To make money last longer, one should consider the following: 

● Work longer. Do not retire early, preferably until age 70.
● Start saving today. Time value of money is enormous. The longer you save, the better it gets.
● Have a specific plan to accumulate enough funds, 10-20 times of annual salary is needed for

retirement.
● Maximize social security benefits. Instead of drawing benefits, wait until 70, which increases

the pot much.
● Keep plenty of insurance to avoid economic risks, and cover for life, medical, and long term

care costs.

Arun Misra is an OSA life member and a financial planner and realtor. He was the co-convener of the OSA National 
Convention in 1992. 

Sun Temple of Konarka. Photo 
courtesy of Shanshanka Nanda.
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A Difference in Generations 
Saswat Sahoo 

Words flow simply 
You say what you're thinking 

But what if your voice was restrained 
Because of your race or gender? 

They spoke. 
How do you change the world? 

You speak even when everyone says 
you can't 

Do you remember all the men and 
   women who spoke? 

Were they praised or thanked for it? 
No, they weren't 

But they knew th at generations after 
it would make a difference. 

Saswat lives with his parents Mr. Sasadhar & Mamata Sahoo in Northville, MI. He is attending University of Michigan. 

Cranbrook House in Bloomfield Hills, MI. Photo courtesy of Swapnalata Mishra.181 Urmi 2018



Status of the OSA Regional Drama Festival 
Sandip K. Dasverma 

Chair, OSA Regional Drama Festival 

Started in 2009, the Regional Drama Festival (RDF) is going to be a decade old in 2018. 

RDF was initiated as per an OSA national executive resolution. In 2008, Sri Gopal Mohanty 
was appointed as the first coordinator to organize RDF in different regions of North America.  

The first RDF was staged in the year 2009 in Denton, TX, on April 4, 2009, by  the OSA 
South West Chapter, then lead by Tapan Padhi. It was titled Southern Regional Drama Festival.  

In 2010, at Dr. Mohanty’s initiative, a three-member Coordination Committee was formed 
with Sri Gopal Mohanty, Sandip K. Dasverma, and Brajendra Panda (Chair). This was formalized by 
an OSA General Body Meeting resolution at the Dallas Convention in 2011. Sri Gopal Mohanty 
withdrew from the Committee in 2011 and in 2012, Brajendra Panda also retired. At the Seattle 
convention, Priyadarshi Dash and Priyaranjan Mohapatra joined the RDF Coordination Committee 
with  Sandip K. Dasverma as Chair.    

In 2014, it expanded to include five coordinators: Birendra Jena (North East), Leena Mishra 
(East), Gayatri Joshi (Pacific West), Tapas Sahoo (South Central), and Sandip K. Dasverma (Chair). 
It was decided that coordinators will coordinate their respective zones.  

Over the years, five flexible regions have been functioning: Eastern, Northern/North 
Eastern, Central/Northern (Chicago), and Southwestern (Texas and AK) and a Pacific West zone. 
There have always been attempts to cover other areas, as possible. 

We need some imaginative bold steps to take RDF forward. OSA’s Golden Jubilee year is 
2019. Getting two Odia dramatists from Odisha and holding drama workshps/camps in all five 
regions are on the table. A budget of $5,000 to $7,000, will be necessary in addition to hosting of the 
dramatists by local Odias. The ideas are still evolving.  

Concept:  

The concept of Regional Drama Festival is: 

1. To revive COMMUNITY CONTACT via families visiting from outside the area, who
stay with host families of the RDF hosting area, like early OSA convention days (1970s and 1980s). 

2. To hold LOW-COST regional gatherings akin to mini-OSA convention gatherings, so as
to enhance lasting camaraderie among members and friendship among kids, in different neighboring 
states and chapters, in all the regions of USA. 

3. To DEVELOP inherent and latent ACTING and LANGUAGE skills (acting, script
writing, prop preparation, music etc.) in a region, among immigrant Odia . 

4. To PROMOTE LEADERSHIP GROWTH via organizing multi-chapter events.

5. To ENCOURAGE KIDS PARTICIPATION so as to expose them to Odia language and
culture. (SPECIAL Kid’s dramas presented in RDF have been enjoyed by the community members. 
Enthusiasm of the kids, and their parents have been phenomenal. Ask Swapnalata Rath (MI) or 
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Prativa Sahoo (NE) or Tapas Sahu (Dallas) to share drama scripts and their their experience.) 

6. To ENSURE visiting KIDS are each offered some program time, so visiting Kids are
integrated with locals KIDS and have a WHOLESOME experience. 

The OBJECTIVE of RDF is to develop a closer relation among communities of people 
from Odisha residing in various region of North America, through a festival with a focus on drama. 

Highlights and Status: 

RDF is on the verge of a takeoff with more than 80 Odia dramas already staged in various 
regions of USA and Canada. In 2017, California RDF staged in Woodside, CA, a drama team from 
St. Helens (Oregon) Chapter participated and staged Gogol’s classic Inspector General, translated 
and scripted in Odia, as “Agyan Hajur” by Rajashree Kanungo. For the first time, a team from 
Portland Oregon, lead by Seema Choudhury and Rajashree Kanungo with 22 adults and kids, 
travelled more than 700 miles to present their drama at California RDF, a “RECORD.” Classic 
“Chha Man Atha Gunth” of Byasakabi Fakir Mohan Senapati, dramatized by Sri Gopal Mohanty, 
was staged by California chapter’s own team, led by Priyadarshi Das. It was a super rendition. 

Another RDF was organized on May 6, 2017, by NJ Chapter, in which three teams from NJ, 
Connecticut and Washington DC, participated. Kids participated in all of them.  

Three more RDFs were held in 2017 at Toronto, Canada and Austin, TX. OSA National has 
budgeted money for five festivals per year. 

The real miracle thus far has been participation of 29 kids from Dallas in the kids drama 
“Mauna Sila,” at the Austin Festival in 2014.  

It is hoped that a RDF will be held soon in the Atlantic South Eastern region. Leena Mishra 
(WA) is in charge. With election of an OSA VP and Treasurer from the area, dreams of RDF in the 
Carolinas and Georgia will likely soon become true.  

The overall experience indicates that RDF has become part of the host Chapter’s activities, 
albeit alternate years. RDF is becoming financially viable by attracting slowly a bigger audience, and 
the initial reluctance to hold RDF due to financial burden is waning. In due course, families, in 
participating Chapters, are developing rapport among themselves. The expected interest in OSA, 
that RDF was expected to engender, is already there. 

Benefits accrued: 

1. An Odia drama Yahoo group(odiadramagroup@yahoogroups.com) has been operating
for years now, connecting the Odia drama enthusiasts all over North America. Odia drama scripts 
are stored for use there. Additionally, WhatsApp groups have been formed for each RDF and also a 
OSA National RDF group. They have been found good for quick communication.  

2. A few Odia playwrights have emerged in NA, often based on the American experience.
This includes Sri Gagan Panigrahi of Toronto, Manoj Mohapatra and Salil Mishra of Chicago, 
Birendra Jena and Basanta Mohapatra of Cleveland, Swapnalata Rath (Mishra) of MI, Prativa Sahoo 
of NE, to mention a few.  Dr. Birendra Jena published a collection of his plays in  “Dura Pahada O 
Anyanya Nataka,” who acknowledges in his book that his difficulty in finding scripts for RDF, led 
him to pen them. 

3. OSA Conventions rotate from city to city around USA. Held in hotels, they are expensive
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to attend. Therefore, many cannot attend the conventions on a regular basis. RDF plays a 
complementary role to fill this vacuum and provides opportunities for interacting with other 
community members in a region and participation in cultural activities. As a positive consequence 
new community leaders have emerged.  

5. The interaction among people living in the neighboring states/region, during RDF
releases positive energy, initiatives and communications, leading to many other initiatives. e.g. 

a. Odia Poetry reading via conference calls.

b. Odia Poetry reading in Radio program in NJ/NY via conference call or skype.

c. Publication of an Odia magazine “Pratishruti” from North America, etc.

d. iGurukul, under the leadership of Kuku Das and Gayatri Josh, has started an Odia
program in San Francisco Bay Area in 2018.

Lessons Learned: 

1. It is difficult to rehearse a drama when the participants live more than 30 minutes of
driving time apart.  Innovative ways like voicing remotely during rehearsals or via conference 
calls/skype have been used. The experience of rehearsing in person, remains superior. We 
recommend the drama team members remain in one city/half hour driving distance. It is a relevant 
constraint. Action: Form area (city) based drama teams. 

2. The experience of STAYING OVERNIGHT with local families is far richer than driving
back the same day or staying at a hotel. The bonds developed with one overnight stay, is found to be 
very long lasting.  

3. ENSURE child participation, to keep the kids excited, involved and be part of parent’s
cultural life and milieu. 

4. The RDF can’t be sustained in cities, where population of Odia families is 50 or less, due
to a shortage of audience. Halls have a capacity of 200 or more and finance is a constraint. 

5. WEATHER can be a limiting condition. To avoid RDFs in North/North East should be
held before October 15. This will avoid winter snow storms. Two festivals scheduled in November 
suffered for this reason, the 9th RDF in 2011 (NJ) and 13th RDF (due to cyclone ‘Sandy’) in 2012 
(Washington DC).  

Main issues: 

Main issues which need to be addressed by OSA Board of Governors, for sustainability of RDF. 

1. Cooperation and commitment of Chapter Presidents to RDF and the appointment of a
RDF Coordinator.

2. Financial grant from OSA National to it’s Chapters for conducting RDF and making
them viable.

1. Cooperation and Commitment of OSA Chapter Presidents for RDF

The core of RDF success is in the hands of the OSA Chapter Presidents. Their complete 
cooperation, effort and support brought RDF this far.  This is an additional demand on their time.  

I urge that the elected chapter officials make RDF a regular Chapter activity, just like Kumar 
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Purnima, Saraswati Puja etc, on alternate or third years. We also found the following steps are 
helpful for RDFs’ smooth operation and success: 

● Chapter President should select a chapter RDF coordinator early, who is proactive and an
enthusiastic Odia drama lover, concurrent with his or her term.

● In January and June of each year, the regional chapter coordinators should decide a mutually
convenient date, location and host city, of participating chapters of the region.

● The reservation of a hall should be preferably four to six months in advance, to get a quality
hall at a reasonable price (rents vary widely). It gives time to out-of-town teams to organize.
Hold it (i) between February-May for the Spring RDF, originally conceived to sync with
Odisha Day (April 1). (ii) Before October 15 for Fall RDF, syncing with Kumar Utsab but
the avoid snow storms where envisioned.

● Allow sufficient practice time in order to encourage new participants to join. Make wide
PUBLICITY, so it reaches all Odias, members and non-members in the region.

● Ensure all adult teams organize KID’S DRAMA teams and all visiting kids are given an
opportunity, to participate.

2. Financial grant from OSA National to Chapters for RDF and its viability:

● The finances are a matter of concern for all smaller chapters. RDFs are organized by the
Chapters with one of their regular programs. Thus the costs ($2,500 on an average) are
absorbed by the local Chapters, with the $800 grant from OSA National.

● Suggestions:
○ OSA raises the grant amount to $1,000 in future.
○ RDF can be financed by naming it after a deceased OSA member in his memory by

his friends and family. e.g. “XXX” Memorial RDF. The idea was proposed by Amar
Pani (TN.)

○ Chapters can sell ad-spaces in their brochures.
○ Steps should be taken to have a GENERAL EVENT INSURANCE by OSA, each

year – so that chapters do not have to buy a separate insurance coverage for the halls
rented for RDF and various chapter programs. This reduces the cost significantly.

○ Sync other children activities like Odia spelling bee, science talent test, Odia song
competition, etc.

● OSA grants encourage events which expose new immigrants/students to OSA activities.
This is a productive investment to recruit New members and should be an integral part of
RDFs. OSA national executives have in the past indicated they expect five new life or five
year members per RDF.

● GOAL: RDF in future shall be self-sustaining via ads, donations and/or sponsorship.

Recommendations: 

1. When a small-town resident, with only a few Odia families around, you should visit the
nearest RDF as audience. You will be welcomed so well that will be your second “Home coming”. 
Enthused? Then form your own drama team in your town, OSA Members or non-Members, no 
restrictions. 

2. ASK FOR HELP. To get A GOOD ODIA SCRIPT, a dress (eg. a Odisha’s constable
uniform) or sound (a typical cycle rickshaw honking in Cuttack street), you are only a phone call, 
e-mail, or a WhatsApp message away. Experienced group members eagerly share their expertise.
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 You contact them via odiadramagroup@yahoogroups.com, or WhatsApp RDF groups, or RDF 
coordinators: to access resources, seek help or share problems. . 

3. AVAILABILITY of eight good quality wireless mics, prevent lots of event day headache.
So urge organizers to upgrade mic quality and quantity and share the availability information with all 
teams.  

4. Discuss logistics with participating teams four weeks in advance, so there is time to resolve
inadequacies and constraints.

5. We have recently developed a FAQ about the RDF which is given in Reference 3.

Gratitude:  
This article won’t be possible without the interest and support of Sm. Swapnalata Rath,MI, a 
genuine at heart enthusiast and supporter of RDF. I am greatly indebted for her persistance and 
patience. 

Ref: 

1. OSA Regional Drama Festival - a Recap of 4 years By Sandip K. Dasverma
https://bit.ly/2yhngnK, Page 41 and 46.

2. A List of Dramas presented in RDFs since 2009 - as updated till April 2014
https://docs.google.com/spreadsheets/d/1WRhcpEuWAvzIY2o2qYR4hkS2Ap2dlK94XvhpJg4k2t
c/edit?usp=sharing

3. RDF - FAQ:
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1N9XJveOfNtntrSl38hZcFDCqUYF1WH38BtyAJ0y1mH
w/edit

4. State of OSA Regional Drama Festival in 2014: A Report:
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1z06X2ea5n_O3MxnC6m2Qh_EhNINBjD3hEuVLsjOq7
G4/edit

5. Regional Drama Festival, an Update by Sandip K. Dasverma
(https://docs.google.com/document/d/19Cooi8RHq9Q6mm_EBMRg5_xXMeNRvXsqvGhU1des
M8I/edit)
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Children’s Drama: Kanchi Abhijan 
RDF 2010, OSANE 
Photo by Nishikanta Sahoo 
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Children’s Drama: Satyara Jay 
RDF 2014, MI-OSA 
Photo by Swapnalata Mishra 
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Children’s Drama: Dharama 
RDF 2014, Dallas 
Photo by Tapas Sahoo 
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“Our Glory, Our Dream” 

      Top:: an example of the spirit-wear worn by the ladies of the MI-OSA community. Bottom left: 
The weavers for the project. Bottom right: An up close look at the border. 
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Dressing to Make a Difference 
Lyudmila Mishra 

For most women, the excitement about what they will wear for an OSA convention starts                             
long before they register for the event. Many will spend hours shopping for the perfect outfits and                                 
matching jewelry and accessories. They will adorn themselves in immaculate finery and then the                           
three days at the convention will zip by. Hundreds, if not thousands, of dollars will be spent in the                                     
hopes of creating the perfect image of style and elegance. Although their efforts will be                             
memorialized in the innumerable pictures and selfies that will be taken at the event, the effort will be                                   
relegated to the past, just as a memory.  

What if the same effort, time and money could be pooled together and channeled in a                               
manner that not only highlighted one’s external beauty, but also exemplified the beauty of the spirit                               
within? What if it left an impact not just on a moment captured in a picture, but in shaping lives for                                         
a better future? Those were the questions a group of progressive minded Odia ladies from Michigan                               
asked themselves. They wondered if they could dress in a manner that would truly reflect who they                                 
were, their spirit of service to the Michigan Odia community, their love for each other, their desire                                 
to leave a positive impact, and their pride in the Odia heritage.  

After a little brain-storming, these like-minded ladies decided to redirect a small portion of                           
their fashion budget and pool it together to make a social impact. They decided that they would                                 
order sarees directly from a weaver in Odisha, someone who made a living solely out of weaving                                 
traditional Odia sarees. By combining their saree orders, they could create an economic opportunity                           
for a family in a meaningful manner.  Maybe a father has been trying to save enough to conduct his                                     
daughter’s wedding, or a mother has been dreaming about sending her children to a good school, or                                 
perhaps a son is waiting to afford an expensive medical treatment for his elderly parents. If the                                 
money could be pooled together then perhaps it was potentially enough to help that family                             
overcome some of their financial hurdles. They also decided to make their sarees identical. This                             
would lessen the burden on the weaver, and it could become their “spiritwear”. 

A group of volunteers formed the Michigan Odia Ladies Spirit-Wear Committee, and using                         
social media they spread word about their idea. In just a few weeks, 65 women signed up to support                                     
the cause. With the help of family and friends in Odisha they were able to identify a weaver from a                                       
small village in Odisha whose life could be positively impacted. They collectively ordered a uniform                             
saree for each one of the supporters.  

The saree was designed to represent their Michigan identity in addition to their Odia roots.                             
The blue color of the body of the saree represented the blue waters of the Great Lakes that                                   
surround Michigan, and the thousands of inland lakes that adorn its landscape. The way the ladies                               
came up with the final design will remain memorable forever. Cheers to their spirit!   
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This spirit-wear would symbolize their: 

● Warm welcome to all the guests from           
other OSA chapters.

● The unity in mind and spirit as           
members of MI-OSA .

● Pride in their Odia culture and Odisha           
handlooms.

● Pride in the beauty of Michigan, the           
land of blue lakes.

● Desire to create a positive impact

It is the hope of the Michigan Odia Spirit-Wear committee that when the guests of the 
convention see these 65 women standing united, welcoming visitors with whole-hearted enthusiasm, 
they look beyond the saree that adorns them and look for the jewel that these women hold in their 
hearts—the desire to make a difference in even with the simple act of donning a saree.  

I would like to acknowledge the hard work and sincere efforts of my fellow members of the 
spirit-wear committee.  

Mrs. Swapnalata Rath, Mrs. Pushpita Das, Dr. Sangita Pradhan, Mrs. Sonali Seema, Mrs. 
Maitreyi Satapathy and Mrs. Swati Mishra 

I would also like to acknowledge all the enthusiastic participants, without whom this effort                           
would have never been successful. Some of them knew that they would not be able to attend the                                   
convention, but they still ordered a saree. 

    Aiswarya Mohanty 
Amita Pathak 

Ananya Pattanaik 
Anjali Mishra 
Atasi Mishra 

Divya Satapathy 
Dolly Sahoo 
Geeta Sahoo 

Jhilly Subuddhi 
Kajal Mishra 

Krishna Senapati 
Leena Pattanaik 

Lisa Bedbak 
Lyudmila Mishra 

Maitreyi Satapathy  
Mamata Sahoo  
Mamuni Padhi  
Manashi Mishra  
Manju Ray  
Meena Sahu  
Pinky Samal  
Pooja Acharya  
Punyatoya Sarangi  
Puspa Mohapatra  
Rajashri Nayak  
Rajeswari Behera  
Ranu Mohanty 
Rina Mohapatra 

Sangita Pradhan  
Sanjukta Mishra  
Sarbanee Mishra  
Seema Rout  
Shilu Swain  
Smriti Panda  
Soma Sahoo  
Sonali Mohanty  
Sunita Das  
Sunita Mohapatra 
Susmita Patra 
Swapnalata Rath  
Swati Mishra  
Swayamprava Panda  
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Madhumita Pattnaik 

Mamuni Swain 
Madhuri Panda 

Madhusmita Kota 

Ruby Das  
Rudrakshi Basantia  
Sandhya Mishra  
Sanghamitra Satapathy 

Sweta Jagadev  
Tuli Mohanty  
Uma Satapathy  
Veena Badapanda  

There are also  several other ladies who agreed to join the spirit-wear effort and will be wearing 
sarees of similar design and color to show their support. I would like to thank them for their 
enthusiastic participation too.  

Anita Mohanty  
Aseema Agasti 

Chitra Rout 
Julie Das 

          Lipsa Tripathy 

Lucy Mishra 
Nivedita Mishra 
Pragnya Bishi Acharya 
Puspa Nayak 

Ranju Samantray 
Rita Mallik 
Sanjukta Mishra 

Sunanda Mishra 
Tanushreee Subuddhi 

Mrs. Lyudmila Mishra is a proud member of Michigan OSA Chapter & MI Odia Ladies spirit-wear Committee. 

Editor’s Note: On behalf of the Spirit Wear team, my sincere thanks to Mrs. Itishree Pattanayak, for all her effort to 
make our dream come true by being the contact person between us and the weavers, and Mrs. Tanmaya S. Pradhan for 
helping us by shipping the saree from Bhubaneswar. - Swapnalata Mishra  

Drawing by Rayna Mohapatra 
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“Serenity” by Aseem Mishra (Troy, Michigan) 
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Across the Bridge 
In memory of those who have passed 

“The life of the dead is placed 

in the memory of the living.”  

— Marcus Tullious Cicero 
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Dr. Smriti Bardhan 
August 16, 1940–September 14, 2017 

Dr. Smriti Bardhan passed away at Vanderbilt University Medical Hospital on September 14, 
2017, from complications of pneumonia. Smriti was born to the late Nirmal Chandra and Suprabha 
Bardhan, in Balasore, Odisha, India on August 16, 1940. Grown up in a family of scholars, she 
received her education, including a Ph. D. in Genetics, in India. She was a professor of zoology in 
Odisha before coming to the United States in 1978. After a year as a visiting scholar at the 
Northwestern Medical School in Chicago, she moved to Nashville in 1979, which became her home 
for life. She continued her research in genetics, first at Meharry Medical College and then at 
Vanderbilt University. Her pioneering works on the identification of proteins to target tumor cells as 
well as cloning DNA, were published in Nature, a scientific journal.  

Known to many people as “Sejdi,” she was a kind, compassionate, and caring individual. She 
embraced and made friends with people of all ages and from all walks of life. She was actively 
engaged in community service, regularly organized and participated in cultural and spiritual activities. 
She was a devotee of Lord Jagannath and was an active member of the Sri Ganesh Temple.  
Known for her honesty, she was committed to her friends and family. She had boundless energy, 
and loved to help anyone in need.  In spite of her debilitating arthritis, she was fiercely independent 
and had an undying zest for life. She was and will remain an inspiration to one and all, on how to 
overcome the many hurdles in life. She is survived by three sisters, two brothers, two 
brothers-in-law, and many nieces and nephews. Her Odia friends in Nashville will always miss their 
Sejdi. 

This obituary was originally published in OSANet. 
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Smriti Di 
Dr. Bijoy M. Misra 

Dr. Smriti Bardhan passed away at Vanderbilt University Medical Hospital on September 14, 
2017 from complications of pneumonia. Smriti was born to Late Nirmal Chandra and Suprabha 
Bardhan, in Balasore, Odisha, India on August 16, 1940. Grown up in a family of scholars, she 
received her education, including Ph. D. in Genetics, in India. She was a professor of zoology in 
Odisha before coming to the United States in 1978. After a year at the Northwestern Medical School 
in Chicago, as a visiting Scholar, she moved to Nashville in 1979, which became her home for life. 
She continued her research in genetics, first at Meharry Medical College and then at Vanderbilt 
University. Her pioneering works on the identification of proteins to target tumor cells as well as 
cloning DNA, were published in Nature. 

Smriti di was one of the diligent and committed individuals who helped install the first Sri 
Jagannatha idol in the US through the effort of the Odias.  She continued to prepare food every 
week for the devotees to help continue the worship service.  She was noble, religious and extremely 
generous.I had met Smriti di in Virginia through my college brother Purushottam Babu, whose wife 
was a sister to her.  As a person with deep scientific interests she was reserved, soft-spoken and 
utterly curious. She was deeply affectionate and could easily own a person with her association and 
kindness. The encounters with her in Nashville in the decade of the '90s were most pleasant with the 
love befitting that of an elder sister. 

Nashville was blessed to have a set of Odia ladies who had formed a group to divide work 
for the weekly service at the temple.  Smriti di was one of the most dependable members in the 
group.  In spite of her sickness in the joints that she developed through the change of climate, Smriti 
di was a smiling volunteer for the service of the temple.  Living by herself, she had offered her 
energy to serve the cause of Sri Jagannatha.  

Jai Jagannatha. 

Dr. Bijoy M Misra lives in Lincoln, MA and is in the Faculty at Harvard University.  He is a physicist and a language 
specialist. He participated in the activities of the Odisha Society of the Americas in the early years doing plays and 
directing children’s activities. He was the Treasurer of the Society during 199-2001 and was instrumental in the Cyclone 
Relief Program organized by OSA 
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Dr. Dinyar Bhathena 
April 17, 1939 – November 3, 2017 

Dr. Dinyar Bhathena was born in Mumbai and moved to USA about 39 years ago after joining the 
teaching faculty at Wayne State University in Detroit, Michigan.  The calm and quiet gentleman was 
well-respected by his friends as well as the entire Michigan Odia community because of his simple, 
humble, and respectful nature.  

In Memory of Dr. Dinyar Bhathena 
Dr. Upasana “Nikki” Senapati 

I’m 14 years old. My mother has coaxed me into attending an Odia dinner party with the 
promise that my friends will be there. I scan the room and estimate that no one in attendance is 
under the age 35. I sigh in anticipation of a boring evening. As I turn to leave, I spot a small elderly 
gentleman with large rectangular glasses sitting quietly in the corner. I guess my mother kept her 
promise after all.  

I sit down next to Bhathena Uncle and tell him about the latest book I’ve been reading—a 
science fiction novel in which robots overtake the human race. We discuss the book for hours and 
topics span from the perils of modern-day technology to science and social responsibility. 

From elementary school to high school, Bhathena Uncle taught me math weekly. Lessons, 
however, weren’t limited to algebra and calculus; we would inevitably stray off-topic and have 
various whimsical yet profound conversations. Looking back, I appreciated his patience as an 
educator and his willingness to indulge my childhood curiosity. Questions such as “What if we had a 
robot apocalypse?” were always met with a thoughtful response.  
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Bhathena Uncle and I would watch countless hours of Food Network together. If I showed 
interest in a particular recipe, he would bring ingredients so we could cook together. In addition to 
the kitchen, we spent many hours in his car. He drove me to dance and tennis practice, dentist 
appointments, and as I got older, to the airport and medical school interviews.  

When he got sick, our roles reversed. I began cooking for him and driving him to doctor’s 
appointments and various errands. During this period, I realized how little I knew about him despite 
two decades’ worth of friendship. I learned that he had frequented the same Amish butcher shop 
weekly for the past ten years. When he entered the store, every employee came from behind the 
counter to embrace him. The week he was hospitalized for heart failure and didn’t come to the shop, 
the owners called him concerned for his health. While putting away his groceries, I found a 
pathology textbook, which I was surprised to learn that he had written a chapter in. During my years 
in medical school using the same textbook, he had never mentioned he was a co-author. I was 
helping move boxes in his apartment, when I uncovered a gold plaque awarding him “Faculty 
Member of the Year” at Wayne State University, where he had practiced, researched, and taught for 
decades. For a man who I had a myriad of conversations with, he rarely spoke about himself.  

Bhathena Uncle was a humble genius. He was a quiet observer, but florid conversationalist 
when prompted. He was a refined food critic who was grateful for any meal. He was eccentric yet 
understated. He was a traditionalist with a penchant for learning and discovery. He was selfless and 
kind.  

When I was 6 years old, aunties and uncles would smile and laugh when I proclaimed that 
Bhathena Uncle was my best friend. Years later, when it stopped being cute, I would continue to 
make the same claim. I miss my friend dearly and I don’t know where I would be without his love, 
support, and our amusing yet meaningful conversations. 

The writer of this tribute, Dr. Upasana Senapati, is the only daughter of OSA Benefactors Dr. Shishir and Krishna 
Senapati. She lives in Michigan. 

199 Urmi 2018



Dr. Subhas Mohapatra 
1941-2017 

One of the most active pioneer members of OSA, Dr. Subhas Mohapatra, passed  away on 
Friday, December 22, 2017, at his firm house in North Carolina. He was a passionate and involved 
member of OSA and the Odia community at large. Dr. Mohapatra had been very active both in 
OSA and his professional, educational, and agricultural research activities. OSA had conferred the 
Gopabandhu Das Memorial Award to him during the 2014 OSA Convention for his selfless service 
to OSA and Odisha. He contributed immensely in the field of the cultural, educational and social 
activities of OSA, especially as the organizer of Subrina Biswal competition in OSA conventions 
His contributions to Odisha in both India and USA are noteworthy. 

● “Dr. Mohapatra is a true Odia, not only by birth but in spirit and by work. His outstanding                                 
contribution to Odia society in the field of agricultural science, humanitarian assistance, and                       
Odisha development has made us proud; be it through OSA or his own charitable                         
organization, ‘Indo-American Friendship Foundation,’ or his academic route. Mr. Mohapatra                 
has always stood for Odisha, its culture and values.” - OSA Awards Committee

● Dr. Mohapatra experimented with different approaches to eradicate hunger and poverty in                     
rural Odisha.

● Through NGO partnerships, Dr. Mohapatra promoted interest-free micro finance to NGOs                   
and farmers, provides assistance in the form of technology, guidance and materials such as                         
seeds, fertilizer, and irrigation facilities.

● He pioneered soccer (football) in North Carolina, USA as coach, referee, and referee                       
administrator (1975-2005).

Dr. Mohapatra will be missed forever. He is survived by his wife Dr. Nirupama Mohapatra, his son                                 
Gautam, and his daughter Tanuja. 
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“Last Goodbye” 
Dr. Nirupama K. Mohapatra 

A cold December morning 
My brain is frozen 
My heart is cold 
My body shivers. 

What did I hear? 
My husband has “passed” 
But, he did not take a test! 

He is gone? 
But I am not finished 

Talking; Nagging; and Complaining. 
Most of All, I am not done loving him! 

Please God, 
Give me one minute with him 

Just to hold him tight 
Feel his heart beat 

And tell him, please take me with you. 
We are a team. 

Nirupama married Subhas Babu in Boston, Massachusetts, at the age of 20. Their love affairs lasted 52 years. 

*** 
Aja (Grandfather) 

“A tribute to Dr. Subhas C. Mohapatra” 
Aryan Das 

Aja was very kind and caring towards everyone. He took a lot of pride in his research, and invited me                                       
to visit his farm several times. I always wished I could visit his farm, but never got a chance to. I deeply regret                                             
not going there. I wanted him to know that I appreciated his research and him by visiting the place he took so                                           
much pride in. I know he would have been happy if anyone visited or looked at his work. Aja was a role                                           
model to me. He was very active and worked hard. I have not seen people with as much energy as he had. He                                             
was very sociable towards everyone and I enjoyed talking with him. I used to have conversations with him                                   
about how he played soccer in India.  

I will miss him, and I am very grateful I met a person as amazing as him. 

Subhas babu was Aja to all second generation Odia children in Southeast chapter. Aryan Das, a ninth grader, lives with                                       
parents Sivabarate and Romita Das in Cary, NC. 
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Dr. Subhas Chandra Mahapatra: “The Farmer’s Agriculturist” 
Dr. Bijoy M. Misra  

Subhas babu, “Subhas bhaina” to many, was an Odia institution in the US. Coming from a                               
distinguished family in Dhenkanal district, he studied botany and became a student leader.                         
Diminutive and fairly articulate, he was mission-oriented and principled to the core. All Odias must                             
have enough to eat and that no progress was possible without feeding the population was his                               
internal call. He invented methods, coached farmers, and did numerous boot camps to help increase                             
the productivity of the land. He exported his technique free of charge to many corners of the world                                   
to benefit the hungry and improve the quality of life of people. 

He was one of the early pioneers in establishing the Odisha Society of the Americas and                               
helped to build it as a viable organization with the proper by-laws and the rules of registration. He                                   
made it a routine to attend the annual Conventions and helped as a barefoot volunteer for any                                 
activity on site. He was a worker par-excellence, he never knew how to rest. His whistle blowing to                                   
guide people into files was a sight at each Convention. He invested money in prizes to help locate                                   
talents among the immigrant children. Though many disagreed with him on the process and the                             
evaluation, one cannot but admire his zeal and enthusiasm in riding over the stage and getting the                                 
children engaged.  

He created a parallel non-profit organization called Indo-American Friendship Forum to                     
sponsor the prizes. He made his home in the warm climate of North Carolina and was at his best                                     
working at his farm in tracking down his new inventions. The inventions included development                           
through air hygrometry, soil conservation with restricted foot-print plant specimens, and                     
gravity-induced inverted farming. On annual trips to Odisha he hosted training camps in teaching                           
the farmers to grow more food with limited resources. His methods did gain acceptance in other                               
countries. A driven man to modernity and technological advancement, his views were from the                           
point of view of the man in the field. A poor man has no language and no time for culture. The                                         
society must feed him and clothe him. Subhas babu was his friend, his protector. He made a                                 
difference in the lives of many. He made a mark in the community for his principled workmanship                                 
and singular determination in increasing the food production for the average farmer! Subhas babu                           
was a brother and a well-wisher! 

The power that he was got a break a year ago through a stroke. Though a bit slowed down,                                     
he continued his usual pace for a year. On Dec. 22, 2017, he left the mortal body while in sleep! The                                         
earth took him in her laps without making noise or commotion! His inventions would continue to                               
help people! 
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Prof. Chandrasekhar Rath 
October 10, 1929 - February 2, 2018 

Prof. Chandrasekhar Rath has been a deep thinker, eloquent speaker, athlete, and fascinating                         
writer touching all genres of literature, a creative artist with his hands on sculpting, painting, clay                               
modeling, doodling, carvings on wood and stone, and an inspiring professor par excellence with                           
pupils all over the world.  Many awards and doctorates were conferred on him for his illustrious                               
work in the fields of education, oration and literature. He has been a spiritually realized person:                               
austere, straight and unbending. A complete man who assimilated all aspects of culture and art; and                               
disseminated the Indian values in India and abroad. 

Born on October 17, 1929, Prof. Rath still stands out among his contemporary writers in                             
Odia literature for his remarkable background and contributions to diverse literary genres like                         
belle-letters, fiction and poetry. His strong roots in the legacy of a traditional Indian family gave him                                 
an early exposure to scriptural Sanskrit which is the fount of his pan-Indian thought and philosophy.                               
Degrees in Mathematics and English gave him both precision of expression and a rich sensibility for                               
literatures available through English. In Lucknow, he studied English literature under Prof.                       
N.K.Siddhanta, an eminent scholar from Oxford. Acharya Narendra Dev was his Vice-Chancellor                       
and Dr. Shankar Dayal Sharma taught him law and others who played vital role in shaping                               
post-independent India. He himself was an example of whatever he taught.   

His writings form a rich tapestry of sensibility in their depth, dimension and diverse pictures                             
of life with an inherent urge to unfold the ultimate truth through simplicity, charm and glitter of                                 
poetic prose to entice the reader, thus creating his new genre of essays. While continuing to write his                                   
essays, he seamlessly changed to a powerful story writer. He believed that every form has its own                                 
identity and all that can be told in a short story cannot be expressed in an essay.  

He has three novels, 16 volumes of short stories, nine volumes of essays, and four volumes                               
of poetry in his mother tongue, Odia. As rightly assessed by critics, his three novels form a trilogy of                                     
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a thesis, antithesis, and synthesis viz. Yantrarudha story of hoary traditions and time honoured                           
values of life,  Asurya Upanivesha, exposes the total absence of values in a world of darkness while                                 
the third one Nav Jataka is a transcendence of values to superhuman heights. They seem to                               
represent the past, the present, and the future of mankind in the Indian perspective.  

Rathasaptaka is sheer emotional profound poetry in prose laced with scriptural erudition                       
woven around Lord Jagannath and Rath Yatra. The other is Pathachakra Diary, a record of reflections                               
and meditations inspired by Sri Aurobindo’s philosophy. He also translated the commentary of                         
Acharya Shankara on the Bhagwad Gita into Odia. Ritu Chitrashala, unique Sanskrit Composition                         
with his own English rendering (Picture Gallery of Seasons and other Compositions) and hundreds                           
of his poems in English were released in the Hyderabad Literary Festival. 

Prof. Rath has probably a much larger number of admirers of his oratory in India and                               
abroad than he has readers of his books. His speeches were ex tempore and at ease. He  addressed at                                     
Bharatiya Bhasha Parishad (Calcutta) 1991, Divine Life Society (Rishikesh) on 125 th Birth                       
Anniversary of Swami Shivananda 1991, The Parliament of Religions: Centenary Celebration of                       
Vivekananda’s Chicago Address (Calcutta) 1993, Foundation Day Oration, Ramakrishna Mission                   
Institute of Culture (Calcutta) 1994, Swami Vivekananda Birthday Oration Patna &                     
Lucknow1995-96, Institute of Human Studies (Hyderabad)1998, Religio-cultural Assemblies (USA                 
and Canada)1999, Sri Aurobindo Ashram, Delhi Branch 1998-2002, All India Senior Citizens Study                         
Camps (Nainitaal):Spiritual Orations  10 days every year during 1998-2002 on the Gita, The                         
Upanishads, The Life Divine, Supramental Manifestations, The Mother; Speeches in public forum in                         
Lucknow University, 2008, Public Speeches on Sri Aurobindo’s Philosophy & Indian Cultural                       
Heritage at Singapore,2009, Addresses in Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan, Bhubaneswar,2009-12,                 
Renaissance International Orations, 2010-12, Nilakantha Memorial Oration, Bhubaneswar 2013                 
(YouTube), Swabhiman Divas Oration, Aama Odisha, 2014 (Sambad Aam Odisha Website), Think                       
Literature:Keynote Address, 2013 (Youtube). 
In addition, World Union meetings were conducted by him once every month for several years as an                                 
exercise of introspection and spiritual seeking.  
Seminal Research: 
Papers presented in conferences and seminars exceed a hundred, to name a few:. 
Indian Council of Philosophical Research, New Delhi has included two papers in their                         
prestigious 100 volume encyclopedia: The Yogic Experiences of Mahima Dharma; The Yoga                       
of Chaitanya Mahaprabhu 
Institute of Orissan Culture, Bhubaneshwar included in their special volumes released after                       
National level seminars: New Face of Shaktism in Odisha. The Cultural Root in the                           
Mahabharata; The Legend & Symbol of Lord Jagannath. 
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Literary Awards and Recognitions: 
Prajatantra Vishuva Swikruti 1963&1967, Prajatantra Vishuva Award (Essays), 1971, Dharitree                   
Recognition (Comprehensive), 1979,Odisha Sahitya Akademi(Novel), 1973, Odisha Sahitya               
Akademi(Essays),1978, Sarala Award (Stories),1982, Sambalpur University Bharat Chandra Award,1989,                 
Jaggannath Samman (Comprehensive),1997, Sahitya Akademi National Award (Stories),1997, Hutch                 
Crossword Book Award for novel Yantrarudha,(Translated title Astride the Wheel), 2004, D.Litt.by                       
Lucknow University, 2008, Kadambini Award, 2010, Atibadi Jagannath Das Award, 2010, Sahitya Bharati                         
Award, 2011, D.Litt by Utkal University of Culture in 2012, Utkal Sahitya Samaj Lifetime Member Award,                               
2015, Chaturdhaa Samman, 2017. 
Padmashri (2018) 

Submitted by Dr. Sitikantha Dash, OSA Benefactor 

Writer detail: Sashibhusan Rath 

Photo by Swapnalata Mishra (Rath)
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“I want to be the bridge to the next 
generation.” — Michael Jordan 

“The Mighty MAC” by Sangram Sahu 
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OSA Awards 
OSA Nomination-Based Awards 

2018 

Distinguished Odia Award 
Dr. Annapurna Pandey 

Arun Das Memorial Kalashree Award 
Kuku Das 

Subrina Biswal Award for Academic Excellence 
Devyesh Satpathy 

Yuva Kala Vikas Award 
Sabrina Khuntia 

2017 
OSA Nomination-Based Awards 

Dr. Sukant Mohapatra – Distinguished Odia Award 
Dr. Basant Mohapatra – Arun Das Memorial Kalashree Award 

Ms. Jessika Baral – Subrina Biswal Award for Academic Excellence 
Mr. Anshuman Mishra – Youth Volunteer Award 

Meghna Memorial Award for Creative Writing (Senior) 
Amrita Sahu, VA (1st Prize) 

Priyanka Choudhury, NJ (2nd Prize) 
Aaryana Rajanala, NJ (3rd Prize) 

Meghna Memorial Award for Creative Writing (Junior) 
Sumedha Jena, NJ (1st Prize) 

Ananya Pradhan, NJ (2nd Prize) 
Dhruv Das, MD(3rd Prize) 
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These participants received Outstanding Performance Award Certificates for               
their excellent performances during the 48th OSA Convention. In addition,                   
each participant received a $100 Amazon gift card.

Subrina Biswal Performing Arts-Junior 
Anisha Senapati 
Abhinna Das 
Adwaita Das 

Subrina Biswal Performing Arts -Senior 
Saheb Panda 

Alisha Senapati 

Odissi-Champu-Chhanda 
Sanjana sahoo 
Aditya Patnaik 

Ankita Mohapatra 

Odia Vocabulary 
Abhinna Das 
Anisha Senapati 
Aditya Patnaik 

Odia Speech 
Ankita Mohapatra 

Alisha Senapati 
Aryaman Mohapatra 

Sameksha Mohapatra 

OSA Got Talent-Tiny Tot 
Adwaita Das 
Adwait Patnaik 
Tanvi Mishra 

OSA Got Talent- Junior 
Shobhna Sahoo, Eesha Ray 

Aditya Patnaik 
Abhinna Das 

Debasnata and Debabandya Dash 

OSA Got Talent- Senior 
Saheb Panda 

Alisha & Anisha Senapati 
Anand Das 

Sanjana Sahoo and Anwesha Sarangi 
Dev Satpathy 

Ankita Mohapatra 
Aryaman Mohapatra 

2017 Pramode Patnaik Inter-Chapter Drama 
Washington DC and Ohio Chapter (joint recipients) 
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jÕ`Ð]LÑ¯…  

1993 eÊ 2018 ... HL JXÞA `ÍÐZe dÐ[ÍÐ 

  JXÞA Í̀ÐZe A^Ðe Í̀bÊ SN_ðÐ\*Ê `ÍZÐc SZÐB jÕ`Ð]LÑ¯ bÐÒa D`yÐ`_Ð LeÊRÞ _ÞS @Ò= _ÞbÐ L\Ð dÐkÐ 

LÞ JjÐ `eÞjeÒe ÒcÐe @ªÞ[ée `eÞQ¯e LÐeZ Ð 

  HbÞ[Òe cÊÜ H Ò]hÒe `QÞh aià aÞÒ[B jÐeÞRÞ Ð jc¯ LÊAXÊ AÒj LÊAÒX dÐH j[Òe ! LÐmÞ bfÞ mÐÒN _ËA 

SÐNÐ _ËA SÑa_ ÒhßfÑLÊ A`ÒZB Ò_aÐLÊ Ò_B _ÞS bÞ[Òe QÐmÞ\ÐH dÊw Ð jLÐÒf QÐ' Þ̀'mÐ ÒaÒf,  JXÞA Mae 

LÐNS LÊ ÒMÐSÊ\ÞaÐ AlÞ ]ÊBVÐ AD jÐeÐ ]Þ_ JXÞA Òe L\Ð ]ÊB `] hÊZÞaÐLÊ Do_ LÐ_ ]ÊBVÐe @bÞÒdÐNÒe 

kó]¯ bÐeÐLÍÐ« ÒkÐB eÊÒk Ð H ]ÊÓM LÐkÐLÊ LkÞ kÊH_Þ Ð LkÞÒm ÒmÐÒL kjÞÒa, LkÞÒa HÒ[ aÐV AÒceÞLÐ @ÐjÞLÞ 

H¯Ð ÒMÐSÊRÞ Ò[Ð c_ Ð  LÞ«Ê _ LkÞ aÞ ekÞ kÊH_Þ, ÒmÐL kjÐ aÞ kÊH  Ð aÐ`Ð cÐ, `eÞaÐe, jÐ= jÐ\Ñ*Ê RÐXÞ aÞaÐke 

[Þ_Þ aià `Òe jéÐcÑ* `ÐÒM `kqÞaÐ `Òe Òd cÊÜ JXÞhÐe cÐVÞ `ÐZÞ `a_LÊ TÊeÞaÞ, JXÞA bÐiÐe aÔakÐe _ LeÞ 

cÊÜ aÔ\ú[ ÒkaÞ, HkÐ \ÞmÐ ÒcÐ `ÐBÜ AhÐ[Ñ[ Ð Òahç LÞRÞ ]Þ_ mÐNÞNmÐ aÊTÞaÐLÊ, HkÐkÞÜ ja Ê\ÐBaÞ c_ bÞ[Òe LÞRÞ 

ÒNÐÒV MÐmÞ MÐmÞ mÐNÊ\ÞaÐe LÐeZ Ð H bÞ[Òe `eÞQ¯ kÊH yÐ_Ñ¯ JXÞA `eÞaÐe cÐ_* jkÞ[ Ð 1993 cjÞkÐ 

JjÐ L_çÒb_çj_çLÊ Ò_B jcÒª MÊaç DjúÐkÞ[ \Ð«Þ Ð Í̀[Þ j©ÐkÒe LÐkÐ _Ð LÐkÐ OÒe HLÐWÞ ÒkÐB, AjÊ\ÞaÐ 

cÒkÐjúae ÒdÐS_Ð QÐmÞ\ÐH Ð jaÊ \e dÐB kÊH_Þ, LÞ«Ê ÒdD \e dÐB `ÐÒe_Þ, jcª*Ê HaÕ jcª* kÐ[ [ÞAeÞ 

aÞbÞ_ð Í̀LÐee euÐLÊ OÒe ajÞ TÊeÊ\ÐH Ð AD ÒdÒa dÐH,  _Ð_Ñ @`ÐcÐÒ_ Òjðk hÍwÐÒe aÒfB aÒfB MÊ@Ð«Þ 

AD jÊte bÐÒa aÐuÞaÊuÞLÞ OeLÊ Ò]aÐL ÊaÞ bÊm«Þ_Þ Ð LÐeZ `Í\c[Ó _ËA AÒceÞLÐ @ÐjÞ\ÐH, [Ð jÐ=LÊ @[ÞÞ hÑOÍ 

cÐ ÒkaÐLÊ dÐD\ÐH Ð Òj A]e jLúÐe bÞ[Òe ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf ÒcÐ bÞ[ee MÐmÞ MÐmÞ mÐNÊ\ÞaÐ bÐa AÒª AÒª 

a]fÞaÐÒe mÐNÞmÐ Ð [Ð bÞ[Òe L_çÒb_çj_çç AjÞmÐ, HÒ[ JXÞA ÒmÐL*Ê AÒceÞLÐÒe HLÐWÞ Ò]MÞaÐ ÒcÐe LÁ_Ð 

[Ñ[ \ÞmÐ Ð Òjðk ÒjßÐkÐ~àÔÒe `eÞ Ë̀Àà JXÞA `eÞÒah ÒcÐÒ[ j[Òe aÞÒbÐe LeÞ\mÐ Ð L_çÒb_çj_ç jeÞaÐ`Òe 

jcÒª _ÞS Oe jÕjÐeÒe aÔª ekÞÒm Ð Oe `ÐÒM \ÞaÐ jÑcÞ[ ÒmÐL* jkÞ[ jÕ`Là aYÞmÐ Ð jcÒª Í̀Ð¯ a¯jÒe 

Òahç aX \ÞÒm ÒcÐ'WÊ Ð cÊ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf _ÑXVÞH aÐuÞaÐe jé`ð Ò]MÊ\ÞmÞ, ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf ÒjcÐ_* bÞ[eÊ ÒLkÞ ÒLkÞ 

hË_Ô _ÑXLÊ jSÐXÞ _ËA SÑa_e _Ñea[ÐLÊ  A`ÒZBaÐe  `Í¯Ðj LeÊ\Òm Ð @_Ô jca¯²cÐÒ_ aÞ \ÞÒm ÒdDÜ 

cÐÒ_ _ÞS _ÑX e aÔª[Ð aÐ  ÒLÐfÐkfÒe ÒkD aÐ _ÑX NYÞaÐe jé`ð bÞ[Òe ÒkD c³Þ ekÞ\ÞÒm Ð LÞ«Ê _Ð_Ñ 

@`ÐcÐ_* jkÞ[ jÕ`Là aYÞmÐ Ð LÐeZ a¯jÒe, @_ÊbaÒe @Ò_L [Ðe[cÔ \Òm aÞ Ace ÒNÐVÞH @_Êba jÐ^ÐeZ 

\ÞmÐ, AÒc JXÞhÐLÊ TÊeÊ\ÞmÊ Ð cÊÜ _ËA AjÞ\ÞmÞ, TÊeÞaÐ jéÐbÐaÞL Ð cÐ[Í ÒjcÐÒ_ [Ð* SÑa_e HL aX jc¯ 

AÒceÞLÐÒe LÒVB jÐeÞmÐ `ÒeaÞ ÒdDÜ JXÞhÐLÊ RÐXÞ AjÞ\ÞÒm ÒjB JXÞhÐe jêó[ÞLÊ ÒLaf kó]¯ bÞ[Òe jÐB[Þ 

eMÞ _\ÞÒm, _Þ[Þ ]Þ_e SÑa_Òe aÞ JXÞA ÒkB ekÞ\ÞÒm Ð [Ð* SÑa_ ÒhßfÑÒe AÒceÞLÐÒe \ÐB aÞ  JXÞA 

jÐcÐSÞL SÑa_e HL aÞÒhi bËcÞLÐ \ÞmÐ Ð euÐaYÐ, ÒahbËiÐ , OeLeZÐ, L\ÐaÐrÐà Òjðk hÍwÐ jaÊWÞ _ÞRL JXÞA 

`Ze RÐ` \ÞmÐ Ð ÒjcÐ_* jÐ=Òe jc¯ LÒVBmÐ ÒaÒf cÊÜ bÊmÞdÐH cÊÜ JXÞhÐÒe _ÊÒkÜ cÞQÞNÐ_ç Òe @RÞ Ð jÊM 

]ÊÓMe SÑa_e ÒRÐV aX L\ÐLÊ Ò_B ÒjcÐ_* D`Ò]h, ÒjcÐ_* jkÞ[ kj  MÊjÞ, _ËA Aj\ÞaÐ JXÞA `eÞaÐeLÊ 

jéÐN[ LeÞaÐ , aÞ]Ð¯ Ò_B dÐB\ÞaÐ ỀeÊZÐ jÐ=*Ê cÒ_ `ÒLBaÐ, JXÞA Ë̀SÐ `aà `aàÐZÞ `Ðf_ LeÞaÐ, `e¸e 

jkÞ[ jÊM ]ÊÓMÒe WÞ@Ð ÒkaÐ, HcÞ[Þ @Ò_L @_Êba Ò_B NYÞ DWÞmÐ ÒcÐe cÞQÞNÐ_ç JXÞA jcÐS jkÞ[ A«eÞL 

jÕ`Là  Ð 
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 ÒcÐ @SÐZ[Òe j©ÐkÐ«LÊ cÊÜ @Ò`lÐ LeÞ eÊÒk ÒdDÜWÞ jcª* jkÞ[ Ò]MÐ Òka Ð cÐjLÊ ̀ ÍÐ¯ ]ÊB\e cÊÜ ÒjcÐ_*Ê 

HLÐWÞ Ò]ÒM , HcÞ[Þ Í̀Ð¯ j©Ðk @«Òe JXÞA `eÞaÐe cÞf_ÑÒe Ac SÑa_ ANLÊ aYÞmÐ Ð JXÞhÐ RÐXÞ AjÞ\ÞaÐe 

]ÊÓM mÐOa ÒkaÐÒe ÒjB jaÊ JXÞA cÞf_Ñe [ `ÍbÐa _Þ¾¯ ekÞ\ÞmÐ Ð  

  [ÐeÞ bÞ[Òe Ac _ÑX e ÒLÐfÐkf aYÞ QÐmÞmÐ Ð ]ÊB TÞ@ S_ê ÒkB aYÞÒm,  jÐ= jÐ\Ñ* jkÞ[ ÒMfÞaÐ `ÐBÜ  

cÞQÞNÐ_ç JXÞA jcÐS ]éÐeÐ AÒ¯ÐSÞ[ Djúa NÊXÞL Ac SÑa_LÊ Djúa cÊMe LmÐ Ð `eÞÒahLÊ Ò_B AceÞLÑ¯ 

`eÕ`eÐe `ÍbÐa [ Þ̀mÐcÐ_* SÑa_Òe `XÞaÐ jéÐbÐaÞL, LÞ«Ê AÒceÞLÐÒe  ekÞ JXÞA jÕ²ó[Þ J `eÕ`eÐLÊ LÞRÞ 

@ÕhÒe `ÞmÐcÐ_*e _ÞLVaràÑ LeÐBaÐ Òd AahÔL, AD Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ JXÞA jcÐSe bËcÞLÐ NÊeÊré̀ ËÀà Ð HL\Ð AÒc 

@_Êba LmÊ Ð AÒª AÒª  ÒNÐVÞH @_ÊºÐ_ bÐaÒe cÞQÞNÐ_ç JXÞA jcÐSe bËcÞLÐ, AD [Ðe jbÔ jbÔÐ cÐ_*e 

]Ð¯Þ[é J LràaÔ, SÐ[Ñ¯ - A«àSÐ[Ñ¯ ªeÒe JjÐe bËcÞLÐ cÊÜ aÊTÞmÞ Ð 199 4 cjÞk _ÞDSjàÑ JjÐ L_çÒbj_ç `Òe  

2000 cjÞkÐÒe ỀZÞ \Òe _ÐhçbÞmç JjÐ L_çÒb_çj_çÒe ÒdÐN Ò]aÐe jÊÒdÐN AjÞmÐ  Ð ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf Þ̀mÐ cÐÒ_ 

VÞÒL aX ÒkB dÐB\ÞÒm Ð  ÒkÐÒVmçe Í̀[Þ ÒLÐZ @_ÊÒLÐZÒe JXÞAÒe L\ÐaÐràÐ hÊZÞ aX TÞ@e Í̀[ÞLÍÞ¯Ð... ""jcÒª 

L'Z HWÞ JXÞAÒe L\Ð ÒkDR«Þ cÐcÐÐ''... Òd[ÞLÞ A_t ]Ð¯L \ÞmÐ Òj[ÞLÞ A¾dàÔS_L \ÞmÐ ÒcÐ `ÐBÜ Ð aÐecéÐe  

JXÞAÒe LÊk! JXÞ@ÐÒe LÊk ! LkÞaÐLÊ ̀ XÊ\ÞaÐ TÞ@LÊ LÞRÞ _ LkÞaÞ HcÞ[Þ HL ̀ eÞÒahÒe Òj @QÐ_L jé[Ó JXÞAÒe 

L\ÐaÐràÐ LeÞa ÒcÐe LÁ_Ð[Ñ[ \ÞmÐ Ð ÒkÐÒVmçÒe HÒ[ JXÞA ÒmÐL*Ê HLÐWÞ Ò]MÞ ÒcÐ jÐ_ TÞ@ bÐaÞmÐ AÒc 

JXÞhÐ dÐBRÊ, [Ð bÞ[Òe Òj [Ð JXÞhÐÒe \ÞaÐ bÐBbDZÑ*Ê ÒMÐSÊ\ÞmÐ Ð ÒjkÞ JjÐ cqÒe Í̀\c \e `ÐBÜ JXÞA 

_ÐVL `eÞÒaiZ LeÞ cÞQÞNÐ_ç JjÐLÊ JjÐ SÐ[Ñ¯ ªeÒe j®Ð_Þ[ LeÐB `ÐeÞaÐe @__Ô @_Êba HÒaaÞ ÒcÐÒ[ 

AÒcÐ]Þ[ LÒe Ð jÐ\Ñ LfÐLÐecÐ_* bÞ[Òe \ÞÒm jéNàÑ¯ Òkc« Òj_Ð`[Þ J jéNàÑ¯Ð jéÀà Òj_Ð`[Þ( LÊ_Þ @`Ð) Ð 

`earàÑ jc¯Òe Òkc« aÐaÊ ÒcÐÒ[ LkÞ\ÞaÐ L\Ð HÒa aÞ cÒ_ `XÞÒm AlÞLÊ mÊk AÒj, "" Ae L_çÒbj_ç `ÐBÜ 

[Ê HÒaWÊ ÒmMÐ Aec÷ LeÞÒ]'', `e aià L_çÒbj_ç ÒafLÊ Òj AD Ac jÐ=Òe _\ÞÒm Ð LÊ_Þ @`ÐaÞ AD _ÐkÐ«Þ 

Ð ÒjB ]ÊBSZ* bÞ[Òe \ÞaÐ JXÞA Í̀ÐZLÊÊ ÒcÐe h[ `ÍZÐc Ð cÞQÞNÐ_ç JjÐÒe ÒjcÐ_* jêó[Þ HÒaaÞ D³ÑaÞ[ Ð 

   AÒceÞLÐ AjÞaÐ`Òe JXÞA jÐkÞ[Ô WÐeÊ ]ËÒeB dÞaÐLÊ aÐ^Ô ÒkB \ÞmÞ Ð cÐ[Í JXÞA ÒmMÐ `YÞaÐ `ÐBÜ JjÐ 

ÒjÐÒb_Þ¯eç \ÞmÐ aià aià ^eÞ ÒcÐe HLcÐ[Í @Ð^Ðe Ð auÊ aÐua, JXÞA jÐ= cÐ_* OeLÊ NÒm cÐNÞ aÒj _ËA 

jêeZÞLÐ, d]Þ \ÐH ]Þ@«Þ, `YÞdÐH ÒNÐÒV _ÞÓhéÐjÒe Ð LÞRÞ ÒLÐDWÞ kSÞdÐB\ÞaÐ cËmÔaÐ_ LÞRÞ AD\Òe `ÐBNmÐ 

bfÞ mÐÒN Ð ÒjB jaÊ JXÞA jÕ`Ð]L, jÕ`Ð]ÞLÐ, ÒmML  J ÒmMÞLÐ cÐ_*Ê ÒcÐe jÐejé[ Í̀ZÐc Ð HWÞLÞ AjÞ 

SÑa_Òe akÊ[ LÞRÞ `ÐBRÞ j[, LÞ«Ê TÊeÞ ÒkBRÞ ASÑa_ JXÞA bÐiÐ AD jÐkÞ[Ô e jÐ_Þ^ÔLÊ Ð a¯j jÐ=Òe 

Òj @_Êbae NbÑe[Ð AkÊeÞ aYÊRÞ Ð 

  2003 cjÞkÐÒe aÞsÐ_Ñ @`Ð* DjúÐkeÊ, ÒcÐ bÞ[Òe jÐejé[ ¸ókÐ `Ê_SàÐNeZ ÒkmÐ Ð cÊÜ jêeZÞLÐLÊ LaÞ[Ð J 

N` `ÒWBaÐ Aec÷ Le\ÞÞmÞ Ð 1993 cjÞkÐ `Òe 2007 cjÞkÐÒe cÞQÞNÐ_ç JjÐ ỀZÞ\Òe L_çÒb_çj_ç ]Ð¯Þ[é 

Ò_B j$f[Ðe hÑià c¨_ LeÞ\ÞmÐ Ð cÞQÞNÐ_ç JjÐe @^ÔlÐ hÍÑc[Ñ LÍÞiðÐ Òj_Ð`[Þ * @_ÊÒeÐ^Òe cÊÜ jêeZÞLÐ 

]Ð¯Þré Ò_B\ÞmÞ Ð jêeZÞLÐ ]Ð¯Þré Òe \ÐB SÐ[Ñ¯ ªeÒe JjÐe @_Ô LÞRÞ ÒmML ÒmMÞLÐ* jkÞ[ ÒdÐNÐÒdÐN 

LeÞaÐe jÊÒdÐN `ÐB\ÞmÞ Ð ÒjcÐ_* bÞ[Òe \ÞaÐ JXÞhÐ Í̀[Þ bÐa J JjÐ `Í[Þ ekÞ\aÐ j]ç bÐaÒe cÊÜ ÒjcÐ_* 

JXÞA Í̀ÐZLÊ ÒbVÞ\ÞmÞ Ð ÒcÐe DjúÐk ]ÞéNÊZÞ[ ÒkB\ÞmÐ Ð 

, 
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  2007 cjÞkÐ `Òe ]ÑOà HNÐe aià `Òe `ÊZÞ\Òe cÊ HÒa 2018 JjÐ jêeZÑLÐ jÕ`Ð]_Ðe ]Ð¯Þ[é Òe Ð @Ò_L 

LÞRÞ a]fÞ dÐBRÞ Ac QÐeÞ `Ve ]Ê_ÞA Ð H bÞ[Òe JjÐe jbÔ jÕMÔÐ aówÞ jkÞ[ AÒceÞLÐÒe JXÞA jÐkÞ[Ôe 

JjÐ `eÞÒah aÐkÐÒe dÒ\½ @bÞaówÞ OVÞRÞ Ð JXÞA jÐkÞ[Ôe `ÍaÐk OÒe OÒe `Í[Þh[ÞÍÊ cÐ^ÔcÒe `kÒqBaÐ 

@NÍS Í̀[Þc, hÍÑ j[Ô `p_Ð¯L*e aÔ¦ÞN[ Í̀ÒQ½Ð J `Í[ÞhÍÊ[Þ aÐªaÞL Í̀hÕj_Ñ¯ Ð HB Í̀ÒQ½Ð `ÐBÜ ÒLaf SÒZ 

ÒmMÞLÐ bÐaÒe _ÊÒkÜ DnÒLÐVÑe JXÞA jÐkÞ[Ôe `ÐWÞLÐ bÐaÒe cÊÜ D`Ló[ Ð ÒLÒa ÒLÒa BRÐ kÊH ..."" AÓ HB 

Í̀LÐee jÊaÞ^Ð jÊÒdÐN ÒcÐÒ[ ANeÊ cÞfÞ _\Ð«Ð! Ð aÞN[ 25 aià bÞ[Òe JXÞA jÐkÞ[Ôe cÊÜ AD VÞLÞH @^ÞL 

_ÞLV[e ÒkB `ÐeÞ\Ð«Þ Ð'' jcLÐfÑ_ ÒmML ÒmMÞLÐ cÐÒ_ `e¸ee _ÞLV[e ÒkB `ÐeÞaÐe jÊÒdÐN cÞfÞRÞ Ð 

aÞbÞ_ð yÐ_Òe JjÐ `eÞjeÒe/JjÐ `eÞje aÐkÐÒe JXÞA `ÐWQLÍ, Òa[Ðe cÐ^ÔcÒe JXÞA bÐiÐe Í̀jÐeZ, 

]ËebÐiÑ¯ LaÞ[Ð `ÐW B[ÔÐ]Þe AÒ¯ÐS_ aÞ ÒkDRÞ Ð Ò$jç aÊLç J kéÐVçj A`ç e bËcÞLÐ H\Þ`ÐBÜ dÒ\½ ekÞRÞ Ð 

[Ð jÐ=Òe `eÞarà_ ÒkBRÞ @_Ô QÐ ç̀Vçe cÐ_* bfÞ cÞQÞNÐ_çe JXÞ@Ð jÐcÐSÞL SÑa_ Ð JXÞhÐ aÐkÐÒe aYÞ\ÞaÐ 

JXÞA J JXÞhÐ jkÞ[ ÒaßaÐkÞL jË[ÍÒe auÐ @ZJXÞA cÐ_*e JjÐ `Í[Þ @ÐNÍk aYÞRÞ Ð ]ÊÓMe L\Ð XÞSÞVÐmç dÊNÒe 

EcàÞLÊ akÞ bÐaÒe `ÍLÐh aÞ`lÒe @Ò_L Ð @_çmÐB_ç EcàÞ DÒ~hÔ jÐ^_ LeÞa ÒaÐmÞ ÒjcÐ_*e ]óY aÞhéÐj Ð  

  _ËA ỀeÊZÐ jbÔ jbÔÐ*e @bÞ_a QÞ«Ð^eÐ _ËA ÒdÐS_Ðe `eÞLÁ_ÐÒe, HÒa cÞQÞNÐ_ç JjÐ jców Ð 2018Òe 

@ÐD\Òe JjÐ L_çÒb_çj_çe ]Ð¯Þ[é ak_ LeÞ aÞhé j®ÊMÒe JXÞA `ÍÐZe ILré Í̀]hà_ LeÞaÐ`ÐBÜ Dre 

AÒceÞLÑ¯ JXÞA cÐ_*Ê AkéÐ_ Ò]BRÞ cÞQÞNÐ_ JjÐ Ð HB jc¯ jÐÒ`l, aÔ¯ akÊf cÒkÐjúae `ÍªÊ[ÞÒe aÞN[ 

aÒià ÒkmÐ @[Þ\ú jLúÐe, DLúó½ MÐ]ÔÒ`¯, cÒ_Ðe&_ B[ÔÐ]Þ `ÐBÜ d\ÐjÐ^Ô  `ÍÒQ½ÐÒe jbÔ jbÔÐ cÐÒ_ aÔª 

(_ÞS jÐ^Ô @_ÊdÐ¯Ñ) ]Ð¯Þ[é Ò_B\ÞaÐ Í̀[ÞVÞ `eÞaÐee aÔ¦ÞN[ SÑa_ Í̀bÐaÞ[ J aÔ[ÞaÔª, [\Ð`Þ Dre 

AÒceÞLÑ¯ JXÞA cÐ_*Ê HL[ÍÞ[ LeÞaÐe DjúÐkÒe jcÒª aÞÒbÐe Ð `e¸eLÊ jÐkÐdÔ LeÞ jaÊ jcjÔÐe jcÐ^Ð_ 

`ÐBÜ ÒjcÐÒ_ aÐV ÒMÐSÞ QÐmÞR«Þ Ð N[ AW cÐje ÒdÐS_Ð J N[ [Þ_Þ cÐje LWÞ_ `eÞhÍcLÊ Ò_B jcª* `eÞ 

cÊÜ aÞ jêeZÞLÐ jÕ`Ð]_Ð LÐdàÔÒe aÔª Ð JXÞA aÞbÐN `ÐBÜ jÕ`Ð]_Ð LÐdàÔÒe ÒRÐV aX jÊaÞ^Ð `ÐBÜ cÊÜ  jÐkÐdÔ 

cÐNÞ\ÞmÞ @_Ô cÐ_*Ê, ÒdDÜ cÐÒ_ jÐkÐdÔ LeÞ\ÞÒm ÒjcÐÒ_ ÒkÒm, hÍÑ `ÍhÐ« bË¯ÜÐ, hÍÑc[Ñ eÐShÍÑ _Ð¯L, hÍÑc[Ñ 

jÊ_tÐ cÞhÍ, hÍÑc[Ñ jÕOcÞ[ÍÐ h[`\Ñ J hÍÑc[Ñ VÊmÞ ckÐ«Þ Ð ÒjcÐ_*Ê ÒcÐe A«eÞL ^_ÔaÐ] Ð  

  aÞÒhi ^_ÔaÐ] VÒeÐÒÃÐ _ÞaÐjÑ, DLúià jÕ`Ð]_Ð c¨fÑe jbÔ hÍÑ Í̀hÐ« bË¯ÜÐ*Ê ! ÒcÐe `eÐchà Òe JXÞA 

aÞbÐNe cÊM`[Í c^Ô [Ð*e Í̀ªÊ[Þ Ð cÞQÞNÐ_ç J JXÞhÐ Db¯ aÞªó[ ÒafÐbËcÞ Òe jców Ð LÐ_ÐXÐÒe \ÐB aÐmÊLÐ 

hdÔÐÒe JXÞA `ÐeÕ`eÞL ÒTÐVÞ A*ÞaÐe LÁ_Ð LeÞ`ÐeÞR«Þ hÍÑ Í̀hÐ« bË¯ÜÐ Ð HB JXÞA JXÞA bÐa [ JjÐ 

cÞf_Ñe `ÍÐZ Ð ^_Ô [Ð* JXÞA Í̀ÐZ Ð _ÞS eQ_ÐÒe JXÞA aÞbÐN LÊ JXÞA bÐa J hv Òe jców LeÞ\ÞaÐ aÞÒbÐe 

ÒmML ÒmMÞLÐ cÐ_*Ê jkÒdÐN `ÐBÜ @Ð«eÞL ^_ÔaÐ] Ð @_ÞaàÐdàÔ LÐeZ ah[Ó ÒmML ÒmMÞLÐ cÐ_*e $ÒVÐ 

Í̀LÐh _ LeÞaÐe _Þ¹rÞ Ò_mÊ Ð ÒdDÜcÐÒ_ `ÒWB\ÞÒm AcLÊ lcÐ LeÞÒa Ð $eçcÐVÞ=Òe ÒmML/ÒmMÞLÐ cÐÒ_ 

bÞ_ð ]ÊB `ÍLÐe $Ãç ( jÐefÐ J _ÞcàfÐ) aÔakÐee SVÞf[Ð bÞ[Òe d\ÐjÐ^Ô ÒQ½Ð LeÞRÞ JXÞA aÞbÐNLÊ  jSÐXÞaÐ 

`ÐBÜ Ð [óVÞ cÐSà_Ð LeÞÒa Ð 

    DcàÞe cÊM ó̀ºÐLÊ SÑa_ Ò]BR«Þ JXÞhÐe hÍÑ @[Êm af Ð [Ð* bÐa aÞkéf JXÞA Í̀ÐZLÊ `ÍZÐc Ð 

  `QÞh aià [Òf cÊÜ Í̀\c \e `ÐBÜ JjÐ L_çÒb_çj_çÒe ÒdÐN Ò]B\ÞmÞ Ð  ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf ÒcÐ jkÞ[ ÒcÐ SWe Òe 

\ÐB ÒcÐ bÞ[ee A_tLÊ D`ÒbÐN LeÞ\ÞaÐ ÒcÐ aXTÞ@ A_ÔÐ H aiàe BÕeÐSÑ aÞbÐNe jÕ`Ð]_Ð ]Ð¯Þ[é NÍkZ 

LeÞaÐ J [Ð [Ð jÐ=LÊ jÕ`Ð]_Ð ÒaÒf @Ò_L aÞÒhi AahÔL[Ð jc¯Òe AcLÊ jÐkÐdÔ LeÞ\ÞaÐ jÐ_ TÞ@ _¯_Ð, 
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 ]ÊÒkÜ, ÒcÐ `ÐBÜ @Òhi A_te LÐeZ Ð N[ [Þ_Þ cÐje LWÞ_ `eÞhÍcLÊ Ò_B Ò]ß_tÞ_ SÑa_e Ò[mmÊZ jÕjÐeLÊ 

HL eLc @ZÒ]MÐ LeÞaÐLÊ `XÞRÞ ÒcÐÒ[, SÑa_ SVÞf ÒkBRÞ j[, [ÐLÊ jef LeÞ `ÐeÞRÞ jéÐcÑ _Þcàf e\* 

Ò^ßdÔà J jkÒdÐN Ð JjÐe jÐkÞ[Ô JjÐe bÐa `ÍaZ[Ðe `eÞ`ÍLÐh, jef AD _Þcàf bÐa Ò]B LÐc LeÞaÐLÊ 

`XÞa Ð 

  `ÐWÒL !  bÐaÊR«Þ LÞ jÕ`Ð]_ÐÒe HjaÊ aÔ¦ÞN[ @_ÊbË[Þ aMÐZÞaÐÒe LÞ cËmÔ ekÞRÞ ! Ò[Òa @_ÊÒeÐ^, ÒcÐ `QÞh 

aiàe dÐ[ÍÐLÊ _ÞS SÑa_Òe Í̀[Þ$fÞ[ LeÞ Ò]M«Ê A`Z*e ÒcÐ jkÞ[ L'Z jÐc&jÔ ekÞRÞ ! aÞÒhâiZ Le«Ê ÒcÐÒ[, 

cÞQÞNÐ_ç JXÞA jcÐSÒe cÊÜ ÒbVÞ\ÞaÐ Í̀[ÞVÞ JXÞA*Ê , JjÐ `eÞje Òe cÊÜ ÒbVÞ\ÞaÐ jkó]¯ auÊ J aÐuaÑ cÐ_*Ê , 

L_çÒb_çj_ç ̀ ÐBÜ _ÞSe aÔ¦ÞN[ jc¯ Ò]B\ÞaÐ ]Ð¯Þ[éjÕ`Àà ÒjéRÐÒjaÑ*Ê J ÒjcÐ_*e `eÞaÐe aNà*Ê J ÒhiÒe 

_ÞSLÊ Ð Ò]MÞÒa ÒNÐVÞH jË[ÍÒe auÐ AÒc ... Ac JXÞA Í̀ÐZ Ð 

""aX ÒkD @aÐ jÐ_ : HL Ac JXÞA `ÍÐZ'' 

QÐm«Ê jcÒª cÞhÞ AÒceÞLÐÒe JXÞA bÐiÐLÊ mÞMÞ[ bÐiÐ bÐÒa aqÐB eMÞaÐe Í̀¯Ðj LeÞaÐ ! EcàÞe JXÞA 

aÞbÐNÒe ÒcÐ[Þ e juÐ_ Le«Ê, ÒjB ÒcÐ[Þ Ac `ÞmÐ cÐ_* `ÐMÒe `kqÐBaÐe aÔayÐ LeÐdÐB `ÐeÞÒm , kÊH[ 

ÒjB ÒcÐ[Þ Ac LÐkÐZÑ hÊZÐBa  ÒjcÐ_*Ê ANÐcÑ ]Þ_ cÐ_*Òe ! 

49[c L_çÒbj_ç `ÐBÜ JjÐe jcª bÐB bDZÑ*Ê  A«eÞL @bÞ_t_ Ð @aÐ}_Ñ¯ [óVÞ `ÐBÜ lcÐ LeÞÒa Ð JXÞA 

jÐkÞ[Ô LÐfS¯Ñ ÒkD !  JXÞA jÐkÞ[Ôe ckÐ_Ð¯L cÐ_*Ê HaÕ Ac JXÞA aÞbÐNe `ÐWL cÐ_*Ê  _c²Ðe ! 

jé ð̀m[Ð cÞhÍ( e\) 

jÕ`Ð]ÞLÐ, DcàÞ JXÞA aÞbÐN 

  (swapnarath90@gmail.com) 

 

 

aÒt DLúf S__Ñ ! 
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Ló`ÐLe bÐaNÍÐkÑ 

hh^e ckÐ`Ð[Í 

 

 

Ë̀aà S_ê$f ÒbÐN LeÞaÐLÊ 

S_cVÞ Ò]m jÐBÜ 

H' ba jÐNe `ÐeÒkaÐ `ÐBÜ 

aÐV Ò]MÐBm _ÐkÞÜ ? (1) 

 

cÊÜ RÐe cZÞi ÒLcÞ[Þ aÊTÞaÞ 

[Êc mÑfÐ Ló`ÐjÞuÊ 

S_c, ceZ [ÊceÞ[ jó½Þ 

Ò]B@R SNauÊ ? (2) 

 

cÐ¯Ð, ÒcÐk SÐÒm aÐuÞ `ÒLBm 

bÐeÞ h¦ [Ð'e ÒXÐeÞ 

Òj' NÊY ekjÔ aÊTÞ _`ÐeÞmÞ 

LmÐ ÒcÐÒ[ HÒ[ jeÞ (3) 

 

LÐkÐ SÑa_LÊ LeÞ@R [ÊÒc 

ÒNÐmÐ` $Ême Òhd 

LÞH `ÐD_ÐkÞÜ MÊ] cÊÒW `ÊZÞ 

mÊÒQB `ÐeÊ_Þ mÐS (4) 

     

 

 

         LeÞ_ÐkÜ [ÊÒc ÒcÐ' SÑa_ `\ 

h[LXÐ hÒk  bm 

ÒLÒa ÒbVÞ@RÞ VÐ=eÐ bËBÜ[ 

ÒLÒa ỀZÞ NÐY MÐm (5) 

 

M&Þ\úm dÐkÐ ]ÊÓM, jÊM jaÊ 

aÐDfÐ LeÞRÞ c_ 

`XÞ, DWÞ, `XÞÞ ^ÐBÜRÞ `ÍbÊÒk 

eMÞaÐLÊ ÒcÐe VÐZ (6) 

 

`ÐB@RÞÞ LÞRÞ, keÐBRÞ LÞRÞ 

LkÞaÐLÊ cÐÒX mÐS 

jaÊ Ò]MÞ̀ Ðe, jaÊ SÐZÞ`Ðe 

LÞ LkÞaÞ Ò]aeÐS (7) 

 

[ÊceÞ jó½ÞÒe ÒdÒ[ bm jaÊ 

D`ÒbÐN LeÞ@RÞ 

$Ême jÊNu, BtÍ^_Ê e= 

c_ MÊjÞ LeÞ@RÞ (8) 
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hÑ[f `a_, ÒLÐBmÞe LÊkÊ 

c^ÊclÑ* NÊ&_ 

bm mÐNÞ\úmÐ NÐÜ `eÞÒah 

jêó[ÞbeÐ Þ̀mÐ]Þ_ (9) 

 

bm mÐNÞ\úmÐ hÍÐaZe ^ÐeÐ 

$NÊZe eÐ[Þ ]Þ_ 

bm mÐNÞ\úmÐ hÑ[ j`_ 

he[ eÐ[Þe Skð (10) 

 

bm mÐNÞ\úmÐ _Ñf ALÐh  

jcÊ]Íe ÒafÐbÊBÜ 

[Êc _C, _Ðf, aZ, `ÐkÐX 

dÐB\úmÐ c_ RÊBÜ (11) 

 

TeZÐe NÑ[, TÞ*ÐeÑ ha] 

DRÊfÐ _Ce eË` 

bmmÐNÞ\úmÐ [Êc ctÞeÒe 

SfÊ\úaÐ AhÐ]Ñ` (12) 

 

bm mÐNÞ\úmÐ ±Ñ'e `Z[ 

cÐ'e DiÊc ÒLÐf 

bm mÐNÞ\úmÐ NÊeÊ*e aÐZÑ 

jÐ=jÐ\ú*e Òcf (13) 

 

jkS ÒkaLÞ ÒcÐe H' SÑa_ 

H' `Íhð ÒcÐ' cÒ_ AÒj 

kÐmçLÐ ÒkaLÞ ]ÊÓM J dÐ[_Ð 

[ÊÒc\úÒm `ÐÒh`ÐÒh (14) 

 

ÒjjaÊ Í̀hðe-Dre `ÐBaÐ 

ÒcÐÒ[ mÐNÞNmÐ ÒXeÞ 

cÊÜ Òd cÊY _e aÊTÞNmÞ ASÞ 

aÞhéÐjLÊ LeÞ ÒXÐeÞ (15) 

 

HÒX bÊmçLmÞ [ÊcLÊ cÊÜ bÊmÞ 

jéÐ\àLÊ jÐe\Ñ LeÞ 

ỀeÐ SÑa_VÐ LVÞNmÐ ÒcÐe 

[ÊÒ¨ _^eÞmÞ ""keÞ''(16) 

 

ÒLÒa eMú_ÐkÞÜ ÒmÐb ckÐ`ÍbÊ 

[Êc e_ú b¨ÐeÒe 

H' kÐ[Òe Ò]Òm ÒdÒ[ @\à [ÊÒc 

Ò$eÞdÞa Òj' kÐ[Òe (17) 

 

SÑa_e ]Ñ` kÊH ]`]` 

mÞbÞdÞa ÒLÒa ]ÞÒ_ 

SÑa NmÐÒaÒf ÒMÐSÊ H `eÐZ 

Í̀bÊ`Ð] cÒ_cÒ_ (18) 
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aó«QÔÊ[ HL hÊMÞmÐ `[e  

cÊÜ HÒa DÒX HÒZÒ[ÒZ 

@Ò_L ekÞRÞ @LÊkÐ L\Ð [  

mÊQÞ ek H' `eÐÒZ (19) 

 

c_L\Ð ÒMÐmÞ LkÞaÐLÊ `eÐ 

BoÐh¦Þ kÊH ÒmÐXÐ 

 

 

LkÞaÞ LkÞaÞ ÒaÐmÞ bÐaÊbÐaÊ 

ÒkmÞ ASÞ cÊÜ aÊYÐ (20) 

 

SÑa_e HB jÐ¯Ðkð ÒafÐÒe 

LeÊ@RÞ cÊÜ NÊkÐeÞ 

bÐa e WÐLÊe bÐa aÊTÞ`Ðe 

Lea LÞ baÊ `Ðe ? (21) 

 

 

  

(XÓ hh^e ckÐ`Ð[Í "JjÐe' mÐB$ç Òccée, ÒceÑmÔÐ¨e aÐjÞtÐ  Ð Òj' JéÐjÞ=V_ç kjç Þ̀VÐm ÒjÃeÒe 

ÒeXÞHj_ Òj$çVÞ J XÐHÒNÐð½ÞLç ÒcXÞLÐm $ÞSÞLçjç XÞbÞS_Òe XÞÒeLçVe bÐaÒe LÐdÔàe[ Ð  jc¯ cÞfÞÒm LaÞ[Ð 

ÒmMÞaÐ, bS_ hÊZÞaÐ J aÍÞSç ÒMfÞaÐLÊ `jt Le«Þ Ð  [Ð*e [ÞÒ_ÐVÞ JXÞA LaÞ[Ð jÕLf_ " Í̀aÐjÑe AcúmÞ Þ̀', 

"jêó[Þ Ò_ßÒa]Ô' J "ÒQ[_Ðe @bÞaÔ¦Þ' HdÐH `ÍLÐh `ÐBRÞ Ð )
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AÒc J Ac `eÕ`eÐ 

]Ðhç Òa_çkÊe 

  cZÞi SÑa_ ÒLaf aqÞaÐ `ÐBÜ _ÊÒkÜ Ð aqÞaÐ jkÞ[ LÞRÞ _ËA LeÞaÐe Í̀aZ[Ð cZÞiLÊ `hÊcÐ_* WÐeÊ bÞ_ð LeÞ 

WÞA LÒe Ð Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ Òj jaÊÒaÒf `ÍLó[Þe ekjÔ aÊTÞaÐLÊ c_ afÐH; `ÍÐLó[ÞL _Þ¯cLÊ JmV`ÐmV LÒe ỀZÞ 

Í̀Ló[Þ aÞeÊwÒe dÐB @`ÍÐLó[ÞL SÑa_ WÐeÊ Aec÷ LeÞ jó½Þe ÒcßÐfÞL ekjÔ A]Þ ÒMÐf[ÐX LÒe Ð  

  HÒa Ò]MÐ NmÐZÞ cZÞi kÞÜ jÕjÐeÒe HL cÐ[Í `ÍÐZÑ Òd aràcÐ_ `ÍLó[Þ aÞÒeÐ^Ñ Ð jÒ[ ÒdcÞ[Þ Òj Í̀[Þ_Þ̄ [ 

ÒQ½Ð LeÊRÞ Í̀Ló[Þ LÊ `eÐk[ LeÞa HaÕ SÞZÞdÐB `ÍLÐh LeÞa Òd Òj kÞÜ jaàh¦ÞcÐ_ Ð Òj kÞÜ `ÍLó[ÞLÊ `]Ð_[ 

LeÞ`ÐÒe Ð 

  HB bfÞ ÒLÒ[ ÒLÒ[ LÐdàÔ LfÐ` ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf cZÞi jcÐSÒe ^eÐauÐ ÒkÐBdÐH J aià aià ^eÞ `ÐfÞ[ kÊH, 

Òj jaÊÒkÐBdÐH `eÕ`eÐ Ð Ò[ZÊ Í̀[ÞVÞ jÐcÐSÞL `eÕ`eÐÒe AÒc [Þ_ÞÒNÐVÞ ªe Ò]MÞaÐLÊ `ÐD Ð ÒNÐVÞH ÒkDRÞ 

Í̀Ló[Þ jkÞ[ jÐcÞmç ÒkÐB [Ðe ekjÔ aÊTÞaÐLÊ ÒQ½Ð LeÞaÐ Ð @\àÐ[ `ÍLó[Þe S¯NÐ_ LeÞaÐe `eÕ`eÐ Ð @ÐD 

ÒNÐVÞH ÒkDRÞ `ÍLó[Þe _Þ̄ c D`ÒdÐN LeÞ J [ÐLÊ LÞqÞ[ a]fÐB @\àÐ[ Í̀Ló[Þ jkÞ[ ekÞ ỀZÞ _ÔÊ_ LeÞ LÞRÞ _ËA 

LÐdàÔ LeÞaÐe `eÕ`eÐ Ð [ó[Ñ¯VÞ ÒkDRÞ jÕ`ËÀà `ÍLó[Þe aÞ`eÑ[ Ð dÐkÐ @RÞ [ÐLÊ bÐ=Þ _ËA LeÞ NYÞ cÐ_aÞL 

aX`Z Ò]MÐBaÐe cÒ_ÐbÐa Ð H jaÊ L\ÐLÊ bm bÐaÒe aÊTÞaÐ `ÐBÜ ÒkÒm Í̀[ÞVÞ L\Ðe @_ÊhÑf_ AahÔL Ð 

cZÞi ]Þ_LÊ ]Þ_ @^ÞL aÊwÞcÐ_ ÒkDRÞ Ð HkÞ aÊwÞe aÞªÐe jkÞ[ Ò]MÐ ÒkDRÞ @Ò_L @__ÊbË[ `eÞarà_ Ð ÒaÒf 

ÒaÒf cÒ_ ÒkDRÞ, cZÞi ÒdcÞ[Þ `Íf¯ cÊkÜÐ ÒkDRÞ Ð _ÞÒS _ÞSe @ªÞ[éL ÊaÞ kÒSB Ò]aÐ `ÐBÜ Òj `ÍªÊ[ Ð Òj 

@ÐD `ÍLó[Þe @^y_ ÒkÐB ekÞaÐLÊ QÐÒkÜ_Ð Ð QÐÒkÜ _ÞÒS jé¯ÕbË ÒkÐB [Ð _ÞSLÊ jó½Þ LeÞa, kÐX cÐÕj J e¦e 

cZÞi a]fÒe [ÞAeÞ LeÞa d§ cÐ_a Ð Òj Òka @^ÞL afhÐfÑ, @^ÞL aÊwÞcÐ_ `ÊZÞ ÒeÐN, ÒhÐL, ]ÊÓMWÐeÊ 

@Ò_L DwàéÒe Ð 

  ÒjB HLÐ L\Ð ÒLÐD LÐfÊ bÐe[Ñ¯ cÊ_Þ FiÞcÐÒ_ aÞ LÁ_Ð LeÞ jÐeÞ\ÞÒm  Ð Ò`ßÐeÐZÞL LÐkÐZÑ J D`ÐMÔÐ_ 

cÐ_*Òe aÀàÞ[ @jÊecÐÒ_ HkÞ ÒhÍZÑe \ÞÒm Ð ÒjcÐÒ_ ÒLkÞ j[j[ÞLÐ `ÐkÐX [ÊmÔ, @Ò_L cªL^eÑ, jkjÍaÐkÊ 

aÞhÞ½ _ \ÞÒm Ð LÁ_Ð QlÊÒe cZÞi Ò]MÞ\ÞmÐ ÒjcÐ_*Ê Ð Òj Ò]ÒMBaÐÒe Òj Í̀cÐZÞ[ LeÞ\ÞmÐÒd jaÊÒaÒf hÊb 

c_ÐjÊ \ÞaÐ Ò]a[Ð cÐÒ_ c^Ô HB @jÊe cÐ_* LafÒe `X«Þ, [Ð*Ê ae Ò]B afÑ¯Ð_ LeÐ«Þ, ỀZÞ [Ð* WÐeÊ 

_ÞOàÐ[ cÐX MÐB ÒjcÐ_* N[e MV«Þ Ð ÒhiLÊ XLÐ `ÐeÞ jaà_Þ¯«Ð* `ÐMÒe LÐtÞ Lk«Þ - @ÐcLÊ elÐ Le Ð 

  bÐe[Ñ¯cÐÒ_ ÒLDÜ @[Ñ[ LÐfeÊ Òj jaÊ Ò]MÞ\ÞÒm _ÞSe c_ÓQlÊÒe Ð ÒkÒm ASÞ bÐe[Òe Òj QÞ«_ 

`eÕ`eÐÒe `ef cÐXÞRÞ Ð `Ð¾Ð[Ô LÐQÒe ̀ ÍN[Þe @jÊe eỀ  Ò]MÞ HcÐÒ_ [Vy Ð jcª*e c_, @ÐÒc ÒjBAXLÊ 

^ÐBÜaÊ Ð ÒjWÞ `ÍLó[ÞLÊ b=Þ Ò]aÐe `eÕ`eÐ QÐmÞRÞ Ð  

  `ÍLó[ÞLÊ `]Ð_[ LeÞaÐe Í̀cr[Ð OÐeÞRÞ [\ÐL\Þ[ aÞLhÞ[ Ò]hcÐ_*Òe Ð  

   Ace `eÕ`eÐ \ÞmÐ -`Ê[ÍÐÒ\à LÍÞ¯Ò[ bÐdàÔÐ Ð Ề@VÞH `ÐBÜ, aÕhelÐ `ÐBÜ _ÐeÑVÞH NÍkZ Le, [ÐLÊ jk^càÞZÑ 

Le Ð jk^càÞZÑ NÍkZÒe ÒdßÐ_LÍÞ̄ Ð aX L\Ð _\ÞmÐ, [Ð jkÞ[ ÒdÐXÐ ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ ÒaßaÐkÞL jcéue HL QcLúÐe 

`eÕ`eÐ, aeL_ÔÐe `eÕ`eÐ, _ÐeÑ ỀeÊie `eÕ`eÐ, SÑa_e @jm aÑcÐ `ÐBÜ HL jÐcÐSÞL `eÕ`eÐ- dÐkÐ 
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_Ðc `eÞaÐe Ð ÒjB\Þ`ÐBÜ `ÊeÊi jk `ÊeÊie ÒdßÐ_ jÕ`LàLÊ bÐe[ LkÞ\ÞmÐ, @Ò_ß[ÞL jÕ`Là Ð @\Q ]Òf D~¨ 

ÒmÐL* L\Ð hÊZÞ AD ]Òf _ËA `eÕ`eÐ NYÞaÐLÊ Aec÷ LÒmZÞ, AÒc aÞ ÒN cÔÐÒeSç LÒeBaÊ, `ÊeÊi `ÊeÊi 

cÞf_ LeÐBaÊ Ð bÐe[Òe aÞ NZ cÐ^ÔccÐÒ_ ÒLÒX MÊjÞÒe Òj aÞaÐk @_ÊºÐ_ NÊXÞLe RaÞ DÒWB H `eÕ`eÐ 

AkÊeÞ aX ÒaÐmÞ XÞÜAÒMf LeÊR«Þ Ð 

   H ÒdDÜ `eÕ`eÐe aràcÐ_ [ÞAeÞ QÐmÞRÞ, [ÐkÐ ÒkDRÞ Ace `Ëaà aÀàÞ[ [ó[Ñ¯ ªee `eÕ`eÐ Ð HÒa @ÐÒc 

Òj [Þ_ÞÒNÐVÞ `eÕ`eÐ LÊ @_ÊhÑf_ LeÞaÐ Ð `Í\c `eÕ`eÐe D]ÐkeZ ÒkDRÞ aÞaÐk @_ÊºÐ_ bfÞ HL QcLúÐe 

DjúaÒe _ÐeÑ ̀ ÊeÊi cÞf_ OVÐB cZÞi jó½Þ LeÞaÐ Ð HkÐ ̀ ÍLó[Þe S¯ NÐ_e ̀ eÕ`eÐe ÒaÐmÞ NÍkZ LeÐ dÐB`ÐÒe 

Ð HkÞ bfÞ eÐhÞ eÐhÞ D]ÐkeZ Ð Ò[Òa @ÐÒc HkÞ ÒNÐVÞL Í̀ÐcÐZÞL bÐÒa ANÒe eMÞ `ÐeÞaÐ Ð 

  ]Þé[Ñ¯ VÞ ÒkDRÞ `ÍLó[Þe _Þ¯cLÊ LÞqÞ[ç a]ÒfB `eÕ`eÐ NYÞaÐe L\Ð Ð @\àÐ[ cZÞi jó½Þ `ÐBÜ _Ñea ekÞa, 

ỀeÊi ekÞa @\Q Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ Í̀ÐLó[ÞL D`Ð¯Òe cÞf_ @_ÐahÔL Ð ÒV½ VÔÊaçe D`ÒdÐNÒe j«Ð_ jó½Þ LeÐdÐB 

`ÐeÞa, ÒdDÜ\ÞÒe ±Ñ ỀeÊie Ò]MÐ jÐlÐ[ aÞ @]eLÐeÑ Ð H Òl[ÍÒe `eÕ`eÐVÞ @^Ð Í̀ÐLó[ÞL Ð j[L\Ð HkÐe 

AahÔL[Ð ÒjcÐ_* `ÐBÜ ÒahÞ, ÒdDÜcÐÒ_ _ÞÓj«Ð_ ÒkÐB ]ÊÓM ÒbÐN LeÊ\ÞÒm Ð cÐ[Í HBWÞ mlÔ LeÞaÐe L\Ð 

Òd cZÞi jó½Þ `ÐBÜ hÊLÍÐZÊ SeÐ¯Ê RXÐ ÒdDÜ aÐ[ÐaeZ aÐ c_ÓyÞ[Þ jÕ`LàÒe @Ò_L Í̀hð DWÞa Ð H `eÕ`eÐe 

@c=f `eÞZ[Þ AÒc ANLÊ ÒbÐN LeÞaÐ Ð H bfÞ cZÞicÐÒ_ jÒcé]_hÑf ÒkaÐ L½Le Ð  

   HÒa AjÞaÐ [ó[Ñ¯ ªeLÊ Ð cZÞi ASÞLÐmÞ jaÊL\Ð @`ÍÐLó[ÞL D`Ð¯Òe [ÞAeÞ LeÞaÐLÊ aÔNÍ Ð ÒLkÞ ÒLkÞ LkÊR«Þ 

cZÞi `ÍsÐafÒe HjaÊ LeÊRÞ Ð cÐ[Í aÊTÞaÐLÊ Òka Òd Í̀sÐ cZÞi jcÐS `ÐBÜ hÊb*e _ ÒkÒm [ÐkÐ eÐlj - 

LÐdàÔÒe `eÞZ[ kÊH Ð @ Í̀ÐLó[ÞL D`Ð¯Òe aÊwÞ- `Íaf cªÞ́  NYÞaÐ `ÐBÜ QÐÒkÜ cZÞi, cÐ[Í `Íhð DÒW H ÒQ½Ð 

LÐkÞÜLÞ? ÒNÐVÞH eÐlj J ÒNÐVÞH FiÞ*e L\Ð AÒc HWÐÒe cÒ_ `LÐBaÐ Ð eÐlj eÐaZ SÒZ Í̀Q¨ `Í[ÞbÐ^ÐeÑ 

Í̀sÐaÐ_ ỀeÊi\ÞÒm Ð @\Q $f L"Z ÒkmÐ? aÞhéÐcÞ[Í SÒZ @[Þ h¦Þ^ÐeÑ Í̀sÐ ỀeÊi  Òj kÞÜ `eÞLÁ_Ð LeÞ\ÞÒm HL 

c^Ô jéNàe Ð `ÊeÊi ỀeÊie cÞf_ OVÐB @ Í̀ÐLó[ÞL ÒdßÐ_ LÍÑXÐe A]ÞaÑS a`_ LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð Ò[ZÊ `earàÑ LÐfÒe 

ÒjbfÞ LÐdàÔLÊ aÞhéÐcÞ[ÍÑ ÒaÐmÞ LÊkÐNmÐ Ð ÒLDÜ LÐcÒe mNÞmÐ aÞhéÐcÞ[Í*e H[Ð]óh `ÍsÐ? cZÞi `eÕ`eÐ [ÞAeÞ 

LÒe Ð ÒdDÜ LÐdàÔ ]ÑOà]Þ_ ^eÞ ÒmÐLÐQÐeÒe QÐmÊ eÒk [ÐkÐ Í̀\Òc @bÔÐj J `Òe `eÕ`eÐÒe `eÞZ[ kÊH Ð 

`eÕ`eÐ Í̀Ló[Þe S¯NÐ_  LeÊ LÞ _LeÊ, `ÍLó[Þe _Þ¯cÒe @]fa]f AZÊ aÐ _ AZÊ H`eÞ LÞ `ÍLó[Þ aÞeÊwÒe dÐD 

LÞ _dÐD, [Ðe @jm DÒ~hÔ ÒkmÐ ÒmÐLkÞ[Òe jcÐaÞ½ ÒkaÐ Ð jcËke c=f jÐ^_ LeÞaÐ Ð 

  `eÕ`eÐ ÒdÒ[ `ÍÐQÑ_ ÒkÒmaÞ d]Þ ÒmÐLkÞ[-aÞÒeÐ^Ñ [ÐkÐ @ahÔ aSà_Ñ¯ Ð H`eÞ ÒLßÐZjÞ LÐdàÔ ÒkaÐ 

@_ÐahÔL dÐkÐ cZÞi jcÐSÒe ]ÊÓM , ÒhÐL, OóZÐ J L½ beÞÒ]a Ð _ËA LeÞaÐ _ÐÜÒe, A Ê̂_ÞL[Ðe AfÒe AÒc 

ÒdÒ[ jcËk aÞÒeÐ^Ñ ÒkaÐ, H ó̀\ÞaÑe A¯Êi ÒjÒ[ ÒjÒ[ LcÞ dÞa Ð aÐ[ÐaeZ `eÞÒah, cÐ_jÞL[Ð, ALÐh, 

ó̀\ÞaÑ, Sf, jËdàÔehêÑLÊ @ÐÒc Ò]h Ò]h bÞ[Òe aÃÞaÐ WÞLç Òka _ÐkÞÜ Ð HkÐ jcNÍ cÐ_a SÐ[Þe N¶Þ^_ Ð  @\Q 

^_Ñ Ò]h LkÊRÞ cÊÜ ÒcÐ ALh _Þcàf eMÞaÞ, @_Ô Ò]hÒe NeÞaÑ kÒVBaÐ _ÐÜÒe LÐeMÐ_Ð aÒjB  ^ËAÜ RÐXÞaÞ Ð 

cÊÜ ÒkaÞ afÊA Ò]h, @_ÔcÐÒ_ ekÞÒa ÒcÐ [Òf Ð H `ÍLÐe cÒ_ÐbÐa kÞÜÞ AjÊeÞL cÒ_ÐbÐa @ÒV Ð  

 HjaÊ aràcÐ_ jcÐSÒe _ËA [Þ@ÐeÞ ÒkD\ÞaÐ `eÕ`eÐ L\Ð Ð H bfÞ `eÕ`eÐ Òd`eÞ AyÐ_ jó½Þ _LÒe AÒc 

Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ ÒQ½Þ[ ÒkaÐ ]eLÐe Ð jcÐSe LmÔÐZ LÐc_Ð LeÞaÐ ÒkDRÞ @jm cZÞi`ZÞA Ð dÞH ÒdÒ[ Í̀LÐe bÐiÐ 

LkÞÒm c^Ô kó]¯e bÐiÐ ÒkDRÞ LeÊZÐ Ð Ð aÞhéaÔÐ`Ñ LeÊZÐe `eÕ`eÐ jó½Þ LeÞaÐ ÒkDRÞ ÒhÍº cÐ_aÞL[Ð Ð 
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JjÐ L_çÒb_çj_ç 2018e cÊMÔ a¦Ð , jÐkÞ[ÔÞL ]Ðh Òa_çkÊeç bÐÒa Í̀[ÞºÞ[, hÍÑ SÞÒ[tÍ _ÐeÐ¯Z ]Ðj hÞhÊ jÐkÞ[Ô 

SN[LÊ _ÞSe @__Ô @a]Ð_ `ÐBÜ 2014 ÒLtÍ jÐkÞ[Ô HLÐÒXcÑ ]éÐeÐ Ềe²ó[ Ð JXÞhÐ jÐkÞ[Ô HLÐÒXcÑ HaÕ 

JXÞhÐ aÞsÐ_ HLÐÒXcÑ ]éÐeÐ c^Ô j®Ð_Þ[ hÍÑ ]Ðh ỀeÑ jÐc« QtÍ ÒhMe ckÐaÞ]ÔÐf¯eÊ @^Ôl bÐÒa @aje 

NÍkZ LeÞ jÐeÞR«Þ Ð @_ÔÐ_Ô LÐdàÔLÍc J AÒceÞLÐ AjÞaÐe aÔª[Ð bÞ[eÊ jc¯  LÐYÞ EcàÞ `ÐBÜ dÊÒNÐ`ÒdÐNÑ 

ÒmMÐ `ÒWB\ÞaÐeÊ hÍÑ ]Ðh*Ê A«eÞL ^_ÔaÐ] Ð 

 hÑÍ ]Ðh _ÞS Ò$jç aÊLç `óºÐÒe _Þ¯cÞ[ Í̀LÐh LeÊ\ÞaÐ bÐiÐ&fÑ ^ÐeÐaÐkÞLeÊ ]ÊBVÞ `Õ¦Þ _ÞcðÒe `ÍLÐhÞ[, bÐiÐe 

jef[Ð J mÞM_ e jÐamÞf[Ð eÊ hÍÑ ]Ðh* _ÞRL JXÞA Í̀ÐZe `eÞQ¯ cÞÒf Ð 

 

 

ଭାଷାଞ୍ଜଳି 

]Ðhç Òa_çkÊe 

1 

 

ବୁଡ଼ି ଯାଉଥଲିା ଓଡ଼ିଆ ଜାତି, 

ସେ ସବସଳ ସେମାସେ ଉଠିସଲ ମାତି । 

ଶତାବ୍ଦୀପରୁୁଷ ସ ୌରୀଶଙ୍କର, 

ଉତ୍କଳଦୀପିକା କସଲ ବାହାର । 

ଫକୀରସମାହେ ସଲଖସିଲ ସବାଲି, 

ଭାଷା ଠଆି ସହଲା େୟେ ସମଲି । 

ରାଧାୋଥ ବଡ଼ କିମିଆ କସଲ, 

େୂଆ ଭାବ ଭାଷା େଂଚାରି ସଦସଲ । 

 ଙ୍ଗାଧରଙ୍କର ଭାବ କୀରତି, 

ବୁହାଇଲା ଭାଷା- ଂ ା-ଭାରତୀ । 

 

 

 

 

ମଧରୁାଓ ଚାଳି ସଲଖେୀ ମେୁ, 

େଜାଡ଼ି ଧରିସଲ ଭାଷା-ଭୁବେ । 

ଏଇମସେ ସକସତ କବି ସଲଖକ, 

ଭାସବ ଏକ କସଲ ୋରା ମଲୁକ । 

ମାତୃଭାଷା-ମାଆ ପଣତ ଧରି, 

ଉଦ୍ଧରିଲୁ ଆସମ ସହାଇଲୁ ପାରି । 

ଆଜି ଯାହା ସଦଖ ଆମ ଓଡ଼ିଶା, 

ଭାଷା ସଯା   ୁ ଢ଼ା ବଡ଼ େରୋ । 

ମାଆ ପାଦ ତସଳ ମଣିୁ୍ଡଆ ମାର; 

ଶଝିୁ ପାରିବାେି ସେ ଋଣ ଭାର। 
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2 

ଓଡ଼ିଆ କହ ଓଡ଼ିଆ ପଢ଼ 

ଓଡ଼ିଆ ଶଣୁ ନିତି, 

ଓଡ଼ିଆ ଲେଖ ିବୁହାଇ ଦିଅ 

ଭାବ ଝରଣା ଗୀତି ।  

 

ଇଂଲରଜି ଶଖି ହନି୍ଦୀ ବି ଶଖି 

ଲେଲତ ପାରୁଛ ଶଖି, 

ଭାଷା ପାହାଡ଼ ଚୂଡ଼ାକୁ ଉଠ ି

ଆଲବାରି ବସ ତୀଖ ।  

ଭାଷା ମାତ୍ରଲକ ଜାତି ଜାତିକା 

ଲଦଶ ଲଦଶଲର ଲକଲତ, 

କଳନା ତା'ର କରିବ କିଏ 

ହସିାବ ନାଇ ଁସଲତ । 

 

ଲମା ମାତୃଭାଷା ଭାରି ନଆିରା 

ଘି-ଆରିସା ପିଠା, 

ୋହାକୁ ୋହା ୋଗ ୁପଛଲକ 

ଲମା ୋଗି ଭାରି ମିଠା । 

 

ବନ୍ଦେ ଉତ୍କଳ ଜନନୀ 

ÒdDÜcÐÒ_ jÕOià LeÞ Ac `ÐBÜ JXÞhÐ jó½Þ LeÞ\ÞÒm ÒjB ckÐ_Ð¯L cÐÒ_ Ace Ë̀SÔ ।. 

ÒdDÜ Ë̀aà `ÞYÑ Ac `ÐBÜ Dre AÒceÞLÐÒe JjÐ NW_ LeÞR«Þ, ÒjcÐ_*Ê c^Ô Í̀ZÐc । 
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@eË` 

DiÐ eÐZÑ `¨Ð 

 

aÞtÊ aÐ]m jc- 

LÞH [ÊÒc DBÜ Ò]MÐ ]Þ@ ASÞ 

@«e _Òb cc ! 

 

Þ̀`ÐjÊ c_ ÒcÐ,                 QÐ[Le jc 

QÐkÞÜ ekÞ\ÞmÐ ]ËÒe 

 HÒ[ ]ÞÒ_ @ÐSÞ,                  `ÐBRÞ Òj ÒMÐSÞ 

Nk_ `eÐZ `ÊÒe Ð 

 

   c_e aÞÒbÐÒe               ÒMÐÒS ASÞ LÐ"Òe ? 

_ÞaÞÒX, ceÒc ÒbÐÒN, 

                                    ÒmÐ[L TeÐB               Òa]_Ð kSÐB 

LÐkÐe `eÐZ cÐÒN Ð 

LÞ«Ê Òj [ ! 

]ËÒe ]ËÒe MÐmÞ               dÐH @`jeÞ 

]ÞH _ÐkÞÜ LÐkÞÜ ^eÐ [ ! 

              _Ò]D `RÒL ^eÐ                Þ 

]ehÒ_ [Ð'e                ÒjB eË̀ -ÒeMÐ 

ÒkD Òj AcúkeÐ  ÐÐ 

[ÐkÐeÞ `eÐÒZ kSÞ 

                                  ]Ê_ÞAe jaÊ                       ÒLÐfÐkÒf aÊmÞ 

226



`eÐZ  [Ð'  dÐD c³Þ 

Ò]MÞ [Ðe eÊ`ÒeMÐ 

ASÞ ÒcÐ @«e                      mbÊ MÐmÞ [Ð'e 

`eh Òj c^Ê cMÐ Ð 

ÒmÐXÐ _ÐkÞÜ LÞRÞ AD                  [ÐkÐeÞ `eh 

@«e ÒcÐe dÊÒN dÊÒN `ÐD \ÐD Ð 

This poem has been written by Mrs. Usharani Panda( submitted by Dr. Jayasmita Panda from New York . 

She lives in Cuttack, Odisha. She is well known for her significant contribution to Odia literature in the 

form of poems, and short stories. Her literary creations have been published in various magazines, 

newspapers and books. These articles have not only been appreciated by the readers but also have been 

recognized in the form of laurels and awards conferred to her by various Literary Associations. 

  

eÑ[Þ dÊNÒe LaÞ @bÞc_ÔÊ * yÐ_ 

jÊcÞ[ÍÐ `ÐYÑ 

     JXÞA jÐkÞ[Ô A^Ê_ÞL[Ð cÐNàÒe `]Òl` LeÞaÐe Aec÷ ASLÊ Ò]Yhk aiàeÊ ÒahÑ _ÊÒkÜ Ð HkÐ Ë̀aàeÊ `ÍÐ¯ 

`Ðqhk aià ̂ eÞ JXÞA jÐkÞ[ÔLÊ ]ÊB bÐNÒe aÞb¦ LeÐdÐB ̀ ÐÒe Ð `Í\cÒe ^cà jÐkÞ[Ô J ]Þé[Ñ¯Òe ej jÐkÞ[Ô 

Ð ỀeÐZ, NÑ[Ð, cÐfÞLÐ, ÒªÐ[Í, bS_ A]Þ ^cà jÐkÞ[ÔÒe @«Nà[ Ð eÑ[Þ dÊNe LÐaÔ LaÞjËdàÔ A]Þ* j=Ñ[ ej 

jÐkÞ[Ô e @«Nà[ Ð HkÞ aÞbÐN jÕ Ë̀Àà _ÊÒkÜ Ð LÐeZ ^cà jÐkÞ[Ô jÕ Ë̀Àà ej aÞaSàÞ[ _ÊÒkÜ LÞcéÐ ej jÐkÞ[Ô jÕ`ËÀà 

^cà aÞekÞ[ _ÊÒkÜ Ð JXÞA _ÞS jÐkÞ[ÔÒe @Vf J ]óY ekÞ c^Ô LÐkÐeÞLÊ $Þ=Þ Ò]B _ÐkÞÜ Ð LaÞ ]ÞaÐLe ]Ðj 

LkÞR«Þ " jcª Òaß»a ̀ ËSÞa, A`ZÐ jË[Í _ RÐXÞa, jcª* jÕÒN ̀ ÍÑ[Þ Òka, _ÞS bÐaÒe ]óY \Þa " JXÞA jÐkÞ[Ôe 

H `ÍLó[Þ J Í̀LÐh SN[Òe @[Êf_Ñ¯ Ð "eÑ[Þ " h~ e @\à ÒkDRÞ " aÞhÞ½ `] jÕNW_ "Ð H dÊNÒe ÒdDÜ LaÞ 

ÒdÒ[ `eÞcÐZÒe h~ aÞ_ÔÐj QÐ[ÊeÑ Ò]MÐB `ÐeÊ\ÞmÐ Òj Òj[ÞLÞ jÊ]l LaÞ ÒkÐB `ÐeÊ\ÞmÐ Ð H dÊNe LÐaÔ 

NÊXÞLÒe LÁ_Ðe @Ð[ÞhdÔ, aÀà_ÐÒe @[Þ e&_, bÐiÐe ^é_Þ cËfL QÐ[ÊeÑ, jÕNÑ[ `aÍZ[Ð, [\Ð aÞbÞ§ @f*Ðee 

dÒ\RÐ `ÍÒ¯ÐN kD\ÞmÐ Ð eÑ[Þ dÊNe jÐkÞ[Ô jÕ²ó[ @f*Ðe jÐkÞ[Ô e `ÍbÐaÒe `ÍbÐaÐ_Þé[ ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ Ð H dÊNe 

LaÞ cÐ_*e A]hà \ÞÒm LÐfÞ]Ðj, cÐO hÑÍkià, aÐZbp A]Þ LaÞNZ Ð eÑ[ÞdÊNÑ¯ akÊ JXÞA LÐaÔ hÑÍLó»* 

aÍSmÑfÐLÊ ÒLtÍLeÞ eQÞ[ Ð ]_ÐB ]Ðj* ÒNÐ`Ñ bÐiÐ, Ò]a ]Êmàb* ekjÔ cqeÑ, ]Ñ_Ló»* ej LÒmÐìf, LaÞjËdÔà 

j]Ð_taÍkÐê* dÊNf ejÐcó[ mkeÑ, dÊNf ejÐcó[ bDÜeÑ, aÍSmÑfÐcó[, DÒ`tÍb& * LfÐLD[ÊL, b¦ QeZ* 

c\ÊeÐc=f, @bÞc_ÔÊ jÐc«jÞÕkÐe* aÞ]N^ç QÞ«ÐcZÞ, aÍS_Ð\ aXÒS_Ð* hÔÐc eÐÒjÐjúa, _ÐeÐ¯Z Ò]a* aótÐa_ 

QtÍ aÞkÐe A]Þ LÐaÔNÍx HkÐe ]ó½Ð« Ð H dÊNLÊ DÒ`tÍ b&* _ÐcÐ_ÊjÐÒe b&dÊN LkÊ\ÞÒm c^Ô H dÊNÒe 

@bÞc_ÔÊ jÐc«jÞÕkÐe*e NÊeÊ[é`ËÀà @a]Ð_ ekÞRÞ Ð @bÞc_ÔÊ* eQÞ[ "aÞ]‘ QÞ«ÐcZÞ" LÊ @Ò_L jcÐÒmÐQL 
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 eÑ[Þ dÊNe ÒhÍº LÐaÔ ÒaÐmÞ LkÞR«Þ Ð 

  LaÞ @bÞc_ÔÊ 1757 cjÞkÐÒe LVL SÞmâÐe dÐS Ềe @qfe aÐmÞA NÍÐcÒe S_êNÍkZ LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð [Ð*e `Þ[Ð* 

_Ðc BtÍSÞ[ jÐc«jÞÕkÐe J cÐ[Ð* _Ðc [ÊfjÑ Ò]aÑ Ð j]Ð_t LaÞjËdÔà aÍkêÐ [Ð*e aÐmÔNÊeÊ J ]ÑlÐNÊeÊ \ÞÒm 

Ð 1777 cjÞkÐ `dÔà« @bÞc_ÔÊ* jkÞ[ [Ð*e jÕ`Là \ÞmÐ Ð @bÞc_ÔÊ Í̀Ñ[Þ QÞ«ÐcZÞ, aÞ]‘ QÞ«ÐcZÞ, jÊmlZÐ, 

eja[Ñ, Ò`ÍcLfÐ J Ò Í̀c [e=Þ_Ñ A]Þ LÐaÔeQ_Ð LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð H jaÊ LÐaÔ aÔ[Ñ[ [Ð*e "]Ñ_ SZÐZ QD[ÞhÐ", 

ÒLÐBmÞ QD[ÞhÐ " A]Þ ÒL[L QD[ÞhÐ J Í̀Ð\cÞL eQ_Ð bÐÒa "QÒYB NÑ[ J aÐO NÑ[ A]Þ ÒL[L eQ_Ð DÒmâM 

ÒdÐNÔ Ð @bÞc_ÔÊ * eQ_ÐcÐ_*Òe jaà[Í DÒ`t Íb&*e LÐaÔe RÐ¯Ð jËQÞ[ Ð @bÞc_ÔÊ* eQ_Ð ÒLaf eÐ^ÐLó»* 

Ò`ÍcÒe Aaw _ekÞ LÐÁ_ÞL LÐaÔLÊ @amcé_ LeÞ\ÞaÐeÊ LaÞ b& LÐaÔ @_ÊLeZ LeÞ\ÞÒmÒaÐmÞ LÊkÐdÐB`ÐÒe Ð 

@bÞc_ÔÊ* jÊmlZÐ LÐaÔÒe ]ÊÒdàÔÐ^_* L_ÔÐ jÊmlZÐ jkÞ[ Ló»*e Ề[Íe aÞaÐk aÞi¯ ÒO_Þ DÒ`tÍ b&* `eÞ 

Ò`ßÐeÐZÞL LÐaÔ eQ_Ð LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð LÞ«Ê @bÞc_ÔÊ* eQ_ÐÒe b& LÐaÔLÊ @_ÊLeZ LeÐ ÒkÐB _ÐkÞÜ, [Ð*e eQ_ÐÒe 

ÒcßÐfÞL[Ð $ÊVÞ DWÞRÞ Ð @bÞc_ÔÊ Af*ÐeÞL eQ_Ðe aÞLÐh jÐ^_Ð LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð Òj @le _Þ¯ce eQ_Ð, dcLÐf*Ðe 

e eQ_Ð RXÐ @Ò_L Í̀LÐe hó<fÐ*e e LaÞ[Ð eQ_Ð LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð @bÞc_ÔÊ _ÞS eQ_ÐÒe ÒdÒ[ Í̀LÐe hó<fÐ*F 

e jcÐÒah LeÞR«Þ @_Ô ÒLßÐZjÞ `ÍÐQÑ_ LaÞ ÒjÒ[ hó<fÐ*e e LaÞ[Ð eQ_Ð LeÞ _ÐkÐ«Þ Ð @f*Ðe e jcÐÒah 

ÒdÐNÊÜ yÐÒ_ yÐÒ_ [Ð*e LaÞ[Ð ]ÊÒaÐà^Ô ÒkÐB\ÞÒm c^Ô [kÞÜÒe @__Ô cÐ^ÊeÑ @RÞ Ð @bÞc_ÔÊ aÞ]‘ QÞ«ÐcZÞ e 

eQ_ÐÒe [Ð* NÊeÊ j]Ð_t* `\ @_ÊjeZ LeÞR«Þ Ð HkÞ LÐaÔe jef kó]¯ Òb]Ñ bÐiÐ jc_Þé[ aÐjúmÔejNbàL 

LfÐcÐZÞL RÐtVÞÒe j]Ð_t* bÐa Í̀[ÞaÞcÞé[ Ð H LÐaÔÒe @bÞc_ÔÊ Ò Í̀ce jéeÊ` aÀà_Ð LeÞ hó=Ðe b¦Þ e _Þ]hà_ 

Ò]MÐB A`ZÐLÊ j]Ð_t* D`dÊ¦ hÞiÔ ÒaÐmÞ Í̀cÐZ LeÞR«Þ Ð @bÞc_ÔÊ akÊ hÐ±Òe jÊ`¨Þ[ \ÞÒm Ð Òj ÒNßÐ[c* 

_ÔÐ¯, LZÐ]* ÒaßhiÞL, L`Þf* jÐÕMÔ, ÒSßcÞ_Ñ*  `ËaàcÑcÐÕjÐ", aÔÐjÒ]a* Dre cÑcÐÕjÐ, eÊLç, jÐc, dSÊÓ J 

@\aà A]Þ QÐeÞÒa], eOÊaÕh, LÊcÐe jc÷a, ÒaßiÔ Í̀bó[Ô LÐaÔÒe NbÑe aÔÊ ú̀rÞ @Sà_ LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð Ò[ZÊ Òj ]óY 

bÐaÒe LkÞR«Þ QÞ«ÐcZÞ `ÐW LeÞaÐ aÔ¦Þe D¦ hÐ± cÐ_*Òe `ÍÒah \ÞaÐ ]eLÐe Ð LaÞ*e ÒSÔÐ[Þi J A¯ÊÒaà] 

hÐ±Òe c^Ô Í̀Òah \ ÞmÐ Ð Ò[ZÊ Òj aÞ]‘ QÞ«ÐcZÞ Òe eÐ^Ð* aÞek ]hÐÒe Ò]k ]Ðk Sée _ÞaÐeZ _ÞcÞr aÞhÐMÐ 

cÊMÒe Ki^e aÔayÐ LeÞ ÒmMÞR«Þ  

"aÞhÐMÐ Lkf Ló» _ÐNF 

`]Þê_Ñ cËf jÕÒdÐN ÒkÒm 

ej `eÞ`ÐL OVZÐ ÒdÐÒN 

Ò]k ]Ðk Sée OÊqÞdÞa `Ðq ak_ Le " 

  @bÞc_ÔÊ*e kÞtÑ, a=fÐ, `ÐjÑà J cekpÑ bÐiÐÒe c^Ô dÒ\½ ]l[Ð \ÞmÐ Ð Òj akÊ NÍx `ÐW LeÞ Òj\ÞeÊ ej 

jaÊ jÕNÍk LeÞ [Ð*e LÐaÔ NÊXÞL eQ_Ð LeÞ\ÞÒm c^Ô [Ð*e Í̀Ò[ÔL eQ_ÐÒe jéLaÞ `Í[ÞbÐ Í̀LÐh `ÐBRÞ Ð 

j]Ð_t LaÞjËdÔà aÍkÐê @½]h h[Ð~Ñ c^Ô bÐNÒe dÐB Ò`ßÐÒeÐkÞ[Ô @_ÊºÐ_ LeÊ\ÞÒm Ð Òj jc¯Òe @bÞc_ÔÊ 

S_êNÍkZ LeÞ\ÞÒm J j]Ð_t [Ð*e NÊeÊ ÒkÐB\ÞÒm Ð @bÞc_ÔÊ [Ð* eQ_Ð LeÞaÐ _ÞcÒ« j]Ð_t* `ÐMÒe GZÑ 

ÒkÐBR«Þ Ð j]Ð_t LaÞjËdÔà [Ð*e ̂ càNÊeÊ \ÞÒm ÒkÜ LÐaÔNÊeÊ eËÒ` Òj DÒ`tÍb& *Ê jÑéLÐe LeÞR«Þ Ð Òj ÒmMÞR«Þ 

"" D`BtÍ `] @bÞc_ÔÊ c_Ê, DÒ`lÞ[ Ò_ÐkÞa [ ]Þ_Ê ]Þ_Ê '' Ð ^cà `ÍQÐe bÐiÐ J jÐkÞ[Ôe D_ð[Þ OVÐH Ð 
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  ^cà Í̀QÐe DÒ~hÔÒe jÐ^ÐeZ ÒmÐL-`ÍQfÞ[ bÐiÐÒe _Ë[_ ^cà Í̀[ÞºÐ[Ð cÐÒ_ NÍx Í̀Z¯_ Le«Þ, [Ð ]éÐeÐ 

jÐ^ÐeZ ÒmÐÒL ^cà e ccà aÊTÞ `ÐeÞÒa Ð H `dÔà« ÒdÒ[ Í̀ÐQÑ_ JXÞA jÐkÞ[Ô AaÞ´ó[ ÒkÐBRÞ [ÐkÐ `ÍÐ¯ Òaß»a 

^càÒe SXÞ[ Ð Òaß»a ^cà `ÍQÐe `Òe JXÞA jÐkÞ[Ô ÒahÑ jców ÒkÐBRÞ Ð  @bÞc_ÔÊ ÒNßÐXÞ¯ Òaß»a \ÞaÐeÊ [Ð* 

LÐaÔÒe Òj SN_ðÐ\* _Ðc DÒmìM LeÞ _ÐkÐÜ«Þ Ð akÊ jcÐÒmÐQL* c[Òe Í̀Ñ[Þ aÀà_ÐÒe @bÞc_ÔÊ @jÐ^ÐeZ h¦Þ 

Í̀]hà_ LeÞR«Þ Ð LaÞ Ò`ÍcLÊ c_Òe HL @Õh eËÒ` NÍkZ LeÞR«Þ Ð @bÞc_ÔÊ 1806 cjÞkÐÒe Bk^Ðc [ÔÐN 

LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð eÑ[ÞdÊNe LaÞ kÞjÐaÒe Òj JXÞA jÐkÞ[ÔLÊ [Ð*e @Òhi @a]Ð_ Ð [Ð*e eQ_Ð JXÞA jÐkÞ[ÔLÊ eË` 

J eÊQÞÞ Ò]B jc÷ÐÍ« LeÞRÞ HaÕ ej Ò]B ejÐf LeÞRÞ Ð [Ð*e LÐaÔ jaÊ dÊÒN dÊÒN JXÞA jÐkÞ[Ô b¨ÐeLÊ jców 

LeÊ\Þa Ð 

………………………………………………… 

  HkÞ Í̀aue ÒLÒ[LÐÕh aÞ_Ð¯L cÞhÍ *e "JXÞA jÐkÞ[Ôe B[ÞkÐj', XLçVe LÊcÊ]Þ_Ñ cÞhÍ *e " Í̀ÐQÑ_ eÊ A^Ê_ÞL 

jÐkÊ[Ô AÒmÐQ_Ð',  `¨Þ[ _ÑfL¶ ]Ðj *e " JXÞA jÐkÞ[Ôe LÍc `eÞZÐc  J _ÒetÍ_Ð\ cÞh'Í *e "Òhßf J 

jÑcÐ« " ỀªL cÐ_*eÊ Dwó[ ÒkÐBRÞ Ð 

hÍÑc[Ñ jÊcÞ[ÍÐ `ÐYÑ, jéÐcÑ ke _ÐeÐ¯Z `ÐYÑ* jkÞ[, amàÞÕV_ç , JÃÐeÞJÒe aÐj Le«Þ Ð 1977 cjÞkÐeÊ LÐ_ÐXÐ 

@ÐjÞaÐ ]Þ_eÊ JjÐ jkÞ[ SXÞ[ Ð LÐÒ_ÐjÐe SÒZ jLÍÞ̄  jbÔÐ bÐaÒe aÞbÞ_ð LÐdàààLÍcÒe ]Ð¯Þ[é _ÞaàÐk LeÞaÐLÊ bm 

`Ð'«Þ Ð"" Dre AÒceÞLÐÒe JXÞA jÐkÞ[ÔLÊ aqÐB eMÞaÐLÊ JjÐ jêeZÞLÐe `ÍÒQ½Ð Í̀hÕj_Ñ¯ Ð'', ÒaÐmÞ LÊk«Þ  

jÊcÞ[ÍÐ `ÐYÑ Ð      

                                  -0- 
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ଆଜି ମ ଁ ୁବୁଝିଛି 

ତାପସ ରଂଜନ ସାହୁ 

ଅେନକ ଏକା� ଅପରା�େର େଯେବ 

ଅକାରଣ ଆଳାପର କାରଣ େଖାଜିଛି, 

େଯେତେବେଳ ବିନା ସ��େର ବାଜି ଜିତିବାକ,ୁ 

ଅବା ବିନା ଆଡ଼�ରେର ଅଚାନକ 

ସମୟକୁ କରିେଦବାକୁ ଚାହିଛିଁ ଉ�ବ ମଖୁର, 

ବିନା ଉପ�ମେର େଯେବ 

ବଖାଣ ିେଦବାକୁ ଭାବିଛି ଉପନ�ାସ । 

 

େହ େମାର �ିୟ ବ�ୁ 

ଆଜି ମ ଁ ୁବୁଝିଛି 

ସ�କ� ରହତି େସଇ ସ�କ�ର ନବିିଡ଼ତା 

ଅପହଂଚ ଦୂର�େର ଥାଇ; 

ଆଜି ମ ଁ ୁବୁଝିଛି 

ସାତ ଦରିଆ ପାରିେର ବି କା�ଟିଏ ଅଛି 

ସାହାରାର �� ଟିଏ େହାଇ । 

 

ଜୀବନର ମହାଭାରତେର େଯେବ 

ଶଥି �ଳ େହାଇଛି ସଂଯମର ଶଂୃଖଳ, 

େଯେତେବେଳ ଆଳସ�ର ସହଜାତ ଛାୟା, 

ଅବା ଲାଳସାର ସବ�ନାଶୀ େଲଲିହାନ ମାୟା 

�ାସ କରିବାକୁ ବସିଛି ଅଖ�ତାକୁ ବିେବକର, 

କମ�ପରାୟଣତାେର େଯେବ 

ଜଆୁର ପେର ଆସିଛି େକେବ ଭ�ା - 

େହ େମାʼର ପଜୁ� ଗରୁୁେଦବ 
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ଆଜି ମ ଁ ୁବୁଝିଛି 

ତବ ଅନୁଶାସନର ଉପେଯାଗିତା 

କମ�େ�� କୁରୁେ��େର ରହ;ି 

ଆଜି ମ ଁ ୁବୁଝିଛି 

ଶା�ି ନୁେହ ଁ, ଅମଲୂ� େସ ଥ �ଲା ଅନୁ�ହ 

କାନଧରି ଠିକ୍ ରା�ା ଥ �ଲ େଯ େଦଖାଇ । 

 

ବିଳ�ିତ ଭୀତ େଗାଧଳିୂେର େଯେବ 

LÐkð Êର େଫର�ା ପଥକୁ ଅନାଇ ବସିଛି, 

େଯେତେବେଳ କମ ୁନ ଥ �ବା � �ରର �େକାପେର, 

ଅବା ଅସହ� ପୀଡ଼ାେର ବ�ଥ �ତା କୁନି ଝିଅର କା� 

ସାରା ରାତିକୁ କରିଚି ଉଜାଗର, 

ଆଖ � ବୁଜି ମନାସିଛି େଯେବ 

େଦବତାଂକୁ େକେତ େଯ େନ�େବଦ� - 

େହ େମାʼର େଦବ ତୁଲ� ପିତା, ମାତା 

ଆଜି ମ ଁ ୁବୁଝିଛି 

ସବୁ ତୁମ ଚି�ା ଆଉ ଉଦେବଗର ଅଥ� 

�ୟଂ ପିତୃ�ର ଭାର େବାହ ିେନଇ; 

ଆଜି ମ ଁ ୁବୁଝିଛି 

ତୁମ ତ�ାଗ, ସାଧନା, ଓ ଆଶୀବ�ାଦ ତେଳ 

ରହଥି �ବି ଚିର ଋଣୀ େହାଇ । 

 

ଆଜି ମ ଁ ୁବୁଝିଛି, 

ଅେନକ ଅବେହଳିତ ସତ� 

ଅଜାଣେତ ପରିଣତ ବୟସକୁ ଛଇୁ ଁ, 

ଆଜି ମ ଁ ୁବୁଝିଛି 

ଗଢ଼ିବାକୁ େହବ ହୃଦୟେର ରାମ େସତୁ 
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ଆଜି ମ  ୁଁ ବୁଁଝିଛି 

ଗଢ଼ିବାକୁଁ ହେବ େୃଦୟହେ ୋମ ହେତୁଁ  

ପବୂବ େେ ପେବର୍ତ୍ବୀ ପିଢ଼ୀ ହ ାଡି ହଦଇ, 

ଆଜି ମ  ୁଁ ବୁଁଝିଛି 

 ାତ୍ରା ଅଛି ଦୂେ ବେୁଁଦୂେ, 

ଥକିବାେ ଅବକାଶ କାେି  ? 

 

""[Ð`j jÐkÊ XÐmâÐjç JjÐe jLÍÞ¯ jbÔ Ð `ÞmÐ*Ê HLÐWÞ LeÞ JXÞA _ÐVL LeÞaÐ jkÞ[ aÞbÞ_ð D]Ôc cÐ^ÔcÒe `ÞmÐ cÐ_*Ê JXÞA 

jÕ²ó[Þ jkÞ[ `eÞQÞ[ LeÐBaÐLÊ  bm `Ð'«Þ Ð 2004 cjÞkÐÒe jêeZÞLÐ jÕ`Ð]_ÐÒe ÒmMÞ\ÞÒm,""ÒNÐVÞH `ÞYÑeÊ @_Ô `ÞYÑLÊ jÕeQÞ[ 

ÒkÒm kÞÜ aqÞ ekÞa bÐiÐ J jÕ²ó[Þ Ð'' 2018 cjÞkÐ aÐiàÞL JjÐ @^ÞÒah_e HkÐkÞÜ AkéÐ_, HkÞ [réLÊ Ò_B eQÞ[ D`ÒeÐ¦ LaÞ[Ð 

`ÐBÜ LaÞ*Ê ^_ÔaÐ] Ð''   jé ð̀m[Ð cÞhÍ    

 

 

 

ÒdDÜWÞ aÞ LeÊ Oe, `eÞQ¯ Ac cËf A^Ðe - jé ð̀m[Ð cÞhÍ 
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                                A[êÐ_Ê^ÔÐ_ 

ÒdÐÒNh QtÍ `¨Ð 

 

@MÞf aÞhée `ecÐ[êÐ Òd @V«Þ 

OÒV OÒV A[êÐ eËÒ` aÞÒS LeÞR«Þ 

ÒjkÞ jaàaÔÐ`Ñ A[êÐ jnÞ]Ð_ÒtÐkcç 

hÞÒaÐkcç hÞÒaÐkcç hÞÒaÐkcç hÞÒaÐkcç Ð1Ð 

 

@Se @ce dÐ'LÊ Òa] aMÐÒZ 

NÑ[ÐÒe Òd sÐ_ Ló» Ò]Òm @eSÊÒ_ 

ÒjkÞ @SÐce A[êÐ jnÞ]Ð_ÒtÐkcç 

hÞÒaÐkcç hÞÒaÐkcç hÞÒaÐkcç hÞÒaÐkcç Ð2Ð 

 

_Ð @Ò±  Òd LÒV _Ð SÒf Òd aÊÒX 

_Ð @NðÞÒe Ò`ÐÒX _Ð `aÒ_ DÒX 

ÒjkÞ @aÞ_ÐhÑ A[êÐ jnÞ]Ð_ÒtÐkcç 

hÞÒaÐkcç hÞÒaÐkcç hÞÒaÐkcç hÞÒaÐkcç Ð3Ð 

heÑe aÞ_ÐÒh dÐe _kÊ@B _Ðh 

BtÍÞ̄  c_ aÊwÞe `Òe dÐe aÐj 

ÒjkÞ `eÐ`úe A[êÐ jnÞ]Ð_ÒtÐkcç 

hÞÒaÐkcç hÞÒaÐkcç hÞÒaÐkcç hÞÒaÐkcç Ð4Ð 

 

dÐkÐe `ÍLÐÒh `ÍLÐhÞ[ H SN[ 

jËdàÔ QtÍ [ÐeÐ dÐ AÒmÐÒL AÒmÐLÞ[ 

ÒjkÞ aÞhéÐÒmÐL A[êÐ jnÞ]Ð_ÒtÐkcç 

hÞÒaÐkcç hÞÒaÐkcç hÞÒaÐkcç hÞÒaÐkcç Ð5Ð 

 

jÊM ]ÊÓM kÐ_ÞmÐÒb dÐe LÐdàÔ _ÐkÞÜ 

`Ð``ÊZÔ Lcàau dÐ'LÊ _ RÊ@ÜB 

ÒjkÞ _ÞeÐc¯ A[êÐ jnÞ]Ð_ÒtÐkcç 

hÞÒaÐkcç hÞÒaÐkcç hÞÒaÐkcç hÞÒaÐkcç Ð6Ð 

 

_ÐkÞÜ dkÞÜ ÒeÐN aÔÐ ú̂ _ÐkÞÜ ÒhÐL b¯ 

A_t `ecÐ_t j]Ð_tc¯ 

Òj A_tc¯ A[êÐ jnÞ]Ð_ÒtÐkcç 

hÞÒaÐkcç hÞÒaÐkcç hÞÒaÐkcç hÞÒaÐkcç Ð7Ð 

 

Jogesh lives in the great state of Michigan with his dear wife Dr. Smriti Panda, and two beautiful daughters Suman and 
Poonam.  The above contemplative stanzas on the nature of soul are inspired by Bhagavan Sri Sankaracharya’s 

proclamation that I am the pure awareness Sat-Chit-Anand Atman. 
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ତ� ୁ

ବରୁଣ ପାଣ ି

 

ଦୁଇ ଶହ ଛଅ େଗାଟି, େଛାଟ ବଡ ଖ�ୁ େନଇ 

ଗଢା ଏଇ ତ� ୁମାେନ, ଚହଳ କରିେଲ 

ସାତରଂଗୀ ଛତା ପରି, ସମୟ ସାଗରର ଏଇ େବଳାଭୁମିଟାେର 

ଯ�ୁ େ�ମ ଆେବଗର ହସିାବ ନକିାଶ କେଲ ।। 

 

ସରୁୁଯଟା �ଖର େହାଇଲା, ମଳୟ େଯ ବହ ିବହ ିଗଲା 

ଆଉ ରଂଗ ସବୁ ଫିକା ଫିକା େହେଲ 

ବସିଛ�ି ତ� ୁମାେନ, େମଳାଟା େଯ େବଶ ୍ଜମିଛି 

େକରା େକରା ଚିରା କନା, େକେତ ସବୁ ନୂଆ ଓ ପରୁୁଣା 

ତ� ୁସବୁ େନଇ ପରା ସଭ�ତା େଯ େକେତ ଆେଗଇଛି ।। 

 

କିଛି କିଛି ତ� ୁ, ନବୀନ ଉ�ଳ ରଂଗର 

ଇ�ାହାର କରି ଚାଲିଛ�ି 

ଆଉ େକେତ ଭଂଗା ତ�,ୁ ଝରି ଝରି , ସରି ସରି , 

ବାଲି ତେଳ ଅପ�ରା ଲୁଚିଯାଇଛ�ି ।। 

 

ଅଧା ଭଂଗା ବିକଳ େସ ବିକଟାଳ, ଫିକା ଫିକା ରଂଗ ସବୁକୁ ସାଇତି 

େକେତ ସବୁ ତ�ମୁାେନ େଗୗରବର ଇତିହାସ ବକି ଚାଲିଛ�ି 

ଆଉ େକେତ, ନୂତନ େଯୗବନ େନଇ, ନୂଆ ନୂଆ ତ�ମୁାେନ 

ସାଥ �କୁ େଯ େଖାଜି ଚାଲିଛ�ି ।। 

 

ଦୁଇ ଶହ ଛଅ େଗାଟି େଛାଟ ବଡ ଖ�ୁ େନଇ ଗଢା ଏଇ ତ�ମୁାେନ 

କା�ି ଚାଲିଛ�ି, ହସି ଚାଲିଛ�ି, ଆଉ ଭାଂଗି ଚାଲିଛ�ି ।। 
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େକେବ େକେବ ଖରା ହୁଏ, େକେବ ବା ବରଷା ହୁଏ 

େକେବ ଅମାନିଆ େତାଫାନ୍ େଯ ଆେସ 

େକେବ େକେବ ରଂଗ ଝେର, େକେବ ବା  ଉ�ଳ ହୁଏ 

େକେବ ପଣୁ ିେତାଫାେନ ସବୁ ଭାଂେଗ ରୁେଜ େଶେଷ 

େକେତ ସବୁ କରୁଣ କାହାଣୀ ସେର, ଲୁଣଆି ଲୁହ େଯ ଝେର 

େସ ଲୁେହ ସାଗର ଭେର,  େତେବ ଯାଇ, ମଳୟ େଯ ବେହ ଧୀେର ଧୀେର ।। 

 

ଦୁଇ ଶହ ଛଅ େଗାଟି େଛାଟ ବଡ ଖ�ୁ େନଇ ଗଢା ଏଇ ତ�ମୁାେନ 

ଅନ� କାଳରୁ ଧରି କରୁଣ େସ କାହାଣୀ େଲଖ � ଚାଲିଛ�ି 

ଲୁଣଆି ଲୁହେର ତା� ଏ ସାଗରଟା ଭରି ଚାଲିଛ�ି 

ବିଦ�  ଏ ଦିଗ ୍ବଳେୟ ଉଆସିଁଆ ଧଆୁ ଁଭିତେର େଯ ନିର�ର 

ଝରି ଚାଲିଛ�ି, ସରି ଚାଲିଛ�ି, ମରି ଚାଲିଛ�ି  । 

 

“ବିଛି�ା�ଳ େର ଜ� � । ପ�ିମ ବ�ଳାେର ରହଛିି ବହୁତ ଦିନ । ତାପେର େକାଡିଏ ବଷ� ଧରି ଜୀବନ ବିତିଲା ରିଜ ୍ଲା� 
ମିଶଶିପିିେର, େହେଲ ଓଡଆି ପଣ ଛାଡିଲାନି େମାେତ । ଏୟାଇ େମାର ପରିଚୟ, ମ ଁ ୁଓଡଆି । ୨୦୦୫େର ଓସା େସାେଭନୟିର 

ସଂପାଦନାେର ସାହାଯ� କରିଥ �ଲି । ଓଡିଆ ବିଭାଗେର ନିୟମିତ ଭାେବ କବିତା �କାଶ ପାଇ ଆସଛିୁ । ଓଡଶିା ଠାରୁ ଏେତ 
ଦୂରେର ଓଡିଆ ଭାଷାର �ସାର ପାଇ ଁେଯଉ ଁମାେନ ସ�ୟି େସମାନ�ୁ ଆ�ରିକ କୃତ�ତା ।” କୁହ�ି ଓସାର ଆଜୀବନ ସଭ� 

ବରୁଣ ପାଣ ି।   

 

 
                                               VÞLe `XÐ- hhÐ* _t 
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���ର ଓଡ଼ିଶା 
`ÍbÐ[ _fÞ_Ñ `V_Ð¯L 

 

ମାତୃଭୂମି, ଜ��ଭୂମି, କମ�ଭୂମି "େମା ଓଡ଼ିଶା " 

ସବୁଠୁ ମିଠା େମା ମାତୃଭାଷା ଓଡ଼ିଆ ll 

ପର�ରାେର ଖ�ାତ ଆମ ଐତିହ�, �ାଚୀନ କଳା, 

ସାହିତ�, ଭା�ଯ��  ଭରା ଓଡିଶା ସଂ�ତୃି || 

େତରପବ� ହୁଅଇ ପାଳିତ ବାର ମାସେର 

ହସେଖେଳ ଜମିଯାଏ ଓଡ଼ିଆର ଘେର ଘେର, 

ପଚୁିେଖଳ ଓ ରଜେଦାଳି କୁଆରଁ ପେୁନଇ ଁଗୀତେର ll 

କଳାକୃତି ଭରପରୁ ଆମ ଓଡିଶା “ କଳି�- ଉ�ଳ ‘ʼ 

ବି� ଐତିହ�େର ଗଣା େକାଣାକ� ସଯୂ��ମ�ିର ରହଛିି ନି�ଳ ll 

�କୃତିର ଗ�ାଘର ଜଳସ�ଦ ସ�ାର 

ଉ�ଳର କମଳା ଚିଲିକା  ମରାଳମାଳିନୀ 

ବିେଦଶୀ `lÑ�  ଆବାହିକା ll 

େଶାଭାବ��ନକାରୀ ମହାନଦୀ, ଋଷିକୁଲ�ା, େବ�ତରଣୀ 

ଅଂଶପୁା ଓ ବି�ୀ�� ବେ�ାପସାଗର, 

ନିୟମଗିରି, ମେହ�ଗିରି, ଚ�ଗିରି 

ନିଘ� ବନାନୀ େଶାଭା ଅତି ମେନାହର ll 

�ଭୁ ବଳଭ�, �ୀଜଗ�ାଥ, ମା' ସଭୁ�ା 

ଠାକୁର ଓଡ଼ିଆର , ବି� �ସି� େସଇ 

"ଜଗତର ନାଥ" େବାଲା�ି ଚଳ�ି ଠାକୁର ll 

କି�ଦ�ୀ ବୀର ଐର ଖାରେବଳ  େଯ ଏଇ ମାଟିର 

ଏଇ ମାଟିେର ଚ�ାେଶାକରୁ ଧମ�ାେଶାକ େହାଇ 
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େଶାକାଧ �ର ଅେଶାକ �ଚାରିେଲ "ଅହିଂସା ଧମ�ର "ll 

ଓଡ଼ିଆ ସାଧବ ପଅୁ ଜାଭା ,ସମୁା�ା ଯାଏ ବାଣଜି�େର, 

ଆପଣା �ାଚୀନ ସଂ�ତୃି, କୀ��ର ଜୟଗାନ କେର ll 

ପର�ରାେର ଖ�ାତ ଆମ ଐତିହ�, �ାଚୀନ କଳା, 

ସାହିତ�, ଭା�ଯ�� ଭରା ଓଡିଶା ସଂ�ତୃି || 

େସହି ସଂ�ତୃିର େ�ରଣାେର   

ଆେମରିକାେର  ଆମ ଓସା ସମିତି NYÐ 

aÐÃÊ ଆେମ ହରଷେର େ�ହ ��ା �ିତୀ ll 

"ବେ� ଉ�ଳ ଜନନୀ’’ 

Dr. Prabhat Nalini Pattanayak lives in Nashville, TN and current President of South East 
Chapter of OSA . 

 
                                                                                                                                [Ð`j jÐkÊ 
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ଆମ ଗ  ାଁ …ଆମ ମାଁ 

`ÍhÐ« bË¯ÜÐ 

 

ମ ୋ ଓଡ଼ିଶୋ… ଗ  ୋମେ େମେ, ସେେମେ ବୁମେ, ନଗେମେ ଧୋଏ  । ସବୁଠି ମସ ଓଡ଼ଆିଙୁ୍କ ମ ୋମେ; ଡୋକେୋ ଦିଏ , ନିଦେୁ ଉଠୋଏ। 

ପ୍ରତି ମକୋଣ ଅନୁମକୋଣମେ ପ୍ରୋଣ ସଞ୍ଚୋେ କମେ। ମତମବ ଯୋଇ ଆ େ ପିଣ୍ଡମେ େୀବନ ପମଶ। ଏଇ ଆ   ୋ; ଓଡ଼ିଶୋ। ଶୋନ୍ତ - 

ଶଦୁ୍ଧ - ସନୁ୍ଦେ। ମ ୋ ଗ  ୋ; ଗଞ୍ଜୋ  େିଲ୍ଲୋେ ମ ୋଟିଆ ଗ  ୋଟିଏ; େଗନ୍ନୋଥ ପ୍ରସୋଦ। ସବୁ ଗ  ୋ ଭଳି ଗ  ୋଟିଏ। ଏଇଠି ବିେ ବଣ ପୋେୋଡ଼ମେ 

ମସଇ ସବୁ ଅ ି ଯୋେୋ ଭିତମେ ଆମ  ସବୁ ବଢ଼ି ଆସିମ । ଭୋଇ-ବନୁ୍ଧ-କୁଟୁମ୍ବଙ୍କ କଥୋ ଆଉ ଏଡ଼ୋଇ ମେେୋନ।ି ମସଇଥ ିପୋଇ   

ମେ  ିବସି ି ଆ  ଗ  ୋ କଥୋ; ଆ   ୋ କଥୋ। ମେ  ିଚୋେିଥବିି ତୋ ସେ  ୋଟିମେ  ିଶବିୋ ପେିଯମନ୍ତ। ଏଣତୁ ଥମେ  ନକଥୋକ ୁ

ଉତ୍ତୋେି ମନଇଥେିି କୋଗେ ଉପମେ; 

େନ୍ମେୁ  ିଳି ି ମସଇତ ଇନୋ  

େଗନ୍ନୋଥ ପ୍ରସୋଦ 

 ତୁୃୁମେ େେବି ମସଇ ଭିଟୋ ୋଟି 

େଗନ୍ନୋଥ ପ୍ରସୋଦ; 

 ୋଟି ଧଳୂି ନଈ ବିେ ବଣ ମତୋଟୋ 

େଗନ୍ନୋଥ ପ୍ରସୋଦ 

 

ଏନ୍ତୁଡ଼ିଶୋଳେୁ ନିବବୋଣ ପଯବୁ ମନ୍ତ 

େଗନ୍ନୋଥ ପ୍ରସୋଦ; 

ନେେବିି ପମ  ସଦୋକୋମଳ େେୁ 

େଗନ୍ନୋଥ ପ୍ରସୋଦ 

ଆନମନ୍ଦ େୁେନ୍ତୁ ସ ସ୍ତଙୁ୍କ  ିଳ ୁ

େଗନ୍ନୋଥ ପ୍ରସୋଦ। 

 

 ଏଇ ସବୁକୁ ସୋଉ  ଟି ଆଣଥିେିି; ପିେୋଦନିେ ସବୁ କଥୋ  ମନ ପକୋଇ ବୁେିବୋମେ େୋଗିଥେିି ମସଇ ସବୁ ନଦୀ, ନୋଳ, ବନ୍ଧ, ବୋଡ଼, 

ବିେ, କିଆେୀ, ମତୋଟୋ ୋଳ, େଡ଼ି ଆଉ କଡ଼ । ସମତେ ମେୋଇ ଯୋଇଥମିେ ମସଇ ସବୁ ଅନୁଭୂତି ଆଉ ଅନୁଭବ ଏକୋକୋେ ମେୋଇ 

jêó[Þ େ େୋଟେୁ ବୋେୋେି ଆ ମିକୋଣମେ େମକଇ ଆସିଥମିେ। ଏଇ ସବୁ ମ ୋେ ଅଣ ୁପେ ୋଣମୁେ ସଞ୍ଚେିଯୋଇ ନି୍ତ। 

  ମେୋ  ଳୂ ସବୁ ଟୋଙୁ୍କେି ଉଠୁଥେିୋ। ବୟସେ ଆଶ୍ୱୋସନୋମେ ଏଇ େକ୍ତ-ଅସି୍ଥ-ଚ ବ ସବୁ ଆମେଇ ଯୋଇ ନି୍ତ ମେମେ    ୁେେ ି

ଯୋଇଅ ି ଏଇ ଚପଳୋ ୀେ ଚଉେଦିମେ। ଏଇଠୁ ମ ୋେ  କିୁ୍ତ ଦେକୋେ ନୋେି  । ଇଏ େି    କିୁ୍ତ, ମ ୋକ୍ଷ ଆଉ ସେଗ ମ ୋେ। ମ ୋ 

ଭଳି ଆେୁେି େୋତି ପ୍ରେୋତିେ ପ୍ରୋଣୀ ସବୁଙୁ୍କ ମଦ େିି ଆଗଭଳି । ସ ସ୍ତଙ୍କ ଆ ମିେ ଆ ଏି କଥୋ, ଅନ୍ତେମେ ଅବୁକ୍ତ ବୁଥୋ। 

ପେିମବଶ ବଦଳି ି, ପେିସି୍ଥତି ବଦଳି ି ଆଉ ମସ ଭିତମେ ବଦଳ ିଯୋଇ ି େୀବନେ ସେଳତୋ। ମସଇ ସଂଗ୍ରୋ େ ସବୁ ପ୍ରୋଣେ 

 ବି ଆପଣଙ୍କ ପୋଇ  । ଆଶୋ, ଏଇ  ବି ସବୁ ଆପଣଙୁ୍କ କି ି  ମନ ପକୋଇମଦବ। jêó[Þ କୁ ଉଜ୍ଜୀବିତ କେିମଦବ। ଏଇତ ଆ  

ଗ  ୋ...ଆ  ଓଡ଼ଶିୋ...ଆ  ଭିଟୋ ୋଟି ।  ବି ଆପଣଙ୍କ ପୋଇ  । ଆଶୋ, ଏଇ  ବି ସବୁ ଆପଣଙୁ୍କ କି ି  ମନ ପକୋଇମଦବ। jêó[Þ କ ୁ

ଉଜ୍ଜୀବିତ କେିମଦବ। ଏଇତ ଆ  ଗ  ୋ...ଆ  ଓଡ଼ଶିୋ...ଆ  ଭିଟୋ ୋଟି । 

      ମ ୋ ଗ  ୋେ ପ୍ରକୃତିପ୍ରଦତ୍ତ ସବୁେ ମତୋେଣ।  େୋ ବର୍ବୋ ଶୀତମେ ଆ  ଠଭିଳି ଠିଆ ମେୋଇଥୋନି୍ତ। ମକମତମଯ ଡୋେକିି  ୋଙୁ୍କଡ଼ି, 

େୁଚୁେୁଚୋଣୀ ମ ଳି ି ଏଇ ମତୋଟୋମେ। ମକମତ ବେ ିଏେୋେ ଶୋ ୋପ୍ରଶୋ ୋମେ ବସି ପଢ଼ି ି ମକମତମଯ କୋବୁକବିତୋ। ମକମତ 

ଆମ୍ବ ମଗୋମଟଇ  ୋଇ ି ଆଉ ମକମତ ଝମଡ଼ଇ  ୋଇ ି। ମକମବ ମତୋଟୋଳଆି ମଗୋମଡ଼ଇଚି ତ ମକମବ ବୋପୋଙ୍କ ନିକଟମେ ମକମତ 

ମେେୋଦ ମେୋଇ ି ମ ୋ ନ  ୋମେ। ଆେି ପଣୁଥିମେ ସେକୋେ ଡୋକେିୋ; ମ ଳିବକି ସୋନବୋବୁ; ଆସ। ମସଇ ଡୋଳ ମସଇ ମକୋଳ; 

ମଡଇ  ପଡ଼। କେ ିମେେିେି ତୋକ;ୁ ମେେିବି ମତୋ  ଳୂକୁ ନିଶ୍ଚୟ । 
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  ଗ ଁା ଦା�େର ସକାଳ ହୁଏ; ତା ସହ ଜା�ତ ହୁଏ �ାମବାସୀ�ର ବି�ାସ ଆଉ ଆ�ା ଐ�ରୀୟ ସ�ା ଉପେର। କା��କ ମାସର 
ସକାଳ ଆହୁରି ନିଆରା। ସେତ େଯପରି ସାରା ବଷ�ର ପଣୁ� ଏହ ିେଗାଟିଏ ମାସର ପ�ିୁ ଉପେର ଠିଆ। ନୀଳଚ� ଆହୁରି �� 
ଦିେଶ �ାମବାସୀ�ୁ। ହାତ ଉଠଯିାଏ ଉପରକ ୁ�ାଥ�ନାର ଆଉ େସଇ ବି�ାସେର ତଳକ ୁଢାଳି େହାଇ ଆେସ ଆଶୀବ�ାଦ। େସଇ 
ଆ�ା ଆଉ ଭରସାେର ସଭି� ଜୀବନ ଯା�ା ଆର� ହୁଏ।େସଇ ସରଳ ନିରୀହ �ାମବାସୀ� ନମିେ� େମାର �ାଥ�ନା; େକଉଠୁଁ 
ଆଶୀଷ ବରଷ ୁନବରଷ ୁେହେଲ ଏମାନ� ଜୀବନ େସେନହ ସରାଗେର ଭରିଯାଉ । କାଉ କକୁୁଡ଼ା ବିନା ସେତ େଯପରି ଗ ଁା 
ଉେଠ ନାହି।ଁ �ତିଦିନ ସକାଳୁ କାଉର କା କାʼେର ହି ଁ ଗ ଁା ସ�ିୟ େହାଇଉେଠ । ତା ସହ ଅନଳସ ଜୀବନ ସବୁ ନତିିଦିନିଆ 
ଘରସଂସାରେର ମାତି ଉଠ�ି। ଗ ଁା ଚଳଚ�ଳ ହୁଏ। ଅ�କଣାଟିଏ ପାଇ ଁକାଉ ମ� ଏ ଚାଳ େସ ଅଗଣା ଉଡ଼ି ବୁେଲ। େକେବ 
ମନୁାର ଗ�ୁାରୁ ତ େକେତେବେଳ େଜେଜର ଜାଉ ପଖାଳରୁ ପାଏ କିଛି । ପା�ଘର ମାଇ ଁ; ଅ�ା ନୁଇ ଁଗଲାଣ,ି େହେଲ ମନ ଆଉ 
ହୃଦୟ ନୁଇ ଁପାରିନି। ଭଗବାନ ତା�ୁ କଣ େଦଇଛ�ି ଜାଣନି ିକି େକେବ ପଚାରିନ;ି େହେଲ ନିଇତି ଫୁଲ ଚା�ୁଡ଼ି ଧରି ବାହାରି 
ପଡ଼�ି ସକାେଳ। ଧନ� େସ �ଭୁ ଧନ� ତା� ଲୀଳା। େସଇ ଲୀଳାମୟ� ଇ�ାେର ତା� ମହୁରଁ େସଇ ହସ ମଠୁାଏ ବି� ି
ଚାଲିଥା�ି େସ । ଶୀତୁଆ ସକାେଳ କାଠିକୁଟା ଏକାଠି କରି ନିଆ ଁଜଳାଯାଏ ଆଉ େସଇଠି ଆର� ହୁଏ ସକାଳର ସମାଗମ। ନିଆ ଁ
ପଇୁବଁା ସଉକ ନୁହ ଁ ଏକ ମ�ା ସବୁ ଗ ଁାର। ଏଇଠି ସରଗରମ ହୁଏ ନାନା ଆେଲାଚନା ଏହାର ଚାରିପେଟ େଘରି ରହଥି �ବା 
ସଦସ��ୁ େନଇ। ଗ ଁା ଆେଗଇ ଚାେଲ ଦିନ, ମାସ ଓ ବଷ� ସହ ତାଳ େଦଇ ।  

   ଗ ଁାେର ସବୁ ବଦଳିବାେର ଲାଗିଛି। ଧ �େର ଧ �େର ଚାଳଘର ସବୁ ହଜିବାେର ଲାଗିଲାଣ ିଆଉ ତାସହ େସଥ �େର ରହୁଥ �ବା ସରଳ 
ନି�ାପ ହୃଦୟ ଗଡ଼ୁିକ ମ�। କିଏ କାମକୁ ବାହାରିଲାଣତି କଏି ଗହୁାଳ ସଫାେର ଲାଗିଛି। କିଏ େଗାବର େଗାଟାଇବାେର ତ କିଏ 
େଦାକାନ େଖାଲିବା ପାଇ ଁ��ୁତ। ଏଇ ଗ ଁା ସକାଳ େହେଲ ଜୀବ� େହାଇଉେଠ। େହେଲ ନାଡ଼ ି�ୀଣତର େହବାେର ଲାଗିଛି। 
ଅ�ିରା ତୁଠେର ସକାେଳ ସବୁ ଗ� ିେଖାଲା ହୁଏ କଥା ଆଉ ନଥାର। ସଭିଏ ଁଏଇଠି �ାନୀ େହାଇଯାଆ�ି ସାହାଡ଼ା ଆଉ ମତୁୁରୀ 
କାଠିେର ଦା� ଘଷିଲା େବେଳ। କାନେର ପଇତା ଲଗାଇ ପା� ପଅୁ ଆକବର ଖ ଁା� କଡ଼ା ଗଡ଼ୁାଖ ୁ ଘଷିଘଷି ବ� ହୁଡ଼ାେର 
ଚାଲିଯାଉଥ �ବ। େସପଟୁ �ା�ଣ ଶାସନରୁ �ିପାଠୀ ପେୁରାହେିତ ରାଲି ସାଇେକଲେର ମାଡ଼ି ଆସଥୁ �େବ। ଗ ଁା ବ� ଏଇ ସବୁର ନିତି 
ସା�ୀ। ଗ ଁା ପଦୁଅ ଁେପାଖରୀେର କଇଫୁଁଲ େତାଳା ଚାଲିଛି। ମା ମ�ଳାର ପୀଠକୁ ଯିବ। ଏଇ କଇଫୁଁଲେର ମାʼର ବଡ଼ ଆଶ। 
ମାʼର େତାରଣ, ଖ�ୁ, େସଣ,ି�ଭୃତି ସବୁେର ଏଇ କଇ ଁଫୁଲ େଶାଭାପାଏ। ମାର େବଣୀ ମ� ଏଇ କଇଫୁଁଲେର ହୁଏ। ଝୁଣା 
ଧପୂଦୀପ େଭାଗରାଗର େସଇ ସ�େବଳାେର କାେଳସୀ ଝୁମି ଗାଇ ଉେଠ; 

"ଏ ଘର େସଣକିି େଲା େମାର େସ ଘର େସଣକିି େଲା 

େମାର କଇଫୁଁଲ େବଣୀକ"ି େମା ମା ମ�ଳା...!!! 

ଭକତ ସବୁ ଉଛୁଳି ଉଠ�ି। େକହ ିେକହ ିନିଜ ମନେର ମାନସିକ କରି ପକା�ି ବଳି ନିମେ�। ବଳି ଦିଆ ହୁଏ ମା ନ ଁାେର। େହେଲ 
ମା କଣ ସତେର ବଳି ମାେଗ...! ଏଇ ��� ମେତ ଆେ�ାଳିତ କେର; ବ��ି�ାଥ� ନମିେ� ଏଇ େଦବେଦବୀ�ୁ ମା�ମ କରା ହୁଏ। 
ବଳି ଏକ ବାହାନା ...ନିଜ ମନର ହଂି�ତାକୁ ବା�ବତାର ରୂପ େଦବା ନିମେ�.! 

ମା କଇଫୁଁଲେର ଖସୁୀ...ମଢୂମତି ସବୁ ହଂି�ତାେର.!!! 

     ଦେଶରା ଦିନ ନାଇତଁ ଅରଖ ନୂଆ ଁକିଣବିା ଦିନ ଗାଡ଼ି ଧରି ବାବୁଭାଇମାେନ ଧାଆ�ିଁ। କିଏ ଠାକରୁାଣୀ ପାଖକ ୁତ କିଏ ଭୁୟାଁଣୀ 
ପାଖକ।ୁ କିଏ ପ�ମା ତ କିଏ ସି� େଭ�ରବୀ। ଗାଡ଼ିେମାେଟାର ପଜୂା ହୁଏ। ଦର କଷାକଷୀ ହୁଏ ପଜୂାରୀ ଆଉ ଗାଡ଼ିମାଲିକ 
ଭିତେର। ଫଟଫଟିଆକୁ ଏତିକ ି ଆଉ ଚାରିଚକିଆକୁ ଏଇୟା। ସାନଗାଡ଼େିର ଏେତଟା େନ� ୁ ଆଉ ବଡ଼ ଗାଡ଼ିେର ଏେତଟା। 
ଏଇଥ �େର ମ�ାମାଳ େସଇଥ �େର ମ�ାର ମାଳ। ଏମିତି େକତ କଣ। ସେତ େଯପରି ବାହାନ ପଜୁା ପରୁାଣ େପାଥ �େର ଏସବୁ 
େନଖା େହାଇଚି। ଏଇ ପଜୂା ପ�ତି କଥା ସହ� ବରଷ ତଳର ଭଳିଆ। ରା�ା ଉପେର ନଡ଼ିଆ ଭ�ା ହୁଏ; ବିଚରା �ୀଫଳ ଅନାଥ 
ଭଳି ରା�ାେର ଚି� �ାତ୍ େହାଇ ଭା�ିପେଡ଼। ଖେ� େଛପଖ�ାରେର ତ ଆଉ ଖେ� ଗଅୁମତୁ ଉପେର। ଆଉ ଫାେଳକୁ ସେନଇର 
ପଅୁ ଧାଇ ଁଯାଇ ଉଠାଇ ଧରି ଧାଏ।ଁ ଏଇ ପଜୂା େପଇ ଁଧଆୁଧଇୁ ଅଉ ପଜୂା େନ�େବଦ�। ତାପେର େସଇ ଗାଡ଼ିେର ମଦମାଂସ, 

ନ�ାଇଅନ�ାଇ, ଗ�ବାେସନା, ହାଲହୁକୁମ,ୁ ଅେଗରା ହୁଏ। କିଏ ନଘିା ରଖଛିୁ !! ବାହାନ ପଜୂା ତ ସରିଛି...!!! 

 

239



  ବାରବୁଲୀ ପତରଗ ାଗେଇ ନ ଁାଗର ସଭିଏ ଁଡାକନି୍ତ ଏଇ ମାନଙୁ୍କ। ଗେଗଲ ଗସଥପିାଇ ଁଗସମାନଙ୍କ ଗକୌଣସି ଗେରାଦ ନାେି।ଁ 

ବଢ଼ିଲା  ଛ ଭଳି ଜୀବନୋକୁ ତ ବକଗେ ପାଣ ିଗଦବାକୁ ଗେବ। ଗତଣ ୁଏଇ ଅଭିଯାନ। ଏମାନଙ୍କ ପାଇ ଁଗ୍ରୀଷ୍ ମ, ବର୍ଷା, ଶୀତ ଓ 

ବସନ୍ତ ସବୁ ଏକାକାର। ଜୀବନ ସଂଗ୍ରାମଗର ସଂଘର୍ଷରତ ଗସୈନକି ଏମାଗନ। ଗବଗଳଗବଗଳ ଜୀବନ ଥକିଯାଏ ଗେଗଲ ଏମାଗନ 

ନୁେ।ଁ  ମରୂ୍ା ଅଜାୋ ଆରପାରିକୁ ଚାଲି ଲା। ବଞ୍ଚଥିଲିା ଗବଗଳ ଗଯଗତଗବଗଳ ବି ତା ଘଣା ନିକେ ଗଦଇ ଯାଏ; େସି େସି ପଚାରନି୍ତ 

ଗସ... ଭୂୟାଁ ପିଲା, ଗକଗବ ଆସିଲ। ସବୁ ଭଲ ତ...! ପଢ଼ାପଢି ଚାଲିଛି ତ..! ଏଇ ସରା  ଧଗିର ଧଗିର େଜଛିୁ  ଁାରୁ; ଏଇ ମାମ ଁ ୁ

ଅଜା ମଉସା ସବୁ େଜିବା ସେ। 

  ଗବଳକୁ ଗବଳ ଶ୍ରୀେୀନ ଦିଶଛିୁ ମନ୍ଦିର େତା। ରକ୍ଷଣାଗବକ୍ଷଣ ନମିଗନ୍ତ ଅଥଷାଭାବ ଗେତୁ ଅଗନକ ଦିନ ଗେଲା ମନ୍ଦିରଗର ଚୂନଗଲପ 

େିଗକ ମଧ୍ୟ ଲା ିନି। ଅଗନକ କାରୁକାଯଷୟ ଏେ ିଭଳି ଗଲାପ ପାଇଯିବ। କଥାଗର ଅଛି...ରଗେ େରି ମାଗର କିଏ; ମାଗର େରି ରଗେ 

କିଏ। ଗେଗଲ ଏଗବ େରିଘର କଥା;ଗଦୋଯାଉ ବୁଝୁଛି କିଏ ? ସକଳ ତୀଥଷ ଗତା ଚରଗଣ... ଏଇ ବିଶ୍ୱାସଗର ଚାଲିଛି ମଉସା ଓ 

ମଉସାଙ୍କ ଭଳ ିଗକଗତ ସରଳ ଜୀବନ; ଜୀବନର ଜେିଳତାର ମାୟାଗର ଗକବଳ ଈଶ୍ୱରଙ୍କ ଭରସା ଗବାଲି ନିଜକୁ ଗେକି ଦିଅନି୍ତ। 

ଜୀବନର ମନ୍ଦଗର ନିଜକୁ େି ଁଅପାର  ଆଉ ଭଲକୁ ଈଶ୍ୱରଙ୍କ ଦାନ ଭାବି ବଞ୍ଚ ିନଅିନି୍ତ। ଏଇ ମଉସାମାଗନ ଶାନି୍ତଗର ରୁେନ୍ତୁ। ଅସୁ୍ତ। 

  ପଞ୍ଚକୁଗର ଝାଞ୍ଜ ଗୋଳ କରତାଳ ସେ ପ୍ରଥମ ପ୍ରେରଗର ଏଇ ନାମ ସଂକୀର୍ତ୍ଷନ ଝଙୃ୍କତ େୁଏ। ତାପଗର କାଉ କା କଗେ,  ଞ୍ଜା କ 

କଗେ ଆଉ  ଁା ଆେ ିଗୋଲି ଉଗେ...ଧଗିର ଧଗିର। ସଂସ୍କାରର ଏରୁଣି୍ଡ ବନ୍ଧ ଗଡଇ ଁଆଧନୁିକତା ଏଇ ସଂକୀର୍ତ୍ଷନ ଭିତଗର ପଶ ି

ଆସିଲାଣ।ି ନାମ ସଂକୀର୍ତ୍ଷନଗର ଗକଉେଁି ଗକଉେଁି େନି୍ଦୀ  ୀତର ସରୁ ମଧ୍ୟ ଶଣୁବିାକୁ ମିଳିଲାଣ।ି ଜିନ  ପୟା୍ଟ  ଆଉ େି ସାେଷର 

ଅବାଧ ପ୍ରଗବଶ ଗେଲାଣ।ି ଗେଗଲ ମଧ୍ୟ ଏଇ େେଚମେ ଭିତଗର ଗସଇ କମଳା କର୍ ଆଉ େଳଦିଆ ଗ ରୁଆ ଲୁ ା ନିଜର 

ସ୍ୱାଭିମାନ ବଜାୟ ରେଛିନି୍ତ। ଏେ ିପଞ୍ଚକୁ ଆଜିବି ଅଗନକ  ଁାର କାରି୍ତ୍କ ବିଶ୍ୱାସର ପ୍ରତୀକ। ଛାଡ଼ୋଇର ନିଶି୍ଚନ୍ତ ପ୍ରତୀକ୍ଷାଗର ଏଇ 

କାରି୍ତ୍କ ସରିଯାଏ। କିଏ ପଣୁୟ ଅରଗଜ ଆଉ କିଏ ପାପ ଧଏୁ । ଏଇତ ବିଶ୍ୱାସ; ଏଇତ ଜୀବନଯାତ୍ରା...!!! 

  ରଙ୍ଗବିରଙ୍ଗର ସବୁ େୁଲ ଆମ  ଁାର। ଗକୌଣସି  ଣୁଗର କମ  ନୁେନି୍ତେି। ଗକେ ିଗଦେବିାକ ୁସନୁ୍ଦର ତ ଗକେ ିଛୁଇବଁାକୁ ଗକାମଳ; 

ଗକେ ିଶଂୁଘିବାକୁ ସବୁାସିତ ତ ଗକେ ିଔର୍ଧୀୟ  ଣୁଗର ଭରପରୂ। ଏଇ ଗସୌନ୍ଦଯଷୟମୟ ସବୁଜ ପରିଗବଶଗର ବଡ଼ ଗୋଇଥବିାରୁ 

ପ୍ରକୃତି ସେ ମନ ଲା ି ଯାଇଛି। ଆମ  ଁାର ସନୁ୍ଦରତାକୁ ଏଇ େୁଲମାଗନ େି ଁଆେୁରି ଦି୍ୱ ଣୁତି କରିଥାନି୍ତ। ନଦୀ, ନାଳ, ବନ୍ଧ, ବାଡ଼, 

ବିଲ, କିଆରୀ, ଗତାୋମାଳ, େଡ଼ି ଆଉ କଡ଼ ସବୁେ ିଏଇମାନଙ୍କ ପସରା। ପ୍ରତି େୁଲଙ୍କ ସେ ଗମାର କିଛି କଥା ଆଉ ଅନୁଭୂତି 

ଜଡ଼ିତ। କେ ିବସିବି ଏଇମାନଙ୍କର କଥା। ଆମ  ଁା  େଳକୁ ସପନ ରାଇଜ କରୁଥବିା ଏଇ ଗଛାେ େୁଲଙ୍କ କଥା। େୁଲ ଗଛାେ, 

ଗେଗଲ ଏମାନଙ୍କ ସନୁ୍ଦରତା ମନକୁ ଛୁଏ ଁ। ଅଳପ ସମୟଗର ଏମାଗନ କେଯିାନି୍ତ ଅଗନକ କଥା; ଗକଗବ ଶଣୁନ୍ତୁନା...।ପାେ ନପଢ଼ିଗଲ 

ଗପାଢ଼ମାୋରିଆ ଗେବୁ; ମା ବାପା ସବୁ ଆକେ କରନି୍ତ  ଁା  େଳିଗର। ଆଉ  ଁା ମଣୁ୍ଡଗର ଅବା ଗକଉ ଁଅପନ୍ତରା ବିଲବାଡ଼ିଗର ଏଇ 

ସବୁ ଗଦେବିାକୁ ମିଗଳ। ଭା ୟଗର ଥଗିଲ ବଇଶଁୀ ସରୁ ମଧ୍ୟ ଶଣୁବିାକୁ େୁଏ।  ଁାର ଗଭୌÒNÐଳିକ ପରିବର୍ତ୍ଷନର ସାକ୍ଷୀ ଏଇ 

ଗପାଢ଼ମାୋରିଆ ସବୁ। ଅଗନକ ଘେଣା ଓ ଦୁଘଷେଣାର ପ୍ରତୟକ୍ଷଦଶଷୀ। 

    ଗକଉେମାଗନ ମାଛ ଧରନି୍ତ। ଗକଗବ ନାେି ବା ବନିଶୀ ପକାଇ; ଗକଞ୍ଚଆୁ ଲଗ ଇ। ଗକଗବ ଗପାେଳା ଗକଗବ ଗବନ୍ଦା ପକାଇ। 

ଗେଗଲ ଧଗିର ଧଗିର ମାଛ ସବୁ କମିବାଗର ଲା ିଗଲଣ।ି ଏଗବ ଏଇ ମଣଗିର୍ ପାଣଗିର ଜାଲ ପକାଇ ଏମାଗନ ଜୀବିକା ନିବଷାେ 

କରନି୍ତ। ରବର େୁୟଗେ ବସି ଗଘରା େିକ  କରନି୍ତ। ରାତି ସାରା ପ୍ରତୀକ୍ଷା କରନି୍ତ ମାଛକୁ ଜାଲଗର େସିବା ପାଇ।ଁ ଆଉ ସକାଗଳ 

ଗସସବୁ କୁ ଧରି ବିକିବାକୁ ପଗଡ଼।  ଁା, ଘର ଓ ପିଲା ମାଇକନିାଙୁ୍କ ଛାଡ଼ି ଏଇ ବଣଜଙ୍ଗଲ ଗଘରା ବିପଦସଙୁ୍କଳ ଜଳଭଣ୍ଡାର 

ନିକେଗର ଶଅୁନି୍ତ ମଧ୍ୟ ରାତିରାତି। ସବୁ ଗପେର ନାେ। ମେୁାଏ ଭାତର କଥା...! ଜୀବନ ପ୍ରଣାଳୀ ଏପରି ମଧ୍ୟ ଥାଏ...!!!ବୁଢ଼ା 

ମଉସାର ବୟସ ଏଇ ଅ୍ଟ ା ନୁଆଇଁନି; ସମୟ ଏଇ ଗକଶକୁ ଧଳା କରିନି; ସଂସାର ଏଇ ଶରିାପ୍ରଶରିାକ ୁଚମଷ ଆଡ଼କୁ ଉୋଇ ଆଣନିି! 

ଗେଗଲ ଜୀବନ ସେ ସଂଗ୍ରାମ କରିକରି ଏଇ ମନ ଶୀଥଳି ଗୋଇ ଯାଇଛି। ଜୀବନର ଏଇ ଚିରାଚରିତ ଚଳଣକିୁ ଆଦରି ଗନଇଛି 

ଏଇ ମଣରି୍। ଲୁେ ଲେୁର ସଂସାରଗର ସବୁ ଗସ୍ୱଦ ବନ୍ଧକ ପଡ଼ିସାରିଛି। ଗକଗବ ଜମି ବିକା ଗୋଇଛି ଝିଅର ବିବାେ ନିମଗନ୍ତ ତ 

ଗକଗବ ପଅୁର ପାେପଢ଼ା ନମିଗନ୍ତ ସେଧମିଣୀର ୋସଲୁୁମାଳ ବନ୍ଧକ ରୋ ଗୋଇଛି। ଗେଗଲବି ଜୀବନ ସଂଗ୍ରାମ ସରିନି। ବିକିବାକ ୁ

ଆଉ କଛିି ନାେି ଁ; ବନ୍ଧକ ନିମଗନ୍ତ ଆଉ କଛିି ନାେି।ଁ ଅଛି MÐmÞ ଏଇ ୋଡ଼ମାଂସର କସରା ଗଦେୋ। ଏମିତି ପଞ୍ଚଭୂତଗର ମିଳାଇଯିବ;   
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ରାମ ନାମ ସତ୍ୟ ଡାକରାରର। କିଛି ଆଣ ିନଥଲିା; କିଛି ରନବନି ରେରଲ ରେଇଯିବ ଜୀବନ ଯାକର େିେଘଷା ନିତ୍ିେିନଆି ଯଦୁ୍ଧ 

ରେେି ିଁ ଡାକରା ପାଇ ିଁ ଜାଗତି୍ଆର ଥବିା ପାଥବିା ଶରୀର ଟାକୁ...ଏମିତି୍...ଏମିତି୍...! 

  ଅକି୍ଷମଠୁି େିନଠ ିଁୁ  େି ିଁ ଚଷାପଅୁର ଆଖରିର ଏଇ ଛବି ନାଚି ଉଠିଥାଏ। ତ୍ାର ରକ୍ତ-ରେେ-ବାରିର ସମ୍ପେ ଇଏ। ରୋଓଡ଼ ଚାଷ କରି 

ମଠୁାମଠୁା କରି ଏଇତ୍ ସନୁା ବିଞ୍ଛ ିରେଇଥାଏ। ରସଇ ସନୁାର ଗାଲିଚା ଇଏ! ଆଖ ିପରୁରଇ ରେଖ ିରନଇଥଲିି ଟରରାରଟା ରେରି 

ଆସିବା ପବୂବରୁ।  େଇବର ନଜର ନଲାଗ ୁଏଇ ସବୁର୍ଣ୍ବ େରୁଆରର ରମା ଗ ିଁାର। ଚଷାପଅୁ ଶକୁରବାର ବିଡ଼ା ସାଇତି୍ ରରଖ; ମା 

ଲକ୍ଷ୍ମୀଙୁ୍କ ରେବା ପାଇ ିଁ। ରସଇଥରିର େି ିଁ ତ୍ାର ବିଶ୍ୱାସ; ତ୍ାକୁ ରକରବ ରଭାକରର ରେବିାକୁ ପଡ଼ିବନ।ି ଏରଣ ରାଆ ିଁଳି ମାରନ ଭିଡ଼ିଯାନି୍ତ 

ବିଲ ମଝିରର ଧାନରକଣ୍ଡା ଖଟିୁବାକୁ। ଆଉ କିଏ ବିଲେୁଡ଼ା ତ୍ରଳ ଗଡ଼ିଶ ରଚଙ୍ଗାମାଛ ଧରିବାରର ମଜ୍ଜିଯାନି୍ତ। ଯବୁା ଗଡ଼ିଶ ମାଛର 

ରଙ୍ଗରଙ୍ଗୀଳା ଛିଲକା ରେଉ ବା ରଡଣା ପଙୁ୍କଆ ପାଣରିର ଚବରକାଉ ଥାଏ। ରତ୍ରଣ ଆର େୁଡ଼ାରର ବଗଟିଏ, ନଡ଼ଆି ଗଛରର 

ରଗଣ୍ଡାଳିଆ, ଜମି କତି୍ରର ରପାଢ଼ ମାୋରିଆ ଏଇ ସବୁ ରେଖଥୁାନି୍ତ। ଏଇମିତି୍ ରକରତ୍ କଣ େୃଶୟ ରେଖବିାକୁ ମିରଳ ଏଇ ସବୁଜ 

ସବୁର୍ଣ୍ବ ରକ୍ଷତ୍ବାଡ଼ିରର। ରକରବ ଗ ିଁାକୁ ଆସନ୍ତୁ। 

    ବିଲ ଭିତ୍ରର ଧାନଗୋ; ସବୁ ଗ ିଁାର ଏକ ସାଧାରଣ େୃଶୟ। ପ୍ରଥରମ ଅମଳ, ତ୍ାପରର ଏଇଠି ଗୋ େୁଏ। େଳ ଶଗଡ଼ ଆରସ 

ତ୍ାପରର ସବୁ ବୁୋ େୁଏ ଖଳାକ ୁରଖରଳଇବା ପାଇ ିଁ।ରସଇଠୁ ଧାନ ବସ୍ତାରର ବନ୍ଧା ରୋଇ ଅରଟଇକ ୁଯାଏ। ତ୍ାପରର ଢିଙି୍କ ରେଉ 

ଅବା ମିଲ୍ ରେଉ; ରସଇଠି କୁଟାେୁଏ ଆଉ ଚାଉଳ ସଂଗ୍ରେ େୁଏ। ମାଟି ପଥରର ଚୂଲୀ ବାଟରର ଘାଟରର ରେଖବିାକ ୁ ମିରଳ; 

ମଲିୂଆ ମଜେୂର୍ ଆଉ ଗରୀବ ଗରୁୁବା ରଲାକଙ୍କ ଚୂଲୀ। ଏଇଠ ିରନ୍ଧା ରୋଇଥବିା ଅନ୍ନବୟଞ୍ଜନ ରକରବ ଚାଖଛିନି୍ତ କି ଭାଇ ଓ 

ଭଉଣୀ, ମ ିଁ ୁଚାଖଛିି। ଆୋ ରକରଡ଼ ସଆୁେ। ଚକିରର ଲାଗି ଯାଇଥରିଲ ବି ସଆୁେ; ଲୁଣଲଙ୍କା ଏପାଖ ରସପାଖ ରେରଲ ବି ସଆୁେ। 

ନିଆ ିଁପାଉ ିଁଶରର ରଗାଳାଇ ରୋଇ ରେଥିବିା ରବଲା ଚଟୁରର ଘଟା ଏଇ ଅନ୍ନବୟଞ୍ଜନ େି ିଁ ରଭାକର ମେତ୍ ବୁରଝ। ଶଖୁଲିା ତୁ୍ଣ୍ଡକୁ 

ଅମତୃ୍ ପ୍ରାରେକ ଲାରଗ। େ ିଁ ଏଥରିର ବାେଶାୋ ମସାଲା, ଏରଭରରଷ୍ଟ ଅବା ଇଷ୍ଟର୍ଣ୍ବ ମସାଲା ପରଡ଼ନ;ି ପଡ଼ପିାରରନି। ରକରବ ଜୀରା 

ରସାରିଷ ଧନଆି ମଧ୍ୟ ଅମିଳକ ଏଇ ଅନ୍ନବୟଞ୍ଜନରର। ରେରଲ ମ ିଁ ୁଖାଇଛି ବାଟରର ଘାଟରର ; ଚାଷୀମଲିୂଆଙୁ୍କ ମାଗିଯାଚି। ଏଇ 

ସଆୁେ େି ିଁ ରଭାକ ମାରର ଆଉ ରପଟକୁ ଥଣ୍ଡା ରରଖ। ରକରବ ଖାଇ ରେଖନ୍ତୁ ତ୍ !!! 

  ଉଡ଼ିଗରଲ ରଗଣ୍ଡାଳିଆ ଝାଡ଼ିରେଇ ପର...! ଏଇ ଗୀତ୍କୁ ମରନ ପରକଇ େିଅନି୍ତ ଏଇ ବିେଙ୍ଗ ଯଗୁଳ। ଧରିର ଧରିର ଏମାନଙ୍କ 

ପ୍ରଜାତି୍ େଜଛୁନି୍ତ। ରକବଳ ରେଯିିବ ଗୀତ୍ ରକରତ୍ ଧାଡ଼ି। ରକରବ କିଏ ଶଣୁବିକି ନାେି ିଁ; [Ð'e ମଧ୍ୟ କିଛି ଗତି୍ ଅନ୍ତ ନାେି ିଁ। 

ରଗାଧନବାେୁଡ଼ା ରବଳ ଇଏ। ସକାରଳ ଘର ଛାଡ଼ି ଯାଇଥବିା ସଭିଏ ିଁ ରେରନି୍ତ। ପକ୍ଷୀ ରେରର, ମଣଷି ରେରର ଆଉ ରେରର 

ଆଜିର େିନ। ସବା ପରର ରେରର ସରୁୁଜ େିଗ୍ବଳେରର ରସପାରକୁ। ରେରଲ ରେରରନି ସମେ; ୋତ୍ରର ରସଇ େିନକୁ ଧରି 

ବୁଜିନିଏ ତ୍ା ମଠୁାକ।ୁ ସଭିଙୁ୍କ ରେରିବାକୁ ପରଡ଼। ସାରାେିନର କ୍ଲାନ୍ତଶ୍ରାନ୍ତ ଶରୀରଟାକୁ ରଠଲିରପଲି ରେରିବାକୁ ପରଡ଼ ପଣୁ ିକାଲି 

ପାଇ ିଁ ଜାଗତି୍ଆର ରେବାକୁ। ଏଇତ୍ ଜୀବନ; ରକରତ୍ ଆଜ,ି ଗତ୍କାଲି ଆଉ ଆସନ୍ତାକାଲି ଭିତ୍ରର ମିରଳଇ ଯାଇଛନି୍ତ। ଏଇତ୍ 

େୁନିଆ ିଁ; ଆଜିକୁ ଇତି୍ୋସ ପଷୃ୍ ଠାରର ସାଇତି୍ ରଖଛିି ଗତ୍କାଲି କରି। ଏମିତି୍ ରେରିବାକୁ େୁଏ ଆଜିକୁ ଗତ୍କାଲିର କାଉ ିଁରୀ ରପଢ଼ିରର 

ସାଇତି୍ବାକ;ୁ ଏମିତି୍ ବାୋରିବାକ ୁ େୁଏ ଆଜିର େୁଆରରୁ ଆସନ୍ତାକାଲିର ଅଗଣାକ।ୁ ଏଇତ୍ ଜୀବନ; ଅରଢ଼ଇ େିନିଆ। ଚାଲନ୍ତୁ 

ବାୋରିବା ଆଜି ପଣୁ ିରେରିବା ପାଇ ିଁ !  

    ସଡ଼କଟିଏ ଭଲରର ନାେି ିଁ; ରେରଲ ରଯାଜନ ରଯାଜନ ବୟାପୀ ରଯାଜନାରର ରେଶ ୋଟି ପଡ଼ୁଛି। ଗ ିଁା ପିଲାଙ୍କ ପାେରରରଜାତ୍ା 

ଖରଣ୍ଡ ନାେି ିଁ। ଗଣୁ୍ଡାଏ ରପଟରର ୋନା ପଡଛିି କି ନାେି ିଁ ଅଜଣା। ରେରଲ େସ ରକାଟିଏ ଟଙ୍କାର ଧରି ବୁଲି ରେରଲ େସ ରକାଟିଏ    

ଟଙ୍କାର ଧରି ବୁଲି ରଖଳୁଛନି୍ତ ଆମ ରେଶର ଭବିଷୟନିଧ ିସବୁ। ଏଇମାନଙୁ୍କ େିବୟ ଆଶୀଷ ମିଳ।ୁ ଏଇ ସଡ଼କ ସବୁର୍ଣ୍ବମେ କରି   

ଗଢ଼ି ରତ୍ାଳନ୍ତୁ ଏଇମାରନ। ଗ ିଁାର ନିଜର ଲଣି୍ଡ୍ର, ରକଉ ିଁ ଆବେମାନ କାଳର ରେଉଛି ଏଇ ଶକୁ୍ଲଘର। ଗ ିଁାରର ଏରବବି ବିଶ୍ୱାସ ଏଇଠ ି

ନରଧାଇଲା ଯାଏ ିଁ ସବୁ ଅଶଦୁ୍ଧ। ରକରତ୍ ଜଣ ଏମାନଙୁ୍କ ଛୁଇ ିଁବାକୁ ଏରବବି ଭାବନି୍ତ ରେରଲ ଏମାନଙ୍କ ଦ୍ୱାରା ନରଧାଇଲା ଯାଏ ିଁ ସବୁ 

ଅଶଦୁ୍ଧ ରବାଲି ମରନ କରନି୍ତ। ଏଇ ସମୀକରଣ ମ ିଁ ୁଏରବବି ବୁଝିପାରିନି । ଏ ସବୁ କେିବାକୁ ଗରଲ...ବକ୍ୱାସ।୍ କାମକୁ ଇଜ୍ଜତ୍ େିଅ 

ଆଉ କାମ କରୁଥବିା ରଲାକର ମେତ୍ କର, ଏୋ େି ିଁ ରେଉ। 
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ବଞ୍ଚବିାର ମଖୁ୍ୟ ଉପାଦାନ ପାଣ ିପବନର ସ୍ୱଚ୍ଛତାର ଅଭାବ ଗ  ା ଗହଳିରର। ରେରବ େଣ୍ଟ୍ରାକ୍ଟରର ଠୋମୀ ରହଉ ରେରବ ଆମ 

ର ାେଙ୍କର ଶରୀର ଆଉ ସ୍ୱାସ୍ଥ୍ୟରକ୍ଷା ଜ୍ଞାନର ଅଭାବ ଏଇ ସ୍ଥ୍ାନଟିେୁ ଏଇଭଳି େରି ରଖ୍ଛିି। ସ୍ୱାସ୍ଥ୍ୟ ହି   ସମ୍ପଦ ରେବଳ ବହରିର 

ସନୁ୍ଦର ଦିଶଛିୁ...ଆଉ ଅସ ରର ସାରା ଭାରତର ଗ  ା ଗହଳରର ନଳଗଡ଼ୁିେର ଏଇ ଦଶା...!!!  ଏଇ ରାସ୍ତା ପଡ଼ଛି ରସଇମରତ; 

ରବଳଅରବଳରର ରାଜନୀତି ର ାଡ଼ାରବପାରରର ରେରବରେରବ ୋଙ୍କରା ମାଟି, ଗଡ଼ୁି ରେଙ୍କାଳ ର ାଡ଼ି ହୁଏ ମଠୁି ଫିଙ୍ଗା ବା ି ସହ। 

ଅଧା ନଙ୍ଗଳା ରରହ ଅଧାଦିନ। ସିରପଇ ସର୍ଦ୍ଦାର ଭଳିଆ ଏଇ ବାଉ  ଶ ନାଳୀ ସବୁ ଭିତରର  ୁରେଇ ଧରନି୍ତ ସାନ ଗଛ ଡାଳ ସବୁ। 

େିଏ ରେରବ ଭାଗୟ େରିଥ ିି ବଞ୍ଚଯିାନାନି୍ତ ଆଉ ରେରତ ଜଣ ଖ୍ରାତରା ତାପରର ତରିଯାନାନି୍ତ। ସବୁ ଗ  ା ରାସ୍ତାର ଏଇ ଦଶା। 

ରେରବରେରବ ପ୍ରଧାନମନି୍ତ୍ରଙ୍କ ଗ୍ରାମୟ ସଡ଼େ ରଯାନାଜନାର ବିଜ୍ଞାପନ ରଦଖ୍ରି  ଏଇ ରାସ୍ତା ଆଖ୍ରିର ନାେି ଉରଠ। ଏଇୟା େଣ 

ସତରର ରାମରାଜୟର ସପନ; ଆମ ରାଜୟର ସପନ! ଏଇତେ ପାଇବା ପାଇ   ଫିରିଙି୍ଗ ସହ ଧରାମରା ରଦର  େଣ; ପାଇର  

େଣ!! ଆବର୍ତ୍ଦନ-ବିବର୍ତ୍ଦନ-ପରିବର୍ତ୍ଦନରର ୋ ିଛି ଏଇ ଦୁନିଆ  । ରମା ଗ  ା ମଧ୍ୟ। ହଜି ଯାନାଇଛି ସବୁ ୋଳ ର ଆଉ ଏରବ ସବୁ ଠଆି 

ରହାଇଛନି୍ତ ରଙ୍ଗ ବିରଙ୍ଗ ରୋଠାସବୁ। େିଏ େହ ିା...ରଦଶର େିଛି ବଦଳିନି ରବା ି...!!! 

  ଗ  ାରୁ ରଫରିଥ ିି ଭାରୀ ମନ ରନଇ। ପାଞ୍ଚ ବର୍ଦ ପରର ଯାନାଇଥ ିି ଭଙ୍ଗାମନ ରନଇ ଆଉ ରଫରି ି ବି ରସଇ ମନ ରନଇ। ସାଉ  ଟି 

ଆଣ ିି ରେରତ େଥା ଆଉ ବୟଥା। ଗ  ାରର ରେରତ ସବୁ େଣ ବଦଳି ଯାନାଇଛି। ରସ ସବୁେୁ ଅରଡ଼ଇ ଅତୀତେୁ ରଖ୍ାଜଥୁ ିି। ରେରତ 

ମିଳି ା ଆଉ ଜାଣ ିି ଅରନେ େଛିି ହଜି ଯାନାଇଛି। ଗ  ାର ଆଦର, ସଆୁଗ, ରସରନହ ସବୁ ମିରଳଇ ଗ ାଣ ିରସଇ ବୁୋଅଜା ଆଉ 

ମାମ  ଙୁ୍କ ହଜିବା ସହ। ଏଇଥର ପାତ୍ର ର ଆଈ ଙ୍କ ମହୁ  ରୁ "ଗରାଖ୍" ପଦ ଶଣୁ ିପାରି ିନି। ଇଙି୍ଗ ି ଆଈର ହଇରର ନାତିଆ ପଦ 

ବି ସପନ ଥ ିା। ଶଖୁ୍ଆୁ ଭଜା ଖ୍ାଇବା ପାଇ   ରତ ି  ର ଅଥବା େଙ୍କଡ଼ା ରପାଡ଼ା ଖ୍ାଇବା ପାଇ   ଭଣ୍ଡାରୀ  ର ଆଉ ନାହି  । 

ଜୀବନରର ରଯାନରତ ଆଗେୁ ଧାଉ  ଛି ପଛରର ଏଇ ଗ  ା ଆହୁରି ଦୂରେୁ ୋ ି ଯାନାଉଛି। ରଫରିବି ନିଶ୍ଚୟ ରସଇ ଗ  ାେୁ ରହର  ରେରତ 

ହାତ ରେରତ ବୁେୁ ହଜିଯାନାଇଥବି ତାର େଳନା ନାହି  । 

  େରତ ଝିେିର  ୋଟୁଛି ଆଉ ରପ ିର  ବି...!  ଏରଣ ମାଇର  ରଗାହତୟା...ରତରଣ ମାଇର  ବ୍ରହ୍ମହତୟା...! ଜାରଣନା...ରମା 

ଭଳି ରେରତ ତି୍ରଶଙୁ୍କ ରେରତ ସଂଶୟରର ଆରଗଇ ୋ ିଛନି୍ତ ଏଇ ଗ  ା ପାଇ   ସପନ ସାଉ  ଟିବା ପାଇ  । ରସଇ ସପନ ସତ 

ରହଉ...ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କର। ଏଇ ପ୍ରାଥଦନା ଗ୍ରାମରଦବତୀ ଆଉ ଜଗନାଥାଥଙ୍କ ନେିଟରର…

ବାଟରର  ାଟରର ଯାନାନିଯାନାତରାରର 

ଓଡ଼ିଆ ଜୀବନ ଧାର 

ରସରେ ପରିୁର  ମାଣେ ପରୁଇ 

 ଡ଼ିଏ ପାଣରି ଗାର, 

 

ପ୍ରତି ମହୂୁର୍ତ୍ଦରର ପ୍ରତିଟି ସ୍ପନ୍ଦରନ 

ଏଇ ରମା ଓଡ଼ଶିା ପ୍ରାଣ 

bÊ ି ଯାନାଅ ନାହି   ଭାଇ ଓ ଭଉଣୀ 

ଏଇ ମାଟି ହି   ଜୀବନ !

''  ଉର୍ତ୍ର ଆରମରିୋର ୮ବର୍ଦ ରହଣରିର ଓସା ରହଉଛି ଏରବ ସାତ ସମଦୁ୍ର ରତର ନଈ ଏପାରିରର ରମାର ଓଡ଼ିଆ ପରିବାରଟିଏ। 

ରସଇଠାରୁ ହି   ମିଳିଛି ଯାନରଥଚ୍ଛା ସମ୍ମାନ ଆଉ ପରିେୟ ଏଇ ଉର୍ତ୍ର ଆରମରିୋରର। ପ୍ରାୟ ସଭିଙ୍କ ଆଦରର ପ୍ରଭୂ ଏରବ। ଓସା ପରିବାରର 

ସମସ୍ତ ଭାଇ ଓ ଭଉଣୀଙ୍କ ଦିବୟରେତନା ଓ ଗଠନାତ୍ମେ ଅଭିବୃଦି୍ଧ ତଥା ଶାନି୍ତ ଓ ରପ୍ରମର ସହାବସ୍ଥ୍ାନରର ହି   ଏଇ ଓସା ରହବ ଶାନି୍ତ ଓ 

ରସୌହାର୍ଦ୍ଦୟର ଐେୟ ପରିବାର। ରହ ରମାର ଭାଇ-ବନୁ୍ଧ-େୁଟୁମ୍ବ, ଆସନ୍ତୁ, ସଭିଏ   ସଭିଙ୍କ ହାତଧରି; ଅନୟର ସ୍ୱାଭିମାନ,ରଗୌରବ, ମଯାନଦୟଦାେୁ 

ସମ୍ମାନ ରଦଇ ଅଗ୍ରସର ରହବା ଓସା ପରିବାରର ସମଦିୃ୍ଧ ମାଗଦରର। ଜୟ  ÒkÐ '' ।           Í̀hÐ« bË ǕÐ 
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ପରୁୁଣା ପଲ୍ଲୀ - ନୂଆ ପଲ୍ଲୀ 

  ନିରଞ୍ଜନ ମିଶ୍ର 

ପରୁୁଣା ପଲ୍ଲୀ 

 

ସେ ପଲ୍ଲୀର ଭାଷା ଥଲିା, ସ ାଭା ଥଲିା 

ଥଲିା ତା'ର ମା'ର ମମତା 

ସେଇ ଗ  ା ଦାଣ୍ଡଧଳୂ,ି ମାଟିଘର ଆଉ ଗଛ ଛାଇ, 

େଞ୍ଜସେସଳ ସଗାଧଳୂି ର ସେସତ ଧେୂରତା। 

ମସନପସେ 

ଆମ୍ବଧାେ,ି ତାଳେଣ, ଗ  ା ସପାଖରୀର େଇ  ଫୁଲ 

ଆଉ େିଲ ୋଡିର ସେସେରା, 

ସେ ପଲ୍ଲୀସର ନାେୁଥଲୁି, ପାଇେଛାମାରି ୋଗଡୁିର ସଖଳ, 

ନଟୁ ସଖଳ ଆଉ ରଜସଦାଳ,ି 

ଖଦୁୁରୁେୁଣ ିର ଓଷା, ଜହ୍ନଫୁିଲ  ସତାଳା 

ୋରୁଗଛ ମସୂଳ ସେଙ୍ଗ ଓ ସେଙୁ୍ଗଲିଙ୍କ େମସ୍ଵସର ଗୀତ ସୋଲା । 

ସେ ଗ  ାସର ପଇୋ ନଥଲିା େତ 

ଭରିଥଲିା ଭାଇ, ନନା, ମଉୋ, ମାଉେୀଙ୍କର ଅଜଣା େମ୍ପLà 

ସେ ଥଲିା ସମା ପରୁୁଣା, ମେସେ ସେଉ  ଠି ଆମ୍ବର େଉଳ, 

େିଆ ଓ ସେତେୀ ଫୁଲର ୋେନା, 

ସୋଇଲି ର ସ୍ ବର  ଣୁ ିସମା ଗ  ା ୋେ ଦିଏ 'େେନ୍ତ  ଆେିଲା' 

େୋଳୁ ୋେଇ େିଲୁଆ ନନା ତ,  େଂଜସର ସଗାଧନ  ଘର ସଫରନ୍ତା । 

ନୂଆ ପଲ୍ଲୀ 

େିସଦ  ସର େେୁଦିନ ରେେିାରି, େପନସର ଭାେିୋର ଅନ୍ତ ନାେି   

ୋଇଥଲିି ସୋଳି ସେେି ଗ  ା ମାଟି , ପାଇୋେୁ ସଗାଧଳୁି ପର  

ୋୋ ମ   ୁସଦଖଲିି ଭାଇ, ନ େେସିଲ ଭଲ । 

243



ବଂଗଦେଶ ୁଯବନ ଆସିଦେ, ଭାଙି୍ଗ ଦେଦେ ଦେଉଳକ,ୁ 

ବଗଗୀ ଆସିଦେ ଦବାେି ଚାରିଆଦ଼େ ଆତଙ୍କର ରାଜ, 

ଦ ାଗେ ଆସିଦେ ସତ, ଭାଙୁ୍ଗଥଦିେ, େୁଟୁଥଦିେ ଧନ ଓ େରବ; 

ଫିରିଙି୍ଗ ଆସିଦେ ସତ, ଦରାପିଦେଦେ ଇଂରାଜୀ ସଭୟତା । 

କିନ୍ତୁ ଏଦବ , ଏ କ'ଣ ଦେୋ ? 

ଶତାବ୍ଦୀ ଶତାବ୍ଦୀ ଧରି ଦ ା ଗ  ା, ଦ ା ଦେଶ, 

ଦ ା  ାଟି ବେଳି ନ ଥେିା, 

ସ୍ବାଧୀନତା ପଦର ଚାେ  ୁ ଚାେ  ୁ 

େିନ ଦକଇଟା ପଦର, ସବୁ ବେଳିୋ - 

ଦପାଦକା, ଟିଦକା, ଏସାର,  ିତେ, ଜିନ୍ଦେ, 

ଦନତା ଓ ଜନତାଙୁ୍କ ନଦଚଇ ନଦଚଇ ବଢାନି୍ତ କନ୍ଦଳ । 

ଇଏ ଏକ ନୂଆ ପଲ୍ଲୀ, 

ତା'ର ସବୁ ଅଛି, ଚକ କ ବିଜଳୁି ଆେୁଅ, 

ଟିଭି, ଦସେ୍ ଦଫାନ୍,  େଭାଟି, ଦୋଦଟେ, 

ଢାବା ଆଉ ସିଦନ ା େେ ଦର ଭରା 

ଦ ା ଦଛାଟ ଗ  ା ଟି ନିଜ ରୂପ େଜାଇ ଦେଇଛି 

ଅଜାଣଦତ ପାେଟି ଯାଇଛି ଏକ ଅସତୟ ନଗରୀ । 

 Niranjan Mishra, an Odia by heart is a OSA life member, also an active Can OSA Member lives in   

Sudbury, Ontario, Canada              ( e-mail: nmishra@persona.ca) 

  

                                                  Ò$ÐÒVÐ  jé`ðm[Ð cÞhÍ                                  Ò$ÐÒVÐ  `ÍhÐ« bË¯ÐÜ 
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ଋଣୀ େତା ମମତାର 

ମିତାଲି ଦାସ 

 

ଗଭ�େର େତା �ାନ େଦଇ େମାେତ  େଦଲୁ ତୁ ଜୀବନ 

ମରିଥ �ବୁ େକେତ ଥର  ପାଇ ତୁ କଷଣ 

ଜନନୀ େହାଇଥ �ଲୁ ତୁ ଜନମ େଦଇ େମାେତ 

�ସବ େବଦନା ତୁ ପାଇଥ �ବୁ  େକେତ ! 
 

େତା  ଜୀବେନ ଥ �ବା ପଳ ପଳ ଅ�ାରକୁ ଭୁଲି 

ଆେଲାକ େଦଖାଇଲୁ େମାେତ ଦୁନିଆ କୁ ଆଣ ି

ଶଶି ୁକନ�ାକୁ େତାର େନଇଥ �ଲୁ େକାେଳଇ 

େତା ପଣତ କାନିେର େମାେତ ରଖ � ତୁ େଘାଡାଇ ! 

 

େକେତ େକେତ ବିପଦରୁ ଆପଦୁ ସେତ 

ହୃଦୟେର ମମତା ଭରି ରଖ�ଲୁ ଲୁଚାଇ   
େମା ମହୁରଁ ଖସିୁ େଦଖ � ତୁ େହଇଥାଉ ଖସିୁ 

େତା ଦୁଃଖକୁ ଲୁଚାଇ ତୁ େଦଇଥାଉ ହସି ! 

 

ମମତାେର େଖାଇ େଦଉ ପାଟିେର େମା ଆହାର 

େଭାକ େଶାଷ  ଭୁଲି ଯାଉ ଖସିୁ େଦଖ � େମାହର 

ଆ�ୁଳି ଧରି ଶଖିାଇଥ �ଲୁ େମାେତ  ତୁହ ିଚାଲି 

େତା ସମୟ ଆସିଲା େଯେବ ହାତ ଛାଡି େଦଲି ! 

 

େଶାଇଯାଏ ନି�ି�େର ମ�ୁ � ରଖ � େତା େକାଳେର 

ପାହଥି �ବ େକେତ ରାତି େତାର ଉଜାଗରେର  

�ାଭିମାନ ସପନ ତୁ େଦଖାଇଲୁ ଆଖ �େର େମାର 

କରିବାକୁ ସାକାର, ନିଦ ନ ଥ �ଲା ନୟେନ  େତାର ! 

245



ପାଳିଥ �ଲୁ େମାେତ ତୁହ ିେକେତ େଯ ଯତେନ 

ନଥ �ଲା �ାଥ� େତାର, କିଛି ପାଇବାର ଆଶା 

ପାରିବିନି ସଝିୁ େକେବ େତା ମମତାର ଋଣ େବାଉ , 

ଚିରକାଳ ରହବିି ମ ଁ ୁଋଣୀ େହାଇ େତାହର  !  
 (ମ ଁ ୁଓଷା ର ଲାଇଫ େମ��ର େମାେତ େଲଖ �ବା,େରାେଷଇ ଓ ବଗିଚା କରିବାକୁ ଭଲ ଲାେଗ )- ମିତାଲି ଦାସ 

 

େବାଉ 

କୁକୁ ଦାସ ୍
େବାଉ, 

ତୁ େମା ମନର କାହାଣୀ 

ଚଲା ପଥେର ଥ �ବା ଗଛର ଶୀତଳ ଛାୟା 

ମନର ବଗିଚା େର ଫୁଟିଥ �ବା େଗାଲାପ ପାଖଡୁା 

ମ�ି, ଜଇୁ ଜାଇ ର ବା�ା 

ଜୀବନର ଉ� �ାଦନା 

ଜରେର  କୁହୁଳୁ ଥ �ବା ଶରୀର େର 

ବୁଲାଇଥ �ବା, କଅଳଁ ହାତ ର �ଶ� ତୁ, 

ମ ୁ�ାତ ବା ଅ�ାତେର େନଇଥ �ବା 

�ତିଟି  ନିଃ� �ାସ ��ାସ ତୁ 

ଶୀତ ରାତି ର ଉଷମୁ କ�ଳ ତୁ 

ପଣୁ ିବଷ�ା ର �ତିଟି ମଛୁ�ନା ଆଉ 

େମଘଆୁ ପାଗେର ଝଲସଥୁ �ଵା ଇ�ଧନୁ ତୁ 

େଧା ଵାୟା ଗୀତ ଶଣୁ ିେଶାଇଥ �ବା   

େମା ନି�ାପ ମନର େକାମଳ କା�ଣା ଆଉ 

େମାର �ତିଟି ହସେର ଚମକୁଥ �ବା ସେୁନଲି କିରଣ ତୁ 

ତୁ ପଣୁ ିେମା ସ�ୁ ମ�ି� ର � �� � ଅନାଵନା ।। 

େମାର ତୁ ଅତୀତ, aràcÐ_ ଆଉ ଭବିଷ�ତ 
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ତୁ � �ଗ�ର କମଳ କଳିକା, ଆଉ �� ପାରିଜାତ 

ଆକାଶରୁ ବଡ଼ ଆଉ ସାଗରୁ ଗଭୀର 

େ�ହ, େ�ମ, ମମତାର  

ବ�େନ ଜା�ତ 

ଜ� �, ମତୁୃ� ଠାରୁ ଅେନକ ଉ���େର ତୁ 

 

                                                                         େବାଉ, 

ତୁ େମା ମନ ସିଂହାସେନ ଵିରାଜିଥ �ବା 

ଅଜର ଅମର �ତୀକ 

`ÍSéfÞ[ େଲଲିହାନ hÞଖା େମା ମନ ଦୀପ ର 

ତୁ େମାର ଚଳ�ି ଠାକୁର। 
 

********** 

Kuku Das, a past convener, a past OSA vice President and Co-founder, President of iGurukul lives 
with her family at Santa Clara, California.. Currently she's leading OSA's "Let's Learn Odia" 

programme. 

 

cÐ' ÒcÐe 

`eÐhe cÞhÍ 

LÐkÞÜLÞ ÒLSÐZÞ `ÍaÐjÑ SÑa_e 

Í̀[ÞVÞ cÊkÊràÒe 

ÒcÐe MÐmÞ cÐ' L\Ð cÒ_ `ÒX 

Ềe²Ðe cÞfÞaÐ jc¯Òe 

[Þe²Ðe cÞfÞaÐ jc¯Òe 

ÒcÐ ]ÊÓMÒe, jÊMÒe 

S¯, `eÐS¯Òe, kj, LÐtÒe 
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cÐ' ÒcÐe c=f LÐc_Ð LeÞ 

LkÊ\ÐH aÐaÊÒe, ^_Òe 

ÒdDÜWÞ \Ð, ÒdcÞ[Þ \Ð 

jÊMÒe, jefÒe,  

jkSÒe, _ÞeÐ`]Òe \Ð' Ð 

 

LÐkÞÜLÞ ÒLSÐZ,Þ 

Í̀aÐjÑ SÑa_e `Í[ÞVÞ cÊkÊràÒe 

cÐ'e mÊNÐ `Z[Òe ÒcÐe 

mÊQÞaÐe ]Þ_ cÒ_ `XÞ\ÐH 

cÐ'e mÊNÐ `Z[e hÑ[f RÐB 

ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf ÒcÐ AMÞe mÊk  

Ò`ÐRÊ\úmÐ [' ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf 

ÒcÐ Ë̂fÞ, Ë̂je Ò]kLÊ  

@[Þ jeÐNÒe TÐXÞ Ò]D\úmÐ Ð 

 

aiàÐÒe bÞSÞ, MeÐÒe SfÞ 

aÐkÐÒe ÒMfÞ aÐ`ÐÕL Òa[ 

cÐXLÊ XeÞ, mÊQÊ\úmÞ ÒcÐ cÐ'e 

`Z[ LÐ_ÞÒe,  

\¨Ð ÒkÒm, Sée ÒkÒm, 

ÒcÐ Ò]k MeÐ` ÒkÒm 

cÐ'ÒcÐe ÒcÐ Ò]Ði _Ò]MÞ 

Ò]Ði Ò]D\úmÐ aÐXÞ̀ XÐ aiàÐLÊ 

_ÞAÜNÞfÐ MeÐLÊ Ð 
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cÊÜ LÐtÞÒm, SÞ]LÒm, @TV ÒkÒm 

ÒcÐÒ[ LÐMÒe LÐÒMB Oe @NZÐÒe 

aÊÒmB, aÊÒmB, QÒYB Ò]ÒMB 

cÐ'ÒcÐe NÐD\úmÐ 

"aÐB QÒYBÒe aÐB QÒYB 

Ò[Ð cÐ' dÐBRÞ NÐC QÒeB 

Ò$eÞÒm AZÞa `ÐQÞmÐ Òam 

                                           MÊAB, `ÞAB LeÞa ÒNm' Ð 

 

cc[Ðc¯Ñ ÒcÐ cÐ'e ÒNm, A]e,  

Òjðk, hÍwÐ, hÊbÐhÞi AhàÑaÐ] 

ÒcÐÒ[ aÐO`eÞ afaÐ_, 

ÒOÐXÐ`eÞ ÒaNaÐ_ ÒkÐB 

ALÐhÒe DXÞaÐe, `ÐZÞÒe aÊXÞaÐe 

ckÐc§ hÞMÐB _ÞÒS Òj ỀeÒe \ÐB 

H `ÊeÒe ÒcÐÒ[ OÃ ÒOÐXÐB eMúRÞ Ð 

 

Í̀aÐjÑ SÑa_e `Í[ÞVÞ cÊkÊràÒe 

ÒcÐe cÐ' L\Ð cÒ_`XÊRÞ Ð 

 

                        -------------------------------------- 

 “ I have been actively involved with OSA since 1995 and participated in Pramod Patnaik drama 

competitions, Kabita Patha, cultural activities etc. A drama written and directed by me entitled ‘Nilam’ 

got the 1st prize at one of our conventions. I have also been actively involved in our local chapter and 

taking the lead in organizing CanOSA’s annual Sahitya Pathachkra. OSA has empowered me to take 

pride in my language, culture, and heritage and also in reaching out and connecting with our OSA 

friends on a regular basis.’’ Parashar Mishra  
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ଚିଠ ି

jÊQÑjêÞ[Ð `¨Ð 

 

         ସଦୁେଇ ହାତଦେ ଖଦେ କାଗଜ ଧେି ଦେୌଡି ଦେୌଡି ଆସିଲା | ୋେ େୁଆେୁ ଚିତ୍କାେ କେୁଛି "ମା ମା ବିଦେଶ େୁ ଚିଠି 

ଆସିଛି. ଡାକ ବାବୁ କହଦିଲ ସାନ ବାବୁ ପଦଠଇଛି." ଜାନକୀ ହାତେୁ କଂସା ଖସି ପଡିଲା. ଧାଇ ଁଆସି ଚିଠି ଟା ସଦୁେଇ ହାତେୁ 

ଦନଇ ଗଦଲ. ଘଡିଏ ଦସ ଲଫାପାକୁ ଛାତି ଦେ ଜାବୁଡି ଧେିଦଲ | ଚଉଷଠି ମସିହା ଶ୍ରାବଣ ମାସ ଗେୁୁବାେ ଟାଦେ ପଅୁ ତାଙ୍କେ 

ଘେ ଛାଡି ବିଦେଶ ଗଲା | ତାେ ବାପା ଚାଲିଗଲା ପଦେ ଛଆୁଟା ତାଙ୍କେ ଦେମିତି ହଜି ଗଲା | ଦକଜାଣ ିକାହିକଁି ତାଙ୍କ ଠୁ 

େୁଦେଇ ଗଲା |  ବିଦେଶ ଦେ ପଢିବାେ ଜିେ୍ ଧେି ବସିଲା. ଜାନକୀ ଦେଦତ ବୁଦେଇଦଲ ବି ଦସ ଶଣୁଲିା ନାହି ଁ | ମନ ଜମା 

ମାନୁ ନଥଦିଲ ବି ବାପ ଦଛଉେ ପିଲା ଟା େୁୁଃଖୀ ଦହବ ଭାବି, ଛାତି ଉପଦେ ପଥେ େଖ ିତା େିବାେ ବନ୍ଦଦବାସ୍ତ କଦଲ | 

ଦହଦଲ ବାେ ବଷଷ ବିତି ଗଲା | ଆଦଗ ବଷଷ କୁ ଥଦେ ଚିଠି ଦଟ ଆସଥୁଲିା | ଧୀଦେ ଧୀଦେ ସିଏ ବି ବନ୍ଦ ଦହଇ ଗଲା | ଆଜି 

ଏଦତ ବଷଷ ପଦେ ଚିଠି ଦଟ ପାଇ ଆଖଦିେ ତାଙ୍କେ ଧାେ ଧାେ ଲୁହ | ସଦତ ଦେମିତି ବଷଷ ବଷଷ େ ଅଭିମାନ ଆଜି ତାଙ୍କେ ଲୁହ 

ଦହଇ ଖସି ପଡୁଛି | ଲୁହ ଦପାଛ ୁଦପାଛୁ ସଦୁେଇ କୁ କହଦିଲ "ଗଲୁ ଟିଦକ ସେୁଶଷନ ମାଦରେଙୁ୍କ ଖବେ ପଦଠଇବୁ | ଆଜି 

ଉପେଦବଳା ଦଫେିଲା ଦବଳକୁ ଘେ ଆଦଡ ଟିଦକ ଆସିଦବ | କୁନା େ ଚିଠି ଟାକୁ ପଢି କି ଶଦୁଣଇଦେଦବ | "ହ ଁମା ମ ଁ ୁୋଉଛି 

|" ଏତିକି କହ ିସଦୁେଇ ଘେୁ ବାହାେି ଗଲା | 

     ଏଇ ଭିତଦେ ଦକଦତ ଘଡି ଦେ ଚାଲି ଗଲାଣ ିଜାନକୀ କୁ ଜଣା ନାହି ଁ| ଦସ ଦସମିତି ପଥେ ଭଳ ିଦୋଦଷଇ ଘେ କାନ୍ଥ ଟାକୁ 

ଆଉଜି ପଡି ବସିଛନି୍ତ | ହାତଦେ ତାଙ୍କେ ଦସଇ ଚିଠି ଟା | ହଠାତ କି ସଦୁେଇ େ ପାଟି ଶଣୁ ିଦସ ଚମକି ପଡିଦଲ | "ମା 

ସେୁଶଷନ ମାଦରେ ଆସିଛନି୍ତ | ମ ଁ ୁତୁମ କଥା ଶଣୁ ିସ୍କଲୁ ଆଦଡ ମାଡଗିଲି  | ଅଦପକ୍ଷା କେି କି ମାଦରେଙୁ୍କ ସାଥଦିେ ଧେି ଆସିଛି |    

…ବସନ୍ତୁ  ବସନ୍ତୁ ମାଦରେ  |" ,  ଏତିକି କହ ିଦସ ସପ ଟାକୁ ବାେୋ ଦେ ପାେି ଦେଲା | ଜାନକୀ ତେବେ ଦେ ମହୁ ଁଦପାଛି ଦେଇ 

ଚିଠି ଟାକୁ ବଦଢଇ ଦେଇ ସଦୁେଇ କୁ କହଦିଲ, " ୋ ମାଦରେଙ୍କ ପାଇ ଁପାଣ ିଗିଲାଦସ ଆଣ ିଦେ | ଆଉ ଶଦୁଣ ଦସ ଦୋଦଷଇ 

ଘେ କଣ ହାେି ଭିତଦେ ଆେିଷା ପିଠା ଅଛି | ମାଦରେଙୁ୍କ ଦେ| "  ସେୁଶଷନ ମାଦରେ ପାନ ଦଛପ ପକାଉ ପକାଉ କହଦିଲ, "କୁନା 

େ ଚିଠି ଆସିଛି. ଖାଲି ଆେିଷା ପିଠା ଦେ ଦହବନି |" ଏତିକି କହ ିଦସ ପଢା ଆେମ୍ଭ କଦଲ | 

  ଆେେଣୀୟ ଦବାଉ, 

        ମେିୁଆ ମାେୁଛି | କ୍ଷମା କେିବୁ ଦତା ପାଖକୁ ଏଦତ େିନ ପଦେ ଚିଠି ଦଲଖଛିୁ | କାେଷୟ ବୟସ୍ତ ଭିତଦେ ସମୟ ଦହଇନି | 

ଦହଦଲ ଦବାଉ େିନ ଦଗାଦଟ ବି ୋଇନି ଦେଦବ ମ ଁ ୁତଦତ ମଦନ ପଦକଇନି |  ଦତାେ ଦସ ବାବୁ ଡାକ ମଦନ ପଡିଗଦଲ ଆଖ ି

ଭେି ୋଏ | ଦତାେ ପଣତ କାନେି ବାସ୍ନା  ଦକାଉ ମହଙ୍ଗା ଇତେ ଦେ ନାହି ଁ| ଦବାଉ ଦଲା ଦତାେ ହାତ େନ୍ଧା ଖାଇବାକୁ ବହୁତ 

ମନ ଦହଲାଣ ି| ବିଦେଶୀ ଖାେୟ ଦେ ମ ଁ ୁଦତା ମାଛ ତେକାେୀ, ଦଭେି ଆମି୍ବଳ େ ସ୍ୱାେ ଦଖାଦଜ | ଦତାେ ଦୋଉ ମାଗଷଶେି 

ଗେୁୁବାେ େ ଘିଅ ଫୁଟା ଡାଲ୍ମା ଆଉ ଆଳୁ ବାଇଗଣ ଚଟଣ ିଦକଦବ ଭୁଲିନି | ଦସେିନ ଘେ ଛାଡ ିଆସିଲା ଦବଦଳ, ଦତାେ ଦସ 

ବିକଳ ମହୁ ଁଟା ଦମା ଆଖ ିଆଗଦେ ନାଚି ୋଉଛି  | ମ ଁ ୁଦେ ଦକଦଡ _ÞºÊe | ମ ଁ ୁଆସନ୍ତା ଏପି୍ରଲ ମାସ ଦଚୌେ ତାେିଖ ଦେ 

ଭାେତ ଦଫେି ଆସଛିୁ| ଦମା ସାଥଦିେ ଦତାେ ଦବାହୂ ÒS_Þ ଆସଛିୁ | କ୍ଷମା କେିବୁ ତଦତ ନ ଜଦଣଇ ମ ଁ ୁଏଠି ବାହା ଦହଇ ଗଲି| 

ଦହଦଲ ମା ଦଛଉେ େିଅ ଟି ଆସି ମଦତ ଅନୁଭବ କଦେଇଛି ଦେ ଦମା ଦବାଉ ଥାଉ ଥାଉ ମ ଁ ୁକଣ ହୋଉଛି | ମିଛ  ମେୀଚିକା 

ପଛଦେ ଦଗାଦଡଇଛି | ଦବାଉ ଦଲା ତୁ ଦମାେ ସମ୍ପତି୍ତ ତୁ ଦମାେ ଐଶ୍ୱେଷୟ | ମ ଁ ୁଆଉ େଦେ ବି ତଦତ ଛାଡି େହବିାକୁ ଚାହ ଁୁନି | 

ଆଶା କେୁଛି ଦତାେ ଏଇ ଅଭାଗା ପଅୁ କୁ କ୍ଷମା କେିଦେବୁ ଆଉ  ÒS_Þକୁ ସ୍ୱୀକାେ କେିବୁ |  ତଦତ ଦେଖବିା ଅଦପକ୍ଷା ଦେ, 

                                                                                                                                                                             କୁନା   

QÞWÞ `YÞjÐeÞ SÐ_LÑ* kÐ[eÊ jÊ]hà_ cÐ½Í* AeÞiÐ `ÞWÐ Ò_B ÒLÒ[ÒafÊ dÐB jÐeÞÒmZÞ Ð Oe RÐXÞ NmÐÒaÒf 

LÊ_Ð ÒLcÞ[Þ ]ÞhÊ\ÞmÐ, [Ðe Þ̀mÐ Òafe SÞ]Þ @TV jaÊ cÒ_ `XÞdÐD\ÞmÐ [Ð*e, Þ̀mÐVÐ ÒLcÞ[Þ ]ÞhÊ\Þa, ଦବାହୂ VÞ  
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ବେୋହୂଟି ଏବେ ବେମିତି ବହଇଥେିୋ ଇତୟୋଦି ଭୋେନୋବେ େୁଡିଗଲୋ ବେବେ ପଡିଶୋ ଘେେ ସନ୍ଧ୍ୟୋ ଧପୂ, ଘଣ୍ଟ ଆେତୀ ଶବ୍ଦ ବେ 

ଜୋନେୀ ଚମେି ପଡିବଲ େୋନବିେ ମହୁ ଁବପୋଛୁ ବପୋଛୁ ତେେେ ବେ ଅଗଣୋ ଚଉେୋ ଆବଡ ମହୁ ଁୋଇବଲ | ଆଜି ଆଉ ବଗୋଡ ତବେ 

ଲୋଗନୁି ତୋଙ୍କେ | ଚଉେୋ ମେୂବେ ଜହୁୋେ ବହୋଉ ବହୋଉ େହବିଲ "ବହ ମୋ େୃନ୍ଦୋେତୀ ତୁମେୁ ବେୋଟି ମଣିୁ୍ଡଆ | ଏବେୋଇବେ େେୋ 

େିସିବେଶନ ବମୋେ | େୋେ େର୍ଷ େ େନେୋସ ପବେ ତୋେୁ ଆଖ ିଭେି ବଦଖେିି | ବହ ମୋ ବଲୋ ବମୋ ଛୁଆ େୁ ସେୁ ସଖୁ ଦିଅ େହୁତ 

ଆୟୁର୍ ଦିଅ"  | 

“I live in Chicago with my husband Subhendu Sadangi and my 14 year old son Nishant. I am a research 

scientist by profession. I am fortunate enough to author many scientific research publications on 

oncology and patents. Besides writing, music and food are my passion. We are OSA life member. 

OSA is HOME away from home.”…..Suchismita Panda  

                                  -----------------------------------------------     

ହୃଦୟ େ ଶନୂୟସ୍ଥୋନ 

ସନୁନ୍ଦୋ ମିଶ୍ର 

     ପଡିଶୋ ଘେ ଦୁଇ ମହଲୋ େିଶଷି୍ଟ ପେୁୁଣୋ ବେୋଠୋ ଘେ େୋନ୍ଥ ବେ ବଗୋଟିଏ ଫୋଟ | ସୋେିତ୍ରୀ ବଦେୀ ଚୋହୋ େପ ଟି ଧେି ସେୁଦିବନ 

ଅଗଣୋ ବେ େସି ନିବେଖ ିେହଥିୋନି୍ତ ବସ ଶଉିେି ଲଗୋ ପୋଉଶଁଆି େୋନ୍ଥ େୁ | ମୋେତୀ ସେୁ ଦିବନ ଏ ଘଟଣୋ େୁ ବଦବଖ, ବହବଲ 

ଆଜି ଆଉ ନିଜେୁ ବେୋେି ପୋେିଲୋନି | 

  "ମୋ ! େୋବଲଶ୍ୱେ ବେ ଏେେମ ପେୁୁଣୋ େୋେିଆ ଘେ େିଛି,  ନୂଆ ଜିନିର୍ ନୋ  େିସ ? ସେୁଦିବନ େିସ ବଦଖନି୍ତ ବସ  ଶଉିେି ସେ 

ସେ  େୋନ୍ଥ ବେ ?"  

 ମୋ ଙ୍କ େ ଧ୍ୟୋନ ଟିବେ ବହବଲ ଭୋଙି୍ଗଲୋନି  ମୋେତୀ େ ଏ ପ୍ରଶ୍ନ ବେ |  

  େହବିଲ "ବସ  େୋନ୍ଥେ ଫୋଟ ଭିତେୁ  ଝୁଲି େହ ିଥେିୋ େୋେମୋସୀ ଗଛ ଟି େୁ ବଦଖ ିପୋେୁଚୁ? ବେବେ ଗଛେ ସେୁ ଡୋେ ବେ 

ବଗୋଟିଏ ବଲଖୋ  ଫୁଲ, ତ ବେବେ ବଗୋଟିଏ ବହବଲ  ନୋହି ଁ|" ମୋେତୀ ଭଲୋ େୋହ ଁୁ ଜୋଣେି ମୋ ବେଉ ଁଗଢୁ ଭୋେନୋ େୋଇଜ ବେ 

େୁଲୁଛନି୍ତ ! ପୋନ ଖଣି୍ଡେହୋତ େୁ େବ଼େଇ ବଦଇ ଚୋଲିଗଲୋ େୋେି େୋମ ସୋେିେୋେୁ | ମୋ ଙ୍କ ବଗୋେୋ େପୋେ ବେ ଲୋଲ ଦୋଉ ଦୋଉ 

ସିନୁ୍ଦେ ବଟୋପୋ ଟି ତୋ ଆଖ ିେୁ ସନୁ୍ଦେ ଅନୁଭେ ଟିଏ ଦିଏ |ତୋେ ମବନ େି ନୋହି ଁପ୍ରଥବମ ବେବେ ଆସିଥଲିୋ ଏ ଘେ େୁ | ତୋ ଜନ୍ ମ 

ଆଗେୁ ତୋ ବେୋଉ ନିଜ ଜୀେନ େୁ ଏ ଘେ ନୋ ବେ ସମ୍ପି ବଦଇ ଥଲିୋ |  ବେବେ  ଠୋେୁ ବସ ବଦଖଚିୁ, ଟୋଙ୍ଗୋଇଲ ଶୋ଼େୀ ଛଡୋ ଆଉ 

େିଛି ପସନ୍ଦ ନୁବହ ମୋ ଙ୍କେ | ତୋ ଉପବେ ପୋନ ଖବଣ୍ଡ ପୋଟି ବେ ବଦଇବଦବଲ, ମୋେତୀ ଅଳ୍ପ ସମୟ ପୋଇ ଁଚୋହି ଁେହ ିେୋଏ | 

େୋବଲଶ୍ୱେ େ ଏ ପେୁୁଣୋ ବେୋଠୋ ଘେେଭିଡ େ ୁଛୋଡି ବେଉ ଁଚୋେଆି େସି୍ତ ଟିଏ ଗଢି ଉଠିଛି, ବସଇଠି ମୋେତୀ େ ଘେ | େୋବଲଶ୍ୱେ 

ବେ ନୂଆ ନୂଆ ସହେୀ ଜୀେନ େ ପେସ ଲୋଗିେୋ େହୁତ ଆଗେୁ, ଏ ଦୋେିଦ୍ର୍ୟତୋ େ ତୋଜ ମହଲ ସେୁ ଗଢି ଉଠିଥବିଲ |  େୋହୋ େ ି

ବଲୋଲୁପ ଦୃଷି୍ଟ ବେ ବେୋଠୋଘେ ଗଡୁିେୁ ଚୋହି ଁେହଛିନି୍ତ ବେଉ ଁେୋେ େୁ | ବହବଲ ୫ ଫୁଟ ଉପେ େୁ ବେବେ ବସମୋନଙ୍କେ ଉନ୍ନତ ି

ନୋହି ଁ, େି ଝୋଟିମୋଟି େୋନ୍ଥ ଉପବେ େଂକ୍ରିଟ େ ଆେେଣ ବେବେ ଲୋଗନୁୋହି ଁ| 

େିନ୍ତୁ ମୋେତୀ େ ବେୌଣସି ଆପତି୍ତ ନୋହି ଁତୋେ ଦୋେିଦ୍ର୍ୟତୋ େୁ ବନଇ | ଚୋେିଆ ଘେ ନୋ େୁ ମୋତ୍ର ତୋେ ଠିେଣୋ | ଏଇ ବେୋଠୋ ଘବେ 

ବଭୋେ େୁ େୋତି େୋଏ ଁତୋେ ସମୟ େଟୁଛି | ଏଥବିେ ସୋେିତ୍ରୀ ବଦେୀଙ୍କେ  ସ୍ଵୋଥଷ   ମଧ୍ୟ ଥୋଏ | ବସ ସହଜ ବେ େିେୋ େୁ ଦିଅନି୍ତନି 

ମୋେତୀ େୁ | ବସ ଚୋଲିଗବଲ େଥୋ ବହେୋ େୁ ବଲୋେ ନୋହୋନି୍ତ ଏବଡ େଡ ଘବେ | ଘବେ ସିନୋ େହେିୋେୁ ଦୁଇଟି ବଲୋେ, ବସ ଓ 

ତୋଙ୍କ ସ୍ଵୋମୀ | ବଗୋେିନ୍ଦ େୋେୁ ମେୂେୁ ଅଧେିୋଂଶ ସମୟ େୋହୋବେ େୋଟନି୍ତ | ସହେ େ ବେତିେି ପେୁୁଖୋ ବଲୋେ ଙ୍କ ସହତି ତୋଙ୍କେ 

େନୁ୍ଧ୍ତୋ | ବହବଲ ମୋେତୀ ନ ଥବିଲ ସୋେିତ୍ରୀଙ୍କ ଏେୋେୀତ୍ୱ େ ଅଟ୍ଟହୋସୟ ବମୋଟୋ ବମୋଟୋ େୋନ୍ଥ ବେ େୋଜି ବଫେି ଆସନି୍ତ ତୋଙ୍କ ପୋଖ  

େୁ ପଣୁ ିଥବେ | ଆଜି ସିନୋ  ନୀଡ ଟି ତୋଙ୍କେ ନିେେ ବହୋଇ  େୋଇଛି | ଦିବନ ଏଇ ଘେ ପେିୁ ଉଠୁଥଲିୋ ଶୋଶ,ୁ ଶ୍ୱଶେୁ ଙ୍କ  
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ତାଗିଦ ଓ ନଣନ୍ଦ, ଦିଅର ଙ୍କ ଥଟ୍ଟା  ମଜା ରର | ୧୭ ବର୍ଷ ବୟସ ରୁ ଏ ଘର କୁ ବାହା ରହାଇ ଆସିଥରିେ |ଆଉ ତାଙ୍କ ଦୁଇ ପଅୁଙ୍କ 

ହସ,ଗୀତ ଓ ଅସରନି୍ତ ମାନ ଅଭିମାନ, ଅଳି, ଅଦଷଳି ଆଜି ବି ମରନ ପଡିରେ ଗତ କାେି ପରି ୋଗଚିୁ |   

   ମାଳତୀ ମା ରେଉଣ୍ଡ ରହବା ଦିନ ଠୁ ସାବିତ୍ରୀ ରଦବୀ ତାଙ୍କ ଉଦାର ପଣ ରର ରଘାରଡଇ ରଖ ିଥରିେ ମାଳତୀ କୁ | ରଗାପନ 

ଭାରବ ଝିଅ ର ମା ରହବାର ସଖୁ କୁ ଅନୁଭବ କରୁଥରିେ | ଦଶହରା, କାଳୀ ପଜୂା, ରଜ ପବଷ ରବରଳ ଜାମା ପଟା କଣି ିଦିଅନି୍ତ  | 

ଆଉ ମାଳତୀ ବାରେଶ୍ୱର ର ଖଶୁ ମିଜାଜ ପଜୂା ବଜାର ରର ମନ ରଖାେି ବୁରେ ଓ ମା ରଦଇଥବିା ହାତ ଖଚଷ ରର ମହ ିରଦାକାନ 

ପ୍ରସିଦ୍ଧ ରସରଗାୋ ଠାରୁ ରନଇ ରଗାପାଳ ଭାଇ ର ରଚନାଚୁର ରଠୋ ଗାଡୀ ଯାଏ ଁବୁେି ବୁେି ଖାଏ | ମା ଙ୍କ ପାଇ ଁତାଙ୍କ ମନ 

ପସନ୍ଦଆି ରଦାକାନ ରୁ ଆଳୁ ଦମ ଆଣବିାକୁ ରକରବ ଭୁରେନି | ଦୁରହ ଁସନ୍ଧ୍ୟା ରବରଳ ବସି ଅରନକ ଗପ ସପ ହୁଅନି୍ତ | ରସ ବାର୍ତ୍ଷାଳପ 

ରର ମା ଓ ମାଳତୀ ଯଥାକ୍ରରମ ଅତୀତ ଓ ଭବିର୍ୟତ ର ଦପଷଣ ରର ଉଙି୍କ ମାରିବାର ସରୁଯାଗ ଦିଅନି୍ତ ପରସ୍ପର କୁ  | ରସ ଦପଷଣ 

ରର ସାବିତ୍ରୀ ରଦବୀ ତାଙ୍କ ଜୀବନ ଯାକର ଶକି୍ଷା କୁ ମାଳତୀ ଆଗରର ରଦରଖଇ ଦିଅନି୍ତ | ମାଳତୀ ମଧ୍ୟ ରସ ଶକି୍ଷା କୁ ଗ୍ରହଣ କରି 

ତାର ଭବିର୍ୟତ କୁ ରଦଖବିା ପାଇ ଁରଚଷ୍ଟା କରର ରସ ଦପଷଣ ଭିତରର | ପଅୁ ମାରନ ଆରମରିକା ରର ସବୁଦିନ ପାଇ ଁରହବିା ନିଷ୍ପରି୍ତ୍ 

ରନୋ ପରର ସାବିତ୍ରୀ ରଦବୀ ନଜି ରକ୍ତ ସମ୍ପକଷ ଉପରର ରକୌଣସି ଆଶା ଭରସା ନ ରଖବିାର,  େଳନା ମାତ୍ର କରୁେନି୍ତ ରବାେି 

ମାଳତୀ ଖବୁ ଭେ ଭାରବ ଜାରଣ | ଅରନକ ରଚଷ୍ଟା ସରେ  ପଅୁ ମାରନ ସାଙ୍ଗରର ଆରମରିକା ରନବା କୁ ମଧ୍ୟ ରାଜି କରରଇ 

ପାରିରେନି ତାଙୁ୍କ | ମାଳତୀ ରକରବ ରକମିତି ପଚାରର " ମା ଆପଣ ଆରମରିକା ଗରେ, ରସଠି ନାତି, ନାତୁଣୀ ସମସ୍ତଙୁ୍କ ରଦଖ ି

ଦିହ, ମନ ଭେ ରହବି | ଏ ପରୁୁଣା ଘରର  ଏକା ଏକା ରହ ିକିସ ନାଗି ସବୁ ଦିରନ ଝୁରୁେନି୍ତ ତାଙ୍କ ରତ ? “ତୁ ବୁଝିବୁନି ରୋ ମାଳତୀ, 

ଏଇ ଘର ର ପ୍ରତି କାନ୍ଥ ରର ରମା ଅସଂଖୟ jêó[Þ ରେଖା ରହଇଚି | ଏରଣ ବୟସ ବହୁତ ରହୋଣ,ି ରକରତରବରଳ କଣ ରହବ କିଏ 

ଜାଣେିା? ମ ୁମରିବି ଯଦି ଏ ଘରର ମରିବି | ରସ ପରରଦଶ ରର ଯାଇକି କାହିକଁି ମରିବି ? ତା େଡା ଘର ଖାେି କରି ପରଳଇ ଗରେ 

ରମା ଢିପାରର କିଏ ସନ୍ଧ୍ୟା ଦୀପ ଜାଳିବ?"  

   ମାଳତୀ ତାର ସୀମିତ ଜ୍ଞାନରର ଆଉ ଅଧକି ବୁଝାଇ ନ ପାରିରେ ବି ଠିକ ଜାଣପିାରର ମା ରକରତ ଏକୁଟିଆ ମରନ କରୁେନି୍ତ 

ନିଜକୁ | ରଯଉ ଁ୩ ବର୍ଷ ରର ଥରର ପଅୁ, ରବାହୁ, ନାତି,ନାତୁଣୀ  ଆସନି୍ତ, ମା ପ୍ରାଣ ପରଣ ୋଗି ପଡି ମାଳତୀ ସହତି ସଜନା ଶାଗ, 

କଳମ ଶାଗ ରାନି୍ଧ୍ ଖଆୁନି୍ତ | ବାଡି ର ଗଡିି଼ଆ ରୁ ରୋକ େରଗଇ ଚୁନା ମାେ, ରପାହଳା ଧରି ପତ୍ର ରପାଡା ଠାରୁ ଆରମ୍ଭ କରି ମସୋ 

ତରକାରୀ ଯାଏ ଁସବୁ ନିରଜ ରାନ୍ଧ୍ନି୍ତ | ଆଉ ରବାହୂ ମାନଙୁ୍କ ତାଗିଦ କରି, ବାର ବାର ଟି ଚୁଡି ପିନି୍ଧ୍ବା ପାଇ ଁଦିଅନି୍ତ | ଧଳା ଶଙ୍ଖା 

ଵାୋ କ ୁଆଗରୁ କହ ିରଖ ିଥାନି୍ତ, ରବାହୂ ମାରନ ଆସିରେ ଦୁଆର ରର ଡାକ ପରକଇବା ପାଇ ଁ| ରବାହୂ ମାରନ ମଧ୍ୟ ରଯତିକି ଦିନ 

ରହନି୍ତ ମା ଙ୍କ କଥା କୁ ଅମାନୟ କରି ପାରନି୍ତନି| ରହରେ ରଗାଟିଏ ଚାପା ଅସରନ୍ତାର୍ ମାଳତୀ ରଦଖ ିପାରର ରସମାନଙ୍କ ଆଖରିର | 

କାହି ଁରସମାରନ ରମାରଡନଷ ଝିଅ ଆଉ କାହି ଁଏ ସବୁ କାଚ ଚୁଡ,ି ଧଳା ଶଙ୍ଖା ର ପ୍ରଥା | ଏ ସବୁ ଗାଉେିଁ କଥା ଭାବି ଗାଡି ରର ବସ ୁ

ବସ ୁ ଚୁଡି ତକ ରଖାେି ହାଣ୍ଡ ରବଗ ରର ରଖ ିଦିଅନି୍ତ | ବାଡି ପଟ ଗଡିି଼ଆ ରର ମାଳତୀ ବାସୀ ବାସନ ସଫା କୋ ରବରଳ ମା 

ରକରତରବଳୁ ପେରର ଆସି ପାହାଚ ରର ବସିଥବିା ରଦଖ ିଚମକି ପଡିୋ |   

 "ହଇ ରୋ ଏ ମାଳତୀ! ପଅୁ  ଘର କଥା  େିରଡଇବାକ ୁ ଆସିଥରିେ ପରା? କଣ  ରହୋ ?" ମାଳତୀ ଟିରକ ୋରଜଇ ଗୋ | 

ବାସନ କୁ  ରଜାର ରର   ଘରି୍ ୋଜ  କୁ େୁରଚଇବାକୁ  ରଚଷ୍ଟା କରି  କହେିା  "ମା ଦୁଇ ମାସ  ପରର  ବାହାଘର  ତାରିଖ  ଠକି 

ରହଇଚି" | ମା ଅଳ୍ପ ହସି  କହରିେ  "ଯା ହଉ  ଭେ  ରହୋ,  ରତା  ବାପା  କହୁଥରିେ ଭେ ଘରର  ବାହା ହଉେୁ ତୁ | ପଡଶିା ଘର 

ରରମଶ ବାବୁ ଜାଣେିନି୍ତ  ରତା ଶାଶ ୁଘର ପରିବାରକ ୁ| ଖସିୁ  ରର ରହବୁି  ତୁ ରସଠି |" ମା ଙ୍କ ମହୁ ଁ କୁ ଆଡ କରି ମାଳତୀ ଚାପା 

ହସ  ଟିଏ  ହସିରଦୋ | 

  ସବୁଦିନ ଭଳି ଆଜି ମଧ୍ୟ ମା ସନ୍ଧ୍ୟା ଦୀପ ଜାଳ ିଆସିବା ଆଗରୁ ମାଳତୀ ଚା କପ ଧରି ଟି ପୟ ପାଖରର ଜଗି ଥାଏ | ଦିନ ରର ମା 

ଙ୍କ ମନ ପସନ୍ଦଆି ପତୁଆ, ଶଣୁ ୁସନୁିଆ ଶାଗ, ଚୁନା ମାେ ଚଡଚଡି ସବୁ କୋ, ରହରେ ଏ ପଯଷୟନ୍ତ ମା ଙ୍କ ମହୁ ଁରର ରସ ସ୍ଵାଭାବିକ 

ପ୍ରଶଂସା କି ହସ ରଦଖନିି | ପାନ ରବଳ ଗଡିଗରେ, ମା ରଯମିତି ଡାକ ପକାନି୍ତ, ରସ ଡାକ ମଧ୍ୟ ଆଜି ଶଣୁନିି | ରଭାର ରୁ ଆସିୋ 

ରବରଳ ମା ଆଜି ଆଗରୁ ଉଠି ଦାଣ୍ଡ ରର ବସିଥରିେ| ଅେଗା ୋଗଥୁେିା ମା ଙ୍କ ବୟବହାର ତାକୁ |   ମା ଙୁ୍କ ଚା କପ ଟି ଧରରଇ 

ମାଳତୀ ପଚାରିୋ,  " ମା ଆଜି କିସ  ରହଇଚି, ଏମିତି ମାନ୍ଦା ୋଗେୁନି୍ତ?" |  
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 ସାବିତ୍ରୀ ଦେବୀ ଙ୍କ ମହୁ ଁଦେ ଆଦବଗ େ ଜଆୁେ ମାଡି ଆସିଲା | ସଦେ କି ବର୍ଷ ବର୍ଷ ଧେି ଏ ପ୍ରଶ୍ନ ଶଣୁବିା ପାଇ ଁଅଦପକ୍ଷା ଦେ 

ଥଦିଲ କିନ୍ତୁ ପ୍ରଶ୍ନ ପଚାେିବା ଦଲାକ ନ ଥଦିଲ | ମା ଙ୍କ କଣ୍ଠ ଜାକି ଦହଇଯାଉଥଲିା, "େୁ ଦ ାେ େୁ ଆସି ଘେ େ ୋୟିତ୍ୱ ଦନଉଥଲୁି 

ଦଲା ମାଳେୀ…ୋଣ୍ଡ ଦେ ଦଗାବେ ପାଣ ିଛିଞ୍ଚବିା ଠୁ ଦନଇ ୋେି ଖାଇବା ବଦନଇବା ଯାଏ | ପଅୁ, ଦବାହୂ, ପଡିଶା ସମଦେ ଛାଡ ି

ଚାଲିଗଦଲ କିନ୍ତୁ ଦୋ ଦଯାଗ ୁମ ଁ ୁଦକଦବ ଏକୁଟିଆ  ାବି ନ ଥଲିି ନଜିକୁ | ଦୋ ବାପା ଙୁ୍କ େ ଜାଣଚୁି, ୋେି ନ ଦହଦଲ ୋଙ୍କେ ଘେ 

କଥା ମଦନ ପଦଡ ନାହି ଁ| ଦମା ଘେ ଖାଲି ଦହବାକୁ ଦେଇ ନ ଥଲୁି ଏ ଘେ କୁ ଆସିବା େିନ ଠୁ | େୁ ଦମା ଏକୁଟିଆ େହବିା ଅ ୟାସ 

କୁ  ାଙି୍ଗ ଦେଇଚୁ ଦଲା ମାଳେୀ |"  ମାଳେୀ କୁ ଆଜି ହଠାେ ପେ ପେ ମଦନ ଦହଉଥଲିା | ଆଖ ିେୁ ୋେ ଲୁହ ପାହାଡି ଝେଣା 

ପେି ଅମାନଆି ଦହାଇ ବହଗିଲା | ଦସ ଦପାଛିବାକୁ ମଧ୍ୟ ଚାହ ଁୁନି ଆଜି,ୋ ଦବାଉ ମଲା େିନ ଠାେୁ ମା ୋେ ସବୁ କଛିି ଥଦିଲ | 

ସମ୍ପକଷ େ ଅବୁଝା କାହାଣୀ ଦଯମିେି ୋ ମନ ମେିଷ୍କ ସହେି ଲୁଚକାଳି ଦଖଳୁ ଥାନି୍ତ |   

 ପ୍ରକୃେିସ୍ଥ ଦହାଇ ମହୁ ଁଦଟକି ଚାହିଲଁା ମା ଙୁ୍କ | ମା ଅଦନଇ େହ ିଥାନି୍ତ ଦସଇ ବାେମାସୀ ଫୂଲ ଗଛ କୁ | ୋେ ନିେୁପାୟ ଆଖ ି

େୁଇଟି  ଅନୁସେଣ କଦଲ ୋଙ୍କ େୃଷି୍ଟ କୁ | ଦସ ଗଛଦେ ଆଜି ମାତ୍ର ଦଗାଟିଏ ଫୁଲ | ଖବୁ ଦଜାେ ଦୋହଲୁ ଥାଏ ସନ୍ଧ୍ୟା ଦବଳ େ 

ପବନ ଦେ | ଅଗଣା େ ମଲି୍ଲ   ହାଲକା   ସଗୁନ୍ଧ୍ ଚହଟାଇ  ନଜି ଉପସି୍ଥେିକୁ ଦଯଦେ ଜାହେି କଦଲ ମଧ୍ୟ ମା ଙ୍କ ଧ୍ୟାନ  ଙ୍ଗ 

କେିବାଦେ ଅସମଥଷ | ମାଳେୀ ଆଜି ପାଇଛି ୋ ପ୍ରଶ୍ନ େ ଉତ୍ତେ | େିନସାୋ େ ସଯୂଷୟ କିେଣ ଦେ  ବାେମାସୀ ଗଛ ଟି ଝାଉଳଁ ି

ଯାଇଛି | ଦକଦେ  ଫୁଲ ଏ ଗଛ ଦେ ମଉଳ ିଝଡି ଯାଉଛନି୍ତ ଦଗାଟି ପଦେ ଦଗାଟି | କାଲି ଏ ଦଗାଟିକ ଫୁଲ ମଧ୍ୟ ଝଡ ି ଯିବ | 

ଅଗଣା େ ମଲି୍ଲ ଦଯଦେ ବାସିଦଲ ଦହଦଲ, କଣ ୋ ବାସ୍ନା ବାେମାସୀ ଗଛ କୁ ଉଧାେ ଦେ ଦେଇ ପାେିବ? ସାୋ େିନ େ କ୍ଲାନି୍ତ 

କଣ ସାନ୍ଧ୍ୟକାଳୀନ ଶେିି ଶେିି ପବନ ଦମଦେଇ ପାେିବ?  ଦହଦଲ ବି ଝାଉଳଁା ଗଛ ଟି ଦସ ପେୁୁଣା କାନ୍ଥ େୁ ବଂଚିବାେ ଆଶା ଦନଇ 

ନିଜେ ଅନି୍ତମ ମଉଳା ଫୁଲ ଟିକୁ ଜାବୁଡି ଧେିଛି |  

‘’ ମ ଁ ୁସନୁନ୍ଦା ମିଶ୍ର, ବାଦଲଶ୍ୱେ ଜିଲ୍ଲା ଦେ, ଉତ୍କଳ ୟୁନିଦ ସିଟି ଦେ ମନେତ୍ତ୍ୱ ବି ାଗ ଦେ ଦପାଷ୍ଟ ଗ୍ରାଜଏୁସନ. ଓ ଏମ ଫିଲ ଡଗି୍ରୀ ହାସଲ କେିଛି |  ଓଡିଶା େ ବାଦଲଶ୍ୱେ ଜିଲ୍ଲା ଦେ 

ଓ  ାେେ େ ବି ିନ୍ନ ୋଜୟ ଦେ ଜୀବନ କାଳ େ ଅଧକିାଂଶ ସମୟ ବିଦେଇବା ପଦେ, ବେଷମାନ ମିଚିଗାନ ଦେ ନିଜ ପେିବାେ ସହେି େହୁଛି | ବିଦେଶ ଦେ ଓଶା ସହେି ଦମାେ 

ସମ୍ପକଷ  ଦଯଦବଠ ଁୁ  ଗଢି ଉଠଛିି ଦସଦବ ଠାେୁ ଦମା କୁନି ଓଡଶିା କୁ ଦମା ପାଖଦେ ମ ୁପାଇ ଯାଇଛି | ଓଶା ସେସୟ ଙ୍କେ ସାହାଯୟ ସହାୟୋ ପାଦେ ପାଦେ ଅନୁ ବ କେିଛି | ଏକଜଟୁ 

ଦହାଇ ଆଗକୁ ବଢିବା େୃଢ ମଦନାବଳ କୁ ପ୍ରଦେୟକ କାଯଷୟକ୍ରମ ଦେ ଦେଖ ି ଓଡିଶା େ ଅ ାବ କୁ କିଛି ମାତ୍ରା ଦେ ପେୂଣ କେି ଦେଉଛି ଓଶା | ଓଶା ଦମା ପାଇ ଁବିଦେଶ ମାଟି ଦେ 

ଏକ କୁନି ଓଡିଶା |’’  ସନୁନ୍ଦା ମିଶ୍ର 
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ଅେ� �ଷଣ 

ସଜୁାତା ଦାସ 

େବ�ଦୁଯ�� ପାହାଡ଼ ଚୂଡ଼ା େର                       

ଅଛ�ି ଯଗୁ ପରୁୁଷ ଜେଣ 

ଯାଚି େଦଉଛ�ି  

ସଖୁ ଶା�ି ର ଅମାପ ଐhËଯ�� 

ମାଗିବା �େଣ । 

ମ ଁ ୁmlÔ �ିର କରି େନଲି 

ସବୁକିଛି କୁ ପଛ କରି 

ବାହାରି ଯିବି େବାଲି..... 

ଏବଂ ବାହାରିଗଲି । 

 

ଖବ୍ୁ ଉ� େସ ପବ�ତ 

ଆେରାହଣ ଖବ୍ୁ କ�ସା� 

ଯଦ�ପି ନୁେହ ଁଅସ�ବ , 

ନି�ୟ କଲି 

େକୗଣସି ବି ମଲୂ� ବିନିମୟ େର   

 ମ ଁ ୁଯିବି, 

ଯଗୁ ପରୁୁଷ �ୁ େଭଟି 

ଅମାପ ସଖୁ ଶା�ି ମାଗି ଆଣବିି। 

 

ବାଟେର ଅନାବନା ଗୀତ ଗାଇ 

ପାଦେର ଛ�ି େହଲା ନଈ 

ଆେଡ଼ଇ େଦଲି ତା ଅଲିଅଳ ପଣ 

ଲୁହେପାଛି ବାଟଭା�ି େସ ଗଲା ବହ ି
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କଢ଼ି ରୁ ସଦ� ଫୁଟି ଥ �ବା  

ଫୁଲ ଟି ଲାେଜଇ ଚାହିଲଁା 

ଭଅରଁ ଛୁଇବଁାର �ଥମ ପଲୁକ 

ବା�ିବାକୁ େବାେଧ ଚାହ ଁୁଥ �ଲା, 

ହାତ ହେଲଇ  ମ ଁ ୁଆଗକୁ ବଢ଼ିଗଲି 

େସସବୁ ଶଣୁବିାକୁ ଇ�ା କି ସମୟ ନ ଥ �ଲା । 

 

ମଳୟ ପବନ ଶର୍ି ଶର୍ି କଛିି କହୁଥ �ଲା 

େବାେଧ କହୁଥ �ଲା... 

ଟିେକ ବସିଯାଅ, େପାଛିେଦବି ଝାଳ 

େଦବି ବସ� ର �ଥମ ଚୁ�ନ 

କାନେର କହବିି 

ଆ� ବଉଳ ର �ଥମ େଗାପନ ସପନ.... 

ନା… ମ ଁ ୁରହଗିଲି ନାହି ଁ...ଆବଶ�କ ନ ଥ �ଲା 

େମାେତ ଚୂଡ଼ା େର ପହଚିଁବାର ଥ �ଲା, 

ସବୁକିଛି େସଇଠୁ ହି ଁପାଇବାର ଥ �ଲା । 

 

ମ ଁ ୁେବାଧହୁଏ ଦିଶଥୁ �ଲି ��ା� aÞaÀà 

�ଜାପତି େମାେତ େଦଖ � ଟିେକ ରହଗିଲା 

ର� କିଛି ଯାଚିଲା ଆପଣା େଡଣାରୁ 

େମା ଅହଂକାର ଅବ�ା େର ମହୁ ଁବୁେଲଇ େନଲା, 

ଓ ଆଗକୁ ଚାଲିଲା। 

 

େବଳ ରତ ରତ  

ମ ଁ ୁପହଚିଁଲି ଝାଳ ସର ସର 

��ା�, ପରି�ା�,  
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ଯଗୁ ପରୁୁଷ ବସିଛ�ି 

ଅ� ଅ� ହସଛୁ�ି 

ମ ଁ ୁକିଛି ମାଗିବା ପବୂ�ରୁ ହି ଁ

େସ ରଖ �େଲ ସ��...     

ସବୁ େଦବି ଯାହାବି ମାଗିବ 

କି�...  

ଯାହାସବୁ ଛାଡ଼ି ଆସିଛ � �ଈ�ାେର 

େସ ସବୁ ଆଉ ନ ମାଗିବ । 

ଅେନକ େବଳ ଧରି ମ ଁ ୁେସମିତି ବସିଛି 

କ'ଣ କ'ଣ ମାଗିବି 

ଚିଠା େବାେଧ ହଜାଇ େଦଇଛି ! 

ସଯୂ�� ବୁଡ଼ି ଗେଲଣ ି

େମା ଗ ଁା ନଈ ଭିତେର 

େଫରିବି େବାଲି ମ ଁ ୁ

ପାଦ ଦି'ଟା �ୁ େଖାଜି େହଉଛି । 

 ସଜୁାତା ଦାସ ଓଡ଼ିଶାର ଭୁବେନ�ରେର ନିଜ ପରିବାର� ସହତି ବସବାସ କର�ି | େପଶାେର େବ��ାନିକ େହାଇଥ �େଲ ମ� ସାହତି�ପଠନ 
ଓ ସଜୃନ ତା�ର ନିଶା ଅେଟ | କବିତା ସଂକଳନ 'ମ�ୃ �ୟ ଅଭିସାର' ତା� କବି �ତିଭାର ପରିଚୟ ଦିଏ | ଏହ ିକବିତାଟି ସଜୁାତା� ନଣ� 

ମମତା ସାହୁ� (ମିଚିଗାନ) �ାରା େ�ରିତ | ମମତା ସାହୁ ମିଚିଗାନ ଓସା ର ସ�ିୟ ସଭ�ା । 
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@bÞfÐiÐ 

TÞ_Ê ÒRÐVeÐ¯ 

 

\ÐA«ÐLÞ `l ÒcÐe DXÞdÐ«Þ akÊ ]Ëe 

ÒXBÜ cÊÜ dÐA«Þ QÐmÞ c_NYÐ H `ÍÐQÑe 

`kq«Þ dÐB ]ËÒe 

H jÕjÐe Ae`ÐÒe 

ÒdDÜWÞ _\Þa `ÍÒmÐb_ au_e 

LÞH `[Þ, LÞH `[ðÑ 

LÞH ỀZÞ bÍÐ[Ð, bNðÑ 

LÞH Ề[Í, L_ÔÐ AD jMÐ, jÒkÐ]e 

lZÞL H ÒcÐk cÐ¯Ð 

jaÊ cÞ\ÔÐ Ò]MÐZÞA 

jÕjÐe jÕ`Là Òj Òd ÒLaf jéÐ\àe Ð 

 

\ÐA«ÐLÞ `l ÒcÐe DXÞdÐ«Þ akÊ ]Ëe 

hÊZÞ AD _`Ðe«Þ HWÐLÐe ÒLÐfÐkf 

`kq«Þ dÐB ]ËÒe 

ÒmÐL jcÐNc `ÐÒe 

@]óhÔ kÊ@«Ð aªÊaÐ]Ñ ]Ê_ÞAe 

^_, S_, dh, MÔÐ[Þ 

SÑa ^ÐHÜ `ÒR _Þ[Þ 

kÍÐj kÊH _ÐkÞÜ ÒLÒa [Ð cóN[ó»Ðe 

Ò]MÐBaÐ c[ÞN[Þ 
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mÐNÞ@RÞ aÐSÞ _Þ[Þ 

_QÐH cZÞÞiLÊ H aó\Ð @kÕLÐe Ð 

 

\ÐA«ÐLÞ `l ÒcÐe DXÞdÐ«Þ akÊ ]Ëe 

ÒXBÜ cÊÜ dÐA«Þ QÐmÞ c_NYÐ H `ÍÐQÑe 

`kq«Þ dÐB ]ËÒe 

Òb]bÐa Ae`ÐÒe 

Ò]MÞaÞ_Þ dkÞÜ aRÐaRÞe aÞQÐe 

cÐmÞLe e=Ð AMÞ 

^_Ñe kÐLÞc SÐeÞ 

]ÊaàfÒe @[ÔÐQÐe j]Ð jafe 

LÞH eÐSÐ, LÞH ^_Ñ 

LÞH ]Ñ_, kÞ_ÞcÐ_Þ 

jaÊeÞ kó]¯ `Ò]ê aj«Þ Bhée Ð 

 

\ÐA«ÐLÞ `l ÒcÐe DXÞdÐ«Þ ak Ê]Ëe 

`kqÞaÞ @bÞfÐiÐ HL AhÍc LÊVÑÒe 

hÐ« ÒjB `eÞÒah 

Òj Ò_ßjNàÞL ¸hà 

aÊkÐBa hÐ«Þ N=Ð Í̀[VÞ ÒLÐiÒe 

hÊZÊ\ÞaÞ jÐ^ÊaÐZÑ 

hÊbÞdÞa h< é̂_Þ 

Ò ß̂Ð[Òka H heÑe JÜLÐe ^é_ÞÒe 

jc_é̄  @_ÊbË[Þ 

_ÞÓjÐé\à Ò`Íce h¦ÞÞ 
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 jc_é¯ @_ÊbË[Þ                                  _ÞÓjÐé\à Ò Í̀ce h¦ÞÞ 

aÐuÞ\Þa c_L ÊÒcÐ j]Ð hÍÑ`¯Òe Ð 

TÞ_Ê ÒRÐVeÐ¯ ÒjÃeçbÞmç, beçSÞ_ÞAÒe ek«Þ Ð Òj _Þ¯cÞ[ bÐÒa aÐiÞàL JjÐ `[ÍÞLÐÒe JXÞA LaÞ[Ð Í̀LÐhÞÞ[ LeÞ AjÊR«Þ Ð 

[Ð*e LfÐ `Í[Þ MÊa ANÍk Ð 

 

ମଣଷି କାହି ିଁ ପାଇ ିଁ ? 

ବିଜୟମମାହନ ମିଶ୍ର 

ଆକାଶମେ ତାୋମମମେ, ଗଛେ ଆଢ଼ଆୁମେ, 

ଜହ୍ନ ଉଏ ିଁ ନଇ ିଁ ନଇ ିଁ , 

ନଈ ମେପାେି ପବନ, ମଧେିୁଆ ଉପବନ 

ଗନ୍ଧ ଆମଣ ଛୁଇ ିଁ ଛୁଇ ିଁ , 

ନଈ ପାଣ ିକୁେୁକୁେୁ, ବହଇ ପାହାଡ଼ ତେୁ 

ମେଉ ନାମେ ମେଇ ମେଇ, 

ମବାଧମିମୂେ ବୁଦ୍ଧ  ଭାମବ, ଧେଣୀ େମାମବଶ ଠାମବ 

ମ ିଁ ୁମଣଷି କାହି ିଁ ପାଇ ିଁ ? 

 

କେି ତକୋେ ଯଦୁ୍ଧ, େବବତ୍ର େଭିଏ ିଁ  ବିେୁଦ୍ଧ, 

ୋଧ ୁମେମେ ନଇ ିଁ ନଇ ିଁ , 

େେିଆ ମେପାେି କମାଣ, ମଗାୋ ବାେୁେ ମେପଣ, 

ଗନ୍ଧ ଆମଣ ଛୁଇ ିଁ ଛୁଇ ିଁ , 

ମା କାମେ ଲୁହ ୋେି, ତାଣ୍ଡବ େୃଶୟ ଅଟକାେି 

ଶାଗଣୁା ନାମେ ମେଇ ମେଇ, 

ମବାଧମିମୂେ ବୁଦ୍ଧଭାମବ, ଧେଣୀ େମାମବଶ ଠାମବ 

ମ ିଁ ୁମଣଷି କାହି ିଁ ପାଇ ିଁ ? 
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ଭ ୋକିଲୋ ପିଲୋ ଅନ୍ନ ନୋହି ିଁ, ବୋପ ଭ ୋଭେ ବିତ୍ତ ନୋହି ିଁ 

ମୋ ଚୋଭଲ ନଇ ିଁ ନଇ ିଁ, 

ପୋଭଚରୀ ଭେକଭେ େବୁେ, ମଦମୋାଂେ େେବୋେ 

ଗନ୍ଧ ଆଭେ ଛୁଇ ିଁ ଛୁଇ ିଁ, 

ପୋଭଚରୀ ଭେଇ ିଁବି ମ ିଁ,ୁ ସ୍ତ୍ରୀ ପିଲୋଙୁ୍କ ଭପୋଷିବି ମ ିଁ,ୁ 

ନୋଚିବି କୋନୁନ୍ ଭେଇ ଭେଇ, 

ଭବୋଧମିଭୂେ ବୁଦ୍ଧ  ୋଭବ, ଧରେୀ େମୋଭବଶ ଠୋଭବ 

ମ ିଁ ୁମେଷି କୋହି ିଁ ପୋଇ ିଁ ?

 

 

   ତରୁେୀ ବୋପଛେୋ, ଦୁନିଆଭର ଘର େୋ, 

ଭଦ େୁୋଏ ନଇ ିଁ ନଇ ିଁ, 

ବେୋର େଆୁେି ଆ େୋ, େବୁଠ ିମରଦଙ୍କ ଆେ୍ େୋ 

ଗନ୍ଧ ଆଭେ ଛୁଇ ିଁ ଛୁଇ ିଁ, 

ପଇେୋ ଭଗୋଭେ ବୋହୋନୋ, ଭଚୋରୀ େଲୁୁମ େୋମିଆନୋ 

ଲଙ୍ଗେୋ ମକୁୁେୋ ଭେଇ ଭେଇ, 

ଭବୋଧମିଭୂେ ବୁଦ୍ଧ  ୋଭବ, ଧରେୀ େମୋଭବଶ ଠୋଭବ 

ମ ିଁ ୁମେଷି କୋହି ିଁ ପୋଇ ିଁ ? 

 

 

 

 

ଶଦୁ୍ଧ ରୁଦ୍ଧ ବୁଦି୍ଧ ଭମୋର, ନିଶ୍ଚେ ଆଉ ନିବିକୋର, 

ପ୍ରଜ୍ଞୋ ଉଏ ିଁ ନଇ ିଁ ନଇ ିଁ, 

ଭଲୋ  ଦୁୁଃ  ଏ ୋଂେୋର, ମେଷି ବୋେନୋ ଅପୋର, 

ଗନ୍ଧ ବଭହ ଛୁଇ ିଁ ଛୁଇ ିଁ, 

ମେଷିକୁ ଶୋନି୍ତ ଭଦବି, ମେଷିକୁ େତୟ ଭଦବି, 

େଗତ ଆନନ୍ଦ ଭେଇ ଭେଇ 

ଭବୋଧମିଭୂେ ବୁଦ୍ଧ  ୋଭବ, ଧରେୀ େମୋଭବଶ ଠୋଭବ, 

ମ ିଁ ୁମେଷି କୋହି ିଁ ପୋଇ ିଁ ? 

 

  

Dr. Bijoy M Misra lives in Lincoln, MA and is in the Faculty at Harvard University.  He is a physicist 

and a language specialist.  He participated in the activities of the Odisha Society of the Americas in 

the early years doing plays and directing children’s activities.  He was the Treasurer of the Society 

during 1999-2001 and was instrumental in the Cyclone Relief Program organized by OSA. 
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ଅଯ ୋଧ୍ୟୋ 

ବିଜୟ ମିଶ୍ର 

 

ସମୟ-ବନବୋସ ର ପବୂବ ରୋତି୍ର 

 

ବୋହୋଯର ଅନ୍ଧୋର ରୋତି, ଯପଚୋ ଡୋଯେ ଆମ୍ବ ଯେୋରଡ଼ଯର 

ସୋଇ ଁସୋଇ ଁଶୀତଳ ପବନ ନିରବତୋର  ଅଖଣ୍ଡ ରୋଜତିୁ 

ଏ ସହର ଯଶୋଇ  ରଯହ ଯେଖ ିଯେଖ ିଯ ୋଲୋପି ସପନ 

ଆମେୁ  ିବୋେୁ ଯହବ ରୋଜୟ ଛୋଡି ପଞ୍ଚବଟୀ ବନ ! 

 

ପଥ ଆମ ସୀମୋହୀନ, ଲକ୍ଷ ଆମ େୋହି ଁଯେଯତ େୂର 

େଣ୍ଟେ େଙ୍କର ପଯଥ,ଚଳୋଇବୋେ ୁଆମ କ୍ଲୋନ୍ତ ପୋେ 

ରଖବିୋେୁ ପିତୃ ସତୟ, ଶଝିୁବୋେୁ ଜୀବନ ର ଋଣ 

ଆମେୁ  ିବୋେୁ ଯହବ ରୋଜୟ ଛୋଡି ପଞ୍ଚବଟୀ ବନ ! 

 

ମିଥଳିୋ ଯର ସଖ ି ହଣଯର, ତୁଯମ ଯେଖଥିବି ଯେଯତ ସଯୁନଲି ସପନ 

ଅଯ ୋଧ୍ୟୋ ଯର ମଣମିକୁ୍ତୋ, ରୋଜସତୁ ଶୋନ୍ତ େୋନ୍ତ ଜଳେ  ମ୍ଭୀର 

ସବୁତ ଅତୀତ ଆଜି ସତୟ ଖୋଲି ସରଣୀ ଅସୀମ 

ଆମେୁ  ିବୋେୁ ଯହବ ରୋଜୟ ଛୋଡି ପଞ୍ଚବଟୀ ବନ ! 

େି ଉଯେଶୟ ନିୟତିର ନର ଯେଯହ, ନପୋରି ମ ୁଜୋଣ ି

ସମୟର ଅନ୍ତରୋଯଳ ଲୁଚି ଅଛି, େି ଅବୋ େୋହୋଣୀ 

େୂର ଚକ୍ରବୋଳ ପୋରୁ ଶଯୁଣ ଖୋଲି େୋଳର ଆହ୍ ୱୋନ 

ଆମେୁ  ିବୋେୁ ଯହବ ରୋଜୟ ଛୋଡି ପଞ୍ଚବଟୀ ବନ ! 

ଡରିବନି ଯେଯବ ସଖ ିସୋଥୀ ଆମ ରୁଦ୍ରର ଆଶଷି 

ପଥଯର ପୋଯଥୟ ଆମ ପରସ୍ପର ପ୍ରୀତି ଓ ପ୍ରତୟୟ 

ଯେଖ ିଯେଖ ି ିବୋ ଯେଯତ ବନ ଯଶୋଭୋ, ଶଣୁଥୁବିୋ ବିହଙ୍ଗର  ୀତ 
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ଅେପ�ାେର ଅଛି ଆମ ପଥ ମେ� ଉଷାର ଅରୁଣ 

ଆମକୁ ଯିବାକୁ େହବ ରାଜ� ଛାଡି ପ�ବଟୀ ବନ ! 

େମା ବାପି (ବାପା)�ୀ ବିଜୟ ମି� ଓଡିଶାର େକ�ୁଝର ଜି�ାର ଅବସର �ା� େଡପଟିୁ େଜେନରାଲ ମ�ାେନଜର ,ଓଡିଶା �� ଆଇରନ ଲିମିେଟଡ଼ ! 
କମ�ମୟ ଜୀବନ ଭିତେର ଯତ କିଂଚିତ ସମୟ ମିେଳ , େସ େସହି ସମୟକୁ ତା� ଘେର ଥ �ବା େଛାଟ ଲାଇେ�ରିେର କଟାଇବାକୁ ଭଲ ପାଆ�ି !  େମାର 
ଆଉ େମା ସାନ ଭଉଣୀ  ��ିର  ଚରି� ଗଠନେର ତା�ର ବହୁତ ବଡ଼ ଭୂମିକା ! େଲଖା େଲଖ � �ତି ତା�ର ଗଭୀର ��ା ରହିଛି ! ତା� କିଛିଟା େଲଖା 
ଭିତରୁ "ଅେଯା�ା " ଅନ�ତମ ! ଆଶା କରୁଛି ଆପଣ ମାନ�ୁ ଭଲ ଲାଗିବ !-�ାତୀ ମିhÍ 

   

 

 

କନ�ାଟିଏ 
ମିନତି ମି� 

କନ�ା ସିଏ, ଝରଣା ଟିଏ 

କଳ ନାଦିନୀ,  ଆ�ାଦିନୀ ଧାରା ଟିଏ 

ଢାଳିଦିଏ, ସଶୁୀତଳ ବାରିସମ ଅମତୃ ଧାରା 

�ସାରି ତା  ହାତ ଦୁଇ, କଅଳଁ ପରଶ େଦଇ 

େପାଛିଦିଏ ମନ ତଳୁ େଯେତ ଅବସାଦ ! 
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ଦୁହତିା ସିଏ, ମୟୂରୀ ଟିଏ 

ବିଚି� ବ��ା , ଅପରୂପା ସ�ିୃ ସିଏ 

�ି� କେର aÀàÞÐfÑେର ଫଗ ୁର ର� େବାଳି 

ଧସୂର ମନ ମରୁେର ସାଜି ନବ ଦୁବ�ାଦଳ ! 

ତନୁଜା ସିଏ, ତଟିନୀ ଟିଏ 

ରୁ�ଗିରି ବ� ଚିରି , 

ନୃତ�ରତା ଫଲଗ ୁଏକ 

ବନାନୀ େଡଇ ଁ, କୂଳକୁ ଛୁଇ ଁ

ଆେଗଇ ଯାଏ ଧୀେର 

ପରଶ ିଯାଏ ମଧରୁ ଛଆୁ ଁ, ଧରଣୀ କରି ସି� 

ମନେର ଭେର ଅପାର ଶ�ି ,ପଲୁକ ଅ�ମିତ ! 

ନ�ିନୀ ସିଏ , ଚ�ିକା ଟିଏ 

ବିଛାଡ଼ି ଦିଏ ବିମଳ ଆଭା , ଭିଜାଇ ଦିଏ �ାଣ 

େଶଫାଳୀ  ସମ ଝରିଯାଏ େସ , 

ବିତରି ବାସ , ଛୁଟାଇ  ହସ 

ଫୁଟାଇ ଦିଏ ଖସୁୀର  ପାରିଜାତ ! 

ଝିଅଟି ସିଏ , ଝରାଟିଏ ତ 

ଫୁଆରା ପରି ଚ�ଳ ଏକ ,ଖjୁÞର ଫୁଲଝରି 

ଧରଣୀ ପରି ସବୁ ତ ସେହ ,ପାେଶାେର ଦୁଃଖ 

ଫୁଲଟି  ପରି ହସି ତ ଦିଏ , ଭୁଲାଇ ଦିଏ ମନ !! 

‘’ େମା ମା  �ୀମତୀ ମିନତି ମି�, େକ�ୁଝର ବାଣୀ ବିହାର ର ସଂ�ତୃ ବିଭାଗର ଛା�ୀ ଥ �େଲ  Ð ପାଠ ପଢିବାେର ତା�ର ସବୁେବେଳ ଅେନକ 
ଆ�ହ ! ଚାକିରି କରିବାର ଇଛା ଥ �ଲା ଓ ସେୁଯାଗ ମିଳିଥ �Òm aÞ େସ ତା�ର ଜୀବନର େ��� ସମୟ ତା�ର ପରିବାରକୁ େଦଇଛ�ି  ଘର 

ବାହାର କାମ, ପିଲା� ପାଠ ପଢା ଛଡା େସ ଅେନକ ସମୟ ସମାଜ େସବା, ଗରିବ େଲାକ�ୁ ପାଠ ପଢ଼ାଇବା, ନିେଜ େହାମିଓପାଥ � ବହି 
ପଢି,ଡା�ର� ସଂେଗ ପରାମଶ� କରି, ତା�ୁ ଔଷଧ େଯାେଗଇବା , ଜଣା ଅଜଣା େଲାକ�ୁ ସାହାଯ� କରିବା ଆଦି କାମେର େସ ତା� ଜୀବନର 
ଅେନକ ସମୟ ବିତା�ି  ସବୁରି  ସା�େର  �ଲୁ ଜୀବନରୁ ତା�ର ଅେନକ କବିତା ଓ ଗ� ବିଭି� �ାନେର ପରିଚିତ େହାଇଛି ! ତା�ର କିଛି 
ଦିନ ତଳର େମା ମନକୁ ଛୁଇ ଁଥ �ବା କବିତା ଟିଏ ଆପଣ ସମ�� ପାଇ ଁ! ଆଶା କରୁଛି ଆପଣ ମାନ�ୁ ଭଲ ଲାଗିବ !’’ �ାତୀ ମି�    

(jéÐ[Ñ cÞhÍ cÞQÞNÐ_ç JjÐe jLÍÞ̄  jbÔÐ HaÕ JjÐe ASÑa_ jbÔÐ Ð) 
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ସେ ଦିନ ତ ସେଇପରି ଥଲିା 

କଳ୍ପନାମୟୀ ଦାଶ ୍

 

ସେ ଦିନ ତ ସେଇପରି ଥଲିା । 

 

ଫ୍ରକ୍ ପିସେଇ, ରିବନ୍ ବାେି, ପାଉଡର ମାଖସିଦସଲ 

ଝିଅ ତାଙୁ୍କ ଦିଶଥୁଲିା ସ ାସେ କସେଇପରି , 

ସ ାହଳ ବୟେୀ ମାଆଙୁ୍କ ଅଧକି କିଛି, 

ଜଣା ନଥଲିା , 

ଘର ଭରି୍ତ୍ତ ଚାକର ଚାକରାଣୀ, 

ସେବାସର ରହସିଲ, 

ମାଠିଆ ମାଠଆି ଜଡାସତଲ, 

ରାଶ ିସତଲ ଘ ାଇ , 

ସମାଡା ଦଳା  ସେକାସେକି କରିସଦସଲ 

ଜୀବନ ତମାମ ୍ଝିଅେି କାେିବ 

େସୁ୍ଥ ଜୀବନ 

     ସେଦିନ ତ ସେଇପରି ଥଲିା   ।୧। 

 

େମସ୍ତଙୁ୍କ ଚକିତ କଲା ଝିଅେି । 

ଅତି ମାତ୍ରାସର ଜିଜ୍ଞାେ ୁ

େମସସ୍ତ ଆସମାଦିତ 

ଚାେଶାଳୀସର ଆେନ ପାତୁଛି 

େକାଳୁ େକାଳୁ  ଅବଧାସନ ଆେିବା ପବୂବରୁ, 

େସୂଯବୟାଦୟ ସହଉ ସହଉ  

ସଜସଜ ମାଆ ପସଠଇ ଚାଲିସଲ ଛଞ୍ଚା 

ଫଳ, ପନପିରିବା, ସଧାତ,ି  ାମଛୁା, 
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ଡାଲି, ଚାଉଳ, ଲୁଗା, ହଳଦୀ, ଘିଅ 

ନାତୁଣୀ ଟେକ ଟଦବ ଅବଧାନଙୁ୍କ 

ଟଗାଡତଟଳ ପଡି ଆଶୀବବାଦ ନବ 

ଭଲ ପଢିବ ମହାଦାନୀ ଟହବ, 

ଦାନ କରି ଶଖିବି । 

ଟେଦିଟନ ତ ଏଇମିତି ହଉଥଲିା    ।୨। 

 

ବାପା କହଟିଲ ଟମା ଝିଅ ଚନ୍ଦ୍ରକୁ ଯିବ, 

ଗରୁୁଜନ କହଟିଲ , 

ତିତିକ୍ଷା ଅଛି ପ୍ରବଳ , ଝିଅ େଂସ୍କାରୀ ଟହବ 

ଶକି୍ଷକ କହଟିଲ 

ତାକୁ ପଢାଇ ଟଦବା, ତାକୁ ଉଡାଇ ଟଦବା 

ବହୁତ ଉପରକୁ ଉଠିଯିବ ଆମ ଚାେଶାଳୀ ନ  ା 

ଗଉରବ ଟର ଟେକି ଟହଇଯିବ େବୁ ଗରୁୁଙ୍କର ମଣୁ୍ଡ 

ଆଉ ପରିବାର ହାତଟର 

େଂୋର ଯାକର ଆନନ୍ଦ ଟହଇଯିବ ରୁଣ୍ଡ । 

   ଅଚାନକ କିନ୍ତୁ ! 

  େବୁ କିଛି େମାପ୍ତ ଟହଇଗଲା । 

             ଟେଦିନ ତ ଟେଇପରି ଥଲିା     ।୩। 

 

ବାଳିକା ଟବଳରୁ ବାଳା 

ବହ ିରଖ ିଟବାହୂ ଟହଇଗଲା 

ପରଘଟର ଜାଳିବାକୁ ଚନ୍ଦ୍ରଉଦିଆ 

ଭବିଷ୍ୟତ କରିଟଦଲା ଅମାବାେୟା । 

ବହେିିଏ ଟଖାଲିଟଲ 

ଅଧକି ରାତି ପଯବୟନ୍ତ 

ଆଲୁଅ ଜଳାଇ ପଢିଟଲ … 
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ଠାକୁର ଘରର ପ୍ରାର୍ଥନାଟିଏ ର ାଲିରଲ 

ଚିତ୍ର ଆଙି୍କ ାକୁ କାଗଜଟିଏ ର ାଜିରଲ 

ଅଭିର ାଗ ଆସିଲା । 

ଅନ୍ଦର ମହଲରୁ , ଉପର ମହଲରୁ 

ସାଇ ପଡିଶାରୁ 

 ''ଏ ଝିଅ  ିଭା ରହ ାର ନର୍ଲିା '' 

ର ାଲି ଟିପ୍ପଣୀ ମିଳିଲା 

ରସଦିନ ତ ରସଇପରି ର୍ଲିା ।୪। 

 

 ାପା, ପରି ାର, ଶକି୍ଷକ ଆଦିଙ୍କ ସ୍ୱପ୍ନରର 

ପରୂ୍ଣ୍ଥରେଦ ପକାଇ 

ନିଜସ୍ୱ ପ୍ରତିଭା କୁ ଜଳାଞ୍ଜଳି ରଦଇ 

ଝିଅଟି ଆରଗଇଲା 

ପିଠାପଣା, ଡାଲି, ଡାଲମା  

ଶାଗ, ମାେ,, ତକଥାରୀପତ୍ରରର 

ମନଢାଳି ରଦଲା । 

ଲୀଳା ତୀ ଉପା ୟାନ   ନା  ଚନକୁ ମରନ ମରନ 

ରଦାହରାଇଲା । 

ରସଦିନ ତ ରସଇପରି ର୍ଲିା   ।୫। 

 

 

JjÐe SÒZ Í̀cÊM jbÔÐ HaÕ @Ò_L aià ^eÞ ÒjÐÒb_Þ¯e LÊ JXÞA LaÞ[Ð NÁ A]Þ _Þ¯cÞ[ bÐaÒe `WÐB AjÊ\ÞaÐ hÍÑc[Ñ 

LÁ_Ð ]Ðh cÞÒ_ÒiÐVÐÒe jéÐcÑ XÓ hÑ[L¶ ]Ðh* jkÞ[ eÊk«Þ Ð Lcàc¯ SÑa_Òe jc¯ LÐYÞ ÒmMÐÒmMÞ LeÞaÐ, ÒeÐÒÒiB 

LeÞaÐ, JXÞA jcÐS J be[Ñ¯ jcÐSÒe aÞbÞ_ð LÐdààLÍcÒe _ÞSLÊ _ÞÒ¯ÐSÞ[ eM«Þ । 
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ଜୀବନ ଧାରା 

ଅମୀୟ କମୁାର ମହା�ି 

 

ସରିଯାଏ ଜୀବନ େଗା ଭରି ଯାଏ �ାଣ 

େକେତ େ�ହ ମମତା େଗା େକେତ ଅଭିମାନ | 

�ରେଣ ରହଛିି ଲାଖ � �ୀୟାର େମା �ଥମ ପରଶ 

ଆଣଥି �ଲା ଅେ� େମାର େ�ମର ବତାସ || 

 

ଆଷାଢ଼ ର ଶ�ାମ ଶାଢ଼ୀ ବିଜଳିୁ ଝଟକ 

ଆଣଥୁ �ଲା ଶହିରଣ ଅପାର ଅେନକ  

ଶରତର ଶ�ୁ ନୀଳ ଆକାଶ ଅ� େର 

ଉେଠ େଯେବ ଜ� ହସି େଜ�ା�ା ର େଶଯ େର || 

 

େ�ହର ପିୟୁଷ ପିଇ ଗଣଥୁ �ଲୁ େକାଟିଏ ତରାେର 

ଅଗଣତି ତାରା  ଗଣା େକେବ ନାହି ଁସେର  

େ�ମ ର ନିଶା େର ��� େଦଖଥୁ �ଲୁ େକେତ 

ସ�ାନ,ସ�ତି, ଧନ, ଗାଡି, େଘାଡା େଯେତ || 

 

ଗରୁୁ ଗରଜେନ େଯେବ ଥରୁଥ �ଲା ଆକାଶ ର ଅ� 

ତଡ଼ିତ ହାର େଶାଭେନ େଦଖଥୁ �ଲୁ ଅନ�ର ର�  

ଜୀବନ ମ�ାେ� େଯେବ ହୁଏ ଭାରା �ା� 

ଦିଅ ମେତ ଆ�ାସନା ସାହସ �ରିତ || 

 

ଲଘ ୁହୁଏ େବାଝ େମାର ଆେସ ଅେ�  ଶ�ି 

ଉଦାସ ମେନ େମା ଜାେଗ ନବ ଅନୁଭୂତି  

ଅତୀେତ ନ ଥ �େଲ େକହି ଅବା ନାହି ଁଏେବ 
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ତୁମ ଭଳି �ୀୟା େମାର ଏ ସ�ୁର ଭେବ || 

 

େଗାଧଳିୂ େଗା ନଇ ଁଯାଏ ଆଣ ିନୂଆ ର� 

ଜୀବନ ଯମନୁା େଢଉ ସଶୁା� ତର�  

ନୀରବ ନି�� ଆଉ ଅପଲକ େନେ� 

ନୟନ ଅୟେନ ଆେସ ଦିବା � �� � େକେତ || 

 

ମନର ମ�େିର ଜେଳ ଭ�ିଭରା ବତୀ 

ମାଗଣୁ ିଆମ �ଭୁ ଦିଅ ଚିର ଶା�ି  || 

 

 

Professor Dr. Amiya Mohanty currently living in Richmond, Kentuky with his wife Mrs. Sharat 
Kumari Mohanty. Since the beginning of the establishment of OSA Organization, Dr. Mohanty has 
been involved with OSA in various ways like in membership drive, preparing OSA Constitution, 
OSA Organization committee formations. Dr. Mohanty served as a president of OSA and received 
the distinguished Odia award in 2015. 

  After five years of research and teaching in Utkal University, came with Fulbright and Smith-
Mundt fellowships to Florida State University in 1964. After finishing his Ph.D. in Sociology, he 
taught in Western Kentucky University, Georgia Southern University and lastly in Eastern Kentucky 
University. As a Professor Emeritus, he received Fulbright Specialist Award in Sociology. He served 
as Distinguished Fulbright Professor for research and teaching in American Center of Oriental 
Research in Jordan and subsequently in University of Putra in Malaysia. 
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ପତ୍ନୀ ପ୍ରେମିକା 

ଗଗନ ପାଣଗି୍ରାହୀ 

 

ଲିଭି ଯାଉଥଲିା ପ୍ରହାମ ଅଗି୍ନଶଖିା 

ଭାସି ଆସଥୁଲିା ସାହାନାଇ ସରୁ, 

ପ୍ରେରିଯାଉଥପି୍ରଲ େିୟଜପ୍ରନ ଘପ୍ରର 

ଥମି ଯାଇଥଲିା ଜନ ପ୍ରକାଳାହଳ । ୧ । 

 

ପ୍ରେଜି ଭ୍ରାୋ ପିୋ ଭଗିନୀ ଜନନୀ 

ସହ ିସାଙ୍ଗ ସାଥୀ ବନୁ୍ଧ ପରିଜପ୍ରନ, 

ଆସିଲ ପ୍ରସ ଦିନ ନବ ବଧ ୂସାଜି 

ଅଳକ୍ତ ପୟପ୍ରର ସଜଳ ନୟପ୍ରନ । ୨ । 

 

ନିଜ ବାପଘର କରିପ୍ରଦଇ ପର 

ବରି ପ୍ରନଇଥଲି ଶଙ୍ଖା ଓ ସିନୁ୍ଦର, 

ପଦ ପାେ କଲ ପର ଘପ୍ରର ଆସି 

ଅଜଣା ମଣଷି ଅଜଣା ସଂସାର  । ୩ । 

 

ବାସର ପ୍ରଶଯପ୍ରର ସରମକୁ ପ୍ରେଜି 

ପ୍ରହାଇଥଲି େୁପ୍ରମ ପ୍ରମା ଅଙ୍କ ଶାୟିନୀ, 

ପ୍ରମା ପାଇ ଁେୁପ୍ରମ ପ୍ରଗା ଉବବଶୀ ପ୍ରମନକା 

ଚିତ୍ତ ବିପ୍ରନାଦିନୀ ପ୍ରମା ମନ ପ୍ରମାହନିୀ  । ୪ । 

 

େୁମ ହସ ପ୍ରବାଳା ନରମ ଚାହାଣୀ 

ପ୍ରନଉଥଲିା ପ୍ରଯପ୍ରବ ଚିତ୍ତ ପ୍ରଚାରି କରି, 

ଭାବୁଥଲିି ପ୍ରେପ୍ରବ  ପକ୍ଷୀରାପ୍ରଜ ଚଢି 

ସପନ ପରୁୀକୁ ଯାଆପ୍ରେ କି ଉଡି  |୫| 

 

େୁମକୁ ବସାଇ େଣୟ ପ୍ରବଳାପ୍ରର 

ପ୍ରଖାଦଉଥଲିି ମ ଁ ୁପ୍ରକାଣାକବ ମନ୍ଦିର, 

େୁପ୍ରମ ନାନା ଛପ୍ରନ୍ଦ େୁପ୍ରମ ନାନା ରପ୍ରଙ୍ଗ 

ରଙ୍ଗାଉଥଲି ପ୍ରଗା ପ୍ରମା ହୃଦ କନ୍ଦର |୬| 

 

ଦୁଇ ଦୁଇ ମନ ଦୁଇ ଦୁଇ ୋଣ 

ମିଳନର ଅପ୍ରେ ସେକ ସ୍ ବରୁପ, 

ବିକଶେି ପ୍ରହଲା  େଣୟ କୁସମୁ 

ସବୁାସ ଯାହାର ଅପ୍ରଶଷ ଅମାପ  | ୭| 

 

ପିେୃତ୍ ବର ସ୍ ବାଦୁ  ପ୍ରସବନ ନିମପ୍ରେ 

ପତ୍ନୀ ପ୍ରହାଇ ପ୍ରଦଲ େଥମ ସପୁ୍ରଯାଗ, 

ନଅ ମାସ ଗଭବ ପୀଡା ସହୟ କଲ 

େଥାପି କରିନ ପ୍ରକପ୍ରବ ଅଭିପ୍ରଯାଗ  |୮| 

 

ପର ମହୁୁତ୍ତବପ୍ରର ନିଜ ସଖୁ ପ୍ରେଜି 

ପର ସଖୁ ପାଇ ଁରଖଲି ନଜର, 

ପ୍ରମା ଦୁୁଃଖ ସଖୁପ୍ରର ନିରାଶା ଆଶାପ୍ରର 

ଭାଗ ପ୍ରନଇ େୁପ୍ରମ ପ୍ରହଲ ଭାଗୀଦାର | ୯ |
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ନୀଳକଣ୍ଠ ପରି ପିଇଲ ଆକଣ୍ଠଣ୍ଠ 

ଗରଳ ସମାନ ଣ୍ଠମା କଟୁ ବଚନ, 

ଚାରୁ ମଖୁ ତୁମ ଣ୍ଠଖାଲିବାର ଣ୍ଠକହ ି

ଣ୍ଠେଖନିି ଣ୍ଠକଣ୍ଠବ ବି, ରହଲି ମଉନ  | ୧୦ | 

 

ଜୀବନ ସାଗର ଉଚ୍ଛଳ ତରଣ୍ଠେ 

ପତ୍ନୀ ଓ ଣ୍ଠେମିକା ଭୂମିକା ନଭିାଇ, 

େୁନିଆ ଆଗଣ୍ଠର  କରିଲ ସ୍ଥାପିତ  

ଯିଏ ପତ୍ନୀ ସିଏ ଣ୍ଠେମିକା ଅଟଇ  | ୧ ୧ | 

 

ଆଜିବି ଭାବିଣ୍ଠଲ  ଲାଣ୍ଠଗ ଅଭିନବ 

ତୁମ ସାଣ୍ଠେ ଣ୍ଠସହ ିପହଲିି ଫଗଣୁ , 

ସମୟ କଷଟି ପେଣ୍ଠର ଆହୁରି 

ଜକ ଜକ େିଣ୍ଠେ ସଣ୍ଠତକି ସବୁର୍ଣ୍ଣ  | ୧ ୨ | 

 

ଣ୍ଠସପାଇ ଁକହବିି ଆଣ୍ଠଗା େିୟତମା 

ତୁଣ୍ଠମ ଣ୍ଠମା ଣ୍ଠେୟସୀ ତୁଣ୍ଠମ ଅର୍ଦ୍ଣାେିନୀ, 

ଯମନୁା ତଟଣ୍ଠର ଅବା ଦ୍ ବାରକାଣ୍ଠର 

ତୁଣ୍ଠମ ଣ୍ଠମା ରାଧକିା, ତୁଣ୍ଠମ ଣ୍ଠମା ଋକ୍ିିଣୀ  |୧ ୩ |     

         

Gagan Behari Panigrahi has been actively involved in OSA cultural and literary activities since his arrival 

in North America.  He is a regular contributor to OSA magazine and participates in Odia Kabita 

Pathachakra of yearly OSA conventions. He gets inspiration from fellow OSA literature lovers. Recently 

he has published collection of his poems in two books called "Phula Bagicha" and "Pratichhabi". He lives 

in Toronto with his wife Sabita Panigrahi.         

        

 

 

                               PC- Gagan panigrahi                                       
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jÐkÐÒdÔ jÊ$f 

hÐ«Þ m[Ð cÞhÍ 

       jLÐfÊ DWÞ Ò]MÞmÐ ÒafLÊ QÐeÞAX ^fÐ, `ÊeÐ aÐkÐeVÐ Ð eÐ[Þ jÐeÐ LÐmÞ ae$ `XÞRÞ Ð [Þ_Þ Bq ÒaÐÒ^ 
Òka Ð jÒ[LÞ ^fÐ QÐ]e LÞH ÒOÐÒXB Ò]B dÐBRÞ `ÊeÐ ^eÞ[ÍÑ D`Òe Ð "_cÞ[Ð'*e HcÞ[Þ LÐmÞ WÐeÊ c_ VÞÒL 
D]Ðj \ÞmÐ Ð LÐmÞ @$ÞjeÊ Ò$eÞ cDjÐ*  Ò]kÐ« ÒkÐB dÞaÐ L\Ð "DcÞàfÐ' cÐDjÑe QÞWÞeÊ SÐZÞÒm Ð jÐ_ cÐDjÑ 
Òj, Þ̀mÐÒaÒf [Ð LÐMÒe ÒLÐfÒe Òj aYÞ\ÞÒm Ð c_ VÞÒL ]ÊÓM ÒkmÐ Ð d]ÞJ cDjÐ ÒeÐNÒe `XÞ\ÞÒm, aqÞaÐe 
AhÐ _\ÞmÐ ÒaÐD ÒcmçeÊ SÐZÞ\ÞÒm Ð [\Ð`Þ HÒ[ ]ËeÒe ekÊ\ÞaÐeÊ H jaÊ Mae ÒLÒa aÞ hÊZÞaÐLÊ bm mÐÒN_Þ Ð 

   cÐDjÑ ÒaÐDWÊ akÊ[ jÐ_ Ð Þ̀mÐÒaÒf @SÐ* OeLÊ NÒm Òj kÞÜ OÒe \ÐH Ð `ÞmÐ cÐ_*Ê Ò]MÞLÞ LÞ MÊjÞ kÊH Ð 
[Ð* jÒ= ÒMÒf N` LÒk, NÐÒ^ÐB ]ÞH, MÐBaÐLÊ ]ÞH , ÒjcÐ_* Þ̀RÐ mÐNÞ\ÐH Ð Ò$eÞmÐ ]Þ_ LÞ LÐt Ð Òj aÐkÐ 
ÒkÐBNmÐ ÒaÒf jaÊ `ÞmÐ cÐ_*e LÞ c_ ]ÊÓM jcÒª [ÐLÊ ^eÞ akÊ[ LÐtÞ\ÞÒm Ð jcª*WÊ ÒahÑ LÐtÞ\ÞÒm _cÞ[Ð 
Ð LÐeZ Òj @_ÔÐ_Ô Þ̀mÐ cÐ_* WÊ aX Ð ÒahÑ ÒNkâÐ A]e cÐDjÑ WÊ `ÐB\ÞÒm Ð 

   B Òcmç Aec÷ ]Þ_eÊ XÐL ]éÐeÐ QÞWÞ AjÞaÐ Í̀Ð¯ at Ð ÒaÐD ÒLÒa ÒLcÞ[Þ `ÒWÐD \ÞmÐ Òd, ASÞ LÐmÞ Òj aÞ 
aX bÐB*e `ÞmÐ cÐ_*Ê LkÞ B ÒcmçÒe Mae `ÒWB ]DRÞ Ð [ÐLÊ aÞ jkS ÒkB NmÐZÞ Ð LÞH ÒmMÊQÞ ajÞ kÐ[Òe, 
ỀZÞ [ÐLÊ VÞÒLV cÐe, XÐLÒe `LÐ@ HÒ[ TÒcmÐ LÞH LeÊRÞ Ð LÐmÞ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf QÞWÞVÞ Ò]MÞÒm, bÐaÞÒm ÒaÐDe 

ÒaÐmÞ, @$ÞjeÊ AjÞ AN QÞWÞ ÒMÐmÞ ajÞÒm Òd cDjÑ* QÞWÞ Ð [Ð* QÞWÞ Ò]MÞ h*Ð [ c_Òe mÐNmÐ Ð kÜ Ah*Ð 
j[ LeÞ QÞWÞe MaeVÞ bm _\ÞmÐ Ð ]ÊB ^Ðe mÊk [ akÞNmÐ Ð LÐeZ cDjÐ aÞ cÐDjÑ `eÞ Òjðk A]eÒe ÒLÒa 
EZÐ LeÊ _\ÞÒm Ð 

   XÞ_e bmÒe MÐB _\ÞÒm Ð ÒjcÞ[Þ ÒhÐBNÒm Ð jLÐfe H ÒjÐð Ò]MÞ c_ AkÊeÞ D]Ðj ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð Ð jéÐcÑ 
""jce''HB NÒm @$ÞjLÊ LÞ«Ê [Ð*Ê ASÞ @$Þj LÐcÒe @_Ô HL jkeLÊ dÞaÐLÊ Òka HB jLÐfÊ Ð ]ÊB OÃÐe eÐªÐ 
ÒkÐB \ÞaÐeÊ XÍÐBbÞ= LeÞLÞ dÞÒa Ð @ Þ̂L jc¯ mÐNÞ`ÐÒe aÞ `ÐN MeÐ` ÒdÐNÊ Ð Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ c_e bÐejÐcÔ VÞÒL 
H`V Òj`V _cÞ[Ð*e jLÐfÊ Ð ASÞ @$Þj _ dÞaÐ `ÐBÜ WÞL LeÞÒ_B Ð cÔÐÒ_Se `ÐMLÊ Ò$Ð_ LeÞÒ]Òm Ð LÐmÞe 
Mae, ASÞe H ÒjÐð ]Þ VÐ dÐL c_LÊ AÒah LeÞ eMÞ\ÞÒm Ð 

   jLÐfÊ c_Òe aÞbÞ_ð `ÍLÐe bÐaÐ«e \ÞÒm aÞ c_ kD\ÞmÐ NecÐ Nec aeÐ `ÒLÐXÐ jÞ= XÐ jÕÒN @]Ð `LÐ QÐ 
Þ̀BaÐLÊ Ð HcÞ[Þ \¨Ð `ÐNÒe HjaÊ MÐBaÐLÊ BRÐ ÒkaÐ jÕÒN Þ̀mÐ]Þ_VÐ AN cÒ_ `XÞ dÐH Ð LÞ«Ê LeÞaÐLÊ BRÐ 

ÒkmÐ _ÐkÞÜ Òj`eÞ LÞRÞ Ð $ÍÞS Òe \ÞmÐ Ò$ÐÍS_ `&ÐaÞ jÐÒcÐjÐ [ÐLÊ AZÞ JÒb_Òe Nec LÒm AD L$Þ ÒcjÞ_Òe 
L$Þ [ÞAeÞ LeÞ Þ̀BÒm Ð eÐ[ÞÒe bm LeÞ _MÐB \ÞaÐeÊ jLÐfÊ ÒbÐL aÞ kDRÞ, _ MÐBÒm _QÒf, LÞ«Ê LeÞaÐLÊ LÞRÞ 
BRÐ ÒkD_Þ Ð  

 Þ̀mÐÒafe akÊ jêó[Þ cÐDjÑ jkÞ[ LÒVB\ÞaÐe c_ bÞ[Òe aÐe aÐe D*Þ cÐeÊ\ÐH Ð ÒjB bÐa_ÐÒe _ÞcNð \ÞmÐ 
ÒaÒf Ò$Ð_ VÐ aÐSÞ DWÞmÐ Ð Ò$Ð_ ^eÞaÐLÊ BRÐ ÒkD _\ÐH LÞ«Ê `ÒXÐhÑ "HÒ&mÞ_Ð''e Ò$Ð_ Ò]MÞ aÐ^Ô ÒkÐB 
DÒWBÒm Ð LÐÒf LZ ]eLÐe \Þa Ð H`eÞ `ÐN ÒkÒm jcª*e LÞRÞ _Ð LÞRÞ ]eLÐe `XÞdÐH ÒaÒf ÒaÒf  
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 [Ð aÔ[Ñ[ "H&Þ' jÕÒN [Ð*e bm jÕ`Là Ð ]eLÐe ÒaÒf Òj akÊ[ [Ð*Ê jÐkÐdÔ LeÞRÞ Ð _cÞ[Ð* jéÐcÑ akÊ[ 

\e LÐcÒe aÐkÐeLÊ dÐA«Þ Ð OÒe Òj HLÐ `Ê@ "aÞÒaL'LÊ ^eÞ eÊk«Þ Ð 

 QÐeÞ aià `ËÒaà \Òe jéÐcÑ jce JXÞhÐ dÐB\ÞÒm [Ð* `eÞaÐee LÞRÞ LÐcÒe Ð kWÐ[ eÐ[ÞÒe aÞÒaL ]ÞÒ_ _ÞÓhéÐj 

Ò_B `ÐeÞmÐ_Þ Òj akÊ[ XeÞ NÒm Ð [Ð*Ê aÊwÞ aÐV LÞRÞ ]ÞhÞmÐ_Þ kWÐ[ Ò$Ð_ LÒm eÐ[Þ @^Òe H&ÞLÊ Ð aÞ_Ð ]Þé^ÐÒe 

[Ð jéÐcÑ AD jÞH ]ÊB SZ AjÞ aÞÒaLLÊ k¸ÞVÐm Ò_B dÐB\ÞÒm HceÒS_jÞLÊ Ð [Ð aÔ[Ñ[ aÞ @Ò_L \e @Ò_L 

Í̀LÐe LÐcÒe Òj [Ð*WÊ jÐkÐdÔ Ò_BR«Þ Ð LÞ«Ê Òj]Þ_ eÐ[Þ `Òe Òj ỀeÐ Ló[s [Ð* `ÐMÒe Ð  aÐ^Ô ÒkÐB 

H&Þe Ò$Ð_LÊ DÒWBÒm LÞ«Ê dÐkÐ hÊZÞÒm cÊkÜ [Ð*e aÞLó[ ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð @[Ô^ÞL \¨Ð ÒdÐNÊ NÐXÞVÐ [Ðe ½ÐVç 

ÒkD_Þ Ð ASÞ [Ðe @$ÞjÒe @ÒSàÃ LÐc @RÞ _ÞkÐ[Þ dÞaÐLÊ Òka Òj eÐBX cÐNÊRÞ Ð [Ðe jéÐcÑ OÒe _ÐkÐÜ«Þ Ð H&Þe 

@$Þj aÞmXÞÕN WÐeÊ [Ð* @$Þj cÐ[Í `Ðq cÞ_ÞV XÍÐBbÞ=e ]Ëe[Ð Ð Ò[ZÊ @Ò_L jc¯Òe ]ÊÒkÜ `e¸eLÊ ]eLÐe 

ÒaÒf H`eÞ eÐBX Ò]BR«Þ Ë̀aàeÊ Ð ÒjB ]ó½ÞeÊ ASÞ Òj ÒaÐÒ^ eÐBX cÐNÞRÞ Ð  

  LÞ«Ê ASÞ Òj Òd @$Þj dÐD_ÐkÐ«Þ Ð LkÞaÐLÊ BRÐ ÒkmÐ_Þ hÊZÞÒm kÊH[ Òj @_Ô aÔayÐ LeÞÒ_a Ð LÞH HBÒm 

HÒ[ hÑ[Òe ÒjéVe, ÒLÐV, ÒNÐâajç, c$me, N]ÐH mÊNÐ`VÐ Þ̀uÞ H hÑ[Òe NÐXÞ QÒmB @_Ô `ÐBÜ dÞa Ð _ÞS 

`ÐBÜ dÞaÐ @mNÐ L\Ð Ð cÒ_ cÒ_ eÐNÊ\ÞÒm _cÞ[Ð LÞ«Ê LÐkÐ D`Òe eÐNÞÒa ÒjÐð D`Òe _Ð H&Þ D`Òe Ð ]ÊÒkÜ 

`eÞÒah `eÞyÞ[Þ`ÐMÒe @_Þ¯«ÍÞ[ Ð c_ bÞ[ee ÒLÐÍ^, aÞe¦ÞLÊ ]Ð«Òe QÐ`Þ ^eÞ H&ÞLÊ LkÞÒm ÒeXÞ ÒkaÐLÊ … 

Òj `Ðq cÞ_ÞV bÞ[Òe AjÊR«Þ Ð Òj ASÞ @$Þj dÐD_ÐkÐÜ«Þ d]Þ LkÞÒa, H&Þ SÐZÞÒm kÊH[ MeÐ` bÐaÞa, @_Ô LÞRÞ 

aÔayÐ LeÞaÐLÊ LkÞa Ð LÞ«Ê [Ð `ÐMeÊ @Ò_L Í̀LÐe jÐkÐdÔ Ò_B\ÞaÐeÊ aÞbÞ_ð LÐeZeÊ Òj Ló[s Ð Ò[ZÊ _Þea 

ekÞaÐVÐ ÒhÍ̄ ´e, Òj cZÞÒm Ð LÞH SÐÒZ [Ð*e aÞ `ËZÞ [Ð `ÐMÒe ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf jÐkÐdÔ ]eLÐe `XÞa Ð 

 _ÞkÐ[Þ ]eLÐe _ `XÞÒm ÒLkÞ LÐkÐLÊ ÒLÒa jÐkÐdÔ cÐÒN _ÐkÞÜ Ð Ò[ZÊ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf ÒLkÞ AjÞ jÐkÐdÔ 

cÐÒN aÞ_Ð ]Þé^ÐÒe J _ÞSe h¦Þ @_ÊjÐÒe [ÐLÊ jÐkÐdÔ LeÞaÐ DQÞ[ HaÕ [Ð kDRÞ cÐ_aÞL[Ð aÐ cÐ_a ^cà Ð 

aÐ`Ð*WÊ HB L\ÐVÐ Òj hÞMÞR«Þ Ð jce aÞ jaÊÒaÒf ÒjBA LÊk«Þ Ð c_ÊiÔ cÐÒ[ÍkÞÜ @]ó½e @^Ñ_ Ð 

 jaÊ aÊTÊ\ÞÒm aÞ [Ð*Ê bÐeÞ eÐN cÐXÊ\ÞmÐ H&Þ D`Òe Ð ASÞ kÞÜ [Ð jéÐcÑLÊ aÐkÐeLÊ dÞaÐLÊ \ÞmÐ, ASÞ kÞÜ [Ð 

NÐXÞLÊ MeÐ` kaÐe \ÞmÐ Ð SÑa_e @Ò_L @Òk[ÊL OVZÐ HkÞ`eÞ kÞÜ OÒV Ð aÞ_Ð sÐ[jÐeÒe aÞ_Ð Mae Ò]B 

AjÞdÐH Ð jaÊ SÐZÞ\ÞÒm aÞ cZÞi [\Ð`Þ HLÊ [ÐLÊ Ò]Ði ]ÞH Ð  

 aÐVÒe NmÐÒaÒf aÞÒhi L\ÐaÐràÐ aÞ LeÞaÐLÊ BRÐ ÒkmÐ_Þ Ð @_Ô ]ÞÒ_ H&ÞLÊ Ò]MÞÒm Òj Í̀Nçfb Ð LÞ«Ê 

H&Þ [Ðe L\ÐaÐràÐ jéÐbÐaÞL bÐÒa Aec÷ LeÞÒ]mÐ @_Ô]Þ_ `eÞ Ð Òj ÒLaf kÜ aÐ _ÜÐ Òe Dre Ò]D\ÞÒm Ð ASÞ 

[Ð*e OeÊ VÞÒL aÞ LÊAÒX aÐkÐeÞaÐLÊ BRÐ ÒkD _\ÞmÐ Ð 

 H&ÞLÊ @$ÞjÒe RÐXÞ Ò$eÞmÐ `Òe Òj AD ASÞ OeÊ LÊAÒX aÐkÐeÞÒa_Þ, HBA cÒ_ cÒ_ bÐaÊ\ÞÒm aÞ 

ÒjßÐS_Ô[Ð ]ó½ÞeÊ H&ÞLÊ LkÞÒm @$ÞjeÊ Ò$eÞmÐ `Òe eÐBX ]eLÐe ÒkÒm Lmç _ÞÒ¾ LeÞaÊ Ð H&Þ ^_ÔaÐ] SZÐB 

LkÞmÐ H[ÞLÞ jÐkÐdÔ dÒ\½ _cÞ, Ò$eÞmÐ ÒaÒf @$Þje ÒLßÐZjÞ LmÞN eÐBX Ò]BÒ]a [Ê aÔª kaÊ_Þ Ð Ahéª 

ÒkÒm Ð d]ÞJ Òj SÐZÞ\ÞÒm H&Þ @d\Ð kBeÐZ LeÞa_Þ Ð [\Ð`Þ b]ÍÐcÑ [ Ò]ÒMBaÐ ]eLÐe Ð jÕjÐeÒe aqÞaÐLÊ 

ÒkÒm @_ÞoÐ jÒ[é cZÞi ÒLÒ[ LZ Òd LÒe [Ðe WÞLZÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð 
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LÞ«Ê Ò$e«Þ eÐªÐÒe Ò]MÞÒm ajç ½`Òe SÒZ aówÐ ckÞfÐ ajç `ÐBÜ @Ò`lÐ LeÞR«Þ HaÕ hÑ[Òe \eÊR«Þ HaÕ 

eÐBX cÐNÊR«Þ kÐ[ Ò]ÒMB Ð Ò]MÞ _ Ò]MÞmÐ `eÞ _cÞ[Ð ANLÊ dÞaÐLÊ D]Ô[ ÒkÒm j[ LÞ«Ê aÞÒaL aÐ^Ð Ò]mÐ 

Ð aÞQÐeÐ Òj`eÞ @jÊaÞ^Ð ÒbÐN _LeÊ\ÞÒm kÊH[ Òj eÐBX cÐNÞ _\ÐÒ« ajç ½`Òe WÞA ÒkÐB Ð hÊ_hÐ_ dÐNÐ Ð 

AD `RÒe NÐXÞ AjÊ\ÞaÐe aÞ Ò]MÐ dÐD_Þ Ð _ÞkÐ[Þ ]eLÐe _ ÒkÒm HÒ[ \¨ÐÒe ÒLkÞ OeÊ aÐkÐe«Þ_Þ Ð HÒ[ 

hÑ[ Ð cÐB_jç ÒLÐXÞH XÞNÍÑ $ÐÒe_ÐkÞVÒe @RÞ aÐkÐee [Ð`cÐ[ÍÐ Ð NÐXÞ bÞ[Òe kÞV= QÒmB LeÞ aÞ [Ð*Ê bÞiZ 

\¨Ð mÐNÊRÞ Ð  

 ỀZÞ BD VÀà LeÞ Ò$eÞ AjÞ ckÞfÐ*Ê LÊAÒX dÞÒa ÒaÐmÞ `QÐeÞÒm Ð Òj `ÐM k¹ÞVÐmLÊ dÞaÐLÊ LkÞÒm Ð 

Ò]k VÐ Se Se mÐNÊRÞ Ð LÞRÞ bm mÐNÊ_Þ Ð [Ð*e `ÐMÒe ÒLkÞ ekÊ _ÐkÐÜ«Þ Ð ajçÒe QÐmÞdÞÒa ÒaÐmÞ bÐaÊ\ÞÒm 

LÞ«Ê HÒ[ hÑ[Òe ajç `ÐBÜ @Ò`lÐ LeÞaÐ [Ð* `ÐBÜ AD jc÷a ÒkD _\ÞÞaÐeÊ L½ Ò]Òm ÒaÐmÞ lcÐ cÐNÞÒm Ð [Ð 

jkÞ[ NXç Òaâhç ¯Ê LkÞ hÒk \e AhÑaàÐ] LeÞQÐmÞ\Ð«Þ Ð bm mÐNÊ\ÞmÐ hÊZÞaÐLÊ Òj AhÑaàÐ]e bÐiÐ jaÊ Ð  

    k¹ÞVÐmeÊ Ò$eÞmÐ `Òe LÞ`eÞ Ò$eÞÒa _cÞ[Ð*e `QÐeÞaÐLÊ BRÐ ÒkmÐ_Þ d]ÞJ, SÐZÞaÐLÊ LÞ«Ê BRÐ ÒkD\ÞmÐ 

Ð Òj LÞRÞ `QÐeÞaÐ `ËaàeÊ ckÞfÐ [Ð* [e$eÊ LkÞÒm Òj Ò$eÞmÐ ÒaÒf VÔÐµÞ Ò_BÒ_Òa Ð Ahéª mÐNÞmÐ _cÞ[Ð*Ê 

Ð [Ð*e ]Ð¯Þ[é _\ÞmÐ [Ð*Ê OeLÊ Ò$ÒeB AZÞaÐ d]ÞJ AcúÐ J aÞÒaL LkÊ\ÞÒm VÞÒL jÐkÐdÔ LeÞÒ]Òm l[Þ aÐ 

LZ Ð  

 OeÊ NmÐÒaÒf [e[eÒe bÊmÞ dÐB\ÞÒm Òjm Ò$Ð_VÐ Ò_aÐLÊ Ð AjÞ Ò$Ð_Òe ÒcÒjS Ò]MÞÒm jce* 

ÒcÒjS Ð ÒMÐmÞ hÊZÞÒm jLÐÒf Òj @$Þj LÐcÒe dÞaÐ eÐªÐÒe [Ð* NÐXÞ MjÞ dÐB eÐªÐ [fLÊ JmVÞ `XÞ\ÞmÐ Ð 

LÞRÞ ÒmÐL Ò]MÞ Ò`ÐmÞjÒe Mae Ò]B [Ð*Ê k¸ÞVÐm Ò_B dÐB\ÞÒm Ð Òj aràcÐ_ jÕ`ËÀà bm @R«Þ aÔª ÒkaÐe 

LÞRÞ LÐeZ _ÐkÞÜ Ð jÐcÐ_Ô kÐ[ ÒNÐXÒe VÞÒL AOÐ[ mÐNÞ dÐB\ÞmÐ Ð LÞ«Ê NÐXÞe eÞÒ`¯Ðe ]eLÐe Òka Ð aÞÒhi 

l[Þ _ÒkÐB\ÞÒm aÞ ÒXÃ ÒkÐB dÐBRÞ HWÞ ÒjWÞ Ð 

 ÒNÐX [fÊ cÐVÞ MjÞ AjÊ\ÞÒm aÞ jaÊ WÞL WÐL @RÞ ÒaÐmÞ SÐZÞ jÕd[ LeÞÒ_Òm _ÞSLÊ Ð cÒ_ ÒkD\ÞmÐ 

ÒjB aówÐ* AhÑaàÐ] cÐ^ÔcÒe [Ð*Ê bNaÐ_ aÞ AhÑaàÐ] Ò]BNÒm Ð ]ÊbàÐNÔ HkÐ WÐeÊ AkÊeÞ @^ÞL LÞRÞ ]ÊÒdàÔÐN 

OÒVB `ÐeÞ\Ð«Ð Ð Òj Þ̀mÐÒafÊ hÊZÞ AjÞR«Þ, LÐkÐe AhÑaàÐ] ÒLÒa MÐmÞ dÐH_Ð Ð ASÞ ÒjBA kÞÜ [Ð*e cÒ_ 

ÒkDRÞ Ð  

  H&ÞLÊ ^_ÔaÐ] Ò]Òm Ð Òj _ LkÞ\ÞÒm Òj L]Ð`Þ H `ÐNÒe OeÊ aÐkÐeÞ _\ÐÒ« Ð aówÐ* hÊbÐhÑi [Ð*Ê cÞfÞ 

_\Ð«Ð Ð 

 

 "cÊÜ hÐ«Þ cÞhÍ ÒcÐ jéÐcÑ hÍÑdÊ¦ `Íj_ð cÞhÍ* jkÞ[ eÒQ½F, cÞÒ_ÒjÐVÐÒe eÒk Ð ÒcÐe jéÐcÑ ÒcÒ¯Ð LâÞ_ÞL Òe LÐc Le«Þ Ð `Ê@ 

AD TÞ@ ]ÊÒkÜ _ÞS _ÞSe QÐLÞeÑ Òl[ÍÒe Oe WÐeÊ ]ËeÒe eÊk«Þ Ð ]ÑOà 35 aià Òka cÊÜ _Þ¯cÞ[ bÐÒa JjÐ jêeZÞLÐ LÊ ÒmMÐ 

`ÒWB AjÊRÞ Ð AÒceÞLÐÒe 38 aiàe ekZÞÒe JjÐ jêeZÞLÐ LÊ cÊÜ akÊ[ `ÐMeÊ Ò]MÞ AjÊRÞ Ð ÒjÒ[Òaf AD ASÞe JjÐ jêeZÞLÐ 

bÞ[Òe ALÐh `Ð[Ðf `ÍÒb] Ð ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf ]ÊB aÐ [ÞÒ_ÐVÞ JXÞA ÒmMÐ [ÞeÞi aÐ QÐfÞi `óºÐe jêeZÞLÐ bÞ[Òe Aaw \ÞmÐ Ð HÒa 

[Ðe `óºÐ ÒLaf aówÞ `ÐB_Þ, DnÒLÐVÑe JXÞA ÒmMÐ cÐ_ aÞ aówÞ `ÐBRÞ Ð _ÞSe cÐ AD cÐ[óbÐiÐ WÐeÊ c^Ëe AD LÞRÞ _ÐkÞÜ Ð 

ÒjkÞ cÐ[óbÐiÐe DÒrÐere D_ðrÞ LÐc_Ð LeÊRÞ Ð `earàÑ `ÞYÑ [Ðe D`dÊ¦ [ré Ò_Òa ÒaÐmÞ AhÐ aÞ eMÊRÞ Ð''   hÐ«Þm[Ð cÞh, 

eÒQ½e, cÞÒ_ÒjÐVÐ Ð 

273



ଅପରିଚିତ 

ସଯୂ���ାତା ରଥ 

      ହଠାତ କାମ କରୁ କରୁ େଫାନେର ନଜର ପଡିଗଲା l ସାେଢ଼ ଆଠ! ଆେର ଏେଵ ତ ଚାରିଟା ଵାଜିଥ �ଲା ଭଳିଆ ମେନ 
ପଡୁଛି l ବ�� େହଇ ପଡଲିା �ା�ି l ମ�ୁ ଉେଠଇ ପାଖାପାଖ � ସିଟ ସବୁକୁ ଚାହିଲଁା I େକହ ି କୁଆେଡ ନାହି ଁ l ସମେ� 
େକେତେବେଳ େଯ ଚାଲିଗେଲ ଆଉ େସ କଛିି ବି ଜାଣ ିପାରିଲାନି l ନିଜ ଉପେର ରାଗ ଆସିଲା l କଣ ଦରକାର ଥ �ଲା ଏେତ 
କାମ କରିବା ଆଜି l େସ ପଣୁ ିଶ�ୁବାରଟାେର l ଜଲଦି ଜଲଦି ପସ�କୁ ସଜାଡ଼ି ସିଟ ରୁ ଉଠିଲା େସ ଆଉ ଚାଲିବା ଆର� କଲା l  

   ଲ�ା ଅଫିସ କରିେଡାର …କ�ି େକହ ିଜେଣ ବି େଦଖା ଯାଉ ନାହା�ି l େକମିତି େଗାେଟ ଶନୂଶାନ ଲାଗଛିୁ l କାଚ ବାେଟ 
ଚାହିଲଁା ବାହାରକୁ େସ l ଭୀଷଣ ବଷ�ା l ତା ସା�କୁ ବିଜଳିୁ ଆଉ ଘଡ଼ଘଡ଼ି ବି l ଟିେକ ଡର ଳାଗିଲା �ା�ି କୁ l ଖାଲି ଅଫିସ 
ନୁେହ ଁପରୁା ସହର ତା ହି ଁତା ପାଇ ଁନୂଆ l ଏଇ ସ�ାେହ ତେଳ ହି ଁତ େଯାଗ େଦଇଛି େସ ଏଇ ଚାକିରୀେର l ଆଉ େବଶ ିେକହ ି
ସା� ବି େହଇ ନାହା�ି l ଖାଲି ଯାହା ଟିମେମଟ ମାନ� ସାେ� ଥେର ଦି ଥର କଥା େହଇଚି l ବାସ େସତିକି l ଏମିତି ଭାବୁ 
ଭାବୁ େଜାରେର  ପାଦ ପେକଇଲା େସ ଲି��  ଆଡକୁ l  

     ଠିକ ପଶବିାକୁ ଉଦ�ତ େହଲା େବଳକ ୁପଛରୁ ଶଭିୁଲା, "�ମା କରିେବ, େସଟା ଖରାପ ଅଛି l ଆପଣ�ୁ ସିଡ଼ ିବାେଟ ଯିବାକ ୁ
ପଡିବ  l " ଚମକି ପଡି ଚାହିଲଁା �ା�ି l  ପଛେର ଠିଆ େହଇଥ �େଲ ଜେଣ ଭ� ବ��ି , େଗାେଟ ହାତେର ଅଫିସ ବ�ାଗ ଆଉ 
େଗାେଟ ହାତେର େଛାଟ େଫାଲଡିଂ ଛତା ଧରି l େଡ�ା, େଗାରା, ସ�ୁର  େଚେହରା l ତା ସା�କୁ ଆଖ �େର କଳା, େମାଟା 
େ�ମର ଚଷମାଟା େବଶ ଭଲ ମାନୁଥ �ଲା l ଏେତ ସମୟ ପେର ଟିେକ ସାହସ ଆସିଲା �ା�ିର l ଯାହା ହଉ, କିଏ ତ ଅଛି 
ଅଫିସେର... ଯିଏ କି କାମ କରୁଛି ଏେତ ରାତି ଯାଏ ଁl  

  ଟିେକ ଥତମତ େହଇ କଥା ଆର� କଲା େସ , "ଏଇ ଲି��ଟା ସକାେଳତ ଠିକ ଥ �ଲା l େହ ଭଗବାନ, ଏେଵ ଏେତ ମହଲା 
ସିଡ଼ିେର ଓେ��ଇବାକୁ ପଡ଼ିବ !" 

   ଅ� ହସିକି ଭ�ବ��ି କହେିଲ "ଭଗବାନ�ୁ ଧନ�ବାଦ ଦିଅ� ସକାେଳ ଏଇଟା ଖରାପ େହଇନଥ �ଲା  ନେହେଲ ଭାବ� ତ ! 
େସତିକି ସିଡ଼ି ଉପରକୁ ଚଢ଼ିକି ଆସିବାକୁ ପଡିଥା�ା l " 

       "େସଇଟା ଵି ସତ” କହୁ କହୁ ହସି ପେକଇଲା �ା�ି l  

   ନିଜର ପରିଚୟ େଦଇ ଆର� କେଲ େସ "ମ ଁ ୁଅନୁଭବ l ପାଖାପାଖ � ଦି ବଷ� େହଲାଣ ିଏଇ ବି�ି �ଂେର କାମ କରୁଛି l େମା 
ଅଫିସ ନବମ ମହଲାେର l ଆପଣ କଣ ଏଠି ନୂଆ ? �ମା କରିେବ, କି� ଏଠି େକୗଣସି ମହଳିା କମ�ଚାରୀ�ୁ ଏେତ ରାତି ଯାଏ ଁ 
କାମ କରିବାର େଦଖ �ନି ତ, େସଥ �ପାଇ ଁପଚାରିେଦଲି l " 

  "ହ ଁ, ନୂଆ l କାହା ସାେ� ପରିଚୟ ଵି େହଇପାରିନ ିl ଅଫିସ ଖାଲି େହଇଗଲାଣ ିl ମ ଁ ୁଜାଣ ିଵି ପାରିଲିନ ିl” ନିଜ ମନର ଡରକ ୁ
ଲୁେଚଇବାକୁ େଚ�ା କରୁ କରୁ କହଲିା �ା�ି l  

  "ଚାଲ� ଏଥର ତଳକ ୁଯିବା ଆଉ େବଶ ିେଡରି କେଲ ଆପଣ�ୁ ଅସବିୁଧା େହଇପାେର l” କହୁ କହୁ ସିଡିେର ପାଦ ରଖ �େଲ 
ଅନୁଭବ l  

   ବା� ଶଶିଟିୁଏ ପରି ଚାଲିଲା �ା�ି l ମନେର ତାର ବହୁତ ଆଶ�ା l ଏଠୁ େବଶ ିବସ ଯିବା ଆସିବା କେରନି l ଅେଟା ବି ମିେଳ 
କ ଁା ଭ ଁା l  ନୂଆ ସହରେର ତାକୁ ରା�ା ଘାଟ ବି ଠିକେର ଜଣା ନାହି ଁl କଣ କରିବ େସ l ତାର ସବୁ ଚି�ାେର ପ�ୂ�େଛଦ ପକାଇ 
ଅନୁଭବ ପଣୁ ିଆର� କେଲ "ଯଦି କିଛି ମେନ କରିେବନ,ି ମ ଁ ୁଆପଣ�ୁ ଘେର ଛାଡ଼ିେଦବି l ଗାଡି ଅଛି େମାର l ଏେତ ବଷ�ା 
ରାତିେର ଏଠୁ କଛିି ମିଳିବା କ� l "ଏଇ ଭିତେର େସମାେନ ତେଳ ପହ� ିଯାଇଥ �େଲ l ସବୁଆେଡ ଚାହିଲଁା �ା�ି l ଗାଡ� ବସିଛି 
େଚୗକି ଉପେର ଅଧା ଢୁେଳଇ l ତାକୁ େଦଖ �କି ଚମକି ପଡି କହଲିା, "ମାଡାମ, ଆଜି କଣ ବହୁତ କାମ ଥ �ଲା କ ି? ଏେତ ରାତିେର 
ଏକା?" ଏଇ େଲାକଟା ତାର ଜମା ପସ� ନୁେହ ଁl େରଜି�ରେର ଦ�ଖତ କରୁଥ �ଲା େବେଳ  ସବୁେବେଳ ଉପେର ପଡି କଥା  
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 ସବୁବବବେ ଉପବେ ପଡି କଥା କହବିା ଆେମ୍ଭ କେିବ, ଠିକ ପ୍ରାପି୍ତ ଅଫିସ ଏଣିି୍ଟ୍ ବେଜିଷ୍ଟେବେ ଦସ୍ତଖତ କେୁଥଲିା ବବବେ l ତାେ 

ପାନଖଆି ଦାନ୍ତ ଆଉ ହାତ ହବଲଇ କଥା କହବିାେ ଢଙ୍ଗକୁ ବଦଖବିଲ ହି ିଁ ୋଗଲାବଗ ପ୍ରାପି୍ତକୁ l ଏବବ ବି ବଦଖନୁ ବକମିତି କଥା 

ବହଉଛି l ପାଖବେ ଆଉ ଜବେ ଭଦ୍ରବୟକି୍ତ ବି ତ ଠିଆ ବହଇଛନି୍ତ l ତାଙ୍କ ହାଲଚାଲ ତ କିଛି ପଚାେୁନି l  

    ମହୁ ିଁବେ ଟିବକ ବିେକି୍ତ ପ୍ରକାଶ କେି ବଗାବଟ କଡକୁ ଯାଇ ଠଆି ବହଲା ବସ l ପେୁଥିବେ ଭାବିବା ଆେମ୍ଭ କଲା l କେ କେିବ 

ବସ l ଅଜୋ ବଲାକେ ଗାଡବିେ ଯିବା କେ ଠକି ବହବ l ବକମିତି ବିଶ୍ୱାସ କେିବ ବସ l ପେୁ ିଆଜି କାଲିେ ଯଗୁବେ l କିଛି କହ ି

ବହବନି l ବବାବେ ତା ମନେ ଡେକୁ ସଠିକ ଭାବବ ମାପି ବନଇଥବିଲ ଅନୁଭବ l ଟିବକ ପାଖକୁ ଆସି କହବିଲ "ମ ିଁ ୁବୁଝି ପାେୁଛି l 

ନୂଆ ଜାଗାବେ ନୂଆ ବଲାକ ଉପବେ ବିଶ୍ୱାସ କେିବା କଷ୍ଟ l କିନ୍ତୁ ଭାବିକି ବଦଖନ୍ତୁ l ବକବବ ବର୍ଷା ଛାଡିବ କହ ିବହବନି l ଆଉ 

ବସ, ଅବଟା ମିେିବା ପେୂା ଅସମ୍ଭବ ଏବବ l ଯଦି ବି ମିେିଲା, ଅଜୋ ଅବଟା ଡ୍ରାଇଭେକୁ ଯଦି ବିଶ୍ୱାସ କେି ପାେିବବ, ତାବହବଲ 

ଅଫିସେ ସହ କମଷଚାେୀକ ୁକାହି ିଁକି ନୁବହ ିଁ l "  ଛାଡ ଯାହା ବହବାେ ଥବି ହବ l ବଯବତବବବେ ଆଉ କିଛି ଉପାୟ ନାହି ିଁ, ବବଶ ି

ଭାବିକି ଲାଭବି ନାହି ିଁ l ମନବେ ସାହସ ସଂଚୟ କେି କହଲିା ବସ "ଠିକ ଅଛି, ମବତ ଦୟାକେି ଛାଡି ଦିଅନ୍ତୁ ଘେ ପାବଖ l "  

   କାେବେ ବସିଥଲିା ବବବେ ବସଇ ଅଳ୍ପ କିଛି କଥାବାràÐ ଭିତବେ  ଅନୁଭବଙ୍କେ ଗମ୍ଭୀେ ଅଥଚ  ଭଦ୍ର, ଅମାୟିକ  ବୟକି୍ତତ୍ୱବେ 

ଖବୁ ପ୍ରଭାବିତ ବହଲା ପ୍ରାପି୍ତ l  ଅଳ୍ପ ସମୟବେ ପହଂଚାଇବଦବଲ ବସ ଘେ ଆଗବେ l କହବିଲ, "ଆପେ ଘେ ଭିତେକୁ ଯାନ୍ତୁ l ମ ିଁ ୁ

ଅବପକ୍ଷା କେିଛି ଏଠି l ଗଲା ପବେ ମ ିଁ ୁଯିବି " ସତବେ... ବକବତ ଦାୟିତ୍ୱବାନ ବଲାକଟି l କଲିଂବବଲ କୁ ଚିପ ୁଚିପ ୁଭାବୁଥଲିା ପ୍ରାପି୍ତ 

ଆଉ କହଲିା "ବହୁତ େନୟବାଦ ଆପେଙୁ୍କ l ବସାମବାେ ଦିନ ବଦଖା ବହବ ଅଫିସ ବେ l "  

"ବସାମବାେ ଦିନ.... ବକଜାେ.ି.. ବଦଖାଯାଉ..." ଏମିତି କିଛି କହୁ କହୁ ହଠାତ ଅଟକି ଗବଲ ଅନୁଭବ ଆଉ ଏଯାଏ ିଁ ମହୁ ିଁବେ ଲାଖ ି

େହଥିବିା ସି୍ମତ ହସ ଟିକକ କାହି ିଁକ ିବକଜାେ ିଟିବକ ଫିକା ବହଇଗଲା ପେି ଜୋଗଲା l  

"ଆଜି ବହୁତ ବଡେି କଲୁ ତୁ l ମ ିଁ ୁପେୂା ବବାେ ବହB ଗଲିେ ିl କିନ୍ତୁ ତୁ ଆସିଲୁ ବକମିତି, ଆଉ ଗପଚୁୁ କାହା ସାବଙ୍ଗ " , କବାଟ 

ବଖାଲୁ ବଖାଲୁ କହଲିା େୁମ ବମଟ ଦୀପା l  

"ଆବେ ଅଂେେୁ ିଟା ନା କେ. ଏବତ ବଡ ଗାଡି ବଟ ବଦଖା ଯାଉନି ତବତ " ଅନୁଭବଙୁ୍କ ଵାଏ କେୁ କେୁ କହଲିା ପ୍ରାପି୍ତ l  

"କେ ବଯ ତୁ କହୁଚୁ ପାବଗେୀ l ହଉ ଆଜି ବଗାବଟ ନୂଆ ଚିବକନ ଡିସ ବବନଇଛି ଆଉ ବଗାବଟ ଭଲ ମଭିୁ ବି ଡାଉନ ବଲାଡ 

କେିଛି l ଜଲଦି ଆବସ ତୁ l " ଏମିତି କହୁ କହୁ ଏକ ପ୍ରକାେ ଟାେ ିବନଇଗଲା ଦୀପା ପ୍ରାପି୍ତକୁ ଘେ ଭିତେକୁ l  

କିଛିଟା ମିଠା ଆଉ ବୋମାଞ୍ଚକେ jêó[Þ କୁ ବନଇ ବଶାଇଗଲା ପ୍ରାପି୍ତ l  ବକମିତି ସକାେ ବହଇଗଲା ଜୋ ବି ପଡିଲାନି l "ଜଲଦି 

ଉବଠ ଆଉ ଖବେ ପଢ଼ l ଗେଙ୍କ ଭେିଆ ବଶାଇଚୁ କେ" ଦୀପାେ ପାଟିବେ ବିେକ୍ତ ବହଇ ଉଠଲିା ପ୍ରାପି୍ତ l ହାତକୁ ବଫାନଟା 

ବବଢ଼ଇ ବଦଉ ବଦଉ କହଲିା ଦୀପା "ତମ ଅଫିସ ବିଲି ଡଂେ ଲିଫ୍ଟଟା କାଲି ୋତିବେ କ୍ରାସ ବହଇଯାଇଛି l ଯାହା ହଉ... ବକହ ି

ବଲାକ କିନ୍ତୁ ନ ଥବିଲ ତା ଭିତବେ l "  

ନିଜ କାନକୁ ବିଶ୍ୱାସ କେି ପାେୁନଥଲିା ପ୍ରାପି୍ତ l କେ ବହଇଥାନ୍ତା କାଲି ! ଯଦି ଠିକ ସମୟବେ ଅନୁଭବ ଆସିନଥାବନ୍ତ l ମନ ଭିତେଟା 

ଆଉ ଥବେ କୃତଜ୍ଞତା ବେ ଭେିଗଲା ତାେ l   ଯଦିଓ ଶନିବାେ ଦିନ କାମ ନଥାଏ ତଥାପି ଥବେ ଅଫିସ ଯାଇ ବଦଖ ିଆସିବାକୁ 

ସି୍ଥେ କଲା ବସ l ଯାଇ ବଦଖଲିା ବବେକୁ ବସଠି ବଲାକ ଭରି୍ତ୍ତ l ଲିଫ୍ଟ  ଭାଙି୍ଗବାେ ଚର୍ଚ୍ଷା ଚାଲିଛି ସବୁଆବଡ l ଇଛା ନଥବିଲ ଵି ବସଇ 

ଗାଡଷ ପାଖକୁ ଗଲା ବସ l ତାକୁ ବଦଖ ୁବଦଖ ୁ  QÞkðÞ ପବକଇ ବଲାକଟି କହଲିା, "ମାଡାମ, କାଲି ଆପେ ଗଲା ପବେ ହି ିଁ ଲିଫ୍ଟଟା 

ହଠାତ ଖସି ପଡିଲା l ଠିକ ଏମିତି ବହଇଥଲିା କିଛି ବର୍ଷ ତବେ l ଲିଫ୍ଟ  ଭାଂଗିକି ଜେଙ୍କେ ଜୀବନ ଚାଲି ଯାଇଥଲିା ଆଉ କିଛି 

ବଲାକ ଆହତ ଵି ବହଇଥବିଲ l ଭଗବାନଙ୍କ ଉବେଶୟବେ ମବନ ମବନ ହାତ ବଯାଡୁ ବଯାଡୁ ପଚାେିଲା ପ୍ରାପି୍ତ , ଜାେଛି କି ତାଙୁ୍କ ? 

ଯିଏ ବମା ସାବଙ୍ଗ ଥବିଲ, ନବମ ମହଲାବେ କାମ କେନି୍ତ l " 

ଦାନ୍ତ ବଦବଖଇଲା ଗାଡଷ ତାେ ବସଇ ସ୍ୱଭାବ ସଲୁଭ ଢଙ୍ଗବେ l "ମାଡାମ, ମଜା କେୁଛନି୍ତ କ?ି କାଲି ପୋ ଆପେ ଏଠି ଏକୁଟିଆ 

ଠିଆ ବହଇଥବିଲ ଆଉ ନବିଜ ନବିଜ କେ ସବୁ ଗପଥୁବିଲ l ମ ିଁ ୁଭାବିଲି ଯାଇ ପଚାେିବି ଆପେଙୁ୍କ l ଯାଉ ଯାଉ ବଦଖଲିି ଆପେ 
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ପଳେଇଛନି୍ତ, ଆଉ ନବମ ମହଲା କଣ ? ଏଠି ପରା ସବୁ ମିଶକିି ସାତଟା ମହଲା ଅଛି l " ପାଦ ତେର ମାଟି ଳେମିତି ଖସିଗଲା 

ପ୍ରାପି୍ତର ଆଉ ଳଦହରୁ ବୁଳହ ଝାେଵି ବାହାରି ଗଲା l ଆଳର ସଳତ ତ! ଗାର୍ଡ ଠିକ କହୁଛି l କାଲି ଦୀପାକୁ ଵି ଘର ଆଗଳର ଏଳତ 

ବଡ଼ ଗାଡ଼ିଟା ଳଦଖା ୋଇନଥଲିା ଳକମିତି ! 

     କିଏ ଳସ ଅପରିଚିତ!! ଆଉ କାହି ିଁକି ତା ଜୀବନଟାକୁ ରକ୍ଷା କରିଳଦଇଗଳଲ? ଇଏ ଆଉ ଳସ ନୁଳହ ିଁ ତ ୋହାର କିଛି ବର୍ଡ 

ତଳେ.... !!!  

    ଳକୌଣସି ପ୍ରଶ୍ନର ଉତ୍ତର ପାଉ ନଥଲିା ଳସ l ସବୁ ଚିନ୍ତା ଶକି୍ତ ତାର ଳଲାପ ପାଇ ୋଇଥଲିା l ଳଖାଜିବାକୁ ଳଚଷ୍ଟା କରୁଥଲିା ଳସ 

ଅଜ୍ଞାତ ଅଶରିରୀର ପରିଚୟକୁ!!! 

 

“I am a Software Engineer by profession, but on a break for couple of years since Aavahan (my son) 

came to our life. I love to write, read and make various cuisines at leisure.  

 OSA is doing a great job by uniting all the Odias here. The "souvenir" is a great motivation for 

everybody to express their thoughts as well as to stay connected in a foreign soil.”  

                                                                                 Surjyasnata Ratha, South East Chapter, OSA .    

  

@¸½ -jé̀ ðm[Ð cÞhÍ 
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cÊÜ HL jaà_Ðc 

LÍÞiðÐ Òj_Ð`[Þ 

    16 aià `Òe ]ÞÒaÔtÊ aÞmÐ[eÊ OeLÊ Ò$eÞR«Þ Ð ]ÞÒaÔtÊ, ÒaßS¯«Ñ* jéÐcÑ Ð ÒaßS¯«Ñ* c_Òe bmcte 

Í̀[ÞLÍÞ¯Ð _ ÒkaÐVÐ @jéÐbÐaÞL ÒaÐ^kÊH Ð [Ê¨aÐB] j kjÍ ÒLÐh Ð jÐ_aÐaÊ OeLÊ Ò$eÞR«Þ Ð `XÐ Í̀[ÞÒahÑ* `ÐBÜ 

Ò¯ ÒNÐVÞH [ÐSÐ Mae Ð LÐkÐ cÊkÜÒe ÒLÒ[ L\Ð Ð LÞH LkÊRÞ aÞmÐ[Þ Òccçe _ÞhÐ RÐXÞNmÐ Ð LÞH LkÊRÞ [XÞ 

Ò]B\Þa, LÞH LkÊRÞ AD LÐkÐLÊ aÐkÐÒkB dÐB\Þa, ÒjWÞ[ jaÊ jc÷a Ð ÒjWÐe eÐS LÊcÐe  jÊteÑ `_úÑLÊ RÐXÞ 

aÊYÑ Ò`ÍcÞLÐLÊ aÐkÐ ÒkB `XÞmÐ Ð ỀZÞ LÞH LkÊRÞ aX aÐaÊ, aX cÐ AD jÐ_ cÐ *e [`jÔÐ J Lcàe jÊ$f ASÞ 

cÞfÞRÞ Ð e_úcZÞ hÐ«Þ _ÞaÐjÒe ekÊ\ÞaÐ ỀeÊZÐ LcàQÐeÑ, eOÊ LLÐ, NÊcÐªÐ aÐaÊ, Ë̀SÐeÑ QtÊ __Ð HaÕ @_ÔÐ_Ô 

LcàQÐeÑ cÐ_* c_Òe jÊ_ÐcÞe h*Ð Ð _ËA jeLÐe a]fÞaÐ `eÞ jÐ_ aÐaÊ, @jm cÐmÞL*e D`yÞ[Þ LÞ`eÞ bÐaÒe 

LÐkÐ bÐNÔ _ÞwàÐeÞ[ LeÞa, ÒjB Ah*Ð jcª* c_Òe Ð  

    OÒe jcÒª ÒhÐB `XÞÒmZÞ Ð eÐ[ÍÑe _ÞÓhv[Ð AD  Nc÷Ñe[Ð kó]¯LÊ \ÒeB Ò]DRÞ Ð eÐ[ÍÑQe SÑaS«Ê* 

RXÐ jcª `ÍÐZÑ hÐ«ÞÒe _Þ]ÍÐbÞbË[ Ð ÒkÒm ÒaßSÔ¯«Ñ*  AMúÒe `mL `XÊ_Þ Ð HkÞ Oe jkÞ[ jÕ`Là aÐkÐOe 

`Òe _ÊÒkÜ, [Ðe akÊ[ ANeÊ Ð aÐ`Ð aÞcf eÐ¯ J héhÊe( aÐaÐ) keÞke c~àeÐS \ÞÒm aÐmÔ auÊ Ð lÑe _Ñee 

jÕ`Là Ð aÐ`Ð JXÞhÐÒe BÕSÞ_Þ¯e, J aÐaÐ Dre Í̀Ò]hÒe AB.H.Hj bÐaÒe Lcàc¯ SÑa_ Aec÷ LeÞ\ÞÒm  HL 

j=Òe Ð [ÐRXÐ ]ÊB `eÞaÐe ÒLÒ[ Ò]h aÞÒ]h bÍcZ LeÞ\ÞÒm HLÐ jÐ=Òe Ð ]ÞÒaÔtÊ [Þ_Þ aià aX \ÞÒm 

ÒaßS¯«Ñ*WÐeÊ Ð ]ÞÒaÔtÊ J  ÒaßS¯«Ñ* aÞaÐk \Þm ]ÊB `eÞaÐee jé`ð Ð Òk[Ê `ÐBaÐ `eWÐeÊ c_`ÍÐZ, Ò`Íc jaÊ 

\ÞmÐ ]ÞÒaÔtÊc¯ Ð ]ÞÒaÔtÊ*e aÔ¦Þ[é \ÞmÐ ÒaßS¯«Ñ* `ÐBÜ jaÊWÐeÊ aX ALiàZ Ð ÒeÒb_çjÐ LÒmSçÒe `YÞaÐ 

ÒaÒf  _Ë[_ _ÞdÊ¦ @^ÔÐ`L*e Ò`Íc`[Í WÐeÊ Aec÷LeÞ jaÊWÐeÊ @«e= auÊ @SÞ[çe Ò Í̀c _ÞÒa]_ ÒNÐVÞH 

cÊkËrà`ÐBÜ ÒaßS¯«Ñ*Ê `\QÔÊ[ LeÞ `ÐeÞ _ÐkÞÜ Ð a¯j aYÞaÐ jkÞ[ ]ÞÒaÔtÊ* Í̀[Þ \ÞaÐ @ÐLiàZ J bm `ÐBaÐ [Ð* 

bÞ[Òe LÐ¯Ð aÞªÐe LeÞ QÐmÞ\ÞmÐ Ð 

  ]ÞÒaÔtÊ ]ÞmâÑ ²Êmç @$ç BÒLÐÒ_ÐcÞµÒe Òhi aià ÒafLÊ ÒaßS¯«Ñ ÒS. H_. BD Òe BÕNâÞhçÒe Hc.H `ÐBÜ ÒdÐN 

Ò]Òm, HkÞ jÕÒdÐN AZÞÒ]B\ÞmÐ `e¸eLÊ QÞkðÞaÐ ̀ ÐBÜ  jÊÒdÐN Ð kjMÊjÞÞÒe jc¯ LVÞ dÐD\ÞaÐ ÒaÒf ]ÞÒaÔtÊ*e 

aÞmÐ[ dÐB m'`YÞaÐe ÒdÐS_Ð Òj SÐZÞaÐLÊ `ÐB\ÞÒm Ð c_Òe beÞ dÐB\ÞmÐ ]été J aÞQf[Ð... ]ÞÒaÔtÊ d]Þ aÞmÐ[eÊ 

_ Ò$e«Þ, AD LÐkÐe Ò`ÍcÒe aÐuÞ ÒkÐB ekÞ dÐ'«Þ ! O_Þº[Ð jÒré c_e L\Ð ÒLÒa Òj Í̀LÐh LeÞ _\ÞÒm 

]ÞÒaÔtÊ* _ÞLVÒe Ð [Ð*e ]óYaÞhéÐj \ÞmÐ [Ð*e bm ̀ ÐBaÐ [Ð*e aÞhéÐjLÊ cdàÔÐ]Ð Ò]Òa ]ÞÒaÔtÊ Ð ÒaßS¯«Ñ*e 

Hcç.$Þmç jeÞaÐ ÒafLÊ ]ÞÒaÔtÊ*e m' `YÞaÐaÞ Òhi ÒkmÐ Ð ÒjkÞ jc¯Òe aÐaÐ*e aÞaÐk Í̀ªÐa ]ÊB `eÞaÐe 

bÞ[Òe AZÞ Ò]B\ÞmÐ A_te SÊAe Ð ÒLÒ[ jÊÒ_mÑ jé`ð Òj Ò]MÊ\ÞÒm... jÕjÐe, `eÞaÐe AD _ËA SÑa_LÊ Ò_B 

Ð jéÐcÑ ]ÞmâÑÒe JLÞmÐ[Þ LeÞÒa AD Òj _ÞSe `eÞaÐee d_ú Ò_D Ò_D _ÞS ÒmMÞLÐ ÒkaÐe jé̀ ðLÊ jÐ\àL LeÞÒa 

Ð aÞaÐk jaÊ TÞ@* SÑa_Òe AZÞ]ÞH `eÞarà_ Ð ÒaßS¯«Ñ c^Ô LÞRÞ aÔ[ÞLÍc _\ÞÒm Ð aÞaÐk `Òe Òj ÒkÒm TÞ@eÊ 

ÒaÐkË, eÐ¯eÊ c~àeÐS Ð LÞ«Ê HB `eÞarà_ Òd [Ð* SÑa_Òe SVÞf[Ð beÞ Ò]a HL\Ð LÁ_Ð[Ñ[ \Þm [Ð* `ÐBÜ 

Ð aÐkÐOe [Þ_Þ ]Þ_ QÐmÞdÐB\ÞÒmaÞ LÞRÞ ÒNÐÒV aÐk_Ð LeÞ ]ÞÒaÔtÊ ÒNÐVÞH \e c^Ô Ò]MÐ _LeÞaÐ ÒaßS¯«Ñ*Ê 

aÔ\Þ[ LeÞ\ÞÒm aÞ LÐkÐLÊ LkÞaÐe jÊÒdÐN _\ÞmÐ Ð  Q[Ê\àÑ… _a ]Õ`rÞ*e @aÞjêeZÑ¯ ]Þ_ Ð HL _Ë[_ SÑa_e 

hÊbÐec÷ Ð ÒaÐkËÒahÒe ÒaßS¯«Ñ*e ]ÞÒaÔtÊ*Ê `Í[ÑlÐ, Í̀[ÑlÐÒe ekÞdÐB\ÞmÐ, LâÐ« ÒkÐB ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf Òj 
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ÒhÐB `XÞ\ÞÒm Òj _ÞÒS aÞ SÐZÞ `ÐeÞ_\ÞÒm Ð jLÐfÊ ]ÞÒaÔtÊ* kÐ[ÒmMÐ QÞWÞVÞH `ÐB\ÞÒm, ÒNÐVÞH ^ÐXÞÒe 

ÒmMÐ\ÞmÐ, "sorry, do not expect anything from me at this point of time." aÔª aÞaÍ[ ÒkÐB 

[fLÊ QÐmÞAjÞ ÒMÐSÞ\ÞÒm ]ÞÒaÔtÊ*Ê Ð SeÊeÑ LÐcÒe LVL dÞaÐe jcéÐ] hÊZÞ c_Òe DWÞ\ÞmÐ @Ò_L Í̀hð, c_ bÐeÞ 

ÒkB dÐB\ÞmÐ ]Ê¾Þ«ÐÒe, c_Òe Í̀hð AjÞ\ÞmÐ, H aÞaÐk au_ ]ÞÒaÔtÊ*e BRÐ aÞeÊwÒe ÒkB_Þ[, HcÞ[Þ _aa^ËLÊ 

_LkÞ HcÞ[Þ QÞWÞ MÒ¨ ÒmMÞ QÐmÞdÞaÐVÐ LZ DQÞ[ç Ð ]ÊB ]Þ_ `Òe ]ÞÒaÔtÊ Ò$eÞÒm, LÞ«Ê OeLÊ Ò$eÞ @ÐjÞaÐ `Òe 

[Ð*e aÐaÐ* jkÞ[ aÞaÐ] J dÊ¦Þ[Là e LÐeZ aÞh] bÐaÒe SÐZÞ _`ÐeÞ\ÞÒm c^Ô H[ÞLÞ aÊTÞ\ÞÒm ]ÞÒaÔtÊ*e 

ÒcÐVÐ @*e V*Ð ]ÐaÑLÊ jÑéLó[Ñ _Ò]aÐB \Þm jaÊ aÞaÐ]e, jaÊ @hÐ«Þe cËf Ð [Ð`Òe OeRÐXÞ QÐmÞ dÐB\ÞÒm 

]ÞÒaÔtÊ aÞmÐ[ Ð jaÊ A]aç LÐB]ÐLÊ $ÒmÐ LeÊ\ÞaÐ aÞmÐ[Ò$e«Ð dÊaL _aa^ËLÊ _SÒZB aÞmÐ[ Ò$eÞaÐ ÒLDÜ 

A]aç LÐB]ÐÒe dÐH aÊTÞ `ÐeÞ_\ÞÒm Òj , lÊ• ÒkB `XÞ\ÞÒm Ð LÞ«Ê QtÊ__Ð* ±Ñ `ÐMeÊ ]ÞÒaÔtÊ* kÐ[ÒmMÐ 

Ò_ÐVç " I will be back soon."  [Ð*Ê ^cà j*VÒe `ÒLB Ò]B\ÞmÐ Ð H `ÒV @cÐaÐjÔÐe @uÐe Òj`ÒV 

Ë̀ÀàÞcÐe hÑ[f AbÐi ]Ëaàf LeÞ Ò]B\ÞmÐ [Ð*Ê Ð cÐ[Í  ]ÞÒaÔtÊ* jkÞ[ jcª ÒdÐNÐÒdÐNe Í̀¯Ðj aÔ\à ÒkBRÞ Ð 

jc¯ [Ð aÐVÒe AÒNB dÐBRÞ Ð ÒaÐkË ÒkB AjÞaÐe `Ðqaià `Òe hhÊe*e có[ÔÊ, [Ðe QÐeÞ ]Þ_ `Òe hÐhÊ*e 

có[ÔÊ AD @Á ]Þ_e aÔa^Ð_Òe _ÞS aÐ`Ð cÐ* có[ÔÊ [Ð*Ê @jk¯[Ð bÞ[eLÊ ÒWmÞ Ò]B\ÞÒm aÞ jÕjÐee LWÞ_ 

eÐªÐÒe OÐ[ `Í[ÞOÐ[ bÞ[Òe LÞ`eÞ QÐmÞaÐLÊ kÊH jc¯ [Ð*Ê hÞÒMB Ò]BRÞ Ð H bÞ[Òe @Ò_L aià QÐmÞ dÐBRÞ Ð 

aÐaÐ* có[ÔÊ `Òe _ÞaàÐQ_Òe mYÞaÐ `BÜ ]fÑ¯ Ò_[Ð* _Þc§ZLÊ Í̀[ÔÐlÐ_ LeÞR«Þ Òj Ð eÐS_Ñ[Þ J eÐS_Ñ[Þs 

hv ]ÊBVÞ `ÐBÜ [Ð* c_Òe  cÞhÍ  Í̀Í[ÞLÍÞ¯Ð Ð Í̀[Þ]Þ_ jLÐf jËdàÔ LÞeZÒe AÒmÐLÞ[ [*e NÍÐcÔ `eÞÒah 

ÒaßS¯«Ñ*Ê AZÞ]ÞHÞ _Ë[_ AhÐ J aÞhéÐj Ð 

  aÐaÐ*e NÍÐcÒe D_ð[Þe jé ð̀ j$f LeÞaÐ `ÐBÜ [Ð* Í̀¯ÐjÒe ASÞ NYÞ DWÞRÞ women's cooperative 

bank, Income generation program for underprevilaged, women'sempowerment 

organization HkÞ jÕyÐ AZÞ Ò]BRÞ NÍÐcÔ_ÐeÑ cÐ_* c_Òe Acú aÞhéÐj, j®Ð_e jkÞ[ aqÞaÐe jÊÒdÐN Ð 

jÐÕjÐeÞL SÑa_e D`ÒbÐN LeÞaÐe bÐNÔ cÞfÞ_Þ ÒkÒm @_Ô cÐ_* `ÐBÜ aqÞaÐe A_tLÊ bm bÐÒa D`maç^Þ 

LeÞR«Þ Òj Ð Í̀[Þ ]Þ_ jLÐfÊ RÐ[eÊ ÒmÐL*e QÐmÞ QfZÑ, jef[Ðe AbÐi kó]¯ Òe beÞ]ÞH SÑa_e jÑéLó[Ñ Ð 

c_Òe [\Ð`Þ aÞhéÐj \ÞmÐ ]ÞÒaÔtÊ _Þ¾¯ Ò$eÞÒa Ð LÞ«Ê ASÞ jLÐÒf [Ð* Oe jÐcðÐÒe VÐLçjÞ WÞA ÒkaÐe Ò]MÞ 

Òj _ÞS AMúLÊ aÞhéÐj LeÞ `ÐeÞ _\ÞÒm Ð BH [ ]ÞÒaÔtÊ! kÐ[eÊ MjÞ `XÞ\Þm QÐkÐ L`ç Ð b=Ð QÐkÐ L`çLÊ DÒWBaÐ 

a]fÒe [Ð* `ÐBÜ QÐ AD SfMÞA aÔayÐ LeÞaÐLÊ QmÞ dÐB\ÞÒm Ð c_Òe @Ò_L ]été, @Ò_L `Íhð ... ]ÞÒaÔtÊ 

HcÞ[Þ @QÐ_L AjÞaÐe LÐeZ L'Z ÒkB`ÐÒe, V*Ð Ò_aÐLÊ AjÞ _ÐkÐ«Þ[, RÐX`[Íe jÑéLó[Ñ Ò_aÐLÊ AjÞ _ÐkÐ«Þ 

[! LÞ«Ê A¾dàÔ ... ]ÞÒaÔtÊ* AlÞÒe ÒjB `Ëaà Ò`Íc, Òjðk beÐ `Íhð ... [ÊÒc bm @R [? @SZÐ ÒmÐLLÊ Dre 

Ò]mÐ `eÞ Òj Dre Ò]B\ÞÒm ...cÊÜ bm @RÞ, A`Z ÒLcÞ[Þ @R«Þ ? _ÞS Í̀hðÒe [ÊÒc a]fÒe A`Ze jÒcÐé^_Òe 

_ÞS D`Òe ÒLcÞ[Þ HL aÞe¦Þ ÒaÐ^ AjÞ\ÞmÐ Ð j[Òe ÒLÒ[ aYÞ dÐBRÞ ]Ëe[é Ð [Ð* aÞN[ SÑa_ ASÞ B[ÞkÐj Ð 

heÑeÒe a\ÒV ÒkaÐ ÒaÒf [ÐLÊ ÒbÐNÞaÐe @_Êba, AD [Ð QÞkðLÊ Ò]MÞ a\LÊ cÒ_`ÒLBaÐe @_Êba bÞ[Òe 

ALÐh `Ð[Ðf [$Ð[ Ð HÒa Òj jaÊ bÐaÞ LÞRÞ mÐb _ÐkÞ Ð jcª yÐae @yÐae jÕ`rÞe cÐmÞLÐ_Ðe jré  ]ÞÒaÔtÊ* 

_ÐÜ Òe LeÞÒ]B Òj LVL QÐmÞdÞaÐ DQÞ[ç ÒaÐmÞ bÐaÞÞ ÒNÐVÞH QÞWÞÒe jaÊ kÞjÐaLÞ[Ða jkÞ[ AahÔLÑ¯ LÐNS 

`[ÍÒe _ÞSe ]ªM[ Ò]B jcª au_eÊ cÊ¦ ÒkaÐB ÒhÍ¯ ÒkB`ÐÒe Ð LÞRÞ]Þ_ Í̀Þ̄  jÐ= _Þ[Ê OÒe ekÞ _ÞSe LÞRÞ 

aÔayÐ LeÞ `ÐeÞaÐe Acú aÞhéÐj \ÞmÐ [Ð*e Ð jLÐf NÐXÞÒe LVL QÐmÞdÞaÐLÊ yÞe LeÞ\ÞÒm Òj Ð 
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    HZÞLÞ _Þbà¯ c_Òe Acúj®Ð_ Ò_B aqÞaÐe Í̀af BRÐ Ð aÞhéÐj LÊ Ò_B[ SÑa_ Ð \Òe aÞhéÐj QÐmÞNÒm 

h[ÒQ½Ð LÒmaÞ Òj AD Ò$eÞ AÒj_Ð Ð H Oe, aÐaÐ*e mÐBÒaÍeÑ, NÍÐcÔ `eÞÒah, [Ð*Ê SÑa_Òe @Ò_L LÞRÞ 

hÞlÐ Ò]BRÞ Ð 

  jcª*Ê _ÞSe Òhi Ló[s[Ð aÔ¦ LeÞ aÐkÐeÞ `XÞÒm ÒaßSÔ¯«Þ Ð D`e ckmÐeÊ [Òf `kqÞ ]ÞÒaÔtÊ* jkÞ[ 

cÊkÜÐcÊkÞÜ ÒkaÐe h*Ð j[ ÒkÐBRÞ Ð LÞ«Ê LÁ_Ð[Ñ[ \ÞmÐ ]ÞÒaÔtÊ* lcÐ ̀ ÍÐ\à_Ð Ð ÒaßSÔ¯«Þ* kÐ[eÊ hÊVçÒLhç RÒXB 

Ò_B LkÞ\ÞÒm , " I love you, can't live without you . I am indebted to you for everything 

you did on my behalf for the family." yÐZÊ `ÐmVÞ dÐB\ÞÒm LÞRÞlZ Òj Ð kó]¯ Òe [* _ÐeÑ[é AD 

aÞ$f cÐ[ó[ée @aÔ¦ QÞLúÐe Ð [Ð*Ê _ RÐXÞ dÞaÐe aÐecéÐe @_ÊÒeÐ^ ÒaßSÔ¯«Þ* AMÞÒe mÊk beÞ Ò]B\ÞmÐ Ð 

]ÞÒaÔtÊ _ÞeaÒe QÐmÞdÐB\ÞÒm ÒjWÊ Ð  LÐ_Òe aÐecéÐe NÊ&eÞ DWÊ\ÞmÐ ]ÞÒaÔtÊ* BÕeÐSÑ a¦aÔ Ð kó]¯Òe [Ð* 

_ÐeÑ[é AD aÞ$f cÐ[ó[ée @aÔ¦ QÞLúÐe Ð 

   Òj [ HL jaà_Ðc Ð _ÞS bÞ[Òe Òj Ò]MÞ `ÐeÊR«Þ hk hk @afÐ _ÐeÑ*e cÐ_jÞL _ÞdàÐ[_Ð AD @LÊkÐ ]ÊÓMe 

LÐkÐZÑ Ð jcÐS ÒLÒ[ ]Ëaàf LeÞ Ò]BRÞ _ÐeÑLÊ Ð ANLÊ dÞÒa _Ð `RLÊ Ò$eÞÒa ... LÞRÞ ÒNÐÒV jÞwÐ« Ò_aÐLÊ 

Òka Ð QtÊ __Ð*e Í̀hð, ""jÐ_ cÐ @Ð`Z*e QÐ AD jÐ_ aÐaÊ*e L$Þ Ð A`Z Ò_BLÞ dÞÒa _Ð cÊÜ Ò]B @ÐjÞaÞ'' Ð 

        ( hÍÑc[Ñ LÍÞiðÐ Òj_Ð`[Þ  cÞQÞNÐ_ç JjÐe SÒZ jLÍÞ̄  jbÔÐ J Ë̀aà[_ jbÐÒ_[ÍÑ Ð Òj jéÐcÑ XÓ hÞhÞe 

Òj_Ð`[Þ* jkÞ[ VÍ¯ , cÞQÞNÐ_çÒe aÐj Le«Þ Ð )    

 

 

 

 

 

"HL `lÒe ds J [ÔÐN, @_Ô `lÒe `eÞNÍk J ÒmÐb - HkÐkÞÜ SÑa_ Ð 

HkÞ ]ÊBVÞdÐLe ckré SÑa_Òe @jéÑLÐe LeÞÒka_Þ Ð''  

`Í[ÞbÐ eÐ¯  ( ckÐÒcÐk ) 
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]Ðj[ée ÒaXÞ 

                                             jÊÒmÐQ_Ð `p_Ð¯L 

         

      eÕNÑ ÒaÐD aÐaÊ OÒe LÐc jÐeÞ Oe aÐkÊXÐ Ð jÕ^ÔÐ _BÜ dÐBRÞ Ð cÐNàhÑe ALÐhe D³fÞA Skð c_ÒmÐbÐ 

]ÞhÊRÞ Ð aÐaÊOÒe Oe ]éÐe mÞ`Ð Ò`ÐRÐ LeÞ @ÃÐVÐ LVLV ÒkDRÞ Ð Skð Ò]MÞ D`ÒbÐN LeÞaÐLÊ jc¯ _ÐkÞÜ Ð OÒe 

Ò[ÒZ @Ò_L LÐc `XÞRÞ Ð ÒLcÞ[Þ j@f j@f OÒe `kqÞ dÞa ÒjBA QÞ«Ð Ð Ề@ ÒbÐLÒe ADVÊ `ÐEVÊ ÒkD\Þa 

Ð ÒeÐÒiB OÒe [ÐVÞAH Òka bÐ[ kÐ¨ÞÒe `XÞ\ÞmÐ Ð MÐBaÐLÊ [Þ_Þ SZ cZÞi Ð hÐhÊ hhÊe AD `Ðq aiàe Ề@ 

ÒNÐ`Ðf Ð Ò[e aiàe TÞ@ eÕNÑ, eÐD[eÐ¯ aÐaÊ* OÒe jLÐf jÕÒS aÐj_ ]ÞBVÐ cÐSÞ ]ÞH AD QÐkÐ SfMÞA 

ÒjBWÞ MÐB Ò]B OeLÊ AÒj Ð TÞ@e MÐBaÐ `ÐBÜ AD eÕNÑ ÒaÐDLÊ QÞ«Ð LeÞaÐLÊ `ÒX_Þ Ð jÕSÒe ÒjcÞ[Þ ²Êm 

Ò$e«Ð aÐaÊ* Oe LÐc jÐeÞ bÐ[ eÊVÞ afLÐ dÐkÐ cÐ' ]Þ@«Þ [ÐLÊ MÐB OeLÊ Ò$Òe Ð ASÞ eÕNÑ ÒaÐDe c_ Oe 

^eÞRÞ Ð Ề@ AD hÐhÊ hhÊe* MÐBaÐ QÞ«ÐÒe c_ @yÞe ÒkDRÞ Ð kÐ[Òe eÊVÞ MÒ¨ _ÐkÞÜ LÞ `BjÐ ]ÞBVÐ aÞ _ÐkÞÜ 

Ð ÒaÒf ÒaÒf Ò$eÞmÐ ÒaÒf jÐA«ÐZÑ eÊVÞ @aÐ `ÐDÜeÊVÞ ]ÞBVÐ kÐ[Òe ^eÐB ]Þ@«Þ Ð ASÞ ÒaÐÒ^ [eaeÒe 

\ÞÒm, LÞRÞ Ò]B _ÐkÐ«Þ Ð LÐc jÐeÞ jÞH LÞRÞ jc¯ aÐe¨ÐÒe ajÞ\ÞmÐ Ð ÒkÒm ÒLkÞ LÞRÞ LkÞÒm _ÐkÞÜ Ð dÞH dÐkÐ 

LÐcÒe aÔª ekÞÒm Ò]MÞ jÞH OeLÊ aÐkÐeÞmÐ Ð aràcÐ_ bÐaÞÒm LÞRÞ mÐb _ÐkÞÜ Ð eÕNÑ ÒaÐD ÒSÐeÒe QÐmÞaÐLÊ 

mÐNÞmÐ Ð 

      ]ÊÓMe jÕjÐe eÕNÑÒaÐDe Ð jÊM LkÞÒm, ÒLaf `Ê@ cÊkÜLÊ QÐkÞÜÒ]Òm jÞH MÊjÞ kÊH Ð Ề@ ]ÞÒ_ aX Òka, 

ÒeÐSNÐe LeÞa, eÕNÑÒaÐDe ]ÊÓM dÞa, ÒjBA bÐaÞ [Ð c_ MÊjÞ ÒkÐBdÐH Ð ANcÑ baÞiÔ[e jÊÒ_mÑ jé ð̀ 

Ò]MÞaÐLÊ c_ QÐkÞÜÒm aÞ Xe mÐNÞmÐ eÕNÑ ÒaÐDLÊ Ð ÒjcÞ[Þ jÞH BAXÊ jÞAXÊ bÐaÞ bÐaÞ QÐmÞaÐÒe mÐNÞmÐ Ð kWÐ[ 

cÒ_ ÒkmÐ [Ð `ÐkÊ¨ jk jcÐ_ `Ð] cÞfÐB LÞH `ReÊ AjÊRÞ Ð `RLÊ aÊmÞ QÐkÞÜaÐLÊ Xe mÐNÊ\ÐH Ð HÒZ `Ð] h~ 

`ÐMLÊ `ÐMLÊ mÐNÞ AjÊ\ÐH Ð LÞRÞ `Í[ÞLÍÞ̄ Ð ÒkaÐ `ËaàeÊ HL afÞº kÐ[ [Ð LÐuÒe `XÞNmÐ Ð jÞH jÕ Ë̀Àà SX `eÞ 

WÞA ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð XeÒe RÐ[Þ \eÊ\ÐH Ð QÐeÞAXLÊ QÐkÞÜmÐ eÕNÑÒaÐD Ð ÒLkÞ LÊAÒX Ò]MÐ dÐD _ \Ð«Þ Ð `RLÊ 

QÐkÞÜaÐLÊ h¦Þ _\ÐH Ð `ReÊ HL `eÞQÞ[ jée hÊZÐNmÐ ... "" eÕNÑ ÒaÐD Ò[Ð' jk L\Ð `Ò] ÒkaÐ `ÐBÜ cÒ[ ÒLÒ[ 

ÒQ½Ð LeÞaÐLÊ ÒkDRÞ Ð [Ê [ SÐZÊ, OÒe Ò[Ð' cÐ' jÐA«ÐZÑ @R«Þ Ð [Ð* jÐcðÐÒe L\Ð L@Z, [Ò[ QÐkÞÜÒm aÞ OÒe 

[Ð¨a mÑfÐ ÒkÐBdÞa Ð Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ aÐkÐÒe L\Ð ÒkÐB Òka ÒaÐmÞ Ò[Ð' `ÒR `ÒR AjÞmÞ Ð Ò]M, Ò[Ð' `ÐBÜ V*Ð 

hÒkVÐ AZÞRÞ Ð ]ecÐ `ÐBaÐe `te ]Þ_ ÒkÐBNmÐZÞ Ð bÐaÞmÞ, Ò[Ðe LÞRÞ ]eLÐeLÊ jÐkÐdÔ Òka '' Ð eÕNÑ ÒaÐD 

`RLÊ aÊmÞNmÐ Ð Ò]MÞmÐ ]ÐÒcÐ]e aÐaÊ jÐcÐ_ÐÒe Ð kÐ[ VÐZÞ Ò_B V*Ð LÞRÞVÐ [Ð kÐ[Òe NÊ&Þ Ò]Òm, AD kÐ[LÊ 

^eÞ ]ÊB cÞ_ÞV [ÐLÊ QÐkÞÜÒm Ð Òj QÐkÐÜZÑ Òe ÒdcÞ[Þ HL AjÊeÞL Í̀aórÞ $ÊVÞ DWÊ\ÐH Ð BH ÒjB ]ÐÒcÐ]e aÐaÊ 

ÒaÐmÞ cÒ_ ÒkD _ÐkÐ«Þ Ð OÒe ±Ñ ANÒe cËiÐVÞH `eÞ ÒLDÜWÞ R`Þ ekÞ\Ð«Þ Ð ASÞ ÒdcÞ[Þ jÞH SÒZ bÞ_ð cZÞi ! 

eÕNÑ ÒaÐDe kÐ[ hÑ\Þf ÒkÐB AjÞmÐ Ð LZ LkÞa bÐaÊ\ÐH, LÞ«Ê LkÞ `ÐeÊ _ \ÐH Ð kWÐ[ c_LÊ ÒdcÞ[Þ LÞH af 

Ò]B Ò]mÐ Ð Ò]kÒe af _ \ÞÒm LZ ÒkmÐ, c_Òe ÒLDÜWÊ af AjÞNmÐ Ð kÐ[eÊ kÐ[ MjÐB Ò_B LkÞmÐ, ""_ÐBÜ 

aÐaÊ ÒcÐe ÒjcÞ[Þ LÞRÞ ]eLÐe _ÐkÞÜ Ð ]eLÐe `XÞÒm cÐNÞ Ò_aÞ_Þ jÐA«ÐZÑ*Ê ? jÐA«ÐZÑ [ Ace jÐlÐ[ mlêÑ, 

Ace @_ð]Ð[Ð Ð jÞH [ ÒcÐe bmÒe ctÒe jaÊÒaÒf jÐkÐ Ð cÞR LkÊ_Þ AsÐ, A`Z AD cÐ _ \ÞÒm Ace 

jÕjÐe LÊAÒX bÐjÞ dÐA«ÐZÞ Ð A`Z cÐ_* ]¯Ð cÊÜ ÒLÒaaÞ jÊTÞ `ÐeÞaÞ_Þ Ð A`Z dÐA«,Ê ÒcÐe Ò[ÒZ @Ò_L LÐc   
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aÐLÞ ekÞRÞ Ð @uÐe ÒkmÐZÞ Ð jÕS Ë̀aàeÊ ÒcÐe LÐc jÐeÞaÐ ]eLÐe '' Ð kÐ[eÊ kÐ[ MjÞ dÐB\ÞaÐeÊ V*ÐVÐ [Òf 

`XÞNmÐ Ð eÕNÑ ÒaÐD aX aX `ÐkÊ¨ `LÐB aÊmÞ `XÞ QÐmÞaÐÒe mÐNÞmÐ Ð @Á ]ËeÒe Oe [Ðe Ð LÞ«Ê SZÐ `XÊ\ÞmÐ 

jÒ[ ÒdcÞ[Þ [ÐLÊ cÐBm cÐBm @[ÞLÍc LeÞaÐLÊ `XÞa Ð kWÐ[ cÒ_ ÒkmÐ OeLÊ dÞaÐ eÐªÐ ÒdcÞ[Þ aYÞaÐÒe mÐNÞRÞ 

Ð QÐmÞaÐLÊ ÒNÐX ÒOÐiÐeÞ ÒkDRÞ Ð Ò]k AD c_e jcª af MVÐB jÞH QÐmÞaÐLÊ QÐkÊÜRÞ Ð ÒkÒm ]ÐÒcÐ]e aÐaÊ* 

bË[ [Ð D`Òe ÒOÐXÐ jaÐe ÒkÐBRÞ `eÐ ! 

   ]ÐÒcÐ]e aÐaÊ NÐÜe SÒZ cÐ_Ô NZÔ aÔ¦Þ Ð AM `ÐM NÐÜÒe [Ð*e aX _ÐÜ Ð ]eLÐe ÒaÒf jÞH jcª*Ê 

jÐkÐdÔ LeÞaÐLÊ ANbe Ð `ÐM jkeÒe jÞH [kjÞm @$Þje aX aÐaÊ Ð Ề@ TÞ@ LÒmSÒe `Y«Þ Ð OÒe jÊteÑ 

±Ñ Ð ScÞ ScÐ aÞ @Ò_L Ð `BjÐe @bÐa _ \ÐH Ð LÐkÐLÊ ÒLÒaÒkÒm aÔakÐeÒe EZÐ Le«Þ _ÐkÞÜ Ð R@ $ÊVe 

afÞº ÒQÒkeÐ Ð D_ð[ L`Ðf Ð eÕN Ò[Ð$Ð ÒNÐeÐ Ð cÊ¨Òe OÕQ LfÐ aÐf Ð XÐkÐZ LÐ_ `ÐMeÊ ]ÊB ÒjÐeÐ aÐf 

Í̀Ð¯ LÞH ^fÐ eÕN LeÞ Ò]B\ÞaÐ bfÞ cÒ_ kÊH Ð A`Ð[[Ó LkÞÒm ÒQÒkeÐVÞ jÊte Ð aÐkÐeLÊ jaàÐ=  jÊte Ò]MÐ 

dÐA«Þ LkÞÒm @[ÔÊ¦Þ Òka _ÐkÞÜ Ð LÞ«Ê bÞ[eVÐ L'Z ÒLkÞ SÐZ«Þ _ÐkÞÜ Ð @aÐ SÐZÞ\ÞÒm aÞ `]ÐÒe `LÐB _ÞSLÊ ^eÐ 

`LÐBaÐLÊ ÒLkÞ jÐkÐj Le«Þ _ÐkÞÜ Ð H`eÞLÞ Í̀Ló[ Í̀Ló[Þ SÐZÞÒm aÞ ÒmÐL AMÞ aÊSÞ ]Þ@«Þ Ð ±Ñ cÒ_ÐecÐ c^Ô SÐZÞ 

_ SÐZÞmÐ `eÞ ekÞ\Ð«Þ Ð `Ð` LeÊ\ÞaÐ ÒmÐL `Ð`Ñ Ð LÞ«Ê SÐZÞ hÊZÞ `Ð`LÊ ÒOÐXÐB eMÊ\ÞaÐ aÔ¦Þ c^Ô Lcç `Ð`Ñ 

_ÊkÜ«Þ Ð Òj ]ó½ÞeÊ Ò]MÞÒm cÒ_ÐecÐ*Ê `Ð`Ñ LÊkÐdÞa Ð ]¨ `ÐBÒm LÞH ÒLÒ[ ]¨e bÐN^ÐeÑ [Ð WÞLçÒe jÐaÔª 

LeÞaÐLÊ aÞQÐeLe AahÔL[Ð `XÞ`ÐÒe, dÞH _ÞeÒ`l bÐaÒe Ò]ÐiÑLÊ ]¨ Ò]a ! 

    eÕNÑ ÒaÐD QÐmÞNmÐZÞ Ð RÐB RÐBA jÕS @uÐeÒe LÊAÒX cÞhÞNmÐZÞ Ð ]ÐÒcÐ]e aÐaÊ* kÐ[ [fLÊ MjÞ AjÞmÐ 

Ð [fLÊ Ò]MÞÒm Ð V*Ð[L ÒLÐQÐ ÒcÐQÐ LÐNS ÒVÐfÐH `eÞ `XÞekÞRÞ Ð jÞH QÐeÞ AXLÊ AkÊeÞ \Òe Ò]MÞ Ò_Òm Ð 

LÐÒf LÊAXÊ LÞH AjÊ\Þa `eÐ ! LÐÒf LÞH [Ð*Ê eÕNÑ ÒaÐD jk L\Ð ÒkaÐ Ò]MÞ Ò]BRÞ LÞ ? VÞLÞH _BÜ dÐB 

V*ÐVÐ DWÐBÒ_Òm ]ÐÒcÐ]e aÐaÊ Ð ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf j_Ð[_ `ReÊ AjÞ `ÐMÒe WÞA ÒkÐBRÞ jÞH Ò]MÞ _ÐkÐ«Þ Ð 

j_Ð[_ LkÞmÐ, "" aÐaÊ H @ÒafÒe HWÞ WÞA ÒkÐBR«Þ ? LÞRÞ @jÊaÞ^Ð _ÐkÜÞ [ ? cÒ[ LkÊ _ÐkÐ«Þ" ? ]ÐÒcÐ]e 

aÐaÊ \[ c[ ÒkÐBNÒm Ð LZ LkÞÒa QÞ«ÐÒe `XÞNÒm Ð LÐÒf j_Ð[_ [Ð*Ê eÕNÑ ÒaÐD jk L\Ð ÒkaÐe Ò]MÞ 

Ò]B\Þa bÐaÞ LkÞÒm, _ÐBÜ jÐA«ÐZÞ bÊmÞNÒm eÕNÑ ÒaÐDLÊ LkÞÞaÐ `ÐBÜ Òd OÒe AD LÞRÞ ]eLÐe \ÞmÐ Ð cÊÜ 

aSÐe AÒX AjÊ\ÞmÞ [ - eÕNÑ ÒaÐDLÊ ÒjBA LkÞaÐLÊ bÐaÞ QÐmÞ AjÞmÞ Ð Ò]MÞmÞ, eÕNÑ ÒaÐDLÊ LkÞaÐÒe mÐb 

_ÐkÞÜ Ð cÊkÜÒe cÊkÜÒe _ÐkÞÜ LeÞÒ]B "LÐc @RÞ" LkÞ QÐmÞNmÐ '' Ð j_Ð[_ LkÞmÐ, cÒ[ LkÊ_ÐkÐ«Þ AsÐ, HB_Ð LkÞÒm 

[ÐLÊ LÐ_ ^eÞ VÐZÞ AZÞaÞ_Þ ? LZ ÒkmÐ, A`Z*Ê cÊkÜ D`Òe SaÐa Ò]a ? [Ð' ỀZÞ _ÐkÞÜ LeÞ ? Ò]MÊ _ÐkÐ«Þ 

AsÐ, ASÞLÐmÞ dÊNÒe LÐkÐLÊ jÐkÐdÔ LeÞaÐ L\Ð _ÊÒkÜ ! A`Z* ]Ð_Òe jÞH Oe QfDRÞ, AD A`Z*Ê _ÐkÞÜ LeÊRÞ 

? [Ðe HÒ[ ak` ? dÐDRÞ aÐaÊ [ÐLÊ AZÞ A`Z* OÒe `kqÐB Ò]aÞ Ð A`Z dÐA«Ê aSÐe AÒX '' Ð ]ÐÒcÐ]e 

aÐaÊ*WÊ Dre `ÐBaÐ Ë̀aàeÊ jÞH QÐmÞNmÐ Ð ]ÐÒcÐ]e aÐaÊ "[ÍÐkÞ, [ÍÐkÞ" LkÞ aSÐe AÒX cÊkÐÜBÒm Ð 

     j_Ð[_LÊ aX jÊÒdÐNVÐH cÞfÞNmÐ ÒdcÞ[Þ Ð QÐeÞ `Ðq cÞ_ÞVÒe Ò]ßÐXÞ Ò]ßÐXÞ aÍÐkêZ jÐB ÒXBÜ dÐB aÐDeÑ 

jÐkÞÒe eÕNÑ ÒaÐDe Oe jÐc_ÐÒe `kqÞNmÐ Ð eÕNÑ ÒaÐD ÒjÒ[ÒafLÊ Oe ]ÊAe cÊkÜÒe `kqÞ jÊ_Ð ÒaÐD 

jÐÒ= N` ÒdÐXÞÒ]B\ÐH Ð [ÐLÊ QcLÐB Ò]B j_Ð[_ ^BÜ jBÜ ÒkÐB aX `ÐVÞÒe LkÞmÐ, "" Òk eÕNÑ ÒaÐD, 

aÐaÊ* L\Ð _ hÊZÞ [Ê LÊAÒX QÐmÞ AjÞmÊ LÞÒmÐ ? ASÞLÐmÞ [ Ò[Ðe bÐeÞ ak` ÒkmÐZÞ ? L@Z ÒkÐBRÞ LÞ ? [Ê [ 

AD BtÍ QtÍ cÐ_Ê_Ê ? aÐaÊAZÑ [Ò[ jÞAÒX @Ò`lÐ LeÞ ajÞR«Þ ! dÐ dÐ, ÒdÒ[ hÑOÍ `ÐeÊ Ò$eÞdÐ '' Ð eÕNÑÒaÐD 

cÊkÜ aÊmÐB QÐkÞÜmÐ j_Ð[_LÊ Ð NÐÜÒe LfÞA ÒmÐL* bÞ[eÊ Í̀^Ð_ ÒkmÐ j_Ð[_ Ð [ÐLÊ Dre Ò]Òm jÞH jcª*e 
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cÐ_ ck[ DSÐXÞÞ Ò]a Ð ÒLÒ[ L\Ð NÐÜÒe cÞR j[ LkÞ Í̀QÐe LeÞa Ð OÒe Ò[e aiàe TÞ@VÐH aÞ @RÞ Ð jcª* 

XeÒe QfÊ QfÊ eÕNÑ ÒaÐDe ]Þ_ dÐDRÞ Ð Ò[ZÊ jÞH _ec jéeÒe LkÞmÐ, "LÐBÜ AjÞaÐ Ë̀aàeÊ jA«ÐZÑ [ cÒ[ 

LÞRÞ LkÞÒm _ÐkÞÜ ? LkÊR d]Þ dÞaÞ jÞ_Ð, ÒkÒm OÒe ÒcÐe dÐa[ LÐc `XÞekÞRÞÞ" Ð [ÐRmÔ jéeÒe j_Ð[_ LkÞmÐ, 

"DZÐ LÐc Ò[Ð@e `XÞ_Þ LÞ ? jÒ[ @aÐ Oe DSÊXÞ dÐBRÞ" ? eÕNÑ ÒaÐDLÊ bm mÐNÞmÐ_Þ j_Ð[_e c«aÔ Ð LÞ«Ê 

OVZÐÒe  DÒrS_Ð _  AZÞaÐe ÒQ½Ð LeÞaÐLÊ jÞH DQÞ[ cÒ_ LmÐ J Ò$eÞNmÐ aÐaÊ OeLÊ Ð 

    eÕNÑ ÒaÐDLÊ Ò]MÞÒm ÒLkÞ LkÞÒa_Þ [Ðe Ò[e aiàe TÞ@VÐH @RÞ ÒaÐmÞ Ð hÔÐcf eÕN ÒkÒm aÞ Ò]MÞÒ]Òm 

ÒdcÞ[Þ c_ `ËeÞdÐH Ð VZÐ VZÐ AMÞ Ð ÒRÐV `[fÐ JW Ð `[fÞA ÒQÒkeÐ Ð _k _kLÐ @ÃÐ D`eLÊ D_ð[ al 

dÊNf Ð Ò[m je je cÊ¨ aÐf HLÐWÞ ÒkÐB, ÒaL [fLÊ N¶ÞVÞH ÒkÐB ekÞRÞ Ð L`ÐfÒe aX _ÐmÞ VÞLÞmÞVÐH [Ðe 

ÒRÐV cÊkÜLÊ NÞfÞ `LÐBmÐ `eÞ ]ÞÒh Ð aÐaÊAZÑ*e QÞeÐ $VÐ `ËeÊZÐ mÊNÐÒe aÞ jÞH jÊte ]ÞÒh Ð NÐÜ dÐLe R[eÐ 

ÒVÐLÐ*e AMÞ [Ð D`Òe @aÐ j[ LkÞÒm [Ðe be Ềe ÒdßÐa_ D`Òe Ð j_Ð[_ ÒjB cÐ_* bÞ[eÊ SÒZ Ð 

ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf jÊaÞ^Ð VÞLÞH cÞfÞÒm eÕNÑ ÒaÐD jÒ= ]ÊB `] L\Ð ÒkÐBNÒm ÒdcÞ[Þ [Ð c_ Ë̀eÞdÐH Ð L\Ð LkÞmÐ 

ÒaÒf [Ð' mÐfÊA AMÞ mÐMÞdÐH [Ð Ò]kÒe Ð ÒdcÞ[Þ ÒNÐVÐ`ÒZ NÞfÞdÞa Ð ASÞ ÒLÒ[ ]Þ_ÒL L\Ð LkÞaÐe jÊÒdÐN 

cÞfÞRÞ, AD aÐkÐ_Ðe AahÔL[Ð `XÞ_Þ Ð eÕNÑ ÒaÐD jkÞ[ `Ð]LÊ `Ð] cÞfÐB jÞH aÞ QÐmÞaÐLÊ mÐNÞmÐ Ð eÕNÑ ÒaÐD 

A¾dàÔ ÒkÐB `QÐeÞmÐ, "Òk j_ÞA bÐB, [Òc ỀZÞ LÊAÒX QÐmÞm ? cÊÜ [ dÐDRÞ aÐaÊ OeLÊ [c LkÞÞaÐ @_ÊjÐÒe, 

[Òc aÞ L@Z aÐaÊ OeLÊ dÐDR" ? j_ÞA Dre Ò]mÐ, "jÕS ÒkÐB AjÞmÐZÞ Ð [Ê HLÊVÞA dÐDRÊ [" !  Òj[ÞLÞ LkÞ 

j_ÞA eÕNÑ ÒaÐDe aÐÜ k[LÊ _ÞS kÐ[ bÞ[Òe RtÞ AZÞmÐ Ð @Ò_L aià `Òe SÒZ ỀeÊie ¸hà ÒLcÞ[Þ @SZÐ 

cÒ_ ÒkmÐ eÕNÑ ÒaÐDe Ð RÐ[Þ bÞ[Òe aÞSÊfÞe QcL ÒMfÞNmÐ Ð L'Z OVÞ dÐDRÞ [Ð ÒdcÞ[Þ [Ðe @¦ÞAee 

aÐkÐÒe Ð j_Ð[_ LÊ¬ÐB AZÞmÐ eÕNÑ ÒaÐDLÊ Ð [Ðe aÞhÐf a`ÊÒe eÕNÑ ÒaÐDe _k_kLÐ Ò]kVÞ m[Ð `eÞ 

NÊXÐB ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð jc¯ ÒjBWÞÞ yÞe ÒkÐB ekÞNmÐ LÞRÞ jc¯ Ð eÕNÑ ÒaÐDe ÒkÐj AjÞNmÐ Ð _ÞSLÊ RXÐB AZÞmÐ 

ÒjB @bÐa_Ñ¯ ]Ëaàf[ÐeÊ Ð ]ÊÒkÜ QÊ` QÐ` ỀZÞ QÐmÞaÐLÊ mÐNÞÒm Ð LÐkÐ `ÐVÞeÊ L\Ð aÐkÐeÊ _\ÐH Ð aÐaÊ Oe NfÞ 

`ÐMeÊ j_Ð[_ Òj jÕ^ÔÐe @uLÐeÒe LÊAÒX cÞhÞNmÐ Ð  

   kjÞa LÞ LÐtÞa, jÊM bÐaÞa LÞ ]ÊÓM bÐaÞa SÐZÞ `ÐeÞmÐ _ÐkÞÜ eÕNÑÒaÐD Ð Ò]ßkÞL lÊ^ÐLÊ Í̀\c \e `ÐBÜ @_Êba 

LmÐ Ð j[e aiàÒe aÐkÐ ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ Ð aÐkÐOe aià `ËeZÒafLÊ S_ê ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ eÕNÑ Ð ÒjB ]Þ_WÊ [Ðe _ÐÜe @rÐ 

`rÐ _ÐkÞÜ, jÞH eÕNÑ ÒaÐD ÒkÐBdÐBRÞ Ð aÐkÐ ÒkÐB jéÐcÑ jk Oe LeÞaÐe jé ð̀, ±Ñe Ë̀Àà jc à̀Z[Ð bÞ[Òe Òd 

cZÞiVÞH @RÞ, [Ð bÊmÞ dÐB\ÞmÐ jÞH Ð `eÞaÐeLÊ jÊMÒe QfÐBaÐe jé`ð Ò_B jéÐcÑ [Ðe LmÞL[Ð QÐmÞNÒm Òd H 

dÐHÜ Ò$eÞ _ÐkÐ«Þ Ð LÞH LkÊRÞ ÒjWÞ jÞH AD LÐkÐLÊ aÐkÐ ÒkÐB Oe LÒmZÞ Ð _ÞS ]ÊB Þ̀mÐ*Ê cZÞi LeÞa ÒaÐmÞ 

eÕNÑ ÒaÐD aw `eÞLe Ð ASÞ cÒ_ ÒkDR, ÒaÒf ÒaÒf SÑa_Òe ÒLDÜ HL @SZÐ kÐ[e LeÐc[Þ [Òf c_ÊiÔ 

jÕ Ë̀Àà kÐe cÐ_ÞÞ dÐH Ð ÒjB cÊkËràe jÞH ]Ðj ÒkÐB ekÞdÐH jÐeÐ SÑa_ Ð Òj ]Ðj[ée ÒaX,Þ aÐuÞ ]ÞH c_ÊiÔ[ée 

jrÐLÊ , aÐuÞ Ò]BRÞ eÕNÑ ÒaÐDLÊ AD [Ðe jéÐcÑLÊ ! 

    "" jÐkÞ[Ô kÞÜ jcÐSe `Í[ÞRaÞ H\ÞÒe \ÐH LÞR ÞLÁ_Ð AD LÞR ÞaÐªa[Ð AD LÞR ÞjÐcÐSÞL B[kÞÐj Ð jÐkÞ[Ô `Í[ ÞAce ANkÍeÊ 

AÒc `Í[Þai à Í̀LÐh LeÊÒR Ace aÐiàÞL `[ÍÞLÐ "DcàÞ" Ð AÒceÞLÐÒe akÊ ai àekÞÒm c^Ô AÒc Òd Ac jÐkÞ[ÔL ÊbÊmÞÒ_ [ÐkÐ 

`Í[Þ$f_ LÒe Ac cÐ_*e NÁ LaÞ[ÐÒe Ð ÒcÐe ÒmMÞaÐe ANÍke `Ê_àS_ê ÒkÐBRÞ HkÞ jÊÒdÐNÒe Ð AÒceÞLÐL ÊAjÞaÐ `Òe 

JXÞAÒe cÊÜ Òd ÒmMaÞ ÞÞHaÕ ÒcÐ ÒmMÐLÊ `ÍLÐh LeÞ`ÐeaÞ Þ[ÐkÐ \ÞmÐ jé ð̀Ð[Ñ[ Ð ÒcÐ `Í[Þ JjÐe HkÞ @a]Ð_ ^_ÔaÐ] ÒdÐNÔ ''Ð            

                                                                                                                       jÊÒmÐQ_Ð `p_Ð¯L HmLçeÞS, ÒceÞmÐ¨                               
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hÊbjÔ hÑOÍcç 

aÞsÐ_Ñ ]Ðj 

 

  ctÞeÒe c=f Af[Ñ jeÞaÐ`Òe aótÐa_eÊ AjÞ\ÞaÐ jÐ^Ê _ejÞÕk ckÐeÐS*e `ÍaQ_ Aec÷ ÒkmÐ Ð jÐ^ÊaÐaÐ 

aÊTÐD\ÞÒm, ""AW ml S_ê`Òe AÒccÐÒ_ H ]Êmàb cZÞi S_ê `ÐBR«Þ Ð H SÑaSN[Òe ÒLaf cZÞi kÞÜ QÞ«Ð 

LeÞ`ÐÒe Ð AD jaÊ QÞ«ÐLÊ LcàÒe `eÞarà_ LeÐBaÐe aÑSc§ ÒkmÐ, "hÊbjÔ hÑOÍcç, @hÊbjÔ LÐfkeZcç' Ð 

ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf bm QÞ«_VÞH AjÞa, ÒjjaÊLÊ [[çlZÐ[ç Aec÷ LeÞÒ]aÐ DQÞ[ç, _ÒkÒm Òj hÊbLÐdàÔÒe LÞRÞ ̀ Í[ÞauL 

AjÞ`ÐÒe Ð'' 

     Í̀aQ_ jeÞaÐ`Òe ÒjWÞ ̀ ÍÑ[ÞÒbÐSe aÔayÐ \ÞmÐ Ð Òj]Þ_ `ÍÑ[ÞÒbÐSe aÔayÐ LeÞ\ÞÒm jÊeÊ ]Þ]Þ Ð [Ð* TÞ@e 

aÐkÐOe WÞLç ÒkÐBdÐB\ÞmÐ, ÒjB MÊjÞÒe Ð `ÍjÐ] Òja_ LeÞaÐ jc¯Òe jÊeÊ ]Þ]Þ [ÞÒfÐrcÐLÊ `QÐeÞÒm, ""AD, 

A`Z*e Ề@e Mae LZ ? [Ð' aÐkÐOe ÒLÒa LeÊR«Þ ?'' 

 [ÞÒfÐrcÐ bNaÐ_ eÐcQtÍ* AXLÊ kÐ[ aÒYB LkÞÒm, ""jÞH ÒdÒa Ló`Ð LeÞÒa Ð'' 

   OeLÊ Ò$eÞ [ÞÒfÐrcÐ aX @yÞe ÒkÐBdÐD\ÞÒm Ð `Ê@ Í̀ÒcÐ]LÊ a[ÞhÞaià ỀeÞmÐZÞ, ÒkÒm aÐkÐÒkaÐLÊ c_ yÞe 

LeÊ_Þ Ð ASÞLÐmÞA Þ̀mÐ, `ÊZÞ AÒceÞLÐÒe aYÞRÞ, _ÞS kÐ[Òe _ÞÒS QD] `Ð Ð Òj\ÞÒe aÐ`Ð, cÐ'*e bÐe[Ñ¯ 

]hà_[ré J D`Ò]hLÊ jÞH cÐ_Þa LÐkÞÜLÞ ? HÒa Í̀ÒcÐ] OeLÊ AjÞÒm jÞH _Þ¾¯ ỀZÞ\Òe ÒQ½ÐLeÞÒa Ð 

  `ÊÊ@ OeLÊ LÍÞ½çcÐjç RÊVÞÒe AjÞ\ÞaÐ jc¯Òe [ÐLÊ aÊTÐB LkÞÞÒm, ""Ò]ÒM ^_, Ò[Ðe ỀeÊZÐ NÐmàÒ$Í¨ç cÐ_* 

jkÞ[ ÒLcÞ[Þ ÒaÍLç@`ç ÒkÐBNmÐ ? [Ê d]Þ H AcÐ¨ÐLÊ Í̀Ò`ÐSç LeÞaÐLÊ HcÞ[Þ ÒXeÞ LeÞaÊ, jÞH aÞ ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf `ÊZÞ 

QÐmÞdÞa Ð [Ê [ÐLÊ `ÍÒ`ÐSç LeÊ_Ê LÐkÞÜLÞ ? [Ò[ a[Þh aià ÒkmÐZÞ Ð AD LZ QÐfÞhÞ aiàÒe aÐkÐÒkaÊ ? Ò[Ð aÐ`Ð 

`QÞh aiàÒe aÐkÐ ÒkÐB\ÞÒm Ð'' 

 Ề@ @yÞe ÒkÐBDWÞ\ÞmÐ, ""cÐ' [Òc cÒ[ LZ ÒRÐV`ÞmÐ bÐaÞR ? _ÞÒS LkÊQ cÒ[ a[Þh aià ÒkmÐZÞ Ð 

[Ð' cÐÒ_ cÊÜ SÒZ a¯² aÔ¦Þ Ð ÒcÐe aÊTÞaÐe h¦Þ @RÞ Ð AcÐ¨Ð HÒa Þ̀.HQç.XÞ. LeÊRÞ Ð ÒjBVÐ jeÞdÐD Ð'' 

[ÞÒfÐrcÐ LkÞÞÒm, ""ÒkÒm ^_, [Ð' `Þ.HQç.XÞ. ÒLÒa jeÞa, aÒià LÞ ]Þaià mÐNÞa, [Ê HÒ[ ]Þ_ @Ò`lÐ LeÞaÊ ? `ÊZÞ 

[Ð bÞ[Òe d]Þ LÞRÞ N¨ÒNÐf ÒkÐBNmÐ, [ NmÐ Ð'' 

 Ề@ mÞbÞ=ç eÊcçeÊ DWÞ aÐkÐeLÊ dÞaÐLÊ aÐkÐeÞmÐ Ð ""cÐ, [Òc ÒLÒaaÞ cÞ_ÞVÞH cÒ[ hÐ«ÞÒe ekÞaÐLÊ Ò]a_Þ Ð cÊÜ [ 

ÒRÐV Þ̀mÐ ÒkÐB_Þ, Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ cÊÜ OeLÊ AjÞaÐLÊ QÐÒkÜ_Þ Ð jaÊÒaÒf cÒ[ ÒRÐV`ÞmÐ* bfÞ aÔakÐe LeÞa Ð'' 

 Ề@ OeÊ aÐkÐeÞdÞaÐ `Òe jéÐcÑ @SÞÒ[h [ÞÒfÐrcÐ* D`Òe aÞe¦ ÒkÒm Ð ""LÐkÞÜLÞ Òj `ÍLó[Þ RÐXÊ_ Ð 

Þ̀mÐVÐ RÊVÞÒe AjÞRÞ ÒLÒ[VÐ ]Þ_ `ÐBÜ Ð [ÐLÊ bmÒe MÊA@, Þ̀A@, bmL\Ð LÊk Ð [Òc ScÐ aÊTÞa_Þ; [ce ÒjB 

aÐkÐOe L\Ð aÐkÐe LeÞa AD [ÐLÊ aÞe¦ LÒeBa Ð''[ÞÒfÐrcÐ QÊ`ç ÒkÐBNÒm Ð j«Ð_ ÒLaf ÒjB ÒNÐVÞH Ð 

[Ð' L\Ð jaÊÒaÒf c_LÊ AÒj Ð aÞÒhi[Ó [Ðe ]ÊBVÞ aÐfÞLÐauÊ* jkÞ[ ÒaÍLç@ ç̀ ÒkÐBNmÐZÞ Ð Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ jÞH 

QÞ«Þ[ Ð 
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Ề@VÐ AD jÐeÐ SÑa_ @bÞAXÐ ÒkÐB ekÞdÞa_Þ [? ÒjcÞ[Þ [ ÒLÒ[ JXÞA* Þ̀mÐ @bÞAXÐ ÒkÐB ekÞR«Þ Ð 

Í̀ÒcÐ]e Í̀\c aÐfÞLÐauÊVÞ SÒZ bÐe[Ñ¯ `ÒXÐhÑ*e TÞ@ \ÞmÐ, Í̀Ð&mç Ð [Ð' kÐB²Êmç jÊBVçkÐVà Ð [ÞÒfÐrcÐ*Ê 

aÞ Òj TÞ@VÞ aX bm mÐNÞ\ÞmÐ Ð JXÞA _ÒkÒm aÞ NÊSÊeÐVÑ TÞ@VÞH, bÐeÞ jÕ²ÐeÑ Ð L\L _ÐQ hÞMÊ\ÞmÐ Ð [Ð' 

²Êmçe jaÊ _ÐQ Ò Í̀ÐNÍÐcçLÊ [ÞÒfÐrcÐ dÐA«Þ Ð [Ð' aÐ`Ð, cÐ aÞ MÊaç auÊ Í̀Þ̄  J ÒcfÐ`Ñ Ð Òj TÞ@VÞ jkÞ[ [Ð* `Ê@ 

Í̀ÒcÐ] Í̀cçÒe dÐB\ÞmÐ Ð ÒjcÐ_* ÒSÐXÞ ÒLÒ[ jÊte ]ÞhÊ_\ÞmÐ jÒ[ ? [ÞÒfÐrcÐ ÒLÒ[ jé̀ ð Ò]MÊ\ÞÒm Ð 

aÞaÐke _Þc§Z LÐXàÒe R`ÐÒka, "" Í̀ÒcÐ] jkÞ[ Í̀Ð&mçe hÊb `eÞZ¯'' Ð ÒkÒm Db¯ LÒmSç NÒm @mNÐ@mNÐ 

yÐ_LÊ Ð `Ê@ `YÞmÐ LÐmçÒVLçÒe, Òj TÞ@ NmÐ `YÞaÐLÊ beçSÞ_ÞA ÒVLç Ð Òj TÞ@e aÐ`Ð QÐLÞeÞ a]fÐB QÐmÞNÒm 

_ÞDSjàÑ Ð LÒmSç jeÞaÐÒafLÊ ÒjcÐ_* jÕ`Là aÞ a]fÞdÐB\ÞmÐ Ð `Ê@e LÒmSç NÍÐSÊHj_çLÊ ÒjcÐÒ_ ÒdÒa 

dÐB\ÞÒm, ÒjWÞ `ÍÒcÐ] QÞÒkðBÒ]mÐ [Ð' _ËA NÐmàÒ$Í¨ç ÒjÐ_ÐLÊ Ð ÒjÐ_Ðe aÐ`Ð bÐe[Ñ¯ a=ÐfÑ, cÐ' @Ò½ÍmÞA_ç 

Ð ÒjcÐÒ_ jcÒª cÞhÞ mqç LeÞaÐLÊ NÒm Ð [ÞÒfÐrcÐ LÞRÞ `QÐeÞaÐLÊ QÐkÊÜ\ÞÒm, ÒkÒm @SÞÒ[h B=Þ[Òe 

c_ÐLeÞÒ]Òm Ð 

       `ÍÒcÐ] OeLÊ Ò$eÞaÐ`Òe [ÞÒfÐrcÐ [ÐLÊ Í̀hð LeÞ\ÞÒm, "" Í̀Ð&mçe Mae LZ ?'' 

Í̀ÒcÐ] - ""jÞH [ NÍÐSÊHVç LmÐ LÕ ỀÔVeç jÐB_çjçÒe Ð HÒa [ÐLÊ cÐBÒLÍÐj$çVçÒe jÞAVçmçÒe ÒNÐVÞH QÐLÞeÞ 

cÞfÞdÐBRÞ Ð jÞH SH_ç LeÞa SÊmÐBeÊ Ð'' 

 [ÞÒfÐrcÐ - ""akÊ[ bmL\Ð Ð Ò[Ðe aÞ [ LÐmÞ$ÀàÞAÒe QÐLÞeÞ ÒkÐBdÐBRÞ Ð [ccÐ_*e aÐkÐOe L\Ð 

cÊÜ bÐaÊ\ÞmÞ Ð ÒLÒa LÒm bmÒka LkÞmÊ Ð'' 

 Í̀ÒcÐ] - ""cÐ' [Òc ÒaÐ^kÊH SÐZÞ_, Í̀Ð&mçLÊ ÒNÐVÞH NÊSÊeÐVÑ a¯Ò$Í ç̈ cÞfÞdÐBRÞ Ð ÒjcÐÒ_ Aj«Ðaià 

aÐkÐÒkÒa Ð HÒa ÒjÐ_Ð ÒcÐe NÐmàÒ$Í¨ç Ð AÒc HÒa aÐkÐÒkaÐ aÞi¯ QÞ«ÐLeÞ_Ê Ð dÐD LÞRÞ]Þ_ Ð'' 

  [ÞÒfÐrcÐ cÒ_cÒ_ aX ]ÊÓMÞ[ ÒkÒm Ð HÒ[ bm TÞ@VÐ Í̀Ð&mç, [Ð* ÒaÐkË ÒkÐB\ÞÒm bm ÒkÐB\Ð«Ð Ð HÒa 

H ÒjÐ_Ð TÞ@VÐ ÒLcÞ[Þ ÒkÐB\Þa ÒLSÐZÞ ? [Ð' cÐ' [ @Ò½ÍmÞA_ç Ð LÞ jÕ²Ðe hÞÒMB\Þa jÞH ? `Ê@ aÐkÐeLÊ 

dÐB\ÞaÐ ÒaÒf jÞH jéÐcÑ*Ê LkÞ\ÞÒm, ""[Òc VÞÒL aÊÒTÐD_ ? Ac JXÞA LcÊÔ_ÞVÞÒe aÞ [ akÊ[ TÞ@ @R«Þ Ð jÞH 

d]Þ LÐkÐLÊ `jt Le«Ð ?'' 

 @SÞÒ[h LkÞÒm, ""AÒe cÊÜ LZ aÊÒTBaÞ Ð H Ò]hÒe Òj aÊTÐaÊTÞ LÐcLÒe_Þ Ð Ò]M, jÞH HÒa _ËA QÐLÞeÞÒe 

ÒdÐNÒ]BRÞ Ð ỀZÞ QÐLÞeÞ LÞRÞ]Þ_ LeÞ cÐ½eçjç LeÞa ÒaÐmÞ bÐaÞRÞ Ð [Ð' `YÐ`YÞ mlÔ `Í\Òc Ë̀eZ ÒkÐBdÐD Ð 

[Ð`Òe Ò]MÞaÐ Ð ÒLÐD a¯j ÒkÐBdÐBRÞ ?'' [ÞÒfÐrcÐ LÞRÞ LkÞÒm_Þ Ð ÒkÒm jÞH jaÊÒaÒf QÞ«Þ[ ek«Þ Ð 

ÒLßÐZjÞ bmLÐc ÒkÒm hÑOÍ Aec÷LeÞ jÐeÞÒ]aÐ DQÞ[ Ð HB j[ÔVÞ jÞH _ÞS ÒSÒS J aÐ`Ð*WÐeÊ hÊZÞ AjÞR«Þ 

J @_Êba c^Ô LeÞAjÞR«Þ Ð [Ð* _ÞS aX bDZÑe aÐkÐOe mÐNÞ\ÞmÐ Ð jaÊ WÞLç ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ Ð aÐ`Ð QÐkÊÜ\ÞÒm 

hÑOÍ jÐeÞÒ]aÐLÊ Ð ÒkÒm Òj[ÞLÞÒaÒf Òj ae`Ð[Í*e DnhÞlÐ `ÐBÜ aÞÒ]h dÞaÐe Mae `kqÞmÐ Ð jÞH `ÍªÊ[ÞÒe 

aÔª ekÞÒm Ð ÒjcÐ_* OeÒmÐL LkÞÒm, "" Ề@ `Í\Òc dÐD, aiàL`Òe Ò$eÞÒm, AÒc aÐkÐOe LeÞaÐ Ð'' aiàL 

`Òe aÞ Òj `Ð[Í Ò$eÞÒm_Þ Ð @Ò`lÐ LeÞLeÞ [Þ_Þaià aÞ[ÞNmÐ Ð Òj `Ð[Í*e ÒjWÞ aÐkÐÒkÐB ekÞdÞaÐe Mae 

AjÞmÐ Ð @`Ð`ÐBÜ ỀZÞ ÒNÐVÞH ÒdÐNÔ`Ð[Í ÒMÐSÊÒMÐSÊ AkÊeÞ ]ÊBaià aÞ[ÞNmÐ Ð ÒhiÒe jÞH HcÞ[Þ OÒe 

aÐkÐÒkmÐ Òd, Òj `eÞaÐe cªaX ÒmÐbÑ SÊVÞÒm Ð [ÞÒfÐrcÐe aÐ`ÐÒSÒS* jÕ`rÞLÊ MÐBÒm Ð [\Ð`Þ aÞ @`ÐLÊ 

jÊM ÒaÐmÞ LÞRÞ cÞfÞmÐ_Þ Ð jaÊÒaÒf MÊÃÐ Ð 
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Í̀ÒcÐ] ]ÊBaià QÐLÞeÞ LeÞ cÐ½ejç LmÐ Ð [Ð`Òe `Þ.HQç.XÞ. c^Ô LmÐ Ð cTÞÒe jÞH ÒjÐ_Ð jkÞ[ aÐkÐOe L\Ð 

`QÐeÞ\ÞÒm Ð ÒLÒa aÐkÐOe LeÞaÐ ÒaÐmÞ [Ðe `eÐchà cÐNÊ\ÞÒm Ð Í̀\Òc [ jÞH cÐ½ejç jeÞÒm, Þ̀.HQç.XÞ. jeÞÒm 

LkÞ VÐfÞÒ]D\ÞmÐ, [Ð`Òe ]ÞÒ_ SÒZBmÐ Òd ÒjÐ_Ð jkÞ[ [Ðe ÒaÍLç@ ç̀ ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð ÒjÒ[ÒafLÊ ÒjÐ_Ð jkÞ[ 

[Ðe `Ðqaiàe jÕ`Là ÒkmÐZÞ Ð ÒjcÐÒ_ jÐ= ÒkÐB ¯ÊÒeÐ`ç dÐB\ÞÒm aÊmÞaÐLÊ Ð jÐD\ç AÒceÞLÐ dÐB cÐQÊ`ÞQÊ 

aÊmÞAjÞÒm Ð kÐJéÐB dÐB j©ÐkVÞH aÊmÞÒm Ð ÒjÐ_ÐLÊ ^eÞ jÞH jÐ[AW \e OeLÊ AjÞ\ÞmÐ Ð HÒ[ jaÊ jÕ`Là `Òe 

ÒaÍLç@ ç̀ ÒLcÞ[Þ ÒkÐB`ÐÒe ?  

 [ÞÒfÐrcÐ @Ò^ßdàÔ ÒkÐB LkÞ\ÞÒm, ""cÊÜ ÒjÐ_Ð jkÞ[ L\ÐÒkaÞ Ð HcÞ[Þ ÒLcÞ[Þ ÒkÐB`ÐeÞa ?''  

 Í̀ÒcÐ] aÊÒTB\ÞmÐ, ""cÐ, [Òc [Ðe LZ Òd jÞH [c L\Ð cÐ_Þa ? BH kÞtÞ $Þmçcçe LÐkÐZÑ _ÊÒkÜ Ð HWÞ jcÒª 

jéÐ^Ñ_ Ð ÒjÐ_ÐLÊ aÊÒTBÒm LZ Ace aÐkÐOe ÒkÐBdÞa ? Ò_beç Ð jÞH HÒa ¯ÊÒeÐ`ç dÞa `YÞaÐLÊ [Þ_Þaià `ÐBÜ 

Ð [ÐLÊ XÞ½aà LeÞaÐ DQÞ[ç _ÊÒkÜ Ð'' 

""ÒkÒm ? HÒ[aiàe jÕ`Là, HcÞ[Þ LZ VÞÒL bÊmçaÊTÐcZÐ ÒkÐBNmÐ ÒaÐmÞ, ỀeÐ bÐ=ÞÒ]a ?'' 

 [ÞÒfÐrcÐ* dÊ¦ÞLÊ bÐ=Þ Í̀ÒcÐ] LkÞmÐ, ""ÒdÐD jÕ`Là bÐ=ÞaÐ L\Ð, jÞH [ ]ÞÒ__Ð ]ÞÒ_ bÐ=Þa _Ð Ð bÐa[ Ò]MÞ 

cÊÜ d]Þ ÒjÐ_ÐLÊ aÐkÐ ÒkÐB\Ð«Þ AD Ace XÞbjà ÒkÐB\Ð«Ð, ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf [ @^ÞL jcjÔÐ ÒkÐB\Ð«Ð _Ð Ð Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ 

[e[e ÒkÐB aÐkÐ ÒkÐBdÞaÐ DQÞ[ _ÊÒkÜ Ð LÞRÞaià jÕ`LàLÊ `eMÞ Ò]MÞaÐ DQÞ[, [Ð`Òe d]Þ cÔÐQç ÒkmÐ [ 

aÐkÐÒka, _ÒkÒm _ÐkÞÜ Ð'' 

   [ÞÒfÐrcÐ* cÊ¨Òe LÞRÞ `hÊ_\ÞmÐ Ð _ÞS j«Ð_ HÒa [Ð*Ê hÞÒMÐDRÞ jÕ`Là LZ Ð aÐ`Ð* bfÞA H NÊZVÞ AZÞRÞ 

Ð ÒLßÐZjÞ L\ÐLÊ NÊeÊ[é Ò]B hÑOÍ jÞwÐ« Ò_Òa_Þ Ð ]Þ_ NXÞdÐD\Þa, [ÞÒfÐrcÐ aÔª, aÞaÍ[ ÒkD\ÞÒa, AD ÒhiÒe 

HcÞ[Þ kXaXÞA jÞwÐ« Ò_Òa Òd, _ÞhéÐj cÐeÞaÐLÊ jc¯ _\Þa Ð ÒkÒm ÒNÐVÞH \e jÞH HcÞ[Þ WÞLÞÒm Òd, ÒjB\ÞeÊ 

aÊwÞ hÞMÞÒm Ð [Ð* cÊ¨Òe ÒNÐVÞH aYÞA ABXÞA AjÞ\ÞmÐ Ð LâÞ_ÞLÐmç XÐVÐ jaÊ jÕNÍk LeÞ ÒLcÞ[Þ ÒNÐVÞH ÒjÃÍÐmç 

yÐ_Òe WÊf LeÞa J [Ð]éÐeÐ aÞbÞ_ð ÒeÐN J mlZ `ÐBÜ jkSÒe Ki^ `ÐBÜ jÕÒL[ cÞfÞdÞa, jÞH ÒjcÞ[Þ ÒNÐVÞH 

jÞ½cç [ÞAeÞ LeÞaÐLÊ XÞSÐB_ç LeÊ\ÞÒm Ð ÒkÒm @_ÔjaÊ LÐcÒe cÐ[Þ Òj eÞjnà VÞÒL ÒXeÞ LeÞÒ]Òm Ð [Ð*e 

SÒZ LmÞNç Òj ABXÞA Ò_B, @^ÔÐ`L QÐLÞeÞ RÐXÞ ÒNÐVÞH LÕ`Ð_Ñ ÒMÐmÞÒ]mÐ Ð HÒa Òj LÕ`Ð_Ñ akÊ[ aYÞNmÐZÞ 

Ð Òj LmÞNç mlml XmÐeç ÒeÐSNÐe LeÊR«Þ Ð AD @SÞÒ[h ÒdcÞ[Þ \ÞÒm ÒjcÞ[Þ Ð [Ð*e Òj `ÐÒVÃçÒe LÞ 

D¡Ða_Òe _ÜÐ c^Ô _ÐkÞÜ Ð Ề@VÞ aÞ ÒjcÞ[Þ Ð \Òe WÞLÞÒm kÊH[ aÊTÞa Ð AÒe, aÐkÐ d]Þ _ÒkaÊ, jÕ`Là HÒ[ 

aÒYBaÐ ]eLÐe LZ ? jéÐcÑ, ±Ñ* bfÞ HLÐWÞ ekÊ\Þa, MÐD\Þa, aÊmÊ\Þa, AD [Ð`Òe Ò]MÞmÐÒafLÊ ÒaÍLç@ ç̀ Ð 

bm Ò]hÒe ekÞÒm Òd, ÒdÒ[ @Sa L\Ð jaÊ Ò]MÞa HWÞ Ð ÒcÐ_Ð jkÞ[ ÒaÍLç@ ç̀ `Òe HB aiàVÞH ÒkmÐ `ÍÒcÐ] 

AcÐ¨Ð jkÞ[ _ËA jÕ`Là Aec÷ LeÞRÞ Ð AcÐ¨Ð AÒceÞLÐ_ç TÞ@VÞH Ð [ÐLÊ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf Í̀ÒcÐ] Í̀\c \e OeLÊ 

Ò_B AjÞ\ÞmÐ, [ÞÒfÐrcÐ*Ê mÐNÞ\ÞmÐ ÒdcÞ[Þ HB TÞ@VÞ kÞÜ [Ð*e ÒaÐkË Òka Ð ÒkÒm ÒjcÐ_*e jÕ`Làe aiàVÞH 

aÞ[ÞdÐB\ÞÒm c^Ô Í̀ÒcÐ] aÞaÐk aÞi¯Òe LÞRÞ aÞ LkÊ_\ÞmÐ Ð Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ [ÞÒfÐrcÐ _ÞS [e$eÊ `QÐeÞÒ]Òm Òd, 

Db¯ aÐ`, `Ê@ [Ð* D`Òe M`Ð Ð 

  H bÞ[Òe AkÊeÞ aiàVÞH aÞ[ÞNmÐZÞ Ð Í̀ÒcÐ]LÊ Ò[[ÞhÞ ỀeÞmÐ Ð [ÞÒfÐrcÐ AD Í̀ÒcÐ]LÊ LÞRÞ LÊk«Þ_Þ Ð LZ aÐ 

LkÞÒa ? LkÞÒm [ jÞH hÊZÞa_Þ Ð Ò[ZÊ LkÞÒa aÐ LÐkÞÜLÞ ? [Ð' `eaià LÍÞ½çcÐjç RÊVÞÒe `ÍÒcÐ] AjÞ\ÞaÐ ÒaÒf,  

jÞH @SÞÒ[h* L\Ð @_ÊdÐ¯Ñ [ÐLÊ bmÒe eÐuÞaÐYÞ MÐBaÐLÊ Ò]Òm, jcÒª cÞhÞ TÞAeÑ cÞ[Êe aÐkÐOe `ÐBÜ 
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cÐnàcÐjÒe bÐe[ dÐ[ÍÐ D`mÒl h Þ̀=ç LÒm Ð Í̀ÒcÐ]e aÐkÐOe L\Ð jÞH ScÐ aÞ DÒWBÒm_Þ Ð OÒe hÐ«Þ \ÞmÐ 

Ð `ÍÒcÐ] aÞ aÐkÐOeLÊ dÞaÐLÊ yÞe LeÞ\ÞmÐ Ð 

 Ò$aó¯ÐeÑ `te [ÐeÞM Ð @SÞÒ[h @$Þjç dÐB\Ð«Þ Ð Oee jaÊLÐc jÐeÞ ÒNÐVÞH JXÞA akÞ ajÞ `YÊ\Ð«Þ [ÞÒfÐrcÐ 

Ð kWÐ[ç LmÞÕÒamç aÐSÞmÐ Ð H @jc¯Òe LÞH aÐ XÐLÊ\Þa bÐaÞ jÞH LaÐV ÒMÐmÞaÐLÊ DWÞÒm_Þ Ð kWÐ[ç LaÐV 

ÒMÐmÞaÐe hv ÒkmÐ Ð XeÞNÒm [ÞÒfÐrcÐ Ð BH LZ LÞH ÒQÐe ? 

 VÞÒL RLÞRLÞ ]éÐe `ÐMLÊ dÐDR«Þ [ kWÐ[ç LaÐV ÒMÐmÞ Í̀ÒcÐ] AjÞ LÊÒ¨B `ÒLBmÐ Ð [ÞÒfÐrcÐ A¾dàÔ 

ÒkÐBNÒm Ð ""AÒe [Ê Ð ANeÊ [ LÞRÞ LkÞ_\ÞmÊ Ð kWÐ[ç ÒLcÞ[Þ `kqÞNmÊ Ð jaÊ WÞLçWÐLç @RÞ [ ?'' 

""kÜ cÐ, jaÊ WÞLçWÐLç @RÞ Ð [c `ÐBÜ bm Mae Ð cÊÜ N[LÐmÞ AcÐ¨ÐLÊ bÐÒmÃÐB_çjç ÒXÒe Í̀Ò`ÐSç LmÞ J jÞH 

NÍkZ LmÐ Ð [cLÊ cÊÜ Ò$Ð_çÒe LkÞ`ÐeÞ\Ð«Þ, ÒkÒm ÒjBVÐ HÒ[ QcLúÐe ÒkÐB_\Ð«Ð Ð HÒa [c ]Ð¯Þ[é Ð LÊk, 

ÒLÒa aÐkÐOe LÒeBa  Ð [Òc ÒdcÞ[Þ aÐkÐOe LÒeBaÐLÊ QÐkÞÜa, ÒjcÞ[Þ Òka Ð AcÐ¨Ðe LÞ [Ð' aÐ`Ð, cÐ*e 

LÞRÞ aÞÒeÐ^ _ÐkÞÜ Ð ÒkÒm, cÊÜ @\à Mnà LeÞaÞ Ð cÒ[ MÐmÞ [Òc AÒ]h Ò]a Ð'' 

 [ÞÒfÐrcÐ aÞhéÐj LeÞ`ÐeÊ_\ÞÒm Ð ÒdDÜ Í̀ÒcÐ] [Ð*Ê jaÊÒaÒf aÐkÐOe L\Ð LkÞmÐÒaÒf aÞÒeÐ^ LeÊ\ÞmÐ, ASÞ 

jÞH HÒ[ c_MÊjÞÒe ÒLcÞ[Þ HL\Ð LkÊRÞ? AMÞeÊ MÊjÞe mÊk ÒLÒ[aÊtÐ TeÞ`XÞmÐ Ð ""j[Òe ^_ Ð [Ê j[ LkÊRÊ ?'' 

   ""LZ aÞhéÐj ÒkD_Þ Ð Ò[Òa Ò]M H $ÒVÐLÊ Ð ÒcÐ jÐ= DÒWBRÞ Ð [ÐLÊ cÊÜ $ÒVÐ Ò_aÐLÊ _ÞdÊ¦ LeÞ\ÞmÞ Ð'' HcÞ[Þ 

LkÞ `ÍÒcÐ] [Ð*Ê ÒjmçÒ$Ð_çÒe AcÐ¨ÐLÊ Í̀Ò`ÐSç LeÞ\ÞaÐe $ÒVÐ Ò]ÒMBmÐ Ð 

  [ÞÒfÐrcÐ* MÊjÞe @« _ÐkÞÜ Ð [Ð* heÑe c_ jaÊ Qqf ÒkÐBDWÞmÐ Ð JXÞhÐLÊ Ò$Ð_ç LeÞ LÊfNÊeÊ* WÐeÊ aÐkÐOe 

[ÐeÞM ^ÐdàÔ LeÞAZÞÒm Ð [Ð`Òe [ LÐcÒe mÐNÞNÒm QqfÐ* bfÞ Ð jÐ=jÐ\Ñ cÐ_*Ê jaÊ Ò$Ð_ç LeÞ SÒZBÒ]Òm 

Ð ""aDf, SÊ_ç QaÞh [ÐeÞM ]Þ_ aÐkÐOe Ð _Þ¾¯ AjÞaÊ Ð'' HcÞ[Þ LÐkÐLÊ "aDf' LkÞ, LÐkÐLÊ "@`Ð' LkÞ, LÐkÐLÊ 

"bÐDS' LkÞ _Þc§Z LeÞ`ÒLBÒm Ð jcÒª A¾dàÔ ÒkÐBNÒm Ð LZ HÒ[hÑOÍ QÐeÞcÐj bÞ[Òe ÒLcÞ[Þ aÐkÐOe 

ÒdÐNÐX LeÞ`ÒLBÒm Ð  

 JXÞhÐÒe auÊaÐua cÐ_*Ê aÞ _Þc§Z LeÞ`ÒLBÒm Ð AcÐ¨Ðe `eÞaÐeLÊ XÒLB kÞtÊ^cà @_ÊdÐ¯Ñ _Þaàu 

aÞ LeÞ`ÒLBÒm Ð AcÐ¨Ðe ̀ eÞaÐe LÐmÞ$ÀàÞAÒe eÊk«Þ, Ò[ZÊ aÐkÐOe ÒjBWÞ ÒkaÐe _Þ¹rÞ _ÞANmÐ J eÞÒj ç̀j_ç 

ÒceÑmÐ¨çÒe ÒkaÐe ÒdÐS_Ð ÒkmÐ Ð cÐnà cÐjÒe ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf bÐe[ NÒm, jé[§ bÐÒa Ề@LÊ jÐ=Òe Ò_B [Ð' 

QHjç @_ÊdÐ¯Ñ ÒaÐkË `ÐBÜ NkZÐ NYÐB AZÞÒm J _ÞS `eÞaÐeaNà*Ê _Þc§Z LeÞAjÞÒm Ð 

 Í̀ÒcÐ]e aÐkÐOe ]Þ_ [ÞÒfÐrcÐ*e kÐ[ÒNÐX `a_Òe QÐmÊ\ÐH Ð ae ÒhÐbÐdÐ[ÍÐ ÒaÒf aÒk _ÐQÞNÒm 

Ð aÐkÐOe `Òe ÒdDÜ eÞÒj ç̀j_ç ÒbÐSÞ ÒkmÐ, ÒjWÞ aÞ aX BÒcÐjç_Ðmç bÐiZVÞH Ò]BÒ]Òm Ð Ề@ jkÞ[ cÞhÞ 

JXÞA NÑ[ ""cÐ' jÞ_Ð NÐH ÒmÐeÞ''Òe _ÐQÞ `ÒLBÒm Ð jÐ=cÐ_* jkÞ[ akÊ[ cSÐLÒm Ð ÒceÑmÐ¨çÒe eÞÒj`çj_ç 

aÞ SÊmÐB 1 [ÐeÞM ]Þ_ ÒceÞ@Vç ÒkÐÒVmçÒe ÒjcÞ[Þ ScÐ]Ðe ÒkmÐ Ð Òj]Þ_ ÒjcÐÒ_ ÒkÐÒVmçÒe ekÞÒm Ð 

[Ð`e]Þ_ jaÊ jeÞmÐ`Òe MÊjÞÒe `Ê@ÒaÐkË*Ê ^eÞ ÒkÐÒVmçeÊ OeLÊ Ò$eÞÒm Ð  

  ]ÊB]Þ_ aÞ[ÞdÐB\ÞmÐ Ð `Ê@ÒaÐkË `ÐMÒe \ÞÒm Ð Oe ]ÊmÊLÊ\ÞmÐ ÒLÐfÐkfÒe Ð [Ð`Òe jÐ=jÐ\Ñ, auÊaÐua jcÒª 

aÞ]Ð¯ Ò_Òm Ð AD ]ÊB]Þ_ `Òe Ề@ÒaÐkË aÞ aÞ]Ð¯ Ò_Òa Ð [ÞÒfÐrcÐ ỀeÞ RÐZÊ\Ð«Þ Ð AcÐ¨ÐLÊ `ÊeÞ AfÊ]cç  
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bmmÐÒN Ð @SÞÒ[h Ề@, ÒaÐkË* jkÞ[ cÞhÞ ÒeÐÒiBOe XÐB_Þ=ç yÐ_Òe `XÞ\ÞaÐ ÒQ¯ÐeçÒe ajÞ NecNec ỀeÞ, 

AfÊ]cç MÐD\Ð«Þ Ð  

 @SÞÒ[h HkÞ jc¯Òe Í̀ÒcÐ]LÊ `QÐeÞÒm, ""AÒe aÐaÐ, Ò[Ð cÐ' QÐeÞcÐj bÞ[Òe aÐkÐOe ÒkaÐe _Þ¹rÞ 

Ò_BNmÐ, cÒ[ DÒWBmÐ, `ÒLBmÐ Ð ÒkÒm aÐkÐOeVÐ HÒ[ hÑOÍ LÒeBÒ_aÐLÊ [Ê AD AcÐ¨Ð ÒLcÞ[Þ cÐ_ÞNm, 

cÊÜ H`dàÔ« aÞhéÐj LeÞ`ÐeÊ_Þ Ð HWÞ[ @«[Ó aiàVÞH jcÒª eMÊR«Þ aÐkÐOe AÒ¯ÐS_ LÒeBaÐ `ÐBÜ Ð 

 AcÐ¨Ð bmÒe JXÞA aÊTÞ`ÐeÊ_\ÐH Ð Í̀ÒcÐ] [ÐLÊ aÐ`Ð* Í̀hðVÞ aÊÒTBÒ]aÐ `Òe jÞH kjÞkjÞ BÕeÐSÑÒe 

dÐkÐ LkÞmÐ, [Ðe jÐeccà ÒkmÐ, ""`ÍLó[Òe cÐ'*e "hÊbjÔ hÑOÍcç' D`Ò]hVÞe d\Ð\à[Ð AÒccÐÒ_ @_Êba 

LeÞ`ÐeÞmÊ Ð [Ðe LÐeZ ÒkmÐ ÒcÐ aX bDZÑ, [Ð' QÐLÞeÞ `ÐBÜ ÒXeÞ LeÞLeÞ ÒhiÒe ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf cÐ' ÒkaÐ`ÐBÜ 

BRÐLmÐ, ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf XÐ¦e SÒZBÒm Òd jÞH AD cÐ' ÒkÐB`ÐeÞa_Þ Ð AD jÞH `eÐchà Ò]B\ÞÒm Òd d]Þ jÞH 

cÐ' ÒkaÐLÊ QÐkÊÜ\ÞÒm, Ò[Òa ÒjBVÐ ANeÊ _Þ¹rÞ Ò_B\ÞÒm bm ÒkÐB\Ð«Ð Ð ÒLaf ÒjBVÐ _ÊÒkÜ aÐ`Ð, Í̀ÒcÐ] 

cÒ[ cÐ' *e "hÊbjÔ hÑOÍcç' L\Ð LkÞ Ò Í̀eZÐ Ò]BAjÊ\ÞÒm Ð jÞH DjúÐkÞ[ LÒm ÒaÐmÞ cÊÜ  ÒcÐ Ò\jÞjçe V Þ̀Lç 

aÞi¯Òe hÑOÍ jÞwÐ« Ò_BNmÞ J hÑOÍ Ò\jÞjç jÐeÞ`ÐeÞmÞ Ð ÒkÒm ÒcÐe SÒZ jÐ= ÒLDÜ V`ÞLçVÐ eMÞa jÞwÐ« 

_Ò_B MÐmÞ NÒXB QÐmÞmÐ, AD H`dàÔ« [Ðe LÞRÞ LÐc Aec÷ ÒkÐB_Þ Ð'' 

 [ÞÒfÐrcÐ aÞhéÐj LeÞ`ÐeÊ_\ÞÒm Ð `ÍÒcÐ] AD AcÐ¨Ð [Ð* L\Ðe HÒ[ cdàÐ]Ð Ò]DR«Þ ? 

 ỀZÞ AcÐ¨Ð [ÞÒfÐrcÐ* `ÐMLÊ ỀeÞ Ò_aÐLÊ AjÞ ÒNÒkâB ÒkÐB LkÞmÐ, ""SÐZÞm cÐ, AÒc H _Þ¹rÞ aÞ 

Ò_BRÊ Òd Ac aÐkÐOee HLaià aÐiàÞLÑ Ë̀aàeÊ AÒc aÐ`Ð, cÐ' ÒkÐBdÞaÊ Ð ÒXeÞLÒm LÐÒf ÒcÐ bDZÑ bfÞ 

jaÊ]Þ_ `ÐBÜ aÐ`Ð, cÐ ÒkÐB`ÐeÞaÊ_Þ Ð'' 

[ÞÒfÐrcÐ ÒjðkÒe N]çN] ÒkÐBDWÞÒm Ð AD @_Ô jc¯ ÒkÐB\ÞÒm jÞH kÊH[ cÒ_cÒ_ NeNe ÒkÐB\ÐÒ«, 

""ÒRÐ`eÞVÐ, _Ð mÐS, _Ð jec Ð hÐhÊ, héhÊe* ANÒe LZ HcÞ[Þ L\Ð LÊkÐdÐH ?'' ÒkÒm H jc¯ @mNÐ \ÞmÐ Ð 

ÒjBA [ jÞH QÐkÊÜ\ÞÒm Ð Í̀ÒcÐ]LÊ Ò[[ÞhÞ ỀeÞa Ð AcÐ¨ÐLÊ aÞ a[Þh aià ÒkmÐZÞ Ð HÒa Þ̀mÐ _ÒkÒm baÞiÔ[Òe 

LZ Òka LÞH SÐÒZ ? 

 @SÞÒ[h aÐaÊ AcÐ¨ÐLÊ ÒjðkÞf ]ó½ÞÒe QÐkÞÜ c«aÔ Ò]Òm, ""kÜ cÐ, hÊbjÔ hÑOÍcç Ð HBVÐ [ccÐ_*e akÊ[ 

bm _Þ¹rÞ Ð'' 

                                           -0- 

XLçVeç aÞsÐ_Ñ ]Ðj ÒXV_ç, ÒceÑmÐ¨çÒe ek«Þ Ð `ÍÒ$j_çÒe jÞH SÒZ LÕ`ÊÔÒVj_Ðmç jÐBÃÞ½ç Ð ÒmMÐÒmMÞÒe [Ð*e @[Ô« 

ANÍk Ð Òj aràcÐ_ jÊwÐ [Þ_ÞVÞ NÁ jÕLf_, jÕ`Là, ekjÔ J @ZÐ¯[ bÐNÔ `ÍLÐhÞ[ LeÞR«Þ J LaÞ[Ð jÕLf_ "jÕ`Làe Òj[Ê' 

`ÍLÐh LeÞR«Þ Ð 1999 cjÞkÐeÊ jÞH _Þ¯cÞ[ bÐÒa Í̀[Þaià JjÐ L_çÒb_çj_çÒe ÒdÐN]Ð_ LeÞAjÊR«Þ Ð jcª JjÐ jbÔcÐ_*WÐeÊ 

aÞ jÞH ÒjB LÐc_Ð Le«Þ Ð [Ð* c[Òe, aÞÒ]h bËcÞÒe JjÐ Ac`ÐBÜ ÒLaf HL jÕNW_ _ÊÒkÜ, HkÐ Ace Oe J `eÞaÐe Ð 

L_çÒb_çj_ç cÐ^ÔcÒe Í̀[Þaià ̀ eÞaÐee cÞf_Ñ DjúaÒe ÒdÐN]Ð_ LeÞaÐ Ac jcª*e LràaÔ Ð [Ð*Ê ÒdÐNÐÒdÐN LeÞaÐe cÐ^Ôc 

ÒkmÐ, bigyanidas.osa@gmail.com (OSA Membership Status: Patron). 
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ଏକ ସନୁା ଘଣ୍ଟା ର କାହାଣୀ 

ଡ଼.ସଲୁ ାଚନା ଦାସ 

       ଉଲଣଇଶ ଅଲେଇଶ ମସିହା ଡିଲସମ୍ବର ଅେର ତାରିଖ | ଭାରତୀୟ ଜାତୀୟ ମହାସଭାର ନବ ନିବବାଚିତ ସଭାପତି ପଣି୍ଡତ 

ଲମାତି ା  ଲନଲହରୁଙୁ୍କ କ ିକତାଲର ସମ୍ବର୍ଦ୍ବନା ଲଦବାର ଆଲୟାଜନ ଥ ିା ଇତିହାସର ଏକ ଅଭୂତପବୂବ ଘଟଣା | ଆଲୟାଜନର 

ମଖୁୟ ଥାନି୍ତ ସଭୁାଷ ଲବାଷ | ହାଓଡ଼ା ଲେସନରୁ ଏକ ବର୍ଣ୍ବାଢ୍ୟ ଲଶାଭା ଯାତ୍ରାଲର ନିଆଗ ା ସଭାପତିଙୁ୍କ ସଭାସ୍ଥଳକୁ | ଭବୟ 

ରାଜକୀୟ ସମ୍ବର୍ଦ୍ବନାର ଆଲୟାଜକ ଲେଚ୍ଛାଲସବକ ବାହନିୀର ମଖୁୟ ସଭୁାଷ ଲବାଷ | ସାମରିକ ପରିଚ୍ଛଦଲର ସସୁଜି୍ଜତ ଲହାଇ ସବବ 

ପ୍ରଥଲମ ଲସ ସାମରିକ କାଇଦାଲର ଅଭିବାଦନ ଜଣାଇଲ  ସଭାପତିଙୁ୍କ | ଆରମ୍ଭ ଲହ ା ଲଶାଭାଯାତ୍ରା | ମାଟିଆ ଖାକ ି

ଲପାଷାକଲର ସସୁଜି୍ଜତ ମଟର ସାଇଲକ  ଆଲରାହୀ ଲେଚ୍ଛାଲସବକ ଦଳ , ତାଙ୍କ ପଛଲର ପତକା ଧରିଥବିା ମହଳିା ଲେଚ୍ଛାଲସବୀ 

ଦଳ, ତାଙ୍କ ପଛଲର ଖାକି ଲପାଷାକଲର ପରୁୁଷ ଲେଚ୍ଛାଲସବକ ଦଳ, ତା ପଛଲର ବୟାଣ୍ଡ ଓ ଡ୍ରମ ବାଦକମାଲନ, ସବା ଲଶଷଲର 

ସାମରିକ ଲପାଷାକ ପରିଧାନ କରିଥବିା ଅଶ୍ଵାଲରାହୀଦଳ, ଅଶ୍ଵାଲରାହୀଦଳଙ୍କ ପଛଲର ସଭାପତିଙ୍କ ଲଘାଡାଗାଡ,ି ତା ପଛଲର 

ମଟରଗାଡିଲର ପଣି୍ଡତ ଲମାତି ା ଙ୍କ ପତ୍ନୀ  ଓ ଯତୀନ୍ଦ୍ରଲମାହନ ଲସନଗପୁ୍ତଙ୍କ ପତ୍ନୀ | ପଣୁ ିଅଶ୍ଵାଲରାହୀ ଦଳ, ପଦାତିକ ଦଳ ଓ 

ସବବ ଲଶଷଲର ଲମାଟର ଗାଡି ଗଡୁିକ ସଭା ସ୍ଥଳକୁ ଲଶାଭା ଯାତ୍ରାଲର ଆଲଗଇ ଯାଉଥଲି   ହଜାର ହଜାର ଲଦଶପ୍ରମୀ | 

        ଏ ଦୃଶୟ ଥ ିା ଅପବୂବ , ଅଭୂତପବୂବ ଓ ଅଚିନ୍ତନୀୟ ବାସ୍ତବତା | ସଭୁାଷ ଲବାଷଙ୍କ ଲନତୃତ୍ୱଲର ସଂପରୂ୍ଣ୍ବ ସାମରିକ 

ଆଦବକାଇଦାଲର ଏପରି ଲଶାଭାଯାତ୍ରା ଲବାଧହୁଏ ୋଧୀନତା  ପବୂବରୁ ଲକଲବ ଲହାଇ ନ ଥ ିା | ସଭୁାଷଙ୍କ େଲଦଶ ପ୍ରୀତ ି, ଶଙୃ୍ଖଳା 

ଜ୍ଞାନ , ଆତି୍ମକନିଷ୍ ଠା  ଓ ପ୍ରଗାଢ଼ ଇଚ୍ଛାଶକି୍ତର ନିଛକ ପ୍ରତିଫଳନ ଥ ିା ଏ ବିରଳ ଦୃଶୟ | ଯାହା ବିସ୍ମୟ ବିମଢୂ଼ କରି ଲଦଇଥ ିା ବି୍ରଟିଶ 

ରାଜଶକି୍ତକୁ | ହଜାର ହଜାର ନିଭବୀକ , ଲଦଶଭକ୍ତ ,ଉତ୍ସଗବୀକୃତ ଲେଚ୍ଛାଲସବକଙ୍କ ଭାରତମାତା ଜୟଧ୍ଵନ ି,ଲ ଫଟ ରାଇଟ, ଲ ଫଟ 

ରାଇଟ ଧ୍ଵନ,ି ଶଭୁ ଶଂଖ ଧ୍ଵନ,ି ପରୁନାରୀମାନଙ୍କର ହୁଳହୁଳ,ି ଵାଦୟଧ୍ଵନ,ି ଚ ାପଥ ଉପଲର ଅବିରତ ପଷୁ୍ପ ବଷବଣ -ଏ ସବୁଥରୁି 

ପ୍ରତୟୟ ଲହଉଥ ିା ,ଆଉ ଲବଶୀ ଲଡରି ନାହି ିଁ ୋଧୀନତା | େରାଜୟ ପ୍ରାପି୍ତ ପାଇ ିଁ ସମଗ୍ର ଭାରତ ବଷବର ଆବାଳ ବୃର୍ଦ୍ ବନିତା 

ଲଯପରି ଉନ୍ ମାଦ ଲହାଇ ଯାଇଛନି୍ତ | ଦିଲନ ଏଇ  ବଙ୍ଗଳାଲର ପ୍ରଥଲମ  ପଦାପବଣ  କରିଥଲି  ଇଂଲରଜମାଲନ ବଣଜି କରିବାକ ୁ

ଆସି ଏପରି ଶାସନ ବିସ୍ତାର କଲ  ଲଯ, ଭାରତୀୟଙ୍କ ପାଇ ିଁ  ଲଶାଷଣ , କଷଣ, ଦୁଷଣର ପ୍ରତିଭୂ ପା ଟି ଗଲ  |              

        ଏହି ଲଶାଭାଯାତ୍ରା ଲଯପରି ସଚୂାଇ ଲଦଉଥ ିା ଏଇ ଅଗି୍ନଗଭବା ମାଟିଲର ପଣୁଥିଲର ବିପ୍ ଲବର ମନ୍ତ୍ର ପାେ କରିଛନି୍ତ ସଭୁାଷ 

ଲବାଷ | ଲନତାଜୀ ସଭୁାଷ ଲବାଷ | କିଂ କର୍ତ୍ବବୟ ବିମଢୂ୍ ରାଜଶକି୍ତ ଭୟଭୀତ, କାତର, ସମଲସ୍ତ ଅନୁଭବ ନିରବ ଦ୍ରୋ ଲପା ିସର 

ଅସହାୟତାକୁ ଲଦଖ ି| ଏହ ିସାମରିକ ପ୍ରସୁ୍ତତି ଅନ୍ତରାଳଲର ଥ ିା ସଭୁାଷଙ୍କର ଏକ ସଦୂୁର ପ୍ରସାରୀ ପରିକଳ୍ପନା | ଏହ ିଐତିହାସିକ 

ଲଶାଭାଯାତ୍ରା ଥ ିା ତାର ପଵୂବାଭାଷ | ଭାରତୀୟ ଆତ୍ମା ପରୁୁଷର ପ୍ରତିଭୂପରୁୁଷ ସଭୁାଷ ଲବାଷଙ୍କ ଅପବୂବ ସାହାସିକତା, ବୀରତ୍ୱ, 

ଆତ୍ମ ବିଶ୍ଵାସ , ୋଭିମାନ, ପ୍ରଚଣ୍ଡ ଲଦଶଲପ୍ରମ, ଦୃଢ୍ ସଂକଳ୍ପ, ଆତି୍ମକ ନିଷ୍ ଠା ଓ ଆକାଶୀ ବି େପ୍ନ ଲର ଲଭାର  ଲଶୌଯବୟଦୀପ୍ତ ଲପୌରୁଷର 

ଏ ପ୍ରଥମ ଜାଗରଣ ଥ ିା ବିଲଦଶୀ ଶାସକ ପାଇ ିଁ ଏକ ମନ୍ଦ୍ର ରଣ ହୁଂକାର |       

    ନା , ଆଉ ନୁଲହ ିଁ | ଲବଶ ିଦିନ ଆଉ ଏ ଭାରତବଷବକୁ ପଦ ଦଳିତ , ପରାଧୀନ କରି ରଖବିା ସମ୍ଭବ ନୁଲହ ିଁ | ଗଭୀର ନିଦ୍ରାରୁ 

ଉତଥତି  ପରୁୁଷ ସିଂହର ଏ ଆହ୍ ୱାନ | ସ୍ତବ୍ଧ କାତର ବି୍ରଟିଶ ଶକି୍ତ | ଏ ଆହ୍ ୱାନର ପ୍ରତି ଆହ୍ ୱାନ ଲଯପରି ମିଳାଇ ଯାଇଥ ିା ତାଙ୍କ 

କଣ୍ଠଲଦଶଲର | 

     ଲସଇ ଦିନେୁ ଆରମ୍ଭ ଲହାଇଥ ିା ଲଗାଲଟ ଆତ୍ମାହୁତି ମହାଯଜ୍ଞ |  ଉଲଣଇଶ ଏକଚାଳଶି ମସିହା ଜାନୁୟାରୀ ସତର ତାରିଖ | 

ଲପା ିସ ଆଖଲିର ଧଳୂି ଲଦଇ ଅନ୍ତର୍ଦ୍ବାନ ଲହାଇଗଲ  ସଭୁାଷ | ଭାରତର  ସାହସ, ଲଶୌଯବୟ  ଓ ଆତ୍ମତୟାଗର ପ୍ରତୀକ ସଭୁାଷ | 

ଆଇ ସି .ଏସ.ସଭୁାଷ | ଆଜାଦ ହନି୍ଦ ଲଫୌଜର ଲନତାଜୀ ସଭୁାଷ | ଯିଏ କହଥିଲି  , “ମଲତ ତୁଲମ ରକ୍ତ ଦିଅ ,ମ ିଁ ୁତୁମକୁ ୋଧୀନତା 

ଲଦବି ” | ଲହ ଲମାର ଭାରତବାସୀ , ଭୁ ିଯାଅ ନାହି ିଁ ଲଯ ଦାସତ୍ୱ ୋରୁ ବଡ଼ ଅଭିଶାପ ଆଉ କଛିି ନାହି ିଁ | ଭୁ ି ଯାଅ  ନାହି ିଁ  ଲଯ 

ଅନୟାୟ ସହତି ସା ିସ କରିବାୋରୁ ବଡ଼ ଅପରାଧ ଆଉ କଛିି ନାହି ିଁ | ଭୁ ିଯାଅ ନାହି ିଁ  ଅନୟାୟ କରିବାୋରୁ ଅନୟାୟ ପାଖଲର 

ମଣୁ୍ଡ ନୁଆ ିଁଇବା ଅଧକି ଗରୁୁତର ଅପରାଧ |”  ଡାକରା ଲଦଇ କହଥିଲି  – “ଦିଲ୍ଲୀ ଚଲ ା “ | 
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   ପଥୃବିୀ ଇତିହାସରେ ଆତ୍ମ ବଳିଦାନେ ରେରତ ରେରତ କାହାଣୀ େହଛିି, ସଭୁାଷ ରବାଷଙ୍କ େହସୟମୟ ଅନ୍ତର୍ଦ୍ଧାନ,  ଆଜାଦ 

ହନି୍ଦ ର ୌଜ ଗଠନ,  ଇଂରେଜ ସେକାେ ବିେୁର୍ଦ୍ରେ ଲରେଇ କେି ରଦଶକୁ ସ୍ୱାଧୀନ କେିବା ପାଇ ଁ ସଂଘଷଧ ଓ ସଂଗ୍ରାମେ କାହାଣୀ 

ପାଖରେ ରସ ସବୁ ମ୍ ଳାନ ଦିଶନି୍ତ | ଆଇ.ସି.ଏସ ଚାକିେୀ ପେି ରଭାଗ ପ୍ରତିପ୍ରତି୍ତ, କ୍ଷମତା ଏୖଶ୍ୱେଧୟରେ ଝଲ ମଲ କେୁଥବିା ହୀୋଖଚିତ 

ସ୍ୱର୍ଣ୍ଧ ମକୁୁଟ ୋହା ମଥାରେ ଭାଗୟ ପିନ୍ଧାଇ ରଦଇଥଲିା ଦିରନ, ରକରତ ପ୍ରଚଣ୍ଡ ରଦଶରପ୍ରମ ଥରିଲ ରସପେି  ରସୌଭାଗୟକୁ ଜରଣ 

ପଦାଘାତ କେିପାରେ ତାେ ଦି୍ଵତୀୟ ପଟାନ୍ତେ ନାହି ଁ| ସରତ ରେମିତି ତାଙ୍କ େକ୍ତ, ମାଂସ, ରସ୍ୱଦ ,ଶ୍ୱାସ ପ୍ରଶ୍ୱାସରେ ଥଲିା ମାତୃଭୂମି 

ପ୍ରତି ପ୍ରଗାେ ଅନୁୋଗ | ରେଶ, ଗ୍ଲାନ,ି ଅବସାଦ ,ଦୁୁଃଖ, ରଦୈନୟ, କ୍ଷଧୁା, ତୃଷା ସବୁକିଛି ରସ ରଦଶପ୍ରୀତି ପାଖରେ ତୁଚ୍ଛ ରହାଇ ୋଇଛି 

| ନିଜକୁ ନିରଜ ହବୟ େୂରପ ଆହୂତି ରଦଇଥରିଲ ରଦଶରପ୍ରମେ ମହାେଜ୍ଞରେ | 

   ସାୋ ବିଶ୍ୱରେ ଦି୍ଵତୀୟ ବିଶ୍ୱେରୁ୍ଦ୍େ ଘନଘଟା | ଲହୁ ଲୁହରେ ରହାେି ରଖଳୁଛି ମହାକାଳ | ଚତୁରି୍ଦ୍ଦଗରେ ଧ୍ୱଂସେ ତାଣ୍ଡବଲୀଳା | 

ଠିକ ଏତିକିରବରଳ ଛଦ୍ ମରବଶରେ ଜରଣ ମକୂ ବଧେି ମସୁଲମାନେ ପେିଚୟ ରନଇ ଦୁଗଧମ ପବଧତମାଳାକୁ ରେଇ ଁକାବୁଲରେ 

ପହଞ୍ଚରିଲ ରବାଷ | ଜାନୁୟାେୀ ମାସେ ବେ ାବୃତ ପବଧତମାଳା , େକ୍ତାକ୍ତ ସମସ୍ତ ଅଂଗ ,ପରଦ  ପରଦ  ମତୁୃୟେ ଆଶଙ୍କା | ମନରେ 

ନିଜ ମାତୃଭୂମିକ,ୁ ଆତ୍ମୀୟସ୍ୱଜନଙୁ୍କ ଛାେି ଆସିଥବିାେ ରକାହ, ହୃଦୟରେ ବୟଥା, ପ୍ରାଣରେ ଅସମୁାେୀ ସ୍ୱପ୍ନ | 

      ଆକାଶରେ, ବତାସରେ ମତୁୃୟେ ପଦଧ୍ୱନ ି | ବାେମ୍ବାେ ଧସିେିବାେ ସମ୍ଭାବନା କୁ ଭୃରକ୍ଷପ ନ କେି ରଶଷରେ କାବୁଲରେ 

ଉପସି୍ଥତ ରହାଇଛନି୍ତ ସଭୁାଷ | ଲକ୍ଷୟ - ସଶସ୍ତ୍ର ସଂଗ୍ରାମ | ଇଂରେଜ  ବିରୋଧୀ ଶକି୍ତମାନଙ୍କ ସହାୟତାରେ ସ୍ୱାଧୀନ କେିରବ 

ଭାେତବଷଧକୁ | ସାଙ୍ଗରେ ଆଉଜରଣ ରଦଶଭକ୍ତ ଭଗତୋମ | ସଭୁାଷଙ୍କ ଅନ୍ତର୍ଦ୍ଧାନ ସମ୍ବାଦ  ବୟାପୀ ୋଇଥାଏ | ରଦଶ  ହୁଲସୁ୍ତଲ 

| କାବୁଲରେ ରେଶୀଦିନ େହବିା ଅସମ୍ଭବ | ୠଷିଆ ରହଉ କି ଜମଧାନ କି ଜାପାନ ରହଉ କାହାେ ରହରଲ ସାହାେୟ ସହରୋଗ 

ରଲାଡା | ଆଶ୍ରୟ ରଲାଡା | 

      ଏତିକିରବରଳ ଛଦ୍ ମରବଶୀ ସଭୁାଷଙୁ୍କ ପିଛା କେିଛି ଜରଣ ଆ ଗାନ ରପାଲିସ | ସରନ୍ଦହ କେି ଥାନାକୁ ୋକିଛି | ଅସସୁ୍ଥ ମକୂ 

ବଧେି ଛଦ୍ ମରବଶୀ ସଭୁାଷଙ୍କେ ତ ତୁଣ୍ଡ ରଖାଲିବାେ ନାହି ଁ | ଭଗତୋମ ବୁରଝଇ ଶରୁଝଇ ରପାଲିସଟିକୁ ବିଦା କେିବାକୁ ରଚଷ୍ଟା 

କେିଛନି୍ତ | ଅତି ନମ୍ର ଭାବରେ କହଛିନି୍ତ - ସିପାହଜିୀ ରମାେ ଏଇ ମକୂ ବଧେି ଚାଚାଜୀ ଅସସୁ୍ଥ | ତାଙୁ୍କ ୋକ୍ତେଖାନାରେ ଭତି୍ତ କେି 

ଚିକିତ୍ସା କୋଇବାକୁ ଆଣଛିି | ଆରମ ସାଧାେଣ ରଲାକ | ରଚାେ କି ଡକାୟତ ରନାହ ଁୁ, ଥାନା କୁ କାହିକଁି େିବୁ ? ଦୟାକେି ଆମକ ୁ

ହଇୋଣ କେନ୍ତୁନି | ରଲାକଟା କହଲିା - ଥାନାକୁ ଚାଲ | ଦାରୋଗା ବାବୁ ଡକାଇଛନି୍ତ, ଅବଶୟ ….  େଦି …| ତୁଣ୍ଡରେ ତା’େ ଇଂଗିତ 

| ଭଗତୋମ ତା କବଳେୁ ମକିୁ୍ତ ପାଇବା ପାଇ ଁଦୁଇଟି ଟଙ୍କା ତା ହାତକୁ ବରେଇ ରଦରଲ | ରଲାକଟି ଖସିୁ ରହାଇ ଚାଲିଗଲା | ଠିକ 

ପେଦିନ ରସ ପଣୁ ିଆସି ପହଞଁ୍ଚଗିଲା |  

   ଆଉ କହଲିା - ଦାରୋଗା ବାବୁଙ୍କ ହୁକୁମ | ତୁମକୁ  ରେମିତି ରହଉ େିବାକୁ ରହବ |  ଭଗତୋମ ମରନମରନ ଭାବିରଲ ବାଘ 

ମହୁ ଁରେ େକ୍ତ ଲାଗିଛି | ତା ହାତକୁ ଦଶ ଟଙ୍କାେ ରନାଟ ଟିଏ ବୋଇ ରଦଇ ରସ କହରିଲ - ରମା ଚାଚା ଅସସୁ୍ଥ | ତାଙୁ୍କ ମ ଁ ୁରକୌଣସି 

ମରତ ଥାନାକୁ ରନଇୋଇ ପାେିବିନି | ତୁରମ ଏ ଟଙ୍କା ରନଇୋଅ | ଆଉ ରକାଣସି ଦିନ ଏଠାକୁ ଆସିବନାହି ଁ| ରଲାକଟି ନିଲଧଜ 

ଭଳି ହସିହସି କହଲିା - ରଦାଅସ୍ତ, ତୁମଠୁ କ’ଣ ଏ ଟଙ୍କା ରନଇପାେିବି ? େଦି ଶ୍ରର୍ଦ୍ାରେ କିଛି ରଦବାକୁ ଚାହ ଁୁଛ ରତରବ ଏମିତି 

ରଗାରଟ ଜିନଷି ଦିଅ, ୋହାକୁ ଚିେ ଦିନ ମ ଁ ୁପାଖରେ jêó[Þ କେି େଖବିି |  

 ସଭୁାଷଙ୍କ ପେିଚୟ ଲୁରଚଇବାକୁ ସଭୁାଷଙ୍କେ ସନୁାେ ଘଡିଟି ଭଗତୋମ ହାତରେ ପିନି୍ଧଥରିଲ | ରସଇ ଘଣ୍ଟାଟି ଉପରେ ତା’େ   

ରଲାଲୁପ ଦୃଷି୍ଟ | ଇତସ୍ତତ ରହରଲ ଭଗତୋମ | ମରନ ମରନ କହରିଲ ଇଏ କି ବିଷମ ପେୀକ୍ଷା ! କିନ୍ତୁ ଉପାୟ ନାହି ଁ| ଧୋ ପେିରଲ 

ମହାବିପଦ | ରେ ରକୌଣସି ଉପାୟରେ ସଭୁାଷଙ୍କ ଅସଲ ପେିଚୟକୁ ଲୁଚାଇ େଖବିାକୁ ରହବ | ସଭୁାଷ ଠାେି ରଦରଲ 

ଭଗତୋମଙୁ୍କ | ବାଧ୍ୟ ରହାଇ ଘଣ୍ଟା ଟିକୁ ବରେଇ ରଦରଲ ଭଗତୋମ | ରସ ଅଥଧ ପିଶାଚ ରପାଲିସେ ଆଖ ିଦୁଇଟି ଉଜ୍ଜ୍ୱଳ ଦିଶଲିା 

| ଖସିୁରେ ମହୁ ଁଝଲସି ଉଠିଲା | ରସ ଘଣ୍ଟା ଟିକୁ ଧେି ମହାନନ୍ଦରେ ଚାଲିଗଲା ରବରଳ କହଲିା - ହଉ, ତୁରମ ତୁମେ ଚାଚାଙୁ୍କ  

ରନଇ ଚିକିତ୍ସା କୋଅ | ମ ଁ ୁତୁମକୁ ଆଉ ହଇୋଣ କେିବିନି | ଦାରୋଗାବାବୁଙୁ୍କ କହରିଦବି, ତରମ ଦୁରହ ଁଆମ ରଦଶେ ରଲାକ | 

ମ ସଲେୁ ଆସିଛ ,ଚାଚା ଙୁ୍କ  ୋକ୍ତେଖାନାରେ େଖ ିଚିକିତ୍ସା କେିବା ପାଇ ଁ | ସଭୁାଷଙ୍କେ ଇସ୍ପାତ ପେି ଟାଣଆୁ ଛାତି ଭିତେଟା 

ଅବୟକ୍ତ ରବଦନାରେ ଥେି ଉଠିଲା | ଆଖ ିଜରକଇ ଆସିଲା | ପିତାଙ୍କେ ମହୁ ଁଭାସି ଉଠିଲା jêó[Þ ପଟରେ | ରେଉ ଁଦିନ ଆଇ.ସି.ଏସ.  

289



    ପରୀକ୍ଷାରର ଉତ୍ତୀର୍ଣ୍ଣ ର ାଇଥରିେ ସଭୁାଷ, ପିତା ଜାନକୀନାଥ ଏଇ ସନୁାର ଘଡିଟିକ ୁଅତି ଆଦରରର ପିନ୍ଧାଇ ରଦଇଥରିେ 

ତାଙ୍କ  ାତରର | କ ଥିରିେ – “ଏଇ ଘଣ୍ଟାଟି ର ାର jêó[Þ ସ୍ୱରୂପ ସବୁଦିନ ତୁ   ାତରର ବାନି୍ଧବ” |  ୃଦୟର ଏ   ାଘଣ ରତ୍ନଟିକୁ ବି 

ତୟାଗ କରିବାକୁ ର ୋ  | 

     ରଦଶର  ାଟି, ଆତ୍ମୀୟ ସ୍ୱଜନ, ସଖୁ ସ ଦିୃ୍ଧ, ବ ୁ ବ ୁ  ଧରୁ ଅନୁଭବ , ଆପଣାପଣ ସବୁକୁ ଜଳାାଂଜଳି ରଦଇଥରିେ ସଭୁାଷ | 

ଅଜଣା ,ଅନିଶି୍ଚତ, ବିପଦପରୂ୍ଣ୍ଣ ପଥରର ପାଦ ଥାପିଥରିେ ସଭୁାଷ | ରଗାଟିଏ ସ୍ୱପ୍ନ , ରଗାଟିଏ େକ୍ଷୟ ,ରଗାଟିଏ ତପସୟାର  ନ୍ତ୍ର 

ପାଠଥେିା - ରଦଶର  କିୁ୍ତ | ଗ୍ରୀଷ୍ମର ରରୌଦ୍ର ଦଗ୍ଧ  ଧ୍ୟାହ୍ନ ସରୂ୍ଯଣୟପରି ବହ୍ନ ିାନ ସଭୁାଷଙ୍କ ଆତ୍ମବଳିଦାନର ବ ୁ ବ ୁ ଅନାରୋଚିତ 

ସଙ୍ଘଷଣ ୟ କରୁଣ ଜୀବନ ଗାଥା ଏ ଜାତିର ଉତ୍ତର ଦାୟାଦ ାନଙୁ୍କ ଏରବବି ଅଜଣା |           

                                             (ଏ ା ସତୟ ଘଟଣା ଉପରର ଆଧାରିତ) 

 

ସରୁୋଚନା ଦାସ ଓଡିଶାର କଟକରର ତାଙ୍କ ପରିବାରଙ୍କ ସ ିତ ବସବାସ କରନି୍ତ | ରସ ଅବସର ପ୍ରାପ୍ତ ଅଧ୍ୟାପିକା | ରସ ଜରଣ ରେଖକିା, 

ଗାଳି୍ପକା,ଉପନୟାସିକା ଓ ସ ାଜରସବିକା  | ରେଖା ଟି ରେଖକିାଙ୍କର ଭଉଣୀ  ିତାେୀ ଦାସ ପରଠଇଛନି୍ତ।  ିତାେି ଦାସ ଓସା ର ଆଜୀବନ 

ସଭୟା  |   
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`eÞbÐiÐ 

at_Ð `¨Ð 

   ÒQ_ðÐBe jcÊ]Í LËf Ð cÊÜ jc¯ `ÐBÒm AjÞ ajÞdÐH Ð jcÒª LÊk«Þ HWÞ cZÞi jaÊ jÊM ]ÊÓM bÊmÞdÐH ÒaÐmÞ Ð cÊÜ 

LÞ«Ê ]ÊÓM jÊMe cx_ LeÞ\ÐH HWÞ Ð ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf cÜÊ _ÞSe bÊmç Ò]ÒM[ ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf @_Ô cÐ_* bÊm ÒcÐÒ[ Sf 

Sf ÒkÐB ]ÞhÞdÐH Ð ÒaÒf ÒaÒf ]ÊB [Þ_Þ ]Þ_ ^eÞ ÒLßÐZjÞ jcjÔÐe jcÐ^Ð_ ]ÞÒh _ÐkÞÜ Ð `ÊZÞ ]ÞÒ_ kWÐ[ jcÊ]Í 

ÒdcÞ[Þ ÒÒYD ÒMÒfB ÒMÒfB kjÞ kjÞ jaÊ jcjÔÐe jcÐ^Ð_ aÊÒTB Ò]B dÐH Ð 

  _ËA a]fÞ ÒkB AjÞaÐ ÒaÒf jkeVÐ aX @Sa mÐNÊ\ÞmÐ ÒcÐÒ[ Ð @_Ô ÒLßÐZjÞ bÐiÐ aÊTÞaÐLÊ _ÐeÐS HWÞLÐ 

ÒmÐL cÐÒ_ Ð _ÞS bÐiÐÒe L\ÐaÐràÐ ÒkaÐ Naàe aÞi¯ LÞ«Ê aÐkÐeÊ AjÞ\ÞaÐ ÒmÐLVÞH ÒLcÞ[Þ [Êc bÐiÐ aÊTÞ `ÐeÞa? 

`XÞhÐ Oe auÊ*Ê ( dÞH LÞ ÒcÐ jÐÒ= kÞtÑÒe L\Ð LkÊ\ÞÒm) AÒmÐQ_Ð ÒaÒf HcÞ[Þ ÒLcÞ[Þ HWÞLÐ ÒmÐLcÐÒ_ 

ÒaÐmÞ `QÐe\ÞÞmÞ Ð jêÞ[ kjÞ Òj jéÁÒe Dre Ò]B\ÞÒm, "" cÐÐ[óbÐiÐ'' Ð cÊÜ LkÞmÞ, ""cÐ[óbÐiÐ j[ L\Ð Òd, cÐ 

jÐ=Òe cÐDjÑ Þ̀DjÑcÐÒ_ aÞ [ @R«Þ, [Ð*Ê aÞ ^eÞLÞ QfÞaÐLÊ `ÒX Ð'' Òj kjÞ Ò]B AÒmÐQ_Ð a]ÒfB Ò]B\ÞÒm 

Òj]Þ_ Ð  

  cÊÜ LÞ«Ê bÐaÊ\ÞmÞ JXÞhÐÒe `WÐZ NfÞ, a=ÐfÑ NfÞ, Ò[Òm=Ð aSÐe, cÐeÊJéÐXÞ aªÞ ÒkB ÒLÒ[ SÐNÐ HcÞ[Þ @_Ô 

bÐiÐe ÒmÐL cÐ_* DÒ~hÔÒe DjúNàÑLó[ Ð Ac JXÞA cÐÒ_ H ]ó½ÞeÊ _Þ¾Þ[ bÐÒa akÊ[ bm, A`ZÐ`Z `ÐBÜ 

aÐkÐeÊ @ÐjÊ\ÞaÐ ÒmÐLcÐ_*Ê @^Ð kÞtÑ @^Ð BÕeÐSÑ L\Ð LkÞ ÒLÐÒfB Ò_D Ð "Òd Ò]h dÐB Òj $f MÐB'_Ñ[ÞÒe... 

AÒª AÒª cÊÜ bÐiÐ jkÞ[ `eÞQÞ[ ÒkaÐLÊ mÐNÞmÞ , yÐ_Ñ¯ ÒmÐL cÐ_* jkÞ[ bÐiÐ S_Þ[ ÒdÐNÐÒdÐN jcjÔÐ @Á 

]Ëe ÒkBNmÐ Ð    

  "jÊ¨mç ! jÊ¨m'ç XÐLÒe cÜ bÐa_Ð eÐSÔeÊ Ò$eÞmÞ Ð `ÞmÐVÞLÊ Ò]MÊ Ò]MÊ [Ð bÐiÐÒe LkÞmÞ , "Ò[ÐÒ[ `eÐ HBÒ_ 

c_Ð LeÞ\ÞmÞ Ò_aÞ_Þ ÒaÐmÞ ...[Ê `ÊZÞ AjÞNmÊ ?' Þ̀mÐVÞ LkÞmÐ, "" A®Ð, _Þ@ _Ð, @Á LÞRÞ @RÞ,  jeÞNÒm OeLÊ 

`ÒfBaÞ Ð'' Þ̀mÐVÞLÊ AD \Òe QÐkÞÜmÞ ... jÐ[ AW aiàe Þ̀mÐVÞH Ð QÞ£Z LeÞ cÊ¨ aÐÜ LÒX jÊxÐ LeÞ LÊÒ¨BRÞ Ð 

kÐ$ç `ÔÐÃVÞ @Ð¶Ê [fLÊ AD [ÐLÊ @^Ð mÊÒQB [Ð D`eLÊ kÐ$ jÐàV MÒ¨ Ð _ÞS Dn[Ðe @^Ð DnÐe ÒNÐÒV 

LÐQmNÐ VÞZ mk mkLÐ kÐ[Òe DÒWB ^eÞRÞ Ð LÐQ bÞ[eÊ ""jÊ¨mç '' cÐÒ_ aÊV jÞTÐ NÊXÐ ]ÞhÊRÞ Ð VÞZ D`Òe 

cjmÐ, Ò`âVç B[ÔÐ]Þ c^Ô jSXÐ ÒkB eMÐ ÒkBRÞ Ð hÊZÞ\ÞmÞ `ÐM AM ÒRÐV ÒkÐÒVmNÊXÐ*e HcÞ[Þ LÞRÞ ^tÐ 

QÐmÞ\ÐH Ð ÒRÐV ÒRÐV `ÞmÐ* kÐ[Òe _ÞS Ò]ÐLÐ_ SÞ_Þi Ò]B aÞLÍÞ LeÞaÐLÊ `ÒWBÒa, ÒRÐV Þ̀mÐ ÒaÐmÞ ÒdcÞ[Þ 

ÒmÐL cÐÒ_ ]¯Ð Ò]ÒMB ÒjcÐ_*WÊ LÞZÞÒa Ð  cÊÜ `QÐeÞmÞ, "" HNÊXÐ Ò[Ð `ÐBÜ [ÞAeÞ LeÊRÞ LÞH ? HÒa Ò[Ðe `ÐW 

`YÐ _ÐkÞÜ ... HjaÊ HÒa LÐkÞÜLÞ aÞLÊRÊ... ²ÊmçLÊ dÐD , `ÐW `YÊ ?'' Ð ÒcÐ Í̀hðÒe `ÞmÐVÞ kWÐ[ç DjúÐkÞ[ ÒkÐB kjÞ 

kjÞ Dre Ò]mÐ, ""kÜ A®Ð cÜÊ ²Êmç LÊ dÐH Ð Q[Ê\à ÒhÍZÑÒe `ÐW `ÒY Ð ÒcÐ cÐ HB `ÐM ÒkÐÒVmçÒe aÐj_ cÐÒS 

Ð jÞH jÊ¨mç [ÞAeÞ LeÞ ]ÞH  Ð cÊÜ ²ÊmçeÊ Ò$eÞ ]ÊB OÃÐ AjÞ aÞLÞ Ò]B dÐH Ð [Ð `Òe OÒe dÐB `ÐW `ÒY Ð ÒdÐD 

]Þ_ jaÊ aÞLÍÞ ÒkBdÐH ÒcÐ cÐ cÊkÜÒe kj ÒMfÞ dÐH Ð AD Òj kjVÐ Ò]MÞaÐLÊ cÊÜ a...k...Ê[ bm `ÐH Ð''  

  [Ð L\Ð hÊZÞ AMÞ Rf Rf ÒkB @ÐjÞmÐ Ð cÊÜ LkÞmÞ, ""kD Ò] ÒNÐÒV Ò`âVç Ò]'' Ð  
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 kWÐ[ç Ò`ÐmÞjç VÞH aÐXÞ kÒmB kÒmB ÒjWÞ `kqÞmÐ Ð " aÐkÐe, aÐkÐe, aÐkÐe jaÊ HWÊ Ð', LkÞ `ÞmÐVÞLÊ ]ÊB 

`ÐkÐe Þ̀VÞ `ÒLBmÐ Ð  cÊÜ aÔª ÒkÐB DWÞ WÞA ÒkB `XÞmÞ @VÒLBaÐ `ÐBÜ , QÞkÐð Ò`ÐmÞjçVÞLÊ Ò]MÞ Ð LÞ«Ê cÊÜ 

LÞRÞ LkÞaÐ Ë̀aàeÊ Òj AD ]Þ `ÐkÐe Þ̀mÐVÞLÞ `ÒLB LkÞmÐ… A`Z LÞRÞ SÐZÞ _ÐkÐ«Þ cÐXÐcç Ð jaÊ]Þ_ cÐX 

MÐDR«Þ, `ÊZÞ AjÞ kÐSe ÒkB dÐDR«Þ Ð "QÐBmçX Òmae" D`Òe jeLÐe HÒ[ LXÐ LVLZÐ LeRÞ«Þ Ð HcÐ_*Ê 

HWÞ HcÞ[Þ Ò]MÞÒm Ac QÐLÞeÞ aÞ ÒLÐD]Þ_ `ÒfBa Ð''  Þ̀mÐVÞ SÑa_ aÞLfÒe ÒjWÊ ^ÐBÜ `ÒfBmÐ Ð @^Ð [ÞAeÞ 

jÊ̈ mç Ò`âVçVÞ aÐmÞÒe cÊkÜ cÐXÞ `XÞ\ÞmÐ Ð 

  ""A`Z*e L'Z @ÐSÞ HWÞ XÔÊVÞ `XÞRÞ'', cÊÜ `QÐeÞmÞ Ð Òj LkÞÒm, ""kÜ cÐXÐcç, ÒNÐÒV jÞÒ_cÐ jÊVÞÕ kDRÞ Ð ÒaaÑ 

eÑ_Ð AjÞR«Þ jÊVÞÕ `ÐBÜ Ð ÒmÐL bÞX jc÷ÐfÞaÐLÊ ÒcÐ XÔÊVÞ ASÞ HBWÞ mÐNÞRÞ Ð'' 

  QÐBmçX Òmae!!! Òa½ç QÐBmçX ALçVe ÒaaÑ eÑ_Ð*e NÊmç NÊmç cÊkÜLÊ cÒ_ `ÒLB, cÊÜ bÐaÊ\ÞmÞ ""QÐBmçX 

Òmaeçe `eÞbÐiÐ j[Òe L'Z ! ''  cÊÜ jcÊ]ÍLÊ @Ò_B ekÞmÞ Dre @Ò`lÐÒe Ð 

 

(NÐÁÞLÐ at_Ð `¨Ð bÊaÒ_héeÒe aÐj Le«Þ Ð NÁVÞLÊ `ÒWBR«Þ [Ð*e jÐ_ bDZÑ mÊjÞ_Ð h[`\Ñ, JjÐe @ÐSÑa_ jbÔÐ Ð )  

 

 

 

$ÒVÐ-cc[Ð jÐkÊ 

292



କୁକିଙ୍୍ଗ କ୍ଲାସ ୍

କମଳା ଶତପଥୀ 

       ମହାପାତ୍ରବାବୁ ଯେଯତଯବଯଳ ଶଣୁଯିେ ଯେ ତାଙ୍କ ଭାବିପତ୍ନୀ ଯୋଯେଇ କାେୟ୍ଯେ ଧେୂୀଣା। ଯସଯତଯବଯଳ ତାଙ୍କ ଚବିଶ 

ଇଞ୍ଚଆି ଛାତିଟା ତତକ୍ଷଣାତ୍ ଚାଳଶି ଇଞ୍ଚକୁ ପେିବରି୍ଦ୍ଧତ ଯହଇଗୋ । କନଯଭଣ୍ଟ୍ ପଢୁଆ ଝିଅ ସାଙ୍ଗକୁ ନୃତୟଗୀତଯେ ନିପଣୁା ଯବାେି 

ତ ଆଗେୁ ଖବେ ପାଇ ହ ିସାେିଥଯିେ, କିନ୍ତୁ ଆଜିକାେିକା ନିହାତି ମଡର୍୍ଣ୍ ଝିଅ ଯହଇକି ବି ଯୋଯେଇଯେ େୁଚି େଖଥିାଇ ପାଯେ, 

ଯସକଥା ଯସ ଆଯ ୌ ଭାବିନଥଯିେ । ବେଂ ଭାବିଥଯିେ ବିବାହ ପଯେ ନଶି୍ଚୟ ଯୋଯେଇଆେ ଅତିେିକ୍ତ ଯବାଝ ତାଙୁ୍କ ବହନ 

କେିବାକୁ ପଡିବ । ତା’ ନକେି ପାେିଯେ, ନିଜକୁ ହି ିଁ ଯୋଯେଇଘଯେ ଅବସ୍ଥାପିତ କେିଯନବାକୁ ପଡବି ସବୁ ିନ ପାଇ ିଁ ! 

    ମ ିୁ ପିଯେଇ ଆସିବା ପଯେ ତାଙ୍କ ଯବାଉ ସଗବଯ୍େ ଯଘାେଣା କେିଯ ୋ ଯେ ଝିଅଟିେ ସବୁ ଭେଗଣୁ ସାଙ୍ଗକୁ ଯୋଯେଇଯେ 

ଆଗ୍ରହ ସବୁଠାେ ବଡ ଗଣୁ । ଯସଇ ଆଗ୍ରହକୁ ସାକାେ େୂପ ଯ ବାକୁ ବଯେ ୍କାଳ ଯୋଯେଇ ସ୍କେୁଯେ ବିଧବିର୍ଦ୍ଧ ଭାବଯେ ଯସ 

ଶକି୍ଷା ଗ୍ରହଣ କେିଛି । ଚାଇନିଜ,୍ ଯମାଗୋଇ, କଣି୍ଟଯନଣ୍ଟାେ୍। ଥାଇ, ସବୁ ପ୍ରକାେେ ଖା ୟ ପ୍ରସୁ୍ତତ କେିବାଯେ ଯସ ଏକ ମ ୍ଓସ୍ତା  

।   ଯବାଉ ପାଟିେୁ କଥା ଯଶେ ଯହଉ ନଯହଉଣ ୁଘଯେ ଖସିୁେ େହେ ଯଖଳିଗୋ । ଏ ମହଙ୍ଗା େଗୁଯେ ବାେମ୍ୱାେ ଯହାଯଟେ୍ 

ୋଇ ପାଟିସଆୁ  ଖା ୟ ଖାଇବାେ ଆଗ୍ରହକୁ ଏଥେ ଘଯେ ପେୂା କୋୋଇ ପାେିବ । ନୂଆଯବାହୂେ ହାତ ପେୋଯେ ଏଥେ 

ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କ ମନେ ଓେିମାନା ପର୍ୂ୍ଣ୍ ଯହବ । ମହାପାତ୍ରବାବୁଙ୍କ ମନ ଖସିୁଯେ ଝୁମି ଉଠିୋ । ୋହାଯହଉ ଏଥେ ସାଙ୍ଗମାନଙ୍କ ଆଗଯେ 

ଛାତି ଫୁଯେଇ କିଛି କହବିାେ ଯସୌଭାଗୟ ତାଙ୍କେ ବି ଯହବ । 

   ଯସ  ାସବାବୁ, ମହାନି୍ତବାବୁ ଆଉ ଯୋଉଥଯିେ ୋହା ହୁଅନ୍ତୁ ପଯଛ, କିନ୍ତୁ ଯସମାନଙ୍କ ପତ୍ନୀମାଯନ େେନ କଳାଯେ ନିହାତି ତଳ 

ଯଗ୍ରଡ୍ େ, ଯସଥଯିେ ସଯେହ ନାହି ିଁ । ଯକଯବ ଯକମିତି  ୁୁଃଖ କେି ଯସମାଯନ କହୁଥବିାେ ମହାପାତ୍ରବାବୁ ଶଣୁଛିନି୍ତ ଯେ ବାହା ଯହୋ 

 ିନେୁ ପାଟିଯେ ତାଙ୍କେ ଯପାକ ପଡିଗୋଣ ି! ଭେ କେି ୋେିବା ବାଢିବା କ’ଣ, ଯସମାନଙ୍କ ପତ୍ନୀମାଯନ ଆଯ ୌ ଜାଣନିାହାନି୍ତ । 

   ୋହାଯହଉ ଏଥେ ମହାପାତ୍ରବାବୁ ନିତି  ିନ ନୂଆ ନୂଆ ଜିନେି ଖାଇ, ୋଇ ଯସମାନଙ୍କ ଆଗଯେ ବଖାଣ କେିପାେିଯବ ଆଉ 

ଯସମାନଙ୍କ ଝାଉ ିଁଳି ପଡୁଥବିା ମହୁ ିଁେ ଅପବୂ ୍ ୃଶୟକୁ ପ୍ରାଣଭେି ଉପଯଭାଗ କେିପାେିଯବ । କଥାଯେ କଥାଯେ ତାଙ୍କ  ୁବଳ୍ତା ପ୍ରତି 

ଆଙୁ୍ଗଠି ଯ ଯଖାଉଥବିା  ାସବାବୁ, ମହାନି୍ତବାବୁଙୁ୍କ ଏଥେ ଯସ ଆଙୁ୍ଗଠି ଯ ଯଖଇଯବ । େ ି ଯକଯବ ସବିୁଧା ସଯୁୋଗ ମିଳିବ, 

ଯତଯବ ଘେକୁ ଡାକଆିଣ ିସ୍ତ୍ରୀ ହାତେୋ ଖଆୁଇବାେ ପ୍ରୟାସ ମ୍ୟ  କେିଯବ ।  

   ଯସ ୋହାଯହଉ, ବହୁତ କଳ୍ପନା ଜଳ୍ପନା ଆଉ ସଯୁନେି ସ୍ୱପ୍ନ ଯ ଖବିା ଭିତଯେ ମହାପାତ୍ର ବାବୁଙ୍କେ ବିବାହ ପବ ୍ ଯଶେ 

ଯହଇଗୋ । ପତ୍ନୀ ‘ଶ୍ରର୍ଦ୍ଧା’ ଯଗାଟିଏ ଚାଉଳଯେ ଗଢା । େୂପ ଯେମିତି, ଗଣୁ ବି ଯସମିତି । କଥା କହ ିମନ ଜିଣଯିନବା ଯେମିତି 

ଜଣାଥେିା, ଘେେ କାମ ାମ କେି ବଡମାନଙୁ୍କ ଖସିୁ କେିଯ ବା ବି ଯସମିତି ଜଣାଥେିା । ଘେେ ପ୍ରଯତୟକ ସ ସୟ ପ୍ରଶଂସା କେି 

କେି ଯପାତି ପଯକଇଯେ ନୂଆଯବାହୂକୁ ଆଉ ମହାପାତ୍ରବାବୁଙ୍କେ ଭାଗୟକୁ ।  

   ଏମିତି ଘଯେ ବାହାଯେ, ଚାେିଆଯଡ ପତ୍ନୀେ ଭୁେି ଭୁେି ପ୍ରଶଂସା ଶଣୁ ିଶଣୁ ିମହାପାତ୍ରବାବୁ ନିଜକ ୁଚିମଟିୁ ପେୀକ୍ଷା କେିଯନଯେ, 

ପ୍ରକୃତଯେ ୋହା ଘଟୁଛି, ଯସସବୁ ସତୟ ନା ତାଙ୍କ ଜାଗ୍ରତ ଆଖେି ସ୍ୱପ୍ନ !  

    ଅଷ୍ଟମଙ୍ଗଳା ୋଉ ନୋଉଣ ୁନୂଆଯବାହୂ ୋଇ ଯୋଯେଇ ଘେେ ଯମାର୍ଚ୍ା୍ ସମ୍ଭାଳ ିଯନୋ । ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କେ ଉତ୍କଣ୍ଠା – କ ିପ୍ରକାେେ 

ଖାଇବା ଆଜି ଯବାହୂ ବଯନଇବ । ଘେଯୋକ ତ ତା’େ ଯବଶ ୍ବଡ ବଡ କଥା କହ ିଯ ଇଛନି୍ତ, ପ୍ରକୃତଯେ ଯସସବୁ ସତୟ ନା 

ବାହାଘେ ପବୂେ୍ ମିଛ ପ୍ରଶଂସା ଯକବଳ ! 

    ନା, କିଛି ପଯ  ବି ମିଛ ନଥେିା । ଯବାହୂ ସତଯେ ଯୋଯେଇଯେ ଥେିା ନିପଣୁା । ଯୋଯେଇ ଘଯେ ପା  ଯଥାଉ ଯଥାଉ ଯସ 

ଯଘାେଣା କେିଯ ୋ ଯେ ଯସ ସମସ୍ତଙୁ୍କ ଆଜି ଚିଜ ୍ଯେଞ୍ଚ ୍ଯଟାଷ୍ଟ ବଯନଇ ଖଆୁଇବ । 

         ଚିଜ ୍ଯେଞ୍ଚ ୍ଯଟାଷ୍ଟ୍ !! ଇଏ ପଣୁ ିଯକାଉ ଜିନିେ !!! 
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  ବବୋହୂ ତୋଲିକୋ କରିବେଲୋ । ତୋଲିକୋ ମତୁୋବକ ବ ୋଟି ବ ୋଟି କରି ସବୁ ଜିନିଷ କିଣୋବହଇ ଆସିଲୋ, ଆଉ ବବୋହୂ ବବନଇଲୋ 

ଚିଜ ୍ବେଞ୍ଚ ୍ବଟୋଷ୍ଟ୍ । ଆଃ, କି ସ୍ୱୋେିଷ୍ଟ ! ଏମିତି ଖୋେୟ ପଣୁ ିଏ ଜ ତବର ଥୋଏ ! ସମବେ ହୋତ ଚୋଟି ଚୋଟି ଖୋଇ ଚୋଲି ବଲ । 

  ବପଟ ଭରି ଖୋଇସୋରିଲୋ ପବର ବି ମନ କହୁଥଲିୋ ଆହୁରି ମିଳନ୍ତୋ କି, ପଣୁ ିଖୋଆବନ୍ତ । ଖୋଇବୋବୋଲୋକୁ ସିନୋ ସଆୁେ, ବହବଲ 

ବବନଇବୋବୋଲୋକୁ ବକବତ କଷ୍ଟ ବହଇଥବି !  

  କିନ୍ତୁ  ନୋ, କିଛି କଷ୍ଟ ବହଉଥବିୋ କଥୋ ଜଣୋ ପଡଲିୋନି । ସମବେ ଏବତ ଖସିୁବର ଖୋଉଥବିୋର ବେଖ ିବବୋହୂ ନିବଜ ଭୋରି ଖସିୁ 

ବହଉଥଲିୋ । ବତଣ ୁଏବତ ଜଣଙୁ୍କ ରୋନି୍ଧ ଖଆୁଇବୋବର ତୋକୁ ବେ କିଛି କଷ୍ଟ ବହଇଥବି, ବସମିତି କିଛି ବି ଜବଣଇଲୋନି । ବରଂ 

ଆହୁରି କ’ଣ କ’ଣ ବସ ବବନଇ ଜୋବଣ, ତୋ’ର ତୋଲିକୋ କହ ିବେଇ ଲୋ । ଭରୋ ବପଟବର ବି ବଲୋକଙ୍କ ପୋଟିରୁ ଲୋଳ ଥପ ୍ଥପ ୍

 ଡିପଡିଲୋ ବସ ନ  ୋ ସବୁ ଶଣୁ ି। ଜଳଖଆ ପବର ବେସୋଲ୍ କଫି ବି ପିଆ ଲୋ । ତୋହୋ ବି ନୂଆବବୋହୂ ହୋତର କରୋମତିର ନମନୁୋ 

ଥଲିୋ । ସମେଙ୍କ ମହୁ  ବର ଥଲିୋ ବ ୋଟିଏ କଥୋ  - ଆଜି ପରିକୋ ଜଳଖଆି ଆଉ କଫି ଆ ରୁ ବକବବ ଚଖୋ ବହଇନଥଲିୋ ।  

  ସୋହପିଡଶିୋବର ସମେଙୁ୍କ କୁହୋ ଲୋ .. ବଫୋନ୍ କରି ସୋଙ୍ଗସୋଥଙୁି୍କ ବି କୁହୋ ଲୋ । ବଲୋବକ ଖସିୁ ବହବଲ କି ମହୁ   ବମୋଡିବଲ, 

ଜଣୋ ପଡିଲୋ ନୋହି   । କିନ୍ତୁ କହଲିୋ ବଲୋକ କହଚିୋଲିଲୋ । ଆଉ ଏଇ କହବିୋବର ତୋକୁ େବଥଷ୍ଟ ଆତ୍ମସନ୍ତୁଷି୍ଟ ମିଳିଲୋ ବେ ଅନୟ 

ଆ ବର ଛୋତି ଫୁବଲଇ କହବିୋ ଭଳି ଉପୋେୋନଟିଏ ବକବଳ ତୋଙ୍କରି ପୋଖବର ହ ିଅଛି ।  

 ଘଣ୍ଟୋଏ ବିଶ୍ରୋମ ପବର ଦି୍ୱପହରର ଖୋଇବୋ ପୋଳ ି। ପଣୁ ିସମେଙ୍କର ଆଗ୍ରହ । ଏଥର ବକୋଉ ନୂଆ ଜିନିଷ ? 

  ହୋଇଦ୍ରୋବୋେୀ ବିରିୟୋନୀ ! 

 ଆବର ବୋଃ, ଖୋଲି ନ  ୋ ହ ିଶଣୁୋ େୋଇଥଲିୋ ଆ ରୁ … ଏବବ ପୋଟି ବି ଚୋଖବି ଏ ଜିନିଷର ସ୍ୱୋେ କପିରି ଥୋଏ ।  

 ତୋଲିକୋ ପ୍ରେୁତ ବହଇ ଲୋ । ବଜୋରକୁ େୋଇ ସବୁ ଜିନଷି ପରିମୋଣ ମତୁୋବକ କଣିୋବହୋଇ ଅଣୋ ବହଇ ଲୋ । ବବୋହୂ ଜଟିୁ ବଲ 

ରନ୍ଧୋକୋେୟ୍ବର । ସମବେ ଚୋହ  ୁଥବିଲ ଏପରି ଏକ ସନୁ୍ଦର ବପ୍ରୋବଜକ୍ଟ୍ ବର ନିଜର ସହବେୋ  ବେବୋକୁ । କିନ୍ତୁ ବବୋହୂ ମନୋ 

କରିବେଲୋ । ଆଉ ବକହ ିହେବେପ କବଲ ତୋ’ର ସବୁ ଭୁଲଭୋଲ୍ ବହଇେିବ । ବତଣ ୁବସ ଏକୋ ଏକୋ ହି   ବରୋବଷଇ କରିବ ।  

  ଭଲକଥୋ, ବସିକି ଖୋଇବୋକୁ କୋହୋକୁ ବୋ ଭଲ ନଲୋବ  ! 

  ବରୋବଷଇଘରୁ ମସଲୋ କଷୋର ସ ୁନ୍ଧ ଭୋସି ଆସଥୁଲିୋ । ସକୋଳ ଜଳଖଆି ହଜମ ବହଇନଥଲିୋ .... ତଥୋପି ମସଲୋର ସ ୁନ୍ଧବର 

ପୋଟିରୁ ପୋଣ ିବୋହୋରି ଆସିଲୋ । େୁଇ ଘଣ୍ଟୋର ପରିଶ୍ରମ ପବର ଝୋଳନୋଳ ବହୋଇ ବବୋହୂ ବରୋବଷଇଘରୁ ବୋହୋରିବଲ । ଆଃ.. 

ହୋଇଦ୍ରୋବୋେୀ ବିରିୟୋନୀର ସ ୁନ୍ଧ ବପଟର ବଭୋକକୁ ଚଉ ଣୁୀତ କରିପବକୋଉଛି । ଡକରୋ ଆସି ଲୋ । ସମବେ ବଟବୁଲ ପୋଖକ ୁ

ଧୋଇ   ବଲ । କୋକୁଡ,ି ଟମୋଟର ପିଆଜ କଟୋବର ସଜୋ ବହୋଇଥଲିୋ ହୋଇଦ୍ରୋବୋେୀ ବିରିୟୋନୀ ଆଉ କଚୁମ୍ବର୍ ।  

  ପ୍ରକୃତବର ମହୋପୋତ୍ରବୋବୁ ଭୋ ୟବୋନ୍ । ପତ୍ନୀ େେି ସ୍ୱୋମୀର ବପଟ ଚିହ୍ନପିୋରିଲୋ, ବତବବ ତୋ’ ଠୋରୁ ବଳି ବଡ ବସୌଭୋ ୟ ଆଉ 

କିଛି ନୋହି   । ଆଉ ଏଠି ତ ପତ୍ନୀ ବକବଳ ପତିର ନୁବହ  , ସମେଙ୍କ ବପଟ ଚିହ୍ନପିୋରୁଛି । ଏହୋ ଠୋରୁ ବଳିକି ବସୌଭୋ ୟ ଆଉ କ’ଣ 

ଥୋଇପୋବର ! ପଣୁ ିବପଟପରୂୋ ଖୋଇବୋ, ପଣୁ ିଭୁରି ଭୁରି ପ୍ରଶଂସୋ, ଆଉ ତୋ’ପବର ରୋତି ଖୋଇବୋର ବୟୋକୁଳତୋ ସହକୋବର ପ୍ରତୀେୋ 

। ମହୋପୋତ୍ରବୋବୁ ନିଜ ନବ ବିବୋହତିୋ ପତ୍ନୀକୁ ଚୋହି  ବଲ । ଆଜି ସୋରୋ େିନଟୋ ବରୋବଷଇଘବର ପରୂୋ ବୟେ । ତଥୋପି କିନ୍ତୁ କ୍ଲୋନି୍ତର 

ଏବତ ଟିବକ ଚିହ୍ନବର୍୍ଣ୍ ବି ମହୁ  ବର ନୋହି   । ବରଂ ସମେଙ୍କ ପ୍ରଶଂସୋବର ତୋହୋ ଆହୁରି ଚକ୍ ଚକ୍ କରିଉଠୁଛି ।  

 କୁବେବମୋଟ ବହଇ ଲୋ ତୋଙ୍କ ଛୋତି । ଏପରି ପତ୍ନୀ ଭୋ ୟବର ଥବିଲ ମିବଳ । ଘବର ବେଉ   ଜବଣ େୁଇ ଜଣ କଣୁଆି ମଇତ୍ର ରହ ି

େୋଇଥବିଲ, ବସମୋବନ ବବୋହୂପରଷୋ ଖୋଇବୋକ ୁନିଜ ରହଣୀକ ୁଆଉ େୁଇ ଚୋରି େିନ ପୋଇ   ବବେଇବେବଲ । ଏପରି ବଭୋଜନ 

ଛୋଡବିେଇ ବକୋଉ ମଖୁ ୍ଭଲୋ େିବୋକୁ ଚୋହି  ବ ? ଅବଶୟ ଉପବର ଉପବର ପ୍ରଶଂସୋ କବଲ ବି ଭିତବର ଭିତବର ସନ୍ତୁଳି ଉଠୁଥବିଲ 

ବସମୋବନ । ଆଉ ବକୌଣସି ନୋ ବକୌଣସି ପ୍ରକୋବର ନୂଆବବୋହୂକୁ  ଅପେେ  କରିବୋର ବୋହୋନୋ ବଖୋଜି ବହଉଥବିଲ । େୂର 

ସଂପକୀ୍ୟୋ ଖଡୁି ଜବଣ ତ ସମ୍ଭୋଳି ନପୋରି କହ ିପବକଇବଲ ବେ ନୂଆ ନୂଆ ସମବେ ଏମିତି କରିଥୋନି୍ତ । ପଣୁ ି େିନ ବକଇଟୋ 

ଭିତବର ନିଜର ଅସଲ ରୂପ ବେବଖଇଥୋନି୍ତ ।                                  
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          ମହାପାତ୍ରବାବୁଙୁ୍କ ଖଡୁିଙ୍କର ଏ ଆକ୍ଷେପ ବଡ କଷ୍ଟକର ପ୍ରତୀତ କ୍ଷହକ୍ଷେ ବି ବଡକ୍ଷୋକଙୁ୍କ କି  ଉତ୍ତର କ୍ଷେଇ କ୍ଷହବ ଭାବି 

ଚୁପ ୍ରହଗିକ୍ଷେ । ମକ୍ଷେ ମକ୍ଷେ କ୍ଷକବଳ ଭଗବାେଙୁ୍କ ପ୍ରାର୍ଥୋ କରିଚାେିକ୍ଷେ କ୍ଷେ ଖଡୁିଙ୍କର ଏ ଆକ୍ଷେପ କ୍ଷକକ୍ଷବ ବି ସତ େକ୍ଷହଉ । 

ଏମିତି ବି ତାଙ୍କର େୃଢ ବିଶ୍ୱାସ ର୍େିା କ୍ଷେ ଶ୍ରଦ୍ଧା ଏପରି କ୍ଷକୌଣସି କାମ କ୍ଷକକ୍ଷବ ବି କରିବ ୋହି ିଁ, କ୍ଷୋଉର୍କି୍ଷର ତାଙ୍କ ହୃେୟକୁ ଆଘାତ 

ୋଗିବ ।  

    ଖବର ବୟାପିବାକୁ କ’ଣ କିଛି ସମୟ ୋକ୍ଷଗ କ୍ଷକକ୍ଷବ ! କ୍ଷବାହୂର କ୍ଷରାକ୍ଷେଇ କଳା ବିେୟଟି େିେ କ୍ଷକଇଟା ଭିତକ୍ଷର େୂର େୂର 

ସଂପକଥୀୟମାେଙ୍କ ଘକ୍ଷର ବି ୋଇ ପହଞ୍ଚଗିୋ । ମହାପାତ୍ରବାବୁଙ୍କ ଭାଗୟକ୍ଷର ପଣୁ ିଏକ୍ଷତ ସଖୁ କ୍ଷସୌଭାଗୟ କ୍ଷେଖା କ୍ଷହାଇର୍ାଇ 

ପାକ୍ଷର ! କ୍ଷେଖେିା କ୍ଷୋକ ୋନ୍ତ କାମଡୁି ରହକି୍ଷେ, ଆଉ େକ୍ଷେଖେିା କ୍ଷୋକ ପରୀୋ କରିବା ପାଇ ିଁ ବାହାୋ କରି ଧାଇ ିଁ ଆସିକ୍ଷେ । 

ମହାପାତ୍ରବାବୁଙ୍କ େୂର ସଂପକଥୀୟ ମାମପୁଅୁ ଭାଇ, େିଏ ସ୍ୱଭାବକ୍ଷର ଟିକିଏ ଟକଳା, କ୍ଷସ କ୍ଷେମିତି ଶଣୁେିା େୂଆକ୍ଷବାହୂ ହାତର 

କରାମତି ବିେୟକ୍ଷର, ମିଛଟାକ୍ଷର ଅଫିସ ୍ କାମର ବାହାୋ କରି ଆସି ତାଙ୍କ ଘକ୍ଷର କ୍ଷଡରା ଜକ୍ଷମଇକ୍ଷେୋ । େୂଆକ୍ଷବାହୂର 

ପ୍ରଶଂସାକ୍ଷର କ୍ଷକୌଣସି କାପଥଣୟତା େକ୍ଷେକ୍ଷଖଇ କ୍ଷସ େିଜର ରସୋ ତୃପି୍ତକ୍ଷର ୋଗିୋ ।  

  ତାଙ୍କ ବଡବାପା, ୋହାଙୁ୍କ ପଅୁକ୍ଷବାହୂ ପଚାରୁ ୋହାନି୍ତ କ୍ଷବାେି କ୍ଷକକ୍ଷବଠୁ ଗ ିଁାକ୍ଷର ୋଇ ମେେୁୁଃଖକ୍ଷର ରହୁଛନି୍ତ, ବଡମାଆଙୁ୍କ 

ଡାକ୍ତର କ୍ଷେକ୍ଷଖଇବାକୁ ଅଛି କହ ିତାଙ୍କ ଘକ୍ଷର ଆସି ପହଞ୍ଚଗିକ୍ଷେ । ଜକ୍ଷଣ ପିଇସୀ, କ୍ଷକାଉଠାର ମାମ,ୁ କ୍ଷେଖାକ୍ଷୋଖାର ଭାଇ – 

ସମକ୍ଷେ କାହି ିଁ କ୍ଷକକ୍ଷତ େୂର ସଂପକଥୀୟ କ୍ଷହଇର୍କି୍ଷେ ବି କିଛି ୋ କିଛି ର ବାହାୋ କରି ଆସି ହାଜର କ୍ଷହଇଗକ୍ଷେ ଜିଭକୁ ସନ୍ତୁଷ୍ଟ 

କରିବାକୁ । 

 େୂଆକ୍ଷବାହୂ ବି ଆତ୍ମପ୍ରଶଂସାକ୍ଷର ମଗୁ୍ଧ କ୍ଷହଇ ବକ୍ଷେଇ ଚାେିଗୋ କ୍ଷଗାଟାକ ପକ୍ଷର କ୍ଷଗାଟାଏ ଆଇଟମ ୍ ୋହାର େ ିଁା 

ମହାପାତ୍ରବାବୁଙ୍କ ଚଉେ ପରୁୁେକ୍ଷର ବି କ୍ଷକହ ିଶଣୁ ିେର୍କି୍ଷେ । ପେିର ଟିକ୍କା ମସୋ, ଚିକ୍ଷକେ୍ ଟଙ୍ଗଡି କବାବ, ମସୋ ଫ୍ରାଇଡ୍ 

ରାଇସ,୍ କ୍ଷବୈଙ୍ଗେ୍ ଉଇର୍ ୍ପ୍ରେ୍ ମସୋ, କାଶ୍ିରିୀ େମ ୍ଆେୁ, ବଟର୍ ଚିକ୍ଷକେ୍, କ୍ଷଭଜିକ୍ଷଟବୁେ୍ ସୟାଣ୍ଡୱଚ୍ି, ଟି୍ରପେ୍ ରାଇସ .. ଏମିତି 

ଏମିତି କ୍ଷକକ୍ଷତ କ’ଣ ! 

 ଖାଇୋବାୋ ଜାଣବିାର କ୍ଷଚଷ୍ଟା ବି କୋୋହି ିଁ କ୍ଷେ ଏସବୁ କ୍ଷକାଉର୍କି୍ଷର ବେୁଛି, ବକ୍ଷେଇବାକୁ କ୍ଷକକ୍ଷତ ସମୟ ୋଗଛିୁ, କ୍ଷକକ୍ଷତ 

ଖର୍ଚ୍ଥ ବି କ୍ଷହଉଛି । ତା’ର ମତେବ ରହେିା ଖାେି ଖାଇବାକ୍ଷର । ଆଉ ଖାଇୋ କ୍ଷବକ୍ଷଳ ବାହାେୁରୀ କ୍ଷେକ୍ଷଖଇବା ପାଇ ିଁ େିଜ ସାକ୍ଷର୍ 

ସାକ୍ଷର୍ ଆଉ େୁଇ ଚାରି ଜଣଙୁ୍କ ବି ସାଙ୍ଗକ୍ଷର କ୍ଷେଇକି ଆସିଗୋ କ୍ଷକକ୍ଷବ କ୍ଷକକ୍ଷବ ।  

 ମାସ କ୍ଷଶେ କ୍ଷହବାକୁ ବସିୋ । ତର୍ାପି ଘର ଛାଡିେିବାକୁ କ୍ଷୋଜୋ କରୁର୍ବିାର କାହି ିଁ କ୍ଷକହ ିେିଶକି୍ଷେ ୋହି ିଁ । ମହାପାତ୍ରବାବୁଙ୍କ 

ମଣୁ୍ଡକ୍ଷର ଚିନ୍ତା ପଶେିା । କ୍ଷସ କ’ଣ ବାହା କ୍ଷହଇର୍କି୍ଷେ ତାଙ୍କ ସ୍ତ୍ରୀକୁ ପଝୂାରୀ କରିବା ପାଇ ିଁ ! କ୍ଷସ କୁଆକ୍ଷଡ ଟିକିଏ ବୁେିବାକୁ ୋଆକ୍ଷନ୍ତ 

.. ସିକ୍ଷେମା କ୍ଷେଖକ୍ଷନ୍ତ .. କି ସାଙ୍ଗସାର୍ୀଙ୍କ ଘରକୁ ୋଆକ୍ଷନ୍ତ । କିନ୍ତୁ େିକ୍ଷବ କ୍ଷକମିତି ? ଘକ୍ଷର ତ ସବୁକ୍ଷବକ୍ଷଳ କଣୁଆି ମଇତ୍ର ପଶ ି

ରହଛିନି୍ତ ! କ୍ଷସଇମାେଙ୍କ ପାଇ ିଁ ରନ୍ଧାକ୍ଷର ବଢାକ୍ଷର ତ ରାତିେିେ ଏକ କ୍ଷହଇସାରିୋଣ,ି ଆଉ କ୍ଷବୈବାହକି ଜୀବେକୁ କ୍ଷକମିତି ବା କ୍ଷସ 

ଉପକ୍ଷଭାଗ କରିକ୍ଷବ ! ଖାେି କ୍ଷସତିକି ତ େୁକ୍ଷହ ିଁ, େିେରାତି ଘକ୍ଷର କ୍ଷୋକ ହାଉୋଉ କ୍ଷହୋରୁ, ପତ୍ନୀ ସହତି ଏକାନ୍ତକ୍ଷର କିଛି ସମୟ 

କାଟିବାକୁ ବି ତାଙୁ୍କ ମିଳୁେର୍େିା । ଏମିତି ବି ପତ୍ନୀ େିଜ ପ୍ରଶଂସା ଶଣୁ ିଶଣୁ ିଏକ୍ଷତ ଉତଫୁଲି୍ଲତ କ୍ଷେ ମହାପାତ୍ରବାବୁଙ୍କ ପାଖକ୍ଷର ଘଡିଏ 

ବସି ରହ ିସଖୁେୁୁଃଖ କ୍ଷହବା ଅକ୍ଷପୋ କ୍ଷରାକ୍ଷେଇ ଘକ୍ଷର ୋଇ ଝାଳୋଳ କ୍ଷହବାକୁ ତାକୁ ଅଧକି ସଖୁକର ୋଗଛିୁ । 

 ମହାପାତ୍ରବାବୁ କ୍ଷେକ୍ଷତ ପ୍ରକାକ୍ଷର ବୁକ୍ଷେଇ ବାକ୍ଷେଇ କହକି୍ଷେ ବି କ୍ଷସ ଆକ୍ଷେୌ ଘରୁ ବାହାରକୁ େିବାକୁ ପ୍ରେୁତ ହୁଏୋ । 

‘ସନ୍ଧୟାକ୍ଷବକ୍ଷଳ କ’ଣ େିବା ମ, ଏଇକ୍ଷେ ତ ଖାଇବା ପିଇବା କ୍ଷବଳ ..’ । ରାତିକ୍ଷର େିବା କର୍ା କହକି୍ଷେ – ‘ୋ, ୋ, ଏଇକ୍ଷେ ବାପା 

ଆସିକ୍ଷବ … ଭାଇ ଆସିକ୍ଷବ ... କ୍ଷସମାେଙ୍କ ଖାଇବା ଟାଇମ କ୍ଷହଇେିବ, ମ ିଁ ୁୋଏ କ୍ଷରାକ୍ଷେଇଘରକୁ ..’ କହ ିଅବିଳକ୍ଷୱେ କ୍ଷସ ଖସି 

ଚାେିୋଏ ।  

 ଓୁଃ .. େନ୍ତ୍ରଣାେଗ୍ଧ ମହାପାତ୍ରବାବୁ ଛଟପଟ କ୍ଷହଇଉଠନି୍ତ । କାହି ିଁକି ଏମିତି ଝିଅକୁ ବାହା କ୍ଷହବାକୁ କ୍ଷସ ରାଜି କ୍ଷହଇ ୋଇର୍କି୍ଷେ େିଏ 

ସ୍ୱମୀର ମେ ଅକ୍ଷପୋ ତା’ କ୍ଷପଟକୁ ଅଧକି ଧ୍ୟାେ କ୍ଷେଉଛି, ଭାବି ମି୍ରୟମାଣ କ୍ଷହଇପଡକି୍ଷେ ।  
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 ହେହେ ଏଇହେ ଏକଥାକୁ ହେ କାୋକୁ ଅବା କେପିାରିହବ ! ଯିଏ ଶଣୁବି, ତାଙ୍କ କଟା ଘା’ହର ଚୂନ ମଳିବାକୁ ତତ୍ପର ହେଇଉଠିବ 

େହେ େହେ । ଏଇ ଦୁଇ ଦିନ ପବୂବରୁ େ ିତ ଦାେବାବୁ, ମୋନି୍ତବାବୁଙ୍କ ଆଗହର ନିଶକୁ ଫୁହେଇ ନିଜ ପତ୍ନୀର ଭୁରି ଭୁରି ପ୍ରଶଂୋ 

କରିଥହିେ ହେ । ତା’ରି ୋତରନ୍ଧା ଖାଇବାକୁ ହକମିତି ଘହର େବୁହବହଳ ହୋକ ୋଉଯାଉ ହେଉଛନି୍ତ ହବାେି ବହେଇ ଚହେଇ 

କେଥିହିେ । ଏଇହେ ହକାଉ ମେୁହଁର ତାଙ୍କ ମନ ତଳର ଦୁୁଃଖକୁ ହେମାନଙ୍କ ଆଗହର ପ୍ରକାଶ କରିବାକୁ ଯିହବ ହେ ! ବରଂ ଚୁପ ୍

ରେଯିିବା େି ଁଭେ ହେବ ତାଙ୍କ ପାଇ ଁଭାବି ଦାନ୍ତ କାମଡୁି ରେହିେ ।  

  ହେହେ ରେ ିପାରିହେନି ତାଙ୍କ ହବାଉ । ଏ କ’ଣ ? ହରାହେଇ ବାେହର ଆଗ୍ରେ ଅଛି ହବାେି ବଡ ଖେିୁହର ହବାେୂ କରିଥହିେ 

େତ, ହେହେ ପରିଣତି ଏପରି ହେବ ହବାେି ତ ହେ ଜାଣନିଥହିେ ! କୁଣଆି ମଇତ୍ର ଘରଛାଡି ଯିବାକୁ ପ୍ରସୁ୍ତତ ହେଉନାୋନି୍ତ । 

ହବାେୂର ପ୍ରଶଂୋ କରିବା ଆଳହର ନିତି ନିତି ମୋରାଜା ପରି ହଭାଜନ ଠ ଁୁ େି ଚାେିଛନି୍ତ । ହେଥପିାଇ ଁତାଙ୍କ ଆଥବୀକ ଅବସ୍ଥା ହକଉ ଁ

ସ୍ତରହର ଯାଇ ପେଞ୍ଚ ି ୋରିୋଣ,ି ହେକଥା ହକେ ି ଜାଣବିାକୁ ବି ପ୍ରସୁ୍ତତ ନୁେନି୍ତ ! ହେ ବି ହକାଉ ମେୁହଁର ହେମାନଙୁ୍କ ଯାଇ 

ଜହଣଇହବ ହଯ ଆଉ ତମମାନଙ୍କ ଖର୍ଚ୍ବ ଉହଠଇବାର ୋମଥବୟ ହମାର ନାେି ଁ, ହତଣ ୁନିଜ ନିଜ ଘରକୁ ହଫରିଯାଅ !  

   ବାୋଘର ହବହଳ ବଡ ହଜାର୍ ହର ତ କେହିଦଇଥହିେ ହଯ ବାଛି ବାଛି ହବାେୂ ଆଣଛିି, ହଦଖବି ରେଥିା ! ରୂପ ହଯମିତି, ଗଣୁ 

ବି ହେମିତି  । ହମା ପଅୁକୁ ଏହତ ଥଟ୍ଟା କରୁଥେି.. ବାୋଘର ହେଇପାରୁନି ହବାେି ଟାପରା କରୁଥେି, ଏଇହେ ହଦଖବି ହକମିତି 

ତା’ ଭାଗୟହର େୀରାଟିଏ ଅଛି ! ତୁମମାନଙ୍କ ହବାେୂ ତା’ର କାଣ ିଆେୁଠକିୁ ବି େରି ହେବନି । ଏଥହିର ମିଥୟା କିଛି ନଥେିା େତ, 

ହେହେ ତାଙ୍କ ନିଜର ହେେ ିକଥା ଏଇହେ ତାଙୁ୍କ େ ିମେୋ ପଡେିାଣ ି। ନିତି ନିତି ହେ ହମାଗୋଇ, ୋଇଦ୍ରାବାଦୀ, ଚାଇନିଜ,୍ 

ଥାଇ, ଖାଇି ଖାଇି ମନଟା ବିଚିକଟିା ଧରିୋଣ ି। ୋଧା ଭାତ ଗହେ ଆଉ ଜିରା ଫୁଟା ଡାେି ୋେକୁ ଆଳୁ ଭରତା ଟିହକ ଖାଇିବା 

ପାଇ ଁପାଟି ତରେି ଗୋଣ ି। ହେହେ ହକମିତି କେହିବ ହେକଥା କାୋକୁ ! ଘହର ହଯଉ ଁପଞୁ୍ଜାକ ଅତିଥ ିଦିନରାତି ତାରି ୋତରୁ 

ଖାଇିବା ପାଇ ଁଚାେି ଁବେିଛନି୍ତ, ଏକଥା ଶଣୁ ୁଶଣୁ ୁତ ହେମାହନ ନାକ ହଟକିହଦହବ ଆଗ । ମେୁ ଁଛିଞ୍ଚାଡି ନଶି୍ଚୟ କେହିବ – ହବେ 

ହପଟହର କି ଘିଅ େଜମ େୁଏ ! ଏହତ ଭେ ଖାଇବା ଖାଇବାର ଅଭୟାେ ତମର ଥହିେ େିନା ଖାଇପାରିବ !! 

  କିନ୍ତୁ ଯାୋ ପହଛ ହେଇଯାଉ, ହବାେୂକୁ ଏଥର କେହିବ ହେ । ମାହେ ବିତିଗୋଣ ି। ହଯତିକି ରାନି୍ଧୋ, ରାନି୍ଧୋ । େମହସ୍ତ 

ଖାଇହେ, ଖେିୁ ହେହେ, ପ୍ରଶଂୋ କହେ, େବୁ ଠିକ୍ ଅଛି । ଏଥର କିନ୍ତୁ େମହସ୍ତ ନିଜ ନିଜ ଘରକୁ ହଯପରି ହଫରିଯିହବ, ହେପରି 

ହରାହେଇ ହେଉ ।  

  ପରଦିନ େକାଳୁ େକାଳୁ ହବାେୂ ହରାହେଇଘହର ପାଦ ହଥାଇବା ପବୂବରୁ ହେ ଯାଇ ହେଠି ପେଞ୍ଚଗିହେ । ହଯହତ ଡବା ଡବି େବୁ 

ଥେିା, ହେେବୁ ହଖାେିକି ହଦଖହିେ । ଏ ମା’ … ଇଏ କ’ଣ ...? େବୁ ଡବା ତ ଖାେି ! ବାୋଘର ପବୂବରୁ ଘିଅ, ହତେ, କାଜ ୁକିେମିେ ୍

ଗରମ ମେୋ, ଗେୁ ମେୋ, ଡାେି ଚାଉଳ, ଜିରା ଧନିଆ, େବୁ ଭରି ହଦଇଥହିେ ହେ । ଜମାରୁ ମାେଟାଏ ହରାହେଇ କରି ହବାେୂ 

େବୁ ଖାେି କରି ପହକଇଛି ! ଏମିତି ହେହେ ଘର ହକମିତି ଚଳବି ? ପଅୁର ମାେକ ଦରମା ଯଦି ଏମିତି ପରକ ୁଖଆୁଇ ପିଆଇ 

ୋରିହଦବ, ହତହବ ଚଳିହବ ହକମିତି ! କିନ୍ତୁ େମେୟା ହେୋ, ହେ ଏହବ ତାକୁ ଆକଟ କରିହବ ହକମିତି ? ହକାଉ ମେୁହଁର କେହିବ 

ହଯ ବେୁତ ଖର୍ଚ୍ବ ହେଇଯାଉଛି, ହତଣ ୁଏହତ ଆଉ ହତେ ଘିଅ କାଜ ୁକିେମିେ ୍ ବୟବୋର କରି ହରାହେଇ କହେ ଚଳିବନି ! କ’ଣ 

ଭାବିବ ନୂଆ ହବାେୂଟା ? କେବି କି – ହକମିତିଆ ଦରିଦି୍ରଆ ଘରକ ୁବାପା ମା’ ହମାହତ ପହଠଇ ହଦଇଛନି୍ତ !!  

   ମାତ୍ର ପରିସି୍ଥତି ଯାୋ ହେୋଣ,ି େେୟ ବି ତ କରିହେଉନାେି ଁ। ଆଜି ଯଦି ନକେହିବ, ହତହବ ଅବସ୍ଥା ଆେୁରି ଅେମ୍ଭାଳ ହେଇଯିବ 

ଦିନକୁ ଦିନ । ହଯାଉଦିନ ବି କେହିବ, ପରିସି୍ଥତି ଏମିତି େ ିହେବ । ତା’ହେହେ ଆଜି କାେିକଁି ନୁହେ ଁ? ମନକୁ ବେୁତ ପ୍ରକାହର 

ବୁହେଇହେ .. ଏକଡ ହେକଡ କରି ବେୁତ ଚିନ୍ତା କହେ । ହଶେକୁ ନିର୍ଣ୍ବୟ ହନହେ ହଯ କେହିବ ତ ନିଶ୍ଚୟ, ହତହବ କଥାଟାକ ୁ

ଏମିତି ବାଗହର କେହିବ ହଯ ତାକୁ ହଯମିତି ବାଧବିନି । ମାହନ ୋପ ମାରିହବ ତ ନିଶ୍ଚୟ … ହତହବ ବାଡି ନଭାେିକି ! 

  େକାଳୁ େକାଳୁ ହରାହେଇଘହର ଶାଶଙୁୁ୍କ ଚିନ୍ତାମଗ୍ନ ହୋଇ ଠଆି ହେଇଥବିାର ହଦଖ,ି ହବାେୂ ପ୍ରଥହମ ଟିକିଏ ଶଙି୍କଗୋ । 

ହବାଧେୁଏ ଭାବୁଥବି – ଏ େଂପରୂ୍ଣ୍ବ ଇୋକାଟା ହମାର ହେଇଗୋ ପହର ଶାଶ ୁପଣୁ ିକାେିକଁି ଆେି ପାଦ ହଦଇଛନି୍ତ ଏଠି ! ମହନ 

ମହନ ୋମାନୟ ଅେନ୍ତୁଷ୍ଟ ବି ହେଇଯାଇଥବି, ହେଥହିର େହେେ ନାେି ଁ। ହତହବ ପ୍ରକାଶ ନକରି ଠଆି ହୋଇ ରେଗିୋ । 
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     ବେୋହୂର ଏବେ ମବେ ପଡୁଥଲିୋ ତୋ’ର ସୋଙ୍ଗସୋଥୀମୋବେ କହୁଥେିୋ ବ ୋବେ କଥୋ – ବରୋବେଇ ଏପରି ଏକ କଳୋ, ବ ୋଉଠ ି

େଡମୋବେ, େିବେେ କରି େୋେଘୁରର ବଲୋକମୋବେ ହସ୍ତବେପ କବଲ, ବସ କଳୋର ଆବ ୌ େିକୋେ ବହଇପୋବର େୋହି ିଁ । ଆଜି 

ବେୋବେ ବସମିତି କିଛି ଉବେେୟ ରଖ ିେୋେ ୁଆସି  ୋଇଛନି୍ତ ବରୋବେଇଘରକୁ । ମୋବେ େିଜ ଅଙୁ୍କେ ଚବଳଇେୋ ଉବେେୟବର ହ ି

ସକୋଳୁ ସକୋଳୁ ପହଞ୍ଚ ି ୋଇଛନି୍ତ । ମୋତ୍ର ବସମିତି ବହବଲ, ବସ ଆବ ୌ ବରୋବେଇ କରିପୋରିେ େୋହି ିଁ ବେୋଲି ସ୍ପଷ୍ଟ ଭୋେବର 

କହବି େ ।  ିଏ  ୋହୋ ଭୋେୁ ପବଛ, ବହବଲ ବ ୋଉ କଳୋକୁ ଏବତ କଷ୍ଟବର ବସ ଆୟତ କରିଛି, ତୋକୁ େିଜ ହସିୋେବର କରିକି ହ ି

ବସ ତୋ’ର ମଜୋ ଉବଠଇେ । ବତଣ ୁେିବେେ କିଛି ଉପବ େ ବ େୋ ଆରମ୍ଭ କରିବେ   ି, ବତବେ ବସ ବରୋବେଇଘର ଛୋଡ ି

ଚୋଲି ିେ ପବଛ .. ବହବଲ ଲଇ ିଁ ପଡିେ େୋହି ିଁ କ,ି ତୋଙ୍କ ହସିୋେବର ବରୋବେଇ କରି େିଜ କଳୋର େିବେେତୋକୁ ମୋରିବ େ େୋହି ିଁ । 

   ମବେ ମବେ ଚୋଲିଥେିୋ ତୋ’ର ସମସ୍ତ କଳ୍ପେୋ ଜଳ୍ପେୋ ଉପବର ପରୂ୍ଣ୍ଣବେ  ପବକଇ ଅତି ବେହବର େୋେ ୁତୋକୁ କହବିଲ, “ବେୋହୂ, 

ଆବମ ସମବସ୍ତ ଭୋରି ଖସିୁ ବ  ବତୋ’ ହୋତବର ସତବର ମୋ’ ଅନ୍ନପରୂ୍ଣ୍ଣୋ ଅଛନି୍ତ । ବତୋରି ଲୋ ି ଆବମ ଏବତ କିସମ କିସମ ଖୋ ୟର 

ସ୍ୱୋ  ଜୋଣପିୋରିଲୁ, ଖୋଇେୋର ବସୌଭୋ ୟ ପୋଇଲୁ । ବହବଲ କଥୋ କ’ଣ କ,ି ଏବତ  ରିଷ୍ଠ ବଭୋଜେ କରିେୋର ଅଭୟୋସ ତ ଆମର 

ଜମୋରୁ େଥଲିୋ । ବତଣ ୁ ୁଇ ିେ ବହେ ବମୋ ବପେେୋ ବକମିତି ବମୋଡି ବମୋଡି ବହଉଛି । ବତୋ’ ଶ୍ୱେରୁଙ୍କର ଅେସ୍ଥୋ େି ପ୍ରୋୟ ବସହ ି

ରକମର । ବତଣ ୁମ ିଁ ୁକ’ଣ କହୁଥଲିି କି ...” 

  େୋେଙୁ୍କ କଣ୍ଠବର ଏବତ ବେେ ିବକୋମଳତୋ ଥେିୋର ବ ଖ ିବେୋହୂର ମେ ପରୂୋ ଭିଜି ଭିଜି ଲୋ । େିଜକୁ େକି୍କୋରୀ ଉଠିଲୋ ବ  

ମିଛୁେୋବର ଅ ଥୋ କଥୋ ଭୋେି ବସ ଆତଙି୍କତ ବହୋଇପଡିେୋ ସବଙ୍ଗ ସବଙ୍ଗ କିଛି କଠିେ ପ ବେପ ବେଇ ିେୋକୁ ମେ ସି୍ଥର କରୁଥଲିୋ 

। େୋେ ୁତ ତୋ’ ବରୋବେଇକୁ ବେଇ କିଛି ଚର୍ଚ୍ଣୋ କରିେୋକୁ ଆସିେୋହୋନି୍ତ, େରଂ ଆସିଛନି୍ତ େିଜ ବପେ େିେୟବର କଛିି କହେିୋକୁ । 

ଖୋଲି ବସତିକି େୁବହ ିଁ, ତୋ’ର ବରୋବେଇ ବ  େୋସ୍ତେବର ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କ ମେକୁ ବମୋହପିୋରିଛି, ବସକଥୋ  ବେଣୋଉଛନି୍ତ ।  

  ବସ କିଛି କହେିୋ ପେୂଣରୁ ପଣୁ ିେୋେ ୁକହବିଲ, “ ୋହୋବହଉ ବରୋବେଇବର ବତୋର ଏବତ ଆଗ୍ରହ, ମବତ ଖେ୍ୁ ଖସିୁ କରିବ ଇଛି । 

ବହବଲ ବମୋର ଅେୁବରୋେ ଆଜି ଖୋଲି ସୋେୋ ଭୋତ, ଡୋଲି, ସନ୍ତୁଳୋ, େୋ , ଆଳୁ ଭରତୋ େିକଏି ରୋବେ ।“ 

େୋେଙୁ୍କ ପୋେିରୁ କଥୋେି େୋହୋରିଲୋ ମୋବତ୍ର ଚମକି ପଡିଲୋ ବେୋହୂ । ତୋ’ର ଏ ଚମକିେୋ େୋେଙୁ୍କ ଆଖରୁି େୋ ୍  ଲୋ େୋହି ିଁ । ବେୋହୂ 

କ’ଣ ଭୋେିେ ବେୋଲି ସବଙ୍ଗ ସବଙ୍ଗ କହ ିପବକଇବଲ, “ସତ କହୁଚି, ଆବମ ବତୋ’ ବରୋବେଇବର ଖେ୍ୁ ତୃପ୍ତ । ବହବଲ ସତ କହେିୋକ ୁ

 ବଲ ବରୋଜ ୍ବରୋଜ ୍ଏପରି ମହୋରୋଜୀୟ ଖୋ ୟ ଖୋଇେୋର ସୋମଥଣୟ ଆମର େୋହି ିଁ କ ିଅେୟମୋେଙୁ୍କ େସି ଖଆୁଇେୋର ତୋକତ େି 

େୋହି ିଁ । ବତଣ ୁଏବେ ଠୋରୁ ଘବର ସୋେୋରଣ ଖୋଇେୋ ହ ିେବେଇେୁ ।“ 

ବେୋହୂ ମହୁ ିଁବର ଆତଙ୍କ ଫୁେିଉଠିଲୋ । ଥ ଥ ମ ମ ବହଇ କହଲିୋ, “ବହବଲ କୁକଙ୍ି୍ଗ କ୍ଲୋସ ୍ବର ମବତ ଏ ଡୁୋ ତ ବକବେ େଖିୋ 

ବହଇେୋହ ିଁ ! ବସସେୁ ବକବେ ମ ିଁ ୁରୋେିେି କି ବକମିତି ରେୋହୁଏ େଖିେିି । ଖୋଲି ଭୋତ ଡୋଲି ରୋେିେୋକୁ କ’ଣ ମ ିଁ ୁଏବତ କଷ୍ଟ କରି 

କୁକିଙ୍୍ଗ କ୍ଲୋସ ୍ଜଏେ୍ କରିଥଲିି ! ବସସେୁ ତ  ିଏ େୋହି ିଁ ସିଏ ରୋେିପୋରିେ । ମ ିଁ ୁକୋହି ିଁକ ିବମୋର ଅ ଥୋ ସମୟ େଷ୍ଟ କରିେି ଏଠି । 

ମବତ ତ ବକେଳ ଏମିତି ହ ିବରୋବେଇ ହ ିଆବସ । ଆଉ ବସସେୁ ଖୋଇେୋକୁ ବହବଲ ଖର୍ଚ୍ଣ ତ କରିେୋକୁ ହି ିଁ ପଡିେ !” କହବି ଇ 

ବେୋହୂ  ଥୋେୀଘ୍ର ଚୂଲି ମଣୁ୍ଡକୁ ପବଳଇଲୋ ସକୋଳ ପୋଇ ିଁ କିଛି େିବେେ ଜଳଖଆିର ପ୍ରେେ କରିେୋ ପୋଇ ିଁ । ଆଉ ହତେୋକ୍ ବହୋଇ 

ମହୋପୋତ୍ର େୋେୁଙ୍କ ବେୋଉ ବସଇଠି ଠିଆ ବହଇ ବହଇ ଭୋେୁଥବିଲ, ସୋେପଅୁ େୋହୋଘର ପୋଇ ିଁ ଝିଅ ବ ଖେିୋକୁ  ବଲ ତୋ’ର ରୂପ 

 ଣୁ ପବଛ େବ ଖବିେ, ବହବଲ ଆ  ପଚୋରିବେ କୋହୋଠୁ ବରୋବେଇ େଖିଛିି ବସ —ମୋ’ ଭଉଣୀଙ୍କ ଠୋରୁ େୋ ବକୋଉ କକୁିଙ୍୍ଗ କ୍ଲୋସ ୍

ରୁ ! 

(JjÐ jêeZÞLÐe _Þ¯cÞ[ NÐÁÞLÐ hÐ«Þm[Ð cÞhÍ*e jÐ_ bDZÑ, @Ð^Ê_ÞL JXÞA jÐkÞ[Ô SN[e AN^ÐXÞe NÐÁÞLÐ 

LcfÐ h[`\Ñ _¡Þ, cÊcéÐBÒe aÐj Le«Þ Ð JXÞA jÐkÞ[Ô SN[LÊ NÁ, D`_ÔÐj, LaÞ[Ð cÐ^ÔcÒe _Þe«e 

DnÒLÐVÞe @a]Ð_ `ÐBÜ Òj akÊaÐe j®Ð_Þ[ Ð 25aià ÒkmÐZÞ cÊcéÐB JXÞA ckÞfÐ jÕj]e aÐiàÞL  cÊM`[Íe 

jÕ`Ð]_Ð LeÞ AjÊR«Þ Ð jÐÕ Í̀[ÞL jcjÔÐLÊ Ò_B [Ð*e @Ò_L S_`ÍÞ¯ N` bÞ[eÊ N`VÞH JjÐ `ÐWL/`ÐWÞLÐ* 
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ସହସ୍ର ସମ୍ପର୍କର ଢେଉ 

ସତ୍ୟ ପଟ୍ଟନାୟର୍ 

ମାସାଚ୍ୟ ୟଢସଟ୍ ସ ରାଜ୍ୟର ଢ ାଟ ସହର ଡାଲ୍ଟନ୍ ରୟ , ଢପନ୍ସ ସଲ୍ ଭାନସଆ ରାଜ୍ୟର ଢହାଢମଢେଡ୍ ସହର ପର୍ଯକୟନ୍ତ ପ୍ରାୟ ଚ୍ାରସଶହ ଅଠସ୍ତରୀ 

ମାଇଲର ଦୂରତ୍ାର୍ୟ ମ  ୟ ଆଠଘଣ୍ଟାରୟ  ର୍ମ ସମୟଢର ପରୂା ର୍ରସ ଢର୍ଯଢତ୍ଢେଢେ ଆପାଟକଢମଣ୍ଟ ଅଫସ ସ ସାମ୍ ନାଢର ଢମା ଟଢୟାଟା 

ର୍ାମ୍ରସର୍ୟ ପାର୍କ ର୍ଲସ , ଆପାଟକଢମଣ୍ଟ େନ୍ଦ ଢହୋର୍ୟ ମାତ୍ର ଦୟଇମସନସଟ ୋର୍ସ ଥଲିା | ଏଇ ଆଠଘଣ୍ଟା ଡ୍ରାଇଭ୍ ର ରାସ୍ତା ର୍ଡ େସଶ୍ରାମ 

ସ୍ଥେଢର ମ  ୟ ମାତ୍ର ଦୟଇଥର ରହସଥଲିସ , ପାଞ୍ଚ ପାଞ୍ଚ ମସନସଟ ପାଇ   | ଆଉ ଦୟଇଥର ୋରେକ୍ସ ର୍ଫସ  ପାଇ  , ଆଉ ପାଞ୍ଚ ପାଞ୍ଚ ମସନସଟ | 

ଢସଢତ୍ଢେେର୍ୟ ର୍ଯଦସଓ ପ୍ରଚ୍ୟ ର ଢଭାର୍ଢର ମ  ୟ ଆଉଟୟ ପାଉଟୟ  ଢହଲସଣସ ର୍ସନ୍ତୁ ମୟହୂଢତକ େସେମ୍ବ ନର୍ରସ ଏର୍ ନସିଃଶାସଢର ଆପାଟକଢମଣ୍ଟ୍ 

ଅଫସ ସ ଭସତ୍ଢର ପହ  ଚ୍ସଗଲସ |     

 “ଢହଢଲା, ମ  ୟ ଅରୟ ଣ ମସ..”, ଏତ୍ସର୍ସ ର୍ହୟର୍ହୟ, ଅଫସ ସ ଦାୟସତ୍ୱଢର ଥେିା ଆଫ୍ରସ ର୍ୀୟ ଆଢମରସର୍ୀୟ ଭଦ୍ରମହସୋ ଜ୍ଣଙ୍କ ତ୍ାଙ୍କ 

ର୍ମ୍ପୟୟଟର ପରଦାରୟ  ମୟହ   ନ ହଟାଇ ପାଖଢର ରଖାର୍ଯାଇଥେିା କ୍ସିଢ୍ ବାଡକର୍ୟ ଢମା ଆଡର୍ୟ େଢେଇଢଦଇ ର୍ହସଢଲ, “ଏଇ ଫମକଢର 

ଢର୍ଯଉ   ର୍ଯାଗା ମାନଙ୍କଢର ଆପଣଙ୍କ ନ  ା  ପା ଢହାଇ ସ, ତ୍ା‘ରସ ଉପଢର ଦସ୍ତଖତ୍ ର୍ରସଦସଅନ୍ତୁ ଏେଂ ଏ ରହସଲା ଆପଣଙ୍କ ଚ୍ାେସ, 

ଆପଣଙ୍କ ଆପାଟକଢମଣ୍ଟ ଆପଣଙ୍କୟ ସ୍ୱାଗତ୍ ର୍ରସୋପାଇ   ସମ୍ପରୂ୍ଣ୍କରୂଢପ ପ୍ରସ୍ତୟତ୍ |” 

     ସଢତ୍ ଢର୍ଯମସତ୍ସ ର୍ମ୍ପୟୟଟର ପରଦାଢର ଢମାର ଗତ୍ସେସଧ ିଉପଢର ନଜ୍ର ରଖଥିଢିଲ ଢସ | 

   ମ  ୟ  ଦସ୍ତଖତ୍ ର୍ରସ ଫମକର୍ୟ ଢଫରାଇ ଢଦଲାଢେେର୍ୟ ଢସ ଅଫସ ସ େନ୍ଦ ର୍ରସୋପାଇ    ସଡା ଢହାଇ ସାରସଥଢିଲ | ଢମା ମନଭସତ୍ରୟ  

ର୍ସ ସ ପ୍ରଶ୍ ନ ମୟଣ୍ଡ ଢଟର୍ୟଥଢିଲ ମଧ୍ୟ ପଚ୍ାରସୋପାଇ   ମ  ୟ ସଢଙ୍କାଚ୍ ଢୋଧର୍ଲସ | ଆପାଟକଢମଣ୍ଟ ଚ୍ାେସ ଧରସ ମ  ୟ ଢମା ର୍ାର ପାଖର୍ୟ ଆସସଲସ 

ଏେଂ ଢଦଖଲିସ ଢର୍ଯ ଢସ ମଧ୍ୟ ଢମା ପଢ  ପଢ  ୋହାରସଗଢଲ | 

  ମ  ୟ  ଦସ୍ତଖତ୍ ର୍ରସ ଫମକର୍ୟ ଢଫରାଇ ଢଦଲାଢେେର୍ୟ ଢସ ଅଫସ ସ େନ୍ଦ ର୍ରସୋପାଇ    ସଡା ଢହାଇ ସାରସଥଢିଲ | ଢମା ମନଭସତ୍ରୟ  

ର୍ସ ସ ପ୍ରଶ୍ ନ ମୟଣ୍ଡ ଢଟର୍ୟଥଢିଲ ମଧ୍ୟ ପଚ୍ାରସୋପାଇ   ମ  ୟ ସଢଙ୍କାଚ୍ ଢୋଧର୍ଲସ | ଆପାଟକଢମଣ୍ଟ ଚ୍ାେସ ଧରସ ମ  ୟ ଢମା ର୍ାର ପାଖର୍ୟ ଆସସଲସ 

ଏେଂ ଢଦଖଲିସ ଢର୍ଯ ଢସ ମଧ୍ୟ ଢମା ପଢ  ପଢ  ୋହାରସଗଢଲ |  

ମ  ୟ ଆପାଟକଢମଣ୍ଟର୍ୟ ଆସସ ତ୍ାଲା ଢଖାଲସୋର୍ୟ ଢଚ୍ୋର୍ଲସ  | ଅଢନର୍ଥର ଏପଟ ଢସପଟ ର୍ରସୋ ସଢେ ମଧ୍ୟ ତ୍ାଲା ଢଖାଲସଲାନସ  | 

ଢସଇ ସମୟଢର ଏର୍ େୃଦ୍ଧ ଦମ୍ପତ୍ସ ୋହାରୟ  ଆସସଢଲ ଓ ଢମା ସାମ୍ ନା ଆପାଟକଢମଣ୍ଟ ଢଖାଲସ ଭସତ୍ରର୍ୟ ଗଢଲ  |  ଢସମାନଙ୍କର େୟସ 

ନସଶ୍ଚସତ୍ ଭାଢେ ଅଶୀ ଉପଢର ଢହେ  | େୃଦ୍ଧା ଜ୍ଣର୍ ହୟଇଲ୍ ଢଚ୍ୟାରଢର େସସଥାଆନ୍ତସ ଓ େୃଦ୍ଧ େୟକ୍ତସ ହୟଇଲ୍ ଢଚ୍ୟାର ହୟାଢଣ୍ଡଲର୍ୟ 

ପ ରୟ  ଧରସ େଡ ର୍ଯତ୍ନର ସହ ତ୍ାଙ୍କୟ ଢନଉଥାଆନ୍ତସ  | 

  ଢମାଢତ୍ ଲାଗସଲା, ଢସ ଢମା ଆଡର୍ୟ ଧ୍ୟାନ ନଢଦଇ ଭସତ୍ରର୍ୟ ଗଢଲ | ପ୍ରାୟ ପାଞ୍ଚ ମସନସଟ ପଢର ପୟଣସ ୋହାରର୍ୟ ଆସସଢଲ ଢସ  

ହୟଏତ୍ ତ୍ାଙ୍କ ନଜ୍ର ଢମା ଉପଢର ପଡସଥଲିା ଏେଂ ଢସ ନସଶ୍ଚସତ୍ ଭାଢେ େୟଝସପାରସଥଢିଲ ଢର୍ଯ ମ  ୟ ତ୍ାଲା ଢଖାଲସୋ ନସମଢନ୍ତ ଢେଶ ୍

ସମୟ ଲଢଗଇଲସଣସ, ତ୍ଥାପସ ତ୍ାଲା ଢଖାଲୟନସ |  

  ଢସ ଢମା ନସର୍ଟର୍ୟ ଆସସଢଲ ଏେଂ ର୍ହସଢଲ, “ଢହଢଲା, ର୍ଣ ତ୍ାଲା ଢଖାଲସୋଢର ଅସୟେସଧା ଢହଉ ସ ର୍ସ?”  

ମ  ୟ ର୍ହସଲସ , “ସାର୍, ପ୍ରାୟ ଢର୍ାଡସଏ ମସନସଟ ଢହଲା ଢଚ୍ୋ ର୍ରୟ  ସ, ଢୋଧହୟଏ ଆପାଟକଢମଣ୍ଟ ଅଫସ ସ ଭୟ ଲ ଚ୍ାେସ ଢଦଇଢଦଇ ସ, ର୍ସନ୍ତୁ 

ଅଫସ ସ େନ୍ଦ ଢହାଇଗଲାଣସ, ଏଢେ ର୍ଣ ର୍ରସେସ ର୍ସ ସ େୟଝସପାରୟ ନସ |” 

  “େୟସ୍ତ ହୟଅନସ, ଚ୍ାେସ ଢଦଖାଅ,” ଢସ ଆତ୍ମେସଶ୍ୱାସର ସହସତ୍ ର୍ହସଢଲ | ମ  ୟ ତ୍ାଙ୍କ ହାତ୍ର୍ୟ ଚ୍ାେସ େଢେଇଢଦଲସ | ଢସ ଚ୍ାେସର୍ୟ ତ୍ାଲା 

ଭସତ୍ଢର ପଢୂରଇଢଲ ଏେଂ ଥରର୍ଢର ଢଖାଲସଢଦଢଲ | 

“ଏଥଢିର ଢ ାଟସଆ ଢର୍ୌଶେ ଅ ସ, ହାଲର୍ା ପ ର୍ୟ ଢଠଲସ ଡାହାଣର୍ୟ ଢମାଡସୋର୍ୟ ଢହେ”, ର୍ହସ ଢମାଢତ୍ ପ୍ରଦଶକନ ଜ୍ରସଆଢର  

େୟଝ|ଇ ଢଦଢଲ ଢର୍ାଉଠସ ମ  ୟ ଭୟ ଲ ର୍ରୟ ଥଲିସ  | ତ୍ାପଢର ତ୍ାଙ୍କ ସାମ୍ ନାଢର ଢମାଢତ୍ ଥଢର ର୍ରସ ଢଦଖାଇୋର୍ୟ ର୍ହସଢଲ | ମ  ୟ 

ଢସଥଢିର ଉତୀର୍ଣ୍କ ଢହଲସ | 
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“ଅଭିଜ୍ଞତା ବନୁ୍ଧ, ଅଭିଜ୍ଞତା ! କିଛିତ ମଲୂ୍ୟ ଅଛି ଅଭିଜ୍ଞତାର ! ” ଟିକକ ଉଚ୍ଚସ୍ୱରକର କହକିଲ୍ କେ  ମ   ୁମଧ୍ୟ ସି୍ମତହେ କେଇ ତାଙ୍କ 

କଥାକୁ େମଥଥନ ଜଣାଇଲି୍ | େଂକେପ ଐପଚାରିକ ବାର୍ତ୍ଥାଳାପ ପକର ମ   ୁତାଙୁ୍କ “ଗଡୁନାଇଟ୍” କହ ିଭିତରକୁ ଗଲି୍ ଓ କେ ମଧ୍ୟ 

ତାଙ୍କ ଆପାଟଥକମଣ୍ଟକ ୁକେରିଗକଲ୍ | 

  ପରେିନ େକାଳ ନଅଟାକର କମା କଡାର୍ କବଲ୍୍ ବାଜିଲ୍ା | ମ   ୁତା‘ର େଶ ମିନିଟ ପବୂଥରୁ ଉଠିଥାଏ | ରବିବାର, କତଣ ୁଅେିେ 

ଛୁଟି | ପରୂା େିନ ବାହାରକୁ ଯିବାର କକୌଣେି କଯାଜନା ନଥାଏ | ୋଥକିର ଆଣଥିବିା ଲ୍କଗଜକୁ କ ାଲି୍ ଠିକ ଯାଗାକର ର ାର  ି

କରିବା ହି   ଆଜିର କାମ ଭାବି ମାଇକରାକେଭ୍ କର ଚା ର ଥିାଏ | କବାଟ କ ାଲି୍ କେ ଲିି୍ କଯ କେଇ ବୃଦ୍ଧ ଭଦ୍ରବୟକି୍ତ, ମିଷ୍ଟର 

ସି୍ମଥ ୍ଛିଡା କହାଇଛନି୍ତ |  

“ମ   ୁଭିତରକୁ ଆେିପାକରକ ି?” କେ ପଚାରିକଲ୍  

ମ   ୁକିଛି କହବିା ପବୂଥରୁ କେ ଭିତରକୁ ପଶଆିେିକଲ୍ ଏବଂ କୋୋ ଉପକର ବେିକଲ୍ | 

“ମ   ୁଭାରତୀୟ ଚା ତିଆରି କରୁଛି, ଆପଣ ପିଇବାକୁ ଚାହି  କବ ?” ମ   ୁ ଧୀର ସ୍ୱରକର ପଚାରିଲି୍ | 

“ଓଃ, ଆଇ ଉଡ୍ ଲ୍ଭ୍ ଟୁ ଡ୍ରିଙ୍୍କ ଇଣି୍ଡଆନ୍ ଟି ଆଣ୍ଡ୍ ଥୟାଙ୍୍କ ୟୁ କୋ ମଚ୍ େର୍ ଅେରିଙ୍୍ଗ ” କେ ହେିହେି କହକିଲ୍ |  

ତାଙ୍କ ହାତକୁ ଚା କପ ୍ବକେଇ କେଇ ମ   ୁକୋୋ ଉପକର ବେି ପଡିଲି୍ ଏବଂ ପଚାରିଲି୍, “କକକବଠୁ ଏଇ ଆପାଟଥକମଣ୍ଟକର 

ଅଛନି୍ତ?”  

 “ଏଇ ଆପାଟଥକମଣ୍ଟକର କମାର େଶ ବର୍ଥ କହାଇଗଲ୍ା | ବହୁତ ଭଲ୍ ଆପାଟଥକମଣ୍ଟ | ଅକନ୍ତଃବାେୀମାନଙ୍କର ଯତ୍ନ ଠକିକର 

ନିଅନି୍ତ | ଚବିଶ ଘଣ୍ଟା କଷ୍ଟମର୍ େକପାଟଥ, ରାତି ଅଧକର ଡାକକିଲ୍ ମଧ୍ୟ ଘଣ୍ଟାକ ଭିତକର କକହ ିନା କକହ ିଆେି ପହ  ଚିଯିବ |” 

କହକିଲ୍ କେ | 

ମ   ୁଆତ୍ମତୃପି୍ତର େୀଘଥଶ୍ୱାେ କନଇ ମକନମକନ ଭାବିଲି୍, “ଯାହାକହଉ, ଈଶ୍ୱରଙ୍କ ଅନୁକମ୍ପାରୁ କମାକତ ଠିକ୍ ଆପାଟଥକମଣ୍ଟ 

ମିଳିଯାଇଛି | େୁଇବର୍ଥ ଭଲ୍କର କଟିବ |” 

କେ ପଣୁ ିକହକିଲ୍, “କମାର ଜନ୍ ମ ଏଇ େହରକର | କମା କଜକଜବାପା ଜମଥାନୀରୁ ଆେିଥକିଲ୍ ଏବଂ ଏହ ିେହରକର ଥବିା ଷି୍ଟଲ୍୍ 

କାର ାନାକର ଶ୍ରମିକ ରୂକପ କାମ କରୁଥକିଲ୍ | କମା କଜକଜମାଙ୍କ ପରିବାର ଆୟରଲ୍ାଣ୍ଡରୁ ଆେିଥକିଲ୍ | କମା ବାପା ମଧ୍ୟ କେଇ 

ଷି୍ଟଲ୍୍ ମିଲ୍କର କାମ କକଲ୍ | କେ ଜକଣ ଶ୍ରମିକକନତା ଥକିଲ୍ | ଥକର ମିଲ୍୍ ମାଲି୍କ ସ୍କଟଲ୍ାଣ୍ଡକର େପରିବାର ଛୁଟି କକଟାଉଥବିା 

େମୟକର ୋୟିତ୍ୱକର ଥବିା ମୟାକନଜର ଶ୍ରମିକମାନଙ୍କ େହତି ଅେୋଚରଣ କକଲ୍ | ବିନା କନାଟିେ ୍କର କିଛି ଶ୍ରମିକଙୁ୍କ ଛକଟଇ 

କରିବା େହ ଶ୍ରମିକଙ୍କ ପ୍ରତି ଘଣ୍ଟା ମଜରୁୀ କକମଇେିଆଗଲ୍ା | ଅନୟ ମାନଙୁ୍କ ଅଧକିା େମୟ କାମ କରିବାକୁ ବାଧ୍ୟ କରାଗଲ୍ା | 

କମା ବାପାଙ୍କ କନତୃତ୍ୱକର ଶ୍ରମିକମାକନ ଧମଥଘଟ ଆରମ୍ଭ କରିକେକଲ୍ | ଘରୁ ସ୍ତ୍ରୀକଲ୍ାକ ଏବଂ ପିଲ୍ାମାକନ ମଧ୍ୟ ବାହାରିଆେି 

ମିଲ୍୍ ୋମ୍ ନାକର ଧାରଣା କେକଲ୍ | ପ୍ରାୟ ତିନି ମାେ ଏପରି ଚାଲି୍ଲ୍ା | କଯକତକବକଳ ତିନିହଜାର ଶ୍ରମିକ କାମ କରିବାକୁ 

େଂପରୂ୍ଣ୍ଥରୂକପ ମନା କରିକେକଲ୍ ମିଲ୍୍ ମୟାକନଜକମଣ୍ଟ “କନେନାଲ୍ ଡିକଟକଟିଭ୍ ଏକଜନ୍ି”ି ନାମକୁ ନିଯକିୁ୍ତ କେକଲ୍ ଯାହାର କାମ 

କହଲ୍ା ନୂଆ ଶ୍ରମିକ ଆଣ ିମିଲ୍୍ ଚଲ୍ାଇବା | ଶ୍ରମିକମାକନ ଡିକଟକଟିଭ୍ ଏକଜନ୍ିକିୁ ଅଟକାଇବାକୁ କଚଷ୍ଟାକକଲ୍ | ମଧ୍ୟରାତି୍ରକର 

କିଛି ଡିକଟକଟିଭ େେେୟ ଧମଥଘଟକାରୀଙ୍କ ମଧ୍ୟରୁ କିଛି ଜଣଙୁ୍କ ଜବରେସ୍ତ ଟାଣ ିକେଠାରୁ କଛିି େୂରକୁ କଘାର୍ାରି କନକଲ୍ | ତାଙୁ୍କ 

ରୋକରିବାକୁ ଯାଇ ଧାରଣାକର ବେିଥବିା ଅନୟମାକନ ବି ତାଙ୍କ ପକଛପକଛ ଚାଲି୍କଲ୍ | କେଥକିର ସ୍ତ୍ରୀ ଓ ପିଲ୍ାମାକନ ମଧ୍ୟ 

ଥକିଲ୍ | େୁଇ େଳଙ୍କ ମଧ୍ୟକର ରାତି ଅନ୍ଧାରକର ଲ୍କେଇ କହଲ୍ା | େକାକଳ ଲ୍କେଇ କମିଲ୍ା ପକର େୁଇ ପେରୁ କିଛି ମତୃ 

ଶରୀର ମିଳିଲ୍ା କଯଉ  ଥକିର କମା ବାପାଙ୍କ ମତୃ କେହ ମଧ୍ୟ ଥଲି୍ା |  ଏଥକିର ଶ୍ରମିକ ଏକତା ଭାଙି୍ଗ ଗଲ୍ା ଓ କେମାକନ ହାର 

ମାନିକଲ୍ |” 

“ତାପକର?” ମ   ୁଆଗ୍ରହର େହ ପଚାରିଲି୍ | 

 “କମାକତ କେକତକବକଳ ମାତ୍ର ଚଉେ ବର୍ଥ | ଘରର ୋୟିତ୍ୱ ଏକବ କମା ଉପରକୁ ଆକପଆକପ ଆେିଗଲ୍ା | ମ   ୁସ୍କଲୁ୍ ଛାଡି 

ମିଲ୍୍ କର ମଜେୁରୀ କରିବା ଆରମ୍ଭ କରିକେଲି୍ | କମା ବାପାଙ୍କର ଗଭୀର ଇଚ୍ଛା ଥଲି୍ା କଯ ମ   ୁହାଇସ୍କଲୁ୍ ପାେ ୍କରି କକଲ୍ଜକୁ  
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 ଯାଏ | ମ ା ପରିବାରର ଇତିହାସମର ମସ ପଯୟ୍ନ୍ତ ମେହ ିହାଇସ୍କଲୁ ପାସ ୍େରିନଥମିଲ | େିନ୍ତୁ ବାପାଙ୍କ ଇଚ୍ଛା ପରୂଣ ମହାଇ 

ପାରିଲା ନାହି ିଁ |” ମସ େହମିଲ  

ଆଉ ଆପଣଙ୍କ  ା?”  ିଁ ୁଆଗ୍ରହ ସହୋମର ପଚାରିଲି | “ବାପାଙ୍କ ଅୋଳ ବିମ ାଗମର  ା ଭାଙି୍ଗପଡିମଲ |  ିଁ ୁପଣ େଲି ମଯ  ା 

ଙ୍କ ଆଖମିର ମେମବ ଲୁହ ଆସିବାେୁ ମେବିନି | ମସ ସ  ମର ପରିବାରର ସ୍ତ୍ରୀ  ାମନ ୋ  େରିବାେୁ ବାହାରେୁ ଯାଉନଥମିଲ | 

େଠିନରୁ େଠନି ପରିଶ୍ର  େରି  ା ଙୁ୍କ ସଖୁ ମେବା ମହଲା ମ ାର ବାେି ଜୀବନର ଲକ୍ଷ୍ୟ | ମସ େହମିଲ | 

   ିଁ ୁତାଙ୍କ ସ୍ୱରମର  େୁୃତା ଲକ୍ଷ୍ୟ େଲି | ମବାଧହୁଏ   ା ଙ୍କର େଥା ଚର୍ଚ୍ା୍ମର ଆସିବାରୁ ମସ ନିଜଭିତମର ଆମବଗର ଜଆୁର 

ଅନୁଭବ େମଲ |   

 ତାଙ୍କର `earàÑ ଜୀବନ ଜାଣବିାେୁ ମ ାର ଆଗ୍ରହ ମହଲା |  ିଁ ୁପଚାରିଲି, “ତାପମର େଣ ମହଲା?” 

 “ତାପମର ଆଉ େଣ | ସ  କ୍ରମ  ବିବାହ ମହଲା | ପଅୁଟିଏ ମହଲା | ବାପାଙ୍କ ଇଚ୍ଛାେୁ ପରୂଣ େରିବାପାଇ ିଁ ପଅୁେୁ େମଲଜ 

ପଠାଇଲି | ଏମବ ପଅୁ ବୟାଙ୍କମର  ୟାମନଜର, ଏଇଠୁ ପ୍ରା  ମେଢ ଶହ  ାଇଲ େୂରମର |” ମସ େହମିଲ | 

 ିଁ ୁଲକ୍ଷ୍ୟ େଲି ତାଙ୍କ  ହୁ ିଁମର ଏମବ ପରିତୃପି୍ତର ଭାବ | 

“ଆପଣଙ୍କ ପତ୍ନୀ...”  ିଁ ୁଆଗେୁ ପଚାରୁ ପଚାରୁ ମସ ମ ା େଥା ନସରୁଣ ୁେହମିଲ, “ସାରା ଜୀବନ ମ ା ପତ୍ନୀ ମ ାର ଏବଂ ମ ା 

ପରିବାରର ସ ସ୍ତ ୋ ିତ୍ୱ େୁଲାଇଛନି୍ତ | େିନ୍ତୁ ଗଲା ମୋଡିଏ ବର୍ ୍ମହଲା ତାଙ୍କର ଡାହାଣ ପାଖ ପାରାଲିସିସ ୍|  ିଁ ୁତାଙ୍କର ସବୁ 

ୋ  େମର | ହୁଇଲ୍ ମଚ ାରମର ବମସଇ ପ୍ରତିେିନ ଘଣ୍ଟାଏ ପାେମ୍ର ବୁଲାଏ | ଏଇ ବ ସମର ଜମଣ ସାଥୀର  ାନସିେ 

ସହା ତା ଜୀବନମର ନିହାତି ଆବଶୟେ | ଅଳ୍ପ ବ ସମର ଆ ର ବିବାହ ମହାଇଥଲିା | ଆ  ବିବାହେୁ ର୍ାଠିଏ ବର୍ ୍ପରିୁବ 

ଆଉ ମେଇ  ାସମର |” 

“ଆପଣଙ୍କ ଜୀବନ ସଂଘର୍ ୍  ମହମଲବି  ିଁ ୁତା ଭିତମର ପ୍ରାପି୍ତ ମେଖପିାରୁଛି, ଆପଣ ଜୀବନ ଉପମର ବିଜ  ଲାଭ 

େରିପାରିଛନି୍ତ |”  ିଁ ୁଆମବଗିେ ସ୍ୱରମର େହଲିି | 

“ମ ାର ମେୌଣସି ଗ୍ଳାନି ନାହି ିଁ |  ିଁ ୁମ ାର ଜୀବନେୁ ମନଇ ଖବ୍ୁ ଖସିୁ | ପ୍ରମତୟେ  ହୂୁର୍ତ୍େ୍ୁ  ିଁ ୁଗଭୀର ଭାବମର ଜିଇ ିଁ ଛି, ଏେେ  ୍

ନିେଟରୁ ମେଖଛିି |” ମସ େହମିଲ ଏବଂ ପତ୍ନୀଙୁ୍କ  ଧ୍ୟାହ୍ନ ମଭାଜନ ମେବାର ସ   ମହାଇଗଲା େହ ିଉଠି ଚାଲିଗମଲ | 

ପ୍ରା  ଛଅ  ାସ ପମର ମଗାଟିଏ ୱେିଏଣ୍ଡ୍ ଅପରାହ୍ନମର େିଏ ମଡାର୍ ମବଲ୍  ାରିଲା |  ିଁ ୁମଖାଲି ମେମଖ ତ ଜମଣ ଆମ ରିେୀ  

ଭଦ୍ରମଲାେ | ମସ ମ ା ସହତି େଥା ମହବାେୁ ଚାହି ିଁମଲ |  ିଁ ୁଭିତରେୁ ଡାେଲିି | 

ମସ େହମିଲ, “ସାର୍, ଆପଣଙ୍କ ସାମ୍ ନାମର ମଯଉ ିଁ ବୃଦ୍ଧ େମ୍ପତି ରହୁଛନି୍ତ  ିଁ ୁତାଙ୍କର ପଅୁ  ଏଠୁ ମେଢଶହ  ାଇଲ େୂରମର ଅନୟ 

ଏେ ସହରମର  ିଁ ୁରମହ | ବାପାଙ୍କ ସହତି ଆପଣଙ୍କର ବନୁ୍ଧତାେୁ ମନଇ ବାପା ଅମନେ ସ  ମର େୁହନି୍ତ |  ଆପଣ ତାଙୁ୍କ ଏମତ 

ସ   ମେଉଛନି୍ତ, ମସଥପିାଇ ିଁ  ିଁ ୁହୃେ ରୁ ଧନୟବାେ ମେଉଛି |” 

   ିଁ ୁେହଲିି, “ନାଇ ିଁ, ଏ ିତି ଔପଚାରିେ ହୁଅନ୍ତୁନି | ଆପଣଙ୍କ ବାପା ଜମଣ ସ୍ୱ ଂ ସମ୍ପର୍ୂ୍ଣ୍ ବୟକି୍ତ | ଅନୁେମ୍ପାର ଅବତାର | ମସ 

ଅନୟ ାନଙ୍କ ପାଇ ିଁ ମପ୍ରରଣା | ତାଙ୍କ ସହତି ମ ାର ପ୍ରମତୟେ  ହୂୁର୍ତ୍ ୍ ହାଘ,୍ ତୀଥଯ୍ାତ୍ରାଠୁ େିଛି େ  ନୁମହ ିଁ |  ିଁ ୁ ଧ୍ୟ ତାଙ୍କ 

ନିେଟରୁ ଅମନେ େିଛି ଶଖିଛିୁ | ତା ଛଡା ସ   ୋଟିବା ପାଇ ିଁ   ା‘ଠୁ ଆଉ ଭଲ ଉପା  ଆଉ େଣ ମହାଇପାମର?” ମସ ପଣୁ ି

େହମିଲ, “ମଯମହତୁ ମସ ାମନ ଏଇ ସହରମର ତାଙ୍କର ସାରା ଜୀବନ ବିମତଇଛନି୍ତ ତାଙୁ୍କ ମଯମତ ଅନୁମରାଧ େମଲ  ଧ୍ୟ ମସ 

ମ ା ପାଖମର ଆସି ରହବିାପାଇ ିଁ ରାଜି ମହଉନାହାନି୍ତ |” 

  ିଁ ୁେହଲିି, “ ିଁ ୁଆପଣଙ୍କ ଦ୍ୱନ୍ଦ୍ୱ ବୁଝିପାରୁଛି |  େିନ୍ତୁ ଏ ସ୍ୱାଭାବିେ େଥା |” 

 ମସ ପଣୁ ିେହମିଲ, “ଆସନ୍ତା ଶନବିାର ମ ା ବାପା  ା‘ଙ୍କର ବିବାହ ବାରି୍େୀ |  ିଁ ୁଏଠାରୁ ଅମଢଇ ଘଣ୍ଟା େୂରମର, ମୱଷ୍ଟ 

ଭଜିନିଆମର “ମଷ୍ଟାନୱାଲ ରିଜଟ ୍“ େୁଇେିନ ପାଇ ିଁ  ଭଡାମର ମନଉଛି | ଆସନ୍ତା ୱେିଏଣ୍ଡେୁ ଆପଣ ାମନ ମ ା ବାପା  ାଙ୍କ  
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 ସହତି ସସଇଠି ବିସତଇବା ପାଇ ଁମ ଁୁଁ ଆମନ୍ତ୍ରଣ କରୁଁ ଛି |  ଆପଣ ଆପଣଙ୍କ ବନ୍ଧୁଁମାନଙ୍କୁଁ ସନଇ ନଶି୍ଚୟ ଆସିସବ |” 

 ତାଙ୍କର ବିବାହ ବାରି୍ଷକୀ ଦିନ ମ ଁୁଁ ଓ ସମାର ସହକମମୀଙ୍କ ସସମତ ପ୍ରାୟ ସକାଡିଏଟି ସଦଶର ନାଗରିକ ମିସସସ ୍ଏବଂ ମିଷ୍ଟର୍ ସି୍ମଥ ୍

ବିବାହ ବାରି୍ଷକୀ ପାଳନ କରିବା ନିମସେ ସଷ୍ଟାନୱାଲ ରିଜଟମସର ପହଚିଁଲୁଁ  |  ତାଙ୍କ ପୁଁଅ ମଧ୍ୟ ଅନୟ କିଛି ବିସଦଶୀ ନାଗରିକଙ୍କୁଁ 

ଆମନି୍ତ୍ରତ କରିଥସିଲ | ସି୍ମଥ ୍ପରିବାର ସହତି ଆସମ ପରୂା ୱକିଏଣ୍ଡ୍ ରିଜଟମସର ରହଲିୁଁ  | 

    ତାଙ୍କ ପୁଁଅ କହସିଲ,“ସମା ବାପା ମାଙ୍କର ପଥୃବିୀ ଭ୍ରମଣ କରିବାର ପ୍ରବଳ ଇଚ୍ଛା ଥଲିା | କିନ୍ତୁ ସସସତସବସଳ ତାଙ୍କ ପାଖସର 

ସମ୍ବଳ ନଥଲିା | ସମାର ଆପଣଙ୍କୁଁ ଅନୁଁସରାଧ ସେ ଆମକୁଁ ଆପଣମାନଙ୍କ ସଦଶ, ସଂସ୍କତିୃ ଇତୟାଦି ବିର୍ଷୟସର ଅବଗତ କରାନ୍ତୁ |” 

 ବିଭିନ୍ନ ସଦଶର ସଂସ୍କତିୃ, ଐତିହୟ ଓ ପରମ୍ପରା  ଇତୟାଦି ବିର୍ଷୟସର ସମସେ ନିଜନିଜର ବକ୍ତବୟ ରଖସିଲ | ସଶର୍ଷସର ମିଷ୍ଟର 

ସି୍ମଥ ୍ତାଙ୍କ ଜୀବନସର ବିବାହ ବାରି୍ଷକୀକୁଁ ୟା‘ଠୁଁ  ଅଧକି ସୁଁନ୍ଦର ଭାସବ ପବୂମରୁଁ  ସକସବ ପାଳନ କରିନାହାେି କହ ିସମେଙ୍କ ପ୍ରତି 

କୃତଜ୍ଞତା ଜ୍ଞାପନ କସଲ | ତାଙ୍କ ଆଖସିର ଆତ୍ମବିସଭାରତାର ଔଜଲ୍ଲ୍ୟ ମ ଁୁଁ ସଦଖବିାକୁଁ ପାଇଲି | ମିଷ୍ଟର ସି୍ମଥ ୍ମସତ ବିଶାଳ ସମୁଁଦ୍ର 

ପରି ସଦଖାଗସଲ , ସମାସତ ଲାଗିଲା ସେମିତି ସସ ସମୁଁଦ୍ର ଭିତସର ସହସ୍ର ସମ୍ପକମର ସେଉ ଭାସୁଁଛି ଏବଂ ପ୍ରତିଟି ସମ୍ପକମସର ପରୂ୍ଣ୍ମତା 

ରହଛିି | ସି୍ମଥ ୍ପରିବାରର ଏହ ିଅନାବିଳ ତୟାଗକୁଁ ଉପଲବ୍ଧି କରିବା ପବୂମରୁଁ  ପଶି୍ଚମ ସଦଶସର ଏ ପ୍ରକାରର ସମ୍ପକମ ସଦଖବିାକୁଁ ମିଳିବ 

ସବାଲି ସମାର କଳ୍ପନାର ବାହାସର ଥଲିା | 

  ରିଜଟମରୁଁ  ବାହାରିବା ସମୟସର ମ ଁୁଁ ବୃଦ୍ଧ ଦମ୍ପତିଙ୍କୁଁ ସମା ଗାଡିସର ଆସିବା ପାଇ ଁଅନୁଁସରାଧ କଲି | 

ତାଙ୍କ ପୁଁଅ ସମା ସହ ହାତ ମିସଳାଉ ମିସଳାଉ କହସିଲ , “ସାର୍, ଆପଣଙ୍କୁଁ ଅସନକ ଅସନକ ଧନୟବାଦ |  କିନ୍ତୁ ବାପା ମା ସମା 

ସହତି ଆସୁଁଛେି | ତାଙ୍କୁଁ ଆପାଟମସମଣ୍ଟସର ଛାଡି ମ ଁୁଁ ସାସେସାସେ ସମା ସହର ଅଭିମସୂଖ ବାହାରିେିବି | ପୁଁଣ ିସଦଖାସହବ |’’     

  ********************************************************************************************                                                                                       

ନିଜ ସଂପକମସର ଏବଂ ଓସା ସଂପକମସର ଓସା ର ଆଜୀବନ ସଭୟ ଓ Dre AÒceÞLÐeÊ Í̀LÐhÞ[ Í̀[ÞhÍÊ[Þe jÕ`Ð]L ସାହତିିୟକ 

ସତୟ ପଟ୍ଟନାୟକ  ୋହା କୁଁହେି … 

 “ମଣରି୍ଷର ସାମଗି୍ରକ ବିକାଶ ପାଇ ଁସମାଜର ଅବଦାନ ପ୍ରଚୁଁ ର ଏବଂ ପ୍ରସତୟକ ମଣରି୍ଷର ନିରି୍ଦ୍ଦଷ୍ଟ ସମୟସର ସମାଜକୁଁ ବିନା ସର୍ତ୍ମସର କିଛି 

ସଦବାର ଆବଶୟକତା ରହଛିି  ।  ମ ଁୁଁ ଏହ ିଦଶମନସର ବିଶ୍ୱାସ କସର ଏବଂ ଜୀବନ ୋପନ କସର ।  ସମା ନିଜ ଭାର୍ଷା ଓ ସାହତିୟର ଅଭିବୃଦି୍ଧ 

କରାଇବା ସବାଧହୁଁଏ ସମାଜପାଇ ଁସମା ଦାୟିତ୍ୱସବାଧର ପରିୂ୍ତ୍ ନିମସେ ସବୁଁଠୁଁ  ଭଲ ମାଧ୍ୟମ ସବାଲି ମ ଁୁଁ ଭାସବ । ସତଣୁଁ ସାହିତୟ ସମା 

ପାଇସଁବୁଁସବସଳ ସସବା ସହାଇ ରହିଥାଏ ଏବଂ ମ ଁୁଁ ସସଥ ିନିମସେ କିଛି ନା କିଛି କରୁଁ ଥାଏ   ।  ଆଗାମୀ ପଚିଶ ବର୍ଷମ ଭିତସର ସମା ଭାର୍ଷା 

ସାହତିୟକୁଁ ସନାସବଲ ପୁଁରସ୍କାର ଟିଏ ମିଳୋକି  ଏପରି ଏକ ସ୍ୱପ୍ନ ମ ଁୁଁ ରାତି ଦିନ ସଦଖୁଁଥାଏ  ଓଡିଆ ଭାର୍ଷା ଓ ସାହତିୟ ପାଇ ଁସମାର କିଛି 

କରିବାର ଲକ୍ଷ୍ୟ ଦୁଁଇଟି ଦିଗକୁଁ ସନଇ ପ୍ରଥମସର ଆସମରିକାସର ଥବିା ପ୍ରାୟ ଦଶହଜାର ଓଡିଆ ପରିବାରଙ୍କୁଁ ନିୟମିତ ଭାବସର ଓଡିଆସର 

ପେିବାପାଇ ଁଆବଶୟକ ସାଧନ ଉପଲବ୍ଧ କରିବା, ଦି୍ୱତୀୟସର ଓଡିଆ ସାହତିୟକୁଁ ବିଶ୍ୱ ସାହିତୟର ଅଂଶ ଭାବସର ପରିଚିତ କରାଇବା। 

       ଓସା” ସହତି ସମାର ସମ୍ପକମ ଗଲା ସକଇ ବର୍ଷମର,  ସମାସତ ସେସତସବସଳ ୋହା ଦାୟିତ୍ୱ ଦିଆୋଇଛି, ମ ଁୁଁ ନିିଃସର୍ତ୍ମ ସର କରିଛି , 

୨୦୧୩-୧୫ ଓସା ତ୍ରସୟାମାସିକ ପତି୍ରକା ଉତ୍କର୍ଷମର ସମ୍ପାଦନା ଦାୟିତ୍ୱସର, ୨୦୧୪ ଓସା କନସଭନ୍ ସନର କନ୍ ସଭନର ଭାସବ, ପଚାଶତମ ଓସା 

କନସଭନ୍ ସନର ସ୍ଥାନ ଚୟନ କମିଟିର ସଦସୟ ଭାସବ, ୨୦୧୫ ଓ ୨୦୧୬ କନସଭନ୍ ସନର ଅତିଥ ିଚୟନ କମିଟିର ସଦସୟ ଭାସବ ମ ଁୁଁ 

ସମାରକର୍ତ୍ମବୟ େଥାସାଧ୍ୟ ପାଳନ କରିଛି  ୨୦୧୭-୧୯ ପାଇ ଁସମାସତ ଓ ସାର ଜନ ସମ୍ପକମ ଦାୟିତ୍ୱ ଦିଆୋଇଛି । ଅସନକ ସମୟସର 

ସଲାକମାସନ ପଚାରେି ସେ ଆସମ ଏହାର ସଦସୟ ସହସଲ କଣ ଆମର ଲାଭ ସହବ? ପ୍ରକୃତସର ଆମ ମାନଙ୍କୁଁ ସନଇ ଓସା ଗଠିତ । ଆମ 

ମାନଙ୍କର ସସ୍ୱଚ୍ଛାସସବା ଓସାକୁଁ ପ୍ରଗତିଶୀଳ କରିପାରିବ । ଓସାର ପ୍ରଗତିର ଅଥମ ସହଲା ଏହାର ସଦସୟ ମାନଙ୍କର ପରିଚୟ ସୁଁଦୃେତା , 

ବିଶ୍ୱଦରବାରସର ଓଡିଆର ପରିଚୟର ସ୍ୱାତନ୍ତ୍ରୟ ଆଣବିା ନିମସେ ଓସା ପରି ସଂସ୍ଥାର ଦୃେ ଆବଶୟକତା ରହିଛି, ବୟକି୍ତବିସଶର୍ଷ ଏପରି କାେମୟ 

କରିପାରିବନାହି ଁ, ସତଣୁଁ ଏହାର ଲାଭ ସାମାଜିକ, ସମ୍ପ୍ରଦାୟ ବିସଶର୍ଷ , ଓସାକୁଁ ସୁଁଦୃେ କରିବାକୁଁ ସହସଲ ଆମର ନିିଃସର୍ତ୍ମ ମସନାବୃରି୍ତ୍ ସନଇ 

ସସବା କରୁଁ ଥବିା ସସ୍ୱଚ୍ଛାସସବୀ ସଲାଡା, ୋହାର ସ ାର ଅଭାବ ମ ଁୁଁ ଅନୁଁଭବ କରିଛି ଏବଂ ତା ସହିତ ପ୍ରଗତିଶୀଳ ଦୂରଦୃଷି୍ଟସମ୍ପନ୍ନ ସନତୃତ୍ୱ 

ସଲାଡା ।“    E-mail: satyapatnaik11@gmail.com       

 ୭୪୬୪ ୱଜି୍ ଡମ ୍ସଲନ୍, ଡବ୍ିନ୍ି, ୱାହିଓ ୪୩୦୧୬, େୁଁକ୍ତରାଷ୍ଟର ଆସମରିକା,     
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jÕ`Ð]_Ðe Òhi L\Ð…  

""jÐkÞ[ÔLÊ AhÍÐLeÞ j$f[Ð LËf AÒX AÒNBmÞ Ð c_Òe MÊaç aÞhéÐj AjÞmÐ H\ÞÒe cÊÜ j$f[Ð `ÐBaÞ Ð X=ÐVÐ 

LËfÒe ÒaÐÒ^ mÐNÞdÞa Ð LÞ«Ê aÞhÞ½ jÐkÞ[ÔÞL ÒNÐºÞ*e jÑéLó[Þ `ÐBmÞ _ÐkÞÜ Ð ÒhiÒe Ò]MÞmÞ ÒcÐ X=ÐVÐ $ÊVÐ Ð 

Í̀ÐZ`ÒZ ÒNÐVÞH kÐ[Òe c= ^eÞ @Ðe kÐ[Òe `ÐZÞ LÐYÞmÞ Ð c_Òe AhÐ ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ X=ÐVÞ LËfÒe mÐNÞdÞa, AD 

@Á aÐV aÐLÞ, c_Òe `Ð` RÊBÜmÐ Ð LËfÒe `kqÞaÐ Ë̀aàeÊ X=Ð aÊXÞaÐ VÐ jÊ_Þ¾Þ[ ÒaÐmÞ SÐZÞ `ÐeÊRÞ Ð HÒa `ÐZÞLYÐ 

RÐXÞÒ]B c=LÊ c^Ô RÐXÞmÞ Ð ]ÊB kÐ[ ÒVLÞ ÒcÐe B½Ò]a J ÒcÐe Í̀Þ̄  `ÐWL cÐ_*Ê _c²Ðe SZDRÞ Ð'' 

                                                                                    ÒcÐ $ÊVÐX=Ðe LÐkÐZÑ                 

                                                                      aÞhÞ½ JXÞA jÐkÞ[ÔÞL jéNà[Ó $[ÊeÐ_t                         

     jÑéLó[Þ `ÐBaÐe AhÐ Ò_B ÒmML ÒmÒM_Ð Ð bÐa jcÊ]ÍeÊ  DcàÞ jé[Ó TeÞ AÒj mÞM_ ÒkÐB Ð mÞM_LÊ SÑa_ 

]ÞH `ÐWLe jÑéLó[Þ Ð `ÐWLe jÑéLó[Ñ Ò`ÍeZÐ ]ÞH ÒmMLLÊ …AÒtÐfÞ[ LÒe bÐa jcÊ]ÍLÊ…S_ê _ÞH EcàÞ `Òe 

DcàÞ Ð `ÐWLe A]e, jc\à_ `ÐB jÑéLó[Þe `NXÞ aÐuÞ jó½Þ kÊH jcÐSÒe jÐkÞ[ÞÔLe @ªÞ[é  Ð _ÞS @SÐZ[Òe 

jÐkÞ[ÔÞL ]Ñ`VÞH ̀ ÐmVÞdÐH @uÐeÒe jYÊ\ÞaÐ @Ò_L* ̀ ÐBÜ Ð a[ÑOe ÒkÐB WÞAkÊH jcÐS ̀  ÐBÜ, AhÐ¯Ñ ̀ ÐWL* 

`ÐBÜ Ð  bÐae ]Ê_ÞA aÐªa ]Ê_ÞA WÐeÊ aÞªÐeÞ[ j[ LÞ«Ê aÐªa ]Ê_ÞA bÐae ]Ê_ÞAe bÞrÞ bËcÞ Ð jcÐSe LmÔÐZ 

`ÐBÜ jcÐS jkÞ[ jÕNÍÐc LeÞaÐLÊ `ÒX jÐkÞ[ÞÔLLÊ, _ÞSe aÔ¦ÞN[ SÑa_ `ÐmVÞdÐH dÊwÒl[Í Ð `ÐWLLÊ, jcÐSLÊ 

AÒmÐL Ò]MD\ÞaÐ jÐkÞ[ÞÔLe SÑa_, ]Ñ`[f @uÐe `eÞ @uÐeÒe jYÊ\ÐH jcª* @SÐZ[Òe Ð A\àÞL jéRf[Ð 

_\ÞÒm _Þ[Þ]Þ_e Ò[mmÊZ jÕjÐe aÞ̀ dàÔª kÊH Ð @Ò_L jc¯Òe ÒjB jÕOià bÞ[Òe kSÞdÐH jÐkÞ[ÞÔL Ð baÞiÔ[ 

`ÐBÜ jcÐS keÐB aÒj ÒNÐVÞH a[ÑOe Ð jÐkÞ[Ô jcÐSe ]`àZ Ð HB ] à̀Z ÒLaf jÐÕ Í̀[ÞL _ÊÒk, HkÐ QÞe«_ 

Ð ÒNßÐeae aÞi¯... JXÞA jÐkÞ[Ôe B[ÞkÐj ]ÊB kSÐe aiàeÊ @^ÞL ÒaÐmÞ bÐe[Ñ¯ hÐ±Ñ¯ bÐiÐÒe iº yÐ_e 

cÐ_Ô[Ð JXÞA jÐkÞ[ÔLÊ cÞfÞRÞ Ð JXÞA `ÐWLe ]Ð¯Þ[é JXÞA jÐkÞ[ÔLÊ aÒqB eMÞaÐ HaÕ JXÞA mÞM_LÊ DjúÐkÞ[ 

LeÞaÐ Ð  

 `ÐWÒL !  ÒmMLLÊ Ò`ÐÍjúÐkÞ[ Le«Ê, j®Ð_ ]Þ@«Ê Ð  LÞH SÐÒZ ...kÊH[ A`Z* DjúÐk LÐeZeÊ ]ÞÒ_ JXÞA jÐkÞ[Ô 

J JXÞA jÐkÞ[ÞÔLLÊ aÞhé ]eaÐe j®Ð_Þ[ LeÞ`ÐÒe Ð JXÞA akÞ J `[ÍÞLÐ LÞZ«Ê Ð ÒmMÐVÞH c_LÊ RÊBÜÒm 

ÒmML/ÒmMÞLÐ*Ê c_ÒMÐmÞ SZÐ«Ê Ð JXÞA aÞbÐNe `Í[ÞVÞ ÒmMÐ c_ RÊAÜ, bÐÒaÐ~Þ̀ L HaÕ Ac `ÍaÐjÑ SÑa_e 

Í̀[Þ$f_ Ð Ð EcàÞe JXÞA aÞbÐN Í̀bÊ SN_ðÐ\ J JXÞA `ÐWL*Ê jcà Þ̀[ Ð HÒa A`Z* kÐ[Òe c=  Ð _c²Ðe !  
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""[ÊÒc aÕhÑ aSÐDR, kjÊ@R, jaÊeÞ 

LÐ_Òe L'Z LkÞ]Þ@ ! 

dÐk Ò`ÐRÞ]ÞH jaÊ jêó[Þ, jaÊ ^Ëje @[Ñ[!'' 

hÍÑ ecÐLÐ« e\, hÍÑeÐ^Ð 

 

OSA2015 cultural program. 

“You can wear masks, but can you mask your love for each other” 

Jagannatha Rath,  
Plano, Texas 
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"LÊAÜe `ÊÒ_C SkðÒNÐ $Êm aDf ÒaZÑ 

 

JXÞhÑ RtÒe _ÐQÞaÐ AÒNÐ Aj j=_Þ  Ñ Ð'' 

 

 

 

Michigan OSA 2017 Kumar Purnima Celebrations 

 

 

“Precious Smiles, Tireless heels”  

Tikhnadi Kamalakhya  

Lansing, Michigan 
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hÐ«Þ ªÊ` 

 

 

 

 

 

JÜ hÐ«ÞÓ hÐ«ÞÓ hÐ«Þ 
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Gandhiji in Odisha 

 

 

Bonda Tribe Ornaments 

Pictures collected by Biswajit Puhan 
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Financial Contributors for 2018 OSA 
Convention 

 
"Our sincere gratitude to all our donors of all 
category who generously contributed 
towards the fund of 2018 convention. Your 
support is OUR strength.” 
 

     Michigan Donors  

     Donors Outside Michigan 

     Corporates 

     Indian Community 

 
 

We excluded some of our esteemed donors from our list as they wished to 
stay anonymous. 

Sincerely, 

49th OSA Convention Committee 



Financial Contributors for 2018 OSA Convention 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

         Platinum Plus 

1.  Jyoti Ranjan & 
Sangita Pradhan 

 

Platinum 

1. Nitin & Chandini Doshi 
2. Shishir & Krishna Senapati 
3. Sudipta & Sunita Mishra  

 

     Diamond         

1. Akshay & Pushpita Ray  3. Raj & Saswata Subudhi 
 
2. Biswajit & Leena Pattnaik   4. Subhasis & Tuli Mohanty 

5.  Satchi & Punyotoya Sarangi 

Gold Plus 

1. Arun & Sakamnbari Tripathy 
2. Bhawani  & Sanghamitra 

Tripathy 
3. Chandana Mahaptra 
4. Hrudaya & Sunita Mohapatra 
5. Parikshit & Puspa Nayak 
6. Pitabasa & Krushna Panda 
7. Rajesh & Gunjan Senapati 
8. Tapan & Seema Rout 
9. Tarakeshwar & Sangeeta 

Pradhan 
10. Vivek & Julie Das 

Gold  

1. Biswajit & Reshma Puhan 
2. Melissa Nayak 
3. Pramod & Maitrayi Satpathy 
4. Ravindra & Chitra Rout 
5. Ritesh & Renee Senapati 
6. Sangram & Soma Sahu 
7. Santanu & Lyudmila Mishra 
8. Santosh & Swayam Kar 
9. Satya & Sonali Mohanty 
10. Suchismita Mishra 
11. Tuni Trombley 

 

Financial Contributors for 2018 OSA – Michigan 
Donors  



 

 

Financial Contributors for 2018 OSA – Michigan 
Donors  

         Bronze Plus 

1. Debasis & Pooja Acharya 
2. Jitendra & Pinki Samal 
3. Jogesh & Smriti Panda 
4. Manoj & Pragyan Acharya 
5. Nihar & Pranamita Mohapatra 
6. Nihar & Sabita Nayak 
7. Sanjeev & Geeta Sahoo 
8. Subhasis & Lopamudra Mishra 
9. Sunil & Ananya Pattnaik 
10. Subhendra & Jayashree 

Mahanty 

 

         Bronze  

1. Debasis & Ruby Das 
2. Dilip & Tanusree Subuddhi 
3. Girija Rout & Rita Mallik 
4. Nirmal & Swapna Rath 
5. Nikki Senapati 
6. Sasadhar & Mamata Sahoo 

                 Other  

1. Amit & Anita Mohanty 

Financial Contributors for 2018 OSA – Corporate 
Donors  

         Platinum Plus  

1. Dr Dash Foundation 

         Gold Plus  

1. Celogen Life Science 
2. Regional & Cardiology Associates 

 

               Gold  

1. Amarnath Gowda 
2. Edward Jones 
3. Flagstar Bank 
4. Fidelity Inc. 
5. Hospital Corporation of India 
6. TISCO 

                                        Bronze Plus 

1. Michigan Infectious Diseases 3.  Prudential 
2. Sudha P.C.             4.  Top Cardiology Associates. 



 

 

Financial Contributors for 2018 OSA – Outside MI 
Donors  

         Bronze Plus 

1. Dhirendra Kar (NC) 
2. Deepak Swain (MN) 
3. Gyana Patnaik (IL) 
4. Gagan Panigrahi (OT) 
5. Kalyan Rath (TX) 
6. Madhu Khuntia (IL) 
7. Manoj Mishra (MD) 
8. Priyaranjan Mohapatro 

(GA) 
9. Surjit Sahu (GA) 
10. Tarani Mahapatra (IL) 

Financial Contributors for 2018 OSA – Indian 
Community Donors  

     Bronze Plus & Bronze 

1. Ghanshyam Patel 
2. Shivana Prakash 

                 Gold  

1. Baladeva Mallik 
2. Prasant Patel 

                 Bronze                

1. Divyajiban  Mohapatra 
(AL) 

2. Debaki Chowdhury (MD) 
3. Manoj Sahu (CA) 
4. Sushant Satpathy (IL) 

Diamond 

1. Debasis Rath (FL) 

             Gold 

1. Aditya Samal (TX) 
2. Bijoy Das (SC) 
3. Devi Misra (AL) 
4. Gopal Mohanty (CA) 
5. Kamal Panda (CA) 
6. Kirti Mohapatra (OR) 
7. Lalatendu Mohanty 

(NJ) 
8. Prafulla Nayak (VA) 
9. Sanjib Mohanty (IN) 
10. Uma Mishra (NY) 

                 Other                 

1. Anadi Nayak (MD) 
2. Nailamadhab Mohapatra 

(IL)  
3. Sukant Mahapatra (NJ) 
4. Nirmala Dash (MD) 



 

 

 



 



 

 

 

 Email: ashok.agarwalla@edwardjones.com, Phone: 214.274.6310 

OSA Life Member Since 1992 



 

 

 



 

 

 

 

  



 

  
 
 
 

   
 

 



  

 

  

With Best Compliments  

From 

Michigan Infectious 

 Diseases Assoc. 
 

With Best Compliments  

From 

Dr. Shivana Prakash,  

M.D 
 

 

With Best Compliments  

From 

Dr. Prashant Patel  
 

 

With Best Compliments  

From 

Pinky Samal, CPA 
Canton Accounting & Tax 

Services 

Email: cantontax@gmail.com 

Ph: 7343980442 

  



  

 

 

Best Compliments From 

Dr Gunateet Goswamy 
 MD, FACC 

Top Cardiology Associates of 
Michigan,PLLC 

43475, Dalcome Dr, Suite 
200, Clinton Township 

MI 48038 

Phone: (586) 228 2518 

 

 

 

With Best Compliments From: 

Sudha P.C. CPAs 

27780 Novi Road, Suite 104 

Novi, MI 48377 

Phone:  (248) 215-2720 

Fax:  (248) 782-6305 

Email: admin@sudhapc.com 

 

 

 

 



  

 

Meet Our Physicians 

 

                                                                              

                     Ramesh Misra, M.D.                                         Ramon Reneses, M.D.   

                INTERVENTIONAL CARDIOLOGY    INTERVENTIONAL CARDIOLOGY  

                                                                                

                David Dobies, M.D., F.A.C.C.            Vuong DuThinh, PhD, M.D.  

                    INTERVENTIONAL CARDIOLOGY ELECTROPHYSIOLOGY, NON-
INTERVENTIONAL CARDIOLOG 

 

                                             

CALL US        HOURS 

Primary Phone Number: 810-603-0170,    Mon-Thu: 08:00AM – 05:00PM 

Toll Free: 800-882-2012,       Fri: 08:00AM – 04:00PM 

Fax: 810-603-2370      Sat/Sun: Closed 



 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mr & Mrs. 

Hemant & Sworna Senapati 
Charitable Fund 

 

 

Best Compliments From 
Hemant & Sworna Senapati 

Charitable Fund 
 



 PHYSICAL THERAPY THROUGH HEALING HANDS 

Synergy Rehab, Inc. is an independent outpatient 
 Physical therapist owned private practice. We have been in 

business for 15years and we are continuing to grow. 

5.0 Rated on Google Review 

Tapan & Seema

 WE MANAGE
SI Joint Dysfunction 

 Back & Neck Pain 

Joint Pain 

Muscle & Ligament Sprain/Strain 

Post Fracture Therapy 

Sports/Work/Auto Related Injuries 

Stroke 

Spinal Cord Injury 

Other Neuro Muscular Deficits 

Neuropathy 

Peripheral Nerve lesions 

Amputation 

Synergy Rehab, Inc has raised the bar in healthcare by 
setting new standards for quality care and personalized 
service. We were created with a passion to provide one-

on-one patient centered care with an emphasis on evidence 
based treatments. Our techniques are unique and patients 

are treated by result-oriented therapists. 

Why Synergy Rehab, Inc.? 

 Therapists with over 16+ years of experience

 Strength & conditioning certified specialist

 Highest rated Physical Therapy in MI per Google

 Unique manual therapy techniques

 Thorough patient education for faster recovery and lasting

results

 We achieve results where others can’t

 Treatments are customized to suit individual needs

Enjoy receiving great therapy with a team in one of the best 
Outpatient clinics in Metro Detroit.  

OAK PARK LOCATION 
13631 West 11 Mile Rd 
Oak Park, MI  48237 
Ph: 248-298-0433 
Fax: 248-298-0434 

 CLINTON TOWNSHIP LOCATION 
15945 19 Mile Rd 

Suite B21 
Clinton Township, MI  48038 

Ph: 586-263-1134 
Fax: 586-263-1135 

tapan@synergyrehabinc.com 



 

 

 

 Heart and Vascular Care, P.C. 
J. Pradhan, MD., F.A.C.C. 

Assistant Professor at Oakland University Beaumont School of 
Medicine 

We Perform 
 Cardiac and endovascular intervention in 

hospitals 

 Cardiology Consult- in office and hospital 

 Nuclear stress, echocardiogram, vascular 
flow testing in office 

 Laser ablation for varicose veins- in office 

 

Board Certificate 
 Cardiovascular Disease  
 Interventional Cardiology 
 Adult Echocardiography  
 Nuclear Cardiology  
 Registered Physician in Vascular 

Interpretation 
 Level II Training in Cardiac CT 

Angiogram and Calcium Score 
 

Physician on Staff 
 William Beaumont Hospital, Troy & 

Royal Oak 

 Crittenton Hospital and Medical 
Center 

 Detroit Medical Center 

 Michigan outpatient vascular 
institute Dearborn 

Office Location: 75 , Barclay Circle , Suite-230, Rochester Hills, MI 48307, Phone : 
(248) 246-1127, Fax: (248) 246-0704 

 Office Hours: 

 Monday – Thursday: 9:00 AM – 5:30 PM, Friday/Saturday/Sunday : Closed 
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