in the evening. People flocked to the Jaga Gharas in
the evenings to while away their precious leisure in
artistic activities. The characteristic feature of Odissi
music was the practice of accepting the first letter of
the song as the mana and the accompanist on the
pakhauj had to confirm. The theme of the songs sung
were based on the different festivities associated with
Lord Jagannath. The venue used for communal
activities like setting disputes and hearing cases was
also the venue to prepare the young to face the
hardships of life bravely by indulging in the practice
and presentation of the performing arts. Thus the Jaga
Gharas played an important role in nurturing and
propagating mass ideals leading to the formation of a

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

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

Jai Jagannath!

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

on a Ph. D. degree.




Odissi Dance Comes to Canada
Anjali Anne-Marie Gaston

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

In July of that year the Canadian High
Commission, James George, whose daughter Dolphi
had studied Bharata Natyam in Sri Lanka, invited me
to Delhi to perform Bharata Natyam along with her
and with the famous dancer, Ram Gopal, as part of
the July Ist celebrations. At that time the dance officer
of the Sangeet Natak Academy, Mohan Kokhar,
arranged for me to begin Odissi studies with
Mayadhar Raut. | took a two hour class with
Mayadhar every day and within three months | was
able to perform Vasant Pallavi. | decided to shift to
Delhi so that | could continue with Odissi, Bharata
Natyam and Kuchipudi.



Anjali is one of the few western dancers who can be

mistaken for an Indian, not only for her stage

presence but for the technical quality of her dance
Delhi, Financial express

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

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

I returned to Delhi and broadened my Odissi
repertoire by studying at the Gandharva Mahavidyala
with Guru Hari Krishna Behera, then one of the chief
disciples of Kelucharan Mahapatra. Hari Krishna
used to invite “Kelubabu” to Delhi for master classes
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and about four or five of us would study with him for
six hours a day. This led to travelling to Cuttack by
train every August to live and study with Guru
Kelucharan at the Kala Vikash Kendra. The local
girls would study with him in the evenings. | lived in
one hostel room with about eight other girls. The
hostel cat took a liking to me and left a dead mouse
on my bed every day. Cuttack is terribly hot and
humld in August and there were a lot of mosquitos,
- - but the classes were excellent.

' Studying the dance was

magical. Mostly there were
~only four of us: myself from

Canada, one Mexican (Maria),

one Argentinian (Mirta) and
. one from Mauritius (Rani). We

had individual attention and at
- the end of the course we each

made our own music
recordings with the finest
musicians. The music had

mainly been composed and
arranged by  Bhubaneswar
Misra who played violin for the
recordings. Raquel Mohanty
sang and Guru Kelucharan
played the pakhavaj. The
repertoire at that time included
prayers (Namami, Pada Vande,
Guru Brahma etc.), Bottu,
Pallavi  (Vasant, Mohana,
Sringara, Sankhara), Moksha
(several  variations), Gita
Govinda, Dasavatar and a few Oriya songs. The
lyrical quality of the music continues to enchant,
especially the Orissan-style rendition of Gita
Govinda). | still use some of these early recordings
for my recitals as the quality is superb.

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



progressing towards what became a fully-integrated
mixed media presentation. Odissi is an essential
component for my innovative mixed media work
which includes video, dance, images, masks and
music.

“This is art without borders. Anjali and Tony Gaston
are part of an international group of artists whose
artistic expression belongs to world art. This is
transnational work and resonates with diverse
audiences be they from India Canada or elsewhere.”
Arshiya Sethi, 15 Minute Fringe Festival Curator

It was Odissi dance and the Nataraja figures
represented on Orissan temples that inspired me to
conduct research at Oxford University. Sculptures of
Nataraja, Shiva in a dancing posture, are quite
different than southern depictions of the same theme.
Odissi dance mimics the Orissan Natarajas. | also
noticed that the body shapes of the dancing figures
karanas that document the dance on South Indian
temples were closer to those shapes that we assume in
Odissi. Particularly the tribhanga and chauk form.
My research was published by Oxford University
press “Siva in Dance, Myth and Iconography”. It has
gone through 4 editions.

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

Since the 1970s Odissi has been acknowledged as
a classical style. The lyrical quality of both the music
and the dance makes it unique, although the form
continues to evolve. Other styles, such as Chhau, have
been enriched by Odissi and Odissi has been enriched
by Chhau. In the 1970s it was rare to see men perform
Odissi. This included the teachers. However, by the
1990s many men were performing the dance. By this
time it was no longer mainly a solo form. Group
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choreography and ensemble works on a wide variety
of themes have largely replaced solo presentations,
both in India and elsewhere. This change may have
been driven by the use of large venues, and the
availability of many students, now that in many cities
hundreds study the dance. In addition, multiple
dancers present greater opportunity for choreographic
variety and for the development of non-traditional
themes. We have now reached the stage where
audiences have come to expect group choreography.

When | began studying Odissi it was unknown in
many parts of India. Now there is hardly a town in
India where Odissi has not been seen. The same is
true of cities world-wide. All this has happened in just
under 40 years: an amazing accomplishment for an art
once confined to a few coastal towns in what was
widely regarded as a poor and backward part of India.

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

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



dancers who subsequently began to perform in
Canada.

Anjali’s performances in Canada

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

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

Anjali Anne-Marie Gaston of Ottawa has spent over twenty years in India, learning and performing Odissi, Chhau and other dance

styles. She holds a D.Phil. from Oxford University.
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Odissi: Past, Present and Future
Rahul Acharya

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

Origin of Dance in Orissa

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

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

Chodaganga Deva who ruled Utkal in the twelfth
century is credited to have first given a legal
dimension to the Devadasi dancing at the temple of
Lord Jagannath. He established seven localities
(sahis) for the servants (sevayats) of the Lord and one
of the streets known by the name of Anga Alasa
Patana was intended for the Maharis alone.
Chodaganga Deva introduced many ceremonies
(Jatra) of the Lord in a year. It is interesting to note
that dancing and singing were associated with almost
all these ceremonies. The Maharis in olden days
enjoyed a place of esteem in society. Girls of
respectable families took it as an honourable
profession. The Maharis were of six categories:
Bhitara Gauni, Bahara Gauni, Nachuani, Patuari, Raj
Angila, Gahana Mahari and Rudra Ganika.
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Much improvement was done in the Devadasi or
Mahari dancing during the 16th century. Prataprudra
Deva was a great patron of dance and music. He
introduced one more item, Ekanta Seva or Palanka
Pokhari Seva in the daily services of the Maharis.
Ramananda Pattnaik, a great Vaishnava and poet of
the time used to dress up the Maharis himself and
teach them the arts of Abhinaya and techniques of
Nritta. Later two officers Mina Nahaka and Sahi
Nahaka were posted in the streets to regulate the
services of the Maharis. These officers were supposed
to see that the Mahari led a chaste and honorable life
and remain dutiful in their services.

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

Ramachandra was as enlightened a man, as he
was a ruler. From his time Maharis or Devadasis
attached initially only to the temples, came to be
patronized by royal courts. It was in his time, too, and
on his initiative, that another tradition of dance,
comparable to that of Maharis, came to make a
beginning- the tradition of Gotipuas, the boy dancers.
The Gotipuas are boy dancers who dress as girls.
They are the products of the Akhadas or Gymnasia,
set up by Ramachandra Deva in Puri, to induct and
groom young people to protect the temple and the
town from intruders. The Akhadas were rather like
clubs, brought up in seven streets in the periphery of
the temple, to encourage physical culture as well as
cultural activity. The main concern of the Akhadas



was physical exercise, gymnastics, to help equip
oneself in the art of defence. But side by side, the
Akhadas served as nurseries for training Gotipuas.
Physical culture formed one stream, the Gotipua
another and there was no overlapping. Because they
were generated by the Akhada system, Gotipuas came
to be known as Akhada Pilas- "boys attached to the
Akhadas".

Another reason and an interesting one sometimes

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

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

Though youngsters achieve training for about two
years, during which, having imbibed the basic
technique rather casually they are taught items of
dance, both ornamental and expressional. At this
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tender age they evidently understand little; so what
they perform is by and large an imitation. Like the
Maharis, they neither know nor can explain anything
of a dance step or movement, a raga or tala. They
follow blindly what the Guru instructs them, and
reproduce what they have learnt. As they are boys in
their formative years, the Gotipuas can adapt their
bodies to dance in a far more flexible, versatile way,
than the Mabharis.

This is further reinforced by giving the boys an oil
massage, every morning, coupled with stretching,
bending and twisting the limbs. The dancing, that
involves the body, contrasted
with  dancing which is
expressional and demands a
certain maturity in the
performer- the Gotipuas
conveniently score over the
Maharis. One of the most
demanding aspects of the
dance tradition in Orissa- the
Bandha, which includes
incredible contortions and
positions of the body- is the
monopoly of the Gotipuas,
for the Maharis, as adult
women, could not, even if
they tried, have met its
demands.

A Gotipua presentation is
supported by a set of three

musicians, who play the
Pakhawaj, the Gini or
cymbals and the

Harmonium. The boys do the
singing themselves, though
1 at times the party has an

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



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

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

Today, the surviving Gotipua dals belong to
villages and some leading teams are from Dimirisena
and Raghurajpur from Puri, and Darara, near
Bhubaneswar. Formerly, Gotipua dancers were well
patronized by zamindars and were also in demand
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during festivals like Dola Purnima, or Holi and
Dusshera. Today they live a genuinely precarious
existence, for very few offers come their way. For a
night's performance a troupe is paid between Rs 100/-
and Rs 200/-. The boys receive no salary, but they get
food and clothing, are well looked after and in some
cases provided with education. The government
extends help to some parties, but not in any
significant way. It is no surprise, therefore, if, like the
Mahari, the Gotipua tradition fades out in the not too
distant future.

Much of Odissi owes to these two traditions, but
gone are the days of the Maharis and Gotipuas. Now
there has been a lot of
adulteration in the traditional
Odissi repertoire.

Odissi Dance Today

Odissi dance, today, has
established itself to be the
most fascinating dances of
the world. Having been
projected throughout the
world, Odissi dance by virtue
of its sheer beauty, has been
able to win the hearts of all
* those who witness it. It is
= now seen mainly as a female
dance although the appeal is
= not only in its femininity but

" in its masculinity as well,
along with  sculpturesque
poses and imbibed spirit of
the  dance, which is
spontaneously catered around
to move any heart, or soul
that the dance is not meant
for the human being but for
the gods. It is therefore undoubted that more and
more of the dancers are attracted to learn this form
within the country and abroad.

Unfortunately there are a lot of differences
between the gurus. It is very easy to note the
differences. This can be examined by putting some
top dancers (disciples of different gursu) together on a
stage at a time. Ask them all to put a particular dance
number based on a particular raga and tala at a time.
Well.... even a layman can visualize.., the wide
differences in their basic postures, gestures,
movements and styles. The reason being it is an
admitted fact that till now no real good research work
has been done on this dance form. It is not revealed



that whatever little has been recorded till now has not
been in the acceptable way. This is evident from the
styles of dancing, the chronology of its repertoire and
the basic grammar, which is adopted differently in the
hands of different gurus. The worst problem that we
are facing today is that more of the armchair scholars
who confine themselves mainly in compilations are
posing themselves as experts and without even he
barest knowledge of aesthetics, they fail to identify
between the crudities and beauties. And then the
history and background of Odissi dance? The proof of
its heritage. The evidences of antiquity. To put itin a
very secured place where none can dare to question,
put it to the pre-historic period first and next to the
earliest possible rock carvings of caves. Then to the
stone temples. They are there, the dancing girls and
the accompanying music players. They are there at
the Rani-Gumpha caves, at the Parashurameshwara
temple, at the Rajarani temple, the Lingaraj temple,
the Jagannath temple, the Konark temple and the
thousand and one temples all around us to see.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Here it is necessary to clarify a common
misconception that many people have today. Many
that say it “classical” or art music originated from
folk music. This was to a great extent true in Europe,
but in India, this was not at all the case. In India, the
tradition of the Vedas required the performance of
“Yajnas”, which were community prayers organized
for the common good. The general features of Vedic
culture were that it was rural in nature, there were no
temples and prayers were for the common good and
not for individual gain. In the Yajnas, there was
provision for music in the form of “Samagana”. This
was merely the singing of the hymns of the R’g Veda
according to set formulae and accompanied by a type
of stringed instrument known as “Vana-Veena” --- in
effect, a lyre. At first, Samagana employed only three
notes called Udatta, Anudatta and Svarita. The lyre
accompanying this would have three strings only, one
for each note. Later, the number of notes increased to
four, then five (which continued for a very long time),
then six and finally seven, with the accompanying
lyre having progressively additional strings to match
the melody of the song. However, in folk music,
which was music outside the sphere of the Yagna,
there were seven notes right from the start. Thus folk
music and Samagana did not even come from a
common origin, nor did Samagana originate from folk
music. Folk music was regional and its character
varied from region to region but Samagana was fixed
everywhere, except for certain well establishes
schools of performance, such as the Taittiriya Shakha,
the Shandilya Shakha or the Ahrak Shakha or school
of Samagana. And, the art music of India originated
from the Samagana. Therefore, it is not true to say
that folk music is the mother of classical or art music,
as far as Indian music is concerned.
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In the Yajna, it was secondary; the worship was
primary. In the theatre the story or the play was
primary. So in each case the music was fixed in
nature and lacked variety. But when both the Yajna
and the classical Sanskrit theatre went out of vogue,
the musicians had to make their art more flexible and
interesting so that people would listen to music on its
own merit. Thus musicians began to adapt and
employ those parts of regional or folk musical
practices that could be conveniently incorporated into
their pre-learnt and highly formalized, grammatically
close-knit art music. At the same time, they began to
imitate the way in which the plot in a drama unfolded:
introducing notes one by one and developing melodic
patterns little by little. Thus was born improvisation
(called “Bhasha” by Matanga and “Alap” or “Badhat”
or “Vistar” today) in Indian art music. Today
improvisation is the very cornerstone of this music
and the chief feature that makes this music perhaps
the only music in the world that makes equal demands
upon both the head and the heart for both performer
and listener.

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

By the 13th century AC, the Muslims had
captured key cities and areas in many places in north
and east India. At this time, Allauddin Khilji, the
Muslim emperor, and his minister Amir Khusrau,
who was also a man of letters and a musician, began
to systematically convert, by the sword, non-Muslims
(especially Hindus), into Islam. In particular, Amir
Khusrau tried hard to totally obliterate the Hindu



foundations of the art music of that time. He adopted
a variety of methods for this, such as giving Ragas
and Talas (rhythmic patterns) Persian names, creating
new Ragas based upon Persian melodic motifs, and
many more. In Islam, music is prohibited.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rasananda Behera is an architect in the field of Information Technology and is an Entrepreneur, BCS InfoTech LLC, Germantown,

MD-20876. URL: www.bcsinfotech.com



Helping with a Passion
Sabita Panigrahi

“The best way to find yourself, is to lose yourself in the service of others™ — Gandhi

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

they have zero employees and everyone is a volunteer.

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

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

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

Those leaders have to have special qualities such
as being unbiased, resistant to criticism, listening to
people, ethical, disciplined, charismatic, polite,
humble and tolerant. They must recognize the ability
in volunteers of the community and they must love
people and appreciate diversity. Regardless of the
goal — whether to promote and preserve arts, language
and heritage or to organize socio-cultural events to
promote dance, drama, music, heritage and tradition
or to undertake charity work, rehabilitation projects —
leaders must develop and nurture community spirit.
Leaders have a responsibility to its volunteers to
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recognize their talents as well as their dignity as
human beings. It is very crucial for leaders that the
volunteers are made to feel important and part of the
big picture. They must not be arrogant, dictatorial or
bossy. Leaders should help inspire another
generation of volunteers. Organizations always need
incoming people. The current organisers or leaders
must always build new leaders who are willing to
work for the community, learn new skills and love the
society.

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

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

It is frustrating for the organization for volunteers’
lack of commitment, deliverables and expectation.
Ironically, lazy volunteers with little to no enthusiasm
and commitment expect a lot from the active
volunteers. Some are extremely difficult to work with.
They are not willing to follow any directions. Some
think they don’t have talents to contribute. Some
individuals work infrequently only from their comfort
zone. Some even blame the organization, while the
organization consists of them only.



No matter what, society and people co-depend on

each other. Volunteering is so pervasive it's invisible.

Sometimes we take it for granted all the things that
have been pioneered by concerned, active volunteers
in our community or society where they give their
time, energy and skills freely to maintain a vital and
vigorous organization. Even if we get carried away
into rat-race of life in this busy world, 1 feel that if we
want, we can definitely give a helping hand to the
society. There’s never a right time to start. Finding
new interests and hobbies through volunteering for
the society can be rewarding and energizing. It
reminds me of Mahatma Gandbhiji’s saying “We must
become the change we want to see”. He also once
said, “Whatever you do will be insignificant, but it is
most important that you do”. Volunteering is an
expression of passion and a means through which
individuals can make a difference. It is a way of
bringing people together across generations and
abilities towards a common goal. We must all learn to

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

Each year, Canada pays special tribute to
volunteers for their outstanding contributions who
dedicate their time and energy to the community for
longer period of time on various worth while causes
like health care, charity, sports, environment,
preserving culture and enhancing cultural awareness.
Volunteerism is the voice of the people put into action.
These actions shape and mould the present into a
future of which we can all be proud. | salute all past,
present and future volunteers for their commitment
and loyalty towards the community. | salute all past,
present and future volunteer leaders for their passion
and enthusiasm and for their invaluable time and
effort for the betterment of the community whose
fruits we enjoy.

“Volunteers don’t get paid, not because they are
worthless, but because they are priceless.”

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

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

Perhaps you are thinking that I am trying to write
an essay about charity. You are right. But the topic is
old and a lot of things have been said and written
about it. 1 was recently drawn to it by my own
experience about one aspect of charity. Have you ever
asked yourself what is the ultimate result of charity on
the society as a whole? The following true story will
hopefully provide one possible answer to that
question.

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

There was a young Brahmin whose last name was
Senapati. He was a handsome young man who had
inherited some cultivated land and a small garden
around his house. But he was an orphan at an early
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age and worse still, he had no relatives at all. In
another nearby village lived a beautiful young girl
named Radha whose only family was her old father.
She had no other relatives and not much wealth.
Some people suggested that Radha was a good match
for young Senapati. They got married. Tragically, her
father died after a few months of her marriage. The
most tragic event was the death of Mr. Senapati after
two years. They had no children.

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

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

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

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



material support in charity. But my father gave her a
new life in charity.

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

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

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

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

Mohammed Yussouff graduated from Ravenshaw College and holds a Ph.D. in Physics from [IT-Kanpur. He is now retired and lives

near Detroit, Michigan.
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Live Well & Leave Life Wealthy
Nilmani Nayak

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

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

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

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

You will agree that quality of life is directly
linked to personal assets. Statistics about personal
assets are frightening in US as well as in Canada. In
USA there are 25 million baby boomers whose net
worth (assets owned less liabilities/debts) is either
negative or less than $1000/-These baby boomers are
reaching to their late fifties or early sixties with no
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money or little money to take care of their old age.
With modern medicine and health care living after
retirement could be a long way who knows may be 25
to 30 years.

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

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

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

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



beyond reach or too late. People with a financial plan
worry less and save more.

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

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

Out of many functional key areas of financial
planning, of late estate planning is gaining
importance. Though it is death related, it is not merely
a death issue. An estate plan has objectives that span
both life time and death as well.

In recent years retiring people have observed that they
are living longer, living with various illnesses and
outliving their savings. As a result of which people
approaching retirement have three major concerns.

1) Have enough money to live on?

2) How much the tax to be paid on death on your
estate except on few assets?

3) From where the money will come? (The Tax man
is not leaving you though you are in the grave)

If you are not comfortable to discuss on the issue
before and plan then die, your loved ones have to be
forced to deal with the events that follow death. Many
die suddenly, unexpectedly. These people will not
have even a basic will in place to guide their
survivors as what is to be done with your property or
your mortal remains how to pay the tax on the final
tax return of the deceased. Pause to think for a while
when you are not around, do you want your loved
ones when they are surviving the loss of a loved one
which is difficult enough still to undergo the
additional emotional, financial and intellectual stress
by your lack of planning in addition to your loss?
While you are alive and sound mind and body, a
professional can help you to make a plan which is
very much under your control, with the consultation
of your family members. This is called estate
planning, which also includes Will, Living Will and
Power of Attorney.
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The objectives of estate planning when you are
living are: Income tax management at optimum tax
cost with growth of the estate, shifting investment
allocation so that appropriate assets are passed to the
survivors, looking in to replacement income. Most
important objective of planning is to attain the peace
of mind and secondly not to leave any messy
problems behind for your loved ones.

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

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

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

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

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

Tax men don’t leave army generals, chief justices
even presidents. You can see in daily news paper ads
on estate sale. Do you want to be in that category one
day?



What are your options? There are number of ways
to ensure that sufficient funds are available to pay this
future tax liability.

- Setting aside money today

- Having the executor of your estate borrow the
funds needed to pay the tax man

- Selling some of your registered funds

- Purchasing a permanent life insurance policy

What is the best alternative?

To liquidate the assets at that point of time is not
a right decision and also to borrow from a bank .The
life insurance is the best option out of the above,
which ensures that funds are available tax free to pay
the tax liability. It also helps to preserve the estate,
increasing the benefits to your heirs passing the
maximum wealth to the next generation.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Live well and die wealthy.

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

Sandip K. Dasverma

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

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

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

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

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

A large section of Non Resident Oriyas have later
joined, with 5 years commitment of scholarships,
increasing number of scholarships. The effort is
coordinated by SEEDS (Sustainable Economic and
Educational Development Society) since 2005, when
| joined SEEDS. VECT has actively helped SEEDS to
administer the scholarships.
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The results have been simply spectacular. The
main challenge now is how to expand it further,
without loosing in quality, which will be discussed
later.

Past: The scholarships and participants will tell the
story of the spectacular expansion.

Year Participants Scholarships Districts Blocks
2003 3700 30* 14 N/A
2004 1400 100 10 N/A
2005 4700 165 25 81
2006 20000 201 30 170
2007 19000 201 30 200
30000
2008 estimated 201 30 314 est.

* additional scholarships were donated by individuals via VECT.

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

Present:

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

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

With transfer of IMA to its new campus this year
(June 15, 2008), the hassle of holding camps will
come down. Additionally, regional camps are starting
to be held. One was successfully held this year at
Jharsuguda.



Future:

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

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

Two major dreams of the team are:

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

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

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

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

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

interested and in touch, the six months between
camps.

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

e. Attempts are being made to get other
applied science stalwarts & eminent Engineers to
visit the Mathematics camps and speak to the
kids. Last year, brilliant public minded
administrator Bishnupada Sethi, 1AS visited the
camp and spent time with the kids. This year
Padmashree Gopal Mitra, an eminent Engineer &
present Head of the IIT, BBSR extension, visited
the camp and gave away the scholarships and
interacted with the students and their teachers.
Other scholars are being brought in to the camp,
more recently, like Dr. Gyana Moharana of 10P.

With NISER, BBSR established, we believe
RMTS scholars will get opportunity to get in there
and continue to Ph. D in basic sciences and
Mathematics, per the grand plan.

Conclusion:

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

Sandip Dasverma is the Treasurer of the Orissa Society of America. He is actively interested and involved in the development of rural

Orissa.
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A Journey Back on the Memory Lane
Ghanashyam Mishra

Everyone close to my age talks about the “Good
Old Days”. But there is nothing wrong in reminiscing
the difficult days that prepared us for a better and
successful future. As 1 stroll through my memory
packed journey half a century ago, it seems like a
dream. A dream that had a good ending for a
teenager from the impoverished rural Orissa of the
1950s. It was the summer of 1957. | had left Puri
College after completing 1.Sc. In those days, there
were only three institutions of higher education in
Science, Engineering or Medicine in Orissa. The
choices were studying B.Sc. at Ravenshaw College,
Medicine at SCB Medical College or pursue
Engineering at the newly opened Burla Engineering
College. No matter what path | would follow, the
costs were prohibitive. My expense at Puri was less
than ten rupees a month. As a poor Brahmin boy, I
lived as a “Bidyarthi” at Bada Akhada Math. | was a
kitchen help in exchange of free room and board. But
now, | was facing my journey to the unknown. By
the last week of June, I had letter of acceptance from
Jadavpur Engineering College, Calcutta; from the
College of Mining and Metallurgy, Banaras Hindu
University (BHU); and from SCB Medical College. |
made a visit to the medical college just to pacify my
mother. She wanted me to stay closer to home than
traveling 300 miles to Calcutta or 700 miles to BHU.
After a guided tour of the gross anatomy lab, I got
less enthusiastic of becoming a doctor. On my return,
I gave all kinds of excuses to my mother. “I will not
get enough loan stipend for 5 years of studies to be a
doctor, but I can be an engineer in 4 years”, |
explained. The most compelling argument was the
Govt. Of Orissa’s loans of Rs.1000 per year for
students studying engineering out side the state.

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

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

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



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

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

Early next morning, the train arrived at Howrah
Station. After the mass exodus from the platform, |
stepped outside. The famous Howrah Bridge, the
longest suspension bridge in India, jumped right in
front of my eyes. | have heard about the bridge being
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an engineering marvel, and | felt lucky to see it in my
own eyes. | entered a Tollygunge bound tram as
directed by my brother. The pages of the history
book on British occupation of India flashed through
my mind as the street car rumbled past dozens of
historical monuments of the British era. “The next
stop Tollygunge Market”, the conductor shouted. |
got out, and located Chunni Bhaduri’s grocery store.
One of the store clerks was delighted to see me. *
Tumi Thakur Da’s brother”, he talked in half
Bengalee and half English. “Thakur Da always talks
about you that someday, you will be an engineer.
You do not have to be a cook to make a living. Your
Dada, our Thakur Da, is a very good man. We all like
him”. He led me to the mess hall, about 500 feet
walk from the main road via a narrow lane. Bhaina
greeted me with a tearful embrace. We had not seen
each other for more than a year. After a late
breakfast, | rested over a reed mat on one corner of
the kitchen floor. 1 slept for several hours. At about
2 PM, after all the babus finished their mid-day
meals, Bhaina woke me up. | had a nice lunch of rice,
dal, and fish curry. Bhaina asked me to make a list of
my minimum needs. There was no time to waste. |
had to leave the next day to Banaras. In addition to
his savings of two months salary, the mess babus had
raised a donation of another sixty rupees to help
Thakur Da’s brother. It was a grand gesture of
kindness, since it would have taken two more months
to raise that sum. “Now you get ready, Deben Da has
agreed to take you shopping for your college clothes
to the Chowrangee market.” he told me. “I have to go
to the vegetable market to get ready for the evening
meals”. My brother had to work from 6 AM to 10
PM, seven days a week to earn one Rupee a day.
During Durga Puja, he received a new dhoti and a
shirt. Now | was more determined to study hard and
help my family.

In the afternoon, Deben Da and | went by tram to
the Esplanade shopping area. | bought two pairs of
ready made pants, two shirts, a pair of shoes, and two
sets of under wears and undershirts. Next, we went to
the bedding store, where | purchased a small duree(a
woven throw rug that can cover a twin bed), a pair of
bed sheets and a small pillow. | wanted to buy a
hold-all to carry all the bedding material like | have
seen people carrying in the trains. Deben Da said it
was a waste of money. “You can roll and tie all your
bedding material with a piece of hemp rope. There is
no use of spending another twenty rupees just for the
show”, he advised. “The money you save will be



useful to buy books and supplies at BHU”. 1 did not
argue. His logic was sound, and we have spent
almost Rs. 75 out of the hundred rupees my brother
gave me. Bhaina was very satisfied. He knew Deben
Da was a careful shopper. He handed over to me the
remaining money to add the the sum I brought from
home. | calculated that | would have almost RS.180
with me after my travel expenses to Banaras. That
could be enough to manage three months, before I
would receive my loan stipend.

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

Next day, | was refreshed, rested and had a
determined state of mind. | felt like I was in the base
camp to make an assault on Mount Everest. Bhaina
asked me to go to Kalighat for a prayer and worship
to Mother Kali, before starting my next phase of the
journey to Banaras. No. he could not accompany me.
He had to work. | took the tram and found my way to
the famous Kali temple. Goddess Kali is the deity
who protects the humanity from the oppressors and
evil doers. | passed through the crowded streets full
of devotees, holy men, and beggars. | sprinkled some
holy water from the muddy Hoogly River on my
head, prostrated in front of Kali Mata and returned
back to my brother’s mess hall. | got ready to return
to Howrah station to catch the Varanasi Cantonment
Express. It was little bit scary to get ready for the
travel. For the first time in my life, | had to dress like
a babu or a student. | wore slacks, inserted my shirt,
and put on my shoes. My brother had stitched a small
inside pocket next to my waist to carry paper money
safely. 1 did not have a full length mirror to see how
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awkward | looked in my readymade outfit. In the
1950s and 1960s, the rich kids bought fabric of their
choice, and got their pants and shirts made by the
tailor. 1 only hoped the clothes to survive my sixteen
hours of train travel.

It was about 2 PM in the afternoon. The Varanasi
Express pulled next to the platform. Luckily, the
crowd was less. | got in to the third class
compartment and stretched my bed on the overhead
luggage rack. Most of the overnight passengers were
doing the same thing, reserving a space to sleep. My
brother returned quickly after 1 got in to the train.
The train started in time. The big Canadian steam
engine pulling almost half a mile long train raced past
factories, meadows, small and big villages on the
Lower Gangetic Plain. 1 sat and looked through the
window the names of cities and towns in West Bengal
and Bihar that | knew through the history and
geography books. | slept most of the night clutching
to my little tin box. By the day break, the train was
whistling past a big stretch of farm land in Western
Bihar. After Mugalsarai station, the train passed over
the huge Malaviya Bridge over the River Ganges. |
was aware that my destination was near. All through
my journey, | had not spoken to anyone. My
speaking abilities in Hindi were poor, and my English
vocabulary was limited. At the Varanasi station, |
bargained successfully with a rickshaw puller to take
me to my hostel for twelve annas. The rickshaw
puller agreed with the condition that he would take
another passenger. | did not object. He found a co-
passenger part of the way.

At the University Gate, | was told that classes at
BHU have been suspended for two weeks because of
an epidemic of Asiatic Flu. But the hostels are open,
if the students chose to stay. My choice was very
clear. | was not returning back to Orissa just for two
weeks. | was glad to be at my destination safely. At
Dhanrajgiri Hostel, 1 went to our Warden’s office to
register for my room. The warden asked me if |
would like to share a room with another student from
Orissa. Needless to say | was extremely delighted.
The peon showed me my room, and | felt | was in
Heaven, when | talked to my room mate Kulamani
Sahu in Oriya. Kulamani came from a village only
eight miles away from mine. He attended a different
high school, and passed 1.Sc from the Ravenshaw
College, Cuttack. | felt at home, when | found four
other freshmen from and couple of senior students
from Orissa.



Our dormitory Dhanrajgiri Hostel housed about
350 students. The freshmen and the sophomores were
in double rooms, and the upperclassmen were
assigned single rooms. The hostel was a double
storied building with an enclosed compound. Four
wings of the building faced each other forming a
perfect square. Each floor had wide corridors facing
the compound and a central flower garden. The
canteen, mess halls, lavatories and shower stalls were
located on the back about 150 yards away. The
discipline in the hostel was as stringent as in a
military camp. There was fixed time for serving
meals. The main entrance was locked after midnight.
The main gate of the BHU campus was guarded by
the proctor’s office. Students entering the campus
after 9.30 PM had to take special permission slips
from their hostel wardens for late entry.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



My Father’s Tongue
Tapasi Misra

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

Actually Oriya is my father’s tongue. My
mother’s tongue is Bengali. But hailing from a family
who worked tirelessly to promote the language and
culture of their adopted land, she was first taught
Oriya at home. They did speak Bengali — but with a
heavy Oriya accent. It was of some shame for the
family that they picked up a purer version of spoken
Bengali from their lesser educated daughters-in-law
who were raised in Bengal. My mother’s spoken
Bengali was further refined later by my father’s father
and older brother, both die-hard Oriya men who were
educated in Calcutta. At school, being from the pre-
independence era, both my parents were taught in
English. My mother, who did some college outside
Orissa, wrote to her siblings sometimes in imperfect
Bengali and but mostly in perfect Oriya. My father,
who was usually away from his home in Puri, during
his college days, communicated with his father and
siblings in English. It has been an unbroken and
unspoken tradition in his family to write to one
another only in English. The origins of this tradition
remains mysterious, especially since | have never
once heard them speak with each other in anything
but Oriya, infused with colorful words and choicest
invectives that, according to my Puri cousins, lent it
its special Puri flavor. From an early age my father
and his brothers were known for their dramatic and
speaking skills in Oriya that they proudly displayed in
the Jagannath Club and Puri Jilla School in the 1920s
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and 30s, and later in Ravenshaw College in Cuttack.
My father even went on to attain considerable fame as
a writer and orator, in Oriya of course. Their mother
spoke what her children called Parlakhementi Oriya, a
Telegu flavored drawl characterizing the speech of
the residents of southern Orissa. The steady stream
of relatives and family friends who would drop in
with their own brand of Oriya, regionally influenced
accents, provided an endless source of delight for us
kids.

Both my brother and | were taught the Oriya
alphabet along with ABCD from an early age. We
grew up speaking Oriya, Bengali and English at
home. Since we had started our schooling in Delhi we
also spoke Hindi. My Oriya was reasonably good till
| started preparing for my ISC(Indian school
certificate exams) and opted to take Hindi as my
language elective as by then | was in a high school in
Andhra Pradesh and Oriya was not included in the
curriculum.  After school, it was all English in
College and although | continued to speak Oriya with
my friends, my reading and writing proficiency in it
suffered. |1 remember being shocked that my cousins
who had graduated from Oriya schools had stronger
English writing skills (not to speak, stronger math,
stronger, science, etc. etc.) than me! So what, |
consoled myself, I spoke Convent school English.
The real thing, the stylish thing, the small town mark
of elitism...But | never ceased to be painfully aware
of my “Oriya school” cousins’ superior language
skills, their natural academic strengths. My half
hearted attempts to learn more Oriya failed in the face
of having to keep up with exams, social functions,
extended family activities, Agatha Christie and
Barbara Cartland. | did manage to keep up with my
father’s articles in Oriya newspapers and magazines,
but it was mostly out of a sense of duty rather than
real curiosity. Curiously enough no one, neither my
parents nor my uncles ever chided me for or
commented on my language skills, or rather the lack
thereof. They simply laughed and left me alone.

My poor language skills did not really plague me
till 1 got married and my mother-in-law, a perfectly
multilingual lady, insisted that when | am in the US |
should write to her in Oriya only. For a while | lied
and tricked to get out of the scary situation. But many
excuses and months later, | braced myself, took up the
pen and the aerogram and plunged into practicing my



circles and curly cues with a religious fervor. Soon,
emboldened with time and practice, | started adding
my own calligraphic embellishments and flourishes to
the Oriya letters that went beyond the call of duty.
My in-laws were delighted for several reasons. First,
their linguistically challenged bahu had taken such
pains to write to them in such sundar
akhyara(beautiful handwriting). Secondly, the letters
became the source of much entertainment in Keonjhar
where my in-laws lived at that time. Friends and
neighbors stopped by to peruse the beautifully drawn
but, er, slightly off spelt words. Children came over
to find the missing aakaras and okaras, to replace the
harsais with the appropriate dhirgais, to guess the
correct harsau and dirghau...Keonjhar grapevine in
the 1980s was abuzz with my name...”padhi-lekhi
jaane naahin, kintu jhia ta bhala...”(can’t read or
write but she’s a good girl), and thus I was redeemed.
By the time my dubious claim to fame had been
established, I had become reasonably good with my
spelling. The grammar and syntax improved when |
dropped my previous tendency to write high flown,
bookish Oriya. | soon realized the absurdity of
imitating the style of a literature that 1 hadn’t even
read properly, and started writing simply and
spontaneously, just as | speak. My nephews and
nieces claim that my father-in-law, a sentimental man,
still takes out those letters from the old almirah and
chuckles and weeps over them.

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

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

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

Some of the second generation Indian kids in the
US speak their parents’ language. Some don’t. But
most of them understand it well and have no problem
picking it up when they are back visiting their
relatives in India. Some take great pains to learn it
later in life and in the process pick up a rudimentary
knowledge of other Indian languages as well,
especially Hindi. Most of the second generation
Indian kids |1 know have grown up with a healthy
respect for their language, history and culture.

Many Oriya parents speak nothing but Oriya to
their children and it has worked out for them. Some
of my more determined friends don’t give an answer
if their children pose a question to them in English.
Although | empathize with their concern and admire
their determination, it will never work in my
household. My children will simply shrug and go to
their room and the last thing | want to do is cut off my
channels of communication with them. 1 guess the
bottom line is that we all have to do whatever works
to give our children a deeper and stronger sense of
identity.  But let’s not criticize other people’s
parenting skills and let them do what works for them.
I have to admit that | have never spoken much Oriya
to my children, at least not roj, not consciously either,
and never once agonized over it. Maybe they picked
it up so well from our frequent visits home or from
our relatives here in the US. | have however, spent
hundreds of hours trying to instill in them a love and
pride in Indian and Oriya culture and history, not so
much out of my sense of patriotism as to preserve
their sense of belonging, identity. Maybe that has
inadvertently led them to retain the language as well.
And even if they did not speak a word of Oriya, |
would hope that they are still Oriya, and Indian, and
American, in more profound ways.

Tapasi Misra lives in San Antonio, Tx. with her husband Lalatendu Misra. She loves books, music, politics and organizing events for

local associations. She has two daughters, Sukanya and Supriya.
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An Obsession for Vintage Fountain Pens
Manaranjan Pattanayak

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



A Beautiful Clutch of Antique Pens

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

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

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



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

Lalu Mansinha

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

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

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

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

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

The Second World War ended in 1945, and
slowly the world returned to normalcy. In 1939
when the war started it was a world dominated by
the European colonial powers -- England, France,
Holland, Portugal, Germany. In 1945 it was a
victorious United States that dominated the world.
And so before the war in India we saw Swan and
Blackbird pens; after the war the pens to buy was
Parker, Sheaffer and Waterman. These were
technological marvels, the pride of American
engineering and technological craftsmanship. In
the India of 1950s and 60s, having a Parker 51 pen
with a silver cap in your pocket was a sign that you
had made it in the world, and also a magnet for
pickpockets. Parker 61, with gold plated cap was
even more the symbol of wealth and importance.
But technologically, 1 was fascinated by the
Sheaffer Snorkel.

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

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



the mechanism of the Sheaffer and dreamt of one
day owning a gold-plated Shaeffer Snorkel.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lalu Mansinha

Somewhere in my genes there is an absence of
passion for objects animate or inanimate. And so
when Manaranjan mentioned that he is starting to
collect antique fountain pens, | was not impressed. |
thought ‘It is a passing fancy; it will pass in due
course, as all fads do’. Well, two decades later, in
spite of my scepticism, he is now one of the top
antique pen collectors in North America. And 1?
Well | continue to be the roving cynic — cynical and
critical of most things, though now, an admirer of
pens — beautiful antique pens, with such wonderful
artistic design, not only of the mechanism, but also of
the beautiful plastic barrel material itself — those
iridescent semi-transparent, semi-translucent designs
of swirling bright and muted colours; of chips in the
plastic with varying shadows and brightness; of the
little bars changing colours so subtly. To this day |
admire the artists who designed the pen barrels, and
marvel at how they did it.

Once Manaranjan got hooked on antique pens, I,

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

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

94

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

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

Manaranjan walked up and said: Do you have any
antique pens?

Storeowner: No. | have some gift pens on your left
there.

Manaranjan: | collect pens.

Storeowner: Oh yah! Interesting. What do you
collect?

Manaranjan: | have the red fat barrelled Parker made
in 1928.

Storeowner (Suddenly perking up, looking at both of
us in the face for the first time); What else do you
have?

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

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

Manaranjan: Why don’t we look at them?

Storeowner (now really interested and excited): Yes,
your friend can be in charge of the store.

Storeowner (turning to me): Just stand behind the
counter and sell anything that any customer wants
to buy.

And so | am now suddenly I am a part time
cashier — except | have never used a cash register
before. The store owner in his excitement of finding
another pen enthusiast forgot even to count the cash
he was leaving me. Manaranjan and the Storeowner
had a field day at the backroom. | could hear them.
Every pen that the storeowner brought out, brought
out another pen story from Manaranjan, and then
from the Storeowner. They were there for an hour,
while | was chit chatting away with the customers
who came in. One even brought a coffee for me.



This was my first introduction to the world of pen
collectors. | learnt of a local penclub; Manaranjan
was invited to join. Nothing was said to me. | guess |
did not qualify.

Another story. We were at Rice Lake Cottage
picnic, and wandered off to the small town nearby.
Manaranjan gravitated towards the only store that had
a few antiques; he asked about antique pens. They
had a few pens. After some bargaining Manaranjan
bought a lot of four or five pens. We then went to
have breakfast at one of these small cosy country
restaurants. As we sat down, he took off his shoes,
then his socks. 1, Minati and Charu shouted at him
not to be so uncouth, taking out his dirty socks in
public etc. etc.  He ignored us and proceeded to
polish one of the pens he just bought with his dirty
socks. Apparently dirty socks are just the thing for
burnishing the faded plastic barrel of old pens. And
soon the pen started shining. A few more rubs and
Manaranjan said ‘See! My old socks have
transformed this old $10 pen into a $100 antique’.

In St. Louis, the Gateway to the West, we looked
for and found a large flea market. After we parked,
we saunter off to the entrance. It was a tiny entrance,
just enough wide so that a man could get through
sideways. On the top there is a sign ‘Handguns not
allowed. All guns must be checked in’. 1 was
nervous. Anytime a sign says ‘hand in your guns’
means someone has a gun pointed at you as you go
under that sign. Four brown people coming in -- they
do not need a reason to be suspicious. Once inside
the flea market we were not reassured. Many of the
people manning the stalls appeared very rough. We
went to various stalls and Manaranjan asked the
standard question ‘Do you have any antique pens?’
Most did not have any. At one stall a very uncouth
looking man could not understand the question; he
said “‘What do you mean by pen?” Oh my God, I
thought; ‘pen’ has an American colloquial meaning
meaning — short form of ‘penitentiary’, jail. At this
point the fellow bent down behind the counter — * Oh

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

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

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

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

A poor life this if, full of care,
We have no time to stand and stare

Lalu Mansinha lives in London, Canada.
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Memories
Sunanda Mohanty

“Memory... is the diary that we all carry with us.”” - Oscar Wilde, The Importance of Being Earnest

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

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

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

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

Sometimes, like most people, | do wish that | had
a magic wand where | could turn back the clock. The
magic wand would have given control over life and
death, something that as human beings we do not
have. That does not stop us from wishing... | wish,
Mummy could be a part of the memory of my
excitement at cooking a first meal entirely by myself,
or seeing Jhumpa Lahiri read at the Harbourfront
Reading Series or a new idea for decoration. She
loved to read, decorate and try different and new
things and we could have had so much fun together.
The intensity of the grieving memories reduces with
time but they do not completely fade away. Accepting
the loss and acknowledging that there would be
countless memories of birthdays, anniversaries,
achievements, and disappointments without the loved
one is an important part of healing from the loss.
People hold on to the loving memories and try to push
away the more painful ones. They learn to cope, move
forward, plunge into roles and responsibilities and
find joy in newer ways.

“Memory is a way of holding onto the things you
love, the things you are, the things you never want to
lose.”” - The Wonder Years

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



The Young Creative Artists Amongst Us
Sri Gopal Mohanty and Lalu Mansinha

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

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

Here we present short and incomplete list of those
who have come to our attention, through being
recognized outside the immediate friends, family and
community. This list is neither exhaustive nor all
inclusive. Undoubtedly there are others, left out,

mostly due to our ignorance. We hope future issues
of this journal will continue to recognize others of the
younger set who have dared to explore and express
themselves,
recognition.

and have achieved significant

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

Chath is the first major
production. Hope to make
many more interesting and hard-hitting films under
this banner and establish it as a creative production
house in East-Coast America.

I have composed music for Hindi feature films
Bandhak and Circus with Shyam Vaidhyanathan (We
go by Shyam-Das: www.shyam-das.com). Will be
launching my first music album in collaboration with
Shyam featuring singers Sonu Nigam, Sunidhi
Chauhan, Mahalakshmi lyer, Sadhana Sargam,
Naresh lyer, Karunya. Completed a music album on
Oriya modern songs, to be released in 2008.”
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Tirtha Das’ latest film, The 11th Day, is about a
transient meeting between a troubled American
teenager Amanda and a 9 year old Indian girl Pia,
both struggling with their own lives. Amanda is
suicidal while Pia is struggling with her terminal
illness. The unpleasant beginning transforms into a
lively situation during which they share their little
experiences, problems and joys. They finally create a
bond that helps the American teenager redeem herself
from her woes. She realizes that life is reason enough
to live. Details about The 11th Day: Length: 38 mins;
Produced and Directed by: Tirthankar Das; Director
of Photography: Hyder Bilgrami; Music: Shyam
Vaidhyanathan; Production Asst: Arvind Patnaik,
Zoltan Bagi.

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

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



The youngest in this list of young artists, we
introduce Suraj Patnaik by quoting verbatim from a
recent report in the Hindustan Times:

“At a time when most
young people are taking to
the western culture blindly,
Suraj Patnaik, a 12-year-old
boy residing in the United
States of America, has left
many spellbound with his
passion for Oriya music.”
Suraj Patnaik, a fourteen-

year-old boy from
Naperville, lllinois is a
musically  gifted child.

Suraj, who used to surprise !
his audience with his performances at a very early
age, was believed to be a child prodigy. Being a
versatile singer, Suraj has been trained in both
Western and Hindustani classical music. Suraj has
been receiving Hindustani Classical training in
Vishnupur Gharana since the age of six from
Manjusha Sangeet Academy. Guru Smt. Mani
Majumdar, a receipient of the President of India
Music Award and the director of Manjusha Sangeet
Academy, nurtures Suraj’s musical talent with much
love and dedication. She finds in Suraj a sincere,
obedient and gifted singer, who looks promising to
keep Vishnupur Gharana alive in his own right.

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

Suraj has two major accomplishments to his
credit. In 2004, he recorded his first Bhajan CD
‘Madhuram’ for which music was arranged by Ms.
Nazia Sayeed and directed by Mrs Naima Alam. This
CD was released by Chinmaya Mission Chicago. In
2006, Suraj had his first concert in Orissa, which was
attended and blessed by music maestros of Orissa.
Suraj kept the audience spellbound with his
presentations on Odissi, Champu, Chhanda, Geeta
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Govinda, Loka Sangeeta, Khayal and Bhajan. Pt. Shri
Raghunath Panigrahy blessed Suraj on stage with
words of praise and Dr Pratibha Ray blessed Suraj
with words of wisdom. It was a successful evening
for him not because of all the attention he received
but because he came back home with his heart filled
with Oriyaness. Suraj had learnt to read and write in
Oriya before but after this trip he was determined to
take his Oriya identity to the next level by exploring
Orissa through Oriya music Odissi.”

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

Sarba Das holds a BA in Philosophy and Film
Studies from Yale, and a MFA, Concentration in
Directing, from the Tisch
School of the Arts, New York
University. She is currently
the President of  Shakti
Productions Llc, New York.
Produced and  directed
. several shorts and the
' documentary NAGAS of the
Kumbha Mela.  Upcoming
feature projects include Spirit
Rising and Be God’s Dog.

Earlier Production:

Passage. 16mm/color. 17 min. The story of a day in
the life of a one rupee coin as it changes hands in a
small town in Orissa, India.

DripDry. 16mm/b/w. 4 min.. Stuck on the streets of
Manhattan, where can a young woman find a place to
pee?! A silent comedic short.

MAUSI or: how an old lady finds her way back to
India. 16mm/color. 10 min. dir. Sarba Das. Guns,
drugs, food, and a nagging relative make this a
difficult household. And Mausi just might surprise
her family... This short premiered at the Asian
American International Film Festival in New York
City in July 2000. It has since appeared in the
Filmmakers of Tomorrow program at the Telluride
Film Festival 2000, Interfliigs Festival 2000 in Berlin,



Clermont-Ferrand International Short Film Festival in
France, Memphis International Film Festival, Kerala
International Film Festival 2001 in India, Chicago
Asian American Showcase, and the Palm Springs
International Short Film Festival 2001. MAUSI was
named Best Short Film at the Making Waves Festival
in NYC and was named a finalist for the Asian
American Academy Award (Ammy) for Best Short
Film held in Los Angeles, California Nov. 10, 2001.
Miracles that Followed. 16mm/DV. 10 min. An
exploration of the community in a pentacostal church
in Jolo, West Virginia whose expression of faith
includes the handling of poisonous rattlesnakes as a
testament to God.

NAGAS of the Kumbha Mela. DV. 50 min. A
chronicle of Naga Babas, naked spiritual ascetics, and
their practices in India .

Spirit Rising. A feature length story of an American
psychiatrist who has a spiritual awakening. To be
filmed on location in India (Works in Progress )

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

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

i# ~ career in Western classical
music, specifically opera.

Most importantly, this is not a hobby for me, it is
my work. While it can be relaxing, | generally don’t
find music to be easygoing; that would be the
equivalent of a doctor relaxing by sitting down with a
blood test analysis. If asked to sing at a social event,
I expect a contract with payment details. Frankly, if
asked for an impromptu performance by a computer
programmer or an accountant at a party, I’m tempted
to solicit software or tax help in return. 1 think the
notion of music as a profession is undervalued in
American society, evidenced by the lack of funding
for the arts in public schools. Yet, in my experience,
artistic careers are far more undervalued, if not
outright dismissed, in our Oriya-American culture.
Parents naturally want to guarantee success, which we
frequently equate with financial stability and this is
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admittedly quite difficult to achieve in the arts. Yet |
would regret the decision for the rest of my life if |
had abandoned a musical career in order to gain
family approval or to make a quick dollar.

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

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

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

Siddhartha Misra has performed Spalanzani and
Pitichinaccio in Les Contes d'Hoffman. Siddhartha
has frequently performed at Center City Opera
Theater, including Tybalt in Romeo et Juliette and
Malcolm in Macbeth. Prior to his work in the
Philadelphia area, he completed the degrees in voice
performance and political science at Northwestern
University, where he performed Tamino in Die
Zauberflote, Rinuccio in Gianni Schicchi and
Bardolfo in Falstaff. Siddhartha received critical
acclaim in the Chicago Sun-Times and Chicago
Tribune for "brilliant comic timing” and "heartfelt"



performances as Cacambo in Candide at Light Opera
Works. His summer festival credits include the Lake
George Opera, the Pine Mountain Music Festival and,
most recently, the Tanglewood Music Center, where
he worked with esteemed musicians such as Phyllis
Curtin, William Bolcom and James Levine. He feels
particularly at home in the music of Donizetti and
Mozart and his repertoire includes Ernesto in Don
Pasquale, Nemorino in L'elisir d'amore, and Don
Ottavio in Don Giovanni.
Siddhartha Misra is a member of American Guild of
Musical Artists (AGMA), and holds B.Mus./B.A.
from Northwestern University and M.Mus. from
Temple University. For more on Siddhartha Misra,
see a report by Ranjani Saigal on LokVani
http://www.lokvani.com/lokvani/article.php?article _i
d=4341

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

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

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

Her thesis film, Badger, has won numerous
awards such as Best Direction from the DGA in the
Asian Film Category for student film, Best
cinematography from the ASC, Best Picture from the
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Caucus Foundation for Producers, She is the winner
of the Henry Hathaway scholarship, Badger also won
The Spirit of Excellence from the AFI that is
presented to every graduating class for best thesis
film. She is producing several projects, especially of
South Asian Themes.

She most recently organized the women and film/tv
International summit and works as a community
liaison for local international film festivals. Misro is
collaborating with several filmmakers based in
Europe as well. She recently prepped an independent
feature film there. Her current project, The Stamp
Collector is a finalist in the Sundance Filmmakers
Lab last year. Misro hopes to continue telling stories
about the human condition around the globe.

Pratik Dash, the twenty year old son of Prabir and
Prajesh Dash, has embraced
music throughout his entire
life. He began singing at the
age of eight, when his third
grade music teacher told his
mother that he had the voice of
a soul singer. Those words
caused Pratik to begin pursuing

voice training. That was the
. beginning. In fifth grade,
Pratik was in the play Annie,
playing the lead role of Mr.
' ' Warbucks. He continued his
path in theater throughout his middle and high school
career, playing roles in musicals such as the Pirate
King (Pirates of Penzance), Chief Sitting Bull (Annie
Get Your Gun), the King (The King and 1), and the
Beast (Beauty and the Beast).

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

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

Pratik was also awarded the Presidential
Honorable Mention, a program which gives out
scholarships to those who excel in their field of music



or arts. Pratik was rated as one of the best jazz
singers in the country, and his name is recorded in
Miami, FL for this award.

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

www.alexanderbailey.org/uploads/GrammyPress.pdf.

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

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

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

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

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

I bid goodbye to my parents. My mother gave me
her shawl because she knew that the season of Magha
was erratic, and it could get chilly in the evening. So,
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off I went, with a shawl wrapped around my
shoulders, and new slippers on my feet, which were
my new acquisition from the mela. | could not wait
to show both to my friends.

By the time | reached Kapilash Hill, it was
evening. All of a sudden I heard faint drums and a
holler by stonecutters “Tiger on the prowl. Beware.”
I had heard enough stories about tigers in that part of
the village. | did not want to take any chances. | had
to get closer to the border and out of the jungle hills.
But civilization was not in horizon. | decided to play
safe. Plus I was tired and sleepy. | could not possibly
sleep under the trees. | had an idea. | would sleep on
top of the trees! But something stopped me. The
holler about the tiger raised another warning in my
brain. “A tiger can jump higher than 5 feet.” | tucked
my shawl around me, and started climbing a tall tree.
Up | went. | guess there was some truth in being
called a monkey, albeit lovingly by my mother. |
kept trying to measure how much higher | needed to
go to escape the imaginary tiger. One of my slippers
fell. 1 cursed. But I did not go back. I kept climbing
till 1 was well above 5 feet. | found a sturdy branch
and ensconced myself amidst the foliage. And tried
to sleep. The mosquitoes would not let me. Which
was just as well. | heard a faint rustling below. |
could hear my heart beat louder than those rustles. |
peered down, and guess what | saw? There was a
tiger sitting below, sniffing my sandal. 1 was scared
to my wits end. | could almost feel that the tiger
could smell me, if not see me. It was the battle of
wills. The tiger below, and me, this imp of a 15- year
old, mosquito bitten. but scared to the core , of the
feline sitting below...Suddenly the mosquitoes did
not bother me. They had their feast of me, but I
would not let this feline creature take the better of me.
| kept sitting and waited. And waited. Meanwhile,
the tiger too waited. And waited. | do not know how
much time passed. But next when | looked, | saw the
tiger walking away. | kept sitting inside the branches
of the tree. Waiting seemed the lifeline for me then.
Again, | do not know how long | waited....

Till 1 heard a woman’s scream. “What was
that about?” |1 wondered. The tiger was nowhere in
sight, and the light was emerging from the skies. |
decided to climb down. Walking slowly, with both
slippers on my feet, | walked till the edge of the
Kapilash Hill, where | saw a bullock cart with stone
cutters. Seeing me, they called me, and asked me if |



wanted a ride. | could have hugged them, | was so
grateful. | sat in their cart, which seemed like a
king’s palanquin to me, after the uncomfortable night
up in the tree. But something kept bothering me.
That woman’s cry. | told the stone cutters about my
rendezvous with the tiger and the woman’s scream.
The stone cutters
heard me
spellbound, as if |
were a ghost. Then,
one of them
suggested we look
for the woman. The
tiger had Kkilled
many a villager and
who knows what
had happened to the
woman. We had
just about finished
talking, when my
eyes fell on a blood
covered, shivering,
but definitely alive
huddled body on the
side of the road. It
was a woman whose
left shoulder and
bosom was covered
in  blood. We
helped her up into the cart. She was alive, but crying
her heart out, sobbing in her local dialect, “Heda
khiya aasla chua neyee gola.” | understood at last.
She was carrying her child, collecting firewood from
the forest, when the tiger snatched her child away. |
covered her with my shawl. She was inconsolable.
Everyone in the cart was shaken. We dropped off the
woman at her hut, which was at the outskirts of

Kapilash Hill. Amid cries, her family welcomed her
and took her in. | went back to the stonecutters who

offered to drop me at the railway station. A little boy
ran behind, with a blood stained shawl in his hand. He
handed it to me and | took it quietly. There was not
much left to say.

It was a quiet ride to the railway
station.

I reached
Ram Krishna
Cottage, and my
friends and guru
crowded around
me, looking
askance at the
blood  stained
shawl. 1 told
them what had

happened.
Bhajans started.
That  morning
for the first
time, my

mridangam
beats were not
loud enough to

quieten the
sounds in my
mind. The

woman’s

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

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

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

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

Not too long after my father returned from his
endeavor, the dark black sky interrupted the jar’s
evening show. 1 rose from my homework to an
unusual creaking noise coming from the door knob.
My mother carefully stepped inside, rubbed the black
streaks off her face, and walked over to the kitchen
table. Her skin was abnormally pale, resembling the
keys of an old Steinway left to the rats after its
connoisseur passed away. | looked up at my suddenly
aged mother and listened to her words.

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

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

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

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

104

My two-minute walk contained hours of feigned
courage and genuine trepidation. The familiar path
seemed foreign to my veteran legs, which begged to
turn back after each step. My mother had disappeared
somewhere ahead of me, leaving me to fight the night
sky alone. Despite a myriad of leisurely saunters
along the same route in all kinds of conditions, my
body felt intimidated by the pitch black sky, which
growled at me every time | stepped on one of the
sidewalk cracks. My eyes hunted intensely for a
single star to delineate a safe path to my destination,
though Orion simply snored during my importunate
pleading. A subtle bend in the sidewalk crept up on
me so suddenly that | nearly plunged over the
instantly-treacherous eight-inch fall into the road.
Quickly I veered left from the curb to find the once-
recognizable pathway to Reece’s house. My
premature whiskers cringed as a bitter gust bit into
my cheek. When 1| finally spotted the comforting
Thompson lantern, | jumped ship from the sidewalk
and sprinted to the house in search of safety.

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

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

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

The clock chirped signifying nine-o’clock as |
began to pour out the thoughts and feelings that had
lain dormant in my soul for years. “Mrs. Thompson, |



can’t believe this is it, it’s too soon.” She could not
respond verbally because she had not been able to talk
for the duration of her bed rest. Still, her eyes told me
everything | needed to know. | imagined her
responding to my plea with her usual Mrs. Thompson
reassurance.

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

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

I gazed into Mrs. Thompson’s
eyes and answered, “lI will never
forget you as long as | live Mrs. Thompson, it's
impossible.” Her hand suddenly became very warm
as a tear dropped from my eyes onto it. | spread the
liquid around so that she may still feel the warmth of
love before she finally gave in.

Her eyes brightened slightly as if she was trying to
smile, but her mouth was constantly half open such
that she could breathe any nothing more. A rhythmic
pattering commenced in the distance, indicating that

rain had begun to fall. I did not know if she could

hear the rain, but its constant falling reminded of all
the time | had spent with her. The sky cried with me
as | reminisced over the sailing trips, birthday parties,
and hikes in the woods.

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

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

“I love you, Son.”

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

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

Devi P. Misra

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

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

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

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

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

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

I asked about his family. He said, “I have come a
long way. | have had a full life. I did mischief as an
adolescent. 1 was in jail for a while, but I came
around.”

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

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

106

WM within a span of four months...

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

I thought if I tell him the diagnosis straight on he
will not be crestfallen. 1 thought about how to give
him the diagnosis without throwing him into despair.

At the bedside, I said, “Bill, have you ever played
Santa in schools?” looking at his head full of gray
hair and flowing beard, and his face lit up with a big
smile. He said, “Yes! | played Santa in the Huntsville
area schools during Christmas since 1965 and during
Thanksgiving holidays along with Sheriff Joe
Patterson. We distributed fruit baskets to hungry and
homeless people.” He smiled heartily. |1 paused and
told him the diagnosis. Tears rolled down his cheek. |
could only comfort holding his hand.

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

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

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

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

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

When after the hospital stay MH came to my
office, | saw the girl braided smart and now a 12 year-
old ebullient girl, proficient in music, in her band
team at school, and also on the A-B honor roll in the
school. Quite a different upbringing in life and a
different perspective.



Seven Deadly Sins

e wealth without work

e pleasure without conscience

e science without humanity
“You must be the change you wish to see in the knowledge without character
world™ e politics without principle

e commerce without morality

e worship without sacrifice

Mahatma Gandhi

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

Steve was quiet for a moment.

“Dr. Sonjee, it seems both parents violated the
trust John had as a child.”

“Steve, you have touched on the heart of the is-
sue. That is the issue plaguing this society today.
Adults are violating the trust of their children.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

Dr. Pati, a retired psychiatrist, lives in Salem, Oregon with his wife, Norma. He played the role of Dr.
Sonjee in the Oscar winning movie classic, ““ One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest.”



Orissa Society of the Americas: Birth and the Early Years

Gauri C. Das

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

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

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

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



Bhabagrahi Misra was elected Secretary and Mr.
Nagabhusan Senapati the treasurer. The executive
committee members were elected to represent
different areas of the U.S.A. and Canada. We decided
to publish a quarterly newsletter called the Orissa
Society News or Utkal Samachar.

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

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

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

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

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

On October 30, 1971, the coastal areas of Orissa
were devastated by a powerful cyclone and tidal
waves. We were shocked by this terrible news and
OSA immediately started a cyclone relief fund. The



members contributed to this fund with open hand and
the collected amount was sent to Orissa Governor’s
relief fund. Besides, some OSA chapters and
individual members collected and sent money to
various relief agencies in Orissa.

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

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

For the year 1972-73, Dr. Bhabagrahi Mishra was
elected President; Dr. Sri Gopal Mohanty and Dr.
Surya Mishra were elected Vice Presidents; Dr.
Pramod Patnaik was elected Secretary and Dr. Amiya
Patnaik treasurer. Due to some difficulties, the
change over from the old office bearers to the new
office bearers was delayed. In April 1973, a few
months after the new office bearers took charge, Dr.
Bhabagrahi Mishra returned to Orissa and at the
request of the executive committee, | accepted the
presidency of OSA till the following election.

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

without affiliation to any group or party. Even
though there were differences of opinion among us,
we all worked together for the organization without
any reservation. In the 1975 election of office
bearers, 1 was chairman of the election committee.
Dr. Amiya Patnaik was contesting for the presidency
of OSA and he decided to put up a slate of candidates
from his group. | was afraid that the creation of a
group might disrupt the unity of the members of
OSA. | tried unsuccessfully to dissuade Amiya babu
from forming a group for the election. Fortunately,
the members of OSA, instead of voting for a
particular group of candidates, voted on the basis of
the qualification and capability of individual
candidates. The elected office bearers were: Dr.
Amiya Patnaik — President, Dr. Manindra Mohapatra
and Mr. Samar Bhuyan - Vice Presidents, Mr.
Rabindra Roy — Secretary, Mr. Prasanna Samantaray
— Treasurer and Mr. Jnana Dash — Editor of Orissa
Society News.

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

Gauri C. Das is a Founder of the Orissa Society of the Americas.
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The Answer is “Seize”
Pallavi Raut Sodhi

Q: What does one do when...?
The eyes see goals that are

An unknown few

The heart gets a feeling
Restless and new

The mind muses on things
Unsaid and unknown.

Q: What does one do when...?
Life seems to circle around
Mysteries unknown

Dreams unfinished

Hopes unfulfilled

Questions unanswered. @
A: SEIZE &

Seize the goals unknown

The eyes see after all

Seize the restless

The heart feels after all

Seize the things unsaid

The mind recalls after all

Seize and wrap life around

The strange but existing after all.

And you will find life is worth living after all.

Pallavi was born and brought up in Delhi. She is a marketing consultant by profession, having worked in India, Europe and currently
Canada. Pallavi’s self created mantra is “Knowledge is acquired by learning and enjoyed by sharing.”” She likes learning by reading
and enjoys sharing her learning by teaching at York University, penning her thoughts and experiences through stories and poems like
these, and when time allows, putting images to these thoughts through sketches and water colour paintings.
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A Rainy Day
Chandra Misra

If I could only go through memory lane,
And remember the time we were together

My wanting to live inside you
Not from outside in.

Taking my desire out of my body
And put in my mind

The unfinished talk in the empty parking lot
Asking to kiss me one more time

And reached out to you with tears in my eyes
Tasting the salty tears dripping on my cheeks.

Looking at the clouds which covered the sky
And soon heard the rain on the roof drop by

And the desire to put my arms around you
And say it’s not too late; ah it is a rainy day.

Chandra Misra, originally from Puri, is a resident of North
Wales, a suburb of Philadelphia. She has a lifelong love of
poetry, and considers poems as a medium of expression for
inner feelings. She is a regular contributor to the Souvenir.
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Searching for the Beloved with Love
Arjun Purohit

| know the one

Who plays hide and seek in my mind

Who opens the eyes of the tulips in the spring
Who paints his glory on the evening sky
Who makes the peacock dance

And makes the blue bird sing

| know the one

Whose splendor shines on the morning dew
Whose grace fills a mother’s heart

Whose love excels the lovers’ love

Whose healing touch soothes all woes

| know that one

As the wave knows the ocean
As the dance knows the dancer
As the baby knows the mother
As the rain knows the cloud

Yet I look for that one

Shifting the musty pages of scriptures
Among the sermons of the ancient ones
Within the dead theories and debates
Within the walled temple and mosque

| look for that one

My beloved my mischievous friend
Who does not leave any foot print
Like a heron swimming in the sky

Why
Only he knows
“First I find, then | search” - Picasso

Arjun Purohit is a Psychologist, living in Kingston, Ontario,
Canada. He is passionate about Western Orissa and Buddhist
philosophy.
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Between my navel and my heart
Mamata Misra

Between my navel and my heart
Something happened
Something trapped for ages
Fluttered in excitement

It didn’t struggle restlessly

As thoughts do

Connecting, disconnecting
Trying to take shapes of ideas
Or make structures of concepts
Needing attention

To find a way out

It just woke up in a natural way

As if it was sleeping for a long time
It knew exactly what to do

Like a baby bird, opening its shell
It just came out

And walked slowly up

It didn’t transform into words
As thoughts do

As it passed my vocal chords
It knew where to go and how
Becoming fluid

It flooded my eyes

Then flowed down

Nothing in me resisted

I just watched in silence

As the gentle soft white Yamuna
Flowed around me

Smiling in recognition

As if saying, child, welcome home

Mamata Misra is the author of Winter Blossoms, a collection of poems. She is a community volunteer and anti-violence activist living
in Austin, Texas. She has contributed to the documentary film “Veil of Silence.” Her community service has been recognized with
several awards, including the Austin YWCA Woman of the Year award in 2005. All proceeds from the sales of Winter Blossoms are
directed toward programs empowering women. More information on www.mamatamisra.com.
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My Dear Orissa
Sneha P. Mohanty

My dear Orissa, | listen your voice in the giggling waves
Resonating in the Pacific, coming from Nilachal shores

While strolling in this shore. | can feel your pure golden sands
Dream of Bada Danda, the great path, to Bada Deula, temple, place
I can see Bada Thakur, the great God, when | close my eyes.
Longing for His food, Mahaprasad dishes,

My great God Jagannath, the Lord of the Universe

Comes With His brother and sister in three Chariots

For the whole world can receive every year thy bliss.

Some call you Utkal, some Kalinga,

Some pride it as Koshala

I have heard about Kharavela,

Traveled through Koraput hills to Keonjhar falls

To Kalahandi to Bolangir to Simuligarh sanctuaries
Read Geet Govinda romantic poems

At Konaraka, touched giant wheels carved with damsels
Feel like dancing Odissi for Sun God

Walked on Khandagiri caves road

Daya river valley metamorphosed King Ashoka

Sent his peace messengers to East Asia and Sri Lanka
Your valiant sailors went to Bali and Java.

On a boat ride in Chilika bay

I remember sad story of Kali Jai

Reverberating Ta Poi in Mahanadi

On your river ride, poet Mansinha’s discovery
In moon light so much hidden beauty,

Singing Bhanja poems, champu and Odissi
Prayed to Sambaleswari

Covered my head with silk scarf of Sambalpuri
Wearing matha-pat-sari of Berhampuri.

Silver filigree, horn handicrafts,

Puri patchitra - hand painting, Pipili Chandua mats,
Jagannath, with Balabhadra, Subhadra in sides,
Sculptures of dancing statues and flying horses,
My little Orissa decorates my walls

That is where my heart belongs.

Sneha P. Mohanty is a frequent contributor to the Souvenir.
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Mahabharata Again
Swami Samarpanananda Giri

l.

O Kalinga Artisan of name and fame!
Thy finger touch has given life

To wood and stones,

Why not return my hands and feet;
And restore me to manliness

To blow the conch of revolution

In the Court of Kurus

When a Draupadi was disrobed
Defiling the mighty throne, glorious
For there ruled the blind emperor

1 was agitated and moved into action
Even though 1 sit here immobile
Palmless and legless

1.

O Gajapati of Puri!

How could I rest in peace?

My Nischintakoili is no more in bliss
The Ratna-Sinhasana dithers in pain
No more this temple, nor the lion-gate

Can condemn me to eternal confinement

Have my message:

"l am out in my pilgrimage

Of war and peace;

My .Nandighosa shall return no more
Till the evil-emperor has not seen

The recurrence of Mahabharata horror
My centuries old promise to the world
In the battle ground of Dharmakshctra

My heart is bleeding every second Flash back the vision of Mahabharata again
The music of my celestial songs

Stir my heart and shake my being,

Awaken my Soul

With fire, fire, and fire

Can't you find my pair of eyes:
Lidless, round, and robust,

Set in motion of eternal vigilance,
But falling to witness

The tyranny of the rich,

The rulers, and legislators combine

O Gajapati of Puri!

Let my stupor go for ever

Send my message to all corners

"O Kalinga Artisan! Waste not your time
Get back my hands with palms and fingers
To swirl my Sudarsana ones again,

My weapon, my power,

And swevel my Saranga, the twangs

Of which could fill the world with horror
This is no time for the magic flute

| seek a war

With a monsoon of missiles on the evil empire"

O Kalinga Artisan!
Waste no time and
Get back my shape, my strength, my life
I wish to be the warrior reborn
And to play with my new conch and wheel
To crush the evil empire of crime,
The cult of corruption, and the creed of greed
I wish to repeat the war of Mahabharata
With a new-found vigour, with new horror,
(For) My Krishnaa to he avenged
O Kalinga Artisan of name and fame!
Give me the final touch, the final brush I wish to be
the warrior reborn
| wake up to the trumpets of Mahabharata
That have started blowing
Around India's horizon

Swami Samparananda Giri was a former professor of Political Science in Orissa, before he became a monk.
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In Motion (Without) All
Ankita Mohanty

If everything could be as stubborn as a faulty film
then | would not be frightened

by the replaced playground equipment

of my elementary school

or of the fading signs along newly paved roads

in my small, falsely predictable hometown.

I would not question the significance of
newly-formed wrinkles teasing my mother’s eyes
or the surprising but ordinary growth

of the kids next door, whose mother gave

birth while I was away for a falsely short year.

I would not be startled by the fact

that my best friend from high school

does not look at me in the same way.

I would be convinced this is not by choice, but
rather, by a helpless abortion of newborn
feelings, a miscarriage caused by distance and
a fear that our gaps are falsely recognizable.

I would not tire of nostalgia

in the way | do now, if everything

moved like the film which froze

and simply remained stubbornly still

in the heavy moments before some tragedy,
creating the anti-climax | falsely crave now.

Because then there would be no nostalgia
to dream of, and we would be caught

in a world without trust in our children
and their half-dreaded desire for

better swings sets and faster slides,

both of which hold the guarantee of
improved motion and new experiences.

Ankita Mohanty is 19 years old and lives in Ann Arbor and Mount Pleasant, Michigan.
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Ignorance
Bagmi Das

The world is not as big as we think
miles between continents
are overlooked by lightyears.

deserts mountains, pastures
all the same when we look deep enough

how does pigment change us
when blood can be shared

look to the stars and the world gets smaller...
and while the heavens are laughing

we remain apart
we nestle in the blankets of familiarity and are lost to the world
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Through Hourglass of Life...

Manoj Panda

As the Life continues

On the meadows of time,
Some look always back
Brooding mine and thine.

Some always look front
Sitting on the top,
Never minding the ways
What brought them up.

Some always dream

Never working to realize,
Dream remains the dream
And the lot ceases to rise.

Some always work
Without having a goal,
Waste become their effort
With no peace to soul.

Life is always a learning
from days of past to present,
as present will be past

and past was a present.

Future is made on the base
of rolling past and present,
can we neglect past?

for the sake of present?

Learn from the past

yet don't dwell on the same,
keep on moving my friend
with wisdom of gem.

Obsession of future

Is a grave yard of success,
as Present action is lost

in the day dreams of mess.

Wise works in present

learning from the past,

while future never off his radar
relishing success of repast.

Never stop dreaming

While working with the hope,
Never stop believing

In the tightest bind of rope.

Freedom is our birth right

That we share always with care,
Will keep on trudging smiling
Through thick and thin of snare.

Manoj Panda lives in Troy, Michigan and is a frequent contributor to the Souvenir, as well as Ornet.
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Reflections
Rabi Prusti

Do you remember that March Sunday morning?
There was some snow on the ground
And the sun was shining!

You came to this lovely world with little cry,
But soon you gave a sweet smile
As the flowers in the room felt so shy!

Since that Sunday morning.......

When | see your sweet smiling face,

As if God is telling us all the time

“Give”, “Give” And “Giving” is the eternal base!

Just to let you know my dear.........

We all come and go to meet the Truth some day,
The more we “Give”, the more we “Get”

And that seems to be the Only Way!

Rabi Prusti lives in Auburn, Alabama. He is still searching
the meaning of existence!
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When my Parents were Young
Julie Acharya Ray

Dry leaves churned on the dirt floor
Like a mini tornado

Making the little heart thump

Of fear of being swept away

Smoke from incense sticks before the Gods
Made damp patterns in the air

Revealing a message

Saturated with strong optimism

The snakes in the bushes

Feared the gold-bangled hand

That whisked at them with a stick
Bearing the bright shield of protection

Roads were longer

Distances vast

The little girl curled up in the back of the car
Reveling at the endless joy ride

Hunger was not in the dictionary
Freedom was

Failure was not a prospect
Victory was

Fights weren’t anathema

Verbal abuses sweet

Tears and laughter weighed the same
As if they were twins

Bright days drove away long nights
Restful sleep bounded after bad dreams
The saree that smelled of curry

Ducked the baby under its cover

The world kept being conquered everyday
With a letter, a word

A single smile created infinite dreams
When my parents were young

//\ o

Youth replaced childhood
Ineptitude with skill

Ignorance took a beat

While adulthood thrilled

I ran amuck vast skies
Plucking out the stars
Sprinkling them around me

To catch them sparkle their last

I lived my separate life

And thence took theirs from them
Adding my ‘black’ to theirs

Until it became too black to comprehend

The incense sticks still ember at twilight
Pervading the empty lung

For the air does not smell the same

As when my parents were young.

(This poem was written lamenting the days of youth
when the writer was a young girl and knew neither
fear nor trepidation; when her mother’s ‘gold
bangled’ hand protected her from all harm. As she
faced the world as an adult, the perfumed air of her
youth did not smell the same as when her parents
were young)

Julie Acharya Ray works a postdoctoral fellow at the School of Pharmacy, University of MD at Baltimore. She lives in Elkridge, MD
with her two daughters and is in the process of relocating to Salt Lake City, Utah to join her husband Abhijit Ray. Her hobbies include

writing, art and music.



Window Shopping
Babru Samal

Once | was born

My parents put me in a box

And my teachers sealed it tight

I learnt about my country and culture

The best of the best in the world.

I enjoyed the festivals of life and death

Ate curry and rice with lots of spices

| felt at home

And carried it wherever | went,

Never feeling an urge to look out side the box

As | travelled across the globe

| saw every one else

Inside their boxes too

With the motto

We are the best

Looking at me

The alien, the underdeveloped, with despise
Just like me looking at them.

As | grew and got educated and specialized
The box became smaller in size

From science to biology

To molecular biology

To neuroscience

To adrenal gland

To medulla

To a small protein

That controls the gene expression.
That fascinated me

Enticed me

Allured me to spend all my life with it
Inside a tiny box within the box

My window became narrower and narrower
This tiny part of the box became my world
My source of happiness and pain

My frustration and my salvation.

Once in a while

I look thru the pinhole

And see the mega world outside

The glories of sunrise and full moon
Bipolar artists giving colors to life
Toddlers dancing to the beat of music
Video and audio clips playing

In My space, Orkut, and Utube

Monks learning more than me but without books
Waves kissing the beaches

While the stars look at them with the pang
Of a long distant lover.

Like vishwaroopa darshan by Yashoda

| see the creation alive and in motion

Decorated with wild mustard flowers, lotus buds
Cherry blossoms and ice crystals on red fruits
Cows giving birth without painkillers

And old people waiting for the passage of return
To be born again and again.

I look this world with amazement
Without understanding and realizing
The vastness of creation outside my box
But it is too vast, incomprehensible
Even unrealizable

| better go back to my box

To my adobe and to my paradise

To feel at home

And become more specialized

By knowing more and more

About less and less.

Babru Samal lives in Rockville, MD, with his wife Jayashree. His interests are in photography, poetry and study of human creativity.
His website: is http://www.babru.com and blog http://morningbytes.blogspot.com/a



Ropes Divine
Subash Chandra Satpathy

Behold the king, the Lord of the ring
He holds the world together

The flag flies high onto the blue sky.
Mingling merrily in the ether.

Slowly Lo, slowly He comes,

Riding a brilliant smile

He nods at the millions

Now milling down a mile

Slowly, and slowly, He holds

Court over the car

He listens to all grievances

Where caste is no bar

The frenzied crowd pulls

The ropes, as in a dream

The monarch of all surveys

Pouring peace along the brim.
"Pleasure and pain™ He says,

Take it all in a platter.

For, whatever you value the utmost,
In reality hardly does matter.”

Salute Him, the Lord of the world
The eternal friend of men.

For, He only saves, and He only can
Free us from the earthly chain.

The Monarch takes over, the world stops
And marches on to eternity,

The haloed souls, now reach their goals
Leaving the din and bustle of the city.
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