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Sand Sculptures by Sudarshan Patnaik, Marchikote Lane, Puri,  sudarsansand@hotmail.com. The bottom right 
sculpture won him the 2nd prize in International Sand Sculpture Competition, 2003, in Spain. 
 
The front cover is designed by Sikhanda Satapathy with help from Tina Satapathy and Tapas Sahoo. The Ocean 
divides the two cultures. The cowgirl symbolizes the future generation in harmony with its cultural heritage. 
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_c²Ðe, 
On behalf of the Organizing Committee I welcome you to the 35th Annual 
Convention of the Orissa Society of the Americas.  Our committee members 
have worked tirelessly to put together this convention.  We hope that it will 
continue to provide an effective platform for expatriate Oriyas to further our 
shared goals and aspirations.  In doing so, we see ourselves as part of a 
learning process which began nearly 34 years ago when about fifty Oriyas 
from various parts of North America assembled in Hartford, Connecticut for 
one October evening in 1970.  Since then, an ever increasing number of North 
American Oriyas have continued to embrace that annual tradition called OSA 
Convention, while many have worked passionately to enrich and expand its 
scope.  
 
OSA Conventions these days are normally a three-day affair when about five 
hundred to a thousand individuals participate in an almost non-stop flow of 
activities.  These activities feature, among other things, performances by top-
notch artists from Orissa, lectures by internationally distinguished persons, 
presence of high-level delegates from the state, seminars directed at Orissa’s 
economic development, workshops focusing on understanding and 
confronting socio-cultural problems affecting various segments of the 
expatriate Oriya community, networking opportunities among our widely 
dispersed members, and a lot more.  
 
With the aging of our population, the convention has also become a time to 
reflect and take stock of our collective experience.  As we continue to straddle 
two cultures, we and our next generation face a challenge familiar to most 
immigrants, that of assimilating into this country's cultural melting pot and yet 
manage to preserve and nurture our distinctive identity.  We have tried to 
articulate this dilemma through the theme of this year’s OSA Convention, 
which is entitled: “Bridges: Connecting Generations, Time and Cultures.”  We 
draw attention to those vital qualities that our forefather were known for, such 
as our spirit of maritime adventure, our tradition steeped in art and spirituality, 
our capacity for tolerance, and our ability to adapt. These are the very 
qualities that have enabled many a race to migrate, survive, and flourish in a 
foreign land! History will show how well we are able to harness them. 
 
In the meanwhile, we thank you for your support and hope you enjoy your 
weekend with us in the Dallas / Fort-Worth area. 
 

 
Niranjan Tripathy 
Convener, 35th OSA Convention 
Dallas, Texas 
 2219 Carriage Hill, Denton, TX 76207          Phone: 940 -300-6504         Fax: 972 -997-7261          Website: www.osa2004.org        E-mail: osa@osa2004.org 
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http://www.orissasociety.org/ 

Dear Friends, 
 
On behalf of the Orissa Society of the Americas (OSA), I would like to welcome you to its 35th Annual Convention at 
Dallas, Texas. The organizers have put together an outstanding program for the convention. It consists of several 
workshops and seminars, guest lectures, Guru Kelucharan Memorial ceremony, devotional sessions, and lots of cultural 
activities.  
 
Every year, many of us have our parents and relatives visit us from Orissa/India during this time of the year. I welcome 
those visitors who are attending the OSA convention this year. We are also fortunate to have one of the visitors Dr. Kabi 
Prasad Misra, as our Chief Guest of the convention. Dr. Misra is a well-known cardiologist at Apollo Hospital in 
Madras. He is even better known for his contributions to the Lord Jagannath culture. I am really thankful to him for 
having accepted our invitation to attend the OSA convention. 
 
I sincerely thank all my coordinators for their time and efforts for this successful year for OSA. We have recruited a 
record number of life members, patrons and benefactors this past year. We have published OSA newsletters regularly 
and maintained an OSA website for dissemination of various information. Based on valuable suggestions from OSA 
members, we are proposing several amendments to the constitution that will be voted in the General Body Meeting 
(GBM) on July 4, 2004. I urge you to participate in the GBM and contribute to the discussions. Every year, OSA 
recognizes a few of its members for their outstanding contributions in various areas. I congratulate all the winners for 
this year and thank the judges who participated in the selection process. 
 
Last year, OSA organized a successful Symposium on Orissa Development at Bhubaneswar on December 23, 2003. 
This program was inaugurated by the Chief Minister Mr. Naveen Patnaik, in which many OSA members participated. 
Following this symposium, the Chief Minister has approved the establishment of a Non-Resident Oriya (NRO) 
cell/center at Bhubaneswar to facilitate development work by the NROs. Mr. Sahadeva Sahoo, the Ex-Chief Secretary 
of Orissa is the OSA Coordinator for this NRO cell. I thank him for his time and coordination effort. 
 
Friends, need less to say that we are all so saddened by the passing away of Guru Kelucharan Mahapatra. He is omni-
present in OSA through his innumerable disciples in North America. OSA recognized his contributions through a Life 
Time Achievement Award in 1995. A special event is arranged in this convention to commemorate the loss of Guruji. I 
would also like to pay a tribute to those prominent Oriyas and OSA volunteers who have passed away recently. We 
would like to thank Prof. Manindra Mahapatra, Drs Kalyani Mishra, Bhabani Mohanty and Bijon Rao for all that they 
had done for the Oriya Community. We miss them very much and pray that their souls rest in peace.  
 
With this, I sincerely thank the convention organizers of the Southwest chapter for their endeavor. I also thank all of you 
for attending the OSA convention this year, and hope you will enjoy the program.  
 
Sincerely, 
 
Laxmi Narayan Bhuyan 
OSA President 
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The greatest and most precious gift of our sacred motherland, Bharatvarsha, to world 
humanity is its ancient spiritual heritage. This glorious heritage, known since time immemo-
rial as ‘Sanatana Vedic Dharma,’ manifested in Utkal-pradesh (Orissa) as ‘Shri Jagannath 
Dharma’ with its epicenter in the world-famous Shri Jagannath Temple in Purushottama-
Kshetra Puri. Our long course of history and the vast wealth of wisdom teachings of 
innumerable saints and sages have taught us that it is the sincere inculcation and actual 
day-to-day living of the lofty ethical, moral and spiritual values enshrined in this great 
spiritual heritage of ours which veritably transforms mundane human experience (with its 
unending trifles and tribulations) into a noble and rewarding life filled with joy, peace and 
real success. 
 
It is a matter of pride that many sons and daughters of the glorious land of Lord Jagannath 
are seeking their life’s ambitions and fulfillment in far-off lands, including the American 
continent. It goes without saying that when the ample opportunities and conveniences of 
the materialistic world offered by advanced Western Nations are coupled with the life 
enriching spiritual values of our sacred motherland, there is a distinct possibility of material-
izing a “heaven on earth” here and now. But, this inevitably implies a true and thorough 
understanding and appreciation of the vision and values of our spiritual heritage and 
earnestly living those ideals every moment of our lives, in every action that we understand.
 
On the occasion of the 35th Annual OSA Convention at Dallas from 2nd to 4th July 2004, 
while conveying my greetings and warm good wishes to all participants, I sincerely hope 
that each and every member of the Oriya community residing in the Americas and Canada 
will fully imbibe and truly live the lofty spiritual values of our ancient motherland so as to 
enrich and bless themselves, their families and the society around them. 
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jÕ`Ð]LÑ¯ 
 

"Òj[Ê' -  `ÞYÏÞ, jc¯,  J jÕ²ó[Þe jÕÒdÐNLÐeÑ . . .  
 

"JXÏÞhÐ ÒjÐjÐBVÑ J$ç AÒceÞLÐjç(JjÐ)'e 35[c aÐiÞàL @^Þah_ XÐmÐjç jkeÒe @_ÊºÞ[ ÒkDRÞ Ð 
A`Ð[[Ó, JXÏÞhÐ aÐkÐÒe JXÏÞAcÐ_*e HkÐ jaàaók[ç jcÐÒah Ð  `õaÐjÑ JXÏÞAcÐ_* c^ÔÒe `ÐeÕ`ÐeÞL eÑ[ÞÒe bÐa, 
AÒaN J jÕ`Làe A]Ð_ `õ]Ð_ LeÐBaÐe HkÐ `õLó½ cÐ^Ôc Ð H aiàe @^Þah_e cÊMÔ `õj= ÒkDRÞ "Òj[Ê' -  `ÞYÏÞ, 
jc¯, J jÕ²ó[ÞjcËk c^ÔÒe jÕÒdÐNe Òj[Ê Ð `ÞYÏÞeÊ @_Ô `ÞYÏÞ, dÊNeÊ @_Ô dÊN - `Ðe¸ÐeÞL jÕ²ó[Þ c^ÔÒe jaà]Ð 
aÞ]ÔcÐ_ HL jéÐbÐaÞL aÔa^Ð_ Ð @\Q HL @]óhÔ "Òj[Ê'e  @ayÞ[Þ jc÷a LeÐH ÒjcÐ_* c^ÔÒe jÕÒdÐN Ð ÒjkÞ Òj[Ê 
cÐ^ÔcÒe yÐ`Þ[ kÊH jÕ`Là, `õjÐeÞ[ kÊH jÕ²ó[Þ Ð 1969 cjÞkÐeÊ ASÞ `dàÔ«  AÐÒceÞLÐ J LÐ_ÐXÏÐe `õaÐjÑ 
JXÏÞAcÐ_* `ÐBÜ "JjÐ' ÒjkÞ Òj[Êe bËcÞLÐ ^ÐeZ LeÞAjÞRÞ Ð 
 
@^Ê_Ð `ÊeÐ[_ J _Ë[_ `ÞYÞÏ c^ÔÒe NYÞÏ DWÞ\ùaÐ ÒLÒ[ÒNÐVÞ aÔa^Ð_ `õ[Þ Ace ]ó½Þ ALiÞà[ ÒkaÐ HLÐ« AahÔL Ð   
 

ÒNÐVÞH eÐSÔ LÞcéÐ Ò]he jek] ÒXBÜ JXÏÞA jcÐS ASÞ jcNõ aÞhé ]eaÐeÒe aÔÐ© Ð bÞ_ðbÞ_ð bÐiÐ, aÞbÞ_ð jÕ²ó[Þ J 
`eÞÒahe ÒcfÒe _ÞS bÐiÐ J jÕ²ó[ÞLÊ aSÐ¯ eMÞaÐe AkèÐ_ ASÞ Ac j®ÊMÒe Ð aÞÒhi LeÞ aÞÒ]hÒe S_ê ÒkÐB\ÞaÐ 
_Ë[_ `ÞYÏÞLÊ cÐÐ[óbÐiÐ hÞlÐ Ò]aÐe ekÞRÞ HL aÞeÐV HaÕ ÒcßÐfÞL AahÔL[Ð Ð cÐ[óbÐiÐ _ aÊTÞÒm, Ac `eÕ`eÐ, Ac 
jÕ²ó[Þ ÒjcÐ_* `ÐBÜ @^ùLÐÕhÒe ÒkÐBDWÊRÞ ]ÊÒaÐà^Ô  Ð ÒNÐVÞH `ÞYÏÞeÊ @_Ô `ÞYÞÏLÊ jÕQeÞ[ ÒkÒm kÞÜ aqù ekÞa bÐiÐ, 
aqù ekÞa jÕ²ó[Þ Ð  

 

JXÏÞA bÐiÐ J jÕ²ó[ÞLÊ aÞÒ]hÒe jSÑa eMÞaÐ HL L½Le LÐdàÔ _Þ¾¯, LÞ«Ê @jc÷a _ÊÒkÜ Ð `ÞmÐcÐ_*Ê JXÞÏA bÐiÐ 
hÞMÐBaÐ, aÞÒhi LeÞ LkÞ hÞMÐBaÐ, L½Le AÒ]ßÐ _ÊÒkÜ Ð cÐ[óbÐiÐ LkÞ hÞMÞaÐLÊ hÞhÊe ]eLÐe kÊH_Þ LÐNS Lmc LÞcéÐ 
aÞ]ÔÐf¯; ÒLaf AahÔL kÊH [Ð' cÐ[Ð Þ̀[Ð [Ð' jk ÒjkÞ bÐiÐÒe L\ÐÒkaÐ Ð _ÒQ[ç, ÒjcÐ_*WÐeÊ hõã[ @_Ô ÒLDÜ 
bÐiÐ @SÐZ[Òe `ÐmVÞdÐH [Ð'e cÐ[óbÐiÐ !  
 

JXÞÏA LkÞ hÞMÐBaÐ [Êf_ÐÒe ÒmMÐ`YÏÐ hÞMÐBaÐ @ahÔ L½Le, aÞÒhi LeÞ ASÞe LcàaÔª SÑa_Òe Ð  `ÞmÐcÐ_*Ê 
JXÞÏA ÒmMÐ`YÏÐ hÞMÞaÐLÊ aÐ^Ô _ LeÞ `õ\Òc ÒLaf JXÏÞA LkÞ hÞMÞaÐ D`Òe NÊeÊ[é Ò]aÐ DQÞ[ç Ð @Á aXÏ ÒkmÐ`Òe 
@aje jc¯Òe NÑ[ aÐ QÞ[õÐ*_ hÞMÞmÐ `eÞ JXÞÏA ÒmMÐ`YÏÐ aÞ hÞMÞ `ÐeÞÒa ÒjcÐÒ_ Ð H ]ÞNÒe DjùÐk jó½Þ LeÞaÐ 
`Þ[ÐcÐ[Ð*e ]Ð¯Þ[é Ð MÊjÞe aÞi¯, AÒceÞLÐe ÒLÒ[L jkeÒe yÐ_Ñ¯ JXÏÞA `Þ[ÐcÐ[ÐcÐÒ_ `ÞmÐcÐ_*Ê jÐcÊkÞL bÐaÒe 
JXÏÞA hÞlÐ Ò]aÐe aÔayÐ LeÞR«Þ HaÕ j$f c^Ô ÒkÐBR«Þ Ð JXÏÞA ÒmMÞ `YÏÞ hÞMÞaÐe AD HL jkS HaÕ @bÞ_a 
cÐ^Ôc jc÷a ÒkÐBRÞ LÕ`ÊÔVeç ]éÐeÐ Ð H ]ÞNÒe  DÒmíM_Ñ¯ [\Ð h[ `õhÕj_Ñ¯ @a]Ð_ ekÞRÞ ÒjÐ_`Êee hõÑ Ò]aÐhÞi 
e\*e Ð "JXÏÞÒ$Ð_ç' _ÐcL JXÏÞA "Ò$ÐÒ_VÞLç HXÞVeç' jó½ÞLeÞ Òj  LÕ`ÊÔVeçÒe JXÏÞA VÐB`ç LeÞaÐe hõcakÊf LÐdàÔLÊ 
LeÞÒ]BR«Þ @Ò_L bÐaÒe jef Ð 

 

@Ò_L jc¯Òe _ÞS _ÞS bÞ[Òe cÐ[óbÐiÐÒe L\Ð ÒkaÐ`ÐBÜ AÒccÐÒ_ _ÞtÐ @_Êba LeÊÒR Ð a]fÒe AÒc dÐkÐ 
aÔakÐe LeÊÒR, [ÐkÐ aÞ [ @_Ô LÐkÐe cÐ[óbÐiÐ, dÐkÐ`ÐBÜ @_Ô ÒLkÞ [ Naà @_Êba LeÊRÞ ! [Ð'ÒkÒm, AÒc Ac 
cÐ[óbÐiÐ `ÐBÜ Naà @_Êba _ LeÞaÐ LÐkÞÜLÞ ?  Ac bÐiÐe S_ê [ÐeÞM B[ÞkÐj `óºÐÒe @sÐ[, LÞ«Ê HkÐe `õ\c mÞMÞ[ 
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`eÞ`õLÐh OVÞ\ùmÐ j©c h[LÒe Ð WÞLç ÒjkÞ jc¯Òe S_ê Ò_B\ùmÐ AD ]ÊBVÞ bÐiÐ - Òcß\ùfÑ J a=fÐ Ð H [ÞÒ_ÐVÞ 
bÐiÐ ÒjcÐ_*e A]Þ eQ_Ð ALÐeÒe ]ÐaÑ Le«Þ ÒjB ÒNÐVÞH Ò`Ð\ùLÊ dÐkÐ Ò_`Ðfe ÒLßÐZjÞ jÕNõkÐf¯eÊ AaÞ´ó[ 
ÒkÐB\ùmÐ Ð Òcß\ùfÑ bÐiÐ aràcÐ_ ÒLaf ÒcßÐMÞL eË`Òe \ÐB õ̀Ð¯[Ó mÊ© ÒkaÐLÊ ajÞmÐZÞ Ð JXÏÞA bÐiÐ d]ÞJ ÒjbfÞ 
@ayÐÒe `kqù_ÐkÞÜ, HkÐe õ̀N[Þe ÒaN [Ñaõ N[ÞÒe ctÞ[ ÒkÐBQÐmÞRÞ Ð Ac jÐkÞ[Ôe jÊaÀà dÊN ÒjB ]éÐ]h h[ÐvÑÒe 
kÞÜ ekÞdÐBRÞ Ð HkÐe baÞiÔ[ AccÐ_* kÐ[Òe Ð JXÞÏA bÐiÐLÊ @al¯e `\Òe RÐXÏÞ _ Ò]B HkÐLÊ jÕSÑaÞ[ LeÞaÐ 
Ace LràaÔ Ð `ÞYÏÞeÊ `ÞYÞÏ, dÊNeÊ dÊN c^ÔÒe jÕÒdÐNe Òj[ÊLÊ jÊ]óY LeÞaÐ Ace ]Ð¯Þ[é Ð 
 
JXÏÞA aÞbÐNe jÕ`Ð]_Ð LeÞaÐe ÒjßÐbÐNÔ cÞfÞ\ùaÐeÊ cÊÜ _ÞSLÊ bÐNÔaÐ_ cÒ_ LeÊRÞ HaÕ Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ @^ùÒah_e AaÐkL 
hõÑ _Þe&_ [õÞ`ÐWÑ*Ê ^_ÔaÐ] SZÐDRÞ Ð BÕeÐSÑ aÞbÐNe jÕ`Ð]L hõÑ hÞM¨ h[`\Ñ* jk cÞfÞcÞhÞ LÐc LeÞaÐe @bÞs[Ð 
@aÞjêeZÑ¯ Ð HkÞ `[õÞLÐ`ÐBÜ DjùNàÑLó[ bÐaÒe ]Þ_eÐ[Þ Òj @LìÐ« `eÞhõc LeÞ @Òhi ^_ÔaÐ]e `Ð[õ ÒkÐBR«Þ Ð 
HLÐ^ÐeÒe aÞsÐ_Ñ ]Ðj* @a]Ð_ c^Ô akÊ `õhÕj_Ñ¯ Ð WÞLç jc¯Òe ÒmMÐ `WÐBaÐ _ÞcÒ« ÒmML ÒmMÞLÐcÐ_*jk 
ÒdÐNÐÒdÐN LeÞaÐ, JXÏÞA VÐB`ÞÕÒe jÐkÐdÔ LeÞaÐ jkÞ[ @_ÔÐ_Ô @Ò_L ]ÞNÒe Òj jaà]Ð jkÒdÐN LeÞR«Þ Ð JXÏÞA 
VÐB`ÞÕÒe jÐkÐdÔ LeÞ\ÞaÐ`ÐBÜ hõÑ hÞM¨ h[`\Ñ, hõÑ ÒhÐb_ `ó½Þ, hõÑ cÐLàÒ¨hée `¨Ð J hõÑc[Ñ c_Þ `ÐYÏÑ*Ê @Òhi 
^_ÔaÐ] Ð ÒhiÒe, ÒcÐ `eÞaÐe - jêÞ[Ð J jc¯* _ÞLVÒe cÊÜ FZÑ, ÒjcÐ_* @_ae[ jkÒdÐN, jkó]¯[Ð J Ò`õeZÐ 
`ÐBÜ Ð 
 

 
( [Ð`j eÕS_ jÐkÊ) 
35[c aÐiÞàL "JjÐ' @ Þ̂ah_, SÊmÐB 2-4, 2004 
XÐmÐjç, ÒVµÐjç, dÊ¦eÐ½õ AÒceÞLÐ 
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EEddiittoorriiaall: 

 
The beautiful mind... 

 

 here goes an interesting quote,  
“Every morning in Africa, when the Sun rises, a deer awakens, knowing that it has to outrun the fastest 
Lion, or be hunted to death…Every morning in Africa, when the Sun rises, a lion awakens, knowing that 
it has to outrun the slowest deer, or be starved to death....Thus, it does not matter whether you are a 
deer or a Lion, when the Sun rises, better be running at your best..” – Source unknown. 
 
 This animal instinct pretty much summarizes the mad rush of our civilization towards progress, 
towards wealth, and towards materialistic salvation. There is absolutely no time for us to rest, reflect or 
ruminate for a moment. There are ‘never-ending miles to walk,’ several promises to keep, and basically 
outrun the adversary - real or imaginary. The underlying perception is ‘hunt, or be hunted!’ This black 
and white view of life leads to intolerance, unhealthy competition, war, and what one of our authors 
terms, “…a manifestation of what we call self-righteousness.” Another author has observed a similar 
phenomenon in the recently concluded election in India, “…the whole process is a great game, a sport 
where all are equal but some in an Orwellian fashion are certainly more equal than others!” 
 
 Then there is the story, which is often cited, about the Indian boatman sleeping after a sumptu-
ous afternoon meal and the Western millionaire, who wants to cross the river. The millionaire starts 
sermoning the reluctant boatman to relinquish his slumber, and take him across the river to earn hefty 
reward. The boatman says, “What shall I do with much money?” Swift comes the reply, “Be opulent with 
wealth you accumulate.” The poor fisherman is nonchalant – “So, what will the riches bring me?” The 
wealthy retorts, “Of course, with your affluence, you need not worry about mundane pursuits anymore, 
retire; and attain supreme peace.” The still blasé boatman yawns, “My dear friend, if that is your goal, 
what do you think I am doing right now?”  
 
 The dichotomy of human mind presented in the above two examples manifests, perhaps in 
some sense, in the difference between western, and ancient eastern and mid-eastern life styles. One is 
ever aggressive, the other is more laid-back. Not that one is clearly superior to the other, but the 
triumph is in striking a balance. We must carry on our livelihood as aggressively as needed, but must 
never let that overtake the finer aspects of the evanescent human life.  Gandhi said, as one author 
cites, “There is enough in this world for everyone’s need, but not enough for everyone’s greed.”  Greed 
is what leads to social maladies. 
 
 This journal treasures some of the most beautiful depictions of human mind – its travails, 
triumphs, and tribulations. Many authors have expressed abhorrence of a pure black and white view of 
the world, and have shown how to celebrate our differences and strike an even keel in our attitudes to 
religion, gender equality, cultural differences, and social development.  
 
 Lack of a proper balance leads to extremes of religious intolerance, as narrated lucidly by the 
character Justice Tripathy in one story and Wilson’s quandary depicted in another. The topic of war and 
peace dominates the mind of many young writers in this journal. Blind adherence to scriptures and 
ancient literature has brought untold misery to humankind. By pointing out the perpetual subjugation of 
womanhood due to such myopia, one author challenges an architect of this plight to “…come back to 
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earth, and this time, please take a female form so that you can take a fresh new look at a few of your 
'shlokas' from a different perspective and create a revised edition.”  At the same time, one cannot paint 
all the teaching of wise men of yore with the same wide brush, as another author has discovered 
through deep digging, “If there is truth, in any work, then it does not matter whether it is wrapped in 
gold, silver, iron, or mud.” 
 
 There is an outpour of grief at the loss of our cultural icon, Guru Kelu Charan Mohapatra, who 
brought us all world-wide attention, and for our lost dear and near ones who will be missed for ever. Let 
us join our authors in bidding farewell with “…eyes welled with tear, a heavy heart, and a choked 
voice.” Let’s take a moment to relearn the evanescence of human life. Let this persuade us to call that 
long lost friend and say, “I thought of you often, I really did. …Lost in a world of my own, I forgot. 
Forgive me,” as one author admits. 
 
 I encourage you to take a peek at the windows to the minds of the writers that they have bared. 
Pause, read, ponder, reflect and muse over the feelings. Murmur a line from a poem you like, relive an 
experience portrayed through your inner eyes. Let’s not let our “in-betweener” status tie our hands, 
rather unveil an unique positiveness as the author says, “while my (white) friends struggle for a summer 
tan in three months, I sport a bronzed tone all year around.” Let us join our young poets in looking at 
our own follies first, “…I am a lunatic with scissors, Trying to shape human nature by trimming dust 
from my eyes.” Let’s ask our mind if it wants “war, destruction, and death?” Let us be alert to miscon-
ceptions and misunderstandings abound, and remain “ever awake and never slumber, waiting for 
dawn, waiting for mother,” like a star. Let the thoughts rekindle your resolve to make our microcosm a 
place to bury our differences, and celebrate our culture and literature. Let us celebrate our dance, 
cuisine (as one character “Gobinda” does), or apparel as one author says “…in my colorful sarees, I am 
resplendent in my natural habitat.” Let us rediscover the universal God that many have attempted to 
understand, hear, and perhaps complain, “it is your own home coming, why should I bother if you don’t 
come?” Let’s look beyond our inherent imperfections, since, as an author says, “…behind the imperfec-
tion, an invisible artist dreams of a picture of completeness,” while portraying Chandra’s resolve. I can 
go on and on citing the pearls of human mind, but there are too many of them! 
 
 Let this provide a respite from the day-to-day “deer-lion” nature of our life.  
 
 Some among us are doing yeoman’s job in investing their time and money to help our brethren 
back home. Let’s lend them a helping hand in tribute to the land that nourished us. There are a variety 
of projects at hand, and a variety of points to ponder for making our and our extended family’s maha-
jatra a little easier. 
 
 It has been a great delight and enriching experience for me to have edited this journal. First and 
foremost, I thank all the contributors for sharing their thoughts with us. Almost all, whom I contacted for 
contribution to the souvenir, gladly accepted the invitation – my thanks to you. It was a pleasure work-
ing with Tapas Sahoo, the editor of the Oriya section, and other editorial team members, specifically 
Mrs. Puspa Mohapatra, for editorial assistance. Tapas deserves special kudos for his devotion to 
promoting Oriya language and literature, including bringing out the first internet Oriya literary magazine 
at sambit.com. My sincere thanks to Drs. Sri Gopal Mohanty and Niranjan Tripathy for helping us put 
together the section in tribute to Kelu babu. The convener and the convention organizers have worked 
perseveringly to make this convention a pleasurable experience for everybody, and deserve our deep 
appreciation. 
 
 Enjoy, and let your mind take wings. 
 
 

Sikhanda Satapathy 
Editor, 2004 OSA Souvenir 
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Twenty-Five Centuries Later 
 

Mamata Misra 
 
 
August 30, 2001       Austin, Texas, USA 
 
Dear Chaanakya: 
 
 First, let me bow to you, the great political 
thinker who made history by helping start the 
Maurya Dynasty, the great prime minister to King 
Chandragupta Maurya, the author of Arthashas-
tra and Chaanakyaneeti. Your ethics have had a 
profound effect on the people of my culture. Your 
observations have become the often quoted 
proverbs in our daily lives, and often rightfully so. 
Second, I ask your forgiveness for this intrusion 
and interrogation. But please read; I do have a 
good reason. 
 
 It is strange that a woman would write an 
open letter to you twenty-five centuries after your 
time. And what’s the use of writing to a dead 
man? A practical man like you would laugh and 
say that only a fool would carry on such a use-
less act. But you see, my feelings toward your 
work (like the works of many other great men of 
old times) are mixed. I do admire your insight and 
sound, practical advice on many matters. They 
do make sense and do apply to me often, even 
though not intended for me. But I have problems 
with some of your work and that is the focus of 
this letter. I must point out that some of the 
statements about my gender in your 'neeti' seem 
far-fetched, unrealistic, and inconsistent, quite a 
contrast to the rest of your work. But what really 
bothers me is how these twenty-five-centuries-
old attitudes toward my gender are still lurking 
around in our society. So I challenge you to come 
back to earth, and this time, please take a female 
form so that you can take a fresh new look at a 
few of your 'shlokas' from a different perspective 
and create a revised edition. 
 
 Which ones? Well, let’s start from the 
ones, where you define the characteristics of this 
animal called woman that you find to be re-
markably different from man.  
 

Streenaam dviguna aahaaro lajjaa chaapi 
chaturgunaa  
Saahasam shadgunam chaiva kaamash-
chaashtagunah smritah 
 
Women have twice as much appetite, four 
times more shyness, six times more courage, 
and eight times more sexual desire.  
 
 How did you come to this conclusion? 
What kinds of experiments did you perform? How 
did you collect, measure, and interpret your 
data? Did you take poetic license in expressing 
your opinion? Or perhaps you borrowed this 
wisdom from the works of your predecessors, 
from another 'smriti'?  
 
 Do people do certain things because they 
believe in famous authority figures on morality, 
like you? Some men deliberately make sexual 
advances toward women or girls against the 
wishes of the women and later the victims are 
blamed for provocation. The unwelcome harass-
ment or assault is often rationalized and blamed 
on the victim; she wants it anyway, she asked for 
it silently through her clothes, looks, or presence. 
If the woman says ‘no’ still it is interpreted not as 
her lack of consent but as her shyness. After the 
act, the woman’s feelings are ignored with a ‘she 
likes it’ presumption. I wonder why this is the 
case. Is this insensitivity coming from prejudices 
planted centuries ago and handed down? 
 
 Also, one finds some men to be extremely 
jealous. Such a man can’t put his mind on 
anything when his wife is out of his sight or 
control. He has to constantly check on her. 
Where is she? What is she doing? What is she 
wearing? Who is she talking to? Is she cheating? 
He cannot trust her. This irrational behavior may 
be an effect of a belief similar to yours. If a 
woman indeed had uncontrollable sexual desire 
of extraordinary heights, eight times higher than 
man’s, then man is likely to feel insecure and 
threatened.  
 
And how about this one?  
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Anritam saahasam maayaa moorkhatvamatilob-
hataa 
Ashauchatvam nirdayatvam streenaam doshah 
swabhavajaah 
 
By nature, a woman is deceitful, courageous, 
illusive, foolish, greedy, impious and cruel. 
 
 God! What men have to put up with just to 
be able to procreate! One would certainly want to 
keep a safe distance from such creatures as one 
would from predators. It certainly would be easy 
to rationalize the act of eliminating someone of 
the above description when the need (for recrea-
tion or procreation) was over. But why did Mother 
Nature create such a creature? Or was it a 
creation of people like you as a desperate 
measure to get young men to stay in school and 
not think about girls? Did it work? If you come 
back you will find that dropout is still a problem. 
 
 I remember a folk tale where a man starts 
believing that a goat is really a dog after three 
guys who wanted his goat told him one by one at 
different places and times that he had a nice dog. 
The man left his goat-turned-dog in care of the 
third cheat. If telling a lie three times can be 
persuasive, imagine the power of something old 
and sacred that has been told again and again 
for twenty-five centuries or more. Every Indian 
girl knows that she is ‘just’ a girl, a good enough 
answer for many questions she asks. If her 
parents did not tell her, the relatives, friends, 
neighbors, teachers, books, songs, movies will. 
As she grows, she finds slowly what ‘just’ means. 
But you have spelled it all out here clearly. 
 
 Modern scientists are doing research on 
human genes that carry the code for our gender 
and other attributes. But they haven’t yet found 
the link between the gender and the attributes 
you have mentioned. Technology is available 
however to separate the male gene from the 
female in a fertilized egg, the good from the bad, 
the useful from the useless, as some might say. 
In our country, parents are now able to selec-
tively eliminate these bad natured female hu-
mans in an easy way and the tribe of the good 
guys is increasing.  
 
 Please, don’t get me wrong, I am not 
blaming you for the attitudes toward women 

today in our society. I can’t, no matter how foolish 
and cruel I may be according to your definition. 
But attitudes seem to be rooted in cultures and 
old attitudes die hard. As I reread some of your 
work I marvel at the depth of these attitudes and 
it throws some light on why they still persist 
under the subconscious minds of apparently 
educated and broad minded people. Womankind 
of today struggles with this giant attitude tree that 
has rooted through every cell of our bodies into 
its invisible sheaths and can’t be pulled out like a 
little weed. We can use all the courage you have 
granted us. Thanks. 
 
 Yesterday, I was listening to a song from 
my teen days. Nice, easy, pleasant tune, the kind 
that tends to get stuck in the ear. It starts out on 
a happy note. Someone is looking at a cute baby 
girl and admiring its innocent beauty. I was 
surprised that someone isn’t crying or sighing 
that it is a girl and not a boy. But the sigh came in 
the second stanza -- how beautiful she would be 
when she grows up tomorrow and how many 
hearts of young men she is going to burn with the 
fire of her beauty. And in the third stanza, she is 
going to be a bride in someone’s home lighting it 
up with her looks and how some lucky man is 
going to get her sweet love. And I stammer, b-b-
but what about her childhood, and education? 
And who is she as a person? Does anyone care 
about any of her attributes that aren’t related to 
her looks? Why is it that when a boy is born 
people are thinking about his education and 
when a girl is born they are thinking about her 
marriage? And your wise words were lying next 
to my music system like a ‘because’. Satkule 
yojayet kanyam putram vidyasu yojayet. Marry 
your daughter into a noble family and employ 
your son in studies. Of course, it is the right 
investment or insurance for the right gender! 
Perhaps appropriate for your time. Even today, 
dutiful Indian parents take these very important 
steps to ensure happiness for their children they 
love, boy or girl. But is this insurance paying? 
Please come and see for yourself. 
 
 And here is one where I really need your 
help.  
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Saa bhaaryaa yaa shuchirdakshaa saa bhaaryaa 
yaa patibrataa 
Saa bhaaryaa yaa patipreetaa saa bhaaryaa 
satyavaadinee 
 
She is the true wife who is pious, faithful and 
deft in her duties toward her husband, who 
loves toward her husband, and is truthful. 
 
 Tell me, how a woman who is by your 
definition, impious, deceitful, and cruel by nature 
turn just the opposite that is required of a true 
wife? By her illusory power? Or are you implying 
that no woman can be a true wife? But she must 
marry! What a dilemma! And then your advice for 
a husband is to leave a wife who speaks with 
anger. Tyajet krodhamukheem bhaaryaa. 
Wouldn’t she be angry and frustrated if she has 
to go against her very nature? And then if she 
should be left alone why marry her in the first 
place? Is it for a noble and charitable act on the 
part of a man for her salvation? Because accord-
ing to you, streeyo nashtaa hya-bhartrikaa, 
without a husband a woman gets destroyed 
or amaithunam jaraa streenaam, a woman ages 
without sex? 
 
 But then you are also very confident that 
a woman can do anything. Kim na kurvanti 
yoshitaah. After all, what the mythological women 
haven’t done? Seeta has entered fire to prove 
her chastity, walked alone into the forest to give 
birth to twins, and rejected her husband when 
humiliated. Saavitri has argued face to face with 
Death and won her husband’s life. Droupadi has 
put up with five husbands she did not want, has 
fought alone against assault and harassment in a 
crowded but mute royal court, and taken revenge 
wildly. But if woman can do anything, why can’t 
she take care of herself?  
 
 You say, she can very well teach the art 
of deceiving. Streebhyah shiksheta kaitavam. Is 
that the job she would get after trying to go 
against her nature to be a good wife, failing 
miserably at it, getting frustrated and saying 
something in anger, and as a consequence being 
discarded by her husband?  
 
 Or may be here is what you mean when 
you say she can do anything.  
 

Jalpanti saarddhamanyena pashyantyanyam 
sabibhramah 
Hridaye chintayantyanyam na streenaamekato 
ratih 
 
Women have a knack of talking to one man, 
casting an askew glance at another and 
loving secretly a third person. They cannot 
devotedly love just one man. 
 
And what about man?  Poor, helpless, powerless 
creature who just suffers under the illusory power 
of woman.  
 
Yo mohaanmanyate moodho rakteyam mayi 
kaaminee 
Sa tasyaa vashago bhrityaa nrityetkreedaasha-
kuntavat 
 
When a man falls in love of a woman she 
makes him a puppet and makes him dance 
according to her wish.  
 
 I really don’t understand why you are so 
afraid of woman. It just doesn’t suit someone of 
your stature. Western psychology may find 
various reasons but I am not interested in those. 
If you do come back to earth as a woman you 
may experience something very different. Some-
times I wish everyone could live as the opposite 
sex for a few months. I was watching an old 
movie the other day where a reporter wanted to 
write a story on anti-Semitism and he realized 
that the only way he could find out how it feels to 
be treated as a Jew is to be one. So he tells 
people that he is a Jew, and his life changes as 
people treat him differently. If people could live 
someone else’s life for a while, they probably 
would be less judgmental about others and would 
have less to fear one another. Perhaps even you 
would be more understanding of woman, who 
appears to you so powerful. Perhaps you would 
realize that on some of your verses without 
knowing it you are describing the hostile envi-
ronment in which many women live.  
 
Yasmindeshe na sammano na vrittirna cha 
baandhavah 
Na cha vidyagamopyasti vaasam tatra na 
kaarayet 
 
 One should not live where one may not 
get any respect, where one can’t earn a liveli-
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hood, have no relatives or friends, and there is 
no chance of acquiring knowledge. 
 
 For many women that place is none other 
than their home, where a noble lady should 
remain, stree divyaa shobhate grihe, and must 
not leave because stree bhramanti vinashyati, a 
roving woman is doomed. These views of 
yours are widely shared by people of our culture 
even today, leading to a big dilemma for women 
who can neither live in their homes nor leave it. 
 
 So what do you say? Would you come 
back and help us out? You may enjoy using a 
computer for your work, and you may find many 
new things to write about as many things have 
changed in twenty-five centuries even though 
some of your truths as well as attitudes haven’t. 
You can travel by air to all the places far east and 
even west your work has traveled and a laptop 
can be arranged if you prefer. 
 
 You see, some of us have been trying to 
make this world peaceful, starting with our 
homes, streets, and work places. And even you, 
with all your accusations, throw in a ray of hope 
for us that I must not forget to mention. In your 

own words, bhaaryaa mitram griheshu cha, in 
the home, wife is one’s best friend. Friendship 
requires equality. You have also said that one 
must be satisfied with his wife, food, and 
money, santoshastrishu kartavyah swadaare 
bhojane dhane. And satisfaction requires accep-
tance. You also say, shantitulyam taponaasti na 
santoshatparam sukham, no penance is greater 
than the act of maintaining peace and no 
happiness is better than satisfaction. So, you 
see, there is a common denominator to our 
differing views. Perhaps we can discuss how 
friendship and acceptance could be nurtured for 
the sake of satisfaction and peace, against all 
odds. I sincerely hope that you will seriously 
consider my invitation.  
 
 
With regards, 
 
A woman from early twenty-first century 
 
P.S. This letter is not an illusion. 
 
Reference: Ethics of Chankya, translated from 
Sanskrit by Tantrik Yogi Ramesh. Sahni Publica-
tions, Delhi, 1994. 

 
 
Mamata Misra is a community volunteer living in Austin, Texas. She volunteers with an organization called 
Saheli (www.saheli-austin.org, saheli@usa.net, (512) 703-8745) that provides support and assistance to 
Asian families suffering from domestic violence. This article was previously published in 2001 in a regular 
column called "Women and Society" in the South Asian Women Forum webzine Connect at www.sawf.org. 
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The Season of Loneliness  
 
Baidehish Dwibedy 
 
A pinch of vermilion in my hand, 
The eyes are on the road of arrival,  
Of somebody, 
The heart is anxious, 
A feeling of the spring within, 
Eyes don’t want to blink 
And … I am waiting for her…. 
 
The season changed,  
And several seasons have changed since 
then, 
She has not come, 
The air never brought any message from her, 
Not even her smell 
 
Still I am waiting, 
With a handful of vermilion, 
With an anxious heart, 
And with a lots of dream in my eyes. 
 
Like a lonely star in the evening-sky 
Like a moon in a star-free night 
Like a mirage in a desert, 
Like a misrouted boat in an ocean, 
 
Still I am waiting, 
With a handful of vermilion, 
With a lot of hope 
And with a lot of dreams in my eyes. 
 
The moon doesn’t look like the moon anymore 
Nor the spring gives any pleasure 
The sound of the tides have started being 
annoying  
Each second has become a burden 
Nothing is same as it used to be before 
 
Still I am waiting, 
With a handful of vermilion, 
With an anxious heart, 
And with a lot of dreams in my eyes. 
 
Baidehish Dwivedi lives in Chicago, IL. 

Forgive Me  
 
Snigdha Mishra 
 
I meant to call you, I really did --- 
But the sweet scent of yellow Jessamine 
Wafting on the evening breeze enveloped me. 
It tickled my nose as it drew me closer.  
I took a deep breath and then another. 
Drunk on the perfume, I forgot. 
 
I wanted to talk to you, I really did --- 
But the bright flash of a dragonfly wing 
Gleamed blue-green, iridescent. 
It hovered, then darted out of sight. 
My eyes followed its erratic flight. 
Enchanted by the view, I forgot. 
 
I meant to visit you, I really did --- 
But the quick babble of water 
Gurgling over mossy stones 
Called to me.  I closed my eyes.  
Listening, I followed my feet. 
Drawn to the music, I forgot. 
 
I thought about you, I really did --- 
But the rich brown bark peeling off the cedar trunk 
Beckoned to me.  My fingers rubbed it  
And then touched a ladybug’s back. 
Rough then smooth, my fingers stroked.  
Enthralled by the textures, I forgot. 
 
I wanted to send you mail, I really did --- 
But the spring rain misted down. 
I closed my eyes, stuck out my tongue. 
I stood with arms outstretched. 
The cool clean drops, headier than wine, 
Blessed my mouth.  I forgot. 
 
I thought about you often, I really did --- 
But my senses betrayed me, all of them. 
I reveled in the smells, the sights, the sounds. 
I savored the textures and the tastes. 
Lost in a world of my own, I forgot. 
Forgive me. 
 
Snigdha Mishra resides in Austin, TX, with her 
husband and two children. Trained as a financial 
analyst, she teaches and performs Hindustani 
classical music and writes poetry in her spare time. 
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The Charred Body 
 
 Prasanna K. Pati, MD 
 

I had located my psychiatry practice in the 
beautiful city of Montreal, Canada in the early 
1970's. It is one of the last great cities of North 
America, where one can still feel the presence of 
history of days gone by - a feel of the 17th and 
18th centuries. Old Montreal is the oldest Church 
district in America and even though I am a Hindu, 
I loved to wander around this lovely area. 

 

It was in 1988 that Montreal hosted the 
International Congress of Jurists. There was a 
large delegation from India. I had known that one 
of the members of the Indian delegation was my 
friend, Justice Tripathy. Of course, it had been 
more than thirty years since he was my class-
mate in the Ravenshaw College at Cuttack in the 
Indian State of Orissa. Justice Tripathy was an 
eminent member of the Orissa High Court, not 
only known for his keen legal mind, compassion 
and honesty, but also for his big ego. Though I 
had not been in touch with him, I was looking 
forward to a visit from him. He was the judge 
appointed to inquire into the Hindu-Muslim riots 
that rocked the city of Cuttack in 1968. I was 
particularly interested in his findings, opinions 
and recommendations to the government of 
Orissa. I also thought, it would be a real opportu-
nity for my friend, Miss Helene Drummond, to 
learn first hand about the Hindu-Muslim conflicts 
of South Asia. She was a Professor of Political 
Science in McGill University of Montreal and a 
specialist in inter-religious conflicts, be it India, 
Sri Lanka, Northern Ireland, or the Middle East. 

 
I called the organizers of the Congress 

and left a message for my friend. I was not sure 
he would find the time to visit with us. After all, I 
had procured a program of the conference, and 
Justice Tripathy was a panelist in several sympo-
sia. 

One evening, I received a call from him, 
"Dr. Sonjee, I received your message. Yes, it will 
be a great pleasure to visit with you. I am free 
tomorrow noon. I had known you were in Mont-
real, and I was hoping we could get together." 

 
We decided to meet at the Maharaja India 

Restaurant on the Boulevard Saint-Laurent. I had 
told him that I would bring along a special friend, 

an expert on inter-religious conflicts around the 
world. 

Helene and I met him in the hotel lobby 
around noon the next day. "Justice Tripathy, I am 
Dr. Sonjee. You look good. I would like you to 
meet my friend, Dr. Helene Drummond, a Pro-
fessor of Political Science at McGill University, 
here in Montreal." 

 
For a moment, Justice Tripathy seemed a 

bit confused as Helene, of French-Canadian 
origin and long dark hair, was in her forties and 
stunningly beautiful. He regained his composure 
and said, "What a surprise, Dr. Drummond. I am 
delighted to meet you." 

 
I added, "Helene has a Ph.D. from Har-

vard and her thesis was on inter-religious big-
otry." 

Helene, who is very outgoing, added, 
"Call me Helene, Justice Tripathy, I am very 
pleased to meet you." 

 
We went to my car and started towards 

the restaurant. In my excitement in meeting my 
college friend, I started talking in Oriya, but 
Helene quickly responded, "Darling, not in your 
language, please." 

 
Helene and the Justice were conversing 

very amicably on the current situation in India. He 
was a bit uncomfortable at the beginning, but 
soon responded to Helene's warmth, charm, 
openness and friendliness. We very much 
enjoyed the buffet lunch which had both North 
and South Indian cuisine. 

 
"Justice Tripathy, you chaired the Enquiry 

Commission to go into all aspects of the Hindu-
Muslim riots at Cuttack. I think it was 1968. Both 
Helene and I are very interested in hearing from 
you firsthand." 

 
Justice Tripathy didn't expect such, as I 

could see that his expression changed. He 
avoided eye contact. There was a moment of 
silence and tension. 

"Dr. Sonjee, why should you be interested 
in your native Orissa? You left for America and 
decided to stay back. If you had really cared for 
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India, you would have come back and served 
your own people. You are no longer an Indian. 
Why would you be interested in the Hindu-
Muslim riots of 1968?" 

 
I was not expecting such from Justice Tri-

pathy. He pushed my buttons and I became 
angry, but maintained my civility. 

 
"Obviously, Justice Tripathy, you do not 

wish to talk about it. Regardless of what you 
think, I love India, perhaps, from a distance. 
Furthermore, what difference does it make if I am 
a doctor here in Canada or India? After all, our 
Hindu scriptures proclaim repeatedly, 'The entire 
Universe is one family'. Furthermore, I would be 
lying if I did not admit I like to be here in Montreal 
rather than Delhi or Calcutta." 

 
Helene was quiet for a change, with a sort 

of enigmatic smile. Justice Tripathy did not 
respond. 

 
Helene interjected, "Darling, perhaps Jus-

tice Tripathy has some painful memories related 
to the Enquiry Commission. You should not press 
him any further." 

 
I responded, "Helene, you are a scholar 

on inter-religious conflicts beginning with the 
Crusades, the persecution of the Jews for 
centuries, the raging fires of hatred in the Middle 
East, Hindu-Buddhist alienation in Sri Lanka, 
Catholic-Protestant warfare in Northern Ireland, 
ethnic cleansing of Hindus by terrorists in Kash-
mir, and frequent Hindu-Muslim riots in India. 
Here is an opportunity to learn from this eminent 
jurist. My memory of Cuttack is that it was 
peaceful. I had Muslim and Christian friends." 

 
Justice Tripathy, at this point, called for 

the waitress and ordered wine for himself and us. 
"Dr. Drummond and Dr. Sonjee, the Enquiry 
Commission I chaired after the riots is even now 
most unpleasant to think about. Even now, after 
so many years, at times I have nightmares. I did 
not expect a non-resident Indian would be 
interested in it after some twenty years. After all, 
India is full of tragedies. Yes, I will tell you about 
it, not the legal aspects but what I went through 
as a judge, sifting evidence through truth, lies, 
distortions, confusion, contradictions and accusa-
tions from literally hundreds of witnesses. The 
city was paralyzed for five days. It was taken 
over by mad people -- riots, stabbings, burning 

houses and shops. Do you understand, and can 
you visualize those scenes?" 

 
The waitress came over with three 

glasses of wine. He proposed a toast to our 
health and we reciprocated. He took a sip and 
proceeded, "Dr. Drummond, are you sure you 
want to hear this entire horrible story?" 

 
Helene responded, "I am a scholar, yes, it 

will be the first time that I will hear it directly, from 
an eminent jurist, a first hand account of the 
inquiry." 

 
"Dr. Sonjee, perhaps you remember 

some of the localities of the city of Cuttack such 
as Chandni Chowk, Buxi Bazar, Chowdhury 
Bazar, Manglabagh, Chaulianganj, Bangla Sahi, 
Ranihat, and Naubazar. Not a single one of these 
historic areas escaped the spreading riots." 

 
"Justice Tripathy," I asked, "how did it 

start?" "It is a good question. I heard all kinds of 
causes during my investigative inquiry. Even the 
police didn't have a clear idea. It started in the 
stadium where there was a soccer match be-
tween the visiting Russian and the Orissa team. 
How and when and why it became a communal 
riot was not clearly established."  

 
Helene commented, "What was the riot 

like? Was it simple street demonstrations and 
some sporadic incidents of arson?" Justice 
Tripathy did not respond and asked the waitress 
to bring three more glasses of wine. He sipped 
the wine slowly. Then he proceeded, "No, Dr. 
Drummond, from the testimony received at the 
Inquiry Commission hearings and from police 
officers, the city went insane - groups of young 
Hindus proceeding menacingly towards predomi-
nantly Muslim neighborhoods and vice versa, 
stabbings of members of the opposite community 
and arson. Within a few hours, the police lost 
control. People who knew each other as friends 
suddenly became enemies. It was a repetition of 
what happened in Lahore at the partition of India. 
Dr. Drummond, you have studied from medieval 
times. You know very well, there is no reason." 

"Justice Tripathy, were there fatalities?" I 
asked. "Yes, there were fatal stabbings. The 
police recovered many bodies mostly belonging 
to the minority Muslim community after the riots 
had subsided. They were victims of stabbing or 
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cutting the throat. There were also victims whose 
eyes had been gouged." 

Helene interrupted, "Justice Tripathy, I am 
feeling sick in my stomach. Let us take a 
break, and I suggest we walk over to Notre Dame 
Church. I realize both of you are Hindus and you 
need not go in, but I need to pray." 

We walked in silence to the Church, and 
we entered the inner sanctuary. Helene knelt 
down and prayed, and we, two Hindus, stood just 
behind her in prayerful silence. In my mind, I 
attempted a prayer, but nothing came to me.  

We came out of the Church and went to 
its courtyard. We sat on a bench. JusticeTripathy 
continued, "During testimony given at the Inquiry 
Commission hearings, I heard such stories for 
many months. Gradually, I became insensitive. 
Dr. Drummond, for a judge, it is very, very difficult 
to establish truth and facts in India. It was gut-
wrenching testimony. It was friends and 
neighbors who had lived in peace for years and 
suddenly turning against one another just be-
cause of religion. Dr. Sonjee, you are a psychia-
trist. Perhaps you have some explanation for 
such brutality." 

I responded, "Justice Tripathy, I may call 
it a mass psychosis or hysteria, but that does not 
really explain it." 

The judge continued, "I will just relate two 
incidents. A man testified that he saw a man stab 
to death an elderly male of the other community. 
The assailant suddenly realized that he had 
called the dying man, 'Uncle' for many years, 
even though the latter was a member of the other 
community. According to the testimony, the 
miscreant, in the dim light, held up the bleeding 
elderly male, hugged him and reportedly said, 
'Uncle, forgive me for what I have just done,' as 
he cradled the dying man to his chest." 

Helene interrupted, "According to the tes-
timony of this witness, was there any response 
from the dying man?" 

"Helene, I asked him the same question 
and the response was a look difficult to describe." 

I said, "Justice Tripathy, is this one of the 
episodes that brings on nightmares to you?” 

"Precisely so, Dr. Sonjee. I grew up in a 
small village near Cuttack. We had a Muslim 
neighbor, who was a teacher in our school. I 
used to call him 'Uncle' and his wife 'Aunty.' In 
our large village we, the Hindus, participated in 
the Muslim community's Muharram and they, in 
our Dusserah festivals." 

Helene said, "Justice Tripathy, I am 
shocked. I cannot believe that such cruelty could 
happen in the land of Gandhi and Buddha." 

"It is getting late. Let me come to some-
thing that haunts me even after twenty years. 
During the inquiry, a police officer brought a pair 
of shoes. It was the kind of shoes worn by 
Muslim women. He testified that this pair of 
shoes was found near a female body charred 
beyond recognition. The body was not claimed 
by anyone. Several witnesses had testified as to 
whose it might be, but the fact is that it was so 
charred that it could not be identified. The 
question was, was she a Hindu or a Muslim 
woman?" 

I interjected, "How did the police dispose 
of the body? Was there a Hindu cremation or 
was it consigned to a grave, as per the Muslim 
custom?" 

Justice Tripathy paused for a while. Then, 
he added, "As the body was burnt beyond 
recognition, and as it couldn't be proven that the 
shoes belonged to the woman, leaders of both 
communities agreed to perform both Hindu and 
Muslim funeral services, and thus, she died as a 
citizen of India, neither Hindu nor Muslim." 

It was close to evening. We walked in si-
lence to the flower-decorated square named for 
the early French explorer Jacques Cartier to 
listen to outdoor fiddlers playing French-
Canadian folk tunes. Our mood soon improved 
and Helene asked me to join several people 
dancing to this soulful music. 

We took Justice Tripathy to his hotel, and 
Helene, while wishing the Justice good-bye, 
planted a kiss on his cheek. He didn't expect 
such warmth and affection, but soon regained his 
composure and asked Helene, "If I may ask you, 
are you in love with my friend, Dr. Sonjee?" 

Helene didn't expect such a personal 
question and seemed surprised. I interjected, 
"Helene, in the culture of India, such personal 
questions are not considered inappropriate." 

At this, Helene started laughing, came 
close to me, planted kisses on both cheeks, and 
said, "Dr. Sonjee and I are diverse - he, a Hindu 
from India and I, a French-Canadian Catholic. 
Justice Tripathy, shall we say, it is Platonic love.
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‘I am OK, you are not OK’ syndrome 
 

Sahadeva Sahoo 
 

“Sindoor as additive!” - just because it 
gives a mouth watering red color to your food? 
This happened in New Jersey in an educated 
family. And the result is a slow lead poisoning of 
the parents and the small child. What amazes 
one is people lose common sense so easily 
when they are away from traditional family ties. 
 

We are losing knowledge in search for in-
formation, and wisdom in search for knowledge. 
Wisdom is the foundation of our common sense. 
When we lose common sense we blame others 
without understanding why ‘others’ behave the 
way they do. Forget the environment in which 
others work, and you pontificate and say, “I am 
Ok, you are not OK.” This is a manifestation of 
what we call self-righteousness. 
 

Almost all of us are self-righteous. But the 
educated control their hubris and are able to see 
righteousness too in others’ actions and omis-
sions, and do not boast that it is they who only 
have mannerisms and morals, which others must 
emulate or else the others are to be despised. 
 

The self-righteous are critical of others; at 
slightest provocation they shout at whom they 
consider is at fault, and do not hesitate to spread 
canards about him or her. A sort of inferiority 
complex drives them, and if they don’t have 
anything worthwhile to prove their identity, they 
resort to denigrating others, so that they shine 
better in their penumbra. We sometimes ask 
others suggesting, ‘you should have done this or 
that.’ But when it comes to us to take a decision, 
we hesitate. We don’t want tainted ministers in 
the Government when we are in opposition, but 
forget that homily when we form the Government. 
Consequences of a sense of self-righteousness 
are manifest in external affairs of the Govern-
ments. Ministries of external affairs of super 
powers arrogate unto themselves the avatar of 
the self-righteousness. The USA lectures to the 
world how the others should behave in the 
international polity. She forgets to apply that 
homily at home. The USA could capture Noriega, 
the Head of another State, and bring him before 
the home court for trial, but it will never allow 

another country to capture an American and try 
him, for example, for wrongly attacking Iraq or 
spraying chemical weapons against the people of 
Vietnam. The USA can have nuclear stockpile, 
but will not allow another country to start manu-
facturing a weapon, what to talk of stockpiling 
them. It comes out of a feeling that what I think is 
the best for the whole world, whereas your 
thinking is sectarian. No wonder, the USA has 
reservations on establishment of an International 
Court of Criminal Justice. It won’t allow a foreign 
court to sit in judgment over actions of its citizens 
abroad, though it proclaims to the world that 
every body is equal before law and that human 
rights violations would be a bar to trading with the 
USA. 
 

In fact the US Government does not view 
other country’s laws as civilized while it treats its 
internal laws as equivalent to International laws. 
There is the episode of President Nixon protect-
ing an American teenager accused of scratching 
the surface of a parked car in a Singapore street. 
Singapore is known for cleanliness, and the 
Government is fiercely protective of its drive to 
maintain its image of a clean city. Yet President 
Nixon accused the Singapore Judiciary of being 
barbarian because they ordered 52 strokes of 
cane on the teenager. Nixon rang up the Prime 
Minister of Singapore to intervene. Intervene he 
did, and the teenager was given a less number of 
caning. 
 

The World Bank is a club of the rich na-
tions and never holds its meetings at places 
cheaper than Hotel Waldorf-Astoria, 301 Park 
Avenue, New York. Representatives of lesser 
nations when they queue there for loans are 
given lectures on how to remove poverty in their 
countries. America asks others to adhere to 
standards of environments but sulks at enforcing 
it on itself. It has voted against its white represen-
tative Robert Watson, and propped up the Indian 
candidate, TATA’s representative Rajendra 
Pachauri for the post of Chairman, UN Panel on 
Climate Change because Pachauri advocated 
moderation in phasing out manufacture of 
vehicles causing noxious emissions whereas 
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Watson wanted drastic action. Self-righteous 
people preach one and practice another. 
 

Self-righteousness is a heady condition 
that all of us have experienced at one time or 
another. Eric Hoffer said, ‘Self-righteousness is a 
manifestation of self-contempt.’ ‘Self-
righteousness is a loud din raised to drown the 
voice of guilt within us.’ Those who are honest 
will admit that there is something sickeningly 
sweet and alluring about knowing you are right, 
while others are terribly wrong. However many 
unpleasant or anxious feelings may accompany a 
crisis, righteousness is one side effect that can 

imbue a person with sensations of romantic 
virtue, and the satisfaction of feeling like a 
martyr, or the lonely champion of a pious cause... 
And yet, the amount of heat in a person's voice 
bears almost no relation to how right they are. 
Anton Pavlovich Chekhov said, ‘You will not 
become a saint through other people's sins.’ If I 
quote Erich Fromm, ‘There is perhaps no phe-
nomenon which contains so much destructive 
feeling as moral indignation, which permits envy 
or hate to be acted out under the guise of virtue.’ 
When occasion comes, they do not hesitate 
preaching, a preaching which borders on scold-
ing. 

 
 
 
 
Sahadeva Sahoo, IAS (retd.), holds the position of the Chancellor of Supreme University, Raipur. He has served as 
the Chief Secretary to the Government of Orissa and the Vice Chancellor of Orissa University of Agriculture and 
Technology. He is a prolific author with 40 books and a regular contributor to various newspapers and journals in 
Orissa.  He has received several literary awards including the Orissa Sahitya Academy award and the Sarala 
Samman.  He can be reached at sahadevas@hotmail.com 
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Pradyot  Patnaik 
 
Smiling softly on countenance sky  
Winking, twinkling, blinking shy 
Shining crystals, smiling gems 
A necklace of pearls in the diadem  
A carpet in the welkin blooming bright 
Emeralds embroidered on hairs of night 
Intransigence love through fathomless miles 
Naughty and pretty like children smile 
 
Hovering clouds like flowing cress 
Softly shroud the sleepy face 
Of Mother Earth from myriad eyes 
Blinking teasingly from the sky 
Between the clouds those soft rays 
Tickling the air in frolic play 
Playful, rhythmic live children 
A script of love in the page of heaven 
 
Ever awake and never slumber 
Waiting for Dawn, waiting for Mother 
To be tucked under soft blanket of light 
Under lullaby of larks to Mother’s delight 

 
 
Pradyot Patnaik was the editor of OSA Souvenir 
2003. 
                                  
                                                  
                                                 

Eternity 
 
Surya Nayak 
 
Night was drunken 
dew was heavy, 
heart moaned and 
caught in anguish 

of some perishables events, 
 
An Owl flew by……. 
      
Words of feelings 
 Hummed- 
Lips glazed with love. 
 
Light within 

lit wet with fire. 
not capable to control 
the inner speech; 
 unfolded 
a landing kiss of softness. 

 
Inside voice echoed, and 
Lisped, “I love you.”  
 Muscle tensed and toasted 

  Not-to-ease. 
 
Body, knowingly B-a-t-h-e-d  in 
 lavender-dew foam, 
 eddy slowly escaped 
 in-between her breast, 
   Lingeringly. 
 
Cascade of feelings 
created an image, in 
the whirlpool; 
 making the bubbles 
 rested on her belly button 
   with eternity. 
 
Surya writes in English & Oriya. He lives in Maryland 
with his wife, Sujata; daughter, Tasha and son, 
Sonal. 
 
 
 
 

OS
A 
Ar
ch
iv
es
 2
00
8-
09
pp



   2004 OSA Souvenir 

 14

Patanjali’s Yoga Sutras 
 
Markandeswar Panda, Ph.D., D.Sc. (Phil.), San Antonio, TX 

 
 This article on the Yoga Sutras (Yoga-
Sutras, Yogasutras) of Patanjali (pAtan.jALi and 
sometimes referred as pAtan.jaLa) is an exposi-
tion of the important views and comments read 
from a number of books available both in print 
and out of print.  In the west, Yoga generally 
means the Asanas (physical postures) associ-
ated with Hatha Yoga, and certain mental exer-
cises to create a peaceful mind.  This is quite 
necessary for many, who will never have the 
chance to discharge the full capacity of their 
physical brains.  In the East, the concepts of 
brain and mind are treated separately.  Interest-
ingly, while there is more activity from the west-
ern scholars to study the eastern literature, the 
modern Indian is claiming to have been influ-
enced by the ‘culture’ of the West.  According to 
them, such influence often means not finding 
enough time to read an original work written in 
any language, not even in the English.  I am not 
trying to teach Hinduism to the Hindus, and 
expect my writing to be a brief guide for further 
studies.  There are many manuscripts and books 
that I would like to quote here, but their relevance 
for this article is the same as the irrelevance of 
quoting my views in any of the future articles in 
this area. 
 
   In ancient India, the authors of the great 
texts mistakenly labeled as Hindu scriptures, 
never tried to earn a name for the knowledge 
available to them.  Unfortunately, even possess-
ing preliminary amounts of such common knowl-
edge is becoming the source of ‘ego’ and pride 
for nearly all of us.  We continue discovering 
manuscripts written on bhoja or palm leaves, in 
the museums and libraries around the world, and 
in the homes of a few humble villagers living in 
remote parts of India.  These un-translated texts 
contain or refer to the names of authors, who had 
written books using pseudonyms of Kapila 
(kapiLa), Patanjali, Vyasa (vyAsa), Valmiki 
(vAlmiki), and Vasistha.  Conveying knowledge to 
a trained disciple was the prime interest, and no 
one wrote for the sake of making a name or 
earning the riches.  Many scholars from both the 
East and West believe that Patanjali of the 

Yogasutras was the same person who com-
mented on Panini’s (pANini) grammar.  The 
MahabhASya of Patanjali, which is a treatise on 
PaNiniAn grammar, makes no comment on the 
Yogasutras (200 BC), and vice versa.  Some 
commentators believe that MahAbhASya was 
written by the same Patanjali of the Yogasutras, 
and probably lived around 200 BC.  The practice 
of plagiarism was not a part in the lives of the 
interpreters of the SanAtana dharma.  This is one 
of the reasons as to why we find the ancient texts 
flowing with unique knowledge, like clean water 
in a spring.  Unlike the ancient writers, many of 
the modern writers plagiarize entire texts and 
rephrase the unique knowledge into their own 
style, calling it original, without any guilt con-
science of not referring the originals.  Therefore, 
it is not easy to conclude when and where the 
author of the Yogasutras, lived and died.   
   

There is an available commentary on 
Patanjali by a scholar named Bhojadeva (or 
Bhoja).  In the available literature, there are no 
Bhojadevas listed in any of the Indian literature, 
earlier than 10th Century of our era.  If Patanjali 
was a single person, then he was Yogi, a writer, 
grammarian, and a doctor at the same time.  
Also, it is not strange that a multidisciplinary 
person, trained in religion quoting a tenth century 
AD or 4000 BC text to highlight his 21st century 
bestseller.  Therefore, the statement of a writer 
named Chakrapani writing about Patanjali as:  
“PAtan.jaLa-mahAbhASya-
CharakapratisaMskR.tAhi”, should not give us an 
illusory view that both of them might have lived at 
the same time.  The statement in Sanskrit in the 
previous sentence means, Patanjali’s medical 
works are the revisions of Charaka’s Samhita 
(medical treatise of Charaka).  One cannot rule 
out the possibilities of revising a work by another 
person, several centuries after the original was 
written.  

  
It is not easy to write an article on the 

Yogasutras, but below are some brief comments.  
Unfortunately, there is no simple method of 
extracting the truth on the controversies arising 
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from the number of manuscripts available.  Too 
many commentaries on Patanjali are available 
either directly, or indirectly from the works of 
Nagarjuna (UpAyakAuSaLayahrdya-Sastra, 
Chinese translation in 472 AD), by Magha (in his 
Sishupalabaddha, iv, 55, ca 650 AD), and 
Vachaspati Misra (Tattva-vAichAradI, ca 850 
AD). I have no idea what is real and/or what is 
fact.  If there is a truth, in any work, then it does 
not matter whether it is wrapped in gold, silver, 
iron, or mud.  It would not be contaminated even 
by my comments, coated with my personal 
ignorance or bias. 

   
The contents of Yogasutras:  The Yoga 

Sutras of Patanjali, consists of a total of 195 rules 
(sutras).  These are no less complicated than the 
Brahma Sutras of BadarAyaNa, and are not easy 
to interpret without a proper bhASya (commen-
tary) or Vritti (descriptive notes).  It may be noted 
that BadArayaNa had compacted the entire 
Upanishadic teachings in 564 cryptic sutras, 
collectively known as the Brahma Sutras. The 
Yoga Sutras are divided into four parts (pAdas), 
as follows. 

 
1.  samAdhipAda, 51 sutras.  This is a general 

introduction to the nature, goal, and methods 
of the various methods of Yoga. It also deals 
with the practice of yogic methods leading to 
the cessation of the various modifications of 
the internal organ, chitta. 

 2. sAdhanApAda, 55 sutras.  This section 
discusses the causes of sufferings, not only 
mental but also those attributed to karma and 
bondage. 

 3. VibhutipAda, 55 sutras.  These sutras discuss 
the yoga psychology, including supernatural 
phenomenon and the acquisition of certain 
supernormal powers. 

 4. KaivalyapAda, 34 sutras.  These sutras deal 
with total liberation (kaivalya) of the mind, and 
realization of ‘Self’. 

   
The entire text, when written continuously 

would occupy between four and five pages. The 
original text (if it is authentic) like that of the 
sutras of all the other five systems of Indian 
Philosophy, except Vaisesika (VaisheSika), is 
well preserved. For new readers in Hinduism, I 
may point out that there are six schools of Indian 
philosophy, i.e., sAmkhya, Yoga, nyAya, vaishe-
Sika, mImamsA, and VedAnta.  Vaishesika is a 

school of philosophy, which deals with the 
enumeration and delineation of the ultimate 
constituent of the universe.  This paramanu 
(paramANu) theory of this school is sometimes 
equated with the atomic or sub-atomic theory of 
the west.  However, in my personal view, they 
are not equivalent to each other. 

  
Although it is not possible to discuss the 

individual Sutras in detail, there are several good 
books on this topic, where the authors have 
expanded the views with their own biases.  It 
would be irrational on my part to compare, agree, 
or contrast with any of the views available in 
print.  Most of them have good intentions or 
explanations, but offer incomplete and some-
times totally far fetched interpretations.  The best 
choice for the seeker of truth is to read these in 
their original Sanskrit verses, and then derive the 
meanings as they appear.  The following para-
graphs are my general comments, and may not 
be satisfactory for the experts. 

 
Yoga is a discipline, both theoretical and 

practical, through which the individual mind, can 
attain a state of equilibrium with the universal 
mind.  Thorough discussions on this subject can 
be found in the references cited at the end (1-5).  
Introductory and simplified discussions without 
heavy analyses of the sutras are also available 
(6, 7).  The novice may find the preliminary 
essence of the Yoga (in about 32 printed pages) 
in the popular philosophy book by Dr. Rad-
hakrishnan and Charles Moore (ref. 7). 

 
It is not clear when Yoga became an inte-

gral part of Indian philosophy.  But it is well 
known that Patanjali’s Yogasutras are probably 
the first and most systematic presentation of this 
philosophy.  The Hindu literature always faces 
and would face the problems of not keeping or 
even mentioning the time and origins of the 
unique ideas.  No one knows why such records 
are more important than the contents of the 
books.  The so-called western writers always 
demand an explanation for not keeping the 
records straight.  Despite the popular belief that 
Yoga is a part of the Hindu system of philosophy, 
all eastern religions including Buddhism, Hindu-
ism, and Jainism have either incorporated or had 
independently developed many of the practices 
of Yoga philosophy.  Therefore, the number of 
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ancient and modern interpretations of this 
philosophy is quite remarkable in number. 

 
In Hinduism, Yoga is traditionally associ-

ated with Samkhya (sA.mkhya), because the 
latter acknowledges the former as a method of 
realizing truth.  According to some authors, Yoga 
also accepts the Samkkhya metaphysics and 
epistemology to be important for its own disci-
plines.  The important difference between the two 
is: ‘unlike Samkhya, Yoga accepts the existence 
of God (Isvara), the supreme Purusha or Self.  
Samkhya rejects God as both creator and 
designer of the universe.’  The Purusha of the 
Yoga is instrumental in bringing out the universe 
from the purely physical, unconscious prakriti. 
However, Purusha has never been or cannot be 
in bondage to prakriti is an important aspect of 
this thought.  But it is not the sole reality as other 
purushas and the prakriti exist; these are not 
created by the Supreme Purusha.  There are no 
degradations between the Purusha, other pus-
rushas, and the prakriti, there are only different 
degrees of perfection between the individual 
purushas.  Patanjali does not see the absolute 
requirement of a God concept in the practices of 
Yoga.  “Nevertheless, Patanjali teaches that not 
all forms of Yoga require devotion to God, and 
Yoga can serve even the atheist as a means to 
freedom and liberation (8)”.  Despite the differ-
ences between the various Indian schools of 
philosophy (or religious practices), Yoga is 
recommended in one form or the other as a path 
for preparing the mind for ‘moksha’.  The only 
exception was the school of Charvakas, who did 
not recognize it. 

 
What can Yoga teach the common person ? 
        

The aim of Yoga, according to Patanjali, 
is the acquisition of the knowledge of freeing the 
‘self’ from its bondage to prakriti.  This is basi-
cally the destruction of illusion that binds the self 
with prakriti.  In simpler words, it is the complete 
control of the ‘chitta’,which is the complex of 
buddhi, ahamkAra, and manas. Chitta undergoes 
modifications when it is in contact with the sense 
objects through our senses, leading to ignorance.  
In that state one mistakenly identifies oneself 
with the instruments (sense organs) of the body.  
The practical discipline of Yoga dispels such 
mistakes, and frees chitta from the bondage of 
the perishable physical body. 

 
Who can practice it? 

 
Any one can practice Yoga, and it need 

not be limited by health or age.  It is the realiza-
tion of self by freeing the mind.  One should not 
be afraid of the goal by thinking about the difficul-
ties involved with Asanas, and Pranayamas 
requiring good health or strong body.  It is the 
method for controlling the mind (chitta) rather 
than exercising the body.  When one method of 
conditioning the mind (see the aSTAngas for 
conditioning the mind discussed below) is limited 
by health and physique, one may try other 
methods.  According to Bhoja, the commentator 
of the Yogasutras (8), souls who at birth are 
equipped with receptive minds for the Yoga are 
rare.  Most of us have to gradually develop the 
mind, and make it fit for the ultimate goal, the 
Kaivalya.  The vyAsa vAsya describes five 
classes of Chittas, and each of us falls into one 
of the categories.  These are: 
 
1. Kshiptachitta (wandering mind).  It is controlled 

by passions, which sometimes overpowers 
the mind.  A person falling into this category 
may have a temporary concentration, but it is 
not the contemplative concentration required 
for attaining absolute independence. 

 
2. Mudhachitta (blind or stupid):  Controlled by 

passions like anger, by which it loses its 
senses. 

 
3. Vikshiptachitta (dispersed):  This type of mind 

is universal and represents people, who 
sometimes tend to be good, but easily re-
lapse back to evil. 
  These (above) three states of mind are not 
suitable for the contemplative concentration 
of Yoga, and need to be conditioned.   

 
4. EkAgrachitta (unified or unidirectional in the 

best sense): In this mind true knowledge of 
the nature of reality is already present.  This 
type of mind is ready for the next stage, the 
‘nirodha’. 

 
5. Nirodhachitta (fire walled?):  In this mind all 

mental states are arrested (controlled) and is 
suitable for kaivalya. 
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aSTAnga of the Yoga system for conditioning of 
the Chitta:   

 
The Sutras in the sAdhanApAda section 

provide the means of attaining a controlled mind.  
These are called the YogAngas, and the eight of 
these are referred as aSTAngas.  Because of 
page limitations, it is not possible to discuss each 
of these in detail.  Interested readers may find 
very easy to understand discussions of these 
YogAngas, in the book by Swami Pravananda 
(see Ref. 9).  Briefly, these can be explained as: 

 
1. Yama (restraint).  ‘Yama is the abstention 

from harming others, from falsehood, from 
incontinence, and from greed.  These forms 
of abstention are basic rules of rules of con-
duct; must be practiced without any reserva-
tion as to time, place, purpose, or 
caste/creed/religion.’ (Yoga Sutra, II, 30 and 
31). 

 
2. Niyama (observances). ‘These observances 

are cleanliness, contentment, purificatory ac-
tion, study, and devotion to God’. (Yoga Su-
tra, II, 32)    

  
3. Asanas (posture).  Patanjali says, ‘Posture 

becomes firm and relaxed through control of 
the natural tendencies of the body, and 
through meditation on the infinite.’ (Yoga Su-
tra, II, 47).  According to one of the Samkhya 
Sutras, ‘Any posture which is easy and 
steady is an Asana; there is no other rule.’  
Therefore, Patanjali’s Yoga does not demand 
the rigorous physical postures of Hatha Yoga.  
According to Swami Pravananda (p-251 of 
Ref. 9), “The Hatha-Yoga exercises no doubt 
have definite therapeutic values.”  Physical 
health is important for both mind and body, 
but it should not be confused to be consid-
ered as a necessity of Patanjali’s Yoga. 

 
4. PrANAyama (controlling the life force).  This 

is the control of vital energy, which probably 
means the control of the breathing pattern.  
Again, one should not practice the hardest 
way of controlling breath and cause more 
damage than benefit the body.  Brain is an 
organ of the body and its health is very impor-
tant for the mind.  Patanjali’s prANAyamas 
are not the same as the ones taught by 
Hatha Yoga, the latter may do more harm 

without the instructions of an expert teacher.  
Many books confuse the reader by discussing 
the KunDaLini yoga, and the Tantra shAStra 
as Patanjali’s methods.  Here is a suggestion, 
based on Samkara’s works, ‘Stopping the 
right nostril with the thumb, inhale through the 
left nostril within abilities; then without any 
interval exhale through the right nostril.  Now 
reverse the processes, i.e., inhale through the 
right and exhale through the left.  By practic-
ing this three or five times at four periods of 
the day (dawn, midday, evening, and mid-
night), in fifteen days to a month one may at-
tain purity of the nerves.’ (From the notes in 
p-253, Ref. 9)   

 
5. PratyAhAra.  This is usually defined as 

abstraction or control of the mind.  Swami 
Vivekananda (Complete Works of Vivekan-
anda, Vol. 1, p173-4) has simplified it by say-
ing, “He who has succeeded in attaching his 
mind to the centers of perception at will, or in 
detaching it from them, has succeeded in 
pratyAhAra, which means “gathering to-
wards”, checking the outgoing powers of the 
mind, freeing it from the thralldom of the 
senses.  When we can do this we shall really 
possess character; then alone we shall have 
taken a long step towards freedom.”  

 
6. DharANA (concentration). Patanjali defines it 

as ‘holding the mind within a centre of spiri-
tual consciousness in the body, or fixing it in 
some divine form, either within the body or 
outside it.’ (Yoga Sutra, III, 1).  A single form 
of concentration may not be suitable for all.  
Patanjali suggests two simple forms, which 
are easy to practice.   

(a) ‘This word [Om] must be repeated with 
meditation upon its meaning.’ (Yoga Sutra, I, 
28) 

(b) ‘Concentration may also be attained by 
fixing the mind upon the Inner Light, which is 
beyond sorrow.’ (Yoga Sutra, I, 36)  

 
7. DhyAna (meditation).  Meditation is an 

unbroken flow of thought towards the object 
of concentration. 

 
8. SamAdhi.  This is the last stage of the 

YogAnga, in which the mind (chitta) becomes 
one with the object and there is no difference 
between the knower and the known. 
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Now, the mind is ready for assimilating 

the unknown principles of nature.  The path to 
Kaivalya state opens up, and the individual mind 
tends to become a part of the universal mind.  
Kaivalya is deeper than Samadhi.  In the 
Samadhi stage one still has the distraction from 
the awareness of his self, whereas, in Kaivalya 
one attains the state of absolute freedom from 
bondage and ignorance.   

P.S.  I have used the word ‘mind’ as an 
equivalent of ‘chitta’ for convenience only.  Some 
writers use ‘mind-stuff’, but I do not prefer to use 
it. 
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The Waning of the Moon 
 

Dr.(Mrs.) Pratibha Ray 
Translated by Dr.Satchidananda Mohanty 

 
Why does the moon wax and wane, one 

wonders. The sliver of the moon looks so beauti-
ful, perhaps because behind the imperfection, an 
invisible artist dreams of a picture of complete-
ness. 

 
To me, however, it seems as if day by 

day the moon is only getting smaller. When I 
think of the moon, I think of Buddha’s words that 
suffering is the perennial truth of human life. 
Ordinary man searches for happiness amidst 
misery, and experiences suffering in many ways. 
That is why, perhaps, the sick take recourse to 
treatment and console themselves that not illness 
but physical well-being is the reality, knowing all 
the while that the reverse is true. Hope leads to a 
greater suffering, yet it is the same hope that 
sustains man and gives him pleasure however 
transient. 

 
But what is the meaning of hope? I find it 

hard to understand. How, for instance, is this girl 
to console herself? After all, the doctors have 
pronounced their final wards. There is no further 
treatment to be undertaken now. Despite this, if 
she has remained alive, it must surely be due to 
her indomitable will to live. Her strength of mind 
and power of endurance simply amaze me. 
Perhaps, like the fore of the river that gets 
stronger when a swimmer strives against its 
current, adversity tends to fill a person with 
greater strength. 

 
As it happened, it is she who was the 

means of our acquaintance. One day, an unex-
pected phone call greeted me. The caller intro-
duced herself as Chandrabhaga Das. She said 
she was an admirer of my books and wished to 
see me. 

 
“I am usually at home during the eve-

nings. You’re welcome to visit me then.” I said. 
Her silence over the phone filled me with a 
curious admixture of melancholy and eagerness. 
“You know,” she continued, “I’ve been ailing for 
quite sometime. I heard you live nearby. If only 
you could come!” 

It was not pity but curiosity that drew me 
to her house. And my visits continued over a 
period of time. I suppose, it was some invisible 
attraction that drew me there despite my busy 
schedule. 

 
The first day I saw her, she was wearing 

a long gown and lying in bed. I introduced myself 
to her aged father, Lambodar babu, who ushered 
me in and said to his daughter, “This is Prabhat 
Ray whose writings you love so much. Remem-
ber, you invited him”. 

 
She folded her feeble hands together and 

greeted me but lay still in bed. She made no 
effort to rise. It must be due to her weakness, I 
thought. Perhaps, she has been asked by her 
doctors not to get up. Her small face appeared 
somewhat pale and lusterless. Some hidden 
emotion made the tip of her nose appear a trifle 
tremulous. With eyes unblinking, laden with a 
deep sadness, her gaze held me as if she were 
in search of something. The gaze was direct and 
made me somewhat self-conscious. What 
answer to life’s mystery she seeks from an 
unknown writer, I wondered. Aloud, I asked, 
“How are you? How long have you been ill? Is it 
fever or headache?” 

 
In reply, she only smiled and then began 

discussing my works. I suppose, it was easy for 
me to be oblivious of her illness as I sat there 
listening to my own praise. All in all, I think I liked 
the girl more than she liked me. By then, her 
mother had treated me to some tea and snacks, 
and I felt myself a member of their family. At our 
first meeting, I stayed for two whole hours. When 
I finally got up to go, I said with easy familiarity, 
“Now it’s your turn, you know. I do hope you get 
well soon and pay me a visit. I am sure my wife 
will be delighted to meet you”. 

 
In her reclining position, Chandra offered 

me a weak smile in return. As I stood there about 
to take leave, I added, “And by the way, you 
asked me a lot about my writing but you said 
nothing regarding yourself. Which college do you 
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attend? Are you in the Science or the Arts? And 
how long have the doctors advised rest for you?” 

 
I wonder what else I could have asked 

her at my first meeting.  
 
In a subdued tone Chandra answered, 

“What can I possibly say about myself? Well, 
perhaps another day, I think as it is, I have 
wasted a lot of your time. But I must tell you, it 
was wonderful meeting you. As with your writing, 
you imparted a feeling of intimacy at our very first 
meeting. I have no doubt that it’s my great 
fortune to have you call on me”. 

 
I thanked her and stepped out. As I 

looked back at that still form upon the bed, my 
smugness gave way to a deep sorrow. How does 
one explain the plight of such a pure and tender 
soul? I wondered. Could it be simply her misfor-
tune or perhaps the result of some past karma? 

 
  As if interrupting my thoughts, her father 
said, “It has been twelve years you see. Before 
that, she could at least sit up. Now, even that is 
not possible. The wheelchair is lying idle over 
there. It may never be put to use again.” 
 

Heavens no, “I exclaimed quite involun-
tarily.” 

 
Her father continued, “When the doctors 

made false promises, I used to pray to God. Now 
they say there is no hope. I don’t even pray 
anymore. Also, I no longer have to go to the 
temple or the hospital. That’s better in a way. 
Chandra was in a nursing home for five years. I 
had a tough time then commuting between the 
hospital and the temple.” 

 
I listened in a daze as he went on, 

“Chandra was ten when she felt some pain in her 
spinal column near her waist. The doctors 
advised an operation, the result of which was that 
she was paralyzed from her waist downwards. 
The girl who was notorious in school and at 
home for her restless nature, has been abso-
lutely still for the last twelve years. This dark 
room is her world. And that ceiling over there 
draped with cobwebs is her sky. I wonder why 
God has kept her alive. Our own days are 
numbered. Can you imagine what will happen to 
her after our deaths?” 

 
I had no answer to all these questions 

and could only mumble, “What about your other 
children?”  

 
“Well, they’re there, you know, doing well. 

Two of my daughters are abroad; the sons are 
quite busy in their world. When they come, they 
live here for a day or two. But Chandra is our 
responsibility. Who will look after her when we 
are gone, I wonder. Strange, there was a time 
when she was the darling of all!” 

 
Chandra’s father heaved a deep, melan-

cholic sigh. I wanted to leave, but I felt hard 
pressed offering any cheap consolation to 
someone who had experienced in her very cells 
the bitter truths of life. Moreover, what consola-
tion could one offer in Chandra’s peculiar condi-
tion? 

 
I was standing with my back towards 

Chandra. She was obviously within earshot, and I 
just didn’t have courage enough to look back at 
her. Obviously, Chandra believed in me as a 
writer. What answer could I give to her crisis of 
life? Nonetheless, I retraced my footsteps, 
bracing myself to face Chandra. It would not be 
proper for me to leave abruptly now that I knew 
the whole story, I thought. But could I possibly tell 
Chandra about her death in life condition? I 
decided to pack all my sorrow and empathy into 
the expression, “I am sorry”, but stopped when 
my gaze finally fell on her. 

 
She has thrown her unknown and un-

wanted body upon the bed. What could I possibly 
tell someone who harbors the cruel truth of 
twelve long years in every blink of her eyes? It 
would be so presumptuous of me! Her eyes were 
as still as stones. The agony of the present had 
made her face devoid of expression. It was 
though our roles had been reversed, as if not 
Chandra but I was helplessly begging for her 
grace. It was as though I was pleading with her to 
let me know what words of mine would not 
violate or insult her being. She had retained, in 
the last twelve years, the picture of so many 
people rendered helpless at seeing her plight. 
And the more helpless the others had been, the 
more strength she found in herself, perhaps 
because she realized that no suffering is ever 
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lessened nor can the expression of sorrow and 
pity help in restoring one’s past.   

 
Interrupting my thoughts Chandra asked, 

“How long are you going to stand like this? I’ve 
truly caused you a lot of trouble, I think, by 
summoning you in this way.” 

 
“Well, the pain is not due to my standing, 

“I said and fell silent.” 
 

“If you’re really worried on my account,” 
Chandra remarked, “will you do something for 
me?” 
 
 I had resolved to do my utmost when 
Chandra said, “My only request is that you 
should never show any pity for me. For the last 
twelve years, the more pity people have show-
ered on me, the poorer I have become. Today, 
this country is so poor that many people here can 
even live on the surfeit of pity. I hope you don’t 
mind what I say.”  
 

As I gazed at the girl, I wondered whether 
Chandra was feeling pity for my own helpless-
ness. “I’ll come again,” I said hastily as I stepped 
out of the room. I made an effort not to look at 
the wheelchair in the verandah. My mind was not 
prepared to accept as truth the chair which for 
me had become a symbol of Chandra’s crippled 
status. 

 
While seeing me off at the gate, 

Chandra's father said, "Actually, I wanted to see 
you. Will you do something for Chandra?" 

 
"I am prepared to do whatever I can, es-

pecially if it's going to do good for her," I replied 
with eagerness. 

 
"I think, I'll ask Chandra to make a repre-

sentation to the government. Could you please 
draft this letter?" 

 
When I said eagerly that I would, he re-

marked, "She will end her life for which she 
seeks the sanction of law. I shall die in peace if 
this much can be accomplished. Wouldn't it be 
ideal for her to pass away amidst love and care? 
She is sure to die after us but that would be a 
cruel death, full of suffering and neglect." 

Hearing those words, my eyes became 
moist. And when I saw the stony eyes of 
Chandra's mother looking at me, I wanted to flee. 
It seemed to me as though I were being impli-
cated in some crime. What could I reply? Aloud I 
said, “Does Chandra know this”. 

 
"Yes, I am preparing for this kind of sui-

cide," replied the aged father. "Instead of a death 
full of suffering, perhaps her soul should leave 
her broken body before our eyes." 

 
"But does Chandra agree to this?" I per-

sisted. 
 
"Well, if the world were working according 

to Chandra's plans, would she have languished 
for twelve long years? Do you know that at one 
time she was a great dancer? And today, her fate 
is worse than a lizard's crawling on its belly. That 
is why I never allow any lizards to thrive in our 
house; I kill them all ruthlessly. No wonder many 
people take me for mad." 

 
I returned home in silence. Later, at each 

visit, Chandra's father would ask, "Did you write 
that representation? Don't you think it's better for 
Chandra to die? Do you really take this for life? 
How can we as parents, bear this sight and for 
how long?" 

 
Yet I saw that day by day Chandra was 

improving. She may have been paralyzed to her 
waist, but her heart and mind were still active. 
Above all, her hands were amazingly brisk. A 
stranger might have mistaken her illness for a 
simple case of flu. I looked around the house and 
saw Chandra's handiwork scattered everywhere. 
The sweaters that she continued to knit were 
being used by her family and neighbors. It was 
as if her dead body had been kindled into a flame 
of life. Her hands had defied her inert feet. 

Now visiting Chandra became a matter of 
habit for me. She had become a source of 
inspiration, revealing in effect that it is only the 
shirker of work who is truly the cripple. 

 
Of course, I never succeeded in replying 

to Chandra's father. At times he would ask me, 
"What’s holding you up? Are you really worried 
that there may be some legal problem? Rest 
assured that she will affix her own signature to 
the document. Don't you realize that our days are 
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numbered? Who would give her even a drop of 
water after we are gone?" he repeated. 

 
All waiting is tiresome. Waiting for death 

is, in a way, worse than death itself. But it was 
hard to believe that Chandra was actually waiting 
for death. That this condition could be glorious 
like the radiant moon on a new moon night defied 
all imagination. 

 
That day I saw Chandra creating the im-

age of Lord Jagannath with the help of some 
golden thread. She was humming a tune to 
herself from the depth of her heart. It seemed to 
me that perhaps Chandra loved someone dearly, 
and it was this profound love of hers that had 
kept her alive. This love had created music in her 
and manifested itself through her hands as the 
blossoming of many flowers. 

 
Gathering courage, I asked, "Chandra, I 

hope you don't mind. But tell me, though your 
body is nearly paralyzed, your heart is full of 
wonderful dreams. Have you fallen in love with 
someone?" 

 
Instead of looking at me, she turned to 

the image of Lord Jagannath and smiled, "How 
could you know my mind?" 

 
"Your life tells me that," I answered. 

"There are many who are healthy but cannot live 
so fully as you. Look at me for instance! I am one 
of them. I am more dead than alive! Perhaps in 
the humdrum chores of everyday existence, I 
have lost the track of life." 

 
Nodding her head, Chandra said, "Yes, 

there is someone I love. My love for Him has 
added strength and joy to my life. He has taught 
me that I am no crippled imperfection. " 

 

"But who is this ideal of yours?" I per-
sisted, half expecting her to point me out, so full 
of vanity and self-love I had become. 

 
Chandra's lovely gaze held me still. Then 

she turned toward the two huge eyes and beauti-
fully engraved picture of Lord Jagannath. "I adore 
the incomplete image of the Lord," she remarked. 
"If my Lord can be perfect and immanent despite 
his crippled status, why should I grieve over my 
plight? After all, my feelings are not dead, nor 
has my heart ever been still!" 

 
I detected a peculiar radiance in 

Chandra's otherwise colorless face. Perhaps it is 
I who deserve to be the object of pity, I thought, 
for I took a crippled body for a hungry soul 
whereas Chandra, I realized, had moved beyond 
the joys and sorrows of ordinary life. 

 
I stepped back bowing to that noble soul. 

At the doorstep, her father, who had witnessed 
our conversation, said, "Perhaps you don't need 
to write that letter of representation. My 
Chandra’s soul will outlive her body! Can one 
ever destroy the soul? I think I suffered before 
because this truth had escaped me. Now, I am 
freed from this burden." 

 
I could sense the murmur of a faint whis-

per penetrating the recesses of my being, "There 
is no end to suffering in this world, but like the 
surrender of Draupadi before Lord Krishna when 
threatened with disrobement by the Kauravas, 
the world's miseries are lessened when they are 
offered to the Lord." 

 
I was stepping out of the room when I 

checked myself. I thought I heard Chandra's 
voice behind me, and retraced my footsteps. Her 
smile of perfection was the enigmatic counter-
point to her crippled body under the shadow of 
the new moon. 

 
 
Pratibha Ray, “Akhyaieeka”, 27, Gajapati Nagar, Bhubaneswar-751 015. 
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Letter to a Child:  Thoughts on Thanksgiving 
 

Srikanta Mishra 
 

 
As autumn prepares to give way to win-

ter, and we begin to recover from the Durga 
Puja festivities, dinner table conversations start 
revolving around plans for Thanksgiving.  “Are 
the cousins coming here or are we going to their 
house?”  “What should we have this year, 
tandoori chicken or cajun turkey?”  Telephone 
calls are made to family members to see who’s 
coming, menus are discussed and modified 
umpteen times, and visits to the grocery store 
become a daily chore.  Finally, the long week-
end arrives when family, food and fun times 
converge. 
 

I remember asking you what Thanksgiv-
ing meant when you were in pre-school.  
“Thanksgiving is when you eat turkey, meet 
family and give thanks for all the presents you 
get,” was what you had replied.  Perhaps you 
could not separate Thanksgiving from your 
birthday, which follows a few days later.  Or 
maybe you were thinking about Christmas, 
which seems to arrive closer and closer to 
Thanksgiving each year.  In any case, the real 
significance of Thanksgiving appears to have 
faded into the background.  Now that you are a 
little older, I hope you will begin to appreciate 
the reasons for offering thanks year after year. 
 

As you probably know, the tradition of 
Thanksgiving started with the Pilgrims.  In the 
fall of 1621, the survivors of the Mayflower – 
joined by a group of Native Americans who 
helped them survive their first year in the new 
land – held a three-day feast to offer thanks for 
their bountiful first harvest. During the early 
days, Thanksgiving was not always an annual 
event.  George Washington declared the first 
national day of Thanksgiving in 1789.  President 
Lincoln proclaimed the last Thursday in Novem-
ber as a national day of Thanksgiving in 1863.  
And in 1941, Thanksgiving was finally sanc-
tioned by Congress as a legal holiday, as the 
fourth Thursday in November.   
 

Many harvest festivals similar to Thanks-
giving are celebrated all over the world.  These 

usually take place over several days during the 
fall – winter months, involve food of some kind, 
and emphasize the togetherness of the family. 
Examples of such celebrations are the Chinese 
Moon Festival, Vietnamese Tet Trung-Thu, 
Jewish Succoth, Nigerian and Ghanaian Yam 
Festival, and Korean Chusok.  Similar festivals 
were also held by the ancient Egyptians, the 
Greeks, the Romans and Native Americans.  
 

In India, harvest festivals are generally 
celebrated in the month of January after the 
harvesting of rice.  These festivals vary from 
state to state – reflecting the amazing cultural 
and regional diversity of India.  So, whether it is 
the ‘Pongal’ celebrations in Tamil Nadu, ‘Bihu’ in 
Assam, 'Lohri' in Punjab, 'Bhogi' in Andhra 
Pradesh or 'Makar Sankranti' in Orissa, Bengal, 
Bihar, Karnataka, Maharashtra, and Uttar 
Pradesh – they are all Indian versions of the 
Thanksgiving. 
 

What are people generally thankful for 
during these celebrations?  First of all, it is about 
the food and the harvest that produces it.  Then, 
it is about the family that shares the food and 
supports its members during good times and 
bad.  Finally, it is about the good health one 
enjoys because of the availability of the food.  
As Swami Paramananda’s Thanksgiving prayer 
says: “May the Lord accept this, our offer-
ing, and bless our food that it may bring 
us strength in our body, vigor in our mind 
and selfless devotion in our hearts for His 
service.” 
 

I remember a ritual my parents (and their 
parents) used to follow, where they would place 
five morsels of food on one side of the plate at 
the beginning of each meal.  We children were 
also expected to follow this ritual – but quickly 
gave it up as we had no idea about its signifi-
cance.  Recently, I have come to realize that this 
small act is nothing but an offering of thanks.   

  
With these five morsels, we are thanking: 
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• Divine forces (devata) – for their grace and 
protection. 

• Ancestors (pitru) – for giving us their lineage 
and a family culture. 

• Sages (rishi) – for maintaining and imparting 
our religious heritage. 

• Fellow human beings (manushya) – for 
providing social support. 

• Other living things (bhuta) – for serving us 
selflessly. 

 
 So, during our next Thanksgiving cele-
brations, let us try to remember who else we 
should be thankful to – as we offer the usual 
thanks to God for the abundance of food, 
presence of family and the blessings of good 
health.      
 

 
    

Srikanta Mishra, an engineer who also dabbles in risk analysis, lives in Austin, TX.  His hobby is to 
continue learning about Orissa and India so that he can teach his children more about our heritage. 

 

 

 
 
Cunningham Park 
 
Sangita Misra 
 
Dandelions dancing  
      To the tune of the breeze 
Cherry trees blushing 
      Under the April sun. 
Dragonflies daring 
       Through the verdure grass 
Chipmunks scurrying 
        Down cobbled stone paths 
Dreamers dreaming 
        Under the Azure sky 
Lovers basking 
        Under the warmth of love 
A poet penning 
       Down her thoughts in a frenzy 
 
Sangita Misra is a regular contributor and 
resides in Bayside, NY with her husband 
Sameer and children Soumya and Satwick. 
She is a librarian. 
 

 
 
O Mother Orissa 
 
Er. Rasananda Behera 
Germantown, MD 
 
O Mother Orissa in India! 
O the great mother, Orissa 
To you the holy oDiA 
We all brothers and sisters as oDiA 
May the light of your nation 
Glow in endless commotion 
To protect your prestige and honor 
Are we all dedicated forever? 
And to the edifice of your land 
With sweat, toil, and blood we stand 
To protect the temple of your land 
United, we stand in command 
On way to our independence 
Martyrs' life was a sacrifice 
With the broken slavery's shackle 
Our great land on a pinnacle 
To your lotus feet. 
 
Mr. Behera is a Computational Scientist currently 
working in NIH, Washington DC area. He is a 
regular writer for the OSA journal. He is a life 
member of OSA, and was the co-convener in OSA 
Convention 2002, Greenbelt MD. He is a current 
Member at Large, FIA. 
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The Shifted Bindi 
 

Vikas Patnaik 
 

It was happening, finally. Months of family 
deliberations had morphed into the sweet strains 
of the shehnai. Relatives – near and distant – 
had converged from places – near and distant – 
in this hall, on this unusually pleasant summer 
evening in Ludhiana. I looked over the shoulders 
around me at the color, the chatter and the 
movement, as cousins – or was it nieces – 
swooshed by in pairs or threes, stealing glances 
at Simran, then at me, then at each other. 
Simran, too, was surrounded by bedecked 
shoulders - only standing, midway across the 
hall. Even at 36, her aura – and her coarse silk 
saree - had that jasmine-smelling softness of the 
new brides I worshipped as a little boy who 
became aunts. It was only when you looked 
closer at her face did the lines of wisdom become 
apparent. Today, she looked particularly resplen-
dent, with a gold bendi marking the beginning of 
her parting and the slightest curls cascading from 
the sides of her moist and sweet-smelling small 
head, which culminated in a neat bun. 
 

Somewhere in that sensory collage, Sim-
ran suddenly turned around and looked at me. 
The slight detachment in her gaze came not just 
from the fatigue of the ceremonies that had 
begun, or the age she (and I) had reached after 
all these years, but from the familiarity – the 
coming together of two families that had grown 
up together. We had known each other since we 
were children in Calcutta, our parents good 
friends sharing the remnant joys of a British-
colonial past – Tollygunge club, English profi-
ciency par excellence for the children, and of 
course, the aayah. But what’s this? – “Simran, 
your bindi has shifted a bit to the side,” I called 
out across the hall. Had I forgotten that there 
were people around us? Or was it the familiarity? 
Or was this my moment of tenderness at the 
thought that we were uniting? Nobody, not even 
we, could have imagined that one pleasant 
summer day it would all come to this - our 
engagement for a life together. Simran’s semi-
detachment gave way to signs of acknowledge-
ment, even the trace of a smile. But somehow, 

the tired familiarity remained, as implanted as her 
bindi - a deep maroon, not the traditional red, and 
of the intermediate size, not the huge third eye of 
the late 70’s or the birth-mark mole of more 
recent times. The kind my son likes but can 
never get his mother to wear. 
 

“Hi, I’m Simran’s cousin, Sneha. Heard a 
lot about you,” said a slightly stocky twenty-
something in a bilious pink lehenga. 
 

“Nice to meet you. What have you 
heard?” I said, shaking her hand. By this time, I 
was in a different, darker corner of the room, and 
felt cornered. 
 

“Do you feel any fear?” 
 

“Fear? How do you mean?” 
 

“Well, with Simran taking care of the two 
kids….” My mind was already thinking about her. 
She was there too, my partner for so many years, 
in the same hall, her back turned, appearing to 
stand in a group of guests. I couldn’t see her 
face, just her long dark hair – a purdah that has 
sometimes fallen between us. How could this be 
happening? Fifteen years of togetherness, and 
now I am getting engaged to a woman I some-
what knew as a little girl and barely knew later, 
during the three years of overlap we had in 
college? At first, it felt alright, even natural in its 
course. But today, as I sat on the marble steps, 
in the glittering crowd… 
 

Suddenly, I remembered that I had to 
catch a train to Delhi after the party. The realiza-
tion showered relief over my startled being. I 
decided to leave early for the station. I smiled at 
a few more people, took one last look at Asha’s 
back and stepped outside. The night air was cold 
for summer. I got into a taxi and the next thing I 
knew, I was sitting in the second-class III-tier 
compartment of a dusty maroon bogey of the 
Indian Railways. 
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The train pulled into the cold night with 
determination. I looked around me. I was alone in 
the compartment. Thoughts of Asha and the 
uncontrollable unfolding of events entered me as 
easily as the blistering night wind. How did it 
come to this? How could I allow such an evolu-
tion of circumstance? As the diesel locomotive 
tore through the heavy wind, the wind howled 
back. The struggle grew fiercer and my face 
started to shake against the icy horizontal bars of 
the window. The taste of salt, oxidized steel and 
a billion palms trickled into my trembling lips. I 
howled with the wind. My body shook till the bars 
in the window bruised my forehead above my 
right eyebrow. I cried loudly, shamelessly, in 
concert with deafening roar of the wind and the 
syncopated orchestra of the wheels as they 
steeled through the periodic breaks in the tracks. 
Asha, what will become of you? Now I know how 
much I love you. Maybe I could get off at the next 
station and take the “Up” train back to Ludhiana; 
to be with you. To change everything to how it 
should be… 
 

Still sobbing with the wind and the train, I 
turned away from the window. I was no longer 
alone. My surprise probably did not match that of 
my four fellow passengers. It wasn’t sympathy I 
saw in their eyes, but a blocked, expressionless 
curiosity. As the tears cleared from my eyes, I 
realized that they had another thing in common. 
They were all of mixed origin – part-Indian, part-
white Caucasian. 
 

Finding no comfort in the detached inter-
est of my co-passengers, I got up and left the 
compartment. I headed for the dining car. After 
the Ticket Conductor guided me in the right 
direction, I found myself entering an art deco 
restaurant resembling the dining cabin on the 
upper deck of a luxury liner, complete with black 
leather seating and stainless steel rails. The 
waiter, all black and white down to the black 
moustache on a pale face, showed me to a table 
in the center, overlooking the steps from the 
lower level. On the other side of the steps, I saw 
a group of boisterous men – probably laborers in 
the shipping industry returning to their villages 
with foreign currency – talking and laughing 
loudly, as they drank their imported whiskey. The 
berah – the only one in service at this strange 
hour – returned to my table to take my order. 
 

“What will you have?” he asked, almost petu-
lantly. 
 
“Your cheese cutlets and a glass of wine, 
please.” I replied, with failing credibility. 
 
“We don’t serve wine this late, sir. Sorry.” 

 
Now it was my turn to look incredulous. A 

couple of tables behind us stood triumphantly a 
tray bearing two full bottles of red wine and some 
sandwiches, before a mirthful European family. I 
turned to my berah with renewed courage. 
 
“Don’t take me to be one of those local louts 
trying to flash his foreign-earned money around. 
I’m on a soul-recharging visit from the States. I 
don’t live in this god-forsaken country any more, 
but I still love it. And I live with my head held high 
over there, unlike the idiot you think I am.” 
 

No sooner had I said this than I regretted 
it. Why did I need to explain my geo-social status 
to him? He was probably just tired at the end of 
his shift and dying to get off at the next station. 
Was it myself who needed the assertions? I 
looked into his irritated eyes for the answer, only 
to find affirmation of my initial response. Then, in 
a sudden move, he walked toward the stairs 
leading down, leaving me wondering whether he 
was coming back. 
 

The noise from across the stairs grew as 
the night wore on. At one point, one of the men 
got up, slapped his mate on the back and 
knocked over an empty bottle as he was trying to 
extricate himself from the mess of disarrayed 
tables and men. The bottle fell to the floor and 
smashed to pieces. Peeved, then aggravated by 
this unexpected crash of their climbing cres-
cendo, the man violently nudged the table, 
bringing more bottles down to the floor. I was 
shocked at the angry yet joyful defiance of his 
action. One of the man’s mates picked up a 
bottle that hadn’t broken in the milieu and flung it 
forcefully across the cabin. I turned apprehen-
sively toward the western family sitting in the 
back of the cabin. There was not a hint of sur-
prise in their expressions. They saw this remark-
able behavior only in passing, evidently im-
mersed in the civil enjoyment of their own genteel 
company. The bottle shattered so loudly, that I 
got up – 
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“Kya hua, Meenu? Hope you guys didn’t break 
anything important, or I’m coming,” cried Asha 
from downstairs as the room filled with light, and 
the sound of little feet running for their life over-
took my heartbeat. I was about to rub my irritated 
eyes, when I realized that I had left my contact 
lenses on before falling asleep. 
 
GLOSSARY 
 
aayah maid-servant; term coined in the 

colonial days of the British Raj 
bendi an ornament worn at the top of the 

forehead, coinciding with the tradi-
tional middle parting 

berah Indianized version of the English 
“bearer” or waiter 

bindi red or vermilion circle worn by women 
from India on the forehead, generally 
as a mark of beauty and sometimes to 
indicate marital status 

kya hua?  what happened? 
Lehenga  long, flowing, highly ornate skirt worn 

by young girls on festive occasions 
purdah  curtain or veil; in this case, the latter, 

introduced in India through the pre-
British spread of Islamic culture in the 
sub-continent 

shehnai  wind instrument used in hindustani 
classical music; popular in traditional 
north-Indian weddings 

 
_______________________________________ 
Vikas Patnaik is a project leader in Engineering Technology at Trane, living in La Crosse, WI, with his wife and two 
kids. He enjoys reading, his favorite authors being Salman Rushdie and Jhumpa Lahiri. He has written (and directed) 
four plays, as well as a few short pieces and poems over the years. He is 37 years old and came to this country in 1988 
for graduate studies. 
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 My Saris 
 

Joyshree Mansinha 
 
  
“The penalty, always, of living in one place while 
feeling in your heart that you belong in another is 
to be a perpetual outsider”. Anne Chisholm on 
Rumer Godden (1991). 
                                                               

My best friend Bev, who lives in London, 
comes often to Toronto to visit me. No matter 
what the weather is, one of the “must-dos” on our 
agenda is to visit the Little India on Gerrard 
Street East. From where I live on Yonge and 
Eglinton, it is not an easy trip without a car. We 
take the Yonge subway down to College and 
then the #506 streetcar to Gerrard East. On the 
way, after passing through Cabbage Town, we 
pass through China Town before the Indian 
shops and restaurants start blossoming. In 
summer, it is a festive street: Bollywood film 
music blaring, chat shops, sugarcane juices, 
roasted corn-on-the-cob, kulfi stands on the 
sidewalk. Racks and racks of tacky salwar kamiz 
displayed on front of the shops, and smell of 
kebabs permeates the air. It is a bit of Mother 
India for homesick expatriates and a shopping 
Mecca for tourists. 
 

Bev loves everything Indian. The first 
thing we do when we get to Gerrard is go to Moti 
Mahal restaurant to eat. Moti Mahal is the one 
restaurant that has remained the same for more 
than twenty years, since Gerrard East became 
the Little India. She has a vegetarian Thali and I 
have my usual Aloo Naan and a Ras Mallai. After 
that, we wander through the street looking at all 
the shops and vegetables piled high on the 
sidewalk, the vegetables of my childhood. If we 
are there in summer, there are crates and crates 
of tempting, perfumed and voluptuous mangoes. 
But the real attractions for her are the sari shops. 
Once she goes into one of those, it will be hours 
before I can drag her out. She looks, touches, 
and swoons over each and every sari and salwar 
kamiz. The one time Bev had a sari on was when 
I put an emerald and blue Kanjiveram sari on her 
over her pants and white T-shirt.  There is 
something in those sari shops that also attracts 
me in a primal sense, to my roots. Even though I 
wear a sari once in a blue moon, I also get 

caught up in the 
myriad colors 
and textures, and 
before long, I am 
thinking of buying 
one for myself! 
 

For an In-
dian woman, a 
sari is unlike any 
other item of 
clothing; it is almost an extension of her own self 
as it is not static but moves with her every 
movement. Even though I only wore saris for a 
year before my marriage and promptly discarded 
them once I was in this country, it still feels like 
the sari is my normal clothing. What I put on 
everyday is something temporary! In my usual 
western clothing, I am like the Scarlet Ibis who is 
bleached to a nondescript grey in an alien land; 
in my colorful saris, I am resplendent in my 
natural habitat! 
 

My relationship to my saris is unique and 
intimate, unlike my relationship with my other 
clothes. Saris for me are a tenuous connection to 
my culture, like cooking bhata, dali and santula 
occasionally, perhaps once a month when I feel 
homesick for Oriya food or reading The Samaja 
on the Internet once in a while, just to look at the 
Oriya script. My feelings for my saris are satu-
rated with memories, nostalgia and longing. I 
remember the first saris of my adolescence, the 
saris I got for my marriage, the saris I bought at 
every visit to India, the saris I wore when I 
brought my babies home from the hospital; a sky 
blue Gadwal with fuchsia border was the sari that 
I wore when I brought my first born home from 
St. Joseph’s hospital, and a soft red rubia voile 
sari with an olive green border for bringing my 
second daughter home from the hospital. The 
saris my mother gave me at each of my visits to 
Orissa, the saris my mother wore when I was a 
child. The sari I put on my eldest daughter Leena 
for the first time when she was thirteen was a 
turquoise and purple print pure silk with a match-
ing blouse in the same print. The sari I put on my 
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second daughter Somia for the first time when 
she was fourteen was a rust and navy blue 
Sambalpuri sari, a gift from my younger brother. 
 

Each of my saris evokes a memory, when 
I bought it, when and with whom I wore it. Every 
sari has a story, sometimes happy but mostly 
nostalgic. 
 

Even though I have worn a sari only 
about a dozen times in the past twenty-five 
years, I can still put it on with a few quick and 
decisive movements - the first tucking into saya 
(the petticoat), wrapping it around, throwing the 
anchal over the left shoulder and then gathering 
the pleats, and finally tucking the pleats into the 
saya. I feel I am in my elements when I am in a 
sari. Even though I am miserably uncomfortable 
and feel clumsy; I feel somehow right and 
complete. The sari, the bangles, and the most 
important, the bindi on my forehead make me 
feel what I really am: a middle-aged Indian 
woman in her normal attire. Now, I require a few 
pins to secure it, and I am always apprehensive 
that it might just slip off me and it is a constant 
battle between me and the six yards of silk. I am 
aware of its moving in the wrong direction, 
getting caught between my legs, getting caught 
on my sandals, coming off my shoulder.  I worry 
about climbing stairs, trips to the toilet, how to 
hold onto my purse, and balance a plate of food 
and eat while the six yards of material move with, 
but more often, against my body! 
 

My collection of saris has gone through 
sea changes since I have been in this country, 
but the core collection still remains with me. My 
precious ones are still with me, folded neatly in 
plastic bags in a cardboard box. I take these out 
occasionally, look at them longingly, and then put 
them away. I hope, once I am gone, my daugh-
ters will keep my saris, perhaps in a cardboard 
box in their basement, not for the stories at-
tached to each one, but simply because they are 
too beautiful to discard! 
 

My most expensive and the most beauti-
ful sari is a gold and purple temple Kanjiveram 
which I wore to my second daughter Somia’s 
wedding. My ex-husband bought it when he was 
on his sabbatical in Hyderabad. I think he bought 
it for one of his sisters but when I saw it, no one 

could separate me from it! Now, it is in the 
protective custody of my second daughter. 
 

The saris I have now are few but very 
special. Some of them are almost antiques! A 
shimmering brown Kanjiveram with a plain dusky 
rose border. I have a picture with this sari on 
when I was twenty-four years old, which I con-
sider one of the best pictures of me. Then there 
is a black Kanjiveram with a turquoise border, a 
Benarasi brocade in purple, green and gold, a 
Hyderabadi Ikat in fuchsia with an orange border. 
Three precious saris from my mother: a beige 
tussar with purple design, a soft silk print in black 
and gold with fuchsia border, a black and white 
print that I wore like a uniform on one of my visits 
to Orissa; every picture of me is in the same 
black and white sari. A white Sambalpuri sari with 
a black border that my older brother gave me, 
which I wore to my eldest daughters Leena’s 
wedding. My mother’s wedding sari, a pale 
mauve Benarasi with silver zari border that was 
so badly faded that I had it dyed to a dark green. 
Then there is a white Mysore silk with silver zari 
border that belonged to my Badabou, which she 
wore at my older brother’s brataghara. A pale 
green georgette with dark green embroidery that 
was my most precious and exquisite sari before I 
got married; An ultramarine blue silk sari, fragile 
with age, which my mother had before she got 
married; The sari that I loved to wear when I 
wanted to dress-up in a sari as a little girl.  
 

Now when I wear a sari, I have to re-
member to walk slowly in a straight line, not the 
quick, impatient New Yorker gait that I am used 
to. When I am in Orissa and traveling with my 
younger brother, he often whispers to me “dei, 
please lower your sari!” Without even realizing it, 
I always lift the sari to my knees when I am 
walking on the dirt roads of Orissa! When I first 
learned to wear a sari, I could put it on like my 
mother still does at home, a style of draping still 
common for rural women in Orissa and Bengal. I 
still can put on a sari in that style effortlessly. 
Wearing a sari and changing it in public is so 
normal to women in India! I saw my mother take 
a dip in the Ganges at Haradwar once, and 
change from the wet to a dry one without expos-
ing a single inch of her skin! 
 

Now when I go back for a visit, I see that 
the sari seems to have been replaced by the 
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salwar kamiz all over India! The salwar kamiz is 
one of the most inelegant outfits for a middle-
aged Indian woman. It only looks good on 
Bollywood starlets with a perfect body that is 
carefully maintained by a personal trainer. 
Although women now love to wear it because of 
its functionality, I do not like it. To me, it is neither 
functional nor elegant. The few times I did put 
one on, I was convinced that I looked like a 
clown, all dressed up for Halloween! Since I 
never wore one before I got married, it felt alien 
without any romantic memory associated with it. 
When I go home to Orissa, I stick to my jeans 
and shirts at home but dress up in a sari for 
special occasions, going to the temple or visiting 
my ancestral village. 
 

As an adolescent in Bhubaneswar, I wore 
“frocks”, hideous things trimmed with lace, frills, 
buttons, and designed and made by the local 
darzi in the Market building at Bhubaneswar. 
Now when I go to Orissa, I see that frocks have 
mutated into “maxis”, something that is even 
more hideous than the “frocks”, if that is possible! 
We were forced into wearing saris at puberty in 
those days. One day you are wearing frocks to 
school, and then, all of a sudden, the next week 
you are back wearing saris permanently! It was 
one of the most humiliating experiences – 
wearing a sari meant that you were growing up, 
and that getting married was not too far away! 
Unlike in this country, it was a “rite of passage” 
no young girl welcomed those days! In those 
days, a sari was worn like a cocoon, hiding the 
emerging sexuality of adolescent girls. If you let 
your anchal free and left your right arm visible, 
you were certainly not a docile girl from a good 
family. My mother would never let me out of the 
house unless I had the sari anchal wrapped 
around me to cover my upper body and low 
enough to conceal my ankles! 
 
Checkered saris must have been popular in 
those days as I remember having two, a mauve 
and blue, and a lemon yellow and dark green. I 
also had a Lucknow sari, a flimsy white cotton 
with white embroidery, which was a pleasure to 
wear on oppressively hot summer afternoons. I 
also had a magenta-cotton with a white border 
and a golden yellow with a red border. I was only 
given a few silk saris when I got married. When I 
was growing up in Orissa, my mother and 
Badabou did not go by themselves to buy their 

saris. My Badbapa would go to market and get a 
few saris and then my mother and Badabou 
would make their selection from those! How 
things have changed! I did not even choose my 
own wedding sari! It was a parrot green Benarasi 
silk with a thin gold border. When my mother told 
me that I was getting married, my first reaction 
was to rebel, but when I reconciled to the fact 
that it was inevitable, my question to my mother 
was “will I have lots of saris?” I was never fond of 
gold jewellery, but I have always loved saris.  
 

When I came to this country, I wore saris 
every day for a few months. It was frustrating 
trying to wash cotton saris in the bathtub, drying 
them on the shower rod and then ironing. Then, I 
discovered wash and wear nylon material that 
can be used as saris. I made my ex-husband 
drive me to mall after mall so that I could buy 
some “everyday saris” from fabric stores. In 
those days, the Indian community was small and 
one could not buy nylon saris from sari stores on 
Gerrard Street. As a matter of fact, there was no 
Little India on Gerrard! Most Indian women in 
Canada used to order nylon saris from Hong 
Kong, especially to take as gifts to India.  I 
remember stitching lace and sequins, painstak-
ingly for hours to plain nylon saris to make them 
look Indian. There was an orange sari with white 
lace and a turquoise one with a paisley design 
with silver sequins. Where are they now! Just in 
my memory, yet, I so vividly remember how after 
putting my baby daughter to nap in the after-
noons, I sat on that mushroom colored carpet in 
a two bedroom apartment on Richmond street, 
stitching one sequin after another onto that 
slippery turquoise material! 
 

There were so many saris that meant a 
lot to me, but for various reasons they are no 
longer with me: a red and black abstract print 
chiffon, gossamer as a cloud that my ex-husband 
brought back when I wanted a French chiffon sari 
from Paris, an off-white Kota sari, with orange 
polka dots throughout the body and an elaborate 
orange and purple border and anchal. This was 
the sari I wore on an oppressively hot evening in 
Agra when I saw the Taj Mahal for the first time; 
it was also the sari, which I had on for the last 
picture with my father in my village before he 
died. That picture says it all, the sorrow on my 
face and the pain on my emaciated father’s face. 
An orange satin silk sari with an extravagantly 
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printed anchal in green, a shimmering green 
Kanjiveram with a beige and white gingham 
border, a burnt gold batik with designs of maroon 
and dark brown, a rose pink Benarasi sari with 
silver zari border, a beige tussar sari with an 
orange zari border, a pale turquoise Kanjiveram 
with yellow lines through the body with a vivid 
parrot green border and anchal. A stunning black 
Sambalpuri silk sari with an extravagant and 
elaborate anchal in vermilion red, a gift from a 
man which I wore to his office Christmas party, 
the man who I had hoped would offer me a 
second chance to go back to my roots and be 
myself in saris again.  
 

On my last visit to Orissa, for the first time 
in many years, I bought a few saris hoping that 
there would be occasions to wear saris again! My 
taste in sari leans towards the heavy, traditional, 
Sambalpuri silk saris from Orissa. I had forgotten 
the experience of sari buying! The expensive sari 
shops are almost always air-conditioned so it is a 
bit of heaven just walking into the shop! Only a 
few saris are displayed, draped over the walls of 
the shop but most of the saris are folded neatly in 
stacks inside glass almirahs, showing just a 
tantalizing glimpse of color and border. For a 
neophyte sari buyer it is just not picking a few 
saris. It is an experience to be savored. I was 
focused on buying two saris, one golden yellow 
with an emerald green border and another black 
with a turquoise border. However, the shop 

assistant does not listen to your request but pulls 
out sari after sari and flings them in front of you 
on the carpet. Pretty soon my eyes were glazed 
looking at piles of shimmering silks, color combi-
nations that I could not even dream of, and the 
wonderfully exquisite designs of the anchals! The 
Canadian in me meanwhile is guilt ridden, 
thinking that I must buy one, imagining the 
painstaking task the shop assistants (mere boys) 
will go through to fold those saris neatly again! 
 

Suddenly, I see the exact saris that I 
want, and my face lights up! My companion, who 
is a pro at bargaining, tells me to calm down, 
otherwise, the price will not go lower but will 
escalate even higher. But I know that I am a total 
failure at bargaining, so it does not matter. After a 
few minutes of bargaining, my companion tells 
me that we should leave, as the shop owner is 
not lowering the prices. As for me, I pay the shop 
owner what he wants, and walk out into the sultry 
and dusty afternoon in Bhubaneswar carrying a 
bag with the two new saris that I have just 
bought, and wanted so much! I am euphoric in 
anticipation of wearing those, perhaps only once. 
Then, as usual, they will go into plastic bags in a 
box. I will take them out occasionally when I am 
feeling nostalgic, and think of their stories: when 
and how I bought them, and where and with 
whom I wore those two exquisite saris!     

 

 
Joyshree Mansinha is a librarian and lives in Toronto. She bought her last sari in Little India in March 2002, a 
deep blue georgette with an emerald green border which she has not worn yet!  
Email: joymansinha@canada.com. April 2003 
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DANCE – a poetry of body language in motion. 
 

Kakali Rath 
  
 

Body represents a wide range of individ-
ual or class of objects, species, texts and many 
others. A body may refer to the whole physical 
substance of a person or animal, whether dead 
or alive. There are celestial bodies like the 
planets, sun, moon, stars, etc. We also refer to 
the body of a clock or a vehicle. A group of 
people who working together or doing a particular 
job, are also called the body like those in compa-
nies or industries. We also refer to the body of a 
theme or script or poetry. When we say ‘body’ we 
usually mean the body of a person or animal. It is 
definitely the whole physical substance of a 
person or animal, whether dead or alive! Yet it 
refers particularly to the physical structure and 
substance. In this paper the word ‘BODY’ refers 
to the human body only. It depends on the way 
we describe it. We all know it in terms of biology. 
The whole structure with our limbs, eyes, ears, 
nose, head, brain, skin, blood, living tissues and 
cells etc make up the body. The sub-stance in 
which all our emotions are filled in or the sub-
stance where a spirit or soul can dwell is our 
Body.  
 
Need to communicate and language:  
 

One may ignore the philosophical point of 
view and stick to a practical sense, and say that 
our body has two major parts – a physical body 
and a mind. Though we might be doing all our 
work physically, in reality our mind makes us do 
so. Nobody can lift his hand and write anything, 
unless the mind wants and instructs to do so. 
Because of the mind the human body is different 
from others. We are more powerful than any 
other animal or living being because we have a 
mind to think, which gives us intelligence, and 
with which we do a lot of activities like learning, 
framing, organizing, and composing. We plan or 
work out things in our mind and then perform it 
physically. That’s how our body functions. We the 
intelligent beings work like this, and what is more 
important is that we work together. Since we 
think, learn, and work together, we need to 
communicate. There comes the need for a 

language, the ability to communicate, or the 
means of communication. 
  

There can be a language of words and 
speech, and there can be a body language too. 
There are thousands of languages like Oriya, 
Hindi, English, Spanish, German, etc, with their 
scripts and grammars. Before this type of lan-
guage came into existence, there were lan-
guages based on gestures. The gestures, or the 
unconscious body movements, facial expres-
sions, served as nonverbal communication. A 
simple example of saying yes or no without 
speaking can be nodding or shaking our head. 
There could be also grunts or cries! According to 
Corballis, in a new book, From Hand to Mouth, 
“Grammatical language may well have begun to 
emerge around two million years ago but would 
at first have been primarily gestural, though no 
doubt punctuated with grunts and other vocal 
cries that were at first largely involuntary and 
emotional.”  

 
Even now in today’s life, we move our 

hands or put on facial expressions just to com-
municate or support verbal communication. A 
small child, who has not reached the stage of 
speech, speaks through gestures. An infant 
starts crying when something goes wrong, it feels 
hungry, or wants to just grab attention from its 
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mother or whomever it wants to talk to. This 
crying is a type of gestural language. According 
to McCarthy’s classic review of language devel-
opment in the first edition of Carmichael’s Manual 
of Child Psychology, “It is quite generally agreed 
that the child understands gestures before he 
understands words, and in fact, that he uses 
gestures himself long before he uses language 
proper…” So, the body language or the language 
through gestures is the most natural way of 
communicating with one another. It comes 
instantly without thinking or wondering. Even 
while we are talking or speaking in our own 
words we do move our hands or shoulders. The 
common examples could be “Hi!” or “I don’t 
know!”, where we wave our hand to say “Hi!” 
without actually saying it, and raise our shoulders 
and make a face to say “I don’t know!” Well, 
besides these natural gestures, there is also a 
typical gestural language in signs and symbols 
for the hearing and speech-impaired people. 
They speak through signs. This language is a 
specific language, which one needs to learn. It is 
not natural. So, all of us need a language to 
express our-selves.  

 
It’s extremely necessary to convey or 

communicate. We want to speak, to converse, to 
imply, and to convey our feelings to our listeners. 
If our feelings are trapped inside us and not 
expressed, then it begins to have a detrimental 
effect on our body and mind. Only when we 
express our feelings openly does it give us a 
sense of relief and satisfaction. So, we try to 
express ourselves some way or the other.  
 
Expression through art:  
 
We have a mind along with the body, which is 
thinking, feeling, imagining and dreaming all the 
while. The language of words and the language 
of gestures are not enough to express all our 
feelings. There are still more beyond the reach of 
just words and small gestures. We are so 
thoughtful and emotional that mere words and a 
few common gestures are not enough to fully 
express ourselves. A lot of our thoughts still 
remain unsaid and unexpressed. Therein comes 
another way of expression - the expression of 
Art, another type of language. Art is the soulful 
expression of one’s own feelings and experi-
ences. There are different forms of art, like 
painting, music, dance, poetry, etc. One may 

wonder how can feelings, which cannot be 
expressed through words and gestures, be 
expressed through art? A painter or a poet will 
not wonder about it though, because he or she 
knows that the thought, which is really difficult to 
express through words or any kind of common 
gestures, will flow through his/her painting or 
poetry. Though poetry is also in words, yet it is 
more expressive than any other kind of verbiage 
because of the similes used - style, indirectness, 
mood, etc. For example, difficulties of life may be 
difficult to express in words and one may not be 
able to describe the feeling in depth, which a 
poetry can do citing the harshness of life more 
beautifully. Besides poetry we can also express 
ourselves through the lyrics and rhythm of music. 
And there are lyrics according to different kinds 
of moods. When poetry is mixed together with 
suitable lyrics, it can really touch the heart. 
Likewise acting and dancing and many other art 
forms are such type of expressions, which can 
reach the corner of one’s feelings. One can 
express oneself better through acting, rather than 
express through mere words. Same is the case 
with dance. Art may require training and practice 
to express perfectly, but it really can go very 
deep into oneself that one would definitely feel 
soothingly cheerful and satisfied with one’s 
expressions. 
 
DANCE – a body language: 
 
Dance is poetry in motion. Any theme or anything 
expressed in the language of rhythmic body 
movements and accompanied by music is called 
dance. According to Dr. B.R. Kishore, in his book 
‘Dances of India’, “Man’s soul urges and inner-
drives expressed in rhythmic body movements 
constitute an art form, and it is called dance.” So 
dance is also a body language. But, it has to 
have a rhythmic movement and a particular 
speed. That makes it lively. All of us including the 
earth, the moon, and the stars move rhythmically 
with a particular speed. Unknowingly we are 
acquainted with it. So the rhythm and speed that 
makes life comfortable, acts as a back-bone to 
dance. According to Dr. B.R. Kishore, “Rhythm 
and movement are basic to all creation and 
existence. Men, birds and beasts, plants, the 
earth, the planets and the stars, all are engaged 
in a ceaseless cosmic dance recital. Rhythm and 
movement is life, and its cessation stagnation, 
decay and death.”  Dance can speak a lot of 
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things rhythmically and touch everyone. One can 
say, the dancer is a silent speaker, expressing a 
lot of things and varieties of characters, portray-
ing their identities, yet keeping his/her own 
identity as a dancer, intact. The dancer is a silent 
speaker because he/she expresses through 
gestures and body movements without speaking 
in words or even moving his/her lips. And these 
gestures are through hand, leg, and feet move-
ments, through facial expressions, which are 
taught systematically in the dance classes. Of 
course there are music, song, rhythm, etc. that 
create a sound, but this kind of sound is a lot 
more appealing and acceptable than mere words 
and speech. 
 

Long ago, before any of the dances 
evolved, when people were successful in scaring 
away the animals in the forest, they would start 
shouting and jumping with joy. The society then 
turned this into song and dance. “The individual 
shouts and jumps for joy; the society turns the 
jump into dance, the shout into a song.” -- 
Encyclopedia Britannica. Dance has also been 
described as an imitation. “Dancing is imitative 
and in all it’s forms it is an artistic imitation of 
physical movement expressive of emotions and 
ideas” -- ‘Aristotle’s theory of poetry and fine arts’ 
by S.N. Butcher, Gunter Ralfs, and Henry Tho-
mas. According to Havelock Ellis - “Dance is the 
loftiest, the most moving, the beautiful of all the 
arts, because it is no mere translation or abstrac-
tion from life, it is life itself.” As a result we see 
that dance is something that has eloped from our 
natural actions, in a form, which may be said to 
be a practical poetry. Each and every part of our 
feelings can be expressed through dance be-
cause dance encompasses a lot of art forms 
(song, which could be poetry too, music through 
instruments, rhythm and also acting and emo-
tions) together in it. Thus, it’s the most beautiful 
form of all the arts, and expressive too. Accord-
ing to many philosophers dance is also a type of 
‘Yoga’. It’s done to reach God, or more appropri-
ately it’s a type of prayer to get closer to God. 
Starting from primitive age until now, many of our 
dancers have danced with utter devotion. “For all 
over the world primitive men dance where the 
cultured pray. The cultured express their admira-
tion by kneeling down and saying prayers where 
as the primitive demonstrate their admiration 
through dance. As such dance is the earliest 
outlet for emotion, and is the cradle of all arts.” -- 

Sanskrit Drama—it’s origin and decline, by I 
Sekhara.  
 

There are two types of dance forms - the 
Classical Dance and the Folk Dance. The folk 
dance is just a dance form meant for the com-
mon folks. This folk dance is usually understand-
able by each and every person. Classical dance 
follows certain norms, which are codified in the 
classic manuscripts (‘Natya Shastra,’ ‘Abhinaya 
Darpanna,’ ‘Abhinaya Chandrikaa,’ are a few of 
the classical dance manuscripts prevalent in 
India.) There are certain poses and postures, 
which the dancer should follow while dancing. 
Also there are eye, neck, head, hands, legs and 
feet movements, which have to be followed. This 
is the gestural language the dancer has to follow. 
It is said that mostly cultured and educated 
people can understand and follow classical 
dances, whereas folk dances can be under-stood 
and performed by anybody. Yet both of them give 
a lot of pleasure to one and all.  
 
Even body parts speak:  
 
 As per the manuscripts of Indian classical 
dances, there are certain Eye movements, like 
looking to the front, sideways, up and down, etc. 
There are many others too. These movements 
are to be followed by the dancer. There are head 
and neck movements, hands and leg poses, and 
feet movements. There are many of them, but 
the main point is that this is the gestural body 
language through which a dancer expresses 
herself. They have been prescribed in the classic 
manuscripts for long. It is still being followed and 
respected today. All these gestures are nothing 
but symbols of nature or symbolical representa-
tions. A flower can be a simple example. There 
can be a variety of ways a dancer can depict a 
flower. One way may be by using a gesture of 
hand to depict a flower. But that may not be 
enough to express oneself completely. So she 
depicts a flower with her right hand, and then 
either rests her left hand on her hips, or uses it to 
depict a tree. Simultaneously, there could be a 
pose or a movement of the legs to add another 
feature. Still that may not be complete, so the 
dancer ex-presses her feelings through her eyes 
and face to show how she felt upon seeing the 
flower. Is it not assembling alphabets into words, 
then words into phrases and sentences and 
sentences into a story following the principles 
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similar to grammar in any language? All these 
are accompanied by music, song and rhythm. 
Starting from epics to volumes of stories, ab-
stracts can be ex-pressed through the language 

of dance. This makes ‘dance’ a beautiful body 
language or rather, a beautiful poetry of body 
language in motion. 

 
 
Kakali Rath is a world-renowned Odissi dancer who has performed all over India, and also at Kazakhstan 
(erstwhile Soviet Union), Germany, and in Peoria (Illinois), Chicago, Oshkosh (Wisconsin) and Shreveport 
(Louisiana) in the United States. A Master’s degree holder in Odissi dance, she is also a part of the panel of 
classical dance artists of the Indian Council of Cultural Relations (ICCR), New Delhi. She now lives in Peoria, 
Illinois with her husband. 

 
 
 
 
 

Mahima Swami: 
A Religious Reformer of 19th Century Orissa 

 
Dr. Surendra Nath Chinara 

 
 

“Yada- yada hi dharmasya glanir bhavati bharata 
abhyutthanam adharmsya tadatmanam srjamyaham 

paritranaya sadhunam vinasaya ca duskrtam 
dharma samsthapanarthaya sambhavami yuge-yuge.” 

      
  (The Bhagavad Gita Ch. iv 7-8) 

 
Following the establishment of British rule 

in Orissa at the beginning of the 19th century, the 
people of Orissa were introduced to English 
education, and western values and culture.  
Western philosophy, especially the study of 
science, created an inquisitive mind among the 
intellectuals. Daily rituals and religious practices 
that were followed blindly as traditions handed 
down from past generations came under intense 
scrutiny. Many such practices were discarded as 
meaningless habits. Together with the flow of 
such new ideas and knowledge, raged fierce 
attacks by Christian missionaries on Hinduism 
and the Hindu society. These zealous missionar-
ies openly ridiculed our socio-religious practices. 
These developments roused many of our socio-
religious leaders, reformers and thinkers from 
their deep slumber. A period of intense self 
introspection followed, which led to the reform of 
Hinduism, as practiced by the masses, by 

separating its essentials from non-essentials. 
Mukunda Dasa, a Vaishnava Sanyasa, who was 
popularly known as Mahima Swami was the most 
prominent religious reformer of this time. Al-
though his early career remains obscure, his 
fame and achievements in reforming Hinduism 
spread far beyond Orissa to its neighboring 
provinces.       

A true reformer does not write on a clean 
slate.  More often he completes the half-written 
sentences. Being a Sanyasi of the old religious 
order in Hinduism, Mahima Swami had soft 
corners towards it. He was also well aware of its 
weaknesses and the need for reform. He was a 
monotheist and believed in the worship of only 
One God.  Polytheism, or the worship of many 
Gods and Goddesses, was however commonly 
practiced among Hindus of that period. He 
named this one God “Alekha,” which literarily 
means the one who cannot be described in a 
written form. He emphasized the worship of this 
one God only and denounced the worship of 
other Gods and Goddesses worshipped by the 
Hindus of that time. He described Alekha as the 
Supreme, Absolute and the ultimate Reality. The 
Hindu society of that period was severely frag-
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mented due to the creation of many religious 
sects and sub-sects. Mahima Swami‘s doctrine of 
monotheism was undoubtedly a step to restore 
the spiritual unity and integrity of the Hindu 
society. It also saved Hinduism from the attack of 
Christian Missionaries. 
  

Idolatry was widely practiced among Hin-
dus of this period. Its roots were so deeply 
ingrained in the Hindu society that no thinker or 
reformer of the time dared to raise his voice 
against it. Anyone who spoke against idolatry 
was quickly denounced by the traditionalists as a 
non-Hindu or Christian. Around this practice of 
idolatry grew other practices that were injurious 
to Hinduism.  Religious life revolved around 
temples, where the idols were installed for 
worship. These temples were believed to be the 
abode of God. Brahmins, who were considered 
to be the custodians of spiritual wisdom, were 
engaged as priests in these temples. These 
institutions, however, had lost their spiritual value 
during the days of Mahima Swami. Temples had 
become the institutions not for the masses but for 
the classes. They stood as the symbol of caste 
distinction and the privilege of the upper castes. 
The temple of Jagannath in Puri, one of the 
holiest shrines in Orissa, was closed to lower 
caste Hindus. They were not allowed to enter the 
temple and offer worship.  Another crying issue 
of the time was that the temples were often used 
to practice sexual immorality in the name of 
religion. Priests often indulged in oppressive 
behavior towards devotees who visited the 
temple to offer worship. Physical assaults on the 
devotees were not uncommon, especially when 
they failed to pay a satisfactory fee to the priest. 
Mahima Swami was keenly aware of this deplor-
able state of affair associated with the practice of 
idolatry and strongly denounced it.   
 

The belief in One God had already been 
exalted and idealized by Mahima Swami. The 
next step was to incorporate the worship of this 
one God without seriously destabilizing the 
religious traditions of the Hindus. It is very difficult 
for the common man to meditate upon the 
formless and attributeless God. According to the 

Bhagavat Gita (x 11.5), “Greater is the difficulty 
of those whose minds are set on the Absolute, 
for the heights of the Absolute are hard for 
embodied beings to reach.”  Religious symbols 
play an important role in helping the devotee 
focus his mind during worship. Idol or image 
worship was practiced in Hinduism to ameliorate 
this situation. This practice, however, had de-
graded over time. So Mahima Swami suggested 
the use of natural symbols known to Hinduism, 
such as, the Sun burning fire (Agni) and water 
filled in an earthen pot, to be used in the worship 
of Alekha.   
 
           The ultimate goal of worship is to develop 
God consciousness.  Rituals associated with 
worship must be performed with regularity and 
utmost sincerity.  The devotee was asked to offer 
worship twice a day, in the morning at the time of 
Sunrise and in the evening during Sunset.  No 
restriction was placed on the place of worship.  
The devotee could offer worship anywhere under 
the open sky, according to his convenience.  This 
was a major break from the tradition of offering 
worship in the temple.  Also, no caste distinction 
was maintained as in case of the temple.  Rather 
the democratic principle of equality was estab-
lished at the place of worship of Alekha.  The 
principle of intermediary between God and 
devotee, as practiced by the priests, was de-
nounced by Mahima Swami. 
 

In conclusion, it may be said that Mahima 
Swami was a Vaishnava Sanyasi who was 
influenced by western ideas and culture.  In-
spired by Missionary ideology, he combated 
religious superstitions, attacked idolatry, polythe-
ism and hereditary priesthood to reform Hindu-
ism. Such reforms not only enriched the Hindu 
religion but also acted as a barrier against the 
rapid expansion of Christianity in Orissa.  His 
influence spread far beyond Orissa to its 
neighboring provinces including Andhra, Assam, 
Bihar, Bengal, and the then Central Province of 
British India.  Thus he made a significant contri-
bution to the religious history of India.  
                     

 
___________________ 
Dr. Chinara currently serves as the Principal of Biju Pattnaik College, Bhubaneswar.  He is a noted 
historian and an expert on religious movements in Orissa.  He has authored several articles and 
books on this topic.  He can be reached at drchinara_sn@vsnl.net. 
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Someday 
 
Mujibur  Rehman 
 
 
Someday   I shall tell you a story  
   that no man has told, 
Someday   I shall sing a song  
   that no man has heard, 
Someday   I shall walk on a street  
   that no man has walked, 
Someday   I shall hear a music  
   that no man has heard. 
 
Someday I shall dance with a girl  
   whom no man has danced, 
Someday I shall love a woman  
   whom no man has loved, 
Someday I shall hold her hands  
   to be a better man, 
Someday we will tell the world  
   that we are just one. 
 
But before that- one day I shall fall at her feet, 
And ask her to let me live in the island of her love. 
 
On that day, I will be totally lost in the ocean of joy, 
On that day, I shall be there where earth meets sky. 
 
On that day- 
There will be no difference between  
  black and white, and East and West. 
On that day- 
There will be no difference between  
  life & death, and Home & Heaven. 
On that day- 
I will tell the world, “Look I am a man with a dream,  
  that no man has ever seen.” 
           
Mujibur Rehman is currently a research scholar in the 
Government Department at the University Of Texas at Austin. 
He has studied in Delhi and Europe. His writings are pub-
lished in different places including the Times of India, the 
Economic Times, the Frontline and others. His oriya articles 
are published in The Samaja, The Sambad and The Pragati-
badi. His English poems are aired in All India National Radio, 
New Delhi, India. His travel writings are going be published in 
Oriya soon. 

Home 
 

Janaki Ballav Mohapatra 
 

Sprinkling my impure blood 
I've consecrated the bower and hall, 
flaunted lines of opalescent lamps  

refulgent with sin, 
erected nightmares as gateways, 

slouching, 
oozing welcome hymn of molten hush 

from a chopped up heart. 
 

Awaiting only- 
you will step in,  

and my abode will feel exalted. 
 

May the ominous never cast  
on your divine afflatus! 

For that I've kept clandestine 
thunderstorm of deep sigh, 

my singed moon, sniveling monsoon. 
 

I've no keen braggadocio 
to assume such a pretence' house 

as temple. 
 

Just this much to say:  
you will step in, 

and my abode will be gratified. 
 

Your arrival vacillates;  
the decimation of the thatch 

commenced, crumbling of the walls. 
 

The 'roaring forties' 
seemed like informing 
'you may never come'. 

 
Perhaps the domicile 

is a gift from you, 
whispered the 'time-eagle'. 

 
It's your own homecoming;  

why should I bother if you don't come. 
Janaki Ballav Mohapatra edits a fortnightly 
magazine “lokachetana” from Puri. This poem 
is translated from Oriya poem “Ghara” in “Braja 
Bansi” by Pabitra Dash. 
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Goat Curry, Community and the God 
 

Gopal Mohapatra 
 
 

It was Friday again. When the gora man-
ager asked Gobinda if he had any big plans for 
the weekend, he almost said that he had been 
invited to a goat meat dinner on Saturday. But he 
did not, because the gora boss could never 
appreciate the pleasure of eating goat meat curry 
with potatoes. One day, when Gobinda took his 
manager to the nearby Indian restaurant, the 
manager gave up after trying just one piece of 
the thickly gravy goat curry. Later he told Go-
binda that the meat had a typical smell. That 
comment did not go well with Gobinda, and that 
was their last visit together to any Indian restau-
rant. It was beyond his belief that someone could 
find goat curry smelly, especially after being 
cooked for two hours with that dark brown spicy 
mix. It took him a few days to reconcile with the 
experience when his pal Debinder drew an 
analogy with Gobinda’s one-time steak experi-
ence. Gobinda hated it because of the smell 
coming out of that half-done piece of meat. He 
just kept gazing at his gora friends around the 
table who were devouring it like chhena poda. 
When Gobinda mentioned it to Debinder, he did 
not realize what a fatal mistake he had made. For 
the next few months, he would be greeted as 
‘goru khia gobinda’.  
 

When an invitation for the goat curry din-
ner came from Datta Babu, Gobinda could not 
believe his ears. His mouth watered at that 
instant and his tongue did not roll fast enough to 
say ‘thank you’. At the other end, Datta Babu 
probably interpreted that pause to be a sign of 
choking emotion. He had no idea that it was 
because of the saliva oozing out of Gobinda’s 
mouth. When Gobinda cleared that flood of saliva 
from his tongue to speak, Datta Babu said how 
bygones should be bygones, and that they all 
should start a new chapter of friendship and build 
a strong community. He was taking the initiative 
of inviting all community members to a dinner 
party at his house. And Gobinda, who had been 
excluded from all the previous parties, was 
definitely a foremost invitee.  
 

Those five days constituted one of the 
longest five-day weeks in Gobinda’s life. Not that 
it was his keen desire to get back to community 
building work, but it was that halal goat meat 
curry with red potatoes in a thin gravy that he 
vividly dreamt at meetings, in the tennis court, 
and even while watching Sushmita Sen’s ‘Main 
Hoon Na’. His manager caught him twice for 
being inattentive in meetings. The poor guy 
asked him if things were OK back home. Go-
binda just did not know how to explain that it was 
not his parent’s health or sister’s marriage, but 
something very mundane, a few pieces of meat 
churning around in a little oily, thinly spiced gravy 
among some half-cut potato pieces that was 
engaging most of the powerful CPUs in his mind. 
 

So it was finally the weekend. The office 
was empty by four. But Gobinda was not in a 
hurry. He did not have to beat the traffic. He did 
not have to mow the lawn before Saturday. He 
did not have to cook for the coming week. So all 
chains being loose, he had the freedom to stay at 
work as late as possible. But that Friday, produc-
tivity was less. Flashes of goat meat curry 
entered his mind now and then. He was back at 
his apartment by five. The sun was almost gone. 
Gobinda quickly made some gingerwalla tea and 
settled down into the camp chair on his balcony. 
The land stretched far behind his apartment 
complex. The landscape being pretty flat offered 
him an unobstructed view of nothing till his eyes 
met the eternal line where the sky touched the 
earth. On this backdrop, the perfectly round sun 
with its red stripes was slowly sinking in. This 
reminded Gobinda of the numerous beautiful 
sunsets he had watched across the limitless 
stretch of paddy fields in his small village. Go-
binda left his village and his country four years 
ago in the IT bandwagon. His countrymen filled 
him with cheers, made him feel at home. Every 
weekend seemed to pass by fast. He became 
part of the community, as they said. He did not 
mind that at all. Good food, good company, good 
fun, especially Dutta Babu’s goat meat curry. He 
could be part of as many communities as possi-
ble, he thought, until that fateful evening at the 
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community center. While relishing hot samosa 
with the green chutney, Gobinda heard a few 
loud voices outside. There was some kind of 
discussion among the community members, 
which snowballed into an argument, then an 
altercation and finally almost to a fight. It was 
about God. No, not exactly. It was about God’s 
color; whether the Krishna idol should be painted 
blue or black. While some members wanted to 
stick to the mythological color, others wanted to 
customize it to black to reflect how God can be of 
any color. Not exactly any color, but black or 
white. When one of the young chaps excitedly 
commented to make it green, one of the senior 
members rebuffed him by giving a short lecture 
on the binary fate of things in existence. If there 
was a choice, members could have left it to the 
Lord to choose His own color. But sadly no one 
knew how to communicate with Him. Although 
the temple and the deity was the best option to 
foster spiritual communication, it was already 
beginning to adversely impact the earthly com-
munication in the community. What once seemed 
like a cohesive community super-glued by mutual 
understanding, appreciation and humility, sud-
denly exposed a lot of cracks made up of ego, 
indifference and emotional weakness. For 
Gobinda, it was like a ‘oooaaaooo’.  
 

That was the last time Gobinda had de-
voured Dutta Babu’s patented goat curry. As 
most of the community members had lost appe-
tite over a major issue, Gobinda did not have to 
worry about others piling meat on their plates. He 
took his own time, did not touch any vegetables, 
not even the Puri-style dalma made by Arta 

Babu. It was only rice and goat meat curry; as if 
on Saturdays he does not touch any vegetarian 
food. He ate like he had not eaten for days 
because somewhere deep inside his stomach he 
knew that it was his last goat meat curry from 
Dutta Babu’s kitchen.  
 

And that is what exactly happened. Go-
binda was no more an invitee to the goat curry 
party. He never understood why. They painted 
the idol black. But he was not a party to it. He 
stayed away, and may be that is why. Dutta 
Babu’s group lost by one vote. Gobinda could 
have made a difference with his vote. He could 
have changed the color to blue. He owed it to 
Dutta Babu, especially when he had eaten his 
goat meat curry so many times. It was a small 
price to pay, he thought. But it was too late; the 
deity had already been painted black. They could 
not change the color now, because someone 
may say ‘hey dude, how come the God is chang-
ing colors?’ Not that God cannot, but who would 
do it? 
 

The sun was already in a deep slumber. 
Gobinda got up from the chair and stretched his 
arms and legs. He wondered what would have 
changed Dutta Babu’s mind. Did he suddenly 
realize that color did not matter?  Or did he 
realize that things have to change with time, even 
Godly matters. Or may be the black color must 
be shining well under the milky-white light making 
the God look good. Whatever it might be, he 
would go on a fast until tomorrow evening. He 
would then be fully ready to enjoy the goat meat 
curry with potatoes from Dutta Babu’s kitchen. 

 
 
 
Gopal Mohapatra lives in Northwest Houston with his wife Reva and two daughters Meha and Dhara. If choles-
terol were not a problem, Gopal would often like to eat goat meat curry cooked in Odiya style – with potatoes 
and thin gravy. Since he left India thirteen years ago, he has not eaten that kind of curry in his current country of 
residence. This story was a figment of his imagination and is dedicated to his uncle who made the best goat 
meat curry in the world. 
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The Great Indian Road Show: 
A kaleidoscopic view at what goes 
 
Subrat Sahoo 
 
 
 This, the General Elections 2004, is billed 
as the greatest show on earth, the largest 
democracy exercising (perhaps that's a better 
word than asserting) itself. In India it normally 
takes place once every five years, this time it was 
taking place a good six months ahead of sched-
ule because of the so-called "feel-good" factor 
spreading its goodness across the country. From 
the ads of the Raymond campaign, the ruling 
groups lifted their inspiration: the economy was 
apparently touching a two-digit rate of growth, 
forex reserves were at an all-time high, the 
middle class was vibrant and spending in high 
gear, the service sector was asserting itself, and 
the honorable Prime Minister was watching the 
cricket team winning both the game and the 
hearts in Pakistan. So "they" felt good, assessed 
their chances of getting back their seats, dis-
solved the Parliament, and passed on this 
goodness to the rest of the nation. 

This time with all the media hype about 
“India shining”, a buoyant economy, the cross-
border thaws, multiple 24-hour news channels, 
and on-the-spot reporting with an incessant spate 
of exit-polls, the common man is having his field 
day “feeling good” at home --- possibly the only 
time when he actually feels good in the five 
years, possibly the only time also when in many 
areas the elected representative comes again to 
his doorstep asking for what he treasures most, 
the vote. 
 A key deviation from the traditional way of 
balloting has been made this election with the 
cent percent introduction of the electronic voting 
machines (EVMs): instead of stamping a seal, 
now the voter will push a button on a machine 
which will record his vote, and subsequently 
count it also. Getting the EVMs down to the 
masses was certainly not an easy job for both 
sides. For the government it was a Herculean 
task to familiarize the voters with the finer as-
pects of the operation of the new machine, at the 
same time the political parties had to engage in a 
mammoth but subtle exercise, PR or otherwise, 
in an attempt to make the voter vote the way they 

want him to when he pushes the button. Some 
candidates whose names were on the top of the 
list, spread the message to their own advantage 
that the machine would work only when you 
pressed the first button, and elsewhere a major 
political party informed the would-be voters that 
irrespective of whatever button they pressed the 
vote would automatically be sent by the machine 
to their candidate only. The governmental 
machinery was hard-pressed to fend off and 
negate these kinds of rumors. All said and done, 
however, the introduction of the EVMs has not 
only saved thousands of trees from being cut 
down (an estimated 8000 metric tonnes of paper 
was used in printing ballot papers for the last 
general elections) but has also reduced the ballot 
counting time from a couple of days to just a 
couple of hours, to name a few advantages over 
the traditional ballot paper. Thus while environ-
mentalists are now a wee bit more happy, the 
candidates also have less of a tension time while 
waiting for the results to be declared. 
 Well, not only domestic do-gooders and 
the so-called friends of democracy were watch-
ing, but also the international media was taking a 
more than lively interest in the poll happenings 
across the length and breadth of the country. 

This time the USA also watched the first 
all-electronic Indian poll, where an estimated 
seven and a half lakh EVMs are to be used 
across the country. The reason is that India beat 
the rest of the world in introducing the total use of 
EVMs in any general election. Although the US 
introduced the concept of electronic voting, it is 
still debating the merits of e-voting and has not 
yet dared to do it on this scale. Frozen screens 
and malfunctioning computers have not plagued 
the process here. A newspaper reported that the 
EVMs are India’s pride, and America’s envy. 
Others like the U.K. and Malayasia are sending 
people to see the actual experience of EVMs in 
India. 
 An experiment in cutting edge voting is 
only part of the story of the Indian polls of 2004. 
This has also been labeled as a road show, and 
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looking at the dirt, the sweat and the grime and 
also the money and time spent, the label is not 
just figurative. Like a colorful pageantry or a 
carnival, it is rumbling across packed urban 
cityscapes and desolate rural landscapes 
equally. Very truly, the great Indian electoral 
circus is a “yatra”, the great Indian road show. 
The performers are not only star politicians and 
lesser politicians, some jokers in the pack, and 
still lesser mortals as extras, but also cine stars, 
sports stars, champion wrestlers from well-known 
“akhadas” as well as star criminals thrown in for 
good measure. The action props include multisto-
ried cutouts, yards and yards of banners, glossy 
printed posters, TV ads both overt and veiled, 
audio and video presentations before the mem-
bers of the electorate, mms and sms messaging, 
and, not the least, multiple types of vehicles 
(especially vans) extrapolated into “raths” which 
are crisscrossing the country’s landscape. L. K. 
Advani started off his Uday Yatra logging more 
than 5000 road miles by now, and others dis-
banded with his copyright. Laloo Prasad had 
swank state-of-the-art décor in his Garib Rath 
and Ram Vilas Paswan rolled in his Vikas Rath. 
Dadan Yadav, a junior RJD minister, denied 
ticket and now an independent, has his own 
Parivartan Rath. All these chariots have TV, 
cameras, VCRs, VCDs, public address systems, 
laptops, hydraulic platforms and what not. 
Independent Rajan Tiwari’s Ekta Rath has 
horses on either side of the bonnet. State minis-
ter Ashok Chaudhry’s Rajiv Sandesh Rath and 
independent MLA Munna Shukla’s Vaishali Rath 
complete the quantum of raths moving here and 
there in Bihar. Although the political road (and 
physical too) in the state may be full of potholes, 
a full-scale chariot race seems to be in the offing 
here. Pappu Yadav’s Yuva Shakti Rath could not 
hit the road because he is in jail after his bail plea 
was rejected in a murder case. Modi in Gujarat 
too hit the road in a very hi-tech one, though in 
his own style. Even the Congress had to have its 
own Sonia Gandhi road show for the first time.  

This certainly helped their salability in the 
rural areas, but what greatly and rather inexpen-
sively increased the marketability of the politi-
cians in the urban and semi-urban areas was the 
rapid spread of WLL and mobile phones in the 
country. Cell phone users were pleasantly 
surprised when an unidentified call came on their 
sets, which started like this: “Mein Atal Bihari 
Vajpayee bol raha hoon…(I am Vajpayee speak-

ing)” and a recorded voice went on to exhort the 
listener to favor his policies. Politicians, generally 
not a very tech-savvy species, realized sms 
campaigning is here to stay and scrambled to get 
the latest in mobile gadgetry to keep up with the 
times. They are also now beginning to pay more 
attention to their personal details and grooming. 
There is a new dressing-up sense among politi-
cians, there are younger and newer faces too. 

While the style and content of campaign-
ing is certainly undergoing a change, the com-
mon man still exhibits an apparent apathy 
towards all the goings-on around him. The middle 
class may be a part of the “India shining” but they 
are a small percentage, and there are several 
who are still in the dark about their own opportu-
nities for development and avenues for progress. 
People in many places are disgruntled and 
disenchanted too. Agitated villagers chased away 
Rita Verma, sitting MP from Dhanbad Lok Sabha 
seat when she went to address them at two 
different spots. It’s quite possible that the voter 
lining up the sides of the streets when a political 
or cine bigwig comes calling has already made 
up his mind about the candidate, and the best 
that the campaigner can hope for is a dent in the 
votes of the fence-sitters, that is, the ones who 
have not decided who to vote for so far. The 18 
plus voter, so much sought after by all parties 
during the decade of the ’80s and early ’90s, 
seems no more to be the focus of the current 
campaign style; the young voter on his part 
appears equally disillusioned too, and many 
analysts fear that their votes will end up being 
anti-establishment. These youngsters do not 
seem to be an active part of this road show. 
Partly due to this and partly due to other non-
concerns, the political parties suddenly found that 
the crowd attendance at their rallies operated 
under the law of diminishing returns. Even the 
bigger netas grumbled to their lesser ones that 
the local leadership was unable to get sufficient 
people to listen to their dulcet voices over the 
microphone. The star campaigners couldn’t get 
into the mood for electoral oratory when the 
crowd fell below the critical level of, say, five or 
ten thousand. 
 So, the parties turned to, what they 
thought, was the best and fastest means. The 
netas roped in the abhinetas to pull crowds and 
add pep to their campaigns, and in March and 
April the country experienced a spate of ex- and 
current film stars jumping onto the political 
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bandwagon. Everywhere a rally had someone or 
the other, and they flitted across states in chop-
pers and planes, often attending several venues 
on the same day just like the politicians them-
selves. The tragic death of the popular South 
Indian cine star Soundarya in a crash brought 
most high flyers back to the ground --- suddenly it 
seemed to everyone that the good old road and 
train journeys were a lot safer. Maybe the air-
crafts too felt the stress, and this now brought 
some relief and rest for the pilots too! 
 But at the same time, in the South at 
least, the filmi glamour seems to be on the wane. 
Rajnikanth, much sought after in last elections, 
now has to wait in line to meet the political 
bosses. Actress Vijayashanti, now vice-president 
of BJP women's wing, was named as Hyderabad 
candidate only to be withdrawn the very next day. 
She was also then kept in waiting to file papers 
from Bellary constituency, in case, as the rumors 
went then, Priyanka Gandhi contested from 
there; Priyanka didn't, so Vijayashanti was out 
again. 
 Likewise, at the other end of the spec-
trum, the villains too had to be befriended and 
suitably used in the campaigning and polling 
process. Muscle power, it’s well-known, often 
translates directly into votes in many places. 
 Inevitably it led to the goondas and the 
film-stars thinking on the same plane -- if the 
politicians are so dependant on us for winning 
elections, and we do their work for them, why not 
cut out the second-hand jobbing and we go and 
do it straightaway for ourselves? And so you 
have Govinda in contesting in North Mumbai and 
Dharmendra contesting from Bikaner, and case-
interned Mohammad Shahabuddin directing 
things in Siwan, Bihar. 
 Then there are the sops that the parties 
and candidates offer to the electorate that 
become an important part of the road show itself. 
Apart from the Election Manifestos promising 
heaven on earth, they also distribute money, 
liquor, shawls, and saris to the populace; the 
enticement is momentary but serves the purpose 
of accumulating crowds at politically vital func-
tions. One such event led to a disaster wherein 
some women died during the sari distribution 
scheme held on the occasion of Lalji Tandan’s 
birthday bash. He is the political agent of the 
Prime Minister himself. Also observed was the 
confusion over the Lucknow constituency, where 
Mr. Ram Jethmalani, eminent lawyer and erst-

while minister in his own cabinet, decided to take 
on Mr. Vajpayee himself, then talked of withdraw-
ing, and finally contested. The politics here is 
bound to be interesting. 
 People in the political arena also change 
loyalties at the drop of a hat. Discarding a three-
piece suit might seem more difficult. No 
friendship or feeling appears sacrosanct. A 
classic example is Mr. Bangarappa. In his 1995 
campaigning, he was anti-BJP: "We'll ensure that 
the saffron forces are unable to get a foothold in 
the South. Karnataka will never become their 
gateway to the South; Never." Now he is 
campaigning for them in 2004. His words are: 
"Vajpayee is my leader. It is he alone who can 
keep the country united. We will ensure that 
Karnataka is indeed the BJP gateway to the 
South." 
 The sheer logistics involved in the general 
elections are mind boggling. There are 7,00,121 
polling booths now, down from the 7,74,651 in 
1999, the reason being the redrawing of areas of 
the booths due to higher handling capacities of 
the EVMs per booth. About 35 lakh government 
personnel have been drafted for duty as presid-
ing and polling officers, including reservists. This 
number excludes the police and paramilitary 
forces on security duties, and also excludes the 
people, like medical, para-medical, magisterial, 
clerical, store, legal, etc., working behind the 
scenes to ensure a smooth and hassle-free 
polling process. The polling teams do not know 
which booth they will be assigned; it is kept as a 
secret until actual departure, so that they will not 
be susceptible to the inevitable external pres-
sures. These people are like the intrepid explor-
ers: they travel by buses, trucks, jeeps, tractors, 
and even bullock-carts and boats to reach their 
destinations and to bring back the fates of the 
representatives of the people sealed in confi-
dence back to the strong rooms at the counting 
centers. 
 If you want some nuggets, there is the 
Fastan polling booth in Leh, the highest booth 
ever, at an altitude of 17,000 feet. A single polling 
station has been set up in Khragbal Gurez (also 
in J&K) for just 80 voters. And there is a polling 
booth in Room no. 3 of the Bansidhar Agarwal 
School in Wadala, Mumbai. It may not much 
surprise you to learn what that room is: it's in fact 
a toilet of the school. If the voters of Wadala say 
that the political process stinks they won’t be very 
far from the truth. 
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 As per the final electoral rolls of 2004, 67 
crore 01 lakh 53 thousand and 348 people 
(34,85,10,223 males and 32,16,43,125 females) 
are eligible to cast their votes. However about 
60% of the total electorate actually takes the 
trouble of leaving their homes for the booth; this 
figure of course includes some bogus and unfair 
voting too. The largest constituency in area is 
Ladakh (J&K) at 1,73,266 sq. km, followed by 
Barmer (Rajasthan) at 71,601 sq. km., and the 
smallest is Chandni Chowk at 10.59 sq. km., 
followed by Kolkata North West at 13.23 sq. km. 
The maximum number of voters is in the Outer 
Delhi (NCT) constituency (over 32 lakhs), the 
least is in Lakshadweep (with about 38 thousand 
only). There are 3,314 candidates contesting this 
time for 543 seats in the Lok Sabha. The number 
of candidates in Parliamentary Elections has 
varied widely: from 2,369 in 1967 to a peak of 
13,952 in 1996, down to 4,620 in 1999. 
 And if you are interested in how much all 
this costs, then have a look at the gross expendi-
ture for the last general elections in 1999 --- 
Rupees 880 crores only! 
 The Election Commission also sends 
Observers to each constituency to keep an eye 
on the poll process and report vitiations, if any, of 
the entire process. They observe the correctness 
of the electoral rolls (the voters’ lists), the overall 
law and order situations on the spot, violations of 
the model code of conduct, the expenditures 
made by the contesting candidates, the freeness 
and fairness of the polls, and the openness of the 
counting system, and can recommend repoll if 
felt necessary. 
 Places in the North-East and in Jammu 
and Kashmir, in the insurgency and naxalite 
affected areas of the country are nightmares for 
the electioneering mechanism: the reasons are 
obvious. Eastern Uttar Pradesh and Bihar (and 
now Jharkhand) are another matter altogether. 
Booth capturing here is a fine art, honed to 
perfection over the decades. There are special-
ists in the art who are hardcore loyalists to either 
the candidate or to a party or are freelancers 
available on hire. It’s all very peacefully achieved: 
nothing as crude as brandishing country made 
pistols or bursting bombs, in all probability an 
extremely ordinary looking man will casually 
saunter up to the presiding officer of the booth 
and request him to look the other way. The 
polling agents of other candidates would sud-
denly recollect a function at home which they did 

not know five minutes ago or would conveniently 
and collectively decide that going to the loo for 
the next half an hour or so was of the utmost 
importance to their lives; the polling party’s 
reaction would only be at their own peril. No 
complaints, the election is freely and fairly done. 
Freedom and fairness are directly proportional to 
the local determination of how strong (in very 
physical terms, that is) the candidate is --- the 
greater his “grip” is, obviously the better he would 
win the elections. 
 There are Non-governmental Organiza-
tions (NGOs) too that are active in this matter, 
mostly in the line of creating awareness and 
informed opinion among the common man. Of 
particular note are the ones like Dr. Jayaprakash 
Narayana’s Lok Satta (Andhra Pradesh), which 
points out to the voting public the criminals and 
the unsuitables among the candidates. 
 Everyone, it might seem, is doing his/ her 
own bit towards the democratic process. 
 I had the opportunity of seeing things up 
real close when I became the Election Observer 
for the Rajmahal (reserved) Lok Sabha constitu-
ency in northeastern Jharkhand. Issues are 
mostly non-existent, mentioned, if at all, inciden-
tally. All campaigning seems to be personal. 
Attacks and counter-attacks and mudslinging go 
hand in hand with allegations of propriety and 
impropriety in all possible quarters where it can 
be made. This LS constituency also holds the 
record for the lowest margin victory for any 
candidate: the candidate won by only 9 votes in 
the 1998 LS elections.  
 I might be permitted to add that the 
election process has somewhat been cleaned up 
in the last decade.  The various parties are 
mortally afraid of the Election Commission, 
especially after T.N. Sheshan. This body has 
become, to re-quote Donne, like Death, the Great 
Leveller. Its stated objective has been to ensure 
a level playing field for all the contestants, 
without any particular advantage accruing to the 
party in power. 
 Someone likened the whole process to a 
great game, a sport where all are equal but some 
in an Orwellian fashion are certainly more equal 
than others. The essence of Olympics too is in 
the participation, not in the winning or in the 
losing. But then, who in his right senses takes the 
participation part seriously in the great electoral 
muddle? It's more like one of those annual 
African headhunts where a contestant, once a 
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participant, has to employ all his wits, prowess 
and extreme endurance, not to speak of all the 
said and unsaid resources at his and perhaps 
others disposal, to come out alive --- or not come 
out at all. The battle-lines are drawn sharply. It’s 
like the winner gets all and takes all, that’s the 
feeling one gets after the results are declared. 
 And then again, politics is also a full time 
profession now for many... they need to win one 
election to survive until the next. That's, of 
course, an investment of sorts. An unconfirmed 
story is about a Lok Sabha ticket being sold at 25 
lakhs to an interested individual for the Kollam 
seat in Kerala. And an NRI too is in the fray in the 
Naxalite affected Nizamabad LS constituency, 
with allegations that he too bribed party leaders 
to secure a ticket. The joke doing the rounds is 
that capitation fee is not confined to professional 
colleges only. 
 Protests of public service often are a 
facade for the wheeling-dealing and the skull-
duggery associated with politics. This is not to 
say that there are no good apples in the barrel, 
but those who have tasted the fermented juice 
prefer the spirit to the wholesome apple. The 
kicks are all there, and the campaign trail is like a 
drug where the enthusiasm rides high. 
 As in any other field, there are of course 
the lighter moments on the campaign trail. One 
analysis came up with some interesting statistics 
that proved that nine out of ten politician haters 
are non-politicians. On the way, a catchy slogan 
read: "ABCD chodo, kisi neta se nata jodo!"(Stop 
learning the letters; hitch a ride with a politician.) 
Another one stated: “Choose your leader care-
fully. Otherwise you may be left behind.” 
 A cartoon showed a politician telling a 
poor woman futilely pumping away for water at a 
hand pump: "The problem is power. There is no 

power. You solve my power problem and I'll solve 
your water problem." 
 The journalists are to blame for all the 
lying that we do, one politician candidly admitted 
on the road. They are the ones, he said, that 
insist on asking all the wrong questions. 
 And there was this Lok Sabha candidate 
who in the course of his speech happened to 
mention the emotive issue of the special status 
accorded to the state of J&K in Article 370 of the 
Constitution and the persistent demands from a 
section to remove it. People burst out laughing 
when he said, “If my party comes to power, the 
first thing we will do is scrap the bad provision of 
376. It’s an insult to the spirit of equality.” 376 is 
the section of the Indian Penal Code that deals 
with rape. When he got down from the dais and 
was asked about his faux pas, he sheepishly 
admitted that he did not know the difference. 

The stage is there with the high technol-
ogy and the cheap thrills, the star-power and the 
glamour, the sugar-coated pills and the plain 
bulldozing, the sweet assurances of the present 
and the ignored promises of the yore, and of 
course the abundance of mudslinging and the 
surfeit of ideas. Democracy may or may not be a 
passionate exercise in India, but the elections 
including its campaigning certainly is. 

All things said and done, the great Indian 
road show has happened. And it’s ultimately the 
people that will decide, in five stages of voting, 
who are fit and who are not. The future of the 
3,314 candidates will be digitally locked, un-
known until May 13, when they will be made 
public. Then there would be the usual celebra-
tions, the champagne and the firecrackers for the 
lucky 543 who will finally walk past the portals 
into the Hall of the Parliament. 
 

 
Subrat Sahoo IAS, Registrar Cooperative Societies, Govt. of Chhattisgarh And Managing Director, 
State Warehousing Corporation, Chhattisgarh, Raipur. subratz@yahoo.co.in 
Copyright@April2004
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Birth: 26.July. 1904     Death: 15th March, 1998 

 

Numa -  Courage personified 
 

Sandip Dasverma 
 

“Woman Pioneers In India's Renaissance”, 
published by National Book Trust in 2003 Edited 
by Late Dr. Sushila Nayyar, ex-minister GOI, 
Health and Kamala Manekar. The list contains 70 
most illustrious women of the last century from 
India.  Their stature could be gauged by the fact 
that others included in the list are such persons 
as: Ex-PM Indira Priyadarshini, Kasturba Gandhi, 
Sucheta Kripalni, Vijay Laxmi Pandit, Aruna Asaf 
Ali, Sorojini Naidu, Prabhabati Devi, Anne 
Besant, and Sister Nibedita. It contains names of 
only three illustrious women from Orissa among 
70 odd ones from all over India.  They are:  

1. Shoilabala Das (1875-1968)   
 Biographer - Ranjana Harish 

2. Rama Devi Chowdhury (1899-1985) 
 Biographer - Annapurna Das 

3. Malati Nabakrushna Choudhari (1904-1997), 
Biographer  Krishna Mohanty 

Shoilabala Das was adopted daughter of Ut-
kal Gourab Madhusudan Das, and a pioneer of 
women’s education in Orissa.  Shoilabala 
Women’s college of Cuttack is named after her.  

Rama Devi Mahila College of BBSR is named 
after Rama Devi Chowdhury.  I had the privilege 
of knowing Rama Devi and Malati Devi person-
ally.  They were both married into the same 
Choudhury family of Bakharabad, Cuttack.  
Rama Devi was married to elder brother Gopa-
bandhu Choudhury, the legendry Gandhian, who 
created a sensation in those days when he 
resigned from the privileged job of a Deputy 
Magistrate to join the Freedom movement.  
Malati Devi was married to Nabakrushna Choud-
hury (Bapi), who became Chief Minister of 
Orissa, 1949-1956.  They met and married at 
Shantiniketan.  Gurudev Rabindranath Tagore 
attended their marriage.  
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Malati Choudhury (Numa), would have been 
hundred this 26th July, 2004 - had she lived to 
this day.  Stories of her courageous acts are 
mythology among those who know her.  It will be 
of general interest to quote some instances.  

Numa was born in Calcutta.  Her parents 
were Bengali Barrister Kumud Nath Sen and 
Snehalata Sen, a school teacher.  Mr. Sen’s 
family was from Patna, where his father was a 
reputed Lawyer.  Her maternal grandfather was 
preeminent Sir Bihari Lal Gupta, ICS.  He was 
once district magistrate of Cuttack.  Incidentally 
Mr. Gupta was a good friend of Nobel laureate 
Rabindranath Tagore and thus her Rabi Dadu.   

Numa’s father died young.  Her mother, 
popularly known as Loti Sen, was a fiercely 
independent and spirited lady, a quality which 
rubbed on to Numa.  Instead of living with her 
rich and influential parents Loti Sen, she took up 
teaching at the Calcutta’s elite Bethune Girls 
School to raise her family.  Just imagine, this 
happened one hundred years back, and you will 
get an idea of the enormity of her courage.  
During the Non-cooperation movement, patrioti-
cally inspired Numa left Bethune and went away 
to her maternal village in East Bengal.  After a lot 
of persuasion by her mother, she came back to 
appear in the examination as a private candidate 
and successfully passed in 1st division.  A 
staunch nationalist, even as a young girl she 
refused to study in any college run by the British 
Govt.  Some one in the family gave her the idea 
to write to Rabi Dadu (Tagore) to find out if she 
could join his new experimental institute for 
education at Bolpur, known as Santiniketan. She 
did.  And rest as they say is history.  

Tagore invited her and offered to accept 
her in the Shantiniketan, provided her mother 
also joined the school as the Superintendent of 
the new Girls Hostel, yet to be opened.  Loti Sen 
accepted Tagore’s offer, and young Malati or 
Minu was the 1st resident girl student at Santini-
ketan.  Amita Sen, mother of Nobel laureate 
Amartya Sen and her contemporary in the girls 
hostel, writes in her memoirs in glowing term 
about spirited young Minu-di and her courageous 
and spirited fight against injustice.  Amita Sen 
narrates how Numa once made the student body 
to pass a resolution critical of Rathindranath, 

Tagore’s son, and took it boldly to Tagore to 
implement it.  Rathindranath was duly repri-
manded by his father.   

At Shantiniketan Numa and Bapi met, 
liked each other, and then got married. This 
marriage was fiercely resisted by Bapi’s widowed 
mother.  It was later found that she had even 
used the help of a private tutor for children at 
home to write a letter to Numa’s mother about all 
bad and false things about her own son, like Bapi 
was a drunkard, had a bad character, etc.  In 
spite of her initial resistance she was gradually 
won over, and at the end she preferred to stay 
with Numa, and even spent her last days in 
Numa’s care. 

Numa was one of the 1st ladies to ride a 
bicycle at Cuttack, that too as a married woman – 
which is even today, is a rarity.  Then it was a 
taboo but not for Numa. 

The summer before her death, in 1997, I 
was in Baji Rout Chhatrabas to meet her.  In the 
morning I was two hours late in reaching Angul 
from Cuttack.  On arrival I heard that she had, 
only 15 days back, refused to meet Late Biju 
Patnaik, then the Chief Minister of Orissa, who 
was an hour late.  She bluntly told Biju 
babu:”Mukhya Mantri helaNi – samaya Gyan 
hela nahi?”  Imagine my condition and fear to be 
spurned.  Luckily she was in a good mood that 
day and excused me for my delay – after all I 
was an ordinary person.  Her compassion for the 
smallest of the small is well known.   

Numa’s actions were always mythology to 
us. Another instance I have heard is about the 
famous “Rantlei baba.”  It is the story of a 12 year 
cow herd boy, who was touted to have spiritual 
powers to cure incurable diseases.  As the rumor 
spread thousands of people came to this small 
place near Angul called Rantlei for curing touch 
of this “BABA.”  Soon there were so many people 
and so little of water or food.  In the consequent 
unhygienic situation, soon cholera epidemic 
started, and people started dying like flies.  Yet 
more people continued to come in the hope of 
cure of incurable diseases.  Govt. could not act in 
the fear of law and order problem, and yet, there 
was enough pressure to act as the epidemic was 
going out of hand.  All over Orissa, street poets 
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wrote books and were selling them in various 
local jatras, adding publicity and attracting more 
people.  Chief Minister Nabakurshna Choudhury 
was highly perturbed.  He believed if he sends in 
police, he is damned for interfering in people’s 
faith related matter.  If he did not, then also he 
will be damned as the Cholera epidemic was 
spreading.  What is the solution? He asked 
Numa. 

Numa solved it in no time.  She went to 
the place where the young boy (the BABA) and 
challenged him to show her his supernatural 
powers.  When he failed to do so she gave her a 
bag slap with comments:  “Michhatare Pala 
lageichu”.  “You have falsely started this drama.”  
The baba ran away crying, and was picked up 
later by the police and sent to his own village.   

On another instance, in Ravenshaw col-
lege ground a football tournament was going on, 
and the Cuttack district Magistrate was present.  
Numa went there and asked the students as to 
how can they go on playing football while rest of 
the students are on strike – the district Magistrate 
(DM) intervened.  DM told her that it is unfair for 
her to apply strike even to a football game. To 
which Numa retorted: Do you do that in Ireland 
too?  The district magistrate, who was from North 
Ireland, another colony of UK, could not raise his 
head, he was so ashamed.  

Writing about Numa without Bapi is like 
telling an incomplete story.  Numa was Bapi’s 
most sincere friend, devoted wife, and worst 
critic, all at the same time.  They were comrades 
in arms.  Bapi was the thinker and brain, and 
Numa was the executioner.  Together they made 
an excellent team.  In 1934, almost two years 
before Congress socialist group was established 
in Indian National Congress, they established it in 
Orissa.  When the young men involved in it like 
Surendra Dwivedi, Bhagabati Panigrahi, 
Prananath Pattnaik, and others wanted to start a 
monthly Oriya magazine to propagate the idea of 
rights of day laborers and farmers – the money 
came in form of Numa donating all her personal 
jewelry, worth about Rs. 30,000 in those days. 
With Gold ounce at about Rs. 40 in those days, it 
would be nearly Rs. 40 lakhs today.  When we 
compare such sacrifices we know what strength 
and sacrifice they were ready for. With today’s 

Jailalithas we know, some where we have gone 
wrong.  Question comes up why have we come 
down from Rama Devi, Malati Devi, and Sorojini 
Naidu to likes of Jayalalitha, selfish, corrupt, 
pliant, backboneless leaders?  Where did we go 
wrong?  I have seen in the early 70s when Govt. 
of Mrs. Gandhi was going gong-ho and police 
was killing left and right like flies – Numa and 
Bapi started Civil Rights group in Orissa to 
propagate the idea that this was not a law and 
order problem but a political problem.  It was a 
symptom and not the disease.  And unless the 
disease, landlessness, and food security prob-
lems are resolved – this movement of the land-
less will not go away.  To get at the activists 
Govt. started harassing their relatives.  Though 
she was herself vulnerable (she was arrested at 
the age of 78 and put in Jail during emergency,) 
she gave shelter to many. 

She also inspired many – the stories of 
women volunteers of Utkal Nabajiban Mandala 
are legend.  There are untold stories of heroism 
about them.  One of them, now Padmashree 
Tulsi Munda, was picked up less than 30 years 
back from among the head loader girls of an 
open cast mine.  Under Numa’s guidance she 
has turned out to be a top class mass leader and 
political organizer.  Once completely illiterate, 
she can now keep thousands of educated people 
entertained and inspired by her brilliant speech in 
Hindi.  It is well known that some of the Utkal 
Nabajiban Mandala centers were so remote that 
Numa had to walk upwards of 10 miles to reach 
them from the nearest bus stop. 

When one met Numa or Bapi, one knew 
that one’s head simply bowed in reverence and 
awe for all they have done in one life.  Today as 
we approach her birth centenary celebration, we 
realize that the era of giants is gone.  Only 
minnows remain.  Gentle giants who dealt with 
the smallest with dignity and rendered them with 
self-esteem.  I still remember that in 1979 No-
vember, I went to meet in the Baji Rout Chhtra-
bas her with my wife before coming to USA.  
Bapi, Numa, Tinu Apa(Krushna Mohanty,) and 
Bibhuti babu sang for us – civil rights song: “We 
shall overcome …,” as a parting song of affec-
tion. For a minnow like me?? 
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Let us together remember this great hu-
man being, a courageous lady of great integrity, 
and a golden heart for the underprivileged.   

She used to always sing the following famous 
lines to invoke the youth of the day to demand 
their rights with dignity:  

Kuha Keun jati paichi mukati karee hari huri 
guhari? 

I feel like answering: Yes, Numa you are 
right, they have not. 

_________________________________________________________________________________________ 
Sandip K. Dasverma, is a Mechanical Engineer, was inspired in youth by Numa's spirited work and dedicated 
life for the tribals of Orissa. He was one of the thousands of lucky ones to get her and Bapi's affection and 
blessings. He now lives in Richland, WA, USA, with his wife Lila. His e-mail: dasverma@aol.com / ph: 509-371-
1286 
 

 
 

MALATI CHOUDHURI 
 (26th July 1904 – 15th March 1998) 

 
Kasturi Black 

 
 

“Underneath the gas light glitter, sat a little fragile girl. 
Heedless of the night’s wind bitter, as it whirled around her curls. 

Ever coming, ever going, ceaseless passed the noisy storm. 
Only listen to her pleading, won’t you buy my pretty flowers? 

There are many, sad and weary, in this pleasant world of ours. 
Crying every night so dreary, won’t you buy my pretty flowers?” 

 
When I think of my grandmother, Malati 

Choudhuri, I remember the lyrics above. They 
are from a song she taught my sister and me 
when I was only five. I did not understand the 
meaning of this song then, but over the years, I 
finally reached an understanding. I realized that it 
spoke about my grandmother’s way of thinking, 
about her selfless way of life. She felt the an-
guish of the children in need, and was deter-
mined to improve their condition.  
 

We called our grandmother Didun, like 
Didima in Bengali. Didun was originally from 
Bengal, but after marrying my grandfather, 
Nabakrushna Choudhuri (Dadul), she settled 
down in Orissa. She spoke and wrote in Oriya 
and during my high school years, she would write 

postcards to me in Oriya. She motivated me to 
read in Oriya.  
 

She believed in a self-sustained society, 
where children were taught to look after their 
needs, to become more able citizens of the 
world.  
 
Didun was one of the first women students in 
Vishwabharati, Shantiniketan, West Bengal, 
where she was a student of Rabindranath 
Tagore. It was there that she met my grandfather 
(Dadul). Dadul had been in college in Cuttack, 
but left to join the freedom struggle, per Mahatma 
Gandhi’s call to the nation. He went to Shantini-
ketan for training. Both my grandparents joined 
the freedom movement, leading other young 
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Oriya followers. They were natural leaders, and 
motivated each other and everyone around them. 
It was a period in India when patriotism was at its 
peak, and this young couple radiated ideas, 
enthusiasm and abundant energy.  
 
Her exposure to such a rich culture and tradition, 
and the belief system, which grew from that 
exposure, are reflected in the institution she and 
Dadul established on May 11th 1946 in Angul, 
Orissa. The institution was originally established 
to provide residential facilities and educational 
opportunities for children of Freedom Fighters. 
Later, it expanded to include children from under-
privileged sections of society coming from all 
over Orissa. The establishment continues to do 
so today, under the supervision of my parents, 
Krishna and Prof. B. B. Mohanty.  
 
The institute is named Bajiraut Chhatravas, after 
a young boy who was murdered in the freedom 
struggle. Bajiraut, a 12-year-old ferryboat runner, 
was shot when he refused to let the British use 
his boat to cross the river Brahmani. His faith and 
determination serve as an example for all of the 
children who pass through Bajiraut Chhatravas. 
 
Both Didun and Dadul led a Gandhian way of life, 
to serve people in need, and to live in equality. 

They put their ideas and way of life into practice 
at Bajiraut Chhatravas. When I came into this 
world, their home was a beautiful mud hut in the 
center of the institute. To me, it’s the most serene 
place in the world. It carries memories of my 
summer holidays with my grandparents: Didun 
cooking for us - my favorites being bone soup 
and caramel pudding; Dadul showing us the 
different birds that built nests in the trees near 
their home; Didun teaching us Rabindra Sangeet, 
her memories of Gurudev in mind; Dadul chal-
lenging us with his intellect during ritual games of 
scrabble. I enjoyed listening to their serious 
discussions on national and international politics, 
even though I could not understand it then. They 
were two personalities that complimented each 
other, and lived life with love.  
 
I am fortunate to have been the grandchild of 
these two wonderful people. In their caring, 
gentle ways, they showed me the value of 
equality among fellow human beings, sharing, 
trusting, giving and loving life. 
 
  
58 Broadway, Ossining, NY, 10562    PH:(914) 
923-3367, email: kasturi.black@verizon.net 

 
 
 

 
Ms. Malati Choudhury 

Let us celebrate the centenary of a legend of liberation 
 

Dr. Manoranjan Mohanty 
Professor, Delhi University 

 
 

 Malati Choudury, fondly called Numa by 
the generations of people that she inspired, was 
on the forefront of all the struggles of the op-
pressed people of Orissa throughout her life. The 
uniqueness of this ceaseless fighter was that she 
spurned offices of power, lived with the children 
of the down-trodden and fearlessly confronted 
not only the colonial state and feudal rulers, but 
also authoritarian regimes and forces of exploita-
tion in independent India.  
 

 Malati Choudhury together with her 
husband and co-worker, Nabakrushna Choud-
hury, was part of the Congress Socialist Party 
and was the President of the Utkal Pradesh 
Congress Committee in 1946.  Leading many 
campaigns against Zamindars and autocratic 
rulers in Princely States, she was among the few 
who persisted with the effort to give the Congress 
in Orissa a democratic and socialist orientation. 
Malati Choudhury’s catalytic role in the State 
People’s Movement in Dhenkanal, Talcher and 

OS
A 
Ar
ch
iv
es
 2
00
8-
09
pp



   2004 OSA Souvenir 
 

 52

Nilgiri is part of the heroic saga of anti-feudal 
history of Orissa. 
 
 She founded the Baji Raut Chhatrabas in 
Angul in 1946 to give protection to the children of 
political activists and deprived sections of society 
and to educate them. This hostel was named 
after the young hero Baji Raut of the area who 
was shot dead by the British imperialist forces 
when he refused to sail them across the river. 
Baji Raut Chhatrabas became the simplest 
possible habitat for Numa and Bapi (Nabak-
rushna Choudhury) where they lived all their life 
in free India and from where they launched many 
struggles for justice.  The mud-walled thatched 
house where they lived and breathed their last 
remains today as the place of pilgrimage for 
many.   
 
 Numa was determined to highlight the 
plight of the tribal people and fight to liberate 
them from the exploitation and harassment by 
money lenders, landlords and forest officials. She 
worked in the dense forest area of Ganjam, 
Phulbani and Koraput fighting for their rights.  
She set up Utkal Nav Jeevan Mandal together 
with the famed socialist leader Sarangadhar Das 
with branches in the tribal areas of Orissa. She 
maintained it throughout as a radical effort for 
tribal people’s self – development. 
 
 New challenges always brought her to the 
forefront of struggles. In the dark days of Emer-
gency (1975-77) she rose in protest and went 
underground to organize opposition to the 
dictatorial rule. She was arrested and put behind 
bars. One who had gone to jail many times 
during the anti – colonial struggle was once again 
ready to carry on the battle for democracy.  
 
 Her commitment to democratic rights of 
the poor made her the acclaimed mother of all 
the agrarian and tribal struggles during the last 
four decades of her life. As President of Orissa 
Civil Liberties Committee in 1968, she was 

among the first voices of conscience in the 
country to strongly condemn killings of Naxalites 
in false encounters. She demanded justice 
according to law in response to the socio-
economic demands of the landless, poor peas-
ants and tribals.   
 
 Throughout her life she was a Gandhian 
Sarvoday revolutionary and voiced her protest 
against repression by police, bureaucracy, 
landlords and business corporations. All the 
people’s movements of Orissa -  the Baliapal 
Movement against the Missile Range, the Gand-
hamardan Movement on the BALCO project, the 
Chilika Bachao Andolan and the Women’s 
Movement - drew great inspiration and support 
from her. Her final battle before leaving us for 
good was against the rising tide of globalization 
and communalism.  
 
 History records Malati Choudhury’s role 
on the side of Mahatma Gandhi working in the 
streets of Nuakhati in 1947 in the wake of the 
communal riots. Her pace of work earned her the 
epithet ‘Tofani’ 'the storm’ from the Mahatma. 
She was always among the first in the strife torn 
places such as Rourkela in 1964 and Cuttack in 
1967 working for peace, dignity, and harmony 
among the affected people. 
 
 Today when globalization causes pau-
perization of the peasants and tribals, communal-
ism raises its ugly head, and attacks on civil 
liberties and democratic rights continue to grow, 
remembering Malati Choudhury may show a ray 
of hope to carry forward her unfinished struggle. 
 
Inquiries: 
 
Malati Choudhury Centenary Committee  
Gunanidhi Bhavan 
Thoriasahi, Cuttack – 753001,  
Orissa 
Tel: 00-91-671-2621142  
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Professor Bijan Kumar Rao: In memoriam 
 
 

In the early morning hours of May 7, 2004 
Bijan breathed his last. He is survived by his 
loving wife Bijayalaxmi and two daughters, 
Jhumki and Munmun, in Richmond, VA, and a 
brother and two sisters in India. He left behind 
countless friends, colleagues and students all 
over the world.  

 
Bijan suffered a serious stroke on Febru-

ary 23, 2004, and was in comatose for several 
weeks.  Although he came out of the coma, his 
brain had suffered damage and he was moved to 
a local nursing home for long- term care. There 
were some signs of improvement, but a sudden 
bout with pneumonia, which could not be com-
bated, brought this wonderful life to an end. He 
was sixty-one. 

 
Though born in Sambalpur, Bijan spent 

his childhood in Bhawanipatna  (Kalahandi,) 
Orissa, where he went to the high school  and 
was much admired by the teachers for his 
scholarship, honesty, integrity and gentle man-
ners.  

 
Bijan graduated from Ravenshaw College 

(Utkal University) with M. Sc in physics, and 
taught physics at the Regional Engineering 
College (REC), Rourkela, Orissa, before coming 
to the University of California at Riverside for his 
graduate studies in physics. He was a Fulbright 
scholar. He did his PhD thesis research with 
Prof. T.P Das, applying many-body theoretic 
techniques to study hyperfine properties of atoms 
and molecules. After receiving the PhD degree in 
1971 he came to Louisiana State University 
(LSU) to do post-doctoral research with Prof. N. 
Kestner. He went back to India from LSU and 
resumed to his old position at REC. Subse-
quently, he moved to the Institute of Theoretical 
Physics at Bhubaneswar, Orissa, and continued 
to do many years of fruitful research and teach-
ing before joining the Physics faculty at Virginia 
Commonwealth University (VCU) at Richmond, 
Virginia. He was a professor of Physics at VCU 
from 1986 until his untimely demise. Bijan 
collaborated with his long time friend Prof. Puru 
Jena, also at VCU, to set up the “Cluster Theory 

Group.” Their collaborative research effort, which 
lasted about twenty years, resulted in hundreds 
of professional publications in prestigious scien-
tific journals, trained numerous graduate students 
and post-doctoral fellows, and brought in millions 
of dollars in research grant to the university. They 
organized many conferences in US and abroad, 
which brought together researchers in physics, 
chemistry, engineering and biology, studying 
various aspects of electronic properties of atomic 
and molecular clusters. They organized work-
shops all over the world, the last one being at 
Puri, Orissa, which Bijan was supposed to 
attend. 

 
In spite of all his research work, Bijan 

never forgot his commitment to teaching. He was 
a great teacher and well liked by his students.  
He lectured all over the world on topics in nano-
science.  He made special efforts to bring sci-
ence to disadvantaged young folks at inner city 
schools, and loved performing Physics demon-
strations to children and adults alike at the 
Science Museum of Virginia.  He was an active 
member in the Richmond Indian community. He 
was also a treasurer of Orissa Society of the 
Americas for 1993-94.  
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He is gone now. Although we grieve for 
Bijan and the family he has left behind, we also 
celebrate the glorious life he lived.  For those 
who knew him well, he has left behind a vacuum 
that will never be filled. His kind, simple, and 
gentle ways of life will always stay with us as an 

exemplary phenomenon. His accomplishments in 
physics are impressive and his relationships with 
his fellow men and women were unique.  Bijan’s 
soul, for his honesty, integrity, and dedication to 
all aspects of life deserves a special place in the 
heaven. 

 
 
Jagannath Rath            Plano, Texas                
Puru Jena                     Richmond, Virginia 
Bhanu  Mahanti            East Lansing, Michigan  
Surendra Nath Ray       N. Potomac, MD 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Pious Soul  
  

Sneha P. Mohanty  
 

It is an endless journey alone  
The soul flies high  

Radiant like the rays of the sun  
My bewildered mind asks  

Is that the light that enlightened my dark sky?  
My heart aches with pain and sorrow  

How can I return to my desolate home  
An oasis in an endless desert  

Searching for unconditional love and sacrifice  
I stand forlorn  

Raise my tear drenched eyes to the sky  
And beg with folded hands like an innocent child.  

Please return that pious soul  
The voice of an eternity  

Like a sweet symphony, whispers  
Nothing can vanish and no one can destroy  

The tender love, care, and laughter are still there  
Burning like a mystic, glowing flame of fire. 

 
Sneha P. Mohanty lives in Huntington Beach, California. She is a regular contributor to the OSA Souvenir 
issues. The poem is dedicated to her father Narayan Chandra Das who recently passed away. 
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Sraddhaanjali1: A Son Reminisces 
 
Binod Nayak 
 

My father Laxmidhar Nayak passed away on a cold, win-
try night in New Delhi on January 18, 2004. He was 90. He was 
suffering from Alzheimer’s disease for about five years. Just 
prior to his death, he suffered from bouts of infection that he was 
unable to fight. Many family members were present when he 
breathed his last. As per his wishes, he was cremated in an 
electric crematorium. His ashes were taken to Orissa for the last 
rites (kriya). After the Kriya, on the 29th of January, we immersed 
his ashes in the Mahodadhi (the Bay of Bengal) at Swargad-
waara (Doors to the Heaven) in Puri.   
 

It was a bright and beautiful spring day in Puri. The skies 
were perfectly blue. As the slowly blowing ocean breeze radi-
ated the ashes into the ocean, atop the sun glistened waves, it 
reminded me of one of his beautiful lyrics that he used to sing with lot of emotions and gusto: 
 

ekla bakula jhadi padibimun surabhita kari bijana patha, 
udaashi baaul geeta gaaijibi dukkha daaha bharaa geeta dipada, 

ektaaraa pari sura amruta gaai chalijibi hebi bismruta, 
mahasindhura bindu mun eka mahasindhure mishibi jaain, 

eii achhi eii nimishe naahin. 
 

I will drop like a lonely bakula2 flower to fill desolate pathways with fragrance; 
I will sing impassive and tormenting songs in baaul3; 

I will drown (forget myself) in my voice resonating the nectar-like sounds of ektaaraa4; 
I am a “drop” (of soul5) of the “great ocean” (of supra-soul); I will return to that great ocean; 

I am here today, gone tomorrow. 
 

A memorial was organized in his honor by Lekhaka Saamukhya, (The Writers Forum), at the 
Rotary Bhavan in Bhubeneswar on January 31, 2004. Many eminent Oriyas attended the memorial 
including poets, writers and journalists. 
 
The Last Years: The Clutches of a Debilitating Disease 
 

That he was suffering from Alzheimer’s disease was difficult to diagnose. During the period 
1997-99, he constantly complained about a heavy head and a sense of overall imbalance while 
walking.  Doctors were consulted. Various tests were performed. Each and every test pointed to the 
fact that he was in good health. He was given all kinds of medications to abate his sense of imbalance 
but to no avail.  He stopped reading and writing, which was his lifeblood. I visited him in 1999 and 
tried to persuade him to read and write again to rekindle his love for life. He ignored my advice. 

                                                 
1 An “offering of love.” Help of Dr. Babru and Mrs. Jayashree Samal, Mrs. Susmita Patnaik, Dr. P.K. Mohanty, Mr.Kamal K. Mohanty, Dr. 

Pulin Nayak and Mrs. Mausumi Nayak McGraw in writing this article is gratefully acknowledged. (binodnayak@homail.com)  
2 A tiny tropical flower that is breathtakingly fragrant. When it drops on the ground, it fills the whole area with fragrance. 
3 Baaul is a type of song (a tune) sung by dervishes of Orissa and Bengal who go from house to house begging for alms. The themes of 
these songs are based on Sahajiya Vaishnavism and Sufism. 
4 Ektaaraa literally means a single string. Ektaaraa, the instrument, has only one string. It produces a drone like sound.  
5 The Hindu religion believes, atma, the soul, is a part and parcel (drop) of a bigger whole, the paramatma  (the great ocean of the supra-
soul). The atma never dies, it is indivisible. It joins the paramatma after the death of the individual.  

OS
A 
Ar
ch
iv
es
 2
00
8-
09
pp



   2004 OSA Souvenir 
 

 56

 
The morning I was leaving for the US I saw him sitting in the sun and writing something. After 

sometime he appeared before me and handed over two poems that were emotionally charged. I felt 
as if he poured out his heart into these poems. One of which I quote below. It depicts the anguish of a 
poet who was suffocated by the pain and suffering that no one could understand or do anything about. 
 

jaanita nathili sesha jibanataa ete jwalaamaya heba, 
ajanaa kiese keunthi luchichhi aasiba shaasti deba. 

 
gharara baahaaara bhitara dhaaunchi, 
kebebaa basuchhi kebebaa souchhi, 

dina sarunaahin belakatunaahin, dikdaari kie neba, 
… aasiba shaasti deba. 

 
maranaku aaji barana karibi tiaari rahichi mun, 

hele se marana kouthi aasuchi khojuchi mun bahudinun, 
chariaade dekhe sunyataa khaali, kouthi Krushna kaahin baa murali, 

khaali haahakaara luha chhala chhala, khaali mathaa pitaa, khaali khyobha, 
… aasiba shaasti deba. 

 
 

Little did I know, my last days would be so full of anguish; 
The unknown hidden somewhere would emerge to punish me. 

 
I run around the house. Some times I sit down. Sometimes I sleep. 

The day never ends. Time stands still. Who will take away my misery? 
 

I am ready with garlands to welcome death. But the death never comes. 
I have been searching for “him (death)” for a longtime. 

I see emptiness everywhere.  Where is Krishna? Where is his (magic) flute? 
Only despair, tearful eyes, “head-beating” and lamentations reign. 

 
He was a master at expressing raw emotions and human condition in simple language. What 

is surprising, even though the Alzheimer’s disease was slowly tightening its grips on him, the emo-
tional intensity of his suffering clearly comes through in this poem.  
 

I left Orissa in February 1999.  By mid-2000 he was bedridden from the medications that he 
was taking. As a result, my younger brother and sister-in-law moved him and my mother to Delhi to be 
under their direct supervision. After consulting doctors at the All India Institute of Medical Sciences 
(AIIMS) he was taken off all medications. Less was more. Slowly but surely he recovered. Consider-
ing his age his physical condition was very good indeed. But the onset of Alzheimer’s disease was 
slowly chipping away at the very foundations of his memory and cognition. 
 
The Man and his Creations 
 

In writing this section, I have confessions to make. I am perhaps the least qualified to write this 
section. This is because I have not been a student of his writings or Oriya literature in a pedagogical 
sense. I am not a literary critic either. What I have is a deep sense of love and appreciation for his 
writings. Where there is love there is bias. I can’t escape that. However, I decided to add this section 
to bring in some sense of coherence and balance to this article. 
 

I have read his writings off and on. I like his poetry, his lyrics.  Without even trying, I remember 
many of his lyrics in full and derive great pleasure in singing them. Literature ought to reflect the 
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society where the writer is inserted. It ought to reflect the struggle of the masses, their hopes and their 
aspirations. It can’t be just fantasy. His novels, dramas, poetry, short stories and essays, record over 
65 years, the socioeconomic and cultural milieu of Orissa. Like his poetry, his novels portray the 
collective aspirations of the masses struggling to raise their heads above water. Every writer is a 
product of conflicts within and without. The seemingly ineffable conflicts find their utterance through 
writings. My father was no doubt driven by love, however, he was driven more so by human exis-
tence. It is the phenomena of human existence that provided the raw “data” for his creative work. The 
source of his conflict, I believe, was the promised land of “pure and eternal love” in contrast to the 
bare human condition that existed around him. He wanted to escape the earth and touch the stars. 
But he found his legs entrenched deep down in the mud. He was an eternal romantic.  But in his 
writings, it is the search for truth in rationalizing and reconciling the human condition around him that 
ultimately took precedence over love and romance. Let me quote from Kholaa Jharkaa (The Open 
Window): 
 

Manisai satya, satya taara aadima prakruti, 
Shrushtisheela praana khoje, kichhi preeti, preranaa, sweekruti. 

 
Man is truth. Truth is his eternal nature (quest). 

The creative heart longs for love, inspiration and recognition. 
 

He believed unadulterated truth is always simple and straightforward. He was a straight 
shooter. He recorded his feelings using the spoken word.  
 
A Non-Resident “Odia” in Jamshedpur and the Making of a Poet, Novelist and Dramatist: 
 

My father grew up in Jamshedpur because my grandfather was working as a chemist at Tata 
Steel.  As my grandmother used to tell me, as a high school student my father wrote lyrics, played the 
flute and the harmonium and edited the school magazine. His Oriya vernacular teacher late Pundit 
Biswanath Misra, the first Oriya teacher in Jamshedpur, was very fond of him.  He was not mindful of 
his studies in school. As a result my grandfather was very worried about whether he would ever be 
gainfully employed. I believe around 1936 or 1937 my father was able to get a job at Tata Steel.  
Those were the days of pan-Indian nationalism. He had to resign from the job soon after, as the 
management was critical of a poem Majdoor (The Laborer) that he published in the magazine Bich-
hinnaa (The Dismembered). My father was the editor of Bichhinnaa. 
 

Early on he showed a flair for writing. When he was only twenty, he came to recognition with 
his poem Biraheeni -- “The Lovelorn Lady” that received the Gold Medal of Krupasindhu Pattadev in 
the “Inter Orissa Ganjam Poets Conference.”  As a result, even if he was relatively young and was a 
non-resident Oriya in the distant land of Jamshedpur (then in the state of Bihar), he came in close 
contact with many eminent Oriya writers and poets, particularly writers who organized themselves to 
bring together Oriya speaking areas under yet to be configured new province of Orissa. The Orissa 
Administrative Committee published its report in 1933 regarding the formation of the new province of 
Orissa. Orissa formally became a separate state in 1936. 
 

Late Pundit Gopabandhu Dash had made Chakradharpur (not too far from Jamshedpur) as a 
base from 1913 to 1920 to organize and bring Oriya speaking areas under the fold of new province of 
Orissa that was the aspiration of the Oriya speaking people. However, his efforts to make Singhbhum, 
Sadheikala and Kharsuan a part of Orissa were not successful. It appears that, by 1933 it was clear 
that Singhbhum would not become a part of Orissa. During this period, my father was instrumental in 
founding “Singhbhum Odia Saahitya Samaj” in 1934 to use it as a forum to express hopes and 
aspirations of non-resident Oriyas in Jamshedpur. In 1937 he started editing “Bichhinnaa,” “The 
Dismembered.” Eminent writers from Orissa used to write in “Bichhinnaa” about the desires and 
dreams of non-resident Oriyas. It is his Jamshedpur days that shaped his strong identity as an “Odia.” 
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The period from 1934 to 1954 was one of his most creative and productive periods in his life when he 
wrote novels, dramas and poetry. After the independence of India in 1947, in 1954, language was 
used as a basis of carving out various provinces of India. Since my father was intimately associated 
with the cause of non-resident Oriyas, he was harassed, and as a result he decided to move to 
Rourkela, the upcoming steel city of Orissa. It was a painful decision. The angst of a poet who suf-
fered from harassment has been captured in a poetry collection, “Kholaa Jharkaa,”  “The Open 
Window.” His Rourkela days were also very productive. In 1967 he decided to leave Rourkela to move 
to Jatni to devote fulltime to literary work. Up until 1998, prior to the onset of Alzheimer’s disease, he 
was productive. By1999, the onset of Alzheimer’s disease was clearly visible. He left Orissa in 2000 to 
live with my younger brother in New Delhi. 
 
His Creations:  
 

If one surveys the landscape of his creations, one finds that he produced at a prodigious rate 
in a variety of mediums, be it novels, drama, poetry, lyrics, Oriya ghazals, short stories and essays. 
He also translated Ghalib’s ghazals to Oriya. The creative activities that he pursued were money 
losers, and never supported him financially. He had to work hard in his printing press in parallel to 
have a decent living. He wrote over 25 novels, three dramas, six collections of poetry, lyrical poetry 
and ghazals, five short story collections and three major essay collections.  He edited “Saathi” and 
“Dipti” series of books, “Aloka,” “Bichhinnaa,”“Chitra Lekhaa,” “Naba Patra,” magazines, “Rourkela 
Post” and “Aajira Daaka” weeklies. He was the founding member of two institutions, “Singbhum Odia 
Sahitya Samaja,” Jamshedpur (1934), and “Cultural Akademi,” Rourkela, 1962. He invariably com-
posed music for his lyrical creations and ghazals. He directed dramas. He was instrumental in found-
ing “Rupashree Theatres” and “Bharati Natya Mandira” to give an impetus to Oriya stage and movie 
industry.  These two institutions were money losers and adversely affected him financially. He regu-
larly wrote in such established magazines as “Naba Bhaarata”, “Sahakaara”, “Jugabeena” and 
“Nabeena.” Many of his writings that appeared in these magazines are practically lost now. One of his 
major works, “Smruti O’ Sanketa” (“Memories and Directions”) that was serialized in news papers 
could not be continued because of his ill health.  
  
His Laurels:   
 

At the tender age of twenty he came to limelight with his poem Biraheeni -- “The Lovelorn 
Lady” that received the Gold Medal of Krupasindhu Pattadev in the “Inter Orissa Ganjam Poets 
Conference.” He was awarded the state Sahitya Akademi award for his novel Mo Swapnara Sahara. 
He was also awarded state Sangeet Natak Akademi award for his contributions to Oriya drama. In the 
year 1997 he received the “Ati Badi Jagannath Das Award” for his lifelong contributions to Oriya 
literature by the Orissa State Sahitya Academy. 
 
“Emotional Intelligence” of a Creative Man:  
 

My father was an emotional man. Because of his emotions he was an intense personality. 
Even if he would have tried hard, I believe, it would have been difficult for him to escape from “ex-
pression of emotions.” His writings were an expression of his personality, “not an escape from it.” If he 
was emotional on the surface, his emotions were grounded in love, empathy, reason, self-esteem and 
a nationalistic fervor. Many of his writings appear to be autobiographical. He never tried to hide behind 
the characters he created. That gave a sense of directness to many of his writings. A reader of his 
novels such as Udbhraanta, Haa’ Re Durbhaagaa Desha, Mo Swapnara Sahara or his poetry collec-
tions Se, Kholaa Jharkaa can be in touch with a vibrant man who used his emotional intelligence to 
communicate forcefully. He enjoyed writing when emotions poured out. To make a point he believed 
in melodrama. It was natural to him to be animated while reciting his poetry. 
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He was his own man. His experience was his greatest teacher. He never feared to take initia-
tives that could expand his horizon. He worked hard in his printing press. He called himself a press 
mechanic. He knew how to compose, how to operate the printing machines. He was an entrepreneur. 
He never shied away from taking risk.  He had his share of failures. He was proud of the fact that late 
Balakrushna Kara, editor of Aananda Lahari paid him for his first novel Udbhranta. He claimed, even if 
it was a small sum, the tradition of paying Oriya writers started with him. He always lamented the fact 
that due to a lack of readership in Oriya language, a writer can’t make both ends meet. Ultimately 
Oriya literature, Oriya language and Oriyas suffer. He also believed in the fact that, the language is 
the glue that binds people. Without the language the people loose their identity. 
 
Lyrics and Ghazals:   
 

My father is primarily known as a novelist, poet and dramatist.  However, he wrote hundreds of 
lyrics and composed music for them.  He loved to play the harmonium very early in the morning and 
evenings to compose music, and write lyrics on small pieces of paper. He used to completely lose 
himself in writing lyrics, composing and singing.  Many times, I have seen him crying while singing. 
 

When in the US in 1983, he went to listen to Ustad Ghulam Ali. He was totally mesmerized by 
his singing and decided to write ghazals in Oriya. That led to the publication of his Ghazal Jharnaa, a 
collection of ghazals in Oriya. It is difficult to imagine that he wrote these ghazals when he was in his 
70s. These ghazals are considered new to Oriya literature. He was also commissioned by the Central 
Sahitya Akademi to translate ghazals of Ghalib to Oriya. 
 
Remembering Him in the Cherry Blossoms of Washington  
 

Washington, DC is famous for the Cherry Blossom festival. During the spring, the Japanese 
flowering cherries blossom in the Tidal basin. These blossoms make the surroundings heavenly.  
Many of these cherry trees are very old. The rough, tough, and blackened barks of the huge trunks of 
these trees make them appear lifeless on the surface. What amazes me most, during springtime, 
small blossoms followed by green leaves sprout all over the body of these lifeless trunks. And that has 
always reminded me of a stanza of one of my father’s old lyrics that he must have composed when he 
was rather young: 
 

Kebebi jadi puni pade mane, gandha mrudu madhu samirane, 
Sedina jete dure thilebi go, mo buke tuma byathaa baajiba go, 

Mo deha mahi ruhe sabuja samarohe phutiba phula naba siharane. 
 

If you ever remember me in the fragrance ridden, slow blowing, honeyed breeze, 
however far that day may be, I will feel the pain in your aching heart -- 

the trunk of my body will shiver with the opulence of flowers and greenery. 
  
His Zest for Life 
 

My father was a hard working individual who had gone through tough times in life. As a proud 
Oriya, who stood up for Oriya interests in Jamshedpur, he suffered. As a businessman he was a risk 
taker. As an Oriya entrepreneur he wanted to establish the Oriya stage on a stronger footing through 
Rupashree Theatres and produce Oriya movies through Bharati Natya Mandira. But he was faced 
with resounding failures. At times, he was almost on the street. His family suffered. No doubt he was a 
successful dramatist by the late 1940s and early 1950s and his dramas were staged by the An-
napurna Theatre group. But he definitely misjudged the difference between a successful dramatist 
and a successful entrepreneur of a commercial stage. He was hardened by these failures. In spite of 
the hardships that he faced in life, he remained a dreamer. He never lost his zest for life.  Let me 
quote from one of his lyrical poetry: 
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eii pruthibiku ete bhala paai chhadi chalijibi se kathaa kuhanaa, 

eii maati eii akaasha bataasha e’ shuneli kharaa rupeli jochhanaa. 
 

Tell me not to leave this world -- 
Whose, soil, the sky, the air, the golden sunlight, 

The silvery moonlight I have loved so much. 
 

Finally, let me quote the eternal optimist in him who not only realized the beauty of suffering in 
the quest for “eternal love” in this life, but perhaps as a believer in Hindu religion and philosophy 
longed for the same in future lives to come: 
 

Jwalana sinaa e’ jeebanaku dagdha kare dipta kare, 
Mahaakaalara laharee tale, birahee praana ashruthare, 

Tikike sabu naheu sesh, rahibi chahin nirnimesh, 
Barambaara janmanebi, pralaya jhade, dhwansa tale, 

Kahibaa kathaa nasaru mora, sata janma janmaantare. 
 

The burning of the hearts makes us pure, makes us glitter. 
As the tears from the love lost hearts shiver under the waves of the great ocean of time; 

Let all this not end in a moment. I will be waiting without a blink. 
Time and time again I will be born under the deluge and destructions of a new beginning. 

Let my story not end in hundreds of births and deaths to come. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

A thread breaks 
Srimati Hemalata Mansinha (1919-2004) 

 
Mrs. Chandramani Behura 

(Translated from the original Oriya article by Lalu Mansinha) 
 

 She was an uncommon personality in so 
common a world. Her story unfolds some 73 
years ago. Hemalata was a fair, willowy thirteen 
years old, beautiful as the golden champa flower. 
Her father, Banamali Behura, and her uncle, 
Satyananda (younger brother of Banamali), 
decided that it was time that she was married, 
looked around for a suitable groom, and discov-
ered Mayadhar Mansinha, a handsome young 
poet, a student at Ravenshaw College. There 
was a problem though. The Sharada Act had 
been newly enacted -- a girl could not get mar-
ried unless she was fourteen years of age. 
Adding the nine months in the womb to the 

thirteen years made Hemalata almost fourteen. 
The wedding took place on May 8, 1932. They 
had six children.   
 
 A mother gives life, and the child is 
endowed with a name and status by the father; 
but that is not enough. A diamond in the rough is 
of little value until cut and polished. A child needs 
the ‘polishing’ in the growing period -- guidance 
and support. Young Mayadhar Mansinha, was so 
talented, but was unemployed many a time in the 
early years. Through all the wants and hardships 
of those trying years, Hemalata remained the 
solid anchor of the family and remained steadfast 
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in her determination to raise her children to 
achieve.   
 
 Often there are seemingly minor points in 
life, where a decision changes the very direction 
of one’s future thereafter. At that crucial juncture, 
whoever is holding the rudder steers the boat in 
the right direction with just a small push or pull. 
Middle son Lalit was writing the IAS/IFS (Indian 
Administrative Service/ Indian Foreign Service) 
exams. After writing a couple of exams, he 
wanted to drop out. Thinking that he had done 
very poorly in the exams so far and had no 
chance of passing, Lalit wanted to drop the 
remaining exams. Soft hearted Mayadhar said 
‘All right, if he wishes to drop the exams, let him.’ 
But Apa (elder sister, my affectionate form of 
address for Hemalata) said ‘No’. She was very 
clear and emphatic, and knew her son better 
than him. Lalit had to write the entire set of 
exams no matter what. She was right. Lalit was 
mistaken about his own abilities. He stood first in 
all of India in the IAS/IFS exams.  
 
 Youngest son Babula (Labanyendu) was 
always doing poorly in school. Both father and 
mother were worried about him and he was 
talked to quite often. The son asked ‘What do 
you want from me?’ The mother replied ‘I want to 
see you in the IAS’. Babula appeared for the IAS 
exams and has now become an administrator of 
renown. He is currently the Director General of 
Foreign Trade of the Government of India. What 
a mother! She herself never completed high 
school, but had such ambitions for her sons! She 
was disappointed in her eldest son, Lalu (La-
latendu) ‘I sent you abroad to be a scientist and 
win a Nobel Prize’. 
 
 Due to the lack of money, the young 
family spent many of the early years with her 
father Banamali Behura. Thus the children came 
to address all the maternal uncles as bhai 
(brother), instead of mamu (maternal uncle), and 
all the aunts as ‘apa’ (elder sister), rather than 
‘mnai’ (maternal aunt). The uncles were called 
Bhai (Durga Madhab), Rambhai (Basanta 
Kumar), Tunibhai (Bijoy Kumar). The maternal 
aunts are Prempa (Premalata Pasayat), 
SunuApa (Swarnalata Beuria), KaniApa (Kana-
kalata Dhall), and KunuApa (Subarnarekha 
Parida).  
 

 In spite of the penury, Hemalata never 
lost her dignity, her pride. She rarely complained 
to anyone about her own difficulties. In the Gita it 
is stated that an Enlightened Soul is one who is 
unswayed by either misfortune or good fortune. 
In that measure Hemalata was truly enlightened. 
In my relationship with her, over 52 years, I have 
never seen her diminished by misfortunes. Fate 
took away a daughter Usha at a tender age. She 
did not break when her youngest daughter Tukun 
(Sanghamitra Sunder Ray) passed away two 
years ago, when Apa was 83 years old. There 
was pride but no overt boasting when Lalit 
became Foreign Secretary, then High Commis-
sioner to UK and later Ambassador to the US, 
the first Oriya to hold these high positions. 
Because of her children Hemalata has of late 
been addressed as ratnagarva (mother of stars) 
by some.  
 
 She was so very independent. Just 
recently I was trying to help her climb the stairs in 
my home. She dismissed me with an irritated 
wave of her hand--‘I can walk by myself’. She 
was independent in her thoughts too. She never 
sought counsel from anyone on her personal or 
family crises. She was of the resolve that her 
personal problems were hers only to solve. Her 
words were often sharp and barbed, but behind 
the tough exterior she had love, affection and a 
strong sense of family kinship. Within the family 
and outside, she helped out in a crisis with a 
compulsion. Women generally become jealous 
and are often unable to accept someone else’s 
good fortune. But her personality was different. 
She rarely gossiped about others. Perhaps the 
romances of a romantic poet-husband hurt her 
sentiments, but she also had the dignity as the 
wife of a famous poet, and she fully recognised 
her role and responsibility as such. She was 
untouched by words and events that would have 
triggered jealousy in ordinary women.   
 
 Her formal schooling was only to Class 6. 
Yet she was a compulsive reader, in Oriya of 
course, but also in Bengali and Hindi. She 
managed to read English magazines such as the 
Reader’s Digest. She was mostly self-taught. 
Part of her daily routine was to read books, 
magazines and newspapers, and write letters, 
articles. She became a writer in her own right in 
the shadow of Mansingh. She was the editor of 
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the women’s section of Prajatantra for a number 
of years.   
 
 I was her sister-in-law, the wife of her 
favourite younger brother. Her relationship with 
me was measured, and the words to me were 
often barbed – I was just not good enough. And 
yet even those harsh words from her carried 
affection. After hearing our verbal jousts, Indira 
(her daughter in law, married to Lalit) remarked 
that we two must be real good friends. During her 
last illness, she was upset at being constantly 
urged to agree to be hospitalised and agree to all 
the medical heroic measures, needles, tubes, 
pills, oxygen tanks. It was me who she called for 
to confide, ‘Chandra -- I wish to leave my body 
now’ and then requested me to tell the others ‘to 
let me go in peace.’ Even as she has constantly 
criticised me all my married life for not looking 
after her younger brother, in many things I was 
her trusted confidante. 
 
 As her body lay in repose in the ICU ward 
of Kalinga Hospital, Bhai, her 93 year old eldest 
brother, insisted on walking up the stairs to view. 
After seeing her for a minute he asked the doctor 
‘May I touch her?’ Then ever so gently, much as 
a mother touches a baby, he brushed her arms 
and caressed her face. Their relationship with 
each other has been rocky sometimes, but this 
was his favourite younger sister. She was the 
matriarch of the Mansingh family, and she had a 
major presence in our families. 
 
 Death ends everything. Her dear Lalu 
(Professor emeritus of Geophysics, University of 
Western Ontario, Canada), her pride Lalit (Am-

bassador of India, Washington DC), apple of her 
eye Babula (Director-General of Foreign Trade, 
Delhi), and her favourite Kuni (Head mistress, 
retired, Rishi Valley School) were scattered all 
over. Who would have thought that she would will 
them to be present at the instant she left on her 
Mahajatra (Great Journey,) and she would be 
lifted and carried away for cremation by all her 
children together? Whatever she could have ever 
wished for and from her children have been 
fulfilled. To have seen her children, scattered all 
over the world, back together for one last time, 
must have been a dream. And that came to pass 
just before she passed away. She gave all of us 
notice that she wished to leave, and she left us 
without prolonged suffering. To have managed to 
achieve all this, she must be a superior being, a 
saintly woman.  
  
 The real truths and falsehoods are 
exposed at death. I once asked her, ‘Did you 
ever regret having married a penurious young 
poet?’ She had not answered me then. When the 
Governor of Orissa came to lay a wreath, at the 
funeral of this unschooled girl from the village of 
Bilipada, I got my answer. 
 
 The string has broken. I am the eldest 
daughter-in-law of the Behura family. I am 
addressed as ‘ma’ (mother), ‘mausi’ (maternal 
aunt), ‘bhauja’ (brother’s wife), ‘nani’ (elder 
sister), ‘mnai’ (wife of maternal uncle) to various 
members of the family. My regret now is that in 
this family I do not have a ‘Apa’ anymore, in front 
of whom I can stand humbly and with affection. 
This is my personal sorrow.     
 

 
 

300 Kharavelanagar, 
Bhubaneswar 751001 

_______________________ 
Note:  A book that compiled the writings of Smt. Hemalata Mansinha was in the last stages of publication at 
the time of her death.  The book is edited by Dr. Sricharan Mohanty. The publisher, Grantha Mandir, rushed 
the printing of the book, and it appeared on the day of the shradha  (eleventh day). 
“Priya Parama,” by Smt Hemalata Mansinha  (Edited by Dr. Sricharan Mohanty), Grantha Mandira, Cuttact, 
2004 
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Random Thoughts on Life in Bhubaneswar 
 
Dhanada K. Mishra 
67 Surya Nagar, Bhubaneswar - 751003 
dkmishra@satyam.net.in 
 
Bhubaneswar is my hometown. I have never felt 
at home anywhere else. The place has changed 
in ways (some intended and others totally 
unplanned) over the years since its foundation 
over fifty years ago. It continues to evoke a 
mixture of feelings with different strands of joy 
and happiness, of anger and regret, and many 
others, but it is mainly dominated by a strong 
sense of unfulfilled potential and strong empathy 
for the toiling masses and the hard life. With the 
signs of a glorious past staring at you from every 
stone sculpture1, cave, folklore, festival and 
history book; given the untapped natural re-
sources that the state is blessed with; given the 
happy-go-lucky, simple minded common people, 
the grind of poverty all around, and the general 
sense of hopelessness and cynicism, it makes 
even the most nonchalant mind waiver in strong 
emotion. The following is a reflection of such 
thoughts. 
 

I was returning from my son's school after 
dropping him off this morning, and was witness to 
an exquisite scene of two Bulls fighting it out on 
the main road off of the Airport traffic square in 
Forest park (probably the most posh area of 
Bhubaneswar!). The early morning traffic was at 
a stand still, and the scene was one of fear, 
amusement, and chaos - typical of everything 
else that is happening in today's Odisha. The 
fight lasted for about 15-20 minutes despite the 
attempts by the poor home guard manning the 
traffic post to break it up with his hastily gathered 
twigs. Sundry dogs and cows joined in, and it 
ended only when one of the two bulls admitted 
defeat and ran away. The victorious big black bull 
(which I am sure was intoxicated from some 
country liquor) did a victory lap chasing the 
gathered crowds in all sorts of directions. Imag-
ine, you being a parent on a two-wheeler drop-
ping your 3-4 year old at the school (I was scared 

                                                 
1 7th century Parusurameswar temple of Old Bhubaneswar 
– along with the adjacent Mukteswar temple one of the 
finest example of Odishan architecture unmatched by 
anything built by Odiyas since then. 

stiff sitting luckily in a four wheeler), the potential 
tragedy is unimaginable. 
 

Stray animals on Bhubaneswar’s streets 
and roads are an increasing menace of huge 
proportion. I never ever remember having had so 
many companions from the animal world sharing 
the road with me in my 17 years of growing up in 
this town (It will be a misnomer to call Bhu-
baneswar a city any more - at best its a big town 
- not much better than Khurda road or Jajpur 
perhaps - only larger in scale.) The number of 
people who get bitten by rabid dogs (just from 
anecdotes of people you know) must be at an 
alarmingly high level. No official statistics need 
be asked, for none would be available. Number 
of dead animals rotting at various strategic 
locations in the city adding to the stench, is part 
of city's sense of smell. Driving here means 
perpetually avoiding stray animals, their excreta, 
joy-walkers, and traffic with no rules and a lot of 
noise. 
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I have been meaning to make regular 
documentaries on the Bhubaneswar traffic (I am 
sure it will win all the TV programs of the 'Funni-
est Home videos' variety hands down). Only if I 
had some more time on my hands, or I could find 
another soul in the city who was equally per-
turbed by this!! The first thing the city does to you 
is kill your sensitivity to all these things - after a 
while you are happily part of it - doing your stuff - 
teaching, consulting, contracting, running around 
like a chicken with your head chopped off. What 
a mess! The number of unnecessary deaths on 
our roads is truly shocking as are number of 
deaths from entirely preventable cancers - such 
as breast cancer). Since I have joined KIIT, two 
of our young students have died, and some time 
before that a young faculty member died. Every 
day in the paper you read about the death toll 
going up, but who is counting! On my drive to 
work, I can count several collisions and near 
misses on almost a daily basis. All this in a city, 
where driving at 40 km/hr is a luxury. Who is 
counting the millions of man-hours lost in the 
process and a fortune lost in lost productivity? 
 

Monsoon showers were a welcome break 
from the sweltering summer heat, but with it 
comes the misery of water logged Bhubaneswar 
and ever growing potholes on our streets. 
Shaheednagar (that posh VIP locality of Bhu-
baneswar) is a scene you have to see to believe. 
It’s a floating island in the midst of swimming 
pools of various sizes and shapes. The slightest 
rain converts the roads in Shaheednagar in to 
drains. Our civil engineers and road builders 
have not understood that there is a reason why 
drainage is provide along every road to make the 
road capable of performing its intended function. 
The drains are non-existent and hence the roads 
perform the role of the drains, and with it go the 
topping and any thing else that was on the road, 
and you are left with potholes, which are wider 
than your entire roads. The contrast couldn't be 
greater. Across every iron grilled gate in Sha-
heednagar live VIPs in their opulent houses with 
carefully manicured gardens and tastefully 
decorated interiors. Yet step out of it, and you 
land yourself on hell of a surrounding befitting the 

worst of the slums in Dharavi. I am sure 10% of 
the maintenance bills of all the luxury cars 
garaged in Shaheednagar must be enough to fix 
this situation, but who will bell the cat. 
 

This morning there were some people 
from the Bhubaneswar Municipality chopping up 
the growth from the recent monsoon rains on 
either side of the road in front of our house. I 
ventured to ask why the people from Municipality 
do not show up even once a month to lift the 
garbage. The prompt answer was 'we are not the 
regulars for this street - we are here against a 
complaint'. The city is chocking with its own 
garbage. Nobody seems to take notice. I just 
happen to have been to Vishkhapatanam (Vizag) 
over the weekend, and the difference is glaring. If 
any of you thought that all Indian cities are full of 
garbage - my advice is pay a visit to Vishkha-
patanam - what a shocker. The city is fairly clean 
(thanks to privatized garbage collection). The 
development is amazing. The marine drive and 
the drive along the 20 km stretch to a tourist 
destination (Bhimleepatanam) are impressive. 
One comes back with the feeling 'why can't we 
do it here if they can do it just across the border'. 
It’s not even that we need to make things better - 
can't we stop the rot at least. The funniest story 
doing the rounds is that ‘the Municipality elec-
tions are round the corner, and the Municipality 
will clean up its act after that'. I have no idea who 
originated this story. Like every other story it 
gives perpetual hope in some unknown future 
that's unlikely to materialize, unless we the 
people pull up our socks and do something about 
it. 
 

These random events and reflections may 
show a gloomy picture of life in our beloved 
motherland – but life does go on, and there is a 
positive side to every gloomy story, and I will 
write about it another day. The bottom line, 
however, is that none of the above situations 
have to be what it is today. It’s entirely prevent-
able, and that is a bigger worry than the situation 
itself. 

 

 
 
Dhanada Mishra went to school in USA in the nineties and worked in Australia before returning to Orissa to 
work as a professor of civil engineering at Kalinga Institute of Industrial Technology. 
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Coupling of Microindustry with Rural Schools:  
Interesting Possibility 

 
Laxman Mohanty 

 
70% of India lives in rural areas. India can 

become a fully developed nation only if rural 
India is developed. Many concerned groups and 
individuals are putting their efforts in providing 
better infrastructure for rural India. Our honorable 
President, Dr Abdul Kalam, is pushing the 
concept of PURA (providing urban facilities in 
rural areas) for this purpose. There is also 
another group of concerned Indians including 
Rajesh Jain of Indiaworld fame, Atanu Dey, and 
Vindod Khosla, the famous VC, who are propa-
gating the concept of RISC (Rural Infrastructure 
& Services Common).  

 

One of the enablers to drive rural India on 
the path of progress is education as is true for 
urban India. The rest of the world is today taking 
India seriously because of its enviable growth in 
knowledge economy, especially in IT and phar-
macy. If today IIT is a world wide brand name, it 
is because of the educational excellence the IITs 
have been able to create over a period of time.   

 

A close look at rural education today will 
show that it suffers on several counts.  In many 
places there is no adequate infrastructure, and if 
there are some buildings, the teachers are 
missing. If both are there, the training of the 
teachers is quite poor leading to poor quality of 
teaching. The curriculum is unsuited for training 
students for adulthood, and this leads to high 
drop outs. There is no ownership from the 
community and hence no accountability from the 
people who are involved in delivering rural 
education. To sum up, school system in rural 
India is today in a pathetic situation. 

 

Compare this to urban India. Apart from 
government schools there are now a large 
number of private schools. Though many of 
these promoters can be accused of profit motives 
still it can’t be denied that many of the private 
schools provide good infrastructure, better 
trained teachers and well defined system of 
conducting classes and examination, etc. The 
question arises, why don’t we have such private 
initiatives in rural education? Barring a few 
states, one will not find many private schools in 

rural India. Even the so called private schools 
depend on government grants for survival. The 
main reason behind this situation is the economic 
unviability of rural schools. An urban school with 
a student population of 2000-3000 in a second 
grade city in India can generate a surplus of 
rupees 50 lakhs to 1 crore, while a rural school 
can’t even manage its revenue expenses from 
the fee it collects from its students. This by itself 
deters private initiative in rural education.  

 

It is true that there is a government man-
date to offer free education to its citizens at the 
primary level. But the truth is also that govern-
ment has not been able to fulfill its promises and 
in near future it may not be able to do so. In that 
case, should not be there some private initiative 
to offer quality education to rural students at a 
fee that the students can afford? In that way, 
rural students are not denied the opportunities 
which the urban students take for granted. 

 

But the private rural schools may not be 
sustainable if they depend only on tuition fees as 
there will be a huge difference between what a 
rural student can pay in comparison to a urban 
student. Then, how can private rural schools 
meet the short fall? The author argues that one 
of the ways is to couple micro industries with 
rural schools. 

 

Most of us must have read about the Tol-
stoy Farm in South Africa where Gandhiji was 
involved. There students did not only learn 
subjects like mathematics, geography, and 
literature, they also worked in the farm producing 
various crops and vegetables. Dayalbagh Col-
lege in Agra also has similar arrangement. PSG 
Charitable Trust in Coimbatore runs an industry 
along with its engineering college and other 
institutions. This industry (PSG Industrial Insti-
tute- PSGII) produces motors, pumps, fans and 
many other tools. There is a symbiotic relation-
ship between PSGTech and PSGII.  The profit of 
PSGII goes into building infrastructure for 
PSGTech and other institutions while students of 
PSGTech work as apprentice in PSGII and gain 
valuable work experience. The faculty of 
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PSGTech acts as resources for PSGII and help 
in designing and developing new products.  

Can inspirations be drawn from these ex-
amples for coupling micro industries with rural 
schools? In fact, similar experiments have been 
carried out in some schools in China.  

By coupling micro industries with rural 
schools, let us examine what can be done and 
what can be achieved. 

 

The term “micro industries” needs to be 
defined first. Any income generation activity that 
suits the local context can be termed as micro 
industry. For example, a school can carry out 
mushroom farming and that can be treated as a 
micro industry. A news article in India Today 
informed that mushroom farming by village 
women in Assam has changed the economic 
status of many rural families in Assam. A big 
tailoring firm attached with a school that can 
produce shirts, pants and other clothes, which 
can be sold in nearby rural areas, can also be 
termed as a micro industry. In fact a school in a 
nice scenic setting can start eco-tourism facilities 
and generate resources. 

 

The coupling of micro industries with 
schools can extend benefits manifold. It can 
generate surplus that can partially or fully fulfill 
the resource requirement of the school. The 
other two big benefits are extending technical 
training to students and promoting entrepreneur-
ship. One of the reasons for which students drop 
out from schools is that they don’t see any value 
from the education imparted. In one school at the 
outskirt of Bhubaneswar the parents are not 
willing to send their children to schools because 
they find that by engaging their children in the 
butchering business they have, each child can 
earn an extra income of rupees 100 a day and if 
the child is going to adopt the same business 
after studying, what is the benefit of sending him 
to the school. Here the concerned school can 
create value by setting up a unit that can teach 
students how to process the meat and may be 
how to export to other parts of the country or 
abroad, etc. Then surely parents would like to 

send their children to that school. The training in 
the attached micro industry may also encourage 
students to set up enterprises if they are not very 
academically inclined. 

 

A state like Orissa needs micro industries 
more than big industries. Now-a-days big indus-
tries employ high technology and fewer people, 
and those people need to be highly skilled. The 
experience shows that not many down stream 
industries come up around those big industries. 
On the other hand, if small industries suiting the 
available local resources and local requirements 
are put up, they can be viable, involve a large 
number of people, and initiate large scale eco-
nomic activities. A visit to some villages in interior 
of Orissa revealed that people there had no clue 
regarding what kind of micro industries could be 
set up, and they had no information from where 
the technology could be brought, etc. If the 
school can help in this direction by not only being 
a role model but by extending the knowledge 
about possibilities and sources, entrepreneurship 
in villages can get a boost. 

 

If rural schools can be part of a network, 
then each school can have access to larger 
human resources and technology. The network 
can float a few rural technical schools that can 
impart necessary technological training to people 
wishing to pursue entrepreneurship. In fact the 
network can float a marketing arm and a com-
mon brand name that can help micro industries 
attached with schools to sell their produce easily 
and at a better price. The network can even 
collaborate with micro financing companies to 
provide much needed financial resources to 
entrepreneurs. 

 

  It is true that if more minds give serious 
thoughts about this concept more creative 
solutions can be thought of and not only rural 
education can be made more meaningful and 
vibrant, the economic status of villages can be 
improved to a great extent. Then truly a devel-
oped India can emerge! 
 

 
 
Laxman Mohanty is an entrepreneur and social worker based in India. laxman_mohanty@yahoo.co.in 
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A Cultural Reconstruction of Widowhood in Orissa 
 
Dr. Rita Ray 
 
 

This paper tries to provide the ideological 
basis of widowhood in Orissa, a state in the 
Eastern Region of India. We are trying to narrate 
the perceived ideology of widowhood, both in 
urban and rural contexts, in three important 
coastal areas of Orissa – Bhubaneswar, Cuttack, 
and Puri. These three places are important 
cultural and religious centers of Orissa. This 
paper argues the following three points:  
 

Widowhood is a caste by itself through 
ideological implication. All major factors of 
determining social status, namely, money, power, 
and   authority are less important compared to 
the lack of dignity suffered by widows.  Confor-
mity to widowhood is an important factor to attain 
dignity. In the absence of a cultural revolution, 
the process of free market economy and global-
ization is likely to worsen the condition of the 
widows.   
 

According to Chakravorty, widowhood in 
India among upper castes is a social death.  We 
extend this argument and supplement our logic 
by saying that more than being an outcast and 
socially dead, the widow is de-linked from nature, 
and is pushed into a unique situation to work for 
her after-life.  Her life is devoted to accumulating 
good deeds (punya) for her after-life by subject-
ing her body to continuous punishment, both 
physical and symbolic.  Her activities revolve 
around reducing her passion by systematically 
detaching herself from all pleasures of life.  She 
learns to dwell on the futility of her life, and to 
disregard her body as a living entity.  She be-
comes a symbol of inauspiciousness and is 
barred from taking part in auspicious occasions.  
 

Loss of spouse results in financial, mate-
rial, and emotional loss, and affects both men 
and women equally.  But in our society widows 
pay an additional penalty due to the social 
restrictions imposed on them.  These restrictions 
are found to be progressively more stringent as 
one climbs the totem pole of caste hierarchy. 
Even within the same caste, the restrictions 
imposed on its widows are an important measure 

of the rank of a sub-caste. Thus, for a Sasan 
Bramhin woman the highest achievement in life 
is to die while her husband is alive. In that case, 
she is deified by everyone, and is given the 
status of a Goddess.  Her dead body is carried to 
the funeral pyre by her husband and other blood 
relations.  It is considered an auspicious sign to 
see her dead body. A widow among the Sasan 
Brahmins, in contrast, dies notionally when her 
husband dies. On actual death her body is 
carried to the funeral pyre by anyone in the 
neighborhood.  A son may or may not carry her 
to the funeral pyre. Her dead body is considered 
inauspicious by everyone.  I have deliberately 
started by comparing how our society treats a 
married woman and a widow on their death to 
illustrate their relative social status.      
 

For all married women in Orissa, mother-
hood is a very important way of self expression. 
Widows with male children have an identity 
different from widows with only girl children and 
widows with no issues. The age of the widow 
also has a bearing on how she is treated.  The 
male child of a widow is protected and cared for 
almost unconditionally.  In contrast, a daughter, 
in spite of her accomplishments, finds it difficult 
to locate a suitable groom, because according to 
Manu, the ancient lawgiver, the daughter of a 
widow is not worthy of getting a proper groom. A 
widow without a child is treated with pity and 
scorn.  Her condition is said to be brought upon 
herself due to bad actions (papa) performed in 
past lives.  It can only be corrected in a future life 
by doing good actions (punya) in the current life.  
A man, on the other hand, is not considered 
cursed when he loses his spouse, but a strong 
belief prevails that “The children without mother 
is denied a ferry to cross the river,” and “a 
fatherless child can survive but it is difficult for a 
motherless child to survive,” etc. In other words a 
woman’s role as a mother is a social necessity 
but her role as wife is easily substituted. The 
reverse, however, is never ideologically accepted 
in our culture.  
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The feminine identity of a woman is com-
pletely blurred soon after she becomes a widow. 
Her reproductive body symbolically transforms 
into a sexual and unnatural body, also symboliz-
ing a sense of futility of her existence. All sym-
bols of regeneration of woman are denied to her. 
The red mark on her forehead, the symbol of 
status and power of women in a society where 
married women justify their existence, is taken 
away from her. She is not allowed to use turmeric 
and oil, because these are believed to generate 
‘heat’ inside the body. She is not only denied 
their use, she is also not permitted to put these 
on other married women including her daughters 
and daughter-in-laws. This would be considered 
highly inauspicious. Every detail of her food is 
monitored in the name of reducing her body heat, 
a colloquial term for passion.   
 

The external feminine symbols of a mar-
ried woman are taken away when she becomes 
a widow. She is neither a man nor is she a 
woman in the full sense of the word. Taking away 
the external symbols makes her powerless, but 
does not make her a man in a patriarchal culture. 
Particularly the ritualistic symbols of fertility and 
regeneration are completely abandoned. Even in 
this 21st century, a young widow living in an 
urban area in Orissa would not dare to put a red 
dot (Sindur) on her forehead for fear of public 
humiliation. One can only imagine the plights of 
the widows in rural Orissa.  The red dot symbol-
izes regeneration and power.  Since her fertility 
and regeneration power is under-valued, her 
participation in all rituals connected with regen-
eration is considered inauspicious. She is barred 
from participating in marriage rituals, the most 
significant social ritual signifying fertility and 
regeneration, even when she is the mother of the 
bride or the groom.  A married woman whose 
husband is alive would take her place as the 
mother of the bride or the groom when her own 
children get married.  What could be more cruel 
and suppressive than denying a mother her 
motherhood in the most significant event of her 
social life, namely, the marriage of her child?  In 
a culture where motherhood is the most impor-
tant identity of women, the contradiction is 
manifested when she is denied the mother’s role 
for losing her husband.  
 

This process of rejecting her body and 
her identity takes her to a plane where the only 

option for her is to marry God (usually Lord 
Jagannath), which is socially accepted. She 
performs all her wifely duties, much more vigor-
ously than what could be done for a living hus-
band, in worshipping her God-husband to rees-
tablish her identity as a human being. The 
reasoning behind this practice is that if the 
woman could not become a ‘Savitri’, she is at 
least married to Lord Jagannath. Being a ‘Savitri’ 
is much more respectable than having married to 
Lord Jagannath. Thousands of widows travel to 
Puri during the month of Kartika (mid October to 
mid November), against all odds, to pay their 
respect to Lord Jagannath.  Our study shows that 
overwhelmingly widows looking forward to the 
month of Kartika, which gives them a sense of 
identity, to perform their wifely duties, however 
abstract it may be.   
 

The theological ‘Savitri’ is the most cher-
ished womanly status in our culture. The festival 
associated with her life which is Savitri Ama-
basya (the darkest night of the year,) is dreadful 
for all married women of Orissa. On this night 
she was believed to have had a dialogue with 
‘Yama’, the king of death.   Impressed by her 
dedication to her husband, and her persever-
ance, Yama returned the life of her dead hus-
band.  Savitri, thus symbolizes the ideal wife in 
our society.  Identity with Savitri was very impor-
tant for the caste Bramhins only until two decade 
ago.  Recently, however, it has become a status 
symbol for all Hindu middle class cutting across 
caste lines. Deification to the married women and 
rejection of the widows exemplify the attitude of 
our society towards womanhood.  
 

The widow also suffers on the economic 
front.  She has limited property rights – she 
receives an equal share from her husband’s 
property along with her children. On the family 
front her contribution to the family labor deter-
mines her status. In about 2% of our sample, we 
found that she was actually taken care of by 
relatives who lived in urban areas with both 
working parents, where the single woman took 
care of the young children. Most of the widows 
preferred staying back with the husband’s joint 
family after the latter’s death for lack of any other 
option. This is a very critical choice for them. 
More than 80% of the women, at this stage 
develop depression and related symptoms of 
having to cope with adverse social conditions. 
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We found the dress code and food restrictions to 
be relatively more liberal among non-Bramhin 
families.  The level of ostracization from social 
rituals, however, was found to be uniform across 
all caste Hindu families. Widowhood was found 
to be responsible for pushing many women into 
poverty and debt.  It created difficulty in child 
rearing, and increased the insecurity and loneli-
ness felt by widows. Most widows in our study 
indicated that what they felt most intensely was 
the social indignity associated with widowhood, 
which brands them as inauspicious, and deprives 
them from participating in social rituals. Many are 
even haunted by the fear of disrespect to their 
bodies after death.  
 
This is an excerpt from a larger study conducted 
by the author on the widows of coastal Orissa. 
The conclusions are drawn from a sample study 
of 300 widows of all castes in different levels of 
Hindu middle class families. Some of the impor-
tant findings of this study are as follows.  About 
25% of the sample were child widows i.e., they 
had lost their husbands by the age of 14. More 
than 60% lived in their husband’s joint family 
without available options. More than 60% con-

formed to the dress code and food restrictions 
appropriate for their social status. About 99% 
performed all rituals and religious observances 
(including fasting) reminding them of their wid-
owhood.  
 

Though Orissa has many cultural compo-
nents that empower women in different contexts 
even within the patriarchy, the situation of 
widowhood needs a cultural renaissance. In the 
absence of that, they will be either deified or 
destroyed.  
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Debilitating Effects of Fluoride in Drinking Water  
Found in Orissa 
 
Kiron Senapati 
  

After working in the US for the last 22 
years, I went back to India to work in West 
Bengal on a joint UNICEF and Government of 
India project during 2000-2002.  The project was 
to provide arsenic free drinking water to the 
arsenic affected areas of West Bengal.  I was 
excited to be able to work in India and give back 
something to my country of birth, and simultane-
ously be close to my home state of Orissa.  
Though my work primarily focused on arsenic 
and its harmful effects, the project also led me to 
awareness of another natural contaminant, 
fluoride.  If consumed above the safe standards, 
fluoride can have debilitating effects.  Although 
fluoride is widely used for prevention of tooth 
cavities such as in tooth-paste, it is toxic when 
ingested in high doses, especially for young 
children who are susceptible to fluoride’s harmful 
effects. 

High fluoride concentrations in potable 
water supplies have been found in the state of 
Orissa and other parts of India.  Naturally occur-
ring fluoride contamination has emerged into a 

major health crisis putting over 50 million people 
at risk in India.  Permissible limit of fluoride in 
water for human consumption is 1.0 mg per liter 
as per Indian Bureau of Standards.  The permis-
sible limit (1.5 – 5 mg/l) has been exceeded in 
the following areas of Orissa as observed by 
scientists working independently as part of an 
investigative study: Bolgod, Nayagarh, Nuapada, 
Bharpur, Khandapara, and Odagaon. 

The chronic effects of prolonged high-
level exposure of fluoride to humans are bent 
spine and knock-knees in children.  Other effects 
include the calcification of bones and ligaments, 
premature aging, and the loss of teeth. It should 
be noted that there is no treatment for physical 
deformity caused by fluoride pollution. However, 
fluoride free drinking water does prevent further 
deterioration of health. Therefore, it is imperative 
that a cost-effective solution to the fluoride 
contamination be implemented in affected areas 
as soon as possible. Following are some of the 
illustrations of the effects of fluoride ingestion 

Some of the symptoms due to fluoride contamination through drinking and cooking water 
 

       
Bent Spine                              Knock-kneed child                       Calcification on bone / ligament 
 

   
Premature aging and falling of teeth     Condition of the teeth of a child due to fluorosis 
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Several treatment technologies to remove 
fluoride are available for use, of which “Ad-
sorption” is the most cost effective and easy to 
implement.  A selective adsorbent media devel-
oped in the US is an effective chemical adsorp-
tion media designed specifically for fluoride 
removal from water and wastewater.  The 
technology allows for the effective removal of 
fluoride, rendering it more efficient and cost-
effective compared to alternative treatment 
methods. The potential benefits of this technol-
ogy are as follows: 
 

• Reduced material usage based on the 
high activity and capacity of the media. 

• Multiple re-generation in-situ to prolong 
the life of the media, if required. 

• Immobilization of adsorbed contaminants 
from the media rendering it non-
hazardous as a permanent phase. 

 
The combined benefits of these attributes will be 
reflected in lower life-cycle treatment costs 
combined with removal of other elements of 
concern that are not targeted for treatment. As 
such, this technology presents a tremendous 
opportunity to apply a proven technology in 
Orissa. 
 
The typical hand tube well “Fluoride Treatment 
Unit” consists of a nine inch diameter X 4 feet tall 
steel vessel packed with the adsorbent media.  
The fluoride treatment unit is attached to the 
existing hand pump as shown in Figure – 1.  The 
treatment units are de-signed to operate without 
electricity and minimum operator assistance.  
Monthly monitoring of the effluent is recom-
mended to determine when the media needs to 
be changed, after which the media has to be 
replaced and the old media disposed at a local 
landfill.   The treatment units have a diverter 
valve, which should be used to obtain treated 
water for drinking and cooking purposes only.  
Water for all other uses should be collected 

without treatment to extend life of the media, and 
thereby reducing the overall cost of treatment. 
 
The cost of treatment per liter of water is ap-
proximately US $0.001 or 4 paise per liter.  This 
is a remarkable unit cost of treatment and may 
be borne by the end users, thereby making the 
project self sustaining following the initial capital 
investment.  
 
 
Additional information on Fluorosis and Fluoride 
treatment may be obtained from the following 
sites; UNICEF (www.unicef.org), FLUOROSIS 
(http://education.vsnl.com/fluorosis), and other 
related sites, such as, Apyron Technologies India 
Pvt. Ltd., (www.Apyron-India.com). 
 

__________________ 
Kiron Senapati is a licensed practicing chemical engineer from REC Rourkela, based in Tampa, Florida, 
and may be reached at KSenapati@att.net.  He is married to Sukanya B. Senapati, Ph.D., Professor of 
English at ABAC, Tifton, GA.  They have a daughter Gitanjali, 22

Figure 1 – Fluoride Treatment Unit  
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. 

Western Values: what we can learn as a Society 
 

Sanjib Mohapatro 
 
 

I was once told by someone that my big-
gest weakness is that I am too much American-
ized and that made me unfit to be her husband. 
☺ 
 

I have been pondering ever since and 
critically analyzing myself and comparing to 
others, who have not adapted western culture 
like I have. I have come to realize the role of 
western values in contemporary Indian society. 
This topic is close to my heart, as I want to build 
a company with the strong values of Honesty, 
Integrity, Compassion, Trust, and Diversity.  In 
fact, values drive progress and define quality of 
life in society. 
  
  As it is said in the Vedas: Man can live 
individually, but can survive only collectively. 
Hence, our challenge is to form a progressive 
community by balancing the interests of the 
individual and that of the society. To meet this, 
we need to develop a value system where people 
accept modest sacrifices for the common good.  
 
  A value system is the protocol for behav-
ior that enhances the trust, confidence, and 
commitment of members of the community. It 
goes beyond the domain of legality -- it is about 
decent and desirable behavior. Further, it in-
cludes putting the community interests ahead of 
your own. Thus, our collective survival and 
progress is predicated on sound values. 
  
  As an Indian, I am proud to be part of a 
culture that has deep-rooted family values. We 
have tremendous loyalty to the family. My 
parents never took a vacation on their own until 
all of us were educated and were capable of 
supporting ourselves. Indian parents make 
enormous sacrifices for their children. On the 
other side, children consider it their duty to take 
care of aged parents. Further, brothers and 
sisters sacrifice for each other. 
  
  As for marriage, it is held to be a sacred 
union -- husband and wife are bonded, most 

often, for life. In joint families, the entire family 
works towards the welfare of the family. There is 
so much love and affection in our family life. This 
is the essence of Indian values and one of our 
key strengths. Our families act as a critical 
support mechanism for us.  
 
  Unfortunately, our attitude towards family 
life is not reflected in our attitude towards com-
munity behavior. From littering the streets to 
corruption to breaking of contractual obligations, 
we are apathetic towards the common good. The 
primary difference between the USA and India is 
that in the USA people have a much better 
societal orientation. In the USA -- individuals 
understand that they have to be responsible 
towards their community. They care more for 
society than we do. Further, they generally 
sacrifice more for society than us. Quality of life 
is enhanced because of this. This is where we 
need to learn from the US culture.  
 
  Consider some of the lessons that we can 
learn from the US culture.  
 
Respect for the public good -- In the USA, 
there is respect for the public good. For instance, 
parks free of litter, clean streets, public toilets 
free of graffiti -- all these are instances of care for 
the public good. On the contrary, in India, we 
keep our houses clean and water our gardens 
everyday, but when we go to a park, we do not 
think twice before littering the place.  When I was 
in Orissa a few months back, I have seen my 
family and our neighbors clean their house and 
put the garbage on the street. 
 
 Attitude towards corruption -- Corruption, as 
we see in India, is another example of putting the 
interest of oneself, and at best that of one’s 
family, above that of the society. After my first 
exposure to the USA when I went back to India, I 
needed to get a driver’s license and needed to 
get a permanent passport. I had made up my 
mind that I won’t support this deep-rooted 
corruption. I will take the test and get the license. 
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I could not get the drivers license in 18 months 
until I finally gave up. Here in the US, for in-
stance, it is very difficult to bribe a police officer 
into avoiding a speeding ticket. This is because 
of the individual's responsible behavior towards 
the community as a whole. On the contrary, in 
India, corruption, tax evasion, cheating, and 
bribery have eaten into our vitals. For instance, 
contractors bribe officials, and construct low-
quality roads and bridges. The result is that the 
society loses in the form of substandard defense 
equipment and infrastructure, and low-quality 
recruitment, just to name a few impediments. 
Unfortunately, this behavior is condoned by 
almost everyone.     
     
Public apathy -- Apathy in solving community 
matters has held us back from making progress, 
which is otherwise within our reach. We see 
serious problems around us, but do not try to 
solve them. We behave as if the problems do not 
exist or are somebody else's. On the other hand, 
in the USA, people solve societal problems 
proactively.  For instance, when I was in my 
engineering college five people committed mass 
suicide, and when I proposed to have a counsel-
ing center, everybody thought that I was out of 
mind. 
 
  In the USA, each person is proud of his or 
her labor that raises honest sweat. On the other 
hand, in India, we tend to overlook the signifi-
cance of those who are not in professional jobs. 
We have a mindset that reveres only supposedly 
intellectual work. For instance, I have seen many 
engineers, fresh from college, who only want to 
do cutting-edge work and not work that is of 
relevance to business and the country. However, 
be it an organization or society, there are differ-
ent people performing different roles. For suc-
cess, all these people are required to discharge 
their duties. This includes everyone from the 
CEO to the person who serves tea -- every role is 
important. Hence, we need a mindset that 
reveres everyone who puts in honest work. My 
wife was surprised and insulted when my family 
members in India were telling lies that she was a 
dentist versus a dental technician  
 
  Indians become intimate even without 
being friendly. They ask favors of strangers 
without any hesitation. For instance, one Indian 
woman I was trying to rent my apartment to, 

actually felt that if she rents our basement 
apartment, I should drop her at her work every-
day. A westerner can be friendly without being 
intimate while an easterner tends to be intimate 
without being friendly. 
 
Further, we seem to extend lack of professional-
ism to our sense of punctuality. We do not seem 
to respect the other person’s time. The Indian 
Standard Time has become Indian Stretchable 
time. Starting from a project deadline to arriving 
at social gatherings, it is fashionable to be late. 
The disheartening aspect is that we have ac-
cepted this as the norm rather than an exception. 
  
  In the USA, they show professionalism by 
embracing meritocracy. Meritocracy by definition 
means that we cannot let personal prejudices 
affect our evaluation of an individual’s perform-
ance. As we increasingly start to benchmark 
ourselves with global standards, we have to 
embrace meritocracy. In the USA, right from a 
very young age, parents teach their children to 
be independent in thinking. Thus, they grow up to 
be strong and confident individuals. In India, we 
still suffer from feudal thinking. I have seen 
people, who are otherwise bright, refusing to 
show independence and preferring to be told 
what to do by their boss. The education system 
in India is responsible to some extent apart from 
the culture of respecting elders and people of 
authority. 

 
  In my college once few unruly students 
who failed in the examination forcibly gathered 
us, broke valuable property of the college and 
took us to University campus. Later they organ-
ized a strike and had a rail rooka by stopping 
express and passenger trains. I stood up and 
questioned; what right we have to inconvenience 
the passengers who might have an important 
engagement, and not to mention, I was beaten 
up. In my social studies paper, I described 
articles of our constitution and critically analyzed 
them in today’s context and explained how with 
freedom comes responsibility. Unfortunately, the 
people who memorized and just copied what was 
in the textbook passed with flying colors and I 
just got passing marks. 
 

Further, we Indians do not display intel-
lectual honesty. It is more likely that we will copy 
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somebody else’s idea, or writings and project 
them to be our own.  
       
Rights and Duties 
  
  We are all aware of our rights as citizens. 
Nevertheless, we often fail to acknowledge the 
duty that accompanies every right. To borrow 
Dwight Eisenhower’s words: “A people that 
values its privileges above its principles, soon 
loses both.” Our duty is towards the community 
as a whole, as much as it is towards our families. 
We have to remember that fundamental social 
problems grow out of a lack of commitment to the 
common good. To quote Henry Beecher: “Culture 
is that which helps us to work for the betterment 
of all.” Hence, friends, I do believe that we can 
make our society even better by assimilating 

these western values into our own culture -- we 
will be stronger for it.  
 
  Most of our behavior comes from greed, 
lack of self-confidence, lack of confidence in the 
nation, and lack of respect for the society. To 
borrow Gandhi’s words: “There is enough in this 
world for everyone’s need, but not enough for 
everyone’s greed.” Let us work towards a society 
where we would do unto others what we would 
have others do unto us. Once we have assimi-
lated these values onto our lives, we can teach 
them to our family and friends back in India. In 
the words of Winston Churchill, “Responsibility is 
the price of greatness.” We have to extend our 
family values beyond the boundaries of our 
home.  
 

 
 
Sanjib Kumar Mohapatro was born and raised in Koraput, Kalahandi, Denkanal, and Ganjam districts. Most 
of his family still leaves in Bhubaneswar. He is the founder of EMTechPro, Inc and he lives in Atlanta, GA. 
He can be reached at sanjib@emtechpro.com  or,  770-312-9418 
 
 
 
 
 

Development Management in Orissa 
 

Amiya R. Nayak 
 
 

 
I have been studying the following two 

important developmental topics at the global and 
local systems based on the theme – Think Global 
and Act Local, and thus decided to write an idea 
paper in the context of Orissa, our motherland. 
 

Development Management (public-sector-
based socio-economic development, change 
management, community development, infra-
structure development, multi-sectoral improve-
ment) 
 

Management Development (private-
sector-based business management systems 
development, management education, executive 
development, continuous and life-long manage-
ment learning, talent management, business and 

management knowledge development, internal 
consulting, leadership development) 

The word development has many mean-
ings.  Development means different to different 
people.  Similarly, the word management has 
many different meaning.  Development in this 
sense combines many different aspects of 
change, improvement, vision, and execution of 
mission.  However, the concepts such as Devel-
opment Management and Management Devel-
opment have different meanings based on their 
organization, environment, and developmental 
use. 
 
Development Management 
 

Typically, government, public sectors and 
NGOs either independently or through collabora-
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tive partnerships contribute to multi-sectoral 
developments.  However, development man-
agement has been a challenging task for gov-
ernment and public sector agencies.  The global-
ization and privatization of industries have 
pushed the global and regional systems to adapt 
business-like development management sys-
tems.  The multi-national companies, global 
private foundations, or entrepreneurial founder 
philanthropists such as Bill and Melinda Gates 
Foundation (Microsoft), Rockefeller Foundation 
(Rockefeller Family), Sloan Foundation (General 
Motors), Soros Foundation (George Soros), Ford 
Foundation (Ford Family and Ford Motor Com-
pany), Merck Foundation (Merck & Co. Inc.) and 
Pfizer Foundation (Pfizer Inc.) have been actively 
involved in international development at global 
and local levels in diverse areas in healthcare, 
agriculture and education development.  The 
Gates Foundation is the world’s largest donor for 
global development and social venture develop-
ment, and the foundation monitors the progress, 
accountability and execution of missions and 
projects by business-oriented goal setting 
methods. 
 
Management Development 
 

In corporate organizational development, 
the effectiveness of management is recognized 
as one of the parameters of organizational 
success.  Therefore, investment in management 
development can have a direct economic benefit 
to the organization including corporate, govern-
ment, NGO and non-profit organizations. The 
ultimate measure of management's performance 
is the metric of management effectiveness which 
includes: strategic execution or how well man-
agement's plans were carried out by members of 
the organization, leadership management, or 
how effectively management communicated and 
translated the vision, mission, and strategy of the 
organization to the members, management of 
delegation, or how well management gave 
assignments and communicated information and 
instructions to members of the organization, 
return on investment (ROI), or how well man-
agement utilized the resources (people, ideas, 
finances) of the organization to bring an accept-
able and higher return to shareowners. 
 
Global Development 
 

At the global level, UN-Systems-based in-
ternational organizations such as, The World 
Bank Group, WHO, UNDP, particularly the UN-
Millennium Development Goals (MDGs) have 
commitments for the international community to 
an expanded vision of development, one that 
vigorously promotes human development as the 
key to sustaining social and economic progress 
in all countries, and recognizes the importance of 
creating a global partnership for development.  
The goals have been commonly accepted as a 
framework for measuring development progress. 
 

Many of the targets of the MDGs were 
first set out by international consultations, con-
ferences and summits held in the 1990s to create 
a road map for international development. 
 
Orissa Development Management 
 

Orissa has a population of 37 Million, 
about 100 Lakh households, and a debt of about 
US$ 8 Billion (more than Rs. 38,000 crores and 
other financial liabilities), but has zero develop-
ment funds from internal resources. It has 
typically sustained regional development through 
various national and international assistance.  
The state has suffered from regular natural 
calamities such as catastrophic floods, cyclones, 
droughts, and other types of disasters.   
 

During an earlier discussion with a World 
Bank Health Sector professional, I was told that 
the Orissa State needs technical assistance and 
administrative infrastructure to implement health-
care development pro-grams.  Very recently, 
during an informal meeting with a group of 
Oriyas, non-Oriyas and Americans, an Indian-
American friend candidly mentioned to me that, 
Orissa is a rich state, but you Oriyas are poor. 
 

In the industrial sector, the state has at-
tracted the Tatas, NALCO, Birlas, Dalmias, The 
Ambanis, Larsen & Toubro and few new-age IT 
service firms (InfoSys, Satyam).  In the education 
sector, the nationally reputed Xavier’s Institute of 
Management (Bhubaneswar), and in the scien-
tific research sectors, national institutes such as 
RRL-CSIR, RMRC-ICMR, CIFA-ICAR, CRRI-
ICAR, ILS-DBT are set up within Orissa. 
 

Despite the problems and challenges in 
Orissa, it has been successful in few areas such 
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as, pulse-polio vaccinations, local agriculture, 
and educational student development. 
 

Orissa is blessed with three important re-
sources – Natural Resources, Human Resources 
and Agricultural Resources.  However, Orissa 
has gaps in entrepreneurial congruence between 
people, ideas, and financial resources.  Orissa 
needs a visionary development campaign, 
developmental networks, and linkages between 
public-private resources and then it can rise to 
the challenges and opportunities in many sec-
tors. 
 
Top 10 Sectors for Development in Orissa 
 
1. Human Development 
2. Socio-Economic Development 
3. Educational Development 
4. Healthcare Development 
5. Agriculture Development 
6. Tourism Development 
7. Rural Development 
8. Natural Resources Development (Bio-

resources, Marines, Mines, Minerals) 

9. Market/Business Development (Entrepre-
neurship/Micro-Business Development) 

10. Emerging Technology Development (Info-
tech, Biotech, Internet, New Materials, New 
Types of Consumer Products) 

 
A 5-Point Strategy for Development in Orissa 
 
1. Create Development Market Places within 

Orissa 
2. Promote Government-Private-Public Partner-

ships 
3. Develop an Entrepreneurial Culture 
4. Remove Corruption, and Develop Transpar-

ency and Accountability 
5. Effectively Market Orissa at the National and 

International Market Places 
 
Development and Management are two sides of 
a coin, and are complimentary to each other. 
Development Management needs effective 
collaboration between people, government, 
NGO, corporations, and goal oriented collabora-
tions through public-private sector partnerships. 

 
Amiya R. Nayak (PhD, MBA) is a biotechnology business management consultant.  ARN and family are life 
members of OSA and live in St. Louis, Missouri.  ARN consults with and advises for American and Indian 
companies, and in some cases universities, government agencies, and International Organizations.  He is 
interested in helping in and contributing to the development in Orissa.  (Email:  nayakamiya@hotmail.com)
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Orissa’s Usable Past-Visions for the Future 
Perspectives in Science & Technology* 

 
Somnath Misra, Sc. D. (MIT) 

 
 
Introduction 
 

Until medieval period Orissa could boast 
of a glorious history.  She had a flourishing 
maritime trade.  Her exponents in mathematics, 
e.g., Lilavati & astronomy, e.g., Samanta 
Chandra Sekhar have made world-class marks. 
The monumental temples of Lord Jagannath, 
Lingaraj, Sun Temple at Konarka, the cave 
sculpturing at Khandagiri, Udayagiri, the Buddhist 
art at Lalitgiri, Ratnagiri, Dhauligiri, etc. bear 
testimony to the pinnacles of art & architecture 
achieved by the Oriyas of the period.  These 
temples are also the mute witnesses to the 
superb standards of engineering involving design 
& construction, materials processing & transpor-
tation perfected by the then artisans. 

Several factors contributed to the subse-
quent decline.  Foremost among the factors is 
the conquest and rule by outsiders, e.g., the 
Maratthas, the Moguls & Pathans, and then the 
British.  The latter did not care for the develop-
ment of the land & its people except for collection 
of revenue.  Except for 6 districts, bulk of the land 
was left to the rule by the tax-paying kings, who 
carried on their despotic & oppressive rule.  
Famine, starvation, illiteracy, onslaught of natural 
disaster crippled the state. Like the rest of India, 
Orissa missed the Industrial Revolution. 

The dawn of independence brought the 
hopes of planned economy & development to be 
vigorously pursued by a democracy with socialis-
tic pattern.  The early planners had emphasized 
on tackling a set of basic enabling parameters of 
development: namely, heavy industrialization & 
manufacturing, education in science & technol-
ogy, infrastructure involving energy resources, 
surface transportation including roadways & 
railroads, irrigation & improved agriculture. 
 
Scenario of Iron & Steel 

Due to paucity of time I shall dwell only on 
one aspect in pursuing the perspectives in 
science & technology, namely, the scenario of 
iron & steel, which is considered to be the 

backbone of economy of any country. The Oriyas 
of the past had demonstrated a high standard in 
iron & steel technology. There are several 
massive girders of steel lying in the precincts of 
the Sun Temple of Konarka defying the corrosive 
attack of the saline atmosphere of the sea a 
kilometer away.  The craftsmen of temple of Lord 
Jagannath at Puri fabricated & installed steel 
angles & fasteners for joining the massive pieces 
of sandstone; cement was not available then for 
joining construction materials. 
  After withstanding the corrosive onslaught 
of the sea air for about 900 years, recently some 
of the vulnerable fasteners have been replaced 
by using 316 variety of stainless steel. It is 
common experience that warm saline atmos-
phere such as in Puri & Konarka rusts away 
conventional steel structures appreciably, even 
within a few months. 

It is a marvel how the ancient Oriya arti-
sans developed the technique of extraction of 
iron, its conversion to steel, the chemistry & 
metallurgy of alloying, and above all, the fabrica-
tion into massive dimensions.  To-date the 
mystery underlying the technology has not been 
clearly unraveled. 

The founding fathers of free India, in their 
ambitious vision to build a prosperous India, 
decided to embark on establishing three 1 MT 
capacity integrated steel plants in the public 
sector.  The first one in the series was located at 
Rourkela with collaboration & technical assis-
tance from West Germany.  The then state of the 
art LD technology adopted at Rourkela was the 
second in the world next only to the country of its 
origin, Austria.  The other two steel plants were 
established at Bhilai & Durgapur with assistance 
from the then Soviet Union & Britain, respec-
tively. The units at Rourkela & Durgapur had their 
teething problems in achieving rated production 
for quite some time.  The choice of Rourkela as 
the seat of the first integrated steel plant of 
Independent India was based on sound techno-
logical parameters only, namely availability of 
raw materials iron ores, lime stone, metallurgical 
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grade coal, electricity, water & labor in the hinter-
land. 

Although iron & steel was included in the 
core sector of the economy, the Government did 
not nationalize the existing half-century old 
private sector Tata Iron & Steel (TISCO) Plant at 
Jamshedpur; rather it allowed this unit to be 
expanded to 2 MT capacity & stood guarantee for 
its loan for modernization from World Bank. The 
historic contribution of Orissa to TISCO in terms 
of supply of high-grade ore from Badampahar & 
Gorumahisani in Mayurbhanja District is signifi-
cant.  The Maharaja of Mayurbhanj in his gener-
osity did not charge any royalty from the ore for 
first three years, & thereafter only a nominal 
amount of 1 Anna (1/16th. of a Rupee) per ton.  In 
the mean while these two mountains of coveted 
high-grade iron ores have been depleted and 
obliterated by the Tatas in service to the nation. 

The pioneering adventures of the early 
planners in establishing the public sector steel 
plant at Rourkela was not followed up by con-
tinuous attention towards modernization, capacity 
expansion, and efficiency of production to rated 
capacity.  The attention of the public sector was 
diverted more to social sector such as township, 
education, health care, periphery development 
etc. The problems were aggravated by the 
administered pricing, protection against global 
situation by imposing import barrier, and rampant 
trade unionism.  At a later period the capacity 
was expanded to 1.8MT and there was some 
product diversification, but the plant is still 
struggling to achieve the rated capacity of 
production and the fruits of modernization. 
 
Contributions of Biju Patnaik 
 

The contributions of the great Titan Biju 
Patnaik to Orissa’s industrialization are legen-
dary.  During his first spell of Chief Ministership 
he established the base of infrastructure devel-
opment towards industrialization, e.g., the 
Regional Engineering College (presently the 
National Institute of Technology) at Rourkela, the 
Orissa University of Agricultural Technology, 
Bhubaneswar, Paradeep-Daitary Expressway, 
Paradeep Port, Hindusthan Aeronautics Limited, 
Sunabeda.  With his earlier industrial background 
(Kalinga Iron Works, Barbil, Orissa Textile Mills, 
Tube Company, Tile Factory, Refrigerators, 
Kalinga Airlines, etc.,) he could appreciate the 
relevance & necessity of utilization of Orissa’s 

abundant raw materials & resources to improve 
the economic standard of Orissa. 

During the post-emergency period Biju 
Patnaik as the union minister of Steel & Mines 
came up with the revolutionary concept of port-
based steel plants.  By that time the reserves of 
metallurgical grade coal, so essential for Blast 
Furnace technology of reduction of iron ore, had 
been exhausted in India.  It became necessary to 
import this from Australia & China to blend with 
indigenous coal to sustain iron production in 
India. With production of steel exceeding domes-
tic consumption and liberalization of the industry 
it became necessary to explore export market.  
Biju Patnaik was so enamored with Paradeep 
Port that he desired to establish a port-based 
steel plant there. Instead of exporting raw ores of 
iron & chrome etc. it would be profitable to export 
value-added extracted products. 

After due process of global tender M/s 
Davy Mackay of U.K. was selected for detailed 
project preparation.  Later objections were raised 
against Paradeep as a cyclone prone locality, 
and the project was to be shifted inland to 
Daitary.  Biju Patnaik had also desired shore-
based steel plants to be located at Visakha-
patanam & Kudremukh in west coast. Project 
costs for Daitary were increased by M/S Davy 
Mackay to a level that the project was aban-
doned.  However, his plan for the one at Visak-
hapatanam was executed with assistance from 
Russia.  The then political forces also converged 
including pressure from the then President N 
Sanjiv Reddy for the decision & implementation 
of the steel plant for Visakhapatanam. 

Alternatives to coking coal for iron pro-
duction were being pursued vigorously.  Orissa 
has abundant reserves of non-coking coal. 
Presence of high-ash content in Orissa’s coal 
reserves at Talcher & Ib valley was another 
deterrent. Technological innovations led to the 
Direct Reduction processes (Alice Chalmer, 
Midrex, Corex etc.), whereby non-coking, & high 
ash-containing coal can be utilized for producing 
sponge-iron as a feed for steel making.  This 
appears to be a great opportunity for utilization of 
enormous deposits of high-grade iron ores & coal 
available in Orissa.  Already Orissa ranks num-
ber one in the country in producing directly-
reduced iron.  
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The Iron Rush 
There was almost an iron-rush in Orissa, 

compared to the Gold-Rush in California experi-
enced in early stage of American history.  The 
Tatas evinced keen interest in establishing a 
port-based 10 MT capacity steel plant in the town 
of Gopalpur. Amidst much fanfare and withstand-
ing agitation from the local residents thousands 
of acres of land were alienated to the Tatas. M/S 
Larsen & Toubro (L&T) also signed a memoran-
dum of understanding for establishing a steel 
plant near Gopalpur.  Simultaneously, there was 
a flood of aspirants (e.g. Jindals, Orind, MESCO, 
OSIL, NINL, etc., numbering about 12 parties 
with whom memorandum of understanding were 
signed by Orissa Government over the last 
decade) for acquiring land near Daitary-Dubury 
belt for establishing steel plants.  After acquiring 
valuable land all the prospective steel plant 
giants backed out, except M/S Nilachal Ispat 
Nigam Ltd who have established and are operat-
ing a pig iron plant.  Only a week ago M/s SMC 
Power Generation Ltd. has performed a Bhumi-
puja for establishment of a 0.4MT capacity steel 
plant with a projected investment of Rs 4.55 
crore at Hirma, Jharsuguda. The Tatas and M/s 
L&T were allotted as part of the MOU 3,924 & 
1,152 hectares, respectively, of rich grade iron 
ore mines in Keonjhar & Mayurbhanj districts 
which they were not willing to surrender back to 
the state government after backing out of the 
projects. They went to the Central Industrial 
Tribunal & obtained a stay against the State 
Government’s order of cancellation. The tribunal 
later on concurred with the rescinding of the 
allotment as ordered by the state government.  
Even now there are about 22 companies who 
have applied to the state government for estab-
lishing new steel plants.  The government has 
constituted a committee to streamline the deci-
sion making in such cases.  The applications of 
10 steel projects with an estimated investment of 
Rs.44,000 crore are pending at different stages.  

The spectacular success of Visakhapat-
nam Steel Plant is a tribute to the visionary Biju 
Patnaik.  After 1990’s India has been pursuing 
vigorously a mixed economy pattern in the area 
of iron & steel.  Although in the early days of 
post-independence India was a vigorous advo-
cate of state control in this basic sector (even the 
renowned private entrepreneurs M/S Birlas were 
not permitted to establish a steel plant), now 
nearly 50% of India’s steel output of around 30 
MT/annum arises from the private sector.  M/s 
Tatas, Jindals, Lloyds, several secondary sector 
units utilizing electric furnace, induction furnace 
routes, the Ispat group, etc., are the notable 
contributors.  The huge scale of financing now 
makes establishment of green-field integrated 
steel plants unworkable. 
  
Conclusion 

At the dawn of independence India was 
producing annually around 1MT of steel, the 
same as China & Japan. Early planners had 
projected the output of steel by 2000 as 100 
MT/annum.  After 56 years we produce nearly 30 
MT/annum with a per capita consumption of 29 
kg. compared with world output of around 850 
MT & average per capita consumption of 116 kg, 
China’s production & per capita consumption of 
135 MT & 140kg, respectively.  Orissa with its 
rich reserves of raw materials, 500 km of coast-
line, and abundant water resources continues to 
be the proverbial land of poverty in plenty.  
Millions of tons of raw iron ore & high grade 
chrome ore, and coal are exported away from 
Orissa by road and railroad abroad and within the 
country which could be processed within the 
state for value addition and thereby the genera-
tion of employment & enhancing the quality of life 
of the Oriyas. The political leadership has other 
priorities and is ever-busy infighting. The devel-
opment of the quality of life of the people is high 
in their propaganda, but farthest away from their 
agenda.  

 
 
Lecture delivered in the session entitled “ Orissa’s Usable Past-Visions for the Future” during 34th 
Annual Convention of Orissa Society of the Americas on July 4, 2003, at Princeton, USA.  
 
Prof. Misra was the Director, Biju Patnaik National Steel Institute, Puri; Director, Kalinga Institute of 
Industrial Technology, Bhubaneswar; Tata Chair Professor, Indian Institute of Technology, Kharagpur; 
Principal, National Institute of Technology, Rourkela; & Professor, Banaras Hindu University, Vara-
nasi, India 
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Importance of Earth Day 
 
Dr. Narayan Tripathy 
 

Many people around the world celebrate Earth 
Day on or around April 22 each year. The first Earth 
Day was observed on April 22, 1970, and it has 
become an annual tradition since then. The purpose of 
the day is to pay attention to the earth and its many 
wonders and problems, some being created by human 
beings. Though Earth Day is celebrated only one day 
in a year, the idea behind the day is to observe and 
participate in basic principles of preserving the Envi-
ronment. By preventing pollution before it is created, 
we can ensure a clean and safe environment for 
ourselves and our children. 
 I’ve put together a “To Do List” that parents 
can work with their children to make them understand 
the importance of environmental preservation. 
 

Home ‘To Do’s To Reduce Waste: 
 

Cut down on Junk Mail 
Write a standard letter to the following companies 

asking to be placed in their name removal list. Be sure 
to mention in the letter, “please cover all other names 
at this address.” The following are a few of the top 
names – selling companies: 
 

1) Mail Preference Service, DMA, PO Box 9008, 
Farmingdale, NY 11735-9008 

2) Metromail Corp., List Maintenance, 901 West 
Bond, Lincoln, NE 68521 

3) Database America, Compilation Dept., 100 
Paragon Drive, Montvale, NJ 07645-4591 

 

Reduce, Reuse, Recycle 
• Save energy and earth’s resources by writing on 

both sides of the paper. 
• Don’t buy non-recyclable goods, if you can. 
• Put cans, paper and other recyclable items in 

separate recycling bins. 
• Sell or donate items rather than throwing them. 
• Compost yard wastes and non-meat kitchen 

scraps for use as natural fertilizer. All organic fertil-
izers are preferred over chemical fertilizer. 

• Pick up trash in your neighborhood / streets. Litter 
can be harmful to animals, and people, spoil how 
things look, and is the breeding place for insects 
and rodents (cockroaches, flies and rats.) 

• Check with local schools, temples, churches and 
senior citizen complexes, if they will take grocery 
and shoe boxes, old office supplies, picture books, 
sewing scraps, and so forth, for craft projects. 

• Reduce use of pesticides and fertilizers – both 
synthetic and natural. 

• Donate used magazines to hospitals, doctor’s 
offices, or other businesses with waiting rooms. 

 

Conserve Water 
• Take shorter showers 
• Don’t let the water run while washing dishes, 

shaving, or brushing your teeth. 
• Use a trigger nozzle for washing your car. 
• Monitor the amount of water from your automatic 

sprinkler system. Lawns only need one inch of wa-
ter a week. Over watering can leach nutrients from 
the soil and may produce lawn diseases. 

• Use mulch to cover garden / flower beds and under 
plants and shrubs to protect and improve the grow-
ing conditions. Mulch retains soil moisture thereby 
minimizing watering needs. Other advantage of 
mulch include: Controlling weeds by preventing 
weed seed germination; Stabilizing soil tempera-
ture by slowing the rate of cooling and heating; and 
adding nutrients to the soil. 

 

Save Energy 
• Insulate your hot water heater and hot water pipes. 
• Turn off lights, computers, TV and other electronic 

appliances when you are not using them. 
• Look for Energystar label when buying light bulbs / 

appliances etc. This label means that these prod-
ucts save energy and money because they run on 
less power. 

• Use compact fluorescent light bulbs. They use 
75% of the energy of a conventional incandescent 
bulb and last 8-10 times as long. 

• Plant shade trees on the sunny side of the house. 
• Reduce the use of oven, incandescent lights, and 

appliances that generate heat in the summer. 
• Walk to a nearby friend’s house, park, or store 

rather than drive the car. 
• Caulk windows and doors. Prevent heated air from 

leaking out in the winter, and cooled air leaking in 
the summer. 

• Keep wall and floor surfaces light. Light-colored 
wall and surface reflect light and reduce the need 
for excessive lighting. 

• Use photocells to turn outside lights on and off at 
dusk and dawn. 

 
By making an effort to use a few of these tips each 

day, there will form a habit of incorporating them into 
your life. Earth Day reminds us to be good stewards 
of the earth. 

 
Dr. Narayan Tripathy retired from General Motors Corporation, Detroit, MI as Manager of Environment and Energy. He 
resides in Norman, OK with his wife Sarala 
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FFrroomm  tthhee  ppeennss  ooff  
BBuuddddiinngg  
wwrriitteerrss……  
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“Self Portrait” by Rohini Rege, age 11, Houston, TX. 

“Me” by Neha Satapathy, age 6, Austin, TX.   
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The In-betweener 
 
Atasi Satpathy 
 

All my life, I have been an “in-betweener.”  The in-betweener is an all too common brand of person in 
America—a sort of misfit who belongs precisely in the middle of two cultural identities.  In my case, I have 
always struggled between being Indian and being American. 
 

Though I was born and raised in the United States, and have only seldom visited "the motherland," 
there are certain facets of my life that clearly typify my life as an Indian existence. While my friends eat pasta or 
hot dogs for dinner, I have a freshly prepared meal of curry and basmati rice. While they struggle for a summer 
tan for three months, I sport a bronzed tone all year round. And while they attend small dinner parties or 
barbecues, I find myself playing the cymbals to the beat of a Hindi bhajan at a religious event. 
 
There is something enlightening, however, about having relatives from India come to visit. Through the experi-
ence of living with my maternal grandparents for a number of months last year, I realized that all anybody ever 
wants is acceptance from the people they love, not that momentary rush of assimilating into a culture that deep 
down, they know doesn't define who they truly are. 
 

Upon first sight of my grandfather step-
ping through our garage door, I expected a bear 
hug, an expansive smile at least. Instead, in our 
native language, he said— 
“Take my watch upstairs, will you? And that 
suitcase with the medicine—that goes upstairs, 
too.” 
 

I faltered, and then did as my “Aja” said. 
This was not the greeting I had expected from a 
grandfather whom I hadn’t seen in five years 
since I last visited India. However, I took Aja’s 
remark optimistically, and saw it as an indicator 
of the comfort he felt with me. He and my 
grandma didn’t feel like guests in our house; 
instead, they were merely settling into a new 
routine with family that just happened to live on a 
different continent. 
 

Except this new routine was anything but 
normal for the sole reason that my brothers and I 
spoke very little Oriya, which is the language of 
our native state, Orissa. Hence my grandmother, 
especially, could barely communicate with us. My 
grandpa spoke English, but still, in an antiquated 
way.  
 

This language barrier was particularly 
frustrating because they arrived during the 
summer of 2002, so I was at home with them all 
day while my parents and older brother were 
working. Conversation was awkward, as I had 
never needed to communicate with them without 
an older translator, like my mom, by my side. 

Simple tasks like microwaving leftovers and 
putting in a movie became exhausting activities 
as we struggled to unite our different tongues.  
 

As time went on, my grandparents and I 
found different ways to convey our emotions. 
Using hand gestures and a sort of garbled Oriya, 
I managed to speak with them, although most of 
my dignity vanished. Our adventures to commu-
nicate became something we looked forward to, 
challenges that would send us into fits of laugh-
ter.  
 

The best times, though, were when we 
wouldn’t need to get anything done at all, but 
would still attempt to talk to each other. My 
grandmother would brush my hair as I sat at her 
feet listening to my mother’s childhood stories, 
and my grandpa would pretend to be preoccu-
pied with a book, but would really be peering 
over the top at us with a grin on his face. 
 

Slowly, my younger brother started to 
come down for these “conversations” as well, 
opting out of his routine Nintendo sessions to 
eagerly watch the happenings. One afternoon, he 
pulled out the chessboard and asked my 
grandpa, in English, if he wanted to play. Aja 
replied in his thickly accented British English, 
“Come! Sit! We’ll play.” As my brother looked at 
me questioningly for an interpretation, I realized 
that I had become the translator. 
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The months my grandparents spent with 
us taught me that any barrier, no matter how 
exasperating, can be crossed. At 16, I tackled a 
new language with vigor just to connect with my 

grandparents. And it was so worth it: when they 
boarded the plane in February to return to India, I 
received a fierce bear hug from my Aja. 

 
 
Atasi is a senior at Rock Bridge High School, and will attend the University of Michigan in the fall.  She 
enjoys performing all kinds of dance, but she has been training in this South Indian style, "Bharatnatyam," 
for 11 years. She is also the Chief Editor of "The Rock", the monthly newspaper of the Rock Bridge High 
School.  
 
All the wonderful things in life are so simple that one is not aware of their wonder until they are beyond touch. - 
Frances Gunther 
 
 

 
 
 

 
The Unknown 
 
Suchi Pahi 
         
What is love? 
Which sight can not find, 
Nor fingers touch, 
Silence so clear, that ears may not perceive? 
 
It is the beat of the heart 
In harmony, 
A sweet sonorous song, 
The unison of the soul with Me 
A pact witnessed by eternity 
A tie no power can touch. 
Such is love. 
 
All encompassing devotion 
At My Lotus feet 
Prayer from deep within 
To Me,  
The tranquil infinity  
 
God. 
 
Suchi Pahi, Grade 10, Kingwood High School, 
Greater Houston, Texas 

Anger 
 
Shree Lekha Panda 
 

It howls and it bites, 
It screams and hits, 
It terrorizes everything. 
 
Anger. It does this. 
Like a fierce tornado 
Getting ready to destroy. 
 
The tornado rips apart 
The child’s favorite tree, 
The tree he once lovingly climbed. 
 
The tornado demolishes 
The poor farmer’s farmhouse, 
The one he worked hard to get. 
 
And all that the tornado does 
Is laugh with satisfaction, 
The bitter-sweet joy of destroying. 
 
Anger is the tool of destruction 
Which must be stopped 
Before it destroys everything. 
 
Shree Lekha is in 8th grade and lives in San 
Antonio, TX. This poem was selected as the best 
in her English class. 

OS
A 
Ar
ch
iv
es
 2
00
8-
09
pp



       2004 OSA Souvenir 

 87

Bhartanatyam Dance: A Young Dancer’s Perspective 
 
Abritee Dhal 
 

Bhartanatyam is India’s richest and oldest 
classical dance, with its roots in Tamilnadu nearly 
3000 years ago. Over the years it has become a 
very popular dance across India and abroad.  
Like the Odissi dance of Orissa, Bhartanatyam is 
a dance dedicated to the God.  According to 
legends, Bhartanatyam was composed by Lord 
Brahma. All gods and goddesses requested Lord 
Brahma to create another Veda, which would be 
simple for a common person to understand. 
Accordingly, Lord Brahma created the Natyaveda 
(the fifth Veda). He created this Veda by taking 
some of the key elements from other four Vedas.  
Thus, he took pathya (words) from the Rigveda, 
abhinaya (gesture) from the Yajurveda, geet 
(music and chant) from the Samaveda, and rasa 
(sentiment and emotional element) from the 
Atharvaveda, and created the new Natyaveda. 
After the Veda was created, Lord Brahma gave 
this document to a sage named Bharta. He 
directed the sage to take this Veda to the earth, 
and teach to the human beings.  Following Lord 
Brahma’s advice, sage Bharta wrote the Natya-
shastra (Science of Dramaturgy). The Natya-
shastra is a comprehensive compilation of the 
science and technique of Indian drama, dance, 
and music.  

 
There is another story that says Goddess 

Parvati taught this dance to the Demon Ban-
sura’s daughter, Usha.  Subsequently, Usha 
taught the dance to the Gopis of Dwaraka. This is 
how the Bhartnatyam was created and intro-
duced to the mankind. 

 
According to the Hindu mythology, Lord 

Shiva is the supreme lord of dance. The dance 
performed by the Lord Shiva is known as Tan-
dava, which depicts the violent character of the 
Lord. When the Tandava is performed with joy it 
is called Ananda Tandava and when it is per-
formed in a violent mood it is called Rudra 
Tandava.  There are seven types of Tandavas. 
The feminine version of the Tandava is called 
Lasya . It is supposed to have been created by 
Goddess Parvati, the wife of Lord Shiva. The 
movements in Lasya are graceful and gentle. 

There are two types of Lasya: Jarita Lasya and 
Yauvaka Lasya.  

 
In the olden days, Bhartanatyam was per-

formed mostly by female artists in the temple. 
These artists were called Devadasis. The 
devadasis were great artists who sang, danced, 
and played many instruments.  Following the 
disappearance of devadasis from the society, the 
dance was performed in royal courts of kings and 
emperors. These dancers were called Rajanar-
takis, who performed in the royal courts to get 
food and shelter.  

 
Towards the second half of 19th century,  

Bhartanatyam was revitalized by the relentless 
efforts of four talented brothers, known as the 
Tanjore Quartet. These four brothers created all 
the basic dance movements of pure dance into a 
progressive order (called Adavu chapters), which 
become the basis of modern day Bhartanatyam 
dance. Until today, Adavu chapters created by 
Tanjore Quartet form the basis of all Bhartanat-
yam dances. The four brothers also composed 
music that is specific for this dance. Even today 
the Songs are heard, and danced too. One of 
most popular Adavu form is called Ati Mohan 
(passionate love for the God) that many dancers 
learn and practice today. 

 
Some of the stalwarts of the 20th century 

Bhartanatyam are legendary Udayshankar, 
Rukminidevi, and Balaswarswathi. Their efforts to 
revive and popularize Bhartanatyam are all well-
known.  

 
In summary, Bhartnatyam has gone 

through a lot of changes and modifications 
throughout its history.  It has deep roots into the 
religious heritage of India. I have been learning 
Bhartnatyam since I was six years old.  I continue 
to learn this dance with lots of passion, as it 
allows me to express myself. As a child born to 
parents of Indian (and Oriya) origin, it has 
enabled me to find a better connection to my 
Indian heritage. It has taught me a lot of things 
about India and its history. I feel fortunate 
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enough to experience this dance from the closest corner.
 
Abritee Dhal attends Westford Academy, where she is a freshman.  She has completed her Arangetram 
(the form graduation) in Bhartanatyam.  She has given her dance performances in a number of cultural 
programs in the USA. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Inside a Book 
 
Rutuparna Sarangi ( 8th grade), Old Bridge , New Jersey 
 
When I open a book 
A new world blooms in front of me 
With mighty sword fights and rescued lives 
And endless journeys across the sea. 
 
Whisked away into the depths of letters 
Imagination takes its toll 
Swirling in the story woven 
In the author’s spider web I stroll. 
 
Submerged inside the plot’s sea 
Going places without leaving home 
Meeting strangers along the way 
Touring places unknown. 
 
Mystery and suspense 
Cast a shadow of foreboding 
Clawing through the information 
I try to find answers through decoding. 
 
Gothic and horror 
Give me the thrill of roller coasters 
Frankenstein and Mr. Hyde 
Of which the authors are craft masters. 

 
Adventure and romance 
Have a mind of their own 
Their twists and turns have me page turning 
Into its world I will always have flown. 
 
Nonfiction and myths 
Keep things lively 
From Anne Frank to Odin and Thor 
They too add exclusively. 
 
Science fiction and other fantasy 
Tell of what the future stores in its holds 
below 
Dreaming up endless possibilities 
The ideas like a river will always flow. 
 
Closing a book 
I land into reality 
Wondering when I can again 
Plunge into the novel world for eternity. 
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Two for price of one 
 

Pratik Dash 
 
 

Wilson took a breath and sighed. Al-
though he couldn’t see, he knew that there was 
no danger around. The huge cloud of dust had 
settled on his camp, but he knew that there was 
nothing wrong. Usually, when something was 
wrong, everyone seemed tense, but most of his 
comrades were playing poker. Obviously there 
was nothing to bet. No one took risk in this 
business. Risk usually meant death in battle. 
Death in battle usually meant psychological 
damage and a suicide. Two lives for the price of 
one. The Americans had an advantage in weap-
ons, but the Iraqis could care less for death. They 
thought it was an honor to die for their country 
just like the Americans, but it became too much 
of an honor when they would strap bombs to 
themselves or their cars, and try to kill an Ameri-
can soldier with him, or her for that matter, 
thought Wilson. Women were beginning to fight 
as well. These American devils, who were 
blamed for not being able to keep the peace, 
needed to die in these Muslims minds. 

 
 Wilson never understood the Muslim 
beliefs, but he did understand if they accepted 
him or not. Lately, when their tanks would ride 
the streets, kids would stop all their games in 
order to begin a new one. They would pick up 
stones and throw them at the soldiers with all 
their might. When one child struck their target, he 
would be commended by his friends and his 
parents. 
 
 Wilson was eighteen. He knew his 
parents were at home in El Paso, Texas, sitting 
on their ranch. Dad may be riding his horse, 
while Mom was sewing. When he ate, he knew 
just where to look to see his younger brother, 
Max, stick a pea up his nose. Even the memory 
of his annoying brother brought tears to his eyes, 
but he could not cry. He could not show weak-
ness. Not in front of the enemy or his comrades. 
Showing weakness meant death. Some Iraqi 
may be sitting behind their tent waiting to kill the 
weakest soldier. Wilson took precaution immedi-
ately. He ran back and checked the tent and saw 
nothing. Perhaps all was well, he thought. Plus, 

the weather was clearing up a bit. He might 
actually breathe pure oxygen for once. 
 
 At that moment he heard a series of 
gunshots. The rounds were fast, and apparently 
accurate. He looked around the tent and saw half 
his fellow soldiers hit the ground and crawl to 
their weapons. He ran back behind the tent and 
grabbed his own gun. He thought to himself, “It’s 
time to kill.” 
 
 But his drive was immediately stopped 
when he looked at his enemy. His adversary was 
a young boy at the age of twelve, but he held a 
machine gun and fired round after round at the 
American soldiers. He stood stunned and 
watched his friends get massacred. He didn’t 
know what to do, until he saw his commander go 
down as well. He pulled his weapon level with the 
boy’s head, and without any hesitation, pulled the 
trigger. The boy fell like a brick. It had lasted less 
than a minute, but the results were disastrous. As 
Wilson looked over his own camp, he saw that 
two of the men were dead and five were injured. 
He did not scream in fury, but stood and looked 
outside again, as if he were a scout on the look 
out for trouble. 
 
 Indeed, what he found was troubling, for 
over the body of a dead boy, stood two parents, 
a mother and a father, who wept. They 
screamed, and their faces filled with tears, 
cursed the Americans who killed their son. 
Wilson stood and imagined that he was the Iraqi 
boy. “Well boy,” he thought, “You achieved your 
goal. You killed two of the best fighters of the 
country and weakened U.S. That takes talent.” 
But he thought again, and imagined that it was 
his parents screaming over his body. Wilson 
could not stand the insanity of it any longer. He 
put the gun to his head and pulled the trigger. 
 
 Jones, a fellow soldier, saw Wilson fall to 
the ground. He never made a move to stop 
Wilson. The man was bound to kill himself, and 
there was no stopping him. After Wilson’s body 
hit the ground he said, “Damn Iraqis. They’re 
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picking us apart.” Another soldier looked at 
Wilson and said, “Two for the price of one, man, 

two for the price of one.” 

 
Pratik Dash is sophomore at Franklin High School in Franklin, TN. He is the son of Prabir and Prajesh Nandini Dash. 

 
Heartwood 

 
Ankita Mohanty 

 
-the wood in the center of a tree trunk 
 
Each tree has an unfinished grace refined in its own way. It is always searching for the light of something 
unknown to human kind in a form of pure simplicity. The wind binds and bends the tree; what power. 
This tree of innocence becomes a complicated puzzle with no solution. The answer is not meant for us; 
we do not have the right to this sacred strength. Look at her reach for the sky-toward the heavens. Lord, 
she is calling; can you feel her majesty and need? Do not cut her down. She will feel the pain long after- 
right to her heartwood. 
 
Look at all the colors 
the colors in the sky 
colors throughout  
earth and atmosphere 
Bubbles floating 'round 
Orissa 
Humidity closing in on 
you 
Sticky sticky 
Touch her hands 
A beggar is God's child 
just like you and me 
A servant is loved by God 
please remember 
feel her love… 
see her beyond that body 
A blur  
Nirvana 
water color 
dripping in ecstasy 
shh… 
gushing into sheer  
Nothing 
Everything 
you are whole now 
This burden is lost 
Never to be found again 
My ears  
My eyes 
this body that I lie within 
Are cleansed 
finally 

love 
 it comes so quickly 
that I am overwhelmed 
Such love 
from all around  
a million relatives 
Strangers in the street 
all brothers 
all sisters 
Like God meant it to  
be 
So let it be… 
Mother Earth  
holds the two places 
closest to my heart 
The soil is the same 
yet so different 
Orissa's soil 
mati 
holds 
Culture 
Tradition 
Respect 
Bonds with family 
True, faithful love 
America's soil 
dirt 
holds  
Independence 
Equality 
Wealth 
Justice 

Soil, earth 
so different 
yet held by the 
same Mother 
Looked down upon from the 
same heaven 
that surrounds us 
all 
We all look up at the same night 
sky 
We all feel the same sun's rays 
and are loved by the same 
God 
 
I see the women 
in the fields 
on the village side 
Clean Clean  
Splish Splash 
Are you takin' a bath? 
no no beta 
Saris  
of infinite colors 
Adorn the  
rippling water 
blow in the breeze 
Embellish these women's 
tired eyes 
colorful cotton 
100% 
made in India 
Directions for washing- 
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Throw onto water's surface 
Sun-dry 
"Isn't it fun, momma? To get wet 
and 
have those colors in your eyes…" 
"No, love, not everyday." 
 
Modern India 
Cell phones  
Cars 
Buildings 
Village Side 
Poverty 
in scattered places 
Look into his eyes 
hunger 
need 
lack of hope and light 
a want of love 
What can I do but 
put into his begging hands 
and begging eyes 
everything I've got? 
Here I live in this  
wealthy country 

Deeply blessed 
infinitely grateful 
Will I ever truly realize that 
God has given me too much? 
Always need of more… 
until I gaze into a beggar's 
soul 
The dust in his wrinkles 
and clouded eyes 
Lord, give them hope 
help them find their strength 
to move on in their lives 
Sweet Mother 
do not soil and burn  
their blistered feet 
 
Knock knock 
on your door 
Never a  
"Who are you?" 
or "Did you forget something?' 
Just a  
"Please come, share this 
simple meal with us." 
Come come come inside love 

No matter 
Whether it is just  
rice and daal 
or a gourmet meal 
 
It is this love that 
holds India together 
despite its poverty and pollution 
She stands in  
Grace and Beauty 
She has an ancient past 
The oldest tree of all  
will triumph from  
beginning to end 
flying with her  
wings of wisdom. 
Fly to the sky 
but take your people 
with you 
In your heartwood  
we live 
Secure 
until the next journey 
begins.

 
  
 
Ankita is the daughter of Dillip and Rita Mohanty. She lives in Mt. Pleasant, MI, and is 15 years old. 
 

Without You 
 

Sunita (Lily) Padhi 
 
 

Clouds are forming in the sky, 
I feel like I could lie down and cry. 
I miss all the things we used to do, 

But knowing that I can’t 
Makes me realize how much I loved you. 

Family reunions, without you, 
Won’t be the same. 
I miss you so much. 

This pain will only stop with time. 
You had such a wonderful life, 

A self-made man, generous and kind 
You never stopped working 

In spite of pain people put you through. 
When it rains and gets cloudy 

I only think of you. 
I get a picture of you and sit on my bed, 
And my thoughts would only be of you. 

Because, in my heart, you are not dead. 
Our whole family misses you, 

And I do too. 
Inevitable that one day 

When I know 
I shall be reunited with 

You! 
 
 
Sunita, daughter of Tapan and Mani Padhi, is in 10th grade.  She attends Jasper High School at Plano, Texas.  
This poem is dedicated to her Grandfather who recently passed away. 
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In the Dark 
 
Ankita Khandai 
 
 The day was like any other Sunday 
morning. Only it wasn't. On March 17, 2003, my 
life changed forever, and I didn't even know what 
had happened until several hours later.  
That morning my mom woke me up, bright and 
early. Actually, it wasn't really bright. The sky was 
cloudy, and an unusual fog was lingering across 
the field behind our house. It was around 7:00 
AM, way too early to be woken up at on a week-
end, in my opinion. I resisted my mom's efforts to 
get me up for a few minutes, then I resigned and 
half opened my eyes.  
 "Ankita," she whispered, "Daddy isn't 
feeling well, and so I'm going to take him to the 
hospital right now."  
 Even through half closed eyes I could see 
a strained and worried look on my mom's face. I 
nodded to show her that I heard what she had 
said, and she kissed me on my forehead and left.  
 I woke up about 30 minutes after my 
parents had left. At first I was confused about 
how no one was at home. Then I remembered. 
My mom and dad were in the hospital, and my 
brother was in Springfield for a club called Youth 
and Government. When I had finally gathered my 
thoughts I went to my bathroom to brush my 
teeth and hair. Obviously I was still sleepy 
because I was trying to comb my hair with my 
toothbrush.  
 After I had brushed the right parts of my 
body with the right things, I went back to my 
room to change. I could tell it was a little chilly 
outside so I put on jeans and a blue T-shirt. After 
I dressed, I went downstairs and ate waffles with 
maple syrup and drank orange juice for break-
fast. Right when I was eating, my mom called 
from the hospital. I picked up the phone, trying 
not to get too much maple syrup on it. 
 “Hello?” I asked.  
 “Hello, Ankita? Okay, I called Seetal Nani 
and Jyoti, they’re going to come by, so you won’t 
be alone. They’ll be there in about 30 minutes, so 
get ready,” my mom said. 
 “Okay, bye,” I replied, hanging up. 

 I was very excited at that point. Jyoti and 
Seetal Nani (‘nani’ means ‘older sister’ in Oriya 
so we call Seetal, ‘Seetal Nani’) have known me 
since I was born, and Jyoti was one of my best 
friends. Going over to their house and playing 
with Jyoti, Seetal Nani, and Samir (their 9 year 
old brother) was always fun. I hurriedly finished 
my breakfast, and got ready for their arrival. 
 Ding-dong; the doorbell rang. I ran from 
my kitchen to answer it. I opened one of my two 
huge white glass double doors, and greeted 
Seetal Nani and Jyoti. 
 “Hey!” I exclaimed. 
 “Hey, Ankita,” they replied.  
 They were really quiet for some reason, 
which was unusual for them, but I didn’t ask them 
about it. We all herded into my family room and 
sat on our couch. There was tension in the air for 
some reason, so no one talked.  I picked at the 
threads on my couch and listened to the annoy-
ing sounds of the geese behind our house, and 
the clock in the kitchen. Normally that clock 
doesn’t sound that loud, but in the presence of 
our pin drop silence, it was deafening. Finally the 
silence was broken. 
 “That clock is so freaking loud!” Seetal 
Nani exclaimed.  
 After that unorthodox and random remark, 
all the tension in the room vanished. Jyoti and I 
started laughing at Seetal Nani, but I had to 
agree with her. (Sadly, we still haven’t moved 
that pesky clock from our kitchen.)  
 When our laughing fit finally ended, Jyoti 
suggested that we go to her house because we 
had nothing to do. Seetal Nani and I agreed 
enthusiastically, and so we got up and got ready 
to leave. When all of us were ready, we left my 
house in Jyoti’s golden van.  
 Jyoti and Seetal Nani, along with their 
mom, their dad and their little brother Samir, live 
in Naperville, so it took us about 30 minutes to 
get to their house. When we got to their house 
we entered through the garage and went into 
their kitchen. There I was greeted by Samir and 
Ratna Auntie (their mother). Ratna Auntie, being 
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the gracious host that she is, asked me if I had 
had breakfast already. I replied that I had, and 
that I wasn’t hungry. Jyoti then beckoned me 
from her family room, and I ran to join her. 
 The rest of the day passed by in a blur; I’d 
never had so much fun in one day! Jyoti, Seetal 
Nani, Samir and I did various things to keep us 
amused. We watched Tom and Jerry, as it was 
Seetal Nani’s favorite show, then we played table 
tennis. To no surprise my team lost, as I am 
inexperienced (to put it nicely) when it comes to 
ping-pong.  
 “Don’t feel bad,” Jyoti consoled. “I was 
horrible at ping-pong when I started too, you’ll get 
better.” 
 “When you started did you hit the ball 
repeatedly at other peoples’ heads?” I argued 
coldly, reminding her of the incidents when I 
indeed, hit the ball at Seetal Nani’s and Samir’s 
heads. 
 “Um…. no….” Jyoti trailed off. 
 We then went outside to play, which was, 
by far, a much safer way to have fun. It had 
warmed up considerably since that morning so 
Seetal Nani, Jyoti, Samir and I played basketball 
for a bit.  
 Before long it was lunchtime, a time of 
blissful happiness. Ratna Auntie made pasta, 
while Jyoti and I helped prepare a salad. When 
everything was ready we all ate at their rectangu-
lar dining table in their kitchen. It took us about 
30 minutes to eat, but most of the time everyone 
else was waiting for me to finish because I was 
such a slow eater.  
 When we were cleaning up the table after 
lunch, Ratna Auntie asked Seetal Nani if she 
could wash their van. 
 “Mom,” Seetal complained. “Do I have 
to?” 
 “Yes, you do,” she replied. “It’s extremely 
dirty and besides, it’s really nice outside, so 
unless you want to wash it when it’s 60 degrees 
out, I suggest you do it now, when it’s a lot 
warmer.” 
 “Jyoti and I can help,” I chipped in, even 
though I wasn’t a part of the conversation. 
 “Please help me,” Seetal Nani begged. 
 “Sure, we’ll do it…” I shrugged. 
  
 “ANKITA KHANDAI!” 
 “Whoops, sorry,” I apologized, grinning at 
my now sodden best friend. 

 “I’m going to kill you!” she replied hotly, 
obviously not amused. 
 We were hosing down the van when I 
‘accidentally’ aimed the hose at Jyoti and got her 
soaking wet. Jyoti then started laughing and 
grabbed the other hose and aimed it at me. 
When we were both properly wet, we turned on 
Seetal Nani and Samir and made them our 
victims.  
 Soon the van had been restored to its 
original golden shine, and we were all soaked to 
the bone. We were happy, though, because we 
all had just participated in one of the biggest 
water wars in our lives. 
 When we were all dried off and warm (the 
water from the hose was ice cold, so Seetal Nani 
had to bring boiling hot water from inside to make 
it even the least bit bearable) we settled down in 
Jyoti’s family room and watched the Disney 
channel. Halfway through Boy Meets World, my 
mom called. 
 “Hello, Anku?” my mom murmured. “Hey, 
I’m coming to pick you up now, okay?” (Anku is 
one of my family’s nicknames for me.) 
 Her voice quivered, and I could tell she 
had been crying before. I had never seen my 
mother cry so I was extremely worried about 
what was going on. 
 “Okay, sure, but mom what’s wrong?” I 
blurted out over the phone.  
 “Nothing, Ankita, nothing,” she coaxed, 
her voice still trembling. “I’ll be there soon. I love 
you.” 
 “Love you too,” I answered, not at all 
satisfied by her explanation. 
 “Do either of you know what’s going on?” 
I demanded, looking at Seetal Nani and Jyoti. 
 “No, no, we know nothing,” they both 
chorused, a little too quickly.  
 “Sure…” I replied. 
 And so I waited for my mom to arrive.  
 She arrived at Jyoti’s house in our golden 
Camry around 7:00, just as the sun was begin-
ning to set. She acted all happy and peppy, as if 
nothing was wrong, but I knew better. 
Ratna Auntie invited my mom into her house and 
made tea. In the OSA (Oriya Society of the 
Americas) making tea is a standard Oriya tradi-
tion that shows hospitality.  
 Every good Oriya has to do it.  
 While my mom and Ratna Auntie drank 
tea and talked, Jyoti, Seetal Nani and I pro-
ceeded upstairs to Jyoti’s and Seetal Nani’s 
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room. There we surfed the Internet, talked, and 
listened to 103.5 Kiss FM.  
 About 30 minutes and 10 songs later my 
mom called me down. 
 “Let’s go Ankita,” she shouted up to me. 
 “Coming mom,” I yelled down, trying to be 
heard over 50 Cent’s In Da Club, which was 
being blared out of Jyoti’s boom box.  
 Seetal Nani turned of the boom box, just 
as the song ended and we all hurried downstairs. 
My mom and I thanked Jyoti’s family on the way 
out the door as we said good- bye.  
 
“See you soon, Jyots!” I called back to them.  
“See you,” she grinned. 
 
 Then my mom and I got into our car, and 
with one last wave to Jyoti’s family, we drove 
home. 
 When I got to my house there were a lot 
of ‘aunties’ there. (Auntie is the term for adult 
women, usually moms, in the Oriya society.) I 
had absolutely no idea why they were there, and 
no one would tell me. I was completely in the 
dark. 
 Ticked off that no one would tell me what 
happened, I went upstairs to finish my math 
homework that I had neglected. I was halfway 
through when I heard the doorbell ring. My 
brother was back from Springfield! I bolted out of 
my room and started running down the stairs. 
 “BHAI, YOU’RE BACK!!!!” I screamed at 
the top of my lungs, ecstatic that my brother was 
home.  
 “Hey, Ankita. Do you know what hap-
pened?” he said in a serious, dead voice that 
wasn’t his own. 

 “No, no one would tell me. What hap-
pened?” I exclaimed. 
 He took a deep breath. 
 “Ankita, Dad had a heart attack.” 
 Right then I could have sworn time stood 
still. 
 “What?” I spluttered, stunned by this 
sudden and awful news. 
 “He had it this morning,” my brother went 
on. “But don’t worry, he’s all right now.” 
 “When do we see him?” I asked, frozen 
on the staircase, gripping the railing for support.  
“We can go now, if you want,” he offered. 
 “Let’s go,” I replied, trying to stay calm, 
reminding myself that he was all right now. 
“Okay…”  
 One year later we’re still feeling the 
effects of my dad’s heart attack. My dad has to 
take seven different medicines a day, four in the 
morning, two after dinner, and another one at 
bedtime. Our entire diet has changed too. We 
have to be careful about how much oil, fat and 
sugar are in the foods we eat, and at restaurants 
we always have to order special dishes made 
with little oil. My dad also has to exercise every-
day, otherwise there’s a chance he’ll have 
another heart attack.  
 My family’s entire lifestyle has changed, 
but there are things that we all have learned from 
this experience. The most important thing I 
learned was to never, ever take anything for 
granted; you never know when it could be taken 
away.  
 

 
Ankita Khandai is 11 years old, and lives in Aurora, Illinois, as part of the OSA Chicago chapter. She is a sixth-
grader at Granger Middle School. This is an article about a very important day in her life, and how she was kept 
in the dark for a long time about an important truth 
. 
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Unbroken Threads 
 
Sukanya Misra 
 
 

The bright strings of yarn catch my eye 
again.  As I clutch the miniature rug knitted for a 
doll, I am amazed at the comfort that can be 
derived from such a seemingly random object. It 
always stays in my purse, for I gain courage 
remembering the arthritic hands that knitted it. 
Those all-embracing hands belonged to my 
maternal grandmother – Ayee, as I called her.  
Her smiling face and the rhythmic "click-clack" of 
her knitting needles are indelibly etched upon my 
memory. 
  

Ayee was the tiniest wisp of a woman, so 
delicate that no one upon first seeing her would 
have suspected the indomitable spirit that lay 
behind her frail exterior. She grew up in British 
dominated India, and participated in her country’s 
struggle for freedom.  Her family hid injured 
freedom fighters from British authorities.  Her 
brother was thrown in jail frequently by the 
British, and the burden of running the household 
was left to Ayee, his youngest and only unmar-
ried sister. At a time when women from good 
families did not study beyond school, and were 
not expected to work, Ayee got a Master’s 
degree in Philosophy, and became a professor.  
She managed to juggle her career with raising 
her children and her late brother's children.  My 
grandfather, a freedom fighter, eminent politician 
and brilliant lawyer was difficult to live with - he 
had a temper, traveled frequently because of his 
career, and filled the house with characters both 
interesting and strange.  Ayee took all this in her 
stride.  
  

My favorite picture of my grandparents 
still sits on my nightstand. They are next to each 
other, both smiling and happy; he radiates 
charisma and confidence, while she sits a little in 
the shadow, just content to be there, quietly 
emanating strength.  
 

I was her oldest granddaughter, and con-
sequently the most pampered during those 
annual trips to India. As I grew older, she be-
came my confidant; we spent hours in the 

drawing room of my grandfather's house in India, 
where she knitted, amused me with droll stories 
of my mother's childhood, and listened patiently 
to my teenage woes. She also told me stories 
about the great women of Indian history – not of 
the saintly and self-effacing ones, but of the 
courageous and the brave. Every year, her 
knitting grew a little slower – the toll of severe 
arthritis – but she never complained nor did she 
stop knitting.  
 

A few days after my 15th birthday, my 
Ayee suffered a stroke. I rushed to India, where 
she was lying in a semi-comatose state. Her 
eyes moved across my face, but there was no 
sign of recognition, no joyous cry for her oldest 
granddaughter. She fought hard, but only par-
tially recovered. We still had a few confidential 
chats – but her hands lay idle.   
 

The day she died was dismal and drab; I 
was left numb by the news. She had knitted a 
blanket of security around me that quickly 
unraveled after her death, and I felt exposed and 
vulnerable. I went through the rituals of normalcy 
while I plunged myself in an abyss of despair; I 
stopped caring about school, my friends, and 
everything else. Perhaps sharing my grief might 
have alleviated it a little, but it felt too sacred to 
share. 
 
A year after her death, I came across a tiny rug in 
a corner of my room - the last thing she ever 
knitted. The tears that I had suppressed for so 
long flowed out. Gazing at the vivid threads 
woven around each other, I realized that her 
greatest legacy to me was the fighting spirit that 
had characterized her. She would have hated the 
way I was moping. Once I had asked her how 
she managed to absorb so many tragedies in her 
life and still function. She had replied, “I cried and 
then moved on – I had to.” 
 

Accepting her death was a struggle for 
me; the concept that life is transient is exceed-
ingly difficult for a teenager to grasp. But be-
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cause life is so fleeting, I want to make it as 
meaningful as possible for myself and everyone 

around me. Ayee continues to inspire me, even 
after her death. 
 

 
Sukanya is a freshman, majoring in Business and History, at the University of Texas at Austin. She is the 
daughter of Lalatendu and Tapasi Misra of San Antonio, Texas. Her “Ayee,” Uma Misra, taught in S.B. 
Women’s college, Cuttack, for many years, and was the principal of Puri and Sambalpur Women’s 
colleges.  She succumbed to multiple strokes in 2000. 
. 
 
 
 
 
 

Inside of Me 
 

Ankita Patro 
 

I am the dulcet, dreamy dancer, whose evanescing rhythms 
Brush one’s ears and crawl away to heaven. 

Pegasus’s crystal wings unveil the transparent heart of the rider 
Who mirrors her parent’s teachings and drums at the 

Clowns to cruise to another galaxy far from the 
Crabapple constantly cooling with a chromatic cluster of 

Flowers falling from fountains suspended in midair. 
 

I am a lunatic with scissors 
Trying to shape human nature by trimming dust from my eyes. 

Taj Mahal weaves inside my heart as 
Anger and frustration sometimes try to peak through. 

Sunshine cracks situate throughout a 
Indigo ocean full of life 
Scurry to my fingertips 

Where there is longevity as a star. 
 

I am a chocolate dripping from chins 
Liked by many for what taste I am 

(not my skin). 
 

 
Ankita, age 13, is the daughter of Loknath & Sujata Patro, lives in Dallas,TX. This poem came second in the 
33rd Annual Collin County Poetry Contest, participated by several middle schoolers.   
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The Ring 
 
Ananya Mishra 
 
Shining, it sits on the table. 
Gleaming, it lights the darkest of nights. 
Its purpose is not to bring happiness to the world,  
But to divide, destruct, and bring greed into our 
souls. 
 
We all long for this small gold thing. 
Its powers are hypnotic, this little gold ring. 
Soon, we are all quarreling over unimportant trifles; 
“What has it done?” a wise one cries. 
 
Then the wise one takes the ring 
And throws it in the fire, destroying its strength. 
The people of the world are once more happy, 
Peace is the factor that, once again, reigns. 
 
So what is the lesson we all should learn? 
True wealth is a thing that should only be earned. 
Until, once more, a foolish one finds 
A little thing that begins the cycle again. 
 
 
Ananya, daughter of Snigdha and Srikanta Mishra, 
attends the 6th Grade Talented and Gifted (TAG) program 
at Deerpark Middle School in Austin, TX.  She loves to 
read and write, and is also taking Hindustani Classical 
Music, piano and Bharatanatyam lessons. This poem was 
inspired by J.R.R. Tolkien’s “Lord of the Rings” epic trilogy 
 

Seashell 
 
Arpita Mohanty 
 
Bare-footed you walk 
Down the wet sand 
Looking down at the  
Roaring water below 
You hear it calling you 
To enter it 
Your feet are glued to the ground 
They will not move 
Suddenly with a burst of energy 
You run to the water 
And feel the wetness  
All over you 
All the pain and tiredness is gone 
You feel light and powerful 
Like nothing can stop you 
You feel like a child  
Running to the sea 
 
Arpita Mohanty is the daughter of Dillip and 
Rita Mohanty who live in Mt. Pleasant, MI. 
She is in sixth grade, and 12 years old. 
 
 
 
 

My Math Poem 
 
Animesh Mahapatra 
 
I like math 
It is the right path, 
I like addition 
It helps me to solve solution, 
I like subtraction 
It is like solving a mission, 
I like multiplication 
It is like going inside to math ocean, 
I like division 
It gives me a good vision. 
 
Animesh Mahapatra,age 7 is in the second 
grade. He lives in Huntville,AL with his 
parents Dr.Dibyajiban and Mrs.Usharani 
Mahapatra 
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Writing a masterpiece  
 
Bagmi Das 
 
 
 This year, as every year before, my 
mother came to me with the same question, 
“What will you send to the OSA journal?” 
 
 This year, as every year before, I replied 
“A poem.” 
 
 This year, unlike every year before, my 
mother replied, “No.” 
 
 In all honesty, I was appalled. Did my 
mother really think of me as that bad of a poet? 
Every year up till now, I had rummaged through 
my selection of random poems I wrote and 
picked out one that was “OSA appropriate” for 
her to send in. Often they are about critical 
issues or philosophical. I was all set for my 
mother’s inevitable challenge to find a poem 
visualizing that it’s for the writing contest and 
OSA Souvenir. (Even if there may not be any 
contest, for quality purposes my mother always 
emphasizes everything mathematically: “Let us 
assume there is a contest, and your entry will be 
judged accordingly”). This year’s poem was 
entitled “An Angel,” which I had written for my 
mother on Mother’s Day: 
 
An Angel: 
someone who laughs at your joy 
cries with your pain 
 
An angel: 
someone who sacrifices herself 
for only your gain 
 
An Angel: 
someone who is always there 
no matter how much it hurts 
 
An angel: 
someone who feeds you 
in hunger and thirst 
 
An angel: 
someone who gives you 
knowledge and experience 

 
An angel: 
someone who knows right and wrong 
and helps you when you are tense 
 
An angel: 
someone I love and cherish, 
for an angel could only be my mother. 
 
As all of my OSA poems, it was flowery and 
sweet, and my mom truly liked it. There was no 
wit or sarcasm, because for some reason, the 
Oriyas favor the beautiful over the creative. Nor 
was there any morbid subject matter, because 
nobody enjoys reading depressing poetry. So 
when my mother gently refused my submission, it 
created fear and doubt within me. Was the poem 
that horrible? 
 
  She smiled and assured me that it had 
nothing to do with my abilities. She replied that 
people often would rather hear poems. For their 
reading pleasure, they want stories. She did not 
want people to skip over my entry during their 
customary skim through the OSA journal. Aware 
of the short attention span of most Oriyas, she 
explained that she wanted me to write a story. I 
simply nodded my head and pulled out a roman-
tic setting I had written for my English class about 
a cliff side over looking the sea. I changed the 
ending to make it seem happier. Pointedly she 
asked me, “Where is the plot?” 
 
 I hurriedly searched for one but my hunt 
proved fruitless. Nevertheless, I was determined 
to submit an article to OSA. My mother spoke to 
my disadvantage. Not only did my entry need to 
be a short story with a plot, but it also had 
something to do with being Oriya, as well. Saying 
this was easier than the actual task. 
 
 My mother did her best to aid me in my 
work. She suggested repeated topics: samosas 
in Kuakhia, saying good-bye to my family last 
year, getting ready for events like prom in an 
Oriya household. However, I had my excuses for 
each. The samosas reminded me of one of last 
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year’s entries, “Sweet Guavas.” Saying bye 
seemed too cliché. Getting ready for prom 
seemed personal. So I was left uninspired, barely 
motivated, stressed, and overall unhappy. 
 
 “What am I to do?” I wasted large 
amounts of time when I should have been 
studying to answer my own question. I tried 
repeatedly to write stories, but all ended up as 
failures. For one of them, I had a perfect ending 
in mind- “I added a little masala to my mashed 
potatoes and it finally tasted right.” Unfortunately, 
I had no beginning or middle to compliment my 
end. Another pathetic attempt was one that I 
wrote describing my feelings of anger and desire 

when my father and two sisters left for India. For 
this one I had a beginning, middle, and no end. 
Not to mention the lack of plot. One I actually 
started while sitting on my dance teacher’s deck 
during a thunderstorm. I could not get past the 
setting. Alas, I resigned from this task and 
decided that if a topic and story came to me, I 
would write it. In my visualization, I also assured 
myself that this “masterpiece” would win the 
story-writing contest.  I could be right or wrong. 
The day that the entry was due- it hit me. “Why 
not write about writing an entry?” I had no 
negative response to that suggestion, so I carried 
through on that decision. As you may have 
guessed, this is the result of my toil. 

 
Bagmi Das is a sixteen-year old eleventh grader AP student in Hammond High School, Columbia. She is the 
daughter of Naresh and Bigyani Das. Bagmi’s hobbies include reading, writing, dancing, singing, playing violin, 
watching Hindi movies and traveling. 
 
  
 
 

Yesterday, today, and tomorrow 
 

Rohini Rege, Age 11 
 

Yesterday was… 
Carefree, spare time, fairy tales, 

Taking restful naps in the afternoon, 
Drawing stick figures and trees without branches, 

Wishing to be all grown up and strong. 
 

Today is… 
School dances, more homework, lap swimming, 

Sleepovers where you stay up all night, 
Getting braces to straighten your teeth, 

Wishing everyday that you finished all of your homework. 
 

Tomorrow may be… 
Stressful days, driving, sleepless nights, 
Working shifts all day with few breaks, 

Following my dreams to become what I hope to be, 
Wishing to be a little girl again. 

 
 
Rohini Rege is a 6th grader at T.H. Rogers middle school in Houston, Texas.  Her hobbies include playing the 
piano, learning Indian classical dance and music, art, reading, and listening to the radio. 
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Illusions and A Cricket Ball 
 
Chandan Khandai 
 

Growing up in America, I had always 
found comfort in my Indian heritage. I reveled in 
my exotic background- dressing in traditional 
Indian outfits to school, celebrating holidays like 
Holi and Diwali, and eating Indian food for dinner 
every night. I went to a Hindu religious school, 
and took part in my cultural society. By all 
appearances I was an Indian, and proud of it. 
Thus, over time my pride deceived me into 
believing I was purely Indian- there was no 
hyphen in my identity. So when my mother 
decided to visit India last summer, I seized upon 
the chance to go with her. I would go back 
“home,” reconnect with my people, and finally live 
like the Indian I believed I was. I would not only 
be visiting my relatives, but revisiting myself. 

 
Granted, I had not been back for six 

years. But India was timeless- what could have 
changed? And as I continued on the car-trip, my 
homeland still was the same: cows roaming the 
streets, people hanging laundry rooftop to 
rooftop, the jungle competing with temples for the 
skyline. I was different, however- I couldn’t 
perceive anything the same way. Though street 
vendors were in plenty, there were no malls; the 
oppressive heat and humidity couldn’t compete 
with snow. Ashamed of seeming American with 
such observations, I kept within my Discman’s 
headphones, afraid to talk or wave. But looking 
around at a sea of people, my people, I felt no 
connection. I have felt more at home singing in a 
Christian gospel choir, or ringing bells for charity, 
than I felt then, surrounded by the very people I 
was genetically and culturally closest to. 

 
Finally, we reached the house of my fa-

ther’s family in Cuttack, the house I was born in. 
Here, I resolved to finally affirm my Indian roots. 
So when my bhais (male cousins) suggested a 
friendly game of cricket, I naturally accepted. 

Now, I would show both my masculinity and my 
nationality. But even at this, the national pastime 
of India, I found only embarrassment and differ-
ence. I found myself shouting, “It’s not ‘balling,’ 
it’s pitching!” every time I came up to bat. The 
small rubber ball was irritatingly difficult to catch, 
while the puzzling relationship of wickets and 
runs was (and still is) eluding. To make matters 
worse, two old men were watching my laughable 
lack of Indian masculinity. One was my grandfa-
ther, the other a toothless old man who kept 
grinning and calling out to me, “Come, American! 
Come!” 

 
As the game ended, I hurried over to pay 

respects to my grandfather and his friend; when 
the latter again exclaimed, “American! American!” 
I was sorely tempted to shout, “No, I’m Indian, 
just like you! I was born in that house over there; 
I do all the same things! Can’t you see?” But for 
some reason, I didn’t. Maybe it was because 
yelling at the elderly is unacceptable in any 
culture. But it was probably due to the next thing 
my grandfather asked: “So when are you coming 
to stay?”  

 
At that question, both my worlds clarified 

into one truth- there was no going back to stay. 
No matter how Indian I tried to be, a part of me 
would always be the American the old man saw. 
And since both were essential parts of my 
identity, I could never simply be an Indian living 
in America- I was, am an Indian-American. So 
while I entertained my grandfather’s illusion, and 
replied, “Yes, baba, maybe next year,” my own 
illusions shattered under the force of a cricket 
ball. All false appearances fell away to reveal the 
truth: a hyphen would always be an essential part 
of my identity. 

 

 
Chandan Khandai is 17 years old, and live in Aurora, IL. He is part of the Chicago chapter of the OSA. He 
currently is a senior at Waubonsie Valley High School, and will be going to Washington University in St. Louis in 
the fall.  

OS
A 
Ar
ch
iv
es
 2
00
8-
09
pp



       2004 OSA Souvenir 
 

 102

The Beauty of Kiawah 
Island 

 
Noah Kumar Mishra-Wotring 
 
A man named Bane 
Was asked to explain 
The beauty of Kiawah Island 
 
“Iye” he pronounced 
like a tiger who pounced 
I’ll tell yeh 
The beauty of Kiawah Island 
 
The grasses of Kiawah 
Are green through the night 
True they be 
A wonderful sight 
Part ‘o’ the beauty of Kiawah Island 
 
Its ocean of milk 
And sand, of silk 
Part of the beauty of Kiawah Island 
 
The sunset so nice 
You wish you had thrice 
The beauty ‘o’ Kiawh Island 
 
Living your life 
With no battle or strife 
T’is part ‘o’ the beauty of Kiawah Island 
 
The gulls are a flappin’ 
And men are a nappin’ 
The beauty ‘o’ Kiawah Island 
 
Imagine livin’ 
In a place so quiet 
There is no war 
Not even a riot 
This is the beauty ‘o’ Kiawah Island 
 
“Iye” he said 
“Tis the beauty of Kiawah Island” 
 
 
Noah, grand son of Ghanashyam and Mano-
rama Mishra, is a fifth grader in the North 
Augusta Elementary School, SC.  Noah was 
the spelling bee champion of his school and 
loves to write funny poems. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Peace 
 

Sambit Misra 
 

The Lord gave us a modern language 
To deliver an ancient message 

Yet, 
We let it sink into the midnight pools of darkness 

And like the twilight, 
We let it dance upon the walls; 

But still we make attempts to study the old ways 
As the fiery drum of time beats on us; 

Even in our attempts, 
We do not realize that the ancient message is on our 

tongues 
What we pray for, 

Live for, 
And die for; 

Do you know what the message is? 
No? 

I’ll tell you then, 
It is peace. 

 
Sambit Misra is a 7th grader in Randy Smith Middle 
School, Fairbanks, Alaska. He is the son of Debasmita 
and Nilima Misra. He won the first prize for this poetry in a 
contest held in his school.  
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The Golden Triangle of Orissa 
 
Ankan Dhal 
  

In geometry, the triangle is one of the 
most important shapes. In architectures, objects 
and constructions of triangular shape are well-
known, for example the pyramid. Three of the 
most important places in Orissa, which are 
intimately associated with Orissa’s history and 
civilization, also make up a triangle in terms of 
their geographical locations. Three amazing 
pieces of architectural beauties located in these 
three places constitute the three points of this 
famous ‘Golden Triangle’. They are ‘The Lingaraj 
Temple of Bhubaneswar’, ‘The Jagannath 
Temple of Puri’, and ‘The Sun Temple of 
Konarka’. These three places are some of the 
most attractive places in Orissa for tourists and 
devotees.  The three temples, which have been 
standing for several centuries are living testa-
ment to the past architectural superiority of 
Oriyas. 
 
The Marvelous Lingaraj Temple 
 

The magnificent Lingaraj Temple is the 
conch of this great triumvirate (Shankha 
Kshetra).  The construction of the temple is 
associated with the three Somavanshi kings of 
Keshari dynasty.  The temple was dedicated to 
the honor of the Lord Shiva (Tribhubaneswar).  
The lord Shiva is represented in the temple in the 
form of a lingam of eight-foot ft. diameter (hence 
the name Lingaraj).  It is located in a huge walled 
compound of dimension 520 by 465 feet. The 
temple’s limestone vimana (sanctuary) rises to 
180 feet. The sanctuary is of square shape and is 
wrapped in clustered bands that give it a tapered 
profile. The strata in the sanctuary are enriched 
at every sixth tier. The pancake style layers of 
the jagamohan (anteroom) diminish in thickness 
as it descends, while carrying brilliant bands of 
sculpted elephants, soldiers, maidens, etc.  The 
sacred lake ‘Bindu Sagar’ is located on the north 
side of the temple. Lingaraj is represented in the 
temple with an 8 ft. diameter lingam. The temple 
is also famous for its Natamandir (hall of dance), 
and the Bhoga Mandap (hall of offering). Thou-
sands of devotees come to this temple everyday 
to worship lord Shiva.   
 

The Great Jagannath Temple 
 

This greatest temple of Orissa (Bada 
Deula) is located on the coast of Bay of Bengal.  
It is called the wheel of this great triumvirate 
(Chakra Kshetra).  Lord Jagannath along with his 
brother, Balabhadra and sister, Subhadra resides 
inside this temple. As the legend goes, King 
Indradumna at the directive of The Lord 
(Nilamadhab) constructed this temple.    At the 
main entrance of the temple stands the 33-foot 
stone tower, which is known as Aruna Stambha.  
The statue on top of the pillar is Aruna, the 
charioteer of the Sun god.  This pillar was 
originally a part of the Konark Sun Temple. It was 
brought to Puri in 18th century.  The main temple 
structure is 214 feet high. It is built on elevated 
ground, which makes it look even taller, and adds 
to the imposing impression as one first come 
within sight of the temple. The temple complex 
comprises an area of 10.7 acres, and is enclosed 
by two rectangular walls. The outer enclosure is 
called Meghanada Prachira. The walls are 20 
feet high. The inner wall is called Kurmabedha. 
The walls were built during the 15th to 16th 
century AD.  Within the passage room sits a 
large deity of Lord Jagannaath or Pattita Pavana 
(savior of the most fallen). The deity is visible 
from the road so that people of any caste, creed, 
and religion can get glimpses (Darshana) of the 
Lord. There is a wheel on top of the main temple.  
This wheel is called Nila Chakra (blue wheel) and 
is made out of an alloy of eight metals. The 
circumference this wheel is approximately 36 
feet. A new flag is tied to the wheel every ekadasi 
day (11th day of the lunar fortnight). The main 
temple is surrounded by 30 smaller temples. The 
temple is said to have the biggest kitchen in the 
world, serving over 100,000 people every day.  
Countless devotees come to this holy place 
every day to offer their prayers to Lord Jagannath 
(Bada Thakura) 
 
Konark Sun Temple: The Black Pagoda 
 

The last point of the Golden Triangle is 
‘The Sun Temple of Konarka’.  Also known as the 
lotus of this great triumvirate (Padma Kshetra), 
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this temple symbolizes artistic superiority of Oriya 
architects of yesteryears.  The story behind the 
construction of .this temple is also associated 
with one of the greatest sacrifices of a young 
Oriya boy, Dharmapada to protect his future 
generation. Therefore, both the temple and 
touching legend behind it have made the Konark 
temple as one of the most visited monuments in 
India. 
 
The entire temple complex was designed in the 
form of a huge chariot drawn by seven spirited 
horses on twelve pairs of exquisitely carved 
wheels. The sanctum symbolizes the majestic 
stride of the Sun God and marks the culmination 

of the architectural geniuses of Oriya architects. 
Some say that the wheels represent the 24 hours 
in a day, while others say that they represent 12 
months of the year (12 pairs). The seven horses 
are said to symbolize the seven days of the 
week. Sailors once called this temple the Black 
Pagoda because it was drawing ships into the 
shore, and was causing shipwrecks due to the 
presence a huge magnet. While main temple has 
collapsed presumably from natural calamities, 
the entrance segment is still preserved. The walls 
of the temple carry intricate carvings of divine, 
semi-divine, human, and animal figures amidst 
floral and geometric ornamentations of medieval 
period. 

 
 
Ankan Dhal is 12 year old, and is a 7th grader in Westford Middle School, Westford, MA. Writing is one of his 
main passions. His articles have been published in different souvenirs, monographs, and newsletters.  Ankan 
has come in third place in the state level Vocabulary Bee Contest organized by North-South Foundation and has 
been honored by the ‘Center for Talented Youth’ of Johns Hopkins University.  
 
 
 
 
 

What My Mind Says 
 

Mrunali Das 
 

War, Destruction, and death 
That’s not what my mind says 

“Does my hair look right? And “Should I get a manicure” 
Those are not my worries 
TV, Clothes and Money 
Those are not my joys 

Greed, Selfishness, and Procrastinating 
Those are not my principles 

 
Care, Give, and Work Hard 

Those are my principles 
Family, Friends, and Laughter 

Those are my joys 
“Did I get good grades?” And “Did I do that right?” 

Those are my worries 
Peace, Life, and Light 

That’s what my mind says 
 

 
Mrunali Das is an eleven-year old sixth grader G/T student in Patuxent Valley Middle School, Columbia, MD. 
She is the daughter of Naresh and Bigyani Das. Mrunali’s hobbies include reading, drawing, and playing cello, 
watching Hindi movies and traveling. 
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Extraordinary Devotion 
 
Sibjeet Mahapatra 
 

Striding down a narrow alleyway in the 
city of Puri, India, in July of 2003, I sighed. It was 
going to be another sweltering day. My family 
and I were heading towards a Hindu religious 
festival known as Ratha Jatra, also known as the 
Chariot or Car Festival. My father had said that 
there would be a colossal gathering of Hindus in 
the city that day, just to witness and take part in 
this sacred festival. My father had arranged a 
viewing box over the Grand Road where the 
ceremony was to be held.  
  As we sat down in our viewing box above 
the Grand Road, a deluge of people started 
congregating below us, although the actual 
festival didn’t start for another hour. The masses 
pushed and shoved to be closest to the still-
empty chariots.  A huge multitude of worshippers 
had assembled already, and many more soon 
flooded onto the Grand Road. Also, a troupe of 
entertainers performed inside a roped-off area on 
the Grand Road to keep everyone entertained 
before the ceremony. 

The hot sun beat down on as I fanned my 
face with a magazine. Up in our private box it 
was already scorching, so I winced when I 
thought of how it must be down there. A huge 
number of people were packed onto the Grand 
Road when the ceremony began. Not only did 
the merciless heat envelop them, but they were 
also being assaulted by the stench and heat of 
many bodies pressing on them. It was a claus-
trophobic’s worst nightmare. 
 In only the first hour, many stretchers 
being carried by medics wrestled their way 
through the crowd, coming to people who had 
fainted from heat stroke or exhaustion. Helpful 
volunteers sprayed cooling water from inside the 
police cordon surrounding the chariots, but it 
didn’t help much. The people numbered as many 
as waves in a sea, breaking over each other to 
get closer to the shore of the sacred chariots. 
  Soon, the crowd was larger than ever. 
The medics couldn’t even get through the as-

semblage now but still more people kept coming. 
It was almost noon. Some people sitting in 
viewing boxes like us dumped water onto the 
crowd to help keep them cool, a welcome action. 
As I gawked at the crowd below us, I was 
amazed that they cared about their faith so much 
as to risk life and limb in the stampede of wor-
shipers. 
 Dust pervaded the air now, and the 
atmosphere was suffocating. But like a gift from 
the heavens, a sudden shower broke the dry-
ness, sending blissful relief to the congregation of 
worshippers. There was a huge cheer when the 
drizzle started, transforming into rain and then a 
full-blown downpour. I was glad that the condi-
tions for the people below had changed for the 
better. 
Finally, the statues of the three deities were 
brought out of the temple to be installed onto 
their seats on the chariots. Worshippers rushed 
to the deities as they came onto the Grand Road, 
to help lift them up onto the chariots. Three large 
ramps were set up near the three 45 ft tall 
chariots. It was an awe-inspiring sight as many 
people struggled to push each of deities up the 
tall ramps and into their respective chariots. 
When this mammoth task was completed a great 
cheer arose. The final leg of the ceremony had 
begun. 

As the ropes of the chariot were attached 
there was another stampede, because pulling a 
chariot was a very illustrious deed, and washed 
many sins away. Thousands of people strove to 
pull as hard as they could. With several creaks 
and groans, the chariots started moving down the 
Grand Road. The ceremony was complete. 

I was profoundly moved and amazed that 
these people would subject themselves to such 
suffering for the sake of their religion. This was 
extraordinary devotion, and it made me realize 
how far some people will go to uphold what they 
believe in. With this revelation, my family and I 
returned home. 

 
Sibjeet Mahapatra is a 13 year-old who lives in Montvale, New Jersey, and loves to write about his various 
travel experiences inside India and in other places.  
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How would I feel? 
 
Shashwati Das, Columbia, MD 
 
If there were a war, how would I feel? 
I’d feel in danger and worried, 
But, I know, I could depend on someone! 
 
If I were lost, how would I feel? 
I would be scared and confused, 
But, I know there would be somebody 
Guiding me on my path back home. 
 
If I were alone, how would I feel? 
I would be bored and sad, 
But I would remember that in the walls, and in the air, 
There is someone to give me company! 
 
If my family were in trouble, how would I feel? 
I would be worried, 
But I know, we would all be safe, 
Since my hero will always be there with us. 
 
If you want to know who this hero is … 
This is my God, my faith, 
They always stay with me, guide me, 
God is the best friend that I have. 
 
_________________________ 
Shashwati Das is a nine-year old fourth grader G/T student in 
Guilford Elementary School, Columbia. She is the daughter of 
Naresh and Bigyani Das. Shashwati’s hobbies include 
drawing, dancing, gymnastics, biking, playing violin, singing, 
watching Hindi movies and traveling. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Manisha Mishra 
 
Oh, rainbow your colors are so bright 
Oh, what a sight!  

 
You make me like you rainbow,  
Will you lead me to the pot of gold?  

 
I wish .. 
You give will me strength of a bow.  
 
I wish you were shining forever 
Show us all the light to prosper 
 
You come to us for so short 
Yet you dazzle within us forever 
 
We all learn from you, dear Rainbow 
Always smile and enlighten others, 
because the life is so short… 
 
Oh Rainbow, my dear Rainbow 
Stay within my heart for ever. 
 
Manisha Mishra, age 9, is the daughter of 
Anita and Tusar Mishra, and lives in Terry 
Town, NY. 
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Me and My Home 
 

Shovna Tripathy 
 
What’s in a Name 
The name, Shovna was given to me by my 
parents. The name, Shovna, used to be not 
anything special. It was just something people 
called me. I didn’t really appreciate my name 
when I was younger. It was so different from all 
the other kids in my small school. I wanted a 
name like Melissa, or Stephanie, or Jennifer. It 
wasn’t until I moved to a bigger school, when it 
hit me. My name was unique and different. My 
name wasn’t like all the other kids in my school. 
When someone said the name, Shovna, it was 
instantly known that they were talking about me. 
My name wasn’t like all the other kids in my 
school, and that is what made me stand out. The 
name, Shovna, now had a beautiful sound when I 
said it. My name wasn’t weird anymore. It was 
just me. 

A House on Carriage Hill Street 
“The home is where the heart is.” That saying is 
used and heard so much that it has become a 
cliché. That famous line has no meaning to most 
people anymore. When I really think about it, the 
saying is true. My house is my home, and I could 
never live anywhere else. I’ve lived in my little 
house since the day I was born, and I can’t even 
imagine living anywhere else. My house is made 
of the typical reddish/brown brick. The front door 
used to be white, but then my dad painted it 
brown so that it would stand out from the other 
houses. My house is a place for me to find peace 
and comfort when I need to leave the real world 
and go into my own world. My home is where MY 
heart is. 

 
Shovna just completed her Sophomore year at Denton High School. She enjoys reading, dancing and music. 
She lives in Denton, Texas. 
 

Friendship 
 

Tapannita (Bobby) Padhi 
 

A beautiful relationship 
With twists and turns 

That tests your loyalties. 
Without it, the world 

Will be empty of 
Love and affection. 
With it, the world 
Will flourish with 

Splendor. 
Friendship is trust 

And the trusties within 
You. 

 
 
Tapannita (Bobby), daughter of Tapan and 
Mani Padhi, is in 8th grade. She attends Rice 
Middle School at Plano, TX. 

I am a writer when…. 
 
Soumya Misra 
 
I am a writer when I see the shiny sun goes down 
and the glittering moon comes up. 
I am a writer when I hear the sound of the waves 
roaring to me. 
I am a writer when I see a peacocks’ feather 
glittering in the light. 
I am a writer when I look at the stars shining in the 
sky. 
I am a writer when I hear the raindrops falling on 
the ground. 
I am a writer when I see the beauty of the moun-
tains. 
I am a writer when I see a tiger catch its prey. 
I am a writer when I see green leaves turn into 
bright colors! 
I am a writer when I feel the smoothness of a shell. 
 
Soumya is a grade three student and resides with her 
parents Sameer and Sangita Misra in Bayside, NY 
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THE SEARCH FOR DHARAMA 
 

Ankita Ray 
 

Dharama was a twelve year old boy who 
dearly wished to see his father. A great king of 
Orissa wanted to build the most beautiful temple 
for the Sun God. He called for the best workers 
to work on it. Workers from far and wide came to 
build this beautiful temple.  
 

While this was going on, Dharama kept 
asking his mother why his dad never came 
home. Each time his mother gave him the same 
answer, that his father was one of the great 
builders who worked for the king, and would be 
home the day the temple was done. One day his 
mother said to Dharama, “If you so dearly wish to 
see your father, you may go, but it is an awfully 
long journey”. Dharama wanted to go anyway. 
But before he set off, he asked his mother how 
he would recognize his father as they had never 
seen each other ever before. His mother walked 
into their garden and came back with some 
cherries with her. She gave him the cherries and 
said, “these are very special cherries that grow 
only in our garden. When your father sees them 
he will recognize you”. 
 

Dharama walked and walked till he 
reached Konark. He asked everyone if they could 
recognize the special cherries, until finally he 
found his father. His father could not believe his 

eyes. He was very happy to see his son after 
twelve years.  
 

While Dharama slept at night he heard his 
father tell his friends that if they could not get the 
crown of the temple fixed on the top by the next 
morning, the king would cut off everyone’s heads 
because he had been waiting for twelve long 
years to see a finished temple. Dharama wished 
to see his father happy. While everyone slept 
unhappily at night, Dharama sneaked out into the 
dark. He climbed the temple and fixed the top 
stone at the right place. The temple was done at 
last! Dharama was happy. But he thought that if 
the king knew that a little boy like him had done 
the job he would cut off his father’s head. Legend 
says that Dharama jumped off the temple-top into 
the Chandrabhaga river that flowed nearby and 
died.  
 

But did anyone actually see him jump and 
die? Do you think Dharmapada lived to see his 
father happy? What if the king was proud of the 
little boy and rewarded him, his father and his 
friends, and never punished anyone. I would like 
to believe that this is what actually happened. 

 

 
Ankita is a 9 year old who lives in New Jersey for the past one and half years and shall be relocating to Mary-
land in May. She is still very much in love with India and Orissa and loves to listen to tales of yore. As every 9 
year old, she believes that a sad tale needs a happy ending. This is what she has come up with! Please let me 
know if it reaches you in one piece, as pretty many times documents get distorted electronically. 
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Rainbara 
 

Anya Rath 
 

Once in the lost forbidden land there was 
a tribe who called themselves the Grouchunos. 
They were rude and mean to each other, but they 
all had one ambition: destroy happiness! One of 
the village men, Angrulap thought that the sun 
was spreading happiness, he mentioned this to 
the other people and they agreed with him (which 
was rare there!) 

Soon they started gathering everything 
they needed to start their magic spell of summon-
ing rain so that the sun would be covered with 
clouds. They succeeded and they celebrated by 
throwing food into each other's faces! 

Meanwhile across a few mountains the 
Joyeras tribe laughed and played in the rain. 
Soon they realized that animals were drowning in 
the rain! So they started chanting for the sun, in 
their beautiful singing voices, saying: "Oh, dear 
mighty sun, run from your hiding spot, come and 
embrace us in your warm arms." 

They closed their eyes for a minute, when 
they opened their eyes they saw clouds parting, 
green grass, animals playing and in the sky was 
a great big bright rainbow. In fact the scenery 
was so beautiful that they decided to make it a 
season, they named it Springolo, but everyone 
called it Spring. 

But back at the Grouchuno's everyone 
noticed they had just made things happier. So 

they decided, they would get rid of the bands of 
color on the rainbow. One by one the bands of 
color disappeared: red, orange, green, blue. 
Suddenly a protective shield covered the rest of 
the rainbow. A cry went out, "JOYERAS!" 

The Grouchunos looked at each other 
worried, the Joyeras were their sworn enemies, 
what would they do? The Joyeras were more 
powerful magicians than they were! But on the 
other side of the mountain the Joyeras were 
merely trying to save the rainbow, not only 
because it was horrible to destroy a rainbow, but 
also because that was Rainbara. Rainbara was 
the native king of stars, checking to make sure 
everyone was kind and humble. If he was full 
destroyed, no stars would ever shine again! The 
Joyeras combined their power and pushed the 
rainbow up to the heavens, they transformed the 
rainbow into seven stars, and named the constel-
lation Rainbara. The reason they named a 
constellation after Rainbara was that he would be 
home to the stars. Another reason was that they 
could see him every night. 

As for the Grouchunos they ran and hid in 
the ground thinking that the Joyeras would 
punish them. They were right the Joyeras turned 
them into gophers and groundhogs, and to this 
day we can see the Grouchunos muttering and 
making a fuss about everything! 

 
Anya goes to 5th Grade, Atwood Elementary, Macomb. She lives with her parents Swapna and Nirmal Rath  
and sister Nayna.  
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The Meadow of Mine 
 
Niharika (Nilu) Rath 
 
Sunflowers stretching in the breeze, 
Willows bending on their knees, 
Ripples form in the crystal clear lake, 
Pollen flies in the dandelion’s wake. 

 
Wind whispers into Cloud’s ear, 
Cloud nods, and seems to hear, 
Cloud removes all the menacing things, 
Instead of dark clouds, white ones in beautiful rings. 

 
The sweet scent of an apple tree, 
The clean perfume of the airy leaves, 
The soft shadow gives a welcoming air, 
As the breeze makes the apple tree flare. 

 
Reeds wave over the meadow green, 
The sun looks down with a smile that beams, 
Butterfly’s flutter, fly and sail, 
Flowers send a delicate fragrance into the air. 
 
_______________________________________ 
Niharika is the daughter of Nigam and Suchitra Rath.  
She is a 8th grade student in Parkway Northeast Middle  
School in Maryland Heights, MO 

______________________________________________ 

Follow Your Dreams 
 
Prerana Pradhan, 13 years 
 
Follow – 
As in pursue 
Not bad things and deeds people say or do 
Not terrible things from a game of 
Follow the leader 
Only good things that so many have accomplished 
Your- 
But only things that you and you only, own 
Like the special possession that’s only yours 
Like the ideas you only share with your best friend 
Like the secret that some one owns 
Like the teddy bear that some one presented you 
Dreams – 
What can your dreams be? 
There’s more than one, for sure 
Can you fulfill them? 
Hold on to them, they could be helpful 
Like that last piece of gum 
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Goodbye, Selwyn 
 
Shomya Tripathy 
 

According to the dictionary, a school is an 
educational institution. Today, I have come to 
find that my school is so much more. After eight 
years of attending here, to me, Selwyn, as a 
school, is my education, my faults, my strengths, 
my happiness, my sadness, and most importantly 
my family. 
 

For years now I have watched students 
come up on this stage and say their speeches. 
From those days I thought about what I would 
say when it came to be my turn. Today, it is my 
turn, and I realize there are no words to describe 
what the feeling of warmth is every day at 
Selwyn. There are no words to describe what it 
feels like to be up here. There are no words to 
describe the thought that tomorrow I will no 
longer be a student of this school. Everyday at 
Selwyn is a treasure. Selwyn has become my 
second home that I have grown to love and 
cherish. 
 

I would now like to take a moment and 
thank my parents. Every time I thought I did my 
best, you would push me harder, just to find out if 
I could do better. You taught me that the most 

important thing is to be a good person, and there 
are no better examples than you two. I love you 
very much. And a very special thanks to the 
person who helped me out the most through my 
years at Selwyn - Thank you Shovna, you are a 
wonderful sister. You would always give me your 
advice and help me with my homework (even 
though that help wasn’t always helpful.) You 
have always been by my side, and I have no 
doubt, you will do the same in high school. 
 

Before writing this speech, my teacher 
told me that she didn’t want us to say goodbye in 
our speech. So, I have decided, I won’t. Instead, I 
will say thank you. Thank you this school for 
teaching me everything I know. Thank you for 
making me a better person. Thank you for 
making me appreciate everything I have. Every 
year students graduate leaving their childhood 
memories behind. I now shall do the same and 
leave my memories locked up in this school. I 
grew up in Selwyn. It has become my family. 
Even when I am away I will always be a part of 
my family, and my family will always be a part of 
me.

 
This is the text of Shomya Tripathy’s middle school graduation speech at Selwyn School. Shomya will join 
Denton High School this Fall. Shomya’s hobbies include sports, playing guitar, drums, and piano. She lives in 
Denton, Texas. 
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Crab Catching 
 
Alex Kishor Mishra-Wotring 
 
 

A couple of years ago, my brother Noah 
and I went to visit our grandparents in Kiawah 
Island in South Carolina.  In Kiawah, Noah and I 
usually go to beach, and then ride our bikes to 
Scoopers, the best ice cream parlor in the world.  
But this particular trip we did something different.  
Our grandpa and grandma took us crab catching. 
 

To catch a crab you must hold a net over 
a chicken leg tied to a string.  When a crab 
comes to get the chicken leg, you must be very 
swift and pull the net on top of the crab. 
 

Noah and I took turns holding the net.  
We caught 5 crabs and had to stop because a 
crab split the net.  We put the crabs we caught in 
a bucket. 

 
Suddenly Noah knocked over the bucket 

and the crabs came running down the ditch. 
 

I took a deep breath and ran for my dear 
life.  The crabs scurried down the bank toward 
the water.  My grandfather frantically tried to 
recapture the crabs with no avail.  All our work 
was in vain. 
 

That night our grandma made a wonderful 
dinner with a Flounder we had caught earlier.  I 
still wish that Noah hadn’t knocked over the crab 
bucket, because our life had been in grave 
danger, and we missed a scrumptious crab curry-
dinner. 

 
Alex is one of the twin grand sons of Ghanasyam and Manorama Mishra, and attends fifth grade in North 
Augusta Elementary School, SC. 

 
 
 
 

My brother's wedding 
 
Reena Patro 
 

I am lucky to have experienced one of the 
most special events in life - my brother getting 
married in India. My brother was born and 
brought up In America. I am grateful to have 
seen what a typical Indian wedding looks like. In 
Hindi movies, sure I have watched many times 
how an Indian wedding is carried out, but the 
feeling just is not the same. For one of your 
family members the feeling is spectacular with 
mixed feelings which words cannot describe.  

At first I was surprised for my brother’s 
agreement to have his marriage in India. I 
thought, “Wow this is going to be pretty cool!” In 
the summer of 2003 my family and I flew to 
Orissa for the engagement of my brother, Raj, 
and now bhabi Refern. It was just amazing to see 
how each ceremony was performed with different 
rituals marking each event. I really enjoyed it 

because seeing your mom’s family and dad’s 
family together in the same room was so much 
fun. My aunts, uncles, and cousins were so 
surprised and of course at the same time happy 
for my brother to have chosen his engagement 
and wedding in India.  

In November of 2003 my family and I 
went to India again for the wedding to be held. 
We all had decided for the wedding to be in India 
but we were just not sure where it should be 
held. What made my parents proud was my 
brother chose Puri because my parent’s wedding 
was there as well. This decision made my father 
very happy for him to experience his own son’s 
wedding in the same place. WOW! There were 
so many rituals before and after the wedding! I 
had never seen the “behind the scenes” of a 
wedding, but now I got to experience it. One 
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week before the wedding, many cousins stopped 
by to hand my brother sweets, gold, jewelry, and 
many other items. We stopped by many temples 
to pray for good luck and a prosperous future for 
my brother and bhabi. The week went by so fast 
that it was already time for the wedding! In Puri 
the hotel where the wedding was held, was 
Holiday Inn Resorts where everything was 
beautifully decorated with gorgeous flowers and 
the beach being located behind the hotel. From 
ice sculptures to the lively Hindi music, the 
wedding was a blast. We walked around with my 
brother standing in front as a certain kind of 
ritual, and met up with the girl’s family in the front 
of the hotel. Then maybe for about two hours my 

brother and bhabi sat in front of a fire as the 
priest chanted bhajans. It seemed as if everyone 
enjoyed the wedding, and as for me I had the 
time of my life.  
 Some of my family even said how this 
wedding reminded them of a Hindi wedding 
because of the live dances and beautiful decora-
tions surrounded by the lights and sound of the 
waves from the ocean. When I came home, I 
realized how much I had learned about an Indian 
wedding with the different rituals performed. Like 
I said before, I am fortunate to have gone to India 
and enjoyed my brother’s wedding.  
 

 
Reena completed 10th grade. She loves to play Tennis and plays for her school as one of the top players. She 
also plays the flute and enjoys learning bhartanatyam dance. Her hobbies include reading, dancing, hanging out 
with friends, and playing outside. 

 
 
Learning One’s Mother Tongue 
 
Pratyasha Acharya 
 

When I was in Canada, I was always ad-
vised by my parents to learn my mother tongue. 
My mother insisted that I spoke in Oriya at home. 
However, my Oriya speaking proficiency was not 
great, and as a result, I did not speak much in my 
mother tongue. The little that I managed was 
caused by conscious attempts on my part. But I 
was always shy to speak up before fellow Oriyas 
and family friends. Some of my early attempts to 
speak Oriya outside of home were in the Odissi 
dance classes I took with Jitu aunty (Guru 
Chitralekha Pattnaik), Rini apa (Niharika Mo-
hanty), Lora apa (Ellora Pattnaik), and Raj bhai 
(Devraj Pattnaik).  

After moving to New Delhi and having 
stayed for a few months, I realized that I was 
able to speak fluently not only in Oriya but also in 
Hindi. One fine morning I was amazed to realize 
that my fluency in Oriya on Indian soil had 
nothing to do with family pressures. 

 Indeed, I do not ever recall if my parents 
ever insisted that I speak Oriya at home in Delhi. 
This was somewhat spontaneous. Both in 
Canada and India, my parents spoke Oriya at 
home. Whether it was Toronto or New Delhi, I did 
not speak Oriya outside of home, unless I was in 
an Oriya gathering. The school environments in 
both the places are favorable to English. My 
Odissi dance lessons in New Delhi are partially in 
Hindi too. I kept wondering what made the 
difference in my capability to learn Oriya in two 
different places. However, as I ponder deep, I 
think my new-found fluency in Oriya is due to the 
difference in the social environment that exists 
between the two societies. It may be a little 
difficult to learn one’s mother tongue in an alien 
soil. The important lesson that I derive from my 
experience is this: I don’t think parental pres-
sures provide a sufficient condition to learn one’s 
mother tongue. A mother tongue is also helped 
by a supportive social environment. 

 
Pratyasha Acharya is a student of Class VII at Montfort Sr. Secondary, Delhi.
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Love something one 
must 
 
Amrita Sahu 
 
Love something one must 
Can always be based on trust 
This is the only feeling 
That can change a bad human to good 
being. 
 
Love is like a garden 
Like small kids in a kindergarten 
Which is hardly visible to us 
But is always around us. 
 
It is a fact that we have to search for 
love 
As love is to be nurtured by love 
It is a path full of turns and curves 
And is as free as all the doves. 
 
Remarking peace it has war destroying 
power 
Rains of flowers, it brings us that 
shower 
Can change a person’s destiny 
And is like a maiden dipped in the 
water of purity and serenity. 
 
True love is something one deserves all 
the time 
It is a river full of nectar flowing and is 
very fine 
It passes through everybody’s soul 
It is only to be searched, that should be 
our goal. 
 
Love is like the first dewdrop on a blade 
of grass 
It is no comparison to gold or brass 
It is something that destroys the ego of 
people 
It wipes out the desert of sadness and  
hatred among people. 
 
 
Amrita Sahu 14, is a 10th grade student in 
India.  She lists sports, music, writing 
swimming and surfing the net as her 
hobbies. 

 

Entering Holi 
 
Sonia Chakrabarty 
 
Big kids are having fun  
Shouting and spreading color 
I want to go and join them 
Instead of staying inside 
 
I do not like staying nice and clean 
When big kids are messy and  
having great fun 
 
Looking through the window  
is as close as I can get  
But when will I be able to go out  
and join the big kids  
with their color and their laughter 
 
When I enter the world of Holi  
The world will be at my color’s mercy 
How long until color is at my very doorstep  
And I can enter my world of Holi. 
 
Sonia Chakrabarty, age 10, resides in Cookeville, TN 
with her parents, Sangita & Satya Chakrabarty, and 
her younger brother, Sanjay. She attends 5th grade at 
Prescott Centrel Middle School, where she is on the 
all A honor roll, attends gifted programs, and is a part 
of her school's Beta club. Her hobbies include 
reading, writing, and watching T.V. 
 
 

SUN 
 
Satwick Misra 
 
The sun is the nearest star to the earth. 
The sun is the biggest star. 
The sun makes heat. 
The sun is hot. 
The sun is the brightest star. 
The sun never moves. 
The sun is very far away from us. 
If there was no sun, flowers and trees will die. 
 
 
Satwick Misra is six years old and goes to first 
grade. He lives in Bayside, New York with his 
parents Sameer and Sangita Misra.
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Roses 

 
Supriya Misra 

 
Red, white, pink, 

All colors of beautiful roses. 
 

The white roses sway in the wind, 
The pink ones dance to the music of the birds, 
And the red roses smile up towards the sun. 

 
Yet, what could be bad about roses?  

 
I bend down to pick one, 

And prick my self. 
Unfortunately, all beautiful things are not always what they seem. 

All roses have thorns, 
Thorns of misery, bitterness, and anger, 

But no one ever looks for thorns on such beautiful things. 
 

The roses smell beautiful, and are candy to the eye, 
Yet, to the unsuspecting victim, there are thorns. 
Thorns of arrogance, weakness, and deadliness, 

Thorns of bossiness, and untold rudeness. 
 

Why? 
Why must such a beautiful entity have such a curse as a thorn? 

The thorns, are they a curse, a boon, or a fortification? 
Why must life be so unfair, 

To the rose and to its admirer? 
 

The roses dare to deride me, and persist with their insolence. 
And yet, all I wanted was a rose, an emblem of magnificence. 
The regal rose is sadly caught in its own world of haughtiness. 

Taunting the unsuspecting child, who is wondered by its lovely colors. 
 

Still, we want the rose, in all its imperfections. 
 
 
Supriya Misra will be in the 8th grade next year. Supriya loves to write, sing, swim, play tennis and hang out with 
friends.  Supriya plays the violin in the Youth Orchestra of San Antonio.  
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The Lost Pearl 
 
Amrut Sarangi  
 
A child named Danny lived in a town called Kitten 
berg.  One day, he went to a restaurant. He 
asked the waiter, “May I please have a coke?”   
“Yes, please wait a minute.” 
“Okay.”   
The waiter came back in a flash with an ice-cold 
coke. 
“Would you like anything else?” 
“No, thank you.” 
When he was drinking, he felt something hard 
against his mouth.  Wondering what it was, 
Danny peered into the glass and saw a white 
ball.  Looking closely, he thought it resembled a 
pearl.   
“Waiter, can you please come over here?”   
“Yes?” 
“Do you know a good scientist?”   
“Sure, one second.”   
When the scientist came, he asked him, “What 
does this look like?”   
“It looks like a pearl.”   
“Can you tell which clam this came from?”   
“Let me take this to the science box, it might be 
able to tell us.” 
He placed the ball into the box.  Lights and 
flashes blinded us for a second.   
“Aha!  It says that this pearl belongs to the 
Southern Indian clam.  So we have to go to 
India.”   
“Yup.”   
“Okay.” 
Danny asked his family and me to go to India 
with him.  “We are leaving in a week!”  We had to 

live through 16 whole hours on the inter-
connecting flights to India.  Finally, we reached 
Bombay.  After catching up on some sleep, we 
felt refreshed enough to leave on our expedition 
the next day.  Danny and I went in the water to 
find the right clam that the scientist had identified.  
The scientist and his crew followed close behind.  
I found sharks and many other animals under 
water.  One shark started to attack me.  But I got 
away by tricking it.  A giant octopus and squid 
tried to tangle me with their long, mighty tenta-
cles.  Then Danny saw a dark area, but swim-
ming closer, he came face to face with a huge 
submarine.  There were many twisting and 
turning passageways.  Around the next corner, 
we met up the scientist.  He said, “I can’t find that 
clam.  I didn’t know finding Southern Indian 
clams would be so hard.”   
So we all went to the navigation room.  “The 
navigation somehow located the clam even 
though it has been broken for many years.  It 
says that we’re really close.  But I can’t see it!” 
said the scientist.  Turning to us he said, “Let’s 
check if our diver is ready to dive in.”   
A man wearing scuba gear gave us the thumbs-
up.  “Our diver is ready to go.  Let’s go!” I said. 
Soon, our diver found the clam.  It was a humon-
gous!  We went to take a look at it and gave it its 
pearl.   
The next day, we went back to Kitten berg.  We 
thanked the scientist for all his help.  Our adven-
ture was over, but we couldn’t wait to go on 
another one. 

 
 
Amrit Sarangi is a second grader and lives in Old Bridge, New Jersey. 
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State of SEEDS and a Call to Make a Difference 
 

Priyadarsan Patra 
 

 
About SEEDS  
 
Anything you can do, or dream you can, begin it. Boldness has genius, power, and magic in it. – 
Goethe. 
 

Over the decades, India’s poverty has declined at a macro-level, as reported by National 
Sample Survey Organization; but Orissa’s poverty (both rural and urban) has stayed obdurate at 
47%, by far the worst nationwide. Sustainable Economic and Educational Development Society 
(SEEDS) was formed in 1994 to promote and advocate for sustainable, equitable and 
decentralized development in Orissa and elsewhere, with its fundamental emphasis on 
empowerment, education, self-help, and micro-enterprise based thrusts. 
 

SEEDS, catalytically helps development workers (NGOs) and ordinary people alike to 
empower and help themselves by sponsoring sustainable projects in rural areas. We are not 
just a funding agency. We work in partnership with the beneficiaries (rural people) and 
executing bodies (NGOs), before, during, and after a local project is undertaken. SEEDS 
volunteers, who are individuals residing in Orissa, North America, or elsewhere, periodically visit 
the project sites and report progress and problems encountered. They try to understand the 
projects’ impact, and analyze reasons for success or failure, big or small. Most of our volunteers 
continue to donate their time, energy and expenses so that all money donated to SEEDS can be 
applied to the sponsored project without any overhead.  
 
 SEEDS collaborates with other organizations that have similar goals. CanOSA has 
worked with SEEDS as a strong partner, funding SEEDS approved projects that are supervised 
by SEEDS volunteers. Two groups in California have joined hands with SEEDS organizing 
themselves to be self-governing chapters of SEEDS, promoting core principles of SEEDS, and 
extending the focus area to outside of Orissa. We have networked with other volunteer groups 
such as Orissa branch of AID. Following incident illustrates our collaboration: we had remitted 
auxiliary funds to repair check-dams in Chauldia and Khandeichappar damaged by 2003 floods. 
To avert the risk of work stoppage due to our checks not clearing in time, AID loaned money to 
the executing NGO, and the farmers thankfully had a bumper harvest this season.  
 

Rural development is a learning process for all parties involved. Some concepts are new 
to many people, and some people have experience to share. To foster awareness and to 
promote intelligent debate, we conducted a one-day seminar on “Sustainable Development for 
Self-Sufficiency” at Ekamra Haat in Bhubaneswar in July, 2003, in cooperation with AID. This 
seminar was attended by many NGO and village leaders, students of social welfare, and local 
intellectuals. They actively participated, enthusiastically debating and articulating various points 
of views. Two more workshops in Western Orissa followed to promote networking among 
NGOs. To bring greater transparency, the workshops even tried to address the thorny, but the 
usually avoided, issues of NGO accountability and structural efficiency. 
 
 The following table summarizes SEEDS project activities during the 2003-04 year, 
showing the project goals, location and the executing NGO. You can find details of these 
activities at our websites, myseeds.home.comcast.net and www.seedsnet.org . 
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SEEDS funded projects active during 2003-2004 
 

Place (district)  NGO    Project activity   Goals 
 

(Jagatsingpur, Kendrapa
Puri, Cuttack) 

Unnayan   Intervention after super  
cyclone, promote self-reliance 
via Self Help Groups (SHG) 

Formation of pani panchayats  
and  introduction of microcredit  and 
sustainability 

Ganjam  block (Ganjam) United Artists 
Association   

repair cyclone-devastated  
school, provide better environment  
for education 

Primary education, cyclone repair 

Baghbahali  
(Balangir) 

REACHD  Minor Lift Irrigation (LI) point, pani 
panchayat, income generation 

Livelihood security SHG, microcredit

Kandhaichhapar,   
Chauldia (Bolangir)   

The Humanity    Land leveling, food for work, 
building check-dams, composting  

Livelihood security,  
sustainable farming 

(Nuapada) Kalahandi  
Vikas Parishad 

Water harvesting, ponds  Livelihood security, natural resource 
preservation 

Keutaguda  
(Rayagada)  

Kasturba  
Gandhi  
National Trust   

Supporting schools  Education in tribal area 

Jhankarbahali  
(Sambalpur) 

BISWA  ( in  
collaboration with 
Mrs. Ranu Mahanti) 

Bamboo plantation,  
sustainability and 
micro-entrepreneurship  

Livelihood security, 
cooperative cultivation 

Mohana Block 
(Gajapati)   

SACAL  Poultry farming training, SHG  Income generation, selfhelp, 
confidence building 

Jagatpur (Jajpur)   SRDO   Poultry farming, goat rearing, 
kitchen garden  

Income generation 

Khurda area(Khurda)  GJS SHGs, mushroom farming  Income generation 
Mahulapada 
(Dhenkanal) 

Indira Social 
Welfare Org. 

Candle manufacturing, SHG, 
empowerment of women 

Income generation 

Angul (Angul)  Bajiraut Chhatrabas   Deep bore-well and hand pump  Education; Earn and Learn 
Bhubaneswar 
(Khurda) 

Unnayan/ Dhanada 
Mishra 

Ferro-cement boat for marginal or 
small-scale fisher-folks 

Appropriate technology 
development 

Kodala (Ganjam) SAIMA School for the mentally 
handicapped 

Special Education and “integrating 
the voiceless” 

Utkal University, 
Vanibihar (Khurda) 

Blind Students 
Project 

Community donation for eye-sight 
restoration for the very poor 
college students 

Targeted help for the very 
disadvantaged but meritorious 
college students 

 
While the above table gives a glimpse into the broader area of our projects, it is best to 

learn about the success of our work by looking at any particular project, or by reading the 
reports of volunteers in the field. One success story reported by a volunteer is about a milk 
panchayat in Singiri, funded by our partner CanOSA and supervised by SEEDS. In the 
volunteer’s own words, “Starting at 10 cows, 17 villagers now own cows within two years, even 
though out of the original 10, two cows died, two were infertile and one was sold. Moreover, a 
teacher at the local children’s school is supported through the profits of the project. One major 
reason for the accomplishment is that a local project leader is deeply committed to its success, 
although himself not a beneficiary of the project. He is an educator and has a strong influence 
on the people.” 

Another success story is from Bagbahali village. I have made extended visits to 
Bagbahali and what follows is my own observation. Other volunteers based in Orissa and North 
America such as S. Mohanty, B. Patra, and D. Mishra have also visited this site separately for 
monitoring and discussion. 
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Bagbahali and our partnership with REACHD 
 

Bagbahali is situated 60 km from Bolangir’s district head-quarters and 20 km from the 
town of Patnagarh. The total area of the village is 700 acres out of which only 150 acres are 
cultivable land and the rest is fallow or waste land or is covered by forests. The river Sukatel 
flows on the outskirts of the village. There are 350 people in 52 families of various tribes living in 
the village, Ganda being the dominant tribe. 
 

Drought is a permanent feature in this region. Local wage earning opportunities are 
nearly nonexistent. Droves of people migrate to neighboring states, with or without family, in 
search of wages. Take for example Kailash Dharua, a poor landless farmer. He migrated to 
Chennai with his family in 2002 to work in a brick making factory. After a few days, he was 
reported missing. His wife and four daughters returned devastated to their native village. The 
district administration has neither found Kailash nor rehabilitated his family as yet. 

Responding to such cases of despondency, REACHD (an NGO) sought a Pani 
Panchayat program to bring some long-term solutions to the village.  With support from 
CAPART in the year 1999, the NGO had introduced 11 tribal farmers to banana farming. The 
farmers had cultivated Green Banana (Bhusabali) in one acre of land each. But this seemingly 
good idea quickly turned to naught when drought hit the area hard in the year 2000. Thus, a 
Pani Panchayat (water council) type project was ripe for implementation under the able local 
leadership of Ramachandra Behera. 

With financial and moral support from SEEDS in the year 2001, REACHD established a 
pani panchayat with 21 farmers, and a small irrigation project was completed from which 50 
Acres of cultivable land is irrigated. The irrigation facility became functional late 2002. Out of the 
total 50 acres of land, 20 are of Bahal (low land), 15 Berna (Medium) and the rest 15 are of Ant 
(high land) category. While earlier it was possible to cultivate only once a year in the best low 
lands, now, with our lift irrigation facility, two crops a year are possible in all the 50 acres. To 
date, the farmers have reported two good harvests using this infrastructure. 

Project Results 

-  21 low-income farmer families got the opportunity to strengthen their household 
economy and helped other villagers indirectly by creating local agro-based wage earning 
facilities. 

-  Productivity was enhanced by providing irrigation facility and yield increased from 
Rs.5000/- per acre to Rupees 10,000/- per acre within a year. 

-     Out of the 30 migratory families, 19 families did not migrate last year. As a result, more 
children enrolled and stayed in school. 

-    The farmers are now able to refund loans taken from local money lenders for their 
household expenses within a short span of time. 

-    The farmers can now stock sufficient food grains for family use though out the year.  

-    Also, the farmers jointly pay all expenses associated with the irrigation project: a) Rs. 
23,000/- towards electricity charges, b) a replaced transformer costing Rs. 9,000/-, and 
c) Rs. 2,000/- towards the maintenance of the pump set. 
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Thus, the Pani Panchayat program has been a significant mile stone for the poor farmers, 
and needs to be further strengthened with follow-on support to make it a lasting and 
reproducible model for others. The pictures below, taken by me, show the micro-irrigation 
mechanism, and happy farmers amidst their crops. 

                    

Broader Pani Panchayat and SHG work with Unnayan 
 

SEEDS undertook a longer, larger and broader effort with field support by Unnayan, an 
NGO in eastern Orissa. Unnayan has recently sent a comprehensive postmortem report (you 
can find it at SEEDS website given at the end) studying the successes and the difficulties of 
pani-panchayats, micro-enterprise, and self-help groups (SHG). The economic benefits to the 
villagers are significant. There are additional benefits, such as, enhanced self-worth and 
confidence in villagers, improvement of management skills among people, increase in savings, 
exposure to different marketing activities and events, benefiting by learning from success of 
individual businesses, and the motivation of others to replicate these ideas. However, there are 
problems and challenges too, as the Unnayan study has found: 

• “Stringent institutional regulations: In one way or other, some members of SHGs are 
defaulters of bank loan. When a bank finds such member(s) involved in a SHG, and the 
same SHG has applied for a loan, the bank authority rejects the loan application.  

• Negative political attitude: Political affiliation of the members to different parties and the 
vested attitude thereof sometimes becomes detrimental to the group interest. 

• Target oriented govt. schemes.  Under the target oriented schemes of the government, 
women are tempted to accept loans, and get involved in certain vocations decided by 
the government. Without considering one’s capacities and skill in that particular vocation 
a loan comes as an illusion. This leads to improper management of the loan....” 

 
According to Unnayan, “A holistic approach integrating institution building, capacity 

development, net-working, market linkage establishment, monitoring of progress, and finalizing 
strategic inputs would help us achieve desired sustainability of the groups.”  

SEEDS Finances  
 

In 2003, our expenses were $12,003.00. But, in the same year, cash donations to 
SEEDS amounted to only $3086.37. Thus, declined funding remains a major concern, and 
increase in funding is essential to the success of SEEDS.  Although SEEDS has a few 
dedicated volunteers, it needs a larger number of volunteers. We have a goal of raising at least 
$20,000 annually and of recruiting a few new active volunteers among us this year. This year 
we strongly encourage younger members of our society born or brought up abroad to volunteer 
at some of our project sites in Orissa. 

Future Plans 
 

In 2004-05, we want to focus on micro-enterprise, water harvesting, and project follow-
ups to further strengthen areas in which we are already invested. We also hope to support pilot 
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projects such as the one proposed by SACAL for maize cultivation in tribal Gajapati district. We 
would like to sustain a bit longer our existing but fledgling micro-credit and micro-enterprise 
projects, as the beneficiaries learn to repay loans, and spread the fruits of their labor and our 
support. It takes a lot of effort and resource to make inroads, and gain trust and traction. So, we 
should further strengthen our successful past projects and sites. 
 

I also think that time has now come for us to “invest” strategically through yearly 
fellowships in “social entrepreneurs”, individuals who can “envision, energize and enable”, set 
directions, align people, motivate serious action for social development, and those who are on 
the field pursuing a revolutionary idea of socio-economic upliftment.  
 
Call to Make a Difference  
 
“Vision without action is a day-dream. Action without vision is a nightmare.” - a Japanese 
proverb. 
 

In SEEDS we have tried to combine our vision of an economically developed rural 
Orissa with our action to enable and sustain such change. We have seen small successes and 
faced great challenges. Our resource base in terms of volunteers and monetary donation has 
declined last year, but we hope and strive to keep working, facilitating, and networking to inch 
toward what we believe to be our common destiny. 
 
Some of the ways in which you can support SEEDS are: 

- Organize a group of people in your city to sponsor a SEEDS project either financially or 
by providing monitoring and evaluation. 

- Learn about SEEDS and talk about it to your friends. 
- If you know people in Orissa who can volunteer for SEEDS by making field visits, tell 

them about our work, and ask them to contact us. 
- Be a major donor and donate to SEEDS whatever you can every year. 
- Join SEEDS and contribute your skills to the organization.  

 
As always, we love to hear from you, and dearly hope to receive your camaraderie in this 

effort at true and lasting development. We also need a fresh infusion from university students to 
shore up “the movement” that started within academic confines a decade ago. We seek your 
financial and moral support, and your participation. Don’t forget to check our websites 
myseeds.home.comcast.net and www.seedsnet.org .   Let’s forge ahead together for a better 
tomorrow. 
 
Acknowledgement: The author thanks the SEEDS volunteers, especially Dr. Sri Gopal 
Mohanty, for providing significant materials and feedback, and Mamata Misra for her help with 
the revision of this article. 
 
Priyadarsan Patra lives in Portland, Oregon with his family. He is a founding member of SEEDS.  
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OSA Convention, 2003 
 
Sri Gopal Mohanty 
 

Yes, it was a MELA, the mela we 
eagerly wait for a year to attend. As a little boy 
in my village, we spent the whole day 
watching our bullock cart to be ready to take 
us to BALANGA MUNI MELA (near Shanti 
Mishra’s village) during the Makara Sankranti 
time; I would sit snugly with my mother, aunts, 
brothers, sisters and cousins; the excitement 
goes up when the bullocks are yoked and 
finally the cart moves. Later when I grew up, I 
would prefer to walk the entire distance of 
three and a half miles to A wedding ceremony 
or any ceremony as a matter of fact - the 
relatives from far and near gather together to 
reaffirm the ever-longing bonding; a greeting 
smile to behold the faith of closeness and a 
sense of sadness wallowing over at the time 
of departure. Decorated halls, women in 
brilliantly colored attire and vying jewellery, 
sumptuous food, entertainment programs of 
music and dance, and above all, time to 
exchange tidbits of no consequence but of 
immense linking values. In such ceremonies, 
we as kids used to meet some of our village 
relatives - apa, dada, khudi, mausa, mausi, 
and their children - often with innocent 
curiosity.  OSA Conventions are ceremonies 
after all. And this year was no less. 
 
  A convention or conference, people 
run to share ideas and information, and to 
engage in dialogues on contemporary issues; 
to attend sessions, to talk on one-to-one basis 
in some corners, and seriously participate in 
discussions. There is an intellectual dimension 
within me, which gets expanded in such 
occasions. Indeed any OSA Convention is a 
convention in that sense. And this year it was 
too. 
 
  A festival of cultural programs 
showcasing artists of all kinds on the stage; a 
feast for eyes and ears; songs, dances, skits, 
and what not; enthusiasm mixed with 
apprehension of an artist, an audience’s 
stealing wish not to miss anything and to 
savor every variety of RASA emanated from 
the artistic presentations and a late night 
JATRA environment with half asleep children 

on parents’ shoulders. Staying awake whole 
night to witness jatras, we used to jockey 
around for a sitting position near the ustad 
(the director) so as to watch his motions to 
others, prompting, his singing styles and 
others in action all of which we could copy 
later in our little shows.  There it is always in 
OSA Conventions. And the night prolonged 
the same way this year as well. 
 
  A potpourri of all varieties. yes, it was, 
has been and will be. OSA Convention has 
evolved to accommodate various features of 
our interests and traits. A small group of 
people, which is from Orissa, dispersed over 
thousands of miles finds the Convention 
providing an optimal solution to individual’s 
quest of being close to each other. It is like 
opening the family picture album and adding a 
few more pictures. 
 
  Meet the smiling faces of Jayanti 
Mohapatra, Shanti Mishra and Durga Mishra 
at the registration desk; there at the entrance 
patio of the Conference Center see Arun Das 
(Mantu) with his son Ankur hanging the Pipili 
appliqués; in the big hall the makeshift stage 
is getting ready for the coming days of 
celebration. Cars rolling on to the entrance 
door at frequent intervals; known and 
unknown people approaching in waves; greet 
some friends and families with oblong tired-
looking faces after a long day’s drive. They all 
have come with expectations. The organizers 
are determined not to disappoint them. “Hey, 
Subhas Babu...,” “anu, tama sahita gotie kath 
thila...,” “namaskara...,” – the expressions of 
long awaited meetings, the desire to meet 
new faces, all coming to fruition and leading to 
unbounded joy and exhilaration. The loud 
noise became noisier as the July third night 
was maturing. The restrained excitement got 
loose to become bursting laughter, and in no 
time the place became a little Orissa out of 
Orissa.  For many that was their satisfaction. 
 
  July 4 - a Nation celebrates. Within 
that cosmos, a subgroup was celebrating at 
the OSA Convention. Its inauguration 
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ceremony was one, which no one wanted to 
miss. Five young men and five young ladies in 
Oriya, in praise of Orissa, sang the opening 
song. They might have been in any 
profession, IT, Engineering or Management, 
but they wanted to participate. 
 
  There were four speakers, each 
focused on particular aspects of Orissa. Lalit 
Mansingh, the Ambassador and Pramathes 
Rath, the Consul General spoke on the theme 
of uplifting Orissa from its present deplorable 
situation. Lalit Babu gave three modest 
suggestions to NROs: invest whatever limited 
resource one has or join in some development 
projects, associate with educational or 
professional institutions to improve present 
state of affairs and recognize the contributions 
of NROs. 
 
  Philosophy Professor Jitendra Nath 
Mohanty emphasized the importance of the 
language and culture of a group in its 
progress, more so when confronted with the 
onslaught of globalization. On the other hand, 
Professor Richard Shweder who spent time in 
Bhubaneswar on several occasions spoke on 
cross-cultural differences. In this context, his 
last anecdote was very heart touching. It was 
like this: A couple finding the father old and 
invalid decided to carry him in a basket to Puri 
Bada Danda and leave him there to breathe 
his last breath. Their son overheard the 
conversation. When the due day came, he 
suggested to the father to make sure of 
bringing the basket back which would be 
needed to carry the father when confronted 
with the same predicament. Sometimes I look 
for such nice stories to tell the children to 
inculcate certain values.  
 
  No Oriya function is complete without 
an Odissi dance. This time it was none other 
than Surama Panda of OSANY who 
performed in the ceremony. Either my emotion 
or habit arouses a certain subtle feeling within 
me when I hear that unique enchanting music 
in Odissi at the beginning of any performance. 
Mind you, this kind of music was not there 
originally. The great pioneers of Odissi 
reconstructed it. I must recognize here the 
genius Late Bhubaneswar Mishra.  Well, time 
to recognize our young talents. They came all 
the way with their parents just for this 

opportunity to present whatever they have 
learnt. The presentation was a mixture of all 
kinds - songs, folk and classical dances, 
dance medley, a recitation of Sanskrit prayers. 
The boy who recited Sanskrit slokas spoke in 
clear Oriya. I was thrilled. Yes, there were 
Odissi items and a plenty of them, Sambalpuri 
dances, a dance based on Odissi style. Hello 
everyone there, did you miss that six year old 
girl Ananya Kar on the stage? How could you 
if you were in the audience? Have you noticed 
her lasya in Odissi and her movements as if 
she was born as a dancer? Where else I could 
have met her except in a Convention? 
 
  Now the evening time for adults - every 
evening opened with an Odissi item, the first 
night by Rajashree Behera and the second by 
Pallavi Das. Oh, no, Odissi again - murmuring 
voices echoed. My friends, anything good, 
that you would like to savor or admire, goes 
through a long process. If Bharat Natyam has 
reached its apex and glory, it is because of 
the appreciation and criticism it receives from 
a vast number of patrons who can sit hours to 
watch. Soon came the opportunity to pay a 
tribute to the legendary giant Akshya 
Mohanty, the pioneer of Oriya pop music - a 
documentary produced by Arun(Mantu) Das. I 
know him since sixties. He is rare among us 
with his artistic creativity. Then followed 
OSANY’s own production to pay the tribute, 
based on Akshya Mohanty’s musical 
rendering of Fakir Mohan Senapati’s “Patent 
Medicine.” Whose voice in the background 
was this for introduction - again our Mantu. I 
did not know Mantu, you write. Sounds like 
poetry with romantic touch, - and your deep 
voice. But the audience roared with laughter 
because of the superb acting of Manaranjan 
Pattanayak as Chandramani and Lata Misra 
as Sulochana, the wife and their co-actors. 
Both of them have an inborn passion for 
acting, especially in that type of roles.  OSA 
remembers three more illustrious sons of 
Orissa, Manamohan Choudhury - a public 
figure, Guru Pankaj Charan Das - the so-
called Adi-Guru of Odissi, and Gopal Chhotray 
- the notable playwright. You may find more in 
the 2003 Journal under “Tribute”. 
 
  Night moved to give the audience an 
opportunity to listen to our Sikandar Alam and 
his party from Orissa. Alam’s songs soothed 
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the ears of oldies- remember the good old 
college days. Yet, you cannot pretend that you 
did not notice his daughter. Her voice was a 
prize to listen to. I assure you she could, one 
day, be counted at all India level. The night 
was becoming heavy - start of Mehfil, a 
traditional program at each convention. The 
stubborn visitors refused to accept anything 
but keeping their eyes wide open at that late 
hours and were delighted to see the PALA 
presentation by Pitambar Panigrahi and party. 
Now the drooping eyes led the dragging feet 
to the assigned room. And alas! There is 
some time left at least to lie down. “No, no. 
We should go to Kuni’s room. I told her so. By 
the way, where are the children?”  
 
  July 5 - another day and another 
morning. A day devoted for youth sports, 
seminars and Oriya poem recitation and the 
General Body Meeting. Afternoon was for 
Pramode Patnaik’s Memorial Chapter 
Competition; another evening of cultural 
program culminated by another round of 
Mehfil. The ORIYA KABITA ABRUTI session 
took me back to my school-college days. 
Bigyani Das is really a leader in our small 
community. Everyone spoke Oriya and only 
Oriya. Bigyani’s introduction was colorful. Was 
there any apathy at that early hour of the 
morning? Rather, there were plenty of 
listeners. The guest from Orissa, Prativa 
Satpathy, made us aware of the recent 
contribution on topics related to women and 
by women. 
 
  The seminar on developments in 
Orissa, organized by Debi Mishra, Orissa 
Foundation, showed a sustained deep interest 
in Orissa’s development and progress by 
several groups and individuals of NROs. 
Action Orissa’s representative Jnana Dash’s 
crisp presentation on IT in Orissa (mainly at 
Bhubaneswar) and the future plan, was 
contrasted by the notable social worker, Ranu 
Mahanti’s challenging experience in rural area 
and followed by SEEDS spokesperson Lalu 
Mansinha who narrated the ups and downs of 
experimenting with the concept of 
sustainability. Previous day, there was a 
Women’s Forum conducted by Ranu. 
Experience of raising children was shared by 
two mothers who were born in Orissa and two 
who were born here. 

Hey, Bigyani again at the Chapter 
Competition representing Washington Chapter 
- she is indeed versatile. But the presentation 
“ama gaan daktarakhana” by Michigan 
Chapter was judged to be the best. My 
goodness!  They all write their scripts and act. 
Talents galore - they are all young. 
 
  In the evening program, I must 
mention Lata Misra singing Odissi. Excuse 
me, where do you get your energy, Lata? You 
were in charge of Cultural events, a most 
demanding job to account for about twelve 
hours of stage presentation, you coordinated 
all OSANY’s presentation and you acted 
previous night and now you are singing and 
that too, Odissi? Rina Patnaik performed a 
kathak dance. She was as usual marvelous. 
In the previous night, she and her party from 
Toronto presented the rainy season in dance 
form as part of six seasons. Congratulations 
to you all for receiving the award. The Kawali 
group, in colorful authentic costumes, 
suddenly turned out to be those on the stage 
in the opening song - Young professionals. 
 
  Tired, exhausted! Remember the 
plants to be watered. Only those who 
would not leave a moment to them selves, lest 
they might miss much lingered on. There you 
see Bijoy Misra managing the stage with the 
assistance of Surya Misra for the entire 
duration sitting on a chair in a 3 ft by 3 ft 
space gulping water and water; Tirtha and 
Eva on light and sound faithfully doing their 
job. You can hear Tirtha’s announcements 
occasionally to realize what a deep voice he 
has. What about food? Superb in quality and 
variety. Thanks to the planning of 
Dhyanaranjan Pattanayak. As you enter the 
dining area, the volunteers are all eagerly 
ready to feed you. The face of Chitta Das 
particularly, could not be missed.  Neither one 
could miss Lalit Mansing. After inauguration 
he had to leave to attend other official duties, 
but was back on July 5. Sitting silently and 
probably reminiscing his days in Orissa, he 
shared the Oriyaness that we all possess. 
There was joy and there was satisfaction. 
 
  The Journal - it is big. More want to 
write and more and more! Oriya Section has 
increased too! The Directory which one likes 
to have as a prize possession, even you may 
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have web page of addresses - good taste. 
Pradyot Patnaik, the Editor looked all lost after 
the last moment’s hard work and pressure, but 
was still smiling. The directory - a Canadian 
contribution of Hara Padhi and Lalu Mansinha; 
Hara chased a lot of people to make it as 
complete as possible. Cheers! The person 
behind the entire show was our friend 
Saradindu Misra. He was supported by Joy 
Gopal Mohanty and a vast team of volunteers. 
OSA’s continuity is mainly through the 
volunteering efforts by a band of 
dedicated workers. The Convention has been 
a must due to these people. This is not true 
this year only but over other years. We salute 
to you Saradindu Babu and your team 
members and by doing so we recognize the 
contribution of a generation of volunteers. No 
awards would be enough - perhaps it would 
not be necessary to grant one. Nevertheless, 
it is our sincere admiration and the individual’s 
genuine inner call that inspire one to 
volunteer. 

 
  It is time to pack up for return journey. 
Not quite. On July 5, the zeal to meet was not 
yet diminished. Action Orissa and the new 
OSA Council headed by Lakshmi Narayan 
Bhuyan had to meet - one to continue its work 
in Orissa and the other to initiate action here. I 
was there in both. Both have new initiatives. 
The first one is working on a targeted project 
of transporting books to Orissa, most possibly 
to Ravenshaw College, and the second one in 
delegating responsibilities to a number of 
committees on various aspects of OSA 
activities. 
 
  Finally we left. The place looked 
barren. The glamour and noise waned away; 
the place looked ghostly. Yet, the hope to 
return was newly seeded - another year and 
another Convention. According to Bijoy Misra 
(who almost sat in a suffocated corner for half 
a day everyday), this is an annual pilgrimage. 
It is a privilege and it is a duty. 

 
______________________________________ 
S.G.Mohanty, Professor Emeritus Department of Mathematics and Statistics McMaster University, 
Hamilton,Ont.L8S 4K1 mohanty@mcmaster.ca. 
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A convention in the making... 
 
 

  It is really heartening to host the 35th 
convention of Orissa Society of Americas in 
Dallas this year.  Although many times, during 
local community get-togethers, the idea of hosting 
a Convention was floated around, it was not until 
last July that it became a reality. 
 
 All volunteers for this cause have 
dedicated countless hours, and many more hours 
will be required during the event.  It all started with 
a brain storming session in the local Hindu 
Temple.  Many inspired members attended the 
meeting.  The spirit was high. The main onus was 
selecting the right venue, and was the first topic of 
discussion.  Everyone recommended the Hilton 
DFW Lakes Executive Conference Center.  
Thanks to the influence and contacts of our 
community members,  the venue was booked in 
no time.  The process of planning gathered 
momentum after this first success. 
 
 As a next step, it was recommended to 
have a chapter-wide meeting in Austin. Again, we 
were excited to drive to Austin, and many of us 
took this opportunity to meet friends there.  The 
meeting place, the Austin public library, was no 
doubt the best place for such occasion.  
Experienced volunteers from Austin, Arkansas, 
Dallas, Houston and San Antonio attended the 
meeting.  Various aspects of organizing the 
Convention were discussed.  Organizing 
Committee volunteers’ names were proposed, 
and a unanimous choice for the Convener was 
approved. 
 
 In today’s era, for any such convention, 
the face is a “killer web site.”   Our talented web 
master sprung into action devoting hours of hard 
work.   With adequate support from the Convener 
and the team members, a truly killer web site 
(www.osa2004.org) came into being.  The words 
spread around, and many visitors of the web site 
commended the effort. Refinements and additions 
continued. 
 
 Major planning effort was on the budget 
and financial planning.  We thank the dedicated 
volunteers of the Finance Team.  The true picture 
of OSA-Convention finance came to limelight. It is 

probably funny, educational, and interesting for 
many members to learn that OSA does not 
provide any funds for organizing its Conventions! 
The budget started with a zero balance.  
However, every details of forecasting and 
financial planning were done meticulously.  The 
onus fell upon the Fund Raising Team. 
 
 The Convention Fund Raising Team had 
the gigantic task of raising enough funds to meet 
all the expenses. Again, thanks to the diligent 
effort by the Fund Raising Team, the burden 
started to lighten. Although it started with 
lukewarm responses, many came forward with 
generous donations.  With some big sponsor of 
the event, the precarious situation did not stay 
long with us. 
 
 As the number one attraction for the 
participant of OSA Convention, the planning of 
cultural items has carried a lot of importance.  
Various aspects such as stage, audiovisual, and 
interior decoration have been planned with able 
guidance of the Convener.  In order to provide a 
unique and meaningful cultural experience, our 
Cultural Team set out to identify an interesting 
theme. Countless hours went into discussions 
with artists and guests from Orissa on how to 
express this theme with the proper script and 
musical composition. It was again a mammoth 
task to coordinate such an effort, to assemble all 
participants for practice sessions, and integrate 
performances presented by members for other 
areas.  As it happens with organization of any 
Cultural event, unintended unpleasant situation 
might happen; but we hope that at the end of the 
day, a nice cultural event prevails, which is what 
all matters. 
 
 The Registration team has done a 
commendable job to develop the software that 
kept track of every step in the registration 
process.  It was again a tedious task of updating 
each and every address received through e-mails, 
registration forms, or web-site updates, which 
kept the volunteers busy until late nights.   Lot of 
effort has gone into planning and producing the 
final gift bag to every guest along with a nice 
memento. 

OS
A 
Ar
ch
iv
es
 2
00
8-
09
pp



        2004 OSA Souvenir 

 129

 
 Handling the second most important item 
in the Convention, our Food Team has also dealt 
with it with rigorous planning.  The Team has tried 
its best to provide a touch of “Oriya” and “unique” 
style.  Many sample tasting sessions were 
planned, and hopefully, the end result will reflect 
the sincere effort devoted to the cause, which we 
Oriyas always relish! 
 
 Last but not the least, it is needless to say 
that one of the toughest tasks of this convention 
was to edit, compile and produce the OSA Journal 
and the address-directory right in time for the 
Convention. Accommodating last minute requests 

from writers, convention organizers to print the 
fund raising ads, and many such requests 
delayed the final submission date to the printer. 
The Editors have shown their professional 
competency and commitment to produce the 
Journal in time.  Working through the nights and 
long hours has become part of the fun of editing, 
and we hope the product reflects the merit and 
devotion of the Editorial Committee. 
 
 As I stated earlier, countless hours have 
been dedicated to the cause of hosting the 
Convention. We hope that the end result brought 
smile to all participants. 

 
 
 
Jai Jagannath. 
 
Tapan Padhi 
Co-Convener  

OS
A 
Ar
ch
iv
es
 2
00
8-
09
pp



        2004 OSA Souvenir 

 130

Nava Prabhat Charitable Trust: A school in Orissa offers 
ancient and modern Education in a Gurukula ashram 

 
Sudhansu Mishra 

 
It is not often that one sees children 

dressed in saffron clothes, who can recite in 
fluent Sanskrit, verses of ancient Indian 
scriptures - especially in an area where 
poverty and lack of education are 
predominant.  Nava Prabhat (New Dawn) 
Charitable Trust is preparing them for 
something better so that these children will 
grow up to be responsible members of 
society. The Trust, in one of the remote parts 
of Orissa, runs such a school where education 
in Sanskrit scriptures is provided combined 
with modern mainstream education. Children 
are taught in Sanskrit, Oriya and English. It is 
a residential school for boys, and there are 
plans to open a girl’s school in near future.   
 
A dream becomes a reality 

Bhagban Dev, a determined 40-year-
old man from Orissa started to build on his 
dreams of his early childhood when he was a 
student in his village primary school. He was 
the teacher’s pet in the school and was given 
authority to act as the lead student with a title 
of Prime Minister.  In this capacity, he led the 
students to do small jobs like gardening and 
keeping the school clean. The government of 
Orissa was generously providing the students 
with corn powder and milk powder to eat after 
school at 4 PM. While they ate, poor children 
from the neighborhood, who did not go to 
school, watched them and begged them for 
food, which irritated the cook who used to 
shout at them. The poor kids wait for Bhagban 
Dev, who never disappoints them, to offer 
some food after the teachers and the cook 
leave. He even took money and food from his 
home to feed the poor kids. As a child he had 
been troubled to see the misery of these poor 
children.  As he grew up, he went to study in a 
Gurukula Ashram in Meerut, where he 
received ancient spiritual education in Sanskrit 
combined with modern education. He was 
inspired by the founder of the Ashram, Swami 
Vivekananda and later by Swami Veda 
Bharati at the Himalayan Institute in Rishikesh 
to start a school in his own village, where 

children could be educated with ancient 
spiritual values and modern education. During 
one of my visits to Rishikesh he told me of his 
ambition to start a school in his village in 
Orissa. 
 

In the year 2001 Bhagban Dev met 
one Mr. Ramcharan (now Yogi Muni after 
renunciation), a naturalized citizen of U.S.A 
who wanted to do some charitable work in 
India. Bhagban was greatly encouraged with 
his offer and started a school near his village. 
He set up a trust and named it Nava Pravat 
Charitable Trust with the blessing of his Guru. 
Both Mr. Ramcharan and Bhagban worked 
day and night with a $700 start-up fund. Since 
then, with more donations from Mr. Ramcharn 
and others, the school was established. Mr. 
Ramcharan has taken sanyasa now and helps 
the ashram any way he can. Bhagban’s elder 
brother Sri Soma Dev raises funds in 
Haradwar where he teaches Sanskrit at a 
local college. Volunteers collect donation 
paddy from local villages for consumption at 
school. Bhagban believes the ashram is totally 
an Akaash  Vriti  which means “just look up to 
the sky with faith, the Almighty will drop his 
grace”. But it has been hard work, and one 
has to go from one day to another. 
 
Our Visit to School 

I was fascinated to learn more about 
the school after Bhagban Dev invited me to 
pay a visit. Named Nava Prabhat Vedic 
Vidyapith, the school is located in village 
Nuapali in Baragarh district, which in one of 
the most backward regions of Orissa. During 
my last visit to India in March 2004, I had the 
occasion to visit this school. I started from 
Rourkela accompanied by my wife and three 
members of my brother-in-law’s family in a 
van at 8 AM. On our way to the school we 
passed through Sambalpur, Baragarh and 
Sohela. From Sohela we had to go west for 
about 40 km to reach the school. There was a 
big signboard on the road for Nava Pravat 
Charitable Trust. At the signboard, a dirt road, 
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about 100 meters long, led us to the main 
gate of the campus.  The school is about 100 
km away from Sambalpur. Padampur is the 
nearest town, which is 8 km down the road.     
 

It was 2:30 in the afternoon when we 
reached our destination. Bhagban Dev and his 
colleagues were waiting for our arrival. The 
students and their teachers greeted us 
enthusiastically and gave us water to wash 
our feet before entering the building.  It 
refreshed us after a journey of almost seven 
hours. I was impressed to see the children 
who all gathered around us dressed in saffron 
colored kurta and a dhoti, which was wrapped 
around their waist and hanging loosely down 
to their feet. They were all boys ranging in 
ages from 8 to 12 years moving around like 
miniature sanyasis. All the conversation 
between the teachers and the students were 
carried on in Sanskrit while they were 
preparing to serve us lunch.  
 

We were hungry, and we welcomed 
lunch, which smelled delicious. The boys who 
already had their lunch were helping in 
serving food in stainless steel thalis. Food for 
lunch consisted of rice, dal, chapatti, two 
types of vegetable items, and tomato chutney. 
Just before eating while we were offering our 
prayers, the students and the staff chanted 
the prayers in Sanskrit. We were told that the 
residents of the ashram grow rice, wheat, 
vegetables, and other grains that they eat. I 
saw a crop of Tulsi plants, which were dried 
for making tea.  
 

After lunch we saw the school building 
where the students reside and study. The 
building is a spacious two-storied building with 
16 classrooms, computer room, library, 
residents’ rooms, guest room, staff room, 
administrative office, and storage rooms. 
Children are supplied with wooden beds and 
bedding where they study and sleep.  In the 
courtyard of the building there is enough room 
to do the morning yoga practice. Kitchen and 
dining area is located on the first floor. There 
is a large room on the second floor, which is 
used for meditation and other assemblies. 
There was only one computer and very few 
books in the library. The children must go to 
the fields, as there are not enough toilets. 

Volunteer workers performed most of work in 
the building construction.  
 

The students and the staff gave us a 
formal reception in the assembly room. The 
boys introduced themselves by giving their 
names, the villages they came from and the 
classes they attend. The students were asked 
to recite scriptures and give short prepared 
speeches in Sanskrit, Hindi and English. 
When I asked some of the students what they 
would be doing if they did not join the school, 
they said they would have ended up as poor 
uneducated laborers, without any hope for 
future like their parents. 
 

After completing elementary school up 
to 5th class in their villages, students are 
admitted to Nava Prabhat School. Now there 
are 22 students in 6th and 7th classes (grades). 
This year after summer, they will open the 8th 
class with15 new students added to the 
school. Most of the children appeared to be 
bright, and hard working. 
 

 
The School Building 

 
 

 
Students and Teachers meet outdoors 

 
We were told that the student’s day 

begins at 4 AM. After prayers and recitation of 
scriptures they do yoga and meditation. 
Breakfast is served at 8 AM. The rest of the 
day is spent in classrooms where classes in 
Sanskrit literature and modern subjects are 
taught until 4 PM. Lunch and rest period are 
from 12 to 2 PM.  During the day, students are 
required to speak in Sanskrit, English, Hindi, 
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and Oriya at assigned times for each 
language. In the afternoon the children 
meditate, play games and do light work for the 
ashram. In the evening the children engage in 
Yagna (fire worship), Bhagbad Gita study and 
public speaking practice. Then they have 
dinner. After some self study before going to 
bed, the children offer prayers and go to bed 
at 9 PM.  
 

In the short 2-hour time we stayed, I 
was impressed by the amount of selfless work 
and organization that has been devoted in 
establishing a school in the Gurukula tradition. 
There is a Gosala (cow shed) with milk 
producing cows.  Bordering the 35-acre land 
for the institute is the river Bada-jora that 
serves as a good bathing place for the 
children.  
 

The concept of an Ashram is realized 
when one finds a school with various kinds of 
fruit trees, a farm producing vegetable and 
grains, mango and coconut trees lined up 
along the approach road from the gate, cows 
in a gosala (cow shed) providing milk, herbal 
garden, and teachers teaching ancient 
scriptures to students from very early ages. 
Every one we met was very friendly.  
 

At present there are three teachers in 
the staff, which will be increased to four from 
July. Some of the teachers are employees at 
the local Government school who volunteer to 
teach the children. A doctor from the nearby 
hospital visits the school regularly to look into 
health matters. There are two cooks and a 
ground supervisor in the staff. People from the 
surrounding villages are eager to help in any 
way they can.  
 

Recently a few girl students, from the 
nearby school came to visit the ashram. After 
seeing the ashram and the school, one of 
them told Bhagban, “I wish to die and take 
birth as a boy in order to study in this ashram.”  
It shows the significance of providing similar 
education for girls. The Trust considers it 
important to start a similar school for girls, so 
that they are not deprived.  
 

I was glad to see that Bhagban Dev’s 
dream has taken some shape, although there 
is lot more that is yet to be done. We had to 

end our short visit in order to return to 
Rourkela the same evening. I promised 
Bhagban Dev that I would go to America and 
tell people about his wonderful project. He 
held my hand and told me that their needs are 
many, and every bit of help will enable him to 
support the existing program and add some 
more. We took leave of him, but I promised to 
return soon. 
 
The Trust is more than a school 

The Nava Prabhat Trust is established 
to introduce knowledge based socio-economic 
program that not only provides traditional 
education but also prepares the community for 
a healthier and productive society. A number 
of projects are adopted by the Trust that help 
to accomplish this.  
 

An herbal garden and medical plant 
nursery has been developed on a 15-acre plot 
within the campus. Promotions of herbal 
gardens in neighboring villages are also 
planned. 
 

Organic farming methods like compost, 
vermin-culture and neem based pesticides are 
used. The Trust is promoting organic method 
farming in 30 neighboring villages. 
 

The Trust has developed an 
agriculture and horticulture farm on the 35-
acre ashram site where essential grains, fruits 
and vegetables are grown. In course of time 
the Trust expects to generate enough funds to 
sustain it. 
 

A Gosala is set up with cows for a 
dairy farm. It will have sufficient milk for 
children in the ashram when the project is 
completed. The trust has plans for a dairy co-
operative in 30 neighboring villages. 
 

The Trust has plans to work with the 
school dropout children and prepare them for 
mainstream education. Trust volunteers are 
providing after-hour coaching to school going 
children. 
 
The Challenge 

As I have mentioned before, the 
institution is struggling hard to keep the 
operation going with the current student 
population of 22. In July 2004, 15 more 
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students and a teacher will be added. I am 
listing a few of the short term and long term 
needs for the school and the trust.  
 

The school now needs 
• Donors who can adopt some students 

to pay Rs10, 000 ($230) per 
student/year. 

• A decent library is needed with both 
ancient literature and modern books. 
Furnishing and books will cost Rs.10, 
000/- initially. 

• At least 6 computers for computer 
education. A computer with monitor 
costs about Rs.26, 000 ($600) in India. 

• More toilet facilities (4 to 5), which is 
estimated to cost up to Rs20,000/-. 

• A yajna sala (a place to conduct fire 
rituals) where 200 to 300 people can 
participate. This is a spiritual ritual to 
burn the ego, an essential requirement 
for vedic style teaching in a Gurukula. 
This structure will be built on pillars 
with arrangements for a fire pit and a 
platform for participants to sit. The 
kitchen and the dinning area will be 
added to this and the entire complex 
will be dedicated to Agni (fire). The 
cost for this project is estimated at 
Rs.5 lakhs (approx $11000). 

 

The long-term goals are to 
• Make provision to add 25 students 

every year to bring the total student 
strength of the school to 250 by the 
time the first batch completes High 
School. 

• Expand the school building to add 
more classrooms and a hostel for 
students. 

• Add a Kanya Gurukula, which is a 
school for girls, estimated at Rs.40 
lakhs ($90,000). 

• Add community programs in the areas 
of health, nutrition, literacy, job 
oriented vocational training, and old 
age Day Care.  

 
There are numerous challenges in 

supporting an organization of this nature. I 
know Bhagban Dev will pull through the 
hurdles with his determination and tireless 
work. He is hard working, honest and 
dedicated. As he says, the Lord’s grace will 
provide the means.  
 

There is a web site www.navaprabhat.org 
available to learn more about the school. 
Contact Sudhansu Misra at Tel. 651-631-
1145, email: sudhansum@msn.com if you 
want to get involved in this project. You will be 
happy to help many poor children where it is 
desperately needed. 

 
Sudhansu Misra is a resident in St. Paul, Minnesota. He came to U.S.A some 47 years ago. He is a 
retired engineer from Honeywell. He visits India often and is active in social service. 

OS
A 
Ar
ch
iv
es
 2
00
8-
09
pp



        2004 OSA Souvenir 

 134

 Mathematics education in Orissa schools, college and  
research in applied mathematics for Orissa specific problems 

A new center is rising in Orissa and needs our support 
 

Lalu Mansinha 
 

In the olden times they used to wonder 
as to how the black ugly mud at the bottom of 
the pool gives rise to the beautiful Lotus 
flower. Amidst all the dysfunction, chaos, 
unemployment and starvation in Orissa, it is 
wonderful to see a scholastic center rise. And 
even more wonderful is the fact that it is not 
an ivory tower where nerdy, eccentric 
mathematicians ponder about imaginary 
numbers and virtual dimensions. In fact this 
institution is unusual in that it has been 
conceived as a research institution that will 
have a role in education at the primary school 
level, at the secondary school level, at the 
college/university level, tackle Orissa specific 
problems, and be a world class research 
institution. It is so wonderful to see a group of 
scientists work towards a seemingly 
impossible goal of establishing such a center 
and succeed in impoverished Orissa, in the 
face of overwhelming difficulties.   

 
It is important to note a center of 

applied mathematics will contribute to 
solutions in just about every field of endeavour 
in Orissa. 

 
When I was made aware of the crisis 

of falling numbers of students and falling 
quality of teaching and research in 
mathematics, I was incredulous; of all the 
problems that beset Orissa today, one would 
not think of a crisis in the mathematics 
profession as being important or relevant. But 
on reflection, I realised that I was the ignorant 
one. The crisis is real. Lucky for Orissa that a 
small dedicated group, led by Dr. Swadhin 
Pattanayak and Dr. Chandra Mohapatra have 
recognised the problem in mathematics, and 
have been the driving force behind the years 
of effort to set up an institute of mathematics 
in Orissa, that would simultaneously be a 
world class research institute and at the same 
time be directly linked with the school system, 
and also be a leader in providing solutions to 
Orissa specific problems that involve 

mathematical and statistical modeling and 
computation. 

 
Orissa is in need of imaginative and 

competent applied mathematicians to tackle a 
host of Orissa specific problems that need 
mathematical, statistical and computational 
modeling. Here are a few: Weather model for 
prediction and tracking of cyclones; Model for 
prediction of floods in the monsoon season; 
Modeling of Chilika Lake water flow, salinity 
and siltation; Agricultural prices and crop 
forecasting; Economic model for setting the 
State budget; Model the flow of each major 
river for irrigation; Groundwater models at 
each village for guidance for local water use 
etc. etc. Add to this list the needs of many of 
the industries.   

 
Even as one can see a current need 

for applied mathematicians to solve major 
current problems that beset Orissa, there is a 
decline in the numbers of the youth who are 
choosing mathematics as a profession. The 
number of youths going into mathematics has 
been dropping for several decades. This has 
led to the situation that right now there are 
very few mid-career good mathematicians in 
Orissa today who can act as teachers and role 
models. The root cause of disaffection of 
youth for mathematics must lie at the primary 
and secondary school levels, in poor teaching, 
insufficient career guidance advice, and a 
popular image of mathematics as being 
exceptionally difficult. 
 Dr. Swadhin Pattanayak, Dr. Chandra 
Mohapatra and others have been working on 
the concept of a Math Institute for several 
years, and have been trying to address the 
problems of mathematics in Orissa at several 
levels: (1)  Math talent contest in Class 6 in 
schools throughout Orissa; Talented students 
are awarded scholarships; (2) Plans for a high 
quality B.Sc., M.Sc. program, in collaboration 
with the Institute of Physics; (3) Concentrate 
on research topics in applied mathematics: 
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Wavelet Analysis; Numerical Modeling; 
Geometric Methods in Physics; Inverse 
Problems; Mathematical Finance; (4) Plan for 
collaboration with Orissa institutions for 
applicable research. 
 
 The official title of the centre is Indian 
Institute of Mathematics and Applications 
(IIMA).  The mathematics talent contest has 
been running for four years now.  The Talent 
Contest at Class 6 level picks out bright 
students, but the IIMA cannot use government 
funds to award the scholarships.  Thirty top 
students are awarded scholarships of 
Rs1500/year, thanks to recurring generous 
donations by Dr. Sandip Dasverma of 
California.   
 
 In Orissa there are about 800,000 
students in Class 6 in 11,500 upper primary 
(Classes 5, 6 &7) schools.  IIMA does not 
have the resources yet to conduct the test in 
every upper primary school. There are 5.5 
million students in the upper and lower 
primary school system in Orissa. If we assume 
that of the 800,000 students in Class 6 one in 
ten thousand is exceptionally bright, then we 
should have at least 80 scholarships. This is 
where we the NROs can help, by providing 
funds to bring the number of scholarships up 
to 80 or so.   
 
 There are other ways to help the 
budding Institute.  The faculty of IIMA and 
students do not have ready access to 
research journals published outside. There is 
very little money for subscription of foreign 
scientific journals. NROs can pay for 
subscriptions to mathematical journals. 
   
 IIMA has already attracted favourable 
notice and recognition within and outside 
Orissa. The mathematics talent tests have 
been praised and other states are thinking of 
starting their own programs. The Government 
of Orissa has granted a campus land in 

Bhubaneswar. The Tata organisation see 
enough promise in the societal benefits in the 
concept of this center and have agreed to 
donate funds for the building. 
   

In February 2004 IIMA hosted the 
annual meeting of the Orissa Mathematical 
Society, and a National Workshop on 
Wavelets and Applications. Sri Gopal Mohanty 
(McMaster University, Hamilton, Canada) and 
I attended this conference. Wavelets fall within 
my research interests, and I was suitably 
impressed by the high calibre of the four day 
Workshop. 

 
 Many of us collected funds and 
personally participated in relief efforts in 
Orissa after the 1999 Supercyclone. Oriyas in 
Canada raised perhaps C$150,000, in US 
perhaps US$400,000 for relief and 
rehabilitation efforts. A tiny fraction of these 
amounts can play a very effective role in 
educating future mathematicians and 
scientists who can work in a modern institution 
not only to do world class research but also to 
help prevent future disasters to their own 
home state.  Donations of: 

• $1,000/year can provide 30 
scholarships of Rs1500/year for 
exceptionally bright school students 

• $1,000/year can provide three learned 
journal subscriptions/year 

• $12,500/year can provide a Visiting 
Professor 

 
 It takes only 10 donors giving 
$100/year to raise $1000.  Is that too much to 
ask to provide an opportunity for a future 
Srinivasa Ramanujan of Orissa? Please email 
me if you are willing to join hands. 
Lalu Mansinha 
mansinha@uwo.ca 
 
 

 
 
Lalu Mansinha is Professor emeritus in the Department of Earth Sciences at the University of 
Western Ontario in London, Canada.  His research interests span some aspects of physics, 
mathematics, statistics, geology and geophysics, data and image processing. 
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Preventing and Curing Blindness in Orissa: 
The current initiatives 

 
Devi P. Misra, Huntsville, Alabama 

 
 According to W.H.O. statistics there 
are 45 million blind people worldwide with a 
further 135 million visually impaired people. 
India has 13 million blind people. There are 
two million blind children in India, and only 5% 
receive any education. Blindness and visual 
impairment has tremendous socioeconomic 
implications. 
 
How can one help? 
 
• Up to 80% of blindness is correctable or 

preventable. 
• Cost of a cataract operation is $50. 
• Cost of a Braille and mathematics kit for a 

blind child’s education is $40. 
• Cost of a village eye camp is $500 - 

restores sight of 30 people and treats 250 
others. 

• Cost of a mobile van is $12000-$18000 
 
CURRENT NRO INITIATIVES IN ORISSA 

 
1. VISION CARE, BHUBANESWAR, & EYE 

CLINIC: 
 
 Mr. Srimant Misra, a local MBA and 
entrepreneur, was initially involved in a World 
Bank funded rural health project in Keonjhar 
District. Creating his own foundation, he 
wanted to reduce avoidable blindness though 
optimal utilization of its resources. 
 
 A makeshift eye clinic in a rented 
house since November 2000 has restored 
vision of 1625 cataract patients with 
intraocular lens implants. Vision Care, an 
outpatient outfit run under the same umbrella, 
has been helping in preventive eye care in 
children and in all age groups. Mr. Prabhat 
Misra of Union City, California has been 
involved in funding part of the effort. 
 
 Dr. Jeetu Nanda, an internist from ‘98 
in the St. Louis area, spent all of his childhood 
years outside Orissa and has had his medical 
school education in the Phillippines, yet he 

always wanted to do something benevolent at 
the grassroots level in Orissa. During his visit 
in 2002, he encountered a lot of people 
working selflessly with a genuine desire to 
help. 
 
 Dr. Prashant Mohanty, a professor in 
ophthalmology at SCB Medical College, 
arranged some financial help through “Help 
Age India” and has been conducting surgery. 
 
 Recently, arrangements have been 
made to provide a YAG LASER, for treating 
retinal diseases, and an auto-refractometer to 
screen children’s vision. 
 
 A piece of land has been acquired with 
a view to build a state-of-the-art eye institution 
in the area. 

 
For information:  

  
Dr. Jeetu Nanda 

 1758 Bighorn Basin Dr. 
 Baldwin, MO 63011 
 jsnanda@aol.com 
  
 Prabhat Misra 
 32579 Carmel Way 
 Union City, CA 94587 
 
2. THE SAMBALPUR PROJECT: 
 
 Eye camps were held in rural areas in 
the outskirts of Sambalpur township in 
February 2003, December 2003, and 
February 2004. The camps performed eye 
check-ups for all age groups for glasses, 
performed preventive eye care for children 
and screened elderly people for cataracts. 
Those with cataracts were operated on in the 
government hospital in Sambalpur with 
subsequent follow-up by BISWA. The camps 
were conducted by Mr. Harekrushna Patnaik 
of Detroit and Mrs. Ranu Mahanti of East 
Lansing with the help of BISWA, a local NGO. 
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 A seminar on eye diseases was 
arranged by Mr. Harekrushna Patnaik and 
was held in Sambalpur.  
 
 The financing of the eye camps and 
the seminar was arranged by Mr. H.K. Patnaik 
of Detroit. 
 
 The Janasakti Eye Hospital was 
started in February 2004 in Sambalpur. A 
piece of land is being acquired. A committee 
has been formed to look over the project.  
Donations have been forthcoming from the 
local people.  
     
For more information: 
  Mrs. Jayashree (Ranu) Mahanti 
 517-337-9570  
 mahanti@pa.msu.edu 
 ranumahanti@yahoo.com  
 
3. THE BKMM ROTARY EYE HOSPITAL 

(DHENKANAL): 
 
  Due to the enormity of preventable and 
curable eye disease prevailing in all parts of 
Orissa, the author was inspired and stimulated 
to encourage planning of a state of the art eye 
institution in Dhenkanal. 
 
  The Orissa Foundation donated in 
2002 three acres of land in Bauliabandh, six 
miles from Dhenkanal township. A local 
businessman donated one acre of land in 
memory of his mother. 
 
  A 50 bed hospital is in the plan. The 
architectural design of the project is complete.  
A committee including local rotary members in 
Dhenkanal has been formed. 
 
  The Orissa Foundation provided 
$22000 for obtaining the bank loan for the 
project.  The bank loan of Rs 88 Lakhs has 
been approved.  The Orissa Foundation has 
donated a further amount of $23000 for the 
construction to begin. Just this month, May 
2004, the construction of the hospital has 
started. 
  The hospital will have two operating 
rooms and ten paying and 30 nonpaying 
patient rooms. One operating room cost is set 
at Rs 1.51000 and both the operating rooms 

are spoken for.  The patient rooms are at a 
cost of Rs 121000. Nine patients’ rooms are 
committed by people in memory of their kin. 
One of the nine patient rooms is donated by a 
physician from Andhra in memory of her 
father. We expect more donations in this 
context once the construction begins. 
 

The rotary does not help in 
construction but one can obtain a matching 
grant for equipment, which we expect to 
obtain as soon as the hospital building is close 
to completion, which is set for July 2005. 
 

Within India, not much in Orissa, there 
are many eye-related organizations that can 
help in obtaining equipment with local prices, 
which may be cheaper. 
 

The vision of the hospital would be not 
only directed at preventing and curing eye 
diseases, but to establish also as a center for 
research in eye disease. Once established, 
mobile vans will go within a radius of 75 miles 
to screen visually impaired patients. 
 

If we can establish five or six such 
centers in different parts of Orissa, each such 
center encompassing an area of 75-100 
square miles of rural Orissa, then we will have 
achieved our goal of dealing with visual 
impairment in the state of Orissa. 
 

Two distinguished physicians from 
Orissa have kindly consented to facilitate as 
much help as they can muster to realize these 
dreams.  One is Dr. Amulya Sahu, a practicing 
ophthalmologist in Bombay. Then we have Dr. 
Biren Sahoo, regional director for Southeast 
Asia for Welch-Allyn Company headquartered 
in Singapore. We need everybody’s 
cooperation. 

All of us are requesting those of you 
who are capable and also aspire to help in 
such endeavors, to donate 1% of your annual 
income to developmental projects in Orissa — 
irrespective of your own expertise.  
 
For information:   
 

The Orissa Foundation 
 TEL: 256-883-5499 
 E-mail: dmisra@bellsouth.net
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Homes for poor 
(Homes for people living below poverty line in urban/rural areas) 
 
 Address of the NGO:   CUTTACK HABITAT FOR HUMANITY  
     104, Satyasudha Apartment 

Kanika Road, Cuttack -753 008, India 
E-Mail - cuttackhfh@sify.com 

 
Executive Summary 

 
 Date Prepared:    10th April 2004 
 

Grant Applicant:   Habitat for Humanity International # 
54/ A, 2nd Floor, 3rd Cross Kavery Layout, 
Thavarekere Main Road, Bangalore -560 029. 

 
Implementing affiliate:   Cuttack Habitat for Humanity, (A 

Branch of Khammam) 
 

Total project cost:   US $66,650 
 

Amount to be contributed from  
Habitat:     US $22,216 

 
Amount requested from partner: US $44,433 

 
Unit cost of each house:  US $1333 

 
Number of  houses to be built: 50 Houses 

 
Area :                 Within Dhenkanal District 

 
Project contacts:   Dr. Ranjan Singh, President 

      Cuttack Habitat for Humanity 
 
 
Project Profile 
 

Cuttack Habitat for Humanity is now a 
branch of The Local Habitat for Humanity, 
Khammam affiliated to Habitat for Humanity 
Inter-national. Being a branch of Habitat for 
Humanity International, the mission of Cuttack 
HFH is to eradicate poverty housing in rural as 
well in urban areas. 
 

The branch constructed its first house 
at Tulsipur, Cuttack on August 9, 2000. Now, 
the total number of houses undertaken is 125, 
out of which 114 are completed and other 
houses are under construction. 

 
Cuttack HFH has successfully 

completed the B.S. Pur Project, i.e. 46 houses 
in partnership with OVT. USA and have taken 
up Patrapada Project, near Puri , in 
partnership with Rotary Club of Birmingham to 
construct 28 houses for cyclone affected 
people of coastal Orissa. To date, 11 are 
completed, 6 are under construction and 11 
new houses are in the pipe line and the 
expected date of completion is 30th June 
2004. 

As Cuttack HFH is the only branch in 
Orissa State, therefore it has not restricted its 
activity in Cuttack district only, but has 
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constructed houses in other districts like 
Jagatsnghpur, Puri, Gajapati, Bhubaneswar, 
Berhampur and Ganja. 
 

Cuttack HFH has successfully 
completed construction of 46 houses and 46 
toilets at Bhitarasrichandanpur of Erasama 
Block of Jagatsinghpur near Paradeep coast 
at east of Cuttack town. The village was 
completely devastated by the super cyclone 
that hit coastal Orissa on 29th October 1999. 
This colony was dedicated to the community 
on March 03, 2002. This was a joint 
partnership project of "Our Village Trust ", 
locally implemented by Cuttack Habitat for 
Humanity. Table-1 shows type of houses. 
 
 Table-1: Types of Houses 

    
Homeowner Background: 
 

With the increased population in 
rural/urban area in the Dhenkanal District and 
increased number of members in each family, 
inadequate living space has become the 
major problem. After the division and family 
partition of ancestral landed property, people 
are finding it difficult to construct their 
individual concrete house within the limitation 
of their income range. 
 

People from the target group mostly 
stay in a thatched roof and mud wall. Those 
who have not taken a separate house, they 
are constrained to stay jointly with other 
members of their family, even after the 

partition of their property. In both the cases, 
they live without their won identity and privacy. 
 

The focused group will be mostly Daily 
Laborer, small trade men and women who 
trade on a day to day basis with less profit 
margins. Hence they do not acquire adequate 
resources to build a house.  By this way, the 
repayment period will enhance as against the 
routine schedule repayment time. Hence this 
shall be the first opportunity for Cuttack 
Habitat to join hands with the people from the 
poorest of the poor in urban areas for building 
decent low cost housing with a scheme of 
building the capacity of the people from BPL 
by the joint venture of partners NGO of USA 
and Cuttack Habitat for Humanity. 

 
 
 
 
 
Involving Habitat Youth Club and Social 
Organization of Community: 
 

Apart from "The Habitat Youth Club," 
Cuttack locally collected money for homeless 
people and the student voluntary work in the 
home owner house, also the Y's Men Club of 
Cuttack, which is the local chapter of Y's Men 
International, will contribute voluntary service 
and time in the project. The Youth Club 
Members have agreed and given their 
consent to work for the homeless people. 
 

Family Types Poorest of the Poor 

Land situation Homeowners Possess their own registered land. 

Plinth area of the house hall 200-240 sq.ft consisting of a with partition. 

Cost of the house Rs. 60,000 - excluding the unskilled labour provided by 
homeowners. 

Sweat equity Homeowners provide unskilled labour 

Walls Bricks with cement Plaster. 

Roofs RCC (Reinforced Concrete Cement) 

Back ground of the scheme: The housing programme for the poor people who are living 
below poverty line. 
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PROPOSAL: 
 

Cuttack Habitat for Humanity has the 
experience and the expertise in construction 
of houses for people in poverty and in the past 
has demonstrated the same. It now proposes 
to construct 50 houses for people from below 
poverty line in the urban/rural areas of 
Dhenkanal District who do not have a 
permanent shelter. 
 

The current houses that they live in are 
houses with thatched roofs and the walls are 
mud, thus they are vulnerable to the vagaries 
of nature. The children are exposed to 
contagious diseases in the monsoon season 

and hence fall sick very often and there are 
instances where the children have lost their 
lives due to lack of proper timely medication. 
 

Cuttack Habitat for Humanity proposes 
to build 50 houses to such families who have 
a strong sense of community commitment and 
are willing to avail benefits under this scheme 
in providing their sweat equity and also by 
repaying the money which will be used to 
build more houses in their area. 
 

Cuttack Habitat for Humanity would 
eventually build all the houses in the area with 
the help of repayment and the support of the 
homeowners. 

 
Dr. Ranjan Singh, President, Cuttack Habitat for Humanity 

The Art of Giving 
 
 
“Remember to be gentle with yourself and others.  We are all children of 
chance, and none can say why some fields will blossom and others lay 
brown beneath the August sun.  Care for those around you.  Look past 
your differences.  Their dreams are no less than yours, their choices in life 
no more easily made.  And give.  Give in any way you can, of whatever 
you possess.  To give is to love.  To withhold is to wither.  Care less for 
your harvest than how it is shared, and your life will have meaning and 
your heart will have peace.” 
 
By Kent Nerburn in Letters to My Son 
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2003 Best Graduates of Orissa High Schools Receive 
Rs. 1,00,000 Cash Awards 

 
Sitakantha Dash 

 
During the first symposium of the Orissa Society of Americas held at Swosti Plaza Hotel, 

Bhubaneswar on December 24, 2003, The Chief Minister of Orissa, Sri Naveen Patnaik 
honored 2003 Orissa High School Best Graduates holding first, second and third positions with 
Rs. 1,00,000 cash awards and plaques.  
 

This was the 3rd Annual Award Ceremony organized by Dr. Hamanta Kumar Senapati 
Trust under the Orissa Society of Americas banner. The recipients of the 2003 awards were: 
 
First Position:  Digraj Kumar Mohanta of N.S.Police High School, Keonjhargarh of Keonjhar 

– Rs 50,000  
 
Second Position: Nikita Kumari Panigrahi of Government Sec. Tng. School (W), Berhampur, 

Ganjam, and 
 

Amita Panda of Saraswati Vidya Mandir, Bhubaneswar – Rs. 30,000 
 
Third Position:  Auroshri Mishra of Puri Zilla School, Puri – Rs. 20,000 
 

Dr. Hemanta Kumar Senapati Trust Fund provides cash awards of Rs. 50,000, Rs. 
30,000 and Rs. 20,000 to high school students holding 1st, 2nd and 3rd positions in Orissa every 
year. This trust has been established by the families and friends of Late Dr. Hemanta Kumar 
Senapati with a cash contribution of $25,000, and the interest of this trust fund provides the 
cash for the awards and related expenses.  
 

Dr. Senapati was President of OSA from 1996 to 1998 and was involved in Orissa 
education and development projects. And for this reason, Dr. Hemanta Senapati Trust was 
established with Dr. S.K.Dash, former OSA President and Dr. Shishira Senapati (Dr. Hemanta 
Senapati’s younger brother) as trustees.  
 

Mr. Debendra Nath Mishra, the coordinator of Orissa-America Resource Center at 
Cuttack, organized this award ceremony. Mr. Mishra has been serving as the coordinator of 
Orissa-America Resource Center since 1995 and assisting in selecting and sending speakers 
and artists to OSA conventions and recommending students for higher studies in USA and 
Canada. 
 

Dr. S.K.Dash and Late Dr. Hemanta Kumar Senapati established Orissa-America 
Resource Centers in Bhubaneswar, Cuttack and Balasore with their own funds to help the 
exchange of scholars, artists and to assist students for higher education and NROs for 
developmental projects in Orissa.    
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First NRO Village! 

 
Akshay K. Panda, Minnesota 

 
 
When Dr. S. K. Dash was the president of 
Orissa Society of Americas during 1993-95, 
he urged upon our Oriya friends to adopt a 
village or a school, or to sponsor a student, or 
to do some development work in Orissa, 
where our roots are. He had said this at OSA 
conventions and in OSA Newsletters. His 
message has received tremendous response 
from NROs. 
 
Our Oriya friends have helped in establishing 
Fakir Mohan University in Balasore, creating 
the Regional Blood Bank in Bhubaneswar, 
providing health care facilities in different parts 
of Orissa, adopting high schools, establishing 
colleges, providing drinking water facilities in 
villages, building shelter homes in villages, 
and participating in many more projects. Many 
of these projects have been reported at recent 
OSA conventions, 2003 OSA Symposium in 
Bhubaneswar, and in OSA souvenirs.  
 
When it came to adopting a village, Dr. Dash 
took the lead besides being in the forefront in 
the above mentioned projects. He adopted a 
village that is small with 121 families. He felt 
he could adopt this village and do the needed 
projects with his own funds. His first step was 
to build a temple that the village badly 
needed. It took him 3 years to get this temple 
construction complete in 1998. About this time 
Orissa had the worst cyclone and most of the 
houses were completely damaged. The 
villagers had no food to eat, no blankets to 
protect themselves from the cold weather, no 

seeds and fertilizers for cultivation, and no 
drinking water. Dr. Dash visited the village, 
talked to each and everyone, and understood 
the magnitude of the problem. He provided 
blankets to everyone in the village, provided 
cash to the needy to buy food and survive, 
provided seed and fertilizer to all the farmers, 
and helped many to repair their houses.  
 
Dr. Dash set up a committee of three trusted 
villagers including his own brother to handle 
the funds provided by him for the village 
development project. Now, they are managing 
the projects. 
 
The first shelter home was completed in 2002. 
The second shelter home is scheduled to be 
completed in 2004. A primary school, which 
was completely demolished in the cyclone has 
been rebuilt with government funding. Three 
tube-wells are functioning. Fifty percent 
houses have been repaired and rebuilt with 
brick and concrete.  
 
A cooperative bank has been established with 
Dr. Dash’s seed money which is available to 
the villagers as loan for purchase of seeds, 
fertilizers, etc. There are 45 members in this 
cooperative bank now. 
 
Dr. Dash monitors the progress of all the 
village projects by phone and visits the village 
during December, every year. The goal is to 
make this a model NRO village, which will 
serve as a role model for others. 
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* 

                                                 
* Submitted by Hari Arjuna Patro, OSA Secretary 

Orissa Society of the Americas Updated: 6/30/2003
Income Statement     2001-2003

2001-2002 2002-2003

Beginning Balance: 2,123.17$                2,146.48$                 

Income:
Chicago/MD Convention 3,248.23                  -                            
Membership Dues 2,700.00                  5,233.07                   
Subrina Biswal Fund 500.00                     -                            

Total Income 6,448.23                  5,233.07                   

Expenses:
Newsletter-Fall 1,577.13                  -                            
Newsletter-Spring 1,947.16                  228.75                      
Website Dues 70.00                       240.00                      
Bank Account Service Charges 75.00                       150.00                      
Checks 15.00                       -                            
Newsletter labels & stamps 140.63                     211.21                      
Transfer of Life Membership 
Dues to Investment Account                    2,600.00                     5,198.07 

Election Expenses                        791.77 

Total Expenses 6,424.92                  6,819.80                   

Ending Balance: 2,146.48                  559.75                      

Investment Account 
Beginning Balance 54,502.73$              56,932.18$               
Ending Balance 56,932.18$              66,080.78$               
Growth 2,429.45$                9,148.60$                 

OS
A 
Ar
ch
iv
es
 2
00
8-
09
pp



        2004 OSA Souvenir 

 144

 

 

OS
A 
Ar
ch
iv
es
 2
00
8-
09
pp



LLoossss  ooff  aa  ccuullttuurraall  IIccoonn  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  

GGuurruu  KKeelluu  CChhaarraann  MMoohhaappaattrraa::  11992244  --  22000044  
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JXÏÞhÑ _ó[Ô SN[e `õaÐ] `ÊeÊi             _Þ[ÔÐ_t jÐkÊ 
 
JXÏÞhÑ _ó[Ô SN[e `õaÐ] `ÊeÊi NÊeÊ ÒLfÊQeZ ckÐ`Ð[õ*e `Ð]e OÊ=Êe jaÊ]Þ_ `ÐBÜ _Þª• ÒkÐBdÐBRÞ Ð 78 
aiàe jÐ^_Ð Ë̀[ SÑa_e @ajÐ_ OVÞRÞ Ð 1926 cjÞkÐ SÐ_ÊAeÑ 8 [ÐeÞMeÊ Aec÷ ÒkÐB\ÞaÐ HB SÑa_ 
2004 H õ̀Þm 7 [ÐeÞMÒe [Ð'e BkmÑfÐ jcéeZ LeÞRÞ Ð  
 

d\Ð\à[Ó ÒjB SÑa_ mÑfÐc¯ \ÞmÐ Ð LÞH SÐZÞ\ÞmÐ QÞ[õLe NÐÜ eOÊeÐS`Êee ÒdDÜ aÐfL NÐÜe afb]õ jÐkÊ* 
ÒNÐVÞ`Ê@ AMXÏÐLÊ mÊQÞR Þ̀ ANõke jkÞ[ QÐkÞÜ ekÞ\ÞmÐ, Òj ]ÞÒ_ jcNõ aÞhéÒe JXÏÞhÑ _ó[Ôe `õaÐ] `ÊeÊi 
ÒkÐBDWÞÒa ! có[ÊÔe `õÐ¯ j©ÐkL `ËaàeÊ ]ÞmíÑe kÐaÞVÐVç ÒjÃeçÒe J H`õÞmç `kÞmÐÒe DLùf ]Þaj jcÐÒeÐkÒe 
mÒlßÐðe NÐuÞ @XÞÒVÐeÞ¯cçÒe [Ð*e Rtc¯ _ó[Ô, Q`f Lc_Ñ¯ cÊ]õÐ ÒhÐbÞ[ @= b=Ñ dÞH Ò]MÞR«Þ ÒjcÐÒ_ 
ÒLaf cÊ‘ ÒkÐB_ÐkÐÜ«Þ, 78 aiàe a¯j LÞ`eÞ [Ð*e _ó[Ô _ÞLVÒe ahÑbË[ ÒkÐBRÞ [ÐkÐÒ]MÞ aÞjêÞ[ ÒkÐBR«Þ 
HaÕ NbÑe aÞhéÐj Ò_B Ò$eÞR«Þ Òd Chée* AhÑaàÐ] aÔ[Ñ[ H`eÞ _ó[Ô jc÷a _ÊÒkÜ Ð mÒlßÐð cqÒe Dre 
`õÒ]he jÕ²ó[Þ aÞbÐNe jQÑa eÑ[Ð jÞkðÐ bÐa aÞkéf ÒkÐB LkÞ`LÐBÒm - ""ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf SN_ðÐ\ _ÞÒS _ó[Ô 
LeÞaÐLÊ QÐkÐÜ«Þ Òj ÒLfÊQeZ* cÐ^ÔcÒe kÞÜ _ó[Ô Le«Þ Ð'' d\Ð\à[Ó ÒLfÊQeZ \ÞÒm _ó[ÔÐa[Ðe Ð _ó[Ôe cÊ]õÐ 
[Ð* bÞ[Òe @a[ÑÀà ÒkD\ÞÒm J Òj ÒjNÊXÏÞLÊ SÑa« LeÞ @bÞaÔ¦Þ Ò]D\ÞÒm Ð 
 

HB jÞwÞ `ÐBÜ ÒLfÊÊQeZ*Ê Lcç jÐ^_Ð LeÞaÐLÊ `XÏÞÞ_ÐkÞÜ Ð afb]õ jÐkÊ* ÒNÐVÞ`Ê@ AMXÏÐeÊ @SÞà[ @bÞs[ÐLÊ 
`ÐÒ\¯LeÞ Òj Þ̀[Ð* @_ÞoÐ jÒré ÒcÐk_ jÊte Ò]a ÒNÐjéÐcÑ* eÐjmÑfÐ ]fÒe ÒdÐN Ò]BR«Þ Ð HBWÞ Òj 
_ó[ÔhÞÁÑ bÐaÒe _ÞSLÊ NYÏÞR«Þ HaÕ ÒcLç@` `õbó[Þ A_Êi=ÞL aÞ]ÔÐ hÞlÐ LeÞR«Þ Ð QÞ[õLe `Þ[Ð QÞ«ÐcZÞ 
ckÐ`Ð[Í jÞ_Ð [Ð*Ê A_ÊºÐ_ÞL hÞlÐ Ò]B `ÐeÞ_\ÞÒm, LÞ«Ê [Ð*WÐeÊ ÒLfÊÊQeZ _Þ¾Þ[ bÐaÒe DreÐ^ÞLÐe jË[õÒe 
hÞÁÑjÊmb LfÐcÕSÊf ]ó½ÞÒLÐZ HaÕ có]=e [Ðf, m¯ J ^é_ÞjÕN[ mÐb LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ ÒcÐk_ jÊte 
Ò]a* eÐj]fÒe \ÞmÐÒaÒf ÒLfÊQeZ MÊa hÑOõ HB jaÊ aÞ]ÔÐ A¯r LeÞÒ_Òm Ð HkÐ`Òe ÒLfÊQeZ ÒdÐN 
Ò]BR«Þ LaÞQtõ LÐfÑQeZ `p_Ð¯L* JXÏÞÞhÐ \ÞHVeçÒe Ð 1945 cjÞkÐÒe ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf @_ð`ËÀàÐ aÞ Nõã`ç NWÞ[ 
ÒkÐBRÞ, _ó[Ô NÊeÊ `*S QeZ* jk-hÞÁÑ bÐaÒe Òj c^Ô JXÏÞhÐ \ÞHVeçjà RÐXÏÞ @_ð`ËÀàÐ aÞ Nõã`çÒe ÒdÐN 
Ò]BR«Þ HaÕ @VLÞ ekÞR«Þ 1952 cjÞkÐ `dàÔ« Ð HBWÞ ]Êmíàb Qtõ jÞÕk HaÕ NÊeÊ `*S QeZ*WÐeÊ JXÏÞhÑ 
_ó[Ô hÞlÐ LeÞR«Þ Ð 
 

jÞwÞ `\Òe ÒdDÜ 3 SZ* jk [Ð*e jÕÒdÐN `õ[ÞºÞ[ ÒkÐBRÞ, ÒcÐk_ jÊte Ò]a ÒNÐjéÐcÑ, LaÞQtõ LÐfÑQeZ 
`p_Ð¯L HaÕ `*S QeZ ]Ðj HcÐÒ_ `õÒ[ÔL ÒLfÊQeZ* hÞÁÑ SÑa_LÊ akÊbÐaÒe `õbÐaÞ[ LeÞR«Þ Ð ÒcÐk_ 
jÊte Ò]a \ÞÒm SÒZ @[Ô« ÒLÐcf kó]¯ aÞbÊ-jc Þ̀à[, _ó[Ô, NÑ[, jÕLÑrà_ LfÐ _Þ`ÊZ aÔ¦Þ Ð ÒLfÊQeZ 
[Ð*e aÞbÊ-jc`àZ bÐaVÞ ÒLaf NõkZ LeÞ_\ÞÒm, _ó[Ô jkÞ[ [ÐLÊ jc_Þé[ LeÞÒ]B\ÞÒm Ð 
 

1975 cjÞkÐe OVZÐVÞH DÒmíM LeÞaÐ @`õÐjÕNÞL Òka_ÐkÞÜ Ð `¨Þ[ dheÐS J [Ð*e `_úÑ c]ÊeÐSÑ 
NÑ[ÒNÐaÞt _ó[Ô _ÐVÞÞLÐe `õÒdÐS_Ð LeÊ\ÞÒm Ð NÊeÊ ÒLfÊQeZ* D`Òe _ó[Ô jÕÒdÐS_Ðe ]Ð¯Þ[é _Ôª \ÞmÐ Ð 
Ló» bËcÞLÐÒe @bÞ_¯ LeÊ\Ð«Þ NÊeÊ ÒLfÊQeZ* @_Ô[c hÞiÔÐ JXÞhÑ _ó[Ô `pÞ¯jÑ cÐ^aÑ cÊ]çNm J eÐ^Ð 
bËcÞLÐÒe bÞ hÐ«ÐeÐc* L_ÔÐ Ò[ShõÑ Ð ÒLfÊQeZ _ÞÒS cÐ^aÑ*Ê Ló» ÒahÒe jSÐB Ò]Òm, hÞeÒe c Ë̄e Ềo 
M&ÞÒ]Òm Ð cqLÊ dÞaÐe @aÔakÞ[ `ËaàeÊ Db¯*Ê `ÐMLÊ XÐLÞ WÞA LÒm Ð kÐ[ÒdÐXÏÞ LÞRÞ c§ DnÐeZ LÒm, HaÕ 
Db¯* `]¸hà LÒm Ð hÞiÔÐ ]ÊBSZ H\ÞÒe QcLÞ DWÞÒm, NÊeÊSÑ LÞ`eÞ H`eÞ @_ÔÐ¯ LeÊR«Þ ÒaÐmÞ `õ[ÞaÐ] 
LÒm; LÞ«Ê NÊeÊ ÒLfÊQeZ ÒjcÐ_*Ê aÊTÐBÒ]Òm Òd HB õ̀Z[Þ ÒjcÐ_* DÒ~hÔÒe _ÊÒkÜ Ð ÒjcÐÒ_ ÒjB 
cÊkËràÒe cÐ^aÑ J Ò[ShõÑ _ÊkÜ«Þ, ÒjcÐÒ_ eÐ^Ð J Ló» Ð ÒjB eÐ^Ð Ló»* `]¸hà LeÞaÐ AÒ]ßÐ @_ÊQÞ[ LÐdàÔ 
_ÊÒkÜ Ð _ó[ÔLÊ Ò]aÐeÐ^_Ð bÐaÒe NõkZ LeÞ\ÞaÐ ÒLfÊQeZ* `lÒe H`eÞ dÊ¦Þ J LÐdàÔ jc÷a Ð NbÑe bÐÒa 
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ÒLfÊQeZ*Ê @_Ê^ÔÐ_ LÒm Ò]MÐdÞa Òd [Ð* jÞwÞe cËfc§ HBWÞ Ð Òj _ó[ÔLÊ ÒLÒaÒkÒm ÒLaf jÊmfÞ[ 
@=b=Ñ ÒaÐmÞ aÞQÐeÞ _ÐkÐÜ«Þ Ð _ó[Ô [Ð* `ÐBÜ `ecÐcÐú* jk cÞf_e HL cÐ^Ôc Ð _Ð, aeÕ @«ee _ÞaÞXÏ[c 
@OàÔ Ð `ecÐcÐú* _ÞLVÒe b¦Þ @OàÔ @`àZ LmÐbfÞ ÒLfÊQeZ _ó[Ô @OàÔ @ à̀Z Le«Þ HaÕ _ÞSe Ë̀S_Ñ¯* `ÐBÜ 
Òj ÒLaf _ÞSe Òhõº-@OàÔ kÞÜ @`àZ Le«Þ Ð @_Ô bÐaÒe LkÞÒm dkÞÜÒe Òhõº[Ð _ÐkÞÜ, DLúià @bÞ_Ôª 
ÒkÐB_ÐkÞÜ, Òj`eÞ @OàÔ Ò]a[Ð* `ÐBÜ D`dÊ¦ _ÊÒkÜ ÒaÐmÞ Òj aÞQÐeÊ \ÞÒm Ð jÊ[eÐÕ [Ð*e _Þe«e D]Ôc \ÞmÐ 
_ó[Ôe DLúià jÐ^_, ÒLDÜWÞ LÐì« ÒkÐB  @VLÞ dÞaÐ _ÊÒkÜ, LÞcéÐ dÒ\½ ÒkÐBNmÐ ÒaÐmÞ Acù`õjÐ] mbÞ 
AfjÔaeZ LeÞaÐ _ÊÒkÜ Ð 
 

NÊeÊ `*SQeZ [Ð*Ê H ]ÞNÒe _Ë[_ ]ó½Þ Ò]BR«Þ Ð ÒmÐL _ó[Ô ÒNÐVÞ`Ê@ _ÐQe eÑ[Þ _Ñ[Þ LÞcéÐ eÐjmÑfÐe 
@bÞ_¯ _ÊÒkÜ, JXÏÞhÑ _ó[Ô `ÐBÜ JXÏÞhÐe SN_ðÐ\^cà `eÕ`eÐÒe \ÞaÐ cÐkÐeÑ _ó[Ô aÐ Ò]a]ÐjÑ _ó[ÔLÊ `*S 
QeZ jjcðÐ_Òe _ó[ÔÐ¯_LÊ AZÞR«Þ Ð SN_ðÐ\* `ÐMÒe NÑ[ÒNÐaÞt `ÐW jc¯Òe SN_ðÐ\* jÊiÊ©Þ `ÐBÜ HLÐ« 
bÐÒa SN_ðÐ\-jc`àÞ[Ð Ò]a]ÐjÑ _ó[Ô LÒe Ð Òj SN_ðÐ\*e `õÐZ amíbÑ eË`Òe _ÞSLÊ jc`àZ LeÞ jÐÕjÐeÞL 
ÒLÐfÐkfWÐeÊ ]ËeÒe eÒk Ð jÊ[eÐÕ Ò]a]ÐjÑ _ó[Ô ÒLaf `eÕ`eÐ LõcÒe Ò]a]ÐjÑ*WÐeÊ Ò]a]ÐjÑ* `ÐMLÊ 
AjÊ\ÞmÐ, SN_ðÐ\ \ÞÒm [Ðe HLcÐ[õ ]õ½Ð J ÒbÐ¦Ð Ð `*S QeZ _ÞaÞXÏ bÐaÒe ÒjB Ò]a]ÐjÑcÐ_*Ê mlÔ 
LeÞR«Þ HaÕ ÒjcÐ_*e _ó[Ô b=ÞcÐLÊ @_ÊjeZ LeÞ JXÏÞhÑ _ó[ÔÒe jÊaÞ_Ôª LeÞR«Þ Ð 
 

LaÞQtõ LÐfÑQeZ `p_Ð¯L JXÏÞhÐe _ÐVÔÒl[õÒe HL @__Ô aÔ¦Þ[é - HL jÕ`ËÀà _ÐVÞÔL aÔ¦Þ[é Ð @\àÐ[ç 
`õÒdÐS_Ð, _ÞÒ~àh_Ð, _ÐVÔ eQ_Ð, jÕNÑ[ eQ_Ð, jée ÒdÐS_Ð, _ó[Ô jÕÒdÐS_Ð, _ó[Ô _ÞÒ~àh_Ð [\Ð  cq 
`eÞQÐf_Ð A]Þ dÐa[Ñ¯ LÐdàÔ [Ð* ]éÐeÐ kÞÜ jcÐkÞ[ ÒkD\ÞmÐ Ð [Ð RXÏÐ JXÏÞhÐe _ó[Ô J jÕNÑ[LÊ bÐe[Ñ¯ 
]eaÐeÒe D`yÐ`Þ[ LeÞ hÐ±Ñ¯[Ðe cdàÔÐ]ÐÒe aÞbËiÞ[ LeÐBaÐLÊ Òj d©ÒeÐ_ÐªÞ D]Ôc LeÊ\ÞÒm Ð [réaÞ[ç 
LÐfÑQeZ* jk _ó[ÔaÞ[ç ÒLfÊQeZ* jÕÒdÐN JXÏÞhÑ _ó[Ô Òl[õÒe HL @aÞjêeZÑ¯ OVZÐ Ð HkÐ $fÒe JXÏÞhÑ 
_ó[Ôe hÐ±Ñ¯[Ð õ̀cÐZ LeÞaÐLÊ ÒQ_ðÐBe cÐXõÐjç cÊÔSÞLç HLÐÒXcÞ L_ç$Òe_çj kmç ÒkD LÞcéÐ ]ÞmíÑe aÞsÐ_ 
ba_Òe ÒkD, ÒdDÜWÞ [ré jk _ó[Ô `õ]hà_e `õhð DWÞRÞ, ÒjWÐÒe LÐfÑQeZ* [ré aÔÐMÔÐ_ jÕNLÊ NÊeÊ 
ÒLfÊQeZ* `MÐDS aÐ]_ J [Ð*e hÞiÔÐcÐÒ_ kÞÜ @`eÞkÐdàÔ ÒkÐB DWÞR«Þ Ð  
 

jÕÒdÐN, jÕjNà J AkeZe ^ÐeÐ _Ð HkÞWÐeÊ jcÐ© ÒkÐBRÞ _Ð ^Ñe J ªÞcÞ[ ÒkÐBRÞ Ð Doéf[Ðe `õÒaN Ò_B 
[ÐkÐ aeÕ @ Þ̂L ÒaNhÐfÑ ÒkÐBRÞ Ð ÒLfÊQeZ* ]ó½Þ ]ÞN« `õjÐeÞ[ ÒkÐBdÐBRÞ Ð c^ÔdÊNe JXÏÞhÐe ctÞe 
NÐ[õÒe hÞÁÑe _ÞkÐZ cÊ_Òe ÒMÐ]Þ[ _ó[ÔÐ=_ÐcÐ_*e  cÊ]õÐ, b=Ñ J cÊMe bÐa [e= juÐ_Òe Òj _Þc³Þ[ 
ÒkÐBdÐBR«Þ Ð HNÊXÏÞL kÞÜ ÒcßÐfÞL JXÏÞhÑ _ó[Ôe `õÐcÐZÞL aÞba Ð NÊeÊ ÒLfÊQeZ*Ê cq D`Òe _ó[ÔÐ=_Ðe 
bËcÞLÐÒe Ò]MÞÒm JXÏÞhÑ yÐ`[Ôe ÒjB bÐac¯Ñ @fj L_ÔÐ, hÐfbÕSÞLÐ, có]=aÐ]Þ_Ñ, @bÞjÐeÞLÐ, ÒLh 
aÞ_ÔÐjÞ_Ñ `õbó[Þ hÞÁ eË`e `õÐZa« `õ[ÞeË` mlÔ LeÞkÊH Ð ÒaÐ^kÊH HBWÞkÞÜ NÊeÊ ÒLfÊQeZ* ]ó½Þe ÒaßhÞ½Ô 
$ÊVÞDÒW, [`jÔÐe jÞwÞ cÞfÞdÐH Ð ÒmÐL_ó[Ô (ÒNÐVÞ`Ê@ _ó[Ô), cÐkÐeÑ _ó[Ô J ctÞe NÐ[õe _ó[ÔÐ=_Ðe ÒMÐ]Þ[ 
eË` B[ÔÐ]Þe cÞhõZÒe JXÏÞhÑ _ó[Ôe jé[§[Ðe aÞLÐh OÒV Ð 
 

HÒ[ÒafLÊ Òj NÊeÊ ÒLfÊQeZÒe eË`Ð«eÞ[ ÒkÐBjÐeÞÒmZÞ Ð @_ð̀ ËÀàÐ aÞ Nõã̀ çeÊ AjÞ 1953eÊ LfÐaÞLÐh ÒLtõÒe 
15aià hÞlL[Ð LeÞR«Þ, `Òe ]ÞmíÑe NÐuaà ckÐaÞ]ÔÐf¯, cÊcéÐBe _ÔÐjç_Ðmç ÒjÃeç @$ç `eç$eçcÞ=ç AVçàjç HaÕ 
LmÞL[Ðe "`õSÐ[ÞL' @_ÊºÐ_Òe Òj hÞlÐ]Ð_ LeÞR«Þ Ð [Ð*e `õcÊM hÞiÔÐcÐÒ_ ÒkÒm `]êhõÑ jÕdÊ¦Ð `ÐZÞNõÐkÑ, 
LÊ*Êc ckÐ«Þ, `õÞ¯cé]Ð ckÐ«Þ (ÒkScÐ]ÞÞ), cÞ_[Þ cÞhõ, ÒjÐ_Ðmç cÐ_jÞÕ, `õ[ÞcÐ Òa]Ñ, cÐ^aÑ cÊ]çNmç, S¯«Ñ ÒOÐi, 
dÐcÞ_Ñ Ló»cËrÞà, LÊ*Êc mÐmç, jÊ[`Ð ]rNÊ©, ÒXÐ_Ð NÐ=ÊmÞ, cÞ_ÐlÑ _tÐ J BmÞA_Ð jÞ[ÐeÞª Ð NÊeÊ ÒLfÊQeZ* 
`Ð]e OÊ=Êe _Þª• ÒkÐBNmÐ ÒaÐmÞ LkÞ\ÞmÞ Ð ÒaÐ^kÊH bÊm LkÞ\ÞmÞ Ð HkÞ hÞiÔÐcÐ_*e `Ð]e OÊ=ÊeÒe NÊeÊ 
ÒLfÊQeZ* OÊ=Êe akÊLÐf dÐa[ç `õ[Þ^é_Þ[ ÒkD\Þa HaÕ hÞiÔÐcÐ_*WÐeÊ `õhÞÞiÔÐcÐ_* `ÐMLÊ NmÐÒaÒf NÊeÊ 
ÒLfÊQeZ ÒLaf _ÞLéZÞ[ ÒkD_\ÞÒa, NÊeÊÒ]ae bËcÞLÐÒe AhÑaÐà] LeÞ QÐmÊ\ÞÒa Ð 
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@_ð`ËÀàÐ aÞ Nõã`ç RÐXÏÞmÐ ÒafLÊ Òj _ó[Ô jÕÒdÐS_Ðe Òaßi¯ÞL ]ÞN jÕ`LàÒe @akÞ[ ÒkÐBjÐeÞ\ÞÒm Ð H ]ÞNÒe 
eaÞh*e* hÞiÔ ]¯Ðm heZ [Ð*Ê dÒ\½ jÐkÐdÔ LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð NÊeÊ ÒLfÊQeZ*Ê ÒLaf SÒZ _ó[ÔaÞ[ç LkÞÒm 
dÒ\½ Òka_ÐkÞÜ Ð HLÐ^ÐeÒe Òj \ÞÒm `MDS aÐ]L, _ó[ÔaÞ[ç, _ó[Ô hÞlL J _ó[Ô jÕÒdÐSL c^Ô Ð H[]ç 
aÔ[Ñ[ @Ò_L eÐNe Òj c^Ô j$f jõ½Ð Ð [Ð*e HBjaÊ `Ðe=c[Ðe jéÑLó[Þ jéeË` Òj _Ð_Ð j®Ð_Òe bËiÞ[ 
ÒkÐBR«Þ Ð JXÏÞhÑ _ó[ÔÒe `õ\c \e `ÐBÜ Òj ÒLtõ jÕNÑ[ _ÐVL `Êe²Ðe mÐb LeÞR«Þ 1966Òe Ð `Òe 
`dàÔÐ¯LõÒc Òj bÐe[ jeLÐe* ]éÐeÐ `]êhõÑ, `]êbËiZ, J `]êaÞbËiZ D`Ð^ÞÒe j®Ð_Þ[ ÒkÐBR«Þ Ð c^Ô`õÒ]h 
jeLÐe [Ð*Ê LÐfÞ]Ðj j®Ð_ `õ]Ð_ LeÞR«Þ Ð AjÐc jeLÐe Ò]BR«Þ h*e Ò]a `Êe²Ðe Ð @MÞf bÐe[Ñ¯ 
Nuaà ckÐaÞ]ÔÐf¯ [Ð*Ê X�ÒeVç D`Ð Þ̂Òe bËiÞ[ LeÞR«Þ Ð j®Ð_ [Ð*e jÞwÞe @_ÊjeZ LeÞRÞ jaÊÒaÒf Ð 
 

NÊeÊ ÒLfÊQeZ* jÕ`LàÒe ÒNÐVÞH L\Ð LÊkÐ _ NÒm, @ Ë̀Àà ÒkÐB ekÞdÞa [Ð* SÑa_ ÒaÐ^e B[ÞkÐj Ð _ó[ÔÒe 
Òj Òd`eÞ jc Þ̀à[ õ̀ÐZ, aÔ¦ÞL SÑa_Òe ÒjkÞ`eÞ ÒLÐcf, jef, _Þ´`V ÒjðkÑ J A`ZÐe Ð cÐ[ójÊmb ÒjðkÒe 
Òj `õÐ¯ [Ð*e jcª hÞiÔ hÞiÔÐcÐ_*Ê J jcª `eÞQÞ[cÐ_*Ê aÐuÞ eMÞ\ÞÒm Ð @_ð`ËÀàÐ aÞ Nõã`çeÊ Òj ÒdDÜ 
@bÞÒ_[õÑ mlêÑ`õÞ¯ÐLÊ _ÞSe jk^càÞZÑ bÐaÒe _ÞaàÐQ_ LeÞ\ÞÒm, Òhi `dàÔ« ÒjB Ò`õce c^Êe NÊÕS_Òe Òj 
]ÊÒkÜ cÊ cÊ‘ ÒkÐB ekÊ\ÞÒm Ð JXÏÞhÑ _ó[ÔLÊ ÒLaf hÐ±Ñ¯[Ðe A^Ðe Ò]B NÊeÊ ÒLfÊQeZ _Þ´õÞ¯ 
ÒkÐBdÐB_\ÞÒm Ð `õ\Òc JXÏÞhÐ jeLÐe* `õ[ÞºÞ[ JXÏÞhÑ NÒaiZÐ ÒLtõÒe Òj ÒdÐNÒ]B\ÞÒm, cÐ[õ 
jéÐ^Ñ_bÐaÒe JXÏÞhÑ _ó[Ô ÒQ[_ÐÒe _Ë[_[Ðe cÊ]õÐ AÒeÐ` LeÞaÐ `ÐBÜ Òj [ÐLÊ `eÞ[ÔÐNLeÞ JXÏÞhÑ _ó[Ô 
NÒaiZÐ jÕyÐ "jóS_Ñ' yÐ`_ LeÞ Òhi `dàÔ« _ÞS NÒaiZÐ @aÔÐk[ eMÞ\ÞÒm Ð 
 

_Þe«e Òj ]Ñ` SfÊ\ÞmÐ Ð @__Ô[Ðe bËcÞLÐ _ÞcàÐZ LeÊ\ÞmÐ, _ÞSjé ]ó½Þe ]ÞN« juÐ_ LeÊ\ÞmÐ, `ÊZÞ jaÊ bÞ[Òe 
Òj @_« `ÊeÊi @Òs¯e AhÑaàÐ] LÐc_Ð LeÊ\ÞmÐ J [Ð* QeZÒe SÑa_e jÐ\àL[Ð, j®Ð_ J jc÷Ða_Ð DjúNà 
LeÊ\ÞmÐ Ð @^eÒe `Ð_ÒaÐfe eÕN, QeZÒe OÊ=Êe, LVÑÒe ÒcMfÐ, QlÊÒe bÐa[e=, @Ò= @Ò= AkâÐ] 
DoéÐje a_ÔÐ HaÕ jÒaÐà`eÞ HL mÐaZÔc¯ ]Ñ©Þ H jcª ÒLaf aÞbÊ-jc`àÞ[ aÔ¦Þ @«ee _ÞcàÐmÔ LZÞLÐ 
aÔ[Ñ[ @_ÔLÞRÞ _ÒkÐB`ÐÒe Ð [ÐkÐ _ ÒkÐB\ÞÒm afb]õ jÐkÊ* ÒNÐVÞ`Ê@ AMXÏÐ Ò]MÞ cÊ‘ ÒkÐB QÐkÊÜ\ÞaÐ, 
`Ð_aeSÒe `ÐZÞ cXÏÐD\ÞaÐ, eÐScÞ±Ñ LÐc LeÊ\ÞaÐ, `ÊZÞ AÒ]ßÐ ÒLßÐZjÞ A_ÊºÐ_ÞL hÞlÐ mbÞ _\ÞaÐ aÐfL 
ÒLfÊQeZ ASÞ aÞhéatÔ NÊeÊ ÒLfÊQeZÒe eË`Ð«eÞ[ ÒkÐB LÐfS¯Ñ ÒkÐB `ÐeÞ_\ÐÒ« Ð 
 

NÊeÊ ÒLfÊQeZ* `eÞ dÒhÐa«Ñ `õ[ÞbÐ jaÊLÐfÒe S_ê _Þ@«Þ _ÐkÞÜ; dÊN dÊN aÔa^Ð_Òe ÒLÐQÞ[ L]aÐ AaÞbËà[ 
kÊ@«Þ HaÕ ceZLÊ @có[ ÒjÐ`Ð_ LeÞ]Þ@«Þ Ð NÊeÊ ÒLfÊQeZ jcNõ bÐe[Ñ¯ hÐ±Ñ¯ _ó[Ô SN[Òe jéot, 
jÐamÑf, SÑa«, jé[ÓÉËrà bÐac¯Ñ J `õÐZc¯Ñ @bÞaÔ¦Þ `ÐBÜ _ó[Ô hÞÁÑcÐ_*e jêeZÑ¯, @_ÊjeZÑ¯ DLùiàe 
@cýÐ_ h*Ê (cÐBmç Ò½Ð_ç) ÒkÐB ekÞÒa Ð 
 
 
(hõÑ _Þ[ÔÐ_t jÐkÊ JXÏÞA bÐiÐ J jÐkÞ[Ô aÞbÐNÒe @^ÔÐ`_Ð LÐdàÔeÊ @aje NõkZ LmÐ`Òe aràcÐ_ 88 
ejÊmNXÏ _ËAjÐkÞ, bÊaÒ_héeÒe @ayÞ[ Ð aÞbÞ_ð ÒjèoÐÒjaÑ @_ÊºÐ_ jk SXÏÞ[ ekÞ jÐeÐ SÑa_ Òj DjùNà 
LeÞR«Þ jcÐS LmÔÐZ J ÒjaÐ ]ÞNÒe Ð 2002 cjÞkÐÒe Òj XÐmÐjç AjÞ\úaÐÒaÒf yÐ_Ñ¯ kÞtÊ ctÞeÒe JXÏÞA 
jÐkÞ[Ôe B[ÞkÐj D`Òe jÊte HaÕ aÞªó[ bÐaÒe bÐiZ Ò]B\úÒm Ð) 
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Guruji 
 
 
Niharika Mohanty 
 

 
It felt like the flame had dimmed forever. 

But we wished to believe that he was immortal, 
even though in the last couple years, he tried to 
prepare our minds. He had such a divine pres-
ence, and through his dance, one knew that he 
had reached the divine. It is hard to imagine the 
rest of our lives without his physical presence. Yet, 
he is immortalized in our precious memories and 
will be there guiding us and inspiring us. 

I started training from Guru Kelucharan 
Mohapatra in 1989. Later, I lived with him at his 
home, participated in his workshops, and joined 
him on tour. In 1996, I assisted Bapa, Dr. Sri 
Gopal Mohanty, and a committee of organizers in 
organizing his first North American tour with his 
troupe, as part of an international celebration of 
his 70th birth anniversary. In 2000, I organized his 
second tour and workshops, and was working 
towards a third shorter tour next year. I wanted to 
do whatever I could for him for he was not only my 
Guru but a father, mentor in life, and on many 
occasions simply my friend.  

Ma told me on that fateful day, “Remember 
his qualities.” 

Guruji’s genius in dance and music is 
known to all. He had all the in-born talent and 
insightful experience, which made him unique in 
his ability as a dancer, musician, teacher, chore-
ographer, and above all a real Guru.  

We all saw what a skilled mime and 
dramatist he was, and how he expressed so 
vividly transforming himself into whatever charac-
ter he portrayed. On stage, the balding elder 
gentleman became Radha, Sakhi, Krishna, 
Ravana, Kevat, Sudama, etc. I cherish the mo-
ments I have spent with him on stage, since his 
captivating and inspirational presence gave life to 
us in our roles. 

Guruji’s pakhawaj playing had all the 
grace, intricacy, intuition, exhilaration, and dexter-
ity, producing only the most beautiful tones that 
inspired one to dance. Even Zakir Hussain had 
once remarked to me on the brilliance of his 
pakhawaj play. Also, I recall when he taught me 
the first bol in learning pakhawaj “tari kita taka,” I 

 
Photo Credit Avinash Pashricha 

did not play “Ri” to his satisfaction, and so he 
tapped it on my knee so that I could feel it. Even in 
Guruji’s dance one could feel how intuitively 
intricate rhythm flowed through all his movements 
even when he danced extemporaneously.  

His creativity can only be compared to the 
likes of the greatest choreographers like Martha 
Graham and Balanchine. His aptitude for logic and 
his background in visual arts led to the well 
thought out form and aesthetical beauty of his 
style. I had the great opportunity of witnessing the 
creation of a dance drama right from its concep-
tion to the discussion with scholars, the music 
composition, choreography, and to its final produc-
tion, with Guruji explaining his vision every step of 
the way. I participated in that dance drama, 
“Chandasoka”. 

He was a perfectionist, and this was clearly 
evident in his dance. He had a well conditioned 
body that had been perfected through years of 
training. In the last Odissi Festival, I had the good 
fortune to witness his performance at Ambassador 
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Lalit Mansingh’s residence. It brought tears to my 
eyes to see his determination to reach a perfect 
position, even at that age. Many times in class, we 
have seen him training us tirelessly into the night, 
meticulously correcting us until he was satisfied, 
often without taking a break for dinner. Even 
during power outages Guruji would insist on 
teaching by candlelight and would scold me if I did 
not correctly imitate an expression. His single-
minded aim for perfection led him to scoldings that 
were sometimes very harsh also. Yet, he would 
always tell me, when I left his home, to remember 
his “gaali” (scoldings), because they represented 
his corrections. Today, I fondly cherish his “gaali.” 

He was a true guru. Guru means from 
darkness to light, or in other words, one who 
guides from ignorance to bliss. Guruji was truly 
inspirational. I definitely would not have come this 
far if it weren’t for him. When I first arrived in 
Bhubaneswar to learn from Guruji, I was very 
nervous. Menaka Thakkar, my teacher at that time 
and disciple of Guruji, had warned me about his 
temper, how he had thrown a stick at a student 
and numerous other things. Three days after I got 
there, he wanted to see Batu. After seeing the 
dance he spoke to me in Oriya and pointed to 
Aloka Kanungo (a exquisite Odissi dancer at her 
peak at that time), “She has a couple of mistakes” 
(implying she was basically perfect), and then he 
pointed to Itishree Dwivedi, “She had a few 
mistakes, but she has not been learning for the 
past 4 years since she got married and had a 
child”, and then he pointed to me and said, “You 
have many mistakes.” At that point, I just won-
dered what I was doing there. Yet, I had come so 
far to learn from the Maestro with high expecta-
tions, and my parents had worked so hard to get 
me there, and so I continued. In the next three 
months, he worked on me as if chiseling a sculp-
ture out of a rock, pushing and pulling me in so 
many different ways. After 12 hours a day at his 
home, my back would ache, sometimes my knees 
were bruised black and blue from rubbing against 
his chipped and cracked cement floor, my muscles 
would be sore, and everyday, Guruji would call me 
names like “chataraa” or “ghusuri” or “gadhi” 
constantly (only giving me a break on my birthday) 
and expect my body to do incredible things. The 
day I left was difficult for me, but he pretended like 
it didn’t really matter to him. When I returned the 
following time, he made me his disciple. I realized 
I had passed his test.  

All of these qualities contributed to him be-
ing a great Guru, dancer, musician, and choreog-
rapher, perhaps the greatest in Odissi. Yet there 
was so much more to the person he was. Guruji 
was a great human being, extremely talented but 
also fundamentally a very good person, that one 
only aspires to be like. 

For him there was only God and dance. He 
was a very devotional man. He built a temple for 
his village goddess in Raghurajpur funded by 
donations from numerous students. He was most 
definitely a karma yogi. Dance was his karma, and 
he danced and taught until the day he was no 
longer. My parents witnessed his second to final 
performance and remembered how in the back-
stage he was preoccupied with dressing appropri-
ately for his role as Shakuni. His wish to God was 
to leave his body while he was actively able to 
continue with his karma. God knew his devotion 
and granted his wish. 

His greatest qualities, no doubt, were his 
humility and simplicity. Bani Jairam, the famous 
singer, had come to Guruji’s house. I remember 
her lying down in complete prostration of Guruji. 
He had asked her to sit on the couch but upon 
seeing him seated on the ground, she quickly 
moved to be seated there also. Guruji felt embar-
rassed and immediately went to his bedroom to 
pick up his own pillows from the bed to place 
behind her so she could sit comfortably. Guruji 
had a simple down to earth existence, often 
sleeping on the floor and living modestly like any 
simple Oriya family even though he may have 
been able to afford much more. 

He was one of those unique people who 
had a special relationship with so many – those 
who spent even a little time to those who spent 
years with him. He had an incredible ability to 
reach out to so many. Every person who has 
learnt from him can recollect some special experi-
ence, and of course, those of us who were only 
too fortunate to spend much more time will always 
feel how blessed we were. 

If it were not for pride in his culture, per-
haps Guruji would have left Orissa long before, 
having had invitations to live a better life in India’s 
big metropolis. But he wanted to remain in Orissa 
to stay close to the place of his artistic inspiration. 
For him, I was a different student since I was Oriya 
but brought up outside India. He took pride in 
telling others that I was Oriya brought up outside 
India, and yet was raised with the Oriya language 
and culture. I remember him telling Guruma in 
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Oriya on my first trip, “Of course, she’ll eat every-
thing you make. After all, she is an Oriya girl.” That 
day, I even ate eggplant, which I am allergic to. On 
the other hand, he used to tease me and say 
“Sahiba jhia” (foreign girl) to try and provoke me to 
learning the proper language and culture. When 
he came to Canada and spoke to my students, he 
asked them all if they knew their own language, 
whether Punjabi, Gujarati, Bengali, or Oriya. He 
was delighted when he saw students who spoke 
their language fluently, because he felt language 
was at the base of the culture and important to 
learn first before training in dance. Guruji, himself, 
had a vast vocabulary in Oriya. Initially, I only 
understood 25% of what he spoke, and someone 
translated his words into simple Oriya for me. 
Through the years, he educated me in increasing 
my vocabulary. 

Guruji had a thirst for knowledge. I recall 
that he would be so fascinated by astronomy – 
spaceships and stars. He would always ask 
questions to find out more from us, since he would 
acknowledge the fact that he had not studied. Yet, 
many times we would not be able to provide him 
suitable answers, and so he continued to enquire 
and try to learn from scholars in the field. 

Despite Guruji regretting not having a for-
mal education, he was very intelligent and wise, 
with an incredible memory. Guruji and I would 
discuss what he would have been had he been 
educated. I always thought he would be an 
astronomer, but he felt he would have been an 
engineer because he loved to open up machines 
and try to fix them. Whatever he might have been, 
undoubtedly he would have been a genius in that 
field. Yet, we are thankful that he did not end up in 
any other field for what would present day Odissi 
have been without him? 

Always observing everything around him, 
he possessed an appreciation for any skill and 
talent. When he came to America, he would sit for 
hours and watch the soap operas, and when he 
did not understand something, he would ask. He 
got very caught up in the emotions of the charac-
ters admiring the skill of the actors. I recall expos-
ing him to figure skating late one night after our 
workshop in Calcutta. He was so appreciative of 
the talent, and continuously was in awe of the 
well-rehearsed skaters. Once we both watched a 
New Year’s Eve special happening somewhere in 
the Western world, and he watched young people 
dancing and enjoying the music. He observed and 
he observed, and the next morning he asked me if 

these people just danced for joy, “ananda”. He 
also asked me if I did that kind of dance knowing 
that it was part of the culture in the West. When I 
admitted to it, he thought nothing of it, because he 
was very open-minded. In fact, at Pratap Das’ 
house in Washington DC at the end of our tour in 
1996, Guruji insisted that he wanted to see me 
dance and even mimicked me afterwards, for 
Guruji always had a sense of humor. Yet, he 
always felt that our Western dance was foreign to 
the Indian culture and did not belong in the mov-
ies. 

He epitomized beauty and neatness. How 
neatly he placed all his things around him as he 
was seated in the back seat of our car. Even when 
he took off his sweater he folded it neatly and 
tucked it away beside him. One time, he looked at 
me and admired that I had neatly applied kajal to 
my eyes, had worn my nice sari properly and had 
two bindis on my forehead, but he wondered why 
the big bindi was so low. He asked me to come to 
him, and he picked up the bindi (of course the 
stick-on kind) and placed it in the middle of my 
forehead. Then, he was pleased and class could 
go on. Many other times, he scolded us if anything 
was dusty, and even if a speck of dirt were left on 
the ground, he would make us pick it up. For him, 
the world around him needed to be beautiful. 

Guruji was good at everything that life re-
quired of him. I have seen him as a gardener, 
videographer, architect, doctor, mechanic, engi-
neer, artist, and a builder. He designed his houses 
and built his Cuttack home. He would open up his 
tape recorders that were not working and try to fix 
them. I remember one time my stomach was not 
well, and he felt my stomach to see where it was 
hurting and then gave me his diagnosis. 

Yet he had a childlike innocence. Those 
who were there in the final banquet of last year’s 
Odissi Festival in Washington DC would recall his 
childlike joy and excitement to receive the token 
emblem of the Festival that was given to all the 
participants. One time, when we were traveling by 
car, my mother had offered Guruji a slice of cake, 
and after he finished the slice, he so sweetly 
asked if he could have another slice, like a child 
asking a grown-up. In another instance, immedi-
ately after moving to his Bhubaneswar home, 
Guruji would thrill at watching the planes go over 
his house so much so that he would pull us all to 
watch also. 

He was such a sweet person. Perhaps, we 
wondered if maybe all the sugar he took in his tea 
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made him so very sweet. He was so kind and 
loving always kissing our forehead or pinching our 
cheeks or hugging us in elation when we first 
arrived in his house. I remember the day when I 
arrived in his house, and he had found out that I 
was engaged. He was so delighted and thrilled 
with the news and anxious to know about his 
future son-in-law. I remember after my daughter 
Maya was born how he spoke to me so lovingly 
first asking about the baby and then asking how I 
was doing and speaking to me about the beautiful 
relationship of mother and child and the precious 
role of the mother. 
 
 Now it feels like the light is gone. Some-
times I feel depressed that he is no longer, and 
other times there is disbelief. Yet I have felt his 

presence so strong still inspiring and guiding me in 
this dance of life. Like I have conversed with God, 
I converse with him. And he answers me back 
forever to inspire and guide me.  

Thank you, Guruji for your immense contri-
bution to Odissi dance, for which you will be 
missed more than anyone else. 

Thank you for our special and unique bond 
and allowing me into your heart and family and 
teaching me so unconditionally not only the art of 
Odissi dance, but how to be a good human being. 
Because of you, today we are brothers and sisters 
who have been bonded together by our connec-
tion to you. 
 

We will miss you. 
 

 
 
Niharika Mohanty is an accomplished Odissi dancer, trained by Guru Kelucharan Mohapatra. She lives in San 
Francisco, CA. nmohanty@hotmail.com 
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NÊeÊLó`Ð                 _tÞ[Ð ÒaÒkeÐ 
 
ÒcÐ'e _ó[ÔNÊeÊ `]êaÞbËiZ ÒLfÊQeZ ckÐ`Ð[õ JXÏÞhÑ _ó[Ô SN[e Qf«Þ õ̀[ÞcÐ; dÐkÐ* _Ðc jêeZ cÐÒ[õ AMÞ 
ANÒe bÐjÞDÒW HL kjkj jef hÞhÊjÊmb Lc_Ñ¯ eË` - Rtc¯ [Ð'e N[Þ, @`Ëaà HL jéNàÑ¯ ÒjßÐtdàÔe `õ[ÞeË` 
jÒ[ ÒdcÞ[Þ Ð jÐeÐ SN[ _ÞLVÒe Òj `eÞQÞ[ HL ckÐ_ _ó[ÔNÊeÊ eËÒ`; ÒcÐ'e @«ee HL _Þbó[ ÒLÐZÒe Òj 
aÞeÐScÐ_ HL `aÞ[õ jëó[Þ eËÒ` Ð 
 
NÊeÊSÑ* _ÞLVÒe hÞiÔÐ kÞjÐaÒe ÒdÒ[ 
_ÊÒkÜ, HL A]eZÑ¯Ð L_ÔÐ kÞjÐaÒe ÒcÐ'e 
hÞlÐmÐb LeÞ\úmÞ Ð ÒLÒaÒkÒm Òj NÊeÊ 
kÞjÐaÒe j®Ð_e ]ÐaÑ LeÞ_\úÒm Ð jÊhÑ[f 
N=Ð bfÞ ]Ð_ [Ð*e \ùmÐ jéo Ð "_cõ«Þ $fÞ_ 
aól' bfÞ j]Ðjaà]Ð [Ð*e aÞ_cõ[Ð cÒ[ 
jaÊWÐeÊ QLÞ[ LeÞ\ùmÐ Ð HÒ[ NÊZe @^ùLÐeÑ 
ÒkÐB\ùÒm c^Ô Naà, J ]`à [Ð* `ÐM RÊBÜ 
_\úmÐ Ð bNaÐ_* ]¯ÐeÊ ÒcÐ' SÑa_e HL 
cËmÔaÐ_ jc¯ [Ð* `][Òf LVÞ\ùmÐ Ð 
eÐcQtõ `ÐiÐZÑ @kmÔÐLÊ DwÐe LmÐbfÞ 
ÒcÐ' SÑa_e jcª `Ð`Nõª @uLÐeLÊ Òj Òd`eÞ LÐDÜeÞ LÐWÞ RÊAÜB AÒmÐLÞ[ LeÞ Ò]B\ùÒm Ð ÒcÐ'e jaÊÒaÒf 
cÒ_kÊH, cÊÜ jÒ[ Òd`eÞ HL jÊhÑ[f aVaól [Òf AhõÐ Ò_BRÞ, ÒdDÜWÞ _Ðc, j®Ð_, AXÏcée, ÒhßÐdàÔe bÞXÏ _ÐkÞÜ Ð 
hÞÁÑ SÑa_e jcª @yÞe[Ð J @_Þ¾Þ[[Ð ÒdcÞ[Þ ÒjWÞ cËmÔkÑ_ Ð jÒ[ ÒdcÞ[Þ `õhÐ«Þe HL _Þf¯ ÒcÐ'e NÊeÊ Ð  
 
`õ\c LeÞ [Ð* jkÞ[ ÒbV ÒkÐB\ùmÐ 1971 cjÞkÐ LVL LfÐaÞLÐh ÒLtõWÐÒe Ð NÊeÊSÑ summer class 
Ò_D\ÐA«Þ Ð ]ÞmíÑe ÒLÒ[NÊXÏÞH @`Ëaà jÊteÑ JXÏÞhÑ _ó[ÔhÞÁÑ*Ê Ò_B N[ÞÒb] `míaÑe _ó[ÔeË` QÐmÞ\ÐH Ð hõÑ 
bÊaÒ_hée cÞhõ cÊÔSÞLç aSÐD\ÐA«Þ Ð NÊeÊSÑ [ÐLÊ jÒSB _ó[Ô _ÞÒ~àh_Ð Ò]D\ÐA«Þ Ð jcª _ó[Ôe[Ð jÊteÑ* 
c^ÔÒe `õ\c \e `ÐBÜ [Ð*Ê Ò]MÞ ÒcÐ'e cÒ_ÒkmÐ jÒ[ Òd`eÞ LÐfÞ]Ðj* ÒcO]Ë[e ÒcOM¨ `eÞ HL hÐ« jðÞNç^ 
cËràÞ cÊÜ Ò]MÊRÞ Ð [Ð`Òe @Ò_L jc¯ LVÐBaÐe jÊÒdÐN `ÐBRÞ; jaÊÒaÒf _ó[ÔhÞlÐ RXÏÐ [Ð* _Þ[Þ]Þ_ÞA QÐmÞQfZe 
jef[Ð HL DÒmíMÒdÐNÔ aÞi¯ Ð ]ÞÒ_ cÊÜ QLÞ[ ÒkÐB `ÞmÐfÞA `õhðVÞH `QÐeÞ\ùmÞ, ""A`Z HÒ[aXÏ _ó[ÔNÊeÊ AMÔÐ 
ak_ LeÞ HÒ[ _cõ LÞ`eÞ ÒkÐB`ÐeÞÒm ?'' hÞhÊ bfÞ kjÞ DWÞ `Ð_ MÐD MÐD NÊeÊSÑ LkÞÒm, ""dÐkÐ SN_ðÐ\* 
ae]Ð_, cÊÜ [ RÐe c_ÊiÔ cÐ[õ Ð'' jaÊÒaÒf Òj LÊk«Þ- ""cÊÜ HL Þ̀[ÊfÐ cÐ[õ, WÐLÊe* _ÞÒ~àhÒe AÒNB QÐmÞRÞ Ð'' 
]ÞÒ_ÒkÒm ÒLßÐZjÞ jbÐ, jcÞ[Þ bÞ[Òe WÞA ÒkÐB LkÞ_ÐkÐ«Þ - cÊÜ JXÏÞhÑ _ó[Ôe kràÐ, LràÐ, bÐNÔaÞ̂ Ð[Ð Ð 
 
]Þ_Le OVZÐ Ð LVL aÐeaÐVÑ ½ÐXÞ¯cçÒe LÊcÐe Djùa eÞkeçjÐmç QÐmÞ\ÐH Ð @Ò_L hÞÁÑ* jcÐÒah Ð ]Þ_eÐ[Þ LÐc 
QÐmÞRÞ Ð kWÐ[ç SÒZ hÞÁÑ eÐNÞDWÞ jÐeç*Ê LÞRÞ LkÞaÐ Aec÷ LeÞÒ]Òm Ð NÊeÊSÑ Ò^ßdàÔe jk jaÊ hÊZÞ ^ÑÒe ^ÑÒe 
`MÐDS aSÐBaÐÒe mÐNÞ\ÐA«Þ Ð hÞÁÑ SZL aÐkÐeLÊ aÐkÐeÞNÒm Ð LÞRÞ jc¯ `Òe eÐN hÐ« ÒkmÐ `Òe AjÞ lcÐ 
cÐNÞÒm Ð NÊeÊSÑ jêÞ[ kjÞ LkÞÒm, ""hÞhÊ d]Þ cÐ'e c_Òe L½ ]ÞH, cÐ' LZ [Ð'LÊ jÐeÐ SÑa_ ^eÞaÒj ? ÒjcÞ[Þ 
Ò[Ð'e BRÐÒkmÐ, [Ê LkÞmÊ, cÊÜ hÊZÞmÞ; H\e jc¯ _½ _LeÞ QÐm LÞRÞ LÐc LeÞaÐ, LÊAÜe `ÊÒ_BÜ `ÐÒMB AjÞmÐZÞ Ð'' 
jcª* NkZÒe RÞXÏÐÒkÐB cÊÜ bÐaÊ\ÐH, HÒ[ jkS, jÊte bÐÒa NÊeÊSÑ ÒLcÞ[Þ HÒ[ aXÏ L\Ðe jcÐ^Ð_ LeÞÒ]Òm 
? 
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NÊeÊSÑ jaÊÒaÒf Lk«Þ, ÒdÒk[Ê _ó[Ô cÐ^ÔcÒe AÒc Ló», eÐ^Ð A]Þ XÞbÐB_ç QeÞ[õ NÊXÏÞLÊ @b_¯ cÐ^ÔcÒe 
Ò]MÐD, Òj\ù`ÐBÜ @«eÒe b¦ÞbÐa ekÞaÐ _ÞkÐ[Þ AahÔL Ð ÒLaf @bÞ_¯ LeÞ `õLó[ ej $ÊVÐBÒm [ÐkÐ `õÐZkÑ_ 
ÒkÐB`ÒXÏ Ð c_Òe LÊVÞf bÐa eMÞ eÐ^ÐbÐa Ò]MÐBaÐ HL hÐ±Ñ¯ hÞÁÑe ^cà _ÊÒkÜ ÒaÐmÞ Òj aÞhéÐj LeÊ\úÒm Ð 
LfÐLÐe ÒkaÐLÊ ÒkÒm @«ee `aÞ[õ[Ðe ÒLÒ[ AahÔL[Ð, [ÐkÐ [Ð* @bÞ_¯ Ò]MÞÒm aÊTÐdÐH Ð ÒLÒ[\e Òd cÊÜ 
[Ð*Ê Ò]MÞRÞ bÞ_ðbÞ_ð eË`Òe, ÒLÒa eÐ^ÐbÐÒa [ ÒLÒa Ló»bÐÒa, ÒLÒa hõÑeÐc* bÐacËràÞ [ ÒLÒa jÐcÐ_Ô 
ÒLDVe ALÊf AÒa]_ Ð cÒ_ `XÏÞdÐH, [ÊfjÑ eÐcÐ¯Z hÞMÞaÐ jc¯Òe ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf hõÑeÐc* `]^ÊA jc¯ AÒj, 
NÊeÊSÑ jÒ[ Òd`eÞ @_Ô ÒLDÜ bÐaeÐSÔÒe `kqùdÐA«Þ Ð ]ÞÒ_ `QÐeÞaÐeÊ LkÞÒm, ""cÊÜ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf ÒLDV ÒeÐmç 
LeÞ hõÑeÐc* `ÐMLÊ dÐDRÞ, jÒ[ ÒdcÞ[Þ [Ð* `Ð]`]ê ]ÊBVÞ cÒ[ ]ÞhÊRÞ, ÒLÐk jcéeZ LeÞ`ÐeÊ_Þ; ÒaÒfÒaÒf 
cÒ_kÊH, AD Ò^ßdàÔ ^eÞ`ÐeÞaÞ_Þ, bËBÜÒe ÒmÐVÞdÞaÞ `õbÊ* `Ð][Òf Ð'' [Ð* b¦ kó]¯Òe b¦Þe ^ÐeÐ j]ÐÒaÒf 
@aÞe[ aÐeÞ^ÐeÐ `eÞ akÞ QÐmÞ\ÐH Ð @bÞ_¯ `ÐBÜ NÊeÊSÑ*e "cÊXç'e AahÔL[Ð ÒLÒa `ÒXÏ_Þ Ð _aeje jcª ej 
jÒ[ Òd`eÞ [Ð* AÒ]hÒe eË̀  ]Þ@«Þ [Ð* @bÞ_¯LÊ Ð ÒjWÞ ÒhßfÑ, b=Ñ, "mSÞLç', "BÒÃÒmLçVç' LÞ aÞsÐ_ LÞRÞ LÐc 
LÒe_Þ Ð Òaß»a `õÐZe hõwÐ J b¦Þ ÒdcÞ[Þ HL @`eË̀  ÒhÐbÐ Ò_B [Ð* @Ò= @Ò= $ÊVÞDÒW Ð 
 
NÊeÊSÑ QÐmÞNÒm Ð bÊaÒ_hée Oee cÊMÔLràÐ, ÒLDV `õj=e ÒLßarà AD _ÐkÐ«Þ Ð HL\Ð QÞ«Ð LeÞ c^Ô ÒaÒfÒaÒf 
aÞhéÐj kÊH_Þ Ð LA Timese Dance Critic*Ê NÊeÊSÑ* Ò]kÐ« aÞi¯ LkÊLkÊ LkÞmÞ, ""My guru had the most 
beautiful death. He got Nirvana. He had no suffering and he was dancing until the last day. He is in 
heaven and I am celebrating his beautiful journey.''  
 
SN_ðÐ\* @jÑc Ló`Ð Ð [Ð* bfÞ ckÐ_ç AcùÐLÊ _ÞLVÒe `ÐB SÐZÞaÐe jÊÒdÐN `ÐBRÞ ÒaÐmÞ ÒcÐ kó]¯ jaà]Ð FZÑ Ð 
cÊÜ AÒceÞLÐÒe ÒRÐVÞA ²ÊmçVÞH LeÞRÞ hÊZÞ akÊ[ MÊjÞ kÊ@«Þ, Lk«Þ - ""Acé`[õ DXÏÞdÐB MÒ¨ ]ËeÒe `XÏÞÒm c^Ô 
[ÐLÊ LZ LÞH Jª`[õ LkÞa ? `[õLÊ Ò]MÞ NRe `eÞQ¯ cÞÒf Ð ÒjcÞ[Þ _ÞSe _ó[Ô cÐ^ÔcÒe [ÒccÐÒ_ ÒcÐ'e 
`eÞQ¯ Ò]D\úa Ð'' N[ JXÏÞhÑ DjùaÒe JéÐjÞ=çV_ç XÞ.jÞ.Òe Ò]MÐÒkÐB\ùmÐ Ð @Ò_L AhÑaàÐ] LeÞ\ùÒm ÒcÐ'e 
RÐ[õÑcÐ_*Ê Ð Òhi D`Ò]h cÒ[ Ò]B\úÒm- ""ÒahÞ LÞRÞ $f L\Ð QÞ«Ð _LeÞ bNaÐ_*Ê c_Òe eMÞ LÐc LeÞdÐ@- 
Do not run after program, program should run after you Ð'' NÊeÊSÑ* SÑa_e `ec^cà \ùmÐ, "Surrender'; 
_ÞSe LÐdàÔ cÐ^ÔcÒe bNaÐ_* _ÞLVÒe _ÞSLÊ jc`àZ LeÞaÐ Ð Òaß»a ^càe HkÞ _Ñ[ÞLÊ HWÞLÐe dÊa 
LfÐLÐecÐ_*Ê aÊTÐBmÐ ÒaÒf NÊeÊSÑ* `õÞ¯ _Ñ[Þ, bÐNa[e ]ÊB^ÐXÏÞ cÒ_`ÒXÏ - 
 
""LeÞ LeÐD\ÐH cÊkÞÜ 
ÒcÐ aÞ_Ê @_Ô N[Þ _ÐkÞÜ Ð'' 
 
 
 
 

LÐmÞ$ÀàÞA
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“To The Life More Abundant” 
 

Rohini Doshi-Dandavate 

May 10, 2004 
 

It was a hot summer afternoon. The 
sun was shining bright and in the calm and 
humid air one could hear the soft murmur of a 
few young girls. In the front yard of a house 
across from a dance school, a group of young 
girls were under the guava tree pointing 
towards the ripe guavas on the branches. 
Perched on the branches at a height were two 
other friends stretching out to pluck the 
guavas, and were happily passing them down. 
Totally unaware of any other presence, the 
girls were too engrossed in their act. 
 

From the balcony of the dance school, 
Kala Vikash Kendra, Kelu “saar” (sir) was 
observing the girls. Soon the group of girls 
was seen walking to the Kendra to resume the 
dance lesson, only to realize that they were 
caught in their act, and were grounded. I was 
one of those girls perched on the branch, and 
Kelu saar was my dance teacher. However, 
this word,’ dance teacher’, does not fully 
describe the role he played in my life. 
 

It was in the Kala Vikash Kendra when 
I was introduced to Kelu saar by my uncle, the 
late Babulal Doshi. I had the privilege of 
learning Odissi dance under his tutelage since 
my early childhood. Going for dance lessons 

to Kala Vikash Kendra was a part of my daily 
routine. My mother believed that learning the 
art was an important element in the overall 
development of a child. 
 

Initially, as a young student in the 
Kendra, I had spent several long hours 
observing Kelu saar while he taught Menaka 
Thakkar during their daylong dance sessions. 
Later I had countless opportunities to learn 
and perform under his direction. Kelu saar 
was just not a teacher to his students; he was 
a friend, a father, and a strict disciplinarian. 
Innumerable experiences come to mind as I 
reminisce my days in Cuttack. 

 
One incident that comes to mind is the 

day when I assisted him in building the roof of 
his new classroom in Samanta Sahi, Cuttack. 
For him dance was not the only creative 
expression. His creativity was reflected in 
building, constructing, painting, cleaning, 
planting, and decorating. Having received the 
scholarship for young artists from the Gov-

ernment of India, I was at his home everyday 
for dance lessons. One morning as I walked 
into his house I saw Kelu saar cutting bamboo 
sticks for building the roof of the new class-
room.  That was the lesson for the day: 

                      
Photo credit: Rohini Dandavate 

OS
A 
Ar
ch
iv
es
 2
00
8-
09
pp



          2004 OSA Souvenir 
 

 157

helping him group the bamboo sticks, tying 
them firmly together and finally passing them 
to him. Our whole day went by in this task, 
and I returned home feeling exhausted and 
confused. I now understand how participating 
in this activity of building a roof was also a 
lesson in creativity and innovation when I 
teach art education and the importance of 
nurturing creative expressions in students. 

 
Traveling with Kelu saar introduced me 

to his ways of taking care of his students, 
which I then found to be quite peculiar and 
restricting. Our travels those days were mostly 
by rail. We would be groups of twenty or thirty 
students. When we would wait for the train, he 
would arrange our luggage. Bags were 
arranged according to size, form, and color. 
We called it his idiosyncrasy. To keep all the 
girls from straying away on the platform, he 
would make us sit around the bags in select 
positions. For him, the railway platform was a 
stage, and the bags and we were his props to 
choreograph. His creativity permeated in the 
mundane chores of life. Artistic expression 
was not an isolated event for him. 

 
Thirty-five years have gone by, and 

with those years I have grown through various 
experiences of my life – school and college 
graduation in Cuttack, employment and 

marriage in Bombay, motherhood in Delhi, 
and now teaching and pursuit of a doctoral 
degree at the Ohio State University in Colum-
bus, Ohio. Amidst all these changes, Kelu 
saar and his dance lessons always remained 
a part of my life. Attending dance classes and 
workshops in Cuttack, Bombay and Delhi, 

rehearsing for performances, and finally 
hosting him at my house in Boston, Massa-
chusetts in 1996, were the numerous occa-
sions when I got to spend valuable time with 
him. It was a never-ending journey of dance 
for me.  His simplicity in life, his integrity, 
precision, love and passion for work, his 
firmness and sincerity in teaching, his innova-
tive energies, and above all his humility, were 
his strengths. 

 
Learning dance, for me as a child, was only 

a hobby, and a discipline. As I grew up, it 
became good times that I shared with my 
friends. Later as a teenager, it became an 
obsession to excel. Today Odissi provides me 
with the joy, meaning and purpose of life. It 
gives me a sense of self-respect. My art has 
expanded my world and enlarged my network 
of people who I would never have met without 
Odissi. In an intercultural community of 
America, where I have worked for the past 
eleven years, Odissi dance has given me an 
identity that I am proud of. I have discovered 
that my art has allowed me to connect with 
people who are so different from me. When I 
visit schools and colleges for lecture-
demonstrations or to perform for intercultural 
audience, I notice that my art helps people to 
respect diversity and to discover their own 
roots. Training under Kelu saar was beyond 

the form and technique of Odissi. I learned 
from him: 
 
• The power of reflection 
• That creativity must permeate every facet 

of one’s life  
• The joy of small things 

 

Photo credit: Rohini Dandavate  
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• That it is important to play, and  
• That Odissi is just not a dance form, but an 

expression of a mindset that is curious, 
humble, experimental, observant, and open 
to change. 

 
Dance education in Kelu saar’s gurukul taught 
me the art of touching people's lives at a 
deeper level. His art was an expression of his 
mind and for me now the most effective way 
to educate and inspire my students with 
Odissi is by giving them a glimpse into his 
MIND.  In the words of Henry Miller, a famous 

American author, Kelu saar truly proved that 
"Art is only a means to life, to the life more 
abundant ".  
 

His passing away has left a void in my 
world. Life will carry on but it will never be the 
same. The lessons of life seem to have 
ended. It feels like the curtain has dropped 
forever. With eyes welled with tears, a heavy 
heart, and a choking voice, I have to bid fare 
well to him. May his soul rest in peace. 

 
 
Rohini Doshi-Dandavate is a doctoral student in Arts Policy and Administration program at the Ohio State 
University. As an artist in the Arts in Education Program of the Ohio Arts Council, she has conducted 
workshops and lecture demonstrations on Odissi dance for students in schools and colleges in Ohio since 
1994. She has offered courses in Odissi dance, as a Visiting Faculty in Denison University in 2001 and 
continues to offer dance lessons at home. She is an active performer and educator of Odissi dance, 
having received a graduate degree in Odissi dance from Kala Vikash Kendra, College of Indian Dance 
and Music, Cuttack, India. Her gurus are Guru Kelucharan Mohapatra, Guru Raghunath Dutta, Guru 
Ramani Ranjan Jena, and Menaka Thakkar. 

 
 

Photo Credit: Amitava Sarkar, 
amitava.sarkar@paiindia.org 
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Kelucharan Mohapatra: The undisputed master 
 

Sharon Lowen 
 

Kelubabu, as the great Padma Vibhushan 
Guru Kelucharan Mohapatra was respectfully 
called by audiences and students around the 
world, was one of the most distinguished figures 
of the past century in the revival of classical 
Indian performing arts.  He passed away at the 
age of 78 on April 7th in Bhubaneswar as the 
undisputed master performing artist, choreogra-
pher, teacher, and percussionist (pakhawaj) of 
Odissi Dance.  All of us who knew him or saw his 
performance were enriched by magical interpreta-
tions of an inner world of spiritual beauty and 
truth.  He was the embodiment of the transforma-
tive power of Indian classical performing arts. 
 

The humble, slight man offstage, balding 
and even missing teeth, transformed into an 
enchanting maiden as Radha in the Geeta 
Govinda or the powerfully moving devotional 
Boatman of the Ramayana.  The stage became a 
sacred space when he set foot upon it. 
 

In the charged atmosphere of the Sri San-
kat Mochan festival in Varanasi, Kelubabu be-
came lost in the bhakti of Hanuman’s character.  
He told me, “I was so immersed in the character; I 
didn’t feel that I was Kelucharan Mohapatra at all.  
I felt that I was truly Hanuman and on stage, I 
actually chewed each bead from Vibhishan’s mala 
searching for Ram in each precious gem.”  

 
I asked for anecdotes for my small book 

for Roli, “Kelucharan Mohapatra: The Dancing 
Phenomenon,” and guruji related this: “To create 
a role on stage is a total involvement.  Before 
coming to the stage, I put on my makeup and 
begin to focus on the role or character, salute my 
god and guru, and only think of what that charac-
ter, whether Nayika or Hanuman or Kevat will do.  
I am already transformed before I enter the stage.  
You have to forget yourself, your own identity 
totally.  If anything unexpected happens on stage, 
like the lights going off, I improvise in character.” 
 
“In 1995, I was performing at O.P. Jain’s open air 
theatre at Sanskriti at a farewell for the French 
Ambassador.  While I was performing Pasyati 
Dishi Dishi, the electricity went off.  I indicated to 

my son Shibu to continue playing pakhawaj, and I 
moved into the audience searching for Krishna by 
the light of the moon.  As the Nayika Radha, or 
her Sakhi, I asked audience members through my 
dance actions if they had seen him.  Still without 
stage lights, just like the old days without electric-
ity, I returned to the stage and continued my 
search for Krishna.  Through the arches at the 
back of the performance space, I showed the 
many aspects of the heroine who waits and pines 
for her beloved.  By the time the lights came back 
on and I completed the performance, I had 
danced 1-½ hours of this single ashtapadi.  Amjad 
Ali Khan and wife Subbhalaxmi genuinely asked if 
I’d composed the performance this way, but I 
danced from my inner feeling and continued 
without caring about lights or time.” 
 

“At my performance for the Padatik, Calcutta 
Classical Dance and Theatre Seminar, I was 
performing to recorded music. I started my 
performance of Kevat, the Boatman from the 
Ramayana, but the music started wobbling.  The 
sound system was overheated from all day use.  
Without stopping the dance, I explained in Abhi-
naya to the audience that I had to go backstage 
and fix the tape. I quickly changed to another 
cassette player and continued the dance without 
breaking the mood with a single word.  The 
audience loved the classical dance explanation 
with mudras of technical difficulties as much as 
the dance.”   
 

As a child, he snuck out of the house while 
his father napped to learn Gotipua dance, one of 
the foundations of classical Odissi still performed 
by pre-pubescent boys dressed as girls.  He 
apprenticed in a theatre group, gained invaluable 
hands-on experience in backstage tech work, 
learned tabla, and performed as a child actor.  He 
spent a frustrating year as a betel leaf cultivator, 
working for 5 annas a day till he got a job as a 
drummer with Orissa Theaters in Cuttack and 
eventually his previously frustrated desire to 
dance was discovered by Guru Pankaj Charan 
Das who included some dance in every theatre 
production.  After this, there was no looking back 
as he embarked on a life long process exploring 
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the “Mahari” temple dance and “Gotipua” public 
art traditions of Orissa, folk forms, Shastric texts, 
temple sculpture, and paintings with an open-
minded genius for examining new material and 
understanding its aesthetic possibilities and 
dimensions. 
 

The result was that he is both the architect 
of the neo-classical revival of Odissi and the guru 
of most of the leading exponents of this art.  For 
years he traveled untiringly with his greatest 
disciple, Sanjukta Panigrahi, crossing the length 
and breath of India, sleeping on trains at night and 
performing days, to introduce the art of Odissi to 
the whole country, and later, to the whole world.   
 

He had a unique ability to teach relatively 
large numbers of students systematically and 
precisely with his own creative methods that were 
constantly evolving.  As soon as the students 
understood the movement, he moved on to give 
as much as a student could handle, sometimes 
even more! I recall that after his summer courses 
at home in Cuttack in the 70’s he would joke that 
the Bombay girls would run home for bhel puri, 
swinging their dance music cassettes over their 
shoulders and forget everything!  At the same 
time, he knew that his generosity would enable 
the serious ones to spread his art. 
 

He put each of us to shame teaching the 
sensuous walk of Radha that no female among us 
could match.  We looked like a row of awkward 
ducklings following a swan around the dance 
studio.  Kelubabu has always taught Abhinaya by 
saying, “Observe and feel, don’t mimic or look in a 
mirror”.  He stopped class in Cuttack 20 years ago 
to instruct students to observe my infant daughter 
crawling so that they could learn how to show Bal 
Krishna from nature.  After rehearsing an expres-
sive dance passage, he would have us falling 
apart with laughter as he imitated each student’s 
interpretation of what he had taught. 
 

In the 70’s, I saw Kelubabu patiently paint 
the alta and do the makeup mixed from dry 
pigment for an entire dance drama.  His generos-
ity went beyond teaching technique and tradition.  
At my first recording session of the five items I’d 
learned, he included an additional seven to spare 
me the expense of recording when I needed them 
in future, trusting that I wouldn’t use them without 
his training.  At times, he took no payment for 

accompanying performances when he knew I 
wasn’t getting expenses covered.  
 

Kelubabu was amazing at putting things 
together, taking them apart, reassembling and 
recreating, whether cameras and tape-recorders, 
or elements of making a dance.  From the 70’s, 
he could do perfect music editing cuts with simple 
cassette recorders that now require digital stu-
dios. 
 

Guruji’s attention to detail in the myriad 
aspects of his life and art is nowhere more evident 
than in the way he prepared pan.  Since he gave 
up smoking over forty years ago, pan and tea 
became the major support system fueling his 
untiring stretches of creative output.  From the 
carefully pruned leaves to the elegantly cut slivers 
of betel nut, the cloves and the final result, 
perfectly shaped cones; the entire process is an 
especially fine art in Guruji’s hands.  This was one 
of so many real life elements used to convey 
abhinaya that Guruji modeled for all the legions of 
disciples who sat at his feet.  His ritual of prepar-
ing pan leaves for travel abroad was amazing.  
Years of experimentation in the finer points of 
carefully layering the pan leaves between cloth 
and plastic ensured that his supply could last up 
to three weeks, without refrigeration!  In 1985, I 
guaranteed Guruji that I would find fresh pan 
leaves whenever his ran out during our six week 
Festival of India-U.S.A tour.  It finally happened in 
Los Angeles where I discovered a grocery store 
with imported pan patta grown in Hawaii.  Guruji, 
Bhubaneswar Misra (violin) and Rakhal Mohanty 
(vocal) were delighted to get a substantial bag full 
of fresh pan leaves.  However, when they learned 
how expensive it was, they were adamant that 
they could manage till the end of the tour on 
supari alone!  
 

Much of the standard repertoire of modern 
day Odissi was created by Kelubabu with gifted 
music composers Balakrishna Das and Bhu-
baneswar Misra to assist him.  
 
 
Starting from a gotipua repertoire that was 
stretched to last 30 minutes, Kelubabu drew on 
his vast knowledge of dance, traditional Oriya 
painting and temple sculpture, mastery of the 
pakhawaj, and years of theater work to create a 
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repertoire of hundreds of solo and group choreo-
graphies for the stage. 
 

Kelubabu has received many honors, 
starting from Sangeet Natak Academy Award in 
1966 to the M. P. Kalidas award, the Legion of 
Honor from France and the Padmavibhushan.  
 
The turning point in Guruji’s life happened while 
he was with the Annapurna Theater group.  
Sanjukta Panigrahi’ s mother saw his perform-
ance at Annapurna an approached him to teach 
the little Sanjukta, aged 7 or 8.  The Binapani 
Club in Cuttack, which still exists today, held a 
hotly contested annual dance competition and 
Sanjukta won the coveted cup.  The guru of a 
losing contestant was Banobihari Maiti, trained by 
Uday Shankar, who had composed a dance for 
Kelucharan and Laxmipriya at the Annapurna 
Theater.  He was terribly jealous, especially after 
being insulted by his student’s father who de-
manded to know what kind of teacher he was, to 
teach his daughter so long and lose out to this 

upstart!  Banobihari abused Kelucharan’s compo-
sition calling it rubbish, not Odissi and declared 
that Oriyas don’t know how to dance.  This was 
the turning point in Kelubabu’ s career. 
 “It got into my heart that I will do more for the 
dance of Orissa, learn, study, and if I’m born in 
Orissa and have Oriya blood, I will definitely show 
what Odissi is.  I have always considered Banobi-
hari Maiti to be my guru because he inspired me 
to dedicate myself to Odissi dance, even though 
he taught me in a negative way!” 
 
  Kelubabu’s enormous achievements were 
the result of a combination of ceaseless hard 
work, openness to challenges to experiment and 
respond to changing times, and his personal 
genius as an artist.  His performances moved 
audiences to tears of wonder and joy in villages, 
temples and capital cities around the globe. The 
memory of his creativity and affection will continue 
to inspire and nourish.  We are all fortunate that 
such a man touched our lives with his artistic 
darshan.   

 
Sharon Lowen is a renowned Odissi dancer, trained since 1975 by Padma Vibhushan Guru Kelucharan Moha-
patra.  She has performed and choreographed for film and television and presented hundreds of concerts 
throughout India, North America, Asia, Africa, U.K. and the Middle East.  Sharon came to India in 1973 after 
degrees in Humanities, Fine Arts, Asian Studies and Dance from the University of Michgan as a Fulbright scholar 
to study Manipuri and later Chhau and Odissi. Publications include KELUCHARAN MOHAPATRA The Dancing 
Phenomenon, Roli Books, and Odissi by Wisdom Tree. 
A copy right release has been obtained from nartaki.com where this article appeared first. 
 

 
 
 

 

Orissa Society of the 
Americas honored Utkal 
Gaurav Guru Late Kelu-
charan Mohapatra with 
“UTKAL SHREE” –
The Lifetime Achievement 
Award at a specially ar-
ranged convention at 
Saheed Bhawan, Cuttack, 
in December 1995. 
 
-Photo courtesy Sri Gopal Mo-
hanty and Sitakantha Dash 
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Guruji -- a Retrospection 
Guru Kelucharan Mohapatra 
1924-2004 
 
Lalu Mansinha 
 
 The lights dimmed, the curtains 
opened in the dark, and then, suddenly, 
music, Odissi music burst out, filling the entire 
space in the hall. It was music that you hear 
with your mind, providing a sense of space, of 
all three dimensions and more. Then the 
dancer made an entrance in the classic Odissi 
style. The year was 1987. I was sitting in an 
auditorium at York University, Toronto, Can-
ada. The music that night was magical, 
enchanting, and for me, memorable. It was 
music I had heard many times before.  Yet, on 
that evening, in that auditorium, I was sur-
prised by being moved by the music. In my 
mind I saw abstract imagery with colors of 
timeless and formless space. This was the 
first time I saw and heard Guruji, Guru Kelu-
charan Mohapatra. He played the pakhawaj 
for a while; the dancer on stage was Menaka 
Thakkar, his student.  
  
 The second time I met Guruji, in 1996, 
there was also a moment of enlightenment, for 
a different reason. I had known that part of 
Odissi dance came to us from the dances to 
the gods, but I had not realized, though I 
should have, as to how deep was this link. 
 
 The eastern sky was lighting up with 
the hues of dawn as I drove into the town 
through the early morning mist. We were to go 
to Sudbury in a caravan of three cars, from 
the home of Sri Gopal and Shanti Mohanty to 
the home of Niranjan and Pravatnalini Mishra. 
There was a rush to get going, when guruji 
called us to assemble for a prayer. With the 
yellow rays of the rising sun falling on our 
back, with our shadows on the walls, we stood 
in the family room with Guruji and Guruma 
Lakshmipriya in front of Lord Jagannath. 
Guruji chanted the prayers and invoked the 
blessings of Lord Jagannatha on the begin-
ning of this Odissi tour of US and Canada. 
The early morning mist, the rays of the rising 
sun, and the chant of the prayers, made this 

like a scene out of the time of Vedas.  As he 
prayed, Guruji’s face was serene, and re-
flected the deep devotion to Lord Jagannath.  
As I stood behind and beside him, I began to 
recognize the divinity associated with Odissi, 
that this was a dance for the gods, and those 
who teach and perform Odissi are possessed 
of a deep spirituality. 
 
 Guruji passed away in April, 2004.  It 
has been a remarkable life. Born in Raghura-
jpur, Puri, in 1924, he had little formal school-
ing. He never completed high school, never 
went to college. Yet for his achievements in 
dance he has been compared with the most 
famous and greatest of dancers or teachers in 
the world. For his lifetime of achievements this 
unschooled one time laborer was awarded an 
honorary Doctorate in 1981 for his contribu-
tions in defining and popularizing Odissi. He 
has received the highest of honors in the field 
of art from the Indian government, like the title 
of “Padmashree” in 1974, “Padma Bhusana” 
in 1988, and “Padma Bibhushana” in 2000.  
 
 The willowy, gentle, sensuous move-
ments have set Odissi apart from other dance 
forms in India, and charmed established and 
aspiring performers in India and abroad to 
learn Odissi. When they looked for a guru, 
they heard of KeluBabu. The quality of his 
dance, his repertoire, and his ability to inspire 
and teach attracted students from India and 
abroad. After having been taught the art, the 
students spread out across the globe, to start 
dance schools of their own, and organize 
tours and visits by Guruji. For this rapid rise of 
Odissi to international recognition, we have to 
credit KeluBabu. Among all the Odissi gurus, 
he developed the largest number of students. 
He will be remembered for his other significant 
contributions, not only as a great guru, but 
also as one of the founding gurus who have 
defined Odissi. His contributions can be found 
in the costumes, makeup, repertoire, music of 
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Odissi since the early fifties, and particularly 
over the last four decades. 
 From an obscure day laborer 
KeluBabu rose to be an international celebrity.  
He rubbed shoulders with the glitterati of the 
international arts scene.  And yet he never lost 
his humbleness, his civility, he exhibited no 
bragging, no boasting. The invocation to Lord 
Jagannatha at every Odissi dance, the 
greeting with the folded hands and the low 
graceful bow to the gathering are all part of 
the belief that the gods control our destiny. By 
the obeisance we request the blessings of the 
Lord and the collective blessings of the 
audience. It shows humility of the mind, a 
belief that all accomplishments are due to the 
wish of the gods, and the blessings of the 
audience. And these beliefs show in the 
dance movements and contribute to the 
special charm of Odissi, for Odissi is a dance 
invocation appropriate for an offering to the 
gods. 
 
 Although I first met KeluBabu in 
Canada, my father (Mayadhar Mansinha) 
knew him well. There was the bond between a 
poet and a creative dancer. I can remember 
the time when no one outside Orissa knew or 
appreciated the music and dance of Orissa. 
There were discussions in our house in the 
mid-fifties by Bapa on how to get Odissi 
recognized as a distinct and major dance form 
in India. Here is how Guruji accepted perhaps 
his first non-Oriya student. I quote from an 
earlier writing: “Guruji asks me to sit by his 
side, and describes a rainy day in Cuttack 
when Bapa wades through knee deep water 
and arrives at his (Guruji’s) house and said 
‘Kelu, I know you do not teach non-Odia girls. 
My bohu is Gujrati and would like to learn 
Odissi’.  Guruji said ‘You are a poet of Odissa.  
She is your bohu. That is good enough for me. 
She will be my student’. That student was 
Sonal Mansingh.   
 

 What is now known as ‘Odissi’ dance 
was born in the mid 1940s, out of the dream 
of many Oriya intellectuals to have special 
dance and music of Orissa recognized outside 
the province. We owe the early great masters, 
for defining Odissi, and giving it a brand name 
identifying Orissa, but we owe Guru Kelu 
Charan Mohapatra, a great debt, for enshrin-
ing within the dance the very character of 
Orissa and the Orissa people, and through his 
personality, making the dance style recog-
nized throughout the world. Those intellectu-
als could never have imagined that Odissi 
would be performed in major cities throughout 
the world, and Odissi would be described (in 
The New York Times, September 30, 1996) 
as “jewel-like abstract dances in which the 
dancers' bodies formed exquisite, fluid pat-
terns, shifting slowly through symmetrical 
stage pictures, with an occasional hint of 
lyrical asymmetry. …………Kelucharan 
Mohapatra is responsible for present day 
popularity of Odissi, both in India and abroad.  
He has been a teacher of dance for almost 
half a century. His talented and brilliant 
students have spread out far and wide.  In 
virtually every major city in United States, 
Canada, Europe and India there are teachers 
of Indian classical dance, former students of 
Guruji, who are now teaching Odissi.” 
 
 The Odissi dance form and the Odissi 
music are artistic achievements of the highest 
level. We Oriyas have been provided with a 
brand identity in the arts and in other spheres.  
In fact, with the current sorry state of Orissa 
State, the popularity and adoption of Odissi 
inside and outside India has allowed us from 
Orissa to hold our heads high. In paying 
tribute to the memory of Guru Kelucharan 
Mohapatra, let us remember all the gurus and 
intellectuals in Orissa who strived against so 
many odds to preserve a vital part of our 
culture. With Guruji’s passing Orissa and the 
world has lost a great teacher, a great expo-
nent of Odissi, and a great creative artist. 

 
 
Lalu Mansinha is part of Kala Manjari, a presenter of Indian classical music and dance in London, Canada 
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NÊeÊ ÒLfÊ aÐaÊ* jkÞ[ ]Þ_Le L\ÐaÐrÐà∗ 
 

mmÐÒVtÊ cÐ_jÞkÕ J hõÑ ÒNÐ`Ðf ckÐ_Þñ 
 
1`õhð - NÊeÊSÑ, A`Z* SÑa_ aÞi¯Òe LÞRÞ LkÞÒm; `ÞmÐLÐfeÊ LÞ`eÞ 
Aec÷ LÒm ? 
 
Dre - ÒcÐÒ[ `Ð&aià ÒkÐB\ÐH Ð aÐaÐ _ÐQ NÑ[ bm `ÐA« Ð Òj 
keÞb¦, bm có]= aSÐ«Þ Ð ]ÞÒ_ kWÐ[ç LkÞÒm, ""]Þ `Ê@ [ ÒcÐk_ 
ÒNÐjéÐcÑ* `ÐMLÊ dÐBR«Þ - @Ðc NÜÐÒe [ dÐ[õÐ `ÐVÞ @RÞ, dÐD_Ê `ÞmÐ* 
jÐ=Òe _ÐQÞaÊ Ð'' `ÞmÐ* jkÞ[ _ÐQÊ _ÐQÊ Òj Ò]MÞÒm ]Þ'VÐ LÐWÞ^eÞ ]h 
aÐeSZ `ÞmÐ* jÐ=Òe cÜÊ _ÐQÊ\ÞmÞ; NÑ[ ÒkmÐ - SÐ[ÞLÊ[Þ cÐfÞ[Ñ Ð [Ð'`Òe 
ÒcÐÒ[ Òj bÐeÞ ÒNm LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð AD ÒNÐÒjBÜ* `ÐMLÊ `ÒWBÒa aÐ _ 
`ÒWBÒa [Ð*e BH QÞ«Ð _\ÞmÐ Ð Ac NÜÐÒe ]Þ'VÞ jÕNÑ[ ]f \ÞÒm - 
afb]õ jÐkÊ j=Ñ[ ]f J ckÐeZÐ j=Ñ[ ]f Ð 
 
`õhð - A`Z*  NÐÜ _ÐÜVÐ VÞLÞH  Lk«Ê Ð 
 
Dre - MÐmÞ NÐÜ _ÐÜ LkÞÒm aÊTÐdÞa _ÐkÞÜ Ð `ÊeÑ `ÐMÒe Qt_`Êe NÐÜ @RÞ Ð 
Qt_`Êe aSÐeWÊ @^cÐBmÞH ]ËeÒe ÒkmÐ ÒcÐ NÐÜ eOÊeÐS`Êe Ð 
eOÊeÐS`Êe QÞ[õLÐe* NÐÜ ÒdDÜWÞ jcÒª SN_ðÐ\* QÞ[õ Le«Þ Ð 
 
`õhð - `pQÞ[õ ?  
 
Dre - kÜ 
 
`õhð - A`Z*  aÐ`Ð* _ÐÜ L'Z J ÒjBWÊ L'Z ÒkmÐ ? 
 
Dre - aÐ`Ð* _ÐÜ ÒkmÐ QÞ«ÐcZÞ ckÐ`Ð[õ Ð Òj aj« DjùaÒe, Ò]Ðf `ËÀÞàcÐÒe có]= aSÐ«Þ Ð aÐkÐeÊ ÒLkÞ 
ÒLkÞ AjÞ [Ð* `ÐMeÊ hÞlÐ aÞ Ò_BR«ÞÐ dÐ[õÐ `ÐVÞÒe HcÞ[Þ \Òe _ÐQÞaÐ `Òe cÊÜ mÊQÞ mÊQÞ afb]õ jÐkÊ* j=Ñ[ 
]f `ÐMÒe dÐB @^ÞLÐÕh jc¯Òe ajÞmÞ Ð ÒjWÐÒe Òd NÊeÊ, Òj LkÞÒm - ""L'Z bm mÐNÊRÞ, _ÐQÞaÊ LÞ ?''  cÊÜ 
LkmÞ, ""kÜ''; Òj LkÞÒm - ""kD _ÐQ'' Ð [Þ_Þ aià mÊQÞ mÊQÞ ÒNÐVÞ̀ Ê@ _ó[Ô hlÐ LmÞ Ð aÐaÐ*Ê SZÐ _ \ÐH Òd cÊÜ 
_ó[Ô hÞlÐ LeÊRÞ Ð Òj SÐZ«Þ cÊÜ QÐVhÐfÑÒe `ÐW `YÏãRÞ Ð cÊÜ QÐVhÐfÑLÊ Lcç jc¯ dÐH Ð aÐaÐ dÞÒa NÐÒ^ÐBaÐLÊ 
Ð `ËSÐLÐc jÐeÞ Ò$eÞmÐ ÒafLÊ cÊÜ ÒbÐeeÊ DWÞ _Þ[ÔLcà jÐeÞ _ÐQ hÞMÞ jÐeÞ\ùaÞ Ð aÐaÐ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf XÐLÞÒa 
_@VÐÒaÒf ""AÒe ÒLfÐ'', cÊÜ ^ËfÞ^Ëje ÒkÐB ajÞdÞaÞ - _Ð L'Z cÊÜ ÒMfÊ\ÞmÞ Ð `ÊZÞ juÔÐÒafLÊ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf _ÐQ 
@bÔÐj kÊH ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf dÐB @bÔÐj LÒe Ð HkÞ`eÞ [Þ_Þaià NmÐ Ð NÊeÊSÑ WÞLç LÒm ÒcÐÒ[ ]hkeÐ ÒafLÊ RÞXÏÐ 

                                                 
∗ This interview appeared in 1991 OSA Journal. 
1 Photo Credit Amitava Sarkar, amitava.sarkar@paiindia.org 
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LeÐBÒa Ð cÊÜ ÒjÒ[ÒafLÊ [Þ_ÞVÞ _ÐQ hÞMÞ\ÐH Ð NÊeÊ LkÞÒm (aÐaÐ*Ê) ""QÞ«ÐcZÞ ckÐ`ÐÒ[õ, [Òc `Ê@e _ÐL LÐ_ 
Ò$ÐÒXÏB ]Þ@, Òj NkZÐ N¶Þ `ÞuÞ _ÐQÞa Ð [cLÊ `Ê@ LkÞ\Þa Ð Òj _ÐQÞa ]ÊNÐà`ËSÐÒaÒf Ð aÐaÐ LkÞÒm, ""LÞJ LÞ 
_ÐQ _ÐQÊRÞ, Òj [ dÐ[õÐ`ÐVÞàÒe _ÐQÊ\ÞmÐ Òj[ÞLÞ Ð AD ÒLÒ[L'Z _ÐQ hÞMÞRÞ LÞ ? NÊeÊ LkÞÒm, ""L'Z ÒkmÐ, Òj 
ÒcÐ `ÐMeÊ [Þ_Þaià hÞMÞmÐZÞ, [cLÊ LÞRÞ LÒk _ÐkÞÜ ? bm `ÞmÐ, [ce _ÜÐ eMÞa Òj Ð'' aÐaÐ LkÞÒm, ""L'Z LkÞm, 
ÒcÐ `ÞmÐ _ÐQÞa JWÒe kÐ[ Ò]B, @ÃÐ kÒmBa; _ÐBÜ _ÐBÜ, cÊÜ [ÐLÊ RÐXÏÞaÞ _ÐkÞÜ Ð [ÐLÊ ÒNÐÒjBÜ* `ÐMÒe RÐXÏÞaÞ 
Ð ÒjWÞ Òj keÞ LÑrà_ LeÞ `õbÊ* NÊZ NÐ_ LeÞa Ð'' NÊeÊ `QÐeÞÒm, ""LÐkÞÜLÞ ?'' aÐaÐ [Ð*Ê aÊTÐB\ÞÒm, ""_Ñf_Þ^ù 
Òk, mÐÒS cÊÜ NmÞVÞ hYÏÞ, mÊQÐBR LÐkÞÜ hÔÐc Òk ]Þ@ ÒcÐ `ÐBÜ hÐYÏÑ - [Òc dÐB ejÞLcÐ* `ÐMeÊ @=a± Ò_B 
AjÊRÞ _ÐQ LeÞ Ð HkÐ L'Z ÒkDRÞ [Ð'e bÐaÐ\à ?'' NÊeÊ LkÞÒm, ""AÒk, Ace [ cÐNÊZÞ ÒjBVÐ; cÐNÊZÞ 
kÞjÐaÒe Ò_B AjÊ Ð [Òc Òj'VÐLÊ MeÐ` LÐkÞÜLÞ bÐaÊR ? AcLÊ LÞH L'Z AD cÐXÏÞÒ]a `BjÐ ? NÑ[VÐ 
NÐBÒm `õhÕjÐ LeÞ LÞH ]Ð_ ]Þ@«Þ Ð'' aÐaÐ LkÞÒm, ""LaÞe ÒdDÜ cÒ_ÐbÐa Òj\ÞÒe LÐkÞÜ ?'' NÊeÊ LkÞÒm, ""keÞ*Ê 
cÐNÞÒm L'Z keÞ ]Ð_ LeÞÒ]Òa ?'' aÐaÐ LkÞÒm, ""_Ð, _Ð, Òj hÞlÐ ÒcÐ `ÞmÐLÊ Ò]aÐ ]eLÐe _ÐkÞÜ Ð [ÐLÊ WÞLç 
SÐNÐLÊ `WÐBaÞ; ÒdDÜWÞ [Ð'e sÐ_ Ò$eÞa Ð'' j[LÊ j[ ÒcÐÒ[ _@ aià ÒkÐB\ÐH, NÊeÊ ÒcÐk_ ÒNÐjèÐcÑ* 
`ÐMÒe RÐXÏÞÒ]Òm; AD ]ÊB bÐB*Ê Ò_B AjÞÒm Ð cÊÜ ÒNÐÒjBÜ* `ÐMÒe \ÐH, cTÞÒe aÐaÐ ceÞNÒm Ð aÐe aià 
ÒVõ_ÞÕ Ò_B NÐÜLÊ Ò$eÞ AjÞmÐ `Òe Ò]MÞmÞ Òd NÐÜÒe ajÞ L'Z LeÞaÞ Ð 
 
`õhð - ÒcÐk_ ÒNÐjèÐcÑ* `ÐMÒe LÞ hÞlÐ LÒm ? 
 
Dre -  Òj eÐkÐj LeÐD\ÞÒm Ð ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf `e]Ð `LÐD _ \ÞÒm, XÐf, m[Ð, `[õÒe LÊ&a_ LeÞ eÐ^ÐLóiï 
mÑfÐ Òj LeÊ\ÞÒm Ð ÒmÐLcÐÒ_ ÒeÐcÐqù[ ÒkÐB LeÞ OeÊ ÒY*Þ auÐ `LÐB, LÕjÐ aÐj_ aÞLÞ AjÊ\ÞÒm Ò]MÞaÐLÊ 
eÐkÐj Ð 
 
`õhð - eÐkÐj L'Z ? 
 
Dre - HkÐ ÒkDRÞ NÑ[Þ_ÐVÔ Ð aÞbÞ_ð LaÞ*e - d\Ð a_cÐfÑ, DÒ`tõb&, ]Ñ_Ló», LaÞjËdÔà B[ÔÐ]Þ*e NÑ[ 
D`Òe _ÐV LeÞ]ÞAdÐBRÞ Ð Òj\ÞeÊ ÒLÒ[L _ÐVL ÒkDRÞ - cÐ_b&_, eÐ^ÐÒ`õcÐcó[ B[ÔÐ]Þ Ð Ló»* aÞi¯Òe 
]èÐÐeLÐ Ò_B, jÊ]ÐcÐ ÒjaÐ Ò_B NÑ[Þ_ÐVÔ hÞlÐ ]ÞAdÐH Ð cÊÜ aÐmÔLó»eÊ ÒNÐ`Ñ ÒkÐB mfÞ[Ð, aÞhÐMÐ J eÐ^Ð 
`ÐVçà LeÞRÞ Ð eÐ^ÐeÊ Ló», ]èÐeLÐ Ló»  ÒkaÐ `dÔà« hÞlÐ NõkZ LeÞ\ÞmÞ Ð 12 aià `dàÔ« [Ð* `ÐMeÊ jÕ²ó[eÊ LÞ 
bfÞ NÑ[ LeÐdÐH `õÒ[ÔL L\Ð hÞMÞ\ÞmÞ Ð 
 
`õhð -  hÞlÐ `Òe NÐÜÒe ekÞÒm ? 
 
Dre - aÐe aià`Òe Ò$eÞ AjÞ Ò]ÒM [ Òj `ÊeÊZÐ NÊeÊ _ÐkÐ«Þ, LÞ `ÊeÊZÐ ÒNÐVÞ`ÞmÐ `kmÞ ckÐeZÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð Ae 
j=Ñ[ ]fe SN_ðÐ\, [Ð bÐB afb]õ J [Ð* NÊeÊ ÒcÐk_ ckÐeZÐ* _ó[Ô hÞlÐÒaÒf cÊÜ Òj NÊXÏÞL Ò]MÞaÐLÊ 
dÐH Ð ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf Ace eÐkÐj J ÒNÐVÞ Ề@ bÐaÐbÞ_¯ aÞi¯Òe QnàÐ QÐÒm Ð H bfÞ @Ò_L ]Þ_ dÞaÐ `Òe ÒcÐ 
bÐB ÒcÐ D`Òe @j«Ê½ ÒkÒm J L kÞÒm, ""j=Ñ[ QnàÐ RÐXÏ, _ ÒkÒm [Ê Ò[Ð aÐV Ò]M Ð'' Ò[ZÊ cÊÜ `Ð_ 
aeSÒe cËm mÐNÞmÞ Ð R `BjÐeÊ Aec÷ LmÞ - Òj\ÞÒe Ò]YÏ Òje QÐDf LÞZÐdÐB `ÐeÊ\ÞmÐ Ð `Ð_ ÒVÐÒLB ^eÞ 
`ÊeÑLÊ aÞLÞaÐLÊ NmÞ Ð H ]ËeÐayÐÒe c^Ô j=Ñ[QnàÐ RÐXÞÏ _  \ÐH Ð ]ÞÒ_ `Ð_ aeSÒe `ÐZÞ YÐfÊ\ÐH Ð Òhi 
OXÏÐ jeÞaÐ `ËaàeÊ L½ mÐOa LeÞaÐLÊ bNaÐ_*Ê XÐLÊ\ÐH J NÑ[ ÒaÐmÊ\ÐH Ð cÐmÞL ÒcÐ NÑ[ hÊZÞ @[Ô« MÊjÞ 
ÒkÒm J ÒcÐ @[Ñ[ SÑa_ jcèuÒe hÊZÞÒm Ð Òj ÒcÐ ]ecÐ aYÏÐB Ò]B LkÞÒm j=Ñ[QnàÐ LeÞaÐLÊ Ð [Ð* 
`ÐMeÊ aÞ]Ð¯ Ò_B AjÞmÞ Ð [Ð `e]Þ_ ÒcÐ LÀàNÊeÊ AjÞ LkÞÒm  [Ð* jkÞ[ LVL dÞaÐLÊ - ÒjWÐÒe @½ 
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`õkeÑÒe NÐBÒm LÞRÞ ÒeÐSNÐe LeÞ `ÐeÞaÞ Ð ÒcÐÒ[ SZÐNmÐ bNaÐ_ ÒcÐ XÐL hÊZÞÒm Ð aÐaÐ cmÐÒaÒf cÐÜ*Ê 
LkÞdÐB\ÞÒm, ""`Ê@ kÐÒ[ cÐ`Þ QÐMÒ¨ QÐmÞa, aÊTÞ aÞQÐeÞ LÐc LeÞa,  LeS LeÞa _ÐkÞÜ, LÐkÐLÊ WLÐBa _ÐkÞÜ, 
ÒdDÜ LfÐLÊ Òj ^eÞRÞ Òj\ÞÒe Òj ÒdcÞ[Þ jÊMÔÐ[Þ @Sà_ LeÊ Ð'' `]êhõÑ, `]êbËiZ, LÐfÞ]Ðj j®Ð_ B[ÔÐ]Þ D`Ð^ù 
`ÐBaÐÒaÒf ÒcÐ'e [Ð* L\Ð cÒ_ `ÒXÏ Ð cÊÜ [Ð* _Ðc eMÞ `ÐeÞRÞ HkÐ ÒcÐ c_Òe D*Þ cÐÒe Ð 
 
`õhð - LVLÒe LÞRÞ jc¯ `Òe A`Z @_ð`ËÀàÐÒe ÒdÐN Ò]Òm ÒaÐ^kÊH ? 
 
Dre - [Ð`Òe cÊÜ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf @_ð`ËÀàÐ aÞ Nõã` \ÞHVeLÊ AÒj ÒjÒ[ÒafLÊ ÒcÐÒ[ 22 aià ÒkÐB\ÐH Ð NÊeÊ 
`*S QeZ ]Ðj ]hÐa[Ðe, ÒcÐkÞ_Ñ bjêÐjÊe H `eÞ [Þ_Þ QÐeÞVÞ _ó[Ô hÞlÐ Ò]B\ÞÒm Ð NÊeÊ ]¯Ðm je_ AjÞ 
_ó[ÔLÊ `õhÕjÐ LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð 
 
`õhð - NÊeÊ ]¯Ðmç je_  LÞH ? 
 
Dre -  Òj D]¯ h*e* hÞiÔ Ð Ac _ó[Ô Ò]MÞ MÊjÞ ÒkÐB AcLÊ @Ò_L cÊ]õÐ hÞMÐB\ÞÒm Ð 
 
`õhð - A`Z*e ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf Ò]ß_tÞ_ SÑa_ LÞ`eÞ \ÞmÐ ? 
 
Dre - ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf ÒcÐ'e Lcà^ÐeÐ ÒkmÐ aÐ]Ô aSÐBaÐ HaÕ 4 OÃÐ _ÐQÞaÐ Ð  [amÐ ÒekÐL LeÞaÞ, `ÞmÐ*Ê 
XÐLÞaÞ _Ë[Ô @bÔÐj LeÞaÐ jLÐÒh Ð eÐ[ÞÒe e=cqÒe _ÐVL jeÞmÐ `Òe ỀZÞ 2 OÃÐ _ó[Ô  aÐ]Ô @bÔÐj  LeÞ 
MÐB LeÞ 2-3 OÃÐ ÒhÐBaÞ Ð eÐ[Þ 4VÐ ÒafLÊ DWÞ ỀZÞ Ò]ß_tÞ_ @bÔÐj QÐÒm Ð HkÞ`eÞ R aià QÐmÞ dÐBRÞ, 
ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf cÐ½eÑ LmÞ - 15 V*ÐeÊ 55 V*Ð `dàÔ« (jÐcÐ_Ô kj) Ð 
 
`õhð - L'Z @_ð`ËÀàÐÒe ? 
 
Dre - kÜ, @Àà̀ ËÀàÐ aÞ Nõã̀ çÒe Ð ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf 15 V*Ð ]ecÐ \ÐH ÒcÐ'e Ð @ZÐVÞH `LÐBÒm Ò`ÒV MÐB 
ÒkD\úmÐ Ð cÊÜ cÐ½eÑ LeÞaÐ bÞ[Òe Ac ]ÊBSZ*e jcéu ÒkÐB\ÐH, cÐÒ_ miêÑ õ̀Þ¯Ð* jkÞ[ - Òj c^Ô 
ÒjWÐÒe _ó[Ô LeÊ\úÒm Ð 
 
`õhð- A`Z* aÞaÐk ÒLÒa ÒkÐB\úmÐ ? 
 
Dre - @_ï`ËÀàÐeÊ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf QÐmÞ AjÊ Ð miêÑ`õÞ¯Ð* cÐ'*Ê @_ï`ËÀàÐ H Nõã`çe aÐDeÑ auÊ aÐaÊ TÞ@ LeÞ 
Ò_B\úÒm Ð  aÐDeÑ auÊ*  AhÑaàÐ]Òe AÒc ]ÊBSZ ctÞeLÊ dÐB aÞaÐk LmÊ Ð ÒcÐ LÊVÊcé*Ê SZÐBmÞ Òd cÊÜ 
HkÞ`eÞ bÐaÒe ÒcÐ ±ÑLÊ NõkZ LeÞRÞ Ð Òj DnLÊfe aõÐkêZ Oe TÞ@ \úÒm Ð [Ð* cÐ \úÒm Òaß»aÑ Ð 
  
`õhð - aÐDeÑ auÊ aÐaÊ @_ï`ËÀàÐ H Nõã`çÒe L'Z \úÒm ? 
  
Dre - `õ\Òc cÔÐÒ_Se Ð aÞ Nõã`çÒe ÒkÒm mÞ=eÐS _t Ð @_ï`ËÀàÐe cËf cÐmÞL ÒkÒm ÒjÐc_Ð\ jÐkÊ Ð  [Ð* 
±Ñ* _Ðc ÒkmÐ @_ï`ËÀàÐ  Ò]aÑ Ð aÐmÊNÐÜÒe Oe - aÐZ`Êe Ð [Ð*e ÒcÐ `õ[Þ akÊ[ @a]Ð_ - ÒhiÒaÒf ÒcÐÒ[ 
AhÑaàÐ] Ò]B dÐBR«Þ Ð cÐ½eÑ jc¯Òe ÒLÒ[ NÊXÞH _ó[Ô `õªÊ[ LeÞ\úmÞ - MÊaç bm ÒkÐB\úmÐ - Òj NÊXÏÞL 
cÒ_ _ÐkÞÜ Ð AÒc aÞaÐk LeÞ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf jÕjÐe LmÊ ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf aÐkÐÒe eË`hõÑ \úHVe B[ÔÐ]ÞÒe LfÐ 
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`õ]hà_ LeÐD\úmÊ Ð @Àà`ËÀàÐÒe ÒcÐ ±Ñ miêÑ`õÞ¯Ð*e _ó[Ô Ò]Mú jÕdÊ¦Ð `ÐZÞNõÐkÑ* cÐ bÐaÞÒm LÞ`eÞ H _ó[Ô _ÞS 
TÞ@LÊ hÞMÐBÒa Ð aÐkÐeLÊ AjÞaÐ `Òe jÕdÊ¦Ð, cÞ_ÐlÑ _t B[ÔÐ]Þ 30/40 TÞ@ ÒcÐ `ÐMÒe _ó[Ô hÞlÐ LeÊ\Ð«Þ 
Ð aÞbÞ_ð `aàÒe, `õ[ÞÒdÐNÞ[ÐÒe ÒcÐ RÐ[õÑ jÕdÊ¦Ð, cÞ_ÐlÑ `õ\c `Êe´Ðe Ò_B Aj«Þ Ð [Ð ]éÐeÐ _ó[Ô hÞlÐ aYÏÞmÐ 
- OÒe OÒe OÊ=Êe TÊZÊ TÊZÊ hÊZÐNmÐ Ð @Ò_L cÐ½e hÞlÐ Ò]Òm Ð NÊeÊ `*S QeZ ]Ðj, Ò]a õ̀jÐ] ]Ðj J 
cÊÜ; `RÒe `RÒe @_ÔcÐÒ_ - cÐ¯Ð^e eÐD[, eOÊ]r, aVLó» ÒjZ Ð ÒcÐ WÐeÊ ÒLÒ[ SZ LÞRÞ LÞRÞ hÞlÐ NõkZ 
LeÞR«Þ J @_ÔcÐ_* `ÐMeÊ c^Ô Ð HkÐ bÞ[Òe LVLÒe LfÐ aÞLÐh ÒLtõ Aec÷ ÒkmÐ Ð 
 
`õhð - ÒLÒa? 
 
Dre - ^e«Ê, Ò]h jéÐ^Ñ_[ ÒkaÐe 10-12 aià `Òe ÒaÐ^kÊH Ð ÒcÐ'e aÞbÞ_ð ²Êm, LÒmSÒe hÞlÐ Ò]aÐe 
\ÐH; @Ò_L dÞaÐ AjÞaÐ LeÞaÐLÊ kÊH Ð [Ð RXÏÐ õ̀ÐBÒbVç VÊÔj_ç - ÒcÐ'e ÒjÒ[ÒafLÊ bm ÒeÐSNÐe c^Ô 
ÒkD\ÐH Ð jaÊAÒXÏ jÊte bÐaÒe _ÐQÞaÐ ¸ókÐ AjÞNmÐ Ð 
 
`õhð - JXÏÞhÑ _ó[Ôe `õjÐe jcéuÒe Lk«Ê Ð 
 
Dre - ÒjÒ[ÒafLÊ ^ÑÒetõ `p_Ð¯L LÒmSeÊ AjÞ j=Ñ[ _ÐVL HLÐÒXcÑÒe QÐLÞeÑ LeÞaÐ Ë̀aàeÊ JXÏÞhÑ 
jcéuÒe AccÐ_* `ÐMeÊ aÊTÐ aÊTÞ LeÞR«Þ, HaÕ NÐÜ N¨ÐLÊ dÐB JXÏÞhÑe [\Ô jÕNõk LeÞR«Þ Ð ÒdDÜ `ÐeÕ`ÐeÞL 
_ó[Ô QÐmÞ\úmÐ ÒjkÞ`eÞ @RÞ Ð NÐÜÒe ÒNÐVÞ `ÞmÐ c^Ô @RÞ Ð HÒa NÐÜ N¨ÐÒe `ÞmÐcÐ_*Ê _ËA aÞi¯ SZÐBaÐ 
]eLÐe `XÏãRÞ, AkÊeÞ sÐ_ Ò]aÐ ]eLÐe `XÏãRÞ Ð ÒjcÐ*e ÒjÒ[ sÐ_ _ÐkÞÜ, Òd`eÞ cÊÜ ]ÞÒ_ @sÐ_Ñ \ùmÞ Ð 
QÞ[õÒe @RÞ, Ò`Ð\úÒe @RÞ - H jaÊLÊ j=W_ LeÞ hÞlÐ Ò]aÐLÊ Òka Ð ASÞ ÒdDÜ JXÞÏhÑ `õN[Þ LeÞRÞ, jÕdÊ¦Ð, 
ÒjÐ_Ðm cÐ_jÞÕk aÐ LÊ*Êc ckÐ«Þ B[ÔÐ]Þ*Ê Ò_B Ð ÒcÐ'e @_Ô RÐ[õÑ @R«Þ aÐkÐÒe - `õ[ÞcÐ Òa]Ñ, jÊ[`Ð ]r, 
Òc_LÐ W£e B[ÔÐ]Þ Ð hÐ±Òe [Þõb=Ñ @RÞ, ÒNÐVÞ `Ê@Òe c^Ô, Ò]a]ÐjÑÒe c^Ô Ð [õÞb=ÑLÊ cÊÜ AaÞ´Ðe LeÞ 
_ÐkÞÜ Ð HkÐLÊ aÞbÞ_ð Òl[õÒe LÞ̀ eÞ õ̀Ò¯ÐN LeÐdÞa J [Ð'e Lõc aÞLÐh LÞ`eÞ Òka, Òj ]ÞNÒe cÊÜ LÐc LeÞRÞ Ð 
õ̀Ò[ÔLVÞLÊ LÞ̀ eÞ AkÊeÞ jÊte eË̀  ]ÞAdÞa, @\Q ÒcßÐfÞL[Ð ÒmÐ` `ÐBa _ÐkÞÜ - HkÐLÊ M&ÞaÐVÐ ÒkmÐ ÒcÐ'e 

LÐc Ð Òd ÒLßÐZjÞ NÊeÊ ÒkD, ÒjB ÒLÒ[ÐVÞ b=ÑLÊ Ò_B aÞbÞ_ð Rt cÐ^ÔcÒe @=b=Ñ ]éÐeÐ JXÞÏhÑ LfÐLÊ õ̀QÐe 
LeÞa Ð HkÐe @\à _ÊÒkÜ Òd AÒc @_Ô LÐkÐ `ÐMeÊ Ò]MÞLeÞ H`eÞ LeÊRÊ Ð 
 
`õhð - A`Z aràcÐ_e @ayÐ jcéuÒe VÞLÞH Lk«Ê, d\Ð JXÞÏhÑ eÞjnçà ÒjÃe . . . 
 
Dre - _ó[Ôe ÒdDÜ _ÐcLeZ ÒkDRÞ, `õÒ[ÔLe QnàÐLeÞ "Ò_ÐÒVj_ç' LÞ`eÞ Òka Ac jeLÐe HkÐe 
NÒaiZÐÒe ANõk `õLÐh LÒm Ð ÒdDÜcÐÒ_ H jcéuÒe jÊ]l @R«Þ J ÒdDÜcÐÒ_ HkÐLÊ LeÞ `ÐeÞÒa, ÒjcÐ_* 
D`Òe ]Ð¯Þ[é ]ÞAdÐD ÒaÐmÞ jÞwÐ« ÒkmÐ Ð SÐ_LÑ amíb `p_Ð¯L* LeÊZÐ ]ó½ÞeÊ 3/4 aià Òka NÒaiZÐ 
ÒLtõVÞH ÒkÐBRÞ Ð ÒjWÐLÊ NÊZÑ S_cÐ_*Ê XLÐ ÒkÐBRÞ Ð ÒNÐVÞ`Ê@ ÒLcÞ[Þ LeÊ\úÒm, TÊmZ dÐ[õÐ ÒLcÞ[Þ ÒkD\úmÐ, 
Ò]a]ÐjÑ ÒLcÞ[Þ AjÞÒm HkÐe [\Ô jÕNõk LeÐdÐDRÞ Ð NÊeÊ ÒLDÜcÐÒ_ \ùÒm, HÒa LÞH @R«Þ - HkÐe c^Ô 
NÒaiZÐ QÐmÞRÞ Ð aÞbÞ_ð Òl[õÒe ÒdDÜ _ÐcLeZ LeÐdÐDRÞ - ÒLDÜVÐ @bÞ_¯ ]`àZeÊ @ZÐdÐDRÞ, ÒLDÜVÐ 
@bÞ_¯ QtõÞLÐeÊ aÐ _ÐVÔhÐ±eÊ Ð aÞbÞ_ï `ÊªLeÊ LÞbfÞ aÞ^ù @_ÊjÐÒe `ÞmÐcÐ*Ê hÞlÐ ]ÞAdÞa [Ð'LÊ jÕNõk LeÞ `ÊªL 
kÞjÐaÒe aÐkÐe LeÐdÐDRÞ Ð ÒLtõÒe `ÞmÐcÐ*Ê "Ò_ÐÒVj_ç' jcéuÒe hÞlÐ ]ÞAdÐDRÞ Ð ÒjcÐÒ_ aórÞ `ÐDR«Þ Ð 
@_Ô SÐNÐÒe ÒdDÜ hÞlL @R«Þ, ÒjcÐÒ_ WÞLçbÐaÒe hÞMÐDR«Þ LÞ _ÐkÞÜ SÐZÞaÐ `ÐBÜ ÒjcÐ*Ê XLÐdÐDRÞ - HL 
^ÐeÐ cÐ_Þ JXÏÞhÑ hÞMÞaÐ J hÞMÐBaÐ `ÐBÜ Ð  HkÐ c^Ô NÒaiZÐ ÒLtõe LÐc - hÞlLcÐ_*Ê hÞlÐ ]ÞAdÐDRÞ J 
hÞlÐ `õZÐfÑ AaÞ´Ðe LeÐdÐDRÞ Ð 
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`õhð - A`Z _ÞSe jé[§[Ð _ó[ÔÒe Ò]MÐB`ÐeÞR«, HkÞ`eÞ AD ÒkDRÞ LÞ ? 
 
Dre - kÜ @_ÔcÐÒ_ c^Ô LeÊR«Þ Ð ÒLfÊbÐB HcÞ[Þ LÒm, cÊÜ c^Ô H bfÞ bÐaÒe aÔakÐe LeÞaÞ Ð ]hàL Ò]MÞ 
LkÞÒa Òd WÞLç LeÐÒkDRÞ ÒaÐmÞ Ð cÊÜ dÐkÐ LeÊRÞ jaÊ Òd ÒmÐL* aÊTÞaÐ bfÞ Òka LkÊ_ÐkÞÜ - ÒmÐL Òd jaÊ 
SÞ_Þi Ò]MÞ aÐÓ aÐÓ LkÞÒa, [Ð _ÊÒkÜ Ð LÞ«Ê, LÐfLõÒc ÒmÐÒL kÞÜ SÐZÞ`ÐeÞÒa `õLó[ LfÐ L'Z Ð 
 
`õhð - HÒa JXÞÏhÑ baÞiÔ[ jcéuÒe VÞLÞH Lk«Ê Ð 
  
Dre - N[ QÐfÞh `QÐh aià bÞ[Òe JXÞÏhÑ ÒdDÜ D_ð[Þ LeÞRÞ (ÒcÐÒ[ HÒa QDiWÑ QÐmÞRÞ), Òd[ÞLÞVÐ hÞlÐ 
AÒNB QÐmÞRÞ, hÒk aià bÞ[Òe _Þ¾¯ HkÐe LÞRÞ bm eÐªÐ aÐkÐeÞ\ùa Ð NÒaiZÐ d]Þ 40 aià ANeÊ 
ÒkÐB\ÐA«Ð @ahÔ AD LÞRÞ AÒNB\ÐA«Ð Ð aràcÐ_ c^Ô ]õã[ N[ÞÒe LÐc AÒNBRÞ Ð ASÞLÐmÞe `ÞmÐ AkÊeÞ 
bm LeÐBÒa ÒaÐmÞ ÒcÐ'e AhÐ Ð d]Þ QnàÐ _ Òka Ò[Òa jcª* Ò`õeZÐ aYÏÞa _ÐkÞÜ Ð  @Ò_L LkÊR«Þ - 
NÊeÊSÑ A`Z VÞLÞH hÞMÐ«Ê Ð HkÞ BRÐ HÒa aYÏãRÞ Ð [Ð*Ê _ó[Ôe aÞ^ù Ò]MÐB Ò]aÐLÊ `XÏãRÞ Ð [Ð _ÒkÒm Òd[ÞLÞ 
hÞMÞR«Þ Òj[ÞLÞ _ÐQÞÒ]Òm jeÞNmÐ Ð @aÐ Òj[ÞLÞ hÞMÐBÒm jeÞNmÐ Ð AD AaÞ´Ðe Òka LÞ`eÞ ? Ò[ZÊ dÐkÐ SZÐ 
@RÞ [Ð jkÞ[ @_Ô LÞRÞ eMÞÒ]Òm baÞiÔ[Òe `ÞmÐcÐÒ_ NõkZ LeÞ `ÐeÞÒa Ð ÒcÐ `ÞmÐVÐLÊ ÒjB aÐVÒe QmÐDRÞ 
J cÊÜ aSÐBÒm Òj _ÐQÊRÞ Ð  
 
`õhð - A`Z* `Ê@ hÞaÊ aÞi¯Òe LkÊR«Þ; SZÐdÐDRÞ A`Z* `eÞaÐee jcÒª H LfÐÒe SÑa_ @`Þà[ LeÞR«Þ Ð 
 
Dre - kÜ, miêÑ* _ó[Ô ÒdÐNÊÜ Òj eÐSÔ`Ðf, eÐ½õ`[Þ d\Ð eÐSÒNÐ`ÐfQÐeÑ, NÞeÞ, $LÞe @míÞ B[ÔÐ]Þ* WÐeÊ 
`õhÕjÐ `[õ `ÐBR«Þ J `Êe²ó[ ÒkÐBR«Þ Ð ÒNÐVÞ`Ê@ J JXÞÏhÑ _ó[ÔLÊ Òj `õ\Òc e=cqÒe `eÞQÞ[ LeÐB \ùÒm 
Ð 
 
`õhð - AoÐ LkÞÒm, _ó[Ô LmÐÒaÒf A`Z* bÞ[Òe L'Z @_Êba Le«Þ ? 
 
Dre - Ac jÕjÐeVÐ ÒkmÐ _ÐVL Ð aÞi¯aªÊ ÒkmÐ jÕjÐeÒe L'Z QÐmÞRÞ [ÐLÊ aÐuÞLeÞ _ÐVL eË`Òe @bÞ_¯ 
LeÞaÐ Ð @bÞ_¯ LÞ bfÞ ]hàL cÐ_* c^ÔÒe beÞ ekÞa HkÐ Ò]MÐBaÐLÊ `XÏÞa Ð [Ð* AMÞÒe Ò]MÐdÞa QtÐcÊ¨Ð 
ÒLfÊ _ÐQÊ _ÐkÞÜ, _ÐQÊRÞ ÒaZÑ `LÐB Ð \Òe _ó[Ô `Òe SÒZ `ÞmÐ LkÞ\ùmÐ - jÐeç A`Z* cÊ¨Òe [ QÊf _ÐkÞÜ, 
A`Z Òj\ùÒe LÞ`eÞ ÒaZÑ `LÐD\ùÒm - HÒ[ hÑOõ ÒcLç @`ç a]fÐB Ò]Òm ? cÊÜ LkÞmÞ - LÞ L\Ð BH, cÊÜ [ 
LÞRÞ ÒcLç @ ç̀ ÒkÐB _ÐkÞÜ Ð kÜ Ò]MÞaÐe A]hà [ce @RÞ, @_ÊbaÑ ÒkÐBR Ð bNaÐ_*e ]¯Ð, ÒcÐÒ[ NÊeÊ*e 
AhÑaàÐ] Ð ÒcÐ'e _ÞSe LÞRÞ _ÐkÞÜ Ð cÊÜ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf @bÞ_¯ LÒe, ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf cÊÜ @Ò_L A_t `ÐH Ð  HkÞ`eÞ 
bÐaÒe Ò]a]ÐjÑ ÒaÐ^kÊH _ÞSLÊ @ à̀Þ[ LeÊ\ùÒm SN_ðÐ\*Ê Ð  
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Guruji’s Life and Work 
 
(Compilation done by S. G. Mohanty, and is based on information from PRADAKSHINA, a 
Souvenir Issue produced on the occasion of Guruji’s 75th birth anniversary celebration, organ-
ized by his disciples in collaboration with Gandharva Mahavidyalaya and Srjan and from Rati-
kant Mohapatra.) 
 

Milestones in Guruji’s Life: 
 
Born in village Raghurajpur , Dist Puri, Orissa 
in 1924 (1926 in official documents). 
Parents: Chintamani Mohapatra, a pattachitra 
painter and Siri Nani 
 
In 1926, his original name Madan Mohan 
changed to Sabakhy Kela, in order to avoid 
evil eye and bad influence of stars. Madan 
Mohan becomes Kelucharan. 
 
In 1928, he is critically ill with small pox; his 
mother leaves him in front of the village deity 
Bhuasuni praying for her mercy. He survives; 
has thought Bhuasuni as his mother since 
then. 
 
In 1929, joins Gotipua dancing in the Akhada 
of Guru Balbhadra Sahu, without his father’s 
knowledge; continues training for three years. 
 
His father thought Gotipua dancing to be 
cheap and stopped young Kelu to continue; 
leaves him with the Raas Leela troupe of 
Mohan Sundar Dev Goswami at Puri in 1932. 
 
For ten years with the party, learns devotional 
singing, acting and Vaishnaba philosophy at 
the feet of his Guru; excels in the role of 
Krishna; became the most trusted disciple. 
 
In 1941, his father passed away. Kelucharan 
tries to follow the three rules his father taught: 
look before you step forward, do not be in 
debt and excel in your chosen field. 
 
In 1943, leaves the Raas Leela party, works 
as a labourer in betel groves for survival; 
plays khol, tabla and mardal in spare times. 
 
In 1944, joins Kalicharan Pattnaik’s Orissa 
Theatres; works as a stage-hand, make-up 
man, tabla player, singer and minor actor on a 

salary of Rs 7/month; leaves within a year for 
lack of artistic opportunities. 
 
In 1945, joins as the director of the Radhakant 
Raas party on a substantial salary of Rs 
30/month; presents successful performances 
of Balya Leela and Maana Bhanjana and 
directs Meerabai; due to serious illness moves 
to Cuttack and later joins the newly formed 
Annapurna B group theatre party as a tabla 
player on a salary of Rs15/month; there he 
assists Guru Pankaj Charan Das, then en-
gaged as a dance teacher. 
 
!946 was the real beginning of Kelucharan’s 
stage performance as a dancer; plays Ma-
hadev in Pankaj Charan Das’s composition 
Mohini Bhasmasura in which Laxmipriya (later 
she became his wife) who was brought from 
Annapurna A group in Puri plays Mohini; her 
graceful dance takes the theatre audience by 
storm and her two items ‘Nahin ke kari dela’ 
and ‘Jaana re mo rana parana mita’could be 
regarded as prototype of the present-day 
Odissi dance. 
 
In 1947 emerged the dance item Dashavtara 
composed as a combined effort by Durlabh 
Chandra Singh and Pankaj Charan Das in 
which Kelucharan dances as a duet with 
Laxmipriya. 
 
In 1948, was introduced to Dayal Sharan, a 
student of Uday Shankar, from whom he 
learns exercises, mudras, choreography etc.; 
also learns the basics of other styles like 
Manipuri, Kathak and Kathakali.  
 
This is the year when he married Laxmipriya 
on the theatre stage and later in a ceremony 
in the Loknath Temple; daughter Charu is 
born. 
 
Kelucharan studies Gotipua and Mahari 
dance; gets inspired to compose a dance 

OS
A 
Ar
ch
iv
es
 2
00
8-
09
pp



          2004 OSA Souvenir 
 

 171

sequence for Laxmipriya and uses pushpan-
jali, bhoomi pranam, and the trikandi pranam 
which became the basic ingredients of Man-
galacharan of the current repertoire. 
 
This year also becomes the beginning of an 
era of dance-dramas with the combined effort 
of musicians, writers and dancers under the 
leadership of P.V. Krishnamurthy, the dynamic 
head of AIR, Cuttack. 
 
1947 marks the starting point of Kelucharan’s 
career as a teacher when he accepts the five 
year old Sanjukta as his student; starts 
teaching Minati Misra, Meera Das and others.; 
his popularity increases and he works hard by 
going from house to house on a ramshackle 
bicycle and to other places away from Cut-
tack. 
 
In 1953, joins Kala Vikash Kendra (KVK), 
which became the centre for Odissi dance 
teaching. 
 
In 1954, he teaches Dashavtar to Dhirendra 
Nath Patnaik for the Inter-University Youth 
Festival for which Dhirendra receives a prize. 
 
In 1955, both he and Pankaj Charan compose 
the dance-drama Saakshi Gopal in which 
Priyambada Mohanty dances the invocation to 
Lord Ganesh, ‘Pada Vande Gananath’- a 
popular Mangalacharan item even today. 
 
In 1957, KVK gets a grant from Sangeet 
Natak Academy for research into folk and 
tribal dances; Kelucharan heads the research 
team. 
 
Another landmark in Odissi dance in the year 
was the formation of Jayantika – a group of 
Gurus including Kelucharan and scholars – to 
systemize the Odissi dance form. The basic 
repertoire of Odissi gets formalized and 
decision on costumes and hair-styles and 
jewelry are taken. 
 
In 1958, at the Music Academy Conference in 
Madras, Kelucharan presents the dance of 
Sanjukta Panigrahi; later Odissi is recognized 
as the fifth classical dance style when Kelu-
charan’s student gives a demonstration at the 

all India Dance Seminar, organized by the 
Sangeet Natak Academy at New Delhi. 
 
In 1959, he contacts tuberculosis; gives up 
smoking bidis and picks of the habit of chew-
ing paans which continues till the end; for his 
treatment, money comes from students and 
KVK, but nevertheless, Laxmipriya has to sell 
her jewelry. 
 
His illness and a parting of ways among the 
Gurus hasten the dissolution of Jayantika. 
 
In 1961, composes eleven new solo items and 
a series of dance-dramas; he buys a piece of 
land in Cuttack and over a period of four years 
builds his own house with his own hand and 
with the help of labourers. 
 
In 1964, KVK organizes a grand three-day 
show in Bombay; Kelucharan is deeply 
involved and works continuously until he 
collapses and falls seriously sick. 
 
In 1965, his son Ratikant is born. 
 
In 1966, gets the Sangeet Natak Academy 
Award, the first one to get in Odissi. 
 
In 1967,composes Sakhi He and Dheera 
Sameere for Kumkum Das (Mohanty), pre-
sented at Geet Govinda seminar in Delhi, 
organized jointly by Sangeet Natak Academy 
and Lalit Kala Academy; music composition 
by old associate Bhubaneswar Mishra; at the 
seminar his first demonstration outside Orissa. 
 
A new beginning that he goes abroad with 
Sanjukta Panigrahi as part of an Indian 
delegation to USSR; other members are Gopi 
Krishan, Birju Maharaj, Yamini Krishnamurthy, 
Bismilla KhanRaj Kapur,Nargis and others. 
 
In 1968, starts teaching condensed courses in 
the summer at KVK, which attract students 
from all over India and abroad; among outsid-
ers: Menaka Thakkar, Sonal Mansingh, Rani 
Karna, Myrta Barvie (Argentina), Akemi 
Sakurai (Japan), Kumkum Lal and Nalini 
Malhotra; visits USSR with Sonal. 
 
In 1969, conducts the recital of Sonal at Kala 
Kshetra, in which she performs Kuru Yadu-
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nandan; this is historic – Rukmini Devi Arun-
dale accepts Odissi as a classical dance style. 
 
In 1974, teaches a few months at Triveni Kala 
Sangam, New Delhi where such students as 
Madhavi Mudgal and Sheela Raj joined; 
receives Padmashri Award. 
 
In 1975, choreographs the Hindi version of the 
Geet Govinda with music composition by 
Pandit Jasraj; Protima Bedi joins as a student. 
 
In 1979, choreographs the dance sequences 
for Oriya film Sri Krishna Raas Leela; per-
forms Priye Charusheele which marks the re-
emergence of Kelucharan as a performer. 
 
1980: sees his workshop with Padatik, Cal-
cutta and 1981 at the NCPA, Bombay; these 
become an annual feature since then. 
In 1984,joins Odissi Research Centre , 
Bhubaneswar, headed by Kumkum Mohanty; 
works on codification and development of a 
script to write Odissi dance. 
 
In 1987, shifts from Cuttack to Bhubaneswar 
 
In 1988, gets the Padma Bhusan award. 
 
In 1989, suffers from heart attack and under-
goes by-pass surgery at Birla Heart Centre, 
Calcutta in 1990. 
 
In 1990, also appears a film on Kelucharan 
‘Bhabantaram’ by Kumar Shahani 
 
In 1994, leaves Odissi Research Centre and 
founds his own institution, Srjan, being run by 
his son Ratikant and daughter-in-law Sujata, a 
dancer herself; moves to his own house in 
Bhubaneswar. 
 
In 1995, he is conferred the Officer of the 
Order of Art and Culture by the Government of 
France. OSA confers “Utkal Shree” award on 
him. 
 
1996 witnesses an international celebration of 
his seventieth birth anniversary in which he 
and Srjan tour North America; it is first for 
Srjan. 
 
In 2000, receives the Padma Bibhusan. 

 
In 2001, pays the debt of gratitude to his 
‘mother’, the goddess Bhuasuni, by complet-
ing her temple in his village and having an 
elaborate celebration of inaugural ceremony; 
his disciples celebrate his 75th birth anniver-
sary; the book “ The Making of a Guru: 
Kelucharan Mohapatra – His Life and Times “ 
is released. 
 
In 2003, receives the Shankar Dev Award of 
Government of Assam and the award of The 
Fellow of Sangeet Natak Academy. 
 
Guruji leaves this world on April 7, 2004. 
 
Guruji’s Dance Compositions: 
 

 
Pada Vande Gananath – 1955; Namami 
Vighna Raja – 1957; Manikya Veenamuppala 
Layanti – 1965/68; Namodevi – 1968; Vedan 
Uddharate – 1970/85; Kadachit Kalindi Tata – 
1971; Saratna hemaghantika – 1976; 
Yasyaanke – 1979; Jatatavi Galajjala – 1981; 
Keki Kantha – 1982; Shiva Panchaakhsara 
Stothram – 1988; Yakundentu Tushar hara 
Dhabala – undated. 

 
Basanta – 1957; Kalyan – 1959; Saveri – 
1961; Mohana – 1965; Shankarabharanam – 
1965; Saveri – 1966; Gatibheda – 1968; 
Arabhi – 1972; Hamsadhwani – 1978; Khamaj 
– 1979; Bihag – 1981/88; Kirwani – 1981; 
Bilahari – 1983; Mukhari – 1993; Singhendra 
– 1996. 
 

 
 
Lalita lavanga Lata – 1958; Dashavatar – 
1959; Nindanti Chandanamindu – 1959; Yahi 
Madhav – 1961; Yami He Kamiha Saranam – 
1961/79/80; Pashyati Dishi Dishi – 1962; 
Haririha Mugdhbadhu – 1963; Kuru Yadu 
nandana – 1967; Dhira sameere – 1967; 
Sakhi He – 1967; Rase harimiha – 1968/86; 
Mugdhe Madhu Mathanam – 1972; Mamiyam 
Chalita Vilokya – 1974; Kapi madhuripuna – 
1977; Radha vadana – 1983; Shrita Kamala 
Kuchamandala – 1984; Madhave Ma Kuru – 
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1988; Kishalaya Sayana tale – 1993;Ramate 
Yamuna – 1995;Samudita Vadane – 1995; 
Priye Charusheele – undated. 
 

 
 
Nahin Ke Karidela – 1953; Srimati Sripati – 
1956; Dekhiba Para Asa Re – 1956; Shya-
maku Juhara – 1959; Bhangi Chahan – 1960; 
Dine na Dakibu – 1961/88; Patha Chhadide – 
1966; To Lagi Gopa Danda – 1966; Daya Na 
Karantu – 1967; He Banagiri – 1968; Badhila 
Jani Kshama – 1976; Prana Sangini Re – 
1976; Bansi Teji Hela – 1988; Mare Bana 
Dhara Shrabana – 1994; Ekalavya – 1998; 
Malli Mala Shyamaku Debi, Kanta Bina Diba, 
Shyama Ja Ja, Ahe Nila Shaila, Bibhusana 
Puspe, Kahin Gale Murali Phunka, Sagini Re 
Rasa Rangini Re, Nachanti Range Sri Hari, 
Aja Mun Dekhili, Bitalaku Alingana, Brajaku 
Chora, Are Babu Shyama Ghana, Jagannatha 
He Kichhi Magu Nahin, Hema harini, Kete 
Chhanda – undated. 
 

 
 
Atasi Kusuma, Ki Hela Re, Khela Lola Khan-
jan Akhi, Janichhi Mun Ete, Dosa Bara He, 
Nua nata, Leela Nidhi He, Kshamanu – 
undated. 
 

 
 
Biswa Bina Rabe – undated; Vande Mataram 
– undated; Juhi Ki Kali – 1971; Sita Haran – 

1973; Kevat Prasang – 1979; Ek Sang Dhaye 
– 1981; Agamane Prem – undated; Phulwari 
Leela – undated. 
 

 
Kishori Kanhu – 1953; Palli Gatha – 1955; 
Sakshi Gopal – 1956; Pancha Puspa – 1957; 
Neela Madhav – 1957; Mahanadi – 1958; 
Chandrika – 1958; Krushna Gatha – 1958; 
Poojarini – 1958; Konarka Jagarana – 1958; 
Sapan Nayaka – 1959; Kumar Sambhav – 
1959; Anadi Sangeeta – 1959; Shakuntala – 
1960; Bhagabat Geeta – 1961; Tapaswini – 
1961; Chitrangada – 1961; Meghdut – 1962; 
Buddhadeva – 1962; Bharat Mata – 1963; 
Mahabharat – 1964; Krushna Leela – 1964; 
Amrapalli – 1965; Vikram Urvashi – 1966; 
Kanchi Vijay – 1970; Geet Govind – 1975; 
Ramayana – 1980/81; Ramayan – 1981; 
Champu – 1983; Geeta Govinda – 1984; 
Chandrabhaga – 1989; Kanchi Abhijan – 
1989/90; Vastra haran – 1990; Abhijnan 
Shakuntalam – 1991/92; Ekalavya – 1992; 
Konarka – 1993; Dushmanta Shakuntala – 
1994; Dashanana – 1995; Jageswari – 1996; 
Amrit Manthan – undated; Krishna Charitam – 
undated. 
 

 
 
Ardhanarishwara – 1977; Kumar Sambhav – 
1979; Navarasa – 1990; Tandavlasya – 1996. 
 

 
______________________ 
N.B. The list is not claimed to be exhaustive. 
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@_Ô Ò]õßÐ`]Ñ       
hÐ«Þ m[Ð cÞhõ, ÒeÐÒQ½e, cÞÒ_ÒjÐVÐ 

 
 

XÐLÊRÞ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf [ÊcLÊ  
     cÊÜ HÒ[ A[Êe ÒkÐB     
hÊZÞa ÒcÐ XÐL _ÞÒ¾, SÐÒZ cÊÜ 
       aXÏ `Z [Êc eMÞaÐ `ÐBÜ  Ð1Ð 
 

c\Ð _[ LeÊRÞ ÒdÒa 
        @b¯ QeÒZ Ahõ¯ `ÐBÜ   
]¯Ð ]éÐe [Êc ÒMÐmÞ Ò]a _ÞÒ¾ 
       c_Ð ÒLÒa ÒkÒm LeÞa _ÐkÞÜ Ð2Ð 
 

LeÐOÐ[ ÒdÒa Ò]aÞ ]ÊAÒe 
       ÒMÐmÞ Ò]a Ló`Ð LaÐV [ ]¯ÐÒe  
LÞqÞ[ LeÊZÐ jÞqÞ [ Ò]a 
         bÞlÐ\àÑ ÒkaÞ ÒdÒa `Ð] `]êÒe  Ð3Ð 
 

ÒLÒ[ ÒLÐVÞ S_ _Þ[Þ AjÞ 
        `[ÐBRÞ kÐ[ AhÐ¯Ñ AMÞÒe    
Ò$eÐB Ò]B_ LÐkÐLÊ H dÐH 
        beÞ [ Ò]BR LÞRÞ [Ð* kÐ[Òe  Ð4Ð 
 

ÒkD Òj aÐ aÞi, ÒkD aÐ `Ñ¯Ëi 
        [Êc ]Ð_e [ _ÐkÞÜ [Êf_Ð  
[Êc dhaÐ_Ð ekÞRÞ SNÒ[ 
         ÒkD õ̀[ÐeZÐ @aÐ Rf_Ð  Ð5Ð 
    

]ÞÒ_ cÐNÞ\ÞmÐ Ò]ßõÐ`]Ñ ALÊÒf 
        cÐ_ dh [Ð'e eMÞaÐ `ÐBÜ             
@`cÐ_e Òj ds LÊ¨eÊ 
         DwÐeÞa ÒaÐmÞ \Þm L\Ð Ò]B    Ð6Ð 
 

aÞhé SÐZÞaÐÒe eMÞ\Þm 
        [Ð'e mÐS ck[  
jÒ[ LÞ Òj \ÞmÐ SÞ[ÞaÐ- 
      mÊQÐ@_Ð, \Òe õ̀bÊ j[ LÊk [   Ð7Ð 
 
 
 
 

jéS_, jé`Ê[õ, auÊ `eÞS_ 
keÐB aÐwàÒLÔ ÒkÐBmÐ _ÞÓjé  

hË_Ô kó]¯e eÐS jÞÕkÐjÒ_ 
       eÐSeÐZÑ ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ, Ò]MÞRÞ aÞhé Ð8Ð 
 

HkÐLÊ L'Z LÊk«Þ  
        `õbÊ Òk SÞ[ÞaÐ LÊk   
@«e c^ÔÒe mÊQÞ LÐtÊ\ÞmÐ 
         ÒLÒ[ Òd RÊ`ÐB mÊk            Ð9Ð 
 

cÊÜ @_Ô Ò]ßõÐ`]Ñ 
        cÐNÞRÞ Òj`eÞ jÐeÐ SÑa_  
`õ[Þ cÊkËràÒe kÐeÞaÐ LÐkÞÜLÞ 
        Lm ÒcÐ L`Ðf mÞM_            Ð10Ð 
 

SÑa_e Òhi jc¯Òe  
        dÐkÐ Ò]D@R cÒ[ SÞ[ÞaÐ `ÐB  
AahÔL ÒcÐ'e AD Òka _ÐkÜ 
        Ò]aÞ [ÊcLÊ cÊÜ jaÊ Ò$ÒeB    Ð11Ð 
 

aXÏ `Z [Êc @[ÊV,  
        @l¯ eMÞaÐ `ÐBÜ  
SNÒ[ dÐB ÒcÐ ]ÊÓM  
       LÐkÐLÊ cÊÜ LkÞaÞ _ÐkÞÜ             Ð12Ð 
 

H L\Ð ekÞa [Êc ÒcÐ bÞ[Òe 
        L\Ð Ò]DRÞ cÊÜ h`\ LeÞ  
SN[ NÐBa [Êc dh LÑràÞ 
        @câÐ_ ekÞa [Êc ÒNßÐea `Ëaà `eÞ Ð13Ð 
 

ÒcÐ bÞ[Òe cÊÜ [ mÑ_ ÒkÐBdÞaÞ 
        @bÞcÐ_ `ÞB Ò]ßõÐ`]Ñ `eÞ  
ÒmÐL SÐZÞaÐÒe jaà ÒjßÐbÐNÔÒe 
        SÑa_ `Ð[õ ÒcÐ Ò]BR beÞ      Ð14Ð 
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QÞWÞ 

(`õ\c aÐiÞàLÑ  [ÞÒeÐ^Ð_  ]ÞajÒe Ac jéNà[ Þ̀[Ð*Ê hõwÐ&fÞ ) 
TÑ_Ê ÒRÐVeÐ¯ 

 
 

kjeÊ ÒQ_ÐH TeÐB aÐ`Ð Òk 
    H  QÞWÞ ÒmMÊRÞ cÊkÞÜ 
_Þ[Þ hÞlÐ[a QÞWÞe `õÐeÒc÷ 
  (j]Ð) õ̀bÊ*Ê õ̀Z[Þ Ò]B Ð 
 

jÐlÐ[Òe [Òc ajÞR hõÑ`Ò] 
     jÊ`Ê[õ Aj_ Ò_B 
ÒLÐVÞ ]¨a[ SZÐB SÐZÞa 
     SZÐDRÊ HWÞ ekÞ Ð 
 

[a LÊhf[Ð @ahÔ ó̂½[Ð 
       `QÐeÞaÐ Ac SÐZ 
ÒdDÜWÞ @R«Þ [c Ò]kelÑ 
      jé¯Õ `õbÊ _ÐeÐ¯Z Ð 
 

QÐkÊÜ QÐkÊÜ AjÞ aeÒi aÞ[ÞmÐ 
     cÞfÞmÐ_Þ ]eh_ 
`õbÊ Ò`õcbeÐ  `aÞ[õ au_ 
   RÐXÏÞ LÞ `ÐeÊ_Þ c_ ? 
 

Ò$eÞa aÐ LÐkÞÜ jaÊ jéÐ\à Ò]B 
     LÞaÐ\ÞmÐ @a]Ð_ 
Òjðk, ÒjaÐ, d_ú @«[Ó _Þ¾Þ« 
     EZÐ _ÐkÞÜ ÒjWÞ [c Ð 
 

jcÐQÐe HWÐ - aqú@RÊ jÒaà 
      cZÞkeÐ j`à `eÞ 
`eÞ[õÐZ  _ÐkÞÜ Chée _Þ~Þà½ 
      `\VÞ _ÒkÒm `ÐeÞ Ð 
 

[a jÕjÐee bNðe\ LÞ«Ê 
     dÐB _ÐkÞÜ ASÞ ÒeÐLÞ 
Chée aÞhÐéj  VÐZÊ@RÞ j]Ð 
      jÐe\Þ yÐ_Òe ajÞ Ð 
 

]c÷, jÐkj af AD Ò^ßdàÔ 
     e\VÞe Q[ÊQàLõ 
@ahÔ aÞhéÐj AhÑaàÐ] [a 
     TeÊRÞ @_ae[ Ð 
 

Aj«LÞ Ò]MÞ [Êc `õÐZ jMÞ 
      _ÑeÒa dÐB_Þ ekÞ 
aw `eÞLe RÐXÏÞ dÐB\ÞaÐ 
       ]Ð¯Þ[é jÕ`_ð `ÐBÜ Ð 
 

@ahÔ  c_Òe @bÞcÐ_ j]Ð 
       ""\ÞmÐ Ò]MÐZÞA Ò õ̀c; 
_ÒkÒm LÞ jÞH RÐXÏÞ dÐB\ÐÒ« 
        LÐtÞaÐLÊ QÞe]Þ_ Ð '' 
 

_¯_e cZÞ [ceÞ eS_Ñ 
       c_ªÐ` LÒe ÒLÒ[ 
H `eÞ aÐ`Ð* `ÐÒM cÊkÞÜ j]Ð 
      Ò]ÐiÑ ekÞNmÞ jÒ[ Ð 
 

@bÞcÐÒ_ j]Ð [ÊceÞ L_ÞºÐ 
       LÐtÊ\ÞmÐ $ÊmÞ $ÊmÞ - 
aÐ`Ð* ÒjðkeÊ jaà]Ð aqÞ[Ð 
       LÞaÐ Ò]Ði LeÞ\ÞmÞ Ð 
 

LÞ«Ê ASÞ jÞH aÊmÞ aÊmÞ LÒk  
       HLÐ ÒjB bÐNÔa[Ñ 
""cÒ[ ÒhÒi Ò]MÞ aÊSÞÒ]Òm AMÞ 
        LÐkÐe H bÐNÔ @RÞ?'' 
 

`ÞmÐ ekÞ _ÐkÜÐ«Þ SÞ[Ê, hÞaÊ ASÞ 
        Aj« LÞ Ò]MÞ \Òe 
]ÐaÞ, @bÞcÐ_ LÐ'`ÐÒM LeÞÒa 
       [Òc Òd @SZÐ `ÊÒe Ð 
 

ÒNkâÐ _Ð[Þ [c LÒe @bÞcÐ_ 
       ALVÞÒm [ÐLÊ VÞÒL 
LkÊ@RÞ jÞH ""aÐ`Ð \ÞÒm ASÞ 
        NÐfÞ LÞ ]Þ@Ò« cÒ[?'' 
 

@³Þà\úm [Òc ÒLÒ[ jÒcÐé^_ 
      jéÐcÑ, aÐ`Ð, auÊ, bÐB 
`ÞDiÐ, cDjÐ, cÐcÊÜ J `Ê[ÊeÐ 
      hfÐ, jYÏã J bÞÒZÐB Ð 
 

R`ÞNm [Òc, [ÊVÞmÐ jÕ`Là 
       TÊe«Þ A`ZÐ ÒmÐL 
bÞÒZÐBe ÒjB c Ê̂e jÕ`Là 
     `Þõ¯ ""jÊebÐB'' XÐL Ð 
 

ÒdDÜ WÐÒe \Ð@ EZÐ _LeÞa 
       [a ÒjB AhÑaàÐ] 
jÕjÐe Sf^ú `ÐeÞÒkaÐ `ÐBÜ 
       ÒjB HLÐ hLõ _Ða Ð 
 

AhÐ, `eÒmÐÒL jcÒª ÒbVÞaÐ 
        hõÑ`] QeÒZ dÐB 
aÐRÞeMÞ\úa D`dÊ¦ yÐ_ 
        hõÑ `õbÊ*Ê VÞÒL LkÞ Ð 
 

c_Òe ÒhÐQ_Ð QÞWÞ ÒmÒM jÞ_Ð 
       Dree _ÐkÞÜ ]ÐaÑ 
LÞ«Ê ÒcÐ cÞ_[Þ jc¯ jÐDÜVÞ 
       jéÒ`ð Ò]MÊ\Þa AjÞ Ð 
 

H[ÞLÞÒe B[Þ LeÊRÞ ÒcÐ QÞWÞ     
         `ÐÒjÐeÞ _ Ò]a c_Ê 
bËcÞº  `õZÐc SZÐB ekÊRÞ 
         [ÊceÞ @^cÐ TÑ_Ê Ð
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a±keZ _ÊÒkÜ 
`õ[ÞbÐ h[`\Ñ 

 

hÐYÏÞLÊ Ò_B ÒLÒ[ `ÊeÐZ 
ÒLÒ[ NÑ[, N` 

ÒkÒm, hÐYÏÞ Òd ÒLaf `õ[ÑL! 
_ÒkÒm 

hÐYÏÞ DmÐeÞ Ò]Òm  
ÒLaf Òd AOÐ[ @`cÐ_ kÊH, [Ð' _ÊkÜ 

_ÐeÑ[é HL cdàÔÐ]Ð, HL NËYÏ jrÐ 
dÐkÐ MÐmÞ heÑeÒe _\ÐH 

\ÐH MÐmÞ _ÐeÑe jé`ðÒe, LÁ_ÐÒe 
e¦Òe, Òc]Òe, Òjé]Òe 

\ÐH @ahÔ, 
\ÐH cÐ[ó[éÒe, Ò]aÑ[éÒe Ð 

ASÞ ÒLÒ[ ÒLDÜWÞ 
]Êcà], ]ÊÓhÐj_ 

ÒLDÜWÞ Rf Ò`õcÞL 
ÒLDÜWÞ cËYÏ jÐécÑ 

akÊaÞ^ aÞLÐee ^iàZ Ð 
@\Q, _ÐkÞÜ jÊ]hà_ 

_ÐkÞÜ aÞ, ]lÞZaÐkÊ D`ÐXÏÞaÐLÊ bÑcÒj_ Ð 
 

ASÞ aÞa±ÐWÐeÊ e¦^Ðe 
eS e¦ _ÊÒkÜ 

kó[ç`Þ¨Òe heÐOÐ[e ! 
aó\Ð dÐkÐ ÒcÐ'e jkÞ»Ê[Ð, 

]ÑOà `QÞh aià ^eÞ 
_C aÐmÞÒe SÞ@«Ð cÑ_ `eÞ 

`a_ ÒYÐLÞaÐe L½, 
`ÊZÞ, eÕNÞ_ç jËdàÔÐª dÐHÜ 

aÕQÞdÞaÐe ]ÊÓjÐkj Ð 
jbÐj]ç* @pkÐj Ð 
@Ò`ÐN¨e QÐ[ÊeÑ 

cTÞÒe, QÞeÞdÐDRÞ ÒcÐ'e 
[ÞõÒmÐL [ÞõLÐf aÔÐ`Ñ 

cdàÔÐ]Ðe _ÑfÐcèe hÐYÏÞ ! 

HLÊVÞA cZÞie HLÐ HLÐ Òaf 
jé`ðm[Ð cÞhõ(e\) 

 

HLÊVÞA cZÞiVÞ `ÐBÜ 
jaÊWÊ @Òaf HB HLÊVÞA Òaf - 
AÒ` AÒ` ÒMÐmÞdÐH 
jÐ[ [Ðf `* [f $eÊA ekjÔ, 
hË_ÔeÊ `]êÒ[ÐfÐ hÊÒb, 
RÐ[Þ[f @uÐeÞ ÒLÐZÒe 
ÒhÐB\ÞaÐ jÐ`VÞH 
$ZÐ ÒVLÞ ÒQ[_ÐLÊ ]ÕÒh; 
aÞaÀà õ̀[Ñ[ kÊH  
aÀÞàf SÑa_e 
`õ[ÞVÞ `ÐMÊXÏÐ, 
SÑÀà ]ÞÒh jÊYf jÕ`Là Ð 
 

S_êeÊ H dÐa[ hÞMÞ\ÞaÐ 
kjÞkjÞ SÞBÜaÐe ÒdÒ[ jaÊ jË[õ 
jaÊ bÊmç, _Þe\àL mÐÒN; 
@\àkÑ_ cÒ_kÊH aÞN[ a¯j ! 
 

HLÐ HLÐ ÒafÒe 
HLÊVÞA cZÞiVÞ 
_ÞSLÊ _ÞÒeMÞ Ò]ÒM, 
_ÞS `ÐBÜ `õhðe SÐm aÊZÊ\ÐH HaÕ 
mkÊmÊkÐZ cÊkÜVÞLÊ 
`R LeÞ WÞA ÒkD\ÐH; 
@\Q, 
O_O_ ÒLÐfÐkÒf 
ÒOÐ, OÐ hv bÞ[Òe 
HLÊVÞA cZÞiVÞ 
HLÐ HLÐ ÒafVÞLÊ 
TÊeÞ ÒkD\ÐH, 
HLÐ HLÐ Òaf ÒdZÊ 
j«`àÒZ 
(SÑa_ dÊwe)  _ÞÓj= Òjß_ÞL 
LÐ_Òe jÐkÐje 
ckÐc§ ]ÞH ! 
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kÐkÐLÐe ^é_Þ   
jËdàÔ _Ð¯L 
 

 
hÞÒeÐ^ÐdàÔ jaÊ HÒa ÒcÐ'e 
 `Ð` NÊXÏÞL, LÊqÞ[ @= @=Òe 
ÒbÐNÊQÞ _ÞwàÐeÞ[ ]¨, 
 Lcà$f cÐÒ_ @«[Ó _Þ¾Ê`  
  aÞ̂ Þe aÞ̂ Ð_Òe . . . Ð 
 
`eÞQ¯ \ÞmÐ ÒcÐ'e @uLÐeÒe, 
 Ò[ZÊ, héÐjeÊw cÊÜ HÒa !    
ÒMÐSÞ aÊÒm "@ªÐB'LÊ 

HL Dr© QVÐZÒe 
  ÒcÐ'e RV`V `Ð]Òe Ð 
 
 AD, ^eÞ ekÞQÞ Ò_ßeÐhÔLÊ 
  AhÐe A&ÊfÞÒe- 
 mlÔbõ½ ÒkÐB QÐmÞQÞ         

LfjÞe QkmÐ `ÐZÞÒe . . Ð 
 
BoÐcÐÒ_ ÒcÐ'e dÐDQ«Þ OÊqÞ 
  XeÞ XeÞ, \eÞ \eÞ 
`õÒ[ÔLVÞ h<Ð, 
 bÐ=ÞaÐe `õ[Þ^é_Þ LÒe 
  ÒcÐ RÐ[Þe ¸t_Òe HÒa Ð 
 
ekÞdÐBQÞ cÊÜ, _Þea[ÐLÊ Ò_B 
 ÒjB @jSXÏÐ h<Ð-jÞtÊee 
  kÐkÐLÐe é̂_ÞÒe . . . Ð 
 
 
 
Surya Nayak writes in English and Oriya; 
published several books of poems in English & 
Oriya. Contributes regularly to OSA.  
 
 
 

AÒNÐ QtõcÐ 
jÐefÐ [õÞ`ÐWÑ 

 
 
AÒNÐ QtõcÐ ÒcÐ'e `Þõ¯[cÐ 
    ÒL Ò]a Ò[Ð'e AD eË` D`cÐ, eË` D`cÐ  
Ò[Ð'e `õÐZe cÞ[ Òj[ dÐBRÞ j[ 
    aÐZÞSÔ LeÞ Òj[ Ò$eÞ AjÞa, Ò$eÞ AjÞa 
SÐbÐ, jÊcÐ[õÐ, aÐmÞ, Òj[ dÐBRÞ QÐmÞ 
     AZÞa Ò[Ð `ÐBÜ jÊ_Ð cÊLÊ[Ð cÐfÞ, cÊLÊ[Ð cÐfÞ 
`ÐV Òehc hÐYÏÞ, jÊ_Ð jÕMÐ QÊXÏÞ 
  NbÐ `ÐBÜ AZÞa Òd ÒL[LÑ ÒaYÏÞ, ÒL[LÑ ÒaYÞÏ 
AÒNÐ QtõcÐ [Ê [ mÊk TeÐ_Ð 
  LÐt_Ð jkÑ LÐt_Ð, LÐt_Ð jkÑ LÐt_Ð  Ð   (1) 
 
Ò[Ð'e SÑa SÑaÒ_ Òd LÞ N¶Þ e[_   
HÒLÐBe afÐ Òj Òd LÊf _t_, LÊf _t_ 
Ò[Ð'e c_e ]ÊÓM Òj[ ]Ëe LeÞa 
     QÞVÐD ÒmMÞ Ò[ÐÒ[ ÒLÒ[ LkÞa, ÒLÒ[ LkÞa 
AÒNÐ QtõcÐ [Ê [ mÊk TeÐ_Ð 
   LÐt_Ð jkÑ LÐt_Ð, LÐt_Ð jkÑ LÐt_Ð Ð   (2) 
 
SN_ðÐ\*Ê [ÊkÞ $Êm Qt_ Ò]B 
      [ÊfjÑ cÐfÐ Ò]aÊ, [ÊfjÑ cÐfÐ, [ÊfjÑ cÐfÐ 
[Ð*Ê SÊkÐe LeÞ hÊb c_ÐjÊ\ÞaÊ 
      LkÊRÞ `eÐ jkÑ, LkÊRÞ `eÐ, LkÊRÞ `eÐ 
Ò[Ð'e c_ LÐc_Ð jaÊ `ËeZ Òka 
      LkÊRÞ `eÐ ^_, LkÊRÞ `eÐ 
      LkÊRÞ `eÐ õ̀Þ̄ Ð, LkÊRÞ `eÐ 
      AÒNÐ QtcÐ . . . .       (3) 
 
 
 
Sarala Tripathy is a retired customer service 
manager with Walmart store in Norman, 
Oklahoma. She and her husband Dr. Narayan 
Tripathy reside in Norman, Oklahoma since 
1969. She enjoys writing in Oriya at her leisure 
time. 
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LÞH ÒjkÞ ? 
LÁ_Ð c¯Ñ ]Ðh 

 
hÐf `ÞAhÐf `[Òe @f` ÒSÐjðÐ `XÏãRÞ TeÞ, 
@uÐe ÒOeÐ ÒbÐ]Ê@ ALÐhÊ aÐ]me aÊLÊ QÞeÞ Ð 
 
jÕNÑ[ Aje ScÞRÞ ÒLÐDWÞ hÊbÊRÞ aBÜhÑ jÊe 
_aSÐ@ aÜhÑ _aSÐ aÐaÊÒe RÐ[ÞÒe Òa]_Ð Ò[Ð'e  
 
cc[Ðc¯Ñ Òj cÐ' LÞH ỀZÞ Lk LÞH ^_ [Ð'e? 
_t eÐSeÐZÑ dÒhÐ]Ð LÞ AD - BH Òj maZÑ ÒQÐe?  
    
NXÏSÐ[e H NÐÜAVÞÒe HÒa _Þea[Ð cÐÒe kÐB 
bNÑe\ `Êe aÐf cÊLÊt LÞ XÐLÊR«Þ Aj eÐC? 
 
Q[ÊcàÐjÔÐe `ea mÐNÞRÞ OÒe OÒe `ÊÒe `Ê Òe 
[ÐL ^Þ_Ð^Þ_ mÐNÞ@RÞ Ò[ÒZ LÁ_Ð Lìaç OÒe Ð 
 
@N½ `te ÒbeÐBVÞ ÒjÐ' NÒZi `ËSÐe XõÐcÐ 
²Êm Þ̀mÐ jk _ÞS Þ̀mÐ cÞhÞ LeÞÒa XÐ_çjç XõÐcÐ Ð 
 
MÞA `ÞA _Þ], jaÊ bÊmÞ dÐB mÐNÞR«Þ ]ÊB bÐB 
Hc« ÒSÐXÏÞ H S_cÞR«Þ LÞ eÐc mlêêZ ]ÊB ?  
 
]ËNàÐ Ë̀SÐ Òka Djúa mÐNÞa QÐmÞmÐ cÞVÞ=ç MÐmÞ 
kÞtÊ cÊjmcÐ_, SÐ[Þ LÞ @SÐ[Þ jbÞHÜ ÒkÐBÒm ÒcfÞ Ð 
 
]Þ_ ÒLBVÐÒe Oe Oe aÊmÞ A]Ð¯ LeÞÒm QÐtÐ 
ÒcYÏOe Ò[ÐfÐ d\Ð jc¯Òe ÒkÐBmÐ ]ËNàÐ Ë̀SÐ Ð 
 
QÊmÞcÊ¨ LÐc LeÞÒa_Þ TÞ@ - ÒjBL\Ð bÊmÞdÐA 
`ÐW hÐW `YÏÞ `Ê@* `eÞ Òj eMÞÒa ÒcÐ'e _ÐAÜ Ð 
 
¯Ê H_ç J LíÐjç, kÞtÞ hÞlÐ `ÊZÞ jÐkÞ[Ô jÕNÑ[ QnàÐ 
²ÊmçeÊ Ò$eÞ Mae LÐNS - TÞH `YÞÏÒa `[õÞLÐ Ð 
 
 
eÐc a_aÐÒj eÐSÐ ]he\ SÑa_ Ò[SÞÒm jÞ_Ð 
@kek ¯Ð* SÑa_ XkÒL õ̀[ÞVÞ Þ̀mÐ* aÞ_Ð Ð 

`eÐZeÊ `õÞ¯ `ÐqVÞ j«Ð_ HLLÊ AÒeL aÒf 
]he\ LÞ Òj aÞkÐe Le«Þ `Ðq ]Ðje\Ñ [ÊÒm?  
 
`ÞmÐ*e `ÐW, aÐkÐ aõ[Oe aÊYÏÐaÊYÏÑ aÐ` cÐA 
_ÞS @jÊa^Ð _ÞSLÊ afÐH Ò[m mÊZe ]Ê_ÞAÜ  Ð 
 
jÐBe `ÒXÏÐhÑ, auÊ aÐua LÞ @aÐ bÐNQÐiÑ `Ê@ 
@bÐaÒe `XÏÞ kÐ[ `[ÐBRÞ - AkÐ ÒLÒXÏ ]ÊeÊak Ð 
 
[Ð`= NXÏe ]f ÒaÒkeÐ Òj QÞ«Ð LeÊR«Þ `eÐ 
cÊ¨ afÞÒ]B ÒjB `Êe²ÐÒe jÐkÐdÔ LeÞÒa [éeÐ  Ð 
 
jc¯e QL OÊeÞOÊeÞ dÐH a]Òf SÑa_ N[Þ 
SeÐ LafÞ[ aÐ` cÐ' HÒa ]Ð Þ̄[é aYÏÞmÐ @[Þ Ð 
 
LÐuÒe `LÐB cÐA*Ê Ò\ÐBÒa LÐuÞA NRe cËÒf 
_Þ[ÔLcà `Òe OeLÊ AZÞÒa ^cà`[ðÑ* [ÊÒm Ð 
 
LÞH Lk jÒ[ SÐZÞRÊLÞ [Ð*Ê ÒLÒZ [Ð* Oe ]éÐe ? 
S_cÞR«Þ LÞ Qf«Þ dÊNÒe bÞ_ð hõaZ LÊcÐe?  
 
`kqÞ NÒm Òj k[bÐNÐ ]f cÊkÜeÊ Ë̂AÜ DXÏÐB 
"jÐ=LÊ ÒcÐke Ò$mç LeÞa_Þ _cée ]Þ@ aYÏÐB Ð 
 
HB L\Ð ÒdÒa _eMÞa [Êc ]ÊAÒe `XÏÞa ÒYmÐ' 
bÐaÞaÐLÊ VÞÒL jc¯ Ò]Òm_Þ - "LkÞÒm Smç]Þ `fÐ Ð 
 
"ÒYmÐ `LÐB [ _cée cÞfÞÞa HWÞÞLÊ AjÞR LÞAÜ ?' 
HcÞ[Þ Dre hÊZÞ _ \ÞÒa [ `ÐMeÊ cÐeÞÒm XÞAÜ Ð 
 
 
HB hÞlL SÑa_ [cÐc mÒYÏB eMÞÒm SÐeÞ 
kÐBÒLÐVçà WÐeÊ jÊ`õÞc ÒLÐVçà jaÊWÞ `XÏÞmÐ kÊeÞ Ð 
 
_ÞºÐÒe [Ð* D`Ló[ ÒkÒm ÒLÒ[ hÞlL LÐkÞÜ 
eÞVÐ¯Ðeç `Òe Ò`_çj_ç VÞÒL jcÒª `ÐeÞÒm `ÐB Ð 
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aÐVÒe OÐVÒe Ò]MÐ ÒkBNÒm NÐÜ keÞS_ bÐB 
LÊhf `ÊRÞÒm `ÐMÒe ajÐB LÐuÒe kÐ[ `LÐB Ð 
 
"kÞtÊ ÒkB AD ekÞaÊ_Þ AÒc AjÞ\ÞÒm SÒZ aÐaÊ 
akÊ[ `BjÐ Ò]BNÒm HÒa MõÞ½ÞA_ç kaÊ jaÊ' Ð 
 
kjÞ jÒ= jÒ= bÐiÞÒm Dre "`ÐNf ÒkmÊ LÞ [ÊkÞ 
MõÞ½ÞA_ç LÊk ÒLcÞ[Þ ÒkaÒe S_cÞm kÞtÊ ÒkÐB' Ð 
 
ÒNÐXÏ[Òf `XÏÞ _ÞeÑk ÒmÐLVÞÞ ÒaÐBmÐ "hÊZ jÐAÜ« 
`QÐh V*Ð LÞ MeQ LeÞaÞ MÐBaÞ cÐDÜj bÐ[Ð 
 
@ZkÞtÊ jÞ_Ð @f` MeÒQ ÒNÐeÊcÐÕj VÞÒL MÐB' 
"dÐkÐ MÐDRÊ [Ê MÐA `ÒR aÐaÊ kÞtÊ ÒkB \ÐA ekÞ' Ð 
 
aÊTÐB jÊTÐB aÞ]Ð LÒm [ÐLÊ jbÐÒe `XÏÞmÐ L\Ð 
jLf OÒV [ `ÊeÞ ekÞR«Þ aÞhé aõkêÐ¨ Le[Ð Ð 
 
ÒRfÞÞcÐÕj ÒkD, ÒNÐeÊcÐÕj ÒkD, `Ð`e `õÒb] LÐkÞÜ 
MÐ]Ôe NÊZ @aÞNÊZ dÐkÐ ÒmÐL*Ê ]Þ@ aÊTÐB Ð 
 
jÕ²Ðe d]Þ AZÞaÐ_Þ AÒc Ac ^càÒe LÞRÞ 
ÒLÒ[ _Þele _ÞeÑk S_[Ð bÞ_ð ^cà Ò_Òa aÐRÞ Ð 
 
_Þea aÞhé kÞtÊ `eÞi] - QLÞ[ aõÐkêZ jbÐ 
jbÐ`[Þ HB kÞtÊ aõÐkêÒZ Lk LÞ Dre Ò]aÐ ?  
 
LkÒe auÊ LÞH Òj aÔ¦Þ LÞH [Ð* `eÞaÐe? 
ÒY*Ð_Ðfe NÐuÞ @aÐ Òj NXÏSÐ[ SaÐke? 
 
@aje `Òe j=Ñ[ `ÐBÜ _VeÐS aÞ]ÔÐf¯ 
SÞmíÐ jÐkÞ[Ô jÕj] `ÊZÞ ]Ðhe\Ñ hÞlÐf¯ Ð 

 
ÒLÒ[ j=W_ c\Ð ÒVLÞÒmZÞ [Ð*eÞ @_ÊLeÒZ   
ÒLÒ[ Òd RÐ[õ NZÐ ÒkDR«Þ NZL bÞ[Òe SÒZ Ð 
 
LVLe QÞ«Ð aÐBcÊ̈ ÞLÊ ÒmÐ - jÞH [ hÊZÞaÐ L\Ð 
AMÞÒe Ò]MÊRÊ HkÐ*Ê mÐNÞRÞ SN[ dÐLe QÞ«Ð Ð 
 
hchÐ_ aÊLÊ DÞWÞ AjÞÒmLÞ AceÞ jÐe= ^e ? 
@^Ð \ÞaÐ jé`ð jÕjÐe `ÐBÜLÞ LeÞÒa ÒaÐmÞ jÐLÐe  Ð 
 
`Ê_Sà_ê Ò_BR«Þ @aÐ aõS_Ð\ aXÏÒS_Ð 
ÒbVÞaÐLÊ c_ DR_ð ÒkmÐZÞ LÞH Òj ÒdÐNS_cÐ Ð 
 
HÒ[ Òd `õhð `QÐeÞ QÐmÞRÊ Dre [ÐkÐe hÊZ 
dÐkÐ`ÐBÜ Ò[Ð'e SÑa_ ÒkÐBRÞ jaÊWÐeÊ cÊmÔaÐ_  Ð 
 
^_Ô ÒkÐBRÊÊ dÐ ÒLÐÒf S_cÞ jÒ[ [Ê LªÊeÑ cóN 
SÑa_]Ð[Ð Òj, S_c]Ð[Ð Ò[Ð S_L Òj ckbÐN Ð 
    
 
 
 
DmâÞMÞ[ LaÞ[ÐVÞ ÒcÐ aÐ`Ð hõÑdÊ¦ aj« LÊcÐe ckÐ`Ð[õ* 
75[c S_ê ]Þaj _ÞcÒ« ÒmMÐ ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ HaÕ 
L`ÞfÐjWÐÒe ÒY*Ð_Ðf SÞmíÐ jÐkÞ[Ô jÕj] @Ð_ÊLËmÔÒe 
@_ÊºÞ[ hÐe]Ñ¯ DjúaÒe `ÐW LeÐdÐB\ÞmÐ Ð HkÞ 
jc¯Òe HkÐ AqfÞL ]Ëe]hà_ ]éÐeÐ ÒeLXàÞÕ ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ Ð 
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AkéÐ_ HL AcùÐe 
_Þe&_ cÞhõ 

 
Òj]Þ_, SÊmÐBe `õ\c j©ÐkÒe, 
ÒjB ÒLÒ[SZ HLc_ ÒkÐB 
ÒaÐ½_ç jkee HL ÒRÐV OÒe 
NYÏÞ\ÞÒm cÒ[  
HL AcùÐe j®Ð_ Ò]B  Ð 
 
ÒcÐ'e AcùÐ @RÞ, Ò]k _ÐkÞÜ 
ÒcÐ'e c_ @RÞ, [_Ê LÞ«Ê _ÐkÞÜ 
ÒcÐ'e cÐ_ @RÞ, ^_ ScÐ _ÐkÞÜ 
ÒcÐe @Ò_L j«Ð_,  
Ò[ZÊ ]ÊÓM LÞRÞ _ÐkÞÜ Ð 
 
ÒNÐVÞH QL bÞ[Òe cÒ[ atÑ LeÞ 
"J j H' _ÜÐÒe "ÒmÐÒNÐ'VÞH LeÞ 
QLÐÒXÐfÐe @ÐMÞLÒm  
AD @ÕS_ ÒaÐfÞÒ]Òm, ÒcÐÒ[ 
AÒceÞLÐe JXÏÞhÐ j®Þf_Ñ LkÞ  
cÐ' XÐL Ò]Òm  Ð 
 
aià`Òe aià aÞ[ÞNmÐ 
Òj]Þ_e NõÐSÊHVç RÐ[õ  
bm `ÐW `YÏÞ QÐLÞeÞ `ÐBmÐ 
kÐ[LÊ ]Þ'kÐ[ ÒkÐB, jÕjÐe aYÏÐB 
Oe aÐXÏÞ, LÐeç jaÊ jc÷ÐfÞmÐ Ð 
 
j«Ð_ ÒcÐ'e ÒdÐD]Þ_  
aÐ`Ð, cÐ', bÐB, bDZÑ  
AD jÐ= jÐ\Ñ*WÐeÊ  
aÞ]Ð¯ Ò_B\úmÐ 
DXÏÐ SÐkÐS aÐ Sf  SÐkÐSÒe QYÏÞ 
AÒceÞLÐ, LÐ_ÐXÏÐ aÐ aÞmÐ[ AjÞmÐ  
HaÕ  LkÞ\úmÐ- 
"dÐDRÞ cÊÜ, `ÐW `YÞÏjÐeÞ  
[Êe« @ÐjÞaÞ 
JXÏÞhÐ ÒcÐ cÐ[óbËcÞ ÒLcÞ[Þ bÊmÞaÞ?'  
    

jeÞNmÐ `ÐW`YÏÐ, 
kSÞNmÐ jkSÒe JXÏÞhÐLÊ  
Ò$eÞaÐe jé`ð 
aÞÒ]hÒe lÑe AD  
ckÊ `ÞBaÐe @]cÔ mÐfjÐ- 
jcÒª HBWÞ aÐuÞÒm LÊ_Þ LÊ_Þ  
aÐ¯Ð QÒYÏBe ajÐ  Ð 
 
MÐBRÞ @Ò_L MeÐ, aiàÐ,  
hÑ[ @ÐD ae$ e cÐXÏ 
c_LÊ ]c÷LeÞ, ]Ê~àÞ_e aÐ[ÔÐLÊ jc÷ÐfÞ 
`BÜ[ÞeÞhÞ aiàe jÕjÐe ÒaÐTLÊ ^eÞ 
ÒcÐ JXÏÞA j«Ð_*Ê ÒLÐf LeÞ 
ÒcÐe QLkÑ_ e\ QÐmÞRÞ 
AÒceÞLÐ, LÐ_ÐXÏÐe _Ne aÐ 
D`_NeÑÒe 
LeÞaÐLÊ "e\dÐ[õÐ' @aÐ j®Þf_Ñ Ð 
 
L_çÒb_çj_ç _ÜÐÒe ÒcÐÒ[ eË` Ò]B 
ÒcÐeÞ j«Ð_cÐÒ_, HBWÞ Le«Þ ÒcfÐ 
aÐiàÞL Djúa _ÜÐ Ò]B, Aj«Þ LeÞaÐLÊ 
[Ñ\à, 
aÞSÞÒ_jç _ÜÐ Ò]B 
Le«Þ cÒ_ÐeÕS_ LÐdàÔLõc Ð 
 
LÞH LÒk cÊÜ LÐÕNÐfÊZÑ, ÒcÐWÞ `BjÐ 
_ÐkÜÞ 
LÞH LÒk cÊÜ ]Êaàf,  
ÒcÐ Þ̀mÐ cÒ[ `QÐe«Þ _ÐkÞÜ 
LÞH LÒk cÊÜ @\aà,  
ÒcÐe QÐmÞaÐe h¦Þ _ÐkÜÞ 
LÞH LÒk cÊÜ "DLùf cÐ[Ð' NeaÞZÑ, 
cÐ[óeËÒ`Z jÕyÞ[Ð 
jbÞHÜ ÒcÐ'WÐeÊ `ÐB\Ð«Þ cÐ'e cc[Ð  
Ð 
 

]Ê½ ÒkD aÐ hÞ½ ÒkD 
bõÐ« ÒkD aÐ hÐ« ÒkD 
QÐLÞeÞ \ÐD aÐ ÒaLÐe ÒkD 
jaÊ `eÒ]hÑ JXÏÞ@Ð ÒcÐkeÞ j«Ð_ Ð 
 
MÊ]ÊeÊLÊZÑ JiÐe cÐVÞe eÊ` Ò_B 
SÊmÐBe `õ\c j©ÐkLÊ JiÐ]Þ_ cÒ_ 
LeÞ 
ÒdÐD `Ê@ TÞ@cÐÒ_, ÒcÐ _Ð[Þ 
_Ð[ÊZÑ*Ê ^eÞ 
[Ñ\àdÐ[õÐ LeÞ AjÞ\Ð«Þ JjÐ 
L_çÒb_çj_çLÊ 
ÒjcÐ_* c_Òe cÊÜ YÐfÞ]ÞH 
k[ÐhÐ bÞ[Òe AhÐ 
@uÐe bÞ[Òe @ÐmÊ@ 
aÞÒ]hÒe `ÐBaÐLÊ cÐ[óbËcÞ jéÐ] Ð 
 
@LÊkÐ jÕfÐ` bÞ[Òe ÒcÐ' Þ̀mÐH 
cÒ[ Lk«Þ 
'dÐ ÒkD, AjÞ\úmÊ ]Þ]Þ_ `ÐBÜ- 
HLÐ cÐ'e j«Ð_ @ÐÒc, kj MÊjÞ  
eÐN eÊiÐ, AD L\Ð LVÐ LVÞ bÞ[Òe 
L_çÒ¡_çj_ç jÐeÞ Ò$eÞ dÞaÊ 
Òd ÒdTÐ aÐVÒe Ð' 
Ò[ZÊ, @heÞeÑ AcùÐ ÒcÐ'e,  
AÒceÞLÐe SfaÐ Ê̄ ¡Þ[Òe 
JXÏÞA[èLÊ aÕÒQBaÐe @]Ôc jÕNõÐc 
¡Þ[Òe 
aÐkÐ ÒcmÞ XÐLÊRÞ j¡Þ*Ê - 
"SÊmÐBe `õ\c j©ÐkÒe AjÞaÊ ÒcÐ 
ÒLÐfe j«Ð_ 
Ò]MÞdÞaÊ ÒcÐ L_çÒ¡_çj_ç-  
JXÏÞA bÐB auÊ*e c^Êe cÞf_ Ð' 
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ckÐdÐ[õÐ 
 

hÞM¨ h[`\Ñ 
 

 HLÐ]h h[ÐvÑÒe NS_Ñe jÊm[Ð_ cÐcÊ]e O_O_ ALõcZ J ^càÐ«ÑLeZÒe aÔ[ÞaÔª ÒkÐB bÐe[e `&Ða 
@qfeÊ @NZÞ[ _e_ÐeÑ*e Aec÷ ÒkmÐ `¾ÞccÊMÑ Ò]hÐ«e J dÐdÐae SÑa_e ckÐdÐ[õÐ Ð aràcÐ_ SÞ¿Þ aÐ ÒeÐcÐ_Ñ 
_ÐcÒe `eÞQÞ[ HkÞ bÐe[Ñ¯ aÕh^ecÐÒ_ hkhk aià ^eÞ Ê̄ÒeÐ`Òe _ÞdàÐ[Þ[ ÒkÐB jbÔ jcÐSWÐeÊ ]ËÒeBdÐB 
`õLó[Þjk HLÐLÐe ÒkÐBdÐBR«Þ Ð H LaÞ[ÐVÞ ÒjcÐ_*e HkÞ "ckÐdÐ[õÐ'e HL jÐcÐ_Ô ]ó½Ð« Ð 
 
`q_]Ñe [Ñe \eke 
jÞuÊe Sf LÊkÐB XÐÒL 
_dÐ@ cÐ_a cÐA ÒLÐf RÐXÏÞ 
h[ j«Ð` mÊQÐB aÊÒL ÐÐ 
 

NS_Ñe ÒOÐe ]jÊÔ ]Ð_a 
dÐ@ Ò$eÞ [a ÒjßL[ bËcÞ 
j«Ð_ ÒcÐe `XÏÞRÞ aÐkÐeÞ 
bÐNÔ A]eÞ @SZÐ QÊcÞ ÐÐ 
 

e¦ `Þ`ÐhÊ _e eÐlj 
^ÞL Òd [Ò[ H Lcà Ò]mÐ 
hÐ«Þ `õÞ¯ ÒcÐ' @ÒaÐ^ hÞhÊÒe 
^jÐB `LÐD _ÞAÜe kÊfÐ ÐÐ 
 

cÊ¦ [Ð' `õÐZ, cÊ¦ SÑa_ 
au_ L'Z SÐZB _ÐkÞÜ 
_ `ÐÒe ÒkÐB Òj @^Ñ_ LÐkÐe 
]ÊÒaàÐ^ LÐeÐNÐe [Ð `ÐBÜ ÐÐ 
 

h[ jÞÕke `eÐLõc [Ð' 
akB heÑÒe [© mkÊ 
SÑa_ LÐkÐe Ò_aÐ `ÐBÜ _ÊÒkÜ 
eMÞaÐLÊ, ÒVLÞ h¦ aÐkÊ ÐÐ 
 

`XÏÞRÞ aÐkÐeÞ `eÞaÐe ^eÞ 
kÞtÊLÊhe kÞÕjõ `Ò\ 
cÊ¦ aÞk= LÞ @aÐ ÒmÐXÏÐ [Ð' 
aÞhéSÑa_ @RÞ [Ð jÐÒ\ ÐÐ 
 

DXÏÐB QÐmÞRÞ hÐ«Þ ^ËSàVÞ 
`fÐ[L ÒaÐmÞ Lk«Þ jÒaà 
c\Ð Ò`Ð[Þ ÒLÒ[ dÐ[_Ð jkÞa 
bÞVÐ cÐVÞ ÒmÐb LeÞ, _ÑeÒa? 
 

ÒmÐXÏÐ _ÐkÞÜ [Ð'e eÐSjÞÕkÐj_ 
lZb=Êe aÞS¯ hÞeÑ 
eZbËcÞ RÐXÏÞ QÐmÞRÞ AÒNB 
@ªeaÞe ehêÞ ^eÞ ÐÐ 
 

_Þ[Þ Òj NYÏB, _Þ[Þ Òj bÐ=B 
a_m[Ð ÒLÐfÊ ÒLÐfLÊ XÞHÜ 
ekÞmÐ `ÐiÐÒZ hÞDfÞ mÐNB 
NXÏÞNÒm jÞ_Ð _Þcàf eÒk ÐÐ 
 

_]Ñ[ÊW [Ð'e ÒhßÐQ `õÐ=Z 
NR[f [Ð'e eÐuÞaÐ bÊBÜ 
]Þ_jÐeÐ aÊmÞ kÐ[ ÒeMÐ `ÒYÏ 
ÒbfÞLÞ Ò]MÐH ]DXÏÞ ÒXBÜ ÐÐ 
 
 

_ÞhÞÒe Ò$eB ]Þ_cËm AD 
a_ $f a_ hÞLÐe ÒO_Þ 
jÐeÐ ]Þaje LÐì«Þ bÊmB  
HL[ÐeÐ jÒ= cÐ~àf hÊZÞ ÐÐ 
 

[eÊ hÐMÐ `ÒR mÊQLÐfÞ ÒMÒf 
ÒSÔÐ—ïÐ aÞÒ^ßÐ[ aÐ]m bÐjÞ 
BtÊ AÒmÐÒL QcLÞ DWB 
h[]f `Òe aÞtÊ eÐhÞ ÐÐ 
 

DiÐLÐÒf LfÐ `ÞLe LËS_ 
hÑ[f jcÑe dÐcÞ_Ñ ÒhÒi 
TVLÞ DWB kÞc beÐ hÞM 
@ÕhÊcÐ_e ^Ñe _ÞÒ~àÒh ÐÐ 
 

@SZÐ N«aÔ, @SZÐ WÞLZÐ 
@SZÐ `\Òe LÞ @bÞjÐÒe  
@SZÐ AÒaÒN ANLÊ QÐmÞRÞ 
@SZÐ jéeN juÐ_Òe ÐÐ 
 

hÐ«Þ ÒMÐSÞZ `ÐBmÐ LiZ 
`ÐBmÐ NÔÐÒmÐe [ÑÄ ^Ðe 
QÞe hó<f auÐ [Ð' kÐÒ[ 
]Ba LmÊ H LÞ @aÞQÐe ÐÐ 
 

a_m[Ð cËfÊ `ÐkÐXÏ juÞeÊ 
ASÞ aÞ hÊbB Arà_Ð] 
^cà_ÐcÒe jbÔ[Ð AÒf 
] Ê̈R LeÞ [ÊoÐ Òb] ÐÐ 
 

Sikhanda Satapathy lives in Austin, TX with his wife Tina and daughters Neha and Anika. 
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cÊÜ LÞH ? 
hh^e ckÐ`Ð[õ 

 
sÐ_Ñ cÊÜ, @sÐ_Ñ cÊÜ 
ÒmÐbÒe cÊÜ, mÐbÒe cÊÜ 
ÒcÐkÒe cÜÊÜ, cÐ¯ÐÒe cÊÜ 
j[ÔÒe cÊÜ, cÞ\ÔÐÒe cÊÜ 
]¯ÐÒe cÊÜ, lcÐÒe cÊÜ  
^càÒe cÊÜ, @^càÒe cÊÜ 
cÊÜ ÒdcÞ[Þ \ÞmÞ ÒjcÞ[Þ cÊÜ 
cÊÜ ÒkDRÞ ÒcÐ'e `eÞQ¯ Ð 
 
RÐ¯ÐÒe cÊÜ, LÐ¯ÐÒe cÊÜ  
jÊ© cÊÜ, SÐNõ[ cÊÜ 
jSÑa cÊÜ, _ÞSàÑa cÊÜ 
HWÞ cÊÜ , ÒjWÞ cÊÜ  
ÒjÒa cÊÜ, HÒa cÊÜ  
LÐmÞ cÊÜ, ASÞ cÊÜ, dÊÒN dÊÒN cÊÜ  
cÊÜ ÒdcÞ[Þ \ÞmÞ ÒjcÞ[Þ cÊÜ 
cÊÜ ÒkDRÞ ÒcÐ'e `eÞQ¯ Ð 
 
@uÐeÒe cÊÜ, AÒmÐLÒe cÊÜ 
hË_ÔÒe cÊÜ, `a_Òe cÊÜ  
ALÐhÒe cÊÜ, `Ð[ÐfÒe cÊÜ 
SfÒe cÊÜ,  yfÒe cÊÜ 
jéNàÒe cÊÜ, _LàÒe cÊÜ 
aÐVÒe cÊÜ, OÐVÒe cÊÜ 
NõÑiêÒe cÊÜ, aiàÐÒe cÊÜ 
hÑ[Òe cÊÜ, aj«Òe cÊÜ 
cÊÜ ÒdcÞ[Þ \ÞmÞ ÒjcÞ[Þ cÊÜ 
cÊÜ ÒkDRÞ ÒcÐ'e `eÞQ¯ Ð 
 
jõ½Ð cÊÜ, jó½Þ cÊÜ 
hÞhÊ cÊÜ, dÊaL cÊÜ, aów cÊÜ 
jéÐcÑ cÊÜ, SÐcÐ[Ð cÊÜ, Ò`õcÞL cÊÜ  

Þ̀[Ð cÊÜ, Ề[õ cÊÜ 
cÊÜ ÒdcÞ[Þ \ÞmÞ ÒjcÞ[Þ cÊÜ 
cÊÜ ÒkDRÞ ÒcÐ'e `eÞQ¯ Ð 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
^_Ñ cÊÜ, ]eÞ]õ cÊÜ  
eÐSÐ cÊÜ, `õSÐ cÊÜ  
hÐjL cÊÜ, hÐjÞÞ[ cÊÜ  
bÐaÒe cÊÜ, @bÐaÒe cÊÜ 
NõÐkL cÊÜ, NõkÑ[Ð cÊÜ  
bÐB cÊÜ, bNÐeÞ cÊÜ, `XÏÞhÐ cÊÜ 
cÞ[õ cÊÜ, h[õã cÊÜ 
aÞhéÐjÑ cÊÜ, aÞhéÐjOÐ[L cÊÜ  
cÊÜ ÒdcÞ[Þ \ÞmÞ ÒjcÞ[Þ cÊÜ 
cÊÜ ÒkDRÞ ÒcÐ'e `eÞQ¯ Ð 
 
^_Òe cÊÜ, S_Òe cÊÜ  
c_Òe cÊÜ, cÐ_Òe cÊÜ, @bÞcÐ_Òe cÊÜ  
QÞ«ÐÒe cÊÜ, ÒQ[_ÐÒe cÊÜ 
h<Òe cÊÜ, QLõÒe cÊÜ 
N]ÐÒe cÊÜ, `]êÒe cÊÜ, _ÐbÞÞÞÒe cÊÜ  
jÐLÐe cÊÜ, _ÞeÐLÐe cÊÜ 
_ÞaàÞLÐe cÊÜ, _Þe&_ cÊÜ 
ÒdcÞ[Þ \ÞmÞ ÒjcÞ[Þ cÊÜ 
cÊÜ ÒkDRÞ ÒcÐ'e `eÞQ¯ Ð 
 

]ÊÓMÒe cÊÜ, jÊMÒe cÊÜ 
kjÒe cÊÜ, LÐtÒe cÊÜ 
b¯Òe cÊÜ, bõÐ«ÞÒe cÊÜ 
jé`ðÒe cÊÜ, SÐNeÒZ cÊÜ 
cÊÜ ÒdcÞ[Þ \ÞmÞ ÒjcÞ[Þ cÊÜ 
cÊÜ ÒkDRÞ ÒcÐ'e `eÞQ¯ Ð 
 
ÒeNÐ_ç eÞ`aõÞLÐ_ç cÊÜ,  
LíÞÃ_ç ÒXÒcÐLõÐVç cÊÜ  
LÕÒNõjÒe cÊÜ, S_[ÐÒe cÊÜ 
aÞÒS`ÞÒe cÊÜ, XÞHcçÒLÒe cÊÜ 
LcÔÊ_Þ½ç cÊÜ, NZ[§aÐ]Ñ cÊÜ 
`õN[ÞaÐ]Ñ cÊÜ, ]ÊNà[ÞaÐ]Ñ cÊÜ 
aÐcÒe cÊÜ, XÐkÐZÒe cÊÜ 
OSAÒe cÊÜ, ODISAÒe cÊÜ,  
JOGAÒe c,ÊÜ BIJOGAÒe cÊÜ  
aiàÐ dÊAÒXÏ cÊÜ, R[Ð dÊAÒXÏ cÊÜ 
cÊÜ ÒdcÞ[Þ \ÞmÞ ÒjcÞ[Þ cÊÜ 
cÊÜ ÒkDRÞ ÒcÐ'e `eÞQ¯ Ð 
 
jaÊÒe cÊÜ, cÊÜÒe jaÊ 
ÒkÒmaÞ, cÊÜ RÐÒXÏ_Ð cÊÜ, 
cÊÜ ÒdÒa dÐH "cÊÜÊÜ'e Òj`ÐeLÊ 
Ò[Òa cÊÜ aÊÒT "cÊÜ' `õLó[ÞLÊ Ð 
 
 
 
(The author lives in Silver Spring, 
Maryland with his wife Meera, 
daughter Sharmistha and son 
Sidhartha. He acknowledges the 
helpful comments of  Mr. Manoj 
Panda of Michigan on this poem ). 
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hõÑQeÒZ 
`õaÑe ]Ðh 
 

Òk keÞ, [Êc _ÐÒc ÒkaÞ `ÐeÞ Òk . . . 
 
SÑa_ bajÐNÒe, aÊXÏÞRÞ cÐ¯Ð ÒcÐkÒe 

[ÐeÞa [ÊÒc ÒcÐ [eÞ Òk 
Òk keÞ, [Êc _ÐÒc ÒkaÞ `ÐeÞ Òk Ð 
 
hÊZÞRÞ Òk S_Ð~à_, eMÞR b¦* cÐ_ 

H\e ÒcÐke aÐeÞ Òd 
Òk keÞ, [Êc _ÐÒc ÒkaÞ `ÐeÞ Òk Ð 
 
AjÞ ÒdÒa ]éÐÒe dc, XÐLÞa ÒcÐke _Ðc 

_dÞaÞ cÊÜ [Ð*Ê XeÞ Òk 
Òk keÞ, [Êc _ÐÒc ÒkaÞ `ÐeÞ Òk Ð 
 
[Êc _ÐÒc `ÒXÏ kÊeÞ, `[Þ[`Ða_ keÞ 

QÐkÜ aÐÒe cÒ[ Ò$eÞ Òk Ð 
Òk keÞ, [Êc _ÐÒc ÒkaÞ `ÐeÞ Òk 
Òk keÞ, [Êc _ÐÒc ÒkaÞ `ÐeÞ Òk Ð 
 
 
$õÐ*çmÞ_ç, ÒVÒ_jÞ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

LÐ[e SZÐZ  
@&_Ð ÒQ×^ÊeÑ 

 
S¯ AÒk SN_Ðð\ SN[ at_, 
S¯ S_Ð~à_ `õbÊ dÒhÐ]Ð _t_ Ð 
 
jõ½Ð [ÊÒc, jó½Þ [Êc HjÐeÐ jÕjÐe, 
[Êc aÞ_Ð SN[Òe jaÊ Òd @jÐe Ð 
 
aeiÐe Te Òd c¯ÊeÑe _ó[Ô [ÊÒc, 
NõÑiê _Þ]ÐO Òd ÒLÐBmÞe jée [ÊÒc Ð 
 
lÊ]õ cÊkÞÜ `õbÊ AÒk [ÊÒc [ ckÐ_, 
LÞ`eÞ LeÞaÞ `õbÊ [Êc dhNÐ_ Ð 
 
LÞ NÊZ NÐBaÞ `õbÊ [ÊÒc [ _ÞNàÊZ, 
LÞ D`cÐ Ò]aÞ `õbÊ [ÊÒc @_Ê`c Ð 
 
XÐLÞ\ÞÒm jÐmÒaN, ^õãa AD `õkmíÐ], 
LeÞm @ce Ò]B AhÑaàÐ] Ð 
 
[ÊÒc aõkê [ÊÒc `ËÀà [ÊÒc `ÊZÞ hË_Ô, 
DwÐe Le ÒcÐÒ[ AÒk `[Þ[`Ða_ Ð 
 
b¦e bNaÐ_ AÒk _ÐeÐ¯Z, 
LÐ[e SZÐZ  `õbÊ @ÐÒk hÊZ Ð 
 
AhÞie aÐeÞ^Ðe ]Þ@ Òk TeÐB, 
`Ð` bÐe  ÒdÒ[ ÒcÐ'e dÐD `õbÊ Ò^ÐB Ð 
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[Òc `õaÐjÒe \ÞÒm 
j[Ô `p_Ð¯L 

 

[Òc `õaÐjÒe \ÞÒm 
õ̀Ò[ÔL cÊkËrà HWÞ [c @_ÊN[ 

aÞhéÐj Le, ÒLaf [ce ÐÐ 
 

[Òc `õaÐjÒe \ÞÒm 
[Òc _ÐkÜ - SÐZÞÒm aÞ aÐeÕaÐe bÊmÞdÐH, 
[c _ÐAÜ DnÐeZ LeÞ ÒdÒ[ XÐLÞÒm aÞ 
Dre AÒj_Ð, 
]eSÐÒe ÒjBcÞ[Þ [ÐmÐ TÊmÊ\ÐH 
HaÕ cÊÜ @`õªÊ[ kÊH Ð 
 

[cLÊ Ò]MÞaÐ `ÐBÜ 
@kek c_ ÒcÐ'e kÊ@B @TV 
[c aNÞQÐe $Êm, 
ALÐhe hË_Ô[ÐÒe [c AMÞ ]ÞhÞdÐH 
jaÊWÐÒe [c QÞ[õ`V ! 
 

[Òc `õaÐjÒe \ÞÒm 
QÐeÞ`ÐM `a_Òe hÊbÊ\ÐH  
[c `Ð] `ÐDÜSe c Ê̂e jÕNÑ[ 
mÐÒN - jÒ[ HBcÐÒ[õ AjÞdÞa, 
]ÊÓMe H hÑ[F[Ê jeÞdÞa 
[Òc ÒcÐ'e $ÐmçNÊ_e có]Ê `]`Ð[ ! 
 

LÐkÞÜLÞ ÒLdÐZÞ 
[cLÊ `Ê_aàÐe `ÐMÒe `ÐBÒm 
mÐÒN - [Òc AD "[Òc' ÒkÐB ekÊ_ÐkÜ 
@LjêÐ[ _Þ]õÐdÐH jÕÒNÐ`Þ[ BoÐe jke 
DBÜ\ÞaÐ Skð `ÊZÞ _ÞÓhvÒe @^ÐaÐVÊ Ò$eÞdÐH 
aÞhéÐje QÐaÞLÐWÞ keÐBaÐ b¯Ò_B 
Ah*Þ[ `õÐZ ÒcÐ'e aÐeÕaÐe ÒMÐSÊ\ÐH 
Òj cÊNç̂  @[Ñ[ ÐÐ 
 
 
7412 C Brandshire Lane,Dublin, OH 43017 
 (Satya Pattanaik lives with his wife Snigdha, 
daughter Sadyasnata and son Lagnajit.) 
 

Ò[Ð' `ÐBÜ NÑ[VÞH 
hÊbhõÑ ]Ðj  

 
e=Ñ_ç JYÏZÐ [Òf `õLó[Þe jmíS cÐ^ÊeÑ 
aj«e ckLÒe DmíjÞ[ jaÊS ^eZÑ Ð 
 
jaÊSÞcÐ AªeZ Òb]Þ $Ême e=Ñ_ `ÐMÊXÏÐ 
kjÞDÒW ekÞ ekÞ beÞ]ÞH _Ë[_ @bÑ`çjÐ Ð 
 
`ËÀàNbàÐ `ÊZÔÒ[Ð¯Ð `õLó[Þe ÒLÐÒf 
aj«e aÐj«ÞLÐ ÒMÒf 
ÒcÐ ÒLÐfÒe ÒcÐ Ò`õce `õ\c j«L 
kÒj cÊÜ cÐ[ó[é NeÒa Ð 
 
Ò[Ð' JWe kj ASÞ ÒcÐ SÑa_ @cËmÔ jÕ`] 
Ò[Ð AMÞe ÒSÔÐ[Þ `eÐ ÒcÐ SÑa_ `\`õ]hàL Ð 
 
Ò[Ð' AMÞe mÊk jÐÒ\ @jkÐ¯, cÐ'e cc[Ð 
^_ ÒcÐ'e, mÊk Ò[Ð'e, H SÑaÒ_ HLÐ« @ÒmÐXÏÐ Ð 
 
SÑa_Òe SÑBÜaÐe jé`,ð Ò[Ð `ÐBÜ Ò[Ð'eÞ jÐ\ÞÒe 
be`Êe I¾dàÔ @&fÞ ÒcÐ'e  
Ò[Ð jÊM `õÐQÊdàÔ bÞ[Òe Ð 
 
Ò[Ð JWe ]ÒeÐVÞ aQ_  
ÒMÐmÞ]ÞH SÑa_e [ré 
SÞ[ÞNmÞ Ò[Ð mÐNÞ, Ò[ÐeÞ `eÒh 
kÒj ASÞ NeÒa cÐ[ó[é Ð 
 
LÊ_Þ LÊ_Þ kÐ[e `eÒh Ò[Ð'e  
cÊ]Þ ÒkÐB AÒj ÒcÐe AMÞ 
j`_e N«ÐOe cÊ]Ð AMÞ [Òf DW«Þ TmjÞ Ð 
 
$Ême `ÐMÊXÏÐ jc LÊ_Þ`ÐÒ] Ò[Ð'e, h¦Þe TmL 
SÑa_e QmÐ`Ò\ QÐmÞaÐe `õ\c `õ¯Ðj Ð 
 
QcLÞ DÒW cÊÜ ^_, kÒj `ÊZÞ Ò[Ð' kj jÐ\ÞÒe 
QÐmÞ hÞM, SÑa_LÊ jÐcç_Ð LeÞaÐe 
ÒcÐ kÐ[ Ò[Ð mÐNÞ, Ò[ÐeÞ jÐcç_ÐÒe Ð (LÍchÓ) 
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cÐÜ cÐVÞ ÒcÐe 
`ÍÒcÐ]Þ_Ñ cÞhÍ, ÒcÐ]Þ`XÐ, jcém`Êe 
 
_ÊÒkÜ cÊBÜ `mâÑ aÐfÐÒNÐ cÊÜ H `mâÑa Ë̂ 
bÊmÞRÞ @[Ñ[ `ÐBÒNÐ [Ðe cc[Ð c^Ê Ð 
TXÞa ]ÞÒ_ H cÐVÞÒe ÒcÐe SÑa-LÊjÊc 
cÐ[Í _ mÞbÞa [Ð bÐmÊÜ ÒcÐe e¦-L*Êc Ð 
`ËZÔc¯Ñ cÐÜ cÐVÞ ÒcÐ [Ðe D`cÐ LÐkÞÜ 
ÒdÒ[ Ò]MÊ\ÞÒm Ò_[ÍLÊ j]Ð _ËA mÐNB Ð 
a_ NÞeÞ `eÞÒa½Þ[ LÞA ÒL[LÑ a_ 
aÞaÞ^ LÊjÊc jÊaÐi QÞr LÒe keZ Ð 
\ÞmÐ HkÐ `ËÒaà DaàhÑ*e ecZ yÐ_ 
@]ÔÐ`Þ ekÞRÞ Ò]aÑ* QÐeÊ QeZ QÞkð Ð 
j©cÊkÞÜ NÞeÞhÞMeÊ TeÞ j`[ Te 
hjÔ hÔÐcfÐ cÐVÞe Ò^ÐB ]ÞH `¯e Ð 
LÊÒf aÞeÐSÞ[ Ò]DÒf aÞÒS eOa`[Þ 
Í̀[Þ̂ é_Þ RÒt Ò[ÐfÊRÞ ÒLÒ[ dh LÑe[Þ Ð 

Ò]Df `Íhª `ÍÐ=ÒZ QÐeÊQÞ[Í QÞ[ÍÞ[ 
j[Ô, Ò[Í[¯Ð, ]éÐ`e jêó[Þ LÒe QÞkðÞ[ Ð 
T*Ð aeNR Jkf RÊHÜ LfÐ`\e 
[kÞÜ `ÞÍ¯Ð jÒ= aÞS¯ `ÍbÊ XcéeÊ^e Ð 
aÀàÞ[ ÒkÐBRÞ `ÊeÐÒZ hÞa jðÐ_ _ÞcÒ« 
AjÊ\ÞÒm HkÞ TeLÊ [Ð* Í̀Þ̄ Ð j=Ò[ Ð 
Ò[ÐfÞ\ÞÒm HkÞ LËVÑe ÒcÐe `Þ[ó`ÊeÊi 
Í̀[Þ ÒLÐÒZ AkÐ SXÞ[ [Ð* dh-Ò ß̀ÐeÊi Ð 

SÑaÒ_ ceÒZ jÐ\Þ [ cÐÜ cÐVÞ ÒcÐke 
[Ð `ÐZÞ `aÒ_ NYÞmÞ jÞ_Ð jÕjÐe ÒcÐe Ð 
cÐ[Í QÐkÞÜ\Þa cÐVÞ cÐÜ Òa_Þ Le `ÍjÐeÞ 
Ò[ÐfÞÒ_a _ÞS ÒLÐfLÊ cÊÒM QÊcé_ beÞ Ð 
HkÞ cÐVÞ cÐÜ ÒjaÐÒe mÐNÞ\ÐD SÑa_ 
[Ð ÒLÐÒf S_cÞ [Ð ÒLÐÒf ÒkD Òhi h¯_ ÐÐ 

(LÍchÓ) 
ÒLÐf ÒcÐ'e be`Êe 
kÐÒ[ ÒcÐ'e `eÞ`ËÀà jÊMe @&fÞ 
SÑa_ d§ZÐ _ÊÒk,Ü  
]ÊÓMe jÐNe _ÊÒkÜ, 
I¾dÔàe N«ÐOe mÐÒN ASÞ 
Ò[Ð @fÞ @~àfÞ Ð 
 
LÃLÞ[ SÑa_e QmÐ`\ 
cÒ_ AÒZ bÑ[Þ J Ah*Ð 
XeÞaÊ_Þ, SÑa_VÐ HBcÞ[Þ 
AZÞ]ÞH h*Ð Ð 
 
Ò[Ð SÑa_ QmÐ`\Ê LÐYÏÞaÐLÊ LÃÐ 
ÒkÐB`ÐÒe e¦Ð¦ Ò[Ð cÐ'e cc[Ð 
ÒkÐB`ÐÒe [Ð' AMÞ J]Ð 
^_ ÒcÐ'e, Ò$eÞQÐkÞÜ @VLÞ dÞaÊ_Þ 
Òj kÞÜ cÐ[ó[é AD 
SÑa_e ÒjßÐ]Ð Ð 
 
 
 
_ÞD SjàÑ 
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`ÐxhÐfÐ 
 

aeÊZ `ÐZÞ 
 
 

- 1 - 
 

`ÐxhÐfÐ ! 
bNðÐaÒhi [ÊÒc j[ LÐkÐZÑe 

@aÒhi l¯Þ»Ê cZÞie LeÊZ eÐNÞZÑe 
ekÞ\Þa ÒLÒ[ L\Ð, b=Ð LÐx BVÐ `Òe ÒmMÐ 
ÒLÒ[ eÐSÐ, ÒLÒ[ ]ÊÓMÑ, ÒLÒ[ jMÑ jMÐ 

`ÐxhÐfÐ 
jLÐfe jÊdàÔ aYÏÞQÐÒm 

c^ÔÐkðÒe l¯ kÊH 
AÒj Lf*Þ[ Qtõ `jeÐH 

]Þ_ eÐ[Þ Ò]MÞR [, aÐuÞR [ [Ð*eÞ Nf` 
hÊZÞR [ jLÐfe LÊkÊLÊkÊ, hÊZÞR [ eÐ[õÞe aÞfÐ` 

LÊ_ÞLÊ_Þ [ÐeÐ Ò_B NYÏÞR [ ecÔ QtõÒcfÐ 
@cÐ AiÐYÏe @uLÐÒe Ò]MÞR [ aÞ]Ð¯e ÒafÐ 

`ÐxhÐfÐ 
AZÞ]Þ@ @_Êba [Êc jaÊ 
aÐuÞaÞ cÊ ha] RtÒe 

[Êce Òj b=Ð LÐx`Òe ÒmMÐ \ÞaÐ 
NZÞ[e ^ÐeÐ jaÊ 

[Êc BVÐ [f @hõã LtÒe LtÒe 
`ÐxhÐfÐ ! 

 

- 2 -  
 

]éÐe [Êc @hõãjÞ¦ Òj `\ÞL `ÐBÜ 
`õ[ÑlÐ LeÞRÞ jMÐ `õÞ¯[cÐ `ÐBÜ 
@_« `õ[ÑlÐ [Êc @_Ðj¦ Ò]k 
aÐuÞRÞ @hõãe Sf aÞic ]ÊÓjk 

`ÐxhÐfÐ 
SÑa_ ]Ñ`e jaÊ mÞbÞdÞaÐ jfÞ[Ðe 
LfÐ eÒ=  mÞ© [Êc SSàe heÑe 

@bNï LÒ¬B AD bN ðkó]¯e ÒMfÐ 

D~Ðc ÒdßÐa_ ÒcfÐ 
mÞ`Þaw LZÐÒe LZÐÒe 
[Êc aów, NfÞ[ heÑÒe 

`ÐxhÐfÐ 
H SÑa_ QÐmÞdÞa, H ÒdßÐa_ QÐmÞdÞa, 

QÐmÞdÞa ASÞe aÞ`ZÑ 
_Ë[_ ÒdßÐa_ Ò_B, _Ë[_ `\ÞL Ò_B 

ÒmMÞa Òk _Ë[_ LÐkÐZÑ 
LÐmÞe ÒdßÐa_ ÒdÒa  

@cÐaÐjÔÐ Qtõ`eÞ mÞbÞ mÞbÞ dÞa 
[Êce Òj b=Ð LÐx`Òe ÒmMÐ \ÞaÐ  

@mÞbÐ NZÞ[ jaÊ B[ÞkÐj Òka 
`ÐxhÐfÐ 

AZÞÒ]a c]Þe `Ð_Ñ¯ [ÊÒc _Ë[_ ÒdßÐa_ `ÐBÜ 
`Þ`ÐjÐÒe SSàeÞ[ ÒkD\Þa LÐmÞe ÒdßÐa_ ÒdÒa @_« 

`Þ`ÐjÐ Ò_B 
kÐ¯ `ÐxhÐfÐ 

NZÞ[ LiÞa [ÊÒc 
LÐmÞe ÒdßÐa_ AD ASÞe ÒdßÐa_  

jaÊ jÕMÔÐ MÐmÞÒkÒa - 
LÞH c]Þe `Ð_Ñ¯ Ò_B LÞH @aÐ @_« `Þ`ÐjÐ Ò_B 

[Êc LÐÒx mÞ`Þaw ÒkÒa 
`ÐxhÐfÐ 

 

- 3 - 
 

hÊZÞR LÞ Òj  aÞ^Êe eÐNÞZÑ  
Òd [Êc LÐÒx có]Ê có]Ê kÊ@B T*ó[ 

[Êc kó] ÒLÒa LÐkÜÞ ÒkÐB _Þ Ak[ ? 
hÊZÞR LÞ aÞekÑ jMÐe AkÐ @hõãjÞ¦ aÞfÐ` LÐkÐZÑ 

c_ ÒLÒa aÞaõ[ ÒkÐB_Þ ? 
`ÐxhÐfÐ 

^Ê ^Ê ceÊ MeÐLíÐ« HLÐLÑ `\ÞL ÒdÒa 
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HLÐ AjÞ NZÞ aÒj SÑa_ c^Êe jaÊ @bÊmÐ cÊkËrà 
kó] LÞaÐ kÊH aÞQfÞ[ ? 

ÒmMÞR [ ÒNÐVÞ ÒNÐVÞ @bÊmÐ LÐkÐZÑ jaÊ LÁ_ÐeÊ 
ÒahÑ b¯*e 

akÞRÞLÞ [Êc @hõã^Ðe ? 
`ÐxhÐfÐ 

bÐ=Þ ]Þ@ LÐx jaÊ, Ò]M ÒMÐmÞ @bÊmÐ cÊkËrà 
M¨ aÞM¨Þ[ jaÊ kó[ç`Þ¨ 

mÊk HaÕ mkÊbeÐ jé`ð aÞ`dàÔª 
 

- 4 - 
 

ÒNÐ^ËfÞe cfÞ_ AÒmÐL 
bjÐ bjÐ ÒcO [Òf L]cè ckL 

aj«e aÞk=  LÐLfÞ 
AD XÐkÊLe LÊkÐ LÊkÐ XÐL 

`ÐxhÐfÐ 
jaÊ [ [Êce ÒjB LÐx `Òe ÒmMÐ 

Ò[Òa aÞ LÐkÜÞLÞ  $ÊÒV aÊbÊlÊe Arà_Ð] 
eÐNÞZÑ [Ñaõ aÞiÐ] 

eÐ^Ðe @bÊmÐ @hõã bÐjÞ AÒj ÒLÒ[ ]ËeÊ 
¸½ bÐÒa ÒmMÐ MÐmÞ @_« `õ[ÑlÐ 

`õ[ÑlÐÐe Òhi _ÐkÞÜ, _ÐkÞÜ Òhi `Þ`ÐjÐe 
lZÞL AÒah jÞ_Ð ]ÞH MÐmÞ `Ð_Ñ¯ c]Þe 

LÐkÜÞ `ÐxhÐfÐ? 
LÞ @bÞhÐ`Òe h© 

[Êce H `\ÞLe ]f 
MÐmÞ [ó»Ð ^Ê ^Ê ceÊ 

@_« `\Òe ASÞ LÐkÜÞ Òj aÞkéf 
 

- 5 - 
 

`ÐxhÐfÐ @_«e cÐ¯Ð 
@_« [ ]¯Ðc¯ 

@_« [ aÞ`ÊfÐQ `ó\èÑ 
@_« [ _ÞeÐLÐe LÐ¯Ð 

`\ÞL [ ÒMÐSÞ aÒj lZÞL ÒdßÐa_ 
lZÞLe D_êÐ]_Ð 

lZÞL `õZ¯, AD lZÞL ¸t_ 

D_êÐ]_Ð ÒdßÐa_LÊ 
`õZ¯ J ¸t_LÊ 

@_« LÁ_Ð LeÞ akÞQÐÒm `\ÞLe ÒjõÐ[ 
NYÏÞQÐÒm jé`ð`ÊeÑ D_êÐ] D_êr 

lZÞLe `Òe 
D_êÐ] ÒdßÐa_ kÊH SeÐÒe yaÞe 
`õZ¯ aÑZÐeÊ TÒe aÞeke jée 

jé`ð`ÊeÑ ^éÕj kÊH, jMÐ kÊH aÞek aÞ^Êe 
eÐ[õÞ AÒj 

[ÞcÞe LeÐf RÐ¯Ð `\ÞLe `\ NõÐÒj 
LíÐ« hõÐ« `\ÞLe `\ [õÐÒj 

`ÐxhÐfÐ 
]ËÒe akÊ ]ËÒe `ÐxhÐfÐ 
`\ÞLLÊ kÐ[ WÐeÞ XÐÒL 
ANÒe [ @_« @uÐe 

ekÞ ekÞ bÐjÞAÒj a_ c^ÊÔ aÞLVÐf jée 
HLÐLÑ `\ÞL c_ RÊBÜdÐH @uÐe LÐkÐZÑ 
aÞ_Ðhe, aÞeke, jÑcÞ[e LeÊZ eÐNÞZÑ 

`ÐxhÐfÐ `ÐxhÐfÐ Arà_ÐÒ] `\ÞL - Dre 
kÐ¯ `ÐH _ÐkÞÜ, `ÐH MÐmÞ `õ[Þ^é_Þ [Ð'e 

`ÐxhÐfÐ 
 

- 6 - 
 

LÐmÞ [ \ÞmÐ ÒdßÐa_, ASÞ SeÐ MÐmÞ 
LÐmÞ [ \ÞmÐ aj«, ASÞ ceÊaÐmÞ 

LÐmÞ [ \ÞmÐ `õZ¯, ASÞ ÒNÐ aÞek 
LÐmÞ [ @_«, ASÞ jÑcÞ[e ÒLÐk 

b=Ð LÐx B[ÞkÐj @cÐ` @jÑc ÒeMÐ 
LÐmÞ ASÞ ÒaßicÔe LeÊZ LÐkÐZÑ ÒmMÐ 

akÞ [ÊÒc QÐmÞ\Þa @jkÐ¯ `\ÞLe 
aów dÊaLe bÐe 
L\Ð LkÞ QÐmÞ\Þa 

jÑcÞ[e @_« LÐkÐZÑ 
jÑcÞ[e aÔ\ÐbeÐ aÐZÑ 

[ÐSÐ eÒ¦ ÒmMÐ 
`ÐxhÐfÐ 

L\Ð Lk \Òe 
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@_«e, aj«e aÐràÐ Lk \Òe 
\Òe Lk cf¯LÊ ekÞdÞa jMÐ OÒe 
\Òe Lk QtõcÐLÊ `ËÀàÞcÐe eË` Ò_B 

Ò]MÐ Ò]D, ÒmMÐ ÒkD @_« LÐf alÒe 
L\Ð Lk \Òe 

cÊcËiÊà ÒdßÐa_ LÐkÞÜ ? 
aÞQÊÔ[ LfÞLÐ LÐkÜÞ ? 
aÞek aÞiÐ] LÐkÞÜ ? 
mÐm e¦ mÊk LÐkÞÜ ? 

H SÑa_ ]hà_ Òk HÒ[ aÐ _ÞWÊe LÐkÞÜ ? 
LÐkÞÜLÞ aÐ m¯ `\ ? 
LÐkÞÜLÞ `õZ¯ có[ ? 
LÐkÞÜLÞ jó½Þe Òhi ? 
LÐkÞÜaÐ cÞR AÒah ? 

HÒ[ `õhðe Dre ÒmMÐ LÐkÞÜ _ÐkÞÜ ? 
HÒ[ `õÞ¯ Òj×tdàÔe yÞ[Þ LÐkÞÜ _ÐkÞÜ ? 

LÊk `ÐxhÐfÐ ! 
 

- 7 - 
 

AÒmÐLe AhÐ 
@uÐe d§ZÐ Ò]B 

eÒM `\ÞL aqÐB jÑcÐkÑ_ `\ `Òe b¯Ðak _ÞhÐ 
H _ÞhÐe Òhi _ÐkÜÞ, H AhÐe Òhi _ÐkÜÞ 

Òhi jÞ_Ð jÑcÞ[ SÑa_ 
Òhi jÞ_Ð AÒmÐL TmL 

aÞ]ÊÔmí[Ð `eÞ dÞH 
lZÞL AÒah ]ÞH 

LÊÒk [Ð'Òe kÐ¯ QÞe«_ 
^ÞLç Òk AÒmÐL [Êc, ^ÞLç `ÐxhÐfÐ 

@uÐe SÑa_ `\ 
j]ÑOà ÒkÒm aÞ j[ 

cÞ\ÔÐ [Êc cÞ\ÔÐ ÒMfÐ 
cÞ\ÔÐ [Êc AÒmÐLe AhÐ 
cÞ\ÔÐ [Êc jé`ð`ÊeÑ ÒcfÐ 

`ÐxhÐfÐ 
aSõLÒ¶ aÐSÊRÞ _Þ_Ð] 

QÞe«_ @jÑc J jjÑce mÐNÞRÞ aÞaÐ] 
AÒmÐLLÊ @uLÐe LeB ^Þ£Ðe 

bNaÐ_ aÞeÊwÒe b¦ ASÞ ÒkÐBRÞ ÒjÐnÐe 
@_«e hÐj_Òe jÑcÞ[ Òd jÐSÞRÞ aÞ`õaÑ 

@aràcÐ_e Ò]Òh `õSÐ aràcÐ_ aÐYÏÞ@RÞ ]ÐaÑ 
at Le, at Le `ÐxhÐfÐ ]éÐe 
^éÕj LeÞ BVÐ LÐW, bÐ=Þ QÊecÐe 

ASÞ NYÏÞ]Þ@ `ÐxhÐfÐ B[ÞkÐÒj jÊ]óYÏ Lae 
mÞbÞdÐD mÊk mkÊ beÐ B[ÞkÐj ASÞ 

Ò$eÊ Lóiê ÒNÐ``ÊÒe eÐ^ÞLÐ Ò`õcÞL jÐSÞ 
cÊcËiÊà ÒdßÐa_ Ò]Òk Ò$eÞAjÊ `õÐZ 
aÐSÊ hÐ«Þe ]ÊtÊbÞ, Òhi ÒkD eZ 

Òhi ÒkD ^éÕje LÐkÐZÑ 
Òhi ÒkD `ÐxhÐfÐ 

Òhi ÒkD AÒmÐL `Þ`ÐjÐ 
Òhi ÒkD _ÞhÐ 

Òhi ÒkD cÞ\ÔÐ AhÐ aÐZÑ Ð
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@NðÞ`Òl dÐ[ÍÐ 
cÒ_ÐS `¨Ð

QÞ]ÐLÐhe @jÑc _ÑfÞcÐ 
]Ëe ]ÞN«e ]ÞNçaf¯ [Òf 
@dÐQÞ[ jé`ðe ÒhÐbÐdÐ[ÍÐ 
hÒ[L jé`ð 
[ÐkÐe `ÊZÞ jkÒjÍL j=.ÔÐ 
Òj\ÞeÊ `ÊZÞ ÒLÒ[L ]ÊÒaÐà^.Ô 
AD ÒLÒ[ @[Þ jÊÒaÐ^.Ô 
Ò[Òa `ÍÒQ½Ð ÒLDÜ jé`ð`ÐBÜ? 
jÐLÐeÑbË[e DÒ~hÔÒe 
@«kÑ_ D]çÒdÐN 
ÒLÒa aÐ jef ÒeßlÞL 

AD ÒLÒa SVÞf aÞ_ÔÐjÒe ÒLtÍÑbË[ 
H `Íhð @aàÐQÑ_ _ÊÒkÜ 
H [ @[Þ `ÍÐQÑ_ 
LÞ«Ê _Ë[_[ée bËcÞLÐ Ò_B 
`Í[Ôk AÒmÐXÞ[ LÒe 
`Í[Þ @_ÊjuÞjúÊ _Þcàf @bÞaÔ¦ÞLÊ 
SÑa_e jÐ¯ÐÒkð J `Òe 
Òhi kÊH _Ð ÒjkÞ BtÍÞ¯N[ jÊM mÐb AhÐe 
ÒLÒ[ LâÐ«Þ, ÒLÒ[ @aiÐ] 
`ÊZÞ cÐcàÞL @_Êe¦Þ, @\aÐ Í̀Ñ[ÞbeÐ @_ÊbË[Þ 

c_, heÑe LìÞ½,, eÞ½ ÒhiÒe aÞ_½ 
ÒLÒa aÐ _ÞRL A_Òt kó½, ÒeÐcÐqÞ[ 
jÐ\àL jé`ðe _ÞaàÐQ_ `ÐBÜ 
ÒmÐXÐ Í̀hÐ«Þe kó]¯ 
jéÐ\àkÑ_ BoÐ 
jÊ[ÑÄ @jÑ 
jÒaÐà̀ eÞ aÞhé_Þ̄ «Ð `eÒchée* @_ÊNÍk 
ÒjkÞ Ò Í̀c_Þc³Þ[ cÊ¦Þ jé̀ ðe SÑa« 
eË`Ð¯_ `ÐBÜ 
QÐmÞRÞ ÒcÐ @NÞð`Òl dÐ[ÍÐ 
HkÞ _hée heÑee Òhi héÐj `dà« 

 
 
 

jÊ]hà_ `p_Ð¯L* ]éÐeÐ NWÞ[ aÐmÊLÐ cËràÞ 
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`ÞmÐ]Þ_eç Òk[Ê 
XÓ `]ê_Ðb `Í^Ð_ 

 
ÒLÒX jÊteç Lk [ ^Ð_eç ÒM[, 

ÒcÐeç cÊkÞÒ_mÐ OXÞÒL QÞr Ð 
NÐÜ RÐXÞ AÒceÞLÐ ABmÞÜ amÞ 

NÐÜeç L\Ð ÒLÒb ÒkaÐ LÐBÜ bÊmÞ? 
 

Aceç NÐÜeç _ÐÜ AÒ¯ VÊVÐcÊ̈ Ð 
`ÐÒh @ÒR Òe=ÐmÞ Aeç Li¨Ð Ð 

_C `Ðeç ÒkB dÐBÒR eÐªÐ 
_ÐBÜ Lk _ÐBÜ [Ðeç @ayÐ Ð 

 
`ÞmÐ ]Þ_eç L\Ð cÒ_ `XÊÒR 

ÒkÒ\B LeÞ ]ÊB `] cÊBÜ ÒmMÊÒRÜ Ð 
XÐcÊeç RÊAÜ jÐÒ= cÊBÜ ÒMmÊ\ÞmÞ 
Acç NRÒL Òm]Ð cÊBÜ $ÞLÊ\ÞmÞ Ð 

 
cÐ¯Ð aÊÒeB\Þ ÒLÒ[ Òd eË̀  
$m QÐMÞ Leçj_ç ÒLXÞÜA eË̀  Ð 

ÒLtÊ QÐe Aeç LÊXÊà bmÞA 
Acç SÐcÊé ÒMSÊeç [Ðmç mÐÒN aYÞA Ð 

 
aÐkÐm ScÞ\Þ ÒLÒ\ ÒLÒ\ LÐÒ]Ð 
`kâÐ eË\ÞmÊ ÒkB mÒ]ÐaÒ]Ð Ð 
ÒM[ç_Ê hÊbÊÒR kmÞA NÑ[ 

NmÐeç NÑ[ jÐÒ= cTÊeÐ _ÐQ Ð 
 

Ò`XÐ ÒkD\ÞmÐ ÒdÒa LÊjÐeÞ 
Þ̀D\ÞmÞ `_Ð cÊBÜ MÊeÞ MÊeÞ Ð 

ÒLDÒVÜ aÊYÑ A_çÒm aÞLÞ bÊSÐ 
OÞ_Ê\ÞmÊ Ò]B ^Ð_eç ÒMSÐ Ð 

 

cÐcÊÜOÒe NÐ^Ê\ÞmÊ [ aÒu 
`kÜeÊ\ÞmÊ [ ÒLÒY A_Òt Ð 
Aceç NÐÜ _]Ñeç cTÞÒe TÊmÞ 

ÒLÒ\ MÐBa bÐB Q_Ð cÊN$mÞ Ð 
 

keÞkeçÒdÐeç `Ð_Þ ÒLÒX aYÞA jÒ[ 
^Ð_ $mÊÒR ÒL[çÒ_ ÒLÒ[ Ð 
_CÒe Ò]Mça ÒLÒ[ Òd TÊeÞ 
LÊ[ÊeÞ, Ò[Ò=_Þ ADeç aÒ¯ÜeÞ Ð 

 
ASÞLÐmÞ ÒkDÒR XÔÐcç [ÞAeÞ 

NÐXÞ ÒcÐVeç dÐDÒR aÊmÞ LÞtÞeÞ Ð 
aXÐ ÒcÒk_[Þ AH H NeÞaç mÊL 

LÐ^e_ _ÐkÞÜ `Ò[ QÐaÒm aÞ `ÊL Ð 
 

ScÞ \ÞmÐ mÊÒL MÐB c]-NÒ&B 
`BjÐdÐL jaÊ Ò]DR_ç DÒXB Ð 

cÐ jcÒmB [Ò[ NÊkÐeÞ 
_ÐÜB LeçmÊ£Ê [ [ÊB SÊAeÞ Ð 

 
LeÊÒR [Ò[ SÊkÐeÞ aÞ_ç[Þ 

ÒmMÞ ajçÒm Òka `ÊeÐ_-`Ê\Þ Ð 
XÐLç `LÐÒm_ Aceç hÍÑc[Þ 
Ò[_ÊLeÞ B_Ð LeÊÒR B[Þ Ð 

 
AB.VÞ. e cÐÒLàV HÒb @ÒR aYÞA 
AÒceÞLÐÒ_ bÞ @R_ç NÊeçXÊ DXÞA Ð 

cÐkÐ ỀeÊ, [ÊcçLÊ cÐÒe cÊXÞA 
aYÞAÜ aÒ_BR ]ÊBÒNÐXÞA ÐÐ
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• Tax Advise for Corporate, Small Business and Personal
• Tax Return Filing, Accounting, Book Keeping 
• Investment advise and Financial Planning 
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 ]Ëe `ÐkÐXÏ     [Ð`j e&_ jÐkÊ 
 
]Ëe `ÐkÐXÏ jÊte Ð ]Ëe `ÐkÐXÏe e= Oq jaÊS ÒkÐB\ùÒm AkÊeÞ jÊte Ð [Ð' RÐBÒe 
j`_Ò$eÐ NÜÐVÞH mÊQÞ\ùÒm [Ð'WÊ aÞ jÊte Ð AD e= Òae=e $Êm $ÊVÞ ckLÊ\ùaÐ, 

MeÐÒaÒf ÒLÐBmÞ NÑ[ NÐD\ùaÐ NÜÐÒe @ÃÐÒe LfjÑ ^eÞ, RtÒe LaÞ[Ð Ò[ÐfÞ dÐD\ùaÐ jMÑ* NkZÒe mfÞ[Ð \ùÒm 
jeNWÊ jÊte Ð 
 
mfÞ[Ð jk `õ\c jÐlÐ[ [Ð* NõÐc aÞ]ÔÐf¯e eS[ S¯«Ñ DjùaÒe SÒZ _ÐcÑ jÕNÑ[se jÊMÔÐ[Þ Ò_B jÐÕ²ó[ÞL 
LÐdàÔLõce cÊMÔ LfÐLÐe bÐaÒe _Þc§Þ[ ÒkÐB\ùaÐ @ajeÒe Ð ÒjB `õ\c Ò]MÐÒe cÊÜ ÒdcÞ[Þ aÐuÞ ÒkÐBdÐB\ùmÞ [Ð 
_Ñf AMÞe ALiàZÒe, [Ð' NÜÐe jef[ÐÒe HaÕ jÒaÐà`eÞ [Ð NÜÐLÊ ÒaYÏÞ ekÞ\ùaÐ aZ Òj`ÐeÞe ÒjB ]Ëe _Ñf 
`ÐkÐXÏe cÐ¯ÐÒe Ð 
 
mfÞ[Ð \ùmÐ ÒcÐ `ÐBÜ HL h¦ `õÒkfÞLÐ Ð 
 
`õ\Òc bÐaÞ\ùmÞ Òj NÜÐÒe aYÏÞ\ùa, ÒMfÞ\ùa ÒaÐmÞ Ð ÒkÒm Òj \ùmÐ jÕ`ËÀà A^Ê_ÞLÐ Ð ]Þé[Ñ¯ ]Þ_ [ÐLÊ Ò]MÞ\ùmÞ 
"SÞ_çjç'Òe  NÜÐeÊ cÊÜ ekÊ\ùaÐ jkeLÊ Ò$eÊ\ùaÐ ÒaÒf Ð 
 
]ËeeÊ Òj MÊaç jÊte, jé`ðc¯ Ð cÊÜ `ÐkÐXÏLÊ ]ËeeÊ Ò]ÒM Ð AMÞ _ `ÐD\ùaÐ ]Ëe[éeÊ Ð c³ÞdÐH [Ð'e [ÑÄ^càÑ 
`eÞ̀ õLÐhÒe Ð cÊÜ mfÞ[ÐLÊ ]ËeeÊ ]ÒM Ð AMÞ _ `ÐD\ùaÐ ÒjßÐtdàÔLÊ @Ò_B eÒk Ð OXÏÞH  aÞ[ÞdÐH Ð ÒcÐ @bÞ̂ Ð_Òe, 
mfÞ[Ð `eÞÒ`õlÑÒe ]Ëe[ée jÕsÐ ]ÊB `õLÐee Ð `õ\c ]Ëe[é `Ð\àúa, ]Þé[Ñ¯ AcùÞL Ð `õ\c ]Ëe[é ÒcÐ jÐ^ÐeZ 
QlÊ]é¯Òe, ]Þé[Ñ¯  ÒcÐ [ó[Ñ¯ Ò_[õÒe Ð mfÞ[Ðe ]ÊBVÞ @a[Ðe Ð `õ\cVÞ Rf Rf akÊ\ùaÐ jéo TeZÐVÞH `eÞ Q`fÐ, 
QqfÐ Ð ]Þé[Ñ¯ VÞ ÒcO`ËÀà ALÐh `eÞ D]Ðj, Nc÷Ñe Ð 
 
mfÞ[Ð jk ÒjkÞ jÐlÐ[ `Òe cÊÜ [Ð'e _ÞLV[e ÒkaÐLÊ ÒQ½Ð LmÞ Ð HLÐ jkeÒe ekÊ\ùaÐeÊ [Ð jk L\Ð ÒkaÐ`ÐBÜ 
jÊÒdÐN `ÐBmÞ Ð SÑa_e õ̀\c \e `ÐBÜ [Ð jk L\Ð ÒkmÐ `Òe mÐNÞmÐ, cÊÜ dÐkÐ Ò]MÞ\ùmÞ jaÊ bÊmç, jaÊ cÞR Ð NÜÐÒe 
NÑ[ NÐB, TÊcÞ TÊcÞ `ÐZÞ `ÐBÜ _CLÊ dÐD\ùaÐ mfÞ[Ð Òj _ \ùmÐ Ð [Ð `Ð]Òe eÊZÊ TÊZÊ LeÊ\ùaÐ `ÐDÜS LÞ QÞLç QÞLç 
LeÊ\ùaÐ @f[Ð [ _ \ùmÐ; Òj]Þ_e jef, jÊte, $Êm`eÞ jÒ[S cÊkÜVÞ aÞ _ \ùmÐ Ð a]fÒe j ]ÞhÊ\ùmÐ MÊaç "ÒNõbç', MÊaç 
"cÐQÊÔ@eç' Ð aÐ`Ð, cÐ', jÐ_bÐB, NÐXÏÞ, a=çÒmÐ bÞ[Òe aÞ Òj MÊaç Nc÷Ñe, MÊaç D]Ðj Ð 
 
ÒLÒa ]ÞÒ_ [ÐLÊ "`õÒ`ÐSç' LmÞ Ð [Ð'WÐÒe ÒLßÐZjÞ `õ[ÞLõÞ¯Ð `õLÐh `ÐBmÐ_Þ Ð Òj QÊ`ç ekÞmÐ Ð kÜ LÞ _Ð LÞRÞ LkÞmÐ_Þ Ð 
 
mfÞ[Ð J ÒcÐ c^ÔÒe `Ð\Þàa ]Ëe[é LcÞmÐ Ð LÞ«Ê Ac AcùÐÒe AcùÐÒe, ÒcÐÒ[ mÐÒN, ml ÒdÐS_e ]Ëe[é Ð @Ò_L ]Þ_ 
`Òe [Ð'WÐÒe HL jéÐ[§Ô, HL aÞÒhi[é mlÔ LmÞ Ð [Ð' \ùmÐ A¾dàÔS_L Ð 
 
ÒcÐÒ[ \Òe Òj [Ð' NÜÐLÊ _Þc§Z LmÐ Ð ÒjWÞ aiàjÐeÐ bXÏÐÒe mÐNÊ\ùaÐ [Ð*e aÞeÐV Oe Ð NÜÐLÊ NÒm mfÞ[Ð jé[§ 
bÐaÒe QqfÐ ÒkÐBDÒW, Ò]MÞmÞ Ð `\ee `õ[ÞcÐÒV SÑa_ÔÐj `ÐBmÐ`eÞ mÐÒN, @_Êba LmÞ Ð [Ð' jébÐa J 
aÔakÐeÒe H `eÞarà_ ÒcÐÒ[ `ÐNf LeÞÒ]mÐ Ð cÊÜ ]ËeeÊ [Ð'e NõÐcÔ ÒahbËiÐLÊ @Ò_B ekÞmÞ; _ÞSLÊ bÊmÞNmÞ Ð LÞ«Ê 
[Ð' jkeÒe, [Ð' _ÞS OÒe Òj jÕ`ËÀà, bÞ_ð, jÕ`ËÀà _ÞSàÑa Ð mfÞ[Ð L'Z aªÊaÐ]e jÕ`ËÀà aÞ`lÒe ? _Ð Òj AD LÞRÞ 
jé[§, AD LÞRÞ aÞQÞ[õ ? 
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mfÞ[Ð HÒa ÒcÐ `_ùÑ Ð 
 
HLÐWÞ ÒhÐB\ùaÐaÒf ]ÞÒ_ `QÐeÞÒ]mÞ @Ò_L ]Þ_eÊ @_ÊnÐeÞ[ ekÞ\ùaÐ `õhðVÞ -  
 
""mÞ[Ð, [Òc HÒ[ D]Ðj, HÒ[ Nc÷Ñe LÐkÞÜLÞ ?'' 
 
H õ̀hðe DreÒe Òj DWÞNmÐ _ÞÓhvÒe TeLÐ `ÐMLÊ Ð HL ]ÑOàhéÐje hv cÐ[õ Ð TeLÐ Òj`ÐMÒe ÒQ_ÐH _Ñf 
ALÐh Ò]MÐNmÐ; `Ê&ÐH [ÐeÐ Ò]MÐNÒm Ð cÊÜ LXÏ ÒmDVÐBmÞ ÒjB AXÏLÊ Ð mfÞ[Ðe jËlê QËÀà LÊ«f, SkðLÊ @^Ð 
mÊQÐD\ùaÐ [Ð'e _Þ¹Ð`, jef, jÊte cÊMhõÑ Ò]MÞ cÊNç̂  ÒkmÞ Ð hÐ«, jðÞNç^ eÐ[õÞe aÞef _Ñea[Ð ! `[Þ `_ùÑ* c^ÔÒe 
H `Ð\àLÔ cÊÜ jkÔ LeÞ `ÐeÞmÞ_Þ Ð DWÞdÐB [Ð' cÊkÜLÊ Ò[ÐfÞ ^eÞmÞ Ð [Ð _Ñf QlÊ]é¯e A¯[_Òe kÐmçLÐ bÐaÒe DVÊLÞ 
DWÞ\ùaÐ mÊke `õÒm` bÞ[Òe @[Þ TÐ`çjÐ bÐaÒe ÒcÐ'e `õ[ÞaÞcé Ò]MÐNmÐ Ð Òj ÒcÐ AMÞÒe YÐfÞÒ]mÐ [Ð QÐkÐZÞ Ð 
LkÞmÐ - 
 
""[ÊÒc ]Ëe `ÐkÐXÏLÊ ÒLÒa `ÐMeÊ Ò]MÞR ?'' 
 
[Ð'`Òe ÒmÐVÞNmÐ ÒcÐ RÐ[ÞÒe Ð [Ð'e D]Ðj QÐkÐZÞ [ @Ò_L \e Ò]MÞ\ùmÞ; [Ð mÊke Diê[Ð J aÐjðÐ ÒLÒa aÐeÞ _ 
\ùmÞ Ð SÑa_e õ̀\c \e `ÐBÜ [Ð' LmÞ Ð 
 
]Ëe `ÐkÐXÏ LkÞÒm cÊÜ aÊÒT ÒjB ÒNÐVÞH `ÐkÐXÏ Ð mfÞ[Ðe NÜÐLÊ ÒOeÞ ekÞ\ùaÐ hÐNÊA aZ Òj`ÐeÞe `ÐkÐXÏ Ð MÊaç jÊte 
Ð HL @SZÐ AÒaNÒe `e]Þ_ aÐkÐeÞ\ùmÞ MÊaç `ÐMeÊ Ò]MÞaÐLÊ [Ð'LÊ - mfÞ[ÐLÊ AaÞ´Ðe LeÞaÐe @]cÔ BoÐ Ò_B Ð 
]ËeeÊ _Ñf LÞcéÐ jaÊS e=e Q]e ÒOÐÒXÏB ÒkmÐ`eÞ mÐNÊ\ùaÐ `ÐkXÏ LÞ«Ê \ùmÐ MÊaç ^Ëje; hÊ´ HaÕ ^Ëje Ð SÑa_Òe 
be`Ëe mÐNÊ\ùaÐ aóleÐSÞ jÒ[ Òd`eÞ ÒbÐNÊ\ùÒm @_« có[ÊÔ Ð @Sjõ l[ alÒe [Ð'e, @jÕMÔ Ð @\Q ]ËeeÊ Òj HÒ[ 
jÊte ! _ÞeaoÞ_ð TeÊ\ùaÐ [Ð'e _Ñea @hõãLÊ @_Êba LmÞ Ð ÒLaf HL _ÞºÊe õ̀[ÐeZÐ Ð cÞ\ÔÐe mÊ£Ð¯Þ[ AªeZ Ð ]Ëe 
`ÐkÐXÏ `ÐMeÊ MÊaç LÊjùÞ[, bÑiZ bÐaÒe Ò_ßeÐhÔS_L Ð OóZÐ J _ÞeÐhÐe bÐa ÒcÐÒ[ cÒ_ `ÒLBÒ]Òm mfÞ[Ðe 
NÐc÷ÑdàÔ Ð mfÞ[Ð L'Z WÞLç HB `ÐkÐXÏ `eÞ l[ aÞl[ ? 
 
ÒcÐÒ[ ]ÞÒ_ kWÐ[ç `QÐeÞ\ùmÐ - 
 
""[ÊÒc có[ÊÔLÊ Xe_Ð ?'' 
 
[Ð'`Òe am am LeÞ @Ò_B ekÞ\ùmÐ ÒcÐÒ[, ÒcÐ cÊkÜLÊ Ð 
 
mfÞ[Ð DnhÞlÞ[Ð, jc÷ÍÐ« J jÊNÊZjÕ`_ðÐ Ð c_ [Ð'e D`_ÔÐj, NÁ, jÐkÞ[Ô J ]hà_e N«ÐOe Ð c_ªréÒe jðÐ[L J 
]hà_Òe jðÐ[ÒLÐre Ð MÊaç ]Ðhà_ÞL Ð  
 
cÊÜ L'Z aÐ Ò]aÞ ÒcÐ @ÒaÐ^Ð ±ÑLÊ H `õhðe Dre ? c_ bÊmÐBaÐLÊ LkÞmÞ - 
 
""RÞ, ÒjcÞ[Þ L\Ð cÊkÜÒe ^e«Þ_Þ, mÞ[Ð, . . . `íÞSç . . .'' 
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""ÒkÒm có[ÊÔ Òd @_ÞaÐdàÔ !'' 
 
""_ÞºÊe bÐaÒe HkÐ j[Ô Ð Ò[ZÊ Òj aÞi¯Òe Lcç bÐaÞaÐ bm Ð'' 
 
""LÞ«Ê có[ÊÔ `Òe L'Z _ SÐZÞÒm aqÞaÐe mlÔ L'Z ?'' 
 
""Ac aqÞaÐe mlÔ SÑa_; có[ÊÔ _ÊÒkÜ Ð'' 
 
""ÒkÒm ÒLÒ[]Þ_ "AbHXç' LeÞ`ÐeÞa có[ÊÔe QÞ«Ð ? ]ÞÒ_ _Ð ]ÞÒ_ [ . . . '' 
 
[Ð'LÊ AD LkÞaÐLÊ _ Ò]B ÒLÐÒfB Ò_mÞ Ð LkÞmÞ, ""[Òc ÒdÒ[]Þ_ dÐH ÒcÐ' `ÐÒM \ùa, cÊÜ có[ÊÔLÊ XeÞaÞ_Þ Ð cÊÜ 
aràcÐ_Òe kÞÜ aqÞaÞ Ð có[ÊÔL\Ð bÐaÞ cÊÜ ASÞLÊ _½ LeÞaÞ_Þ Ð AÒc SÑa_Òe jaÊ `ÐBÒR - Oe, NÐXÏÞ, `BjÐ . . . 
jaÊLÞRÞ Ð Ac `ÐeÞaÐeÞL SÑa_ ÒLÒ[ jÊM-hÐ«Þc¯ Ð [cLÊ `ÐB cÊÜ jaÊ bÊmÞdÐBRÞ Ð SÑa_-có[ÊÔ bfÞ NËYÏ [ré 
AÒmÐQ_ÐÒe Ace jéÐbÐaÞL SÑa_LÊ aÞ`dàÔª LeÞaÐ LÐkÞÜLÞ ?'' 
 
Òj QÊ`ç ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð [Ð' c_ LÞ«Ê aÊTÞ _ \ùmÐ; ÒjL\Ð aÊTÞmÞ Ð SÑa_e `õ\c\e `ÐBÜ Ò]MÞ\ùaÐ kj, mÐS, eÊiÐ, eÐN 
beÐ QfQqfÐ, Rtc¯Ñ mfÞ[ÐLÊ `ÊZÞ\Òe Ò]MÞaÐLÊ `õaf BoÐ ÒkmÐ Ð [Ð' cÊÜkÒe kj $ÊVÐBaÐe ÒLßÐhf ÒcÐÒ[ SZÐ Ð 
`e]Þ_ [Ð'LÊ Ò_B [Ð' NÜÐLÊ NmÞ Ð jaÊ\e bfÞ NÜÐÒe `Ð] Ò]aÐcÐÒ[õ kÞÜ Òj ÒkÐBNmÐ jé`ðc¯Ñ Ð `Ð]Òe @f[Ð _ÐBmÐ, 
`ÐDÜS aÐuÞmÐ; kÐ[beÐ QÊXÏÞ Þ̀uÞmÐ, c_mÐMÞ `ÐV Þ̀uÞmÐ Ð [Ð' jÐ=cÐ_*jk NÐÜjÐeÐ MÊaç aÊmÞmÐ, kjÞmÐ, Ò]ÐfÞ ÒMfÞmÐ; 
NÊZÊNÊZÊ NÑ[ NÐBmÐ Ð [Ð'e $ÊVÞmÐ ÒQÒkeÐ ÒcÐÒ[ AcùkeÐ LmÐ Ð @\Q [Þ_Þ]Þ_ `Òe NÐÜeÊ Ò$eÞmÐ`Òe ÒdDÜ L\ÐLÊ 
ÒjB L\Ð Ð `ÊZÞ ÒjB Nc÷Ñe, D]Ðj cÊkÜ; hÊMÞmÐ QÐkÐZÞ Ð 
 
NÐÜ AD jke bÞ[Òe ÒLDÜ `Ð\àLÔVÐ mfÞ[ÐLÊ ]ÊBVÞ bÞ_ð̂ càÑ AcùÐÒe `eÞZ[ LeÊ\ùmÐ, aÊTÞ `ÐeÞmÞ_Þ Ð `QÐeÞmÞ - 
 
""NÐÜLÊ NÒm [Òc `ÊeÐ a]fÞ dÐ@ LÐkÞÜLÞ ? '' 
 
""NÐÜÒe cÊÜ jaÊ bÊmÞdÐH, `ÊeÐ SÑa_LÊ bÊmÞdÐH Ð'' 
 
""AD HBWÞ, ÒdDÜWÞ [Òc SÑa_LÊ bÊmÞ`Ðe_Þ, ÒjBWÞ SÑa_ `õ[Þ HÒ[ D]Ðj LÐkÞÜLÞ kÊ@ mÞ[Ð ?'' 
 
""LÐeZ SÑa_ õ̀[Þ ÒcÐe Aj¦Þ _ÐkÞÜ Ð'' 
 
""LÞ«Ê LÐkÞÜLÞ ?'' 
 
""SÑa_e mlÔ Òd `dàÔ« @SZÐ, Aj¦Þ AjÞa LÞ`eÞ ?'' 
 
LkÞmÞ, ""mÞ[Ð, Ac SÑa_e [Þ_Þ `õLÐee mlÔ ÒkÐB`ÐÒe Ð `õ\cVÞ aªÊbÞrÞL, jÕ Ë̀ÀàbÐaÒe Ð HB ÒdcÞ[Þ SÒZ QÐÒkÜ 
bm MÐBaÐ, bm `ÞuÞaÐ; ]eLÐe LÒe bm QÐLÞeÞÒV, Oe, NÐXÏÞ, JéÐjÞ=ç cjÞ_ç . . . B[ÔÐ]Þ B[ÔÐ]Þ Ð ÒjB mlÔLÊ Ò_B 
Òj SÑa_LÊ ÒdÐS_Ðaw LeÞaÐLÊ ÒQ½Ð LÒe Ð jaÊ hÊM hÐ«Þ HB\ùÒe ÒaÐmÞ bÐÒa Ð H õ̀LÐe SÑa_ HL ÒOÐXÏÐ Ò]ßÐXÏ; 
@jÊcÐeÑ AhÐ `RÒe Ð AhÐ Òaß[eZÑ; ÒLDÜWÞ [Ð'e Òhi @SZÐ Ð ]éÞ[Ñ¯ mlÔVÞ `õ\cWÊ  bÞ_ð Ð H`eÞ mlÔ eMÞ\ùaÐ 
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aÔ¦Þ aªÊbÞ[ÞL SÑa_e @je«Þ AhÐ `RÒe _ Ò]ßÐXÏÞ HL _Þ~Þà½ jÑcÐ _ÞwàÐeZ LÒe Ð @ÁÒe j«Ê½ kÊH Ð jÐ^ÐeZ[Ó 
HkÞ _Þ~Þà½ jÑcÐÒeMÐ c^ÔÒe SÑa_Òe LÞRÞ jé[§ a_ÞaÐLÊ QÐÒkÜ Ð LÞ«Ê aªÊbÞrÞL SÑa_e cËf AahÔL[Ð `Òe kÞÜ Òj 
jé[§ mlÔ aÞi¯Òe bÐÒa Ð ÒdcÞ[Þ ÒcÐ'e jÕNÑ[Òe eÊQÞ Ð ÒcÐ'e mlÔ \ÞmÐ HL jÕNÑ[s ÒkaÐLÊ Ð LÞ«Ê ÒcÐ'e A\ùàL 
jéof[Ð HaÕ ÒcßÐfÞL AahÔL[ÐÒe `ËÀà[Ð ÒdÐNÊÜ kÞÜ cÊÜ Òj mlÔÒe `kqú `ÐeÞmÞ Ð H õ̀LÐe SÑa_e cËf aªÊaÐ] 
ÒkÐB\ùÒm aÞ aªÊbÞrÞL AhÐLÊ jÑcÞ[ LeÞ\ùaÐeÊ HL jé[§ hÐ«Þ J A_t cÞÒf Ð SÑa_ jÐ\àL ÒkmÐ `eÞ mÐÒN Ð 
 
""[ÊÒc "cÔÐjçÒmÐ _ÞXç VõÐH=çmç' e  "Òjmç$ç ALçQÊAmÐBÒSj_ç' L\Ð [ LkÊ_ ?'' 
 
""_Ð, cÊÜ "H½Þcç _ÞXç' L\Ð LkÊRÞ Ð "Òjmç$ç ALçQÊAmÐBÒSj_ç'e `õLó[ @\à cÊÜ H dÐHÜ aÊTÞ_Þ; ÒkÒm [ÐkÐ ÒLaf `õ\c 
`õLÐee SÑa_ `ÐBÜ `õdËSÔ ÒaÐmÞ bÐaÊRÞ Ð'' 
 
""LÞ«Ê dÐkÐ SÑa_e jaÊ AhÐ aÞ$f ÒkÐB\ÐH, ÒLßÐZjÞ AhÐ $fa[Ñ ÒkaÐe jcª jc÷Ða_Ð ÒmÐ` `ÐB\ÐH; ÒdcÞ[Þ 
RÐXÏ̀ [õ `ÐB\ùaÐ ÒLßÐZjÞ õ̀[ÐeÞ[Ð ±Ñ, [Ð'e mlÔ L'Z ÒkÐB`ÐÒe ? jcÐSe LÊjùÐ eV_Ð, H`eÞLÞ _ÞS 
`eÞaÐeaNà*WÐeÊ bjùà_Ð jkÞ jkÞ ÒLaf có[ÊÔLÊ @Ò`lÐ  LeÞaÐ kÞÜ [Ð'e mlÔ _ÊÒkÜ LÞ ?'' 
 
""_Ð, ÒLaf [Ð' `ÐBÜ _ÊÒkÜ, có[ÊÔ `õÒ[ÔL* SÑa_e HL jé[§ HaÕ @_ÐkË[ mlÔ Ð HkÐ SÑa_e [ó[Ñ¯ õ̀LÐe mlÔ Ð 
dÐkÐe jaÊ AhÐ aÞ$f ÒkÐB\ÐH, Òj ÒcÐ' c[Òe, _Þ¾¯ b¯*e bÐaÒe aqÞaÐLÊ QÐkÊÜ\ùaÐ HL aÔ¦Þ Ð cÊÜ LkÞ\ùaÐ `õ\c 
]ÊB `õLÐee aÔ¦Þ*WÐeÊ Òj jé[§ ÒkÐB _ `ÐÒe Ð Òj ÒLaf `õÒ[ÔL\e aªÊbÞrÞL AhÐ aÞ$f ÒkÐB\ùaÐ HL `õLó[ 
aªÊaÐ]Ñ aÔ¦Þ ÒkÐB`ÐÒe Ð'' 
 
SÐZÞ_Þ, AOÐ[VÐ mfÞ[Ðe ÒLDÜWÞ mÐNÞmÐ Ð Òj `õÐ¯ QÞLùÐe LeÞ LkÞmÐ - 
 
""_Ð, có[ÊÔ jaÊÒaÒf @_ÐkË[ _ÊÒkÜ Ð _ÞeÐhÐe Qec jÑcÐÒe Òd `ÒkÒq, Òj ÒLaf có[ÊÔ kÞÜ QÐÒkÜ Ð Acùk[ÔÐ LeÞaÐLÊ 
dÐD\ùaÐ aÔ¦Þe mlÔ có[ÊÔ _ÊÒkÜ [ AD L'Z ?'' 
 
(cÊÜ b¯*e bÐaÒe XeÞNmÞ Ð H L'Z LkÊRÞ mfÞ[Ð ! LÞH Acùk[ÔÐ LeÞaÐ LÊ dÐDRÞ ? ) 
 
""Acùk[ÔÐ LeÊ\ùaÐ aÔ¦Þe c_ªré aÞi¯Òe `YÏÞR ÒLÒa ? WÞLç có[ÊÔLÊ jÐc_Ð LeÊ\ùaÐ cÊkËràÒe Òj L'Z QÐÒkÜ SÐZ ? 
Òj bÑiZ bm`ÐH SÑa_LÊ Òj cÊkËràÒe; LeÊZ jÕNõÐc LÒe aqÞaÐLÊ Ð Acùk[ÔÐ LeÊ LeÊ aqÞ dÐB\ùaÐ aÔ¦Þ, ÒdcÞ[Þ 
cÊ¨ a]fÒe ÒVõ_ç[Òf kÐ[ LÞ ÒNÐXÏ keÐB\ùaÐ aÔ¦Þ ÒLÒa aÞ AD ceÞaÐLÊ QÐÒkÜ_Þ Ð jÊ[eÐÕ, ÒLßÐZjÞ ]Êaàf cÊkËràÒe 
Acùk[ÔÐe jÐc¯ÞL mlÔ có[ÊÔ ÒkÐB\ùÒm ÒkÜ HkÐe õ̀Ló[ J @«Þc mlÔ ÒLaf SÑa_'', [ÐLÊ aÊTÐBmÞ Ð 
 
""LÞ«Ê @«Þc cÊkËràe Òj BoÐ aÞ d]Þ [Ð'e j$f _ kÊH ? d]Þ Òj ceÞdÐH ? ÒcÐÒ[ có[ÊÔ aÞi¯Òe bÐaÞÒm akÊ[ Xe 
mÐÒN, @ce Ð d]Þ Òj ceÞdÐH . . .?'' 
 
""LÐkÐ L\Ð LkÊR mÞ[Ð ?'', aÔª aÞaõ[ ÒkÐB [Ð'LÊ ÒcÐ D`eLÊ ADSÐB Ò_mÞ Ð 
 
""HÜ..,  _Ð, . . . HcÞ[Þ Ð'' 
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Òj]Þ_e AÒmÐQ_Ð Òj[ÞLÞ \ùmÐ Ð mfÞ[Ðe cÐ_jÞL @ayÐ cÊÜ WÞLç bÐaÒe aÊTÞ`ÐeÊ _ \ùmÞ Ð Òj @jc÷a bÐaÒe Nc÷Ñe 
\ùmÐ J ]ÊÓMÒe cõÞ¯cÐZ ÒkÐB\ùaÐ `eÞ mÐNÊ\ùmÐ Ð mfÞ[Ðe ]ÊÓM ÒLDÜ\ùÒe ? @bÐa  ÒLDÜ\ùÒe  ? H QÞ«Ð ÒcÐÒ[ 
õ̀Ò[ÔL cÊkËràÒe ]Nç̂  LeÞaÐLÊ mÐNÞmÐ Ð mfÞ[Ð ÒcÐ ±Ñ Ð @\Q [Ð aÞi¯Òe cÊÜ HÒ[ @s ?  Ac bÞ[Òe HÒ[ `Ð\àLÔ 

? mfÞ[Ð SÑa_ `õ[Þ _ÞeÐj¦ Ð [Ð' c_Òe SÑa_ `õ[Þ, bÑiZ bÐaÒe aqÞaÐ`ÐBÜ ÒcÐk jó½Þ LeÞaÐLÊ `XÏÞa Ð mfÞ[Ð NÐÜLÊ 
NÒm SÑa_LÊ HÒ[ bm `ÐH ! D`Ð¯ cÞfÞNmÐ Ð mfÞ[Ð AQÐe bm `ÐH, e= Òae=e ÒXõjç bm`ÐH; VÞ. bÞ. jÞeÞ@Ðmç 
Ò]MÞaÐLÊ bm`ÐH . . . Ð Òj dÐkÐ dÐkÐ MÊaç bm`ÐH bÐaÞ eMÞmÞ Ð `õ\c ]Þ_ AQÐe ÒaÐ[m mÊQÐBmÞ Ð Òj akÊ[ ÒMÐSÞmÐ 
`Òe `QÐeÞmÞ -  
 
""AQÐe _ÒkÒm QfÞa_Þ?'' 
 
""ÒcÐÒ[ AQÐe akÊ[ bm mÐÒN Ð'' 
 
]éÞ[Ñ¯ ]Þ_ [Ð'e HL ]ÐcÑ ÒXõjç Ò^ÐaÐ Ò`ÐXÏÞÒ]mÐ ÒaÐmÞ cÞR LkÞmÞ Ð 
 
""HÒ[ aYÏÞA ÒXõjçVÐ Ò`ÐXÏÞÒ]mÐ; ÒLÒXÏ BXÞHVçVÐ Ð cÊÜ LÐmÞ LÒmSç L'Z `ÞuÞ dÞaÞ ?'' 
 
""LÐkÞÜLÞ, @_Ô ÒXõjç, _ ÒkÒm hÐYÏÑ `ÞuÞ Ð'' 
 
''ÒkÒm Òj ÒXõjçVÐ cÊÜ HÒ[ bm `ÐD\ùmÞ Ð'' 
 
hÊLõaÐe ]Þ_ WÞLç jÞeÞAmç `ËaàeÊ kWÐ[ç VÞ.bÞ. MeÐ` ÒaÐmÞ cÊÜ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf ÒOÐiZÐ LmÞ, Òj bÑiZ bÐaÒe aÞe¦ 
ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð 
 
""$Ðmç[Ê jÞeÞAmçVÐ, _ Ò]MÞÒm L'Z QfÞa_Þ ?'' [Ð'LÊ QÞXÏÐBmÞ Ð 
 
""[ÊÒc L'Z SÐZÞR Ð "XÒ½ÐbH²Þ'* ÒmMÐ . . . Ð'' 
 
""XÒ½ÐbH²Þ' . . ., \ÐXÏàç LâÐjç . . . Ð''  
 
""Ò]M, ÒjcÞ[Þ LkÞa_Þ; ÒcÐÒ[ SÑa_WÊ bmmÐÒN [Ð'*  ÒmMÐ Ð'' 
 
""cÐÒ_ . . . ! [Òc SÑa_LÊ aÞ bm`Ð@; LÞ«Ê [Ð'WÊ ÒahÞ bm`Ð@ jÞeÞAmçLÊ . . .'', cÊÜ VÞ.bÞ. @_ç LeÊ LeÊ LkÞmÞ Ð 
 
""JÓ, ÒcÐ cÊkÜeÊ HB L\Ð `]L hÊZÞaÐLÊ [ÊÒc H _ÐVL LeÊ\ùm ?'' 
 
""Ò]M mÞ[Ð, SÑa_LÊ bm`Ð@ ÒaÐmÞ [Òc SÐZ[Òe aÐ @SÐZ[Òe LÊk `ÒR [Òc LÞ«Ê `õLó[Òe bm`Ð@ Ð @QÐeLÊ bm 
`ÐBaÐ,  bm ÒXõjçLÊ bm `ÐBaÐ, jÞeÞAmçLÊ bm `ÐBaÐ @\à jéÐbÐaÞL bÐaÒe SÑa_LÊ bm `ÐBaÐ Ð [Òc NÐÜLÊ dÞaÐLÊ 
bm `Ð@ Ð ÒjWÞLÊ NÒm kjÞÒMfÞ NÑ[ NÐ@ Ð jÊte bÐaÒe SÑa_  LVÐ@ Ð cÊÜ aÊTÊRÞ, ÒLßÐZjÞ ]ÊÓM [c bÞ[Òe MÊaç 
ÒSÐeÒe ScÐV aÐuÞRÞ, dÐkÐ $fÒe [Òc SÑa_LÊ "kÜ' LkÞaÐLÊ `RDR Ð LÞ«Ê ]ÊÓM LÐ' SÑa_Òe _ÐkÞÜ LkÞm Ð [Òc 
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ÒcÐÒ[ Òj]Þ_ ]Ëe `ÐkÐXÏLÊ `ÐMeÊ Ò]MÞaÐLÊ LkÞ\ùm Ð `õLó[Òe `ÐkÐXÏLÊ _ÊÒkÜ, [cLÊ Ò]MÞaÐLÊ B=Þ[ Ò]B\ùm Ð [c 
bÞ[Òe Òd HL NbÑe l[ mÊQÞRÞ, cÊÜ @_Êba LeÊRÞ; ÒkÒm Ò]MÞ `ÐeÊ_Þ Ð 
 
cÊÜ [ce aÞ]Nç^ Ò`õcÞL Ð [c`ÐBÜ LÞRÞ aÞ LeÞ`ÐeÞaÞ Ð ÒcÐ D`Òe _Þ~àtéÒe aÞhéÐj eM HaÕ [c ]ÊÓMe LÐeZ LÊk Ð 
có[ÊÔ `Òe L'Z AÒc SÐZÞÒ_ Ð ÒkÒm MÊjÞÒe ÒLcÞ[Þ aqÞÒka SÐZÞÒR Ð SÑa_VÐ jÊMÒe LVÐBaÐLÊ ÒQ½Ð LeÞaÐ kÞÜ 
Òhõ¯²e Ð có[ÊÔ `eÞ SÑa_ aÞ [ HL j[Ô ! [c ]ÊÓM ÒcÐÒ[ LÊk Ð AÒc cÞfÞcÞhÞ Òj ]ÊÓMLÊ jÐc_Ð LeÞaÐ, jkÞaÐ Ð 
Ò]MÞa SÑa_ ÒLÒ[ jej, jÊte ÒkÐB DWÞa Ð'' 
 
[Ð' cÊkÜÒe @aÞhéÐje QÞkð ]MÞmÞ Ð AMÞaÊSÞ [Ð' cÊ¨Òe cÊ¨ mNBmÞ, aÞhéÐj Ò]mÞ Ð 
 
""[Ð' ÒkÒm ÒcÐÒ[ NÐÜÒe ekÞaÐLÊ ]Þ@ Ð ÒjWÞ cÊÜ MÊaç MÊjÞÒe ekÞ`ÐeÞaÞ Ð'' 
 
""LÞ«Ê [Òc ]Ëe `ÐkÐXÏ bfÞ NÐÜLÊ ]ËeeÊ Ò]MÞR Ð `ÐMeÊ Ò]MÞÒm ÒjWÞ aÞ ]ÊÓM, d§ZÐ beÞ ekÞRÞ Ð [Òc jkeÒe aYÏÞR Ð 
jkee ]Ëe[éeÊ [cLÊ NÐÜ SÑa_ Ò[ZÊ bm mÐNÊRÞ Ð'' 
 
""LÞRÞ _ ÒkÒm ÒjWÞ cÊÜ jaÊ bÊmÞ dÐB`ÐeÞaÞ Ð'' 
 
""_Ð, jaÊ [Òc bÊmÞ `ÐeÞa_Þ Ð jaÊ bÊmÞÒm aÞ [c ]ÊÓMVÐ bÊmÞ `ÐeÞa_Þ Ð'' 
 
""[ÊÒc ÒLcÞ[Þ SÐZÞm ?'' 
 
""[c XÐHeÑeÊ . . . Ð'' 
 
( mfÞ[Ðe @«e= aÐuaÑ jÕNÑ[Ð Ð jÒ[ @aÐ AcùÐe cÞf_ ÒjcÐ_* bÞ[Òe Ð `ÞmÐ]Þ_eÊ cÐ' _ \ùaÐ mfÞ[ÐLÊ jÕNÑ[Ð 
e cÐ' _ÞS TÞ@WÐeÊ @^ÞL Òjðk Le«Þ Ð jÕNÑ[Ðe aÐkÐOe `õªÐa MÊaç MÊjÞÒe _ÞÒS mfÞ[Ð AZÞ\ùmÐ - _ÞSe SÒZ 
jÕ`LàÑ¯* jkÞ[ Ð [ÐLÊ ]ÊÓMÒe cÞõ¯cÐZ LeÞ @QÞÒe ÒjB kÐ[NYÏÐ jÕ`Là Qec aÞ$f[ÐLÊ ¸hà LmÐ Ð mfÞ[Ðe jcª 
`õÒQ½Ð Òj aÞaÐkLÊ [ elÐ LeÞ`ÐeÞmÐ_Þ, a]fÒe AZÞÒ]mÐ _ÞS `eÞaÐe jk bÑiZ c[Òb] Ð ÒjkÞ]Þ_eÊ [Ð' @«e 
NbÑe bÐaÒe l[ aÞl[ Ð jÕNÑ[Ðe cÐ_jÞL h¦Þ aYÏÐBaÐ `ÐBÜ mfÞ[Ð aeÐae NÐÜLÊ dÐH HaÕ [ÐLÊ kj MÊjÞÒe c³ÐB 
eMÞaÐLÊ ÒQ½ÐLÒe Ð jÕNÑ[Ðe ]ÊÓM `ÐBÜ c_bÞ[Òe _ÞSLÊ ]Ð¯Ñ LeÞ K]ÐjÔe _ÞºÊe bÐeLÊ AÒaÐeÞ Ò_BRÞ Òj _ÞS 
SÑa_Òe Ð mfÞ[Ðe H D]Ðe[Ð [Ð' cÐ^ÊdàÔLÊ h[NÊZ aYÏÐBÒ]mÐ Ð cÊÜ @bÞbË[ ÒkmÞ Ð ) 
 
""HÜ . . . , [Ð'ÒkÒm cÊÜ L'Z LeÞaÐ DQÞ[ç ?'' mfÞ[Ð QcLÞ `XÏÞ `QÐeÞmÐ Ð 
 
""LÐkÞÜLÞ, [Òc [ÐLÊ HWÞLÊ Ò_B Aj aÊÒTBLÞ Ð ÒdDÜ hÞhÊ aÞ]ÔÐf¯ aÞi¯Òe [cLÊ LkÊ\ùmÞ, ÒjWÐÒe Òj hÞl¯[õÑ bÐaÒe 
ekÞ`ÐeÞa Ð LÐkÐ D`Òe ÒaÐT ÒkÐB _ÊÒkÜ, _ÞS ÒNÐXÏÒe WÞA ÒkÐB _ËA SÑa_ Aec÷ LeÞa Ð jÕNÑ[Ð Acùk[ÔÐ 
LeÞa_Þ, aqÞa; jÊte bÐaÒe aqÞa Ð [Òc [ÐLÊ aqÞaÐ hÞMÐBa Ð'' 
 
A_t J A¾dàÔe `õNÐYÏ `õÒm` mfÞ[Ðe jÐeÐ heÑeÒe beÞNmÐ Ð  
 
""ÒkÒm ÒcÐÒ[ aqÞaÐ AÒj_Ð Òd . . . Ð'' 
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""[Òc SÑa_LÊ akÊ[ bm`Ð@ mÞ[Ð Ð'' 
 
""_Ð, cÊÜ ÒLaf [ÊcLÊ bm`ÐH Ð [ÊÒc ]ËeeÊ [ jÊte; `ÐMeÊ aÞ HÒ[ jÊte !'' 
 
 
4813 _\à J'L_eç ÒeÐXç, @eçbÞ=ç, ÒVµÐjç 75062 
 
(hõÑ [Ð`j e&_ jÐkÊ `_ùÑ jêÞ[Ð HaÕ Ề[õ jc¯-hÐhé[* jk XÐmÐjç jkeÒe aÐj Le«Þ Ð BÃeçÒ_VçÒe `õ\c HaÕ 
HLcÐ[õ JXÏÞA `[õÞLÐ "jÕaÞ[ç' (www.sambit.com)e jÕ`Ð]L [\Ð jk-`õ[ÞºÐ[Ð eËÒ` Òj JXÏÞA bÐiÐ, jÐkÞ[Ô J 
jÕ²ó[Þe aÞLÐh ]ÞNÒe jaà]Ð ÒQ½Þ[ Ð ) 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 AaÞ´Ðe            aÞsÐ_Ñ ]Ðj 
 
  
[ _ÞSLÊ D`eLÊ DWÐB `õ[ÞºÞ[ LeÐBaÐÒe jcÒª `õÐ¯[Ó D]çÒdÐNÑ ek«Þ Ð ÒkÒm HcÞ[Þ aÞ LÞRÞ 
aÔ¦Þ @R«Þ, ÒdDÜcÐÒ_ @_ÔLÊ DWÐB `õ[ÞºÞ[ LeÐBaÐÒe A_t `ÐA«Þ Ð H NÁVÞ cÊÜ ÒjkÞ jkó]¯, 
jÊte c_e aÔ¦ÞcÐ_*Ê DjúNà LeÊRÞ Ð - aÞsÐ_Ñ ]Ðj Ð ] 

 
AW Bq mcé J `Ðq Bq QDXÏÐe LÐW $fLVÞ ÒcÐÒ[ jéNàÐ^ú`[Þ Btõ* cZÞc¯ cÊLÊVWÐeÊ cËmÔaÐ_ `õ[Ñ[ ÒkD\úmÐ Ð 
bÐe[e eÐ½õ`[Þ*WÐeÊ `]êaÞbËiZ D`Ð^ú `ÐB\úaÐ ÒaÒf LÀàÐVLe j=Ñ[ jÐcõÐsÑ hÊbmlêÑ*Ê ÒLcÞ[Þ mÐNÞ\úa cÊÜ SÐZÞ_Þ; 
Ò[Òa H @XÞÒVÐeÞ¯cçÒe `õÐ¯[Ó ]ÊBhk, [Þ_Þhk `õaÐjÑ bÐe[Ñ¯cÐ_* j®ÊMÒe bÐe[e eÐ½õ`[Þ* kÐ[eÊ H 
A¯[ÐLÐe $fLVÞ `ÐBaÐ ÒcÐ `ÐBÜ HL @aÞjêeZÑ¯ @_ÊbË[Þ \úmÐ Ð LÒmS @^ÔÐ`L jcÒetõ `¨Ð* `_úÑ, eÐZÑkÐVe 
Òj VÞLÞ NfÞVÞe aÐcÒLÐZÒe \úaÐ ÒRÐV OeVÞe NókmlêÑ, LÒmScÐVÞ cÐXÏÞ _\úaÐ F[Ề ËÀàÐ Òd HcÞ[Þ HL j®Ð_e 
@^úLÐeÞZÑ ]ÞÒ_ ÒkÐB`ÐeÞa, [ÐkÐ HL LÁ_Ð akÞbàË[ OVZÐ Ð LÞ«Ê Òj LÁ_Ð[Ñ[ OVZÐ ASÞ ÒLaf ÒcÐ `ÐBÜ _ÊÒkÜ, 
jÐeÐ ]Ê_ÞAÜ `ÐBÜ j[Ô Ð [Ð'e jÐlÑ ÒcÐe jéÐcÑ NZÞ[ @^ÔÐ`L jcÒetõ `¨Ð (cÊÜ [Ð*Ê ÒmLçQeçaÐaÊ ÒaÐmÞ LÒk J 
@_ÔcÐ_*e jcéu mNÐB LÒk), ÒcÐ jÐ_ Ề@ Ề̀ Ê_Ð (L−ÊÔVe B&Þ_Þ̄ eç ÒhÐbÞ[ `¨Ð), @XÞÒVÐeÞ¯cçe ]ÊBhk, [Þ_Þhk 
]hàL J aÞÒhi[Ó _ÞÒS bÐe[e eÐ½õ`[Þ cÒkÐ]¯ Ð 
 
cÊÜ Òd j[Òe HL DnÒLÐVÞe NÐ¯ÞLÐ, [ÐkÐ cÊÜ ASÞ `õ\c\e `ÐBÜ AaÞ´Ðe LmÞ Ð cÊÜ bm NÐD\úmÞ ÒaÐmÞ NÜÐÒe jcÒª 
LkÊ\úÒm Ð ÒjBVÐ a[Þh aià Ë̀aàe OVZÐ Ð a[Þh aià `Òe Òj `õ[ÞbÐLÊ AaÞ´Ðe LeÞ, Òj\úÒe eË`e= Ò]B bmLÊ 
DnÒLÐVÞe `õcÐZÞ[ LeÐB\úmÐ ÒdDÜ jÊcÞ[Ð, ÒjB jÊcÞ[Ð cÞhõLÊ ÒLDÜ bÐiÐÒe cÊÜ Ló[s[Ð SZÐBaÞ, Òj Ò_B QÞ«Þ[Ð \úmÞ Ð 
 
jÊcÞ[Ð jk Ace `õ\c `eÞQ¯ `õÐ¯ `ÐqcÐj [Òf; ÒkÐÒVmç kÞmçV_çÒe Ð d]ÞJ _ËAaià `Òe ]ÊB j©Ðk aÞ[ÞdÐB\ÐH, 
_ËAaià `Ðf_ LeÞaÐ`ÐBÜ Òj ÒkÐÒVmçÒe HL[õÞ[ ÒkÐB\Ð«Þ `õÐ¯ ]ÊB, [Þ_Þ hk bÐe[Ñ¯ `eÞaÐe Ð H Ò_B cÊÜ `Ê`Ê_ÐLÊ 
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`õhð LeÞ\úmÞ - ""LÞÒe, _ËAaià [ ÒLÒaWÐeÊ jeÞNmÐZÞ; HcÐÒ_ LÞ _ËAaià `ÐfÞÒa `ÊZÞ?'' `Ê`Ê_Ð Dre Ò]B\úmÐ, 
""AÒceÞLÐÒe `aà`aàÐZÑ `ÐfÞaÐe ]Þ_ _ÞwàÐeZÒe ÒjcÞ[Þ LÞRÞ aÐeZ _\ÐH Ð jcª* `ÐBÜ ÒdDÜ ]Þ_VÐ jÊaÞ^Ð, ÒjB 
]Þ_Òe `aà `Ðf_ LeÐdÐH Ð HcÞ[ÞLÞ kmç _ cÞfÞÒm LÞ ÒmÐLcÐ_*Ê jÊaÞ^Ð _ÒkÒm, Ac JXÏÞA LÊAÜe `ËÒ_BÜ ÒaÒfÒaÒf 
@cÐaÐjÔÐ ]Þ_Òe `Ðf_ LeÐkÊH Ð'' `Ê`Ê_Ð L\ÐÒe cÊÜ cÊ¨Òe kÐ[ Ò]B\úmÞ, ""j[Òe [ BH ÒNÐVÞH aÞ̀ eÑ[ Ò]h'' Ð 
 
_ÐmÞ, _Ñf, jaÊS e=e AÒmÐLÒe Òj]Þ_ kÞmçV_ç ÒkÐÒVmçe e=cqVÞ ALiàZÑ¯ ]ÞhÊ\úmÐ Ð [Ð'WÐeÊ @^ùL ALiàZÑ¯ 
]ÞhÊ\úmÐ jÊcÞ[Ð Ð jÒ[ ÒdcÞ[Þ ÒiÐkf, j[e aiàe HL e=Ñ_ `õSÐ`[Þ Ð NÑ[ [ Òj NÐD\úmÐ; NÑ[e [ÐÒf [ÐÒf aÞ 
ÒaÒfÒaÒf _ÐQÞ dÐD\úmÐ Ð QÐfÞh, `BÜQÐfÞh aià a¯jÒe [Ð'e H [ÐeÊZÔ, H Q`f[Ð Ò]Mú ÒdÒ[VÐ @¾dàÔ ÒkÐB\úmÞ 
cÊÜ, ÒjÒ[VÐ `õbÐaÞ[ aÞ Ð jÊcÞ[Ð cÞhõ ÒaÐmÞ [ _ÐÜ'VÐ ÒOÐiZÐ LeÐdÐB\úmÐ Ð a¯j jcéuÒe sÐ_ÒkmÐ ÒdÒk[Ê jÊcÞ[Ðe 
`Ê@, TÞ@ ÒcÐ `ÐMÒe ajÞ\úÒm J bÞXÞJ ÒeLXàÞÕ LeÊ\úÒm Ð ÒjcÐÒ_ LÒmSÒe `YÏã\úÒm Ð Òj\úeÊ jÊcÞ[Ðe a¯j QÐfÞh, 
`BÜQÏÐfÞh Òka ÒaÐmÞ @_ÊcÐ_ LeÊ\úmÞ Ð HkÞ jc¯Òe ÒmLçQeçaÐaÊ cÒ[ QcLÐB Ò]B LkÞÒm, ""SÐZÞR eÊ_Ê! jÊcÞ[Ð 
Ò]aÑ `eÐ [c cÐcÊÜ Oe NÜÐ'e TÞ@ '' Ð 
 
""[Òc ÒLcÞ[Þ SÐZÞm? '' - cÊÜ `õhð LmÞ Ð 
 
""[Ð* cÞ½eç* jkÞ[ L\ÐaÐràÐ LeÊLeÊ SÐZÞmÞ Ð aÐkÐOe Ë̀aàeÊ [Ð* _ÐÜ \úmÐ jÊcÞ[Ð e\ Ð'' 
 
""[Ð* aÐ`Ð* _ÜÐ SÐZÞR LÞ?'' 
 
""_Ð! HÒ[ XÞÒVmçjç [ aÊTÞ_Þ Ð Ò`õÐNõÐcç jeÞaÐ`Òe L\ÐaÐràÐ ÒkÐB aÊTÞaÐ Ð'' 
 
ÒkÒm Ò`õÐNõÐcç jeÊ jeÊ ÒXeÞÒkmÐ Ð Ò`õÐNõÐcç `Òe aÞ jÊcÞ[Ð akÊ[ aÔª \úÒm Ð @[Ha L\ÐaÐràÐ LeÞaÐe HÒ[VÐ 
@aLÐh cÞfÞmÐ_Þ Ð ÒdDÜcÐÒ_ cqD`Òe LÐdàÔLõc Le«Þ, ÒjcÐÒ_ ÒjB @ajeÒe aÞhÞ½ aÔ¦Þ `ÐmVÞdÐA«Þ Ð Ò[ZÊ 
ÒjcÐ_* jkÞ[ cÞhÞaÐ J L\ÐaÐràÐ LeÞaÐLÊ ]hàLaót aÔÐLÊf ek«Þ; ÒdcÞ[ÞLÞ ÒjcÐ_* jkÞ[ L\ÐaÐràÐ _LÒm 
cÐ_aSÑa_ aÞ$f ÒkÐBdÞa Ð HcÞ[Þ aÞ LÞRÞ bÐe[Ñ¯ aÔ¦Þ @R«Þ, ÒdDÜcÐÒ_ aÞhÞ½ ÒmÐLcÐ_* `RÒe ÒSÐLbfÞ 
mÐNÞdÐ«Þ J jÊÒdÐN `ÐBÒm $ÒVÐ DWÐB eMùaÐLÊ `ec ÒjßÐbÐNÔ cZ«Þ Ð ÒkÒm AahÔL[Ð _\ùÒm cÊÜ aÞÒhi 
aÔ¦ÞcÐ_*WÐeÊ ]ËeÒe eÒk, ÒdÒk[Ê cÒ[ ]ËeeÊ aÞÒhi[Ð aÞÒhìiZ LeÞaÐLÊ bmmÐÒN Ð d]ÞJ ÒmLçQeçaÐaÊ*e [\Ð`Þ 
@Ò`lÐ LeÞaÐLÊ BoÐ\ùmÐ, AÒc jÊcÞ[ÐÒ]aÑ*Ê @Ò`lÐ _LeÞ `fÐB AjÞmÊ Ð 
 
[Ð'`e eaÞaÐe ]Þ_ `Ê`Ê_Ð AcLÊ cmç aÊÒmBÒ_mÐ Ð AÒceÞLÐ Ò]he `õÐQÊdàÔ Ò]Mú cÊÜ A¾dàÔ ÒkÐBNmÞ Ð HÒ[ aXÏ aXÏ 
Ò]ÐLÐ_, HÒ[ SÞ_Þi, jaÊ `ÊZÞ j$ÐjÊ[ÊeÐ Ð ÒdÒ[ Ò]ÐLÐ_ aÊmÞÒm aÞ _ÞhÐ RÐXÏã _\ÐH Ð jÐeÐ]Þ_ aÊmÞjÐeÞ ÒhiÒe 
juÔÐÒaÒf OeLÊ Ò$eÞmÊ Ð OÒe mÊNÐ`VÐ a]fÐB cÊÜ ÒeÐÒiBOeLÊ dÐB bÐ[, [eLÐeÑ eÐuÞaÐ`ÐBÜ `õªÊ[ÒkmÞ Ð `Ê`Ê_Ð 
D`eÊ AjÞ MaeÒ]mÐ, ""ÒaÐD, jÊcÞ[Ð_Ð_Ñ ÒcÒjSç RÐXÏÞ\úÒm Ð Aj«Ð h_ÞaÐe ]Þ_ [Ð* OeLÊ XÞ_eç `ÐBÜ XÐLÞR«Þ Ð 
L'Z LkÞaÞ Lk Ð'' `Ê`Ê_Ðe aÐ`Ð LkÞÒm, ""AÒe ÒaÐDLÊ L'Z `QÐeÊRÊ ? jÊcÞ[Ð Ò]aÑ* bfÞ HÒ[ aXÏÒmÐL XÐLÞR«Þ; 
dÞaÐ_Þ LÐkÞÜLÞ ? [Ð'`Òe ÒaÐDe cÐcÊÜOe NÜÐ TÞ@ jÞH Ð VÞÒL QÞkðÐSZÐ aÞ bmbÐÒa Òka Ð'' 
 
cÒ[ LÞ«Ê `Ê`Ê_Ðe jÊcÞ[ÐLÊ _Ð_Ñ XÐLÞaÐVÐ aXÏ @aÐNÞA mÐNÞmÐ Ð cÊÜ `QÐeÞmÞ, ""LÞÒe, jÊcÞ[Ðe `ÞmÐ jaÊ Ò[Ð HLÐ 
a¯je; [Ê [ÐLÊ cÐDjÑ _ XÐLÞ _Ð_Ñ LÐkÞÜLÞ XÐLÊRÊ ?'' 
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`Ê`Ê_Ð LkÞmÐ, ""SÐZÞmÊ ÒaÐD, H Ò]hÒe a¯²Ð JXÏÞA ±Ñ ÒmÐLcÐÒ_ cÐDjÑ XÐLWÐeÊ _Ð_Ñ XÐL ÒahÑ `jt Le«Þ Ð 
[Ð'`Òe JXÏÞhÐeÊ ÒdDÜcÐÒ_ Aj«Þ, ÒjcÐÒ_ _ÞS `Ê@, TÞ@ a¯je ÒkÒm aÞ ÒjcÐ_* jkÞ[ aÒ¯ÐÒSÔº cÐ_*e c_e 
Òcf @^ùL Ð _ÞS `ÞmÐcÐÒ_ [ H Ò]hÒe aYÏÞÒm, H Ò]he jÕ²ó[Þ hÞMÞÒm; ÒjcÐ_* jkÞ[ JXÏÞA c_ cÞfÞa aÐ ÒLcÞ[Þ 
?'' 
 
""_Ð_Ñ ÒkD LÞ cÐDjÑ ÒkD, AcùÑ¯[Ðe LÞRÞVÐ hv aÔakÐe LÒm ÒkmÐ Ð Òj L\Ð `ÐBÜ [c cÊ¨ LÐkÞÜLÞ HÒ[ OÊeÐDRÞ 
? HÒ[ hõwÐÒe jÊcÞ[ÐÒ]aÑ XÐLÞR«Þ Ð dÞaÐ [ ! L\Ð ÒjBWÞ RÞ¨ÞmÐ Ð'' - `Ê`Ê_Ðe aÐ`Ð L\Ð Òhi LÒm Ð 
 
Ò]MÊÒ]MÊ R@VÞ ]Þ_ aÞ[ÞNmÐ Ð h_ÞaÐe ]Þ_ juÔÐÒaÒf Ề̀ Ê_Ð AccÐ_*Ê Ò_B ÒdDÜ Oe jÐc_ÐÒe NÐXÏÞ eMúmÐ, cÒ[ 
Òj Oe bÞ[eLÊ dÞaÐLÊ LÊ¶Ð mÐNÊ\úmÐ Ð ÒdDÜ Oee aÐkÐee HÒ[ QÐLQLÔ, Òj Oee bÞ[e aÐ L'Z _ ÒkÐB\úa ? cÊÜ 
`Ê`Ê_ÐLÊ LkÞmÞ, ""QÐmçÒe `ÒfBdÞaÐ, ÒjcÐÒ_ HÒ[ aXÏÒmÐL; AcLÊ L'Z MÐ[e LeÞÒa?'' 
 
ÒmLçQeçaÐaÊ ÒcÐ D`Òe QÞXÏÞÒm; ""d]Þ MÐ[e _ LeÞÒa, Ò[Òa XÐLÞÒm LÐkÞÜLÞ? HLÐ JXÏÞhÐ eÐBSe ÒmÐL; `eÒ]hÒe 
aXÏ, ÒRÐV L\Ð LÞH HÒ[ Ò]MÊRÞ ? [Ð`Òe jaÊ aXÏÒmÐL cÐÒ_ ]ÞÒ_ _Ð ]ÞÒ_ ]eÞ]õ[Ð @_Êba LeÞ\Ð«Þ Ð jaÊ 
`õÒ$jeçcÐÒ_ ]ÞÒ_ RÐ[õ, RÐ[õÑ \ÐA«Þ; jaÊ aÐ`Ð, cÐA ]ÞÒ_ `Ê@, TÞ@ \ÐA«Þ; Ò]MÞa eÊk, [c `Ê`Ê_Ð aÞ HcÐ_* WÐeÊ 
aXÏ Oe LÞZÞa Ð'' 
 
jÊcÞ[Ð J [Ð'e jéÐcÑ hÊÒbtÊaÐaÊ AccÐ_*Ê ÒdcÞ[Þ @Ò`lÐLeÞ ekÞ\úÒm Ð AÒccÐÒ_ LmÞÕÒamç VÞ`ÞaÐ `ËaàeÊ ÒjcÐÒ_ 
LaÐV ÒMÐmÞ AccÐ_*Ê `ÐÒRÐVÞÒ_Òm Ð H [ Oe _ÊÒkÜ, eÐS`õÐjÐ] Ð ÒcÐ'e HcÞ[Þ A¾dàÔÐ_Þé[, aÞkéf bÐa Ò]Mù `Ê`Ê_Ð 
cÒ[ QÞcÊVÞÒ]mÐ Ð jÊcÞ[Ð AcLÊ [Ð bÞ[eOeLÊ XÐLÞÒ_B ÒjÐ$ÐÒe aÒjBmÐ J Þ̀BaÐLÊ L'Z Ò]a ÒaÐmÞ õ̀hðLmÐ Ð 
 
jÊcÞ[Ðe A[ÞÒ\¯[ÐÒe AÒccÐÒ_ akÊ[ cÊNç^ÒkmÊ Ð SfMùA `Òe`Òe jÕ`Làe @a[ÐeZÐ Aec÷ÒkmÐ Ð ""A`Z 
c]_jÐeç* aXÏTÞ@ Ð [Ð cÐÒ_ A`Z eÊ_Ê_Ð_Ñ, dÐkÐ* L\Ð Ac kÐB²Êmçe ]Þ]ÞcÐÒ_ `õÐ¯[Ó LkÊ\úÒm Ð cÊÜ aÞ 
`YÏÞaÐÒaÒf c]_jÐeç Ace j=Ñ[ hÞlL \úÒm Ð TÊ_Ê_Ð_Ñ aÞ [ akÊ[ jÊte NÑ[ NÐD\úÒm Ð'' - jÊcÞ[Ðe SÞsÐjÐ \úmÐ Ð 
 
jÊcÞ[Ðe L\ÐaÐràÐeÊ SÐZÞmÞ jÞH ÒcÐWÐeÊ jÐ[, AW aià jÐ_ Ð jÞH ÒcÐ cÐcÊÜOe NÜÐ aeÑe e\ jÐkÞe NN_ e\= 
_Ð[ÊZÑ Ð [Ð aÐ`Ð*e ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf ÒLÐeÐ`ÊV a]fÞ ÒkÐB\úmÐ, ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf jÞH AjÞ NÐÜ kÐB²ÊmçÒe `YÏã\úmÐ Ð 
ÒjÒ[ÒafLÊ cÊÜ kÐB²Êmç RÐXÏÞ\úmÞ J ÒcÐ'e aÐkÐOe aÞ ÒkÐBdÐB\úmÐ Ð aÐ`Ð aeÑ kÐB²Êmçe j=Ñ[ hÞlL \ùÒm J Ac 
NÜÐ `NÞXÏÐÒe kÐB²Êmç _\ùaÐeÊ AÒc jaÊ bÐBbDZÑ cÐÒ_ aeÑ kÐB²ÊmçÒe `YÏã\ùmÊ Ð jÊcÞ[Ð, ÒcÐ aÐ`Ð J jÐ_bDZÑ 
TÊ_ÊLÊ ÒjBWÐeÊ SÐZÞRÞ Ð jÊcÞ[Ð @½c ÒhõZÑ `Òe bÊaÒ_héeÒe AjÞ `YÏÞmÐ J aÞ.ÒS.aÞ LÒmSeÊ aÞ.Hjç.jÞ `Ðjç LeÞaÐ 
`Òe aÐkÐ ÒkÐB\úmÐ Ð ÒjcÐÒ_ 1970 cjÞkÐÒe AÒceÞLÐ AjÞ\úÒm J AÒceÞLÐ AjÞ jÊcÞ[Ð L−ÊÔVeç B&Þ_Þ¯eÞÕ 
`YÏÞmÐ Ð kWÐ[ç jÊcÞ[Ð cÒ[ @_ÊÒeÐ^ LmÐ, ""eÊ_Ê_Ð_Ñ, A`Z ÒNÐVÞH NÑ[ NÐA«Ê _Ð! A`Z jÊte JXÏÞhÑ J NÑ[ÒNÐaÞt 
NÐD\úÒm ÒaÐmÞ Ac NÐÜ jÐeÐ jcÒª Lk«Þ Ð ÒcÐ'e [ hÊZÞaÐe ÒjßÐbÐNÔ _\úmÐ Ð'' 
 
""ÒcÐ'e LZ AD @bÔÐj @RÞ? aÐkÐOe `Òe NÑ[ jkÞ[ jcª j−Là ÒdcÞ[Þ RÞ_ð ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð [Òc [ jÊte NÑ[ NÐDR 
jÊcÞ[Ð; Òj]Þ_ Ò`õÐNõÐcçÒe NÐD\úm Ð [Òc aeÕ NÐ@; AÒc hÊZÞaÊ'' - cÊÜ HXÏÞ dÞaÐLÊ QÐkÊÜ\úmÞ Ð 
 
""ÒcÐ NÑ[ [ QÐmÊ NÑ[ Ð A`Z* bfÞ NÐ Þ̄LÐ ÒkaÐLÊ cÒ[ Ề_Sà_ê Ò_aÐLÊ `XÏÞa Ð cÊÜ kÐeçÒcÐ_Þ¯cç AZÊRÞ; A`Z _Þ¾¯ 
NÐBÒa Ð'' 
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ÒcÐ DreLÊ @Ò`lÐ _LeÞ jÊcÞ[Ð QÐmÞNmÐ Ð [Þ_Þ, QÐeÞ cÞ_ÞVç `Òe kÐeçÒcÐ_Þ¯cç ^eÞ kÐSe ÒkmÐ Ð hÊÒbtÊaÐaÊ 
QVÐZÒe aÞRZÐQÐ]e `LÐBÒ]Òm J jÊcÞ[Ð cÒ[ Ò_B kÐeçÒcÐ_Þ¯cç `ÐMÒe ajÐBÒ]mÐ Ð LkÞmÐ, ""_Ð_Ñ, A`Z HÒ[ 
jÊte NÐD\úÒm Ð NÑ[ jkÞ[ j−Là _ eMùÒm aÞ jÐeç* `ÐMeÊ ÒdDÜ [ÐmÞcç `ÐBR«Þ, ÒjBVÐ ÒLÒa bÊmÞaÐe _ÊÒkÜ Ð 
jÐBÃÞ½ç cÐÒ_ aÞ [ ÒjBA Lk«Þ Ð ]h, aÐe aià bÞ[Òe ÒdDÜ aÞi¯VÞLÊ `ÞmÐ hÞMù\ÐH, [ÐkÐ j]Ð jëó[ÞÒe RÐ Þ̀ ÒkÐB 
ekÞdÐH Ð [Ð'`Òe HWÞ [ ÒLaf AÒc ]ÊBSZ J A`Z* `eÞaÐe @R«Þ; AccÐ_* ANÒe HÒ[ LÊ¶Ð LÐkÞÜLÞ ?'' 
 
jÊcÞ[Ðe @_ÊÒeÐ^Òe L'Z\úmÐ ÒLSÐZÞ, kWÐ[ç ÒcÐ'e ÒdcÞ[Þ LÞRÞ ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð ""jÐ'', ""`Ð'', ""NÐ'' B[ÔÐ]ÞLÊ `eMÊ `eMÊ 
ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf Òd cÊÜ jÊe ^eÞRÞ ""mfÞ[ ma=m[Ð `eÞhÑf_'', aÊTÞ`ÐeÞ_Þ Ð cÊÜ ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf `QÐh aiàe F[Ê`ÊÀàÐ Ò]aÑ 
`eÞaÒrà aÐe-Ò[e aiàe eÊ_Ê `ÐmVÞ dÐB\úmÞ Ð cÒ[ @_ÊbË[ ÒkD\úmÐ ÒdcÞ[Þ aÐ`Ð ÒcÐ `ÐMÒe ajÞR«Þ Ð ÒSÒScÐ 
QÐkÐ `ÞD`ÞD cÊ¨ kÒmB NÊZÊNÊZÊ ÒkÐB @¸½ jéeÒe ÒcÐ jkÞ[ [Ðf Ò]DRÞ; AD cÊÜ aÐ`Ð*Ê õ̀bÐaÞ[ LeÐBaÐ `ÐBÜ 
NÐBQÐmÞRÞ Ð jcª*e Le[ÐfÞ aÞ ÒcÐ'e ^ÔÐ_bNð LeÞaÐÒe jlc ÒkÐB_\úmÐ d]ÞJ jcª*e Le[ÐfÞ cÊÜ hÊZÞ`ÐeÊ\úmÞ J 
Ò]Mú`ÐeÊ\úmÞ Ð `õÐ¯[Ó [Þ_Þ-QÐeÞVÞ NÑ[ÒNÐaÞt NÐBjÐeÞaÐ `Òe kWÐ[ç `õLóyÞ[ ÒkmÞ cÊÜ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf jÊcÞ[Ð ÒcÐ 
jÐc_ÐÒe cÐBÒLõÐÒ$Ð_ç AZÞ ÒjVç LeÞÒ]B NÑ[ ÒeLXàÞÕ LeÞaÐLÊ QÐkÞÜmÐ Ð 
 
""A`Z [ SÒZ akÊ[ DnÒLÐVÞe NÐ¯ÞLÐ Ð'' - hÊÒbtÊaÐaÊ c«aÔ Ò]Òm Ð 
 
^ÔÐ_eÊ `õLóyÞ[ ÒkÐB `eÞÒah `õ[Þ jÒQ[_ ÒkaÐ`Òe `ÊZÞ cÒ[ LÊ¶Ð NõÐj LmÐ Ð jÊcÞ[Ð ÒaÐ^kÊH aÊTÞ`ÐeÞmÐ Ð `ÐMLÊ 
AjÞ  ỀZÞ kÐ[ ^eÞ @_ÊÒeÐ^ LmÐ, ""AB Acç ÒjÐ jeÞ _Ð_Ñ Ð cÐBÒLõÐÒ$Ð_ç AZÞ A`Z* ^ÔÐ_bNð LmÞ Ð A`Z*Ê AD 
cÐ[õ ]ÊBVÞ NÑ[ NÐBaÐLÊ @_ÊÒeÐ^ Ð [Ð`Òe AÒc XÞ_eç MÐBaÐ Ð'' 
 
H [ jÊcÞ[Ð _ÊÒkÜ; WÞLç ÒcÐ aÐ`Ð Ð aÐ`Ð ÒjcÞ[Þ LkÊ\úÒm - ""cÐ'Òe AD\Òe "LÐfÞtÑ LËfLÊ ÒcÐe' NÐB Ò]; [Ð`Òe 
MÐBaÐ Ð'' jÊcÞ[Ðe @_ÊÒeÐ^Òe `ÊZÞ cÊÜ ^ÔÐ_cNð ÒkmÞ J ]ÊBVÞ NÑ[ a]fÒe QÐeÞVÞ NÑ[ NÐBjÐeÞaÐ `Òe ÒcÐ'e 
`eÞÒah õ̀[Þ jÒQ[_[Ð AjÞmÐ Ð ÒjB cÊkËràÒe cÊÜ ÒcÐ _ÞS bÞ[ee mÊLçLÐ¯Þ[ ÒQ[_ÐLÊ AaÞ́ Ðe LmÞ - ]ÑOà a[Þh 
aiàe aÔa^Ð_ [\Ð`Þ ÒcÐ bÞ[ee j=Ñ[ `õ[ÞbÐLÊ @lÊÀ eMú\úmÐ Ð  
 
Òj]Þ_ jÊcÞ[Ð cÒ[ [Ð' kÐeçÒcÐ_Þ̄ cç Ò]mÐ J j=Ñ[ jcéuÒe jÕNõk LeÞ\úaÐ ÒLÒ[NÊXÏÞH `ÊªL Ò]B LkÞmÐ, ""_Ð_Ñ, 
A`Z [ HWÞ ÒaÐeç ÒkD\úÒa Ð cÊÜ jÞ_Ð H jaÊ LÞZÞ\úmÞ; ÒkÒm `õÐLçVÞjç LeÞaÐLÊ jc¯ aÐkÐe LeÞ`ÐeÊ_Þ Ð A`Z 
\úaÐ`dàÔ« aÔakÐe LeÊ\ÐA«Ê Ð h_ÞaÐe, eaÞaÐe ]Þ_ d]Þ A`Z aÊmÐaÊmÞ LeÞaÐLÊ _ dÐB OÒe ekÊ\úÒa, cÊÜ aÞ 
A`Z* `ÐMLÊ NÑ[ hÞMúaÐLÊ AjÞaÞ Ð'' 
 
j[Òe [ jÊcÞ[Ð ÒcÐ c_L\Ð aÊTÞ\úmÐ Ð `Ê`Ê_Ðe aÐ`Ð akÞ ÒmMÊ\úÒm AD cÊÜ HLÐLÞ_Ñ @_Êba LeÊ\úmÞ Ð HÒa cÒ[ 
cÞfÞNmÐ ÒcÐ jÐ^_Ðe jË[õ Ð aÐjç, ÒjB]Þ_eÊ QÐmÞmÐ ÒcÐe j=Ñ[ jÐ^_Ð Ð `Ê`Ê_Ðe aÐ`Ð aÞ [Vy ÒkÐBdÐB\úÒm Ð a[Þh 
aiàe jÕ`Là `Òe Òj ÒdcÞ[Þ _ÞSe jk^càÞZÑLÊ _ËALeÞ QÞkðã\úÒm Ð cÊÜ NÑ[ NÐD\úmÞ ÒaÐmÞ Òj SÐZÞ\úÒm J ÒaÒfÒaÒf 
NÐBaÐLÊ Òd @_ÊÒeÐ^ LeÞ_\úÒm ÒjcÞ[Þ _ÊÒkÜ Ð cÊÜ aÞ [Ð* @_ÊÒeÐ^Òe NÑ[ NÐB\úmÞ; ÒkÒm Òj NÐBaÐÒe ÒjcÞ[Þ LÞRÞ 
_Ë[_[Ð _\úmÐ Ð Òj @_ÊÒeÐ^ ÒjcÞ[Þ `ÐVÞbÞ[eÊ aÐkÐeÊ\úmÐ J Òj\úÒe QÐ` _\úmÐ Ð jÊcÞ[Ð bfÞ kÐeçÒcÐ_Þ¯cç jÐc_ÐÒe 
eMú, cÒ[ [Ð `ÐMÒe ajÐB, j=Ñ[ hÊZÞaÐe aÞÒhi ANõk Ò_B Òj ÒLÒa @_ÊÒeÐ^e QÐ` `LÐB _\úÒm Ð õ̀Ló[Òe 
Oe QfÐBaÐe HÒ[ QÐ` \úmÐ Òd, kÐeçÒcÐ_Þ̄ cç LÞZÞaÐÒe @\à Mnà LeÞaÐVÐ ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf [Ð* `Òl jc÷a _\úmÐ Ð 
Òj]Þ_ jÊcÞ[Ð OÒe cÊÜ AD HL AaÞ´Ðe LeÞ\úmÞ ÒcÐ jcéuÒe - Òjðk`ËÀà @_ÊÒeÐ^e QÐ` cÒ[ LÐdàÔ`ÐBÜ DjúÐkÞ[ 
LÒe J ]óYÏc_Ð ÒkÐB LÐdàÔe j$f[Ð `ÐBÜ c_ õ̀ÐZ YÐfÞÒ]aÐLÊ Ò õ̀eZÐ ÒdÐNÐH Ð 
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jÊcÞ[Ðe kÐeçÒcÐ_Þ¯cçLÊ akÊ]Þ_e kSÞdÐB\úaÐ j−] bfÞ cÊÜ SÐaÊXÏÞ ^eÊ\úmÞ Ð aÐkÐOe `Òe jÕjÐe S&ÐfÒe 
kÐeçÒcÐ_Þ¯cç L\Ð bÐaÞaÐLÊ aÞ ÒcÐ'e @aje _\úmÐ Ð [Þ_ÞVÞ `ÞmÐ*e mÐf_`Ðf_ ]Ð¯Þ[éjkÞ[ ]Þ@e, _Zt cÐ_* 
`ÐW`YÏÐ J aÐkÐOee ]Ð¯Þ[é aÞ \úmÐ Ð [Ð' jÐ=LÊ LVLe Òj ÒRÐV bXÏÐOeVÞÒe jaÊÒaÒf NÐÜ ÒmÐL* dÐ[Ð¯[ Ð 
LÐkÐe ÒcXÞLÐmç dÞaÐ ]eLÐe, LÐkÐe kÐBÒLÐVàÒe ÒLhç mÐNÞRÞ, LÐkÐ `ÞmÐ ²mÐeçjÞ`ç `eÑlÐ Ò]aÐ`ÐBÜ AjÊRÞ, jcÒª 
jaÊÒaÒf ÒjB jÐcÊ aÐaÊ* ajÐÒe kÐSe Ð HcÞ[ÞLÞ jcém`Êe, eÐDeçÒLmÐ, ÒLÐeÐ`ÊV, kÐB]õÐaÐ], aÒcé B[ÔÐ]Þ ]Ëe 
jkeLÊ dÐD\úaÐ NõÐcaÐjÑ J auÊaÐua*e Ac bXÏÐOeVÞkÞÜ \úmÐ HLcÐ[õ ^càhÐfÐ Ð cÊÜ ÒLÒa õ̀[ÞaÐ] LeÞ̀ ÐeÞ_Þ Ð 
ÒmLçQeçaÐaÊ ÒaÒfÒaÒf QÞXÏÐ«Þ, ""HÒ[ bm MÐBaÐ `ÞBaÐLÊ Ò]B QnàÐ Òd LeÊR, Òj\ú`ÐBÜ jcÒª HBWÞ kÐSe Ð 
_ÒkÒm Ac NÐÜe VÞL_, hÐcÐ, aõS, jcÒª [ @R«Þ Ð ÒLkÞ ÒjcÐ_* ajÐLÊ dÐA«Þ_Þ LÐkÞÜLÞ ? cÊÜ H c«aÔÒe A_t 
`ÐHÜ Ð LÞ«Ê ÒaÒfÒaÒf c_ ÒcÐ'e ÒMÐÒS _Ñea[ÐLÊ; HL `õhÐ«c¯ `eÞÒah ÒdDÜWÞ LÞ cÊÜ ÒLaf kÐeçÒcÐ_Þ¯cç aSÐB 
NÐBQÐmÞ\Ð«Þ eÐN `Òe eÐN -  h*eÐbeZ, LÐÒcÐ]Ñ, LfÐa[Ñ, eÐcÒLeÑ, ... AD RÊVÐB ]Þ@«Þ cËoà_Ð hó=Ðe eje, 
b¦Þ eje, J Ò`õc eje Ð LÞ«Ê Òj OebÞ[Òe ÒLÒa _Ñea[Ð cÞÒf_Þ; LràaÔe @Ò_L au_ bÞ[Òe aÐuÞÒkÐB ekÞdÐH 
ÒcÐe j=Ñ[Ò`õcÑ c_ Ð ÒeXÞJÒe bËaÒ_héeÑ cÞhõ*e NÑ[ AÒj, hÔÐcÐcZÞ `p_Ð¯L* NÑ[ AÒj; _ËALeÞ NÑ[ 
NÐD\úaÐ jÊ^Ð cÞhõ J BtõÐZÑ cÞhõ*e NÑ[ aÞ AÒj Ð ÒcÐ'e aÞ BoÐkÊH ÒcÐ L¶e NÑ[ ÒeXÞJÒe hÊZÞaÐLÊ Ð ÒkÒm, 
aZcÐf[Ñe $ÊVÞ TXÏÞdÞaÐ kÞÜ bÐNÔÒe ÒmMÐ Ð `eÞÒahe õ̀bÐaÒe HLÐNÊZe aÔ¦ÞcÐ_* bÞ[Òe aÞ jÐcÐSÞL `]aÑÒe 
@Ò_L ]Ëe[Ð Ð ÒeXÞJe NÑ[ jkÞ[ jÊe cÞÒfB ÒaÒfÒaÒf NÑ[ NÐD NÐD ÒLÒa lÑe D[ÊeÞdÐH, kÐ[eÊ NìÐjç `XÏÞ 
bÐ=ÞdÐH J ÒLÒa `ÊZÞ bSÐ Ò`ÐXÏÞdÐH Ð ÒmLçQeçaÐaÊ \pÐ Le«Þ - ""L'Z ÒLDÜ `ÊeÊZÐ Ò`õcÞL* L\Ð bÐaÊ\úm _Ð L'Z?'' 
cÊÜ DreÒe kjÞÒ]B bÐÒa, ""j[Òe jÕNÑ[ ÒcÐ'e `õ\c Ò`õc _ÊÒkÜ LÞ?'' 
 
\Òe OVZÐ aXÏ NÊeÊ[e ÒkÐB\úmÐ Ð ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf ÒeXÞJÒe bËaÒ_héeÑ cÞhõ*e NÑ[ AjÊ\úmÐ Ð Òj NÑ[e [ÐfÒe 
NÐDNÐD $Êmç Ò`õjeç \úaÐ Ò`õjeçLÊLeçLÊ cÊÜ @_Ôc_² ÒkÐB ÒMÐmÊ\úmÞ Ð kWÐ[ç LÊLeç bÞ[eÊ Nec XÐmÞ bjçbjç ÒkÐB 
aÐkÐeÞ ÒcÐ kÐ[, cÊkÜ, ÒaL J RÐ[ÞÒe YÐfÞ ÒkÐBNmÐ; elÐ, AMù @l[ ekÞ\úmÐ Ð ÒjB]Þ_eÊ ÒcÐe ÒeXÞJ hÊZÞaÐ 
atÒkmÐ J NÑ[NÐBaÐ @bÔÐj aÞ LcÞNmÐ Ð  
 
jÊcÞ[Ð Òd cÒ[ ÒLaf kÐeçÒcÐ_Þ¯cç ^eÐBÒ]mÐ, [ÐkÐ _ÊÒkÜ Ð [Þ_Þ j©Ðk `Òe kÞtÊ ctÞeÒe ÒcÐ NÑ[ NÐBaÐe 
aÔayÐLmÐ Ð [amÐ jkÞ[ `õÐLçVÞjç LeÐBaÐLÊ jÞH cÒ[ Ò_BdÐD\úmÐ ]Ñ`Lç cÐ\Êe* ajÐLÊ Ð kÞtÊ ctÞee Ò`õÐNõÐcç HÒ[ 
bm ÒkmÐ Òd, ÒjBWÊ Aec÷ÒkmÐ ÒcÐ jÕNÑ[LÐee SÑa_ Ð _ÞDÒ¯ÐLà, _ÞDSjàÑ @qfÒe ÒLÒ[ Òd bÐe[Ñ¯ jÕyÐ, 
[Ð'e kÞjÐa _ÐkÞÜ Ð ÒjjaÊ jÕyÐe Ò`õÐNõÐcçLÊ jÊcÞ[Ð cÒ[ Ò_BdÐD\úmÐ Ð jÊcÞ[Ðe cÒ[ HcÞ[Þ bÐÒa NÑ[ Ò`õÐNõÐcç jkÞ[ 
SXÏÞ[ LeÐBaÐÒe `Ê`Ê_Ð ÒaÒfÒaÒf aÔª ÒkD\úmÐ Ð _ÐHNõÐ $mç dÞaÐ Ò õ̀ÐNõÐcç LÔÐ_çjmç LeÐNmÐ; AVçmÐÃÞLç jÞVÞ dÞaÐ 
Ò`õÐNõÐcç aÞ atÒkmÐ Ð HcÞ[ÞLÞ QÞLÐÒNÐÒe ekÊ\úaÐ ÒcÐ aXÏ TÞAeÑ OeLÊ dÞaÐe Ò`õÐNõÐcç aÞ at ÒkmÐ Ð cÊÜ ÒdcÞ[Þ 
jÕNÑ[ jkÞ[ c³ÞdÞaÐLÊ QÐkÊÜ\úmÞ, kSÞdÞaÐLÊ QÐkÊÜ\úmÞ J jÕNÑ[ jkÞ[ aÞmÑ_ ÒkÐBdÞaÐLÊ QÐkÊÜ\úmÞ Ð HÒ[ aiàe aÞÒo] 
ÒcÐ'e jÕNÑ[ Ò`õcLÊ ÒdcÞ[Þ jkjõNÊZÞ[ LeÞ\úmÐ Ð `Ê`Ê_Ðe aÐ`Ð `Ê`Ê_ÐLÊ RÞNÊmÐB LkÊ\úÒm - ""aÊTÞmÊ, Ò[Ð ÒaÐD HÒa 
½Ðeç ÒkÐBNmÐZÞ Ð jÞH [ HÒa AD MÐmÞ LÊ_Ê ÒaÐD, cÐ_Þ ÒaÐD LÞ `Ê`Ê_Ð ÒaÐD ÒkÐB ekÞ_Þ Ð ½Ðeç cÐ_*e _ÞS 
`eÞaÐe `õ[Þ jc¯ _\ÐH Ð'' 
 
jÊcÞ[Ð jkÞ[ cÊÜ ÒdcÞ[Þ bÐÒa ÒahbËiÐ ÒkÐB `õÐLçVÞjç LeÞaÐLÊ aÐkÐeÞdÐD\úmÞ, Òj Ò_B ÒmLçQeçaÐaÊ cÒ[ D`kÐj 
Le«Þ Ð `õLó[Òe jÊcÞ[Ðe J ÒcÐ'e ÒahbËiÐÒe ALÐh, `Ð[Ðf õ̀Òb] Ð d]ÞJ a¯jÒe jÞH ÒcÐWÐeÊ ScÐ jÐ[-AW aià 
jÐ_ Òka, [\Ð`Þ ekÞAjÞ\úaÐ `eÞÒahe `õbÐaÒe AccÐ_= aÐkÐee jéeË` @mNÐ Ò]MÐdÐH Ð jÊcÞ[Ð jÐVçà, `ÔÐÃç 
`ÞÒu, d]ÞJ bÐe[Ñ¯ jcÐÒeÐk cÐ_*Ê jÞH hÐYÏÑ `ÞuÞ dÐH Ð ÒaÒfÒaÒf jÊcÞ[Ð VÞ-jÐVçà J SÞ_çjç `ÔÐÃç `ÞÒu Ð [Ð'e 
ÒRÐV ÒRÐV LVÐ ÒLhÒe jÞH ÒaÒfÒaÒf e= mNÐH J JWÒe jaÊÒaÒf mÞ`ç½ÞLç cÐÒe Ð cÊkÜÒe aÞ Òj mNÐH ÒLÒ[ 
L'Z Ð cÊÜ hÐYÏÑ `ÞÒu ÒOÐÒXÏB ÒkÐB; ÒLhLÊ jSÐXÏÞ ÒMÐjÐ LÒe J L`ÐfÒe jÞtËe VÞ`Ð mNÐH Ð jÞtËe a]fÒe VÞLÞmÞ 
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mNÐBaÐLÊ _ÞÒS `Ê`Ê_Ðe aÐ`Ð cÒ[ LkÞ\úÒm ÒkÜ, cÊÜ Òj @bÔÐjVÐ a]fÐB `ÐeÞ_Þ Ð Òj\ú`ÐBÜ jÞH cÒ[ QÞXÏÐ«Þ Ð jÊcÞ[Ð 
J cÊÜ jca¯jÑ ÒkÒm ÒkÜ jÊcÞ[Ð Òd ÒcÐ'e TÞ@ bfÞ ]ÞÒh, Òj Ò_B AÒl` Le«Þ Ð ÒkÒm d]ÞJ ÒahbËiÐÒe Ace 
HÒ[ [Ðe[cÔ, c_bÞ[Òe AccÐ_*e akÊ[ Òcf \ÐH; bÐa_Ð akÊ jc¯Òe HLÐbfÞ hveË` _ÞH Ð aÞÒhi[Ó j=Ñ[LÊ 
AÒc HLÐbfÞ _ÞºÐe jkÞ[ bm`ÐD Ð H aÞ \úmÐ ÒcÐ'e AD HL AaÞ´Ðe - aÐkÐeLÊ jÕ`ËÀà aÞ`eÑ[ ]ÞhÊ\úaÐ ]ÊBVÞ 
cZÞicÐ_* c_bÞ[Òe jÐ]óhÔe H aÞÒhi D`maç̂ ù Ð 
 
HcÞ[Þ jÐÒYÏ QÐeÞcÐj ÒLcÞ[Þ aÞ[ÞNmÐ, cÊÜ SÐZÞ`ÐeÞmÞ_Þ Ð `Ê`Ê_Ð LkÞmÐ, ""ÒaÐD, AD ScÐ Ò]YÏcÐj ekÞmÐ Ò[Ð eÞVÀçà 
VÞÒLVç Ð H\e AD _ÐHNõÐ $mç dÞaÐ Ò`õÐNõÐcç at LeÞaÊ_Þ Ð DcÐ_Ð_Ñ OeLÊ ÒLÒa dÞaÊ Lk, cÊÜ VÞÒLVç LeÞÒ]aÞ Ð'' 
jÊcÞ[Ð aÞ aÊTÞmÐ, d]ÞJ [Ð c_Òe aÞ ÒcÐ bfÞ jÕNÑ[ _ÞhÐ mÐNÞ\úmÐ Ð LkÞmÐ, ""_Ð_Ñ, A`Z HÒa aÊmÐaÊmÞ Le«Ê, _ÒkÒm 
cÒ[ NÐfÞ Ò]Òa Ð LÞ«Ê AD WÞLç cÐjL `Òe Ace bÐe[Ñ¯ ]Ë[ÐaÐj [e$eÊ HL aXÏ Ò õ̀ÐNõÐcç ÒkDRÞ Ð bÐe[e 
eÐ½õ̀ [Þ AjÊR«Þ Ð A`Z _Þ¾¯ Òj ]Þ_VÞ ÒcÐ `ÐBÜ eMúÒa Ð cÊÜ A`Z* NÑ[ÒNÐaÞt `eÞÒaiZ `ÐBÜ @^OÃÐH eMÊRÞ Ð'' 
 
DcÐOÒe jÐ[VÞ ]Þ_eÊ @^úL ekÞ`ÐeÞmÞ_Þ Ð `õLó[Òe cÊÜ ÒcÐe j=Ñ[ @bÔÐjVÞLÊ TÊeÊ\úmÞ Ð DcÐe `ÞmÐcÐ_* NkfÒe 
d]ÞJ akÊ[ MÊjÞ @_Êba LeÊ\úmÞ J _ËA QÞLÐÒNÐ jkeVÞLÊ jÕ`ËÀàeËÒ` AaÞ´Ðe LeÞaÐLÊ BoÐ \úmÐ, LÞ«Ê jÕNÑ[ 
jcÐÒeÐkÒe jÕNÑ[ `eÞÒaiZ LeÞaÐe ÒdDÜ [Ñaõ _ÞhÐ mÐNÞ\úmÐ c_Òe, Òj _ÞhÐe h¦Þ H jaÊ BoÐWÐeÊ @^úL 
afhÐfÑ \úmÐ Ð DcÐ J SÊAÜB hhÞLÐ« akÊ[ c_]ÊÓM LÒm Ð _Ð[Þ, _Ð[ÊZÑ ]ÊBVÞ aÞ cÊkÜ hÊMÐBÒm Ð QÞLÐÒNÐeÊ Ò$eÞaÐ 
`Òe LõcÐN[ bÐÒa cÊÜ Ò`õÐNõÐcç `ÐBÜ NÑ[ @bÔÐj LeÞaÐÒe mÐNÞ`XÏÞmÞ Ð ÒhiÒe AjÞ\úmÐ HB `õ[ÑlÞ[ ]Þ_VÞ, 
NÑ[ÒNÐaÞt `eÞÒaiZ LeÞ\úaÐeÊ HL ^_ÔaÐ]e $fL ÒcÐÒ[ õ̀]Ð_ LeÞ\úÒm jé̄ Õ bÐe[ Ò]he eÐ½õ̀ [Þ Ð 
 
`ÐB_ç LÐWe Òj $fLVÞLÊ ^eÞ cÊÜ cÒ_cÒ_ bÐaÊ\úmÞ - jÊcÞ[ÐLÊ L'Z Ò]B FZcÊ¦ ÒkaÞ? `eÒchée* AhÑaàÐ]eÊ [Ð'e 
`eÞ`ËÀà jÊMÑ jÕjÐe; jÊte J `õ[ÞºÞ[ XÐ¦e jéÐcÑ, AÒceÞLÐe `õjÞw aÞhéaÞ]ÔÐf¯Òe @^Ô¯_hÑf `õ[ÞbÐaÐ_ ]ÊBVÞ 
`Ê@TÞ@, AD _ÞÒS jÊcÞ[Ð, L−ÊÔVe B&Þ_Þ¯eç Ð ^_, j®Ð_, `ÐeÞaÐeÞL jÊM jaÊ jÊcÞ[Ð `ÐMÒe Ð ÒcÐ bfÞ HL jÐcÐ_Ô 
_ÐeÑe @«_àÞkÞ[ `õ[ÞbÐLÊ SÐNõ[ LeÐB H ÒdDÜ Dn j®Ð_e @^úLÐeÞZÑ LeÐB`ÐeÞRÞ Òj, Òj FZ H S_êÒe hÊTÞ`ÐeÞaÞ 
ÒaÐmÞ ÒcÐe aÞhéÐj _\úmÐ Ð LÞ«Ê LÐkÐe FZÑ ÒkÐB ekÞaÐ ÒcÐ `lÒe @jc÷a \úmÐ Ð  
 
ÒcÐ'e H yÐZÊbÐaLÊ ]ËeLeÐB kWÐ[ç XÐkÐZ`V NkfÞ bÞ[eÊ aÐkÐeÞ AjÞ jÊcÞ[Ð cÒ[ $ÊmNÊoVÞH Ò]B ÒcÐ NÑ[e 
`õhÕjÐ LmÐ J [Ð'e @_ÊÒeÐ^ elÐLeÞ NÑ[ NÐB\úaÐeÊ cÒ[ ^_ÔaÐ] SZÐBmÐ Ð  
 
""AÒc [ce FZÑ ÒkÐB ekÞmÊ jÊcÞ[Ð Ð ÒLcÞ[Þ Òj FZ jÊTÞÒa, ÒjB L\Ð bÐaÞ [c eÊ_Ê _Ð_Ñ aÔª ÒkDR«Þ Ð'' - 
`Ê`Ê_Ðe aÐ`Ð jÊcÞ[ÐLÊ ÒcÐ c_e bÐa SZÐBÒ]Òm Ð 
 
""eÊ_Ê _Ð_Ñ [ cÒ[ FZÑ LeÞÒ]BR«Þ Ð [Ð* bfÞ ÒjðkÑ, jÊNÐ¯ÞLÐ J jef c_e _ÐeÑ* jÕ¸hàÒe AjÞaÐe ÒjßÐbÐNÔ 
Òd cÊÜ `ÐBmÞ, ÒjBVÐ ÒcÐ'e bÐNÔ Ð'' - [Ð*Ê H[ÞLÞ LkÞ jÊcÞ[Ð ÒcÐ kÐ[ ^eÞ AZÞ cÒ[ `ÐM ÒQ¯ÐeÒe ajÐBmÐ Ð 
[Ð`Òe L¶ `eÞ´Ðe LeÞ @_ÊÒeÐ^ LmÐ, ""_Ð_Ñ, A`Z ÒjcÞ[Þ bÐaÞÒa_Þ Ð õ̀Ló[Òe õ̀[ÞbÐ [ A`Z*e \úmÐ; A`Z 
`õLÐh LÒm Ð cÊÜ aÐ L'ZVÐ aXÏ LÐc LmÞ ? A`Z Òd cÒ[ aXÏbDZÑe Òjðke @\à aÊTÐB Ò]BNÒm, Òj\ú̀ ÐBÜ cÊÜ 
A`Z* `ÐMÒe FZÑ Ð SÑa_Òe akÊjc¯Òe LfÊiÞ[ c_e cZÞi cÐ_* jÕ`LàÒe AjÞ ÒcÐe c_VÞ lÊÀ ekÞ\úmÐ Ð 
ÒkÒm A`Z* jÕ¸hàÒe AjÞ c_Òe Ë̀Àà[Ð beÞdÐBRÞ J `ÊZÞ cZÞicÐ_*Ê bm`ÐBaÐLÊ BoÐ ÒkDRÞ Ð A`Z cÒ[ 
AhÑaàÐ] Le«Ê ÒdcÞ[Þ LÞ cÊÜ jaà]Ð A`Z* bfÞ ÒjðkÑ J jÊte AcùÐe cZÞicÐ_* jÕ¸hàÒe AÒj Ð'' 
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""LÞ«Ê jÊcÞ[Ð, kÐeçÒcÐ_Þ¯cç aÔakó[ _ÒkÒm ÒdcÞ[Þ cËmÔkÑ_, `õ[ÞbÐ @`õLÐhÞ[ ekÞÒm ÒjcÞ[Þ cËmÔkÑ_ Ð [Òc Òd 
cËmÔkÑ_ `]Ð\àVÞLÊ cËmÔaÐ_ LeÐBR, Ò`õeZÐe `ÐZÞ Ò]B hÊMúmÐ NRVÞLÊ `míaÞ[ LeÞ Òj\úÒe $Êm $ÊVÐB `ÐeÞR, 
Òj\ú̀ ÐBÜ j[Òe [c`ÐMÒe cÊÜ FZÑ Ð ÒkÒm H NeÑa _Ð_Ñ L'Z aÐ Ò]B`ÐeÞa [cLÊ?'' - cÊÜ ÒcÐ @«ee bÐiÐ `õLÐh 
LeÞ ÒaÐT kÐmÊLÐ LmÞ Ð 
 
""[ÐÒkÒm _Ð_Ñ, cÒ[ _Þ¾¯ bm D`kÐeVÞH Ò]Òa Ð cÊÜ dÐkÐ cÐNÞaÞ Ò]Òa [ ? õ̀[ÞsÐ Le«Ê Ð'' 
 
cÊÜ VÞÒL XeÞNmÞ Ð HWÞ akÊ[ JXÏÞA `eÞaÐe ÒjcÐ_* TÞ@, _ÒkÒm auÊaÐuacÐ_* TÞ@e `õªÐa `Ê`Ê_Ð jkÞ[ `LÐD\úÒm 
Ð jÊcÞ[Ð ÒjcÞ[Þ LÞRÞ cÐNÞa_Þ [? cÊÜ "kÜ' LÞ "_ÐÜ' LkÞaÐ `ËaàeÊ jÊcÞ[Ð [Ð D`kÐeVÞ cÐNÞjÐeÞ\ùmÐ - ""_Ð_Ñ, A`Z ÒcÐ `ÐBÜ 
A`Z* NÑ[ NÐBaÐ @bÔÐjVÞ eMùÒa Ð cÊÜ ÒcÐ aXÏbÐB*Ê Mae Ò]B\ùmÞ, jÞH A`Z* `ÐBÜ kÐeçÒcÐ_Þ¯cç LÞZÞLeÞ 
eMúR«Þ Ð A`Z LVL Ò$eÞmÐ`Òe jÞH kÐeçÒcÐ_Þ¯cç AZÞ A`Z* OÒe Ò]BdÞÒa Ð aÐªaÒe A`Z* Ề@ Òj\ù̀ ÐBÜ 
cÒ[ XmÐeç Ò]BRÞ Ð A`Z `ÊZÞ ÒdÒa AÒceÞLÐ AjÞÒa, ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf A`Z* `ÐBÜ ÒNÐVÞH aXÏ Ò`õÐNõÐcç LeÞaÞ ÒaÐmÞ 
bÐaÞRÞ Ð HÒa LÊk«Ê, H D`kÐeVÞ cÒ[ Ò]Òa LÞ _ÐkÞÜ?'' 
 
jÊcÞ[Ð bfÞ HÒ[ jÊte cZÞiVÞLÊ AaÞ´Ðe LeÞ\úaÐe jÊM ÒcÐ AMÞe cc[Ðhõã ÒkÐB `õLÐhÞ[ ÒkmÐ J ÒcÐ kÐ[bÞ[Òe 
\ùaÐ jÊcÞ[Ðe kÐ[LÊ AhÑaàÐ]e ¸hà Ò]mÐ Ð 
  
 
   
(aÞsÐ_Ñ ]Ðj, LmcÞéA, ÒceÑmÐ¨çÒe jéÐcÑ _Òeh ]Ðj J [Þ_ÞVÞ j«[Þ aÐNêÑ, cóZÐfÑ J hÐhé[Ñ* jkÞ[ ek«Þ Ð j−õ[Þ Òj 
JjÐe Ò[ßõcÐjÞL cÊM`[õ "DLúià'e jÕ`Ð]ÞLÐ Ð NZÞ[Òe NÒaiZÐ LeÞaÐ jkÞ[ @aje jc¯Òe Òj ÒmMÐÒmMú LeÞaÐLÊ 
HaÕ ÒVÐ½çcÐ½eç jÕyÐe aLùó[Ð õ̀[ÞÒdÐNÞ[Ð J @_ÔÐ_Ô LÐdàÔLõcÒe ÒdÐN]Ð_ LeÞaÐLÊ bm`ÐA«Þ Ð H[]çaÔ[Ñ[ _ÐQ, 
NÑ[ J @bÞ_¯Òe c^Ô jÕ`ó¦ ekÞaÐLÊ [Ð*e ANõk Ð ) 
 
 

QmÐ aD]   jÊmlZÐ `p_Ð¯L 
 
jÊebÞ*Ê eÐ[ÞÒe _Þ] ÒkD_Þ Ð  TÞ@ aÐkÐOe ÒLÒ[ dÐNÐÒe `XÏãRÞ Ð  ÒLDÜWÞ TÞ@e c_LÊ `ÐD_Þ aÐ ÒLDÜWÞ SÐ[L jÊTÊ_Þ Ð  
TÞ@ jÊcÞ[ÐLÊ QaÞh aià `hÞmÐ Ð N[aiàeÊ LÒmSÒe QÐLÞeÞ `ÐBRÞ, ejÐ¯_ aÞsÐ_Òe `õ\c ÒkÐB ¯Ê_ÞbejÞVÞÒe Ð 
jÊebÞ* cÒ_ `ÒXÏ, jÊcÞe S_ê Ð  `õ\c õ̀jË[Þ d]ÞJ jÊebÞ* `ÐBÜ jkS ÒkÐB _ \ÞmÐ, jÊcÞe $Êm bfÞ L@Üf ÒLßÐ[ÊLÞA 
cÊkÜVÞ SÑa_Òe @Ò_L Ò õ̀eZÐ J A_t beÞ Ò]B\ÞmÐ Ð 
 
jÊcÞLÊ Ò_B SÑa_ Ð  jÊcÞe ASÞ `eÑlÐ, jÊcÞe ²ÊmÒe ASÞ Djúa, jÊcÞe `õ\c `õÐBSç, J jÊcÞe kÐB²Êm `õ\c ÒhõZÑÒe 
`ÐjçLÊ Ò_B jÊebÞ* SÑa_ jÊcÞc¯ ÒkaÐÒe mÐNÞmÐ Ð jÊcÞ ÒeÒb_çjÐ LÒmSeÊ cÐ½eç XÞNõÑ `ÐBmÐ ejÐ¯_ aÞsÐ_Òe Ð  
jÊaõ[ J jÊebÞ* c_Òe Òj dÐHÜ RÊBÜ_Þ jÊcÞe Oe-jÕjÐe, baÞiÔ[ QÞ«Ð Ð  jÊcÞLÊ QÐkÞÜÒm jÊebÞ bÐaÞ `Ðe«Þ _ÐkÞÜ "jÊcÞ 
aÞ_Ð SÑa_' Ð  LÞ«Ê jÊcÞ ÒhßfaÐfÐ LÒmSÒe QÐLÞeÞ `ÐBaÐ ]Þ_WÊ, jÊaõ[ QÞ«ÐhÑf Ò]MÐ dÐA«Þ @Ò_L jc¯Òe Ð  auÊ, 
aÐua, jkLcàÑ õ̀ªÐa AZ«Þ Ð  jÊaõ[ jÊcÞLÊ SÑa_WÊÜ ÒahÑ bm `ÐA«Þ LÞ«Ê bm `ÐBaÐLÊ bÐiÐÒe `õLÐh LeÞaÐÒe 
jÊaõ[* `Òl ÒLÒa jkS kÊH_Þ Ð  Nc÷Ñe `õLó[Þe cZÞiVÞH, @$ÞjçÒe aXÏ QÐLÞeÑ, B&Þ_Þ@e Ð  eÞVÐ¯Ðeç LeÞaÐLÊ AD 
`Ðq, R@ aià Ð  Oe J @$ÞjçLÊ Ò_B jÊcÞe aÐkÐOe L\Ð ANeÊ QÞ«Ð _ \ÞmÐ Ð  LÞ«Ê jÊcÞ QÐLÞeÞ `ÐBaÐ ]Þ_WÊ ÒLÒ[ 
aÐe L\Ð L\ÐÒL jÊebÞ*Ê XÐLÞ, jÊcÞ `ÐBÜ ÒLßÐZjÞ õ̀ªÐa c_LÊ `ÐB\ÞÒm Lk«Þ Ð  
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N[LÐmÞ jÊaõ[ @$ÞjçeÊ Ò$eÞ jÊebÞ, jÊebÞ XÐL Ò]Òm Ð  jÊebÞ, NÐXÏÞ hveÊ SÐZ«Þ jÊaõ[* Ò$eÞaÐ, [e[e ÒkÐB QÐ 
ÒLVÞmÞÒe `ÐZÞ ajÐ«Þ Ð  jÊaõ[ jÐVà, `ÔÐÃç, J ÒSÐ[Ð a]fÐBaÐ bÞ[Òe QÐ' ]ÊB L`ç ^eÞ jÊebÞ mÞbÞ=ç eÊcçLÊ Aj«Þ Ð  
ÒjBWÞ ]ÊBSZ ^eÐauÐ `QÞh aià ÒkmÐ QÐ' MÐA«Þ Ð  jÊaõ[* `ÐBÜ ]ÊBVÞ aÞ²ÊVç J _ÞS `ÐBÜ LÞRÞ Q_ÐQÊeç ^eÞ Ò`íVçÒe 
aj«Þ Ð  LÐdàÔ Lcàe ^eÐauÐ @$Þjç Mae bÞ[Òe jÊcÞ ÒLDÜ RVLÒe AÒaÐeÞ _ÞH [Ð* LÒ\Ð`L\_LÊ, jÊcÞe _ËA 
QÐLÞeÞ, _ËA RÐ[õ RÐ[õÑ* L\Ð hÊZÊ hÊZÊ jÊaõ[ @Ò_L kÐmçLÐ ÒkÐBdÐA«Þ Ð  jÊaõ[ LkÞÒm, ""@$Þjçe aÐ}Ð_Þ^Þ aÐaÊ ASÞ 
ÒNÐVÞH bm õ̀ªÐa jÊcÞ `ÐBÜ Ò]BR«Þ Ð  aÐ`Ð B&Þ_Þ@eç ...'' Ð jÊaõ[* L\ÐLÊ ÒeÐLÞ Ò]B jÊebÞ D]çaÞNðÒe `QÐeÞÒm, 
Ề@VÞ L'Z LÒe?  . . . Ề@VÞ LÕ ỀÔVe B&Þ_Þ@eç aÐ=ÐÒmÐeçÒe Ð  a¯j RaÞh, jÒ[Bh, $ÒVÐVÞH Ò]BR«Þ Ð  jÊebÞ*e 

AD aÐ`Ð, cÐ'* QÐLÞeÞ D`Òe ANõk _ÐkÞÜ Ð  `õ\Òc `õ\Òc, jÊcÞ `ÐBÜ `õªÐa AjÞÒm jÊebÞ* jaÊ SÐZÞaÐLÊ DjùãL[Ð \ÞmÐ 
Ð  [Þ_Þ QÐeÞVÐ `õªÐa bÐ=Þ dÞaÐ `Òe, AD jÊebÞ*e ÒjjaÊ SÐZÞaÐÒe ANõk _ÐkÞÜ Ð  aÐ`Ð, cÐ', Oe ]éÐeeÊ cÞfÞa L'Z?  
TÞ@ hÞlÞ[Ð Ð  `Ê@e hÞlÐ, ÒdÐNÔ[Ð jÊcÞe c_LÊ `ÐBmÐ bfÞ, jÊcÞLÊ ÒdÐNÔ ÒkmÐ bfÞ ÒkÒm ÒkmÐ Ð  `Ê@e $ÒVÐ Ò]MÞ 
jÊebÞ*Ê bm mÐNÞmÐ Ð  jÊaõ[ ANeÊ aÐ}Ð_Þ̂ Þ aÐaÊ*Ê jÊcÞe $ÒVÐ aÐkÐOe DÒ~hÔÒe Ò]B\ÞÒm Ð  Ề@Oe TÞ@LÊ $ÒVÐeÊ 
`jt LeÞR«Þ Ð  AjÞÒa AD ]ÊB j©Ðk `Òe TÞ@ Ò]MÞaÐLÊ Ð  jÊaõ[ AD M¨ÞH aÞ²ÊVç QÐkÞÜÒm Ð  jÊebÞ AD @^ L`ç 
QÐ' YÐfÞÒm [Ð* L`çÒe Ð  jÊebÞ* cÒ_ ÒkmÐ jÊaõ[*Ê @Ò_L ]Þ_ `Òe HÒ[ kÐmçLÐ Ò]MÞaÐ Ð  HB jc¯Òe jÊcÞ cÐ' 
cÐ' XÐLÞ Oe bÞ[eLÊ YÊLÞmÐ Ð  jÐ^ÐeZ[Ó jaÊÒaÒf jÐmÊAeç LcÞS `ÞÒu Ð  LÞ«Ê, QÐLÞeÞ `ÐBaÐ ]Þ_WÊ LÒmSLÊ hÐYÏÑ 
Þ̀uÞ dÐH Ð  jÊcÞ Oe bÞ[Òe `hÊ `hÊ jÊaõ[ [ÐLÊ `ÐMLÊ  XÐLÞÒm Ð  `ÐMÒe ajÐBÒm Ð  [Ð' cÊ¨LÊ VÞÒL ADÜiÞ Ò]Òm Ð  

aÐjç Òj[ÞLÞ Ð  jÊaõ[ ÒLÒaaÞ L\ÐÒe [Ð* @_ÊbaLÊ `õLÐh LeÞ `Ðe«Þ _ÐkÞÜ Ð  aÐ` TÞ@*Ê  H`eÞ Ò]MÞÒm jÊebÞ* c_ 
MÊjÞÒe beÞdÐH Ð  jÊcÞe LÒmSe OVZÐ ÒNÐVÞ ÒNÐVÞ hÊZÞaÐLÊ ANõk kÊH Ð  ASÞ jÊebÞ jÊcÞLÊ aÒYÏBÒ]Òm `Ê@e $ÒVÐVÞ 
Ð  jÊcÞ [Ð'e aÐ`Ð bfÞ HÒ[ QÐ`Ð jébÐae _ÊÒkÜ Ð  LkÞmÐ, ""LÞH HB eË`aÐ_ dÊaL - cÐ' ?''  jÊebÞ $ÞLçLÞ_Ð kjÞÒ]B 
LkÞÒm, ""c_LÊ `ÐBRÞ [ÐkÐÒkÒm Ò[Ð'e'' Ð  jÊcÞ cÊkÜÒe TLçLeÞ eÕN QkLÞ NmÐ lZL `ÐBÜ Ð  jÊebÞ LkÞÒm, ""Òj 
LÕ`ÊÔVe B&Þ_Þ@eç aÐ=ÐÒmÐeçÒe'' Ð  jÊaõ[ ÒdÐXÏÞÒm - _ÐÜ [Ðe Ò]aÐhÞi ]Ðjç Ð bm RÐ[õ `ÞmÐÒafÊ Ð aÒcéÒe `YÏÞRÞ J 
aXÏ ÒkÐBRÞ Ð  ]ÊB bÐB Ð  cÐ' LÔÐ_çjeçÒe `Ðq aià [fÊ  QÐmÞdÐBR«Þ Ð  jÊebÞ* c_Òe `Ê@ ]ÊB* `õ[Þ cÐ¯Ð mÐNÞNmÐ 
Ð 

   
]Þ_ NZÞaÐÒe mÐNÞNÒm jÊebÞ Ð  ÒLcÞ[Þ ]ÊB j©Ðk LVÞa Ð  jÊaõ[ c^Ô @$ÞjeÊ @^OÃÐH, OÃÐH ANeÊ OÒe kÐSe Ð  
ÒLkÞ _ aÊTÞÒm aÞ jÊebÞ aÊT«Þ jÊaõ[* D]çaÞNð c_LÊ Ð   
 
N[LÐmÞ jÊcÞe LâÐjç LÔÐ_çÒjmç ÒkÐBdÐB\ÞmÐ Ð  jÊcÞ [Ð'e auÊ `]Ð\à aÞsÐ_e ÒmLçQeeç eÑ[ÐLÊ ^eÞ OeLÊ Ò$eÞmÐ ]Þ_ 
2VÐÒe Ð  eÑ[Ð, jÊcÞe kÐB²ÊmeÊ "SÞNçeÑ Ò]Ðª' Ð  [Ð' eÊcçÒe ]ÊBSZ kj, MÊjÞ, NÁÒe aÔª Ð  jÊcÞ L$Þ bm `ÐH 
@LÐÒf jLÐÒf Ð  ]ÊBSZ* `ÐBÜ akfÞA lÑe AD QÞ_ÞÒe L$Þ [ÞAeÞ LeÞ eÊcçLÊ `hÞaÐ `ËaàeÊ aÐkÐeÊ hÊZÞÒm ]ÊBSZ* 
LÒ\Ð`L\_ Ð ""ÒLcÞ[Þ mÐNÊR«Þ Ò[ÐÒ[ Lk HB D]Ñ¯cÐ_ dÊaL ?'' ÒaÐ^kÊH jÊcÞ $ÒVÐVÞ Ò]MÐDRÞ eÑ[ÐLÊ Ð eÑ[Ðe 
Dre, ""kÊÜ, ... aÊwÞcÐ_, [ÑÄ J eË`aÐ_ SZÐ`XÏãR«Þ [, ÒkÒm aXÏ $ÒVÐ ÒkÐB\ÞÒm ADjaÊ hÐeÑeÞL LÒcÃç Ò]B\Ð«Þ, 
jeÊ _ÞheÊ Aec÷ LeÞ ...'' Ð  ÒkÜ, ÒkÜ, Dn L¶Òe ]ÊBSZ* kj Ð  L$Þ \¨Ð ÒkÐBdÞa Ð  jÊebÞ LaÐVLÊ ÒVõ jÐkÐdÔÒe 
kÐmçLÐ LeÞ ^£Ð Ò]Òm Ð  `hÞ Ò]MÞÒm eÑ[Ð kÐ[Òe Ò]aÐhÞie $ÒVÐ Ð  Ò]MÞ _ Ò]MÞmÐ bfÞ LkÞÒm, ""cÊÜ SÐÒZ [ÊÒc 
]ÊB SZ L$Þ jÕÒN ÒLÐaÞ `LÊXÏÞ bm `ÐBa'' Ð  kjÞ kjÞ eÊcçeÊ aÐkÐeÞ AjÞÒm jÊebÞ - TÞ@ ]ÊBSZ* a¯je D]çÒafLÊ 
QÐ`Þ _ Ò]B Ð  jÊcÞ, eÑ[Ð*Ê HLÐWÞ Ò]MÞÒm D*ÞcÐÒe [Ð* kSÞmÐ @[Ñ[ - [Ð* `ÞmÐ]Þ_e auÊ "aÞ]ÔÊ[ç' Ð  LÐBÜ ÒLÒ[ 
]Þ_ [fe jêÌ[Þ Ð 
   
ÒNÐVÞH cÐ[Í TÞ@ jÊcÞ Ð  [Ð'e baÞiÔ[, [Ð'e jÊM ÒdcÞ[Þ [Ð*e baÞiÔ[, [Ð*e jÊM Ð  LÐmÞ AjÞÒa ÒjcÐÒ_ J`eJfÞ 
5VÐ jc¯Òe aÐ}Ð_Þ^Þ aÐaÊ* jÕÒN Ð  mÞbÞ=çeÊcçVÐLÊ jÒSBaÐLÊ NÒm jÊebÞ Ð  QÐLe ÒVÐLÐ "@elÞ[' jÐ[aià ÒafÊ 
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[Ð* `ÐÒM Ð  `Ê@ bfÞ cÒ_ Le«Þ jÊebÞ [ÐLÊ Ð  6aià ÒkÐBNmÐZÞ [Ð* `ÐÒM Ð  Oe LÐc LÒe Ð  aSÐe jD]Ð LÒe Ð  
ÒdDÜ]Þ_ [Ð* OeLÊ AjÞ\ÞmÐ, jÊebÞ ÒjB]Þ_LÊ [Ð'e "S_ê]Þ_' ÒaÐmÞ `Ðf_ Le«Þ Ð  jÊcÞ `Òe jÊebÞ*e `Ê@VÞH ÒkaÐe 
BRÐ \ÞmÐ Ð  LÞ«Ê jÊcÞ S_ê `Òe ÒLÒ[L hÐeÑeÞL @jÊaÞ̂ Ð J XÐ¦ecÐ_* jÐa^Ð_[Ð ÒdÐNÊ Òj BRÐ [Ð*e $fa[Ñ 
ÒkÐB `ÐeÞ _ \ÞmÐ Ð  [Ð`Òe ... kWÐ[ç ]ÞÒ_ R@aià [Òf aÐ}Ð_Þ^Þ aÐaÊ @elÞ[LÊ ^eÞ jLÐfÊ jLÐfÊ `kqÞ\ÞÒm ]Ð¨AXÏã 
`ÐVÞ LeÞ LkÞ ""QÐ' `aà L'Z jeÞNmÐZÞLÞ AsÐ ?'' jÊaõ[ aÐ}Ð_Þ^Þ aÐaÊ*Ê ÒjÐ$ÐÒe aÒjB jÊebÞ*Ê `ÐVÞ LeÞ XÐLÞÒm, 
""hÊZÊR, aÐ}Ð_Þ^Þ aÐaÊ AjÞR«Þ Ð''  jÊebÞ QÐ' ^eÞ `kqÞ Ò]MÞÒm aÐ}Ð_Þ^Þ aÐaÊ* jÐ=Òe Þ̀mÐVÞH Ð  LÐxÒe NÐe LÐVÊRÞ 
_MÒe Ð  ỀeÊZÐ RÞ¨Ð kÐ$ç `ÔÐÃç jÒ= cBfÐ jÐVà AD _ÐmÞ NÐcÊRÐVÞH `ÒLBRÞ LÐuÒe Ð  _ÊMÊeÐ aÐf Ð  cÊkÜVÞ LÞ«Ê 
_ÞcàÐ¯Ð Ð  AMÞÒe @Ò_L AhÐ Ð  SÐÒZ ÒaÐ^kÊH LÐkÞÜLÞ aÐ}Ð_Þ Þ̂ aÐaÊ [ÐLÊ H _ËA `eÞaÐeVÞLÊ AZÞR«Þ Ð  jÊaõ[ jÊebÞ*Ê 
Oe LÐcÒe jÐkÐdÔ LeÞaÐLÊ ÒNÐVÞH `ÞmÐ `ÐBÜ @Ò_L*Ê LkÞ\Ð«Þ Ð LÐq_ dÞaÐ `Òe, aÐj_cSÐ, Oe Ò`ÐRÐ, 
ÒeÐÒiBaÐj, jÊcÞe ²Êm, jÊaõ[* @$Þjç VÐBcç jÊebÞ*Ê @Z_ÞÓhéÐjÑ LeÞ]ÞH cTÞÒe cTÞÒe Ð  jÊaõ[ jÊebÞ*Ê MÊaç bm 
`ÐA«Þ Ð  jÊebÞ*Ê j®Ð_ Le«Þ Ð  [Ð*e eË̀ e Ë̀SÐ Le«Þ Ð  [Ð* QÕ`ÐLfÞ A=ÊWÞ NÊXÏÞLÊ ]ÊB kÐ[Òe ^eÞ Lk«Þ, ""jÊebÞ, 
cÊÜ ÒQ½Ð LeÊRÞ - `ÞmÐ cÞfÊ _ÐkÐ«Þ Ð ±Ñ ÒmÐL c^Ô cÞfÊ _ÐkÐ«Þ Ð @Ò_L Ò]ÐLÐ_, aSÐe ÒMÐmÞaÐ `Òe aÐkÐÒe LÐc 
LeÞaÐLÊ ÒjcÐ_* jÊaÞ^Ð, jéÐ^Ñ_[Ð Ð  OeLÊ AjÞaÐLÊ ÒjcÐÒ_ QÐkÊÜ _ÐkÐÜ«Þ Ð'' 
   
ASÞ @Ò_L ]Þ_ `Òe aÐ}Ð_Þ^Þ aÐaÊ  `ÊZÞ jLÐfÊ jLÐfÊ  Ð  jÊebÞ SÐZ«Þ, jÊaõ[ aÐ}Ð_Þ^Þ aÐaÊ*Ê aXÏ bÐB bfÞ j®Ð_ 
Le«Þ, auÊ bfÞ hõwÐ Le«Þ, jkLcàÑ ÒaÐmÞ _Þbàe Le«Þ @$ÞjçeÊ Oe `dÔà« jaÊ L\ÐÒe Ð  jÊebÞ `QÐeÞÒm `ÞmÐVÞLÊ, 
""Ò[Ð _ÐÜ L'Z?'' Ð cÊkÜLÊ _ QÐkÞÜ LÐxÒe ÒjcÞ[Þ NÐe VÐZÊ VÐZÊ `ÞmÐVÞ LkÞ\ÞmÐ, "@elÞ[' Ð  jÐ=ÞA L'Z? -  "jéÐBÜ'  Ð  
"ÒLÐDWÞ Oe?' - "jÊ_ÐMfÐ, ÒaÐmNXÏ `ÐÒM' Ð  "OÒe AD LÞH?'   aÐ}Ð_Þ^Þ aÐaÊ ÒeÐLÞ Ò_B LkÞÒm, ""cÐ', aÐ`Ð _ÐkÐ«Þ 
Ð  HWÞ ÒjWÞ ajç ½Ð¨çÒe aÊmÊ\ÞmÐ Ð  HB\e NÐÜeÊ AjÞmÐÒaÒf ajç½Ð¨çeÊ ^eÞ AZÞmÞ [ÐLÊ QÐLÞeÞ `ÐBa ÒaÐmÞÞ LkÞ Ð'' 
aXÏÒkÒm, jÊaõ[ aÐaÊ [ÐLÊ @$ÞjçÒe Q`eÐhÑ LeÞÒ]Òa, ""aXÏ @$Þjeç* OÒe LÐc LeÞaÊ'' Ð  @elÞ[e cÊkÜ D³fÞA 
Ò]MÐNmÐ HÒa Ð  jÊebÞ [ÐLÊ XÐLÞÒ_Òm ÒeÐÒiB OeLÊ Ð  jÊSÞÒe LeÞ\ÞÒm ck_ÒbÐN Ð  \ÐfÞAH aÒYÏB Ò]Òm [ÐLÊ Ð 
c_beÞ MÐBmÐ Òj]Þ_, AD ÒLcÞ[Þ Ló[s[ÐÒe AMÞbeÞ jÊebÞ*Ê cÊkËÒrà bm LeÞ QÐkÞÜ\ÞmÐ Ð 

 
`õ\c Ò]MÐeÊ [Ð*Ê bm mÐNÞ\ÞmÐ @elÞ[ Ð  jÊcÞ jÐÕÒN jÐÕÒN LkÞ\ÞmÐ, ""cÐ', [ÐLÊ SÐcÐ, `ÔÐÃç LÞZÞ]Þ@ Ð'' Òj]Þ_ 
D`eJfÞ aSÐeçeÊ ]ÊB ÒjVç SÐcÐ, `ÔÐÃç J _ËA NÐcÊRÐ LÞZÞ Ò]B\ÞÒm jÊebÞ Ð  jÊcÞ [ÐLÊ @le hÞMÐH Ð `YÏÐH Ð HÒa 
Òj jÊcÞe ÒRÐV Òafe [ó[Ñ¯ ÒhõZÑ akÞ `YÏÞmÐZÞ Ð  cÞhÐZ, Ò$XÏÐZ hÞMÞmÐZÞ Ð  jÊcÞ cTÞÒe cTÞÒe [ÐLÊ NÐfÞ ]ÞH, LÒk 
""cÐ'LÊ LkÞaÞ'' Ð  @elÞ[ aÞ bÊmÞdÐH [Ð'e yÞ[Þ H OÒe, LÒk - ""cÊÜ aÞ LkÞaÞ cÐ'*Ê,  [ÊÒc ÒLcÞ[Þ cÐ'*Ê  mÊÒQB Òj]Þ_ 
eÑ[Ð@`Ð jÐ=Òe aSÐe dÐB\Þm'' Ð  ]ÊBSZ, bÐB bDZÑ bfÞ TNXÏÐ Le«Þ Ð  jÊebÞ*Ê bm mÐÒN Ð  Oe mÐÒN Oe bfÞ 
Ð  ÒjB ]Þ_WÊ, aÐXÏÞ aNÞQÐ, Oe]éÐe, aSÐe jD]Ð jaÊ\ÞÒe @elÞ[ [Ð*e aXÏ kÐ[ Ð 
 
TÞ@e QÞ«Ð jÊebÞ*Ê Ð  ÒaÒf ÒaÒf @elÞ[ aÊÒT Ð  LÒk, ""cÐ', jÊcÞ@`Ð aÐkÐOe `ËaàeÊ ÒcÐ'e ÒNÐÒV jÐBLmç ]eLÐe 
Ð  ÒLÒ[ LÐc, aSÐe OÐV LeÞaÐLÊ Òka Ð''  jÊebÞ [Ð'e HB aià S_ê]Þ_Òe [ÐLÊ jÐBLmçVÞH LÞZÞ Ò]BR«Þ Ð ]ÞÒ_ ]ÊB 
]Þ_Òe hÞMÞNmÐ jÐBLmç Ð  SÞ~Þ LmÐ jÊcÞ@`Ð*Ê ^eÞ VÞÒL jÐBLmçÒe aÊÒmB AZÞa LÒmÐ_Ñ Ð  jÊcÞ c^Ô jÊebÞ* 
aÐeZLÊ DÒ`lÐ LeÞ @elÞ[ jÐÕÒN jÐBLmçÒe LÒmÐ_Ñ aÊmÞ AjÞmÐ Ð  @elÞ[e eÕN VÞÒL cBfÐ dÐkÐ Ð  LÞ«Ê A]a, 
LÐB]Ð Ò]MÞÒm ÒLkÞ aÊTÞÒa_Þ Òj jÊcÞe bÐB _ÊÒkÜ ÒaÐmÞ Ð  LÒmÐ_Ñe ÒmÐÒL cTÞÒe cTÞÒe bÊm Le«Þ [Ð*e `Ê@TÞ@ 
]ÊBVÞ ÒaÐmÞ Ð 
   
ASÞ @elÞ[e ÒNÐXÏ [Òf mÐNÊ_Þ Ð  jLÐfÊ jLÐfÊ kÞtÞ NÑ[ RÐXÏÞRÞ, "ÒceÑ cMçXÏÐ, ÒceÑ ÒhÐZÞH ...  Qmç amÑH .. H..H' Ð  
cTÞÒe cTÞÒe jÊcÞ Oe bÞ[eLÊ dÐB, ""jÊcÞ@`Ð, ÒjcÐÒ_ AjÞÒmZÞ Ð  HcÞ[Þ ÒahÒe [Ð* ANLÊ dÞa?''  LkÞ kjÞ kjÞ 
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NXÏãRÞ Ð  jÊcÞ eaÞaÐe ÒaÐmÞ aÞRZÐÒe ]Þ_ _@VÐ `dà« `XÏÞ\ÐH Ð  aÞe¦ ÒkÐB, ""cÐ', @elÞ[ cÒ[ XÞ½aàç LeÊRÞ'' LkÞ 
aÐ\eÊcçLÊ DWÞNmÐ Ð 
 
ASÞ ÒjcÐÒ_ AjÞÒa Ð jcª* c_Òe AhÐ Ð jÊaõ[ DjùãL Ð jÊebÞ jLÐfÊ jLÐfÊ ÒbSÞÒVaçm Q`ç, @¨Ð Q`ç B[ÔÐ]Þ NYÏÞ 
eMÞÒmZÞ Ð  MÐmÞ ÒNÐfÐ Òaj_Òe aÊÒXÏB Nec Ò[mÒe RÐZÞÒ]Òa AjÞaÐ ÒafLÊ Ð  @elÞ[LÊ `ÒWB NÐ=ÊeÐcç jÊBVç 
½mçeÊ jÒth, LcfÐ ÒbÐN cÒNB eMÞR«Þ Ð ]Þ_ ]ÊBVÐeÊ @elÞ[ [Ð' jÐBLmç Ò`ÐRÊQÞ Ð jÊebÞ `ÐVÞLÒm, ""AÒe @elÞ[, 
aÐj_ `XÏÞRÞ - L'Z LeÊRÊ jÞAÒXÏ?'' ""cÐ', OeLÊ ÒmÐL AjÊR«Þ, ÒcÐ jÐBLmçVÐ @`eR_ÞA cÐVÞ LÐ]Ê@Òe - _ Ò`ÐRÞÒm 
L'Z bÐaÞÞÒa ÒjcÐÒ_!'',  @elÞ[  LkÞmÐ Ð  jÊaõ[ `ÐVÞLÒm, ""ÒjcÐÒ_ AjÊR«Þ Ò[Ð' jÐBLmç Ò]MÞaÐLÊ kBÒe - _ÐÜ, 
Ò[Ð' jÊcÞ@`ÐLÊ Ò]MÞaÐLÊ?'' @elÞ[ SaÐa Ò]mÐ, ""jÊcÞ@`ÐLÊ [ ÒjcÐÒ_ ÒjcÞ[Þ ÒVLÞÒ_Òa ÒcÐ jÐBLmçVÐ j$Ð Ò]MÞÒm 
jÞ_Ð!'' jcÒª kjÞÒm, jÊcÞ aÐ\eÊcçeÊ AjÊ AjÊ kjÞ `ÒLBmÐ Ð 
 
jÊcÞ `ÐMLÊ NÒm jÊebÞ Ð  LkÞÒm, ""ÒjB jaÊS eÕNe hÐYÏÑVÐ N[ LÊcÐe `ËÀàcÑ ]Þ_ `ÞuÞ\ÞmÊ, ÒjBVÐ Þ̀uÞ̀ LÐ Ð AD 
cÊkÜVÐLÊ VÞÒL jÒSB Ò] Ð'' jÊcÞLÊ H L\Ð LkÞaÐLÊ @ahÔ jÊebÞ*Ê cÐXÏÞ `ÒXÏ Ð cÒ_ cÒ_ Òj [ÐLÊ j®Ð_ Le«Þ, bÐa«Þ, 
jÊcÞe ]eLÐe _ÐkÞÜ H jaÊ Ð [Ð'e bÞ[e aÐkÐe jaÊ jÊte Ð  aÊwÞ J eË`e _ÞRL `õ[ÞRaÞ [Ð* jÊcÞ[Ð Ð  ÒdcÞ[Þ jÐlÐ[ 
jejé[Ñ Ð  eÊcçeÊ aÐkÐeÞ AjÞÒm jÊebÞ Ð [Ð*Ê aÞ hÐYÏÑ a]ÒfBaÐLÊ Òka Ð `RAXÏã jÊcÞ[Ð LkÞmÐ, ""cÐ' [ÊÒc ÒjB OÞ@ 
eÕNe, _ÐmÞ aXÏàeç hÐYÏÑVÐ `ÞuÞa[?''  jÊebÞ ]`àZ ANÒe WÞA ÒkÒm Ð aÐfNÊXÏÐ VÞÒL `ÐQÞ dÐBRÞ L`Ðf LÒe LÒe Ð  
D`Òe `Ð_ÞAVÐ QÒmB Ò]Òm J cÊkÜ Ò`ÐRÞ kÐmçLÐ `ÐDXeçe RÐ` Ò]Òm Ð jÒ[S jÞtÊe ÒVÐ`ÐVÞ cÐeÞÒm Ð `R AXÏã 
jÊaõ[ AjÞ WÞA ÒkÐB cÊkÜ `ÐMLÊ cÊkÜ Ò]B LkÞÒm, ""TÞ@LÊ `jt LeÊ LeÊ cÐ'LÊ `jt LeÞÒa _Þ¾¯ b]õÒmÐL - 
b]õÒmÐL [Êc D`Òe AMÞ `ÒLBÒa _ÐkÞÜ [?  jÊebÞ, ASÞ H a¯jÒe [ÊÒc [\Ð Þ̀ cÒ_ kÊ@ ÒjB `QÞh aià ANe 
jÊebÞ Ð'' j]Ð Nc÷Ñe jÊaõ[* ejÞL[Ð jÊebÞ D`ÒbÐN LÒm _Þ¾¯ Ð m³Ðe @eÊZÞcÐ [Ð*Ê Ae¦ LeÊ LeÊ HÒXÏBaÐLÊ 
LkÞÒm, ""dÐH Ò]ÒM jÊcÞ L'Z LmÐ Ð'' 

 
jÊebÞ TÞ@ eÊcçLÊ `hÞÒm Ð AMÞÒe [Ð* mÊk SÒLBNmÐ - _Þ¾Þ[ jÊcÞLÊ ÒjcÐÒ_ Ò[ÐfÞÒ_Òa aÞ_Ð `õhðÒe Ð  jÊcÞ aÞ_Ð 
SÑa_ . . . ANLÊ bÐaÞ `ÐeÞÒm_Þ jÊebÞ, ÒLÐfLÊ ADSÐB Ò_Òm jÊcÞLÊ Ð 
 
kWÐ[ç @elÞ[e ]Ð¨AXÏã `ÐVÞ Ð ""cÐ' AjÞNÒmZÞ ÒjcÐÒ_, ^fÐ LÐeç [Ð*e'', LkÞ Ò]ßÐXÏÞ AjÞmÐ bÞ[eLÊ - ÒNÐXÏ ÒdcÞ[Þ 
[Òf mÐNÊ_Þ [Ð'e Ð jÊaõ[ ]Ð¨OeLÊ aÐkÐeÞ NÒm Ð aÐ}Ð_Þ^Þ aÐaÊ* `eÞQÞ[ jée hÊbÞmÐ Ð jÊcÞ jÕÒN [Ð' eÊcçÒe jÊaõ[* 
XÐLLÊ @Ò`lÐ LeÞ ekÞÒm jÊebÞ Ð TÞ@LÊ XÐLÞÒm aÐ}Ð_Þ^Þ aÐaÊ, ""cÐ' jÊcÞ . . .'' Ð jÊcÞLÊ `õhð, ÒLDÜ LÒmSÒe, ÒLÒ[ aià 

QÐLÞeÞ, L'Z L'Z bm `ÐH B[ÔÐ]Þ Ð b]õÒmÐL* @¸½ jée hÊZÐ dÐD\ÐH Ð H`ÒV ÒeÐÒiB OÒe QÐ’ LeÞaÐLÊ @elÞ[LÊ 
jÐkÐdÔ LÒm jÊebÞ Ð [Ð'`Òe Q`çNÊXÏÐ J cÞWÐLÊ Ò`íVçÒe ^eÞ @elÞ[ Ò_BNmÐ  ÒjcÐ_*  `ÐBÜ Ð jÊaõ[ DWÞAjÞ jÊebÞ*Ê 
XÐLÞÒm J QÐ' ÒVõ ^eÞ jÊaõ[* `ÒR `ÒR jÊebÞ AjÞÒm  Ð 
   
eÊcçLÊ `hÞaÐ cÐÒ[õ `Ê@ "Ò]aÐhÑi' AMÞÒe `XÏÞmÐ Ð QÐ' L`çVÐ eMÞaÐ ANeÊ QÐkÞÜ Ò]Òm TVLÒe Ề@e aÐ`LÊ Ð H L'Z 
Ò]MÊR«Þ jÊebÞ? bÊmç _ÊÒkÜ [ ! "c_ÊbÐB' @¸½ jée aÐkÐeÞNmÐ [Ð* cÊkÜeÊ Ð QÐ' L`ç QkmÞNmÐ Ð `Ð][fÊ `ó\ÞaÑVÐ 
ÒdcÞ[Þ MjÞ dÐDRÞ Ð L`ÐfÒe aÞtÊ aÞtÊ TÐf Ð bÊmç - bÊmç Ò]MÊR«Þ jÊebÞ Ð  _ÐÜ - `QÞh aià [fe @[Ñ[, jÐcðÐÒe [Ð*WÊ 
3 $ÊVç ]ËeÒe cÐ[õ Ð kÐ[ \eÊRÞ Ð _Þ\e ÒkÐBNÒm jÊebÞ Ð  Ò]aÐhÞie aÐ`Ð "cÒ_ÐS' jÊebÞ* `QÞh aià ANe 

"c_ÊbÐB’ Ð 
   
ÒjB jcÐ_ ÒQÒkeÐ . . . D`Òe a¯je dÐkÐ `õÒm` Ð lZL cÐ[õ jc¯ - AMÞ DÒWB `ÊZÞ \Òe bÊmç ÒaÐmÞ jÐaÔª 
LeÞaÐLÊ cÊkÜ Ò[ÐfÞÒm jÊebÞ Ð "jÊeÊ' b]õÒmÐL* cÊkÜeÊ aÐkÐeÞNmÐ @¸½ ÒkÐB Ð Òj jée bÊmç ÒkÐB _ `ÐÒe Ð jêÌ[Þe 
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$eÊA at ÒkÐB ekÞ\ÞmÐ `QÞh aià Ð ÒMÐmÞNmÐ . . . $ÞVÞNmÐ . . . ÒaÐkÞNmÐ jêÌ[Þe jÊ@ Ð @[Ñ[e `õaf T*Ðe TmLÐB 
Ò]mÐ aràcÐ_LÊ [Ð*e Ð jÊebÞ* ANÒe LÊ]Ð cÐeÞ @[Ñ[ WÞA ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð jÊebÞ ÒWmÞaÐLÊ ÒQ½Ð LÒm [Ð*e jcª h¦Þ 
Ò]B Ð _ÐÜ . . c_ÊbÐB _ÐÜ . . cÊkËràLe TmçLÐÒe jÊebÞ Ò$eÞNÒm `QÞh aià [fLÊ Ð   
 

. . . . . . . . .  . . . . . . . . . 
 

MeÐ]Þ_ ]Þé`õke Ð  ÒaÐD WÐLÊe OÒe `ËSÐ LeÊRÞ Ð  `ËSÐ jeÊ jeÊ [Ð'e ]Þ_ Òka ÒNÐVÐH LÞ ]ÊBVÐ Ð  ]ÊB^ÐXÏÞ Oe Ð R' 
aMeÐ Ð aÐ`Ð LÒQeÑ LÐcÒe LmÞL[Ð dÐBR«Þ Ð  jÐ_bDZÑ jejÑ, cÐDjÑ OeLÊ QÐeÞ ]Þ_ `ÐBÜ dÐB\ÐH Ð OÒe MÐmÞ 
ÒaÐD jÒ= jÊebÞ Ð eÕNÑ ÒaÐmÞ QÐLeÐZÑVÐ - aÐkÐÒe NÐÒ^ÐBaÐLÊ dÐH Ò`ÐMeÑLÊ `õ[Þ]Þ_ HB jc¯Òe Ð `õaf MeÐ 
^ÐjÒe ]Þé`õke AXÏLÊ jaÊ ÒdcÞ[Þ _Þª• ÒkÐBdÐH Ð _ÞÒªS ÒkÐBdÐH Ð jÊebÞ `ÊeÊZÐ AmçcÐeÑVÐ ÒMÐmÞ AmçacçVÐLÊ 
Ò]MÊR«Þ Ð kWÐ[ç `RAXÏã LÐkÐe afÞº aÐkÊ au_ bÞ[Òe RtÞ ÒkÐBNÒm, $ÊmbfÞ [Ð* cÊkÜLÊ Ò[ÐfÞ Ò_B c_ÊbÐB 
XÐLÞ\ÞÒm "jÊeÊ' . . . Ð  Òj @bÐaÞ[, @ õ̀[ÔÐhÞ[ cÊkËràe _Þea _Þ\e MeÐÒaf, kÐaÊLÐ kÐaÊLÐ õ̀Ñ[Þe e=Ñ_ hÑ[f 
jcÑeÒe beÞNmÐ Ð Òj jêÌ[ÞLÊ ASÞ `dÔà« at $eÊAÒe, _ÞNÊYÏ QÐ`Òe, c_e N«Ð OÒe, @[f [fÒe, jÐ[[Ðf `* 
[Òf eMÞ\ÞÒm jÊebÞ Ð c_ÊbÐB* @[LÞà[, @bÐaÞ[, `õÑ[Þe H QÐ`eÊ d]ÞJ jÊebÞ cÊ¦ ÒkaÐLÊ QÐkÞÜ _ \ÞÒm [\Ð`Þ _ÞSLÊ 
]ËÒeB Ò]Òm - LÞH Ò]MÞa - LÞH L'Z LkÞa . . .! 
  
aXÏaÐ`Ð* `Ê@ jÊSÞ[çbÐB* jÐÕN c_ÊbÐB Ð  aÊmÐà B&Þ_Þ@eÞÕ LÒmSeÊ `Ðjç LeÞ\Ð«Þ Ð  aÐ`Ð, cÐ'* HL cÐ[õ j«Ð_ Ð 
aÐ`Ð [Ð*e AB.H.Hjç Ð  ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf jaçXÞbÞS_çe aXÏ @$Þjeç ÒkÐB AjÞ\ÞÒm [Ð* ÒRÐV jkeLÊ Ð jÊSÞ[çbÐB J 
c_ÊbÐB ÒjB `ÞmÐÒafÊ jÐ= Ð `ÊZÞ aÊmÐà B&Þ_Þ@eÞÕ LÒmSÒe HLÐWÞ kÒ½mçÒe eÊcçÒcVç ÒkÐBNÒm Ð  jÊSÞ[ç bÐB* jÒ= 
OeLÊ ]ÊB [Þ_Þ \e AjÞR«Þ Ð OÒe ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf jcÐSe QÐ`ÐÒe bÐB aÐ aÕ^ÊbÐÒa jéÐ^Ñ_ ÒkÐB cÞhÞaÐ TÞ@ SÑa_Òe 
jÕba _ÊÒkÜ Ð  LÞ«Ê c_ÊbÐB* AMÞÒe jÊebÞ* `õ[Þ ALiàZ, ÒRÐV bDZÑ jejÑ AMÞeÊ HÒXÏB dÐB _ \ÞmÐ Ð  jÊebÞ* 
aÐkÐOe `ÐBÜ aÐ`Ð ÒaÐD aÔª ÒkmÐ ÒaÒf ]ÞÒ_ ÒaÐDLÊ LkÞ\ÞmÐ, ""ÒaÐD, c_ÊbÐB[ MÊaç bm LÐ¨ÞÒXVç, jÊeÊ@`Ðe 
c_ÊbÐB* jÕÒN aÐkÐOe LÒm LÞ«Ê bm "ÒdÐXÏÞ' Òka Ð''  jÊebÞ c^Ô QÐkÊÜ\ÞÒm, jé`ð Ò]MÞ\ÞÒm Òj]Þ_ "jÊebÞ J cÒ_ÐS' 
e ÒdÐXÏÞLÊ Ð  ÒaÐD `ÐMÒe `ÐVÞ ÒMÐmÞ_Þ [Ð*e ÒLÒa c_ÊbÐB* `ÐBÜ _ÞÒS LkÞaÐLÊ _ÞS`ÐBÜ Ð  LÞ«Ê [Ð* _Þea[ÐeÊ 
ÒaÐD aÊTÞ`ÐeÞ\ÞmÐ jejÑe H `õªÐa [Òf jÊebÞ* A_t Ð   

 
]ÊB]Þ_ `Òe aÐ`Ð*Ê MÐBaÐLÊ aÐYÏÞÒ]B ÒaÐD LkÞ\ÞmÐ, c_Ê`ÐBÜ jÊebÞe `õªÐaVÞ Ò]Òm bm kÊ@«Ð Ð  jÊSÞ[çe aÞ `jt Ð 
jÊSÞ[ç LkÊ\ÞmÐ, [Ð* Oee AbÞSÐ[Ô AcWÊ akÊ[ DnÒe Ð ÒaÐD LkÞaÐLÊ mÐNÞmÐ _Þe&_ aÐaÊ* SeÞAÒe `õªÐaVÞ [Ð* 
OeLÊ `ÒWBaÐLÊ Ð aÐ`Ð QÊ`ç ekÞÒm Ð Dre _ÐkÞÜ Ð ÒaÐD ADVÞÒL [eLÐeÞ Ò]aÐLÊ LkÞmÐ - aÐ`Ð Nc÷Ñe ÒkÐB c_Ð 
LÒm Ð lZL `Òe LkÞÒm, ""cÊÜ _Þe&_ aÐaÊ*Ê LkÞaÞ Ð  LÞ«Ê cÒ_ÐSe aÐ`Ð `Ê@e ANõkLÊ ÒLÒ[ j®Ð_ Ò]Òa 
LkÞ`ÐeÞaÞ_Þ Ð jÊeÊ ]ÊÓM `ÐBaÐ cÊÜ ae]Ðª LeÞ `ÐeÞaÞ _ÐkÞÜ Ð'' [\Ð`Þ ÒaÐD ÒSÐe Ò]B\ÞmÐ _Þe&_ aÐaÊ*Ê XÒLBaÐLÊ Ð 
 
cÐ' RXÏÐ TÞ@e c_ L\Ð aÊTÞa LÞH @^ÞL ?  _Þe&_ aÐaÊ `õªÐa Ò]B\ÞÒm Ð `QÐh kSÐe V*Ð ÒdßÐ[ÊL QÐkÐ«Þ ÒjcÐÒ_ 
Ð TÞ@LÊ Ò]MÞÒa `RÒe, d]Þ ÒdßÐ[ÊL Ò]aÐLÊ eÐSÞ kÊ@«Þ A`Z Ð aÐ`Ð* cÊkÜ hÊMÞNmÐ, ÒaÐD cÊkÜ hÊMÞNmÐ Ð aÐ`Ð 
eÞVÐ¯Ðeç LeÞÒa Ð  OeÒ[ÐfÐ, ]ÊBTÞ@* `ÐW `YÏÐÒe bÞXÏÐbÞXÏÞ bÞ[Òe jÕjÐe QfÊRÞ Ð ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf ÒLÐXÏÞH kSÐeÒe TÞ@ 
aÐkÐOe DWÞdÞa Ð aÐ`Ð QÐkÞÜ _ \ÞÒm V*Ð Ò]B SÊAÜB LÞZÞaÐLÊ Ð jcÐSÒe, AbÞSÐ[Ôe `Ð\àLÔLÊ V*ÐÒe [DÒmBaÐLÊ Ð 
hÊZÞaÐ `eWÊ jÊebÞ* Òj e=Þ_ jé`ð ^ËfÞjÐ[ç ÒkÐB dÐB\ÞmÐ Ð LÐeZ, SÐZ«Þ Òd `QÐh kSÐe V*Ð ÒLaf ÒdßÐ[ÊLÒe, 
AD aÐkÐOeÒe @[Þ LcçÒe ÒLÐXÏÞH kSÐe V*Ð Ð j[ÊeÞ kSÐe ÒLaf jÊebÞ* `ÐBÜ ! jÊebÞ* c_eÊ Ò`õce ckL 
DXÏÞNmÐ Ð jÊebÞ bÐaÞÒm, c_ÊbÐB SÐZ«Þ LÞ H `õªÐa L\Ð? jejÑ ]Ð¯Þ[é Ò_B aÐ`Ð, ÒaÐD*Ê mÊQÐB c_ÊbÐB*Ê QÞWÞÒe 
`QÐeÞ\ÞmÐ Ð  c_ÊbÐB ÒmMÞ\ÞÒm, ""jejÑ, c_ÊbÐBe _ÞSjé ÒaÐmÞ LÞRÞ _ÐkÞÜ Ð aÐ`Ð ÒaÐD*e cÊÜ ]Ðj Ð jÊeÊLÊ d]ÞJ cÊÜ 
QÐÒkÜ, aÐ`Ð ÒaÐD*Ê `QÐeÞ cÊÜ `ÊZÞ Ò[ÐÒ[ ÒmMÞaÞ - c_ÊbÐB Ð'' Dre Ò$eÞ_Þ Ð d]ÞJ `õ[Þ]Þ_ jejÑ @Ò`lÐ jÊebÞ kÞÜ 
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XÐL jc¯LÊ @Ò`lÐ LeÞ LeÞ ]Þ_ LVÐB\ÞÒm, ]Þ_ LVÞ\ÞmÐ AOÐ[Òe ÒLaf Ð aÐ`Ð*Ê  `õaf AOÐ[ Ò]B\ÞmÐ c_ÊbÐB* 
DÒ`lÐ Ð ]Þ_ eÐ[Þ LVÞaÐLÊ mÐNÞ\ÞmÐ LÞ«Ê ANbfÞ - ÒdcÞ[Þ LÞRÞ ÒkÐB_Þ Ð  
 
ÒLÒ[]Þ_ `Òe, _Þe&_ cDiÐ kWÐ[ç ]ÞÒ_ "jÊaõ['* õ̀ªÐa Ò_B AjÞ\ÞÒm Ð ÒdßÐ[ÊL _ÐkÞÜ, B&Þ_Þ¯e `õªÐa Ð aÐ`Ð ÒaÐD 
MÊjÞ Ð d]ÞJ ÒaÐD aÊTÞ `ÐeÞ\ÞmÐ [Ð' TÞ@ c_e l[LÊ, LÞ«Ê kÐ[Òe [Ð'e LÞRÞ _ \ÞmÐ Ð  a¯je @bÞs[ÐeÊ Òj aÊTÞ\ÞmÐ 
TÞ@ SÑa_Òe "jaÊ `ÐBaÐe AhÐ' j$f kÊH_Ð Ð d]Þ kÊH - kÊH L]aÐ LéQÞ[ç Ð 
 
jÊaõ[ [Ð* @SÐZ[Òe jÊebÞ* c_eÊ ÒSÐeç LeÞ c_ÊbÐB*Ê @`jÐeÞ Ò]B\ÞÒm Ð SÑa_ dcÊ_Ðe jÊ@Òe jÊcÞe S_ê DrÐf 
[e= AZÞ\ÞmÐ Ð jÊaõ[ ÒMÐmÐ ÒcmÐ, Nc÷Ñe õ̀Ló[Þe ÒmÐL Ð sÐ_Ñ, cÐ_Ñ b]õÒmÐL Ð jÕjÐe `ÐBÜ, jÊebÞ AD jÊcÞ*  jaÊ 
BRÐLÊ `ËÀà LeÞaÐ `ÐBÜ Òj A`õÐZ ÒQ½Ð LeÞR«Þ Ð [\Ð`Þ, jaÊ bÞ[Òe ÒLÒa ÒLÒa _ÞRL ]Þé`keÒe, HLÊVÞA AMÞ aÊSÞ 
`XÏÞNmÐ ÒaÒf c_ÊbÐB Òd ]mLÐH `a_ bfÞ YÊLÞ AjÞ _ÐkÐ«Þ _ÊÒkÜ, jÊebÞ* c_Òe Òj @`õ[ÔÐhÞ[ `õÑ[Þe ¸hàLÊ 
D³ÑaÞ[ LeÞ _kÐ«Þ _ÊÒkÜ - LÞ«Ê jÊaõ[* _ÞÓjéÐ\à`e bm `ÐBaÐ, jÊcÞe cÐ[ó[é Ò]B jÊebÞ Òj _ÞRÐVÞA ]Þé̀ kee jêÌ[ÞLÊ 
$eÊA bÞ[Òe c_e jÐ[[Ðf `*Òe Ò`Ð[Þ Ò]B ]ËÒeB dÐBR«Þ LkÞ - _ÐÜ - c_ÊbÐB - _ÐÜ Ð 
 
jÊebÞ `õLó[Þy ÒkÒm Ð QÐ' MÞA Aec÷ ÒkD ÒkD `]VÞH _ LkÞ DWÞ AjÞÒm Ð jÊcÞ J Ò]aÐhÞi*Ê LÞRÞ jc¯ HLÐ RÐXÏÞ 
aÐ}Ð_Þ̂ Þ aÐaÊ Af LeÞ jÊaõ[ J c_ÊbÐB*Ê `R aNÞQÐe $Êm Ò]ÒMBaÐLÊ Ò_B dÐBR«Þ Ð  jÊebÞ eÊcçLÊ AjÞ MV ^ÐeÒe 
ajÞNÒm Ð cÒ_ cÒ_ bÐaÞÒm, Òk bNaÐ_!  H LÞ `eÑlÐ ? LÞbfÞ bÐÒa c_ÊbÐB* jÕ`LàLÊ `ÊZÞ ÒdÐXÏÞÒa jÊcÞ Ò]B ? 
HbfÞ jÕ`Là L'Z Òj QÐkÞÜ\ÞÒm c_ÊbÐB* jÕÒN ? $eÊA $ÞVÞdÐB jÊaõ[* kÐ[NYÏÐ `QÞh aiàe `eÞ`ËÀà jÕjÐee 
`aÞ[õ[ÐLÊ LfÊiÞ[ LeÞÒ]a_Þ [ ? LkÞÒa LÞ jÊaõ[*Ê ? ]ÞÒ_ LÐÒf c_ bÞ[Òe Òj c_ÊbÐB*Ê QÐkÞÜ\ÞÒm !  LkÞÒa jÊaõ[*Ê, 
Òd AÒXÏBaÐLÊ h[ ÒQ½Ð LÒm aÞ Òj _ÞRÐVÞA ]Þé̀ kÒe c_ÊbÐB* ¸hà ASÞaÞ jÒ[S ! cÊ¨LÊ QÞ`Þ ^eÞÒm jÊebÞ Ð aÕ^Ê 
kÞjÐaÒe jcÊ]Þ ÒaÐmÞ _ËA jÕ`Là NYÏÞÒa c_ÊbÐB* jÕÒN !  Òj _ÞRÐVÞA ]Þé`keLÊ bÊmÞ `ÐeÞÒa _ËA NYÏÐ jÕ`Là bÞ[Òe 
! 

 
d]Þ jÊcÞ J Ò]aÐhÞi `e¸eLÊ QÐkÜÐ«Þ ? d]Þ c_ÊbÐB QÐkÜÐ«Þ jÊcÞLÊ ÒaÐkÊ LeÞaÐLÊ ? LÞ«Ê jÊebÞ c_e l[LÊ Ò_B [Ðf 
Ò]B QÐmÞ`ÐeÞÒa LÞ, baÞiÔ[LÊ @bÔ\à_Ð SÒZB ? [Ð* cÊkÜeÊ "c_ÊbÐB' J c_ÊbÐB* cÊkÜeÊ "jÊeÊ' QÐ' L`ç J Ò`íVçe có]Ê 
T*ÐeÒe kÊH[ LÐkÐ LÐ_LÊ dÐB_Þ, LÐkÐ c_LÊ RÊBÜ_Þ Ð LÞ«Ê jÊebÞ hÊZÞR«Þ "jÊeÊ'LÊ, cÒ_ÐS hÊZÞR«Þ Òj "c_ÊbÐB'LÊ Ð 
 
LÐeç hveÊ cÒ_ ÒkmÐ, ÒjcÐÒ_ QÐmÞNÒm Ð Oe bÞ[eLÊ kjÞ kjÞ, [Ð*Ê ÒMÐSÞ ÒMÐSÞ jÊaõ[ `hÞ AjÞÒm AD LkÞÒm, 
""SÐZÞm jÊebÞ, cÒ_ÐSaÐaÊ eÐSÞ ÒkÐBR«Þ jÊcÞLÊ ÒaÐkÊ LeÞÒa ÒaÐmÞ Ð Ò]aÐhÞi [ÊcLÊ ÒLcÞ[Þ mÐNÞmÐ ?'' H L\Ð `QÐeÞ 
LkÞÒm, ""aÐ\çeÊcçeÊ cÊÜ AjÊRÞ jÐÕÒN jÐÕÒN Ð'' jÊebÞ* Dre _ÐkÞÜ Ð [LÞALÊ cÐXÏÞ cÊkÜ mÊÒQB @¸½ bÐÒa LkÞÒm cÊ¨ 
aÞuÊRÞ ÒaÐmÞ Ð @elÞ[ ÒeÐÒiB OÒe Ò`íVç Ò^ÐDRÞ Ð  jÊcÞe `Ð] hv . . . _ÞLV ÒkmÐ Ð jÊcÞ AjÞ cÐ' `ÐMÒe ajÞmÐ 
cÊkËÒrà Ð QÐeÞ bÐÕNe ÒRÐV LÐNSVÞ [Ð* kÐ[Òe NÊ&ÞÒ]B jÊcÞ DWÞNmÐ cÐ' `ÐMeÊ Ð jÊebÞ LÐNSVÞLÊ ÒMÐmÞÒm Ð 
Ò]aÐhÞi ÒmMÞRÞ, ""jÊcÞ[Ð, cÊÜ ÒcÐ `ÐBÜ TÞ@ ANeÊ WÞLç LeÞ Ò_BRÞ Ð [ÊcLÊ `ÐBÒm Òd ÒLkÞ MÊjÞ Òka Ð  [ÊÒc ÒcÐ' WÐeÊ 
@Ò_L ÒdÐNÔe `Ð[õ `ÐBa Ð  jc¯ `BÜ ^_ÔaÐ] Ð cÊÜ ]ÊÓMÞ[ - B[Þ Ò]aÐhÞi Ð'' jÊebÞ DWÞ `XÏÞÒm ^XÏLÞ_Ð Ð $eÊA 
aÊXÏÞ dÐDRÞ, OÊqÞ dÐDRÞ . . . jÊebÞ QÐkÞÜÒm _ÐkÞÜ `RLÊ Ð jÊcÞe eÊcçÒe `kÜQÞ TÞ@LÊ ÒLÐfÒe ADSÐB Ò_Òm Ð BRÐ 
ÒkD\ÞmÐ `QÞh aiàe @[Ñ[LÊ TÞ@ ANÒe ÒMÐmÞ Ò]Òa Ð  LÞ«Ê ÒLcÞ[Þ aÊTÐBÒa [Ð* c_e L\ÐLÊ ? 
 
@`jeÞ NmÐ Òj OÃÐLe [Þ¦ @_Êba Ð b¯e Òj `õÐQÑe bÐ=ÞNmÐ Ð SÐZ«Þ Òj jÊcÞ c_Òe VÞLÞH ]ÊÓM Ð  hÞlÞ[Ð Òj Ð H 
OVZÐ _ OVÞ \ÞÒm @ahÔ Òj ]ÊÓM LeÞ _ \Ð«Ð Ð jÊaõ[*Ê QÞWÞ Ò]MÐBÒm jÊebÞ Ð LfÐ ÒcOÒe jÊaõ[* kj kj cÊkÜ 
YÐ*Þ ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð Òj Nc÷Ñe ÒkÐBNÒm Ð  jc¯ LÞ«Ê NXÏÞ QÐmÞmÐ Ð 
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cÐjL `Òe . . . jÊcÞ `ÐBÜ AD ÒNÐVÞH `õªÐa Ò_B `ÊZÞ aÐ}Ð_Þ̂ Þ aÐaÊ OeLÊ AjÞ\ÞÒm Ð `Ê@VÞ XÐ¦e Ð  ÒejÞÒX_çjÞ 
LeÊRÞ $ÞmÐÒXmç$ÞAÒe, AÒceÞLÐÒe Ð aÐ`Ð, cÐ `Ê@LÊ Ò_B AjÞR«Þ aÐkÐ LeÞ, HLÐ\Òe ÒaÐkÊLÊ Ò_B dÞÒa Ð [e[e 
ÒjcÐÒ_, ÒjB]Þ_ j&ÒafLÊ AjÞ\ÞÒm TÞ@ Ò]MÞaÐLÊ Ð jcÒª jcª*Ê `jt LÒm Ð Ề@VÞ kj MÊjÞA Ð  _ÐÜ "NÊeỀ õLÐh' Ð 
kWÐ[ç jaÊ WÞLç ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð jÊcÞLÊ cÊ]Þ `ÞuÐBÒ]Òm ÒjcÐÒ_ Ð  jÊcÞ MÊaç MÊjÞ, AÒceÞLÐ dÞa ÒaÐmÞ Ð jÊaõ[ c^Ô Ð AD 
jÊebÞ ? jaÊWÊ ÒahÑ MÊjÞ ÒaÐ^kÊH Òj kÞÜ Ð  @elÞ[ `ÊZÞ NÑ[ RÐXÏÞRÞ jÐBLmLÊ Ò`ÐRÞ, "ÒceÑ cÊMXÏÐ . . . ÒceÑ ÒhÐZÞH 
. . . QmamÞH . . .H . . H' Ð  jÊcÞ AÒceÞLÐ QÐmÞdÞa [Ð*Ê RÐXÏÞ Ð TÞ@ `ÐBÜ [Ð* SÑa_ Ð [Þ_Þ]Þ_ @RÞ cÐ[õ jÊcÞe aÐkÐOe 
Ð jÊebÞ* ÒNÐXÏ [Òf mÐNÊ_Þ Ð jejÑ [Ð' [Þ_ÞÞ `Ê@*Ê ^eÞ AjÞRÞ Ð jÊaõ[* jÐ_bÐB J [Ð'e `eÞaÐe AjÞ NÒmZÞ Ð jÊSÞ[ 
AjÞa j&LÊ Ð jÊcÞ`ÐBÜ NkZÐ [Þ_Þ ÒjVç ^eÞ jÊebÞ jÐ_ SÐ' J jejÑ*Ê Ò]MÐDR«Þ Ð eÑ[Ð J jejÑe `ÞmÐcÐÒ_ jÊcÞ 
eÊcçÒe ScÐ ÒkÐB jÊcÞLÊ QÞXÏÐDR«Þ . . NÊeÊ . . NÊeÊ`õLÐh . . NÊeÊ . . Ð jÊebÞ NkZÐ [L Ò_B AmcÐeÑÒe QÐaÞ Ò]Òm Ð 
WÐLÊe OeLÊ dÐB cÊ¨ÞA cÐeÞÒm Ð $eÊAVÞ XÊaÞ dÐDRÞ `* bÞ[Òe Ð jÐ[ [Ðf `* . . QD] [Ðf . . HÒLÐBh [Ðf Ð 
jÊaõ[ Òj OÒe ÒLDÜ LÐfe `ÊeÊZÐ ÒeLXÏàVÞH mÒNBR«Þ, "SÑa_ dcÊ_ÐÒe . . . SÊAe DÒWÒe . . .' Ð 
           

 
(Sulaksana Patnaik lives with her husband Dr. Shukdeb Sen and daughter Susan at Daytona Beach, 
Florida. She is a college professor in Mathematics. ) 
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Computer-Rx: the 24x7 On-Call IT Department 

www.computer-rx.biz  (972) 462-8677 

  
Located in the beatiful city of Coppell, TX, Computer-Rx, is a full service Information Technology 
company serving all of the Dallas-Ft.Worth metroplex area. Whether it is your Laptop, Desktop, Server, 
Printer, Network, Wireless LAN, Virus, Security or Website or Software related issues - Computer-Rx 
has the answer for you. Here is a brief listing of our service portfolio: 

• Maintenance and Help Desk Service on Weekly, Monthly and Annual contract basis or 
On-Call Service available  

• Repair or upgrade - Desktops and Laptops  
• Custom Build your Computer for less than $300 **  
• Network Service - Wireless Full Home & office Networking, LAN, Wi-Fi, Server  
• Virus Protection  
• Firewall, Security Setup and troubleshooting  
• Web Hosting and Web Site design, Development ( www.crxtek.com)  
• Software Upgrade - Microsoft Windows Xp, Server 2000 or NT and Others  
• Custom Programming  
• Database Design and development, DBA service   
• NT, Unix, Linux System Administration  
• Data Entry, data processing  
• Data Recovery  
• Pick-up and delivery options available  
• On-site and carry-in service available 

Introducing: 

intro2america.com 
Understand the Culture and Enhance Your Success! 

 
intro2america.com offers an introduction to American culture for the global Indian.  Gain a better 
understanding of American customs, etiquette, and practical information. 
 

• Got a question?  Visit the Ask the American feature! 
• Explanations of major U.S. holidays. 
• Directory of immigration resources.  
• Many more new features to come! 

 
Visit http://www.intro2america.com today! 
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MÐeÒaf           jÊcÞ[õÐ `ÐYÏÑ 
 
aràcÐ_e JXÏÞhÐ 3VÞ eÐSÔe õ̀̂ Ð_ @Õh \ÞmÐ Ð Òc]Þ_ Ềe jcÊ]õWÐeÊ N¯Ð SÞmâÐ `dÔà« 
\ÞmÐ DLúf Ò]h Ð ÒY*Ð_Ðf, @_ÊNÊf, kÞÒtÐf, jcém`Êe J eÐ¯`Êe `õbó[Þ ÒO_Þ \ÞmÐ 
`õÐQÑ_ DXõÒ]h Ð aÐÒmhée, LVL, `ÊeÑ, N&Ðc, SÞmâÐ*Ê ÒO_Þ \ÞmÐ @[Þ `õÐQÑ_ LfÞ= Ò]h 
Ð bÊaÒ_hée _ÞLVy D]¯NÞeÞe kÐ[Ñ NÊ>Ð J cq`ÊeÑ _ÐcL yÐ_Òe \ÞaÐ ]ÊBVÞ `õÐQÑ_ 

`\e ÒmMÐeÊ SZÐ`ÒXÏ 2100 aià [Òf ckÐ `eÐLõcÑ eÐSÐ MÐeÒaf LfÞ=Òe eÐSÊ[Þ LeÊ\ÞÒm Ð Òj _ÞS afÒe 
LÊcÐeÞLÐ @«eÑ` `ÐM `Ð¨Ô eÐSÔWÐeÊ kÞcÐf¯ [fe cN^ `dàÔ« jaÊ SÞZÞ\ÞÒm Ð [Ð*e aZÞLcÐÒ_ @«[Ó `ÐejÔ 
D`LËf `dÔà« jcÊ]õÒe aÐZÞSÔ LeÊ\ÞÒm Ð Òj jc¯Òe XÞÒcVõÞ@jç _ÐcL SÒZ aÞLõchÐfÑ eÐSÐ A$NÐ_ÞyÐ_e Ë̀aà 
eÐSÔ aSÞe HaÕ ÒamÊQÞyÐ_e `Ëaà eÐSÔ `Êe `õbó[ÞLÊ LËVdÊwÒe @^ÞLÐe LeÞ aÞÒ]hÑ aZÞL cÐ_*WÐeÊ [¨ Ò_D\ÞÒm Ð 
aSÞe eÐSÐ eÐSÔ RÐXÏÞ ÒLßÐZjÞ cÞ[õ eÐSÐ* `ÐMÒe Ahõ¯ Ò_B\ÞÒm Ð aSÞe eÐSL_ÔÐ ^ËjÑ*Ê `Vf eÐSÔe LóiL`[Þ 
`ÐfÞ\ÞÒm Ð MÐeÒaf `ÐejÔ D`LËf AXÏLÊ dÐD\ÞaÐ aZÞLcÐ_*Ê jÐkÐSÔ LeÞaÐ `ÐBÜ jÞuÊÒ]h AXÏLÊ dÊw dÐ[õÐ LÒm Ð 
Òj jÞuÊÒ]he aZÞL _NeÑ `VfÒe RÐDZÑ LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð ÒjWÐÒe LóiLcÐÒ_ [Ð*Ê dÊwÒe jÐkÐSÔ LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð `ÐfÞ[ 
LóiL L_ÔÐ aSÞe eÐSLÊcÐeÑ ^ËjÑ R]ê ÒahÒe [Ð* dÊwÒe Òj_Ð`[Þ ÒkÐB\ÞÒm Ð ^ËjÑ* Q[Êe[Ð ÒdÐNÊ XÞcÞVõÞ@jç 
`eÐª ÒkÒm Ð `Òe MÐeÒaf ^ËjÑ*Ë aÞaÐk LeÞ LfÞ= Ò$eÞ\ÞÒm Ð 

 
õ̀ÐQÑ_ LÐÒf _\ÞmÐ [ Hae aÞhÐf JXÏÞhÐ eÐBS 

LfÞ=, DLúf, DXõÒ]h JXÏÞhÐe yÐÒ_ \ÞÒm aÞeÐS Ð 
 
HÒLÐBhÞhk aei [Òf AÒk ckÐaÐkÊ MÐeÒaf 
ÒQ[ eÐSaÕÒh S_cÞ `te aeÒi dÊaeÐS Òkm Ð 
 
ckÐ`eÐLõchÐfÑ [ó[Ñ¯ Ie bÐÒa Òkm aÞMÔÐ[ 
LfÞ=e jÑcÐ ÒkmÐ kÞcÐf¯eÊ LÊcÐeÞLÐ dÐH aÞªó[ Ð 
 
^càÒe ÒkÒmÒkÜ ÒSß_, jaÊ ^càe eMÊ\Þm cÐ_ 
LeÞ AXcéÒe eÐSjË¯ dÐN aõÐkêZ*Ê LeÊ\Þm ]Ð_ Ð 
 
[a eÐSÊ[Þ jcÒ¯ JXÏÞA aZÞLe Q[Ê]ÞàÒN \ÞmÐ MÔÐ[Þ 
aÒ=Ð`jÐNeÊ `ÐejÔ D`LËf dÐH aÐZÞSÔe \ÞmÐ yÞ[Þ Ð 
 
jÞuÊÒ]h D`LËÒf LfÞ= aZÞLe ÒdÒa `XÏÞmÐ aÞ`rÞ 
dÊwdÐ[õÐ LeÞ\Þm DLúf, DXõ J `Ð¨Ô Òj_Ð LeÞ jÐ\Ñ Ð 

]ÑOà SVÞf `\ `Òe aZÞL _NeÑ `VÒf Lm RÐDZÞ 
aÞQlZ LóiL Òj_Ð`[Þ ÒdÐNÊ XÞÒcVõÞ@jçLÊ `ÐeÞm SÞZÞ Ð 
 
Òj_Ð`[Þ _ÊÒkÜ A_ ÒLkÞ @VB jÞH aSÞe eÐSLÊcÐeÑ 
`Vf ÒcMfÐ LËÒf `XÏÞ\ÞmÐ dÐ' D`Òe QlÊ [ÊceÞ Ð 
 
_ÞcÞÒi Ò]MÞ D`Òf QÞkðÞ eMÞ\Þm [Ð'Òe aXÏ LDhÒf 
ÒMÐSÊ\Þm j`_ `õ[ÞcÐLÊ `Vfe LtÒe LtÒe Ð 
 
jÐeÐ aÞÒhé jÞ_Ð ckÐaÑe bÐÒa ÒkÐB\Ð@ `eÞQÞ[ 
`ÐiÐZ _ÊÒkÜ [a kó]¯ @có[ Ò`õc ^ÐeÐÒe `ËeÞ[ Ð 
 
jc`õÐZ cZÞ ÒdÒa Òj_Ð`[Þ*Ê SZÐBm cec L\Ð 
kjÞ kjÞ R]êÒahÞ ^ËjÑ ]ËeLÒm [a c_e aÔ\Ð Ð 
 
aSÞe eÐSÒScÐ* kÐ[^eÞ LfÞ= Ò$eÞm [[çlÒZ 
ckÐeÐZÑ Ë̂jÑ* jk eÐSÊ[Þ Lm Di[ cÒ_ Ð 
 

 
 
amâÞà=çV_ç, LÐ_ÐXÏÐ  
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ÒcÐ ]Ð]Ð          mmÐÒVtÊ `kÞ 
 
LkÞaÐ aÐkÊmÔ Òd $LÑe ÒcÐk_ Òj_Ð`[Þ JXÏÞA bÐiÐLÊ @ce LeÞ dÐBQ«Þ Ð JXÏÞhÐe D`Ð« SÞmÐ NÊXÏÞL c^ÔÒe 
ÒLtÊTeNXÏ @_Ô[c Ð HWÞ JXÏÞA*Ê bÐiÐ J jÐkÞ[Ôe elÐ `ÐBÜ HÒa c^Ô akÊ L½ jkÞaÐLÊ `XÏÞ\ÐH Ð 1936 cjÞkÐeÊ 
JXÏÞhÐ jé[§ eÐSÔ ÒkmÐZÞ, [\Ð`Þ jÑcÐaràÑ BmÐLÐÒe aÞbÞ_ð bÐiÐbÐiÑ `ÒXÏÐhÑ* `õÒLÐ` HÒa c^Ô jÊ¸½ Ð 
 
LÞbfÞ JXÏÞA SÐ[Þe jéÐbÞcÐ_ jaà]Ð aSÐ¯ ekÊ - H\Þ`ÐBÜ ÒdDÜ ÒL[L D]ÔcÑ j[[ [ ú̀e \ÞÒm, ÒcÐ ]Ð]Ð jéNà[Ó 
Òl[õ ÒcÐk_ `kÞ ÒjcÐ_* bÞ[eÊ HL @cÐ¯ÞL @NõNZÔ aÔ¦Þ Ð Dn hÐj_ `]aÑLÊ [ÔÐN LeÞ ""ÒLtÊTe NXÏ cÞf_Ñ 
jÐkÞ[Ô jÕj]'' cÐ^ÔcÒe jcNõ JXÏÞhÐe LaÞ, ÒmML J jÐkÞ[ÞÔL*Ê A]e J j®Ð_Þ[ LeÞaÐ jÒ= jÒ= bÐiÐ LÞ̀ eÞ 
jÊelÞ[ ekÞa [Ð'e `õ[ÞLÐe `ÐBÜ Òj jaà]Ð jÕNWÞ[ [`úe[Ð `õLÐh LeÊ\ÞÒm Ð HkÐ jkÞ[ Òj yÐ_Ñ¯ LfÐLÐe, LaÞ J 
ÒmMLcÐ_*Ê `õÐÒ]hÞL ªeÒe `eÞQÞ[ LeÐD\ÞÒm HaÕ @LÊ¶ QÞrÒe @\à jÐkÐdÔ LeÞ `õ[ÞbÐ aÞLÐhLÊ ckré cZÊ\ÞÒm Ð 
_ÞSe Lcàc¯ SÑa_Òe ²Êmç, LÒmSç, kjç`ÞVÐmç A]Þ _ÞcàÐZ LeÞ, akÊ@\à @Sà_ LeÞ\ÞÒm ÒkÜ akÊaÐe jaàjé ]Ð_ LeÞ, 
jef jÐ^Ê SÑa_ A]eÞ \ÞÒm Ð [Ð* NÐuÞaÐ]Ñ SÑa_ @_ÊjeZÑ¯ \ÞmÐ Ð akÊaÐe õ̀[ÞºÐ J j®Ð_ mÐb LeÞ c^Ô Òj 
@cÐ¯ÞL HaÕ _ÞeÐXÏcée `õÞ¯ \ÞÒm Ð ÒcÐ'e LÐmÞ bfÞ cÒ_ `ÒXÏ - ]Ëe]hàÑ Ò_[Ð, JXÏÞhÐe jÊÒdÐNÔ ]Ð¯Ð] aÞSÊ 
`p_Ð¯L* hÐj_ LÐfÒe A]ÞaÐjÑ keÞS_ Nók _ÞcàÐZ ÒdÐS_ÐLÊ j$f LeÐBaÐÒe ÒcÐ ]Ð]Ð LÞ`eÞ @`Ëaà Ló[Ñ \ÞÒm Ð 
jcª SÑa_ hõc HaÕ jcÐS LmÔÐZÒe aõ[Ñ HB `ÒeÐ`LÐeÑ `ec ÒjðkÑ cZÞiVÞ BkmÑfÐ jÐ= LeÞ @ce `\e 
dÐ[õÑ ÒkÒm Ð 
 
]Ð]Ð ! [Êce @LÐf [ÞÒeÐ^Ð_ ÒcÐÒ[ Òd[ÞLÞ aÔ\Þ[ LeÞQÞ [ÐLÊ ÒLDÜ ÒmM_Ñ aÐ `õLÐh LeÞaÐLÊ jc\à Òka? [Êce @[Þ 
õ̀Þ̄  @u LaÞ bÑc ÒbÐC*e "" õ̀ÐZÑ* Ae[ ]ÊÓM @ õ̀cÞ[ Ò]MÊ Ò]MÊ ÒL aÐ jkÊ; H SÑa_ `ÒR _ÒLà `XÏÞ\ÐD, SN[ 

DwÐe ÒkD . . .''LÊ jêeZ LeÞ ÒcÐ'e aÞ_cõ `õÐ\à_Ð&fÞ @`àZ LeÊQÞ Ð `õaÐjÑ SÑa_e N[Þ`\ ÒdÒ[ MjXÏÐ ÒkD `RÒL, 
[Êc mÞMÞ[ ""ÉÊeZ'' J ""jeN $f'' `ÊªÞLÐ NÊXÏÞLe LÐfS¯Ñ `Pç¦Þ ÒcÐ `ÐBÜ NÑ[Ð cÐkÐcùÔ bfÞ j]Ð jaà]Ð elÐ LaQ 
ÒkÐB ekÞa, _ÞÓjÒtk Ð 
 
 
 
mmÐÒVtÊ `kÞ 
3806 ÒkÒb_ç `ÐB_jç XõÐBbç 
LÞ=çDXç, ÒVLçjÐjç 77345 
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ÒeÐSNÐe hË_Ô   X�eç eÐÒStõ _ÐeÐ¯Z ]Ðj 
 
cZÞi `ó\ùaÑÒe ÒaÐ^kÊH HLcÐ[õ `õÐZÑ, dÞH ÒeÐSNÐe `ÐBÜ QÞ«Ð LÒe Ð ÒjkÞ ÒeÐSNÐee @\àÒe Òj Oe]éÐe LÒe, 
NÐXÏÞÒOÐXÏÐ LÒe, aÞfÐjaÔj_ LÒe J LÞRÞ LÑràÞ c^Ô LÒe Ð ÒeÐSNÐehË_Ô cZÞi _ÞSLÊ @jkÐ¯ cÒ_ LÒe Ð [Ð'e 
SÑa_ ÒNÐVÐH @bÞh© SÑa_, LÐeZ [Ð'`lÒe aqùaÐ HL Ò]ß_tÞ_ jcjÔÐ Ð 
 
jÕ`õ[Þ Ò]MÐdÐDRÞ Òd ÒeÐSNÐeÞAcÐÒ_ ^_jÕ`rÞLÊ Ò_B Dn`]aÑ* jkÞ[ jcÐSÒe aXÏ ÒkÐBdÐBR«Þ Ð ÒjcÐ_* 
c[ kÞÜ HLcÐ[õ c[ J ÒjcÐ_* aÞQÐe kÞÜ HLcÐ[õ aÞQÐe Ð LÐkÞÜLÞ _Ð ÒjcÐÒ_ `ÐWÊA, aXÏ QÐLÞeÞA J ^_Òe LÊÒae Ð 
dÞH ÒdÒ[ Dn `]aÑÒe @RÞ [Ð'e ÒeÐSNÐe ÒjÒ[ ÒahÑ Ð cÐjÞL ]ecÐ [Ð' `ÐMÒe ÒNßÐZ Ð [Ð'e c^Ô _Ð_Ð`õLÐe 
$tÞ$ÞLe \ÐH Ð dÞH eÐS_Ñ[Þ LeÊRÞ [Ð'e ÒeÐSNÐe LkÞÒm _ jÒe Ð dÞH aXÏ aÔajÐ¯Ñ aÐ hÞÁ`[Þ, LÞ AD L'Z, 
ÒjcÐ_* ÒeÐSNÐeLÊ Ò_B AÒmÐQ_Ð LeÞaÐe cËmÔ L'Z ? AD ÒNÐVÞH L\Ð mlÔ LeÐdÐDRÞ Òd HÒa Ac eÐSÔÒe 
jeLÐeÑ QÐLÞeÞ OÒe [ÐmÐ `XÏÞdÐBRÞ Ð eÐSÒLÐi LÊAÒXÏ hË_Ô ÒkÐBdÐBRÞ Ð HkÐe LÐeZ Ace Ò_[ÐcÐÒ_ ÒLaf 
LkÞ`ÐeÞÒa Ð 
 
ÒeÐSNÐe Òl[õÒe c^ÔaÞr aÐ Dnc^ÔaÞr ÒhõZÑe jcjÔÐ @Ò_L Ð ÒdDÜ A¯ bÞ[Òe ÒjcÐÒ_ SÑa_ LÐV«Þ J 
AbÞSÐ[Ô [ÞAeÞ LeÞ\Ð«Þ ÒjkÞ A¯ LcÞNÒm aÐ hË_Ô ÒkÐBNÒm ÒjcÐÒ_ HL`õLÐe @jkÐ¯ ÒkÐB`XÏ«Þ Ð LÐeZ 
ÒjcÐÒ_ [fLÊ MjÞ`Ðe«Þ _ÐkÞÜ, D`eLÊ QYÏÞ`Ðe«Þ _ÐkÞÜ Ð ÒjcÐ_*e HLcÐ[õ LÐc_Ð D`eLÊ dÞÒa J @_Ô `ÐqSZ*WÐeÊ 
_ÞAeÐ ÒkÒa Ð ÒdDÜ aªÊÒLßtõÞL AbÞSÐ[Ô ÒjcÐÒ_ NYÏÞ\Ð«Þ [Ð'eÞ bÞ[Òe ÒjcÐÒ_ aÞfÐj Le«Þ J SÑa_LÊ bÞ_ð cÐNàÒe 
D`ÒbÐN Le«Þ Ð 
 
QÐLÞeÞSÑaÑVÞH @aje Ò_mÐ`Òe _ÞSLÊ @jkÐ¯ cÒ_ LÒe Ð LÐeZ ASÞe jcÐSÒe `Ê@ TÞ@ ÒaÐkË jcÒª _ÞS _ÞS 
jéÐ\à-aórÒe Aaw Ð `Ðe¸eÞL Òjðk Ò`õc cc[Ð `õÐ¯ _ÐkÞÜ LkÞÒm QÒf Ð jaÊ `õÐ¯ aªÊ jÕ`LàÞ[ ÒkÐBNmÐZÞ Ð 
ÒcÐVÐÒcÐVÞ bÐaÒe ASÞe aªÊÒLßtõÞL jcÐSÒe `õÒ[ÔL cZÞi _ÞSLÊ Ò_B aÔª Ð HkÞ `eÞÒ`õlÑÒe cZÞi ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf 
QÐLÞeÞeÊ @aje NõkZ `Òe _ÞSLÊ ÒeÐSNÐehË_Ô cÒ_ LÒe ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf Òj bÐÒa [Ð'e Òd`eÞ AD yÞ[Þ _ÐkÞÜ Ð 
ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf Òj _ÞSLÊ jÒ[ Òd`eÞ @ÒmÐXÏÐ cÒ_ LÒe Ð HkÐ j[Ô Òd, ASÞe jcÐSÒe ÒeÐSNÐe HLÐ« AahÔL Ð 
HkÐe @\à _ÊÒkÜ Òd V*Ð `RÒe @u bfÞ ÒNÐXÏÐBaÐ Ð ÒdÐNÔ[Ð \ùÒm V*Ð c_LÊ c_ AjÞa Ð SÑa_jÐeÐ ÒeÐSNÐe 
LeÞ @aje Ò_mÐ`Òe V*Ð `ÐBÜ aÞLf LÐkÞÜLÞ ? [Ð'e LÐeZ ÒkDRÞ Òd cZÞiVÞ jÐeÐ SÑa_ V*Ð aÔ[Ñ[ AD LÞRÞ 
QÞ«Ð LeÞ _ \ÐH Ð dÞH ÒeÐSNÐe jkÞ[ @_Ôe LmÔÐZ QÐkÞÜ\ÐH aÐ jÊÒdÐN cÞfÞÒm @_Ôe LÞRÞ LeÞ\ÐH aÐ LeÊ\ÐH, 
A`ZÐe Ò]h, SÐ[Þ, bÐiÐ J jÕ²ó[Þ `ÐBÜ LÞRÞ `eÞcÐZÒe jc¯ DjúNà LeÊ\ÐH, ÒjkÞ aÔ¦Þ LÐdàÔeÊ @aje Ò_mÐ`Òe 
_ÞSLÊ HLÐLÑ J @jkÐ¯ cÒ_ LÒe_ÐkÞÜ Ð Òd[ÞLÞ `ÐH Òj Òj[ÞLÞÒe A_t mÐb LÒe Ð [Ð'e Òaf _\ÐH _ÞS L\Ð 
bÐaÞaÐLÊ Ð Ò[ZÊ @aje NõkZ `Òe _ÞSLÊ ÒeÐSNÐe hË_Ô bÐaÞaÐ WÞLç _ÊÒkÜ ÒaÐmÞ ÒcÐ'e c[ Ð cZÞi kÞÜ _ÞÒS _ÞSe 
LràÐ Ð `õÐauÞL QÞre&_ ]Ðj* bÐiÐÒe ""cZÞie cªÞ´ ÒkDRÞ jaÊ _ÐVe ÒNÐawà_ Ð'' _ÞSLÊ aÊTÐBaÐLÊ `XÏÞa Ð _ÞSLÊ 
WÞLç LeÞÒ_Òm H`eÞ `eÞyÞ[Þ AjÞÒm LÐdàÔeÊ @aje Ò_mÐ `Òe H`eÞ HL ÒeÐSNÐehË_Ô[Ð cZÞiLÊ aÞQfÞ[ 
LeÞ`ÐÒe_ÐkÞÜ Ð Òj HL bÞ_ð cZÞi ÒkÐBdÐH Ð Òj c^Ô HL @bÞs `ÊeÊi ÒkÐB`ÐeÞa Ð H`eÞ @bÞs `ÊeÊie LràaÔ 
@^ùL, ]Ð¯Þ[é @^ùL J @ ù̂LÐe @^ùL Ð HWÞ @^ùLÐe LkÞÒm @_Ôe ^_ jÕ`rÞ D`Òe @^ùLÐe _ÊÒkÜ, @_Ôe D`LÐeÒe 
mÐNÞaÐe @^ùLÐe ÒaÐmÞ aÊTÐdÐH Ð ]Ð¯Þ[é J LràaÔ LkÞÒm jcÐSÒjaÐ ÒaÐmÞ aÊTÐdÐH Ð _ÞSe jÐeÐSÑa_ `eÞhõcÒe 
ÒeÐSNÐe LeÞ\ùaÐ jÕ`rÞLÊ `eÞaÐe `ÐBÜ DjúNà LeÞÒ]B cZÞi QÐkÞÜÒm [Ð'e `eÞZ[ a¯jÒe HL @bÞs ỀeÊi bfÞ 
SÑa_ LVÐB `ÐeÞa Ð HkÐkÞÜ ÒcÐ'e ^ÐeZÐ Ð b¦LaÞ c^ÊjË]_* bÐiÐÒe- 
 

""aÐmÔLÐfÊ ^cà ^_ cÊÜ jqúaÞ 
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H SÑa_ @_Þ¾Þ[ 
ÒL SÐÒZ LÐkÐe ASÞ có[ÊÔLÐf 

ÒkÐBdÞa D`yÞ[ ÐÐ'' 
 
LÞ«Ê H L\ÐLÊ LÞH QÞ«Ð LeÊRÞ ? ASÞe mlÔ _ÊÒkÜ ^cà @Sà_; HLcÐ[õ mlÔ ^_ @Sà_ J @_ÔcÐ_* bÞ[Òe Òhõº[é 
`õ[Þ`Ð]_ Ð 
 
 
NÞmçaÐMç ½õÐÒj, 95 H, 41466,  
_Hjç, ScàÐ_Ñ  
 
 

NÑ[Ð jÐe - cÊ¦Þe A_t       @_ÊaÐ]: ]ÞaÔÐ ]Ðj 
 
LÐkÞÜLÞ aó\Ð bÐa_Ð LeÊ@R ?  LÐkÐLÊ aó\Ð XeÊ@R ? LÞH [ÊcLÊ cÐeÞ `ÐeÞa ? AcúÐ @ce @ÒV Ð 
 
dÐkÐ ÒkÐBNmÐ [ÐkÐ bm `ÐBÜ, dÐkÐ ÒkD@RÞ bm `ÐBÜ,  dÐkÐ Òka [ÐkÐ c^Ô [Êc bm `ÐBÜ Òka Ð [ÊÒc @[Ñ[LÊ 
Ò_B TÊe _ÐkÞÜ LÞcéÐ baÞiÔ[ `ÐBÜ @[Þº  kÊ@ _ÐkÞÜ Ð aràcÐ_ jc¯kÞÜ jaÊWÐeÊ cËmÔaÐ_ Ð 
 
[ÊÒc LÐkÞÜLÞ c_ L½ LeÊ@R Ð [ÊÒc L'Z AZÞ\Þm Òd kSÐB Ò]m, [ÊÒc L'Z jó½Þ LeÞ\Þm Òd ^éÕj ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð [ÊÒc 
HWÐLÊ MÐmÞ kÐ[Òe AjÞR HaÕ MÐmÞ kÐ[Òe HWÐeÊ dÞa Ð ASÞ dÐkÐ [Êce `ËaàeÊ @_Ô LÐkÐe \ÞmÐ HaÕ `Òe @_Ô 
LÐkÐe ÒkÐBdÞa Ð [ÊÒc [ÐkÐLÊ _ÞSe bÐaÞ ÒbÐf ÒkDR Ð HkÞ `õj_ð[Ð kÞÜ [Êc ]ÊÓMe LÐeZ @ÒV  Ð 
 
`eÞarà_ jÕjÐee _Þ̄ c @ÒV Ð dÐkÐLÊ [ÊÒc có[ÊÔ ÒaÐmÞ bÐaÊR [ÐkÐ kÞÜ SÑa_ @ÒV Ð ASÞ dÞH eÐSÐ eÐSQÐeÑ LÐmÞ 
Òj ]Ð¨e bÞLÐeÞ Ð ÒcÐe-Ò[Ðe,  ÒRÐV-aXÏ, A`ZÐ-`e c_eÊ mÞbÐB ]Þ@ HaÕ aÞQÐeeÊ kVÐB ]Þ@ - `ÊZÞ Ò]MÞa 
jcÒª [Êce, HaÕ [ÊÒc jcª*e Ð 
 
_Ð HkÞ heÑe [Êce @ÒV, _Ð [ÊÒc heÑee Ð HkÐ @NðÞ, Sf, aÐ¯Ê, `ó\ÞaÑ J ALÐheÊ NYÏÐ HaÕ  ÒjB\ÞÒe cÞhÞ dÞa Ð 
LÞ«Ê AcùÐ yÞe @ÒV Ð [ÐkÐÒkÒm [ÊÒc LÞH ! [ÊÒc _ÞSLÊ bNaÐ_*Ê jc`àZ Le Ð Òj jÒaÐàrc jÐkÐeÐ @V«Þ Ð dÞH \Òe 
[Ð'* heZÒe AjÞRÞ Òj b¯, QÞ«Ð, ÒhÐLeÊ jaà]Ð cÊ¦ ÒkÐB\ÐH Ð 
 
dÐkÐ LÞRÞ [ÊÒc LeÊ@R [ÐkÐ bNaÐ_*Ê @`àZ LeÞQÐm Ð Òj\ÞeÊ [ÊÒc j]Ð-SÑa_ cÊ¦Þe A_t @_Êba LeÞa Ð 
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jÕaÞ[ç - _a ÒQÏ[_Ðe jó½Þ^ÐeÐ  (www.sambit.com) 
j&¯ cÞhõ  
[Ð`j eÕS_ jÐkÊ 

 
có[ÔÊ dÐkÐLÊ cÐeÞ `ÐeÞ _ÐkÞÜ, SÑa_ dÐkÐLÊ aÒqB `ÐeÞ _ÐkÞÜ, ]ÊÓM dÐkÐLÊ LÒtB `ÐeÞ _ÐkÞÜ, jÊM dÐkÐLÊ kÒjB `ÐeÞ 
_ÐkÞÜ - @\QÏ lÊ]õÐ[ÞlÊ]õ @_ÊbË[ÞÒe kjÞ kÒjB, LÐtÞ LÒtB, dÞH @cËmÔ cÊkËrà cÐ_*Òe SÑa_LÊ aqù, @jÐcÐ_Ô 
jÐcÐ_Ô-b=ÑÒe `Ð\àùa SXÏ[éLÊ `eÞ[ÔÐN LeÞ AÒaÐeÞ Ò_BRÞ @«eÑle @jÑc aÔÐ©ÞLÊ - ÒjkÞ ]Êmàb jrÐ kÞÜ jÕaÞ[ç Ð  
 
jÕaÞ[ç - `õkeÐS jÕaÞ[ç LÊcÐe _t Ð 
 
A]Ô ÒLßÒhÐeeÊ cÊLÊfÞ[ jÐejè[ `õ[ÞbÐ `ËÀà aÞLhÞ[ kÊH aÊmàÐ BÕSÞ_Þ¯eÞÕ LÒmSçe RÐ[õÐayÐÒe Ð HaÕ S_ë _Þ@«Þ @Ò_L 
DLúÌ½ jó½Þ: NÁ, LaÞ[Ð, HLÐ*ÞLÐ - jÐkÞ[Ôe `õÒ[ÔL ]ÞNÒe Ð @Á]Þ_ bÞ[ÒekÞÜ Òj `eÞQÞÏ[ kÊH jcNõ JXÞÏhÐÒe SÒZ 
D]Ñ¯cÐ_ ÒmML bÐaÒe Ð  
 
1986eÊ 1989 - aÊmàÐ BÕSÞ_Þ¯eÞÕ LÒmSçÒe RÐ[õ SÑa_e HB [Þ_Þaià c^ÔÒe "`õkeÐS jÕaÞ[ç LÊcÐe _t' jó½Þ 
LeÞ\ùmÐ JXÏÞA bÐiÐ J jÐkÞ[Ô õ̀[Þ ÒdDÜ Ò õ̀eZÐ HaÕ DjúÐk, [ÐkÐ @aÞjêeZÑ¯ Ð eÐSÔªeÑ¯ @Ò_L `õ[ÞÒdÐNÞ[ÐÒe 
hÑiàyÐ_ [\Ð õ̀[ÞºÞ[ jÐkÞ[Ô `[õÞLÐcÐ_*Òe õ̀LÐhÞ[ J akÊ A]ó[ [Ð'e jó½ÞjcËk AZÞ\ùmÐ ÒdDÜ jÐkÞ[ÞÔL AÒmÐXÏ_ 
Ac LÒmSçe lÊ]õ `eÞjeÒe, [ÐkÐ @aÀà_Ñ¯ Ð  
 
LÞ«Ê `õLó[Þe _Þ¯c bÞ_ð HaÕ aÞQÞ[õ Ð cÐ[õ HÒÒLÐBh aià a¯jÒe jÕaÞ[çe @LÐf aÞÒ¯ÐN JXÞÏA jÐkÞ[ÔÐLÐhÒe HL 
D³éf D]Ñ¯cÐ_ _l[õe @« ÒOÐiZÐ LeÞNmÐ ]ÞÒ_ @QÐ_L ... Ð  
 

1989 cjÞkÐ SÊmÐB 9 [ÐeÞM kÊH[ AZÞ Ò]B\ùmÐ jÕaÞ[ç _te `Ð\àùa @«, @\Q [Ð'e @jÐ^ÐeZ 
`õ[ÞbÐ J Ló[Þ [Ð'LÊ SÑa« eMÞa QÞe]Þ_ `ÐBÜ @ÐccÐ_* kó]¯Òe Ð ÒdDÜ Ò`õeZÐe ^ÐeÐ Òj beÞ 
dÐB\úmÐ kó]¯ LteÒe, ÒjB ^ÐeÐe @« _ Ò]MÞaÐLÊ AÒc ÒLÒa h`\aw ÒkÐB`XÞÏ\ùmÊ @sÐ[Òe 
Ð ÒjB ckÐ_ `íÐa_e @cÐ` h¦ÞÒe ÒaÐ^kÊH @aÒhiÒe SÑa_ÔÐj `ÐBmÐ HL lÊ]õ jÐkÞ[Ô `[ÞõLÐ- 
"jÕaÞ[ç, _a ÒQ[_Ðe jó½Þ^ÐeÐ' Ð `Þõ¯ auÊ jÕaÞ[ç `õ[Þ DjúNàÑLó[ HkÞ `[ÞõLÐ @Òhi aÐ^ÐaÞOð jÒré 
`õLÐhÞ[ ÒkÐB\úmÐ SÐcçÒh]ç`ÊeeÊ 1995 cjÞkÐÒe Ð @Ò_L ]Þ_e ÒdÐS_Ð j$f ÒkÐB `ÐeÞ\ùmÐ 
LÕ`ÊÔVeçÒe JXÞÏA @le D`maç^ ÒkaÐ ÒdÐNÜÊ, @\Q JXÞÏhÐ aÐkÐeÊ `õLÐhÞ[ ÒkD\ùaÐeÊ HkÐe 
`õjÐeZ \úmÐ @[Ô« jÑcÞ[ Ð  

 
"jÕaÞ[ç' jóS_hÑf Ò`õeZÐe hÐhè[ Djù, @je«Þ `õsÐe QÞÏe«_ aÞ[eZ ...  
 
ÒjB @_« Ò`õeZÐ `õÐ¯ [Þ_Þaià `Òe 1998 cjÞkÐ H`Þõmç cÐjÒe `Ê_Sà_ê Ò_mÐ World Wide Web Òe `õLÐhÞ[ 
`õ\c HaÕ HLcÐ[õ JXÏÞA jÐkÞ[Ô `[õÞLÐ eË`Òe Ð Internete aÞªó[ `õjÐe ÒdÐNÐB `ÐeÞmÐ aÞhèaÔÐ`Ñ JXÏÞA*Ê _ÞS 
cÐ[óbÐiÐ `YÞÏaÐe HL @bÞ_a D`Ð¯ Ð www.sambit.com S_ê Ò_mÐ @Á ]Þ_ bÞ[Òe HL jé[§ website bÐaÒe Ð 
JXÏÞA bÐiÐ, jÐkÞ[Ô J jÕ²ó[ÞLÊ `ó\ùaÑe `õÒ[ÔL ÒLÐZÒe `kqÐBaÐ, _a`õ[ÞbÐaÐ_ç ÒmML ÒmMÞLÐ cÐ_*Ê DjùÐkÞ[ 
LeÞaÐ HaÕ _Þcàf NW_ÐcùL jÐkÞ[Ôe `õjÐe LeÞaÐ HkÐe cËf DÒ~hÔ Ð JXÞÏhÐ [\Ð bÐe[ aÐkÐeÊ jÕLfÞ[ HkÞ `õÒQ½Ð 
jÕ Ë̀Àà bÐaÒe @aÔajÐ Þ̄L Ð  
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HkÞ jè[Ó `õÒQÏ½Ð T*ÐeÞ[ LeÊ `õÒ[ÔL jèÐbÞcÐ_Ñ JXÞÏA `õÐZÒe _aÒQÏ[_Ðe jó½Þ^ÐeÐ Ð `õmcÞè[ LeÊ _Þcàf NW_ÐcùL 
jÐkÞ[Ôe `õÐamÔLÊ, jców LeÊ JXÞÏA bÐiÐLÊ HaÕ @NõNÐcÑ LeÞ Ò[ÐfÊ JXÞÏA jÕ²ó[Þe baÞiÔ[LÊ Ð HB lÊ]õ jÕLf_LÊ 
HL ]óYÏ jÕLÁÒe `eÞZ[ LeÞaÐ `ÐBÜ ÒmÐXÏÐ kó]¯beÐ hÊÒboÐ J jkÒdÐN Ð  
 
Frequently Asked Questions about SAMBIT 

1. What is SAMBIT?  

SAMBIT - Naba Chetanara Srustidhara (jÕaÞ[ç - _a ÒQÏ[_Ðe jó½Þ^ÐeÐ) is the first Oriya literary 
magazine on the World Wide Web. You can read, review and submit articles online. 

2. Who is SAMBIT or why the name SAMBIT?  

The web magazine SAMBIT is in the memory of Late Sri Praharaj Sambit Kumar Nanda, a 
literary genius, whose untimely demise (at the age of just 21), left a huge void in Oriya literature. 

3. What does SAMBIT want to accomplish?  

• Promote clean, constructive and responsible Oriya literature  
• To be a launchpad for the upcoming Oriya writers  
• To be a world wide window to Oriya language, literature and culture.  

4. Is this a commercial Venture?  

No, this is a completely non-commercial effort. The expenses are shared by the promoters and its 
sponsor. 

5. Who are behind SAMBIT?   

Tapas Ranjan Sahoo  
Amit Mukherjee 
Sanjay Mishra  
Deepak Mohapatra  
  
We are a group of UCE, Burla graduates united on the basis of being Unicollengians and friends 
of Late Shri Praharaj Sambit Kumar Nanda. 
 
We are thankful to Sri PrabhuDatta Mahapatra of All India On-Line for volunteering to host our 
Website www.sambit.com. 

6. How to read SAMBIT ?  

To read SAMBIT online you need the following: 

• Windows PC  
• Internet access  
• CDAC Leap Oriya font (OR-TTSarala) installed on your PC  

OS
A 
Ar
ch
iv
es
 2
00
8-
09
pp



              2004 JjÐ jêeZÑLÐ 

 221

7. Other than reading Oriya stories and poems, what else can I do at www.sambit.com?  

At www.sambit.com, you can: 

• Listen Oriya Songs at Surabhi (jÊebÞ) 
• Send emails in Oriya at 'Sambit DakaGhara'  (jÕaÞ[ç XÐL Oe) 
• Read Oriya Literature Classics at Ac I[ÞkÔ 
• Read stories for kids and solve crossword puzzles at hÞhÊ aÞbÐN 
• See a list Oriya festivals at `aà `aàÐZÑ 
• You can Submit short stories and poems for publication. 
• You can send us your comments and feedback, and also sign the guest book  

 
8. How to send articles for publication in SAMBIT?  

 
If you can type Oriya articles using OR-TTSarala font in MSWord or Odiphon, then you can submit 
online by copying and pasting. Or you can e-mail the doc/odi file to us. For terms and conditions 
on article submission, follow link Terms and Conditions on the sambit.com homepage. 
 

9. How to contact SAMBIT?  
Email: editor@sambit.com 
           tapas_s@hotmail.com  
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________________________________________ 
Reach Orissa 

 
The welfare of the rural people in Deogarh district is at stake. These areas are usally 
neglected by the government of Orissa. Deogarh stands next to Kalahandi where the 
rural people are deprived of drinking water, health care, education and awareness. 
Deogarh Vikas Manch (DVM), headed by Smt. Nivedita Nayak,  Bharat Integrated 
Social Welfare Agency (BISWA), headed by notable socialist Mr Khirod Chandra 
Mallik, and Foundation for Excellence (FFE), headed by Mr. Suresh A Seshan have 
been striving to reach the poor people, those who live in utter poverty and in sub-
human condition. Even after 57 years of independence, provision of basic necessity 
has not reached them.  

 
We request your kind support, pledge and encouragement towards the development 
of orissa. For further information please contact the followings: 

 
Smt. Nivediata Nayak 
Deogarh Vikash Manch, 
C/o G.M., IDCO,   Sambalpur 
Industrial Estate, Baraipali 
Sambalpur, Orissa, India-
768150 
Phone: 91-663-2404437 

 Mr Khirod Chandra Mallik 
 Bharat Integrated Social Welfare 
Agency (BISWA) 

 Debasis Bhawan, Near Ramji 
Temple 

 Sambalpur, Orissa, India-768001 
 Phone: 91-663-2400849 

 

Suresh A Seshan 
 1890 Warburton Ave.,  
 Suite 201,  
 Santa Clara, CA 95050 
 Phone: (408) 985 2001 

 
Thank you for your kind support. 
 
Surya & Kabita Sahoo 
18 Valcourt Place, The Woodlands, TX 77382, 
Phone: 281-362-7560, Email: kabitasahoo@aol.com 
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IIT’s Primary Strengths
• Transportation & Route Planning

• Fleet Routing and Scheduling 
(Package Delivery, Solid Waste 
Collection & Disposal)

• Route Planning and Analysis 
(New Business Development, 
What-If Analysis)

• Vehicle Tracking & Visualization
• Dispatching Services Optimization

(On-Call Pick-up. On-Call 
Service Maintenance)

• Supply Chain Network Optimization
• Facility Location
• Customer Assignment
• Network Analysis

• GIS with ESRI Products 
• Application Development
• Consulting
• Training

Transportation and Route
Planning Solutions
Efficient operations require accurate, 
timely decision-making. Knowing where 
a vehicle, pick-up or delivery location is 
at any given time leverages assets for 
optimum deployment and cost savings.
IIT’s eRoute Logistics™ can provide this
information. Customer satisfaction, 
competitive position, timely response,
effective deployment and profitability 
are all beneficiaries.

eRoute Logistics is a suite of Java-based
plug-in tools that encompasses the 
components for effective fleet management
via the Internet. Since this product was
developed with the Internet in mind, 
management of the application is very 
simple. This has enabled IIT, using eRoute
Logistics, to begin offering both hosting
and outsourced route planning services for
clients interested in cost-effective fleet
management. 

IIT is the provider of enterprise-wide 
web-based routing solutions to Waste
Management, Inc. and is based in The
Woodlands, Texas.

Institute of Information Technology, Inc. (IIT) 
provides comprehensive enterprise vehicle routing 
and tracking solutions.

IIT ROUTING SOLUTIONSIIT ROUTING SOLUTIONS

www.e-iit.com          Phone: 281.296.2224          Fax: 281.296.2291
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