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ବନ୍ଦେ ଉତ୍କଳ ଜନନୀ,  
ଚାରୁ ହାସମୟୀ ଚାରୁ ଭାଷମୟୀ,  
ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ॥ 
 
ପୂତ-ପନ୍ଦୟାଧି-ବନି୍ଦ ୌତ-ଶରୀରା,  
ତାଳତମାଳ-ସୁନ୍ଦଶାଭିତ-ତୀରା,  
ଶୁଭ୍ର ତଟନିୀକୂଳ-ଶୀକର-ସମୀରା,  
ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ॥ 
 
ଘନ ଘନ ବନଭୂମି ରାଜତି ଅନ୍ଦେ,  
ନୀଳ ଭୂ ରମାଳା ସାନ୍ଦଜ ତରନ୍ଦେ,  
କଳ କଳ ମଖୁରତି ଚାରୁ ବହିନ୍ଦେ,  
ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ॥ 
 
ସୁେର ଶାଳୀ-ସୁନ୍ଦଶାଭିତ-ନ୍ଦେତ୍ରା,  
ଜ୍ଞାନବଜି୍ଞାନ-ପ୍ରଦଶତି-ନ୍ଦନତ୍ରା,  
ନ୍ଦ ାଗୀଋଷଗିଣ-ଊଟଜ-ପବତି୍ରା,  
ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ॥ 
 
ସୁେର ମେରି ମଣି୍ଡତ-ନ୍ଦଦଶା,  
ଚାରୁକଳାବଳୀ-ନ୍ଦଶାଭିତ-ନ୍ଦବଶା,  
ପୁଣୟ ତୀର୍ଥାଚୟ-ପୂର୍ଣ୍ଥ-ପ୍ରନ୍ଦଦଶା,  
ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ॥ 
 
ଉତ୍କଳ ଶୂରବର-ଦପିତ-ନ୍ଦଗହା,  
ଅରକୁିଳ-ନ୍ଦଶାଣିତ-ଚର୍ଚ୍ଚତି-ନ୍ଦଦହା,  
ବଶିବଭୂମଣ୍ଡଳ-କୃତବର-ନ୍ଦେହା,  
ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ॥ 
 
କବକୁିଳନ୍ଦମୌଳ ିସନୁେନ-ବେୟା,  
ଭୁବନ ବନି୍ଦଘାଷତି-କୀର୍ତ୍ତ ିଅନେିୟା,  
 ନ୍ଦନୟ, ପୁନ୍ଦଣୟ, ଚରିଶରନ୍ଦଣୟ,  
ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ॥ 
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jỀ ÍbÐe QÞWÞ  NN_ `ÐZÞNÍÐkÑ 266 

HL ]ÑOà LaÞ[ÐeÊ  NÞeÞSÐ cÞhÍ 269 

kj  TÞ_Ê ÒRÐVeÐ¯ 271 

jéNàÑ¯ Ò`Íc  LÊLÊ ]Ðj 272 

`ZÐdÐ[ÍÐ `Ê_¾  _Þe&_ cÞhÍ 273 

@có[e j«Ð_  `eÐhe cÞhÍ 275 

]ÊBVÞ jÒ_Vç  j[Ô `p_Ð¯L 276 

A[*  j[ÔSÞ[ç `V_Ð¯L 277 

SÑa_  jÊ_tÐ cÞhÍ (`¨Ð) 278 

ÒLÒa d]Þ SN_ðÐ\ Ò]aLÑ _t_ ÒQßÐ^ÊeÑ  279 

ckÐ`Í¯ÐZ - Òjðk ckÐ«Þ Òjðk ckÐ«Þ 280 

AÒe c_ LÐkÞÜ ^ÐDÜ cÒ_ÐS `¨Ð  281 

_aLÒfae _aÑ_ _ÐNe eOÊ_Ð\ ]Ðj 283 

ବପାହଳା: Pohala - The Coral 



                                                                    7                               URMI - OSA Souvenir 2015 

 

  
Surya Narayan Behera Devraj  Sahu 285 

Dr Shashi Mohanty Prasanna Samal 289 

Mrs Sushma Rath Debaki Nandan Chowdhury 293 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

New OSA Members (July 2014-June 2015) Prashanta Ranabijuli 298 
OSA Treasurer's Report Prashanta Ranabijuli 300 
OSA 2014 Convention Account Statement Prashanta Ranabijuli 303 
Welcome OSA 2015-2017 Officials News 305 
OSA Conventions and Conveners Kula Misra 306 
Odisha Beyond the Siesta Charudutta Panigrahi 308 
OSA Library Initiative - Letters from Odisha Nishikanta Sahoo 312 

େତଘିର: Batighara - The Lighthouse 

ଶଙ୍ଖଧ୍ୱନ:ି Sankha-dhwani - The Sound of the Conch 



                                                                    8                               URMI - OSA Souvenir 2015 

 

 

ବେଳାଭୂମ ି
(Belabhumi - The Beach) 

 
 

 

 

 

 



                                                                    9                               URMI - OSA Souvenir 2015 

 

OSA 2015 Convention and Global Odisha 

Conference Organization Committee 

 
OSA National Officials 
President: Tapan Pdhi 

Vice President: Sikhanda Satapathy 
Secretary: Sabita Panigrahi 

Treasurer: Prashanta Ranabijuli 
Editor (OSA Newsletter Utkarsa): Satya Pattanaik 

Web: Bikash Panda 
 
Convener: Pratap Das 
 
Co-Conveners: 
Leena Mishra (Global Odisha 
Conference) 
Gatikrishna Tripathy 
Sikhanda Satapathy 
 
Treasurer 
Bijaya Dash 
 
Budget 
Sanat Pattanaik 
Prafulla Nayak 
Ajit Sahu 
 
OSA-DC Chapter Officials 
Bimal Mishra, President 
Bidyashree Parhi, Vice President 
Snigdha Hota, Secretary 
Subrat Rout, Treasurer 
 
Media & PR 
Deepa Parija 
Joydeep Banerjee 
Sushmita Behera 
 
 

Advisors 
Nilambar Biswal 
Brajendra Mishra 
Biju Mishra 
Rabindranath Patnaik 
Jacob Patnaik 
 
Technical/Audio Visual 
Sushant Mohanty, (Chair) 
Balakrishna Dixit, (Co-Chair) 
Shibashish Hota 
Kaushik Mohanty 
Sanjay Sahu 
 
Logistics 
Hemant Biswal 
Prakash Sahu 
Anant Mishra 
Deepa Parija 
Girija Sahoo 
Subrat Rout 
Gatikrishna Tripathy 
 
Communication 
Snigdha Hota 
Parameeta Kanungo 
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Hospitality 
Manaswini Sahu, (Chair) 
Nivedita Mohanty, (Co-Chair) 
Babita Nayak 
 
Project Management 
Naresh Das 
Shivraj Kanungo 
Sabyasachi Mathur 
Sanat Pattanaik 
Sudip Patnaik 
Sudhir Raju 
 
Registration 
Pradeep Behera, (Chair) 
Manoj Mishra, (Co-chair) 
Debabrata Das 
Anasuya Dash 
Subhendra Mishra 
Swati Mishra 
Ipsa Mohanty 
Arun Ojha 
Bidya Padhi 
Lali Tripathy 
 
Accommodation 
Prafulla Nayak (Chair) 
Sashadhara Mohapatra (Co-chair) 
 
Quality Surveillance/Damage Control 
Surendra Ray 
 
Food 
Surya Sahu (Chair) 
Pradyut Behera (Co-chair) 
Sujata Bisoi 
Debananda Das 
Iti Das 
Jibesh Das 
Meera Mohapatra 
Ila Ojha 
Sandeep Patnaik 
Sujit Prusti 
Urmila Sahu 
 
 
 
 

Publications/Souvenir/Directory 
Bigyani Das, (Chair) 
Babru Samal, (Co-chair) 
Jhinu Chhotray 
Sulochana Patnaik 
Sashadhara Mohapatra 
Joy Gopal Mohanty 
Manoj Panda 
 
Exhibits 
Chandan Pratihari, (Chair) 
Upendra Das, (Co-chair) 
Debasish Pattnaik 
 
Seminars/Workshops 
Pinaki Panigrahi (Chair) 
Santanu Chhotray 
Swati Mishra 
Ajay Mohanty 
Bidyashree Parhi 
Babru Samal 
Saroj Rout 
Charudutta Panigrahi 
Gati Tripathy 
 
May I Help You 
Devanshi Nikita Chowdhury 
Manaswee Mishra 
Simoni Mishra 
Sahu, Amrita 
Anika Satapathy 
Shreya Tripathy 
 
Youth Program 
Alok Mohanty (Chair) 
Mrunali Das (Seminar Chair) 
Bagmi Das (Seminar Co- Chair) 
Neha Satapathy (Cultural Chair) 
Natasha Mohapatra (Cultural Chair) 
Alok Mohanty (Cultural Co-Chair) 
Lonika Behera 
Shilpa Das 
Shweta Das 
Suraj Das 
Lisa Mishra 
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Fund Raising 
Hemant Biswal 
Pratap Das 
Upendra Das 
Chinmaya Mohanty 
Deepa Parija 
Prakash Sahu 
Bijay Satpathy 
Gati Tripathy 
 
Cultural 
Anu Biswal, (Chair) 
Alpana Adhikari 
Dharitri Banerjee 
Krishna Behera 
Lonika Behera 
Sushmita Behera 
Meeta Bhuyan 
Rita Bisoi 
Jhinu Chhotray 
Debaki Chowdhury 
Alpana Das 
Atasi Das 
Bigyani Das 
Madhabi Das 
Ipsita Das 
Pratap Das 
Puspa Das 
Sujit Das 
Sheela Das 
Nirlipta Daschowdhury 
Bijaylaxmi Dash 
Lipika Dash 
Pratap Dash 
Pranati Dash 
Itishree Dhala 
Deepak Dhala 
Balakrishna Dixit 
Bipsha Hota 
Shivashish Hota 
Snigdha Hota 
Parameeta Kanungo 
Karabi Mishra 
Leena Mishra 
Nrusingha Mishra 
Surajita Mishra 
Swati Mishra 
Riti Mishra 

Bidhu B Mohanty 
Ipsa Mohanty 
Kaushik Mohanty 
Sulochana Patnaik 
Devina Mohapatra 
Meera Mohapatra 
Adishree Nayak 
Babita Nayak 
Bandita Nayak 
Smriti Nayak 
Utkal Nayak 
Anuradha Panda 
Asmi Panigrahi 
Kalpana Panigrahi 
Lipa Panigrahi 
Rosy Panigrahi 
Tapasi Panigrahi 
Bidya Padhi 
Deepa Parija 
Disha Parija 
Maushumi Patnaik 
Rita Patnaik 
Sudeep Patnaik 
Padmini Pattnaik 
Subhalaxi Pratihari 
Reema Raju 
Surendra Ray 
Millie Ray 
Subrat Rout 
Priti Routray 
Rutu Sahani 
Girija Sahoo 
Rina Sahoo 
Ayashkant Sahu 
Kirtan Sahoo 
Lin Sahu 
Manaswini Sahu 
Sanghamitra Sahu 
Susmita Sahu 
Lina Samantaray 
Sikha Sen 
Lali Tripathy 
Shreya Tripathy 
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Decoration 
Geeta Mohanty, (Chair) 
Sikha Sen, (Co-chair) 
Hemangini Behera 
Anu Biswal 
Bijaylaxmi Dash 
Lipika Dash 
Ila Ojha 
Chandan Pratihari 
 
Awards/Certificates 
Devraj Sahu, (Chair) 
Bijay Satpathy, (Co-Chair) 
Riti Mishra 
Sanghamitra Sahu 
 
Sports/Games 
Chinmaya Mohanty (Chair) 
Bramhapriya Sen (Co-chair) 
Girija Sahoo 
Hemant Biswal 
Subrat Rout 
Raja Panigrahi 
Kirtan Sahoo 
Satish Kumar 
Gautam Sen 
Ajit Das 
 
Senior Forum 
Joy Gopal Mohanty (Chair) 
Nrusingha Mishra (Co-chair) 
 
Web/Graphics 
Ayaskant Sahu, (Chair) 
Surya Sahu, (Co-Chair) 
Alok Mohanty 
Alok Ray 
Jayashree Samal 
Ila Ojha 
Chandan Pratihari 
 
Little OSA 
Hosensu Sahoo 
Barnali Panigrahi 
Meeta Bhuyan 
Salai Dhavakodi 
 

 

Global Odisha Special Teams 
 
Overall Coordinator/Program 
Management 
Sulochana Patnaik 
Gourab Nanda 
Manas Samantray 
Prasanna Nayak 
Sunil Sabat 
 
Cultural Team 
Anu Biswal (Chair) 
Niranjan Tripathy (Kennedy Center ) 
Eva Mohanty 
Gayatri Joshi 
Lalatendu Mohanty 
Srigopal Mohanty 
Lipika Dash 
Snigdha Hota 
Tina Satapathy 
Ipsa Mohanty 
Atasi Das 
Shilpa Das 
Shweta Das 
Swagatika Swain 
Bijaylaxmi Dash 
Sagarika Pattnaik 
Shubhra Sahoo 
Shailaja Raju 
Neha Satpathy 
Sulagna Dash 
Amrita Sahu 
Anika Satpathy 
Manaswee Mishra 
Simoni MIshra 
Shreya Tripathy 
Debanshi Nikita Chowdhury 
Sarasi Rout  
Nandita Behera - Choreographer 
Amulya Balabanta Ray - Teacher 
 
Meeting 
Sikhanda Satapathy 
Gourab Nanda 
Subrat Rout 
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Business & Entrepreneurship Track 
Ajaya Mohanty- Chair 
Amiya Nayak - Co-Chair 
Sandip Nayak - Panelist 
Gourab Nanda- Panelist 
Saroj Rout- Panelist 
Sukanta Mohapatra -Panelist 
Pritidhara (Jini) Mohanty) - Panelist 
Nishikant Sahoo – Co-Chair and Library 
Seminar 
Priyadarsan Patra – Library Seminar 
Sandip Dasverma- Library Seminar 
 
Literature Track 
Bigyani Das – Chair 
Gagan Panigrahi – Co-Chair 
 
Spiritual Track 
Satya Pattanaik – Chair 
Anjana Chowdhury – Co-Chair 
Dharitri Banerjee – Co-Chair 
Panchanan Satpathy 
Sarat Mohapatra 
Mousumee Jena 
Atasi Das 
Debanjan Chowdhury 
Sujata Mahapatra 
Abhinna Das 
 
Education Track 
Binod Nayak -  Chair 
Ashutosh Dutta - Co-Chair 
Abani Patra - Co-Chair 
Chitaranjan Das 
Sidhartha Das 
Leena Mishra 
Amiya Mohanty 
Annapurna Pandey 
Sulochana Patnaik 
Sikhanda Satpathy 
Sushant Satpathy 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Tourism Track 
Chitta Baral - Chair 
Tina Satapathy - Co-Chair 
Shyam Patra 
Santosh Tripathy 
Sushant Satpathy 
Lalu Mansinha 
Dhirendra Kar 
Triloki Pandey 
Annapurna Pandey 
Ipsita Mahapatra 
Kishore Dash 
Tapan Pattnayak 
Pradosh Sahoo 
Gagan Panigrahi 
Sharell Cook 
Satya Pattnaik 
Debajyoti Pati 
Chhabi Mishra 
Manjusha Patnaik 
 
Health Track 
Pinaki Panigrahi – Chair 
Nivedita Mohanty – Co-Chair 
 
Website 
Jayshree Samal 
BIkash Das 
  
Brochure 
Jayshree Samal 
Babru Samal 
  
Public Relations 
Deepa Parija 
Manaswini Sahu 
Priti Biswal 
  
Amazing Odisha 
Anu Biswal 
Pratap Das 
 
Who wants to be NRO Champion 
Salil Mishra 
  
 
 

http://globalodishaconference.org/tracks/tourism/
http://globalodishaconference.org/tracks/tourism/
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OSA Administration (2013-2015) 

 

 

OSA National Staff Members 

Position Name Email Phone 

President Tapan Padhi president@orissasociety.org (469) 544-4295 

Vice President Dr. Sikhanda Satapathy vicepresident@orissasociety.org (512) 248-8970 

Secretary Sabita Panigrahi secretary@orissasociety.org (416) 223-2756 

Treasurer Prashanta Ranabijuli treasurer@orissasociety.org (512) 697-9494 

General Counsel Niraj Rath niraj.rath@gmail.com (214) 250-4009 

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

Web 
Administration 

Bikash Panda bikash@gmail.com (925) 639-9148 

 

Chapter Presidents/Representatives 
 
Chapter Name Chapter Head Email Phone 

California Sunil Sabat sunil_sabat@yahoo.com (510) 364-3903 

Chicago Jhara Das jharadas@yahoo.com (630) 904-6208 

Grand Canyon 
Chapter 

Simant Misra misrahome@gmail.com (480) 515-3841 

Maryland – Virginia Sujata Nayak esnayaks@msn.com (301) 528-9702 

Michigan Punyatoya Sarangi punyatoyas@yahoo.co.in (248) 991-1344 

Minnesota/North-
west 

Debasis Das ds.debasis@gmail.com (952) 476-5850 

New England Arun Mohanty arunmohanty_05@yahoo.com (617) 224-3275 

New York-New Jersey Amar Senapati jagakalia@yahoo.com (732) 649-1809 

Ohio Anil Patnaik anil.dipali@gmail.com (937) 912-4363 

Ozark (central) Radhagobinda 
Mohanty 

rmohastat@charter.net (636) 220-6588 

Pacific Northwest Priyadarsan Patra ppatra@seedsnet.org (503) 617-0667 

Rocky Mountain Sadhu Behera sadhu.behera@gmail.com (303) 517-3297 

South East Sakti Singh sakti_singh@yahoo.com (919) 412-1228 

Southern Pramod Mahapatra m_pramod99@yahoo.com (423) 709-8301 

South-West Siddharth Behera siddharth.behera@gmail.com (512) 537-6042 

Washington, DC Bimal Mishra bimal_mishra@hotmail.com (301) 610-2098 

Canada Abani Pattanayak abanip@yahoo.com (647)406-3392 

mailto:sakti_singh@yahoo.com
mailto:abanip@yahoo.com
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Committees and Associated Members 2013-2015 
 
OSA Election Committee - 2015 
 
Position Name Email 

Chair Durga Misra dmisra@njit.edu 

Member Ashutosh Dutta ad37@caa.columbia.edu 

Member Jagannath Mohanty jpmohanty@yahoo.com 

 
Other Committees 
 
Committees Members 

Social Pramod Mahapatra 

 Jhara Das 

 Prashanta Ranabijuli 

Youth Niraj Rath 

 Tapannita Padhi 

Senior Citizen Pratap Das 

 Hari Arjun Patro 

Cultural Annapurna Biswal 

 Purna Patnaik 

 Niranjan Tripathy 

Organizational Sadhu Behera 

 Amulya Das 

Awards Saswata Mohapatra (Chair) 

 Sridhar Rana 

 Purna Patnaik 

 Sikhanda Satapathy (ex-
officio) 

Odissi Steering Anu Biswal 

 Purna Patnaik 

 Pratap Das 

 Niranjan Tripathy 

 Ipsita Mahapatra 

 Niharika Mohanty 

Education Steering Abani Patra 

 Ashutosh Dutta 

 Annapurna Pandey 

 Ashok Samal 

 Sikhanda Satapathy 

 Jay N Bhuyan 

 Dhirendra Kar 

 Safaquat Khan 

Fund raising guideline Prakash Sahu 

 Pramod Mahapatra 

mailto:dmisra@njit.edu
mailto:ad37@caa.columbia.edu
mailto:jpmohanty@yahoo.com
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Finance & Audit  Prashanta Ranabijuli 
(Treasurer) 

 Akhileswar Patel 

 Loknath Patro 

 Debashis Panda 

Let’s Learn Odia Kuku Das 

 Satya Patnaik 

 Sikhanda Satapathy 

Membership Drive Manoj Padhi 

 Leena Mishra 

 Prashanta Ranabijuli 

OSAnet Moderation Manoj Padhi 

 Sunil Sabat 

OSA Website Bikash Panda 

 Ranjan Rath 

OSA Website Modernization Rupananda Mishra 

 Susant Routray 

 Prashanta Ranabijuli 

Regional Drama Festivals Sandip Kumar Dasverma 

 Tapas Sahoo 

 Birendra Jena 

 Gayatri Joshi 

 Leena Mishra 

Champu Chanda Odissi Sanjukta Mishra 

 Sujata Patnaik 

 Pratap Das 

 Debaki Nandan Choudhury 

 Sabita Panigrahi 

Odisha Development Committee Sukant Mohapatra (chair) 

 Amiya Nayak 

 Annapurna Pandey 

 Leena Mishra 

 Abani Patra 

 Jay N. Bhuyan 

 Dhirendra Kar 

 Safaquat Khan 

Grievance Hearing Committee Kuku Das 

 Panchanan Satpathy 

 Surya Mishra 

OSA Public Library Initiative Committee Nishikanta Sahoo, Chair 

 Sandip K, Dasverma 

 Priyadarsan Patra 

 Sri Gopal Mohanty 

 Prabhu Prasad Sahoo 

 Sushant Dash 
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  OSA Executives 

President 
Tapan Padhi 
(469) 544-4295 
president@orissasociety.org  

Vice President 
Dr. Sikhanda Satapathy 
(512) 248-8970 
vicepresident@orissasociety.org  

Secretary 
Sabita Panigrahi 
(416) 223-2756 
secretary@orissasociety.org 

Treasurer 
Prashanta Ranabijuli 
(512) 697-9494 
treasurer@orissasociety.org  

Editor 
Satya Patnaik 
(614) 602-7021 
satyapatnaik11@gmail.com 

46th Convention & 
Global Odisha 

Convener 
Pratap Das 
(301) 801-7757 
pratapdas1@gmail.com 

Organizing Committee 
Leena Mishra 
Leena_mishra@hotmail.com 
Annapurna Biswal 
biswalanu1@gmail.com 
Bimal Mishra 
Bimal_mishra@hotmail.com 

Gatikrishna Tripathy 

gatikrishnat@gmail.com 

Track Chairs 
Education 
Binod Nayak 
binodnayak@hotmail.com 

Business 
Ajaya Mohanty 
ajkmohanty@gmail.com 

Tourism 
Dr. Chitta Baral 
chitta@gmail.com 

Health 
Dr. Pinaki Panigrahi 
ppanigrahi@unmc.edu 

Spiritual 
Satya Patnaik 
satyapatnaik11@gmail.com 

Literature 
Dr. Bigyani Das 
bigyanidas@yahoo.com 
 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

I convey my best wishes to OSA members on publishing “URMI” to 

commemorate 46th annual convention and 1st-ever Global Odisha 

Conference at the Gaylord National Resort & Convention Center, 201 

Waterfront Street, National Harbor, MD 20745. The Global Odisha 

Conference and OSA Convention will be attended by Odias residing in 

US and Canada.  About 2000 Odias from various professional, cultural 

and educational areas will congregate to celebrate Odia culture and 

strengthen collaboration in various socio-cultural issues. The events 

will be graced by dignitaries such as legendary Odia classical singer, 

Smt. Shyamamani Patnaik, renowned spiritual leader Dr. Chandra 

Bhanu Satpathy, Padma Bibhushan Shri Raghunath Mohapatra and will 

be addressed by Hon’ble Nisha Desai Biswal, Assistant Secretary of 

State for South and Central Asian Affairs, Hon’ble Jim McDermott, 

Congressman and  Padma Bhushan Dr. Bhakta B. Rath, Associate 

Director of Research at Naval Research Laboratory (NRL), Indian 

Ambassador Mr. Arun Singh among others. 

For the first time, OSA leadership is taking a humble attempt in 

developing a unique international platform to promote collaboration 

and partnership among Odias residing globally and in Odisha. It is an 

initiative to congregate successful people in various professional, 

business, cultural and educational areas around the world to 

contribute to the development of Odisha and India. This is in line with 

the vision of the Government of India that each state should constitute 

its own global talent pool. Our effort is geared towards accepting the 

challenge of Indian Prime Minister Hon. Narendra Modi to globalize 

India. We are also inviting several key stake holders from USA and 

India, and internationally acclaimed personalities in Indian art, culture, 

education, business and literature. Highlights of some of the planned 

activities are spectacular cultural programs (Amazing Odisha) at the 

Kennedy Center, hosting the convention at one of the best convention 

centers of the world - Gaylord Resort, and displaying Odisha Tourism 

Department's Road Show and conducting symposiums on health, 

education, tourism, business, spirituality and literature. 

Message from the President, OSA 

mailto:president@orissasociety.org
mailto:vicepresident@orissasociety.org
mailto:secretary@orissasociety.org
mailto:treasurer@orissasociety.org
mailto:satyapatnaik11@gmail.com
mailto:Leena_mishra@hotmail.com
mailto:biswalanu1@gmail.com
mailto:Bimal_mishra@hotmail.com
mailto:gatikrishnat@gmail.com
mailto:binodnayak@hotmail.com
mailto:ajkmohanty@gmail.com
mailto:chitta@gmail.com
mailto:ppanigrahi@unmc.edu
mailto:satyapatnaik11@gmail.com


                                                                    18                               URMI - OSA Souvenir 2015 

 

 

 Social progress is largely due to the intellectual creativity of human beings. The impact of a rich 

cultural tradition and history of our success of all human activity has resulted in unique dance forms, 

painting and music that inspire awe, and the creativity that spans beyond our imagination as proud 

Odias. Today, in an advanced society it continues to evolve at a rapid pace, the tools such as facebook, 

youtube etc that help us convey our thoughts and ideas have become an integral part of our daily lives.  

However, in this Global Odisha conference we will endeavor to influence our attendees to reflect upon 

our great cultural tradition.  In addition, OSA is taking every step possible to create an impact in the field 

of education, health, spirituality, literature and entrepreneurship collaboration for development among 

people from all the countries, Odisha, USA and Canada.  This intention is based on the values of our 

education, profession, culture, tradition and a committed passion towards betterment of our 

motherland and adopted homeland.  

The continued success of SYSCO – Social, Youth, Senior Citizens, Cultural and Organizational aspects 

of OSA depend upon true volunteers of OSA.  I continue to appeal to our members to spare some time 

off their busy schedule to help OSA to come forward to support initiative such as HAI-888-OSA (help an 

individual) which OSA launched successfully recently.  Regarding finances, OSA has invested judiciously 

for growth of our savings which has already shown positive result. 

It was an eventful term for us.  We faced “Phailin” as one of the worst natural disasters in Odisha's 

history and OSA members showed the compassionate attitude by making largest donation in OSA’s 

history sent to CM’s relief fund.  We were successful in collaborating with Odisha Government to apply 

the donated money to build modern libraries in Phailin affected areas.  I particularly feel happy for what 

we have done for our society, expanding our help to non-members and increasing our visibility in Odisha 

and in US. We have provided stronger support to help families in distress and help Odia students, 

entrepreneurs and faculties both academically and professionally.  

I'm confident about the future of this great organization. The strong support of our OSA members 

and sponsors towards initiatives of OSA such as GOC (Global Odisha Conference), our outstanding 

advancements in social engagement, and the energy and talent of our volunteers are reasons to believe 

that OSA will accomplish even bigger and better things in the years to come.  Since the beginning of this 

non-profit organization OSA, our esteemed members have contributed immensely either through the 

organization or on a personal basis to the benefits of people in need, for right causes through various 

charitable activities from time to time.  At this time, friendship and pragmatic cooperation of our 

chapters, and inter-country Odia associations are needed more and more with each and every passing 

day, as all of us immigrants face same issues. We are equally emotional to do our best for our home 

state and contribute to the betterment of  both adopted homeland and own motherland.   

In the true spirit of OSA, however, we remain cognizant that as we develop our membership base, 

we also have a responsibility to make impactful contributions to further our tradition and culture among 

Odia families. Regional chapters will constitute a key element of that responsibility going forward. 

Through the establishment of the new chapters such as Rocky Mountain Chapter in Colorado, under 

able leadership of the chapter president, we have been successful in showcasing Odia tradition and 

values to mainstream American community.  In our term we have taken initiative and provided impetus 
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and support for the formation of new chapters in Atlanta and Florida which is now beginning to bear 

fruit. OSA emphasized regional chapter revitalization as part of its growth strategy and, drawing on our 

experience to date, we should intend to proactively engage in initiatives that stimulate regional chapter 

activities, including support for community activities undertaken by the chapters aimed at generating 

further interest in OSA. 

I will be completing my term as President this year, I will continue to work closely with our Board of 

Governors to advance OSA’s key priorities and assure a smooth transition to new leadership team. It 

has been an honor to serve as the president of the Odisha Society of the Americas and a privilege to 

meet and build my friendship with so many talented BOG members, benefactors, sponsors, well 

wishers and above all OSA members. I am extremely proud of our executive members who established 

a strong foundation of selfless volunteering work for OSA and have shown their leadership ability by 

completing all activities of OSA through their infallible commitment to OSA with integrity and dignity. 

Our general counsel provided the right counseling at the right time.  Our OSA editor took the quality of 

OSA journal and newsletter “Utkarsa” to few notches up. The strong leadership ability of the Convener, 

co-conveners, organizing leaders, cultural committee chair, symposium track chairs, multiple 

committee members and above all dedicated volunteers have been phenomenal in their commitment 

and hard work to organize the convention of this biggest magnitude in the history of OSA.  I'm truly 

grateful to all of you for what we have done together. Your selfless collaboration, social responsibility, 

culturally influenced innovative suggestions, and volunteering spirit are the essence of what makes OSA 

great. 

I believe the publication of URMI, the souvenir is a truly meaningful event, marking a significant and 

exciting moment in the history of OSA members’ cultural tradition. This kind of annual Souvenir serves 

as a window for learning about our own people, culture, custom, tradition & literature. It will also act as 

a bridge with second generation and will go a long way towards promoting literary understanding.  

Again, on behalf of the executive committee and Board of Governors of the OSA, I would thank the 

volunteers of OSA to continue to build a strong foundation of OSA culture and traditions for the road 

ahead.  I would like to take this opportunity to congratulate the Editors for undertaking such a 

worthwhile task.  

 

With best regards, 

    

Tapan Padhi, President, The OSA 
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Dear Friends, 

  

 It is my honor and privilege to invite you to the first-ever Global Odisha 

Conference (GO 15) and the 46th annual OSA convention from July 1-4, 2015 at the 

prestigious Gaylord National Resort & Convention Center, 201 Waterfront Street, 

National Harbor, MD 20745.  This convention will not only offer an opportunity for Odias to converge 

together to demonstrate the spirit of solidarity, share experiences, take action, unite for social 

exploration by engaging in art, culture, and literature unique to this state, it will also provide a platform 

for practitioners, researchers and educators from around the world who are engaged in social and 

economic development to present, discuss and debate on issues that are critical for both economic and 

social development of our state. 

 Our belief in the concept of  "Progress" through "Unity", has prompted us to select "Samhati" and 

 "Pragati" to be the theme of this convention. Our hope is to provide you with a forum to discuss new 

ideas and opportunities, with the potential for Odisha's transformation. I am sure that you all will agree 

with me that we often undermine ourselves and are apprehensive of projecting ourselves as being 

proud Odias. Though this might not be true in all cases but it can be ascribed to most of us. Apart from 

individual level, even at a national level, Odisha is not well marketed and exposed as compared to states 

like West Bengal, Andhra Pradesh, Uttar Pradesh and many other states. Is it because we as Odias have 

not taken the initiative to raise awareness of the rich and dynamic state we originate from? It is now 

time for us to propel ourselves to execute our vision to enrich, promote and  celebrate Odia culture and 

heritage and place Odisha beside competing states.  

 The idea of hosting the Global Odisha Conference emerged as a consequence of our vision to make 

this convention all encompassing by also targeting Odias from overseas to immerse in our efforts of 

state building. The conference is expected to consolidate the various recommendations and create a 

solid, cohesive and powerful package delineating action oriented programs, projects and regional 

initiatives that the government of Odisha can consider implementing.  We thus expect Global Odisha 

conference to be an exciting intellectual hub where ideas will be expressed, shared and implemented. 

This demonstrates our interest in partnering with the Odisha Government to bring our state into the 

limelight. I urge the future stakeholders of OSA to develop a sense of ownership for these initiatives and 

work towards transforming our vision into reality.  

All of you have undertaken great efforts and invested a lot of time in ensuring your participation in 

this convention. We understand that many could not make it due to other commitments.  I recognize 

that this convention is a bit more expensive than the previous conventions.  However, I can assure you 

that after  spending 4 days at Gaylord, engaging in the Think Tank sessions, entertainment by the film 

stars, noted musicians and your national friends and children, attending the special sessions such as 

Yoga, Children programs, Senior's Forum, Kabita Patha, Inaugural programs, Kennedy Center programs, 

you will agree that you got your money's worth.  We tried our best to create this feeling among the 

participants while designing the convention activities and I hope we as a team have accomplished our 

goal! 

Bande Utkal Janani! 

Pratap Das 

Message from the Convener 
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Dear Friends, 

 

Welcome to OSA convention 2015!  

 

It has been my honor and privilege to have served as the co-convener of 

the 46th OSA Annual Convention. Serving in this capacity has changed my 

life and deepened my appreciation for what it means to be a convention leader. 

 The 46th OSA Annual Convention along with 1st Global Odisha Conference is an opportunity to all 

immigrant Odias to celebrate our Odia culture, heritage and camaraderie. We also need to pass on these 

cherished values to our next generation so that they can continue to carry the torch forward.  Keeping 

these core values as our inspiration, we the Washingtonians started planning the convention that 

celebrates the Odia pride in all of us. Thanks to OSA for believing in us and giving us the opportunity to 

host this convention.  

 The Washington DC chapter convention was designed by the veteran leaders of Washington DC 

who wanted to showcase a convention that highlights the Odia pride. Our goal was to present Odias 

living abroad a unique experience that highlighted our Odia pride through unique cultural programs, 

seminars, sports activities and Odia film festival to entertain and educate younger and older generations 

alike and to keep them linked to their motherland. As a co-convener of Annual OSA Convention, I 

realized the magnitude of what we were planning to do and solicited everyone’s help and contribution 

to make this convention a success. This success could not have been achieved without the help and 

guidance from other chapter members on multiple fronts. Lastly, but not the least, I thank the members 

of the Washington DC Chapter, who spent countless hours to make this event a grand success.  

 

I thank all OSA members for your participation and hope you have a good time here in Washington DC 

area! 

 
Sincerely, 
 

 
Gatikrishna Tripathy 
Co-convener, 46th OSA Annual Convention 
 
  

Message from the Co-Conveners 
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Dear Friends, 
 
It’s with great pleasure that I welcome you all on behalf of the organizing 

team of 46th OSA Convention to the annual convention and Global Odisha 
Conference to be held in Gaylord Resort and Convention Center, National 
Harbor, Maryland. Every year we celebrate our achievements in the annual 
convention and also make an effort to connect with Odias in North America 
preserving the heritage and culture of our native land Odisha. 

 
OSA is a 46 year old organization. This year convention has taken a bold 

step and added a new wing to the regular annual convention as Global Odisha Conference. The goal of 
the Global Odisha conference is to invite the Odias all around the globe to reflect on the power of ideas 
to change our lives and showcase our community to the world. 

 
The mega event of this year will also be a showcase for star studded entertainment and many 

traditional programs from Odisha and here in addition to being a platform for national and international 
business, education and professional forums held by well known entrepreneurs, academicians and 
established professionals from around the world. This undoubtedly propels us further in executing our 
vision to enrich, promote and celebrate Odia culture and heritage on a world platform. Some of you 
have travelled long distances to be here, bringing unique insight and experience. Our hope is to provide 
you with a forum to discuss new ideas and opportunities with transformative potential.  

 
We are pleased to present an interesting and engaging schedule to inspire your participation. 

Throughout the four days of the joint program you will have the opportunity to attend Global Odisha 
Conference or/and the Annual Convention of OSA. Join us and be a part of our collective vision of Global 
Odisha Conference and bring your energy to make it a memorable one. Your presence in this event will 
undoubtedly forge common bonds and initiate friendship and partnership lasting a lifetime. 

 
Finally, on behalf of the entire convention team I wish you a very happy 46th anniversary and hope 

to meet many of you personally throughout the convention. I also take this opportunity to extend my 
sincere thanks to the entire convention team for putting together this exceptional event for all of us.  

 
Leena Mishra 
Co-Convener 
Global Odisha Conference 
  

Message from the Co-Conveners 
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OSA thoughts… 

Sikhanda Satapathy 

 

In the Prophet, Khalil Gibran writes a very interesting note on pleasure. “Go 

to your fields and your gardens, and you shall learn that it is the pleasure of the 

bee to gather honey of the flower, But it is also the pleasure of the flower to 

yield its honey to the bee. For to the bee a flower is a fountain of life, And to the 

flower a bee is a messenger of love, And to both, bee and flower, the giving and the receiving of pleasure 

is a need and an ecstasy.” There is no better way to describe similar pleasure that exists in our OSA 

conventions. The organizers and the attendees are like the flower and the bee, each complementing an 

ecstasy with a need. Moreover, the hosts of yesteryears are our guests of this year, taking turns in the 

flower-bee roles. 

The organizers of this convention have toiled hard, very hard indeed, to give a unique shape to the 

yearly event, to bring a new dream to fruition and to strengthen the Odia brotherhood in the North 

America. Of course, every intention is not fulfilled and every action doesn’t succeed. In this year’s case, 

many thoughts and endeavors didn’t see the light of the day, yet there are many innovations and 

novelties that are bound to enthrall the attendees. For the first time in OSA history, there will be such a 

congregation of artists and intellectuals. Not only the bridge that has been under construction for last 

many decades between the North American Odias with their motherland will be immensely 

strengthened, a new era of Odia globalization will be initiated. 

Somebody had asked me why one should become OSA life member paying $300. To me, just 

attendance at the convention is reason enough. The society organizes a three day extravaganza, whose 

value is much more than the cost we bear. The cost of organizing a convention is in the neighborhood of 

$200k now-a-days. On top of that the sweat labor amounts to about $50k-$100k, which any professional 

organizer would charge for a similar event. With an average of 300 families attending the convention, 

the value per family is over $600, not counting the sweat dollars! Therefore, with a $100 registration 

fee, benefit is over $500 in just one convention, making the OSA life membership a great bargain! Of 

course the attendees spend additional dollars on travel, hotel and food, which is expected in any 

vacation or conference attendance, and hence can’t be counted in the equation. In addition, among 

many intangible benefits, OSA provides a platform for expression for members, through OSANet, 

quarterly newsletter, Utkarsa and annual souvenir, Urmi. OSA supports celebration of Odia culture 

through annual regional dramas, Odia speech competition, champu, chhanda Odissi performances at 

chapter level and at the convention. OSA provides a platform for the members and their children to 

showcase their talents in dance, music, drama, poetry, entrepreneurship, etc. Like minded folks come 

together to discuss issues of common interest through forums on women, senior citizen, literature, etc. 

Message from the Vice President, OSA 
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OSA conventions typically feature popular Odia artists and accomplished individuals in various areas of 

art and culture, who are a treat to watch, listen and interact. Lately OSA has formalized an Odisha 

Development Day, which finds an expanded expression in the Global Odisha Conference this year, 

where professionals in different areas are expected to come together to collaborate, formulate action 

plans or just network. In addition to all these, OSA also works for disaster relief in Odisha, and supports 

Odias in distress in America. If all of these are not reason enough for membership in a socio-cultural 

organization, then what is? “Friendship is always a sweet responsibility, never an opportunity.” 

I take this opportunity to thank all who have generously supported OSA financially and otherwise, 

without which many of OSA’s activities including hosting of the convention would have been difficult. I 

welcome all loving hearts to the convention, and thank all of the organizers who have contributed 

immensely through their time and labor. 

 

Sikhanda Satapathy 

Vice President, OSA 

 

 

 

 

 

Dear Friends,                                                                                       

I am excited to welcome you all to the first Global Odisha Conference and 46th Annual Convention 

of OSA. I am also excited to congratulate all the committees and volunteers who made these events 

possible and successful. OSA is a non-profit volunteer organization established 

by people from Odisha, India. Among organizations in North America of the 

Indian subcontinent, OSA is one of the oldest organizations. Initially, OSA helped 

connect those who had left Odisha and were living in various parts of USA and 

Canada. This society brought them together and gave them a strong sense of 

belonging as they adjusted to a new culture and new country. Over the years, it 

has helped promote Odia culture, its artists, language and its heritage in North 

America. I am proud to say that in times of need, its esteemed members have 

also helped people of Odisha in both the motherland and the adopted homeland through numerous 

charitable activities. It has all happened due to the initiative and the selfless work of its many 

volunteers. OSA has grown a lot and its roles and responsibilities have also broadened. I am proud to be 

part of the vibrant OSA family and I am sure you are as well. We OSA executives have worked together 

along with all chapter presidents and representatives to keep OSA’s goals afloat and take the 

organization a step further. 

I am pleased to inform that OSA membership has increased to over 1200 families. I am excited to 

welcome new members to our OSA community. I would like to request each and every member of OSA 

Message from the Secretary, OSA 
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to spread the word and educate fellow Odias about the organization and encourage them to become 

members of OSA. If every member brings even just one new member, then our membership will be 

doubled. I'd like to request once again to all of the OSA parents to encourage their adult children, who 

are above 18 years old, to become OSA members. 

OSA members always come up with creative ideas to promote Odia culture. The Regional Drama 

Festival (RDF) is one of them. It was conceived by Sandip Das Verma of Washington state and Sri Gopal 

Mohanty of Canada.  The objective of the RDF is to develop a closer relationship between communities 

of people from Odisha residing in North America, through a festival with a special focus on drama. I am 

pleased to announce that the RDF grant has been increased from $500 to $800.  I am also excited to 

announce that on 6th of June two RDFs were hosted by Canada and New England.  

As you may know, the OSA CCO (Champu, Chhanda and Odissi) competition is to promote Odissi, 

Champu and Chhanda by young Odias in North America. This program has been conceived by Mrs. Lata 

Misra. OSA is proud to introduce a CCO instrumental competition along with vocal competition. This will 

provide our children that play instruments with a platform to showcase their talent. Instruments such as 

flute, violin, harmonium, guitar, etc. are encouraged. 

OSA has also introduced a Help Line available through the OSA website. This "help an individual" 

number HAI-888-4OSA (424-888-4672) is operational and is actively monitored by volunteers. 

The web address for OSA is http://www.odishasociety.org/. I highly recommend that you visit the 

site frequently. You can find information about our activities, newsletter Utkarsha, monthly Board of 

Governance (BOG) meeting minutes, yearly general body meeting minutes and much more. You will also 

find various guidelines such as convention guidelines and award guidelines. In a nutshell, you will find 

answers for many of your questions, as well as important information about the organization. If you 

want to contact the executives or any chapter representatives you can also find the contact information 

there.  

The OSAnet Yahoo group is OSA’s communication medium. Prior to 2007, there was no exclusive 

network for OSA members to communicate with each other. Ornet was used as a network to 

communicate with the members, and OSA executives were using it to pass on important organization 

related messages to the members. But it was not an OSA network. In May 2007, OSAnet was 

established, and at the Detroit convention a motion was passed unanimously to use OSAnet as an 

official network to be used for OSA activities.  As it is currently the only communication network for the 

members to discuss OSA activities, I encourage all the members to join the network to share their ideas 

and stay informed about OSA activities.  

Currently OSA has 17 chapters. The newest chapter is Rocky Mountain which brought in more than 

25 new life members.  We are in the process of forming three new chapters in Florida, Atlanta and 

Seattle. 

As you may know, we conduct monthly Board of Governers meeting among chapter presidents and 

OSA executives every second Sunday of the month.  We post the minutes on OSAnet, the OSA website, 

as well as in Utkarsha. Please let us know if you have any questions or concerns you want shared. We 

will add them to our agenda. 

http://www.odishasociety.org/
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Again, I request each and every one of you to become actively involved in OSA activities and help 

OSA grow as a community, whether it is through arts, culture, humanitarian, higher education, Odisha 

community development or OSA helpline.  

I take this opportunity to thank my teammates Tapan Padhi, Sikhanda Satpathy and Prashanta 

Ranabijuli for their diligent support and help over the last two years.  Their commitment towards our 

society is commendable. I am proud of working with this extraordinary team.  Meeting every 

Wednesday night was not easy while they were all swamped with personal and professional 

commitments.  Still, they have truly inspired me to work with sincerity and dedication. I have learnt a lot 

from each of them, their commitment towards the community, their flawless work, selfless effort, 

calmness, honesty and talent. 

I would like to congratulate the new team Sushant Satpathy, Sulochana Patnaik, Sidharth Behera, 

and Saradakanta Panda for taking the responsibility of OSA.   

Regards, 

Sabita Panigrahi  

Secretary, OSA (2013-2015) 

       sabitapanigrahi@rogers.com 

 

 

 

 

 

Greetings Friends,  

Welcome to the Global Odisha Conference and 46th Annual Convention of OSA! “A dream doesn’t 

become reality through magic; it takes sweat, determination and hard work”. The first ever Global 

Odisha Conference and the 46th Annual Convention of OSA is a reality because 

of the tireless effort of hundreds of volunteers. Let us appreciate the effort of 

these volunteers and enjoy the fruit of their labor.  

Strength of a volunteer based organization like OSA lies in its membership 

base and in its financial health. I am happy to report that we are making steady 

progress on both fronts. As of this day, OSA’s membership base has increased to 

1200+ families and the bank balance at the National level has grown to about 

$240K. Including the balance at Chapter level, the total balance of OSA is close to $350K.  

Now, here are some of the financial and operational achievements over the last two years. 

 

OSA’s Long-term investment  

You will be pleased to hear that OSA’s long-term investment is performing well. In a short span of 7 

months the initial investment of $150K has grown to more than $156K, a gain of $6K. The investments 

were made in conservative instruments - $100K in CD, $35K in S&P 500 Mutual Fund, and $15K in cash - 

after considerable deliberation among Finance Committee members and after due approval by the BOG. 

The goal was to generate about 5% return per annum so the current performance is ahead of the 

Message from the Treasurer, OSA 
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expectation.  In 10 years, which is the time horizon for this long-term investment, the total return could 

be upwards of $75K. I believe the long-term investment of this nature is the first time in OSA’s history 

and hope that this be used as a template for future investments.  

 

Annual Fundraising Drive and establishment of Emergency Relief Fund 

Several disasters struck us in 2013-14. But as always OSA members came forward to help fellow 

Odias and victims of natural disasters in Odisha. Through various fundraising drives OSA raised more 

than $100K. However, we learnt that disasters are bound to happen and we need to be prepared for 

them, not react after they happen. I am thankful to EC, BOG members, and OSA members for approving 

the establishment of “Emergency Relief Fund” and approving the guideline for “Annual Fundraising 

Drive”. As of this writing we have $15,598.12 in the Emergency Relief Fund. 

 

Improved Transparency 

In order to bring transparency to financial transactions, several operational improvements were 

introduced  

o Quarterly Account Statements are shared promptly on OSANet 

o Receipts are issued for membership fee collection and donation 

Improved Income Sources 

Various measures were taken to generate more revenue for OSA 

o OSA Fee for Convention was increased from $15 to $25. This increase will bring in additional 

revenue (about $3,000 to $5,000 each year) to OSA. 

o Long-term investment was created to generate periodic income. The investment is expected to 

give 5% annual return, which is about $7,500 per year. 

o OSA is now registered with AmazonSmile program. This program could generate hundreds of 

dollars in new income. 

Increased Support for various activities 

o RDF grant was increased from $500 to $800. In addition, five RDF events were budgeted each 

year. 

o Support for Odia Debate, CCO, and various other competitions at Convention have continued. 

Increasing the prize money for various awards have been discussed. 

Establishment of OSA Helpline (HAI-888-4OSA) 

OSA Helpline is now operational. People are using it. We have received eight calls in the last two 

months.  

 

PAN Card 

OSA has obtained a PAN card from the Income Tax Department of India. PAN Card is a requirement 

now-a-days to receive donations in India. 
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Membership 

We have crossed 1200* mark for membership. Achieving this milestone was possible because of 

persistent effort from many volunteers. Special thanks to our newest Rocky Mountain chapter for 

bringing in more than 25 new life members. Discussion for another new chapter is underway.  

Here is a snapshot of membership increase from last year. 

Membership Category As of May 31st 2014 As of May 31st 2015 * Increase in membership 

Life members 921 963 42 

Benefactors 42 42 0 

Patrons 51 51 0 

5yr members 51 62 11 

Annual members 40 84 44 

Total 1105 1202 * 97 

* Includes new members registered through Convention 2015 

OSA has made considerable progress in recent years, but I believe that the best days are ahead of 

us. I am thankful to have gotten the opportunity to serve the organization for the past two years. As 

your Treasurer I tried to fulfill my duty to the best of my ability with only OSA’s interest in mind. I wish 

to thank the current EC, Committee members, BOG members, and OSA members for their 

encouragement, support, and guidance along the way.  And I am confident that OSA will be in good 

hands of our new Executives: Mr. Sushant Satpathy, Mrs. Sulochana Patnaik, Mr. Saradakanta Panda, 

and Mr. Siddharth Behera.  

Please join me in welcoming all the new members to OSA family (The new member list is presented 

elsewhere in this souvenir). 

 

Regards, 

Prashanta Ranabijuli 

Treasurer, OSA (2013-2015) 

512-917-4715 (Mobile) 

ranabijuli@gmail.com 
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Dear Friends, 

A journey that began thousands of miles away from the land of 

Neelachala (Puri), where our footprints have crisscrossed 

numerous times, has surpassed all boundaries and continues to 

bring us together, inspire each one of us to congregate and share 

our common experiences. It is a great pleasure to have had the 

opportunity to serve the local Odia community along with my 

friends Sushmita Behera and Bijay Satpathy as the past office 

bearers of the OSA DC Chapter.  

In the last seven to eight years we have seen a surge of young 

spirited friends who have actively networked and collaborated like rivulets merging into community 

events to keep the enthusiasm going. We have made simple yet subtle changes in how we conduct 

ourselves to reflect our embracing spirit in a non-intrusive manner. On the one hand we are loosely 

coupled focused with our day to day life and on the other hand we are a strong cohesive community 

standing by each other when the need arises.  

Here amongst us are the very best of Odias that always make us feel proud. We consider ourselves 

as part of the bridge generation. On one end we connect with our elders in the community from whom 

we get to learn a lot and on the other end we have our younger brothers and sisters who shower us with 

a lot of love - all tied in a tight embrace. The three have fused seamlessly into one, navigating the flight 

towards the same goal - the goal to preserve and promote our Odia culture and heritage and let our 

children learn & grow to be good caring citizens. We have come a long way in increasing the number of 

participants in Odissi and Odia music, dance, and drama programs from what it was a decade back. 

There is still scope to grow even more and encourage new members to carry on the spirit of service. It 

has been a worthwhile experience, and it gave us the opportunity to know people, learn and serve our 

community that we so dearly love. 

We had the opportunity to accept and host the first GOC and OSA Convention in Washington DC this 

year and I take this opportunity to welcome you all to this convention.  

We sincerely hope that your stay is comfortable and that you meet and link with friends and family 

from around the globe and our hospitality makes a lasting positive impression of our OSA DC Chapter 

Odia community.  

With Warm Regards,  

Prakash Sahu – Past President (2012-2014) OSA DC Chapter  

 

  

Message from the Past President,  

OSA Washington DC Chapter (2012-2014) 
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Dear Friends, 

 

 

On behalf of OSA DC Chapter, I welcome you all to the Global Odisha 

Conference and 46th OSA Annual Convention from July 1st to July 4th. We are 

very proud to host the first Global Odisha Conference along with the 46th OSA 

convention. We are striving to prove that we are truly a global community 

living in many different countries with a common thread. My special thanks 

go to Mr Pratap Das (Convenor), Ms. Leena Mishra (Co-convenor) and Mr. Gatikrishna Tripathy (Co-

convenor) for their dynamic leadership. My sincere thanks also go to the countless volunteers from OSA 

DC. The hard work, dedication and endurance with which they work is truly amazing.  I cannot be more 

proud of the OSA DC chapter officials, Snigdha Hota, Bidyashree Parhi and Subrat Rout. They are entirely 

dedicated and are helping me unconditionally for this convention from the very beginning of the 

planning process.  

 

This year’s theme is: “Unity and Progress”. Yes, we need to be united and connected as a 

community to achieve our common goal “progress”. I request all the participants to connect at least 

with five new persons in this convention and continue to do so in the coming conventions.  I believe the 

more we are connected, the faster progress we can achieve.  

 

Finally, we have so many great artists visiting from Odisha, we will have an Odia film festival, and the 

“Amazing Odisha" show at Kennedy Center depicting the life and cultural history of Odisha. I hope all of 

you will enjoy the fun-filled activities, youth events, delicious foods, and cultural activities. 

 

Wish you all the best!  

 

Bande Utkal Janani. 

 

Sincerely, 

 

Bimal B. Mishra 

President, OSA DC 

 

  

Message from the President,  

OSA Washington DC Chapter  
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Message from the Chief Minister, Odisha 
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HB[ `ÍN[Þ, Ac AMÞ jÐc_ÐÒe 

 

 `ÍÞ¯ JjÐauÊ J aÐuaÑ cÐÒ_ 

 

 _c²Ðe Ð 

 Òj HL jé ð̀ \ÞmÐ; ÒRÐVÞA jé ð̀VÞH LÐkÞÜ ÒLÒ[aià [Òf Ð aÞÒ]hbËcÞÒe AD ÒNÐVÞH JXÞA jée hÊZÞaÐe 

jé ð̀; JXÞA MÐ]Ô HLÐWÞ ajÞ MÐBaÐe jé`ð; JXÞA NÑ[ hÊZÞaÐe jé ð̀ Ð ÒjB ÒRÐVÞA jé ð̀VÞLÊ Ò_B NYÞ DWÞ\ÞmÐ H 

ÒdDÜ JjÐ 46 aià [Òf, ASÞ Òj _ËAÒahÒe eË̀ Ð«eÞ[ ÒkÐBRÞ; ÒLDÜ JXÞA `eÞaÐee ÒaßWLMÐ_ÐeÊ @ÐjÞ 

`kqÞRÞ aÞMÔÐ[ ÒkÐÒVmç ÒNmXàÒe _ÞSLÊ `eÞ Í̀LÐh LeÞaÐLÊ Ð HB[ Í̀N[Þ; Ac AMÞ jÐc_ÐÒe, AccÐ_* 

jÕk[Þe Séf« D]ÐkeZ Ð 

 ÒjcÞ[Þ jé`ð Ò]MÞR«Þ JjÐe LcàLràÐ cÐÒ_, aÞhé JXÞA* cÞf_Ñ `ÐBÜ; Haià Òj jé`ðe jÕ Ë̀Àà eË`Ð«e 

_ÒkÐB`ÐeÞÒm aÞ Òj ÒdDÜ jé ð̀VÞ c_Òe D*ÞcÐeÞmÐ, Òj _Þ¾¯ ]ÞÒ_ XÐf`[Í ÒcmÞa, Òj\ÞÒe $Êm $ÊVÞa, $f 

$fÞa; AD ÒjL\ÐLÊ cÒ_ `LÐBa baÞiÔ[e JjÐ; ỀZÞ ÒLÒ[aià `Òe Ð 

 HcÞ[Þ HL OVZÐakÊf cÊkËràÒe aÐiàÞL JjÐ jêeZÞLÐ DcàÞe jÕ`Ð]_Ð ]Ð¯Þ[é bÐe NÍkZ LeÞ cÊÜ _ÞSLÊ 

bÐNÔa[Ñ cÒ_ LeÊRÞ Ð jk jÕ`Ð]L J jÕ`Ð]ÞLÐ cÐ_* jkÒdÐNÒe jcÒª cÞhÞ H Í̀LÐh_Ñ DcàÞLÊ A`ZcÐ_* 

`W_e A_tÐ_ÊbË[Þ `ÐBÜ Í̀ªÊ[ LeÞRÊ Ð AhÐ, A`ZcÐÒ_ _Þ¾¯ `YÞÒa, MÊjÞÒkÒa J H jÕ`Ð]_ÐVÞÒe Í̀LÐhÞ[ 

jcª ÒmML ÒmMÞLÐ cÐ_*Ê [Ð* ÒmMÐ cÐ^ÔcÒe QÞkðÞaÐLÊ `Í¯Ðj LeÞÒa Ð 

 

Í̀aÐjÒe ASÞ   aÞLhÞRÞ $ÊVÞ 

JXÞA jÕ²ó[Þ $Êm 

]ÞN QkVB     aÐj ckLB 

eË̀  [Ð @cËm cËm Ð 

jÕk[Þe Òj[Ê   aÐuÞ@RÞ JjÐ 

cÞhÐB ÒjßÐkÐ~àÔ Òjðk 

mÊkÐWÐeÊ afÞ   hL[ Òj au 

Í̀N[Þe aÐràÐak Ð 

H aiàe Ac   aÞhé JXÞA* 

j®Þf_Ñe Í̀¯Ðj 

dÊNdÊN `ÐBÜ   NÐD\Þa NÐ\Ð 

eQÞ _ËA B[ÞkÐj Ð 

JjÐ jÐ=jÐ\Ñ, JjÐe @[Þ\ú 

jéÐN[ ÒO_ Ace 

@e`Z [Êc   c_jÊM `ÐBÜ 

H jêeZÞLÐ jc÷Ðe Ð 

aÞsÐ_Ñ ]Ðj 

jÕ`Ð]ÞLÐ, DcàÞ  

JjÐ L_çÒb_çj_ç 2015 
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Editorial: A Momentous Time in OSA History 
Dear Friends 

Greetings! 

 This is a momentous time in OSA history, The annual convention has moved from the Odia 
family's living room to Gaylord Hotel in Washington DC and we all, the attendees of this year's 
convention have become symbols of this auspicious moment. Our unity (samhati) has made this 
progress (pragati) possible. Welcome to DC and to OSA 46th Annual Convention and Global Odisha 
Conference. 

 OSA annual souvenir has also gone through changes. From hand written Odia writings and 
publications in India to use of sophisticated Odia fonts, sophisticated graphics 
and many digital typesetting options. Computers have become faster and 
communication with emails and cell phones have been helpful in receiving 
materials, coordinating reviews and sharing information. 

 Irrespective of all the facilities, the task is "The Task" and it involves 
time commitment. I thank our editorial team members Babru Samal, 
Shashadhar Mohapatra, Joy Gopal Mohanty, Sulochana Pattanaik, Jhinu 
Chhotray and Manoj Panda for helping in reviews, decision making and 
communicating with the authors. I am grateful for their willing assistance, as I 
am to the contributors.  

 I thank Dr Babru Samal for coordinating Meghna Memorial award in creative writing that is 
being managed by the souvenir team every year in honor of Meghna, the little girl from Michigan 
chapter who illuminated the OSA scene during her short span of life. The award management involves 
formulating judging criteria, selecting judges, organizing articles for judging and making the necessary 
communications.  

 There have been difficult times in taking certain decisions, for example, only publishing original 
articles, articles from only OSA members,  and a few invited articles. I thank my team members for being 
consistent and cooperative in making mutual judgments without which it would have been difficult to 
maintain the page limit and quality of the souvenir.  

 I take this opportunity to thank the fundraising committee and all the sponsors of OSA 
convention 2015, in particular the generous people that have put the advertisement in this souvenir. 
Without your help, this publication task would have been very hard. Thanks for your generousity.  

 Last, but not least, I thank my family members, my husband Naresh Das and daughters Bagmi, 
Mrunali and Shashwati  for being very tolerant with my schedule during this whole time of editing task. 
My children would be calling and I would not be available. I would be sitting near the computer for 
hours during the weekends without even saying a word to my husband. Thank you my family for all your 
understanding and support for my passion. 

 Souvenir is a team effort in a very large scale, involving not only the editorial team members, 
but also the authors, the officials, the convention teams such as the fundraising team, the web team and 
the press. Communication has been a humongous task. Thus, irrespective of all our best efforts, there 
might be oversights and I ask for your forgiveness for these unintentional mistakes.  

 Enjoy the souvenir and enjoy the convention. 
 

 
Bigyani Das 
Editor, OSA 
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About Urmi  
 Urmi is the annual publication of The Odisha Society of the Americas (OSA). The name "Urmi" 

for this annual publication/souvenir was just selected last year. The souvenir provides a medium for OSA 

members to share their thoughts, reflections of OSA and their life's unique experiences in the form of 

essays, stories and poems. Each year the annual convention committee selects an editor and the 

editorial committee to be in charge of soliciting articles, conducting reviews, and publishing the souvenir 

for convention attendees. This is in addition to OSA's editorial team that publishes its 

quarterly newsletter Utkarsa. In addition to publishing the annual souvenir and directory, 

OSA convention editorial committee also manages Megna memorial award for OSA youth.  

 This year's souvenir contains seven sections. The editorial team came up with the 

idea to name these sections in synchronization with "Urmi" which is often used for ocean 

wave.   

 The first section contains information on the convention team members, OSA 

official teams, the messages from OSA officials, the convener, co-conveners, chapter 

president and a few distinguished personalities. We have named this section "The Beach" 

(beLAbhumi). Hope you will enjoy the ocean from this beach, know about OSA, know about the 

convention organizers and the team members that are behind making this convention happen. 

 The second section is focussed on this year's theme, "Unity and Progress" (Samhati O' Pragati). 

We have named this section "The waves of the mind" (manataranga). The members of the editorial 

team have shared their thoughts on this year's theme. Hope these waves will touch your heart and you 

would know these passionate editorial team members better. 

 The third section contains writings from our younger OSA members. You will be very proud to 

read their stories, poems and essays. We have named this section, "Pearl" (muktA). Please touch these 

pearls, make your own and preserve it; inspire these young minds to become excellent thinkers. 

 The fourth section contains writings from our OSA thinkers, philosophers and poets. Some of 

them are long time members of OSA; they have a lot of stories to share with us. We have named this 

section, "The Sand" (sikatA). This section has many interesting articles on OSA history, OSA member's 

experience in this adopted land and poems. Please take a walk in this sand and enjoy the pleasant 

breeze, or just sit and make a sand castle. 

 The fifth section is the Odia section. We have named this section "Coral" (pohaLA). Like coral 

controls the carbon dioxide in the ocean water, this section will control your stress by bringing calmness, 

positive emotions and familiarity to your own language, own culture and own people.  

 The sixth section is for those people in our lives that are no more. They have taught us, they 

have been our friends, they have touched us. We have named this section, "Lighthouse" (batighara). 

The stories of their life will show us the light to the right path to follow. See them, feel them and know 

them better. This section is our tribute to those departed souls. 

 The seventh or the last section is the section on important Odisha information and OSA 

information, new members and the financial status. We have named this section "The Sound of the 

Conch" (Sankhadhwani). The sound of the conch is considered auspicious in our culture. The knowledge 

of the members on the organization and its processes is a blessing for our organization. Let this moment 

bring all the good things to OSA. Let it be auspicious. 
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ମନତରଙ୍ଗ 
(Waves of Mind) 

ସଂହତ ିଓ ପ୍ରଗତ ିସମୱନ୍ଧରର.... 
Samhati and Pragati (Unity &Progress) Special 
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Òd Ò]h dÐB, Òj $f MÐB 

aÞsÐ_Ñ ]Ðj 

 

 

[Ð*Ê Ò]MÞaÐLÊ MÊaç bm mÐNÊ\ÞmÐ Ð jÞH hÐYÑ Þ̀uÞ\ÞÒm, hÐYÑ jkÞ[ cÔÐQÞ=ç ÒRÐV HL 

VÞLÞmÞ Þ̀uÞ\ÞÒm J ÒaZÑ aÐuÞ\ÞÒm Ð cÊÜ ÒdÒ[NÊXÞH Òjj_ç AÒV¨ç LeÞ\ÞmÞ, Òj\ÞeÊ ÒLÒ[NÊXÞH 

Òjj_çÒe jÞH ÒQ¯ÐecÔÐ_ç ekÞ\ÞÒm Ð Ac $íãBXç XÐB_ÐcÞLçjçe ÒLÒ[SZ Í̀jÞw NÒahL* jkÞ[ [Ð*e 

jaÊÒaÒf LÞRÞ_Ð LÞRÞ AÒmÐQ_Ð ÒkD\ÞmÐ Ð ÒhiÒe [Ð* jkÞ[ ÒcÐe `eÞQ¯ ÒkmÐ Ð Òj ÒkÒm ¯Ê_ÞbeçjÞVÞ @$ç 

jÞ_çjÞ_ÐVÞÒe ÒcLÐ_ÞLÐmç B&Þ_Þ@eÞ=ç XÞ`ÐVàÒcÃçÒe Í̀Ò$jeç XLçVeç DcàÞfÐ OÞA Ð  

[Ð*e ÒLÒ[SZ bÐe[Ñ¯ RÐ[ÍRÐ[ÍÑ jaÊ cÞhÞ ÒdÐS_Ð LeÊ\ÞÒm ÒLDÜWÞLÊ MÐBaÐLÊ dÞÒa Ð Ac ÒkÐÒVmçVÞ 

cÊMÔ aSÐeWÐeÊ VÞÒL ]ËeÒe \ÞmÐ J ÒjWÞ `ÐMÒe LÞRÞ bÐe[Ñ¯ LÞ QÐB_ÞSç ÒbÐSfÐ_¯ _\ÞmÐ Ð cÊÜ aÞ bm 

bÐe[Ñ¯ MÐ]Ô MÐBaÐLÊ ÒMÐSÊ\ÞmÞ, Ò[ZÊ ÒjcÐ_* jkÞ[ dÐB L\ÐaÐràÐ LmÞ Ð HkÞ jc¯Òe, XLçVeç DcàÞfÐ OÞA 

`kqÞÒm J RÐ[ÍRÐ[ÍÑ cÐ_*e `earàÑ LÐdàÔLÍc aÞi¯Òe `QeÐDQeÐ LÒm Ð ÒcÐ jkÞ[ [Ð*e `eÞQ¯ ÒkmÐ Ð 

[Ð`Òe AÒc jcÒª ÒNÐVÞH bÐe[Ñ¯ ÒbÐS_Ðf¯ dÞaÐe ÒdÐS_Ð LmÊ Ð [Ð* jéÐcÑ XLçVeç LÑràÞ OÞA c^Ô 

`kqÞÒm Ð ÒjcÐÒ_ ÒNÐVÞH NÐXÞ bXÐÒe Ò_B\Ð«Þ Ð yÞeÒkmÐ jÞH [Ð* NÐXÞÒe [Þ_Þ SZ*Ê Ò_BdÞÒa J @_Ô 

ÒNÐVÞH VÔÐµÞÒe @_Ô jcÒª dÞÒa Ð cÊÜ OÞA ]Õ`rÞ* jkÞ[ [Ð* NÐXÞÒe ajÞmÞ Ð aÐVÒe AÒc @Ò_L AÒmÐQ_Ð 

LmÊ Ð ÒcÐe aÐBJÒcXÞLÐmç eÞjnà aÞi¯Òe cÊÜ [Ð=Ê LkÞmÞ J Òj [Ð* LÐc J ½ÊÒXÃç cÐ_* aÞi¯Òe LkÞÒm Ð 

hÐYÑ, Þ̀uÞ, VÞLÞmÞ mÒNB, ÒaZÑ aÐuÞ HÒ[ j$f[Ð @Sà_ LeÞ\ÞaÐ XLçVeç OÞA* Í̀[Þ ÒcÐe j®Ð_ akÊ[ 

aYÞdÐB\ÞmÐ Ð AÒceÞLÐ Ò]he Ò`ÐiÐLLÊ NÍkZ LeÞaÐ`ÐBÜ ÒcÐÒ[ ÒcÐ c_ bÞ[Òe \ÞaÐ jÕ²Ðe jkÞ[ ÒLÒ[ dÊw 

LeÞaÐLÊ _ `XÞRÞ ? aÒià, ]ÊBaià LÐf ÒjB bÐe[Ñ¯ Ò`ÐiÐLÒe kÞÜ L_ç$Òe_çjç dÐB\ÞmÞ, QÐLÞeÞ `ÐBÜ BÃeçbÞ¯Ê 

aÞ Ò]B\ÞmÞ Ð Ò[Òa jÐ= SÒZ D`Ò]h Ò]B\ÞÒm, "Òd Ò]h dÐB, Òj $f MÐB' Ð ÒbL Ò]MÞ bÞL cÞÒf Ð 

AÒceÞLÐ Ò]hÒe QÐLÞeÞ LeÞaÐLÊ ÒkÒm, AÒceÞLÐ Ò]hÒe ekÞ j$f[Ð @Sà_ LeÞaÐLÊ ÒkÒm Òj Ò]he 

ÒahÒ`ÐiÐL, QÐmÞQf_ aÞ A]eÞaÐLÊ `XÞa Ð ÒjBL\Ð QÞ«ÐLeÞ cÊÜ bÐaÞ\ÞmÞ ÒLÒa aÞ H Ò]hÒe ekÞ`ÐeÞaÞ_Þ 

ÒaÐmÞ J bÐe[LÊ Ò$eÞdÞaÐe ÒdÐS_ÐÒe \ÞmÞ Ð ÒkÒm Chée*e aÞQÐe @_ÔeLce Ð H Ò]hÒe ekÞNmÞ Ð HÒa H 

Ò]he QfZÑLÊ @Ò_LVÐ A]eÞÒ_BRÞ; ÒahÒ`ÐiÐLWÐeÊ Aec÷LeÞ kÔÐ¨çÒjLç LeÞaÐ `dàÔ« Ð  

aÔª SÑa_Òe ÒLÒaÒLÒa hÐYÑ, VÞLÞmÞ, jÐmÊAeç LcÞSç B[ÔÐ]Þ bÐe[Ñ¯ Í̀jÐ^_ Þ̀uÞ Ò]ÐLÐ_LÊ dÞaÐLÊ 

`ÒX Òhi jc¯Òe NÍÞVÞ=çjç LÐXà LÞZÞaÐ `ÐBÜ LÞ NÞ$çVç LÞZÞaÐ `ÐBÜ Ð HcÞ[ÞLÞ H¯ÐeçÒ`ÐVàeÊ Ò$eÞaÐ jc¯Òe 

bËaÒ_héeÒe Ò]YhÊe, dÐA B[ÔÐ]Þ aÞ]Ð¯ Ò]aÐLÊ AjÞ\Ð«Þ; Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ hÐYÑ Þ̀uÞ, VÞLÞmÞ Þ̀uÞ AjÞaÐLÊ `ÒX Ð 

ÒjcÞ[Þ aÞ ÒLÒaÒLÒa bÐe[Ñ¯ Ò`ÐiÐLÒe ÒS.j.ÞÒ`_Þ LÞ jÞ@jàÒe aÞ LmÞNçcÐ_* jkÞ[ Ò]MÐ ÒkÐBdÐH Ð Ò[Òa 

HjaÊ cÒ[ AD LÞRÞ MeÐ` mÐÒN_Þ Ð ÒcÐ _ÞSbÞ[Òe L_ç$ÞÒX_çjç HÒ[ aYÞdÐBRÞ Òd, ÒcÐ Ò`ÐiÐLLÊ Ò_B LÞH 

Òd ÒcÐÒ[ ÒcÐ aÔ¦Þ[éWÐeÊ @mNÐ LeÞ bÐaÞa, Òj aÞi¯LÊ Ò_B cÊÜ HÒ[ aÔª kÊH_Þ Ð cÒ[ dÐkÐ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf 

jÊaÞ^ÐmÐÒN, cÊÜ ÒjjaÊ `ÞÒu Ð  

ÒcÐ c_e jÕ²ó[Þ jkÞ[ ÒcÐ ALÐÕlÐLÊ cÊÜ jÕk[Þ jÊ[ÐÒe aÐuÞÒ]BRÞ Ð SÑa_dÐ[ÍÐÒe A]eÞ\ÞaÐ aórÞe 

Í̀N[Þ`\Òe XLçVeç DcàÞfÐ OÞA* bfÞ WÞLç HLÐbfÞ QÐmÞ_`ÐeÞÒm aÞ, `ÍN[Þe Í̀¯ÐjÒe Òd ÒcÐe H j[Ô[Ðe 

jéÑLÐe AÒmÐLa[Ñ jÐSÞa, Òj aÞhéÐj ÒcÐe @[ÊV ekÞRÞ Ð    
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jÕk[Þe jêeZÒe.......... 

hh^e ckÐ`Ð[Í 

 

 

 

jÕk[Þ aÞi¯Òe LÞRÞ ÒmMúaÐLÊ _ÞÒ~àh ]ÞAdÐBRÞ Ð L'Z ÒmMÞaÞ bÐaÞ `ÐeÊ_\úmÞ Ð bÐaÊ bÐaÊ ÒNÐVÞH L\Ð cÒ_ 

`XÞNmÐ Ð bÐaÞmÞ HkÐWÐeÊ jÕk[Þe aX D]ÐkeZ LZ ÒkB`ÐÒe Ð ÒcÐ SÑa_Òe OVÞ\úaÐ H HL OVZÐ, @Ò= 

_ÞÒbB\úaÐ OVZÐ Ð LkÞÞaÐLÊ VÞLÞH mÐS mÐNÊRÞ Ð LÞ«ÊÊ, ÒcÐ c[Òe jcª*`ÐBÜ H HL hÞlZÑ¯ aÞi¯ aªÊ Ð Ò[Òa 

Aj«Ê, hÊZÞÒa ÒcÐ L\Ð Ð auÊÊNZ ! ÒcÐ SÑa_Òe cÊÜ ÒLÒ[ \e có[ÔÊ jk jÐcç_Ð jÐcç_Þ ÒkBRÞ Ð có[ÔÊLÊ MÊaç 

`ÐMÒe Ò]MúRÞ, LÞ«Ê, kÐ[RXÐ ÒkBRÞ, [ÐLÊ WLÞ Ò]B AjÞRÞ Ð Òj\ú`ÐBÜ cÊÜ bNaÐ_* _ÞLVÒe FZÑ Ð ÒcÐÒ[ 

mÐÒN HÒ[ hÑOÍ, ÒcÐe Òj LqÐ a¯jÒe ÒaÐ^kÊH bNaÐ_ D`eLÊ Ò_aÐ`ÐBÜ QÐkÞÜ_\úÒm Ð  

1976 cjÞkÐ Ð cÊÜ ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf aÐZÑaÞkÐeÒe `]Ð\à aÞsÐ_ XÞ`ÐVàÒcÃÒe Hcç, HjçjÞ Òhi aiàe RÐ[Í Ð 

aÐZÑaÞkÐeÒe 2¯ RÐ[ÍÐaÐjÒe ekÊ\ÐH Ð kÒ½m Þ̀Lç_ÞLçÒe bpÐeÞLÐ dÐB\ÐD Ð Ac kÒ½mçÒe @^úLÐÕh `ÞmÐ 

SN[jÞÕk Ềe, ỀeÑ J dÐS Ềe @qfeÊ Ð ajçdÐB bpÐeÞLÐÒe `kqúmÐ Ð  `ÐMÒe aÞªó[ ckÐ_]Ñ Ð _CLËfÒe cÐ' 

bpÐeÞLÐ WÐLÊeÐZÑ*e ÒNÐVÞH ÒRÐV ctÞe Ð jÊte `eÞÒah Ð AÒc jcÒª _CÒe `kÜeÞaÐLÊ QÐmÞmÊ Ð aÐSÞ `XÞmÐ 

Òd ÒLDÜ @qf Þ̀mÐ ÒahÞ aÐV `kÜeÞ SÞ[Þa Ð  SN[jÞÕk`Êe jÐ=cÐÒ_ ÒahÞaÐV _dÐB LËf `ÐMÒe `kÜeÊ\Ð«Þ Ð 

ỀeÑ jÐ=cÐÒ_ AD VÞLÞH ]Ëe dÐB\Ð«Þ Ð cÊÜ, ÒcÐe LâÐjçÒcVç ""ÒcÐk_ ]Ðh'' J Ace SÒZ jÐ= ""NÑ[Ð`[Þ 

ckÐ«Þ"" dÞHLÞ ½ÐVÞ½ÞLçjçÒe Þ̀SÞ LeÊ\úÒm, AÒc [Þ_Þ dÐS`Êe auÊ `kÜeÞ `kÜeÞ akÊ[ aÐV QÐmÞNmÊ Ð aÐkÐ]ÊeÑ 

Ò]ÒMB QÐfÞNmÊ jÞ_Ð LÞ«Ê Ò$eÞaÐLÊ Òd `XÞa Òj L\Ð bÊmÞdÐB\úmÊ Ð ÒNÐX, kÐ[ kÐmÞA Ð `ÐVÞ LÒmaÞ LËfLÊ 

hÊbÞa_Þ Ð cÊÜ bÐaÞmÞ aqúaÐe AD eÐkÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð [Þ_Þ SZ*e HLÐ @ayÐ Ð ÒhiÒe ÒNÐVÞH aÊwÞ`ÐqÞ XLÐXLÞ ÒkÐB 

ÒcÐk_, NÑ[Ð`[Þ J cÊÜ [Þ_Þ jÐ= HLÐWÞ ÒkmÊ Ð jÞwÐ« LmÊ Òd ]ÊBSZ `kÜeÞÒa J @_ÔSZLÊ VÐZÞÒa Ð HcÞ[Þ 

@]f a]f LeÞ LËfÒe `kqúmÐ ÒafLÊ @Ò_L jc¯ ÒkBdÐB\ÐH Ð ÒjÒ[ÒafLÊ LËfÒe ÒLkÞ _\Ð«Þ Ð ÒjcÐÒ_ 

bÐaÊ\úÒm Òd AÒc MÊjÞÒe `kÜeÊRÊ Ð  `kqúmÐÒafLÊ SÑa_ Í̀Ð¯ _\úmÐ, HLeLce ]ecmÐ ÒkBdÐB\ÐD Ð 

bÐNÔ Ace bm Òd AÒc Òj]Þ_ aqúNmÊ Ð AÒc d]Þ XLÐXLÞ _ÒkÐB, HLÐWÞ _ÒkÐB H `]Òl` _Ò_B\Ð«Ê 

Ò[Òa [Þ_ÞSZ aÐZÑaÞkÐe RÐ[Í*e jmÑf jcÐ^ú Òj]Þ_ _Þ¾¯ ÒkB\Ð«Ð, H\úÒe [ÞÒf cÐ[Í jÒtk _ÐkÞÜ Ð ÒcÐe 

cÒ_ @RÞ cÐ' bpÐeÞLÐ WÐLÊeÐZÑ*Ê cÊ¨ÞAVÞH cÐeÞ `ÐZÞLÊ ÒXBÜ\úmÞ Òj]Þ_ Ð [Ð*eÞ LeÊZÐafÒe aqúNmÞ Ð 

[Ð'e ]Þ]Þ_ `Òe MaeLÐNSÒe aÐkÐeÞ\úmÐ Òd bpÐeÞLÐÒe Þ̀Lç_ÞLçÒe dÐB `kÜeÊ\úmÐ ÒaÒf ÒLÒ[SZ 

B&Þ_Þ¯eÞÕ LÒmS RÐ[Í `ÐZÞÒe aÊXÞ ceÞNÒm Ð ÒjcÐ_*e có[ Ò]k LÞRÞ ]ËeÒe LËfÒe `ÐZÞÒe bÐjÊ\úmÐ Ð Òj 

Mae `YÞ Òj]Þ_ Ò]kVÐ jÞÒ[B AjÞ\úmÐ Ð ÒjcÐ_* L\Ð hÊZÞ ]ÊÓM mÐNÞ\úmÐ Ð HkÐ bÞ[Òe QÐfÞh aià aÞ[Þ 

NmÐZÞ Ð ÒjL\Ð HÒa cÒ_ `XÞÒm jÐ= ]ÞSZ*Ê ^_ÔaÐ] Ò]aÐ jk bNaÐ_* Í̀[Þ cÊ̈  _BÜdÐH Ð HÒa `ÐZÞLÊ 

NÒm akÊ[ bÐaÞ QÞ«Þ, aÊwÞ @Lm MÒVB dÐDRÞ Ð 
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jÊM LkÞaÞ _ÐÜ ]ÊÓM LkÞaÞ LÞ @Ò= mÞÒbBaÐ L\Ð LkÞaÞ .............. 

TÞ_Ê ÒRÐVeÐ¯ 

  

jÊM LkÞaÞ _ÐÜ ]ÊÓM LkÞaÞ LÞ @Ò= mÞÒbBaÐ L\Ð LkÞaÞ Ð cÐnà cÐj QaÞhÞ [ÐeÞM, 1982 

cjÞkÐ Ð _ËA SÑa_, _ËA AhÐ, _ËA jé̀ ð Ò_B ]ÞmâÑ HAeÒ`ÐVàÒe `]Ð`àZ LmÞ _ÊÔ¯Là @bÞcËÒM 

Ð c_Òe cÞhÍÞ[ @_ÊbË[Þ Ð aÐ`Ð, ÒaÐD*e ÒmÐ[LbeÐ QlÊ, [Ð* AhÑi beÐ kÐ[e ¸hà AD 

[Ð* D`Ò]h, ""cÐ' Òe, WÐLÊe*Ê c_Òe eMÞ jÕjÐe `\Òe AÒNBaÊ Ð'' ÒjB jaÊ L\Ð cÒ_ 

`XÞ cÒ[ @^Þe LeÞ `LÐD\ÐH Ð `ÊZÞ c_ bÞ[Òe ÒcÐe DÒrS_Ð, akÊ ]Þ_e ÒcÐ jé̀ ð ÒjB AÒceÞLÐ eÐSÔ Ò]MÞaÞ 

ÒaÐmÞ Ð `ÐjçÒ`ÐVà AD AahÔLÑ¯ LÐNS`[Í ^eÞ ÒNVç bÞ[Òe `hÞmÞ Ð aÐecéÐe j[Là LeÐdÐB \ÐH, "dÞH dÐD\ÞÒa 

_ÔÊ̄ Là, [Ð*Ê kÞÜ @_ÊjeZ LeÊ\ÞaÊ Ð' cÊÜ ÒLÒ[ÐVÞ ÒmÐL*Ê c_Òe QÞkðV LeÞ [Ð* `ÒR`ÒR kÞÜ QÐmÊ\ÐH Ð ÒhiÒe Ò`â_ç 

bÞ[Òe _wàÐeÞ[ yÐ_Òe `kÜQÞNmÞ Ð jÐkÐdÔ `ÐBaÐÒe ÒLßÐZjÞVÐ @jÊaÞ^Ð ÒkD_\ÐH Ð `Í\Òc _ÞSLÊ _ÞS yÐ_Òe jkS 

LeÞ ajÞ jÐeÞaÐ `Òe Ò`â_çe QÐeÞAXLÊ AMÞ aÊÒmB AZÞmÞ Ð `ÐÍ¯ @^ÐeÊ ÒahÞ bÐe[Ñ¯ \ÐA«Þ Ð c_ ÒMÐSÊ\ÐH 

JXÞAVÞH Ò]M«ÞLÞ! Ò`í_ç RÐXÞaÐ `ËaàeÊ $âÐBVç AÒV_çXÔÐÃçe _ÞeÐ`] jËQ_Ð aÐZÑ Aec÷ ÒkBNmÐ Ð ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf 

ÒjcÐ_* BÕNÍÐSÑ cÒ[ LÐ_LÊ Ò`ÐHVÍÞ eÞXÞ=ç `eÞ mÐNÊ\ÐH Ð [Ð* L\ÐÒe cÊÜ $Êmç½`çVÐ ÒLDÜWÞ ^eÞ̀ ÐeÊ_\ÐH Ð Òj 

dÐkÐÒkD, cÊÜ ÒjcÐ_*Ê aÊÒT LÞ _ aÊÒT ÒcÐ `ÐM ckÞfÐ dÐkÐ LeÊÊ\ÐA«Þ cÊÜ Òj¯Ð LeÊ\ÐH Ð ÒcÐe kÐabÐa Ò]MÞ Òj 

ckÞfÐ SZL SÐZÞ`ÐeÞÒm Òd HBVÐ ÒcÐe `Í\c AÒceÞLÐ dÐ[ÍÐ Ð cÊÜ _`QÐeÞaÐ ANeÊ cÒ[ jÐkÐdÔ cÞfÞ dÐD\ÐH Ð 

Ò`â_çVÞ D`eLÊ DWÞÞmÐ Ð  

 cÊÜ ÒLßÐ[Êkf jk AMÞ ]ÞJVÞLÊ TeLÐVÞÒe yÞe LeÞ Ò]B\ÐH Ð ALÐheÊ [f mÐBVç jaÊ Qc[çLÐe `_ÞL¶Þ `eÞ 

]ÞhÊ \ÐA«Þ Ð c³Ð mÐNÊ\ÐH Òj ]óhÔLÊ D`ÒbÐN LeÞaÐ `ÐBÜ Ð jÐÒ= jÐÒ= jaÊ @]óhÔ ÒkBNmÐ Ð `eÞ́ Ðe _Ñf 

ALÐhÒe SkððVÞ MÊaç ALiàZÑ¯ ]ÞhÊ\ÐH Ð ae$ AD LÐQNâÐjç e eÊZÊTÊZÊ hvÒe cÊÜ `ÍLÊyÞ[ ÒkmÞ ÐeÐ[ÍÞ ÒbÐS_ jc¯ Ð 

$âÐBVç AÒV¨ÔÐÃ kÐ[e Òj XÞ_eç ÒVÍVÞLÊ Ò]MÞ Ac `ÞmÐÒafe LÒ¨B ÒMf L\Ð ÒcÐe cÒ_ `XÞmÐ Ð c³Ð mÐNÊ\ÐH Òj 

LÊ_Þ ÒVÍ, LÊ_Þ QÐcQç, AD LÃÐ QÐcQç Ò]MÞ Ð eÐ[Í ÒbÐS_ `Òe cÒ[ ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf Òd _Þ] AjÞNmÐ cÊÜ SÐZÞ_Þ Ð Òj 

jc¯Òe Ò`â_çÒe MÐB MÐB aÔª mÐNÞ dÐD\ÞmÐ Ð ASÞLÐmÞLÐ `eÞ HAemÐB_jçç NÊXÐL HÒ[VÐ L&Êjç _\ÞÒm Ð `ÊZÞ ae$ 

J LÐQ NâÐjçe FZÊTÊZÊ hv AD D³f mÐBVçÒe ÒcÐ _ÞÞ] bÐ=Þ NmÐ Ð jLÐf ÒbÐS_ jc¯ Ð MÐBaÐ `Òe `ÊZÞ TeLÐ 

ÒMÐmÞ aÐkÐe ]Ê_ÞALÊ D`ÒbÐN LmÞ Ð MÊaç c³Ð mÐNÊ\ÐH [ÊfÐ j]óhÔ ÒcOcÐfÐLÊ Ò]MÞaÐ `ÐBÜ Ð jaÊÒaÒf Ò]MÞ AjÞRÞ 

Ac NÒZh, jejé[Ñ, ]ÊNàÐ `ËSÐÒe cËràÑ* `RÒe jaÊ [ÊfÐÒe ÒcO [ÞAeÞ ÒkB\ÐH Ð cÊ¨ÞA cÐeÞmÞ ÒjB @]óhÔ WÐLÊe* 

DÒ~hÔÒe Ð 

    ¯Ð'bÞ[Òe ]h OÃÐ aÞ[ÞNmÐZÞ Ð LÞ«Ê cÊÜ H`dÔà« ÒkmÐ Òe½ç eÊcç dÐB_Þ Ð aX @jéyÞ mÐNÞmÐZÞ Ð cÊÜ _Þ¾¯ bÊmç 

aÊTÞ\ÞmÞ aÐ hÊZÞ\ÞmÞ Òd Òe½çeÊcçÒe `hÞ mLç ÒkBNÒm ÒMÐmÞaÐ VÍÞLÞ Ð cÊÜ ÒjB XeÒe AD Òe½çeÊcç dÞaÐ `ÐBÜ `Í¯Ðj 

LeÊ_\ÐH LÞ jÞVçeÊ aÞ DWÊ_\ÐH Ð DWÞÒm LÐÒf @jÊaÞ̂ ÐÒe `XÞdÞaÞ Ð cÊ¨VÞLÊ LcéfÒe ÒOÐÒXB ÒkÐB ajÞekÞmÞ Ð 

¯Ð'bÞ[Òe $âÐBVç AÒV_çXÔÐÃç ÒLÒ[\e Òd AjÞ XÞ_eç/mqç/jðÐLjç/SÊjç Ò]B NmÐZÞ Ð cÊÜ LÞ«Ê ÒhÐBaÐe aÐkÐ_Ð LeÞ 

ajÞekÞmÞ Ð AkÊeÞ 4/5 OÃÐ ÒLcÞ[Þ LVÞa ÒjB L\Ð bÐaÊ\ÐH Ð ÒNÐVÞH OÃÐ cÒ[ dÊNVÞH `eÞ mÐNÞmÐZÞ Ð AD ÒcÐe 

AÒceÞLÐÒe c_ _\ÐH Ð Ac Oe aÐ\çeÊcçLÊ MÐmÞ cÊÜ TÊeÊ\ÐH Ð ÒhiÒe c_LÊ heÑee AahÔL[Ð jkÞ[ jÕk[Þ elÐ 

LeÞ ÒcÐe AÒceÞLÐ bËcÞÒe H `ÍN[Þ `ËÀà `]Òl`e `ÍÐec÷Òe jkÐ¯[Ð LeÞaÐ `ÐBÜ WÐLÊe*Ê cÊÜ `ÍÐZ`ÒZ XÐLÊ\ÐH Ð 

`eÞÒhiÒe `ÐBmVç ÒOÐiZÐ LmÐ Òd _ÊÔ¯Là AD ]ÊB OÃÐ Ð TeLÐ ÒMÐmÞ c_VÐLÊ @_Ô AÒX Ò_aÐ `ÐBÜ ÒQ½Ð LmÞ Ð 

^ÞÒe ^ÞÒe Ò`â_ç [fLÊ MjÞaÐLÊ mÐNÞmÐ Ð HB ÒjB "AÒceÞLÐ', ÒcÐ `ÞmÐ]Þ_e jé̀ ð Ð D`eÊ Oe AD eÐªÐ NÊXÞL 

Qc[çLÐe ]ÞhÊ\Ð'«Þ RaÞakÞe RaÞ `eÞ Ð ÒjB ]óhÔ D`ÒbÐN LeÊLeÊ Ò`â_ç _ÊÔ¯Làe cÐVÞ RÊBÜmÐ Ð                                   

 ÒcÐ `Þ¨Òe H\e `ÍÐZ `hÞmÐ Ð cÊÜ ÒjcÞ[Þ ÒjB ÒmÐLcÐ_*Ê @_ÊjeZ LeÞ Òe½çeÊcçVÞH `ÐB _ÞSLÊ QÞ«Ð cÊ¦ LmÞ 

Ð AÓ LÞ A_t--@ahÔ QÞejêeZÑ¯ Ð 
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LÐmÞe jc÷Ða_Ð ASÞe j[Ô 

jÊÒmÐQ_Ð `p_Ð¯L...... ÒmMÞR«Þ.... 

 

 `RLÊ AMÞ Ò$eÐBÒm AMÞ `ÐH_Þ Ð jêó[Þ jaÊ c_LÊ aÞkéfÞ[ LeÞ `LÐH Ð LÞ«Ê 

ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf `RLÊ QÐkÞÜ ÒcÐ' jÐkÞ[ÞÔL SÑa_LÊ aÞÒhìiZ LÒe, @aÐ AÒceÞLÐÒe ajaÐj 

LeÊ\ÞaÐ ÒcÐe Í̀Þ¯ jÐkÞ[ÞÔL auÊ/aÐuaÑ* jÐkÞ[ÞÔL SÑa_LÊ cÐÒ`, `eM LÒe, JXÞhÐ 

jcÐS cÊM`[Í _Þ¾¯ c_LÊ AÒj, ÒdDÜWÞ AÒc ÒLÒ[SZ _ÞSe bÐaLÊ `eÞ Í̀LÐh LeÞaÐe 

jÊÒdÐN `ÐBÒR LkÞÒm @[ÊÔ¦Þ Òka _ÐkÞÜ Ð 

 ÒcÐ' jkÞ[ A`ZcÐÒ_ kÊH[ HLc[ ÒkÒa Òd, AÒceÞLÐLÊ Í̀\c LeÞ AjÞmÐÒaÒf LÞH bÐaÞ\ÞmÐ Òd, 

HWÞ aÞ JXÞA LaÞ[Ð aÐ NÁ ÒmMÞaÐe jÊÒdÐN cÞfÞa HaÕ [ÐLÊ `YÞaÐLÊ c^Ô @Ò_L `ÐWL/`ÐWÞLÐ cÞfÞÒa Ð LÞH 

bÐaÞ\ÞmÐ, JXÞA @leÒe _ÞS ÒmMÐLÊ VÐB ç̀ LeÞÒka? LÞH bÐaÞ\ÞmÐ ASÞLÐmÞe ÒjÐjÞAmç cÞXÞA J BÃeçÒ_Vç 

cÐ^ÔcÒe c^Ô JXÞAÒe Í̀LÐhÞ[ ỀªL `YÞ A_t D`maç ù̂ LeÞÒka ? cÊÜ [ LeÞ _ \ÞmÞ ! N[LÐmÞe "_ÐkÞÜ" 

ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf "jc÷Ða_Ð'Òe `eÞZ[ ÒkÐBRÞ HaÕ jc÷Ða_Ð ASÞe j[ÔÒe Ð H j[Ô Ace jÕk[Þe `eÞQÐ¯L HaÕ 

H jÕk[Þ Ace jÐkÞ[ÞÔL Í̀N[Þe jËQL Ð HkÐ Ace `earàÑ JXÞA jcÐS `ÐBÜ jó½Þ LeÞa B[ÞkÐj Ð Aj«Ê 

AÒc jÕOaw bÐaÒe NYÞaÐ Ac jÐkÞ[Ôe B[ÞkÐj - Aj«Ê HL _Ë[_ EcàÞÒe bÐjÞ bÐjÞ j`_ Ò]MÞaÐ !! 
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Sticks Together 

Joy Gopal Mohanty writes…….. 

 

I remember an incidence in my child-hood days.  One day, my teacher 

brought a bunch of sticks to the class.  He asked me to break one stick and I 

could break it just like that.  Then he tied 10-15 sticks together and asked me to 

break them again.  This time it was hard and I could not break them. Then he 

asked me, “Did you learn anything from this? “  I was thinking about it.  He 

continued, “What you learn from here, you can use it in your life.  Did you notice, it was very easy to 

break one stick; but you could not break when several sticks were together?  One can still break them 

together; but it will need more power than yours.  If we tie many more sticks together, it will take even 

greater power to break them.” So we learnt from these sticks, “United we stand and divided we fall.”    

 

I am thinking about this incidence while I think about this 46th grand OSA convention.  

In 1969, a few non-resident Odia families in USA and Canada got together in somebody’s 

house and created an organization named “OSA” with a hope to grow with time.  In fact, 

today it has grown to several thousand Odia families strong. Such is the “Unity” that has 

given strength to local Odias around Washington DC, to host a four-day Mela of first ever 

Global Odia Conference followed by OSA convention in the coming first week of July 

2015.  This event is expected to bring thousands of Odias from all over the world to the 

Gaylord hotel at Washington DC, to sit together, to eat together, to laugh together, to 

sing together, to dance together, to speak Odia in person among friends together, and 

above all to share their ideas and thoughts together via this souvenir “Urmi”.  Let this 

process progress year after year and keep OSA alive for many years to come.  Cheers!! 
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Unity and Progress - As I See 

Manoj Panda 

 

Unity and Progress are concomitant in nature, universal in vision, harmonious 

in diction and adroit in operation. From time immemorial, the planets, the stars, 

the elements, living, non-living all are functioning in their own ways to get the 

whole universal system continuing with their identities and activity domains 

interacting seamlessly. All these are possible because of intrinsic oneness existing on the background 

while the temporal diverse world running on its top.  

 

However in our behavioral world, often we see many fissures that stem the overall progress in all 

levels of perception in one way or other to prevent it reaching the intended height. The cause behind is 

that the aforesaid intrinsic unity is not reflected in the same way outside both individually and 

collectively. In the words of Ralph Waldo Emerson “The reason why the world lacks unity, and lies 

broken and in heaps, is, because man is disunited with himself”. It is an important observation. When 

the inside is broken within a being, that gets transmitted outside. Hence to ensure the outside unity, 

inner unity of body, mind and soul are important in every being. Imagine what will happen if the schism 

is introduced to the sub-systems governing the life in this world? Life will simply be disturbed and in the 

worst case will be extinguished. Cases in point are natural disasters like tsunami, earthquake, flood, 

volcanic eruptions etc. We are glad that we do not have much access to disrupt that Greater Unity that 

ensures the existence of Life. On the other hand our individual and collective activities do contribute to 

perpetuate that ubiquity of cohesion to some extent. 

 

We understand now that how important is the role of unity in securing not only existence but also 

progress of life process. As a denouement of disunity the conflicts have risen and the ravages of the 

same have scarred the relationship fabric of this world from the highest level to the lowest in myriad 

ways possible. The root cause of this, lies in the perception of different identities based on zillion kinds 

of ideas, reasons, enterprises and what not goaded by lack of unity in the overarching landscape of 

diversity. Realization of the significance of identity from the most primitive level and understanding the 

same while traversing through the odyssey of countless discrepancies happening through multifold 

phases of time, is the key to maintain positive evolution in the realm of peace, amicability and 

beatitude. Once one traces one’s identity to that primordial origin, then all contentions subside and a 

fertile ground of collaborative flourishing existence and its continuity is assured in no uncertain terms. 

 

When the inner self unfolds to the new awakening of unity, it gives a strong impetus to extend the 

same with other people, community, and environment. And this greater unity helps build better living 

while propelling momentum in all dimensions extending from individual level to the humanity at large 

while serving societies, communities, nations and diaspora. The secret of collaboration and fellow 
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feeling is apprehended by all. Here are couple of excerpts from my poem “Beyond Tranquility- Cradle of 

Identity”: 

 

Ingrained is the Savior in every heart cavity 

An awakened identity seasoned by the rainbow of Diversity 

Where each flower of Universe garden bloomed each identity 

As fluttering spray of flowers in the zephyr of unity and amity 

A divine harbinger of Dream and Sagacity 

Multiplying the sublime elegance into horizon infinity. 

 

It is blazing trail of universal kinship 

Bold exposition of illustrious identity 

Where each identity is enlivened, enriched by one’s own abundance 

Culminating in Exploration of a novel stride  

Toward a Higher Consciousness  

In the evolutionary hierarchy. 

 

 

United We Stand and Flourish 

Babru Samal 

 

 Our various faiths and features 

Accents, talents, hues and flavors of dishes coalesce 

To create this wonderful ensemble of us 

Composing a collage, an origami of our existence 

 

Our federation and   consolidation 

Like our faculty of senses 

Let us enrich our language, faith 

Tradition and culture 

Like the symphony of sounds 

Emanating from 

The flute, the sitar, the tablas and the violin 

Transforms the mundane individual vibration 

To a magnificence overture. 
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ମକୁ୍ତା 
Mukta - Pearls Uncovered 
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cÐ'LÊ D`kÐe 

ÒNÐLÊçmç ckÐ«Þ 

                                                        

 

                    Ò[Ð ÒLÐf RÐXÞaÐ `Òe kÞÜ Ò]MÞRÞ, ]Ê_ÞA H Òd j[ cÞRe Ð 

                    Ò[Ð kÐ[ RÐXÞaÐ `Òe kÞÜ SÐZÞRÞ, jÕjÐe H Òd kj mÊke ÐÐ  

                    Ò[Ð XÐL hÊZÞaÐ `Òe kÞÜ aÊTÞRÞ, Ò[Ð'WÐeÊ c^Êe _ÐkÞÜ LÞRÞ Ð 

                    Ò[Ð RÊAÜ `ÐBaÐ `Òe kÞÜ bÐaÞRÞ, ÒjB @_Êba jaÊ LÞRÞ ÐÐ 

                    Ò[Ð LÐ_Þ ^eÞaÐ `Òe kÞÜ SÐZÞRÞ, ÒLÒ[ ck[ Òj `Z[e Ð 

                    Ò[Ð `Ð] RÊBÜaÐ `Òe kÞÜ mÐNÞRÞ, Qf«Þ WÐLÊe [Ê' ÒcÐke ÐÐ 

                    Ò[Ð aÞ_Ð SÞBÜaÐ ceÞaÐ jcÐ_, _ÐkÞÜ LÞRÞ @\à SÑa_e Ð 

                    Ò[Ð L\Ð ÒmMÞaÐ `Òe kÞÜ bÐaÊRÞ, hv jeÞNmÐ ]Ê_ÞAe Ð   

    

 

 

 

               

  

Gokul Mohanty lives in southern California with his little brother 
Mukul and parents, Smita and Gopal Mohanty. He is in 9th grade at 
West Ranch High School. He has been inspired by his grand father 
eminent writer Dr. Guru P. Mohanty to write and speak Odia 
language and adhere to its culture. He is passionate about literature.  
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Happiness 
Rohan Ray 

 

My life is pure happiness 

Every day something or the other 
From when I wake up to when I go to sleep 
A boundless feeling of glee 
From a neighborhood full of friends 
to a party nearly every weekend 
Piles of homework every day, but that never breaks my spirit 
Instead I look to it as yet another game: Finish quicker and see your friends sooner 
Tennis classes with my best friend 
And the best coach ever for swimming 
Every negative thing is looked upon positively 
Homework as onward success and riches 
Boring classes as onward experience and perseverance. 
 
Who said life’s not fair? 
It’s perfectly fair for me. 
To me, life is like a glass 
When the water is at the halfway mark, it’s your choice how to describe it 
Half full? or half empty. 
It’s your choice how you feel about it 
It’s your choice how you act about it 
Without a positive attitude, happiness is but a distant thought. 
 

 
 

 

  
Name: Rohan Ray, Age: 13, Grade: 7 

Address: 1864 Oak Forest Dr. Troy, MI-48085 

*Third Prize in 2015 Meghna Memorial Award for Creative Writing, Senior Category 
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The Old Man 
Saswat Pati 

 
 
An old man with a bag on his back stumbles down Kirby Drive 

His face is hollow and broken as if something has been lost inside. 
Shoulders that once stood proud and stout now slouch and fall 
Countless men pass by every day not willing to give him pay at all. 
 
He tries to tell them of his sorrow in life, but they scorn his pleas 
All he has is his shopping cart full of booze and his futile dreams. 
Every morning he sees that the stars are flickering out, 
and ponders and contemplates if he took the right route. 
 
He spends his time musing of what his life had to offer, 
And how he did not gather happiness and memories to fill his empty coffers. 
He thinks of everything that he has to regret 
Since now all that remains is the warm fire of his cigarette 
 
Epilogue: 

I do not see him anymore, ambling along the road but he inspires me to follow the right 
path and not the wrong. 

 

 
 
 
Saswat (13 yrs) lives at East Glen Haven Blvd in Houston, TX.  He is the son of 
Drs. Arati and Debananda Pati.  He is an eighth grader at St. John’s School.  
His hobbies include singing, writing poems, playing piano, and reading books. 
 
 
 

  



                                                                 47                                  URMI- OSA Souvenir 2015 

 

From the Grave 
Satwik Pattanaik 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The dawn of day, draws the night away; 
That holds the stars at bay. 
The sky once black, with a tinkling light,  
Now a shade of bright blood red. 
The bliss of sleep, crawls away, 
Get up and out of bed. 
The chilly air, pricks the skin, 
Reality and pain, 
So fresh comes flooding back to me, 
My comrades that lived, now slain.  
More of us march in ranks, 
To the pit now known as hell, 
As we lie in wait, with pointed guns, 
Think, “Will this be farewell?” 
To protect the people far and dear, 
We must lay down our lives. 
Is it all worth it?  
Ask our sons and widowed wives. 
Sticks and stones may break my bones, 

But no bullet can pierce my soul. 
The devil lives in these bloody hands, 
That leaves men dead and cold. 
Where once was a heart, now only lies, 
A tiny bullet hole.  
I march down here every day, 
This graveyard now my home, 
So that my children don’t have to see this 
grave, 
This grave that I now roam. 
When I look at the stars, 
And count, the folk that live in peace, 
I find the light inside of me,  
The reason that I fight. 
I sleep tonight, 
To rise again, and see the dawn of day, 
To fight another war, 
In the graveyard, where I stay.

 
 

 
 
Satwik Pattanaik: Age 15, Grade 9  
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What’s in A Name? More than An Array of Letters 
Shruti Nanda 

 

It was a very humid day in Bhubaneswar, when my family arrived at the temple where 
‘Nama karana’, a huge celebration to name my newborn baby cousin, would take place. As 
Oriya’s, we have a very special ritual that is celebrated on the twenty-first day after the baby is 
born. This function is known as ‘Ekusia’. It is on Ekusia that the ‘Nama karana’, or the name 
initiation ceremony is conducted.  

 
My Aja and Aaaie had invited many family members and friends. 

Despite the treacherous heat in the temple, everyone around me wore 
colorful, Indian garments and waited patiently to see our new family 
member. Finally, my Mamu and Maie (aunt) arrived with my 
cousin. It was a time of jubilation; bells began to chime, and 
flowers were thrown everywhere. There was a special puja 
conducted, and at the end; each woman in our family took 
handfuls of flowers and turmeric rice, circling around him three times 
with a ‘hulahuli’. It symbolized the well-being of the baby, warding off evil spirits. The rituals of 
these traditional, religious festivities are amazing. Behind each tradition, there is a purpose and 
significance. Although as a child, one may not understand the purpose. However, these 
ceremonies and understanding your culture shape the child into a good citizen. 

 
As I watched this, I experienced an “Aha” moment. I suddenly felt much more mature and 

grown up, because I realized that a person was going to look up to me, and follow my actions 
and behavior. It was not just the excitement and anticipation of a cousin brother; rather, it was 
a feeling of responsibility and obedience of an older cousin. While cradling him in my puny 
arms, I remember his closed eyes, so innocent, and sleeping soundly, like baby Krishna; I felt 
like a mother.  

 
After the ceremony was over, we all ate the prasad and lunch. As usual there was quite a 

variety of food…almost endless. I especially liked ‘Sirini’, Kanika and Rasogolla. Honestly, when I 
first saw Sirini, the brownish color liquid, it did not appeal to me, however, once I tried it, it was 
delicious.  Then it was time to name the baby. It was interesting to see, how the Priest said his 
name should start with the letter ‘A’. I suggested the name, Aman Krishna Nanda.  Apparently I 
was too young to understand that although he was part of our family, his last name wouldn’t be 
‘Nanda’. It would be Kar. I became irritated, and felt that I should have the right to name him. 
My Mom took me aside and calmly tried to explain that his parents have to choose the name, 
like she had chosen mine. She told me that similar ceremony had been done for me. At that 
moment, I realized how much thought goes into naming a child. Although I understood this, I 
still went off into my own world imagining his name was, Aman Krishna Nanda.  
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Finally, after a lengthy hour, the whole family came together and agreed on the name: 
‘Aarav’, meaning Peace. My Mamu whispered the name in his right ear. He told me that his pet 
name would be Aman, also meaning peace. Ironically, my little cousin was practically the 
“messenger of peace”. I was thrilled to hear his name would be Aman too, the name I came up 
with. Today, as l look back and wonder, I’m not really sure how the name Aman occurred to 
me; I guess I felt a sense of tranquility when I held him   

 
 
 
 

 

 

 

  

Age - 14 years 
Place - 14 Captain Forbush Ln, Acton, 
Massachusetts  
Grade - 9th  
School - Acton-Boxborough Regional High School 
 
Interests - Enjoy dancing and choreographing, 
Karate and running. She loves outdoor activities, is 
on the Ski team. 
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Remember Me 
Shreya Tripathy 

 
 

Imagine if I was given one moment, 
just a single piece of my past. 
I could hold it close forever, 
and that moment would always last. 
 

I'd put the moment in a safe, 
within my heart’s dwelling. 
I could open it when I wanted, 
and watch its retelling. 
 

I have too many memories to share, 
so I keep them under lock and key. 
I hope you will look back on all our memories 

and be reminded of me.  
 

After all we have been through,  
please keep me in your heart. 
As I replay all our moments, 
before we were apart. 
 
 

 
 
Shreya is 13 years old.  
 
*Second Prize in 2015 Meghna Memorial Award for Creative Writing, Senior Category 
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Lost Existence 
Srujani Das 

 
Is reality, a dream? 

Where everybody says, to be “unique” 
This lie will soon scream 

After it, becomes antique 
 

Illusion after illusion 
In this fake, reality 

Living with delusions 
Identity, has a high mortality 

 
The stench of our failure 

Unclear, no clarity 
Learn to be your own saviour 

Cherish your rarity 
 

Time, is a thief 
But so are all of us 

We chose to steal each other’s relief 
We just, make a huge fuss 

 
But why do we do it? 

Just to fit in? 
What happens to our own spirit 

That we add, to our sins? 
 

Just be yourself 
Transforming, how does it help? 

Everyone should be, himself 
Don't get tangled in a mess like kelp 

 
If we all act, talk and think the same way, 
Then how do we differentiate each other? 

We should all be unique, and have our own say 
We should be ourselves, and not even bother 

 
Is reality, a dream? 

Where you say, you are “unique” 
This lie will soon scream 

After it, becomes antique 

 
Srujani Das is a grade 9 student in the IB program. She lives in Brampton with her parents and 

her younger brother. She enjoys playing the piano, badminton and reading books in leisure time. 
*First Prize in 2015 Meghna Memorial Award for Creative Writing, Senior Category 
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The Door 
Srujani Panda 

 

A long time ago 

There was an option 
When I had to pick a door 
Blue, black, white, or red, 
I didn’t know where to go. 
 
On the sunniest of days, 
The sky is blue. 
In the calmest of breezes, 
The sea is blue too. 
So beauty pulled me to pick the blue door 
Little did I know what I was in for. 
 
I twisted open the doorknob  
And walked right in. 
How was I to know? 
What lied within? 
 
The colours were different 
Hence were the paths 
But what I didn’t know  
Was that they all lead to the same place, alas. 
 
 
 
 

 
  

Srujani is a Grade 8 student at Toronto. She is 13 year old. She lives with 
her parents Dr. Tanmay Panda and Dr. Sunanda Mishra Panda 
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Mama, Oh, Mama 
Suchismita Ojha 

 
Mama, oh, Mama of all the things I need to tell you, 
One stands out and that’s that, “I LOVE YOU!!!!” 
You were there to put a Band-Aid on my knee, 
Whenever it got hurt, even though, you sometimes laughed evilly. 
You were there when I was hungry, 
You gave me something to eat, 
You never let me starve, and had delicious meals prepared for me  
(Except for mula (radish), alu (potato), and papaya. YUCK!!!!!) 
You made sure I got good grades, 
Even though you never taught me how to play charades. 
Mama, oh, Mama you are my moral compass. You taught me  
everything I needed to know. 
You taught me from right and wrong, and a lot of 
Brahma Gyana. 
Mama, oh, Mama if there’s one thing I have to say, 
It’s that,  
You’re more than my mama, you’re my best friend!!  
 
 
                                                                     
 

 
  

Suchismita enjoys music (piano), dancing (Odissi), 
writing poem and stories,   and an avid reader.  She is 13 
years old and lives in  Clarksburg, Maryland with her 
brother Ajeetesh , elder sister Suman and  parents Arun 
and Ilwala Ojha. 



                                                                 54                                 URMI- OSA Souvenir 2015 

 

REMEMBER TO FORGET 
Sushrita Haripriya 

 

I looked at Annika. I had seen memories of her lifelong joy, yet, now I could sense her 

soul’s angst. Yesterday, she had passed away, shedding her bodily shell and unveiling her soul. 

Today, she stood with drops of cherished memories clinging to her illuminated soul, like moths 

attracted to a flame, a dangerous combination. As I approached what was once Annika, I saw a 

single memory come to her. It was a scratched and battered one, beaten from years 

of remembrance. I was curious, and I let myself delve into her thoughts. 

Rested on an elegant chaise lounge, a young Annika sat in her mother's lap. 

Her eyes shone like rising suns, filled with as much curiosity as the legendary 

Pandora. She was a complete perfectionist. Everything that was associated with her 

had to be immaculate. She was, however, neither extremely beautiful nor 

unattractive either, an ordinary child when it came to looks. But she was charming 

nonetheless. Her mother, Kareena, mused over her problems at work, while her father, Ben, 

went to the kitchen for a snack. The ever-so-curious Annika thought out loud.  

"What happens to people when they die?"  

Her mother stared at her quizzically; probably wondering how her daughter got such 

questions. 

"Well, I don't know," said Kareena. "Maybe you go to a happy place," she explained, 

"where you forget everything and live another life."  

A rebellious young Annika decided against this. "I don't want to forget everything! I 

want to remember. Forgetting is for old people."  

Ben rebuked; “Annika! Don't say things like that. It’s not nice to say things about 'old 

people’. They can’t help it, can they?” Annika let her body wilt in shame and sank into her 

mother’s lap. “Anyways,” the flustered father continued, “people don’t know what happens for 

sure. My best bet would be with what your mother said.”  

Annika sighed. She believed that her mother and father were right. If they were correct, 

she would have to take measures to remember herself when she would die. And since she had 

already declared that she would conquer the stated problem, to do the ‘forbidden’, there was a 

particular hunger for the defeat of her opponent, forgetfulness. She had to remember, but 

how? How could she possibly remember, and defy death, how? The answer to that remained 

untold, and it would not be a while before the sought solution would be revealed. For the time 

being, however, the light bulb of ‘eureka’ in her head was switched off.  

When she went to her private school in her wealthy town, the light bulb in her head was 

switched on. They were reading about a boy who filled a jar with pieces of paper, on which he 

wrote acts of kindness that had been directed towards him that day, so that he would 

remember them in the future.  
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“Well,” thought Annika, “I can use a jar to keep my memories in, so that I remember 

them.” It was a silly, childish plan, but it was worth a try. Every night, Annika would write the 

most memorable events from that day. But soon organizing her memories got chaotic. She had 

so many memories worthy of her jar that, soon, it was a box in which they were dispensed. That 

box soon was replaced with a suitcase. Soon, on her wedding day, she had written enough 

entries of memories to fill all in the notebooks (reserved for memories) which she put in her 

short 5’6” bookshelf (reserved for memories also). It was a diary in its own sense, a memoir of 

her pleasurable, envied life. To put her life in a clear perspective, she was the wife of a wealthy 

business man, and had seen no poverty in her life. Her story was not the ‘Rags to Riches’ type, 

but rather, the ‘rich princess who marries the even richer prince’ type. She lived in a mansion 

overlooking the beach, with an attached pier that was a room in itself, with walls and a roof, 

but the spectacular part was that it was glass-bottomed. Now I envision yet another memory of 

her.  

 

 

Postal Address:    583 Harrington Court, Harleysville, PA 19438 

 

Sushrita Haripriya turned 13 in March. Born with a passion for 

dance, she is also an avid reader with an insatiable hunger for 

books. She resides in Pennsylvania with her mom, dad, and 

younger brother. She is in 7th grade at Pennfield Middle School in 

the North Penn School District, and her career goal is to be a 

pediatrician. Her first published story was for her school library in 

1st grade, titled ‘The Best Day Ever’, and she has been writing ever 

since. Her sole goal is to enjoy life, and she hopes that she will live 

to see and contribute to an improved world. 
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Elements 
Anwesa Ranabijuli 

 
Elements 
WATER 
EARTH 

FIRE 
AIR 

Key parts of this planet 
 

WATER 
At times so cool and collected 

Yet has the power to rage like a storm 
Flexible like the wind 
Searing like the FIRE 

yet 
it's touch is cool 

like the gaze of the moon 
 

EARTH 
The most sturdy of all the elements 

it's stance defiant and stubborn 
but when broken in 

as shapeless as WATER 
It's form falling where it pleases 

like embers of FIRE 
 

FIRE 
It's scorching arms that caress 

as it encases it's victim in a fatal embrace 
FIRE is violent 

rash 
impulsive 

Yet it's also just as flexible as 
WATER 

but can steel it's gaze like EARTH 
 

AIR 
The kindest of them all 
it's comforting touch  

brushes against your exposed skin 
but like a mother 
it has a temper 

and can pierce you like WATER 
as it slices left and right 

Cutting through your skin 
with an impulse like FIRE 

And a constant dominance like EARTH 
 

Elements 
Key parts of this planet 

Simple, complicated, necessary 
a vital piece of our universe

Anwesha Ranabijuli,  

8
th

 grade, 14yrs 
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Temporarily Gold 
Arya Mohanty 

 
One part of his consciousness knew that he was still lying there, on the bed, in the 

Annex room. Yet another, separate part of his being was upright now, in a 

sitting position, and beneath him he could feel that he was not on the soft 

blankets at all, but rather seated in an uncomfortable plastic chair. His hands 

now held a few papers, all scarred with dark pencil marks. Lines, clefs and 

dots filled the paper. A word suddenly flashed in his mind    music.   

  

 And he could see, though his eyes were closed. He could see other 

people of his age, most of them probably twelves or thirteens. They were all sitting, and the 

youths were of all shapes and colors, and were wearing many shades of various garments. All of 

the people were different, unique; yet they were a combined unit. They all had one thing in 

common, a beautiful sound being exerted from their lungs. They were   singing. He felt a wave 

of warmth, family and togetherness. As he felt the notes move around in that small stuffy 

room, he felt memories being made, that were going to go down in history. He stood up, hand 

in hand with the others around him, and closed his eyes, as if he and the people around him 

each trusted their life on one another. A paroxysm of togetherness surrounded him, as if the 

singers were all merging into one heart; one soul. Suddenly, the music stopped, and the room 

exploded with applause. 

 

 Then the scene changed. There were metal benches lining the wall of the room he was 

in. Many different people were sitting on the benches while listening to the man in the middle. 

All of them were all wearing similar clothes; a uniform. They listened to a man in the middle, 

who was telling them how proud of them he was, how they had all come together to form 

something incredible. They put their time and effort into doing something to make other 

people’s lives better. Tears sprung from the eyes of people surrounding him. Then, they all get 

up and start to walk, following the man. They step into the blinding sunlight, dust swirling 

around them. Their faces appear on the big screen. Cameras surrounded them, interviewers 

attacked them from all sides, yet they stood calmly collected in center of the chaotic mess and 

respectfully answered the questions. The undertone of excitement was easily perceptible, they 

seemingly couldn't stop smiling. The man once again called them to attention, they all stood in 

a ‘U’ formation. 

 

“Just have fun,” he said. They all at once started singing, a harmonious tune he had never 

heard before; yet it was so familiar. A tune they had rehearsed since September, when they all 

met.  This was it the moment that they had been preparing for so many months. This was the 
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end, their last chance to sing together, and they all knew it. They cherished every note of this 

song, committing every second to memory. As they got near the end, tears gathered in the eyes 

of the girl next to him. They walked off the stage hand in hand. Months of excitement until this 

very moment, now comes to satisfaction and disappointment of it being over. The girl broke 

into a sob, and a ring of friendly embraces surrounded her. Soon all of them were in a clump 

hugging, cherishing every moment they had spent together, remembering all of the fights that 

just made their bonds stronger, remembering all the laughs they shared and the special 

moments. They all hugged and some cried, and they stood there together for who knows how 

long. Sometime during the hug, the administrator, the leader of the group who had become 

part of their "family," joined. They then said their goodbyes and went their different ways; like 

branches on a tree, they all grow in different directions, yet their root remains the same. 

 

 Then, there was a flash of light and his eyes slowly opened. He was back in the annex 

room, laying on the bed. The warmth of family had left him, and he was once an again in his 

cold grey world. If only he could live in a world like theirs. If only moments like that could last 

forever. If only friends like that could stay together forever. ‘But dawn goes down to day’, as 

Robert Frost said, ‘nothing gold can stay.’ 

 
 

 

 

 
  

Name: Arya Mohanty 

Age: 14 years, Class- 8th Grade at McCall Middle School,  

Home Address: 2 Ridge St, Winchester, MA - 01890 
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Operation Iraqi Freedom 
Destroyed My Life 

Dabanjan Nandan Chowdhury 
 

Why can’t I smile, a reporter asked me. 

 

I see blood pouring in all corners of my sight. 

I see darkness on all four sides. 

My life has blown up! My life has exploded! 

I am no longer precious! 

My family has been vilified by evil ghosts 

with humongous weapons. 

Massive macabre Eagles flew and 

shattered my community into rubble 

and shards of glass. 

 

Red on the flag, fifty stars on the flag, the color of blood. 

Red I see everywhere, 50 white stars I see everywhere, 

darkness I see everywhere. 

My house vanishes into flames of agony. 

All through, I see rivers of tears, death. 

Darkness! Loneliness! Unhappiness! 

Terror! reside in me; they go everywhere I go. 

Those eagles, that color red, 50 stars all came 

and destroyed me. Blood pours in all corners 

of my sight. I see darkness on all four sides. 

 

 

 

 

Debanjan Nandan Chowdhury is a 16 year old, 
rising senior at Clarksburg High School. He is the 
son of Debaki Nandan and Anjana Chowdhury 
and lives in Germantown, MD.  He is in the 
school swim team, a Boy Scout in Troop 489, 
interested in drama and enjoys travelling the 
World. 



                                                                   60                   URMI- OSA Souvenir 2015 

 

 
Renewed Determination 

Dev Satpathy 
 
Free will is too fickle. 
But without strong will, 
Progress will be naught but banal, 
So our destinies will not be still. 
 
Destiny is too fickle. 
Why set out on a predetermined path? 
And fear others’ wrath? 
Through our own actions, 
We can make our power triple. 
 
Fate is too fickle. 
Our decisions must be our own. 
Unaffected by insignificant ripples, 
As actions others will condone. 
 
Staying against all odds, 
Against the oncoming wave of adversity. 
We can choose to fight. 
And seize our destiny. 
As our fated right. 
 
And we shall overcome, 
Anything and everything. 
And gain our freedom, 
To make sure our lives, 
Are ever changing. 
 

 

 

Dev is a 14 year old freshman that goes to Naperville Central High School in Naperville, Illinois with his 
parents Sushant and Ipsita Satpathy. He plays the drums and enjoys learning other languages, like 
Chinese, Spanish, and Japanese. 
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Ashwin Jiang: An Initiative to Remember 

Gaurav Behera 

 

 Ashwin Jiang was a student attending Hopkins College in Baltimore, Maryland. He was 

surrounded by beautiful artworks from various countries that were hung all around his school. 

There were several pieces of original artwork that stood out to him were odd-shaped masks 

from the South Africa, a Lotus bowl of Emerald from China, and a fresco depicting a prince of 

the Gupta Empire from India. Ashwin has always loved marveling at different styles of art and 

researching the progress of art over time.  

 Curiosity overwhelmed Ashwin one day after school when he was waiting for a bus, so 

he dashed through the vast halls packed with colorful paintings to where the artworks that 

boggled his mind were located. He looked closely at the artwork; examining each bevel or 

stroke. He kept asking himself why these pieces of art interested him at such an extent. While 

he was examining the items, he took note of the creators of the works of art, which were 

marked on each item. When Ashwin heard the bus approaching the bus stop at the front of the 

entrance of the university, Ashwin pushed his notes into his pocket, and he immediately dashed 

for the bus. He fortunately boarded the bus, but he was disgusted by the odor that grabbed his 

nose. Its intensity clouded his train of thought.  

 When Ashwin reached the building of his apartment, he jumped off the bus, and he 

raced inside. He threw open the door and jumped into the chair of his computer desk. He took 

out his notes and looked up the artworks over the Internet. After hours of scrawling the 

Internet, Ashwin found interesting yet disturbing facts about the fascinating artworks. He 

discovered that the artworks are from ancient times made by artists whose artworks were 

stolen and never returned to their rightful family. Somehow, the school must have acquired the 

pieces to artwork without the knowledge that they were stolen. He quickly jotted down his 

agenda for the next day to talk with administration about this matter. 

 The next day, Ashwin walked to the principal’s office before school started to consult 

her of this matter. Ashwin was greeted by a warm welcome by the principal, and she asked, 

“Good morning, Ashwin! What brings you here today?” 

 Ashwin replied, “Well, in the hallways, I have noticed many pieces of artwork displayed. 

Three of them drew my attention.” 

 “Which ones?” the principal replied, “There are many out there.” 

 “I am talking about the masks, emerald bowl, and the fresco,” Ashwin replied. 
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 “Oh, those! Yes, those are the school’s most prized possessions!” the principal 

exclaimed, “What about them?” 

 Ashwin hesitated, “I did some research online, and those artworks seem to be…stolen,” 

he said. 

The principal frowned, “Hmm. I don’t believe so. We got them from a museum that was 

closing down. I doubt they would steal such amazing artifacts.” 

Ashwin replied, “I believe they should be returned to their rightful owners.” 

 

“I’ll see what I can do,” the principal quickly replied, “I suggest you come back to me by 

the end of the school day.” 

Ashwin sat through his classes as his day flew by like a breeze. His English professor 

persistently picked on him as his mind was in the clouds. His algebra professor simply ignored 

his dazing off. He simply had his mind on those seemingly stolen artworks. By the end of his last 

class, he was relieved to go back to the principal’s office to face the verdict of his conclusion. 

But, the principal was not present at the time, there was a note left for him which read, “All 

artworks within the college’s premises are acquired legally, and are in proper ownership of the 

college.” Ashwin still had his doubts about the artworks as he had seen identical artifacts on 

reliable news channels that depict the artifacts and declare them as stolen. He visited the new 

art history professor, Professor Bern, to gain more insight in this case. The professor greeted 

him warmly and he asked, “What can I do for you today?” 

Ashwin asked, “Have you ever heard about the Lotus bowl of Emerald from China, or 

the fresco depicting Prince Sanjiv of the Gupta Empire?” 

Professor Bern replied surprised, “Yes, I have! Those are lost or stolen pieces of history, 

but no one has been able to find them!” 

Ashwin reflexively replied, “I have! They are on the northwest corridor!” 

Ashwin and Professor Bern walked towards the corridor holding the precious artwork. 

The professor took a closer look at the objects, and he concluded that they seem genuine. He 

was surprised the college selfishly kept these objects when they belong to their respective 

families. 

“I will bring an expert tomorrow to confirm my finding, and legal actions can be taken to 

bring these to their owners,” Professor Bern said. 

Ashwin was excited to see justice, but he did not want to bring his hopes too high. The 

next day, Ashwin was glad to see another individual accompanied by Professor Bern examining 

the artwork.  
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“These seem genuine to me,” said the expert, “Why are they here? They are degrading 

in this environment.” 

“Should the police be notified?” asked Ashwin. 

“Yes,” Professor Bern replied, “the college has ignored returning these precious pieces 

of history. Actions should be taken” 

Later that day, police officers seized the precious artwork and located their righteous 

owners. The college apologized for their lack of initiative as they received them from a closing 

museum, and believed that they were rightfully theirs.  

 That night, headlines blared, “Student Recovers Stolen Artworks of History!” The long 

stolen items were returned to their respective families. Ashwin received more recognition than 

he thought he deserved, but this proved that with a little initiative, a big difference could be 

made. 

 

 

 

 

 
  

Gaurav Behera 

2071 Century View LN NE 
Rochester, MN 55906 
 

Gaurav is 15 years old living in Rochester, MN. He is in 9th grade, 
and attends Century High School. He is interested in English 
writing and literature; analyzing texts beyond the superficial. 
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The Princess’s Song 
Nistha Panda 

 
The royal guard ran in, his eyes screaming louder than any human voice. 

    “I’m so sorry,” the guard said, with heavy voice. King Rayin followed the guard down 

hundreds of stairs to the royal gardens. What had happened to his baby girl? When they came 

to the flowery floor, he saw the doctor crouching over a body a few feet away. Her body. He ran 

to the body and pushed the doctor away. Her eyes were shut and sticky crimson fluid poured 

from her head. He enclosed her palms in his left hand and cradled her head in his other. Her 

eyes opened, ever so slightly. 

 

“Baba…” just barely loud enough for the king to hear.  

“ Oh, Ravva, everything will be alright. Just hold on...” he whispered back. But she 

couldn’t hold on. Not like her mother did for her last seven days. Minutes later, little Ravva 

slipped from her father’s grasp. She was gone. Forever. 

. . .    

They were here. India. The smell of spices and mosquito repellent filled the evening air. 

Cole had never been here before, but his adoptive family had many times.  

 

The setting sun made the reddish dust shimmer like gold. It was better than he thought 

it would be. Back in Montana, one of the kids in his class had gone to India over the summer. 

They say he came back so swollen with mosquito bites that they couldn’t fit him through the 

door, but Cole couldn’t find any mosquitoes now. His adoptive sister, Abani (Abi for short), said 

they came out when it was darker. She was probably right; she came here every year to see her 

grandmother, while Cole stayed with his adoptive father, Luke Lihn, in Montana. This time they 

weren’t here to see Abi’s grandmother. Instead, Abi’s mom, Sashi Sahu, had come to set the 

scene for one of her books. Sashi, a writer, usually left the kids with her husband while traveling 

the world for inspiration for her books, but now her husband was gone and there was nowhere 

to leave them. They rode a bumpy car ride into the distance. 

 

It was big, and glowing in the sunset. Perched on the mountain, the hotel’s cerulean 

swimming pools gleamed in the orange sky, while splashes of colorful gardens and minarets 

surrounded the main building. Sashi said the hotel used to be a palace, till the king sold it. 

When they walked through the huge glass doors, twinkling chandeliers and kind faces greeted 

them. The three of them walked upon the scarlet carpet that was rolled to the reception. Sashi 

started checking in, but something was wrong with the bookings. 

 

“Somehow they lost the records holding information about your room. But the nice man 

says you can pick any room you like for free.” Sashi nudged Cole towards the desk. A young 

man with obsidian hair and tanned skin bent over the counter. His black and white tuxedo 

matched his guilty smile. All of him was perfect.  
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“What room would you like, young man?” His voice hinted with an accent. 

“Eight,” Cole replied immediately. Eight was his lucky number. He was born on August 

8th. He was eight years old when the Linhs took him off the streets. He had eight gifts to 

remind him of his biological parents.   

The man’s perfect smile faltered. “I’m sorry, but room number eight has been taken. I 

can give you room number seven if you like.” Cole nodded. It’s not like he cared. Cole grabbed 

his suitcase and started walking. Abi and Sashi had taken the elevator to the second floor. He 

wandered around the first floor looking for his room.  

 

He opened the door of the room and the ringing tones of a piano filled his ears. It was 

one of the most beautiful things he heard. He looked around the room. It was like any other 

hotel room, but there was a hole in the wall to his right; a hole to room eight. He dropped his 

suitcase and backpack on the ground and crouched down to peer through the hole. Room eight 

was much better looking than his. In fact, it looked like it was meant for royalty. A grand piano 

stood in the corner of the room. There was also a girl. She was sitting on what looked like a 

gold-plated bench, playing the grand piano that looked like Mount Everest next to her. Her 

wavy dark hair swayed as she moved to the music that her fingers made. She looked a few 

years younger than Cole, about nine or ten years old. She may have been young, but she had 

the talent of a professional. Cole could’ve listened to her play for hours.  

 

Then someone rapped at the door. He ran up to open it. Abi was waiting, her fingers 

tapping away at her phone. She looked up.  

 

“Is the room alright?” 

“Um… yes.” Abi didn’t say anything about the music. In fact, she acted like it was never 

there. 

“Good. We’re going to go out to eat dinner. Mom told me to come get you.” He shut the 

door behind him, and the little girl’s song disappeared. 

 

. . .    

Cole woke up to the sound of music. The little girl was still playing her song. Cole wasn’t 

sure if it was the same song. It sounded strangely familiar. It didn’t really matter what she 

played, it was always beautiful. 

 

Knocking interrupted the song. Cole got up to find Abi at his door again. The streaks red 

in her matched her glasses, which matched her sparkly sandals. She was ready to go. 

 

“YOU’RE NOT READY YET!!!! The cab is waiting outside. Go!” Abi pushed him towards 

the bathroom. He quickly got ready and found Abi was sitting at the edge of his bed staring the 

whole in the wall.  

“Do you hear it?” he asked her.  
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“Hear what?” Abi gave him a confused and slightly concerned look. 

 “Nothing,” Cole mumbled. He pushed the door open and Abi followed him. The cab was 

in fact waiting for him. 

 

 “Where were you guys?” Sashi glared as Abi and Cole slipped into the back. 

“Cole wasn’t ready yet.” Sashi started to look worried. Cole was known to get up early 

and at the latest, on time. He didn’t wake up late unless he was sick. 

“Are you feeling alright?” Sashi’s voice softened. 

“Yes. Just a little jetlagged.” Cole faked a yawn, but Sashi still didn’t look convinced. 

“If you say so… just remember I have to be at the Fort early tomorrow. It's my last day 

to explore and I need to know everyone of its secrets.” Cole knew that the only reason Sashi 

had let her kids off of school for a few days was to see the great Amber Fort. There wasn’t really 

anything great or mysterious about the fort, but it was said to be beautiful. Sashi had told him 

that she had gone on vacation to the Amber Fort when she was little. She said it was a sight 

she’d never forget.     

     The Amber Fort sat next to the midnight blue lake that made it look like gold flakes had 

kissed the sunset. Intricate paintings covered every inch of the walls. The entrance was grand, a 

staircase leading up to the large opening. Tourists rode elephants through the maze of 

buildings. Sashi lead the kids inside. The inside was even more colorful than the inside. The fort 

was like the North Star on a dark winter night, glowing bright and beautiful. Cole and Abi 

roamed the fort till it was time to go. They ate dinner and headed back to the hotel. Cole 

declined Abi’s offer to watch a movie and retired to his bedroom, longing to hear the little girl 

play. 

 

. . . 

 The next day was the same. Sashi ran off to do her research, while Cole and Abi 

explored the Fort. When they were done, they got in a rickshaw and rode back. 

 

"Do you want to watch a movie?" Abi asked they ride back home. She was squished next 

to Cole in the small back seat of the rickshaw. 

"Sure." Cole replied. As much as it pained him to think this, he really did need to get him 

mind off of the piano. After eating dinner the day before, he had sat there for hours listening to 

the little girl next door play till he finally fell asleep. Knowing Abi, she'd probably watch a movie 

so old that no one her age knew it existed or a cheesy Disney one. Abi usually had every line in 

the movie memorized, but she was good at not giving the plot away. Cole liked to watch her 

imitate the characters and make fun of the bad guys, something she'd been doing since they 

were in fourth grade.  

"If you're going to watch a movie you're going to have to watch it in Cole's room 

because I've got some work to do before we leave tomorrow." Abi turned to look at Cole 

"It's okay if we watch the movie in your room, right?" She was smiling brightly. Cole 

nodded, knowing that she really wanted to watch the movie. They hadn't watched a movie 
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together since her dad left their world behind. In fact, Cole couldn't remember anyone 

watching a movie for the last year or so, which was weird because he lived with Abi, who 

watched every movie that came to theaters, even if it was the worst movie created in the last 

century. 

        

Abi wanted to watch "The Emperor's New Groove", her all time favorite Disney movie. 

Abi carried the DVD for that movie everywhere she went. As they watched Cole and Abi found 

himself laughing so hard his stomach hurt, like they did when they were nine. When the movie 

was over, the two of them sat there, trying to hold back their laughter in fear that they would 

forget to breathe. As they sat there in silence, Cole followed Abi's eyes to the hole into wall.  

 

"Do you hear it?" 

"You asked me that the other day. I still don’t know what you’re talking about.”  

“Come here. I’ll show you.” Cole crouched down on his knees next to the hole in the 

wall. He motioned for Abi to sit next to him. She walked up hesitantly, not knowing what to 

expect. 

“Look through the hole.” Abi did as Cole said. 

“Do you see a little girl in the corner. She’s playing the piano. It's kind of soft right now, 

but it's there. She’s always playing that piano. And she’s really good at it.” Abi gave him a 

confused look.  

“Cole I don’t know—” Abi’s phone started to ring. She grabbed the phone, listened for a 

few seconds, than hung up. 

“Mom just called for me to come. I’ll be right back.” She ran out the door, leaving Cole 

to the music.  

 

A few minutes later, Cole heard a knock on the door. Sashi was standing there. 

“Can I come in?” 

“Of course.” Sashi went to sit on his bed. She glanced at the hole in the wall, then 

looked back at Cole, her eyes filling with concern. Cole stood there awkwardly, waiting for Sashi 

to say something. 

“Come sit next to me.” He wondered why she was here (instead of working on her 

novel), but did as she told. Sashi’s eyes started to fill with pain, as she started to speak. 

“Abi was telling me about something you said about a little girl next door,” She waited 

for Cole to explain, but he wasn’t sure if he wanted to. He wasn’t sure where this conversation 

was going. “She also said that you kept asking if she could hear that little girl playing the piano. 

She told me that she didn’t see or hear that little girl that you were talking about.” Cole knew 

what she thought. 

“I’m not crazy. She’s really there — right in the other room. She’s playing very softly 

right now. That’s why you can’t hear her, but she’s there. I can show you. I can —” Sashi 

squeezed Cole’s hand. Her eyes were getting watery. 
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“Cole, I-I know that Luke not here anymore has been hard on you. I’ve read pain can do 

things to the mind. I just want to make sure everything’s alright.” Sashi pulled Cole into a hug. 

Cole began to cry. He wasn’t sure why, though. He knew that he wasn’t crazy. 

“I’m not crazy.” Cole whispered into Sashi’s shoulder. 

“I know you’re not.” They sat there in silence, the only sound was the soft tones of a 

grand piano in the background. 

. . .    

They were leaving today. Sashi had helped Cole pack yesterday. There was just one last 

thing he needed to do. He needed to take a picture of that girl. He needed to prove she was 

real Cole pulled out his phone and looked through the hole. 

 

“Ahhhh!!!!!” Cole screamed and pushed away from the wall. He didn’t just see that. He 

peered through the hole once again. Instead of seeing a beautiful room with a little girl in it, all 

he saw was blood red. 

 

Cole ran to the lobby and up to the front desk, where he was supposed to meet Sashi 

and Abi, but they weren’t there yet. Instead, he found that man from their first day there. 

 

“Is there something I can help you with?” The man smiled warmly at Cole.  

“There is a little girl in the room next door, in room number eight, but for some reason 

she disappeared. Instead all I could see was blood red.” 

“Was she playing the piano?” The smiled had disappeared off the man’s face. Cole 

nodded. The man didn’t say anything, focused on something that Cole couldn’t see. 

“What’s wrong?” Cole asked. “I want to know the whole story.” The man thought for a 

few more seconds, then sighed.  

“Are you sure? It's a long story.” Cole nodded. 

“A long time ago, this hotel used to be the home to King Rayin and his lovely wife, Abha. 

They were happy as ever, with their wealth and their first child on the way, but the mother fell 

sick the day after the baby was born. Abha only survived seven days, her last words naming the 

child ‘Ravva’, the Hindu name for beauty. 

“Ravva grew to be beautiful, just like her mother predicted. She was also a musical 

prodigy and she especially loved the piano. The child and her father were happy until the year 

when Ravva lost her vision to a disease that caused her eyes to become a disgusting shade of 

blood red. Even without her vision, Ravva was a great musician and knew how to take care of 

herself, but the king would not let Ravva out of his sight. He didn’t want to lose, Ravva like he 

lost her mother.  

Occasionally, King Rayin had to leave his daughter for work. On those days Ravva was 

supervised by servants, but there was a day where she was left all alone. That was the day she 

died.” The man stopped for a moment. He took a deep breath and continued. 

“After Ravva’s death, King Rayin sold the palace to his most a young guard, my great-

grandfather. For years the palace sat there, gathering dust. Finally Dadaji, my grandfather, 

thought that the palace’s beauty should be shared with the world, so he made it a hotel. The 
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years went by and my father was born. When my grandfather died, my father took on 

responsibility. When Baba took on the job, the princess’s 150th birthday was around the corner. 

In honor of Ravva’s birthday, he redecorated her room so it looked the way it did when she was 

alive. He made it to be like a memorial, closing off the room to guests. It had everything, 

including her grand piano. Her room was known as Room 8. After Ravva’s 150th birthday, Baba 

started to notice something. Every once in a while, there would be a person staying in Room 7 

who said they saw a little girl who was exceptionally good at playing the piano.” The man 

stopped and looked right into Cole’s soul. 

 

“You said you saw blood red this morning, right?” 

“Yes. Why do you think that happened?” 

“I think, she was looking right back at you.” 

 
 
 

 
 

 

                                 
                                                                                                               
 
 
 
 
                                                                                                                    

 
 
 
                                                                                                       (Selfie painted by Nistha) 

 

  

Nistha Panda is an 8
th

 Grader (13 

year old) in Hopkins Junior High 

School, Fremont. She is artist by heart, 

she plays Upright Bass (was part of 

California All State Honors Orchestra), 

loves to paint, write mysteries and 

perform Odissi Dance. She lives in 

Fremont with her parents and her cute 

little brother. 
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The Cyclops 
Odysseus's Journal 
Parneeta Mohapatra 

The dry heat of the island was a blessing after months of voyage. My men and I walked off our 
ship and all took a deep breath of fresh air. Finally we had made it to land. 

 “Odysseus! Look here!” one of my men called out to me. I looked to where he was pointing and 
was shocked. A footprint, as big as man, marked the sand.  

 “Oh dear,” I thought to myself, ”Have we entered the giants’ lair?” 

 Travelling a little further, we were delighted to see a cave. It had a humongous entrance, and 
the inside was the size of a palace. We scavenged the inside for food and found cheese.  

 “We must burn an offering to Zeus,” I told my men. So we lit a fire, and then sat around the 
embers.  

 And then HE came, dumping dry wood near the entrance and closing the opening of the cave 
with a boulder larger than even my ship, leaving the male sheep outside. He rushed over to the females, 
milking them carefully. And then he saw us.  

 “Oh no! It isn’t a giant! It’s the Cyclops Polyphemus.” Internally, I was screaming.  

 “Strangers, who are you and what are you doing here?” At his voice, I could hear the heartbeats 
of my men get faster from fright.  

 “We are from Troy, blown off our course. Our luck have it we stand here, and hope for your help 
- as custom is to honor strangers. Have care, for Zeus will avenge the unoffending guest.” I managed to 
keep my voice level headed, thinking to myself, “I am Odysseus, son of Laertes, and I cannot show fear.” 

 His reply caused the cave to shake, and elicited a terror from deep inside of me.  

 “I DO NOT CARE FOR YOUR THUNDERING ZEUS. We Cyclops are the sons of Poseidon, and for 
Zeus we have no fear.” 

 In one stride, he came forward and caught two of my companions and feasted on them, his 
movements similar to those of a mountain lion. I drew my sword to fight him but a paralyzing realization 
came to me. If I killed this brute now, then we would have no means of leaving the cave. So he fell 
asleep, and we waited for morning.  

The sun rose, and the Polyphemus had a breakfast consisting of another group of my men. Then 
he went out to do his usual routine of a shepherd, but making sure to close the stone door as he left.   

“Goddess Athena, please give me wisdom. How do I hurt him, but still allow us a chance to 
leave?” And then it came to me.  

I would use a six foot section of an olive tree, and whittle the end to a point. I would then take it 
and grind the spike in the Cyclops’s eye, along with four of my men.  
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At evening, after the Cyclops settled and ate two more of my men, I went forward holding a 
bowl of a dark drink. “Cyclops, have some wine.” 

He seized the bowl, and downed two more in the matter of seconds. Drunkenly, he fell asleep 
 to my tunes, “Cyclops, what is my name? My name is Nohbody, everyone calls me Nohbody.”  

I went and retrieved the olive branch from where he hid it under a pile of dung, and charred it in 
a fire. Taking a deep breath, I readied myself and the remainder of my men for the events that were to 
unfold.  

We lugged the spike near the Cyclops and drove it into his eye socket. Blood spewed 
everywhere, eyelid and eyelash were seared. The great Polyphemus let out a roar and we jumped back 
in alarm. His screams reached the ears of nearby Cyclops, and they came and asked what was wrong. 
Polyphemus replied with “Nohbody’s tricked me! Nohbody’s ruined me!” and the other Cyclops left, and 
to this I let out a hearty laugh.  

“How would we get away now?” I wondered. Then I saw the rams, and since of pride filled me 
as I drew on my wits. I tied three rams together, and slung a man under each middle one. This was a 
difficult feat, as the rams smelled so vile, none of my men wanted to go near them. Afterwards, I tied 
myself to the largest, woolliest ram out of the flock.  

Gagging from the smell, I waited till morning in misery, for when the Cyclops would let the 
sheep out for their graze.  

Out in the open, we dropped and rolled out from under the rams and ran to our ship. Turning 
and counting the men we lost, I saw my men’s faces turn to those of grief. We loaded what sheep we 
could onto the ship and set sail. 

Turning, I taunted the Cyclops. In his fury, he broke a piece of the hilltop and threw it down at 
us; however, blessed we were as it missed the ship by mere inches. I cupped my hands around my 
mouth to taunt him again, only to be reprimanded by my crew. I could not help but let out one final 
shout. “Cyclops! If  a mortal man were to ask how you were blinded, tell him it was Odysseus who took 
your eye!” 

My actions consequently caused Polyphemus to send a prayer to his father Poseidon. “Oh hear 
my lord, thou father: grant that Odysseus never see his home, and should he see his roof again, let that 
day be far, and allow dark years in between. Let him return without his companions and return to bitter 
days at home..”And that was the last I heard as we drifted aways from the home of the Cyclops.  “Oh, 
no. What have I done?” 

 

 
 
Parneeta Mohapatra is 14 years old. 
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Unnamed 
Rachel Woody 

 
In nature how obscene it seems 
For doves to beat ravens down 
To bind their feathers with weathered 
Vines and force them to the ground 
 
What is the raven but a dove? 
Who dons the shrouds of mourning? 
And perches upon rooftops-same 
To rouse the slumbering sun 
 
Although the coat he wears may gleam 
Opaque, obsidian, sleek 
Although his cry is as a scream 
He, too, flies, free and dies as meek 
 

 

 

 

 Rachel Woody is of age 15. She attends Middleton High School in Madison, WI 
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From the Unraveled World 

Rishi Satpathy 

As the world splinters ‘round, 
Everything fades to white. 
When looking, all to be found, 
Is anything but bright. 
 
All the world is splintered, 
And nature has been stirred. 
But in this world of darkness, 
I can face forwards, dauntless. 
 
Bravely defiant, I rush into the unknown, 
Into worlds I have never known. 
Through and through, 
Changing and making myself anew. 
 
Looking back through this unraveled world, 
Seeing all the blankness within. 
I wake up with a jolt, 
And realize where I have just been. 
 
With regret in my eyes, 
I let go of this guise. 
Looking back on this myriad of experience, 
I decide to reject dissidence. 
 
 
 
 

Rishi is a 17 year old that lives in Naperville, Illinois with his parents Sushant and Ipsita Satpathy 
and his brother Dev. He loves to sing. 
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Moksha 

Samyak Mishra 
 
What is Moksha? Dictionary answer of which is liberation from rebirth cycle. How would one 

reach this Moksha or even why would one want to attain Moksha? 
 

 You can find studies of Moksha in Hinduism as old as the first millenium B.C.E. Different schools 
teach moksha in different ways resulting in multiple interpretations. One definition of moksha is linked 
with Samsara which sees human life as cycles of rebirth. This cycle was seen as a cycle of suffering as 
each life is subject to pain and injury. By being released from this cycle, one’s soul would get freed from 
suffering or attain moksha. According to Klaus Klostermaier, a researcher on Hinduism, moksha can be 
attained in this birth by removing all obstacles in life and living a humane life. This gives psychological 
liberation from adhyasa, fears besetting one’s life, and avidya, ignorance. According to Daniel Ingalls, 
Moksha in many schools is taught as a natural goal beyond dharma or duties. Self-discipline is the path 
to dharma, moksha is self-discipline perfected that it becomes second nature. Dharma is step one in the 
process of attaining moksha.  
 The concept of Moksha is also found in other religions like, Buddhism, Jainism, and Sikhism. In 
Buddhism it is more commonly known as nirvana. Nirvana is attaining highest happiness In Jainism, 
Moksha is being released from the cycle of births and deaths so one becomes a siddha, one who has 
accomplished the ultimate objective. In order to do this one must get rid of all karmas because if karma 
is left then it must be fulfilled. In Sikhism the concept is known as Jivan mukti which is realization of the 
ultimate reality or jnana and is the master of sense and self. 
 According to the Bhagavad Gita, Lord Krishna tells Arjuna that one should give up everything and 
surrender himself to Him to reach Moksha. But what does giving up everything mean? According to 
Valayapet Ramchariar, Lord Krishna’s words are directed towards Arjuna’s ignorance. Arjuna knows 
Krishna is Him or the Supreme One,  but he does not know how to reach him. Krishna tells Arjuna and 
the rest of the world that the only way to reach Him is through Supreme Surrender at his feet and gets 
rid of the ties to objective things.  
 
 How do we lead our everyday lives to attain Moksha? Moksha to me means happiness and 
looking for this happiness inside instead of outside. After going years to Chinmaya mission, a Vedantic 
school, my understanding is, we first have to think about the things we are attached to that are 
unnecessary such as our gadgets, clothes, money which can create distractions instead of fulfilling a 
need. At the same time, we need to hold tightly to our values and respect our loved ones by following 
our dharma or duties. We should live a good life and follow our dharma. As a teenager my dharma is to 
learn and respect. I feel Moksha can be attained in this life right now right here.  

 

 

Name: Samyak Mishra, 8th Grade 
Fischer Middle School, IL 
 
2395 Adamsway Drive, Aurora, IL 
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Dance 

Sarasi Rout 
 

                               Roses are red 

                               Violets are blue                                                                                                   

                               Dancing is the best thing I ever knew      

 

                               Dancing has power                                

                               Dancing has a flash 

                               Don’t just give up and put dancing in the trash 

 

                               You show passion  

                               You show expression  

                               Dancing gives you a nice impression 

 

                               Follow your dreams 

                               Follow your heart 

                               Give it a try like you did in the start 

 

                               It tells a comedy 

                              It tells a mystery 

                              Dancing is how you tell a story 

 

                              Birds and flowers                            

                              Trees and grass  

                              Dancing always starts from scratch 

 

                              Now you know,what to do 

                              Try it out 

                              If dancing is right for you.   

  

Sarasi Rout is 9 years old and is a third grader at Buffalo Trail Elementary School 

in Aldie, Virginia. She is the daughter of Subrat Rout and Ipsa Mohanty and elder 

sister of Shayona( two and half years ). She loves to read, write, dance and play 

soccer, basketball. She is very active and fun loving. Her favorite pass time is to play 

with her friends and younger sister. 
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United We Stand, Divided We Fall 

Shivank Mishra 
 

   
 Is it important to stay together in life? I think so. I will illustrate this 

through the story of the five fingers. 
The human hand has 5 fingers. The pinky, ring finger, middle finger, 

index finger, and thumb. One day they fought. The pinky said that she was the 
cutest. The ring finger said that she was the most beautiful. The middle finger 
said that he was the tallest. The index or pointer finger said that he could point to 
everything in the world. The thumb said that he was the strongest. All of them said 
they didn't want to be with each other so they spread themselves out so not one touch 
each other. No one wanted to work with each other. When a man dropped something, he could not pick 
up. If he wanted to cook,  he could not cook.  When he was hungry, he could not eat anything. Without 
food, he was hungry. The body began to droop from not eating and the fingers suffered along with the 
body. After a while the five fingers realized if they don’t work together they can’t do anything.  They 
finally decided that they would be friends so they could eat food and drink water and live and have fun. 
In the end they forgave each other.  
 

In the story the five fingers learnt that they needed to work with each other to do their job. An 
example from the human world is in the game of football. It is easier to play with a team rather than by 
yourself. If you are working on a project it is more fun to do it with a partner rather than by yourself. 
Doing things with a team makes things more fun and easier to do.  

 
 The five fingers began as enemies but at the end they became friends. They had to become 

friends so they could do their job together and not by themselves. That is why we should work together 
to do our job in this world. They could survive and had fun when they became friends and so should 

we.   
 

 

 
  

 

  

Shivank Mishra 

4th Grade 

Steck Elementary school 

 

2395 Adamsway Drive 

Aurora, IL-60502 
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Magic of Spring 
Simoni Mishra 

 
I slide open the door leading to the deck with my winter jacket on, yet, something is 

different. The air doesn’t have the chilly feeling to it as it had 

before. There is action in the air, warmth with the sunshine 

that switched winter to spring. The amount of energy that had 

hibernated inside me in winter for months bursts out of me 

within a second. I immediately throw off my jacket and run. 

 As I step from stones to the lawn, the smell of our dinner and 

the sound of the roaring stove fade away. The fragrance of the distant cherry blossoms in my 

neighbor’s yard engulfs my senses. For, no matter how long you wait out the day beside 

blossoms, the urge for it still remains. For every new breathe that is taken in, newborn 

enchantments arise. Nearby, in our yard an oak tree patiently spreads its branches for the 

comfort of the small robins that were chirping and twittering on its limbs, their lovely spring 

tunes. I spot the cherry blossom tree who is conducting the music that the natural musicians 

were making. The lush grass sways to the beat as the delighted audience. I sit right next to the 

oak tree watching the lingering clouds in the clear blue sky, with the cold touch of my lemonade 

soothing the heat of the bright orange sun. I lean back onto the oak tree to enjoy the beautiful 

spring afternoon. 

 

I close my eyes and wait for something to happen. Just above the horizon, the sun is 

slowly setting, little by little, hinting that night will begin when the day will end. I think of our 

beloved spring. School felt like the usual, a day of math, reading, social studies, and science all 

smooshed together in a sandwich with no room to even breathe. The different sensations of 

spring drive away your stress when you get home. I remember when I was younger, the 

moments I passed in this delightful season; the time when I twirled around on our driveway 

with an umbrella in my hand when it was raining. Just before that, the winter had almost fully 

frozen my body from head to toe, and the number of jackets I was wearing was uncountable! 

The king of seasons sweeps away the layers of the ice cold snow with its deep rays of the sun 

dazzling everywhere. Fortunately, year after year, spring has never failed to return after a long 

year.  

 

My thoughts were scattered when a couple of minutes passed silently till I heard the 

familiar sounds of the kids from my neighborhood starting to round up for a game of the usual, 

basketball. At first, I just watched, until I gathered enough energy to walk out of my afternoon 

snooze and join the game. Occasionally, another child would come and ask to play. I got up and 

raced to them, the gentle breeze blowing against me with each step. I waited patiently for my 
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teammates; looking around to position myself more accurately. It seemed like in a flash the 

game was over. I rounded up my teammates and again we played. Every moment of the game 

was spent on concentrating heavily on the ball and where it is. Bounce! Bounce! I hear the 

rubber’s emphatic cry to play. Soon our team scores and I decide that it is time to retire from a 

day of basketball. I go inside and think, after a hard day of school imprinting your body, only the 

glorious feeling of a beautiful spring day can cure you. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

  

Simoni Mishra is a fifth grader at Cold Spring 
Elementary Magnet program in Potomac, MD. Apart 
from writing she loves to dance, sing and enjoy the 
water. 

*First Prize in 2015 Meghna Memorial Award for Creative Writing, Junior Category 
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Ashthma and Me 
Sulagna Dash 

               

 Kids like to eat ice-cream and popcorn, right? They also like to play with their siblings and talk to 
friends about cool things. But they do not like to do all these fun things when they have a bad cough. 
When I was 9 years old, that was exactly what happened to me. I had a cough which wouldn't go away 
with simple over-the-counter (OTC) medicines and cough syrups. I was not enjoying anything at all! 

My cough started in March when I had a common cold. My doctor advised me to use 
the common OTC medicines, but it did not help. My mom then tried to cure it with honey and 
ginger. She also gave me medicine for acidity thinking that my habit of drinking less water at 
school might be causing acidity and cough. But instead of getting cured, the cough became 
worse. I felt terrible, exhausted, fatigue, and restless all the time. At times, I was coughing 
continuously and my throat hurt a lot. It was quite difficult for me to eat or sleep as I started 
throwing up while coughing. Sometimes, it gave me chest-pain too. My family was quite 
worried seeing my condition. Neither I nor my mom could sleep at night!  

A week later, when the cough didn't show any sign of improvement, my mom took me 
to the pediatrician. The doctor checked me thoroughly and could hear wheezing. Then she did 
some tests and diagnosed my cough as asthma. She gave me a beautiful fish mask to put on my 
face which covered my nose and mouth! A pipe was connecting the mask to a machine called 
nebulizer in which she put the asthma medicine Albuterol Sulfate. I was asked to sit quietly and 
breathe as much as I could. I read few books while I was on the nebulizer. In about 20 minutes, I 
felt a lot better and relaxed. The doctor talked to my mom and prescribed some medications 
for me. I got to bring my new nebulizer and an inhaler home with me! The nebulizer box had 
many stickers, activity books, crayons, and other fun things inside it. 

 For the next two weeks, I had to use the nebulizer and inhaler twice a day – once in the 
morning before leaving for school and once at night before going to bed. Each nebulizer session 
took about 8-10 minutes. Before I start the nebulizer, I always gather at least ten books near 
me to read. So I never felt bored while on the nebulizer.  

 
The activity books I got from the doctor’s office had some information for kids on 

asthma. I learned that asthma is a disease which makes it difficult for air to get into your lungs. 
Some every-day asthma triggers are pets, mold, hard exercise which makes you breathe really 
fast, dust in your house, and dust mites. Did you know that, sometimes getting really excited, 
feeling very mad, sad, or scared also can cause an asthma attack? 

 
  A couple of facts on asthma which I found on the internet surprised me! For example, I 

read that cockroach droppings are asthma triggers. I remember seeing cockroaches during my 
trip to Odisha, India; but never thought that they have some asthma connection! Another 
interesting thing I read was that some people eat bat meat to cure asthma! I wonder how 
people believe in such weird things! Asthma is a long-term disease which doesn't have a cure. 
You can only control it. 

 My doctor had given me a chart to help monitor my asthma during the course of my 
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treatment. The chart had three colored sections: green, which was for ‘controlled asthma’, 
yellow, which was for ‘uncontrolled asthma’, and red, which was for ‘dangerously uncontrolled 
asthma’. The doctor told me that I was in the yellow section and could come to green with the 
help of my medicines. I started taking my medicines twice a day, but after two weeks it changed 
to once a day. It took me about one month to reach the green level! I remember I was taking 
my inhaler for a longer time on need basis. When my cough went away completely my doctor 
advised me to stop taking medicine. If only I get asthma like symptoms again (especially during 
spring allergy season), she advised me to take my inhaler. 

 I am very happy that I don't have to take my asthma medicine anymore. In my daily life I 
learn Odishi dance, go to swimming class, and participate in different sports without any 
breathing problem. I enjoy playing outside and talking to my friends for long! Now I like to eat 
popcorn and ice-cream with my little brother once again.....  

 

 

 

Sulagna Dash 

13612 Palmetto Circle, 

Germantown, MD 20874 

Sulagna is 10 years old and attends 4th Grade at Ronald McNair Elementary 

School in Germantown, Maryland. She lives in Germantown with her dad, 

Pratap Dash, her mom, Bijayalaxmi Dash and her little brother, Subham 

Dash. She loves to read books, act in Odia dramas, sing classical music with 

keyboard etc. 
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Mystery of Missing Emerald 

Yogesh Mohapatra 

 
 It was just another scalding hot day in Egypt. Amber and Lavezzi had just finished outside, 

taking a cool drink of water. They chattered away happily, talking about the things they would 
do tomorrow. Lavezzi’s father, Mr. Frank, who was an archaeologist, called her to come home. 
“Bye” Lavezzi yelled.  “See you later”, Amber replied. Amber looked at her emerald ring, a very 
precious present for her and a similar one for Lavezzi on last Christmas. ‘I can’t wait till 
tomorrow,’ she thought. After she said goodnight to her mother, Mrs. Annemarie, who was the 
President of Egypt, Amber dragged herself to bed, thinking what she would do the next 
morning.   

 
 Soon enough, it became midnight. Amber was in deep sleep. All of a sudden, there was 
a huge explosion behind her. The window fragments flew, falling on her bed. She woke up, 
startled, until she saw a dark figure looming over her. “MOM, DAD, SOMEBODY HELP” she 
cried. The figure grabbed her hand and took the ring, throwing her to the ground. “Here, Here, 
Here!” a dozen of security guards muffled voices yelled as they were frantically trying to open 
the door. The dark figure looked up, jumped out the broken window, and drove through the 
dark sand dunes. 

 
“Omnee, Omnee, we need your help,” Mr. Frank yelled into the telephone. The famous 

detective from the U.S. was best friend of Mr. Frank. “What happened?” Omnee asked. Mr. 
Frank told him what had happened the previous night. “If you don’t help, the President will 
keep the amusement parks and anything fun for kids closed until the emerald ring will be 
found.” Mr. Frank replied. “Okay, when do you want me to come?” Omnee asked from other 
side. “Now would be good.” Mr. Frank muttered. “All right, see you tomorrow at the airport.” 
Omnee replied. 

 
To find out the first clue, Omnee decided that he should start from where the ring was 

stolen. After receiving permission from the President, he took a look at Amber’s bedroom. 
There was still broken glass, and judging from the shape of the class broken, a person with 
military boots must have broken in. After looking over the room, he met with Amber.  Although 
it was a bit awkward, a world famous detective talking to a 9 year old, they discussed as if she 
was an adult. Omnee asked all types of questions, but the answers where pretty straight 
forward. 

 
In the heat of everything, the president of Egypt forgot that Lavezzi also had emerald ring 

too. So when Lavezzi was skipping to the Amber’s room to ask if she could come play outside, 
Mrs. President said “ No, and in fact young lady ! You will be sending to jail with your father 
because you stole my daughter’s ring. “What…” Lavezzi said. But before she could say anymore, 
the emerald ring was gone from her little fingers and she got taken away by the guards. She and 
her father was taken to the jail within no time.  
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While Mrs. Annemarie quickly paced to get to her daughter’s room, Omnee stopped her. 
“So you found the ring?” he asked. “Yes.” Mrs. Annemarie replied, panting with excitement. 
“Well, where did you find it?” He asked. “From Mr.Frank’s daughter, obviously Frank and 
Lavezzi are the thieves we were looking for” Annemarie retorted. “I know Frank does a lot of 
things, but thievery is not on the list.” Omnee exclaimed.” Well maybe you don’t know him that 
much after all.” Annemarie yelled. “Well, Madam! I would request to ask your daughter 
yourself.” Omnee smirked while controlling his temper. “Yeah, and we will see who is right.” 
The president shrieked as she stomped out of her room to find her daughter.  

 
“Honey, I found it.” the President of Egypt said. “Thanks Mom! Where did you find it?” 

Amber beseeched. “With your friend Lavezzi,” She replied. “Wait, where is she now?” Amber 
inquired anxiously. “Ohh! she is enjoying the tortures of the jail.” the President replied with a 
cruel smile. Amber took off her ring that her Mom just put into her finger and said with a heavy 
tone “ Mom this is hers. I and she are the only in Egypt that have this similar emerald rings.” “I.. 
What…” she stammered. “ And now my friend is in jail having the worst day of her life, for no 
reason.” Amber cried. “Guards, release them.” The president ordered. “Thank you, thank you 
Mom thank you.” Amber replied still sniffing.   

 
“I did tell you that Frank is not a thief.  But don’t worry, there still is another way to find 

out.” Omnee said. He explained his plan to the president. “ It could be used, but people may 
lie.” the president of Egypt tried to explain. “Oh, I will find who is lying and who is not, Madam.” 
Omnee replied with an unnerving smile. 

 
The plan was to get ambassadors from every country and to ask questions to all of them, 

the same ones, and during that, to finally unmask the thief. True, people may lie, but that was 
when Omnee’s experience was to work. He would then ask the people more questions whom 
he suspects, this time privately, putting the suspect under pressure, and hopefully unmasking 
everything they knew. 

The Ambassadors of every country summoned. After talking about the case, Omnee asked 
questions. If one would have notice, Omnee was beaming with clues. So, he dismissed 
everybody, and decided to stay at Frank’s house. 

 
At 3 O’ in the morning Omnee woke up with a start. He knew something was wrong.  Since 

Omnee worked in the Army, he had his own rifle. He strapped it to his back and quietly walked 
to Frank”s room. Nothing suspicious. He walked quietly to Lavezzi’s room and almost gasped. 
He was lucky that he didn’t peep or else he would have given away his position. .Right when the 
dark silhouette was about to take the ring, Omnee took out his gun. The figure froze. He took 
out his gun and pointed it at Omnee. Suddenly three other men appeared at the room, their 
guns pointed at the figure. Suddenly, smoke poured out of nowhere. 

 
“Lavezzi” Omnee yelled. Fortunately she understood. She tucked and rolled under the bed. 

‘Duck!!!!!!’ Omnee’s instincts screamed. He ducked and three bullets hit the place he just was 
standing. Then he heard someone’s grunt.  Finally the smoke cleared.  
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There were 2 people lying on top of each other. One of them was a security guard and the 
other was the most wanted person in last 6 days who was an expelled army captain of London, 
notorious for smuggling precious jewelries, artifacts, ancient sculptures around the world. 
Omnee told the guard to get off. Omnee looked through the broken window and grinned with 
success that his plan worked as the thief could not go out the window. Hundreds of armed men 
were gathered down there, ready to arrest him. Omnee called some of them up. Omnee and 
the policemen searched the culprit’s pockets and found the missing emerald ring. Omnee 
handed over it to Amber. Most importantly, the President declared significant discount in 
amusement park’s entry fee which made every kid of Egypt thankful to Omnee. For the week of 
the chase, every child in the Egypt that went to school had a break, in honor of Omnee’s great 
feat.  

 

 

 

 

  

  

Postal Address: 61 Winding Hill Drive, Hackettstown, NJ 07840 
Age - 11yrs 
Grade - 5th 
School- Chester M Stephens Elementary School, Mount Olive, New Jersey 
Interests- Basketball, Chess, Music, Reading 
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July the 4th 
Ajitesh Ojha 

 
I can see the sky like with beaming lights 

With so many colors 
It is like a dream in the sky 

So pretty 
In red green golden and blue 
And in so much other colors 
In the sky on July the Fourth. 

 
In the OSA Convention … 

So many friends and families come together 
To celebrate with joy 

It is so much fun 
With all your friends and family by your side 

You are as happy as can be 
With a day of fun. 

 
 
 
 

 

 

 

Ajeetesh Ojha 3rd Grade, Age 8 
 

Ajeetesh enjoys music (piano), arts, biking and 
swimming  and lives in  Clarksburg, Maryland 
with her sister Suchismita , elder sister Suman 
and  parents Arun and Ilwala Ojha. 
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An Unspoken Bond 
Amrita Sahu 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
  

I hide behind a rock 

Compare my mundane self  

To the passion in the wolf’s eyes 

Standing out in the darkness 

Glowing 

The flames dance a beautiful piece 

 

And he stares on 

Suddenly he throws back his head 

Let’s a song loose 

Echoing through the forest night 

 

Spirit Wolf, Spirit Wolf 

Just let me see 

Spirit Wolf, Spirit Wolf  

Just let me be 

Brothers and sisters come, come 

And see the spirit so long gone 

 

The final note rings in my ears 

How do I understand 

I do not know  

I am but a normal being 

With no powers of such 

 

But all understand that raging storm 

Beneath that calm attire 

That wondrous gleam 

That sadness, that deadly fire  

Is a harbinger of news 

 

 

 

 

 

Good or bad, I cannot tell 

Then… 

A moment of complete silence 

Broken by gunshots 

 

I turn in fear 

Urge the friend on 

He stays where he was 

His paw beckons 

and his mind reaches out to me 

He calls  

Join me, brother 

Come with me 

Feel the pull of the wild  

Join me in my race against time 

 

And I agree 

I come with him 

I chase and I leap  

I cut through the wind 

Then I stop 

I look around 

 

But brother wolf is gone 

And I hear 

A whisper through the trees 

Spirit Wolf, Spirit Wolf 

Thank you for finding me. 

 

About Amrita Sahu: 

Amrita, daughter of Prakash and Manaswini Sahu is in 5
th
 grade and 

11 years old. She loves to read, write, and draw. She enjoys classical 

dancing – both ballet and Odissi and learns Hindustani music. Her 

latest interest is doodling. 

 
*Third Prize in 2015 Meghna Memorial Award for Creative Writing, 
Junior Category 
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The Disaster 
Anika Satapathy 

 
Her face beading with sweat 
Feet slowly slipping off the edge 
Knuckles growing a bright red 
Heart thumping to the beat of the distant drums  
Head bent over her chest 
Eyes wandering the hole beneath her 
 She gripped on for her life 
Along the edge of the active volcano 
In the hot air 
Above the rapidly churning lava 

Rushing up like blood in a vein 
With a “whoosh” 
Below her a new ground appeared 
Without a grieving moment to spare 
Around her the ground grumbled and gritted.  
Near her a crack sprinted towards her 
Past her as she ran 
Behind her the lava emerged 
 She raced down the side of the volcano 

A storm started brewing 
Its storm clouds spinning 
Turning into a tornado 
Towards her it moved 
 She darted out of the tornado's path 

Lightning struck the mountain 
 Rattling, reaching, racing 
Its stones tumbling down 
Creating an landslide tumbling towards her 

She swam across the frigid river 
Waves growing by the minute bigger  

Slowly turning into a small tsunami 
Almost overtaking her 
 Finally she reached the other side 
 From the disaster spot she scrambled aside  

Face wet with precipitation  
Hair clung to her face 
Heart thumped in her ears 
Mind processing the disasters that happened 
Knowing very well that she survived  
    

 

Anika lives in Clarksville, MD with sister, 
Neha and parents Tina and Sikhanda 
Satapathy. She is a 6th grade student 
with interests in painting/ sketching, soft 
ball, piano, viola, ukulele, singing and 
dancing. 
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The Journey of My Life 

Archa Sahoo 

 

It all started after I was born in Champaign, a little town of Illinois.  My family, including my 

mom, dad and me lived there for about 2 and half years. First I learned the language Oriya from 

my parents, as they belong to Odisha, a state of India. Then I moved to a place called 

Georgetown, Massachusetts. When I was 3 years old, my new baby brother Asish was born. 

During that time, my grandmother also came over for a few days to stay with us. We celebrated 

Asish’s 1 year birthday at the club house in our apartment. All his friends and my friends were 

attended the celebration. That time I was in preschool and I was a very sweet and kind girl. My 

best friends were Nora and Lidia at that time. We played together the whole school year. In our 

class, there was a girl named Kylie and she used to bully me sometimes. She made faces to me 

few times also. I had so many memories of my friends when I was little.  

The next year I went to kindergarten at Pearly school. I found my best friend Brianna at the 

school. Another boy named Nick, harassed me a lot in the kindergarten. The next year, we 

moved to our new house at Chelmsford. I went to first grade at Byam School. My teacher was 

Mrs. Hogan. She was kind and generous and very skinny. My friend Abhi lifted her up once. On 

the bus, these two girls named Mia and Gracie used to be very mean with me. I feel so bad and 

I stood up to tell them that it was not right. The next year, I went to second grade and my 

teacher was Mrs. Sullivan. She has 3 children and she was very nice. My best friends were 

Rebecca and Eshal. One day Rebecca hesitated to me because I was going to India for a month 

and that was really long time. So my friends pretended not to be with me for some time and I 

felt bad. But when I came back they told me that they were just trying to surprise me because 

they were missing me. The last, I am going to talk about my third grade teacher Mrs. Morasse. 

She is very kind and she has one daughter. She teaches me language and arts. I also have 

another teacher Mrs. Streeter. She teaches us math and science. She has two girls. I hope, Mia 

and Gracie would never bully me again and that’s the story of the journey of my little life so far.  

THE END 

   
                                                                  

Archa Sahoo 
Address: 19 Bentley Lane, Chelmsford, MA 01824 

 
Archa is 9 years old. She is in 3rd Grade, Byam Elementary School, 
Chelmsford MA. She is an Odishi classical dancer. She loves reading, 
swimming, dancing, painting, music and Gymnastics. 



                                                                   88                   URMI- OSA Souvenir 2015 

 

Lunchtime: A Symphony 

Arnav Patra  
 

The pots sit in line for fire 
Lighters wait to be brought to life 
Vegetables want to dance in a pan 
But they stare at a cold fridge wall 

The butter is lost without the bread 
As the stark black fridge rumbles on... 
A stomach growls staring at the fridge 

As the clock‘s ticking pierces the silence … 
  

The spices are useless without a dish 
Salt sits alone without pepper 

The still fridge gathers dust staring at the pantry  
The milk looks longingly at the cookies 

The bread turns green, imagining it with butter 
The cheese dreams of gamboling with crackers 

One more stomach sits wistfully in front of the stove 
The clock joins in with its tick… 

  
The fire is lit as a sharp sound fills the room 

Anxiety builds in the fridge as it squeaks open like a mouse in delight 
The pot smiles silently as it is slowly filled 

The lighter is alive at last 
The crackers frolic towards the cheese carried on delightful hands 

The bread and butter prance joyfully in a jolly jig 
Another stomach gathers, a family almost complete 

And the clock clacks on… 
  

The pantry opens with doors squealing in delight and spices bounce out 
Salt and pepper dance to their spicy salty song 

Cheese and crackers smile together in harmony 
Vegetables are tossed skipping in the pan 

One last stomach frisks in for them all to be content 
A family is finally complete 

The symphony of a meal is complete 
As the clock strikes noon melodiously… 

 
 

Arnav Patra lives in Buffalo, Ny with his father Abani Patra and mother, Sipra Roychoudhury. Arnav loves 
geography and has won the New York State Geography bee and will represent NY at the nationals in DC in May 
2015. Arnav also enjoys books and music. He plays the cello and sings Hindustani Classical as well. Arnav also 
enjoys playing tennis and swimming. Arnav also enjoys writing poems and won 2nd place for his poem “Fireworks” 
in last years Meghna memorial awards in Columbus. 
 
*Second Prize in 2015 Meghna Memorial Award for Creative Writing, Junior Category 
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Remembrance 
Aaryana Rajanala 

 
Sometimes I find the way people think strange. The way they would apologize to you if someone 

you knew died. The way they tried to be empathetic when they could force out no more condolences. 
The way they always told you the person would live on in their hearts and minds. The way everyone 
pretended everything was okay even though nothing could have been worse. Not many people thought 
this way. I remember a girl who did, though. Her name was Eternity. I had a lot of different perceptions 
about her. She was mysterious. Fun. Cautious. Thoughtful. Eternity had only one friend that I know of. 
Me. 
 The first time we met was when I was eight years old. My mother had died that day and I was 
walking on our street. I remember seeing only the ground for seconds, minutes, hours, until a voice said, 
"Hey, what's up with you?" 
 I looked up and saw a girl who must have been my age. She was fairly tall, with pale skin and 
brown hair and icy blue eyes that cut right through you. I never forgot that piercing stare. She was 
sitting on the wall that surrounded the neighborhood, looking down at me questioningly. I sniffed and 
wiped my eyes. "My mom just died." 
 Her eyebrows shot up in surprise. "Really? Well...you seem to be okay. You still have a dad, 
right?" Hesitantly, I nodded. "Then you shouldn't be so sad. You have someone who can help you 
remember her. Someone to comfort you when you feel like you've lost everything." She cast her eyes to 
the ground. "I don't. I really have lost everything." 
 I tilted my head to the side. "What do you mean?"  
 She motioned to a few stones on the ground by the wall and called me to sit next to her. I 
scrambled up the uneven bricks. "My family's dead," she muttered. "A long time ago. My mom died 
when I was born and my dad died right after. I had an older brother who took care of me for a while, but 
then he left." 
 I frowned. "Left? What do you mean?" 
 She shrugged. "I'm not sure. One day I woke up, and he was gone." 
 "Oh..." I mumbled. "I-I'm sorry." 
 She laughed hollowly. "Sorry? It's not like you did anything. It's not like it's your fault I'm alone 
now. So please, don't say you're sorry. It’ll just make me feel guilty because you feel guilty." 
 I smiled at her, the sadness still heavy in my eyes. "Really? You think that too?" 
 Her eyes brightened and she grinned. "Yes! You think...we could be friends?" 
 I jumped down from the wall. "Of course," I said. "I'm Rosemary." 
 She jumped down beside me and held out her hand for me to shake. I took it. "Call me Eternity." 
We became close after that. For the first few years, we played games and just enjoyed each other's 
company. I found her waiting for me on the wall every day after school. We were both twelve at that 
point. 
 One day I asked, "Where do you live?" 
 She thought for a moment and then sang softly, 

 
"Nowhere to go, no home to stay 

I've come here for only a while 
I need some hope to freshen my heart 
Then back to the road to for the mile." 
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I stared at her for a long time, then nodded. I didn't say anything else for a while. That day we just sat in 
silence until the sun set, casting us into darkness. When that happened, though, Eternity stared at the 
pitch black sky and asked me, "Rosemary, have you ever seen a star?" 

Raising my eyebrows, I exclaimed incredulously, “Of course I have!”  
Eternity tilted her head contemplatively. “What are they?”  

 “Well, I…I don’t think I could really define it, but—” 
She shook her head. “No, not a definition. I didn’t think this would be that hard. Tell me, 

Rosemary, what is a star?”  
“I…But I don’t…” I sighed. “I’m not so sure how to describe it. There's an old legend that they 

were carried away by all those who have died and been forgotten."  
 Eternity pointed up to the sky. "Well, my home...my home is wherever the stars are. Wherever 
they are now." 
 I followed her finger and thought I saw the smallest pinpoint of light illuminating the black skies. 
It was gone just as quickly as it had appeared. 
She was inquisitive too. Especially about my name. "What did your parents name you Rosemary for?"  
 I tilted my head in thought. "I don't know."  
 "For the plant? Rosemary is a pretty herb."  
 My shoulders lifted in a careless shrug. "I don't think so. I mean, would you name your child for 
an herb?"  
 She smiled brightly. "Fair point. What else is there that they would know? Hmm..."  
 I closed my eyes and leaned back on the wall. "Wait, what did you mean when you said 
rosemary was pretty?"  
 She eyed me uncertainly. "Well, isn't it?"  
 "Well, it…it’s an herb. I’ve never really thought it was particularly pretty."  
 She giggled knowingly. "Don't rule out the possibility. I can't think of anything else Rosemary 
stands for."  
 "I think," I sighed, "Rosemary was a character in a story my mother used to tell me. But I can't 
really remember."  
 Eternity laughed. "Very bad! Don't forget things. Remembering is important. Sometimes, after 
too long, it can become our only link to the past. If we forget the past now, things from before 
everything, then we'll lose it forever. Even when someone dies, they still exist in our memories. 
Forgetting is when we truly lose something." 
 So I thought about her question. For days and days I looked around our house for something 
that could tell me why I was named Rosemary. A storybook? A journal with lists of names for girls? 
Anything indicating flowers or a love for old herbs? I even asked my dad if my mom had been interested 
in botany. I decided to look in a dictionary, but Rosemary wouldn't be in any of the newer ones. I 
managed to find an old, worn book, unbelievably thick. It read:  

Rosemary-  
1. An evergreen shrub, Rosmarinus offcinalis, of the mint family, native to 
the Mediterranean region, having leathery, narrow leaves and pale blue, 
bell-shaped flowers, used as seasoning and in perfumery and medicine 
2. A traditional symbol of remembrance 

So remembrance, then? Was that it? It was possible. My mother could have been the kind of 
person to do something like that. I told this to Eternity and she simply nodded. "It makes sense. Well, 
whatever the reason is, Rosemary is still a beautiful name." I started to thank her, but she stopped me. 
"Don't say thank you. I'm just telling you I think your name is pretty. Anyway, it was your mother who 
named you. Right?" 
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 I nodded. "Yeah. My mother named me." 
 Eternity laughed a little and said, "Yes. And that is another memory of her to keep with you. 
Your own name holds her heart. Never forget that."  
 
The years seemed to fly past. I turned fifteen, a number not acknowledged by most. Why was the 
number fifteen significant to anyone anymore? My friendship with Eternity grew more and more, until I 
was spending almost entire days with her. 
 One day I had decided to help my dad clean out the storage room. After a while he went out and 
left me cleaning, alone. I was digging through a metal box to see what we could donate. I found a 
picture frame with the picture of a beautiful woman with green eyes and long black hair and caramel 
colored skin, all like my own. I stared at it and screamed. 
 I sank to the floor, tears pouring out of my eyes. It was my mother. I kept screaming with 
absolute agony, my head pounding, my heart getting so heavy I couldn't sit up. I remembered that 
day...when I had heard she died...and it didn't hurt, not at all. It was like she had never left me. 
 But this was far worse, all the pain hitting you at once when you finally realized you lost 
something you needed. 
 I covered my head with my hands, like that would block out all the pain and make it stop 
hurting. I wanted it to stop hurting! 
 Why won't the pain go away? 
 I felt a hand on my shoulder and heard Eternity's soft, soothing voice. "Shh, calm down. It's 
alright. It's alright." 
 I lifted my head up, unable to see Eternity with my vision blurred by the tears. I buried my face 
in her shoulder and she held me there. "Shh. We've all lost something. I understand how you feel. Just 
calm down." 
 "Why?" I sobbed. "Why did they take my mother away from me?" 
 "Oh, Rosemary..." She drew in a sharp breath. "Listen to me, Rosemary. Listen and remember. 
Rosemary, you're strong. Just be strong. Can you do that for me?" 
 "Just make me forget!" I begged, the pain overwhelming. "Please, just let me forget about it, let 
me go!" 
 She gasped. "How dare you!" she chided. "How dare you do this to your mother? Rosemary, it's 
your job to remember her!" 
 I looked up at her. I opened my mouth to speak, but no sound came out. Her words drilled right 
through me. 
 She smiled. "Is that...better then?" 
 I nodded and hugged her tight, wiping the tears from my eyes. "Thank you," I whispered. "Thank 
you so much." 
 When my dad came back, I pretended nothing had happened. I never questioned how Eternity 
heard my screams that day, or how she got into the house. I didn't care. She helped fill a hole inside me 
that I hadn't even realized existed until that day, an empty hollowness that was slowly consuming me 
entirely. After that day, I felt complete. 
 And it was all because of Eternity. 
 
The next day I kept going on as if everything was still normal. It could have been called normal, but it 
wasn't really 'normal'. It was almost like it was better. 
 When I got back from school, Eternity was waiting for me on the wall like always. "Rosemary?" 
she called tentatively. 
 I walked up to her and hoisted myself up beside her.  "What is it? Is something wrong?" 
 She hesitated, then shook her head. "No. Nothing is wrong. I just wanted to say...thank you. 



                                                                   92                   URMI- OSA Souvenir 2015 

 

Thank you for being my friend." 
 I stared at her for a moment. "No!" I exclaimed. "No, absolutely not! I should be thanking you! I 
if you hadn't come, I never would have gotten over my mother's death. If you hadn't come, I'd probably 
still be at home crying and wishing for things that I know would never happen." 
 She smiled and took my hand. "Rosemary...I'm glad that I had the opportunity to call you my 
friend." 
 I nodded and hugged her. I wish I had said more that day. Asked her why she was saying that so 
suddenly. But I didn't. I don’t know what I could have expected her to say, but anything would have 
been better than…nothing. 

 
We began talking less and less, drifting apart for some reason. Now that I think about it, at first, I 
thought she was acting pretty strange. I asked about her a lot at school and all, but I never heard 
anything about her. When I asked why no one knew about her, she simply said, "Try asking about 
someone named Wish." 
 I did. No one knew of a blue-eyed girl named Wish. 
 "Try asking about Serenity." 
 I did. No one knew of a blue-eyed girl named Serenity. 
 "Try asking about Reflection." 
 I did, and one of my teachers said he might be able to help. He took me into his classroom and 
searched for Reflection. The first thing the ancient book said was:  

Reflection- 

A mythical girl, mainly referred to when talking about old legends. She was 

said to take physical forms and help people below her when they had lost 

anything, including hope. After helping one person, she would leave to help 

the next. Her goal was to have accomplishments worthy of the stars. She is 

also known as the Goddess of Remembrance. I gasped. She was known by 

many other names, including Dream, Wish, Regret, Serenity, and Eternity. 

 That day I ran home from school. 

 When I reached my street, I looked everywhere, but I didn't see Eternity. "Eternity!" I shouted. 

 "Eternity, where are you?" Tears pricked my eyes. Was...was that it? Was she gone now? 

I sank to my knees, unable to breath. "Eternity!" I shouted one last time. The name seemed to echo off 

the walls, a perpetual scream, never to cease. But really, it just echoed through me, bouncing off the 

hollowness inside.  

 Eternity! Eternity! Eternity! 

 

My dad died four years later. At first, I thought I would be scared about it, scared that I would have to 

feel the pain of losing him weighing down on my heart again. But I never did. Every time I thought I 

would, I just took a deep breath and repeated what Eternity had told me. It was my job to remember my 

dad. I had to remember him. If I ever forgot him, Eternity would never forgive me. 

 It rained at his funeral. The raindrops bounced off the leaves of the trees, the wet grass, the 

umbrellas of everyone who knew my father. They all came up to me and said, "I'm sorry." I didn't need 

it. I really didn't. 
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 But I simply gave a sad smile and replied, "It's fine." The lie echoed in my head. It's fine. It's fine. 

It's fine. 

 But I'm not fine. 

 As the rain stopped and the storm clouds cleared, the sun began to set, its colors mingling with 

the blue of the sky and making a light orangey pink. I watched as the color turned into lavender, then 

purple, then dark blue, and finally fade to an endless black. I thought I saw something out of the corner 

of my eye, the shadow of a young girl about sixteen, with icy blue eyes that shone with a certain 

brilliance. "Like the stars," a voice whispered. "That's where I come from. They're eternal. The stars will 

never go away." There was absolute glee in the voice. “Thank you, Rosemary. It’s because of you that I 

finally made it back where I belong.” 

 I looked up and saw the faintest twinkle of light in the sky, but then it was gone. Eternal stars. I 

smiled, the rain mixing with the tears of sadness and hope trickling down my face. 

 You were my star, Eternity, and I'll never forget you. 

 

 

 
 

  

Name: Aaryana Pradhan Rajanala 

Age: 12 Yrs, Grade: 7th 

Address: 12, Revere St, Bridgewater, NJ 08807 

 

Aaryana is an author who loves reading and music of every kind. She 

is in seventh grade and enjoys language arts and science, as well 

as orchestra and choir. Writing makes up more than half of her life. 

She enjoys playing the violin, singing and, of course, writing - one of 

her favorite pastimes is writing about any topic that occurs to her, be 

it magic or the rhythm of life. .. 
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As I Reach Into the Water 
Barenya Das 

 
As I reach into the water 
I feel the calmness and cool 
As I reach into the water 
I know what to do 
I will dip in and dive in so my eyes can see, 
What wondrous wonders lie in front of me? 
 
As I reach into to the water 
All my worries go away 
As I reach into to the water 
I only want to stay 
I will listen to the peaceful noises  
of the fish and the frogs, 
And watch bubbly bubbles arising near drifting logs 
 
As I reach into the water 
Do you know what I see? 
As I reach into the water 
I see my own reflection right under me. 
 
 
 
 
 

Barenya, Age 11,  lives in New Jersey.   
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My Vacation in London 
Debanshi Nikita Chowdhury 

 
I still think about those days. How I could go back and have the same fun. It was like the best time in my 
life. It was back in 2012, summer break. I was on American Airlines going to London. I couldn’t sleep at 
all in the flight. I was so excited. I was going to London for the first time. I was going to see my baby 
cousin who just turned 2! I asked my brother, “Aren’t you excited going to London for the first time?” 
“Eh”, my brother said with no enthusiasm. How could he not be excited?  We were going to London 
where the queen lives. On top of it, London was hosting the Olympics that time too. How could my 
brother not be excited going to London? It was an 8 hour flight.  The plane food was disgusting as usual. 
When we reached London, I kept on asking my mom, “Do I look okay? Is my hair messy?” My mom kept 
on saying, “Yes, you look fine.” At the airport we freshened up and then we called a taxi. This taxi isn’t 
some ordinary taxi. It’s a London taxi. In that special taxi, the seats face each other. So cool! The average 
speed of our taxi was 100 kilometers per hour. As it was Sunday Morning, there was no traffic. 
Therefore, we reached at my cousin’s house within an hour. 
 
 My cousin lives in an apartment. In London, houses are really expensive. As soon as we got off 
the taxi, we were full of excitement and were greeting my 2 years old cousin who was waving his hands 
through the 3rd floor window. All of sudden he sneezed, smashing his lips on the window railing. That 
caused his mouth to bleed. It kind of ruined the moment. He was very cute and chubby. My cousin’s 
grandparents (my dad’s uncle and aunt) were also visiting there from India. We enjoyed nice Indian 
brunch with sour spicy pickle. After food, my cousin wanted to play with me. He had gotten some books 
from their library in London. At first he was interested in me reading him the books but then he got so 
bored, that he’d lie on my lap and just stare into space. Apparently he didn’t want me to stop reading 
him books. As I was tired reading him books, I’d just read him one page or even a word and say, “Finish!” 
My cousin then would say, “Finich!” So cute! That evening we went to walk around their community and 
played at their park. I made a few friends too. While walking on the streets we noticed most shops close 
there by 6:00 pm. We had a long night with family talks and finally slept by 1:00 am.  
 
 The next morning, we all had to wake up early so we could get to Windsor Castle (Queen 
Elizabeth’s child hood castle.) I was so happy and excited to go to the queen’s castle,  just wanted to 
jump around and yell, “Yippee!” We had to go by a train. “Ugh!” Did you know the train station was so 
disgusting. It took us 20 minutes to get there from the train station. There was a long line to get tickets. 
The tickets were expensive too. The Windsor Castle staff gave us headsets to learn about the history of 
the Windsor Castle. We ate at Mc Donalds. I know what you’re thinking. Why didn’t I eat at some good 
restaurant?  I didn’t want to walk a long way and McDonalds was the nearest restaurant that we could 
find. After food, we went to the gift shop but my parents didn’t buy any key chains or magnets.  
However, they bought us 3 books. One was about Queen Elizabeth II and her completing the Diamond 
Jubilee, the 2nd book was the history of Windsor Castle, and the last book was about the Buckingham 
Palace. The history of the two castle were boring but the Diamond Jubilee book was awesome.  By the 
time my family got on the train it was already evening. The day went so quick. Once I reached my 
cousin’s house, everyone ate dinner. My mom saved some French fries for me from McDonalds. When 
my cousin tried the french fries for the 1st time, he ate one French fry and then he dropped the rest on 
the ground. When my mom saw that, she got mad at me for not keeping an eye on him.  That night we 
all slept early.  
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 Next morning my cousin woke up before me and threw our toothbrush in the toilet. My dad’s 
uncle took them out and started cleaning it with soap. After all that I woke up. I did not want to use my 
toothbrush after hearing the story but neither did I want bad breath.  I had to use that toothbrush. 
(Sadly.)  I took shower, ate a Nutella sandwich, and then went on the disgusting metro train, blah blah 
blah. The trip that day was for the Buckingham Palace, (the palace Queen Elizabeth II currently lives in.)  
We bought tickets and got the headsets. Sadly no visitors could take the full tour of Buckingham Palace 
since Queen Elizabeth II lives in it. So you could only see a part of the palace. I loved the jewelry displays 
of the queen. I was very sad as my dad not buy me the diamond crown of the queen. We came out 
around 5:00 pm. Instead of spending that night in my cousin’s house, we enjoyed in my mom’s friend’s 
house. He had a daughter of my age and a son of my brother’s age. His daughter was really interested in 
hair accessories. We had makeovers and I got to play on her 3DS. I however felt sad for my brother 
because my friend’s brother was in some kind of summer camp and so my brother had to hang out with 
the adults. My mom’s another friend came over there to meet us. His wife and daughter were in USA. 
He brought us all Magnum ice-cream.  It was delicious and creamy. The chocolate covering was bitter 
though.  We went to a restaurant once we finished the ice- cream. By the time we finished our dinner, it 
was really late and  there’d be no taxi neither the train to take us back. So, we had no choice other than 
sleeping over at their house. Well that wasn’t the plan. That night my friend told me a ghost stories and I 
started laughing.  Since we were so loud, my brother had to come and tell us that we had to sleep. At 
that moment I just wanted to ask him, “How come the adults haven’t slept and especially him?” Before I 
could ask him anything, he had left. Thereafter we didn’t laugh too loud because we knew that other 
people in the neighborhood had slept. My mom and her mom came to join us. Her mom told us a story 
and by the time the story had ended, I was fast asleep. The next morning, I woke up early to go back to 
my cousin’s house. When my cousin saw me, he asked me where I was. My reply to him was, “When I 
was coming to your house a big monster had eaten me and I had to fight my way out of the mean 
monster’s stomach.” My cousin was very scared. My parents told me that we had to go to a beach.  
 
 After lunch, my uncle took my family to the beach. It was not a sandy beach. (For some of you 
might be thinking, “Are you kidding me?”) Walking on the pebble beach was very painful. When I went 
in the water, the stones came rushing with the current of the water and hit my toes really hard. 
“OUCH!” What I really loved about the beach was that they had a mini carnival on a bridge in the water. 
In that carnival, I enjoyed coffee flavored ice-cream. It was creamy, no caffeine in it though, luckily, it 
was sweet like cotton candy. The ice-cram was melting in my mouth. OH, that was good. “Aww, man!” 
Me and my brother jumped on a different kind of trampoline, where they would tie us using a rope and 
the trampoline would bounce us up in the air. Boing! Boing! Boing! After that, my dad asked if we all 
would eat some food. I wasn’t hungry because of the ice cream.  I wanted to go on the Haunted House. 
So, I either had to wait for my brother to finish his boring Chinese food so he could come with me or I go 
on the haunted house by myself. I chose going on the ride by myself. So brave of me! On this ride, the 
lights were off. Then a few seconds later, the lights started blinking. Do you want to know what 
happened next? Are you positively sure you want to know? Oh well here it goes. Then a zombie comes 
near me and as soon as the monster is about to grab me, the cart I was sitting on pulls me away. The 
next stage comes and a Frankenstein squirts water at me. Ok, now that was really creepy. I felt weird 
having that liquid the Frankenstein squirted on me.  In the last part of the ride, my legs were shaking 
and tears were coming out of my eyes. It was windy and cold. My legs were shaking because of the cold 
temperature and my eyes were watery because of the wind. The ride was overall awesome. “Whoohoo” 
Meanwhile, my brother played one of the carnival games and he won me a stuffed fish. It got late and 
we went home. However, this time I didn’t reach home by a train.  I reached home with one of a kind 
London taxi.  When I reached home, I gave my stuffed animal to my cousin. We played a game with my 
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cousin, where he had to touch the fish, while I was swinging it over his head. This game was boring but 
easy for my cousin. After that game we ate dinner and went to sleep. 
   
The next day was a Friday. We all woke up late and had late breakfast. Around 12:00 pm we went to a 
big mall in London, which had a viewing area for the London Olympics. You may be thinking wow, that’s 
so cool, well no. All we got to see was the tents of London Olympics. I don’t know why there was a big 
line just to see this. However, after watching the tents, my parents took me and my brother to the food 
court. FYI: London cokes are really strong. My family ate at an Indian restaurant. The food was good. 
After food, we took pictures around the mall and visited Olympic Village. After returning from there, we 
watched the London Olympics on TV. While, we were watching, my cousin wanted to play with me, 
instead of eating his dinner. I had to hide under the dinning table, so he wouldn’t get distracted. He 
thought I left and said “NANI PALEILA?”. Finally, he found me after 30 minutes. Couldn’t he think of 
checking under the dining table? I know he’s small. If you want to find someone, then check under the 
table. We all slept late that night and got up late and relaxed. At noon we drove to the Jack and Jill 
windmill, where we had nothing to do except to view the country side scenery. It felt really peaceful in 
the Jack and Jill windmill. We came home early that evening as the next day we had to leave London. I 
had so much fun. I tried to have the most fun as I could. I knew that I’d never forget this vacation. 
 
We had to wake up early to go to the airport. My dad, brother, and I had to go India to visit our family 
members but my mom had to return to USA. Her job only allowed her to have a one week vacation at a 
time. I wish my mom could have come with us to India too. The airport was an hour away from my 
cousin house. When I was getting on the taxi, my cousin was all quiet and didn’t even know that I was 
leaving. As soon as the engine of the car started, he started to cry. I was so sad. I wanted that week to 
start again. The experience I had in London was amazing. I wish I could go back to London again. My 
dad’s uncle and aunt came with us because they needed to go to India too. My mom went to US on 
American Airlines, but we all went on Air India, (an airline company.) My uncle had dropped us at 
terminal 3 by mistake. So, we had to go on the connecting train immediately to terminal 5. We got our 
passports checked and we showed our boarding pass to enter into the flight. The flight smelled like a 
carpet. This smell was horrible and I got a headache from having to smell it. I just wanted some fresh air 
at that moment. We sat down on our seats, put our buckles and 20 minutes later, the flight started. 
After a 10 hours flight, we reached Indira Gandhi International Airport at New Delhi, India.  
 
During this wonderful trip, I was thinking about my friends in US and how the school will be next year, 
and about the upcoming India trip etc. Now, when I look back, I should have spent all the time enjoying 
in London without any thoughts. I learnt when we think about the past or future, before we know it, the 
present is over. Specially in vacations, the enjoyment will be over. One may never get this enjoyment 
again. So, always think about the present. By thinking about the past or the future, the time is running 
out. Even if I take another London Trip now, I will not get the 2 years cousin, he is 5+ years now and I am 
going to be a teen soon. I can never get that pleasure again. It will be a different experience. 
 
 
 

 

 

 

(Debanshi Nikita Chowdhury (Age 12) is the daughter of  Debaki 
Nandan and Anjana Chowdhury of Germantown, MD. She is a 
6th Grade Student of Argyle Magnet Middle School, Silver 
Spring, MD. She loves to read and write. She is also active in 
Odissi Dance, Violin Playing and Singing. The following is a 
picture with her brother and little cousin in London during her 
2012 London Trip.) 
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How Social Media Affects Us 

Deepak Dalai 

 

We live in the Digital Age, where social media is found the most. Social media lets us connect 
with others and lets us share our ideas on the web with others. Before I tell you how social 
media affects us, I need to tell you the history of social media. People all over the world use 
social media. Someone all the way in Ireland could be skyping someone right here, in the U.S. 
Or a person in Russia could have posted a picture of himself sledding on Facebook, and 
someone in Canada could be looking at the picture. If you can afford a phone or computer, you 
can get social media. Social media didn’t start with Facebook, Twitter, or Snapchat. It all started 
with BBS (Bulletin Board System). In the late 1970’s, some brilliant person invented BBS. It was 
all really simple, there is one central system where you can download games and post 
messages. It was all really amazing, considering the time period. Later on, amazing advances in 
social networking had happened; Yahoo was setup, Amazon in the picture. In 2006, Facebook 
was in. Then, Google+ was created in 2011. Many people thought this as a friendly site you can 
interact with. But things started to change.  
 
Social media is addictive. 
Studies show that 63% of Americans log on to Facebook daily and 40% log on multiple times 
each day. People use the site for different reasons; however, it usually serves, on some level, 
the same basic purposes: distraction and boredom relief. “Likes” and comments are positive 
reinforcement for posting information, making it difficult for a person to stop. Researchers have 
found this so common that they created a scale to measure this addiction: The Berge Facebook 
Addiction Scale.  
 
Social media makes us compare our lives with others’. 
Posts on social media can tell us how other people’s days are going and how. If things are going 
particularly well for people in social media and you’re having a rough day, of course this will 
likely affect your mood in a bad way. Actually, in 2012 a team of researchers in the UK surveyed 
users, 53% of whom said social media had changed their behavior; 51% said it was negative 
behavior because of decline in confidence they felt because of unfair comparisons to others.   
 
Social media gives power to cyberbullies. 
Cyberbullying is an enormous concern, especially for children. An organization that goes for 
internet safety, called Enough is Enough, did a survey and found that 95% of teenagers who use 
social media have witnessed cyberbullying, and 33% have been victims themselves. 
 
Social media can make us unhappy. 
A study from the University of Michigan collected data about Facebook users and how it 
correlated with their moods. Long story short, they found that the more frequent users were 
unhappier then those who used the site less. Over more time, frequent users also reported 
lower satisfaction in their lives overall. 

http://www.medicalnewstoday.com/articles/245251.php
http://www.medicalnewstoday.com/articles/245251.php
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Social media can lead to fear of missing out 
Fear of missing out is a thought occurs when you feel pressure to be doing what everyone else 
is doing, attend every event, and share every life experience. It can make you feel anxious and 
cause social media users to question why everyone is “having fun without them.” Surveys have 
even found that people feel insecure after using social media because they feel that they aren’t 
“good” enough.  
 
Social media often leads to multitasking. 
How are you even concentrating on one thing? The thing is, you’re probably not – especially if 
one of those things is a social media site. Research has shown that our brains don’t have the 
capacity to fully focus our attention on two things at once, and instead multitasking causes our 
brain to quickly switch from one task to another. Imagine yourself on social media and you’re 
doing your homework, sooner or later you’ll almost completely forget about the homework. 
 
Social media wasn’t meant to do any of these things. It was supposed to let people share their 
ideas and connect them together. 
 
Social media enhances our connectivity. 
 Perhaps one of the most important points is that social media doesn’t necessarily take us out 
of the real world. It can instead be used to revive and preserve relationships with other people. 
Even more exciting about this technological world is that there is an incredible number of like-
minded people who can connect in just one click. Research presented in the journal The British 
Psychological Society (long name) found that students who experience low self-esteem can take 
advantage of social media and its capability to bond them with others in order to pull 
themselves up from slumps in their mood. 
 
Social media can help with socialization. 
Research presented at the 119th annual American Psychological Association (another long 
name) found that you can actually gain social skills by using social media. In part, this is because 
shy people may feel safer behind a computer screen (or smartphone, or tablet, or… well, you 
get the idea…it’s everywhere). So shut off the computer and do some real socialization, face to 
face.   
References 

 http://webtrends.about.com/od/web20/a/social-media.htm 

 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Social_media 

 http://www.digitaltrends.com/features/the-history-of-social-networking/ 
 

 

 

Deepak Dalai is 11 years old and lives in 
Palatine, IL. He goes to Pleasant Hill Elementary 
and has many friends there. He likes to read, 
play chess, basketball, and play with his little 
brother. 

http://webtrends.about.com/od/web20/a/social-media.htm
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Social_media
http://www.digitaltrends.com/features/the-history-of-social-networking/
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Malala's Mission for All Girls' Education 
Maya Devalcheruvu 

 
Malala Yousafzai is a passionate promoter of girls’ education. In the Swat Valley, Pakistan, girls 

are not allowed to have education. As a child, she became an advocate for girls' education, which 
resulted in the Taliban issuing a death threat against her. She was shot because of her strong belief and 
actions, and had to move to Birmingham, England.  

Malala was born on July 12, 1997, in Mingora, Pakistan, located in the country’s Swat Valley. She 
attended a school that her father, Ziauddin Yousafzai, had founded. For the first few years of her life, her 
hometown Swat remained a popular tourist spot that was known for its summer festivals. However, the 
area changed as the Taliban took control. 

In 2008, the Taliban surrounded her homeland of Swat valley. Swat was a great place to stay 
until the Taliban began entering the region. They banned TV and DVDs, bombed schools, and threatened 
teachers who were educating girls. Those who did not listen to the Taliban would be subjected to 
violence.  

In September 2008, after the Taliban began attacking girls' schools in Swat, Malala gave a 
speech in Peshawar, Pakistan. The title of her talk was, "How Dare the Taliban Take Away My Basic Right 
to Education". In early 2009, Malala began blogging for the BBC about living under the Taliban's threats 
to deny her an education. In order to hide her identity, she used the name Gul Makai. However, Malala’s 
true name was revealed to be the BBC blogger in December of that year. Yet, Malala continued to speak 
out about the right of all women to have education. In 2011, she was nominated for the International 
Children's Peace Prize. That same year, she was awarded Pakistan's National Youth Peace Prize. 

When Malala was 14, her family found out that the Taliban had issued a death threat against 
her. Malala was frightened for the safety of her and her father. Her father felt that the Taliban would 
not actually harm a child. 

On October 9th, 2012, the day started as a normal day for Malala. Her mother made her usual 
breakfast, tea, chapatis, and egg. It was another day of exams. After school, Malala and her best friend, 
Moniba, decided to take the 2nd bus home. When Malala was traveling by bus from school to her home, 
a man boarded the bus Malala was riding in, and he demanded to know which girl was Malala. In the 
bus, Malala’s friends looked towards Malala, which gave her identity away. Malala also didn’t have her 
head covered, a Pashtun tradition. The gunman fired a Colt 45 at her, hitting Malala in the left side of 
her head, and the bullet then traveled down her neck. Two other girls were also injured in the attack.  

After the shooting, Malala was airlifted to a military hospital in Peshawar where doctors 
successfully removed the bullet from her shoulder. On October 11th, 2012, a group of Pakistani and 
British doctors decided to move her to Rawalpindi. Malala was conscious but very restless. She seemed 
stable. Mumtaz Khan, a doctor at the hospital in Rawalpindi, said that she had a 70% chance of survival. 
The doctor realized the bullet had caused her brain to swell and that she needed an emergency surgery 
to remove a portion of her skull to relieve the pressure. That first surgery saved her life.  

Her next treatment was to be in Germany, where she could have received the best medical 
treatment. Other offers to treat Malala came from all around the world. However, on October 15th, 
2012, Malala traveled to the United Kingdom for further treatment. It was the first time Malala had 
been outside of her country. She was treated at the Queen Elizabeth Hospital in Birmingham.  

She survived the Taliban bullet that shattered her skull's thinnest bone, driving fragments into 
her brain. The Taliban’s bullet also hit a facial nerve. Malala had surgery on her face, which made her 
able to smile and laugh again. 
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On January 3rd, 2013, Malala left the Queen Elizabeth Hospital in Birmingham to stay at her 
family's temporary home in Birmingham. In March 2013, she and her family moved to a permanent 
home in Birmingham where she currently lives. She was able to resume her formal education and 
started attending school at Edgbaston High School.  

She gave a speech at the United Nations on her 16th birthday, in 2013. She has also written an 
autobiography, I Am Malala: The Girl Who Stood Up for Education and Was Shot by the Taliban, which 
was released in October 2013. Tens of thousands of people have signed a petition calling for Malala to 
receive the Nobel Peace Prize. In October 2014 she received the Nobel Peace Prize, along with Indian 
children's rights activist Kailash Satyarthi. At age 17, she became the youngest person to receive the 
Nobel Peace Prize. Now Malala is continuing her dream to have all girls educated everywhere in the 
world. She has accomplished so much since her days at Swat Valley. Yet, Malala is heartbroken that she 
cannot return to Swat Valley, her home, and see her friends. Malala has continued to speak out on the 
importance of education, though the Taliban still considers Malala as a target. 

Malala is a great inspiration to me and to other girls in the world. I have read her book a few 
times. Personally, I feel that girls should follow the idealism of Malala, and should fight for their own 
education. I dream and sincerely hope that all girls in the world will have a formal education. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  
  

Maya Devalcheruvu 
115 Aster Road, San Carlos, California 94070 
 
Maya Devalcheruvu is 12 years old and lives in San Carlos, 
California. She is a 6th grader at Central Middle School and 
participates on the school leadership council, plays soccer 
and piano, is a girl scout, and learns Odissi dance from her 
mother, Niharika Mohanty. 
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I Wish 
Nikita Ranabijuli 

 
The world would be a better place 

if all the kids in the world had 
a mommy and daddy and a big 

sister like me. 
 

The world would be a better place 
is every little kid like me had 

a littlest pet shop toy like me. 
 

The world would be a better place 
if everyone is organized 

and neat and clean and nice to each other. 
 

The world would be a better place 
if all the kids had pizza 

to eat and smoothie to drink and 
lots of strawberries to eat. 

 
The world would be a better place 

if everyone cared for the Earth 
that we live in and every one grow 

lots and lots of trees and plants. 
 

The world would be a better place 
if there are lots of faeries in the 

garden and take away all the allergies 
and all of the kids play outside. 

The world would be a better place 
if all the dogs and cats had a 
place to live and had a owner 

who love them. 
 

The world would be a better place 
if all the kids went to good school 

like mine Cactus Ranch Elementary 
and teacher like mine Mrs. Kennedy. 

 
The world would be a better 

place if everyone smile and was 
happy. 

 
The day all my wishes come 

true the world will be a 
better place. 

Nikhita Ranabijuli, is in 
1st grade. She is 7 
years old. She lives in 
Austin, TX with parents  
Chandana and 
Prashanta Ranabijuli." 
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Traded! 

Nisheet Panda 

 

  I still remember the day I found out I was traded for a machine. My name is Jack Main. 

Year after year I thought my parents had died.  

 

The old wise man who raised me, Sage, always said, ”There is something special about you, Jack.” 

 

“I’m just an orphan,” I would say.  

 

“I need to tell you something when you’re 16,” he would softly say. The conversation always 

ended there. I needed to find out sooner... 

  

 On my 16th birthday Sage told me one thing! I was traded by my parents for a machine.  

 

“I was forced to trade or they would kill you and me,” said Sage. 

 

 Anger burned like a wildfire inside of me. Soon there was an open hole in the ground. “That is 

one of my secret passages, Jack,” Sage said. We jumped down into the hole. I saw an underground 

fortress. It was surrounded by lava. ”How will we get in?” I asked Sage. 

 

“Jack, during your time with me you have always had fire-proof clothes,” Sage said.  

 We walked in, but we didn’t burn. Soon a laser beam scanned us. The gargantuan metal door 

opened and we walked in. 

 

 “Your parents can’t find us in here,” Sage said. 

 

“That is great,” I grumbled. 

 

“Here is the plan. We will wear these invisible cloaks and take these robotic snakes with us. In 

the machine there are three holes. We will put the snakes in these holes and that will shut down the 

machine and then we will have saved the world. Understood?” 

 

“Sort of...” 

 

Immediately, we started training. We went back to the surface. One room that I was forbidden 

to enter as a child was the training room. Sage finished the training exercises very easily while I was 

tripping over lasers, being caught off guard by robots, and accidentally throwing my invisible cloak.  

 

After two days of training, I was ready. We went underground to go into my parents’ base. 

When we went in, no one saw us.  
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“We need to get to the middle,” Sage whispered. 

 

A familiar voice said “He is here.” We were near the machine when we became visible. 

 

“Hello Sage and Jack,” my dad said in an evil voice. 

 

“Mr. and Mrs. Main, do you think you can spare the world for me?” 

 

“No-” my father attempted to say, but he fell to the ground snoring, like everyone else in the 

room. Soon, I fell asleep as well… 

 

Sage put me to sleep, along with everyone else, with sleeping powder so he could take everyone 

to safety while he dropped a bomb to destroy the building and machine. We saw that my parents were 

running away. I told Sage to contact the police.  

 

Once Sage was finished we ran to catch them. With their gravity guns, my parents flinged cars at 

us. We dodged them except for one that hit Sage. I kept running, but I was praying on the inside that he 

was still alive. I caught them, with the help of the police and threw them in prison.  

 

The world was saved thanks to us. 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

                                             

  

Nisheet Panda is a 4th grader (9 years old) in Mission Valley 

Elementary School, Fremont, CA. He plays Base Ball and like 

to build Legos. He plays Alto Saxophone in his school band. 

He lives in Fremont, CA with his parents and sister Nistha. 
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My Brother Prish 
Praneet Swain 

 
Do you know my brother Prish? He is just the best! 
 
He loves adventure and our house is his adventure spot. 
He can take walking laps around every room in his home. 
He can climb the walls to prove himself an adventurer. 
And if you hold him, he will scream until he’s free for his adventure. 
 
His mind has 2 parts - 99.99% curiosity and 0.01% patience. 
Curiosity makes him turn his head all the way around in search of something new. 
He can grab people’s heads to get something new out of it  
or even suck your shoes to examine them 
I even think his brain has suction pads to stick to TV  
because he sees TV for infinity without knowing or thinking. 
 
He loves his Bhai so much that he’s always interested in holding him. 
He loves his dad so much that he is bound to laugh when he sees him. 
He loves his mom so much that he gets lullabies when she rests him on her lap. 
But careful! He loves to layer with spit whoever he loves! 
 
I love him so much that I can never take his eyes away from him. 
Prish is the apple of my eye and nobody can replace him. 
I love him so much that I won’t say a mad word at him or ever leave him alone as a loner. 
I guess my brain has stick to him and will never be separated from him. 
 
Now that is my baby brother, Prish! 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 

 

  

Pranet is a proud brother of nine month old Prish, He is a 
third grader at Owen Elementary and loves to play 
soccer. He cheers for New England Patriots Football 
team and Indian Cricket Team. 
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   New Jersey Odia School 
 

 

 

 

 

 

Aadvik Parhi, Anamika Banerjee, Barenya Das, Gyan Mohanty, Ellora Mohanty, Emma Minerva Mohanty, 

Mahashweta Gyen, Sheya Singha (New Jersey) and Rosa Das (Kansas) 
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ସକିତା 
 

Sikata - The Sand 
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Constructing Odia Society in America 
 

Lalu Mansinha (LM) and Manaranjan Pattanayak (MRP) 
 

 

 
It is only rarely in history that we get the 

privilege of fashioning a new community in a new 
land from isolated individuals dispersed across a 
vast continent.  Coming from an old world country 
with a long history is in fact a baggage, as there are 
no old world community wisdom as to whether to 
construct a community, and if so, how?  And yet 
fashioning a community where none existed must 
be in the genes, for, wherever there were a few 

Odias, community associations spontaneously nucleated.  The national organization OSA also started up 
spontaneously.   

We have used the 15th Annual OSA Convention at Glasboro, New Jersey, to sketch the Odia 
experience in US and Canada.  Fifteen years after the founding of the Orissa Society of America, the 
annual convention was already an established tradition.  What was different from nowadays was the 
involvement by almost the totality of members in all aspects of the convention, providing a history of 
shared collaborations, crises, anecdotes and intimacy.  That 1984 Convention was also unique in that the 
Convention managed to acquire a budgetary surplus of $12,000, which was used to endow permanent 
scholarships at Berhampur, Sambalpur and Utkal Universities.   

☼ ☼ ☼ 
Those who whizz by or through New Jersey, from New York to Washington DC on the NJ Turnpike, 

I-95, pass through the hustle and bustle of a mega metropolis, a crowded urban jungle stretching 
continuously from Boston to Washington DC.  The towns and cities, once separated by long distances, 
have now merged.  One can pass seamlessly from one city to another without noticing it.  Most travelers 
do not realise that just minutes away from the turnpike in this mega metropolis, towards the ocean, lay 
rural New Jersey, mostly empty, with small towns interconnected by slow, long, rural highways.  
Glasboro is in central, rural New Jersey.   

On this morning, July 1, 1984, passersby on the campus of Glasboro State College, Glasboro NJ 
would have witnessed a strange scene.  A bunch of brown skinned people, sitting or standing on the 
steps of the Dining Hall, facing the rising sun, executing some strange ritual.   

We, that group, raised the glasses to the rising Sun, welcoming the new day, Sunday, July 1, 1984, 
the start of the 15th Annual Convention of the Orissa Society of the Americas (OSA).  We were on the 
steps in front of the Dining Hall at Glasboro State College, in Glasboro, in rural New Jersey, about an 
hour away from Philadelphia.  The group consisted of Lalu Mansinha, Kula Mishra, Prafulla Padhi, 
Chandra Misra, Ram Saran Sahu, Rabi Patnaik (President, OSA), Manaranjan Pattanayak (Convenor) and 
others.  For most of the night we had been washing, chopping, stirring, preparing the meals for the next 
day.  We were taking a pause from our assigned convention duties, at the end of our all night kitchen 
shift, before our other daytime duties began, on this, the first day of the convention. 

The toast in the light of the rising Sun on July 1st was in fact a toast to us, a celebration of the 
camaraderie of OSA, of working side by side with new friends and old.  We were both tired and 
energetic simultaneously.  We felt good about ourselves, about our friends, about OSA, about the world.  
All we needed was a bracing cup of tea or coffee, and we were ready to go another 24hours in the 
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service to OSA, in effect to ourselves, our own community.  There is an exhilaration in sweating it out in 
the trenches, with your friends. 

The previous day had been spent collecting everything needed to run a OSA Convention, boxes of 
stuff crammed into trunk, and in cars, between, around and on the people.  And also everything needed 
to cook and serve the 100 or so families.  We drove to the campus of Glasboro State College (now 
Rowan University).  Glasboro was home to Owens-Illinois Glass Company, and Anchor Hocking.  But the 
town’s main claim to fame was that at the height of the cold war, over June 23 to 25, 1967, it was the 
meeting place for two world leaders, Premier Alexei Kosygin of the Soviet Union and President Lyndon 
Johnson of the United States.  The next noteworthy event in the town was the OSA Convention of 1984. 

After arrival in Glasboro, some of us had a more adventurous night than others.  Since Glasboro is 
a small town, and also as the stores are closed for the July 4th holidays, every item had to be purchased 
ahead and brought in on June 30, prior to the start of the convention.  But as always, Murphy’s Law 
comes true, and someone forgot to bring haldi powder and someone else forgot to bring the vegetables.  
Food is important at any Odia gathering and this was recognized right away as a crisis of first 
proportions. 

The Odia love for good food, for tasty Odia dishes was well known.  By 1984, we have had the 
experience of 15 years of organizing annual conventions.  What came as a surprise however, was that of 
all the happenings at a Convention, the most mentioned item among attendees was the quality and 
quantity of the snacks and meals.  Without haldi, the Glasboro 1984 Convention would be remembered 
in posterity for Indian meals with no haldi, if that was at all thinkable. 

Factor in the enormous local pride that each Host Chapter, Local Convention Committee, and the 
Convenor have in making their convention the best ever.  Much of the pride involved meals.  Sample 
snippets of conversations: ‘Think of it, we could offer tasty meals for $15/day for three meals; they are 
charging $20!!’.  ‘They served on ordinary paper plates.  Do you remember, we had high quality chinette 
plates’.  ‘We will not serve the dishes.  Let them serve themselves and eat as much as they want.  I made 
sure we have cooked enough for everyone’.  Sooner or later, every Convenor and every Host Convention 
Committee figures out that the meals are very important at the OSA convention. 

So on the night of June 30, 1984, after having spent one and half hours in the heavy holiday 
traffic, in arriving at Glasboro, the Convenor (MRP), took a quick decision.  We would go back to Yardley, 
collect all the haldi powder at home, buy lots of cabbage, and come back.  Thus we LM, Kula Mishra and 
MRP sped into the night in his ageing Oldsmobile Olds-88, along the winding rural roads of central New 
Jersey.  We collected the haldi, and then sought out the night manager of the Path Mark supermarket in 
Falsington PA and requested him to sell us all his cabbages.  The late night shoppers, the night staff, and 
the manager at PathMark, were astonished at this strange sight of three brown guys trundle out the 
door cart after cart piled with cabbages, to be dumped unceremoniously into the trunk of the Olds-88.  
Perhaps to this day they are still scratching their heads in disbelief. 

We started back after midnight.  Halfway, MRP pulled over, saying he was too sleepy to drive, and 
LM drove all the way back to Glasboro.  We unloaded the cabbages, and then joined the night kitchen 
gang in chopping, cooking, washing etc., until sunrise. 

☼ ☼ ☼ 
For the first half of the 20th Century, there was not much admiration for America in India.  The 

great universities of the US, Harvard, MIT, the Ivy League schools, Caltech, Berkeley were essentially 
unknown.  In India Oxford, Cambridge, Imperial College, Edinburgh, Manchester etc. were recognized as 
‘real’ universities.  So most Indian students went to the UK.  My (LM) mausa Golak Bihari Dhal, went to 
UK to study for two years, and then visited America for only three months.  He did not write much about 
his stay in UK, but he was so impressed by the few months in the US that he wrote the first Odia 
travelogue on the New World, Amerika Anubhuti, published in 1952.  He was certainly one of the first 
handful of Odias, to step on US soil.   
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I (LM) had heard rumours of an earlier Odia, with a surname possibly ‘Majhi’, who was exiled by 
the British for throwing a bomb, back in 1918 or so.  Majhi ended up in Chicago.  An Odia, was going 
through the pages of the phone directory, saw the surname, suspected an Odia connection, and rang 
the number.  The person who picked up the phone was the son of possibly the first Odia immigrant to 
US.  Regardless, with no definite proof, this story should be considered an unsubstantiated anecdote. 

By 1960 there were perhaps no more than 20 Odias in US and Canada.  When visiting a new city, it 
was common practice for Odias to go through the print phone directories for Odia surnames, and then 
call them.  There usually was excitement at the receiving end to hear another Odia voice, and there was 
an instant dinner invitation.  Thus did the Odias, dispersed in small isolated pockets in a vast land, get to 
know each other and about each other.  One by one, in city after city, the number of Odias in US and 
Canada increased.  At some critical number, local Odia associations self-nucleated.   

It will be another 10 years before the first Odia national organisation came into being.  In Hosmer 
Auditorium, Hartford Seminary Foundation, Hartford, Connecticut, on October 17, 1970, at 5 PM, the 
first Odia ‘Convention’ in US and Canada, was held, with 55 Odias in attendance.  It was decided to form 
the Orissa Society of the Americas (OSA).  Executives were elected by acclamation: President Gauri 
Charan Das; Vice-president Amiya Patnaik; Secretary Bhabagrahi Misra; Treasurer Nagabhusan Senapati.   

For that first OSA Convention all the delegates who came from distant points stayed at the house 
of Bhabagrahi Misra, the only one with a house.  All the food served at the first evening was happily 
prepared by the ladies at home.  For that first year of OSA, the annual membership was $3 per family, $2 
single.  Three donations were received for amounts of $20, $10, and $5.   

Almost simultaneously, local Odia associations spontaneously self-organised in cities around US 
and Canada, and happy to join OSA.  OSA chapters opened in New York, Boston, San Francisco, Toronto, 
Atlanta, Chicago. 

It is worth pondering:  Does one need a community association to survive in North America?  The 
people from UP survive very well without a UP association.  Have you ever heard of a Madhya Pradesh 
Association?  So why did the Odia immigrants in US and Canada spontaneously form local Odia 
associations, and then a national association?  Is it in our genes? Was this self-nucleation of community 
associations due to our cultural upbringing in the Odisha of 1950s, 60s, 70s?   

Not that the newly formed associations were without internal conflict.  In fact one may say that 
the internal conflicts were also part of the natural order of things.  So important at the time of 
happening, the internal conflict stories are now part of the ‘good old days’ of nostalgia.  And the rivals of 
the conflicts have evolved into respected friends. 

☼ ☼ ☼ 
The practice of putting up convention delegates with Odia families, started at the first founding 

OSA Convention by Bhabagrahi Misra, continued for 10 years.  Odia families happily put up Odia guests, 
whom they had never met, in their homes.  Thus were lifetime bonds between families initiated.  This 
practice ended with the Chicago Convention of 1981. 

During this infancy of OSA, the level of involvement by the OSA membership in the convention 
was very high, almost 100%.  Everyone was a delegate as well as a worker.  Since delegates stayed with 
local families, everyone contributed.  Very little money changed hands.   

From the first convention in 1970, right until 1980, conventions were 1 day affairs.  For the 1981 
Convention in Chicago a new tradition was started, the first multi-day convention.  Another innovation 
was that delegates stayed at a college residence, not with local Odia families.   

From 1981 onwards, the cost of attending a convention went up, and the level of involvement of 
members and delegates with the organization of the convention came down.  This was a great divide, 
both in the costs, and in the level of involvement.   

Still then, as now, attempts were always made to keep the cost of attending a convention as low 
as possible.  The use of cheaper college residences, rather than hotels and motels, continued on for 
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several decades.  Serving Odia and Indian meals during the convention posed a significant problem.  
Even though Indian caterers and restaurants were now able to cater the convention, at affordable rates, 
college residences, and hotels, had restrictions on the use of outside caterers.  Colleges would insist that 
the campus food service could serve Indian meals.  But the quoted price was high and the Indian food so 
served was amateurish.  Hotels similarly insisted that their chefs are capable of preparing Indian meals, 
of course at exorbitant prices, for indifferent quality.  Many conventions opted to use the better 
equipped school cafeterias, which were available in the summer, without restrictions on outside 
caterers or serving of home cooked dishes. 

The quality of stage performances, both with local talents and artists from Odissa, improved and 
soon good quality light, sound and stage equipment became an absolute requirement for the OSA 
convention.  The three major requirements, inexpensive residence, well equipped auditorium, and 
Indian meals, preferable with walking distance of each other, became the major factors in the selection 
of a venue for the annual convention. 

Glasboro was selected for the 1984 OSA Convention not because of the historical distinction, nor 
was it selected because it was home to two major glass manufacturing companies.  Glasboro College 
made available the residences, an auditorium with a stage with light and sound equipment, a dining 
facility, with access to the kitchen for cooking by us.  Glasboro State College was most cooperative, and 
agreed to everything, at reasonable cost. 

We were tired, but there was no time to sleep.  Each of us had other assigned duties for the new 
day.  The breakfast crew was already arriving.  My duties were much simpler.  I (LM) was assigned to be 
the checker for the meal tickets at dinner.  It gives me great pleasure to report that I denied the 
Convenor (MRP) entry, because he did not have a ticket, and said, he left his wallet in his room, and the 
ticket was in the wallet.  ‘A likely story’, I said.  I did not accept his statement, and asked a very grumbly 
friend to go and get his ticket, before he could get any breakfast or lunch.  I had to do it to the 
Convenor, because we had to show that we were serious about getting a correct count of the number of 
people served. 

☼ ☼ ☼ 
There were other cost cutting measures, illustrative of constructing the Odia community.  I (LM) 

was attending a meeting of the American Geophysical Union in 1982 in downtown Philadelphia.  
Between the sessions I wandered off to see the historic Reading Market, which someone told me was 
architecturally unique.  It was lunch time.  Wandering around from stall to stall, I discovered an Indian 
gentleman manning a sandwich and pop shop.  I bought a sandwich, stated chatting and found that he 
was a fellow Odia.  I found his life story fascinating; so very different from mine.  Mine has been an 
unending series of lectures and lessons.  Anadi Naik was a Bhoodan worker who has walked with the 
saintly Vinobha Bhabe!  Excitedly I told Manaranjan, who lived in Yardley, Pennsylvania, north of 
Philadelphia, about this new Odia I had discovered in the Reading Market.  We all soon met.  It was clear 
that Anadi Naik could be of benefit in the upcoming 1984 Convention.  Because Anadi Babu had a retail 
store, he could get so many of the needed items at wholesale rates.  And so he did, carrying so much of 
the supplies in his boxy van. 

☼ ☼ ☼ 
Lata Mishra was in charge of the cultural programs at the Glasboro convention.  The well-known 

Odia drama Patent Medicine, by Fakira Mohan Senapati, was presented on stage in English, primarily for 
the younger generation, who also starred in the play.  Lina Pattanayak was Sulochana; Nick Patnaik was 
Chandramani; Babu Sahu was Makara.   

Simply astonishing was the creative talent of Bijoy Misra and Sarat Misro who composed an 
original script right at the convention and presented a very enjoyable and authentic daskathia pala of a 
journey through Odisha. 
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With Murphy’s Law operational, the promises that Glasboro State College made to us were only 
partially fulfilled.  It was summer and during negotiations we had stressed the need for air-conditioning 
in the residences and the auditorium.  They had assured us, and reassured us.  Well the AC failed.  There 
were other problems.  Glasboro College authorities were apologetic, and made us an offer we could not 
refuse.  They not only apologised, when the time came to pay the bill, they surprised us by informing 
that there was no bill to pay, as they had decided not to charge for anything. 

That was the $12,000 windfall in the Convention budget.  Since the local chapter was OSANY (OSA 
New York), OSANY decided to endow three scholarships in perpetuity at Berhampur, Sambalpur and 
Utkal University, for outstanding students.  This was the first endowed scholarship at any of these 
institutions with money earned by overseas Odias. 

☼ ☼ ☼ 
Perhaps every older generation goes through this, of nostalgia.  But we miss the involvement, the 

laboring together in the trenches, and reveling in the success of a job well done.  We miss the OSA 
Conventions of the early years, so full of life, our life, built up with our toil, our sweat.  Then we were 
poorer; we stayed in inexpensive college residence, cooked all the meals ourselves, and had a grand old 
time creating an illusion of being back in Odisha, eating Odia food, talking in Odia, and enjoying the 
organized and disorganized chaos.  We miss the stories of the forgotten haldi and the cabbage and toast 
to the rising Sun.   

☼ ☼ ☼ 

 

 
 

Lalu Mansinha <mansinha@uwo.ca> lives in London, Ontario, Canada. 
Manaranjan Pattanayak <mana_pattanayak@msn.com> lives in Overland Park, Kansas 
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Reminiscing the Past! 
Saradindu Misra 

 
 
It was August 16, 1971 when I landed in New York from 
Odisha. For a couple of weeks, I stayed in the family of an 
American friend in the New York suburb of Great Neck. I 
brought a letter from a friend of mine in Bhubaneswar, 
addressed to Dr. Krushna Mohan Das. It took me two weeks to 
locate Dr. Das by telephone. Once the contact was made, 
Krushna Babu invited me to his house in Cambria Heights, 
another suburb of New York City. I arrived in his house the 
next Friday to spend the weekend with his family. Das family, 
at that time, consisted of him, his wife Basi Apa, his younger 

son, Tukuna (now Dr. Annada Kumar Das), a dog, a parrot and two parakeets. After formal introduction 
with Dr. Das and his family, we sat down for dinner. In the previous two weeks, I had only been eating 
American food. So this was my first taste of Odia food in America. Food was excellent. While in his 
house, Dr. Das offered me to stay in his house until I could establish myself. I took his offer and the next 
week, I moved  to his house with my belongings. There were not many Odia families in New York around 
that time – only a handful of them. Most weekends, they would assemble in the Das home and Basi Apa 
would treat them with sumptuous Odia food. I got to know all those Odia families and became good 
friends with them. Soon with the company of Dr. and Mrs. Das, I started visiting those families. Several 
months before my arrival in America, Dr. Das had started the Orissa Society of New York which was a 
forerunner of the Orissa Society of the Americas started in Boston under the leadership of Gouri Das and 
Bhabagrahi Misra. They started compiling the names and addresses of all the Odias living in different 
parts of the U.S.A. and formed an organization and named it as the Orissa Society of the Americas. Thus 
OSA was born! And the New York society became its first chapter.  
 
For the first time, I attended the annual OSA day in Hartford, Connecticut in 1972. My wife, Lata, had 
joined me then and we were still living with the Das family. There were only a handful of Odias from 
nearby places, notably from New York, Connecticut and Massachusetts. Individual families prepared 
food in their houses and brought them to the gathering. Few speeches were made and the 
entertainment was provided by Kabita Patnaik and Shakuntala Mangaraj who sang Odia songs. Pramode 
Patnaik came from Alabama and thrilled the audience with his usual antics. In the successive years, the 
venue of the gathering shifted to New Jersey under the leadership of Amiya Patanaik. More people 
started attending, but it was still a small affair. 
 
Let us talk a little bit about New York at that time. Until 1975, there was not a single Indian store around 
New York with the exception of one appliance store in Canal Street in the New York City, run by a Jewish 
family. On weekends, hordes of Indians would flock in the store to buy 220 volt small appliances for 
carrying to India. Grocery and spice were carried by an Iranian store located in the lower Manhattan (it 
is still there!) from where all the Indians would procure their ration. The first Indian-owned grocery store 
started in Flushing, Queens in 1975, along with a sari store, a record shop and a restaurant. Soon Indian 
stores opened like mushrooms all over the city and we did not have to go to New York to purchase 
grocery and staple items. 
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During this time, Rabindra Ray, a graduate student of the Columbia University, introduced me to a 
bunch of Indian students who operated an Indian program in the University’s WKCR-FM radio station. 
They gave us a slot to run a weekly Odia radio program in that station. Thus, for the first time Odia radio 
program was heard in the tristate (NY, NJ and CT) which were presented by me and Lata Misra, 
continuously, for several years. In 1977, Pratap Das arranged a memorable open air program in the 
famous Lincoln Center of New York where Sujata and Sunanda, daughters of Surendra and Sukanti Ray 
performed. The sisters had just arrived from Odisha. While Sujata played the harmonium, Sunanda sang 
an Odissi song, accompanied by Pratap on tabla. Lata Misra sang a Sambalpuri song. The program was 
very well received by the public. 
 
Now coming back to OSA activities, all the OSA gatherings were a one-day affair. People would bring 
home-cooked food for the consumption of the gathering. If any out-stationers would like to spend a 
night, that will be gladly accommodated by the local people. No hotel stays; no catered food. This 
format continued until 1980. The Convention is getting bigger now and needed bigger quarters to 
accommodate the attendees. In 1981, Chicago Convention, Convener Surya Mishra, booked a hotel and 
ordered food from outside vendors. However, in 1983, Convener, Pratap Das arranged the Bowie State 
College campus to host the convention. Instead of the hotel room and catered food, people stayed in 
the dormitory of the college campus and used the campus kitchen to prepare food by the convention 
volunteers. The Convention venue altered between hotels and campuses for several years, and generally 
lasted for three days. The most ambitious convention is happening this year – The Global Convention! It 
is scheduled for a five day stint with Odias attending from all around the globe. 
 
The main attraction of the older conventions were eating food in a community set-up and, of course, the 
entertainment program in the evenings. Entertainment was miniscule in the early days. I remember 
1974 Convention, held in College Park, MD where the entertainment program was a song by Bandita 
Nayak, accompanied by Rabi Patnaik on harmonium. The scene had changed since. The entertainment 
program grew bigger and bigger with every successive year. Soon after, Pratap Das arrived in America 
and started playing tabla with his master stroke. Lata Misra, for the first time, started singing Odissi, 
accompanied by Pratap on tabla which was received very well by the public. With Odissi songs, came 
classical Odissi dancing. The most notable dancer at that time was none other than Subrina Biswal, 
daughter of Nilambar and Anu Biswal of Maryland. She started classical dancing at the age of nine. She 
was an excellent dancer and was given the honor of performing in the United Nations. She danced in 
every convention and the audience adored her performance. She could have been one of the top Odia 
dancers, but sadly she passed away in 1989, the day after performing in the Nashville Convention, at a 
very young age. Another talented young dancer was Lita Sarangi, daughter of Rajendra and Mina Sarangi 
of Canada. I saw her spell-binding performance in 1984 in Glassboro, NJ Convention. She too passed 
away the same year in a plane crash in an Air India flight bound for India. Thus Odias of North America 
lost two immensely talented young artists. 
 
Let us shed a little light on the status of stage dramas that were done by the Odias in North America in 
those days. First and foremost: one incident comes to my mind, the Rice Lake annual camping. It used to 
be a two days affair and was attended not only by the Canadians, but also by the  Odias from 
neighboring U.S.A. also attended the camp. There were a lot of fun and entertainment, along with good 
food, fishing, boating and nightly entertainment. I remember in the year 1978 Sri Gopal Mohanty came 
up with the idea of doing a stint from Fakir Mohan’s “Patent Medicine”. This impromptu drama featured 
Sri Gopal Babu, Jnana Dash and Lata Misra and was hilarious. Canadians have a wealth of talent in 
staging good and serious dramas; most noteworthy was the episode of Bhagia and Saria from the novel 
“Chha Mana Atha Guntha”, played brilliantly by the husband-wife duo, Gagan and Sabita Panigrahi, and 
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was very ably directed by Sri Gopal Mohanty in the 1994 Pomona Convention. The soulful performance 
of Gagan and Sabita brought tears to the eyes of the audience. Prior to this event, in 1984, for the first 
time, an all ladies drama, “Dekha Dekhi”, was staged in the Washington Convention. It was hilariously 
played by Kabita Patnaik, Laxmi Pati, Kalpana Kanungo, Rajalaxmi Padhi, Lata Misra and Prabhashree 
Ray. However, the culmination of all stage plays took place in the Princeton Convention, 2003. Again, it 
was a rendering of Fakir Mohan’s “Patent Medicine”, played brilliantly by Manaranjan Pattanayak, 
Pradip Tripathy, Pradeep Mohapatra and Lata Misra. The play was so well received that it was repeated 
next year in the Dallas Convention and was hailed as a milestone.  
 
Reminiscing the past could be a herculean task. It can go on and on.  So it must come to a close now. But 
before I close, I want to pay homage to my friends who are no longer in our midst, such as, Pramode 
Patnaik, Dilip Satapathy, Hemanta Senapati, Krushna Mohan Das and Basi Apa, Amiya Patnaik, Jagat 
Subudhi, Bimal Mahanti, Bijay Mahapatra, Arun Das, Prakash Patnaik, Rajendra Sarangi, Annapurna 
Kanungo and Kashinath Sahoo. I might have missed a few. All of them have contributed significantly to 
the growth of our community in so many ways. May their souls rest in peace! 
 

 
 
 

Saradindu Misra is a life member of OSA. He lives in Franklin Park, NJ along with wife Lata. 
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My Experience at the Cleveland Clinic 

Dr. Debendra Kumar Das 

 

 

Introduction: I first visited the Cleveland Clinic (CC) during the Christmas break of 2010 to 

have a thorough examination on my heart, because ten years prior to that, I had undergone heart 

bypass surgery in Anchorage, Alaska. I thought it was high time for a checkup on the condition 

of my heart. I was so impressed with the quality of physicians, 

treatments and the medical facilities at the CC that I went back again 

in the summer of 2011 to receive treatments for my other ailments.  I 

am planning to go there again in the summer of 2015 for a 

cardiovascular examination.  In this article, I wish to describe my 

positive experience at the CC and my personal experience with the 

coronary artery disease (CAD). I hope people reading this article 

would benefit from the lessons I learned and be able to avoid the CAD 

or deal with it effectively at an institution like the CC.   

Health history: I grew up generally healthy in Odisha and had not 

experienced any serious ailments in my childhood.  Although, I was not that good in sports and 

games and never got selected into any teams in my high school or college days, I was interested 

in playing all sorts of games and kept myself fit. I was attracted to body building in my high 

school years, which got reinforced, when I joined the Regional Engineering College (REC) 

Rourkela. For all the five years I spent at REC, I was a regular at the college gymnasium and 

maintained a good physique. Upon graduation from REC, I came to the USA for graduate study 

at Brown University in the fall of 1972.    

Things changed from then on. My graduate school classmates were from all over the world. 

As I recall, I had classmates from West Germany, France, Ireland, Japan, Korea, Taiwan, Israel, 

Egypt, Iran, India and of course some from American universities.   I found that all of them were 

in the top level of their classes at their respective universities. It was extremely competitive to 

secure top grades in courses with all those competitors in my classes.  There was the concern 

that, if we did not do well in the courses, we might lose our assistantships.  Therefore, the 

graduate students used to spend countless hours at their desks in the Barus and Holley 

Engineering Building of Brown University. In order to save time, I never cooked and ate most of 

the time at our university refectory or at the nearby McDonald’s, which was close to our science 

library, where I often studied late into the evenings. So, my diet changed completely from what I 

was eating in India. I consider this as the most serious detriment to my coronary health. There 

was no history of CAD in my family in India. 
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My coronary artery disease: I met my wife Katherine (Kate) Anne Cross in 1975 at the 

International House of Brown University, where foreign and American students used to meet. 

After dating for a while, we moved into an apartment together. Not being a good cook, I was 

unable to teach Kate how to prepare some Indian foods. My mom used to tell me that I was never 

a fussy eater and was happy with any kind of food in my childhood. That quality helped me a 

great deal to adjust to the American diet. Kate prepared tasty American dishes and I got used to 

them. Thus from 1976 onwards, my diet became principally a nonvegetarian diet.  Later on, my 

heart surgeon in Anchorage had told me “your arteries are narrower, because they have 

genetically evolved for people with grains and vegetables as their principal diet. With the intake 

of meat regularly, your arteries are prone to blockages by the plaque deposit from the high-fat 

content nonvegetarian diet.”  

Coronary artery disease is an insidious disease. It creeps up on the patient without any sign 

because the plaque continues to build on the interior wall of the arteries. By 2000, when I was 53 

years old, I began to feel the first sign of discomfort caused by the CAD.  From time to time I 

began to experience pin-pricking sensations on the left side of my chest. It came usually after a 

heavy dinner, while I would be sitting in a position, which pressed my stomach against the heart. 

The CAD pain appears in different ways for different people and the intensity of pain also varies 

from person to person. It was never too painful for me and was infrequent. So, I ignored it for a 

while, but always mentioned to Kate about my chest discomfort to keep her informed and listen 

to her opinion.  After hearing about my discomfort for about a year, Kate insisted that I discuss 

about this with my physician, Dr. Jeff Partnow. Dr. Partnow, an internal medicine specialist was 

a graduate of Brown University having completed his BS and MS in biology and had gone to 

Harvard to receive his MD degree. Because of these facts, I had chosen him as my physician 

from the time of our arrival in Fairbanks, Alaska in 1984. In our meetings, Dr. Partnow and I  

always had nice conversations about the games Brown University was playing against other Ivy 

League schools, and I was impressed at his level of interest and knowledge about sports.  

When I expressed to Dr. Partnow about my periodic mild discomfort in the chest, he 

examined me very carefully, because jokingly he used to tell Kate that “Deben is a stoic 

individual who can hide pain.”  From a series of EKG and a number of exercise and thallium 

stress tests, he detected some anomalies in my heart and immediately referred me to a very 

senior cardiologist, Dr. Rhyneer at the Providence Hospital in Anchorage. Dr. Rhyneer explained 

to me that he had performed thousands of angiograms and he believed it was the definitive test 

which would give the correct diagnosis of my coronary artery problem. He performed the 

angiogram on my heart in early January 2001 and detected three blockages in my coronary 

arteries.  He also showed me those blockages on the TV screen, while I was being examined. His 

suggestion was to immediately undergo heart bypass surgery, because it is always the best 

approach to get this done before a heart attack occurs. Once a heart attack occurs, a part of the 
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heart muscle dies and the damage is irreversible. Therefore, in March 2001, during the spring 

break of our university, I went to Anchorage and  underwent triple heart bypass surgery in 

Providence Hospital. As I remember, it was a very painful surgery and my recovery was slow. It 

was because I had become a diabetic by that time for about 7 years. Fortunately, I was not 

insulin-dependent then, and my diabetes was kept under control, using oral medicines.  

My appointment at the Cleveland Clinic: About 10 years after my heart bypass surgery, 

around 2010, I began to feel minor discomfort on the left side of my chest, confined mostly to 

the surface.  During the past decade, I had done some reading and research on my own to 

understand the CAD and had come to know about the reputation of the CC on heart treatment. I 

read that the Heart and Vascular Institute of the CC was ranked the best in the nation for cardiac 

care by U.S. News & World Report every year since 1995. Therefore, I wanted to go there. I did 

extensive inquiry and with the help of a colleague from our electrical engineering department, 

who had gone to the CC for his heart valve surgery, I obtained the name of his cardiologist, Dr. 

James Thomas at the CC.  Doing research on the qualifications of Dr. Thomas, I was highly 

impressed. He had received his MD degree from Harvard in 1981 and had been at the CC since 

1992.   He was a professor of medicine and biomedical engineering and medical director, heart 

and vascular institute at the CC. Thus, I wrote to him a letter on our university letterhead, from 

one professor to another, requesting an appointment with him. I was extremely pleased to receive 

his prompt response giving an appointment to see me on Dec. 28, 2010.  

Sydell and Arnold Miller Pavilion: I arrived at the CC on the evening of Dec. 26, 2010 and 

stayed at the CC guest house. The CC provides excellent accommodations in the campus at three 

levels of lodging rate, the guest house being the most economical, yet quite neat and clean.   The 

guest house is just opposite to the Sydell and Arnold Miller Pavilion, where all the cardiology 

and cardiovascular units are located. During my walking tour on Dec. 27, I was highly impressed 

seeing all the facilities in that pavilion, which the locals called the “heart center”.  This is the 

largest and busiest heart program in the nation .  I had the checkup in this building on Dec. 28 

morning by Dr. Thomas. To my delight, all the cardiology test results came out well. The bypass 

grafts were working fine. Imagine my mental relief, because I had gone to the CC with the 

apprehension that they might open up my chest cavity again to repair or redo the coronary artery 

grafts or at least place some stents in my coronary arteries. But Dr. Thomas assured me that none 

of those were necessary, not even an angiogram, because my heart was working fine.  However, 

from my blood test profiles, he found that the glucose level was extremely high. He attributed 

my surface chest discomfort to nerve related pain caused by uncontrolled diabetes, and 

immediately set up an appointment at the Endocrinology and Metabolism Institute located there. 

I was examined there the next day and was recommended to go on insulin right away.  

My impressions on the physicians:  Including my second visit to the CC in June 2011, I 

have been treated by three physicians there; Dr. Thomas of cardiology, Dr. Jean-Paul Achkar of 
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the gastroenterology and Dr. Leann Olansky of endocrinology.  Each one of them graduated 

from top-ranked medical schools in the USA and is highly qualified in his/her discipline. I 

believe I had received excellent treatment from all of them. I would recommend them to all my 

friends, relatives and acquaintances needing treatments in their respective specialties. 

I was so pleased with my heart treatment that I recommended Dr. Thomas to the family of 

my REC friend, Dr. Birendra Jena, who has been a longtime resident of Ohio. Dr. and Mrs. Jena 

had come to visit me at the guest house of the CC, when I was undergoing treatment there.   At a 

later date, Mrs. Jena had a checkup with Dr. Thomas. I heard from Birendra babu that they were 

very pleased with the treatment.  

I was struggling with ulcerative colitis despite the treatment by a physician in Fairbanks. It 

was not well-controlled with the treatment locally. However, when I went to the CC and received 

the treatment of Dr. Achkar, it was so effective that my disease has been in remission since I was 

treated by him in June 2011.  I just can’t say enough about my experience at the CC. 

I was saddened to learn that, while making my appointments for the upcoming summer of 

2015 at the CC, I was informed that Dr. Thomas had moved to a heart institute in Chicago in 

June 2014, after 22 years of service at the CC.  I will miss him, and have to find another heart 

specialist at the CC for my checkup in 2015. 

Some valuable information regarding the CC: During my stay there, while not undergoing 

treatment, I walked around and discovered many interesting things. I browsed through their main 

library in the campus and found it to be well-equipped with books, journals, newsletters, 

magazines, video and audio media. I noticed many physicians, researchers, medical students 

reading in that library which is normally seen in research and educational institutes.   The 

statistics of 2009 presented by the CC, showed that there were about 2000 physicians and 

scientists working there. That year 3.7 million patients had visited the CC. Each year, patients 

come to the CC from every state in the USA, plus more than 80 countries of the world. Among 

the foreigners, I noticed a large percentage of patients were from the Middle East, generally from 

the wealthy families. The Heart and Vascular Institute provides a Preventive Cardiology 

Program (PCP) in an outpatient clinic setting. They combine the multidisciplinary expertise of 

physicians, nurses and other health care professionals from cardiovascular, endocrinology, 

hypertension, internal medicine and nutrition therapy to help individuals with heart disease, or 

those with cardiovascular disease risks.  Diabetes, high blood pressure and high cholesterol are 

cardiovascular disease risk factors and unfortunately, I had all of them. These are found 

commonly in many Indian populations, who are mostly the sedentary workers.  This PCP 

program advises them about the optimal life style changes and medical managements to prevent 

the occurrence and/or progression of cardiovascular disease. I would have greatly benefitted, if I 

had been aware and followed this type of PCP program. People following the program could 

reduce the risk of heart attack or stroke and may reduce the need for heart bypass surgery.  
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Some fun things to do while visiting the CC: There is an international food café in the 

pavilion where I enjoyed many foreign foods and I highly recommend it. I also found a 

wonderful chapel for all religions, where I went and prayed, not only for my health but also for 

the recovery of many extremely sick patients I saw at various institutes of the CC. I went to the 

Case Western Reserve University, which is within the commuting distance and walked around 

the campus, remembering my REC classmate, Dr. Mahesh Pati and our batch mate, Dr. Kishore 

Kar, from the University College of Engineering, Burla; both did their graduate studies at that 

university. I also went to the Cleveland Browns Stadium and the shores of the great lakes to 

notice the maritime history of Cleveland, which was a great industrial city at one time. I would 

not recommend folks to go there for a health checkup in December due to harsh weather. 

Summer is the best time to go there. All in all, it was a great experience and I recommend the CC 

to the readers.  

 

 

 

Dr. Debendra Kumar Das, P.E. 

Professor and Past Chair of Mechanical Engineering  

University of Alaska Fairbanks 

Fairbanks, AK 99775 U.S.A. 

Tel. (907)474-6094(Office), Fax (907)474-6141 

E-mail: dkdas@alaska.edu   

Web URL:http://cem.uaf.edu/me/people/deben-das.aspx 
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The Odia Doctor 
Dr. Prasanna K. Pati 

 

 

"Dr. Morgan, we do not want a Hindu colored doctor for our brother, George. Please assign 

him to a white Christian doctor. Dr. Sonjee does not even look like a psychiatrist. We know from 

a non- believer Hindu that this doctor Sonjee is a devotee of a black God called Kalia." 

     I was a psychiatrist in a large mental hospital in the heartland of America, one of those insane 

asylums started by the pioneers for care, custody and treatment for the mentally ill. The grounds 

were beautiful with trees, lawns and flower beds. It was like a beautiful park. Inside the multiple 

buildings, there were hundreds of patients. I was an admitting psychiatrist in one of the wards. In 

the hospital, there was hope and despair, joy and sorrow, so many facets of insanity and life and 

death all in an interplay. The staff at all levels were dedicated despite the huge stress and the 

painful events and stories behind each patient. 

     I could go on and on, but let me turn to the story as it unfolded. I was a treating physician for 

a newly admitted patient who had grown up in the deep south, where the African Americans 

have been treated as sub-humans for centuries. 

     Now, I am back to the story. Dr. Morgan, administrator and medical superintendent of the 

hospital had listened carefully to the sisters’ request. He got up abruptly from his chair to look 

out of the window at the beautiful grounds on this rainy day. He was there for a couple of 

minutes and then abruptly returned not to his chair but stood in front of these two middle-aged 

sisters of George. He literally shouted at them, “Dr Sonjee is a highly qualified psychiatrist. I 

hire physicians not on the basis of skin color, ethnicity, religion or the country of origin, but only 

based on training, character and qualifications. Do you understand that? Dr. Sonjee will remain 

your brother’s physician. I repeat there will be no change of doctors.” 

     George has been admitted to the hospital by a court. After the staff update by the Charge 

nurse, it was always my first priority to briefly assess all patients assigned to me on the previous 

night. Mrs. Gilmore the head nurse brought George to my adjoining office. George refused to sit 

down, paced back and forth, he was highly agitated, burst into racial slurs and profanities. 

     “Nurse, I do not want a nigger as my doctor. This doctor Sonjee is a pathetic looking nigger. I 

heard from another patient that this doctor is from India and not even a Christian.” 

     Mrs. Gilmore, a big nurse, stood between me and George. George went into a new tirade 

against the judge, the justice system, the hospital and the nurse, interspersed with profanity. He 

was also menacing and made gestures with his fist. We psychiatrists are trained to be patient and 

compassionate and to treat all patients with dignity. At this point, I had the gut feeling that both 

the nurse and I might be assaulted. George was a big robust man, quite capable of strangling both 

of us to death or beating us up. 

     I am NOT a person who prays and asks for divine guidance, but at this point I muttered to 

myself "Oh Lord Shiva." 

     I picked up the phone and ordered Rex and Joe, our psychiatric aides to come to my office 

immediately which was just next door. They came in immediately and stood on each side of 

George who looked at me, Mrs. Gilmore and the psychiatric aides and sat down on the chair. I 

ordered Mrs. Gilmore to give George intra-muscular tranquilizer and told George, “The 

medications that I have just ordered will help you calm down. I have also ordered that you be 

secluded. Rex and Joe will check on you frequently today. You will be also getting oral 
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medications and I expect you to cooperate. Within a day or two, you will be in good control. I 

know it has been very difficult for you, I want you to cooperate fully with the nursing staff.” 

     After several days of medications and supportive contacts, George improved to the point of 

being accessible to a more intensive psychiatric examination. From then on I made it a top 

priority to have brief psychotherapy sessions, along with some of my other patients. Eventually, 

George and I developed a good therapeutic rapport. George came from a very chaotic and 

abusive background. We together worked on these issues, also I had family therapy sessions with 

his wife, to help her understand her husband's illness. Eventually George improved to the point 

of being discharged back to his home and with a follow-up plan with the county mental health 

clinic. 

     As I look back, I could have been killed by George. One of the psychiatrists that I knew, was 

shot to death by a patient in his office and another, who was very close to me, was savagely 

attacked by a patient in the hospital setting, died of a traumatic brain injury. Was I scared to 

death at the initial encounter with George? Yes, you bet I was. I could have been history. It was 

part of the profession and thus, it was out of my mind, until a dozen years later. 

     I received a phone call from George's wife Elizabeth. For a moment I couldn't remember 

about the patient, George. She reminded me that I was his doctor at the hospital and that I had a 

number of family therapy sessions with her and her two sub teenage daughters. Slowly all of that 

came back to me, like a replay of an old scary movie. 

     Elizabeth even quoted me from the family therapy sessions I had. She would keep a diary of 

the sessions. The following are some of the quotes that she had meticulously recorded. 

According to her, I had stated, "Nobody is 100% mentally healthy and nobody is 100% mentally 

ill. There is not a single person in the USA who is not affected directly or indirectly by mental 

and emotional disorder and depending on multiple stressors we move back and forth in this 

spectrum." 

     Lastly, Elizabeth told me that she had a special request and that George was in a terminal 

stage of pancreatic cancer and that he wanted to see me. I said to myself, "Oh my God! What is 

this request and why should I go?" I replayed the scene of my first encounter with George, the 

profanities, the N word, veiled threats of me being assaulted along with Mrs. Gilmore; I told 

Elizabeth that I would think it over and call her the next day. Her response was not to wait too 

long, that George might lapse into a coma, but that his mind was fairly clear. 

     I had a calling from the depths of my heart that I should go, even though I didn't know what 

to expect. 

     I called Elizabeth the next day and told her that I would be there. It was the same town and 

thus, it was just a few minutes ride. 

      Elizabeth met me in the door and took me to George’s bed side. I was shocked to see this 

giant of a man, almost like a skeleton. I shook his hand and George, tried to get up for the 

handshake but, was unable to reach my hands. He had an enchanting smile, indicating his 

pleasure that I had come, then he started sobbing and Elizabeth started wailing. I held his hands 

tightly. He looked at me and then, his mood changed and there was a smile again. Finally, 

“Dr.Sonjee, are you still a believer in Kalia, the Lord Jagannath? After I recovered, and over the 

years I met some Odias who also know you. I studied the Hindu mythology enough. Dr. Sonjee, 

I am sure you have visited the temple of Goddess Kali in Kolkata.” At this point, his voice was 

feeble. He muttered; "The reason I wanted to see you is to offer you an apology about the first 

time you saw me in the hospital." I held his hand tightly, but I was speechless. Elizabeth was 

sobbing.  I tried to remember what Lord Krishna had told Arjuna in the battlefield of 
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Kurukshetra on the meaning of life and death. I thought to myself, “Here was a former patient of 

mine, confronting me literally about the meaning of life and death”. 

I even tried to recall the Old Testament of the Bible about life and death. There was only one 

line I could recall, "A time to weep, and a time to laugh, a time to mourn, and a time to dance." 

In my home, I had a small bottle of water from the river Ganges. It was uncanny that I had 

carried the small bottle with me. I took out the bottle and put a few drops of the water between 

George's quivering lips. At that moment, I became a Brahmin priest and whispered in his ears, 

"May Lord Jagganath walk with you wherever you are going to." Elizabeth was crying loudly 

and I was tearful. 

     George was slowly lapsing into a coma and with the enigmatic smile I planted a tender kiss 

on his forehead chanting “Om Namo Shivaya”. 

 

 
 

Dr. Pati is a retired psychiatrist who lives in Salem Oregon 
with his wife Norma. He played the role of Dr. Sonjee, a 
psychiatrist in the Oscar winning movie, "One Flew Over the 
Cuckoo's Nest" in 1975. He invites any Odia producer to make 
films based on any of the stories in his book “Adventures and 
Misadventures of Dr. Sonjee”. The story “The Woman from 
Georgia” from this book has been already made into the film, 
“Desires of the Heart” by a very creative Odia producer, Solila 
Parida, but not yet released. Dr. Pati can be reached by email 
at njrpati@gmail.com 

  

 

http://gmail.com/


                                                              124                                 URMI - OSA Souvenir 2015 

 

I Really Don't Know about HIM 
Sulakshana Sen 

 

Last evening my niece Sima called me from Chicago, asked me to write a story about 

"JAGAT-NATH" aka the BIG THAKUR Jagannath for upcoming "Ratha Jatra".  After we 

chatted for half an hour from A to Z about our kids, relatives living here and India, I told her that 

I will try. After I hang up the phone, I laid myself in the bed, and kept thinking what I knew 

about Jagannath, the supreme God?  What could I write about Him? 

 

Smiling a little to myself I realized that I really didn't know anything about Him. May be I 

knew nothing- yes, nothing except the stories that I heard about the Lord in my elementary 

school days in Orissa. Thoughts came flowing to my mind connecting Lord Jagannath. 

 

The first time when my little daughter Susan saw God Jagannath at Puri, asked "Who cut out 

His hands, Mommy?  His brother's and His sister's hands too?"   

 

I liked the unexpected question from my five year old, tried to satisfy her curiosity and told 

her the story that I learned from my mother how all Their hands left half done.  

"When the king opened the door, the carpenter was half way to finish the hands, the king was 

not supposed to enter or open the door until the work was complete. That was the promise both 

the king and the carpenter agreed. But the king entered unexpectedly and broke the promise. The 

carpenter died instantly. The work was left half done, everything was complete without the hands 

of all deities."  

"All of Them look good as it was left, isn’t it?" I asked her. 

"I like Jagannath's face and his brother’s and sister’s- all of their faces". 

Susan got distracted with an unexpected beating on her head. A panda bit her head lightly with a 

cane with the name of God. I was not sure how much my daughter was convinced by my story, 

but she did not ask any more about the hands, no one asked me about Their Hands.  

While I was still laying on the bed and thinking of Sima's reminder that I have to write about 

Jagannath, my mother's smile flashed in the stillness of the room. The TV, the dresser, the side 

lamps and all the stuffs around me started to disappear.   

I started vividly remembering the day in our Thakur Ghar at Khurda while Bou was busy doing 

her daily rituals. She used to scrub the small cute brass jugs and silver utensils until they dazzled, 

rinsing different sizes of beta changudi for keeping flowers to serve Gods and Goddesses. I 

watched her putting  flowers on Jagannath and Krishna, she put sandal paste dots on their faces, I 

asked her,     

"Bou, what do you want to get from Jagannath?" 



                                                              125                                 URMI - OSA Souvenir 2015 

 

"Nothing...." 

"Nothing?...What do you mean???" 

"You must be asking to get something, a good groom for my oldest sister Minoo apa,  money or 

something???" 

"No, I don't, because He is not going to give."  

"How do you know that He will not give? Why are you doing so much Puja then?" 

"I am doing, because I like to do it". 

"Bou, you spend hours for your Puja in morning and evening alati, saving khai. Ukhuda, Pheni, 

new ripe mango, sandesh to offer Him for Bhoga. You do fasting whole day on special occasions 

like Janmastami and other Pujas. Why do you do all the Puja then, if you don’t ask for 

anything?" 

As if she did not hear anything, she repeated "Jagannath would not give". Bou emphasized.  

"Is Krishna the one to give?" 

"No, Krishna is Jagannath too, just another form." 

In my early teen then, I somehow got the idea that one had to pray and ask God to give, what 

was hard to get.  Bou’s words confused my world that I knew then.  After a pause, Bou broke the 

silence herself, “just because you prayed or asked, you should not expect. All Gods say “Do your 

Duty".   

"You are doing your duty, Bou, every morning and evening for four hours!"  

"Yes I am doing Puja, But God is not asking me to do that.  I am doing it to feel close to Him." 

I interrupted not taking her words for granted, "Then tell me, who will give that is hard to get?"  

"Not something or anything,  you get to work hard for what you deserve, if it is not in your 

hands, then just leave everything to Him." 

"Yes, okayyy... I would work hard leaving everything to Him, if still would not get, then who 

would I pray?  Is there any God bigger than Jagannath and Krishna?" 

Bou did not want to hurt my feelings anymore, ignoring my last question she replied "If you are 

in the right path, working hard, ask the Goddesses Laxmi, Durga and Kaali. They get pleased 

faster, they are wives of Jagannath and Krishna with different rupa."  

That was all. Getting hope, I left the room. 

 

That month, Rathajatra  Mela was coming up at Gurujanga, a village,walking distance from 

Khurda. I went with Bou to see the pulling of three beautiful Raths with Jagannath, Balabhadra 

and Shuvadra. I enjoyed pulling the Rath in the crowd but enjoyed the Mela more spotting my 

school friend Jhunu and her mother close by the pond where people wash their legs before 

entering the temple.  While Bou was busy buying Bhoga, Sakara, Khai, banana, coconut, 

flowers, bela patra, karpura and Dipa, the temple became so crowded that both of our Moms 

decided to leave us girls close to the small stationary shop with blue tent half covered. We were 
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looking around.  Jhunu got a pair of red ribbons, I spent my savings of ten paisa for a pair of 

pink-butterfly hair clips and fifty paisa to get a Laxmi statue, got it all wrapped in an old news 

paper from the stationery shop.  When our Moms came out, we rode rickshaws in our separate 

ways. On our way, Bou stopped the rikshawalla to get a kula and a small red changudi to put 

flowers for her Gods and Goddesses. We both came home quite happy.  I placed the small Laxmi 

statue in my room- not in the Thakur room midst of all Bou’s Gods.  My Laxmi statue was 

wearing a bright red saree, yellow blouse, long black hair, golden color necklace and a smiley 

face with dark-red lip color. I showed to Bou later and said "Bou, does not this statue look just 

like your Laxmi, next to Jagannath?" A smile flicked in her face. 

 

Mostly every year, Bou and Bapa used to go to Puri to offer ‘shradhha’ in Jagantnath’s temple. 

There was no need for her to make all the arrangements; white rice, new handi, green plantain, 

bhoga or daksina. I could feel she was excited to see Jagannath at Puri. Bou was ready for her 

next day visit to Bada Deula. She wore her special white saree with bright red-border having 

velvet golden yellow swans, facing each other by a lotus in between. Usually, Bou and Bapa 

used to go by 8:00AM, first bus to Puri from Khurda and come back late night around 10:00PM.  

I wondered why they did not feel like going to spend some time in the beach, the most beautiful 

beach in India!  After they finished shradhha Puja, they used to eat Avada in the temple, get 

home some magaj ladu for our neighbors.  Bou used to get 'balita' and dry Avada used to be 

packed in little rolled majenta-pink fabric bags. Every time she used to go, she also changes her 

glass bangles in Bada Danda.  There are rows of dazzling bangle shops in Bada Danda to the 

right side of the road; after that they get back catching the last bus to Khurda. When the door bell 

would ring I ran to open; first thing I used to take her hands to mine to see what kind of bangles 

she selected.  Going to Puri for giving Shradhha to my grandfather became a yearly routine, but 

for Bou- that was the only chance to see Jagannath.  

    

 As I got older to take responsibility, one day I asked Bou, if we both could visit Jagatnath, just 

two of us together.  She jumped at the idea, we asked Bapa and he Okayed it. I remembered, she 

lead me to Arun Stambha to put dipa.  The Singha Dwar was wide open. I got really shocked to 

see that Bou was still holding her Dipa showing towards Jagannath, while tears were flowing 

nonstop from her eyes.  She was so happy a minute ago!  Without the slightest idea 'why' she 

was crying, I held her hand without a word. That day we were lucky, the line moved faster in 

spite of the crowd when we reached the Singhason, Bou asked me to hug Jagannath, I stretched 

my hands as far as it go, but could not quite hug, as He is too big around, Bou touched Him and 

bowed her head in the floor chanting some mantras I could not understand. I saw Bou was not 

crying anymore.  She led me to Laxmi temple. After offering Dipa to Laxmi, she asked me to sit 

on the temple verandah, I looked at her face, and there were no tears, her face looked fresh.  I 
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took a breath of relief. Pausing a little I asked Bou, "Why were you crying when you first saw 

Jagannath?" 

 

She took few seconds then replied "No, I was not really crying. I was too happy."  

"How can you be happy when you are crying?"   

"You can, when one cannot control too much happiness in the heart- those bursts into tears 

sometimes".  I preferred to stay quiet, we have to get the Avada, bangles from Bada Danda and 

catch the bus soon. We got hurried. 

 

Time passed..... 

 

In one unfortunate evening, we got bad news that my brother-in-law Tulu Bhai had a serious 

motor bike accident; he was admitted in Neuro- surgery department at Cuttack hospital with 

multiple brain injury.  When a baby goat crossed his path running away from her mother, trying 

to save the baby goat, Tulu Bhai could not control the bike; he got unconscious and was bleeding 

profusely. A passer-by Truck driver picked him into his truck and got him to emergency ward at 

Cuttack hospital.  My sister Minoo apa, received the bad news immediately, leaving the kids 

with next door neighbor, a block Jeep drove her to CTC hospital. Seeing Tulu Bhai unconscious, 

Minoo apa was desperately trying to stay close to her husband, but the rushing doctors and 

nurses pulled him away to the surgery room in a stretcher. We all reached CTC hospital after an 

hour while he was going through surgery. After nine hours of surgery the doctor came out to say, 

"We did our best." Tulu Bhai was motionless. 

 

After four days, the doctor asked to call all the family members to give Tulu Bhai a last visit, 

expecting any minute the worst would happen.  Next morning, the nurse got surprisingly shocked 

and rushed to call the doctor, "His brain is responding differently”. The doctor on duty ran to 

Tulu Bhai and prescribed some new medications.  Tulu Bhai started recovering slowly but 

steadily, after two months he started recognizing people. He uttered his first word "Minoo, 

Minoo..." Minoo apa did not leave him even for a moment except with a trusted family member 

to use toilet, she did not take bath for four months. At midnight, she would wipe her hands and 

legs with a soaked towel sitting on a satranji at his bed side in semi dark room, when most 

patients were lying in bed like dead bodies including Tulu Bhai.  

 

Tulu Bhai recovered almost completely and the neuro surgeon Dr. Rath remarked to my Apa 

"You are really a Sabitri and Mr. Patnaik is definitely your Satyaban".  He smiled proudly.  Tulu 

bhai came home totally cool except to follow some physiotherapy sessions to follow. I was 

thinking of Bou if she ever asked to Jagatnath to save her son-in-law? According to her strong 
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belief Jagannath already knew and would be there for her daughter, because no one would, 

except Him. 

 

Time to time, I went to visit my Minoo Apa to see the progress on Tulu Bhai and reported to Bou 

and Bapa. One late summer afternoon, Minoo Apa and I were both chatting and flash backing the 

horrible accident of Tulu Bhai. We came up relating to something at CTC hospital. Minoo Apa 

said, "I knew, he would never leave his children Mama and Papu alone in this world".   

Pondering few seconds I said, "It is amazing that Tulu Bhai beat all the odds, but how did you 

know that after the best brain doctor gave up his hope?”  

 

Making me filled with goose bumps Apa said, "The exact time, when Tulu Bhai was pulled 

away to Neuro-surgery room by a stretcher, I was helplessly weeping leaning to the surgery 

room wall giving up all my hope. Out of nowhere in the hospital crowd someone passed by me 

with a huge rush pushing the crowd and siding himself out, as if he is running late to do 

something important. Before I looked, he put a broken Feni-Jagannath prasad in my hand and 

rushed away like a thin wind, I heard a strange unknown voice “no worries" echoed in the 

hospital air. Instantly, I got all the strength to fight for Tulu Bhai taking 'no' for an answer”. 

 

Life resumed from where it was unexpectedly catapulted…like nothing happened. 

 

After few years, I came to America, but could not forget to wrap my Laxmi statue that I got it 

from Gurujanga Rathajatra Mela, packing it carefully with a small Jagannath photo in a new 

folded saree in my carry-on VIP hard luggage, in case it would break.  After two years staying in 

America, the first time when I went to visit India, I hugged Bou tight and tears filled up my eyes. 

I did not figure out why I could not stop the tears…. except remembered that Bou cries every 

time seeing Jagannath at Puri Temple. Were the tears flowing with immense joy? I guessed. 

 

After Minoo Apa's children got married and happily settled in their lives, a sudden onset of 

cancer already metastasized took Minoo Apa away from us and out of this world to meet our 

Bou who already passed away. Tulu bhai is still alive- healthy.  She was really a Sabitri that all 

of us want to be.  

 

Recently, I went to India-then to Puri and got a real big wooden Jagannath with yelow mukuta 

and  yellow silk ghagara, Balabhadra with blue mukuta and blue silk ghagara, and Their sister 

Shubhadra with red mukuta and red silk ghagara, all ghagaras are trimmed beautifully with 

golden lace. With some sanja balita, margenta pink bag filled with dry Aavada and a Sankha that 

Bou gave me when I left, I placed Jagannath with his brother and sister in one side of my 
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computer table. When I looked at Jagannath through the eyes of Bou, I wondered, “What should 

I ask Him to give to me? There was nothing came to my mind….nothing. Bou and Minoo Apa 

both passed away but it seemed as if Tulu Bhai's accident just happened and someone from 

nowhere came through the rush to save him…."Who was Him?"  

 

While writing this, I still feel an out of body experience. I do not do Puja every day, but I sit 

to work at my computer every day. Before I click the computer mouse, I always look at 

Jagannath, thinking that I really don’t know about Him.  

 

"Did Bou know about Him?"  I heard Bou’s soft smile saying "You do not have to know 

Him, He knows us all”. 

 

 

 

P.S.  Three weeks after I finished the story, I got sad news that Tulu Bhai passed away with a 

heart stroke.  

 

  

5328 Coquina Shores Lane, Port Orange, Fl 32128 
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My Tryst with Twitter in Cuttack  

Tapasi Misra 

 
 

I came to the US in July, 1979 and have been travelling back 

to India every year since.  One would naturally assume that I am 

by now well acclimatized to and in sync with the sweeping 

changes that have been taking place in India these last decades. 

That I settle down in smug contentment in my old country soon 

after landing.  But the truth is that every time I land in my old 

country, it feels like a new country in some aspect or the other 

and I am caught unawares, unprepared. Some of the changes are, 

of course, refreshing and reassuring. But others, especially those 

I notice in my contemporaries, people in their 50s, 60s, 70s, are at once unnerving and 

amusing… Or could it be that I am the one who has remained in a limbo, suspended over the 

Atlantic Ocean, while they have wisely kept up with the natural progress of society and culture? 

I am back in India after 10 months and am already overwhelmed by the inadequacy of my 

techy vocabulary.  Shortly after landing in New Delhi two months ago, I headed for my friend’s 

place in the heart of the city. I noticed that her middle aged driver, originally from rural Bihar, 

made several stops on the narrow staircase as he hauled my enormous suitcases to the apartment 

on the second floor. Embarrassed, I tried offering help but he quickly motioned me to stop, 

saying, “Nehi Madam, wo kya hai ke airport chhodne ke baad  WhatsApp dekha nehi to, bacche 

kuch na kuch bhejte rahte hain” (No Madam, I just haven’t looked at my WhatsApp messages 

since we left the airport, the kids have been sending all kinds of messages).  That moment 

remains frozen in my mind’s eye - two well-travelled, beaten up suitcases precariously balanced 

on the steep steps, 10 bony fingers furiously striking the keys of a smart phone, me wondering if 

I heard him right or was it an early attack of jetlag.  I remember suddenly feeling far from home, 

displaced… But in the next few months I would quickly learn and embrace the new lingua franca 

of my old country. 

The door flung open and I found myself rescued by the welcoming arms of my beautiful 

friend, Mita.  “You are home!”  Afraid to wake up her elderly in-laws I tip toed in, but it turned 

out that uncle and aunty were wide awake, sipping lemon tea.  Deeply touched, I said, “Awww, 

you shouldn’t have let your parents stay up for me Mita, I could have seen them tomorrow.”  

“Oh no, they are not waiting for you,” she said, “They don’t sleep before 1 am these days.”  

“TV?”  
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“No, Facebook.”   

Uncle was busy sorting out a social media problem with the help of their teenaged 

granddaughter while Aunty stood nearby complaining about the idiosyncrasies of Facebook.  

Next morning, over a scrumptious Marwari breakfast, Aunty mourned the bad Wi Fi connection, 

the unpredictability of her iPhone… “You have an iPhone, Aunty?”   

“Who doesn’t,” she shook her head resignedly, “Aaj kal ke zamane mein?  Rakhna padta hai, 

beta (have to have it, dear).”  I went to my room and pulled down the Rejai over my head to 

answer my very non iPhone.   

Next morning as I was surfing the net for news, courtesy their newly installed very reliable 

Tata Docomo, I chanced upon a picture of my all-time favorite actress Sharmila Tagore with her 

children at a family wedding.  The picture showed a close- up shot of some beautiful faces that 

seemed weirdly off. Then I read the caption.  “Beautiful Soha says that it is her last Selfie as an 

unmarried woman.” Wait…Bollywood celebrities taking Selfies?  Is it possible that they don’t 

know that millions of their pictures, from every angle and every direction, are splashed all over 

the media, walls, billboards on every highway, every single moment of every single day, 24/7?   

I came home to what I considered comfortably tottering Odisha and was at once assaulted by 

the word Twitter.  The first event I was asked to attend was as a judge at a Jhoti (intricate designs 

made on the floor with rice flour paste) competition between young women from a shelter.  

While I gasped at the beautiful designs and concentrated on the task in hand, I noticed that some 

of the judges, all middle aged women or older, were rushing through it.  Too many interesting 

Tweets.  “You mean messages from irate husbands waiting for their lunch at home?”  No, they 

laughed, Amitabh B won the 3
rd

 Padma award, read his Twitter!  “Now?!  Wait, let’s focus on 

the Jhotis…” But their ears were already glued to their shiny iPhones, spreading the latest “hot” 

news. There was also some Twitter about Obama’s impending visit to India, mostly about the 

Odia designer’s dress that Michelle was rumored to be donning at the Indian Republic Day 

parade celebrations.  In the course of the afternoon at the Jhoti competition there were a lot of 

Selfies and group picture taking with phones which they preferred to the more traditional 

camera.  It’s easier, one said, to upload to Facebook and WhatsApp.  I also overheard complaints 

and apologies for not being more active on social media, followed by promises to rectify the 

lapse.    

I remember the time in India about 3 decades ago when people started getting engrossed in 

TV shows they called “serials”.  I had simply stopped visiting anyone during particular shows, 

especially in the evenings. What was more disconcerting was when visitors, especially close 

relatives, to your house would walk in requesting, “Tike TV ta kholibu kire, Saas Kabhi Bahu 

Thi arambha hei jiba”(Please could you turn the TV on, the drama called Saas Kabhi Bahu Thi is 

about to begin).  Most family visits entailed watching other people’s favorite shows over chaha, 

singada and mitha, with a few forced pleasantries during the commercials.  I noticed this time 
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that people my age still watched a lot of TV, but now WhatsApp is what keeps them from having 

meaningful conversation with you. By people, I mean siblings, friends, sisters-in-laws… Those 

for whom you have made the 10,000 mile journey! 

Within two months I was already speaking a different language, just keeping up with the tech 

savvy new culture of my ancient country where I had grown up glued to Vividh Bharti radio and 

LP players and matinee shows at the Hind or evening shows at Grand Cinema. The former were 

more thrilling as they involved bunking classes in Ravenshaw College.  Afternoons were spent 

trying to listen in to friends’ love stories by requesting the telephone operator to connect us.  

Evenings were reserved for cramming for exams. Our lexicon consisted of words such as tape 

recorders, LP, 45, 78, color, black and white, cross connections, overseas trunk calls, blue 

aerograms… But that lexicon has become extinct even to my former partners in crime.  They 

now lament that I don’t Facetime them from America. 

I was astonished to see a very conservative classical music teacher, who professed to hate 

everything modern and constantly evoked the days of unrecorded oral music traditions, demolish 

her mobile phone till she had located the Blue Tooth chip.  She requested me to download music 

for her from the internet because, “Sethi sabu asal jinisa miliba” (because you’ll get authentic 

stuff from there).  I watched her in awe as she mastered the computer within days - from learning 

to plug it in to enthusiastically using Skype to teach music to my friend’s daughter in Texas. As I 

watched her lightening transformation I wondered if it had anything to do with the highly tech 

savvy current direction of the wind in the country, that swept up everyone in its wake, old, 

young, educated, uneducated, rich, poor.  In another week or so I wasn’t surprised when the 

astrologer I visited wanted me to throw away the traditional horoscopes etched on palm leaves 

and get a computer generated one. Because, he said, the old almanacs cannot compete with the 

accuracy of the computer. He might very well be right but it was strangely fascinating, coming 

from this silver haired man in his eighties, bent over a litter of papers, sacred beads, birth stones, 

shloka books…   

The day I reached Odisha, I was assaulted with questions and concern about my daughter’s 

marital status.   

“Are you thinking about it or not?” everyone asked.  

“Yes, but you know…she has to find someone.”  

“But you must be on the lookout, just in case.”  

“Yes, but I don’t know how…” 

“How!?” They screamed.  “Have you not heard of Bharat Matrimony, Shaadi.com, Simply 

Marry,” my husband’s aunt asked. “Finding the right person has never been easier,” my friends 

shrugged.  They told me which site is better for NRIs, which is best for finding highly educated 

people, which is to hunt the cutest.  
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“Really, you mean you don’t go through people, word of mouth, old family friends, like 

before?”   

“Of course not, that’s too complicated and limiting,” they shook their heads.  

“Not anymore those old methods, now that leading business woman Ekta Kapoor has 

mobilized all eligible single people from all over the world on one page…” I was given detailed 

instruction on how to go about it by an aunt.  

“Save the proposals you like on a Pen Drive,” I was told, “because with all the power cuts, 

who knows how reliable your internet is.  And of course, talk to the parents first. And always ask 

for the rashi, nakshetra (zodiac sign and birth star)…”   

“And remember, as parents it is your responsibility to get the children married. They are after 

all only children, at any age…” 

Despite the badgering that ensued for the next few weeks on this issue, my head cleared and I 

felt land under my feet.  Some things don’t change, thank god. I was home again. 

 

 

 

Tapasi Misra lives in San Antonio with her husband, Lalatendu Misra. She is the Founder Director of 

Awaaz San Antonio, a non-profit advocacy group for people affected by family violence.  This article was 

written on her recent trip to Cuttack. 
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I Am A Yogi 

Parimita Mohanty 

 

First I thought to name my topic as, “I have become a Yogi”. Then 

the question bumped into my head asking, “What was I, before I 

became a Yogi?” 

I was actually a Yogi even before I came to know  “I am a Yogi”. 

In reality when people listen to the calls of their hearts and follow 

that for what they want to be can be their profession unless they get 

diverted by any other means. And sometimes people do go a complete 

different direction for many reasons, choices or circumstances from 

what they would have really wanted to be in their lives.  Some leave a 

space for their passions to come back in future  and reopen it when they 

have the luxury of time and other resources, while others either 

completely forget it or drop that idea as a sacrifice to what matters or 

what is importantly going on in their current lives. 

Whatever may be the reason True Passion never dies! It waits, it shakes, it awakes when a 

favorable situations occur and nothing can control that suppressed vibration to come out once 

stimulated. 

Something similar happened to me in my life. I started falling in love with a deeper Spiritual 

life 12 years ago, practiced all kinds of yoga, meditation, holistic therapies, holistic living, and 

anything I can possibly name that I have come across with and collected knowledge, practice, 

learning and experiences of the same . 

Now when I look back at those 12 years I see it as a deeper “passion” that I always thrived 

for not to achieve but to live. Because, it is true that I have actually not achieved anything 

but have lived the achievements honestly. There is a huge difference between these two; to 

achieve, “is to be at the end of the search “; where as to live, “is a continuous process in 

exploration”! There is no end to how we want to live! We are definitely not living how we used 

to live in our childhood, ten years ago, last year, or even last week. Life is continuously changing 

whether we are aware of it or not. Life is a continuous process of growth and evolution. 

(“We have left the old to live the new always and ever”! Some are conscious of the 

transformation and some are never eyewitness to it  .But it happens anyway to one and all. 

Because, Change is the very nature of the Mother Nature! It waits for none.) 

So in this process of “achieving and living”,” learning and growing” we do shift from old 

ideas to newer or renewed ideas. It is like “experimentation”. Nothing stays the same always 

and forever. Things happen, people change and ideas shift.  
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 My original idea was to become a Yogi and that fascinated me deeply.In the process of 

becoming a Yogi, I have come  to strongly, truly, and honestly ccept that “I am a Yogi”! There is 

nothing to be thoughtful about it to say or state that. Because you know yourself very well and 

you are what you are. There is no wrong or right about it of who you are. 

How have I realized that? To be someone or something we go through a certain time and 

processes and then it’s done but sometimes it keeps going even after big achievements occurred  

then we know “it’s not from me” but “its ME”. This in itself was a big realization for me of its 

own. And it didn’t come any easy either. After many eye openings, many awakenings, and many 

spiritual successes I came to realize my true nature, my true potentialities. Then, it was up to me, 

really up to me to do what with, either I continue to know more or drop there as the end of my  

journey or quest to know the SELF more. Because what comes next is the bonus point the main 

part is already over. I could feel it, see it and know it by looking at myself. 

But it is human to be curious. Curiosity is our very nature. We don’t stop. We keep learning, 

we keep exploring more and more of the same thing a little polisher and better each time. 

We keep polishing, we keep living that polish. Human being is the only blessed specy to 

enjoy this. It’s a continuous adventure for us.  

My previous thought was “I am becoming a Yogi” or “I am in the process of to be a Yogi”. 

That has been cleared now much better. Because I am eye witnessing my process that it is not 

ending but it keeps going like an endless road to the heaven. So it is beneficial, wise and peaceful 

for me to accept nature as designed by nature that “I am not happening” but “I have happened 

already” and I am not becoming a Yogi but “I am a Yogi”. 

Accepting this truth made the whole growth process easier. After finding what I am, life 

became easier and it didn’t get confused any more about myself but to just enhance the beauty of 

being more and more of what I am. 

I used to think, over the years slowly when I would know my Yogi self I would probably 

come down to enjoy life less in general or be more in yellow robes kind of living. But No it 

didn’t happen that way.. I have liked and lived life to be not of any less of what I would deprive 

or not like about myself to be a Yogi. Not at all; No compromise on that .No decrements of life 

styles but only increments has happened as a preference and it did match  well to my growth and 

my belief system. It has been a practice of lifestyles of my yogic livelihood. I do like eating at 

nice- classy restaurants ,I do like wearing designer clothes, like to maintain organic healthy 

lifestyle, love going around the world seeing ,exploring new places, meeting  new people, learn  

from their lives and their cultures, make new friends, adopt what inspires me from different 

places, things or beings. 

An enjoyment of complete self freedom, with complete self love and respect and the same for 

others are a true Yogi’s nature. I am proud to find, and live unto that completely. I am very 

happy and content not to be with me but to be “me” which was originally designed by the  
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Divine Designer. Finding my true self this life is a joy that can’t be felt unless experienced and 

lived. It is a joy not given by any but by enhancing, igniting the “SELF’S” divine qualities that 

came as a gift only to the “SELF”. No two men are equal in this earth. Each human being is 

designed specially, individually and uniquely and given its own unique individual attributes.  

Living a Yogic lifestyle today is not less than  living a doctor’s, architect’s, astronaut’s, 

sportsmen, movie stars, or any influential profession’s life. It is another passion, another 

profession. It is a passion that someone wants so much to make “being passionate” as his/her 

profession. Like a doctor or a sportsman wouldn’t want to be a Yogi when they grow up unless it 

is their desire, like wise a Yogi cannot  be into other professions if it is not his/her  desire. Even 

there are renowned doctors who are monks, movie stars and politicians as well and its fine to be 

that. It is their extension into unlimited choices of fields. Being human is a vast life of choices. 

I didn’t choose to be a Yogi, I didn’t become a Yogi but I realized that “I Am a Yogi”. 

If something that excites us a lot that means it is definitely our true nature. And I just kept 

adding, decorating, beautifying it more and more .There is no end to beauty. Beauty is a 

reflection of who we truly are. It is never done, never enough. It is never complete. It keeps 

growing, adding, enhancing more and more as long as there is life to it. 

My Yogic part started from beauty of meeting my own Light/Truth/Spirit and became 

marvelously gorgeous day by day as I explored, embraced and opened innumerable of this  

magical treasure. 

 

This was a little expression of my long spiritual journey in finding me  who I am and I am 

proud to say that “I Am a Yogi”! I am not in yellow robes, neither have I left family nor I crazily 

participate in religious /spiritual practices that are truth or taboo or fear based. I just celebrate the 

true sense of being a Yogi as I freed myself first from the cage of my own Ego. I must explain 

Ego here. Ego is not necessarily all bad or negative; ego is also that is good or positive about us. 

Still it is a trap of good and bad inside us. Like day and night we will continue with the good and 

bad forever. But if we are fortunate enough we can awaken from this play and we don’t need to 

change this play because it is a design of the nature. We don’t mess with that ever.  Once 

Spiritual awakening happens everything remains the same but our way of seeing things changes. 

So they don’t affect us anymore. But it is a challenge even after awakening we can be in the trap 

again and again if not keeping up with our higher selves .It is like you have to water the plant 

until it becomes a strong tree and survives on its own. 

Thank you very much for reading my story my journey of a Yogi. 

God Bless You All in which ever path you are heading home to your SELF. 

Peace to all. Namste~  

 

Parimita Mohanty, 5036 NW Millstone Way, Portland, Oregon, 97229 
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.Our Odia  Powwow 

Triloki Nath Pandey 

 

With my sons, Alok, Akash, and my wife, Annapurna, I have been attending 
the annual convention of the Odisha Society of the Americas (OSA) since 1996. Since 
Alok and Akash are adults now, they attend the convention when it is convenient to 
them, but Annapurna and I continue to attend like our annual pilgrimage. 
Annapurna being very active (personally and politically) in the Society has a reason 
to attend, but I often wonder what I get from going to OSA convention. Here I wish 
to make some comments and observations.  

 As a researcher, I am studying “Native Americans and their lives” for over 
five decades. I have attended their powwows in various parts of the country. 
Powwow is an Algonquian word, which means a social get-together, a ceremony, and a meeting for 
discussion. Many years ago, a Native American scholar said that their powwow is a communal 
expression of belief that is shared by hundreds of Native Americans who gather from across this country 
to celebrate their uniqueness as a people indigenous of this land. Modern economic reality has made 
them leave their sacred ancestral land and move to urban places in search of a living. Is it not what 
made us leave our land and come to this country in search of a better future for us and our children? 

 Just like the Native Americans, we, Indians, have come to this land with our past, our heritage, 
and history. We have adjusted to the modern realities here but are always in search of the occasions 
when we can transcend those realities and stand together as a unique people. I believe that our annual 
get-together, our convention is such an occasion. We are dispersed all over North America but are 
united by our culture and tradition and are connected in the belief that by sharing our food, by 
performing our dances, by speaking in our mother tongue, and by socializing with our extended family 
and friends, we will renew ourselves. 

 Our convention serves as a vital catalyst for cultural renewal. We never get tired of watching 
Odissi dance day and night. We watch dramas and other cultural performances presented by different 
chapters of OSA and hear the songs and poems we have heard back home. Actually, these activities are 
expressions of ourselves and they let us share our sense of ourselves with one another. 

 I must admit that I enjoy seeing old friends and making new ones, but I am overwhelmed by the 
cultural performances presented by our children and young boys and girls. We raise our children to 
honor their elders, and they are being taught, by example, the value of culture by keeping alive the 
legends, folk tales, and traditions of various regions of Odisha, their ancestral homeland. 

 Watching Odia identity perform at the convention year after year enlivens my own spirit and fills 
my long Fourth of July weekend with joy and happiness in the company of friends who help me define 
the meaning of my own life.  

 
 
 

 
Dr. Pandey is a Professor of Anthropology at the University of California, Santa Cruz 
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Reconciliation 
Jayasmita Mishra 

 
 
When you are looking for love and I was, you try everything. For years, I 
followed the advice of friends, associates and self-help authors but none 
could reach to the crux of the problem. Yes, I have failed and my failure 
means his failure too. It would take both of us to save our wedded-life. Yet I 
cannot tell you how many times I switched off the music system in the 
middle of a love song and burst into tears because I lacked a relationship 
to sing about. A chubby baby's giggle, a pregnant lady waddling like a 
duck, a proud young mother trudging along with a stroller , a seemingly 
happy couple, a sweet sacred home and all such similes were strong 
enough sights to spark a trickle of tear in my eyes. Yes, I was jealous of 

them and could feel the pain within. At this point of life, I had indeed reached the backside of 
twenty and in quest for some stability and meaning in life. 
            
Family and friends say I am a good catch. A smart gentle attractive woman like me seemed to 
be the ideal and compatible partner for my broad shouldered handsome Vivek. Yes , today the 
same Vivek seemed to be a mental pathology, with a trail of unflattering adjectives that my 
mind could tag him with-"silent", "selfish", "brooding", "uncommunicative ", "emotionally barren" 
and last but not the least a nincompoop of the first grade, spoiling his life for other's sake. He 
had lost interest in me and I could see, hear and sense that I had become a mere image of 
dollars and an item of trade for him. 

            

Our relationship remained limited only to the boundaries of the rent that I would pay him at the 
end of each month and the services that he expected me to fulfill at his will, that too within the 
closed walls of this home- that smothered me to death. I knew very well that he was abusing 
me and his gestures definitely served as doses of slow poison.  

           

My parents lived close enough to support me, I had a well-paid job to lean upon, but the path to 
this home seemed to be my destination . Every evening, my car would head back to this place 
wherein lay my heart and hearth. We lived here as roommates, he never ate from my hands 
and I hardly cooked for myself. Yet, I take pride and solace in calling this place my home-for in 

the eyes of one and all we were -Man & Wife. My tired body would always lay down calm on 
this bed where I have learnt to sleep alone. 

          
A sweet innocent little girl of the neighborhood once had mustered up enough courage to ask 
me a sensitive query-"why can't you have babies, like others do"? May be, God never willed it 
for me as he seemed to have other plans. 

 
Reminiscences behind had always spoken of the good times that we had shared together, the 
happy moments that we had witnessed.  All seemed to be dreams that would never ever 
materialize once again. 
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My man Vivek was robbed, oh! no, not by another woman but to his brethren who 
seemed more important to him than me. Back home in India we know that a woman is 
married to a family and not to the man alone. It is true, that I am no longer an Indian as on 
legal terms , but in deeds, thoughts and words I do possess the same traits that were 
imbibed within me during the growing years of life where I had spent most of my crucial 
stages of growth and development. 

 

Sanju, his brother's wife cooked, cleaned and ironed for him. His paycheck was passed on to her 
and she seemed to gain some sort of sadistic pleasure seeing me unhappy. She possessed the 
wisdom to have two men dancing to her tune. When not in harness, his hours were spent 
entertaining himself amidst their family within which he revolved. Sanju’s daughter, baby 
Esha seemed to be fulfilling his fatherly needs.  Maybe he would never crave to be a father, as 
would a mad woman like me, who always yearned for a baby made up of Vivek's gene planted 
and nurtured within my very womb. 
          
Weekends were times when I would ignite my spirits hoping against hope that something 
concrete would crop up and I  would once again win his heart. Efforts to please him were vain. 
Our relationship always ended in between a bunch of tangled wire that would trip me up. At the 
wee hours of the mornings , Vivek would be mine and with the rays of the sun, the push theory 
would work dragging him out of the house, leaving me lonely, desperate, desolate , and whining 
like a street dog left out to fend for himself. Nothing seemed to work and I would end up 
cursing my fate. 
          
One fine day, he told me that he had taken the decision to move out while I ought to think and 
plan my life goals. These were his final and ultimate words and I knew he would be rigid. I 
ended up being cranky, after sleepless nights, restless, as I  would feel; even the sleeping pills 
stopped working. I sat upright in the mid of the night, I muttered to myself, “Vivek, very soon I 
would be losing you. Let us decide on something more worthwhile giving ourselves another 
big chance to make up.” However, the deal was always with me to give in to his unrealistic 
demands while he never was in a mood to compromise.   In my eyes, he was always at fault. I 
closed my eyes and thought for a while the problem was "Vivek", but in reality I was robbing 
myself of the power to transform the situation. Because while you do not have control over 
what others do and think the one person you can change is "you". I seemed depleted of all my 
resources, my mind could think of nothing else to heal the wound.  Like a wounded tigress, I lay 
in bed tossing all through the night. He seemed to be a stone, sick at heart and weak in mind. 
           
The sunshine glittered on the dust, gathered on the photo album that had cherished memories 
of that important day of our life when he was my Prince charming and I was his Dream girl. 
Today, they remain untouched, remnants of the memento of our rusted relationship over a 
time period. 

           

 “Divya, this is not a relationship to give up, think hard - will you be able to adjust to another 
stranger? Moreover, who knows that person might be worse? Would you be able to live the 
rest of your life alone? Yeah, you are lucky to be living in a free society where no one bothers 
about anyone except the self, but again do not forget your roots. Will you be able to forget this 
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Man of your life? The guy with whom you have lived for seven whole years? Is your heart ready 
to take the ultimate decision? Will you be happy after breaking this relationship?”- The walls 
echoed around asking her the same questions again and again. The furnitures around seemed 
to laugh at her - these were those which both had taken great care to choose, buy and set in 
accordance to their heart's desire. “Friends, family and the rest would always be there - but 
remember – Divya - you are the one to face the real consequences.” 

             

As if awaking from a reverie the reality dawned - better late than never. Going by the collective 
adage, "All men are dogs”, or looking at the individual person you're dealing with, it's so much 
easier to blame him than to ask yourself , is there  something about me that I haven't looked at 
yet? The truth is, when we want a relationship with a man who isn't ready to love us fully, it's a 
signal that we too aren’t ready and there is still some more scope for adjustment and 
amendment. Whenever he was in a mood of getting emotionally intimate, I knew I used to pull 
away, sometimes I did even yield and that was when I too needed him. Raged, irritated and 
depressed at times my independent woman persona would become prominent and "I'd say: I 
don't need you and you are expendable, but the truth was it was always from the mouth and 
never from the heart. I remembered my friend Mita's words: "My husband thinks I am a fool, he 
just takes me for granted and always tries to find fault with me, but I know underneath his tiger 
skin is a baby lamb whom I can manipulate. In spite of his harsh outer he does have a heart that 
melts like cheese; I have the faith he would never throw me away and would go to any extent 
for my sake - be the need.  "Not all men are same", You wouldn't think it would be hard to let a 
man do things for you, but for me it was", says another friend, I know. While there are other 
lucky ones: like Rekha, Mona, Anu, Sova and the rest who behave like a queen and are 
fortunate enough to have their men at their beck and call. 
       
"Maybe, I was somewhat different, made up of all steel and iron and thus had to bear the 
burnt. Being a self-sufficient woman is not a bad thing, living in this country has taught me to be 
self-reliant in many other ways that his traditional bent of mind failed to appreciate , but that 
does not rule out the fact that I did not need Vivek as my life partner. "The woman within me 
started craving for that idol which very well I knew I had lost. Baby, I got this! "- if indeed a 
man feels he has no place or purpose in your life, he has no reason to stay there. 

 
For me things seem to be more difficult: will I be able to tolerate him with another woman in 
his arms. How far can I go out of his life without meeting him at any point-after all we live in a 
small world.  Suicidal thoughts at times overwhelm my imagination, but that too seems scary, 
one has to have the real guts for that and I knew I was weak. "Divya, do not give up!” chuckled 
the little girl of the neighborhood as I sometimes used to speak out my heart to her. Her naive 
mind also could realize my agony and the need for support. 
         
I was determined to do something and I knew the keys were in my hands. I realized that my 
sense of insecurity and senseless ego was the primal force that tried to end our relationship.  
My negative mind-set and fault-finding attitude that took hold of my reins, drove me towards 
bad behavior , it injured me most and the anger remained taking less time to fade. This all 

resulted in the chipping away at my most cherished relationships. As I have traveled through 
life, some shadow of myself has added color to my true image - in all of my moments at the 
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conscious, sub-conscious or unconscious level they have been revealed in the dual form of joy 
and pain. In reality, I have been operating with negative feelings brought from another time and 
place, associated with a whole separate set of issues. I gradually learnt that one could not create 
anything good with leftovers from the past. The therapy as suggested by my Psycho-pal lay in 
healing the past wounds that keep hurting you and to step back from living on the edge to 
quote her very words: to leave that dust ball in the corner and go to bed, thanking the Lord for 
the good day that had passed. 

           
When we are sweet to ourselves, we are sweet to others. From an unhappy place, nothing 
satisfies . We see clearly that we are born to love, not to judge and that it is not our job to fix 
anyone. We all have the right to live our own lives and learn our own lessons. When your fellow 
beings do not take the right path, it is only because they do not see it yet and if we can, there is 
no harm in leading them forward. 
            
Relationships offer the greatest opportunities for learning and growing at whatever depth we 
choose. I have learnt the hard way: I will give in for I cannot afford to lose him and no matter 
how he behaves, unconditional LOVE is what I will give, that is the only weapon that would 
ease my pain and end my suffering. 
 
A smile in her face, twinkle in her eyes, with dimples deep, Divya remains determined in her 
will to win. Time has taught her to have faith on Him who makes each one of us to dance on His 
stage. She has learnt to count upon her own instincts to better understand her beloved's mood 
swings and dance to his tune, each moment passes with high hopes, for one can only do one's 
best.  Stressing on his positive approach while negating the irrational moves, have made her a 
happier soul. Enjoying, rather than enduring his sarcastic and eccentric ways has paved a path 
for improvement and things have started working in her favor. 
        
A small step on his part serves as a giant leap for Divya. Relentlessly, her effort continues as she 
successfully saves each and every twig of her battered nest. 
            
----God apparently created Eve for Adam, to serve as a support on which rests the edifice of 
strong family bonds. Marriages are indeed made in heaven, meant to be preserved on earth. 

 

 
___________________________________________________________________________ 
Dr. Jayasmita Mishra lives in New York 
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Some interesting Odia personalities of current times 
Jnana Ranjan Dash 

 

 

OSA’s “perception” issue 

 

Orissa Society of the Americas (OSA) suffers from a “perception” problem. Many young Odias in 

California, for example, do not like to be part of OSA in a chapter structure, because they somehow 

think OSA is a very “quarrelsome” and “highly political” organization. Are we a quarrelsome community, 

whose members show a lot of vanity and rudeness? How do we explain the 

rude and disrespectful language in ORNET and OSANET postings? How does 

one explain the rudeness displayed at last years convention in Ohio when the 

food line got a little slow and some people shouted at elders in charge of 

food? Someone who saw that made a promise never to attend another 

convention. How do we explain to a first-time attendee, the chaotic general 

body meeting where shouts and rude behavior are on regular display?  

We are told that many cities where Jagannath temple is established and Rath Yatra is celebrated; 

Odia groups are divided on “personal ego” issues. This is paradoxical since the name of Lord Jagannath’s 

chariot is called “Darpa Dalana” (crush your ego). Why do some of our members hanker after name and 

fame and practice a “my way or the highway” approach to everything? 

 We have heard of the “crab mentality” of Odias. Are we displaying that even here in North America 

with examples like the failed lawsuit against OSA? Our second generation even notices the 

“quarrelsome” nature of the first generation at OSA venues. In that case, how do we motivate them to 

continue the legacy?  

Time has come to reflect on these issues. We have to turn this around and be a more positive, 

loving, and caring organization where mutual respect is key. We must rejoice at the achievement of our 

community members and not feel jealous.  

 

Interesting Odia personalities 

Many young members of our community may not know the Odisha ancestry of the following names:  

 Subhash Chandra Bose (freedom fighter, born In Cuttack in 1897.  He graduated from 

Ravenshaw Collegiate School before heading to University of Calcutta and Cambridge) 

 Sam Pitroda (former advisor to Indian Prime Minister, born in Bolangir)  

 Lalit Mansingh (former Indian ambassador to the UK and USA and foreign secretary) 

 Ajit Jain (possible successor to Warren Buffet, grew up in Cuttack, student of Stewart School 

before IIT, Kharagpur)  

 Mira Nair (well known film director, spent her childhood in Odisha during her father’s posting, 

she even speaks the language)  

 Hari Prasad Chaurasia (famous flute player, who started his career at All India Radio, Cuttack 

and got married to an Odia) 
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The following is a partial list of ten highly accomplished Odias of modern times. They are special 

because they are not from the usual academia or technical professions and they are not glory-seekers 

and award-huggers. Humility is their hallmark and we should all feel proud of them. 

 

Paramhansa Swami Prajnanananda 

He is 55 years old and is a kriya yoga guru. Born in a small village near Pattamundai, his name was 

Triloki Dash and he started his career as a lecturer in economics at Ravenshaw College during the 1970s. 

Then his deep spiritual quest took him away from the academic path and he joined his guru Swami 

Hariharananda Giri. At the age of 39, his guru conferred the highest title of Paramahansa and made him 

the leader of the Kriya Yoga Institute. He travels extensively all over the world and is a frequent visitor to 

the ashram in Miami, Florida. You must visit his Balighai ashram near Puri (few kilometers on the way to 

Konark), a serene and peaceful campus of several acres. During a recent meeting in February in Cuttack, 

Swamiji told me about his various social projects all over Odisha. He has authored many books and one I 

like the best is on St. Francis of Assisi’s life and teachings. He radiates love and compassion and one feels 

very peaceful in his presence. Swamiji truly symbolizes the words of   Nobel Laureate Romain Rolland 

(for Sri Ramakishna Paramhansa), “like a splendid symphony of the universal soul”.  Check the website: 

http://www.kriya.org/swamiji__main.php  

 

Devdutt Pattanaik 

Devdutt grew up in Mumbai and is 45 years old. Trained as a doctor, he started his career serving at 

many organizations like the Apollo Hospital group. Then he became a leadership 

consultant, mythologist and author whose works focus largely on the areas ofmythology and 

management. He has written a number of books related to Hindu mythology, including Myth = Mithya: 

A Handbook of Hindu Mythology, The Pregnant King, and Jaya: An Illustrated Retelling of the 

Mahabharata . He is the former chief belief officer of the Future Group, one of India's largest retailers. 

He writes a column for the newspaper Mid-day. His TED talks are very popular. You can check it here: 

https://www.ted.com/talks/devdutt_pattanaik 

 

Swami Sarvapriyananda 

Last year around October, I stumbled into a talk by Swami Sarvapriyananda to IIT, Kanpur students on 

“Who am I, according to Mandukya Upanishad”, a rather complex subject. 

(https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=eGKFTUuJppU).  

 

Then I found out that he was born in Odisha, grew up in Bhubaneswar and got his MBA from the Xavier’s 

Institute of Management, Bhubaneswar. Right after that he decided to change course and joined the 

Ramakrishna Mission, Kolkata as a monk. I had the opportunity to listen to two of his talks last January 

on his maiden visit to the USA. Being very young (early 40s), his spiritual evolution is amazing. He is a 

great communicator and is full of deep knowledge of Vedanta. He is posted as the resident teacher of 

the Vedanta Society of Hollywood and will be joining there soon. 

 

 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=eGKFTUuJppU
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Bibhu Mohapatra 

Bibhu at age 43 has made a big name in high-end fashion design, a highly competitive field. After 

spending several years at the prestigious J.Mendel, Bibhu started his own design house and his creations 

have been worn by well-known names such as Angelina Jolie, first lady Michelle Obama, etc. Check his 

website: www.bibhu.com 

He is a friend of my son and came to his wedding where I interacted with him. His humility is quite 

striking. He grew up in Rourkela and after getting his masters degree in economics from Utah, decided 

to attend the Fashion Institute, New York. From there he has been climbing the success ladder. Bibhu 

was invited to the 2005 OSA convention in Los Angeles to speak to the youth. He brings the color of 

Odisha to his modern fashion designs. 

 

Swami Sharanananda 

Swami Sharanananda is the resident acharya of Chinmaya Mission, Chicago. He graced the OSA 

convention in 2013 and several Chicago Odia families are regular attendees of his Sunday morning talks. 

Formerly a mathematics teacher in Rourkela, Swamiji comes from Puri. He has a child-like loving 

personality and is full of compassion and humility. The Chicago Indian community adores him and his 

popularity has kept him there for over twenty years. Swamiji has vast knowledge of our scriptures and is 

a wonderful communicator with a great sense of humor. 

 

Ramakanta Panda 

Ramakanta Panda is a well-known heart surgeon and is head of the Asian Heart Institute, Mumbai. 

He is 61 years old and comes from a village in Jajpur district. He spent several years at Cleveland Heart 

Institute. His reputation is extremely high as a good human being besides being a top-notch doctor. He 

has done heart operations to former prime minister Man Mohan Singh and many other dignitaries. 

Swami Tejomayananda, head of Chinmaya Mission narrated to me how caring Ramakanta Babu was 

after doing open heart surgery. Hee came all the way to Powaii regularly to personally check on 

Swamiji’s well being.  

 

Nandita Das 

Nandita Das is a well-known name in Indian films. She is the daughter of painter Jatin Das from 

Baripada. When she came as a keynote speaker to 2005 OSA Convention in Los Angeles, she freely 

interacted with young people as well as adults. She eloquently described her love for Odisha and 

Baripada at various sessions at the convention. A highly accomplished actress, her films have got many 

awards. She also got into directing her first film Firaaq some years back. She frequently visits Odisha to 

help promote Odisha’s culture and art. Nandita lives in Delhi with her husband and young son. 

 

Sona Mohapatra 

Sona Mohapatra from Cuttack is an artist, singer & performer who has defied the Bollywood route 

to popularity with her full-blooded voice, electric style and electrifying performances. She is a trained 

Hindustani classical singer but her first love is the folk music. She aspires to bridge the ancient to the 

contemporary with her music. She has released several albums and has sung for many films. She also 

sang on several episodes of TV program Satyameva Jayate (hosted by actor Amir Khan). She has 

http://www.bibhu.com/
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collaborated on tracks with international music icons like David Bowie & INXS and many international 

DJ’s. She is married and lives in Mumbai. 

 

Sambit Patra 

This young man, 41 years old from Odisha was trained as a doctor. Currently he is the national 

spokesperson for BJP. We have seen him many times in Indian TV speaking on behalf of the prime 

minister and BJP. He also runs an NGO called Swaraj to help the backward community such as Dalits 

from all over India in cleanliness and healthcare facilities. He was appointed by BJP party president Amit 

Shah to be a key spokesperson for the ruling party. 

 

P.K.Mishra 

He is currently the additional secretary to the prime minister of India, known as the second most 

important bureaucrat of the country. A retired IAS officer Mr. Mishra is from Sambalpur and spent his 

entire career in Gujarat where Narendra Modi was the chief minister. His track record was excellent and 

that brought him into this special position in the PMO (Prime Minister’s Office). With Nripendra Mishra 

as the principal secretary (retired IAS from UP), they call it the Mishra Square at the PMO. 

 

About the author: 6789 Glenview Drive, San Jose, California 95120, jnan.dash@att.net 

Jnana Ranjan Dash has been in Canada and the USA since 1970 and is a life member of OSA. He is a 
former executive at software companies like IBM and Oracle. 
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Pranabandhu Kar Birth Centenary 

Gitimoy Kar 

 

 

 

 

 

The year 2014 marked the birth centenary of Late Pranabandhu Kar (1914-1998), the eminent 

playwright and short story writer who played a pioneering role in driving 

Renaissance age in Odia literature and stamped an indelible imprint that 

has continued to inspire generations of writers. 

 

The birth centenary was observed at the highest echelons of literary 

sphere in India with the Central Sahitya Akademi dedicating and hosting 

several programs in his honor. The Sahitya Akademi has announced to 

publish a monograph on Pranabandhu Kar’s life and works under the 

‘Makers of Indian Literature’ series, which is expected to be released this 

year (2015). It will also undertake translation of his plays and short stories into English, Hindi and other 

languages in order to expose his works to a wider and global readership. 

 

The Birth Centenary year celebrations kicked off on September 13, 2014 with a daylong seminar 

hosted by the Central Sahitya Akademi and Odia Department of Utkal University that was attended by 

eminent literary personalities. They hailed his contribution to the growth and flourish of Odia literature. 

He had a transformative impact on the literature of his time that was in the midst of a transition into the 

modern. He was a writer of extraordinary genre who introduced an entirely new style of story-telling 

using existentialism as his tool to portray social realities and human psychology, they said.  

 

Sahitya Akademi President Dr Vishwanath Prasad Tiwari said, “Kar commands an exalted place in the 

landscape of Indian literature. He was a pioneer of modern Odia literature, bringing in a new style in 

writing which has since been adopted by succeeding generations of writers and playwrights”. 

 

Akademi Secretary Dr. K. Sreenivasa Rao described him as a humanist and existentialist, who chose 

to explore the psyche of his characters within their existence in the physical world. This innate capability 

to bring out the psychological workings is the hallmark of the creative genius that Kar was.  He also 

asserted, “His life, works and legacy should be classified in the annals of world literature instead of the 

narrow Odia or Indian literary sphere”.  
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Convener of Odia Advisory Board of Akademi, Dr. Gourahari Das said. “Each and every work of Kar is 

a treatise in itself. There should be concerted efforts to not only publish the monograph but also 

translate his works into different languages, so people across the globe can enjoy his invaluable literary 

creations”.  An unpublished play “Eka Mati Aneka Akasha’ (meaning One land and many skies) written 

around 1973-74 was released on this occasion, prompting calls for publication of more of his 

unpublished works as well as translation into other languages. 

 

In addition, several other dignitaries (stated as follows) also spoke on the life and different aspects 

of Kar’s works.   

 Prof. Narayan Sahoo (Literary critic and head of Odia Department, Utkal University) 

 Ramakanta Rath (noted writer) 

 Dr. Ashok Das (Vice Chancellor (VC) of Utkal University) 

 Ananta Mohapatra (Veteran theatre personality) 

 Dr. Omkar Mohanty (former VC of Biju Patnaik University of Technology) 

 Debdas Chhotray (Former VC of Ravenshaw University) and  

 other literary critics like Prof. Baishnab Samal, Prof. Narayan Sethi, Prof. Santosh Tripathy, Dr. 
Sanghamitra Mishra, Prof. Khirod Behera, Dr. Bishnupriya Ota, Dr. Rajlaxmi Jena, Niladri Bhusan 
Harichandan, Banoj Tripathy along with Srimoy Kar, son of Late Pranabandhu and Editor of The 
New Indian Express, Odisha.  

 

Later, on October 26, 2014, the Odisha Sahitya Akademi hosted Pranabandhu Kar Birth Centenary 

function with President Satakadi Hota along with literary personalities like Bijay Mishra, Bijay Kumar 

Satpathy, Sanghamitra Mishra, Giri Dandasena and Srimoy Kar as speakers.  A reading session on his top 

short stories, one act plays and drama including that of the classic ‘Sua Muhanre Patara’ (meaning, A 

leaf in front of a river flow) was held with the attendance of an eminent audience.   

 

Apart from intense literary and academic activities, the Centenary celebrations achieved much more 

by bringing the playwright alive on stage and up close with the people through a series of presentations 

of his famous plays at different places in Odisha.  Most noteworthy was the staging of Pranabandhu 

Kar’s last play “Eka Mati Aneka Akasha” by Shatabdira Kalakar Group at Bhanja Kala Mandap on 

December 4, 2014, directed by Dhira Mallick.  The play dealt with critical human relationships, love, 

passion, betrayal and above all resilience of the soul, kept the jam-packed audience hooked to the stage 

for the entire duration without even a whimper. The play was preceded by a function, where two books 

‘Pranabandhu Karanka Galpa Samagra’ and ‘Charoti Shrestha Nataka’ an anthology of his most famous 

works “Shweta Padma’, ‘Ashanta’, ‘Snayu Sanhar’ and ‘Maatira Manisha’ were released by Narsingha 

Mishra, Leader of Opposition in Odisha Assembly, and Soumya Ranjan Patnaik , Editor of daily 

newspaper “Sambad”.  
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A website www.pranabandhukar.com was also launched on the occasion. Pranabandhu Kar’s eldest 

son and US-based executive Dr Gitimoy Kar and critic academician Dr Hemanta Das spoke on the 

eminent writer’s life. 

 

Again on January 26, 2015, the very play “Eka Mati Aneka Akasha” was presented at a five-day 

National theatre festival ‘Mathkhai Mahotsav’ at Bolangir, earning rave reviews. 

 

Pranabandhu Kar’s plays were also showcased at the 17th Kalinga Natya Mahotsav, a multi-lingual 

drama festival organized by Shatabdira Kalaakara from February 9 to 13, 2015 at Rabindra Mandap, 

Bhubaneswar. The festival opened with the play “Eka Mati Aneka Akasha” by the host Group but the 

real revelation was during the following evenings when ‘Ashanta’ was adapted in Bengali and staged by 

Kolkata-based Dum Dum Sabdho Mugdho Natya Kendra and the famous ‘Snayu Sanhara’ presented in 

Hindi by Delhi-based Utsav Theatre Group. ‘Sua Muhanre Patara’ was staged by Natya Chetana. The 

festival closed with the play ‘Swetapadma’ presented by Panchama Veda Group, Bhubaneswar. 

 

As the curtains came down on the festival, the packed audience rose to their feet in applause. A 

befitting tribute to the writer, whose works continue to hold sway even in today’s contemporary society 

with viewers identifying and relating themselves to the characters conceived and painted around half a 

century back. 

 

 

 

 

Dr Gitimoy Kar, a retired executive of Corning Inc. lives in Tampa, FL. He and his wife Rita are OSA Life 

members. 

 

  

http://www.pranabandhukar.com/
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OSA: Break the Glass Ceiling 

Annapurna Pandey 

 

 

 

                  For the future of OSA, it is time for all of us to consider the position of women in 

our organization. Women are more than half of the OSA membership, but are rarely nominated 

or elected to decision-making positions: only three out of twenty-two OSA presidents have been 

women. Why is that Odia women who have become successful professionals in the host culture, 

still constitute a minority in the socio-political positions of our organization?   

 

 Historically, the American socio- political situation was quite similar to the diasporic 

Odia women’s situation.. The difference is that gradually more women are entering the political 

domain in the United States with twenty-one in the senate and one hundred and seven out of four 

hundred and thirty five in the congress. This is reflected at the local, district and state level, for 

women in the United States. Along with the rise of feminist movements, more and more men and 

women realize that it is time that women share the political responsibility of governing society. 

Many socio- political organizations at various levels have certainly helped improve the situation. 

This has not happened in the forty -six years since the inception of OSA. One wonders whether it 

is because of cultural stereotype or that women continue to be burdened by doing double duty (at 

home as well as work). Perhaps this hardly leaves them with any time to spare for leadership 

roles in OSA. But we know that the commitment of some women makes them willing and able to 

take on the work of OSA.  The job of the future is to see how they can be recognized and 

supported in important positions in our organization. 

 

Odia Women in the diaspora: History and Background 

 Even though most Odia women grew up overprotected in secure families, the majority of 

them in the U. S. are professionals who have successfully integrated themselves into mainstream 

society through their careers. They significantly contribute to the economic success of their 

families, heading into the middle class suburban way of life, ensuring their children’s successful 

professional futures, and promoting the practice of Indian diaspora as the model minority.  In 

addition to their incorporation into American society, Odia women impressively uphold Odia 

culture and heritage in selecting various feasts and festivals to celebrate and in teaching their 

children Odia language, instilling Odia identity. Also they are the principal community 

organizers in promoting and maintaining the Odia culture ten thousand miles away (not quiet, 
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more like 8000) from their ancestral land.  They have taken the lead in establishing Odia schools, 

teaching their daughters the Odia classical dance “Odissi,” and celebrating various religious 

rituals to help their children develop a hyphenated identity that integrates them into American 

society without losing their core identity and values.  

  

 My own experience is very similar to other Odia women in the United States. Though my 

husband is Indian but not Odia, we have brought up our two sons to appreciate Odia culture. The 

boys made friends with Odia kids of their age visiting from different regions of the country. 

Even as young adults making their own way in the world, they feel that they are part of the OSA 

extended family. At the OSA conventions, I have met so many of my family friends! What 

comfort it has been for me because I never felt the need to explain myself to anyone.  I have been 

quickly accepted and felt welcome by my community.  Though I was developing my own career 

as an academic, when I was asked to serve as Vice President of OSA, I took up the post in this 

organization which is so central to my life as an Odia in America. 

 

  I quickly learned the history and the background of OSA, which was started in 1969 by 

some visionary Odias who came to North America thanks to the immigration act of 1965 that 

opened up opportunities for South Asians to come to this country. They missed the Odia culture 

and heritage, their familiar food, language, feasts and festivals, and were worried about losing 

their children to mainstream society— hence they started OSA as a socio- cultural organization 

to promote Odia culture and identity. Aiming to unite the Odias living in the Diaspora, it is 

heartening to note that now OSA has eighteen chapters spread throughout North America. With 

the formation of chapters in different regions, OSA emphasized the continuance of cultural roots 

through celebrations like Ganesh Puja, Saraswati Puja, and Durga Puja, Holi, and Kumar 

Purnima (a festival to honor and celebrate the spirit of young women and men).  

 

 Jagannath has become the marker of Odia cultural identity in the Diaspora.  

 

Recently, the Odias in different regions transport their presiding deity, Jagannath, from their 

homeland to the USA. They realize that in order to come to terms with their life in the diaspora, 

their communal god must come to live with them as well. In the last ten years, the Jagannath idol 

has been installed in twenty-three regions in the East, West, North and South of North America, 

and worshipped with lot of pomp and ceremony.  

 

 In due course, OSA has developed a practice of connecting with the home state, Odisha, 

by promoting development projects for the benefit of the people of the state. OSA’s signature 

event is the annual convention, which takes place during the July 4
th

 weekend. A local chapter 
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hosts it; hundreds of Odias come together under the same roof for three days and three nights 

every year. They breathe, smell, eat and embody the Odia culture – a close knit bonding 

experience. In the words of a veteran Odia woman, an OSA member, a regular at the OSA 

convention, “Coming to the OSA convention is like visiting my natal home. After it is over, it is 

like going back to my in-laws home”.  

 

Women as the Center of The Odia community 

  In the last twenty-six years of my involvement with the Odia community, I have been 

amazed to observe women’s active role in every community activity. In any Indian event, two 

things are crucial to make an event successful – food and a cultural program. Invariably women 

are in charge of both these domains. Each cultural celebration is meticulously, systematically and 

elegantly organized by a group of women: responsibilities are shared; husbands are supportive, 

but the main architects of community events are women. For example, Holi, the festival of colors 

is organized by a female community member in collaboration with other women, it takes months 

to prepare the event, starting from booking a community hall; preparing the cultural activities by 

the children with guidance and training from their mothers and community aunts; food planned 

for hundreds of people; the collection of funds and cleaning up among other responsibilities. 

Women make it possible for the whole family to come together in this community event. 

 

 It is needless to say that without the commitment of women, their devoted zeal and 

enthusiasm, the transportation and celebration of the Jagannath idol could not have been 

possible. In one instance, when Jagannath was installed in Los Angeles, California in 2013, 

women took it upon themselves to collect the money, were in charge of building the chariot, 

sewing the costume for the idol and the chariot, planning the three day long installation 

ceremony, in effect, making the whole event an astounding success. Every month, the women 

organize a bhajan ceremony where the community comes together to celebrate the occasion.  

 

OSA and Women: 

 The irony is that women, who are vibrant as community organizers, active in promoting 

cultural heritage in the field of religion, art, dance, music, food and maintain Odia identity, still 

constitute a negligible minority in leadership role in OSA. As an organization, we allow women 

to be helpmates and workers, but when it comes time for a woman to become a candidate for 

office, we ignore her accomplishments both in the organization and in her career. We do not treat 

her with dignity and evaluate her on her merits but investigate family history or other features 

that were long left behind in India.   
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 Much research suggests that women are better at political decision-making, more 

thorough, and detail oriented. Their life experiences as caring and supportive nurturers certainly 

affect their leadership. Commenting on why Hilary Clinton should be the next President of the 

United States, Senate Democratic leader Harry Reid offered the great advantage of a woman 

president at this time in American history: "Women are much more patient," "They can be, if 

they are pushed the wrong way, combative, but they are not combative. A lot of we men are 

combative just by nature. It is not just by nature, but through life experiences, women are more 

geared to the issues of fairness and representation”.  Even as women are making more headway 

in the US politics, women in the Odia diaspora are being held back instead of being encouraged 

and supported to join its political organizations. 

 

Why is the second generation not actively involved in OSA?   

 One wonders - the second generation may not feel connected with the organization 

because they are caught up in their own work and personal life. There are exceptions. For 

example, in 2013, a very bright second-generation attorney volunteered her time to revise the 

OSA constitution, which was written in 1969 and was revised piecemeal. She spent countless 

hours to rewrite the constitution. OSA could not afford to pay for her time and only offered her a 

sense of appreciation, nothing else. Some second generation Odia are married outside the 

community and as their children grow up, they are turning to OSA for their children to 

participate in cultural and religious activities and to learn about Hindu cultural values. Some of 

them have also played key roles in improving the OSA organization 

 

 What I have found in talking to many women in the second generation is that they are not 

active because they have not been appreciated and adequately acknowledged for their volunteer 

roles. They find OSA to be patriarchal, male dominated, and old fashioned. A few men take it 

upon themselves to speak for the community. Many women, of the first and second generation, 

do not feel it is worth their time and effort to challenge some of the men. It becomes an issue of 

honor and image. Women may not speak up when they know what is happening is utterly wrong. 

They do not come out openly to protest mainly because they are concerned with image, 

reputation, and family honor. To keep OSA viable into the future both men and women will have 

to confront their own ideas about power, honor, dignity, and self-respect.  

 

Some reflections:  

 Comparing OSA politics with the US politics, I see a positive change in the women’s 

participation in the Congressional and Senate elections. Who is responsible? What has worked to 

bring this change in the U.S? Feminist movements, increasing women of color organizing, the 

mobilization of women in to leadership roles by many political think tanks like Emily’s List have 
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helped. “Let us break the glass ceiling” campaigns have begun to   alleviate the masculine nature 

of the state. In contrast, OSA remains very masculine. Women are still looked upon as 

dependents of men. Professionally women have done well and have taken up the responsibility 

of being the cultural promoters of the community. Perhaps they are over- burdened and over-

extended by juggling between so many duties and responsibilities and hardly have time to put 

more on their plates.  Maybe they do not want to come under the scrutiny of OSA .  Partha 

Chatterjee (2009) very aptly pointed out that women still are defined as private beings in relation 

to men as public beings. Women’s prominence in community activities is looked upon as an 

extension of the personal and private whereas politics is a whole different game of public 

scrutiny and judgment. 

 

Vision for a change:  

 OSA represents the identity politics of the Odia diaspora and must be taken seriously for 

the future standing of the community. In order to see more women in leadership roles, there has 

to be a change in the mindset of our members. As long as it is assumed that women are not good 

enough and are not capable, our consciousness will not evolve and our organization will be in 

jeopardy. As responsible members of society, we should take it upon ourselves to recognize the 

leadership of women. We, both men and women, are complicit in holding back women and in 

endangering our organization when we   accept the cultural stereotype of women and do not raise 

a voice against unfair practices, other wrongdoing, and inefficient governance. Just like various 

think tanks promoting women’s leadership in the United States, more and more support groups 

should emerge to enable women’s leadership in our community. Both men and women must 

come forward to stand against cultural stereotype, so that a safe space can be created.  Our 

organization will be more inclusive and participatory when women of the first and second 

generation feel more appreciated for their love and passion for the community. Then we can all 

take pride in being equal partners of an organization that keeps alive our core identity and values. 

 

 

Annapurna Pandey 

101 Lisa Court 

Santa Cruz  

California 95060 

adpandey101@gmail.com 
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This Land and that Subtle Sound 
Devdas Chhotray 

 
 

This land, the land of the west coast , is rather unfamiliar to me. 
The east coast I know some what for I went to school there. The 
‘subtle sound’ that we are talking of in Odisha hardly exists any 
more. It is now a tortuous cacophony. You walk in the streets of 
Cuttack, or for that matter in any other town, and it is full of loud 
and ugly sounds, more than men. The sound of screeching vehicles, 
countless two-wheelers, honking horns, spine tingling cell phones, 
generators in every shop front howling like grind mills, and 
everybody talking every time on cell phone, loud and intimidating, 
all these will drive you crazy. Where is the subtle sound that we are 

talking of ? Even in the house of God, where the sound should be sublime, on the grand road of 
Puri, you will be instantly hit by the dissonance of disco bhajans. Where has gone the Akshay 
Mohanty melodies of Salabeg’s writings, ‘Shrikrushnanka banshi dhwani suni, Chakita hela 
Jamuna pani ‘ (Listening to the sounds of Krishna’s flute, the waters of Jamuna were 
enchanted.) Instead hear the rapturous bellowing- ‘ ‘Mar Kalia mar pendu, eka madake net 
chhindu’(Kick the ball hard o Dark One! And tear up the net in one lethal shot.) Where is the 
subtle sound? 
 
 Well, I am aware, I am partly joking, and I have made a too literal meaning of the words 
‘land’ and ‘sound’. Here in our subject today, the land stands for ‘opportunity’ and the sound 
stands for what is inchoate, what is not heard. In odia there is a beautiful word for it,'Anahat 
Dhwani’. So when it comes to the fine print , the concern is, what is this land of opportunity, 
which is always strange and unfamiliar to the new comer, and continues to be so at least for the 
first generation of immigrants, except for the subtle sound that he has left behind the seven 
seas. 
 
 I am not dealing with this nexus in the context of ‘globalization ' or  ‘economic 
development’. I am dealing with it purely in the realm of human psyche. Because , when I first 
arrived in this hemisphere, and stood shivering in cold, and looked with a primeaval fear at the 
totally unfamiliar constellation of stars in the sky, I did not think of the economics of 
opportunity, I thought of my own identity and survival, and what would happen if I die in this 
alien land. 
 
 So it is the realm of the psyche. Pardon my narcissism, and allow me to present a poem 
which I had written then in 1981, as a monologue of one Oriya American to another. Although it 
is seemingly in lighter vein, it does contemplate a symbiosis of the ‘land’ and ‘sound’ that we 
are talking about. 
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“I have just come back from Orissa 
My soul is soothed 
Even the flight tag is still on the bag 
which is unopened. It contains 
a huge appliqué wall hanging from Pipili 
A fairly large oriya painting 
Of a bathing Radha with her clothes stolen 
New puja releases of Akshay Mohanty 
A pair of brand new shoes 
A small wood icon of Jagannath 
The last photograph of my dying mother 
And nothing else, if you really rummage 
You can touch the dust of Cuttack 
Stuck to the bag 
For gundi and raw pan leaves 
Oh God, what tussle with the customs! 
I have just come back from Orissa 
My soul is soothed 
 
Why don’t you go too? 
Even if for three weeks 
You have stayed in America far too long 
What tireless research for years 
And those long hours in the laboratory 
Meanwhile the children have grown up 
And look different 
The wife has picked up computer 
And absentmindedness 
Please go on a retreat 
Even if it is for only three weeks 
You will get solace from Mahanadi 
And friendship in Cuttack streets 
Life doesn’t run fast there 
And time is unending 
You will get friends around 
Still without jobs, unmarried 
 
Days will pass in ecstacy 
You can at will spit the pan juice 
Anywhere on the road 
And the banana peels 
And burnt out cigarettes 
Your wife can visit her ailing father 
And the kids too will get the chance 
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To see what they haven’t 
Live and roaming cattle on the road 
From touching distance ” 
 
 This was then my psyche, and the psyche of my generation. Most of them formed the 
set of people who, for the first time, finished their education, and settled down in this country, 
without returning. They got jobs, acquired  Oriya wives in a hurried marriage at Cuttack or 
Bhubaneswar, and American citizenship in that order. Unlike the earlier ones, who were few 
and sporadic and always returned after the Ph D to teach or research in India, they, the young 
men of my generation came in hoardes, went beyond campus jobs, explored various 
opportunities, and made America their own. Although they were thrilled by their ‘American 
Dream’, they were sometimes numbed by nostalgia, by the memory of homeland, by the fear 
that they would not be near their closest one, when they die, by the fear of their own death 
continents away from the place of their own birth. 
 
 They comforted themselves that they would be able to go back after a few years. They 
wistfully thought of their old age to be spent in their native village, in pristine purity, in a clean 
and commodious house with English commodes in toilets, all built with their American earning. 
They envied most the man who was able to make frequent trips to India. They would have left 
instantly, some said, except that in India there is no fresh orange juice in tetrapack. 
 
 In the nineties,when some of us were busy in Government of India to open up the 
country for direct foreign investment, I had an opportunity of approving Tropicana's venture for 
marketing fresh orange juice without added sugar in tetra pack. That however did not enhance 
the number of retreats to pastoral Orissa to any appreciable degree. On the other hand, they 
stayed back, each and every one of my generation, they stayed back and prospered and went 
up places, and it is indeed they, who created what we call now the biggest Oriya diaspora. They 
are the begetter of the crowd we have today. 
  
 Whether it is Calcutta or California the Oriya immigrants had a very sad coinage in their 
vernacular to denote themselves - 'Prabasi Odia'. Having left Orissa in my early twenties I have 
borne that pain of severance in my ordinary living. My worst nightmare which revisits me even 
now is of an unknown railway station where I am frantically looking for a train which will take 
me to Cuttack. The platform is crowded but unfamiliar and there is none who understands my 
language. I desperately ask but do not understand the strange sounds they make. There was 
somewhere a deep seated fear and ignominy in being known as 'Prabasi Odia'. It was like a tight 
rap on the face. Mercifully after the Jews left Israel and spread further West to other countries, 
the word 'diaspora' has come into vogue for all immigrants. It has now a streak of respectability 
mostly kindled by the diasporic achievements. 
 
Back in Orissa, we envy the Odia diaspora of the US as a charmed group of those who had the 
fortune to arrive. We envy the second generation more than the first, not because of the 
money they earn, but the easy confidence they have, and the way they have become 
increasingly different from us, and increasingly close to the country of their parents destination. 
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 The paradox is implicit in the envy. Imagine a Yogesh Pati, a Bhakta B Rath, a Jitendra 
Mohanty, and many brilliant young achievers whom I do not know by name, imagine them 
never having left Odisha. Where would then Odisha have found its true international glory? The 
diaspora movement which went through its most trying time during genesis has now become 
the new fount of glory and identity. 
 
 I am tempted to recount my own case. We went to college in the sixties. Even without 
TV, DVD, and cell phone, and computers, it was an exciting time. With the help of Indian 
newspapers, outdated journals, and occasional foreigners in the town, we knew we are a part 
of the Beatnik generation, and also a part of the international student unrest, and Paris 
barricade. We knew at least by name, Allen Ginsberg and Tarique Ali. 
 
 It took me ten more years, many circumlocutions, and the freak of winning a fellowship, 
to join the Cornell University in upstate New York in the Fall of 1981. I boarded the now 
nonexistent 001 Pan Am flight from Delhi, carrying a pair of most uncomfortable 'Ambassador' 
shoes from Bata in my luggage, as  we were told that shoes are expensive in the US. 
 
The New York cab driver shouted at me since I did not know that cab drivers are required to be 
tipped. 
 
 I did not know many things actually.  
 
 I did not know, one can not carry more than 22 dollars in cash when one exits India. 
 
 I did not know that gin and tonic make the most amazing anodyne when you are 30,000 
ft above in the sky and experiencing massive homesick blues.  
 
 I did not know, if an American girl says 'hi' to you, while she is passing by she is just 
being polite, and there is nothing more it. 
 
 I did not know that there are libraries that do not shut in the night. 
 
 I did not know that a pint of beer, a can of coke, a bottle of milk cost the same, a 
quarter. 
 
 I did not know what is a 'trillion', for nobody in 1981 used that word except Carl Sagan in 
Cornell for he was calculating the trajectory of the Voyagers. 
 
 I did not know many more things. I did not know there are walking shoes. I did not know 
students can write their final examination in pencil, and there is no stigma attached to left 
hand. 
 
 I did not know that mothers get so worried if their school going daughters do not get a 
boy friend to date. 
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 What I did not know soon became my everyday knowledge; thanks to this land and its 
exposure. The difference was phenomenal. It was, to borrow an expression from the IT 
vocabulary, the difference between being connected and not being connected. It was like the 
difference India experienced between the time before Sam Pitroda had taken the C-dot 
revolution to Indian villages and now. 
 
 After my exposure to this land, I did not remain the same. Certain things changed 
permanently for me. The subtle sounds that I had carried within me, like my elements, were 
initially lost, like one loses hunger in a strange surrounding. But it bounced back in due time, as 
an assertion of good will to my newly acquired status in the diaspora. That eased the passing of 
my time. I would like to believe that in the following years the same has been replicated in a 
steady flow and the diaspora has now become more vital and productive 
 
 In my mind the process is likened to the process of formation of the riverine islands. The 
flow of the river through the natural process of alluvion and diluvion creates a land mass by 
gradual accretion. Over a period of time a shallow island is born which maintains its umbilical 
chord with the main land no doubt, but often it is more fertile and yielding than the land of its 
origin.I propose a toast today for similar elevated fertility in the fast growing Odia diaspora in 
American shores. 
 
(Summary of the keynote address delivered on July 4, 2010 in the OSA Convetion at San 
Francisco.) 
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An Odia Austrian: This is My Story 

Kamalakanta Mohanty 

 

Since 1974, I am in Austria. At that time, I came here to finish my hotel 

management diploma and return to India. However, later on, I got 

opportunities to stay here. Even, I became an Austrian citizen and an owner 

of an upper class restaurant that caters Italian, Austrian and Indian dishes 

daily.  

Recently, my cousin brother, Joy Gopal Mohanty in USA, asked me 

to attend the Global Odisha Conference to be held at Washington D.C. in July 2015. It 

would have been nice to attend and meet other Odias around the world; but I cannot due to my 

personal situation at that time. Then, he gave me the inspiration to write something about my 

story and to share it among other Odias through the publication of the proceedings of the Global 

Odisha Conference followed by 46th Annual Convention of the Odisha Societies of the 

Americas.  

I was born in 1947 in Kania, Odisha into a lower middle-class family. Kania is a very 

small village in a rural area surrounded by rice fields near Balikuda. I grew up along with my 

two brothers and two sisters, helping my parents with work around the house. In my time at 

school, I was an average student and I managed to finish my college with a Bachelor’s degree in 

Math, Chemistry and Physics.  

Later on around 1970, I came to Delhi as my relatives were there and got an opportunity 

to work in the then Oberoi Intercontinental hotel. There I worked as a flight-catering supervisor. 

While working there I took training in junior management in hotel industry. I stayed with Oberoi 

Intercontinental for 3 years in the night shift (8 PM -8 AM). During this time, I was looking for 

an opportunity to improve my career. With advice from my seniors there, I got the idea to go 

abroad for hotel management training. I applied to several schools in UK, USA and Europe; but 

my school of choice was Institute of Tourism and Hotel Management, located in Klessheim in 

Salzburg, Austria as it was the cheapest and I could afford the cost with study loans. After 

joining there in 1974, I finished the diploma in hotel management in two semesters. 

Immediately, thereafter, I started my first job in Austria as a waiter.  

As a person, I always liked to mingle with people around me. Initially, it was difficult to 

interact socially there, as I did not know German, the Austrian language. Within three years, I 

could learn sufficient German and started interacting with my Austrian peers quite well. People 

around me always appreciated me due to my sincerity and friendliness. During this period, I had 

the opportunity to go around Austria and learn their culture. Even I met my first and former 

Austrian girlfriend there. In 1977, she gave birth to my first son. Unfortunately, in the 80s, we 

were separated, but I still keep my relationship with my son as a responsible father.  
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Then in 1984, I got a job as a restaurant manager in a four-star-hotel in Feldkirch. This is 

a medieval city in the western Austrian state of Vorarlberg on the border with Switzerland and 

Liechtenstein. There, I oversaw the coordination of kitchen chef and the restaurant service. I also 

had another duty there to take charge of customer care. During this time, I met my present 

Austrian wife, with whom I have two sons.  

Always my aim was, to run my own business. After I worked in Feldkirch, I got a very 

good job as an assistant manager in a restaurant with a sitting capacity of ca. 250. There, my 

responsibility was accounting, menu planning, coordination with the kitchen chef and banquet 

planning. All these experience gave me the impetus to start a restaurant business of my own. It 

was after more than three and a half years I worked there, my wife and I found an opportunity to 

buy a renowned restaurant, by the name “Bad Haslach”. “Bad” in Austrian means “Bath”. This 

establishment exists since 1476 in a very traditional background. It used to be a Spa (therapeutic 

bath) with its own spring. With my wife, who is a skilled kitchen and service worker, I bought 

this property in 1991. At that time to get the loan, we could cover only 2.5% of it, with my wife’s 

savings. The name of the restaurant is, “Restaurant Haslach”. In the beginning, we used to have 

about ten employees including my wife and myself. From that time on, we run a multi-cuisine 

establishment having Italian, Austrian and Indian specialties. In these 24 years of business, we 

are now well known around the region including eastern Switzerland and south-west Germany. 

On different occasions, we get the opportunity to cook for other establishments, such as the 

Austrian Casino in Bregenz, which is the capital of Vorarlberg, the westernmost federal state of 

Austria. There we represented Indian cuisine for one week. In addition, we give lessons in Indian 

and Austrian cooking to interested people as a project with own crossover recipes specializing in 

vegan and vegetarian cuisine.  

Even though, I have been in Austria for more than 40 years, I have not forgotten my 

Indian culture and heritage. I am very proud of my Odia culture itself. To show this to my 

Austrian friends, we organized a one-week Indian festival in 2001 here. We had exhibits of tribal 

music and Odissi dance with a group of 12 Indian artists. As a special guest, we had former 

Odisha chief minister Giridhar Gamang to perform. In 2002, we hosted the Barefoot Collage 

singers and dancers from Jaipur, Rajastan getting great feedback from our customers. In addition, 

we are celebrating different Indian festivals, such as Diwali or Holi, to bring another part of India 

closer to our customers. As I am an Austrian citizen for several years, in reciprocal sense, I 

wanted to show Indians, a part of Austrian culture. So in 2006, I suggested to one of my Austrian 

friend and artist, to develop a music and film project in which a group of ten people, including 

musicians and a film crew flew to India to give an impression about my adopted country. It took 

a year of planning to achieve this goal. In the end, we travelled from Rishikesh, Hardwar via 

Varanasi and Calcutta to Puri. During this trip, we had several public performances of Yodelling, 

Choir, Canon-singing and modern Austrian music. The result of this project was a movie called 
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“Jodeln in Indien” (i.e. “Yodelling in India”) with several screenings all around Austria and a 

DVD release.  

When I left India, my father did not like my plan to come to Austria, as I will be 

neglecting my responsibility as his eldest son being so far away. However, all these years, I have 

not forgotten my relatives and friends in India. During these years, my wife and I have helped 

perform wedding ceremonies of both of my sisters, by both financially and personal 

participation.  We even financed one sister, a full-fledged house, the other, a half-financed house 

and my brothers to invest money in their businesses in Odisha, India. We still visit India as often 

as we can and participate in as many Hindu ceremonies there (such as Mundan, Astaprahari and 

of course weddings) as family members.  

 

 

 

Restaurant website: http://www.haslach.cu.cc  

My email address: indian.rest.haslach@aon.at 

 

 

 
 

  

http://www.haslach.cu.cc/
mailto:indian.rest.haslach@aon.at
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Runa……The Debt 

Manjusha Patnaik 

  

 

The illustrious son of Odisha, Guru Kelucharan Mohapatra1, needs no 
introduction. He is credited for the revival of Odissi and other colloquial performing arts 
of Odisha like Gotipua and Jatra in the 20th century. Epitomizing the portrayal of Geeta 
Govinda, he presented the classical dance form of Odissi at the national and 
international podium. In recognition of his lifelong devotion and dedication to Odissi, 
he was the first person from Odisha to be conferred the three prestigious Padma 
awards - the Padma Shree, Padma Bhusan and Padma Vibhushan. Undoubtedly, he 

was, and continues to be a glistening pearl in the realm of cultural identity of Odisha. Guru Kelucharan 
Mohapatra had travelled far and beyond, surpassing the boundaries of time and space. But his heart 
resided in a small hamlet nestled in the banks of river Bhargavi, Raghurajpur, his place of birth. Located 
just 1.3 kms along the scenic road from Chandanpur (en-route the sacred city of Puri), Raghurajpur is the 
cradle of numerous arts and crafts of Odisha including Pattachitra, Paper Mache, Talapatrika and the 
traditional divine dance form, Gotipua. This is where the maestro found his passion for dance and 
mastered the traditional dance forms of Gotipua and Oddissi. 

  For a young enthusiast and mindless dilettante of various art forms, the many feats of the Guru 
were nothing short of the fantastic stories that fill up volumes of heroic childhood fables. Imagine my 
excitement of running into the Guru, yes, very much in person, in a village none other than his own 
place of birth! This was in the summer of 2003, a year before his sad demise, when my sister and I met 
the legend during one of my numerous site visits to Raghurajpur for my under-graduate research 
project. I vividly remember the frail silhouette of an elderly gentleman near the village temple that 
gradually mellowed as the familiar face of the exuberant Guru emerged. Sheltered beneath a large black 
umbrella, the Guru adorned no tangible carnations of his numerous acclamations. Clad in a simple white 
dhoti, he was in the avatar most special to him- an ordinary villager.  

Conscious of our diminutive existence, my 

sister and me mustered enough courage to 

introduce ourselves. The Guru welcomed us with 

his ever-smiling grace and simplicity. Over the 

past decade, I have often revisited this day, 

making numerous futile attempts to re-construe 

our conversation. What I recollect is an effortless 

obscured tête-à-tête, sheathed by the warmth of 

a loving grandfather sharing the treasures hidden 

in the core of his heart. His calm voice and serene 

demeanor was resonating the depth of his 

emotions. The words spoken were not those of 

the world-renowned tri-Padma award recipient 

Odissi dancer, but of a loving son of Raghurajpur who wished to serve and repay his beloved mother.  

 
Maa Bhuasuni Temple decorated for RIACE 

Festival, 2012 

 (Photo Credit: Author) 
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The Guru reminisced his childhood spent in his house near Gopinath Mandir, his exhilarating  trips to the 

banks of river Bhargavi and revealed glimpses of his passion for masonry work. Not only did he find his 

passion for dance in the village, he believed he owed his life to the village deity, Maa Bhuasuni, the 

Goddess for protection of children. He felt the least he could do for his divine Mother to whom he owed 

everything was to build a temple, which he had completed the previous year. Maa Bhuasuni had been 

worshipped for ages in the open, sheltered amidst the roots of a banyan tree, with the branches above 

for protection from the adverse forces of nature. The Guru had built the new abode for his dearly loved 

Maa on the same sacred site, beneath the hanging branches of the aged banyan tree. His present 

thought was to construct a small Rasoi Ghar (kitchen) for the temple since the cook was scared to 

perform his duties in the open with snakes lurking in the vicinity.  

 I came to understand the immense significance of Maa 
Bhuasuni in the life of the Guru much later. Described in his 
biography2 'The Making Of A Guru' by his eminent disciple and 
dancer, Ileana Citaristi, the banyan tree was the abode of 
Goddess Bhuasuni to whom the village women offered their 
children for protection. Little Kelu was also offered by his 
mother to the Goddess when he was ill with chicken pox at 
the age of four. She literally left him at Her feet, holding Her 
responsible for the future of the child. The ailing child 
recovered few days later regaining his full health. Guru 
Kelucharan Mohapatra never forgot this narration and 
remained indebted to the Goddess until the very end.  

 Though brief, the lucky happenstance to meet Guru 
Kelucharan Mohapatra has left a deep and indelible 
impression in me. His earnest yearning to return to his place 
of origin and serve his 'Mother' has humbled my notions on 
success and life. Is Mother the Supreme Being by virtue of 
giving birth, or the divine blessing that protects us in our hour 
of need, or the place of one's origin? Or, is 'Mother' the 
culmination of all the socio-cultural processes that has made us the people we are? The true 
measure of how far we have travelled or how high we have scaled the ladder of 
accomplishments is how we serve our Mother and look after her cultural heritage3.  The term 
heritage encompasses the tangible and intangible values of the past while cultural heritage 
includes the entire corpus of material signs - either artistic or symbolic - handed on by the past 
to each culture. What Guru Kelucharan Mohapatra accomplished is a classic example of how 
one can safeguard and conserve one's own heritage. The temple he built is not only a tangible 
manifestation of his love for his Mother but also offered a podium for performance, showcasing 
the numerous art forms nurtured in Raghurajpur. Needless to say, one's cultural heritage can 
be truly conserved when it becomes the underlining approach of our everyday 'way of life'. 
While gratifying the debt and love for his beloved Mother, Guru Kelucharan Mohapatra was 
successful in doing his bit towards the conservation of the immense cultural values associated 
with this tiny artisans’ village.  

 
Maa Bhuasuni Temple under 

construction  

(Photo credit: “The Making of a Guru”  

by Ileana Citaristi) 
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 Known for her glorious maritime heritage, overseas voyages for trade and commerce 
have been an intrinsic cultural phenomenon of Odisha. Historically, the merchant sons of 
Odisha (sadhabas) have travelled far and near, sharing her exquisite arts and artifacts beyond 
the geographical and political boundaries of the present State, and those of the erstwhile 
kingdom of Utkala. This is most pronounced in Baliyatra4,  whence the Odia Sadhabas 
embarked on their voyages along river Mahanadi to share their skills and crafts, returning not 
only with riches, but enriching the cultures of both the host and the visitors. Today, while we 
still observe the lingering traditions of floating a symbolic boita (boat) or lighting a diya (lamp) 
on kartika Purnima commemorating the archaic daring voyages, the worthy sons and daughters 
of Odisha continue to embark on journeys overseas, similar in kind but of different flavors. 
Irrespective of the physical distance, one travels or scales the height of success, are we not all 
indebted to our roots and cultural heritage to have become the people who we are? As quoted 
by the great leader Marcus Garvey, “A people without the knowledge of their past, origin and 
culture is like a tree without roots”, one can truly safeguard one's cultural heritage when one 
understands the true essence of being an Odia. Odisha is not a mere State….not a place….nor a 
language….nor a dance …or a temple. 'Odisha' is the unique culmination of numerous cultural 
processes through time immemorial to the present day, the spark of which is alive in each and 
every one of us. It is upto us to decide how we serve our Mother and what values of our past 
we intend to take forth for our future generations to come.  
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                            Raja: A Celebration of the Girl-Child 

                                          Suchitra G. Das 

 

Banaste Daakilaa Gaja 

Baraske thare asichi raja,  

asichi rajalo 

begi hua sajabaaja 

 

So goes the song, sung by  a group of young girls prettily dressed, and taking turns at a swing 

suspended from a dense banyan tree’s tough prop roots. With every swish of the swing, a chorus of 

high-pitched young voices belt out songs of childhood, of love, and of leaving.  

The swings, the songs, the showers and the sweets--I remember being a part of this festival. It was 

one lucky summer, when school was closed till the third week of June and we didn’t have to hurry back 

before the 15th.  It just wasn’t the same when we celebrated this festival away from native Odisha. The 

note of wistful happiness in the songs left a lingering impression on my mind.  My heart was filled with 

the memory of wearing new clothes, getting my forehead decorated with sandalwood paste, eating 

sweet delicacies and swinging away the hours of the day.   

Nostalgic memories of childhood flood my mind as I recall those fleeting moments. It was a phase of 

life without a furrow on my forehead.  Yes, Raja  only comes once in a year; a period free of care and 

worries comes only once in a lifetime. This brings in its wake the message of making most of this 

celebration of life. Herald the new; enjoy the moment. For it is those moments you will look back upon, 

and savor as a beautiful time in your past.  

 

Why does this celebration hold so much meaning for me? I experienced this festival in its full 

splendor only once in my life. What is the true meaning of Raja, this festival from the coastal Indian 

state of Odisha?  For three whole days, girls and young adults make merry. The origin of this festival 

could be  the primal fertility rites of agricultural society in Odisha. The word raja comes from the word 

rajaswala literally meaning menstruating, synonymous with fertility and productivity. It also serves as a 

reminder of the natural order of life, which comes around in perfect succession, reinforcing the cycle of 

birth, death and regeneration. It is a departure from the traditional celebrations of divinity, and festivals 

meant for the well-being of family and most often for sons.  

Though it is celebrated mainly in coastal Odisha, in the districts of Puri, Cuttack and Balasore, it has 

garnered Odisha-wide participation in its annual celebration. Raja is observed in many ways in different 

regions of Odisha. For the villagers it is primarily a festival to consecrate the earth and its fertility cycle 

with the sowing of seeds. For the Kondha tribe of Keonjhar, it is a time to pick their life partners after a 

ବନସ୍ତେ ଡାକଲିା ଗଜ, 

ବରଷସ୍ତକ ଥସ୍ତର ଆସଛି ିରଜ, 

ଆସଛି ିରଜ ସ୍ତଲା 

ସ୍ତବଗି ହୁଅ ସଜବାଜ ॥ 
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brief courtship. For the residents of Puri, it goes from a family celebration to a mass festival where 

families congregate at Baliharchandi Temple for three days to enjoy the festivity and food provided by 

the temple administration. For urbanites, it has become an occasion to enjoy three days of fun and 

frolic, and savor special foods. But at the center of these regional variations is the daughter of the 

family.  Whether it is a child, a teenager, a prospective bride, or a newly married woman, the festival 

glorifies the female entity. It celebrates the importance of girls as the source of life for f the next 

generation, ones who need to be taken care off and nurtured. 

Pronounced as ‘raja’(‘a’ as in Paul), it is celebrated in the middle of June, the hot, humid month of 

Indian summer. For three consecutive days in June (Jyestha-Asadh), daughters, young and newly 

married, engage in rituals exclusively meant for their enjoyment. The three days are categorized into: 

Pahili Raja- June 14th is the last day of Jyestha; Raja Sankranti - June 15th officially the day when 

monsoon starts and  marks the beginning of the agricultural year in Odisha. “Bhuin Dahana” is when the 

first seeds are planted and the celebration begins. It is followed by “Basumati Puja” when a silipata” (a 

stone pestle) representing the mother earth is  decorated with turmeric paste, vermillion powder, 

flowers and is given a ritual bath,  worshippedand fed podapitha, a sweet made of rice, coconut, 

molasses, and spices.  

These three days are symbolically referred to as rajaswala (a woman menstruating). On this day 

tampering with the soil is strictly prohibited. Mother Earth undergoes a period of rest symbolizing a 

woman, who   also rests for three days during that period. Girls and young women, on these three days, 

dress up in new clothes, have their faces decorated with sandalwood paste, smear alata on their feet, 

and bedeck themselves in flowers and jewelry.  Newly married women return to their parent’s home 

laden with gifts from their in-laws and indulge in merrymaking. The ladies of the house take a break 

from household chores and while away their time playing cards. The menfolk do the bidding of  their 

sisters, daughters and wives, and in general enjoy the festivity with equal gusto. 

On these three days, girls are not allowed to walk bare feet; they can only do so by wearing slippers 

made from banana stalk husks. Younger children are carried by fathers, uncles, or brothers. The 

highlight of the festival is swings. Usually strung from banyan, peepal, mango or make-shift props, these 

swings are the heart and soul of the festival. The swing represents a childhood pastime, a favorite object 

of fun and play, and of freedom. When it lifts into the air, there is a release from all things burdensome. 

The girls gather at village centers, or private homes with trees, and swing away the whole day, singing 

beautiful songs of childhood, love and friendship, of getting married and of becoming a part of the 

responsible world. Gone will be the days when they could abandon themselves to freedom and 

uninhibited fun, for a woman’s freedom is limited, and ends when she gets married and shoulders the 

responsibility). So these three days are the golden days for being pampered by every member of the 

family.  

 The Raja Festival as I see it is a rare affirmation of the importance of the girl-child in Odia culture. 

Though it is an agrarian festival associated with the first monsoon and planting of seeds and therefore a 

fertility rite, the mood and songs of the festival as it has evolved over the ages, speaks to me of 
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something more touching. At what point of time a fertility rite transformed into an all-girls celebration is 

hard to tell. But given that earth is referred to as ‘mother’, she is the factual and symbolic 

representation of all females as the source f future generations.  These three days represent for girls/ 

young women a time when they can make merry, something that is so rare and fleeting in our 

patriarchal society. In a very unique manner, I feel, it truly celebrates the girl-child, which is pretty 

unusual and speaks volumes of a society and culture that values its daughters.  I have not seen a similar 

sentiment in any other festival in other Indian communities.  

How many festivals or fasts are observed for the wellbeing of a daughter?  The only other country, 

that I am aware of, that celebrates its daughters is Japan. Hina Matsuri, or the Festival of Dolls is 

celebrated annually in the spring on 3rd March. It is also known by the westernized name Girls Day. It is 

said the festival originated in China, where relatives would gift paper dolls to the daughters of the 

family, who in turn would submerge them into streams, signifying the casting away of any misfortunes.  

By the time this tradition reached Japan, it had morphed into a full scale celebration of daughters being 

presented with expensive and beautiful dolls. The dolls are put on display on 5 or 7 tiers. After a party of 

tea, rice cakes and saki  with friends, the entire family gathers for dinner to wish their daughters best of 

ealth, wealth and prosperity.  

The Raja celebration made me thoughtful, happy, and sad at the same time about this timeless 

tradition of honoring girls in Odisha. Women usually pray for the wellbeing of a  family, brother/son i.e. 

Kumar Purnima, Rakshabandhan, , and/or for a husband-- Gauri Vrat, Shivaratri, Savitri Brata etc. That is 

why it is so heartening to know that Odisha truly has a beautiful tradition of honoring her  daughters as 

a significant segment  of the human race, and recognize the vital importance of their wellbeing 

 In contrast to so much of gender discrimination all over India, Odia girls have a special place in the 

hearts and minds of their people.  But sadly this beautiful tradition is losing its luster in Odisha, and 

slowly  becoming only a symbolic gesture. The male to female ratio is tilting in favor of male births.  

The Festival of Raja should serve as a reminder to everyone that our daughters are precious, and 

they need to be nourished, educated, heard, and given a chance to live life with freedom, not just for 

three days, but forever.  

 

 

 
Fremont, CA 

April 19, 2015  

suchitramd@yahoo.com 

 

  



                                                              168                                 URMI - OSA Souvenir 2015 

 

Let’s Look Through the Rear-View Mirror 

Surendra Nath Ray 

 

 

 

Remarkable advancement of Odisha has only happened in the last twenty years in the shade 

of that of India.  However, record of accomplishment for Odisha compared to other states of 

India is not that encouraging. During my College days (1960s) three states, Assam, Bihar, and 

Odisha were the most unprivileged states, Assam being the poorest. After the economic 

revolution in India these three states are still considered to have poverty level (% of persons 

below poverty line)
1
 much below the national average of 21%.  On this scale, Odisha (32.59%) is 

below Assam (31.98%).  It is not good news. 

 

When Odias headed towards USA in late 60’s, some of us including me came here for higher 

education, not wealth in mind.  At that time, United States was a preferred and best opportunity 

providing country.  So, we settled here and then started an organization, OSA (Odisha Society of 

the Americas) to feel that we were not detached from our motherland and culture. Later on, we 

accepted citizenship here to capture best of the two societies. We felt and behaved as the “path 

finders” for India/Odisha development. We sponsored visitors, government officials, 

industrialists, artists, and politicians from Odisha/India in great numbers to achieve the goals of 

the prosperity of Odisha/India.   During this revolutionary development, Odisha’s economy grew 

to the extent that dollar became cheaper. In terms of social and community development, we fell 

too short. We always felt our gratitude towards Odisha for what then poor Odisha had given us, 

but also grew frustrated that Odisha could not take the opportunity to become better.  The 

reasons are known, a very opportunistic class of people enjoys the life, but general population 

especially poor is far left behind. 

 

The purpose of this article is to get a reflection on how we, non-resident Odias (NRIs), have 

tried to support Odisha development, revisit the paths travelled, and regroup on things that have 

not worked, and resume the “Go.” For the last 30 years, we repeated an approach: conceive a 

Odisha development program, vet it with government officials, write up MOUs, make a list of 

action items, leave Odisha and then no follow up.  This sure has not produced satisfactory result.  

I am excluding small things like a few new business start-ups, a few hundred/thousand dollars 

donation, or a few collaborations with colleges or universities.  In order to make some impact in 

the development we have to apply the management planning principles and discipline that we 

NRIs are exposed to in our daily life here.  Luckily, Odisha developed big things, infrastructure 

as an example, in a few years, the same kind of work took 50 years for America.  So, to please 
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the voters (for elected officials) or to please the administrators (for promotion) we need to 

present to them that kind of quick accomplishments.  We have to do root cause analyses of the 

failures, develop/modify ideas eliminating earlier ineffective approaches, and move on.  I have 

never seen any such innovative ideas in our OSA publications or anywhere in news media 

articles for public consumptions.  What I have observed is that we have been repeating the same 

cycle of things without any change.  For example, Utkarsa Vol. 51, December 2014, Page 110 

published a copy of a directive from Government of Odisha to three districts for acceptance of 

$65K donation from OSA for repair of Phailin damaged libraries. Is this directive writing an 

accomplishment or a new idea to hold the government responsible for unsuccessful projects, hell 

no.  Such directives had been signed many times before, so what?  I have a bunch of those in my 

waste box when I was working on some projects which I am going to enumerate some of those in 

the following paragraphs.  I would rather suggest a small “thank you” letter from OSA  to the 

government appreciating their support after the completion of the work and publish that.  I 

appreciate Utkarsa’s announcement of a donation but not sure what the directive is good for.  

OSA’s involvement in the Odisha development is only to provide a backdrop and not 

implementation cover of any kind or hold Odisha development responsible for any behavior. 

 

In summary, we have to address some fundamental problems in pursuing developments in 

Odisha.  Developments in a state/country can only be accomplished by its stakeholders, namely 

the educational institutions, industries, and government together.  In that group of stakeholders, 

we can fit in to the industry and education. I had all along tried this formula that effectively 

works in the western world but it has not born any fruit for us back home due to lack of firsthand 

knowledge and experience of stake holders in Odisha. That does not mean we should not try. We 

just have to convince them that there is money for all stakeholders and need to enhance their 

awareness. This year (2015) again we have been vetting, planning, talking about many things 

and I have reservations in the outcome.  I have talked about it to many others in our society, and 

they also have put time with me supporting me, thank you, but this should become our Mantra 

for any development projects.  

 

Looking through the rear-view mirror, let us learn from failures and modify the path for the 

goal.   

 

I will briefly describe a few things we have tried before.  We have to collect information 

from others to learn from their experience as well. I was probably the first (or second, 

depending) non-resident Odia to open a software company in USA, started in late 80’s when it 

was becoming clear that Western World will need an English educated pool of people for 

computer software in particular.  It was obvious then that the underutilized educated mass of 
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India was required and it fit the bill. As a result, many Indians became Billionaires and India’s 

infrastructure and economy grew.  I had promoted Indian businesses that also included 

entrepreneurs (Satyam, Oberoi Hotel, India Prime Minister IT office) and Mumbai delegation 

(Coffee and tea) as examples. But then my goal was Odisha not India.  Now there are several 

small companies trying to get established in Odisha but they are not visible at the national level. 

 

I had started a project with Ravenshaw College (now Ravenshaw University) creating a 

chapter of the Ravenshaw College Alumni Association for NRIs in the mid-80’s.  Professor T.P. 

Das and Dr. Bhakta Rath had approached me to start some programs for the Physics Department 

there.  Dr. Naresh Das (USA) had helped in the fundraising and donations started coming in 

enthusiastically from a broad spectrum of Odias whether or not they were Alumni.  That was 

incredible! Later we even started requesting people to hold money and do not send us money 

until we were sure that we could successfully spend it.   Working with the government and 

Ravenshaw Trust we pledged for three projects as a pilot program at the cost of 3 lakh rupees (in 

1985 rupees). We remitted them one lakh rupees as the first installment and told them to order 

the equipment and promised them the rest after they ordered the equipment. We had executed all 

official documents one could think then. Their reason for delay was that department was 

concerned about the security of the modern expensive equipment. Nothing ever happened. 

 

A few years back,  I had tried to establish a pool of researchers (or think tank) in Ravenshaw 

University and other institutions, met them to design a publishing business that could enrich 

knowledge of common population who could start small businesses, become leaders, and 

innovators. Nothing happened.  In this list, I know many others could substitute “I” with their 

own name and tell the similar stories.  Lately some of us have worked on a Tourism concept 

paper.   Moreover, that also did not work.  Blames are everywhere.  Sometimes that is very easy 

and pastime pleasure.  That should be abolished.  We do not have a model to follow. Let us 

develop one.  Let us work with all the three stakeholders. 

 

I believe Odisha needs us but we have to talk to them in their language. Let us do it. 

 

 

 

1
, http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Poverty_in_India 

Dr. Surendra Nath Ray lives in Maryland with his wife Sukanti. 

 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Poverty_in_India
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APPLICATION OF NANOTECHNOLOGY IN CANCER THERAPY: 
EARLY DIAGNOSIS, TREATMENT AND PREVENTION 

Jessika Baral and P. L. Nayak, Ph.D, D.Sc., FSPS, FANS 
Mission San Jose High School, Fremont, CA, USA, and  

P. L. Nayak Research Foundation, Bhubaneswar, Odisha, India 

                                                                                                       

 

1. Introduction  
 Cancer killed 7.9 million people worldwide in 2013 and the death toll from this disease is 

predicted to rise by 45% over the coming two decades. It is clear that new therapies are needed and 

gene therapy offers some promise for the treatment of neoplastic disease. In gene therapy a gene 

encoding for a tumouricidal protein is administered and expression of the tumouricidal protein within 

the tumor cell nucleus leads to tumor cell death. Gene delivery to tumor cell nuclei is however 

extremely challenging. Effective gene delivery to solid tumors requires therapeutic DNA to evade extra 

cellular nucleases, extravasate the blood stream (despite its macromolecular and charged nature), enter 

the tumor cells, gain entry to the tumor cell nuclei and finally result in expression of the therapeutic 

protein. One method of delivering genes is by using viruses and indeed an apoptosis causing gene 

therapeutic exists for patients in China, which is administered intra tumourally but as metastasis is the 

main cause of death, systemic therapies that are able to eradicate tumors, distal to the site of delivery 

are badly needed. 

 Nanotechnology has the power to radically change the way cancer is diagnosed, imaged and 

treated. Currently, there is a lot of research going on to design novel nanodevices capable of detecting 

cancer at its earliest stages, pinpointing it’s location within the body and delivering anticancer drugs 

specifically to malignant cells. 

  

2. Cancer Nanotechnology 
 Cancer nanotechnology is emerging as a field of interdisciplinary research, cutting across the 

disciplines of biology, chemistry, engineering, and medicine, and is expected to lead to major advances 

in cancer detection, diagnosis, and treatment. The basic rationale is that metal, semiconductor, and 
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polymeric particles have novel optical, electronic, magnetic, and structural properties that are often not 

available from individual molecules or bulk solids. Recent research has developed functional 

nanoparticles that are covalently linked to biological molecules such as peptides, proteins, nucleic acids, 

or small-molecule ligands. Medical applications have also appeared, such as the use of super 

paramagnetic iron oxide nanoparticles as a contrast agent for lymph node prostate cancer detection and 

the use of polymeric nanoparticles for targeted gene delivery to tumor vasculatures. New technologies 

using metal and semiconductor nanoparticles are also under intense development for molecular 

profiling studies and multiplexed biological assays. 

 Nanoscale devices smaller than 50 nanometers can easily enter most cells, while those smaller 

than 20 nanometers can transit out of blood vessels. As a result, nanoscale devices can readily interact 

with biomolecules on both the cell surface and within the cell. Nanoscale devices are already proving 

that they can deliver therapeutic agents to target cells, or even within specific organelles. Yet, despite its 

small size, a nanoscale device is capable of holding tens of thousands of small molecules, such as a 

contrast agent or drug. 

 

The major areas in which nanomedicine is being developed for cancer include: 

 Prevention and control. Developing nanoscale devices to deliver cancer prevention agents and 
designing multicomponent anticancer vaccines. 

 Early detection and proteomics. Developing “smart” collection platforms for simultaneous mass 
analysis of cancer-associated markers. 

 Imaging diagnostics. Designing targeted contrast agents that improve the resolution of cancer 
to a single cell. 

 Multifunctional Therapeutics. Creating therapeutic devices that can control the release of 
cancer fighting drugs and optimally deliver medications. 

 

3. Improved Diagnostics 
 Nanodevices can provide rapid and sensitive detection of cancer-related molecules by enabling 

scientists to detect molecular changes even when they occur only in a small percentage of cells. This 

would allow early detection of cancer – a critical step in improving cancer treatment. Nanotechnology 

will allow the reduction of screening tools which means that many tests can be run on a single device. 

This would make cancer screening faster and more cost-efficient. 

 

4. Nanowires 
 Nanowires by nature have incredible properties of selectivity and specificity. Nanowires can be 

engineered to sense and pick up molecular markers of cancer cells. By laying down nanowires across a 

microfluidic channel and allowing cells or particles to flow through it. The wires can detect the presence 

of genes and relay the information via electrical signals/connections to doctors and researchers. This 

technology can help pinpoint the changes in the genetics of cancer. Nanowires can be coated with a 

probe such as an antibody that binds to a target protein. Proteins that bind to the antibody will change 
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the nanowire’s electrical conductance and this can be measured by a detector. Jim Heath, a 

nanotechnology researcher at California Institute of Technology has designed a nanowire detector. Each 

nanowire bears a different antibody or oligonucleotide, a short stretch of DNA that can be used to 

recognize specific RNA sequences. He has tested the nanowire chip on proteins secreted by cancer cells. 

Carbon nanotubes are also being used to make DNA biosensors. This uses self-assembled carbon 

nanotubes and probe DNA oligonucleotides immobilized by covalent binding to the nanotubes. When 

hybridization between the probe and the target DNA sequence occurs, the change is noted in the 

voltammetirc peak of an indicator. The DNA biosensors being developed are more efficient and more 

selective than current detection methods. 

 

5. Cantilevers 
 Nanoscale cantilevers are built using semiconductor lithographic techniques. These can be 

coated with molecules (like antibodies) capable of binding to specific molecules that only cancer cells 

secrete. When the target molecule binds to the antibody on the cantilever, a physical property of the 

cantilever changes and the change can be detected. Researchers can study the binding real time and the 

information may also allow quantitative analysis. The nanometer-sized cantilevers are extremely 

sensitive and can detect single molecules of DNA or protein. Thus providing fast and sensitive detection 

methods for cancer related molecules.  

   

 

6. Imaging and detection 
 Nanoparticle contrast agents are being developed for tumor detection purposes. Labeled 

nanoparticles and non-labeled particles are already being tested as imaging agents in diagnosis 

procedures such as computed tomography (CT) and nuclear magnetic resonance imaging (MRI). 

 Super paramagnetic nanoparticles are used for MRI. They consist of an inorganic core of iron 

oxide coated or not with polymers like dextran. There are two main groups of nanoparticles:  

1) Superparamagnetic iron oxides whose diameter size is greater than 50nm 
2) Ultrasmall superparamagnetic iron oxides whose nanoparticles are smaller than 50nm. 
 

 Quantum dots are nanoscale crystals of a semiconductor material such as cadmium selenide, 

whose color properties depend on particle size. Quantum dots can be linked to antibodies and 

combined to create assays that are capable of detecting multiple substances simultaneously. They can 
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be used to measure levels of cancer markers such as breast cancer marker Her-2, actin, microfibril 

proteins and nuclear antigens. Quantum dots are robust and very stable light emitters. The 

photochemical stability and the ability to tune broad wavelengths make quantum dots extremely useful 

for biolabelling. 

 Nanoparticles can be used as tumor biomarkers. They help the detection process by 

concentrating and protecting a marker from degradation so that the analysis is more sensitive. 

Streptavidin-coated fluorescent polystyrene nanospheres used in flow cytometry to detect biological 

molecules have shown greater sensitivity as compared to conventional dyes. 

 

7. Cancer Therapy 
 Nanoscale devices have the potential to radically change cancer therapy by increasing the 

number of highly effective therapeutic agents. Nanoparticles can serve as customizable, targeted drug 

delivery vehicles capable of ferrying chemotherapeutic agents or therapeutic genes into malignant cells 

while sparing healthy cells. This may allow for smaller doses of toxic substances as the drugs are 

delivered directly to the target tissue. Doctors may also be able to deliver the toxin in a controlled and 

time-release manner. 

 

Targeting 
 Currently, cancer fight drugs are toxic to both tumor and normal cells, thus the efficacy of 

chemotherapy is often limited by the side-effects of the drug. Some nanoscale delivery devices, such as 

dendrimers (spherical, branched polymers), silica-coated micelles, ceramic nanoparticles, and 

crosslinked liposomes can be targeted to cancer cells. This increases selectivity of drugs towards cancer 

cells and will reduce the toxicity to normal tissue. This is done by attaching monoclonal antibodies or cell 

surface receptor ligands that bind specifically to the cancer cells. Some cancer targeting molecules 

include high-affinity folate receptor, luteinizing hormone releasing hormone and integrin  .Some 

research on folate nanoparticles showed higher specificity for cancerous human cells. In addition, the 

folate nanoparticles improved the uptake of the encapsulated drugs that it carried. Surface modification 

of nanoparticles can also enhance the permeability of drugs to create high-permeability nanoparticle-

based cancer therapeutics. Barriers to cancer drugs can be in the form of the cell’s plasma membrane or 

epithelial or endothelial layers of cells. Research on the covalent attachment of peptidic membrane-

translocation sequences (MTS), peptides with the ability to pass through membrane, to nanoparticles 

have shown increased permeability through membranes. With improved cell permeability, nanoparticles 

can become more therapeutically effective drug transport vehicles. 

 

Nanoshells 
 Destruction of solid tumors using high heat has been in investigation for some time. Some 

thermal therapies include the use of laser light, focused ultrasound and microwaves. The benefits of 
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using thermal therapeutics is that most procedures are non-invasive, relatively simple and have the 

potential to treat tumors where surgery is not possible. However, to reach underlying tumors, the 

energy sources have to penetrate healthy tissues, often destroying healthy tissue. Nanoshell-assisted 

photo-thermal therapy (NAPT), is a simple, non invasive procedure for selective photo-thermal tumor 

removal. It makes use of nanoshells that absorb light in the near infrared (NIR) region. Nanoshells have a 

core of silica coated with an ultra-thin metallic layer, normally gold. By adjusting the core and shell 

thickness, nanoshells can be designed to absorb and scatter light at a desired wavelength. Nanoshells for 

cancer therapeutic purposes have been designed to have a peak optical absorption in the NIR, as this is 

the wavelength that optimally penetrates tissue. The metal shell converts the absorbed light into heat 

with great efficacy and stability. In addition, biomaterial nanoshells are composed of elements that are 

biocompatible. Due to their small size, nanoshells are preferentially concentrated in cancer cells by 

enhanced permeation retention (EPR). Further specificity can be engineered by attaching antigens on 

the nanoshells which are specifically recognized by the cancer cells. By supplying a NIR from a laser, the 

particle heats up and kill the tissue. Research has shown that the temperature within the nanoshell-

treated tumors rose by about 40oC compared to a rise in 10oC in tissues that was treated with NIR light 

alone. Thus using a NIR laser, cancer tissue can be destroyed by local thermal heating around the 

nanoshells. 

 

8. Nanoparticles 

      

 

                                              Structure of Dendimer 
 

 Nanoparticles can be in the form of nanospheres (matrix systems in which drugs are dispersed 

throughout the particle) and nanocapsules (drug is confined in an aqueous or oily cavity surrounded by a 

single polymeric membrane). Nanoparticles have the potential to overcome biological, biophysical and 

biomedical barriers currently faced by conventional administration of cancer drugs. If designed 

appropriately, nanoparticles may selectively target tumors, while protecting the drug from inactivation 
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during transport. Poly (isobutylcyanoacrylate) has been used to make nanocapsules with an oily core for 

hydrophobic drugs. 

 Experiments have shown that nanospheres loaded with anticancer drugs successfully increase 

drug concentration in cancer tissues. Some nanospheres are made of poly-isohexylcyanoacrylate, poly-

methylcyanoacrylate and biodegradable poly-ethylcyanoacrylate. Further improvements to these 

nanospheres are being researched into by coating the nanoparticles with hydrophilic polymers like poly-

ethylene-glycol, poloxamines, poloxamers and polysaccharides to provide a “cloud” of hydrophilic and 

neutral chains at the particle surface. Molecules like poly-ethylene-glycol reduce nonspecific attachment 

or uptake. This allows longer circulation without being taken up by the body’s macrophages, so as to 

direct more specific targeting. Chemists and engineers have also turned synthetic materials into 

nanocarriers. Dendrimers, 1 to 10 nanometer spherical polymers of uniform molecular weight made 

from branched monomers have been proven to provide a multifunctional cancer agent. In one 

experiment, researchers attached folate – which targets the high-affinity folate receptor found on some 

malignant cells, the indicator fluorescein and an anticancer drug (methotrexate or paclitaxel) to a single 

dendrimer. Experiments showed that the dendrimer delivered the therapeutic drugs while 

simultaneously labeling the cells for fluorescent detection. A group of scientists have used nanoparticles 

to deliver a gene that forces blood vessels to selfdestruct. This prevents angiogenesis, or the formation 

of blood vessels in a tumor.The group targeted the nanoparticle surface with an integrin (a protein 

present on growing blood vessels), , and packed a mutant gene Raf-1 that prevents blood vessel 

formation. Researchers treated mice with tumors with the nanoparticles and tumor regression was 

observed. On closer examination, dead blood vessel cells were observed in the tumors. 

 

9. Societal Implications 
 Presently, according to the National Cancer Institute (NCI), one out of every five deaths in the 

United States is related to cancer. Cancer research in the U.S. hopes to eventually see a time when 

cancers can become manageable. Nanotechnology is an emerging technology with potential use in 

prevention, early detection, development of innovative diagnostics, early warning of relapse and design 

of effective and safe therapeutic modalities as noted above. Nanotechnology has also helped speed up 

the process of understanding cancer as a disease process. The outcomes of cancer research has the 

power to transform the vision of the National Cancer Act of 1971 into an ambitious goal: the elimination 

of the suffering and death due to cancer. National Cancer Institute has formed the NCI Alliance for 

Nanotechnology in Cancer, a comprehensive, integrated initiative encompassing researchers, clinicians, 

and public and private organizations that have joined forces to develop and translate cancer-related 

nanotechnology research into clinical practice. Despite the potential impact of nanomedicine in cancer, 

the societal implications of such a rapidly progressing field has to be taken into consideration. As the 

science leaps ahead, the ethics lags behind. There is a danger of derailing nanomedicine if the study of 

ethical, legal and social implications does not catch up with the speed of scientific development. 

Nanomedicine is a powerful and revolutionary development that is likely to have significant impact on 
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society, the economy and life in general. As quoted from Langdon Winner’s Technologies as forms of life, 

technologies are not merely aids to human activity, but also powerful forces acting to reshape that 

activity and meaning of life. 

 

Addressing social and ethical issues 
 While nanotechnology is still in the fledging stages the ethical considerations follow 

speculatively. However, it is a good time to start addressing ethical implications. A good place to start is 

to examine our experiences with biotechnology and information technology as these fields are likely to 

share similar issues with nanotechnology. The study of the social implications of nanomedicine should 

not be conducted in isolation from a few major players. Instead, it should have an intersectoral 

approach. Those studying ethical and social implications should have regular opportunities to interact 

with, and represent, scientists, different activist/pressure groups, government and industry. Most 

importantly, there should be public engagement. The active engagement of everyday folks in the 

shaping of public understanding of emerging issues and controversies in this area could bring about 

extremely valuable contributions to issues; problems and possible solutions. Journalists need to be 

involved in the early stages of nanotechnology research as they are an important influence on public 

perception. Science museums should consider how it might include exhibits on ethical and social 

implications. Nanotechnology education can be developed for students in high school and college, so 

that citizens can be engaged early in balanced discussions of issues. 

 

10. Conclusion   
 Prevention, diagnosis, and treatment of cancer have always been a formidable medical 

challenge. In fact, cancer has long been considered an incurable disease and it is grouped with Hepatitis 

C and AIDS. Throughout the bulk of human history, cancer tended to be fatal in those who were 

unfortunate to develop it. Cancer will continue to be a big problem since it is a disease that is also 

related to age. As our population average age increases due to medical advances cancer will be a major 

disease of the aging. Cancer nanotechnology is an interdisciplinary area of research in science, 

engineering, and medicine with broad applications for molecular imaging, molecular diagnosis, and 

targeted therapy. The basic rationale is that nanometer-sized particles, such as semiconductor, quantum 

dots and iron oxide nanocrystals, have optical, magnetic, or structural properties that are not available 

from molecules or bulk solids. When linked with tumor targeting ligands such as monoclonal antibodies, 

peptides, or small molecules, these nanoparticles can be used to target tumor antigens (biomarkers) as 

well as tumor vasculatures with high affinity and specificity. In the mesoscopic size range of 5–100 nm 

diameter, nanoparticles also have large surface areas and functional groups for conjugating to multiple 

diagnostic (e.g., optical, radioisotopic, or magnetic) and therapeutic (e.g., anticancer) agents. Recent 

advances have led to bioaffinity nanoparticles probes for molecular and cellular imaging, targeted 

nanoparticle drugs for cancer therapy, and integrated nanodevices for early cancer detection and 
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screening. These developments raise exciting opportunities for personalized oncology in which genetic 

and protein biomarkers are used to diagnose and treat cancer based on the molecular profiles of 

individual patients. It is expected that nanotechnology will help with new treatments for dreaded 

diseases. 

 
 

 

Tell Me Why 

Tanmaya Panda 

 

 

 

On a summer day 

When the grass is green 

And there is bright sunshine 

Trees are full and look agile 

And I am on a long drive 

I feel happy and I smile 

And suddenly sadness engulfs me  

Why! Tell me why!! 

 

On a rainy day 

When the clouds are black 

There is wind, lightening and outside dark 

Heavy downpour and nothing visible 

And I am on my long drive 

Enjoying rain and listening to music 

Suddenly sadness engulfs me 

Why! Tell me why!! 

 

On a cold winter day 

When outside is white 

Heavy snow and chill wind blowing 

Trees look like ghosts 

And at a snail’s pace vehicles moving 

And I am on my long drive 

Wearing my long overcoat and enjoying coffee 

Suddenly sadness engulfs me 

Why! Tell me why! 

 

What to talk about spring and autumn 

When the nature is at its best 

Pleasant weather and cheerful sun 
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Everyone outdoors having fun 

And I am on my long drive 

With my family each moment enjoying 

Suddenly sadness engulfs me 

Why! Tell me why!! 

 

Be it Spring, Autumn, Summer, Rain or Winter 

When most people on earth lack food, clothes and shelter 

And still there is politics, hatred, racism and despair 

Everyday many like me suffer 

And I have nothing better for them to offer 

Even if I am on my long drive 

To enjoy company, coffee or weather 

Should not sadness engulf me? 

Tell me why? Why not?? 

 

 
 

Dr. Tanmay Panda 
Toronto 
23rd April 2015 
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My Perspective of Life......... 

Itishree Panda 

 

 

Days of my life are on a running spree,  

            I have no way of stopping them. 

They seem to be marching ahead free 

              I have no way of blocking them. 

 

My girl days cover the stories 

          That are too vague to put on a cast, 

My mid-life holds many tales  

        That are buried in the past. 

 

I realize day by day, 

            Life is marching deep into the second innings,  

Giving warning and asking me to get ready  

            For the end of the beginning. 

 

The end shouldn't be looked, I am told,  

            As nothing that is there after, 

Rather, the end is an open gate 

              For the next, that might  be better. 

 

If I want my next to be better,  

            I should start working now, as they say. 

"Realize the past Karma, apply the self effort,   

                You can be free of the effects of the day". 

 

One point, although, to be noted here, 

                  Work, not result, should be in my mind,  

I should Give all that I have, put every bit that I could,  

                Keeping the expectation, way behind.  

 

"Detachment" is the magic word, 

                  That I should understand and apply,  
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While fulfilling my assignments of this life,  

            Without getting tired of the "Supreme's", supply.  

 

Conscious repetition of self effort,  

                  Day after day after day, to-day,  

Might prove to be beneficial,  

                  helping me ready to liberate.   

 

My Life ....... A journey, is designed  

                    By someone "The Great". 

A road is laid out for me to travel  

                  Without any regret.  

 

I am to understand  

                  that life is full of struggle, 

I am to prepare myself to handle it  

                  without a great deal of trouble.  

 

I have to put every effort  

                  So that I can stay forever "Happy". 

I have to apply strategies 

                So that,consciously, I avoid being snappy. 

 

The first strategy they say,  

                Is to understand the senses,  

Keep them under control, 

                Don't come under their influences. 

 

All five of them: Sound, Smell, Sight, Touch and the Taste, 

    Are notorious in playing games and designing our fate. 

Agitation, anxiety, jealousy and anger that result in unhappiness 

    All crop up making us dance la-Tate-tet. 

 

If we evaluate all five  

                  Weighing their effects on a scale of one to ten, 

Quickly, we realize that desires generated by 

                  The "Sight" and the "Taste", are easily entertained.  
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Sight ruins our present by making us allured 

              To the objects that are attractive and colorful,  

We get passionate about owning them,  

              Without which our life feels less meaningful. 

 

Desire to win such objects,  

                  Multiplies with leaps and bounds, 

Failure to win adds to our misery and results in  

                    Unhappiness ....that engulfs us all around.  

 

"Taste"  ruins our moment to moment existence,  

                      Making us want more and more,  

Once fulfilled, we crave again,  

                      Failing which, mind and body create uproars.  

 

Desire flourishes,  

                    Overshadowing the body completely  

Mind follows,  

                    Ignoring the intellect absolutely.  

 

Attachment grows, 

                    Detachment falls. 

"Karma" in this life accumulates 

                    Preparing the next life's troll. 

 

Finally, if I could announce........... 

 

A Life without desires and needs,  

                  Is the life we should try to nourish,  

A Life without cravings and greeds  

                  If maintained, we will definitely flourish. 

 

 

 

Itishree Panda, 6862 Windwood Dr. Cincinnati, Ohio-45241 
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Strength of Unity 

Nrusingha Mishra 

 
 

In perfect unison with a unique formation a group of birds forging ahead showing grit 

With a deep understanding of strength of unity and reliance upon one another insight 

In hard days of winter and falling show use their sixth sense and communicate without fail 

Make sure not to leave anybody in the group especially who are frail 

Escape to safe haven and move to distant warmer places in self-defense  

Protect family, young off springs and store food to feed all with force intense 

Patience, hard work and discipline guide them back sweet home at the advent of spring 

Live in community enjoying one another company sharing joys, sorrows in fellow-feeling 

 

 

 

  

Nrusingha is inspired by the theme, Unity and Progress, of the Global Odisha Convention 

2015 in Washington, DC 
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Endless Road 

Srushti Panda 

 

On a dark night with no moonlight 

Stood a girl on a lonely road, 

Lost was she and scared was she 

 Didn’t she know what to do! 

 

She looked around  

to find someone 

Wind was cold and her steps echoed  

Scared was she  with every step 

Didn’t she know what to do! 

She walked walked on and on 

On this endless road 

 None was there anywhere around 

To help her get back home 

All of a sudden she heard a sound  

and her heart skipped a beat 

Wide eyed and scared she wished to run 

 Didn’t she know where to go! 

 

With all her might she turned  

to see if it was another lonely soul 

But instead she saw a black cat  

scurrying down the road. 

With a heavy heart she walked on and on 

When suddenly there appeared a man 

Tall was he and alone was he 

And he looked as scared as was she. 

 

She asked O’ stranger where you headed  

and all he said was nothing 

So in silence they walked together  

on and on and on and on. 

 

  

Srushti lives in Toronto with her 

parents Dr. Tanmay Panda and Dr. 

Sunanda Mishra Panda. She is 

pursuing her Bachelors of 

Engineering in Computer Science 

at York University 
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Jataayu 

Translation by Suchitra Pattnaik 

Original poem in Odia by Late Raghunath Das 

 

Oh! Who is she, 
Crying so loud and mourning, 
So desperately she pleads? 

Panchavati shudders, 
Overwhelming all and the Lord. 

 
Who is she, whose tears roll, 

Smudging each leaf, 
It leaves impressions 
of despair and woes? 

 
And, what is it, exploding in the sky, 

It thunders such obscenity? 
Imperiously it disrupts 

The forest and it’s total sanctity. 
 

Oh, it is the Pushpak chariot 
Fleeing it comes, flying from the north 
Sita sits aggrieved in Ravana’s clutch 
Lamenting, crying - holding unto truth. 

 
It is Ravana, in disguise he comes,  

Clad as Brahmin, snatches Sita away 
Helpless, she cries – ‘Rama’, ‘Rama’ 

And Rama, far away. 
 

All these tears and torment 
Is it all in vain?? 

Are we all, so inert and dead? 
No voices heard and no protests, 

It is injustice - that seems to prevail. 
 

Can I really fight, against might 
So little power that I have? No, I must… 

My invincible soul soars, 
Against injustice it roars. 

 
I am Jataayu, the eagle –  

set to fight 
I know, Ravana, I won’t match your might, 

I may or may not win, but fight I must. 
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It’s my will that I trust. 
 
 

Injustice, I want slain and stopped. 
That is the solace to Sita and the just. 

That is my victory..So fight I must. 
 

Lower your chariot you scoundrel! 
Stop at once! Else a battle and you bleed 

With my nails – so honed. 
 

Don’t you dare to ignore. 
Here is the first blow 

Of the eagle, unknown, so obscure 
And your blood will flow. 

 
See! The great king of Lanka 

Lifts his sword and snips my wing. 
Scattered in the sky are my blood drops  

Each is a seed of truth, again to blossom recompensing. 
 

I shall still obstruct – wing I’ve yet another 
Easy it will not be, 

Ravana, to go past me. 
Evade you can’t, you invade me, 

It is my protest, you shall have to bear 
Despite being the king 

You had to fight me, "Just a bird”. 
That, you have to hear. 

 
Gone are both my wings now. 

Let it be ……No worries…. 
I shall remain an inspiration prime, 

For posterity- willing to fight - in all time. 
 

‘Valmiki ‘shall write – 
This eagle had fought, much before Rama 

And fought all alone, 
Arm less, against twenty arms, 
An army in one - just one bird 

A wing for truth, A wing for justice 
Ready to soar ever, 

Jataayu gives up never. 
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The Construction Project 
Babru Samal 

 

Like the oil drops in a plate of water 
Massaged by a soft breeze 

Coalesce or split 
Forming different shapes and sizes 

And assume the existence in iridescent colors 
Daily events manicure our lives 

Spanning days, weeks, months and years 
The story of our lives 

Get written by so many authors 
Some known and many unknowns 

Like the guy who controls our wifi connection 
Or the truck driver that came suddenly 

To send the unsuspected one to the other world 
The book we read 

The boss we work for or against 
The spouse we share or wish to 

The child in her or his own universe 
The agonizing aging parents 
The chill wind of the winter 

And the steamy air of the summer 
Are all architectures in 

The construction project of our lives 
(((**))) 
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Only YOU 

Surya Nayak 

 

     You are a waterfall 

 falling restlessly to the lake. 

                     I watch you endlessly. 

 

     Alone and silent, 

I merge into solitude, 

         and eventually, 

      I feel your pulse. 

 

Now I gather my strength 

        to cogitate over the past. 

      The tears of acceptance 

            blur my eyes; but 

the vision improves. 

  I see an image- it is you. 

 

I perceive the smile and sense 

the warmth of your breasts, 

the comfort, the relief, 

the veneration, the strength and 

Love, naturally revolves around you. 

 

As I run my fingers through your hair, 

I grasp the elements 

and acknowledge the truth. 

 

The caress is you, 

The absolution is you 

The frigid is you, 

The dead is you. 

 

And life is you, 

None but you, 

The Only YOU.  

 

 

 

 

 

Surya Nayak writes in both English and Odia. He lives in Maryland with his wife Sujata 
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I am not sure I thanked you 
Mrunali Das 

 

 

I am not sure I thanked you  

For making me the person I am today.  

Just know everything you have done,  

Has shaped me in incontrovertible ways. 

  

Thank you for the Saturday morning lessons.  

My ability to learn would not be the same without them.  

Every academic achievement of mine, 

From those lessons, does each stem.  

  

Thank you for pushing me through Odissi.  

Even when I threw tantrums, you never let me quit.  

You taught me persistence and determination, 

And I thank you for your grit.  

  

Thank you for buying me books.  

By doing so, I was exposed to oh so much:  

Different people, places, events, knowledge, 

I wouldn’t have otherwise been able to touch. 

  

Thank you for teaching me about Hinduism, 

For the bhajans, the beliefs, the mythology. 

You have influenced, my worldview, 

You have contributed to my philosophy.  

  

Thank you for cooking regularly.  

My life would be bereft without cumin, 

Turmeric, coriander, ginger, and other spices 

That are, thanks to you, staples of my kitchen. 

  

I love you so much, words will not suffice, 

Though I may not regularly tell you.  

Happy Mother’s Day, my dear Mama Das! 

With lots of love, from your Lulu.   

 

 
 

Mrunali lives in Scottsdale, AZ (Dayton, Maryland - Permanent Home) and teaches Mathemarics. 
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The Little Bird Flies Away 
Bibek Das 

 
 
 
The little bird drops out of the nest, 
With wings that still need to grow, 
Wobbles into the turbulent sky 
With a promise to navigate the wind, 
With a wish to soar high above the ground 
  
The papa bird and mama bird (and another tiny bird) are left behind, 
Wondering if the little bird will make it in this troublesome world 
Giving birth was under their control, but writing fate is not 
Every bird needs to find its own trajectory of journey 
The past is gone, the present throws a challenge so that the future could be great 
The parents wish the little one had stayed a little longer, 
Waited until its wings were a little stronger 
But the law of nature takes its course 
For this there should be no remorse 
We wish you the best little bird 
May you rise above the sky and reach new heights 
We love you always 
The nest is there should you feel stress 
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IGurukul 
Sri Gopal Mohanty 

 

We were looking for the address. There I saw 'IGurukul' sign on the top of a store window and 

there we were at our destination. No need for any more search for the address. 

 

 It was April 5. IGurukul was celebrating Odisha Dibasa to mark April 1, the day Odisha was 

made a separate province and invited the Bay area Odia community to join the celebration. This 

time was unlike other years when the event was restricted to its own members – one may call 

them as part of IGurukul family. In that way, IGurukul has kept its promise to promote Odia 

language and Odisha's culture outside Odisha, in particular in Bay Area. 

 

 At the entrance we were warmly greeted by Kuku Das, the visionary for founding this 

Institution. Joined by friends and supporters, the Institution has comfortably established its 

identity at this location in a large room which was transformed from a typical shopping store in a 

row of shops into an elevated position of educational institution. 

 

As I proceeded into the elongated space,  I met Manoj, Gayatri Joshi, Bibek, Mita and Jayashree, 

who I believe are some key members of the family. As my movement started opening up further 

into the space I could not avoid noticing those cute and pretty girls dressed up in Odissi 

costumes, their spontaneous eagerness to dance and unwillingness to wait for the scheduled time 

for the actual performance. 

 

I turned back towards the entrance as if I missed something. Indeed I did. There I met Anji – 

Anjalika Pattanik – the inspiring soul of Bay Area Odia community who hugged me with her 

unpretentious love and respect.  My eyes fell on the display of several Odia books which was 

part of the collection of Anji, Surya Babu (her husband) and Kuku. Without hesitation I picked 

up a few.  Even though I saw most of them earlier, my uncontrolled sentiment just pushed me to 

touch and open them.  I saw as if Fakir Mohan, Gopinath, Kahnu Charan, Sitakanta Mohaptra, 

Pratibha Ray and others staring at me. 

 

The event was organized just before midday. It was impossible not to smell the aroma of food. 

That's precisely what happened to me and I could not resist turning my face from books to laid 

out covered cooked items. The dishes were gathering right at the entrance door for lunch. 

 

Well, I have to move away from there and I did towards the front side.  There at the front corner 

was placed Lord Jagannath's deity, majestically decorated – the big round eyes were fixated yet 

without any doubt left the perception of the symbolic omnipresence.  If we stretch our 

imagination a little further, we might and I say we might think this whole hall as the Puri Temple 

– enter to see carriers of cooked food and then to enter 'Jagamohana' (the audience hall) for 

'darshana' of the Lord  inside the inner core of the Temple. 

 

Slowly the gathering was gaining its momentum. The atmosphere was informal and yet not 

overly noisy which was somewhat unusual invariably in any Odia gathering. At some point the 

formal programme started with an introduction by Kuku after the inauguration of lighting the 

lamp in front of the Deity. 
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But the real introduction to Odisha Dibasa was artfully presented by seven children, orchestrated 

by IGurukul teaching staff and parents. They opened with a song in praise of Mother Odisha. Yet 

their real challenge was to remember the lines in Odia and the unusual names and to narrate 

smoothly. Each child was given a segment of different aspects of Odisha: its political formation , 

geography, literature, music, dance, festivities, architecture, handicrafts and  others.  Such names 

like Madhusudan Das, Fakir Mohan Senapati, Nilakantha, Gapabandhu were no hurdle for them 

even without a piece of paper to look at. Towards the end there was a little boy who topped it by 

his voice of confidence: I am an ABCO, American Born Confused Odia; I am born in America, 

my father is a Tamilian and my mother is an Odia and see I am a confused Odia..... There was a 

roar of laughter. 

   

These days no Odia programme without a touch of Odissi is ever considered to be complete.  To 

many Odisha and Odissi have become synonyms. And the girls were patiently waiting for this 

moment. Gayatri conducted the Odissi dances – Mangalacharan, Sthayi and Abhinaya. No matter 

how often I see Odishi presentation,  I am always carried away every time by its charm and grace 

producing the beauty to behold. Or am I biased with a sentimental attachment? Perhaps, perhaps, 

never-the-less.... 

 

My memory goes back to my childhood days. Every time I see a jatra I get attached and we the 

children like to produce one. I try to vividly remember the characters, the costumes, the 

expressions, the gait, the music and so on. So we the children/ youth also intend to be part of that 

imaginary world like jatra where one can lose the humdrum of mundane existence. 

 

Our Odissi world similarly creates for me a space of beauty and bliss where a rational world 

melts down. 

 

In the gathering I happened to meet a few of my generation who have come from Odisha to visit 

their children like me and my wife Shanti. We are visiting our daughter Niharika (Rini) who runs 

an Odissi school – Gurushradha. 

 

We were very fortunate that we arrived just on April 3 and got the opportunity to attend the 

event. 

 

One visiting mother recited her own poem  dedicated to mother Odisha – a beautiful one 

expressing every ounce of her love for the mother or motherland. 

 

At this point we ask ourselves: In doing so are we parochial ?  Yes,  in doing so if we bring 

hatred in our mind for others and if we restrict our emotion in a very narrow sense. No, if we 

understand  the priciple of unity in diversity. And  our Jagannatha culture proclaims this spirit of 

universality. 

 

Well, well, let's return to the event as it was progressing. 

 

At some point Kuku requested me to say  a few words. I tried to bring a few historical points to 

one's attention. 
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1) Odisha was the first province to be formed on the basis of  language. 

2) In the struggle, Gouri Shankar Ray's name has to be remembered who started the first 

Odia press in Cuttack. A language can not survive without publication and distribution. 

3) The challenge by some Bengali antagonists that “ uria ek swatantra bhasa noi” was taken 

seriously by Fakir Mohan Senapati when he started producing volumes of writings in 

rural/ vernacular language which is no way connected to any other language including 

Bengali. 

4) John Beame, a British administrator who was proficient in languages attested that Odia 

was a separate language. 

5) Coming to Odissi dance, one might remember the development that led to its recognition 

as a classical dance form. At the first Inter – University Youth Festival held in Talkatora 

Garden, New Delhi in 1954, Priyambada Mohanty's dance was considered by Statesman's 

art critic Charles Febri to be uniquely pristine and distinct from other dance forms. 

Besides several gurus, Kabichandra Kali Charan Patnaik did the academic research and a 

presentation to National Sangeet Natak Academy for Odissi's recognition. He gave the 

name “ Odissi” to this freshly recognized dance form. 

6) Kali Charan ( different from Kelu Charan, the eminent Odissi Guru) was a dramatist, 

lyricist, music composer,  choreographer and producer of plays. He was the pioneer of 

modern social dramas. He established Odisha Theatres in Banka Bazar, Cuttack in 1939 

which staged many plays like Akhira Dekha, Girl School, Chumban,  Atibadi Jagannath 

Das, Abhjan, Bhata, Chakri. Odisha Theatres could not continue beyond 1949.  He 

always included Odissi songs and Odissi dance (the form known then) in his plays. 

7) Indrani Rahman brought Odissi for the first time to the international audience. In fact I 

saw her dance in Montreal in 1960, which made me to promote Odissi in NA in my own 

humble way. I thought that was one sure way to get Odisha recognized both in India and 

abroad. 

8) Odissi in its original form, be it Mahari or be it Gotipua seemed to have a rural base and 

did not have the present day sophistication. Practically all performing art forms of Odissa 

originated and preserved in Odissa's villages – Jatra, Pala, Daskathia, Rabana Chhaya to 

name a few.    

9) In a similar vein, Vernacular Odia as Odisha's rural language was rich and distinct which 

was used by Fakir Mohan. Earlier Sarala Dasa's Mahabharat and Balaram Dasa's 

Lakshmi Purana were written in this form of Odia which is different from Sanskritized 

Odia that is commonly used in most Odia literary work. 

10) In recent development,  Gopinath Mohanty used vernacular Odia in almost all his literary 

work.  His originality in literary circle was highly acclaimed. He also became the first 

author who produced very lengthy fictions of high quality. He was the first Odia to 

receive Jnana Pitha award. 

11) From the culture and language point of view, Odisha has three streams: Sanskritic, rural 

and tribal. Twenty-three percent of Odisha's population constitutes of tribal people.  It is 

ironic that while we recognize Jagannatha culture is a synthesis of both tribal and non-

tribal cultures, the non-tribals are oppressing and decimating tribals in the name of 

progress and development. 

 

It was time for lunch. When I arrived there I was totally stunned to see the list of dishes spread 

through from one end to the other. Kuku told me that they requested participants to bring 
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authentic Odia dishes and that's how in everyone's view the Odisha Dibasa was to be celebrated 

by displaying Odisha's rich culinary art. About 40 items or more. 

 

Of course without fish no Odia food is complete. Please forgive me for my earlier comparison of 

conglomeration of these dishes with Puri Temple's kitchen – only an analogy say in terms of 

'chapan bhoga' in the Temple. 

 

The afternoon led to a session for singers – extremely talented ones. When someone sang an 

Akshaya Mohanty's song I remember some of his earlier songs during late fifties like 'mo 

rangalata rushichi re', 'nua nua dina kete bada adara', 'jahaku jie rasichi' and many theme songs 

like 'konarka', 'kanchi bijaya', 'manika patana', 'taapoi', 'salilara trushna'. Later, 'Kanchi Bijaya' 

and 'Manika PataNa' were combined to form the LP production 'Kanchi Abhijan'. We all 

remember Akshaya Mohanty but who wrote all those romantic songs and lyrics of those themes 

which made a history in the world of rural-cum-modern songs that just created a stir in the minds 

of old and young alike ? Can anyone recall a name: Partha Sarathi Mohapatra ?  In late sixties 

this pair was known as: Khoka Bhai ( Akshaya Mohanty) – Bulu Bhai ( Partha Sarathi). 

 

Time has moved. We had to leave early because our grandson was restless to leave after having a 

stomach full of good food. 

 

Let me profusely thank IGurukul members and many others who provided a memorable 

afternoon for us. 

 

In the car I was musing over the afternoon's lunch time. That's where I met Manoj Sahu and 

Introduced myself to him.  He said: we know you. Should I bask in my glory or should I feel 

humble to recognize how benevolent the Bay Area community is ? 

 

Will you embrace us as one of you ? Will you ? 

 

 
 

Sri Gopal Mohanty 

Emeritus Professor  

Department of Mathematics and Statistics 

McMaster University 

Hamilton, Ontario 

Canada   
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Financial Fears 

Jay Misra* 

 

 

 

 

Behavioral Finance tell us that  we fear  high-profile, low probability incidents more, but 

ignore more immediate  risks.  

 

Here are some of the common fears and their probability of occurrence : 

Air Travel Accident, 1 in 567,480. 

Lightning Strike, 1 in 9,903,437. 

Snake Bite, 1 in 50 Million. 

Mountain Lion Attack, 1 in 32 Million. 

Asteroid, 1 in 250,000. 

Spider Bite, 1 in 51 Million. 

Shark Attack, 1 in 315 Million. 

Dog Attack, 1 in 9,593,955. 

Swine Flu, 1 in 383,758. 

 

But the occurrence of financial disasters, has much higher odds, which we fear less and  

take little notice of : 

43% of Americans are 90 days away from poverty,  if they loose their job. 

Most Americans have less than $25,000 in retirement savings. 

Social Security will be exhausted by 2033. 

One in six Older Americans, lives below the poverty line. 

American Workers are projected to be $6.6 Trillion short of their needs. 

You spend 12-18% more when you use a credit card, instead of cash. 

48% of Americans do not contribute to their workplace retirement plan. 

US National debt rises an average of $3.8 Billion per day. 

68% of Americans live paycheck to paycheck. 

8 in 10 workers plan to continue working in retirement, for lack of funds. 

 

Far scarier than natural disasters, is the real burden of financial risks, we face. We, thus do 

not plan to fail, but fail to plan, said someone, for dying too early, living too long, becoming sick 

and disabled, and running out of money. 
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Love My 401(K) 

 

Congratulations on contributing to the retirement partnership program, with your 

Employer and the Government, both Federal and State.  Some of the highlights of the program: 

You will be the sole contributor, Government will not put any funds into it, the Employer 

may help with a miniscule amount. If you leave the job early, the Employer Match will be  

retuned to the Employer, called Vesting.  

You will not be taxed on your contribution, disguised as Tax-Deduction.  We, the 

Government, will determine how much you can save, 25% of income, up to $17,500. You will 

bear all the expenses and fees,  fund charges, management fee, reporting fee, and will take all the 

risks of the market. You can not access the account until age 60, unless you pay a penalty (10%) 

and taxes (25-33%), hence sending , us,  40% or so as our share, and we will let you have the rest 

60%. 

We, the Government, will determine what your share will be in future and will reserve the 

right to change  our percentage , the taxes. Between age 60 and 70, you can take as much as you 

like from the account, but have to pay ordinary income taxes, which will be much higher than 

you are paying now, 25-30%. We will collect over 30%, as our share and let you have  less than 

70%, your share. We, the Government, will decide how much you can take out from the age 70 

onwards. But will collect 30% or so in taxes, and let you keep the rest, 70% or so. 

If you take less, than we allow, or if you want to save for later, or for your heirs, we will 

charge a penalty of 50% and the tax, 33%, collect 83% as our, Government’s, share and let you 

have the rest, 17%. If you died, with retirement funds not distributed, we will charge 30% in 

taxes and 45% in  estate taxes, and collect our share of  75%, and will let you have the rest 25%. 

If you wish to put $10,000 a year, into your 401(K), we will help you save on taxes, say 

$3000, at 30%. When you are ready to retire, and have contributed $10,000 over 30 years or so, 

and put $10,000 x 30 years = $300,000 in the account, we have allowed, over $3000 x 30 years  

= $90,000 of tax savings.  Because, we, the Government, are very generous to the public.  

However, when the account has grown from $300,000 to say $1,000,000 in the account in 30 

years, we will be there to collect $300,000 in taxes, at 30%.  We invested  $90,000 in you and 

have patiently waited 30 years, hence we deserve to make at least $300,000. It seems very fair. 

We may collect more, to fund those wars and other expenses. 

Please add your State Taxes, 6% in Georgia, to the above percentage(s) of Federal Taxes. 

Good Luck, Please save more, in your 401(K). 

President Ronald Reagan, started the 401(K) revolution, with help from his Treasury 

Secretary, Donald Regan, then CEO of Merrill Lynch.  This opened the flood gates, every one 

investing in the stock market. 

Whom has it helped more, ordinary public or Wall Street guys ?  You decide. Wonder, why 

people are occupying Wall Street ?  President George Bush, tried hard to put all the money 

people pay in Social Security taxes, into stock market, with help from his Treasury Secretary, 

Hank Paulson, CEO of Goldman Sachs, but did not succeed.  Congress  kept the social security 

deposit out of the markets. However, other financial measures, created the cliff of 2007-2008, 

worse than that of the depression of 1930s. Any surprise, why 90%  people are poor in the US ? 
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Creditor-Protection of Assets 

 

Business Owners and Professionals can lose wealth as a result of creditors and Judgments 

from Lawsuits. 

With advance planning and proper measures one can protect, some or most of their assets,  

and make it difficult for creditors to reach them. To become ‘Judgment Proof’ will require tax 

and legal advice and  fees to the Experts, but  should be worth the time, effort and money. 

 

Here are a few suggestions : 

 

 Increase errors and omissions and liability coverage(s),  including an Umbrella 

Policy. 

 Incorporate your Business, and do not conduct as sole Proprietor or General Partner. 

 Create Multiple Business Entities, so that debts and liabilities of businesses do not 

cross transfer. 

 Own business employment and fiduciary insurances, to combat claims by employees. 

 Create wealth in Qualified retirement plans, protected under ERISSA, exceptions IRS 

and Quadro. 

 Form IRA Rollover plans, protection by State, not ERISSA, Employee Retirement 

Income Security Act. 

 Title Assets in Spouse’s name, but divorce and Quadro, Qualified Domestic Relations 

Order) may affect. 

 Joint tenancy arrangements with spouse may be exempt from creditors, except when 

both have same debtor. 

 Prepare an Asset Protection Trust, APT, as a Grantor, with investments, with an 

independent trustee. 

 Wealth should created be as: Primary Residence, Cash Value Life Insurance, and  

Deferred Annuities. 

 Asset protection planning should not be fraudulent, and should not be to defraud 

creditors. Proper tax and legal advice  must be obtained.  Becoming financially 

solvent, becoming debt free, and creating 

 Wealth in exempt ways will generate  ’Well Planned  Estate(s) ‘ and improve Cash 

Flow for ever. 

 

 
_________________ 

* phone 770-232-7447, web : www.invetninsure.com, E-Mail : misrausa@yahoo.com 

  

http://www.invetninsure.com/
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          Odishan Art History and Archaeology - Changing Perspectives 
Saroj Kumar Mohapatra 

 

 
Often the study of history involves political history with reference to the 

military exploits and administrative achievements of the dynasties. That has now been 

set aside and a trend has developed to put emphasis on the story of the art, of the 

people, their life, thought and culture. Life and art of the people of any region such as 

Odisha in any period constitutes the most important aspect of their history.  

The art history of Odisha has largely depended on archaeological finds in the shape of stone 

artifacts, rock-paintings, rock-cut caves, temples, military strongholds, stone and copper plate 

inscriptions, coins and excavated materials like seals, sealing, metal implements, terracotta objects, 

wooden structures and carvings. These materials are abundantly found throughout Odisha (1). 

 

Around two centuries ago, the study of ancient Odishan 

art, archaeology and architecture emerged as a budding pursuit. 

In the major part of the nineteenth century, it grew out of a keen 

and relentless interest in Odishan antiquities, art and artifacts. 

These objectives set a tone for and determined the methods 

adopted in the study of Odishan archaeology and art history 

during the later part of the nineteenth and the twentieth 

centuries and even in the twenty-first century (2, 3). 

 

Monuments of Odisha dating from early historical period 

to the advent of the Muslims in the Sixteenth century are the true 

repositories of its ancient culture with particular reference to their 

artistic merit. These monuments include caves, temples, viharas, 

stupas and stray sculptures belonging to almost all the religious 

sects of the land. Besides several other aspects of the material 

culture of the people, they present numerous types of ancient 

Odishan art. This aspect of Odishan culture has hitherto remained 

a neglected subject. But, of late eminent scholars like K. C. 

Panigrahi, R. P. Mohapatra, K. S. Behera and T. E. Donaldson have 

brought out serious scholarly publications on Odishan art history 

and archaeology. All of them are primarily trained archaeologists, art historians or historians.  These 

Scholars however were more object-or-monument-centric in their approach to the study of Odishan 

history and architecture and remained largely detached from the study of written sources to interpret 

different aspects of cultural history (4-7). 

 

European and British scholars like Sterling, Kittoe, Princep, Ferguson, Hunter, Beams, Toynbee, 

Cunningham, Beglar, Fleet, Luders and Stenknow exhaustively utilized these archaeological findings 
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during the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, brought to their notice in reconstructing the 

history of Odisha on a scientific basis. Except for Beglar, others confined their accounts on the 

archaeological monuments of the coastal strip of Odisha preferably those found in Cuttack and Puri 

districts. Beglar followed the ancient tracts and besides reporting some of the important monuments of 

these regions penetrated into the hilly areas of ex-feudatory states of Odisha. Some of these scholars 

concentrated their works on Ashokan Edicts and the old Brahmi inscriptions of Udayagiri and Khandagiri 

caves, while others studied on monuments of Bhubaneswar, Konark, and Cuttack. Their works opened 

up new avenues of further exploration and research for unravelling the glorious art and past of Odisha. 

These luminaries were mostly responsible for inspiring a host of Indian scholars like R. L. Mitra, M. M. 

Ganguly, M. M. Chakravarty, R. P. Chanda, N. K. Bose, N. N. Vasu, R. D. Banerjee, B. C. Majumdar, K. P. 

Jayaswal, B. M. Barua , T. N. Ramachandran and Debala Mitra, 

during last phase of the nineteenth and the early phase of the 

twentieth centuries (2, 3). 

 

The important characteristic feature in the study of temple 

art in Odisha is the overall clarity of its decorative art. Each 

individual art motif being clearly defined as a self-containing 

element in the total art design program (8).  Each sculptural image 

is well contained within the architectural boundaries without 

overlapping with each other. Each vertical projecting divisions of 

the wall and spire of the temple (known as paga or ratha) is carved 

with figure sculpture encased by scrollwork, which functions as a 

self-contained unit in the overall decorative program. Therefore, 

each figure is isolated from the ones appearing on the adjacent 

vertical projecting divisions of the wall.  Many a times, the bulk of 

the study has been approached from a purely archaeological and 

architectural standpoint with little regard for stylistic 

and objective art analysis like the study of body 

ornamentation.  Studies concentrating on details of 

such ornamentation, body proportion, pose and 

hand gestures are of course distinct contributes in 

developing an evolving chronology. 

 

The sophisticated tradition of concurrent 

narration in Odishan literary genres, such as 

employment of graceful figures (alasa-kanyas) and 

conveyance of literary modes in visual narrative art 

(non-decorative figure sculptures and decorative 

motifs of Kirtimukha, Vajramastaka,  Chaitya 

Window, female figures, animal figures including 

mythical figures, architectural designs, scroll motifs, and erotic sculptures) has been explored by 

Panigrahi (9, 10), Mohapatra (4, 11-14), Donaldson (15, 16), and Behera (6, 17, 18). The faithful 
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representation of visual narration and the adaptation of literary figures in visual terms reveal an 

intimate understanding of the sculptor with the prevalent literary tradition (19).  Depiction of woman 

abduction, reminiscent of the popular story of Dushyanta and Sakuntala, dramatic fight of Udyana with 

Vasavadatta on the reliefs of Rani Gumpha caves in Udayagiri and Khandagiri are some of the glaring 

examples of early Odishan/Indian art. The use of winged animals, honeysuckles and merlons indicate a 

west-Asian influence (4).  

 

The works of these learned scholars, underline the need of further studies to interpret the 

intricacies and distinctiveness of Odishan narrative art and its relationships to narrative modes in the 

literary, performance and visual arts across cultures. With regard to classical traditions, a sophisticated 

vocabulary of gestures, postures, movement and communication in the performing arts (natya and 

nrtya) – with detailed and codified uses for the hand gestures, postures and positions (hastas, mudras), 

modes of movement, and tempos of movement – shares many features in common with the plastic arts 

of ancient and early medieval Odisha (19). The best examples are found in Udayagiri and Khandagiri 

caves and temples in Bhubaneswar. The dance performance depicted on both the lower and upper wing 

of Rani Gumpha and the depiction of dancers and 

musicians on the window grills of Parusuramesvar temple 

in Bhubaneswar are noteworthy. The monuments of 

Odisha replete with narratives from Epics and Puranas, 

episodes of the Mahabharata and the Ramayana, Siva 

Purana, and Bhagabata Purana are noticed on the walls of 

temples like Lakshmanesvara, Parasuramesvara, 

Swarnajalesvara, Rajarani, Brahmesvara, Lingaraja, 

Chitrakarini, Meghesvara and Ananta Vasudeva in 

Bhubaneswar (12).    

 

The painstaking research conducted by physical verification of structural features of monuments 

and direct observations of their artistic and sculptural representations are very impressive. The concept 

of a multidisciplinary integrated study of monuments that will include all dimensions – material, 

geometrical, historical, conceptual, ritual, skills and tools - with a view to decoding the grand scheme lay 

the grand foundation of a new methodology for Odishan art history.  
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LÐ]cÞéLÐ 
hhÞÒhMe h[`\Ñ 

 

jc¯ ÒaÐÒ^ ]Þ_ [Þ_ÞVÐ LÞ' QÐeÞVÐ ÒkB\Þa Ð `ÍÐ¯ AW ]h cÐBmç 

aÐBjÐBLçmÞÕ LmÐ `Òe cÞÒSßÐeÑ _]Ñ LËfe HL _ÞSà_ Òaq D`Òe ajÊ ajÊ 

hÊbÍLÐ« YÊÒfB `XÞRÞ Ð kWÐ[ç HL _ÐeÑe L¶ jéeÒe RÐB _Þ]VÐ bÐ=Þ NmÐ Ð 

 

- hÊbÍLÐ«, LZ ÒhÐB`XÞm LÞ? [c `ÐÒM ÒaqÒe VÞLÞH ajÞ`ÐÒe? 

 

hÊbÍLÐ« AMÞ cLQÞ _Þ]eÊ DWÞmÐ Ð aX A¾dÔà L\Ð Ð TÞ@VÐ [Ð _ÐÜ ^eÞ 

XÐLÊRÞ, @\Q Òj [ÐLÊ AÒ]ßÐ QÞkðÞ `ÐeÊ _ÐkÞÜ Ð 

 

TÞ@VÞe ÒNßÐe aÀà Ò]k Ð `Ð¾ÐrÔ ÒahbËiÐ Ð _Ñf e=e RÞV RÞV 

kÐ[LVÐ NÐD_çVÐ `Ð] `ÐMÐ`ÐMÞ mcÞé dÐBRÞ Ð @ÃÐÒe ÒNÐVÐH ^fÐ e=e ÒamçVç J [ÐLÊ cÔÐQç LeÞ `Ð]Òe 

jÊte ^fÐ e=e kÐBkÞmç, ]Þ' kÐ[Òe ]Þ̀ V jeÊA LÐQ J L`ÐfÒe ÒNÐÒV ^fÐ e=e VÞLÞmÞ Ð 

 

]ÑOà ]ÊBh QÐfÞh cÐBmç mcéÐ ÒLVÑ ÒVÍmçVÐ cÞÒSßÐeÑe ÒjÃ mÊBjçeÊ aÐkÐeÞ cÞÒSßÐeÑ _]Ñ LËÒf LËÒf _ÞOq 

S=m, cLÐ ÒM[, ÒRÐV aX TeZÐ, `ÐkÐX `aà[Ð]Þ @[ÞLÍc LeÞ, `¾Þc `ÒV LÔÐ_çjÐjç jÞVÞ jke `ÐÒM jeÞQÞ Ð 

ANeÊ HB ÒVÍmçVÞ cÞÒSßÐeÑ-LÔÐ_çjÐjç-ÒVµÐjç, HB [ÞÒ_ÐVÞ `ÍÒ]hLÊ Òef ÒdÐÒN ÒdÐNÐÒdÐN LeÊ\ÞmÐ Ð HB 

[ÞÒ_ÐVÞ `ÍÒ]he Aec÷ @leLÊ Ò_B HcçÒLVÑ aÐ jÕÒl`Òe ÒLVÑ ÒVÍmç bÐÒa `ÍjÞw HB jÊte ÒVÍmçVÞ Ð  

ÒLVÑ ÒVÍmçÒe @Ò_L TÞ@ QÐm«Þ, jÐBÒLmç QmÐ«Þ Ð LÞ«Ê, ÒNÐXÒe jÐ^ÐeZ[Ó QÞ`Ð kÐ$ç Ò`Ãç AD Ò]kÒe 

kÐ[LVÐ VÞ hÐVà MÒ¨ `ÞuÞ Ð jÐBÒLmç QÒmBaÐLÊ jÊaÞ^Ð ÒaÐmÞ Ð H TÞ@VÞ LÞ«Ê @[Þ @¡Ê[ Ð `ËeÐ elZhÑf 

ÒahbËiÐ [Ð'e Ð AD aX Lc_Ñ¯ [Ð' cÊkÜ Ð j]ÔSÐ[ ÒNÐmÐ` $Êm jÒ= [Êf_Ð LeÐ dÐB`ÐÒe Ð LSéf beÐ, 

cóN_¯_Ð AMÞ jkÞ[ mcéÐ _ÐL J Bi[ç ÒNÐmÐ Þ̀ JW jÐ=LÊ c_LÞZÐ kj Ð JXÞhÐe ÒmÐL`ÍÞ¯ jÕNÑ[LÐe @bÞSÞ[ç 

cSÊcç]Ðeç* ]Þ' `] NÑ[ hÊbÍLÐ«e cÒ_ `XÞmÐ - ""dÞH ÒcÐ j`Ò_ AjÞ _Þ]LÊ LmÐ QË_Ð QË_Ð, [Ê LÞ' ÒjB _Ñf 

_¯_Ð, [Ê LÞ' ÒjB _Ñf _¯_Ð Ð'' LÞ«Ê, LÞH HB mÐaZÔa[Ñ TÞ@, dÞH hÊbÍLÐ«e _ÐÜ ^eÞ XÐLÊQÞ, @\Q hÊbÍLÐ« 

[ÐLÊ AÒ]ßÐ QÞkÞÜ `ÐeÊ _ÐkÞÜ ? 

LÞ«Ê, hÊbÍLÐ« H jaÊ L\Ð L'Z bÐaÊQÞ ? hÐªÍÒe @RÞ - ""±ÑZÐÕ `]eÒSÐ eÐS_ç hLÍjÔÐ`Þ hÍÑ¯cç kÒe[ç Ð'' 

@\àÐ[ç ±Ñ cÐ_*e `Ð]^ËfÞ `XÞÒm AD ÒjcÐ_* @d\Ð jÕ¸hàÒe AjÞÒm jéNàe BtÍ aÞ' hÍÑkÑ_ ÒkÐBdÐA«Þ Ð 

hÊbÍLÐ« [' aÐkÐjÐkÐ ÒmÐL Ð HB TÞ@VÞ jÐÒ= LZ kÐjÔÐfÐ` LeÞaÐ WÞLç ka ? 

H`ÒV jÕ²ó[ ÒhìÐLe [ÐX_Ð J aÞÒaLe LÊWÐeÐOÐ[, Òj`ÒV @_ÞtÔ ÒjßÐtdÔàe @^ÞLÐeÑ, eË̀ jÑ _ÐeÑe 

ALiàZ Ð hÊbÍLÐ« ÒLÐD AXLÊ dÞa, SÐZÞ `ÐeÞmÐ_Þ Ð ±Ñ ÒmÐLVÞLÊ [XÞ Ò]B `Ëaà `eÞ OÊ=ÊXÞ cÐeÞ ÒhÐBa _Ð' [Ð' 

jÐÒ= LÞRÞ kjMÊjÞ L\ÐaÐràÐ LeÞa Ð hÊbÍLÐ« aX ]étéÒe `XÞmÐ Ð 

WÞLç ÒjBbfÞ ]étéÒe `XÞ\ÞÒm eÐSÐ ]ÊhÔ«, ckÐLaÞ LÐfÞ]Ðj* hLÊ«fÐ LÐaÔÒe Ð L\ÐÒe @RÞ, ""D`cÐ 

LÐfÞ]ÐjjÔ Ð'' @\àÐ[ç, LÐfÞ]Ðj* D`cÐ bfÞ AD D`cÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð LÐfÞ]Ðj* D`cÐ _ Ò]Òm ÒLßÐZjÞ ÒmMÐ jÕ`ËÀà 

kÊH_Þ Ð ÒmMLe ÒjßÐbÐNÔLÊ hÊbÍLÐ«e ]ÊhÔ«* L\Ð cÒ_ `XÞmÐ Ð  

 

eÐSÐ ]ÊhÔ« aZÒe bÍcZ LeÊ LeÊ hLÊ«fÐ* eË`Òe cÊNç^ ÒkÐB [Ð*Ê aÞaÐk LeÞ\ÞÒm J `ÒR AjÞ [Ð*Ê 
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Ò_Òa ÒaÐmÞ L\Ð Ò]B\ÞÒm Ð LÞ«Ê ¯Ð' bÞ[Òe FiÞ ]ÊaÐàjÐ* @bÞhÐ`Òe ]ÊhÔ« hLÊ«fÐ*Ê `ËeÐ`ËeÞ bÊmÞ dÐB\ÞÒm Ð 

LÐfLÍÒc hLÊ«fÐ ]ÊhÔ«* ]eaÐeLÊ dÞaÐ `Òe eÐSÐ aX @XÊAÒe `XÞ\ÐA«Þ Ð ]ÊaàÐjÐ* hÐ` ÒdÐNÊ hLÊ«fÐ*Ê 

QÞkðÞ `ÐeÊ_\Ð«Þ, LÞcéÐ ÒjßÐtdàÔa[Ñ _ÐeÑVÞLÊ aÞ' RÐXÞ `ÐeÊ_\Ð«Þ Ð ]ÊhÔ«* c_e HkÞ ]étéLÊ LÐfÞ]Ðj aÀà_Ð 

LeÞR«Þ, @[Þ jÊte bÐÒa Ð 

 

      ""B]cÊ`_[ÒcaÕ eË`cLìÞ½LÐ«Þ, Í̀\c `eÞNókÑ[Õ jÔÐ_ðÒa[Þ aÔajÔ_ç Ð 

       bÍce Ba aÞbÐÒ[ LÊtc«Ó [ÊiÐecç, _ Q MfÊ `eÞÒbÐ¦ÊðÕ _Ð`Þ hÒLðÐcÞ kÐ[ÊÕ ÐÐ'' 

 

- ÒLÒX jÊte ±ÑVÞH HWÞ D`yÞ[ ÒkÐBRÞ J ÒcÐÒ[ aÐkÐ ÒkBQÞ ÒaÐmÞ LkÊQÞ Ð ÒcÐe LÞ«Ê Òj L\Ð ScÐ 

cÒ_ `XÊ_ÐkÞÜ Ð [ÐLÊ aÐkÐ _ ÒkB NÍkZ LeÞaÞ ÒLcÞ[Þ; LÞ«Ê HB @`eË` ÒjßÐtdÔàa[Ñ TÞ@VÞLÊ kÐ[eÊ RÐXÞaÐLÊ aÞ' 

[' c_ dÐD_Þ Ð jÒ[ Òd`eÞ jLÐf jc¯Òe b@ÜeVÞH hÞhÞejðÐ[ SÊB $ÊmVÞ D`Òe Ò]ÐfÐ¯cÐ_ @ayÐÒe 

ekÞ\ÐH Ð hÞhÞe `XÞ\ÞaÐ ÒdÐNÊÜ SÊB$Ême ckÊ AjéÐ]_ LeÞ`ÐÒe_Þ, LÞcéÐ ckÊ ÒmÐbÒe `XÞ $ÊmVÞLÊ RÐXÞLeÞ aÞ' 

dÐB`ÐÒe_Þ Ð aÞQeÐ L'Z LeÞa hÊbÍLÐ« HÒa ? d]ÞJ, aÞeÐXÞ L`ÐfLÊ hÞLÐ RÞXÞQÞ ! 

hÊbÍLÐ«LÊ AD ÒahÑ jc¯ bÐaÞaÐLÊ `XÞmÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð [Ðe @_Ða_Ð QÞ«Ð^ÐeÐÒe aÔÐOÐ[ Ò]B TÞ@VÞ LkÞmÐ - 

[\Ð`Þ LZ cÒ[ QÞkðÞ `ÐeÊ_, hÊbÍLÐ« ? ÒcÐ Oe `eÐ HB _]Ñ LËfÒe, ÒjB ÒdÐD jÞLÐÒcÐeç NRe aZ Ò]MÊR, 

[Ð' `ÐMÒe Ð [Òc [' ÒcÐ Oe AN aÐÒV jaÊ h_ÞaÐe, eaÞaÐe jÐBÒLmç QÒfB Aj Ð AD, ÒcÐ Oe `ÐÒM 

ekÞ ÒcÐ `ÐBÜ ÒLÒ[ Ò`Íc LaÞ[Ð ÒaÐm, cÒ_ cÒ_ aÐ' ÒLÒa ÒLÒa aX `ÐVÞÒe aÞ' Ð HÒa cÒ_ `XÞmÐ cÊÜ LÞH 

? 

Ò`Íc LaÞ[Ð ? H TÞ@VÐ LÞ @jc÷a L\Ð LkÊQÞ ? 

@ahÔ hÊbÍLÐ«e LaÞ[ÐÒe aX ANÍk Ð Ò[Òa, BRÐ \ÞÒm aÞ' hÊbÍLÐ« [Ð SÑa_Òe ÒjÒ[VÐ LÞRÞ LaÞ[Ð 

ÒmMÞ`ÐeÞ_Þ Ð MÐmÞ LÒmSç SÑa_Òe, ÒLÒ[VÐ ]Êaàf cÊkÊràÒe SÒZ @Ò^ jk`ÐWÞ_Ñ*Ê DÒ~hÔ LeÞ ]Þ' QÐeÞVÐ 

LaÞ[Ð ÒmMÞRÞ Ð LÞ«Ê, ÒLÒa aÞ' jÐkÐj LeÞ Òj LaÞ[Ð LÐkÐLÊ Ò]B `ÐeÞ_ÐkÞÜ Ð HÒa aÞ' Ò`ÍßÐY SÑa_Òe hÊbÍLÐ« 

ÒjB LaÞ[Ð LÞRÞ jÐB[Þ eMÞRÞ; @[Þ ÒNÐ`_Òe Ð AD ÒaÒf ÒaÒf Òj ÒLkÞ _\ÞaÐ ÒaÒf `ÒY Ð @[Ñ[e L\Ð 

cÒ_ `LÐH Ð 

LÞ«Ê, ÒdDÜ hÊbÍLÐ« ÒdßÐa_e cÐ]L[Ð bÞ[Òe LaÞ[Ð ÒmMÞ aÞ' jÐkÐj LeÞ LÐkÐLÊ Ò]B `ÐeÞ_Þ, Òj LÊAÒX 

Ò`Íc LaÞ[Ð HB TÞ@ Oe ANÒe aX `ÐVÞÒe NÐD\ÞmÐ ! _ÞkÐ[Þ aÐÒS L\Ð Ð hÊbÍLÐ« AD jé ð̀ Ò]MÊ_Þ [' ? 

kWÐ[ç hÊbÍLÐ« c_Òe ÒNÐÒV @SZÐ b¯ ÒMfÞNmÐ Ð H' AD ÒNÐÒV bË[ LÞ' XÐkÐZÑ _ÊÒkÜ [' ? _Ð' jéNàe 

ÒLÐD @`çjeÐ cZÞi ÒahÒe HWÞLÞ AjÞRÞ, hÊbÍLÐ« D`Òe ]ÐD jÐ^ÞaÐ `ÐBÜ ? 

bÐe[Òe, `ÍÐLó[ÞL jÊicÐe N«ÐOe, _ÞLÐq_ aZ S=mÒe, ÒdDÜWÞ cÊ_Þ FiÞcÐÒ_ [`jÔÐ jÐ^_Òe aÔª, 

ÒjBWÞ jéNàe @`çjeÐ cÐÒ_ aÞ' \ÐA«Þ Ð cÊ_Þ FiÞ* ^ÔÐ_ bNð LeÞaÐ `ÐBÜ Ð  [Ð'RXÐ @Ò_L Ò]aÒ]aÑ aÞ' 

`ÍLó[Þe Ò_ßjNàÞL jÊicÐÒe aÞkéf ÒkÐB, `ÍLó[ÞLÊ _ÞS ekÞaÐ SÐNÐ bÐÒa aÐRÞ Ò_BR«Þ Ð jé¯Õ hÞa [' _ÞS ±ÑLÊ 

bÊmÞ kÞcÐf¯ ÒLÐfÒe ÒLDÜ A]Þc LÐfeÊ aÐj LeÞ AjÊR«Þ Ð cÐ' N=Ð [' N=Ð_]Ñ NbàÒe kÞÜ ek«Þ Ð 

d]ÞJ hÊbÍLÐ« H jaÊ L\Ð akÞÒe `YÞRÞ, [\Ð`Þ bÐe[Òe LÞ' AÒceÞLÐÒe Òj ÒLßÐZjÞ Ò]aÒ]aÑ*Ê `Í[ÔlÒe 

Ò]MÞ_Þ Ð Ò[ZÊ Òj yÞe_Þ¾Þ« Òd HcÞ[Þ LÞRÞ Ò]aÒ]aÑ, bË[, XÐkÐZÑ `ÍLó[Òe _ÐkÐ«Þ, ÒLaf cZÞi c_e LÁ_Ð 

cÐ[Í Ð 

hÊbÍLÐ«LÊ AD ÒahÞ bÐaÞaÐLÊ `XÞmÐ_Þ Ð [ÑdàÔLç AMÞÒe QÐkÞÜ TÞ@VÞ LkÞmÐ - [\Ð`Þ [Òc cÒ[ QÞkðÞm_Þ, 

hÊbÍLÐ« ? cÊÜ `eÐ [Êc `ÍZ¯Þ_Ñ Ð cÞÒSßÐeÑ _]Ñe @^ÞºÐ[ÍÑ Ò]aÑ LÐ]cÞéLÐ Ð [Òc [' jaÊÒaÒf ""jÊtÒe [ó©Þe 

@ajÐ] _ÐkÞÜ, ÒdÒ[ Ò]MÊ\ÞÒm _ËA ]ÞhÊ\ÐB'' A]Þ NÑ[ NÐB ÒcÐ ÒjßÐtdàÔe bË¯jÑ `ÍhÕjÐ Le Ð HB `eÐ NmÐ 

LÐmÞ c^ÔdÊNÑ¯ LaÞ ÒNÐ`ÐfLó» `p_Ð¯L* `Õ¦Þ - ""LÞ _Ð]Òe `ÍÐZ j=Þ_Ñ, hÊbÊRÞ L]cé aÒ_, hõã[ÞÒe jÊ^Ð 

aeiÞ, ^ó[Þ _ÐÒh c³Þ cÒ_ Ð'' - aX `ÐVÞÒe ÒaÐmÊ\Þm ÒcÐ Oe AÒN jÐBÒLmç QÒfBaÐ ÒaÒf ? d]ÞJ 
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cÞÒSßÐeÑ _]Ñ LËfÒe L]cé aZ _ÐkÞÜ, jÞLÐÒcÐeç aZ [' bràÞ Ð 

]Þ_ ]Þ' `kÒe ÒLVÑ ÒVÍmçÒe `ÐNfÐ cÐ_* `eÞ eÐ^ÐLó» Ò`ÍcmÑfÐ jcéfÞ[ NÑ[ jaÊ ÒcÐ Oe AÒN 

NÐBaÐe @\à L'Z ? d]Þ [Òc cÒ[ bm _ `ÐD \Ð@ ? _Ð cÊÜ H jaÊ L\Ð c_eÊ NYÞ LeÞ LkÊQÞ ? 

LÐ]cÞéLÐ `ÊZÞ LkÞmÐ - Í̀\Òc `Í\Òc cÊÜ [c D`Òe eÐNÊ\ÞmÞ Ð jÐ^ÐeZ cZÞi ÒkÐB jéNàe Ò]aÑ*Ê bm 

`ÐBaÐe A¸wàÐ [Êce AjÞmÐ ÒLcÞ[Þ ? LÞ«Ê, ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf SÐZÞmÞ, [Êce H Ò`Íc `Ð\àÞa Ò`ÍcWÊ bÞ_ð, ÒjÒ[ÒafWÊ 

[Êc `Í[Þ aÞ' ÒcÐ c_Òe NbÑe hÍwÐ AjÞmÐ Ð [cLÊ aÞ' cÊÜ bm `ÐB ajÞmÞ Ð  

hÊbÍLÐ« aX jÒtkÒe `XÞmÐ Ð BH LkÊQÞ [ÐLÊ bm `ÐDRÞ ÒaÐmÞ Ð AD Òj LÊAÒX Ò]aÑ LÐ]cÞéLÐ Ð 

ÒkB\ÐB `ÐÒe Ð _ ÒkÒm H @QÞkðÐ TÞ@VÐ hÊbÍLÐ«e _ÜÐ SÐZÞmÐ LÞ`eÞ ? ¯Ð' aÞ' j[ Òd, ÒLVÑ ÒVÍmçÒe 

jÐBÒLmç QÒfBaÐ ÒaÒf, _ÞRÐVÞA jc¯Òe, `ÐÍLó[ÞL jÊicÐ beÐ cÞÒSßÐeÑ _]Ñ, aZ `ÐkÐX ÒOeÐ `ÍLó[Þe 

@`eË` ÒjßÐtdÔàÒe aÞcÊNç^ ÒkÐB, hÊbÍLÐ« [Ê¨eÊ @`Ëaà DmâÐjÒe Ò`Íc jcéfÞ[ JXÞA NÑ[ jaÊ jé[Ó aÐkÐeÞ 

AÒj J Òj aÞ' ÒaÒf ÒaÒf ÒMÐmÐ c_Òe NÑ[ jaÊ aX `ÐVÞÒe NÐB\ÐH Ð LÞ«Ê, j[Òe L'Z BH jaàaÔÐ`Ñ 

Ò]aÑ LÐ]cÞéLÐ, AD Òj mÊQÞ mÊQÞ [Ð' NÑ[ jaÊ hÊZÊ\ÞÒm ? ckÐ aÞ`]e L\Ð Ð 

hÊbÍLÐ«e cÒ_ `XÞmÐ ckÐbÐe[e hÐ«_Ê* L\Ð Ð kªÑ_Ð`Êe _e`[Þ hÐ«_Ê cóN¯Ð LeÊ LeÊ @`Ëaà 

ÒjßÐtdÔàa[Ñ N=ÐÒ]aÑ*Ê bm `ÐB ajÞÒm Ð ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf aÍkêÐ*]ÐéeÐ jéNàeÊ @bÞh©Ð ÒkÐB N=ÐÒ]aÑ ÒNÐVÞH 

jÊteÑ _ÐeÑ ÒahÒe cràÔLÊ AjÞ \ÐA«Þ Ð @bÞhÐ`eÊ cÊLÊfÞaÐLÊ ÒkÒm cràÔÒe LÞRÞ _ÐeLÑ¯ LÐ¨ LeÞaÐe L\Ð 

\ÐH Ð HaÕ [Ð' jÐÒ= jÐÒ= ahÞº* ]ÐéeÐ @bÞh© @½ajÊ*Ê DwÐe LeÞaÐe ÒdÐS_Ð aÞ' \ÐH Ð hÐ«_Ê* jkÞ[ 

aÞaÐk HB jràÒe ÒkmÐ Òd N=ÐÒ]aÑ dÐkÐ LÒm aÞ' hÐ«_Ê LÞRÞ LkÞÒa _ÐkÞÜ Ð jÐ[SZ j]ÔSÐ[ hÞhÊ*Ê LÍcÐN[ 

bÐÒa _]ÑÒe aÊÒXB k[ÔÐ LmÐ `Òe ÒhiÒe @½c NbàÒe `Þ[Ðck bÑiê* S_ê ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ Ð @½c hÞhÊVÞLÊ k[ÔÐ 

LeÞaÐLÊ NmÐÒaÒf hÐ«_Ê* Ò^ßdÔàQÊÔ[Þ ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ Ð N=Ð hÐ«_Ê*Ê  RÐXÞ QÐmÞ dÐB\ÞÒm J hÞhÊVÞ @ÁÒL aqÞ 

dÐB\ÞmÐ N=ÐÒ]aÑ* `ÍÒLÐ`eÊ Ð 

LÞ«Ê, Òj [' ÒLÐD `ÊeÊZÐ dÊNe L\Ð Ð BH ÒkDQÞ LfÞLÐf Ð hÊbÍLÐ« eÐSÐ _ÊÒkÜ, SÒZ jÐ^ÐeZ cZÞi Ð AD 

BH Òd ÒNÐÒV Ò]aÑ ÒkÐB\Þa, [Ð'e aÞ' jc÷Ða_Ð Lcç Ð cÐ[Í, `ËeÐ`ËeÞ _ÒkÒm aÞ' L\ÐVÐLÊ @^Ð@^Þ aÞhÐéj _ 

LeÞ ekÞ kD_Þ Ð WÞLç ÒdcÞ[Þ hÊbÍLÐ«e bNaÐ_ç aÐ Ò]aÒ]aÑ*WÞ aÞhÐéj _ \ÞÒm aÞ' jaÊ WÐLÊe WÐLÊeÐZÑ*Ê Òj 

cÊ¨ÞA cÐÒe, ÒbÐN LÒe, NÊkÐeÞ LÒe - LÐÒf ÒjcÐÒ_ j[ ÒkÐB\ÞÒa Ð 

j[Òe BH d]Þ cÞÒSßÐeÑ _]Ñ Ò]aÑ LÐ]cÞéLÐ ÒkÐB\ÐH, [ÐkÐÒkÒm Òj ÒLÐD cÊkÊràÒe LÞRÞ @OVZ LeÞ 

Ò]B`ÐÒe Ð AMÞ ANÒe  cÞÒSßÐeÑ _]ÑVÐ LÊfÊ LÊfÊ hv LeÞ [Ð' N«aÔ `\Òe QÐmÞRÞ Ð ]ÑOà ]ÊB [Þ_Þ kSÐe 

cÐBmç @[ÞLÍc LmÐ `Òe jcÊ]ÍÒe cÞhÞa Ð HB TÞ@VÐ bm `ÐDRÞ LkÞ _]ÑÒe [ÐLÊ AD aÊXÐB ]a_Þ [' ? ÒdcÞ[Þ 

jé¯Õ N=Ð Ò]aÑ _ÞSe hÞhÊ j«Ð_ eËÒ` j©ajÊ*Ê S_ê Ò]aÐ `Òe `Òe N=Ð _]ÑÒe aÊÒXB aÊÒXB cÐeÞ\ÞÒm J 

HLcÐ[Í `Þ[Ðck bÑiê kÞÜ [Ð* LafeÊ aqÞ `ÐeÞ\ÞÒm ? 

LÞ«Ê, LÐkÞÜ ckÐbÐe[e HLL `ÊeÊi `Þ[Ðck bÑiê, AD LÐkÞÜ Ò[mmÊZ jÕjÐe NYÞ\ÞaÐ RÐe hÊbÍLÐ« ? 

`Þ[Ðck bÑiê jÞ_Ð N=Ð Ò]aÑ* LafeÊ @ÁÒL arÞàNÒm, ÒkÒm hÊbÍLÐ« H dÐa[ç ÒdÒ[ jaÊ ±Ñ ÒmÐL* 

jÕ¸hàÒe AjÞRÞ, ÒjcÐ_* c^ÔeÊ LÐkÐeÞ aÞ' LafeÊ aqÞaÐLÊ jlc ÒkÐB`ÐeÞ_Þ Ð HÒa `ÊZÞ jÞH @N[ÔÐ LÐ]cÞéLÐ 

kÐaÊXÒe `XÞQÞ Ð L'Z ka ÒLSÐZÞ, aÞ^Ð[Ð*Ê SZÐ Ð 

jÐkj aÐuÞ hÊbÍLÐ« LkÞmÐ - cÐ' LÐ]cÞéLÐ, ADZ ÒcÐ `ÍZ¯Þ_Ñ _Êk«Þ Ð cÊÜ [' aÐkÐjÐkÐ ÒmÐL Ð ADZ cÒ[ 

kBeÐZ _ LeÞ A`Z* aÐVÒe QÐmÞ dÐA«Ê Ð cÊÜ [' Òj ÒaqVÐ D`Òe AeÐcÒe ÒhÐB\ÞmÞ Ð 

""H LÞ L\Ð LkÊQ hÊbÍLÐ« ? [Òc bm LeÞ SÐZÞQ, [Òc cÒ[ bm `Ð@ Ð cÊÜ [Êce @[Þ @«e= Ð H\úÒe LÞRÞ 

mÐS LeÞaÐe aÐ' XeÞaÐe ÒLßÐZjÞ LÐeZ _ÐkÞÜ Ð cÊÜ ÒLÐD bË[ XÐkÐZÑ _ÊÒkÜ - H _]Ñe jé¯Õ @^ÞºÐ[ÍÑ Ò]aÑ Ð cÊÜ 

[Êce aÐ' [Êc ÒaßaÐkÞL SÑa_e  ÒLßÐZjÞ l[Þ LeÞaÞ ÒaÐmÞ [Òc QÞ«Ð LeÞ `ÐeÞm ÒLcÞ[Þ ? [Êc J ÒcÐ jÕ`Là 

_Þ[Ð« _ÞaÞX Ð cÊÜ [Êc SÑa_e c=f kÞÜ LeÞaÞ Ð'' 

kWÐ[ç TmLÐH \¨Ð `a_ aÐSÞmÐ hÊbÍLÐ«e cÊkÜÒe Ð Òj`ÒV @Ò_B Ò]MÞmÐ ÒafLÊ Òaq D`eVÐ MÐmÞ Ð 
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ALÐhe _Ñfe= Òb] LeÞ BNmç `lÑ ]Þ'VÐ QLçLeç cÐeÞ QÐmÞR«Þ, ÒLÜ LVe hv LeÞ, `ÍLó[Þe _ÞSà_ hË_Ô[ÐLÊ 

D`kÐj LeÞ Ð Òj`ÒV MeÒjÍÐ[Ð cÞÒSßÐeÑ _]Ñ [Ð' aÐVÒe akÞ QÐmÞRÞ LÊfÊ LÊfÊ _Ð]Òe, _ÞeaRÞ_ð bÐÒa Ð jÒ[ 

ÒdcÞ[Þ Ò`ÍcÞL J Ò`ÍcÞLÐ aÞi¯Òe kÞjÐaLÞ[Ða eMÞaÐLÊ [Ð' `ÐMÒe cÊkËÒrà aÞ' jc¯ _ÐkÞÜ Ð 

hÊbÍLÐ« AMÞ cfÞ cfÞ DWÞ ajÞmÐ Ð SÐZÞ `ÐeÞmÐ_Þ Òj, LÐ]cÞéLÐ j[ \ÞmÐ, _Ð' Òj MÐmÞ Òaq D`Òe ÒhÐB 

jé`ð Ò]MÊ\ÞmÐ Ð 

¯Ð bÞ[Òe ]ÑOà `Ðq R@ aià aÞ[ÞNmÐZÞ Ð jc¯ `ÐBÒm hÊbÍLÐ« jÐBÒLmç M¨ÞH ^eÞ cÞÒSßÐeÑ LËfLÊ AÒj Ð 

ÒjB ÒaqÒe @Ò_Lç jc¯ ajÞ LÐ]cÞéLÐLÊ @Ò`lÐ LÒe Ð HÒa aÞ' ÒjB Òaq @RÞ ÒLVÑ ÒVÍmçe hÒk 

`qªeÑ[c cÐBmç MÊÃ `ÐMÒe, ÒdDÜ ÒaqÒe [Ðe LÐ]cÞéLÐ jÐÒ= `Í\Òc Ò]MÐ ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ Ð ÒdßÐa_e D_êr 

cÐ]L[Ð LÐfe LeÐf LafÒe ÒLDÜ ]Þ_eÊ aÞmÊ© ÒkÐBNmÐZÞ Ð [\Ð`Þ LÐkÞÜLÞ LÐ]cÞéLÐ L\Ð QÞ«Ð LÒm HL @`Ëaà 

hÞkeZ ÒMfÞAÒj, hÊbÍLÐ«e c_Òe Ð H `dàÔ« Òj AD ÒLÒa LÐ]cÞéLÐLÊ \Òe aÞ' Ò]MÞ_Þ Ð LÞ«Ê, aX hÐ«Þ `ÐH 

Òj HBWÞ ajÞ, LÐ]cÞéLÐ L\Ð bÐaÞ Ð 

cZÞi J `ÍLó[Þ bÞ[Òe ÒdDÜ Ò_ßjNÞàL Ò`Íc, [ÐLÊ jÐ^ÐeZ `Ð\Þàa Ò`Íc jkÞ[ [Êf_Ð LeÞaÐ HL ^ó½[Ð cÐ[Í Ð 

   

 

Address: Sashi Satpathy, 2809 Butternut Ct, Columbia, MO 65201 
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aÊmÊ bÐB 

hÍÑ ÒNÐ`Ðf ckÐ«Þ 

 

"e=m[Ð eÊiÞRÞ ÒcÐ e=m[Ð eÊiÞRÞ, aÐ` Oe dÞa ÒaÐmÞ ÒNÐX LÐYÞ ajÞRÞ....' 

"V`ç V`ç ÒOÐXÐ QÐÒm, beÐ ]Þ'`ke MeÐÒaÒf...' 

"AÒNÐ QtÍcmâÞLÐ ...' 

"AceÞ NÐAÜe j& jLÐfe _Þ[Þ ]Þ_ L\Ð ÒdÒ[...' 

 

Òj ÒNÐVÞH jc¯ \ÞmÐ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf H NÑ[NÊXÞLÊ hËZÞaÐLÊ c_ QkmÞ DWÊ\ÞmÐ, HcÞ[ÞLÞ eÞµÐaÐmÐ cÊkÜeÊ 

hÊbÊ\ÞmÐ, "ÒcÐ e=m[Ð eÊiÞRÞ...' Ð 

NÐ¯L [ @^ÞLÐÕh*Ê SZÐ _Þ¾¯ - LÞ«Ê ÒLÒ[ SZ SÐZ«Þ LÐkÐe H ÒmMÐ ? 

^ÑeÐ (bm _Ðc ÒkDRÞ TeZÐ) LkÞÒa "cÊÜ SÐÒZ Ð AkÊeÞ @Ò_L NÑ[ c^Ô, [Ð*eÞ ÒmMÐ Ð LÞ«Ê -' 

[Ð*Ê LVLe [[çLÐfÑ_ jÕNÑ[ ]Ê_ÞA QÞkðÞ\ÞmÐ "aÊmÊ bÐB' _ÐÜÒe Ð jc¯ LkÞÒm 1954 `Òe`Òe 

ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf JXÞA jÕNÑ[ SN[Òe aÞeÐV Qkf `XÞNmÐ HL _ËA ^eZe NÑ[e A]e J `ÍjÐeÒe Ð 

Òj[ÞLÞÒaÒf AD SÒZ _ÐAÜ LeÞ AjÊ\ÞÒm - "ÒMÐLÐ bÐB' - @_Ô ÒLkÞ _Êk«Þ, Òj ÒkÒm jÊaÞMÔÐ[ NÑ[ÞLÐe J 

L¶hÞÁÑ @l¯ ckÐ«Þ Ð ÒjcÞ[Þ aÊmÊ bÐB AD ÒLkÞ _Êk«Þ, Òj ÒkDR«Þ NÑ[ÞLÐe `Ð\àjÐe\Ñ ckÐ`Ð[Í dÞH H 

D`ÒeÐ¦ NÑ[NÊXÞLe jÍºÐ J dÐkÐ*e HjaÊ NÑ[LÊ mNÐB @^ÞLÐÕh ÒmMÐ ÒMÐLÐ bÐB* L¶eÊ hÊZÞaÐLÊ cÞfÞ\ÐH Ð 

AD ^ÑeÐ ÒkÒm aÊmÊ bÐB* `_úÑ Ð 

HB aÊmÊ bÐB Je$ `Ð\à ÒcÐe jÐ= Ð bmbÐaÒe QÞkðÐ ÒkmÐ $LÑeÒcÐk_ LÒmSÒe ÒcÐe aÞ.H. `YÐe 

jk`ÐWÑ ÒkaÐeÊ Ð AÒc ]ÞÒkÜ NZÞ[ @_jà Ò_B\ÞmÊ aÐLÞ ]ÊB LÞ [Þ_Þ SZ*Ê cÞhÐB Ð cÊÜ [ÐLÊ XÐLÊ\ÞmÞ `Ð\à _ÜÐÒe Ð 

ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf Ace O_Þº[Ð HÒ[ _\ÞmÐ Ð Òj ekÊ\ÞmÐ kÒ½mçÒe @mNÐ jÐ=jÐ\Ñ* jkÞ[ Ð [Ðe aÞbÞ_ð aÞi¯Òe 

ANÍk \ÞmÐ - NÑ[, XÍÐcÐ, @_Ô dÐ LÞRÞ, HcÞ[ÞLÞ eÐS_Ñ[Þ `ÐVàÞ `ÐBÜ eÞµÐÒe aÊmÞ `ÍQÐe LeÞaÐ Ð ÒLÒa ÒLÒa 

ÒcÐ `ÐMeÊ NZÞ[ Ò_ÐVçjç cÐNÞ Ò_D\ÞmÐ Ð   

Òj AjÞ\ÞmÐ JXÞhÐe HL MÔÐ[_ÐcÐ `eÞaÐeeÊ Ð aÐ`Ð jÑ[ÐLÐ« ckÐ`Ð[Í jéÐ^Ñ_[Ð `ËaàeÊ \ÞaÐ aÞ^Ð_ 

`eÞi]e SÒZ jbÔ \ÞÒm Ð ÒSÒSaÐ`Ð bÐNa[ jÐc«eÐ¯ ckÐ`Ð[Í aÐQ¸[Þ \ÞÒm Ð LÐ«LaÞ mlêÑLÐ« ckÐ`Ð[Í 

\ÞÒm [Ðe aXaÐ`Ð dÐkÐ* `Ê@ ÒkDR«Þ jÐkÞ[ÞÔL, jéÐ^Ñ_[Ð jÕNÍÐcÑ J eÐS_Ñ[Þs _Þ[ÔÐ_t ckÐ`Ð[Í, HcÞ[Þ 

SZÐ\ÞÒm "XNe' `[ÍÞLÐe jÕ`Ð]L bÐaÒe Ð `ÞmÐVÞ ]Þ_eÊ `Ð\à aÐ`Ð*Ê keÐB\ÞmÐ  J 9 aià a¯jÒe AMÞVÞH 

keÐB ajÞmÐ Ð  

kÐB²Êmç `Òe [ÐLÊ aÐÒmhéeÒe `YÞaÐLÊ `XÞ\ÞmÐ [Ð'e `ÞBjÐ aÐÒmhéeaÐjÑ cÊ¦Ðe cÊLÊt `ÍjÐ] ]Ðj* 

[réÐa^Ð_Òe Ð aÐÒmhée RÐXÞmÐ `Òe `Ð\à `ÐV_ÐLÊ QÐmÞ dÐB\ÞmÐ AD SÒZ `ÞBjÐ, `ÐV_Ð kÐBÒLÐVàe 

AXçÒbÐÒLV NÒStÍ `ÍjÐ] ]Ðj* `ÐMLÊ Ð ÒjWÐÒe Òj ½ÐVÞjçVÞµçÒe Hcç.H. J aÞ.Hmç. `YÐ Òhi LeÞ ÒeÒb_çjÐ 

LÒmSÒe @^ÔÐ`L ÒkÐB ÒdÐN Ò]B\ÞmÐ 1955 cjÞkÐÒe Ð 

 

jÞH ÒNÐVÐH Òaf \ÞmÐ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf ÒeÒb_çjÐ LÒmS, LVL [\Ð JXÞhÐÒe HL _aÑ_ `ÍaÐk jó½Þ ÒkmÐ 

`eÞ SZÐ `XÞmÐ MÐjç LeÞ jÕNÑ[ J _ó[Ô SN[Òe Ð 1954 cjÞkÐÒe Aec÷ ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ Inter University 

Youth Festival Ð j[Òe mÐNÞmÐ ÒdcÞ[Þ dÊaÒ[Se HL aÞLÐh J `ÍjÐeZ Ð Ò$½ÞbÐmç ÒkD\ÞaÐ SÐNÐ _ËA]ÞmâÑe 

[ÐfÒLÐVÍÐ NÐXà_ç Ò]ÐkmÞ dÐD\ÐH Ð HWÐÒe JXÞhÐ _ÞSe ÒNßÐea `ÐBÜ _Ë[_ cÐNàe jËQ_Ð `ÐBmÐ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf 

`ÍÞ¯cé]Ð ckÐ«*Þ _ó[ÔLÊ HL jé[§ _ó[Ô ÒaÐmÞ NZÐÒkmÐ, aÞÒhi LeÞ Statesman MaeLÐNSe jÊ_Ðc @³àÞ[ 

arts critic Charles Febri* c[Òe Ð H OVZÐe LÞRÞ aià `Òe @ahÔ JXÞhÑ _ó[ÔLÊ hÐ±Ñ¯ _ó[Ôe cÐ_Ô[Ð 
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cÞfÞ\ÞmÐ Ð ÒjcÞ[Þ cÞfÞ[ NÐ_ `Í[ÞÒdÐNÞ[ÐÒe ahéÐj _ LeÞaÐ bfÞ JXÞhÐ `Í\c `Êe²Ðe `ÐB\ÞmÐ @«[Ó ]ÊB aià 

^eÞ Ð cÞfÞ[ NÐ_Òe bÐN Ò_D\ÞÒm @l¯* jkÞ[ ÒLÒ[L dÊaL J dÊa[Ñ Ð  

JXÞhÐ ]fe cÊMÔ [réÐa^Ð_Òe dÐD\ÞÒm BÕeÐSÑ @^ÔÐ`L [ÍÞÒmÐQ_ cÞhÍ Ð `Ð\à ÒeÒb_çjÐÒe ÒdÐN Ò]aÐ 

`Òe jkLÐeÑ bÐaÒe dÞaÐ Aec÷ LeÞ\ÞmÐ Ð [Ðe cÞfÞcÞhÞ QfÞaÐe `ÍLó[Þ RÐ[ÍRÐ[ÍÑ*Ê ALó½ LeÊ\ÞmÐ J $fÒe 

Òj ÒjcÐ_*e `ÍÞ¯bÐS_ ÒkÐB`ÐeÞ\ÞmÐ Ð 

BH [ \ÞmÐ ÒcÐ SÐZÞaÐe iº ]huÞ Òhi bÐNe L\Ð (1956 -1960) Ð B[Þ c^ÔÒe `Ð\à AjÞRÞ Ann 

ArborÒe \ÞaÐ University of MichiganÒe `Þ. HQçXÞ. LeÞaÐLÊ 1962Òe Ð ÒcÐe aÞbÐOe 1963Òe J Ace 

TÞ@VÞH ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ 1964Òe Ð aÞbÐOe `Òe Ò$eÞaÐ ÒaÒf bÐe[eÊ LÞRÞ JXÞA NÑ[ AZÞaÐLÊ dÐB LmÞL[Ð 

aSÐeeÊ LÞZÞmÞ Ð cÐ[Í `Ðq R@ M¨ 78 rpme ÒeLXà `ÐBmÞ Ð Ò$eÞ AjÞ Òj NÊXÞLÊ cÊÜ J ÒcÐ ±Ñ hÐ«Þ ]Þ_eÐ[Þ 

hÊZÞÒm aÞ aÞe¦ mÐNÊ_\ÞmÐ Ð 

1964Òe cÊÜ McMaster Unversitye @^ÔÐ`L bÐÒa ÒdÐNÒ]mÞ Ð 1965 cjÞkÐ Òka, ÒcÐe QÞLÐÒNÐÒe 

ÒNÐVÞH conferenceLÊ dÞaÐe ÒkmÐ Ð ÒjÒ[ÒafLÊ jéNà[ _fÞ_ÑLÐ« ÒkÐ[Ð LÐ_ÐXÐe m¨_ jkeÒe \ÞaÐ 

University of Western OntarioÒe `Þ. HQçXÞ. LeÊ\ÞÒm Ð Òj c^Ô `Ð\àLÊ SÐZÞ\ÞÒm [Ð*e ÒeÒb_çjÐ ekZÞ 

ÒaÒf Ð [Ð RXÐ HcÞ[Þ ÒkmÐ Òd Ac ]ÊBSZ*e jÐ= jËdÔà cÞhÍ aÞ `Þ.HQç.XÞ. LeÊ\ÞÒm QÞLÐÒNÐÒe Ð Ò[ZÊ WÞL 

ÒkmÐ Òd Òj J Ac `eÞaÐe jÐ= ÒkÐB QÞLÐÒNÐ dÞaÐ J aÐVÒe `Ð\àLÊ ÒbVÞaÐ Ð  

HÒ[ ]Þ_ `ee L\Ð, Ò[Òa `Ð\à jkÞ[ cÊÜ HÒ[ O_Þº [ _\ÞmÞ Ð ÒkÒm AÒc `kqÞmÐ ÒafLÊ Òj Ac `ÐBÜ 

MÐBaÐ eÐuÞ eMÞ\ÞmÐ J @Ò_L d_úÒ_mÐ Ð HBVÐ `Ð\àe @_ÔLÊ @[Þ A`ZÐe LeÞ Ò_aÐ NÊZ [Ðe @Ò_L NÊZ 

bÞ[eÊ ÒNÐVÐH Ð Òj[ÞLÞ _ÊÒkÜ, ÒcÐe dÐkÐ cÒ_ @RÞ, AcLÊ ÒaÐ^kÊH Ò]mÐ @l¯ ckÐ«Þ*e NÐB\ÞaÐ NÑ[e 

ÒV`ç Ð @ahÔ [ÐeÞ ÒmMÐ, LÞ«Ê cÒ_ `XÊ_ÐkÞÜ Òd Òj H L\ÐVÐLÊ Ace ÒaÐ^NcÔ LeÐBmÐ bfÞ LkÞaÐe Ð  

ÒjÒaWÊÜ AÒc e* bfÞ c_ `ËeÐB JXÞA NÑ[LÊ @_ae[ VÐDVÐD NÞfÞmÐ `eÞ hÊZÞaÐÒe mÐNÞmÊ Ð MÐmÞ ÒjB 

NÑ[NÊXÐL ]Þ_eÐ[Þ mÐNÞmÐ cÊ̈ Òe aÐDÒfB ÒkmÐ `eÞ Ð  

 

`e OVZÐ Ð cÊÜ QÐmÞNmÞ 1966Òe Delhi IITLÊ  -  Òj[ÞLÞÒaÒf dÊ¦eÐ½Íe QÐmàç½_çÒe \ÞaÐ XÐ. aÞS¯ ]Ðj 

]ÞmâÑ AIIMSÒe \ÞÒm J ekÊ\ÞÒm IIT  _ÞLVÒe \ÞaÐ Green ParkÒe Ð `ÐMÒe ekÊ\ÞÒm [Ð* cÐ J jÐ_ bÐB 

cÃÊ (jÊNà[ @eÊZ ]Ðj Òd 2009Òe Ò]k[ÔÐN LmÐ J ekÊ\ÞmÐ Washington, DC @qfÒe) Ð aÞS¯ aÐaÊ 

aiàL bÞ[Òe aÞaÐk LeÞ Stanford UniversityLÊ QÐmÞ AjÞÒm Ð HkÐeÞ bÞ[Òe `Ð\à ]ÞmâÑÒe \ÞaÐ bÐe[ 

jeLÐe* $ÔÐcÞmÞ `âÐ_ÞÕ ÒaÐXàÒe ÒdÐN Ò]B jÐeÞ\ÐH Ð aÞS¯ aÐaÊ dÞaÐ `Òe  [Ð*  F-46 Green Park  bXÐ 

OeLÊ Ò_mÐ Ð  [Ðe LÞ«Ê aÞbÐOe ÒkÐB jÐeÞ\ÞmÐ 1962 cjÞkÐÒe J ÒjcÐ_*e ÒNÐVÞH `Ê@ ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ Ð `Ê@VÞ 

_ÐÜ \ÞmÐ jÞwÐ\à, XÐL _ÜÐ mÊeÐ (Òj aràcÐ_ `eÞaÐe jk New OrleansÒe ekÊRÞ) Ð OeLÊ `hÞmÐ `Òe`Òe `Ð\à 

[Ð `eÞaÐeLÊ JXÞhÐeÊ Ò_B AjÞmÐ Ð 

HL aX `eÞarà_e kÐDA mÐNÞmÐ ÒjÒaWÊÜ Ð _ SÐZÞmÐ `eÞ RÐHÜRÐHÜ Ac ]ÊB `eÞaÐee jÕ`Là VÐZÊA 

ÒkaÐLÊ mÐNÞ\ÐH Ð cÊÜ ÒNÐVÞH Standard cÒXme NÐXÞVÞH LÞZÞ\ÐH Ð `ÍÐ¯ `Í[Þ juÔÐÒe AÒc Green Park 

dÐD\ÞmÊ `Ð\à OeLÊ, eaÞaÐeÒe c^Ô Ð cÃÊ aÞ AjÞ dÐH Ð AD cÞVÐ cÐcÊÜ (dÐcÞ_Ñ ÒcÐk_ ]Ðj dÐkÐ*Ê cÃÊ cÞVÐ 

cÐcÊÜ XÐLÊ\ÞmÐ) @$Þjç Ò$e«Ð @Ò_L ÒaÒf `kqÞdÐA«Þ Ð [Ð RXÐ @_Ô JXÞAcÐÒ_ AjÊ\ÐA«Þ Ð SZÐ `XÊ\ÞmÐ LÞ 

`Ð\à OeVÐ jÒ[ HL ^càhÐfÐ Ð 

LÐkÞÜLÞ_Ð ^ÑeÐ (`Ð\àe ±Ñ) @[Þ ÒjðkÑ, ÒaÐ^kÊH H\ÞÒe jéÐcÑ ±Ñe `Í[ÞÒdÐNÞ[Ð ÒkÒm LÞH SÞ[Þa LkÞaÐ 

cÊ²Þmç Ð ^ÑeÐ Ac ÒjÐee TÞ@, ÒcÐ jÐ_ bDZÑe jcjÐc¯ÞL J HL`ÍLÐe ÒcÐe ]ÊeÞA auÊ Ð `Ð\àLÊ cÞfÞaÐLÊ 

AjÞ @Ò_L ]Þ_ akÊ[ jc¯ @Ò`lÐ LeÞaÐLÊ `ÒX Òj @$ÞjeÊ ÒafÐÒafÞ AjÞ `ÐÒe _ÐkÞÜ ÒaÐmÞ Ð LÞ«Ê LÐkÐeÞ 

@bÞÒdÐN _ \ÐH aÞÒhi[Ó ^ÑeÐe QnàÐ ÒdÐNÊ Ð @Ò`lÐ LeÞ\ÞaÐ AN«ÊLcÐÒ_ _ÞS_ÞS bÞ[Òe L\ÐaràÐ LeÞ jc¯ 
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LVÐB ]Þ@«Þ Ð 

 

AÒc aÞ aÐecéÐe Òj @ayÐe bÊ¦ÒbÐNÑ Ð LÞRÞ _ ÒkÒm cÃÊ jkÞ[ N`j` ÒkÐBdÐH, Òj aÞ ÒNÐÒV 

cSÐ]Ðe MÐcMÞAmÞA `ÞmÐVÞH bfÞ, jaÊÒaÒf bÐB-bÐB AD hÐ«ÞLÊ Ò]C-Ò]C LkÞ L\ÐÒe cª \ÐH - AVàÞ½ 

ÒmÐL [ Ð  hÐ«ÞLÊ ÒLaf cÃÊkÞÜ Ò]C ÒaÐmÞ XÐÒL - ÒLÒ[ cÞWÐ ÒjB bÐB J Ò]C XÐL Ð 

]Þ_Le OVZÐ Ð L\ÐÒkmÐ AÒc jcÒª `ÐM Òe½ÊÒeÃÒe MÐBaÐLÊ dÞaÐ Ð AÒc `kqÞNmÊ, cÃÊ aÞ Ð ajÞRÊ, 

ajÞRÊ, jc¯ NXÞ QÐmÊ\ÐH, eÐ[Þ aYÞ QÐmÊ\ÐH, aÞ«Ê `Ð\à aÐaÊ*e Ò]MÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð  aÞQeÐ ^ÑeÐe cÊkÜ VÞLÞ ÒkmÐZÞ Ð 

ÒhiÒe AÒc QÐmÞNmÊ Òe½ÊÒeÃçLÊ Ð [\Ð`Þ @_ÐB ajÞRÊ, HB `kqÞmÐ ÒaÐ^kÊH Ð AhÐ RÐXÞ Ò]B\ÞmÊ `ÍÐ¯ Ð 

MÐBaÐ jeÞ AjÞmÐZÞ, Ò]M [ `Ð\à `kqÞmÐ AjÞ Ð jcÒª [ÐLÊ QÐkÞÜ \ÐA«Þ, ÒkÒm [Ðe Ò]ÐiÑÒ]ÐiÑ cÊkÜLÊ Ò]MÞ 

c_Òe ÒdÒ[ [ÊcÊf T&Ð jaÊ bÊjçLÞ_Ð DÒbBNmÐ @]Þ_ÞA a[Ðj `eÞ Ð jÞH \ÞmÐ `Ð\à, @[Þ A]ee aÊmÊ bÐB Ð 

F-46 Green Parke ÒmÐL Í̀Þ¯[Ð aÞS¯aÐaÊ* ekÞaÐWÐeÊ Aec÷ ÒkÐB jÐeÞ\ÞmÐ Ð Òj ÒjWÐÒe jejé[Ñ `ËSÐ 

LeÐB JXÞAcÐ_*Ê XÐLÊ\ÞÒm Ð `Ð\à \ÞaÐÒaÒf Òj yÐ_VÞe ckré @[Þ cÐ[ÍÐÒe aYÞ dÐD\ÞmÐ `eÞ cÒ_ ÒkD\ÞmÐ Ð  

`Ð\à [Ð `eÞaÐe jkÞ[ Ac IIT ajÐLÊ cTÞÒe cTÞÒe AÒj Ð ÒLDÜWÞLÊ aÊmÞNÒm jÐ= ÒkÐB dÐDÜ Ð jÐ\Ñ 

ÒkÐB Ac ]ÊB `eÞaÐe dÐB\ÞmÊ S¯ Ềe aÊmÞaÐLÊ Ð  

`Ð\à jÕ¸hàÒe AjÞÒm cÒ_ kÊH ÒdcÞ[Þ JXÞhÐe jÕNÑ[, _ó[Ô J _ÐVL SN[VÐ LVLÒe ÒLtÍÑbÊ[ \ÞmÐ J 

Òj \ÞmÐ Òj\ÞÒe NÊÒXB [ÊÒXB ÒkÐB @[Þ Oq cÐ[ÍÐÒe Ð ALÐhaÐZÑe XÞÒeLçVeç Ló»cËràÞ, ASÞe bÐe[Òe 

@]Þé[Ñ¯ aÕhÑaÐ]L keÞ`ÍjÐ] QDeÐjÞA, ÒjÒ[Òafe JXÞhÐe aÞhÞ½ ÒaÒkmÐ aÐ]L J jÕNÑ[ eQ_ÐLÐeÑ 

bÊaÒ_hée cÞhÍ kÊ@«Ê aÐ @l¯, `Í$Êmâ, jÞLte, `ÍZa, hÔÐcÐcZÞ, _ÞcàfÐ cÞhÍ, aÑZÐ Ò]aÑ kÊ@«Ê aÐ LÐfÑQeZ 

`p_Ð¯L, `ÍÞ¯cé]Ð, `*S ]Ðj, ÒLfÊ QeZ, Ò]a `ÍjÐ], eOÊ_Ð\ J jÕdÊ¦Ð `ÐZÞNÍÐkÑ kÊ@«Ê aÐ _ÔÐj_Ðmç cÔÊjÞL 

HÒjÐjÞHj_, LfÐaÞLÐh ÒLtÍ, @_ð`ËÀàÐ \ÞHVe, S_[Ð \ÞHVe aÐ _ËA ÒkÐB JXÞA jÞÒ_cÐ Òl[Í ÒkD - jaÊ [Ð 

`ÐMeÊ hÊZÞ Òj ]ÞNÒe cÊÜ akÊ[ LÞRÞ hÞMÞ\ÞmÞ Ð A¾dàÔ mÐÒN [Ðe ÒjkÞ @Lf_ @_ÊbÊ[Þ cÐ[Í ÒLBVÐ aiàe, 

1955-1962 bÞ[Òe ÒLaf Ð 

NÑ[ QnàÐÒaÒf `Ð\à `ÐMeÊ cÊÜ hÊZÞaÐLÊ `ÐD\ÞmÞ @l¯, AD @l¯e `ÍhÕjÐ Ð LÞ«Ê _ÞSe _ÜÐ ÒLDÜWÞ _ \ÐH - 

_Ð \ÐH aXÐcÞ, _Ð \ÞmÐ CiàÐ Ð cTÞÒe cTÞÒe `Ð\à LÞRÞ NÑ[ ÒV`ç ]ÞH ÒcÐÒ[ Ð LVL ÒeXÞJ Ò½j_çeÊ ÒV`ç 

ÒkÐB [ÐLÊ cÞfÊ\ÐH Ð 1968Òe _ÊA aÐkeÞ\ÞaÐ "LÞH LÐkÐe' QfQÞ[Íe NÑ[NÊXÞLÊ [ÐeÞ `ÐMeÊkÞÜ ÒcÐÒ[ cÞfÞ\ÞmÐ 

aÞÒhi LeÞ HkÐ jÞÒ_cÐ kmçLÊ dÞaÐ `ËaàeÊ Ð @l¯ ckÐ«Þ* _ÞÒ~àh_ÐÒe ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ Ð H\ÞÒe `Ð\à ÒmMÐ NÑ[VÞ 

"kÐ¯ c]beÞ AMÞ ...'LÊ NÐB\ÞÒm ÒjÒ[Òafe `ÍMÔÐ[ L¶hÞÁÑ hÔÐcmç cÞ[Í Ð bÐNÔLÊ NÑ[ hÊZÞaÐ `Òe`Òe 

AÒc Òj aià MeÐ ]ÞÒ_ LVL kÞtç jÞÒ_cÐ kmçÒe "LÞH LÐkÐe' Ò]MÞ\ÞmÊ Ð 

`Ð\àe HB ÒmMÞaÐe Djú [ cÊÜ aÐÒmhéeÒe Ò]MÞ _\ÞmÞ LÞ ANeÊ SÐZÞ _\ÞmÞ Ð Ò[Òa AjÞmÐ ÒLDWÊÜ J ÒLÒa 

? [Ð LkÞaÐ @_ÊjÐÒe, LVLÒe QÞkðÐ ÒkmÐ `Òe @l¯ [ÐLÊ LkÞ\ÞÒm Òd @_Ô NÑ[ÞLÐe* ÒmMÐLÊ NÐBaÐ `Òe 

Òj _ËA ^eZe ÒmMÐ ÒMÐSÊR«Þ Ð [Ð'e aÕhÒe ÒmMÐÒmMÞ LeÞaÐe h¦Þ D`Òe aÞhéÐj eMÞ [ÐLÊ `ÍaràÐB \ÞÒm 

ÒmMÞaÐLÊ Ð ÒjÒaWÐeÊ `Ð\àe Lmc QÐmÞmÐ Òd, Òj AD at ÒkaÐe _ÊÒkÜ Ð 

 

X. ÒeZÊ cÞhÍ "L\Ð L\Ð - LaÞ[Ð LaÞ[Ð' e 2014 2¯ jÕMÔÐÒe \ÞaÐ [Ð* ÒmMÐ "@[Ñ[e @B_ÐeÊ'Òe 

D`e `Íhðe Dre Ò]BR«Þ VÞLÞH bÞ_ð bÐaÒe Ð [Ð* ÒmMÞaÐ @_ÊjÐÒe @l¯ ckÐ«Þ Lk«Þ Òd aÊmÊ aÐaÊ*  (@l¯ 

HkÞ bÐaÒe XÐLÊ\ÞÒm) ekÞaÐ ÒcjçÒe @l¯* jkÞ[ [amÐ aSÐBaÐ jÐ\Ñ SÐ_LÑmÐm A]Þ[Ô ekÊ\ÞÒm Ð aÊmÊaÐaÊ 

mÐSLÊfÐ \ÞÒm J _ËA _ËA NÑ[ ÒmMÞ [LÞA [Òf mÊÒQB eMÊ\ÞÒm Ð ]ÞÒ_ Òj aÐ\çeÊcç dÐB\ÞaÐ ÒaÒf SÐ_LÑ 

[LÞA [fÊ ÒNÐVÐH ÒmMÐ LÐNS AZÞ Ò]MÐBmÐ Ð @l¯ ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf _ÞS c_ aÊTÞaÐ J ÒhÐÍ[Ð*e kó]¯LÊ RÊBÜaÐ 

bfÞ _ËA NÑ[ ÒMÐSÊ\ÞÒm Ð aÐjç cÞfÞNmÐç, NÑ[VÞ \ÞmÐ -  

e=m[Ð eÊiÞRÞ ÒcÐ e=m[Ð eÊiÞRÞ... 
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ÒjB]Þ_WÐeÊ Òd`eÞ aÊmÊ bÐB J ÒMÐLÐ bÐB ÒNÐVÞH XÐfe ]ÊBVÞ $Êm @aÐ ÒMÐLÐ bÐB $Êm ÒkÒm, aÊmÊ bÐB 

[Ðe ÒX> Ð  

aÊmÊ bÐB, ÒMÐLÐ bÐB* `ÐBÜ ÒmMÞÒm @je«Þ  "e=m[Ð eÊiÞRÞ' `eÞ NÑ[ dÐkÐ c_RÊAÜ J ejejÞA Ð cZÞiVÞ 

jkS J jef, ÒjkÞ`eÞ [Ð ÒmMÐe bÐiÐ jkS J jef Ð ÒmÐLVÞe ]e] J ]¯Ð \ÞmÐ, [Ð NÑ[e bÐa aÞ \ÞmÐ 

]e]beÐ AD @bÞcÐ_beÐ eÊiÐ, d]Þ ^eÞÒ_aÐ eÊiÞaÐVÐ aÐkÐeÞRÞ ]e]`ZÞAeÊ Ð AD ÒNÐVÞH L\Ð, `ÍÐ¯ jaÊ 

NÑ[NÊXÞL ÒeÐcÐÃÞLç @\àÐ[ç ejÞL[Ð`ËÀà Ð  aÞi¯aªÊ \ÐH Ò`ÍcÞLe ±Ñe eË`, c_ J Ò`Íc jcéuÒe ^ÐeZÐ Ð `ÊZÞ 

NÑ[e bÐiÐ bÐa`ÍaZ[Ðe aÞbÞ_ð jËlê @ÕhLÊ ÒMÐfÞ[ÐXÞ Ò]MÐBRÞ Ð d\Ð @bÞcÐ_e aÀà_Ð -  

e=m[Ð eÊiÞRÞ ÒcÐ e=m[Ð eÊiÞRÞ, aÐ`Oe dÞa ÒaÐmÞ ÒNÐX LÐYÞ ajÞRÞ  

c_LÊ [Ð NmÐ _ÐkÞÜ AZÞmÞ Òd NkZÐ , $Þ=Þ Ò]mÐ jaÊ ÒcÐe Ò]Ði LÞaÐ Lk_Ð 

^Ð_ DÜiÐ kÐ¨Þ `eÞ cÊkÜ [Ðe LeÞRÞ... 

ÒjkÞ`eÞ `kÞmÞ Ò`Íc J `Òe [Ðe eÊ`Ð«ee bÐiÐ - 

_ËA _ËA ]Þ_ ÒLÒ[ aX A]e, _ËALÊ `ÊeÊZÐ ÒkÒm [ÊW `\e 

Òd[ÞLÞ Ò]MÊ\ÞÒm Òj[ÞLÞ mÐÒN bm, AMÞeÊ ]Êe ÒkÒm AkÊeÞ ÒMÐÒS c_ 

]Þ' ]Þ_ QÞkðÐÒe [ _ÞSe 

...... 

jaÊWÊÜ bm HkÞ @f` SZÐhÊZÐ, VÞLÞH eÐNeÊiÐ VÞLÞH aÊTÐcZÐ 

L\Ð L\ÐÒL ÒLÒ[ QÐ[e 

  

`Ð\à mÐSÊeÐ \ÞmÐ j[, ÒeÐcÃÞLç \ÞmÐ_Þ LÞ ?  

aÊmÊ bÐB ÒmMÞÒm cÞfÞ[ NÐ_ HL _ÐkÞÜ _ \ÞmÐ Y=Òe - ejejÞA _ ÒkÒm c^Ô bÑiZ bÐaÒe ÒmÐL Þ̀Í¯ 

ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ Ð aÞi¯aªÊ J bÐiÐ @[Þ c_ÒmÐbÐ Ð hv ÒdÐS_Ðe ÒhßfÑÒe \ÞmÐ LÐeÊLÐdàÔ, d\Ð - "W`ç W`ç ÒOÐXÐ 

QÐÒm' aÐ "XÞaÞ XÞaÞ XÞaÞ aÐSB _ÐNeÐ" - dÐkÐLÊ hÊZÞÒm ÒhÐÍ[Ð AMÞ aÊSÞ @_Êba LÒe ÒdcÞ[Þ ÒOÐXÐ dÐDRÞ aÐ 

_ÐNeÐ aÐSÊRÞ Ð [Ð RXÐ HcÞ[Þ ÒmMÐ ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ Òd ÒdcÞ[Þ cÞfÞ[ NÐ_ NÐBaÐ ÒaÒf ILÔ[Ð (harmony) ekÞ 

`ÐeÞa Ð 1954 cjÞkÐ Inter University Youth Festival Òe "jée [Ñ\à' NÐB JXÞhÐ cÞfÞ[ NÐ_Òe `Í\c 

`Êe´Ðe Ò_aÐ `Òe JXÞhÐÒe aÞÒhi[Ó LVL ÒeXÞJ Ò½j_çÒe cÞfÞ[ NÐ_LÊ ÒmÐL`ÍÞ¯ LeÐBaÐe `ÍÒQ½Ð aYÞ 

dÐB\ÞmÐ -ÒcÐe cÒ_ kÊH H\Þ`ÐBÜ XÞÒeLçVeç Ló»cËràÞ J bËaÒ_hée cÞhÍ*e @a]Ð_ @Ò_L \ÞmÐ Ð  

1954 `Òe`Òe JXÞhÐe jÕNÑ[ Òl[ÍÒe HL _ËA dÊN jó½Þ ÒkmÐ Ð aÊmÊ bÐB* c_ RÊBÜmÐ ÒmMÐLÊ 

ÒMÐLÐbÐB* c_ c[ÐZÞA jéeeÊ hÊZÞaÐ HL c[ÊAmÐ bÐae ANÍkÒe `eÞZ[ ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ JXÞhÐe `Í[Þ ÒLÐÒZ 

ÒLÐÒZ Ð "ÒMÐLÐbÐB-aÊmÊbÐB' NÑ[e aÞÒhi[é \ÞmÐ `mâÑNÑ[ J A Ê̂_ÞL NÑ[e HL _Ë[_ ^eZe cÞhÍZ - 

aÐSÞmÐ cÐÒ[Í SZÐ `XÞ dÐD\ÞmÐ ÒjcÐ_*e ÒaÐmÞ; "@l¯ ckÐ«Þ-`Ð\à jÐe\Ñ' ÒdÐXÞe NÑ[ aÞRÐB NmÐ NÐÜ-

aSÐe aÐVÒe OÐVÒe Ð 

`Ð\à LVL RÐXÞaÐ `Òe`Òe @l¯ _ÞÒS NÑ[ ÒmMÞaÐ Aec÷ LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð NÑ[ÞLÐe bÐaÒe [Ð*e MÔÐ[Þ 

dÒ\½ Ð Òj c^Ô ÒeÐcÐÃÞLç NÑ[ ÒmMÞR«Þ @Ò_L, LÞ«Ê [Ð* ÒmMÐe ÒhßfÑ @_Ô `ÍLÐee Ð 

AÒc bÐe[ [\Ð ]ÞmâÑ RÐXÞmÊ ÒjB 1968 cjÞkÐ MeÐ]Þ_ ÒhiÒe Ð cÊÜ Ò$eÞ AjÞ\ÞmÞ McMaster 

UnversityLÊ Ð Ace jÊte @[Ñ[VÐ HÒa jÊwÐ D*Þ cÐeÊRÞ, [Ð \ÞmÐ cÐ[Í ÒNÐVÞH aiàLe Ð HÒa jÊwÐ cÒ_ @RÞ 

ÒNÐVÞH OVZÐ Ð AjÞaÐÒaÒf NÐXÞVÐLÊ aÞLÞaÐLÊ Òka Ð Standard NÐXÞ LÞZÞaÐLÊ NeÐM cÞfÞaÐ cÊ²Þm Ð `Ð\à SÐZÞmÐ 

`Òe ÒLßÐZjÞ `ÍLÐeÒe NeÐMVÞH WÞLçLmÐ Ð NÐXÞe LÐNS`[Í J V*Ð Ò]aÐÒ_aÐ L_VÒ`âjçÒe Òka Ð V*Ð _N], 

ÒQLçÒe _ÊÒkÜ Ð HÒ[ ÒmÐL NkfÞ J LÔÐjç aÔÐ`Ðe `ÐBÜ Òj _ÞÒS @_Ô SZ* jkÞ[ dÐB HkÐe QÊ¦Þ LeÐB _N] 

V*Ð jkÞ[ Ò$eÞ AjÞ\ÞmÐ ÒcÐ `ÐMLÊ Ð 
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`Ð\à Oee aÐ[ÐaeZ \ÞmÐ jef, _ÞeÐXcée LÞ«Ê be`Êe \ÞmÐ A]e J ÒjðkÒe - NYÞ\ÞÒm HkÐLÊ `Ð\à, 

^ÑeÐ AD cÃÊ cÞhÞ Ð $fÒe MÊa hÑOÍ ÒjcÐÒ_ ]ÞmâÑ JXÞA ÒNÐºÞe - JXÞA jcÐS, _ÑfÐQf jcÞ[Þ (kÐDjç 

MÐjçe SN_ðÐ\ ctÞe) -  _ÞLV[e ÒkÐB AjÞÒm Ð kWÐ[ç jÐÕ²ó[ÞL LÐdàÔLÍce [ÐmÞLÐ aYÞmÐ, [Ð jÐÒ=  aYÞ 

dÐD\ÐH JXÞA*e ANÍk J DjúÐk Ð  

WÞL Ac ]ÞmâÑ RÐXÞaÐ `Òe`Òe ÒjWÐÒe LÊcÐe Djúa `ÐBÜ @l¯ ckÐ«Þ*Ê @ZÐ dÐB\ÞmÐ `Ð\à J cÃÊe ÒQ½Ð 

J `ÍÒeÐQ_ÐÒe Ð ]ÞmâÑe aÞsÐ_ ba_Òe Djúa `Ðf_ LeÐNmÐ Ð H`eÞ HL Djúa ÒjWÐÒe LeÐBaÐ JXÞAcÐ_* 

`lÒe `Í\c \ÞaÐeÊ ÒjcÐ_* c_ LÊÒ¬ ÒcÐV ÒkÐB dÐD\ÞmÐ Ð Òj ]Þ_ eÐ[ÞÒe \ÞmÐ @l¯*Ê Ò_B HL aÞÒhi 

jÕNÑ[e Aje `Ð\à Oee RÐ[ D`Òe Ð eÐ[VÞÞ @l¯* jéeÒe ÒeÐcÃÞL ÒkÐB DWÊ\ÞmÐ ÒdcÞ[Þ H eÐ[Þ jeÞa 

_ÐkÞÜLÞ ?  

H ]ÊBVÞ SÐNÐÒe NÑ[ ÒeLXà LeÐ dÐB\ÞmÐ dÐkÐ Òj AN `eÞ ÒcÐÒ[ `Òe Ò]B\ÞmÐ Ð    

 

`Ð\à c^Ô bÐe[ RÐXÞ\ÞmÐ 1970Òe 

aÞhé aÔÐ*e ÒXÒcÐNÍÐ$Þ aÞhÐe] bÐaÒe 

BangkokÒe ÒdÐNÒ]B Ð A¾dÔà, [Ðe 

`ÍÒ$jç_Ðmç ]ÞNVÐ LÐkÐeÞ AMÞÒe `XÊ 

_\ÞmÐ, HcÞ[ÞLÞÞ ÒcÐe c^Ô, d]ÞJ AÒc 

]ÊBSZ StatisticsÒe `Þ.HQç.XÞ. LeÞRÊ Ð 

cTÞÒe Ace ÒbV ÒkÐBRÞ _ÞD¯Làe 

Yorktown HeightsÒe jéNà[ aÞcf Ló» 

ckÐ«Þ* (aÞcÊ bÐB) OÒe (OSAe SÒZ 

`ÊeÐ[_ ASÑa_ jbÔ) Ð [Ð'RXÐ Òj 

LÐ_ÐXÐÒe Ac OeLÊ \Òe AjÞ\ÞmÐ Ð 

 

1974 cjÞkÐÒe cÊÜ sabattical 

leave Ò_B LmÞL[Ðe Indian Statistical InstituteÒe ÒdÐN Ò]mÞ Ð dÞaÐ aÐVÒe cÊÜ J ÒcÐ `eÞaÐe 

BangkokÒe `Ð\à J [Ð `eÞaÐe `ÐÒM @VLÞ\ÞmÊ Ð ÒjÒ[ÒamLÊ `Ð\à J ^ÑeÐ*e AD ÒNÐVÞH `Ê@ (ÒNßÐ[c 

dÐkÐ `ÐMÒe ^ÑeÐ kÐB]ÍÐaÐ]Òe HÒa ekÊRÞ) J Ace AD ÒNÐVÞH TÞ@ \ÞÒm Ð [Ðe ]ÊBVÐ L\Ð cÒ_ `ÒX Ð 

Òj LkÞ\ÞmÐ, - ÒNÐ`Ðf HWÞ beef  jkÞ[ [ÊfjÑ`[Í `XÞ euÐ dÐH Ð [ÊfjÑ`[Í LkÞÒm basilLÊ aÊTÐH; HÒa H 

L\ÐVÐ jÐ^ÐeZ `eÞ mÐNÊRÞ, LÞ«Ê ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf @XÊA mÐNÊ\ÞmÐ Ð ]Þé[Ñ¯ L\ÐVÞ QÞkðÐB ]ÞH [Ðe kó]¯LÊ Ð AÒc 

AjÞmÐ ÒaÒf AcLÊ LÞRÞ jeÊ aÐj_Ð QÐDf J QÞ_Þ Ò]mÐ, MÐmÞ Òj[ÞLÞ _ÊkÜ, airportLÊ AjÞ Ace H\Þ`ÐBÜ 

ÒkÐB\ÞaÐ @^ÞL JS_LÊ LÊkÐLÊkÞ LeÞ MjÐB Ò]mÐ (AcLÊ [ ÒjWÐLÐe bÐiÐ SZÐ _ \ÞmÐ) Ð bÐe[Òe 

ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf bm QÐDf J QÞ_Þ jkSÒe cÞfÊ_\ÞmÐ Ð `Òe `ÊZÞ \Òe LmÞL[Ð AjÞaÐ ÒaÒf ÒjkÞ QÐDf J QÞ_Þ 

ÒaÐkÞ LeÞ Ac `ÐBÜ AZÞ\ÞmÐ Ð 

jc¯ QÐmÞ\ÐH... Òj ]Þ_ - ]Þ_VÐ \ÞmÐ 1976 SÊ_çÒe Ð aÞcÊ bÐB @QÐ_L Mae Ò]Òm - `Ð\à QÐmÞNmÐ Ð 

aÞhéÐj ÒkmÐ _ÐkÞÜ - cÐ[Í 43 aià a¯jÒe .... LZ ÒkmÐ, ÒLcÞ[Þ ÒkmÐ, ÒdÒ[ `Íhð LÒm aÞ [Ðe Dre cÞfÞmÐ 

_ÐkÞÜ Ð AD ^ÑeÐ J `ÞmÐ ]ÊBVÞ .... 

jc¯ NXÞ dÐBRÞ Ð ¯ÐeÞ bÞ[Òe 39 aià  aÞ[Þ NmÐZÞ Ð ^ÑeÐ, jÞwÐ\à J ÒNßÐ[c jc¯ J @ayÐ jkÞ[ dÊw 

LeÞ AÒNB dÐBR«Þ Ð  

cÊÜ dÐB kÐB]ÍÐaÐ]Òe `kqÞRÞ ^ÑeÐ `ÐMÒe HB Ò$aóAeÑ 6 [ÐeÞM ]Þ_ Ð  Òj lËÀà - HÒa jÊwÐ ]ÑOà 
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aÞeke NÐYÊA ]ÐN D*Þ cÐeÊRÞ, Òj HÒa NÐDRÞ `Ð\à ÒmMÐ NÊXÞL LÞ«Ê mÊk a]fÒe kjÞmÐ ÒQÒkeÐÒe Ð [Ðe 

L¶ @[Þ c^Êe J Òj ]ÞmâÑÒe \ÞaÐ ÒaÒf JXÞA jÐÕ²ó[ÞL LÐdÔàLÍcÒe bÐN Ò_D\ÞmÐ Ð NÐBÒm HÒa aÞ jÊte 

hÊbÊRÞ - jêó[Þ, [ÊÒc `ÐDÜh [fe _ÞAÜ - SfÊR, Sf Ð Òj LÒk LÞ "cÊÜ MÐmÞ ]ËeeÊ Ò]MÊRÞ ASÞ Òj ^ÑcÐ ^ÑcÐ 

SfÊ\ÞaÐ _ÞAÜLÊ' Ð  

 

cÊÜ aÞ ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf @¨ÐfÞ ÒkmÞ ÒjB @[Ñ[LÊ Ð 

^ÑeÐ lÊ• c^Ô Ð Ò[ZÊ `Í\cÒe \ÞaÐ NÑ[ aÐ `Ð\àe @_Ô NÑ[NÊXÞLÊ SÐZÞÒm jÊwÐ "LÞ«Ê' `eÞ `ÍhðaÐQL QÞkð 

c_Òe ÒNÐÒfB ÒkD\ÐH Ð `Ð\à ÒmMÐ NÑ[e `ÍQÐe ÒkDRÞ LÞ«Ê kÊH[ @_Ô NÑ[ÞLÐe* _ÐÜÒe Ð HkÐe j[Ô[Ðe 

HL _cÊ_Ð Ò]MÞaÐLÊ cÞfÞa [Òf ]ÞA dÐB\ÞaÐ web pageÒe- 

odiamusic.com/Category/CategoryResult.php?first=38Second=Kie+Kahara 
oriya.incredibleorissa.com/movie/kie-kahara  
 

Í̀\cVÞÒe "LÞH LÐkÐe'e jaÊ NÑ[e NÑ[ÞLÐe ÒmMÐ @RÞ Ò]a]Ðj 

ÒRÐVeÐ¯ Ð ]Þé[Ñ¯VÞe NÑ[ÞLÐe* c^ÔÒe `Ð\àe _ÜÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð 

ÒlÐbe BjÐeÐÒe ^ÑeÐ ÒcÐÒ[ aYÐB Ò]B\ÞmÐ akÞ MÒ¨ - "L\Ð L\Ð 

- LaÞ[Ð LaÞ[Ð' ÒcNÐSÞ_ç, X. ÒeZÊ cÞhÍ* `ÍauVÞ `YÞaÐLÊ LkÞ Ð 

1955 `Òe`Òe JXÞA jÕNÑ[ SN[Òe ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf HÒ[ aÞeÐV Qkf 

`XÞ dÐB\ÞmÐ, @«[Ó ÒdDÜcÐÒ_ HkÐe `RÒe \ÞÒm ÒjcÐ_*Ê QÞkðÐBaÐ J D`dÊ¦ j®Ð_ Ò]aÐ jcÐSe DQÞ[ 

_ÊÒkÜ LÞ ? Qkf ÒaÒf @Ò_L `Íhð LeÊ\ÞÒm, LÞH HkÞ @l¯ ckÐ«Þ AD LÞH Òj `Ð\à jÐe\Ñ ? @l¯ [ @ce 

ÒkÒm NÑ[ SN[Òe, LÞ«Ê `Ð\à jÐe\Ñ ? HkÞ `ÍhðLÊ DÒ~hÔ LeÞ HÒ[ ]Þ_ `Òe X. ÒeZÊ cÞhÍ (JXÞA aÞhÐe]) 

Lmc DWÐBÒm cÐXÞ QLVÞ ÒkÐB cÐVÞÒe cÞhÞ dÐB\ÞaÐ `Ð\à jÐe\Ñ ckÐ`Ð[Í*Ê S_[Ð ANÒe RÞXÐ LeÐBaÐLÊ J 

[Ð*Ê d\Ð\à j®Ð_ Ò]aÐe ÒQ½ÐÒe - Òj 2014Òe ÒmMÞ\ÞÒm "@[Ñ[e @B_Ðe'Ê Ð  

X. cÞhÍ* `ÍaueÊ cÊÜ `Ð\à ÒmMÐ ÒLÒ[ÐVÞ NÑ[e @Õh [Òf Ò]ERÞ Ð 

VÊ`çVÐ`ç L\Ð kÊH [ÐeÐ [ÐeÐÒe, NÊ`çQÊ`ç L\Ð bÐiÐ AMÞ AMÞÒe 

LÞH LÒk dÐkÐ ÒkmÐ \ÐD ASÞ H[ÞLÞ, LÐmÞ [ Ò]MÐÒka juÔÐe aÐjÒe... 

---- 

@Á [Ðe a¯j ÒaÐmÞ NÁ bm mÐÒN, hÊZÞaÐ mÐNÞ aÐkÐ_Ð LeÞ _ÞB[Þ AÒj AÒN 

ÒjB L\ÐLÊ j[e \e LÐkÞÜLÞ hÊÒZ ajÞ, `QÐeÞ Ò]Òm mÐSÒe jYÞ cÐVÞÒe dÐH cÞhÞ... 

---- 

cÊÜ ÒdÒa JW ÒMÐmÞ NÑ[ `Ò] DÒW NÐB, Òj AjÞ JÒW ÒcÐe kÐ[ [Ðe ]ÞH Ò\ÐB 

_Ð _Ð NÐ@_Ð LÐÒ_ LÐÒ_ dÐH MÐmÞ LkÞ .... 

---- 

LÕ`_ Ò[ÐfÞ ÒdÒ[ cÊÜ XÐLÞmÞ ÒcÐ c_ aÑZÐe [ÐÒe 

cËoà_Ð [Ðe `ehÞ `ÐeÞ_Þ [ÊceÞ cec aÐÒe .... 

 

X. cÞhÍ* [Ð* `ÍauVÞ Òhi LeÞR«Þ `Ð\àe AD ÒNÐVÞH ÒmMÐeÊ LÞRÞ `] DwÐe LeÞ dÐkÐ [Ð'e @[Þ @«e= 

auÊ @l¯ NÐB\ÞÒm Ð `] NÊXÞL ÒkmÐ - 

@l¯ cÊÜ Òd dÊN dÊN ^eÞ ^eZÑe aÊLÊ `Òe,  

eË` cÊÜ Ò_BRÞ LfÐ LÊhfÑe [ÊfÑLÐÒe ^eÐ Ò]B 

jÕNÑ[ eËÒ` hÞÁÑ c_e aÐe[Ð AjÞRÞ Ò_B,  
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$ÊVÞRÞ ÒLÒa cÊÜ ]e]Ñ LaÞe @ce ÒmM_Ñ NÐÒe Ð 

 

Òhi LeÊRÞ aÊmÊ bÐB*e "ÒLÐZÐLà' NÑ[eÊ dÐkÐ @l¯* L¶eÊ hÊÒb - 

HkÞ ]eÞAe LËÒfÒe, ÒLÐZÐeL ASÞ `Þe[Ñe a[Ñ SÐÒfÒe... 

 

ÒcÐ `ÐMÒe \ÞaÐ `Ð\à ÒmMÐ NÑ[ dÐ [Ð `ÐMeÊ cÞfÞ\ÞmÐ - 

(NÐBR«Þ @l¯) 

e=m[Ð eÊiÞRÞ  

jaÐeÞ QÐÒmÒe ^ÑÒe ^ÑÒe 

hÊZ dÐkLÊ dÞH ejÞmÐ 

_ÐÜVÞ [Ðe QÕ`Ð 

ÒcÐÒ[ jÐBmÐ jÐBmÐ ÒcÐ _ÐLe NÊZÐ 

cÊÜ LkÞmÞ jS dÐkÐ [Ê LkÞmÊ aÐjÞ 

LÞH `ÞuÞ\ÐH jÊ_Ð QÊXÞ kÐÒ[ 

`Ð_ LÞaÐ Òka ÒmÐXÐ 

_ËA _ËA ]Þ_ ÒLÒ[ aX A]e 

HÒ[ L\Ð \ÞmÐ Ò[Ð c_Òe 

SÐ[L `XÞRÞ eÐS ÒdÐVL 

aÐkÊÒe LÊVÐB Ò[Ðe eÐ^ÐLó» cËe[Þ 

AÒNÐ QtÍcmâÞLÐ 

_]Ñe _Ðc @fj L_ÔÐ 

Òj QB[Þ `eÞA  

MeÐ ]ÞÒ_ hÑ[ ÒkmÐ L_L_ÞA 

[Êc D`Òe LÞ eMÞaÞ bejÐ cÊkÞÜ 

LÞÒhÐeÞ `ÐÒhÐeÞ Ò] _Ð 

kÐ¯ c]beÞ AMÞ dÐH BjÐeÐÒe XÐLÞ 

HB TÊcçTÊcç 

LYÞÒe LYÞ ÒcÐe ÒNÐmÐ` LYÞ 

kÐ[Ñ jS Le 

LÊjÊc LÊjÊc ÒLfÞ LÊjÊc 

 

 

(NÐBR«Þ aÑZÐ Ò]aÑ) 

]Þ_ \ÞmÐ ÒdÒa QÐkÞÜ ajÞ\Þm 

_ÐQÞ _ÐQÞ ÒYDÒe c_ ASÞ dÐDÒe 

AÒc ]ÞÒkÜ _]Ñe ]ÊB LËÒf 

 

ÒLÐZÐLà - ASÞ ]eÞAe LËÒfÒe (NÐBR«Þ @l¯) 

 

cÞfÞ[ NÐ_ (@l¯ J jÐ\ÑcÐÒ_)  
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LÐqÞ aÞS¯ - LÐÒaeÑe _Ñf Sf^ÐeÐ LÐqÞ eÐBSe jÑcÐ RÊBÜ 

cÐZÞL ÒdÐXÞ - bL[e cÐ_ eMÞaÐLÊ ]ÞÒ_  

(ALÐhaÐZÑe "LÐqÞ aÞS¯' J "cÐZÞL ÒdÐXÞ'LÊ cÞhÐB `Òe ÒeLXàÒe aÐkÐeÞRÞ "LÐqÞ @bÞdÐ_' _ÐcÒe Ð) 

[@Ò`ÐB - ÒaÐB[ NmÐ aÐZÞS NmÐ B[ÞkÐjÒe ekÞmÐ MÐmÞ 

jmÞf [ó»Ð - cÊÜ jÊ_Ñf jÐNÒe \ÞmÞ Òd @[f SÒf cÞhÞ 

jéÐ^Ñ_[Ð ]Þaj - jÐ[ ]eÞAe Ae`ÐeÊ AjÞ aÞÒ]hÑ aZÞL]f 

AceÞ NÐAÜe j& jLÐfe  

ÒLeÞ ÒLeÞ jÊ_Ð ... AÒmÐÒmÐ cÐmÊZÞ H\LÊ D`Ð¯ Le  

 

jÕNÑ[ÐbÞ_¯ - Ló» NÐ\Ð   
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@ZÐ¯[ bÐNÔ 

aÞsÐ_Ñ ]Ðj 

 

HBVÐ jcÒª SÐZ«Þ Òd bÐNÔ Ace A¯[Òe _ÐkÞÜ Ð [\Ð`Þ ÒLÒ[ ]Ðhà_ÞL 

AhÐ Ò]B\Ð«Þ, "cZÞi _ÞS bÐNÔe eQ¯Þ[Ð' Ð ÒjcÞ[Þ jÐ^Ê jx cÐÒ_ aÞ `ÍaQ_ 

]Þ@«Þ, ÒLaf H S_êe bÐNÔ `ÐBÜ _ÊÒkÜ, `eS_êe bÐNÔLÊ H S_êeÊ _Þ¯§ZÒe 

eMÞaÐ `ÐBÜ LZjaÊ LeÞaÐ DQÞ[, Òj aÞi¯Òe HÒ[ D]ÐkeZe yÐ`_Ð Le«Þ Òd, 

ÒjcÐ_* @_ÊNÐcÑ cÐÒ_ H S_êLÊ bÊmÞ `eS_êe QÞ«ÐÒe jÐ^_Ð Aec÷ LeÞ]Þ@«Þ Ð jaÊ `eÐchà ÒaÒfÒaÒf LÐkÐ 

SÑa_Òe OVÞdÐH; ÒdDÜ cÐ_* SÑa_Òe @j[Ô `Í[Þ`Ð]Þ[ kÊH, ÒjcÐÒ_ k[bÐNÔ ÒaÐmÞ _ÞSLÊ ^eÞ_Þ@«Þ @\aÐ 

jÐ^Êjx cÐÒ_ ÒjcÐ_*e c_e _Þcàf[Ð Ò_B `Íhð Le«Þ Ð 

 

jÊ_Þ[ÐLÊ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf AbÐ `eÐchà Ò]mÐ Òd [Ð SÑa_e @OVZ `ÐBÜ Òj [Ð§ÞL jÐ^L j]ÐhÞa ckÐ«Þ* 

`eÐchà @_ÊdÐ¯Ñ LÐc LeÞaÐ DQÞ[, ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf jÊ_Þ[Ð cÊkÜÒe LÞRÞ LkÞmÐ_Þ j[, Ò[Òa bÐaÞmÐ, AD AbÐLÊ 

ÒLÒa `eÐchà cÐNÞa_Þ Ð AbÐ SÒZ XÐ¦e, `ÊZÞ AÒceÞLÐ Ò]hÒe `QÞhaiàeÊ @^ÞL ekÞmÐZÞ; [\Ð`Þ HcÞ[Þ 

NÊZÞNÐeÞXÞÒe ÒLcÞ[Þ aÞhéÐj LeÊRÞ ÒLSÐZÞ ? HcÞ[Þ NÊZÞNÐeÞXÞ jÒtkÒe ÒLÒ[ SO_Ô LÐ¨ ASÞaÞ OVÊRÞ JXÞhÐÒe, 

HLaÞÕh h[ÐvÑÒe c^Ô Ð cZÞicÐ_*Ê SÞ@«Ð Ò`ÐXÞ ]ÞAdÐDRÞ; _ÐeÑcÐ_*Ê DmNð LeÞ eX_ÞAÜÒe [Ð[Þ\ÞaÐ 

mÊkÐRXÞÒe jaà j®ÊMÒe `ÞVÐdÐDRÞ Ð SÒZ ÒaßsÐ_ÞL ÒkÐB jÊ_Þ[Ð LZ HjaÊ aÞhéÐj LeÞa ? Ò[Òa ALÐhLÊ 

ÒLcÞ[Þ aÐVLÊ AZÞa ? SÒZ aÞaÐkÞ[Ð _ÐeÑ, ]ÊBVÞ j«Ð_e S__Ñ, Òj _ÐeÑ jkÞ[ [Ðe HLcÐ[Í `Ê[Í ALÐhe 

jcéu Ð Òj]Þ_ ÒLcÞ[Þ _Þmà³ bÐÒa LkÞaÞÒ]mÐ jÞH aÐ`Ð, cÐ' J jÐ_bDZÑ ANÒe ? H`dàÔ« Òj AOÐ[eÊ _ÞSLÊ 

cÊ¦ LeÞ`ÐeÞ_Þ jÊ_Þ[Ð Ð AD eOÊ_Ð\* L\Ð RÐX Ð ÒdcÞ[Þ SÑa_ ÒjBWÞ jeÞdÐBRÞ Ð jÐ=jÐ\Ñ cÐ_* jÐc_ÐÒe 

ÒLcÞ[Þ cÊkÜ Ò]ÒMBÒa ? `Ê@LÊ HÒ[ Dn hÞlÐ Ò]Òm, XÐ¦e ÒkmÐ, Ò_ß[ÞL[Ð hÞlÐ Ò]Òm, ctÞe cÐ_*Òe 

jaÊÒaÒf ÒjéoÐÒjaÑ eËÒ` LÐc LeÊ\ÞmÐ; Ò[Òa H[ÞLÞ jÞH LÐkÞÜLÞ aÊTÞmÐ_Þ ? ÒdcÞ[Þ LDÜWÞ LZ aÐLÞ ekÞNmÐ; 

ÒjB QÞ«ÐÒe aÊXÞekÞÒm eOÊ_Ð\ Ð  

 

jaÊ auÊaÐua* OeLÊ dÞaÐAjÞaÐ at ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð j©ÐkÒhie NÑ[ Aje, jÞÒ_cÐÒ]MÐ, ÒjjaÊ aÞ atÒkmÐ 

Ð jÊ_Þ[Ð aÊTÞ`ÐeÞmÐ_Þ LZ LeÞa ? `Ê[Íe QÞ«Ð ^ÑÒe ^ÑÒe jéÐcÑ* `ÐBÜ QÞ«Ðe LÐeZ ÒkmÐ Ð cÊ¨Òe ÒLÒ[ÒLÒ[ 

MeÐ`QÞ«Ð aÞ `hÞmÐ, XÞÒ`Íj_ç, ÒdDÜVÐLÞ HdÊNe `ÍÐ¯[Ó jaÊÒmÐL*Ê NÍÐjÊRÞ; `ÊZÞ a¯²cÐ_* `ÐBÜ [ [ÐkÐ LÐf; 

ÒjB LÐf HÒa eOÊ_Ð\*Ê NÍÐj LeÞmÐZÞ Ð jÞH _ÞÒS aÞ [ XÞÒ`ÍjçXç; LÞRÞ _ LkÞÒm c^Ô jÐ=cÐÒ_ ÒLcÞ[Þ 

SÐZÞ`ÐeÊR«Þ Ð ÒhiLÊ _ÞeÊ`Ð¯ ÒkÐB jÞH AbÐ Ò]B\ÞaÐ [Ð§ÞL* Ò$Ð_ç _céeLÊ XÐ¯mç LmÐ Ð aÊXÞ dÐD\ÞaÐ 

ÒmÐLLÊ LÊVÐM¨VÞ jÐkÐ Ð 

 

Òj`VeÊ ^eÞÒm SÒZ c^Ôa¯² aÔ¦Þ Ð @«[Ó jéeeÊ ÒjcÞ[Þ @_ÊcÐ_ ÒkD\ÞmÐ Ð LVLÒe jÊ_Þ[Ðe aÐ`Ð, cÐ, 

bÐB, bÐDS jcÒª ek«Þ; ÒkÒm H @SÐNÐ OÐ, _ÞS `Ê@e H @`Lcà aÞi¯Òe Òj LZ `eÞaÐeLÊ SZÐB`ÐeÞa ? 

aeÕ j[Òe d]Þ [Ð§ÞL* ckÞcÐeÊ ALÐh Òj ±Ñ ÒmÐLe A¯[eÊ aÐkÐeÞ AjÞa [, ÒjBVÐ Òka bm jcÐ^Ð_ Ð  

 

""JÜ, QÐcÊ¨Ð¯ _cÓ; LÞH LkÊR«Þ Ð'' - [Ð§ÞL aÞhé_Ð\ ckÐ«Þ*e `Íhð Ð 

""AsÐ cÊÜ jÊ_Þ[Ð LkÊRÞ, _c²Ðe Ð AbÐ A`Z* _cée Ò]B\ÞmÐ Ð `eÐchà LeÞaÐe \ÞmÐ ÒcÐ `Ê@ aÞi¯Òe Ð'' 
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""_Þ¾¯, _Þ¾¯, A`Z* `Ê@e _ÜÐ LÊk«Ê Ð'' 

""ALÐh, ALÐh `V_Ð¯L Ð'' 

""a¯j?'' 

""QD[ÞeÞh Ð'' 

""ÒNÐ[Í Ð'' 

""be]éÐS Ð'' 

""eÐhÞ ?'' 

""SÐ[L [ AÒc ÒjcÞ[Þ LeÞ_Ê Ð Ò[Òa [Ð'e S_ê AÒceÞLÐ Ò]he ÒceÑmÐ¨ç eÐSÔe aÐmçVÞÒcÐeç jkeÒe, 

S_çjç k`çLÞ_çjç kjç`ÞVÐmçÒe, Òc 1 [ÐeÞM, 1980 cjÞkÐÒe, jLÐf 9VÐ `te cÞ_ÞVç Ð'' - AbÐ ÒdcÞ[Þ jaÊ 

aÒ[B\ÞmÐ, Òj jaÊ S_ê OVZÐ jÞH jÕNÍk LeÞ eMÞ\ÞmÐ J [Ð§ÞL*Ê a[ÐBÒ]mÐ Ð 

 

[Ð§ÞL kÊH[  LÞRÞ NZ_Ð LÒm Ð LÞRÞ jc¯e _Ñea[Ð `Òe jÞH ]ÑOàhéÐj Ò_B LkÞÒm, ""[c `Ê@LÊ SÒZ 

XÐkÐZÑ ah LeÞRÞ Ð'' 

 

jÊ_Þ[Ðe RÐ[Þ b¯Òe DWÞmÐ, `XÞmÐ Ð H XÐkÐZÑ hvLÊ kÞÜ jÞH OóZÐLÒe Ð [Ð`Òe ALÐh ÒdDÜ ±Ñ aÞi¯Òe 

LkÞ\ÞmÐ, jÞH aÞ ÒjB kjç`ÞVÐmçe SÒZ XÐ¦eÐZÑ Ð [ÐLÊ H [Ð§ÞL XÐkÐZÑ LkÞÒmZÞ Ð Ò$Ð_çÒe ekÞa _Ð Ò$Ð_ç 

LÐVÞÒ]a, LÞRÞ aÊTÞ `ÐeÞmÐ_Þ jÊ_Þ[Ð Ð D`Ð¯ LÞRÞ _ÐkÞÜ Ð Oe aÊXÞ `ÐZÞ A¶ÊH ÒkmÐZÞ Ð `Ê@LÊ Òj _ÐeÑ LafeÊ cÊ¦ 

LeÞaÐe AD LÞRÞ aÞ D`Ð¯ _ÐkÞÜ Ð 

 

jÊ_Þ[Ð `QÐeÞmÐ, ""ÒcÐ `Ê@LÊ cÊ¦ LeÞaÐe LZ LÞRÞ D`Ð¯ _ÐkÞÜ ?'' 

 

""@RÞ, _Þ¾¯ @RÞ Ð Ò[Òa @½^Ð[Êe HL aÞÒhi LaQ [ÞAeÞ LeÞ `Ê@ kÐ[Òe `ÞÒuBÒ]aÐLÊ `XÞa Ð'' 

""ÒkÒm `Ê@ [ XÐ¦e, ÒjWÞ XÐ¦eÐZÑ cÐ_*Ê aÞ [ LÞRÞ NkZÐ `ÞuÞaÐLÊ @_Êc[Þ cÞÒf_Þ Ð `Ê@ LZ cÊ]Þ `ÞuÞa ? 

AD LZ LÞRÞ D`Ð¯ _ÐkÞÜ ?'' 

""@RÞ, VÞÒL L½Le Ð cÊÜ @½^Ð[Êe HL LZÞLÐ [ÞAeÞ LeÞ XÐLÒe `WÐBÒ]aÞ Ð `Ê@LÊ Òj LZÞLÐVÞLÊ MÊABaÐLÊ 

`XÞa Ð Òj LZÞLÐe `ÍbÐaÒe `Ê@e c_Òe `eÞarà_ AjÞa Ð'' 

""ÒLÒ[]Þ_ mÐNÞa ?'' 

""A`Z kÜ LkÞÒm, jaÊ LÞRÞ ÒkÐBdÞa Ð Ò[Òa hÑOÍ cÒ[ LÊk«Ê Ð cÒ[ ÒdcÞ[Þ cÒ_ÒkDRÞ, VÞÒL ÒXeÞLÒm 

Òj XÐkÐZÑ _ÐeÑLÊ MÊaçhÑOÍ [Êce `Ê[Í QÞe]Þ_ `ÐBÜ _ÞSe LeÞÒ_a Ð'' 

 

jÊ_Þ[Ð AD LÞRÞ aÞ bÐaÞ_Þ Ð ""kÜ'' LkÞÒ]mÐ Ð 

 

@½^Ð[Ê LZÞLÐ [ÞAeÞ LeÐBaÐ J aÞbÞ_ð `ËSÐ`ÊSÞ `ÐBÜ @«[Ó ]ÊBkSÐe XmÐeç MnàÒkmÐ Ð H bÞ[Òe 

ÒLÒ[\e jÊ_Þ[Ð [Ð§ÞL* jkÞ[ `eÐchà LeÞRÞ Ð jaÊ eOÊ_Ð\* @ÒNÐQeÒe, jÞH OÒe _\ÞaÐ ÒaÒf Ð  

 

HcÞ[Þ ]ÞÒ_ Òj @½^Ð[Êe LZÞLÐVÞ Ò`Ð½çÒe AjÞ Oe WÞLZÐÒe `kqÞmÐ Ð Òj\ÞÒe `ËSÐe ÒbÐN aÞ \ÞmÐ Ð 

jÊ_Þ[Ðe ÒaßsÐ_ÞL c_ `Íhð LeÊ\ÞmÐ _ÞSLÊ, HcÞ[Þ @`eÑlÞ[ SÞ_Þi jÞH _ÞS j«Ð_LÊ MÐBaÐLÊ Ò]a LÞ? Òj\ÞÒe 

Òd LÞRÞ SÑaÐZÊ _ÐkÞÜ ÒaÐmÞ LÞH LkÞ`ÐeÞa ? AD Òj ^Ð[Ê Òd heÑe `ÐBÜ aÞiÐ¦ _ÊÒkÜ ÒjL\Ð ÒLcÞ[Þ jÞH SÐZÞa 

? 
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OÒe ÒjcÞ[Þ @hÐ«Þ mÐNÞ ekÞ\ÞmÐ Ð ÒLcÞ[Þ HL _Ñea @hÐ«Þ Ð TÞ@ @a«Ñ LÒmSÒe `ÒY, kÒ½mçÒe eÒk Ð 

bÐB, bDZÑ*e akÊ[ jÐ= Ð LÞH SÐÒZ jÞH LZ bÐaÊRÞ ? ALÐh [Ðe jÕ`Là aÞi¯Òe ÒOÐiZÐ LeÞaÐ ]Þ_WÐeÊ 

@a«Ñ Òj aÞi¯Òe LÞRÞ LkÞ_Þ Ð Ò[Òa, OeLÊ jaÊÒaÒf Ò$Ð_çLÒe J aÐ`Ð, cÐ'*Ê MÊjÞÒ]aÐLÊ ÒQ½ÐLÒe Ð 

eOÊ_Ð\*e LÞRÞ aÞ `eÞarà_ ÒkÐB_Þ Ð _ÞSLÊ `ÍÒaÐ^_Ð ]Þ@«Þ, jÊ_Þ[Ð*Ê aÊTÐ«Þ, ""Ace dÐkÐ LràaÔ \ÞmÐ, AÒc 

LÒm, HÒa jÞH [Ðe dÐkÐ LeÊRÞ LeÊ Ð'' ÒkÒm, _ÞS c_ bÞ[Òe jaÊÒaÒf L½ `ÐD\Ð«Þ eOÊ_Ð\; ÒjBVÐ 

jÊ_Þ[ÐLÊ LZ jÞH mÊÒQB`ÐeÞÒa, `BÜ[ÞeÞh aiàe jÕ`Là [Ð*e; kÐÒXkÐÒX jÞH aÊT«Þ eOÊ_Ð\*Ê, [Ð* QÐkÐZÑLÊ, 

[Ð* QÐmÞLÊ, [Ð* L\ÐaÐràÐLÊ Ð jaÊÒaÒf c_ R_R_, LÐÒf ALÐh Òj TÞ@VÞLÊ aÐkÐ ÒkB `XÞa? Ò[Òa [ jaÊ 

jeÞdÞa Ð  

 

jÊ_Þ[Ð _Þ¾¯ LmÐ Ð _Ð, jÞH _Þ¾¯ Òj ÒbÐN J @½^Ð[Ê LZÞLÐVÞLÊ MÊABa ALÐhLÊ Ð Ò$Ð_ç LeÞ ALÐhLÊ XÐLÞmÐ, 

""OeLÊ VÞÒL aÊmÞAÒj; LZ _ÞÒS ÒeÐÒiB LeÞ MÐD\ÞaÊ, AÒj VÞÒL @a«Ñe ¸ÍÞ=çÒaÍLç ÒafLÊ Ð LÊAÒX VÞÒL 

aÊmÞdÞaÐe Ò`ÍÐNÍÐcçLeÞaÐ Ð'' ALÐh kÊH[ cÐ' WÐeÊ HcÞ[Þ ÒjðkÒaÐfÐ bÐiÐ AhÐ LeÊ_\ÞmÐ, Ò[ZÊ eÐSÞ ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð 

ÒLaf OeLÊ AjÞa ]ÊB]Þ_ `ÐBÜ; aÊmÞ[ dÐBÒka_Þ; ÒkÒm bDZÑ jkÞ[ ÒbVÒka J aÐ`Ð, cÐ'*Ê kÊH[ VÞÒL 

aÊTÐBaÐe @aje cÞfÞa Ð jÊ_Þ[Ð jé`ð Ò]MÞaÐÒe mÐNÞmÐ Ð ALÐhLÊ Òj ÒbÐN J @½^Ð[Ê LZÞLÐ MÞeÞÒe bràÞLeÞ 

MÊABaÐe ÒdÐS_ÐÒe ekÞmÐ Ð jéÐcÑ*Ê aÊTÐBmÐ, ""dÐkÐ ALÐh LkÞa LkÊ, jÞH [ aXÒkmÐZÞ; AÒc LÐkÞÜLÞ [Ð 

SÑa_Òe ]MmÒ]aÐ ? Ò]ÒmaÞ jÞH ÒLÐD hÊZÞa ? Ò[Òa bNaÐ_*Ê XÐLÞaÐ Òd ALÐhLÊ bm aÊwÞ ]Þ@«Ê; bm 

aÞQÐe LeÊ, bm jÞwÐ« Ò_D Ð'' eOÊ_Ð\ ±Ñ*e HcÞ[Þ L\ÐÒe A¾dàÔÒkÒm; bÐaÞÒm, kÊH[ _ÞSe ]ÊÓMLÊ 

mÊQÐBaÐLÊ HcÞ[Þ _ÞSLÊ `ÍÒaÐ^_Ð Ò]aÐe _ÐVL LeÊRÞ jÊ_Þ[Ð Ð Ò[Òa jÞH c^Ô aÊTÞÒm, HÒ[ aX `Ê@LÊ Òj LÞRÞ 

LkÞ`ÐeÞÒa_Þ Ð  

 

cÐnàcÐj `te [ÐeÞM Ð @a«Ñ OeLÊ AjÞ\ÐH Ð [Ðe @_Ô jÐ=cÐÒ_ aÞ jaÊ _ÞS_ÞSe LÒmSçeÊ OeLÊ 

AjÞ\Ð«Þ J aÞb_ð ÒdÐS_Ð [ÞAeÞ LeÊ\Ð«Þ Ð ALÐh AjÞmÐ Ð ÒdcÞ[Þ LÞRÞ ÒkB_Þ, ÒjcÞ[Þ jcÒª _ÞS_ÞSe jÕ`LàÒe 

MÊjÞekÞÒm; ALÐhe Òj _ÐeÑauÊ, ÒdDÜ aÞi¯LÊ Ò_B HÒ[ aX ]ÊOàVZÐ OVÞNmÐ ÒjcÐ_* SÑa_Òe, ÒjL\Ð 

ÒLkÞ aÞ @a[ÐeZÐ LÒm_Þ Ð ALÐhLÊ MÞeÞ jkÞ[ ÒbÐN J @½^Ð[Ê MÊABÒ]mÐ jÊ_Þ[Ð; cÒ_cÒ_ SN_ðÐ\*Ê 

jÊceZÐ LeÞ [Ð§ÞL* [§aÞ]ÔÐe jÊ$f$fÞaÐ`ÐBÜ `ÍÐ\à_ÐLmÐ Ð   

 

]ÊB]Þ_ `Òe ALÐh Ò$eÞNmÐ Ð @a«Ñ cÐ'LÊ LkÞmÐ, ""SÐZÞRÊ [ bÐB SÊmÐB 4 [ÐeÞMÒe aÐkÐÒkaÐLÊ `âÐ_ç 

LeÊRÞ Ð'' 

""LÐkÐLÊ ?'' 

""LÐkÐLÊ cÐÒ_ Ð ÒjB LÍÞ½Þ_ÐLÊ Ð [Ð' jÐ=Òe dÞH LÐcLÒe Ð'' 

""LÐkÞÜ? AcLÊ [ LÞRÞ LkÞmÐ_Þ Òj ?'' 

""[ccÐ_*Ê j`àeÐBSç ]a Ð LkÊ\ÞmÐ_Ð jÞH SÊmÐB 4 [ÐeÞM ÒafLÊ [ccÐ_*Ê aÐkÐcÐjç dÞaÐLÊ Ð ÒjBWÞ 

j`àeÐBSç ]a Ð'' 

 

Òj]Þ_ eÐ[ÞÒe ÒhÐB`ÐeÞmÐ_Þ jÊ_Þ[Ð Ð j[Òe LZ Òj [Ð§ÞL* Ki^ LÐcLeÞa ? Òj LÍÞ½Þ_ÐWÐÒe LZ 

Ò]MÞmÐ BH, [ÐWÐeÊ ]haià aX, `ÊZÞ ]ÊB]ÊBVÐ `ÞmÐe cÐ' Ð `Í\c `[ÞWÐeÊ RÐX`[Í Ò_BRÞ Ð ÒdÒ[ Dnc_Ð 

ÒkÒm aÞ jÊ_Þ[Ð SÐZ«Þ Òj HjaÊ NÍkZ LeÞ`ÐeÞÒa_Þ Ð LÍÞ½Þ_ÐLÊ ÒLÒa aÞ jÞH ALÐh jkÞ[ Ò]MÞ jkÞ`ÐeÞÒa_Þ Ð 

AD eOÊ_Ð\* L\Ð RÐX Ð jÞH [ AkÊeÞ XÞÒ`ÍjçXç ÒkÐBdÞÒa Ð ÒjB]Þ_eÊ SN_ðÐ\* `ÐMÒe cÐ_jÞL LeÞ ABÜh 

RÐXÞÒ]mÐ jÊ_Þ[Ð Ð [Ð§ÞL* jk `eÐchà LeÞ AD ]ÊB[Þ_ÞVÐ aÞOð _ÐhLÐeÑ `ËSÐ LeÞ`LÐBmÐ Ð 
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H bÞ[Òe cÐÒj aÞ[ÞNmÐZÞ Ð jÊ_Þ[ÐLÊ XÞÒ`Íj_ç OÐeÞRÞ Ð SÊmÐB 4 [ÐeÞM ÒdÒ[ `ÐÒMBAjÊRÞ, [Ðe kó[ç¸t_ 

ÒjÒ[ aYÊRÞ Ð 

 

Òc cÐj 1 [ÐeÞM Ð ALÐhe S_ê]Þ_ Ð jLÐÒf ALÐhLÊ XÐLÞ hÊÒboÐ SZÐBmÐ jÊ_Þ[Ð Ð ALÐh akÊ[ MÊjÞ Ð 

ASÞ LÍÞ½Þ_Ð jkÞ[ S_ê]Þ_ ÒjmÞÒaÍVç LeÞa ÒkÐÒVmç ÒceÞ@Vç Òe Ð ALÐh ÒdÒ[ MÊjÞÒe ÒjjaÊ LkÊ\ÐH, jÊ_Þ[Ð 

Ò]keÊ e¦ `ÍaÐk ÒdcÞ[Þ at ÒkÐBdÐD\ÐH Ð cÒ_cÒ_ ÒdÒ[ @bÞjÕ`Ð[ \ÞmÐ,  jaÊ LÍÞ½Þ_Ð D`Òe aeiÞNmÐ Ð 

j[Òe Òj XÐkÐZÑVÐ `ÐBÜ [Ð' jÊMe jÕjÐe ASÞ bÐjÞdÞaÐLÊ ajÞRÞ Ð ceÞdÐA«Ð LÞ Òj XÐkÐZÑ Ð 

 

Òj]Þ_ eÐ[ÞÒe jÞH [Ð§ÞL*Ê XÐLÞ _ÞS c_e jaÊ ]ÊÓM NÐBNmÐ Ð `Ê@ Òd Òj TÞ@LÊ SÊmÐB 4 [ÐeÞMÒe 

aÐkÐÒkaÐLÊ ÒdÐS_Ð LeÊRÞ, ÒjL\Ð aÞ LkÞmÐ Ð [Ð§ÞL AhéÐj_Ð Ò]Òm, ""ScÐ aÔª kÊ@«Ê_Þ; ÒcÐ NZ_Ð LkÊRÞ, 

d\ÐhÑOÍ Òj aÞOð QÐmÞdÞa Ð'' 

 

Òc 11 [ÐeÞM ]Þ_ jLÐfÊ @a«Ñ Ò$Ð_ç LeÞ\ÞmÐ Ð Òj]Þ_ AÒceÞLÐÒe c]eçjç ÒX; cÐ' cÐ_* `ÐBÜ aÞÒhi 

]Þ_ Ð ""kÐ Þ̀ c]eçjç ÒX'' LkÞjÐeÞaÐ `Òe @a«Ñ LkÞmÐ, ""SÐZÞRÊ, bÐBe NÐmàÒ$Í¨ç LÍÞ½Þ_Ð ALçjÞÒXÃçÒe ceÞNmÐ 

Ð'' 

 

""LZ [Ê LkÊRÊ ? ÒLcÞ[Þ ?'' 

""ÒLcÞ[Þ cÐÒ_, XÞ_eç `ÐBÜ XÍÐBbç LeÞ AjÊ\ÞmÐ; ÒNÐVÞH dÊa XÍÐBbeç jkÞ[ ALçjÞÒXÃç ÒkmÐ Ð [ÐLÊ 

jÐÒ=jÐÒ= kjç`ÞVÐmç Ò_BNÒm Ð ÒkÒm ÒjWÞ LÞRÞ jc¯`Òe [Ðe ÒX\ç ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð'' 

""[Ò[ LÞH LkÞmÐ ?'' 

""bÐB ÒVLçjçVç LeÞ\ÞmÐ Ð'' 

 

jÊ_Þ[Ðe cÊ¨ QLçLeç MÐD\ÞmÐ Ð ÒLÒa aÞ [ jÞH QÐkÊÜ_\ÞmÐ Òj XÐ¦eÐZÑ TÞ@VÞe HcÞ[Þ @LÐf có[ÊÔ ÒkD Ð 

ÒLaf _ÞS Ề@VÞe bm baÞiÔ[ `ÐBÜ [Ð' `ÐVÞeÊ HcÞ[Þ LÐfL\Ð aÐkÐeÞ `XÞ\ÞmÐ Ð 

 

Ò[Òa [Ð§ÞL aÞ]ÔÐ LZ j[ ? `]Ð\à aÞsÐ_e `ÍÒ$jeç jÊ_Þ[Ð `V_Ð¯Le cÊ¨Òe aÞsÐ_e jË[Í jaÊ 

ekjÔc¯ cÒ_ ÒkD\ÞÒm Ð mÐNÊ\ÞmÐ jÒ[ ÒdcÞ[Þ ÒLDÜWÞ LÞRÞVÐ aÊTÞaÐLÊ aÐLÞ ekÞdÐBRÞ; ÒdcÞ[Þ H @^ÞÒbßÐ[ÞL 

jË[Í; dÐkÐLÊ LÐeZ Ò]B aÊTÞÒka_Þ LÞ aÊTÐBÒka_Þ Ð ÒLaf jÞwÐ« Ò_aÐLÊ `XÞa _ÞS c_e aÞhéÐj bÞ[Òe, 

bÐa_Ðe jËlê af¯ c^ÔÒe Ð  

 

XLçVeç aÞsÐ_Ñ ]Ðj ÒXV_ç, ÒceÑmÐ¨çÒe jéÐcÑ _Òeh ]Ðj J L_ÔÐ aÐNêÑ, cóZÐfÑ J hÐhé[Ñ* jk eÊk«Þ Ð 

JjÐLÊ DjúNàÑLó[ [Ð*e LaÞ[Ð `ÊªL "jÕ`Làe Òj[Ê' Haià aÞ]ÔÐ`ÊeÑ `ÍLÐh_ÑeÊ `ÍLÐhÞ[ ÒkÐBRÞ Ð HkÐ aÔ[Ñ[ 

N[aià [Ð*e NÁ jÕLf_ "ekjÔ' c^Ô `ÍLÐhÞ[ ÒkÐDjÐeÞRÞ Ð aÞsÐ_ÑLÊ ÒdÐNÐÒdÐN LeÞaÐe cÐ^Ôc ÒkmÐ - 

bigyanidas.osa@gmail.com. 
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cÞ_ÐÒ]C 

jÊÒmÐQ_Ð `p_Ð¯L 

  

 h*eÐ aÞmLÊ dÞaÐLÊ aÐkÐeÞRÞ Ð ÒLDÜWÊ aià aiàeÊ jÐB[Þ\ÞaÐ, RÞ̈ Þ 

AjÊ\ÞaÐ LcéfVÞH Ò]kÒe `LÐBRÞ Ð aÐaÊ* TÞ@ AÒceÞLÐeÊ AZÞ H LcéfVÐ 

ÒLÐD LÐÒf aÐaÊ*Ê Ò]B\ÞÒm Ð aÐaÊ [ÐLÊ Ò`XÞjÐB[Ð LeÞ ÒaÒf @Ò^ ÒOÐXÞ 

ÒkÐB\ÞÒa Ð cÐZajÐ ÒaÒf, ]ÞÒ_ h*eÐ-`Ê@, h_ÞA, jÐA«ÐZÑ cÐ'* kÐ[ 

c¨Ð`ÞWÐ MÐBaÐLÊ AjÞ\ÞmÐ aÐaÊ* OeLÊ Ð kWÐ[ç Òj]Þ_ bÐeÞ hÑ[ `XÞmÐ AD 

cÐ' [ÐLÊ ÒjB LcéfVÐ ÒOÐXÞÒkaÐLÊ Ò]B\ÞÒm Ð aÐµÒe ekÞekÞ WÐHWÐH $ÐVÞ 

dÐB\ÞmÐ Ð h_ÞA OeLÊ Ò$eÞmÐ lZÞ, h_ÞA cÐ' [Ð'WÊ AZÞ LcéfVÐLÊ jÐB[Þ 

eMÞÒ]mÐ Ð LÊAÒX ÒLcÞ[Þ aÐkÐeLÊ NÒm aÐ OeLÊ LÞH LÊZÞA AjÞÒm ÒjBVÐ 

ÒjcÐÒ_ aÐkÐe LeÞ LÊZÞA*Ê ]Þ@«Þ Ð ASÞLÐmÞ, NÊXÐH ]Þ_ NmÐ`Òe `ÊeÐ RÞ Þ̈ 

dÞaÐ `ËaàeÊ ÒjcÐÒ_ [ÐLÊ ÒahÑ aÔakÐe LeÊR«Þ Ð hÑ[ `XÞÒm ÒLDÜ ]Þ_ h*eÐ [ ÒLDÜ]Þ_ ±Ñ jÐaÞ ÒOÐXÐB 

kÊ@«Þ Ð h_ÞA aÞ ]ÞÒ_]ÞÒ_ SÞ]ç LÒe Òd [Ðe aÞ `ÐfÞ `XÞaÐ DQÞ[, ÒdÒk[Ê jÐA«ÐZÑ LcéfVÐ [ÐLÊ Ò]B\ÞÒm Ð 

LÞ«Ê ASÞ LcéfVÐ Ò]kÒe `LÐB h*eÐ AMÞLÊ mÊk AjÞNmÐ Ð `ÞmÐ]ÞÒ_ ÒLÒ[ jÞH cÞ_ÐÒ]C*Ê LÐÒMB\ÞmÐ - 

ÒLÒ[\e ^Ð_ aÐXÞA Ò]ÒMBaÐLÊ [Ð*Ê aÐeÞLÊ aÊmÐB Ò_B\Þa Ð ÒLÒ[\e LuÊ@ LeÞ Ò]ÐfdÐ[ÍÐ Ò]MÐB 

Ò_B\ÞmÐ Ð LÊAÒX AÒceÞLÐ NÒm Òd Ò]MÞaÐ j`_ `eÞ Ð ASÞ kWÐ[ç cÞ_ÐÒ]C HB XÞÒjcée jLÐÒf AjÞ NÐÜÒe 

`kqÞÒa ÒaÐmÞ Mae `WÐBR«Þ Ð HÒ[]Þ_ `Òe jÞH ]ÊB `ÞmÐ*Ê Ò_BLÞ AjÞÒa AD h*eÐ ÒjcÐ_*Ê Ò]MÞa, bÐaÞ 

bÐeÞ MÊjÞ ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð ÒdÐNLÊ Òj LcéfVÐ aÞ, cÞ_ÐÒ]C* L\Ð [ÐLÊ AkÊeÞ cÒ_ `LÐBÒ]mÐ Ð ÒjB MÊjÞÒe aX 

½Þmç NÞmÐjÒe NÞmÐÒj _ÐmÞ QÐ' AD cÊYÞ ]Þ'VÐ NÐcÊRÐÒe ^eÞ ]Ð¨ `Þ¨ÐÒe ajÞ\ÞmÐ Ð  

 jËdàÔ*e L@ÜfÞA LÞeZeÊ ^ÐÒe aÐe¨Ðe ÒNÐÒV LZÒe `XÊ\ÐH Ð `ÐM `XÞhÐ ÒLhaÐ aÞ AjÞ ]ÊAÒe 

ajÞmÐ Ð ÒLhaÐ, h*eÐWÊ `ÍÐ¯ ]h aià a¯jÒe aX Ð LÊÒxB LÊÒxB aÐe¨ÐÒe ajÞ [Ð' _Ð[ÊZÑ cÐfÞALÊ XÐL 

`LÐD\ÐH, "cÐfÞAÒmÐ, cÐ'WÊ ÒcÐ'`ÐBÜ LkÞ ]Ð«LÐWÞ AD `ÐZÞ YÐfVÐH cÐNÞLÞ AZÞmÊ Ð' cÐfÞA, aÐe aiàe TÞ@VÞH 

Ð ]ÊB`V `ÐDÜSÞ `ÞuÞ TÊcÊeÊ TÊcÊeÊ ÒkÐB `ÐZÞ YÐfÒe _Þcé-]Ð«LÐWÞVÐH `LÐB Ò]B jÞH ]DXÞ ]DXÞ `ÊZÞ Oe 

bÞ[eLÊ Ò$eÞNmÐ Ð [Ð' _ÞSe ]Ð«LÐWÞVÐH ]Ð«Òe LÐcÊXÞ AjÞ ajÞNmÐ ÒSÒS `ÐMÒe Ð ÒR` ÒcÒq aÐe¨Ð [fLÊ 

\Ê LeÞ Ò$Ð`ÐXÞ `QÐeÞmÐ, "h*eÐ ÒSÒS, [Òc LZ HÒ[ j@fÊ QÐ' `ÞBmZÞ, LÐBÜ LÊAÒX dÞaLÞ ?' h*eÐ LkÞmÐ, 

hÊZÞ_Ê LÞ, ASÞ `eÐ Ò[Ð' cÞ_ÐÒ]C NÐÜLÊ AjÞa Mae Ò]B\ÞmÐ Ð ÒjB\ÞmÐNÞ ajç½Ð¨çLÊ aÐkÐeÞRÞ Ð cÐfÞA LkÞmÐ, 

"cÞ_ÐÒ]C, AÒceÞLÐ cÞ_ÐÒ]C ?' cÐfÞA AMÞÒe @Ò_L `Íhð J JWÒe kj-^ÐÒe mÐMÞ ekÞ\ÐH Ð cÐfÞA 

`QÐeÞmÐ, "ÒSÒS, "cÒ[ VÞLÞH jÐ=Òe _Þ@« _Þ? cÊÜ aÞ [Ð*Ê Ò]M«Þ Ð [Ð*WÊ AÒceÞLÐ L\Ð hÊZ«Þ Ð bÊÒNÐf akÞeÊ 

jÞ_Ð `YÞRÞ, ÒkÒm j[Òe AÒceÞLÐÒe ekÊ\ÞaÐ ÒmÐL*WÊ ÒjWÐ L\Ð SÐZÞaÐLÊ bÐeÞ BRÐ ÒkDRÞ Ð' ]ÊB ÒM`ÐÒe, 

]ÊB QÐeÞVÐ `ÐkÐQ ÒXBÜ cÐfÞA h*eÐ Oe `Þ¨ÐÒe kÐSe ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð ÒSÒSe kÐ[ ^eÞ, AMÞLÊ AMÞ eMÞ @[Þ 

LÐLÊ[Þ ÒkÐB LkÞmÐ, "ÒSÒS, cÊÜ [cLÊ AÒ]ßÐ kBeÐZ LeÞaÞ_Þ, cÒ[ VÞLÞH jÐÕNÒe _Þ@«_Þ ? [c L\Ð jaÊÒaÒf 

hÊZÞaÞ, [cLÊ _ÐmÞ QÐ LeÞLÞÒ]aÞ Ð' h*eÐ aX kÜ VÐH LeÞ LkÞmÐ, "dÐ Ò[Òa aÐkÐe Ð ÒjcÐÒ_ ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf 

bÊaÒ_hééeeÊ aÐkÐeÞÒa SZÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð cÊÜ LÞ«Ê dÐB ajç½Ð¨çÒe ajÞ\ÞaÞ Ð' cÐfÞA `ÊZÞ ]ÊB ÒM`ÐÒe NÊZÊNÊZÊ ÒkÐB 

NÑ[ NÐBNÐB Oe bÞ[eLÊ dÐB $ÍLçVÐH ÒMÐSÞmÐ Ð $ÍLç ÒaÐmÞ [ÞÒ_ÐVÞ Ð ÒNÐVÞH, ÒjB cÞ_ÐÒ]C [Ð* TÞ@ ÒmÐmÐe 

`ÊeÊZÐ $ÍLç, [ÐLÊ ÒRÐV ÒkaÐeÊ Ò]B\ÞÒm, AD ÒNÐÒV NÐÜ dÐ[eÊ AC [Ð `ÐBÜ LÞZÞ Ò]B \ÞmÐ Ð AD ÒNÐÒV[ 

²Êm SÐcÐ Ð ÒLÐDVÐ `ÞuÞa jÞH WÞLç LeÞ `ÐeÊ _ \ÐH Ð cÐ'LÊ XÐL RÐXÞmÐ Ð Òj\ÞÒe ÒXeÞ ÒkmÐeÊ ÒjB ²Êm 

SÐcÐVÐLÊ `ÞuÞÒ]B aÐkÐeÞ AjÞmÐ Ð  
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 ÒLhaÐe Oe ÒaÐBÒm ÒNÐVÞH aMeÐ ÒhÐBaÐ Oe Ð j` `LÐB ÒSÒS, cÐ' J _Ð[ÊZÑ ÒhÐB dÐA«Þ Ð 

AjaÐa LkÞÒm aÐµ M¨ÞH Ð Òj\ÞÒe cÐ' MÒ¨ ]Þ M¨ mÊNÐ eMÞ\ÐH AD ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf ÒLcÞ[Þ MÊQÊeÐ `BjÐ 

mÊQÐB eMÞ\ÐH Ð ÒaÒf ÒaÒf ÒjB `BjÐ Ò]B _Ð[ÊZÑLÊ `WÐB NÐÜ cÊ¨ Ò]ÐLÐ_eÊ ]h `BjÐe NÊ¨Þ ÒkD aÐ 

AfÊ ]Þ'VÐ ÒkD AZÞ ]Þ_VÐH QfÐB]ÞH Ð OeVÐ _ ÒkÒm MÐmÞ MÐmÞ Ð H LÐxeÊ Òj LÐx dÐH ÒcÐVÐ ]DXÞVÐH 

auÐ ÒkÐB\ÐH ÒhÐBaÐ OÒe Ð Òj\ÞÒe jcª*e mÊNÐ, NÐcÊRÐ `XÞ\ÐH Ð aÐaÊ OeÊ ]hkeÐLÊ mÊNÐ MÒ¨ cÞfÞÒm 

[ÐLÊ ÒLhaÐ ±Ñ aÐµÒe eMÞ]ÞH Ð _ \ÞaÐe jÕjÐe [Ð*e, LÞ«Ê kj MÊjÞe jÕjÐe Ð jcÒª jcª*Ê bm `ÐA«Þ, 

LÐkÐe L'Z ]eLÐe `XÞÒm @ÃÐ bÞXÞ aÐkÐeÞ `X«Þ Ð h*eÐ AD ÒLhaÐ ]ÊB `eÞaÐe ÒkÒm aÞ ]ÊB bÐB `eÞ 

QfÞ AjÊR«Þ ÒLÐD @cfeÊ Ð ASÞ h*eÐ ÒSÒS jÒ= ajç½Ð¨çLÊ dÞaÐ cÐfÞA `ÐBÜ LÞRÞ _ËA _ÊÒkÜ Ð _ËA ÒkDRÞ 

cÞ_Ð Ò]C*Ê Ò]MÞa jÞH AN Ð NÐÜ ÒmÐL Ò]MÞÒa `ÒR Ð  

 cÐfÞAe MÊjÞÒe ÒNÐX [Òf mÐNÊ_\ÐH Ð aÐÜ `V LÐx ÒMÐ`eÊ `Ð_ÞAVÐ AZÞ cÊ¨Òe aÊmÐB AZÞmÐ Ð 

eÞa_VÐH aÐuÞa ÒaÐmÞ c_ QÐkÊÜ\ÞÒm aÞ jc¯ AD _ÐkÞÜ Ð h*eÐ QÐ' NÞmÐjVÐLÊ ÒjcÞ[Þ aÐe¨ÐÒe Ò\ÐB cÊYÞ[L 

NÐcÊRÐÒe aÐuÞ cÐfÞA jÐ=Òe ajç½Ð¨çLÊ aÐkeÞ NmÐ Ð ]ÊÒkÜ kÐ[ ^eÐ^eÞ ÒkÐB QÐmÞÒm LÞRÞ aÐV Ð kWÐ[ç cÐfÞA 

LkÞmÐ "ÒSÒS HcÞ[Þ L'Z AÒc MÐmÞ kÐ[Òe dÞaÐ ? cÞ_Ð Ò]C* `ÐBÜ $ÊmVÐH Ò_B\Ð«Þ !' h*eÐe jéeÒe aÞe¦Þ, 

LkÞmÐ, "`ÐÒNfÞVÐ _Ð L'Z, $ÊmVÐH L'Z Òka? Ò[Ð `ÐBÜ `ÊZÞ ÒXeÞ Òka Ð' cÐfÞA LkÞmÐ "cÊÜ HB NmÞ AD AjÞmÞ 

Ð' HLÐ ]DXÐÒe cÐfÞA Oe `R aÐXÞÒe kÐSe Ð 

 hÑ[ ]ÞÒ_ ÒLhaÐ J ±Ñ jÐaÞ aÐeÞÒe ÒLÐhfÐ hÐN `VÐH mNÐB\Ð«Þ Ð ]ÊB ^ÐXÞ m*Ð NR Ð m*Ð NR 

$Êm AD LiÞÒe bràÞ ÒkÐB\ÐH Ð `eÞaÐ _ \ÞÒm, m*Ð ÒNÐVÐH bÐ=ÞÒ]Òm `MÐfVÐ QfÞdÐH Ð hÞcé c&ÞeÊ NSÊeÞ 

m[ÐVÞH aÞ cÐXÞ\ÐH QÐfLÊ Ð aÐj_ cÐSÞaÐLÊ aX `\e MÒ¨ `XÞ\ÐH Ð ÒjBWÞ WÞA ÒkÐBRÞ ÒNÐmÐ` NRVÞH Ð 

cÐfÞAe AMÞ ÒNÐmÐ` $Êm D`Òe Ð Ò`xÐÒkÐB ]e$ÊVÐ $ÊmcÐÒ_ ALÐhLÊ QÐkÞÜ\Ð«Þ Ð cÐfÞA Òj\ÞeÊ ÒNÐVÐH $Êm 

RÞ¨ÐB, LÐÒf LÞH Ò]MÞa ÒaÐmÞ QÊ ç̀QÊ`ç `Ð] `LÐB eÐªÐLÊ aÐkÐeÞ HLÐ ]DXÐÒe ÒSÒS `ÐÒM kÐSe Ð ÒNÐmÐ` 

NRe LÃÐÒe kÐ[ VÞÒL AqÊXÞ ÒkÐB dÐB\ÐH Ð Òj\ÞLÞ [Ðe _ÞOÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð c_ [Ðe bÐeÞ MÊjÞ Ð $ÊmVÐLÊ Ò_B 

cÞ_ÐÒ]C*Ê D`kÐe Ò]a Ð NReÊ $Êm RÞ¨ÐBRÞ ÒaÐmÞ ÒSÒScÐ NÐfÞ Ò]Òm aÞ [ÐLÊ aÐ^Þa_Þ Ð 

 ]Þ_Le L\Ð cÒ_ `XÞ jÞH cÊeÊLÞ cÊeÊLÞ kjÞmÐ Ð [Ð'`Òe AD ekÞ `ÐeÞmÐ_Þ Ð LÐkÐLÊ [ ÒkÒm LkÞa ? 

²ÊmÒe ]Þ]Þ ]ÞÒ_ LkÞ\ÞÒm, "MÊjÞ aÐÃÞÒm aÒY' Ð Ò[ZÊ jÞH h*eÐLÊ MÊjÞe LÐeZ _ SZÐB ekÞ `ÐeÞmÐ_Þ Ð 

ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf [ÐLÊ AW aià ÒkÐB\ÐH Ð aÐaÊ* OeLÊ jÞH bÊaÒ_hée dÐB\ÐH Ð ÒjWÞ Òec_ç jLàjç `XÞ\ÐH Ð 

Òj[ÞLÞÒaÒf cÞ_ÐÒ]C [Ð* ]ÊB `ÞmÐ*Ê ^eÞ JXÞhÐ AjÞ\Ð«Þ Ð aÐaÊ jcª*Ê Ò_B jLàjç dÐB\Ð«Þ Ð jLàjçÒe AN 

^ÐXÞÒe aÐaÊOe `ÞmÐ* ÒcfÒe ajÞ cÐfÞALÊ jéNà `ÐBmÐ `eÞ mÐNÊ\ÐH Ð Òj[ÞLÞÒafLÊ jLàjçe ÒSÐLeç AjÞ 

cÞ_ÐÒ]B* `Ê@ jQÞ_ç kÐ[Òe ÒNÐm` $ÊmVÞH ^eÐBÒ]mÐ Ð jQÞ_ç [ÐLÊ ]ÊB `eM Ò]MÞÒ_mÐ`Òe, cÐfÞALÊ 

BÕeÐSÑÒe LZ LkÞmÐ AD $ÊmVÐ [Ð' kÐ[LÊ aYÐBÒ]mÐ Ð BÕeÐSÑ L\Ð _ aÊTÞÒm aÞ jÞH kÐ[ aYÐB $ÊmVÐ 

Ò_mÐ Ð aÐaÊ LkÞÒm, "Ò] ^e, _Ð[Þ [Ò[ ÒNÐmÐ` $Êm ]DRÞ Ð LkÊRÞ [Ð' cÐ'LÊ aÞ ÒNÐmÐ` $Êm bmmÐÒN ÒaÐmÞ Ð' 

ÒLÒ[ aià, jÞH Òj `âÐ½ÞLç $ÊmLÊ jÐB[Þ eMÞ\ÞmÐ Ð HÒa ]ÞÒ_ ^ËfÞÒe $ÊmVÐ MeÐ` Ò]MÐ dÐD\ÞmÐ ÒaÐmÞ 

ÒSÒScÐ' [ÐLÊ Ò$Ð`ÐXÞ Ò]mÐ Ð ASÞ, cÐfÞA, ^ËfÞÒe ÒNÐX ÒOÐiÐeÞ ÒOÐiÐeÞ QÐmÞmÐÒaÒf ÒNÐmÐ` $ÊmVÐLÊ d_úÒe 

[Ð' $ÍLç `ÒLVçÒe eMÞÒ]mÐ Ð ASÞ, $ÊmÒe jÞH AÒ]ßÐ ^ËfÞe ^Ðj mNÐB Ò]a_Þ Ð ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf `kqÞa bÐaÞ c_ 

[Ðe @yÞe ÒkD\ÐH Ð eÐªÐ cÒ_ ÒkD\ÐH @je«Þ Ð ÒLcÞ[Þ cÞ_ÐÒ]C*Ê Ò]MÞa ÒjBA [Ðe QÞ«Ð Ð 

 

 jLÐfe jËdàÔLÊ `R LeÞ ÒjcÐÒ_ ^ËfÞ ^Ëje LQÐ eÐªÐÒe QÐmÞaÐÒe mÐNÞ\Ð«Þ Ð NÐÜ eÐªÐ Ð H dÐH `ÞQÊ 

ÒkÐB_Þ Ð jaÊ aià BÒmLçj_ç ÒaÒf ÒmÐÒL AjÞ Lk«Þ eÐªÐ `ÞQÊ LeÞÒ]Òa Ð LÞ«Ê BÒmLçj_ç jeÞÒm ÒLkÞ AD 

^eÐ ]Þ@«Þ_Þ Ð aiàÐ]ÞÒ_ eÐªÐ @ayÐ _ LkÞÒm bm Ð eÐªÐ LXÒe cTÞÒe cTÞÒe LÞA aÊ]Ð, AD m*Ð Acée 

aNÞQÐ Ð h*eÐ XÐkÐZ`V aNÞQÐLÊ kÐ[ Ò]MÐB LkÞmÐ "H aNÞQÐ Ac aÐaÊ*e' Ð cÐfÞAe ÒLÐD\ÞLÞ _Se _ÐkÞÜ Ð 

jÞH HLÐcÊkÐÜ ÒkÐB QÐmÞ\ÐH Ð ]ËeeÊ ajç½Ð¨ç ]ÞhÊ\ÐH Ð NÜÐ cÊ¨Òe ÒRÐV ajç½Ð ç̈VÞH Ð NÜÐLÊ ÒNÐVÞH cÐ[Í ajç 
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AÒj Ð ]ÊBVÐ cÐVÐÒXÐeç AÒj Ð LÜÐ bÜÐ ÒmÐL VÐµÞ Ò_B Aj«Þ Ð VÐµÞ jÞ^Ð NÜÐ bÞ[eLÊ QÐmÞdÐH Ð ajç½Ð¨çÒe 

[ÞÒ_ÐVÞ QÐ' SfMÞA Ò]ÐLÐ_ Ð jaÊÒaÒf ÒjWÞ bÞX mÐNÞ\ÐH Ð NÜÐ aÐjÞtÐ aÞ ÒaÒfÒaÒf jc¯ LVÐBaÐLÊ 

ajç½Ð¨çLÊ Aj«Þ Ð aeÐ, `ÞASÞ J QÐ' L`çÒe N`j` MÊaç SÒc Ð juÔÐÒaÒf aDfNR Òa]Þ D`Òe [ÐjçÒMfe 

cÐX `ÒX Ð NÜÐ aÐmÐ QÐtÐ A]Ð¯ LeÞ Òa]ÞVÞH LeÞÒ]BR«Þ Ð eÐcÊ jÐkÊe NÊXÞA Ò]ÐLÐ_, NRe aÜÐ LXLÊ Ð [Ð 

Ò]ÐLÐ_Òe jaÊWÊ ÒahÞ bÞX kÊH; LÐeZ Òa]Þ D`Òe QÐkÐ L`ç ^eÞ NÜÐ dÐLe NÊmÞMVÞ QÐmÊ\ÐH Ð cÐfÞA ]ËeeÊ 

Òa]Þ AXLÊ @_ÐB ÒSÒSLÊ LkÞmÐ "ÒSÒS ASÞ LÐBÜ HWÞ bÐeÞ bÞX ÒkÐBRÞ ? ajçVÐaÞ WÞA ÒkÐBRÞ ! ajçVÐ MeÐ` 

ÒkmÐ _Ð LZ ?' h*eÐ bÐaÞmÐ j[ [, ajç [ ]Ò¨ WÞA ÒkaÐ L\Ð _ÊÒkÜ, ASÞ L'Z ÒkmÐ ? ajçLÊ ÒmÐL SNÞ 

ekÞ\Ð«Þ Ð L¨LçVeçLÊ ÒWmÞ Ò`mÞ VÞÒLVç VÞH ^eÞ ^jÞ`hÞ ÒLcÞ[Þ jÞVçVÐH `ÐBÒa ÒaÐmÞ jaÊÒaÒf cÐX ÒNÐf Ð 

ASÞ LÞ«Ê ÒmÐLNkfÞ Òa]ÞcËÒf Ò]MÐdÐDRÞ Ð  

 h*eÐ J cÐfÞA DjúÊL ÒkÐB ANLÊANLÊ QÐmÞ\Ð«Þ Ð ÒmÐLcÐÒ_ LkÊ\Ð«Þ, ajçe AµÞÒXÃçVÐH ÒkÐBNmÐ 

LÐeç jk Ð h*eÐ bÞX Ò`mÞ bÞ[eLÊ `hÞaÐÒe mÐNÞmÐ Ð cÐfÞA `Í[Þ [Ðe AD _Se _\ÐH Ð Òa]Þ `ÐMÒe `Íaf 

bÞX Ò]MÞ, h*eÐ ÒjB AXLÊ NmÐ Ð Ò]MÞmÐ ±Ñ ÒmÐLVÞLÊ hÊAB Ò]BR«Þ Ð `ÐMÒe `ÞmÐ ]ÞJVÞ WÞA ÒkÐB 

LÐtÊR«Þ Ð @Ò_L ÒmÐL ÒOeÞ ekÞ\Ð«Þ Ð LÞH LÞH "AcãémÐ_çjç LÐBÜ ÒXeÞ LeÊRÞ' ÒjB L\Ð LkÊ\Ð«Þ Ð NÐÜ NkfÒe 

ÒjB @jÊaÞ^Ð Ð XÐ¦eVÞH `ÐBaÐ LÐWÞLe `ÐW Ð AcãémÐ_çjç AjÞaÐ ÒafLÊ SÑa \ÞÒm ÒkmÐ Ð h*eÐ H bÞ[Òe 

Òa]Þ `ÐMÒe `kÜQÞNmÐZÞ Ð LÞ«Ê `ÐMLÊ dÐB Ò]MÞmÐ cÞ_ÐÒ]C*Ê ÒjWÞ LÞH hÊAB Ò]BR«Þ Ð [Ð' RÐ[Þ $ÐVÞNmÐ `eÞ 

mÐNÊ\ÐH Ð L'Z LeÞa Òj bÐaÞ `ÐeÊ_\ÐH Ð AÒceÞLÐeÊ AjÞ HWÞ HB @ayÐÒe ^ËfÞ ^Ëje ÒkÐB ÒhÐB ekÞR«Þ ! 

h*eÐ `ÐVÞeÊ L\Ð aÐkÐeÊ _\ÐH Ð Ò]keÊ LcéfVÐ LÐYÞ jÞH cÞ_ÐÒ]B*Ê ÒOÐXÐB Ò]B cÊ¨Òe kÐ[ Ò]B 

ajÞ`XÞmÐ Ð cÐfÞA ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf AjÞ [Ð `ÐMÒe RÞXÐÒkÐB jÊÜ jÊÜ ÒkÐB LÐtÊ\ÐH Ð `ÒLVçÒe ÒNÐmÐ` $ÊmVÐ 

ÒmÐL* QÐ`Òe cLQÞ ÒkÐB @ayÐ _\ÐH, [\Ð`Þ [Ð `ÞmÐ c_, ÒNÐmÐ` $ÊmVÞLÊ AÒª LÐYÞ cÞ_ÐÒ]C* kÐ[ 

`ÐMÒe Ò\ÐBÒ]mÐ - $ÊmeÊ `ÐMÊXÐ jaÊ `ÍÐ¯ RÞ¨Þ dÐB\ÐH, aÞLf ÒkÐB LÐtÞLÐtÞ jÞH LkÊ\ÐH "Òk bNaÐ_, cÒ[ 

`ÒR _Þ@ ÒcÐ cÞ_ÐÒ]BLÊ DÒWB ]Þ@ ....' jée [Ðe lÑZ hÊZÐ dÐD\ÐH Ð `ReÊ LÞH LkÊ\ÐH "aÞ^Þe aÞ^Ð_ ÒL 

LeÞa A_ !' 

 

 

 

 

jÊÒmÐQ_Ð `V_Ð¯L HmçLçeÞSç, ÒceÑmÐ¨çÒe ek«Þ Ð Òj JjÐe _a_ÞaàÐQÞ[Ð bÐBjç Ò Í̀jÞÒXÃç Ð 
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ପ ୋନ୍ କଲ୍ 
ସି୍ମତା ପଣ୍ତା 

 

ପ ସ୍ବୁକ୍ ନଥିଲେ ସତଲେ ମ ଜମା ଜାଣି୍ ହୁଅନ୍ତାନ,ି କାହାେ ଲକଲତ-ତମ ବବିାହ 
ବାର୍ଷିକୀ ଗୋ, କାହାକୁ ଲକାଉ ଗହଣ୍ା ଲଦାକାନେୁ ଲକମିତ ି ଏକଦମ୍ ଅବକିଳ ସୁନା ଲସଟ୍୍ଟ, 
"ମଲନ ପଡୁଛ ିନା ଅମକୁ ସଲିନମାଲେ କାଜେ କ'ଣ୍ ପିନ୍ଧଥିିୋ",  କ'ଣ୍  ଗିଫ୍ଟ୍ ମିଳେିା ଇତୟାଦ ି
ଇତୟାଦ ି । ଷ୍ଟାଟସ୍ ଏବଂ ଫ୍ଲଟା ଅପ୍ଲଡଟ୍ ଆସବିାେ ପାଂଚ ଲସଲକଣ୍୍ଡ ବ ି ଲହଇନ ି ଦଶଟା 
କଲମଣ୍୍ଟ । "ଅପା, ଭାଇ, କ'ଣ୍ ନ ଦଶିୁଛନ୍ତ,ି ପୁୋ ବବ୍େି ବଣ୍ଟ"ି, ଆଉ ଜଲଣ୍ ୋନୁଲଦଇଂକ 
କଲମଣ୍୍ଟଲେ ପୁୋ  ଗୀତଟା," yeh ankhein yeh chehra yeh noor, 
insaan ho ya pari ho tum, kitni fursat se banaya hoga 
tumhe banane wale ne" କୁ  କପି କେଲିଦଲେ । ମ  ୁକଲମଣ୍୍ଟ ପଢ ିପଢ,ି ମଲନ 
ମଲନ ଭାବୁଛ,ି ଯଦ ି ଲଫ୍ସ୍ବୁକ୍ ନଥାନ୍ତା, ସାଂଗସାଥୀ ଲକମିତ ି ଜାଣି୍ ପାେୁଥାଲନ୍ତ...", ଆଜ ି
କାେିେ େସି୍ତା କବୁଲ୍େ ଷ୍ଟାଣ୍ଡାଡ୍ ଲକଲତ ଉପେକୁ ଗୋଣି୍, ଲକଲତ ମହଂଗା ଲହୋଣି୍ ।“ ଠକି୍ 
ଏତକି ିଲବଲଳ ଦୀପି୍ତେ ଲଫ୍ାନ୍ ଆସେିା ।  

 
"କ'ଣ୍ ନଷି୍ଠା ନାନୀ, ଜାଗତୃେି ଲଫ୍ସ୍ବୁକ୍ ଫ୍ଲଟା ଲଦଖିଲେ? ଛ ିଛ,ି ଲସ କ'ଣ୍ ପିନ୍ଧଛି ି! ଲସଥିଲେ ଲଦଖନୁ୍ତ ନା, ଲୋକମାଲନ ଏଲତ 

ପ୍ରଶଂସା କେୁଛନ୍ତ ିଲଯ, ଓ.ମ୍.ଜ ି(OMG) ।“ 
 
ତୁଲମ ତା’ ଲହଲେ କଲମଂଟ୍ କେ ିଦଉନ ସଫ୍ା ସଫ୍ା, ତୁମ ମନଲେ ଯାହା ଅଛ ି। "ସତ କହବିାକୁ କଆି  ଡେବି,ି ସତ କହ ିପଲଛ ମଲେ 

ମେବି"ି, ଲବାେି ମ  ୁକହେିି । 
 
"ନଷି୍ଠା ନାନୀ, ଆପଣ୍ ଭେ କଥା କହୁଛନ୍ତ ି? ତା' ଲଫ୍ସ୍ ବୁକଲେ, ତା' ସ୍ଵାମୀ, ତା' ଭାଇ, ତା' ଯା, ତା' ଶାଶୁ, ସମଲସ୍ତ ତା'େ ଲେଣ୍୍ଡ, 

ଲକହ ିକଛି ିକହୁ ନାହାନ୍ତ,ି ଓେଟା ଫ୍ଲଟାକୁ ୋଇକ୍ ପଲେ ୋଇକ୍ ମାେ ିଚାେିଛନ୍ତ.ି..ଲମାଲତ ୋଜ ୋଗି ଯାଉଛ ି।" 
ହଉ ଛାଡ, ଆମେ କ'ଣ୍ ଯାଉଛ ିକହ ିମ  ୁଟପିକ୍ ବଦଲଳଇବାକୁ ଚାହିଁେି । ମଲନ ମଲନ ବାପୁଜୀଙୁ୍କ ଶ୍ରଦ୍ଧାଞଳ ିଜଣ୍ଉଥିେି ଭାବ ିଭାବ,ି 

"ମନ୍ଦ କଥା କହବିନି,ି ଲଦଖିବନି,ି ଶଣିୁ୍ବନି ି।" 
 
ଦୀପି୍ତ କନୁି୍ତ ଜମା ଟପିକ୍ ବଦଲଳଇବାକୁ ନାୋଜ୍ । ଲମାଲତ ୋଗୁଛ,ି ଦୀପି୍ତ ଲବାଲେ ଜାଣ୍ି ସାେେିାଣ୍ି, ଭେ କଲମଂଟ୍ ନ ଲେଖିଲେ, 

ୋଇକ୍ ନ ମାେଲିେ, ତାକୁ ଆଲସ୍ତ ଆଲସ୍ତ ଘଲେ ହଉଥିବା ପାଟକୁି ନମିନ୍ତ୍ରଣ୍ ଆସବିା ବନ୍ଦ ଲହଇଯିବ !! 
 
"ଆଉ, ଲଗାଲଟ କଥା ମଲନ ପଡ ିଗୋ ନଷି୍ଠା ନାନୀ । ଲସଦନି ନମ୍ରତା ତା' ଘଲେ ପାଟ ିକେଥିିୋ, ବହୁତ୍ ଲୋକଙୁ୍କ ଡାକ ିଥିୋ । ମ  ୁତ, 

ନୂଆ ନୂଆ ଆସଥିିେି, ଲତଣୁ୍ ଅଲେେୁ ଲବଶୀ ଲୋକଙୁ୍କ ଚହି୍ନ ିନ ଥିେି । ନମ୍ରତାେ ବାପାଙ୍କ ସାଂଲଗ ଲମା' ମଉସା ଲେଙ୍କାନାଳ କଲେଜଲେ 
ଏକାଠ ିପଢୁଥିଲେ । ଲସଇଥିେୁ ଲସ ଲମାଲତ ଚହି୍ନ ିଡାକଥିିୋ ଲବାଲେ? ଆପଣ୍ ଆସ ିନ ଥିଲେ?"  
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ମ  ୁଭାବୁଥିେି କହବି,ି ଲମାଲତ ତ ଲସ ଡାକ ିନଥିୋ, କନୁି୍ତ ଟଲିକ "ଆଲୋ ସଖୀ ଆପଣ୍ା ମହତ ଆଲପ େଖୀ"କୁ ମଲନ ପଲକଇ ଟାଳ ି
ଲଦେି । ଓଲ୍ଟା କହେିି, ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କ ପାଟକୁି କ'ଣ୍ ଆଉ ସବୁଲବଲଳ ଯାଇ ହଉଛ?ି 

 
"ଲସ ପାଟ,ି ନମ୍ରତା ତା' ବେେ ଚାଳଶି୍ତମ ଜନମଦନି ପାଇ  କେଥିିୋ, ଲମାଲତ ତ ୋଗଛୁ ିନମ୍ରତାେ ବେ ୪୫+ ।  ଲସଦନି ମ  ୁପ୍ରଥଲମ 

ଲଦଖିେି, ଆଟ୍ୋଣ୍ଟ। ଲୋକ ଲକମିତ ିଲବଶଭୂର୍ଷା ହୁଅନ୍ତ ି । ଆମ ଚକିାଲଗାଲେ ଏମିତ ିମା ଲୋ ମଲି୍ଲ ଲଫ୍ସନ୍ ଲକହ ି ହୁଅନ୍ତନି ି । ଲସଇଠି 
ଲମାେ ପ୍ରଥମ ଥେ ପାଇ  ଜାଗତୃ ିସାଂଲଗ ଲଦଖା ଲହଇଥିୋ । ଲସ ତା' ଆଡୁ ଆସ ିଦୁୁଃଖ ସଖୁ ଲହୋ । "ଏକୁ ଚହି୍ନଛି, ତାକୁ ଚହି୍ନଛି ଲବାେି 
ପଚୋ ଉଚାୋ କୋ । ଲମାଲତ ଲମା  କଲେଜ୍ ଦନିେ ୋଗିଂଗ୍ ମଲନ ପଡୁଥିୋ । ଲସଲତଲବଲଳ ଫୁ୍ଲେଇ ଲହଇ ଜଲଣ୍ଇ ବ ିଲଦୋ, 
ଜାନକୀ ପଟ୍ଟନାୟକ ଲମାେ ମାମ ,ୁ ତାଂକ ପଡଶିା ଶ୍ରୀକାନ୍ତ ପଣ୍ଡାଙୁ୍କ ତୁଲମ ଜାଣି୍ଥିବ ଲବାଲେ ।" 

 
"ଲଦଖଚୁନ୍ତ ିନା ନଷି୍ଠା ନାନୀ, ତା'େ ଲକମିତ ିକଳ୍ପନା, ଜେପନା; ଇଏ କ ିକଥା, ଲମା' ବାପା ଲଶେଟରେ ଛକଲେ େୁହନ୍ତ ିଲବାେି କ’ଣ୍, ମ  ୁ

ଲଯଲତ ଲୋକ ଲସଇ ସାହଲିେ େୁହନ୍ତ,ି ତାଂକୁ ଚହି୍ନଥିିଵ ି ?  ମ  ୁତ ବାହା ଲହୋ ପଲେ ବାପା େଟିାୟର୍ଡ଼୍ ଲହଇ ଲମଲରା ପାଖଲେ ଲଯଉ  
ଆପାଟ଼୍୍ଲମଂଟ୍ କମ୍ପ୍ଲେକ୍ସ୍ ଲହଇଛ ିଲସଠ ିଘେ କଣିି୍ଲେ । ମ  ୁସମଦୁାୟ ତନି ିବା ଚାେଦିନି େହଥିିବ ି। ଏଇଠୁ ଆଲମ ଏଲତ କମ୍ ଦନି ପାଇ  
ଯାଉ । ଲମା ଶାଶ ୁଘେ ଭାେ ିସଟରୀକଟ୍ , ନାତକୁି ଲଦଖିବା ବାହାନା କେ ିଲବଶୀ ଦନି ଲବାଉ ପାଖକୁ ଯିବାକୁ ଦଅିନ୍ତନି ି। ଆପଣ୍ ପିିଜ୍ ୟାଙୁ୍କ ଏଇ 
କଥାଟା ଲକଲବବ ିକହଲିବନ ି।" 

 
କଥା ସେୁନ,ି ସୟିାଲଡ ଲମା' ଦୁଇ ପୁଅ ବଭିିନ୍ନ ଆଳଲେ ତଳକୁ ଆସ ିଚାେ ିଥେ ପଇ ତୋ ମାେକି ିଗଲେଣି୍ । ଲମାଲତ ସତଲେ ୋଜ ବ ି

ୋଗିୋଣ୍ି ଏଇଆ ଭାବକି,ି ଲମା ପୁଅମାଲନ କ'ଣ୍ ଭାବୁଥିଲବ, ଆଜ ିମା ସକାଳୁ ସକାଳୁ ଗପଲେ ଏକଦମ୍ ବୟସ୍ତ । ସାନପୁଅକୁ ବାହାନା ବ ି
ମିଳଯିିବ ଭାଓେିନ୍ ଅଭୟାସ ନ କେବିାକୁ । ଆଜକିାେିକା ପିୋ କଛିବି ି ଖସୁଲିେ କେବିାକୁ ଇଚ୍ଛା ନାହିଁ । ଲଦଖାଯାଉ ଲଠେି ଲଠେି ତା 
ଲବଲହୋ ବାଦନ ଲକଲତ ଆଗଉଛ ି। ଆମକୁ ସଲୁଯାଗ ମିଳୁ ନଥିୋ । ଲବଲଳ ଲବଲଳ ୋଗୁଛ,ି ଖାେିଟାଲେ ଅବୋନଙୁ୍କ ଲପାରୁ୍ଷଛ ି। ମୁଁ ବି 

ଘଣ୍ଟାକୁ ଅନଉଛି, ଭାବୁଛ,ି ଦୀପି୍ତ ଯଦ ିତା ମନଲଖାୋ ଗପ ଲପଡ ିଆଉ ଦୁଇ ମିନଟି୍ଲେ ବନ୍ଦ ନ କେଛି ି ଲମାଲତ ନଶି୍ଚୟ, ଲମା’େ ଆଉ 
ଲଗାଲଟ କଲ୍ ଆସଛୁ,ି ପଲେ କଥା ଲହବା କହ ିଏ ଅସେନ୍ତ ିଗପକୁ ସାେବିାକୁ ପଡବି । 

 
"ନଷି୍ଠା ନାନୀ, ଆଉ ଲଗାଲଟ କଥା କହବି,ି ଆପଣ୍ ମନ ଦୁଖ କେଲିବନ ିତ ?" କାହିଁକ ିପଚାେେି, କଏି ଉେଗଣ ଲବଶ ଲହୋ ଲବାେି ମ  ୁ

କାହିଁକ ିମନ ଦୁୁଃଖ କେବି?ି ଇଏ କ ିକଥା । "ଯିଏ ଯାହାକୁ  େସେିା କଆିଫୁ୍େ ପେ ିବାସେିା ।" ମ  ୁଏମିତ ିବ ିମାଗଣ୍ା ଆଡ୍ଭାଇସ୍ ଲଦବା 
ଆଉ ଲନବା ଲକଲବଠୁ ବନ୍ଦ କେଲିଦଇଛ ି। ଏଇ ୋଜୟଲେ ଏକ୍ ଲସ ବଢ୍ କେ ଏକ୍ ।  ମ  ୁଲସ ଭୁଲ୍ ଲକଲବ ବ ିକେବିନି ି। ହଉ ଦୀପି୍ତ କୁହ 
କ'ଣ୍ କହୁଥିେ, ମ  ୁତମକୁ ମଝଲିେ ବନ୍ଦ କେଲିଦେି । "ନାଇ , ନଷି୍ଠା ନାନୀ, ଜାଗତୃ ିଲମାଲତ ଲସଇ ନମ୍ରତା ଘଲେ ପଚାେେିା, 'ଏଇଠ ିଲକାଉଠ ି
େହୁଚ୍ଛ, ଆପାଟ଼୍୍ଲମଣ୍୍ଟ ନା  ଘଲେ ? ମ  ୁତାକୁ ଲଯମିତ ିକହେିି, ହ  ସ୍କଲୁ୍ ସମଲସ୍ତ ଭେ କହୁଛନ୍ତ ିଲବାେି, ଆଲମ ଲଜମସ୍ କ୍ରୀକ୍ଲେ ଘେ କଣିି୍େୁ, 
ଲସଇ ୋମବଟ଼୍୍ ସ୍କଲୁ୍ ଡସିିଟ ରକଟ୍ଲେ, ଲସ ତତ୍କାଳ ଆେମ୍ଭ କେଲିଦୋ, ଲସଠ ିଜଲଣ୍ ନଷି୍ଠା ଦାଶ େୁହନ୍ତ,ି ତାଙୁ୍କ ଜାଣ୍ିଛ ? ତାଙ୍କେ ପୋ ଛାଡପତ୍ର 
ବବିାଦ ଚାେିଛ ି? କ'ଣ୍ ଲହୋ କଛି ିଖବେ େଖିଛ ?" 

 
"ସତ କହଲିେ, ନଷି୍ଠା ନାନୀ ଲସଲତଲବଲଳ ନା ମ  ୁଆପଣ୍ଙୁ୍କ ଜାଣ୍ିଥିେି, ନା ଜାଣ୍ିଥିେି ଆପଣ୍ ଲମା' ଘେ ପାଲଖ ଅଚ୍ଛନ୍ତ ି। ଏମିତ ିକଏି 

କଥା ହୁଏ ? ବଶି୍ୱାସ କେ ିହଉନ ିଏଲତ ଆେୁନକିା ଲପାର୍ଷାକ ପିନୁ୍ଧଛନ୍ତ,ି ସବୁ ଚାେି ଚଳଣ୍ଲେ ପି୍ରୟଙ୍କା ଲଚାପ୍ରା ବ ିଟକ୍କର୍ ଲଦଇ ପାେବିନ,ି 
ଆଉ ଚନି୍ତାୋୋ ଏଲତ ଅନୁନ୍ନତ । ମ  ୁତ ଆପଣ୍ଙ୍କଠୁ ସାନ, ଏଇ ଛଅ ସାତ ମାସ ଲହୋ ଜାଣ୍ିଛ,ି ଜାଗତୃ ିଲକମିତ ିଏଲତ ନରି୍ବ଼୍୍ୟ କଥା କହ ି
ପାେେିା । କହୁଛ ିକ’ଣ୍ ନା ଲଜ.ବ.ି ପଟ୍ଟନାୟକ ତା' ନଜି ମାମ ,ୁ ନେିଞ୍ଜନ ପଟ୍ଟନାୟକ ତା' କକା, ଭୁବଲନଶ୍ୱେ କ୍ରାଉନ୍ ପିାଜାଟା ତା' ବାପାଙ୍କେ 
।  ଆଉ ମ  ୁଲଯଲତଲବଲଳ ପଚାେେିି, ଲକାଉ କଲେଜ୍ଲେ ପଢୁଥିେ, ତଳକୁ ଅଲନଇ କହେିା, "ଉପେ ସାହ ିମହା ବଦିୟାଳୟ ।" 
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ଠକି୍ ଏତକିଲିବଲଳ ଲମା ସାନ ପୁଅ ଚତି୍କାେ କୋ "ମା, ଲତା' ଗସପି୍ ସେେିା? ......" 
 
ଦୀପି୍ତଠୁ, ଚାେ ପଲେ କଥା ଲହବା କହ ିଲଫ୍ାନ୍ େଖିେି... 
 
ଲମା ସାନ ପୁଅ ଡସିଟବ଼୍ ନ କେ ିଥିଲେ ସ୍ଵାହାକୁ କହଥିାନ୍ତ,ି ମନୁୁ ଅପାଙ୍କ ଶାଶୁ ଲମାଲତ କ'ଣ୍ କହଥିିଲେ, ଲବାଲେ ଲସ ଜାଣି୍ ପାେଲିେ ମ  ୁ

ଟଲିକ ଦୁୁଃଖି, ଲଯଲତଲବଲଳ ମ  ୁଦୁଘ଼୍ଟଣ୍ା ମଧ୍ୟ ଲଦଇ ଯାଉଥିେି, ଜୀବନ ହ।େ ିଲଦବାେ କାମନା ଏବଂ ବଂଚବିାେ ଇଚ୍ଛା ଦୁଇ ପୁଅଙ୍କ ପାଇ , 
ମଧ୍ୟଲେ ସଂଘର୍ଷ଼୍ କେୁଥିେି: "ମା' ଲୋ ସୀତା-ମାତା ପେମ ପୁେୁର୍ଷ ୋମଙୁ୍କ ଛାଡ,ି ଦୁଇ ପୁଅ େବ-କୁଶଙୁ୍କ େେ ିଲଯଉ  ବାେମୀକ ିଆଶ୍ରମଲେ 
େହୁଥିଲେ ତାକୁ, ଆଜ ିଦନିଲେ ଆଲମ ସୀତାଙ୍କ ଇଚ୍ଛାକୁ କଣ୍ କହବିା? ଜଗନ୍ନାଥ ଲତା’େ ସବୁ ଦୁୁଃଖ ଦୂେ କେଲିବ ।" 

 

 
 

ସି୍ମତା ପଣ୍ତା, ମିଲ୍ଟନ୍, ଜଜଆିଲେ ତାଙ୍କ ଦୁଇ ପୁଅ, ଜୀବନ୍ ଓ ଜୀଲନ୍ଦଗୀଂକ ସାଥୀଲେ େହନ୍ତ ି। ତାଙ୍କ ଇଲମଲ୍: 
smita_panda@hotmil.com  
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AhÐe F[Ê MÍÑ½çcÐjç 

jé`ðm[Ð cÞhÍ (e\) 

 

 

MÍÑ½çcÐjç `Ðf_ ÒLaf MÍÑ½ÞA_ç ^càÐamcéÑ cÐ_*`ÐBÜ aÞhÞ½ ]Þ_VÞH _ÊÒkÜ ... HÒa jÐeÐ aÞhée `ÍÐ¯ @Ò_L* 

`ÐBÜ aÞhÞ½ ]Þ_VÞH Ð AÒceÞLÐÒe ekÊ\ÞaÐ `ÍÐ¯ jaÊ ^càÐamcéÑ cÐÒ_ _ÞS OÒe MÍÑ½cÐj VÍÑ jSÐBaÐ, _ÞS 

`eÞaÐe, auÊ aÐua, AcúÑ¯ jéS_* bÞ[Òe D`kÐe A]Ð_ `Í]Ð_ LeÞaÐ HL `eÕ`eÐ ÒkBNmÐZÞ Ð AÒceÞLÐLÊ 

AjÞ\ÞaÐ JXÞA ÒmÐLcÐÒ_ `Í\Òc `Í\Òc HB `Í\ÐLÊ NÍkZ LeÞaÐLÊ LÊ¶Þ[ ÒkD\ÞÒm aÞ @Á LÞRÞ aià `Òe 

`ÞmÐcÐ_* MÊjÞÞ `ÐBÜ A`ÒZB _Þ@«Þ Ð _Òbcée cÐje \ÔÐ*çjNÞbÞ= NÊeÊaÐe `eWÊ jé[Ó jcNÍ aÐ[ÐaeZÒe 

beÞdÐH hÍwÐ, LeÊZÐ, @_ÊLÕ`Ð J jkÐ_ÊbÊ[Þ Ð `ÍÐ¯ HLcÐj ^eÞ cmç, Ò]ÐLÐ_ aSÐe, Oe HaÕ @$Þjç aÞmçXÞ=ç 

NÊXÞLÒe AÒmÐL j³Ð MÊaç cÒ_ÐcÊNç^Le Ð ÒNÐVÞH aià bÞ[Òe MÍÑ½çcÐjç jc¯ ÒkERÞ ÒcÐ `ÐBÜ ÒNÐVÞH _ÞAeÐ 

jc¯ ... ÒcÐ c[Òe HkÐ HL jé[§ F[Ê dÐkÐ jcª* c_Òe beÞ]ÞH HL _Ë[_ DjúÐk, @Ò_L _Ë[_ AhÐ J 

_Ë[_ jé`ð HaÕ @je«Þ @__Ô @_Êba Ð jcÒª HkÞ F[Êe `Í[ÞVÞ cÊkËràLÊ c_beÞ @_Êba Le«Þ HaÕ jêeZÑ¯ 

LeÞaÐLÊ QÐkÐ«Þ Ð HB jc¯LÊ @Ò_L NÞbÞ=ç jÞSÞ_ç aÐ Ò]aÐe F[Ê ÒaÐmÞ c^Ô LÊk«Þ Ð AcúÑ¯ jéS_ `eÞaÐe 

jÐ=jÐ\Ñ, jkLcàÑ , `ÒXÐhÑ*Ê MÍÑ½cÐjç D`kÐe Ò]aÐ`ÐBÜ jcÒª [`úe ÒkÐBDW«Þ Ð LÍchÓ aYÊ\ÞaÐ \¨Ð `Í[Þ 

LÐkÐe böãÒl` _\ÐH Ð Ò]ÐLÐ_ aSÐe eÐªÐOÐVÒe bÞX mÐNÞeÒk Ð `ÐLàÞ=çmVçÒe ¸VçVÞH `ÐBaÐ bÐNÔe L\Ð Ð 

Ò[ZÊ HB jc¯Òe cmçÒe bÞX bÞ[Òe Ò]ÐL_eÊ Ò]ÐLÐ_ aÊmÞaÊmÞ j`Þ=ç LeÞaÐe @_ÊbÊ[Þ Òd[ÞLÞ A_t]Ð¯L 

Òj[ÞLÞ LìÐ«ÞLe Ð  

HcÞ[Þ Òj]Þ_ j`Þ=ç jÐeÞ Ò$eÞaÐ aÐVÒe ÒcÐe `ÍÞ¯ cÐLçÒXÐ_ÐmçXç L$Þ jkÞ[ cÐLçÒXÐ_ÐmXç Ò$Íqç $ÍÐ¯e c³Ð 

Ò_aÐe BRÐÒe cÐLçÒXÐ_ÐmçXçÒe `hÞmÊ AÒc ]ÊÊÒkÜ Ð BH LaÐV ÒMÐmÞaÐLÊ dÐB Ò]M«Þ SÒZ a¯²ÐÐ b]ÍckÞfÐ 

kÐ[Òe @Ò_L NÊXÞH aÔÐNç ^eÞ LaÐV ÒMÐmÞaÐe ÒQ½Ð LeÊR«Þ Ð b]ÍckÞfÐ* `ÐBÜ BH LaÐV ÒMÐmÞ ^eÞ 

WÞAÒkÒm , cÊÜ [Ð* `RÒe WÞA ÒkB\ÞmÞ Ð AÒc @Ò`lÐ LmÊ Òj aÐkÐeÞaÐ `dàÔ« Ð Òj aÐkÐeLÊ AjÞ AcLÊ 

^_ÔaÐ] SÒZB ¯Ð*Ê `QÐeÞÒm, "ÒcÐ `ÐMÒe ÒNÐVÞH LỀ _ç @RÞ ...ÒNÐVÞH LÞZÞÒm AeVÞ cÐNZÐ, kÐcçaNàeç AD 

L$Þ ...A`ZcÐ_* LÐcÒe AjÞa LÞ?'' LkÞaÐ jÐ=Òe \e\e kÐ[Òe Òj ^eÞ\ÞaÐ SeÞaÔÐNç bÞ[Òe \ÞaÐ NÊXÐH 

LÊ`_ç bÞ[eÊ LÊ`_çVÞLÊ ÒMÐSÞaÐLÊ mÐNÞÒm Ð BH _cÍ L¶Òe LkÞÒm, ""A`Z aÔª kÊ@«Ê_Þ; AÒc kÐcçaNàeç MÐD_Þ, 

Ò[ZÊ LÊ`_çVÞ Ace ]eLÐeÒe AjÞa_Þ''Ð b]ÍckÞfÐ Dre Ò]Òm, ""[ÊÒc ]ÊÒkÜ L$Þ [ _Þ¾¯ `ÞD\Þa ! ÒcÐ 

`ÐMÒe L$Þ `ÐBÜ ÒNÐVÞH LỀ _ç @RÞ ...  ÒNÐVÞH LÞZÞÒm AeVÞ cÐNZÐ Ð'' SeÞaÔÐN bÞ[Òe \ÞaÐ aÞbÞ_ð e= Òae= 

LÊ`_ç bÞ[eÊ Òj LÊ`_çVÞLÊ ÒMÐSÞaÐLÊ mÐNÞÒm Ð BH `ÊZÞ\Òe _cÍ L¶Òe LkÞÒm, ""A`Z aÔª kÊ@«Ê_Þ'' Ð ¯Ð*Ê _ÞS 

L\Ð `ËeÐ LeÞaÐLÊ _Ò]B b]ÍckÞfÐ ¯Ð* kÐ[LÊ LÊ`_çVÞ aÒYBÒ]B N]çN]ç ÒkB LkÞ `ÒLBÒm, ""[ÊÒccÐÒ_ 

aÔakÐe LÒm cÊÜ akÊ[ MÊjÞ ÒkaÞ'' Ð LÊ`_çVÞLÊ ¯Ð* kÐ[LÊ aÒYBÒ]B jêÞ[ kjÞ LkÞÒm, ""[ÊÒc ÒcÐÒ[ LaÐVVÞ 

ÒMÐmÞaLÊ jÐkÐdÔLm, a]fÒe cÜÊ aÞ [Êc `ÐBÜ LÞRÞ LeÞaÐLÊ QÐkÊÜRÞ, BH `eÐ MÍÑ½çcÐjç jc¯ Ð''   

AÒc ]ÊÒkÜ DreÒe LÊ¶Þ[ ÒkÐB kjÞÒ]mÊ ÒLaf Ð [Ð`Òe Òj ÒcÐÒ[ QÐkÞÜ D]Ðj L¶Òe LkÞÒm, ""ÒcÐ c_ 

ASÞ akÊ[ ]ÊÓM, cÜÊ ASÞ LÞRÞ cËmÔaÐ_ `]Ð\à kÒSB Ò]BRÞ Ð'' HL mcéÐ ]ÑOàhéÐj Ò_B Òj `ÊZÞ LkÞaÐLÊ Aec÷ 

LÒm ... LÞRÞ aià [Òf ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf ÒcÐe jéÐcÑ ÒcÐÒ[ XÞÒbÐjà Ò]Òm, ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf ÒcÐ _Ð[ÊZÑ ÒcÐÒ[ ÒNÐVÞH 

cÊ]Þ D`kÐe Ò]B\ÞmÐ, LkÞ\ÞmÐ, - ÒSÒScÐ, [ÊÒc ÒLÒa _ÞSLÊ HLÊVÞA bÐaÞa_Þ, ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf HLÐ mÐNÞa HB 

cÊ]ÞLÊ Ò]MÞa, AD bÐaÞa bNaÐ_ [ÊcLÊ akÊ[ bm`Ð@Ð«Þ AD cÜÊ aÞ [ÊcLÊ akÊ[ bm`ÐH, cÒ_ eMÞ\Ð@ aÐBNZÞ 
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e= ÒcÐe `ÍÞ̄  e=, Òj\Þ`BÜ cÜÊ aÐBNZÞ e=e `\eajÐ cÊ]ÞVÞLÊ [Êc `ÐBÜ aÐRÞRÞ Ð'' LkÞjÐeÞ b]ÍckÞfÐ _ÞS 

ÒLÐVç `ÒLVçeÊ LÞRÞ aÐkÐe LeÞ ÒcÐÒ[ Ò]ÒMBÒm... cÜÊ Ò]ÒM[...kÐVà Òj`çe cÊ]ÞVÞH... eÊ`Ð cÊ]ÞVÞH ÒkB\Þa 

ÒaÐÒ^....dÐkÐ bÞ[eÊ `\eVÞH MjÞ dÐB\ÞaÐ `eÞ mÐNÊ\ÞmÐ...`\eVÞe e= _Þ¾¯ aÐBNZÞ ÒkB\Þa ÒaÐmÞ cÜÊ 

cÒ_cÒ_ ^eÞÒ_mÞ Ð b]ÍckÞfÐ LkÞÒm, ""ASÞ ÒjB aÐBNZÞ e= kÐVà Òj`ç `\eVÐ ÒLÐDWÞ MjÞ`XÞmÐ, 

ÒMÐSÞÒMÐSÞ `ÐD_Þ'' Ð Òj `ÊZÞ\Òe mcéÐ ]ÑOàhéÐj Ò_Òm HaÕ ANeÊ LkÞ\ÞaÐ ^ÐXÞVÞLÊ AD\Òe LkÞÒm, ""LÞRÞ aià 

[Òf ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf ÒcÐe jéÐcÑ ÒcÐÒ[ XÞÒbÐjà Ò]Òm, ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf ÒcÐ _Ð[ÊZÑ ÒcÐÒ[ ÒNÐVÞH cÊ]Þ D`kÐe 

Ò]B\ÞmÐ, LkÞ\ÞmÐ, - ÒSÒScÐ, ÒSÒSaÐ`Ð [ÊcLÊ XÞÒbÐjà Ò]ÒmaÞ [ÊÒc ÒLÒa _ÞSLÊ HLÊVÞA bÐaÞa_Þ, 

ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf HLÐ mÐNÞa HB cÊ]ÞLÊ Ò]MÞa, AD bÐaÞa bNaÐ_ [ÊcLÊ akÊ[ bm`Ð@Ð«Þ AD cÜÊ aÞ [ÊcLÊ akÊ[ 

bm`ÐH, aÐBNZÞ e= ÒcÐe `ÍÞ¯ e=, Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ cÜÊ aÐBNZÞ e=e `\eajÐ cÊ]ÞVÞLÊ ÒcÐ `ÍÞ̄  ÒSÒScÐ `ÐBÜ 

aÐRÞRÞ Ð ...Òk bNaÐ_ ÒcÐÒ[ `\eVÞ hÞOÍ cÞfÞdÐD'' Ð [Ð* D]Ðj cÊkÜLÊ Ò]MÞ jé[Ó ÒcÐ `ÐVÞeÊ akÐeÞNmÐ, ""cÊÜ aÞ 

bÐaÊRÞ A`Z _Þ¾¯ `ÐBÒa'' Ð jÐÒ= jÐÒ=  b]ÍckÞfÐ* cÊkÜ D³éf ]ÞhÞmÐ Ð jÒ[ ÒdcÞ[Þ Òj HcÞ[Þ VÞÒL 

AhéÐj_Ðe `Í[ÑlÐÒe \ÞÒm Ð jêÞ[ kjÞ LkÞÒm ... ""ÒcÐ L\Ð Ò^ßdàÔe jkÞ[ hÊZÞ\aÐeÊ ^_ÔaÐ] Ð bNaÐ_ [Êc 

]ÊkÞÜ*Ê jÊMÞ eM«Ê Ð ÒceÞ MÍÑ½cÐjç Ð'' ""ÒceÞ MÍÑ½cÐjç VÊ BD WÊ'', LkÞ cÊÜ [Ð* dÞaÐ eÐªÐLÊ QÐkÞÜekÞmÞ Ð  

Òj ^ÑÒe^ÑÒe QÐmÊ\ÞÒm Ð mÐNÊ\ÞmÐ ÒdcÞ[Þ DBÃeç SÔÐÒLVç AD aÊVçe JS_ Òj ÒaÐkÞ `ÐeÊ_ÐkÐ«Þ; [\Ð Þ̀ 

XÞÒjcéeçe hÑ[ [Ð*Ê Oe bÞ[Òe aÐuÞ eMÞ̀ ÐeÞ_Þ, aeÕ hÑ[ jkÞ[ dÊw LeÞaÐLÊ Òj aÐkeÞ @ÐjÞR«Þ HLÐHLÐ WÞLç 

ÒdcÞ[Þ _ÞÓj=[Ð jkÞ[ [Ð*e dÊw SÐeÞ ekÞRÞ Ð ^ÑÒe^ÑÒe dÐB Òj [Ð* NÐXÞe ]ÊAe ÒMÐmÞ NÐXÞ ½ÐVà LÒm 

AD kÐ[ kÒmB AcLÊ aÞ]Ð¯ cÐNÞÒm Ð cÊÜ cÊkÜ Ò$ÒeB Ò]ÒM[ Òj`dà« BH LaÐVLÊ ÒMÐmÞ ^eÞ\ÞÒm Ð AÒc 

bÞ[eLÊ NmÊ Ð AahÔL[Ð _\ÞÒm aÞ Òj Ò]B\ÞaÐ ...ÒNÐVÞH LÞZÞÒm AeVÞ cÐNZÐ ...LÊ`_çVÞLÊ AÒc aÔakÐe LmÊ Ð 

¯Ð*e L$Þ `BÞaÐÒe ÒjcÞ[Þ eÊQÞ _\ÞÒmaÞ ""b]Í ckÞfÐ* j®Ð_Òe'' LkÞ L$Þ `ÞBaÐLÊ Aec÷LÒm Ð  b]Í ckÞfÐ* 

kjÒe beÞ ekÞ\ÞaÐ _Ñea Òa]_Ð @ÐD [Ð* AMÞÒe $ÊVÞ DWÊ\ÞaÐ _Þj=[Ðe d§ZÐ ÒcÐÒ[ [\Ð`Þ aÔ\ú[ 

LeÊ\ÞmÐ Ð BH LkÞÒm, ""ÒLÒ[ jÕÒl`Òe b]ÍckÞfÐ [Ð* SÑa_ LÐkÐZÑ LkÞÒ]Òm'' Ð DreÒe LÞRÞ LkÞaÐLÊ 

_\ÞmÐ ÒcÐe, ÒLaf ]ÑOàhéÐjVÞH aÐkÐeÞAjÞmÐ Ð cÊÜ L$ÞÒe LÍÞcç YÐfÞ Ò¸â¨Ð cÞÒhÐD cÞÒhÐD bÐaÊ\ÞmÞ, - [Ð* 

_ÞÓj= SÑa_e @cËmÔ jÕ`] ÒjB aÐBNZÞ `\eVÞ [Ð*Ê cÞfÞdÐA«Ð LÞ? 

ÒXÐeç `ÐMeÊ LÐkÐe AaÐS @ÐjÞmÐ...ÒceÞ MÍÑ½çcÐjç Ð 

 

 

22546, LÒeÃç XÍÐBbç 

cÐÒLÐcé, cÞQÞNÐ_ç 

dÊ¦eÐ½Í AÒceÞLÐ 

swapnalata@comcast.net 
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jÐuÔ bÍcZ  

hÐ«Þ m[Ð cÞhÍ 

 

MÐmÞ `ÐZÞ cÐWÞAVÐLÊ ]Þ ÒNÐBWÐ Ò]B bÐ=Þ Ò]aÐLÊ BRÐ ÒkD\ÞmÐ Òd, RÐX _ÞSLÊ jÕd[ LeÞÒ_Òm eÊ]Í 

aÐaÊ Ð eÐN cËkÊràÒe cÐWÞAVÐ bÐ=Þ Ò]Òm [Ð* _ÞS `ÒLVçeÊ kÞÜ V*Ð Ò]B `ÊZÞ cÐWÞA LÞZÞaÐLÊ `XÞa Ð eÞVÐ¯ÐXà 

SÑa_Òe Ò`_j_ç V*Ð [ ÒNÐVÞ NZÞ[Ð Ð cÐ`ÞQÊ`Þ _ QfÞÒm _ÞÒS 

kBeÐZÒe `XÞÒa Ð  L'Z LeÞÒa Òj bÊmç [ [Ð*e Ð `ó\ÞaÑe jaÊWÐeÊ Òd 

cÊMà, ÒjkÞ`eÞ HL ±ÑLÊ aÞaÐk LÒm SÑa_VÐ dÐkÐ Lmam kÊH Ð @_Ô 

LÐkÐe [ H`eÞ @_ÊbÊ[Þ _\Þa Ð LkÞÒa LÐkÐLÊ ! hÊZÞa aÐ LÞH ! hÊZÞ aÊTÞa 

aÐ LÞH ! AD aÊTÞa aÐ LÐkÞÜLÞ ! 

OÒe ±Ñ _ÐkÞÜ LÞ ! cÐWÞAÒe `ÐZÞ _ÐkÞÜ Ð jaÊ]Þ_ QÐeÞVÐ ÒaÒf Òj 

dÐA«Þ jÐÕ^Ô bÍcZÒe Ð dÞaÐ `ËaàeÊ ]Þ NâÐj `ÐZÞ `ÞB Òj aÐkÐeLÊ dÐ@Ð«Þ Ð 

QÐmÞmÐ ÒaÒf kÐmÞA Òd`eÞ _ mÐNÞa Ð `ÐZÞ _ ÒkmÐ _ÐBÜ cËMà ±ÑLÊ LZ 

HL\Ð SZÐ_ÐkÞÜ, `Ð_ ]Þ M¨ ]aÐ`ÐBÜ Ð NmÐ ÒafLÊ `Ð_XaÐ aÞ cÞfÞmÐ_Þ Ð 

ÒeÐÒiB OeWÊ Aec÷ LeÞ ]Þ@Ü* Oe `dÔà« ÒMÐSÞNÒm Òj Ð dÐÓ, ASÞ jaÊ 

aÞbÍÐV Ð LÞRÞ ÒkÐB `ÐeÞa_Þ Ð ÒhÐBaÐ OeLÊ NÒm QÐ]eVÐ `ÐBÜ Òd ....... 

QÐ]eVÐ ÒdÐD LZÒe `XÞ\ÞmÐ ÒjB LZÒe ÒjcÞ[Þ `XÞRÞ Ð ]Þ ]Þ_ Òka ±Ñ 

"jó[ÑaÐfÐ'*Ê Ò]B\ÞÒm j$Ð LeÞ Ò]aÐLÊ Òd j$Ð [ ]ËÒe \ÐD ÒjB 

ÒLÐZÒe ÒjcÞ[Þ `XÞ ekÞRÞ QÐ]eVÐ Ð 

eÐN [c[cÒe NeNe ÒkÐB OeÊ aÐkÐeÞ NÒm eÊ]Í aÐaÊ Ð ASÞ 

NSÐ__ aÐaÊ aÞ [Ð* jÐ=Òe dÐB `ÐeÞÒa_Þ bÍcZÒe ÒaÐmÞ _Ð[Þ kÐ[Òe Mae `ÒWB Ò]BR«Þ [Ð*e Ò]k bm 

_\ÞaÐeÊ Ð dÐkÐ ÒkD NSÐ__ aÐaÊ [Ð*WÊ _Þ¾¯ ÒahÑ bÐNÔaÐ_ Ð LÞRÞ _ ÒkÒm aÞ NSÐ__ aÐaÊ*e HL LÊfÐ=Ðe 

`Ê@ @RÞ OÒe Ð ÒaÐkÊ aÞ J ]Þ VÐ _Ð[Þ OÒe ekÊR«Þ [Ð* L\Ð aÊTÞaÐLÊ Ð ÒkB [ _Ð[Þ AjÞ Mae Ò]BNmÐ 

ÒSÒS* Ò]k MeÐ` ÒaÐmÞ Ð LÞ«Ê Òj ! Òj _ÞÒS Ò]k MeÐ`eÊ DWÞ dÐB\ÐÒ« Mae Ò]aÐLÊ Òd [Ð*e Ò]k bm 

_ÐkÞÜ ÒaÐmÞ Ð [Þ_Þ[Þ_ÞVÐ `Ê@ [Ð*e Ð LÞH dÐB LÊAÒX jaÊ ekÊR«Þ Ð aiàÒe MÒ¨ QÞWÞ, ]Þ aiàÒe \Òe AjÞ cÊkÜ 

cÐeÞ Ò]BdÐA«Þ Ð kÜ aÐ`Ð ÒaÐD aqÞR«Þ Ð Òj[ÞLÞ SÐZÞaÐVÐ dÒ\½ [Ð* `ÐBÜ Ð ÒLcÞ[Þ aqÞR«Þ Ð LÐkÐ ]éÐeÐ 

aqÞR«Þ Ð L'Z [Ð*e ]eLÐe LÞ _ÐkÞÜ SÐZÞaÐe aÞ AahÔL[Ð cÒ_ Le«Þ _ÐkÞÜ Ð aów LÐfÒe cZÞi aqÞ \ÐD \ÐD 

_Þ[Þ ceÊRÞ Ð LÐkÐLÊ LkÞÒa Ð ±Ñ dÐB LÊAÒX aÊmÊR«Þ Ð NeNe ÒkÐB c_LÊ c_ aLe aLe ÒkÐB QÐmÊ\ÞÒm eÊ]Í 

aÐaÊ Ð 

 jÐB dÐLÒe Òd[L ±Ñ ÒmÐL @R«Þ jcª*e LÞRÞ _Ð LÞRÞ aÊwÞ @RÞ, LÐkÐe eË` @RÞ [ LÐkÐe NÊZ @RÞ 

[ LÐkÐe aÞ]ÔÐ aÐ ^_ Ð LÞH mlêÑ [ LÞH jejé[Ñ, LÞH LcfÐ [ LÞH aÞcfÐ Ð LÞ«Ê jó[ÞaÐfÐ*e ÒLÐD\ÞÒe LÞRÞ 

_ÐkÞÜ Ð _ÜÐ VÐ L'Z _Ð jó[ÞaÐfÐ Ð ASÞ AD bÐfÞ ÒkÐB fÐb aÐ LZ Ð [Ð* ÒafÒe _ÞS BRÐÒe [ ±Ñ aRÐ dÐD 

_\ÞmÐ Ð dÐkÐ [Ð* bÐNÔÒe ÒmMÐ\ÞmÐ ÒjBA ÒkmÐ Ð ASÞ bÐfÞ ÒkÐB ]ÊÓM jÐDÜVÞaÐ ÒLaf jÐe ÒkDRÞ Ð ]Þ_ 

LÐf jeÞaÐLÊ ajÞmÐZÞ Ð `ÐQÞmÐ Ac,é ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf TXÞÒa NReÊ LÞH SÐÒZ Ð ASÞ AD ]ÊbàÐNÔ mÞMÞ[ bÐNÔLÊ 

Ò]ÐkeÐBÒm L@Z Òka Ð QÐmÊ\ÞÒm Òj HL @_Þ~Þà½ eÐªÐÒe DÒ~hÔkÑ_ bÐaÒe Ð 

 jó[ÞaÐfÐ Ò$eÞ AjÞ Ò]M« Þ.......ÒeÐÒiB OeWÊ Aec÷ LeÞ ]Ð¨ LaÐV dÐH jaÊ ÒMÐmÐ ÒcmÐ Ð LZ Òd 

LeÞÒa ""jó[ÞaÐfÐ'' Ð cÐ[Í OÃÐL `ÐBÜ OeÊ ÒNÐX LÐYÞ\ÞÒm Òj Ð jÑ[Ð ÒaÐD*e @«Þc jc¯ Ð `ÒXÐhÑ eaÞ 
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ÒaÐD* jÕÒN dÐB\ÞÒm Òj Ò]MÞaÐLÊ [Ð*Ê Ð H[ÞLÞ jc¯e @_Ê`yÞ[ÞÒe OÒe M¨ `Íf¯ Ð bÐNÔ aj[Ó ÒLkÞ 

LÊLÊe aÞÒmB ÒeÐÒiB OÒe `hÞ _ÐkÐÜ«Þ Ð L'Z Òd LeÞÒa jó[ÞaÐfÐ, bÐNÔLÊ ÒLaf _ÞtÞaÐ aÔ[Ñ[ Ð `ó\ÞaÑe 

jaàÒhÍº cÊMà @aÐNÞA cZÞiLÊ aÞaÐk LeÞ `QÐh aià Òj ÒLcÞ[Þ Òd aÞÒ[BÒmZÞ ÒLaf Òj kÞÜ SÐZ«Þ Ð RÐX, ASÞ 

AD bÐNÔ jÕÒN aÞaÐ] LeÞ mÐb L'Z Ð kÐ[ NZ[ÞÒe AD LÞRÞVÐ aià H jÕjÐee @[Þ\ù Òj Ð  LeÞaÐLÊ aÐ 

bÐaÞaÐLÊ kÐ[Òe AD ÒahÑ jc¯ _ÐkÞÜ Ð HcÞ[Þ HcÞ[ÞÒe ]Þ_ aÞ[Þ NÒm NmÐ Ð 

        ASÞ aÐaÊ `ÐZÞ aÞ `ÞB _ÐkÐ«Þ Ð LÊAÒX dÐBR«Þ, MÐmÞ cÐWÞAVÐLÊ NÒXB Ò]B Ð cÐWÞAVÐ LZÐ ÒkÐB 

dÐB\ÞaÐeÊ Òj\ÞÒe cÐVÞ mÒNB hÊÒMB Ò]B\ÞÒm Òj Ð Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ ASÞ cÐWÞAVÐLÊ MÐmÞ LeÞ\ÞÒm Ð LÞ«Ê cÐWÞA 

`ÐMÒe YÐÒf `ÐZÞ, NÞmÐj jaÊ eMÞ Ò]B dÐB\ÞÒm Ð ]ÞhÞ\ÞaLÞ [Ð*Ê ! LZ Òd LeÞÒa Òj Ð ASÞ aÐVÒe kÐmÞA 

ÒkÐB ÒQ[Ð aÊXÞ `XÞÒm ÒjB aÊTÞÒa Ð ÒhÐBaÐ OeLÊ NÒm Òj; [Ð* `ÍÞ¯ N` akÞVÐH AZÞ aÐkÐe aÐe¨ÐÒe 

ajÞ `YÞÒa ÒaÐmÞ Ð aÐkÐÒe bm jÊmÊ jÊmÞA \¨Ð `a_ ÒaÐkÊRÞ Ð  

 HB Ò]M aÐaÊ [Ð* QÐ]eVÐ aÞ Ò_B _ÐkÜÐ«Þ Ð ÒjcÞ[Þ jÐVà MÒ¨ LÞ N&Þ MÒ¨ NÒfB Ò]B dÐBR«Þ 

ÒaÐÒ^ Ð LÐmÞ aiàÐ ÒkÐB\ÞaÐeÊ Òj [Ð* `ÊeÊZÐ QÐ]eVÐ j$Ð LeÞ `ÐeÞ_\ÞÒm hÊMÞa_Þ ÒaÐmÞ Ð Òj\Þ`ÐBÜ aX `Ê@ 

NmÐ aià Ò]B\ÞaÐ _ËA QÐ]eVÐ Òj Òhd D`Òe eMÞ Ò]B dÐB\ÞÒm Ð AMÞ QÐ]e D`Òe `XÞa ÒaÐmÞ [Ð 

D`Òe `Ð_ bÐ=Þ \ÐfÞAÒe eMÞÒ]B dÐB\ÞÒm c^Ô Ð `Ð_ D`Òe AMÞ `XÞÒm QÐ]e D`Òe AMÞ `XÞa ÒaÐmÞ Ð 

^_ÔÒe Òj AMÞ Ð A=ÊWÞ ÒN&Þ _ Ò]ÒMBÒ]Òm Òj AMÞLÊ LÞRÞ ]ÞÒh_Ð Ð Òj jÑ[ÐÒaÐD*Ê Ò]MÞ NmÐÒaÒf 

eÊ]ÍaÐaÊ _ÞÒOÐX _Þ]Òe ÒhÐB OÊ=ÊXÞ cÐeÊ\ÞÒm Ð Ò[ZÊ [Ð*Ê _ DÒWB hÞOÍ Ò$eÞ AjÞÒa bÐaÞ QÐmÞ dÐB\ÞÒm [Ð*Ê 

LÞRÞ _ LkÞ Ð LÞ«Ê ÒjWÞ jÐBe @_ÔÐ_Ô QÞkðÐ SZÐ ÒmÐL*Ê Ò]MÞ N`Ê N`Ê VÞÒL ÒXeÞ ÒkÐBNmÐ Ð dÊAÒX dÐBR«Þ 

dÐA«Ê Ð H \¨ÐfÞA `a_ ÒdÐNÊ ÒahÑ jc¯ Òj aÐkÐÒe ekÞ `ÐeÞÒa_Þ, jó[ÞaÐfÐ bm bÐaÒe SÐZ«Þ Ð  

 ]Ð¨ aÐe¨ÐLÊ QÐmÞAjÞÒm jó[ÞaÐfÐ Mae LÐNS J N` akÞ ^eÞ Ð aÐe¨ÐÒe TÊmÊ\ÞaÐ Òaq Ò]ÐfÞÒe ajÞ 

TÊmÞaÐLÊ mÐNÞÒm `ÞWÞ`V aÐXÐÒe ADSÞ Ð [Þ_Þ SZ ajÞ `ÐeÞaÐ `eÞ mcéÐ ÒaqÒe jÐm ÒOÐÒXB ÒNÐX mÒcéBÒ]B 

N`akÞ `YÞajÞÒm Òd .......N`Òe ÒLÐD c_ mÐNÊRÞ Ð 

 

 

 Ò$eÞ AjÞÒm eÊ]Í aÐaÊ MÊaç hÞOÍ jó[ÞaÐfÐ* @_ÊcÐ_LÊ j[ÔÒe `eÞZ[ 

LeÞ Ð jó[ÞaÐfÐ* `ÐMÒe ajÞ `XÞÒm Ò]ÐfÞÒe Ð \¨Ð `a_Òe eÊc jaÊ VÐ*ÊeÞ 

DWÞRÞ Ð hÞOÍ ÒOÐÒXB Ò]Òm Dmç QÐ]eÒe jó[ÞaÐfÐ eÊ]ÍaÐaÊ*Ê Ð `Ð_, `ÐZÞ J 

Mae LÐNS ÒdÐÒNB Ò]Òm c^Ô Ð HB cÊMà @[Þ `ÍÞ¯ aÊYÞVÞ [Ð* `ÐMÒe _\ÞÒm 

[Ð* SÑa_ ASÞ _LàÒe `eÞZ[ ÒkÐB jÐe«ÐZÞ Ð cÊ‘ ]ó½ÞÒe ÒLaf QÐkÞÜ ekÞÒm 

eÊ]ÍaÐaÊ ±Ñ*Ê, cÊkÜÒe LÞRÞ `ÍLÐh _ LeÞ Ð [Ð*e _Þ[Ô Ò_ßcÞ[ÞL eÐN NeNe L\Ð 

NÊXÐLÊ QÐ`Þ eMÞ Nbày LeÞ jÐeÞÒmZÞ Ð `ÊZÞ kÊH[ ]eLÐe `XÞ`ÐÒe jÐc&jÔ Ë̀Àà `eÞyÞ[ÞÒe ÒjB h~ NÊXÞL 

ANÐcÑ ]Þ_LÊ Ð 

        H j]¯ `ÍÑ[Þ D`kÐee aÞ_Þc¯Òe AZÞ\ÞaÐ ejÒNÐmÐ ]ÞVÐ aÒYB Ò]Òm eÊ]ÍaÐaÊ jó[ÞaÐfÐ*  kÐ[LÊ 

Ð cÊ‘ ]ó½ÞÒe QÐkÞÜÒm jó[ÞaÐfÐ [Ð*e @[Þ `ÍÞ¯ cÊMà jéÐcÑ*Ê Ð [Ð*e Òjðk hÍwÐ aÞ_Ð H SÑa_ _Là Ð `ÍÒ[ÔL ]Þ_ 

jÐuÔ bÍcZeÊ Ò$eÞaÐ ÒaÒf eÊ]ÍaÐaÊ LÞRÞ _Ð LÞRÞ AZÞ\Ð«Þ jó[ÞaÐfÐ* `ÐBÜ - aeÐ,  jÞ=XÐ, `ÒLÐXÞ, mXÊ, SÒmaÞ, 

ejÒNÐmÐ aÐ @_Ô ÒjkÞ`eÞ LÞRÞ Ð H [Ð*e _Þ[Þ ]Þ_e N[Ð_ÊN[ÞL SÑa_ ^ÐeÐe `ÍZÐfÑ Ð ÒjB Ò]ÐfÞÒe ajÞ 

ÒjcÐÒ_ MÐA«Þ Ð eÐ[ÍÞ ÒbÐS_Òe L'Z MÐBÒa AÒmÐQ_Ð Le«Þ Ð ÒjB Ò]ÐfÞÒe ajÞ jó[ÞaÐfÐ QicÐ mÒNB N` 

akÞ `Y«Þ J eÊ]ÍaÐaÊ Mae LÐNS Ð ]Ð¨Òe dÞaÐ AjÞaÐ LeÊ\ÞaÐ QÞkðÐ SZÐ ÒmÐL*Ê cTÞÒe cTÞÒe XÐL Ò]B 

`ÐMLÊ AjÞaÐLÊ _Þc§Z Le«Þ Ð `Ð_, `ÐZÞ ]éÐeÐ A`ÔÐ¯Þ[ LeÞ N`e Aje ScÐ«Þ Ð ASÞ VÞÒL eNÐ eNÞ ÒkÐB 

dÐB\ÞÒm ÒaÐmÞ L'Z [Ð* Ò_ßcÞ[ÞL SÑa_ ^ÐeÐeÊ ÒjcÐÒ_ JkeÞ dÞÒa ! 

 "" -aÊTÞm jó[Þ ! ASÞ eÐ[Þ `ÐBÜ LÞRÞ aÞÒhi AD ÒeÐÒiB aÐj Le_Ð Ð jLÐfe ÒdÐD bÐ[ afÞRÞ [ÐLÊ 
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`MÐfÞ ]Þ@ Ð cÐR bSÐ [ @RÞ Ð hÐN ]ÞVÐ AZÞRÞ aSÐeeÊ Ð aXÞ Ò]B bÐSÞ ]Þ@ Ð ÒkBNmÐ eÐ[Í ÒbÐS_'' Ð 

jaÊ]Þ_ eÊ]ÍaÐaÊ eÐ[Í ÒbÐS_ `ÐBÜ HkÞ`eÞ `eÐchà ]Þ@«Þ Ð LÞ«Ê jó[ÞaÐfÐ [Ð*e dÐkÐ BRÐ kÊH, dÐkÐ OÒe \ÐH 

ÒjBA eÐu«Þ Ð LÞ«Ê dÐkÐe eÊQÞÒe MÐ]Ô [ÞAeÞ ÒkÐB\ÐD `ÒR ]ÊÒkÜ A_tÒe MÐA«Þ Ð AD MÐBaÐ ÒaÒf ÒjB 

Ề@, ÒaÐkÊ _Ð[Þ _Ð[ÊZÑ* N`j`Òe eÐ[Í ÒbÐS_ `aà Òhi kÊH Ð HB[ jéNà, HB[ A_t Ð ÒdÒ[ eÐN eÊiÐ 

ÒkÒm aÞ H\ÞeÊ JkeÞ dÞaÐLÊ QÐkÊÜRÞ aÐ LÞH !!  

 

 

_____________________                                                             

hÐ«Þ m[Ð cÞhÍ, eÒQ½e, cÞÒ_ÒjÐVÐÒe ek«Þ Ð 
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                                       ÒaÐDLÊ QÞWÞ                    

S¯hÍÑ(eÐ_Ê) ckÐ«Þ 

                               

`ËSÔ¹]Ð ÒaÐD, 

     WÐLÊe* hÍÑQeÒZ h[ÒLÐVÞ `ÍZÐc Ð jéNàÒe \ÐB [Ê J aÐ`Ð Ace bËcÞº `ÍZÐc SÐZÞa Ð c_L\Ð  

SZÐB Ò[Ð `ÐMLÊ MÒ¨ QÞWÞ ÒmMÞaÐe HÒ[ BoÐ \ÞÒmaÞ ÒkB `ÐeÞmÐ_Þ Ð [Ê ¯Ð' bÞ[Òe jÕjÐe RÐXÞ QÐmÞNmÊ Ð 

L\ÐÒe LÊk«Þ c_ L\Ð jkjÍ ÒLÐi dÐB`ÐÒe Ð [Ê ÒdDÜWÞ \ÐA ÒcÐ c_ L\Ð Ò[Ð `ÐMÒe `kqÞa ÒaÐmÞ ÒcÐe 

AhÐ Ð       

 ÒaÐD, [Ê hÊZÞ MÊjÞÒkaÊ, Ac bÐDS _Ñ[Þ, _Þ¯cÒe WÐLÊe `ËSÐ LeÊR«Þ Ð ÒLßÐZjÞ\ÞÒe [óVÞ _ÐkÞÜ Ð kÜ, 

\Òe cÒ_ @RÞ ÒcÐe, bÐDS* kÐ[ ^eÞ ÒLÒ[ LkÊÊ\ÐD, "mÞmÞ, cÊÜ NmÐ`Òe ÒcÐ TÞ@ cÐ_*Ê `QÐeÊ\ÞaÊ Ð' Ò[Ð bÐ_Ê 

J cÊÜ Ac OeLÊ dÐB\ÞmÊ Ð bÐDS ÒjcÞ[Þ Òjðk J hÍwÐÒe Mae aÊTÊ\ÐA«Þ Ð Òj\ÞÒe ÒcÐVeÊ @aÒkfÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð  

 [Ê jÕjÐeeÊ aÞ]ÐÒ_aÐ `Ëaà]Þ_ @bÞcÐ_Òe cÒ[ LkÊ\ÐD, "[Ê Ò[Ð _Ð[Þ, _Ð[ÊZÑ, `Ê@, ÒaÐkÊ, TÞ@, SéÐBÜ*Ê 

`ÐB cÒ[ bÊmÞ NmÊZÞ Ð' ÒaÐD, cÊÜ LZ [Ò[ bÊmÞ `ÐeÞaÞ ? [Ê `eÐ cÒ[ S_ê Ò]BRÊ Ð 

     ÒcÐe @ªÞ[é Ò[ÐkeÞ `ÐBÜ Ð cÊÜ Ò[Ðe e¦, cÐÕj J _ÞhéÐjÒe NYÐ Ð Ò[ÐkeÞ ÒLÐfeÊ AjÞ Ac NÐÜe 

cÐVÞLÊ ÒcÐe `Í\c RÊAÜ Ð Ò[ÐkeÞ `ÐBÜ ÒcÐe ASÞ H jÕjÐe jk `eÞQ¯ Ð [Ò[ ÒLcÞ[Þ bÊmÞaÞ? [Ð RXÐ, Ò[Ðe J 

ÒcÐe SÐ[Þ, ^cà, ÒNÐ[Í J QÞ«Ð^ÐeÐeÊ jaÊ ÒNÐVÞH-"_ÐeÑ SÐ[Þ ' Ð 

     ÒaÐD, a¯ÐfÞh aià [Òf, ÒcÐ kÐ[ A&ÊfÞÒe WÐLÊe* $ÒVÐ Ò]B Ac OeÊ aÞ]Ð LeÞ\ÞmÊ AD LkÞ\Þm,Ê 

"cÐ'Òe, aÞhéÐj eMÞ jÕjÐeÒe QÐmÊ\ÞaÊ Ð' [Ê ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf LkÊ, "cÊÜ [Ò[ LÞRÞ Ò]B `ÐeÞ_Þ,' ÒcÐ c_Òe AÒj AD 

aÐ LZ Ò]B\ÐA«Ê ? [Ê [ HÒ[ aX @cËmÔ jÕ`] Ò]BRÊ Ò[Ð `ÞmÐcÐ_*Ê Òd dÐkÐLÞ @Ò_L [`jÔÐ LÒmaÞ 

cÞfÞaÐ L½ Ð ÒjB aÞhéÐjÒe Ò[Ð Þ̀mÐcÐÒ_ bÐ=Þ _`XÞ jÕjÐe `\Òe AÒNB QÐmÞR«Þ Ð  

      ÒaÐD, Ò[Ðe jaÊÒaÒf @bÞcÐ_ \ÞmÐ, cÊÜ JXÞhÐ NÒm ÒahÞ jc¯ Ò[Ð jk LÒVB`ÐÒe_Þ ÒaÐmÞ Ð 

@Ò_L jc¯ [Ò[ cÊÜ aÊÒTB`ÐÒe_Þ aÐ LkÞ`ÐÒe_Þ ÒcÐ c_e L\Ð Ð H[ÞLÞ LkÊRÞ, WÐLÊe* @jÑc LeÊZÐ, Ò[Ðe, 

aÐ`Ð*e J @_Ô NÊFS_ cÐ_* AhÑaàÐ], `eÞaÐe J @Ò_L jÐ=jÐ\Ñ* aÞhéÐj, Ò[Ð SéÐBÜ*e _ÞÓjéÐ\à Ò`ÍeZÐeÊ 

ASÞ Ò[Ð TÞ@ cÐ^ÔcÒe @Ò_L _ÞeÐhÍ¯Ð ±Ñ D`LÐe `ÐB `ÐeÞR«Þ Ð Ò[Ð kÐ[Òe Ò]B\ÞaÐ `Í\c `Ðqhk 

V*ÐÒe "Ace aÞhéÐj' J "_ÐÒ_Ð $ÐB_Ð_çj' e Aec÷ ÒkB\ÞmÐ Ac Oee HL ÒRÐVÞA ÒLÐZÒe Ð hÊZÞ MÊjÞ ÒkaÊ 

ÒjB SeÞAÒe ASÞ Í̀Ð¯ ]h kSÐe ±Ñ AD [Ð* `eÞaÐe jÐkÐdÔ `ÐB`ÐeÞR«Þ Ð                  

       ÒaÐD, aÞÒ]hÒe [Ê J aÐ`Ð cÒ[ jÞ_Ð aÐkÐ LeÞ\Þm; LÞ«Ê ÒcÐ c_VÐ ÒdcÞ[Þ jaÊ]Þ_ `ÐBÜ RÐXÞÒ]B 

AjÞ\ÞmÞ ÒcÐ aÐ`Ð, ÒaÐD, bÐB, bDZÑ* kó]¯Òe, Ac Oee LÐx aÐXÒe, Ac NÐÜe @*Ða*Ð eÐªÐ, J cÐVÞ 

]ËAeÒe Ð ¯Ð' c^ÔÒe ÒLÒ[ `eÞarà_ Ð [Ê AD cÐ(hÐhÊ) NmÐ`Òe jaÊ\ÐB ÒdcÞ[Þ jaÊ @`ËÀà mÐNÊRÞ Ð 

ALÐhÒe `ËÒ_B Skð @RÞ ÒkÒm LÞeZÒe hÑ[f[Ð _ÐkÞÜ, ÒjB ÒLÐBmÞ @RÞ, ÒkÒm [Ð jéeÒe c^Êe[Ð _ÐkÞÜ, 

`aà`aàÐZÑ QÐmÞRÞ, ÒkÒm Òj\ÞÒe jej[Ð _ÐkÞÜ Ð jc¯VÐLÊ [ LÐ_ÞÒe aÐuÞ eMÞ`ÐeÞmÞ_Þ ÒkÒm ÒjB hÞlÐ, @bÊmÐ 

jêó[Þ, @_ÊbË[Þ, hÍwÐ, jaÊ LÞRÞ QmÐ`\Òe aqÞaÐe Ò`ÍeZÐ Ò]BRÞ, WÞLç aÐVÒe QÐmÞaÐLÊ aÐV Ò]ÒMBRÞ J @_Ô 

`ÐBÜ QÞ«Ð LeÞaÐe DjúÐk J D]çÒdÐN AZÞRÞÞ Ð AhÐLÒe, WÐLÊe*e, Ò[Ðe J aÐ`Ð*e AhÑaàÐ]eÊ ÒcÐ Òhi 

SÑa_ jÕjÐe LràaÔ jk @_ÔcÐ_* ÒjaÐÒe LVÞdÞa Ð  

      kD \ÐA ÒaÐD Ð Ò[Ð c_Òe ÒLÒa ÒLcÞ[Þ L½ Ò]B\ÞÒm Ò[Ð eÐ_ÊLÊ lcÐ Ò]aÊ Ð bÊmÞaÊ_Þ Ð ekÊRÞ Ð 

        `ÍZÐc jk Ð  

             Ò[Ðe jaÊ]Þ_e eÐ_Ê Ð 
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`ÞRÞf `ó\ÞaÑ 

hÊÒbtÊ cÞhÍ 

 

`ÊeÑ jcÊ]Í LÊfÒe ajÞ\ÞÒm eÒch aÐaÊ Ð ANÒe ÒYD NÊXÞL AjÞ LËfÒe 

aÐÒXB ÒkD\Ð«Þ Ð ÒmÐLcÐÒ_ NÐÒ^ÐD \Ð«Þ Ð `ÞmÐcÐÒ_ ÒMmÊ\Ð«Þ Ð aYÞA `ÐN Ð 

kÐmçLÐ `a_ ÒaÐkÊ\ÐH Ð eÒch aÐaÊ* c_ A_tÒe `ËÀà Ð aÐaÊ `ó\ÞaÑe akÊ[ 

Ò]h aÊmÞR«Þ Ð aÞbÞ_ð dÐNÐÒe jcÊ]Í c^Ô D`ÒbÐN LeÞR«Þ Ð LÞ«Ê `ÊeÑ jcË]Í LËf 

jaWÊ _ÞAeÐ Ð [Ð*Ê bÐeÞ hÐ«Þ mÐNÊ\ÐH Ð  

 

H[ÞLÞ ÒaÒf [Ð*e _Se `XÞmÐ jÐcðÐÒe ]ÊBVÞ `ÞmÐ* E`Òe Ð `ÞmÐ cÐÒ_ 

aÐmÞÒe ctÞe LeÊ\Ð«Þ Ð akÊ `eÞhÍc LeÞ ctÞe Ò[ÐfÐ QÐmÞ\ÐH Ð cTÞÒe cTÞÒe ÒYD AjÞ jaÊ Ò^ÐB Ò_B 

dÐD\ÐH Ð `ÊZÞ `ÞmÐcÐÒ_ ctÞe NYÊ \Ð«Þ Ð `ÊZÞ ÒYD AjÞ Ò^ÐB Ò_B dÐD\ÐH Ð H `ÍLÍÞ¯Ð QÐmÞ\ÐH Ð eÒch aÐaÊ 

HkÐ Ò]MÞ bÐa_ÐÒe kSÞ NÒm Ð  

eÒch aÐaÊ `ÞmÐ ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ ÒaÒf aÐ`Ð, cÐ, bÐB, bDZÑ jcª* jÐ=Òe A_tÒe NÐÜÒe ekÊ\ÞÒm Ð Ò]Ðf 

Òe ÒOÐYÐ _ÐQ, WÐLÊe* aÞcÐ_Òe aÊmÞ OÒe OÒe ÒbÐN MÞA, ÒcmZ, eS Òe `ÞWÐ MÞA, ]ËNàÐ `ËSÐ H `eÞ aÐe 

cÐj e Ò[e `aà e cSÐ Ò_D\ÞÒm Ð aÞm Òe aÊmÞaÐ, MeÐ ÒaÒf aÐXÞ `ÒV dÐB ÒLÐfÞ Ò[ÐfÞaÐ, juÔÐÒe NÐÜ 

ctÞeÒe `ÍÐ\à_Ð LeÞaÐ,  _C aYÞÒe dÐB au SNÞaÐ, H jaÊ NÐÜ e @_ÊbË[Þ Ð cÔÐVÍÞLç `eÑlÐ `Òe eÒch aÐaÊ 

Dn hÞlÐ `ÐBÜ jke LÊ NÒm Ð  

eÒch aÐaÊ NÐÜ Òe ÒdDÜ aÐmÞ e ctÞe NYÞ \ÞÒm, SÑa_ eÊ`Ñ jcÊ]Í [ÐLÊ mÞÒbB Ò]mÐ Ð eÒch aÐaÊ AD 

HL ctÞe NYÞaÐLÊ QÐmÞÒm jkeLÊ Ð 

jkeÒe Dn hÞlÐe Aec÷ kÊH Ð _ËA `eÞÒah Ð _ËA jÐ= jÐ\Ñ Ð jLÐfVÐ VÞÒL ÒXeÞÒe kÊH J juÔÐVÐ 

VÞÒL ÒXeÞÒe jÒe Ð _ËA jÐ= cÐ_*e akÊ[ e= Ð @Á VÞÒL `ÐW `YÐ jÐ=Òe, akÊ[ jÞÒ_cÐ Ò]MÐ, 

ÒkÐÒVmçÒe MÞA, NÊmÞ MVÞ B[ÔÐ]Þ B[ÔÐ]Þ jaÊ QÐmÞ\ÐH Ð eÒch aÐaÊ Òc^ÐaÑ RÐ[Í \ÞaÐeÊ LÒmSçeÊ `Ðjç 

LeÞ`ÐeÞÒm J ÒNÐVÞH QÐLÞeÞÒe ÒdÐN]Ð_ Ò]Òm Ð B[Þ c^ÔÒe aÞÒ]heÊ QÐLÞeÞ `ÐBÜ XÐLeÐ AÒj Ð eÒch aÐaÊ 

bÐaÞÒm HÒ[ `ÐW `YÞmÞ, aÞÒ]hÒe QÐLÞeÞ LÒm HkÐe j]Ê`ÒdÐN ÒkB`ÐeÞa Ð aÞÒ]hÒe ÒeÐSNÐe aÞ bm Òka  

Ð ÒjÒ[ÒafLÊ eÒch aÐaÊ* bÐB, bDZÑcÐÒ_ aÐkÐjÐkÐ ÒkB jÕjÐe LÒmZÞ Ð ÒjcÐÒ_ VÞÒL VÞÒL @_ÐV_ 

bÞ[Òe N[Þ LeÊ\Ð«Þ Ð aÐ`Ð QÐLÞeÑ eÊ @aje Ò_ÒmZÞ Ð héÐh VÞÒL VÞÒL aÐkÐeÞmÐZÞ Ð XÐ¦e J Ki^ `ÐBÜ V*Ð 

]eLÐeç Ð eÒch aÐaÊ bÐaÞÒm aÞÒ]h NÒm bm ÒeÐSNÐeeÊ LÞRÞ @Üh _ÞS `ÍÞ¯S_ cÐ_* `ÐBÜ Mnà LeÞ `ÐeÞÒa Ð 

ÒjcÐ_* @ayÐ jÊ^ÊeÞ dÞa Ð HkÐ bÐaÞ Òj aÞÒ]h NÒm Ð  

eÒch aÐaÊ jkeÒe ÒdDÜ aÐmÞe ctÞe NYÞ\ÞÒm, SÑa_ eÊ`Ñ jcÊ]Í [ÐLÊ mÞÒbB Ò]mÐ Ð eÒch aÐaÊ AD 

HL ctÞe NYÞaÐLÊ QÐmÞÒm aÞÒ]hLÊ Ð 

eÒch aÐaÊ aÞÒ]hÒe bm QÐLÞeÞ `ÐBÒmß J `ÍÞ¯S_ cÐ_*Ê A\àÞL jÐkÐdÔ `ÒWBaÐ Aec÷ LÒm Ð  

aÞÒ]hÒe eÒch aÐaÊ*Ê ÒNÐVÞH _ËA ]Ë_ÞÞ¯Ðe jÐcðÐ LeÞaÐLÊ `XÞmÐ Ð `Ê&Ð Ð `Ê&Ð aÞÒ]hÞ_Ñ Ð ec÷Ð Òc_LÐ `m `m 

Ð ÒNÐX aÊÒmB Ò]Òm _ÐQhÐfÐ Ð cÊkÜ aÊÒmBÒm bfÞLÞ bfÞ Ò]ÐLÐ_ Ð Ò]ÐLÐ_Òe SÞ_Þi cÐÒ_ ]ÐD ]ÐD LeÞ SfÊ 

\Ð«Þ Ð jÒ[ @aÐ LkÊ \Ð«Þ AcLÊ OeLÊ _Þ@ Ð AÒc jaÊ bÐeÞ LÐcÒe AjÞaÊ Ð BAÒX ec÷Ð Òc_LÐ cÐÒ_ bfÞLÞ 

bfÞ Ò`ÐiÐL `ÞuÞ eÒch aÐaÊ*Ê AMÞ WÐeÞ XÐLÊ \Ð«Þ Ð eÒch aÐaÊ H jaÊ Ò]MÞ bÐaÞÒm hfÐ jéNàVÐ HBWÞ Ð kÐ[ 

`ÐA«ÐÒe cÞfÞ NmÐ Ð BAÒX aÞÒ]hÞ_Ñ cÐ_* jÐ= `ÐBaÐLÊ kÐLÊ kÐLÊ ÒkD\Ð«Þ, jÞAÒX c_Òe Xe, OÒe 

SÐZÞÒm LZ LkÞÒa Ð ÒkÒm H dËwÒe eÒch aÐaÊ SÞ[ÞNÒm Ð _ÞS LÊfe ÒNÐVÞH TÞ@ cc[ÐLÊ aÐkÐÒkÒm JXÞhÐ 
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AjÞLeÞ Ð LÞRÞ]Þ_ `Òe eÒch aÐaÊ J cc[Ð jÐ= ÒkÐB aÞÒ]h Ò$eÞÒm Ð aÞÒ]hÒe `kqÞ cc[Ð @Á ]Þ_ 

c^ÔÒe aÞÒ]hÞ_Ñ `ÐmVÞ NÒm Ð ÒRÐV ÒRÐV mÊNÐ `ÞuÐ, _ÐQ NÑ[ jaÊ QÐmÞmÐ Ð hÊLÍaÐe juÔÐeÊ AÒcÐ] `ÍÒcÐ] 

Aec÷ ÒkBdÐH Ð aÞbÞ_ð `eÞaÐe SZ* OÒe HLÐWÞ kÊ@«Þ Ð LÊLÊXÐ cÐÕj, ÒRfÞ cÐÕj, cÐR, QÞ=ÊXÞ, @¨Ð, 

cÐLÐÒeÐ_Þ, _ÊXÊmçjç, aeÞÒVÐ, QÐmÊ`Ð `Íbó[Þ LÞjc LÞjce MÐBaÐÒe ÒbÐSÞ ScÞ DÒW Ð aÐaÊ cÐÒ_ VÞÒL VÞÒL _ÐmÞ 

`ÐZÞ Aec÷ Le«Þ Ð ÒaÒf ÒaÒf aÐaÊAZÞ cÐÒ_ VÞÒL VÞÒL jÐ= ]Þ@«Þ Ð eÐ[Þ aYÞmÐ `Òe _ÐQ NÑ[ Aec÷ kÊH Ð 

aÐaÊ aÐaÊAZÞ* jÐ=Òe `ÞmÐcÐÒ_ aÞ H\ÞÒe ÒdÐN ]Þ@«Þ Ð cc[Ð J FÒch aÐaÊ `Ð¾Ð[Ô jbÔ[ÐÒe eÒ=B NÒm 

Ð eÒch aÐaÊ aÞ akÊ[ç MÊjÑ Ð dÐ ÒkD, Òj ÒNÐÒV Ò]hÑ TÞ@, aÞÒ]hÑ LÒfaeÒe `ÐBNÒm Ð ^ÑÒe ^ÑÒe 

eÒch aÐaÊ* _ÞSe Mnà aówÞ `ÐBmÐ Ð eÒch aÐaÊ AD `Ëaà `eÞ V*Ð `ÒWB `ÐeÞÒm_Þ JXÞhhÐÒe \ÞaÐ Oe 

ÒmÐL* `ÐMLÊ Ð jc¯ @bÐaeÊ HÒ[ L\ÐaÐràÐ aÞ AD ÒkB `Ðe«Þ_Þ JXÞhÐ ÒmÐL* jÐ=Òe Ð  Oe ÒmÐL* jk 

jÖ`Là ^ÑÒe ^ÑÒe LcÞ AjÞmÐ Ð aÞÒ]hÒe jéÐcÑ ªÍÑ ÒkB ekÞaÐ HÒ[ jkS _ÊÒkÜ Ð `ÊeÐ `ÊeÞ HL LWÞ_ aÔÐ`Ðe 

Ð akÊ[ç ÒcÒk_[ç ]eLÐe Ð eÒch aÐaÊ J cc[Ð Òj\ÞeÊ aÐ]ç dÐAÒ« LÞ`eÞ Ð  

eÒch aÐaÊ aÞÒ]hÒe ÒdDÜ aÐmÞe ctÞe NYÞ \ÞÒm OeLÊ jÐkÐdÔ LeÞÒa ÒaÐmÞ, SÑa_ eÊ`Ñ jcÊ]Í [ÐLÊ 

mÞÒbB Ò]mÐ Ð eÒch aÐaÊ aÞÒ]hÒe AD HL ctÞe NYÞaÐLÊ mÐNÞÒm _ÞS `eÞaÐeLÊ Ò_B Ð 

B[Þ c^ÔÒe eÒch aÐaÊ J cc[Ð ]ÊBVÞ j«Ð_e @^ÞLÐeÑ ÒkÒm Ð aÞÒ]hÒe HÒ[ ]Þ_ ekÞÒmZÞ @\Q 

_ÞSe Oe MÒ¨ _ÐkÞÜ Ð ]ÞÒ_ HkÞ L\Ð bÐaÞ bÐaÞ aÔª ÒkÒm cc[Ð Ð _ÞS c_ L\Ð eÒch aÐaÊ*Ê LkÞÒm Ð eÒch 

aÐaÊ* c_LÊ L\ÐVÐ `ÐBmÐ Ð ÒkÒm Oe LÞZÐ aX TÐÒcmÐ Ð ]Ê_ÞÞÞA ^Ðeç LeS LeÞ Oe MÒ¨ LÞZÐ ÒkmÐ Ð LÞ«Ê 

^ÑÒe ^ÑÒe FÒch aÐaÊ* @ayÐ jÊ^ÊeÞNmÐ Ð @ayÐ jéRf ÒkBNmÐ Ð Oe `ÐBÜ ÒdDÜ ^Ðeç LeS LeÞ\ÞÒm Òj 

jaÊ `ÍÐ¯ hÊTÞ AjÞmÐ Ð `ÊZÞ ]ÞÒ_ bÐaÞÒm, H Oee ^Ðeç [ hÊTÞ NmÐZÞ, `ÞmÐ* `ÐBÜ ]Þ'VÐ Oe LeÞÒ]Òm kÊ@«Ð 

_ÐkÞÜ ? Ac aÐ`Ð cÐ' [ Ac `ÐBÜ LÞRÞ eMÞ _ \ÞÒm Ð AÒc ÒLÒ[ `eÞhÍc LeÞ LÞRÞ LeÞ`ÐeÞmÊ Ð Ac `ÞmÐ NÊXÐ 

Ac bfÞA kBeÐZ _ kÊ@«Ê Ð  

aÞÒ]hÒe ÒdDÜ aÐmÞe ctÞe LeÞ\ÞÒm eÒch aÐaÊ Oe `ÐBÜ D^Ðe Ò_BLeÞ, SÑa_ eÊ`Ñ  jcÊ]Í [ÐLÊ 

mÞÒbBÒ]mÐ D^Ðe hÊTÞ LeÞ Ð [Ð `Òe eÒch aÐaÊ AD HL ctÞe [ÞAeÞ LeÞaÐ `ÐBÜ QÐmÞÒm D^Ðe Ò_B `ÞmÐ* 

Oe [ÞAeÞ `ÐBÜ Ð 

eÒch aÐaÊ* a¯j `QÐh `ÐMÐ`ÐMÞ Ð SÑa_e `Í\cÐwàÒe ÒdDÜ jaÊ ctÞe Ò[ÐfÞ\ÞÒm Òj jaÊ bÐ=Þ NmÐZÞ Ð `ÊeÑ 

jcÊ]Í LËfÒe ajÞ [Ð*Ê H L\ÐVÐ aÞ]ÊÔ[ç bfÞA mÐNÞmÐ Ð Òj QcLÞ `XÞÒm Ð  

`ÊZÞ $ÞLç LeÞ kjÞ Ò]Òm Ð Ò^[ç cÊÜ LZ bÐaÊRÞ Ð Oe [ @RÞ _Ð Ð ÒkÒm AÒe c_, Òj Oe AD ÒLÒ[ ]Þ_, 

cÐ[Í @ÒYB ]Þ_ Ð AD HÒ[ ]Þ_e jêó[Þ, @_ÊbÊ[Þ, cDS, cSmÞjç, Òj LÊAÒX dÞa Ð AÒe H @TVÞA c_, Òj jêó[Þ, 

@_ÊbË[Þ, cDS, cSmÞjç aÞ AD @ÒYB ]Þ_ Ð 

 

 

 
The world, even if you hold on to it, will slip. `ÞRÞf `ó\ÞaÑ  (Slipping World) 

hÊÒbtÊ LÊcÐe cÞhÍ SÞ / cç 9, bÞ. Hjç. Hjç _Ne, bÊaÒ_hée 751007 formerly from Guelph, Ontario, 

Canada 
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ଈଶ୍ୱର 
ପ୍ରତଭିା ୋୟ 

 

ଗ ା ସେଗେମ  । ମଶାଣି୍ ପଡ଼ଆିେ ଭୂତଲପ୍ରତମାନଙୁ୍କ େମକଚମକ, ୋଞ୍ଚ, ତନ୍ତ୍ରମନ୍ତ୍ର ବଳଲେ ଘଉଲଡ଼ଇ ଦଆିଯାଇ ସଭାମଞ୍ଚ ସନୁ୍ଦେ 

ଭାବଲେ ଗୋ ଲହଉଛ ି । ଲୋକଙ୍କ ବସବିା ପାଇ  ବସି୍ତେ ଜାଗା ଅବଶୟ-ଲସଥିଲେ କଣ୍ଟାଝଣ୍ଟା, ମଣି୍ର୍ଷ ଖପୁେ,ି ହାଡ଼, ଭଙ୍ଗାମାଠଆି, ହାଣି୍ଡ, 
ଖପୋ ଅଳ୍ପବହୁତ ପଡ଼ଛି ି । ଜନତା ଲସସବୁ ଖାତେି କଲେନାହିଁ  । ଲସସବୁ ତ ତା’ ଜୀବନେ ନତିଦିନିଆି ଅଂଶ  । ଗ ାପିୋଏ ଲସସବୁ ଲନଇ 
ଲଖଳନ୍ତ ି । ଡଆି  ମାେନ୍ତ,ି ଗଡ଼ାତଡ଼ା ହୁଅନ୍ତ ି । ଲସମାନଙ୍କେ ଜୀବନୀଶକି୍ତ ପ୍ରଖେ  । ଲତଣୁ୍ କଛି ିକ୍ଷତ ିହୁଏନାହିଁ  । ଲଗାେୁଖଆୁଡ଼ ଭଳ ିକାଠ 
ବାଉ ଶେ ବାଡ଼ ତଆିେ ି ଲହାଇ ଚାେପିଟ ବନ୍ଦ  । ମଞ୍ଚ ନକିଟକୁ ଲଯମିତ ି କାହାେ ି ୋପ ନପଲଡ଼  । ଆଜକିାେି ଭୂତଲପ୍ରତଙ୍କ ଅଲପକ୍ଷା 
ମଣି୍ର୍ଷଗୁଡ଼ାକ ଲବଶୀ ଖତେନାକ  । ଗ ା ଗ ାଲେ ଲବାମା ବଜି୍ଞାନୀମାଲନ ଅଛନ୍ତ ି । ଭେ ବୟବସାୟ ଲସଥିଲେ ଚାଲେ  । ବାଣ୍ ଲବପାେଲେ 
ବର୍ଷ଼୍କ ବାେମାସ ଲପଟ ପୂଲେନାହିଁ  । କାେଣ୍, ଭାତ-ତୁଣ୍ ଭଳ ିସବୁଦନି ବାଣ୍ ଲୋଡ଼ା ହୁଏନାହିଁ  । କନୁି୍ତ ଲବାମା ଲୋଡ଼ାହୁଏ ସବୁଦନି  । 
ସକାଲଳ, ସଞ୍ଜଲେ, ଖୋଲବଲଳ ଲବାମାେ ଚାହଦିା ଅଛ ି । ଖାକ ିଲପାର୍ଷାକୋେୀ ବାବୁମାଲନ ବନୁ୍ଧକ େେ ିେ ାଦଉଡ଼ କେୁଛନ୍ତ ି । ବଚିୋଗଡ଼ୁା 
ବଡ଼ ଚନି୍ତାଲେ ଅଛନ୍ତ ି । ଲକମିତ ିଭେଲେ ଭେଲେ ଲଭାଟ ସଭାଟା ବେଯିାଉ  । ଜନତାେ ଚନି୍ତା ନାହିଁ  କ ିଦକ ନାହିଁ  । ଲଗାେୁଙୁ୍କ ଅଲଡ଼ଇୋ 
ଭଳ ିଅଲଡ଼ଇ ଅଲଡ଼ଇ ଲସମାନଙୁ୍କ ଆଣି୍ ଖଆୁଡ଼ ଭିତଲେ ବଲସଇ ଲଦଇଛନ୍ତ ିପଲୋପକାେୀ ଲଦଶଲସବୀମାଲନ  । ଜବାବ ଲଦଇଛନ୍ତ ିସଭା 
ସେଲିେ ଲପଟ ପେୂାଇ ଭାତ, ଡାେମା ଖାଇବାକୁ ମିଳବି, ମଜୁେ ିବାବଦ ପଇସା ବ ିମିଳବି  । ଲକଲତ ମିଳବି ଲସ ବରି୍ଷୟଲେ ପାଉଣ୍ା ଛଡ଼ିନି ି
ସନିା; କନୁି୍ତ ମିଳବିାଟା ନଶିି୍ଚତ  । ଏଲବ ଲଭାଟ୍ ସଭାଟାକୁ କହୁଛନ୍ତ ି ‘ନବି଼୍ାଚନୀ ସଭା’  । ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କ ପାଟଲିେ ପଶୁନ,ି ଲସଥିେୁ ମିଳବି କ’ଣ୍  । 
ଇଂୋଜୀ କହଲିେ ଯାହା, ଓଡ଼ଆିଲେ କହଲିେ ଲସଇଆ ! ଗ ା ଲୋକ ଜାଣ୍ନ୍ତ ିଲଭାଟ୍େ ବାଦୀପାୋ ଏଲବ ଆେମ୍ଭ ଲହାଇଗୋ  । ବାୁଃ ! ବନିା 
ଖର୍ଚ଼୍୍ଲେ ମଲନାେଞ୍ଜନ ତ ଲହବ  । ତା’ ପଲେ ଖାଇବା - ପିଇବା, ମଜୁେ ି । ଗ ାେ ଲବକାେ ଲଟାକାମାନଙୁ୍କ ଅସ୍ଥାୟୀ ଚାକେି ିଖଲଣ୍ଡ ଖଲଣ୍ଡ 
ମିଳଯିାଇଛ ି । ସ୍ଥାୟୀ ଚାକେି ିମିଳବି ଲବାେି ପ୍ରତଶିୁତ ିବ ିମିଳଛି ି । ଲକଜାଣି୍, ସତ କ ିପାଣି୍ଲେ ଗାେ  । ଲତଲବ ତାଗଡ଼ା, ଗୁଣ୍ଡାଗିେଲିେ ଓସ୍ତାଦ୍ 
ଆଉ ଜୀବନକୁ ପାଣି୍ ଛଡ଼ାଇ ଲଦବା ଭଳ ିସାହସୀ ଲଟାକାମାନଙ୍କେ ଚାହଦିା ଏଇ ଅସ୍ଥାୟୀ ଚାକେି ିପାଇ  ଲବଶୀ  । ହଉ, ଦନିାଲକଲତ ତ ମଦ, 
ମାଂସ େୂଳା ଉଡ଼ାଇଲବ  । ବଚିୋଗୁଡ଼ା ସବୁଦଲିନ ଏସବୁ ପାଆନ୍ତ ି ନାହିଁ  । ଈଶ୍ୱେ ଯଦ ି ବପୁ ଲଦଇଛନ୍ତ ି ତାହାଲହଲେ କାମଲେ-ଲଦଶ 
କାମଲେ ୋଗୁ  । ବଡ଼ପ।ଟଆି ଯନ୍ତ୍ରଲେ ଲନତାଙ୍କେ ଗୁଣ୍ଗାନ ନାମସଂକୀର୍ତ଼୍୍ନ ଭଳ ିଚାେିଛ ି । ଲୋଲକ ଚାତକ ଭଳ ିଚାହିଁ ବସଛିନ୍ତ ି । ଅଠେ 
ବର୍ଷ଼୍ୀୟ ପିୋମାଲନ ଲନତାଙ୍କ ପ୍ରଲସସନ୍ ଆଗଲେ ନାଚ ଗୀତ କେଲିବ ଲବାେି ଉତ୍କଣ୍ଠାଲେ ଅେୀେ ଲହାଇପଡ଼ଲିେଣ୍ି  । ତା’ ଭିତଲେ ଚଉଦେୁ 
ଅଠେ ପିୋ ବ ିଅଛନ୍ତ ି  । ଗ ାପିୋଙ୍କେ ଜନମତାେଖି କାହାକୁ ବା ଜଣ୍ା ! ବାପା- ମାଆ ବ ିତାେଖି ଭୁେି ଯାଇଥାନ୍ତ ି  । ଏଇ ବଡ଼ଲୋକଆି 
ପିୋମାଲନ ଜନମତାେଖି ଗଣି୍ ଗଣି୍ ସହଳ ବୁୋ ଲହାଇଯାଆନ୍ତ ିଲବାେି ଗ ାଲୋକଙ୍କେ ବଶି୍ୱାସ  । ୋଭ କ’ଣ୍  । ତମ ବୟସ ତ ତମ େକ୍ତଲେ 
ଲେଖାଲହଇଛ ି । ଲସଥିପ।ଇ  ଲଡଙୁ୍ଗୋ ପିଟବିା କ ିଲୋଡ଼ା ? ଲଯମିତ ିବାବୁଘେ ପିୋମାଲନ ସ୍କେୁଲେ ବୟସ କଲମଇ ନ ା ଲେଖାନ୍ତ,ି ଲସମିତ ି
ଏଇ ଅଲୋଡ଼ା ଜନତାଙ୍କ ପିୋମାଲନ ବୟସ ବଲେଇ ଲଭାଟ୍ ତାେିକାଲେ ପଶସିାେଲିେଣ୍ି  । ଦୁଇଟାଯାକେ ୋଭ ଅଛ ି । ମଣି୍ର୍ଷ କ୍ଷତ ିସହବିା 
ପାଇ  କଛି ିକଲେନାହିଁ  । ଲତଣୁ୍ ପନ୍ଦେ ବର୍ଷ଼୍େ ପୁଅକୁ ଅଠେ କହବିାଲେ କ୍ଷତ ିକ’ଣ୍ । ତଦ୍ଦ୍ବାୋ ତା’ ଆୟୁର୍ଷେୁ ତନିବିର୍ଷ଼୍ ତ ଲକହ ିଲନଇଯିବ 
ନାହିଁ  । ଏଣ୍ିକ ିଲନତା-ଲନତୀମାଲନ ବେ-କନୟା ଭଳ ିଲବଶ ଲହଇକ ିଆସଛୁନ୍ତ ି । ବଡ଼ ସନୁ୍ଦେ ମାନୁଛ ି । ଲଭାଟ୍ ପେବ ନଥିବାଲବଲଳ ନାଣି୍ଡ 
ଲହାଇ ବୁେୁଥିଲବ, କଲେଜ ଝଅିଙ୍କ ଭଳ ିଜାମା ପୟାଣ୍ଟ ପିନୁ୍ଧଥିଲବ, ମାତ୍ର ବାହାଘେ ଠକି୍ ଲହାଇଗଲେ ଲଯମିତ ିଝଅିଙ୍କେ ଲବଶ ବଦଳଯିାଏ, 
ଲସମିତ ିଲନତୀମାଲନ ଶାେ ିପିନ୍ଧ,ି ମଣୁ୍ଡଲେ ଓେଣ୍ା ଲଦଇ, ସନୂି୍ଦେ ଲଟାପା ପିନ୍ଧ,ି ଲବକଲେ ଲଗଣୁ୍ଡମାଳ ପକାଇ କ ିସନୁ୍ଦେ ନମସ୍କାେ ପଲକଇ 
ପଲକଇ ମଞ୍ଚ ଉପେକୁ ଉଠନ୍ତ ି । ଲନତାମାଲନ ବ ିକଏି ଲକଲତମଲତ ଲବଶ ଲହାଇଥାନ୍ତ ି । କାହା ମଣୁ୍ଡଲେ ଲଠକା ତ କାହା ମଣୁ୍ଡଲେ ପଗଡ଼,ି 
ଆଉ କାହା ମଣୁ୍ଡଲେ ମକୁୁଟ  । କାହା ମଥାଲେ ଚନ୍ଦନଲଟାପା ତ ଆଉ କାହା ମଥାଲେ ସନୂି୍ଦେକେି  । ସମଲସ୍ତ ଆଉ ପ୍ରକାଲେ ଦଶିନ୍ତ ି। ଏମତ ି
ଲବଶ ବଦଳାଇ ଆସଥ।ନ୍ତ ି କାହିଁକ ି? ୋବଣ୍ ସନିା ସୀତାଙୁ୍କ ଲଚାେ ିକେବିାପାଇ  ଲବଶ ବଦଳାଇଥେ।; ଏମାଲନ ଲବଶ ବଦଳାଇବାେ 
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ଉଲଦ୍ଦ୍ଶୟ କ’ଣ୍ ? ଜନତାଙ୍କ ଭିତଲେ ବସଥିିବା ଗାନ୍ଧୀ ଅମଳେ ଜଲଣ୍ ବୁୋ ମାଷ୍ଟେ କହଲିେ - “ସୀତା ଲଚାେ ି ତ ସାମାନୟ କଥା, 
ଲସଲତଲବଲଳ ୋମ ଥିଲେ ସୀତାଙୁ୍କ ଉଦ୍ଧାେ କେବିାପାଇ   । କନୁି୍ତ ଏ ଲବଶ ବଦଳ ପୋ ଲଦଶ ଲଚାେ ିପାଇ , ଆଉ ୋମ କାହାନ୍ତ ିଲଦଶକୁ 
ଉଦ୍ଧେବିା ପାଇ   ।” ଜନତା ଭିତେୁ ଜଲଣ୍ କହେିା - “ଲଦଶ ଲଚାେଟିା ବା କଉ ବଡ଼ କଥା, ବଲିଦଶୀମାଲନ ଦେଆିପାେ ିଲହବା ଲହୋଣି୍ ବଲହ 
ବର୍ଷ଼୍  । ଲଦଶୀ ଲୋକ ଯଦ ିଲଦଶ ଲଚାେ ିକଲେ, ଲସଥିଲେ ଆମେ କ ିଯାଏଆଲସ  । ଲଦଶତ ତା’ ଥାନଲେ ଅଛ ିନା, କୁଆଲଡ଼ ତ ପଳଉନ ି 
।” ଦୀଘ଼୍ଶ୍ୱାସ ଛାଡ଼ ିମାଷ୍ଟେ କହଲିେ- “ତୁମକୁ ବୁଝାଇବା କଷ୍ଟ, କାେଣ୍ ତୁଲମ ତ ସ୍କେୁଘେ ମାଟ ିମାଡ଼ନି  । ତୁମେ ବଚିାେ ଉପଲେ ତ ଭାତ 
ଡାେି ବୋଲହଇଛ,ି ତୁମକୁ କହ ିୋଭ କ’ଣ୍ ?” ଠକି୍ ଏତକିଲିବଲଳ ଜନତା ଭିତଲେ ଉଠେିା ଆନନ୍ଦେ କଳେବ  । ଲନତାଙ୍କ ସଜ୍ଜତି ଯାନ 
ଲଦଖି ନୁଲହ , ଲନତାଙ୍କ ଯାନ ଆଗଲେ େୁଲପେି ଜଗତେ ହୀଲୋ- ହୀଲୋଇନ୍କୁ ଗୀତ ଗାଉଥିବାେ, ନାଚୁଥିବାେ, ହାତଲଯାଡ଼ ିଲଭାଟ ପାଇ  
ଅନୁଲୋେ କେୁଥିବାେ ଲଦଖି  । ଲକହ ିଜଲଣ୍ କହେିା - “ପ୍ରଭୁଙ୍କ କୃପ।େୁ ଏ ଚମ଼୍ଚକ୍ଷ ୁକ’ଣ୍ ନଲଦଖିୋ ! ଆଲମ ନଲିଶ୍ଚ ଏଇ ଲନତାଙ୍କ 
ଚହି୍ନଲେ ଲଭାଟ୍ ବାଲଡ଼ଇଦବା  ।” ଆଉଜଲଣ୍ କହେିା - “ଆେ ଦଳ ଲନତାଙ୍କ ସାଙ୍ଗଲେ ବ ି ଖାସା ହୀଲୋ- ହୀଲୋଇନ୍ ଆସଥିିଲେ  । 
ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କ ସାଙ୍ଗଲେ ଆସଲିବ  । ଓେିଉଡ୍, ବେିଉଡ୍, ହେିଉଡ୍, ଜେିଉଡ୍, ଟେିଉଡ୍, ଠେିଉଡ୍, ତା’ ପେକୁ ପେ ଡ, ଢ, ଣ୍, ତ, ଥ... କ୍ଷ’ ଉଡ୍ 
ପଯ଼୍ୟନ୍ତ ହୀଲୋ-ହୀଲୋଇନ୍ଙୁ୍କ ଏମାଲନ ଉଡ଼ାଇ ଆଣି୍ପ।େଲିବ  । ତଲମ ଏଥେ କାହାକୁ ଲଭାଟ୍ ଲଦବ ?”  

 
ଜଲଣ୍ ସବ୍ଜାନ୍ତା ଲଟାକା କହେିା - “ଅୋଳଆି ଲୋକଟଏି କହେିା, 

ମଣୁ୍ଡଟା ଘାଉ ଲେଇ ଲଦଉଛଲିେ ଭାଇ ! ମ  ୁକଛି ିଲଦଖିବନି,ି ଆଖି ବୁଜ ିସବୁ 
ଚହି୍ନ ଉପଲେ ଲଭାଟ ବାଲଡ଼ଇଲଦବ ି । ସମଲସ୍ତ ତ ଖଆୁଇଲେ, ପିଆଇଲେ, 
ନାଟତାମସା ଲଦଲଖଇଲେ, ଅଣ୍ଟାଗୁଞ୍ଜା ଲଦଲେ, ପକ୍ଷପାତ କେ ି େମ଼୍ହାନ ି
କଆି  କେବି ି ।” ଜଲଣ୍ େସକିଆି କହେିା - “ଖବୁ୍ ଭେ ଖବୁ୍ ଭେ, ଏହା ହିଁ 
ପ୍ରକୃତ ଗଣ୍ତନ୍ତ୍ରେ ନୀତ ି  । ଗଣ୍ତନ୍ତ୍ରଲେ ସମଲସ୍ତ ସମାନ, ବାଛବଚିାେ 

କାହିଁକ ି? ଭାେତଟା ସବୁଠୁ ବଡ଼ ଗଣ୍ତନ୍ତ୍ର ନା  । ଲସଇଥିପ।ଇ  ଆମେ ବାଛବଚିାେ େଖିବା ଉଚତି ନୁଲହ   ।'' ଲନତା ମଞ୍ଚ ଉପେକୁ ଉଠଯିିବା 
ମାଲତ୍ର ପୂବ଼୍େୁ ପ୍ରସୁ୍ତତ ି ମତୁାବକ କେତାଳ ି ଅଜାଡ଼ ି ଲହାଇପଡ଼େିା  । "ଜୟ ଲହା... ଜୟ ଲହା..." ଶର୍ବ୍ଲେ ଗଛଡାଳଲେ ବସଥିିବା ବାକ ି
ଲକଲତଟା ଭୂତଲପ୍ରତ ଉଡ଼ ିପଲଳଇଲେ  । 

 
ଲନତା ଭାର୍ଷଣ୍ ଆେମ୍ଭ କଲେ - “ଲମାେ ଅତ ିପି୍ରୟ ଭାଇ ଓ ଭଉଣ୍ୀମାଲନ...” 
 
ଜଲଣ୍ ଫ୍ସ ୁଫୁ୍ସ୍ଫୁ୍ସ୍ ଲହୋ - ଆଲେ ଏଇଟା ତ ଲୋତୋ ବୁଢାଲଟ, ଆମ ଭିତଲେ ତ ତା’ ଭାଇଭଉଣ୍ୀ ବୟସେ ଲକହ ିନାହାନ୍ତ,ି ବେଂ 

କହଥିାଆନ୍ତା- “ଲମାେ ପୁଅ-ଲବାହୂ, ଝଅି-ଜ୍ୱାଇ -ନାତ-ିନାତୁଣ୍ୀମାଲନ  ।” ଆଉ ଜଲଣ୍ ଫୁ୍ସ୍ଫୁ୍ସ୍ ଲହୋ - “ଆଲେ, ମ  ୁ ଜାଣି୍ଛ ିମାନନୀୟ 
ଲନତାଙ୍କେ ଅଣ୍ନାତ,ି ପଣ୍ନାତ ିବ ିଅଛନ୍ତ ି  । ଛାଡ଼, ଆଲମ ତାଙ୍କ ଦଳଲେ ମିଶେୁି ଲବାେି ଲସ ଭାବସିାେଲିେଣି୍  । ଲତଣୁ୍ ଆଲମ ଲହେୁ 
ଗୁେୁଭାଇ-ଭଉଣ୍ୀ  ।” ଠକି୍ ଠକି୍ - ଅନୟମାଲନ ପାଳ ିେେଲିେ  । ଏତକିଲିବଲଳ ଶାନ୍ତେିକ୍ଷା ପାଇ  ଲପାେିସ୍ ୋଠଚିାଳନାେ ଇଙି୍ଗତ ଲଦଲେ  । 

ଜନତା ମକୂ ଲହାଇ ବସେିହଲିେ  । 
 
ନବି଼୍ାଚନୀ ଭାର୍ଷଣ୍ ଆେମ୍ଭ ଲହୋ - “ଲମା ହୃଦୟ ଦୁୁଃଖଲେ ଫ୍ାଟପିଡ଼ୁଛ ିଲଯ ଆପଣ୍ଙ୍କ ମଣୁ୍ଡ ଉପଲେ ଛାତ ନାହିଁ  । ଆପଣ୍ଙ୍କେ ଚାକେି ି

ନାହିଁ  । ଖାଦୟ, ଶକି୍ଷା, ସ୍ଵାସ୍ଥୟ, ପିଇବା ପାଣ୍ି କଛି ି ନାହିଁ  । ଏପେକି ି ଆପଣ୍ଙ୍କ ପୁଅମାଲନ ହାତକୁ ଦ’ିହାତ ଲହବାପାଇ  ଆଖପାଖଲେ 
ଭୂଣ୍ହତୟା ଲଯାଗ ୁ ଝଅି ବ ିମିଳୁନାହାନ୍ତ ି  । ଆମ ସେକାେ ଆସଲିେ ଏସବୁ ଅସବୁେିା ଦୂେ କେବିା ଲହବ ଆମେ ପ୍ରୋନ କାମ  । ଆମେ 
ଲସିାଗାନ ଲହଉଛ ି- ଗେବି ହଟାଓ ଔର୍ ଗେବିୀ ବଚାଓ  । ଆପଣ୍ମାଲନ ସମଲସ୍ତ ଲମା ସହ ଏହ ିବାକୟଟକୁି ଉର୍ଚ୍ସ୍ଵେଲେ ତନିଥିେ କୁହନୁ୍ତ ।” 
ଜନତା ଆଲବଗେ ଲରାତଲେ ଭାସଯିାଇ ଲସହ ିବାକୟେ ପୁନୋବୃର୍ତ୍ ିକୋଲବଲଳ ଲନତାଙ୍କ ପାଖଲୋକ ଚୁପ୍ଚୁପ୍ କେ ିତାଙ୍କ କାନ ପାଖଲେ 
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କହେିା - “ସାର୍, ଲଶର୍ଷବାକୟଟା ଓେଟା କହଲିଦଲେ  । ଏହ ିପଦ ଏଲବ ବଲିୋେୀ ଦଳକୁ ଆମ ବଲିୋେଲେ କହବିା ପାଇ  ସହୁାଇବ  । 
ଆପଣ୍ ଦୟାକେ ିେିଖିତ କାଗଜକୁ ଭେ କେ ିପେ ିକୁହନୁ୍ତ  ।” 

 
“ଚୁପ୍ କେ, ତଲମ ଲନତା ନା ମ  ୁଲନତା  । ଏସବୁ ଚଳବି ଚଳବି...  । ପ୍ରଥଲମ ଲଯଉ  କଥାଗୁଡ଼ାକ କୁହାଗୋ ଲସଗୁଡ଼ାକ ବ ିଓେଟା 

ଫ୍ଳବି  । ଲକବଳ ଆମ ସେକାେ ନୁଲହ , ସବୁ ସେକାେ ତ ଯାହା କହନ୍ତ ିତାହା ଫ୍ଲଳନାହିଁ  । ବେଂ ଓେଟା ଫ୍ଲଳ  । ତା’ଛଡ଼ା ଏଗୁଡ଼ାକ 
ମଖୂ଼୍, ଫୁ୍ଟପାଥ୍ଲେ ମଶାଣି୍ ଦାେଲେ ବଞ୍ଚଥୁିବା ଲୋକଗୁଡ଼ା  । ଏଲତ ଗହନକୁ ଠଉଲେଇ ପାେଲିବନ ି । ତଲମ କଆି  ଜେିାେୁ ଶେିା କାେୁଛ  ।” 

 
ଲନତା ପୁଣି୍ ଭାର୍ଷଣ୍ ଆେମ୍ଭ କଲେ- “ଆପଣ୍ମାନଙ୍କ ପାଇ  ଘେ ଲହବ, କାେଣ୍ ଆଲମ ଜାଣି୍ଛୁ ଗେବି ଭିତଲେ ହିଁ ଈଶ୍ୱେ ବାସ କେନ୍ତ ି । 

ଗେବିେ ପୂଜା ଲହଉଛ ିପ୍ରକୃତ ଈଶ୍ୱେଙ୍କେ ଆୋେନା  । ଗେବି ଈଶ୍ୱେଙ୍କ ମଣୁ୍ଡ ଉପଲେ ମନ୍ଦେି ଲତାଳବିା ପାଇ  ଆମ ସେକାେ େକ୍ତପାତକୁ 
ମଧ୍ୟ ଖାତେି କଲେନାହିଁ  । ଜନତା ଭଳ ିଈଶ୍ୱେ ମଧ୍ୟ ମକୂ  । ଲସ ଈଶ୍ୱେ ଆଜ ିଖୋତୋଲେ ବର୍ଷ଼୍ା ବତାସଲେ ଲବଘେ ପଡ଼ଛିନ୍ତ ି । ଆପଣ୍ଙ୍କ 
ସହଲଯାଗ ଆମେ କାମୟ  । ଶବି ମନ୍ଦେିଟଏି ଲହଲେ ପାବ଼୍ତୀ ବସଲିବ, ୋମ ମନ୍ଦେି ଲହଲେ ସୀତା ବସଲିବ, ନାୋୟଣ୍ ମନ୍ଦେି ଲହଲେ 
େକ୍ଷ୍ମୀ ସ୍ଥାପନା ଲହଲବ  । ଆମ ଭିତଲେ ଲକଲତଜଣ୍ ଲନତାଙ୍କ ଭଳ ିହନୁମାନ, କାର୍ତ୍ଲିକୟ, ନାେଦ ଆଦ ିଚେି ବ୍ରହ୍ମଚାେୀ ଲହାଇେହଛିନ୍ତ ି । 
ତାଙ୍କ କଥା ଛାଡ଼, କନୁି୍ତ ଅନୟ ସବୁ ଲଦବତାଙ୍କେ ଏକ ବା ଏକାଧିକ ପତ୍ନୀ  । ଲତଣୁ୍ ତୁମ ପୁଅମାନଙୁ୍କ ଅେବତ୍ ଝଅି ମିଳବି  ।” 

 
ଜଲଣ୍ ଲକହ ିଚତି୍କାେ କୋ - “ଆଜ୍ଞା ! ଏବକାେ ଶକିି୍ଷତ ପିଲେ ଆଉ ବାହାଲହବାକୁ ୋଜ ିନୁହନ୍ତ ି । ତାଙ୍କେ ଝଅି ଦେକାେ ନାହିଁ  ।” 

କାେଣ୍ - ଲନତା ପଚାେଲିେ  । ଜଲଣ୍ ଠଆି ଲହାଇଯାଇ କହେିା - “ଆଜ୍ଞା, ବାହାଘେେ ଦନି ଲକଇଟା ନଯାଉଣୁ୍ ସ୍ଵାମୀ, ଶାଶୁ, ଶ୍ୱଶୁେ, 
ବଂଶକୁଟୁମବ ଯାଇ ଲଜଲ୍ଲେ  । ଝଅିେ ବାପା ମାୋମାଲ୍  । ଆପଣ୍ମାଲନ ପୋ ଏଇ ଆଇନ ଗେଛିନ୍ତ ି । "ଆମ ସେକାେ ଆସଲିେ ସବୁ 
ଆଇନ ବଦଳଯିିବ  । ଲମାଟ୍ ଉପଲେ ଆଇନକାନୁନ କଛି ିେହବି ନାହିଁ  ।" - ଲନତା କହଲିେ । "ଖବୁ୍ ଭେ... ଖବୁ୍ ଭେ..." -  ଜନତାଙ୍କ 
ଭିତେୁ ଆନନ୍ଦେ କଳେବ ଉଠେିା  । ଲକହ ିଜଲଣ୍ ଠଆି ଲହାଇ କହେିା - “ଆଜ୍ଞା, ଆମ ମଣୁ୍ଡ ଉପଲେ ତ ଚାଳ ନାହିଁ  । ଆମକୁ ତ ମନ୍ଦେି 
ମନା, ମନ୍ଦେି ତଆିେ ିକେ ିୋଭ କ’ଣ୍ ? ଆମ ମଣୁ୍ଡ ଉପଲେ ଆଗ ଚାଳ ଉଠୁ ।” ଲନତା ଉର୍ଚ୍ସ୍ଵେଲେ କହଲିେ  - “ତଲମମାଲନ କଛି ିବୁଝୁନାହ   
। ଉର୍ଚ୍କୁ ଉଠବିାକୁ ଲହଲେ ଲଗାଟଏି ଲଗାଟଏି କେ ିପାହାଚ ଉଠବିାକୁ ହୁଏ  । ତୁମମାନଙ୍କ ପାଇ  ଘେ ତଆିେ ିକେବିାକୁ ଲହଲେ ଲସଥିଲେ 
ଅଲନକ ଝାଲମୋ ଅଛ ି । ଲସ ଜମି କାହାେ, ତା’େ ମାେିକାନା କାହା ହାତଲେ ଅଛ,ି ଏମିତ ିଅଲନକ କଥା  । ଲସ କଥା ଯାଞ୍ଚ କେୁ କେୁ ଆଉ 
ଲଗାଟାଏ ସେକାେ ଆସି ପହଞ୍ଚଯିିବ  । ତୁମ କଥା ଭାବବି କଏି ? ବେଂ ମନ୍ଦେି ତଆିେ ିକଲେ ଲକହ ିପାଟ ିଫି୍ଟାଇଲବ ନାହିଁ  । ଲଗାଟାଏ 
ଜମି ଉପଲେ ପତାକାଟଏି ଉଡ଼ାଇଲଦଲେ କଥା ସେେିା  । ଆମ ଲଦଶ ଲହଉଛ ିେମ଼୍ନେିଲପକ୍ଷ ଲଦଶ  । େମ଼୍ ନାମଲେ ଘେଦ୍ୱାେ, ସଂପର୍ତ୍,ି 
ବଗିଚା, ଫ୍ାମ଼୍ ଯାହା କଲେ ବ ିଲସଥିଲେ ହାତ ମାେବିାକୁ କାହାେ ିସାହସ ଲହବନାହିଁ  । ମନ୍ଦେିକୁ ଦାନ ଲଦବା ପାଇ  ହୁଣି୍ଡ ଥୁଆଲହବ  । 
ଦାତାମାଲନ ଆଖିବୁଜ ିଦାନ ଲଦଲବ  । ଲସଥିଲେ ପ୍ରସାଦ େନ୍ଧା ଲହବ  । କନୁି୍ତ ତୁମକୁ ଲକହ ିଦାନ ଲଦଲବ କ ି? ଲକହ ିଜଲଣ୍ ପ୍ରଶନ କୋ - 
କନୁି୍ତ ଆମକୁ ଲକହ ିକ’ଣ୍ ମାଗଣ୍ାଲେ ପ୍ରସାଦ ଲଦବ ? ଲନତା ଉଚ୍ଛୱସତି ଲହାଇ କହଲିେ - “ଟଲିକ ନଜିେ ଅକେ ଖଟାଅ  । ପାଳ ିକେ ି
ତୁମମାନଙ୍କେ େଙ୍ଗଳା ଛୁଆେୁ ଲଗାଟଏି ଲେଖ ା ମନ୍ଦେି ଭିତେକୁ ଛାଡ଼ଲିଦବ  । ତା’ପଲେ ତ ମନ୍ଦେି ମାୋ, ଲଭାଗ ମାୋ, ଦଅି  ମାୋ, ବାସ୍ 
ଲଭାଗଯାକ ବାହାଲେ ଢଳାଯିବ, ତୁଲମ ଲଗାେୁ କୁକୁେମାନଙୁ୍କ ଜବତ କେ ିଲପଲଟ ଲେଖ ା ପ୍ରସାଦ ଖାଇବ  । ଆଉ ମନ୍ଦେି କଲଡ଼ କଲଡ଼ ଲଯଉ  
ଲଦାକାନ ବଜାେ ବସବି ୋତଲିେ ତା’େ ିଦାେଲେ ଲଶାଇପଡ଼ବି  । ଲସଇଠ ିତୁମେ ପିୋଛୁଆ ସଂଖୟା ବେଲିବ, ସଂସାେ ବେବି, କାମିକା ହାତ 
ବେବି ।” ଜନତା ଆନନ୍ଦଲେ ବାହା... ବାହା... କଲେ  । ସେକାେ ଲଯ ତାଙ୍କ ପଞ୍ଜୋ ଭିତଲେ ଈଶ୍ୱେଙୁ୍କ ଚହି୍ନଟ କେଛିନ୍ତ ିତାହା ଲସମାନଙ୍କ 
ପାଇ  ଗବ଼୍େ ବରି୍ଷୟ  । ଲସମାଲନ କନୁି୍ତ ସବୁଦନି ଗେବି ଲହାଇ େହବିାଲେ ଦୁୁଃଖ ନାହିଁ  । ଲନତା କହଲିେ - “ତୁମେ ବୁଝବିା ଉଚତି ଲଯ ତୁମ 
ଭିତଲେ ଈଶ୍ୱେ ଥିବା ଲଯାଗ ୁ ତୁମେ ମନ୍ଦେିକୁ ଯିବାେ ଆବଶୟକତା ନାହିଁ  । େନୀ ଲୋକଙ୍କେ ଆଉ ଈଶ୍ୱେ ନାହାନ୍ତ ି  । ଲତଣୁ୍ ଲସମାଲନ 
ଈଶ୍ୱେଙୁ୍କ ଲଖାଜ ିଲଖାଜ ିମନ୍ଦେିକୁ ଆସନ୍ତ ି । ଆହା ! ବଚିାୋ େନୀଗୁଡ଼କି...  ।” 
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ଜଲଣ୍ ସବ୍ଜାନ୍ତା ଲଟାକା ଉଠପିଡ଼ ିକହେିା - “ଆଜ୍ଞା ! ପୂବ଼୍େୁ ଏହ ିମଞ୍ଚଲେ ଆଉ ଏକ ଲଭାଟ ସଭା ଲହାଇସାେଛି ି  । ଲସ ଲନତା 
ମନ୍ଦେି ବଲିୋେଲେ ବଲିର୍ଷାଦ୍ଗାେ କଲେ  । ଲସ କହୁଥିଲେ ଲଯ ସହେେ ୋସ୍ତା କଲଡ଼ କଲଡ଼ ଲସମାଲନ ଗେବି ପାଇ  ଜମି ଲଖାଜେିା ଲବଳକୁ 
ଆଉ ଜମି ନାହିଁ  । ସବୁ ଲବଆଇନ ଜବେଦଖେଲେ ଈଶ୍ୱେମାଲନ ମାଡ଼ ି ବସଛିନ୍ତ ି  । ଲସଠ ି ଗଲଞ୍ଜଇମାଡ଼ଠୁ ଆେମ୍ଭକେ ି ଯାବତୀୟ 
ଲବଆଇନ କାେବାେ ଚାେିଛ ି  । ଲସ ଲନତା କହୁଥିଲେ ଲଯ ମନ୍ଦେି ଫ୍ନ୍ଦେି ଖାେି ଗେବିକୁ ଲଶାର୍ଷଣ୍ କେବିା ପାଇ  ଲଗାଟାଏ ଲଭଳକି ି  । 
ଗେବି ପାଇ  ତାଙ୍କ ସେକାେ ବାତୟା ଆଶ୍ରୟସ୍ଥଳୀ ତଆିେ ିକେଲିବ  । ବାତୟା ନଥିବା ସମୟଲେ ଲସଠାଲେ ସ୍କଲୁ୍ କଲେଜ୍ ଚାେିବ  । ବାତୟା 
ସମୟଲେ ଲଗାେୁ, ମଇ ରି୍ଷ, କୁକୁେ, ବଲିେଇ, ସାପ, ଲବଙ୍ଗ ଲସଠାଲେ ଆଶ୍ରୟ ଲନଇ ଜୀବନ ବଞ୍ଚାଇପାେଲିବ  । ଗେବି ପାଠ ପେବି ଏବଂ 
ବଞ୍ଚବି ବ ି ।” ଲନତାଙ୍କ ପାଖଲେ ସବୁ ପ୍ରଶନେ ଉର୍ତ୍େ ଅଛ ି । ଲସ କହଲିେ - “ଆଉ ତୁମମାନଙ୍କ ମଣୁ୍ଡ ଉପଲେ ଛାତ  । ଲସ କଥା ପଚାେଥିିେ 
କ ିନାହିଁ?” 

 
“ଆଜ୍ଞା, ଅେବତ୍ ପଚାେଛୁି  । ପଚାେବିା ଆମେ ଅଧିକାେ  । ଲନତା ମଧ୍ୟ ସଲନ୍ତାର୍ଷଜନକ ଉର୍ତ୍େ ଲଦଇଥିଲେ । ଲସ କହଲିେ - “ମଣି୍ର୍ଷ 

ଏକ ମକୁ୍ତ ଜୀବ  । ଲସ ମକୁ୍ତ ଲହାଇ ଜନିମଥିୋ, ମକୁ୍ତ ଲହାଇ ମେବି  । ତା’ ମଣୁ୍ଡ ଉପଲେ ଛାତ, ଆଉ ତା’ ଚାେପିଲଟ କାନ୍ଥେ ଅଥ଼୍ ବନ୍ଦୀଶାଳା  
। ହଜାେ ହଜାେ ବର୍ଷ଼୍ େେ ିଆଲମ ମକୁ୍ତ ଆକାଶ ତଲଳ ବଞ୍ଚଛୁି ଏବଂ ବଞ୍ଚେିହବୁି  । ଖାେି ପ୍ରାକୃତକି ବପିଯ଼୍ୟୟକୁ ଡେ  । ଲସଇଥିପ।ଇ  ଗହୃ 
ନାମକ ବନ୍ଦୀଶାଳା ଗେଥିିୋ  । ଗେବିେ ଘେଗୁଡ଼କି ଏପେ ିତଆିେ ିହୁଏ ଲଯ ବାତୟାେ ଲଗାଟାଏ ଝାମ୍ପଲେ ଲସ ଘେ ତା’ ଉପଲେ ପଡ଼ ିତା’େ 
ପ୍ରାଣ୍ ନଏି  । ଲତଣୁ୍ ଘେ ଅଲପକ୍ଷା ବାତୟା ଆଶ୍ରୟସ୍ଥଳ ଅଧିକ ନେିାପଦ  ।”  

 
ଲନତା ଉଲର୍ତ୍ଜତି ଲହାଇ କହଲିେ - “ଆମ ଦଳ ତୁମକୁ ଈଶ୍ୱେ ମଣୁ୍ଛ ି । ଅଥଚ ଲସମାନଙ୍କ ଦଳ ତୁମକୁ ଗାଈଲଗାେୁ, ଘରୁୁ୍ଷେ,ି ମଇ ର୍ଷି 

ମଣୁ୍ଛ ି । ଲକଉ ଟା ସମ୍ମାନଜନକ ?” 
 
“ଆଜ୍ଞା, ଆଲମ ସମ୍ମାନେ ସହ ବଞ୍ଚବିାକୁ ଚାହ ୁ” ଜନତାେ ଉର୍ତ୍େ  । 
 
“ଲତଲବ ତୁଲମମାଲନ ଈଶ୍ୱେ ପାେଟଯିାଅ ଏବଂ ମନ୍ଦେି ତଆିେ ି ପାଇ  ଆଲନ୍ଦାଳନଲେ ଭାଗ ନଅି, ଲସମାଲନ ଈଶ୍ୱେଙୁ୍କ ଚହି୍ନପି।େୁ 

ନାହାନ୍ତ,ି ଲଗାେୁଗାଈଙୁ୍କ ଚହୁି୍ନଛନ୍ତ ି । ଲତଣୁ୍ ମନ୍ଦେି ତଆିେ ିପାଇ  େକ୍ତପାତ ଲହଲେ ବ ିଆମ ସେକାେ ପଛଘଞୁ୍ଚା ଲଦବାକୁ ପ୍ରସୁ୍ତତ ନୁହନ୍ତ ି । 
ଆଲନ୍ଦାଳନ ପାଇ  ପଟୁଆେ ଆବଶୟକ  । ପଟୁଆେ ପାଇ  ଗେବିଙ୍କ ସହଲଯାଗ କାଲଳ କାଲଳ ଆବଶୟକ ହୁଏ  । କାେଣ୍ ଗେବିଗୁଡ଼ା 
ଈଶ୍ୱେଙ୍କ ପେ ିନୁିଃସ୍ଵାଥ଼୍, ନଲିେ଼୍ାଭ ଏବଂ କ୍ଷମତାପିପ।ସ ୁ ନୁହନ୍ତ ି  । ଲସମାନଙ୍କେ େନ ଓ କ୍ଷମତା ନଥିବାେୁ କ୍ଷତେି କଛି ିଆଶଙ୍କା ନାହିଁ  । 
େନୀଗୁଡ଼ା ଡେୁଆ, ଲୋଭୀ, କ୍ଷମତାପିପ।ସ ୁ । େନ କ୍ଷୟ, କ୍ଷମତା କ୍ଷୟ, ଯଶ କ୍ଷୟ ସବୁକୁ ଡେ ିଡେ ିନତିଦିନି ମେୁଥାଆନ୍ତ ି । ଗେବି ମଲେ 
ଥଲେ । ଯଦ ିଲସହ ିଗେବିଙ୍କ ପାଇ  ମନ୍ଦେି ନମି଼୍ାଣ୍ ଲହବ ଲତଲବ ପଟୁଆେ ବାହାେବିାକୁ ପଡ଼ବି  । ଲଦଶ ପାଇ  ଯିଏ ପ୍ରାଣ୍ ଦଏି, ସଏି ଶହଦି  
। ଈଶ୍ୱେଙ୍କ ପାଇ  ଯିଏ ପ୍ରାଣ୍ ଦଏି, ଲସ ଭକ୍ତ  । ଏ ଲଦଶ ଲଦବଭୂମି, ଲକବଳ ଲଦବତାଙ୍କେ ଲଦଶ ନୁଲହ , ଭକ୍ତେ ଲଦଶ  । ତୁଲମ ହିଁ 
ପ୍ରକୃତଲେ ଏହ ିପବତି୍ର ଭୂମିେ ଲଦଶବାସୀ, ଏଥେ ପଟୁଆେ ବାହାେୁ ... ବାହାେୁ...  ।” ପଟୁଆେ ବାହାେ ିପଡ଼େିା  । ଖାେି ଲପଟ, ଖାେି 

ପାଦ, ଲଖାୋ ଲଦହ, ଲଖାୋ ମଣୁ୍ଡ, ହୃଦୟଲଖାୋ ଆଲବଗ  । ପଛଲେ ଲନତାଙ୍କ ଶୀତତାପ, 
ଲଗାଳାବାେୁଦ, ବୁଲେଟ୍ ନଲିୋେକାେୀ ସୁସଜ୍ଜତି ଯାନ  । ଲନତାଙ୍କ ଭାର୍ଷଣ୍ ଚତୁଦ୍ଦ୍ଗିଲେ କୁଆପଥେ 
ଭଳ ିବର୍ଷି ଯାଉଥାଏ- “ଗେବି ହୃଦୟ ଭିତଲେ ଈଶ୍ୱେ େୁଚ ିେହଛିନ୍ତ,ି ଲସ ଈଶ୍ୱେଙୁ୍କ ସମ୍ମାନ କେବିାକୁ 
ଲହବ, ତାଙ୍କ ପାଇ  ମନ୍ଦେି ନମି଼୍ାଣ୍ ଆମେ ସଂକଳ୍ପ, ଗେବିମାଲନ ଲଗାେୁଗାଈ ନୁହନ୍ତ,ି ତାଙ୍କେ ଆଉ 
କଛି ିବ ିଆବଶୟକ ନାହିଁ  । ଲୋଡ଼ା ଲହଲେ ଗେବିେ ହୃଦୟ ଫ୍ାଡ଼ ିଆଲମ ଈଶ୍ୱେଙୁ୍କ ଲଦଖାଇପାେୁ, 
େକ୍ତପାତକୁ ଆଲମ ଡେୁନାହ ୁ   ।”  
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“ଡେୁ ନାହ ୁ , ଡେୁ ନାହ ୁ” - ପଟୁଆେ ଭିତେୁ ଲୋଳ ଉଠେିା । ଲସପଟୁ ମାଡ଼ଆିସେିା ଆଉ ଲଗାଲଟ ପଟୁଆେ  । ଦୁଇ ଲନତାଙ୍କ 

ବାଦୀପାୋେ ସ୍ଵେ ଭିତଲେ ଗୁଳ ିବରି୍ଷଗୋ  । ଏହ ିସ୍ଵେଗୁଡ଼କି ଗୁଳ-ିନଲିୋେକ  । କନୁି୍ତ ଗେବିେ ହୃଦୟ-ନଲିୋେକ ନୁଲହ   । ଗେବିଙ୍କ ହୃଦୟ 
ଠାେୁ ଗୁଳଗିୁଡ଼ାକ ଈଶ୍ୱେଙୁ୍କ ଲଖାଜୁଥିୋ  । ଯାନ ଆଗକୁ ଚାେୁଥିୋ  । ଭାର୍ଷଣ୍ ଥମ ୁନଥିୋ  । ଗେବିଙ୍କ ହୃଦୟ ଲଭଦ ିେକ୍ତାକ୍ତ ଈଶ୍ୱେମାଲନ 
େଥଚକ ତଲଳ ଚତି୍କାେ କେୁଥିଲେ  ।” 

 
ଈଶ୍ୱେଙ୍କେ ମତୁୃୟ ନାହିଁ  । ଗେବିେ ମତୁୃୟ ନାହିଁ  । କାେଣ୍ ଏ ଲଦଶଲେ ଗେବିେ ଅଭାବ ନାହିଁ  । ଚାେ... ଆଲଗଇ ଚାେ... ଡେବିାେ 

କଛି ିନାହିଁ  । େକ୍ତ ଜୁଡ଼ୁବୁଡ଼ୁ ପଟୁଆେ ଆଗକୁ ଚାେିୋ  । 
 
 
 

 
 
ଆଖୟାୟିକା, ୨୭, ଗଜପତ ିନଗେ, ଭୁବଲନଶ୍ୱେ 
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@LjêÐ[ç AÒceÞLÐ 

aÞbË[Þ `p_Ð¯L 

 

 

 jÐkÞ[ÞÔL ÒNÐ`Þ_Ð\ ckÐ«Þ* Òhi]Þ_ jaÊ LVÞ\ÞmÐ AÒceÞLÐÒe Ð ÒjWÐÒe Òj _ÞS `ÞmÐcÐ_* `ÐMÒe 

ekÊ\ÞÒm Ð ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf bËaÒ_hée Ò$e«Þ, cÒ[ Ò]MÐÒkÒm Lk«Þ- \Òe AÒceÞLÐ aÊmÞ Aj Ð ÒmMÞaÐ `ÐBÜ 

@Ò_L Ò`ÍeZÐ `ÐBa Ð cÊÜ [Ð* jk HLc[ ÒkÐB`ÐÒe _ÐkÞÜ, L\Ð RfÒe LÒk - `ÊUÞaÐ]Ñ AÒceÞLÐ jóS_hÑf 

ÒmMLcÐ_* `ÐBÜ Ò`ÍeZÐe Djú ÒaÐmÞ ÒcÐe ÒLÒa cÒ_ ÒkÐB _ÐkÞÜ Ð ÒkcÞ=çÒJé  HaÕ _càÐ_ç Òcmeç* `Òe 

AÒceÞLÐ @_Ô ÒLßÐZjÞ aÞhé aÞMÔÐ[ ÒmML*Ê S_ê Ò]B _ÐkÞÜ Ð  jmç ÒaÒmÐ* `eÞ AD ÒdDÜ ÒLÒ[ SZ Ò_ÐÒamç 

`ÐBR«Þ ÒjcÐÒ_ AÒceÞLÐ cÐVÞe cZÞi _ÊkÜ«Þ Ð @_Ô Ò]heÊ AjÞ AÒceÞLÐÒe AhÍ¯ Ò_B\ÞÒm Ð @`e `lÒe 

`ÐaçÒmÐ Ò_eÊ]Ð* WÐeÊ Aec÷ LeÞ NÐeçjÞA cÐeçÒLSç* `eÞ ÒLÒ[ SZ ÒmML @R«Þ - ÒdDÜcÐÒ_ jÐcÔaÐ]Ñ 

mÐVÞ_ç AÒceÞLÐÒe S_ê ÒkÐB aÞhé jÐkÞ[Ôe `ÐZÞ`ÐN a]fÐB Ò]BR«Þ Ð d]Þ ÒLÒa jÊÒdÐN cÞÒf Ò[Òa ÒjB 

mÐVÞ_ç AÒceÞLÐe jcÊ]Í LËf LÞcéÐ `ÐkÐX D`Òe LÞRÞ ]Þ_ QÊ`çQÐ ç̀ jc¯ aÞ[ÐBAjÞaÞ Ð 

 LÞ«Ê bÐNÔe aÞXcé_Ð Ð QÐkÞÜ _\ÞÒm c^Ô N[ aià SÊmÐB [Þ_Þ [ÐeÞMÒe cÒ[ @LjêÐ[ç AÒceÞLÐÒe kÞÜ 

`kqÞaÐLÊ ÒkmÐ Ð D`mlÔ \ÞmÐ, AÒceÞLÐ Lmcéjç jÞVÞÒe AÒceÞLÐ JXÞhÐ ÒjÐjÐBVÞe 45[c aÐiàÞL Djúa, 

ÒjkÞ Djúae `Í^Ð_ a¦Ð bÐaÒe ÒdÐN Ò]aÐe _Þc§ÍZ Ð ASÞLÐmÞ bÊaÒ_hée aÐkÐeLÊ `_ùÑ*Ê jÐ=Òe _ Ò_B 

LÊAÒX dÐB `ÐÒe _ÐkÞÜ Ð HLÐLÑ aÞÒ]h dÐ[ÍÐe @_Êba _\ÞaÐeÊ `_ùÑÑ* jk `Ê@ F[ÊeÐSLÊ c^Ô jÐ=Òe Ò_aÐ 

SeÊeÑ \ÞmÐ Ð j[Ô `p_¯L cÒ[ 2014 cjÞkÐ SÐ_Ê¯ÐeÑ cÐjÒe ÒVmÞÒ$Ð_çÒe @ÐÒceÞLÐ dÞaÐ`ÐBÜ `ÍªÊ[ 

ÒkaÐLÊ LkÞ eMÞ\ÞÒm ÒkÜ JjÐ jbÐ`[Þ [`_ `ÐYÑ cÐ[Í SÊ_ç 18 [ÐeÞM ]Þ_ A_ÊºÐ_ÞL bÐaÒe Lmcéjç aÐiàÞL 

DjúaÒe ÒdÐNÒ]aÐ`ÐBÜ @_ÊÒeÐ^ LÒm Ð HÒ[ @Á]Þ_ c^ÔÒe Ac [Þ_ÞSZ*Ê AÒceÞLÐ dÞaÐ `ÐBÜ bÞjÐ cÞfÞaÐÒe 

`aà[ `eÞcÐZ `Í[ÞauL \ÞmÐ Ð akÊ ÒQ½Ð `Òe LmÞL[ÐyÞ[ @ÐÒceÞLÐ ]Ë[ÐaÐj Ac [Þ_ÞSZ*  bÞjÐ c&Êe LmÐ, 

SÊ_ç 28[ÐeÞM ]Þ_ Ð SÊmÐB ]ÊB [ÐeÞMÒe Ace $âÐBVç Ð Òhi cÊkËràÒe ÒcÐ' ±Ñ* bÞjÐ AjÞ `kqÞ`ÐeÞmÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð 

[Ð*Ê bÊaÒ_héeÒe HLÐLÞ_Ñ RÐXÞÒ]B AÒceÞLÐ dÞaÐ `ÐBÜ AÒ]ßÐ ANÍk _\ÞmÐ Ð LÞ«Ê ÒdÒk[Ê Ac ]ÊBSZ*e 

$âÐBVç VÞÒLVç ÒkÐB jÐeÞ\ÞmÐ, HaÕ [Ð `Ëaà]Þ_ eÐ[ÞÒe AÒceÞLÐ JXÞhÐ ÒjÐjÐBVÞe aÞhÞ½ j]jÔ XLçVeç Hjç. 

ÒL. ]Ðhç Òd ÒLßÐZjÞ cÒ[ Lmcéjç JXÞhÐ DjúaÒe `kqÞaÐ `ÐBÜ aÞÒhi @_ÊÒeÐ^ LeÞ\ÞÒm, AN-`R LÞRÞ _ bÐaÞ 

bÊaÒ_héeeÊ _ËA]ÞmâÑ dÐB ÒjB]Þ_ eÐ[ÞÒe AÒceÞLÐ_ç ¯Ê_ÐBÒVXç $âÐBVçÒe DWÞ`XÞmÊ Ð [Ð' Ae]Þ_ bÐe[Ñ¯ 

jc¯ @`eÐkð ]ÊBVÐ, AÒceÞLÐ_ç jc¯ ÒbÐe QÐeÞVÐÒe AÒc Ò_DALçà H¯ÐeÒ`ÐVàçÒe `kqÞNmÊ Ð bÊaÒ_hée 

RÐXÞaÐ ANeÊ `Í\c AÒceÞLÐ dÐD\ÞaÐ ÒdÐNÊÜ XLçVeç ]Ðh cÒ[ HL SeÊeÑ `eÐchà Ò]B\ÞÒm Ð LkÞ\ÞÒm, 

H¯ÐeçÒ`ÐVàçÒe `kqÞ ÒNÐVÞH kÊBmçÒQ¯Ðeç Ò_BdÞaÐ `ÐBÜ Ð kÊBmçÒQ¯Ðeçe XÍÐBbeçLÊ `Ðq-jÐ[ XmÐeç Ò]BÒ]Òm 

Òj Òka Ace NÐBXç Ð H¯ÐeçÒ`ÐVàçe LÐB]Ð LVLZÐ @[ÞLÍc LeÞ Òj A`Z*Ê Lmcéjç $âÐBVçÒe DWÐB Ò]a Ð  

 XLçVeç ]Ðhç* `eÐchà cÔÐSÞLç bfÞ LÐc LeÞ\ÞmÐ Ð kÊBmç ÒQ¯Ðeç XÍÐBbeç AcLÊ jLÐf AWVÐ $âÐBVçÒe 

ajÐB Ò]BNmÐ Ð ]ÊÊB OÃÐÐ NXÞmÐ `Òe BD_ÐBÒVXç H¯ÐeLÍÐ$çVç Lmcéjç aÞcÐ_ ateÒe @a[eZ LmÐ Ð ÒRÐV 

aÞcÐ_ ate, LÞ«Ê `ÍÐLó[ÞL ÒjßÐtdàÔÒe ÒeßÐ]Í]‘ `ËaàÐkðLÊ _ÑfÐb hÑ[f[ÐÒe AR_ð LeÞ eMÞ\ÞmÐ Ð JjÐ aÐiàÞL 

Djúae AaÐkÐL j[Ô `p_Ð¯L AcLÊ H¯ÐeçÒ`ÐVàeÊ ÒkÐÒVmç ÒjeÐV_çLÊ NÐXÞÒe Ò_BdÞaÐLÊ `WÐB\ÞÒm dÐkÐLÊ 

Òj \ÞÒm ÒcÐe ÒmML auÊ Ló[ÞaÐj _Ð¯L* `Ê@ DLúf _Ð¯L Ð ÒkÐÒVmÒe `kqÞmÐ`Òe `Ê@ eÊ[ÊeÐS jk 
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Ò]MÐÒkmÐ JjÐe ÒLÐiÐ^ÔMÔ `ÍhÐ« eZaÞSÊfÞ* jk Ð 1992-93 cjÞkÐÒe LmÞL[ÐÒe LÕ`ÊÔVeç ÒcÒÃ_Ð_çjç 

LeçÒ`ÐÒej_çÒe Òj [Ðe jkLcàÑ \ÞÒm Ð Ò]MÐÒkmÐ aÞ.ÒS.aÞ LÒmSçÒe HL]Ð ÒcÐe jkLcàÑ eÐS_Ñ[Þ aÞsÐ_e 

`Ëaà[_ @^ÔÐ`L ]ÞNcée cÞhÍ* jkÞ[, AÒª AÒª @`eÞQÞ[ AÒceÞLÐ QÞkðÐQÞkðÐ cÒ_ÒkmÐ Ð 

 AÒceÞLÐ_ç JXÞhÐ ÒjÐjÐBVÞe aÐiàÞL DjúaÒe ÒdÐN Ò]aÐ `ÐBÜ AÒceÞLÐe aÞbÞ_ð @qfÒe ajaÐj 

LeÊ\ÞaÐ `ÍÐ¯ [Þ_Þhk JXÞA `eÞaÐe Ac jkÞ[ ÒjB ÒkÐÒVmç ÒjeÐV_çÒe ekÊ\ÞÒm Ð AÒceÞLÐ jÐ^ÐeZ[Ó 

BcÞNÍÐÃçjç aÐ aÞÒ]hÐN[ cÐ_* Ò]h Ð aÞbÞ_ð Ò]h J SÐ[Þe bÞ_ð eÊQÞ, bÞ_ð bÞ_ð jÕ²ó[Þe A¾dàÔ jkÐayÐ_ yf 

HB AÒceÞLÐ Ð aÞfcéÒe ÒkÒm jÊwÐ JXÞAcÐÒ_ HkÞ ckÐÒjÐÍ[Òe jÐcÞmç ÒkÐB\ÞaÐ A_te L\Ð Ð 

 dÊ¦eÐ½Í AÒceÞLÐ HL aÞhÐf Ò]h Ð HkÞ Ò]hÒe N[ `QÐh aià c^ÔÒe `ÍÐ¯ [ÞeÞh kSÐe JXÞA 

`eÞaÐe SÑaÞLÐ @Ò_éiZÒe AjÞ ajaÐj LeÞ ekÊR«Þ Ð ÒjcÐ_* @ayÐ_e ]Ëe[é ÒdÐNÊ `ÍaÐjÑ JXÞA cÐ_* 

c^ÔÒe bÐa aÞ_Þc¯ jkS ÒkÐB_ÐkÞÜ Ð AÒceÞLÐ JXÞhÐ ÒjÐjÐBVÞ bÞ_ð bÞ_ð @qfÒe ekÊ\ÞaÐ JXÞA cÐ_* 

c^ÔÒe Òj[Êau bÐaÒe LÐdàÔ LeÊRÞ Ð ÒjkÞ JXÞhÐ ÒjÐjÐBVÞe 45[c aÐiàÞL DjúaÒe ÒdÐN Ò]aÐ`ÐBÜ Lmcéjç 

jkeLÊ AjÞ\ÞaÐ `ÍÐ¯ jÐÒY [Þ_Þhk JXÞA `eÞaÐee HL[Í jcÐÒah HB jkeLÊ ÒjB ÒLÒ[]Þ_ HL cÞ_Þ 

JXÞhÐÒe `eÞZ[ LeÞ Ò]B\ÞmÐ Ð  

 JjÐ aÐiàÞL DjúaÒe `Í^Ð_ @[Þ\ú bÐaÒe JXÞhÐe aÞhÞ½ QÞ[ÍhÞÁÑ ÒLßfÐh QtÍ ÒcÒke, cËMÔa¦Ð bÐaÒe 

cÊÜ HaÕ jcêÐ_Þ[ @[Þ\Þ bÐaÒe JXÞhÐe jÕ²ó[Þ c§ÍÑ @ÒhÐL `¨Ð ÒdÐNÒ]B \ÞmÊ Ð JXÞA QfQÞ[Í j=Ñ[ _ÞÒ~àhL 

@bÞSÞ[ç cSÊcç]Ðeç HaÕ aÞhÞ½ L¶hÞÁÑ [`Ê cÞhÍ [Ð* jkÒdÐNÑ cÐ_* jk jÐÕ²ó[ÞL LÐdàÔLÍc D`yÐ Þ̀[ LeÞaÐ 

`ÐBÜ aÐiàÞL DjúaÒe D`yÞ[ \ÞÒm Ð 

 SÊmÐB QÐeÞ [ÐeÞM ]Þ_ `ËaàÐkð _@VÐ jc¯Òe aÐeaÐVÑ ]ÊNà_ÐcÒe _ÐcÞ[ Lmcéjç jkee AbÞSÐ[ 

Ò`ÍlÐf¯Òe Aec÷ ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ D]OÐV_ Djúa Ð j®Þf_Ñe cÊMÔ `Íj= JXÞA bÐiÐ, jÐkÞ[Ô J jÕ²ó[Þ jÕ`LàÒe cÊÜ 

_ÞSe a¦aÔ D`yÐ`Þ[ LeÞ\ÞmÞ Ð HkÞ @^ÞÒaj_Òe cÒ[ ]ÞA dÐB\ÞmÐ mÐB$ç VÐBcç AQÞbçÒcÃç AJéÐXàç jéeË` 

]ÊB kSÐe XmÐeç @\àeÐhÞ HaÕ [ÐcÍ $fL Ð SÊmÐB `Ðq [ÐeÞM @`eÐkðÒe ÒNÐ`Ñ_Ð\ ckÐ«Þ* S_ê h[aÐiàÞLÑ 

D`mÒl Òaß[eZÑ jbÐLlÒe AÒ¯ÐSÞ[ HL ÒjcÞ_ÐeÒe cÊÜ ÒcÐe a¦aÔ eMÞ\ÞmÞ Ð ÒjkÞ`eÞ [Ðe `Ëaà]Þ_  

jËaÀàÒeMÐ jbÐ NókÒe ÒcÐe jÐkÞ[ÞÔL SÑa_e @_ÊbË[Þ hÊZÞaÐ `ÐBÜ ANÍkÑ ÒhÐÍÍ[Ð cÐ_*e bÞX ScÞ dÐB\ÞmÐ Ð 

SÊmÐB `Ðq[ÐeÞM `ËaàÐkðÒe ÒjkÞ jËaÀàÒeMÐ jbÐ NókÒe AÒ¯ÐSÞ[ LaÞ[Ð `ÐÒWÐjúa jéNà[ LaÞ ÒNÐ`ÐfQtÍ cÞhÍ* 

jÊ`Ê[Í `eÐhe cÞhÍ* jÕÒdÐS_ÐÒe AÒ¯ÐSÞ[ ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ Ð mlêÑ^e _Ð¯L* LaÞ[Ð `YÞ hÊZÐB\ÞÒm [Ð*e 

AÒceÞLÐ `ÍaÐjÑ `Ê[Í aÞÒ_Ð] _Ð¯L Ð jéeQÞ[ LaÞ[Ð `ÐW LeÞ\ÞÒm _ÑfL¶ ]Ðh* _Ð[ÊZÑ jÊcÞ[ÍÐ `ÐYÑ J 

@_ÔcÐÒ_ Ð S_êbËcÞ JXÞhÐ WÐeÊ aÞRÞ_ï ÒkÐB ]ÑOà ]Þ_ AÒceÞLÐÒe @ayÐ_ LeÊ\ÞÒm c^Ô `ÍaÐjÑ JXÞA cÐ_* 

bÐiÐ J jÐkÞ[Ô `ÍÑ[Þ cÒ[ cÊ‘ LeÞ\ÞmÐ Ð 

 _aLó» ÒQßÐ^ÊeÑ* SÑa_Ñ ÒmML @_Ð]Þ _Ð¯L* jk HkÞ j®Þf_ÑÒe Ò]MÐÒkmÐ Ð Òj Òd BÕeÐSÑÒe 

D`_ÔÐj ÒmM«Þ Òj L\Ð cÒ[ SZÐ _ \ÞmÐ Ð [Ð*e ]Þé[Ñ¯ D`_ÔÐj cÒ[ D`kÐe Ò]mÐÒaÒf SÐZÞmÞ `_úÑ 

LÐemç* jkÞ[ Òj AÒceÞLÐe ÒceÞmÐ¨çÒe ekÊR«Þ Ð Ò]MÐÒkmÐ @l¯ ckÐ«Þ* @«e= auÊ `Í[Ð` ]Ðj* jkÞ[ Ð 

QÞkðÐ ÒkmÐ XÐ¦e DcÐamâb cÞhÍ* jk, dÞH ]ÊB aià [Òf JjÐ aÐiàÞL DjúaLÊ `ÊªL `Í]hà_Ñ `ÐBÜ dÐB\ÞaÐ ÒcÐ' 

mÞMÞ[ jcª akÞ LÞZÞ\ÞÒm ! 

 jÊ]Ëe AÒceÞLÐÒe ÒcÐ' jÐkÞ[Ôe Òd HÒ[ @_ÊeÐNÑ `ÐWL @R«Þ, Lmcéjç JjÐ 45[c aÐiàÞL DjúaLÊ 

dÐB _ \ÞÒm ÒLßÐZjÞ ]Þ_ cÊÜ [ÐkÐ SÐZÞ `ÐeÞ _\Ð«Þ Ð ÒjkÞ [Þ_Þ]Þ_ ekZÞ c^ÔÒe ÒcÐe @_ÊeÐNÑ `ÐWL -

`ÐWÞLÐcÐ_* D» jÐ_ðÞ^Ô c^ÔÒe cÊÜ _ÞSLÊ _Ë[_ bÐaÒe AaÞ´Ðe LeÞ\ÞmÞ Ð ÒjcÐ_* @Ló[Þc hÍwÐ, AÒceÞLÐ 

JXÞhÐ ÒjÐjÐBVÞe LcàLràÐ, aÞÒhi LeÞ jbÐ`[Þ [`_ `ÐYÑ, AaÐkL jÐkÞ[ÞÔL j[Ô `p_Ð¯L HaÕ `Í[ÞºÐ[Ð 

j]jÔ XLçVeç hÑ[ÞL¶ ]Ðh* @«e= jkó]¯[Ð ]ÑOà `te OÃÐe aÞcÐ_dÐ[ÍÐe LìÐ«Þ ]Ëe LeÞ c_LÊ HL jðÞ‘ 

A_tÒe beÞ Ò]B\ÞmÐ Ð 
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ମକୁ୍ତୋ  ୋଲଟବିୋର ସମ୍ଭୋବନୋ 
ଲଗୌେହେ ିଦାସ 

 

 ୨୦୦୨ଲେ ଚୀନ୍ ଯିବାେ ସଲୁଯାଗ ପାଇଥିେି । ଭାେତ ସେକାେଙ୍କ ତେଫ୍େୁ ଲଦଶେ ଭିନ୍ନ 

ଭିନ୍ନ ପ୍ରଲଦଶେ ଦଶ ଜଣ୍ ଲେଖକଙୁ୍କ ଚୀନ୍ ଯିବା ୋଗି ଡକାଯାଇଥିୋ । ଲସଠକି ି ଯିବା ପୂବ଼୍େୁ ଦଇିଟ ି
କଥା ଲମା ମନ ଭିତଲେ ଉଙି୍କ ମାେଥିିୋ । ପ୍ରଥମ କଥା ଲହଉଛ,ି ଭାେତ ପେ ିଚୀନ୍ ଲଗାଲଟ ପୁେୁଣ୍ା 
ଲଦଶ; ୋଜା ୋଜୁଡ଼ା, େମ଼୍ୋେଣ୍ା ଓ ଲଦବ ବଶି୍ୱାସେ ଭୂମି । ଆଲମ ଲଯମିତ ିଭାେତକୁ ଲଦବତାମାନଙ୍କେ 
ଜନମଭୂମି କହୁ, ଚୀନାମାଲନ ନଜି ଲଦଶକୁ ଲସମିତ ିଲଦବତାଙ୍କ କମ଼୍ଭୂମି କହନ୍ତ ି। ଲସମାଲନ ବଶି୍ୱାସ କେନ୍ତ ି

ଚୀନ୍ ଲହଉଛ ିବଶି୍ୱେ ନାଭିଲକନ୍ଦ୍ର । ଏପେ ିଏକ ଲଦଶ ବର୍ତ଼୍୍ମାନ କମୟୁନଷି୍ଟ ଶାସନ ଭିତଲେ କଭିଳ ିବଞ୍ଚେିହଛି?ି ଦ୍ୱତିୀୟ କଥା ଲହୋ, ଚୀନ୍େ 
ଲୋକ ସଂଖୟା ଭାେତଠାେୁ ଆହୁେ ି୨୭ ଲକାଟ ିଅଧିକ ଲହାଇଥିବା ସଲେ ଲସ ଲଦଶ ଆମ ଲଦଶଠ ୁ  ଅଥ଼୍ନୀତ ି ଲକ୍ଷତ୍ରଲେ ଏଲତ ଆଗକୁ 
କପିେ ିଯାଇପାେଛି?ି 
 
 ଲବଜଂିଲେ ଥିବାଲବଲଳ ଲସଠକିାେ ଭାେତୀୟ ଦୂତାବାସ ପକ୍ଷେୁ ଆମକୁ ଥଲେ ନମିନ୍ତ୍ରଣ୍ କୋଯାଇଥିୋ । ଲସଇଠ ି ମ  ୁ
ପଚାେଥିିେି, ଭାେତ କହଲିେ ଚୀନ୍େ ଜଲଣ୍ ସାୋେଣ୍ ଲୋକ କ'ଣ୍ ବୁଲଝ? ଲମାଲତ ଉର୍ତ୍େ ମିଳେିା, ଭାେତ କହଲିେ ଚୀନ୍େ ଜଲଣ୍ 
ସାୋେଣ୍ ଲୋକ ବୁଲଝ ଲଯ ତାହା ଲଗାଟଏି ବେିାଟ ଲଦଶ । ଲସ ଲଦଶ ପାଖଲେ ପେମାଣୁ୍ ଅସ୍ତ୍ର ଅଛ ିଓ ବୋବେ ଲସ କାଶମୀେ କଥାକୁ 
ଲନଇ ପାକସି୍ତାନ ସାଙ୍ଗଲେ େଲେଇ କେୁଛ ି। ଭାେତଲେ ବହୁତ ଲଦବତା, ବହୁତ ଦୁୁଃଖ! ଭଦ୍ରଲୋକଙ୍କେ ଲଶର୍ଷକଥା ପଦକ ଲମା ଛାତଲିେ 
ଗାେ ପେ ିଟାଣି୍ ଲହଇଗୋ । ବହୁତ ଲଦବତା, ବହୁତ ଦୁୁଃଖ । ସତକଥା ତ! ଭାେତଲେ ଲତତ୍ରଶିଲକାଟ ିଲଦବତା ଲବାେି ଆଲମ ବଶି୍ୱାସ କେୁ । 
ତା ସଲେ ଭାେତେ ଆଜ ିଏଲତ ଦୁୁଃଖ ଲଯ ଶଲହଲକାଟ ିଲୋକଙ୍କେ ଏହ ିଲଦଶକୁ ପଥୃିବୀେ ଅନୟତମ ଦେଦି୍ର ଲଦଶ ଲବାେି କୁହାଯାଉଛ ି। 
କାହିଁକ?ି 
 
 ଲଯଉ ମାଲନ ଦାେଦି୍ରୟକୁ ଈଶ୍ୱେଙ୍କ ଆଶୀବ଼୍ାଦ ଲବାେି କହନ୍ତ ିମ  ୁଲସମାନଙ୍କ ସପକ୍ଷଲେ ନାହିଁ । ଦାେଦି୍ରୟ ମଣି୍ର୍ଷ ଜାତେି ଅଭିଶାପ । 
ଲଯଉ  ଅଭିଶାପ ମଣି୍ର୍ଷ ଭିତେୁ ସବୁ ଜୀବନେସ ଲଶାରି୍ଷ ନଏି, ତା ଭିତଲେ ହୀନମଣ୍ୟତା ଭେଦିଏି, ତା'େ ଆଶା, ଆଗ୍ରହ ଓ ସ୍ଵପନକୁ ମାେଦିଏି, 
ତାକୁ ଲକଲବ ବ ିମ  ୁଈଶ୍ୱେଙ୍କ ଆଶୀବ଼୍ାଦ ଲବାେି କହପି।େବି ିନାହିଁ । 
 
 ମଣି୍ର୍ଷ ଜୀବନେ େକ୍ଷୟ କ'ଣ୍? ସଖୁ, ଶାନ୍ତ ି ନା ସତୟେ ଉପେବ୍ଧ?ି ମଣି୍ର୍ଷ ଲଗାଲଟ ପ୍ରାଣ୍ୀ, ବାଘ ବେିାଡ଼ ି ମଧ୍ୟ ପ୍ରାଣ୍ୀ । 
କୀଟପତଙ୍ଗ ଭିତଲେ ବ ିଜୀବନ ଅଛ ି । ଗଛେତା ଭିତଲେ ମଧ୍ୟ ଜୀବନ ଅଛ ି । ତାହାଲହଲେ ମଣି୍ର୍ଷକୁ କାହିଁକ ିସଷିୃ୍ଟେ ଲଶ୍ରଷ୍ଠ ଜୀବ ଲବାେି 
କୁହାଯାଉଛ?ି ଆପଣ୍ମାଲନ ଜାଣ୍ନ୍ତ,ି ଏ ପଥୃିବୀ ପଞ୍ଚ ମହାଭୂତ, ପାଞ୍ଚ ଲମୌଳକି ଉପାଦାନ କି୍ଷତ,ି ଅପ୍, ଲତଜ, ମେୁତ ଓ ଲବୟାମଲେ ନମିିତ । 
ଏହ ିପଞ୍ଚ ପଦାଥ଼୍ଯାକ ସମସ୍ତ ଜୀବ ବା ବୃକ୍ଷେତାଙ୍କ ଭିତଲେ କନୁି୍ତ ନାହିଁ । ପଶୁମାନଙ୍କ ଭିତଲେ ଚାେଟି,ି ପକ୍ଷୀମାନଙ୍କ ଭିତଲେ ତନିଟି,ି କୀଟ 
ପତଙ୍ଗଙ୍କ ଭିତଲେ ଦୁଇଟ ି(ଅଗି୍ନ, ବାୟୁ) ଓ ବୃକ୍ଷ େତାଲେ ମାତ୍ର ଲଗାଟଏି ଲମୌଳକି ପଦାଥ଼୍ 'ଜଳ' ଅଛ ି। ମଣି୍ର୍ଷ ଭିତଲେ ଥିବା ଲବୟାମ ବା 
ଇଥେ ସ୍ଵଗ଼୍ୀୟ ଲଚତନାେ କଥା । ଲସଥିପ।ଇ  ଭାଗବତଲେ କୁହାଯାଇଛ ି - " ମଣି୍ର୍ଷ ଲଦଲହ ଦବିୟଜ୍ଞାନ, ଲଦଖି ସଲନ୍ତାର୍ଷ ଭଗବାନ" । ଆମ 
ଭିତେୁ ଅଧିକାଂଶ ଲୋକ ଲକବଳ ସଖୁ କାମନା କେୁ । ଲସ ସଖୁ ଲଭୌତକି ସଖୁ, ପଞ୍ଚ ଇନ୍ଦ୍ରୟିେ ତୁଷି୍ଟ ବେିାନ କେୁଥିବା ସଖୁ । ସମଲୟ 
ସମଲୟ ଆମେ ସଖୁ ପାଇ  ଅନୟ କାହାକୁ ଦୁୁଃଖ ଲଦବାକୁ ମଧ୍ୟ ଆଲମ କୁଣ୍ଠାଲବାେ କେୁନାହ ୁ  । ଲମାେ ଏଇ ଜନିରି୍ଷଟ ି ଉପଲେ ଲୋଭ 
ଆସଗିୋ । ଏଇଟ ିମିଳଲିେ ମ  ୁଖସୁ ିଲହବ ି। ମାତ୍ର ଆପଣ୍ ତାହା ଲଦଲବ ନାହିଁ । ଲତଣୁ୍ ମ  ୁଆପଣ୍ଙୁ୍କ ଠକ,ି ଲଚାେ ିକେ ିବା ବଳ ପ୍ରଲୟାଗ 
କେ ିଲସ ଜନିରି୍ଷଟ ିଲନବ ି। ଆପଣ୍ ଦୁୁଃଖ ପାଇଲେ ପାଆନୁ୍ତ । କଛି ିଲୋକ ଅଛନ୍ତ,ି ଲସମାଲନ ସଖୁ ଚାହାନ୍ତ ିନାହିଁ, ଶାନ୍ତ ିଚାହାନ୍ତ ି। ସଖୁ ଓ 
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ଶାନ୍ତ ିଦଇିଟ ିଏକାକଥା ନୁଲହ  । ଶାନ୍ତ ିଟକିଏି ଗଭୀେ ପ୍ରଲଦଶେ କଥା । ବଳିାସବୟସନ ମିଳୁ ନମିଳୁ, କାେି ପାଇ  ଖାଦୟ-ବଶି୍ରାମେ ନଶିି୍ଚତତା 
ଥାଉ ନ ଥାଉ, ମନ ଶାନ୍ତ ିଥିବା ଏପେ ିଲଯାଗୀ ସାେକଙୁ୍କ ଆଲମ ଲଦଖିଛୁ । ମାତ୍ର ପଥୃିବୀଲେ ଖବୁ୍ କମ୍ ଲୋକ ଅଛନ୍ତ ିଲଯଉ ମାଲନ ସଖୁ 
ଚାହାନ୍ତ ିନାହିଁ, ଶାନ୍ତ ିସଦୁ୍ଧା ଚାହାନ୍ତ ିନାହିଁ । ଜଗତେ ଦୁୁଃଖ, ଦୁଦ୍ଦ଼୍୍ଶା ଲସମାନଙୁ୍କ ଅଲହାୋତ୍ର ବଚିଳତି କଲେ । ଲସମାଲନ ସତୟେ ସନ୍ଧାନ 
କେନ୍ତ ି। ଲସ ଆଦଗିୁେୁ ଶଙ୍କୋଚାଯ଼୍ୟ ଲହାଇପାେନ୍ତ,ି ଲସ ଲଗୌତମବୁଦ୍ଧ ଲହାଇପାେନ୍ତ,ି ଲସ ଠାକୁେ ନଗିମାନନ୍ଦ ମଧ୍ୟ ଲହାଇପାେନ୍ତ ି। ଈଶ୍ୱେ 
ବା ବୃହତ୍ ତେ ମଣି୍ର୍ଷକୁ ସଷିୃ୍ଟ କେ ିଏକା ଛାଡ଼ ିଦଅିନ୍ତ ିନାହିଁ । ତା' ପାଲଖ ପାଲଖ ଥାଆନ୍ତ ି। ପ୍ରତ ିମଣି୍ର୍ଷ ପାଖଲେ ଈଶ୍ୱେ ଉପସ୍ଥିତ ଥାଆନ୍ତ ି। 
ମାତ୍ର ମଣି୍ର୍ଷ ତାଙ୍କେ ଉପସି୍ଥତ ିଅନୁଭବ କେପି।ଲେ ନାହିଁ । ତା'େ ଅବସ୍ଥା ଲସଇ ଲୋକଟ ିପେ ି ହୁଏ, ଯିଏ ଘେକୁ ପିଠ ିକେ ିଛଡ଼ିାଲହାଇ 
ୋସ୍ତାକୁ ଚାହ ୁଛ ିଓ 'ଘେ କାହିଁ, ଘେ କାହିଁ' ଲବାେି ଲଖାଜ ିଲହଉଛ ି। ପିଠ ିବୁଲେଇ ଲଦଲେ ଲଦଖନ୍ତା, ଘେ ତା ସାମନାଲେ, ହାତ ପାଆନ୍ତାଲେ । 
ମାତ୍ର ଲସ ତାହା କେପି।େୁ ନାହିଁ । ଅଭୟାସେ ଦାସ ପାେଟ ିଯାଇଛ ିସଏି । ଆଲମମାଲନ ଅଧିକାଂଶ ଲସହପିେ ି । ଈଶ୍ୱେ କାହାନ୍ତ,ି ଗୁେୁ 
କାହାନ୍ତ,ି ଠାକୁେ କାହାନ୍ତ ିଲବାେି ଲଖାଜ ିଲହଉଛୁ । କନୁି୍ତ ଈଶ୍ୱେ, ଗୁେୁ ବା ଠାକୁେ ଲଯ ଆମ ନଜି ପାଖଲେ ବା ନଜି ଭିତଲେ ଅହେହ େହଛିନ୍ତ,ି 
ଲସକଥା ହୃଦୟଙ୍ଗମ କେୁନାହ ୁ  । 
 
ଭାେତଲେ ବହୁତ ଲଦବତା, ବହୁତ ଦୁୁଃଖ ପ୍ରସଙ୍ଗକୁ ପୁଣି୍ଥଲେ ଲଫ୍େଯିାଉଛ ି । େମ଼୍ ଓ ଆଧ୍ୟାତ୍ମକିତାେ ମଳୂମନ୍ତ୍ର ଲହଉଛ ିମନକୁ ମନ ସହ 
ଲଯାଡ଼ବିା, ମଣି୍ର୍ଷକୁ ଲଦବତାେ ସ୍ତେକୁ ଉନ୍ନୀତ କେବିା । କନୁି୍ତ େମ଼୍ ଲଯଲତଲବଲଳ ମଣି୍ର୍ଷକୁ ଲଦବତା ସ୍ତେକୁ ନ ଉଲଠଇ ପଶୁ ସ୍ତେକୁ 
ଖଲସଇନଏି ଲସଲତଲବଲଳ ଆଲମ ତାହାକୁ କ'ଣ୍ କହବିା? ସଷିୃ୍ଟେ ଆେମ୍ଭଲେ ଲକବଳ ମଣି୍ର୍ଷ ଥିୋ, େମ଼୍ ନଥିୋ । ମଣି୍ର୍ଷେ େମ଼୍ କହଲିେ 
ଥିୋ ଆହାେ, ନଦି୍ରା, ଲମୈଥୁନ । ତା'ପଲେ େମ଼୍ ଆସେିା । ଈଶ୍ୱେ ବଶି୍ୱାସ ସଷିୃ୍ଟ ଲହୋ । କନୁି୍ତ ଆଜ ିପଥୃିବୀେ ଅଧିକାଂଶ ଲଦଶେ ମଳୂ େକ୍ଷୟ 
ଲବକାେଙୁ୍କ ଚାକେି ିଲଦବା ନୁଲହ , ଲଭାକେିାକୁ ଖାଦୟ ଲଦବା ନୁଲହ , ବୁୋବୁେୀଙ୍କ ବାଦ୍ଧ଼୍କୟକୁ ଯନ୍ତ୍ରଣ୍ାମକୁ୍ତ କେବିା ନୁଲହ , ବେଂ େମ଼୍ ପ୍ରଚାେ । 
ଲନାଲବଲ୍ ବଲିଜତା ଗୁଣ୍ଟେ ଗ୍ରାସ୍ କହଛିନ୍ତ ି ଭାେତଲେ ଲଯଉ  େେଣ୍େ ସଲମବଦନହୀନତା ଲସ ଲଦଖିଛନ୍ତ ି ତାହା ଅନୟତ୍ର ଲଦଖିନାହାନ୍ତ ି । 
ଦୁଇଦୁଇଟ ିବଶି୍ୱଯୁଦ୍ଧ ଅଲପକ୍ଷା େମ଼୍ଯୁଦ୍ଧଲେ ଅଧିକ ଲୋକ ପ୍ରାଣ୍ ହଲେଇଛନ୍ତ ି। ପାକସି୍ତାନ ଓ ଭାେତେ କଳେି ମଳୂ ମଞି୍ଜ ତ େମ଼୍! 
 
ପଥୃିବୀେ ସବୁ େମ଼୍ ଓ ସବୁ େମ଼୍ଗୁେୁ ମଣି୍ର୍ଷକୁ ଉଦାେ ଲହବାପାଇ  ଶକି୍ଷା ଲଦଇଛନ୍ତ ି। ସଂକୀର୍ତ଼୍୍ନ ଅଲପକ୍ଷା ସାେନାକୁ ଲବଶ ିଗୁେୁତ୍ୱ ଲଦଇଛନ୍ତ ି
। ପ୍ରତାେଣ୍ା ଅଲପକ୍ଷା କଷ୍ଟ ସହବିାକୁ ଲଶ୍ରୟସ୍କେ ଲବାେି ମଲନ କେଛିନ୍ତ ି। ଲକାଉଠ ିକୁହାଯାଇ ନାହିଁ, ଲକବଳ ସଂକୀର୍ତ଼୍୍ନ ହିଁ ଜୀବନେ େକ୍ଷୟ । 
ଲକଉ ଠ ିକୁହାଯାଇନାହିଁ ଅନୟ େମ଼୍େ ମଲୂଳାତ୍ପାଟନ ହିଁ ଈଶ୍ୱେଙ୍କ ଉଦ୍ଲବାେନ । ଦ'ି ଦନି ତଲଳ ଖବେକାଗଜଲେ ବାହାେଛି,ି ସାତ ଆଠଜଣ୍ 
ସଂକୀର୍ତ଼୍୍ନଆିଙୁ୍କ ପୁେିସ୍ ଗିେଫ୍ କେଛି ି । କାେଣ୍ ଲସମାଲନ ପ୍ରକୃତଲେ ଲଚାେ ଥିଲେ । ଏ ଲପାର୍ଷାକ ତାଙ୍କେ ଛଦମଲବଶ ଥିୋ । ଲକବଳ 
ଲଗେୁଆ ଲପାର୍ଷାକ ପିନ୍ଧଲିେ ମଣି୍ର୍ଷ ବଡ଼ ଲହାଇଯାଏ ନାହିଁ । ନକିଟଲେ ସ୍ଵାମୀ ଅଗି୍ନଲବଶ ଓଡ଼ଶିା ଆସଥିିଲେ । ଲଗାଟଏି ସଭାଲେ ଆଲମ 
ଦୁଲହ  ଥିେୁ । ଲସ କହଲିେ, ଭାେତେ ଲମାଟ ଗ ା ସଂଖୟା ୫ େକ୍ଷ ଏବଂ ଏହ ି୫ େକ୍ଷ ଗ ାଲେ ଅଛନ୍ତ ିପ୍ରାୟ ୬୦ େକ୍ଷ ସନ୍ନୟାସୀ । ପ୍ରତ ିଗ ା 
ପିଛା ଡଜଲନ ସାେୁ ସନ୍ନୟାସୀ ଅଛନ୍ତ ି । ତା ସଲେ ଏ ଗ ା ଗହଳଲେ ଏଲତ ଅନ୍ଧବଶି୍ୱାସ, କୁସଂସ୍କାେ ଏବଂ ଦୁୁଃଖ କାହିଁକ?ି ସନ୍ନୟାସୀମାଲନ 
ତାହାେ ପ୍ରତବିାଦ କେନ୍ତ ିନାହିଁ କାହିଁକ?ି 
 
ୋମକୃଷ୍ଣ ପେମହଂସ ଥଲେ ଗାଲୋଇବାକୁ ଯାଇଥିଲେ । ଲଦଖିଲେ ଲଗାଟଏି କଙ୍କଡ଼ା ବଛିା ଭାସଯିାଉଛ ି। ଲସ ତାକୁ ଉଲଠଇବାକୁ ଲଚଷ୍ଟା 
କଲେ । ମାତ୍ର କଙ୍କଡ଼ା ବଛିାଟ ିତାଙୁ୍କ କାମଡ଼ୁ ିଲଦୋ । ଯନ୍ତ୍ରଣ୍ାଲେ ତାଙ୍କ ହାତ ବନି୍ଧେିା । ଲସ ଛାଟପିିଟ ିଲହଲେ । ମିନଟିକେ ବୟବୋନ ପଲେ 
ଲସ ପୁଣି୍ ଥଲେ କଙ୍ଗଡ଼ାବଛିାକୁ ପାଣି୍େୁ ଉଦ୍ଧାେ କେବିାକୁ ଚାହିଁଲେ । ଏଥେ ମଧ୍ୟ ଲସଇ ଏକାକଥା ଲହୋ । ଏମିତ ିଏ ଘଟଣ୍ା ନଅଥେ 
ଘଟେିା । ଏ ଦୃଶୟଟ ିଦୂେେୁ ଥାଇ ଆଉ ଜଲଣ୍ ଲୋକ ଲଦଖଥୁିଲେ । ଲସ କହଲିେ, ତୁଲମ ବଡ଼ ନଲିବ଼୍ାେ ଲୋକ । କଙ୍କଡ଼ା ବଛିାଟ ିତମକୁ 
ନଅଥେ କାମଡ଼ୁେିାଣି୍ । ତମ ହାତଟା ଲନଳ ିପଡ଼ଯିିବଣି୍ । ତାକୁ ତା ୋସ୍ତାଲେ ଛାଡ଼ଲିଦଇ ତଲମ ଚାେିଯାଉନା କାହିଁକ?ି ଲସ ଲୋକଟ ିଜଲଣ୍ 
ସାୋେଣ୍ ଲୋକ ଥିୋ । ଲତଣୁ୍ ତାକୁ ଯାହା ଠକି୍ ୋଗୁଥିୋ ଲସ ଲସଇ କଥା କହୁଥିୋ । ସାୋେଣ୍ ମଣି୍ର୍ଷମାଲନ ଏଇଆ କେନ୍ତ ି। ମାତ୍ର 
ୋମକୃଷ୍ଣ ପେମହଂସ ସାୋେଣ୍ ଲୋକ ନଥିଲେ । ଲସ ଥିଲେ ସାେୁ, ତପସ୍ଵୀ । 
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ଲତଣୁ୍ ଲସ ଉର୍ତ୍େ ଲଦଲେ, "ସାୋେଣ୍ କଙ୍କଡ଼ା ବଛିାଟଏି ଲହାଇ ଲସ ତା'େ କାମଡ଼ୁା ସ୍ଵଭାବ ଛାଡୁ ନାହିଁ, ମ  ୁମଣି୍ର୍ଷ ଲହାଇ ଅନୟକୁ ବପିଦେୁ 
େକ୍ଷା କେବିାେ ଗୁଣ୍ଟ ିଲମାେ ଛାଡ଼ଲିଦବ?ି ତାହା ଲକଲବ ଲହାଇପାେବି ନାହିଁ!'' 
 
ଈଶ୍ୱେ ଆମେ ପାଲଖ ପାଲଖ ସବୁଲବଲଳ ଥାଆନ୍ତ ି। ମେୁସଦୂନ ୋଓ ଲେଖିବା ପେ,ି "ଯାହା ମ  ୁକହଇ, ଯାହା ମ  ୁକେଇ, ଯାହା ମ  ୁଚନି୍ତଇ 
ମଲନ । ଜଗତେ କର୍ତ଼୍୍। ପେମ ଈଶ୍ୱେ ଜାଣୁ୍ଛନ୍ତ ିପ୍ରତକି୍ଷଲଣ୍ ।'' ଲସ ତାଙ୍କେ ଆଶୀବ଼୍ାଦ ଯାଦୁକେେ କାଉ େୀ କାଠ ିପେ ିଆଣି୍ ଛୁଆ ଇ ଦଅିନ୍ତ ି
ନାହିଁ । କନୁି୍ତ କଛି ିଲୋକ ଈଶ୍ୱେଙ୍କ କେୁଣ୍ାକୁ ମୟାଜକି୍ ପେ ିଭାବନ୍ତ ି। ଲସଲତଲବଲଳ ଲସମାନଙ୍କେ ବଶି୍ୱାସ ଅନ୍ଧବଶି୍ୱାସ ସ୍ତେକୁ ଚାେିଯାଏ । 
 
ଲୋକଟଏି ଗ ାଲେ ଥାଏ । ବନୟା ମାଡ଼ଆିସେିା । ଅନୟ ଲୋକମାଲନ ନଜି ନଜିେ ଜନିରି୍ଷପାତ ିେେ ିଉର୍ଚ୍ା ଜାଗାକୁ ଯିବା ପାଇ  ବାହାେଲିେ । 
ଲୋକଟ ିକନୁି୍ତ ଗୋ ନାହିଁ । ପ୍ରଥଲମ ଲଗାଲଟ ଶଗଡ଼ ଆସେିା । ଶଗଡ଼ବାୋ ଡାକେିା, ଆସ । ଲୋକଟ ିମନା କୋ । କହେିା, ଈଶ୍ୱେ ଲମାଲତ 
େକ୍ଷା କେଲିବ । ତା'ପଲେ ସେକାେଙ୍କ ଜପି୍ ଆସେିା । ଲୋକଟକୁି ଡକୋଗୋ, ପାଣି୍ ମାଡ଼ ି ଆସୁଛ,ି ପଲଳଇ ଆସ । ଲୋକଟ ି କନୁି୍ତ 
ଲସମାନଙ୍କ କଥା ଶୁଣି୍ୋ ନାହିଁ । ବେ ିପାଣି୍ଲେ ଗ ା ବୁଡ଼େିା । ଡଙ୍ଗାଟଏି ଆସେିା । ନାଉେଆି ଡାକେିା, "ଘେ ବୁଡ଼େିାଣି୍, କାହାକୁ ଅଲପକ୍ଷା 
କେଛି, ଆସ!" ଲୋକଟ ିମନଲେ ଭାବେିା, ସଏି ତ ଈଶ୍ୱେଙ୍କ ଭକ୍ତ । ଈଶ୍ୱେ ଆସି ତାକୁ େକ୍ଷା କେଲିବ । ଲତଣୁ୍ ଡଙ୍ଗାଲେ ବ ିଗୋ ନାହିଁ । 
ପାଣି୍ ଲବକ ପଯ଼୍ୟନ୍ତ ଲହାଇଗୋ । ଉବୁଟୁବୁ ଲହୋ । ଏତକିଲିବଲଳ ଲହେିକପଟର୍ଟଏି ଉଡ଼ଯିାଉଥିୋ ।  ବେ ି ଅଞ୍ଚଳେ ଲୋକକୁ ଲଦଖି 
ଲସମାଲନ ଦଉଡ଼ ିଖଲସଇଲେ । ତା ସଲେ ଲୋକଟ ିଗୋ ନାହିଁ । ଲଶର୍ଷକୁ ପାଣି୍ଲେ ବୁଡ଼କି ିଲସ ମୋ । 
 
ମତୁୃୟ ପଲେ ଲୋକଟେି ଈଶ୍ୱେଙ୍କ ସାଲଙ୍ଗ ଲଦଖା ଲହୋ । ଲୋକଟ ିଈଶ୍ୱେଙୁ୍କ ପଚାେେିା, "ଆପଣ୍ଙ୍କ ଉପଲେ ଏଲତ ଭେସା େଖିଥିେି, 
ଆପଣ୍ ଲମାଲତ ବୁଲଡ଼ଇ ମାେଲିେ? କଛି ିସାହାଯୟ କଲେ ନାହିଁ?" ଈଶ୍ୱେ ଉର୍ତ୍େ ଲଦଲେ, "ଯଦ ିମ  ୁକଛି ିସାହାଯୟ କେି ନାହିଁ, ତାହାଲହଲେ 
ତୁମ ପାଖକୁ ଶଗଡ଼, ଜପି୍, ଡଙ୍ଗା ଓ ଲଶର୍ଷକୁ ଲହେିକପଟର୍ ପଲଠଇଥିୋ କଏି?'' 
 
ଏ ପଥୃିବୀଲେ ଦ'ି ପ୍ରକାେ ଲୋକ ଅଛନ୍ତ ି। କଛି ିଲୋକ, ଲଯଉ ମାଲନ ଈଶ୍ୱେଙୁ୍କ ଭେ ପାଆନ୍ତ ି। ଲସମାନଙ୍କେ ସଂଖୟା ଅଧିକ । ଲସମାଲନ 
ସାେୁ, ସନ୍ଥ, ଆଦଶ଼୍ବାଦୀ । କନୁି୍ତ ଲସମାନଙ୍କଠାେୁ କମ୍ ଆଉ ଲଗାଟଏି ଲଗାଷ୍ଠୀେ ଲୋକ ଅଛନ୍ତ ି- ଆବୁଲବନ୍ ଆଦାମ୍ଙ୍କ ପେ,ି ଯାହାଙୁ୍କ ଈଶ୍ୱେ 
ଭେପାଆନ୍ତ ି । ଆବୁଲବନ୍ ଥିଲେ ଜଲଣ୍ ସାୋେଣ୍ ଲୋକ । ନଜି ପିତାମାତାଙ୍କ ଲସବା କେନ୍ତ,ି ଲକ୍ଷତବାଡ଼ ିକଥା ବୁଝନ୍ତ ି । ଦଲିନ ୋତଲିେ 
ଲଦଖିଛନ୍ତ,ି ଆଲୋକ ପଡୁଥିବା ଜାଗାଲେ ଜଲଣ୍ ବସ ିକ'ଣ୍ ଲେଖିଯାଉଛନ୍ତ ି। ଲସ ପଚାେଛିନ୍ତ,ି 
"ଆପଣ୍ କ'ଣ୍ ଲେଖଛୁନ୍ତ?ି'' 
: ମ  ୁତାେିକା ତଆିେ ିକେୁଛ ି। ଈଶ୍ୱେଙୁ୍କ ଭେ ପାଉଥିବା ଲୋକଙ୍କ ତାେିକା । 
: ଲଦଖିଲେ, ଲମା ନ ା ଲସ ତାେିକାଲେ ଅଛ ିକ ିନାହିଁ? - ଆବୁଲବନ୍ ପଚାେଛିନ୍ତ ି। 
: ନା, ନାହିଁ । - ଲୋକଟ ିକହେିା । 
ଆବୁଲବନ୍ ଆଦାମ୍ ଲଫ୍େଆିସଲିେ । 
ଆଉ ଦଲିନ ଲଦଖିଲେ ଲସଇ ଲୋକ ଆଉ ଲଗାଲଟ ତାେିକା ତଆିେ ିକେୁଛନ୍ତ ି। 
"ଆଜ ି କ ି ତାେିକା"  - ଆବୁଲବନ୍ ପଚାେଲିେ । "ଈଶ୍ୱେ ଲକଉ ମାନଙୁ୍କ ଭେ ପାଆନ୍ତ ି ତା'େ ତାେିକା" - ଉର୍ତ୍େ ମିଳେିା । ଆବୁଲବନ୍ 
ଲଫ୍େଆିସୁଥିଲେ । ଲୋକଟ ିପଛେୁ ଡାକ ିପଚାେଲିେ, "ଏଥିଲେ ତୁମ ନ ା ଅଛ ିକ ିନାହିଁ ପଚାେବି ନାହିଁ" । 
: ନା, କାେଣ୍ ଲସ ତାେିକାଲେ ତ ନଥିୋ । ଏଠୁ କୁଆଡୁ ଆସବି? 
: ତଥାପି ଲଦଖିଯାଆ । ଆଲେ, ତୁମ ନ ାଟ ିତ ପ୍ରଥମଲେ ଅଛ ି। 
ଆବୁଲବନ୍େ ମହୁ  ଉଜ୍ଜ୍ୱଳ ିଉଠଥିିୋ । 
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ଲଭାକେିା ଲୋକେ ମହୁ ଲେ, ପୀଡ଼ତି ଲୋକେ ଲଚଲହୋଲେ, ସାନପିୋେ ଦଲୋଟଲିେ ଓ ଗେବିେ େୁହ ପାଖଲେ ସବୁଦଲିନ ଈଶ୍ୱେ ଥାଆନ୍ତ ି
। ଆଲମ ଗଲଣ୍ଶଙ୍କ କ୍ଷୀେପିଆ ନ ାଲେ ବାଲ୍ଟ ିବାଲ୍ଟ ିକ୍ଷୀେ ଢାଳ ିଲଦବା, ଅଥଚ ଏଇ ଲଦଶେ ହଜାେ ହଜାେ ପିୋ କ୍ଷୀେ ଟକିଏି ପାଉ 
ନଥିଲବ, ଏହାେ ନ ା କ'ଣ୍ େମ଼୍? ଆଲମ କାଠ ଓ ପଥେେ ଠାକୁେଙୁ୍କ ଲକାଲଳଇ େେବିାଲେ ବାୋ ନାହିଁ, କନୁି୍ତ ମଣି୍ର୍ଷେ ଛୁଆକୁ ଅଛୁଆ , 
ଅଛବ କହ ିଦୂର୍ ଦୂର୍ କେବିା କ'ଣ୍ ମଣି୍ର୍ଷପଣ୍ିଆ? 
 
ଆଜ ିସମାଜଲେ ମଖୁାପିନ୍ଧା ମଣି୍ର୍ଷଙ୍କେ ଭିଡ଼ ଅଲନକ । ଆପଣ୍ମାଲନ ଲଯଉ ମାଲନ ସତ୍ସଙ୍ଗ  କେନ୍ତ,ି ସଦ୍ଗୁେୁଙ୍କ ଠାେୁ ଦୀକ୍ଷା ଲନଇଛନ୍ତ,ି 
ଲସଇମାଲନ ଆଜ ି ମଖୁାପିନ୍ଧା ଲୋକଙ୍କ କବଳେୁ ଏ ଜନମଭୂମିକୁ ମକିୁ୍ତଲଦବା ପାଇ  ଉଦୟମ କେବିା ଦେକାେ । ସାୋେଣ୍ ମଣି୍ର୍ଷ ଆଜ ି
ମାନସଲୋବେେ ହଂସଟଏି ପେ ିବପିନ୍ନ । ଦୟା, କ୍ଷମା, କେୁଣ୍ା, ଆହାପଦ େୀଲେ େୀଲେ ଆମ ଭିତେୁ ହଜଯିାଉଛ ି। ଜୀବନ ଖବୁ୍ େମବା ଓ 
ଅଥ଼୍ହୀନ ପାେଟ ିଯାଉଛ ି। ଅଲନକ ଲୋକ ମଲନ କେୁଛନ୍ତ ିଏ ଜୀବନ ଥାଇ ଯାହା ନଥାଇ ଲସଇଆ । ଆତ୍ମହତୟା କେୁଛନ୍ତ ିବୟସ୍କ ମଣି୍ର୍ଷ । 
ଘେ ଛାଡ଼ ିପଲଳଇ ଯାଉଛନ୍ତ ିଦାୟିତ୍ୱବାନ ଗହୃସ୍ଥ । 
 
ମଣି୍ର୍ଷ ସବୁଲବଲଳ ଆଶାକଲେ ତା ପାଇ  ଅନୟମାଲନ ସବୁ କେଦିଅିନୁ୍ତ, ଲସ ଅନୟପାଇ  କଛି ିକେୁ କ ିନକେୁ । ଆମ ପାଇ  ଅନୟମାଲନ ମଞ୍ଚ 
ତଆିେ ିକେନୁ୍ତ, ଅନୟମାଲନ ଗଛ େଗାନୁ୍ତ, ଲକନାେ ଲଖାଳନୁ୍ତ, ୋସ୍ତାେୁ କଣ୍ଟା ହଲଟଇ ଦଅିନୁ୍ତ । ଆଲମମାଲନ ନଜି ପାଇ  ଲଗାଟଏି ନୟିମ 
ବାନୁ୍ଧ, ଅନୟପାଇ  ଆଉ ପ୍ରକାଲେ ନୟିମ । ଇଏ ପ୍ରବଞ୍ଚନା ଭିନ୍ନ ଅନୟ କଛି ିନୁଲହ  । ଆମ ଭିତଲେ ବାସ କେୁଥିବା ଈଶ୍ୱେଙ୍କ ପ୍ରତ ିମଧ୍ୟ ଇଏ 
ଅନୟାୟ । 
 
ମଣି୍ର୍ଷକୁ ତା'େ ଜଡ଼ତାେୁ, ତା'େ ନଲିବ଼୍ାେତାେୁ, ତା'େ ପଶୁତ୍ୱେୁ ମକିୁ୍ତ ପାଇ  ଈଶ୍ୱେ ବଲିଶର୍ଷ ପ୍ରତନିଧିିଙୁ୍କ ପଠାନ୍ତ ି । ଲକଲବ ଯୀଶୁ, ଲକଲବ 
ବୁଦ୍ଧ, ଲକଲବ କବୀେ, ଲକଲବ ୋମକୃଷ୍ଣ, ଲକଲବ ପ୍ରଣ୍ବାନନ୍ଦ ଓ ଲକଲବ ନଗିମାନନ୍ଦ । ଆଲମ ଲସମାନଙୁ୍କ ଠାକୁେ ପେ ିଭକି୍ତ କେବିା, ସମ୍ମାନ 
କେବିା, ଭେ ପାଇବା । କନୁି୍ତ ଲସମାଲନ ଠାକୁେ ଥିଲେ ଲବାେି ଏଭଳ ିଭେ କାମ କେପିାେଲିେ ଏବଂ ଆଲମ ଠାକୁେ ଲହାଇ ନଥିବାେୁ 
ଲସଭଳ ି କାମ ଆମଠ ୁ  ଲକହ ି ଆଶା କେବିା କଥା ନୁଲହ  କହ ି ନଜିେ ଦାୟିତ୍ୱ ଏଡ଼ାଇ ଯିବା ନାହିଁ । ଆଲମ ଏହ ି ମହାପୁେୁର୍ଷମାନଙ୍କେ 
ଫ୍ଲଟାଚତି୍ର ଓ ମରୂ୍ତ୍କୁି ପୂଜା କେପିାେନ୍ତ ିବା ନ କେପିାେନ୍ତ ି। ଚତି୍ର ବଡ଼ କଥା ନୁଲହ , ଚେତି୍ର ବଡ଼ କଥା । ଲସମାନଙ୍କ ଚେତି୍ରକୁ ଆଲମ ପୂଜା 
କେବିା । ଲସମାଲନ ଲଯଉ  ଗୁଣ୍େ ଅଧିକାେୀ ଥିଲେ ଲସଇ ଗୁଣ୍େ ଅଧିକାେୀ ଲହବା । ତାହାଲହଲେ ତ ବଲଳବଲଳ ସବୁ ସମସୟାେ 
ସମାୋନ ଲହାଇଯିବ । ଏହ ିମହାପୁେୁର୍ଷମାନଙୁ୍କ ଲକବଳ େୂପ ଚନ୍ଦନ ଲଦଇ ଠାକୁେ ପଯ଼୍ୟାୟଭୁକ୍ତ କେଲିଦଲେ ଆଲମ କନୁି୍ତ ପୁଣି୍ ଲସଇ 
ଅନ୍ଧବଶି୍ୱାସେ ଗଳ ିଭିତେକୁ ଲଠେି ଲହାଇଯିବା । ସବୁ ଶାମକୁା ଭିତଲେ ମକୁ୍ତା ପାେଟବିାେ ସମ୍ଭାବନା ଟକିକ ଥାଏ । ଆସନୁ୍ତ ଆଲମ ସ୍ଵାତ ି
ନକ୍ଷତ୍ରେ ବର୍ଷ଼୍ାବନୁି୍ଦକୁ ଅଲପକ୍ଷା କେୁଥିବା ଶାମକୁା ପେ ିନଜିକୁ ମହତ କାଯ଼୍ୟ ଓ ମହର୍ତ୍େ ଚନି୍ତା ପାଇ  ଉନମଖୁ େଖିବା, ଉନମକୁ୍ତ େଖିବା । 
 
 

 
"ଅନୁଭବ'' 
୩୭୮ ବେମଣୁ୍ଡା ଗ ା 
ଭୁବଲନଶ୍ୱେ ୭୫୧୦୦୩ 
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ସୋବ ିପବୱୋ 
ଶାନ୍ତନୁ କୁମାେ ଆଚାଯ଼୍ୟ 

 
 

 ଆଲଗ ଗ ାମାନଙ୍କଲେ  ଲଗାଟଏି ଅେିଖିତ ନୟିମ ପ୍ରଚଳତି ଥିୋ । ଲକୌଣ୍ସ ିସ୍ତ୍ରୀଲୋକ ନୁିଃସନ୍ତାନ ଅଥ଼୍ାତ ବନ୍ଧୟା ଲହଲେ ଲୋଲକ 

ତା ମହୁ କୁ ଚାହ ୁନଥିଲେ । ଲଦୈବାତ୍ ଲସପେ ିସ୍ତ୍ରୀଲୋକେ ସାମନାସାମନ ିଲହାଇଗଲେ ଲୋଲକ ଲସ ସ୍ତ୍ରୀଲୋକଟକୁି ଗାଳ ିଲଦଉଥିଲେ , “ଛୁିଃ 
ଛୁିଃ ! କ ି ଦୁଲଯ଼୍ାଗଲେ ଆଜ ିୋତ ିପାହଥିିୋ !” ଲତଣୁ୍ ବନ୍ଧୟାନାେୀମାଲନ ଲୋକଲୋଚନେ ଆଢୁଆଳଲେ ଯଥାସମ୍ଭବ ଗ ା ଭିତଲେ ଚଳ ି
ଶଖିଥୁିଲେ । ଲଯଉ ମାଲନ ଲସପେ ିଚଳପିାେୁନଥିଲେ ଲସମାଲନ କ ିଲଯ ନାେଖାେଆି ଜୀବନଯାପନ କେୁଥିଲେ ଲସ କଥା କହଲିେ ନସଲେ । 

 ବଟମଳୂ ଗ ାେ ସାବ ିଲବୱା ଥିୋ ଲସହପିେ ିଜଲଣ୍ ଅଭାଗିନୀ ନାେୀ । ଏଲକତ ବନ୍ଧୟା, ଦ୍ୱତିୀୟଲେ ବେିବା ଲହାଇଗୋ ପଲେ 
ସାବତି୍ରୀ ଓେଫ୍ ସାବ ିଲବୱା ବଲି୍କୁଲ୍ ଲଗାଟାଏ ସାପ ପେ ିଲକାଉ ଗାତଲେ ଯାଇ ପଶେିା ଲସ ଖବେ େଖିନଥିଲେ ଗ ାେ ଚାଳଶି ପଚାଶ ଘେ 
ସବର୍ଣ଼୍୍ ଅସବର୍ଣ଼୍୍ ଲୋଲକ । କନୁି୍ତ, ସାବଲିବୱା ଲଯ ଲସଇ ବଟମଳୂ ଗ ାଲେ େଲହ, କାମେନ୍ଦା କେ ିଲପଟପାଟଣ୍ା ମଧ୍ୟ ଚଳାଇଥାଏ ଏ କଥା 
ଜାଣ୍ିଥାନ୍ତ ି ସମଲସ୍ତ । ଲତଲବ ସାବଲିବୱା ଥିୋ ଏକପ୍ରକାେ ଅଦୃଶୟ ପ୍ରାଣ୍ୀଟଏି ଯାହାଠ ୁ  ବେିବାଡଲିେ କ ି ଢଙିି୍କଶାଳଲେ କାମ ଆଦାୟ 
କେୁଥିଲେ ମଧ୍ୟ ଲୋଲକ କଦାପି ଲଦଖିପାେନ୍ତ ିନାହିଁ ତାେ ଜୀଅନ୍ତା ମହୁ କୁ । କାେଣ୍ ସାବ ିବୋବେ ତାେ ତା ମହୁ କୁ ହାଲତ େମବେ ଓଢଣ୍ା 
ତଲଳ ଲଘାଲଡଇ େଖଥୁିୋ । ଓଢଣ୍ା ଲଟକ ି ଗୋ ଲକାଡଏି ବର୍ଷ଼୍ ଭିତଲେ ଲସ କଦାପି କାହାକୁ  ଜାଣ୍ତ ବା  ଅଜାଣ୍ତଲେ ନଜି ମହୁ  
ଲଦଖିବାକୁ ଲଦଇ ନଥିୋ ।  

 ସାବେି ବେ ଅମ ୁ ଲସାଇ  ଲକାଡଏି ବର୍ଷ଼୍ତଲଳ ହଇଜା (କଲେୋ) ଲୋଗଲେ ଆକ୍ରାନ୍ତ ଲହାଇ ମେଯିିବା ପୂବ଼୍େୁ ଥଲେ ତା ସ୍ତ୍ରୀ 
ସାବତି୍ରୀକୁ ବକିଳ ଲହାଇ ପଚାେଥିିୋ – “ମ  ୁ ମେଗିଲେ ତୁ ଲକମିତ ି ବଞ୍ଚବୁି? ତଲତ ଏ ଗ ା ଲୋଲକ ବାେକଥା କହଲିବ । ସହଲଜ ତ 
ବାଞ୍ଝଲବାେି ମହୁ  ଚାହ ୁନାହାନ୍ତ ିଲତାେ ଲସମାଲନ, ମ  ୁମେଗିୋ ପଲେ ଲସମାଲନ ପୁଣି୍ ଡାକଲିବ ତଲତ ‘ଆଲୋ ବାଞ୍ଝ କେକଟ ିୋଣ୍ଡ’ ଲବାେି । 
ଲସମାଲନ ତଲତ ଲସମିତ ିଡାକଲିେ ଲମା ଅତ୍ମା ହନ୍ତସନ୍ତ ହବ । ତୁ ତାଲହଲେ  ଲେଡ ିଲହଇଯା । ଲମା ଜୁଇ ନଆି  ଉପେକୁ ଲଡଇ  ପାେବୁି ଯଦ ି
ଆଲମ ଦୁଲହ  ପାଇଯିବା ମକୁତ ିଏକା ସାଙ୍ଗଲେ । ତ୍ରାହ ିପାଇଯିବୁ ତୁ । ଖାେି ତ୍ରାହ ିନୁହ  ଲୋ ସାବ ି–ଲତା ନ ା େହଯିିବ କାଳକାଳକୁ । ଲୋଲକ 
ଡାକଲିବ ତଲତ ତା ପଲେ ସତୀ ସାବତି୍ରୀ ଲବାେି । ପାେବୁି? ଲଡଇ  ପାେବୁି ଲମା ଜୁଇ ନଆି କୁ?  

 ସାବ ିତା ବେେ ମଇଳା େୁଗାପଟା ଲନଇ ଲୋଇବାକୁ ଗୋ ଖୋଦନିଆି ନଈ ତୁଠକୁ । ଘେ ଆଗଲେ ନଈବାେି । ଅେ ମାଇେିଏ 
ଦୂେ ତାତେିା ବାେିକୁ ଖାେି ପାଦଲେ ଚାେିଚାେିକା ପାେଲିହୋ ପଲେ ଯାଇ ପଲଡ ସେୁଆ ପାଣି୍ ୋେଟଏି । ଲସଇଟ ିସାୋ ଗ ାେ ନଈ ତୁଠ । 
ସାବ ିନଈତୁଠଲେ ବସ ିମଇଳା େୁଗାତକ ଲୋଇୋ ଲବଲଳ ତା ବେେ ପ୍ରସ୍ତାବଟାକୁ ଆଉଥଲେ ସଫ୍ାକେ ିଭାବ ିୋଗିୋ ନଜି ମନଲେ । ମନ 
ଭିତେୁ ଲସତକିଲିବଲଳ ପାଇୋ ନଭି଼୍େ ଜବାବଟଏି – ‘ହ  ଲୋ ସାବ,ି ତୁ ସତୀ ଲହଇଯା ! ଲତା ନ ା ସତୀ ସାବତି୍ରୀ ଲବାେି ଏ ଲପାଡା ଗ ାେ 
ଲପାଡାଲୋକଙ୍କ ମହୁ ଲେ େହଯିାଉ ଲହଲେ କାଳକାଳକୁ! ତୁ ସତୀ ଲହଇଯା! ’ 

 େୁଗା ଗଣି୍ଡୋକ ସଫ୍ା କେସିାେ ିନଈେୁ ଲଫ୍େେିା ଲବଳକୁ ଅମେ ସ୍ଵାଇ  ଓେଫ୍ ଅମ ୁଲସାଇ େ ଲଦହେୁ ଜୀବନ ଛାଡଯିାଇଥାଏ । 
ୟା’ପଲେ ଯାହା ହବାେ କଥା ଲହୋ । ସାବେି ତୁହାକୁତୁହା କୁହାଟ ଶୁଣି୍ ଗ ା ଲୋଲକ ଜାଣି୍ଲେ ଲଯ ଅମଲୁସାଇ େ କାମ ଫ୍ଲତ । ଲସଇଠୁ 
ବଲନ୍ଦାବସ୍ତ କୋଗୋ ଅମ  ୁଲସାଇ େ ଶବ ସତ୍କାେ କପିେ ିଲକାଉ ଢଙ୍ଗଲେ କୋଯିବ ଲସଇ କଥା । ଲତଲବ ବଟମଳୂ ଗ ାେ ନୟିମ ଅନୁସାଲେ 
ହଇଜା ଲୋଗଲେ ମାୋ ପଡଥିିବା ୋସ୍ଟାକୁ ଲପାଡାଲପାଡ ି ନକେ ି ତାକୁ ନଈଲେ ଲଫ୍ାପାଡ ି ଲଦବାଟା ହିଁ ଶାସ୍ତ୍ରସମ୍ମତ ଲବାେି ଠକି୍ 
କେଦିଆିଗୋ । 

 ଅମଲୁସାଇ େ ଶବକୁ ଅଗି୍ନଲେ ସତ୍କାେ କୋନଯାଇ ନଈ ବାେିଲେ ଲଫ୍ାପାଡ ିଦଆିଯିବା ଲଯାଗ ୁ ସାବଲିବୱାେ ଜୀବନ ବଞ୍ଚଗିୋ 
ସତ; କନୁି୍ତ ଆପଣ୍ା ମାନ ମହତ େକ୍ଷା କେବିାକୁ ବଚିାେ ିସ୍ତ୍ରୀଲୋକଟ ିଲସଇଦନୁି ସାପ ପାେଟଗିୋ ପେ ିପଶଗିୋ ଲକାଉ ଗାତଲେ ଲକଜାଣି୍ । 
ତାକୁ ଆଉ ଲକହ ିଲଦଖିବାକୁ ପାଇଲେ ନାହିଁ ଦନି ଆେୁଅଲେ । ଲତଲବ, ଗୋ ଅଇୋ ଲବଲଳ ତା’ କୁଡଆି ଦୁଆେ ମହୁ ଲେ ଲକଲତଦନି େେ ି
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ଅଜବ ଡାକ କୁହାଟସବୁ ଶୁଣ୍ାଯାଏ ତାକୁ । ଗ ା ଲୋଲକ ଛଗିୁଲେଇ ଛଗିୁଲେଇ ତ ଡାକ ମାେଲିବ –ବାଞ୍ଝ କେକଟ ିୋଣି୍ଡ ଅେକ୍ଷଣ୍ୀ ଇତୟାଦ ି
ନାନା ଉେୁଗୁଣ୍ା ଲଦଇ ତା ନ ାଲେ । କନୁି୍ତ ୋତ ିଅେକୁ ତା କାନଲେ ପଲଡ ଆଉ ଏକ ପ୍ରକାେ ବକିଳ ଆର୍ତ଼୍୍ ଚତି୍କାେ । ଲସ ଚତି୍କାେ ତା ସ୍ଵାମୀ 
ଅମଲୁସାଇ େ ଲବାେି ନ ଚହି୍ନବିାକୁ ଚାୋ ନଥିୋ ଆଲଦୌ ସାବେି । କାନ ଲଦଇ ସାବ ିଶୁଲଣ୍- “ସାବଲିୋ! ଲମା ଆତ୍ମା ଲକଲତ ହନ୍ତସନ୍ତ ହଉଚ ି
ଲଦଖଚୁୁଟ?ି କଥା ଲଦଇଥିେୁ, କଥା େଖିେୁ ନାଇ ଟ?ି ଆ’ ପଲଳଇ ଆ ! ଶୀଘ୍ର ପଲଳଇ ଆ । ବଡ ବପିଦ ଆଉଚ ିଲୋ ସାବ ିଲତା ଉପେକୁ । 
ଗ ା ଲଟାକାମାଲନ ମସେୁା କେୁଚନ୍ତ ିଲତଲଣ୍ ବେଗଛ ମଲୂଳ କଟିକିଟି ିଅନ୍ଧାେଲେ । ତଲତ ଉଲଠଇ ଲନଲବ ଲୋ ସାବ!ି େଲଖଇ ବଲସଇ  
ଲଦଲବନ ିଆଉ ଲସ ଅସୁେମାଲନ ତଲତ । ଏଥିେୁ ବଞ୍ଚପିାେବୁି ନାହିଁଲୋ! ଯଦ ିଭେ ଦଶା ଅଛ ିବଢେିା ନଈକୁ ଲଡଇ ପଡ; ନଲହଲେ କନଅିେ 
ମଞି୍ଜମଠୁାଏ ଗୁଡଲେ ବାଟ ିପିଇଲଦ । ତା ନକେ ିପାେଲିେ କେିାସନି ିଲବାତଲେ ଦହି ଉପଲେ ଢାଳଲିଦଇ ଦଆିସେିି ମାେଲିଦ ଲୋ ସାବ-ି ତ୍ରାହ ି
ପାଇଯିବୁ । ବର୍ତ୍ଯିିବୁ ଲସ ପାର୍ଷାଣ୍ଡ ଗୁଡାକେ ହାବୁଡେୁ ।”  

 
 ଗୋ ଲକାଡଏି ବର୍ଷ଼୍ ଲହୋଣି୍  । ପ୍ରତ ିୋତଲିେ, ୋତ ିଅେକୁ ପହେକିଆି ବେୁିଆ ଲବାବାଳ ିପଲଛପଲଛ ଏଇ ବକିଳ ଆର୍ତ଼୍୍ଚତି୍କାେ 

ଶୁଣି୍ଆସଚୁ ିଅମଲୁସାଇ େ ଯୁବତୀ ସ୍ତ୍ରୀ ସାବ,ି ତା କୁଡଆି ବାହାେୁ । କନୁି୍ତ ଲଯଲତ ଇଚ୍ଛା କଲେବ ିବଢେିା ନଈପାଣି୍ ଭିତେକୁ ଲଡଇ ପାେୁନ ିଲସ । 
ଅଥଚ ତା ଘେ ସାମନାଲେ ଲବାହୁଚ ିନଈ ମହାନଦୀ । ବର୍ଷ଼୍ ପଲେ ବର୍ଷ଼୍ ବର୍ଷ଼୍ାଦନିକୁ ଆସଚୁ ିନଈବଢ ି। ଆଉ ବର୍ଷ଼୍ାଦଲିନ ବଢେିା ମହାନଦୀ 
ବଟମଳୂ ଗ ା ତଲଳ ଦଲିଶ ସାତ ସାଗେ ଏକା ଥଲେ ଏକାକାେ ଲହାଇ ତା ଆଡକୁ ଛାତ ିପଲତଇ ଲଦୋପେ ି।  

 ବଢେିା ନଈ, କନଅିେ ମଞି୍ଜ ଗୁଡ ବା କେିାସନି ିଦଆିସେିି ଲକୌଣ୍ସଟିା ପ୍ରତ ିସାବେି ମନ ଟାଣି୍ ଲହଉନ ିଲଦଖି ଦଲିନ ଆଉ ଶୁଭିୋ 
ନାହିଁ ସାବେି ବେ ଅମଲୁସାଇ େ ଲପ୍ରତାତ୍ମାେ ଡାକ, କୁଡଆି ଦୁଆେବନ୍ଧ ଆେପଲଟ । ଲସଦନି ୋତଲିେ ଲଢେଲବଳ କାଲନଇୋ ସାବ ିଲସ 
ଡାକକୁ । କାଲନଇ କାଲନଇ ୋତ ିପାହଗିୋ । କନୁି୍ତ ଅମ ୁଲସାଇ େ ଲପ୍ରତାତ୍ମାେ ଡାକ ଆଉ ଶୁଣ୍ାଗୋ ନାଇ  ଲସଇ ୋତଲିେ । ଲସ ୋତ ିତ  
ଗୋ । ତା ପେ ଦନି ୋତଲିେ ବ ିଲସମିତ ିକାଲନଇ େହେିା ସାବ ି। କନୁି୍ତ, ନା -ସବୁ ଶୁନ୍ଶାନ୍ ସବୁ ଚୁପ୍ଚାପ୍ । 

 ଲବାେହୁଏ ଅମଲୁସାଇ େ ଲପ୍ରତାତ୍ମା ଲମାକ୍ଷ ପାଇଗୋ, କ ିପୁନଜ଼୍ନମ ପାଇ ପୁଣି୍ ମଣି୍ର୍ଷ ଲହାଇ ଜନମଲନୋଣି୍ କୁଆଲଡ ଲକାଉଠ ି 
କାହା ଘଲେ ଲବାେି ଆଶ୍ୱାସନା ଲଦୋ ସାବ ିନଜିକୁ ନଲିଜ ଲସ ଦନି ୋତଲିେ । ଖବୁ ଉଶ୍ୱାସ ୋଗିୋ ତାକୁ ଆଜ ିବହୁ ବର୍ଷ଼୍ ପଲେ । ଗୋ 
ଲକାଡଏି ବର୍ଷ଼୍ େେ ି ସତଲେ ଲକାଉୋତଲିେ ଟଲିକ ଭେ କେ ି ଲଶାଇପାେୁନଥିୋ ଲସ । ତା ବେେ ଲସଇ ଆର୍ତ଼୍୍ଚତି୍କାେ –ସାବଲିୋ! ଆ 
ପଲଳଇ ଆ! ଡାକ ତାକୁ ଥେହେ କେପିକାଏ । କନୁି୍ତ ଏଇ ଲକାଡଏି ବର୍ଷ଼୍ ଲହୋ ଏକ ପ୍ରକାେ ଲବେଡକ ଲହାଇ ୋତବିକିାଳ ିନଜି ଘେ 
ଭିତଲେ ନଲିଜ କବାଟ କଳିଲିଦଇ େହଯିାଇ ପାେୁଥିୋ ଲସ- କାେଣ୍ ତାେ ସାହାସ େହଥିାଏ ବୋବେ ଲଯ ତାକୁ ଅନ୍ତତୁଃ ଜଗି ବସଚି ିଜଲଣ୍ 
କୁଡଆି ବାହାଲେ । ଲସ ଥିୋ ଯାଏ ଡେ କାହାକୁ ଭୟ କାହାକୁ ! ଏଇ ଥିୋ ବଞ୍ଚେିହବିାେ ଦମ୍ଭ ଟକିକ ସତଲେ ସାବେି! ଲସ ନଭି଼୍ୟଲେ 
ଆତଯାତ ବ ିଲହଇ ପାେୁଥିୋ ଗ ା ଭିତଲେ । ଦନିଲବଲଳ ଯଦଚି ମଣୁ୍ଡଲେ ହାଲତ ଓଢଣ୍ା ଟାଣି୍ ସାପଟଏି ଭଳ ିଅଦୃଶୟ ଲହାଇ ଚଳଯିିବାକୁ 
ପଡୁଥିୋ ତାକୁ ଲକୌଣ୍ସ ି ପ୍ରକାଲେ, ଏଇ ବର୍ଷ଼୍ ଲକାଡଏିଟା, ତା ବେେ ଅକାଳ ମତୁୃୟ ପଲେ ।  

 କନୁି୍ତ ଆଜ?ି ଆଜଠି ୁ  ? ଆଜ ିୋତଲିେ? ସାବ ିକପାଳଲେ କ ିଦଶା ଲେଖା ଅଛ ିକଏି ଜାଲଣ୍? ଏଇ ଡେ ପଶଗିୋ ମାଇପିଟେି 
ଛାତ ିଭିତେକୁ । 

 
 ଠକି୍ ଲସଇଦନି ୋତଲିେ ହିଁ ଘଟେିା ଦୁଘ଼୍ଟଣ୍ା । କୁଡଆି ବାହାଲେ ଖସ୍ଖାସ୍ ଫୁ୍ସ୍ଫ୍ାସ୍ - ତାପଲେ ଆଉ ଲକଲତପ୍ରକାେ ଶର୍ବ୍ 

ପଛକୁ ଶୁଭିୋ  ଅସଭୟ ବବ଼୍େ ଶର୍ବ୍ ଲକଲତଟା । ଲସଇଠୁ କୁଡଆି କବାଟକୁ ଲଠେିଲଦଲେ ଲସମାଲନ ଖବୁ ଲଜାେଲେ । ସାତ ଆଠ ହଳ ହାତ 
ଏକାଠ ିମିଶ ିଲଠେୁଥାନ୍ତ ିକବାଟଟାକୁ ଲବାେି ଅନ୍ଦାଜ କେଲିନୋ ସାବ ିକୁଡଆି ଭିତଲେ ଥାଇ ।  

 ଲସତକିଲିବଲଳ ମଲନ ପଡଗିୋ ସାବେି- ତା କୁଡଆି ଘେ କଣ୍ଲେ ଲଗାଟାଏ ଟଣି୍ଲେ ଟଲିଣ୍ କେିାସନି ିଆଉ ଦଆିସେିି ମଠୁାଏ 
ମହଯୁଦ ଲହଇ େହଥିାଏ ଲକାଡଏି ବର୍ଷ଼୍ ଲହୋ ଲସଇ ଏକା ଜାଗାଲେ । କେିାସନି ିଟଣି୍କୁ ଅନ୍ଧାେଲେ ଦୋଣି୍ଡ ଆଣି୍ୋ ଲସ । ଟଣି୍ ମହୁ େୁ ଠପିି 
ଲଖାେି ଲଦୋ  । ଦଆିସେିି ମଠୁାକ ଲଖାେି ପଲକଇୋ ତେତେକେ ି । ପୁଞ୍ଜାଏ ଦଆିସେିିକାଠ ିେେେିା ଲସ ଏକାଲବଳଲକ ଲଗାଟଏି ହାତଲେ 
।  

 ୋଡଭୁସ୍ ଲହଇ ଗଳ ିପଡେିା ଦଦୋ କୁଡଆି କବାଟଟା ଘେ ଭିତେକୁ  । ସ ସ  ଲହଇ ପଶଆିସଲିେ ଜନୁ୍ତ ଭଳ ିଲସମାଲନ ଅନ୍ଧାେଆି 
କୁଡଆି ଭିତେକୁ ।  
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 ଲଖାୋ କେିାସନି ିଟଣି୍କୁ ଲଗାଟାଏ ହାତଲେ ଉପେକୁ ଲଟକେିା ସାବ ି। ଲସଇଠୁ ସଜାଡ ିେେେିା ଦଆିସେିି କାଠ ିଆଉ ଦଆିସେିି 

ଲଖାଳକୁ ଆେ ହାତ ମଠୁାଲେ ।  
 ସ ସ  ଫ୍ ଫ୍   ଲହଇ ଲବଢ ି ଆସଥୁାନ୍ତ ି ତାକୁ ଚାେପିଟୁ ଜନୁ୍ତମାଲନ । କେିାସନି ି ଟଣି୍କଯାକ ଛାଟଛିାଟ ି ଢାଳଲିଦୋ ଏଥେ ସାବ ି

ଲସମାନଙ୍କ ଉପେକୁ- ଲଦାଳଯାତ ଲହାେଲିଖଳଲେ ପିଚକାେ ିମାେେିା ପେ ି ଚାେ ିଆଡକୁ । ଲଫ୍ାପାଡଲିଦୋ ଟଣି୍ଟାକୁ ତଳକୁ । ଲସଇଠୁ 
ପଟାକ୍କନିା ଲଗାଟାଏ ପଲେ ଲଗାଟାଏ ଦଆିସେିି କାଠ ି ଜଳେିାଗିୋ ଆଉ ଲସ ଲଫ୍ାପାଡ ି ଚାେିୋ ଜଳନ୍ତା ଦଆିସେିି କାଠଗିୁଡାକୁ 
ଆଖିବୁଜାକେ ିଚାେ ିଆଡକୁ ।  

 
 ସକାଳକୁ ବଟମଳୂ ଗ ା ଲୋଲକ ଲଦଖିଲେ ଲସଇ ମାୋତ୍ମକ ଦୃଶୟ । ଲଗାଟଏି ପାଚେିା ଆମବେଙ୍ଗେ ପାଲତଳ ିସ୍ତ୍ରୀଲୋକ ଠଆି 

ଲହଇଥାଏ ଅଣ୍ଟାଲେ ଶାଢକିାନକୁି ଜବେଦସ୍ତ ଗୁଲଡଇ ଅମଲୁସାଇ େ ଦାଣ୍ଡ ଦୁଆଲେ । ତା ମଣୁ୍ଡଲେ ଓଢଣ୍ା ନଥାଏ  । ତାକୁ ଅଲନଲକ 
ଚହି୍ନପିାେଲିେ ନାହିଁ । ଗୋ ଲକାଡଏି ବର୍ଷ଼୍ ଲହୋ ଓଢଣ୍ା ତଲଳ ମହୁ  େୁଲଚଇ ସାପଭଳ ିେୁଚଛିପି ଚଳପ୍ରଚଳ ଲହଉଥିବା ସାବଲିବୱାକୁ ପୁେୁର୍ଷ 
ଲୋଲକ ଲକମିତ ିଚହି୍ନଲନ୍ତ ଏଲତ ଶୀଘ୍ର!  

 କଏି ଜଲଣ୍ ବଡପାଟଲିେ ଚେିଚଲିେଇ ଉଠେିା –ଏଇ ଲସ ସାପ! ଲଦଖଚୁଟ ିତାକୁ? ଆଠଆଠଟା ଜୁଆନ ଲଟାକାଙୁ୍କ ଆମ ଗ ାେ 
ଦଂଶଚି ିଏଇ ସାପ କାେି ୋତଲିେ । ଉଠାଅ ଲଠଙ୍ଗା –ଚାହିଁଚ କଣ୍? 

 ଲଠଙ୍ଗା ଉଠୁଥିୋ । କନୁି୍ତ ପୁଣି୍ କଏି ଜଲଣ୍ ଲକାଉଠୁ  ଆହୁେ ିବଡ ପାଟଟିାଏ କୋ, “ବନ୍ଦ କେ! ଲଫ୍ାପାଡ ିଦଅି ଲଠଙ୍ଗା ଲଫ୍ଙ୍ଗା । 
ପଡଲବ ଲଗାଡତଲଳ ୟାେ ! ଇଏ ସାପ ନୁଲହ , ସତୀ । ଆମ ଗ ାେ ସତୀ ସାବ ିଲବୱା ଇଏ- ଚହି୍ନ ିପାେୁନ? ” 

 ସାବଲିବୱାେ କୁଡଆି ଘେଟା ଲପାଡଯିାଇ ପୁୋ ପାଉ ଶ ପାେଟ ି ଯାଇଥାଏ । ପାଉ ଶ ଭିତେୁ ଦଶିୁଥାଏ ଲକଲତଟା ଲଭଣି୍ଡଆଙ୍କ 
ଦେଲପାଡା ୋସ୍ । ଆଉ ଲକଲତଟା ଦଉଡଯିାଇ ପଡଥିିଲେ ନଈବାେିଲେ । ମଣୁ୍ଡ ଗଣ୍ତେୁି ଲଦଖାଗୋ ପୁୋ ଆଠ ! 

 
   

`ÍÒ$jeç hÐ«_Ê LÊcÐe AQÐdàÔ (1933-) Ð  bÐe[e SÐ[Ñ¯ ªee ÒmML bÐÒa `eÞQÞ[ SÒZ jỀ ÍjÞw A^Ê_ÞL 

JXÞA K`_ÐjÞL [\Ð L\ÐLÐe Ð aràcÐ_ Òj JXÞhÐe eÐS^Ð_Ñ jke bÊaÒ_héeÒe j±ÑL ajaÐj LeÊR«Þ Ð 

WÞLZÐ -  788 hkÑ] _Ne, bÊaÒ_hée, JXÞhÐ Ð ÒVmÞÒ$Ð_ç 91-8658127284, 91-9336219090 
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ଋଣ ଶୁଝୋ 
ନେୁିପମା ଆଚାଯ଼୍ୟ 

 

 ଲରନଂିେ ଷ୍ଟାଇଲପଣ୍୍ଡ ପାଇ  ଆଲବଦନ କୋଲବଳକୁ ଲସଇ ଲଯ ଲେଖିଲଦଇଥିୋ “ଦେଦି୍ର ଅସହାୟଙ୍କ ଲସବା କେବିା ଲମା 
ଜୀବନେ େକ୍ଷୟ, ଲସଥିପାଇ  ମଲତ ସଲୁଯାଗ ମିଳୁ”, ଲସଇ ପଦକ କଥା ତାକୁ ଆଜ ି ଆଣି୍ ଏଠ ି ପହଲଞ୍ଚଇଚ ି ଲକାୋପୁଟେ ଆଦବିାସୀ 

ଅେୁୟସତି ମାଳ ଅଞ୍ଚଳେ ସେକାେୀ ସାହାଯୟ ପ୍ରାପ୍ତ ଖ୍ରୀଷି୍ଟୟାନ ମିସନାେ ିପେଚିାଳତି ଏଇ ଡାକ୍ତେ ଖାନାଲେ ।  
ଆଜ ିତା ଚାକେିେି ପ୍ରଥମ ଦନି । ଦଲି୍ଲୀେୁ ନସଂିଲରନଂି ସାେ ିଭୁବଲନଶ୍ୱେଲେ ପହଞ୍ଚେିା ମାଲତ୍ର ଏ ଜଏନଂି ଅଡ଼୍େ ପାଇୋ ଓ ଗ ାକୁ ଯାଇ 

ଲଜଲଜଙୁ୍କ ଲଦଖା କେଲିଦଇ ଚାେିଆସଚି ିଏଠକି ି। ଲଜଲଜଙୁ୍କ ଛାଡ ିଆସେିା ଲବଲଳ ଭାେ ିବାେୁଥିୋ ତାକୁ । ପିୋଦନୁି ଲଗାଟାଏ ଗାଡ ିଆକ୍

ସଲିଡଣ୍୍ଟଲେ ବାପାମାଙୁ୍କ ହୋଇ ଏଇ ଲଜଲଜ ଲଜଜମାଙ୍କ ଲକାଳଲେ ମଣି୍ର୍ଷ ଲସ । ତାେ ଟଲିକ ବୁଦ୍ଧ ିଲହଇଗୋ ଦନୁି ଲଜଜମା ଠାକୁେଙୁ୍କ 

ଡାକଲିେ ଲସ ଚଲିଡ । କାହିଁକ ିତାଙୁ୍କ ଆଉ ଡାକୁଚୁ? କଣ୍ େଖିଲେ ଲତା ପାଇ ? ୟାେ ଉର୍ତ୍େଲେ ଲଜଲଜମା କହବି –“ତଲତ ପୋ ମଲତ 

ଲଦଇଚନ୍ତ”ି  । ଏଲବ ଲସ ବ ି ଚାେିଗୋଣି୍ । ଲଜଲଜ ଏକା ଗ ାଲେ । ଅବଶୟ ତାଙ୍କେ ଏଲତ ଅସବୁେିା ନାହିଁ । ସସୁ୍ଥ ଶେୀେ । ତଥାପି 

ବୁଢାଲୋକ ତ! ଲକମିତ ି ଲକଜାଣି୍ ପିୋଦନୁି ଗ ାେ ଦେଦି୍ର ବୁଢାବୁଢୀଙୁ୍କ ଲଦଖିଲେ ତା ମନ ଖୋପ ଲହଇଯାଏ । ତାକୁ ମାୟା ୋଲଗ । 

ଲସମାନଙ୍କ ପାଖଲେ ବସ ିଲସମାନଙ୍କ କଥା ଶୁଲଣ୍  । ଲଜଲଜମାକୁ େୁଲଚଇ ଘେୁ କଣ୍ ସବୁ ଲଦଇ ଦଏି ଲବାେି ଲକଲତ ଗାଳ ିଖାଇଚ ି। କନୁି୍ତ 

ତା ଅଭୟାସ  ଛାଡ ିପାଲେନାହିଁ । କଣ୍ ମଲନଲହୋ ମୟାରକି୍ ପଲେ ଜଦିକିୋ ନସଂି ପଢବି । ଲଯ ଲଯଲତ ବୁଲଝଇଲେ ଶୁଣି୍ୋ ନାହିଁ । 

ଏକୁଟଆି ଝଅିଟଏି ସହେଲେ ଲକାଉଠ ିଯାଇ େହବି । ଲଜଲଜ ଚନି୍ତାଲେ ଥିଲେ ।  
ନସଂି ହଲଷ୍ଟଲ୍ଲେ େହବିାେ ବୟବସ୍ଥା ଓ ଷ୍ଟାଇଲପଣ୍୍ଡ ମିଳବିା କଥା ଶୁଣି୍ ୋଜ ିଲହଇଗଲେ । ଦୁଇ ବର୍ଷ଼୍େ ପାଠ ପଢା ପଲେ ପୁଣି୍ ଦଲି୍ଲୀେୁ 

ବର୍ଷ଼୍କେ ଲେସଆିଲ୍ ଲରନଂି ଲନଇ ଲଫ୍େଚି ି ଲସ । ଆଜେି ଡାକ୍ତେଖାନା ଭିତେକୁ ପଶେିା ମାଲତ୍ର ଲଯଉ  ୱାଡ଼୍ଲେ ତାକୁ ଡୁୟଟ ିଦଆିଗୋ 

ଲସଠକିାେ ଅବସ୍ଥା ଲଦଖି ଭେ ୋଗିୋ ତାକୁ ନଶି୍ଚୟ ।  

ପ୍ରଥଲମ ପ୍ରଥଲମ ଅବଶୟ ମନ ହୁଡୁବୁଡୁ ହଉଥାଏ । କଏି ଲଯମିତ ିପଚାେୁଥାଏ- ଏଇ ସ୍ଵପନ  ଲଦଖଥୁିେୁ ? ତଥାପି ମନକୁ ବୁଝାଇୋ- 

ଲଦଖ୍, ମଳୂେୁ ବେିକ୍ତ ହୁଅନା । ଆମ ୋଜୟେ ଯାହା ଅବସ୍ଥା ତଲତ ସବୁ ସମ୍ଭାଳବିାକୁ ପଡବି । ଲେୈଯ଼୍ୟେେ । ଏ ଚନି୍ତାେୁ ଓହେଯିାଇ ଝେକା 

ବାଲଟ ଜଙ୍ଗେେ ଗଛ ବୃଚ୍ଛ ଫ୍ାଙ୍କେୁ ଦଶିୁଥିବା ଅୋଏ ଆକାଶ ଉପଲେ ଆଖି ପଲକଇଚ ିକ ିନାହିଁ କଡ ଲବଡେୁ ଡାକଟଏି ଶୁଭିୋ -“ଝଅି !”  

ସବତିା ଚମକ ି ପଡେିା । କଏି ଲକଉ ଠ ି ଏମିତ ି ଲଜଲଜଙ୍କ ପେ ି ଡାକୁଚ ି ତାକୁ? ବୁେି ପଡ ି ଚାହିଁୋ  ଲସ । ସେୁସେୁ ହାତଲଗାଡ, 

ଲୋଗୀଣ୍ା େୁଢଆି ମହୁ େ ବୁଢାଟଏି ଲସ ପାଖ ଖଟଲେ । ଆଦବିାସୀ ଲୋକଟଏି ଲହାଇଥାଇ ପାଲେ ହୁଏତ । ଏଲତ ଦୁବ଼୍ଳ ଲଯ କଛି ିଜାଣି୍ବା 

ମସୁ୍କେିୁ । କନୁି୍ତ ତା ଆଖିକୁ ଲଦଖି ଲସ ଚାହିଁ େହେିା – ଠକି ଲଜଲଜଙ୍କ ଚାହାଣି୍ । ଏଇ ତ କାେି ମାତ୍ର ଛାଡ ିଲଦଇ ଆସଚି ିତାଙୁ୍କ ଗ ାଲେ-  

ଲସଦନିେ ଡୁୟଟ ିଆେମ୍ଭ ଲହୋ ତାେ  ଲସଇ ଲବଡ୍େୁ  । ବୁଢାଟେି କ ିଆନନ୍ଦ! ଖସୁଲିେ ତା ମହୁ  ଉଜ୍ୱଳ ଦଶିୁଥିୋ । ଲପଲସଣ୍୍ଟକୁ େଞି୍ଜଂ 

କେ ି ସାେ,ି ବଛିଣ୍ା ଚାଦେ ବଦଲଳଇ ଲଦଇ,  ଖଆୁଇବାେ ବୟବସ୍ଥା କୋ । ଲକମିତ ି ଲକଜାଣି୍ ଅନୟମନସ୍କ ଭାଲବ ତା ମହୁ େୁ ବାହାେ ି

ପଡେିା-“ଲଜଲଜ ତୁମେ ଏଠ ିକଏି ଅଛନ୍ତ?ି” 
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ଲପଜୁଆ ଆଖି ଦୁଇଟଲିେ ପୁଣି୍ ଲସଇ ଚାହାଣି୍ । ନାଇ  ଲକହ ିନାଇ  ଲୋ ମା! ଦମିାସ ଲହୋଣି୍ ଏଇଠ ିପଡଚି ି। ଏଠ ିଡାକ୍ତେଖାନାେୁ 

ଖାଇବାକ ମିଳୁଚ,ି ଜଇି ଚ ି। ପଲେ ଲବଶ୍ କଷ୍ଟଲେ ହାତ ଉପେକୁ ଉଲଠଇ କହେିା –“ଲକଲବ ଦନି ସେବି ତାଙୁ୍କ ଇ ଜଣ୍ା । ତୁଲମ ଆଜ ିନୂଆ 

ଆସଚି ନା-ମଲନ ଲହଉଚ ିତଲମ ସଷି୍ଟର୍ ନୁହ , ଲକହ ିଆପଣ୍ାେ ଲୋକ । ଲବାଲେ କଛିକିାମ ଅଛ ିତୁମ ଠିଁ ଲମାେ ।” 

ଭାର୍ଷା ଲକମିତ ିମାଜତି – ସବତିାକୁ ଭେ ୋଗିୋ । ସବତିା କଣ୍ ପଚାେବି ପଚାେବି ଲହୋ – । କନୁି୍ତ ମଲନମଲନ ଭାବେିା- ଥାଉ ଆଜ,ି 

ପଲେ ପଚାେବିା ସି୍ଥେ କେ ିଲନଇ ଲସ ବୁଢାେ ଲବଡ୍ ପାଖ  ଛାଡେିା । ଦନିସାୋେ ଡୁୟଟ ିଭିତଲେ ସବତିା ଲସ ଆଖି ଦଓିଟେି ଚାହାଣି୍କୁ ଭୁେି 

ପାେୁନଥାଏ । ଚାଟ଼୍ ଲଦଖିୋ- ଯକ୍ଷ୍ମାଲୋଗୀଟଏି । ଅବସ୍ଥାଲେ ଉନ୍ନତେି େକ୍ଷଣ୍ ତ ଦଶିୁନ ି। ବେଂ ଖୋପ ଆଡକୁ ଗତ ିକେୁଚ ିଦନିକୁ ଦନି । 

ଦନି ଗଡ ିଚାେିୋ । ଲକମିତ ିଲକଜାଣି୍ ଲସ ବାନ୍ଧ ିଲହଇଗୋ ଲସ ଲବଡ୍ଟ ିସାଥିଲେ । ଦାୟିତ୍ୱ ଠାେୁ ଅଧିକ ସମୟ ଦଏି ଲସ ତାକୁ । ଆପଣ୍ାେ 
ୋଲଗ ବୁଢାଟ ି। ଲସଦନି ଲବଡ୍ ପାଖେ ଡ୍ରୟାେ ସଜାଡ ସଜାଡୁ ଦେମଇଳା େୁଗାପଟା ଭିତଲେ କନାମଣିୁ୍ ଖଣି୍ଡକଲେ ଗୁଡଆି ଟଙ୍କା ପୁଟୁଳ ି

ଟଏି ଲଦଖିୋ । ଲସକଥା କହେିା ବୁଢାକୁ- ଏଠ ିଟଙ୍କା େଖିଚ ଲଯ କଏି ତ ଲନଇଯିବ  ! ଅଫି୍ସଲେ େଖି ଦଉନ!  

ହସେିା ବୁଢା -“ଲସ କଣ୍ ଲମାେ ଲଯ େଖିଲଦବ?ି ତା ଲବଳ ଲହଲେ ଲସ ଲନଇଯିବ ..”, ଆଗ୍ରହଲେ ଲସ ଟଙ୍କା ପୁଡାକୁ ଚପିି ପଲକଇୋ 

କନାମିଶା କେ ିଓ ତା ପଲେ ଥେଥେ ହାତଲେ ଲସଥିେୁ ଲଗାଟଏି ଟଙ୍କା କାଢ ିସବତିା ହାତକୁ ବଲଢଇ ଲଦଇ କହେିା, “ଯା ଲୋ ମା –ଚାହା 

ଟଲିକ ପିଇଲଦଇ ଆାସବୁି! ଲଗଟ୍ ପାଖ ନବନିା ଲଦାକାନ ଚାହା ଭାେ ିସୁଆଦ । ”  

ସବତିା ପ୍ରଥଲମ ମନା କେୁଥିୋ । କନୁି୍ତ ବୁଢାଙ୍କେ ବାଧ୍ୟବାେକତାଲେ ହାତଲେ େେେିା ଲସ ଟଙ୍କାଟ ି। ତାଙ୍କ ମନଲେ ଦୁୁଃଖ ଲଦବାକୁ ଇଚ୍ଛା 

କୋନାହିଁ । କନୁି୍ତ, ପୁଣି୍ ଡ୍ରୟର୍ ସଜାଡେିା ଲବଲଳ ଲସଇଟକୁି ତାଙ୍କ ଟଙ୍କା ପୁଟୁଳ ିଭିତେକୁ େୀଲେ ଗଲଳଇ ଲଦୋ ।  

ଏଣି୍କ ପ୍ରତଦିନି ଏଇ ଘଟଣ୍ାେ ପୁନୋବୃର୍ତ୍ ିହୁଏ । ବୁଢା ଟଙ୍କାଟଏି କାଢ ିସବତିାକୁ ଦଅିନ୍ତ ିଓ ସବତିା ଲସଇଟ ିତାଙ୍କ ଅଜାଣ୍ତଲେ ପୁଣି୍ 

ଲସଇଠ ିେଖିଦଏି । ସବୁଦଲିନ ବୁଢା କହନ୍ତ ି– ମ  ୁଋଣ୍ୀ ମଣି୍ର୍ଷ, ୠଣ୍ ନଶୁଝଲିେ କଣ୍ ଛୁଟ ିମିଳବି? କଣ୍ ତା ମାଲନ ସବତିା ବୁଝ ିପାଲେନା । 

ଲକହ ିନଥିଲବ ଏମିତ ିକଣ୍ ହୁଏ ଲକାଉଠ?ି ପଚାେ ିପଚାେ ିଜାଣ୍ିୋ ପ୍ରକୃତଲେ ତାଙ୍କେ ନଜିେ ଲକହ ିନାହାନ୍ତ ି। ଚହି୍ନା ଜଣ୍ା ଲଯ ବା ଅଛନ୍ତ ି

ବନୁ୍ଧବାନ୍ଧବ କାହାେ ଲବଳ ଅଛ ିଏ ଲୋଗୀକୁ ଜଗିବାକୁ? ସଭିଏ  ତ ଦୁୁଃଖୀ ଦେଦି୍ର, ଦନିସାୋ ଖଟଲିେ ଖାଇଲବ । ଏଣୁ୍ ସବତିା ଜାଣି୍ୋ 

ଏଇଟ ି ତା ଦାୟିତ୍ୱ । ଅବଶୟ ମିସନାେ ି ଡାକ୍ତେ ଖାନା- ସବୁକଥାକୁ ଯତ୍ନ ଲହଉ ନଥିଲେ ବ ି ଏମିତ ି ଆମ ସେକାେୀ ଡାକ୍ତେଖାନା ପେ ି

ଅବୟବସି୍ଥତ ନୁଲହ  ।  

ଲକଲବଦଲିନ ପଚାେଥିିୋ "ଲଜଲଜ ଘେକୁ ଯିବାକୁ ମନ ହଉନ?ି" ବୁଢା ଟଲିକ ଲବଳ ଚୁପ୍ଲହଲେ, ତା' ପଲେ କହଲିେ-କ ିଘେ ? ଏଇ 

ତ ଲମା ଘେ ତଲମ ସବୁ ଲମା ପେବିାେ । ହଜଗିଲେ ଲଖାଜବିାକୁ ଲକହନିାହିଁ କ ିମେଗିଲେ କାନ୍ଦବିାକୁ ଲକହନିାହିଁ । ବୟାସ ିଥିୋ ଲମାେ 

ପେବିାେ । ଲସ ହଜଗିୋ ପଲେ ତ ମ  ୁପାଗଳ ଲହଇଗେି । ଘେ ଉଜୁଡଗିୋ । ଏଇ ଡାକ୍ତେବାବୁ ଲକଲତ ଯତ୍ନ କେଚିନ୍ତ ି। ଲସଇଦନିଠୁ ଲଯ 

ଲଦହ ଖୋପ ୋଗିେହେିା ଆସ ିଏଠ ିପହଞ୍ଚ ିଗୋଣ୍ି । 
ବୟାସ ିଶର୍ବ୍ଟ ିଚହି୍ନାଚହି୍ନା ୋଗିୋ ସବତିାକୁ  । ଦଲି୍ଲୀଲେ ଲରନଂି ଲନୋ ଲବଲଳ ଆଂଲୋ-ଇଣି୍ଡୟାନ୍ ଝଅିଟଏି ଥିୋ ତାେ େୁମ୍ଲମଟ୍ । ନ ା 

ତାେ ସଲି୍ଭାନଆି । ଲସଇ କଲହ ଏଇ ଶର୍ବ୍ । ଆଲମ ଲଗହ୍ଲାଲେ ଲୋବେି ବଉଳା ଡାକେିା ପେ ିଲସମାଲନ ତାଙ୍କ ଗାଈକୁ ଡାକନ୍ତ ିବୟାସ ି। 

ଲତଲବ ବୁଢାଙ୍କେ ଗାଈଟଏି ହଜଚି ିଜାଣି୍ୋ ସବତିା । ଆଉ ଦଲିନ ଥିେ ଲହଇ ଖଟ ଉପଲେ ବସଥିିବା ଲଦଖି ପଚାେେିା- ଲଜଲଜ କାହାକୁ 

ମଲନମଲନ ଲଖାଜୁଚ? ସବୁଲବଲଳ ତ କହୁଚ ପ୍ରଭୁଙୁ୍କ ଡାକୁଚ । କଏି ତମ ପ୍ରଭୁ କହେି?  
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ବୁଢାଙ୍କେ ମାଜତି ବୟବହାେ ଲଦଖି ଲସ ନଶିି୍ଚତ ଥିୋ ଲୟ ଖ୍ରୀଷି୍ଟୟାନ ଲହାଇଥିଲବ, ଜସିସ୍ କ ିମଦେ ଲମେଙି୍କ କଥା କହଲିବ । ନଲହଲେ 

ଲକାଉ ଲସଣ୍୍ଟଙ୍କ କଥା ।  
ବୁଢା କନୁି୍ତ ଏ ପ୍ରଶନେ ଉର୍ତ୍େ ଲଦଲେ ଆହୁେ ିମାଜତି ଢଙ୍ଗଲେ । କହଲିେ- ହ  ଥଲେ ଯାଇଥିେି ଲଯ ଲଦଖିଥିେି ତାଙୁ୍କ । ଲସଦନି ଥିୋ 

େବବିାେ । କ ିସୁନ୍ଦେ ଲସ େୂପ! କନୁି୍ତ ଆଉ କାହିଁ ଲସ ସଲୁଯାଗ? ୠଣ୍ ଶୁଝବିାକୁ ଗଲେ ସନିା ଯାଇ ଲଦଖା ହବ! ଆହୁେ ିଦଜିଣ୍ ଥିଲେ 

ସାଙ୍ଗଲେ- କାହାେ ିନ ା ଆଉ ମଲନ ପଡୁନ ି । ଲସଇଠ ିତାଙୁ୍କ କହଲିଦଇ ଆସଥିିେି – ବୟାସ ିଯଦ ିଲଫ୍େବି ଲମାେ ଯାହା କଛି ିସଞ୍ଚତି େନ 

ତୁମକୁ ଲଦଇ ଲଦବ ି। ଲକଲତଦନି ପଲେ ବୟାସ ିଲଯମିତ ିଦଲିନ ଉଭାନ ଲହଇ ଯାଇଥିୋ ଲସମିତ ିହଠାତ ଆସ ିପହଞ୍ଚଗିୋ । ତାକୁ ଡାକ୍ତେ 

ବାବୁଙୁ୍କ ଲଦଇଲଦେି । ଆଉ ଲମା ସଞ୍ଚତି େନ ଯାହାକୁ ଲଦବ ିକହଥିିେି ତାଙ୍କ ପାଖକୁ ଯାଇ ପାେୁଚ ିନା ଲଦଇ ପାେୁଚ?ି  

ସବତିା ଜାଣ୍ିୋ –ଜେ ବଢଚି,ି ବାଉଳ ିଲହଉଚନ୍ତ ି। େୀଲେ କେ ିଶୁଏଇ ଲଦୋ ଲସ ତାଙୁ୍କ ଖଟ ଉପଲେ । ସ୍ଵେ ଥେେିାଣ୍ି, ତଥାପି କହ ି

ଚାେିଥାନ୍ତ ିଲସ- ଆୁଃ, ଲସଠ ିକ ିଲୋକ ଗହଳ!ି ମଲତ ତ ସବୁ ଦଶିଯିାଉଚ ି। କହୁକହୁ ହଠାତ୍ ସଲଚତନ ଲହଇପଡଲିେ ଲସ । ସବତିାକୁ ଲବଡ୍ 

ପାଖଲେ ଠଆି ଲହଇ ତାଙୁ୍କ ଚାହିଁଥିବା ଲଦଖି କହଲିେ- “ଆଲେ ମା! ଲମାେ ଲସ  ଟଙ୍କା ପୁଟୁଳଟି ିଲକାଉଠ ିେଖିଚୁ, ବାହାେ କେୁ ଟଲିକ-  ଗଣ୍ି 

ଲଦଖିେୁ ଲକଲତ ଅଛ ି।”  

ତାଙ୍କେ ବାଉଳାଚାଉଳା କଥା ଶୁଣି୍ ସବତିା ମଲନକୋ –ଲୋକ ଗହଳ?ି ଲକାଉ ଲୋକଙ୍କ ଗହଳ ିକଥା କହୁଚନ୍ତ ିଏ? ଲବାେହୁଏ ଲକାଉ  

େବବିାେଲେ ଲକାଉ ସହେେ ବଡ ଚର୍ଚ଼୍୍୍ େ ଖ୍ରୀଷ୍ଟମାସ୍ ଗହଳ ିକଥା ମଲନ ପଡଯିାଉଚ ିୟାଙ୍କେ  । ପୁଣି୍ ଟଙ୍କା ପୁଟୁଳ ିକାହିଁକ ିମଲନ ପଡଗିୋ 

ଲୋକ ଗହଳ ିସାଙ୍ଗଲେ? ତଥାପି ତାଙ୍କ କଥା ମାନ ି ଡ୍ରୟର୍ ଭିତେୁ ଟଙ୍କା ଥଳଟି ିକାଢ ିଆଣି୍ ଅଜାଡଲିଦୋ ଲସ ତାଙ୍କ ଆଗଲେ, ହସପିଟାଲ୍ 

ଲବଡ୍ ଉପଲେ । ମାଲସ ଲହୋ ନଇିତ ିନଆି ଆଉ େଖା ହଉଥିବା ଟଙ୍କାେ ସଂଖୟା ଗଣି୍ୋ-ଏଲକାଇଶ ି । ପୁେୁଣ୍ା ଲବଳେ ଓଜନଆି ଟଙ୍କା 

ଲକଲତାଟ ି। ବଡପାଟଲିେ କହେିା- “ଲଜଲଜ ଶୁଣୁ୍ଚ ତ –ଏଲକାଇଶ!ି ଏଥିଲେ ତମେ ଅଛ ିସବ଼୍ଲମାଟ ଏଲକାଇଶ ିେୂପା ଟଙ୍କା ଲଜଲଜ ।” 

“ଏ ! ଏଲକାଇଶ ି ? ଏଥିଲେ ତ ମଳୂେୁ ଲଯତକି ିଥିୋ ଲସତକି ିେହଚି!ି ଏ ଲକମିତ ିକଥା? ଏଇଟା  କଣ୍ ଲଗାଟାଏ ଅସେନ୍ତ ିମଣିୁ୍? 

ଲକଲତ ତ  ଲଦଇସାେଚି ିଲସଥିେୁ ଲୋ ମା ଲକଲତ ଲୋକଙୁ୍କ । .ପୁଣି୍ େହେିା ଲକମିତ ିଲଯାଉ ଏଲକାଇଶକୁି ଲସଇ ଏଲକାଇଶ ି ଏ ମଣିୁ୍ଲେ!  

ହଉହଉ ଯାହା ଅଛ ିଲସତକ ଲସ ତନିଜିଣ୍ଙୁ୍କ ବାଣ୍ଟକିେ ିଲଦଇ ଦବୁ ଝଅି-ତଲତ ୋଗିୋ ।”  

ସବତିାକୁ ଡେ ମାଡେିା । ବାେମବାେ ପଚାେେିା –କାହାକୁ ଲଦବ?ି ଲକାଉ ତନିଜିଣ୍ ଲସମାଲନ? ନ ା କଣ୍ ଲସମାନଙ୍କେ?  

କନୁି୍ତ ଉର୍ତ୍େ ମିଳେିା ପ୍ରତଥିେ ତା ପ୍ରଶନେ ଲସଇ ଲଗାଟଏି  –ତନିଜିଣ୍ଙୁ୍କ ।  

ସବତିା ପାଇ  ତଥାପି ଲୋକଟେି ଭାର୍ଷା ଥିୋ ଦୁଲବ଼୍ାଧ୍ୟ । ଲକଲତଥେ ଜେ ଏମିତ ିବଢଚି ିକମିଚ ି । କନୁି୍ତ ଆଜ ିଏ କ ିଦାୟିତ୍ୱ ଲଦଇ 

ଦଉଚନ୍ତ ିଲସ ତାକୁ? ୠଣ୍ ଶୁଝବିା କଥା ଅବଶୟ ଲସ କହନ୍ତ ିଅଲନକ ଥେ । ଲସ ପଚାେ ିୋଗିଥାଏ – କାହାକୁ ଲଦବ ିଏ ଟଙ୍କା ଲଜଲଜ?  

ଲକଲତଥେେ ଡାକ ପଲେ ଆଖି ଲଖାେିଲେ ବୁଢା । ଜେୁଆ ଲପଜୁଆ ଆଖି ଲମୋ କେ ିଚାହିଁଲେ-ଓଠ ଥେ ିଉଠେିା-ସବତିା ନଇ  ପଡେିା 

ତାଙ୍କ ଛାତ ିଉପେକୁ ଲସ କଣ୍ କହଲିବ ଶୁଣି୍ ପାେବି ଲବାେି । ଏଥେ ବହୁ କଷ୍ଟଲେ ହାତଟ ିଉଠାଇ ଲସ ତା  ଲବକେୁ ଝୁେୁଥିବା େଲକଟ୍ଟକୁି 

ହାତଲେ େେ ିକହଲିେ, “ ୟାଙୁ୍କଇ ଲଦଇ ଦବୁ  । ୟାଙ୍କେ ିଲଠଇ  ମ  ୁଋଣ୍ୀ” 

ଘଡଘଡ ଶୁଭୁଥାଏ ଲସ ସ୍ଵେ । ଥେଗିୋ ସବତିାେ ଲଦହ । ପ୍ରତଥିେ ଲସ କହଚିନ୍ତ ି– ତନିଜିଣ୍ଙୁ୍କ । ଏଇ ଲତଲବ ଲସ ତନିଜିଣ୍?  

ଲସଦନି ଘେୁ ଆସେିା ଲବଲଳ ଏଇ େଲକଟ୍ ଥିବା ହାେଟଏି ପିଲନ୍ଧଇ ଲଦଇଥିଲେ ଲଜଲଜ ତାକୁ । ଆଉ କହଥିିଲେ, “ଏଇ ତଲତ 

ଜଗିଲବ! ପ୍ରଥମ ମାସେ ଦେମା ୟାଙ୍କେ ିପାଖକୁ ପଲଠଇ ଦବୁ ।” 
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ଦେମା ପାଇୋଣି୍ ଦୁଇଦନି ଲହବ । ଖର୍ଚ଼୍୍ କେନି ି ସନିା, ଲହଲେ ଲଜଲଜଙ୍କ କଥା ଭୁେିଯାଇଥିୋ । ଏ ବୁଢା କଣ୍ ଲସଇକଥା ମଲନ 

ପଲକଇ ଲଦଲେ? ତାଙ୍କ ଦବା ଏଲକାଇଶଟି ିଟଙ୍କା ହାତଲେ େେ ିବାହାେ ିଆସେିା ଲସ ଚାେିଚାେି କ୍ୱାଟ଼୍ର୍ସ୍କୁ ଓ ତା ଦେମା ଟଙ୍କାତକ ଆଣି୍ 

ଏ ଏଲକାଇଶଟି ିଟଙ୍କା ସହତି ମିଶାଇ ଲପାଷ୍ଟ ଅଫି୍ସ୍କୁ ଯାଇ ମନ ିଅଡ଼୍ର୍ କୋ ପୁେୀ ଶ୍ରୀ ମନ୍ଦେି ଠକିଣ୍ାଲେ । ଦୁହିଁଙ୍କ ଋଣ୍ ଶୁଝା ସେେିା 

ଆଜ-ି ଭାବେିା ଲସ ।  

ଦେଦି୍ର ଅସହାୟଙ୍କ ଲସବା କେବିାକୁ ଲଯ ପଣ୍ କେ ିଆସଥିିୋ ତାହା କଣ୍ ଲତଲବ ଆେମ୍ଭ ଲହୋ ଏଇଠୁ? ସବୁ ଅସି୍ଥେତା ସଲତ୍ୱ ତାକୁ 

ଏ ଆେମ୍ଭ ଭେୋଗିୋ ।  
ଏତକ କାମ ସାେ ି ଲଫ୍େେିା ଲବଳକୁ ଲବଶ୍ ଲଡେ ି ଲହଇଯାଇଥିୋ । ଲସଲତଲବଳକୁ ଅବଶୟ ତା ଲପଲସଣ୍୍ଟଙ୍କ ମହୁ  ଉପଲେ େଳା 

ଚାଦେ ଲଘାଡା ଲହାଇସାେଥିିୋ । ଲସ ଆଉ ଥୟ ଲହାଇ େହ ିପାେେିା ନାହିଁ । ଆଉ ଲଗାଟଏ ମହୁ  ଦଶିଗିୋ ତାକୁ ବାେମବାେ । ଗ ାକୁ ଯିବାକୁ 
ଚାେଦିନି ଛୁଟ ିଦେଖାସ୍ତଟଏି ଲେଖିୋ । ସକାଳ ବସ୍େ ଟଲିକଟ୍ ପାଇ  ବୟବସ୍ଥା କେ ିକ୍ୱାଟ଼୍ର୍ସ୍କୁ ଲଫ୍େେିା ସକାଳ ପାଇ  ପ୍ରସୁ୍ତତ ଲହବାକୁ । 

 
 
ଲେଖିକା ପେଚିୟ-ଶ୍ରୀମତୀ ନେୁିପମା ଆଚାଯ଼୍ୟ ( ୧୯୩୭-) ତାଙ୍କେ ସ୍ଵତନ୍ତ୍ର ଲଶୈଳୀେ ଫି୍ଚର୍ େଚନା, ଅନୁବାଦ ସାହତିୟ ଏବଂ ଲମୌଳକି 
କୁ୍ଷଦ୍ରଗଳ୍ପ େଚନା ୋଗି ସୁପେଚିତି । ଲଯାଗାଲଯାଗ  :୭୮୮, ଶହୀଦ ନଗେ, ଭୁବଲନଶ୍ୱେ, ଓଡଶିା  । 
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JXÞA Rt 

jÊcÑ[ÍÐ `ÐYÑ 

 

 jó½Þe dÐa[Ñ¯ LÍÞ¯Ðe hó<fÐ @RÞ Ð aÞbÞ_ð G[ÊÒe aÞbÞ_ð $Êm $ÊÒV J $f 

$Òf Ð bÞ_ð bÞ_ð S«,Ê bÞ_ð bÞ_ð `ÍLÐe MÐ]Ô MÐA«Þ Ð c_ÊiÔ cÐÒ_ cÞfÞcÞhÞ jcÐSÒe 

hó<fÐaw SÑa_ @[ÞaÐkÞ[ LÒm jcÐSe D_ð[Þ jÐ^Þ[ kÊH Ð bÐiÐe c^Ô ¸t_ hó<fÐ 

@RÞ Ð Òd ÒLßÐZjÞ bÐiÐÒe bÐae b=Þ Ò]MÐBaÐ `ÐBÜ HL L\Ð aÐ L\Ð jcËkLÊ bÞ_ð 

bÞ_ð eË`Òe `ÍLÐh LeÐdÐH Ð L\Ðe HL jée cÐ[ÍÐe d\Ð jÕÒhâiÒe ÒdDÜ jó½Þ $ÊÒV, 

[ÐkÐ LaÞ[Ð Ð jée`ÑWÒe HB jó½Þ j=Ñ[ Ð HkÞ jée jÕÒhâiZ aÐ jéejó½Þ dkÞÜÒe `ÍLÐh `ÐH [Ðe jÐ^ÐeZ _Ðc 

Rt Ð jef bÐiÐÒe LkÞaÐLÊ NÒm ÒdDÜ NÑ[Òe `]aÞ_ÔÐj LÒm aÐLÔ höã[Þc Ê̂e kÊH HaÕ ÒhÐÍ[Ð aÐ `ÐWLe 

QÞrÒe ej jqÐe kÊH [ÐkÐLÊ Rt Lk«Þ Ð  

 AÒc dÐkÐ ÒdDÜ bÐaÒe ÒmMÊ aÐ LkÊ, [ÐkÐ ÒjkÞ bÐaÒe @_ÔSÒZ _ `YÞÒm aÐ _ aÊTÞÒm Ac ÒmMÐ 

aÐ LÊkÐe LÞRÞ @\à _ÐkÞÜ Ð ÒmMÐ J L\Ðe b=Ñ aÐ LaÞ[Ðe RtÒe HB `YÞaÐ aÐ aÊTÞaÐ ÒdÒ[ S_ J LÐfÒe 

aÔÐ`L, Òj ÒmMÐ J LÊkÐe cËmÔ Òj[ÞLÞ ÒahÞ Ð LaÞ[Ðe Rt J L\Ðe b=Ñ jÐaàS_Ñ_ ÒkaÐ ]eLÐe Ð 

jÐaàS_Ñ_[Ð J jaàLÐfÞL[Ð $ÊVÐBaÐ `ÐBÜ RtLÊ _Þ¯cÒe `LÐdÐBRÞ Ð LkÞaÐ b=ÑÒe ÒdDÜ aÐLÔÒe `] aÞ_ÔÐj 

LeÐdÐH [ÐLÊ N]Ô LÊkÐdÐH Ð _ÞhéÐj NÍkZ `ÐBÜ cÒ^Ô cÒ^Ô jÐcÐ_Ô aÞeÐc Ò_B aÐLÔ ÒhiÒe jÕ`ÊÀà aÞeÐc 

_ÞAdÐH Ð @\àÒaÐ^e jÊaÞ^Ð `ÐBÜ aÞeÐc yÐ_ cÐ_*Òe ÒR], @wàÒR] J `ËÀàÒR] `Íbó[Þ QÞkð _ÞÒ~àh LeÐdÐH Ð 

ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf HkÞ aÞeÐc QÞkð NÊXÞL `eÞcÞ[ yÐ_ J LÐfe aÔa^Ð_Òe aÔakó[ ÒkÐB @\àÒaÐ^e @jÊaÞ^Ð c^Ô 

OVÐH _ÐkÞÜ ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf Rte jó½Þ kÊH Ð ÒdDÜ eQ_Ð AaórÞ LÐ_Òe c^Êe jéee jÕÒdÐN ÒdÐNÊ c_Òe A_t 

beÞ]ÞH [ÐkÐ Rt Ð 

 `ÊeÐLÐfÒe Rt _Þ¯cÒe `LÐBaÐ `ÐBÜ Òa] c§e NbÑe J aÔÐ`L AÒmÐQ_Ð ÒkÐB\ÞmÐ Ð Òa]e 

bÐiÐ jÕ²ó[ _ÊÒkÜ Ð Òa] c^Ô L\Þ[ bÐiÐ aÐ N]Ô _ÊÒkÜ Ð Òa] ÒjkÞ LÐfe `ÍÐLó[ bÐiÐbÐiÑ ÒmÐL*e NÐ_ Ð 

bÐiÐ [\Ð RtÒe jÐaàS_Ñ_[Ð AZÞaÐ `ÐBÜ jÕ²ó[ bÐiÐe D¡a ÒkmÐ Ð AdÔà bÐiÐ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf _Ð_Ð `ÍÐLó[Òe 

bÞ_ð ÒkmÐ ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf jÕ²ó[ bÐiÐ [ÞAeÞÒkmÐ Ð _Ð_Ð Òaß¯ÐLeZ* `ÍÒQ½ÐÒe [ÐkÐ yÞe ÒkÐB ÒhiÒe 

`ÐZÞ_Ñ* jéeaÞsÐ_ jÕc[ aÔÐLeZÒe `Í[ÞºÞ[ ÒkmÐ Ð kÞtÑ, ceÐWÑ, NÊSÊeÐVÑ J a=fÐ `eÞ JXÞA HL `ÍÐLó[ 

bÐiÐ Ð cÐ[Í Rt kÞjÐaÒe JXÞAe jéÐ[§Ô @_Ô ÒLßÐZjÞ `ÍÐLó[Òe _ÐkÞÜ Ð 

 JXÞAÒe `ÍÒ[ÔL jé[§ jée J kj«ç, aÔ&_, jéÐe« aÐ jÕdÊ¦ aÔ&_ `eÞ ÒNÐVÞH ÒNÐVÞH @le 

ÒkÐB\ÞaÐeÊ AÒc aDf, SN[ (SN[ç) `eÞ h~ DnÐeZ LeÞ`ÐeÊ Ð @\àÐ[ç h~ aÐ LÐaÔ c^ÔÒe @\aÐ `ÍÐ«Òe 

jé[§ jée aÐ kj«ç aÔ&_ \ÞÒm [ÐkÐ jée e= @_ÊjÐÒe @le eËÒ` DnÐeZ kÊH Ð h~e A]Ô jÕdÊ¦ aÔ&_ 

DnÐeZ LeÞaÐ JXÞA bÐiÐe `ÍLó[Þ aÞeÊw Ð JXÞAÒe h~e A]ÔÒe J `ÍÐ«Òe jée NÐc÷ÑdàÔ jcÐ_ `eÞcÐZÒe 

AÒeÐ` LeÐdÐH; LÞ«Ê a= aÐ @_Ô bÐiÐÒe h~e A]ÔÒe jée-NÐc÷ÑdàÔ ÒahÑ J `ÍÐ«Òe DZÐ Ð Ò[ZÊ JXÞAÒe 

"ÒcÐkÞ[' J a=fÐÒe "ÒcÐkÞ[ç' DnÐeZ LeÐdÐH Ð jaÊ jÕ²ó[ h~Òe jÕdÊ¦ aÔ&_e `ËaàaràÑ jée kÍjé \ÐH, 

ÒjkÞ h~ D¡aÒe `eÞZ[ ÒkÒm JXÞAÒe @aÞLf kÍjé eÒk Ð LÞ«Ê @_ÔÐ_ `ÍÐLó[ bÐiÐÒe [ÐkÐ ]ÑOàÒe `eÞZ[ 

kÊH Ð D]ÐkeZ jéeÊ` jÕ²ó[ h~ "R[Í' JXÞAÒe R[Ð kÊH LÞ«Ê a=fÐÒe "RÐ[Ð' kÊH Ð "LÃL' JXÞAÒe LÃÐ kÊH, 

a=fÐÒe "LÐÃÐ' kÊH Ð HZÊ a=fÐ `eÞ JXÞAÒe jÕdÊ¦ aÔ&_e `ËaàaràÑ kÍjé jéeLÊ ]ÞécÐ[Í eËÒ` DnÐeZ LeÐdÐH 

_ÐkÞÜ Ð JXÞA RtÒe @le-NZ_Ð J cÐ[ÍÐ-NZ_Ð c^ÔÒe `ÍÒb] _ÐkÞÜ Ð ÒLÒ[L A Ê̂_ÞL LaÞ a=-bÐiÐe 

A_ÊLeZÒe jÕdÊ¦ aÔ&_e `ËaàaràÑ jéeLÊ ]ÞécÐ[Í eËÒ` JXÞA LaÞ[ÐÒe aÔakÐe LeÞaÐeÊ ÒjcÐ_* LaÞ[Ð 

`ÐWL cÐ_*Ê höã[ÞLVÊ `Í[Ñ[ kÊH Ð JXÞAÒe dÊ¦, @dÊ¦, jée, aÔ&_ jaÊ `ÍÐ¯ HL cÐ[ÍL aÀà Ð aeÕ ]ÞécÐ[ÍL aÀà 

jaÊ, ÒaÒfÒaÒf $ÞVÞ @mNÐ ÒkÐBdÐH Ð d\Ð; `ea, `Ê_Þ@, jÞ_Þ@, Nea, MeQÐ, QeQÐ B[ÔÐ]Þ Ð JXÞA LaÞ Rt 
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LfÐ ]ÐéeÐ aÞbÞ_ð bÐiÐe HL[é A_¯_ LÒe Ð Rte H`eÞ h¦Þ @RÞ Òd [ÐkÐ bÐiÐ ]ÊÒaàÐ^Ô ÒkÒm c^Ô ÒjkÞ 

h¦Þ RtÒe \ÞaÐ bÐaVÞ ÒhÐÍ[Ðe kó]¯Òe A*Þ Ò]B`ÐÒe Ð HZÊ JXÞA bÐiÐ _SÐZÞ\ÞaÐ aÔ¦Þ c^Ô JXÞA jÕNÑ[ 

hÊZÞaÐ `ÐBÜ ALó½ kÊH Ð 

 `]ÔÒe aÞeÐc yÐ_LÊ d[Þ Lk«Þ Ð HL jée-TÊ*e Aec÷eÊ `ËÀàd[Þ c^ÔÒe \ÞaÐ @le jc½ÞLÊ ªaL 

(stanza) Lk«Þ Ð @\àÐ[ç QeZ-`dàÔÐ¯ jÊhó<f NÑ[Òe `e¸e jÕhìÞ½ ÒkÒm ªaL kÊH Ð `ÍÒ[ÔL QeZe 

`ÍÐ« @le HL ÒkÒm QeZ cÐ_*e `e¸e jÕÒhâi `eÞÈÊV kÊH Ð QeZ cÐ_*e `ÍÐ«@le cÐ_*e H`eÞ 

cÞf_LÊ cÞ[ÍÐle (rhyme) Lk«Þ Ð cÞ[ÍÐlee `ËaàaràÑ jéeLÊ D`^Ð aÐ D`Ð«Ô jée Lk«Þ Ð QeZ cÐ_*e 

D`^Ð jée cÞ[ÍÐle `eÞ HL ÒkÐB\ÞÒm Rt cÐ^ÊeÑ `eÞÈÊV kÊH Ð JXÞAÒe cÞ[ÍÐle J D`^Ð cÞf_e aÞQÐe 

ÒaÒf B - C aÐ D - E jée dÊNê c^ÔÒe `ÍÒb] mlÞ[ kÊH _ÐkÞÜ Ð @\àÐ[ç HL QeZÒe D`^Ð "B' ÒkÒm @_Ô 

QeZe D`^Ð "C' ekÞ `ÐÒe Ð HkÞ`eÞ D-E jée dÊNêe aÔakÐe kÊH Ð `ÍÐQÑ_ `]Ô cÐ_*Òe m,f aÀà]é¯ J 

_,Z aÀà]é¯ `e¸e cÞ[ÍÐle aÞÒaQÞ[ ÒkÐB@RÞ Ð JXÞA bÐiÐe DnÐeZÒe LÊ[ÍÐ`Þ ÒhiÒe kf« DnÐeZ _ÐkÞÜ Ð 

Ò[ZÊ D`^Ðe cÞf_ cÞ[ÍÐle `ÐBÜ ]eLÐe _ÐkÞÜ Ð D`^Ð ÒkD aÐ @«Ô ÒkD Òhi jéee cÞf_ kÞÜ cÞ[ÍÐlee `ÍÐZ 

Ð Ò]h jÒ= kÐj cÞfÐB ka Ð 

 `ËÒaà `e¸e @\àN[ jcéu \ÐD aÐ _\ÐD jcÐ_ jÕMÔL @le aÞhÞ½ QeZ]é¯Òe ªaLcÐ_ Rt 

cÐ^ÊeÑ D`ÒbÐN LeÞaÐ `ÐBÜ eQÞ[ ÒkD\ÞmÐ Ð H\ÞÒe jÐ[ WÐeÊ ÒiÐkf @le `dÔà« aÔakó[ ÒkD\ÞmÐ Ð 

D]ÐkeZ ;  

      QLÐ QLÐ bDÜeÑ Ð  

      cÐcÊOe QDÜeÑ Ð  

      cÐcÊ cÒ[ cÐBmÐ Ð 

      cÐBÜ ÒcÐÒ[ ÒMÐBmÐ Ð  

HkÐ j©ÐleÐ Rt Ð 

D]ÐkeZ ; 

      ^ÐBÜ `ÐeÊ\Þa ÒLÐÒh Ð  

      QÊXÐ MÐD\Þa Ò`ÐÒi Ð  

      eSÐe QÐLe Òka Ð  

      Ò]h ÒmÐÒL ]¨ Ò]a Ð  

HkÐ @½Ðle Rt Ð 

 

D]ÐkeZ ;  

      h<QÞm ckÐaÞm Ò^Ða ^ÐDfÞA `lÑ Ð  

      eÐcQtÍ LkÞdÐBQ«Þ jÑ[Ð aX ]ÊÓMÑ Ð  

HkÐ ÒiÐXhÐle Rt Ð 

 

 JXÞhÐÒe @jcÐ_ @le jÕMÔÐ aÞhÞ½ QeZcÐ_ c^Ô eQÞ[ ÒkD\ÞmÐ Ð ]ÐjLÐWÞA cÐÒ_ `]Ô eQ_Ð 

LeÞ ÒdDÜ NÁ aÀà_Ð Le«Þ Òj\ÞÒe @le-jÕMÔÐ jcÐ_ kÊH _ÐkÞÜ Ð hÐefÐ]Ðj* ckÐbÐe[ H`eÞ QeZ 

cÐ_*Òe eQÞ[ Ð aÍS_Ð\ aXÒS_Ð c^Ô H`eÞ QeZ aÞhÞ½ ªaL eQ_Ð LeÞR«Þ Ð d\Ð ;  

      AÒe ÒdÒ[ hÊZÐBmÞ LÊfaÞ]ÔÐ `ÐW hÐW Ð  

      hÊZÞ `mâaÞ[ NR hÊMÞ Òka LÐW Ð  
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 LÍchÓ QeZ cÐ_*e @le jÕMÔÐ jcÐ_ LeÞ ªaL cÐ_ eQ_Ð LeÐNmÐ Ð `Í\Òc `aàcÐ_*Òe @le 

jÕMÔÐ jcÐ_ LeÐ dÐD_\ÞmÐ Ð d\Ð: 

      MeÐ]Þ_ ]Ð¨^ËfÞ Ð  

      DqÊ `Þ¨ÐÒe ajÞ bÐB_Ð `ÐW `YÊ\Þa akÞ Ð 

      kmÊ\Þa LÐ_ Ò_ÐfÞ Ð  

 

 `Òe ]ÊB QeZLÊ LaÞcÐÒ_ [ÍÞ`aàÐ LÒm J QeZ cÐ_*e @le jÕMÔÐ `eÞ `aàcÐ_* @le jÕMÔÐe 

hó<fÐ elÐ LÒm Ð `Í\c QeZe Í̀\c, ]Þé[Ñ¯ J [ó[Ñ¯ `aàe @le jÕMÔÐ ]Þé[Ñ¯ QeZe `aàcÐ_* @le jÒ= 

d\ÐLÍÒc jcÐ_ ÒkmÐ Ð D]ÐkeZ ;  

      LÐkÐ LecÒe MÞeÞ MÞeÑiÐ Ð  

         LÐkÐ LecÒe mXÊ Ð 

      LÐkÐ LecÒe MÐeÞA MXÐ Ð  

         ÒQÐÒaB ÒQÐÒaB ceÊ Ð  

 

 HL QeZÒe bÞ_ð bÞ_ð `aàcÐ_*e @le jÕMÔÐ jcÐ_ Òka H`eÞ _Þ~Þà½ aÞ^ Þ_ÐkÞÜ Ð [ÍÞ`aàÐ Rt aYÞ 

Q[Ê¹aàÐ c^Ô ÒkÐB@RÞ Ð D]ÐkeZ ;  

      `ÐQÞmÐ LÐ=Ê aÐSÞmÐ QÐ=Ê Ð  

         NÐme D`Òe NÐm Ð  

      ÒkmÐ QB[ jeÞmÐ bÐ[ Ð 

         ÒdDÜWÞ MÐm ÒjBWÞ QÐm Ð  

HkÐe ]Þé[Ñ¯ QeZ Q[Ê¹aàÐ Ð 

D]ÐkeZ : 

      atB ]Þ_ aÐua keÞ Ð 

      Òd [c QLÍ M¨_LÐeÑ Ð 

      j]Ð LcfÐ _t aÞªÐeÑ Ð  

             jébÐÒa C_ Ð                                                                  

 HkÐ ÒaßÒ]kÑh aÞfÐj Òe aÀàÞ[ HL j©`aàÐ QeZ Ð  

D]ÐkeZ :  

      Ò]MÞ _a LÐfÞLÐ Ð  

            aLÐfÞLÐ cÐfÞLÐ Ð 

            AfÑ LÐfÞLÐ LÐ« jêeÞ Ð  

  HkÐ mÐaZÔa[ÑÒe aÀàÞ[ HL Q[Ê¹aàÐ QeZ Ð Ò[ZÊ Rt cÐ_*Ê `aà @_ÊjÐÒe ÒhÍZÑ aÞbÐN 

LeÐdÐB`ÐÒe Ð ÒdDÜ ªaLÒe `Í[Þ QeZÒe ]ÊB`aà \ÐH Òj ªaLe Rt LÊ ]Þé`aàÐ LÊkÐdÐH Ð ÒdDÜ ªaLe 

QeZÒe [Þ_Þ `aà \ÐH Òj ªaLe RtLÊ [ÍÞ`aàÐ LÊkÐdÐH Ð d]Þ ªaLÒe HL QeZ HL`aà J @_Ô QeZ ]Þé`aà 

ÒkÐB\ÐH [ÐLÊ aÞic ]Þé`aàÐ Rt LÊkÐdÐH Ð ÒjkÞ`eÞ HL QeZ HL`aàÐ J @_Ô QeZ [ÞÍ`aàÐ ÒkÐB\ÞÒm [ÐkÐLÊ 

aÞic [ÍÞ`aàÐ Rt Lk«Þ Ð aÞbÞ_ð @le ]Þé`aàÐ ªaL cÞhÞ aÐ ]Þé`aàÐ jcleÐ ªaL jkÞ[ aÞic ]Þé`aàÐ @\aÐ aÞic 

[ÍÞ`aàÐ ªaL cÞhÞ @Ò_L `ÍLÐe Rte jó½Þ kÊH Ð HkÞ`eÞ ]ÊB aÞbÞ_ð cËfRt cÞhÞ ÒdDÜ Rt jó½Þ kÊH [ÐkÐLÊ jÕjó½Þ 

LÊkÐdÐH Ð D]ÐkeZ ;  

   `^Ð_ dÐBRÞ ^Ð_ aÞmLÊ Ð  

   cÐeÞ AZÞa h< QÞmLÊ Ð  
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         h<QÞm LmÐ ajÐ Ð  

         `ÐBLÐZÑ*e HÒX bejÐ Ð  

         Ò]MÐB ]Þ@«Þ cLÊt ỀeÞA ÒMÐiÐ Ð  

H\ÞÒe ]ÞJVÞ HLÐ]hÐleÐ ]Þé`aàÐ QeZ J [ÞÒ_ÐVÞ aÞic ]Þé`aàÐ QeZ cÞhÞ ÒNßÐVÞH ªaLe jó½Þ OVÞRÞ Ð  

D]ÐkeZ :  

       [ÊkÞcÐ S_cbËcÞ `aÞ[Í bÐe[ bËcÞ   

         Ò[Ðke j«Ð_ AÒc @VÊ jeÒa Ð 

       Ò[Ð hÍÑQeÒZ ÒjaÐ `ÐBÜ c_ `ÍÐZ Ò]aÐ   

         NÐBaÐ Ò[Ðke _Ðc A_t eÒa Ð  

          Ò[Ð A_Òt ÒkÐBaÐ jÊMÑ Ð  

       LÐtÞaÐ ]ÊÓMÒe Ò[Ðe ÒkÐBZ ]ÊÓMÑ Ð  

H\ÞÒe ]ÞJVÞ Q[Ê¹aàÐ QeZ J ]ÞJVÞ aÞic ]Þé`aàÐ QeZ cÞhÞ ÒNÐVÐH ªaL ÒkÐBRÞ Ð 

 

 ÒdDÜ RtÒe cÞ[ÍÐle-cÞf_ _\ÐH [ÐLÊ @cÞ[ÍÐle Rt Lk«Þ Ð BÕÒeSÑÒe [ÐLÊ blank verse LÊkÐdÐH 

Ð BÕÒeSÑ  Rte @_ÊLeZÒe cÐBÒLmç c^ÊjË]_ `Í\Òc a= jÐkÞ[ÔÒe @cÞ[ÍÐle Rt aÔakÐe LÒm Ð [Ð* 

@_ÊLeZÒe LaÞae eÐ^Ð_Ð\* ]ÐéeÐ HkÞ Rt JXÞA jÐkÞ[ÔÒe `ÍQfÞ[ ÒkmÐ Ð H RtÒe cÞ[ÍÐle cÞf_ kÊH 

_ÐkÞÜ HaÕ @\à aÞbÐNe ÒR] cÞ[ÍÐle-Rte `Í[Þ QeZÒe ekÞmÐ `eÞ H\ÞÒe _\ÐH Ð D]ÐkeZ ;   

           jaÕke LÐf ckÐ-afÑWÐeÊ afÞ Ð 

           LÒWÐe H ^_Ê Ò[Ðe LÒWÐe bÑce Ð  

           ckÐN]Ð NÍÐje Òj `Léec÷Ð `eÞ Ð 

(LÒWÐe bÑce ckÐN]Ð - HkÐ HL L\Ð ÒkÐB\ÞÒm c^Ô "LÒWÐe bÑce' `]]é¯ HL QeZÒe ekÞ 

"ckÐN]Ð' `]VÞ @_Ô QeZÒe @RÞ Ð) 

 

 Rt LÐaÔhÞÁ; Òj\ÞÒe jée bÐiÐe bÐaLÊ @_ÊjeZ LÒe Ð Rt NÐBaÐ `ÐBÜ ÒLaf j=Ñ[se ÒmÐXÐ 

_ÐkÞÜ Ð `ÍÐQÑ_, A^Ê_ÞL, cÞ[ÍÐle, @cÞ[ÍÐle ÒdDÜ aÞ Rt NÐBaÐLÊ ÒkÒm Rte N[Þ jÕÒN QÞ[ÍÞ[ bÐae ^ÐeÐ 

cÞfÐB ÒaÐmÞ SÐZÞaÐ ÒmÐXÐ Ð Rt h~eÊ RÐt h~e jó½ÞÒkÐBRÞ Ð JXÞAÒe LÐaÔe _Ðc RÐt Ð d\Ð Òj RÐt `YÊRÞ 

Ð jNàe _Ðc RÐt Ð d\Ð cÊÜ mÐaZÔa[ÑeÊ [Þ_Þ RÐt `YÞRÞ Ð _Ð_Ð Rt `ÍÒ¯ÐNÒe eQÞ[ LÐaÔ "RÐt jÐkÞ[Ô' 

_ÐcÒe @bÞkÞ[ ÒkÐBRÞ Ð JXÞA Rt aÐ RÐtÒe "ÒLÐi @bÞ^Ð_ aÐ aÔÐLeZ @\aÐ @_Ô `lÒe jéec¯ aÐ [Ðf 

jc_ð¯' ]eLÐe _ÐkÞÜ Ð JXÞAe Rt QÐ[ÊeÑ bÐe[e bÐiÐcÐ_* c^ÔÒe @__Ô jÐ^ÐeZ ÒaÐmÞ LÊkdÐBRÞ Ð 

 

 

 

H `Íaue ÒLÒ[LÕÐh _ÑfL¶ ]Ðh*e "aÞsÐ_ j®[ aÞhÊw JXÞA aÔÐLeZ' `ÊªLeÊ HaÕ aÞ_Ð¯L cÞhÍ*e "JXÞA 

jÐkÞ[Ô Í̀LÐh' `ÊªLeÊ Dwó[ ÒkÐBRÞ Ð  
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@_bÞaÔ¦ 

`Í[ÞbÐ h[`\Ñ 

 

 

 

 

 

[ÊÒc AjÊQ AjÊQ mÐNÞÒm 

cÊÜ mÊQÞ`ÒX Ð 

LÐÒf `Ð`eÐ, Ò`ÐLMÞA kÐXcÐÕj 

jc÷ÐfÞ`ÐeÞa _ÐkÞÜ [Êc bÐe, 

^jÞ `XÞ\ÞaÐ e¦e MfMf 

`ÞuÐB `ÐeÞa_Þ [ÊcLÊ 

jSÒah jÊte, 

VÐLÊA LÊAÜ $ÞÒVBa_Þ ScÐeÊ 

LÐÒf \eÞDWÞa, ceÞmÐNÞa 

ÒcÐe DnÐe 

[ÊÒc SÐZÞ`Ðe, 

HcÞ[ÞÒe, [ÊÒc aX _ÞºÊe Ð 

 

ASÞ ÒNÐVÐ`ÒZ OiÞcÐSÞ [ÞAeÞRÞ 

aÞhéÐjLe, 

XeRÐXÞRÞ, mÐSRÐXÞRÞ 

e¦Òe _ÞAÜ Ò`ÐBÜQÞ, 

`ÐkÐ«Ðe ªaç^[Ð 

XÐf`[ÍÒe R`ÞekÞ\ÞaÐ Qqf[Ð - 

 

VÊ`çVÐ`ç MjÞ`XÊ\ÞaÐ [ÐeÐ*Ê 

ÒNÐÒVB _D\ÞaÐ ckÐ_]Ñe cÊkÐZ 

LYe $ÞLÐ$ÞLÐ aÐjðÐ 

ckÐhË_ÔÒe QcLÞdÞaÐ LZÞLÐ 

MÊaç HLÊVÞA 

jaÊ]Þ_e \¨ÐÒhdÒe 

atOee aÐPçc¯[Ð, 

HcÞ[ÞÒaÒf 

cÊÜ kÐ[ aYÐDRÞ [ÊcLÊ Ð 

 

aÍkêÐ¨c¯ [ÊcÒMf 

@QÞkðÐ RÐ¯Ð`\ cTÞÒe [ÊcOe 

]ÞNçaÞ]ÞN ÒQ[_Ðe `ÍhðÐLÊf[Ð 

aÊTÐBjÐeÞRÞ ÒcÐÒ[ 

@`ÐÕÒ¦¯[Ð ÒcÐe Ð 

XÐLÞÒm Aj, _ XÐLÞÒm aÞ Aj 

OËeÞaÊm, @\¯Le 

@\Q 

@ÒmMÐ ekÞdÐH ^ÐXÞÒNÐVÞL ÒcÐe 

[Êc @]D[ÞeÊ kÞÜ  

jaÊ\e Ð 

 

 

 

 

  `Í[ÞbÐ h[`\Ñ 

1, NÍÞ_ç`ÐLà 

`VÞA, Ò½j_çÒeÐXç 

     Ò`Ð ÒL.AB.AB.VÞ, bËaÒ_hée-751024 
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^Òcà `ÍÐ`[ _ekeÞ 

LÁ_Ðc¯Ñ ]Ðh, cÞ_ÞA`mÞjç 

 

 

 

L¶Ê [Êce TeÞ\ÐH bÐiÐ @aÞeÒ[ RfRf 

AMÞ Ò$B \Òe Ò]MÞ_Þ@ ÒLÒ[ _¯_Ê TeÊRÞ Sf ÐÐ 

`ÐeÞ]Þ@ [Êc LÐ_ 

ÒLÒ[ ccàe Òa]_ÐÒe dÞa a[ÊeÞ [Êce c_ Ð1Ð 

 

S_L S__Ñ, hÐhÊ J héhÊe aÐV ajÞR«Þ QÐkÞÜ Ð 

Òhi SÑa_Òe [ÊceÞ RÐBÒe A Ë̄ mÞbÐBaÐ `ÐBÜ ÐÐ 

ÒVÐ`ÐH aÐLÔ `ÐZÞ 

[ÊceÞ kÐ[eÊ `ÐBaÐLÊ hÊZÞ [ÊceÞ a]_Ê aÐZÑ Ð2Ð 

 

Òaf LeÞ ]Ò¨ QÐkÜÐ WÞAÒkÐB hÞhÊ _Þ¹Ð` cÊM, 

]ÒeÐVÞ bÐiÐÒe cZÞi bËmB jÐ[ S_ce ]ÊÓM Ð 

AkÐ Òj[ _ cÞfÞmÐ ^_ 

_ÑX hË_Ô LeÞ hÐaÒL DXÞÒm c_ LÞAÜ R_ðR_ð Ð3Ð 

 

ÒLDÜWÞ Ò]Df, LÐkÞÜ `ÐWhÐfÐ, LÐkÞÜaÐ XÐ¦eMÐ_Ð, 

]f]f ÒkÐB NYÞ NYÐBm, DXÐBm ÒLÒ[ aÐ_Ð ÐÐ 

LÞaÐ [Ðe `eÞZ[Þ ? 

LeÞaÐ ANeÊ ÒdÐS_Ð jLf LeÞ_ÐkÜ bÐaÞQÞ«Þ Ð4Ð 

 

OeÊ MÐB Þ̀Òm LÒmÒS `YÞÒm RÐ[ÍÐaÐj NmÐ LÐkÞÜ? 

""jkÐayÐ_'' eÑ[ÞVÞ Ace `ÊªLÊÜ NmÐ DbÐB Ð 

ÒLÒZ QÐLÞeÞ ÒkÐBRÞ \ÊA ? 

ÒLDÜ LËfe [ ÒkÒm_Þ ÒjcÐÒ_ ]ÊB_ÐÒa ÒkÐB WÞA Ð5Ð 

 

@f`aÞ]ÔÐe eË` b¯*e jcÐSLÊ NmÐ MÐB Ð 

cZÞi bÞ[Òe cZÞi`ZÞAÜ _ÐkÞÜÒe _ÐkÞÜÒe LÐkÞÜ ÐÐ 

_ÐkÞÜ aÐeZ bDZÑ cÐA Ð 

^iàZ RÐXÞ NZ^iàÒZ aÐaÊH ÒkÒmZÞ WÞA Ð6Ð 

 

B²Êmç Oe [ÐmÐ `XÞmÐZÞ jkÒe, jkÒe, NÍÐÒc 

^ec ^éSÐ DXÊRÞ jaÊWÞ auÊ Òk [Êc _ÐÒc 

dkÞÜ Ò]Df LeÞR WÞA 

^Ë` Ò_ßÒa]Ô ]Ëe L\Ð ÒLkÞ Ò]aÐLÊ _ÐkÐ«Þ ^ËAÜ Ð7Ð 

 

Òk ckÐcÐ_a ANÐcÑ ]Þ_e ÒdÐS_ÐLÊ a]fÐB Ð 

Ò_XÞNÊX AkÐ LkÊZÑ `dàÔ« dÞaÐ `ËaàeÊ ÒaÐkÞ ÐÐ 

jkÒdÐNÑ auÊ jk 

QÞ«ÐhÑf Òk QÞ«ÐÒe [Êc _ËA eË`ÒeM ]Þ@ Ð8Ð 

 

S_[Ð c=Òf _ÞÒahÞÒm c_ S_Ð~àÒ_ jÞ_Ð `ÐB Ð 

]ÊÓM @SàÞ[ ^_LÊ ]Þ@_Ð - ]Þ@_Ð @aÐÒV aÐkÞ ÐÐ 

^_ @SàÒ_ ^cà LeÞ! 

^_ @SàÒ_ ^cà LeÞ, ^Òcà `ÍÐ`[ Òd _ekeÞ Ð9Ð
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TeLÐ 

hÑM¨ h[`\Ñ 

 

TeLÐ $Ð*eÊ   Ò]MÞRÞ cÊÜ ÒLÒ[ 

jÊM]ÊÓM ]ÞaÐ_ÞhÞ  

SÑa_ @có[   `ËÀà aÞiLÊc÷ 

LÐfe LeÐf aÞ^Þ Ð 

 

_a `ÍbÐ[e   j]Ô cÊLÊfÞ[ 

SÊBSÐB QÕ`Ð Òk_Ð 

c^Ê ckLÒe  bÐa aÞÒbÐeÞ[ 

ÒkÐB ÒLÒ[ A_c_Ð Ð 

 

@[Þ jeÐNÒe  `ÍjÐeÞ[ kÐÒ[ 

Ò[ÐfÞRÞ $Êm `ÐMÊXÐ 

_ec cÐVÞe   L@Üf `eÒh 

^ÐBÜRÞ aÐV @cXÐ Ð 

 

hÊZÞRÞ hÞhÊe   ]ÒeÐVÞ LÒmÐâf 

dÊaÐ D~Ðc AfÐ` 

jÊte [eÊZÑ  có]Êct aÐZÑ 

AZÞRÞ heÑÒe [Ð` Ð 

 

Ò]MÞRÞ cÊÜ `ÊZÞ  _[ `LéÒLh 

Òa]_Ð LÊqÞ[ cÊM 

jeakeÐe     ALÊf LÍt_ 

kó]aw ÒlÐb ]ÊÓM Ð 

 

]Ð¨Òe Ò]MÞRÞ  ÒNÐ]e ÒNÐXÞA 

LÊº dlêÐ `Í`ÑXÞ[ 

hÊZÞRÞ S__Ñ   ÒeÐ]_ LÒWÐe 

@_ÐkÐÒe có[ `Ê[Í Ð 

 

ctÞe NeÒb    @M¨ `Í]Ñ` 

@aÞe[ OÃ é̂_Þ 

hÊZÞRÞ @¸½   `ËSLe c§ 

Ò]a Òa]aÐLÔ cZÞ Ð 

 

Ò]MÞRÞ LÊVÞf     cÐ_ae c_ 

QLÍÐÒ« @^Þe j]Ð 

ÒLßÐhÒf eQB  ÒdÐS_Ð @_Ñ[Þ 

bÍc cÐ¯ÐSÐÒm auÐ Ð 

 

cÐ_a SÑa_    _ÊkÜBVÞ `eÐ 

]Þ_ cÐjLÒe NZÐ 

@Lcà _Þ¾f   _ÞÈf Òdj_ 

^Ð_ ÒlÒ[Í @_Ða_Ð Ð 

 

aÐ[Ð¯Ò_ AÒj aÐ[ @aNÒu 

eÊw LeÞ]ÞH héÐj 

cÊ¦ Le HB  LÐeÐNÐeÊ ÒcÐÒ[ 

$ÞVÐBZ aw$Ðj Ð 

 

@Ò_L d[Ò_  LeÞRÞ `ÍÒQ½Ð 

@a¯a jÐeÐ Ò`hÞ 

cÊLÊfÞ `ÐeÞ_Þ   TeLÐ $Ð*eÊ  

dÐB`ÐeÞ _ÐkÞÜ MjÞ Ð 

 

LÐf [ÐX_ÐÒe  HÒa [ NmÐZÞ 

TeLÐ LaÐV bÐ=Þ 

dÊNdÊN ^eÞ   `ÐeÞa ÒL ekÞ 

jc¯ afLÊ m+Þ Ð 

 

ASÞ cÊÜ D_êÊ¦  hó<f ekÞ[ 

`Íb&_ jÐÒ\ cÞhÞ 

aÞQeB jÐeÐ  aÞhé aÍkêÐ¨Òe 

@_ÊlÒZ ]ÞaÐ_ÞhÞ Ð 

 

`mLÒe _ÐkÞÜ  Ò]]Ñ`Ô D³éf 

jËeÊSe @_ÊeÐN 

hÊÒb _ÐkÞÜ LÐkÞÜ  `lÑe LÐLfÞ 

c^ÊLee jÕNÑ[ Ð 
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LÐkÞÜNÒm jaÊ  Í̀Þ̄  `eÞS_  

dÐ jÐÒ\ LVÞmÐ ]Þ_ 

LÐkÞÜ NÒm ÒjkÞ  h[õã `Í[ÞÒahÑ 

lZÊlZ kÑ_cÐ_ Ð 

 

]Þaj eS_Ñ   ALÐh Òc]Þ_Ñ 

_]Ñ NÞeÞ HL `ÍÐ¯ 

@uÐe AmÊ@  jcbÐÒa l¯ 

_ÞS `ee aÞm¯ Ð 

 

Naà @bÞcÐ_   cÐ_ j_cÐ_Ê 

cÊ¦ ASÞ HkÞ [_ 

@cÐ` @sÐ[  @[f ALÐÒh 

bÍcB `e Òdj_ Ð 

 

ÒdÒ[\ÞÒm _e  _ó`[Þ* ae 

]ÊÒdàÔÐ^_, dÊ^ÞºÞe 

@ÒhÐL, aÐae,  ỀeÊ, kÞVçme 

ckÐ`Ò\ @bÞjÐe Ð 

 

ÒO_ÞÒm ÒL ÒLÒ[   @eSÞaÐ ^_ 

Ò_BNÒm LÐÒe jÐÒ\ 

aÞhéaÞS¯e      aÐ_Ð DXÐBZ 

LeÐf LÐfe ÒjõÐÒ[ Ð 

 

Ò]MÒe cÐ_a  @«LÐf [a 

_ÐkÞÜVÞ @Ò_L ]Ëe 

 [ÊoÐÒe LÞÕ`ÐBÜ   aÞiÐ] eQÐD 

bÐaÊLÞ [ÊkÞ @ce?
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LfÐV*Ð 

hh^e ckÐ`Ð[Í 

 

 

ÒaÐmÐDR ÒdÒ[ Ò]hb¦ [ÊÒc 

NÐuÑ LÞ ÒNÐ`auÊ 

S_[Ð*`ÐBÜ [Êc `ÍÐZ LÐÒt 

jÒ[LÞ [Ð*eÞ auÊ 

 

Ò]he ÒjaL, Ò]he elL 

[ÊÒckÞÜ QfÐ@ Ò]h 

[ÊÒc eÐSÒ_[Ð Le Ò]h QÞ«Ð 

]Þ@ ÒLÒ[ D`Ò]h 

 

Ò]he @\àLÊ mÊ¶_ LeÞ 

Ò[ÐfÞ@R ÒLÐWÐaÐXÞ 

aÐLÞ dÐkÐ @\à eMÊ@R Ò_B 

aÞÒ]h aÔÐ*çÒe cÐXÞ 

 

L\Ð L\ÐLÒe bÐiZ c^ÔÒe 

Ò]MÐ cÐ[óbËcÞ `ÍÑ[Þ 

Ò]he jcç`rÞ ÒQÐeÞLeÞaÐLÊ 

H [Êce eZ_Ñ[Þ 

 

_ÞS Ò]haÐjÑ ceÊ\ÐÒ« `ÒR 

Òj QÞ«Ð [ÊceÞ _ÐkÞÜ 

aÞÒ]hÑ ÒmÐL* c=f`ÐBÜ 

[ÊÒc LÐt LÐkÞÜ `ÐBÜ ? 

 

aÞÒ]hÑ aÔÐ*Òe eMú LfÐV*Ð 

LeÊ@R [Ð*Ê ^_Ñ 

_ÞS bÐB auÊ D`ÐÒj eÊk«Ê 

ÒkB aX kÞ_ÞcÐ_Ñ 

 

 

 

 

 

ÒaLÐeÑ jcjÔÐ aÒY `Í[Þaià 

_ÐkÞÜ LÞRÞ `Í[ÞLÐe 

H Ò]h hÞlÞ[ dÊaL dÊa[Ñ 

kÊH ÒLÒ[ k[Ð]e 

 

D`Ð³à_ lc _ÒkD\úaÐeÊ 

LÒe Acú afÞ]Ð_ 

LÞH LÊÒk ASÞ jéÐ^Ñ_ jcÒª 

cÊÜ LkÊRÞ `eÐ^Ñ_ 

 

ALf_ LÒe LÞH VÍÞmÞ¯_ç (XmÐe) 

LÞH LÒk [ÐWÊÜ ÒahÑ 

Òj jaÊ @\à Ò]hLÊ AjÞa 

hÊZ ÒcÐe Ò]haÐjÑ 

 

ÒdDÜ `ÐVÞà HÒa jLàÐe NYÞÒm 

LkÞ\úÒm VÐZ LeÞ 

jaÊ LfÐV*Ð aÞÒ]heÊ AZÞ 

Ò]Òa eÐSÒLÐi beÞ 

 

HÒ]h S_[Ð `ÐBÒa Òj V*Ð 

]h ml SÒZ SÒZ 

@bÐa kVÞa, Ò]h AÒNBa 

ÒcÐ]Þ LkÞ\úÒm ]ÞÒ_ 

 

LfÐ kÊH ^fÐ, ^fÐ kÊH LfÐ 

H HL ÒNÐmL ^tÐ 

Ò_B Ò\ÐB`ÐÒe dÞH [ÐLÊ bÐB 

Òj dÐ]ÊNe $tÐ 
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R@cÐj cÒ^Ô AZÞÒ]Òa V*Ð 

\úmÐ aÞÒS`Þ ÒjâÐNÐ_ 

hÐj_ lc[Ð `ÐBÒm LeÞÒa 

LfÐV*Ð jcÐ^Ð_ 

 

HÒa LkÊR«Þ Ac eÐ½ÍÒ_[Ð 

jkS Òj _ÊÒkÜ bÐB 

LfÐV*Ð kÐ[ akÊ[ mcÞéRÞ 

Ac kÐ[ `ÐD_ÐkÞÜ 

 

akÊ[ NbÑe mcÞéRÞ [Ð ÒQe 

SZÐ `XÊ_ÐkÞÜ LÞRÞ 

LÞH LÒk [Ð* auÊ, `eÞaÐe 

LÒ`àÐÒeV bÐB @RÞ 

 

BÒmµ_ç ÒaÒf Ò]B\úÒm @\à 

[Ð* LÒ`àÐÒeV bÐB 

ÒjkÞ @\à aÒf, AD LDhÒf 

Ò]Òm `ÐVÞàLÊ SÞ[ÐB 

 

\Òe `ÐeÞÒkÒm BÒmµ_ç _B 

a]fB `Í[ÞhÍÊ[Þ 

cÞR `ÍÒmÐb_ S_[Ð*Ê ÒbVÞ 

Ò]MÐBÒm LeÐc[Þ 

 

^_Ô LfÐV*Ð Le cÊkÜ a*Ð 

^_Ô [Êc LeÐc[Þ 

[Êc`ÐBÜ jÒ[ aÞhéÒe ASÞ 

QÐÒm _Þ[Þ eÐS_Ñ[Þ

 

 

 

 

aÞÒ]hÒe aÞbÞ_ð aÔÐ*çÒe NoÞ[ LfÐV*Ð aÞi¯Òe jcÒª @Á akÊ[ @aN[ @R«Þ Ð  H 

aÞi¯Òe dÐkÐ aÞbÞ_ð jcéÐ]`[Í LÞ JVÞbÞ cÐ^ÔcÒe `ÍLÐh `ÐBRÞ [ÐLÊ H LaÞ[ÐÒe yÐ_ 

]ÞAdÐBRÞ  Ð ¸½bÐÒa LkÞaÐLÊ QÐÒkÜ Òd H ÒcÐe aÔ¦ÞN[ @bÞc[ _ÊÒkÜ Ð , 2105 

kÞÒX_çbÐmÞ Òm_ç, jÞmçbe ¸ÍÞ=ç ,  ÒceÑmÔÐ¨ -20904 
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ଜଟାୟୁ 
କବ ିସ୍ଵଗ଼୍ତ େଘନୁାଥ ଦାସ 

ଶହିେୁଛ ିପଞ୍ଚବଟୀ 
କାହାେ ଏ ବକିଳ କ୍ରନ୍ଦଲନ? 
ବଶିବପିତା ଥଲେ ଯଥା 

ଆଶି୍ରତେ ଆର୍ତ଼୍୍ ନଲିବଦଲନ। 
  

କାହା ଲନତୁ ଝେପିଲଡ 
ବନୁି୍ଦ ବନୁି୍ଦ ଉଷ୍ଣ ଏ ଲୋତକ? 
ପଲତ୍ର ପଲତ୍ର େଖିଯାଏ 
ଲବଦନାେ ନଶିି୍ଚତ ସନ୍ତକ। 

  
କଲେ ଲକ ଘଘ଼୍େ ନାଦ ଉଦ୍ଧ଼୍ବନଲଭ? 

ଅଶେୀଳ ଶବଦ! 
ପ୍ରକମ୍ପତି କଲେ ଦଲପ଼୍? 
ବନସ୍ଥଳୀ ଲହଉଛ ିବକି୍ଷବୁ୍ଧ 

  
ଛୁଟଆିଲସ ଉର୍ତ୍େେୁ 

ପଳାତକ ପୁଷ୍ପକ ବମିାନ 
ଲଶାକାକୁଳା ସତୀ ସୀତା, 
ପାଲଶ ତାଙ୍କ ବସଛି ିୋବଣ୍। 

  
ଯତଲିବଲଶ େଙ୍କାପତ ି

ଲନଉଛ ିତ ସତୀଙୁ୍କ ଲଚାୋଇ, 
ଅସହାଲୟ ସତୀ ଡାଲକ ‘ପତ’ି ‘ପତ’ି 

ପତ ିପାଲଶ ନାହିଁ। 
  

ଜଡ ଲହୋ ପଞ୍ଚବଟୀ? 
ବୟଥ଼୍ ଯିବ ଏଲତ ଅଶୁପାତ? 

ନଗ୍ନ ବୟଭିଚାେ ଏଥି 
କେଲିବନ ିଲକହ ିପ୍ରତବିାଦ? 

 
ଆପାଣ୍ାେ ହୀନ ବଲଳ 

ମଲନ ବୃଥା ଜାଗିଛ ିସଂଶୟ; 
ବପୁେ ଶକି୍ତ ଲମା କ୍ଷୀଣ୍, 

କନୁି୍ତ ଲମା ଆତ୍ମା ଲଯ ଅଲଜୟ। 
  

ମ  ୁଛାେ ଜଟାୟୁ ପକ୍ଷୀ 
ପ୍ରତପିକ୍ଷ ପ୍ରବଳ ପ୍ରତାପୀ 
ନୁଲହ  ତାେ ସମକକ୍ଷ 

ପ୍ରତବିାଦ କେବି ିତଥାପି। 

                    ପାଲେ ବା ନ ପାଲେ ମହୁିଁ, 
ଅନୀତେି ଲୋଧିବ ିଗତକୁି, 
ସତୟ ୋଗି ଯୁଝବି ିମ ,ୁ 

ଆଶବାସନା ଲହବ ଲସ ସତୀକୁ। 
  

ଛୁଟେିି ଆକାଲଶ ମାଲଗ଼୍- 
ଦୁୋଚାେୀ! େଥ ନୁଆ  ତଲଳ 
ଲନାହଲିେ େୁଧିେସକି୍ତ 

କେବି ହିଁ ତୀକ୍ଷ୍ଣ ଲମା ନଖଲେ। 
କଲେ େକ୍ତସ୍ନାତ। 

 
ଅବଜ୍ଞା କେେୁି ଲମାଲତ! 
ୋବଣ୍ଲେ ପ୍ରଥମ ଆଘାତ 

କଲେ ଆଜ ିଶକି୍ତହୀନ ପକ୍ଷୀ ଏକ 
ଅଜ୍ଞାତ ଅଖୟାତ; 
କଲେ େକ୍ତସ୍ନାତ। 

 
ଲମା ୋଗି େେଛି ିଖଡ୍ଗ େଙ୍କପତ;ି 

-ଏ ପକ୍ଷ ଲଛଲଦ; 
ବଛୁିେତି ହୁଏ ସତୟ-େକ୍ତବୀଜ 

ଆକାଶେ ଲଖଲତ। 
  

ଆନ ପଲକ୍ଷ ପ୍ରତଲିୋେ କେବି ିମ  ୁ
ଛାଡବିନି ିବାଟ, 
ଲମାେ ପଦାଘାତ 

ଶଲିେ ତା’େ ବହବି ହିଁ େଙ୍କାେ ସମ୍ରାଟ। 
  

ଲବନପିଲକ୍ଷ ଛଡିଗିୋ; 
ଛଡିଯିାଉ, ନାହିଁ  ଲମା ଲଶାଚନା; 
ମ  ୁେହବି ିଯୁଲଗ ଯୁଲଗ ଯୁଯୁତ୍ସୁେ 

ଜବଳନ୍ତ ଲପ୍ରେଣ୍ା। 
  

ଲେଖିବ ବାେମୀକ;ି 
ସତୀ ୋଗି ପକ୍ଷୀ ଏକ 

ୋମ ଆଗ ୁ ଯୁଝଥିିୋ ବଂିଶବାହୁ ପ୍ରତପିଲକ୍ଷ 
ଯୁଝଛି ିଏକାକୀ। 

 
ଏକକ ଲସ ଲସନା 

ପଲକ୍ଷ ସତୟ, ପଲକ୍ଷ ନୟାୟ  
ଅବନିୀତ ଜଟାୟୁେ ଲଡଣ୍ା। 
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 ୂଜୋ 
ବେୁଣ୍ ପାଣ୍ ି

 

ସବୁ ତ ତାଙ୍କେ ି ଇଚ୍ଛ|, ଲବାେି ପ୍ରଭୁ ପୁଲୋହତି, ଯାଉଯାଉ କହଗିଲେ ଲମାଲତ | 

ଦକି୍ଷଣ୍ା ଲଖାସଲିଦଇ, ଲପଟପୂୋ  ଖାଇସାେ,ି  ଆଶୀବ଼୍ାଦ ଲଦଇଥିଲେ ଲକଲତ || 
ଘେଣ୍ୀ ଲମାହେ ଖସୁ,ି ଲଦଖି ତଥିି,  ଲଦଖି ୋଶ,ି ଆଲୟାଜନ କେଥିିଲେ ଲବାେି | 
ସେଗକୁ ଥିବା ୋସ୍ତା, ଦୁଇ ପ୍ରାଣ୍ୀ ପାଇ   ଆଜ,ି  ସଅଳ ସଅଳ ଗୋ ଲଖାେି || 
ଅଳନୁ୍ଧ ଭୋ ଏଇ, ଜୀବନଟା  କଳୁଥିେି, ସବୁ ଲଯଲବ ଚୁପ୍ ଚାପ୍ ଲହୋ | 

ବାଦନ,  ଭଜନ,  ଆଉ ଜଣ୍ାଣ୍, କୀର୍ତ଼୍୍ନ  ସବୁ, ଆକାଶଲେ େୂଆ   ଲହାଇଗୋ || 
ଲମା ସବୁ ଲଦବତାମାଲନ, ଖଟୁଳୀଲେ ଲସଇପେ,ି ଲମୋ ଲହାଇ ବସ ିେହଥିିଲେ | 
ପି୍ରୟା  ଲମାେ ବସଥିିୋ,  ହାେିଆ ଲସ ଲହାଇଥିୋ, ସେଞ।ମ ଜଞ।ଳେ ପାଲେ || 
ଟଭିି ଲମାେ ଚାେିଥିୋ, ଖବେ ଲସ  ଲଦଇଥିୋ, ଆଉ ବାେଜଣ୍ ଆଜ ିମଲେ | 
େେମ ନାଆ  ଲେ ସବୁ, ଶହୀଦ ବଳ ିପଡଲିେ, ଦୁନଆିକୁ ଛାଡ ିଚାେିଗଲେ  || 
େୁପବତୀ, ଝୁଣ୍ା  ସବୁ, ସେଯିାଉ ଥିଲେ େୀଲେ, ଝୁେସ ଝୁେସ ନଆି ଟଲିେ | 
ଅଣ୍ଟ।ବଥା  ଲନଇ ଲମାେ, ଘେଣ୍ୀ ଭକତ ିତାେ, ଅଜାଲଡ ଲସ ଦଅି  ପାଦଥିଲେ  || 
ମନ ଲମାେ ଅସି୍ଥେ, ନ ଯାଏ ଦଅି  କତେି, ଭାଲବ ଲସ ସେଲଗ ଭେ ଅଛ ି| 
ଆଜକିାେି ଲବାଲେ ଲସତ, ଲସଠାଲେ ବହୁତ ବୟସ୍ତ, ଏପଲଟ ନଜେ କମ୍ ଅଛ ି|| 
ପି୍ରୟାକୁ ଲଦଖାଇ ଲଦଇ, ମଣିୁ୍ଡଆଲଟ  ମାେଲିଦଇ, ମ  ୁବ ିଲମା ଜଗଲତ ଚାେିଗେି | 
ଆଉ ବାେଜଣ୍ ପାଇ , ମନଟା ଲମା ମାେଲିଦଇ, ଏକାଏକା ବସ ିଝୁେୁଥିେି || 

 

 
       

ବେୁଣ୍ ପାଣ୍,ି 314 ସଲିମାଇଆ ଲେନ୍ େଜିୋଣ୍୍ଡ, ମିଶଶିପିି 39157 
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କ୍ଷଣ୍ିକ କ୍ଷଣ୍ 
ବଷୁି୍ଣପି୍ରୟା ମିଶ୍ର 

 
ଲହ କ୍ଷଣି୍କ କ୍ଷଣ୍ 

କ୍ଷଲଣ୍ ଯାଅ େହ ି

ଯାଅ କ୍ଷଲଣ୍ େହ ିସଖା 
ବାଲେ ଯାଅ େହ ି

ଚୁପି ଚୁପି ଆସ ସଦା 
େୁଚ ିଯାଅ ଚାେି 

ଝେ ିଯାଏ ଏ ପୋଣ୍ 

ପଥ ଚାହିଁ ଚାହିଁ 
 

ଗଲେ ଭାଂଲଗ ଲତାଲଳ ଲକଲତ 

ନଲିଜ ମ  ୁନଜିକୁ 

ତୁମ ଆବାହନ ପୂଜା 
ଥାଳ ିେେବିାକୁ 

ଲମା ଜୀବନ ହସ କାନ୍ଦ 

ବରି୍ଷାଦ ଲବଦନା 
ପ୍ରସାେନ ଆୋେନା 
କାତେ ପ୍ରାଥ଼୍ନା 

ସବୁ ତୁମ ପାଇ  ସଖା 
ସବୁ ତୁମ ପାଇ  

ଟଲିକ ଯାଅ େହ ିଆଜ ି

ଯାଅ ଟଲିକ େହ ି

 

ଲକଲତ ନେିମିମ ଶୀତ 

ଅଦନି ଲହମନ୍ତ 

େୁଟଲିେ ପଲ୍ଲବ ମମ 

ସକଳ ବସନ୍ତ 

ଉଜୁଡେିା ଭୋ ଲକ୍ଷତ 

ହତଲହୋ ଶେିୀ 
ମନ ଆକାଶେୁ ଜହ୍ନ 

ହାଏ ଗୋ ମେ ି

 

 େଗନ ଫ୍ଗୁଣ୍ ଆଜ 

ମତୁଆୋ ଲହାେି 

ଛଲନ୍ଦ ନାଚ ସଂଲଗ ମମ 

ନବ େଂଲଗ େଳ ି

ତନୁ ମଲନ ପଣ୍ଲତ ଲମା 
ନବ େଂଗ ଢାଳ ି

ଆଜୀବନ ଏ େଗନ 

େହଛି ିଅନାଇ  
 

ଲେପିବ ିକପାଲଳ ତୁମ 

ଚନ୍ଦନେ ଚତିା 
ଲମା େୋଟ ପଲଟ ତୁଲମ 

ବଜିୟେ ଟକିା 
ଲେପିବ ିଆନଲନ ଫ୍ଗୁ 

ଅେୁଣ୍ ଅବେି 

କ୍ଷଣି୍କ ପୋଲଣ୍ ମମ 

ଅମତୃ ଅମେ 

ଅମେ ଅମତୃ େିପି 

ଯାଅ ଲେଖି ଲଦଇ 

 

ଫୁ୍ଟ ିଯାଅ ଲହ ଲକାେକ 

ଦବିୟ ଶତଦଳ 

ଜୀବନ ପ୍ରଦୀଲପ ଶଖିା 
ପାବନ ଉଜ୍ଜଳ 

ଅେପିବ ିଲହ ଅପୂବ଼୍ 
ଅପେୂପଂକ ପୟଲେ 

ତୁମକୁ ଲସାହାଲଗ ଏକ 

ନୀେବ ମନ୍ତ୍ରଲେ 

ନୀେବ ମନ୍ତ୍ରଲେ ସଖା 
ଅକୁହା ପ୍ରୀତଲିେ 

କ୍ଷଲଣ୍ ଯାଅ େହ ିବନୁ୍ଧ 

କ୍ଷଲଣ୍ ଯାଅ େହି
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ତପ୍ତ ୋଣି  
ଲଦବୋଜ ସାହୁ 

 

 
 ପ୍ରକୃତେି ବସି୍ମୟ 

ପାଣ୍ିେ ଉର୍ତ୍ାପ, ଆଉ 
ଗନ୍ଧକେ ଆଘ୍ରାଣ୍ 
ବାଳକେ ମନକୁ କଲେ ଚମତୃ୍କତ 
 
ଲୋଗ ଉପଶମେ ଆଶ୍ଚଯ଼୍ୟ 
କମିବଦନ୍ତେି ବସି୍ତାେ 
ବଶିବାସେ ନେିୀହ ନଶିବାସ 
ସଲନ୍ଦହେ ଅବକାଶ ଆଲଣ୍ନା  
 
ତେୁଣ୍ ମନେ ଆଶା 
ବଖିୟାତ କେବି ି
ଉଷ୍ଣ ପ୍ରଶ୍ରବଣ୍ 
ତଥୟ ନଦିାନ କେି 
 
ତପ୍ତପାଣ୍ି ଲହବ 
ବଶିବ ବଖିୟାତ, 
ସମଦୃ୍ଧ ଲହବ ଏ ଅଞ୍ଚଳ 
ପଯ଼୍ୟଟକଙ୍କ ପଦ ଲେୌତନଲେ 

 

ସଂସାେ ସାଗେଲେ ଗହୃସ୍ଥ ଲହାଇ 
ସନ୍ତେଣ୍ ଲବଲଳ 
ଅଣ୍ନଶିବାସୀ ଲହାଇ 
ମନ ଲଖାଲଜ ତପ୍ତପାଣ୍ିେ ଉର୍ତ୍ାପ 
 
ଜଂଜାଳ ଜାେଲେ ଛନ୍ଦ ିଲହାଇ 
େୁଦ୍ଧ କାୋଗାେ ଆଶଂକା 
ସଲତକ ିଅବେୁପ୍ତ ଲହବ 
ଗଂେକେ ଆୟୁଲବ଼୍ଦଲେ  
 
ଜୋଜୀର୍ଣ଼୍୍ ମଣି୍ର୍ଷେ 
ଅନ୍ତମି ଅଭିଳାର୍ଷ ଅସଂପୂର୍ଣ଼୍୍ 
ପାନ୍ଥ ନବିାସ ବଳିାସେ ଆଳୟ 
ପ୍ରକୃତେି ଅବମାନନା 
 
ଖାଦୟ ପାନୀୟେ ପ୍ରାଚୁଯ଼୍ୟ 
ଗାଡେି ଆଡମବେ 
ଲବଶ ବାସେ ଝେକ 
କନୁି୍ତ ତପ୍ତପାଣି୍ ସେୁକ୍ଷା ହୀନ! 
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ସୁପ୍ରଭୋର ଚଠି ି
ଗଗନ  ୋଣିଗ୍ରୋହୀ 

 
ପନ୍ଦେ ବେର୍ଷ ତଲଳ ଲଦବଯାନୀ 
  ଆଲମେକିା ଆଲସ ଓଡଶିାକୁ ଛାଡ,ି 
ମନ ଲକଲବ ଲକଲବ ୋଗଇ ଉଦାସ 
 ଜ୍ଞାତ ିକୁଟୁମବଙ୍କ କଥା ମଲନ ପଡ ି। 
 
ମାତା, ପିତା, ଭ୍ରାତା ଭଗିନୀ ସଲମତ 
 ଛାଡ ିଆସଥିିୋ ଲକଲତ ବନୁ୍ଧ ତାେ, 
ଲସହ ିଦନୁି ଆସ ିବାନ୍ଧଛି ିବଲିଦଲଶ 
 ସବାମୀଙ୍କ ସହଲିତ ନଜିେ ସଂସାେ । 
 
ଆଲମେକିା ଲଦଲଶ େ ା ଦଉଡଲେ 
 ନାକ ଲପାଛବିାକୁ ହୁଏ ନାହିଁ ତେ , 
ମିଲଳନା ସମୟ ବସ ିଭାବବିାକୁ 
 ପିୋ ଦନି ସାଥୀ ନଜି ପେବିାେ । 
 
ଅଚାନଲକ ଦଲିନ ଡାକ ଜେଆିଲେ 
 ପାଏ ଚଠିଟିଏି ଘେ ଠକିଣ୍ାଲେ, 
ସମୟ ଲହବାେୁ ପଢ ିବଲସ ସଏି 
 ଲେଖା ଲହାଇଥିବା ଘଟଣ୍ା ତହିଁଲେ । 
 
“ପି୍ରୟ ଲଦବଯାନୀ ! ସପୁ୍ରଭା ଲେଖଛୁ,ି 
 ଜାଲଣ୍ ନାହିଁ ଲତାେ ମଲନ ଅଛ ିକ ିନା ? 
ସାଙ୍ଗ ଲହାଇ ଦୁଲହ  ପଢୁଥିଲେ ଆଲମ 
 ଅଲନକ ବେର୍ଷ ତଳେ ଘଟଣ୍ା ।” 
 
କଏି ଲସ ସପୁ୍ରଭା ? ହଠାତ୍ ଲକମିତ ି
 ନ ଆସଇ ଲଦବଯାନୀେ ମନକୁ, 
ପଢେିା ତଥାପି ଉତ୍କଣ୍ଠା ସହଲିତ 
 ସପୁ୍ରଭା ସତଲେ କଏି ଜାଣି୍ବାକୁ । 
 
ପୁଣି୍ ଲସ ଲେଖିଛ,ି 
 

ଅକସ୍ମାଲତ ଦଲିନ ଲଭଟେିି ଶୁଭ୍ରାକୁ 
 ଲଦୋ ସଏି ଲତାେ ସବୁ ସମାଚାେ, 
ଜାଣ୍ିେି ତା'ଠାେୁ ଆଲମେକିା ଯାଇ 

ବାସ କେୁଅଛୁ େେ ିପେବିାେ । 
 
ଗବ଼୍ କଥା ଇଏ ଲହବୁ ତୁହ ିବଡ 
 ନ ଥିୋ କାହାେ ିମନଲେ ସଲନ୍ଦହ, 
ପିୋଟ ିଦନିେୁ ତୁଳସୀ ଭଳଆି 
 ବାସଥୁିୋ ଲତାେ ବାସ ମହମହ । 
 
ମଲନ ଅଛନିା ଲେ ଅତୀତ ଘଟଣ୍ା 
 ସାଲଥ ନଭିାଇବା ହାଇସ୍କେୁ ଲବଳ ? 
ପାଠପଢା ସାଲଥ କେୁଥିଲେ ଲକଲତ 
 ହସ, ଥଟ୍ଟା, ମଜା, ୋଗ, ଲୋର୍ଷ, ଲଖଳ ? 
 
ଲଶର୍ଷଲେ ସ୍କେୁେୁ ଲହାଇଲେ ଉର୍ତ୍ୀର୍ଣ଼୍୍ 
 ଆଲମ ଲକଲତ ଜଣ୍ ପ୍ରଥମ ଲଶ୍ରଣ୍ୀଲେ, 
ଉର୍ଚ୍ ଆଶା ଲନଇ ଉର୍ଚ୍ ଶକି୍ଷା ପାଇ  
 ଲେଖାଇଲେ ନାମ ଆଲମ କଲେଜଲେ । 
 
ତୁ’ତ ଜାଣି୍ଥିେୁ ବାପାଙ୍କେ ଲସଲତ 
 ଆଥକି ଅବସ୍ଥା ନଥିୋ ସବଚ୍ଛଳ, 
କପିେ ିଲମଣ୍ଟାଲନ୍ତ ଲମାେ ପଢା ଖର୍ଚ଼୍୍ 
 ଥିୋ ତାଙ୍କ ପାଲଶ କ ିଅବା ସମବଳ ? 
 
ଦୁଗ଼୍ା ପୂଜା ଛୁଟ ିପେଠାେୁ ଆଉ 
 ଲହୋନ ିସମ୍ଭବ କଲେଜ ଯିବାକୁ, 
ଜୀବନଲେ ଥିବା ଉର୍ଚ୍ ଆଶାତକ 
 ଲହାଇୋ ସମାନ ପାଣି୍ ଲଫ୍ାଟକାକୁ । 
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ଶୁଣି୍ଥିେି ତୁହ ିକଣ୍ଟନିଉି କେୁ 
 ପଦାଥ଼୍ ବଜି୍ଞାନ ଅନସ଼୍ ସହଲିତ, 
କେଥିିେୁ ଷ୍ଟାଣ୍ଡ ଆମ କଲେଜେୁ 
 ଜାଣ୍ି ଆଣ୍ିଥିେି ଗବ଼୍ ମଲନ ଲକଲତ । 
 
ତାପଲେ ଜମାେୁ ପାଇନ ିଖବେ 
 ସମୟେ ଲରାଲତ ଗଲେ ସବୁ ଭାସ,ି 
କଏି ଲକଉ  ମଲତ ଗଢଲିେ ସଂସାେ 
 ଭେ ଅବା ମନ୍ଦ ଭାଗୟକୁ ଭେସ ି। 
 
ଲକଇ ମାସ େେ ିେହେିି ମ  ୁଘଲେ 
 ମାଆଙୁ୍କ ସାହାଯୟ କେେିି କାମଲେ, 
କପିେ ିଲଯାଗାଡ ଲହବ ବାହା ଘେ 
 େହଥିାଏ ଚନି୍ତା ସଭିଙ୍କ ମଣୁ୍ଡଲେ । 
 
ନାନା ପ୍ରସ୍ତାବେୁ ଲଶର୍ଷଲେ ଲଗାଟଏି 
 ପ୍ରସ୍ତାଲବ ସମଲସ୍ତ ୋଜଲିହଲେ ଘଲେ, 
ମଧ୍ୟବରି୍ତ୍ ପେବିାେ, ବୟକି୍ତ ଜଣ୍ 
 ଶକି୍ଷକ ଚାକେିୀ କେନ୍ତ ିଗାଆ ଲେ । 
 
ନେିାଡମବେଲେ ସେେିା ବବିାହ 
 ନୂତନ ଜୀବନ ଅଜଣ୍ା ସଂସାେ, 
ବାପ ଘେ ଲମାେ କେଲିଦଇ ପେ 
 ଲସ ଦନି ୁ  ବେେିି ଶଙ୍ଖା ଓ ସନୂି୍ଦେ । 
 
ଉର୍ଚ୍ ଶକି୍ଷା ସବପନ ନଲହୋ ସାକାେ 
 ଲହଲେ ମଲନ ପଲଡ ଲଯଲତ ସାଙ୍ଗ ଲମାେ, 
ଲତେ ଓ େୁଣ୍େ ସଂସାେ ଭିତଲେ 
 ବାହ ିବସେିି ମ  ୁତେୀ ଜୀବନେ । 
 
ଏକ ପଲେ ଏକ ତଲିନାଟ ିସନ୍ତାନ 
 ମାଆ ଲହବାେ ଲମା ଘଟେିା ଲସୌଭାଗୟ, 
ପିୋଙ୍କ ଯତନ େନ୍ଧାବଢା କାମ 
 ପାଇ  ଲହେି ମହୁ ିଁ ସବ଼୍ଦା ସଜାଗ । 
 
ମାସ ପଲେ ମାସ ବର୍ଷ଼୍ ପଲେ ବର୍ଷ଼୍ 
 ବତିେିା ସମୟ ଆଖି ପିଛୁଳାଲକ, 
ଘଲୋଇ ଜଞ୍ଜାଳ ପେବିାେ ଛଡା 
 ଅନୟ ପାଇ  ତେ ନ ଲହାଇୋ ଟଲିକ । 

ଶକି୍ଷକ ଲବତନ ମିଳୁଥିୋ ଲଯଲତ 
 ଚଳଯିାଉଥିୋ ସଂସାେ ଖସୁଲିେ, 
ନଥିୋ ଅଭାବ ସୁଲଖ କଟୁଥିୋ 
 ଥିୋ ଲସ୍ନହ ଶ୍ରଦ୍ଧା ପ୍ରୀତ ିପେେଲେ । 
 
ପି୍ରୟ ଲଦବଯାନୀ ! କପାଳ େିଖନ 
 ସବୁଦନି କନୁି୍ତ ଯାଏନ ିସମାନ, 
ଏଇମିତ ିଇଏ ଯାଇଥିଲେ ଦଲିନ 
 ଲଯାଗଲଦବା ପାଇ  କାହା ଜନମଦନି । 
 
ୋସ୍ତା ଘାଟ ଏଠ ିଲକମିତ ିଜାଣି୍ଛୁ 
 ଗାଡ ିଚଳାଇବା ନୀତ ିଓ ନୟିମ, 
ଜଣ୍ା ନାହିଁ ଜମା, ଲହଲେ ସବୁ କନୁି୍ତ 
 ଗାଡ ିଚଲଳଇବା ପାଇ  ହମ ହମ । 
 
ମଦ ପିଇ ପୁଣି୍ ଗାଡ ିଚଳାଇବା 
 ପାଇ  ନାହିଁ ଏଠ ିଜମା କଟକଣ୍ା, 
ଲସଥିପାଇ  ନତି ିଶହ ଶହ ଲୋଲକ 
  ସାମନା କେନ୍ତ ିୋସ୍ତା ଦୁଘ଼୍ଟଣ୍ା । 
 
ଲଫ୍େେିା ଲବଳକୁ ୟାଙ୍କ ଗାଡସିାଲଥ 
 େକ୍କା ଲହୋ ରକ ମଝ ିୋସ୍ତାପଲେ, 
ଗୁେୁତେ ଭାଲବ ଆଘାତ ଲହୋେୁ 
 ଦାଖେ ଲହାଇଲେ ଡାକ୍ତେ ଖାନାଲେ । 
 
ପାଇ ମ  ୁଖବେ ଅସ୍ତବୟସ୍ତ ଲହାଇ 
 ଚକିତି୍ସା କକ୍ଷଲେ ପହଞ୍ଚେିି ଯାଇ, 
ଭିଡା ଲହାଇଥିୋ ବୟାଲଣ୍ଡଜ ଲଦହଲେ 
 ଅଲଚତ ଲହାଇ ଲସ େହଥିିଲେ ଲଶାଇ । 
 
ପାେେିିନ ିକହ ିକଥା ପଦୁଟଏି 
 ଲଯଲତ ଦନି ସଏି େହଲିେ ଲସଠାଲେ, 
େିଭିଗୋ ଲମାେ କପାଳୁ ସନୂି୍ଦେ 
 ଲଖାେିୋନ ିଆଖି ଲକଲବ ଆଉ ଥଲେ । 
 
ଅଭାଗିନୀ ମହୁ ିଁ ହୋଇ ବସେିି 
 ପତ ିଲଦବ ଲମାେ ଏଇ ବୟସଲେ,  
କପାଳ େିଖନ ଲକ କେବି ଆନ 
 ଲମା ପେ ିଦୁୁଃଖିନୀ କଏି ଦୁନଆିଲେ ? 



                                                                 268                                      URMI - OSA Souvenir 2015 

 

 
ମାଘ ପୂରି୍ଣ୍ମାକୁ ବେଲର୍ଷ ପୂେବି 
 ଜାଣି୍ନ ିଲକମିତ ିକାଟଛି ିମ  ୁଦନି, 
କାହା ଭେସାଲେ ଛାଡ ିଲଦଇଗଲେ 
 ଲମାଲତ ଆଉ ତାଙ୍କ ତଲିନାଟ ିସନ୍ତାନ ? 
 
ଲକଉ  ଦନି ଗଲଣ୍ଡ ଖାଇବାକୁ ମିଲଳ 
 ଲକଉ  ଦନି ଲପଟ େୁହଇ ଲଭାକେିା, 
କଏି ଜାଣ୍ିଥିୋ ହୀନ କପାଳ ଲମା 
 ଲମାହେ ିକପାଲଳ ଏମିତ ିଘଟେିା । 
 
ବାପା ମାଆଙ୍କେ କେୁଣ୍ା ବଳଲେ 
 ସମ୍ଭଳା ପଡଇ କଛିଟିା ସଂସାେ, 
ବୃଦ୍ଧ ବୟସଲେ ବାପାଙୁ୍କ ଲମାହେ 
 କାହିଁକ ିବା ଲଦବ ିଲମା ଦୁୁଃଖ ଖବେ ? 
 
ଚେିଗିଲେ େୁଗା ମୋମତ ିକେ ି
 ପିନ୍ଧ ିଲଦବାପାଇ  ହୁଏନ ିକୁଣ୍ଠତି, 
ପେଶି୍ରମ ବଲଳ ନଜି ସବାେୀନତା 
 ବଜାୟ େଖିବା ପାଇ  ମ  ୁଲଚଷି୍ଟତ । 
 
ଲଦବଯାନୀ ତୁହ ିପାେବୁିନ ିଚହି୍ନ ି
 ଲଦଖ ୁଯଦ ିଲମାଲତ ଲକଲବ ପୁଣି୍ ଥଲେ, 
ଲସ କାଳ ସପୁ୍ରଭା ଏବେ ସପୁ୍ରଭା 
 ଆକାଶ ପାତାଳ ତଫ୍ାତ ତହିଁଲେ । 
 
ପିୋଙ୍କେ ମହୁିଁ ମହୁ  ଚାହିଁ ଚାହିଁ 
 େେଛି ିଜୀବନ କୁେ ଦୁନଆିଲେ, 
ଲଗାଟଏି ବୃନ୍ତେୁ ତଲିନାଟ ିକଳକିା 
 ଅନାଇ ବସଛି ିଫୁ୍ଟବିା ଆଶାଲେ । 
 
ଅଟଳ ବଶିବାସ େହଛି ିମନଲେ 
 ସେୁଭି ତହିଁେୁ ଭେବି ହୃଦୟ, 
ଲସହ ିଆଶା ବହ ିଜଇିଅଛ ିମହୁ ିଁ  
 ବଞ୍ଚ ିେହବିାେ ଲସତକ ଉପାୟ । 
 
ଲେଖ ୁଲେଖ ୁବସ ିଲେଖି ଲଦେିଣି୍ଲେ 
 ଉଲଦ୍ଦ୍ଶୟ ନଥିୋ ଏଲତ ଲେଖିବାଲେ, 
ଭାବବୁିନ ିମଲନ କଛି ିଲଦବଯାନୀ 

 କ୍ଷମା କେଲିଦବୁ ସାଥୀ ହସିାବଲେ । 
 
ଚଠି ିଲଦବୁ ନଲିଶ୍ଚ ଲେଖି ଲତା ଖବେ 
 ଶୁଭ ମନାସୀ ମ  ୁେହୁଛ ିଏଥେ, 
ଆଶା କେୁଅଛ ିଭୁେିନାହ ୁ  ଲମାଲତ 
 ମଲନ ପକାଇବୁ ସପୁ୍ରଭା ଲତାହେ । 
 
େହୁଅଛୁ ତୁହ ିକାେିଫ୍ରି୍ଣ୍ଆଲେ 
 ବାସ ଲମା ଓଡଶିା ଗାଆ  ଗହଳଲିେ, 
କାହିଁ ୋମଚନ୍ଦ୍ର ଅଲଯାଧ୍ୟା ୋଜନ 
 ତୁେୟ ଲହାଇଲବ କ ିୋମା ଭଣ୍ଡାେୀଲେ ? 
 
ଲଦବଯାନୀ ତୁହ ିଭାବ ିପାେବୁିନ ି 
 ଲକଲତ ମ  ୁଆନନ୍ଦ ପାଇ ଲତା ଖବେ,  
ମନଲେ ସାହସ ବାନ୍ଧ ିଲେଖଅୁଛ ି
 କେୁଅଛ ିଆଶା ପାଇବ ିଉର୍ତ୍େ | 
xxxxx 
ଲହୋନ ିବଶିବାସ ଲଦବଯାନୀ ଅବା 
 ସତଲେ ପଢୁଛ ିଚଠି ିସପୁ୍ରଭାେ ?  
ଖସ ିପଡଥିିୋ ହାତେୁ େଫ୍ାପା 
 ବହ ିଯାଇଥିୋ େୁହ ୋେ ୋେ । 
 
ଭାବେିା ଏଥେ ଓଡଶିା ଗସ୍ତଲେ 
 ଲଭଟବି ନଶିି୍ଚତ ସୁପ୍ରଭା ସହତି, 
ଲପାଛ ିଲଦଇ େୁହ ଟସି ୁସାହାଯୟଲେ 
 ଅଫି୍ସ ଯିବାକୁ ଲହାଇୋ ଉଦୟତ । 
 
ଜୀବନେ ପଥ ଅତୀବ ଦୁଗ଼୍ମ  
 ଲକଲତ ଲବଲଳ ଲନବ ଲକଉ  ଲମାଡ କଏି ? 
କଏି ଚାେିଥାଏ କଏି ଥକଯିାଏ 
 କଏି ଆଲସ ପାଶ ଲକ ଦୂଲେଇ ଯାଏ । 
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ଏକ ଦୀର୍ଘ କବତିୋରୁ........... 

ଅଚହି୍ନୋ  ୃଥିବୀ (୧) 
ଗିରିଜୋ ଶଙ୍କର ମିଶ୍ର 

 
ପକୋଟଏି ଜନତୋ ତୁପମ ପକୋଟଏି ତୁମ ସ୍ୱ ନ 
ମନ ପମୋରଭି ଜୁଆରିଆ ପକୋଟଏି ଆଶୋପର 
ଆଶୋ ପମୋର କନୁି୍ତ ବଚି୍ଛନି୍ନ ତୁମ ସ୍ୱ ନ  ରିଧିଠୋରୁ, 
ପେ ରି ଭିଟୋମୋଟ ିବଚି୍ଛନି୍ନ ପମୋର ତୁମ ସଭୟ ଇଲୋକୋରୁ 
 
ତୁମ ସ୍ୱ ନ  ୂରଣ କରିବୋକୁ- 
ମ  ୁସୋଜଲିି ନୀଳକଣ୍ଠ 
 ୋଣିର ବଭିତ୍ସ ତୋଣ୍ଡବ କଲି ସମବରଣ 
ସୋଜ ିଅନନ୍ତୋ ରୋଣି୍ଡ ୁଅ 
 
କନୁି୍ତ ଆଜଭିି ନରିନ୍ତର  ରିଚୟ ପ ୋପଜ 
 ୋଣିର ବୁଦ୍ ବୁଦ୍ ପର- 
ଲଣ୍ଡୋ ବଦୁିୟତ୍  ଣୁ୍ଟପର 
 ୁଣି ସ୍କଲୁ୍ ର୍ରର ଭଙ୍ଗକୋନ୍ଥର ମୋନହୀନ ମୋନଚତି୍ର ପର 
 
ନରିୀହ ଚୋହୋଣି ମପେ ସ୍ୱ ନ ଅସମୁୋରୀ, 
ଲଙ୍ଗଳୋ ସଙି୍ଗୋଣି ନୋକ ଛୁଆ ପମୋର ପଦପ - 
ପମୋ ଆଖିପର ଆଖି ମିଶୋଇ... 
ବୋଉ ସ କରଡ ିମଠୁୋଏ ମଠୁୋପର ମଠୁୋଇ 
 
ଦସିୋରୀର ଝଡୋ ୁଙ୍କୋ  ପର, 
ପେପବ ସୋତସିଁଆ କନ୍ଥୋତଳୁ କୋସଉିପଠ ମୋଇ - 
ଅନ୍ଧୋର ଆହୁରି ଗୋଢ ପହୋଇ ପେୋଡ ିହୁଏ 
ପମୋ ଜୀବନ ଅମୋବୋସୟୋ ମେପର 
 
ସଭୟତୋର ଧଳୋ ଚଟୋଣ ଉ ପର ଚଢ,ି 
ପେପବ ତୁପମ ନବିଘୋଚନୀ ଇସ୍ତୋହୋର ବୋଣ୍ଟ 
ଜୋତଲିୋଗି ପମୋ ଆତ୍ମୋହୁତ ିକୁ ଦଳ ିମକଚ ିପଦଇ, 
ପକୋଟଏି ଜନତୋ ଇସ୍ତୋହୋରର  ର୍ଦ୍ଘ  ର୍ଦ୍ଘ ବୋଣ୍ଟ ିନଅିନ୍ତ ି
 
ଦରିଆ ଏ ୋରି ଭିଟୋମୋଟରୁି ପମୋର 
ଭୟୋକୁଳ ସଂକୁଚତି କଣ୍ଠରୁ 
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ଶୁଣୋେୋଏ କ ିଅବୋ ତୁମକୁ 
ଅନୁନୟ ଭରୋ ଡୋକ ପମୋର?? 
ତୁମ ବଦୁିୟତ୍ ପେୋଜନୋପର 
 ିଠ ିପଦ ୋଇ ସୋଜଥିିଲି ଦପିନ ଭିତି୍ତଭୂମି 
ଅନ୍ଧୋର ରହଗିଲୋ ଜୀବନପର 
ଅତତିୀବ୍ର ପବୈଦୁତକି ଆର୍ୋତ ପଦଇ 
 
ପ୍ରକୃତରି ସନ୍ତୋନ ମ  ୁବଞ୍ଚଛି ିପ୍ରକୃତ ିକୁ ପନଇ 
ସପୁନଲୀ ସୂେଘୟ କରିଣପର 
ହଳଦୀ ପେତର ମହକପର 
ସ୍ୱ ନକୁ ସ୍ୱ ନପର ହଜୋଇ 
 
ଶୋଗୁଆ ଜଙ୍ଗଲ ମପେ  ୁଣି ଲୋଲ୍ ରକ୍ତର ପହୋଲି 
ଅଜଣୋ ରୋଜୋର ରୋଜୟପର  ୁଣି ବଚିତି୍ର ନୀତ ି
ବଭିସଚ ପମୋ ଅତୀତ ବଭିସଚ ପମୋର ବତ୍ତଘମୋନ 
 ୃଥିବୀର ଏକ ଅଚହି୍ନୋ  ୃଥିବୀପର ମ  ୁଅଚହି୍ନୋ ମଣିଷ 
 
ଆପଲୋକ ପର ଆପଲୋକତି ଚକି୍ ମିକ୍ ତୁମ ଦୁନଆି , 
ନଭଶୁ୍ଚମ୍ଭୀ ପ୍ରୋସୋଦ ଉ ପର ପତୋଳ ଆଉ ଏକ ତଳ 
ସୀମୋହୀନ ଆଶୋ ତୁମ ସୀମୋହନି ତୁମ ସ୍ୱ ନ 
କନୁି୍ତ କରି ୋରିବ କ ିପମୋ ଦୁବ ିୋକର ସୀମୋ ନରି୍ଦ୍ଘୋରଣ??? 
 
ପକୋଟଏି ଜନତୋଙୁ୍କ... 
ଏ ପ୍ରକୃତ ିସନ୍ତୋନର ପକୋଟଏି ଶୁଭକୋମନୋ 
କନୁି୍ତ ଦରିଆ ଏ ୋରି ପ ୋଡୋ ମୋଟରୁି ପମୋର... 
ଏହ ିପଗୋଟଏି ପ୍ରଶନ........ ବୋସ୍ ପଗୋଟଏି ପ୍ରଶନ 
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kj 

TÞ_Ê ÒRÐVeÐ¯ 

 

                     hÞhÊe kjÒe aÞbÊ* QÞWÐ 

             LÞÒhÐe kjÒe ckÊe @WÐ Ð  

              

             dÊa[Ñe kj Òaje aVÐ  

             dÊaLe kj Òc]Þ_Ñ $VÐ Ð 

              

             Ò Í̀cÞLÐe kÒj mÐSÊLÑ RÞVÐ 

             ejÞL Ò`ÍcÞL kj QkVÐ Ð   

              

             aÞS¯e kj kó]¯ $VÐ  

             k[ÐjÞA kj $je $VÐ Ð 

 

                     cSÐfÞA kÒj SÊAe bpÐ  

                     jÐ= jÐ= kj SÊCe mVÐ Ð 

 

                     a]eÐNÑ kj aÞ]ÊÔ[ç RVÐ 

                     NaàÑe kj ÒX=ÊeÐ $VÐ Ð 

 

                     MfÒmÐL kj OÐÃ QLVÐ 

                     aÞ]õã`e kj aZÊA LÃÐ Ð 

 

                     @mÐSÊL kj ]Ð« _ÞLÊVÐ 

                     _ÞejÞA kj @mZÐ MVÐ Ð 

 

                     jefÞA kÒj Qt_ RÞVÐ 

                     _cÍ[Ðe kj [ÊfjÑ SVÐ Ð 

 

                     `ÐLÊA `ÐVÞÒe jaÊWÊ cÞWÐ 

                     c_ VÐZÞ_ÞH ÒjB kjVÐ Ð    
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ସ୍ୱଗଘୀୟ ପପ୍ରମ 
କୁକୁ ଦୋଶ 

ସମୟ, 
ସମଦୁ୍ର ଜୁଆେ, ଆସ ିଚାେିଯାଏ ଭଟ୍ଟା ପଲଡ 
ହୃଦୟଲେ େକ୍କା ୋଲଗ, କ୍ଷତ ବକି୍ଷତ ହୁଏ 
େୁଧିୋକ୍ତ ମନେ ଲବଦନାକୁ, କହବିାକୁ 
ମନ ଲଖାଲଜ ମନକୁ  | 
 
ବୁଝନ୍ତ ିନାହିଁ ଲକହ ି
ଉପହାସ ଫି୍ଂଗି ଲଦଇ ଚାେି ଯାଆନ୍ତ ି
ଦଳ ଛାଡ ିେହଥିିବା ଏକୁଟଆି ପକ୍ଷୀଟଏି ପେ ିମନ କାନ୍ଦ ିଉଲଠ | 
 
ତୁଲମ ଯଦ ିଠକି୍ ଲସଲତଲବଲଳ ଲମା ମନ ସାଗଲେ ପ୍ରତଫି୍ଳତି ହୁଅ 
ପାହାନ୍ତ ିଆକାଶେ ତାୋ ଲହାଇ 
ମ  ୁହସ ିଉଲଠ ଅସେନ୍ତ ିହସ, 
ମନେ ପେଧିିଲେ ତୁମକୁ ଲକନ୍ଦ୍ରବନୁି୍ଦ କେ ି
ମ  ୁତା'େ ଚାେପିଲଟ ଅମାନଆି ପିୋଟଏି ପେ ିଘେୂ ିବୁଲେ 
ହାତଲେ ର୍ଷଲଢଇ େେ ିଖୋଲବଲଳ ଆମବଲତାଟା ଗହଳଲେ | 
 
ମନ ଭିତଲେ େହଯିାଅ ମନ ବାନ୍ଧ ିେୀଳାବତୀ ସତୂ୍ର ଲହାଇ 
ଲକାଣ୍ାକ଼୍େ ଲକଉ  ଏକ ନାୟୀକାେ  େହସୟମୟ ହସ ସାଜ ି
ବୁଝବିାକୁ ଲଚଷ୍ଟା କେ ିଅବୁଝା େହଯିାଅ ଅୋ କର୍ଷା ଅଂକ ଲହାଇ 
କନୁି୍ତ ଚାହିଁ ଲଦଖ ସଖୀ, ଆଜ ିଆଲମ ଲସହ ିସ୍ଵଗ଼୍ୀୟ ଲପ୍ରମଲେ ବଲିଭାେ 
ଘେ ବସାଇଲଛ ସତୟ ବଶି୍ୱାସ ନୀଡଲେ 
େହଯିିବା ବାନ୍ଧଲିହାଇ ଲସ୍ନହେ ଲଡାେଲିେ 
ଲଯ ଲହବ ଅଲନକ ଲବଶୀ ଶକ୍ତ 
ଜନମ ମତୁୃୟ ଠାେୁ 
ଲଯଉ ମାଲନ ପଥୃିବୀେ ଚେିନ୍ତନ ସତୟ!!            
 

 
____________________________________ 

କୁକୁ ଦାଶ, ସାନ୍ତାକିାୋ,କାେିଫ୍ର୍ନଆି 
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 ଣୋ େୋତ୍ରୋ,  ୁନଶ୍ଚ                                                                                                                                                
ନେିଞ୍ଜନ ମିଶ୍ର 

 
ପିୋଦଲିନ 

ପଣ୍ା ଯାତ୍ରା ଆସେିାଣ୍ି, ଗଲଙ୍ଗଶବେ ଲମଳା ଲହବ, 
ଗ ା ସାୋ ଲହଲେ ପୁେକତି, 

ଭଳ ିଭଳ ିବପିଣ୍ୀଲେ, ଭେଯିିବ, ଗ ାେ ପଡଆି 
ପାଟୁଆଙ୍କ େୀଳା ଲହବ, ସଭିଏ  ପ୍ରସୁ୍ତତ  

ମାସାନ୍ତେ ଝାମ ୁଓସା ଖୋକୁ ଖାତେି ନାହିଁ, 
େେ ିବାପା-ଲବାଉଙ୍କେ ହାତ, 

ସଂକ୍ରାନ୍ତେି ଶଭୁ ମହୂୁର୍ତ଼୍୍ଲେ, ଶବିସ୍ନାନ କେବିାକୁ, 
“ଓ  ଶବିାୟ” ଗାଉଥିବୁ, ବନବୁି ଭକତ  

ପାଦୁକା ଓ ଲବେପତ୍ର ପାଇ, ପୂଜା କାମ ସାେଲିଦଇ 
ବୁେୁଥାଉ ପ୍ରଜାପତ ିପେ,ି 

ନମିାଇ ଙ୍କ ଉର୍ଚ୍ସବେ ଲେକଡ଼୍ଲେ 
“ଶଂିଶପୁା ବୃକ୍ଷେ ଡାଲଳ” ବାଜୁଥାଏ ଗଗନ କଂପାଇ  
ଖାଇବାକୁ ମନ ଲୋଲଡ, “ବକିଳ ିକେ”ଙ୍କ େଡୁ 

ବୋ ଆଉ ମଠିା େସଲଗାୋ, 
ଜେିାଗୁଣ୍ଡ େଙ୍କା ଚୁନା ଲଦଇ 

ବକୁିଥାଏ “ଜଗୁସାହୁ” ଖଟା ଦହ ିବୋ  
ଛଣ୍ ଲଛଚା ଲଦଇ ଚୂନା ଚୂନା ବେଫ୍ ମିଶାଇ 
ଲକଲତ େଙ୍ଗ ପାଣ୍ିଲଦଇ ଥଣ୍ଡା ସେବତ, 
ଏ ଖୋଲେ ଦ ିଲଢାକ ପିଇଲଦଲେ, 

ୋଲଗ ସଲତ ସେଗ ଅମତୃ  
ଗ ା ଦାଲଣ୍ଡ, ମନ୍ଦେି ପ୍ରାଙ୍ଗଲଣ୍ ବାଜୁଥାଏ 

ଲଢାେ ଆଉ ମହୁେୀେ ସବେ, 
ବୟାଧିମକୁ୍ତ ଭକ୍ତମାଲନ, ପାଟେୁଗା ପିନ୍ଧସିାେ ି
ପାଟୁଆ ନାଚବିା ପାଇ  ବଦ୍ଧ ପେକିେ  

 
 

 



                                                                 274                                      URMI - OSA Souvenir 2015 

 

ଅଦ୍ଧ଼୍ ଶତାର୍ବ୍ୀ ପଲେ 
ଯାଇଥିେି ନଜି ଲଦଲଶ ପେଲଦଶୀ ସାଜ ି
ବୁେିଗେି, ନଜି ଗାଆ , “ପଣ୍ାଯାତ୍ରା” ଆଜ ି

ସାଲଥ ଥିଲେ ପେବିାେ, ଏସ-ିଥିବା ଗାଡଟିଏି େେ,ି 
ମହୁ ଲେ ଲଫ୍ସ୍-ମାସ୍କ, ଲବଙ୍ଗଳାେ ଲଗାେୁମଖୁା ପେ ି
େୂଳ ିଭୋ ଗ ା ଦାଣ୍ଡ, ବାଟ ସାୋ ବହୁତ ଗହଳ ି

ମନ୍ଦେିଲେ ବହୁ ଭିଡ, ବାହାଲେ େଖିଲେ ଲଯାତା, ଚାେିଲହବ ନାହିଁ, 
ମନ୍ଦେି ଭିତଲେ େୂପ, ଦୀପ ଏଲତ େୂଆ  ପାେବୁିନ ିସହ ି 
ପାଦୁକାଲେ ବହୁତ ଜୀବାଣୁ୍, ବନୁି୍ଦଟଏି ପିଇ ହବ ନାହିଁ 

ଲଦାକାନେୁ ଖାଇବାକୁ ମନା, ମାଛ ିଭଣ୍ ଭଣ୍ ଚାହିଁ ହବ ନାହିଁ  
ଲମଳାଟାଲେ ଲୋକଙ୍କେ ଭିଡ, ଝାଳ ଲବାହ ିେୁଗାପଟା ଲହୋ ସେ ସେ, 

ସହେକୁ ଲଫ୍େବିା ସଅଳ, 
ଯାତ୍ରା ଲଦଖା ଏତକିଲିେ ସାେ  

 
ଜନମଛି ିମାଟଘିଲେ, ଚଳଛି ିଲଯ, ଗ ା ମାଟ ି

ଅପନ୍ତୋ ଭୂଇ କୁ ଆଦେ,ି 
ଲଖଳଛି ିଲଯ, ଗ ା ଲଟାକା ସାଲଥ, ଗୁେି ଦଣ୍ଡା ଓ ବାଗୁଡ,ି ଅବା ଲବାହୂ ଲଚାେୀ 

ଲସ ସନିା ବୁଝବି ଠାକୁେଙ୍କ “ପଣ୍ାଯାତ୍ରା”, ଗ ା ଲମଳା, 
ପାଟୁଆ ସବାେ 

ତା ମଲନ ଭେଛି ିସବୁ, ବଶିବାସେ ଦବନ୍ଦବ୍ ହୀନ ମମତାେ 
େୁଦ୍ଧ ଗନ୍ତାଘେ  

ବଶିବାସଲେ ବଶିବନାଥ ଥିଲେ ସନିା, 
ଠାକୁେ-ପାଦୁକ, ବନବି ଅମତୃ, 

ବଶିବାସ ହେଲିେ ମନୁ, ଅମତୃ ବ ିଲହାଇବ ବରି୍ଷାକ୍ତ  
 

 
୧୧୦୬ ଲଡଲ୍ ଓଡ ଲକ୍ରଲସଣ୍ଟ, ସଡବେୀ, ଓଣ୍ଟାେଓି, କାନାଡା ପି୩ଇ ୪ଏମ୍୪ 

ଦୂେଭାର୍ଷ ୭୦୫ ୫୨୨ ୩୯୦୯ 
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@có[e j«Ð_   
`eÐhe cÞhÍ  

 

 

 

LÞH LÊÒk HcÐ_*Ê A]ÞcÐ_a['  

LÞH LÊÒk aZ cZÞi 

LÞH `ÊZÞ LÊÒk S=mÑ [' 

LÞH LÊÒk `ÐkÐXÑ cZÞi, 

`ÍN[Þ J A^Ê_ÞL[Ðe AfÒe 

jbÔ, hÞlÞ[ cÊMÐ Þ̀uÐ Ò_[Ð J 

b]ÍÒmÐL* AkÐ QÊQÊe jkÐ_ÊbË[Þ 

Rf_Ð J Í̀[ÐeZÐÒe 

dÊN, dÊNe ]fÞ[, @aÒkfÞ[,  

@aÐÕRÞ[ J aÞyÐ Þ̀[ @Ð]ÞaÐjÑ 

cÊ¦ ALÐh J ÒMÐmÐ S=meÊ 

^eÐÒkÐB auÐ kÊ@«Þ  

jeLÐeÑ $ÐBmÒe,  

jeLÐe* `qaÐiàÞL ÒdÐS_ÐÒe Ð  

 

ÒNÐ`Ñ_Ð\* @có[e j«Ð_ 

LÊVÞ@Ð Lu, X=eÞ@þÐ Lu, `eþSÐ,  

N¨, hDeþÐ, N]aÐ* SÑa_, ଜୀaÞLÐLÊ 

SÐZÞaÐe, hÞMÞaÐe `Í¯Ðj Le_Ð 

jeLÐe* AÒ¯ÐSÞ[ aiÞàLÞA 

A]ÞaÐjÑ ÒcfÐÒe 

bËþÒNÐf, jÐcÐSÞL aÞsÐ_, 

@\à_Ñ[Þ, ]hà_, J [Là aÞ[LàÒe Ð 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

aÞLÐh J aÞyÐ`_ bÞþ[Òeþ \ÞaÐ  

HL @j«ÊÆfÞ[ jcÑLeþZe aÐkÐÒe 

ÒNÐ`Ñ_Ð\* @có[e j«Ð_e 

jÐÕ²ôÆ[ÞL SÑa_QdàÐ, jÐcÐSÞL j]çbþÐaLÊ 

aÊTÞaÐe `Í¯Ðj LeÞaÊ Aj 

 

eÞÕNÐSÐ_Þ, ]ÞjÐeÑ* c§ DnÐeZÒe 

jeaÊ jÐJÜ[Ð, jÊLóSÐ_Þ, cÐ¨ÞA SÐ_Þe 

`Í[ÞaÐ] J `Í[ÞÒeÐ^Òe 

ckÊmÞ c]Òe, QB[Þ _ÐQÒe 

^ÐÕXÐ ^ÐÕXÑe D]ÊmÞA Ò`ÍcÒe,  

AD `ÊZÞ _C, TþeþZÐ LËfÒe 

aÕBhÑ $Ê*Ðe ÒLÐfÐkfÒe Ð 

 

cÐVÞ, `ÐZÞ, `a_e  

D]Ðe[ÐLÊ bm `ÐB,  

`ÐkÐX, `ÐkÐXÑ, _C, S=m 

`ÍLó[Þ J SÑa_LÊ A`ZÐe LeÞ,  

SÑa_e S¯NÐ_ LeÞ  

`ÍLó[Þe j«Ð_, _Þ´Æ`V,  

jeþf J jkS cZÞi  

ÒNÐ`Ñ_Ð\* @có[e j«Ð_ 

Sf, yf, @«eÑlLÊ LeÞ\ÐH 

ckÞcÐc¯ , c^Êc¯, J @có[c¯ Ð 
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ଦୁଇଟ ିସପନଟ୍ 
ସତୟ  ଟ୍ଟନୋୟକ 

 
ସଞ୍ଜ 
ତୁପମ ସ୍ପର୍ଦ୍ତି  ଚନ୍ଦନବନ ମ  ୁପେ  ନଛିୋଟଆି  ବଣମଲ୍ଲୀ 
ତୁପମ ଆଶିିନୟର ମଗୁ୍ଧ ମଳୟ ମ  ୁପେ ପବୈଶୋ ର ପଚୋରୋବୋଲି 
ତୁପମ ତ ସୋଗର ସଦୂୁର ପ୍ରସୋରୀ ମ  ୁପେ ଲହଡରି ଅଳ୍ପୋୟୁଷ 
 ୀୟୂଷ ସମ ତୁମ ପ୍ରୀତ ିପି୍ରୟ ! ଦଗ୍ଧ ପ୍ରୋଣର ଅଭିଳୋଷ  
 
ତୁପମ ସେୂଘୟର ଅମଳୋନ ଆଭୋ ମ  ୁପେ ଶରଦର ପଶଷ ଜହ୍ନ 
ପକଉ  ସି ନର ନୀଳ ସରସୀପର ଭିଜୁଥୋଏ ଏଇ ତନୁ ମନ 
ଭଗ୍ନ ପହୋଇଛ ିମଗ୍ନ ତ ସୟୋ ବନ୍ଦୀ ପହୋଇଛ ିେଉବନ 
ପସଇ ନୟନର ତୀକ୍ଷ୍ଣ ତୀରପର ଅଂଗପର ପମୋର ଶହିରଣ  
 
ତୁପମ ଶଳି୍ପୀର ଶୋଣିତ ନହିୋଣ ମ  ୁପେ ପକୋଣୋରକ ଚୋରୁକଳୋ 
ଦବିୟ  ଥର ଏକଲୋ େୋତ୍ରୀ ମ ,ୁ ପପ୍ରମ ପମୋହର  ୋନ୍ଥଶୋଳୋ 
ତୁପମ ତୋଣ୍ଡବର ରୁଦ୍ରଝଙ୍କୋର ମ  ୁପେ ପ୍ରଭୋତର ପବଦଧିନୀ 
ଜୀବନ ପେଉ ଠ ିଗ୍ରୀଷମ ପ୍ରବୋହ ସ୍ପଶଘ ତୁମର ସଂଜୀବନୀ  
 
ଆଜ ିସନ୍ଧୟୋର ବପିଭୋର ବଜିପନ ମତୁଆଲୋ ହୁଏ ଚଇତୋଳ ି
ତୁମ ଶବ୍ଦପର କରିଦଅି ପମୋପତ ଗୀତପଗୋବନି୍ଦର  ଦୋବଳୀ  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ରୋତ୍ର ି
ତୁମରି ଆେିର କଜଳ ଧୋରରୁ ଗୋ‘ପର କଜ୍ଜ୍ୱଳ  ୋଇ  
ଅମୋନଆି ଏଇ ରୋତଟିୋ ପେମିତ ିେୋଇଛ ି ୋଗଳ ପହୋଇ  
ମନପର  ୁଟଛି ିଅସମୁୋରୀ  ୁଲ ଅଭୁଲୋ ଏ ଅନୁଭବ 
ଆଜ ିଏ ରୋତରି ରଂଗଶୋଳୋପର ପ୍ରଣୟର ମପହୋତ୍ସବ  
 
ତୁପମ ବସଅିଛ େୁଗ େୁଗ ଧରି ଆଶୋର ପ୍ରଦୀ  ଜୋଳି 
ଜୀବନ ପ ଳୁଛ ିତୁମ ସୋପଥ ପକପତ ମିଛମିିଛ ିଲୁଚକୋଳ ି 
ରୋତ ିକପର ତୋକୁ ସି ନ ବପିଭୋର, ସି ନ ଆଣଇ ମୋୟୋ  
ଅନ୍ଧୋର ପର୍ରୋ ଜୀବନପର ଆପଣ ଇନ୍ଦ୍ରଧନୁର ଛୋୟୋ  
 
େଉବନ ପେପବ  ୋରିଲୋନ ିପଲଖି ଜୀବନର ମଧୁଗୀତ ି
ଶତ ସେୂଘୟର ଆପଲୋକଠୁ ସତ ଅନ୍ଧୋର ରୋତରି ପ୍ରୀତ ି 
ଆଜ ିଏ ରୋତରି ପ୍ରଣୟ ପବଳୋପର ନଶିବ୍ଦ ଶଙ୍ଖ ଧିନୀ 
ଗୋଇେୋଏ ପକପତ କୋନ୍ତ ପକୋମଳ ଅପ େୋର ଆବୋହନୀ  
 
ତୁମରି ଆେିର କଜଳ ଧୋର ପେ ଲୁହପର େୋଇଛ ିପଧୋଇ 
 ୂବଘରୋଗର ପଲୋହତି କବପର ରୋତ ିେୋଇଅଛ ିପଶୋଇ  

 

 
୭୪୬୪ ୱିଜ୍ଡମ୍ ପଲନ୍, ଡବ୍ଲିନ୍,  
ଓହଓି ୪୩୦୧୬, େୁକ୍ତରୋଷ୍ଟ୍ର ଆପମରକିୋ 
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ଆତଙ୍କ 
ସତୟଜତି୍   ଟ୍ଟନୋୟକ 

 
ଆତଙ୍କବାଦୀେ ଗେଲଜ କମାଣ୍ 
    ବେର୍ଷାଏ ଲଗାଳା ତୁହାକୁ ତୁହା, 
େକତେ ଲହାେ ିଲଖଳୁଛ ିଭୀର୍ଷଣ୍ 
    ସଇତାନ୍ ଲମେି ଆପଣ୍ା ବାହା । 
ସହର ମେଣ୍ କାେଣ୍ ବନଛି 
    େଚାଇଛ ମତୁୃୟ ତାଣ୍ଡବ େୀଳା, 
ଲଦଶ,ଗ୍ରାମ,ବସି୍ତ ଜଳାଇ କେଛି 
    ଶମଶାନ,ଧ୍ୱଂସ ପ୍ରଲୟାଗ ଶାଳା । 
ଜନନୀେ ଲକାଳ ଉଜାଡ ିଲଦବାକୁ 
    ଅନାଥ କେଛି ଅଲବାେ ଶଶିୁ, 
େମ଼୍ ନାମଲେ େେମ-ଅନ୍ଧ କୁ 
    ବନାଇ ଲଦଇଛ ବବ଼୍େ ପଶୁ । 
ଜନମ ମାଟେି ଅଭିଶାପ ବନ ି
    ଲୋପଣ୍ କେୁଛ ଆତଙ୍କବାଦ, 
ଜହିାଦ୍ ନାମଲେ େୁଣ୍ଠତିା ଲମଦନିୀ 
    ମସ୍ତକ ହୋଏ ମାନବ ବାଦ । 
ସେଳ, ନଷି୍ପାପ କଲିଶାେ ହୃଦେୁ 
    ବଶିବାସ େୁଟ,ି ଭେଛି ହଂିସା, ଲଦ୍ୱଶ 
ଜଳଯିିବ ଦଲିନ ତୁଲମ ଭର୍ଷମାସୁେ 
    ଜଳାଇବ ଲସହ ିହଳାହଳ ବରି୍ଷ । 
ଆତଙ୍କ ଲଯ ଆଜ ିଆତଙି୍କତ ଅତ ି
    ବବ଼୍େତାେ ନମି଼୍ମ ସାକ୍ଷୀ, 
ମାନବ େୂପଲେ ଦାନବେ ଭାତ ି
    ନବିଦ୍ଧ େଖିଛ ିଲୋେୁପ ଆଖି । 
ଯଦ ିତୁଲମ ଅଟ ଅମତୃ ସନ୍ତାନ 
    ଲସ୍ନହ,ଲପ୍ରମ,ଶ୍ରଦ୍ଧା ପାଇ  ଲଯ େଗନ 
ଜୀବନ େଗାଇ ବଞ୍ଚାଅ ଜୀବନ 
    ଲତଲବ ହିଁ ପାଇବ ଅମତୃ ସନ୍ଧାନ । 
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ଜୀବନ 

- ସୁନନ୍ଦୋ ମିଶ୍ର  ଣ୍ଡୋ 
 
ଲପ୍ରମେ ଗଜଲ୍ଲେ ମସ୍ଗୁଲ୍ ମନତଲଳ  

ଥାକଥାକ ଅକୁହା ଦୁୁଃଖ,  

ଅଲନକ କହନ୍ତ ି- ଜୀବନଟା ସମୟେ ତାସଲଖଳ 
ଶେୀେ  କ୍ଷଣ୍ଭଙୁ୍ଗେ, 

ଆଲବଗ -ଅନୁଭବ, ସବୁ ମିଛ, ସବୁ ଫ୍ମ୍ପା  
ଆଶା, କଳ୍ପନା, ପ୍ରତୀକ୍ଷାେ ଅକଳନ ବୟଥା I  
 

ଜୀବନ ତ ଏକ େହସୟ  ସଂଗୀତ ! 

ଲସହ ିଛାୟା େହସୟ ଲଖାଜବିାଲେ  

ଏଲତ କମି୍ପା ବୟଥ଼୍ କେବିା ସମୟ (?) 

 

ବେଂ ଭେ  

ସବୁ ଆଲବଗ-ଅନୁୋଗ, କାମନା-ବାସନା, 
ପ୍ରାପି୍ତ-ଅପ୍ରାପି୍ତେ ମିଶ୍ର ଅନୁଭବ ଭିତଲେ  

ହତାଶାକୁ ବାଦ ଲଦଇ ଜୀବନ ପଥଲେ 
ଚାେିବା ଚାେୁଥିବାଯାଏ I 

ଦୁୁଃଖେ ସନୁି୍ଧକ ଭିତେୁ ହସ ଟଲିକ ସାଉ ଟ ି 

ମାଖି ଲହାଇ ପଡଲିେ, 

ହୁଏତ ଲକଉ  ଆର୍ତ଼୍୍ ମଣି୍ର୍ଷେ ହୃଦୟଲେ  

ଫୁ୍ଟପିାଲେ ଆସ୍ଥାେ ସ୍ଥଳପଦମ  
ହୁଏତ ୋଜସଭା ଅବା ୋଜୋସ୍ତାଲେ  

ବାେମବାେ ଅପମାନତି ଲହଉଥିବା ଲଦ୍ରୌପଦୀ  
ସହଜ ଲହଇପାଲେ ଆଗାମୀ ଦନିଲେ  

ଦୁୁଃଶାସନମାନଙ୍କ ଜାନୁଭଙ୍ଗେ କେପନାଲେ !! 

 

 
 

 

Dr.  Sunanda Mishra Panda lives in Toronto. She is a poet, social worker and currently the Vice-President 

and Secretary of CANOSA. 
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ପକପବ େଦ ିଜଗନ୍ନୋଥ 
ପଦବକୀ ନନ୍ଦନ ପଚୌଧୁରୀ 

 
ଲକଲବ ଯଦ ିଜଗନ୍ନାଥ               

ଆସ ଏ ଭକତ ଭଜନଲେ, 
ଲୋଇବ ିମ  ୁପାଦ ତୁମ,              

କାନ୍ଦ ିକାନ୍ଦ ିଆଖି ନଲିେ, 
େଖିବନି ିଆଖିଲେ ମ  ୁପେକ ଲଘାଡାଇ, 

େୁଲହ ଲବାହ ିଯିବ କାଲଳ - େୁଲହ ଲବାହ ିଯିବ କାଲଳ  
                    ଲକଲବ ଯଦ ିଜଗନ୍ନାଥ ...... । 
 
ଲସଦନି ଭଜଲନ, ଭାବନଲେ ବୁଡ ିଯିବ        

ନଳିାଚଳ ଅବା ବୃନ୍ଦାବନ ଭୁେି ଯିବ 
ଚନ୍ଦନ, କପ଼୍ୁେ, ତୁଳସୀେ ମାଳ ଛାଡ,ି        

ହୃଦଲୟ ବସବି ଲମାେ, ହୃଦଲୟ ବସବି 
                    ଲକଲବ ଯଦ ିଜଗନ୍ନାଥ ...... । 
 
ଲସଦନି ଭଜଲନ ଭକି୍ତେ କଦମବ ଥିବ,         

େୁହେ ଯମନୁା ଭାବ େୂପ ଉଡୁଥିବ, 
ଝୁମି ଝୁମି ପ୍ରଭୁ ତୁଲମ, ପଡ ିଯିବ ଢଳ,ି       

ମନ କୁଲଞ ଲମାେ, ମନ କୁଲଞ ଲମାେ 
                    ଲକଲବ ଯଦ ିଜଗନ୍ନାଥ ...... । 
 
ଲସଦନି ଭଜନ ପଲେ, ତୁଲମ ଲଯଲବ ଯିବ,         

ଭାବ ଦଊଡଲିେ ବାନ୍ଧ ିଲହାଇ ଯାଇଥିବ, 
ଶ୍ରୀମନ୍ଦଲିେ ବସ ିଭକ୍ତକୁ ଦଶ଼୍ନ ଲଦବ,             

ଲହଲେ, ମନ ଏଠ ିଥିବ - ମନ ଏଠ ିଥିବ 
                    ଲକଲବ ଯଦ ିଜଗନ୍ନାଥ ...... । 
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ମହୋପ୍ରୟୋଣ 
ପେହ ମହୋନ୍ତ ି

 
ଲସ ଦନି ଶୁଭିୋ ଜନ ମଖୁଲେ, ଲଦବତା କବିା ଲସ ନେ େୂପଲେ 

ଚମକାଇ ଲଦଇ ଦବିୟ ଲଜୟାତଲିେ, ଜନମ ଲନୋ ଲସ ଶୁଭ ଲବଳାଲେ 
ଏମନ୍ତ ସମଲୟ 

ସଖୁ ବଭିବଲେ, ୋଜପୁେୀ ଲହୋ ସେଗ ପ୍ରାଲୟ । 
 

ପ୍ରକୃତ ିହସେିା କୁସମୁ ହାଲସ,ସଲୁଖ କଲେ ଲଖଳା ସଲବ଼୍ ହେଲର୍ଷ 
ଲଦବ ଲପ୍ରେତି ଲସ ୋଜକୁମାେ, ୋଜୟ ସଖୁ ହୃଦୁୟ କେଣି୍ ଦୂେ 

ପିତା କଲେ ଚନି୍ତା 
ନୟିତ ିକ ିଖାେି ଲେଖିଛ ିକପାଲଳ କଠନି ବୟଥା । 

 
ବଳିାସ ବୟସନ ସଲମ୍ଭାଗ ଲତଜ,ି ୋଜକୁମାେ ଲସ ଚନି୍ତାଲେ ମଜ୍ଜ ି
ଜୀବନ ଲଯଉ ଠ ିଅକାଲଳ ଝଲେ, ଜୋ ବୟାଧି ପୁଣି୍ ପୋଣ୍ ଭଲେ 

ଅଳକି ସଖୁଲେ 
ଭଂଗୁେ ଜୀବନ ମନ କାହିଁ ୋଏ  ସନିା ବୟଥ଼୍ଲେ । 

 
ଜୀବନେ ଲଯଲତ ବଭିବ ୋଶ,ିସପନ ସମ ଲସ ଜୁଆଲେ ଭାସ ି
ଦୂେୁ ମେୀଚକିା େୂପଲେ ଲଦଉ, ବାସ୍ତବ ଜୀବଲନ କାକେ ଲସହୁ 

କ୍ଷଲଣ୍ ଆଲସ ସନିା 
ସଖୁ ଭେ ିଦଏି, େିଭିଯାଏ କ୍ଷଲଣ୍ ଲଦଇ ଯାତନା । 

 
ପଦମ ପତ୍ର ଜଳ ସମ ଜୀବନ, ଲକଉ  ସଖୁ ପାଇ  ୋଏ  ପୋଣ୍ 
ସଷିୃ୍ଟେ ଏହ ିେହସୟ ଲଭଦ,ି ଉଦାଲସ ଯାତନା ମେଲମ ଲଖଦ ି

ନବି଼୍ାଣ୍ ସନ୍ଧାଲନ 
ନୀେବ ନସି୍ତବ୍ଧ, ୋତ୍ର ିପ୍ରହଲେ ୋଜପୁେ ଛାଡ ିମାୟା ବଂେଲନ 

ଲବାଧିଦୃମ ତଲଳ, ତପସୟାଲେ େତ ସଦି୍ଧ ିେଭିଲେ 
ଲବୌଦ୍ଧ େମ଼୍, ନୀତ ିେମ଼୍ ପଲଦ ଲେଖି ପ୍ରଚାେ ିଗଲେ 

ଯୁଗ ଯୁଗ ଯାଏ 
ଲବୌଦ୍ଧ େମ଼୍ ନାଲମ, ଜଗଲତ ପ୍ରଚାେ,ି ଅମେ ଲହାଇଲେ ମହାପ୍ରୟାଲଣ୍ । 

 
______________________________________________________ 
ଲସ୍ନହ ମହାନ୍ତ ି(ଡେି), ହଂଟଂିଗ୍ଟନ୍ ବଚି୍, କାେିଫ୍ର୍ନଆି; ଲଫ୍ାନ୍: ୭୧୪-୮୪୮-୦୭୯୪ 
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ଆପର ମନ କୋହିଁ ଧୋଉ ... 
ମପନୋଜ  ଣ୍ଡୋ 

 
ଆଲେ ମନ କାହିଁ ୋଉ  ବରି୍ଷୟେ ବରି୍ଷକୁ 

ଛାଡ ିୋମକୃଷ୍ଣ ନାମ ଅମତୃେ େସକୁ । (ଲଘାର୍ଷା) 
 

ଲକଲତ ଜନମ ଲକଲତ ମତୁୃୟ ଲକଲତ ଲଦହ ଲକଲତ ମନ 
ଲକଲତ ସଖୁ ଲକଲତ ଦୁୁଃଖ ଜୋ ବୟାଧିେ ଜୀବନ । 

 
ଲକଲତ ପୁତ୍ର ଲକଲତ ପୁତ୍ରୀ ଲକଲତ ବନୁ୍ଧ ପେଜିନ 

ଲକଲତ ମାତା ଲକଲତ ପିତା ଲକଲତ ଆତ୍ମୀୟ ସ୍ଵଜନ । 
 

ସବୁ ସମ୍ପକ଼୍େ ଲଡାେ ିେେ ିଲତାେ ସର୍ତ୍ାକୁ 
ବନ୍ଧନ ଚକ୍ରେ ଲଦାଳ ିଲଖଳାଉଛ ିବର୍ତ୍ାକୁ | 

 
ଆଲେ ମନ କାହିଁ ୋଉ ... 

 
କାହିଁ କେୁ କୃତ ିବୄର୍ତ୍ ିଯହିଁ ହୁଏ ତେ ସତୀ 
କାହିଁ ଅଜ଼୍ୁ େନ ଜନ େେ ିପାପେ ନକିତି ି| 

 
ଯହିଁ ଚାଲେ ବକିା କଣି୍ା ବଜାଇ ଅନୀତ ିବୀଣ୍ା 
ଜ୍ଞାନ ମାଲପ ପ୍ରଜ୍ଞାନକୁ େେ ିବୁଦ୍ଧ ିବାଟବଣ୍ା । 

 
ଆଲମାଦ ପ୍ରଲମାଦ େୀଳା ବଲିବକ ବହିୀନ କଳା 
ଶକି୍ଷା ଯହିଁ ବାଟ ଚାଲେ େେ ିଶୀଳ ହୀନବଳା । 

 
ସବୁ ପୂଜା ଲଯଲବ ହୁଏ ଆଖି ଠାେ ିେମ଼୍କୁ 
ମକିୁ୍ତପଥ ଉଲନମାଚତି ଲକଲବ ଲହବ ମମ଼୍କୁ। 

 
ଆଲେ ମନ କାହିଁ ୋଉ ... 

 
ମନ ମଲହାଦଧି ଜଲଳ ଆଶା ଉମି୍ମ ଆଲବଲଗ ଲଖଲଳ 
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ରୟିାଗତ ଲଚତନ ମାୟା େଜନୀଲେ ଭାଲଳ । 

 
ବଭୁି ନାମ ଲଯଲବ ଟାଲଣ୍ ନସି୍ତବ୍ଧ ବଜିନ ଲବଲଳ 
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ଶୁଦ୍ଧ ପ୍ରାଣ୍ ବୁଡ ିଯାଏ ଚେିନ୍ତନ ମହାଭାଲବ । 
 

ନେିାକାେ ବଶି୍ୱାୋେ ବୟକ୍ତ ବାହୟ ଅଭୟନ୍ତଲେ 
ନେିଞ୍ଜନ ନେିନ୍ତେ ସମାହତି ଚୋଚଲେ । 

 
ସଷିୄ୍ଟ, ସି୍ଥତ ିେୟେ ଲସ ଅଖିଳ ନଦିାନ 
ଅଗତେି ଗତ ିପୁଣି୍ ପେମ କାେଣ୍ । 

 
ସଙୁ୍କଚତି କ୍ଷଦୁ୍ରତାେ ଲହଉ ଅବସାନ 

ଜାଗି ଉଠୁ ସବ଼୍ ହୄଲଦ ଆନନ୍ଦେ ଶାନ । 
 

ଅନନ୍ତ ବତିାଲନ ପ୍ରଭୁ ଅଲଭଦ ନଲିବ଼୍ଦ 
ସର୍ତ୍ାେ ପ୍ରକାଲଶ ସଦା ଜୀବ ଉଜ୍ଜୀବତି । 

 
ଏକୀଭୂତ ବଶି୍ୱ ପ୍ରାଣ୍ ଅଟ ଦୟାମୟ 
ଜଗତ୍ପତ ିମହାବାହୁ ଅନ୍ତମି ଆଳୟ । 

 
ଏକ ଧ୍ୟାଲନ ଏକ ମଲନ କଲେ ମ  ୁପ୍ରଣ୍ତ ି
ଅମତୄେ ଆଶୀବ଼୍ାଦ ଝେପିଡୁ ନତି ି। 

 
ଶୁଭ ଦଲିନ ଶୁଭ ତଲିଥ କେଇ ବନ୍ଦନ 
ପୁଷ୍ପାଞ୍ଜଳ ିଲଘନା କେ ପ୍ରଣ୍ାମ ଚନ୍ଦନ । 
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ନବକପଳବର ନବୀନ ନୋଗର 
େଘନୁାଥ ଦାସ 

 
ଜଗତ ଠାକୁେ ଆଜ ିଆଗଭେ 

ନବକଲଳବେ ଲନଇ 
ଜଗତେ ବାସୀ  ଅତ ିଖସୁ ିଲହାଇ 

ପାଲଛାଟ ିଆଣ୍ନ୍ତ ିଯାଇ । 
ଜଗା କାଳଆିେ  ଶୁଭ ପଟୁଆେ 

ଭଗିନୀ ଲସାଦେ ସାଲଥ 
ସଜବାଜ ଲହାଇ ଭକତ ଗହଲଣ୍ 
ବଲିଜ ଲହାଇଲେ ଲସ େଲଥ । 
ସହଛି ଲମା ଅଳ,ି ସହଛି ଅଦ଼୍ଳ ି

ଗୁହାେ ିଲମା ଦବିାନଶିି 
ପୂୋଇଛ ନାଥ ସବ଼୍ ମଲନାେଥ 
ଲପ୍ରମସୁୋ ୋୋ ବରି୍ଷ । 

 
ନଗଲେ ନଗଲେ ଦେଆି ଲସପାଲେ 

ଉଡଇ ଲତାହେ ିବାନା 
ହେର୍ଷ ମନଲେ    ଭକତଲିେ ସଲବ଼୍ 

କେନ୍ତ ିଲତା ଉପାସନା । 
ଜଗତ ଠାକୁେ   କେୁଣ୍ା ଅପାେ 

ଭକ୍ତବୃନ୍ଦ ଅତ ିଲତାର୍ଷ, 
ଆଲହ ଦୀନବନୁ୍ଧ     ପ୍ରଭୁ କୃପାରି୍ଷନୁ୍ଧ 

ଭାବଗ୍ରାହୀ ଜଗଦୀଶ   । 
ନବକଲଳବେ   ନବୀନ ନାଗେ 

ଅପୂବ଼୍ ମହମିା ଲତାେ, 
ଲତା ଚତୁେ଼୍ା ଲଶାଭା  ବଡ ମନଲୋଭା 

ଲଘନ ପ୍ରଣ୍ାମ ଲମାହେ  । 
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Physics Professor Surjyo Narayana Behera (1941-2011) 

Devaraj Sahu 

 

 

Professor Surjyo Narayana Behera 

 

 

 Professor Surjyo Narayana Behera, former Vice-Chancellor of Berhampur University and 

former Director of the Institute of Physics, Bhubaneswar, passed away on December 14, 2011 

at age 70 due to complications arising from heart-related illness.  Earlier, he had undergone 

heart bypass surgery at the Apollo Hospital in Bhubaneswar and was fitted with a pacemaker. 

 Surjyo Narayana Behera was born in Bhanjanagar area on August 16, 1941.  He 

completed his M.Sc. in physics from Ravenshaw College, Cuttack in 1962 [Reference 1].  He 

obtained his Ph.D. in theoretical solid state physics from the Indian Institute of Technology, 

Kanpur in the year 1967.  His doctoral dissertation was done under the supervision of Professor 

Bibhuti B. Deo. 

 Dr. Behera’s Ph.D. in solid state theory from IIT, Kanpur was a watershed event for 

several reasons.  First of all, at the time of his Ph.D. defense, he had already published two 

papers in the prestigious physics journal, the Physical Review.  The first paper dealt with 

calculation of lattice thermal conductivity using the Kubo formula.  The second paper dealt with 

substitutional defects and resonant modes in solids.  Secondly, his Ph.D. advisor, Professor Deo, 

is an elementary particle theory practitioner and has not returned to solid state theory.  Thirdly, 

Dr. Behera’s Ph.D. oral presentation was extremely well-done and he exuded confidence 

[Reference 2] in the presence of experts.  His presentation clearly showed that he had mastered 

and worked out the details of his presentation.  Finally, it was quite uncommon at that time to 

be married while enrolled in the Ph.D. program.  Dr. Behera was married to Mrs. Indira Behera 

[References 2, 3].  A daughter, Smruti Behera was born in Kanpur.  Unfortunately, Mrs. Behera 
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passed away during child birth and Dr. Behera remained a widower for most of his life.  The 

passing away of his wife had a profound effect on Dr. Behera.  He was determined to bring up 

Smruti with the affection and care of a mother as well as a father.  People who know him 

personally say that Dr. Behera remained committed to all the care he could possibly provide to 

his daughter who was without a mother. 

 Dr. Behera did his post-doctoral research at the Simon Fraser University in Burnaby, 

British Columbia in Canada from 1967 to 1969.  He worked in collation with Professor K. S. 

Viswanathan at the Simon Fraser University.  During his stay in British Columbia, one of his 

acquaintances from IIT Kanpur, Mr. Binod B. Nayak (who currently resides in North Potomac, 

MD, USA) wrote to him about his forthcoming trip to Seattle, Washington for higher studies.  

Dr. Behera, being the gentleman he was, wrote Mr. Nayak a check for $500 which was waiting 

for Mr. Nayak upon his arrival in Seattle.  Mr. Nayak also visited with him in British Columbia 

and developed a strong bond with him. 

 Dr. S. N. Behera returned to India and started the Physics department of Berhampur 

University as a special officer in 1969.  He later became the Head of the Physics Department.  

The Physics Department expanded to have other faculty members: Dr. Krutibas Patnaik, Dr. 

Mamata Satpathy, Dr. Lakshmidhar Satpathy, and Mr. Arun K. Rath.  The author was fortunate 

to have these illustrious teachers from 1971 to 1973 for his M.Sc. courses.  Professor Behera 

taught solid state physics in the first year and advanced solid state physics in the second year.  

He was an exemplary teacher who instilled the love for solid state physics in many students, 

including the author. 

 Professor Behera is invariably regarded by his students as the top teacher they have 

had.  In addition to being an exceptional teacher, he was very happy to talk to students in a 

one-to-one basis.  He was never in a rush to cut short a conversation with a student.  He was a 

true gentleman who never intimidated his students.  In the year 1971, Professor Behera was 

the external physics examiner for the author in the B.Sc. (Hons) physics examination at the 

S.K.C.G. College in Parlakhemundi.  The author was doing an experiment on dispersion of light.  

After testing his knowledge on routine topics, Professor Behera wanted to test hom at a higher 

level.  He asked the author what happens when the index of refraction is imaginary.  The author 

had no answer.  He further asked, what happens if the index of refraction is complex.  The 

author could not answer that question either.  The author was worried that he would be 

penalized for not knowing the answers.  However, Professor Behera understood the limitations 

of a hapless undergraduate student and was fair in his evaluation. 

 During the author’s M.Sc. years, Professor Behera taught many of the modern concepts 

of Physics, particularly solid state physics.  He was talking about electronic band structure 
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calculations, in particular muffin-tin potential.  The potential is spherically symmetric in the 

muffin-tin region and flat in the interstitial region.  The problem was that the students had no 

idea what a muffin-tin was.  So, to simplify matters, Professor Behera asked us to think about 

idli and tin instead of muffin and tin! 

  

 

1972 Berhampur University Physics Department.  Prof. Behera is seated on chair, fifth from 

the right. 

 

 In the year 1974, Professor Prasanta K. Misra joined as Professor of the Physics 

Department of Berhampur University and assumed duties of the Head of the Department.  

Professor Misra was Professor Behera’s teacher at Ravenshaw College.  Professor Behera 

always paid his due respects to Professor Misra and strove to make the department even 

better.  The author became a faculty member of the Berhampur University Physics Department 

in 1974.  Professor Behera was always unwavering in his encouragement to his former student 

to make him a better teacher. 

 Professor Behera left Berhampur for Bhubaneswar and joined the newly established 

Institute of Physics (IOP) as Assistant Professor on May 2nd, 1975.  He immersed himself in 

teaching and research at IOP.  He rose through the ranks of the Institute to the post of 

Professor and then Director.  One of his students at IOP [Reference 4] fondly recalls that 

Professor Behera was one of the two best teachers he ever had.  About 15 students received 

their Ph.D. degrees under his guidance at the IOP.  Some of his earliest Ph.D. students are 

[Reference 3]: Dr. Pratibindhya Nayak, Dr. Shaikh Samsur, Dr. Gouranga C. Mohanty, Dr. 

Debanda Sa, Dr. Harnath Ghose, and Dr. Manidipa Mitra. 
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 Professor Behera was a visiting scientist at many international institutions: Institute of 

Mechanics of Moscow State University, Moscow; Drexel University, Philadelphia; Michigan 

State University, East Lansing, Michigan; Virginia Commonwealth University, Richmond, 

Virginia; Duisburg Essen University, Duisburg, Germany. 

 Professor Behera had a soft corner in his heart towards the author, his former student.  

He was gracious enough to come to the author’s marriage function at Bhubaneswar to bless the 

newlyweds.  He was very happy to learn that the author was going abroad for higher studies.  

He wished the author all the best in his higher studies. 

 Professor Behera retired from IOP in October 2002 and became the Vice-Chancellor of 

Berhampur University from October 2002 to January 2004.  After retirement, Professor Behera 

was actively involved in research activities with several institutions.  In the later part of his life, 

Professor Behera ended his widower status by marrying Ms. Olga Bylya from Moscow. 

 Professor S.N. Behera’s untimely death brought grief to his family, his students, his 

friends, and his many admirers.  He was a gem of a person and a true gentleman.  His fond 

memories will always shine in the hearts and minds of everyone who came into contact with 

him. 
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Remembering Professor Sashi Bhusan Mohanty 

Prasan K. Samal 

Professor Sashi Bhusan Mohanty breathed his last on March 18, 2015 after a brief fight with 

cancer. This sad event was rather unexpected as he was in reasonably good health until about 

two months prior. He had been a resident of the Washington-Maryland area ever since his 

arrival in U. S. A. in January of 1960. Throughout this long period of 55 years he was quite 

popular in the local Indian community. Being one of the few long term permanent Odia 

residents of the area he was the go-to-man for many newcomers. He provided advice, 

guidance, and encouragement to many Odia and other Indian newcomers helping them get 

settled in the new land. For some new students, he had provided assistance in the form of 

financial sponsorships and assistance with college admission. He was always there for any Odia 

or Indian who needed his help. However, being a veterinarian he had a special interest in 

helping the veterinary students coming from India to receive higher 

education in USA. 

Beginning in the late 1950s through the mid-1960s, U. S. A. 

attracted a fair number of agricultural and veterinary professionals 

from India. This was an era when the Indian government began placing 

strong emphasis on modernizing and advancing agricultural and 

animal husbandry sectors in India in order to increase food 

production. During this period, young Indians from these professions 

were selected by the Indian Government and were sent over to U. S. 

A. for training at the post-graduate level under various exchange 

programs (e.g., UA AID and US TCM) - most of which were typically 6 to 9 months long. Several 

other young professionals came over to U. S. A. on their own initiative as it afforded them a 

wider choice in the field of study and a choice of universities. Opportunities in India for well 

qualified technical/professionals were quite good at that time, and many who completed their 

academic programs in U. S. A. were able to find good positions in India and so they returned. 

Still, many others remained in U S A and continued with their professional pursuits. A large 

majority of these professionals are now retired in India and U. S. A., and several have passed 

away. All of them have made significant contributions in their respective fields of specialization. 

Those who returned to India have helped with the advancement of agricultural and veterinary 

sciences particularly in research and education. In fact, the standard of education in India, in 

these areas has significantly improved, thus diminishing the need for overseas education. Those 

who settled in U. S. A. have also made significant contributions in the fields of their 
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specialization. Sashi Babu, who had worked for a few years in India as a Veterinary Surgeon, 

belonged to this era.    

Sashi Babu joined the University of Maryland at College Park to pursue graduate studies in 

Microbiology. Microbiology underwent significant advancement in the late 1950s and 1960s. 

Application of microbiology to farm animals was of great importance in U. S. A., and as such it 

attracted substantial amount of private and public funding for research.  Shortly afterwards, 

viruses were discovered and the field of virology evolved. Sashi Babu worked on Virology and 

Tissue Culture for his Ph. D. He completed his M.S. and Ph. D. in record three and-a-half years 

and was right away appointed an Assistant Professor in the Department of Veterinary Science in 

the University of Maryland, College Park, Md. He worked on bovine respiratory viruses.  In a 

short period of three years, he became an internationally acclaimed expert on bovine 

respiratory diseases and was also promoted to the rank of Associate Professor. In 1972 he was 

awarded the prestigious Alexander von Humboldt Fellowship to do research at the University of 

Munich in Germany for one year. A year after his return from Germany he was promoted to the 

rank of Professor.   

Prior to his German tenure he was a member of the Working Team on Comparative Virology 

under the aegis of World Health Organization and Food and Agricultural Organization 

(WHO/FAO). Upon his return to U. S. A. he was appointed the Head of the Working Committee 

on Bovine, Equine, and Porcine Picorna Viruses. His laboratory at the University of Maryland 

became the international reference laboratory for these viruses.    

Effective January 1986, he was appointed Acting Associate Dean of the Virginia-Maryland 

Regional College of Veterinary Medicine (one year later a Search Committee confirmed him as 

the permanent Associate Dean). Beginning in 1982, the old department of Veterinary Science 

had been renamed Maryland Campus of Virginia Maryland College of Veterinary Medicine 

(VMRCVM - a shared college by the states of Virginia and Maryland). The Maryland State Board 

of Higher Education was unwilling to pay more money for the growth of the College, and it took 

almost 10 years of effort on the part of Sashi Babu to legislate full funding for the College from 

the Maryland government. This made the Maryland wing of the College a legitimate and equal 

partner of the VMRCVM. The Maryland wing of the College was uniquely situated to take 

advantage of all well-known federal research facilities (NIH, Walter Reed Naval Medical Center, 

the USDA, the FDA the National Zoo, and the Baltimore Aquarium).  Subsequently, the 

Maryland program received a multi-million dollar donation to establish a veterinary medicine 

related research facility from a wealthy Marylander, Mr. Gudelsky, in the memory of his 

younger son Avrum who wanted to be a veterinarian but died in a motorcycle race (the 

Gudelsky family also donated funds to Maryland Medical School’s Cancer Center). With this 



                                                                    291                         URMI - OSA Souvenir 2015 

 

funding the Avrum Gudelsky Veterinary Center was constructed off Metzerott Road, which 

became the permanent home of the Maryland wing of the College beginning in 1990.  Sashi 

Babu was proud to have helped establish this state-of-the-art research and academic facility at 

University of Maryland during his tenure. 

In addition to his administrative, research, and teaching activities, Sashi Babu was also busy 

with giving seminars and lectures at universities all over the world. As an internationally 

recognized virologist on bovine respiratory diseases (BRD) he was an invited speaker to 

academic and research organizations in Austria, Egypt, Greece, Netherlands, Australia, New 

Zealand, Russia, England, Scotland, Japan, Hong Kong, Thailand, Singapore, Malaysia, and China. 

In 1981 he took a six-month sabbatical leave to work with research organizations in India and 

Sri Lanka, and thereafter he continued to cooperate and support research activities in those 

countries.  Based on his research, a live intra nasal virus vaccine is commercially available for 

bovine rhinotrachitis, a virus, which if left untreated causes severe respiratory tract disease in 

cattle and abortion in pregnant cows. This was an important practical application of his 

research for the cattle industry in U S and abroad. 

In 1981 he, and his co-author Dr. Sukanta Dutta (also from Odisha), published the book 

entitled, “Veterinary Virology” - the first of its kind. It received good reviews in the US and 

abroad. It was adopted as a textbook in some veterinary colleges in US and abroad. The book 

was translated into Japanese and Spanish editions and a special Philippines paper-back edition. 

His second book, “Electron Microscopy for Biologists” was published in 1982. In 1996, Sashi 

Babu retired as Associate Dean and Department Chair of Virginia-Maryland Regional College of 

Veterinary Medicine, College Park Campus, and remained as Professor Emeritus until he passed 

away.  

Sashi Babu had a difficult upbringing, losing his father, an elementary school teacher, to 

cholera when he was two and-a-half years old. To make matters worse, his extended family, 

which supported him, also lost several more male members to the epidemic. He was a bright 

and hard working student from the very beginning. He was able to complete his high school and 

junior college education by tutoring children of well-to-do families, in exchange for room and 

board. After he completed his intermediate science diploma at the Maharaja Purnachandra 

College in Baripada, he was selected to by the Odisha Government to study veterinary medicine 

in Patna, Bihar with a full stipend. He graduated from the Bihar Veterinary College in 1956 with 

a Gold Medal. 

Sashi Babu was a caring and compassionate person and he has helped many in need, both 

in India and here. He established two trust funds in his village (Durgapur in Balasore district), 
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one for assisting poor families with their medicinal expenses, and the other for assisting poor 

students. He has also financed the establishment of a Hanuman Temple in the village. 

Here is an excerpt from Sashi Babu’s “Memoirs”, reminiscing his early days in College Park, 

Maryland: 

“Every morning before the start of classes, Panda Babu and I would walk to the campus. On 

our way, we stopped at People’s Drugstore (now called CVS) or the Little Tavern for a cup of 

Coffee (10 cents) and a donut (5 cents). We also bought sandwiches from local deli or from 

People’s. Since I did not eat any beef or pork at that time, it was difficult for me in the 

beginning. Very soon, I could eat pork and bought a ham sandwich (cold or fried). The dinner 

meals in the dining hall were okay. I had to get used to American food and it was quite difficult 

at first. The dinner ticket at the dining hall was 90 cents and milk was available. The dining hall 

(there was only one at the time) opened at 4:30 PM, and, to avoid the undergraduate rush, we 

went to dinner at this time. The menus were different each day. There was fried or baked 

chicken or fish, on Fridays, vegetables, at times, rice in a small bowl as a side dish. Whenever 

there was only beef or pork, I ate vegetables and bread. One could go for 2-3 helpings of milk 

(supplied by the Dairy Science Department). As time went by, I was able to eat pork but not beef 

(I never relished it)”    

(Incidentally, Panda Babu, Dr. Bagabata Panda, had come to University of Maryland a year 

prior to Sashi Babu. He returned to India after completing his graduate studies in Poultry 

Science. He is now retired and living in Bhubaneswar.) 
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In Memoriam 
Sushama (Panigrahi) Rath 
Debaki Nandan Chowdhury 

 
 

Sushama (Panigrahi) Rath, daughter of the late Lingaraj 
Panigrahi, Chief Justice, Minister of Education, Finance 
and Law and Speaker of the state parliament, and Swarnamai; 
wife of Padma Bhushan Bhakta B. Rath, left her family and 
friends on August 19, 2014, during her sleep at the Fairfax 
Hospital, Virginia. We are all like small satellites, tied to her by 
her love, caring and affection. 
 
Those were the days. The entire world was engaged in war 
for the second time, with the participation of the United States, 
engaged both in the Atlantic and Pacific theaters.  India was  
not an exception. Indian soldiers were deployed to the North 
African front, as well as remaining alert at the Burma border 
for a possible Japanese invasion.  However, the attention of 
the majority of Indians was focused on the Independence 
movement. 
 
It was in these times of turmoil and unrest, as the silver lining in a dark cloud, the Panigrahi family 
rejoiced on the occasion of the birth of their daughter, and on the 21st day of her birth they named her 
“Sushama”.  Sushama grew up in Berhampur and Cuttack, two peaceful and pleasant towns in those 
days, under the doting care of her parents.  Since her birth she was the apple of their eyes.  
 
During the early years of school, her father recognized her keen interest in math, 
science and language.  Mr. Panigrahi had the hope that she would grow up to 
study medicine and become a practicing physician.  At that time he realized that 
the state of Orissa did not have a good women’s college for science, which he 
later corrected during his service as the minister of education by inaugurating a 
number of new schools and colleges.  After her high school, Sushama was sent to 
Calcutta for studies in Science, Math and English, a then well-known institution 
called the “Loreto College”.  Her mother was unhappy to have her daughter away 
from home and opposed her studies in medicine.  After two years of premed 
training, she returned to Cuttack and joined the Sailabala Women’s College, to 
graduate in her second favorite subject in English literature.  During this period, 
she received many honors and awards for her debating skills and public speaking.  
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Receiving Medal from Vice Chancellor P.K Parija  Speaking at a radio broadcast with Principal    
                                                                                              Sadasiva Mishra                                                                                       
             
She developed a keen interest in English literature, and decided, with her father’s permission, to 
continue her master’s studies at the Allahabad University, which, at the time, had one of the best 
English departments in the country.  For her master’s thesis, she chose a challenging topic, “The 
theological views of George Bernard Shaw”, which was highly praised by the department faculty.   
 
During the summer, prior to the last year of her master’s studies in 1962, Sushama was introduced to 
Bhakta B. Rath, who was then professor at Washington State University, spending his summer months at 
Bhubaneswar. Coincidentally, Dr. Rath’s uncle, Judge Gopabandhu Mishra, and Justice Panigrahi were 
good friends and through their suggestions both met at her residence. Following their mutual 
acquaintance that summer, they returned back to their respective institutions for continuing their 
teaching and studies.  Nearly a year later, during the summer of 1963, they were married.  
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Soon after their marriage, both of them came to the U.S through a special visa provided to her by the 
U.S State Department, bypassing the office of the U.S. Consulate. Both of them traveled across the 
Pacific, stopping at various islands and Southern United States. Upon her arrival, her first encounter with 
her husband’s faculty colleagues, to see the Nation in mourning the assassination of President Kennedy.  
 
Both her and his parents were strongly opposed to their return to the United States.  In spite of two job 
offers, one in Raurkela and the other in the Bhabha Atomic Research Institute, Mumbai. They both 
convinced their parents that they would return to the US for a temporary period before permanently 
returning home, a plan interrupted by the birth of their daughter Mina.   
 
Sushama decided to continue her studies in American literature at the Washington State University to 
overcome her homesickness.  She chose her thesis on the subject of “The influence of Indian Philosophy 
on the life and works of Walt Whitman (her favorite poet) and Henry David Thoreau”.  Because of her 
scholarship, she was asked to join the teaching faculty of the university while finishing her master’s 
degree, and was inducted into the honor society Phi Beta Kappa.  Following her graduation with a 
second master’s degree, the family moved to Pittsburgh, where Dr. Rath was invited as a senior scientist 
of a prominent research laboratory and Sushama returned to school to work towards her Ph.D. degree 
at the University of Pittsburgh.  Because of her excellent performance after the first semester, she was 
asked by the faculty to teach a course at the University, while continuing her education.  After finishing 
about two thirds of her degree requirements, she gave birth to twin boys, which brought an end to her 
studies. She remained busy full time as a mother. 
 
That year, 1969, was an unusual year filled with memorable events around the world and the Nation. 
Man took his first steps on the face of the moon, travelling on Apollo 11, launched from Cape Kennedy.  
Ms. Golda Meir elected as the first female Prime Minister of Israel.  The great national hero, Dwight 
Eisenhower died. The streets of every major city in the United States were filled with young protestors 
against the Vietnam War.  
 
The year was also eventful for the Rath family. While in her third trimester, in anticipation of her second 
birth, she received the most sorrowful news of the death of her beloved father. While she was in a 
highly immobile condition, needing assistance to standup and sit down, she decided to leave Pittsburgh 
that same day to reach Berhampur in order to attend her father’s funeral. About three weeks left before 
her giving birth, she returned to Pittsburgh, an arduous journey in those days. Everyone on both sides 
was holding their breath, as to whether she would be able to make the journey. With providence always 
on her side, she made it to Pittsburgh safely, and soon thereafter, gave birth to their twin boys, Manesh 
and Manik. She used to say that after having a daughter, they both were wishing for a boy and both 
their prayers were answered.  
 
In 1972, they moved to Saint Louis, followed by their last move to Virginia in 1976.  When the children 
were grown, Sushama decided to try her hand in an entirely new field of computer software, studying at 
the local college.  Recognizing her proficiency in the subject, the college offered her a full-time position 
to serve as the senior program analyst, where she remained until her passing. During this period, she 
was working with a small staff of programmers, and developed many new and unique codes, tailored to 
the College Administration functions. 
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Following her funeral, two memorials in celebration of her life 
were held. One at the Hindu temple with her dear friends and 
the other, due to the insistence of the college administration 
and her associates, at the college cultural center. On a solitary 
corner of the campus, the college has planted a tree in her 
memory. 
 
She was a strong supporter of many charitable institutions, and 
served as first lady of ASM International during Dr. Rath’s 
tenure as President of the society.  In support of education, she, 
along with her husband, established endowments at US 
universities (some still in progress).  Additionally, establishment 
of a scholarship (also in progress), which carries her name, at 
the Sailabala College in Cuttack.  She is survived by her 
husband, three highly devoted children, Mina (Martin), Manesh 
(Rebecca) and Manik (Wendy) and her four most beloved 
grandchildren.  I have seen her gleaming eyes and wide smile 
every time she embraced her grandchildren. While she has 
joined her beloved parents, she’s greatly missed by all her family and friends. 
 
 
 
Allow me to conclude with a short poem written by an anonymous poet: 
 

“She is Gone” 
 
You can shed tears that she is gone 
Or you can smile because she has lived. 
 
You can close your eyes and pray that she’ll come back 
Or you can open your eyes and see all she’s left. 
 
Your heart can be empty because you can’t see her 
Or you can be full of the love you shared. 
 
You can turn your back on tomorrow and live yesterday 
Or you can be happy for tomorrow because of yesterday 
 
You can remember her and only that she’s gone 
Or you can cherish her memory and let it live on. 
 
You can cry and close your mind, be empty and turn your back 
Or you can do what she’d want: smile, open your eyes, love and go on. 
 
 
Prepared by Debaki Chowdhury, May 2015 with inputs from the family members, Mina, Manesh, Manik 
and Dr Bhakta Rath. 
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Welcome New Members 

Prashanta Ranabijuli, OSA Treasurer 
 

Please join me in welcoming following new members to OSA family. 
 

New Life Members 

 

Pradipta & Manasi Mishra, MI Anirudha Sahoo, MD 
Siddharth & Kusum Basak, KS  Anurag Mishra, GA 
Debadutta & Nibedita Behera, MA  Ashok Mishra, GA 
Ramaballav & Kalpana Mohapatra, KS  Atasi Das, MD 
Hemanta & Mamata Pradhan, NJ Bhaskar Panigrahi, MA 
Kew & Shobhana Ray, GA  Bibhu (Tunu) Misra, VA 
Tapas & Smita Sahoo, TX  Biyatpragyan Mohanty, VA     
Sameer & Gayatri Senapati, NC Debashis Patel, NJ 
Sanjeev & Geeta Sahoo, MI Joydip Banerjee and Dharitri, VA 
Papu & Sipa Nanda, TX Kirtan Sahoo, VA 
Lohari Murphy, OH Manas Swain, NJ 
Sangram Sahu, MI Manoj Das, GA 
Rabindra Senapati, MN Ram Misra, VA 
Raj Subudhi, MI Satyaban Mohapatra, GA 
Samrat & Lulipta Mohanty, CO Satyadeep Patnaik, NJ 
Deepak & Kadambini Jena, CO Sujata Bohidar, VA 
Mahendra & Snehasmita Shadangi, CO Prafulla Nayak, VA 
Kumar & Kabita Behura, CO Shivashis Hota, VA 
Srimaya Rath, OH Kamalakanta & Gertrud Mohanty, Vorarlberg 
Sujata & Nagbhusan Das, CA Sumanta & Damayanti Nayak, NY 
Bikram Mohanty, GA Shyamsundar & Bidyashree Parhi, VA 

 

New 5-Year Members 
 

Amitav & Nibedita Das, NC  Debasis Patnaik, VA 
Shyamsundar & Bidyashree Parhi, VA Gourab Nanda, MD 
Sulakshana & Shukdeb Sen, FL  Hosensu Sahoo, VA 
Shantanu & Chitra Tripathy, TX Lalit Behera, MD 
Suchitra & Pradeep Das, CA Nivedita Misra, MD 
Prasanta & Tripti Parida, DE Pradeep  Ganguly, VA 
Pramit & Punam Rath, OH Saroj Nanda, NY 

 
Sudhir Sinha, Dubai 

 

New Annual Members 
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Biswajit & Leena Pattnaik, MI Abani Pradhan, MD 
Siddharth & Anuranjita Nayak, TX Ajita Pattanaik, VA 
Debabrata Das, MD Alok Ray, VA 
Rupesh Jain, CO Amulya Mishra, NJ 
Sanjay Khadanga, PA Anil Tripathy, NY 
Sanjib Mohanty, IN Anindita Mahapatra, MA 
Parimal Nandi, OH Asit Patnaik, NJ 
Jyoti Nayak, CT Bharat Biswal, NJ 
Akshaya Panda, MN Bibhu Patnaik, PA 
Basant Pradhan, NJ Bijay Roy, IL 
Chandan Pratihari, VA Binita  Mohanty, Essex 
Digant Dash, IL Choudhury Barendranath Misra, DE 
Anand Maharana, OH Debabrata Behera, GA 
Suchitra Pattnaik, Odisha Debasis Mohanty, CT 
Jayadeep Patra, ON Debi Prasad Mohapatra, CT 
Sheela Geraghty, OH Dipak Ray, NY 
Ritesh Senapati, OH Gayatri Kanungo, VA 
Nirmalya Tripathy, Jeonju Jagat Kar, Odisha 
Laura & Abhinav Pattanayak, NJ Joydeep Roychowdhury, OH 
Tushar Acharya, CT Jyoti Biswal, NJ 
Tushar Mahapatra, VA Karabi Mishra, MD 
Biswajita Samal, NE Krishna Mishra, Odisha 
Dr. Mamata  Mohanty, Odisha Krushna Samanta, NJ 
Jayasmita Mishra, NY Manoj Kumar Mohanty, OH 
Sambit Mohapatra, MA Moushumi Roy, SC 
Sarba Das, CA mr rath, NJ 
Srija Srinivasan, CA Nachiketa Satpathy, VA 
Susant Kumar Mallik, New Delhi Nitai Misra, GA 
Ananya Mohanty, WI Parthasarathi  Roy, NJ 
Girija Sahoo, VA Rabi  Patnaik, VA 
Jayadeep Patra, ON Rajashree Das, MD 
Ruchi Pattanayak, CT Rajdeep Mohapatra, NJ 
Rina Misra, TX Rajiv Patnaik, VA 
Salomi Pradhan, AZ Ravi Duvvuri, IL 
Smaraki Mohanty, NY Sandeep Samal, CT 
Soumendra Rath, NJ Saroj Panigrahi, NH 
Sujata  Sullivan, MD Sarthak Pattanaik, NJ 
Sujit  Das, VA Satyabadi Mishra, CT 
Sujit Mohanty, VA Shashibhushan Rath,  
Suresh Raut, IL Sheffy Das, TX 
Sushant Mohanty, Odisha Shyam Biswal, MD 
Sushmita Pradhan, NJ Swaraj Dash, VA 
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Financial Reports 
Prashanta Ranabijuli, OSA Treasurer 

 
OSA Account Statement – Annual view (from 06/01/2014 to 05/31/2015) 

 

 

OSA Account Statement as of 05/31/2015 

 

Prashanta Ranabijuli 
Volunteer/Treasurer, OSA (2013-2015) 

Amount  Income/ Expense Category  

 

   

 

Cash Balances as of 06/01/2014    

 

Checking #1  $210,913.52   

 

Checking #2  $10.00   

 

PayPal $0.00   

 

    

 

Total Cash Balance as of 06/01/2014 $210,923.52   

 

Convention 2014 Advance receivable $10,000.00   

 

Total Balance as of 06/01/2014 $220,923.52   

 

    

 

    

 

Receipts  $24.54  AmazonSmile income 

 

 $1,614.63  CCO CD Sale 

 

 $500.00  CCO Donation Received 

 

 $21,360.00  Convention 2014 advance return, 
registration, and profit 

 

 $1,250.00  Convention 2015 Sponsorship 

 

 $18,775.00  Various donations received (LTA, 
SSKYEA, SB etc. ) 

 

 $3,058.27  New Emergency Relief Fund 
received 

 

 $2,000.00  Library Initiative Fund received 

 

 $4,177.10  Membership fee collected 

 

 $1,850.00  ODD donation received 

 

 $402.00  Odia Language donation 

 

 $2,000.00  Phailin Relief Fund (redirected to 
ERF) 

 

 $50.00  Return Payment 

 

    

 

    

 

    

 

Payments  ($1,159.19)  Administrative expenses (tax return, 
mailing, card printing, state filing 
etc.) 

 

 ($12,754.91)  Ashok Nayak Fund Disbursed 
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($6,250.00)  Various awards (prize money) given 
at Conv 2014 (SB awards, SSKYEA, 
Meghna, CCO, …) 

  

($952.00)  Award Plaques 

  

($929.71)  Convention 2014 Expenses 

  

($10,000.00)  Convention 2015 Advance 

  

($1,916.45)  Election Expenses 

  

($106.00)  Higher Education Seminar 2014 
expenses 

  

($200.00)  Jyoti Patnaik Fund disbursed 

  

($50.00)  Odia Debate Award 

  

($2,000.00)  LTA Award 2014 

  

($1,658.58)  Ticket cost for LTA Awardee 2015 

  

($2,305.50)  ODD 2014 expenses 

  

($2,000.00)  OSA guest for Convention 2014 

  

($2,400.00)  RDF support money 

  

($150.12)  Website expenses 

  

   

  

   

 

Performance of Longterm investment in this 
period (Gain/Loss) 

$6,321.75   as of 05/27/2015 

 

    

 

Net Increase (Decrease) $18,550.83   

 

 

 

    

 

Accounts Receivable  

 

Convention 2015 Advance receivable $10,000.00    

 

    

 

Cash Balances as of 05/31/2015    

 

Checking #1  $57,554.48   

 

Checking #2  $15,598.12   

 

TD Ameritrade $156,321.75  as of 05/27/2015 

 

PayPal $0.00   

 

Total Cash Balance as of 05/31/2015 $229,474.35   

 

Convention 2015 Advance receivable $10,000.00   

 

Total Balance as of 05/31/2015 $239,474.35   

 

    

 

Balances under special funds     

 

ODF  $1,165.30    

 

CCO Fund $1,532.62   

 

Odia Language Dev Fund $2,836.50    

 

Emergency Relief Fund $15,598.12   

 

Library Initiative Fund $2,000.00   

 

    

 

Total Balance (as of 05/31/2015) $239,474.35   

 

Total Balance (as of 06/01/2014) $220,923.52   

 

Net Increase $18,550.83   
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OSA Account Statement – After the transition (from 09/01/2013 to 05/31/2015) 

 

 

OSA Account Summary Statement as of 05/31/2015 

 

Prashanta Ranabijuli 
Volunteer/Treasurer, OSA (2013-2015) 

Amount  

 

  

 

Cash Balances as of 09/01/2013   

 

Checking #1  $204,797.30  

 

Checking #2  $1,929.28  

 

PayPal $0.00  

 

   

 

Total Cash Balance as of 09/01/2013 $206,726.58  

 

Convention 2013 Advance receivable $0.00  

 

Total Balance as of 09/01/2013 $206,726.58  

 

   

 

   

 

Cash Balances as of 05/31/2015   

 

Checking #1  $57,554.48  

 

Checking #2  $15,598.12  

 

TD Ameritrade $156,321.75 as of 05/27/2015 

 

PayPal $0.00  

 

Total Cash Balance as of 05/31/2015 $229,474.35  

 

Convention 2015 Advance receivable $10,000.00  

 

Total Balance as of 05/31/2015 $239,474.35  

 

   

 

   

 

Total Balance (as of 05/31/2015) $239,474.35  

 

Total Balance (as of 09/01/2013) $206,726.58  

 

Net Increase $32,747.77  
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OSA 2014 Convention Finance Report 
 
Report prepared by Mr. Akshay Pradhan, OSA 2014 Convention Treasurer 

Repurposed by Mr. Prashanta Ranabijuli, OSA Treasurer 

 Convenor: Mr. Satya Pattanaik 

Chapter President: Mr. Arata Rout 

Audit Committee: Mr. Loknath Patro, Mr. Debashish Panda, Mr. Satykam Mishra 

 

    INCOME 
   51000 - OSA Convention Income 

  

 

51100 - Registration & OSA 
Fee 

 
32,851.45 

 
51200 - Food Receipts 

 
60,403.09 

 
51300 - Sponsorships 

 
73,177.07 

 
51400 - Donations 

 
10,301.87 

 
51500 - DVD Sale 

 
1,142.71 

 
51600 - Parking Voucher Sale 

 
3,046.00 

 
51700 - Paan Sale 

 
409 

TOTAL 51000 - OSA Convention Income 
 

181,331.19 

    52000 - OSA National Income 
  

 
52100 - OSA Memberships 

 
3,100.00 

 
52200 - Loan From OSA 

 
10,000.00 

TOTAL 52000 - OSA National Income 
 

13,100.00 

TOTAL INCOME 
  

194,431.19 

    EXPENSES 
   71000 - 2014 OSA Convention Expenses 

  71100 - Operational Expenses 
  

 
71110 - Bank Service Fees 

 
8.95 

 
71130 - Supplies & Mailing 

 
787.09 

 
71140 - Printing 

 
12,228.94 

 
71150 - Paypal Fees 

 
2,549.85 

TOTAL 71100 - Operational Expenses 
 

15,574.83 

71200 - Facilities and Equipments 
  

 
71210 - Event Insurance 

 
1,053.00 

 
71220 - Convention Center Rental 41,502.04 

 

71240 - Video and 
Photography 

 
3,527.00 

TOTAL 71200 - Facilities and Equipments 
 

46,082.04 

71300 - Cultural-Seminar-Exhbtn-Youth 
  

 
71310 - Cultural 

  

  
71311 - Decoration 3,214.00 
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71312 - Light and Sound 
Rental 2,282.82 

  
71313 - Showcase Event 3,650.64 

  
71314 - Majumdar Program 13,134.81 

  
71315 - Rudrakhya Program 379.23 

  
71318 - Artists Honorarium 6,773.94 

 
TOTAL 71310 - Cultural 

 
29,435.44 

 
71320 - Youth 

  

  

71322 - Youth Quiz 
Competition 699.78 

  

71323 - Youth Social & 
Community Event 1,880.60 

 
TOTAL 71320 - Youth 

 
2,580.38 

TOTAL 71300 - Cultural-Seminar-Exhbtn-Youth 
 

32,015.82 

71400 - Awards & Prizes 
  

 
71410 - Cultural Awards 

 
1,483.28 

 
71420 - Non-Cultural Awards 

 
400 

TOTAL 71400 - Awards & Prizes 
 

1,883.28 

71500 - Food Expenses 
  

 
71510 - Food Packages 

 
56,032.00 

 
71520 - Food related other Expenses 1,011.62 

 
71530 - ODD Lunch Exp 

 
-300 

TOTAL 71500 - Food Expenses 
 

56,743.62 

71600 - Hospitality & Guest Services 
  

 
71610 - Welcome Packets 

 
4,909.89 

TOTAL 71600 - Hospitality & Guest Services 
 

4,909.89 

71700 - Transportation & Accommodation 
  

 
71710 - Transportation 

 
400 

 

71720 - Hotel Expense for 
guests 

 
2,666.43 

TOTAL 71700 - Transportation & Accommodation 
 

3,066.43 
71800 - Reserve 
Fund 

   

 
71830 - Credit Return 

 
-711.00 

TOTAL 71800 - Reserve Fund 
 

-711.00 

71900 - Other Expenses 
  

 
71910 - Misc Expense 

 
1,729.00 

 
71911 - Parking Vouchers 

 
2,500.00 

 

71930 - Refund , Cancel, no-
show 

 
16 

TOTAL 71900 - Other Expenses 
 

4,245.00 

TOTAL 71000 - 2014 OSA Convention Expenses 
 

163,809.91 

    72000 - OSA national Liability & Refund 
  

 
72100 - OSA National Life Membership 2,400.00 

 
72200 - OSA National Annual Membership 600 

 
72400 - Loan repay to OSA 

 
10,000.00 
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72500 - OSA Fees to OSA 

 
4,140.00 

 

72600 - OSA 5-Year 
membership 

 
100 

TOTAL 72000 - OSA national Liability & Refund 
 

17,240.00 

TOTAL EXPENSES 
  

181,049.91 

    

    TOTAL PROFIT 
  

13,381.28 

    
ADJUSTMENT 

Recover lost membership revenue of 63 non-members (as 
approved by BOG) -2,520.00 

    ADJUSTED 
PROFIT 

  
10,861.28 

 
Chapter's share of the profit 

 
5,430.64 

 
OSA National's share  

 
5,430.64 

 

 

For any questions, please contact: 
Prashanta Ranabijuli 
Treasurer, OSA (2013-2015) 
512-917-4715 (Mobile) 
ranabijuli@gmail.com 

 
Welcome OSA 2015-2017 Officials 
 
Congratulations to OSA 2015-2017 officials! 
President: Mr. Sushant Satpathy of  Naperville, IL  
Vice President: Mrs. Sulochana Patnaik of Elkridge, MD  
Secretary: Saradakanta Panda, Jacksonville, FL 
Treasurer: Siddharth Behera,  Austin, TX 
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Past OSA Conventions and Conveners 
Dr Kula C. Misra 
 

Year Convener Place 
2015 (46th) Pratap Das National Harbor, MD (Washington DC) 

2014 (45th) Satya Pattanaik Columbus, OH 

2013 (44th) Gyana Pattnaik Chicago, IL 

2012 (43rd) Amulya Das Seattle, WA 

2011 (42nd) Tapan Padhi Plano, TX 

2010 (41st) Kuku Das San Francisco, CA 

2009 (40th) Uma Ballav Mishra Trenton, NJ 

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

2007 (38th) Ravi Rout Detroit, MI 

2006 (37th) Joy Gopal Moanty Columbia, MD 

2005 (36th) Kirtan Behera Newport Beach, CA 

2004 (35th) Niranjan Tripathy Dallas, TX 

2003 (34th) Saradindu Misra Princeton, NJ 

2002 (33rd) Sreekanta Nayak Greenbelt, MD 

2001 (32nd) Saroj Mohanty Chicago, IL 

2000 (31st) Kula Chandra Misra Nashville, TN 

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

1998 (29th) Saroj Behera Monterey, CA 

1997 (28th) Pradeep Rath Houston, TX 

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

1995 (26th) Sarat Mahapatra Minneapolis, MN 

1994 (25th) Manaranjan Pattanayak Pomona, NJ 

1993 (24th) Sudarshan Mishra Troy, MI 

1992 (23rd) Mahendra Mishra Atlanta, GA 

1991 (22nd) May Ann Pattanayak Chicago, IL 

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

1989 (20th) Radhakanta Mishra Nashville, TN 

1988 (19th) Hemanta Senapati Saginaw, MI 

1987 (18th) Prasanna Kumar Samantaray Stanford, CA 

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

1985 (16th) Dasarathi Ram Kent, OH 

1984 (15th) Manaranjan Pattanayak Glassboro, NJ 

1983 (14th) Pratap Das Bowie, MD 

1982 (13th) Sitikantha Dash Minneapolis, MN 

1981 (12th) Surya Mishra Chicago, IL 

1980 (11th) Ladukesh Patnaik and 
OSA Management Team 

Detroit, MI 
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Year Convener Place 

1979 (10th) Ram Saran Sahoo and 
OSA Management Team 

New Brunswick, NJ 

1978 (9th) Rabi Patnaik and 
OSA Management Team 

Wheaton, MD 

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

Riveralr, NJ 

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

Riveralr, NJ 

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

Toronto, Canada 

1974 (5th) Prafulla Mishra and 
OSA Management Team 

College Park, MD 

1973 (4th) Amiya Patnaik* and 

OSA Management Team 

Riverside, NJ 

1972 (3rd) Amiya Patnaik* and 

OSA Management Team 

Riverside, NJ 

1971 (2nd) Bhabagrahi MIshra and 

OSA Management Team 

Hartfoed, CT 

1970(1st)  Gauri Das and 

OSA Management Team 

Hartford, CT 

 

 

 

 
  

 

 
 

 
Washington DC Chapter 

 

Welcomes You 

to 

First Global Odisha Conference and 46th Annual Convention 

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

interested in Orissa. 
 
Mission: The mission goals of The Orissa Society of Americas (OSA) are: 

 The mission goals of The Orissa Society of Americas (OSA) are: 

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

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

 To facilitate the exchange of information between Odisha and the United States/Canada. 

Visit http://www.odishasociety.org to know more 
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Odisha Beyond the “Siesta” 
Charudutta Panigrahi 

 

A siesta is a short nap taken in the early afternoon, often after the midday 

meal, which is invariably a heavy and elaborate. In tropical and warm weathers it is 

a common practice in many countries and many states in India. I have learnt albeit 

late in the day, that this practice need not be an important reason for any judgment 

on the efficiency of people of a specific region, more so Odisha. As a state steeped 

in culture, soft skills and social binding, there is no reason to be defensive about the 

perceived ‘softness’ of the people. On the contrary I would laud this as the ‘soft 

power’ of the people who strike a balance between religiosity & realism in a 

sublime manner. Sublime is the key word. And that’s the strength. 

 

Odisha today is one of the few states in India, literally few, where the soft power of the people 

has resulted in unprecedented growth. This proves the hypothesis of “brazen aggression being the key 

to material success”, completely wrong (on a tail spin). About 15 years ago the same people had 

developed an indurate attitude towards the “decline’ of the state. And as is the wont with my NRO/NRI 

cousins who are caught in a time warp, nothing still seems to move in the state. Let them be content in 

the daily push and grind of ever shrinking roads, water & electricity shortage, schools without space, 

unwarranted and foolish mad rush to participate in civil society. My grand & subtle state should never 

miss the bus. 

 

 
 

Yesterday, in the smartly arranged “Interactive meet on Investment opportunities for 

IT/ITES/ESDM companies in Odisha” at Delhi, the overwhelming interest of the prospective and existing 

IT/ITeS players in venturing to Odisha was clearly palpable. Over the years I have been witnessing the 

sharply changing quality of interaction between the government and the industry, specifically in Odisha 

context. Today the government edifice is proactively technical, risk friendly and commerce savvy. In 

many instances, the industry has expressed their surprise in the level of government preparedness in 

project or program outlays and layouts. This goes out to the world. We need not be ‘loud” and obtrusive 
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like many states, who still nurture the belief that India’s growth story is married to theirs, solely. 

Development is nobody’s prerogative or sole duty. It is combined effort of the civil society, the industry 

under the political leadership in a democracy. 

 

The 80s saw the state under a spell of decrepit, dangerous crony capitalism, rampant and 

unprecedented corruption, complete erosion of social security, deliberate neglect of underdeveloped 

areas like the KBK region, and resulting decay in Odia traditional ethics, social culture & self-esteem.  

 

In the last 15 years, we as a state have limped back to normalcy, with some hiccups which are 

expected as a splinter of the macro national socio-political dynamics. With a budget outlay of ₹60303.09 

Crore in 2013-14, the Non Plan ratio has gone up from about 27% in 2006-07 to about 59% in 2013-14. 

This is the highest ever ratio achieved by Odisha. A Revenue surplus of ₹1904.61 crore has been 

projected in the Budget Estimates for 2013-14 which is about 0.65% of GSDP and the Fiscal Deficit is 

projected at ₹5945.13 crore which is about 2.03% of GSDP. Odisha has seen far-reaching changes in the 

last decade, and the state's economic growth remains close to 9 per cent despite a global decline and its 

growth rate is one of the highest in the country. The state has also succeeded in reducing the poverty 

levels from 57.2 per cent of the households in 2004-05 to over 38 per cent in 2011-12. Between 2004 

and 2010, Orissa recorded a 20.1% decline in poverty as against a national rate of 7.4%. In 2000, Odisha 

had the biggest fiscal deficit and debt: GDP ratio among all states. In 2002-03, Odisha had the worst 

Debt-GSDP ratio at 55.92%. Since then the ratio has fallen to 17.59% in 2011-12. It has fallen further to 

16.55% in 2012-13.    Presently, it has become a revenue-surplus state. But the capital account (loans for 

e.g.) need to fare better. There are areas which need even further improvement. Capital receipts have 

not been growing. In fact the receipts were much less than the budgeted Rs 6,606 crore at Rs 2,362 in 

2011-12; a shortfall of Rs 4,243 crore. There have been consistent overruns on the capital account.  

 

Today Odisha is written as a balanced, growing state/society where there is all round stability. 

But we are so submerged with negativity that we think it is fashionable to be a perennial doubting 

Thomas. “We cannot be so good” is still a pervading popular sentiment. Unfortunately some quarters 

fuel such thoughts to demoralize the youths of the state. Let’s start believing in ourselves, our 

government and our growth. Odisha is the most preferred destination in India in the Metal sector, in 

Energy & power, in cement, in mega infrastructure projects not for no reason. I am running a campaign 

to counter question the naysayers about the veracity of their “assumed beliefs” and their authenticity in 

terms of research and data source. They have none. There is a constant squabble with the doomsayers 

when their theories and propaganda is based on nothing or in some cases “personality driven”. If I don’t 

like someone, it is no way going to change the reality of the functioning of government machinery which 

is much bigger than any individual.  

 

When has 235 projects, amounting to an investment of Rs 8,84,733 crores been cleared under 

the single window system in Odisha ever ? And these 235 projects cover a diverse set of industries like 

air products, aviation, cement, food processing paper and paper products and do not contain only metal 

projects. The next big and expanding IT/ITeS stop in India is Bhubaneswar. Many hardware majors like 

Lenovo, Dell are showing early interest in Odisha for investments. How many of us are aware that the 

planned Info Valley (IT SEZ & Township) houses the largest integrated IT park in eastern India and an 

upcoming Bhubaneswar Knowledge corridor would have IIT, NISER, IMA and IT SEZ. This mix of 

manufacturing & knowledge sector development is unique in India. But we don’t care to know about 
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this and leave aside “feeling good” about the growth. “Negativity” is a malaise deeper & many times 

detrimental than left wing extremism in Odisha. Being deliberately counterproductive and anti-

development is definitively anti-nationalist. But it is often difficult to give it a tangible character and 

hence it escapes cunningly below the radar and without interventions. This is a slow poison. 

 

Now the time has come for all of us to disseminate the truth. With all the skill building 

programmes running in the state by the non-profit agencies I would strongly suggest that they should 

implement soft skills/life skills courses. This should be a regular curriculum to sensitise youths about 

their state, the players, the economic balance sheet, the expenditure and revenue patterns etc. Even 

being selfish is pardonable as long as we endeavor to make our state self reliant and an economic hub 

for our next generations to live proudly in the state whose resources belong to them. When we move 

from a rental economy to a “creating” economy, we need to empower our next generations with the 

skills and abilities to use their own resources (their Odisha where the land and other natural resources 

belong to them). The potential impacts of renting/leasing as a long-term trend, though, are worrisome: 

renting and sharing could lead to lower values and net worths. Though, realistically we cannot avoid 

renting for few years initially. But the ripple effects of renting could be catastrophic: adjusting to a 

consumer who does not necessarily buy, but rather rents, would necessitate a shift in production, sales, 

and even employment structures. As an example, everything interesting in economics happens at the 

margin, so if so many consumers choose to rent an apartment instead of buying a house or managing 

with a car-share program instead of purchasing a new vehicle, then demand for new houses and cars 

drops. And with dropping demand the creativity and value chain would concurrently get destroyed. It is 

imperative to attract the youth now to build their skills, give them a career path, handhold them to be 

entrepreneurs and most significantly educate them about their own state. This is probably one topic 

(about Odisha) which they lack the most, today. 

 

Odisha, the silent beauty, the unobtrusive juggernaut is well on its path, in its characteristic self-

effacing manner. Only those who are committed to serious economic activities in the State know the 

true quality of the content of the state. The bureaucracy (nee technocracy) is extremely well groomed, 

dynamic, sparing no efforts to organize and disseminate information for the investors and prospective 

stakeholders in the country and outside. The Interactive meet spearheaded by the dynamic Office of the 

Principal Resident Commissioner, Government of Odisha was ably and visibly supported by the 

technically qualified and prepared Commissioner-cum-Secretaries (specifically IT, IDCO, MSME) of the 

relevant departments and garnered serious interest among the business fraternity. They could feel the 

strength of a concerted, well coordinated solidarity in the government, which is often a suspect in many 

states in India. As one participant remarked, “we never knew this side of Odisha”. I smiled wryly and 

pledged silently that we, as the civil society, would take the cudgel up and amplify the outreach to a 

global level. This need not be an unrealistic imposition but would certainly be factual and an economic 

manifestation of the “shy and reticent” we. 

 

Odisha is now transitioning from a historic high to an economic high. We should learn to savor 

this. 

 

On 20th May, Smart Odisha, the non-profit think tank had its roundtable in Bhubaneswar. This is 

an inclusive mission towards a better Odisha. Socio - Economic growth doesn’t just happen. It requires 

vision, investment and courage. The mission of Smart Odisha is to forge and operate an independent, 
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non-profit think tank dedicated to strategic thinking and action on the transformation of Odisha to a 

developed economy. 

 

- Smart Odisha is a platform of convergence : Without creating extra infrastructure and 

hierarchies, it would bring together the research capacity of social scientists, technical institutions, 

Industries, professional bodies in Odisha and on Odisha, and connecting them as a cadre of global 

leaders in development research  

- Smart Odisha would foster new ways of learning, producing, structuring and mobilizing 

development knowledge  

- Smart Odisha would interconnect researchers, knowledge, expertise and resources in 

support of development research capacity in the State.  

- Smart Odisha would generate and share high quality research & big data to inform, 

support policymaking and advance social and economic development 

 

Odisha doesn’t mind the siesta but there is a much renewed, invigorated, rejuvenated force to 

propel strategic growth of the economy and the Odias. 

Long live the “softness” and the modesty of Odias.  

We evolve and reinvent continuously, because you are the torch bearer. 

 

 

 
Charudutta Panigrahi, FIDR 

(Nonprofit Think-tank based in Bhubaneswar and working across India) 

www.fidrindia.org 

 

(Author of the book, Vignettes, Founder & mentor of FIDR, architect of Smart Odisha, Speaker at 

national and international forums, Charudutta heads an international investment Foundation and sits on 

the Boards of think tanks, social enterprises and business entities. He works closely in the Public Policy 

space. He can be contacted at charu@fidrindia.org.  His Skype is charudutta.panigrahi) 

 
 

World Odia Organization 
Dr Bhagabat Sahu 

 
The organization with the name "World Odia Organization" has been formed and is currently 
registerd in TN. Please check http://www.worldodiaorganization.com/ to know more.  
 
The contacts are: das_pk@hotmail.com, satyapatnaik11@gmail.com, baradaipr@gmail.com, 

kishoredwibedi@rediffmail.com, drbcsahu@gmail.com, misra.bijoy@gmail.com  

 

http://www.fidrindia.org/
mailto:charu@fidrindia.org
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OSA Library Initiative: Letters from Odisha 
Nishikanta Sahoo 
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OSA 2015 Convention and Global Odisha Conference Sponsors 
 

Nilambar and Anu Biswal 
Naresh and Bigyani Das 
Pratap and Puspa Das 
Bimal and Leena Mishra 
Gatikrishna and Lali Tripathy 
Prakash and Manaswini Sahu 
Bijay Satpathy 
Upendra and Madhabi Das 
Alok Ray 
Chinmay Mohanty 
Ayaskant and Susmita Sahu 
Hemant and Priti Biswal 
Sudhir and Reema Raju 
Shyam Sunder and Bidyashree 
Parhi 
Anonymous 1 
Anonymous 2 
Devraj and Urmila Sahu 
Subrat and Ipsa Rout 
Saroj and Mita Rout 
Deepak and Linie Dhala 
Debaki and Anjana Choudhury 
Bramha and Sikha Sen 
Bijay and Anasuya Dash 
Tapas and Pranati Panda 
Joy Gopal Mohanty and 
Sulochana Patnaik 
Nrusingha and Bandita Mishra 
Sujit and Pinky Das 
Jaydeep and Dharitri Banerjee 
Kirtan Sahu 
Anant Mishra 
Sansay Bisoi 
Pradeep and Susmita Behera 
Manoj and Mita Panda 
Sikhanda and Tina Satapathy 
Prafulla and Sangeeta Nayak 
Ajay and Nita Mohanty 
Ajit and Barnali Sahu 
Ajit and Shobhana Das 
Babru and Jayashree Samal 

Chandan  and  Subhalaxmi 
Pratihari 
Debanand and Deepa Das 
Debasis Pattanaik 
Santanu and Jhinu Chhotray 
Manoj Mishra and Snigdha Hota 
Rajiv patnayak 
Sanat Pattnaik 
Sushant and Geeta Mohanty 
Pradyot and Sanghamitra 
Behera 
Shivaraj and Parameeta 
Kanungo 
Sudip Patnaik 
Subrat Biswal 
Gyan and Sujata Patnaik 
Surya and Leena Sahu 
Satish Kumar 
Bhudeep and Munmun Patnaik 
Alok Praharaj 
Jacob Patnaik 
Hosensu Sahoo 
Bhakta Rath 
Gyana Bohidar 
Pramod Mohanty(RM) 
Ramesh Sahoo 
Soumyajit Rath 
Anup Bakshi 
Krishna Behera 
Bala and Nirlipta Dixit 
Shivasis Hota 
Sradhanand Mishra 
Akshay Parija 
Sitakantha and Kalpana Dash 
Purna and Gopa Pattnaik 
Aditya Samal 
Uma and Shanti Mishra 
Gautam Patnaik 
Devi and Sarojini Mishra 
Bhagabat and Pushpalaxmi Sahu 
Sishir and Krishna Senapati 
Sujay and Geeta Singh 

Kirti Mohapatra 
Ravijeet Das 
Manaranjan and Minati Pattnaik  
Dhirendra and Madhumita Kar 
Chitta and Namita Das 
Somdutt Behuria 
Kalyan Rath 
Radhakanta and Geeta Mishra 
Panchanan Satpathy 
Sabyasachi Mahapatra 
Anjali /Ramesh Mishra 
Ghanashyam Mishra 
Dr. Ramprasad Patnaik 
Priya Darshan Patra 
Anup Behera 
Lalatendu Mohapatra 
Sanjay Singh 
Tapan Padhi 
Pramoda Mohapatra 
Sadhu 
Kirtan Behera 
Bijay and Pratima Das 
Dr. Sangita, Jyoti Pradhan 
Shubasish and Tuli Mohanty 
Anonymous 
Prashant Ranabijuli 
Pradeep Mohapatra 
Anil Pattanaik 
Ashutosh Dutta 
Gagan and sabita Panigrahi 
Santosh Das 
Sunil Sabat 
Sushant Satpathy 
Amiya Nayak 
Dr. Anjalika & Surya Pattnaik 
Dr. Brundabana and Renu 
Panigrahi  
Triloki & Annapurna Pandey 
Sandeep and Nisha Biswal 
Pradeep and Rajashree Tripathy 
Gopal and Reva Mohapatra
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With Best Compliments to 

OSA 

on this occasion of 

First Global Odisha 

Conference and 46th Annual 

Convention 

Chhotray Family, Centerville, 

VA 

Shantanu, Jhinu, Shilpi, Shriya 

 

 

With Best Compliments to 

OSA 

on this occasion of 

First Global Odisha 

Conference and 46th Annual 

Convention 

Das Family, Dayton, MD 
Naresh, Bigyani, Bagmi, 

Mrunali, Shashwati 
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With Best Compliments to OSA 

on this occasion of 

First Global Odisha Conference and 46th Annual 

Convention, July 1-4, 2015 

Ruchi Masala, Odisha 
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  The Odisha Society of the Americas, New England Chapter 

(OSANE) 

 

Welcome  
To 

OSA Convention 2016  
in  

Boston, Massachusetts 
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