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Our Children Our Future
Once upon a time

I was a tiny toy on my moms’ hands
The apple of her  eyes
With her love and tears

I am what I am

With time
I moved away from home
Away from the festivals

Away from the palm and mango groves

Here in the midst of fast cars
Fast food and msn

High tech research and managed accounts
My childhood still resonates within me

I am still my mom’s tiny toy
Like all of us

With an intense desire
 To pass our culture and language

(Along with our genes)
To our kids

The pupils of our eyes

Through our children
The essence of our culture

And our convictions
Clash and coalesce with the cultures of the world

Our children get transformed
And they transform our vision

About
Us

Our culture
Our children

And
Our future.

Babru Samal

(photographs, courtsey of Babru Samal)
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Message from the President, OSA

Dear Friends and Readers:

 
On behalf of the Orissa Society of the Americas, it is my privilege and pleasure to welcome each one of 

you to its 37th Annual Convention in Columbia, Maryland. Given the enormous pool of experience and 

talent in the North Atlantic belt, it is no coincidence that this region has played host to 16 previous OSA 

conventions, seven of which have been in the Maryland and DC area. So, you can rest assured that this 

year’s convention is in good hands.

 

As many of you probably know, this year, we had a difficult time in finding a chapter to host the convention. 

The convention venue was declared not until mid-January of this year. We especially owe a debt of 

gratitude to Mr. Joy Gopal Mohanty, Mr Nrusingha Mishra, Mrs. Bigyani Das, Mr. Naresh Das and the rest 

of the convention team, for not only coming to our rescue at the eleventh hour, but also for being able to 

successfully meet all the deliverables with less than six months to spare! 

 

We like to thank those other North American Oriya communities who sincerely considered our request 

to host the OSA Convention 2006 but had to decline because of various practical considerations. During 

the search process, we did learn a few valuable lessons. We need to figure out and implement a formal 

method to share the convention hosting responsibilities across chapters, or groups of chapters. We also 

need to clearly define (or redefine) the shared roles between the hosting chapter(s) and OSA National 

office bearers. Most importantly, whatever we do must be mandated by OSA members. The General 

Body Meeting at this year’s OSA Convention should be a good point to start this process. If you are not 

attending the convention, you can also participate in this process by forwarding your suggestions to 

http://www.orissasociety.org/NEW/contactus.htm, or to your respective chapter representatives. It will 

be easier for us to take firm steps in that direction, after hearing from you.

 

A community organization such as ours draws sustenance from its membership network. Presently, only 

about 650 households are registered life-members, patrons or benefactors of OSA. The membership 

roster of OSA has not kept pace with the demographic changes in the North American Oriya community, 

especially during the last ten or fifteen years. It is our earnest appeal to all persons, connected to 
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and interested in Orissa, to become life members of OSA.  In addition to forging a bond with the 

largest network of Non-resident Oriyas and enabling it to become an effective organ for identifying 

and furthering our collective interest, OSA life-membership also provides the following tangible 

benefits: 

 A one-time tax deduction for the amount of the fee

 A copy of our quarterly newsletter, Utkarsa

 An annual OSA souvenir

 Annually updated OSA directory 

 Reduced registration fees for OSA conventions

 Participation in OSA elections

 

We invite you to become life members by completing the membership form available at the 

registration desk. You may also download this form via our website, www.orissasociety.org and send 

it to the treasurer’s address along with check payable to OSA. 

 

On December 25th, 2005, the NRO Cell of Government of Orissa joined with the Non-Resident Oriya 

Facilitation Centre (NROFC) to celebrate the Second Prabasi Utkaliya Divas followed by a one-day 

symposium on Orissa Development. Orissa’s Chief Minister, Mr. Naveen Pattanaik inaugurated and 

addressed the symposium. Mr. Dhirendra Kar, OSA Vice-President also attended and spoke at the 

symposium. On behalf of OSA, we are thankful to the NROFC and its organizers Mr. Sahadeva Sahoo 

and Dr. Dhananda Mishra for doing initial spade work. However, it is only with your continued use 

and support that this institution will become a major conduit for collaboration, on multiple fronts, 

between NROs and key resources based in Orissa. 

 

Many of you may be familiar with, and perhaps even have been involved in opposing the reversal 

of Indian Central Government’s proposal to locate one of the three proposed sites for the Indian 

Institute of Sciences in Bhubaneswar. Thanks to the unrelenting work by Mr. Chitta Baral, and several 

others following him, the issue has generated wide media attention and engaged many pro-Orissa 

intellectuals, administrators, legislators, powerbrokers, and activists from all walks of life. We are 

still long ways before all this can impact the legislative process and executive order in favor of Orissa. 

Please take the time to familiarize and update yourself with the issue through the blogsite: http://

iiser.blogspot.com. You will find numerous ways in which you could contribute to this movement. 
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 Please contact either Chitta Baral (chitta@gmail.com) or Dhirendra Kar (dhirendrakar@hotmail.com) to 

follow up. 

I would like to conclude by thanking my associates and OSA office bearers, Mrs. Bigyani Das (Secretary), 

Mr. Dhirendra Kar (Vice-president), and Mr. Prakash Patro (Treasurer), and all OSA volunteers including 

the convention team members, chapter presidents, sub-committee coordinators, and all well wishers 

for their continued support.  I sincerely encourage everyone to get involved in OSA activities in whatever 

way you can.

Sincerely,

Niranjan Tripathy
President, OSA
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Secretary’s  Report

Dear Friends

Thank you all for believing in me to take charge as the Secretary of Orissa Society of the Americas (OSA). 

In the beginning I had planned to accomplish 3 major goals for OSA. All of these goals needed member 

input and member involvement.

The goals are:

•   Establishing a guideline for the printing and the distribution of OSA Annual SOuvenir

•   Creating handbooks for the workings of OSA officers and OSA

•   Improve OSA’s public relations

During the first year of our term, we faced the obstacle as there were no takers for the annual conven-

tion. OSA National consulted with its Board of Governoers and took a decision to host the convention 

using a novel approach. Accordingly Maryland and Virginia group of Oriyas volunteered to take up the 

task.

The second obstacle was the 2005 souvenir printing and distribution. California convention organizing 

committee members did not have enough souvenir prints and the CDs that they created at a later date 

did not reach many members. OSA National became involved and did its best to help in the process. 

However, the problem was not solved to our expectations as it was not directly under our control.

With the above challenges, I was not able to achieve 100% of my above goals as the secretary of OSA. 

Here are the status updates of the above goals.

Establishing a guideline for the printing and the distribution of OSA Annual 
Souvenir:
We had faced this problem when California groups were not able to publish and distribute the annual 

souvenir to the general membership. Everything involves money. Not only the California group but also 

the Maryland group, 2006 annual convention organizers faced this problem of getting enough funding 

for the souvenir printing and distribution. We have made several surveys and asked opinions of mem-

bers on this issue. I summarize them as follows:
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 - CD or book?

 - From where should the money come from?

 - Who should distribute?

 -How to select articles?

 - What is the best method to distribute?

 We plan to discuss the above in 2006 GBM.

Creating handbooks for the workings of OSA officers and OSA
I had planned to create handbooks for the workings of OSA officers and OSA. However, I did not receive 

any member input. Some veteran OSA members suggested that the present constitution and by-laws 

information may be enough. As many members do not read even the constitution and the by-laws, there 

is probably no need for making extra efforts which people may not read.

Although my attention shifted to manage the convention emergency, I do plan to pursue this effort after 

the convention is over.

Improve OSA’s public relations:
I worked with the team to plan for ways to improve OSA public relations. OSA organized the 2nd Prabasi 

Utkal Dibas together with Non-Residence-Oriya-Facilitation Center. We invited the international Oriya 

community to attend the event.

OSA members were regularly informed and updated on OSA’s activities. We designed welcome letter for 

OSA’s new permanent members.

Because of the convention emergency some of our planned activities were affected. We hope to pick up 

on those activities after the convention and during our 2nd year (July 2006 - June 2007).

Welcome friends to the New Year in OSA calendar! May this New Year become a productive year in OSA’s 

history!

Bigyani Das
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Message from the Chief Minister, Orissa
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Message from the convener 

Dear Attendees:

On behalf of the organizing committee, I welcome you all to Columbia, MD to attend the 37th OSA Annual 

Convention.  Usually, every year for the past many years, a specific chapter of OSA hosts the Annual 

Convention.  However this year it happened to be different.  It was January 3, 2006.  I got a surprise 

email from OSA Secretary Dr. Bigyani Das, with “An Urgent Request“on the subject line.  So I carefully 

read it.  I am copying a few lines here from her email.  

“Dear Bhaina:  Happy New Year 2006. I have the following request for you and I am sure you 

will help us.  As you know we now have OSA 2006 convention emergency.  We are still trying 

different methods. I hope something would work out.  The time is running out. At this stage going 

through chapters and chapter formalities would not be possible. In the worst case scenario, if 

we don’t get any volunteer within this week OSA National is planning to take the organization 

charge. If that happens, I request you to be the Convener selected by OSA National. We have 

many people here who can help you.  We will have co-conveners and I will help you in making up 

the duty/responsibility chart so that we would avoid conflicts. . . . . . . Bhaina, please say “yes” 

to the above proposal. As I have explained, I will make sure that your burden is reduced and 

workload is distributed to OSA members throughout USA. You are the right person and this is an 

opportunity. . . . . . . . . Thanks and Regards, Bigyani” 

I could feel the emergency while thinking her positive attitude towards me between her lines.  I also 

agreed with Bigyani that this is an opportunity to do something for the OSA community.  I knew Bigyani 

as a very dedicated, responsible, and trustworthy person, who can sing, write, and act in drama having 

a love for cultural program.  With these talents, together with her assurance that she and OSA members 

throughout USA will be helping me, I thought I have nothing to lose if I accept the offer.  Therefore, I 

wrote her back willing to accept the responsibility should no chapter comes forward.  As some of you 

know, surprisingly no chapter came forward and executive members of OSA gave me the charge to be 

the Convener.  That is how we started to plan this Convention.  I take this opportunity to thank all the 

executive members of OSA for voting me to be the Convener.
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Irrespective of the technical procedure, the Convention organizing committee and Oriya volunteers 

around here have put their tireless efforts to bring you three days of social and cultural activities.  

There were adversities along the way, but everyone has worked together to overcome them.  Support 

for our efforts has come in different forms, I want to take this opportunity to thank all our supporters, 

and volunteers for helping us to make this a successful Convention.

In selecting the Convention theme “Our Children, Our Future !!” with exclamation marks, we are 

conscious of our second generation, and wonder if they will remain members of OSA and continue 

to take part in Oriya culture in North America after we the first generation are gone.  We have made 

some effort to attract them and increase their participation in this Convention, yet there remains 

much to be accomplished in future in this matter.

We hope, you will have an enjoyable experience at this Convention at Columbia, MD.  As the Convener 

of 37th OSA Convention, I have enjoyed working with many of you and more importantly getting to 

know many of you whom I did not know before.  I am thankful to you all who have attended this 

Convention.  If you are an OSA member and could not attend this Convention for some reason, we 

missed you and you missed us.   

Cordially,

Joy Gopal Mohanty 

Convener
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Message from the Co-convener

It is gratifying to note that we are having the 37th Annual Convention of the Orissa Society of the Americas 

(OSA) organized by the national organization with active cooperation from its neighboring chapters of 

DC, MD, VA, PA, NY-NJ, and New England.  The theme of this convention has a particular significance.  

We (first-generation Oriyas) are really wondering if our children (second-generation Oriyas) will be part 

of OSA after we are gone!  

 The convention organizing committee looked hard from the second generation Oriyas (above 

college level) in North America but could not find a suitable person for a youth convener, who can lead 

the youth activities and create a second-generation Oriya network.  We wanted them to contribute in 

every aspect of the convention activities.  We do not want merely to impose upon them any topic or 

activity.  It is up to their free will what they feel could write or suggest.  They need to come and connect 

among themselves, to not only participate in youth programs, but also take time to observe different 

programs in the convention.  We want them to share with us their honest evaluation, comments and 

suggestions for improvements.  They need to start thinking about putting convention events in such a 

manner to broaden commitment and membership of OSA organization.  Their involvement, comments 

and feedback are one of the important processes for this convention.  We would like to see the second-

generation youths to step up to be part of this annual retreat tradition of OSA every year with enough 

planning and support from all of us.  

 The leadership of OSA has been truly visionary to connect with the youth community to keep 

them involved.  The convention committee does recognize and wishes to keep that momentum with 

attempts to design programs differently.  We are hopeful that we will have cooperation from our children.  

We are very proud of our children being brought up in two distinct cultures, where there are hardly any 

similarities.  We must have to recognize and appreciate how hard it has been on our children.  Let us 

pause a moment to take a look at their accomplishments, their love and respect of their parents, of 

oriya culture, heritage and tradition.  Nothing will be impossible as long as they nurture that love and 

care.  They have not abandoned us because of that love and care; will not do so in our lifetime.  They will 

continue to prosper in their personal and professional lives without forgetting their roots.  So, let us hope, 

our children will come forward to take the lead, remain part of this organization OSA and keep it while 

making it stronger each successive year by bringing more and more second generation Oriyas connected 

under its vast umbrella.
Nrusingha Mishra, 
Co-convener
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Editors’ Note

This souvenir is an origami -- an expression of emotion(s) of our past glories, present frustrations 

and promises for the future. The writings span from  the eternal questions like old age, Nature of 

Consciousness, the dilemma of living in two worlds simultaneously to the essence of being an Oriya 

especially an Oriya woman (“Contradictions’).

From the writings of the distinguished authors such as Kabi Mishra, and the artist Sushree Mishra 

(Kar) we get a glimpse of Jagannath cult and the work of celebrated poet Jayadev. Snehalata Mohanty 

and  Pradyot Patnaik and others  lead us to the glorious past of Orissa and to a virtual tour of beautiful 

temples, golden beaches and ever green mountains. 

The world we came from is an integral part of us and we remain Oriya at heart. Stories by Prasanna Pati, 

Nandita Behera, Sanjiv Mohanty and Julie Acharya Ray as well as the reflections of Sarandindu Misra 

and Gagan Panigrahi speaks for  the essence within all of us. The spiritual dimensions of existence can 

give us solace but the loss of a loved one is still heart wrecking. Who can put the sadness better than 

Jhinu Chhotray and Shashadhar Mohapatra?

To us the best writings are those of the newer generation. They represent the ever lasting dilemma 

of an immigrant child, the ecstasy and pain of submitting to two seemingly contradictory systems 

simultaneously. The following stanza from Ankita Mohanty’s poem says it all.

“And slowly I come to realize

I have two homes

Two paths that join in harmony

Where both charges,

Negative and positive

Dwell

A rain cloud 

These charges

Clash and lightning flashes “
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Then there is the urge to speed up the progress in the mother land. A number of people are dedicated to 

do just that, to uplift the masses in Orissa by means of different organizations, such as Kalinga hospital, 

SEEDS, Orissa Foundation, IAFF etc. and with individual enterprise, such as Behera Family Charitable 

Fund and Mishra Charity Inc. Let us salute all these Oriyas for their dedication and courage.

The OSA convention gives us a platform for affirmation of our faith in our culture and to assess our 

value system in the twenty first century. We thank you for giving us the opportunity to catalyze this 

wonderful synthesis. Special thanks are due to Julie Acharya Ray and Goutam Satpathy for proof reading 

the manuscript.

Babru Samal

Jayashree Samal 

Binod Nayak 

Abhijit Ray                  
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THE “FROLICKING PIGEON” AND THE “INVERTED TREE”
Ruminations on the Nature of Consciousness and the Mind in the Light of a Metaphysical and 

Mystical Poetry of Radhu Dasa

Binod B. Nayak*

On Exploring the External and the Inner Worlds

Mysticism at the one extreme and logic (and more broadly the powers of reasoning) at the other, 

have been the tools of the finite man to comprehend the Infinite(1). While the infinite has remained 

infinitely mysterious, the arts and sciences that we have created in search of the infinite have given 

meaning to our finite existence on earth. The myths, religions, philosophy and of course the sciences 

that are the byproducts of this quest have become the instruments in our hands to search for the 

“ultimate reality” underlying our existence.

But is there such a thing as ultimate reality? Can we prove its existence? And assuming it does 

exist, can we prove that it is invariant? Above all, assuming that it exists and is invariant, is it knowable? 

Perhaps the most perplexing question of all that we face is the following, i.e., why is that, we want to 

know? No doubt such questions are more easily posed than answered. Such questions have tasked the 

minds of the best and the brightest over the millennia and some of the answers that have come our way 

in the process have enriched our existence on earth. The history of our civilization owes a great deal to 

our incessant quest to answer such questions.

Such existential questions have had been the exclusive domain of philosophy. But the 

emergence of mathematics and the natural sciences, with powerful “soft” and “hard” tools at their 

disposal has been amazingly successful in exploring the world of the infinitesimally small and infinitely 

large. Empowered by logic and mathematics, reductionism has largely triumphed. It has, however, 

encountered some roadblocks. At a fundamental level, the complexities, uncertainties, “incompleteness,” 

and “undecidability,” spun by the world of the logical and the rational has put a bound on what is 

knowable. And, when it comes to the inner world of the mind, success of reductionism has been less 

than spectacular.

It maybe that the lack of success in using reductionism to comprehend the realms of the mind 

can be attributed to the dominance of Cartesian viewpoint in Western Philosophy, i.e., the mind is mind 

and the matter is matter and never the twain shall meet (my paraphrasing in the style of Rudyard 

Kipling). The mind-body duality, i.e., the duality of the world of the mental and the world of the material, 

has reigned over Western Philosophy since the days of Rene Descartes, the seventeenth century French 

mathematician-philosopher who declared mind as the “thinking thing” (res cogitans) and the body as 
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the “extended thing” (res extensa). His observation, “Cogito ergo sum” meaning “I think therefore I am,” 

which first appeared in his treatise “Discourse on the Method,” (1637) did put mind at the center of our 

being and de-emphasized the role of the body, its anchor and harbor.

But that may not be the only reason why reductionism has not been able to fathom the realms 

of the mind. The real bottleneck in understanding the mind revolves around answering the following 

seminal question. How does the mind emerge from an assemblage of objects such as the neurons, 

synapses, ganglions that are individually mindless ?(2) Is mind finite, potentially infinite or infinite? 

Can the “complexity” of brain organization and the attendant neurobiological processes explain the 

emergence of the consciousness from matter? In more concrete terms how do the “neurobiological 

processes” in the brain give rise to our “subjective states of awareness” – such as the “self,” and the 

“soul?”

When one talks about the “self,” and the “soul,” one has to remember that, over the millennia, 

one of the major preoccupations of Vedantic philosophy of India has been to understand the nature 

of the self. In fact, the Odia lyrical poetry of Radhu Dasa, which I will introduce and comment on later, 

dwells on such philosophy. Such lyrics in Odia language are called bhajans. The lyrics of a bhajans are 

usually based on a combination of metaphysical, mystical, spiritual and devotional (bhakti) themes.  

The purpose of all bhajans is to elevate -- to transport the listener to a world of spirituality -- a world of 

detachment where grief and sorrow cannot reach. When such lyrical poetry evokes the mystical, the 

singer and the listener sometimes can experience an expansive mood such as “timelessness” or an 

“infinite embrace” where the division between the self as the center and the rest of the universe is 

suspended. There are similar musical forms and traditions in India such as the kirtans, that can also 

evoke the mystical in the mind of the singers and the listeners. The bhajans and kirtans form a part of 

devotional (bhakti) music that has been traditionally associated with the Vaishnavites, a religious sect 

in India, who worship Lord Vishnu. The Sufi poetry and music is also born out of mystical experiences. 

Khayaal singing, the predominant style of Hindustani Classical music, has the power to evoke the 

mystical in the mind of the singer (the vocalist) and the listener.

My intention in dwelling on the lyrical poetry of Radhu Dasa is as follows: (a) to share with you, the 

reader, a beautiful piece of lyrical poetry written for the common man in Orissa whose meaning has the 

power to put us face to face with one of the most important existential questions of our life, (b) to show to 

the reader, the complexity and the richness of the mystical and the spiritual emotions and experiences 

such lyrical poetry and singing can evoke which has to be accounted for by the world of science as it 

explores the brain-mind connection and the nature of the self and the soul (3) (consciousness) and (c) 
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to reflect on the theme of Radhu Dasa’s poetry that repeats itself time and time again in the writings 

of philosophers and poets in various times and in various forms and to question if such themes or 

conjectures have any rational validity or if these are just figments of our imagination.

On the Nature of the Mystical: A Short Introduction

Mystical experiences are normally holistic in nature and not easily amenable to reasoning. That 

may be one of the reasons why mysticism has been treated with some degree of disparagement. But 

that has been changing. Bertrand Russell, mathematician-philosopher-pacifist, and a Nobel Prize winner 

in literature, was perhaps the first major thinker of the twentieth century to focus and popularize the 

subject of mysticism. He even claimed to have gone through a mystical illumination(4) . In his classic 

essay “Mysticism and Logic (5), ” that first appeared in Hibbert Journal in July 1914, he explored the 

nature of mysticism and logic in his inimitable style. According to Russell, mysticism is characterized 

by (a) revelations that are beyond the reach of reasoning, (b) an infinite embrace, where the subject 

appears to have a feeling of expansiveness due to the suspension of the self as the center, (c) a sense of 

timelessness - - where the subject cannot feel the passage of time and (4) an awareness that transcends 

division brought about by the analytical power of the mind. To illustrate the power of mysticism, the 

following often-quoted stanza from “Auguries of Innocence”, written by William Blake, illustrates rather 

forcefully the mystical experience the poet must have gone through in writing the poem.

“To see the World in a Grain of Sand,

The Heaven in a wild flower,

To hold Infinity in the palm of your hand,

And eternity in an hour.”

The mind’s uncanny ability to experience the mystical and the spiritual has not gone unnoticed 

by neuroscience probing the nature of the brain-mind connection. “Brain Science and the Biology of 

Belief(6) ”is slowly but surely emerging as a fertile area of research, which is trying to understand the 

nature of brain-mind connection in the context of the unique characteristics of the mystical and spiritual 

experiences.
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The Metaphysical and Mystical Poetry of Radhu Dasa

Many of us who grew up in Orissa in the fifties and sixties, were exposed to the world of the 

mystical and the spiritual through mythological stories, prayers, participation in religious festivities and 

occasional trips to temples. The presence of the divine in Odia art, music, literature and mythology was 

rather ubiquitous and influenced one’s being slowly but surely. My grandfather who was not particularly 

religious or ritualistic read the Bhaagabata of Ati Badi (supremely great) Jagannath Das every day and 

encouraged me to do so. Bhaagabata, a mythological, religious, spiritual and philosophical text in Odia, 

was composed in the sixteenth century. Bhaagabata’s popularity in Orissa in the past was widespread 

because of the simplicity, precision, economy and ease with which Jagannath Das expressed his ideas. 

At the height of its popularity, many Bhaagabata Tungis (Bhaagabata houses) were established in the 

villages of Orissa where farmers after a day’s hard work gathered each evening to bathe in spirituality by 

listening to recitations from the Bhaagabata. It became the most important religious text in Orissa and 

profoundly influenced the Odia psyche. 

As we are going to dwell on the nature of the self and the soul in the poetry of Radhu Dasa, it 

would be appropriate to explore -- what did poet-philosopher Ati Badi Jagannath Das had to say about 

such concepts? The following stanza beautifully captures one of his commentaries on the nature of the 

self and the soul that carry his inimitable stamp.

hÒ[L SfOV Ò\ÐB QÐkÞÝÒm  ALÐh ]ÞhB

`ÊZÞkÞÝ LÒm HL ÒNÐVÞ, [kçÝÞ ALÐh \ÐH ÒOÐVÞ 

  ALÐh _ kÊ@C bÞ_ï, _Ðh kÊ@«Þ OVcÐ_ Ð

Behold, the hundred earthen pots filled with water reflect the Sky.

And when they are merged into one, the Sky is also reflected in the one.

While the Sky remains all pervasive and invariant, the earthen pots perish.

No doubt, the theme of the above stanza is grounded in Vedantic philosophy. The analogy of 

the jalaghata in the above stanza signifies the perishable human body, where as the “Sky” signifies 

the paramaatmaa, the supra-consciousness – the imperishable and the infinite. The reflection of the 

Sky (supra-consciousness) in the water (symbolizing the mind) contained in each jalaghata represents 

jivaatmaa (consciousness, self, soul), a part and parcel of the paramaatmaa. When the earthen pots 
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perish, i.e., when our bodies perish, the jivaatmaa unites with the paramaatmaa. What this signifies is the 

following: the paramaatmaa is indivisible and each jivaatmaa is a manifestation of the paramaatmaa. 

The question is, why does Ati Badi Jagannath Das belabor the point, i.e., each jivaatmaa is a part and 

parcel of paramaatmaa – the cosmic brahman? This is because, the Hindu philosophy believes that 

we mortals are immersed in maayaa (illusion) and we experience our jivaatmaa as an integrated whole 

which is separate and different from others and from paramaatmaa – the cosmic reality. The message 

of the stanza for the reader is that, we need to pierce the veil of maayaa (illusion) in order to be in touch 

with paramaatmaa.

Let me now turn to the main theme of this essay, i.e., the lyrical poetry of Radhu Dasa. Not 

much is known about Radhu Dasa. He might well be a minor poet like Saaria Bhika who became famous 

for a single lyrical poetry(7),  Thakaa mana chaala jibaa chakaa nayana dekhibaa, that any devotee of 

Lord Jagannath would readily recognize. As far as I know, the translation of the poem that I am about 

to introduce is perhaps the only poem that Radhu Dasa ever wrote. The lyrical poem in Oriya is given 

below:

JmV aóÒl ÒMfÊRÞ ÒmÐVZÞ `ÐeÐ,

@WÐ LÐWÞ `&ÊeÞÒe _`ÒX ^eÐ Ð

Òj `ÐeÐe ÒXZÐ _ÐkÞÝ, ml ÒdÐS_ DXB

Sf $f _ bÊ&B  @ÒV @ceÐ Ð

`ÐeÐ @RÞ ÒdDÝ WÐÒe, ÒLkÞ[ Ò]MÞ _ `ÐÒe

hÑ[f RÐ¯Ð ÒLÐõVÒe _ `ÒX MeÐ Ð

`ÐeÐ d]Þ dÞa DXÞ, aÊõl `XÞa D`ÊXÞ

]Ðj eÐ^Ê ÒaÐÒm bS ]ÊÓM `ÐÒhÐeÐ Ð

The ideas contained in the poem are not novel -- they are again grounded in Vedantic philosophy 

and similar to the theme of the quoted stanza from Ati Badi Jagannath Das. However, the simplicity, 

clarity, economy and the directness with which it has been conveyed in the words of Radhu Dasa 

captivates ones imagination rather readily. I believe the elegance and the beauty of the lyrics can truly 

be appreciated in Odia only, particularly when sung as a bhajan. A translation of the lyrics follows (8) .

The frolicking pigeon (9)  is swirling on the inverted tree(10). 

The trappings of the bodily cage can’t hold it back.

The pigeon is wingless, but can fly millions of miles.
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It doesn’t eat or drink. It is immortal.

No one can see where the pigeon resides.

Perhaps, it hides in the gentle shadow in the hollow of the tree,

Where even the sun rays can’t reach.

When the pigeon will fly away the tree will be uprooted.

Says Dasa Radhu, chant (meditate). You will forget all your sorrows.

The lyrics talk of an “inverted tree,” i.e., the human body that includes the head -- consisting 

of the brain as the hub of the entire nervous system and the seat of consciousness -- as the root, and 

the main body as the trunk. What is more, the hands, the legs, the ears, the eyes and all other sense 

organs that protrude downwards are considered the branches of the inverted tree. The frolicking pigeon, 

which represents the human soul, or more appropriately the human consciousness hides somewhere in 

the brain, which Radhu Dasa describes as the hollow of the tree where even the sunrays cannot reach. 

Moreover, poet Radhu Dasa reminds us that when the right time arrives, the pigeon will fly away and the 

tree (the human body) will be uprooted. The frolicking pigeon (the soul, the self) cannot be entrapped in 

the bodily cage. In the signature line of the lyrics, poet Radhu Dasa admonishes us to meditate (chant) 

in order to forget all our sorrows. 

The poem written in lucid Odia, summarizes effortlessly the fifteenth chapter of Bhagavad Gita. I 

consider the poem to be a rare gem, not because it propounds any new theory of philosophy, but because 

it communicates so forcefully the ancient and esoteric Vedantic philosophy without any pretensions. 

Simply put, it is a bhajan written by a common man for the common man with uncommon clarity. But 

what does all this mean? The simple but poignant lyrics bare open perhaps the most bizarre paradox 

of our lives, that is, how our body – “the inverted tree” – made of gross matter, finite and perishable, 

harbors the infinite and the eternal – the “frolicking pigeon,” i.e., the soul or the consciousness. Radhu 

Dasa urges us to meditate (chant) in order to go beyond the perishable body to be one with the infinite, 

the imperishable supra-consciousness, the paramaatmaa. In other words, Radhu Dasa tells us to cut 

the bondage of maayaa, i.e., the identification of the self (jivaatmaa, the pigeon) with the body (the 

inverted tree) as opposed to its true identification with paramaatmaa, the cosmic brahman.

The theme of the poem has a long history in Indian philosophy. The Katha Upanisad (written 

somewhere between 800 to 300 BCE) declares, “With root above and branches below, this world tree 

is eternal.” (11) In the Mahaabhaarata the cosmic process has been compared to a tree. And because 

the origin of the cosmic process can be traced to the Gods in the heaven, the tree has its roots pointing 
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upwards and the branches pointing downwards. The Taittiriya Upanisad also proclaims the God as the 

“originator of the world tree.” The Bhagavad Gita (written around 500 BCE) devotes the entire fifteenth 

chapter to “The Cosmic Tree” and the “Tree of Life.” In many philosophies the world over, it is the belief 

that the soul comes from the heavens and the body from the earth. Outside of India, among many other 

philosophies, Persian Sufism was greatly influenced by mystical themes of the Upanisads.

It is interesting to note that, in Indian mythology, Brahma, the Hindu God of creation is shown 

with hansa (swan) as his mount. The Hindu philosophy believes that our soul (consciousness) is caged in 

the human body, and what is more, the ultimate aim of the soul is to seek release from the bodily cage. 

And the release of the soul from earthly human body has been symbolized as the release of a hansa

(swan). That is the reason perhaps the metaphor of a “frolicking pigeon,” a golden parrot, or a swan 

(hansa) appears time and time again in Indian poetry. Odia poet Baikunthanath Patnaik’s famous line, 

“Maanasa hansa mun maanase jibi udi …, ”i.e., “The swan of the mind will fly off to Mansarovar lake in 

the Himalayas (the abode of the Gods) …,” is not only beautifully composed, but has the power to evoke 

a sense of sublimity in the mind of the listener. And Saal Beg’s famous lines, “Maati ghata panjurire 

paalu sunaa suaa’re, Athaa kaathi lagaaichhi bhaaba binodiaa’re” – “You are rearing a golden parrot in 

an earthly cage, the Almighty has set-up a trap to catch the parrot,”  -- warns the listener of the fragility 

of the earthly life. These lines have the power to evoke a sense of spirituality in the mind of the listener. 

Similarly, medieval poet Kabir’s “Ud jaayegaa, hansa akelaa …,”i.e., “The lonely swan will fly away …” 

sung by Kumar Gandharva can immerse a listener in the surreal world of the divine.

But such metaphors are not common to just Orissa or India.  The great Persian Sufi poet Rumi 

(13th century), famous for his mystical and metaphysical poetry, has written eloquently using such 

metaphors and I quote from “The Essential Rumi(12) ,” beautifully translated to English by Coleman 

Barks and John Moyne et. al.

“The drunkenness began in some other tavern.

  When I get back around to that place, 

  I will be completely sober. Meanwhile,

  I am like a bird from another continent, sitting in this aviary.

  The day is coming when I fly off,

  But who is it now in my ear who hears my voice?

  Who says words with my mouth?”
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Epilogue

The inner world of the mind, particularly the nature of the conscious self has eluded mankind 

over the millennia. However, of late, neuroscience, along with many innovative explorations into the 

realms of the mind, has been exploring the unique nature of mystical and spiritual experiences. In the 

process it has been trying to answer such questions as: How different faiths perceive God? What is the 

biological basis of faith? How mystical sensibilities arise in individuals? Answers to such questions have 

already enriched our understanding of the brain-mind connection.

What I have tried to show in this essay is that the mystical sensibilities that gave rise to the 

poem of Radhu Dasa are not unique. It manifests itself time and time again over different generations, 

in the guise of different forms and also in different parts of the world. The universal nature of such 

sensibilities begs the question, how such sensibilities arise and get anchored in the human mind. For 

example, the theme of Radhu Dasa’s poem and Ati Badi Jagannath Das’s quoted stanza is maayaa, 

one of the dominant themes in Hindu philosophy. Simply put, maayaa posits that while the distinction 

between the “self” and the rest of the universe may appear real, the reality is otherwise. What is more 

we are all immersed in this veil of maayaa and it is difficult to escape this without proper training 

of the mind. Conceptualization of maayaa in Hindu philosophy must have taken hundreds of years 

to crystallize. Because the theme of maayaa repeats itself time and time again in various forms in 

Hindu philosophy, it raises the question, whether such mystical concepts have a rational validity? In this 

context the following quote(13)  from V.S. Ramachandran, one of the preeminent neuroscientists of the 

world is rather appropriate.

“As someone who was born in India and raised in the Hindu tradition, I was taught that the concept of the self—the 

“I” within me that is aloof from the universe and engages in lofty inspection of the world around me—is an illusion, a veil called 

maya. The search for enlightenment, I was told, consists of lifting this veil and realizing that you are really “One with the cosmos.” 

Ironically, after extensive training in Western medicine and more than fifteen years of research on neurological patients and visual 

illusions, I have come to realize that there is much truth to this view—that the notion of a single unified self “inhabiting” the brain 

may indeed be an illusion.”

And this raises the question, if reductionism triumphs, and when such research in neuroscience 

would be able to reduce the mind to simply a complex organization of matter, nothing more nothing less, 

what implications would this discovery have with regards to our beliefs systems, our very personal and 

subjective mystical and spiritual experiences, and above all, the nature of the unified and indivisible 

“self”? As I conclude this article, the following quote from “Chance and Necessity(14)”  by Jacques 
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Monod, a Nobel Prize winner in Physiology or Medicine, is rather fitting.

“There lies the frontier, still almost as impassable for us as it was for Descartes. Until it has been crossed, dualism 

would be an operative force and truth. Brain and spirit are ideas no more synonymous today than in the eighteenth century. 

Objective analysis obliges us to see that this seeming duality within us is an illusion; but an illusion so deeply rooted in our 

being, that it would be vain to hope ever to dissipate it in the immediate awareness of subjectivity, or to learn to live emotionally 

or morally without it. And, besides, why should one have to? What doubt can there be of the presence of the spirit within us? 

To give up the illusion that sees in it an immaterial “substance” is not to deny the existence of the soul, but on the contrary to 

begin to recognize the complexity, the richness, the unfathomable depth of the genetic and cultural heritage and of the personal 

experience, conscious or not, which together make up this being of ours, unique and irrefutable witness to itself.”

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
   *Binod Nayak lives with his wife Bandita in Maryland. After many years of service at the World Bank he is currently freelancing. 
His professional interests include Investment Management, Financial Risk Management and Development Finance. His other 
interests include Cognitive Science and Philosophy. Email: binodnayak@hotmail.com.

 (1)  The word “infinite” has been used in this context in a much broader sense. Obviously it includes mathematical infinities -- countable and uncountable, and also 
transfinite cardinals. It also includes the world of the infinitesimally small and infinitely large. Moreover, it includes all infinities both actual and potential in arts, literature, 
philosophy and religion.

(2) “The Mystery of Consciousness,”John R. Searle, A New York Review Book, 1997.

 (3) The classical philosophy of India makes a distinction among various terminology relating to the mind and the soul, such as manas (mind), atman (soul), cit 
(consciousness) and jnana (consciousness, cognition and also knowledge). In this essay for convenience sake we treat the soul and the consciousness as synonymous.

 (4) See the Chapter on “Autobiography: Mystic Illumination,” in “Russell on Religion – Selections from the Writings of Bertrand Russell,” Edited by Louis Greenspan and 
Stefan Anderson, Routledge, London, 1999.

(5) “Mysticism and Logic And Other Essays,” by Bertrand Russell, Unwin Books, London, 1970.

(6) “Why God Won’t Go Away – Brain Science and the Biology of Belief,” by Andrew Newberg, Eugene D’Aquili and Vince Rause, Ballantine Books, New York, 2002.

 (7) “Pakhsi’e Jaara Byaakarana” edited by Dr. Sitakanta Mohapatra, National Book Trust, India, 2004.

(8)  In translating Radhu Dasa’s poetry to English I have greatly benefited from discussions with Dharitri Mishra, Prafulla K. Mohanty, Dilip Ratha and Bandita Nayak.

 (9) The frolicking pigeon symbolizes the human soul (more appropriately the human consciousness) that represents the very essence of life.

 (10) The inverted tree symbolizes the entire human body.  According to this metaphor, the head, i.e., the brain as the hub of the entire nervous system and as the seat of 
consciousness is considered the root, and the main body is considered the trunk, and the hands, the legs, the ears and all the sense organs are considered the branches 
that protrude downwards.

(11) “The Bhagavadgita” by S. Radhakrishnan, George Allen & Unwin Ltd, 1960.

(12) “The Essential Rumi,” translated by Coleman Barks with John Moyne, A.J. Arberry and Reynold Nicholson, HarperSanFrancisco – A Division of HarperCollinsPublishers, 
1995.

(13) “Phantoms in the Brain: Probing the Mysteries of the Human Mind,” V.S. Ramachandran and Sandra Blakeslee, HarperCollins Publishers, 1998.

(14) “Chance and Necessity – An Essay on Natural Philosophy of Modern Biology,” by Jacques Monod, Collins/Fount Paperbacks, 1983.
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LOVE AND BHAKTI

Panchanan Satapathy, MD *

It seems Bhakti is a word everybody knows. But what does Bhakti actually mean?   Bhakti holds 

different implications for different people. There is ample discussion about this concept by Lord Krishna 

in the Bhagabat Gita. The word Bhakti is not mentioned in any of the principle Upanishads. In the 

Sanskrit dictionary, there are about twenty meanings of this word. The word Bhakti comes from the root 

word Bhaj. The primary meanings of Bhakti are love, honor, respect, and devotion. The second important 

meaning of Bhakti is the worship of God. However, to understand the concept clearly, we should first 

determine what the love of God is and what it the worship of God. The meaning of love is completely 

different than that of worship. 

Love is an attitude of the mind towards God that we enjoy most. Love is not a particular action 

at a particular time and place. The love of God is enjoyed by the Bhakta always and all the time. The 

meaning of worship is a spiritual sadhana followed by a seeker. The discussion in this article will be 

limited to Bhakti as love only.

Let us look first at what love means. In Sanskrit, love is known as prema, priti, or anurakti. As 

found in the Hindu Scriptures, love of God is described as three types or three directions: Manda Bhakti,

Madyama Bhakti, and Uttama Bhakti. Manda Bhakti is the lowest form of love, Madyama Bhakti being 

mediocre, and Uttama Bhakti is love of the highest order. Before exploring the differences between 

these three types of love, let us first have a general discussion of what love really means. 

The first direction of love is love of the self. The love towards the self is the highest and greatest 

love. This is called Atma Pritihi. The love of one’s self is natural, universal, and starts from birth. The love 

for the self is an uncultivated and unconditional love. I love myself whether I am rich or poor, educated 

or illiterate, male or female. I love myself irrespective of my caste, religion, or nationality. The technical 

name for self love is Siddha Visaya Pritihi. Siddha means I am not away from myself in either time or 

space. The love towards oneself is Siddhaha. This is the greatest type of love.

The second direction of love is love of any goal or end that I would like to accomplish. If my goal 

is to possess a house, a car, wealth, or a relationship, then I love those things the most. Usually the goal 

is an object, situation, or relationship. This is called Saddya Visaya Pritihi. The first direction of love is 

Siddha Visaya Pritihi or the love of the self. The second direction of love is Saddya Visaya Pritihi – the 

love for the goal or end to achieve it. If we compare Siddha Visaya with Saddya Visaya love, then the love 

for the self is superior to the love for the goal. The logic here is very clear. The love for objects, situations, 
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or people is naturally not evident from birth. This is cultivated in time as per our desire and as we grow, 

and this is Saddya Visaya Pritihi. This also varies from individual to individual. The Saddya Visaya Pritihi

is also a conditional love. The objects, situations, or relationships we wish to possess, usually give us 

happiness, comfort, and security. The moment I find out the object is a problem. and I am unhappy with 

it, or it fails to fulfill certain conditions, I then wish to dispose off the very object, which at one time was 

loved by me. An example of this is in a garage sale. This is Madyama Bhakti or mediocre Bhakti.

The third category of love is love of any means in which one can accomplish his or her goal.  To 

achieve a goal, one has to attain some means, be it money or materials. For instance, if my goal is to 

secure a house or car, I need money to make this purchase and thus attain my goal.  Therefore, money 

becomes the means in achieving my goal and the love of this means is called Sadhana Visya Pritihi. This 

is love of the lowest order. Love in this respect is greater for the goal than the means of attaining the 

goal. For example, if my goal is to purchase a house, I have to pay money for a house. So my love for the 

house is more than my love for money, as I am willing to relinquish money in order to get the house. We 

always pay money to buy various things and so money becomes means to achieve our goals. 

In summary, Siddha Visaya Pritihi is the love of the self and the love of the highest order. Saddya

Visaya Pritihi is love for the goal; this is Madyama Pritihi and Sadhana Visaya Pritihi is love for the means 

to achieve the goal and this is love of the lowest order called Manda Pritihi.  

Keeping these different types of love in mind, we may now analyze Bhakti as love of God. We 

are typically exposed to religion and God through parents, relatives, and community at different times 

in various ways. We are told to pray God to achieve our goals. If we pray God, God will remove all our 

difficulties and problems. God is thus used here as the means to accomplish a variety of things, such as 

the attainment of wealth, health, family, and other successes. We also pray God to remove our pain and 

suffering. Therefore, one may pray God for Dukha Nivruti and Sukha Prapti. So, we use God as a means 

to remove pain and suffering and also to bless us with health, wealth, and success.  God becomes 

Sadhana Visaya to achieve various things. Love towards the means to achieve the goal is the lowest 

order of love and is Manda Bhakti. This is called Sadhana Visaya Bhakti.

If the Bhakta is intelligent, grows, and matures with the grace of God, then s/he will realize that 

the materialistic goals are finite and temporary in this life. These objects, situations, and relationships 

come and go, and are not permanent. After this realization, the Bhakta changes his or her goal. Now the 

goal is Bhagavan only. The goal is loved more then the means. There is a big shift in attitude of the Bhakta 

here. This is Madyana Bhakti, or mediocre Bhakti called Saddya Visaya Bhakti. The same devotee whose 
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goal is God begins to praise God while simultaneously seeking scriptural help and knowledge through 

the guidance of a Guru. The pursuit of this knowledge is from the Upanishads and Vedanta Vichara. To 

his or her surprise, the devotee finds out that the goal of attaining Bhagavan is actually not far away as 

once thought because God is infinite and cannot be away from anyone at anytime. God cannot be away 

from me. The gap or division between the devotee and God is no more. The devotee is not different from 

God and vice versa. Once this is discovered through Vedanta Vichara, God is no longer the goal or end. 

God is me and myself. Now = ‘self love’ and the ‘love of God’ become one and the same. This is the love 

of God and the Bhakti of the highest order. This is called Uttama Bhakti and Siddha Visaya Bhakti. This 

is repeatedly told by Lord Krishna in the Bhagabat Gita. This is also explained in the Upanishads as Tat 

Tvam Asi and Aham Brahmasmi.
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CONSCIOUSNESS IN PLANTS

Arun Misra, Ph.D*

The question of consciousness in plants is often dismissed as absurd. But this neglect has 

deeper roots.  Biologists consider it a subject of psychology, philosophy and metaphysics. Philosophers 

are busy with human consciousness. Yet there have been numerous philosophers, biologists, and 

psychologists, since time immemorial, who have analyzed it from wider angles.

But a firm concensus has not evolved  due to a lack of clear distinction between  concepts such 

as ‘consciousness’, ‘reflex-action’, and ‘instinct.’ Personal preference of scientists is also a major factor 

in continuing this stagnation.

Instinct, reflex-action, and consciousness are interrelated. Instinct is inherited, not developed by 

deliberate practice. and is executed spontaneously. Reflex-action is also spontaneous, but is not inherited. 

It is learnt by experience or executed from assumption by the unconscious mind.  Consciousness is most 

refined, controlled by brain, the seat of mind. Consciousness is displayed with great coordination of body 

and mind. It brings another concept into picture, the intelligence, ability to correlate and take decisions, 

modify life and behavior with the change of circumstances and the environment. Consciousness is a 

trait of intelligent life.

We consider both plants and animals as living beings. We call all animals conscious, but hesitate 

to label plants as conscious. Life can not be realized without consciousness. We hesitate to admit 

consciousness in plants, because physical manifestation of consciousness through the movement of 

organs and production of sound, common in animals has no parallel in plants. But we all agree that 

plants possess sensitivity.

Right from the time of the Vedas, all who talk of consciousness in plants accept that plants 

are sensitive. Manusmriti (c.200 BC-200 AD, P. V. Kane 1968 History of Dharmasastra 1, Pp 148-

156, Poona. , Mahabharat ( Santiparva 184, 6-18, R. Sastri 1965 Mahabharata, Part V, Pp 4893-

4894, Gita Press, Gorakhpur), western thinkers like Schopenhauer, Fechner, de Candolle have been 

quoted in the works of Hartman ( E.V. Hartman 1972 Philosophy of the Unconscious, Routledge and 

Kegan Paul, London),Jagadish Chandra (J.C.) Bose (1858-1937) was the champion in the field, and 

performed numerous experiments to demonstrate the existence of consciousness in plants (J.C. Bose 

1927, reprinted 1955 Plant Autographas and their Revealations, Bose Institute, Calcutta)   Brajendra 
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Nath Seal, in his book, ‘Positive  Science of the Ancient Hindus’(B. N. Seal1958 Reprint, P 175, Motilal 

Banarasidas, Varanasi) (1958) mentions of Indian philosophers  who lived between AD  100 through 

AD 1500, agreeing to the fact that plants are conscious, but the state of consciousness is ‘dormant’, 

extremely dull’ and ‘stupified’. Rg Veda and Atharva Veda, though in a poetic way, attribute the sense of 

hearing in plants (late Dr. Laksman Jha, Personal Communication). Buddhist philosophers, like Gosala 

and Ajivak have mentioned (B.M.Barua 1970 History of Buddhistic Indian Philosophy, Calcutta) that 

plants are capable of the feeling of touch. Umasvati mentions of Lajjalu (Mimosa pudica), Lajjavatilata) 

being sensitive to touch and having sense organs. Gunaratna of 14th AD opined that plants are 

conscious like human beings (Saddarsana Samuccaya with Gunaratna’s Commentary, Bib. Ind. 1151, 

158, Asiatic Society, Calcutta). Several plants fold their leaves when the sun is down, others open their 

petals when the sun is up and many move and follow the path of the sun in the sky. Around the 10th

century, Udayanacharya and Sankar tried to provide deductive hypotheses to prove the existence of 

consciousness in plants  aisesika Sutra of Kanad, Ed.  With commentary of Samakara Misra, SHE Series 

(5) 1911, iv. 2.5, Allahabad).

Those who agree to the idea of consciousness in plants will also admit that plants are sensitive. 

The modern experimental basis of science will ask for the existence of brain within the vegetable body. 

The absence of brain in plants will dismiss the notion of consciousness in them. Of course, plants do 

not have a brain, and the complex nervous system associated with it. However, Vaxter (1972) used a 

lie-detector on plants and showed that plants get fearful when someone speaks of burning or destroying 

them, and they respond to these feelings/threats as sensitive beings ( Anonymoyus 1972 Per Paudhon 

men anubhuti, Dinman, 22 Oct. P 35, Delhi, and Anonymous 1973 Paudhon ki bhavanayen, Navabharat  

Times, 4 March, P 4, Delhi).

 Without discussing the host of newer experiments to prove the point, which are available from 

popular press to the most prestigious scientific journals, as well as the views of philosophers speaking 

of ‘plant-psyche’ I will like to end by mentioning  the poetic thoughts of Shelley, ‘that every flower enjoys 

the air it breathes’.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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JAGANNATH AND HIS FESTIVALS AT PURI

Dr Kabi P Misra*

Lord Jagannath (literally, Lord of the universe) is the Presiding Deity of Orissa and His 

overwhelming presence is seen everywhere and felt in every activity of socio-cultural and spiritual milieu 

of Orissa. In fact Lord Jagannath is worshipped along with his elder brother, Balabhadra and younger 

sister, Subhadra. Sudarshan, the wheel (chakra) of Lord Krishna is also worshipped along with the 

trinity.

The history and the legends of Lord Jagannath are very mysterious and shrouded with folklores, 

mythology, legends and historical records in such a way that one can never get authentic dates and 

periods of the developments in the march of time in the worship of Lord Jagannath.

In the Vedas darubrahma (the supreme force manifesting in the form of wooden idols) is 

identified with Lord Jagannath and his family. All the idols are made of neem wood in an elaborate 

ritualistic procedure, which is strictly followed even today since last hundreds of years. These idols are 

also the only ones which are not only made of wood and painted in three different colors of mankind 

(the black, white and yellow for Lord Jagannath, Balabhadra and Subhadra respectively) but also are 

replaced by the new wooden images made every 7, 12, or 19 years which is called the Navakalevar (the 

rebirth of the deities by newly made wooden images in a very elaborate and meticulously carried out 

procedure).

Uniqueness of Jagannath tradition and culture:

The tradition of Jagannath culture has many unique features not found in any other tradition 

nor with any other god or goddess in the entire pantheon of Hindu gods and goddesses. These unique 

features are as follows:

(1) Jagannath temple at Puri the chaturdha murti (the four divine beings namely, Jagannath, 

Balabhadra, Subhadra and Sudarshan) are worshipped. The trinity of Jagannath, Balabhadra and 

Subhadra are unique in the sense that two brothers and the younger sister are worshipped and the 

respective consorts are kept outside the sanctum sanctorum. In no other Hindu tradition, brothers and 

sisters are worshipped in any temple. As if Jagannath wishes to propagate the universal brotherhood of 

mankind. 

(2)Jagannath though worshipped as Krishna by Vaishanavites is not an incarnation of Krishna 

but the manifestation of the formless supreme Brahman. That is why he does not appear as one among 

the ten avataras. He is worshipped as the source of all avataras instead of being an avatar Himself. 
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(3) Being supreme Brahman Jagannath is neither male nor female as he transcends the gender 

of his creation. That is why Jagannath wears sarees as his costume, has a big nose ring and is also 

worshipped as Shakti in various festival days. 

(4) Jagannath is perhaps the only God, which is very much humanized. He has the rituals 

of a human being. In fact he is so much humanized that he ‘undergoes death’ also every seven, 

twelve, nineteen years (when two ashadha months come in a calendar year). The suaras (who are the 

descendents of the tribe who were worshipping Him in the earlier form of Nilamadhava – the blue 

complexioned Madhava) are considered his own relatives and observe meticulously the rituals followed 

after death of a family member, everytime Jagannath and the trinity undergo the rituals of death and 

in fact are buried in the ground on the northern side of the temple called koili baikuntha. This indeed is 

absolutely unique for any God (though it is also necessary that Jagannath changes his bigraha as the 

idols are made of neem wood which cannot last more than 15-20 years). 

(5) Like any human being Jagannath not only ‘eats’ a variety of dishes (approximately 60 

recipes everyday) but also wears very fashionable costumes throughout the year and on various festival 

occasions. He has one costume called picnic dress and another called Nagarjuna vesha which occurs 

once in 25-30 years. The last costume everyday Jagannath wears around midnight is the most beautiful 

bada singhara besha (the most magnificent floral costume) with which he sleeps listening to the 

recitations of the Geeta Govinda. This again is a unique ritual only followed in the Jagannath temple. 

(6) Jagannath temple is perhaps the only temple in India and the Hindu tradition that was 

completed by the king of Puri without any knowledge of who was the Deity to be installed therein. 

Only after the construction of the temple was a search party sent to identify and locate the Deity to be 

installed.

Today Orissa is almost a synonym for Jagannath desha or the land of Jagannath. Followers of 

various religious streams and beliefs such as vaishnavas, saivas, Buddhists and Jains draw inspiration 

from this strange deity of Orissa. Great saints and scholars like Adi Sankara, Ramanuja, Madhwa, 

Chaitanya, Guru Nanak, Tulsi Das and numerous other sages, saints, devotees and acharyas of different 

faiths and denominations have visited Puri to have Jagannath’s darshan. Jagannath Puri is one of the 

chatur dhams (four most important places of pilgrimage) of India. 

The Madala Panji (the most authentic temple records of Puri) states that King Anangabhima 

Deva, anticipating trouble from neighboring countries made a proclamation that the entire land of Kalinga 

(the ancient name of Orissa) was under the protection of Lord Jagannath. The king of Puri merely acts 

as the God’s representative to manage the administration of the kingdom. This proclamation seemed to 
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provide the land of Orissa with a divine cover. For Indradyumna, the temple was symbolic of the infinite 

space in he was to raise an eternal sun, which could be as dark as mystery despite being the sun, and 

whose round eyes always remained too amazed to blink. 

The Grandest Festival – The Car festival of Lord Jagannath

The most important festival at Puri is the chariot festival of Lord Jagannath in the month of June-

July (asadha) every year. Jagannath and his family traverse just a three-kilometer route and come back 

to their original abode in eight days spending a budget of approximately a million rupees every year for 

the arrangements of this festival. Which king or emperor can have such a luxury in this grand scale? At 

the time of the car festival, Lord Jagannath and his family of elder brother and younger sister along with 

the Sudarshan travel in newly built chariots from the main Puri temple to his aunty’s place and also to a 

temple built in the name of the wife of king Indradyumna, popularly known as Gundicha Mandira, about 

three kilometers away on the grandest and the broadest road in Puri, in fact in whole of Orissa.

Two days after the new moon day in the asadha month, the wooden idols of the three deities 

are mounted on their respective chariots. The chariots are made every year anew exactly two months 

before the festival from wood cut out from the specified trees grown for this purpose. On the day of 

the beginning of the construction of the massive chariots new clothes are presented to the 10 head-

carpenters who are traditionally in charge of the chariot construction. Not only the carpenters but even 

the weavers who weave the multi colored clothes of red, yellow and blue must live on a strict vegetarian 

diet during the period of construction of the chariots. The carpenters, weavers and many others involved 

in this massive work have been doing this job traditionally in their respective families for many centuries. 

The construction spreading over 59 days in a grueling 8-10 hour a day schedule involves 1072 pieces of 

wood (exactly to the number, neither more nor less) that are brought from two forests in the neighbouring 

districts of Dasapalla and Banapur. The 1072 wooden pieces are of different sizes and dimensions 

exactly as specified in the elaborate records followed over centuries. For every item in building up the 

chariots, there is a prefixed procedure strictly followed by the carpenters. Each chariot has a specific 

name and various ornamental objects attached to them. The Jagannath’s chariot is called Nandighosha,

Balabhadra’s Taladhwaja and Subhadra’s Darpadalana.

This most famous festival of Lord Jagannath is watched by millions of people assembled at Puri 

(and now by many more with live broadcast on television). In the year of Navakalevar (mentioned earlier 

as the time when the wooden images are changed with newly made idols), the number of people visiting 
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Puri may exceed one to two millions. The return Car festival (called Bahuda Jatra) takes place after eight 

days in a slightly smaller scale when the deities return to their original abode in the main shrine.

The other major festivals of Lord Jagannath

In a calendar year there are many many festivals of Lord Jagannath as mentioned earlier. 

However the following are the main festivals celebrated on different occasions throughout the year.  

Niladri Mahodaya

In January, this festival commemorates the first installation of the idols in the temple. On a full 

moon day all the idols are decorated with gold ornaments, which give them the look and majesty of a 

royal family. Jagannath’s family wears different costumes on different occasions throughout the year. 

Some of them are spectacular and colorful and this is one of them. 

The Holi

The Holi festival is celebrated all over India with spiritual fervor and abundant gay and joy in 

the month of March. This is the spring festival of colors, which is quite popular among Indians. Lord 

Jagannath is no exception. He also celebrates this festival on a Pandal, Dola Bedi that is outside the 

main shrine. On this occasion replicas of the deities are taken to this altar and placed on a swing for five 

days. Rituals are performed  to symbolize playful role of Lord Krishna with the Gopis of Brindavan. 

Sahi Yatra

Jagannath being manifestation of the Supreme Brahman is considered the source of all 

incarnations including Krishna. He is also worshipped as Lord Rama. As Lord Rama’s birthday usually 

falls in April all the life and activities of Sri Rama are recreated in an eleven-day festival on the streets 

of Puri. Thus the act of Ravana taking away Sita from the forest in his chariot, Hanuman going to Lanka 

and ultimately Lord Rama killing Ravana in the battle field are played with excitement and enthusiasm 

before the final act of killing Ravana, Rama and his followers in these street plays go inside the main 

temple and have Lord Jagannath’s darshan. 

Nrusingha Yagna 

Lord Nrusingha, a half-lion-half-man incarnation of Lord Vishnu was in fact the original God 
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worshipped in the Jagannath temple complex. In fact even today the Nrusingha temple on the southern 

side of the main shrine is considered to be the oldest among all structures inside the temple compound. 

For every major function in the Jagannath temple homam and yagna are performed for Nrusingha. In 

the month of May this special Nrusingha yagna is performed inside the temple complex. The images of 

Lord Jagannath, Balabhadra and Subadhra were supposed to have been first reflected in the flames of 

the fire at the time of Nrusingha yagna long ago. 

Chandan Yatra 

This is a very popular festival in the month of May-June .Lord Jagannath takes part in a boat ride 

in a nearby pond in Puri not far off from the temple. The replica and representative of Lord Jagannath 

called Madan Mohan, takes part in a dancing festival as if replaying the leela of Lord Krishna with 

Radha in the temple tank called Narendra Tank. The festival continues for nearly twenty one days when 

devotees gather and dance and sing bhajans with some young people even swimming along with Lord 

Jagannath on a boat ride. 

The Costumes and Decorations of Lord Jagannath 

From time lost in antiquity Jagannath was worshipped originally in the hills of Orissa by the tribals 

as Neela Madhava (the blue complexioned incarnation of Lord Krishna). There must have been in those 

days’ only flower were the decorations . However with passage of time as Jagannath was worshipped in 

the temple complex at Puri devotees must have offered special dresses and costumes, some with gold 

and precious gems. These have come to stay and even today Jagannath is decorated every day with 

different floral dresses and beautiful colored clothes and ornamental items at different times of the 

day and on different occasions throughout the year. Sometimes He is decorated as an elephant (called 

hathi vesha) and at other times as different incarnations and on some other occasions as the all-winning 

victorious king. One of the very special and most attractive costumes is called the Nagarjuna vesha. This 

is usually done in a leap year when the five days of Panchaka become six days. There are some stories 

relating this costume to Nagarjuna who was a Buddhist and got defeated by the Pundits of the temple. 

The Naga dance festival in the temple seems to have originated from that time. It represents the martial 

or warrior dance of victory. 

Perhaps the most attractive costume of Lord Jagannath is called Bada Singhar vesha, which 

literally means costume for magnificent love or divine love. On this occasion the most beautiful silken 
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clothes and the most fragrant flowers are used to decorate the deities. During the very elaborate and 

piously celebrated occasion of this particular dress of Lord Jagannath, the Geeta Govinda depicting the 

leela of Krishna and composed by the greatest poet of Orissa, Jayadeva (who created Geeta Govinda 

in most musical and soul soothing style) are recited by a royal command from Puri. Jagannath has a 

special costume called the picnic dress when he symbolically goes out on a picnic once in a year.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
* Dr Kabi P Misra is a well known writer and a senior cardiologist at Apollo Hopsital, Chennai.
A similar article has been published earlier online @ http://www.worldorissa.com/Deeptimayee_Essay_

Jagannath_Festivals.htm
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KALINGA IN ANCIENT INDIA

Pradyot Patnaik*

Resplendence of a new dawn was slowly spreading over India, casting a glimmer of a new age 

------That was the sixth century BC, the time of Mahavira Jina and Gautam Buddha. History of ancient 

India was still in its early infancy. Several small but powerful kingdoms were rising up in the Gangetic 

plane. The glamour and the glory of India by then had shifted from Indraprastha to Magadha. A new 

Magadha era was looming over the horizon. Sisunag dynasty was ruling over Magadha (South Bihar) at 

that time and its powerful king Bimbisara was building his capital in Rajagriha at the foothill of Giribraj. 

The kingdoms of Kausambi (Benaras) and Vatsya (Allahabad) were flourishing under King Udayan, so 

were Kosala (Ayodhya) under King Mahakosala and his son Prasenjit and Avanti (Vindhyas with Ujjain 

as capital)) under Chandraudyot Mahasena. They were all powerful rulers of that period, especially, 

Prasenjit, Bimbisara and his son Ajatsatru... All the sixteen mahajanapadas (provinces) of that period 

were powerful kingdoms or chiefdoms extending from Gandhara (Peshawar) and Kamboj (Southwest 

Kashmir) in the north to Kosala, Vrajji (North Bihar), Magadha, Chedi (Yamuna and Narmada valley) 

and Avanti in the heartland of central India to Anga (East Bihar) and Kirata (Assam) in the east. Also, 

around this time India awoke to a religious renaissance, with both Mahavira Jina and Gautam Buddha, 

preaching their religions and the message of nonviolence. That was the ancient India of the sixth century 

BC.

The short span of peace and tranquility that prevailed around the mid-sixth century BC, however, 

started eroding soon, especially with the advent of two most powerful kings of that era, Ajatsatru in 

Magadha and Prasenjit in Kosala. The bigger and the stronger kingdoms were starting to grab the 

weaker territories. Thus, India’s political map changed within a short period. Magadha with its new 

capital shifting from Rajagriha to Pataliputra under Ajatsatru emerged as the center of India’s power. 

In the eastern part of India, on the south of Magadha and the north of Chola (present Andhra), 

there lied another powerful territory, a nation by itself, named Kalinga (the present day Orissa and beyond). 

Kalinga was a unique land, distinctly different from the rest of India. The land was prosperous and very 

fertile from the waters of Mahanadi, Vaitarani and Rusikulya. Its people were fiercely independent. Two 

hundred years before, around 800 BC the territory of Kalinga was much larger, extending from Ganges 

in the north to river Godavari in the south.  Meghasthenes the Greek ambassador during Maurya period 

recognized the strength of Kalinga’s army, especially its elephant force. So did Kautilya in his Arthasashtra,

describing the huge size of the elephants in this land which probably discouraged Chadragupta Maurya, 
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whose empire covered almost the whole of India from raging a war against Kalinga.

There is no record that Kalinga ever had any king in the early period. There is no mention of any 

king’s name from Kalinga neither in ancient texts nor in early writings including the inscriptions of Asoka. 

Like the Sakya dynasty in Kapilavastu, or the territories of Malla (Eastern Uttar Pradesh) or Vaisali, 

the capital of Vrajji, Kalinga too probably was a ‘democracy’, ruled collectively by representatives from 

various clans. The powerful chiefs in Kalinga and other places in the area latter became to be known as 

kings. However, such democracy if existed in Kalinga did not last long. It caved in to monarchy like most 

other parts in India. Kalinga, however, remained an independent territory most of the period in the BC, 

retaining its glory and glamour all throughout.  When expansion of territories and empire building were 

the symbols of strength and valor of emperors in ancient India, Kalinga withstood the might of Ajatsatru, 

Mahapadmananda, Chandragupta Maurya, Satavahana, Kanishka and others.

Mahavira Jina, after attaining enlightenment traveled through Kalinga to preach his message. 

The inhabitants of Kalinga welcomed Mahavira; they were awestruck by his message but found it hard 

to follow and practice his teaching, especially the rigorous practices associated with it. Brahmanism 

remained as the main religion for a good length of time and the tribal population of Kalinga worshipping 

their own gods. There is no record of Buddha ever visiting Kalinga. However, after Buddha’s death, one 

of his disciples, Khemathera carried Buddha’s tooth to Kalinga. Many Buddhist texts describe   miracles 

associated with his tooth. The kings in the other regions were soon vying to bring Buddha’s tooth to their 

kingdoms and succeeded in doing so temporarily. The tooth was moved in flower-bedecked chariots 

from one area to another. The name, Dantapur, the ancient capital of Kalinga situated at the mouth of 

river Rusikulya, probably attained its name from the Sanskrit word danta, meaning tooth. Tosali (outskirt 

of present Bhubaneswar) was the headquarter of Kalinga during Asoka’s time in the third century BC. 

Another major city was Somapa (present Jaugada in the district of Ganjam).

In the mid-third century BC Magadha was ruling India. Although Asoka’s vast empire stretched 

over the entire country Kalinga was still an independent territory. An independent and undefeated 

Kalinga which was then a maritime power too, was a challenge to Magadha’s power and pride. In 261 

BC Asoka invaded Kalinga. Although his army was bigger and superior in strength and in fact the largest 

army in all time history of ancient India, Kalinga troops fought gallantly to their deaths. In a fierce battle 

at Tosali, Kalinga’s capital at the bank of river Daya at the foothill of Dhauli 100,000 Kalinga troops died 

defending their land and a lot more injured and captured. Magadha won the battle but not the war that 

changed the heart of Asoka and the course of the history of India. A bleeding Kalinga witnessed the 

healing touch of nonviolence after but remained unbent and became independent a decade latter.        

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



OSA Souvenir 2006

27

During the first century BC the kingdom of Kalinga once again became extremely powerful with 

the rise of Chedi (Aira) king Kharavela. Kharavela’s ancestors migrated from the kingdom of Chedi to 

Kalinga. Chedi was one of the sixteen mahajanapadas of the sixth century BC. Kalinga’s richness, fertile 

land and oversea trade with Southeast Asia enticed people from all over India. The population migration 

continued for centuries. Kharavela’s coronation took place sometime between 100 to 40 BC. During his 

reign Kalinga reached at its peak in might and prosperity and was unparallel to any other kingdom in 

contemporary India. Kharavela’s vast empire spread from Ganges in the north to Kaveri in the south, 

comprising the whole of central India, and the entire South. His was the third largest empire of ancient 

India after Chandragupta Maurya and Asoka. He assumed the title Mahameghavahana which literary 

meant ‘the rider of the mighty cloud’. Kharavela’s advent was meteoritic. True to his appellation, riding 

as if on a hurricane Kharavela blazed into the history of ancient India like a meteorite but his empire 

also disappeared at the same pace.

Kharavela had a very large army comprising over two hundred thousands troops, forty thousand 

horses and several thousand elephants and chariots. In a series of blitzkrieg conquest Kalinga troops 

stormed into the banks of Narmada defeating the formidable Rashtrikas and Bhojakas, besieged the 

city of Asika, near the river Krishna and defeated the very powerful Satavahana king, Satakarni-I, thus 

conquering the large territories of Mahishaka (Maharashtra) and Chola (Andhra). Territories were falling 

like pricks to the might of Kharavela. Soon Magadha succumbed to Kalinga, --- Rajagriha fell, Pataliputra 

was in shiver and the citadel of India was crumbling. Brihaspatimitra, the Sunga ruler of Magadha was 

made to pay obeisance at his feet. Kharavela brought back the image of Kalinga Jina, the venerated 

Mahavira image of Kalinga. Defeat of Magadha was a glorious moment for the Kalingas who had not 

forgotten nor forgiven Magadha for its bloodbath in Tosali two hundred years ago.

Kalinga Nagari was in festive mood.   Its triumphant troops were returning back from Magadha 

bringing back the image of Kalinga Jina with its throne that was taken away by the Nanda king of 

Magadha, Mahapadmananda three hundred years ago.  Thousands of Brahmins, Shramanas (Buddhist 

monks) and Arhats (Jain monks) were fed to celebrate the occasion. All houses in Kalinga Nagari were 

festooned with mango leaves and earthen lamps glowing at every door. A victory tower was built latter to 

commemorate the victory over Magadha.

After vanquishing Magadha, Kalinga again turned towards South. Chola had already fallen. 

The confederacy of Satyaputras (Karnataka), Tamraparnis (Tamilnadu) and Keralaputras (Kerala) 

surrendered to Kharavela’s might and so were many other kingdoms in India. Kalinga’s suzerainty was 

accepted by the Pandya king of South India and the Naga king of central India. The Indo-Greeks who 
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occupied Mathura for a while fled without fight hearing the arrival of Kalinga troops.

The first century BC of the history of ancient India apparently belonged to Kalinga. The power 

of India by then had descended down into Kalinga. During this period and also well before that not only 

its sailors were traveling from its ports on their trade routes to Southeast Asia but also many Buddhist 

monks were arriving in Kalinga from all over India to set their voyage in the sea to spread the message 

of Buddhism. Such practice continued for centuries. Although emperor Kharavela patronized Jainism, 

that did not deter the Buddhist monks and the Bramhin sages to assemble in Kalinga Nagari to take part 

in religious discourses and a large number of them dwelled in huts spread over the foot of Kumargiri 

(Khandagiri) and Kumarigiri (Udayagiri) hills. Such harmony among the followers of different religions 

was never seen before nor after at any period in ancient India. India under Kharavela witnessed a greater 

harmony and an intense interaction of all religions than that ever existed under any other emperors 

including Asoka and Kanishka. During Asoka’s reign many Bramhins silently resented his too much shift 

towards Buddhism and Kanishka was poisoned to death by his general Pushymitra who was a Brahmin 

and who after ascending power crushed many Buddhist practices.

The power and the glory that was Kalinga in the first century BC were dying and evaporated 

shortly after Kharavela. Many succeeding rulers of Chedi dynasty tried to live in the remnants of the 

blazing glory of its past. Some even assumed Kharavela’s title Mahameghavahan. Chedi king Sada still 

ruled Kalinga and Mahishaka in the first century AD. However, in the post-Chedi period in the second 

century AD the Satavahan dynasty of Chola once again was raising its head. In a short time its powerful 

king Gautamiputra Satkarni took over Kalinga.

The ancient Kalinga was replaced by separate and smaller kingdomssuch as Utkal, Odra, 

Kosala and Kangoda. While the former became to be known for its magnificence in art and culture and 

mentioned by Mahakavi Kalidas in Raghuvansa, Odra became the vertices of three holy places, namely, 

the Purushottam Kshetra, Arka Kshetra and Biraja Kshetra. ------------ The languages of ancient Kalinga, 

namely, Pali, Bramhi and Sanskrit were slowly metamorphosing into one and over a millennium blended 

into music, transforming into a new script and a language and an ornament that became to be known 

as Oriya.  

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
* A connoisseur of history who peeps into the past with his crude little vision
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AN ORISSA HERITAGE PRIMER FOR OUR CHILDREN

Sneha Prava Mohanty*

Orissa presents a kaleidoscope of ancient splendor and contemporary expression with its old 

monuments built by Buddhist, Jain, Hindu and Muslim rulers. It has a glorious history spanning a period 

of over 2000 years.  It is a treasure land for exquisite temples, superb architecture, and sculptors, 

inviting beaches, enchanting wildlife, and natural lush green landscape. Orissan people share a strong 

sense of holiness, peace, and tranquility, a sense of belonging with their beautiful mountains, lakes, 

paddy fields, and their enduring links with the past and spirituality. People of different faiths such as 

Hindus (Shaivites, Vaishnavites), Jains, Buddhists, Muslims and Christians  have lived in total harmony 

for centuries. Its main language is Oriya is one of the earliest languages of the Indo-European laguages. 

It is closely related to Sanskrit and Pali language, language of Buddha. It has its own unique Oriya script. 

Present Orissa population is 37 million, scattered in an area of 156,000 sq.km. On the east, 300 miles 

(482 km) of gentle coastline are open to the Bay of Bengal, while the western borders are sealed by the 

high hills and mountains of the Eastern Ghats. Orissa is home to three mighty rivers and to the largest 

brackish water Lake Chilika in Asia.

History: 

The ancient kingdom of Kalinga, the coastal Orissa plus parts of Andhra Pradesh (Srikakulum, 

Vishakapattam and others), Bengal (Midnapur), Bihar (Saraikela and Kharasuan, and Chakradharpur), 

and Madhya Pradesh (Chatisgarh) (even now Oriya is spoken at these places), grew prosperous through 

trading, using its port of Kalinganagar, Tamralipi (now in West Bengal), Chandipur, and Paradip as early 

as the fourth century BC. Kalinga was a major seafaring nation that controlled most of the sea routes 

in the Bay of Bengal. For several centuries, a substantial part of Southeast Asia, such as Kampuchea 

(Cambodia), Java, Sumatra, and Thailand were trading partners of Kalinga. Its cultural influence   is 

still visible in modern Indonesia. Its people are now called Kling in Indonesia. Orissa architecture and 

culture is even now visible in Bali, Java, and Yogiakarta in Indonesia and in Angkor Wat at Siam Riep, 

Cambodia. The temple at Angkor Wat is a fine example of Orissan architecture, with some local variation. 

Bali has a Puri temple, along with other Orissan heritages. Even now, there is an annual celebration of 

Bali Yatra -- bon voyage to Bali -- that is observed in giant fair and festival at the  Mahanadi river, at the 

old capital of Orissa, Cuttack. Vast majority of  Sri Lankans are ethnically linked to Orissa. The Mayuryan 

Emperor Ashok crushed the Kalinga Kingdom at Dhauligiri, near the present capital Bhubaneswar in 
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261 BC, but after experiencing the horrors of war and the accompanying bloodshed he converted to 

Buddhism, a watershed in Indian history. He preached the philosophy of peace, endemic to the region. 

And Buddhism flourished in all directions to other countries to Burma, China, Japan and Afghanistan, 

among many others. His tolerance allowed Jainism and Hinduism to continue. After Ashok, the first 

century BC King Kharvela, a fervent Jain, built up vast empire recorded in the remarkable Udaygiri caves 

near Bhubaneswar. After Kharvela, separate political territories emerged in the north, Utkala, where arts 

and temples excelled, and center (Tosali) of the region and a part of the West as Kosala. 

In 795 AD, the King Yayati united Kalinga, Kosala, and Utkala into a single empire. He built the 

famous Puri Jagannath temple. King Narasimha Dev is reputed   to have built magnificent Sun Temple 

Konarak. Maritime trade flourished and Buddhism once again became a popular religion. The greatest 

period of temple building in Bhubaneswar coincided with Keasris (6th to 11th century), to be followed 

by the Ganga Dynasty (11th to 15th century), who were responsible for the Jagannath Temple (circa 

1100) and Sun Temple (circa 1250).The ruins of a major ancient university and center of Buddhist 

learning, Ratnagiri, was recently discovered in Orissa. Scholars from far away places  lands, such as 

Greece, Persia, and China used to study philosophy, mathematics, astronomy, and science at this famed 

university. Taxila, Nalanda, and Ratnagiri are the oldest universities in the world. Orissa was the cradle of 

the Buddhists civilization and the Chinese chronicler Hiuen Tsang visited Orissa in 638AD and reported 

the existence of several hundreds of monasteries and more than 10,000 monks. 

The Sun Temple at Konarak, near Puri, includes in its decoration many vignettes of military life. 

The thousands of elephants marching around the base of the temples are not figment of imagination. 

Rather they demonstrate pride in the superb war elephants for which Orissa is famous, in contrast to 

horses of invaders. Despite her great devotion to religious and spiritual activities, Orissa was also a 

strong military power and she was able to hold off the Moslem rulers of the north long after most of the 

rest of India has been conquered. Orissa resisted the annexation of her territory by Moslems. After a 

short period of Afghan rule, the powerful, ruthless Mughals arrived as conquerors in 1592 and during 

their reign, they destroyed many of the Bhubaneswar and Puri temples... It was their violent disruption 

of temple life in Puri and Bhubaneswar that later led the Brahman community to ban all non-Hindus 

from the precincts of the Lingaraj (Bhubaneswar) and Jagannath temples. Even till 1947, some princely 

states remained as sovereign. The Mughals were followed by Marathas, led by Shivaji, in 1751. British 

rule came to Orissa in 1803, last one among all the states. 
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Places and Products: 

There are some places in the world that are special, and Orissa definitely is one of them. It is 

rich in culture, craft, music, dance, and festivals round the year, rich in minerals and industrial material, 

but undeveloped economically. Orissa is a veritable museum of India’s sculptural and artistic heritage 

and has long been famous to scholars, devotees, and connoisseurs for the magnificent, majestic Sun 

Temple at Konarak (2), near the Indian Ocean bay (the legendary Black Pagoda of European mariners for 

several centuries )and for the one of four holy sites of Hindus, Jagannath Temple at Puri, renowned also 

for the yearly Rath Yatra, car festival, the largest gathering in and most spectacular religious pageants 

in the world,  with millions of people vying to pull the chariot, which is seen as Juggernaut, the powerful, 

massive inexorable force. 

The artists of Orissa still live and work in remote tribal habitation, small villages, and traditional 

pilgrimage towns with world-wide clients including very famous fashion houses in Paris, Rome, and 

New York. Entire communities are devoted to the making of bell-metal wares, the paintings of brilliant, 

exquisite  pata-chitra pictures, the etching of palm-leaf manuscripts, the castings of metal sculptures, 

the fashioning of silver jewelry, the carving of stones imitating temple sculptures and  symbols, the 

working of wood and horns, the stitching of appliqué, and   the weaving ,by more than 40,000 weavers, 

of famous silk and cotton Sambalpuri and Berhampuri  saris and textiles, and gorgeous ikat silk. It is 

often been said that if one knows Orissa, one knows India. The fields and lush wilderness of Orissa 

carpet the entire state in every imaginable shade of green. They enclose wildlife and bird sanctuaries, 

hot springs, mountains, waterfalls, lakes, backwaters, and beautiful, unpolluted beaches including Puri 

and Gopalpur-on- Sea beaches. The vast and dream like Chilika Lake is host  to boating and water sports 

enthusiasts, honey-mooners, and in winter to millions of birds migrating from poles to Siberia to South 

America. There is a huge tiger wildlife sanctuary and many other sanctuaries filled with lions, rocodiles, 

leopards, giant Ridley sea turtles, deer, birds, and other species and animals.

Culture:

The best of Buddhism, Jain, Hindu civilization, and tribal belief have fused to mold the Oriya 

culture, all theses existed in Orissa in different strength at different period, constantly reacting with each 

other, borrowing from each other, energizing, developing, and synthesizing. This evolved, for instance, in 

the total deity of Lord Jagannath, an absolute unique god, amalgamated from both orthodox and tribal 

traditions with no trace of caste distinction and untouchability. There are over 6000 Pandas/sevaks 
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(helpers) in 36 categories of labor for each, rendering a specified hereditary service to the deity from 

flower collecting to garlands to hoisting flag at the top of the temple. The vegetarian food, Prasad, with 

more than 64 courses prepared daily at the temple, serving ten thousands (twenty-five during festival 

times) of visitors from all parts of the world every day, is not just hygienic, healthy, and wholesome 

but tasty, representing the authentic Oriya cuisine. The origins of this curious God Jagannath (3), so 

unlike any other divine image in India, are enigmatic. It is evident that he represents a synthesis of 

Hindu Orthodoxy and strong tribal traditions, incorporating some elements of Buddhism and Jainism 

as well. Many legends are recounted to explain his strange form. According to the most popular legend, 

Vishwakarma, the divine architect, appeared in the guise of an old carpenter and undertook the task 

of construction of the images on the condition that the doors of the room where he would work would 

remain closed   for a fixed period. 

After some days the queen got nervous and curious and caused the doors to be opened to find 

that Vishwakarma had disappeared leaving behind three unfinished wooden images, Jagannath, his 

brother Balarama, and his sister Subhadra.  Because the divine images of Jagannath and others are 

wooden, they are periodically replaced. On a cycle determined by the Hindu calendar, and generally once 

in 12 years, the deities cast off their old framed and get new ones. The process of renewal of the body, 

known as Nava Kalevara (new embodiment), is one of the great secrets of the world. It is performed by 

the older and senior distinguished   temple priests, each of whom knows only his own part of the ritual. 

, the process includes selection and felling of the Nim tree, carving and painting of the new images, 

and transferal of the divine essence from the old to the new frame. The latter critical activity reaches its 

culmination when an unknown ‘divine substance’ is transferred from the chest cavity of the old image 

to that of the new. This final, crucial step is performed in the dead of night by the senior most priests, 

working with eyes blindfolded and hands covered with cloth.  

The history of the of the Jagannath Temple liturgical rituals reveals the variety and splendor 

of Jagannath -Dharma, the profundity of its theological thought as well as their deep impact on culture 

and society of Orissa. Its syncretism of all divergent forms of Indian metaphysical thought and spiritual 

faculties tend to transcend it to sanatana (ancient) proportions- the cumulative result of fervent and 

indulgent dispensations of all segments of Indian spiritual tradition. Further, Jagannath Dharma (loosely 

religion, conscience, duty, and heritage) is soaked in Santana, humanism i.e., neither materialistic nor 

spiritualistic but compatible with both. It neither dehumanizes nor sublimates its followers to a state of 

spirits. The Jagannath culture has been a balancing act, always striking a balance between freedom 

and creativity on one hand and discipline and restraint on the other. The Jagannath culture always 

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



OSA Souvenir 2006

33

takes a positive view of life. It does not admit of the pessimistic thoughts of grief, suffering, and death 

.It recommends staunch faith in the Divine. It teaches mankind to strive for the perfection of their soul 

by the sacrifice of their soul. Material pursuits find no place in the culture. Here, a devotee does not ask 

for anything material. He or She prays for Divine love. Lord Jagannath is the ocean of mercy (much prior 

to Christ’s birth).By his benediction He can liberate us out of our mortal existence to the Divine Abode 

.Unflinching faith in the Lord will kill all mundane desires and elevate the human soul. The Jagannath 

culture teaches us that faith in the Lord and self-less service in the world will usher redemption to 

mankind.  The martial arts of Orissa originating from the Akhanda tradition of Puri for the defense of the 

pride and heritage of Orissa, the worlds famous Odissi dance and music coming out of temple tradition, 

the open-air theater of discourses known as Mukta Mandap are but a few illustrious example of the 

former. While this freedom has been a personal necessity, the discipline has been a social compulsion. 

Examples galore of the first invocation of Jagannath in each and every auspicious ceremony in the 

family- whether religious, social, personal or political are found plenty. Every Oriya household grows up 

under the influence of Jagannath, in rituals, almanac, traditions and culture irrespective of their secular 

or ecclesiastical contours.

Sculpture: 

Every Orissan Temple consists of two essential components: The tall structure, Deul, has a 

soaring, conical-like, convex spire, crowned with a lotus -shaped flat member at the top. At the core of 

the Deul is the cubical inner sanctum, in which temple deity resides. In the front of the Deul is a porch 

structure, Jagmohana, shorter and rectangular in shape. The roof of the Jagmohana which is rather 

squirts and pyramidal, contrast s strongly to the heaven pointing, curvilinear tower of the Deul. These 

components are often supplemented by halls of dance and of congregation, by ritual bathing tanks, and 

by subsidiary shrines, and with the whole enclosed by a compound wall. Every single part of a temple is 

alive with meaning and reference including decoration and depiction of mythical and godly objects. The 

spire is often known by words which refer to its role as a symbol of the divine ountain of the universe, 

and is also considered the embodiment of the magic axis which literally pillars separating heaven and 

earth. Terms used for various parts of the structure often refer to the Cosmic Man as well as to the 

Cosmic Universe, which lately astrophysicists are discovering as observed by late Carl Sagan. Tagore, a 

literature Nobel laureate, after seeing Orissan Temples wrote, ‘Here the language of man is defeated by 

the language of stones.’ It is an Indian aesthetic concept that only things covered with ornaments are 

beautiful. Nowhere else in India is this concept portrayed so brilliantly, and so literally, as in the temple 
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sculpture of Orissa. Divinities, and devotees , kings and craftsmen and women , pilgrims  and priests, 

celestial maidens and earthly beauties, amorous couples, elephants horses, swans, birds, and mythical 

beings, swarm over every surface of every temple. Surrounding them are flowers, jewels, long strings 

pearls and architectural motifs, framing and embellishing hundreds of thousands of enchanting scenes 

of myth, legend, divine, and sublime life

Dance:

The traditional Orissan dance, Odissi, is mentioned in the inscriptions dating as early as the first 

century BC, and depicted in sculpture in Khandagiri and Udaygiri, and Rani Gumpha caves. On many 

extant, Orissan temples and the dancing hall of Konark Sun temple hundreds of elegantly sculpted 

panels depicting dancers and musicians can be observed. The fact that the Nata Mandir (dance hall) 

became an integral part of the Orissan temple complex confirms that dancing was an important part 

of temple life. The tradition of devdasis (female temple dancers) seems to have existed since the time 

of Somavamsis in the eleventh century. In the 1950s, however, a movement began to revitalize Odissi 

dance. The discovery of a fifteenth century treatise on dance, the Abhinaya Chandrika, and study of 

ancient sculptures enabled a few dedicated artists to reconstruct the form. Weaving together traditional 

poses to the accompaniment of talas (cycles) of sung poetry, particularly love songs of the famous  

Sanskrit poet Joydev’ Gitagovinda. Odissi has today become a highly stylized and beautiful genre (credit 

to late Kelu Charan Mohapatra) .Orissa is rich with many folk dances, Chhau, day long Danda Nata, 

Chaiti Ghoda, Ranapa, and Koyas, reflecting martial war   traditions and folk tales                          
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
* A regular contributor to The OSA Journal. A version, compiled and edited from several sources, this was written on the occasion 

of the celebration of Orissa Heritage Day at Southern California in 2004.

Presentation skills

 LkÞ SÐZÞÒm L\Ð jÊte

 aÐuÞ SÐZÞÒm c\Ð jÊte
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FUTURE OF SCIENCE AND TECHNOLOGY IN ORISSA:
AN ASSESSMENT

Priyadarsan Patra*

“The test of our progress is not whether we add more to the abundance of those who have 

much; it is whether we provide enough for those who have too little.”

US President Franklin D. Roosevelt, Second Inaugural Address, 1937.

Much has been said about the fairness, culpability and the broken promises about establishing 

a National Institute of Science in Orissa. In 2005 I argued, from a somewhat different perspective, that 

such an institute is critical to the development and international competitiveness of the Orissa region and 

the Indian nation as a whole.  Here I elaborate a bit more. A World Bank report states that tertiary (read 

higher) education is more than the capstone of the traditional education pyramid; it is a critical pillar of 

human development worldwide. In today’s lifelong-learning framework, tertiary education provides not 

only the high-level skills necessary for every labor market but also the training essential for teachers, 

doctors, nurses, civil servants, engineers, humanists, entrepreneurs, scientists, social scientists, and 

myriad personnel, and support the production of the higher-order capacity necessary for development.

Institutes of higher education have a few primary and interwoven purposes: (1) Meet the learning 

needs and aspirations of individuals through the development of their intellectual abilities and aptitudes, 

and equip individuals to make the best use of their. (2) Provide the labor market, in a knowledge-driven 

and knowledge-dependent society, with the high-level of competencies and expertise necessary for 

the growth and prosperity of a modern economy, starting at the regional on to the national level; to 

teach and train people to be successful in entering the learned professions, or to pursue vocations in 

administration, trade, industry and the arts, etc.

Because of the growing realization of importance of institutions of higher education, the 

economic development policy-makers worldwide are increasingly attempting to draw universities and 

colleges into their strategies. Research lays the long-term foundations for innovation, which is central to 

improved growth, productivity and quality of life, and arrests the “brain-drain” to the far-away places. This 

applies not just to the scientific and technical knowledge. Research in the social sciences and the arts 

and humanities can also benefit the economy, e.g., by impacting ourism, social and economic trends, 

design, law, and the performing arts. 

The state of Orissa, albeit its beauty, serenity, natural and cultural wealth, is one of the most 

economically disadvantaged states in India. Income poverty in Orissa is 12 times that of the best 

performing Jammu and Kashmir (J&K) which stands at 4%. Poverty level in Sikkim stands at 36% with 
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Bihar, MP and Assam coming in before the last place finish for Orissa at 47%.

PM Vajpayee, on July 15, 2003, said that Orissa had only 270 hospitals as against 2,100 in 

Kerala. “While Kerala had one hospital bed for every 330 people, Orissa had one per 3,000.’’ While 

Karnataka had 30 medical colleges and Maharashtra had 36, Orissa had only three. Orissa, considered 

a backward state along with UP, MP, Bihar, and Rajasthan, has the worst infant and maternity mortality 

rates and malnutrition. The proportion of women undernourished is highest in Orissa (48%, according 

to Mr. Padam Singh, ICMR). Women who are undernourished  are more likely to have children who 

are under-nourished. Orissa is one of the poorest states with the second lowest per capita income 

after Bihar (East India Human Development Report, 2004). Orissa is also one of the low literacy states, 

ranking 13th among the sixteen major states in the country. Less than 64% of the population has 

been enumerated as literates in the 2001 census. It is also one of the least urbanized states in India. 

The infrastructure, higher education, access to health facilities, and family income areas in South-West 

Orissa are yet more deplorable. Orissa is no doubt a major state in terms of population and size, and the 

abundance of natural resources, and yet the table below shows a glaring disparity and neglect in her 

economic state of development.

HDI and HPI (calculated for fifteen major states)  Orissa  India 

Human Development Index Value 2001    0.404  0.472

Human Development Index Rank 2001 (out of 15)   11 

Human Development Index Value 1991   0.345  0.381

Human Development Index Rank (out of 32)   28 

Human Poverty Index 1991     49.85  39.36

Human Poverty Index Rank (out of 32)    31 

Gender Disparity Index Value 1991    0.639  0.676

Gender Disparity Index Rank (out of 32)    27 

The Indian Govt.’s per capita average development expenditure is Rs 2,645. In constrast, 

Bihar and Orissa, the two poorest states of the union, had only Rs 1,211 and Rs 2,101 per capita, 

respectively. Moreover, it’s estimated that the central Human Resources spending per head in a state 

such as Karnataka is Rs. 25 versus Rs. 4 in Orissa and Bihar, indicating some regional imbalance.

From another angle and a different set of data, let’s look at a study by Dr. Sarvalingam and 

Dr. M. Sivakmar of the Department of Economics, C.N. College, Erode, Tamil Nadu. They calculated 

the Deprivation Index(DI) for all the Indian states/territories as follows: DI = 1/3 (PL) +1/3 (IR) + 1/3 

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



OSA Souvenir 2006

37

(IMR), where the poverty line PL (year 1999-2000), illiteracy rate IR (2001) and infant mortality rate IMR 

(2001) numbers come from recently published data. This data is tabulated below with the respective 

state ranks.

Statewise Human Deprivation Index: 

Orissa’s rank, culminating from a decades-long trend, is the worst.

Sl.No States/UT   Poverty line  Illiteracy 2001 IMR 2001 Deprivation Index Rank

1 AndhraPradesh 15.77  38.89  66 40.21  9

2 ArunachalPradesh 33.47  45.26  44 40.89  7

3 Assam  36.09  35.72  78 49.93  5

4 Bihar  42.60 52.47  67 54.02  3

5 Goa  4.40 17.68  36 19.35  27

6 Gujrat  14.07 33.57  64 37.21  12

7 Haryana  8.74 31.41  69 36.38  16

8 HimachalPradesh 7.63 24.09  64 31.90  18

9 Jummu&Kashmir 3.48 45.54  45 31.34  19

10 Karnataka  20.04 32.96  58 36.99  13

11 Kerala  12.72 9.08  16 12.59  30

12 MadhyaPradesh 37.43 35.92  97 56.77  2

13 Maharastra 25.02 28.73  49 34.24  17

14 Manipur  28.54 31.13  25 28.21  21

15 Meghalaya 33.87 36.69  52 40.85  8

16 Mizoram  19.47 11.51  23 17.98  29

17 Nagaland  32.67 32.89  N/A N/A  N/A

18 Orissa  47.15 36.39  98 60.50  1

19 Punjab  6.16 30.05  54 30.06  20

20 Rajasthan  15.28 38.97  83 45.74  6

21 Sikkim  36.55 30.32  52 39.61  10

22 Tamilnadu  21.12 26.58  53 23.54  23

23 Tripura  34.44 29.36  49 36.59  15

24 UttarPradesh 31.15 42.64  85 52.92  4

25 WestBengal 27.02 30.78  53 36.92  14
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Sl.No  States/UT   Poverty line  Illiteracy 2001 IMR 2001 Deprivation Index Rank

26 Andaman&Nicobar 20.99  18.81 30 23.06 24

27 Chandigarh 5.75  18.24 32 18.65 28

28 Dadra&NagarHaveli 17.14  39.97 61 39.36 11

29 Daman&Diu 4.44  18.91 N/A N/A N/A

30 Delhi  8.23  18.18 51 25.80 22

31 Lakshadeep 15.60  12.48 30 19.36 26

32 Pondicherry 21.67  18.51 21 20.39 25

33 India  26.10  34.80 71 43.96 

Source : 1. National Human Development report 2001. India

2. Based on NHDR 2001 literacy rate

3. Economic and political report 2003, May. 10.

There is already strong evidence of socio-economic benefits from the linkages though integration 

of a new institution of higher learning into a regional development strategy. Take for example the young 

University of Oulu in Finland which has become one of the best universities in all of the Nordic countries 

despite being located in a remote area close to the Arctic Circle. The rural region of Oulu has been 

transformed into a high-tech zone where symbiotically coexist the several winning companies such as 

Nokia, the science parks dedicated to applied research in electronics, medicine and biotechnology, and 

the 13,000-student university.

There are certain native products, the flora and the fauna, regional skills and expertise that 

need be leveraged, and the regional development that need be addressed by a geographically close 

and locally identifiable institute of research excellence. There are many different ways an institute of 

higher education and research can contribute: involvement in local and regional partnerships, student 

placements in local businesses and the tying of student projects to the needs of businesses and local 

community groups, links with local business and industry through targeted training and research 

consultancies; the establishment of research incubators, of science parks, of quasi autonomous R&D 

companies and the commercialization of research via spin-off companies, and through its wider role as 

part of a network of knowledge industries to attract investment from overseas and out-of-state. 

While India may be “shining”,  I abhor to see my state at the bottoms of the performance lists. 

But that is a fact. In a post-industrial, knowledge society, higher-education and sane and sustainable 
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regional planning hold the greatest promise for socio-economic progress, balanced and longterm growth, 

and national unity. Today’s market economy transforms a large nation such as India into a true microcosm 

of the globe: each region/state must compete and fend for itself much like a country within a union -- 

except that a lot of fiduciary, regulatory control and power is concentrated with the Union Government. 

Thus, equity and thoughtful government strategies are ever so important. All, especially, the state and 

the central government planners, the educationists, and the civil-society, must take prudent actions and 

make longterm investments NOW.  

We, the people of the state, must stake claim for what’s due to us, but must not stop there. What 

is greatly fruitful and fundamental is our own persistent, quiet and resolute endeavor to transform for the 

better: equitability, sustainability and excellence. We must plan ahead to build the foundations to help 

feed and nurture such an institute of excellence, and to leverage it for strengthening the foundations, 

in turn. We need pay attention to sub-regional parity as well. It would require deeper thought and 

commitment from us all. 

Some References:

1. Constructing Knowledge Societies: New Challenges for Tertiary Education. W.B. Report. 

2002.

2. Green Paper on Higher Education Transformation, South Africa Dept. of Education

3.  http://www.undp.org.in/Programme/undpini/factsheet/Orissa.pdf

4.  www.seedsnet.org

5  http://www.india-seminar.com/2004/537/537%20k.p.%20kannan.htm

6.  http://orissadiary.com/orissa_education/orissa_education.htm

7.  http://www.undp.org.in/Programme/undpini/factsheet/Orissa.pdf

8.  http://orissagov.nic.in/

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
-*Priyadarsan lives in Portland with his wife Anu, and children Ashish and Adarsh. 

Parts of this article has been published online @ http://www.odiya.org/ornet/ornmain.shtml
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GLOBALIZATION, WOMEN IN ORISSA: SOME PERSONAL REFLECTIONS

Annapurna Devi Pandey*

The benefits of, and problems created by, globalization and responses to it have been very 

uneven. Gender, region, ethnicity, and economic conditions have all played a role in the differential 

impact of the forces of globalization.  With case studies from the state of Orissa in India, I show how the 

neoliberal policies associated with the current form of economic globalization have intersected with earlier 

policies of “development” and “modernization” and have presented both challenges and opportunities 

for Indian women. Paradoxically, globalization has given the women of Orissa the educational tools and, 

increasingly, the social and cultural freedom to combat the social problems and dislocations created by 

economic globalization itself. At the same time, even the gains achieved—as in the case of education-

-have proven to be a double-edged sword and, as I will show below in the case of the college girls in 

Kendrapada and the Kond (tribal) women, have come at a heavy price. 

In the process of taking advantage of the opportunities afforded by legal equality, enshrined in 

the Indian Constitution and law, and of challenging the inequities of  the newer economic developments, 

the women of Orissa, India, have created a form of feminism which does not reject tradition outright, 

nor pose women as victims and men as oppressors, but creates a coalition in which women and men 

are partners in promoting the interest of the socially disadvantaged. These women, through the process  

of organizing, have promoted, above all, networking and connectivity. In short, many women in Orissa 

have a more complex reaction to globalization than being “for” or “against” it. They have sought to 

take advantage of the benefits of modernity while resisting, and even opposing, its abuses. In the case 

studies that follow, I hope to show how the culturally distinctive response of Hindu and Kond (tribal) 

women in Orissa constitutes a particular form of Indian feminism that emphasizes recognition of cultural 

identities, that is, of a notion of womanhood where women are defined according to their roles rather 

than their sex(1) in a  common struggle for empowerment and against injustices. 

The situation of women in Orissa is lagging far behind the rest of the country. Orissa has a sex 

ratio of 927 females per 1,000 males according to the 2001 census. Female life expectancy is 59.71 

as against the national average of 66.91 for women. Infant mortality rate is 92 for females and 98 for 

males, as against 67 and 69 at the national level. Female literacy is 50.97% while the male literacy rate 

is 75.95 %. According to the 1991 census, only 27.28% of the total workforce in Orissa is comprised 

of women. The unorganized primary sector (e.g., agriculture) employs 82.7% of the total of employed  

female workers. Around 5.2% of the female workers are engaged in household industries, while other 

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



OSA Souvenir 2006

41

sectors of the economy provide employment to 12.1% of female workers. According to the National 

Family Health Survey, about 48% of the female population suffers from nutritional deficiency. 

Marginalization and Women’s Activism

On my last visit to Orissa in 2004, I attended a workshop against alcoholism in Bhubaneswar. In 

the process of globalization, alcoholism among lower and lower middle class men who feel cheated and 

left behind has become a major social problem in not only endangering the lives of the chronic drinkers 

but also ruining their family relationships and the future of their children. Since they cannot afford 

foreign liquor, they buy the rotgut made locally. Various women’s organizations shared their experiences 

combating alcoholism from different parts of the state. A 70-year-old illiterate woman presented her 

triumphant account of smashing an illegal “moonshine” tavern serving bootlegged liquor along with her 

compares in the village, and dragging the tavern owner to the local station. The police had no choice but 

to arrest the owner. In her own words, “the country liquor factories have ruined our lives. Our husbands, 

fathers and brothers have become puppets in the hands of these taverners. They are dead even being 

alive.” The women attacked the taverns in order to keep their men folk off of country liquor and save 

their family life. Here, women were taking the law in their own hands to promote the well being of their 

families. The state in the guise of police, excise officers have been complicit in promoting country liquor. 

Each one of them gets a fat share of the profit from the illegal enterprises. Women were proving their 

sense of agency and empowerment as active participants against the system, which had allowed the 

commercialization of liquor. Women were coming out of the confines of their homes and challenging the 

social injustice promoted by the state.

In another instance of marginalization in relation to education, an 18-year-old college girl from 

Western Orissa had acid thrown on her face for not marrying a street hooligan. Her face was completely 

disfigured, and required total plastic surgery.  Even from the hospital bed, she was determined to fight for 

justice. I was amazed to see her courage; I heard her telling Saila Behera, the secretary of Basundhara, 

“Older sister (apa), I am not alone in my suffering. I have you and my brothers (referring to the voluntary 

workers at Basundhara) with me.” She got support from various women’s groups and other NGOs, which 

forced the state to take up her case, provide her with the necessary financial assistance, and punish 

the culprit.

A classic example of globalization spawning at once injustice, marginalization, and women’s 

resistance is provided by the unpleasant ironies of “education,” so often taken to be the hallmark of 
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enlightened modernization and development. Schools in Orissa are meant to be a site of women’s 

empowerment. With increasing industrialization and urbanization, tribal girls are attending schools 

along with other Hindu children. The State promotes compulsory high school education for the tribals to 

bridge the educational gap between various ethnic groups. Girls are offered more and more incentives 

such as free books, tuition-free education, mid day meals and small scholarships to finish their high 

school education. Also, the state provides guaranteed positions for women with degrees and diplomas in 

various public sector jobs. In the process of globalization, educated tribal girls have better opportunities 

to migrate to urban areas for better jobs. In short, tribal women are beneficiaries of an Indian affirmative 

action program. It is therefore ironic when schools become the site of exploitation of these disadvantaged 

people. 

On March 11, 1998, a school headmaster who happened to be a Hindu Brahmin raped two 

middle-school girls aged 11 and 12. Sadly, these girls were abused in the process of improving their 

status. Fortunately, these girls got the support of local women’s organizations, which in turn were able 

to persuade the state to take up the girls’ cases. In spite of several threats from the accused and 

bureaucratic harassment by police and other state government officials, the activists who advocated for 

the girls and their families, the victims and their families ultimately obtained vindication. 

Indian Women’s NGO work

Yet another sign of hopefulness for the women of Orissa can be seen in another case I studied:  

In rural Orissa, I focused on an organization called Center for Public Health and Environment Education 

(COPHEE). It was founded as an NGO (nongovernmental organization) to fight against various social 

taboos, stereotypes, injustices, inequality, and forms of exploitation of the disadvantaged, including 

women. It was started in Jajpur about 60 km. from Cuttack City by two like-minded social activists and 

became very active after the powerful cyclone faced by the state in October 1999.

COPHEE promotes income-generating activities among women by providing them savings and 

credit facilities. It has undertaken women’s empowerment programs through the formation of women’s 

self-help groups (SHG) in five village panchayats covering 45 villages in Jajpur district. These women’s 

groups not only work to contribute to their family income, but the members, comprising middle-aged as 

well as teenaged girls, also focus on family health, education of children, and take up issues of gender 

discrimination in public life. An anti-tobacco campaign has been waged by these women and has been 

a very successful experience for them. According to a survey by COPHEE, 47% boys between 12-14 
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age group use tobacco (or pan,bidi, gudakhu, gutka, gundi, the locally grown addictives). Shanti from 

COPHEE shared this story with me,” when a minister from the state had come to inaugurate our school 

in the village, we demanded from him to stop chewing betel nut to honor our anti-tobacco campaign. The 

minister was very embarrassed. The best part was it was broadcast all over the state.” The members are 

using street plays, walking marches and putting posters to oppose social ills like tobacco, dowry, alcohol 

making and selling and abuse of women in the hands of husband and in-laws. The focus is to involve the 

whole family in this awareness program.

Members of COPHEE shared many of their dreams and vision with me when I visited them 

in 2004. At a welcome meeting, several young women, their mothers had come to greet me at their 

village school. The welcome song was very meaningful, sung by a few teenage girls. The song translates 

as follows: “We adorn the whole sky and are like the stars. We can combine the sky, air, earth, and 

water and build a new world order, where there would be no exploitation and no frustration. We are 

the anchors, and hold the oars of our own boat; we can build our own future. We can fill everyone’s life 

around us with the scent of life’s flavor.”  Urmila, in her fifties, sang a song felicitating goddess Durga. 

These songs were written by women in the group. 

With very few resources, these women are very hopeful, resilient, and actively organizing 

to improve their situation--not just for themselves but as families incorporating their husbands and 

emphasizing the education of their children to build a better future. In the process of globalization, 

they do not want to be left out. In regard to their needs, some high school educated girls shared,” We 

would love to have vocational training to get jobs, we would benefit from a computer center. So many of 

us would be able to connect with the outside world.” They dream to have access to computers so that 

they can learn better skills and be engaged in various employment opportunities available outside their 

community. 

Around lunch-time I asked, “Would not you like to go home to your men folks?” They confidently 

said, “ See, our men are here to watch and appreciate our organizing efforts. They encourage us to join 

the samitis (associations) and have learned to adjust their schedules.” 

To share another instance of women’s activism, one of the COPHEE members who had recently 

been married was sent back to her parents for not fulfilling dowry demands. The girl and her parents 

were very worried. They could not afford to go the court and avail of themselves of any legal help. 

COPHEE members came to her rescue. They formed a committee and approached the village heads in 

the girl’s husband’s village. A meeting was arranged at which both the parties and COPHEE members 

were present. After a mutual discussion and intervention from the village Panchayat, the husband’s 
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family invited the girl back to their home. 

As a result of such successful efforts, women feel more confident to take up important 

issues of human rights and women’s  rights. While working to resolve many of the problems created 

by the “development” model, these women are attempting to take advantage of the freedom and 

opportunities—as they see them—of globalization. Whether their dreams are illusory only time will tell, 

but their organizing is very much in the tradition of Indian feminism which has achieved success by 

forging a partnership with men, community, and even the state, which, perhaps dragged kicking and 

screaming, has been led to uphold its ideology of gender equality.

Conclusion

The India of 2005 is a very different country distinguished by its vibrant economy, a fast rising 

middle class (larger than the population of USA) and a world-class exporter of “knowledge” to the 

Information Technology sector (Das, 2005). Girls in middle class urban families are encouraged to study 

science, engineering and computer science  to better train themselves in the age of globalization. Yet, 

while “women” generically can avail themselves of these rosy opportunities, cultural and social realities 

often dictate otherwise. For example, just recently a 15-year-old dalit (untouchable) girl, Mamata Nayak 

in the village of Narsinghpur, Orissa became the first girl in her community to graduate from high school. 

Her plans to become a teacher and educate other dalit girls in her village are threatened because she 

has to bike through an upper caste community to go to college. The upper caste people not only bar 

her from biking on “their” road but also threaten her family with dire consequences. Her father says, 

”I do not want to take the risk of waging a battle against the mighty upper caste”(India West, Aug 26, 

2005). Another dalit asks, “Who will come to our rescue? Can the Police and the state protect us and 

our daughters from the wrath of these people?”(Ibid, p. A18). This example, illustrates the distinctive 

culturally-rooted forms of marginalization Oriya  women—whether Hindu or Kond (tribal), rural or urban—

face and the challenges women’s organizations in Orissa and elsewhere in India confront in resisting 

such abuses and injustices in a globalize world.

Ultimately, “globalization” as discussed here, and “development” and “modernization” before 

it, are the site at which is played out the unfolding drama of Indian feminism—the response of Hindu 

and tribal women to their economic and cultural marginalization, as well as to their opportunities. Kond 

women in Phulbani, rural women in Jajpur, and urban women define their tradition differently: each 

group has found strength in its own tradition, has found new meaning in tradition to draw from which to 
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draw courage and support. These women have shown extraordinary strength in fighting against women’s 

abuse, alcoholism, and the state when it becomes the oppressor in the process of globalization. It is the 

distinctive features of this response and the differential impact that globalization and “modernization” 

generally have had on women, with which I have been concerned here.

The “Janus” head of the Indian state in globalization can be seen especially well in the cases 

of education and the reconstruction of  swadeshi. In the process of globalization, education has played 

a critical role in rural, urban and tribal areas. Yet, the process of education and the people in charge of 

education have marginalized women, robbing them off their cultural identity, freedom and their sense of 

self. The state portrays its benevolent image in emphasizing the welfare, growth and overall development 

of women. It also uses women as an umbrella category to be defined as “swadeshi”, upholders of the 

nation’s values and tradition. But Indian women are not content to succumb to the state’s definition of 

swadeshi: they want the right to modify it, refashion it in order to participate in the new opportunities 

made available to them. Here women are redefining their tradition, reinventing their new swadeshi 

image, as not static or unchanging- rather like a river flowing through many lands, collecting all the 

treasures as well as pollutants. They would be called swadeshi on their own terms free to chose what to 

accept from it, what to reject as the ills and the pollutants. They do not want to be puppets in the hands 

of the state or globalization phenomenon. This is the new face of feminism emerging in Orissa in the 

face of globalization.

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
* Annapurna Devi Pandey is a professor in the Dept of Anthropology, University of California, Santa Cruz, CA. 95064

Extreme Specialization
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ENERGY NEEDS OF INDIA

Baidehish Dwibedy

India has a growing economy since the early 1990’s and has been able to grow at a rate of  7-8% 

annually . The reforms initiated by the then Finance Minister Manmohan Singh and Prime Minister P.V 

Narashimha Rao has made tangible contributions to the Indian economy. The reforms have continued 

from that time as the subsequent Governments have promoted and never objected to this process. This 

growth rate has led to an increased demand for energy.. 

Although energy production has expanded substantially since 1950s, an inadequate supply 

of energy remains a constraint to industrial growth. Overall growth in the demand for energy was rapid 

in the early 1990s, but commercial energy consumption was among the lowest in the world. Currently 

India uses around 3% of world’s energy compared with China, which uses 7.6%.  India has less than 

0.5% of global reserves & has 15% of the world’s population. The average consumption of oil and gas 

is one-third the global average. With this attribute, it’s easily understood that India will remain import-

dependent for oil and gas for many years to come. 

This need for energy security has come in the wake of steep increases in the price of oil and 

natural gas, the country’s unprecedented growth, a lack of energy-efficient technologies and reliance 

on energy-heavy industries for modernization and development. Rapid modernization, economic 

growth and instability in a few oil-rich regions around the world have helped the energy prices to go up 

astronomically. India has a choice to make in this environment, separating politics from business and 

tweaking the foreign policy, to secure energy.

India has the world’s fastest-growing car market, which is driving oil consumption and imports. 

India already is among the top consumers of petroleum products in the world. By 2010, it will be the 

fourth-largest energy user (currently it is the sixth-largest energy user in the world) after the United 

States, China and Japan. Trying to ensure India’s energy security are state-owned corporations such 

as ONGC, India’s largest producer of oil and gas. However, it can roughly meet a quarter of India’s 

petroleum needs. 

Sources of Energy in India

Coal

The coal industry is a key supplier of energy. India has some of the largest reserves of coal in the 

world, estimated at 192 billion tons, for which around 45% are proven to exist. The bulk of the coal 

found has been in Orissa, Bihar, Madhya Pradesh, and West Bengal. 
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However, with the present rate of around 0.8 million tons average daily coal extraction in the 

country, the reserves are likely to last over a century. The energy derived from coal in India is about twice 

that of energy derived from oil, as against the world, where energy derived from coal is about 30% lower 

than energy derived from oil. Indian coal has high ash content (thus causing environmental damages, 

due to the lack of implementation of clean coal technology) and low calorific value.

One of the major constraints on the profitability of the coal sector is the low productivity .In order 

to encourage private investment, the Coal Mines (Nationalization) Act 1973, was amended with effect 

from June 9, 1993 for allowing private sector operation of captive coal mines by companies engaged in 

production of iron and steel, power generation and washing of coal. 

Oil and Natural Gas

India has indigenous sources for around 30 percent of its oil needs. The early oil fields discovered 

in India were of modest size. Oil production amounted to 200,000 tons in 1950 and 400,000 tons 

in 1960. By the early 1970s, production had increased to more than 8 million tons. In 1974 the Oil 

and Natural Gas Commission discovered a large field--called the Bombay High--offshore from Bombay. 

Production from that field was responsible for the rapid growth of the country’s total crude oil production 

in the late 1970s and throughout the 1980s. In 1989, oil production peaked at 34 million tons. In the 

early 1990s, wells were shut in offshore fields that had been inefficiently exploited, and production fell 

to 27 million tons in 1993. That amount did not meet India’s needs, and 30.7 million tons of crude oil 

was imported in 1993.

India has thirty-five major fields onshore (primarily in Assam and Gujarat) and four major 

offshore oil fields (near Bombay, south of Pondicherry, and in the Palk Strait). India’s offshore crude oil 

reserves in 2005 stood at 376 million metric tons, and offshore natural gas reserves were 340 billion 

cubic meters in the same year. 

Electricity

The electric power industry is both a supplier and a consumer of primary energy. In the beginning 

of 2000s, the Electricity production was of around 533 billion Kwh (Fossil fuel – 82%, Hydro – 15%, 

Nuclear – 3%), out of which around 500 billion Kwh was being consumed, 321 million Kwh was being 

exported & 1.5 billion Kwh was being imported.
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Nuclear Power

There are around nine operational plants with a potential total capacity of 1,800 megawatts, 

about 3% of India’s total power generation. There are two units each in Tarapur, north of Bombay in 

Maharashtra; in Rawatbhata in Rajasthan; in Kalpakkam near Madras in Tamil Nadu; and in Narora in 

Uttar Pradesh; and one unit in Kakrapur in southeastern Gujarat. However, of the nine plants, all have 

been faced with safety problems that have shut down reactors for periods ranging from months to years. 

The plants operate at only a fraction of their capacity, and some foreign experts consider them the most 

inefficient nuclear-power plants in the world.

The way around

India, like China, is seeking to acquire energy producers in other countries to ensure a stable 

supply of oil and gas. 

India’s current requirement of crude oil is 115 million tons a year, while domestic output is 

static at about 33 million tons a year.  India has been spending $30 - $40 billion a year on crude oil 

imports, which drains the nation’s foreign exchange reserves. 

India is poised to buy new oil assets overseas to meet its long-cherished energy security dream. 

As domestic oil production is declining alarmingly, India is aiming to try all available options.  

One of India’s major gas companies, ONGC Videsh Ltd., has acquired 13 oil assets in 17 

countries and is looking for opportunities to buy more. Similarly, the Indian Oil Corp. and Oil India are 

also desperate to buy stakes in oilfields in other countries. The Indian oil ministry has of late put in place 

an amended exploration policy to boost domestic production of gas and oil. Under the new licensing 

rules, the Indian oil ministry invited bids by domestic and foreign companies for oil and gas exploration 

ventures in India. 

Pact With Russia

During Russian president Putin’s last visit to India, the two countries signed a memorandum of 

understanding for joint exploration and distribution of natural gas in the Caspian Basin, as well as for 

building underground gas storage facilities in India and technology transfers to India from Russia. While 

visiting Moscow last October, India’s Petroleum and Natural Gas Minister Manishankar Aiyar stated, 

“In the half-century of Indian independence, Russia has guaranteed our territorial integrity, and in the 

second half it may be able to guarantee our energy security. What I am talking about is the strategic 

alliance with Russia in energy security, which is becoming for India at least as important as national 
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security.”

Reportedly, India is to consider investing a further $1.5 billion in the Sakhalin-3 gas field and 

another $1.5 billion in the joint Russian-Kazakh Kurmangazy oilfield, both in the Caspian Sea. The 

Russian invitation to India to join the Sakhalin-3 project is especially noteworthy, since it occurred shortly 

after Moscow removed a major US oil company from the same project.

Pact with China

India is attempting to join major international oil companies to jointly bid for overseas oil and 

gasfields, and to that end has recently signed an agreement with a state-run Chinese oil company to 

jointly bid for oilfields in Kazakhstan and African countries.  

As one of the planned Indo-Sino joint ventures, Indian and Chinese oil firms lined up together 

as Asian customers for the possible purchase of the some of the assets of the Russian Yukos Oil Co., 

confiscated by the Putin regime in Russia.

Pact with Iran and Pakistan

Iran is the second largest crude oil producer among the Organization of the Petroleum Exporting 

Countries (OPEC). It owns 10 percent of the world’s proven oil reserves and also has the world’s second 

largest natural gas reserves. India perceives Iran as a viable corridor to access the natural resources 

and economic opportunities of Central Asia and the Middle East.

The suggestion by Iran to the previous BJP-led Indian government about the construction of a 

pipeline to supply oil and gas from Iran to India is once again on the table. Iran is scurrying to secure 

diplomatic ties with Asian powers via energy deals in order to counteract US threats of economic sanctions 

and military invasion. A $40 billion deal was drafted on the 7th of January with the National Iranian Oil. 

Co. (NIOC). The deal would allow India to import natural gas over a period of 25 years, starting in 2009. 

NIOC would also develop two Iranian oil fields and a gas field.

The Indian government had reconfirmed that it will not stop its dealings with Iran because of 

US objections. India has formally informed the US about its energy needs and US understands that. 

However, an agreement needs to be reached between the countries for an amicable solution without 

hurting each other in a business sense.

The development of an Indo-Pakistani-Iranian pipeline is seen by New Delhi as a means of 

both helping to meet its energy needs and fostering a closer economic relationship with Pakistan. The 
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Indian political elite calculates that this will cut across Pakistan’s ability to pursue a policy of geopolitical 

confrontation with India and enable Indian business to dominate the Pakistani market.

However, to bypass a direct agreement with Pakistan, India has proposed two separate 

agreements—one between India and Iran on purchasing the gas and another between Iran and Pakistan 

for the pipeline. 

Pact with Burma & Bangladesh

Dropping the earlier policy of isolationism practiced by New Delhi in relation to the military 

junta in Rangoon, Burma, the Indian government hosted a week-long visit from the Burmese military 

general Than Shwe in October. The visit aimed to accelerate closer diplomatic ties with Myanmar and 

also neighboring Bangladesh, in part to pave the way for a pipeline to bring Burma’s natural gas to India 

via Bangladesh.

The Burmese pipeline agreement has been hailed in India as a major step toward regional 

cooperation. It is particularly seen as a landmark in India-Bangladesh relations. Reportedly this is the 

first time in over 30 years that Bangladesh has agreed to its territory being used for transport of any 

commodity to the Indian market.

Explorations in African and South American Nations

To the west, India has secured energy deals in Africa, including including Libya, Sudan and  Ivory 

Coast. India also is looking to establish long-standing relationships with a number of South American 

countries, among which Venezuela has become prominent. 

Venezuela, the world’s fifth-largest oil exporter, is currently seeking to diversify its markets 

as a means to reduce its dependence on the United States, which currently buys over 60 percent of 

Venezuelan oil. Venezuela has recently deepened cooperation and signed a number of agreements in 

the petroleum sector with Russia, China, Brazil and Argentina.

During his four-day visit to India this month, Venezuela’s President Hugo Chavez and Prime 

Minister Manmohan Singh signed six energy and cooperation agreements. The ONGC Ltd and GAIL 

Ltd., are planning to take a 49 percent stake in the Venezuelan oil fields of San Cristobal and PDVSA. 

Venezuela’s state-run oil company is to invest in India’s Mangalore Refinery in the state of Karnataka. 
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Nuclear Deal with US 

Nothing much can be said about the historic nuclear deal signed by President George W Bush 

and Prime Minister Manmohan Singh during the recent visit of the US president to India. This civil 

nuclear deal between the largest and oldest democracies in the world is bound to change the whole 

equation of relationship between the two countries. With the implementation of this treaty (which is 

currently debated in the US senate, and which has mixed response from the Nuclear Security Group 

members), India will be able to meet a big chunk of its civilian energy needs.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
* Baidehish Dwibedy hails from Kamakhya Nagar, Dhenkanal and is a Software Engineer having expertise in software design 
and development for Automotive and Medical Devices Industry. He lives  in Lindenhurst, IL. with his wife Annie . 
Disclaimer: The author doesn’t claim himself to be an energy analyst. The information provided in this article is an effort to 
compile information from various sources. The numbers provided here might not be exact, though it’s a close call.
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JUGGERNAUT

Hemanta Ranjan Panda*

English word ‘juggernaut’ has originated from our own Lord Jagannath (a title of Krishna, a 

Hindu god). In Sanskrit jagannath means jagat (Universe) + nath (lord) i.e. Lord of the Universe. This 

word finds much relevance in our life as well. It means a Herculean task requiring blind sacrifice. Also 

it  do so, due to lack of money. indicates a massive relentless force, person, institution, that crushes 

everything in its path.

Speaking of Herculean task, Lord Jagannath’s powers have caught everybody’s attention. As 

a warrior, he fought for his devotee King Purushottam Dev, to secure victory over KAnchi and got his 

devotee married to Princess PadmAvati, just to save his devotee’s honor. By drinking sweet curd from 

ignorant MAnika Gauduni, he fulfilled her desire to see the Lord in her eyes, who could not afford to do 

so, due to lack of money. 

His call for DAsiA BAuri is indicative of his love and loyalty to his disciples, however rich or 

poor they may be. He is often referred to as Lord of the devotees (bhakta ra bhagabAn). A little girl was  

singing Gita Govinda with love and devotion in a garden. Lord Jagannath was immersed so much in the 

song that, he followed the little girl and unknowingly injured himself with the thorns of the branches. 

Therefore Gita Govind is recited while the lord sleeps.

He could wait in his Nandighosha chariot for hours for SAlabeg, who wished to have a glance at 

him in the holy chariot. He could not live in peace when Bandhu Mohanty was starving. He in turn gave 

Prasad offered to him to Bandhu Mohanty in disguise

Everything about the lord is massive and magnificent as the word ‘juggernaut’ suggests. 

Jagannath temple kitchen in Puri is reputed to be the largest kitchen in the world, working around 200 

hearths, with 400 cooks to feed over 10,000 people every day. Nobody ever returns empty stomach 

from ‘ananda bazaar’, lord’s cafeteria.

Speaking of his great heart, the Lord himself appear in his chariot with his Brother and sister 

every year, to see all of us. A procession of Lord Jagannath takes place each year at Puri (India) and 

many places around the world. Devotees pull a huge cart carrying the deity. Some have been accidentally 

crushed under the wheels (or are said to have thrown themselves under them knowingly). It is described 

in ancient scriptures that if anyone is fortunate enough to pull the rope of the chariots or even see the 

Lord of the Universe while he is on his chariot, then they will have all of their desires fulfilled.

The English language has flair of embracing words from other cultures and colloquially speaking 
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groups similar to word ‘Juggernaut’. The examples of Verandah, Messiah, and Guru have all evolved from 

Asian origin. Bon Voyage, bon appetit have European origin.

Many tales of almighty has touched the hearts of millions of devotees. We should pray that, 

Lord Jagannath guide us onto the path of righteousness (jagannathah swami nayana-patha-gami 

bhavatu me). Let’s take a moment to immerse ourselves in his big eyes and devote ourselves to the 

most powerful lord of the universe, symbolizing Juggernaut.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------* 
*The author live in New Jersey with wife Pritinanda and daughter Surabhi. 
Email: hpanda@yahoo.com

Note: All the references to Oriya words (Italics) with ‘a’ is uttered like the first alphabet of Oriya and ‘A’ is uttered similar to the 
second alphabet of Oriya.
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I WILL DO SOMETHING FOR “MO ODISHA”

Jatish Chandra Mohanty*

Utkal Janani and her children (all of us) are in distress. This is the ripe time to take a pledge: 

“I will do something for Mo Odisha”. Below I present some details as food for thought to all our friends, 

who are concerned about our state.

Orissa’s Past Glory:

Orissa, our motherland, had a glorious culture and heritage to be proud of. All of us read 

in history that once upon a time, the boundary of Orissa extended from the Ganges to the Cauvery. 

The hallmark of Orissa was also prosperous trade and commerce with countries of Far East. Some 

historians claim that the first war of Indian independence started in Orissa much prior to 1857. We 

have also very rich traditions of fine arts, natural bounty, and many other appreciable attributes.

Today’s Status:

Unfortunately, Orissa today is in a precarious situation: India Today magazine, in its May 19 

2003 issue, depicted Orissa at rank 18, just above Bihar in over all ranking of states.  As far as socio-

economic parameters are concerned,  out of ten parameters Orissa stands lowest in two, second lowest 

in five, third lowest in one, fifth lowest in one, and seventh lowest in one.  There is appreciable downfall 

in most of the parameters compared to those in 1991.  In its August, 2004 issue Orissa is shown to have 

gone down in rank in most of the parameters compared to 2003.

State with highest % of population living below poverty line

In 2003, Orissa had the negative distinction of being the state with highest percentage of 

population living below poverty line (47.15%), the all India average being 26.1%. In erstwhile districts 

of Koraput, Kalahandi and Phulbani, poverty level has remained around 80% during the last 30 years. 

These statistics are possibly an under-estimation. For example, in the same survey, the overall poverty in 

Andhra Pradesh is mentioned as about 15%, whereas a detailed survey thereafter indicated the overall 

poverty level in Andhra Pradesh at 55%. The CARE-STEP study in tribal areas of north costal Andhra 

Pradesh (Srikakulam, Vizianagaram, Visakhapatnam, and East-Godavari Districts) showed that 92% of 

the population lives below poverty line. Situation in Orissa would be worse.
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More than 40% of Orissa population will be below poverty line in 2020

The most disturbing factor as per India Today survey of August 2004 is that Orissa is projected 

to have more than 40% population below poverty line 16 years after i.e., by 2020. Whereas Rajasthan, 

a constituent of BIMARU states will have about 1.88% of its population below poverty line in 2020. Our 

neighbouring states West Bengal and Andhra Pradesh are projected to have 11.15% and 4.71% of their 

population respectively below poverty line in 2020.

Very low capita income

At current prices the per capita income for Orissa is Rs. 12,388, whereas it is Rs. 20,989 for 

India, Rs. 26,979 for Gujarat, Rs. 20,757 for Andhra Pradesh, and Rs. 20,896 for West Bengal.

Growth of per capita GSDP slow

The growth of per capita GSDP between 1993-94 to 2000-01 for Orissa is 2% compared to 

National Average of 4.4%.  This figure is the second lowest in the country (the lowest is that of Assam) 

and is lower than that of Bihar. This is clearly evidenced by the fact that at 1993-94 constant prices the 

difference between per capita income of Orissa and All India was   about Rs.1250/- (All India Rs.5352/-

, Orissa Rs.4085/-) in 1980-81. The gap has increased to more than Rs.5000/- in 2000-01 (All India 

Rs.10254/- and Orissa Rs.5187/-). 

Heavy per capita debt burden

The debt of Orissa Government is around Rs. 36000 crores i.e., the per capita debt stands at 

about Rs.10,000/-. The growth of per capita debt is more than 10% every year (Rs. 3000-4000 Crores 

being borrowed every year). Compare this with per capita income of Rs.12388/- and per capita GSDP 

growth of about 2%. That is year by year the people of Orissa are being burdened with more debt with 

very little increase in the per capita income. 

Close to a debt trap

It is very gloomy to note that 90% of the borrowings in 2001-2002 were used towards debt 

servicing leaving only 10% towards infrastructure and development.  As the state borrows more and 

more, and earns less and less, possibly 100% of the borrowings will go towards debt servicing in the 
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near future, entrapping the state in debt. 

State’s own revenue inadequate

According to one of the research papers the most worrisome factor is that the state’s own 

revenue receipt is not sufficient to meet salary and pension expenses of its employees.  If we add the 

interest payment to it, the total expenses outweigh the state’s own revenue receipts by more than twice. 

Of course, it is reported that the tax revenue of the state has increased appreciably in 2005-06 and the 

above problem may be ameliorated to some extent.

Negative growth in agriculture sector

It is well known that agriculture is the major source of income in rural Orissa. In this field also 

the performance has been highly discouraging. For example growth in agriculture and allied sector for 

Orissa from 1993-94 to 2000-01 is minus 0.43% compared to plus 2.73% for all India. 

Poor performance in other parameters of agriculture sector

Per capita agriculture credit in Orissa is Rs. 379 as against all India average of Rs. 897, that of 

Punjab is Rs. 2219 and of AP is Rs. 1380 during 2003-04. 

Consumption of electricity for agriculture to total consumption of electricity for all India is 26%, 

Andhra Pradesh 43%, and for Orissa it is only 3%. No wonder per capita agricultural consumption of 

electricity in Orissa is about 6 KWH compared to 90 KWH of All India. Stated otherwise Andhra Pradesh 

has 22 lakh agriculture pump sets against only 24,000 in Orissa, i.e  one 100th of Andhra Pradesh. 

Average yield per hector of major crops in Orissa is significantly lower than that of India. For 

example the average yield of rice per hectare in Orissa is about 16 Quintal compared to All India average 

yield of 21 Quintals. 

Less Irrigation facilities

 It is well known that provision of irrigation facility enhances the productivity of land and opens 

up several opportunities of cropping. Orissa is unfortunately lagging behind in this field also. Irrigated 

area (% to gross cropped area) in Orissa is 27.35% in 2001 compared to All India figure of 38.45%.

Low yield in fisheries sector 

The present level of production and productivity of the reservoir resources of the state have been 
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estimated at 1830 metric tones and 9.3 kg. per ha. respectively. But if the same reservoir resources are 

developed on scientific lines with appropriate operational and conservation measures as outhunted in 

the draft policy, the projected production and productivity would increase to 19,748 metric tonnes and 

100kg/ha. respectively. 

Vulnerabilities

The deadly cocktail of floods, cyclones, heat waves and droughts made Orissa the disaster 

capital of India’.  …  (Down to Earth, 2001) 

 Most prone to natural disasters with increased frequency and coverage

 During last 100 years: 90 disaster (49 floods; 30 drought; 11 cyclone)

 Flood: once in four years (1834-1926) to once in two years (1926-2001) 

 Since 1965, there was not a single year when the state has not experienced

        drought in one or another part.

 Drought/flood/cyclone are striking areas where these never occurred in past:

        Drought in  southern Orissa; Flood in Kalahandi; Cyclone in Bhubaneswar

 Natural disasters exact a large toll every year in terms of human lives 

        and livelihood in Orissa

 1998 heat wave: Killed 1500 people

 1999 cyclone: Killed >10000 people; 7.5 million homeless; Rs. 10000 crore loss

 2001 flood: Crop failure of Rs. 1500 crores

 2001 drought: 61 starvation death; half million migration to neighbouring states

Recurring drought could be avoided

As seen from above, Orissa faces drought situation very frequently.  Interestingly, the normal 

rainfall of Orissa is 1482 mm, the minimum being 1296 mm in Gajapati and Ganjam districts and the 

highest rainfall being 1648 mm in Mayurbhanj district.  Though drought may occur sometimes, given 

proper management with the kind of rainfall mentioned above drought should not affect Orissa very 

much.  Possibly, necessary practices are not in place and therefore, drought is becoming a recurring 

phenomenon in Orissa. 
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Industrial sector performance – not encouraging

In industrial development field also we have fared poorly. All India growth in industry during 

1993-94 to 2000-01 is 6.25% compared to 2.49% for Orissa. Similarly per capita credit to industry for 

Orissa is a meager Rs 373 compared to All India figure of Rs 6967 in 2001.

Much to be desired in health sector

Our health sector performance is in no way better. In 2001 infant mortality rate (IMR) for Orissa 

was 96 compared to 68 for all India; death rate in Orissa was 10.5 compared to 8.5 for all India.

Education and HDI

Our literacy is comparable to all India figure. However, number of our students joining prestigious 

institutions like IIT, BITS etc is much lower compared to neighboring Andhra Pradesh.  Our average 

Human Development Index (HDI), 0.404, is also lower than country’s average of 0.472 in 2001.

Poor spending on development front

To overcome all the problems the state should spend on infrastructure and livelihood activities 

more than other states. On the contrary Orissa is unable to spend what have been provided for in the 

budget. For example, 10th five year plan expenditure of Orissa till September, 2005 is only 44%.All these 

indicate that year by year Orissa is going down compared to other Major States of the country.  ORISSA 

IS IN THE MIDST OF A BIG VICIOUS CYCLE.  

Should we be content?

Given the above scenario, should we bask in our past glory and be indifferent to the current 

situation? As we observed Orissa is sliding down year by year. Should we be silent spectators or be 

proactive and initiate corrective actions!

Orissa – A Land of Huge Potential:

We are also aware of the vast potential our state has to turn around.

   We have varied agro climatic conditions, which could provide plenty of opportunities to 

grow high value commercial crops, horticultural produce etc. and consequent possibility of setting up 

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



OSA Souvenir 2006

59

large number of agro-processing industries. If we increase the yield in 58290 sq. km of net sown area 

(145.7 lakh acres) @      Rs 1000 per acre per annum by adopting better crop practices, it will create an 

additional annual wealth of about Rs 1450 cr.

    Vast scope for diary, poultry, goatery, sheep rearing

    Total annual precipitation volume in Orissa is estimated to be 234 cu km, of which 130 cu 

km flow to all rivers. The total surface water potential of Orissa is about 100,000 million cu m with 80% 

dependable run-off, of which little more than 10,000 million cu m have so far been utilized. Therefore, 

there is ample opportunity for increasing surface irrigation facilities and fisheries.

   Total replenishable ground water resources of Orissa is 21 lakh ha.m. Additional irrigation 

potential expected to be created is 17.70 lakh hectares. If horticulture crop is taken up in the additional 

area, it will generate an annual wealth of about Rs 4400 cr. (@ Rs 25000 per hectare)

   About 42% of geographic area of the state comes under forests. When properly planned and 

executed it will improve the ecology of the state and will provide sufficient income to large proportion of 

tribal population of the state.

   The non-renewable mineral resources like chromite, nickel, bauxite, iron ore, manganese ore, 

coal etc.should be planned carefully with a long term perspective.

   Rich scenic beauty, temples, culture and heritage of Orissa make it a hotspot for domestic 

and international tourists.

What should we do?

Given the dim scenario and vast potential our state has, we as conscientious Oriyas should 

ponder whether the present Status of Orissa to continue or should we do something to take our state 

forward.  We have to remember the fact that if conditions in Orissa further deteriorates, we will be the 

sufferers since multiplier effect of good or bad of our surrounding affect us.  Therefore, all of us should 

be participants and stakeholders in a massive campaign to improve situations in our State.  No doubt 

the task is gigantic, but when it is broken down to smaller parts (80 lakh parts based on number of 

families in Orissa), it becomes doable by each one of us.  As we have mentioned earlier about 40 lakh 

families in Orissa live with an annual income of about Rs.5000.  If we take all of them above poverty 

line i.e., we increase their income by about Rs.20000 per family per annum, the annual wealth created 

will be of the order of Rs.8000 crores.  Imagine the flurry of economic activities that will be generated.  

Let me remind you that the income level we are talking of our poor brethren is 25% of national average 

(Rs.20000 per capita) and 1.5% of world average (Rs.3 lakhs per capita).  It is achievable given proper 
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planning and execution.

Now let us discuss as an individual what can I do for “Mo Odisha”

1. Increase your legal income by 15 – 20% every year

which I am sure you  can with little bit careful planning.  See what magic it creates:Our per capita 

income is Rs.12000 per annum.  An increase of 15% for 3.8 crore population will mean an additional 

annual wealth creation of Rs.6840 crores.  If 50% of this goes for consumption and with 10% Sales 

tax, State Government gets about and additional Rs.340 Cr. per year, which could be used for creation 

of the much desired infrastructure. For increasing our income we have to be we have to be more 

productive and efficient.

2.  Do something for the society within our capability

The list could be very long. Let us give physical/financial/emotional support to some individuals/some 

cause.  For example, can we teach a few students for 2 – 3 hrs/week to improve their standard, can 

we keep our streets clean, can we represent to authorities for a good cause, can we as professionals 

help the community to improve their income/infrastructure?  Let us decide now what we will do during 

one year and let us have self-monitoring system.  

3.  Influence your friends/relatives to adopt similar agenda

All of us have to play a significant role.  My plea to everybody is to join the campaign “I will do 

something for Mo Odisha”. Let us have self-monitoring system and record our progress. We should 

have a coordinator for every group for systematic follow up of our activities. Let us do networking to 

spearhead this campaign.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
* Dr. J. C. Mohanty, Principal Secretary to Govt. A.P. Secretariat,
Hyderabad – 500022 Email mohanty_jc@yahoo.com

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



OSA Souvenir 2006

61

CHALA AME ODIYA SIKHIBA
‘CHAOS’

            Sudam Sahoo and Manoj Joshi*

Dn ÒkaÐ `ÐBÜ Le ÒdÒa AhÐ
Dn Le AÒN _ÑS cÐ[ó bÐiÐ

(If you want to soar higher in life, take pride in your own mother tongue)

       Gangadhar Meher

The mission of CHAOS is to promote basic education in Odiya literacy and culture for all interested 

students thereby enabling them for reading and writing in Odiya script. Ever since its inception, it has 

been raising awareness of Odiya culture and heritage by arranging programs such as story telling, asking 

students to write about great personalities from Odiya literature and organizing small cultural events 

involving students and their family. This innovative program of Odiya Literacy & Culture is organized 

once a week to provide a forum for teaching Odiya alphabets and language through music, story telling, 

reading, writing and project work. CHAOS is an integral part of the community and participates in the 

cultural events such as Saraswati puja (Goddess of Learning), and  Ganesh Puja (Lord of Auspicious 

Beginning)). With the help of parents and teachers, the student sing Odiya songs, stage dance drama 

and celebrate festivities such as Kumar Purnima, Raja, Ramanavami etc.  The teachers and parent 

volunteers of CHAOS program have been able to build a greater self esteem and spirit for team work 

while preparing the students for such community events.  Of course, the students of CHAOS along with 

their Odiya friends have own several awards and accolades in many cultural competitions in the Bay 

area often outside the Odiya community.  

CHAOS program now has five parents volunteering as teachers (Kuku Das, Gayatri Joshi, Meeta 

Moharana, Jayashree Panda, and Manoj Joshi) to help towards imparting knowledge to 25 students. 

The curriculum is stretched over 3 years covering Varna Matra Parichaya, Juktakshyara, writing and 

communication skills improvement, and project work. To bring about a balance in the hectic life style 

of the Bay area, yoga has been introduced to provide relaxation of the body and the mind.  Chaos 

also invites visiting parents and grand parents to share their wealth of knowledge and experience with 

students. Such activities give a memorable experience for both the parents and the younger generation. 

Some of the notable visiting parents are Smt. Meenakshi Dash, Dr. Bhagbanprakash, Dr. Binodini Devi, 

Mr. Balaram Sahu, Mrs. Roma Pattnaik and Mr. Nayak.

The annual summer camp is organized for two full days to encourage parents to witness the 
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progress of their children. It also gives an opportunity to extend the curriculum to new students. The 

camp is planning to have a lot of fun activities based on Odiya language and Culture. This would include 

yoga, story telling, (reasing?)poems, sports, games, project work, and guest lectures in Odiya language.

Odiya is a rich and powerful language spoken by nearly 37 million people in the world. Like 

other Indian languages, the Odiya alphabets are phonetically used to form words. The alphabets consist 

of vowels and consonants which are studied at great length during Varna Parichaya.  The curriculum in 

CHAOS includes teaching Juktakshyara, reading and writing practice, helping students to speak Odiya 

fluently, and teaching how to translate from English to Odiya etc.  Such an integrated curriculum in 

Odiya language and exposure to Odiya culture has been instrumental in binding them to their roots and 

making them feel proud of their language and heritage. 

Thanks to CHAOS, Sunday mornings have now become a popular time to exchange ideas, 

views and share some lighter moments (khati) for the parents while the children are in the classroom. 

Needless to say, these students now really enjoy their trips to Orissa as they are able to communicate 

with their grand parents and cousins. They can also read the sign in shopping center and menu in the 

restaurant.  It builds their confidence level to adapt to any situation and enable them to become a better 

human being.  

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
*Sudam Sahoo and Manoj Joshi live in San Jose, CA
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ODISSI – MY ODYSSEY

Sri Gopal Mohanty*

Could I believe my eyes to read the publicity material ‘ Odissi dance by Indrani Rahman in 

Montreal’ in 1960?  In 1959, I joined as a Ph.D. student at the University of Alberta and was visiting 

Montreal out of natural curiosity. But my curiosity ran high - Odissi and Orissa in Canada, when even 

those days many Indians were not sure about the location of Orissa. I walked to the Theatre and lo and 

behold I was able to meet Guru Deba Prasad Das. For me this was out of a dream. That evening I went 

to the programme and my eyes watered to hear Odissi music and watch Odissi dance. I was totally 

enwrapped with emotion and enchantment. Truly speaking that could be my first formal exposure to this 

dance form.

I was in New Delhi when Priyambada Mohanty danced a special dance form from Orissa at 

Talkotra Garden in the First Inter-University Youth Festival in 1954. Nobody exactly knew what this new 

dance form could be since it was not an officially recognized one and yet it caught the attention of 

many critics including Dr. Charles Fabri, the then art-critic of Statesman. According to Dr. Mayadhar 

Mansinha in his book ‘The Saga of the Land of Jagannatha’, Oriyas should be eternally grateful to that 

great discerning western Indologist and art-critic Dr Charles Fabri, who after having witnessed till-then-

unknown dance-form immediately proclaimed its peculiar aesthetic value and importance to the Press. 

In 1960 March Issue of Marg, Dr Fabri says: “When I first wrote of Orissi and venture to call it one of the 

most perfect classical systems of Indian dancing surviving, I met incredulous people who shook their 

heads dubiously. No one ever heard of it and as far as I know I was the first person ever to print the 

name ‘Orissi Dance’… The discovery of Odissi should be hailed as one of the great events in recovering 

a much lost heritage.” The challenge to meet the rigor for acceptance was spearheaded by Kavichandra 

Kalicharan Patnaik and other leaders and gurus, and Odissi finally emerged into the outside world. Thus 

began a new beginning, even though almost all Oriyas were caught bewildered.

A musical sounding word ‘Odissi’, similar to Urbashi, Ketaki, Sundari, Manjushree, is charming 

and graceful as the very dance form is with soft motions of a creeper floating in the whispering wind. It 

conjures up an image of the Land of Orissa adorned as an amorous belle to win over the hearts of the 

people by her subtle rhythmic movements of every part of the body and by lilting sounds of ankle bells.

Probably it was 1965 when Gopi Kishen, the then famous Kathak dancer (who was in the 

main role in the movie, Jhanak Jhanak Payal Baje) performed in Hamilton where I was in the faculty at 

McMaster University. I was deeply hurt when I found Odissi missing in the list of Indian classical dances 
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in the brochure circulated for the performance. I was also painfully reminded of another instance. As a 

statistician expert present in a committee meeting of I.C.A.R. to examine various agricultural projects, I 

was watching the fight among members representing projects from respective states. Often the winner 

was the weightiness of the person presenting it, not necessarily based on the merit of the project. Then 

I was wondering who would represent Orissa? Even today the same thought recurs within me and even 

today the same game is played on.

During my days in New Delhi and later, I was embarrassed when almost every time to my answer 

“ I am from Orissa”, people even well-educated ones showed signs of ignorance to recognize the name 

‘Orissa’. I asked myself: Why is it so and what could help Orissa’s name to be recognizable? And the 

answer came: Odissi and Lord Jagannath. No doubt, Lord Jagannath and spread of its culture would be 

helpful within India. But for sure, ‘Odissi’ would catch the eyes of the world because of its sheer beauty. 

I was more encouraged by the thought that this is perhaps the only field where Orissa and Oriyas have 

demonstrated the ability and originality to raise an art form to an unparalleled level.

As soon as I settled down in Hamilton at the end of sixties, my immediate concern was to mobilize 

Oriyas in our area (mostly in Toronto and vicinity) and as a result we organized the first celebration 

of Kumar Purnima in 1971. Persuaded by me, Chitralekha Patnaik presented ‘Kadamba Bane Banshi 

Bajilare’ in her semi-professional skill (she was out of touch for a long time) in that event. Our satisfaction 

was that it could be the first Odissi performance in North America by an Oriya expatriate. Those were 

the days my memory led me to my earlier time in Delhi to reminisce Basanti Mangaraj’s performance 

‘Dekhiba Para Asa He’ as part of cultural functions by Delhi Oriya Samaj and Kumkum Mohanty’s dance 

programme at IFAACS, New Delhi. I was simply enthralled.

In Toronto area, soon we came across Menaka Thakkar, a disciple of Guru Kelucharan and 

were privileged to witness a complete Odissi repertoire by her in 1973 at the University of Toronto. As 

Chitralekha was watching the performance sitting by my side, tears welled from her eyes with a sigh: 

she could be on the stage. This could be the strong inspiration for her to institute Chitralekha Dance 

Academy, which is now a well-established school to impart training in Odissi. 

Both I and my wife Shanti were incessantly  thinking of promoting Odissi in this continent 

and working in our modest way towards that goal. We were helping Menaka to establish herself and 

encouraged Chitralekha who went to Orissa to polish her training. During 1974-75, we put our two 

daughters for training in Odissi, the elder one Jini being under Guru Deba Prasad  Das in Bhubaneswar 

and the younger one Rini having a preliminary exposure under Guru Muralidhar Majhi in Calcutta. In 

1977, Chitralekha along with Jini, Rini and Mamuni (Sumita Mahalanabis), a student of Guru Mayadhar 
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Rout presented a full Odissi programme at McMaster University.

Towards the end of sixties, Oriyas in North America formed an organization called Orissa Society 

of Americas and introduced a tradition of organizing an annual convention. In 1975,  a complete Odissi 

repertoire by Menaka was presented for the first time in the OSA Convention held in Toronto.I realized 

that the real recognition and spread of Odissi (and thereby recognition of Orissa) throughout North 

America would be possible by introducing an Odissi celebrity and thus my next target was to bring 

Sanjukta Panigrahi to this continent. I planned it through India-Canada Society, Hamilton by being 

its President and through OSA during 1975-76. Unfortunately, the twist of events just stopped it to 

succeed. However, it generated a substantial enthusiasm among Oriya and Indian communities and the 

dream was fulfilled by her first North American tour during 1981. She was accompanied with her Guru 

Kelucharan Mohapatra. Then began the first chapter of Odissi promotion in North America.An important 

event in 1979 that aroused interest on Odissi in North-American Oriya community was the tour of Dr. 

Minati Mishra along with eminent Oriya singer Akshya Mohanty. Their visit created an unusual passion 

for Orissa’s music and dance but the real impact was set in after Sanjukta’s tour. 

My daughter Rini’s (she is Niharika and we call her Rini) strong desire to learn Odissi took her 

to Bhubaneswar for a brief period in 1978 and she was privileged to be properly initiated to Odissi under 

the guidence of Guru Pankaj Charan Das. It was yet very difficult to sustain her interest without proper 

teacher but we managed her to be exposed to Ananda Radha ( a disciple of Guru Kelu Charran) in Bay 

area during 1981-82. In eighties she became a student of Menaka Thakkar. By the end of 1980, we 

witnessed the establishment of two Odissi schools in Toronto and vicinity, one as a branch of Nrtyakala 

run by Menaka Thakkar and the other being Chitralekha Dance Academy, and of Anjali Academy of 

Classical Indian Dance run by Anjali (Anne-Marie gaston) in Ottawa which also imparts training in Odissi. 

However, Ritha Devi, a disciple of Guru Pankaj Charan Das came to the U.S.A. in early seventies and was 

probably the first Odissi dancer in North America coming from India.

It was my love for Odissi that led me to emphasize its inclusion at the annual OSA Convention 

in 1986 in Toronto. By then Chtralekha’s school was running smoothly. In addition, appeared in the 

scene was Jayashree Mahapatra, a disciple of Raghunath Dutta and a student of Kala Bikash Kendra, 

Cuttack - the earliest school in Odissi. It became apparent that Odissi became dominant feature in the 

cultural programme. The hearsay was that there was indigestion due to overdose of Odissi during the 

convention. I was amused.

After some sporadic and spotty initiatives on Odissi scene, the second phase of the movement of 

Odissi promotion in North America started in eighties. It was more assertive and organized. More Odissi 
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schools emerged and dancers of younger generations were groomed. Tours of different artistes were 

sponsored. Practically every OSA Convention has started to have Odissi programmes. The Jagannath 

Society of America invites Odissi dancers on an annual basis. 

During that period, Guru Kelucharan Mohapatra, Bhubaneswar Mishra and Rakhal Mohanty 

came to Canada quite a few times at the invitation of Menaka Thakkar for her dance tours and running 

workshops. During one of their visits, L. Mansinha and I interviewed Guru Kelucharan. Under our 

editorship the content was published in the OSA Journal 1991, along with articles by Sanjukta Panigrahi, 

Priyambada Mohanty-Hejmadi, Oopalee Aparajita, Menaka Thakkar, Ritha Devi, Chitra Krishnamurti 

(Director, Nrityalaya in Maryland, U.S.A. an Odissi school established in 1989) and articles on Orissa 

Dance Academy, Chitralekha Dance Academy, Kala Bikash Kendra and on Balasore Music and Dance 

Kalamandir written by Sarat Chandra Das. This collection was an attempt to sustain interest in Odissi 

among North American Oriyas.In the meantime Odissi was spreading throughout India’s big cities 

and cities outside India. During the same period, Rini (Niharika) has her dream fulfilled to become a 

disciple of Guru Kelucharan. In every major performance, Orissa’s name is mentioned. Now I could sit 

down and relax.I visualized many ‘Odissi’ lamps being lighted here and there, more and more. Guru 

Kelucharan came to this continent several times but only as a Guru and percussion accompanist. It 

became imperative that his presence on the central stage in North America and elsewhere would spread 

‘Odissi’ illumination farther and brighter. Thus I planned an international celebration of Guru’s 70th Birth 

Anniversary in collaboration with Center for World Music, San Diego, U.S.A. ( I am not part of any arts 

promoting organization and needed the help of an organization) during 1996. Guruji being the Patron of 

Srjan, came with artistes from Srjan and toured the entire continent. True to my belief, the whole Odissi 

dynamics changed since then and a third stage started sprouting up. I must acknowledge tremendous 

help and organizational support from Purna Patnaik, Centre for World Music and the administrative help 

of Niharika (Rini) with gratitude. She prepared an Odissi database, which have been frequently used on 

different occasions.

The third stage is the legitimization of Odissi in North America. The schools and dancers are 

coming up and often in isolation having no communication with each other. It is difficult for many to visit 

Orissa/India to learn more about the field or get exposed to renowned schools, scholars and artistes. I 

felt the necessity of developing networking and interaction among Gurus, scholars, critics and dancers 

from India and those in North America. This process is expected to enrich the Odissi community in North 

America. With this view in mind, I thought of an Odissi Festival and talked to two ardent promoters, 

Pratap Das and Purna Patnaik in 1999. It was decided to hold the Festival in Washington DC in 2000. 
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Within a short period Pratap Das formed the organization called Indian Performing Arts Promotion (IPAP) 

which in collaboration with Center for World Music organized the First Odissi Festival. To my delight 

IPAP organized the second one again in Washington DC in 2003 and is planning to hold the next one 

in Bhubaneswar at the end of this year.  We also have learnt that due to the initiative of Dr. Ratna Roy, 

a disciple of Guru Pankaj Charan, an Odissi dance curriculum programme has been introduced at The 

Evergreen State College, Olympia in Washington State. In the mean time another organization called 

Center for Orissa Performing Arts for Americans has come up in Dallas, Texas founded by Niranjan 

Tripathy. I feel extremely satisfied and leave Odissi promotion scene to these young enthusiasts.

During this colourful journey, Shanti and I were privileged to meet, interact and develop close 

relation with many eminent dancers, teachers, scholars, gurus, musicians and vocalists. They have all 

kindly shared themselves with us and thus enriched our life. We owe them our immense gratitude. 

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
* Sri Gopal Mohanty is a Professor Emeritus at McMaster University, Hamilton, Canada. 
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BHUBANESWAR – THE CAPITAL CITY OF ORISSA: A REMINISCENCE

Saradindu Misra*

Last January, I was on a trip to India.  After spending a week in Mumbai and in the South 

India, I arrived in Bhubaneswar in the first week of February.  My association goes back a long way with 

Bhubaneswar – the capital of Orissa.  I spent ten years of my life in this Capital City, working for the 

Government of India, before coming to the United States.  I have since been going back to Orissa and 

Bhubaneswar, at least once in two years.  Each time, I find Bhubaneswar to be changing rapidly.  I was 

in Bhubaneswar in the month of February and the city’s temperature had soared to 35 Celsius, which 

is the equivalent of 90 Fahrenheit!  Was it like that when I lived here from 1961 to 1971?  No, I don’t 

think so.  Vast changes in the city have taken place, both good and bad.

The Government of Orissa decided to move the state capital from Cuttack to Bhubaneswar after 

independence.  The move was materialized in 1948.  The vast tract of barren land west of the railway 

tracts was where the new capital was established.  While the Old Bhubaneswar has its own history and 

importance, and a lot can be written about it, I will focus my memory solely on the evolution of the New 

Capital.

Although I lived in Bhubaneswar for ten years before coming to this country, my association with 

the city goes back to as early as mid-fifties when Orissa’s Account General office got transferred from 

Ranchi to Bhubaneswar.  The A.G. quarters were the first construction in Unit-IV, which was a barren 

land before, an extension of the Chandka jungle area.  The construction uprooted thousands of snakes 

and lizards from their habitat and one can see those roaming around freely in the newly constructed 

sites.  Snake charmers were abounded and their daily catch exceeded half a dozen snakes including 

cobras.  I distinctly remember that day when I was coming from the Unit-IV towards Rabindra Mandap on 

my bicycle.  I saw a lizard (Godhi) crossing the road.  I thought that by the time I am close to the lizard, it 

would have crossed the road and would vanish in the nearby swamp.  To my horror, I found that the lizard 

had almost filled the entire width of the road, and is still crossing.  It was as big as a large crocodile!  My 

uncle, who was working in the AG office in Ranchi also got transferred to Bhubaneswar and was one of 

the early settlers in an AG quarter in Unit-IV.  The MLA quarters came much later to that area.  I was in 

the first or second year of college and would visit my uncle, who was a bachelor then, quite often.  There 

were times when I, along with my friend, Sikarder Alam would drop by in his quarter.  After eating the 

mess food, Alam would entertain my uncle and his friends with his melodious voice until the wee hours 

of the morning.
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Bhubaneswar, the New Capital was a sleepy town those days.  Government quarters only in 

Unit-I, II, III, IV, VI and XI were constructed.  The Secretariat building, Raj Bhaban and the AG office were 

the major office buildings.  Business was centered around Units I and II – the market building, bus stand, 

daily market, police station etc.  Capital Cabin (later Raj Mahal) was the only worthwhile restaurant 

in Bapuji Nagar.  Although housed under a thatched roof, the meals and snacks served were mouth-

watering and the price was cheap.   The New Capital looked picture perfect with tree-lined boulevards 

and neat looking government quarters.  Barring a few two-storied buildings, most of the government 

quarters were single-storied. The bungalows of the ministers and high-level bureaucrats had beautiful 

gardens.  The whole city looked neat and colorful.  The railway station, much smaller then, was another 

area where a few shops mushroomed. The first cinema hall, Kalpana Talkies, was built around this time.  

Incidentally, the Kalpana area was one, where construction of private houses was permitted.  The other 

area was Bapuji Nagar.

In 1960, I moved from Cuttack to Bhubaneswar with a Government job.  My friends in Cuttack 

thought that I was crazy leaving Cuttack, the ever-bustling big city of Orissa, in favor of the barren 

Bhubaneswar where jackals would be howling as soon as it becomes dusk.  True to their prediction, 

upon my arrival, I found that all the activities of the city stopped at dusk and the jackals literally started 

howling.  However, by 1960, Bhubaneswar had grown considerably with a lot of new shops, restaurants 

and private dwellings.  The notable additions were the Assembly building, Rabindra Mandap, Utkal 

University at Vani Vihar and the Orissa University of Agriculture & Technology.

Capital Cabin by now had become Hotel Raj Mahal, the first A/C hotel with an air-conditioned 

restaurant.  Around the hotel, a lot of shops came up and it became the major hub of the city, a gathering 

place for the residents and visitors.  The food in Raj Mahal was superb and the price was very affordable.  

You could eat a good meal there for less than Rs.5.  Because of the importance of Raj Mahal, the 

crossroads around the hotel was named Raj Mahal Chhak from where the road to north led to Vani 

Vihar, south to the Aerodrome, east to the Kalpana area, and west to the Raj Bhaban.  Indeed, the most 

important crossroad of the New Capital.  

The Capital got transferred from Cuttack to Bhubaneswar in 1948.  One Otto Koenigsberger, a 

German architect, did the city planning.  Originally, the city was built to accommodate only 40,000 people.  

One would wonder why and on what basis?  By the time, I moved to Bhubaneswar, new constructions 

became rampant - both by Government and by private parties.  The low-rising structures gave way to 

multi-storied quarters and buildings.  Still then Bhubaneswar had retained its charm and grace.  Clean 

and quiet with plenty of open space.  People were relaxed and the city was considered very safe.  Anti-
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social activities, including burglary and theft were few.  During the hot summer months, an easterly wind 

would blow around early afternoon and cool off the entire city.  During the monsoon season, even after 

a torrential rain, the streets will become dry immediately, leaving no residual rain anywhere.  Menace 

of mosquito was non-existent.  I remember, during my ten years of stay in Bhubaneswar, I never had to 

use a mosquito net.  There was a general sense of camaraderie among the people and they felt proud 

of their capital city.  Bicycle was the normal mode of transport.  Automobiles were few, mostly belonging 

to Government and officers in high positions.  So it was very safe to walk on the roads, no matter what 

time of the day or night.

When I left the city in 1971, the population of Bhubaneswar was a little over 100,000.  According 

to 1991 census, its population rose to 411,542.  Now the estimate is that Bhubaneswar has more than 

600,000 people.  A city that was originally planned only for 40,000 people is buckling down under the 

weight of this enormous population growth.  Gone are the vast stretches of open land along with its 

fauna and flora.  Construction has taken place on every inch of the soil, both authorized and otherwise.  

According to a news report in Pragativadi, Bhubaneswar has 172 recognized slums.  In actuality, there 

may be more than 300 of them that account for 20% of the population of the city.  The largest among 

them is Salia Sahi, which has the dubious distinction of being the biggest slum in the country – bigger 

than Mumbai’s Dharavi. And who are the residents?  They are either poor laborers or people with anti-

social activities, and criminals from the neighboring states.  Bhubaneswar is no longer that peaceful city 

where one can feel safe.  Murder, rape, stabbing, burglary, purse and ornament snatching is a part of 

daily life now.  Lack of drainage and sanitation facilities in those slums creates open sewage, which has 

become the harbinger of acute mosquito menace in the city.  Instead of one or two storied buildings, 

the city is now studded with high risers.  So there is no movement of wind as used to be. The trees are 

gone.  The super cyclone of 1999 had wiped out whatever greenery were left.  Bhubaneswar is now 

among the hottest places in India.  90 in the month of February!  Walking or crossing the street is next 

to impossible as the roads are jammed with cars and two wheelers without adequate traffic lights or 

traffic police. Fatal road accidents happen often.  But then these are the symptoms of any growing city.  

I lived in the New York City for 30 years and have experienced those symptoms.

Despite all the shortcomings, Bhubaneswar is still our capital city, which is also the largest 

and only metropolis of Orissa, touching Cuttack on one side and Khurda on the other.  It also boasts of 

having the only commercial airport, so that most of us visitors to Orissa have to pass by it.  It is no longer 

that sleepy town, devoid of amenities available in other metropolis.  It now boasts of five star hotels and 

restaurants, clubs, parks, museums, innumerable colleges and schools, cinema halls and theatres, 
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and what not?   I remember visiting Calcutta when I was a young college student and got bewildered 

with the razzle-dazzle of Calcutta.  Neon lights, 5-star hotels, a/c restaurants and a/c cinema halls 

– compare that to Cuttack, the biggest city of Orissa, that seemed so poor and undeveloped.  Now look 

at Bhubaneswar.  It can boast of all the glamour of Calcutta.  During our last trip, a friend of mine from 

New York, who was visiting Bhubaneswar, then, threw a party for the benefit of the visiting non-resident 

Oriyas, along with her family and friends in a place called Pal Heights.  Sitting on a few acres of land 

with fountains and big statues, this huge and ornate restaurant can be compared with any five star 

facility of Chowringhee or Park Street in Calcutta.  This is only one and there are others such as Oberoi’s, 

Mayflower, Swosti Plaza, Best Western – all five star facilities.

Good or bad, we still love our capital, an extension of the ancient city of Bhubaneswar that 

bears the proud distinction as the Temple City of India.  Just before the plane lands in Bhubaneswar, one 

gets a glimpse of the Lingaraj Temple from the air and the sight fills our hearts with pure pleasure, and 

we are all set to renew our acquaintance with our beloved capital city of Bhubaneswar.

*Saradindu Misra is a life-member of OSA.  He lives in Franklin Park, NJ with wife Lata.
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MY UNCLE RALPH, DR. RALPH GERD VICTOR
1917 - 2005

Lalu Mansinha*

Dr. Ralph Gerd Victor, a friend of Orissa, passed away on January 11, 2005.  He and his wife 

Polly spent two years in the village of Barpali in the mid-1950s as part of a project to improve the village 

and the surrounding region.  The Victors established the Ananda Fund in 1961.  To date this fund 

has helped some 17,000 needy school students in Orissa to get an education.  The Orissa Society of 

America recognised the many contributions of Dr. Victor to Orissa by inviting him to address the 1987 

OSA Convention at Stanford, California.

Ralph Gerd Victor was born in Hamburg, Germany in 1917 and immigrated to America in 1936, 

attended Columbia University, and then studied medicine at the University of Rochester, where he met 

Polly.  Ralph and Polly were married in a Quaker ceremony in 1943.

The Religious Society of Friends (commonly known as Quakers) was founded as a sect within 

Christianity in the seventeenth century England with a belief in peace and opposition to war.  The 

American Friends Services Committee (AFSC) was founded by the Quakers in 1917 to provide service, 

social justice and peace programs in projects throughout the world.  In 1954 the AFSC chose the village 

of Barpali in Sambalpur District for a project to improve rural living conditions.  Dr. Victor took leave 

from his medical practice in Seattle so that he, Polly and young Joyce could be part of the AFSC Barpali 

project.  A team of other dedicated Canadian and American engineers, doctors, social workers came in 

to join the project in Orissa.

One lasting result of the AFSC Barpali project has been the Barpali Paikhana, in widespread use 

in Orissa today.  This simple latrine design, easily made of poured concrete, has improved sanitation in 

towns and villages throughout Orissa.

Before he returned to the US, Dr. Victor asked my father Dr. Mayadhar Mansinha as to the best 

way to continue to help Orissa.  Bapa suggested scholarships for poor students.  In 1961 Ralph and 

Polly set up the Ananda Fund and requested Prof. Surya Kanta Das, then a lecturer at Gangadhar Meher 
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College in Sambalpur, to administer the program.  From a letter from Ralph and Polly Victor to Prof. Surya 

Kanta Das, dated May 23, 1961:  “It has occurred to us that there are a great number of students 

in Orissa High schools who hardly can meet their ongoing expenses and that we watched many 

of them in hostels at a nutritional level where they hardly could be expected to be able to study 

properly. We also believe that there are some students whose families cannot send them to 

High school or cannot permit them to continue because of the economic burden involved.”  In 

November 1961 the first Ananda Fund scholarships were awarded to seven boys at Sohela High School 

and two girls in the Lady Lewis Girls High School in Sambalpur.  

In 1959 I was admitted to the University of British Columbia in Vancouver, Canada, just two 

hours away from the Victor’s home on Mercer Island, a suburb of Seattle.  I had not met the Victors in 

India.  They drove up from Seattle to visit me and after that I spent many a weekends and holidays at 

the Victor home on Mercer Island and in their cottage in the woods, in the Wenatchee National Forest, 

in Washington State.  I became part of the family. Whenever I was with the Victors in Mercer Island on a 

Sunday, I went to Quaker worship services.  In the Quaker service we all sit silently, meditate, and try to 

listen to the Spirit, until someone is moved by the Spirit to speak.  

It is the same quest for social justice that led Dr. Victor to move to Seattle to practice medicine.  

In the 1940s in the US, quality health care was too expensive and out of reach for a significant proportion 

of the population.  A group of doctors in Seattle formed the Group Health Cooperative, to bring quality 

health care within the reach of the average American.  Dr. Victor moved to Seattle in 1948 to join Group 

Health.  The Group Health Cooperative continues to flourish, providing health care to over 540,000 

residents in the Seattle area.

After 20 years as a specialist in Internal Medicine with Group Health, Dr. Victor felt that many 

of his patients needed treatment for emotional problems and began training in Psychiatry in 1968 and 

in 1971 he moved to Fresno, California as Director of Mental Health at the Fresno Community Hospital, 

where he stayed until retirement at age 72.  

It is what he did after retirement that is so astonishing.  He took lessons to play the viola and 

became good at it to become a member of a string quartet.  The quartet played locally and went on an 

European tour.  He was on the board of the Fresno Philharmonic Orchestra.  A musical memorial to Dr. 

Victor was hosted on Fresno radio station KFCF.

When I visited Uncle Ralph after his retirement I expected to see a 75-year-old man taking it 

easy and enjoying life.  Instead I found an very physically fit man who swam, bicycled, walked for several 

hours a day, putting me to shame.  But I was stunned to discover that in his old age he had started a 
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factory, The New American Industries, to provide employment and experience to members of the Hmong 

people of Vietnam.  They had been evacuated by the CIA at the end of the Vietnam War and placed 

in Fresno.  They were tribals, from the highlands of Vietnam, with no skills to survive in America.  The 

factory made fabric goods, such as bags etc. and still going strong.

Charu and I visited Uncle Victor just last year when he was ailing.  He was direct and forthright 

in telling us about his illness.  We discussed death and dying.  He told us he was not afraid.  We could 

stay only a few days.  On the morning of our scheduled departure, he got up early in the morning and 

waited for Charu, and said ‘Do you have to go today? Please stay a little longer.”  We did.  Next day he did 

it again, and we stayed.  We were touched.  We are glad we spent the extra few days with him.  

Uncle Ralph gave me a Christmas gift of a LP recording of the Symphony #3, the Eroica, by 

Beethoven, a stirring music written in honour of Napoleon.  I listened to this music again and again, and 

wondered how and why what a composer wrote in 1800s in Europe would stir a boy born in Orissa one 

and half century later.  I am still in love with the music of Beethoven.

There were several memorial services to remember and honour Dr. Ralph Victor at Fresno, and 

in Seattle.  There was a Quaker service in Visalia, a town south of Fresno.  It was a peaceful setting, with 

the greenery, the trees and the sunshine showing through the doors and windows.  We sat in silence 

in this worship hall, remembering Uncle Ralph.  Then one person spoke, and then another, and one by 

one, family and friends spoke of the man who had touched our lives in so many ways.  I rose and talked 

about what Uncle Ralph had meant to me personally, his visit to Barpali and the lasting benefits that the 

Ananda Fund has brought to so many thousands of poor students in Orissa.

Without consciously trying, just by example, Uncle Ralph had influenced my personality to an 

immeasurable extent.  He imbued in me a quest for social justice, and I am now active in community 

building projects in Canada and India.  For Orissa, a true memorial to Dr. Ralph Gerd Victor is the 

thousands who benefited from the Ananda Fund.  Aunty Polly and Joyce are resolved to continue the 

Ananda Fund.  The Hmong people of Fresno will also remember Dr. Victor.  And it was the dedication in 

the early days of doctors like Dr. Victor, who made the Group Health Cooperative of Puget Sound survive 

to this day.

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
* Lalu Mansinha is a founder member of SEEDS (Sustainable Educational and Economic Development Society). SEEDS 
undertakes village level community projects in Orissa.  He is on the Executive Board of the Shastri Indo-Canadian Institute (SICI).  
SICI funds India studies in Canada and Canada studies in India.  He is also a founder and current Chairman of Kala Manjari, a 
presenter of classical Indian dance and music programs in London, Canada.  In his other life, he is Adjunct Research Professor 
of Geophysics, University of Western Ontario.
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A CASE OF MISTAKEN IDENTITY

Sangita Misra*

It is again the dawn of another day. It is time for a general checkup at my primary physician’s 

office. An appointment has been made and I arrive at the appointed time. As my blood is being drawn, I 

am asked – “So where are you from?” “Orissa, India” I reply.

“Fascinating, I mean the way you speak English – were you raised in England?” I raise one 

eyebrow and answer “No, but I studied in a Catholic school and English was taught to us by nuns from 

Wales, in Orissa’ “Uh, huh, what was that? ‘OR’ what? The doctor enquires. The blood is drawn and the 

needle is taken off my veins. The conversation ends, the case id dismissed. I have been pricked in the 

hand but I feel the prick in my heart.

In the library where I work, a customer approaches me “You have an exotic face, where are 

you from? Let me guess, you do have an Irish accent”. “Do I look Irish to you?” I question. Laughter like 

jingle bells tinkle through the air “No, no but I guess you were brought up in Ireland – but you look Cuban 

though”. “Do I really?” That was indeed a revelation to me. Anyway I don’t even know how a Cuban looks. 

I answer “No, no I am from Orissa.” “God bless you.” He says. He thought I sneezed. I repeat slowly 

“Orissa”

“Where is that?” “Where is what?” I hiss. “Orrezza?” It sounds like ‘Orzo’ – you know the pasta, 

so that makes you Italian!” He laughs at his own crude joke. I look at him with pity. Then I look up at the 

heavens and tell HIM “I can’t take it anymore”.

Finally another day comes into my life. This time, it is time to take my children for their annual 

health check up. We arrive at the pediatrician’s office. The receptionist informs us that their regular 

doctor is off and will it be alright to see another doctor from the group? I nod my head patiently and after 

a long wait, we are ushered into an examining room. Dr So & So enters. He is a distinguished looking 

elderly gentleman with a sparkling white apron and a stethoscope hung around his neck. He shakes my 

hand vigorously and pats my children affectionately. With one end of the stethoscope on my child’s chest, 

he shoots the dreaded question at me “Where are you from?” I groan silently, and answer clearing my 

throat “I am from Orissa, you know it is  a state in India – eastern part of India, that is near West Bengal, 

along the Bay of Bengal, I mean you must have heard of Calcutta, well it is..” He cuts me short by waving 

his stethoscope at me and says “I know, I know” I exclaim “You what!” “You what know?” I mean you 

know what?” I blabber making no sense. He flashes a bright smile at me and says “I have been to Orissa. 

I was there Oh! Golly, long time ago – maybe you were not even born then – beautiful place, beautiful 
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friendly people – poor but warm hearted and welcoming. I had been to Puri – magnificent beach. I also 

saw the temple of Lord Juggernaut (Jagannath) from outside and the spectacular Sun temple at Konark 

– absolutely amazing. And you will not believe it; I also met the Maharajah of Puri! I still have paintings 

that I bought from a village near Puri, unique to that place. The artistes use vegetable dye on a piece of 

silk and also on palm leaves, I am sorry I have forgotten the term used for that kind of painting. It starts 

with e ‘P’ though” He starts to tap his head with the stethoscope and I answer in a raspingvoice unable 

to hide my excitement “PATTACHITRA”. He nods his head happily“yes, that is it!” He looks at me fondly 

and says “Fancy meeting an Oriya in my office in the U.S. of A!” He gives me a bear hug and wishes me 

good day.  My large eyes become misty and tears roll down my round face. The session is over yet I am 

unable to move from where I stand, too shocked beyond words to find out that at least someone knew 

where I came from. And that, that someone was neither an Indian, or of Indian origin but a learned white 

physician who happened to travel to many places in India and among them to the state of Orissa, long 

,long time ago even before I was born.

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
* A Librarian by profession at Bayside in New York.
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REFLECTIONS

Priyanka Patnaik*

Before I start this venture into the past, I’d first like to thank a couple of people. Without them, 

this trip would have not have been close to possible I’d like to thank the Ministry of Overseas Indian 

Affairs, especifically Mr. Malay Mishra, Joint Secretary (MOIA), the Government of Uttaranchal, Mr. Amit 

Dadhich , the Liason Officer (MOIA) or Amit Ji, and to Cistel Technologies for sponsoring my trip to India.

Born and brought up in Ottawa, Canada, my parents have never failed to keep me in touch with 

my Indian culture. It was almost as if I was raised as an Indian in Canada and I like to refer to myself 

as being Indo- Canadian. I have been learning Classical Odissi Dance from the age of 8 and have been 

under Hindustani Classical Vocal training from the age of 5. Last year, I started to teach at the Chinmaya 

Mission Ottawa as a teacher for children ages 3-5. I enjoy going to Garbas, anywhere where there is 

Indian dancing, weddings, and enjoy participating in the various cultural shows that are held during the 

times of Indian festivals such as Diwali or Holi. As you can see, I immensely enjoy staying in touch with 

my Indian culture. As a result, when I heard about the Internship Program for Diaspora Youth to India, I 

immediately jumped at the opportunity and made sure to apply for the position. To my luck, I got it! And I 

only had one week’s time to make sure everything was set for the trip. Booking tickets, applying for Visa 

and packing were only some of the important things that had to be done before I left for the trip. 

I arrived in New Delhi on August 17th, 2005. After spending a couple of days with relatives, I 

made my way to the Youth Hostel Association in Chanakyapuri, New Delhi. This was the place where all 

the interns would meet up and where we would all be residing for the next couple of days. There were 23 

interns in total from different places such as, South Africa, Zambia, Canada, United States, Fiji Islands, 

Thailand, Malaysia, Israel and the UK. I must admit that at first I was a bit apprehensive. Meeting people 

I have never met before and spending 3 weeks with them was something I had never experienced 

before. Fortunately, everyone came in with the same attitude as well and before we all knew it, it was 

as if we had all known each other before! The first day, we had a meeting and briefing with Shri Malay 

Mishra, Joint Secretary (MOIA), and we discussed the internship 

The trip consisted of a lot of traveling and site seeing. The Ministry had organized tours to all 

the popular and scenic tourist attractions in India. We were able to visit places like Humanyans Tomb, 

Raj Ghat, Mehrauli Arachaeological Park, Sanskriti Kendra,Qutab Minar, Red Fort, Dilli Haat, Crafts 

Centre and the Ba’hai Temple in New Delhi. We also traveled to Jaipur and had the pleasure of touring 

the famous Amer Place while riding on elephants. We also saw the new Bollywood film, Mangal Pandey: 

The Rising in the famous Raj Mandir Theatre in Jaipur. The day after, we made our way to Agra and 
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toured around Fatehpur Sikri. In the late afternoon, we visited one of the most famous wonders of the 

world, the Taj Mahal. In the evening we had an absolutely breath taking dinner by moonlight organized 

by the tourist office in Agra.  

After returning to Delhi to touch base, we quickly hopped on the Shatabdi Express and were 

on our way to Dehradun, Uttaranchal. With lots of excitement and a great air conditioned compartment 

on the train, almost all to ourselves, us cartload of interns arrived in Dehradun, not really knowing what 

to expect. As we set our foot down on the platform, there were already people waiting for us. We were 

escorted to our bus and treated with royalty. We arrived at Sela Qui World School ( www.selaqui.org). 

Being one of the most prestigious boarding schools in India, the students and staff of Sela Qui World 

School not only opened their homes, but their hearts to us. 

I was very impressed with education system that we were exposed to in India. The students 

of Sela Qui were very friendly and extremely talented as well. We were invited to a Quiz show that the 

students had organized. Not only did this program display the knowledge of the students, but it also 

showed that the kids have time to do other things than just study. The schedule that the students would 

undergo everyday would be something like this. 

As you can see, the schedule the students follow is very tight. Not only do they have specific 

timings for classes but everything up to even their free time is limited. It may seem like a very rigid and 

unfair schedule to some students living here in Canada, but this is how students go about planning 

their day, or as I can say in this case, having it planned out for them. This method of teaching that Sela 

Qui uses is not only efficient but has said to be very successful as well. Sela Qui World School is also 

one of the many schools all over India that offers the International Baccalaureate or better known as 

the IB program in their school. Because it is an international school, students from all over the world 

arrive in Dehradun to attend and benefit from the advantages that Sela Qui has to offer. Also, for the 

international students, Sela Qui provides special preparation for students who wish to take entrance 

exams for IIT, CPMT or SAT and apply to universities and colleges abroad. While on the topic of education, 

the Jawaharlal Nehru University (http://www.jnu.ac.in/index.asp ) in New Delhi was one of the places 

where a lot of us were quite impressed with the development of the Helen Keller Unit. The Helen Keller 

Unit is a system which helps visually impaired students use computer and internet services.

To most people, India is looked at as a land of spiritualism, a land of culture and a land of 

customs. What many people fail to see is that India is advancing in aspects and areas that we tend to 

ignore India for. The business aspect is one that should be looked very closely. 

In the capital city of India, New Delhi, we visited ASSOCHAM, Associated Chambers of Commerce 
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and Industry in India (http://www.assocham.org/ ). ASSOCHAM is a chamber of commerce which plays a 

proactive role to act as a bridge between the government and the business industry. There are close to 

two hundred thousand direct and indirect companies including TATA, The State Bank of India and HSBC 

that are apart of this assembly. Basically what ASSOCHAM does is acts as a mirror for the government. 

They have in house research groups who keep companies who are apart of ASSOCHAM aware of all 

the activities that other companies around them are up to and how they affect your specific company. 

ASSOCHAM is an autonomous and independent association and is funded by the companies that are 

apart of the ASSOCHAM group. As mentioned earlier, the members of ASSOCHAM are said to be around 

two hundred thousand direct and indirect company members, and the number of members are still 

growing. 

In addition to ASSOCHAM, we were also able to visit PBC: Parharpur Business Centre - Software 

Technology Incubator Park (http://www.pbcnet.com/index.html). While listening to the presentation 

given by the General Manager of PBC, Ms. Roopali Shahaney, I came to realize how much I didn’t know 

about the business sector in India. The Parharpur Business Centre essentially provides a place and 

venue for businesses to start off.  They offer office space and fully equipped training rooms that are 

able to hold 2 -330 people. Also, facilities such as, computers, internet connection, laser printers, 

scanners, photocopiers and fax machines are available. They even have the latest video conferencing 

device for conferences and provide conference rooms and meeting rooms that are equipped with tele- 

conferencing and other new technology. The Parharpur Business Centre is a place where new companies 

and businesses can make a base and start off on a good foot with the help of all the benefits of PBC. 

I felt that this visit was very beneficial to the internship program because as we get to know more and 

more about India, we realize that its not only the culture that India is rich in, but it also has the capability 

to be a place where it is possible to grow and maintain a business. It was also a very good opportunity 

for those on the internship who might want to come back to do any type of business in India. Visiting 

the business sector was an advantageous way to build a link of some sort with India and also gain more 

knowledge about India’s business division.

For those of you have visited India before, you’ll probably know what I’m talking about when 

I say smog and pollution! Compressed Natural Gas has finally become a great part of India. Now, 

when you step out of the airplane onto Indian grounds, you don’t get a whiff of disgusting pollution, 

but you actually are able to breathe in reasonably clean air! Along with this, we visited a couple other 

institutions that are dedicated to the improvement and preservation of the environment. We went to 

TIFAC – Technology Information Assessment Council (http://www.tifac.org.in/). The council is based on 
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Honourable President Kalaams’s vision of the year 2020 and it strives to work on aspects of Vision 2020 

such as in the fields of education, health care, road construction, textile machinery and agriculture. 

One thing I really enjoyed about the internship program was not only the fact that we were able 

to see the industrial and developed part of India, but we also experienced the rural and village life. With 

great pleasure we traveled on the hour long bus ride, which by the way, felt way longer than an hour, to 

Bhatti Mines, a village in New Delhi. There we interacted with the Nehru Yuva Kendra Sangathan (http://

youth.nic.in/indexabout.html). This organization is run by a group of youths who involve themselves and 

others in activities such as knitting, sewing, basket weaving etc. By doing this, they are able to develop 

skills that they are able to use when they are older and take those skills and values and use them when 

they are ready to enter work field. It was really an amazing experience. When we reached the venue, all 

the youth just stared at us. Almost as if they had never seen any type of human being before let alone 

someone from another country. When we started talking to them, we found that they had quite a defined 

perception of us youth coming from different countries. 

Bollywood has been one of the major reasons for this confusion. A lot of the recent movies 

portray Indians living abroad as being these people who have no respect for their culture and no values, 

wearing short mini skirts and walking around abandoning their heritage and only following the culture of 

the country they are residing in. One of the interns from Thailand, Lavisha Kapoor says while addressing 

the village youth, “You know, we’re just like you. We have friends, we watch movies, we eat the same kind 

of food, we perform pooja’s at home and celebrate Diwali. The only difference is that we live in another 

country.” The youth of the village were astonished to hear when some of the interns spoke up and said 

that even in their own respected countries, they still had Diwali and Holi celebrations. After interacting 

with the village youth, we took part in a special ceremony that they had organized for us. They had 

planted a tree bulb in honour of each and every one of us interns and they helped us plant those trees. 

They told us that they were honoured to have us visit them as their guests and will maintain and take 

care of the trees long after we left. The adolescents of the village were so kind and giving. You could feel 

the love and warmth. 

As I mentioned earlier of the schooling systems we were exposed to in New Delhi, well, the old 

schooling system still exists in the villages! You know, the kind where little kids sit on the bare ground 

with a small chalkboards and a piece of chalk, while the teacher points out letters standing in front of 

the classroom with a stick. Its still there! It just goes to show how much education has evolved and how 

far it has gone. 

In Dehradun, we visited a village in which a recent method of banking systems has been 
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established. This system was started by Mr. P.S Hooda, Managing Director of State Co-operative Bank, 

Rajpur Road Dehradun. The most interesting part of this banking system is that, it is only managed by 

women! I am telling you, the era is over where it is looked at as the male to be doing everything in this 

world, especially in places like India! Be it in any field, women are making their equal mark everywhere 

in this world. This woman organized banking system started off by every woman from each family in the 

village, putting one rupee into a small wooden box that was given to them. As time went on, that rupee 

grew to two rupees, then three and so on. Soon enough, under the guidance of Mr. Hooda, this banking 

system was established and so far has been running successfully.  

It was really amazing to be in India and be able to experience and see both the rural and 

industrial aspects of it. Moreover, all of this was experienced only in New Delhi and Dehradun; imagine 

how all the other states must be! 

Finally, the reason why I’ve been holding off discussing about this next particular topic is simply 

because I like to save the best for last! Not only did we as interns have a chance to experience, business, 

culture and all the other parts of India, but we also had a chance to undergo a spiritual experience.   

 I can still feel the hot breeze blowing the hair off my face, and feel the cold water of the 

Ganga River run through my toes. I remember getting a chill down my spine the first time I stepped into 

the Ganga. And for those of you who have not yet experienced this, what everyone says is true, it’s a 

simply purifying experience. The first day we reached the city of Rishikesh, also known as the “divine 

city” we made our way to Parmarth Niketan (www.parmarth.com), the ashram of Sri Swami Chidanand 

Saraswati. I do not think it is possible to put into words the amount of love and warmth we felt as soon 

as we reached there. Swami Ji personally invited us and addressed us. I remember his exact words 

being “welcome to your home away from home”. Right now as I listen to one of the Bhajans that Swami 

Ji sang during the Ganga Aarti, memories flood my mind and I’m trying to find the words to write them 

down. Every day at 6:30pm there would be a beautiful Ganga Aarti. Sitting right on the banks of the 

Ganga River and singing the name of the Lord was something I had never experienced in my life and as I 

speak for all of the interns on the trip, it was simply overwhelming. Our days at the Ashram were a limited 

amount but in those few days, we were able to be the most relaxed that we ever were on the trip. We 

went on morning walks with Swami Ji and the Rishikumars early at 5:30am in the morning. One thing I 

absolutely must mention is the food at the Ashram. After eating heavy amounts of paneer (cheese), daal 

(lentils) , rice and roti (bread) every single day, it was very relieving and amazing to eat ‘home food’. A 

simple vegetable sabji (dish), plain simple daal (lentils) and roti tasted so satisfying to all of us. We were 

also able to attend meditation and yoga sessions that were organized by the Ashram. I feel that after 
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following a schedule that was very tight and close-fitted, staying at the Ashram was just what we needed 

to relax and enjoy the beautiful city. We all went around and explored the city of Rishikesh. Sometimes, 

the best thing to do would be just to sit on the banks of the Ganga and have your feet in water. Every 

night before dinner, we had the pleasure of having a discussion with Swami Ji. We were really grateful 

for this since Swami Ji made time for us out of all the other amazing things that he is doing. The last 

night we were there, after Aarti Swami Ji garlanded us with flowers and gave us each our own Rudraksh 

Mala. I think I can speak on behalf of everyone when I say that Rishikesh and Parmarth Niketan was our 

favourite part of the trip!

Since we were in Uttaranchal for quite a significant part of our whole internship, we got to see 

many people and institutions that were newly formed in the state. The very well-known company of 

Microsoft has opened their own mini branch in the Dehradun. They are working on a project entitled 

Project Shiksha (http://www.microsoft.com/india/education/pil/shiksha/). We were all very impressed 

to see that even in such a new state like Uttaranchal the knowledge of computers and the latest 

technology has been updated. During our stay in Dehradun, we were able to meet some of the most 

important people who play a central role in making the new state work. We met and had meetings with 

The Forest and Rural Development Commissioner and the Director General of the Police Department in 

Uttaranchal. We also had the honour of meeting the Governor of Uttaranchal, Honourable Sudarshan 

Agarwal. He gave us a briefing about what his plans are in reference to guiding the newly formed state 

of Uttaranchal to prosperity. Not only did we get to meet the Governor of Uttaranchal, but the MOIA was 

able to organize a formal discussion and question answer session with the honourable President of 

India, Dr. A.P.J. Abdul Kalaam. He spoke to us youth about the Mission 2020 and also about what kind 

of aims he has envisioned for India and stressed that us youth, both in India and abroad are a big part 

of the development of India as a country. One of the many notable things that President Kalaam said 

was that before coming to India and giving to India, we should be patriotic and give to our own respected 

countries. 

The Internship Program for Diaspora Youth was by far one of the most amazing experiences in my 

life. The MOIA did an absolutely fantastic job of organizing each and every event of the trip. Everywhere 

we went we were welcomed with open hearts and treated like royalty. The love and warmth that India has 

shown almost made me forget that I’m actually from Canada. I have been to India before, but only to visit 

family and never really got the chance to actually see India. This trip not only gave me the opportunity 

to get to know India better but also to form bonds and relationships with other Indians from around the 

world. The 22 other people whom I traveled with on the trip are all unique in their own ways. It is only fair 
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to say that it was more than a pleasure to meet each and every one of them. I am sure that we all took 

a little piece of each other back home with us. I feel that for Indian youths who are living abroad, a trip 

like this one is very important. Whether you live abroad or live in India itself, to be able to relate, connect 

and just know about the country that you come from is very important as an Indian. Not only does this 

increase your knowledge, but it also helps you develop as a person. I know for me, this internship has 

been an eye opener. Although it is true that things like poverty and unemployment do exist, it is also even 

truer that India is a rising country and has a lot of potential to flourish in the future. Speaking on behalf of 

the Indian youth living abroad, our job, as President Kalaam said, is to make sure that we give as much 

as we can to our own country. After that, we can use those skills and that knowledge and use them to 

do something for India. It’s in our hands to make sure that we pass this “Indian –ness” on to our next 

generations and preserve it so we can see both our own countries and India grow together. As Mr. Malay 

Mishra (Joint Secretary MOIA) stated, “today’s youth are tomorrow’s decision makers”.

Jai Hind!

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
* Priyanka Patnaik lives in Ottawa, Canada. This article has been published online @ http://www.pbd2006.org/reflections-
priyanka.pdf

Thoughts during company down sizing

 [f aeXÐ MjÊRÞ
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RISHIKRISHI, FARMING OF THE SAINTS

Amulya Garabadu*

 “This land was stony, bald without vegetation 20 years back when we came here. Except 

a handful of trees in their skeletons, there was hardly a blade of grass in most part. Moroms, soil 

concretions, laterite and shining stone faces joined the villagers in mocking at us when we announced 

our intention of farming. Asambhab, impossible they warned, shaking their heads.” These were the 

stunning words from Km Sabarmati of 35 years to 45 BVP** members clustered under a shade in the 

cool breeze of sunny January noon. We had traveled 143 Km west north west of Bhubaneswar reaching 

the flat, hard rock terrains of central Orissa where the annual rainfall is 17”, a third of coastal average 

with temperature ranging 48 to 10 deg C or 118-50 deg F. It was a personal balmy break for me and my 

wife who had hit the dust and dirt of concrete forest of Bhubaneswar last December after being spoilt 

by a 6 month vacation in the pollution free, tree lined silicon valley of CA, USA. The chartered bus trip 

was the culmination of our yearlong planning since we heard of this project named “Sambhab” meaning 

“Possible” in answer to the villagers’ warning. Started by Prof. Radhamohan, a retired Government 

college principal, he has drawn other educationists and environmentalists to this challenge of meeting 

the “impossible” task of retrieving the lost forest and farmlands of Orissa. A Gandhian, he has shed his 

surname to turn cast-less and named his daughter “Sabarmati”, after Bapu’s Ashram. She is totally 

wedded to the cause and is a full time worker in the project. Following the Gandhian policy of “The 

means should justify the noble end”, the process of restoration is traditional. He has termed it “Rishi 

Krisi”, the farming of the saints.

After a brief introduction to the history of restoration of the 100-acre bald land, Sabarmati led us 

to a tour of the site. We walked through trees and bushes of every description. She showed older trees, 

which were carefully selected to survive in early harsh conditions. They were watered from rainwater 

stored by embankment raised at the lowest end of land and wells dug in central area with water levels 

boosted in the process. For optimization, water was poured in to a perforated earthen pitcher sunk close 

to tree roots. More grass grew as the trees spread their branches. A mixture of native and indigenous 

plants gradually filled the space among the first trees. The density of trees and bushes raised the water 

table. The water harvesting now extended to three pools in a row de-silting the rainwater as it flowed 

from one to the other below. We walked along the dry nullah course that drains the land with a good 50 

feet level difference between the highest and lowest. Planting of strong rooted Sabai grass from north 

Orissa stabilizes the nullah banks and yields fiber for ropes and handicraft. 

Grass and fodder shrubs were planted close to the pool that fed the first cows, the source of 

early manure. The grass at poolside subsequently gave way to rice fields, while the fodder could grow 
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further up. De-weeded plants are never wasted. The underbrush and weeds are left on the same ground 

with roots up, gradually decomposing to manure. Thorny bamboos were planted at the boundary to 

make a natural fence preventing trespassers. There are now 50 varieties of mangos besides Lichu, 

Sapetaa and Jamun etc. Against 7 initial dying species, the site now boosts nearly 700 species of trees. 

The names cover an amazing range, from un-transplantable Sal to stubborn Bara-Aswastha. We also 

encountered Teak, Piasal, Karanj, Sandal, Raktachandan, Mahul, Arjun, Harida, Bahada, Awnalaa the

list being almost end-less. Even the cocoanut trees are flourishing located far from sea. I guess that 

without any significant hill range obstructing its path some breeze from sea reaches the area. And all 

these have come up without chemical fertilizers and pesticides

Sabarmati was all smiles and assuring voices. The termites are our friends she explains. They 

take off the dead tissues from the barks preventing bacteria growth over tree trunks, leaving the live 

part of the bark healthy. Then they would withdraw into the earth leaving the nutritious clay casing to 

be washed down to tree bottom. Millions of termites housed in mounds burrow the sub soil enriching it 

by their refuse and drawing vital nitrogen and moisture for the plants. “They are our natural tillers” she 

quipped.

We now walked over a causeway crossing the drainage and reached the boundary of thorn-

bamboo fence. A few clumps of regular bamboos showed up in front of them. These are regularly used 

for thatches housing the cows, farmer families, stores and workplaces. She chose a trail through fruit 

bearing, herbal and flowering plants along a chain of irrigation pits and wells. Water was hauled by 

tendaas or levered buckets from wells manually and transferred into pits through cement channels. 

It was then pored into perforated earthen pitchers sunk into ground close to tree roots. There is no 

mechanization except a pump for use in emergency only.

We reached the shelter which was an octagonal concrete canopy with a central column 

designed to resemble a tree trunk. The walls had large window like openings without shutters. It could 

sit 100 people for a meeting. One corner boasted a catering counter with improvised wooden stoves for 

a kitchen. The walls were mud-plastered carrying murals of traditional rural arts of Orissa. There were 

posters showing the evil of chemical manures and pesticides and the gains of traditional methods. All 

of us were treated to a simple lunch of Usunaa rice, dali, saaga, vegetable curries, salad and khattaa. 

There was no onion or garlic.

With Sun dipping west, we hurried to the farm plots. There was a mixture of vegetables in the 

same plot to get optimum results. There were rows of potato plants by the side of onion and garlic. 

The eggplants were supplemented by rows of beans and jhudang. Sabarmati explained that there are 
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friendly sets of crops, which supplement each other. Eggplant and Chili form one group, which should 

be rotated with nodular plants like Bean, pulses and Shimba. They do not rotate here but plant them 

together with better result. Marigold is planted around to prevent Nematodes. There were plenty of 

cabbages, cauliflower, tomato, peas, Shimba, lettuce, carrot, cucumber, pumpkin, Lau etc. Plots of spice 

plants yield Coriander, Panmahuri etc.  Black pepper creepers snaked up a few coconut trunks. Even the 

old cosmetic “Kunkum” is grown here. Weed and grass cleaned from the plots were left in bunches to 

rot in the fields. There were large covered earthen jars preparing plant feeds out of cow-dung, oil cake 

and cow urine. Root irrigation pitchers were everywhere sunk into ground close to plant roots. The pests 

surely attack. They use old technique of all sorts, cow-dung ash to soap water, failing which they spray 

the never failing Nim oil. Chemicals of all forms are forbidden here.

Pitched among the coconut groove were rows of sheds housing ten farmer families, the store, 

work place, the oxen and cows. There were primitive ploughs, a bullock cart and traditional farm 

appliances. One of the sheds housed the breeding vats of earthworms. Lot of innovations has gone 

into making the vats safe and favorable for these natural tillers of the soil. The matured worms are 

transferred to fields in due course. 

Close by, we were shown a few brick and cement houses which were the guesthouses for farmer 

trainees. The Professor lectures on Rishi Krishi to farmers all over Orissa inviting them here to stay & 

experience the sustainability of the system. These are also community-training centers in crafts and 

indoor skills for the neighborhood, particularly girls and women, in about two dozen nearby villages. 

Sabarmati tells us the great cultural divide between the two adjacdnt districts of Puri and Ganjam. 

Ganjam men venture out for job in distant states forcing the women to care for home. Often they take 

women near their jobsites making the wife back at home more aggressive to seek out an independent 

earning. The Puri men are confined to village dominating the women. She adopts different technique for 

the two categories. The aim is however the same, making the rural woman economically independent. 

She introduced affordable health care, childcare, small family and value of education.

We invited her to a seminar  to hold on Rishi Krishi at Bhubaneswar during our annual conference 

next month. We bade her and the team a grateful farewell and wondered if these man made voids would 

ever be filled with green. Sambhab holds out a message and faith in human endeavor. We let out a silent 

prayer that it may succeed.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
*  A former Director of Mines, Orissa .
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WANTED ENTREPRENEURS

Laxman Mohanty*

I spent prime of my life in setting up and running a business in Orissa. Currently I am located  at 

Bhubaneswar. I was at Ahmedabad- for last 6 years. Ahmedabad is fairly a large city, almost 4 times of 

Bhubaneswar in population and may be in infrastructure and economic transactions too. What I found 

out that one can try any new business and succeed in Ahmedabad, while it is  very difficult to try out new 

things in Bhubaneswar. .

What I am trying to point out that you can easily find out how people in Ahmedabad have 

lots of money while that may not be true in Bhubaneswar. The same difference you will find out when 

you compare Orissa and Gujarat. But look into another dimension. You will find the soil condition in 

Ahmedabad  is not very good. We find so difficult to grow anything in our garden. But in Bhubaneswar 

just plant a tree and you can find it grow handsomely. There is no doubt that while Orissa is endowed 

with rich natural resources Gujarat does not have that luxury. In Gujarat there is not much rainfall and it 

does not have many rivers too. 

So the question arises how Gujarat in spite of being not so endowed with resources has been 

able to create so much of prosperity! I think one needs not to do a detailed research to find the answer. 

It is almost obvious – entrepreneurship is the key. Initially when we had come to Ahmedabad, people 

here will ask us about our work. In spite telling them what we do for our living (most of us work in some 

or other organizations) they still keep repeating the same question. We used to get puzzled and used to 

not know what to answer. Then they used to clarify that they were interested to know if we carry out any 

“dhanda” (business). You will be surprised to know that in spite of working somewhere each one is also 

expected to carry a side business too. That is almost the rule of the game.

Now, compare this with the experience that I faced when I went back to Bhubaneswar to start 

a computer business in 1986. Most of the people thought that I could not find a job, so I came back to 

Bhubaneswar to do a business there. The reality was that I had studied in some of the best institutions 

of the country and also turned down a foreign assignment only to come back to Bhubaneswar to start 

the business. I remember the headmaster of a Kendriya Vidyalaya suggesting me not to delve into this 

madness (business) but go for a government job. My partner’s father who was a doctor in the medical 

college in Cuttack was worried that his son would not get a good girl to marry because of doing business. 

He even had forced his son to accept a temporary engineering job in Irrigation Department of Orissa 

government for a consolidated stipend of Rs.2000/- per month. 
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Any of us now who live outside Orissa  get hurt when we find people around us having no clue 

about a state called Orissa. To inform them about Orissa or Bhubaneswar or their geographic location we 

force ourselves to link it with Kolkata. That compels us to think that we do something for our state where 

our roots lie and to which a lot of our inherent pride is connected in some way or other. We find some 

easy way out; pull in some rupees or dollars and donate that to a NGO that we come across or advised. 

We feel good about our generosity and continue to move on with our routine lives again. But have we 

really pondered if that has made any difference? 

Let us look at the fundamental question that we had raised initially. It is not the resource that 

makes a set of people prosperous; otherwise Orissa would have been way ahead of Gujarat. Resources 

are not our constraint but the will and know how to convert  such raw resources into final products and 

acquire economic returns from them. A small experience can be narrated here to highlight this point. 

Few years back we had gone to visit a village in Kalahandi (few kilometers from Bhawanipatna). That 

village had a lot of trees bearing berries or barakoli. But it was disheartening to see that people would 

gladly exchange a few bag-full berries for one kilogram of salt – a real unequal bartering. Either they had 

no clue or something stopped them to make pickles out of those berries and get higher returns. There 

are enough stories of selling raw materials at dirt-cheap price and not trying to add value and get better 

returns. Even selling iron ores by the government is a part of that mentality.

So it boils down to one requirement – how to raise entrepreneurship in Orissa that can utilize 

the resources available and generate better benefits for the people there. I have been always proud of 

one contribution of our business. Most of our employees who left the company became entrepreneurs 

and started similar businesses. The sad part of this, however, was that they could not think of doing 

something different where they could have had the niche and better economic prospect. But one silver 

lining is that we have emerged as some kind of role models for them and they now can dare to start up 

something of their own rather than look for a job in another company. 

If people like us who have been privileged to have better education and understanding of 

the world can take lead in entrepreneurship I am sure some kind of entrepreneurship culture can be 

established. We not only bring in prestige to the status of entrepreneurship, we also can build a lot 

of know how for others to follow and use. So today what Orissa requires is not some Tata or Birla 

coming and putting up huge plants there but thousands of small entrepreneurs trying to make money 

for themselves and create value for the society at large. The success and failures are creation of mind 

and once we make up our minds I am sure nothing can stop us. 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

*Laxman Mohanty the founder of Silicon Institute of Technology, Bhubaneswar  laxman_mohanty@yahoo.co.in
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LETTER TO A CHILD: REFLECTIONS ON INDIA

Srikanta Mishra*

We are walking the streets of Old Mumbai.  Mumba Devi Temple, Bhuleshwar Road, Surti Hotel 

Lane – gradually come and go along the way.  The streets keep getting narrower, and the crowd keeps 

getting thicker.  You clutch my hand as we wind our way through the milling masses, searching for shop 

number 73.  This is an important mission because we have to find Maganlal Dresswala, the much-

recommended tailor for Bharatanatyam costumes.  The sidewalk is missing many a brick along the way, 

and quite often we have to step down to the street.  Keep an eye on the puddle, I caution you as we 

approach yet another tea stall jutting out into the narrow sidewalk.  I can sense your tension building as 

we navigate our passage through housewives and errand boys, bulls and beggars.  Suddenly you stop 

and point at a fading signboard – we have arrived at our destination.  

In the air-conditioned comfort of the store, sipping a Mirinda, you look at me with a wan smile.  

I engage the salesman in the usual introductory chitchat, and wonder what is going on in your mind.  

Perhaps you are trying to contrast this experience of the “real” India with the opulence of the departmental 

stores we visited yesterday – those multi-storeyed glass-and-chrome temples of consumerism patterned 

after Macy’s of New York, Harrod’s of London or Globus of Zurich.   I want to tell you that the fundamental 

character of Bhuleshwar Road hasn’t changed in a hundred years and is unlikely to change in the 

next several decades.  That commerce in old Mumbai will continue to thrive regardless of the fortunes 

of these departmental stores.  That the traditional and the modern always manage to co-exist with a 

nonchalance, is fascinatingly Indian.  

Gandhi Bazaar, Bangalore.  We are looking at a collection of exquisite silk sarees in the showroom 

of a cooperative store.  The angavastra-wearing salesman with vibhuti-smeared forehead is working with 

a saree-clad saleslady whose tightly braided hair reeks of jasmine oil.  There is a certain diffidence in 

their manner, a willingness to be of service – unlike the May-I-help-you-but-I-don’t-know-nuttin’ attitude 

of Melinda at Sears or Gabriella at Kohl’s back in Texas.  I want to point these things to you, but you are 

standing by the door, gazing at the swanky AirTel customer service center next door.  Shall we go and 

quickly check it out, I ask.  You are game, and we mosey over.  There is a steady stream of customers 

walking away with colorful boxes containing the latest mobile phones from Nokia and Samsung.  Young 

service reps wearing jeans and T-shirts walk around in wireless headsets, speaking in convent-accented 

English laden with American slang.  It is all very brisk and businesslike, and I see a quick smile on your 

face as you finally come across something that feels familiar.  
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Then we step outside and it is traditional India all over again.  Flower vendors, vegetable sellers, 

sugarcane hawkers, tea delivery boys, bootpolish-wallahs and mid-morning shoppers – all vie for the 

same piece of real estate.  This is an oriental bazaar scene at its finest, and I am glad to see you taking 

in the fragrance, colors, and aroma mingled with the omnipresent din, dust and stench.  This place is 

so … so alive, you murmur, as you accidentally bump into a matronly lady with a shopping bag in each 

hand and a mobile phone dangling from her neck.  I could not have put it any better.  The next day, we 

drive by the sprawling Infosys campus in Electronics City that puts to shame any high-tech corporate 

headquarters we have seen in Central Texas.  Are you sure this is the same Bangalore, you ask.  I nod, 

and remind you of the same contrasts between old and new India that we saw in Mumbai.  

In Mumbai, Bangalore and other metro areas such as Delhi, Chennai, Kolkata, Hyderabad and 

Pune, one keeps encountering this dichotomous nature of India - somewhat akin to parallel railway 

tracks.  There is a fast track that looks increasingly like a copy of the US (think about desi MTV, Indian 

Idol TV shows, thematic birthday parties at McDonald’s and such).  Then there is the slow track, where 

ancient traditions and customs – social, cultural and culinary – continue to thrive.  But neither Mumbai 

nor Bangalore gives us the chance to interact with people from traditional middle-class backgrounds, to 

see how the flow of their life finds its own sweet spot amidst the turbulence imposed by modernity. 

Bhubaneswar, where we cross paths with relatives and friends, offers interesting glimpses into 

a cultural hybridization of sorts, i.e. college-going kids addressing their parents as “Mom” and “Dad”,  

Winnie-the-Pooh party hats and favors adorning children’s birthday celebrations., parents proudly 

displaying their 2nd or 3rd grade child’s “talent” to gyrate her hips in tune with the latest Karishma Kapoor 

hit dance number., wedding receptions serving overcooked-overspiced-overgreased combinations of 

mangled malai kofta, chewy chicken tikka, dubious dal makhni, vapid vegetable biryani, and ghastly 

gulab jamun.  This is practically the same menu as the dinner buffet in Taj Palace, you observe with 

astonishment.  I shake my head, trying to conjure memories of the old staples – maacha munda 

chenchedaa, buta daali, aloo potala rasaa, rasagolaa.  Gentrification must require abandoning one’s 

traditional habits in favor of what the big-city brethren practice, I conclude.  

The city of my birth and school-going days has been spruced up some.  Rajarani Temple sports 

a well-manicured lawn with walking paths chockfull of senior citizens on their constitutional.  Forest 

Park has become the go-to-place for joggers, walkers and purveyors of healthy snacks (gajaa muga 

with a squeeze of lemon juice, anyone?).  The main roads have been widened and resurfaced.  The 

multi-lane highway between Bhubaneswar and Cuttack is a travelers’ delight.  Specialty restaurants are 

sprouting to satisfy the craze to eat out and sample a variety of cuisines.  Availability of quality health 
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care continues to improve - albeit primarily for the well-heeled.  A spirit of entrepreneurship appears 

to have energized the youth.  The smell of disposable money is very much in the air as one drives by 

gleaming saree boutiques and jewelry stores.

Yet, Bhubaneswar depresses me in myriad ways.  Most of the traffic lights in the city do not 

function.  The primary highway to Puri is a disaster, especially between Kalpana Chhak and Rabi Talkies 

Chhak – as fishmongers and vegetable sellers make steady inroads into the road proper, and no one pays 

any attention to the hapless traffic constables at 4-way intersections.  Potholes on side streets continue 

to replicate with a vengeance.  The city public transportation system is in the same shambled state as 

a decade ago.  But more than these problems caused by limited resources or lack of an infrastructure 

planning process, I am dismayed by the unfulfilled promise, and attempts to obfuscate current mediocrity 

with constant reference to past greatness.

Hope springs eternal in the Oriya mind as Infosys sets up shop in Bhubaneswar, only to ebb as 

the next wave of BPO projects go to Coimbatore, Vishakhapatnam or Indore.  The once gleaming Biju 

Patnaik “International” airport is beginning to lose luster as it waits for a direct connection to Bangalore, 

let alone a flight path to Singapore.  Intellectuals continue to wax eloquent about the far-reaching 

voyages of Oriya traders.  Wouldn’t it be nice to have some solid historical analysis of when and how 

far the traders sailed, rather than continuing to rely on legends and anecdotal tales?  The genius of our 

literary ancestors is regularly extolled at OSA conventions by speaker after speaker – even as their own 

children are sent to English medium schools in Orissa.  How about an effort to translate the wonderful 

works of Upendra Bhanja or Fakirmohan Senapati so that non-Oriyas, and the next generation of the 

Oriya diaspora, can appreciate them?  

But I digress.  Going back to the cultural transformation in progress we saw in Bhubaneswar, 

perhaps assimilating new trends and ideas into the fabric of life is not an easy endeavor.  The information 

age constantly finds innovative channels for exposing people to new “cultures”.  Only a lucky few are 

able to successfully make this cultural transition work.  The majority of us must learn to take pride in our 

heritage, be secure about our identity, and accept those elements of the culture that are consistent with 

our basic values.  Otherwise, we run the risk of becoming like the jackal who fell into the blue pot and 

reappeared as a glorious new character. 
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

*Srikanta Mishra, an engineer and risk analyst who also dabbles in conversational Sanskrit, lives in Austin, TX.  
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MY FAMILY

Snigdha Das*

The Orissa Society of the Americas (OSA) means different things to different people.  For some 

it is a tool to meet others who share a common background and language.  For others it provides the 

opportunity to do social work in Orissa.  There are even those who use the annual conventions as a 

venue for finding a “match” for their sons and daughters (do not think I am oblivious to why Aunties keep 

telling me I should go to the next convention).  For over 30 years OSA has provided Oriyas in this country 

with a chance to bond with other Oriyas.  I grew up hearing about OSA from my parents.  I’ve heard about 

the “good old days.”  I have seen how it has brought so many people together.  I have felt how it has given 

all of us a family.  Over the years it has come to mean something special to me.  

Growing up in the United States, we miss out on a lot of things.  I remember my classmates who 

would see their extended family members at annual reunions and holidays.  Their grandparents were 

able to go to soccer games and videotape graduations.  Their relatives could share in the milestones 

of their lives.  I always felt a little left out because I didn’t have aunts and uncles at talent shows or 

birthday parties.  No matter what my accomplishments, I always thought something might be missing 

since I did not have all my relatives here.  Indian culture is based on the extended family.  My cousins 

were lucky because they were able to share their lives with my grandparents on a regular basis.  I felt I 

was missing out on an important experience.  The truth is that I wasn’t really missing anything.  I have a 

whole extended family here.  Every weekend when I was little girl I went to Oriya parties.  I had countless 

aunties and uncles who watched me grow up.  They have been there for birthdays, Arangetrams, and 

graduations.  They encouraged me to succeed and celebrated with me

In truth, those aunties and uncles are my family.  My Dad always tells stories of how the first 

OSA gatherings were.  The OSA founders were just starting out in this country.  They all wanted to get in 

touch with something familiar, something that would help them to stay connected with the home and 

family they had left behind.  In those days before email and easy telephone access to India, all they had 

to call family were the other Oriyas they happened to meet.   My Dad has told me about how they would 

crowd into cars and stay together in one-bedroom apartments with one bathroom.  All discomforts were 

forgotten because they were with family.  

 I have traveled all over the country and everywhere I have gone Oriyas that my family has met 

through OSA have helped me.  In fact, when I went to school in Kansas City, Missouri, my parents went 

through the OSA directory and called a family they had never met.  This family went on to help me for the 
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next 5 years.  From Providence to Kansas City to Los Angeles, I have never felt alone.  There has always 

been an Aunty more than happy to be my Mom.  What more could I ask for?  I have had a family to love 

me everywhere I have gone.

 I know each year’s OSA convention will be grander than the last.  The number of people 

attending will grow.  The amount of money spent on the convention with increase exponentially.  I only 

hope that people do not forget about the “good old days” and why the association was founded.  I hope 

they remember the times that people crammed into small apartments sharing a bathroom with several 

other families.  I hope they remember the joy they felt at feeling at home thousands of miles away 

from their homeland.  OSA  is not about who will get to speak at the convention, or how many dance 

performances one gets to present, or even how many committees one gets to chair.  OSA’s goal should 

remain providing us with an extended family in this country.  As with any family, the important thing is 

having the opportunity to spend time with each other.  I hope this spirit of family will continue so that I 

will always have a family no matter where life takes me.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
*Dr. Snigdha Das resides in Perris, CA and is currently completing her residency at Loma Linda University 
Children’s Hospital.
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THE HISTORY OF REC ROURKELA ALUMNI ASSOCIATION IN NORTH
AMERICA

Debendra Kumar Das*

PREAMBLE

The Regional Engineering College Rourkela (RECR) Overseas Alumni Association was formed 

around 1996. Presently it is known as NITR (National Institute of Technology Rourkela) Overseas Alumni 

Association after REC Rourkela was elevated to the status of National Institute of Technology. Although 

born in North America, the word “Overseas” had been included from the beginning to welcome alumni 

from all over the world to join this organization who are living away from India.  A historical outline of the 

birth of this association and its growth up to the present time will follow in this article. 

INITIAL IDEA

The idea of forming an alumni association was conceived around 1994, when I was visiting my 

alma mater RECR and had a discussion with Prof. Ajit Behera of the Mechanical Engineering Department 

about creating scholarships for needy and meritorious students of RECR by collecting contributions from 

alumni. 

This thought had come to my mind after receiving the fund raising solicitations from Brown 

University every year before the Christmas holiday, which was regularly followed up by a telephone call 

from a Brown University student asking for a pledge of donation. I observed that Brown and other Ivy 

League schools had a well-organized fund raising system in place through which, they were raising vast 

sum of funds every year.

This fund-raising model appeared very appealing to me to successfully apply to raising funds for 

RECR. Therefore, during my visit to RECR, I discussed the following proposal with Prof. Ajit Behera. The 

Overseas Alumni Association will raise funds to offer a scholarship for a needy meritorious student each 

year. Prof. Behera should discuss this proposal with RECR faculty and Principal and form a Professorial 

Committee comprising of a senior faculty member from each branch of engineering at RECR to select 

the recipient of the scholarship every year.

Prof. Ajit Behera first consulted the Principal, Prof. Somnath Mishra and thereafter, Prof. Ashok 

Mohanty, who succeeded Prof. Mishra as the Principal during those periods. With their approval and 

with the consent of other professors, he informed me that a Professorial Committee was ready. 

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



OSA Souvenir 2006

97

Encouragement from Alumni

Soon after that assurance we started raising funds earnestly. Our fund raising efforts began 

with e-mail messages to REC alumni I knew in North America. 

In the early stages of forming this Overseas Chapter, many alumni had sent encouraging 

messages to me. Mr. Satya Parakala, who was staying then at Falls Church; Mr. Bhaskar Marthi, who 

was in graduate school in the Dakotas; Mr. Raja Sekhar Reddy, etc. (I recall they were REC graduates 

of early 90’s) sent me many supporting e-mails. Over the years I have lost touch with them. But I truly 

valued their support.

Many of my classmates of the RECR 1972 batch: Laxmi N. Bhuyan (past president of the Orissa 

Society of Americas), Srinivasan Giridhari, Prakash Patro, Hari Patro and many more sent incredibly 

supporting comments to my initial e-mails.

Prof. Niranjan Mishra, a 1965 graduate of the first batch of RECR living in Canada, was also 

an ardent supporter of this association from the beginning. I even received an encouraging note from 

India from Prof. Deba Tripathy of IIT Kharagpur, who was very pleased to hear about the formation of this 

alumni association.

I vividly recall a message from my classmate Jaisen Mody, who resides in Portland, Oregon. He 

wrote “ Deba: In the United States many schools are raising millions of dollars from their alumni; there 

is no reason why we can’t  raise a portion of that for REC Rourkela ”.

MODEL

Buoyed by the enthusiastic support of RECR alumni, I approached the University of Alaska 

Foundation to learn about their successful endowment model. They receive contributions from alumni 

and channel them to separate endowment funds for various causes depending on the wishes of the 

donors.  The Foundation invests those endowment funds carefully and receives investment earnings 

every year. From those earnings a portion is put back into the endowment fund to inflation-proof the 

principal and the rest is disbursed as scholarships or for other developmental projects. The earning in a 

good year supplements the earning in a lean year, so that the scholarships are guaranteed every year. 

Historically it has been observed that the principal of the endowment keeps growing as a result of which, 

the net amount for scholarships keeps increasing modestly every year.

The biggest advantage of this endowed scholarship fund model is that the scholarship will 

remain in perpetuity, long after the donors have departed this good earth. The scholarship funds will 
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remain as their legacy.

In the early stage of fund raising I was sending e-mails to a handful of alumni I knew requesting 

them to forward the message to their friends. In order to expand our e-mail base and to streamline 

the process, I sought the help of Dr. Laxmi N. Bhuyan because of his prior involvement in the Old 

Boys Association in REC. He lined up Mr. Ashutosh Dutta (electrical engineering alumnus of RECR) 

of Columbia University to be our mailing coordinator. With the mass mailing in place we were more 

effective in reaching a larger audience to raise funds. Furthermore, I could keep the alumni informed 

about important events at our alma mater.

THE SCHOLARSHIP

With the support of many alumni, the total amount raised for the scholarship in installments 

was $2506 by February 2004. During those fund-raising periods, I requested Mr. Pratap Dash (electrical 

engineering alumnus of RECR) to serve as the Treasurer. He served as the Treasurer receiving the 

donations and helped deliver a check to Prof. Ajit Behera during a trip to RECR.

In due course of time, with the suggestions of our alumni and RECR faculty, the name of the 

scholarship became Prof. Bhubaneswar Behera Memorial Scholarship. The principal of this endowment 

fund now stands at about Rs. 1.1 lakh. From its interest earning, scholarships have been given to needy 

meritorious students for the past three years. This past April it was awarded to a well-deserving chemical 

engineering student.

IMPROVEMENTS

What we have raised thus far is a small amount of endowment funds and we need to improve 

our fund-raising efforts. At Brown University, each year’s graduating batch has a volunteer who raises 

a contribution for that batch. If we follow that approach we can raise a substantial amount of funds for 

scholarships and other developmental projects for NITR. I recall our Chapter President, Prof. Niranjan 

Mishra had proposed a similar model a few years ago. 

Additionally, the alumni who are presently business owners will be the best potential for 

sizeable donations, as the US tax structure provides an initiative to give tax-deductible contributions to 

educational institutions. Furthermore, we need alumni with strong fund- raising experience. With these 

attempts, I am optimistic that someday we will be reaching the levels of fund-raising that American 

universities are able to accomplish.
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Due to my heart bypass surgery, I was unable to continue the task of fund-raising and in 

maintaining the linkage with RECR. Therefore, I nominated Prof. Niranjan Mishra as the President, 

who appointed Dr. Birendra Jena as the Secretary. Under their leadership the NITR Overseas Alumni 

Association is continuing its activities. Presently they are preparing a set of bylaws and policies and 

procedures for election of the officers of the Overseas Chapter, 

OTHER CONTRIBUTIONS

About two years ago, our Overseas Chapter received a request from the Head Office of our 

Alumni Association at RECR to contribute for the construction and erection of a bust of the founding 

principal of RECR, Prof.. Bhubaneswar Behera. Under the able leadership of Dr. Laxmi N. Bhuyan, Dr. 

Niranjan Mishra and Dr. Birendra Jena, $1857 was raised. Now the bust of Prof. Bhubaneswar Behera 

adorns the entrance of our alma mater.

MY GRATITUDE 

I personally thank the people who encouraged me in the early stages of the formation of this 

association, those who contributed funds for this great cause, and the past and present executive 

officers who have given their time unhesitatingly, although it is very hard to find time in our busy lives. 

I also thank the NITR faculty serving in the committee to select a proper recipient each year. Prof. Ajit 

Behera, upon his retirement had passed on the task of administering this scholarship matters to Dr. 

Saroj Patel. I am personally grateful to both of them for their service in initiating and in maintaining this 

scholarship. 

Prof. Niranjan Mishra has provided the needed leadership and helped the association in his 

quiet way and deserves my appreciation for tackling the issues of bylaws and election policies and 

procedures of the Overseas Chapter. Dr. Birendra Jena, our   Secretary receives my applause for his 

dedication to our association. In order to keep this alumni association informed and engaged, Dr. Jena 

has created an overseas NITR e-mail group.  He has kept us informed on NITR issues in a timely manner. 

He maintains contact with our NITR Alumni Association in Rourkela and provides messages to them on 

behalf of our affiliate. At the request of our parent organization, the NITR Alumni Association, he prepared 

the messages for the homecoming ceremony that was held in April 2006. His message was well received 

at the ceremony at our alma mater. He has kept us informed about notable accomplishments of RECR 

alumni from time to time 
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In order to have a face-to-face contact and cohesion, we have been meeting in the Orissa Society 

of Americas (OSA) annual meetings. It is not the best way, as we miss out meeting our non-Oriya friends, 

however a partial meeting is better than no meeting at all. We aspire to have the critical mass for an 

exclusive NITR gathering some day. I have heard of small gatherings of NITR alumni. We met in California 

in July 2005 in the OSA convention. I am grateful to the alumni, about fifteen of them, spanning from the 

first batch (1965) to late 1980’s graduates who attended that meeting. Many developmental projects 

for NITR were discussed, including one for the best teacher award proposed by Mr. Sandeep Dasverma 

(class of 1965) and a distinguished speaker scheme proposed by Mr. Raj Kishore Pati (class of 1973). I 

request the volunteers to support these projects and take a lead and move ahead.

THE FUTURE

Like any new organization, the NITR Alumni Association had a humble beginning. However, I 

am optimistic that it will flourish under the leadership of young alumni and will become a well-endowed 

association in the future, procuring substantial sums of funds for various endowments. Future funds 

will not be limited to provide scholarships to numerous needy scholars to continue their academic 

achievements. It will also help fund many worthwhile educational projects such as; student and faculty 

exchange, distinguished lecturer scheme and teaching awards for faculty, to list a few.

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
*Dr. Debendra Kumar Das and his wife, Katherine Anne Cross-Das make Fairbanks, Alaska their home, where 
Debendra serves as a Professor of Mechanical Engineering at the University of Alaska.

micromanagement

 _ÞÒS _ cÒm dce ]hà_ _ÐkÞÝ
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SAVE RETREATS FOR YOURSELF

Dr. Nrusingha Mishra*

Do you feel sometimes overwhelmed by situations around you?  You have too much in the 

work to catch up with. You are trying to keep things under control at home with your family. This is very 

common for people living in the western world. The external stimuli completely take over the inner 

system. You have got to watch yourself and need to go inwards to seek joyful quiet moments. You try 

to find  for an hour specifically for relaxation at least twice a week. Initially you may feel that it is really 

difficult to get an hour of quite time. However, it is very essential just like you have to go to a doctor when 

you are ill. You do not think twice to wait for getting an appointment. This is just like an appointment for 

yourself to nurture your mind, body and soul to get these three connected with each other. 

Tell your family members or roommates that you need quite time for yourself and request to 

keep the noise level low by turning down TV or radio. If it is not possible, look for a quiet place around 

you besides your home or apartment. It can be your neighbor’s house, your friend’s house, or your 

apartment landlord’s place.

The very first thing to do is to turn off phones, television including all the electronic equipments 

around you which make sounds. Let your family members know that they need to keep silence. If for 

some reason it is not possible to keep perfect silence, please close your room and play some smoothing 

music. After all these things fail, put ear plugs and relax on a chair or a bed by closing the eyes and 

focusing on your breath. You may choose to concentrate reading a spiritually uplifting book if you do not 

like lying on bed or relaxing on a sofa.

It is alright if you fell sleepy while relaxing on the sofa or lying on the bed or reading a book. Then 

go ahead and take a nap without any sense of guilt or feeling that you are idling away your time. Make 

for yourself a cup of tea or any of your favorite drinks. If you are hungry, prepare for yourself a healthy 

snack. Take your time going through all of these thinking that you rae taking care of yourself. Spend time 

to notice the taste of each sip of drink, each bite of snack that you eat. Close your eyes and focus on the 

taste in your tongue. 

You may like to engage yourself in some yoga practices or other relaxation techniques you may 

be familiar. To some, the name yoga itself may sound difficult. By closing eyes and focusing on breathing 

without any thoughts will suffice. Some times, just sitting outside and observing nature constitutes a 

very effective way of relaxation. In good weather conditions, mild walking outdoors in nature is a good 

way of exercise. After a mild exercise, you may prefer to sit down for listening to soothing music in your 
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favorite tape or CD, reading an emotionally, spiritually uplifting book, or finding a place where you can 

continue your writing exercises if you are used to such activities. 

Finally you may choose to spend some good amount of time in massaging your body with gently 

warm sesame oil or any oil that they recommend for massage therapy followed by a warm bath. You 

may choose to focus one of these activities rather than a combination of all these. It is essential that 

after a while you watch yourself, if all these retreats are helping you in taking away those overwhelming 

moments. Make sure that these activities are pursued at regular intervals. Even it will be rewarding if 

you can take twice a year a full day event full of such mini retreats. You are the best doctor to yourself 

in managing your physical, mental and emotional conditions. Your awareness, spending more time in 

listening and watching yourself, and saving these nurturing sessions regularly will help the internal 

healing processes.

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
* Dr. Nrusingha Mishra lives with his family in Germantown, Maryland. Presently serves as a senior scientist at the U.S Army 
Medical Research and Material Command, Fort Detrick, Maryland.He is the Co-Convener of the 37th OSA Convention in 2006.
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TEN TIPS TO RAISE A BRIGHT KID IN TWENTY-FIRST CENTURY

Gopal Mohapatra*
“Childern are a living message into the time we will never see “– anonymous

Several times I have been asked by experts in various fields related to child development to 

express my thoughts on ways to prepare our children to face the challenges of twenty-first century. In 

the past researchers have gone into painful details on the topic and have produced volumes of papers 

only worth recycling. The topic needs, what the experts term, a “thirty-thousand feet view” or what 

laymen call “the big picture view”. Here, I am going to address some of these big issues, and challenge 

the reader to work out the details on his or her own. One must remember that there is no prescribed 

formula to raise a smart kid,  hence a ‘take-it-easy’ approach supplemented by ‘you gotta have what 

you gotta have’ attitude is the key to prepare your stressed-out child to be ready for an already stressful 

twenty-first century.

Tip 1:  Don’t worry if your child is not a good eater. Bhata, dali, saga bhaja and janhi posta and 

other food types such as pasta and hamburger are not what your kids would be eating in future. They 

would be eating a buffet of  Protein, Fiber, Carbohydrates and Non saturated fat through tablets, syringes 

or electronic chips. There would be no time to eat at dinner table then just like we have no time to cook 

everyday.

Tip 2: Don’t worry if your child cannot speak Oriya. See, I am writing this article in English. If 

you are teaching him Oriya so that he can talk to relatives in Orissa, don’t sweat over it. Kids back home 

don’t want to speak in Oriya. ‘Good morning’ to ‘Good night’ have already become a part of life over 

there. So by the time your kid is grown up and does a ‘namaskara’ to his contemporaries in Orissa, he 

would get a reply back ‘Take it eezee dude.”

Tip 3:  Speaking of language, send your kid to “Chinese pathshala” rather than “Oriya pathshala”. 

China is poised to be the largest economy in ten years. Your kid may end up in Shun-Gan-Zee city to earn 

big bucks just like we ended up here in the US. If you are working on having a kid in future, don’t worry 

about Chinese at all. By the time he or she grows up, the Chinese would be speaking great English, much 

better than anyone else as they have proved themselves in business.

Tip 4: Don’t mess your kid’s weekend with too many activities – Soccer, Piano, Kung-foo, Dance, 

Swimming, Skating etc. He may put his foot on the Piano board and pick up the soccer ball in his hand 

and run.  Just think how well you perform when your boss pushes you into too many things at the same 

time. Have mercy. The poor guy is just a kid. 

Tip 5: Be proud of your kids. Because I tell you these kids are a lot smarter than we were at 
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their age. Imagine they are speaking English so well when they are just two years old! And we still can’t. 

Don’t demand your kid to be at the top. Because, being at the top is very lonely and this is going to haunt 

sooner or later. And remember this joke – A dad told his boy “You know when Nehru was of your age, 

he stood first in the class”. The boy replied, “Dad, you know, when he was of your age, he was already 

the Prime minister of the country”. Also make sure you find out what happened to the guy who topped 

in your class. 

Tip 6: Don’t demand “Share, Share, Share”. They will learn it if you are sharing at your level 

with your spouse, friends, relatives, neighbors and other needy people. At one party, when a gentleman 

asked his non-sharing boy to share, share and share a toy, I said “brother, why do you force?”. He replied, 

“What do you mean?” I said “Can I get your Lexus for a few minutes to get some beer from the store?” 

He stumbled and replied, “Are you mad, man? There is an insurance problem I hope you understand!.” I 

said “Exactly brother, your kid has also an insurance problem with that toy he is holding. So let them play 

and figure it out; time will teach them sharing if you are doing your bit well”. I never saw the gentleman 

again. 

Tip 7: Teach them to say “WAO, WAO, WAO” as a bedtime prayer. In today’s world, this is more 

important than any mantra from any religious book. WAO stands for Water, Air and Oil. In our children’s 

time, good water, good air and oil will be much more precious than stocks, gold, and temples or 

mosques.

Tip 8: Use prudence as you expose your children to religion and Godly things. Tell them that 

God made the universe and man made the religion. With growing insecurity and intolerance all over 

the world, the ones who would survive through ages are the ones who are ATMA (Soul) believers. ATMA 

believers are Adaptable, Tolerant, Meek, and Agile.

Tip 9: Through ages, people have prescribed different formulas for happiness and success 

including spirituality, health, and wealth. But give your children this simple mantra - the best and 

cheapest way to be happy is to avoid boredom. No success or wealth can bring you happiness if you are 

bored. Routine life kills life. 

Tip 10: Finally, teach your children to handle ‘failure’ successfully.  Failure happens when one 

cannot cope with the undesired outcome. 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
*Gopal Mohapatra lives in Houston and can be reached at gkm@aiol.com
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NO RETURN FROM HARADWAR

Dr. Prasanna K. Pati*

It was a cold, rainy and depressing morning, a typical January Oregon day. It was not a great day 

to walk, in the rain and the wind blowing. I began day-dreaming about my childhood in Sambalpur in the 

l930’s; very pleasant weather in January, cool with lots of sunshine. Some memories of those days have 

faded away, some are blurred and some are sharp.

It was late in the morning when there was a knock on my front door. The mailman had me sign 

for a registered letter. It was from one Dr. Chandra Kumar Dash in Detroit, Michigan, posted from the 

Henry Ford Hospital. For a moment, I couldn’t remember him. I immediately opened the letter and this 

is what I read:

Dear Doctor Sonjee:

You may not recall me but let me refresh your memory. It was exactly fifty years ago that you 

came to the University of Michigan Hospital in Ann Arbor. I was three years senior to you at the University 

Hospital. We became friends. Do you remember me now?  We visited Detroit frequently.  I was your 

mentor. We had some nice times together and I fondly recall our many, many discussions.

Why we bonded as friends was probably because we were both Brahmins. You came from 

Orissa and I, from Calcutta. After a year,I moved on to  Detroit, to join the faculty of the Wayne State 

University and was a Professor of Urology in the Medical School for many years. You may not remember, 

but I was the only child of my parents. I never got married. I have some cousins still in Calcutta, but I lost 

all contacts with them. 

My parents passed away in the mid-sixties. I was widely known among the vibrant Indian 

community in Michigan, but I never became close to anyone. Medicine became my Goddess. I had no 

social life, was isolationistic and had too little connection with others outside my profession.  Like many 

who become isolated, I became an alcohol abuser, but not to the point of impairment that impacted my 

performance as a surgeon. I retired in 1996 and moved into a retirement community in Ypsilanti to lead 

a meaningless life like a façade.  Alcohol abuse was no longer a problem.  India was slowly making a 

comeback into my daily thinking.  I began visiting the Hindu Temple in suburban Detroit. My early years 

were making a comeback through my treasured memories of my family’s frequent visits to the Temple of 

Kali in Calcutta, and the Festival of Goddess Durga, in Calcutta. In Detroit, during my visits to worship our 

Gods and Goddesses, I would become emotional.  My mother was a devotee of Goddess Durga and my 

father of Lord Shiva. Perhaps, I was depressed, but, on the surface, I got along fine. I missed Calcutta. I 
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longed to go back, but I knew, the India I knew was gone forever. 

Now let me come the point as to why I am writing to you.  A couple of years ago, I was diagnosed 

with pancreatic cancer and you know the prognosis.  I will be discharged to a Hospice in a few days.  I 

am truly sorry that I never kept in touch with you.  I know, you are retired in Oregon.  Do you remember 

that you were like a younger brother to me in Ann Arbor? You may not remember, but I used to introduce 

you to others as “my little brother.”  Please visit me here, if you can.”

Signed: Chandra Dada

I read this letter a few times and tears started running down my cheeks.  Then, I started sobbing.  

It continued for a few minutes.  I couldn’t understand why I would react in such a manner.  Slowly, the 

images of Chandra in my mind became sharper and sharper: a brilliant person, loving and affectionate, 

stubborn, argumentative, outspoken, very much a Hindu at heart, but fully accepting others.

During our days together in Ann Arbor, a diverse University city, he easily mingled with anyone.  

It was beyond me why he took a liking to me, a shy and quiet person and a workaholic. Chandra had a 

vast repertoire of jokes and stories and he kept his company entertained.  He had such an infectious 

laughter, so loud, sometimes tears rolling down his cheeks.

Sometimes, we cooked some Indian dishes.  Even though he was an only child, his mother 

taught him some basic cooking.  I particularly remember excellent fish curry, which vastly outshone my 

so so potato and cauliflower curry.  A man of broad interests, Chandra also studied the history of India, 

of Hinduism and the Gita and the Upanishads.

All of this was coming back to me.  I asked myself why Chandra would request me, after some 

fifty years, to come and visit during his last days.  He must have come in contact with thousands and 

thousands of people during his remarkable professional career.  Perhaps it was because we were both 

devotees of Lord Jagannath of Puri and because both of us visited this greatest shrine of Hinduism on 

multiple occasions before coming to America.  But, ultimately, I had no right answer to this question.

Despite the heavy rain and forbidding weather, I decided to go on my usual meditative walk, 

going over the letter again and again, sometimes weeping.

The question was: should I go to be with Chandra, a man who is in his last days of his life, without 

any family members, and in a foreign country?  I had powerful reasons on both sides of this question. 

After no contact for all these years, to go across the country to see a dying old friend seemed to border 

on insanity, as most relationships are fleeting, in contrast this one was based on love and affection for a 

person who was like an elder brother. The calling of my heart was the compelling reason.
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Finally, I decided to make the trip to Michigan.  Considering the sad prognosis and Chandra 

being in hospice, I thought it might be a brief visit.  I called him saying I would be with him within a week.   

His brief response was, “I knew in my heart you would come.”

All the travel arrangements were made and I arrived in late January early in the day.  I gave him 

a big hug around his emaciated body. No word were exchanged, just tears.  This highly verbal man was 

speechless and I was overwhelmed with emotions. 

I visited him twice daily.  Fortunately, he was mentally sharp, though physically feeble and 

understandably a bit depressed.  The more we talked, though, the more vibrant he became.  He even 

told me some old jokes that he had shared with me in Ann Arbor.  We relived our days, in Ann Arbor, not 

very far from where the hospice facility was physically located, yet half a lifetime removed. We talked 

about growing up together in India.  Even sometime, we would drift into discussing the Bhagavad Gita 

and the Upanishads.  We shared our knowledge of the history of the Jagannath Temple in Puri and the 

mythology and culture of Lord Jagannath. I knew and he knew that the end was approaching, but we did 

not talk about it.  In fact, he always greeted me with a smile.  It was mid-February, on my way to his room, 

that the nurse stopped me, she gave him only a couple of more days. A profound sadness came over 

me.  But, when I entered his room, his smile was especially beautiful.  He was fully conscious.  There was 

something joyful, something peaceful about him.

As usual I listened to him.  He was frail and weak-voiced today; he talked about the message 

from the Gita, interspersed with quotations from the Upanishads.  I held his hand, unable to control my 

tears.  Then, he began to hum a hymn to Goddess Kali in his native language, Bengali, as if he was in 

front of the Goddess chanting, which he might have done long ago as a boy in Calcutta.  Then, very softly, 

he asked me to sing a hymn to Lord Jagannath of Puri and I started to humming a famous soulful hymn, 

“Oh, black clouds, I am far away from Nilachala (Puri) and ask you to take my respectful submission to 

Jagannath.” Then he quoted

Lord Krishna’s message to Arjuna in a clear voice, “Oh, Arjuna, you speak sincerely, but your 

sorrow has no cause.  The wise grieve neither for the living nor for the dead.  There has never has been a 

time when you and I and the kings gathered here have not existed, nor will there be a time when we will 

cease to exist.” Then he started chanting. “ OM NAMOH SHIVAYA, I bow myself in your feet Lord Shiva” 

and I softly joined in his chant.

As he was slowly lapsing into a coma, the chanting became more and more inaudible.  I was still 

holding his hands when the nurse came in. As it was 8 PM, she suggested I go back to the hotel and rest, 

that she would call me.  Finally, I was able to drift off about 1 AM until awakened by the shrill ringing of 
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the phone around 7 AM.  When I arrive, his face displayed calmness and I thought there was still a hint 

of a smile.  I touched his feet and wept uncontrollably.  There were many hospice staff members in the 

room.  Some of his former colleagues and acquaintances were coming in. There were some people of 

Indian origin including the priest from the Hindu Temple.

Mrs. Phillips, the social worker, asked for everybody’s attention as she opened an envelope and 

read the following Will:

“I have made arrangements with the Detroit Law Firm of Dickinson and Richards to transfer half 

of my assets to the Hindu Temple in Detroit and the other half to an orphanage in Calcutta.  My body 

is to be cremated here in Detroit with Hindu rituals.  I direct Dr. Sonjee of Oregon, to take my ashes to 

Hardwar, India, to be consecrated in the waters of our sacred river, Mother Ganges with full rituals.” 

I was stunned and in a state of shock.  For a moment, I could not think.  Excepting for the 

hospice staff, none there knew me.  Mrs. Phillips introduced me to the group.  I asked myself, why me? 

Why me? Why me? Lord Jagannath, did you arrange all this?  Oh, Goddess Kali, did you have a hand in 

it?

Then, it flashed into my mind that Chandra had repeatedly told me in Ann Arbor that he had not 

brothers or sisters, that I was his younger brother.  Only then, it became clear as to why he had given me, 

an eighty year old man, this awesome responsibility.

Chandra was cremated in a local funeral home accompanied by the Hindu priest’s incantanations 

in Sanskrit followed by a funeral service.

Early the next day, I collected Chandra’s ashes that had been placed in a copper urn.  I made 

arrangements to return to Oregon the following day. Several people came to the Detroit airport to see 

me off.  I had been gone for almost three weeks.  On the drive from the Portland, Oregon airport to my 

home, I briefly related the entire journey to my wife.  I placed the copper urn under the image of Lord 

Jagannath in my home.  Though Chandra had given no instructions on the rituals following the demise, I 

decided to conduct a ritual and memorial service with the assistance of a Hindu priest on the twelfth day 

after the demise. This was attended by my family and friends. Every day during my walks, I asked myself 

whether I should make the trip to Hardwar or if I should mail Chandra’s urn to my brothers in India to 

take it to Hardwar.  I knew at my age of eighty, I might not come back from such a trip. Finally, I decided 

to have a conference with my wife and four adult children.  It was a very emotional conference, but their 

consensus was that I should do what my heart dictates. It was my decision to take this journey, even if I 

didn’t come back.  I told them it was a duty assigned to me, not by the deceased, but by Lord Jagannath 

of Puri. My wife and children might have thought I was insane in undertaking such a trip, and they would 
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have probably been right. 

It took me several months to plan the trip.  I had a nephew in New Delhi, who agreed to 

accompany me.  Finally, the trip was set for the next December. I arrived at the New Delhi airport early 

morning on December 15 and my nephew, Sanjiv, was there to meet me. I was so relieved to see him.  I 

rested overnight in his home in suburban Delhi and the next day, we took the overnight bus to Hardwar 

with me cradling the copper urn the entire way.

Hardwar is where our sacred River Ganges touches the plains.  It means “the gate of Vishnu,” 

one of the Trinity of the Hindus.

My nephew knew exactly what to do.  He made arrangements for hotel.  He insisted that I rest 

the whole day since all the rituals were to be performed the next day.  On the next morning, we were 

ready.  The hotel was very close to the river.  Both of us put on shawls with inscriptions of Rama and 

Krishna.  I had never been to Hardwar.  As we stepped out of the hotel, I could  see the ancient hills of 

the Sewalik Range just above the point where the Ganges emerges from the hills. We descended to 

the river on the steps of e Hari-ki-Pairi Ghat, which, according to Hindu mythology, has the footprints of 

Lord Vishnu. Temple bells were tolling.  There were thousands of pilgrims.  The river reflected the early 

morning sun.  It was cold.  There was an overwhelming smell of burnt cow dung, commingling with the 

scent of flowers and sandalwood. There were Vishnu and Shiva worshipers in various garbs.  here were 

all kinds of shops selling trinkets, flowers and items for rituals. The place was literally swarming with 

Sadhus, the Holy men, and pilgrims.

They were all chanting prayers for Lord Vishnu, Lord Shiva or Mother Ganges.  I had been away 

in America for so long that, for a moment, I thought, this was madness.  

We entered the temple of Gangadwara, the gateway to the river Ganges. We worshiped at the 

temple before going down to the river. All this time, I was clutching the urn to my chest.  Then, my nephew 

directed me to a barber, who shaved my head before ritual bath in the Ganges. Then, we went to a 

priest who did the rituals concerning the deceased.  It was all in Sanskrit. The ceremony lasted about 

an hour. 

It was almost noon when the rituals were completed.  The priest guided us to the edge of the 

river, my nephew holding my hand. We were waist-deep in the water and I was still holding the urn close 

to my chest, waiting for instructions.  The priest was droning in Sanskrit, asking me to throw flowers on 

the water at certain points of the chanting.  Finally, he directed me to empty the ashes onto the swirling 

currents, followed by more chanting.  Then, he asked me to take a dip in the waters of the Holy Ganges. 

It was cold, but invigorating.  At this point, could visualize the smiling of Chandra during his last days 
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in Detroit.  Strangely enough, only at this point, I had a fleeting though that perhaps I should be swept 

away by the strong currents.  Was it suicidal idea or was it the Hindu in me that wished I depart on the 

sacred River Ganges?  Then, the priest handed over to me, a boat-shaped container made of stitched 

leaves filled with rose and marigold petals and sweets.  He told me to place it carefully on the water.  The 

waters whirled around and carried the contents way.  The rituals of consignment of Chandra’s remains 

into question River Ganges were completed as per his wishes.  

We returned to the hotel as we were going to stay overnight.  In the evening, the temple bells 

tolled.  The pilgrims were visiting the temples. We too visited the temples, walked down the steps of the 

Hari-ki-Pairi Ghat to the river.  There was a priest who handed over to us, two tiny boats of leaves and 

a small lighted candle and told us to float them down the river.  Only at this point, did I first look   up to 

the distant hills, then down the river with hundreds of tiny flames, and say “Goodbye, Chandra Dada.”  I 

asked my nephew to chant with me, “OM NAMOH SHIVAYA.”

Several months after my return to Oregon, I was relating the entire happenings to my American 

friend, Gene, who had been to India a couple of times. He was familiar with the teaching of the Gita and 

the philosophy of the Upanishads.  Having been to the temple city of Puri, he was also familiar with the 

mythology and mysticism of Hinduism. At the end of the recital, Gene asked me, “Dr. Sonjee, is this all 

a story you made up?  I know you have been to India recently.  If this is a story, why did you title it as 

‘No Return From Hardwar’?”  I responded, “If it is fiction, the title came out of my heart.  A part of my 

soul died in Hardwar and that part of me was consigned to the sacred river, just like Chandra’s.” Gene 

became pensive, he was trying to grasp what I had said. His next question was, “Dr. Sonjee, perhaps 

this is all true.  I am confused.”  I replied, “Gene, I, too, am confused.  You decide whether it is truth or 

fiction.  I refer you to the Katha Upanishad, specially to Nachiketa’s third question to Yama, the King of 

Death, ‘when a person dies, there arises the doubt: he still exists say some, he does not, say others.  I 

want you to teach me the Truth’.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

*Dr. Prasanna K. Pati is a regular writer for the OSA souvenir. He is a retired psychiatrist and lives in Oregon with his wife Norma.

To fall in love
`Þe[Þ `\ MjXÐ
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LIFE IS GIVEN TO MANY, BUT ONLY A FEW LIVE IT

Anukta Jena Philip*

I had had a bad day at the office: The usual politics of it all with no concept of right or wrong.  

I was feeling totally out of context and feeling so not connected to the real world. This is what my life 

has taken me to: A feeling of having achieved absolutely nothing day after day.  I wonder where I chose 

wrong.

My mind slid into my escape pod and shot off to that place that I call childhood. I laugh today 

when I think of what I was and what I had become twenty-five years later.

I remember this incident when I was five years old and always playing out in the fields or building 

secret tree-houses with my brother. The sky was very hot from the summer sun and it decided to cool 

off, so we were caught in this torrential rain, and our refuge was our little tree-house. My grandmother 

had warned us not to be outside. She always knew when there was going to be rain, the stillness of the 

animals and birds were what she attributed her experience to. 

I heard my grandmother calling us from the house, warning us to be careful of the lightning. 

We decided to make a run for it, back to the house to safety. The storm went through its usual coastal 

rampage, and subsided after the fury had taken down a huge branch off one of our oldest banyan trees 

on to our front lawn and driveway. My gardener and my mother were contemplating on a plan to get 

the branch out of the driveway, when we heard the shrill cry of something much unknown to me. I was 

curious and very eager to get to the source of that noise. My brother and I went through each patch of 

the grass, soggy from the rain and could not find anything. Suddenly the shrill cry went out right next 

to my feet. There he was a small pink, raw looking creature. I was afraid to touch him, but my brother 

bravely picked him up and decided it was a baby squirrel. I accepted the verdict, because according to 

me, my brother was never wrong about anything.

We brought him home; he was already looking comfortable in the palm of my brother’s hands. 

I could see his veins through his pink skin and he looked hungry. I had never felt this much excitement 

in the five years of my life. We made a small bed for him from some old cloth and cotton, to give him the 

cushion. We stole a little dropper from my grandfather’s medicine chest and made some warm milk to 

give our little friend his supper.

And then, my brother made the fatal mistake. He decided to give him a single drop of a multi-

vitamin in his milk. He told me that it would make him strong and the next morning he would be able to 

walk. My brother was only ten at that time.
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The next morning, I could not wait to wake up and see our new friend, only to find his lifeless, 

over medicated body, lying there. I pressed his little stomach lightly to feel his heart, but even I knew 

that he had not survived the night. I was heartbroken, my first close friendship, though only for a night 

and then the brutal separation. This can be hard on a five year old. I decided to mourn his death the only 

way I knew how, by giving him a burial. I made sure he was rested in a place where the gardener had 

finished weeding.

These were my thoughts, as I sat on the heating vent of the Bay/Bloor building, waiting to 

meet up with someone. As my mind wandered hopelessly for some focus, my eyes rested on a figure at 

a distance. He came down the wheel chair access and stopped near the bank machine and withdrew 

some cash, and then he came into my view. He was on a wheelchair that was not motorized and he was 

totally paraplegic. Every step the wheelchair took was such an effort on his part.

Painfully, I watched as he made his way, through the atrium and onto the other side.

For those few moments, I forgot my everyday life and was overwhelmed at the strength this man 

exuded that I lacked today. I was almost like my little friend who was given a shot at life, but gave up 

before the night was even over. 

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
*Anukta Jena Philip lives in Toronto, Canada
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THE IN-BETWEEN WOMAN

Joyshree Mansingh*

“A poison does not cease to function simply because it was drunk in ignorance.”

Jonah Blank in Arrow of the Blue-Skinned God, 1992.

On her way to the bus, she saw a tiny dead mouse, no bigger than a quarter. It lay there on the 

sidewalk, with its mouth open and legs stiff in the air. There was not a trace of blood, no missing parts 

of its body. On the surface, it looked like it had died of natural causes.

Later, she was listening to Beethoven’s third concerto in c-minor live from the Lincoln Center, 

Zubin Mehta was conducting the New York Philharmonics. She was sitting in an apartment on Upper 

West Side of New York City; the room was dappled with golden lights of the setting sun over the Hudson 

River. This was an apartment better than any she had lived in, all high-tech modern with tastefully 

elegant minimalist furnishing. She watched the brilliant autumn leaves drop one by one outside. Autumn 

was her favorite time of the year. Summer made her homesick for India, the winters are too desolate and 

alien but she loved autumn, its crisp air, the cobalt blue sky, trees with leaves of myriad colors of orange, 

yellow, russet, and red. When she walked under the trees in Riverside Park, the leaves seemed almost 

translucent against the bark and the blue sky.

What has gone wrong with her life? It is like a Gahan Wilson cartoon in the New Yorker -- 

something has gone terribly awry!

It all started with innocent small things; reading her horoscope occasionally in the newspaper 

in the library where she worked; glancing at her horoscope at the end of the Elle magazine while she 

was browsing the magazines at Barnes & Noble; hiding the brooms in a part of the closet where she 

could not see them; filling a kettle and leaving it on the counter on the kitchen; not coming back to the 

apartment if she forgot something, not trying to notice the neighbor’s black cat on her way out; being 

careful not to walk under a ladder at construction sites; not stepping on a crack on the pavement; 

not opening a wet umbrella inside the house; trying not to spill salt and mustard seeds while she was 

cooking; eating a dish of yogurt before any important journey; trying to schedule all important meetings 

or interviews only on Wednesday mornings. If she saw a solitary star in the evening sky, she had to look 

for two more, a far away superstitious memory from her grandmother when she was a child in Orissa: ek

tara, manisha mara, if you saw a solitary star, there will be death in your family! However, the Canadian 

part of her knew that a solitary star was a good omen: star light, star bright, the first star I see tonight…
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At times, the twofold burden of two sets of omens and superstitions of diametrically different 

cultures was too much to follow. Strange things were taking control of her normal mundane, everyday 

life.

Slowly, the list of things grew. Stepping out of the bed on left side, putting the right shoe on 

first, being very careful with her hand mirror in the bathroom, one could not risk seven years of bad 

luck!; avoiding the number thirteen at any cost; worrying about the flickering in her right eye, which was 

definitely a very bad sign since it went on flickering for ever.

She stood in front of the framed picture of Radha Madhaba in her closet with eyes closed and 

palms together before stepping outside. The outside was full of perilous things that she had no control 

over, where events and normal logic did not prevail. Where old memories caused havoc, regrets of the 

past never let go but grew and grew to an enormous size like the monsoon clouds to obliterate any peace 

or good deeds of the present. Reality was almost bordering on madness in a nightmarish world full of 

only happier days of the distant past.

She started to read the teachings of Manu. What crime has she committed as an Indian woman! 

What can she do to undo those! She made “manasika” to all the Gods she knew in her childhood; wrote 

to her mother to do a Nabagraha Puja to appease the evil spirits who were controlling her universe. She 

gave up eating meat, fish, and eggs on Mondays and Thursdays. It was not enough, she became a total 

vegetarian. She was becoming the “Edible Woman”, a book of Margaret Atwood that she had admired 

twenty-five years back! She started going to the local temples regularly, wearing a freshly washed sari and 

after washing her hair, offering food and flowers to the Gods. She started praying to the Lord Hanuman

for his power of “sankata mochana”.

The only troubling thought was that she had no idea what she was doing! When she was in 

the temples, standing with eyes closed and palms together, she had no idea what she was supposed 

to do! Was she supposed to ask the Gods to grant her favors, fulfill her wishes, and take her out of this 

difficult period of her life and give back the people in her life who mattered the most! Do the Gods have 

the power to do that! Was there a God! She grew up as an obedient and docile daughter of a religious 

family where there was a family deity Radha Madhba in a temple in her ancestral village. As a child, 

she performed all the pujas girls were supposed to perform for a happy future full of children and a 

good husband. She had obediently followed all the religious rituals and has fasted on all the occasions. 

However, why was she being punished now! 

When she came to Canada, religiosity was extracted from her like a bad habit by the sheer 

ridicule of the man she was married to who did not believe in religion. Since she was too young and 
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ignorant to defend any of her religious beliefs and too embarrassed to continue it in front of a total 

stranger (her husband), she started to do the religious rituals secretly. Then, slowly over time, not being 

in constant touch with the Indian community, her religious rituals were getting weaker and weaker, 

though she never completely stopped. Meanwhile, the man who forced her to give up her religion had 

become a Born Again Hindu, spouting words and philosophy of Hinduism eloquently to the community! 

At a low point of her life, she had smashed all the Gods in the garage with a hammer into tiny 

pieces. It seemed that there was no God as her world had come crashing down. This act of defiance and 

rebellion was to convince her that there was no God, or if there was a God, He was evil and malevolent 

to make her go through that living hell. Now she knew better, the sins of her past life were making her 

suffer in this life. Somehow, by avoiding all the bad omens; perhaps she could neutralize her past sins!. 

She was becoming a “closet” Hindu! She had again bought all the icons of the Gods from Little India on 

Lexington and Sixth Avenue, displayed secretly in her closet.

All of a sudden, her world was full of evil omens and she had to be consistently vigilant of what 

they can do to her. She could no longer control her life or destiny with rational thinking and acts; she had 

to rely on supernatural powers to rescue her. 

She started to notice the advertisement for Psychics and Palm Readers on city sidewalks. When 

she was watching an Indian program on Sunday mornings, she started to jot down the name and phone 

numbers of the astrologers. Sometimes, her rationality prevailed; she had a smile on her face when 

she wrote down the name and the phone number of the plump female astrologer on the local Indian 

program, who got her M.A. in astrology from Kurukhetra University! 

In the twilight state between sleep and insomnia, sinister visions of a desolate future danced in 

front of her. Looking at the twinkling lights of the city under an inky black night sky, she plotted how to 

escape her life. Past regrets and anger danced around her like flames, threatening to devour her sanity. 

Ominous visions of Alzheimer’s and fear of becoming a bag lady surrounded her like the dense fog of 

the English countryside. The “past” haunted her more than any person she knew. Distant past  seemed 

like full of happiness in her homeland; the past that she longed to forget; the past that was full of bitter 

memories of yesterday. Her fantasy was to get hit on the head to suffer amnesia. in the old movies 

people got amnesia to forget their turbulent past, only to start a new and spotless life full of happiness. 

Her past haunted her because it was in front of her, but she was not a part of it. She can never share 

happy memories or pain with the people of her past in her present.

It was too futile to wait for the future where sorrow, pain, memories of yesterdays can be 

magically erased from the brain like in the movie Eternal Sunshine of the Spotless Mind.  Sadly, there 
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was no “delete” or “undo” key in life! To her, her life was in limbo, the pause button of her life was stuck 

at a particularly bad patch of her life and it was beyond her control to unstick the pause button. She 

fantasized about converting to Catholicism, saying a few Hail Marys that will be her penance for her past 

sins and all will be well. She wished for a miracle, to have supernatural power, power that will neutralize 

her past and bring back the people who will give her a reason to live.

She walked around the cold and empty apartment aimlessly; the rain fell outside streaking the 

windowpane. She sat in the dark watching the streetlights make a pattern on the wall through the rain-

blurred windowpanes. She had nothing to do, nothing at all, but to keep herself alive! When she was a 

child, in a far away country, she never imagined her life would turn out the way it did -- empty, solitary, 

desolate, in an alien and hostile country. Perhaps, it has happened to her because she was so afraid of 

this kind of ending of her life!

Like a victim, meek, she waited for this reprieve to end. From time to time, it occurred to her 

that she ought to feel, abandoned, frightened perhaps, but she seemed to lack the strength to feel these 

things. She felt nothing -- only, randomly, the vision of the dead mouse drifted into her mind. 

Death is not a stranger to her. It had been tapping at her door for years.

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
* Joyshree Mansingh is a  Librarian at Toronto, Canada.
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TO FALL WITH LOVE

Arjun Purohit*

When I fall
How shall I fall?

Shall I fall like a fallen soldier?
In a patch of distant land

Avenging the honour of my king?

Or, shall I fall on my four, or six, or eight?
At the feet of a footless God

Asking for things I don’t deserve?
Or, shall I fall like a thunderbolt?

Thrown by a God with angry mood
Piercing the heart of peace?
Or, shall I fall like a kingfisher

Diving into the depth of the tranquil lake
To catch the unsuspecting fish?

Nah, when I fall

I will fall to meet my mother

I will fall with gentle grace

Like a maple leaf glowing red

Undulating, caressed by the autumn breeze

Carrying no baggage but love.

--------------------------------------

* Clinical Psychologist at Kingston, Canada
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CONTRADICTIONS

Malabika Nayak *

They say I must be strong to work in the fields and stand on my own,

Yet they crush my bones as they bind my little feet

They tell me I should be healthy and of good color

Yet, lest my skin turn dark, they keep me indoors and rob me of fresh air and sunshine

They write poetry eulogizing kohl-lined eyes and shapely hands

Yet they veil me and encumber my movements with gloves

They laugh when I am clumsy and teach me to be graceful

Yet it is I, who must walk behind and stay in the shadows

I must be fluent in the art of words, they decree,

Yet they will not let me speak my mind.

Understanding human emotions is a skill I must perfect

To soothe, calm, sympathize, tolerate

Yet they look upon my self-expression with disdain

They worship the goddess, deify motherhood, and celebrate weddings

Yet it is I, who must pay a price to be wed

Their insecurities are ropes that bind my body, my heart, my soul

Fear that seeks to control, to contain my strength

My only crime, being born into womankind

----------------------------------------------------------------------
* Malabika Nayak, M.D., Ph.D. is a clinical Psychologist, San Jose, California
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 Epitome of a Heart 
Anwesha Panda*

Like a dream

You can’t be explained

Why you left

My heart complained:

When I never dreamt of you

Then you came to me

Stealing my heart and soul

Left me with eyes so stormy.

I search you in the green

But you remain unseen.

I sob by the spring

Just to silence my feelings.

I sang our old love songs

To remind you our auspicious past

With our hands in lock

All the obscene we trespassed.

The birds those murmured with us

Now quirking at me with fuss.

And cries my heartbeat

That why you malice with it.

The beauty of the nature

Attracts me no more

The waves mentoring the seashore

Are not telling our stories anymore

But my heart still gives uproar
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Whenever in the distant horizon I see a dusty figure.

With the joy of victory

You are coming back to me

Holding me in your arms

That taking my breath away.

-------------------------------------

*Anwesha Panda is a Software Engineer by profession and is currently living 
in Lindenhurst, IL with her husband Mr. Baidehish Dwibedy.
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STONES AND EMOTIONS

 Anuranjita Nayak*

Cascades of waves shattered on him relentlessly…

Breaking into thousand rivulets.

Akin to an emotional meltdown!

Then loosing trace in oblivion.

Alone he stood this chilly night of winter.

No, he cannot shudder……

Deep in the rugged body was beating a warm heart!

He would longingly watch the ships sailing past.

Morning came, with invigorating citrus infusing the sky.

Along came the busy cry of seagulls flying by….

Crabs scurried down him to avoid predator wrath.

He felt a puddle atop his head nursed a lush algae growth.

Suddenly he realized he was no longer alone.

Just a bad dream now gone……

He was the life source of many

Noble he braved the corroding sea’s years of tyranny

The warmth of love spread out from his core

He was not “just a rock on the sea shore”………

-------------------------------------

* Anuranjita is a Pediatrician, currently living in Long Branch, NJ 
with daughter Aarushi and husband Siddhartha
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VINAYAKA

Sanjiv Behera*

I can’t take you there,” Pavan said. “It’s too far.”

“Oh come on Yaar,” the pushy tourist replied. “It’s only a few kilometers away. Twenty rupees?”

NRI’s no doubt, Pavan thought as he stared at the couple before him. The tall, thin man’s 

moustache was too big for his face and hid what was probably an annoying smile. His wife, dressed in 

a simple yellow salwar kameez, was a bit on the heavy side. Pavan looked at his two skeletal legs and 

sighed. He was dead tired from his last fare, and knew that this would be a torturous ride. But, he could 

use the money. 

“Okay,” he said. “I’ll take you, but for thirty rupees.”

“What!?” the man shouted. “That’s ridiculous! I could get an auto . . .”

The man’s wife pulled at his shirtsleeve. She gave him a look that Pavan knew all too well. The 

man fell silent. 

“Fine,” the mustached man said after a while. “Thirty rupees is just fine.”

“Get in.” 

Pavan smirked at the site of the young couple struggling to get into the rickshaw’s tattered 

carriage. He took a deep breath, gave his bony legs a quick rub-down, and jumped on the cracked, black 

vinyl seat. His bare feet pressed against the worn pedals and he was off with his fare, headed toward 

the Lingaraj temple. 

Winter in Orissa was always bittersweet for Pavan. On one hand, it was tourist season. Thousands 

flocked to Bhubanaswer to get a glimpse of Orissa’s historic city of temples. They brought with them 

cameras, bottled water, and pocketfuls of cash. In his seventeen years as a rickshaw driver, winter 

always produced the best income for the year. But, with each winter came the constant reminders of 

opportunities lost. 

If only I had an autorickshaw, he thought as he peddled. Then I could make ten times as much 

as I do now. Ten times at least! Someday . . . someday.

Pavan rode his rickshaw through the various Nagars - Satya, Ashok, Bapuji, and Jayadeva, 

among others - until he found himself coasting alongside the Bindu Sarovara. It was said that Lord Shiva 

himself created the lake with water gathered from India’s holiest of sites. Pavan’s legs burned, but it 

wouldn’t be much longer. He could see the Lingaraj’s nearly two-hundred-foot-tall shikhara just ahead.

Finally, dripping with sweat, he dropped off his fare and collected his hard-earned thirty rupees. 
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He was too tired to take on another fare right away. A sudden and unusual urge to enter the temple 

complex rose from within him.

Why not? He thought. I need to rest my legs anyways.

Pavan washed his hands, feet, and face, wiped them with the small towel he kept tucked in his 

shorts, and walked in as he had done many times before. He crossed a gate in the carved perimeter 

wall, and soaked in the sheer size and sculpted details of the eleventh century tribute to Lords Shiva 

and Vishnu. The smell of incense consumed him. He took particular notice of the grand temple in the 

complex, the towering Ganesh at the top of its pyramid-roofed jagamohana, and the large stone lions on 

its shikhara, their mouths agape. Smaller temples riddled the complex as well, combining with the outer 

wall to form corridors and passageways of carved stone. 

A group of workers congregated around some scaffolding at the temple’s north face, taking a 

break from their restoration efforts. Ignoring their conversation, Pavan ambled into one of the empty 

corridors. Something about temples made him want to be alone. Religion to him was a private matter, 

not something to be shared with the masses. 

Alone in a corridor, Pavan suddenly heard a strange shuffling noise. His curiosity led him 

through a maze of stone, and gradually closer to the growing sound. He turned the corner around one 

of the smaller temples, and there he saw it. Hunched against a carved dancer in the wall, stood a small 

creature the size of a child’s doll.

It looked like a bird at first. It had sharp talons, white feathered wings, and a distinct yellow 

beak. But when it stood, Pavan clearly made out the chocolate skin of a human-like torso, with arms 

and legs.

What could it be? He thought. He edged closer, but the creature caught sight of him and 

fluttered frantically, banging into the surrounding stone wall twice. Its desperation wasn’t enough for it 

to take flight. Something was stuck in its right wing. Pavan took pity on the small creature and wanted to 

help. He pulled the towel from his shorts, held it open with both hands, and cornered the specimen. “It’s 

okay,” he said reaching for the winged being. “I’m not going to hurt you.”

The creature pecked at his outstretched hands. A sharp pain reflex caused Pavan to jerk them 

back. Blood dripped from his slender fingers, but he was relentless. He tried again and again until he 

finally caught it and wrapped it in his now blood-stained towel. 

The creature was furious, swinging its arms, kicking its talons, and snapping its beak. Pavan 

stroked its wings and shushed into its ear. The soft sounds were like waves spilling onto sand, and 

eventually, the creature calmed.“It’s okay my tiny Garuda,” Pavan said. “Easy now. I’m going to help you. 
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Let’s see what’s wrong with your wing, Vinayaka.”

He brought the creature closer. Easing his grip ever-so-slightly, he unwrapped the towel. The 

miniature bird-man looked up at his captor with stern, eagle-shaped eyes. Pavan caressed its wings. 

When he felt he had gained the creature’s confidence, he carefully unfurled its right wing and saw what 

kept it from flying.

“Gum?” he said. “Of all the things in the world . . . chewing gum? How’d that get in your wing?”The 

creature squawked. Pavan pulled at the sticky pink glob. Stretchy lines of goo wrapped around his 

bloody fingers, and he ended up making a bigger mess than before. Removing the gum wasn’t going to 

be easy.

“Kids today!” he sighed. “We’re going to need some ice and water.” He wrapped the creature 

back in the towel amidst its mild protests, and tucked the bundle underneath his arm. His brisk steps 

took him out of the temple complex and into the crowded street, where he bought an ice cold soda at 

roadside stall and put it into his pocket. He needed some water, and a conspicuous place. Scanning his 

surroundings, he turned to an isolated bank by the Bindu Sarovara. He hurried along the lake’s adjacent 

footpath until he was far enough away from any potential onlookers. 

Pavan removed the towel and placed the cold soda bottle on the gum-laden wing. He expected 

some kind of reaction from the tiny bird-man, but none came. It was as if the creature understood what 

he was trying to do, and gladly let him proceed. The gum hardened and he plucked it from the creature’s 

feathers. With most of the gum gone (and a few feathers with it), he gave the wing a thorough washing, 

dried it off, and set creature free on the bank, where it stood awkwardly on its pointed talons.

“Fly!” he said. “Fly away! You’re fixed. You’re free.”The creature stared him straight in the eye. It 

seemed cautious at first, taking timid steps away from the water. Then it flapped its wings once, as if to 

test his repaired appendage. Finally it squawked and sprung into the air. 

Pavan watched its shrinking form glide against the clouds above. It wasn’t long before he 

couldn’t distinguish the creature from a common pigeon. He followed it with his dark brown eyes until it 

vanished into the sky. Disappointed, he headed back to the temple gate.

I should have kept it, he thought while walking. I could have sold it to a circus, or an exotic 

animal collector or something . . . I could have made a lot of money . . . But who am I kidding? That’s 

not me . . . I don’t want to be rich. I just want an autorickshaw to make a better living. Nothing more, 

nothing less. 

He passed by the temple’s entrance and saw some of the restoration workers that were inside 

the complex earlier, engaged in an animated discussion. “What do you mean it’s gone?” one of them 
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said.

“It’s gone,” another replied. “The small statue of Garuda . . . you know, the one on the north side 

of the shikhara? It’s gone. I can’t find it anywhere in the temple complex.”

“Damn thieves,” the first worker said.

Pavan paused momentarily, but his senses got the better of him. Best not to tell anyone what 

happened, he thought. No one would believe even the possibility that the stone Garuda might have come 

to life. In fact, they might just accuse him of taking the missing statue. He kept quiet and continued on 

his way.

When he arrived at his rickshaw, he saw a strange package on the seat of his ragged, black 

carriage. Curious, he looked to see if anyone was watching before untying the string. He tore away the 

brown paper and gasped at the sight of two stacks of crisp one-hundred rupee notes. Thumbing through 

the notes, he counted the money. There was one lakh to be exact, precisely the amount needed to buy a 

brand new Bajaj, two-stroke autorickshaw. And underneath the stack was a single, white feather.

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
*In some circles, Garuda is also known as Vinayaka, similar to the Lord Ganesha. And as Ganesha, he is also considered to be a 
remover of obstacles. Sanjiv Behera is a second generation Oriya, and lives in Durham, North Carolina, with his wife Millie, and 
three children, Karina, Shefali, and Shanak
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SHAPING MYSELF

Bagmi Das*

Footwork runs through my head; expressions, actions, the stories I am to depict dance around, 

igniting a new josh within me.  My ghungrus begin jingling in anticipation of the rhythm yet to come and I 

lose all physical feeling as my heart races to the taal.   I hear the flute whistling the entrance segment of 

Sajani Lo, an abhinaya depicting the greatness of Lord Krishna through the eyes of an enamored gopi.  

This song blends so much together—the words of my mother, the dance of my guruji, and the music 

of several talented musicians. As I prepare for my dance in our annual JOGA festival, I’m reminded of 

how many people it took and how much people had to endure to raise me to this level. I look back and 

realize that I did the least amount of work. From planning my stay in India, to teaching/choreographing 

my dances, to decorating the hall, so much work was put into a product of seeming perfection. It took 

me time to realize that this was not an everyday chore. I had been gifted with talented and dedicated 

people to guide me through life.

My initiation into adulthood was not like most others; there was no bat mitzvah, confirmation, 

quinceañera, or expensive sweet 16 bash. Instead of having a ritualized process in which some random 

authority figure deemed me adult, I experienced the maturation myself, making it a process to be 

remembered and cherished. Upon graduation from high school, I was positive that I was ready to take on 

the world. My upcoming Mancha Pravesh seemed like just anther homework assignment and Carnegie 

Mellon was just an entrance into thirteenth grade. I thought nothing of the pressure or the sacrifices 

people were making and I thought of my upcoming trip to India as just another vacation.  My take-off 

from Dulles Airport marked the beginning of an arduous lesson, hopefully to end in my maturing into 

adulthood.

My parents, typical of most Indians, were extremely protective of me as they saw me off on my 

first solo flight. They had not only packed bags of food, flight material, and first-aid necessities, but they 

also included pages upon pages of instruction so that I would know exactly which move to make when 

faced with any random situation. With this eclectic knowledge in hand, I took off, hoping to spend a short 

five weeks in India and come back to hang out with my friends, returning the same life I had lived for the 

past several years.  

Being cautious, I had been assigned a guardian for the trip. Unfortunately, they became shafted 

as we tried to depart Frankfurt. By the time we landed I was left alone to claim my baggage and see 

myself out through immigration, I realized that anxiety was a given.  Travelling sans guardian turned out 

to be more nerve-wracking than typically perceived. I was alone in Mumbai, speaking Hindi to the best 
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of my ability so that they did not discriminate against me as an outsider. Pulling my several suitcases 

along as I pushed through crowds of raving women and excited children, I realized that every attempt to 

hustle through was futile. There was an order to this mayhem and I had been left out of the logistics. As 

my phone card did not work, I had no means of communication with Bapuni bhai, who was to pick me 

up, but somehow, everything was communicated on the outside and I ended up finding my cousin and 

family friends right away.  I was thus saved from further embarrassment with my fragmented Hindi and 

little knowledge of the deranged processes of my home country.

In Mumbai, I stayed in Anushakti Nagar Colony with my cousin, Titi apa and her host family; I 

was relieved to finally be with my family again and eating familiar food. The nostalgia pulled me further 

back as I took a trip to IIT’s campus, the place where my parents had met, fallen in love, and birthed 

me. I was not accustomed to such an environment; this was one in which everyone lived within the 

community, feeding off of each others teachings and improving their own minds.  Impressed, I ventured 

into the hostel in which I spent the first years of my life and continued forth to encounter families that 

had been my parents’ best friends and supporters throughout their IIT days. Interestingly, they never 

treated me as a stranger. They did not call me “Bigyani’s daughter” or “Naresh’s daughter.” I had my 

own identity, “Liti.” 

With this certain identity, I traveled across the country to Orissa, Cuttack to be more specific. 

There, I lived with my uncle, who I lovingly addressed as “Baba” and my aunt, “Mami.” My cousin, Twin 

apa, was conveniently very close to my age and alone in Cuttack as all of her friends had already gone 

off to school.  Of course, the true reason for my trip to India was to learn Odissi from my guruji, Meera 

Das. I had last encountered her when she came to my home here in Maryland. I remembered her as one 

of the most beautiful and talented women I had ever met. I expected her to train me hard, and force me 

to gain stamina and strength for my Mancha Pravesh. I never expected her to become a second mother. 

She, as expected, built my stamina and such with dance. Discipline was almost a new idea to me and it 

rushed within me, giving me motivation to work towards a goal. I danced for hours in 46 degree Celsius 

weather and practiced with her other students. 

Dance is not a skill one acquires; rather, it is an eternal journey to perfection. I was enlightened 

to this idea during my stay with Meera mausi, as she nurtured me with thanda thanda Horlicks, movie 

watching sessions, and trips to luxurious hotels and such. She brought me to my most riveting realization- 

I loved Odissi. I may never attain the level of discipline Meera Mausi had to reach for her to have seen 

such fame and expertise, but I know now that when I dance, I am happy. 

Though Odissi was the main reason for my voyage, I also made friends there that opened me 
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to new ideas and situations. There was a Sangram bhai, who spoke English with the thickest accent I 

had ever heard, but in a very adorable way.  Together with him was Bishnu bhain and Kabuli bhai, who 

both had spread their horizons from Modern Dance to Odissi, attempting to better themselves with 

classical training. There was also a Polish girl there to learn from Meera Mausi. I enjoyed listening to 

her conversations with Sangram bhai as she complained about health issues and attempted to give us 

facials. All of these little things, Issu’s birthday party, mehndi parties, siting in on the modern dance 

classes,  made the trip all the more endearing. Rickshaw accidents and the wedding season followed 

me throughout Cuttack, as I made encounters with bazaars, people’s homes, schools, and Mongini’s 

(an eating place along one of the Cuttack streets). All these characters enlightened me to how much I 

had and how fortunate I was.  I admired them for all the difficulties they had to endure for the sake of an 

urge to learn dance. Thoughts about all that I was leaving behind flooded my thoughts and manifested 

themselves in the tears I wept during take-off from Bhubaneswar airport.

My trip concluded in Delhi, where I reacquainted myself with my Mamu and Mai and two little 

cousins. I think the highlight of that stay was meeting Maa again, who had raised me, both as a baby and 

as a preteen here in the United States. She seemed the same, but more cautious about life. I was scared 

to see her in such a state, in which she seemed upset by everything that happened and never satisfied 

with life back in India. It was an unnerving contrast when I thought to myself how I did not want to return 

to America ever again. Maa and I had switched ideas on what we believed to be the ideal and were 

unfortunately trapped in the decisions of circumstance. The unfairness of life hit me then, as I looked at 

her toothless smile with her teared-up eyes. In the oldest age, one does not experience happiness. It is 

a sublime idea, one not to be attempted by mere mortals. Yet, I understood that this was the concept of 

life. We are always striving for this ideal.

Now, as I sit here, two semesters into my college career, I cry because I am missing home, but 

I still do not know what I identify as a physical home. For me, home is where I find unconditional love, 

which is available both in India and here in the USA. As for happiness and a true sense of maturity, that 

is too intangible of an idea for me to conceive. I have steps yet to take and amazing characters yet to 

meet. These and ones before will be the ones that shape my personality, my ideals, my life and these 

are the people and situations that will take my legacy.

 ------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------   
* Bagmi Das will be a sophomore in Carnegie Mellon University during Fall 2006. She is a student of Mellon College of Science. 
Her extracurricular activities include  dancing, writing and acting. 
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WHAT WOULD MITHU DO?

Smita Das*

“Mithu, my Oriya name, can you talk to (insert child’s name) for a little bit? Tell her what you 

think about (insert topic: including, but not limited to, dancing, SATs, and college admissions).”   This is a 

typical party conversation I often have with an Oriya Aunty or Uncle who has a younger child.  First, I would 

like to make it clear that I enjoy these conversations with parents and their children. I see it as my duty 

as an older “kid” in the Oriya community to share what I learned works and what I think doesn’t work. I, 

most definitely , do not see myself as the perfect role model, but I do believe I have had experiences as 

an Oriya youth brought up in America that allow me to pass on advice that I think would have been useful 

to me.  I feel honored when I am approached for advice and I love to share my thoughts. (I am lucky to 

have an older sister, my Snigdha Apa, who helped guide me along with my parents.)

Anyhow, I have decided to share my thoughts on a variety of topics I am “consulted” on at 

Oriya parties. Each section below begins with a question posed to me (Mithu is my nickname) and my 

response…

Q .Can you give advice to my son on college admissions?

I graduated from Stanford in 2004 with a BS in Chemistry and Statistics.  As a result, some 

aunties and uncles think I have the magic solution to college admissions. I’ll share that magic secret with 

you now: there is no magic solution. What is most important is for a student to be true to his or herself; 

each path is individualized. Throughout high school it was important for me to be myself and follow my 

own aspirations. Additionally, while my parents fully supported everything I did, they never pressured me; 

my work and activities stemmed from my own initiative. Therefore, doing a summer program at Stanford 

or research at Harvard should only be a part of a student’s resume if these activities reflect a student’s 

own desires and goals. 

Sometimes, people will ask me what I got on the SAT. This is problematic for two reasons. First, 

while I am very eager to lend advice to parents and kids in the Oriya community, there are some things 

which I consider personal and my SAT score is one of them. In fact, my parents do not even know what I 

got.  Second, the SAT is simply a measure of how well someone performs on a standardized test—it does 

not measure one’s potential as a student. Colleges are seeking well-rounded individuals who can add 

to their academic community, not as a score, but as a person. Additionally, while achieving a good score 

on the SAT is important, it is equally important for high school students to participate in extracurricular 

activities. 
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For example, while I was in high school, I was on the school district board, the president of four 

campus organizations and an officer for two others. It is very important for me to emphasize that I did 

not take part in these groups for the sake of listing them on my resume—I took part because I believed 

in their causes and activities. I knew that serving as an officer and member would be a way for me to 

better myself. My advice to parents and students is to get involved in activities the student has a passion 

for and not just any activities to fill in lines on college applications. 

In terms of pre-college school, many parents are under the impression that sending their 

children to top-notch private elementary, intermediate and high schools will ensure their success in 

college admissions. This   may not true at all. The strongest predictor of success in admissions is the 

student. Even the best schools cannot allow the worst and least motivated student to make it. On the 

other hand, the hardest working and most motivated student at a “bad” school can be successful. My 

sister and I attended a public high school in the San Francisco Bay Area. While the school offered a 

medical magnet program, the majority of its students were disadvantaged and the environment was 

dangerous. However, we both were able to attain strong higher education because we worked hard and 

had motivation. Furthermore, schools such as my high school receive special funds from the government 

and private funds (from Stanford University in our case) to give motivated students more programs and 

opportunities. This type of outreach is less prominent at advantaged public schools or private schools. 

Regardless of the high school, success is really based on the student.

I have a final piece of advice for parents and students frustrated with the outcome of an 

application process: do not let an unexpected outcome bring you down. There are a few reasons for 

taking rejection in stride.  First, as South Asians are well-represented at many elite universities, schools 

are less inclined to reach out to Indians. In the end, the decision is a “crapshoot” and while this is 

upsetting, it is the sad reality. Second, a school may not accept someone if they are not the best fit; this 

is actually a blessing, because there is no point in spending four years at a place where you may be 

unhappy. For example, I cherish my undergraduate career at Stanford, but admire the undergraduate 

life (and my own graduate student life) much more at Dartmouth. While Dartmouth is in the Ivy League, 

I never gave it much thought when I was in high school. This is an illustration of how a place that is not 

high on a wish list could be a better fit for an individual.  Finally, I am a strong believer that everything 

happens for a reason. We may not always see things happen as we expected them to, but eventually it 

all makes sense.  I feel this applies to education. Also, hard work always pays off, wherever you are.
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Q. Can you give my daughter advice on dancing? She is thinking of starting.

When I completed my graduation dance recital in Kathak, I was disappointed to hear several 

elders in the community ask me why I did not choose to do Odissi instead. Aside from the sheer lack of 

Odissi teachers in the Bay Area when I was growing up, I had another reason for choosing Kathak over 

Odissi and Bharatanatyam—I loved Kathak from the first time I tried it. I don’t regret my choice. 

When younger children in the Oriya community see me dance and their parents express their 

interest to me, I encourage the kids to try Kathak. Obviously, I have a strong affinity for Kathak and this 

dance form has allowed me to share Indian culture with many audiences at many venues.  Kathak has 

also helped me improve my ability in modern dance; in fact, it was a Kathak/filmi fusion that won me the 

Best Dancer and Star of the Year Awards at the National India Waves Pageant a few years ago.

My best advice for Oriya youth (and adults) about dancing is to keep an open mind. Try a style 

with a guru and assess how much you enjoy it. If you find yourself waking up extra early on Saturday 

morning because you are excited about dance class, then you have a good fit.  If you are not as motivated, 

try another style. I began in Bharatnatyam as a result of my sister’s influence; after about two years, I 

asked my parents if I could try Kathak and they supported the change. Whatever the dance and whatever 

the style, if you are motivated, it will be rewarding. Classical Indian Dance provides its students with 

discipline, rhythm, knowledge of culture and vocal skills. 

Q.  Talk to my kids about speaking Oriya

My sister has always been much better than me at speaking Oriya; this is something I very much 

respect about her. Her ability to speak Khanti Oriya stems from my parents’ refusal to speak to her in 

English when she was very young.  This forced my sister to learn Oriya well; English came easily to her 

starting in kindergarten. On the other hand, I grew up with my parents speaking to me in Oriya and my 

sister speaking to me in English. This produced the difference in our abilities.

My sister and I also speak, read, and write Hindi. Though I did take a Hindi course at Stanford, 

most of my Hindi education comes from movies and my adoration for Hindi film songs.  Growing up 

on Dilip Kumar and Madhubala hits, I was able to develop my understanding of another South Asian 

language and improve my understanding of Indian culture.

My advice on Oriya (and Hindi) is to start early and practice—try to speak at home whenever 

possible. Being able to master another language is priceless.
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Q. Tell my daughter why she should not apply to medical schools.

No, I will not tell your kids that they should become doctors. This might come as a shock to 

some, but don’t worry—there is an explanation. Choosing a path in life is a very individual process. Going 

to medical school should not be based on the goal of having an “MD” after one’s name. Pursuing the 

art of medicine is much easier if one is passionate about doing so.  Furthermore, the training is difficult 

and requires time and perseverance.  If someone goes into medicine purely for the title or the money, 

then life down the road might not be too great.  Explore all your options early on to determine what will 

be best for your future.

I took a path that allowed me to explore my options and reinforced my interest in medicine. 

After graduating from Stanford, I was admitted to Dartmouth to obtain my MPH (Masters in Public 

Health). 60% of the program’s students are physicians. There, my peers helped me reaffirm my interest 

in medicine.  Learning about public health care needs increased my interest in the field even more. I 

was lucky enough to explore my career interests before entering the field. This program combined with 

my previous undergraduate research helped me understand that I would like to get a PhD as well.  In 

just a few months, I will start an MD/PhD program at the University of Illinois. What helped me choose 

that calling was a thorough exploration of my interests.  Most importantly, my parents encouraged me 

to explore my future and find the best choice for myself.

Be it medicine, art, engineering, sociology, law, or any other path, my most important advice is 

to explore options and find the best fit. Pursuing a line without an interest or passion for it means having 

a job, not a fulfilling career.

Q .My son needs some direction in life.  Please talk to him.

This is a question I am asked often. I am not quite sure why I am asked this, but here is my 

advice: most Oriya youth are blessed with the background to give them direction. It may not be obvious, 

but we all have talents that make us extraordinary. For some it is, others academics, and others sports. 

Whatever a child’s special quality is, my advice is to embrace it and nurture it. The wrong thing to do 

is to point a student in a direction they are not interested in; this will only lead to frustration for the 

parents and their kids.  Instead, take a quality or interest that the student already has (even if it is not 

conventional) and work with that.
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Q. What should my daughter do over the summer? Classes?  Research?

My advice for this question varies by age.  If a 5-year-old’s mother asks me this, my immediate 

response is to let him be a 5-year-old. There is no use, and possibly even some harm, in working kids 

constantly in classes.  Younger kids should take part in outdoor events, physical activities or camps over 

the summer. Encourage - but don’t pressure - them to read for “fun.”  For slightly older kids (junior high 

and early high school), it might be useful to take a light class, especially if they are unusually interested 

in a subject. For older high school kids, it is useful to take part in light community college courses, 

shadowing a professional, or an undemanding part time job. In college, research is a great summer 

option, regardless of your academic interests.

However, at the end of high school, I always tell fellow youth to do one thing over the summer: 

relax. I won’t lie: college is tough. Therefore, it is important to enjoy free time before the stress begins. 

Take it easy, go to India, sleep, whatever—just take advantage of your free time.

Q .You didn’t answer all of my questions!

This article is in no way meant to be a complete guide. Each person is different and my advice 

in this piece is based on my personal experiences. I often tailor my advice based on who I am talking to, 

since everyone is different. So, at the next wedding, party or Puja, feel free to pull me aside and ask a 

question: “Mithu…”

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
*Currently completing her MPH at Dartmouth; she will be starting an MD/PhD program at the University of Illinois 
later this year.

Presentation skills

 LkÞ SÐZÞÒm L\Ð jÊte

 aÐuÞ SÐZÞÒm c\Ð jÊte
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A NOTE ON HYDROGEN FUEL CELLS

SAMBIT MISRA*

Hydrogen fuel cells are possibly the cleanest form of energy. The fuel cells work exactly like 

batteries but are more efficient. They are environmentally safe and easy to make.  Hydrogen is a 

flammable gas and oxygen supports burning. It is ironic since water, made of two parts hydrogen and 

one part oxygen, puts out fire. Hydrogen besides being the most abundant element in the galaxy is also 

the lightest.  As a gas it takes up much space but it can be condensed into a liquid form when it will take 

up 1/700 of the space it takes up as a gas. Sir William Grove of Wales, UK, is the “father of Fuel cells” 

and invented it in 1839. The hydrogen fuel cell is very much like a battery but more energy efficient and 

as long as hydrogen and oxygen are supplied , it provides continuous power.

The fuel cell has no moving parts unlike normal motors. If it is used to power cars instead 

of gasoline then we will have fuel-efficient cars. Cars using gasoline leave behind unburned gasoline, 

carbon monoxide, carbon dioxide and oxides of nitrogen, which cause the smog, acid rain and even 

depletion of the ozone layer. Cars running on hydrogen fuel cells will produce water, which does not 

pollute the atmosphere. A fuel cell is a box with many cells, which contain an anode (negative charge), 

a bed of catalyst, surrounding the catalyst and a cathode (positive charge). Hydrogen enters from the 

anode side and oxygen from the cathode side and water is discharged from one side. An electrolyte 

contains positively and negatively charged molecules as ions and it allows the flow of electricity in the 

fuel cell. It is every naturalist’s dream to run machines on hydrogen power.

   

                Figure 1:The Hydrogen Fuel Cell
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A Note on Hydrogen Fuel Cells

Any country can produce hydrogen from water using wind, solar or hydroelectric energy. So no 

particular nation can have a monopoly on hydrogen fuel cells, Figure 1. 

Most Americans have a passing concern about pollution in general, but there is growing interest 

in fuel cells. Brazil, Canada, Japan, India, many European countries and the US are working hard to bring 

in fuel cells. Getting energy using fuel cells is expensive today as expensive platinum metal is used as the 

catalyst and there is a significant cost involved in breaking water down to hydrogen and oxygen. In nature 

some enzymes produce hydrogen and scientists are studying these enzymes in order to understand how 

they do so. May be someday we can harness enzymes and use iron instead of platinum to break water at 

a low cost. There are many efforts to commercialize hydrogen fuel cells. Some cars, buses and fork lifts 

use fuel cells. Fuel cells for providing power to the home will soon be available in Japan. 

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
*Sambit Misra is an eighth grader from Randy Smith Middle School in Fairbanks, Alaska. 
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CULTURAL DIVERSITY

Sonia Chakrabarty*

Imagine yourself in a dusty classroom, with only a fan to ward off the stifling heat. Everyone 

speaks in a language you don’t understand. You are not in a grade: you are in a standard. Do you play 

soccer, or is it called football here? Or the ever popular cricket? The yellow school bus never arrives, 

never departs, so you must walk o ride a school bus to school. Can you believe that you have school on 

Saturday?! This is a small town’s school in India.

Now go back to your own classroom. The air conditioning is a blessing after a sweaty play 

outside or rock climbing in gym class. You understand everything, except maybe what your teacher 

is trying to explain or a code your classmates are using. Cars and buses take you to and from school. 

Unless you ride a bike or walk, that is. How many sports do you play? Football? Basketball? Tennis? How 

many clubs are you in? Student council? Beta club? What about band or chorus? Are buying lunch today 

or are bringing it from home? The library wants your overdue book back. This is a small town’s school 

in America.

These paragraphs describe schools in small towns. Yet, they are as different as fire and water. 

But isn’t that a good thing? Do you want everything to be predictable, or do you want the unusual to be 

usual? The unexpected expected? The world needs a bit of spice every now and then, don’t you think?

Now imagine the sun streaming through the stained glass windows, warming your face. People 

are wearing neat, tidy clothes. Creased trousers and skirts with button up shirts and blouses the basic 

apparel. The choir is singing heavenly hymns. The preacher lives up to his namesake, and preaches 

with all his heart. The Bible is resting on the podium in front of him. This is the typical Christian church 

in America.

Transport yourself to a spacious room with devotees, waiting for the puja to begin. The chants 

commence and you find yourself following along with each word. The chants are now for all to sing and 

the many deities are adorned with flower garlands. One person starts and the rest follow, you included. 

Colorful saris, salwar kameez, and dhotis are the basic clothing here. Prasad is waiting for you after the 

ceremony. This is the Hindu temple in India.

Once again, you can find immense difference in the same area. Is it really possible that countries 

can be so different in the same topic? Well, I just gave you proof that is exactly what happens. Religion 

is such a huge and interesting subject that, to destroy all the others and to make one religion supreme, 

would tear the world as we know it, apart, literally. Christianity believes in monotheism and Hinduism 
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believes in polytheism. There you have it in hard, cold facts: The world isn’t all the same and, in my 

opinion, shouldn’t be either. Forgive the clichéd phrase; it just fit in that environment.

The world is a fascinating (and the only) place to live. The reason why is: oh, c’mon, you know 

you know it: cultural diversity. As we all should know, culture is our way of life, and diversity means 

difference. The result is differences in our way of life. Just picture a world where what you do is no 

different from what your neighbor does. Everyone follows the same religion. Your schools are the same. 

Your houses.  Your clothes. You. They’re all the same. Oh, don’t worry, you aren’t an individual anymore. 

We just randomly chose someone and photocopied them about six billion times. Without cultural 

diversity, everything would be so... yesterday. Cultural diversity is the heart and soul of our world.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
*Sonia Chakrabarty attends 7th grade at Avery Trace Middle school. She lives in Cookeville with her parents Satya 
and Sangita and her younger brother Sanjay.
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FAMILY, FAITH, AND FREEDOM

Prerana Pradhan*

Many of my relatives such as my great-grandmother, my great-aunt, my great-uncle, played 

active role in India’s fight for its freedom in 1940s. To them, freedom was not a mere word that many 

would use to express the end of school, or the beginning of Christmas holidays. To them, freedom was 

life. They longed to be able to govern themselves, to be free from the inequity the British placed on them. 

They wanted to be able to express themselves – it is a freedom they believed should not be denied. 

I agree with them. Whether you are talking, writing, singing, dancing – does it really matter? No one 

should be denied the right to be able to express his or her thoughts.   

 During the early 1900s, India was a country of terrible unrest, caused by the years of locked 

up hate against the dominating English. When the East India Company took over India, the British 

mistreated the Indians. They took the princely states away from the kings and queens, and forced many 

of them to turn against each other. The British also forbade the Indians from harvesting salt or using 

cotton for clothes. Instead, they harvested the salt and the cotton themselves, and made the Indians 

(who desperately needed those materials) buy the finished products. The British wanted to keep all the 

money to themselves. The greed of the British caused poverty…and anger.

The Indians tried to resist the British. Through the leadership of the Mahatma Gandhi, they 

boycotted cotton and salt, and withdrew their children from government schools. They campaigned and 

demonstrated, despite being beaten by English officers and getting thrown into jail. So many Indians 

risked their lives for their liberties…including my great-uncle, my great-aunt, and my great grandma. 

On April 13, 1919, the worst atrocity known to India’s independence movement occurred in 

the state of Punjab. Some hundred people assembled in a garden, known as the Jallianawala Bagh. 

It only had one entrance. The mass was peacefully protesting the Rowland Act, which allowed officers 

to repress opposition without being convicted of offences against the state. Then, sometime in the 

evening, Brigadier General Dyer came into the garden, and locked the entrance. The next morning, 

villagers found men, women, and children strewn across the garden like forgotten toys. They were dead. 

Dyer’s army had shot them all. 

The Jallianawala Bagh incident marked the start of a violent uprising. Peaceful protests 

were not forgotten, however. My great grandma, great-aunt and great-uncle took part in nonviolent 

demonstrations. My great grandma worked with Gandhi; my great aunt and uncle protested. During one 

protest, my great aunt and uncle were arrested and sent to jail. There, my uncle was born. They named 
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him Swadhin – independent. 

This fight for rights and liberty has been prevalent throughout history: the African Americans’ 

civil rights movement in the 1960s, the women’s rights movement in the 1920s, and the American 

Revolutionary movement in the 1700s. Like those who participated in rights movements, my ancestors 

longed for freedom.

The most important rights are the ones stated in the First Amendment of the United States 

Constitution are freedom of speech, religion and press. It is a freedom that all people require, all 

people need, and all people want. Theodore Roosevelt once stated that, “Free speech, exercised both 

individually and through a free press, is a necessity in any country where people are themselves free.” 

It is what my ancestors fought for. It is what I believe.  

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
*Prerana is the Daughter of Chandana and Padmanava Pradhan, of Edison, New Jersey
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IT’S UP TO US

Rajashree Mishra*

“What will OSA look like in 50 years? Will  our children continue our culture?  Will they still host 

the Orissa Society of America conventions?”  

Those are some of the  questions we ask ourselves. As a teenager, I feel that in order to keep 

our tradition going, it’s up to us, [second generation], to link every Oriya and continue bringing them 

together, every year, for many more generations.. It seems as if we are too occupied and busy with our 

own lives. Although, we have many other things to worry about, ,I still wonder about the future of Oriya 

culture in this society.

  When I was a small girl,I spoke both English and Oriya fluently, mostly Oriya. However, as the 

years passed by, going through elementary school, and middle school in America, I gradually stopped 

speaking Oriya. Today, I still understand it, of course,  but when I start to talk in Oriya, I don’t have my 

accent anymore. It’s not too late to pick of where I left off.That’s why it’s up to us, to keep our language 

alive and to make sure our children and their children and so on, keep speaking Oriya. It’s up to us.

Right now, my mom is not doing so well, and is unable to cook for us. I am the only one in my 

family that can help her, by cooking for our family. So it’s up to me to learn how to cook traditional Indian 

food. When I learn how to make Indian food, this time, I can make my favorite, Paneer. Just tasting  

many spices in the Indian food, makes me wish that these delicious Indian cuisines last a life time. Our 

children’s children should taste it. It’s up to us, to learn the recipes and take a break from pizza and 

French fries, and start eating alu dum and puri. It’s up to us.

According to our parents, we are their future, They are counting on us to keep us involved in 

OSA conventions every year, which continues reuniting Oriyas. This is our “reunion”.  It’s up to us, to host 

the OSA conventions in future. Why wouldn’t I want this tradition to last?  This convention is something 

I look forward to each year, taking part in contests, seeing friends and family, performing, and watching 

other perform. There are not many cultures that have this kind of unique and a wonderful event, which 

makes The Orissa Society of America  so lively and different, “Our Children, Our Future,” is our parent’s 

motto, “It’s Up to us,” is our motto, because our parents are counting on us to continue our Oriya culture 

. . . It’s up to us.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
*Rajashree (Raju) is 14 years old and a gifted talented student at Rocky Hill Middle School, MD. She is the 
daughter of  Dr. Nrusingha and Mrs. Bandita Mishra
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DREAMLAND

Arpita Mohanty*

“There are some parts of the world that, once visited, get into your heart and won’t go.”-Keith 

Bellows. 

India. My motherland, the heartbeat of my country, lives inside me. India will always be another 

home to me. Most of my family live there, and I miss them terribly. When I do go and visit, I try to cherish 

every single moment so I can keep them in my memory forever. However, it ends altogether too quickly. 

I will always treasure India for its beauty, love, and comfort.

Sure, the Taj Mahal is magnificent, but the beauty I am talking about is in the everyday life of 

normal people. India has a beautiful simplicity that most places lack. These people walk down the street 

barefoot, not caring what anyone thinks of them. Children dance in the rain carefree, only pondering 

about the rain touching their lips. Weddings and funeral parades march past everyday; people share 

their own lives with perfect strangers. Part of this beauty is the beggars on the street; these people just 

simply are. When I look into their eyes, I feel as if they can see into my heart. They have experienced it 

all: starvation, loneliness, and pain. Though it pains me to see these beggars on the street, I feel India 

would not be whole without them. This is the kind of beauty that can change a person’s life. 

Love envelops me when I walk into my mother’s or father’s house in India. My extended family 

is very close-knit. There is always someone to talk to and someone to hold me. When my family and 

I go visit there, we never want to leave. There is so much to experience, even though I have been to 

India many times. My cousins, aunt, uncle, or grandmother and I stay up the whole night talking about 

anything, trying to create as many memories as our brains can hold. This is why I miss India the most.

Comfort seeps out of every nook and cranny of India. Of course, comfort is received within 

my family, but random store keepers or people on the street always smile or stop and talk to me also. 

However, comfort is not only given by people, but by the smells, sights, tastes, and colors. You can never 

feel cold mentally; there are too many warm things that surround you. 

India is my homeland; it will always be another place I can go to for love. I will always appreciate 

India for its simple beauty, love, and comfort.

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
*Arpita Mohanty is 14 years old and lives in Mt. Pleasant, Michigan. She is the youngest daughter of Dillip and 
Rita Mohanty.
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MY RECENT TRIP TO ORISSA

Ayesha Kar*

First, let me introduce myself. I am Ayesha Kar and I am 11 years old. I attend 5th grade at 

Sampson G. Smith Intermediate School in Somerset, New Jersey. Last year, during summer vacation, I 

took a trip to Orissa. I have been there many times. I was very excited when I found out that I was going 

to Orissa on July 15th and shall meet all my family members. There is also another reason behind being 

excited about going to Orissa. It was eating Pani Puri and other delicacies in the streets of Bhubneshwar 

and Cuttak. Pani Puri was my favorite snack to eat in Orissa. My mom makes it in America but Pani Puri 

tastes better in Orissa. 

My father’s side of the family in Orissa lives in a small village called Gholapur. Gholapur is 

located in Jajpur District.. My mother’s side of the family lives in Jagatsingpur. Both families love me 

equally and spoil me rotten every time I go there. I take gifts for everyone. They always appreciate what 

I get them and they keep them in good shape. I am the oldest daughter of the oldest son (my father) on 

my dad’s side of the family. I have a little brother who came along to India as well as my mom. My dad 

stayed home. We all visited my mom’s house and we stayed there for a couple of days.

When we got to the airport, there was an extremely long line for the baggage checking thingy. 

It was long because that Air India flight was the only flight that goes to India from the Newark Airport. 

We stood there for half an hour. My dad was with us until we had to go to the airplane waiting area. 

My brother thought he was coming with us, but he wasn’t.  I made new friends at the waiting area. The 

airport people started to call us to board the flight with our boarding passes. We all entered the flight 

and we sat down. My brother enjoyed looking out of the window while we were waiting. I enjoyed looking 

through the T.V. guide so I will know what we will be watching. The pilot said that we were going to take 

off. Everyone put their seat belts on and my brother started jumping in his seat when I had to put on his 

seat belt.

When the flight took off my brother and I looked out of the window together. He enjoyed the take 

off very much. Once we got into the air, the airhostess brought us some drinks and snacks. After that the 

screen in front of us turned on and we saw a show called Potpourri. It was pretty boring. After we saw 

that really boring television program we had dinner. The dinner was pretty good. Then we saw a movie 

called ‘Elvis Has Left the Building’. I didn’t enjoy that either, so I pulled out my CD player and listened to 

music. While listening to music I fell asleep.

The next morning, I woke up around 9:30. So did my brother. We all went to the bathroom (which 
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was extremely cramped) and brushed our teeth. The airhostess brought us Orange juice and breakfast. 

Then we landed in Paris. Something had happened to the engine and we were stuck in the plane for 

about 3 hours. After 3 hours we took off from Paris and were headed for Bombay. My uncle and his 

friend were waiting for us at Bombay. We watched ‘Are we there yet’ while eating lunch. I drew a little 

bit in the plane. At Bombay it was night when we reached there. It was very humid also. We slept at my 

uncle’s friend’s house. 

The next day, at 10:00 AM we had a train leaving for Hyderabad. My uncle lives there. We stayed 

there for couple of days. After those few exciting days passed my uncle, aunt, and some other members 

of my family were on a train to Cuttack. Yes finally, I thought in my mind. 

We reached Cuttack! There my grandfather took me to his house on a scooter. We stayed there 

for a while and then we headed toward my village. When we got there everyone was waiting for us. All my 

grandparents, aunts, uncles, and cousins all were waiting for me. The first step I took into my house was 

amazing. It felt like I was in a whole different world. I went into the room that is reserved for my family. 

That room has an AC. In Orissa I was treated differently. I was treated with respect and sometimes like 

an outsider. 

After I got settled into my cozy room, we all had dinner. We had Daal and Rice. It was good to 

taste good ole homemade food. My aunt who lived in Delhi had come to Orissa to visit us. I was very 

excited to see her and her baby girl, Lisa. Some other cousins came also. They were staying until we 

left for Hyderabad. We all talked and gave out gifts while unpacking our bags. Because I had jetlag my 

brother and I didn’t want to sleep. My brother was a pain in the middle of the night. 

I got used to all the people around me as well as the climate/environment there. My two dogs 

were very glad to see me back home. They jumped all over me and followed me around everywhere. 

Whenever it was evening time, all the women (including me) sat down and we all ate rice in water 

(pakhala) and mashed potatoes (aloo chuckta). It was delicious and mouth watering that I would have 

seconds. I love the biscuits my Kuni grandpa sells in his store. My Kuni (little) grandpa owns a store near 

our house. He sells everything. He lets me have free biscuits because I am his sweet granddaughter. 

We have lots of fun together; hanging out at his shop, riding on his motor cycle and etc. My Bapu uncle 

is one of my favorite uncles. He loves to take Ayush and me on motorcycle rides, lets me play on his cell 

phone, and many other fun things.         

My oldest grandfather and I read Harry Potter: The Half Blood Prince. We enjoyed it very much. 

We got Harry Potter from a small bookstore in Bhubneshwar. When my mom, brother, aunt and I went 

shopping in Bhubneshwar, we had loads of bags. We shopped at the little stalls where you can bargain 
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for cloths. My aunt bargained on the cloths the most. All the shopping was for me! After shopping, we 

went to a fabric shop to buy fabric for some dresses. The trip to Bhubneshwar was fascinating. Then, one 

of my favorite parts of the trip came, eating Pani Puri!

My grandmother is the main reason I have such good drawing skills. While I was there she 

taught me how to knit. I made a nice door curtain topper. My grandmother loves to take me on walks. 

During those walks we search for these simply delicious mushrooms. We will look and look until we have 

our hands full. My mom and aunts would stir fry them and it would taste so good that I would have thirds. 

Sometimes we have to run with the mushrooms because everyone in the whole village wants some, so 

they will ask us for some.

The part of the trip I hated was when some of my family members and I had to leave for 

Hyderabad. Everyone cried including me. It was soooooooo sad to see everyone cry. We packed our bags 

into the car and then the car started to move. I took a last look at everyone and everything around me, 

and a gigantic teardrop fell. Then, we made it to the train station, which was in Cuttack. My grandmother 

and aunt came along to bid farewell to us. We sat on the train and I said good-bye to my grandma and 

aunt.

After a long ride on the train we reached Hyderabad. We settled in my uncle’s house and got 

comfortable. We all had chicken curry and rice for dinner and then we went to sleep. We had to stay in 

Hyderabad for a week. My uncle decided that he wanted us to see Hyderabad. We visited many places 

and went shopping. It was time to leave Hyderabad. My two uncles came with us but we had to leave my 

aunts and cousins. We were headed to Bombay. We went on a non-ac train. That was more fun. When 

we reached Bombay we stayed in a hotel. We stayed there about 3 days. One day to shop and the others 

to relax and see the places. When we had to leave from India totally, it was very sad. My Bapu uncle and 

Dhaman Baba (uncle) bid my brother and I farewell my brother hugged Bapu uncle tightly because he 

loved him. They had lots of fun together.

When we reached in America it felt like another universe. There is so much technology and 

gadgets that it made us forget about our homeland and traditions. That’s why we should still keep our 

heritage and traditions alive from generation to generation. That’s why we have OSA. Thank you OSA for 

giving us an opportunity to learn a lot about our fascinating heritage, culture and tradition.       

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
*Ayesha is the daughter of Mahendra & Milu of New Jersey
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THIS IS MY ORISSA

Ayesha Misra*

India, India, India. For some reason it’s means the world to my parents and all the other Indian 

folks we know. Me, I’m doing fine over here in my city of Sacramento, thank you very much. I’ve been 

born and brought up here, and am what some Indians call ABCD (American Born Confused Desi.) Ha! 

Get a laugh out of that. Anyway, I’ve been text messaging my friends for about an hour, and I expect my 

mom to yell at me any second now by my full Indian name, Meghana, instead of by Meghan, which is 

what everyone else calls me.

“Meghana, come downstairs right this instant!” yelled my mother. Told you.  As soon as I got 

downstairs, my mom gave me “the look”. It’s what I get to warn me ahead of time that I’m in big trouble. 

“Sixty-four dollars of text messaging in one month?! What is this?!” my mom scolded. “Sorry,” I sighed. 

I slouched back on the couch and nodded my head to the tune of my favorite rap song, which I was 

listening to on my CD player. “What kind of music is that? All the person is doing is talking,” said my 

mom. She put on some Indian music instead. “You know, the OSA convention is coming up, and I want 

you to perform a dance to a Hindi song there, okay? That’s final.” my mom told me. Great, now I was 

stuck actually dancing to one of these songs.

My mom and dad made me practice the dance over and over again. Finally, I was fully prepared. 

What a drag it was! The day of the OSA convention finally came along.

When we got there, I noticed that were many non-Indians there also. Hooray! That must mean 

that this won’t be so bad after all. I was soon proved wrong in a matter of five minutes. I ran over to talk 

to a French girl, and I discussed all the problems that I have with my religion. “Vous êtes une mauvaise 

fille,” she said to me in French. Unfortunately, I have taken French, and I knew what that meant. It meant 

that she thought I was despicable. She was stunned when I coldly replied,” Merci, mais êtes ainsi vous,” 

and left. That means, “Thank you, but so are you.” After this little drama, my mom called me to get ready 

for my dance.

When I went backstage, I saw how many Oriyas there were. Wow! They finally called my name 

up. 

It was terrific! I’m actually beginning to like OSA. We had many other activities during OSA, and 

it was all really fun. I can’t wait to come back next year!

At home, my mom went on and on and on about how she had told me that OSA would be fun. 

She said “I told you so” about a million times. Then she also went on and on and on about how great 

Orissa itself was. I wondered why she was suddenly changing the topic to about how great it is there. At 
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dinner, all my doubts were cleared.

That night we were having fish, my favorite Indian dish. “Meghana, we wanted to discuss 

something with you,” announced my dad. “Yes?” I replied. “We’re going to India on vacation!” he said, 

waiting for a happy reaction.  “Oh, No! I’ll have to be away from my friends for like a month, and I’m going 

to have to eat only Indian food, and oh, how am I going to pass my time there?” I cried. My parents looked 

surprised. I guess that that wasn’t the reaction they were expecting. “You’ll enjoy it, don’t worry. And we’ll 

take a lot of things to keep you occupied, though I doubt you’ll want to use them after we reach India,” 

said my mom. “When are we leaving?” I asked. “Next week,” they both replied in unison. I pinched myself 

to make sure this wasn’t just a nightmare. It wasn’t. “Start packing,” my dad said.

The next week, there we were, flying on a plane, which I’ve got to admit, was pretty cool. Right 

when we reached Delhi, we boarded another plane to Bhubaneswar, the capital of Orissa. There to meet 

us at the airport were my grandparents and all my cousins. As we were driving through the city, I saw that 

it wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be, it was actually pretty cool! Plus, meeting up with all my cousins 

was awesome, I had 26 total!

During our stay, I tried all these cool kind of foods. I had a tasty Indian dish called pakhala. I was 

impressed by the Konark and the Jgannath temple.

The days were very hot, and I got about 62 mosquito bites. But it was really fun swatting the 

mosquitoes away with my cousins. I played cricket and got hit 4 times. I was having so much fun, and I 

couldn’t believe that I hadn’t wanted to come.

But as soon as it all started, it stopped. One fine day when I was organizing Shah Rukh Khan 

posters with some of my cousins, my mom came up to tell me to start packing because we were to leave 

in two days to go back home. “What, already?” I screamed. 

I sadly said my goodbyes at the airport to all my relatives. Then, with one last hug, we left to 

board the plane. The whole time we were on the plane, I cried. “Don’t worry, we’ll come back next year,” 

said my mom soothingly. That comforted me a little. 

On the plane, I fell into a deep thought. I thought about all the great things my mom had said 

about Orissa, and I now finally understood what she had meant. I realized how wrong I had been before 

to shun my culture like that. Now, I can’t wait to go back to Orissa next year, because I have realized now 

that, this is my Orissa.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
*Ayesha Misra, daughter of Manoj Misra, is a 7th Grade Student.  She has interests in reading and dance.
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MY VISIT TO INDIA

Susan Patnaik Sen*

I went to India with my parents last Christmas.  When I came to know that we are going to India 

for Christmas, I did not like and I started crying thinking how Santa would know where I would be.  My 

parents told me that Santa can fly anywhere as he has his own little Sleigh.  I had been secretly wishing 

to Santa to give me a Game boy.  I was never been to India before.  My parents were born there.  I have 

my grand parents, lots of uncles, aunties and cousins there in different places of India. We started 

packing and I packed some of my favorite toys with couple of new books we purchased from Barns and 

Nobles.  I have all collections of Junie B. Jones books.  I packed my new Bratz doll with her clothes.  My 

Mom packed all my dresses and jackets.  

The women in India wear different long clothes from American. The streets are crowded and 

narrow.  The cars look different.  I liked to sit in auto rickshaw and rickshaw.   A man pulled us in 

rickshaw.  But I enjoyed sitting in those two-- more than anything.  

My cousin sister and I rode a motor bike with my cousin brother ‘Chitu Bhai’ to get ice-cream 

from the street.  A man was selling ice-cream in a big wooden cart.  My brother paid him Indian money.  

The money is different.  The Ice-cream also tasted different but I enjoyed it.  There are stray dogs, cats, 

bulls and cows in roads.  Sometimes they don’t move and cars honk them.  It is very loud there. The 

houses and stores don’t have carpets in it and I saw some people were walking in barefoot in streets, 

buses, and trains.  Even in winter, it was warm sometimes.  They have fans in rooms and they keep 

windows open and sometimes doors open.  People come and go as they like.

I made lots of friends even they speak different languages.  I understand the language.  But, 

they could not understand when I spoke in English.  They sometimes spoke in Hindi to me whenever I 

used English.  Then we all laughed.  We had lots of fun playing in dirt outside in streets.

My parents took me to Puri to visit a big temple called Jagannath temple.  It is huge.  I saw 6-7 

monkeys playing, jumping and some were sitting in the tall temple wall.  One was sitting with the baby 

monkey in her lap and jumping with the baby also.  The baby monkey did not fall at all!  They were making 

screeching noises while jumping.  

We went inside the temple and we bought 3 dipa for each of us and I lit my dipa touching 

another dipa my mom was holding.  I saw Jagannath from a little distance and my dad lifted me up so 

that I could see him clearly.  He was sitting or standing I could not see.  Jagannath’s face is dark black 

with big round eyes, His brother’s face is white and sister’s face is yellow.   I wonder who cut their hands.  
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We prayed and lots of people were praying also.  I prayed that I want to be big so that I could reach to 

big heights I can not reach now.  Then my mom and dad took me to Laxmi temple who is the Goddess of 

money.  I prayed her to get lots of dollars so if Santa would not give me a Game boy I can buy it.  My dad 

took us to Ganesh who has elephant face and he is God of Study, I prayed him that when I come back I 

could be able to bit Alexis in vocabulary.  I saw one person was crying while praying.  I asked my mother 

about that and she said she did not know why.

We went to beach and I played there little bit.  It is different there than our beach here.  They 

have lot of snacks sold in the beach itself. I bought a nice shell and a bead necklace with tiny shells in it.  

We came back to my grand parent’s home in the evening.  It was 25th of December next morning.  Guess 

what, I found the Game boy next to my pillow.  I was confused did Santa come here?  Or did Jagannath 

or Laxmi give me the Game boy?  My grand father told me that it must be from Jagannath.  I was so 

happy.

People eat lots of rice and dal there.  They did not have McDonalds or Wendy’s.  I did not like the 

fast food in India, except Samosas.  There are no Kid’s Meal and no toys like Sponge Bob or any kind toy 

comes with the kid’s meal in fast food places.  At night, my mom and dad put the mosquito net over me 

which looked like a rectangle. Three times I was bitten by mosquitoes.  I am really scared of them.  But 

I like to go to India again.  The people love me there and I like to be with my cousins and with my grand 

parents. I think I got more love in India than here.  I can not wait to go to India again.  In the night, I had 

a dream and I was in India sitting in my grand father’s lap.  

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
*Susan is the daughter of Dr. Sulakshana Patnaik and Dr. Shukdeb Sen in Daytona Beach. She is in  2nd grade 
Horizon Elem. School. She drew the sketches shown below.
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PONDERING THE PROGRESS IN INDIA

Soman Panigrahi*

The country, which we are all closely linked to, is classified as a developing country by the United 

Nations, and we would all like to believe that the government of this nation is working well to bring 

itself up to par with the great super power, the United States of America. But are these developmental 

measures really getting the country and its people anywhere, or are the true values of its culture being 

compromised in the name of ‘becoming more Western’? 

India’s civilization dates back over 9000 years, starting in the Indus Valley. Due to the 

acceptance of religions and traditions of many, the culture and people of the Indian Subcontinent is 

exceptionally rich and vibrant, and unique. For hundreds of years the people of the subcontinent have 

not allowed colonists and invaders to expunge their ethnicity, but now this assimilation is happening 

almost cordially.

We are all well acquainted with the fact that multi-national corporations are setting up offices in 

cities such as Bangalore and Mumbai, and these projects are helping to boost India’s economic stature. 

Now that this has been going on for the past few years, and many companies, namely TCS or Infosys, are 

investing billions of dollars in these endeavors. Ssubsequently, one would think that the Indian economy 

would be much better in ten years. This would also mean that the Indian government is equipped with a 

good amount of monetary resources, which could be used to help develop the many facets of the nation. 

Reputable sources, such as USAToday and BBC have declared India and China as the two next economic 

powerhouses of the world. But what does India have to show for it?

When one visits India, sure there are five star hotels with smartly attired valets parking someone’s 

BMW 7-series, but once you take a step outside of the vicinity, they are met with the polluted streets, 

filled with poverty stricken families who have little income, if any. Where is all the acquired money that 

could be used to help balance this economic situation?

Coincidentally, we hear about scandals involving Members of Parliament, government officers 

and bureaucrats pocketing hard-earned money, and crores being squandered unnecessarily. Immediately 

people begin to shake their heads disapprovingly at the crooked individuals who are always seen living 

lavishly at some one else’s expense.

Yet, the corrupt government should not be the only culprit for India’s inefficiency. The people 

of India have a very strange perspective on their country and the rest of the world. The media (which 
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includes sports, movies, television and advertising) portrays the ideal life of those who live in ‘America’. 

Suddenly, in India there are huge New Years bashes, Valentine’s Day celebrations and Christmas Parties 

(keeping in mind that only 2.3% of the entire population is actually Christian). The middle and upper 

classes now enjoy eating out at so-called Chinese restaurants, and watch foreign movies and television 

series. Now, there is nothing wrong with doing all these things, as I personally take part in all of them. 

However, the cultural celebrations and traditions which are unique to the many localities of India are 

being slowly disregarded, and are being given less importance in some cases. The question we must ask 

is that, could this development be having a negative impact on the country and its people?

On my last trip to India (winter of ‘05/’06), I saw the effects of economic progress firsthand. In 

the city of Baleshwar, which has an official population of over 2 million (2001), it was evident that urban 

sprawl was taking place, but as much as it was spreading out, it was also growing inwards, crowding 

the city. People from nearby villages who had found work in the city wanted to live there, and as they 

got wealthier, also established their home as well. Now, instead of having a charted method of urban 

growth with numbered residential or commercial lots ordered in a grid pattern (which is present in 

North America) urban growth in India seems to me as having no organisation whatsoever. Houses are 

built upon houses, slowly encroaching onto the roads, which are already overcrowded and sometimes 

non-existent, to the point that only pedestrian travel is possible. Speaking about roads, the new NH-5 

system which connects Chennai to Kolkata, is a commendable endeavour on the part of the Ministry 

of Shipping, Road Transport and Highways, and has been completed entirely except for some major 

sections. All of West Bengal has fully implemented the highway system as well as Madhya Pradesh and 

Tamil Nadu to the south, excluding the state of Orissa. This could indeed be the result of corruption in 

the government leading to the misuse of the fruits of economic development. Or it could be due to the 

inefficiency of the government of Orissa.

On the flip side, when the government successfully employs the produce of the economy, it can 

allow regions to flourish. For example, the capital city of New Delhi now has an intricate road system, fully 

adorned with signs and lanes, resembling those of major cities in North America. This is the ideal usage 

of monetary resources, and does not compromise Indian culture. There is a ‘but’ to the development of 

this city as well, however. As is with many developing countries around the world, there is a huge gap 

between the classes. I saw businessmen and diplomats sitting comfortably in their Mercedes-Benz E 

280, without a worry in the world, while beggar children come up to their windows and try to sell them 

some pens or assorted magazines. Why is the wealth not spread so there is not a huge contrast in the 

society?
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My main message here is not to demean India, its people, and its government, nor to say 

India should not make advancements in technology and civilization. I am simply conveying my opinion 

on the current state of affairs to the non-resident Indians. Since we ourselves are living in a foreign 

country, I believe that we are misled by the media into thinking that India is stampeding through, great 

achievement by achievement. We always hear about extremely advanced high school tests (which are 

not at all efficient and are ridiculously hard) and Indian students scoring highly in competitions. This is 

only but a minute pixel of the whole picture. To create a balanced direction of development, we must try 

to involve ourselves as much as possible and go to the root of the issues and help come up with solutions. 

I care about India’s development and prosperity because it is my second home other than Canada, and 

all of my extended family resides in Orissa, and I want the best for them. India should come to the right 

track and if its engines are fuelled properly, it will indeed become one of the next powerhouses of the 

world, bridge the gap between the rich and poor, and all the while still keep its culture intact. 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
*Soman Panigrahi is a Grade 10 student at the University of Toronto Schools.
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WAITING FOR MAMU

Pallavi Raut Sodhi*

Anticipation. Excitement. Impatience…. All these feelings were present in eight-year-old Babul’s mind. 

His uncle Bikram Mamu was to arrive from Bombay today. Bikram Mamu was Babul’s idol: handsome, 

distinguished, and so loving. He visited Bhubaneswar once a year, but news of his impending visit 

would spread throughout the neighborhood, thanks to Babul’s excitement and announcements. (Had 

All India Radio known then of Babul’s broadcasting abilities, they would have probably hired him right 

away.) 

“Ma, what time is Mamu’s train going to reach Bhubaneswar?” Babul asked. 

“Didn’t you ask me this question ten minutes back? I said 5pm.” Ma Nirupama said lovingly. 

She had grown accustomed to Babul’s excitement that escalated by each passing moment up until her 

brother arrived. 

“But look, Ma. It is already 6:30pm. The train would have arrived long ago. Why is Mamu not 

here as yet?” Babul said impatiently.

“Babul: give my brother some time to reach his own home in a rickshaw, freshen up and then 

come here,” Ma said, only to be interrupted by a gentle knock on the door. That was enough to set Babul 

into action. He ran to open the door…and there was his favorite Bikram Mamu, in a starched white dhoti 

kurta, carrying a suitcase and shoulder bag. Babul touched his uncle’s feet, but he had not even finished 

this act of respect, when Bikram Mamu swirled him up and gave him a hug. “Oh, so my boy is getting 

not just taller but heavier too. Hmm! I think the shirt I got for you may already be small for you,” Bikram 

Mamu said affectionately. 

Nirupama Ma intervened, “Bikram, why do you spoil him so much?” But Bikram Mamu ignored 

her plea, (not that he could have responded anyway, because, he was already being dragged by his 

nephew into the house.) Babul’s sisters, were all shyly waiting behind the door, and greeted their uncle, 

though in a less vociferous manner than their brother. The next hour was filled with chatter, excitement 

and babble, as Bikram mamu opened his suitcase. It was as if Pandora’s Box had opened…. there were 

saris, sweets, namkeen and fragrant lavender soaps (a scent that Babul associated only with Bikram 

Mamu). And then out came the things and the moment Babul was waiting for. It was almost as if half the 

suitcase was meant for Babul and the remainder for the rest of the family. Being the youngest had its 

advantages, especially if he studied well, and stood first in his class. Bikram Mamu always rewarded him. 
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This year, like every year, there was a crisp white shirt for Babul. And what was this? A Parker fountain 

pen? Wow! Fountain pens were what adults used. And a Parker? Babul had only heard of Parker. Wait till 

he showed it to all his friends. They would be green with envy…. and as Babul entered his dream world, 

Ma’s scream invited everyone to gather for dinner.

“Tell me about Bombay, Mamu,” asked Babul excitedly. “Can one really get a crick in the neck 

trying to look up at the towers there? Everyone must be really rich there? Can you get things from 

anywhere in the world in Bombay? Are all people really stylish…?” Babul went on with his incessant 

spate of questions, much to the dismay of his sisters, who were trying to appear sophisticated and eat 

in quiet and decorum. Bikram Mamu laughed aloud. He hated to dispel his dear nephew’s myths about 

Bombay. He answered all of Babul’s questions patiently…. by now he had got accustomed to them. 

Ten years later

Babul was having a heated argument with his mother. The topic of debate: Bombay was the city 

of his dreams. That was where Babul wanted to finish his graduation and fulfill his dreams. And become 

like his Bikram Mamu of course. Ma’s question was where he would stay. The answer to the question 

was quite obvious in Babul’s mind, at Bikram Mamu’s house of course. Ma said could make Babul 

understand that Bikram Mamu may not have time for his nephew. After all, he had a life of his own. He 

was busy now, more than ever, and had more responsibilities. He was now married, at a very late stage 

of life, and they had a baby girl Debajani, who would be Babul’s little cousin. In Babul’s mind, nothing 

had happened to affect Bikram Mamu’s affection or affluence. Who else would come to visit them all 

every year, (in his crisp white dhoti kurta of course), and laden with gifts? Bikram Mamu would readily 

take care of his favorite nephew. 

Nirupama could not dissuade her son from making a trip to Bombay. After all, an 18 year old 

could ask for worse things. Her boy was just asking to go to a city where her brother lived. At least there 

would be someone to take care of him. So she let him go, taking a promise from Babul, that he would 

return within about a week. And decide subsequently what to do next with life.

Babul left Bhubaneswar, in joy and in anticipation. Of course all his friends came to see him off. 

After all, Babul was going to the Big City,: the city paved with gold! They were already dying to see him 

back, laden with gifts for all of them and interesting stories to tell.
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The City of Dreams

The Bombay Churchgate station was crowded. Babul had never seen so many people in his life. 

Babul stepped out of his bogie, and looked around for his uncle. He unwittingly was searching for the 

familiar starched white dhoti and kurta. But Bikram Mamu was nowhere to be seen. All of a sudden, he 

heard a familiar voice from behind. “Babula, at last you come to Bombay….” Babul turned around. Who 

was this? This could not be his Bikram Mamu. He looked tired and did he see some grey hair too? Why, 

his kurta was not even white. It was colored and crumpled. Gone was the dhoti. In its place, were grey 

trousers. Babul was at loss for words momentarily until Bikram Mamu said. “What happened, son? Is 

everything okay?” Babul reassured his mamu that all was fine, and respectfully touched his uncle’s feet. 

He then fumbled, by way of explanation, “ I…I…I guess I was looking out for the white dhoti and kurta…” 

Bikram Mamu laughed aloud, and said, “White in Bombay? Son, the train fumes would transform all 

whites to black. And I do not have a fancy car to take me around. I travel in the bus and train to go to work 

and return home. White is for my hometown…” and saying this, he ushered Babul to the bus station, 

amidst the crowd of Churchgate station.

A local train ride and two bus changes later, a much tired, but quite awake Babul reached his 

Bikram Mamu’s home. What was this? Bikram Mamu lived in this small apartment? Uma Maain came 

out to greet Babul enthusiastically and disappeared into the kitchen. In a corner of the living room, Baby 

Debajani slept peacefully, despite the noise streaming in from the open windows. 

Dinner was a simple affair, probably too simple. Bikram Mamu ate chidwa and banana out of a 

kansa bowl. Why, that was the food Babul’s mother ate daily. Babul thought there would be a feast on 

the table: delicacies like fish and chicken and aamba khatta. Uma Maain brought Babul’s plate: it was 

laden with rice and fish and….aamba khatta. It took Babul a few minutes to realize that his plate was 

different from the rest. Why? Not realizing he had voiced the question aloud. “Oh, do not worry, Babula. 

You do not need to go work tomorrow. I do. If I have such a meal at night, I may not be able to wake up 

tomorrow morning,” said Bikram Mamu. 

The next day, Bikram Mamu had already left for work, by the time Babul woke up. Uma Maain was 

busy feeding the baby, while also doing a host of other things. The water was running in the bathroom. 

“The water supply will stop in one hour. Do have a bath quickly and fill up the bucket afterward, Babula.” 

Babul found the idea of vanishing water rather strange, but did as his aunt told him.  He saw a note by 

his bed and some cash, which he knew must have been given by Bikram Mamu. There were instructions 

on what all to see in Bombay and how to get there, by bus and by train. The last stop on the list was 

Bikram Mamu’s office. He had proposed they could return home together if he was up to it. Babul was 
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excited. He ventured out to see more of the city of his dreams….

Five hours later, Babul had barely seen two of the five places his mamu had listed. There were 

people everywhere. Everybody was so busy, with no time to chat. But Babul was enjoying every minute of 

his tour of Bombay. OK, so maybe the streets were not laced with gold. But the buildings were tall, and he 

did have to crane his neck to look up to the top floor. OK, so things were not really very clean everywhere. 

And there were slums right next to some very posh buildings. The Juhu beach was filled with dirt. Why, 

the Puri beach was so much more beautiful and clean to boot. But of course there were no busy stalls 

in Puri like there were at Juhu. The stalls sold bhelpuri, pau bhaji and batata vada. People ate in a rush, 

and left hastily, without sparing a minute to chat with the person who had painstakingly cooked them 

their meal. Babul decided to taste the Bombay cuisine. He quite liked it. He complimented the cook in 

the stall. The cook gave him a strange look, and asked him, “Are you new to the city?” Babul assumed 

his clothes were a dead giveaway. He was not very trendily dressed for sure. Oh well! On a sudden 

whim, Babul decided to surprise Bikram Mamu and go to his office. He bought a plate of pau bhaji, and 

asked the cook to wrap it up. He then headed to Marine Drive, the Queen’s Necklace of Bombay. His 

excitement knew no bounds. Bikram Mamu’s office was in the most prestigious location of Bombay. He 

envisioned a luxurious office, with his Bikram Mamu busy and seated in his leather chair….  

An hour later, he reached the office building at Marine Drive. But what was this? None of the 

floors had Bikram Mamu’s office listed there. He was about to leave, when he saw there was a little busy 

office environment under the staircase of the building, like a basement, but not quite. There were a few 

people seated close to each other, busy in their own work. Was this really an office? Curious, he ventured 

to look inside. And there he saw Bikram Mamu, laden with a heavy pile of files and moving towards a 

dilapidated wooden chair with an equally misshapen table. He saw Mamu sit down on his chair, and 

start typing. He looked wane, tired and ….old. Was this his dear Bikram Mamu? Suddenly, his Mamu 

looked up. His face lit up. There was joy and a sense of welcoming. Babul rushed to greet his mamu. He 

gave the carefully wrapped pau bhaji to him. “Mamu, I had a similar lunch at Juhu beach. I got this for 

you.” Bikram Mamu had sheen of tears in his eyes. “Oh, Babula. You shouldn’t have. I have already had 

my lunch. But you know…let us take it home and I will eat it, with Uma. She has always wanted to eat the 

Juhu pau bhaji. As if it tastes any different from what she makes! I have not been able to get it for her. It 

is always late when I leave office, and in fear of missing the train, I would not go to Juhu….” Bikram Mamu 

rambled on, and then stopped. He looked up at the wall clock, almost in panic. He had to finish his work 

before the end of day. But they could leave for home together. 

Two hours later, Bikram Mamu packed all the files. Babul patiently waited outside the office, on 
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the staircase. Almost everyone else had left. Bikram Mamu was the last one to leave and lock up the 

office. He put a tired arm around Babul’s shoulders and both of them headed to the bus stop to then 

catch the train to go home.

Such was the routine for both Babul and Bikram Mamu for the entire week. Babul saw his fill of 

Bombay. He never forgot to take pau bhaji for Bikram Mamu, which was eaten sometimes by his Mamu 

and sometimes by Uma Maain.

Babul returned to Bhubaneswar, happy, but much wiser than before. He realized that behind 

Mamu’s pristine white clothes, there was a lot of hard work, sacrifice, toil and soil…. He had a long way 

to go before he could follow his beloved Bikram Mamu’s footsteps. But he would try.

Epilogue

Babul went ahead to finish his graduation and masters in Economics at Bhubaneswar, much 

to the delight of his mother. For his MBA, Babul did head to his dream city, much to the delight of his 

Bikram Mamu. Babul worked part-time to pay his education fees. He stayed in a PG accommodation but 

always visited Bikram Mamu during weekends and when he was free. Babul’s career dream was fulfilled 

when he was selected to join Reserve Bank of India.

The city of Bombay has changed its name to Mumbai. But Babul’s name coined by his little 

cousin Debajani, remains the same. Pau Bhaji Babul Bhai. 

Credits:Inspired by true incidents as narrated by my sister Mrs Kabyatara Choudhury to me, in turn narrated to her, by her 
husband Siladitya Choudhury AKA Babul.

Devil is in the details

aÐ`Ð `Ê@ eÐ[Þ @_Þ]õÐ 
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MY TRAIN TRIP IN INDIA
Tara Kanungo*

Last year I went on a trip to India. My family and I drove to Detroit from Windsor to take a plane 

to go to New York. We left home at 6:00 a.m. At 8:00 a.m. my parents, my brother and I left Detroit for 

New York. Three hours later, we took another plane from New York to fly to Singapore. This flight took 

sixteen hours !! Fortunately, I got to sleep in the plane. Finally, after arriving in Singapore, we went to a 

hotel to spend a day. We left uie hotel the next morning to take a flight to New Delhi.

We stayed in New Delhi for one day. The next day we went to the train station. I met • my Jeje 

(grandfather) there. He traveled with us. When we got into the train, I knew my family couldnt stay 

together in one room. So, Tej, my brother, my mom, and I stayed and slept in one room. My dad and Jeje 

stayed and slept next door in another room.

The train first took us to Jaipur in Rajasthan- The city is called the Pink City because all of the 

houses and buildings are pink. My favourite experience in Jaipur was that I went on an elephant with my 

mom. I learned that touching an elephant’s trunk brings you good luck. The ride was high but obviously 

slow.          - ‘

The next city we visited was Jaisalmar. There we rode camels !H This was like riding a horse. 

When we were going to sit on the camels, they were sitting down so that we can get on their back. The 

camels had someone beside them so that they could be controlled. I liked the camel ride because I got 

the feeling of a galloping horse when the camel galloped.

Next day, we went to a tiger sanctuary in a jungle. That day it was ver cold. We were driven in a 

car that did not have a top. As we drove, the first thing we saw was a lot of trees.Then we saw a spotted 

doe with her children. This was cute. Later, we saw a male deer walking through the trees. After a while 

when the sun rose, I saw a real Bengal Tiger!!! It was standing on a rock. Then it jumped into a pool of 

water to cool off- This was so amazing!!

The final place we went to was the city of Agra to see the Taj Mahal there. The walls of the Taj 

Mahal are all made of marble. The Taj Mahal is a monument of love. A queen died when she gave birth 

to her baby. The king was so upset that he built this monument, a beautiful sign of love for his wife. I 

thought this was quite an amazing gesture!That was the end of my train trip.After visiting a few other 

places in Orissa, we retured to Canada.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
*Tara is the daughter of Nachiketa and Paule in Belle River near Windsor. Ontario. This article won the first prize 
in a competition sponsored by CBC radio, Windsor and Tara’s interview on her trip was broadcasted on the radio.
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RAPUNZEL AND THE GIANT

Anshuman  Mishra*

Once upon a time, there was a girl named Rapunzel who lived in a tall tower.  She used to have 

long golden hair but then she cut it short. Her favorite things to do were cooking and reading.  Fifteen 

miles up in the sky, a giant lived in a castle. He was fifteen feet tall.  One day, the giant was out for a walk 

on the clouds when he slipped.  He fell down right beside Rapunzel’s tower.  Rapunzel was leaning out 

of her window watching the giant fall.  When the giant saw her, he wanted to eat her. 

“Don’t eat me!” she said.  “I’ll give you something you will like better.”  So Rapunzel cooked him 

a giant bowl of pasta, a big cheese pizza, a roast duck, and a huge jug of milk.  Then the giant fell in love 

with her after the wonderful dinner.  He built a mansion with a tall door and twenty-foot high ceilings 

beside Rapunzel’s tower right away.  They had a huge wedding and got married. Jack, Jill, Humpty-

Dumpty, the Three Little Pigs, Snow White, the wicked stepmother, the seven dwarves, Sleeping Beauty, 

and Prince Charming all came to the wedding. 

Soon, they had two children named Mark and Ella.  Mark loved fishing and Ella loved spending 

time with her father.  Rapunzel read eleven books a minute and read aloud to her family.  The giant loved 

to climb trees. He could climb five trees in a minute.  In spring and summer, the family lived in the giant’s 

castle where it was nice and cool.  In winter and fall, they stayed in the mansion where it was warm.  And 

they all lived happily ever after.  

*Anshuman, son of Srikanta and Snigdha Mishra, attends 1st grade at Pond Springs Elementary School in Austin, TX.  He learns 
Karate and Hindustani classical music, and loves to read mysteries and books about space.

The first principle of criticizing others

ÒNÐ]XÞÒmÐ Ò[Ð ÒNÐXLÊÊ @_Ð
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LUCKY

Ankita Mohanty*

ahh..in the seashell you hear an ocean…so far away. pink translucent swirls insist on carrying you 

away oh spin spin...sweet tooth of a little girl. it is too big for you. she chooses the banana split anyway 

because she believes she can eat it all. you may wonder if she finished it. spin spin… two paths in two 

different directions and a lady stands there waiting for a revelation. suddenly she realizes she can 

simply make her own path in between the two. crazy lady walking down the boulevard of split dreams. 

the little girl is growing up, too. not a drop of strawberry ice cream remains…

hopeless and lost

confused and forgotten

two culture collide

A young girl

so unsure of

where she belongs

so hard growing up here

often chaos reigns

inside her and clashes

metallic scrapes

Where and Why

scream relentlessly

suddenly

a Why not

a whisper floats through

and calms her crazy mind

why not why not

chant for me

take advantage of

this freedom
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this opportunity

America holds for you

while India reminds you

of inner morals

rich culture

she is waiting to comfort

you with her dusty love

incomparable

can’t you see why you are

labeled lucky?

lucky to be born confused

because this confusion

shall one day become beautiful

it shall encase you and become

your savior

look for the light in this

slow-spinning redemption

mother, father please

let me go

I don’t want you to

become India

I am no longer a baby

I don’t want you to

become America

I am not yet an adult

Can we please lay somewhere

in between it all

my spirit needs to be able to fly

please don’t clip these wings
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I want to win this losing battle

pessimistic thoughts get caught

in my mind-made net

Oh…India

where such kindness resides

I am inside the hearts of those

that love me and I forget what

I despise of this lovely place

with its prejudice

servants

caste system

and only find eyes for the

good warmth and love with

which my aunt insists on feeding me

far beyond my stomach’s refusal

which I choose to ignore when I

glance into her eyes

our nightly prayers

a time when I feel connected

with the world

and our bedtime stories that

spin in the humid monsoon air

Ahh…America

I look around and forget

what I despise

the coldness of strangers

the layers of society

and need for money

and instead I see the freedom

the endless opportunity
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diversity and security

and slowly I come to realize

I have two homes

two paths that join in harmony

where both charges,

negative and positive

dwell

a rain cloud

these charges

clash and lightning flashes

It is no wonder that I love

thunderstorms

their immense power and beauty

will you join me in the rain

my confusion leaks out of my eyes

and my tears and the Lord’s mingle

inescapably becoming beautiful

The lady reaches the end of the boulevard and looks behind her for the first time. a slow smile creeps 

across her face. the two different paths were one all along. they came together at the fleeting moment 

in time the revelation bubbled up in her mind. she took both paths and realized it was going to be 

okay. better than okay. what a lucky lady.

-----------------------------------------------

* Ankita Mohanty is 17 years old. She lives in Mt. Pleasant, MI. She is the daughter of Dillip 

and Rita Mohanty.
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MEMORIES

Mrunali Das*

Next Saturday was moving’ day,

Everything must get packed away,

But her mind would easily stray,

With every little bit.

Everything had a story,

Whether sadness or glory,

Every piece of inventory,

Had a piece of wit.

The bouncy balls of summer,

The outfit of a plumber,

Drumsticks of a drummer,

Random little pieces.

Her favorite book,

A fishing hook,

Just one look,

And her sadness decreases.

But in the back of her mind,

Her knew she was leaving this behind,

Every photo would remind,

Her of this house.

Eyes always smiling,

Yet mind always distressed,

She was as radiant as a sunrise,

And had a sunset’s zest.

She was, perfect,

An angel thru and thru,

No wonder she was chosen,

Once She bid adieu.

As this angel watched from up above,

She knew something had to be done

To make Her realize that

Moving could possibly be fun.

She interfered every now and then,

Because she couldn’t see 

Her sad again.

She cared like a mother,

About Her and no other.

But She was Her’s guardian angel.

She couldn’t let her cry.

Yet she felt, deep inside,

Those tears She couldn’t dry.

So She snuck inside Her’s dreams.

And told her of the tales,

Of the adventures that awaited Her,

But left out most details.

Those dreams of beauty comforted Her,

Enough not to break down.
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Sadness still remained,

And her fears would not drown

The new house was not very far,

Yet it seemed a world away.

Whatever her parents told her,

Her mind would not sway.

Her hated leaving everything:

Her school, her friends, her yard.

The memories of past years,

Her couldn’t just discard.

As they traveled down route 32,

That foggy fateful day.

She realized that Her,

Did not want to say.

Her didn’t want this world.

Even without moving.

Her realized that in no possible way,

Could her life be improving.

Before Her even left,

Her friends were disappearing.

She knew that in Her’s choice,

She could not be interfering.

She understood Her’s choice,

Though she thought it unwise,

It was not right for Her to think,

That life is to despise.

Life is beautiful.

Life is amazing.

Life is powerful.

Life is worth praising.

Contemplating consequences,

She’s heart stuck in the middle,

She made a difficult choice,

And bended the rules a little.

Heart and mind still torn,

Her senses nearly worn,

With a little swish of her hand,

She made Her understand.

When Her was in the hospital,

Her room filled with flowers,

She finally understood,

Life’s awesome powers.

Her was the only obstacle,

Standing in the way,

Between a life of happiness,

And a world of dismay.

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
* Mrunali Das is 13 and will be attending River Hill High School this fall.  She lives in Columbia, MD. She takes Odissi dance and 
Sitar lessons.
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----------------------------------------------------------------
* Anya is 12 years old and she lives with her mom and dad, Swapna and Nirmal, and her little sister Nayna, in Macomb, 

Michigan. She goes to L’anse Creuse Middle School North and has particular interest in English and Band.

FATHER SUN AND MOTHER MOON

Anya Rath*

The sun drips his warm love onto me,

Rolling my body with psychic sense,

Sometime wild with fury or,

Drowsy with luxury,

All the while pondering

About things on the other side of the world,

Ah Mother Moon!

She wanders in

When the sun has become bored with us mortals,

Her pale gown glowing softly

With the stains of time glistening,

She gazes through windows

lulling men into deep slumber,

Awakening her subjects

Who would rather be with her than sleep,

She sits upon her thrown of stars,

Cooling the earth after its sweltering day,

But she slowly fades away

As Father Sun makes his journey around the world,

He shines brilliantly and banishes her

To the other side of the world,

Until he comes to fetch her,

He settles upon his renewed heavenly throne,

And once again energizes the world…
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HERE AM I WAITING

 Nayna Rath*

Here am I waiting

My bulb is fading

What shall I do?

I can’t wait for you

I guess I’m not yours.

You rather learn your fours!

Your bill is getting big

You’ll be left with a fig

I will be left here all night

I will try to fight

----------------
*Nayna  is 9 yrs old( a third grader) lives with her parents Nirmal & Swapna and older sister Anya in Macomb,Michigan . 
“ Nayna is a good writer” says her teacher Mrs.Kowl.One of her work has been published in Kaleidoscope2006 by Michigan 
Reading Association

HALLOWEEN

Satwick G. Misra*

Halloween, Halloween!

All the children wearing costumes

Looking for some yummy candies

Loading candies in our baskets

Opening candy wrappers

Walking down scary streets

Everybody telling scary stories

Eating candies while trick or treating

Nobody wants to go home!

--------------------------------------------
*Satwick is in Grade 2 in Bayside, NY
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I WONDER WHY

Ankita Ray

Crash!

My sister falls on the cold concrete.

She starts to wail almost as loud as an ambulance.

Before I get to know what hit her,

I find myself being yelled at by mom.

I get punished for none of my fault.

I wonder why!

I sit down in a hurry

Trying to finish my homework.

I look for a pencil.

Just, a pencil that works.

I get a gazillion ones but alas

All of them have broken leads.

I wonder why!

I played soccer inside the house.

The ball broke our best mirror.

My best friend says, it brings bad luck.

I wonder why!

Tomorrow morning we have violin practice.

I tell myself I HAVE to remember to carry my instrument.

I even write it down.

I wake up in the morning chaos

In a hurry for everything

Except my poor violin

I wonder why!

1…2   I count before putting everything into the washing machine

I come back after a few hours
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1…then nothing.

How can it be ?

My sister says it is the sock monster

I don’t want to believe her. But it’s gone.

I wonder why?

I count the days to my birthday.

I love the gifts.

I love the attention.

My parents wish I was younger

I wonder why!

I see a picture on the internet

The girl’s face is wasted with several tumors.

So many that she can’t even breathe or see.

Some people are so unlucky.

I wonder why!

I try hard on a school T-shirt logo

I wrack my brain to create it

I know I have slogged.

Someone else wins the contest.

I wonder why!

Every night before I go to sleep

I work on my story

I write a lot but it’s all gone.

I forgot to save.

I wonder why!

.
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Dad and Mom fight.

They say we need more money to do this, to do that.

Money for everything.

I wonder why!

Christmas is here.

Everyone’s grandparents visit.

I pine for my grandfather just as every year 

He never comes. He never can.

I wonder why

Dad tells me we are going back to India.

We shall see everyone again.

I cry and cry.

I wonder why

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
*Ankita Ray 11, daughter of Abhijit and Julie Acharya Ray, lives in MD. She loves to paint and dance. Recently “I Wonder Why 
“was a topic given in her 5th Grade in Deep Run Elementary School Elkridge, MD 21075. Ankita won the first prize.
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OUT OF THE SKY 

Pratik  Pradhan* 

Out of the sky

Comes beautiful snow

Soon comes the blizzard

And roughly, it blows.

The wind controls the trees

Back and forth, back and forth

The leaves move like insects

Scurrying about the Earth

The tree carries the weight of snow

And looks like it will fall.

I grab my coat, and walk out

To make a snowman that is big and tall.

            ----------------------------------

*Pratik  is son of Padmanava and Chandana Pradhan. He is in Grade-3, Age-8

Consumer society
ÒdÒX aÐDÝh Ò[ÒX Ò`Ðm
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  SHE 

      Shashwati Das*

She lost her love of life.

The most precious gift God had given her,

She hated.

She could not take it anymore.

She lost her love of life.

The most precious gift God had given her,

She hated.

She could not take it anymore.

Her mother abused her,

People made fun of her looks,

She could never find one love.

It seemed like the world was against her.

Nobody listened to her thoughts.

Everybody ignored her.

She had no self-esteem.

She tried to stay out of trouble but it was too hard.

Then one day she came out of her shell.

She changed her look.

She took more chances.

She showed the world who she really was.

Suddenly people started to like her.

She was more daring.

She felt good.as she found her true love.

She realized who she really was.

That she was unique,

The true her,

Finally she loved life.

.......................

*Shashwati Das is the daughter of Bigyani and Naresh Das. She is currently 11 and will be attending Folly Quarter Middle 
School this fall. She takes Odissi and gymnastic classes.
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SORROW UNLEASHED

Sikha Das*

Ah, the feelings and emotions too,
They truly are inside of you

But sorrow, oh sorrow!
I am filled with nothing but sorrow!

Do not dare to ask why
It is a feeling...like no other

Mocking me day by day
Staying eternally in me...only me

I fear its presence always
For it comes everyday

But why, oh why!
Does it stay, never going out?

I ask: who can tame it?
Tame such a wild thing?

Something I never realized
Could be so very glum

I truly wish for a solution
One that will surely help
Quickly, please just fast!

Hurry, before it escapes in a tear!

But dropping, yes dropping!
It falls to my feet

Just like that others follow
Escaping without fear

While I wait and watch...
Waiting...yes waiting...

Who knows what will happen?
I am heartbroken for sure

Slowly the tears dry
By the rays of the sun

I felt glad again…
To know this isn’t the end

My sorrow...now it is no more...
-----------------------------------------------------------

*Sikha Das is the only child of Durgesh and Satarupa Das. Currently she is in the seventh grade.

serendipity
AfÊ ÒMÐfÊ ÒMÐfÊ ckÐÒ]a aÐkÐeÞÒm
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 THE MERMAID’S LAMENT

 Ananya Mishra*

I sat on the rocks, all alone

Waiting for the ship to return.

The sun sank down into the sea,

Until it bled and burned

Then, on the horizon there appeared

The silhouette of a noble vessel.

I smiled; here was my chance

To prove my charms had not gone dull

“Her hair shone with an eerie gleam,”

They said. “I was drawn to her glance.

I could neither steer nor look away,

I just prayed for deliverance.”

“She beckoned to me,

And sang, nay! Crooned.

Her gaze never faltered

For she knew we were doomed.”

The stars glittered on high

As I led the sailors to the reef.

She hit the rocks and then went down.

That was when I began to weep.

So hear my tale and cry for me.

The life of a mermaid may seem so fair,

But the souls of drowned men long gone

Make it a burden that I must bear.
-----------------------------

*Ananya Mishra, daughter of Srikanta and Snigdha Mishra, is an 8th grader at Deerpark Middle School. She currently lives in 
Austin, Texas. Some of her interests are Bharatanatyam, Hindustani classical music, reading, and writing poetry.
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MORNING

Rutuparna Sarangi*

Dawn begins with the sun’s bright smile

Creating a view envying paradise isle

The night sky Mother Nature will emblazon

As a new day peeks above the horizon

The bright rays of the sun’s waking yawns

Creep across the fresh cut lawns

Night bows out and day begins

These two are opposite twins

Morning dew bathes the grass

Shining drops as clear as glass

Reflecting rainbows in the early light

Bringing color to the fading night

Nature’s palette is an artist’s dream

For it’s her work that becomes his theme

Truly no one can outshine

The glorious work of the divine

----------------------------

* Rutuparna, daughter of Pitambar and Anindita Sarangi is in 10th grade and lives in New Jersey

There is no free lunch
ajÞ MÐBÒm _C aÐmÞ jÒe
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TOUCH OF FREEDOM

Ina Dash*

There’s that time

Where you come upon choices

and cry because it’s so hard

you know what you wish for

And you know what is more suited

but you believe

beyond any of your dreams

That those days aren’t worth sacrificing

And you turn as hard as you can from that direction of hope

But wanting to live out that freedom

That you touched once

But can no more

Because there’s that time

Where you come upon choices

And just cry

Because it’s so hard

But you don’t do it for yourself

As much as that hope raises itself

You push it down

And how hard that feels

And how much you regret it

It is not possible

And wonder is on the other side

That maybe, they were going through the same thing

During that time

Where you come upon choices

And cry because it’s so hard
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And you wait

And wait

And you know that if you wait

That someday,

Maybe,

Just maybe,

You find that freedom

That you once touched

But can no more

You reconsider

And shake your head

Because you love so much

And you care so much

As much as that hope raises itself

You will always push it down

Because there’s that time

When you come upon choices

And cry

Because it is that hard

----------------------------

*Ina Dash is 13 year old daughter of Debadutta Dash and Itu Mohapatra of Seattle, WA.
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WORSHIP OF THE MOTHER DIVINE 
Satish Mishra*

In great anticipation the devotees wait for the entrance

In a hurry, I push my way through the crowd so that I can get a glance

After reaching the perfect spot, my heart races at an unbelievable rate

To calm down, I fold my hands and make sure that my back is straight

With so many overwhelming thoughts, I close my eyes to picture her face

Then I imagine placing flowers at her feet, working at a slow and steady pace

Then I offer her moist chocolate cake and hot tea in a diamond-encrusted cup

After she eats the cake I see her smile and watch her eyes light up

As I open my eyes, I look up and see her standing there

Her incredible presence and scent quickly feels the air

With her hands out to the sides, she makes her way towards her throne

I reach out to touch her hand and get vibrations in every single bone

As she reaches the front of the room I close my eyes and begin to pray

As I call her name, MAA OM, all my bad thoughts and worries begin to go away

As long as she is with us, in our heart, we feel safe and secure

Imagine what it would be, if we had n’t have kept our heart, the special place for her

---------------------------------------------

*Satish is 18 year old son of  Dr. Nrusingha and Mrs. Bandita Mishra. 

wisdom of arguing
L\Ð cÐSÞÒm ÒcÐV

 jË[Ð cÐSÞÒm jeÊ
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_Ð[ÐmÞAe JÜLÐe

                          hÐ«_Ê LÊcÐe AQÐdàÔ

eÐ[Þ  `ÍÐ¯ _’VÐ Ð LÞ«Ê jËdàÔÐª H`dàÔ« ÒkÐB_Þ Ð aZ bÞ[eVÐ [\Ð`Þ Òah AÒmÐLÞ[ Ð`¾Þc ]ÞNaf¯e ÒNÐVÞH 

@Õh, NbÑe `ÐB_ aZ bÞ[eÊ, ]ÞhÊRÞ Òah AbÐdÊ¦ Ð [Ð’eÞ cTÞÒe ÒjB jÞtÊe ÒVÐ`ÐVÞ ! cª HL SÑa« e¦ÒVÐ`Ð `eÞ 

\m\m kD\ÐH jËdàÔ; @ªNÐcÑ jËdàÔ Ð 

HWÐLÐe `ÐB_ aZ `ÍLó[Òe aZ _ÊÒkÜ- ÒNÐVÞH aÞeÐV QÐtÊA Aaó[ @qf LkÞÒm QÒf Ð dÊAÒX AMÞaÊmÐBÒm 

jÞAÒX ]ó½Þ ÒNÐQe kÊH ÒLaf cªcª ÒX=ÐÒX=Ð  ÒcÐVÐ ÒcÐVÐ AD aÞhÊw jefÒeMÐ ALó[Þe eÊSÊ _b¾ÊÕaÞ @jÕMÔ 

`ÐB_ N¨Þe ªÕb Ð ÒjB ªÕb NÊXÞLe hÑiàÒe j®ÞfÞ[ `ÐB_ XÐf`[Íe _ÞaÞX RtÐRtÞeÊ jó½ ÒjB aÞhÐf A]ÞN« QtÍÐ[` 

dÐkÐe _ÜÐ- ÒS.aÞ. `ÐLà Ð 

HB `ÐLà bÞ[Òe kÐ[ ^eÐ^eÞ ÒkB QÐmÊ\Ð«Þ iÐWÞH aiàe SÒZ bÐe[Ñ¯ _ÐNeÞL [Ð*e AW, _@ aià a¯je 

AÒceÞLÐ_ _ÐNeÞL _Ð[ÞVÞH jkÞ[ Ð `ÐLà  bÞ[eVÐ jÕ`ËÀà _ÞSà_, _Þªv c^Ô Ð ÒLaf hÊbÊ\ÐH ÒNÐVÞH TeZÐeÊ NXÞNXÞ 

QÐmÞ\ÞaÐ lÑZ Sf`ÍaÐke jébÐaÞL hÐ« NÊÕSeZ Ð cTÞÒe cTÞÒe ÒLÒ[VÐ @]óhÔ `lÑe LÐLfÞ c^Ô Ð ÒjB  LÐLfÞLÊ 

LÐÒ_B LÐÒ_B QÐmÞ\Ð«Þ @SÐ_Ð[Þ ]ÊÒkÜ Ð `ÐB_ NRe ªÕbNÊXÞL cTÞÒe jeÊ QmÐ aÐVVÞH ^eÞ kÐ[ ^eÐ^eÞ ÒkB QÐmÞ\

Ð«Þ Òj ]ÊÒkÜ - ]ÊBVÞ bÞ_ð jÕ²ó[Þ J ]ÊB `ÞYÞe aÔa^Ð_ jÒ[é e¦jÕ`LàÒe auÐ ]ÊB a¯ÓLÍce cZÞi Ð 

“[Ð ÒkÒm [ce H aZÒe aÐObÐmÊ _ÐkÐ«Þ?” _Ñea[Ð b=LeÞ `QÐeÞÒm kWÐ[ç NÕbÑe jéeVÞH bÞ[eÊ aóów 

SZL Ð

“No @SÐ-” _Ð[Þ Dre Ò]mÐ hÕLÞ[ LÕWÒe, “No ! Òheç MÜÐ here but”  AÒmÐL [Ð @SÐ @ce* kÐ[ 

^eÞ bÞXÞÒ_mÐ VÞÒL ANLÊ Ð jÒ[LÞ SÐNÐVÐ AÒ]ßÐ _ÞeÐ`] cÒ_ÒkD_\ÞmÐ [ÐLÊ Ð Q[Ê~àÞNLÊ LÐ_ÒXeÞ Òj L@Z ÒdcÞ[Þ 

hÊZÞaÐLÊ ÒQ½Ð LeÊ\ÐH Ð 

“AÒmÐL ! [Ò[ Xe cÐXÊRÞ LÞ aÐ`Ð?” @ce SÐLÞ Ò_Òm `ÐMLÊ _Ð[ÞLÊ Ð ÒLÐcf jéeÒe `QÐeÞÒm, “aÐO bÐmÊ 

_Ðk«Þ [ XeÊRÊ LÐkÐLÊ?”
“@SÐ!“, AÒmÐLe AMÞ ÒdÐXÐL b¯Òe jÕLÊQÞ[ Ð \e \e NfÐÒe Òj LkÞmÐ, “@SÐ! The gun man, ...there

is a gun man- last year he killed five children in this forest.. let us go back home, @SÐ!”
jËdàÔ [\Ð`Þ @ª ÒkÐB _\Ð«Þ Ð aÞªÑÀà `ÐB_ç aZe `¾Þc ]ÞN«eÊ HL `ÍLÐe @¡Ë[ e=e AÒmÐL cÐVÞ D`Òe 

[ef ÒSÔÐ[ÞÞcà¯ TeZÐNÊXÞH `eÞ `ÍaÐkÞ[ ÒkaÐLÊ AeÕ¡ LeÞ\ÐH ÒjB cÐ[Í Ð ÒjB AÒmÐLÒe D]çbÐjÞ[ `ÐB_ç aZVÞ 

]ÞhÞaÐLÊ AeÕb LeÞ\ÐH ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf @aÞLf HL @`Ëaà e=Ñ_ RÐ¯ÐQÞ[Í `eÞ Ð

“Let us go back home @SÐ!” AÒmÐL VÐZÞmÐ ÒSÐeçÒe `RLÊ @ce*Ê Ð _Ð[Þe kÐ[VZÐ jÕbÐfÞ _`ÐeÞ @

ce ÒdÐ[Ð ÒNÐCWÞLÊ QÐ`ÞÒm  ÒSÐeÒ]B cÐVÞ D`Òe Ð aÊTÞ `ÐeÊ_\Ð«Þ Òj _Ð[Þe @Òk[ÊL b¯e LÐeZLÊ AÒ]ßÐ Òj[ÞLÞ 

ÒaÒf Òj hÊZÞ `ÐeÞÒm HL @¸½ hv- Y`ç Y`ç Y`ç Y`ç Ð Òahç ]ó[ N[ÞÒe `ÐÒMB @jÊÊ\ÐH  hvVÐ Ð @ce j[Òe VÞÒL 

XeÞNÒm aÞ Ð AÒmÐL ÒjÒ[ÒaÒfLÊ [Ð @SÐ* Ò]kÒe ÒmhÞ ÒkÐB dÐB\ÐH b¯ J Ah*ÐÒe Ð 

The gun man [ÐÒkÒm j[Òe AjÊRÞ ? `ÐÒMB AjÊRÞ gun man Òd NmÐaià `ÐqVÐ `ÞmÐ*Ê k[ÔÐ LeÞQÞ 
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HB @eZÔÒe ? @ce c^Ô kXaÒXB NÒm Ð [\Ð`Þ jÐkÐj jÕQ¯ LeÞ Òj Ahéª LeÞaÐLÊ ÒQ½ÐLÒm `ÞmÐVÞLÊ Ð _ec 

NfÐÒe LkÞÒm , “Xe_Ð aÐ`Ð - cÊ `eÐ @RÞ, Xe LÐkÐLÊ?”ÒjÒ[ÒafLÊ AÒmÐL \eÞaÐLÊ AeÕb LmÐZÞ Ð [Ð Ò]keÊ 

NcçNcç TÐf ÒaÐkÞmÐZÞ Ð Y`çY`ç hv AkÊeÞ _ÞLVeÊ hÊZÐNmÐZÞ Ð LÞ«Ê O_ @eZÔ c^ÔÒe aÞQÞ[Í hvVÐe Djú @_ÊcÐ_ 

LeÞaÐ jÕba ÒkD_\ÐH Ð 

kWÐ[ç @ce jÒQ[_ ÒkÒm Ð bÐe[Òe @eZÔ LÐ«ÐeÒe HLÐLÑ bÍcZ LmÐÒaÒf aÔÐOÍ b¯ SÐ[ ÒkÒm 

ÒNÐVÞH c§ ÒaÐmÞaÐLÊ MÊaç `ÞmÐ]Þ_Ê Òj D`Ò]h `ÐB\ÞÒm [Ð* @SÐ*WÐeÊ Ð Òj c§e D`ÒdÐN L]Ð`Þ LeÞ _ \ÞÒm 

Òj H `dàÔ« Ð bÐe[e @eZÔÒe aÐO bÐmË  \ÐA«Þ @ahÔ Ð LÞ«Ê HWÞ ? HWÞ LÞH elÐ LeÞ `ÐeÞa [Ð*e HB @jÊelÞ[ 

aÕh^eVÞLÊ HL @SZÐ gunmane ALÍcZeÊ ?

kWÐ[ç @ce* LÕWeÊ _ÞÓjó[ ÒkmÐ, “JÜ DNÍaÑeÕ ckÐaÞ»ãÕ Séf«Õ jaàÒ[Ð cÊMÕ /_ójÞÕkÕ bÑiZÕ b]ÍÕ cóÒ[ÔÐcóà[ÊÔÕ 

_cÐcÔkÕ Ð”
jÕ²ó[ bÐiÐe @`Ëaà ^é_ÞÒe `Í[Þ^é_Þ[ ÒkÐB DWÞmÐ AÒceÞLÐe Connecticut eÐSÔe eÐS^Ð_Ñ Hartfordjkee

D`Ð« @ÕQfe HL lÊ]Í _NeÑ NâÐjçV_çaeÞe AeZÔL `eÞÒah jÒc[ç jÐeÐ `ÐLàVÐ ! AD [Ð jkÞ[ c^Ô hve `ÍbÐaÒe 

jÒ[LÞ ÒjB b¯*e Y`ç Y`ç AaÐSç 

QÊ`ç `XÞNmÐ Ð [Ðe `ÍbÐa `XÞmÐ AÒmÐL D`Òe [[çlZÐ[ç Ð Òj AkÊeÞ ÒSÐeçÒe LÊÕÒYB ^eÞmÐ [Ð 

@SÐ*Ê Ð aÞLf ÒkÐB LkÞmÐ-

“No, no, Don’t do that @SÐ He will kill us, kill us” ! 

Gun mane `Ð] hv [\Ð`Þ QÊ`ç Ð L’Z LeÊRÞ Òj? ÒLÐDWÞ WÞA ÒkB mlÔ  LeÊQÞ kÊH[ [Ð  gun - @SÐ 

_Ð[Þ* D`eLÊ ? 

@ce AkÊeÞ aX `ÐVÞÒe ckÐ_ójÞÕk c§ AaórÞ LeÞQÐmÞÒm  Ð QÐeÞAX _Þª Ð `ÐLà bÞ[eVÐ _ÞSjé IhéeÑ¯ 

_ÞSà_[Ð `eÞaÒrà ^ÐeZ LeÞjÐeÞ\ÐH HL ÒbßÐ[ÞL D`yÞ[ÞLÊ Ð @ce LÞ«Ê c§e AaórÞ QÐmÊeMÞÒm Ð 

kWÐ[ç hÊZÐNmÐ @`Í[ÔÐhÞ[ HL _ÐeÑLÕW, “Hey, what is that? is this an Indian song? What are you 

singing?”

jéeVÐe D[ç`rÞ yf [\Ð`Þ @]óhÔ Ð @ce QÊ`ç ÒkÐBNÒm Ð AÒmÐL LÐtLÐt ÒkB NmÐ Ð AÒªLeÞ LkÞmÐ , “@

SÐ! this is a she-gun man. still more dangerous-let us run away”

“No, no, don’t run away! Stay, who are you?”    NR AYÊAfeÊ jVàjç AD ÒLVjç `ÞuÐ c^Ôa¯²Ð 

ÒNßÐeÐ=Ñ b]Í ckÞfÐ SÒZ jkjÐ AaÞbàË[Ð ÒkÒm @ce* ANÒe Ð QcLÞ `XÞÒm j[Òe @ce Ð AÒmÐL H\e VÞÒL jÐkj 

`ÐBmÐ bfÞ @ce*Ê [Ð aÐkÊ au_eÊ cÊ¦ LmÐ Ð 

±Ñ ÒmÐLVÞ @kÊeÞ `ÐÒMB AjÞ @ce* @XLÊ kÐ[ aÒYB jéÐN[ LeÞaÐ b=ÞÒe jkÐjÔ a]_Òe QÐkÞÜ LkÞmÐ , 

“That’s wonderful. Can you please sing that again?”

@ce jÕLÊQÞ[ ÒkÒm Ð HÒL[ Òj AÒceÞLÐ_ç BÕÒeSÑ DnÐeZ bmLeÞ aÊTÞ `ÐeÊ_\ÞÒm Ð 

`ÊZÞ aZ bÞ[Òe kWÐ[ç H bfÞ HL @]çbË[ Ò`ÐiÐL `ÞuÐ ±Ñ ÒmÐLLÊ Ò]MÞaÐLÊ `ÍªÊ[ _\ÞÒm Ð Ò[ZÊ Òj QÊ`çÒkÐB 
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ÒLaf WÞA ÒkÐB ekÞÒm Ð 

LÞ«Ê AÒmÐL ÒjÒ[ÒafLÊ jÕ`ËÀà jÊy J jéÐbÐaÞL ÒkÐB dÐB\ÐH Ð aràcÐ_ Òj [Ð @SÐ*Ê AN«ÊLÐ*  jkÞ[ 

`eÞQÞ[ LeÐBaÐLÊ ANbe ÒkB LkÞmÐ, “She asked you to sing that song again, @SÐ !”
@ce A¾dÔà ÒkÒm Ð cÒ_ cÒ_ bÐaÞÒm - ckÐ _ójÞÕk c§VÐ Ò[Òa LZ HÒ[ h¦ÞhÐfÑ? gunmanLÊ `eÞarà_ 

LeÞÒ]mÐ _ÐeÑLÊ? LÞ«Ê LÞH H _ÐeÑ ? aÐªa _Ð ÒbßÐ[ÞL ? bÐe[Òe NbÑe @eZÔÒe HLÐLÑ bÍcZ LeÞaÐÒe Òj @bÔª 

Ð [Ð*e aÐO bÐmÊ*Ê b¯ _\ÐH b¯ \ÐH ÒahÑ @_Ô HL SÐ[Þe @heÑeÑ jrÐLÊ Ð ÒjcÐ_*Ê LÊkÐdÐH - hÐf bÕSÞLÐ ! 

ÒjcÐÒ_ HL SÐ[ÞÞe @¿eÑ Ð HLÐLÑ `\ÞLLÊ ÒjcÐÒ_ @eZÔÒe Ò]MÞÒm _Ð_Ð `ÍLÐÒe `ÍÒmÐbÞ[ Le«Þ Ð @dÐQÞ[ bÐÒa 

Ò`Íc jÕbÐiZ SZÐ«Þ Ð `Òe `Òe ckÐaÞ`rÞ jó½Þ kÊH Ð aÞQeÐ `\ÞL aÞ`\ NÐcÑ kÊH HaÕ ÒhiÒe có[ÊÔcÊMÒe `ÒX Ð 

@ce*e Ah*ÐLÊ ]óYÑbÊ[ LmÐ`eÞ Òhé[Ð=Ñ _ÐeÑVÞ [Ð*e AkÊeÞ _ÞLVaràÑ ÒkÐB AjÞmÐ Ð _ÞSe `eÞQ¯ 

Ò]mÐ, “I’m Natalia,  Come on, sing that song again, please, Your voice is marvelous, indeed!  `Òe `Òe 

Òj @ce* kÐ[LÊ _ÞS kÐ[ cÊWÐ bÞ[eLÊ Ò_B Lec~à_ LeÞajÞmÐ Ð 

ÒjÒ[ÒafLÊ @ce* @ayÐ LÐBmç ÒkÐB NmÐZÞ @Ò_LVÐ Ð LÊ¶Þ[ bÐÒa Òj _ÞSAXÊ jÒ$B Ò]mÐ`eÞ _Ð[Þ 

AÒmÐLLÊ QÐkÞÜ LkÞÒm

“[ÐLÊ aÊÒTB Ò]- H ÒNÐVÐH NÑ[ _ÊÒkÜ AÒ]ßÐ ! ¯Ð _ÐÜ c§ ! c§LÊ HcÞ[Þ ÒjcÞ[Þ NÑ[ bfÞÞ 

ÒaÐmÐdÐH _Ð !” HkÐ `Òe @ce aÔª ÒkÐB `XÞÒm hÑOÍ OeLÊ Ò$eÞ dÞaÐ mÐNÞ Ð

“but @SÐ”, AÒmÐL @`Í[Þb AD  Ak[ jéeÒe LkÞmÐ, “Òj `eÐ A²ÊQÞ..Ð” JXÞA LkÞaÐÒe @_bÔª AÒmÐL 

RtÞ ÒkmÐ D`dÊ¦ hv ÒMÐSÞaÐÒe Ð LÞRÞ Òaf \=c= ÒkB ÒhiÒe jcÐ© LmÐ [Ð @bÞaÔ¦Þ, “Òj A²ÊQÞ [ÊÒc jÞ=ç Le 

Òj NÑ[ AD\Òe Ð Òj [Êce Ò$Í¨ç kaÐLÊ QÐkÊÜQÞ Ð”
MÊaç @jéyÞ @_Êba LÒm @ce Ð _ÞS jÐc_ÐÒe cÊkÜLÊ cÊkÜ ÒdÐXÞmÐ bfÞ WÞA ÒkÐB\ÞaÐ hÐfbÕSÞLÐVÞLÊ A`Ð]cªL 

_ÞeÑlZ LÒm Òj Ð Dn[ÐÒe `ÍÐ¯ [Ð*  _ÞS jkÞ[ jcÐ_ HaÕ HLÐ  a¯je Òhé[Ð=Ñ ±ÑÒmÐLVÞLÊ AMÞ jÐc_ÐÒe aÞ 

Ò]MÊ\ÞÒm  [Ð*Ê mÐNÊ\ÐH Òj AÒ]ßÐ SÒZ _ÐeÑ _ÒkÐB `ÐÒe Ð bÐe[Òe Òj bfÞ ±Ñ ÒmÐL*Ê LÊkÐdÐH - LÞÕ`ÊeÊi Ð `ÊZÞ 

b]Í ckÞfÐ* Òah bËiÐ -! `[fÐ ÒMfaÐXà heÑeLÊ Aaó[ LeÞ\ÐH  kÊNÊfÐ kÐ[LVÐ ÒNÕSÞ MÒ¨ Ð @ÃÐWÊÜ QÐMÒ¨ [f dÐÒL 

mÕaÞ \ÐH cÐ[Í QÞ`Ð `ÔÐÃ aÐ jVàjç Ð AD `Ð]Òe kÒf ^fÐ e=e ÒLVjç Ð cÊ¨aÐf LVÐ dÐB\ÐH ÒRÐV ÒRÐV - `ÊeÊi* 

Y=Òe Ð ÒQÒkeÐ `ÐMÐ`ÐMÞ `ÊeÊi `eÞ ; LÞ«Ê LÐ_Òe ÒdÐXÞH aXaX AMÞ]ó½ÞA `\e ajÐ LÐ_$Êm AD JWÒe mÞ`ç½ÞLç 

jÒc[ k_Ê kÐX D`Òe cMÐ Bi[ç mÐmç e=e eÊSç `ÐDXe ÒdÐNÊ kÊH[ ÒjB aól`eÑVÞLÊ _ÐeÑ LÊkÐdÐB `ÐÒe Ð 

@ce [\Ð`Þ LÊ¶Þ[ ÒkDR«Þ SÐZÞ AÒmÐL _ÞS AXÊ AN«ÊLÐ ckÞfÐ*Ê b]Í[Ð MÐ[ÞeçÒe LkÞmÐ,

“Excuse me, I’m Aloka’ and he is my grandfather Amar from India. He says he won’t sing that 

song again because that is not any ordinary song. it is a mantra- a very sacred sound from the Vedas.”

LÞRÞ jc¯ `ÐBÜ _Þea[Ðe eÐSÊ[Þ @_Êba LÒm jcÒª Ð TeZÐe TeTe hv AD `lÑe LÐLfÞ `Ê_aàÐe Ò$eÞ 

AjÞmÐ LÐ_ `ÐMLÊ Ð @ce _Ð[Þe kÐ[ cÊÒWB ^eÞ Ò_Òm Ð LkÞÒm , QÐmç - H \e dÞaÐ OeLÊ Ð

LÞ«Ê AÒmÐL _ÒRÐX auÐ Ð dÞ]Þ LmÐ Òj Ð LkÞmÐ , _Ð ! [cLÊ jÞ=ÞaÐLÊ `XÞa @SÐ! [Òc Òj NÑ[ _ jÞ=ÞÒm Òj 
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@Ò$Ò¨Xç ka Ð H Ò]hÒe HBVÐ very bad manners. Now sing it! Don’t fell shy. yes, sing it please! N[Ô«e 

_\ÞmÐ @ce*e Ð Ò[ZÊ Òj AeÕb LÒm... “JÜ.....Ð”
LÞ«Ê ÒjB JÜLÐe V`Þ @_Ô `]LÊ dÞaÐ `ËaàeÊ Òj HL @¡Ë[ hv hÊZÞ @VLÞ NÒm Ð [Ð*Ê hÊbÞmÐ jÒ[ ÒdcÞ[Þ 

ÒNÐVÐH aÍÐkêZÑ Òa= aZ bÞ[eÊ kWÐ[ç eXÞ LeÞ DWÞmÐ-- P..P..P ! @ce j[Là ÒkÒm Ð 

aÊTÞ `ÐeÞÒm aÔÐ`ÐeVÐ Ð hÐfbÕSÞLÐ aÐ aól`eÑVÞ aràcÐ_ [Ð*Ê MÒ[B ÒkaÐ AeÕb LeÞRÞ Ð kjÞÒm @ce Ð 

jÐcÐ_Ô `eÞkÐj LmÐ`eÞ aól -`eÑLÊ QÐkÞÜ LkÞÒm , “No- not that! say Òj @-E- c-- “
LÞ«Ê ±Ñ ÒmÐLVÞ H\e @_Ô HL `ÍLÐÒe jée LeÞ a_bËcÞLÊ cÊMeÞ[ LeÞ QÐmÞmÐ Ð 

@ce SÒZ hÞlL Ð bÐe[Òe Òj hÞlL[Ð LeÞ\ÞÒm ]ÑOà LÐf, ÒLßÐZjÞ HL aÞhéaÞ]ÔÐf¯Òe, HaÕ j]Ô @aje 

NÍkZ LeÞ\Ð«Þ Ð AÒceÞLÐÒe ekÊ\ÞaÐ [Ð*e `Ê[Í L_ÔÐcÐ_* _Þc§Z elÐLeÞ Òj @Á ]Þ_ [Òf AjÞ\Ð«Þ HWÐLÊ Ð HWÞ 

`kqÞaÐ `Òe Òj mlÔ LeÞ\ÞÒm HL ]ÊeËk @ayÐ Ð ]ÊÓMÞ[ ÒkD\Ð«Þ Òj Òd [Ð*e aÕh^e _Ð[Þ _Ð[ÊZÑcÐÒ_ AD 

cÐ[óbÐiÐ JXÞA LkÞÒmMÞ `ÐeÞaÐ @ayÐÒe _ÐkÐ«Þ Ð Ò[ZÊ Òj [Ð*e _Ð[Þ AÒmÐLLÊ N[ LÞRÞ ]Þ_ Òka JXÞA hÞlÐ Ò]aÐÒe 

^ÔÐ_ Ò]B\Ð«Þ Ð ]ÑOà aiàe @bÞs[ÐeÊ Òj SÐZÞ \Ð«Þ Òd JXÞA bÐiÐ hÞlÐe cËf jË[ÍVÞ ÒkmÐ jÕ²ó[ DnÐeZ Ð hÊw jÕ²ó[ 

DnÐeZ LeÞ`ÐeÊ\ÞaÐ aÔ¦Þ BÕÒeSÑ jÒc[ç ÒdÒLßÐZjÞ BÒ¨Ð¯ÊÒeÐ`Þ¯Ð_ç bÐiÐ jkSÒe hÞMÞÞ `ÐÒe Ð ÒjB LÐeZeÊ Òj 

AÒmÐLLÊ jÐ\ÞÒe ^eÞÞ aeÐae aÊmÊ\ÞÒm AD jÊÒdÐN `ÐBaÐ cÐÒ[Í [ÐLÊ jÕ²ó[ ÒhÐìL hÞMÐD \ÞÒm Ð LÞ«Ê H aól`eÑVÞ [ 

`ÍZa @hÊwÞ LeÊRÞ DnÐeZÒe ! 

@ce H\e [Ð*e _’ aià a¯je _Ð[ÞLÊ cÐ^Ôc LeÞ @sÐ[ ±Ñ ÒmÐLVÞ DÒ~hÔÒe LkÞÒm, “[ÐLÊ Lk Òj 

JÜLÐe DnÐeZ WÞLç bÐÒa LeÞ`ÐeÊ_ÐkÞÜ Ð Òj d]Þ QÐÒkÜ Ò[Òa cÊÜ hÞMÐB Ò]aÞ Ð”
AÒmÐL, ±Ñ ÒmÐLVÞ jkÞ[ L\ÐaÐràÐ LmÐ yÐ_Ñ¯ BÕÒeSÑ bÐiÐe DnÐeZÒe-dÐkÐ  @Á @Á aÊTÞaÐLÊ jlc 

ÒkÒm @ce Ð LÞ«Ê `e cÊkËràÒe Òj `ÊeÐ`ÊeÞ A[*Þ[ ÒkÐB `XÞÒm Ð [Ð*Ê SZÐNmÐ jÒ[ Òd`eÞ [Ð*Ê ÒNÐVÐH jÐ` LafÞ[ 

LeÞ `LÐDRÞ Ð ÒjÒ[ÒafLÊ Òj `ÊeÐ`ÊeÞ au_Òe `XÞdÐB\Ð«Þ ÒjB @sÐ[ _ÐeÑVÞe ! 

@ce* @ÃÐ QÐeÞ`ÐÒM _ÓÞjÕÒLÐQÒe _ÞSe jeÊ kÐ[VÞLÊ NÊXÐB ^eÞ _Ð[ÐmÞA [Ð* AMÞÒe AMÞ cÞÒfB QÐkÞÜmÐ 

Ð kj kj cÊkÜÒe @ce*Ê @_ÐB LkÞmÐ, “yes please. I’m ready. Teach me that song. I love it very much!”

HB bÞ[Òe Òj @ce*Ê VÐZÞ Ò_B jÐeÞ \ÐH Òahç LÞRÞ ]ËeLÊ - ÒdÐDWÞ ÒNÐVÞH `Ê´eÞZÑ  jó½Þ ÒkÐB \ÐH TeZÐeÊ 

TeÞAjÊ\ÞaÐ Sf^ÐeÐeÊ Ð ÒjB `Ê´eÞZÑe Q[Ê`Ðhéà O_ a_Ð_ÑÒe Aaó[ ÒkÐB LÊÕS bfÞ ]óhÔcÐ_ ÒkD\ÐH jÕuÔÐÒmÐLÒeÐ 

LÊÕS c^ÔÒe yÐÒ_ yÐÒ_ LÐW Òaqç ÒLÒ[ÐVÞ `XÞ\ÐH `ÐLàÒe bÍcZLìÐ« ÒmÐL* AeÐc `ÐBÜ Ð ÒjB c^ÔeÊ ÒNÐVÞH 

ÒaqçÒe @ce*Ê ajÐB Ò]B _Ð[ÐmÞ¯Ð _ÞÒS ajÞ `XÞmÐ [Ð* `ÐMÒe AD `Ê_aàÐe @_ÊÒeÐ^ LmÐ- ,“Please sing that 

again. is this an Indian song? Oh, How lovley! Start it from the beginning please.”

@ce mlÔ LÒm AÒmÐLLÊ Ð `ÞmÐVÞ aÞhéªbÐÒa [Ð*Ê @_ÊjeZ LeÞ `kÕQÞ dÐB\ÐH [Ð* `ÐMÒe Ð LZ bÐaÊ\ÞmÐ 

Òj ÒLSÐZÞ !kWÐ[ç hÊZÐNmÐ @ce* Dn LÕWeÊ, “JÜ JÜ JÜ ...... “ HL mÕaÐ @je«Þ JÜLÐe ^é_Þ ! HÒ[ mÕaÐ Òj ^é_Þe 

DnÐeZ Òd Òj\ÞÒe \eÞDWÞmÐ Q[Ê]àÞN Ð @ce* LÕW SÒZ ]ÑOà ]Þ_ ^eÞ Òe¯ÐSç LeÞ jÕNÑ[ @bÔÐj LeÞ\ÞaÐ jÕNÑ[se 

LÕW Ð ÒjB @bÔª LÕW- _Þjó[ `ÍZa c§ DnÐeZe `ÍbÐa  `eÞÒah D`Òe A¾dàÔ S_L bÐÒa LÐdàÔ LmÐ kÊH[ Ð 
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Òj\ÞÒe [[çlZÐ[ç _ÞSLÊ cÞhÐB Ò]mÐ ÒjB hÐfbÕSÞLÐ aÐ aól`eÑ _Ð[ÐmÞ¯Ð Ð Òj ]ÊkÞÜ* j®ÞfÞ[ JÜLÐe _Ð]Òe NN_ 

`a_ cÊMeÞ[ ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð ÒjcÞ[Þ ÒLÒ[Òaf Òj ]ÊkÞÜ* Ò]ßé[ NÐ_ QÐmÞ\ÞmÐ [Ðe kÞjÐa @ce* `ÐMÒe _\ÞmÐ Ð 

“@SÐ !” AÒmÐLe AkâÐ]beÐ QÞ[çLÐeÒe dÐB @ce* ^ÔÐ_ b=ÒkmÐ Ð ÒjÒ[ÒafLÊ AÒmÐL AD AÒmÐL 

ÒkÐB _\ÞmÐ Ð Òj jÒ[aÐ jÕ`ËÀà jé`ðÐbÞbË[ ! jé`ðaÞÒbÐe jéeÒe Òj SfÐh¯ LËfeÊ QÞ[çLÐe LeÊ \ÐH, “@SÐ ! @SÐ ! Ò]M 

Ò]M! ponde fishçcÐÒ_ `ÐZÞ [fÊ head D`eLÊ aÐkÐe LeÞQ«Þ! [c songLÊ hear LeÊQ«Þ !”
@VLÞ NÒm @ce AD A¾dÔà ÒkÐB QÐeÞAXLÊ QÐkÞÜÒm Ð `Òe `Òe [Ð* QÐkÐZÑ OÊeÞmÐ ÒNÐVÞH `ÐMLÊ ÒdÐDWÞ 

ª� ÒkÐB ekÞ dÐB\ÞmÐ _Ð[ÐmÞ¯Ð Ð 

kWÐ[ç _ÞSe NÐm D`Òe HL DiÊcç QÊÕa_ @_Êba LÒm @ce Ð jÕ`ËÀàà jÕLÊQÞ[ ÒkÐB DWÞ`XÞÒm Òj Ð HkÐ \ÞmÐ 

[Ð* SÑa_e HL _ËA @bÞs[Ð dÐkÐ Òj AÒ]ßÐ Ah*ÐÐ  LeÞ_\ÞÒm Ð MÊaç m³Þ[ ÒkÒm Òj Ð _’ aiàe _Ð[Þ jÐc_ÐÒe H 

ÒdDÜ aÐÒS L\Ð OVÞNmÐ Òj\ÞÒe @[Þh¯ aÞaÍ[ ÒkÐB `XÞÒm c^Ô Òj Ð 

_Ð[ÐmÞ¯Ð LÞ«Ê @Ò]ßÐ LÞRÞ _bÐaÞ @[Ô« jébÐaÞL bÐÒa LkÞmÐ, “Thank you, dear friend. I got it now. Can 

we meet tomorrow? Tomorrow you will hear me singing it perfectly. To be sure. OK?” 

@ce LÞRÞ LkÞaÐ @ayÐÒe _\ÞÒm Ð _Ð[ÐmÞ¯Ð lÞ`Í N[ÞÒe SNÞ=ç LeÞLeÞ S=m bÞ[Òe DÒbB NmÐ Ð ]ËeeÊ [Ðe 

`Ð]hv hÊbÊ\ÐH Y`çY`ç Y`çY`ç ...!

@SÐ _Ð[Þ jÐ= ÒkÐB OeLÊ Ò$eÞ AjÞÒm Ð aÐVÒe AÒmÐL `QÐeÞmÐ, “Don’t you think that she is your 

girl friend ?“

@ce kjÞÒm Ð LkÞÒm, “Òj [ cËfeÊ cZÞi _ÊÒkÜ - girl friend _Ð R[Ê !”
“cZÞi _ÊÒkÜ? then whatç? a ghost you think her to be? You make me scared, @SÐ !“ AÒmÐL @bÞÒdÐN 

LmÐ Ð

`e ]Þ_ @SÐ _Ð[Þ `ÊZÞ kÐ[ ^eÐ^eÞ ÒkB `ÐLàLÊ AjÞÒm Ð ASÞ AÒmÐLe gunman b¯ _\ÐH Ð LÞ«Ê [Ð AMÞ 

]ÊBVÐ L_L_ kD\ÐH Ð Òj _Þ¾¯ @Ò`lÐ LeÊ\ÐH ÒjB ±Ñ ÒmÐLVÞLÊ- _Ð[ÐmÞ¯Ðe ÒSÐ[Ðe Y`ç Y`ç hvLÊ Ð 

jÐeÐ juÔÐ ÒjcÐÒ_ `ÐLàÒe OÊeÞ aÊmÞÒm Ð ASÞ AÒmÐL _Þbà¯ Ð Òj gunman L\Ð `ËeÐ bÊmÞ dÐB\ÐH Ð LÞ«Ê 

cTÞÒe cTÞÒe Òj @ce*Ê `QÐeÞaÐLÊ bÊmÊ _\ÐH, “@SÐ ! [Êc girlfriend[ LÐkÞÜLÞ appear LeÊ _ÐkÞÜ ? Òj LZ j[Òe 

cZÞi _Ð... “What do you call her? A tree fairy? “Druid” ?“

“_Ð _Ð.. “, @ce [\Ð`Þ AhÐ eMÞ\Ð«Þ _Ð[ÐmÞ¯Ðe `Ê_eÐaÞbàÐa `ÐBÜ Ð LÞ«Ê _Ð[ÐmÞ¯Ð jkÞ[ AD ÒjcÐ_*e 

ÒbV ÒkÐB `ÐeÞmÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð ]Þ_ `Òe ]Þ_ aÞ[Þ NmÐ Ð NÍÑiê RÊVÞ LVÞaÐLÊ ajÞmÐ Ð @SÐ _Ð[Þ* `ÐLà bÍcZ jkÞ[ _Ð[ÐmÞ¯Ð 

-@_ÊjuÐ_  LÐdàÔLÍc [\Ð`Þ SÐeÞ ekÞ\ÐH Ð

 ]ÞÒ_  juÔÐÒe @ce `ÐLà bÞ[e ÒjB `Ê´eÞZÑ LËfe LÐW Òaqç D`Òe ajÞ\Ð«Þ Ð AÒmÐL `ÐZÞ LËfÒe WÞA 

ÒkÐB ÒRÐVÒRÐV  M`eÐ jÕNÍk LeÞ `ÐZÞ D`eLÊ Ò$Ð`ÐXÊ \ÐH Ð kWÐ[ç Òj QÞ[çLÐe LmÐ- “ @SÐ ! Look! The fishes 

are up from water again! They watch us! See! See!

WÞLç ÒjB jc¯Òe `Ê´eÞZÑe Ae `ÐM ÒNÐVÐH @ÕQfe O_ jÐuÍ _ÞaÞX `ÐB_ç aZ bÞ[eÊ ÒLDÜ WÐeÊ hÊbÞmÐ 
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HL @¸½ JÜLÐe NÊÕSeZ MÊaç ^Ñe cÐ_aÑ¯ jéeÒe Ð Òj\ÞÒe LÞ @]çbË[ h¦Þ \ÞmÐ ÒLSÐZÞ ! `ÐLàe NRm[ÐcÐÒ_ c^Ô 

Òj\ÞÒe `ÍbÐaÞ[ ÒkmÐ `eÞ Q[Ê]ÞàN ¸tÞ[ ÒkÐB DWÞmÐ Ð @ªNÐcÑ jËdàÔ c^Ô aÐ]ç NmÐ_ÐkÞÜ Òj `ÍbÐaeÊ Ð kWÐ[ç `¾Þc 

]ÞNçaf¯ HL @`Ëaà  aÀàÒe eÕSÞ[ ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð

“@SÐ ! Let’s go to that side. May be she is there.” AÒmÐL ^ÐBÜmÐ Ò`ÐMeÑ LËÒfLËÒf Òj`ÐeÞLÊ Ð 

LÞ«Ê @ce SÐZÞ `ÐeÞÒm- _Ð[ÐmÞ¯ÐLÊ AÒmÐL WÐa LeÞ `ÐeÞa _ÐkÞÜ AÒ]ßÐ Ð LÐeZ Òj \ÞmÐ HL hÐfbÕSÞLÐ 

Òd AÒceÞLÐe @eZÔÒe ekÞ [Ðe _ÞSjé ^cà bÊmÞdÐBjÐeÞ\ÞmÐ Ð ÒjB hÐfbÕSÞLÐcÐÒ_ bÐe[e @eZÔÒe aólcÐ_*Òe 

ÒLaf _ÊÒkÜ ctÞe NÐ[ÍcÐ_*Òe c^Ô aÐj Le«Þ Ð ÒjB cÐ_* ÒdÐNÊ @eZÔe _ÞSà_[Ð FiÞ cÊ_ÞcÐ_* `ÐBÜ [Ò`ÐbËcÑ 

`ÐmÒV Ð ÒjcÐÒ_ _ÞSà_[Ð bÞ[Òe hÊZ«Þ- @_Ðk[ ^é_Þ dÐkÐ _ÐÜ  JÜLÐe Ð 

AD jÐ^ÐeZ jÕjÐeÑ ÒmÐÒL ^cà @Sà_ `ÐBÜ ctÞeLÊ dÐB ÒjWÐÒe ctÞe LÐxÒe ÒbV«Þ _ó[Ôe[Ð _V_VÑ aÐ 

hÐfbÕSÞLÐ cÐ_*Ê Ð ÒjWÞ c^Ô _ÞSà_ cËkÊràcÐ_*Òe LaÞcÐÒ_ hÊZÞaÐLÊ `ÐA«Þ- JÜLÐe ^é_Þc¯ DnÐVL jÕNÑ[ Ð HB ÒkmÐ 

ÒjcÐ_*e ^cà Ð _Ð[ÐmÞ¯Ð - Òj ÒdÒLkÞ ÒkD `ÒR AÒceÞLÐe @eZÔ _ÞaÐjÑ ÒkaÐ `eWÐeÊ Òj aÞQÐeÑ bÊmÞ dÐB\ÞmÐ 

[Ð _ÞSjé ^cà ! aràcÐ_ Òj cÊ¦, jÒQ[_ HL aól`eÑ  @\àÐ[ç “Druid”

“@SÐ” Ò`ÐMeÑ Ae`ÐMÊ AÒmÐL XÐL `LÐBmÐ, “No body is here @SÐ ! [Êc girlfriend

HWÞ _ÐkÞÜ! aVç cÊÜ ½Þmç hÊZÊQÞ [Ð bHjç `¨ç Òj`ÐMÊ - [c jÐBXçeÊ @SÐ ! “is she there already?”

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

hÐ«_Ê LÊcÐe AQÐdàÔ , 1933Òe S_ê , JXÞhÐe LVL SÞmâÐe jÞÒwhée`Êe [Ð* _ÞS Ò`ß[óL NÍÐc, hÞlÐ J aórÞÒe Òj ejÐ¯_ (ÒLcÞ½ÍÞ )e @^ÔÐ`L HaÕ JXÞhÐ jeLÐe*e hÞlÐ aÞbÐNe aeÞº `ÍhÐjL bÐÒa @

aje `ÍÐ© Ð [Ð*e NbÑe c__hÑf DnÒLÐVÑe NÁ, D`_ÔÐj, ecÔeQ_Ð, hÞhÊ jÐkÞ[Ô B[ÔÐ]Þ `ÐBÜ Òj JXÞhÐ jÐkÞ[Ô HLÐÒXcÞ, bÐe[Ñ¯ ÒLtÍ jÐkÞ[Ô HLÐÒXcÞ jÒc[ç @_ËÔ_ ÒLÐXÞHVÞ eÐSÔ J eÐ½Í ªeÑ¯ 

`Êe²Ðe HaÕ j®Ð_ mÐb LeÞR«Þ Ð `teVÞ D`_ÔÐj J jcÐ_ jÕMÔÐe NÁ akÞ jkÞ[ [Ð* ÒmM_ÑeÊ `ÍÐ¯ QÐfÞhVÞ jóS_hÑf `ÊªL HdÐa[ç `ÍLÐhÞ[ ÒkÐBRÞ Ð ÒmML*e ÒLÒ[L D`_ÔÐj J @Ò_L lÊ]ÍNÁ 

BÕÒeSÑ, eÊiç jÒc[ç kÞtÑ, a=fÐ, NÊSÊeÐ[Þ, [\Ð @_ÔÐ_Ô ¡Ðe[Ñ¯ bÐiÐÒe @_Ê]Þ[ HaÕ `ÍLÐhÞ[ ÒkÐBRÞ Ð ÒfML bÐe[aiàe jÐejé[ SN[e SÒZ jÊ`Í[ÞºÞ[ HaÕ aeÞÞº jÐ^L Ð Òj j±ÑL bÊaÒ_héeÒe aÐj 
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@bÞh©  @bÞc_ÔÊ

XÓ SÑa_ Ló» ckÐ`Ð[Í

aór HL aÞQÞ[Í SÔÐcÞ[ÞL QÞ[Í Ð

[Ð’e `eÞ^Þ D`Òe ÒNÐVÞH AXLÊ cÊkÜ LeÞ \Òe N[Þ Aec÷ LÒm ÒdDÜ WÐeÊ aÐkÐeÞ\Þa `ÊZÞ ÒjCWÞ AjÞ `kqÞ 

dÞa Ð cZÞie SÑa_ LZ HcÞ[Þ HL `eÞ^Þ E`Òe N[ÞhÑf HL aÞtÊ ? ÒLÒ[ S_ê S_êÐ«e `Òe Òj L’Z `ÊZÞ [Ðe `Ëaà 

`eÞÒahLÊ Ò$eÞ AjÞa ? `Í[Þ S_êe Òhi L’Z có[ÔÊ _ÐÜ `Í[Þ có[ÔÊ HL _Ë[_ S_êe Aec÷ cÐ[Í ?

H `ÍhðcÐ_*e jc÷ÐaÔ Dre jéÐcÑ @Òb]Ð_t*e akÞ ”Life beyond death” bÞ[eÊ cÊÜ ÒMÐSÊ\ÞmÞ Ð ÒcÐe AMÞ 

HLÐNÍ[Ð jk NXÞ  QÐmÞ\ÞmÐ `Í[Þ hv D`Òe Ð kWÐ[ç W`ç LeÞ ajÞNmÐ `óºÐ D`Òe HL DX«Ð, ÒRÐV LfÐ Ò`ÐL Ð

[Ðe aÞ ÒNÐVH SÑa_ @RÞ Ð

[Ð’ SÑa_ aÞ L’Z aór `eÞ^Þ D`Òe HL N[ÞhÑf aÞtÊ ?

ÒcÐ QÞ«Ð^ÐeÐÒe aÐ^Ð Ò]B Ò`ÐLVÐ DXÞaÐLÊ Aec÷ LmÐ Ð DXÞ DXÞ dÐB `kqÞmÐ ÒefaÐB XaÐ RÐ[Òe, LÐQ 

YÐ*ÊZÑ ÒOeÐ ÒMÐf bÞ[Òe, SfÊ\ÞaÐ aÞSÊfÞ amça `ÐMÒe Ð

AÒmÐLe ALiàZ . . . . 

Òj ALiàZ A]Þc . . . . 

Òj ALiàZ _ÞaàÐ`Þ[ ÒkaÐ L\Ð _ÊÒkÜ . . . .

LÐQe YÐ*ÊZÑ bÞ[eLÊ `hÞaÐ `ÐBÜ Òj Ò`ÐL @aÞe[ ÒQ½Ð LeÞ QÐmÞmÐ Ð Òj ÒMÐSÞ QÐmÞmÐ HL ÒRÐVÞA euÍ 

ÒdDÜVÐLÞ AÒmÐL `ÐMÒe Òj `kqÞaÐ `ÐBÜ HLÐ« SeÊeÑ Ð

AÓ . . . .

LÞ A_t [Ðe . . . . 

[Ðe ÒQ½Ð jÐ\àL ÒkÐBRÞ . . . .

Òj `ÐBRÞ HL jeÊ eÐªÐ . . . .

Òj eÐªÐ Ò]B Òj bÞ[eLÊ `hÞÞNmÐ @aÐeÞ[ A_t `ÐBÜ Ð

LÞ«Ê H L’Z ..... ?

JÓ ..... LÞ L½ [Ðe . . . . `hÞNmÐ `Òe kÞÜ SÐZÞmÐ Òd bÞ[Òe Dr© @_f Ð `ÒfB AjÞaÐLÊ QÐkÞÜmÐ Ð ÒQ½Ð aÞ 

LmÐ Ð LÞ«Ê ÒLaf $eç $eç ÒXBÜaÐ jÐe ÒkmÐ Ð Òj @_f bÞ[Òe [Ðe cÊ¨ Òd AD LÐc LeÊ_Þ Ð Ò$eÞaÐe eÐªÐ Òj bÊmÞ 

dÐBRÞ . . . . Ð

@bÞh© @bÞc_ÔÊ Òj . . . . 

RV`V ÒkÐB [ÐLÊ [Ðe có[ÊÔ `ÐBÜ @Ò`lÐ LeÞaÐLÊ kÞÜ Òka Ð

WÞLç ÒdcÞ[Þ cÐ¯Ð ÒcÐke H LÐQ YÐ*ÊZÑ bÞ[Òe DÒ~hÔ-aÞkÑ_ bm `ÐBaÐLÊ ÒMÐSÞ ÒMÐSÞ cÊÜ RV`V ÒkÐB   

@Ò`lÐ LeÞRÞ ÒcÐe có[ÊÔLÊ . . . Ð
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Dr. J.K. Mohapatra is Retired Dean and Prof. of Physics of Regional Institute of Education, Bhubaneswar, Orissa. 
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hÐhÊ ÒaÐkÊ D`ÐMÔÐ_

    _tÞ[Ð ÒaÒkeÐ

`ÞmÐ ]ÞÒ_ MeÐRÊVÞ ÒkÒm AÒc jcÒª bÐB bDZÑ @Ò_B ajÞ \ÐD ÒLcÞ[Þ NÐÜ’LÊ dÞaÊ Ð NÐÜ’Òe `ÞmÐ* jkÞ[ cÞhÞ 

eS jSaÐS, _C `kÜeÐ, [Ð jÐ=LÊ LÒÃB ÒLÐfÞ Ò[ÐfÞ MÐBaÐ AD NÐÜ L_ÞA cÐ_* jkÞ[ L_ÞA XÐLeÐ MÐB dÞaÐ ÒNÐÒV 

aX `VÊAe LkÞÒm QÒf Ð cÒ_ @RÞ aÐkÐOe WÞLZÐ ÒkÐB dÞaÐ lZÞ, _B[ÊW jeNec ÒkÐB DÒW ANÐcÑ aÞbÐOe 

AÒmÐQ_Ð Ò_B Ð L_ÞA Ò]kÒe kf]Þ OjÞ OjÞ QÞ£Z LmÐÒaÒf jÐB cÐBÒ` ÒOeÞ aj«Þ ÒLÒ[ LZ D`Ò]h Ò_B Ð 

`ÍÐ¯ jcª V`ÞLç e ÒNÐVÞH cËf^Ðe- ÒjB hÐhÊOe Ð aeVÞ ÒLcÞ[ÞA, NÊZe LÞ _ÊÒkÜ, Òj QÞ«Ð `RÒe \ÐD, [Ð hÐhÊVÞ 

ÒLcÞ[ÞA- c[kªÞ `eÞ _Ð [_Ê`Ð[fÑ LÅÐ cÞSÐSÑ _Ð c^ÊeÐ ÒaÐmÞ ÒjB Ò_B L_ÞAVÞLÊ [ÞAeÞ LeÐdÐH Ð L_ÞÒaÐD `Ð_ 

ÒQÐÒaÐD ÒQÐÒaÐD eXÞ LeÞDÒW “hÐhÊ* ÒNÐX^ÊA `ÐZÞ VÞÒL jLÐfÊ NÐÒ^B jÐeÞ cÒ_LeÞ `ÞBaÊ, [ÐÒkÒm ÒaßLÊ¶ dÞaÐLÊ 

jÊaÞ^Ð Òka Ð _Zt*e c_SÐZÞ ÒjaÐ LeÊ\ÞaÊ _ ÒkÒm Ac NÐÜ _Ð `XÞa Ð Òj[ hÐhÊOe _ÊÒkÜ dc`Êe ÒmÐ cÐAcÐÒ_ Ð 

\Òe Òj ke[OZÐÒe `XÞÒm AD Ò$eÞaÐ aÐV _ÐkÞÜ Ð eÊLÊZÐ e\ @ZÒmDVÐ” Ð 

cÊÜ ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf jÐ[ jÐ_ Ð HcÞ[ÞA @aÐNÞA L\Ð jaÊ hÊZÞ hÊZÞ bÐÒa j[Òe hÐhÊOÒe ÒNÐVÐH ÒNÐVÐH aX 

LÒXB ajÞ\Þa, Òj\ÞÒe Ò[m VLVL ÒkÐB $ÊVÊ\Þa AD ÒNÐVÞH ÒNÐVÞH mcéÐ mÊkÐ MXÞLÐcÐ_ ^eÞ hÐhÊcÐÒ_ ÒaÐkÊcÐ_* 

MÐm LXÐ LXÐ LeÞ bÐSÊ\ÞÒa Ð ^ÞÒe ^ÞÒe a¯j aÊwÞ ÒkmÐ`Òe hÐhÊÒaÐkÊ jcÞLÞ Ò_B NÒaiZÐ LeÞaÐLÊ c_ afÞmÐ Ð d]Þ 

ÒLDÜ ckÐaÞ]ÔÐf¯e Ò$ÒmÐjÞ`çVÞH `ÐB\Ð«Þ [ÐÒkÒm _Þ¾¯ ÒNÐVÞH `ÊªL eQ_Ð LeÞ \ÐA«Þ Ð

Ac ÒSÒScÐ ÒaÒf ÒaÒf NÐÜeÊ AjÞ Ac `ÐMÒe eÊÒk Ð [Ðe hÐhÊ`Z ÒjÒ[ Ò]MÞmÐ bfÞA _ÊÒkÜ Ð \ÊeÊ\ÊeÊ 

aÊYÞVÞH Ð aÊSÊfÐVÞH `eÞ ajÞ, kaÞi LeÞaÐÒe aÔª _ ÒkÒm cÐfÞ NXD \Þa Ð Ac OÒe jÐ^a Oe [Ò`ÐB Oe bfÞ `Òm 

ÒaÐkÊ _je `je ÒkÐD\ÐA«Þ Ð jcª* cÊkÜÒe có]Ê có]Ê kj Ð jLÐfÊ jLÐfÊ LÞH aÞeÞ QÐDf aÐVÞ jÐeÞmÐZÞ [ LÞH ]Ð¨ 

mÞ`Þ cÊeÊS ÒTÐVÞ `LÐBmÐZÞ Ð LÞH ]Ð¨ LÊ@eÊ `ÐZÞ LÐYÞ LfjÑ ^eÞ OeLÊ AjÊQÞ [ LÞH bÐNa[ OÒe $Êm ^Ë` jSÐBaÐÒe 

aÔª Ð MÊXÞcÐÒ_ AjÊ AjÊ d]Þ kWÐ[ Ò]YhÊe cÐ_* kÐaÊXÒe `XÞNÒm [ÐÒkÒm kÐÒ[mcé JYZÐ VÐZÞ QÐmÞdÐA«Þ Ð ÒjWÞ 

AD cÊÜ Ò[m LÒXBe QÞkðaÀà Ò]MÞaÐLÊ `ÐB_Þ Ð Ac ÒSÒScÐ [Ð @cfÒe `Íaf `Í[Ð`Ñ \ÞmÐ LÞ _\ÞmÐ SÐZÞ ÒkmÐ_Þ Ð

ÒcÐ ÒafLÊ jÐkÞ `XÞhÐ \pÐ LeÞ LkÞÒm “\Òe hÐhÊOeLÊ NÒm jaÊ RB RVLÞ RÐXÞdÞa ÒmÐ TÞ@“Ð LÞ«Ê “dÐkÐLÊ

eMÞÒa @_« LÞ LeÞ`ÐÒe afa« “Ð bÞjÐ LÐNS `[Í kÐ[Òe ^eÞ cÊÜ Òa]ÞLÊ DWÞmÞ AD cÊkÜeÊ kf]Þe= RÐXÞaÐ ANeÊ 

hÐhÊ*Ê aÐH aÐH LkÞ HWÞ AjÞ kÐSe Ð elÐ ÒNÐX^ÊA `ÐZÞ `ÞBaÐe jÊÒdÐN cÞfÞmÐ_Þ LÞ Ò[m LÒXBe [Ð[Þ Ò]kÒe 

aÐSÞmÐ_Þ Ð HWÊ \ÐB QÞWÞ `[Í]éÐeÐ hÐhÊ ÒjaÐ _Þ¾¯ LeÞQÞ Ð ÒaÐkÊ `ZÞA @bÔÐj LeÞaÐe `ÍªÊ[Þ AeÕb _ kDZÊ kÐBkÞmç 

ÒSÐ[Ð `ÞuÞ ÒOÐXÐ_ÐQ Òah jÐSÞ NÐXÞ QÒmB @$Þj dÞaÐLÊ `XÞmÐ Ð @$ÞjÒe AD có]Ê bÐiÐe `ÍQf_ _ÐkÞÜ Ð MÐmÞ WLç 

WLç ÒWÐ WÐ L\Ð Ð _ÒkÒm ÒjcÐÒ_ bÐaÞÒa ÒLÐDÜWÊ ÒNÐVÐH DiÊ_Ð QÐDf AjÞmÐ Òd ÒmÒjcÐ ÒkÐB ajÞ ekÊQÞ Ð MÊa 

hÞOÍ _ÞSLÊ QÐ}Þ [_Ê`Ð[fÑ @eÊA QÐDf `eÞ ÒQÒkeÐ LeÞ aÊmÞmÞ Ð Ac NÐÜ cÐBÒ` ÒcÐ $V Ò]MÞ ÒbÒVZÐ ÒkÐBNÒm  Ð 

LkÞÒm “HÒ[ LeÞ LÐÒ_ LÐÒ_ LkÞ ÒaÐkÊ`ZÞA hÞÒMB\ÞmÊ, BH Ò`ÐXÐL`ÐfÑ jaÊ Ò`ÐXÞ MÐBmÐ ? Ac NÐÜ _Ð a]_Ðc 

LmÐ Òj AÒceÞLÐ Ò]hÒe “ Ð

ÒkÒm AÒceÞLÐ AjÞmÐ `Òe c^Ô hÐhÊÒaÐkÊ D`ÐMÔÐ_ ÒcÐe Òhi ÒkmÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð Ac `XÐÒe ÒNÐVÞH NÊSÊeÐVÑ 
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`eÞaÐe ek«Þ Ð ÒNÐVÞH OÒe ÒcÐ auÊ _ÞhÐ J [Ð* hÐhÊ Ò]YhÊe jcÒª HLÐWÞ \ÐA«Þ Ð HWÞLÐ ÒaÐkÊcÐ_* ]ÊBVÐ eË`  Ð 

jLÐf ÒkÒm `ÔÐÃ jÐV `ÞuÞ NÐXÞ^eÞ LÐcLÊ dÞÒa Ð OeLÊ Ò$eÞÒm mÊNÐ `ÞuÞ, ÒeÐÒiB aÐj, hÐhÊ* ÒjaÐ, OeLÐc AD 

QÊ`ÞQÊ`Þ L\Ð Ð cÒ[ jaÊ @aÐL mÐÒN Ð ÒaÐkÊ ÒdÐXÞL ÒdÒ[ LÐc LÒm c^Ô hÐhÊ* ÒMÒÃZÐeÊ [ÍÐkÞ _ÐkÞÜ Ð ÒdÐXÞL SÐL TXÞ 

jfÞ[Ð `eÞ ]ÞhÞÒmZÞ [\Ð`Þ elÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð ÒcÐ aÐuaÑ* ]ÊÓM hÊZÞÒm cÒ_ kÊH BH j[Òe Ò[m LÒXB Ð Ò]Ò_ HWÞ c]jà 

ÒX ÒkmÐ Ð aÐuaÑ _ÞhÐ* `eÞaÐe Òe HL aÞeÐV ÒbÐSÞjbÐ e AÒ¯ÐS_ Ð `Ê@cÐÒ_ c_`ÍÐZ Ò]B `ÍªÊ[Þ LeÞ\Ð«Þ Ð _Þc§Þ[ 

bÐaÒe cÊÜ dÐB\ÐH Ð @Ò_L auÊ`eÞje * jcÐNc Ð hÐhÊ*e Ate jÑcÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð `Ê@cÐÒ_ cÐ’* NÊZNÐ_ LeÞ `eÞQ¯ LeÞ 

]D\Ð«Þ Ð ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf ÒcÐe aÐuaÑ*e hÐhÊ*e aÞi¯Òe LÞRÞ LkÞaÐe `ÐfÞ AjÞmÐ, cÊ QLÞ[ ÒkÐB hÊZÊ\ÐH Ð “LkÞÒm

LËfLÊVÊcé LÊ mÐS, _LkÞÒm LËf bÐiÞ dÐDQÞ “ Ð aÐuaÑ _ÞhÐ ÒcÐe ÒLßÐZjÞ cÒ[ QÒfBÒ]Òm Òj]Þ_ Ð

HWÞLÐe LÐdÔàaÔª[Ð c^ÔÒe @Ò_L ]Þ_ `Òe kWÐ[ aÐuaÑ* Ò$Ð_ AjÞmÐ Ð H bÞ[Òe hÐhÊ*e Ò]kÐ« ÒkÐB 

dÐBQÞ Ò[ZÊ hÍwÐ&fÞ ̀ ÐBÜ XÐLeÐ Ð $ÔÊÒ_eÐmç jbÞàjç dÐB Ò]MÞmÞ ̀ Ê[ÍcÐÒ_ cÐ[óÒhÐLÒe hÍÑkÞ_ ÒkÐB ̀ XÞ\Ð«Þ Ð ÒaÐkÊcÐ_*e 

eË` e= HL `ÍLÐe aÞiÐ]c¯ Ð ÒcÐe aÐuaÑ _ÞhÐ QÞ«ÐcNð ÒkÐB cÒ_ `LÐD\ÐA«Þ [Ð*e hÐhÊ* jkÞ[ LVÐB\ÞaÐ ÒLÒ[ÐVÞ 

@bÊmÐ cÊkÊrà Ð aÐuaÑ* cÊkÜLÊ QÐkÞÜ cÊÜ bÐaÊ\ÐH ÒNÐVÞH `eÞaÐeÒe ÒNÐVÞH jÊ[ÐÒe NÊxÐ jcÞLÞe eË`e= ÒLÒ[ `ÍLÐee Ð 

jaÊ jcÞLÞe cËf jÐlÑ ÒLaf RÐXÞdÐB\ÞaÐ jêó[Þ Ð cÒ_ `XÊ\mÐ “`ÍÐZÑ e bmct aÐZÞ, ceZ LÐÒf [ÐkÐ SÐZÞ“ Ð
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Nandita Behera is a famous Odissi dancer and  teacher. She lives in Cerritos with her husband Niranjan and 
daughter Nupur and son Nayan.
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Ò]a]Ë[cÐÒ_ d]Þ kÔÐ`Þ `ÍÞ_çjçe kó]¯ [\Ð`Þ ÒMÐSÊ\Ð’«Þ

SÊmÞ AQÐdÔà eÐ¯

cÒ[ ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf ÒkÐB\ÐH AW aià Ð AÒc [Þ_Þ bDZÑ Ð cÊÜ jaÐ jÐ_ Ð _Ð_ÑcÐÒ_ ÒcÐWÐeÊ akÊ[ aX Ò[ZÊ 

ÒcÐe jaÊÒaÒf OÒe ÒMfÞaÐ `ÐBÜ jÐ=e @bÐa Ð cÐ’ Oe LÐc Ò_B aÔª, _Ð_ÑcÐÒ_ LÒmS `ÐW J ÒjcÐ_*e @_ÔÐ_Ô 

`ÍÞ¯ LÐdàÔ Ò_B aÔª Ð ÒcÐ mÐNÞ LÐkÐe jc¯ _\ÐH Ð Ò[ZÊ cÊÜ @^ÞLÐÕh jc¯Òe ÒcÐe LÐÁ_ÞL eÐSÔÒe c_NYÐ jÐ\Þ 

cÐ_*Ê Ò_BLeÞ ÒMÒf Ð  jceç ÒbÒLj_çÒe ]ÊB cÐj RÊVÞ Ð ]Þ_ ]Þ’ `keÒe jcÒª ÒhÐBaÐLÊ dÐA«Þ ÒkÒm cÒ[ _Þ] 

kÊH _ÐkÞÜ Ð cÐ aÐkÐeLÊ ÒMfÞaÐLÊ RÐX«Þ _ÐkÞÜ Ò[ZÊ MeÐÒafVÐ jÐeÐ ÒLÒ[ NÊXÞH ÒQ¯Ðe bÞ[e aÐe¨ÐÒe `LÐB, LÞRÞ 

LÐNS, Ò`_jÞmç J ÒNÐVÞH Ò²mç ^eÞ ²Êmç-²Êmç ÒMÒf Ð ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf hÑhÊÒmMÐ cÔÐNÐSÞ_çe LaÞ[ÐNÊXÞLÊ jéeÒ]B ÒaÐÒm [ 

ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf e=[ÊfÑ ^eÞ e=  LeÞaÐLÊ aÒj Ð ÒkÒm jaÊÒaÒf c_ ÒMÐSÊ\ÐH ÒNÐVÞH jÐ\Þ, dÞH ÒcÐ jÐ=Òe ÒMfÞa, ÒcÐ 

NÑ[ hÊZÞa, ÒcÐ Ò`ÃÞ=ç Ò]MÞa J dÐkÐWÐeÊ cÊÜ c^Ô LÞRÞ _ËA L\Ð hÞMÞaÞ Ð

Òj]Þ_ juÔÐ ÒkB AjÊ\ÐH Ð AÒc [Þ_Þ bDZÑ, cÐ’* jÐ=Òe ]Ð¨ aÐe¨ÐÒe ajÞ\ÐD Ð hÑ[ ]Þ_e Aec÷ Ð 

\¨Ð `a_ ÒaÐkÊ\ÐH Ð cÐ’ QDLÞ D`Òe ajÞ\Ð«Þ, cÊÜ [Ð* ÒLÐfÒe ajÞ\ÐH J _Ð_ÑcÐÒ_ [Òf ajÞ N` LeÊ\Ð«Þ Ð  kWÐ[ç 

Ac ÒNVç `ÐMÒe SÒZ b]ÍckÞfÐ AjÞ WÞAÒkÒm Ð kÐBVç Lcç, e= cBfÐ, jÐ^ÐeZ ÒQÒkeÐ, ÒkÒm bm LeÞ hÐYÑ 

`ÞuÞQ«Þ, cÊ¨ aÐfÒe jÊte LeÞ ÒMÐjÐVÞH `XÞQÞ Ð [Ð* bÐa b=ÑeÊ SZÐ`XÊ\ÞmÐ Òd jÞH LÞRÞ LkÞaÐLÊ QÐkÊÜ\ÞÒm Ð aX_Ð_Ñ 

DWÞ ÒNVç `ÐMLÊ NmÐ Ð jÞH [ÐLÊ LÞRÞ LkÞÒm J [Ð `Òe _Ð_Ñ ÒNVç ÒMÐmÞ b]ÍckÞfÐ*Ê bÞ[eLÊ AZÞmÐ Ð M¨Þ M¨Þ JXÞA 

LkÊ\Ð«Þ jÞH-SZÐ `XÊ\ÐH a=ÐfÑ ÒaÐmÞ Ð LkÞÒm, “ AÒc HWÐLÊ _ÊA LeÞ AjÞQÊ Ð ÒcÐ _ÐÜ @`ÀàÐ Ð HBWÞ `ÐMÒe Oe Ð 

A`Z* OÒe \ÊSÐ NRVÞLÊ Ò]MÞ bÐaÞmÞ, LÞRÞ XÐf cÐNÞÒ_B dÞaÞ OÒe jSÐBaÐLÊ”  Ð cÐ’ jÐÒ=jÐÒ= NÊA LÐ[Þ AZÞ, \ÊSÐ 

NReÊ aX aX bm bm XÐf LÐVÞ Ò]Òm J LkÞÒm “LÞRÞ ]eLÐe ÒkÒm SZÐBa”  Ð cÐ’ *Ê _c²Ðe LeÞ, WÞL aÐkÐeÞdÞaÐ 

`ËaàeÊ, b]ÍckÞfÐ SZL cÒ[ QÐkÞÜ LkÞÒm “XÞÒjcée 25 [ÐeÞM juÔÐ ÒaÒf MÍÑ½çcÐjç `ÐBÜ ÒRÐV `ÞmÐ*Ê OeLÊ XÐLÞRÞ, 

[ÊÒc AjÞa?”  cÊÜ cÐ’ * cÊkÜLÊ QÐkÞÜmÞ Ð cÐ kjÞ kjÞ LkÞÒm “kÜ, [ÐLÊ cÊÜ Ò_B RÐXÞÒ]B AjÞaÞ” Ð [Ð`Òe @`ÀàÐ cÐDjÑ 

\ÊSÐ NRe XÐfNÊXÞLÊ ^eÞ QÐmÞNÒm Ð cÐ’ LkÞÒm “a=ÐfÑ MÍÞ½ÞA_ ÒaÐ^kÊH Ð”
25 XÞÒjcée juÔÐ ÒaÒf cÐ’ cÒ[ Ò_B @`ÀàÐ cÐDjÑ* OÒe RÐXÞÒ]B AjÞÒm Ð @Ò_L ÒRÐV ÒRÐV `ÞmÐ 

[Ð* XÍBÕ eÊcçÒe ajÞ\Ð’ «Þ Ð ÒLÒ[L [ÐkÐ bÞ[eÊ `ÐMÒe ekÊ\ÞaÐ aªÞe NeÑa `ÞmÐ J @_Ô ÒLÒ[L AM `ÐMe QÞkðÐ 

ÒRÐV `Ê@ TÞ@ cÐÒ_ Ð ÒRÐVÞA ]ÊB ÒaXç eÊcçe Oe VÞH Ð @Á SÞ_Þi `[Í ÒkÒm c^Ô bÐeÞ j$Ð J jÊte bÐaÒe jSÐ 

ÒkÐB ekÞ\ÐH Ð MV D`Òe `eÞ´Ðe Q]e, LÐxÒe ÒRÐV ÒRÐV Ò`ÃÞ=ç, eaÞtÍ_Ð\*e Ò`_jÞmç Ò²Qç,  ]ÊNàÐ*e ÒNÐVÞH 

kÐ[ [ÞAeÞ cÐVÞe cÊMÐ ÒdDÜ \ÞÒe jÞtËe Qt_ mNÐÒkÐB\ÐH, Oe ÒLÐZÒe NÞVÐeçVÞH, akÞ \ÐLÒe jSÐ ÒkÐB\ÐH aX 

ÒRÐV `ÞmÐ* `ÐBÜ @Ò_L akÞ J $Êm]Ð_ÞÒe d_úÒe eMÐdÐB\ÐH Ac \ÊSÐ NRe XÐf Ð

XÍBÕ eÊcçe cTÞÒe ÒNÐVÞH ÒRÐVÞA MÍÑ½çcÐjç VÍÞ Ð [Ð D`Òe MÕSÐ ÒkÐB\ÐH e= Òae= eÞa_ç, @Ò_L eÊÒ`mÞ 

e=e [ÐeÐ J ÒRÐV ÒRÐV ÒamÊ_ç Ð MÍÑ½çcÐjç VÍÞVÞ [Òf SÞhÊMÍÑ½* S_ê Òafe QÞ[ÍVÞH Ò$ÍcçÒe auÐ ÒkÐB eMÐ dÐB\ÐH 

Ð  @`ÀàÐ cÐDjÑ*e aiàLe LÊ_Þ `Ê@VÞH Ð [Ð jÐ=Òe jaÊ `ÞmÐcÐÒ_ ÒMfÊ\Ð«Þ Ð LÞRÞ jc¯ `Òe cÐDjÑ plateÒe MÐBaÐ 

SÞ_Þi ^eÞ AjÞÒm Ð OÒe [ÞAeÞ ÒLLç, AfÊ QÞ`jç, ÒbSÞÒVaâ Q`ç J [Ð’ jÐ=Òe ÒmÕaÊ jea[ Ð bÐeÞ jéÐ]Þ½ ÒkÐB\ÐH Ð 
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cÐDjÑ* L\Ð jÐ=LÊ [Ð* Oe ÒcÐ c_LÊ bÐeÞ `ÐD\ÐH Ð cÊÜ Oe bÞ[e aÊmÞ aÊmÞ Ò]MÊ\ÐH Ð ÒNÐVÞH ÒaXç eÊcçe ÒLÐZÒe 

½XÞ ÒVaÊmçVÞH `XÞQÞ, [Ð’  D`Òe ÒMÐmÐ MÐ[Ð VÞH-a=fÐ LaÞ[Ð `eÞ ]ÞhÊ\ÐH Ð ÒVaÊmç `ÐMLÊ ÒNÐVÞH record player  

bÞ[Òe a=fÐ ÒeLXà Ð [Ð `ÐMLÊ ÒXÍjÞ=ç ÒVaÊmç Ð D`Òe jSXÐ ÒkÐB ekÞ\ÐH ]ÐcÞLÐ `e$ÔÊcç, LjçÒcVÞLçjçe ÒaÐ[m J 

QÊXÞ LÐ_$Êm cÊ¨auÐ LâÞ`çe ÒRÐV ÒRÐV XaÐ Ð @_Ô ÒaXçeÊcçÒe @`ÀàÐ cÐDjÑ*e `Ê@e ÒMfZÐ J jÞH ÒdDÜWÐÒe hÊH, 

WÞLç [Ð cÊ¨ D`Òe V=Ð ÒkÐB\ÐH eaeçe ÒLÒ[L e=Ñ_ `ÍSÐ`[Þ Ð ÒcÐe BoÐ ÒkD\ÐH ÒjBWÞ ekÞdÞaÐLÊ !

7VÐ ÒafLÊ MÍÑ½çcÐjç `ÐVÞà jeÞmÐ Ð `ÞmÐH _ÞS OeLÊ dÞaÐLÊ aÐkÐeÞÒm Ð H[ÞLÞ ÒaÒf cÐDjÑ LÞRÞ NÞ$çVç `ÔÐÒLVç 

^eÞ AjÞÒm Ð LÐkÐLÊ ÒV_Þjç amç, [ LÐkÐLÊ Ò²mç Ò`_jÞmçe ÒjVç [ LÐkÐLÊ eÊmçXç MÐ[Ð VÞH Ð cÊÜ ÒcÐ `ÔÐÒLV VÞLÊ ÒMÐmÞmÞ 

Ð Ò]MÞmÞ [Ð bÞ[Òe _Ñf e=e jÞmçLç eÞa_çe eÞmç VÞH Ð cÒ[ ÒNÐVÞH ÒLÐZLÊ XÐLÞ Ò_B cÐDjÑ LkÞÒm “ ÒcÐe TÞ@

VÞH `ÐBÜ bÐeÞ BoÐ \ÞmÐ Ð [’  [ ÒkmÐ _ÐkÞÜ, [Ê ASÞWÐeÊ ÒcÐe TÞ@ ÒkmÊ”  Ð cÊÜ SÐZÞmÞ Òd @`ÀàÐ cÐDjÑ cÒ[ jaÊWÐeÊ 

ÒahÞ bm`ÐA«Þ Ð

^ÑÒe ^ÑÒe @`ÀàÐ cÐDjÑ* jkÞ[ Ac Oee jÕ`Là aYÞmÐ Ð cÐDjÑ  AÒxÐÍÒ`ÐÒmÐSÞÒe cÐ½eçjç LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð  

aÞ.HXç c^Ô LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð Òah Dn ]ecÐÒe AÒceÞLÐ_ç ’ L¯Ðe’ jÕyÐÒe jÞH QÐLÞeÑ LeÊ\ÞÒm Ð ÒkÒm aÐkÐOe J `ÞmÐ 

ÒkaÐ `Òe [Ð*Ê QÐLÞeÑ RÐXÞ OÒe ekÞaÐLÊ `XÞ\ÞmÐ Ð [Ð*e jéÐcÑ SÒZ Dn XÞNÍÑ ^ÐeÞ `Í[ÞbÐ jÕ`_ð aÔ¦Þ Ð LÞ«Ê Òj 

`dàÔ« [Ð* ÒdÐNÔ[Ð @_ÊjÐÒe bm QÐLÞeÞVÞH `ÐB_ \Ð’«ÞÞ Ð @`ÀàÐ cÐDjÑ _ÞÒS QÐLÞeÑ LeÞ Oe QmÐB `ÐeÞ\ÐÒ« ÒkÒm 

HB L\ÐLÊ Ò_B [Ð* OÒe LfÞ ÒkD\ÞaÐeÊ jÞH AD Òj L\Ð DWÐD _\ÞÒm Ð 

`Í[Þ]Þ_ ²ÊmeÊ Ò$eÞ @`ÀàÐ cÐDjÑ* OeLÊ `fÐBaÐ \ÞmÐ ÒcÐe @bÔÐj Ð cÐDjÑ ÒLaf SÒZ bm cZÞi _Êk«Þ, 

jÞH SÒZ NÊZÑ cZÞi Ð bm LaÞ[Ð ÒmM«Þ, bÐeÞ bm NÑ[ ÒaÐm«Þ Ð [Ð jkÞ[ Qc[çLÐe Ò`ÃÞ=ç c^Ô Le«Þ Ð ÒaÒf ÒaÒf 

cÐDjÑ ÒcÐ `ÐBÜ XÍBÜ Ò``eç LÞZÞ eM«Þ Ð cÒ[ `ÐMÒe ajÐB LÐNSe ÒLDÜ `V e= `ÐBÜ D`dÊÊ¦ [ÐkÐ hÞMÐ«Þ , [ÊfÑÒe 

e= Lc ÒahÞ ÒkÒm LZ kÊH J LÐc jeÞÒm [ÊfÑe LÞ`eÞ d_ú _ÞAdÐH [ÐkÐ Ò]MÐB]Þ@«Þ Ð QÞ[Í A*ÞaÐ aÞi¯Òe jaÊL\Ð 

@[Þ Ò^ßdàÔ jkÞ[ aÊTÐ«Þ Ð ÒaÒf ÒaÒf LaÞ[Ð ÒNÐVÞH ÒmMÞÒm cÊÜ `Í\Òc @`ÀàÐ cÐDjÑ*Ê Ò]MÐH Ð jÞH ÒcÐe jaÊ LÐcLÊ 

bÐeÞ `ÍhÕjÐ Le«Þ Ð jaÊÒaÒf `ÐWÒe c_ Ò]aÐLÊ LÊk«Þ Ð

Òj]Þ_ Q[Ê\à ÒhÍZÑe aÐiàÞL `eÑlÐ jeÞ\ÐH Ð eÞÒ`ÐVàç LÐXçà cÞfÞaÐe \ÐH Ð cÊÜ bNaÐ_*Ê XÐLÊ\ÐH, bm ÒeSmçVç 

ÒkÐB \ÞÒm @`ÀàÐ cÐDjÑ MÊjÞ ÒkÒa Ð Òj\e cÊÜ LâÐjÒe $Ð½ç ÒkÐB\ÐH Ð OeLÊ Ò$eÞ aÐ`Ð cÐ’ *Ê L\ÐÒe L\ÐÒe 

ÒeSmçVçVÐ LkÞÒ]B ]DXÞmÞ @`ÀàÐ cÐDjÑ* OeLÊ Ð cÐDjÑ ÒcÐe eÞÒ`ÐVç LÐXàç Ò]MÞ MÊjÞÒe N]ç N]ç ÒkÐB`XÞÒm Ð cÒ[ 

ÒNkâÐ LeÞÒ]B LkÞÒm, “A ÒcÐ jÐ=Òe, Ò[Ð `ÐBÜ ÒNÐVÞH `Êe²Ðe eMÞQ”  Ð jÞH cÒ[ [Ð* ÒaXçeÊcçLÊ Ò_B NÒm J 

ÒXÍjÞ=ç ÒVaÊmçe XÍ¯Ðeç ÒMÐmÞÒ]B ÒRÐVÞA aÐµVÞH aÐkÐe LÒm Ð [Ð bÞ[Òe \ÐH HL aÞÒ]hÑ `\eÒe jSÐ ÒkÐB\ÞaÐ 

jÊte aóQçVÞH Ð [ÐLÊ ÒcÐ ÒXÍjç RÐ[ÞÒe cÐeÞ Ò]B LkÞÒm “ AhÑaàÐ] LeÊRÞ hÞlÐe jÒaÐàn hÞMeLÊ dÐ@” Ð HkÐ jkÞ[ 

jÞH `ÊZÞ `] VÞH ÒdÐXÞÒm “Laf XÞNÍÑ _ÊÒkÜ, bm QÐLÞeÞ c^Ô Le J Ò[Ðe `ÐeÞaÐeÞL SÑa_ jÊMc¯ ÒkD Ð” aóQçVÞLÊ 

kÐ[Òe RÊBÜ cÊÜ  LkÞmÞ, “cÐDjÑ, HBVÐ LÞ jÊte ÒkBQÞ, [ÊÒc LÞ ^_Ñ !” cÐDjÑ kjÞ Ò]B LkÞÒm “[Ê LZ bÐaÊQÊ cÊÜ 

HÒ[ ]ÐcÞLÐ NkZÐ, `eç$ÊÔcç, LjçÒcVÞLjç jaÊ LÞZÞ `ÐeÞaÞ? ÒcÐ bDZÑ LÔÐ_ÐXÐÒe \Ð’ «Þ, ÒjB ÒcÐ `ÐBÜ HcÞ[Þ SÞ_Þi 

jaÊ `WÐ«Þ  Ð” cÊÜ LkÞmÞ,  “cÐDjÑÑ, [Êc bDZÑ [ÊcLÊ Ò]BQ«Þ, [ÊÒc cÒ[ HBVÐ ]Þ@ _ÐkÞÜ’  Ð cÐDjÑ LkÞÒm “ [Ê ASÞ 
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`ÐWÒe HÒ[ bm LeÞQÊ, ÒcÐe dÐkÐ BoÐ [Ò[ ÒjB¯Ð `ÍÐBSç Ò]aÞ Ð” `earàÑ LÐfÒe cÐDjÑ* OÒe ÒQÐe `hÞ [Ð*e 

jaÊ aÞÒ]hÑ NkZÐ, jÐSjSÐe jÐcNÍÑ ÒQÐeÞ LeÞ Ò_B dÐB\ÞmÐ Ð

cÐDjÑ [Ð* `Ê@LÊ hÊABmÐ ÒafLÊ N` LÊk«Þ Ð cÊÜ c^Ô hÊÒZ Ð N`e ÒNÐVÞH ^ÐXÞ a=fÐÒe LÊk«Þ J LÐÒf cÊÜ 

_ aÊTÞ `ÐeÞaÞ ÒaÐmÞ ÒjB ^ÐXÞLÊ @_ÊaÐ] LeÞ JXÞAÒe LÊk«Þ Ð @\àe @bÐa \ÞÒm c^Ô, cÐDjÑ cÒ[ S_ê]Þ_Òe kÐ[ 

[ÞAeÞ LÐXàçVÞH aÐ ]ÊNàÐ`ËSÐÒe cÊ¨ auÐ LâÞ`çe ÒjVç Ò]aÐLÊ bÊm«Þ _ÐkÞÜ Ð cÒ[ bm bm jÞÒ_cÐ Ò]MÐB _Þ@«Þ, a=fÐ 

NÑ[ J _ÐQ hÞMÐB]Þ@«Þ Ð cÊÜ cÐDjÑ*Ê [Ð*e JXÞA DnÐeZ Ò_B QÞXÐH Ð ÒaÒf ÒaÒf jÞH bÊmçÒe ÒcÐ jÐÒ= a=fÐÒe 

L\Ð LkÞ`LÐ«Þ Ð jÞH kj«Þ, cÊÜ kÒj Ð  Ac OÒe @`ÀàÐ cÐDjÑ* bÐeÞ j®Ð_ Ð cÊÜ LÞRÞ MeÐ` LÐc LÒm _Ð_Ñ cÐÒ_ ^cL 

]Þ@«Þ, “@`ÀàÐ cÐDjÑ*Ê LkÞ]aÊ, [Ê ÒLcÞ[Þ ]Ê½ kDRÊ  Ð”
ÒaÒf ÒaÒf cÐDjÑ* OeLÊ dÐB Ò]ÒM jÞH LÐtÊQ«Þ Ð `QÐÒe LZ ÒkÐBQÞ Ð  cÐDjÑ mÊk Ò`ÐRÞ Ò]B ÒeÐÒiB 

OeLÊ dÐ’ «Þ ÒcÐ `ÐBÜ ABjçLÍÞcç aÐYÞ AZÞaÐLÊ Ð LÊk«Þ, “LÞRÞ _ÐkÞÜ, aX ÒkÒm aÊTÞa Ð” cÊÜ AD L\Ð aYÐH _ÐkÞÜ Ð ÒeÐÒiB 

OÒe [Ð*Ê jÐkÐdÔ LÒe Ð mÊk Ò`ÐRÞ Ò`ÐRÞ jÞH `eÞaÐ LÐV«Þ ’ QXçQXÞ’  eÐuÞaÐLÊ Ð `eÞaÐ jaÊ ÒNÐVÞH aX \ÐfÞÒe RaÞÒe 

jSÐ ÒkmÐ `eÞ eMÞ\Ð«Þ Ð SkðÞ, LMÐeÊ, aÐBNZ, jÞÕa, AfÊ jaÊ jÐBSç LeÞ LVÐ ÒkB \ÐfÞÒe jSÐ ÒkB\Þa jÒ[ ÒdcÞ[Þ 

WÐLÊe* `ÐBÜ `ËSÐ \ÐfÞ VÞH Ð 

\Òe \Òe cÐDjÑ*Ê cÐ’ * jÐ=Òe L\Ð ÒkaÐe hÊÒZ Ð cDjÐ* jÐ=Òe LfÞ, `eÞaÐe QfÐBaÐ `ÐBÜ `BjÐe 

@bÐa, hÐhÊ Oee N&ZÐ, aÐ [Ð* DnÐbÞfÐie ’ jÒ`Íj_ç’ e L\Ð Ð `ÞmÐ ÒaÒf LÞRÞ aÊTÞ`ÐÒe _ÐkÞÜ ÒkÒm cÐDjÑ Òd 

LÐtÊQ«Þ ÒjBVÐ AMÞÒe aÐecéÐe `ÒX Ð AjÞ [Ð*Ê ÒNm LeÞÒ]B LÒk “ cÐDjÑ, ÒcÐe aX ÒkaÐLÊ BoÐ _ÐkÞÜ, aX 

ÒkÒm bÐeÞ L½  Ð”
ÒkÒm aX ÒkaÐeÊ [ elÐ _Ðk ÞÜ! aX ÒkmÞ, ²Êmç `Ðjç LeÞ LÒmSç, ¯Ê_ÞbejÞVÞ NmÞ Ð @Ò_L L\Ð a]fÞ NmÐ, 

ÒkÒm @`ÀàÐ cÐDjÑ* `ÐBÜ ÒcÐe cdÔÐà]Ð ÒaÐ^ ÒLaf aYÞmÐ, LcÞmÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð HcÞ[Þ LÞRÞ aià `Òe cÊÜ aÐkÐ ÒkmÞ--Òj 

aÞ HL a=ÐfÑ `eÞaÐeÒe ! @Ò_L `ÐeÞaÐeÞL TXTÕSÐ c^ÔÒe, @`ÀàÐ cÐDjÑ ÒcÐ kó]¯Òe, ÒcÐ jÐ=ÒkÐB, jaÊÒaÒf 

ekÞ\Ð«Þ Ð 

aÐkÐOe `Òe ekÞmÞ dÐB DelhiÒe Ð ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf Ac jéÐcÑ-±Ñ ]ÊkÞÜ*e RÐ[ÍÐayÐ Ð @\àe @bÐa Ð cÊÜ _ËALeÞ 

bÊaÒ_héeeÊ Delhi dÐB\ÐH Ð dÐkÐ Ò]MÞÒm LÞZÞaÐLÊ BoÐ kD\ÐH Ð AÒc Delhi UniversityVÞ `ÐMÒe ÒNÐVÞH ÒRÐVÞA’ 
ÒmÐ-B_çLcçNÍÊ`ç’ e ’ JéÐ_ç ÒaXç eÊcç’ flat Òe ekÊ\ÐD Ð Oee $ÀàÞQeç LkÞÒm XÞbÐ_çVÞH J R@VÞ VÍ*ç Ð VÍ*ç NÊXÞL HLÐ 

cÐ`e Ð [Þ_Þ$ÊVçÒe ]ÊB$ÊVçÒe Ò]Y $ÊVç Ð ]ÊB ^ÐXÞÒe [ÞÒ_ÐVÞLeÞ VÍ*ç mNÐB eMÞ [Ð D`Òe ]ÊBVÐ [Þ_Þ$ÊVçÒe R@$ÊVçe 

cÔÐVçÒejç `LÐB ÒhÐD\ÐD Ð SÐZ D`Òe MV, [Òf AmcÐeÑ ! flatNÊXÞL ÒRÐV Ð  HÒ[ ÒRÐV Òd Ac ]Ð¨ LaÐV 

ÒMÐmÞÒm `XÞhÐ Oee LaÐVÒe aÐÒS Ð `XÞhÐÒe [ÞÒ_ÐVÞ flat Ð ÒjcÐ_*e `%ÐH `ÞmÐ Ð AcLÊ @*mç-AÃÞ XÐL«Þ Ð 

¯Ê_ÞbeçjÞVÞeÊ Ò$eÞÒm ÒjcÐ_*Ê OeLÊ XÐÒL Ð ÒjcÐÒ_ Aj«Þ , Oe cBfÐ Le«Þ, VÍ*ç MV D`Òe QYÞ XÞ@Ü«Þ, cÊÜ Ò`ÃÞ=ç 

LeÊ\ÞÒm ÒcÐ `ÐMÒe WÞA ÒkÐB Ò]M«Þ Ð `Í[Þ eaÞaÐe]Þ_ ÒjcÐ_*Ê XÐLÞ LÞRÞ _Ð LÞRÞ MÐBaÐLÊ ]ÞH Ð [Ð* bÞ[eÊ ÒNÐVÞH 

TÞ@ \ÐH Ð [Ð _ÐÜ ’ [ÊNçN’  Ð bÐeÞ bm`ÐH jÞH cÒ[ Ð `ÍÒ[ÔL ]Þ_ eÐ[ÞÒe [Ð cÐ’  [ÐLÊ Ò_aÐLÊ AÒj J jÞH ]DXÞ 

dÐB Ac OÒe ÒLÐZÒe mÊÒQ Ð LÒk ’ Òcß AÃÞ ÒL Oeç ÒcÜ ekÊ=Þ’  Ð cÊÜ @SÐZ[Òe ÒcÐ `ÞmÐ Òaf J @`ÀàÐ cÐDjÑ* 

L\Ð bÐÒa Ð
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ÒaÒf ÒaÒf ÒcÐe jéÐcÑ* jkÞ[ c[Òb] kÊH Ð hÐhÊOee ÒLßÐZjÞ L\Ð cÒ[ AOÐ[ LÒe Ð c_ bÞ[Òe eÐÒN, 

LÐÒt J bÐÒa Òd ASÞ ÒaÐ^kÊH cÐDjÑ* L\Ð @_ÊjÐÒe cÊÜ aX ÒkÐB dÐBQÞ Ð

MeÐ RÊVÞÒe DelhieÊ bÊaÒ_hée dÐD\ÐH cÊÜ Ð dÐkÐ `BjÐ cÐjÞL Ò$ÒmÐhÞ`çeÊ ScÐ LeÞ\ÐH, Òj\ÞÒe mÐS`[ç_

NeÒe aÊmÞ aÊmÞ ÒRÐVÞA NÞ$çVçjç LÞZÊ\ÐH Oee jcª* `ÐBÜ Ð cÐ’ * `ÐBÜ @Á ]Ðce ÒkÒm aÞ hÐYÑVÞH, aÐ`Ð* mÐNÞÞ LÊràÐ, 

`ÐBSÐcÐ, AC* `ÐBÜ Nec ÒcÐSÐ, OÒe LÐc LeÊ\ÞaÐ `ÞmÐVÞ `ÐBÜ ÒjéVeç VÞH Ð @`ÀàÐ cÐDjÑ* `ÐBÜ BoÐ kD\ÐH jÐeÐ 

cÐÒLàVçVÐ DWÐB Ò_aÐL Ê! [Ð* `ÐBÜ ÒMÐSÞ ÒMÐSÞ ÒNÐVÞH  table lamp J bm akÞVÞH LÞZÞmÞ Ð bÊaÒ_héeÒe `kqÞ hÐhÊ 

Oee jcª ]Ð¯Þ[é jÐeÞ Ò]B ]DXÞ AjÞmÞ Ac OeLÊ Ð cÐ, aÐ`Ð, AB, QÐLeaÐLe jcÒª AjÞNÒm Ð jcª*Ê Ò]MÐLeÞ 

cÊÒkÜBmÞ @`ÀàÐ cÐDjÑ* OeLÊ Ð ]ÊB aià `Òe ÒcÐe [Ð* jkÞ[ Ò]MÐ Òka Ð HkÐ bÞ[Òe cÊÜ aX ÒkÐBdÐBQÞ, _ÞS SÑa_ 

_ÞÒS dÐ`_ LeÊQÞÞ, DelhiÒe ekÞ `Þ.HQç.XÞ LeÊQÞ Ð RÐ[ÍÑ \ÞaÐ @ayÐÒe ÒcÐe `Í[ÞbÐ J NÊZLÊ `ÍQÐe LeÞaÐe `ÍhÍ¯ `ÐBQÞ 

Ð  Ò`ÍÐNÍÐcçÒe NÑ[ ÒaÐmÞQÞ, AVà HLçSÞaÞh_ç LeÞQÞ, jéÐcÑ*e jaÊ L\ÐLÊ jaÊÒaÒf cÊ¨ _ÊABÜ cÐ_Þ Ò_B _ÐkÞÜ, _ÞS QeÞ[Íe 

jé[§[ÐLÊ aSÐ¯ eMÞaÐLÊ ÒQ½Ð LeÞQÞ J ÒhiÒe @`ÀàÐ cÐDjÑ* `eÞ ÒkaÐLÊ QÐkÞÜQÞ Ð

LaÐV ÒMÐmÞmÐ Ð @`ÀàÐ cÐDjÑ*Ê cÊ¨ÞA cÐeÞaÐ `ÐBÜ [Ð* ÒNÐX `ÐMLÊ kÐ[ aYÐBmÞ Ð cÐDjÑ ÒNÐX ]ÊBVÞ LÊ 

bÞ[eLÊ LeÞÒ]Òm Ð LkÞÒm “AÒe, AÒe ÒNÐX RÊBÜaÐLÊ Òka_ÐkÞÝ Ð” cÊÜ ÒSÐeÒe `Ð] ]ÊBVÞ VÐZÞ AZÞ RÊBÜmÞ Ð A¾dàÔ 

ÒkÐB Ò]MÞmÞ `Ð] ]ÊBVÞÒe $=Ðmç B_çÒ$Lçj_ç ÒkÐB LfÐ `XÞ dÐBQÞ Ð jÒ[ ÒdcÞ[Þ LÞH `ÊfÐH LfÐ e= ÒaÐfÞÒ]BQÞ [Ð* 

]ÊB `Ð]Òe Ð cÐDjÑ cÒ[ `ÐMLÊ Ò_B dÐB ajÐBÒm, ÒLÒ[ LZ MÊABÒm, ÒcÐe jcª Ló[Þ[ée L\ÐLÊ c_ Ò]B hÊZÞ 

`ÍhÕjÐ LÒm Ð cÊÜ ÒcÐe ÒaßaÐkÞL SÑa_e Lfk J cÒ_ÐcÐfÞ_Ôe ÒRÐV ÒRÐV L\Ð jaÊ [Ð*Ê LkÞmÞ, WÞLç Òd`eÞ `ÞmÐ]ÞÒ_ 

[Ð*Ê jaÊ L\Ð LkÊ\ÞmÞ Ð ÒhiÒe LkÞmÞ, “ cÐDjÑ, ASÞ cÒ[ LÊk [ÊÒc LÐkÞÜLÞ mÊQÐB mÊQÐB LÐt Ð cÊÜ HÒa aX ÒkÐBdÐBQÞ, 

[Êc L\Ð aÊTÞ`ÐeÞaÞ  Ð” @`ÀàÐ cÐDjÑ kjÞ Ò]B ÒcÐ cÊ¨Òe kÐ[ cÐeÞÒ]Òm Ð LkÞÒm “[Ê [ ÒcÐe TÞ@ WÐeÊ afÞ ÒcÐe 

jÐ= Ð cÊÜ ASÞ MÊjÞ Òd [Ê `ÐW J hÐWLÊ SÑa_Òe HLÐ ckré Ò]B`ÐeÞQÊ Ð ÒaßaÐkÞL SÑa_Òe Ò[Ðe _ÞSjé _Þ¹rÞ Ò_aÐe 

h¦Þ @RÞ Ð ASÞ [Ò[ Ò]MÞ ÒcÐe cÒ_ ÒkDQÞ Òd`eÞ ÒcÐ SÑa_e @`ËÀà @bfÐiÐcÐ_*Ê cÊÜ Ò[Ð ]éÐeÐ `ËeZ LeÊRÞ Ð”
cÒ_ `XÞmÐ cÐ’  LkÊ\ÞÒm Òd @`ÀàÐ cÐDjÑ*Ê héÐj ÒeÐN ^eÞQÞ Ð Ò]k jÐeÐ $=Ðmç B_çÒ$Lçj_ç ÒkÐB dÐBQÞ- 

jaÊ cÐ_jÞL ]ÊÓ¾Þ«Ðe mlZ Ð @Ò_L `Í[ÞbÐ \ÞmÐ [Ð* c^ÔÒe, ÒkÒm OeÊ aÐkÐeÞ _`ÐeÞ [Ð*e ÒLßÐZjÞ NÊZe cdÔÐà]Ð 

ekÞmÐ _ÐkÞÜ- jÞH bÐeÞ XÞÒ`ÍjçXç ekÊQ«Þ Ð

`ÞmÐ ]ÞÒ_ cÐDjÑ cÒ[ @²Ðeç JéÐBmçXç*e ’ kÔÐ`Þ `ÍÞ_çj’  N`VÞ akÊaÐe `YÞ hÊZÐD\ÞÒm Ð  ’ kÔÐ`Þ `ÍÞ_çjç J 

jéÐÒmÐ’ QÒYBe LÐkÐZÑ Ð LÞ`eÞ kÔÐ`Þ `ÍÞ_çjç  LÊ_Þ jéÐÒmÐ QÒYB ]éÐeÐ _ÞS `Í[ÞcËràÞÒe MQÞ[ jcª @f*Ðe NÊXÞLÊ ÒNÐVÞH 

ÒNÐVÞH LeÞ NeÞa ]ÊÓMÑS_ cÐ_* c^ÔÒe aÐÃÞÒ]B\ÞÒm Ð kÔÐ`Þ `ÍÞ_çjç*e jÊMe ]Ë[ÒkÐB ¯ÊÒeÐ`çe hÑ[ eË[Êe `Íaf 

ae$ \¨ÐÒe LÞ`eÞ jéÐÒmÐ QÒYBe có[ÊÔ OVÞmÐ J `Òe LÞ`eÞ kÔÐ`Þ `ÍÞ_çjç*e cËràÞLÊ jkee ÒmÐLcÐÒ_ @ÐaSà_Ð c^ÔÒe 

`LÐBÒ]Òm Ð  `eÞÒhiÒe Chée, Ò]a]Ë[ cÐ_*Ê cràÔ ÒmÐLeÊ ]ÊBVÞ jaàÒhÍº cËmÔaÐ_ `]Ð\à AZÞaÐLÊ `WÐB\ÞÒm Ð 

Ò]a]Ë[ cÐÒ_ `ó\ÞaÑ aÔÐ`Þ @_ÊjuÐ_ LeÞaÐ `Òe ]ÊBVÞ @cËmÔ aªÊe juÐ_ `ÐB\ÞÒm-  kÔÐ`Þ `ÍÞ_çjç*e kó]¯ J [Ð* 

’ kÔÐ`ÞÒ_jç’ e ]Ë[ jéÐÒmÐ QÒYBe có[ heÑe Ð 

LkÞmÞ, “ cÐDjÑ! [ÊÒc Òkm ÒcÐ `ÐBÜ ÒjB kÔÐ`Þ `ÍÞ_çjç dÞH cÒ[ jaÊÒaÒf jÊM, DjúÐk J Ò`ÍeZÐe AÒmÐL 
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Ò]MÐBQÞ Ð cÊÜ ÒkmÞ [Êce ÒjB VÞLÞ jéÐÒmÐ QÒYB, [Êc jÊMe ]Ë[  Ð”
@Ò_L ]Þ_ Òka Delhi RÐXÞ AÒceÞLÐ QÐmÞAjÞQÞ Ð hÊZÞQÞ cÐDjÑ bÊaÒ_hée RÐXÞ hÐ«Þ_ÞÒL[_ QÐmÞdÐBQ«Þ Ð 

[Ð*e Ò]k bm ekÊ_ÐkÞÜ Ð jc¯ `ÐBÒm [Ð*Ê DjúÐk beÐ QÞWÞ ÒmÒM HaÕ ASÞ c^Ô bNaÐ_*Ê `ÍÐ\à_Ð LÒe--ÒcÐ `ÞmÐH 

[Ð* SÑa_Òe SÒZ ’ @`ÀàÐ cÐDjÑ’  _Þ¾¯ ÒMÐSÞ `Ð’ A«Ê Ð
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
SÊmÞ AQÐdÔà eÐ¯ , University of Maryland at Baltimore, School of Pharmacy Òe postdoctoral fellow kÞjÐaÒe LÐdÔà Le«Þ Ð  NÑ[ 

ÒaÐmÞaÐ, Ò`ÃÞ=ç LeÞaÐ, Oe jSÐBaÐ HaÕ _ËA ÒmÐL* jÐ=Òe cÞhÞaÐ [Ð*e jDL Ð [Ð*e ]ÊBVÞ TÞ@ @*Þ[Ð, @`ÀàÐ J jéÐcÑ @bÞSÞ[ç*Ê Ò_B jÞH HmçLçeÞSç, cÔÐeÞmÐ¨çÒe eÊk«Þ Ð
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LÐ_$Êm

aÞsÐ_Ñ ]Ðj

eÐ[Þe a¯j LÍchÓ aYÊ\úmÐ Ð OÒe jcÒª ÒhÐB jÐeÞ\úÒm Ð MV D`Òe OÊ=ÊXÞ cÐeÊ\úmÐ aÐe aiàe TÞ@ eÊ_Ê 

Ð  AMÞLÊ _Þ] Aj Ê_ \úmÐ hÞMÐe 

“LÐ_$ÊmVÐ j[Òe LZ kSÞNmÐ? Òk bNaÐ_, LÐkÞÜLÞ [Òc ÒcÐÒ[ ÒLÒa jÕ`ËÀà jÊM ]Þ@_Þ Ð HÒ[ jÊte 

LÐ_$ÊmVÐ Ð `ÍbÊ ]¯ÐLe Ð LÐ_$Êm cÞfÞdÐD Ð”
HcÞ[Þ QÞ«ÐLeÞ hÞMÐ jaÊ aÐµ `ÊZÞ \Òe ÒmMÐHÜ ÒMÐmÞ dÐqLmÐ J `jà, LÔÐÒceÐaÔÐNç `Íbó[Þe jcª ÒLÐZ, 

@_ÊÒLÐZ [_ð[_ð LeÞ ÒMÐSÞNmÐ Ð aÐµ`[Íe ÒMÐmÐÒkaÐ J atÒkaÐe hvÒe kÊH[ Ae ÒLÐWeÞÒe ÒhÐB\úaÐ aXdÐ’*e

_Þ] bÐ=ÞNmÐ Ð 

“HÒ[ eÐ[Þ ÒkmÐZÞ ÒhÐB_Ê [Ê ?“aXdÐ“ cÞ_Þ @`Ð AjÞ LaÐV MVMV LeÞ `QÐeÞÒm Ð 

“_Þ] ÒkD_Þ Ð” - LkÞ LaÐV ÒMÐmÞmÐ hÞMÐ Ð

“ÒSVçmÔÐNç H `dàÔ« dÐB_Þ ÒaÐ^kÊH Ð mÐBVç at LeÞ ÒhÐBdÐ Ð aÒf _Þ] AjÞdÞa Ð H[ÞLÞ LkÞ cÞ_Þ @`Ð LaÐV 

atLeÞ AeOeLÊ QÐmÞNÒm Ð”
cÞ_Þ @`Ð* L\Ð cÐ_Þ mÐBVç mÞbÐB chÐeÞ ÒVLÞ MV D`Òe dÐB @ah Ò]kVÐLÊ mcéÐBÒ]mÐ hÞMÐ Ð [\Ð`Þ ÒQ½Ð 

LeÞ aÞ _Þ] AjÊ_\úmÐ Ð kSÞ\úaÐ LÐ_$ÊmVÞe jêô[Þ aÐecéÐe c_ bÞ[eLÊ AjÊ\úmÐ Ð _ÞS @SÐZ[Òe AMúÒe mÊk SÒLB 

AjÞmÐ hÞMÐe Ð ÒLÒ[ ÒdÐS_Ð LeÞ Òj LÐ_$Êm J kÐe cÔÐQç LeÞ AZÞ\úmÐ TÞAeÑ VÊ_Þe aÐkÐOeÒe `ÞuÞa ÒaÐmÞ Ð HÒa 

NmÐ Òj jaÊ jDL Ð ASÞ `jàbÞ[eÊ aÐkÐe LeÞ VÊ_Þ `ÐBÜ AZÞ\úaÐ LÐ_$ÊmLÊ Ò]MÐD\úmÐ aXdÐ*Ê Ð [Ð`Òe _ÞÒS LZ `ÞuÞa 

ÒaÐmÞ @[Þ DmâjÞ[ ÒkÐB kÐ[aÐµ ÒMÐmÞ Ò]ÒM [ LÐ_$Êm _ÐkÞÜ Ð LÐÒf @_Ô ÒLDÜWÞ eMúÒ]B\úa ÒaÐmÞ bÐaÞ jaÊ aÐµ 

ÒMÐmÞ QÐeÞ QÐeÞ\e ÒMÐSÞ jÐeÞmÐZÞ, [\Ð`Þ LÐ_$Ême `[Ð _ÐkÞÜ Ð H¯ÐeçÒ`ÐVàÒe aÐecéÐe kÐ[aÐµ ÒMÐmÞaÐLÊ `XÞ\úmÐ; 

kÊH[ LÐ_$ÊmVÞ ÒjBWÞ ÒLDÜWÞ kSÞNmÐ Ð 

“ÒcÐ LÐ_$Êm kfL _ÒkÒm `ÞuÞÒ]aÊ Ð“ - cÞ_Þ @`Ð LkÞ\úÒm Ð

LÐ_$ÊmVÞLÊ kSÐBÒ]aÐ hÞMÐ `lÒe HÒ[ jkS bÐÒa NÍkZÑ¯ _\úmÐ Ð 

H LÐ_$ÊmVÞe B[ÞkÐj kÞÜ ÒjcÞ[Þ \úmÐ Ð hÞMÐ SÑa_Òe ÒLaf [Þ_Þkf jÊ_Ð LÐ_$Êm `ÞuÞ\úmÐ Ð `Ðqaià a¯jeÊ 

ÒaÐkË ÒkÐB hÐhÊOeLÊ dÐB ÒNÐVÞH `ÞmÐe cÐ’ ÒkaÐ `dàÔ« Òj ÒNÐVÞH kf jÊ_Ð LÐ_$Êm aÔakÐe LeÞ AjÊ\úmÐ Ð [Ðe 

_ÞSe @f*Ðe `Í[Þ jDL ÒjcÞ[Þ [ Lcç \úmÐ Ð [Ð jÐ=LÊ jÕ²ó[ hÞlL*e aÐecéÐe D`Ò]h ekÞ\úmÐ, 

“_ ÒQÐekÐ¯àÔcç _ Q eÐSkÐ¯àÔcç _ bÍÐ[óbÐSÔcç _ Q bÐeLÐeÞ

  aÔÒ¯ LóÒ[ awà[ Ha _Þ[Ôcç aÞ]ÔÐ^_cç jaà^_`Í^Ð_cç Ð”
HcÞ[Þ D`Ò]h [ÐLÊ @f*Ðe `Í[Þ AkÊeÞ _ÞmàÞ© LeÞÒ]B\úmÐ Ð d]ÞJ ÒjB hÞlL _ÞÒS jÕ²ó[ J JXÞA jÐkÞ[Ôe 

ÒjßÐtdàÔÒe D`cÐ J @f*Ðe `ÍÐ^Ð_Ô aÀà_Ð LeÊ\úÒm J _ÐeÑ @=e ÒjßÐtdàÔ awà_Òe @f*Ðee NÊeÊ[é aÞi¯Òe aÊTÐD\

úÒm Ð ÒNÐVÞH kf LÐ_$ÊmÒe [Ðe ²Êmç, LÒmS jeÞ\úmÐ Ð jÊc«*Ê bm`ÐB\úaÐ ÒaÒf kÞÜ Òj ÒjB LÐ_$ÊmVÞ `ÞuÞ\úmÐ 
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J ÒaÐkË ÒkÐB `Í\ceÐ[ÞÒe ÒjB LÐ_$Êm `ÞuÞ [Ð*Ê jéÐN[ LeÞ\úmÐ Ð Ò[Òa Òj I[ÞkÐjÞL LÐ_$ÊmeÊ ÒNÐVÞH ÒQÐeÞ 

ÒkÐBNmÐ aÒcée local trainÒe Ð Òj]Þ_ Òj @Ò_L LÐtÞ\úmÐ Ð LÞ«Ê jéÐcÑ aÊÒTB\úÒm, “Ò]M hÞMÐ, ÒaÒfÒaÒf `ÊeÊZÐ 

SÞ_ÞiVÞ kSdÞÞaÐ kÞÜ bm Ð ÒjB AfÒe [Òc _ËA SÞ_ÞiVÞH `ÞuÞaÐLÊ aÐ^Ô Òka Ð HÒa Òd [c `ÊeÊZÐ LÐ_$ÊmVÞ kSÞNmÐ, 

Òj\ú`ÐBÜ [Òc _ËA LÐ_$ÊmVÞH `ÞuÞaÐe jÊÒdÐN `ÐBa Ð“ c_LÊ aÊTÐB Ò]B\úmÐ hÞMÐ J _Þ[Ô aÔakÐdàÔ cÊ[ÐaL ÒRÐV 

LÐ_$Êm kÒf LÞZÞ `ÞuÊ\úmÐ Ð aiàÒe [Þ_Þ-QÐeÞ \e Òj ÒdÒa ÒLÒa ÒLßÐZjÞ aÞÒhi `ÐVàÞLÊ dÐD\úmÐ, Ò[Òa Òj LÐ_$Êm 

a]fÐB BcÞÒVj_çe LÐ_$Êm `ÞuÞLeÞ dÐD\úmÐ Ð _ÒkÒm ÒjB ÒRÐV LÐ_$ÊmVÞ kÞÜ jaÊÒaÒf [Ð LÐ_Òe `XÞ\ÐH Ð 

H [ó[Ñ¯ LÐ_$Êm kfL `Ðqaià [Òf jÊc« LÞZÞÒ]B\úÒm `te aiàe aÞaÐk aÐiàÞLÑ `ÐBÜ Ð Ò[Òa ÒjB _ËA 

LÐ_$Êm kfL jÞH jaÊÒaÒf `ÞÒu_Þ; ÒaÒfÒaÒf aÐkÐOe LÞ @_Ô LÞRÞ Djúa \úÒm `ÞÒu Ð MÐmÞ Òj[ÞLÞ _ÊÒkÜ; H _ËA 

LÐ_$Êm `ÐBaÐ `RÒe ÒRÐV LÐkÐZÑVÞH aÞ @RÞ Ð

2001 cjÞkÐe Òc 19 [ÐeÞM Ð Òj]Þ_ ÒjcÐÒ_ dÐB\úÒm cÞÒjjç jÊ_tÐ cÞhÍ*e aÞaÐk aÐiàÞLÑÒe ÒdÐN]Ð_ 

LeÞaÐLÊ Ð jÊ_tÐ @`Ð Òj]Þ_ ÒdDÜ LÐ_$ÊmVÞ `ÞuÞ\úÒm Òj\úÒe ]ó½Þ `XÞ\úmÐ jÊc«*e Ð Òj LÐ_$ÊmVÞ jÊ_tÐ @`Ð*Ê 

[Ð* jéÐcÑ e[ÞLÐ«  bÐB D`kÐe Ò]B \úÒm Ð auÊ NkZÒe _ÞS `_úÑ* `Í[Þ @[Ô^úL Òjðk aÞi¯ aÀà_Ð LeÞaÐ RfÒe 

jÊ_tÐ @`Ð* LÐ_$Êm J [Ð’ jkÞ[ cÔÐQç LeÊ\úaÐ kÐeVÞ `Í[Þ jcª*e ]ó½Þ ALiàZ LeÐB\úÒm e[ÞLÐ« bÐB Ð ÒjB 

L\Ð kÞÜ Òj]Þ_ jaÊ @[Þ\úcÐ_*e QnàÐe aÞi¯ ÒkÐB\úmÐ Ð e[ÞLÐ« aÐaÊ HÒ[ a¯² ÒkÒm aÞ ÒLÒ[ Drc FQÞe J _ÞS 

jéÐcÑ ÒLÒ[ ÒaejÞL ÒaÐmÞ @Ò_L ±Ñ cÐÒ_ Òj]Þ_ jéÐcÑ cÐ_*Ê bjúà_Ð LeÞaÐe hÊZÐdÐB\úmÐ Ð hÞMÐ d]ÞJ jÊc«*Ê LÞRÞ 

LkÞ_\úmÐ, Ò[Òa ÒjB L\ÐVÞ [Ð* Ò`ßÐeÊiLÊ kÊH[ ^úLçLÐe LeÞ\úmÐ Ð _ÞS ±ÑLÊ Òj ÒjcÞ[Þ LÞRÞ ]ÐcÑ D`kÐe ÒLÒa 

Ò]B_\úÒm Ð d]ÞJ ±Ñ*e @f*Ðe `Í[Þ _ÞeÐj¦ bÐa Òj\ú`ÐBÜ @Ò_LÐÕhÒe ]Ð¯Ñ, [\Ð`Þ ÒjB aià aÞaÐk aÐiàÞLÑÒe 

jÊc« cÔÐQÞ=ç kÐe, LÐ_$Êm D`kÐe Ò]B hÞMÐLÊ QcLÐB Ò]B\úÒm Ð ÒjBVÞ jéÐcÑ* WÐeÊ hÞMÐe `Í\c ]ÐcÑ D`kÐe 

\úmÐ Ð d]ÞJ ]hà_ [ré `ÍÒ¯ÔÐN LeÞ [Þ_ÞVÞ TÞ@  [Ð* [e$eÊ hÞMÐ* `ÐBÜ ]ÐcÑ D`kÐe ÒaÐmÞ jéÐcÑ ÒOÐiZÐ LeÊ\úÒm, 

Ò[Òa aªÊaÐ]Ñ aÞQÐeÒe Òj LÐ_$Êm J kÐe ÒjVç kÞÜ ÒLaf jéÐcÑ* WÐeÊ ÒLÐXÞH aiàe aÐkÐOe bÞ[Òe jaà`Í\c J 

jaÊWÐeÊ ]ÐcÑ D`kÐe \úmÐ Ð

HÒ[ jêô[ÞbeÐ LÐ_$ÊmVÞ kSÞdÞaÐeÊ hÞMÐe c_ MeÐ` ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð BcÞÒVj_ç LÐ_$Êm J kÐe `ÞuÞ Òj TÞAeÑ 

aÐkÐOeÒe MÊjÞ ekÞaÐe @bÞ_¯ LeÊ\úmÐ d]ÞJ, dÐkÐe LÐ_$ÊmLÊ Ò]MÊ\úmÐ, _ÞS LÐ_$Êm L\Ð cÒ_ `LÐB Òj ]ÊÊÓMÑ 

ÒkÐBdÐD\úmÐ Ð JXÞhÐÒe `te ]Þ_e ekZÞ ÒLcÞ[Þ Ò]MÊÒ]MÊ jeÞNmÐ Ð AÒceÞLÐ Ò$eÞ AjÞaÐ `ËaàeÊ ]ÞmâÑÒe ]ÊB]Þ_e 

ekZÞ \úmÐ Ð hÞMÐ ]ÞmâÑ AjÞ c^Ô Òj LÐ_$Êm L\Ð MÐmÞ bÐaÞmÐ Ð ]ÞmâÑÒe RÐXÞdÐB\úaÐ aÐµVÞLÊ ÒjcÞ[Þ [Þ_ÞQÐeÞ\e `ÊZÞ 

ÒMÒfBmÐ Ð LÐ_$Ême jrÐ aÞ cÞfÞmÐ_Þ Ð

“[Ê H LÞeZ jÐ=Òe Òj ÒSÔÐ[ÞiÐZÑ* `ÐMLÊ dÐA Ð [Ð*e LÊAÒX HÒ[ sÐ_ Òd, LÞH ÒLÒ[VÐ eÊVÞ MÐBRÞ, 

cZÞi Ò]Mú Ò`VL\Ð LkÞÒ]DR«Þ  Ð” - ÒaÐD `eÐchà Ò]mÐ Ð

d]ÞJ ÒSÔÐ[ÞiÑ D`Òe hÞMÐe HÒ[VÐ aÞhéÐj _\úmÐ, [\Ð`Þ LÐÒf LÞRÞVÐ hÊbMae cÞfÞ`ÐÒe ÒjB bejÐÒe J 

ÒSÔÐ[ÞiÐZÑ* aÞi¯Òe SÐZÞaÐe ANÍk Ò_B Òj bÐBe OÒe LÐc LeÊ\úaÐ LÞeZ jkÞ[ dÐB [Ð*Ê ÒbVÞaÐLÊ eÐSÞÒkmÐ Ð 

LÞeZ aÐj_cSÐ, OeÒ`ÐRÐ jÐeÞaÐÒafLÊ ]Þ_ HNÐeVÐ Ð ÒjÒ[ÒafLÊ bÐB, bÐDS _ÞS_ÞSe LÐdàÔÒl[ÍLÊ QÐmÞdÐB\úÒm J 

[Ð*e `ÞmÐcÐÒ_ aÞ ²Êmç dÐBjÐeÞ\úÒm Ð eÊ_ÊLÊ OÒe ajÞ N`akÞ `YÞaÐLÊ LkÞ Òj LÞeZ jkÞ[ OeÊ aÐkÐeÞNmÐ Ð 
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Ò_[ÐSÑ jÊbÐi B_ç½ÞQÊÔVç @$ç ÒVLçÒ_ÐÒmÐSÞ (H_ç.Hjç.AB.VÞ.) LÔÐ¬jçeÊ Òc_çÒNVç Ò]B aÐkÐeÞNÒm Òc_ç 

ÒeÐXçVÞLÊ `Ðe LeÞaÐLÊ `XÞa Ð [Ð`Òe AjÞa HL ÒRÐV NfÞ Ð ]Þ_ cSÊeÞA, @ÒVÐQÐfL J VÔÐµÞQÐfL cÐ_*e aªÞ jÞH 

Ð d]ÞJ [Ð bÞ[Òe ÒLÒ[ÐVÞ Oe jéof `eÞaÐee @ayÞ[Þ aÞi¯Òe B=Þ[ Ò]D\úÒm, [\Ð`Þ ÒSÔÐ[ÞiÐZÑ Òd HcÞ[Þ HL 

aªÞOÒe ekÊ\úÒa bÐaÞ [Ð*Ê Ò]MÐ LeÞaÐLÊ dÞaÐLÊ LÊ¶Ð mÐNÊ\úmÐ hÞMÐLÊ Ð ^ËfÞ ^Ëje M¨ÞA eÐªÐ @[ÞLÍc LeÞ XÐkÐZ LXLÊ 

aÐ*ÞmÐ LÞeZ Ð hÞMÐ [ÐLÊ @_ÊjeZ LmÐ Ð ]ÞmâÑÒe HcÞ[Þ aªÞ @qfLÊ ÒLÒa dÐB_\úmÐ hÞMÐ Ð LVLe ]ÊBLX _Ðf bfÞ HWÞ 

aÞ ]ÊB`ÒV ÒMÐmÐ _Ðf jaÊ \úmÐ Ð eÐªÐe LÒXLÒX _~àcÐ WÊf ÒkÐB ekÞ\úmÐ Ð @^Ðm=fÐ `ÞmÐcÐÒ_ Òj ^ËfÞÒe ÒMfÊ\úÒm 

Ð aÐkÐÒe ÒLÐBmÐ AqÒe eÊVÞ ÒjLÊ\úmÐ LÐkÐe cÐ [, AD LÐkÐe cÐ’ eÐªÐ`ÐM `ÐZÞ ÒMÐmÞ mÊNÐ LÐQÊ\úmÐ Ð 

“ÒSÔÐ[Þi* Oe AD ÒLÒ[ ]ËeÒe ?“- `QÐeÞmÐ hÞMÐ Ð

“HB [ `ÐÒMB AjÞmÐZÞ Ð HB ÒdDÜ AN public school Oe Ò]MÐ ÒkDRÞ, ÒjBWÞ XÐkÐZ`VLÊ aÐ*ÞÒm, [Ð* 

Oe `XÞa Ð“
HcÞ[Þ HL aªÞ @qfÒe `aâÞLç ²Êmç OeVÞ ceÊbËcÞÒe JHjÞjç j]óh cÒ_ ÒkD\úmÐ Ð ÒhiÒe ÒSÔÐ[ÞiÐZÑ* OÒe 

Ò_B `kqÐB\úmÐ LÞeZ ÐÒSÔÐ[ÞiÐZÑSÑ Oe @uÐe LeÞ ajÞ\úÒm Ð LÞeZLÊ J hÞMÐLÊ Ò]Mú DWÞajÞÒm HaÕ _ÞS jéÐcÑ*Ê 

mÐBVç SfÐBÒ]aÐLÊ LkÞÒm Ð LÞeZ `eÞQ¯ LeÐBÒ]mÐ Ð

“ÒdDÜ ]Þ]Þ* aÞi¯ cÊÜ A`Z*Ê LkÊ\úmÞ, H ÒkÒm ÒjB ]Þ]Þ Ð BH AÒceÞLÐÒe ek«Þ Ð 

[Ð*e LÐ_$Êm kSÞdÐBRÞ Ð“
ÒSÔÐ[ÞiÐZÑ jéÐN[ LÒm J `ÐMÒe `XÞ\úaÐ ÒQ¯Ðe D`Òe hÞMÐLÊ ajÞaÐLÊ LkÞÒm Ð

“ÒLDÜ [ÐeÞMÒe J ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf kSÞmÐ LÐ_$Êm ?“ - ÒSÔÐ[ÞiÐZÑ `Íhð LÒm Ð

“Òj L\Ð [ LkÞÒka_Þ Ð cÊÜ [ÐLÊ SÐ_Ê¯ÐeÑ 22 [ÐeÞMÒe ÒcÐ `jà bÞ[Òe eMú\úmÞ AÒceÞLÐÒe Ð [Ð`Òe 

]ÞmâÑÒe ÒNÐVÞH ]Þ_ @VLÞ LVL dÐB\úmÞ Ð SÐ_Ê¯ÐeÑ 24 [ÐeÞMÒe LVLÒe kÞÜ LÐ_$ÊmVÞ ÒMÐSÞ\úmÞ `ÞuÞaÞ ÒaÐmÞ J 

ÒjBWÐÒe SÐZÞmÞ Òd ÒjBVÐ kSÞdÐBRÞ Ð“
ÒSÔÐ[ÞiÐZÑ HL aX `ÊªL aÐkÐeLÒm J Òj\úeÊ LÞRÞ _cée VÞ`Þ @* LiÐLiÞ LÒm Ð Òj @* LiÞaÐ bÞ[Òe Òj 

_ÞS SÑa_ LÐkÐZÑ aÀà_Ð LeÊ\úÒm Ð [Ð*e heart problem J diabetes Ð Òj\ú`ÐBÜ Òj AD ÒahÑ LÐc LeÞ`ÐeÊ_ÐkÐ«Þ 

Ð [Ð* LkÞaÐ cÊ[ÐaL SZLe ÒSÔÐ[ÞiÑ ]éÐeÐ ScÞScÐ ÒLjç WÞLç LeÐB Òj `QÐhkSÐe V*Ð LcÞh_ç `ÐB\úÒm Ð AD SÒZ 

ÒhWç*e TÞ@ aÐkÐOe WÞLç LeÐB `qiWÞ kSÐe V*Ð J HL jÊ_ÐkÐe `Êe´Ðe `ÐB\úÒm Ð 

N`RfÒe Òj hÞMÐe `eÞaÐe aÞi¯Òe aÞ [\Ô jÕNÍk LÒm J [Ð* aXTÞ@LÊ QÐkÐ AZÞ Ò]aÐLÊ LkÞÒm Ð

“]Þ]Þ*e [Þ_ÞVÞ TÞ@  Ð A®Ð*e Òj\ú`ÐBÜ c_ MeÐ` Ð ]Þ]Þ*e `Ê@ ÒkaLÞ _Ð VÞÒL NZ_Ð LeÞ Lk«Ê Ð“ - LÞeZ 

@_ÊÒeÐ^ LmÐ Ð

ÒSÔÐ[ÞiÐZÑ kjÞÒm Ð 

“ÒcÐe `Ê@ ]eLÐe _ÐkÞÜ Ð Ò[Òa A`Z LZ j[Òe kÐ[ Ò]Mú HcÞ[Þ NZ_Ð LeÞ`ÐeÞÒa ?“ - hÞMÐ ÒLßÐ[Êkf 

Ò_B `Íhð LeÞ\úmÐ Ð

ÒSÔÐ[ÞiÐZÑ ÒjBWÊ D`Ò]h Ò]Òm Òd LÐkÐLÊ kÐ[ Ò]MÐBaÐ DQÞ[ _ÊÒkÜ Ð LÐeZ bm ÒSÔÐ[Þi cÐÒ_ kÐ[ Ò]Mú 

jaÊ`ÍLÐe [\Ô jÕNÍk LeÞ`Ðe«Þ Ð ÒdÒk[Ê `ÍÒ[ÔL cZÞie SÑa_Òe LÞRÞ _Ð LÞRÞ MeÐ` ekjÔ RÊ`ÞLeÞ ekÞ\ÐH, kÐ[ 
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Ò]MúaÐ cÐ^ÔcÒe ÒSÔÐ[Þi Òj jaÊ SÐZÞdÐH Ð HB jc¯Òe ÒSÔÐ[ÞiÐZÑ* TÞ@ AZÞ QÐkÐÒ]mÐ Ð ÒSÔÐ[ÞiÐZÑ LÞRÞ jc¯ 

_Ñea ÒkÐB ajÞekÞÒm J NZ_Ð LeÞQÐmÞÒm Ð ÒhiÒe SZÐBÒm Òd LÐ_$Êm cÞfÞaÐe jc÷Ða_Ð h[LXÐ HL bÐN Ð [Ð* 

NZ_Ð @_ÊdÐ¯Ñ H¯ÐeçÒ`ÐVàe jÞLÊÔeÞVÞ ÒQLç jc¯Òe aÔÐNçeÊ ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf LÐ_$ÊmVÞ `XÞdÐBRÞ Ð

ÒSÔÐ[ÞiÐZÑ*Ê `QÐhVÞ V*Ð Ò]B hÞMÐ OeLÊ Ò$eÞmÐ J LÐ_$Êm cÞfÞaÐe jcª AhÐ mÊ© ÒkÐB\úaÐeÊ MV D`Òe 

QÞ[ç ÒkÐB ÒhÐB LÐtÞmÐ Ð

“cÊÜ [c LÐt hÊZÞ hÊZÞ [c D`Òe akÊ[ VÐ¯ÐXà cÐcÐ Ð S½ç LÐ_$ÊmVÐ `ÐBÜ [Òc HÒ[ LÐtÊR ?“ - QÞXÞLeÞ 

LkÞmÐ eÊ_Ê Ð

“[Ê LZ aÊTÞaÊÒe eÊ_Ê ? Òj LÐ_$Êm jkÞ[ ÒcÐe jêô[Þ SXÞ[ Ð“ - hÞMÐ Dre Ò]mÐ Ð

“aVç cÐcÐ Ð ÒjBVÐ S½ç LÐ_$Êm ÒdDÜVÐLÊ [Òc LÞZÞ`ÐeÞa Ð VÞÒL ÒjcÐ_* L\Ð bÐaÞm ÒdDÜcÐÒ_ [Ð* 

mbçXçJéÐ_ç*Ê keÐBRÞ«Þ Ð VÞÒL LÐfÞA AD VÞLÞ_Ð* L\Ð bÐaÞm, ÒjcÐÒ_ [Ð* cÐ ehêÑ cÐBÜ*Ê keÐBR«Þ Ð“
eÊ_Ê jÐ_ `ÞmÐVÞH ÒkÒmaÞ @[Þ [rée L\ÐVÞH LkÞmÐ Ð VÞLÞ_Ð J LÐfÞA*e cÊkÜ bÐjÞAjÞmÐ hÞMÐe jêô[Þ`VÒe Ð 

[Ð*e S_ê]Ð[ÍÑ S__Ñ Acúk[ÔÐ LeÞ\úmÐ [Þ_Þaià [Òf Ð Acúk[ÔÐ LmÐÒaÒf `Ê@, TÞ@* ÒcÐk [ÐLÊ @VLÐB `ÐeÞ_\úmÐ 

Ð ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf LÐfÞ@ [Þ_Þaiàe \úmÐ J VÞLÞ_Ð `Ðqaiàe Ð HÒa LÐfÞA R@ aiàe ÒkmÐZÞ Ð NÐÜLÊ dÐB\úaÐ ÒaÒf ÒjB 

LÐfÞALÊ DmâjÞ[ ÒkÐB aÐ`Ð* jkÞ[ cÐ*X ÒNÐXÐBaÐe Ò]Mú\úmÐ hÞMÐ Ð kjL\Ð `XÞÒm kjÞkjÞ NXÞdÐD\úmÐ Òj J 

`ÞDjÑLÊ LÊ¬ÐB ^eÞ MÐBaÐLÊ cÐNÊ\úmÐ, “Ò]B, ÒbÐL LmÐZÞ MÐBaÐLÊ Ò]mÊ Ð“
LÐfÞA J VÞLÞ_Ðe “ÒaÐD“ XÐLVÞ QÞe] Þ_ `ÐBÜ mÞbÞdÐB\úmÐ Ð [\Ð`Þ @_ÔcÐ_* ÒjðkLÊ AhÍ¯ LeÞ, SÑa_e 

@_Ô jaÊ MÊjÞe AhÐÒe ÒjcÐÒ_ `Í[Þ AN[]Þ_LÊ _ËA jé`ðÒe J _ËA D_êÐ]_ÐÒe Ac§Z SZÐD\úÒm Ð AD jÐcÐ_Ô 

LÐ_$ÊmVÞLÊ keÐBRÞ ÒaÐmÞ hÞMÐ TÊeÊTÊeÞ ]ÊÓM LeÞ HÒ[]Þ_ aeaÐ] LmÐZÞ Ð

ÒjB cÊkËràÒe _ÞS D`Òe AÒLÍÐh AjÞmÐ hÞMÐe Ð “Òk bNaÐ_, j[Òe LZ cÊÜ HÒ[ _ÞÒaàÐ^ ÒkmÞ Ð jÐcÐ_Ô 

LÐ_$ÊmVÞ D`Òe HÒ[ ÒcÐk eMú ÒcÐe ÒLaf @ÒYB j©Ðke bÐe[ dÐ[ÍÐe MÊjÞLÊ cÊÜ `ËÀàeËÒ` @_Êba LeÞ`ÐeÞmÞ_Þ 

Ð“ AMúeÊ mÊk Ò`ÐRÞ Òj ]óY_Þ¾¯ LmÐ Òd AÒceÞLÐ Ò$eÞdÞaÐ `ËaàeÊ ]ÞmâÑekZÞe jcª jÊM Òj @_Êba LeÞa Ð jÕ²ó[ 

hÞlL*e aÐZÑ kó]`VÒe `ÊZÞ \Òe `Í[Þ^é_Þ[ ÒkmÐ -

“_ ÒQÐekÐ¯àÔcç _ Q eÐSkÐ¯àÔcç _ bÍÐ[óbÐSÔcç _ Q bÐeLÐeÞ

  aÔÒ¯ LóÒ[ awà[ Ha _Þ[Ôcç aÞ]ÔÐ^_cç jaà^_`Í^Ð_cç Ð“
hÞMÐ `ÐMÒe aÞ]ÔÐ^_ bfÞ ckÐ^_ ekÞRÞ, LfÐLó[Þe @Ò_L @f*Ðe ekÞRÞ Ð jÐcÐ_Ô LÐ_$Ême ÒcÐk 

AD [ÐLÊ A_t `ÍÐ©ÞÒe aÐ^Ð Ò]B `ÐeÞa_Þ Ð

aÞRZÐeÊ DWÞ _ÞSLÊ `ÍªÊ[ LeÞaÐÒe mÐNÞNmÐ hÞMÐ J eÊ_ÊLÊ LkÞmÐ, “eÊ_Ê, Sm]Þ ÒXÍjçVÐ a]fÐB `LÐ Ð AÒc 

ASÞ Delhi aÊmÞaÐLÊ dÞaÐ ÒcÒVÍÐÒe Ð“
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
XLçVeç aÞsÐ_Ñ ]Ðj LmcÞéA, ÒceÑmÐ¨Òe ek«Þ J _ÐjÐ, NXÐXà ÒjÃeçÒe LÐdàÔLe«Þ Ð d]ÞJ HL NÐZÞ[ÞLÐ kÞjÐaÒe Òj DnhÞlÐ J [ÐmÞcç `ÍÐ©, Ò[Òa c_Òe DWÊ\úaÐ bÐa_Ðe [e=LÊ 

ÒmMÐÒmMú J @bÞ_¯ cÐ^ÔcÒe `ÍLÐh LeÞaÐLÊ Òj jaà]Ð ÒQ½Þ[ Ð H[]ç aÔ[Ñ[ _ó[Ô, NÑ[ J auÊcÞf_Òe [Ð=e aÞÒhi ANÍk Ð  
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Ò]Ðf dÐ[ÍÐ

X¦e jÊmlZÐ `V_Ð¯L

AÒceÞLÐLÊ AjÞaÐe @Ò_L aià ÒkÐBNmÐZÞ jÊebÞ*e Ð  kÊH[ ÒLÐXÞH HÒLÐBhÞ aià Ð LÞ«Ê cÒ_ÒkDRÞ HB 

ÒdcÞ[Þ Oe RÐXÊR«Þ Ð ÒaÐD ]Ð¨ ]ÊAÒe WÞAÒkÐB [Ð*Ê aÞ]Ð¯ Ò]DRÞ Ð ]Ð¨ `ÐkÐQÒe WÞA ÒkÐBRÞ Ð [Ð’e ^fÐ mÊNÐ, 

hÑÀàLÐ¯Ð, ^Ðe ÒNÐeÐ cÊkÜÒe TÞ@LÊ aÞ]Ð LeÞaÐe LÐeÊZÔ HÒaaÞ Sf Sf ÒkÐB Ò]MÐ dÐDRÞ Ð  RÐ[Þ Le[Þ ÒkÐB AMÞLÊ 

aÐecéÐe bÞÒSB Ò]DRÞ Ð auÊ aÐua N]Ð ÒkÐBR«Þ jcÒª AMÞ mÊkÒe [Ð*Ê ÒcmÐZÞ Ò]aÐLÊ Ð ÒaÐD QÐmÞ NmÐZÞ, aÐ`Ð 

QÐmÞNÒmZÞ @Ò_L ]Þ_eÊ.....Ð LÞ«Ê bÊmÞ ÒkD_Þ Òj bÞSÞmÐ @[Ñ[LÊ HdÐH Ð 

OÒe ÒLkÞ _ÐkÐ«Þ Ð  TÞ@ dÐBRÞ ²Êmç Ð jéÐcÑ jÊaÍ[ dÐBR«Þ @$ÞjLÊ Ð _ÞÒeÐfÐ MeÐÒaf Ð jÊebÞ* AMÞÒe Oe 

bÐjÞ AjÞmÐ Ð `R jêÊ[ÞcÐÒ_ ^ÐXÞaÐuÞ jÊebÞ* c_e AB_ÐÒe D*Þ cÐeÞaÐLÊ mÐNÞÒm Ð  ÒdDÜ closetÒe Òj TÞ@e ÒMfZÐ 

mÊQÐ«Þ, J ÒdDÜ closetÒe `ÊeÊZÐ suitcase NÊXÐ ScÐ ÒkÐBR«Þ, jÊebÞ ÒjB closetÒMÐmÞÒm Ð ÒLÐXÞH aià `ËaàeÊ Oe 

RÐXÞmÐ ÒaÒf kÐ[Òe ÒNÐVÞH cÐ[Í suitcase ^eÞ jÊebÞ Oe RÐXÞ\ÞÒm Ð $ÞLÐ jaÊS e=e bÞ.AB.`Þ suitcase VÞH Ð

cÔÐQÞ=ç jÐ¯Ð, aâÐDSç jk hÐYÑ [ÞÒ_ÐVÞ cÐ[Í, AD [Ð*e XÞNÍÑ jÐVàÞ$ÞÒLV, `ÊeÊZÐ $ÒVÐ Amçacç J aÐ`Ð Ò]B\ÞaÐ ScÞ 

LÐNS jk ÒNÐVÞH mcéÐ MÐ[Ð \ÞmÐ suitcase bÞ[Òe Ð SÐNÍ[Òe QÐaÞ Ò]B ^eÞ AjÞ\ÞÒm suitcaseçLÊ, SÑa_e HL 

_Ë[_ `dàÐ¯ Aec÷ LeÞaÐLÊ jÊebÞ HL _Ë[_ `ó\ÞaÑÒe Ð LÐkÞÜ ÒLÒ[ ]Þ_ LVÞNmÐZÞ H bÞ[Òe Ð  aÔª akÊf SÑa_e 

@`eÞQÞ[ aÔª[Ð cÐ_*Ê `eÞQÞ[ LeÞaÐ bÞ[Òe jc¯ LVÞQÐmÞRÞ Ð ÒaÒf ÒaÒf @Z_ÞÓhéÐjÑ mÐÒN Ð SÑa_e ÒMfÒe 

jÊebÞ*Ê @_àÞ~Þ½ N[ÞÒe ^ÐBÜaÐLÊ `ÒX [\Ð`Þ .........Ð

jÊebÞ QÐkÞÜÒm closet bÞ[eLÊ Ð [Þ_Þ-QÐeÞVÐ aX aX suitcase, ÒjB ÒRÐV bÞ.AB.`Þ. suitcaseVÐ D`Òe 

ÒdcÞ[Þ _ÞSe `eÐLÍc jÐaÔª LeÞ kÐmÞA cÐeÊR«Þ Ð LÞ«Ê jaÊ jÊVÒLj bÞ[Òe ÒRÐV ÒkÒmaÞ [Ðe jÐDÜfÞA ÒQÒkeÐ DÜ*Þ 

cÐeÊRÞ [fÊ Ð ÒNÐVÞH cÞ_ÞVç jÊebÞ QÐkÞÜ ekÞÒm [ÐLÊ @_Ô suitcasecÐ_*e $Ð*Òe Ð  E`eÊ aX suitcaseVÞ ÒVLÞaÐLÊ ÒQ½Ð 

LeÊLeÊ TÞ@e ]ÊB QÐeÞVÐ aX aX ÒMfZÐ ÒLÐDWÊ ^Êcç^Ðcç MjÞ `XÞmÐ [Ð* aÐÜ ÒNÐX A=ÊWÞ D`Òe Ð  DÓ ! QÞ[çLÐe LeÞ 

A=ÊWÞLÊ QÐ`Þ ^eÞÒm jÊebÞ Ð  LÞRÞ lZ `Òe `ÊZÞ DWÞ AÒª AÒª suitcase NÊXÞLÊ HL `ÐMÞALeÞ ÒRÐV jaÊS  bÞ.AB.`Þ 

suitcaseVÐLÊ ÒVLÞ AZÞÒm Ð J]Ð [DmÞAVÞÒe Ò`ÐRÞÒm Ð AZÞ Òm]e ÒjÐ$Ð D`Òe eMÞÒm Ð ÒMÐmÞÒm suitcaseLÊ ..... 

$ÞLÐ _Ñf e=e $ÒVÐ Amacç D`Òe AMÞ `XÞNmÐ Ð ÒMÐmÞ $ÒVÐ NÊXÐ Ò]MÞaÐLÊ mÐNÞÒm Ð Oe @NZÐÒe LÊ@ `ÐÒM ÒmÕaÊ 

NR LXÒe aX `\e D`Òe aÐ`Ð NÐÒ^ÐBaÐLÊ ajÞaÐe $ÒVÐ Ð _ÐmÞ NÐcÊRÐ, Ò[m ceÐ QÞLZç Ò]k $ÒVÐeÊ aÐeÞ ÒkÐB 

dÐDRÞ Ð aX aX `ÐZÞ aÐmçVÞ `ÐMÒe Ð cÒ_ `XÞmÐ _ÊA LÔÐÒceÐÒe aX bÐB jÊe&_ H $ÒVÐVÞ Ò_B\ÞÒm Ð aÐ`Ð* cÊkÜe 

kj jÕLÍÐcÞ[ ÒkmÐ jÊebÞ* JWÒe Ð  aÐ`Ð NÐ^ÊA OÒe NÐ^Ð«Þ _ÐkÞÜ Ð  hÑ[ ]ÞÒ_ Nec `ÐZÞ [Ð*e ]eLÐe kÊH_Ð Ð jLÐf 

MeÐ, AD LÊ@e DiÊc `ÐZÞ [Ð* `ÐBÜ dÒ\½ \ÞmÐ Ð AD ÒNÐVÞH $ÒVÐÒe ÒaÐD WÐLÊe OÒe `ËSÐÒe ajÞRÞ Ð  jaÊ WÐLÊe* 

$ÒVÐ jÒ= ÒaÐDe $ÒVÐ Ð aÐ`Ð* $ÒVÐ `ÊZÞ LÒQeÞ OÒe ckLÞm jÒ= Ð  AD ÒNÐVÞH $ÒVÐÒe L]fÑ NR `RLÊ jÊebÞ* 

$ÒVÐ _ÐmÞ RÞV hÐYÑVÞH `ÞuÞ Ð  LÞ«Ê Òj _ÐmÞ RÞV hÐYÑÒe, ÒLÐXÞH aÐBhÞ aiàe TÞ@VÞLÊ @QÞkðÐ cÒ_ ÒkmÐ jÊebÞ*e Ð 

cÒ_ ÒkmÐ ÒdcÞ[Þ AD LÞH ! aÞhéÐj @aÞhéÐje mÊQLÐfÞ- LÐxÒe mÐNÞ\ÞaÐ _ÞSe aX $ÒVÐVÞLÊ QÐkÞÜÒm Ð a¯je @bÞs[Ð 

J QÐ`Òe Òj _ÐmÞ RÞV hÐYÑ `ÞuÐ TÞ@VÞ ÒLcÞ[Þ ÒLÐDWÞ [Ð* @SÐZ[Òe kSÞdÐBRÞ ÒLÒaWÊ, [Ð*WÊ Ð QÐkÞÜÒm $ÒVÐLÊ 
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`ÊZÞ....[Ð* Oq LfÐ ÒaZÑ, QÞLçLZ jÐD’ÜfÞA L`ÐfÒe _ÐmÞ VÞLÞmÞ, AD ]ÊB kÐ[Òe ]ÊB ÒNÐRÐ _ÐmÞQÊXÞ.......ÒLcÞ[Þ @`Ëaà 

cÒ_ ÒkmÐ TÞ@VÞLÊ.....RaÞh aià [fe @[Ñ[LÊ.....Ð ÒLÐXÞH aÐBhÞ aiàe TÞ@ jÊebÞ*e DrÐf beÐ ÒdßÐa_ , eË`e ctÐLÞ_Ñ 

TeÐB ASÞe @ª @`eÐkðe LâÐ« jÊebÞ*Ê VÐZÞ Ò_BNmÐ `RLÊ Ð  RVLÒe QÐkÞÜÒm _ÞSLÊ, AD LÐxÒe V=Ð ÒkÐB\ÞaÐ [Ð* 

HÒae $ÒVÐLÊ `ÊZÞ\Òe Ð  cÊkÜÒe ]Ê_ÞAÜ dÐLe @bÞs[Ðe RÐ`.....cÊj ]ÞA aaç Òk¯Ðe ½ÐBmç....jÞÒ_cÐ Ò$ÐÒVÐ bfÞ jdÒ[ð 

jSÞçS[ A^Ë_ÑL[Ðe SÐkÑe....ÒLcÞ[Þ Ò$Lç cÒ_ÒkmÐ jaÊ....HLÐ HLÐ H HLÐ« hË_Ô c^ÔÐkðÒe... kWÐ[ç AD ÒNÐVÞH $ÒVÐ 

D`Òe AMÞ `XÞNmÐ [Ð*e Ð  $ÞLç LeÞ kjÞÒ]Òm jÊebÞ Ð  Òj HaÕ [Ð* ÒRÐV bDZÑ eÊQÞ Ð aX bÐB DÒWB \ÞÒm H $ÒVÐ 

Ð AW ]h aià a¯j ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf ]ÊB SZ*e Ð  eÊQÞLÊ Ò]MÞ [Ð*Ê kj cÐXÞmÐ Ð ]ÊB SZ* LÐ_ `dÔà« aÐf ]ÊB `ÐMÒe...

ÒRÐV kÐ[ $ÍLçÒe `ÍÞÃ Ò]MÐ dÐD_Þ bm, LÐeZ aìÐLç-A¨ç-kéÐBV Ò$ÐÒVÐ ÒLÒaLÐe Ð eÊQÞ [Ð* LÐuÒe kÐ[ Ò]BRÞ, Òj 

[Ðe Ae kÐ[VÞLÊ ÒLÐfÒe ^eÞR«Þ, SÐLÞSÊLÞ ]ÊBSZ ajÞR«Þ Ð bÐeÞ bm mNÞmÐ Ð

jÊVçÒLjçe jaÊWÊ [Òf \ÞmÐ mcéÐ MÐ[ÐVÞ Ð  D`Òe aÐ`Ð* _ÐÜ [Ð* _ÞS kÐ[ ÒmMÐ @leÒe Ð MÐ[Ð ÒMÐmÞÒm... 

aÐ`Ð* NÁe @^ÐÒmMÐ `Ð¬ÊmÞ`ÞVÞ Ð kÐ[Òe ^eÞÒm...RÐ[ÞÒe SÐLÞÒm Ð  aÐ`Ð* NÁe @^ÐÒmMÐ `Ð¬ÊmÞ`ÞVÞLÊ `YÞaÐ `ÐBÜ 

bÞ.AB.`Þ. jÊVÒLjçVÐ OÊÒqB Ò]Òm J yaÞe ÒkÐB ajÞ ekÞÒm ÒjÐ$Ð D`Òe LÞRÞ lZ Ð  @[Ñ[ VÐZÞ Ò_mÐ [Ð*Ê ÒLÐD 

`RLÊ............Ð  jc¯e ÒjÐÍ[ \ÍÞ-XÞ-cÔÊSÞ¯cçÒe [Ð*Ê ÒdcÞ[Þ Ò_B dÐDRÞ `RLÊ... AkÊeÞ `RLÊ.............. 

`Ð¬ÊmÞ`ÞVÞÒe aÐ`Ð NÐÜÒe  Ò]ÐfdÐ[ÍÐ ÒLcÞ[Þ Aec÷ LeÞ\ÞÒm ÒjB aÞi¯Òe ÒmMÞ\ÞÒm Ð @^ÐÒmMÐ @ayÐÒe 

Òj `ÍÐZ[ÔÐN LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð  `YÊ `YÊ jÊebÞ* `ÞmÐÒafe Ò]ÐfRÊVÞ cÒ_ `XÞNmÐ Ð eÊQÞ `Ðq R’aeie, AD Òj jÐ[ AW 

aeie ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf Ð Ò]ÐfRÊVÞ ÒkÐB\ÐH Ð  eÊQÞe kÊH[ LÞRÞ cÒ_ _ \Þa , LÞ«Ê cÒ_ @RÞ jÊebÞ*e Ð NÐÜ _Ð [Ð*e `eÞRf 

Ð ÒMÐwàÐeÊ 12 cÐBmç cÐ[Í ]Ëe Ð aÐ`Ð \ÞÒm NÐÜe ScÞ]Ðe ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf Ð aÞªÑÀà ScÞ, jÐeÞ jÐeÞ Acé `Zj Ò[ÐVÐ, NÐÜ WÐLÊe 

ctÞe, jÊ^Ð Ò`ÐMeÑ, Qt_ Ò`ÐMeÑ jaÊe cÐmÞL aÐ`Ð Ð `Í[Þ aià, aiàLÊ \Òe, aÐ`Ð jcª*Ê _Þ@«Þ NÐÜ’LÊ - Ò]Ðf dÐ[ÍÐLÊ 

Ð ²Êmç jaÊ ]h ]Þ_ `ÐBÜ at ÒkÐB\ÐH Ð NÐÜÒe ÒSÒScÐ, ]Ð]Ð MÊXÑ, [Ð* `ÞmÐH eÐ_Ê, cÐ_Ê, TÊ_Ê, aX aÐ`Ð, cÐcÐ, _a 

bÐB, J $LÊ bÐB* jÒ= bÐDS cÐÒ_, ÒRÐV TÞAeÑ `Ê[ÊeÐ cÐÒ_ Ð jÊebÞ*Ê ’jÊe’ XÐL«Þ jcÒª OÒe J NÐÜÒe Ð  jÊeÊ ]Þ_ 

NZÊ\ÞÒm, eÊQÞ c^Ô aÊTÞ `ÐeÊ\ÞmÐ Ò]ÐfLÊ NÐÜLÊ dÞaÐe A_t Ð ajçÒe NÐÜLÊ dÞaÐLÊ 12 cÐBm aÐV `ÍÐ¯ 45 cÞ_ÞVeÊ OÃÐH 

mÐNÊ\ÞmÐ Ð [Ð’`eWÊ `ÊZÞ QÐmÞLÞ dÞaÐLÊ kÊH cÐBmÞH LÞ Ò]Y cÐBm aÐV Ð aÐ`Ð dÐDR«Þ ÒaÐmÞ ]h-`te QÐiÑ, `ÐBVÞA 

kÐSe ÒkÐB @Ò`lÐ LeÞ\Ð«Þ NÐÜ cÊ¨ ajç \LÐ dÐNÐÒe Ð ÒjBWÞ ÒRÐV QÐf Oe- QÐ, NÊmÊNÊmÐ, cÞÒWB Ò]ÐLÐ_ Ð LÊ@ VÞH, 

]DXÞ auÐ `ÊeÊZÐ aÐmçVÞ Ð `ÐMLÊ mÐNÞ `Ð_ Ò]ÐLÐ_ Ð Ò]ÐLÐ_Òe _Ð_Ð LÞjce `ÞmÐ* `ÐBÜ aÞ²ÊVç, _Ð_ç MÒVB, _ÐmÞ Ò_fÑ 

cÊYÞ mÒS_çjç, LÐQ ç bÞ[Òe \ÊA ÒkÐB NmÐ-ABmÐ aj dÐ[ÍÑ*Ê ALiàZ LeÊ\ÐH NÐÜ cÊ¨eÊ `ÞmÐ* `ÐBÜ LÞRÞ ^eÞ Ò_B 

dÞaÐLÊ Ð aÐ`Ð NÐXÞeÊ JÒkâB LÊ@ ^ÐeÒe \ÞaÐ DnÐ `\e D`Òe aj«Þ Ð `ÐBVÞA aÐ QÐiÑ SÒZ `ÐZÞ aÐmVÞ Ò[ÐfÞ aÐ`Ð* 

ÒNÐX Ò^ÐB Ò]B _ÐmÞ NÐcÊRÐÒe Ò`ÐRÞ ]Þ@«Þ Ð  Ò]ÐLÐ_Ñ QÐ’ NÞmÐj ^eÞ aÒYB ]ÞH aÐ`Ð*Ê Ð  aÐ`Ð QÐ’ MÐD MÐD NÐÜe 

kÐmç aÊT«Þ Ð ScÞ ScÐ _ÐmÞjÞ --A]ÞeÊ @« Ð [Ð bÞ[Òe jÊeÊ J eÊQÞ `ÐM ckÐÒ]a ctÞe ÒaYÐ bÞ[Òe mÊQLÐfÞ ÒMf«Þ Ð 

`ÐBVÞA ]ÊB SZ SNÞ WÞA ÒkÐB \Ð«Þ `ÐMÒe, aÐ`Ð* aÞ_Ð kÊLÊcÒe c^Ô Ð ÒaÐD VÞLÞH ]ËeÒe `Ðaà[Ñ* ]ÊAÒe cÊ¨Òe 

kÐÒ[ JYZÐ Ò]B ajÞeÒk aÐ`Ð XÐL RÐXÞaÐ `dÔà« -’jÊeÊ......eÊQÞ......jÊ...eÊ...QÞ....QÐm dÞaÐ ÒSÒScÐ @Ò`lÐ LeÞ\Þa Ð’
NÐÜÒe `kqÞmÐ ÒafLÊ j&-j& Ð m¶_ AmÊ@ ^eÞ ÒSÒScÐ AjÊ\Ð«Þ ]Ð¨ `Þ¨ÐLÊ ]h \e, `ÞmÐ AjÊR«Þ ÒaÐmÞ 

Ð `Ðq, R kÊLÊcÞA, `ÐBVÞA @Ò`lÐÒe \Ð«Þ ÒSÒScÐ* kÊLÊcçLÊ Ð LÊfÞA ÒaÐD, e=Þ ÒaÐD Oe j$Ð, ÒeÐÒiB aÐj jaÊ 
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ÒLÐD `keÊ Òhi LeÞ aÐaÊ J `ÞmÐ* @Ò`lÐÒe ajÞ ekÞ\Ð«Þ Ð  ÒLÐXÞH aiàeÊ aÞ^aÐ ÒkaÐ `eWÊ LÊfÞA ÒaÐD, jéÐcÑ RÐXÞ 

Ò]aÐ ]Þ_Ê Ò[BhÞ aià ÒkB\ÞmÐ e=ÞLÊ, ÒjÒ[ÒafÊ ÒjcÐÒ_ ÒSÒScÐ* `ÐÒM Ð LÊfÞA J e=ÞÞLÊ ^eÞ [Ð*e SÑa_ Ð 

MÊjÞÒe ÒNÐX [Òf mÐNÊ _ \ÐH jÊeÊ AD eÊQÞ*e Ð MÐBaÐ, `ÞBaÐ, kj MÊjÞ Òe beÐ QD]ÞN Ð ÒjB]Þ_ eÐ[ÞLÊ 

jmVZ AjÞa Ð `e]Þ_ ÒbÐ’eÊ ÒbÐ’eÊ WÐLÊe ÒbÐN MÐBÒa ]ÊAÒe Ð Ò]ÐfÒe ajÞ TÊmÞ TÊmÞ `ÐMe @WeVÞ ÒRÐV ÒRÐV 

NÐÜe WÐLÊe cÐÒ_ aÞcÐ_Òe AjÞ ScÐ ÒkÒa Ð [Ð*e Oe MtÐ R, jÐ[ LÊVÊcé, `eÞaÐeLÊ ^eÞ Ð jmVZ AjÞmÐ ÒafLÊ 

eÐ[Þ aÐe Ð ÒaÐD, ÒSÒScÐ Ac*Ê DÒWB `ÒLBÒm - ’DW DW jmVZ AjÞmÐZÞ’Ð  jmVZ AjÞmÐ ..jmVZ AjÞmÐ hÊZÞ 

jcÒª `Þ¨ÐLÊ AjÞÒm Ð Ò]MÞÒm ]h, aÐe Ò`ÒVÐÍcÐµç mÐBVçÒe ]Ð¨ ]ÊAe AmÊ@Òe AMÞ TmjÞ dÐDRÞ...@^ cÐBm ANLÊ 

aÞ Ð eÐ[Þ ]Þ_WÊ D³éf Ð AMÞ TmjÐ AmÊ@Òe jÊeÊ Ò]MÞÒm hk hk ÒmÐL `Þ¨Ð ^ÐeWÐeÊ ]ÊB LXÒe ajÞR«Þ Ð SÑa_LÊ LÞRÞ 

jc¯ bÊmÞ dÞaÐe @LÊkÐ A_tÒe DaÊVÊaÊ --`ÞmÐWÊ aÊYÐ `dÔà« Ð aÐ`Ð ajÞ\Ð«Þ ANÒe- hÑ[f `VÞÒe, `ËÒeÐkÞ[ L`Þf 

bÐB_Ð* `ÐMLÊ Ð aX `Þ[f \ÐfÞÒe \ÐfÞH ÒbÐN Ð _ËA QZÐ, hÐLe, ÒRÐV ÒRÐV LVÐ AMÊÊ jÐ=LÊ mXÊ AD ma=m[Ð Ð 

QÐce J @Ò_L `ËSÐ je&Ðc `ÐMLÊÊ L`Þf bÐB_Ð _ËA _ÐmÞ NÐcÊRÐ jk ÒLÒ[ÐVÞ V*ÞLÞA Ò_ÐVç `ÐMÒe eMÞ\Ð«ÞÐ  jÊ_Ð 

bfÞ QLQL `Þ[f YÐfÒe WÐLÊe* `ÐBÜ `ÐZÞ J _ÐmÞ QÐ=ÊXÞÒe $Êm Ð ÒSÒScÐ, ÒaÐD, MÊXÑ, aÐBA ]Ð]Ð* ÒaÐkÊ, _ËA 

bÐDS cÐÒ_, aX mÊkÐ @^Ð ADSÐ LaÐV $Ð*Òe QÊ`Þ QÊ`Þ L\Ð J kjLÊ TeÐB cNð ÒkÐB jmVZ @Ò`lÐÒe \ÐA«Þ Ð 

aÐSÐ h~ `ÐÒMB AjÊRÞ... ÒkB AjÞNmÐ.......ÒkÐ ÒkÐ..... jmVZ AjÞmÐ...Ð

h~ J A_te c^Êe ÒLÐfÐkfÒe  jmVZ AjÞmÐ ]Ð¨ cTÞLÊ Ð  `Í\Òc Lf ÒOÐXÐ, _ÐN-_ÐNÊZÑ, aÊYÐ- aÊYÑ, 

ke- `Ðaà[Ñ _ÐQÞÒa, ÒhiLÊ `eÑ _ÐQÒe Òhi Òka jmVZ Ð ^fÐ aÞeÐV mcéÐ Lf ÒOÐXÐ, kÞ kÞ ÒkÐB ^jÞ AjÞÒm Ac 

]Ð¨ `Þ¨Ð EnÐ QÐfLÊ, AD QÐfeÊ LÞRÞ `ÐVÞÒe bÞXÞ Ò_B `RÊA `RÊA _Ð[ cÐeÞ Ò$eÞNÒm Ð jÊeÊ J eÊQÞ aÐ`Ð* `ÐÒM 

Ò]kLÊ Ò]k mÒNB ajÞ\Ð«Þ, `ÐVÞeÊ L\Ð aÐkÐeÊ_Þ Ð eÊQÞe ]Ê½ÐcÑ _ÐkÞÜ Ð ]Ð¨ beÐ ÒmÐL jcÒª ÒdcÞ[Þ aiàL dÐLe @

Ò`lÐLÊ c_ beÞ @aÐLç cÊkÜÒe `ÞB dÐD \ÐA«ÞÐ [Ð`Òe _ÐN-_ÐNÊZÑ, _ÐN ÒahÒe @Ò_L LÐW cÐfÞe NkZÐ J cÊ¨Òe 

_ÐN cÊLÊV `ÞuÞ Q£e LÐVÞ LÐVÞ _ÐQÞÒm Ð aÊYÐ- aÊYÑ kÐ[ ^eÐ ^eÞ ÒkÐB, `Ð_ MÞA `ÐLÊA `ÐVÞÒe kjÞ kjÞ ÒOeÐH 

aÊmÞNÒm Ð [Ð`Òe AjÞÒm ke-`Ðaà[Ñ---8/10 $ÊV mcéÐ, AMÞ TmjÐ eË` Ð ke ckÐÒ]a*e aX aX AMÞ J LfÐ LÊqÊ 

LÊqÞA aÐf jÐ=LÊ _Ñf eÕNe Ò]k D`Òe mcéÐ mcéÐ LfÐ jÐ` NÊÒXB ÒkÐB ekÞ\Ð«Þ Ð aÐ`çÒe.........eÊQÞ `ÐVÞeÊ aÐkÐeÞ 

`XÞmÐ jÐ` Ò]MÞ Ð  AD `Ðaà[Ñ, _ÞeÑk, _ÞcàÐ¯Ð, jéÐcÑ b¦Ð eË`jÑ* kf]Ñ N¶Þ ÒNÐeÐ Ò]kÒe _ÐmÞ SeÞ ^XÞ \ÞaÐ jaÊS 

hÐYÑ D`Òe QLç QLÞA jÊ_Ð cÐf kÐe jaÊ Ò]ÐkmÊ \ÐH Ð jÊeÊ AD eÊQÞ @aÐLç AMÞÒe `ÞB dÐD \ÐA«Þ Ð jÊebÞ SÐZÞ\ÞÒm, 

ke-`Ðaà[Ñ, J WÐLÊe cÐÒ_ jcÒª jéNàÒe ek«Þ Ð ASÞ AjÞR«Þ cràÔLÊ @Á jc¯ `ÐBÜ....`ÊZÞ QÐmÞdÞÒa Ð [Ð`Òe AjÞmÐ 

`eÑ _ÐQ, ]ÊB SZ `eÑ, `ÊeÊi J _ÐeÑ - ]ÊB LXÒe aÞeÐV aÞeÐV SeÞ Tmcm ÒXZÐ Ð ]ÊB kÐ[Òe eÊcÐm VZÐ VZÞ 

ÒkÐB _ÐQÞ _ÐQÞ NÒm jmVZ Òhi LeÞ Ð  `RLÊ AjÞÒm WÐLÊe cÐÒ_ jÊte jÊte aÞcÐ_Òe ajÞ Ð  SÒZ VkmÞA `ÐVÞ 

LeÞ SZÐD\ÐH...Ð ’AjÞÒm mlêÑ-_ÐeÐ¯÷Z.....AjÞÒm eÐ^Ð-Ló».....AjÞÒm kV-LÞÒhÐe....’. Ð có]= , OÃ, NÞ_Þ aÐSÞ NÐÜ ]Ð¨ 

LÕ`Ê\ÐH Ð L`Þf bÐB_Ð* jÒ= aÐ`Ð `Þ¨ÐeÊ JÒkâB QÐce YÐfÞÒm WÐLÊe cÐ_*Ê AD L`Þf bÐB_Ð WÐLÊecÐ_*Ê ÒbÐN 

mÒNB Òhi LmÐ ÒafLÊ eÐ[Þ $ÞLÐ `XÞAjÞmÐZÞ Ð

ÒLÐXÞH, `QÞh QÐiÑ `ÐBVÞA aÐ`Ð* `ÒR`ÒR QÐmÞÒm NÐÜ cÊ¨LÊ ÒcfÐ AÒX Ð jÊeÊ ÒLhaÐ LÐuÒe, AD eÊQÞ 

h*eÐ LÐuÒe LuÊ@ ÒkÐB ÒcfZ `XÞA AXLÊ aÐ`Ð* `ÒR `ÒR QÐmÞÒm Ð  jÊebÞ [\Ð`Þ ÒcÐkNÍª Ð N[ eÐ[Þe jmVZ 
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AD WÐLÊe cÐ_* AaÞbàÐa [Ð* ÒRÐV c_Òe ÒeÐcx_ ÒkÐB QÐmÞ\ÐH Ð ÒcfZ `XÞA `ÐM ÒkÐB AjÊ\ÐH, ÒLhaÐ 

LÐuÒe \ÐB kWÐ[ç jÊebÞ* AMÞ `XÞNmÐ _ÞRÐVÞA AcéNR `ÐMLÊ Ð Ò]MÞÒm ke-`Ðaà[Ñ  @ÃÐWÊ @^Ð ÒkÐB `XÞAÒe 

ajÞR«Þ  LÞ \ÊA ÒkÐBR«Þ ? [Ð* ÒNÐX LÐBÜ ? jÊebÞ ÒdcÞ[Þ _ÞeOÐ[ LQXÐ MÐBÒm-- c_Òe j[-cÞRe 

`ó\ÞaÑLÊ @mNÐ LeÞ Ð  RÐ[Þ bÞ[Òe @LÊkÐ `ÍhðLÊ cx_ LeÞ Ð cÞR LeÞ `ÐeÊ _ \ÞÒm , NÐÜ ]Ð¨Òe hk hk ÒmÐL* jÐ=Òe 

Ò`ÒVÐÍcÐµçe beÐ D³éf AmÊ@Òe Ò]MÞ\ÞaÐ ke-`Ðaà[Ñ*Ê Ð jÊeÊ Ò]MÞÒm, jcÒª QÐmÞ\Ð«Þ ke-`Ðaà[Ñ*Ê `Ðe ÒkÐB 

AcéNR LÒX LÒX Ð LÐkÐ c_Òe LÞRÞ _ÐkÞÜ, jcÒª QÐmÞR«Þ ÒcfZ `XÞA AXLÊ Ð jÊebÞ c^Ô, H j[ cÞRe mÊQLÐfÞLÊ 

[Ð* ÒRÐV c_VÞe  HLÊVÞA `eÞ^ÞÒe @Ò_L `ÍhðaÐQÑ jk au_ LeÞ QÐmÞÒm `XÞA AXLÊ Ð

ÒcfZ `XÞA Ð `QÐh MÒ¨ ÒRÐV ÒRÐV Ò]ÐLÐ_ Ð QÐ, SfMÞA Ò]ÐLÐ_ ÒaÐÒ^ jaÊWÊ ÒahÑ Ð eÐLç D`eÊ [fLÊ 

\ÐL \ÐL ma= m[Ð, Ò$ZÑ, mXÊ, hÐLe, MÞeNSÐ Ð aX mÊkÐ LÒeBÒe Nec Ò[mÒe NÊmÊNÊmÐ RZÐ QÐmÞ\ÐH Ð aÞeÐV 

aX VÞZ ÒLVÞmÞÒe QÐ’ ajÞ\ÐH Ð aÐ`Ð ajÞÒm Ò]ÐLÐ_ ANÒe \ÞaÐ LÐW ÒaqÒe Ð Ò]ÐLÐ_Ñ SXjX ÒkÐB j®Ð_Òe LÐQ 

NÞmÐjÒe ^ÒeB Ò]mÐ aÐ`Ð*Ê Nec QÐ’ Ð jÊeÊ J eÊQÞ JÒkâBÒm ÒLhaÐ J h*eÐ* LÐueÊ Ð MeÐ `XÞmÐZÞ Ð  Ò]ÐLÐ_Ñ 

MmÞ `[e WÊ= ÐÒe aÒYB Ò]mÐ ’MÞeNSÐ’ aÐaÊ* `ÞmÐ*Ê -jÊeÊ J eÊQÞ ]Ð« _ OiÞ c^Ô Òj]Þ_ jLÐÒf MÐB\ÞÒm Ð jÊebÞ 

[\Ð`Þ `ÍLÊ[Þy ÒkÐB `ÐeÊ _ \Ð«Þ Ð  NmÐ eÐ[Þe jéNàeÊ j]Ô JÒkâB AjÞ\ÞaÐ ke-`Ðaà[Ñ, AD ]Þ_e `XÞA D`e AcéNR 

[Òf `XÞ\ÞaÐ @ÒmÐXÐ @ÒMÐSÐ @ÃÐb=Ð ke-`Ðaà[Ñ ÒdcÞ[Þ [Ð* c_NYÐ jéNàLÊ QÊ_ÐLeÞ ÒNÐfcÐf LeÊ\Ð«Þ Ð j[ cÞRe 

mÊQLÐfÞ ÒMfÒe ’cÞR’ MÐmÞ kÐeÊ\ÐH, LQXÐ MÐD\ÐH Ð  LÐkÐLÊ `QÐeÞÒa... aÐ`Ð*Ê ??? aÐ`Ð NÐÜ cÐcmÐ J kÐ_Þ mÐb 

Ò_B L\ÐÒe aÔª Ð ÒRÐV ÒNÐVÞH jbÐ ÒjÒ[ÒafLÊ jeNec, jcÒª hÊZÊ\Ð«Þ Ð eÊQÞ ÒRÐV Ð [ÐLÊ LÞH ÒNÐVÞH ÒamÊ_ç 

^ÒeB Ò]BRÞ Ð [Ð _Þcàf c_Òe ÒamÊ_ç DXÐe jé`ð Ð MÞeNSÐeÊ $ÐÒf Òhi LeÞ ^eÞ\ÐH dÐ[eÐ cDRaLÊ ÒamÊ_ç bÞ[Òe 

ÒaÐÒ^ Ð jÊebÞ* AMÞ VÐZÞ ÒkÐBNmÐ ]ÊB [ÞÒ_ÐVÞ Ò]ÐLÐ_ ANLÊ Ð `eÑ _ÐQe `eÑ Ð ÒXZÐ LVÐ Ð hÐYÞ `ÞuÐ `ÊeÊiVÞH Ð 

jÊebÞ bÊmç Ò]MÊ _ÐkÐ«Þ[ ? _ÐÜ ...`ÊeÊi jée, `ÊeÊi kj , ÒRÐV aÐf-- Òj mcéÐ SeÞ$Êm ]ÞA ÒaZÑ _ÐkÞÜ Ð [Ð RÐ[Þ `ÊeÊi 

`ÞmÐe RÐ[Þ Ð kÐ[Òe ^eÞRÞ ]ÊBVÞ jÒYB -L_ÐaÞ¨Ð bÞ[Òe Ð jÊebÞ* bÊmç ÒkmÐ_Þ H \e Ð jÊebÞ ’j[’ Ò]MÞÒm, cÞRLÊ 

aÞ Ò]MÞÒm Ð eÐ[ÞÒe ’cÞR’ bm mÐNÞ\ÞmÐ Ð LÞ«Ê ’j[’ jLÐÒf WÞLç kÞÜ mÐNÞmÐ Ð eÐ[ÞL bÞ[Òe ÒjB ÒRÐV jÊeÊ ÒdcÞ[Þ aX 

ÒkÐB jÊebÞ ÒkÐB NÒm Ð QÐkÞÜÒm eÊQÞLÊ Ð [Ð _ÐmÞ ÒamÊ_ç bÞ[Òe Òj cÞR NÊXÐ Ò]MÊRÞ HB_Ð Ð ÒamÊ_ç $ÐVÞdÞa, eÊQÞ aÞ 

aX ÒkÐBdÞa kWÐ[ ]ÞÒ_- jLÐÒf, WÞLç jÊeÊ* bfÞ Ð AD Ò]Ðf dÐ[ÍÐ NÒm ÒamÊ_Òe ÒMfÞa_Þ Ð

dÐ[ÍÐÒe _Ð_Ð eLce Ò]ÐLÐ_ Ð LÐQ L`çÒ`âVçe Ò]ÐLÐ_, LâÞ`ç, eÑa_ç, LÐQ ÒRÐV ]`àZ, aÐf ÒMÐjÐ cÐfÞ jaÊe 

Ò]ÐLÐ_, LÐQ QÊXÞe Ò]ÐLÐ_, ÒRÐV akÞ M_ÐaQ_, k_ÊcÐ_ QÐfÞhÐ, NÐ¯[ÍÑ c§, MÊ]ÊeÊLÊZÑ, jÒ«ÐiÑ cÐ, jkS C=ÍÐSÑ 

hÞlÐ B[ÔÐ]Þ jaÊ eLce akÞ Ò]ÐLÐ_, LÊmÐ, aÐDÜhÞA, [ÐVÞe Ò]ÐLÐ_ , hÑf, hÑf`ÊA, OZÑe Ò]ÐLÐ_, LªÐ hÐYÑ, _ÐmÞ 

NÐcÊRÐWÊ ÒRÐV `ÞmÐ* SÐcÐ Ò`Ãç, ÒMfZÐ jÒ= Òa= aÐSÐe Ò]ÐLÐ_ Ð aÐZ Ò]ÐLÐ_...[Ðf Ò$ÐVLÐ, TÊeÊTÊeÑ, LÊcç`Ñ 

aÐZe Ò]ÐLÐ_ Ð AD aX ÒWmÐNÐXÞ D`Òe LÐQ aÐLçj bÞ[Òe acçÒaB cÞÒWBe Ò]ÐLÐ_ Ð AD jÊebÞ Ò]MÞ\ÞÒm jaÊWÊ 

ÒahÑ J jaÊAÒX ’A_t’ e Ò]ÐLÐ_, ’]ÊÓM bÊmÞaÐe’ Ò]ÐLÐ_ ANÒe kj $Êeç[Þe LÞZÐaÞLÐLÊ Ð ]Þ_e ÒLÐfÐkf aYÊ\ÐH 

Ð aÐ`Ð DWÞÒm Ð jÊeÊ J eÊQÞ aÐ`Ð* kÐ[ ^eÞ OeLÊ Ò$eÞÒm Ð AjÞ ]Ð« OiÞ ÒNmÞ cÐ’e _XÞA `Êe ]ÞA aeÐ MÐBÒm Ð 

Ò]MÞÒm ÒSÒScÐ* kj, ÒaÐDe _je `je MÊjÞ Ð AD jÊeÊ @_Êba LÒm ’aX’ ÒkÐB dÞaÐe OÐV `ÐeÞLÊ, QÐ`Þ QÐ`Þ - @

LÊkÐ bÐa_Ðe Ò`XÞÒe QÐaÞ [ÐmÐ Ò]B Ð 
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Ò]Ðf dÐ[eÐ cÐ[Í ]ÊB ]Þ_ ekÞa Ð Ò]ÐLÐ_ aSÐe jaÊ `ÊZÞ Ò]Ðf`XÞAeÊ DWÞdÞÒa Ð ÒSÒScÐ e= ÑLÊ `BjÐ 

Ò]D\Ð«Þ _ËA LÊmÐ, ]ÊBVÞ aÐÜDhÞA (QÐDf `ÐRÊXÐ, cÐR ^ÊA) mÐNÞ Ð ÒaÐDLÊ jÊeÊ Ò]MÞÒm Ð kf]ÞA e= hÐYÑÒe _ÐmÞ 

blouseVÞH `ÞuÞ Òj @`Ëaà Ò]MÐ dÐD\ÐH Ð NkfÞ OÒe, aÐkÐÒe Ð eÐ[ÞÒe ÒaÐD dÞa ÒSÒScÐ* jÐÒ=, ÒcfZ

`XÞAL ÊÐ eÐ_Ê MÊXÞ J ]ÊB bÐDS c^Ô dÞÒa jcÒª HLÐWÞ Ð jcÒª VÍ* bÞ[eÊ jd[Ò_ QD[Ð hÐYÑ cÐ_ aÐkÐe 

LÒm Ð aÐkÐ Òafe NkZÐ jaÊ aÐkÐe LÒm Ð Òah ÒkÐB aÐkÐeÞÒm Ð jÊeÊ*Ê $LÊ bÐB* ªÑ aÑZÐ bÐDS bÐeÞ jÊte mÐN«Þ 

Ð  _a bÐB J $LÊbÐB ÒaÐÒ^ jaÊÒaÒf ÒjB ÒcfZ `XÞAÒe Ð bÐ[ MÐBaÐLÊ dÐkÐ eÐ[ÞÒe Aj«Þ Ð jÊeÊ J eÊQÞ ÒhÐB 

`XÞ\Ð«Þ Ð ÒSÒScÐ* `ÐVÞ  hÊbÞmÐ....QÐm QÐm aÐkÐe, ÒXeÞ ÒkÐBdÞa Ð ÒSÒScÐ*e kÊLÊcÐ[Þ jaÊÒaÒf Ð ÒkÒm jÞH Òd 

jaÊWÊ aX...Ð aÐ`Ð*Ê c^Ô ÒaÒf ÒaÒf NÐfÞ ]Þ@«Þ Ð aÐ`Ð NÐÒ^ÐBaÐLÊ ÒXeÞ LÒm, ]Ð¨Òe NÐÜ ÒmÐL* kÐ_Þ mÐb aÊTÊ aÊTÊ 

MÐBaÐLÊ AjÞaÐLÊ ÒXeÞ LeÞÒm ÒSÒScÐ* `ÐVÞ jcÒª hÊZ«Þ Ð 

j& Ò]B jcÒª cÐB`Þ ÒmÐL aÐkÐeÞÒm ÒcfZ `XÞA AÒX Ð ÒSÒScÐ* `R ^eÞ H \e eÐ_Ê ]Ð]Ð TÞ@ bDZÑ 

jÒ= jÊeÊ J eÊQÞ `ÊZÞ aÐkeÞÒm Ð Ò]Ðf dÐ[eÐ jeÞ dÞa, c_beÞ A_t LeÞ Ò_aÐLÊ jÊeÊ AD eÊQÞ*e BoÐÐ  eÐ[ÞÒe `ÊZÞ 

Ò]Ðf `XÞAÒe kÐ kÊmâÐf AmÊ@, Ò`ÒVÐÍcÐµçe AmÊ@ jaÊAÒX Ð eÐ[ÞVÐ ]Þ_ bfÞ mÐNÊ\ÐH Ð ]ÊB SZ `ÐBVÞA*Ê aÐ`Ð 

jÐ=Òe `ÒWB\Ð«Þ, jÊeÊ AD eÊQÞ*Ê jaÊ SNÞaÐ mÐNÞ Ð akÊ cÐB`Ñ ÒmÐL eÐ[ÞÒe Ð ÒNÐÒV aX LÐkÐfÑ mÐNÞ Lf NÐDZÐ 

aÐSÊ\ÐH ...e=m[Ð..e=m[Ð... L_Lm[Ð.... jéeLÊ Ò]ÐkÒeBÒm jÊebÞ ASÞ QÐfÞhÞ aià `Òe, ÒdcÞ[Þ 

hÊbÊ\ÞmÐ Òj ÒcfZ dÐ[eÐÒe -ÒjB @bÊmÐ j&LÊ Ò]ÐkÒeB, Ò]ÐkÒeB Ð e=Þ ÒaÐD J LÊfÞA ÒaÐD LÊmÐ, aÐDÜhÞA 

^eÞÒm Ð dÐ[eÐ bÞ[eLÊ YÊLÊ YÊLÊ NkfÞ bÞ[Òe jÊeÊ kWÐ[ç Ò]MÞÒm ]ËeÒe ÒNÐVÞH [ÐVÞ]ÞA QÐ’ Ò]ÐLÐ_ `RLÊ e=Ñ 

`hÞNmÐ Ð Òah ÒkÐB AjÞRÞ, cÊ¨ ÒMÐjÐÒe @ÜÒfB $Êm J cTÞÒe aDf LÃÐ, _ÐLÒe jÊ_Ð VÞLÞ $ÊmVÞH Ð AMÞ aÊÒmBmÐ 

ÒafLÊ NkfÞ bÞ[Òe Òj LÊAÒX kSÞNmÐ Ð jÊeÊ `QÐeÞ\ÞÒm e=ÞÒaÐDLÊ e=Þ LÊAÒX NmÐ Ð Òj [Ð jÐ= ’L_L’ `ÐMLÊ 

NmÐ ÒaÐmÞ e=ÞÒaÐD  SaÐa Ò]B\ÞmÐ Ð dÐ[eÐÒe OÃÐH MÒ¨ aÊmÞ ÒNÐVÞH LÐQ LÊÒ¬B, eÞa_ AD LâÞ`ç LÞZÞ\ÞÒm jÊeÊ, 

eÊQÞ Òa= aÐSÐ, _ÐmÞ `âÐ½ÞLç QicÐ LÞZÞ c_ MÊjÞÒe ÒNÐX ÒOÐiÐeÞ ÒOÐiÐeÞ QÐmÊ\ÐH Ð Ò$eÞmÐ ÒafLÊ kWÐ[ç ÒSÒScÐ* 

ÒNÐXÒe LÃÐVÞH `hÞNmÐ, [Ð* kÐKÐB Q`mç `VÞLÞA ÒkÐB bBq ÒLÐfÞ aÊ]Ð `ÐÒM ÒLcÞ[Þ JmVÞ dÞaÐeÊ Ð  jcÒª @

VLÞÒm Ð `ÐM Ò]ÐLÐ_VÞ `eÞaÐ Ò]ÐLÐ_ Ð [Ð ÒaqÒe ajÞNÒm ÒSÒScÐ Ð  jÊebÞ* AMÞ ÒLcÞ[Þ QÐmÞNmÐ VÞLÞH ]ËeÒe \ÞaÐ 

`eÞaÐ Ò]ÐLÐ_ `RLÊ Ð Ò]MÞÒm e=ÑLÊ LÊfÞA jÐÒ= SLÐSLÞ ÒkÐB Ð  Ò]MÞÒm [ÐVÞ ÒOeÐ Ò]ÐLÐ_ `RÒe LÊfÞA e=ÑLÊÊ 

SÐLÞ ^eÞ QÊcÐ MÐBaÐe Ð jÊeÊ SÐZÞ `ÐeÊ\ÞÒm ÒjB a¯jÒe aÞ, e=Ñ LÊfÞAWÊ cÊ¦ ÒkaÐLÊ ÒdcÞ[Þ QÐkÊÜ _ \ÞmÐ AÒ]ßÐ Ð 

jÊebÞ Ò]MÞ\ÞÒm e=Ñ-LÊfÞA*Ê ÒjB eÐ[ÞÒe HL SZÐ @SZÐ `ó\ÞaÑ bÞ[Òe Ð  SÑa_e ekjÔLÊ @_Êba 

LeÞ\ÞÒm `Í\c LeÞ  ÒjB aià Ò]Ðf dÐ[eÐÒe Ð AD ÒSÐe ÒjÐeÒe ÒjB ÒNÐVÞH eÐ[ÞÒe jÊeÊ aX ÒkÐB NÒm 

Ð  H j[ H SZÐ @SZÐ @_Êbae Òk[ÊL mÊQLÐfÞ ÒMfLÊ HL`ÐMÞA LeÞ d_úÒe aÐuÞeMÞÒm Ð
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aÐ`Ð* kÐ[ ÒmMÐ `Ð¨ÊmÞ`ÞVÞLÊ Ò\ÐB Ò]Ðf dÐ[eÐeÊ aÐkÐeÞ AjÞ\ÞÒm jÊebÞ [e[e ÒkÐB Ð jaÊS bÞ.AB.`Þ. 

jÊVçÒLjçVÞ bÞ[Òe `ÊZÞ jaÊ jÒSB eMÞÒm Ð aÐ`Ð* $ÒVÐLÊ L`ÐfÒe RÊBÜ JWÒe QÊcÐ Ò]Òm Ð ÒjB aÞN[ j& e SZÐ-@

SZÐ J j[-cÞR bÞ[Òe aÐ`Ð ÒaÐD*Ê  ÒjB cÊkËràÒe kWÐ[ ke-`Ðaà[Ñ bfÞ mÐNÞmÐ jÊebÞ*Ê  Ð @ÃÐ b=Ð ke-`Ðaà[Ñ 

_Êk«Þ ÒjcÐÒ_ Ð [Ð* c_e ALÐhÒe `ËSÐ `ÐD\ÞaÐ j[ j[ÞA ke-`Ðaà[Ñ Ð jÊebÞ*e HLÐ« _ÞSe, ÒRÐVÞA `ó\ÞaÑVÞÒe 

Ò]ÐfdÐ[eÐe ÒjB @bÊmÐ jêó[Þ Òj]Þ_ ADeÞ NÐY ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ- ANWÊ ÒahÑ Ð

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
X¦e jÊmlZÐ `V_Ð¯L Daytona Beach, FloridaÒe jéÐcÑ X¦e hÊLçÒ]a Òj_ç J TÞ@ jÊSÐ_ jÒ= ek«Þ Ð
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_XÞA NR

aeÊZ `ÐZÞ

ÒjB ]ÊaàfÞA _XÞA NR jaÊÒaÒf ÒcÐÒ[ XÐÒL Ð ASÞaÞ cÊÜ ¸½ bÐaÒe Ò]MÞ `ÐÒe ÒcÐe LÐÁ_ÞL AMÞ 

SeÞAÒe ÒjB _ÞÈf ]ÊaàfÞA _XÞA NRVÞ Ac aÐXÞÒe Ð AD   `ÍÒ[ÔL cÐj M&Ð kÞjÐaÒe aÐ`Ð, LÐLÐ aÐ ]Ò]B mÊZ 

LÞZÞ NR [Òf Ò]aÐ Ð $f [ ]Ëee L\Ð, ÒLÒa Òd Òj NRVÞ ceÞdÞa [Ðe LÞRÞ WÞLZÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð

LÞ«Ê _XÞA NRVÞ cÒe_ÐBÜ ÒjBbfÞ [Ðe ]ÊaàfÞA @ªÞ[éLÊ SÐkÞeç LeÞ WÞA ÒkÐB QÐeÞhk aiàe LÐkÐZÑ LÊÒk, 

LkÞ AjÞRÞ jaÊ dÊNÒe jaÊ `ÊeÊiLÊ Ð  aÞoÞ_ÐqfÒe aÐjÞtÐ AW `ÊeÊi ^eÞ ÒjB ÒNÐVÞH LÐkÐZÑ Ð hÞa eÐ[ÍÞAD eS `aà 

jaÊ c=fÐ cÐ `ËSÐ AD cLe `aàÒe a]fÞ NÒm Ð ÒaÐB[Þ LMÐeÊ XÞÕmÐÒe a]fÞ NmÐ, LÞ«Ê _XÞA NR ekÞNmÐ Ð

`ÍÒ[ÔL dÐdÐaee LÐkÐZÑÒe HB _XÞA NRe @ªÞ[é @RÞ Ð QÐeÞhk aià [Òf jÐlÑÒNÐ`ÐfeÊ SÒZ NeÑa 

aÍÐkêZ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf jÞÕkbÊcç `ÐBÜ aÐkÐeÞmÐ, ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf [Ðe jÐcÐSÞL, ^ÐcàÞL, AD A\àÞL jcéfe QÞkð _XÞA ÒLÒ[ÐVÞ 

`ÞWÞÒe m]Þ QmÐ Aec÷ LeÞ\ÞmÐ Ð ASÞaÞ ÒjB _XÞA NRÒe mÊZ `LÐ QÐmÞR,Þ ÒkÒm je¨Ðe S=mÒe _XÞA aÐ LÐkÊÜ 

$fÞa ?

cÊÜ akÊ[ ]Ëe QÐmÞ AjÞRÞ jÐ[ jÐNe `ÐeÞ Ð @We aià `Òe HB cÞhÞjÞ`ÞÒe \Òe \Òe @uÐe eÐ[ÞÒe 

ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf MVÒe `XÞekÞ @[Ñ[e Lf_Ð LÒe, bË[ `eÞ _XÞA NR DbÐ kÊH, kÐ[ WÐeÞ XÐÒL, ÒcÐe _Þ] DÒbB dÐH 

Ð`ÞmÐ cÐ_*Ê ctÞe Ò_B dÐH `Í[Þ j©ÐkÒe Ð ckÐbÐe[e L\Ð, @ÒaÐmLeÐ LÐkÐZÑ, AD kÞtÞ jÞÒ_cÐ XÞbÞXÞ AZÞ ÒQ½Ð 

LeÞ QÐmÞRÞ _XÞA NRÒe mÊZ Ò]aÐe `ecç`eÐLÊ SÑaÞ[ eMÞaÐLÊ Ð LÐ`ÞÒVmÞjÞcçe eÐS^Ð_ÑÒe _Þ´Ðc Lcàe jÕaÐ] 

`ÒYB QÐmÞRÞ ÒcÐe @ÒaÐmLeÐ cÐ_*Ê Ð 

_ÞÈf ]ÊaàfÞA _XÞA NRVÞe @ªÞ[é ekÞ\Þa, ÒdÒ[]Þ_ dÐÒL dÐdÐae cZÞi @\àe, jcéfe juÐ_Òe akÞ 

QÐmÞ\Þa jÐlÑÒNÐ`ÐfeÊ jÞÕkbÊcç aÐ bÐe[eÊ AÒceÞLÐLÊ Ð
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

aeÊZ `ÐZÞ SÐLçj_ç, cÞjÞjÞ`ÞÒe j`eÞaÐe ek«Þ 
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[_¯Ð

LÁ_Ðc¯Ñ ]Ðh

M`ç M`ç M`ç M`ç Ð  LÐkÐeÞ `Í[Þ bóÒl` _LeÞ [fLÊ [fLÊ RÊVÞ QÐmÞRÞ [_¯Ð Ð [Ðe `Ð] `XÊ\ÞaÐ `ÍÒ[ÔL 

hÞfÐM¨ MjÞ dÐDQÞ LÞRÞ [fLÊ Ð ÒLÒa ÒLÒa jÞH _ÞÒS `\e jk MjÞ dÐDQÞ [fLÊ Ð `ÊZÞ DWÞ `XÞ ]DXÊRÞ Ð bÐB XÐLÞ 

QÐmÞR«Þ “ek [_¯Ð, jÐ` D`Òe `Ð] `XÞdÞa“ Ð bDZÑ XÐLÊRÞ “_Ð_Ñ ^ÑÒe ^ÑÒe, kÐmÞA ÒkBdÞaÊ, `XÞdÞaÊÊ” Ð “_Ð_Ñ“,

“[_¯Ð”, “ek”, “ek” hvÒe NÞeÞ Lte LÕ`Ê \ÐH Ð [_¯Ðe ÒLDÝWÞ `ÐBÜ bóÒl` _ \ÐH Ð

 j©hdÔÐe @_[Þ ]ËeÒe, j©eZÔ `eÞÒaºÞ[ ÒRÐV HkÞ j© hó= `aà[ Ð [Ð bÞ[Òe ÒhÐbÐ `ÐDRÞ j© cÐ[óLÐ*e 

jÐÒ[ÐVÞ ctÞe Ð aÞlÞ© bÐaÒe `XÞ\ÞaÐ jÐÒ[ÐVÞ jÞtÊe ÒaÐfÐ `\e*Ê ÒOeÐB jÐÒ[ÐVÞ jÊte ÒRÐVÞA ÒRÐVÞA ctÞe 

Ò[ÐfÐB Ò]B\ÞÒm Òj jc¯e eÐSÐ Ð eÐSÐ*e SÐNÞeÞ MÐB ÒdDÜ `ÊSL `ÊSÐ LeÊ\ÞÒm, [Ð*eÞ aÕh^e cÐÒ_ HÒa aÞ 

`ÊSÐ LeÊR«Þ Ð eÐS SÐNÞeÞ Ò_B ÒjcÐ_* bÞ[Òe bÊm aÊTÐcZÐ ÒLÒa ÒkB_Þ Ð aeÕ _ÞSe ÒjßÐbÐNÔ ÒaÐmÞ cÒ_ LeÞ Òd 

dÐkÐe jÊaÞ^Ð cÒ[ `ËSÐ LÐc QmÐB _Þ@«Þ ÒjcÐÒ_ Ð A¾dàÔe L\Ð Òd ctÞe NÊXÞL dÒ\½ `ÊeÊZÐ, LÞ«Ê e= @cìÐ_ Ð jÒ[ 

@aÐ _a_ÞcàÞ[ Ð @qfe ÒmÐÒL MÊa cÐ_«Þ H j© cÐ[óLÐ*Ê Ð AM`ÐMÒe S_aªÞ aYÞDWÞmÐZÞ Ð Ò[ZÊ kÞÕjÍS«Ê *e b¯ 

AD _ÐkÞÜ Ð LÞ«Ê jÐ` jeÞjó`*e  b¯ H dÐa[ç ekÞQÞ Ð @asÐ`Þ[ H @qf Ò[ZÊ bÍcZLÐeÑ*e ]ó½ÞÞ ALiàZ LeÞ`ÐeÞ_Þ Ð 

H\Þ`ÐBÜ S_ jcÐNc c^Ô dÒ\½ Lc Ð

 HkÞ LÐeZeÊ, H `eÞ cÒ_Ðec SÐNÐVÞH Oe `ÐMÒe \ÐD \ÐD c^Ô, [_¯Ð ÒLÒa aÞ H ctÞe NÊXÞLÊ Ò]MÞaÐLÊ 

AjÞ_\ÞmÐ Ð ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf `ÞmÐ ÒRÐV \ÞÒm, [Ð*Ê ^eÞ cÐ aÐ`Ð QÐmÞdÐD\ÞÒm `ÊeÑ, ÒLÐZÐLà, _t_LÐ__, ^DfÞNÞeÞ, M¨NÞeÞ 

aÐ auÊaÐua* OeLÊ Ð akÊ[ \e aÐ`Ð H SÐNÐLÊ AZÞaÐ `ÐBÜ LkÞ\ÞÒm c^Ô jÊaÞ^Ð J jc¯ ÒkÐB _ \ÞmÐ Ð aÐ`Ð 

QÐmÞNÒmZÞ Ð `ÞmÐH c^Ô aX aX ÒkBNÒmZÞ, HÒa AD [_¯Ð jkÞ[ AjÊ _ÐkÐ«Þ Ð aÐ`Ð* ]éÐeÐ `Í[ÞºÞ[ @_ÊºÐ_VÞe 

aÐiàÞL aZ ÒbÐSÞ jÞH dÞaÐ]Þ_eÊ ÒkÐB_\ÞmÐ Ð [_¯Ðe `ÍªÐa LÍÒc jcÒª jbÔ jbÔÐ j`eÞaÐe, [_¯Ðe bÐB bÐDS, 

bDZÑ cÐÒ_ [Ð* `ÞmÐ`ÞmÞ* jkÞ[ aÐkÐeÞ`XÞÒm Ð aÞi^e jÐ`* b¯Òe Oe ÒmÐL aÐeZ LeÊ\ÞÒm Ð ÒkÒm [_¯ÐLÊ aÐ^Ð 

Ò]Òa LÞH? aeÕ ÒVÐLÐ VÐÒLfÞA [Ð L\ÐÒe cÐ[Þ NÒm Ð `Í\ceÊ [_¯Ð LkÞ AjÊ\ÞmÐ Òd j© cÐ[óLÐ* ctÞe `ËSÐ `Òe 

jÞH _Þ¾¯ hÞa ctÞeLÊ dÞa Ð Òj dÐNÐVÞLÊ kÐmÞA ÒkÐB dÞaÐ b¯Òe ÒLkÞ ÒmÐL Aj«Þ _ÐkÞÜ - aÐ akÊ[ Lcç ÒmÐL Aj«Þ 

Ð

“H SÐNÐe @ayÐ _ÐkÞÜ [_¯Ð, AÒª AÒª QÐm“, `ReÊ AC SÒZ XÐL Ò]Òm Ð `RLÊ @Á kjÞ QÐkÞÜmÐ [_¯Ð 

Ð [Ðe ]DXÞaÐ `ÊZÞ @aÔÐk[ ekÞmÐ Ð jcÒª WDÒeB Ò_ÒmZÞ Òd [_¯Ð hÞa ctÞe AXLÊ ^ÐDÜRÞ Ð Ò[Òa HcÞ[Þ A¦Ð 

cÐ¦Ð ÒkB ]DXÞaÐ LZ ]eLÐe?

 cÐ[ó ctÞe NÊXÞL `aà[e hÞMe Ò]hÒe aÞlÞ© bÐaÒe @ayÞ[ Ð LÞ«Ê hÞa*e ctÞeVÞ `aà[e cTÞA cTÞ, QmÐ 

eÐªÐeÊ dÒ\½ ]ËeÒe @ayÞ[ Ð  ÒahÞ aX _ ÒkÒm aÞ ctÞeVÞ ÒRÐV _ÊÒkÜ Ð jÊ]óhÔ, jÊEn ctÞeVÞH Ð OÃÐ OÃÞ HaÕ 

Af[Þe hv ÒjBWÊ AjÊ\ÞmÐ Ð [_¯Ðe `]Òl` jk [Ðf cÞfÐB jÒ[LÞ OÃÞ aÐSÞQÐmÞ\ÞmÐ Ð NkZÒe @_Ê^Ða_ LeÊ\ÞaÐ 

@_Ô cÐ_*Ê @Ò`lÐ LeÞ aóib `ÐMÒe cÐ“ m\ LeÞ ajÞ `XÞÒm Ð `ÐZÞ ÒaÐ[m VÞH cÐÜ“LÊ aYÐHÒ]mÐ [_¯Ð Ð ÒNÐVÞH 

cËkËrà jc¯ _½ _ LeÞ [_¯Ð aÊmÞ `XÞmÐ `ÊSÐeÞ* AXLÊ Ð [Ð* kÐ[eÊ HL eLc \ÐfÞVÞ RXÐB Ò_B _ÞÒS Ae[Þ LeÞaÐ 
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Aec÷ LmÐ Ð jÒ[ @aÐ ctÞe LÊAÒX QÐmÞdÞa-Ae[Þ \ÐfÞ LÊAÒX DbÐ_ç ÒkB dÞa Ð cÐ’ cÒ_ cÒ_ aÞe¦ ÒkD\ÞÒm Ð 

[_¯Ðe LÐeaÐe jaÊ]ÞÒ_ HcÞ[Þ Ð ÒkÒm ASÞ L\Ð _ÞAeÐ Ð a¯j  ÒkmÐZÞ, `ÞmÐfÞAcÞ RÐXÞNmÐZÞ Ð LÞRÞ NÊY ekjÔ \ÞaÐ 

`eÞ cÒ_ kD\ÞmÐ jcª*Ê Ð

`ËSÐeÑ*  kÐ[LÊ \ÐfÞVÞLÊ aYÐB Ò]B, hÞamÞ= D`Òe cÊ¨ mNÐB `ÍZÐc LmÐ [_¯Ð Ð @_Ô cÐÒ_ jaÊ cÐ’ * 

`RLÊ ^ÐXÞ mÒNBÒmZÞ Ð Af[Þ `Òe c^ÔÐkð `kX `XÞa Ð ÒjcÞ[Þ A¶Ê D`Òe ajÞ ekÞ akÊ[ jc¯ `Òe cÊ¨ DWÐBmÐ 

[_¯Ð Ð LÞ @`Êàa ÒhÐbÐ ! jÒ[LÞ jé¯Õ Bhée NDeÑ DbÐ ÒkÐBQ«Þ hÊ_ÔÒe Ð aeb¯Ð Ò]Òa [_¯ÐLÊ Ð j]Ð kj kj 

cÊkÜÒe LÞ bÐae NÐc÷ÞdÔà BH? ^Ðe ^Ðe mÊk ÒaÐkÞ dÐDQÞ Ð ÒdÐX kª kó]¯ ¸hà LeÞQÞ- LeÞ\Þa LÞ @_« LÐfL Ê!! ]ó½Þ 

_Þaw ke`Ðaà[Ñ*e ÒMÐ]Þ[ cËràÞ D`Òe Ð  mÞ= `R `ÐMe `\e `ÞmeçeÊ Q[Êe[Ðe jk ÒMÐÒ]B LÐc ÒkÐBQÞ Ð ÒaTÐ aX 

ÒNÐVÞH aóib e `ÞWÞÒe ajÞQ«Þ Bhée `Ðaà[Ñ, LÞ @`eË` ÒhÐbÐ-@__Ô QÞ«Ð^ÐeÐ Òj eÐSÐ*e dÞH H ctÞe Ò[ÐfÐB\ÞÒm 

Ð AD _Þ`ÊZ hÞÁÞ e LÞ _ÞMÊZ H hÞÁ LfÐ Ð jÊte bÐaÒe HNÊXÞLÊ e= ]ÞAdÐBQÞ Ð `_ðNbËiZ `ÍbÊ _ÑfL¶ *e Ne] beÐ 

NÍÞaÐ Ò]hÒe D]Ô[ $ZÐ @kÞeÐS jÒ[ ]ÕhÞÒ]a L Þ!! AD ÒLÐfÒe cÐ’ ckÐÒdÐNÞ_Ñ `Ðaà[Ñ *e  aeÐb¯ cÊ]õÐ ! [_¯Ð 

`ÊZÞ cÊ¨ mNÐBmÐ-`ÊZÞ cÊ¨ EWÐB WÞAÒkBNmÐ Ð A]eÒe jêÞ[ kjÞ `Ð]ÊL Ò]Òm `ËSÐeÑ Ð `ÍjÐ] `ÐB AX ÒkmÐ [_¯Ð 

Ð @_Ô cÐÒ_ Af[Ñ LeÞÒa, `ÍjÐ] NÍkZ LeÞÒa Ð

 `Ð]ÊL ÒjaÐ LeÞ jcÒª ajÞNÒm LÐx aÐXLÊ ADSÞ Ð `Ð] ÒNÐX A¶Ê jcª*e M¨ÞA Ð aÞhÐ¦ m[Ð NÊfêÒe 

A}ÊXÞ ÒkB ÒLÒ[ SZ*e QcXÐ $ÊmÞ dÐBQÞ Ð [_¯Ð e `Ð] [ `ÊeÐ l[ aÞl[ Ð `ÊSÐeÞ ckÐh¯ LÞRÞ aÞimÔ LeZÑ ]fÞ 

[Ð `Ð]Òe mÒNB Ò]B `kX `LÐB Ò]aÐLÊ QÐmÞNÒm ctÞe bÞ[eLÊ Ð  j© cÐ[óLÐ*e ctÞe `ÐMÒe RÐXÞ 

AjÞ\ÞaÐ Q`m J aÔÐN L\Ð cÒ_ `XÞmÐ HÒa [_¯Ðe Ð [ÐkÐ jÐ_ bÐB ^eÞ ^eÞ AjÞ\ÞmÐ Ð [_¯Ð `ÐMÒe aÔÐN Ò\ÐB 

Ò]B m\ LeÞ ajÞNmÐ jÐ_ bÐBVÞ Ð aÔÐNçeÊ  VÍÞ`mç @ÃÞaÐÒ¯ÐVÞLç @HÃçÒcÃç J aÔÐ¨çHXç NÊXÞH aÐkÐe LeÞ jcª*e 

ÒjaÐÒe mÐNÞNmÐ jÞH Ð SÑa_LÊ bóÒl` _ LeÞ _¯ÐÐ« ÒkB ]DXÞaÐe LÐeZ SÐZÞaÐLÊ jcª*e ANÍk Ð ÒLkÞ `QÐeÊ_\

Ð«Þ Ò[ÒaaÞ Ð cÊ¨ D`eLÊ MeÐ DWÞdÞa Ð NRNÊfê, m[Ð`[Í `ÐBÜ [Ð` cÐ[ÍÐ SZÐ `XÊ_ÐkÞÜ j[ Ð Ò`V DSéÐfÐ aYÞNÒm 

dÐ[ÍÐL½ ÒahÞ aÐ^Þa Ð HZÞLÞ Ò$eÞaÐ Ð LÞRÞ RXÐ Òam`[Í J QÕ`Ð $Êm `ÊVÊfÞ LeÞ [_¯Ð kÐ[LÊ aÒYB Ò]Òm `ËSÐeÑ Ð ]ÊB 

kÐ[ aYÐB `ec ANÍkÒe [ÐkÐ NÍkZ LmÐ [_¯Ð Ð cÊ¨Òe `VÊfÞ LÊ RÊABÜ `ËSÐeÑ*Ê c^Ô `ÍZÐc LmÐ Ð H jc¯Òe [Ð 

cÊkÜÒe Òd `ÍÐ©Þe TmL, [Ðe b]Í cÐSàÞ[ aÔakÐe LÐkÐeÞ AMÞeÊ aÐ] dÐB_\ÞmÐ Ð [\Ð`Þ jaÊeÞ c_Òe ÒLßÐ[Êkf-Òah 

bÊiÐ AXÕae bÞ[Òe jcª*e jkÞ[ jÞH jÐcÞm ÒkB dÐDQÞ Ð LÞ«Ê `ËSÐ `¨Ð*e [ÐLÊ jé[§ aÔakÐe LÐkÞÜLÞ? 

`ÍyÐ_ LeÞaÐLÊ D]Ô[ ÒkaÐ ÒaÒf cÐ’ `ËSÐeÑ*Ê `QÐeÞÒm “ÒLÒ[ dÐ[ÍÑ Aj«Þ HWÐLÊ?“ “ HÒ[ ÒahÞ _ÊÒkÜ 

cÐ“ `ÊSÐeÑ Dre Ò]Òm Ð “Ò[Òa aÞ Aj«Þ“ Ð Ac LÊVÊcé eÊ AÒc 25SZ ÒmÐL `ÐfÞ LeÞ `ËSÐLÊ AjÊ Ð QÐeÞAX j$Ð 

jÊ[ÊeÐ eMÊ Ð $Êm NR, N] A]Þ Ki^Ñ¯ NR NÊXÞLe d[ð Ò_D Ð juÔÐ Af[Þ `dàÔ« ekÞ\ÐD Ð  WÐLÊe* _Ñ[Þ 

_Þ¯c Òe ÒkfÐ kÊH_ÐkÞÜ Ð ]Þ_VÞ aÞi¯Ð WÐeÊ ]ËeÒe LVÞ SÐH Ð aÞhÍÐc Ò_mÐ `eÞ mÐÒN Ð bNa[ QÞ«Ð c^Ô kÊH _ÞÒeÐfÐÒe 

Ð eÐS SÐNÞeÞ [ MÐB AjÊQÊ Ð @_ÔÐ_Ô ÒeÐSNÐe `xÐ _ÞS _ÞSe @RÞ Ð  dÐ[ÍÑ* D`Òe _Þbàe LeÊ_Ê 

AÒc” Ð HL eÐkÐÒe H[L L\Ð LkÞ Ò]B `ËSÐeÑ QÐkÞÜÒm jcª*Ê Ð `ÊZÞ Aec÷ LÒm “HB ctÞe WÐeÊ ÒRÐV eÐªÐ VÞH 

LeÞ Ò]B, QmÐ eÐªÐ jkÞ[ cÞhÐB Ò]Òm, A`Z cÐ_* `eÞ ÒLÒ[ dÐ[ÍÑ ]hà_ LeÞaÐLÊ AjÞ  `ÐeÒ« Ð bm ct ]Þ_Òe 
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ÒbÐNeÐN, NkfÞ RfÞ kÊ@«Ð Ð ÒmÐL dÞaÐ AjÞaÐ _ Òkm, `ËSÐ `ËSL HaÕ ]Þ@Ü*e yÞ[Þ ÒLDÜWÞ ekÞa? “`ËSÐeÑ* e b]Í, 

Nc÷Þe jée Ð jcÒª ÒmDVÞ AjÞÒm Ð H jée VÞ jcª*Ê @[Þ A`ZÐe cÒ_ ÒkmÐ Ð HL @aÞjêó[ jée BH, jcª*e c_LÊ 

Òb]Þ NmÐ @aÐ ? Ò$eÞ dÐD\ÞaÐ jcª j]jÔ, `ÐkÊ¨ `ÐkÊ¨ LeÞ ctÞe `ÐMLÊ `ÊZÞ mÐNÞAjÞÒm Ð [_ê¯ ÒkÐB [_¯Ð QÐkÞÜ 

ekÞQÞ NbàNók AÒX Ð [Ðe ]ó½Þ _Þaw at LaÐV D`Òe, [Ðe cÐ_j `VÒe DLÊVÞ DWÊ\ÞÒm [Ð NÐÜe ÒLkÞ @_ÐcÒ^¯ 

hÑÁÑ* `ÐBÜ-LfÐ`ÍÞ¯ hÞa b¦ Òj eÐSÐ* `ÐBÜ Ð `ÊSÐeÑ* `ÍÒ[ÔL `] L\Ð `Í[Þ c^Ô Òj D[çLÀà  Ð`ÊSÐeÑ LkÞ QÐmÞÒm 

“eÐSÐ J eÐS `eÞaÐe S=m LÊ `ÐeÞ^Þ LeÞ AjÊ\ÞÒm Ð ctÞeÒe ]hà_, ÒbÐN eÐN LeÞ, aZ ÒbÐSÞ-cÒkÐjúa   jÐeÞ `ÊZÞ 

Ò$eÞ dÐD\ÞÒm Ð jaà jÐ^ÐeZ ÒmÐL HWÞLÊ _ÞSe SÑa_ aÞ`_ð LeÞ AjÞ`ÐeÊ_\ÞÒm-HÒaaÞ AjÞ`ÐeÊ _ÐkÐ« Þ” Ð ÒLÒX _ÞeÐV 

j[ L\ÐVÞH Ð [_¯Ðe [_Ê c_Òe HL hÑLúÐe ÒMfÞ NmÐ Ð 

“H eÐªÐ LÞH Le«Ð LkÞm `¨Ð`Ê@?“ cÐ `QÐeÞÒm Ð “LÞH AD LeÞa cÐ“, HB A`Z* `eÞ dÐ[ÍÑ Ð jaà 

jÐ^ÐeZ*e dÐ[Ð¯ÐQ jÊaÞ^Ð LeÞ ]hà_ aÒtÐaª LeÐBaÐ QÞ«Ð LeÞaÐ `ËaàeÊ eÐS`] DÒo] ÒkBNmÐ Ð aSÐe cTÞÒe 

jÐB jÐBÒe ÒmÐL ctÞe Ò[ÐfÞÒm Ð HWÐLÊ AD AjÊQÞ LÞH?“ ÒLÒX _ÞeÐV j[ L\ÐVÞH LkÞÒm `¨Ð`Ê@ Ð dÐkÐ 

ÒbÐfÞaÐaÐe BoÐ Ð

`hçàeÊ jd[ð elÞ[ m$Ð`ÐVÞH LÐYÞ `ËSÐeÑ* kÐ[LÊ aYÐB Ò]mÐ [_¯Ð Ð“A`Z Aec÷ Le«Ê, _Þ¾¯ ÒbÐfÐ_Ð\ 

Òhi LeÐBÒa” Ð kª `ÍjÐeÞ jÐ]Òe @_Ê]Ð_VÞ NÍkZ ÒLÒm `ËSL Ð NÍkZ LeÞaÐÒe ÒdDÜ hÐfÑ_[Ð, ]Ð_ Ò]aÐ aÞ ÒjB 

jÕbÍc[Ð Ð cÊ¨ _ÊABÜ `ÍZÐc LeÞ Ò$eÞmÐ [_¯Ð Ð [Ð `RLÊ [Ð `R `ÊZÞ ^ÐXÞ mÕaÞmÐ [_¯Ð `RÒe Ð jaÊeÞ c_Òe ÒLßÐ[Êkf 

“ÒLÒ[ Ò]mÐ ?” Ð “ÒLÒ[ Ò]mÊ [_¯Ð” Ð “XÐkÐZ kÐ[ ]aÐ aÐÜ kÐ[ aÞ SÐZÞaÐ L\Ð _ÊÒkÜ” jkdÐ[ÍÑSZ*Ê HkÞ Dre 

Ò]mÐÒaÒf [Ðe \cç \cç bÐa LÐkÐeÞ ]ó½Þ HXÐB _\ÞmÐ Ð bÐa N] N] cÊkÜ, ÒhÐL Rf Rf AMÞ, ÒNÐVÞH 

D]Ðj QÞrÒe [fLÊ [fLÊ cÐXÞdÐD\ÞmÐ A_c_Ð [_¯Ð Ð ÒeÐÒi¯ÐVÞ ÒeÐÒiB jÐeÞ @Ò`lÐ LeÞQÞ Ð  [_¯Ð cÊkÜ kÐ[ Ò^ÐB 

MmÞ `LÐBmÐ Ð jaÊ[L mÊZ, m*Ð J LVÐ ÒmÕaÊLÊ ]_Ð ]_Ð LeÞ QÐeÞ R@ SÐNÐÒe Ò\ÐB Ò]mÐ Ð cÐA* `ÐBÜ, AB* `ÐBÜ 

aÐYÞÒ]B jcÒª ajÞNÒm Ð ÒbÐLÒe Ò`V SfÞmÐZÞ Ð MeÐ cÐXÞ AjÊQÞ Ð @_ÔcÐ_*e VÞ£Ð VÞ’ZÑ, kj MÊjÞÒe bÐN Ò_B 

[_¯Ð MÐD\ÐH Ð [\Ð`Þ cÒ_ ÒkD\ÐH ÒdcÞ[Þ [Ðe D]Ðj bÐaVÞ LVÐBaÐ `ÐBÜ @_ÔcÐÒ_ mÐNÞ `XÞQ«Þ Ð

“aYÞA SÐNÐVÐ“  LkÞ QÐeÞAÒX AMÞ aÊmÐBmÐ [_¯Ð Ð “aYÞA MÐBaÐVÐ“  LkÞ `ËSÐeÑLÊ VÞLÞH QÐkÞÜ kjÞ Ò]mÐ 

c^Ô Ð jÐ_ bÐB LkÞÒm, “NÐXÞ HaÕ k¨Ð VÊLÊZÐ Ò$ÒeBaÐLÊ jc¯ mÐNÞa Ð Ò[ZÊ AÒc [ÊcLÊ OÒe RÐXÞÒ]aÊ Ð NÐXÞ 

Ò$eÐB LÞRÞ kÐmLÐ SfMÞA eÐ[Þ `ÐBÜ aeÐ] LeÞ Ò]B AjÞaÊ, [ÊÒc jcÒª Ac OÒe d\Ð aÞ^Þ aÞhÍÐc Ò_B QÐ“`Ð_

aÒtÐaª LeÊ\Ð@ Ð N` j` LeÞaÐ Ð jÕNÑ[ AjeVÐ eÐ[ÞLÞ Òka Ð _ÐÜ LZ LkÊQÊ _Ð_Ñ ?“
jÕNÑ[ Aje L\Ð hÊZÞ jcÒª MÊjÞ ÒkBNÒmZÞ Ð [_¯Ð [ LÊeÊfÞ NmÐ HL `ÍLÐe Ð LÞH ÒLcÞ[Þ _ÞS _ÞS NÐXÞ 

cVe, jÐBLm B[ÔÐ]Þ^eÞ ÒjWÐeÊ aÞ]Ð¯ Ò_Òm Ð aÐLÞ jcÒª QÐmÞÒm cÐ J [_¯Ð* jkÞ[ Ð bÐB, bDZÑ, aX bÐDS, 

jÐ_ÒaÐkË, jcÒª ajÞNÒm N` LeÞaÐLÊ Ð [_¯Ð _ÞÒS DWÞNmÐ QÐ’ LeÞaÐLÊ Ð jÐ=Òe LÒmS `YÊA TÞAeÑcÐÒ_ Ð cÐ 

kÐmÞA ÒkÐB NXÞ `XÞÒm Ð cÐ*e `ÞDjÞ ajÞ aXÞ `Ð_ bÐ=ÞÒm Ð [Ð*e `ÞWÞ ]aÐD\ÐH _Ð[ÞÒVÐLÐÒV Ð

QÐ’ LeÞ QÐeÞ `Ðq \e Òe aÃÐ aÃÞ LeÞaÐÒe LÞRÞ jc¯ NXÞ j& ÒkBNmÐ Ð aÐkÐeÊ eÐ[ÍÑe MÐBaÐ ^eÞ, 

jÐ_bÐB J @_Ô QÐeÞSZ Ò$eÞÒm Ð jÕNÑ[ Aec÷ ÒkÐBNmÐZÞ Ð “SÑa_ `Ð[Í ÒcÐ beÞR ÒLÒ[ ÒcÐÒ[“ cËoà_ÐÒe jcÒª 

[_ê¯ HaÕ cÊÝ Ð [_¯Ðe `ÍÒ[ÔL NÍxÞH jée jk LÕ`Þ DWÊ\ÞmÐ Ð aÐ`Ð*e RÐ[ÍVÞH jÕNÑ[Ðf¯e `Í^Ð_ hÞlL jÞH--ÒjB 
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ÒaÐmÊR«Þ Ð HB NÑ[VÞ aÞ aÐ`Ð [Ð*Ê hÞÒMBQ«Þ Ð aÐ`Ð _ÞÒS ÒMÐ] LaÞQtÍ* WÐeÊ hÞMÞ\ÞÒm Ð“SÑa_ `Ð[Í ÒcÐe ÒLÒ[ 

beÞÒ]B\Þm, HÒa RXÐB Ò_m LÐkÞÜLÞ?” ]ÊB A¶Ê juÞÒe cÊkÜ mÊQÐB @Ò]MÐ kÐ[ D`Òe @bÞcÐ_ LeÞ mÊk LÞRÞ YÐfÞ 

Ò]mÐ [_¯Ð Ð jÕNÑ[ aÞÒbÐe jcª ÒhÐÍ[Ð c¨fÞe AMÞeÊ HkÐ aÐ] dÐB_\ÞmÐ Ð ]ÊB aià [Òf aÞ]Ð¯ Ò_B \ÞaÐ [Ðe 

S_ê]Ð[Ð*Ê Òd HB `ÞmÐVÞ H dÐa[ç bÊmÞ `ÐeÞ_ÐkÞÜ, [ÐkÐ jcÒª SÐZ«Þ Ð bÐB, bDZÑ, bÐDS J `eÞaÐee @_ÔÐ_Ô j]jÔ 

HaÕ @[Þ\Þ @bÔÐN[*e c_ DZÐ ÒkBNmÐ Ð ÒLaf [_¯Ð _ÊÒkÜ H jÕjÐe e jaÊeÞ @[Þ `ÍÞ¯ \ÞÒm jÞH Ð cZÞi e SÑa_ 

VÐ HcÞ[Þ `ÐZÞÒ$ÐVLÐ LÞ«Ê [Ð*e SÑa_ [ HL hÞfÐÒmM, jcª*e jêó[Þ`V Òe Òj QÑe @cìÐ_ Ð

ÒbÐSÞ ÒdÒ[ jÐ^Ð jÞ^Ð ÒkB\ÞÒm aÞ LÐkÐLÊ ÒbÐL _ÐkÞÜ Ð aÐkÐeÊ AjÞ\ÞaÐ SfMÞA kVçÒLjç Òe `hÞ \ÊA ÒkBRÞ 

Ð QÐ“ `Ð_ jea[ QÐmÞQÞ Ð aX bÐDS cÐ’ `ÐMÒe NXÞ `XÞ `ÊZÞ DWÞ AjÞÒmZÞ Ð cÐ’ LZ ÒhÐBÒa LZ DWÞÒa, [Ð* `ÐBÜ 

[ jaÊ HLÐLÐe LeÞ Ò]B aÐ`Ð QÐmÞdÐBR«Þ Ð  HB NkfÞ QkfÞ ekÞÒm jcÒª LÞRÞVÐ aÔª eÊk«Þ Ð cÐ MÊjÞ ek«Þ Ð  ÒcÐV 

D`Òe aÐ`Ð*e @_Ê`yÞ[Þe @bÐaLÊ cÞfÞcÞhÞ jaÊeÞ jk aÐÃÞ `LÐBmÐ `eÞ mÐÒN Ð aÐ]Ôd§ NÊXÞL at LeÞ jcÒª AmÐ` 

AÒmÐQ_ÐÒe cÐ[Þ NÒm Ð kWÐ[ SÒZ aÒ¯ÐÒSÔºÐ `QÐeÞÒ]Òm “[_¯Ð, HÒ[ NÊXÞH V*Ð Òd [Ê aÒYBÒ]mÊ Òj `ËSÐeÑ* 

kÐ[LÊ, jÞH LZ j[Òe eÐªÐ LÒeBÒa? `ÐVÞLÊ `ÒLB Ò]Òa ÒmÐ” Ð akÊ[ _ec jéeÒe jÞH @ahÔ HkÐ LkÞ \ÞÒm Ð

“cÐ-D-jÑ!” [_¯Ð e QÞ[çLÐe Òe jcÒª QcLÞ DWÞÒm Ð D[çLÀà ÒkÐB ekÞNÒm jaÊ Ð “[ÊÒc LZ ÒLkÞ hÊZÞ 

`ÐeÞm_Þ Òj jée? ÒdDÜ jéeÒe “bÞlÐ“cÐNÞaÐe _ÊÒkÜ, jcª*Ê HL[Ð aw LeÞ eMÞaÐe aÐkÐ]ËeÑ ekÞ \ÞmÐ Ð HÒ[ Smç]Þ 

bÊmÞ Nm cÐDjÑ? [ÊÒc jcÒª a Þ! [Êc cÐ_*Ê HL[Ð aw LeÞ, jÐkÞ[Ô, jÕ²ó[Þ, jÕNÑ[ [\Ð hÞÁ @_ÊºÐ_ VÞH NYÞÒ]B 

NÒm jÞH Ð H @}fe _ÐÜ ekÞaÐ `ÐBÜ, jÕjÐeÒe [Êc cÐ_* `Í[ÞbÐ, [Êc cÐ_*e `ÐeÞmÐ-`ZLÊ ÒVLÞ ^eÞaÐ `ÐBÜ dÞH 

SÑa_e `ÍÒ[ÔL cËkËrà, h¦Þe `ÍÒ[ÔL aÞtÊ, jq¯e `ÍÒ[ÔL @Õh @SÐXÞ Ò]B NÒm, [ÊÒc bÊmÞ bÐmÞ NmZÞ [Ð*Ê? ÒjB 

@[Þ `ÍÞ¯ jée LÊ cÒ_ eMÞ_ÐkÜ? @\Q Ac OÒe AÒc jcÒª [Ð*e ªÐ`L ÒaÐmÞ, [Ð*e jMÐ-jÒkÐ^e-j«Ð_ [ÊmÔ bÐaÞ 

AjÞQÊ” Ð [_¯Ðe AMÞeÊ mÊk NXÞ QÐmÞ\ÐH Ð jcª*e cÒ_Òe `Ëaà jêó[Þ--ÒjB kó]¯ aÞN[ A[êÐ*e aÞ]Ð¯ S_Þ[ ]ÊÓM 

Òe bÐeÐLÍÐ«, AMÞÒe Yf Yf mÊk Ð

“`ËSÐeÑ [Ð* SÐNÐÒe WÞAÒkB\ÞÒm Ð eÐªÐ L\ÐVÞ LkÞÒm Ð kÐ[ `[ÐB eÐªÐ `ÐBÜ LÐkÐLÊ `BjÐ cÐNÞ _ 

\ÞÒm Ð ÒcÐe cÒ_ ÒkmÐ ÒdcÞ[Þ ÒcÐe “aÐ`Ð” _ÞÒS HB L\ÐVÞ LkÊQ«Þ Ð aÐ`Ð* @Ò« dÊAÒX dÐH, cÒ[ [Ð*e _ \ÞaÐ 

bÐaVÞ HÒ[ ÒNÐXÐB MÐH Òd, cÊÜ LÊAÒX dÞaÐ L\Ð DWÐH _ÐkÞÜ Ð ASÞ j© cÐ[óLÐ*e ]hà_ jÐeÞ cÊÜ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf DWÞmÞ, 

ÒcÐe LÐkÞÜLÞ ÒjcÞ[Þ cÒ_ ÒkmÐ_Þ Ð Òe=ÐfÑ, L`ÞfÐj, bÐNÞe\Þ`Êe, `Sà= @qfÒe AÒc ÒbÐSÞ LeÞaÐLÊ 

dÐBÒQ Ð `ÊeÑ jcÊ]Í LËfÒe aÊmÞÒQ Ð ÒLÒ[ ÒLÒ[ SÐNÐLÊ _Ð_Ð LÐdàÔLÍcÒe AÒc jÐ= ÒkÐB dÐBÒQ Ð ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf 

ÒdcÞ[Þ mÐÒN, HBWÞ WÞL ÒjcÞ[Þ mÐNÞmÐ Ð @Ò_L ]Þ_ `Òe cÒ_ ÒkmÐ, c\Ð D`eÊ OÊqÞ dÐB\ÞaÐ R[ÍVÞ `ÊZÞ Ò$eÞ 

AjÞQÞ Ð kÐ[ ^eÞ aÐV QmÐ hÞMÐB\ÞaÐe Òj kÐ[VÞ ÒdcÞ[Þ A=ÊWÞ Ò]MÐB aÐV Ò]MÐB ]DQÞ-ÒjB hÞa*e ctÞe 

AÒX Ð `ËSÐeÑ*e jéeVÞ cÒ[ LÐkÞÜLÞ @aÞLf ÒcÐ aÐ`Ð* jée `eÞ cÒ_ ÒkmÐ Ð ÒLDÜ  QÔÐeÞVÞLÊ Ò]aÐ `ÐBÜ [ce SéÐBÜ 

cÒ[ LkÞ\ÞÒm Ð ÒjB aÐa]Òe `BjÐVÞ m$Ð`ÐÒe `ÊeÐB `hçàÒe eMÞ\ÞmÞ Ð Ò]B Ò]mÞ Ð [Ð“ RXÐ, ]aÐLÊ HaÕ 

]ÞABaÐLÊ [ bNaÐ_, _ÊkÜ LÞ cÐDjÑ !“
[_¯Ð L\ÐÒe dÊ¦Þ LeÞaÐe `Íhð AD ÒLDÜWÞ DWÊQÞ? H A]ÞaÐjÑ @^ÊÔiÞ[ @qfÒe [ aÐ`Ð [Ðe \ÞÒm HL 

cÊLÊVaÞkÑ_ jcÍÐV Ð S_[Ð WÐeÊ Aec÷ LeÞ S__Ð¯L `dÔà«, hÐhL WÐeÊ Aec÷ LeÞ hÐhÞ[ `dÔà«, `ÍÒ[ÔL ÒhÍZÑe 
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aÔ¦Þ* jkÞ[ \ÞmÐ [Ð*e NbÑe jÕ`Là Ð _ÞjéÐ\à `e ÒjaÐ LeÞ jÞH jaÊeÞ c_e _Ð¯L ÒkÐB `ÐeÞ \ÞÒm Ð HÒa `dÔà« 

kÊH[ [Ð*e A[êÐ HB @qfe jaÐà=Ñ_ D_ð[Þ `ÐBÝ QÞ«Ð LeÊ\Þa Ð `ËSÐeÑ*e jÐ^Ê D~ÔcVÞLÊ aÐ`Ð*e LÐdÔàLmÐ` jk 

[Êf_Ð LeÞ bÐa`ÍaZ ÒkÐB `XÞaÐ [_¯Ð `lÒe aÞQÞ[Í LZ?

ÒjB _Ñea ÒLÐWeÑÒe \ÞaÐ aÞeÐV Ò[ßfQÞ[Í @ÒX QÐkÞÜ ekÞÒm jcÒª Ð `ÍZÐc LÒm Ð AhÑaÐà] cÐNÞÒm Ð mÊk 

Ò`ÐRÞÒm Ð cÐ’ DWÞ ajÞ ALÐhe [ÐeÐ AÒX QÐkÞÜÒm Ð 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

cÞ_ÞA`mÞjçÒe aÐj LeÊ\ÞaÐ HkÞ ÒmMÞLÐ LÊk«Þ Òd, “SÑa_Òe `ÐB\ÞaÐ ÒhÍº D`kÐeVÞ cÊÜ ]ÊB aià [Òf keÐB Ò]BQÞ jaÊ]Þ_ `ÐBÜ, AD 

ÒcÐe LÞRÞ ALÐÕlÔÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð LÞ«Ê, d]Þ ÒcÐl afÒe bNaÐ_ ÒLÒa Ò]MÐ ]Þ@«Þ, Ò[Òa [Ð* `ÐMeÊ aeVÞH cÐNÞÒ_aÞ Òd cÒ[ `Í[ÞS_ê Òe 

ÒjB aÐ`Ð*e TÞ@ LeÞ S_ê ]Þ@«Ê Ð“
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hÑÍctÞeÒe Ò]a]ÐjÑ _ó[Ô J ckÐLaÞ S¯Ò]a* NÑ[ÒNÐaÞt

hÍÑc[Ñ jÊhÑÍ cÞhÍ (Le)

jcNÍ bËM¨e `Ðf_ Le[Ð,hÍÑ hÑÍ SN_ðÐ\ ck`ÍbÊ dÞH jaàLÐfe LÐeÞNe,dÐkÐ*Ê AÒc DLúfÑ¯ LfÐ, 

jÕ²ó[Þ,jÐkÞ[Ô J jÕNÑ[e `ÊÒeÐ^Ð eËÒ` NÍkZ LeÞAjÞRÊ, Òj Òd aÞaÐ]ÑcÐ_ LÐfeÊ ekÞR«Þ HaÕ ekÞ\úÞÒa c^Ô Ð [Ð*eÞ 

ctÞe NÐ[ÍÒe jêó[Þ ÒkÐB ekÞdÐB\ÞaÐ JXÞhÑ jÕNÑ[ LfÐ,eÐN eÐNÞZÑ,[Ðf,cÐ_ J _ó[Ô dÐkÐe LÞ Aec÷e Lf_Ð LeÞaÐ 

Ac `lÒe jc÷a _ÊÒkÜ,[\Ð _ó[Ô, NÐ_ aÐ]_e[ hÍÑctÞee eË`jÑ `ÐiÐZ `Í[ÞcÐe cÊL cÊMe Rt cËRà_Ð A]Þ Òd ÒLßÐZjÞ 

]hàLe ]óhÔÒe @`Ëaà jée T*Ðe jó½Þ LeÊRÞ ÐÒjkÞ ÒkDRÞ Ac SN_ðÐ\ú¯ DLúfÑ¯ jÕNÑ[ ^ÐeÐ dÐkÐLÞ HÒa SÑa« bÐÒa 

_ÞS jcNÍ bËM¨e `Ðf_ Le[Ð,hÍÑ hÑÍ SN_ðÐ\ ck`ÍbÊ dÞH jaàLÐfe LÐeÞNe,dÐkÐ*Ê AÒc DLúfÑ¯[Ð*eÞ ctÞe NÐ[ÍÒe 

jêó[Þ ÒkÐB ekÞdÐB\ÞaÐ JXÞhÑ jÕNÑ[ LfÐ,eÐN eÐNÞZÑ,[Ðf,cÐ_ J _ó[Ô dÐkÐeLÞ Aec÷e Lf_Ð LeÞaÐ Ac `lÒe 

jc÷a _ÊÒkÜ,[\Ð _ó[Ô, NÐ_ aÐ]_e[ hÍÑctÞee eË`jÑ `ÐiÐZ `Í[ÞcÐe cÊL cÊMe Rt cËRà_Ð A]Þ Òd ÒLßÐZjÞ ]hàLe 

]óhÔÒe @`Ëaà jée T*Ðe jó½Þ LeÊRÞ ÐÒjkÞ ÒkDRÞ Ac SN_ðÐ\ú¯ DLúfÑ¯ jÕNÑ[ ^ÐeÐ dÐkÐLÞ HÒa SÑa« bÐÒa _ÞS 

LÐkÐZÑ LkÞaÐLÊ JXÞhÐe jÕ²ó[Þ LkÞaÐLÊ [`úe Ð    

 MÍÑ;11h h[ÐvÑ Aec÷eÊ LfÞ=e Ò]aÐÒ]aÑ* ctÞe cÐ_*Òe _ó[Ô jÕNÑ[ `ÍQf_ _ÞcÒ« Ò]a]ÐjÑ aÐ jÐ_Þ 

j>Í]Ð¯*Ê _ÞdÊ¦ LeÐdÐB\úmÐ ÐÒjÒ[ÒaÒf N=Ò]hÑ¯ eÐSÐcÐÒ_ LfÞ= _Ne (cÊMmÞÕN) WÐeÊ eÐS[é LeÊ\úÒm Ð [Ð* 

eÐSÔ ]lÞZÒe ÒNÐ]ÐaeÑ WÐeÊ `ËaàLÊ FiÞLÊmÔÐ _]Ñ `dÔ« aÞªó[ ÒkÐB\úmÐ Ð ÒjcÐ_* jÕÒN ]ÐlÞZÐ[Ôe eÐSaÕhe 

ÒaßaÐkÞL j>Là  yÐ`Þ[ ÒkÐB\úaÐeÊ jÕÐ²ó[ÞL Òl[ÍÒe c^Ô LfÞ= jÕÒN ]ÐlÞZÐ[Ôe j>Là O_Þº ÒkÐB\úmÐ ÐÒjÒ[ÒaÒf 

@\Ðà[ç 1112 MÍÑ½Ð~ DLúfe eÐS_Ñ[Þ, ^cà_Ñ[Þ jÕÐ²ó[ÞL Òl[ÍÒe HL _adÊN Ò]MÐÒ]mÐ ÐhÑÍÒl[ÍÒe (`ÊeÑ) `ËÒaà ÒdDÜ 

`ÍÐQÑ_ `ÊeÊÒiÐrc,hÍÑ afb]Í J Ò]aÑ jÊb]ÍÐ* aÞNÍkcÐ_ `Í[ÞºÐ LeÞ,LfÞ=Òe `ÍarÞà[ _ó[Ô jÕNÑ[Ð  `ÐBÜ Ò]a]ÐjÑ 

aÐ jÐ_Þ jÕ`Í]Ð¯*Ê Òj\úÒe ckÐeÐSÐ ÒQÐfN=Ò]a _Þ¯Ê¦Þ LeÞ\úÒm HaÕ MÍÑ1072Òe bNa[Ñ ]ÊNàÐÒ]aÑ* ctÞe 

(cÊMmÞ=WÐeÊ @Á ]ËeÒe @ayÞ[ ]ÑOàjÑ NÍÐcÒe ) j®ÊMÒe HaÕ _ÐVÔhÐfÐ NWÞ[ LeÞ\úÒm ÐÒj ctÞee HL hÞfÐ ÒmMÐeÊ 

_Þcð ÒhÐâLVÞ Dwó[ Ð 
“]ÊNÐà Ò]aÔÐf¯Ð jÔÐ beZcÞa `ÊeÓ yÐ`¯Ðc NÊ]àÑÕ

hÍÑcÐ_ hÍÑ_Ð\ aÑdàÔÓ yNÞ[ ]h]ÞhÐ _ÐVÔhÐfÐ RÒt_ Ð“
akÊaià `Òe ÒjkÞ ctÞeeÊ Ò]aÐÒ]aÑ* cËrÞàcÐ_*Ê aXÒ]Df _ÞcàÐZ LÐdàÔ `ËÀà ÒkaÐ `Òe ckÐeÐSÐ @_

=bÑcÒ]a MÍÑ1230 jÐmÒe `Í[ÞºÐ LeÞaÐeÊ `ÍÐQÑ_ ctÞe j®ÊMÒe \úaÐ ÒjkÞ @yÐ¯Ñ “_ÐVÔhÐfÐ“ aÐ

“_ÐVÔc¨`“ bÐ=Þ ÒjWÐÒe akÊLÐf `Òe “cÊ¦Þc¨` “ _ÞcàÞ[ ÒkmÐ Ð

MÍÑ 11h h[Ð~Ñ `ËaàeÊ LfÞ= _Ne _ÞLVÒe \úaÐ hÍÑLËcà ctÞeÒe Ò]a]ÐjÑcÐ_*e HL jé[§ aÐjyfÑ 

\úmÐ Ð ÒjkÞ yÐ_e _Ðc \úmÐ “LËcà`ÐV HaÕ“`ËÀàÒLÐVÑ“ Ð hÍÑ LËcà ctÞeÒe hÑÍ Òaß»a j>Í]Ð¯e NÊeÊcÐÒ_ ekÞ aÞbÞ_ð 

]hà_ hÐ±Òe hÞiÔcÐ_*Ê hÞlÐ Ò]D\úÒm Ð ÒLaf hÐ± J ]hà_ _ÊÒkÜ _ó[Ô J jÕNÑ[ LfÐ c^Ô ÒjWÐÒe Ò]a]ÐjÑcÐ_*Ê 

hÞlÐ ]ÞAdÐD\úmÐ Ð Ò[ZÊ jÕNÑ[ hÞlÐ LeÞaÐLÊ akÊ jÕMÔÐÒe jÐ_Þ j>]Ð¯ ÒjWÐÒe aÐj yÐ`_ LeÞ\úÒm Ð aÞbÞ_ð Ò]actÞe 

cÐ_*Òe ÒjcÐ_*Ê _Þ¯Ê¦Þ LeÐdÐD\úaÐ `Íj= hÞfÐÒmMÐ cÐ_*eÊ `ÍLVÞ[ kÊH Ð H\úeÊ ¸½ SZÐdÐDRÞ Òd, bÐ_Ò]a(Ê2¯)* 

eÐS[é LÐfÒe “jÐ_Þ j>Í]Ð¯“ ctÞe `ÍÐ=ZÒe bÐB, bDZÑ `Íbó[Þ `eÞaÐe jcÒª cÞhÞ ÒNÐVÞH “_ÐVÔ ]f“ aÐ “_ÐVÔ 

j>Í]Ð¯“ NYÞ ctÞe cÐ_*Òe _Þ¯Ê¦Þ mÐb LeÞ\úÒm,HaÕ ÒjcÐ_* beZ Ò`ÐiZ `ÐBÜ eÐSÐ* [e$eÊ aÔayÐ ÒkD\úmÐ Ð
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@_Ô HL hÞfÐ ÒmMÐeÊ SZÐdÐBRÞ Òd,N=aÕhÑ¯ ckÐeÐSÐ _ejÞÕkÒ]a (2¯) 1299 MÍÑ½Ð~Òe @\àÐ[ç

 [Ð* 25 @*Òe jÞÕkÐQf ctÞeÒe `eckÕj ae]Ð[ÑÍ cÊ_Ñ hÑÍ`Ð] jÞÕkÐQf ctÞeÒe “cÕNfNÐ_“ LeÞaÐLÊ HL “jÐ_Þ

-jÕ`Í]Ð¯“ _Þ¯Ê¦ LeÞ\úÒm Ð

ÒQÐXN=Ò]a ÒjkÞ eÑ[ÞÒe ÒLÒ[L “jÐ_Þ- j>Í]Ð¯“ `eÞaÐeLÊ LËcà`ÐVLeÊ @ZÐB `ÊeÑÒe ÒjcÐ_* `ÐBÜ 

yÐ¯Ñ aj yÐ`_ LeÞ Ò]B\úÒm, HaÕ [Ð* _ÐcÒe ÒjkÞ jÐkÞ _Ðc “QËX= jÐkÞ“ ÒaÐmÞ _cÞ[ LeÞ\úÒm Ð HkÞ dÊNLÊ 

eÐcÐ_ÊS dÊN ÒaÐmÞ LÊkdÐH ÐHkÞ eÐcÐ_ÊS Òaß»a ]éÐeÐ hÍÑLËcà Òl[ÍÒe yÐ`_Ð jkÞ[,]Þé[Ñ¯ _ejÞÕk Ò]a* jc¯Òe 

A_t[Ñ\à dÞH LÞ _ekeÞ[Ñ\à*e hÞiÔ Ò]a]ÐjÑ `Í\Ðe Aec÷ LÒm, dÐkÐLÊ LÞ Ac JXÞhÐÒe “cÐkÐeÑ“AMÔÐ mÐb  LÒm 

Ð

AD ]lÞZe LËcà `ÐVLeÊ @ZÐB ÒdDÜ jÐ_Þ-j>Í]Ð¯LÊ `ÊeÑÒe yÐ`_ LeÐdÐB\úÒm,ÒjcÐ_* cÐ[óbÐiÐ 

 Ò[Òm=Ð ÒkÐB\úaÐeÊ Ò]a ctÞeÒe b¦Þ jÕNÑ[ NÐ_ ÒjkÞ bÐiÐÒe eQÞ[ ÒkÐB NÐ_ LeÐdÐD\úmÐ, dÐkÐLÞ JXÞAaÐjÑ*Ê 

ALó½ LeÞ`ÐeÞ_\úmÐ ÐÒ[ZÊ ÒQÐfN=Ò]a Òj _ràLÑcÐ_* hÞlÐ `ÐBÜ jÕ²ó[ bÐiÐÒe NÑ[eQ_Ð LeÞaÐ jLÐÒh [LúÐfÞ_ 

ckÐLaÞcÐ_*Ê @_ÊÒeÐ^ LeÞ\úÒm ÐÒQÐfN= `eÞ D]Ô[ ÒkÐB\úÒm Ð LÞ«Ê jÕ²ó[Òe b¦Þ jÕNÑ[ eQ_Ð LeÞaÐe ÒkÒm NÐuaà 

aÞ]ÔÐÒe `e]hÞà[Ð mÐb LeÞaÐ AahÔL Ð Ò[ZÊ ÒjkÞ dËNÒe “S¯Ò]a“kÞÜ HLcÐ[Í ckÐLaÞ Òd LÞ “ NÑ[ÒNÐaÞt“`eÞ HL 

b¦Þ `Í^Ð_ LÐaÔ eQ_Ð LeÞ ÒQÐfN=* `eÞ SÒZ aÞ]éÐ_ ckÐeÐSÐ*Ê j«Ê½ LeÞ`ÐeÞ\úÒm Ð LaÞ S¯Ò]a jÕ²ó[ bÐiÐÒe 

jÊÒaÐ^ mfÞ[ `]NÊXÞL jÕÒdÐN LeÞaÐ jkÞ[ _ó[ÔNÊeÊeËÒ` Ò]a]ÐjÑcÐ_*Ê _ó[Ô J jÕNÑ[ hÞlÐ Ò]D\úÒm Ð

D`ÒeÐ¦ AÒmÐQ_Ðe j[Ôj[Ô[Ð jk Ò]a]ÐjÑ* jcéwÒe @_Ô HL ÒmÐLL\Ð c^Ô hÊZÞaÐLÊ cÞÒf Ð]ÞAdÐBRÞ 

ÐHkÐ* `Òe SÑa_Ð\ _ÐcL jÕNÑ[s “XÞ¨Þc“ D`Ð^ú `ÐB jcNÍ ]lÞZ bÐe[Òe JXÞA jÕNÑ[ NÐB S¯

L\ÐVÞ ÒkmÐ - 

            “`Í[Þ]Þ_ bÞ[eo ckÐ`Ð[Í Òhé[N=ÐÒe jðÐ_ Le«Þ Ð HL]Ð jðÐ_ LeÞaÐ jc¯Òe bÐiÞdÐB N=Ð LËfÒe  mÐNÞÒm 

Ð ÒjWÐÒe SÒZ ±ÑÒmÐL [Ð*Ê DwÐe LeÞ _ÞS OÒe eMú [Ð* ÒjaÐ d_ú LÒm Ð[Ðe ÒjaÐ d_úÒe Òj ÒjWÐÒe akÊ[ ]Þ_ 

ekÞNmÐ Ð ]ÞÒ_ eÐ[ÞÒe [Ð*Ê jé`ðÒe SN_ðÐ\ Ò]MÐÒ]aÐeÊ [Ð`e ]Þ_ `ÊeÑ QÐmÞ AjÞÒm Ð AjÞaÐ jc¯Òe j«L eËÒ` 

`ÊeÑ NS`[Þ Ò]B\úaÐ cÊ]ÞVÞ [Ð*Ê Ò]B AjÞÒm J `ÊeÑNÒm Ò]MÐ Òka ÒaÐmÞ LkÞÒ]B AjÞÒm Ð LÞRÞ]Þ_ `Òe ÒjkÞ ±Ñ 

ÒmÐLVÞ `ÊeÑ AjÞ [Ð* jkÞ[ Ò]MÐ ÒkmÐ ÐcÐ[Í ckÐ`ÐÒ[Í [Ð*Ê QÞkðÞ _ `ÐeÞ Ò$eÐBÒ]Òm Ð Ò[ZÊ Òj ±Ñ ÒmÐLVÞ `ÊeÑ 

ckÐeÐSÐ* `ÐMLÊ dÐB NÊkÐeÑ LmÐ J ckÐ`ÐÒ[Í Ò]B\ÞaÐ cÊ]ÞVÞ NS`[Þ*Ê Ò]MÐBmÐ ÐcÊ]ÞVÞ Ò]Mú eÐSÐ aÞhéÐj LÒm J 

[Ð*Ê cÐkÐeÑ eËÒ` SN_ðÐ\* _ÞLVÒe ÒjaÐ LeÞaÐ `ÐBÜ _ÞdÊ¦Þ Ò]Òm , `Òe ÒjkÞ cÐkÐeÑ WÐeÊ HL jÕ`Í]Ð¯ J cÐkÐeÑ 

ÒjaÐ `e>eÐ jó½Þ ÒkmÐ Ð“
 (D¦ L\ÐVÞ ÒLÒ[]Ëe j[Ô [Ðe `ÍcÐZ cÞfÞ _ÐkÞÜ Ð Ò[ZÊ HkÐ HL ÒmÐL L\ bÐaÒe ekÞRÞ Ð )

aÐªaÒe LkÞaÐLÊ NÒm “NÑ[ÒNÐaÞt“ e hÊÍ[Þ c^Êe h~ jÕNÑ[ cÐ^ÔcÒe Òd`eÞ `ÐWLLÊ cÊ“ LeÊRÞ,

[]Ò`lÐ @^úL `Í$Êmâ[Ð jó½Þ LeÞ\úa ]hàL b¦cÐ_*Ê , ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf jÊÒahÞ[ Ò]a]ÐjÑ* @bÞ_¯ cÞhÍÞ[ mmÞ[ 

L¶ jÕNÑ[e mÐjÔ mÑfÐ hÍÑ`ÊeÊÒiÐrc* ctÞe j®ÊMÒe ÐH ]ó½ÞeÊ aÞQÐe LÒm SZÐdÐDRÞ Òd, ÒQÐXN=* jbÐÒe 

`¨Þ[cÐ_* c^ÔÒe “S¯Ò]a“ ckÐLaÞ eËÒ` `ÍjÞwmÐb LeÞ\úÒm HaÕ “NÑ[ÒNÐaÞt“ hÑÍctÞeÒe 

_Þ[Ô_ó[Ô j=Ñ[ _Ñ[ÞÒe `eÞZ[ ÒkD\úmÐ Ð

          ckÐeÐSÐ ÒQÐXN=* @_ÊeÐN Òk[Ê jaàbÐe[Ñ¯ ªeÒe S¯Ò]a*Ê ckÐLaÞ eËÒ` j®Ð_Þ[ LeÐNmÐ Ð ÒLkÞÒLkÞ 
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I[ÞkÐjÞL* c[Òe S¯Ò]a HaÕ ÒNÐawà_ÐQÐdÔà a=e eÐSÐ mlêZ Òj_*e c^Ô jbÐ `¨Þ[ \úÒm Ð

         ÒQÐXN=* AhÍÔÒe S¯Ò]a* “NÑ[ÒNÐaÞt“ hÍÑctÞeÒe Ò[Òm=Ð jÐ_Þ- j>Í]Ð¯* ]ÐéeÐ `eÞÒaiÞ[ ÒkD\úmÐ 

ÐHLcÐ[Í `ÊeÑe hÍÑctÞeÒe kÞÜ [ÐkÐ MÍÑ 1142 eÊ ^ÐeÐaÐkÞL bÐÒa @bÞ_Ñ[ ÒkD\úmÐ ÐakÊ @%feÊ b¦ J dÐ[ÍÑcÐÒ_       

hÍÑ`ÊeÊÒiÐrc Òl[ÍLÊ AjÞ “NÑ[ÒNÐaÞtà _ó[Ô jc÷Ðe Ò]MÞ cÊ“ ÒkD\úÒm Ð@ÁLÐf c^ÔÒe [ÐkÐ jaàbÐe[ÑÒe `ÍQÐeÞ[ 

ÒkmÐ Ð1291 MÑÍ.Òe ckÐeÐSÐ jÐ=àÒ]a*e HL hÞfÐ ÒmMÐÒe “NÑ[ÒNÐaÞt“ e _ÞÒcÐð¦ at_Ð ÒhÐâLVÞ DwÐe LeÐdÐBRÞ 

-

“Òa]Ð_ÊweÒ« SN_ðÞakÒ[ bËÒNÐfcÊ]çaÞbÍÒ[

 Ò]ß[ÔÐ_ç ]Ðe¯Ò[ afÞÕ Rf¯Ò[ l[ÞÍl¯Õ LÊaàÒ[ Ð

Ò`ßÐmªÔÕ S¯Ò[ kmÕ Lf¯Ò[ LÐeÊZÔ cÐ[_éÒ[

 ÒcâoÐ_ç cËoà¯Ò[ ]hÐLó[Þ LóÒ[ Ló»Ð¯ [ÊbÔÕ _cÓ ÐÐ

 LaÞ S¯Ò]a [Ð* `Í\c ÒhÐâLÒe `ÊeÊÒiÐrc* ]hVÞ @a[Ðe*Ê ÒdDÜ `dÔàÐ¯Òe aÀà_Ð LeÞR«Þ, WÞLç ÒjkÞ 

`dÔÐàÔLÍÒc _ójÞÕk ctÞee Q[Ê~ÞàN bÞrÞ NÐ[ÍÒe @a[Ðe `Í[ÑcÐcÐ_*Ê ÒMÐ]Þ[ LeÐdÐBRÞ Ð

 Òj ]h @a[Ðee Djú eË`Òe mÑfÐ `ÊeÊÒiÐrc hÑÍLó»*Ê kÞÜ NÍkZ LeÞR«Þ ÐÒ[ZÊ ]ha[Ðe c^ÔÒe hÑÍLó»*Ê 

yÐ_ _ Ò]B [Ð*e @a[ÐeÑ[éLÊ kÞÜ jÑéLó[Þ Ò]BR«Þ ÐLÞcé]«Þ LÒk Òd, AcúNâÐ_ÞÒe ]ÞNç^úbË[ ÒkÐB LaÞ*Ê _ÞSe ÒmM_Ñ 

J Ò`Ð\úLÊ jcÊ]ÍÒe aÞjSà_ LeÞ _ÞS `ÍÐZ keÐBaÐLÊ D]Ô[ ÒkD\úaÐ jc¯Òe, Ò`Ð\ú 

jkÞ[ jé¯Õ hÑÍLó» AaÞbËà[ ÒkÐBR«Þ J `]êÐa[Ñ* jkÞ[ S¯Ò]a ]h @a[Ðe _ó[Ô J j=Ñ[ cÐ^ÔcÒe [Ð*Ê _ÞSe b¦Þ 

_ÞÒa]_ LeÞR«Þ Ð

 S¯Ò]a SÑa_Ñ ÒLÒ[L `earÑà `¨Þ[cÐÒ_ bÞ_ð bÞ_ð c[Òe ÒmMÞ\úaÐ Ò]MÐdÐH Ð16h h[ÐvÑÒe jÕ²óó[Òe 

mÞMÞ[ “b¦cÐfÐ“ NÍxLÊ kÞtÞ bÐiÐÒe _ÐbÐSÑ ÒmMÞ\úÒm HaÕ Òj\úÒe DÒmâM LeÞR«Þ - “S¯Ò]a SÒZ aÞaÐkÞ[ Òaß»a 

jÐ^Ê “ Ð`eÞZ[ a¯jÒe Òj Nók jÕjÐe [ÔÐN LeÞ LËaà`ÐVLÒe “jÐ^Ê `Í^Ð_“ D`Ð^ú mÐb LeÞ\úÒm ÐÒj [Ð* [eÊZ 

a¯jÒe NÐuaà aÞ]ÔÐÒe `Ðe]hÞà[Ð mÐb LeÞ ÒLÒ[ÒL Ló»mÑfÐ bÞrÞL NÑ[ jÕ²ó[ bÐiÐÒe eQ_Ð LeÞ\úÒm, dÐkÐLÞ `Òe 

HL _ÐVLÑ¯ `w[ÞÒe “NÑ[ÒNÐaÞt“ LÐaÔ eËÒ` ^ÐeZ LeÞ\úmÐ HaÕ hÑÍÒl[ÍÒe jaà`Í\Òc @bÞ_Ñ[ ÒkmÐ Ðd\Ð -

 aÞke[Þ keÞeÞk jej ajÒ« - `ÍLó[Þ aÀà_ÐÒe NÑ[ÒNÐaÞt D_ð[ LÐaÔe `dÔÐàÔ¯LÊ D_ðÑ[ 

ÒkÐB`ÐeÞRÞ ÐeÐ^ÐLó»* cÞf_ LÐfÒe jej aj« LÐf jcÐN[ ÒkÐBRÞ ÐLt`àe he LÐcÑS_*Ê `ÑXÐ Ò]DRÞ Ð _ó[Ô, 

jÕNÑ[, cóNc], [cÐf J _LÊfe ÒjßÐeb @_ÊbÐa bÐaÒe LÐc_ÐLÊ D³ÞaÑ[ LeÊRÞ ÐeÐ^Ð*e a]_ @aÒmÐL_ LeÞ hÑÍLó» 

@= `ÑXÐÒe OÐeÞ ÒkDR«Þ  --

“a]_Lcf `eÞhÞf_  cÞfÞ[ cÞkÞe jc LÊ¨f ÒhÐbÐcç Ð

 jêÞ[eÊQÞ eÊQÞecÊmâjÞ[Ð ^eÐ`mâa Ló[ÞeÞ[Þ ÒmÐbÐcç ÐÐ“
 NÑ[ÒNÐaÞte `ÍÒ[ÔL `Õ¦ÞÒe `ÍLó[Þ J c_ÊiÔe AcúÞL ÒdÐNjË[Í `Í]hÞà[ ÒkÐBRÞ Ð`ÍLó[Þ HWÐÒe @_Êba cÐ[Í 

_ÊÒkÜ Òj eÐ^ÐcÐ^a*e cÞf_ J aÞekÒe jcbÐNÑ Ð

 jêeNefM¨_Õ cc hÞejÞ c¨_cç -b¦ hÞÒeÐcZÞ S¯Ò]a dÊN Ò`Íc cÐ^ÊeÑÒe _Þc³Þ[ ÒkÐB 

NÑ[ÒNÐaÞt eQ_Ð LeÊ\úaÐ jc¯Òe _Ñ[Þ J jÕ²Ðe ]éÐeÐ LafÞ[ ÒkÐBR«Þ, _ÞcÞÒi @VLÞ dÐBR ÒmM_Ñ ÐLÞbfÞ _ÞSe 
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LfÐ, jÕ²ó[Þ,jÐkÞ[Ô J jÕNÑ[e `ÊÒeÐ^Ð eËÒ` NÍkZ LeÞAjÞRÊ, Òj Òd aÞaÐ]ÑcÐ_ LÐfeÊ ekÞR«Þ HaÕ ekÞ\úÞÒa c^Ô 

AeÐ^Ô `ÍbÊ [ÍÞbÊa_e @^úhée SN[çLrÐà*Ê HB LÐcÐ[Êe Ò`ÍcÞL bÐÒa QÞ[ÍZ LeÞÒa, `ÊZÞ [Ê¨Òe M&ÞÒ]Òa jÕfÐ` 

“Ò]kÞ`]`mâacÊ]Ðe“LÞÕ LràaÔaÞcËY b¦*e c_²Ðc_Ð ̀ ËÀà LÒm b¦ajúf“`Íb“ _ÞÒS S¯Ò]a eË` ̂ ÐeZ LeÞ ÒmMÞNÒm 

ÒjkÞ _ÞaÐàQÞ[ `]VÞ [Ðf`[ÍÒe ÒmM_Ñ ^eÞ Ðb¦`ÍÞ¯Ð `]êÐa[Ñ*Ê Ò]BNÒm ]hà_e ÒjßÐbÐNÔ ÐÒj ckÐ_ÊbÐa NÑ[ÒNÐaÞte 

`ÍÐec÷Òe eÐN[Ðfe jËQ_Ð Ò]B LkÞR«Þ -

    “cÐfaeÐÒNZ eË`L[ÐfÐbÔÐÕ NÑ¯Ò[ Ð

Ò]h aÐ eÐNeÐÒNZ @½L[ÐfÐbÔÐÕ NÑ¯Ò[ Ð“
         HkÞ`eÞ @Ò_L NÑ[ eÐN[Ðf jkÞ[ ekÞ@RÞ ÐH\ú]éÐeÐ akÊaiàe hÐ±Ñ¯ `eÞQ¯ cÞfÊRÞ Ð

 hÑÍctÞeÒe ^ÐeÐaÐkÞL eËÒ` “NÑ[ÒNÐaÞt“ e NÑ[NÊXÞL Ò]a]ÐjÑcÐÒ_ [\Ð @_ÔÐ_Ô ]fcÐÒ_ NÐ_ LeÊ\

úÒm ÐLÞ«Ê MÑÍ; 15h h[ÐvÑÒe jËdÔàaÕhÑ¯ ckÐeÐSÐ `ÊeÊÒiÐrc Ò]a @_Ô HL “NÑ[ÒNÐaÞt“ aÐ“@bÞ_a NÑ[ÒNÐaÞt“
jÕ²ó[Òe  ÒmMÞ\úÒm ÐckÐeÐSÐ* eQ_Ðe ÒLÒ[L j=Ñ[ hÍÑctÞeÒe Òaß»a j>Í]Ð¯cÐÒ_ NÐ_ LeÞaÐLÊ `ÊeÊÒiÐrc Ò]a* 

`Ê[Í `Í[Ð`eÊ]Í Ò]a Òj\úÒe aÞÒeÐ^ LeÞ HL @bÞÒmM S¯aÞS¯ ]éÐe _ÞLVÒe ÒMÐ]Þ[ LeÐB\úÒm Ð Òj\úÒe eÐSÐ* 

_ÞÒ~àh \úmÐ Òd , hÍÑ SN_ðÐ\ ctÞeÒe S¯Ò]a* NÑ[ÒNÐaÞt aÞ_Ð @_Ô ÒLßÐZjÞ NÑ[ NÐ_ LeÐdÞa_ÐkÞÜ ÐÒ[ZÊ ÒdDÜ Òaß»a 

j>Í]Ð¯cÐÒ_ ÒjkÞ NÑ[ÒNÐaÞte NÐ_ SÐZÞ _\úÒa , ÒjcÐÒ_ Ò[Òm=Ð j>Í]Ð¯* WÐeÊ hÞlÐ LeÞaÐLÊ 

Òka Ð

         LÐfLÍÒc hÑÍctÞee _Ñ[ÞÒe akÊ `eÞarà_ ÒkmÐ Ð hÑÍ `ÊeÊÒiÐrc* _ÐcÒe ckÐeÐSÐ @_=bÑcÒ]a [Ð* eÐS[é 

jc`àZ LeÞ _ÞÒS [Ð*e ]Ðj (eÐD[ ) ÒkÐB eÐSÔ hÐj_ QfÐB\úÒm ÐÒ[ÒZ hÑÍ ctÞeÒe eÐSÐ^úeÐS eËÒ` e[ð jÞÕkÐj_ 

Òe ajÞ\úaÐ SN_ðÐ\ Ò]ß_ÞL _Ñ[Þ _ÞÒdÐNcÐ_ SÒZ eÐSÐ* Ò]ß_tÞ_ eÑ[Þ jÒ= jcÐ_ LeÞ ]ÞANmÐ ÐÒj[ÞLÞÒaÒf hÑÍ 

SN_ðÐ\* `kÊX ÒaÒf SÒZ Ò]a]ÐjÑ ÒLaf @bÞ_¯ LeÞ _Nð @=e cÊ]ÍÐcÐ_ `Í]hà_ LeÞaÐ _Ñ[Þ `ÍarÞà[ ÒkÐB dÐBRÞ Ð 

Ò]a]ÐjÑ _ó[Ô `Í\Òc SN_ðÐ\* jLÐf ^Ë` aÐ eÐSÒbÐN jc¯Òe SN_ðÐ\ * _ÐVc¨`Òe LeÐdÐD\úmÐ Ð

         hÑÍSN_ðÐ\* ctÞeÒe ÒjaÐ¯[ ÒNÐºÑ 118 ÒhÍZÑÒe aÞb¦ Ð[_ê^ÔeÊ ÒjaÞLÐ 2VÞ j>Í]Ð¯Òe

 aÞb¦ Ð`Í\cVÞ bÞ[e NÐAZÞ Ð]Þé[Þ¯VÞ j>Í]Ð _ÞÒdÐN ÐHcÐÒ_ cÊlÔ[ SÐ_ÞdÐ[ÍÐ `aà`aÐàZÞÒe _ó[Ô j=Ñ[ `eÞÒaiZ LeÊ\úÒm 

Ð

aràcÐ_ bÞ[e NÐAZÞ J _ÐQÊZÞ ÒjaÐ `ÍÐ¯ at ÒkÐBNmÐZÞ, LÐeZ ÒjcÐÒ_ ÒjaÐ LeÞaÐ `ÐBÜ dÐkÐ ÒMB J LÞRÞ 

ScÞ ÒbÐN LeÊ\úÒm, [ÐkÐ Òb] ÒkÐBdÞaÐ ]éÐeÐ [Ð*e jÐjÐÕeÞL QfZÞÒe @jÊaÞ^Ð ÒkmÐ J ÒjcÐÒ_ @_ÔÐ_Ô SÑaÞLÐ `xÐ 

^eÞaÐLÊ aÐ^Ô ÒkÒm J ÒhiÒe ÒjaÐ RÐXÞÒ]Òm ÐHcÐÒ_ ÒjaÐ aÔ[Þ[  Qt_ J TÊmZ dÐ[ÍÐÒe c^Ô _ÐQÊ\úÒm ÐH\úÒe 

¸½ `Í[Ñ¯cÐ_ kÊH Òd, aÑZÐ aÐ]_ ,NÑ[ÒNÐaÞt NÐ_ J aÞbÞ_ð aÐ]Ôd§ jk _ó[Ô hÑÍ ctÞee `ËSÐ `ÍLÍÞ¯Ðe @Õh eËÒ` akÊ 

LÐfeÊ @_Êjó[ ÒkÐB AjÊ@RÞ ÐS¯Ò]a Ò]a]ÐjÑcÐ_*Ê _ó[Ô J j=Ñ[ hÞlÐ Ò]D\úÒm ÐÒNÐVÞH `ÍaÐ] @RÞ Òd, ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf 

S¯Ò]a “NÑ[ÒNÐaÞt“ ÒmMÞ\úÒm, [Ð*e ]ÊBÒNÐVÞ `] cÒ_ _ `XÞaÐeÊ [Ð* ±Ñ*Ê jðÐ_ LeÞ @jÞ ÒmMÞÒa ÒaÐmÞ LkÞNÒm 

ÐÒj QÐmÞNmÐ`Òe jé¯Õ SN_ðÐ\ S¯Ò]a * ÒahÒe AjÞ D¦ `] ]ÊBVÞ `ÊeZ LeÞ QÐmÞNmÐ `Òe S¯Ò]a Ò$eÞAj 

Ò]M«Þ `] ]ÊBVÞ `ËeZ ÒkÐB dÐBRÞ HaÕ ÒmMÐ dÐBRÞ -“Ò]kÞ `mâacÊ]ÐeÕ “ jé¯Õ SN_ðÐ\ HkÐLÊ `ËeZ LeÞaÐ SÐZÞ Òj 

b¦ÞÒe N]ç N]ç ÒkÐB _ÞSe `[ðÑ `]êÐa[Ñ*Ê  _ràLÑeÊÒ` ]Ð_ Ò]B\úÒm ÐS¯Ò]a _ÞÒS ÒmMÞR«Þ- “`]êÐa[Ñ ! QeZQÐeZ 
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QLÍaràÑ“ Ò[ZË ÒjkÞ @_ÊjÐÒe NÊeÊ `e>eÐ Ò_B @]ÔÐa^ú _ó[Ô- jÕNÑ[ QfÞAjÊRÞ Ð

jÐkÞ[Ô J j=Ñ[ dÐNÐOee cÊkÊrà jaàjé_Ñ S_ÒaÐ^LÊ eÒjÐ[ÑÀà J `ÐÍZa« LeÞAjÞRÞ ÐÒjÒ[ÒaÒf jéNà[ 

eÐc]Ðj J ÒcÐk_ ckÐ`Ð[Í _ó[Ô NÊeÊ \úÒm ÐÒjkÞ `e>eÐ Ò_B `]êhÑÍ `*SQeZ ]Ðj `Í\Òc Ò]a]ÐjÑ _ó[ÔL 

ÊctÞe aÐkÐeLÊ AZÞ cqÒe `Í]hà_ LeÐB\úÒm Ð`]êhÑÍ ]Ðj, cÐÒ]fÞ ÒjaÐÒe akÊ[ ]Þ_ SN_ðÐ\ ctÞeÒe e[ \úÒm 

Ð[Ð`Òe NÊeÊ `e>eÐ Ò_B `]êaÞbËiZ ÒLfÊQeZ ckÐ`Ð[Í, jéNà[ Ò]a`ÍjÐ] ]Ðjç Ð HkÞ`eÞ @Ò_L NÊeÊ Ò]a]ÐjÑ 

_ó[Ô LÊ “JXÞhÑ _ó[Ô “ _ÐcÒe _ÐcÞ[ LeÐB jaàbÐe[Ñ¯ ªeÒe `kqÐB `ÐeÞR«Þ Ð

        ÒbÐB eÐS[é jc¯Òe jÕNÑ[ _ó[Ô Òl[ÍÒe LÞRÞ `eÞarà_ OVÞ\úmÐ Ð ÒLÒ[L eÐSÐ cÐkÐeÑ aÐ 

Ò]a]ÐjÑ _ó[Ô LeÊ\úaÐ _ràLÑcÐ_*Ê _ÞSe @=elÑbÐÒa aÔakÐe LeÞaÐeÊ, ÒLÒ[L SÐ_ÞdÐ[ÍÐ `aà`aàÐZÑÒe ÒkD\

úaÐ cÐkÐeÑ ÒjaÐÒe ÒRÐV `Ê@`ÞmÐ*Ê TÞ@Òah LeÐB _ó[Ô LeÐNmÐ HaÕ [ÐkÐLÊ “ÒNÐVÞ`Ê@“ _ó[Ô LÊkÐNmÐ 

ÐÒNÐVÞ`Ê@ _ó[Ô ̀ q]h h[Ð~Ñe ÒhibÐN aÐ ÒiÐXh h[Ð~Ñ Aec÷ bÐNÒe ÒQß[_ÔÒ]a*  LÐfÒe Aec÷ ÒkÐB\úaÐ 

aÞbÞ_ð NÍxcÐ_*Òe AÒmÐQ_Ð LeÐdÐBRÞ ÐHcÐÒ_ TÊmZÒe HaÕ Qt_Òe _ó[Ô LeÊ\úÒm ÐQt_dÐ[ÍÐÒe eÐcLó»* 

QÐ`Òe ÒNÐVÞ`Ê@ HaÕ c]_ÒcÐk_* QÐ`Òe ÒLaf Ò]a]ÐjÑcÐÒ_ _ó[Ô LeÊ\úÒm ÐÒjÒ[Òafe NÐ_ J _ó[ÔÒe 

b¦Þe Djú beÞ ekÞ\úmÐ Ð

JXÞhÑ _ó[Ô J jÕNÑ[e DLúià `e>eÐ HkÞ hÑÍctÞe `e>eÐeÊ kÞÜ jó½Þ Ð Ò]a]ÐjÑ _ó[ÔeÞ kÞÜ JXÞhÑ _ó[Ôe 

S_ê ÐÒ]a]ÐjÑ _ó[Ô `ÒÍ\Òc hÑÍSN_ðÐ\* jLÐf^Ë` aÐ eÐSÒbÐN jc¯Òe SN_ðÐ\* _ÐVc¨`Òe LeÐdÐD\úmÐ Ð[Ð 

jkÞ[ c~àf aÞ aSÐ dÐD\úmÐ ÐHkÐ LÐfLÍÒc D_ð[ ÒkÐB 5bÐNÒe aÞb¦ ÒkmÐ J hÐ±Ñ¯ _ó[Ô bÐÒa `ó\úaÑ aÞMÔÐ[ 

ÒkÐB `ÐeÞmÐ Ð

 aràcÐ_ hÑÍctÞeÒe “Ò]a]ÐjÑ _ó[Ô“ HaÕ “NÑ[ÒNÐaÞt NÐ_“ hÊZÐ _ NÒm c^Ô S¯Ò]a* NÑ[ÒNÐaÞt 

SN_ðÐ\* Ò]kmÐNÞ `ÐBÜ `ÍªÊ[ LeÊ\úaÐ M¨ÊA `keZ J hÐYÞcÐ_*Òe aÊZÐ ÒkÐB `ÞuÐdÐDRÞ Ð   d\Ð -]h @a[Ðe 

M¨ÊAÒe -

`ÍÞÒ¯ QÐeÊhÞÒf cÊqc¯Þ cÐ_c_Þ ]Ð_Õ     j`]Þ c]_Ð_ÒfÐ ]k[ Þcc cÐ_jcç Ð Ò]kÞ cÊMLcf c^Ê`Ð_cç ÐÐ

@_Ô[Í jêeNefM¨_Õ cc hÞejÞ c¨_cç Ð Ò]kÞ`] `mâa cÊ]Ðecç ÐÐ

`keZÒe-Qt_ QnÞà[ _Ñf LÒfae `Ñ[ aj_ a_cÐfÑ Ð ÒLfÞ Qt_ cZÞ LÊ¨f c¨Þ[ N¨dÊN jêÞ[hÐfÑ ÐÐ

  hÐYÞÒe dcÊ_Ð[Ñe aÐ _Ñe _ÞLÊÒq ctcÐyÞ[cçÐ`ÍÐk Ò`ÍcbÒeÐ]çbÍÐ«Õ cÐ^aÕ eÐ^úLÐ jMÑ ÐÐ

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
 hÍÑc[Ñ jÊhÑÍ cÞhÍ (Le)  Hcç.H-jÕ²ó[,JXÞhÑ jÕNÑ[,JXÞhÑ _ó[Ô,HaÕ kÞtÊyÐ_Ñ jÕNÑ[( JXÞhÑ _ó[Ô HaÕ jÕNÑ[e hÞlÐÒLtÍ,

 VÒeÐÒÃÐ  HaÕ NÊHmç$Òe `eÞQÐfÞ[)

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



OSA Souvenir 2006

226

$Êm

@U_Ð ÒQßÐ^ËeÑ

ctÞeLÊ dÞaÐ ÒcÐ `ÐBÜ _ÊA _\ÞmÐ Ð NÐXÞ D`eÊ OeZÑ*Ê @^OÃÐ ^eÞ @Ò`lÐ LeÞaÐÒe LÞRÞ aÔ[ÞLÍc ÒkÐB _ 

\ÞmÐ Ð jaÊ WÞLç bÞ[Òe ÒLcÞ[Þ HL aÞeÐV bËm ÒkÐBNmÐ `eÞ cÒ_ ÒkD\ÞmÐ Ð ÒcÐe aSÍ LWÞ_ kÍÊ]¯ ÒNÐVÞH $Êm `ÐBÜ 

aÔÐLÊf ÒkÐB`XÊ\ÞmÐ Ð LÞ«Ê ÒcÐe [ LÞRÞ ÒkÐB_Þ ? ÒcÐ ±Ñ _ÞfÞcÐ `Ê@ mÞ`Ê AD ]Ñ`Ê Òah bm @R«Þ Ð ÒcÐe `]aÑ, 

cÐ_, jÕbÍc ÒLD\ÞÒe aÞ Aq AjÞ_Þ Ð Ò[Òa ÒcÐ c_Òe hÐ«Þ _ÐkÞÜ LÐkÞÜLÞ ? cÊÜ ASÞ HÒ[ aÞaÍ[ LÐkÞÜLÞ ? `ËaàeÊ HkÞ `Íhð 

`QÐeÞaÐÒe AD Dre `ÐBaÐÒe ÒcÐe jaÊ jcjÔÐe jcÐ^Ð_ ÒkÐB dÐD\ÞmÐ Ð ÒkÒm ASÞ jaÊ LÞRÞ `ÍhðaÐQÞ Ð 

`ó\ÑaÞ LkÞÒm cÜÊ ÒLaf ÒcÐe `ÐeÞ`ÐhÞéL j®LÑ¯ cÐ_*Ê aÊTÊ\ÞmÞ Ð ÒjcÐ_* mÐb l[Þ bm ct \ÞmÐ ÒcÐe jÊM 

@D ]ÊÓM Ð Lcà D`Òe ÒcÐe \ÞmÐ MÊa aÞhéÐj Ð `ËSÐ `ÐW, `aà `aàÐZÑ, Òk_çÒ[_ç, B[ÔÐ]ÞLÊ `BjÐ J jc¯e @`aÔ¯ 

RXÐ LÞRÞ aÞ bÐaÊ _\ÞmÞ Ð cÜÊ `ÐW `YÞmÞ, bm _cée eMÞmÞ, bm QÐLÞeÞ Lm,Þ HWÞ LÐkÐe ]Ð_ @a]Ð_e `Íhð DWÞmÐ ÒLDÜWÞ 

? ÒjjaÊ ÒaLeÞA L\Ð Ð cÐA SÑaÞ[ \ÞaÐÒaÒf, jaÊÒaÒf `ÊSÐ `ÐWÒe mÐNÞ\ÐH, AD LÊÒk ÒcÐ bm `ÐBÜ Òj D`aÐj 

LeÞÞRÞ Ð Bhée LÞH ? [Ð*Ê [ cÊ ÒLÒa Ò]MÞ_,Þ Òj jaàL[àÐc¯ ÒaÐmÞ aÞhéÐj LÞ`eÞ LeÞaÞ? dÐkÐLÊ Ò]MÞ_Þ [Ð aÞi¯Òe HÒ[ 

aX ^ÐeZÐ LeÞaÐ ÒcÐ `lÒe _ÞkÐ[Þ @jc÷a, j$Ð j$Ð cÐLÊ SZÐB\ÞmÞ Ð cÐ LZ bÐaÞmÐ ÒLSÐZÞ LÞRÞ _ LkÞ QÐmÞNmÐ Ð 

ÒkÐB\ÐB`ÐÒe Òd [Ðe ÒcÐ`eÞ aÞ]ÔÐ aÊwÞ _\ÞmÐ Ð LÞ«Ê cÜÊ d] ÞVÞÒL ÒQ½Ð LeÞ\Ð«Þ, ÒcÐ `Íhðe Dre [Ðe AMÞe bÐiÐeÊ 

`ÐB`ÐeÞ\Ð«Þ Ð dÐkÐe QÐkÐZÞÒe dÊ¦Þ 

@[ÞLÍc LeÊ\ÞaÐ Ò_ßjàNàÞL ÒSÔÐ[Þ \ÞmÐ [ÐLÊ HL @aÒkfÞ[ ]Ê½Þ`Ð[LeÞ ]`ÍÞ[ `]Òl`Òe cÜÊ yÐ_ `eÞ[ÔÐN 

LeÞ\ÞmÞ Ð ÒcÐ bÐNÔ bm LÞ ct ÒLSÐZÞ, ÒcÐ OeZÞ D[çLf aÞhéaÞ]ÔÐf¯eÊ XÞNÍÑ kÐjmLeÞ c^Ô Ò]ß_ÞL WÐLÊe `ÊSÐ `ËaàeÊ 

MÐA«Þ _ÐkÜÞ Ð H\Þ`ÐBÜ ÒcÐWÐeÊ NÐfÞ @`cÐ_ jËQL h~ hÊZÞ c^Ô jÞH _ÞaàÞLÐe \ÞÒm Ð ²Êmç `ÞmÐVÐLÊ Òa[ `ÍkÐe LeÞLeÞ 

kmÞA ÒkÐB`XÞ Òa[LÊ $Þ=Þ Ò]aÐ hÞlL`eÞ, cÜÊ c^Ô [Ð`Òe [Ð*Ê AD a^Ð Ò]B_Þ Ð ÒkÒm _ÞÒS c^Ô ÒLßÐZjÞ LÐdàÔ 

Òe jkÒdÐN LeÞ_Þ Ð

LVL a]fÞ ÒkÐB dÞaÐe ÒNÐVÞH aià Òka Ð ``LÊ HÒa R@ J mÞ`LÊÊ QÐ’eÞ Ð ÒNÐVÞ@ TÞ@`ÐBÜ @Ò`lÐ LeÞaLÊ 

_ÞmÞcÐ akÊaÐe @_ÊÒeÐ^ LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð ÒkÒm @SÞLÐmÞe ]eLiÐLjÞ ÒdßÐ[ÊL aSÐeÒe MeÞ]Ðe ÒkaÐ Òd[ÞLÞ ]¯_Ñ¯, Ò]ÐL_-

]Ðe ÒkaÐ Òj[ÞLÞ mÐb ]Ð¯L Ð BRÐLeÞ ]ÊÓMLÊ XÐLÞaÐe ¸ËkÐ ÒcÐe  _ÐkÞÜÐ Ò[ZÊ ÒcÐe dÊ¦Þ ÒkD aÐ `eÞaÐe _ÞÒ¯ÐS_e 

kó]¯=c[Ð ÒdÐNÊ ÒkD, _ÞfÞcÐ AD ]ÞÒ_ ÒkÒm Òj `Íhð ÒcÐ ANÒe eMÞ_ÐkÐ«Þ Ð HkÐ`Òe jaÊ N[Ð_ÊN[ÞL \ÞmÐ Ð a]fÞ 

ÒkaÐe R@cÐj bÞ[Òe cÜÊ ÒcÐe `ÍbÐa J `[Þ`rÞ `Í[Þ½Ð LeÞaÐ `ÐBÜ aÔª \ÞmÐÒaÒf _ÞfÞcÐ OeaÐj jk WÐLÊeOe 

jSÐXÞaÐÒe mÐNÞ`XÊ\ÞÒm Ð @aje aÞÒ_Ð]_ `ÐBÜ cÜÊ bm D]ÔÐ_VÞH ÒMÐSÞaÐÒaÒf Òj ctÞeVÞH ÒMÐSÊ\ÞÒm Ð

AÒc `ÒÍ[ÔL _ÞS _ÞS LÐdàÔ Ò_B aÔª\ÞmÊ Ð ÒLkÞ LÐkÐLÊ jkÒdÐN LeÊ_\ÞmÊ LÞ aÐ^Ð aÞ Ò]D_\ÞmÊ Ð ÒLßÐZjÞ 

jÐ^_Ð [ aÔ\à kÊH_ÐkÞÜ Ð AÒc jbÞHÜ j$f ÒkmÊ Ð Òj ctÞe dÐA«Þ, cÜÊ `ÐL àdÐH Ð LÞH LZ ÒMÐÒS LZ `ÐH LÞRÞ AÒmÐQÞ[ 

kÊH_ÐkÞÜÐ HkÐ jÒré aÞ AÒc jÊMÞ \ÞmÊ `eÞaÐeÒe hÐ«Þ \ÞmÐ Ð

HL SÞ]ÞA jébÐa bfÞ Acúj®Ð_ `ÐBÜ ÒcÐe MÊa Naà  \ÞmÐ Ð _fÞcÐ HLÐ ctÞe NÒm, ÒLkÞ d]Þ `ÐeÞaÐeÞL SÑa_ 

`Í[Ñ VÞ`çZÑ Ò]Òa, HkÐ jkÔ LeÞaÐ ÒcÐ `lÒe jc÷a _ÊÒkÜ Ð Ò[ZÊ cÜÊ _ÞÒS NÐXÞÒe [Ð*Ê  ctÞeLÊ Ò_BdÞaÞÒaÐmÞ `ÍªÐa 

Ò]mÞ Ð [Ð*e eÐSÞ _ÒkaÐe `Íhð DWÊ_\ÞmÐ, aeÕ HL\Ð cÒ[ LkÞaÐLÊ Òj jÐkÐj LeÞ`ÐeÊ_\ÞÒm Ð Òj]Þ_ Òj ÒcÐÒ[ 
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\eVÞH QÐkÞÜ\ÞÒm Ð ÒcÐ AMÞÒe bNaÐ_* `ÐBÜ LÐZÞQÐH hÍwÐ ÒMÐSÊ\ÞÒm ÒaÐÒ^ Ð _ÞeÐh ÒkÒm LÞ LZ jÒ= jÒ=  AMÞ 

Ò$eÐB Ò_Òm Ð ÒjB ]Þ_Ê Ac `eÞaÐe HL Ò]ß_ÞL eÊVÞ_ ÒkÐBdÐB\ÞmÐ Ð QÐeÞVÐ ÒaÒf  _ÞfÞcÐ*  @Ò_L \e XÐLeÐ 

J mÞ`Ê J ]Þ`Ê* @ª aÔª XÐXÞ XÐLÒe  cÊÜ [fLÊ JkìÐH Ð NÐXÞ ctÞe `ÍÐ=ZÒe eÒM Ð M`çMÐ`ç ÒkÐB NÐXÞeÊ ÒXBÜ `XÞ 

ÒjcÐÒ_ ctÞe ÒLÐfÐkfc¯ LeÞ]Þ@«Þ Ð cÊÜ NÐXÞ bÞ[Òe ajÞ ]Þ_VÐ dÐLe jaÊWÐeÊ ÒaÐeÞ=ç @^OÃÐLÊ    aÞ[ÐH Ð ctÞe 

bÞ[eLÊ dÞaÐ`ÐBÜ ÒLkÞ ÒcÐÒ[ XÐL«Þ _ÐkÞÜ Ð XÐLÞÒm Òd cÜÊ dÞaÞ H aÞhéÐj ÒcÐe _\ÞmÐ Ð `Í\Òc `Í\Òc MÊaç @XÊA mÐNÊ\ÞmÐ 

Ð ctÞe jÐ®_ÐÒe ]ÊB`ÒV ^ÐXÞ LeÞ ajÞ\ÞaÐ bÞLÐeÑcÐ_*Ê  Ò]MÊ Ò]MÊ cÜÊ jaÊWÐeÊ ÒahÞ aÞe¦ ÒkD\ÞmÞ Ð HcÐÒ_ ÒkÒm 

`ó\ÑaeÞ @]eLÐeÞ SÑa Ð HcÐ_*e j®Ð_ sÐ_ _ÐkÞÜ Ð aÞ_Ð ]Þé^ÐÒe kÐ[ `[ÐD\ÞÒa Ð LÐc LeÞÒa_, ÒkÒm m³Ð jÒ*ÐQ 

RÐXÞ QÞLúÐeLeÞ `RÒe ÒNÐXÐB\ÞÒa Ð 

SÑa_Òe LÐkÐLÊ LÞRÞ Ò]aÐ [ ]Ëee L\Ð aeÕ aÞe¦ NfÐÒe @_ÔcÐ_*Ê NÐfÞÒ]aÐ ÒcÐe @bÔÐj            \

ÞmÐ Ð   H\Þ`ÐBÜ auÊ ckmÒe dÊ¦Þ Ò]MÐB MÊa `ÍÕhjÞ[ ÒkD\ÞmÞ Ð NÐXÞbÞ[Òe ajÞajÞ _ÞfÞcÐ D`Òe ÒaÒf ÒaÒf aÞe¦  

ÒkD\ÞmÞ [ ÒLÒa `ÊZÞ @MÞaÊSÞ jÊte D]ÔÐ_Òe ajÞ\ÞaÐe jé`ðÒe cNðÒkÐB`XÊ\ÞmÞ Ð d]Þ ÒLÒa ÒLÒa bÞLÐeÞ cÐ_*e 

QÞLúÐe LÐ_Òe `XÊ\ÞmÐ ÒcÐ _ÞS LcàLÊ _ÞtÊ\ÞmÞ Ð

`ÍÒ[ÔL aªÊe SX[Ð \ÐH Ð AD HÒa LÞRÞ bm mÐÒN_Ð Ð QÊ`çQÐ`ç aÒj, Òd ÒLßÐZjÞcÒ[ @^OÃÐ      NXÞdÐH 

Ð HkÞ jc¯Òe cÊÜ HÒa ÒcÐ `ÒXÐhÑcÐ_* AXLÊ QÐÒkÜ Ð ÒjcÐ_*Ê _ÞeÞlZ LÒe Ð LÐkÐe ÒMÐmÐ Ò]k [ LÐkÐe RÞ¨Ð 

Ò`ÐhÐLÒe m³Ð YÐ*ÞaÐe `ÍÒQ½Ð Ð [Ð jÒ= ÒcÐe _ÞeÞlZ, AD ÒjcÐ* `Í[Þ Òk¯bÐae `eÞarà_ c^Ô kÊH_ÐkÞÜ Ð HB 

ÒLÒ[]Þ_ ÒkmÐ aÊYÐVÞH AÒj, ÒmÐQÐ ÒLÐQÐ Qc YÐ*ÊeÞ[ Ð cÞ&ÞcÞ&Þ AMÞÒe [Ð SÐNÐVÞLÊ           ÒMÐÒS Ð    @]Þ_ÞA 

TXÒe _BÜ`XÞ\ÞaÐ NRVÞH `eÞ aÐXÞ WÊLçWÊLç LeÞ AÒj Ð `RÒe jÐ_ TÞ@VÞH Ð jÐ_ TeZÐVÞH LkÞÒm bÊmç Òka_Þ Ð[Ðe 

jÐ_jÐ_ kÐ[ ÒNÐX ÒLÒa ÒkÒm yÞe _\ÐH Ð jÐ_jÐ_ aÐfNÊXÐL RtÐ RtÞ ÒkÐB SV ÒkÐBdÐB\ÐH  ÐQÞeÐ $ÍLçVÞ LÐueÊ 

NfÞ `XÊ\ÐH Ð _ÐL jÊÜjÊÜ LeÊLe,Ê DLÊZÞ cÊ¨ LÊ¨ÐDLÊ¨ÐD, @^ÐNfÐ `ÍLçVÞLÊ  LÐuLÊ ÒVLÞÒ]D\ÐH  Ð NÊZÊNÊZÊ ÒkÐB RÐt 

[Ðf kÑ_ NÑ[VÞH NÐD\ÐH Ð Òj NÑ[Òe \ÐH _Ð jée _Ð [Ðf Ð ÒkÒm [ÐLÊ \Òe QÐkÞÜÒ]Òm AMÞ Ò$eÐB `ÐÒe_ÐkÞÜÐ 

`ÍÒ[ÔL ]Þ_ cÊÜ AÒj J ÒjB QLÐbDÜeÑ ÒMfÊ\ÞaÐ $ÊmLÊ Ò]ÒM Ð ÒbÐL ÒkÒm $Êm LÐÒt J [Ð aÐ`Ðe \fÞeÊ `BjÐ DÒ¨ 

Ð `BjÐ `ÐBNÒm jéNà `ÐBmÐ `eÞ bÐÒa J ^ÐBÜ LeÞ `fÐH ]ÞVÐ NÊmÊNÊmÐ LÞZÞ MÐH `ÊZÞ ÒMÒf, `BjÐ _ `ÐBÒm LÐÒt Ð 

ÒcÐ `ÒLVçÒe Ò_ÐVç aÞXÐ @l[eÒk Ð $Êm Òd ÒcÐ A_te HL @Õh ÒkÐB dÐBRÞ HL\Ð SÐZÞ `ÐeÞ_\Ð«Þ d]Þ [Ð @_Ê`yÞ[Þ 

ÒcÐÒ[ L½ Ò]B_\Ð«Ð Ð ÒdDÜ ]Þ_ $ÊmLÊ _ Ò]ÒM aX MÐmÞ MÐmÞ  mÐÒN Ð

ASÞ jLÐfÊ aiàÐ mÐNÞekÞQÞ Ð RÞ¨Ð RZVÐ bÞ[Òe aÐ`Ð `ÐMÒe dÐLÞdÊLÞ ÒkÐB ajÞ\ÞmÐ $Êm Ð cÜÊkVÐ hÊMÞ dÐB\ÞmÐ 

[Ðe Ð AMÞ ]ÊBVÐ $ÊmÞ ÒN¨Ð bfÞ ÒkÐBdÐB\ÞmÐ Ð ekÞ ekÞ QÞLúÐe LeÊ\ÞmÐ “ ÒbÐL LmÐZ,Þ MÐBaÞ LZ Ò] aÐ’ Ð  [Ð aÐ`Ðe 

mÊNÐ [Ð_ÞaÐÒe mÐNÞ\ÐH jÞH Ð $Ême LafeÊ _Þ´ó[Þ `ÐBaÐ `ÐBÜ MÊaç ÒSÐeçÒe ÒWmÞ Ò]mÐ [Ð aÐ`Ð Ð RÞVÞLÞ `XÞmÐ $Êm, 

c_LÊ c_ DWÞ [fLÊ cÊkÜLeÞ ajÞmÐ Ð [Ð aÐ`Ð ÒdÒ[ XÐLÞÒm aÞ Òj hÊZÞm_ÐkÞÜÐ aiàÐ bÞSÐ cÊkÜÒe ÒLÒ[ aÞtÊ mÊk\ÞmÐ ÒkÒm 

jaÊ HLÐ mÐNÊ\ÞmÐ Ð ASÞ ctÞeeÊ Ò$eÞaÐ`ÐBÜ BRÐ _\ÞmÐ Ð ÒcÐ _ÞS bÞ[Òe HcÞ[Þ LÞRÞ bÊmç cÜÊ Ò]MÊ\ÞmÞ dÐkÐLÊ cÊÜ lcÐ 

LeÞ`ÐeÊ_\ÞmÞ Ð ̀ Í[Þ`rÞ, j®Ð_e aÐO RÐm ÒcÐÒ[ bÞiZ d§ZÐ Ò]D\ÞmÐ Ð ̀ Ëaà]Þ_ bfÞ OÒe MÊaç ÒSÐeçjÒe ÒeÐÒiB ÒkmÐ, 

jcÒª MÐBÒm, afLÐ jaÊ Ò$Ð`XÐ ÒkmÐ Ð ÒkÒm $Êm ? cÜÊ ÒcÐ @SÐZ[Òe NÐXÞ Ò_B ctÞeLÊ QÐmÞNmÞ Ð aiàÐ RÐXÞ_\ÞmÐ Ð 

$Êm ÒjBWÞ ÒjcÞ[Þ ajÞ\ÞmÐ Ð ÒcÐ MÐ]Ôe aÐj_Ð [Ð ÒbÐLe aÐj_ÐLÊ V`Þ dÐD\ÐH Ð ÒcÐe Acúj®Ð_ J cÐ_aÞL[Ð c^ÔÒe 
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[ÊcÊf  ]étmÐNÞ\ÞmÐ Ð eÐ[ÞÒe MÐBaÐÒe kÐ[ cÐeÞ `ÐeÞ_Þ\ÐH Ð $Ême [ÊkÐB [ÊkÐB ÒbÐLÞmÐ LÐtZÐ ÒcÐ LÐ_Òe `Í[Þ^é_Þ[ 

ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ Ð QÐkÞÜÒm LÞRÞ Ò]MÊ_\ÞmÞ AMÞ atLÒm $ÊmLÊ kÞÜ Ò]MÊ\ÞmÞ Ð `Í\c\e `ÐBÜ kÐe cÐ_ÞmÞ AMÞÒe _ Ò]MÞ c^Ô Ò]MÞ 

kÊH, LÐ_Òe _ hÊZÞ c^Ô hÊZÞ kÊH Ð dÊ¦Þ ]éÐeÐ jaÊ L\Ð `ÍcÐZ LeÞ kÊH _ÐkÞÜ Ð  Ò[Òa @SZÐ @Ò]MÐ @`Ð\àÞa @jÑc jrÐLÊ 

jaàh¦Þc¯ cÐ_Þ Ò_aÐÒe ]Þé^Ð LÐkÞÜLÞ ? Bhée* QÞ«Ð cÐ[ÍÒL ÒcÐ kó]¯Òe HL hÐ« N=Ð VÞH akÞaÐLÊ mÐNÞmÐ Ð ÒcÐÒ[ 

mÐNÞmÐ jÒ[ ÒdcÞ[Þ cÊÜ QÐfÞiÞ aià `Òe _ËA jÊMe juÐ_ `ÐBRÞ Ð  jLÐÒf $Êm AjÞ_\ÞmÐ Ð LÐkÐLÊ @Ò`lÐ _LeÞ jÞ^Ð 

ctÞe bÞ[eLÊ QÐmÞmÞ Ð ÒjB @jÑc jrÐ _ÞLVÒe LÐ[e kó]¯Òe QÞ«Ð LeÞaÐLÊ mÐNÞmÞ Ð $Êm ÒdDWÐÒe \ÐD bmÒe \ÐD Ð 

ASÞ ÒbÐNLeÞ jaÊ bÞLÐeÞ cÐ_*Ê  cÊÜ `ÍjÐ] Ò]mÞ Ð `aÞ[Í kó]¯Òe ÒjcÐ_*Ê  QÐkÞÜmÞ Ð ÒLkÞÒLÒa BRÐLeÞ @aÒkfÞ[ ÒkaÐLÊ 

QÐÒkÜ_ÐkÞÜ Ð `eÞÒah J eÐ½Ñ¯ @aÒkfÐ Hke LÐeZ Ð ÒkÒm HkÐe jcÐ^Ð_ LeÞa LÞH ? cÊÜ, AÒc _Ð Ò]h ? ÒcÐ c_ 

c^ÔÒe jaÊ $Êm*Ê ÒcÐ ÒLÐfLÊ VÐZÑ Ò_mÞ Ð

    HL @jÑc A_tÒe `eÞ`ËZà ÒcÐ AMÞ LkÊ\ÞmÐ “ Òk cÐ_a! hÐ«Þe `\ @RÞ ........ Ð \Òe cÐ[Í ÒjB $ÊmcÐ_* 

AÒX QÐkÜ Ð ”
--------------------------------------------------------------------------

 @U_Ð ÒQßÐ^ËeÑ,  SeçcÐ_VÐD_ç , ÒceÞmÐ¨
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      ]ÑNbõ½
          TÑ_Ê ÒRÐVeÐ¯

AÒNð¯ D]çNÑeZ DÒW kó]¯Òe

LÕ`Þ DÒW jaàÐ= heÑe

ÒaÐkÞ dÐH mÐbÐjc @aÞe[ @hÍÊ

\eÞ DÒW kª

`Þ[Ð LÒe `ÊZÞ `Ê[Íe jLúÐe!

]ÊÓM`ËÀà AÒ¯ÐS_! !

“Òk ajÊueÐ!“
cÐ[Ðe ÒdÐXkª ALÊf cÞ_[Þ

]éÞM¨Þ[ ÒkD [Êc al

mÑ_ ÒkD H _ÞmâàSÑ [Êc alÒe

Ò[Òa jkÞaÐLÊ `XÞa_Þ @jkÔ d§ZÐ

H heÑee `Í[ÞVÞ ÒLÐiÒe Ð

LÐmÞe Òj _Þ´f* cÒ_Ðec jó½Þ

mÐÒN ASÞ aÞi[ÊmÔ

hË_Ô  ckÐhË_Ô

cÊmÔÐ¯_ LeÞaÐLÊ jõ½Ðe LeZÑ

h¦Þ _ÐkÞÜ AD HB

`=Ê `}tÍÞÒ¯ Ð

kSÞNmÐ ^ÊÍa[ÐeÐ Dre ALÐÒh

QÞeÐaór LfÐ aÐ]mÒe

¸ÊmÞ= [Ð _ÐkÞÜ AD Ò]aÐLÊ jÐkÐeÐ

]ÞNbÍ½ O_ [ÞcÞeÒe

`Þ[Ð ÒMÐÒS cÐ[Ð kª

`kqÞaÐLÊ @«Þc yÒf Ð

_ÞLVÒe _ÞÞS jÕ`LàÞ¯Ð bDZÞe HLcÐ[Í j«Ð_e ÒhiLÐdÔà ÒdÐN]Ð_Òe `Þ[ÐcÐ[Ð* ALÊf[ÐLÊ Ò_B ÒmMÞLÐ*e ÒmM_ÞeÊ .......

----------------------------------------------------
Jhinu Chhotray lives in Centerville, VA with her husband Santanu and daughters, Shilti and Shriya.
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ÒaÐDÒmÐ ÒcÐe ÒaÐD 

jÐefÐ [ÍÞ`ÐWÑ

ÒaÐDÒmÐ ÒcÐe ÒaÐD Ò[ÐkeÞ Òjðk A]e AD

LÞH Òj Ò]a AD ÒmÐ LÞH Òj Ò]a AD (1)

Ò[ÐkeÞ kÐ[ euÐ `ejÐ Ò[Ð cÞWÐ c^Ê L\Ð

bÐaÞÒm ÒjkÞ @mÞbÐ jêó[Þ c_Òe kHÊ aÔ\Ð

c_Òe kÊH aÔ\Ð (2)

Ò]k MeÐ` ÒaÒf `ÐMÒe ajÞ ADÜjÊ \ÐD  Ki^ Ò]D 

ÒLÒ[ SN_ðÐ\*Ê SÊkÐe LeÞ hÊb c_ÐjÊ ÒLÒ[

hÊb c_ÐjÊ ÒLÒ[ (3)

aXÞ jLÐfÊ DWÞ OedÐLe LÐc LeÞ euÐaYÐ [Ê jÐeÞ 

]hVÐÒaÒf `ÞÒm mqMÐB ²Êmç dÞÒa

QÞ«Ð[ \ÐH bÐeÞ

QÞ«Ð[ \ÐH bÐeÞ (4)

QÐeÞVÐ ÒaÒf ²ÊmeÊ Ò$eÞ `MÐf cÐR bSÐ

bÐB, bDZÑ ÒcfÒe MÞA [ÐkÐLÞ A_t cSÐ

[ÐkÐLÞ A_t cSÐ (5)

HLÐ]hÑÒe jÐ= ÒkÐB ctÞe dÞaÐ cSÐ

eÐ[ÞÒe ckÐ`ÍjÐ] `ÊZÞ j[Ô_ÐeÐ¯Z `ËSÐ

j[Ô_ÐeÐ¯Z `ËSÐ (6)

aÐecÐÒj Ò[e dÐ[ÍÐ ÒLÒ[ `ea `ËSÐ

Ò[ÐkeÞ kÐ[ jeÊQLÊfÞ c¨Ð AeÞjÐ `ÞWÐ

c¨Ð AeÞjÐ `ÞWÐ (7)

Ò[ÐkeÞ ÒjkÞ ÒjaÐ, aÍ[ `ËSÐ c«e d\Ð

Ò[ÐkeÞ ÒjkÞ `Ð`, `ÊZÔ, ^ec _Ñ[Þ L\Ð

bÐaÞÒm ÒjkÞ @có[ aÐZÑ ÒkÐBRÞ ÒcÐe NÐ\Ð

ÒkÐBRÞ ÒcÐe NÐ\Ð (9)

Òd Ò]Òh NmÊ Ò$e«Þ _ÐkÞÜ, 

_ÐkÞÜ Ò[ QmÐ`\ Ò_[Í ÒcÐe TÊeÊ\Þa Ò[ÐkeÞ `Í[ÞaÞcé

Ò[ÐkeÞ `Í[ÞaÞcé (10)

SN_ðÐ\*Ê `ÍZÐc LeÞ Ò[Ð A[êÐ ÒcÐl `ÐBÜ XÐLÊ\ÞaÞ ]ÞaÐ_ÞhÞ 

Òk SN[jÐBÜÒk SN[jÐBÜ (11)Òk SN[jÐBÜ (11)

--------------------
 *Sarala Tripathy lives in Norman, OK with her husband Dr. Narayan Tripathy.
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    SZÐZ

          hÍÑc[Þ `ÍcÞfÐ ckÐ`Ð[Í

SNÐ AÒe SNÐ AÒe [Ê ckÐaÐkÊ

Ò[Ðk `eÞ SÒZ cÊkÜ Ò]MÊ_Þ AD ÐÐ

]Ê_ÞAe ÒaÐT ÒdÒ[ cÊ¨Òe ÒaÐkÊ

ÒdÒ[ L½ ÒkÒm c^Ô LÞRÞ _ LkÊ ÐÐ

LÐkÞÜ `ÐBÜ Lk SNÐ H[ÞLÞ jkÊ 

ÒdÒ[ NÐfÞ ct Ò]Òm _Ñea ekÊ ÐÐ

_ÞS Ò]Ði mÐNÞ Ò[ÐÒ[ Ò]ÐiÒe Ò]D

_ÞtÐ LeÞ Ò[Ðe _ÐÒc ÒLÒ[Òe NÐD ÐÐ

HXÞLÞ jkÞ»Ê [Ê LÞ`eÞ ÒkmÊ

hÊZÞ hÊZÞ Ò[Ð LÐ_LÊ a^ÞeÐ LmÊ ÐÐ

SN[ ÒmÐL*Ê `Ð`ÊÜ DwÐe LeÊ

Òj mÐNÞ `ÐBRÊ _Ðc SN[ NÊeÊ ÐÐ

ÒmÐÒb `ÐÒ` aÊXÞ ÒdÒ[ ^eÐÒe ekÊ

Ò[Ðe _Ðc S`ÞÒ]Òm [Ê Ò^ÐB Ò]D ÐÐ

HÒ[ L½ LeÞ SNÐ L@Z `ÐD

kjÞ kÒjB Ace c_LÊ ÒcÐkÊ ÐÐ

jÕjÐe SÕSÐf cÒ^Ô aÊXÐB Ò]D

bÊmÐB Ò]B LÞ jÒ[ jÊM [Ê `ÐD ÐÐ

Ò[ÐkWÐeÊ aX `ÊZÞ ÒL @RÞ AD

Ò[Ðe `Ð] [Òf j]Ð ÒcÐ c\Ð \ÐD ÐÐ

-----------

Things beyond comprehension

`a_e N[Þ

 `ÊeÊie c[Þ

 LÊÒaee ^_

 _ÐeÑe c_
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ÒjBWÞ ÒcÐe Oe

hÐ«Þm[Ð cÞhÍ

ÒjBWÞ ÒcÐe Oe, Òj[ aX cÒ_Ðke Ð

   _C, _Ðf,$Êm,$f ÒdDÜWÞ aÞRÐ«Þ cÐ^ÊdÔà jc÷Ðe Ð 

ÒdDÜWÞ @RÞ SN_ðÐ\* ctÞe, `ÊZÞ jéNà]éÐe Ð

ÒjBWÞ ÒcÐe Oe, Òj[ aX cÒ_Ðke Ð  1 Ð

^Ð_ÒL¨Ð `ÐZÞÒ[¨Ð e jÞeÞ jÞeÞ `ÍL`Õ_ Ð

`lÑ Lfea,c^Ë` NÊU_ LÒe c_LÊ keZ Ð

QÐeÊLfÐ ÒLÐZÐeL hÑfÐ LÒk ÒdDÜWÞ kSÐÒe Ò`Íc LÐkÐZÑ Ð

jÊ`\ Ò]MÐH ,c_LÊ D]ÒaÐ^ LeÐH dkÞÜ aÊw ckÐcúÐ * aÐZÑ Ð

ÒjBWÞ ÒcÐe Oe , Òj[ aX cÒ_Ðke Ð  2 Ð

NÊeÊS_*Ê b¦Þ j®Ð_ , jÐ_*Ê Òd Òjðk LeÞaÐÒe dÐkÐe @bÔÐj ,

AC , ÒSÒS cÐ* LÐkÐZÑÒe \ÐH dkÞÜ kSÐÒe jÊ D`Ò]h Ð

Òah ,bÐiÐ,MÐ]Ôe @jÐcUjÔ jÒ[é, ÒdDÜWÞ @Ò_L jÐcÔ[Ð Ð

_Ñf `ÐeÐaÐe WÐeÊ [e=Ð¯Þ[ `ÐkÐX `dÔà«, c_mÊ LÒe dÐkÐe ecÔ[Ð Ð

ÒjBWÞ ÒcÐe Ò]h ,_ÐkÞÜ ÒLkÞ [Ð jÐ]óhÔ Ð  3 Ð

]ÊÓMÑ eÕLÞ bÞlÐ\àÑ @jkÐ¯ S_ ÒdDÜWÞ eÊk«Þ _ÞjÕhÒ¯ Ð

D]Ðe kó]Ò¯ dÞH AmÞ=_ LÒe jbÞ*Ê @bÒ¯ Ð

_Þ[Ô `Í[Ô kÊH ÒjðkÐ~à kó]¯Ê Ò`Íc aÞ_Þc¯ ÒdDÜWÞ jc A]Òe Ð

AcúÑ¯ jéS_,auÊ `eÞS_ * NkÒZ bÐjÊ\ÐH c_ dkÞÜ j]Ð A_t mkÒe Ð 

ÒjBWÞ ÒcÐe Ò]h , _ÐkÞÜ LÞRÞ [Ð jÐ]óhÔ Ð  4 Ð

aÐeaÐVÑ ]ÊNà ^DfÞ `ÐkÐX jÐlÑ dÐe aÞe[ée Ð

aÀà_Ð[Ñ[ ÒjßÐtdÔà mÐaZÔ _ÐkÞÜ [ÊmÔ NÐeÞcÐe Ð

[Ð ÒLÐfÒe S_ê mbÞRÞ, ÒcÐe ÒLDÜ `Ëaà `ËÒZÔ @aÐ  Ð

ÒjßÐbÐNÔ cZ«Þ d]Þ `ÐA«Þ jÊÒdÐN LeÞaÐLÊ [Ðe ÒjaÐ  Ð

ÒjBWÞ ÒcÐe Oe ,JXÞhÐ _Ðc dÐkÐe  Ð  5 Ð

-----------------------------------------

           eÒQ½e, cÞÒ_ÒjÐVÐ
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@uÐe eÐ[ÞÒe _ÞÓhv jcÐ^Þ [Òf

mÐÒN ÒcÐÒ[

LÞH jÒ[ LÐ_ `Ð[Þ\ÐH  Ð

[Ê NmÐ `Òe

@[Ñ[e jêô[Þ jaÊ 

RÐÜLÊ RÐÜ HL `Òe HL AÒj

QkmÞdÐH c_

l[Ð¦ kÊH SÑa_

HLÐ« ÒafÐÒe

HWÞ c_ cÒe

HWÞ c_ TÊÒe

HWÞ mÊk TÒe

V`çV`ç MjÊ\ÞaÐ

aÊtÐ aÊtÐ mÊk^ÐÒe

AMÞ`[Ð J]Ð kÊH

QicÐ ÒcÐ bÞSÊ\ÐH ^ÞÒe  Ð

jÞ_Ð __Ð* _ÞÒ~àhÒe

keÞaÕh ajÞ\ÞmÐ

JmVÐ Q¨Ñ `ÐW,

eÊ]ÍÐbÞÒiL aÞ

dÐ[L aÞ Ò]MÐNmÐ

ÒLÒ[ cÐ_jÞL

ÒLÒ[ `ÊZÞ ÒhÐL

jaÊ LÞ«Ê aó\ÐÒkmÐ

`ÐZÞÒe `XÞmÐ Ð

aÞ[ÞNmÐ ÒLÒ[ ]Þ_

aÞ[ÞNmÐ ÒLÒ[ eÐ[Þ

c_ ÒcÐe LkÊ\ÞmÐ

AjÞaÐ, dÞaÐ

AjÞ\ÞmÞ ÒbVÞaÐLÊ @Ò_L ]ËeeÊ

DXÞDXÞ jÐ[ jcÊ]Í, Ò[e _C Òj`ÐeÞeÊ

c_beÞ Ò]MÞaÐLÊ Ò[Ðe Òhi cÊkËràLÊ

RÐ[Þ`ÐÒh eMÞÒ[ÐÒ[ LÊ¬ÐB Ò]aÐLÊ

hÊZÞ\Ð«Þ ÒhidÐH LÐ_ÒXeÞ Ò[Ðe kó] ¸t_LÊ

jc¯LÊ jÐlÑeMÞ LkÞ\Ð«Þ

ÒeÐLÞaÐLÊ cÊkËrà ÒNÐVÞLÊ

LÞ«Ê,

jc¯ ]ÐD jÐ^ÞmÐ 

eÐ[Þ @Ò^ LÊLÊe LÐtÞmÐ,

aÐXÞ`ÒV  Ò`QÐVÞ eÐaÞmÐ

[Ð`Òe, [Ð`Òe _ LkÞÒm bm

`kqÞmÐ aÞ]Ð¯e Òaf

jaÊ kÊH Òhi

hÐ«`ÒX Qt_ _ÞaÐj

hÐ« H `ó\ÞaÑ, hÐ« H ALÐh

LÐkÐ cÊÒM _\ÞmÐ kei Ð

[Ê NmÐ `Òe

HWÞ ÒbÐL _ÐkÞÜ

HWÞ ÒhÐi _ÐkÞÜ

HWÞ eÐN _ÐkÞÜ

HWÞ ÒeÐi _ÐkÞÜ

HWÞ ÒmÐb _ÐkÞÜ

HWÞ ÒcÐk _ÐkÞÜ

HWÞ c_ _ÐkÞÜ

HWÞ kj _ÐkÞÜ

_Ð HWÞ LÞH LÞRÞ LÒk

_Ð HWÞ LÞH LÞRÞ hÊÒZ

Òhi cÊkËrà

 hh^e ckÐ`Ð[õ
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H Òd jÕjÐee _Ñ[Þ

`mÒL ce«Þ AÒc

`mÒL SÑ@«Þ  Ð 

AMÞÒe AMÞH jé` ðbeÞ aYÞ\ÞmÊ

AQÐe aÔakÐeÒe jcª*Ê aÐuÞ\ÞmÊ

ÒLÒ[ Òjðk cc[Ð YÐfÞ\ÞmÊ

akÊ[ kjÞ\ÞmÊ, kjÐB\ÞmÊ

LÐtÞ\ÞmÊ, LtÐB\ÞmÊ

HL $Ême A¯Êi Ò_B S_Þê\ÞmÊ

eÐ[ÞÒe $ÊVÞmÊ, ÒLÒ[ jÊebÞ aÞqÞmÊ

Ò[Ð aÐjðÐÒe QÐeÞAX ckÒLB Ò]mÊ

`ÊZÞ jLÐfÊ jLÐfÊ TXÞNmÊ

ÒNÐVÐ`ZÞ cÐVÞÒe cÞhÞNmÊ Ð 

ÒcÐk cÐ¯ÐÒe AÒc auÐ 

S_ê J có[ÔÊÒe AÒc RtÐ

aÞ^Þe LÞ aÞ^Ð_ jÒ[ ?

aÞQÞ[Í _ÊÒkÜLÞ jÕjÐe ?

a%Þ\ÞaÐ dÐH mÐÒN

jaÊ A`ZÐ _ÞSe

AMÞ aÊSÞ Ò]Òm \Òe

jaÊ kÊH `e Ð

(SÒZ auÊ*e @QÐ_L có[ÔÊ`Òe H ÒmMÐ)

Dr. Shashadhar Mohapatra lives in Maryland with his wife Meera, daughter Sharmistha and son Sidhartha.

All about our Health

MÐB QÐmÞÒm aYB A¯Ê

MÐB ajÞÒm aYB aÐ¯Ê

MÐB ÒhÐBÒm aYB Ò`V

MÐB MÐBÒm dce ÒbV
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Oe ÒcÐ aeÊZjÞÕk SÞmâÐ aÐÒmhée,

`ÐÒM aeNR AD aÐjÊfÑ ctÞe Ð

ÒLDÜ]Þ_Ê aeNR ekÞRÞ ÒjWÐÒe,

a¯j ÒLkÞ[ÐkÐe _ LkÞ[ `ÐÒe Ð

NÐÜ aÐjÊfÑ WÐLÊeÐZÑ `Í[Ôl Ò]a[Ð,

jaÊ LÒcà jÞwÞ mÐb _ÊAÜBÒm c\Ð Ð

cÒ_`ÒX jaÊÒaÒf ÒjkÞÒcÐe NÐÜ,

ÒdDÜWÞ S_cÞ\ÞmÞ jÞH @ÒV cÐA Ð

`¾ÞcÒe Ò]MÐdÐH jéÀàQËX `aà[,

_ÑfNÞeÞ eÐSaÐVÑ [Ð `ÐMÒe yÐ`Þ[ Ð

`qmÞÒ=hée ]ÞÒh AD VÞÒL ]ËÒe,

_ÑfeÒ= ÒhÐbÐ`ÐH jËËËdÔàÐª ÒafÒe Ð

`ËeÊaLÊ mcÞé\ÐH ^Ð_ Òl[ LÞAeÑ,

]lÞZÒe [ÐfNR AD `ÐZÞ Ò`ÐMeÑ Ð

DreÒe jÐ_Ò`Ðm cÐf _C D`Òe,

[ÐkÐ `ÐÒM NÐAÜVÞH `ÐVeÐ _ÐcÒe Ð

_ÑfNÞeÞ ÒeÐX_ÐÒc ÒefNÐXÞ Ò½j_,

[Ð `ÐMLÊ ekÞ@RÞ @Ò_L Ò]ÐLÐ_ Ð

ÒjkÞWÐeÊ mcÞé@RÞ NÐÜ WÐLÊ jXL,

aÐmÞ cÐVÞ, _ÐmÞ ÒNÐXÞ ÒLÒ[ A* aÐ* Ð

_XÐ R`e AD aÐmÞ cÐVÞ LÐxÒe,

Oe cÐ_ ekÞ@RÞ eÐªÐ ]ÊB LXÒe Ð

LÐL ÒLÐBmÞe héÒ_ kÊ@B jLÐf,

QiÐ bÐB ÒlÒ[ dÐH LÐuÒe m=f Ð

jÐeÐ ]Þ_ LÐc `Òe ÒmDÒV OeLÊ,

`MÐf MÐH, hÐN, cÐR-hÊMÊA jÐ=LÊ Ð

W_ç W_ç OÃÐ aÐÒS NÐÜ QÐkÐfÑÒe,

jkjÐ `kqÊ\ÞmÊ jÐ=* ÒcfÒe Ð

Òk A_tc¯ ÒLÐVÞ bÊa_ `ÐfL

akÊ ]Êe bÐjÞdÐH H hÞhÊ* XÐL Ð

cÞhÐZ Ò$XÐZ aÀàÒaÐ^ `ZLÞA,

@a^Ð_ Òa[cÐX mÐNB RÐ_ÞAÜ Ð

kªLcà QÞ[ÍÐ*_ @[Ña jkS,

aÐNÊXÑ akÊÒQÐeÑ ÒMf[ cDS Ð

AmÞÒMf NÊmÞ]¨Ð cSÐÒL bÊmÞa,

]ÊÓM mÐÒN ÒLÒa AD Òj ]Þ_ AjÞa ?

QÐkÐfÑ RÊVÞ `Òe kÐÒ[ ^eÞ aªÐ_Ñ,

jÞ^Ð dÐD AcéÒ[ÐVÐ AD LÞRÞ ]ÞÒh_Þ Ð

cÞWÐ cÞWÐ Acé AD LfÐ LfÐ SÐcÊ,

NReÊ NRLÊ ÒXDÜ ÒLÒ[ LÐkÞÜ bÍcÊ Ð

Ò`ÐMeÑ cÒ^Ô `kÜeÐ AD cÐR^eÐ,

SÐm MÐfÞ kÐ[Òe, `* Ò]k jÐeÐ Ð

aÐ`Ð*e _ÐmÞ AMÞ bÊmÞ [ Òka_Þ,

LÊAÒX NmÐ Òj ]Þ_ AD Ò$eÞa_Þ ?

D`e ÒafÐ `MÐf aXÞÒQÐeÐ cSÐ,

Lfc hÐN MeXÐ AD cÐR bSÐ Ð

ÒLÒa ÒLÒa j&Òaf @[Ña c^Êe,

jÊmÊ jÊmÊ aÐA ÒaÐkÞ kmÐH `[e Ð

cmâÑ, c^ÊcÐf[Ñ, Q¬¬¬¬¬cÐe aÐj_Ð,

ckLÐH QD]ÞN [Ð jÐ=LÊ Òk_Ð Ð

eÐ[ÍÑLÐÒf ÒOÐVÞAÒj ÒOÐe @uLÐe,

QÊ=Þ, m¶_ Le«Þ @uÐeLÊ ]Ëe Ð

@bÊmÐ NÐÜ

NN_ `ÐZÞNÍÐkÑ
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ALÐhÒe [ÐeÐcÐÒ_ cÞVÞ cÞVÞ Le«Þ,

QtÍcÐ \ÞÒm ALÐÒh [ÐeÐ mÊQÞdÐ«Þ Ð

cTÞÒe cTÞÒe ÒLÒa bÊL«Þ LÊLÊe,

ÒkD`ÒR ÒdÒ[ eÐ[Þ _cÐXB Xe Ð

QÐeÞAX hÊ_hÐ_ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf kÊH,

NÐAÜ QDLÞA XÐL jbÞ*Ê SNÐH Ð

ÒNÐVÞH `Òe ÒNÐVÞH R@ F[Ê AÒj,

a]Òf NÐAÜe ]óhÔ c_LÊ keÒj Ð

aÞiÊa cÞf_ AÒj aià Aec÷Òe,

aj«eÐ cÐWÞAVÞ QDeÐ D`Òe Ð

ÒVÐ`Ð ÒVÐ`Ð `ÐZÞ `ÒX [ÊfjÑ NRÒe,

NÊX, R[ÊA, `ZÐ Ò`V \¨Ð LÒe Ð

jeÞÒm ÒaßhÐM [Ð[Þ ÒSÔº NÊfÊNÊfÞ,

OXOXÞ QXQXÞ cÐÒeLÞ aÞSÊfÞ Ð

eS `aà AjÞmÐ `ó\Ñé ÒkmÐ hÑ[f,

Òa= Òa=ÊmÑLÊ XÐÒL H aeiÐ LÐf Ð

ÒLÜ LÐÜ ÒbÜ bÐÜ eXÞ Òd hÊbÞmÐ,

SfÐh¯ _]Ñ dÐL SfÒe beÞmÐ Ð

OeaÐXÞ `ÊeÞNmÐ `_Þ`eÞaÐÒe,

LÐNS X=Ð bÐjÞmÐ ]ÊAe ANÒe Ð

SÊB, dÐB, keÒNßÐeÑ, L]cé, ÒL[LÑ,

_Ð_Ð `ÊÒ¹ QD]ÞN NmÐÒd ckLÞ Ð

aÞm`ÍÐÒ« jaÊSÞcÐ mÊQLÐfÞ ÒMÒf,

cÐ[Í Ò]M Ò`ÐMeÑÒe `]êVÞ cDÒf Ð

AÒj `ÊZÞ e\dÐ[ÍÐ AiÐY cÐjÒe,

bÞX«Þ jbÞHÜ e\ c_ DmâÐjÒe Ð

NÒZi Q[Ê\àÑ  AD NbàZÐ jÕLÍÐ«Þ,

`aà `aàÐZÑÒe ]ÊÓM jbÞHÜ bÊm«Þ Ð

he[ LÐf ÒkÐBmÐ Ò_fÞA @LÐh,

L]aÐ aeiÐ TÒe H @hÞZ cÐj Ð

N=hÑDfÞ TÒX @NZÐ bÞ[Òe,

LBÜ $Êm $ÊVÞ\ÐH NÐÜ Ò`ÐMeÑÒe Ð

]ËNàÐ`ÊSÐ, mlêÑ`ËSÐ, LÊcÐe `ËÀàÞcÐ,

dÞH SÐÒZ [Ðe cSÐ _bÊmB ScÐ Ð

ckÞiÐc~àÞ_Ñ ]ËNàÐ MXçN kªÐ ÒkÐB,

a^«Þ ckÞiÐjÊe Ò]aelÐ `ÐBÜ Ð

LÊAÜe `ÊÒ_BÜ QÐt `ÊeÊÒa DWÞÒm,

LÊcÐe LÊcÐeÑ cÐÒ_ QÐt @OàÔ Ò]Òm Ð

[ÐjçÒMf, `ÊQÞÒMf AD mÊXÊÒMf,

`ÐkÞdÐH jÐeÐeÐ[Þ kÊ@B jLÐf Ð

LÐfÞ`ËSÐ-]Ñ`ÐafÑ DAÜj [Þ\ÑÒe,

NeÐM* bÞXmÐÒN Ò]ÐLÐ_ aSÐÒe Ð

`Êaà `ÊeÊi* mÐNÞ `¯Ð hÍÐw kÊH,

LÐDÜeÞA LÐWÞ SÐfÞ `Þ¨ aYÐdÐH Ð

bË[ Ò`Í[ XeÞdÐ«Þ Ò$ÐVLÐ cÐXÒe,

@uÐe ]ÊÒeB dÐH ]Ñ` AmÊ@Òe Ð

ÒaÐB[ atÐZ `ÒX LÐrÞàL cÐjÒe,

jÊmÊ` bjÐZ kÊH Ò`ÐMeÑ SfÒe Ð

A-LÐ-cÐ-Òaß jéÒe jbÞHÜ XÐL«Þ,

`Ð_ NÊA Ò\ÐB ÒLÒ[ hÊb c_Ðj«Þ Ð

AjÞÒm LÐmÊA `ÐN ÒkmÐ hÑ[LÐf,

ÒmÐLcÐÒ_ AÒ]ÐeÞÒm NÊ^ÊXÞ Lcéf Ð

jLÐfÞA MeÐ mÐÒN @có[ jcÐ_,

`[Òe LÐLe ]ÞÒh cÊ¦Ð M¨cÐ_ Ð

NÊeÊaÐÒe cÐZajÐ mlêÑ* @nà_Ð,
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j& ÒkÒm bÐjÞAÒj TËZÐe aÐj_Ð Ð

OÒe OÒe $ÊVÞDÒW TÊVÞ Af`_Ð,

]Ëa, ÒN¨ Ê$Êm, `ÊLÊjÊ=Ðe aÐj_Ð Ð

AeÞjÐ, LÐLeÐ, c¨Ð, QLÊfÞ jÒc[,

jaÊeÞ OÒe mlêÑ @bÐa _ÐkÞÜ[ Ð

bfÞ LÞ bfÞ ^Ð_ `Ê&Þ ceÐNmÐ,

MfÐÒe `[ÊfÞ `XÞ ^Ð_ TXÐ ÒkmÐ Ð

cÐOcÐj hÑ[ `eÐ AÒj aÐO`eÞ,

cLe jÕLÍÐ«Þ ÒLÒa _ dÐ@ `ÐÒhÐeÞ Ð

cLe QÐDf AD [ÞfD DMÊXÐ,

LtcËf, QÞ_ÞAfÊ [Ð jÐ=LÊ QËXÐ Ð

jÕ`Í]Ð Aj«Þ OÒe LÑrà_ Le«Þ,

cLe MÐB A_Òt OeLÊ Ò$e«Þ Ð

hÑ[LÐf NmÐQÐmÞ aj« AjÞmÐ,

]lÞZ ]ÞNÊÜ cf¯ `a_ ÒaÐkÞmÐ Ð

Acé, aeNRcÐ_ `[ÍTXÐ Ò]Òm,

NN_ `ÐZÞNÍÐkÑ VeÒÃÐÒe [Ð* `eÞaÐe jkÞ[ ek«Þ Ð _ÐVL @bÞ_¯Òe J QÞ[ÍÐ*_Òe [Ð*e he^Ð Ð

`[Í DkÐXÒe ekÞ ÒLÐLÞf eÐaÞÒm Ð

Ò]Ðf `ÊÒ_BÜ eÐ^ÐLó»* `ea,

aÐXÞÒMf NDX* AjÒe Ò]MÞa Ð

Ò]ÐfÞÒe ajÞ TÊm«Þ hÍÑLó» eÐ^ÑLÐ,

HkÞ]Þ_ÊÜ NZÐÒkmÐ _Ë[_ `&ÞLÐ Ð

_Ð_Ð aÀà @aÞeLÊ e= `ÞQLÐeÞ,

ÒkÐeÞ ÒMÒf cÐ[Þ\Ð«Þ jÒaà kÐÒ[ ^eÞ Ð

HkÞ`eÞ aÐecÐÒj Ò[e `aà kÊH,

kj MÊjÞ ]ÊÓÒM jÊÒM c_LÊ bÊmÐH Ð

Ac NÐÜ ÒmÐLcÐÒ_ `e D`LÐeÑ,

LÐkÐe LÐc `XÞÒm Aj«Þ ]DXÞ Ð

jef SÑa_ [Ð* NeÞa ÒkÒmaÞ,

]Þ_ LVÞdÐH jÊÒM @bÐa \ÞÒmaÞ Ð

Ò]MÞmÞZÞ _Ð_Ð Ò]h LeÞÒLÒ[ bÍcZ,

`ÍÑ[ÞLe jaÊWÐeÊ ÒjkÞ NÍÐcÔ SÑa_ Ð
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Mothers are a different creed - to stand by their children in pain and laughter, in sickness and 

health, in despair and hope. For all on earth, the mother is a special being who is your best friend, 

the ever-available well-wisher, the sincere help and most importantly, the only one who has 

always forgiven you.  While we all like our mothers and mothers love us, it’s  rare to find mothers who 

love all, irrespective of who they are and where they come from. They love to feed and love to hear your 

stories, they love your company.  Basiapa was one of such rare individuals. 

Basiapa’s had the name Basantakumari, the daughter of spring. She was the daughter, ever-

smiling, always affectionate and ready to nurture with her immense storehouse of nourishment and 

colors.  To feed was her character.  Having mastered the cooking recipes from Orissa, she would try them 

out in New York kitchens.  For thousands of ethnic Oriyas, her cooking brought nostalgia, the memory 

of home and an opportunity to recollect childhood with their own mothers.  People like me would travel 

two hundred miles from Boston to check out what Basiapa might have prepared. Food is an attraction 

for the young and Basiapa knew it.  The daughter was a mother.I came to know Basiapa in 1981 when 

we used to go to New York to visit  a temple there.  Her husband (Dr.) Krishna Mohan Das was an Oriya, 

much older to me, and knew people whom I had known as a child.  He had high respects for my family 

and we developed a strong friendship.   Dr. K.M. Das, as he was known, was a veterinarian and was an 

BASIAPA – THE MOTHER IN NEW YORK
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early immigrant to the US along with a few other veterinarians and physicians who arrived in the 

sixties.  For employment and professional independence, (Dr.) Das would work in various locations 

in and out of state, and Basiapa was there to guard the house and raise the children.  Dr Das had 

a knack of social activism in him and would get involved in various social welfare projects for the 

ethnic communities.  He was instrumental in supporting the construction of the temple in New York 

and served as its trustee for many years.  He was also instrumental in gathering a small nucleus 

of Oriyas in New York and gavethem a home away from home.  The Orissa Society of Americas in 

New York was born through his efforts and he helped mould lives and careers of hundreds of young 

men and women who passed by New York.  Basiapa subscribed to his passion of welfare to the 

community and was always with a plate for the tired.  She had the quietest demeanor and the largest 

of the hearts.

For years, it was a tradition in New York to rent a cottage on the lakeside in southern New 

Jersey for a gathering of Oriya families once a year.  The idea had sprouted with Dr Das and Basiapa 

and they were always the first registrants.  We did skits, plays and music, and Basiapa would enjoy 

with full laughter. She would lament if the children’s games could not be held because of bad 

weather and most of all, she would ask if any one was missing in the group. We had the most 

pleasant experience in those years where we felt completely at home under her nurture.

Dr Das’s health was failing in the nineties and he thought to return to Orissa for retirement 

and rest.  For medical help, he returned to the US in 1999 and that is when I last met him. In a 

nursing home in Long Neck, New York, he was on his bed and was in some pain.  Basiapa arrived 

and we had a small discussion.  The doctors came and checked out and advised that he would be 

on watch.  When it was time to leave, Basiapa opened her purse and got out a small picture of Sri 

Jagnnatha trinity and touched Dr Das’s forehead with a murmur.  It was a momentous display of faith 

and prayer.  While the picture represented an identity of the Oriya beliefs, connecting energy through 

head is an old vedic ritual.  It was an overwhelming sight.  The culture nurtures faith and a few have 

the conviction to preserve it. 

Basiapa left the earth to her heavenly abode (almost a year back).  She was 79.  Her 

children and relatives would remember her as a sweet nurturing care-giver. Her friends and other 

children would remember her as a representative of a culture where giving is an art.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Bijoy Misra and family
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ÒLÒZ RÐXÞNm `õ$Êmâ ]Ð]ÐÒNÐ 

 H Oe @uÐe LeÞ

 AMÞe ÒmÐ[L eMÞÒkD_ÐkÞÝ,

 @aÞõhÐ« dÐH TeÞ

 Òk Òjïk @_ïa, DRÊfÐ ÒjïkÒe

 aÐuÞ\Þm SÒZ SÒZ

 `õ[ÞVÞ cÊkÊrà ÒmÐ[L TeÊRÞ

 bÊmÞÒkD _ÐkÞÝ lÒZ

 jaà NÊZ [Êc ÒmMÞaÞ ÒaÐmÞ cÊÝ

 ÒmMÞ`ÐeÊ_ÐkÞÝ LÞRÞ

 aX ]ÊÓÒM ÒmMÐ Aec÷ LeÞRÞ

 _¯_eÊ _Ñe Ò`ÐRÞ

 LÞRÞ ]Þ_ d]Þ _ Ò]ÒM [ÊcLÊ 

 TÊeÞ ÒkD \ÐH c_

 jaÊ RÐXÞ Ò]B QÐmÞdÐH ]Ð]Ð,

 LeÞaÞ ÒaÐmÞ ]hà_

 XÐ¦e MÐ_ÐÒe ÒcÐe NÑ[ hÊZÞ

 keiÞ[ Òj a]_

 Bk^Ðc RÐXÞ QÐmÞNm ]Ð]Ð

cÐ_Ê_ÐkÞÝ ÒcÐe c_ 

 `õ$Êmââ ]Ð]Ð* aÞÒ¯ÐNÐÒ\à

ÒLÒX A_tÒe cÐNÊ\Þm ]Êa

bÐB SÊBÝ[ÞA ]Þ_

 ADLÞ `ÐeÞaÞ ]Êa cMÐBaÞ

 HL\Ð OÐeÊRÞ c_

 R@ bÐB ÒcÐe ]Êa cÐNÊ\ÞÒm

 [Þ_Þ bÐB QÐmÞNÒm

 ÒLSÐZÞ LÐkÞÝLÞ `õbÊ `eÐ©õe

 ÒcÐ `õ[Þ _ÞºÊe ÒkÒm

 `ÞmÐVÞ ]Þ_eÊ D³f `õ[ÞbÐ

 aÞLÐh Òd LeÞ\Þm

 `¾Þc JXÞhÐ aÞLÐhÒe [ÊÒc

 jÒ[ @aÐ aõ[Ñ \Þm

 bÐaÞ ajÞÒm cÊÝ cÒ_ `XÞdÐH

 ÒLÒ[ `ÊeÐ[_ L\Ð

 `Þ[Êõ cÐ[Êõ keÐ bÐBbNÑï Òjïk

 cÒ_ `XÞdÐH  aÔ\Ð

 ÒdDÝWÞ \ÞÒmaÞ [Êc `õ[Þ Ac

 hõwÐ b¦Þ @je«Þ

 `ÊZÔ A[êÐ [Êc [Êõ© ÒkÐB ekÊ

 `ÐD Òj @jÑc hÐ«Þ

 `õÒcÐ]Þ_Ñ cÞhõ

IN THE MEMORY OF DR. PRAFULLA K PATI, ELDER BRROTHER OF DR. PRASANNA K PATI OF OREGON
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KALINGA HOSPITAL MARCHES ON

A super star hospital concept was conceived by NRI from Orissa in around 1989.  That hospital 

is none other than Kalinga Hospital.   It has gone through many ups and downs during the past 15 to 

16 years.  Out patient services at Kalinga Hospital started in February 1997 and in August 1998, the 

hospital with 175 beds was fully operational.

In the past year the hospital is running with full occupancy. Some of the days we are refusing 

patients for admission to the hospital.  The Hospital Corporation of Orissa (HCO) is making its best 

effort for expansion of beds at Kalinga Hospital as well as keeping an eye to improve the patient care.  

Kalinga Hospital gets all the patients from other hospitals as well as other nursing homes in around 

Cuttack and Bhubaneswar area. Some of the patients come to us at the very last moment.  Due to moral 

and ethical reasons we accept all patients and try our best to help them.  Our open heart surgery and 

angioplasty results are as good as any hospital in the country.  Neurosurgeons, orthopedic surgeons, 

plastic surgeons, urologist perform very complex surgical procedures with great success.  Cardiology, 

nephrology and intensive care services are the busiest and undoubtedly the best department in the 

state.  At Kalinga Hospital, 750 cleft lip and palate surgery has been done with collaboration of Smile 

Train Program of the World. 

Nursing school is in the third year at Kalinga Hospital.  The senior students from nursing college 

have been a great help for our patient care.  Spiral CT scan, new cardio cath lab and MRI scan are in 

the final negotiation stages to be installed this year at Kalinga Hospital. Our pathology laboratory with 

modern equipments has been managed by pathologists of Kalinga Hospital.  In the past two years the 

hospital has shown profitability but all the money has been put back for new equipment.

We the office bearers of HCO thank all the shareholders and donors for their help with advice, 

time and money in building the hospital to this stage.  We seek your continued support and request all 

the NRO to make the best use of the hospital facility.

With Best Regards,

Dhiraj K. Panda

President, HCO
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SUSTAINABLE ECONOMIC AND EDUCATIONAL DEVELOPMENT SOCIETY
(SEEDS)

SEEDS rose out of Non-Resident Oriyas’ despair and the student activism in the wake of 

shocking news of widespread misery and deprivation in famine-afflicted KBK area in early 1990s.  With 

the initial goal of motivating the affected people on effective self help through appropriate training, 

functional education, and providing seed capital for a sustainable process to guard against future 

natural or “man-made” calamities, SEEDS has grown significantly over the years to addressing grass-root 

structural issues, such as education and micro-credit.  Initial experiments working through local NGOs or 

educational institutions such as ASRA, Baji Rout Chattrabas, BISWA, KVP, REACHD, UAA and UNNAYAN, 

have resulted in many successful programs such as pani-panchayat projects, water harvesting schemes, 

community gardening, sponsor-a-student, and bamboo plantation for income generation, etc.  (Full list 

is available at www.seedsnet.org.) Over last 12 years, SEEDS has generated and disbursed over 60,000 

US dollars towards grass-roots developmental activities, and untold number of volunteer hours, not to 

mention the amplifying factors.

Current Focus Areas

SEEDS is actively participating in or driving a variety of programs targeting the disadvantaged 

people, primarily in rural areas.  In keeping with its philosophy on sustainable and equitable processes, 

current thrust is in the following four major activities that we hope to have a system-wide beneficial 

influence.

Micro-Finance Bank: SEEDS is collaborating with a Sambalpur based NGO, BISWA on starting a 

micro-financing bank in western Orissa, similar in line with the much acclaimed Grameen-bank.  Micro-

finance helps reduce poverty through increase in income, allowing the poor to build assets and reduce 

their vulnerability

Mahila Shanti Sena: SEEDS is extending its support to establish Mahila Shanti Sena (MSS) in 

Orissa. This is done in partnership with the Bihar based NGO Shrambharati and Centre for Peace Studies, 

McMaster University, Canada. MSS is a Peace Brigade formed by women that has been instrumental 

in uniting and raising socio-political awareness among women in Bihar and North Eastern States. The 

members of MSS learn to elevate their role into policy-making through gram panchayats and also form 

SHGs for income generation SEEDS is funding local MSS training camps organized by Unnayan. MSS 

is active in Orissa only for almost a year. Two training camps have been completed and one workshop 
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to interact with MSS members from other States was held. Within very short period, evidence suggests 

that some members have very effectively resolved a couple of tension-caused social issues in a peaceful 

manner. 

Rural Mathematics Talent Search (RMTS) Examination: .  SEEDS is in partnership with the 

Institute of Mathematics and Applications and the Vikash Educational Charitable Trust, in order to 

popularize mathematics in the interior parts of Orissa. This program is meant to identify and support 

promising youngsters in rural areas of Orissa, and financially sponsor to provide valuable mentorship 

to groups of budding talents. The RMTS program is running for four years including this year. Last year 

almost 5000 students covering all districts wrote the examination. This year it is the intention to cover 

almost all blocks in the State. For more information visit www.rmtsorissa.org.

Computing for Masses: SEEDS is initiating another interesting project in education very soon in 

cooperation with JITM (Jagannath Institute of Technology and Management) in Paralakhemundi. Rural 

Orissa is a perfect test bed for propagation of education through “computing for masses”.  Access 

to internet and productivity software can easily be provided by a single server with several cheap 

terminals.  There are dramatic advantages to this idea of computing: lower system maintenance and 

administration costs, reduced hardware costs by using old, donated PCs as thin clients, open-source 

software availability, and quite importantly, a mechanism to create linkage between technical colleges 

and counter-part schools for common socially-conscious projects.  SEEDS is starting to drive this vision 

of appropriate technology and knowledge-economy preparedness for the digital have-nots.

We are also contemplating college-level distance lectures from experts around the world. 

Besides these major projects, SEEDS sponsors Orissa Spelling and Vocabulary Contest and 

supports the scholarship scheme of Foundation for Excellence ( FFE) in Orissa under which selected 

bright but poor students are funded for higher education. Very recently SEEDS is working on a feasibility 

study on “Light Up The Villages”, which is to explore the possibility of supplying affordable lights to poor 

people.

Join us to make a difference 

Within SEEDS we have tried to combine our vision of an economically and educationally 

developed rural Orissa with our action to enable and sustain such change.  We have seen small 

successes and faced great challenges.  We recognize the fact that successful project implementation 

and idea dissemination requires many different kinds of help and involvement of the society at large.  

Some ways you can help: 

  If you are working with an NGO and have a project falling within SEEDS focus area, you may 
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send us a proposal (See guidelines in our website).  We also participate in collaborative projects.

  If you are not working with any specific project but want to be informed about SEEDS activities 

you can join our electronic network or look at our website periodically.

You can donate your time to SEEDS.  We are always looking for volunteers for project 

implementation and monitoring.

  You can be a member of SEEDS and/or donate your money towards a SEEDS sponsored 

project.

SEEDS office bearers:

Chairperson:   Priyadarshan Patra (dpatra@yahoo.com)

Secretary:       Sri Gopal Mohanty (mohanty@mcmaster.ca)

Treasurer:       Gopal Mohapatra (gkm@aiol.com)

Our address is SEEDS, 12688 NW Naomi LN, Portland, OR 97229, USA.  Please check our www.seedsnet.org .  You may 
join the SEEDS yahoo group: seedsnet.    Let’s forge ahead together for a better tomorrow.
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MICRO FINANCE INSTITUTION IN ORISSA

Joyasree (Ranu) Mahanti

Micro Finance Institution (MFI) provides financial services (microfinance) to people who are 

excluded from the traditional financial systems because of their lower economic status. These people 

lack collateral, steady employment and a verifiable credit history and therefore cannot meet even the 

minimum qualifications to gain access to traditional credit. Micro credit is a part of micro finance; besides 

providing loans, it includes savings, micro insurance and other financial innovations. The availability of 

financial services through MFI acts as a buffer against sudden emergencies, business risk, and seasonal 

slumps that can push a family into destitution. MFI provides better financial services specifically to low-

income groups and helps poor households to move from everyday survival to planning for the future,  

improved living conditions, and children’s health and education.

In my last 10 years of experiences, I have eye witnessed child labor, prostitution, selling children 

for a few rupees, and giving away the daughters to marry in another state through unknown middleman. 

When the parents can not provide two meals a day to the family, what is the alternative? For emergency 

or for any other financial needs, poor people do not have access to the regular banks, the only choice 

left for them is to depend on the money lenders at an exorbitant interest rate (120% or more per year). 

In such a case, the burrower will never be able to pay back the principal. They can barely pay the interest 

every month with great difficulty with their limited income. This cripples their financial condition for the 

rest of their lives. The situation is common in both rural and urban areas. 

In 2004 I was convinced of the importance of a Micro Finance Institution in Orissa.  Mr. Khirod 

Chandra Malick , the chairman of BISWA  (a non profit organization in Orissa) has been doing extensive 

ground work for establishing a MFI in Orissa for the last 12 years. He needed some financial help, 

support , and encouragement. 

In 2005 OSA convention, I appealed to our friends to support this cause by investing any 

amount they could with BISWA with a simple interest of 5% for five years. The response was extremely 

encouraging. About 35 investors came forward with trust, kindness, and concern and committed nearly 

$125,000. Orissa will now have a  MFI  for the first time.  Currently, BISWA gets loan (to give loans to 

poor people through self help groups) from commercial banks with high interest rates and a short pay 

back period. As a result BISWA has to charge about 18% per year to the people to break even. After the 

establishment of the MFI, BISWA is hoping to reduce this interest rate to 10%. The MFI will be starting 

formally in June 1st and will provide services to the people of all the 30 districts of Orissa.   
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THE ORISSA FOUNDATION
(THE FIRST TEN YEARS)

Established : 1995 

Objectives : 

To help individuals or institutions (with a high degree of sincerity, honesty,

and integrity) pursue projects emphasizing in areas of health, education,

literature, and culture thus preserving Orissan heritage.

PROJECTS:

1. SAHAYA :

An institution for the mentally disabled children that houses schooling and training for60 children 

located near the Red Cross Blood Bank near SCB Medical College. Received a three year grant from 

the foundation to screen children in the surrounding areas for mental disability. The institution needs 

contributions to advance the acceptance of mental disorders in the local community and society.

2. INSTITUTE OF ORISSAN CULTURE:

The late Professor K.C. Mishra energized and gathered a coterie of intellectualsincluding history, 

archeology, literature professors publishing 26 books on different Hindu religious influences in Orissa’s 

makeup. The Orissa Foundation completed a 5 year grant to the institute in 2000.

3. SCB MEDICAL COLLEGE LIBRARY:

The foundation donated the first computer in 1997. This has helped in two ways. It helps the outlying 

physicians in rural areas to get up to date literature from the library. The library has also been 

efficiently meeting the need of undergraduate & post-graduate students.

4. BASUNDHARA:

The orphanage in Bidanasi, Cuttack remains the dream-child of the late ProfessorMahamaya 

Pattanayak and her sister Dr. Jogamaya Pattanayak. From 1995 to 2002, only 30 OSA members, 

nonmembers, or students contributed $47,500. The whole amount was mobilized over those seven 

years under the able guidance of Mrs. Ranu Mahanti of East Lansing, Michigan for the creation of self-

help groups in coastal areas of Cuttack and Paradip area as well as the institution of tube wells to help 

irrigation.
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5. DEPARTMENT OF SOCIOLOGY, VANI VIHAR:

Professor Rita Ray and the Department of Sociology were awarded a two yearresearch grant completed 

in 2003. The topic selected was “Single Women in Orissan Society”.

6. JOGA, WASHINGTON D.C.:

The organization gets a major yearly support for training of secondary school teachers in Orissa.

7. RURAL DEVELOPMENT IN ORISSA (SAMBALPUR):

From 2003 Biswa (NGO) and Mrs. Ranu Mahanti have undertaken health, education,and agricultural 

initiatives in rural areas of Sambalpur. Many Oriya and non-Oriya citizens channel their sincere 

contributions to such efforts by donating through the Orissa Foundation.

8. THE ORISSA DANCE ACADEMY, KONARAK:

Located under the reflection of the famed Konarak Temple, this premier dance institute under the 

tutelage of Guru Gangadhar Pradhan and Mrs. Aruna Mohanty is trying to preserve not only the Odissi 

Dance style, but also different styles of regional dances distinct to different areas of Orissa.

The Orissa Foundation has been supporting the Academy in a major way every year since 1995 to 

preserve the Orissan tradition in arts and culture not just for now, but for all the future to come. The 

foundation is very proud to be able to continue the support and encourages others to do so to upkeep 

the tradition as well as the heritage.

9. RAVENSHAW COLLEGIATE SCHOOL, CUTTACK:

The foundation is supporting building an excellent library. In 2005, the foundation helped open a 

computer center in the school. Right now, three teaches are teaching 16 students at a time. The plan 

is to make 9 , 10 th th, and 11th grade students computer literate so as to facilitate entry into job 

markets and higher opportunities.

10. BHARAT BHARATI:

Through this organization in Orissa, the foundation has distributed $100 worth of selected Oriya books 

and treatise to ten different schools in Orissa.
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11. THE EYE HOSPITAL IN DHENKANAL:

Cataracts and glaucoma are major causes of blindness in Orissa and India. Conceived in 2000, the 

eye hospital in Dhenkanal is going to be complete by July 2006 and should function from August 

2006. Attempts will be made to cure blindness in a 75-100 mile radius.

12. PRESERVING OUR LITERATURE:

Professor Jatindra Mohanty has undertaken the monumental tasks of compiling 50 years of prose, 

poetry, and drama in Oriya literature. The Orissa foundation has awarded grants to Professor Mohanty 

to make his efforts and dreams successful.

In conclusion, even though we have settled in here, we also should be equally proud of our culture and 

heritage, and we should contribute at least 1% of our life’s earnings for the betterment of Orissa.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Dr. Devi & Sarojini Misra
Huntsville, AL, USA
Telephone : 256-883-5499
e-mail : dmisra@bellsouth.ne

So far, ten benevolent OSA members have donated RS 1.21 lakh towards a room in memory of their beloved family members. 
Your kindness is requested . Your contribution through the Orissa Foundation is tax deductible.
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IAFF (Indo-American Friendship Foundation) 

IAFF (Indo-American Friendship Foundation) is the oldest US based NGO dedicated for the 

development of Orissa and fostering friendship between citizens of USA and India through technological, 

educational and cultural exchanges. Details can be found in http://www.iaff1.org/

IAFF’s work in the USA involves the sponsorship of the “Subrina Biswal Prize in Performing 

Arts” at every OSA convention since 1989. In addition IAFF sends speakers to various local schools and 

churches to present talks about India’s history and culture.

In Orissa, IAFF conducts its work under the banner “RURAL DEVELOPMENT WITHOUT 

GOVERNMENT”. This is not meant to minimize the all-important role of governments in a democratic 

society. Rather, the banner is meant to underscore the fact that there is no government in any democratic 

society, no matter how affluent and powerful, which can take care of every need of every individual in 

every community. Therefore, individuals and communities should take initiatives to meet as many of 

their needs as possible without waiting for government initiatives. IAFF provides this empowerment 

through collaboration with NGOs and educational institutions.

IAFF’s working mottos are:

  It will not feed the hungry but will strive to prevent hunger

  It will not treat the ill but will strive to prevent illness

  It will strive to spread education in any form under any circumstances and at any place 

possible

  Because it is not possible to solve all problems everywhere, IAFF’s approach is “selective 

development”. Through these efforts it attempts to create examples of success, which can be emulated 

by other individuals, institutions and communities.

IAFF’s work in Orissa addresses Agriculture, Education and Health Care, in the order listed. 

AGRICULTURE: 

Agricultural technology is provided through annual on-farm workshops on “Integrated Farming System” 

and “Controlled Environment Agriculture”

EDUCATION: 

Educational Assistance is offered through grants for scholarships and facility development.

HEALTH CARE:

Health Care efforts limited to pediatric and post natal maternity care and emergency medical 
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transport.

Although IAFF’s activities are listed under the different categories listed above, the work is 

actually done through an integrated approach so that all three components are combined to the extent 

possible. The latest example of such integrated approach is “Orphanage Augmentation” program. Through 

this program IAFF strives to make orphanages self-reliant through agricultural activities and impart 

education and provide health care through proceeds from the marketing of agricultural commodities.

All donations to IAFF are tax-deductible in the US. Please make checks payable to IAFF. For 

additional information, please visit the website given above or contact me.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Dr. Subhas C. Mohapatra
President, IAFF
iaff1@aol.com
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IASF

(INDO AMERICAN SEVAKS FOUNDATION)

Who are we? 

Indo American Sevaks Foundation (IASF) – a registered non-profit and charitable organization 

under IRS regulation operating in USA. IASF (formerly known as Oriya Sevaks) was formed soon after 

the devastating super cyclone of Orissa in October 1999 by a handful of enthusiastic volunteers, mostly 

from Northern California, to render aid to the severely affected Cyclone victims. This group of motivated 

people collected generous donations from individuals, corporations and various other organizations 

through personal contacts and fund raising events. Our initial goal was to extend all our help and support 

to the Cyclone victims. However, as we were very successful in our approach, we have expanded our 

horizon to include other projects that will improve education, economic, civic, social and spiritual well 

being of people. 

How we operate?

The mission of this organization is to conduct and promote charitable activities in India and 

USA. Our Main Focus is ”Education for Kids” and paying special attention to rural areas. 

The volunteers execute their projects through team effort and in a cohesive manner to coordinate 

various activities abroad. It is a unique group working tirelessly with minimal organizational structure. 

The Sevak meets once a month to discuss progress and challenges for current projects, and identify 

future proposals.

IASF works in collaboration with IDRF, SEEDS, VIDE, REDCROSS, Ekal Vidyalaya, FIA and NGO’s 

to distribute funds, relief and medicines for these charitable activities. We have successfully completed 

more than 10 projects worth over $200K and actively pursuing 4 projects. 

What we have accomplished?

We team with enthusiastic, energetic and well-known people organization that can get the 

projects done with stipulated budget and time. We always seek progress of the project via electronic mail, 

photograph, and phone conversation and financial audit reports for sustainability of the organization.  

Few completed projects are highlighted here. For a list of completed and on-going projects, please visit 

our website. http://www.iasf.net/
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Project Snapshot:

Projects    Beneficiaries  Purpose

Uchabali High School ($40k)  500 High School students  Provide education to and serve as 

       a shelter in emergency

Gunupur Health Center ($21k)  7,000 people in rural areas Designed to serve as a community

       health center

Thamulpur-Rampur School 

Kalahandi ($35k)   300 students  Provided school and

       hostel buildings.

How can you help?

YOU are our strength- Each and every one of you. We have participated in the OSA05 convention 

at Long Beach, CA and extended our reach to greater community. We are very open and flexible to work 

with other charitable and like minded institutions to reach a shared goal. “We need your continued 

support to bring happiness and joy to a few innocent lives”.

Giving gives solace to your spirit and direct towards spiritual path for happiness. You can help 

and support IASF in many ways to achieve your philanthropic idea and goal.

  Become an active member and work with us.

  Annual contributor (Pledge anything starting from $100 – annually).

  Spread the words and give us your feedback.

  Participate and execute your favorite projects through IASF

Please help and support IASF mission in undertaking more development projects to promote 

and improve Education for Kids in rural areas by making generous tax deductible donations. If you want 

to contact us, you can visit our website www.iasf.net or write in the following address. IASF at work - All 

proceeds will be used to support charitable milestone in USA and INDIA.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
IASF
18366 Chelmsford Dr., Cupertino, Ca 95014
Ph: 408-343-0993
Tax ID: Section 501(c)(3): 41-2050961
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JOGA SCIENCE CENTER – UNIT I HIGH SCHOOL, BHUBANESWAR

Jagannath Organization for Global Awareness (JOGA) is in the process of establishing a science 

center at Unit I high school in Bhubaneswar. The center will be used not only by the students of Unit I high 

school, but also by the students of near by high schools on time share basis. The fund for the science 

center was raised by the JOGA members. The project advisors in Bhubaneswar are Dr. Gouri Sankar Ray, 

Dr. Sarat C. Das, Mr. Debraj Mishra, an alumni of the school. We have also planned to organize a high 

school teachers’ refresher course for science at this center.

Work done so far:  

The science center initial set-up is complete with gas lines, water lines and flooring. Wall 

almirahs(cupboards) are planned and lab counters are completed. JOGA planned to finance the project 

in phase wise.  Besides JOGA funding for a lab set up, the school development committee also spent 

money for facility upgrade. 

Selection of Science Center Lab. Assistant

There are about 15 applicants for the Science Center laboratory assistant position. Out of the 15 

candidates, we made a short list of 8 eligible candidates.  We interviewed these eight candidates for the 

Science Center lab. Assistant  position, and finally selected a candidate who had more experience and 

knowledge than other candidates. The new science center laboratory assistant is Mr. Naser Mohammad 

from Cuttack. The PTO committee is arranging to provide free accommodation for the science center lab. 

assisstant in proximity of the school. The plan is to hire the candidate as soon as possible and involve 

him in planning the lab, setting up the lab facility, and purchasing lab equipment. The lab will initially be 

host to experiments in physics and chemistry. Later, other subjects can be added.

Future Plans: We plan to hire the laboratory assistant during the next school year. JOGA has 

sanctioned money to buy the necessary equipment for the physics and chemistry experiments. We plan 

to monitor the use of the center by the students as well as the teachers. We also plan to organize a 

science league for groups of students from different schools. Also, once successful here, we would like 

to set up similar centers in other schools in the state. The science center and other educational project 

reports by JOGA are available at www.jogaworld.org. Please contact us for further details:

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Dr. Naresh C. Das,  nareshdas@yahoo.com
Mr. Hemant Biswal hbiswal@hotmail.com
Dr. Koneti Rao, koneti@hotmail.com
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OUR VILLAGE TRUST (OVT)

Sudip Patnailk

Our Village Trust (OVT) was established in 2000 to help the state of Orissa, India - a coastal 

province bordering the Bay of Bengal, which was devastated by two back-to-back super-cyclones in 

the fall of 1999. OVT founders named their initiative as “Our Village Project” and laid out a pragmatic 

approach to rebuild the lives of some of the worst cyclone-affected villages in the state, so that they 

would have the strength to stand on their own feet and fend off such disasters in the future. 

OVT played an important and active role in the rebuilding of two villages, Bhitara Sreechandan 

Pur (BSpur) and Digitary in Erasama District. Strongly committed to building institutions that could 

create an environment for fostering growth and development, OVT motivated the villagers and taught 

them responsibility and accountability. It built a strong village infrastructure and played a major catalytic 

role in an all round agricultural development of villages. 

OVT started the habitat replacement at BSpur with 200 square feet cyclone proof housing 

as the villagers kept and rebuilt their original residences. Roads were resurfaced with stone gravel. 

The villagers were provided with seed money to restart agriculture. A 1,800 square feet community 

center, designed also to serve as a cyclone shelter for the entire village, was built at a high location, 

with funding from the OSA Michigan chapter (see the red building in the image.) All 46 houses in the 

village were completely rebuilt from ground up. Next, OVT took up the work at Digitary. The residents 

had received Indira Awas grants, which were grossly under funded. OVT provided an additional 40% to 

help the villagers complete their cyclone proof residences (54 houses in total). Funds were provided for 

fish farming too. The projects were completed mostly through the unskilled labor of the villagers. Habitat 

for Humanity (HfH) conducted the construction work at BSpur, supervised by Loka Sevak Yuba Mandal 

(LSYM). LSYM managed the total work at Digitary. 

Additionally, OVT has collaborated with the organization, To Help Rural Indian Village Emerge 

(THRIVE), to complete a small school building in Sandhapali, a tribal area in the district of Nayagarh. 

Now OVT has taken up a challenging project of rebuilding a dilapidated school, converting it to an 8,000 

square feet modern facility, to help educate children in a very poor community near Bhadrak. Project 

plans are currently underway, and the design work has started. OVT, again, is very optimistic about 

overcoming the hurdles there, and achieving its goals. 
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NAVA PRABHAT CHARITABLE TRUST
An Organization for Serving the Poor in Western Orissa

Sudhansu S. Misra

During one of my trips to Rishikesh, I met Bhagban Dev, a young man from Orissa who was 

working as an assistant to Swami Ved Bharati at Sadhana Mandir Ashram. Being able to speak Oriya 

in a distant place from Orissa we found a common bond which developed later to a close friendship. In 

one of my subsequent visits he told me that he is intent on serving the poor children near his village by 

establishing a school. He succeeded in getting his wish to be a reality in 2001. He established a school 

on a 45 acre donated land in his village Nuapali near Padmapur in Baragarh District. The school was 

founded with the Gurukul style of teaching, where boys from very young age study Sanskrit and other 

modern subjects taught in High School. To support them Bhagban Dev looked for financial help from his 

friends and well wishers. I was told that students were from nearby 30 villages where people are very 

poor, school dropout rate is high and children often grow up to be unemployed. I was sorry to learn that 

people in this part of Orissa have not been fortunate to get much attention from the State government 

and many times they become victims of drought and flooding. I wanted to help Bhagban Dev as best 

as I could to keep the school going. Since then I have been raising some funds in America from friends 

and well wishers. I try to help them who are sincerely involved in serving the poor and the needy. For 

monitoring the progress I visit the school and the villages when I go to India. 

My first visit to the school was in October 2003. I was impressed to find a completed school 

building with 17 rooms where the students and staff stay, a kitchen and a small dinning hall. They were 

farming on 15 acres of land that produced enough rice and vegetables for their daily use. Farming was 

done using only organic methods. There were some cows and a cowshed. I saw the boys were very 

regular in doing their yoga and meditation early in the morning, performing various chores around the 

ashram, kitchen and dinning hall. They were encouraged to speak in English along with Hindi and Oriya. 

Sanskrit was spoken effortlessly among the teachers and the students. They had three healthy meals 

during the day. Sometimes the children go to collect alms from the nearby villages in Gurukul tradition. 

This helps them in raising funds for the ashram. The typical day at the school starts at 4:30 AM in the 

morning and ends at 9 PM.  

Besides studies the students get enough break time for games and free time. At the time there 

were 33 students in 5th through 9th grades. The school bears all costs for the students including food, 

clothing and books. When funds are available, the Trust plans to add computer and vocational training. 

The goal is to train the students with a trade that will help support them and their families. Besides 
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education, the Trust also helps the community in various ways. Periodically camps are setup to feed the 

hungry, treat the sick by doctors in health camps. Health care has been a major challenge. People suffer 

from malnutrition and chronic diseases. There is no hospital or clinic nearby to provide adequate health 

care for people in these villages. A clinic with a qualified doctor is urgently needed. The Trust has set 

aside a site for a clinic, but is unable start the clinic due to lack of funds. 

My most recent visit was in December 2005. Since my first visit in 2003, the boys looked 

healthier, more focused, disciplined and organized. Open air classes are held where English, Mathematics, 

History, Geography and other courses required for High School are taught. Students are fluent in Sanskrit 

vocabulary. They study Sanskrit grammar by Panini and memorize scriptures from Vedas and Upanishads. 

Meditation and Yoga is an intimate practice at the school. A newly built Yagnasala has space for almost 

200 people to participate in fire offering (havan) or other special events. Classes are also held here 

during the day. What pleased me the most was a school for the girls. Since Gurukul Schools are not 

coeducational, classes for the girls were held separately with one part time teacher. It was encouraging 

to know their school will be fully functional in a separate building now being completed. The girls who 

came from the nearby villages were happy to come to the school. Bhagban Dev said the school will be 

fully functional at the new location with a full time teacher. All the students are bright kids who have the 

potential to shine with a little help from all who wish. A donation of $250 will support a student for a 

year with room, board, clothing, books and help pay the teachers salary. Contact Sudhansu Misra, Tel. 

651-631-1145, email: sudhansum@msn.com for further details. You are most welcome to visit Nava 

Prabhat School when you are in India. There is modern accommodation for guests in the ashram and 

you will be assured of loving hospitality. Contact Bhagbandev at the ashram, Tel. 06683-228367, email: 

bhagbandev@yahoo.com if you want to visit.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Sudhansu Misra is retired from Honeywell and lives in New Brighton, Minnesota.

The secret cove
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LIFECARE BIOTECH : 

A NON-RESIDENT ORIYA – RESIDENT ORIYA (NRO-RO) JOINT VENTURE FOR DEVELOPMENT IN ORISSA

Amiya R. Nayak*

Lifecare Biotech (India) Private Limited is a NRO-RO joint-venture start-up biotechnology 

company based in Bhubaneswar, Orissa and incorporated in 2004.  The concept of starting a biotech 

firm in Orissa was brewing in our minds since the late 1990s, however the specific bio-business idea 

was crystallized during late 2003.  The firm’s head office is in Bhubaneswar with two other offices in 

Chennai and USA.

Vision and Mission

The company is pursuing the following long-term missions:

  Development of the businesses, marketing, promotion, distribution and services.

  Promote private-public partnerships with the Government, Public, Private and NGO sectors, 

and Small Business Entrepreneurs.

  Develop a Private Foundation for social service ventures/health development projects.

  Development of Human Networks, Organizational Networks and Consultancy/Advisory to 

facilitate local, national and global exchanges to help in Orissa Development.

  To become a micro-multi national company with head quarters in Orissa.

Biotech Businesses, Products and Services

Lifecare’s strategy, business and service models are based on how to make the expensive 

biotech products and services to be available to the Orissa people by cost-effective and affordable 

ways.

The following categories of biotech products/services are offered by LBIPL 

  Medical Biotech (recombinant hepatitis B vaccine, other vaccines, insulin, other 

biopharmaceuticals, diagnostics, pharmaceuticals, healthcare disposables/consumables)

  Agricultural Biotech (plant biotech, seeds, agro-products)

  Veterinary Biotech (animal vaccines, vet biologics, fishery)

  Bio-products (lifesciences/bio-based consumer healthcare, bioherbals, nutraceuticals)

LBIPL has business relationships with Indian companies, MNCs, and small entrepreneurial bio-

firms in India and America, who are providing products through a cost-effective system. The company 

has future plans to move into biotech R&D, manufacturing, and import-export business. 

The j/v is promoting the idea of mass vaccinations, immunizations services for public health 

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



OSA Souvenir 2006

266

development and distributing Hepatitis B Vaccine and biopharmaceuticals (insulin and other biopharma) 

through competitive, cost-effective, affordable and sustainable prices.  Lifecare promotes the idea that 

immunization is an investment for life.  LBIPL has expressed interests to help the Orissa Government in 

the proposed Biotech Park project.

Lifecare Foundation

LBIPL is initiating a project to establish Lifecare Foundation to help in development and 

services.  The foundation will focus on Orissa-based social impact projects, development services, 

biotech-education, biotech knowledge, biotech-based healthcare/vaccinations services and agriculture 

development projects.  The foundation would like to assist the Govt of Orissa and other organizations 

through private-public sector partnerships. 

Value Proposition and Biotech for Socio-Economic Development in Orissa

The biotech-based value propositions are: 1) To provide high quality and international standard 

biotech products/services at competitive, cost-effective, sustainable and affordable ways. 2) To 

create value for the company and its partners, clients, customers and Orissans. 3) To contribute to 

the bioentrepreneurship, public health development, and agriculture systems in Orissa. 4) To promote 

business, development, service, entrepreneurial culture and private-public partnership in Orissa. 5) To 

promote the use of biotech products/services for the benefit of the public.

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
*Dr. Nayak is based in St. Louis, MO, USA.    nayakamiya@hotmail.com)
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KEONJHAR DRINKING WATER WELL PROJECT
FOR TRIBAL SCHOOL CHILDREN

Kirtan Behera 

This is a joint project funded by Behera Family Charitable Fund, Local Rotary Club, Indian Rotary 

District and the matching grant from the Rotary International, USA. The project is carried out by the 

Keonjhar Rotary Club Well Project Committee, chaired by Kiran Sahu, Retired Air Force Wing Commander. 

The USA cordinators are Kirtan and Mamata Behera.

Completed Project 2002-2005: Project Cost: $20000

22 dug wells and 5 bore wells benefiting 27 elementary, intermediate and high schools, 8-

10000 children and many villagers.

Planned Project 2006: Project Cost: $28500, Applied for the Rotary Matching Grant.

28 dug and bore wells, Number of tribal schools to be selected.

Project Funding: Behera Family: $5000, Indian Rotary District; $6000, Palos Verdes Peninsula 

Rotary:$6000 and Matching Grant: $11500.

MISHRA CHARITY INC.

Indu Mishra

Last year Mishra Charity (MC) helped nine families with Rs. 15,000 each. This has helped 

these families complete houses left half completed from money received through Indira Awas program. 

This fund was further provided to NGO LSYM of Cuttack who disbursed as interest free loan to these 

families located in a Harijan annex of a village in the Ersama area in the Jagatsinghpur district. Many 

families have started paying back in monthly installments. The repayment plan will last over a period of 

10 years.

One Harijan female student was provided with full scholarship to study Civil engineering at the 

Berhampur Engineering School. The scholarship allowed her complete expense in the form of full tuition 

for three years, boarding, lodging, books and a small pocket money. This student will be graduating this 

year. She has maintained a First division in the past three years. 

In order to aid the Tsunami victims, MC provided funds to build five low-income homes in Galle, 

Srilanka through Habitat for Humanity, Dehiwala, Srilanka. According to the wish of the donors, four 

houses were built in Galle and one in Trincomalle. During the visit to Galle, MC also presented gifts 

including books and supplies to several children affected by the natural disaster.    
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ORISSA’S FIRST PRIVATELY FUNDED PROFESSORSHIP
BY SRADHANANDA MISHRA

Lalu Mansingh

A Chair in Astro-Mathematics at the Institute of Mathematics and Applications, Bhubaneswar 

has been established by Sradhananda Mishra of CSDC Systems Inc. of Toronto, Canada.

Currently in Orissa there is a crisis in university education and research.  Years of underfunding 

has left most university departments understaffed and with poorly equipped laboratories and libraries.  

In many fields there is virtually no midcareer role model to inspire the next generation of young persons.  

This is particularly true of mathematics.  The number of students studying mathematics for a career has 

been dropping steadily.  A number of mathematics faculty positions at Orissa Universities are vacant.  

Orissa needs mathematicians for solving problems in engineering, sciences, and catastrophe (cyclone, 

tsunami, flood) modelling and prediction.  This is the time when Oriyas of means, both inside Orissa and 

outside, should step in and help higher education in Orissa.  

A longtime resident of Toronto, Canada, Sradhananda (Dan) Mishra has taken the pioneering 

step and established a Professorship in Astro-Mathematics at the newly started Institute of Mathematics 

and Analysis (IMA) in Bhubaneswar.  He has set up an endowment of Rs. 33 lakhs (USD73,000.).  This will 

yield sufficient funds each year to attract prominent mathematicians from all over India and abroad.  

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, MSc program, in collaboration with 

the Institute of Physics; (3) Concentrate on research topics in applied mathematics: Wavelet Analysis; 

Numerical Modeling; Geometric Methods in Physics; Inverse Problems; Mathematical Finance;

Sradhananda originally hails from Athmalik  After graduating from Indian Institute of Science in 

Bangalore in 1969, he moved to Canada for graduate studies in Electrical Engineering. After completing 

his Masters degree, he was intrigued by computers and joined Sears Canada as a programmer. 

Subsequently, he rose through the ranks of Sears, Bell Canada and Bell Canada International. 

Sradhananda decided to start his own Computer Consultancy in 1985.  The consultancy soon 

turned into a software development business as the first Enterprise Database Solution provider for the 

Local Government market in Canada.  He discovered a lack of a master data management concept in 

municipalities, and started the product AMANDA, which is a metadata based master data management 

solution for governments.  Since then AMANDA has developed into a very popular product among 

large municipalities, States, Provinces and Federal agencies in North America.  Dan’s company, CSDC 
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Systems Inc., employs over 80 computer professionals in Canada, US and India, where CSDC has 

recently started an R&D center.  Sradhananda is aiming to grow CSDC into the largest business in 

its domain. 

The institute needs help at all levels.  It is hoped that similar support will be forthcoming for 

education and research in Orissa, by Oriyas of means, both inside and outside Orissa.  

Shri Naveen Patnaik, Chief Minister of Orissa (right), Sradhananda Mishra, President,CSDC Systems 

Inc.(middle), and Dr. Swadhin Patnaik, Director, Institute of Mathematics and Applications (left) at the ceremony 

on April 22, 2006, marking the establishment of the Chair in Astro-mathematics.
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FUND RAISING & SELECTING ORGANIZATIONS NEEDING HELP

Mihira K. Rath. Buffalo, NY

Over the last ten years, I have been involved with a not-for-profit organization. I am a founding 

member and president of AICF of WNY (Asian Indian Community Foundation of Western New York) since 

2001. It is prudent to share my learning over the last few years regarding challenges and opportunities 

in fund raising for organizational help.

The first and foremost requirement for fund raising is to believe in yourself and your ability to 

raise funds. There is no particular method that will work for fund raising. It is very difficult to raise funds 

from first generation immigrants. Therefore, it is important to convince this group of people that they 

have a social obligation to fund for charitable causes. Once they are involved and realize the rewards, 

they will continue to contribute for the right cause.

Here are some statistics that can be used for reference when approaching potential 

contributors:

http://www.nptrust.org/philanthropy/philanthropy_stats.asp

Charitable Giving in the USA

  89 percent of households give.

  The average annual contribution for contributors is $1,620.

  Total giving reached an estimated $248.52 billion in 2004, an increase of 5% from 2003.

  Total giving has increased in 39 out of the last 40 years.

  Charitable giving accounted for 2.1% of gross domestic product.

  It is estimated that between $6.6 trillion to $27.4 million in charitable bequests will be made 

between 1998-2052.

  It is estimated that total charitable contributions will total between $21.2 to $55.4

trillion in between 1998-2052.

It is proven that people tend to donate more for the right cause, or for natural disasters.

Therefore, it is critical to have a right cause for the raising of funds. I find that the first generation 

immigrants are the hardest to persuade to contribute until they are educated about their obligations. It 

is found that this group of people regularly contributes to causes through the work place. They have not 

found proper causes and authentic means in which to contribute for their birth country.

That being said, finding the right project is of key importance in getting first generation

immigrants involved. Some of the key characteristics to be kept in mind for these projects are:

1) Small in size (US$ 10,000 to 30,000).
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2) Benefits higher number of humans.

3) Related to most underprivileged (women and children).

5) Related to education and health.

These projects with the right causes can be initiated by individuals or prospective donors.

Identifying prospective donors Assessing what their country has provided for their education 

and earning capabilities is also important.There are a few steps that every organization follows for fund-

raising:

1) Assess the needs and goals of your non-profit organization. 

2) Review the federal and state limitations set for non-profit fund-raising.

3) Review your existing fund-raising programs. Assess their strengths and weaknesses.

4) Brainstorm for original fund-raising ideas. One-of-a-kind ideas attract a lot of attention.

5) Decide if you want to solicit funds face-to-face, through mailers, by phone, online,

through special events, or through a combination of these.

6) Begin by listing people and organizations that you know and trust,  you never know who will 

be willing to donate.

7) Write your goals and purpose of the project. When writing your fund-raising letter,

explain how their donation will make an impact. 

8) You may find that asking for a specific amount of money is the most successful

approach. 9) Please acknowledge all contributors with a thank you letter, which recognizes and 

praises their contribution. You will want to be as polite and thankful as possible.

10) Promise to reward your contributors with follow-up presentations and reports regarding the 

progress of the project. 

11) Always remember to stay in contact with your contributors.12) Cultivate existing relationships. 

A well-known saying is “fund-raising is not raising funds, it’s raising friends.”

13)Cultivate relationships with potential contributors slowly. 14)Face-to-face soliciting requires 

rock-hard dedication. Pour organization.)

15)There’s no magic formula for effective fund-raising. The most important element is hard 

work.

16) Make sure you adhere to the law.

---------------------- o ------------------------
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RECIPIENTS OF
SUBRINA BISWAL MEMORIAL AWARD

1990 Nivedita Misra
1991 Sarthak Das
1992 Seema Mohapatra
1993 Sarba Das
1994 Manas Mohapatra
1995 Swaroop Mishra
1996 
1997 
1998 Anjali Agrawal
1999 Shibani Patnaik & Barnali Dasverma
2000 Ashutosh Sahoo
2001 
2002 no award
2003 
2004 
2005 

RECIPIENTS OF
KALASHREE AWARD

1990
1991 Pramod Patnaik & Pratap Das
1992 Chritralekha Patnaik
1993 SushriSangeeta Kar
1994 Annapurna Biswal
1995 SriGopal Mohanty
1996 
1997 
1998 Nandita Behera 
1999 Ellora Patnaik
2000 Gopa Patnaik
2001 Niranjan Mishra & Niranjan Tripathy
2002 no award
2003 no award
2004 Lata Misra & Arun Das
2005

DISTINGUISHED ORIYA AWARDS

1992 Mr.Biju Patnaik & Dr. J.N. Mohanty

1993 Dr. and Mrs. K.M. Das

1994 Dr. Gauri Das

1995 Dr. T.P. Das

1996 

1997 

1998 Dr. Sri Gopal Mohanty

1999 

2000 Dr.Sitakantha Dash 

2001 Dr. Duryodhan Mangaraj

2002 no award

2003 no award

2004 Dr. Jagannath Das 

2005
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PRESIDENTS OF OSA

1970 Gauri Das   1988 
1971 Bhabagrahi Misra  1989 Amiya Mohanty
1972     1990 
1973 Gauri Das   1991 Digambar Misra
1974     1992 
1975 Amiya Patnaik   1993 Sita Kantha Dash
1976     1994 
1977     1995 Hemant Senapati
1978 Pramode Patnaik  1996 
1979     1997 Gopa Patnaik
1980     1998 
1981 Ladukesh Patnaik  1999 Anadi Naik
1982     2000 
1983 Rabi Patnaik   2001 Shanak Patnaik 
1984     2002 
1985               2003     Laxminarayan Bhuyan
1986 Saroj Behera   2004 
1987 Asoka Das                              2005    Niranjan Tripathy

1970 Hartford, CT 
1971 Hartford, CT 
1972 Riverdale, NJ 
1973 Riverdale, NJ 
1974 College Park, MD 
1975 Riverdale, NJ 
1976 Toronto, Canada 
1977 Riverdale, NJ 
1978 Wheaton, MD 
1979 New Brunswick, NJ 
1980 Detroit, MI 
1981 Chicago, IL 
1982 Minneapolis, MN 
1983 Bowie, MD 
1984 Glassboro, NJ 
1985 Kent, OH 
1986 Toronto, Canada 
1987 Stanford, CA 
1988 Saginaw, MI

1989 Nashville, TN 
1990 Washington, DC 
1991 Chicago, IL 
1992 Atlanta, GA
1993 Troy, MI 
1994 Pomona, NJ 
1995 Minneapolis, MN 
1996 Washington, DC 
1997 Houston, TX
1998 Monterey, CA
1999 Toronto, Canada
2000 Nashville, TN
2001 Chicago, IL 
2002 Greenbelt, MD
2003 Princeton, NJ 
2004 Dallas, TX  
2005 Newport Beach, CA
2006 Columbia, MD

CONVENTIONS
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1971 Gauri Das 

1972 Gauri Das 

1973 Gauri Das 

1974 Pramode Patnaik 

1975 Pramode Patnaik 

1976 Jnana Ranjan Dash 

1977 Jnana Ranjan Dash 

1978 Amiya Patnaik  

1981 Jnana Ranjan Dash 

1982 Jnana Ranjan Dash 

1983 Jnana Ranjan Dash 

1984 Jnana Ranjan Dash 

1985  Deba P Mohapatra

1986     Lalu Mansinha 

              Saradindu Misra 

1987 Lalu Mansinha, 

Saradindu Misra  

Sabita Panigrahi 

1988 Lalu Mansinha   

Saradindu Misra 

1989 Digambar Misra 

Sura P Rath 

1990 Digambar Misra  

Sura P Rath 

SOUVENIR EDITORS

1992 Kula Misra & 

1991 Digambar Misra 

1992 Kula Misra 

               Minati Biswal

1993 Kula Misra 

1994 Alekh K Dash 

1995 Purna Patnaik 

1996 Binod Nayak 

               Susmita Patnaik 

1997 Srikanta Mishra 

1998 Jnana Ranjan Dash 

1999 Ashok Acharya 

2000     Lalu Mansinha 

 Kula Misra 

2001    Jhinu Chhotray 

 Raj Kishore Pati 

2002 Anadi Nayak 

               Subhakanta Behera 

2003 Pradyot Patnaik 

2004 Sikhanda Satapathy 

              Tapas Ranjan Sahoo 

2005 Nirode Mohanty 

2006 Babru Samal  

              Jayashree Samal

               Abhijit Ray
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 SPONSORS

Ajit and Shobhana Das, MD 

Akhyaya Parija, Muscat 

Bhagabat Sahu, AL

Bigyani and Naresh Das, MD

Chitaranajan Das, PA 

Dhira and Madhumita Kar, NC

Devi Mishra (Orissa Foundation) , AL

Indu and Jhunu Mishra, MD

Kirtan Behera, CA  

Laxminarayan Bhuyan, CA

Leena Mishra, MI 

Neelmadhab Mohapatra, WA

Nrusingha and Bandita Mishra, MD

Pradeep Tripathy, NJ

Saroj and Sunity Behera, CA

Sujay and Gita Singh, CA 

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



OSA Souvenir 2006

276

Orissa Society of the Americas salutes its Benefactor Dr. Bhaskar 
Nayak for his outstanding success in his profession. 
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With best memories of my grand parents

Late Sri Binayak Sabat
Late Srimati Annapurna Sabat
Late Sri BauriBandhu Sabat
Late Sri Brundaban Sabat

Late Sri Khali Sahu and  rest !!!!

To help children, women and elder mass, 
Please visit

http://www.iasf.net

With Best Wishes
from

Sunil Sabat, Manasa Sabat
Sudhesh Sabat and Suvam Sabat

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Congratulations to Natasha Mahapatro,
a second generation Oriya and daughter of 

Neelamadhab and SasmitaMahapatro
crowned as Miss Jr. Teen America 2005
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_ÑfÐÒ]ÍßÐ h< cÒ^Ô h[]fLcÒf e[ðjÞÕkÐj_yÕ
jaàÐf*ÐedÊ¦Õ _aO_ eÊQÞeÕ jÕdÊ[Õ QÐNÍÒS_ Ð
b]ÍÐ¯Ð aÐcbÐÒN e\ QeZ dÊ[Õ aÍkêeÊÒ]ÍtÍ atÔ
Òa]Ð_ÐÕ jÐecÑhÕ jÊS_ `eÞaó[Õ aÍkê]ÐeÊÕ jêeÐcÞ

          With Best Compliments
from

Akshaya Kumar Parija

Bank Muscat SAOG 
P.O.Box 134,Ruwi 

                            P.C.112 
Sultanate of Oman 
Tel +869 99311950 

email/akparija@hotmail.com
Profession: Banker 

Position: Dy General Manager 
Hobbies: Promoter of Performing Arts

Sponsor: Gunjan Dance Academy Artists 
Double Diamond Sponsor: OSA Convention 2006
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With best compliments 
from 

The Hospital Corporation of Orissa
and

Kalinga Hospital
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