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			FROM THE EDITOR’S DESK
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			Kanak Hota holds a Ph.D. in English literature. Her work explores the impact of indegenous forms of writing on emergent English fictions of the Subcontinent. She covers literary festivals, classical Indian dance recitals and music renditions for the Indian diaspora in the Chicagoland area. An independent researcher, she writes both in English and Odia.

			Before moving in to the US she was teaching English literature at BJB College, Bhubaneswar, Khallikote College, Berhampur and Govt College, Bhawanipatna.

		

		
			Dear Friends

				The annual convention of the Orissa Society of the Americas (OSA), one of the biggest cultural extravaganzas outside of Orissa, celebrates the vibrant traditions in our art, music, dance, drama, and literature that forge our collective identity as Odias. The souvenir which commemorates the occasion is a tribute to our widely eclectic globalized existence. The anthology contains reflective and realistic pieces of writing from seasoned as well as young Odias. As the writings show, the generation transplanted and acculturated with their adopted homeland – the Americas – is torn between the two homes. For Odias living far from their homeland, “Odia”, the language, is the most intimate aspect of their self-expression. Besides food, classical Odissi dance and such tangible symbols as the Shree Mandira or the Dhauli Shanti Stupa, the unequivocal symbols of Odisha’s unique heritage, our identity is verbally articulated through our speech and writing. We must congratulate all the writers who have contributed their Odia writings to the souvenir. This, however, does not mean that writing in English makes us less authentic Odias. 

				In a rapidly changing world with seamless transmission of knowledge, there exists nonetheless a threat to the preservation and promotion of our native language. In the global context the fate of Odia is no less challenged than any other minority language. English was the essential tool of success and the precious cultural capital of upward mobility for India emerged out of a long period of British colonization. The story is not different now. 

				Coming to the younger generation integrated to the socio-cultural fabric of the Americas, who rarely speak Odia, lead a chorus, a science or debate team in school, read “The Great Gatsby,” “The Color Purple,” or “The Jungle” most often have a pedestrian view of the Odia language. The older generation needs to familiarize them with Odia masterpieces like “Paraja,” “Malajahna,” and “Sri Radha”- products of cultural cross-pollination, through periodic discussions which they would love to listen.  Fakira Mohan Senapati’s “Sabhya Jamidar,” a spoof of the urbanite nouveau riche, can inspire equal amounts of laughter as any other comic satire from Western literature. 

				We congratulate novelist Pratibha Ray, a consummate storyteller, for receiving the prestigious Jnanpith Award for her extraordinary contribution to Indian literature. Ray demystified Draupadi of Mahabharata, made her a woman of flesh and blood who defies the monumental hurdles imposed by the patriarchy and asks for dignity and freedom of choice in “Jagyaseni”.  

				I must thank Piyush Swain, the lead of the souvenir team, for providing the logistics for communicating , compiling, printing, and distributing the souvenir. I thank Salil Mishra , Sarada Mahapatra, Sarita Parida, and Minakshi Panigrahy for their support. Finally, I express my gratitude to Gyana Patnaik, convener of OSA 2013, for believing in me. I am humbled by the great responsibility entrusted upon me. I may be excused for any inadvertent lapses.  

			Thank You!

			Dr. Kanak Hota, Chicago
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			MESSAGE FROM PRESIDENT, ORISSA SOCIETY OF AMERICAS
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			Dear OSA Family,

			Our much-awaited 44th OSA convention is finally here! As you all know, back at home we grew up celebrating thirteen festivals in twelve months (Bara Mase Tera Jatra), in the new land we have adjusted to the demands of life and try to compress all our jatras into one - our annual OSA convention. I am delighted to welcome you all to the 2013 OSA convention to be held during July 4 – 6, 2013 at the Westin, Lombard, in western suburb of Chicago. We the OSA officials were delighted when Jhara Das, the President of OSA Chicago chapter brought the proposal to hold this year’s convention in Chicago and after a year’s patient waiting, here we are in the windy city to enjoy the fruits of their labor. 

			My sincere appreciation goes to each of the members of the OSA Chicago chapter and the 2013 Convention Organizing Committee led by Gyana Patnaik for all their hard work, commitment and dedication in organizing this amazing convention. For the first time in OSA’s 44-year history, the celebration will be for three days, starting with an Odisha development day on 4th of July, followed by inauguration on 5th of July and packed with exciting and colorful programs, celebrations, and fellow feeling. I must say it is easier to do ten Odia weddings than one convention where 1000-1200 people come together under one roof for three full days sharing every moment together totally saturated with feasts and festivals. Congratulations and a big thanks you to our host OSA Chicago.

			The theme of this year’s convention is Bidesha Matire Odia Santana Uccha Rakha Tume Odisha Ra Mana - Oh Children of Odisha in the foreign land - Keep your motherland’s pride alive! This sentiment was one of the salient features of our own vision for the OSA when we took office in July 2011 in Dallas, Texas. We have focused on three aspects of that vision – reaching out to the Odia community, collaborating with our state in Odisha and reaching out to the second generation Odias spread out in every corner of North America.

			We are proud to announce that we are 1000-member families organization and more than 200 life members and 5-year members have joined OSA over last 2 years, largest increase in OSA’s 44 year history. When we took office, our organization had a permanent membership of less than 800 families and our goal was to reach at least the 1000 mark. I am very happy to report that we are there and still striving to go further. In this effort I would like to thank all the members of my team, especially Sushant Satpathy, our treasurer who have worked hard not only to increase OSA membership but also persuade our life members to upgrade their membership to patrons and benefactors. It has been gratifying for me to persuade the younger members of our community to join our organization. I want to express my gratitude to those of them who have heeded to my request and have become life members. This has reduced the average age of our membership from the 50s to 40s. It is definitely a welcoming development for OSA.

			During our tenure in office, we targeted to work to improve the Higher education in Odisha. We took the initiative to appoint a committee on Higher Education and worked with them steadily to organize activities on Higher Education opportunity for students and faculty in Odisha in this country and to collaborate with the leaders of Higher Education in Odisha. We organized a symposium in Vani Vihar in Dec 2011 and last year, in Dec 2012 took a delegation of administrators and academicians from the United States to the Ravenshaw University and to Sambalpur. There has been wide appreciation of our efforts and there are already four- five students inspired by our symposia, are studying at the various Institutes and Centers of Higher Education in this country. One of the exciting developments spearheaded by Prof. Chitta Baral was the promotion of the Buddhist heritage in Odisha. Following a successful symposium on Buddhist Heritage in Odisha at the OSA 2012 in Seattle, the department of Tourism of the Odisha state government organized an international Buddhist Symposium from Feb 1- 4, 2013 to showcase the Buddhist treasures of Odisha. It was interesting to see the collaboration between private and public sectors in promoting Buddhist Heritage initiative spearheaded by OSA. Several hundred Buddhist scholars and government officials attended this international symposium from neighboring countries such as Nepal, Tibet, Burma, Korea, Japan and China. Now I am happy to inform that the Odisha government has already asked the IIT Bhubaneswar to initiate an Archeology program in order to do serious research on the Buddhist heritage and culture of Odisha. 

			Another aspect of our vision has been to transcend various barriers and build bridges across generations, channeling our services for passing our beautiful Odia culture and heritage to our next generation. One way to achieve this goal has been to increase awareness of OSA among the second generation Odias and enthuse them to become members of our organization. We have been quite successful in reaching out to our youth and a large number of second generation Odias from all over the country have joined our society as life members. I am glad to see many second generation young men and women taking lead in organizing youth focus of the convention and make it unique for all of us. My heartfelt thank you to the convention team, OSA Chicago chapter leadership and all the Odia families for their support for this event. We still have ways to go, and my sincere appeal to you all is that you ask your successful sons, daughters, son-in-laws and daughter-in-laws to join OSA and make it an even more vibrant organization. My experience has been that if we want to succeed in this society, we have to build bridges and coalitions with like-minded people and make our own culture and contributions visible to the larger society.

			We have been very fortunate in persuading our youth to take leadership roles in spearheading various OSA activities. The young people of California have organized a retreat in Santa Barbara during the Memorial Day weekend in September. I can happily say that in their hands, our future is bright. Here I want to single out the heroic contributions made by Nick Patnaik, a former OSA president and our past general counsel, and Esha Bandopadyay Dash, the present general counsel, a bright young attorney who have spent innumerable hours in revising our OSA constitution. Other youth members such as Sanjiv Behera and Barnali Dasverma among others have joined them as part of the constitution committee. 

			In conclusion, I want to emphasize that our society has done well. Since its inception in 1969 our organization, the OSA, has achieved a lot. It has responded to the ups and downs in our Odia diasporic community. But now in its 44th year, it has acquired maturity and stability that it can build and grow on the strength of our society at large. We have reached the 1000 member families but that is just a fraction of the large number of Odias who are spread out in different parts of North America. We have tried hard to come this far and we are passing the baton in very able hands of Tapan Padhi and his team to move it forward. The key is to involve the younger people in all our activities and encourage them to participate more vigorously in the OSA affair. 

			It has been my privilege and honor to serve you all. I want to thank each one of you for the support you have given my team and me. Please continue to support OSA to take it to greater heights.

			With warmest regards,

			Annapurna Pandey

			President, OSA (2011-2013)

		

		
			MESSAGE FROM CONVENOR, OSA 2013 CONVENTION, CHICAGO

		

		
			[image: Gyan.jpg]
		

		
			Dear Friends,

			Namaskar.

			It is with immense pleasure, on behalf of fellow Odias of greater Chicagoland, I welcome our esteemed guests and fellow Odias to our 44th OSA Convention. Since last September, our local people are working toward the Convention by making meticulous planning and paying attention to all the details. Our numerous weekends as well as weekdays meetings, conference calls, quick huddles, practice sessions and follow ups have brought out the best in all of us. 

			As overseas Odias, we take incredible pride in our root, our culture and heritage. In addition to preserving and promoting, we also take persistent effort to inculcate those in our next generation who are born and brought up in North America. We are profoundly grateful to the founding parents who had put tremendous and tireless effort to create this noble organization OSA to give us an identity in our adopted land far away from our Motherland Odisha. Now it is our turn, to make steady and sincere effort  to engage our next generation for the cause of Odisha so they will have a good understanding about their roots, proud language, glorious history, rich heritage and dignified tradition. Keeping it in mind, this year, the theme of our Convention is, “Bidesha Matira Odia Santana, Rakha Tume Odisha Ra Maana”. Working closely with our younger folks, we have tried to inspire and energize them. One of the evenings cultural program is planned and executed by younger crowd. Our emcees are making tremendous stride to make the announcements in Odia. Most of our convention teams have a good number of younger generation to give us a blend of representation. Our goal to engage younger generation is not just confined to annual Convention but far beyond. We like to see our younger crowd, getting more involved in local Chapter activities by participating and eventually arranging Ganesh Puja, Saraswati Puja, Kumar Purnami, pic-nic, musical evenings and dance programs etc. This endeavor will be the stepping stone to know our culture and eventually being a part and partial of it. 

			Our sincere thanks to our proud sponsors without whose generous contribution it would have been a herculean task to think of holding convention of such a magnitude. 

			Let us enjoy our well planned Odisha development symposium, entertaining Cultural Programs and thought provoking seminars. 

			While working on various events, if any of us unknowingly or knowingly has caused distress to anyone please forgive us with a broad, generous Odia heart.

			Sincerely,

			Gyana Patnaik

			Convener, 44th OSA Convention

		

		
			MESSAGE FROM CO-CONVENORS, OSA 2013 CONVENTION, CHICAGO

		

		
			[image: Tarani%20Bhai%20Updated.jpg]
		

		
			[image: SKK7.JPG]
		

		
			Dear Friends,

			 

			On behalf of the Odia families of Chicago, we warmly welcome you to the 44th annual OSA Convention! Over a century ago, here in Chicago Swami Vivekananda first introduced our culture and philosophy to the West, with the simple phrase “Sisters and brothers of America!” Once more, we welcome our Odisha brothers and sisters in a re-introduction and re-invigoration of our shared heritage, and thank you for joining us. 

			 

			The theme of this year’s convention is “Bidesh Matira Odia Santana, Ucha rakha Odishara Maana”. Whether in high school, college, graduate school, or the work force, the future of our organization lies with our youth. To us, empowering the youth has meant finding ways to inspire the next generation to engage with the future of OSA. From our Youth Cultural Program, to our many engaging seminars led and organized by our young adults, to the first-ever OSA National Community Service project to be held at the Jagannath Temple in Aurora, I hope that both the younger and older generations are moved to work together to promote the growth of our heritage.

			Above all, I hope that you have fun spending time with one another here in Chicago. Serving as co-convener for this convention has been an immense joy and blessing, and my sole wish is that everyone enjoys themselves as much as I have been. So join us for dance,  music, food, competitions, chai and late night mehfils, and let’s celebrate and show our youth what it means to be an Odia!

			Thank you and best wishes!

			Sarj Khandai

			Co‐Convener, OSA 2013

			Dear friends, 

			Thank you all for attending the 44th OSA Annual Convention and being part of such a wonderful experience. 

			There is nothing more powerful than when people of Odia origin from different parts of USA and Canada come together to celebrate Odia culture and share ideas, stories, and hope for preserving & promoting our cultural heritage in Americas. 

			We look forward to being your hosts this year.

			Best regards, 

			Tarani Mohapatra

			Co‐Convener, OSA 2013

		

		
			MESSAGE FROM SECRETARY, ORISSA SOCIETY OF AMERICAS
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			June BOG Meeting made me realize that my term as OSA Secretary will be over in the upcoming BOG meeting in Chicago. Asked to myself, what do I do now at 8:30 pm of 1st Sunday of every month?? For a moment as if from Mungeri Lal ke Hasin Sapne, I thought of cancelling my Chicago visit – thinking that might help me in keeping my Secretary job for some more time but soon realized that changes are inevitable - learned from Chinmaya Mission. So instead of wasting time, it would be a smart idea to write a nice farewell message for the souvenir so that people can at least see my name in the souvenir as past secretary.

			This thought of mine took me to the visit of past years and made me realize how exciting the time was for the last two years. Whether working with OSA members to improve communication in the chapter, bringing OSA to Odisha, building network with the people around the globe, reach out to help on behalf of the community, implementing ideas to increase membership, taking OSA to the area where its footprints have started to fade, or exploring new ideas to involve our chapter representatives in OSA’s affair, our team was working every day along with some committed volunteers of North America to find a fix for it. The outcome reflects the contributions and commitment of every member of our team, and it sets forth the OSA’s overarching goals for the last 2 years.

			The experience from past two years as an OSA Official have taught me that we must always keep an eye on the future and frequently look closer at existing programs and services and ask: What needs to be changed?  How can we serve our members better?  How can we bring the community together? How can we make OSA a stronger and larger organization in North America?? And how can we improve OSA’s visibility and take it to the next level? Though our team started with these questions, the scopes of these questions are so large that it needs years to implement it successfully. We have tried our best to answer some of the questions but there is always room for improvement. I am very confident that our successors will do a great job in finding answers to some of these same questions and taking OSA to the next level! 

			Finally, I take this opportunity to welcome all of you to the Chicago Convention and thank all the volunteers for their kind continued help and for being the backbone of the organization with their moral and financial support. I also hope that the long list of volunteers who are serving OSA for years would galvanize our youth into positive direction for the development of our society.

			Thanks,

			Leena Mishra

			Secretary, OSA

		

		
			MESSAGE FROM VICE-PRESIDENT, ORISSA SOCIETY OF AMERICAS
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			Namaskar! 

			It’s my immense pleasure to welcome you all to the 44th OSA convention at The Westin, Lombard, in western suburb of Chicago. The theme of this year’s convention is Bidesha Matire Odia Santana Uccha Rakha Tume Odisha Ra Mana - Oh Children of Odisha in the foreign land - Keep your motherland’s pride alive! The convention will have many eminent guests including the noted social activist Padmashree Tulasi Munda, the eminent writer, Jnanapitha award winner Padmashree Dr. Pratibha Ray, veteran artist, art historian, poet, author, teacher and administrator Dr.Dinanath Pathy, and an internationally respected development thinker, policy maker, telecom inventor and entrepreneur Padma Bhushan Sam Pitroda. The convention cultural program will be embellished by many eminent talents including 2010 Zee Sa Re Ga Ma singing superstar fame, 2010 “The most remarkable voice” title winner Sniti Mishra and Krishna Beura, a very well-known playback singer who has sung songs in commercial Odia and Hindi Cinema. The first day of the convention will focus on The Odisha Development Day which includes Invest Odisha, Higher Education: Opportunities and Challenges for Odisha and Odisha Heritage: Buddhist Heritage – Situating Odisha in the Global Map. The OSA 2013 Convention team is working diligently for a common goal of having a quality and entertaining cultural program for all generations with a diversity of traditional and contemporary art form which connects us to our motherland, productive seminars, a variety of activities, wonderful Bandhu-Milana and much more including a very unique pleasant experience that you will treasure forever.

			OSA takes pride in recognizing and honoring many members for their contributions as well as their achievements in different areas of the OSA community. The winners of the OSA National Awards 2013 are: 1. Distinguished Odia Award: Dr Uma Ballav Mishra, 2. Arun Das memorial Kalashree Award: Dr Birendra Jena 3. Yuva Kala Vikas Award: Ananya Kar, 4. Youth Volunteer Award: Anjana Pati, 5. Meghna Memorial Awards for Creative Writing: Senior Award: Suraj Jena, Runner Up: Rishi Satpathy and Junior Award: Abha Panda, Runner Up: Abhishek Misra, Debanshi Nikita Chowdhury, Saswat Pati, Dev Satpathy, Resha Panda, Triya Mahapatra, and Ariya Mohanty (In no particular order).

			The clock is ticking and saying it’s time to say goodbye. We didn’t even realize the time has gone so quickly.  With our human instincts, my passionate mind is saying, what!...No, I have just began my bonding with my friends across the OSA land. My journey has only started…

			My dream of the vision of MyOSA, which I have planted in my mind has just germinated and have young leaves. We have successfully achieved the core of the vision, making OSA a trustworthy place, youth members taking more interest, giving emphasis on Odia literacy, is now able to become strong and transparent. Last but not least our continuous and determined effort for building the bridge between both the generations and channelizing our services for passing our beautiful Odia culture and heritage to our next generation is still an ongoing process.

			The 2011-2013 OSA Team brought a renaissance to this 44 year old organization. We have tried to contribute our time and had shown our unconditional support to this beautiful organization, which has grown during our tenure in every aspect! The mutual understanding between the national executives, chapter executives and the members has grown tremendously. Today, everybody is welcome to share their opinion and experience to make this organization stronger. We are successful to bring OSA’s visibility outside of USA. OSA has conducted many seminars and workshops which has been helpful and well appreciated. For the first time in OSA history, OSA National has conducted competitions for children in the chapter level to propagate the Odia literacy. Many members have acknowledged this noble endeavor and wish this attempt to continue for the betterment of our future generation. Many youth members had shown immense interest in OSA affairs. 

			The revised version of OSA Awards guideline will be a very valuable, user friendly document. Thanks to many reviewers, well-wishers for their valuable suggestion and input to bring this document to its current form and shape. The OSA Award nomination form was very vague and didn’t meet specific requirements in the past. With the help of the Award committee the new guideline has award specific nomination forms and the new matrix has been created for an accurate evaluation. Thanks to many contributors of this document, specifically the core team member. Finally thanks to OSA Executives and Board of Governors for final review and acceptance of this as formal document for OSA award initiative for now and near future.

			The constitution review committee had spent an enormous amount of time for reviewing and providing valuable suggestions to improve the revised draft constitution and related documents. These suggested changes will definitely add more value to the existing documents. Hope the members find it useful and support the cause.

			Two of the major accomplishments for our team from organizational stand point are financial stability and membership drive. They are really huge and there is nothing compared to that in OSA’s 44 year history! We have close to 1000-families which means during these two years membership would have increased by 25%. Also, addition of $50K+ to OSA’s treasury over last two years would be the most significant contribution to OSA’s financial stability. Now we are all ready to welcome the new OSA executives and pass the baton. All our good wishes to the upcoming team for their willingness to build a better and stronger OSA!

			On behalf of OSA, I would like to take this opportunity to thank everyone who made these two years journey such a success, including the supportive Board of Governors, the generous OSA community, the tireless OSA National Team, and of course my family, whose encouragement and support helped me to do my service diligently. The blessings and good wishes of the entire OSA community helped us to pass this unforgettable journey pleasantly. My heartfelt gratitude goes to all my teammates for giving me the opportunity to work with them. I had a wonderful learning experience through working with them. In spite of my best effort to do the justice to the position I served, please forgive me if I did anything inadvertently that made anybody unhappy.

			Last but not least, I commend the 2013 Convention Organizers and the team for their hard work, dedication and success to put together an amazing entertainment package for your pleasure. I will always cherish the memories of our great journey of organizing the 2013 convention. Hope you all join us and become a part of this historical event!

			With Best Regards,

			Kuku Das

			Vice President, OSA

			Co-Convener, OSA2013

		

		
			MESSAGE FROM PRESIDENT, OSA CHICAGO CHAPTER
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			Namaskar!

			On behalf of the Chicago Chapter of OSA, it gives me great pleasure to welcome you all to the 44th Annual Convention of the Odisha Society of the Americas (OSA).  We look forward to having you as our honored guests and would work towards making your visit enjoyable.

			 

			Chicago, The Windy City of broad shoulders and warm hearts will be hosting the convention.  The Chicago area with over 100+ families are working together to make this a momentous and enjoyable convention. I am grateful to all the sponsors, the donors and the guests for their support and honored with their confidence in us. Support from OSA National and Community leaders as well as fellow members have helped in working towards this goal. I am grateful to our Convener Gyana Patnaik and his team for their dedication, planning and execution and they are working hard towards the success. I am also grateful to all the members of Odia Community (within Chicagoland and without) for their dedication, team work and perseverance who have made this convention a success and enjoyable. This year the Convention is focusing on the next generation of Odia Americans/Canadians. There are programs and event specially geared to them but is going to be enjoyed by all. The young adults will be organizing their own programs and include community work, seminars etc. We also have been honored by the support from the Odia Diaspora from Odisha and the Odisha Government. We are happy to host visitors and guests from Odisha.

			 

			The convention is organized on a resort style, all the events activities are in and around the hotel. This means less time spent on inter event travel, getting lost and more time to relax and enjoy. We have organized unique pre‐convention symposiums, and meetings which will be of interest to everyone. The convention promises to have quality events, Seminars which matter to the Odia American diaspora, speeches, competitions, midnight cruises, great food and exquisite shows. We are also honoring the artistic spirit among the Odias. The Walk of Art and related Art activities will definitely satiate and stimulate the creative senses in everyone. This will be an excellent opportunity for everyone to meet old friends and make new ones. We are making arrangements for harmoniously getting to know others and engage in networking.  Above all this is going to be fun filled convention and the host families are ready. We will have our website osa2013.org, and this magazine to help you cherish your memories.

			 

			We are proud to imbibe the Midwest hospitality spirit with the cordiality of Odias. We welcome you and will make every effort to make this one of the most memorable conventions for you.

			 

			Best Wishes,

			Jhara Das

			President, OSA Chicago Chapter
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			HIGHLIGHTS OF OSA ACTIVITIES (July 2011 – June 2013)

			“Dreams do not work unless you do it. What is your dream? Go ahead and do that.”

			Greetings and welcome to the 44th OSA convention of the Orissa Society of the Americas (OSA) in Chicago. Since we took office in July 2011, we have been very busy doing many things to promote the interest of the Odia Diaspora both here as well as in Odisha. I take this opportunity of outlining some of these activities:

			Humanitarian issues connecting OSA with Odisha and Odias worldwide:

			Flood relief Drive: A couple of months after we were inducted in our offices in 2011, the state of Odisha was hit by severe flood affecting more than 19 districts where over 2.7 million people lost their homes and were without clean drinking water and food. The OSA officials led by Sushant Satpathy, the treasurer of OSA, organized a massive fundraising among the Odias in the United States. We raised about fifteen thousand dollars, which were sent to various relief organizations in Odisha. All power to the OSA volunteers and their families for spearheading and contributing to this project!

			Mr. K. Seshadri Rao’s case: We were mired in an unfortunate death in Boston - Mr. K. Seshadri Rao, a bright and promising 24-year-old young man from Odisha was shot near his apartment in Boston, USA. He was studying Management at Boston University. This tragedy taught me a lesson that despite our common bond and commitment to one another, there are still some people who feel isolated in this highly individualistic society. After hearing about it, we OSA officials reached out to Mr. Rao’s parents in Odisha and the Indian consulate in New York and did whatever we could to console the bereaved family and offer our help to the Indian consulate in bringing the body of the deceased to his family in Odisha. After this tragic incident, one step we have taken is to develop a guideline on our website, Orissa society.org, to help the new arrivals from Odisha to become familiar with the culture of this foreign land. 

			UTD student case: Dallas local community tried to reach out to help the student in a trying situation and raised more than 16K.  OSA and its members participated to help the cause. 

			Donation to the Red Cross Sandy relief fund: Donation to the Red Cross Sandy relief fund: the Hurricane Sandy on the East coast has affected More than 50 million people. OSA BOG voted to donate $1000 from OSA’ s operational income of 2012-2013 budget.

			Established Emergency Fund:  Because of various humanitarian cases and need for OSA’s intervention on behalf of community, 2012 GBM approved to establish a fund of $5K, that can be utilized for these purposes with BOG approval. 

			Jiban Patra case: Jiban Patra was in LA temporarily as part of Piranha Chopra’s team and died of massive heart attack in the hotel. In the ensuing time PC’s team assured to make arrangement to send the body of the deceased to India. Even after one week, as there was no visible progress OSA was involved and many of our members worked together to highlight the plight of the family back in India. Also, we started a fundraising drive to raise funds to send the body and/or help his family. Finally, because of press furor PC’s team arranged to send the body. OSA raised $12K+ for the family and Dr. Kumar Pati has kindly offered employment to Jiban’s wife. 

			Organizational achievements: 

			OSA Membership: We are proud to announce that we are 1000-member families organization and more than 200 life members and 5-year members have joined OSA over last 2 years, largest increase in OSA’s 44 year history. 

			When we took office, our organization had a permanent membership of less than 800 families and our goal was to reach at least the 1000 mark. I am very happy to report that we are there and still striving to go further. In this effort I would like to thank all the members of my team, especially Sushant Satpathy, our treasurer who have worked hard not only to increase OSA membership but also persuade our life members to upgrade their membership to patrons and benefactors. It has been gratifying for me to persuade the younger members of our community to join our organization. I want to express my gratitude to those of them who have heeded to my request and have become life members. This has reduced the average age of our membership from the 50s to 40s. It is definitely a welcoming development for OSA.

			OSA’s Finance: the Treasurer in a separate document provides OSA’s yearly financial report. OSA is a volunteer based organization and is mainly run by volunteers spending countless hours. We are proud to report that we have added 70K to OSA’s balance sheet - largest increase in OSA’s 44 year history

			OSA 2012 Convention in Seattle:  We celebrated the 43rd OSA convention in the beautiful state of Washington in July. It was a gala gathering of about five hundred Odias, both diasporic as well as from Odisha. It was held at the Newport Performing Arts Center, Bellevue and was hosted by the Pacific Northwest chapter of the Odisha Society of the Americas. The highlights of this year’s convention were the pre-convention symposia- the Symposium on Higher Education in Odisha: Challenges & Opportunities; and the symposium on the Buddhist Heritage and knowledge institutions of Odisha, which was a great success. 

			OSA 2013 convention in Chicago: Our much-awaited 44th OSA convention is finally here! As you all know, back at home we grew up celebrating thirteen festivals in twelve months (Bara Mase Tera Jatra), in the new land we have adjusted to the demands of life and try to compress all our jatras into one - our annual OSA convention. I am delighted to welcome you all to the 2013 OSA convention to be held during July 4 – 6, 2013 at the Westin, Lombard, in western suburb of Chicago. We the OSA officials were delighted when Jhara Das, the President of OSA Chicago chapter brought the proposal to hold this year’s convention in Chicago and after a year’s patient waiting, here we are in the windy city to enjoy the fruits of their labor. OSA 2013 convention in Chicago 4-6 July, 2013: The 44th OSA Annual Convention will take place at Westin hotel, Lombard, a west suburb of Chicago from 4th through 7th of July 2013. 

			OSA 2014 Convention by Ohio chapter after 30 years: The last OSA convention in Ohio was in 1984. We are pleased to announce that Ohio is going to host the OSA 2014. Congratulations to Arata Rout, the Ohio chapter president and his team and all the Odias who live in Ohio, We look forward to seeing you all in July 2014. 

			Chapter Relation: Chapter Status Updates. We now have 16 OSA chapters around the country and all the sixteen chapters have been very active in various cultural and educational activities. Thanks to Leena Mishra, the South East chapter led by Sampurna Sravani and the North West chapter led by Subodh Samal have been reenergized and are playing active role in strengthening the OSA community. Kudos to Leena Mishra and her committee for playing an important role in team building.

			For a long time the North West chapter was dormant. We have worked with the young leaders in that area and have made that chapter active. I am happy to report that the present President of Minnesota chapter, Debasis Das is very active in the BOG and I am sure, one of these days, they will host a convention.

			New California Chapter: California became a chapter and was announced at the OSA 2012 in Seattle. Now the chapter members are organizing an election to elect their first set of officials. I am happy to report that many new members are joining OSA from California.

			Awards guidelines revised: We have a revised Award Guideline to make the OSA award selection process more transparent. 

			Draft Convention Guideline: We have revised the convention guideline and will pass on the draft to the incoming team to implement it.

			Draft Chapter Guideline to be adapted to make it model chapter guideline: We have revised the chapter guideline and will pass on the draft to the incoming team to implement it.

			Constitution Revision in progress:  This was a continuation of the 2011 redraft of the OSA Constitution. Although we ratified a new constitution in 2011, it was the intention of the 2009-11 and 2011-13 Executive Committees that we would obtain legal counsel to finalize the draft in the course of the next two years.  A portion of our operating budget had, in fact, been set aside for this purpose.  We are happy to report, however, that our in-house Legal Advisor has completed the revision for us and we have not had to spend OSA funds on outside legal counsel for this task. The draft was presented to members on OSANet and sent to their individual id and there was invitation on OSANet to join Review Committee. Following that a review committee was formed with following members : Sanjiv Behera, Barnali Dasverma, Biswajit Khandai, Amiya Nayak, Deva Pattanayak, Nick Patnaik and Esha Bandyopadhyay (as the Legal Advisor), and Sushant Satpathy (as a representative of the Executive Committee and Board of Governors).  Upon completion of the Committee’s review, the Board of Governors voted upon the changes proposed by the Committee. The revised draft has been submitted for member comments during this 30-day review period. We hope to present the draft during 2013 GBM.

			Champu, Chhanda and Odissi initiative (CCO) and CCO CDs sets produced by OSA:  From the first CCO Karaoke CD produced by OSA we created 200 copies and have sold more than 140 copies and after deducting all costs made $900. The second set of Karaoke CDs under OSA’s banner will be available for sale at the OSA 2013 in Chicago.  To encourage participation at chapter level OSA sponsored CCO competition at some chapters. 13. Odia Language propagation through Let’s Learn Odia and Odia Speech Contest at Chapter Level: On behalf of OSA, our Vice President, Kuku Das has orchestrated an Odia debate event on the occasion of Shree Ganesh Puja. This is a humble attempt to encourage our children from age 7 to 12 to brush up on their spoken Odia language and encourage them to speak in Odia language (propagation of Odia language and culture). It will also help establish better synergy between the OSA National and individual chapters. Many chapters have come forward to incorporate this debate during the local chapter Ganesh Puja event.

			 OSA 2013 Drama Festival: The 2013 drama festival is currently organized under the leadership of Sandip Dasverma. For the first time the inter regional drama festival was held in the Bay area, California. 

			Community Outreach

			International Odissi Festival: OSA proudly sponsored the International Odissi festival held in Odisha in December, 2011. 

			OSA & Odisha

			Odisha Development Day incorporated into 3-days convention: As a sizable majority at the GBM 2012 approved it, OSA convention will be a three-day event and the first day will be a self-sustainable event showcasing Odisha. 

			 OSA Higher Education Opportunity Workshop at the Ravenshaw University on 18th Dec, 2012: In order to reach out to our people back home we have initiated higher education opportunity projects in Odisha. We organized a workshop on the Higher education opportunity at the Utkal University, Bhubaneswar in Dec 2011. This year, we will hold it at the Ravenshaw University on 18th Dec 2012 as well as in Sambalpur University in Dec 2012. At least USA universities will participate in the Higher Education symposium. We had a preliminary Higher Education opportunity symposium at the OSA 2012 in Seattle and it was well attended. It will focus on attracting talented students to apply to the USA in various fields in Arts, Sciences, and Engineering among other subjects and to facilitate opportunities for collaboration between universities in Odisha and the USA.

			The International Buddhist symposium was held at Ratnagiri Feb 1-3, 2013.

			Following a successful symposium on Buddhist heritage in Odisha at the OSA 2012 in Seattle, the Odisha government organized an international Buddhist Symposium from Feb 1-4, 2013 to showcase the Buddhist treasures of Odisha.

			Connected with Odias across the globe: Since we took office, we made a conscious effort to connect with the Odia organizations across the globe sharing all the necessary information about our activities and events.

			Improved communication with members:

			New OSA website: Congratulations to OSA! Thanks to our dynamic new web administrator Bikas Panda, who is working on making the OSA website more interactive. Please visit our new website at orissasociety.org.

			 OSAnet: OSAnet has been revitalized and as its regular readers know it has helped better communication among the OSA members who are very active in participating in different discussions and debates dealing with various issues involving OSA. Since we took office in July 2011, Manoj Padhi from Texas has joined Sunil Sabat as the OSAnet moderator. He has been very active through out the year and I would like to commend him for his exemplary service. Also, OSA website: Congratulations to OSA! Thanks to our dynamic new web administrator Bikas Panda, who is working on making the OSA website more interactive.

			OSA newsletter Utkarsa: OSA newsletter Utkarsa is published quarterly. The OSA editors Sridhar Rana and Julie Acharya Ray  have continued as the editors of Utkarsa. Dr. Babru Samal also joined the team as the Special editor and has put together a special Utkarsa issue focused on “The Immigrant experiences” in March 2012. 

			OSA membership card: When we ask people to join OSA, we are often asked “why? What we get in return?” Our numbers are very small compared to people from other Indian states that may be a compelling reason to stay connected.  There are many benefits and it is on our website. I just want to mention that we have introduced a membership card for our permanent members and we have negotiated discounts from some businesses like hotels, resorts, travel agency, and retailers in Odisha.  Currently, the list is small but we plan to add more over months and years to come and may be some from here. 

			BOG and monthly meetings: We have sixteen OSA chapters and are led by chapter Presidents and vice presidents and other officials. The Chapter Presidents along with the OSA executives are also the Board of Governors - the OSA BOG meetings are held once a month on every first Sunday of the month. OSA executive meetings are held every month on need basis. Apart from that there were frequent meetings for maintaining the optimum health of OSA. It is a wonderful way of communication between all the OSA executives, the Board of Governors and the members of OSA. Also there are regular meetings and email exchanges between OSA executives, committee members and OSA members to discuss OSA, its issues, goals and milestones. 

			Sincerely,

			OSA National Executives (2011-2013)

		

		
			OSA-ODISHA DEVELOPMENT : 2011-2013 REVIEW

		

		
			By Annapurna Pandey, Susant Satpathy, Sukant Mohapatra, Abani Patra, Bikash Pattnaik, Suchitra Pattnaik, Chitta Baral, Dhirendra Kar, OSA EC (2011-13), O-OD/IO/HE/CH Committee and Amiya Nayak 

			(The article was coordinated/communicated by AN, Member, O-OD/IO/HE Committee).

		

		
			Background:

			This article has been based on the OSA-Odisha Development program review from July 2011 through July 2013.  The Committee explored, initiated, developed and executed some of the new ideas related to Odisha Development that may be realistically feasible through continuity by OSA, a socio-cultural and voluntary organization in North America.  However, volunteering, funding, organizing and process logistics were experienced as the most challenging areas within OSA.

			Objectives:

			To create a strategic framework on how to effectively use OSA voluntary systems and resources in support of OSA-organization driven Odisha Development through virtual networks.

			The long term objectives are to promote, facilitate & share ideas/info in various development sectors in Odisha such as: virtual development, invest odisha, higher education, social entrepreneurship, and other developmental information exchanges between North America (USA/Canada) and Odisha (India).

			Social Business Model:

			O-OD is an Innovative Public-Government-Private-Partnership (PGPP) model designed by the O-OD Committee with value added contribution to Odisha oriented development through virtual networks.

			Strategic Resources :

			1. PGPP model through North America-Odisha 		exchanges.

			2. Volunteer Systems (Committee, Teams, 			Development Focus Groups such as: 			Higher Education)

			3. Materials (Drafts, Blueprint; Protocol, Meeting 		Minutes References, Program Outcome 			Evaluation).

			4. Odisha Development Fund (ODF) – Approved by 		OSA EC/BOG (January 2012).  Already In Use.

			5. eGroup (Google):  
	(osa-odisha-development@googlegroups.com) 		(Jan 14, 2012).  Semi-Functional.

			Recommendations by the Committee:

			1.  Re-name OSA-Odisha into OSA-Odisha 			Development (committee and program).

			2.  Re-Orient OSA-Odisha Development mission 		as an OSA Organization-driven and Odisha-			oriented program under OSA name, banner, 		umbrella and platform.

			3.  Sign a Master Memorandum of Understanding 		(M-MOU, 10 year and then perpetual/			open-ended) between OSA and 				Government of Odisha).  Proposed - Odisha 			Development Center, Think Tank, Invest Odisha 		Business Symposium, PGPP Social Business 			Model and OSA Virtual University)

			4.  Identified Top-3 Development Sectors 			(Virtual Development-Conferences, 				Symposia, Workshops & Development 			Information Exchange Networks, Higher 			Education & Social Entrepreneurship.  Other 			development sectors identified were:  			Policy Papers & Think Tank, Technology & Social 		Innovation, Healthcare & Wellness, 	Tourism, 		Women & Children, Agriculture/Food & Natural 		Resources)

			5.  Guidelines & Continuity: OSA needs a well-			defined and documented Information System, 		Policy & Guidelines, before it starts anything.  		Formalization for continuity irrespective of 			the OSA EC’s 2 year voluntary tenure in tandem 		with the prospective committee, volunteers & 		collaborating partners.

			Committee Ideated/Proposed GBM 

			Agenda Items:

			GBM 2012 (approved):  July Symposium  in North America (USA/Canada, rotating places).  

			OSA annual convention will be a 3-day event, and the first day (July 4) to be devoted to symposia (Odisha Development, Invest Odisha, Higher Education, Culture Heritage, and other items).  July 4 day symposia will be coordinated by OSA Convention Team (convener, co-convener), OSA National EC and O-OD/IO/HE/CH Committee. GBM 2013 (to be proposed):  O-OD Committee to be a permanent/continuing feature every 2 years. December Symposium in Odisha, (rotate places). OSA in partnership with GoO/Team Odisha/MSME Dept/HE Dept/Tourism Dept  and other organizations may co-organize a one-day symposia in Odisha covering July 4 symposia’s Odisha Development themes, proceedings and minutes.

			OSA-Odisha Higher Education Symposia Organized by HE Committee & Partners:

			-	Workshop on Higher Education and Research 		Opportunities in North American Universities, 

				December 22, 2011, Vani Vihar, Utkal University, 		Bhubaneswar, Odisha.

			-	First Symposium on Higher Education in Odisha-		Challenges & Opportunity-2012, 

				July 4, 2012, 42nd convention, Seattle, 			Washington, USA.

			-	Odisha Higher Education Open House-2012, Dec. 		18, 2012, Ravenshaw University, Cuttack, Odisha.

			-	Odisha Higher Education-Opportunities & 			Challenges: July 4, 2013, 44th Convention, 			Chicago, IL, USA.

			Proposed/Planned Items:

			A. Odisha Development Day (Invest Odisha-			Business & Entrepreneurship; Higher Education-		Opportunities & Challenges; Culture Heritage-		ReDevelopment : July 4, OSA 2013 Convention, 		Chicago.

			B.  ODF: to grow and make it sustainable.

			C.  OSA Trust/Foundation/Endowment Fund: 			being brain-stormed and discussed. For org 			sustainability.

			D. OSA-GoO M-MOU + OD/HE/IO Agreement:  			Proposed, drafted and being pursued.

			OSA History of the Future:

			To Continue the O-OD program, a part of OSA’s Constitutional Preamble, Vision and Mission.  

			OSA can create a future legacy through new generations, Odisha Development, OSA Development, the creation of an OSA Trust/Foundation/Endowment Fund in North America, and by formalizing a Master-MOU with the GoO and by partnering with Odisha and its people.

			References:

			1.  OSA-Odisha Development.  By Annapurna Devi 		Pandey & The O-OD Committee/Team.  

				The Journal of The Orissa Society of the 			Americas, 2012 Souvenir Issue, Pages C13-14, 

				43rd Annual OSA Convention, July 5-7, 2012, 		Seattle, Washington, USA.

			2.  OSA Website (http://www.orissasociety.org/) : 		 O-OD, IO, HE and CH webpages.

		

		
			OSA Regional Drama Festival - a Recap of 4 years 

		

		
			By   Sandip K. Dasverma 

		

		
			History:  

			OSA Odia Regional Drama Festival (RDF) will complete 5 years in 2013.  RDF was  introduced in 2008  when the author was in OSA National Executive,  2007-2009*.  The first RDF was staged in the year 2009 in Michigan by OSA Michigan Chapter. It was titled Northern Regional Drama Festival.  In four years 2009, 2010, 2011 and 2012, we have held thirteen drama festivals where forty four dramas were presented. (See attached List). Initially, as per an OSA national executive resolution in 2008, SriGopal Mohanty was appointed as the sole Coordinator to organize RDF in different regions of North America. In 2010 at his initiative, a three member Coordination Committee was formed consisting of: Sandip K. Dasverma, Sri Gopal Mohanty and Brajendra Panda (Chair).  This was confirmed by a resolution of OSA General Body Meeting at Dallas Convention, 2011. At the end of 2011, Sri Gopal Mohanty withdrew from the Committee but remained an active advisor.  In 2012, Brajendra Panda also retired from the team. In Seattle convention of 2012, two great drama lovers Priyadarshi Dash and Priyaranjan Mohapatra were nominated to the drama Coordination Committee with Sandip Dasverma, as Chair.   

			Over years, four flexible regions have been identified: Eastern, Northern/ North Eastern, Central/ Northern(Chicago) and South Western. There have always been attempts to cover other areas. We are eagerly eyeing on Atlanta and surroundings and the Pacific Coast. A most successful and promising development was this year’s Pacific South Western RDF held for the first time at Woodside, CA. It is also hoped that a RDF will be held soon in the Atlantic South Eastern region at Charlotte, NC. Three more RDFs are also due to happen, one at Toronto, Canada, the other two at Boston, MA  and Austin, TX in September, 2013.   

			Concept: 

			The original concept of Regional Drama Festival was:

			1.      To revive the community contact via visiting families from outside the area and staying with host families of the visited area, like initial OSA convention days. 

			2.       To hold low cost regional mini-OSA gatherings, so as to enhance comradery among members and friendship among kids of the families in different neighboring states & chapters in the region.

			3.      To develop inherent and latent drama skills (acting, script writing, prop preparation, music etc.) in a region.  

			4.      To promote leadership growth via organizing a multi-chapter event.

			Subsequently from experience we have added another two goals:

			1.      To encourage participation of kids so as to exposed them to Odia language and culture.

			2.      To ensure that visiting teams are each offered 5 to 10 minutes for program of their kids. 

			In summary, the objective of RDF is to develop a closer relation among communities of people from Odisha residing in a region, through a festival with a special focus on drama.

			Current Status: 

			In its fifth year RDF is in the verge of a takeoff, with 46 dramas staged in multiple regions, including two this year. The overall experience indicates that RDF has become part of an event of the host Chapter in order to make it financially viable as well as to attract a larger audience. This approach is becoming successful. The initial sluggishness in implementing RDF is withering away and community members in various regions are getting more and more interested and enthused.  Members newly initiated into drama seem to enjoy the freshness and novelty of drama world. In due course families, at least in participating Chapters, are developing rapport among themselves. The expected interest, that RDF was to generate in OSA, is already surfacing.

			Benefits accrued:

			1.     An Odiadrama Yahoogroup(odiadramagroup@yahoogroups.com) has been formed connecting the Odia drama enthusiasts all over North America. It is a discussion group to monitor, assess RDF and brings ideas for the future.

			2.      A few Odia drama playwrites are emerging in NA,often depicting the American experience, for instance, Gagan Panigrahi of Toronto, Manoj Mohapatra and Salil Mishra of Chicago, Birendra Jena of Cleveland, Swapnalata Rath(Mishra) of MI.  Dr. Birendra Jena has already published a collection of plays – “ Dura Pahada O Anyanya Nataka”.  He mentions in its forward, specifically that his difficulty in finding script to take part in RDF led him to write them.

			3.      OSA Conventions rotate from city to city of different areas and are relatively expensive to attend and thus cannot provide opportunity for many to attend these on a regular basis. RDF plays a complementary role to fill the vacuum and provides opportunity for interacting with other members in a region and participating in cultural activities. As a consequence new community leaders are sprouting. 

			4.      The contacts during RDF, between people living in the neighboring states is creating release of positive energy, initiatives and communications, leading to various other initiatives. e.g. 

			a.       Odia Poetry reading via conference calls. 

			b.      Odia Poetry reading in Radio program in NJ/NY via conference call or skype.

			c.       Publication of an Odia magazine “Pratishruti” from North America, etc.    

			Lessons Learned:

			1.      It is very difficult to have a drama when the participants live more than 30 min apart.  Though some have taken the innovative step like doing voicing remotely, during rehearsals – the flavor of acting while being present in the same physical space, is still far superior. So it seems, to have the drama team in one city or within half hour driving distance, is a relevant constraint. 

			2.      The experience when people stay overnight with local families are way better than, when they come and go back the same day. The bonds of even an overnight stay is long lasting.

			3.      All festivals should have children participation, to keep the kids excited, involved and part of parent’s cultural life and milieu. 

			4.      The drama festivals can’t be held in cities, where population of Odia families is 50 or less, because of shortage of audience. Most halls have a capacity of 200 or more. Costs are of course additional constraint, as of now.

			5.     The RDFs in North/North East should be preferably held before October 15th.  This helps avoid snow storms. Two festivals scheduled in November already suffered for this reason, as the visiting teams could not come  to Easetern RDF in 2011 (NJ) & 2012(Washington DC). 

			A few issues:

			Two issues are coming up which need to be addressed for sustainability of RDF. 

			1.      Cooperation and commitment of Chapter Presidents in RDF

			2.      Financial grant to OSA Chapters for RDF and their viability.

			1. Cooperation and Commitment of Chapter Presidents for RDF

			The core of RDF success is in the hands of the OSA Chapter Presidents. But for their complete cooperation & support RDF would not have come this far.  

			They are the key figures in the OSA organization and should be credited overwhelmingly for the success of RDF. 

			Realizing their importance and remembering the fact that they are elected, it is urged that they consider RDF to be PART of Chapter activities just like Kumar Purnima, Saraswati Puja etc.  For smooth operations and cost effectiveness the following steps are most helpful and should be taken as far as possible:

			●	Select a RDF coordinator early who is enthusiastic and proactive.

			●	Before beginning of each year give calls to the other chapters Presidents in the      region and decide a mutually convenient date & location (city and chapter).

			●	The reservation of a hall in time, preferably six months in advance so that it is easy to get a good but adequately priced (rents vary widely) hall and it gives enough time to out of town teams to organize. Decide it (i) between February -April for holding the Festival the Fall season and (ii) by the end of October for holding it in the spring season.

			●	Allow enough practice time and patience in order to encourage new participants to join who are necessary for sustenance of RDF in future.

			2. Financial grant from OSA National to Chapters for RDF and viability:

			●	The finances are a matter of concern for some small chapters. So far the festivals are being done by the Chapters along with one of their regular programs – thus the costs ($2000 on average) are absorbed by the local Chapters, except $500 grant from OSA National.  

			●	It will be a good idea if OSA raises these grants to $1000 by raising special funds. Chapters can sell Ad spaces in their brochures & raise donations from the local enthusiasts for the rest.

			●	OSA grants are a way of encouraging events which will expose new participants/ members to OSA activities, similar to conventions.  

			●	OSA national executives would like to have around five, new Life /Five year members for each festival  which we think is a fair expectation.

			●	Attempts should be made to have a general insurance in OSA National – so each chapter does not have to buy a separate insurance coverage for the hall. OSA National President & RDF organizing Chapter President can co-ordinate and save significant costs.

			●	A goal of RDF is to make it  self financed with some consistent support, like OSA convention today  via Ads and sponsorship.   

			Relevant info: 

			1.      If you are a small town-er, with a few other Odia families around – you should visit nearest RDF first as a visitor/audience. Then you can form your own drama team from among neighbors.  RDF is open to all, even those who are not members of OSA. 

			2.      When you and your few friends, are ready to stage a drama, help in getting a script (fit for number of female and male actors enthusiasts available in your area), dress (e.g. a Odisha constable’s uniform) or sound (like a typical sound of cycle rickshaw in a Cuttack street), are only a phone call or e-mail away.  Info is available with the experienced group members, who are eager to share their expertise.  You contact them via the “Odia Drama Group” odiadramagroup@yahoogroups.com, to access resources, seek help or share problems to be resolved.

			(*Note: Some time in July 2007, after Detroit convention, we stayed at SriGopal babu’s home to visit nearby Nigra Falls. While there, the RDF bug was in my mind and I discussed with him. He liked it. Subsequently, OSA junior most OSA office came my way - completely unexpectedly. I had a chance to give shape to my dream project. SriGopal babu after Toronto convention, agreed to coordinate it. The rest as they say is history).
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			Dear Friends,

			Namaskar!

			Welcome to Windy City, Chicago! I am delighted to welcome you to 44th OSA Convention. The convention organizing team has planned it well for all attendees to make your time enjoyable and memorable.  We don’t want it to be best convention ever; we just want you to feel welcome be at home. Relax, enjoy and have fun! 

			Bird’s Eye View of OSA’s Organizational Growth (2011-2013) 

			Like any member organization, OSA’s strength lies with numbers both in terms of its membership as well as financials.  A growing organization reflects the value it provides to its members in general and the community at large. It is my pleasure to report that organization has seen significant growth on both these counts over last two years.

			Membership

			Today OSA has close to 1000-member families and in last two years nearly 200-families have joined OSA as permanent members or 5-year members and that is more than 25% increase in total number of members excluding annual members in the span of 2-years! 

			Membership Category	As of July’2011	As of June 10th, 2013	Increase in Permanent 

											Members (June 10th, 2013)

			Life Members		            655		806			151

			Benefactors		              28		  41			  13

			Patrons			              50		  51			    1

			5 Year Members		              21		  53			  32

			Annual Members		              64		  33			  		

			TOTAL			            818		984			197

			In a community like ours it takes a village, I acknowledge the tremendous effort of many individuals in getting or facilitating new members; all OSA officials, Chapter leaders during our time and several members in our community played vital role without whose help we could not have achieved this milestone.

			 

			OSA’s Financial Status

			OSA’s financial position has improved considerably due to 3 reasons:  increase in membership, substantial surplus from 2012 convention because of prudent management of convention finance and membership upgrade by many members who contributed to help OSA gain its financial footing. 

			Changes in balance September, 2011 to May, 2012

			Total Balance (as of 05/31/2012)		$130,916.39

			Subtract Total Balance(as of 09/01/2011)	$105,686.55

			Net Increase					$25,229.84

			* The total balance includes convention advance. During this time we added 105 new members: 82 life members, 21 5-year members and 2 benefactor members. 

			Changes in financial status June, 2012 to May, 2013

			Total Balance (as of 05/31/2013)		$187,329.77

			Subtract Total Balance(as of 09/01/2011)	$130,916.39

			Net Increase					$56,,413.38

			* The total balance includes convention advance and $12,329.54 for JP Fund. We have added 89 new life/5-year members; 71 life members and 18 5-year members (more to join).  12 members upgraded to become benefactors and 4 upgraded to become patrons. 

			Cumulative change of balances Sept, 2011 to May, 2013

			Total Balance (as of 05/31/2013)		$187,329.77

			Subtract Total Balance(as of 09/01/2011)	$105,686.55

			Net Increase					$81,643.22

			Subtract  Jiban Patra Fund			$12,329.54

			Net Increase excluding JP Fund		$69,313.68

				In the span of less than 2 years we have added net $70K to OSA’s balances and may be the largest increase in OSA’s history! I can assure you because of the changes in perception regarding organization and its role for the community the best time is yet to come.

			Community Outreach (2011-2013)

				Over last 2 years we undertook many special projects as part of community outreach. I want to thank you for your hand written notes and words of appreciation that helped reinforce my belief regarding our community. During this period we were together for efforts like 2011 floods in Odisha, Boston University student case, UTD student and Jiban Patra case and together we raised ~$30K for different causes. 

				To effectively address issues arising out of sudden humanitarian needs, 2012 GBM approved to create ‘Emergency Fund’ of $5K and now its stands at $7K due to generous support from Dr. Ramesh & Anjali Misra of Michigan. As the next step of this transition process as part of the 2013 Constitution review I had submitted a proposal to establish ‘OSA Foundation’; a virtual organization with separate structure to take on community outreach work on humanitarian ground.  Because of time constrain we could not include it in the constitution draft and I hope to see the discussion on this proposal to continue and idea to crystallize in coming months and years.  

				Nothing can be done alone and it is fun to work as a team and I was fortunate to have our President Annapurna Pandey, VP Kuku Das and Secretary Leena Mishra as part of this team; their unstinted support and unconditional help made everything seem achievable. We could not have achieved these goals without our president spending time and efforts in membership drive, fund raising, reaching out to many in the community. I applaud her faith in our 2nd gen Odias and her constant effort to involve them in OSA affairs. We need to continue that for a healthy and prosperous OSA. 

				We are ready to pass the baton to incoming team under the leadership of Tapan Padhi, Sikhanda Satpathy, Sabita Panigrahi and Prashant Ranabijuli and cheer them as they take OSA to new heights.  I request everyone to extend their full support to the incoming team as you have done for ours. Finally, we are leaving OSA much stronger; both organizationally and financially than we took in. I salute you all for your goodwill and support during these two years. I always had trust in you and at the end we came through.  I express my humble gratitude for your support and best wishes. 

				Many thanks and regards,

			Sushant Satpathy

			Treasurer, OSA (2011-2013) 

			OSA Account Statement as of 05/31/2012

							Amount		Income/ Expense Category 

			Opening Balance  (9/1/2011)			

				Checking A/C #1	$7,830.07		

				Checking A/C #2	$0.00		

					  CD #1		$25,631.81		

					  CD #2		$62,224.67		

			Convention Advance Recv.	$10,000.00		

			Total				$105,686.55		

						

			Receipts 			$10,000.00	2011 Convention Advance - Return

							$1,560.00	Annual Membership  *

							$712.42	2011 Convention Surplus *

							$2,775.00	OSA Fee *

							$402.00	Donation *

							$497.50	Interest Income *

							$1,300.00	Donation - Rebuild OSA Fund **

							$13,114.12	Flood Relief Donations****

							$1,000.00	Donation - Odissi Festival ****

							$250.00	Donation - Odisha Development Fund ( ODF ) 

							$20,550.00	OSA Life, 5-year and Benefactor Membership ***

							$1,500.00	Donation - Awards*

						

			Payments 			$10,000.00	2012 Convention Advance

							$2,500.00	Regional Drama Festival  *

							$412.08	Administrative ( Fees , Postage etc) *

							$13,114.12	Flood Relief Disbursement and Expense****

							$1,000.00	CCO CD *

							$1,000.00	Odissi Festival****

							$105.00	Higher Ed - Expense - ODF Fund

							$200.00	Website *

							$100.00	Awards *

						

			Closing Balance ( 05/31/2012)	$130,916.39		

			Remarks

			*      Items marked are operational income or expense 			

			**    Items marked will be transferred to fixed deposit/ CD  ( donations to ‘Rebuild OSA Fund’)			

			***  Items marked will be transferred to fixed deposit/ CD except $1600 from 2 Benefactor Memberships . 	        $1600 has been added to operational income. 			

			**** Donations for Flood Relief and Odissi Festival were collected and disbursed separately			

						

			Account Balances as of 05/31/2012

					Checking A/c #1 	$13,955.00w

					Checking A/c #2	$18,607.41

						CD  #1		$25,696.03		

						CD  #2		$62,657.95		

			Convention Advance Receivable	$10,000.00		

			Total Balance (as of 05/31/2012)	$130,916.39		

			Total Balance(as of 09/01/2011)	$105,686.55		

			Net Increase				$25,229.84		

						

			Balances under different funds 	

			ODF 					$145.00

			Odisha Development-(OSA2010 

			Convention Directive  for the 50%

			of surplus due to chapter)		$3,839.50 

			- Sushant Satpathy, 

			Treasurer, OSA (2011-2013) 

		

		
			OSA Account Statement as of 05/31/2013 (unaudited)

		

		
							Amount		Income/ Expense Category 

			Opening Balances as of 06/01/2012

					Checking A/c #1 	$13,955.00

					Checking A/c #2	$18,607.41 

						CD  #1		$25,696.03 

						CD  #2		$62,657.95

			Convention Advance Receivable	$10,000.00 		

			Total Balance (as of 06/01/2012)	$130,916.39 		

						

			Receipts 				$10,000.00	2012 Convention Advance - Return*

								$19,127.53	2012 Convention Income*

								$1,690.00	Annual Membership  *

								$2,370.00	OSA Fee*

								$5,900.00	Membership Upgrade *

								$18,730.00	OSA new Life and 5-year Membership **

								$500.00	Donation *

								$372.60	Interest Income from CD/FDs *

								$450.00	Donation - OSA Development Fund **

								$150.00	2013 Convention Donation*

								$500.00	Awards *

								$1,986.24	CCO Fund ( donations and CD sale)***

								$2,000.00	Emergency Fund ***

								$3,580.00	Odisha Development Fund ( ODF )***

								$835.15	UTD student ***

								$12,329.54	Jiban Patra Fund ***

			Payments 				$10,000.00	2013 Convention Advance*

								$150.00	2013 Convention Donation*

								$120.00	2012 Convention Refund/Adjustment*

								$1,000.00	Regional Drama Festival  *

								$1,751.64	Administrative ( Fees , Postage, Bouquet, Member 												     Card print etc) *

								$5,000.00	Membership Award*

								$500.00	CCO Awards***

								$455.00	Odia Language***

								$2,104.20	Higher Ed and other Expense - ODF Fund***

								$1,191.69	Awards *

								$1,000.00	Hurricane Sandy Relief to Red Cross *

								$835.15	UTD student ***                                                                                               

			Net Increase (Decrease)		$56,413.38 							             

			Remarks

			*      Items marked are operational income or expense 			

			**    Items marked will be transferred to fixed deposit/ CD  ( donations to ‘Rebuild OSA Fund’)			

			***    Designated special funds			

			Balances as of 05/31/2013			

					Checking A/c #1 	$61,421.15 

					Checking A/c #2 	$12,429.54 

						CD  #1		$103,479.08 

			Convention Advance Receivable	$10,000.00 		

			Total Balance (as of 5/31/2013)	$187,329.77		

			Total Balance(as of 06/01/2012)	$130,916.39	

			Net Increase				$56,413.38   

			Balances under special funds 			

			ODF 				$1,620.80	Total Balance (as of 5/31/2013)	$187,329.77	

			CCO Fund			$1,561.24	Total Balance (as of 9/1/2011)		$105,686.55

			Odia (Language) Developmt.	$3,384.50 	Net Increase				  $81,643.22

			Emergency Fund		$7,000.00 	Exclude Jiban Patra Fund		  $12,329.54

			Jiban Patra Fund		$12,329.54	Total Increase	 		  	  $69,313.68	

			- Sushant Satpathy, 

			Treasurer, OSA (2011-2013)

			OSA 2012 Convention Account Statement

			(Prepared by Satyakam and Repurposed by Sushant Satpathy)

			Convention Income								

				51000 · OSA Convention Income								

					51100 · Registration fee					18,540.00			

					51200 · Food Charges					21,500.00			

					51300 · Sponsorship					23,260.00			

					51400 · Donation					16,243.70			

					51400A · Donation for special purpose			650.00			

					51500 · Advertisement					10,300.00			

					51600 & 51700  · Media sale & Vendor Booth		570.50			

					51800 · Discounts and contra-incomes			-995.00			

					51900 · Other miscellaneous				797.39			

				Total 51000 · OSA Convention Income				90,866.59			

				52000 · OSA National Income								

					52100 · OSA Membership Fee				3,090.00			

					52200 · OSA Convention Fee				2,370.00			

					52800 · Discounts and Contra-Incomes			-400.00			

				Total 52000 · OSA National Income				5,060.00			

				53000 · Special fund for invited artists								

					53100 · Fund for Sunanda Pattnaik			9,600.00			

					53200 · Fund for Trupti Das				1,800.00			

					53300 · Devraj - Ellora program				1,850.00			

					53400 · Buddhist Heritage & HE Seminar		2,000.00			

					53500 · Fund for Prafulla Kar				2,000.00			

				Total 53000 · Special fund					17,250.00			

				54000 · Matching Programs								

					54100 · Volunteer hours matching			11,525.00*		

					54200 · Doantion matching				420.00			

				Total 54000 · Matching Programs				11,945.00			

				55000 · Investments -  Interest, Short-term CD			30.11	  	

							Total Income			               125,151.70

			* $1700 for Volunteeer hours matching was received after final  account was submitted by host chapter.

			Convention Expense	

				71000 · OSA Expenses

					71100 · Operation expenses				5,109.25			

					71200 · Facilities and equipments			12,193.81			

					71300 · Cultural, seminar and youth			13,101.60			

					71400 · Awards & prizes (Non-cultural)			3,976.81			

					71500 · Food services					21,564.44			

					71600 · Hospitality and guest expenses			4,088.83			

					71700 · Transportation & accommodation		5,639.56			

					71900 · Other Expences					700.00			

				Total 71000 · OSA Expenses					66,374.30			

				72000 · OSA National refund ( Membership and OSA Fee)	5,060.00			

				73000 · OSA Expense for special program										73100 · Expense for Sunanda Pattnaik			5,598.28			

					73200 · Expense for Trupti Das 				1,535.22			

					73300 · Devraj Ellora Patnaik program			3,572.16			

					73400 · Prafull Kar Lifetime Award			2,000.00			

					73500 · Expense for Buddhist Seminar			2,254.07			

				Total 73000 · OSA Expense for special program			14,959.73			

				Reserve fund  (Volunteer Appreciation  and others)		502.62      

			Total Expense and reserve						86,896.65			

			Net Surplus								38,255.05			

			50% of surplus to OSA National	            				 19,127.53

			50% of surplus to PNW Chapter 					19,127.52			

			Convention Treasurer: Pradeep Sahoo           Accepted by Sushant Satpathy, Treasurer , OSA 

			chapter President: Priyadarshan Patra           Convener: Amuly Das 

			Co-conveners: Pradeep Sahoo, Rakesh Patnaik, Kuku Das

			- Sushant Satpathy, 

			Treasurer, OSA (2011-2013)

		

		
			OSA WELCOMES NEW MEMBERS, PATRONS AND BENEFACTORS 

			Akhil and Bijoya Gantayat, CA

			Debaki and Anjana Choudhury, MD

			Gopal and Reva Mohapatra, TX

			Kirti Mohapatra and Parimita Mohanty, OR

			Priyaranjan and Aparna Mohapatra, NJ

			Ramesh and Anjali Misra, MI

			Satya and Chandra Mohanty, NY

			Surendra and Nandita Dash, OH

			Sushant Satpathy and Ipsita Mahapatra, IL

			Tapan and Sudhamayee Padhi, TX

			Triloki and Annapurna Pandey, CA

			Somdutt and Shrabanee Behura, TX

			Chitta Baral and Mutsumi Nakamura

			Gyana and Sujata Patnaik

			Jay Narayan and Liza Bhuyan

			Prasanta and Suparna Behera

			Amiya Tripathy and Sanjeebita Dash, WA 

			Amrit Misra, MI

			Amulya Patra and Sanghamitra Mohapatra, CA

			Anil Sahoo, NC

			Anshuman Panigrahi and Saswati Mahapatra, NJ

			Ashok and Anita Das, WA (upgrade)

			Asish Misra, MI 

			Ayaskant and Susmita Sahu, MD,

			Bala Dixit and Nirlipta Daschaudhury, MD

			Bapi and Rita Mohanty, CA

			Barun Pani and Rita Agrawal, MS

			Bibhuti and Madhulita Panda, AZ

			Bikash and Neeta Mohanty, IL 

			Bikash and Nibedita Pattnaik,WI 

			Bilkash and Niki Panigrahi, NJ 

			Biswa and Leena Rath, IL

			Biswajit and Subhra Pati, IL

			Chakradhar Kar and Ellora Mishra, CA 

			Dambaru Jena and Chandra Jena, IL

			Debabrata Panda and Renuka Mishra, CA (upgrade)

			Debasis and Mahasweta Das, MN

			Debi and Das and Sonali Pattanayak, ON

			Deepak and Itishree Dhal, MD

			Deepak and Meghali Patra, TX

			Hemant and Ranjita Parija, CA

			Jyoti and Susmita Das, CA

			Kamal & Nivedita Panda, CA,

			Kamala Dash and Niharika Mishra,IL

			Krushna and Sarita Padhi,NJ 

			Kumkum and Jujudhan Jena, NJ (upgrade)

			Kumud Dash, NC

			Kunja and Sunita Das, NJ

			Lisa Bedbak and Ajjai Alva, MI

			Lokanath and Prativa Das, CA 

			Manoj Mishra and Snigdha Hota, MD

			Nachiketa and Shriya Hota, WA

			Narendra and Madhusmita Kota, MI 

			Padmalochan and Sarita Patnaik, MN

			Parag and Swati Mishra, MI

			Payal and Siddharth Mohapatra, CA

			Piyush Swain and Prativa Ray,IL

			Prabhat and Sanghamita Chowdhury, AZ

			Prakash and Anjali Mohanty, IL 

			Prakash and Padma Muduli, IL 

			Prakash and Pragati Pattnaik, CA

			Pramod & Bina Samal , CA

			Prasanna & Murchhana Satpathy, NJ (upgrade)

			Prasanta and Lily Behera, WA 

			Prashant and Asmita Mohanty, IL

			Pratap  and Namita Mishra, AZ

			Raj and Sarita Patnaik, MD

			Rajeev Behera and Surbhi Sarna, CA

			Rajesh and Sikha Panda, IL

			Sahana and Tej Shah, NJ

			Sakti S Singh, NC

			Sanjay Rout, IL

			Sanjeeb Sarangi and Atoshi Sahoo, WA

			Sanjukta Satpathy, NJ

			Santosh and Lipika Mahapatra, NY (upgrade)

			Saroj and Sarita Panda, GA

			Saswat and Rumna Mishra, CA

			Satyakam and Mitali Das, WA (upgrade)

			Sisir and Lisa Padhy, NJ

			Sitikantha and Namita Panigrahi, CA

			Soumya Mohanty and Lipsa Patnaik, MA

			Sounak Misra, OR

			Srijoy and Jigna Mahapatra, MN

			Subash and Laxmipriya Das, WI

			Subhendu Das and Ranjita Samantray,MI

			Subrat and Nisha Biswal, Washington DC 

			Sudhir and Shailaja Raju, VA

			Sumeet Mohanty and Sreemathi Iyer, CA 

			Bijay and Sandhya Panda, CA, LM;

			Susant and Smita Padhy, ON

			Susil and Sindhuja Panda, NC

			Tushar Mohanty and Rupali Pattanayak, TN (upgrade)

			Uma Sankar and Pavani Misra, IL

			Ajit Nayak and Smita Patnaik, MA

			Amiya Das , MD

			Arun and Mamata Mishra, WA

			Bikram Mohanty, GA

			Dave Dash and Catherine Bonn, CA

			Dheeren and Monalisa Bebortha, CA

			Gloria Briseno, WA

			Madhabika Nayak, CA

			Mrunali Das, MD

			Prasanta and Swayamprava Misra , TX

			Rabindra and Anjali Behera, IA

			Rashmi Sarangi and Priyanka Prakriti, DE

			Satya Mahanti and Leeta Das, OR

			Soumya  and Pragyan Nanda , WA

			Subhankar Panda, OR

			Subhranshu and Sudipta Mishra, TX

			Surath and Sangeeta Rath, TX

			Susanta Samantaray, WA

		

		
			NEW BENEFACTOR MEMBERS

		

		
			NEW PATRON MEMBERS

		

		
			NEW LIFE MEMBERS

		

		
			OSA WELCOMES NEW MEMBERS, PATRONS AND BENEFACTORS (CONTD.)

		

		
			NEW 5-YEAR MEMBERS

		

		
			OSA 2013 CHICAGO CONVENTION ORGANISING COMMITTEE

			Convener: Gyana Patnaik

			Co-Conveners: Saurya Khandai, Tarani Mohapatra, Kuku Das

			Advisors: Sushant Satpathy, Pratap Das, Dhirendra Kar, Tapan Padhi, Sujata Patnaik

			IT Team

			Prashant Padhy 

			Krushna Padhi

			Gokul Mishra (Lead)

			Sunil Mishra

			Piyush Swain

			Swadesh Dash

			Bikash Mohanty

			Sweta Mahapatra

			Seetal Mishra

			Venue Seletion Team

			Manoj Mahapatra (Lead)

			Bob Parida

			Gokul Das

			Manoj Mahapatra (Naperville)

			Saurjya  Khandai

			Gyana Patnaik

			Budget & Finance Team

			Debashish Panda (Lead)

			Ravi Duvvuri

			Sarada Mahapatra

			Satish Jena

			Ashok Sahoo

			Fund Raising Team

			Salil Mishra

			Ashok Sahoo (Lead)

			Tarani Mohapatra

			Manoj Mahapatra

			Saurjya Khandai

			Sushant Satpathy

			Anup Behera

			Jhara Das

			Debashish Panda

			Gyana Patnaik

			Photography Team

			Sanjeet Kamat

			Sarita Mahapatra

			Sunil Mishra (Lead)

			Debashish Panda

			Rajesh Panda

			Sarita Parida

			Debashis Rath

			Amitabh Sahu

			Piyush Swain

			Vivek Jena

			Souvenir & Publication Team

			Kanak Hota

			Piyush Swain (Lead)

			Salil Mishra

			Sarita Parida

			Sarada Mahapatra

			Madhu Khuntia

			Minakhi Panigrahy

			Kamal Dash

			Sushant Satpathy

			Ankita Khandai

			Logistics team

			Gokul Das (Lead)

			Pramod Tripathy

			Sanjay Pattnaik

			Ashok Parida

			Tarani Mahapatra

			Debashish Panda

			Saurjya Khandai

			Young Adult Social Activities Team

			Jyoti Mishra

			Samir Mishra

			Suraj Patnaik

			Vineet Mohanty

			Anna Das

			Ankita Khandai

			Trisha Mahapatra

			Communitity Work Team

			Chandan Khandai

			Sweta Mahapatra

			Awards Coordination Team

			Rosalin Samantray (Lead)

			Tarani Mohapatra

			Kuku Das

			Debashish Panda

			Interior & Exterior Decoration Team

			Sarita Parida (Co-Lead)

			Ajanta Jena (Lead)

			Ashok Parida

			Communication, Media & PR Team

			Tarani Mahapatra 

			Jhara Das 

			Salil Mishra (Lead)

			Registration Team

			Ashok Sahoo    

			Krushna Padhi   

			Prasanjit Mohapatra 

			Rajesh Panda 

			Ravi Duvvuri 

			Ramakrushna Mishra 

			Minakhi Panigrahy (Lead)

			Sanjay Pattnaik                 

			Swadesh Dash 

			Anu Khandai

			Surya Panigrahy 

			Sarita Padhi

			Sujata Patnaik (Bolingbrook)

			Sushmita Dash 

			Saurav Pattnaik

			Ananya Pati

			Suraj Jena

			Barby Nanda

			Vishwas Jena

			Bhabna  Pati

			Lory Mishra

			Swagateeka Panigrahy

			Simron Sahoo

			Lisa Mishra

			Sunameeka Panigrahy

			Food Team

			Ratna Mishra (Co-Lead)

			Priya Nayak

			Sunita Pattnaik

			Neeta Mohanty

			Prashant Mohanty (Lead)

			Liza Tripathy

			Donna Mishra

			Dolly Sahu

			Seema Nanda

			Prashant Padhy

			Youth Activities Team

			Monica Mohanty 

			Sarita Mahapatra

			Dambaru Jena

			Lipi Duvvuri

			Kuku Das

			Chicago Tour Team

			Ranjan Mohanty (Lead)

			Debashish Panda

			Program Management & Scheduling Team

			Sarita Mahapatra

			Saurjya Khandai (Lead)

			Tarani Mahapatra

			Gyana Patnaik 

			Volunteers

			Madhusudan Khuntia

			Swarup Garnaik

			Swati Garnaik

			Arun Reddy

			Bikash Mohanty

			Sarita Padhi

			Sunameeka Panigrahy

			Simron Sahoo

			Walk of Art Team

			Sarita Mahapatra (Lead)

			Donna Mishra

			Meghkanta Mohapatra

			Manisha Mahapatra

			Anu Khandai

			Pavani Misra

			Pratibha Rath

			Cultural Team

			Jhara Das

			Sujata Patnaik

			Ipsita Mahapatra

			Sikha Panda

			Bharati Khuntia

			Salil Mishra

			Kanak Hota

			Sarita Parida

			Rosalin Samantray

			Sikha Panda

			Amrita Kar

			Rajashree Kanungo

			Anuradha Mohapatra

			Alpana Adhikari

			Uma Misra

			Sunil Mishra

			Manoj Mahapatra (Lead)

			Mahendra Mahapatra

			Rabi Patnaik

			Sanjeet Kamat

			Swadesh Dash

			Seetal Mishra - Young Adult Lead

			Sujatha  Nayak  - Young Adult Lead

			Anna Das

			Samir Mishra

			Jyoti Mishra

			Suraj Patnaik

			Trisha Mahapatra

			Swagateeka Panigrahy

			Prakash Samal

			Inter-Chapter Communication

			Tarani Mahapatra

			Jhara Das (Lead)

			Saurjya Khandai

			Sunita Dash

			Kamal Dash

			Bharati Khuntia

			Neeta Mohanty

			Priya Nayak

			Prativa Swain

			Rajesh Panda

			Prasanjit Mohapatra

			Sanjay Pattnaik

			Swadesh Dash

			Liza Tripathy

			Chhabi Dey

			Sujatha Nayak

			Seetal Mishra

			Seminar Team

			Sunita Dash (Lead)

			Satchi Pati

			Kmal Dash

			Sujata Patnaik

			Annu Khot

			Neelamadhab Nanda

			Prashant Joshi

			Chandan Nayak

			Swata Mahapatra

			Ankita Mohanty

			Chandan Khandai

			Pranteek Patnaik

			Rajesh Senapati

			Seetal Mishra

			Saurav Patnaik

			Ambarish Mohanty

			Pragyan Mohanty

			Stage, Light & Sound Team

			Ashok Parida (Lead)

			Saurjya Khandai

			Manoj Mahapatra

			Ravi Duvvuri

			Swadesh Dash

			Volunteers

			Madhusudan Khuntia

			Swarup Garnaik

			Swati Garnaik

			Arun Reddy

			Bikash Mohanty

			Sarita Padhi

			Sunameeka Panigrahy

			Simron Sahoo

			Interior & Exterior Decoration Team

			Sarita Parida (Co-Lead)

			Ajanta Jena (Lead)

			Ashok Parida
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			Youth Section

		

		
			MEGHNA MEMORIAL AWARD 

		

		
			It was an exciting evening in November 2005 in Michigan. The usual celebration of Kumara Purnima was in full swing. Everybody especially the kids were very happy to be part of the joyous celebration. But none was expecting the most unexpected. Perhaps it was one of the saddest days for all of us. Michigan Odias were stunned as a little girl wouldn’t see the next morning. A little life would be snatched away by the cold hands of Death! It was heartrending. In the face of such incidents, we feel how helpless we are - a puppet in the hands of Providence.

			This cherubic 6 year old girl, Meghna Mohapatra, was the only daughter of Lipi and Santosh Mohapatra. She came to Michigan in August 2001. She was a beautiful child and won the love of all. Turn of events leading to end of one’s life sometimes happen in the most unsuspected ways. That is the mystery which is beyond the common people to unravel. Her father didn’t want to come that day as he had some other important work. But Meghna insisted that she must go and be with others to be part of this great celebration. As it is difficult for any loving father to see tears in the eyes of the kids, her father gave in. Meghna gave a wonderful performance on the stage on that day. It was late in the night when they drove back. But the dark night never dawned for her.

			She was lost for ever by a tragic road accident on the way back home. In Bhagavad Gita it is said that one who is born has to die. But when an innocent life is taken away so suddenly and untimely, it becomes extremely difficult to accept. May the soul of Meghna rest in peace!

			OSA Michigan community decided to keep her memory alive at this great loss. In 2006 the Oriya community of Michigan established the Meghna Memorial Trust to commemorate this wonderful life. Through this trust a creative writing competition has been started for kids under the auspices of OSA every year. 

			Hopefully this noble effort will kindle the memory of that smiling face for years to come. 

			(c)  OSA Souvenir, 2008 Edition (Reprinted)

			---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

			The Meghna Memorial Award for Creative Writing winners for 2013 are awarded to

				Suraj Jena for Metacognition under Senior Category (Ages 13 to 18)

				Abha Panda for The Writer’s Dilemma under Senior Category (Ages 13 to 18)

				Resha Panda for The Magic Of A Moment under Junior Category (Ages 7 to 12)

			Runners Up:

				Senior Category: Rishi Satpathy (Ode to Dharmapada)

				Junior Category: Abhishek Misra (Encyclopedia Holmes), Ariya Mohanty (Why Rhinos Don’t Make Good Pets), 				  Debanshi Nikita Chowdhury (Mother Earth), Dev Satpathy (Voice of Life), Saswat Pati (Stepping 				   Stone), and Triya Mahapatra (Champ). 

			Congratulations to everyone!

			EDITOR’S NOTE: Articles for Meghna Memorial Award have been published as submitted. Editorial discretion has not been exercised for these entries.
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			METACOGNITION

		

		
				Granted, being human beings we are limited from doing certain things that would make us “different”. The world doesn’t work on how you think or imagine. It won’t change the amount of time left in class simply because you want school to be out. It won’t fly by so you won’t have to be in a certain situation any longer than you want to be in. Life, in the physical aspect, is just a lot arduous work without the promising rewards your mind might think up. Yet, many believe “if they put their minds to it” they can change the outcome of something. Yes, if you stay focused, an individual can get some work done, but that doesn’t mean they’ll be completely joyous about it mentally. In this society we live in it seems that the older, and smarter, one gets they’re opinions about certain things aren’t as appreciated or wanted as they used to be. For instance, many learn from experience that lying has some serious ramifications, but when you tell the truth, on certain occasions, you’ll get the same consequences. It’s a lose-lose situation, that silently suppresses my opinions. As an individual grows older they become more independent, maybe not move out and get an apartment independent, but mentally they’ll start to question things.

				Possibly once someone hits the ripe age of thirteen they’ll start questioning things, simple things, such as why something is done, why isn’t there a simpler way, and what happens if it’s not done in that certain way. The topic to this story would have to be thoughts and what causes us to become curious as to why things work. Honestly, most my teenage life I’ve been wondering why things work and asking over a billion semi-logical questions. Why is the earth round and not flat or maybe even square? Is the world really ending sometime in 2012? Aren’t we aliens? If so doesn’t that mean the “air” we breathe is poisonous to other life forms far out in space? Since we are living creatures that must mean there are others in this universe correct? Am I really thinking straight or am I actually insane and haven’t taken it into consideration? Yet I achieve mental satisfaction from engaging in these thoughts on the human thought process and the human condition. I’m only sixteen. Could I be over thinking everything?

				I can never remember the precise moment when I slip from the tired hands of reality into blissful unconsciousness. The period of time when my imagination takes control and my being exists only in the depths of my sub-conscience. Free from a world of stress and responsibility I am able to release myself from everything which has bored, bothered, badgered and burdened me throughout a cruel day of being awake. Concerns and consequences are all but abolished in the place where I set the laws as well as break them.

				It’s difficult to describe this paradise that is my dreams. They are a realm of possibilities; things which mere humans can only ponder about and laugh at with their eyes open may occur to me whilst walking down a street. The land which I inhabit most nights is filled with breath taking beauty. Deep green rainforests lead onto the crystal blue shores of a vast ocean, depending on which way you turn next, you will glance upon both rolling hills and valleys, or the golden expanse of never ending desert, bereft from blemish. Of course these lands are far too picturesque to be inhabited solely by me. There are humans of all races, many of whom are recognizable from my other life. Animals, far too many species to count, many which are extinct and even more which are yet to be discovered. Captivating mermaids and hideous orcs; adorable talking ferrets and terrifying giant spiders; huge mythical dragons which fill your heart with wonder and awe as they float so effortlessly through the sky, and a species of talking ant, whose language is so truly mellifluous you can spend the entirety of a dream listening to them speak about the weather. Of course there are many other weird and magical creatures who call my brain home, most of which exist only in novels written by J.R.R Tolkien.

				Although the beauty and majesticities of my dreams are unrivalled by anything I have ever seen whilst not lying parallel to my ceiling, I am never able to relax and soak in the atmosphere. For some strange reason that no scientist, mathematician or even I will ever be able to figure out, I am always threatening my second life trying to achieve something which is seemingly pointless. Jumping over a canyon ten times the width of the Grand  Canyon on a scooter, going fishing for great white sharks with my bare hands, and slaying a dragon with only a stick and a shoe, along with thousands of other idiotic ideas which lie dormant in the deepest dungeons of my subconscious held prisoner on the basis of being too dangerous for the real world waiting to come out and breath when my eyes are firmly closed.

			This place of magic and mystery is extremely important to me. It is a world which is untouched and discernible only to me. Whilst I am aware that dreaming is no replacement to the real world, which is even more amazing in its own way, it is always comforting to know that after a stressful day of school, I can escape to a faraway land without walking any further than my bedroom.

				Undoubtedly, we all over think sometime or the other. Being human will forever keep us thinking deep thoughts and obviously over thinking. Now, the real question is on the table, could this really be a story about human thoughts? If so, this story is truly about mental satisfaction or the simple joy of expressing my opinions. Enjoy the time you’ll take to think this through, but try not to over think it.
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			THE WRITER’S DILEMMA

		

		
				“Attention 8th grade students. We are proud to be hosting a writing competition at our school this year. This event will take place on the 24th of March and will include representatives of 20 schools around the district. If you are interested in becoming a representative of our school please bring back a signed copy of the attached permission form by November 9th. We look forward to seeing you then.” 

			**    **    **   **   **   **   **   **   **   **   **   **   **   **   **  

				Raj clutched the salmon colored paper in excitement, his heart drumming rapidly inside his chest. I can’t believe we’re having a writing competition, he thought fizzling with excitement. Raj eased the piece of paper into his desk and tilted back in his chair brushing his fingers absentmindedly through his dark hair as he pondered over the unique opportunity. A writing competition would definitely be interesting, Raj thought. No, it would be more than just interesting; it would be a dream come true! In fact, writing was Raj’s passion. When he wrote he felt as if the whole universe was stretched out in front of him and he could have it all with just the touch of the pen. A writing competition would be the ultimate chance for him to show off his true talent as a writer, but it would also mean more than that. A writing competition would be the ultimate chance for him, Raj Mohapatra, to prove to his family that just because he wasn’t the most brilliant mathematician or scientist at school didn’t mean he couldn’t be successful in life doing something he loved.

				“Raj Mohapatra”, the teacher’s voice broke through his thoughts. Raj jumped up, startled, his eyes flicking up to his teacher’s impatient face. “Raj Mohapatra”, the teacher repeated with clear irritation, “your report card”. She thrust out the thin piece of paper in front of her. Raj’s face flushed scarlet as he scrambled out of his desk, knocking over his chair in his hurry. A few kids in the back of the room snickered. He wove his way down the aisle and received the paper from his teacher in a state of nervous apprehension. “Please be an A. Please be an A” he whispered as he took it from her. He clenched his fists in anxiety. If his math grade wasn’t an A this time around he didn’t even want to imagine what his parents would do. They’d probably make him take summer classes, or stop him from playing soccer, or maybe they’d ----. No, Raj couldn’t afford to think like that. 

				He’d just have to have gotten an A this time, because if he didn’t he was so totally dead. The thing was Raj just didn’t like math. The same way his parents felt about writing, the same way Raj felt about math. All those fractions and decimals did nothing but float around in his head. He just wished his parents would understand that, his dad especially. As he reached his seat and slowly sat down he could feel his heart pound inside of him and he sent up a silent prayer. 

				As Raj read the report a dark feeling of dread settled over him. B-. 80%. Raj set down the paper in dismay. How could he ever face his parents now?! They’d been pushing him so hard this year to try to get at least an A- Raj couldn’t even bear the thoughts of handing them the report card. “Class dismissed” the teacher’s voice rang through the room. “Make sure to bring back a signed report card by tomorrow”. Raj stuffed his report card into his messy binder and moved to get up but paused when a thin piece of paper spiraled down to his feet. He glanced at it. It was the permission form for the writing competition. Raj sighed and crumpled it up, tossing it overhand into the recycling bin. His parents weren’t going to listen to anything thing he said now; with his new math grade, there was no way they were going to sign that form of his. 

				No matter how hard he tried though, for the rest of the day, Raj couldn’t stop thinking about the competition. It’s stupid, he thought to himself. I should be focusing on something much more important; like math. 

				Yet the thoughts of the permission form failed to leave him. During recess he talked to his friend Luke about it. 

				“Hey man. It’s gonna be fine”, Luke said passing the ball to Raj. Raj kicked at it and missed. “Look. You’re an amazing writer. This is like the thing for you”, Luke said dribbling around Raj. Raj was silent as he attempted to thwart the attack. He missed again.

				“You said you’d give anything in the world for this one chance, didn’t you?” Luke asked him as they faced off. Raj gave him a tiny nod. “Then do it!” Luke exclaimed throwing out his arms in exasperation as if it was the easiest thing in the world. They’d been talking about this for 5 minutes and already Raj regretted having brought it up. 

			“I can’t just do it man.” Raj said in frustration looking up angrily to meet Luke’s eyes. “My parents are going to kill me!”

				Luke gave him a lopsided grin. “You know what Raj,” he said poking him in the chest. “You are the best writer I’ve ever known. If you aren’t chosen as a representative for our school, I’ll eat a horse”. Raj couldn’t help but grin. “Deal?” he asked chuckling. Luke gave him a friendly thump on the back, his brown eyes twinkling with laughter. “Deal” he said passing the ball. Raj kicked, and this time he scored.	

				The rest of the day flew by as Raj pondered over how he was going to get his parents over on to his side. All he could think of right now was if he could convince them that an alien stole his report card on the bus ride home, and there was no way that was ever going to happen. So Raj spent the rest of his day in a silent conflict turning the idea over in his mind. Just as the bell rang he walked to get another copy of the permission form from the school office, just in case. All too soon Raj found himself at his own front door. He sighed. Here goes nothing, he thought, as he gently turned the handle. 

				As soon as he stepped over the threshold he was greeted by the warm aroma of Indian spices. “Mmm” he said appreciatively as he tossed his backpack on to the floor. As if by magic his mom’s head poked out of the kitchen. “Backpack” she scolded pointing an accusing finger. Raj sighed and picked it up. He slipped off his shoes and walked into the living room where he collapsed on to the soft, leather, couch. He watched as his mother hustled back into the kitchen and started frantically stirring and adding turmeric powder into to a small, metal, pan. She turned around and gave him a smile. “Anything fun happen at school today?” she asked fiddling with the knobs on the stove. Raj sighed. “No, nothing” he mumbled. His mother nodded distractedly. “That’s good” she murmured as she started stirring. “Mama” his sister’s voice echoed from upstairs. 

				Her footsteps racketed throughout the house as she tumbled down the stairs. She caught Raj looking at her and stuck out her tongue. “Yes Anu? Speak quickly” Raj’s mom said as she hastily swept the vegetable peels off the counter. Raj smiled and leaned back in the sofa half listening to his sister’s reply, peacefully absorbing the normal sounds of daily life that swirled around him. Everything was perfect, or would have been, if he could just get that stupid writing competition out of his mind.

				At dinner that night Raj confronted the problem. Well, at least one of his problems. “B-!” his dad exclaimed in shock as he held out the report card with a trembling hand. Raj’s face flushed scarlet as he stared down at the tablecloth. “All of the extra classes and tutors and all you can get is a B-?! How do you think you’re going to get into college like this Raj? Don’t you care at all about your future?!” His dad gave him a long hard stare. “I’m sorry” Raj mumbled under his father’s stern gaze. His dad grunted in disbelief, slamming his palm on to the kitchen counter. “Useless boy can’t do anything but write silly stories” he murmured under his breath. Raj’s eyes flashed in anger. “Maybe I like writing stories!” he fired back. His father sighed. “Do you think writing stories is what brought me to America!? Do you think getting B’s and C’s in 8th standard math is what got me a job?!”

			“Anil!” his mom said furiously. “He’s just a child. He has more than enough time to worry about his future. Let him do what he likes right now.” His dad snorted in disbelief and slammed the report card on to the table, shaking his head in disgust. “Fine” he growled, “but don’t tell me I didn’t warn you.” A moment passed in silence. Raj’s heart beat wildly inside his ribcage as he stared down at his food. It hadn’t been a positive reaction but then again it could have been worse. He knew if he didn’t talk now then he’d have to wait until tomorrow evening to ask about the writing competition. He also knew that he’d have lost all of his courage by then to even bring it up. Could he convince his dad that writing wasn’t such a waste of time if he knew how much it meant to him? He summed up his courage. It was now or never. “Dad” he squeaked. “I know you don’t think it’s a good use of my time to write stories but it really isn’t so bad. They even have a competition-” He stopped talking as his dad’s eyes flicked up towards him suspiciously. Not trusting himself to say more, Raj reached into his pocket and pulled out the salmon sheet of paper with a trembling hand. He laid it carefully in front of his dad cautiously waiting for his dad’s reaction. His dad stared at him, and then stared at the paper. His mouth opened and shut in disbelief. He looked ready to explode.

				Raj cast his eyes downward in disappointment. It was going just as bad as he’d thought it would. “Dad” he whispered. “I love writing. I love it more than anything else in the world. I know you keep saying that math is the only thing that’s going to make me successful and I know you’re probably right.” His dad looked up in surprise. “But” Raj continued “I really, really, don’t like math. And I know that one day when I grow up I want, not only to be successful, but I want to be happy too. I know writing stories might not give me the biggest house or even a high paying job, but I’ll be happy dad. I know my future is years away and all this might change by then but all I really want is a chance. Even if I fail I’ll be content, knowing that I tried. Please, dad, give me that one chance.” He looked up at his dad. His dad gave him a long hard stare then opened his mouth and gave him his answer.

			**  **  **  **  **  **  **  **  **  **  **   **  **  **  **  **  **  

				“Raj Mohapatra”, the announcer announced. Raj’s face flushed scarlet as he rose up and stumbled across the auditorium. He clambered on to the stage dreamily, hardly hearing the roaring applause around him.  The writing had been grueling and the competition had been hard but he had done it. Raj Mohapatra had won first place. Trembling in excitement Raj shook the announcer’s hand and bashfully took the enormous gold trophy that was handed to him. His heart beat in excitement as he listened to the cheers of the people around him, gazing at the sea of faces who stared back at him in joy. But many years later it wouldn’t be the cheers or the trophy that Raj would remember. 

				It would be of the one moment, when his eyes had met his parent’s eyes, and he saw in them a burning pride that he’d never seen before. And right then Raj felt as if he’d truly gotten all that he’d ever wished for.

		

		
			- Suraj Jena is a High School Student at Neuqua Valley High School at Naperville, IL. He is going to be a Senior next year. He 		loves sports like Hockey, Cricket, Football and Basketball. He is also part of High School Rugby Team.
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			- Abha Panda is 13 years old and is an 8th grader at Gahanna Middle School East, Columbus, Ohio. Her hobbies include reading, writing, 			and spending time outdoors. She loves animals and nature and one day hopes to become a wildlife conservationist.

		

		
			ENCYCLOPEDIA HOLMES: CASE OF THE MISSING HARD DRIVE

		

		
			               Encyclopedia Holmes was walking down the freshly paved street with a smug smile on his face. He was a 4 foot 10 inch boy who was skinny and every time he went to drink hot cocoa his glasses would fog up. The sun was lowering turning pink as Holmes a fifth grade brainy boy came back from solving a big case or one of his services he provides. If you have a stolen watch or lucky something everyone in school came to him. Encyclopedia would post things on the school blog where students could post anything the school librarian Mrs. Ester approved. That is how his business was popularized. His real name was Ethan but except his friend no one knew that. 

			          His friend Michael the captain of the football team had his lucky football also known as the game ball stolen. The only suspect was the neighborhood bully, a 5”5’ bully who was four years older than both Holmes and Michael. His name was Andrew McCoy and Andrew was famous in town for being a mini mafia, stealing iPods, Pokémon cards and hot wheels cars. His only super serious crime was a stolen bicycle, which Encyclopedia found and got Andrew in huge trouble that not even Holmes knew about

			              Just because Michael was Encyclopedia’s friend Encyclopedia didn’t charge the normal $3 plus tax but only 2.50 any tax. As the star of Rochester Middle schools football team it was a huge responsibility carrying around the game ball. The ball was a school legacy. Every year since 2003 Rochester won the championship. Every year it was restitched. If Michael didn’t get his ball he would have been kicked out of the team and Rochester middle school might win the conference.  Everyone was depending on Encyclopedia to get the game ball as though it was a life or death situation. 

			          Encyclopedia solved the case when he confronted Andrew and asked him a few questions. Andrew said he didn’t steal the ball and was watching a documentary of the 13 total men who walked the moon. Encyclopedia knew 12 men walked the moon so when Andrew heard this he gave the ball back.

			           Encyclopedia walked home thinking his day was over and he could relax. Holmes opened his garage just as the streetlights came on and since his dad and mom were surgeons they came back little late some of the days. Encyclopedia walked into his home switched on the lights walked past his living room that looked like it was built 100 years ago and up the stairs when the annoying buzzing of the telephone ringtone sounded. The house gave Encyclopedia the creeps and looking at the paintings reminded him of monsters in the story since the paintings were of a war. Holmes ran to the phone.

			                Encyclopedia’s friend who only lived a mile away in Naperville but went to the same school called Rochester Elementary. Ian had a deep voice and was speaking in an exited tone. “Ethan, there is a boy named Charlie from school who has an urgent case. He needed to create a PowerPoint for his summer camp project and he saved it on a shiny sky blue hard drive made by SanDisk. It is as big as your thumb. He is going to come tomorrow at 10 so meet him at the park I will be there too. There is only one catch he needs it in two days!” Encyclopedia was exited for his new case but he wanted to kick back and relax. It was perfect that Encyclopedia was a detective since clients never let him rest. 

			            He knew Charlie from school and news spread quickly and if Holmes couldn’t solve this case in time he would be in trouble at school. He would be known as “the lame kid who couldn’t find a flash drive”. If he refused it would be equally bad. His reputation was at steak. Encyclopedia paced around his room. He only could think of one thing to do to take all the pressure of his mind, which was sleeping. Encyclopedia changed brushed his teeth and hit the bed and was out like a light bulb.

				Encyclopedia woke up and changed and was fully ready to go solve another case. He grabbed a cereal bar and hopped on his neon bike. His parents gave Encyclopedia the responsibility to leave the house but lock it. He passed trees and turned a corner where the park was. There in the park was Ian who was shooting hoops and as he shot his glasses kept on getting loose and next to him were a bag of library books and one was labeled physics. Charlie was sitting on the slide waiting and he wore Oakley sunglasses and a leather jacket. He said hi in a gruff voice. 

			            Ian quickly introduced Charlie III. Holmes could obviously infer Charlie was rich since as a 7th grader he was wearing $200$ sunglasses. His dad was a popular surgeon which gave Charlie a spot on the rich kid list.

			                Charlie said hi Encyclopedia Ian’s told me about you. I have an important case for you to solve and it needs to be done today! I was at the youth center yesterday as part of my summer camp and I was near the shark aquarium. I had to turn in a PowerPoint for other students in a lower grade to learn from. He was just taking a glance at one shark when he heard sneakers squeaking and he saw what the neighborhood bully running away looked like Andrew McCoy. He didn’t realize until five minutes later that his flash drive was stolen with pictures memos and schoolwork inside. It was ripped from the computer since the computer had a message that said that the flash drive should have been ejected properly. 

				 Holmes stood there thinking and then prepared his confrontation with the first suspect. He asked Ian and Charlie for a minute. There was something like a mini courtroom under the slides where Andrews’s gang stayed. No one dared go near since the last time a boy went to get his pencil and came back with a black eye. The worst part was he had to tell everyone he tripped or it was another black eye for him. Ian and Charlie followed and as they got into the shade of the swings the daylight became dimmer and it became colder giving them all the creeps.

				Andrew was known for stealing so Holmes entered with and attitude like “ give me your best shot I will prove your guilt” Luckily none of Andrews gang was there so only Andrew was there reading a monster truck magazine. Andrew looked up and said,” what do you nerds want?” It was difficult to stay calm but He asked Andrew how he was. Andrew responded.

				“I know you don’t really care. What do you want from because you’d better leave now or….”

				“I just want to ask a few questions alright?”

				“Fine, but make it quick before my group gets here, then you’re in trouble”

			“Where were you yesterday at late noon?”

			“Let me rephrase, what were you doing at the youth center yesterday?”

			“Did you misplace a flash drive?”

			“I went to the center because I needed to get this kid and he started running like a turtle and then… I chased him through the shark tank area where I saw a lame bull shark sleeping on the bottom of the tank. I chased him through the gym where boys where shooting hoops they were failing and through the orchestra where they were playing like Bach and then that why I was at the youth center anyway. And… ”

				“Alright that’s enough” 

				“See I’m innocent”

				“It seems like only yesterday’

				“It was”

				Encyclopedia analyzed his data and said: “I think  we have our criminal “

				“What! I’m clean 250%”

				“Listen to this”

				Answer to Mystery

				“Andrew where you really there to chase a kid who was on your section of the playground?”

				“Yes”

				“How did you know the shark you saw was a bull shark?”

				“It said so”

				How come you where there to chase a kid when there was a pulled flash drive and a bulls hark that are ABNORMALLY “sleeping” on the tank floor?”

				“FINE you got me, take your stupid flash drive, Charlie the third”
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			- Abhishek Misra is 11 years old and is an 5th grader at Indian Prairie School Dist 204, Illinois. He stays in Aurora, Illinois

		

		
			WHY RHINOS DON’T MAKE GOOD PETS

		

		
				For those of you who are considering a rhinoceros for a pet, I have some words of wisdom for you to consider in making your decision. Although, there were once hundreds of species of rhinos in the world, there are only now only five species let. In Africa, there is the black rhino and the white rhino species. Interestingly enough, they are both very similar in color. African rhinos have two horns where as the other species Javan, Sumataran and Indian rhino have one horn. Rhinos apadt to their environment, so the African rhinos love dry desert climates and the Asian rhinos stay in forests near water. Because of widespread poaching, rhinos are an endangered animal. So, first of all owning a rhino would be illegal unless of course you also own a zoo.

				Let’s say you did manage to get rhino delivered to your house. Get of 30 of your strongest friends to help you carry the rhino in to your yard. Rhinos often weigh upwards of 2 tons or about the weight of a SUV.  After you get the rhino home, the rhino will start marking its territory with dung and pee. On the plus side you won’t have to mow your lawn since rhinos are grazers  so, they will feed on your grass throughout the day. You may think this huge beast is lazy and slow but, your new rhino can run as fast as a galloping hourse. Also, try to be quiet because your new pet rhino will startle easily and then suddenly charge you. 

				Because of their endangered species status, in California they are illegal, and most likely poachers would camp outside your house to steal your pet. Another reason, is when it comes to nudge you for dinner, I think you’ll get it’s point. Remember, rhinos weigh between 1.5 and 2 tons! So you wouldn’t want it to try and sit in your lap, it would crush your bones very easily. Also,  when you have to clean up after it does it’s business, you’re going to need more a few bags. 

				If you have any valuables, you might want to hide them, because your rhino might crush it or think or it as food. Eventually, your rhino will get lonely. In the wild they live in herds with their fellow rhinos and so they are used to having other rhinos around to play with. 

				You may thinking what does rhino do all day? The short answer is it does whatever it wants. If it decides you need a bigger doorway it will make one. If it decides you should have a swimming pool it will make one. If it decides to take a nap on your lawn furniture, then dont think you can nudge it off or that it will listen to you.

				Hopeully by now you’ve changed your mind about getting a rhino for a pet. Instead you can visit them at the zoo or support WWF and help them save the rhino from extinction. So, if you had been thinking of getting a rhino as a pet, you might want to consider a rhino beetle instead! 

		

		
			- Ariya, 11 years old, is a student in 5th grade, Anaheim Hills Elementary School,  Orange, California.  She is on the swim team and in the 			school orchestra.
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			CHAMP

		

		
			Aaliya looked out the window. She looked at her dog. You could tell she was depressed. One, I mean just one, look at her, and you would think, wait, scratch that you would know something was wrong. I just had to ask, “You okay? I’ve been here for like 10 whole minutes, and you haven’t said a word.”

			“Nothing is wrong, Sabby. Oh, by the way... hi. ”

			“Yeah right! Hi.”

			Aaliya didn’t say a single word. I had no idea what to do. “Watcha wanna do?”

			“Nothing.” 

			Okay that set me of like a clock, it was time. “What happened? You always have something to do, whenever I ask you this question, you go ballistic and give me a million ideas.”

			“It’s a long story!”

			“I got time.” Aaliya tried to hold back a small smile. You can tell, her eyes get really big and she holds her breath. She looks like a monkey. Aaliya got in trouble once for doing that in school. Our teacher thought she was messing around. It was hilarious! 

			“Fine. You asked for it. Okay, so this is what happened. I was sleeping, but I was not in deep sleep so I could hear a couple things. Anyway, Champ, my dog, which you should know by now, was howling. So I got up, walked over to him and was staring at him. I realized his paw was bleeding. Non-stop.  My parents wrapped his paw in gauze and tried to stop the bleeding. Apparently when my mom, or my dad took him out for a walk, a rattlesnake bit him. A rattlesnake’s venom can kill a dog. I stayed up all night crying ,thinking about what would happen to Champ. In the morning we took Champ to the vet.

				The vet said he actually stepped on glass, he hadn’t gotten bit by a rattlesnake. He also said that he just needs rest and we have to give him a vitamin every 2 hours. My sister forgot to feed him one vitamin. Champ fainted, I screamed, my sister screamed, and my parents ran in the room. Everyone was so freaked out.  Turns out Champ had just dozed off. My Mom said he was just exhausted with the bleeding and trip to the Vet. He is just a small little puppy, who can really blame him? But just to make sure, we took him to the veterinarian again, who said that this time if we actually accidently messed it up, Champ would suffer the consequence, death. Not once have we ever been so scared, but the good thing is that we never screwed it up. It’s dramatic, right? The whole situation? What I was feeling, what my parents were feeling, what my sis was feeling. Right?”

				Like I knew what to say! “Sure!” 

				“Since we didn’t mess up, he got better, and now he is fine.”

				“Wait, that’s it. If he’s fine, why are you still so depressed?”

				“I’m in still so shocked that this happened.”

				“Oh... didn’t you say that it’s a long story?”

			“Now that I actually said it out loud, I guess it’s really not that long.”

			“Since we still have time, wanna go to the pool?”

			“That’s fine with me!”

			—§§§—

			After the pool, Aaliya forgot about the whole incident. Aaliya and I still had lots of fun and we weren’t even thinking about Champ. Not only did we go to the pool we also went to the mall, got a manicure and pedicure, and also shopped until our feet ached and started to bleed. Champ is back to his self. Not howling any more. Aaliya is also back to her hyper, silly old self, and everything was back to normal.

		

		
			- Triya Mahapatra is 11 years old and lives with her older sister and parents in Aurora, IL. She received a puppy as gift on her 11th “golden” 		birthday, and even since the puppies and stories around puppies have become a major part of her life.
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			TIME FLIES

		

		
				Once Jim Bishop said, “Nothing is as far away as one minute ago.” I can recall times during the beginning of middle school, while my older brother was nearing the end of high school. He was very busy with not only his school work, but also his college applications. While he would consistently be awake well into the early morning hours, I would be asleep hours before. I did not realize how lucky I was, but I now realize how quickly time can pass, and how important it will become in my future. A few years ago, I would think to myself, “I’m glad I don’t have to worry about all those college applications and all of that homework and have to get little sleep all the time.”

				Now, during my senior year in high school, I think to myself, “I wish I don’t have to worry about all those college applications and all of that homework and have to get little sleep all the time”. I can remember the times when I was in the seventh and eighth grades, and my father would say to me, “Soon, you’ll be where your brother is; it will be here before you know it and time will go by fast”.

				Of course, he was right.

				Sitting here, I reflect on the times that I heard that statement, and I laugh at myself for not paying attention to the meaning. Now that I finally do, I find it serious because being able to manage your time effectively is of extreme importance to everyone. All in all, I now understand how to manage myself wisely, and I no longer take my valuable time for granted. The phrase, “time is of the essence” actually has meaning to me now, because time really does fly. What happened in the past will stay in the past. The reason Bishop’s quote is one of my favorites is very simple: we cannot change the past, and we must focus on what we will do in the future. We cannot elude time, we cannot change time, and we cannot delay time; what we can do, however, is manage time.

		

		
			- Adam Pani is 17 years old from White Station High School, Memphis, TN. He has recently graduated from 12th grade.

		

		
			ABCs About Odisha

		

		
			Ashoka – state flower of Odisha. Scientific name is Saraca asoca. The Ashoka grows in the rain forest. The Ashoka is endangered.

			Bande Utkala Janani – State song of Odisha. It is written by Kantakabi Laxmikanta Mohapatra.

			Chilika lake- is the queen of natural beauty, and a major tourist attraction. Chilika is the largest salty water lake in Asia covering an area of 1100 sq.km.

			Dhauligiri - located on the banks of River Daya is where the Kalinga War was fought.  Ashoka’s rock is located in this Buddhist temple. Ashoka was the emperor of India long time ago and was a Buddhist unlike many other Indian kings.

			Ekkakula Island- is a turtle nesting island, part of Bhitarkanika Sanctuary. This islands habitat is favorable for nearly extinct Olive Ridely Turtles. This is a popular tourist site for wild life lovers. 

			Forty nine alphabets support Odia literature. 

			Gopalpur- is a small town on sea near city of Berhampur. Its population is about 6,660. Gopalpur used to be an ancient port and now you can see the ruins of ancient Gopalpur if you visit.

			Hirakud Dam is built across the Mahandi River. It is one of the world’s longest earthen dams. It is also longest man-made dam in the world, around 16 miles. It is also one of the first projects started after India’s independence. 

			IKAT, Bomkai Sarees – are some of the famous Odisha style sarees. Four basic colors, which are found on Lord Jagannath, red, black, white and yellow, are used frequently in these saree designs.

			Jagannath- means the lord of the universe. Famous Jagannath temple is located in Puri, Odisha and attracts millions of people during the Car festival, Rathayatra held every year. 

			Konark – Popularly known as Sun temple, gets its name from the angle at which it’s facing the sun. It takes the form of the chariot of Surya, the sun god. It is one of the seven wonders of India and a world heritage site.

			Lalitgiri- is one of three main sites (Daulligiri –Udaygiri -Lalitgiri) of Buddhist remains in Odisha. This site dates back to 1st century and a major archeological excavation location.

			Muruja, Jhoti, Chita- it is a form of folk art to celebrate harvest seasons and festivals. Muruja is prepared as a powder of different colors and is used with hand to make different patterns on the floor.  Jhoti and Chita are art forms drawn on walls and grounds with a water based rice paste.

			Neela kantha – Also known as Indian roller is state bird of Odisha. Scientific name is Coracias benghnsis. It is about 26-27 cm. long. The Indian rollers body is brownish unlike European rollers which is blue. The Indian rollers tail is sky blue with a terminal band of Prussian blue.

			Odissi is the state dance of Odisha. It is the oldest surviving dance on the basis of archaeological evidences.

			Patta Chitra- is a traditional form of painting on cloth. These paintings are painted long time ago 

			Quiet and peaceful are the nature of Odia people. They are mostly peaceful because the wildlife needs peace, so the animals won’t run away.

			Rasgulla  are small dumplings made from a type of chenna and semolina dough and mixed with light syrup. 

			Sambar deer - Odisha state animal is the Sambar deer. The Sambar deer is also known as the Rusa unicolor. It is native to Indian Subcontinent and South Asia.

			Temple city, Bhubaneswar – State capital of Odisha is also known as Temple city. More than 2000 temples are part of its landscape. Some of popular ones are Lingaraja, Mukteswara and Rajarani temple.

			Upendra bhanja- known as kavi samrata, emperor of poets, he belonged to a royal family. He gave up the power to pursue his interest in poetry. He wrote over 52 books of poetry.

			Viswakarma Puja- is the festival dedicated to Lord Viswakarma, the god of architecture and engineering is wildly celebrated in Odisha.  

			Weather- Odisha stands on the coastal belt of India. It has a tropical climate which results in hot summer season. 

			eXtinction - Odisha is home to many animals and birds on the brink of extinction, needing our protection. Examples are white tiger, Gharial crocodiles in Nandan Kanan sanctuary and many tigers and crocodile, turtle species in Similipal National park and Satkosia wildlife sanctuary.

			Bali Yatra – most famous state fair held by the banks of Mahanadi River, Cuttack. Yatra means Journey and the festival celebrates ancient Odia mariners sail to distant lands of Bali, in Indonesia for trading 

			Zilla- means district in English. There are 30 zillas in the state of Odisha. 

		

		
			- Shivank Mishra, a second grader from Illinois, an avid reader, currently on 4th book of Harry potter series in less than a month, 			also loves soccer and basketball. This is an attempt by Shivank in researching and writing an acrostic poem on Odisha.

		

		
			I Was Not a Stranger…

		

		
				Have you ever gone to a place where everyone knows you, but you have no clue who they are? Well it happen to me.

				In August 2008 we went to Odisha. Although this was not my first trip to Odisha but I consider it my best one as I was old enough and remembered most of the things in this trip. It also felt like this trip really introduced me to my families and friends in Odisha.  The wonderful journey started just after boarding into the airplane. It was filled with Indians, so I already felt like home. Even though I hardly knew any of our fellow passengers, everyone was so friendly with my little brother and me. As my little brother was getting a little cranky, the elderly couple next to us was telling us interesting stories of Odisha, who were going back to the glorious state of Odisha after visiting their family in the US. I also came to know that Bhubaneswar is the -Temple City, which is also my mother’s home town, and the Lord Jagannath temple’s kitchen in Puri is considered as the largest one in the world. Listening to all these fantastic stories, I got even more excited to go there. I had all these pictures built up in my mind and I didn’t know how far they will be true, but I was so looking forward to it. Looking at the elderly affectionate couple made me think, is everyone like them in Odisha? Does everyone welcome you with their open arms even though they are total strangers? There were so many questions, only a couple more hours then I will get all my answers.

				When our flight finally landed in Bhubaneswar it was drizzling. In the airport I was amazed to see so many relatives, who were just there to welcome us. For a minute I thought I was a famous NBA player. When we reached Aja’s house, Mamu had a basketball for my brother and I; we jumped up in joy and thanked him a lot. He also asked me that how my basketball games were going on, as he knows both of us love basketball.  Soon after that my Aie called me to the lunch table to eat some food, she prepared my favorite foods. I was really amazed as I was meeting many of my family members from my mother side for the first time, to me everyone was like a stranger but for them I was their little grandson. They knew me by every little details right from the birth until now; even they wanted to see all the scratches and cuts that I got growing up. I was overwhelmed with so much love. I started to think how they managed to love me so much even if they haven’t seen me until now.

				Early next morning we all went to Puri, where my Jeje and Jejemaa and Apa live. The best part was I got to sit next to Aja in the front seat of the car to Puri. Let me tell you it was super scary! Sitting in the front seat of a car in India was an eye opening event for me. The cars were coming towards us in high speed, but somehow our driver uncle managed to take us to Puri safely. My first step in Puri was like BANG. Everyone said Tanu (my nick name) -how are you or Tanu -you are so cute.  I only knew Jeje, Jejemaa, and Apa, but I didn’t know many other people and had no idea who they are, but they knew me. Later I found out that they were our relatives and friends. Then my Jeje told us that we should eat and take some rest. My Jejemaa and Apa prepared nice food for us; they made all my favorite foods including my favorite the world famous Gup-Chup. Next day early morning I just wanted to move around the house. In our backyard I got to see many big trees including the big coconut trees. I also noticed a person climbing our coconut tree and plucking and throwing them to the ground. It was wonderful to watch how he got those coconuts.  Then Jeje asked me if I wanted to help him in getting some stuff from the market. So, my Dad and I decided to walk on the Bada Danda (Grand Road of Puri) and go to the temple to see Lord Jagannath and while returning we would get the stuff for home. 

				On the way lots of people asked my dad and I about our journey and life in US. While walking suddenly one of my Dad’s friend came and ask me if I want to take a ride on the Cycle rickshaw; I enjoyed that ride to the temple. Even the rickshaw puller was very nice person asked me if I will be interested for more rides. During my stay in Puri wherever I went (e.g. grocery store, vegetable store or even sea-beach) usually I found my Jeje and Dad knew somebody, and they start talking. One day when we were about to go to the sea beach a person walked up to us saying “Are you ready to go to the beach”, it was like people knew what we were going to do. 

				For me the best part was living among my family members and relatives; I had many cousins of my own age, uncles and aunts, grandparents and even there were some great grandparents too all living in Puri. Every evening it was like family time, we used to sit together and chat with each other. Some time my brother and I used to dance with my Jeje to the tune of Dam Dada Laka…Sam Sasa Laka… (The famous music for Naga Dance of Puri). It made me feel like I live there forever. The next couple of weeks we had loads of fun. Jeje told me all about Lord Jagannath and told me to always have faith in him. I also learned a lot about our extended families. 

				Now I am in the airplane on the way back to US. I have all these memories floating by and rolling down my cheeks as tears. I am very mystified as if everyone in Odisha is a member of a tightly knit family. I wish I could go back to Odisha again where Lord Jagannath, my grandparents, my extended family and friends all live. I am happy that I got all of my answers to all of my questions that I had in my mind while going to Odisha.  So, now I love to say that there is no land like Lord Jagannath’s Land, and I am not even close to being a stranger there. 

		

		
			- Adeep is a 5th grader and goes to Power Upper Elementary School, Farmington Hills, MI.
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			My Experience in Gita Govinda

		

		
				It was a Sunday afternoon in January and Odissi class had just finished. Having done Namaskar, I joined my Odissi teacher, Ayushi Di and together we sought the blessings of our guru, Menaka Di and upon touching her feet, she announced, 

				‘This time, we will surely include Ini in the Gita Govinda.’ I immediately stood up and turned around, expecting to see someone standing behind me. But there was no one. She was talking to me. Ayushi Di then joined in on the conversation and with a reassuring nod she said,

				‘Yes, yes.’ I immediately realized I must’ve looked terribly discomposed after hearing this news, so I closed my mouth and straightened my posture. I looked at Ayushi Di and she stared right back at me with a look that said, ‘Don’t worry, you’ll be fine.’ I swallowed hard and left the room without saying a single word. Surely they were not serious? They couldn’t be. I had seen the Gita Govinda production three years ago when it was performed in Toronto. This was a professional program. I couldn’t possibly dance in it. I tried to wrap my head around this new piece of information.

				The next Saturday, I was called to the studio for my first session. I have to admit I was slightly nervous as well as excited at the time. 

				‘We will start with the beginning piece.’ My teacher played the music and I followed as she instructed. I admire the time and effort both my teachers, Neena Di and Ayushi Di had put into teaching those of us who were new to the show. They spent countless hours with us, trying to teach the steps to us and reinforce them in our minds daily. I recall trying very hard to remember the sequence of steps. Noticing my confusion, my teacher started calling out short phrases to help me remember which step was next. For example, one of the steps in the beginning dance was also present in the item, Mangalacharan. The step I was having difficulty with soon came to be known as ‘Mangalacharan’. Practice continued the next day, joint with my regular Odissi class. I started learning Dash Avatar that day. Learning only the entry and practicing the previously learned beginning piece took up all our time. After that, practice continued every day. We covered one avatar per day and sometimes a single avatar would take a couple of days to learn. ‘Keshava dhruta, meena sharira, jaya jaga disha hare”. One by one, the avatars passed; Meena sharira, Kachyapa rupa, Shukara rupa, Narahari rupa. The next avatar to learn was Vamana rupa. I had found a website describing each incarnation of Lord Vishnu, but having felt a familiar connection with this particular incarnation, I had skipped over the description of Vamana Avatar. I recalled my first ever stage experience where I had performed in a children’s play as Vamana Avatar. I was three years old at the time. 

				“Naa, na. Mora tini pada bhumi darkar.” To this day, I am frequently teased by an uncle in our community as he remembers my delivery of this dialogue in Odia.

				As for the rest of the avatars, all I’m going to say is that the Dash Avatar website became one of my most frequently visited web pages. It’s actually still in my Internet browser’s bookmarks. 

				As I continued learning the rest of the items, it was becoming difficult for me to convey my expressions. I did not know what characteristic of Lord Krishna it was that I was describing with my mudras. I wanted to know the meaning behind each stanza of the Sanskrit poem. I asked my father for help. He started by telling me the story of two lovers, Radha and Krishna. In my head, I tried picturing the scenes we were creating as dancers. I was aware that on the day of the show, we would be using projections of Kangra paintings in the background to compliment the dance. He then found detailed translations of the poem online, which I read over multiple times. My mother sat down with me and together we went through the meanings and words. I found it interesting to learn the meanings of Sanskrit words and find the roots of Odia words that I did know, Odia being my first language. Soon, the music and its words had become a part of my daily functioning. On the bus ride home, after my friends’ stops had passed and I was alone, I would mentally review the songs and movements. It was the only music I kept in my head. I didn’t listen to any of my favourite artists for the two months that followed. The only songs playing in my mind were from Gita Govinda, whether it was Dash Avatar, Lalita Lavanaga, or Chandravali’s music. I soon heard my parents unknowingly humming songs from Gita Govinda. They were remembering the time they had seen the show. They too, had fallen in love with the music. 

				One day, on the way back from dance practice, my dad remembered he had to pick up some groceries. I stayed in the car while my father went into the store. Having come from dance, I had no books with me, so I couldn’t do homework of any sort. The only thing left to do was go over my dance. It took my dad rather long to get back to the car. When he returned he said, 

				‘Ini, Sorry about that. This lady in front of me in line. She--’

				‘It’s okay, Bapa. I did Dash Avatar twice in my head while you were gone.’ He smiled and got in the car. We drove home. Dance had really taught me how to manage my time effectively. It gave me something productive to mentally review when I had the time.

				Dance has always been a part of my life. It now resided in my family members’ lives as well as in my thoughts. Dance takes me to another world, a world of serenity. I remember an incident that occurred one day. I had argued with my mother. I had then rushed down to the basement, tears in my eyes. I hated having disagreements with my family members. It hurt bitterly, knowing that I was unable to turn to the ones closest to me, to talk to. I felt terrible, standing there alone. I looked around in the basement and realized I had stumbled upon the right place. I looked into the mirror standing on one of the basement walls. It usually aided me with dance practice. I glanced over at my dance suitcase lying on the floor. There was something that could make me feel better. I did my Namaskar, seeking Mother Earth’s blessings. I started reciting the bol that I knew and then the steps followed. I cried my way through the piece, but still I was dancing. It relaxed me. Dance had worked its extraordinary powers on me.

				This new experience in dance was not only helping me emotionally, but also physically. What this rigorous practice has taught me is changing my entire outlook on physical activity. I’ve never been a kid to enjoy gym class too much. At school, I used to dread going outside to play soccer baseball in the scorching heat. When I was about 5 years old, my parents put me on a soccer team. My teammates probably wanted to murder me because I was definitely one of the worst goalies of all time, failing to defend my net because I had stopped to watch some fascinating birds flying pleasantly across the sky. I’m not really big on sports. With daily dance practice, I’ve learned to stay hydrated and warm up before doing strenuous activity. Neena Di taught us some pretty intense forms of Surya Namaskar. At school, I have gym class first period every day, so I start my morning with that warm up. My flexibility and reflexes have also improved with practice. I remember not being able to touch my toes two months ago and now I can hold at a position with both my hands past my toes. I am still working on these things by doing flexibility exercises. In gym class, as one of our warm up exercises, our teacher makes us do squats from one end of the gym to the other. Having remembered my brother pushing me to practice squats, I thought to myself,

				‘Alright, this doesn’t look too bad. I just have to sit in chauka, but with my knees pointed forward. So pretty much, just sit in bad chauka.’ While doing the squats, I heard others complaining about how painful it was and how it hurt days later. Once again, dance had come to my rescue. 

				We all know the snow in the winter can get quite overwhelming. Recently, we had a big snowfall and my dad needed help shovelling the snow. But when he was bending from the waist to pick up the snow with his shovel, his back was hurting. So I showed him a new way to do it. I picked up a shovel and showed him, 

				‘Look, Bapa. All you have to do is, sit in chauka, pick up the snow with your shovel and then come up to throw it away. Like this.’ I took a step towards the snow, sat in chauka and demonstrated,

				‘Chauka, and up. Chauka, and up. There. And no stress on the back whatsoever.’ Our laughter helped us get through the gruelling task of shovelling snow.

				The outcome of daily dance practices was starting to show. I was learning proper time management and feeling better about gym class. Dance had also improved my learning thought process. I found that it was much easier for me to pick up new concepts in school. In dance, to show that I understood the concept, I had to actually do the step. It is an active learning process. This learning-by-doing motivated me to participate more enthusiastically in Spirit of Math class and school.

				An essential component to this journey was learning what true commitment meant. This meant that every day I worked up the energy to go to rehearsal despite the burning pain in my legs and my strong will to do well in school. I had to keep up with daily homework, projects and tests as well as working at Kumon Math and Reading Centre regularly. Some Saturdays, I had to arrive at dance early in the morning so we could finish rehearsal before I had to leave for my work at Kumon at 10:00 a.m. On Tuesday evenings, I went to Spirit of Math class directly from school. Class would finish at 7:00 p.m. and I would go to dance directly from there for rehearsals until 9:30 p.m. I refused to make excuses. I could’ve taken a break from dance on Tuesdays because of my math class, but instead I chose to go to the studio and commit to my daily practices. No matter how busy I was, I simply had to take time out for dance practices. It was necessary to practice every day to ensure that the steps would remain in my muscle memory. I had to fully commit my body and mind to dance. 

				There were now only 3 weeks until the show. Our Guru, Guru Sujata Mohapatra was to arrive in one week before the show. My teachers were working extra hard to make sure we had correct placement and no mistakes with the steps. The greatest emphasis was now on expression and correct technique while dancing. Soon there were only seven days left until the show. We were anticipating her arrival in Toronto, shortly. We got a phone call which told us she had landed. Soon enough, she was at the studio and after a short greeting, we immediately started rehearsal. As we got into position, she said to me, 

				‘So little Ini is dancing Dash Avatar with me now, eh?’ I gave a tight, nervous smile with my mouth closed, as I swallowed hard. Although it didn’t show on my face, I felt that she had spoken my feelings. I felt truly privileged to dance on the same stage as such accomplished dancers. I had never dreamed of getting this opportunity. I will be forever thankful to my teachers Menaka Di, Sujata Aunty, Neena Di and Ayushi Di. They had patiently taught me and contributed so much time towards this. I will always thank them for giving me the opportunity to be part of such a prestigious production. 

				And so, the first day’s rehearsal was over. I will not lie; the week that followed was not easy. It was to my great advantage that I was on my March Break that week. Most of the daytime was spent doing stretches as recovery from the previous night’s practice. One day at rehearsal, one of my teachers asked me how my March Break was going. I replied with,

				‘To be honest, I’m just trying to make sure I can walk in the evening.’ A good portion of my day was devoted to ironing my sari for rehearsal in the evening, which I was not particularly fast at doing. The thought of a burning appliance skidding over my fingers was enough damage to my thoughts. I also had to drink enough water to stay hydrated. It looked as if we were opening a convenience store, the way my parents had filled our kitchen cupboards with granola bars and Gatorade bottles. 

				The show day was getting closer. My mother’s colleagues had already bought their tickets for the show. Some family friends had also said that they were going to join us on the occasion. Sujata Aunty was to perform her solo on the day before the Gita Govinda. We were all tremendously excited to see her performance that night. When we got ready and arrived at the theatre, it was a beautiful atmosphere we got to see there. It was of a love for the arts. The festival celebrated 60 years of the organisation Kalanidhi Fine Arts of Canada, twenty-five of which were spent in Canada. It was called the Kalanidhi Fine Arts of Canada International Festival and it celebrated the Indian Arts in Canada. Dancers from all over the world had been invited to perform at the four-day festival. Sujata Aunty’s performance was simply beautiful. The entire audience was locked in a trance. It was mesmerizing. I was staring for most of the performance with an open mouth. Any amount of praise is not enough to capture the excellence that she portrays in her dance. 

				I am sure the previous night’s performance was an inspiration for us all. It motivated us to work harder and we had a perfect opportunity to do so, the very next day. On show day, I left the house at 10 o’clock in the morning for the studio with all of my dance belongings. After rehearsal, we left the studio for the theatre where we had our tech rehearsal. The show was taking place at the Fleck Dance Theatre at Harbourfront Centre in Toronto.  Before this, I had only been to the professional dance theatre to watch performances. I had never dreamed of performing there. After that, it was time to get ready. Under the guidance of Sujata Aunty and Sonia Di’s help, I was ready along with my costume, makeup and jewellery. Over the system, I heard, 

				‘Menaka Thakkar Dance Company dancers, there are now 15 minutes to the top of the show.’

				After a few minutes we made our way to the stage. The heavy dark blue curtains were drawn and we took our positions. I stared up and prayed that the show would go well. I would not let my teachers down. I was determined not to let the two months of hard work go to waste. I thought about the framed painting with inspirational words that my grade three teacher had given me. I have kept it in my room to this day. She had told us that these words were the key to success. The painting read, ‘Hard work pays off.’ The curtains opened and the music played. The show had started. 

				The experience on stage cannot be described in words. It is a magical feeling to see all the pieces falling into place, before your eyes. One by one, the items passed and the show progressed. Soon, the one and a half hours were over. We made our way to the room just outside the theatre. There, I met our family friends that had come to see the show. Upon seeing their smiling faces I felt immense gratitude towards them for joining me that night. I was glad to see so many of my mother’s colleagues present, congratulating me whole-heartedly. It was a wonderful feeling to know that they appreciated our hard work and enjoyed the show. Sometimes during the learning and rehearsal months, I felt alone. After school, I would go to dance and when I would come home, I would see my family for about an hour and then wake up the next day to do the same thing. I had the encouragement of my family and friends all along, but a question lay inside of me. What was I doing this for? Why was I sacrificing my time with my family? What for? And now the answer is in front of me. I worked hard to gain experience, to live through it. To get a taste of what is coming and prepare myself for it. This journey taught me commitment, time management, discipline and sacrifice. These things will always be with me and I know that they will help me in all my future endeavours. 

				I was standing outside the theatre with my family and friends. I turned around to see Sujata Aunty standing there. And then she hugged me. My grade three teacher’s words flashed before my eyes. ‘Hard work pays off.’ And at that moment I knew that she had been right.
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			- Ineka Panigrahi is 14 years old and lives with her parents Gagan and Sabita Panigrahi in Toronto, Canada. She looks up to her elder 			brother, Soman. Ineka has had a passion for dance since childhood. She joined Menaka Thakkar Dance Company in 2011 in order 			to pursue her interest in Odissi. She has choreographed and performed folk dances at various events in the community and at 				school. She has danced in annual conventions of the Orissa Society of Americas held in Toronto, New Jersey and Seattle. She has 			also had the opportunity to attend Odissi workshops at MTDC under Sujata Mohapatra. She has written about her recent experience as 			a dancer in the Odissi presentation of Gita Govinda at an international festival of the arts.

		

		
			WHY MY VOICE IS IMPORTANT

		

		
			       	  My voice is important because I have my own opinion.  My opinion is special because it is what I think and it may change the world forever.  This is important because it may make an impact in our society, it may be good, yet it may be bad.  I might have a different opinion then someone else, but that doesn’t mean it’s wrong, as long as I can give it a reason of why I think that way.  My voice is important when I am against a bully or when I stick up for someone because the bully will most likely back off until- further notice, and will  leave that person alone.  

				Throughout history people have used their voices to call for change in the world, an example is Mahatma Gandhi. He was an activist who spoke out against the British who ruled India at the time. Gandhi led a revolt by saying “we don’t want to wear or eat anything you imported from your country!”, so instead he wove his own clothes and ate Indian food, also encouraging everyone to do the same. And, even though he helped with India’s independence, he didn’t want to be prime minister or president. But, the main thing to remember is that he chose his voice through non-violence. People like that in my mind are heroes, and if he didn’t think his voice was important from the millions who populate India, my parents and I could be living in India right now under British rule!

				Another activist who used their voice for change was Martin Luther King Jr. who led the African-American Civil Rights Movement. This was so that African-American people had the same rights as white American people do.  If he didn’t think that his voice was important, then lots of us would not be here today as we are. Our current president Mr. Barack Obama could CONTEST, and win because Dr. King dreamed for ever American to be equal.  I think this a good example of why someone’s voice is important because it had a big impact on our society just like maybe your voice will be in the future. If you don’t believe in your own opinion, how will it come true?

				That’s enough talk about famous people who changed the world, let’s talk about us, and how our voices it affects our everyday lives. For example, if someone in your school dropped their phone or books and didn’t notice, wouldn’t you TELL them? You wouldn’t just walk by and not even blink, would you? Another example is, if a little kid fell outside near your house and you heard them yelling and screaming in pain, it should be natural for you to walk outside and help them up if they are for some reason alone.  And, do you know why that is an example of why someone’s voice is important? If they didn’t scream or yell, how would you know what happened? That is one way your voice may be important in everyday life. Of course if you are a child for this example... Also, my voice is important because I mean, what else is it used for right? And, if you don’t think your voice is important, well, you never know, maybe when you grow up you will be the first person in the history of the world to find out if any other planet other than Earth that will have life on it? Or maybe to be the first one to create a life-changing medicine. That would be a goal for me.

				Our voices are important for another strong reason, help. Everyone in this room has cried or whined, even whispered for help. I know this because when we were infants we cried for whatever we wanted- right? Well, even if you are an adult and you are working- or even at home, what if someone gets hurt?!?!?!?!?!?!?! You have to call out for help and make sure that person is alright. One hesitant move can make a huge impact in our society. Just think about it for a minute, have you ever wanted to say something, but you thought if you said it that no one will care? Well don’t worry my friend; we are on your side. Whether you are right or other people get ideas. We all deserve to be heard in whatever crisis we may be in, whether you want sprinkles or your ice-cream, or you want to win an interview for a job. 

				By listening to other people I realized that our voices are important for so many things that if 100 people spoke on this same topic, all the reasons would be different. One girl whom I heard speak about this topic spoke about Steve Jobs. Imagine; most of you people who are reading this probably have an Apple product. If Steve Jobs wouldn’t have introduced his opinion of making all these Apple electronics, well, let’s just say that things would have been a lot different! Also, your voice is important to show your emotions and feelings. God gave our voices to show our happiness as well as our hate. Hundreds of years ago before America got its independence, how they negotiated things is through talking. Imagine having to gain your independence from another country by writing down everything you want to say on parchment and then holding up to the other persons face! Imagine an argument! There would be pieces of paper flying everywhere!

			Another reason why my voice is important is because it is my own and I have the power to do anything with it. This is important so that I can control myself and say what is right and not what is wrong. A lot of bad things happen when you misuse your words. And, when you say a single sentence, it can affect the whole world! If, when you are 35 or above, and you want to become president, and you have all the criteria met for it, you could be put in the competition just like that, by saying different things through your voice! If you choose your words carefully, you might even become president or anything else you want to be. 

				I think most people don’t use their voices because they think that their voices are not important and shouldn’t be recognized, that is not right. Everyone has a voice and everybody has control over it. If you have ideas shout it out! (Except in class of course) When you think that your voice is not important you are thinking about what other people’s opinions are. Just think about yourself and it will deepen the meaning coming from you. I always thought saying my own opinion was good because the best thing about it was there was no answer! And other people could connect to it and add and tell stories about it. 

				The main thing to remember about your voice is that there is no limit. You can take that literally if you want to, but it has another meaning to it. When you listen that is when you know how to talk. You can talk at the right moment, or the bad moment. By that, I mean that you can’t just shout out random words in a random place…You have to say things when you think it is at the right moment and at the right time.

				Another key thing to keep in mind is feedback. This is how we KNOW our voice is important. Suppose if you don’t want bullying in your school, so you protest. More people will come and support the protest against bullies, why? Because more people agreed with you, they LISTENED to you, THAT is how we know, that our voice is truly important for the right purpose. Let’s promise each other today, NO MATTER WHAT, we have a voice, and no matter WHAT anybody says, it IS important! 

		

		
			- Anjali is a 12 years old and a Grade 7th student. She wants to be a physician-scientist when grows up. She hopes to find cure for 			wrinkles. She loves art and music. She enjoys playing tennis and chess, and participating in public speaking and essay writing.

		

		
			JOURNEY TO JAPAN

		

		
				My family and I have travelled to a variety of exotic and interesting locations around the world. Our most recent destination, and one of the most remarkable, was Japan. Its culture has always been fascinating to me, and as I had never been to Japan before, I wasn’t exactly sure what to expect. I knew Japan was an ancient civilization and had many temples and monuments from centuries ago, but I also knew about the technological prowess of modern Japan. Little did I realize that Japan could be both an intensely modern country while preserving its ancient heritage. I didn’t know that I would see two different worlds on those small islands: the culturally rich and historic Kyoto and the intensely modern metropolis Tokyo. 

				Kyoto, the imperial capital of Japan from 794 to 1869, was the first city we arrived at in Japan. It is a truly remarkable city, a perfect blend of Japanese cultural heritage from ancient times along with its modern incarnation as a South Asian powerhouse in information technology and electronics. My mother, sister, and I explored Kyoto over four days. As Kyoto was the ancient capital of Japan for many centuries before Tokyo, there were many historical sights to see such as Nijo Castle, Kinkaku-ji Pavilion, Ginkaku-ji Temple, Todai-ji Temple, Kiyomizu-dera, and many more. Nijo Castle was the seat of the Tokugawa shoguns, who ruled Japan for over 200 years. It was the home of two palaces, a remarkable set of gardens, and an intensely strong fortress with a moat. Not only was Kyoto a seat of government, it was, and is, the home of many important religious places in Buddhism. An example is the spectacular Kinkaku-ji, or the Temple of the Golden Pavilion.

			Kinkaku-ji pavilion, Kyoto

				Covered in gold leaf and surrounded by beautiful gardens from the Classical period, Kinkaku-ji almost appears divine, which makes sense considering it holds one of the most treasured relics of Buddha, some of his ashes. Another temple of significance is Todai-ji, a Buddhist temple complex located a short distance from Kyoto in Nara. It has the unique distinction of being the tallest wooden building in Japan.  The statue of Buddha inside is so big that five people can stand on its open palm! Todai-ji is set in the former royal deer park where tamed deer come up to visitors and eat from their hands. It was the most important temple in early Japanese Buddhism, and is home to the Kegon school of Buddhism today. 

			Todai-ji temple, Nara

				Kiyomizu-dera is a Buddhist and Shinto temple and shrine complex up in the hills of Kyoto, and is over 1,200 years old. Kiyomizu-dera is still a site of religious worship and has been frequented by tourists and pilgrims from inside and outside of Japan alike.  Surrounded by Japanese maple trees in all their autumn glory, it stood serene and lovely among the reds, coppers and golds of the glowing leaves. Yet another interesting sight is Ginkaku-ji. It was built by the son of the emperor who built Kinkaku-ji pavilion. As the emperor who built Ginkaku-ji was also a scholar and a garden designer, he made it his life’s work. The grounds of Ginkaku-ji are home to a temple, a library, and what may be the most beautiful gardens I’ve seen in Kyoto. 

				While I was touring Kyoto and looking at the many places that remain from long ago, I couldn’t help but think of another city – a city that is also full of temples and is known to some as the Temple City. It too was the capital of an ancient empire. I’m speaking, of course, about Bhubaneswar. Bhubaneswar also has an ancient history, reaching back almost 3,000 years. It was the capital of the Kalinga Empire and its successor states for many centuries. Bhubaneswar also remains significant today as the capital of Odisha and a commonly sought destination for tourism. 

				When I left Kyoto with my family, our next destination was Tokyo. Now, I’d heard quite a lot about Tokyo. I knew it was a very modern city, the financial center for Japan as well as that  region of Southeast Asia. Tokyo is also the home of massive skyscrapers and the largest, and most impressive, fish market on Earth. Understandably, my expectations going into Tokyo were pretty high. We had a pretty impressive start to Tokyo. My family and I got our first glimpse of ultra modernism when our transportation to Tokyo from Kyoto ended up being the Shinkansen, or the bullet train. While travelling at speeds in excess of 250 km/h, we were able to catch a spectacular view of Mount Fuji in the distance. Just like the picture postcards, Mt. Fuji was a perfect snow-covered cone. Our hotel room ended up being on the 31st floor with a phenomenal view of Tokyo Tower and downtown Tokyo at night. 

			Ginkaku-ji Temple, Kyoto

				In Tokyo, one of the most amazing sights we saw had to be the famed Tsukiji fish market – perhaps the largest, and best, fish market in the world. Tsukiji is the home of a tuna auction at 5 a.m. every morning in which sushi-grade tuna is bought and shipped all over the world. For two hours I walked the fish market with my family viewing the giant prawns, octopuses, and hundreds of varieties of fishes from 5 feet to 1 inch long. I even saw whole tuna carcasses bigger than me being sectioned into smaller pieces!  Everything sold any day at Tsukiji is fresh caught that morning.

				After Tsukiji, we went to the Senso-ji Temple complex in the Asakusa district. Senso-ji itself is a remarkable sight. The tutelary temple of the Tokugawa shoguns, it is reported to have been built in the 7th century. After being bombed during World War II, it’s been rebuilt to its previous state and looks beautiful. Senso-ji is known for the road leading up to the temple. The road is lined with dozens of small stalls selling handicrafts, specialty foods and souvenirs. We spent the entire evening there. Senso-ji is visited by tourists from all over. 

				With my family in front of the Senso-ji shrine, Tokyo Japan is such a different and unique country from what I’ve been used to. I have never seen a country so ultra modern but also so attached to its cultural heritage. Another country that I can relate to is also growing in modernity and influence on the world stage while keeping in touch with its culture – our very own India. While I was in Japan, I couldn’t help but think of the similarities of Kyoto and Tokyo to places in India.  Going to Japan was a really enjoyable and beneficial experience for me. 

		

		
			- Anshuman Mishra is an 8th grader at Grizzell Middle School in Dublin, Ohio. He is a 1st degree black belt in Tae Kwon Do and enjoys 			reading extensively, discussing politics, and playing the guitar in his spare time. He loves to travel with his family to exotic locales 			all over 	the world.
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			MY VISIT TO THE MYSTERY SPOT!

		

		
				You might think what I am talking about. Mystery Spot? Am I making things up? Am I imagining? No, it really exists. That was my reaction when my parents took me and my little brother to the Mystery Spot during our Spring break in California.

				At first I was pretty uncertain about how the place might turn out. We asked so many questions on the way. It was a long drive to the Spot. The road felt like a roller coaster ride when we were going. It is US 17; which had many ups and downs and turns. We reached to the edge of the narrow one lane path which takes you to the Mystery Spot. Mom said, “Who would ever build a tourist spot in such a horrible place?”. She was scared that the car might never make it to the Spot. Imagine you have to wait in one corner to let another car from the opposite side to pass you. And there was no space to fit two cars. It’s only my Dad who could get us to the Spot safely. He sure is a super hero!

				Mom kept praying till we made it to the Mystery Spot. All along she said there would be hardly any people out there to see. Who would want to come to such a place travelling through that dangerous road? To her surprise and to ours as well, there were thousands of people up at the hill. It felt like we were back in Disney world. I was so excited. I could not wait to jump out of the car and run to see. My brother joined me in the fun.

				We were told to reach half an hour before the tour starts. We made it exactly one minute before the tour started! After all, that was California traffic and the wooded uphill ride to the Spot was not easy. Once inside the tour group, we were happy that we made it. People it seems have gone and never made it because they missed their time. When we stood with the rest of the group, the tour guide asked all of us how it felt. Everyone replied,”Normal”. She smiled and said, “Not for long.” She tried to make it sound scary. I was not scared at all. I was looking forward to discovering the famous Mystery Spot.

				From the spot we stood, there were these two red wood trees. She pointed that one was leaning and the other was straight. So those who were standing towards the leaning tree were “Cool” and those standing toward the straight side were “Un-cool”. Then she said ,” Now the tour begins. Let’s head up the hill”.

				There were rails to hold on to because it was a very steep hill. Walking up felt like as if you are walking on a wall. My legs hurt when we reached the top. Everyone had to hold on as we could not stand straight. And everyone was out of breath. After catching up with our breath, the tour guide took us into a boundary area where inside there was a funny looking hut. It was a wooded hut but it was tilted. So were we! All along the tour guide was carrying a level to show whether the place was level or not. She asked for volunteers to prove her point. She called me too. I was so excited to be part of the show. It made me feel special!

				So, now I have said so much about how we reached. But what is this Mystery Spot? That’s I am about to reveal my friends. The mystery Spot is a tourist place, found inside a redwood forest in Santa Cruz, California. Basically, the place has abnormal Gravity .The place was discovered in 1939 and opened in 1940. The operators of the small site (which is about 150 feet in diameter) claim that it is a place where the laws of physics and gravity do not apply and provide a number of demonstrations in support of these claims, where water seems to flow upwards, people seem to be standing in slanted positions etc.

				At Santa Cruz’s “Mystery Spot,” balls roll uphill, chairs sit on walls and people lean over so far they can’t see their shoes, yet they don’t fall down. There’s a pendulum that is hanging tilted from the ceiling. When you try to move it back it comes back to its same tilted place. You can’t stand in one place without holding. The hut is tilted at a 20-degree angle from the ground. Everyone falls towards the wall. We all climbed the walls. I felt like Spiderman. It was awesome! I can walk on the wall like he did. How cool is that! I was wondering how the balls rolled up and not down, how water rolled up and how someone’s Chap Stick even rolled up and not down. That, people, is the Mystery and that is what we want to experience and find out.

				My little brother was scared. Mom still took him with her till the wall and made him climb with her. He would not leave mom for even a second. It was a very unusual feeling for him as well as for all of the people there. I felt distorted. People got dizzy. My mom even had a severe headache after getting into the hut. But we were all warned about these effects before we got to the place. Some even got nauseated.

				The Mystery Spot is a gravity hill, a tilt-induced visual illusion. The illusion experienced by visitors results from the oddly tilted environment as well as standing on a tilted floor. Inside the tilted room of the Mystery Spot, misunderstanding of the height and orientation of objects occur. People cannot see the true Earth’s horizon and they are only allowed to see what the tilted hut shows. So our vision was already tilted. When we are on a level surface standing on the face of the earth, we see everything straight because everything is parallel to the Earth. Here, in this Spot, you can’t see the Earth’s horizon as you are in a tilted zone.

				We came back home. Our trip was over. But that was not the end. I went online and read about it. I wrote about my experience and shared it in my school. People may have given different views. For me it was something very special. I would always remember and would always want to go back. After all, who gets to be Spiderman once in awhile! For me , the experience was awesome!.

		

		
			 - Arin Mahapatra is a 2nd Grade student at Ranchview Elementary School, Naperville, IL. He loves reading, swimming, skating and a 
	talented dancer too. He has been awarded Brown Belt for his skills in Taekwando.

		

		
			MY GRANDMOTHER’S LEGACY

		

		
				My grandmother, Ahaliya Acharya was born on April 11, 1954 at Dhamanakol Odisha, India. Back in those times, Indian women in India had very little freedom. That is why women like my grandma didn’t complete high school. They were expected to stay at home and work as housewives. It was believed that teaching to girl or woman was a sin. My grandmother went to a school that had classes from kindergarten to third grade. Each school year was two years so girls finished third grade at the age of twelve. That system no longer remains. Grandma studied Odia, the language of Odisha. She enjoyed reading a lot of Hindu mythological stories. One of her favorite stories she read was Shri Jaganath, which was a story about Lord Jaganath. 

				In my grandmother’s village, houses were made out of cement, and there was no electricity.  The kitchens were outdoors, and cooking was done through wood-fired cook stoves. The house did not have a stove. The food was served on leaf plates, or sometimes steel plates. Like Lord Jaganath, Grandma took care of her siblings, and worried about what will make other happy before herself . My grandmother stayed and took care of her younger siblings, neighbors, the house, and her mother because she was ill. She got married at the age of 15, when she left home to start a new family.

				The food in India is very different from food in the U.S. Some examples are rice, Daal (lentils, or you can call it soup), mixed vegetables, Mattar paneer, Malai Kofta, etc. The desserts were sweets; some examples are rasagola, golapjamoon, kaju katli, Manda Pittha etc. Indian food is filled with spices of many types; ginger, garlic, turmeric, red chili, curry leaves, and mustard. These flavors and aromas remain essential to our family traditions.

				My grandmother is a person of faith and tradition. Some celebrations are Holi, Diwali, Navaratri, Ganesh puja, Sara Swati puja, Durga puja, Rath Yatra, as well as Gandhi Jayanti. Gandhi Jayanti is a day to honor Mahatma Gandhi, considered the “Father of the Nation, and is celebrated on his birthday, October 2nd. Rath Yatra (also known as chariot festival) is celebrated mainly in Odisha, in June or July it is the story of Lord Jaganath going on a chariot to his aunt’s house. On the day of Rath Yatra, there are millions of people pulling the chariot. In addition, there are 55,000 police from Odisha and 23,000 police from other parts of India. My grandmother shared stories of Lord Jaganath with me when I was young. She told me to think of Lord Jaganath and pray to him before taking any decisions. I have worshipped, Jaganath at bad times and received a helpful answer.

				It was really interesting to know about the way my grandmother ate, lived, and what she did during her childhood. Comparing my way of life to hers, I also worship and have similar celebrations. At home, we eat the same kind of foods that she does. Just like my grandma, I didn’t speak English at first. Until the age of five, I spoke Odia at home, and I didn’t understand English. When I was in Kindergarten, I began to learn how to speak English. At school I once chanted a prayer. My teachers took that as false values. But I am proud of my faith and religion. I still carry on the prayers privately at home and in temples. I am grateful that my grandmother inspired me to carry on my family’s faith and traditions.  

		

		
			- Debanjan is a freshman at Clarksburg High School and lives with his parents, Debaki Nandan and Anjana Chowdhury and with a 
	younger sister Debanshi in Germantown, Maryland.

		

		
			MY AMERICA

		

		
			America. I always think of America as a land of hope, of prosperity and of opportunity. Each and every step you take in America is passed down to you by the great leaders of this land. People all over the world think of America as a land of hope to them and their family. Each and every person who lives in America is a part of America, without them America isn’t America. When I look at the buildings that are in America, I see there a place to learn, a place to work, to be at home. Each little nut an ear of corn grown in America tells a story about its history. No matter what’s happening around you America is America. Looking up in the sky, it is the same sky everyone’s looking at. America just speaks hope and home to me. Each and every person from a different region of the world is a part of America, citizens or not.

			America. My America  My home.

		

		
			- Manaswee MIshra is nine years old and a 4th grader in Manor woods Elementary school in Ellicott City, Maryland. Her other interests 			include, painting, dancing and writing poems. This article was written on the occasion of international night of the school and 			chosen to be shown in their assembly. 

		

		
			INDIAN CULTURAL DIFFERENCES

		

		
				During the beginnings of the 1990’s, an immense economic prosperity or boom occurred in the United States of America. Throughout this period myriads of Indians immigrated to United States due to the quick enlargement owf job openings. Indian families started to shelter and raise children. The children were accustomed to a new different environment. They immediately become exposed to this new country, and started a metamorphosis into a true American. The culture of living in America and India contain distinct differences. Parents can do so much to keep the Hindu culture alive to their children, which is an arduous task.

				Indian American kids in America are already at a disadvantage early in their life compared to children brought up in India. Throughout my experiences of visiting India, I view kids as young as 2 years old speaking fluent Oriya, or Hindi. Since I was raised in America, I couldn’t speak Oriya until I was 8 years old. There is a tremendous gap between. The reason is because in America during school the only language taught is English, and eventually Spanish and other European languages later on in Junior High schools, but not any of the 18 languages of India. Therefore when visiting grandparents and relatives in India, communication poses a colossal problem, unlike fluent Indian speakers.

				Another difference between the style of life between an Indian and an Indian American is the life of living. According to the International Statistical Institute, India is a developing country, and the United States is a developed country. Indian Americans brainstorm ideas as quick as a gunshot that India is gruesome, atrocious, filthy, and loathsome. Most of the Indian Americans I’ve met have stated they dislike visiting India. Indian Americans show an immediate dislike seeing lizards slithering the walls, or the vile red ants and spiders in bathrooms, and finally the vexatious, pesky mosquitos. We hate the malodorous filthy smell of the litter and cow dunk in the road. Indian children in America can’t stand going to these places, because they don’t have any experiences living in a developing country, or eating foods like parval, chickpeas, dosa, and idli unlike pizza, pasta, and chicken nuggets.

				Also, the culture styles of traditional Indians to American Indians are universes apart from each other. Indians acquire knowledge or Hindu culture in an early age visiting the Jagannath Temple, Lingraj temple, and other millions of temples surrounded by them. They are exposed constantly to festivals like Ratha Yathra and Holi. Parents, friends, family, and teacher can explain these festivals to them. American Indians however can only learn this by their parents or from an Indian community. They learn Saint Patrick’s Day, or Easter Day. They can’t experience Ganesh decorated and immersed in water. Although parents try their best to show these festivals by forming communities like Shri Jagannath Society of Greater America(SJSGC), and  The Orissa Society of America(OSA). Leaders of these groups build chariots for Ratha Yathra, persuade Indian families to sponsor for pujas, organize major holidays like Janmastami, Maha Shivarathi, Shri Ganesh Chaturthi, and Shri Panchami. Since Indian American kids are busy with American sports, hanging out with Americans that they don’t participate or show interest in these religious holidays. Thread ceremonies are exceptional in Odisha. It’s like being a Brahmin in the older times like shaving your head, wearing a sacred thread, marching out to different various temples, receiving money, and learning manthras.  

				The education system in America and India are diverse. In India teacher are much harsher and strict in education. Children devote their time to study and compete for top notch universities and jobs. The system in American is corrupt. The top echelon of schools in America allows students even if they don’t score enough, or are not intelligent if they have the green stash. In the United States the degree of difficulty in education is severely low. Teachers are no willing to educate children, and don’t care about assisting children to success, and are only in for the money they want to receive. The courses in America finally get rigorous though starting from high school. Children succeed depending on the teaching style of the instructor. 

				Therefore traditional Indians are smarter than Indians brought up in America. They are able to steal jobs in the United States later on in their lives. Only 66% of the students in America transition into college. The other 33% drop out of high school. The advantage of education in America is the extracurricular activities. American schools provide music classes and art classes which strengthens the brain. Even Life skills classes are available which provides cooking and sewing experiences. There are speech clubs to exercise a brain, and improves communication. Because of lack of money, India can’t provide these enjoyable experiences.

				Some places in Odisha that catch my attention are the Lingraj Temple, Dhauli, Chilika Lake, Sun Temple, Lord Jagannath Temple, Gundicha Mandir, and Puri beach. The Lingraj temple was built during the 11th century to honor Lord Shiva. There are over 150 shines present. 

				King Ashoka built Dhauli to present that he became peaceful, and converted to Buddhism. This historic site is built on the Konark highway.  Chilika Lake’s area is over 1,100 square Km. Chilika Lake is Asia’s largest brackish lagoon. There is a unique assemblance of marine, brackish and fresh water eco-systems. This lake has a rich variety of aquatic fauna, and is the home of an enormous amount of endangered species such as ospreys, grey legged geese, herons, cranes, and flamingoes. The Sun Temple was designed as a celestial chariot of the Sun god, Surya. There are 24 wheel and 7 horses in the temple. Over the years some parts have collapsed. How could anyone forget the JAGANNATH TEMPLE!!!!!! Built in the 12th century, the colossal building stands as 65 meters high. The main gate is a 16 sided monolithic pillar known as Aruna Stambha. 

				During Ratha Yathra, Jagannath, Balabadra, and Subradha travel to stay at their birthplace Gundicha Mandir for 9 days. And if you want to relax visit the Puri beach with fresh cold salty water gushing up your legs. 

				Overall, the cultural, living, and educational style of life are different in the United States than in India. Children in America don’t experience religious festivals, and have significantly lower knowledge of the Hindu knowledge than Indians. American Indian has communicational problems in India since English become their first language. Living in a developed country compared to a developing country is distinct. The educational system is very different in these two countries. American Indians should take the time to salute their parents for spreading the Hindu religions, and should continue it in life for generations to come. Enjoy visiting India, and the various places like famous temples, and other sites.

		

		
			- Adarsh Nanda is 13 years old and goes to Hannah Beardsley Middle School, Crystal Lake, IL. Apart from writing, he is talented dancer 			and takes lot of interest in Basketball and Football. He is also adept at playing Saxophone and Piano. 

		

		
			THINKING ABOUT NOTHING IS GOOD FOR YOU

		

		
				When most people hear the word “meditation” they typically envision a Buddhist monk sitting cross legged in the Himalayas or a hippie lighting incense and listening to Ravi Shankar.  Meditation is a practice in which an individual trains the mind or induces a mode of consciousness. It dates from back in 1500 BCE and originated in India. It is used to self regulate the mind, gain self realization, and to bring mental processes under regulated control. It was probably dismissed by western medicine until a band from Liverpool brought it mainstream attention.  Since then, it has been well studied that meditation has profound beneficial health effects. Meditation affects mental health, physical health, and various medical problems.

				Through meditation, one can improve mental health. In Oman, in 2008, a group of students found that practicing meditation changed neurological processes. This led to a variety of benefits such as effective functioning, including academic performance, concentration, perceptual sensitivity, reaction time, memory, self control, empathy, and self esteem.

				In another study, it was concluded that meditation reduced stress, and increased forgiveness Though meditation does all of the above, can it boost your creativity? The Leiden University in the Netherlands found that while meditation did not improve problem solving skills, it did help the mind generate new ideas. Another study at the University of Washington took 45 human resources managers and gave one third of them meditational training. After the training, the researchers gave the test subjects a test, and the ones who had received meditational training. A question you may ask would be, how does meditation help our brain do all these things? In a study through UCLA, researchers took MRI scans of 100 people, 50 of whom meditated, and the other 50 who did. They noticed that the meditators had higher levels of gyrification,which is the folding of the cerebral cortex, which is associated with faster mental processing. Overall, practicing meditation leads to better psychological health and a positive attitude.

				With your body, meditation’s effects are more significant. Meditation is accompanied by a host of biochemical and physical changes in the body that alter, heart rate, metabolism, blood pressure, and other bodily processes. The State University of New York recommend meditation as a way to relieve irritable bowel syndrome, after a group of patients began practicing meditation and their symptoms lowered significantly. Meditation also has anti-inflammatory effects. Since stress leads to inflammation, naturally meditation would improve calmness, and therefore lower inflammation. A recent study in the journal, Circulation: Cardiovascular Quality and Outcomes took 201 test subjects with coronary heart disease and asked them to either take a class for meditation or a class promoting better eating and exercise. 5 years later the researchers found that the people taking the meditation class had a 48% less risk of heart attacks, strokes, and death.

				Meditation can prevent a wide range of diseases and medical problems.These include  allergies, anxiety disorders, asthma, binge eating,cancer, depression, fatigue, heart disease, pain, sleep problems, and substance abuse. At a study at Ohio State, it was found that progressive muscle relaxation reduced the risk of breast cancer recurrence. In another study it was found that regular meditation increased the number of white blood cells in the body which gave an individual greater resistance to tumors and viruses. Meditation also prevents chronic pain distress. In addition, since meditation improves the immune system, it can help prevent disease. In sum, practicing meditation can help prevent a variety of medical problems.

				In this day of iPhones, Blackberries, texting, email and constant communication we have a generation that believes that they are “multi-taskers” and can perform many activities at once. But, in reality with all this multi-tasking the brain has very little time to focus. As many studies have shown achieving calming state where the brain can focus on a single thought or no thought all can actually improve health and mental abilities.  Consistent meditation improves concentration, perceptual sensitivity, reaction time, memory, self control, empathy, and self esteem. It was also found that practicing meditation helps the body improve heart rate, metabolism, blood pressure, and other bodily processes. 

				So, when you have some quiet time, turn off your cell phone, TV and anything else that demands your attention.  Start with a short time such as five minutes and just let your mind focus on a single thought. Some people chant a prayer.  An easy trick to blank out your mind is to imagine looking for a black cat in a pitch black room.  After your time is up you should feel relaxed and more focused. Gradually meditate for longer amounts of time.  Remember, thinking of nothing is good for you. 

		

		
			- Milan Mohanty is a Sophmore student in Orange, CA.
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			HEALING

		

		
				With tears streaming down my face, I ran out the front door in agony. I hate having arguments with my parents; it makes me feel terrible. I sped down the sidewalk to reach the park next to our home. I crossed the park that leads to the beautiful nature trail and stepped on the dirt path. I walked with a vengeance so that I could get away from everything around me. I climbed up the hill and after walking up for half an hour plummeted to the ground all tired and worn out. 

				The sun was almost on its way down. The crescent moon was starting to shine brightly. There was a zephyr and the tall trees swung lazily and merrily. I could see the rushing stream and the chirping of the birds as they decided to fly back to their home together. Everything looked so peaceful and serene except for the turmoil in my heart. I looked up to the blue sky above me and closed my eyes and took couple of long deep breathes. I lost track of time and lay there still enjoying nature’s tranquility. 

				When I opened my eyes, I saw that it was getting dark, and I felt better. I thought about my parents and started feeling guilty that they would be worried sick about me. Quickly I started running down the hill. I reached home panting and saw my Mom sitting outside on the porch with a worried look. The moment she saw me, I could see the relief in her eyes. She stood up and I went into her open outstretched arms and I knew that I had reached my safe haven, my home.

		

		
			- Resha is 12 and half years old, an eighth grader at Windermere Ranch Middle school in San Ramon, CA. She is a Hindustani Classical 			singer and a competitive swimmer. In her spare time she loves to write poems and short stories.

		

		
			THIS LIFE

		

		
				My visits to Odisha have not been as regular as I would like them to be.  However, last summer, I had the chance to make a trip to Odisha by myself.  I got to spend a few days in Puri during this trip.  Every morning, I would take long runs by the beach with my cousin.  It was on one such run that I came to a momentous point in life.  As I jog along the coast, the early morning breeze and the waves surround me with a sense of inevitability.  This is the place where millions have walked before me, wise men have meditated on the self, and attained the meaning of life, this land of the holy is where my ancestors recited poetry, shaped the thoughts of generations, ultimately evolving into an individual.   What is my dharma? Is it the sum total of my selfless and selfish activities or is it something else.  Those are the questions I ask myself. Am I defined by my Odia identity or my American identity? Which defines me more?  My mind wanders…… 

				I am transported back to the first time I saw the sea in Puri. I am with my family and all my relatives are proudly taking me around town, showing me the Temples, getting me camel rides, eating ice cream and the Oriya special snack Masala-mudhi.  I search for toys to build my sand castles, continuously weaving in and out of the water. I see my grandparents sitting by the water, enjoying my restlessness. I let the sand under my feet and the waves around me tell their story.   

				The sound of the waves breaking on the shore are like clashing of the worlds, where two cultures, two eons, or perhaps two ideas meet. The message resonates, reverberates and then disappears back into the sea. In the distance, I hear the song, the Bhagavad Gita and I am transported between two worlds Puri and Chicago, balancing the strains of  chanting, deciphering the age old truths.  I start running a little faster, towards the familiar………  

				The Bhagavad Gita, an ancient Indian epic, presents a discussion between Arjuna, a warrior prince, and Krishna, an incarnation of God who acts as his charioteer. Arjuna is about to fight in a war, and when he sees the enemy, he realizes he will be fighting against his relatives and teachers. Hearing of Arjuna’s inner turmoil and fears, Krishna carries out a discourse with Arjuna to reeducate him about dharma, which is a set of ethics based on duty. Krishna convinces Arjuna that his actions in the war are justified since he will be fulfilling his dharma and achieve moksha, which is the liberation from the mortal body. One achieves the state of moksha when the self becomes one with Brahman.

				Krishna begins the Second Discourse by stressing the importance of following varna dharma, the dharma of his caste, to serve his sacred duty and sustain the order of the universe. Arjuna is a Kshatreiya, which is the caste of warriors and kings. Krishna says, “If you will not / engage this fight / for the sake of dharma / you will have shunned / your own dharma / and good name / and shall cause harm”. Krishna is talking about the two conflicting dharma that Arjuna believes in and must follow. By not following the warrior aspect of his dharma, his duty as a whole will have been failed, and by not fulfilling his duties, Arjuna will find more difficulties on the path to moksha in the future. Arjuna’s dilemma is that his duties conflict. He must fight the enemy. However, his enemy is also his family, which includes his cousins, his guru, Drona, and his granduncle, Bhishma. Krishna tells Arjuna that, “For the warrior / there can be found / nothing greater / than battle / for the sake of dharma”. Krishna urges Arjuna to choose to uphold what is right over what is easy. He says that Arjuna’s dharma as a warrior is more important that his dharma to his family or to his guru.  My mind wanders to the question about my conflicting identities.  Where do I belong?  How do I know what I want in life?  How do I build my identity? How do I fulfill my dharma? 

				Krishna also talks about the concept of the “self,” Atman, which is analogous to the western concept of a soul. The self is a part of Brahman that rejoins it after realization. He talks about how dharma is the path through selflessness, and how one must be a practitioner of yoga. Krishna covers one yoga in each chapter of the Gita, such as Karma Yoga and Bhakti Yoga (The Yoga of Devotion). Yoga is the “discipline” or “spiritual path” that one must follow to become one with Brahman and understand Krishna (13.7 Gita). Therefore, the yogas are the principles by which one must live life. Krishna says that “When one / has reached the worlds / of virtuous action / and has dwelt for endless years / one who is lost to yoga / is then born again / in the home / of the pure and illustrious”. Doing good deeds accumulates good karma. Therefore, someone who is reborn after living a life that completely follows yoga is born into a place where it is easier to achieve enlightenment. While one life may not be enough time to realize the meaning of the universe, living that life well increases one’s chances of the next life. This is because over the course of many lives, the self that follows the path of yoga realizes that it is just a part of Brahman.   My mind wanders to deeds. Do good deeds define me?  

				The “self” is best defined by an example Krishna gives Arjuna in the Second Discourse. Krishna says “Just as one / throws out old clothes / and then takes on / other, new ones; / so the embodied self / casts out old bodies / as it gets / other, new ones”. This means that the “self” is in the body but can throw it off. However, the “self” will be stuck in a never-ending cycle, moving from one transient body to another, unless it comes to realize that the meaning of life is to achieve liberation. “The self is not born, / nor does it ever die. / Once it has been / it will never cease to be again”. Krishna is attempting to tell Arjuna that, even though he is fighting his family, he is doing so for his dharma, and their “selves” will have a chance to move on to another life that they deserve. 

				In the final chapter of the Gita, Krishna says, “The one whose self / is tranquil, / of one being with Brahman / who neither grieves nor desires / for whom all beings / are the same / gains the highest devotion to me”. He is equating enlightenment as becoming one with him, and as enlightenment and moksha are the final goals of Hinduism, he is saying that becoming one with him is the same as being liberated. However, to do this, the self must be tranquil and unaffected by the minor changes in the transient world. Therefore, by becoming realized and being one with Brahman, one will become completely devoted to Krishna. Later, Krishna says “Devoted to me, / keep your mind intent on me, / give honor to me, / and sacrifice to me. / In this way, you will / truly go to me, / I promise, / for you are my beloved”. Krishna states that the converse is true as well, since being devoted to him also allows one to achieve liberation. Since everyone is loved by Krishna, one need only embrace him and the truth that he represents to achieve liberation and become one with Brahman, which include methods like meditation and understanding the Gita. The chanting continues and my mind wanders to changes and the turmoil that accompanies change.  What did he mean by devotion?

				Through his discourses to Arjuna in The Bhagavad Gita, Krishna explains methods to achieve enlightenment, forming each argument in each chapter represented by a single applicable mental yoga. Each of these yogas is a step towards moksha, liberation from the cycle of birth and death, which is the ultimate goal of Hinduism. One achieves moksha by doing his or her duty and other good deeds, amassing good karma that allows him or her to get closer to becoming one with Brahman, by understanding that the body is a vessel for Atman, the self, which is only part of a larger whole. 

				The lilting strains of the chanting seem to fade away. The words envelop me as my mind wanders back.  As I gaze down, I notice my footprints are erased by the waves just as it must have been for millions before me who have heard the words and lived their lives in this land that is from eons ago. I am filled with a sense of awe for the privilege of knowing this part of my identity in the land of my ancestors.  The other half of my identity is back in Chicago. As the sun climbs higher in the sky, I turn around and start running back, calm and peaceful with some answers perhaps regarding my life, conforming to my Oriya-American identity, my spirituality and within me my inner strife is at peace.  My “new self” emerges, ready for action.

		

		
			- Rishi Satpathy, 16 years old, is a Rising Senior at Illinois Math and Science Academy, Aurora. He is son of Sushant and Ipsita Satpathy 			and lives in Naperville, IL.
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			SOCIAL CONTRACT

		

		
				The social contract is very important in our life because it makes us a better person and our behavior will improve. Here are all the things we agree to do but sometimes we don’t follow such as…Being Nice, caring, respectful, Helpful, listen, Patient, Friendly, Fairly, Self – Control, using Polite Words, Encouraging, Generous, Gentleness, Understanding, Responsible and Perseverance. Well you should be Nice, if you are nice, people will enjoy having you around them, they like to make friendship with you and they don’t bully to you, instead they will like you. Now you should be Caring to others, for example – If one kid is bullying to other kid, don’t just be a bystander, instead care for that person who’s hurt and bullied and tell to an adult/Teacher. You always have to be Respectful to others this is the most important thing you have to remember. You have to be respectful to your parents, because they buy stuff for you, they take care of you and in return you should give them respect. Next you should be Helpful to people when they are in need, like giving the poor some money, food and clothing and help your friends when they need you. You should always listen; you should have to develop your listening skill, so that you can follow direction properly. Maybe your teacher/parents have something important to say and if you don’t listen you might miss it. You always have to be Patient, for example waiting in line for 3 hours for taking a picture with a celebrity be patient don’t just push, cut instead get out of line and wait till the line gets shorter. Next you have to be fair to others, don’t be a bully or act like a bully to younger kids. You also have to show Self-Control, one of my Moral Focus at my school, you can’t go crazy when the Teacher left the classroom instead show Self-Control and sit quietly. You have to use polite words, not by teasing or saying mean words like you’re not smart, or you are stupid!  you should encourage to others and to yourself, by not giving up and keep on trying,  like when there is a very hard word in the spelling bee you keep on trying and if you don’t know do your best guess . And you have to be responsible like at school you have to bring in your homework, be organize at home you have to do your work/chores. Be Confident, to be confident is to believe that you can accomplish your goals, like at school you audition for the school play. Be Courageous, to be courageous is to do what is right and show bravery, like in a swim championship you have to show courage. Be Proactive, being proactive means taking the initiative to get things done, like washing your mom’s car without being asked. Be determined, to be determined means you’re committed to doing whatever is required to achieve your dreams, like working after school every day to buy a new skateboard. When you  start  new things in your life , it is always feel difficult in the beginning, but if  you show your perseverance and practice hard, you will get mastery out of it at the end. So practice and practice until you get success in your life.

		

		
			- Rishika Satapathy is studying in Grade 3 and lives with her parents, Ratimukta and Nutan Satapathy,  at Canton, Michigan.

		

		
			THE ASTONISHING ADVENTURE OF THE PURI TEMPLE

		

		
				Before our family even had gotten our ticket to India they told me that we were going to go to the Puri Temple. My mind wasn’t set on going to see my cousins, uncles, aunts, and others, but my mind was set to go see the Puri Temple. I wondered how and what the Puri Temple looked like. My parents got the ticket to go to India and from there, my journey began.

				I went on the plane set to go see the Puri Temple. While I played with my gadgets, I was thinking about the Puri Temple. We landed and got out of the plane relieved that everything went fine. Then my mom said to my sister and me, “Hey guys, did you pack your salwar suits to wear to the Puri Temple?” Both my sister and I answered my mom, “Yes mom we packed two pairs of salwar suits.”I saw my uncle and aunt standing there waving at me. I skipped up to them and said, “When are we going to see the Puri Temple?” I didn’t even say hi or hello and wanted to hear the answer. 

				My aunt and uncle started laughing and didn’t even give my answer. All they did was told me how cute I was and all the other things. I wouldn’t blame them though they just saw me in three years so I just stayed quiet and didn’t ask again.  We went to their house to get fresh and my parents started talking while my sister and I just sat there looking at them.

				My parents talked until their mouth started hurting and then they finally went to bed.  My mom cuddled me up and I asked her “Mom, when are we going to see the temple?”

				My mom spoke in a quiet voice because everybody was sleeping, “I think we will go tomorrow, but don’t worry we will go soon. Goodnight!”

				I said in a sleepy kind of way “Goodnight.”  In my dream I was thinking of all the things I would do at the Temple. Then, finally it was morning. So I got up and I brushed my teeth and got ready to start my new day. I couldn’t sleep very well because of jet lag.  I went to the kitchen where everybody was and I just sat there ignoring what they were saying.

				Then after awhile I heard the word Puri. I jumped up and said “when are we going?” I was waiting for my answer.

				My aunt finally said to me, “Today, so be ready because it will be an adventure.” Astonished I ran to the room where I kept my clothes and went to go get what I was going to wear.

				Everybody got ready and we were going to leave the house. We were going to go in a car. So the car came and I went inside. I saw that there were only five seats. I asked my dad, “Dad, are we going in two cars?”

				My dad answered me, “No, that is ok, honey. We will manage in this car.” My dad said so calmly.

				“But, dad that is so dangerous. How are we going to wear our seatbelts?” I said looking worried.

				Quickly my sister replied, “We don’t need seatbelts. Plus we are already stuck in this car with so many people.” So, after I had gotten all my answers I just sat there thinking of the Temple.

				I was blabbering to my sister on how wonderful it would be to go see the Puri Temple. I didn’t even know if she was listening, but I didn’t care. It took us a while to reach to the Temple, but nothing happened. Suddenly the car stopped. “What is happening? I can’t even see the Temple.” 

				My parents replied, “We have to walk from here to the Temple. It approximately takes us 10 minutes because there are so many people.”  I couldn’t see anything because people were crowding me. I somehow managed to hold on to my mom.

				We didn’t even get to the entrance when the priests came over to us and started telling dad that they would guide us in. And every priest said that to us so my dad said that we would be fine walking alone. Trying to push our way to at least get to the entrance, we finally got into the temple.

				When I entered I said to myself that the Temple was beautiful. Before I even knew it I was sweating and I didn’t even know why I was. Just after a few minutes a priest walked up to my dad and said to him, “Do you want to buy some Prasad?” 

				My dad said raising his voice a little so the Priest could here him, “No thank you we will manage to go get it ourselves later.” Then, we went to go to the Anand Bazar to go get our Prasad. When we got there I didn’t see any Prasad, but the only thing I saw was flies. “Dad, I am scared I only see flies, and you know I don’t like flies.”

				“Ok, go stand by your sister and don’t go anywhere.” My dad told me. I went fighting my way to her. I was standing there silently waiting for them to come back. Then finally after ten minutes, they arrived.  My feet and hands were burning so much that I couldn’t move. Finally we got to enter the main entrance

				When I entered, I was suffocated and couldn’t breathe because there were so many people. The only thing I saw was black. It looked like a black plate. I couldn’t understand what was going on. Then after a few seconds my mind started working. Then I saw a blurry vision of people. I heard them screaming “Jai Jagannath.” 

				I was scared to death. I was clenching on to my mom’s hand. Then, suddenly I heard someone scream in my ear. I turned back and saw that the priest was telling my dad that he would guide us through. There was a long line to see Lord Jagannath. We didn’t even have to walk because the floor was so slippery. I didn’t even know if that was sweat, tears, or oil. 

				I was getting pushed by people I didn’t even know. Then I heard a voice calling to me, “Ritika, don’t look here and there just look straight. Grab on to me.” Mom said to me yelling so that I could here her. Suddenly I felt like I had just fallen on the ground and it was pitch black. I thought at first that my eyes were closed, but then I knew that it was just like that in there.

				I looked up and saw the diya’s light which followed to Lord Jagannath, Subhadra, and Balrama. I was amazed by how big they looked. It felt like the gods were looking at me and smiling and saying hi to me. That time when I saw the gods all of my tiredness and questions just went away. And I said thank you to god for giving this memorial journey. 

				That was my astonishing journey to the Puri Temple that I will never forget. 

			Thank you God!
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			- Ritika Senapati is 11 years old and currently in 5th Grade at Meigs Magnet Middle School. She stays with her parents at Nashville, IL.

		

		
			THE BOY WHO DOESN’T REMEMBER

		

		
				One very nice day, I was riding my bicycle.  It was fun, riding on that bicycle.  I could pop wheelies with that bicycle.  I really liked doing that so much.

				When I was riding my bicycle, I came across a boy my age.  “Help me, help me,” the boy said to me.  “I can’t remember who I am and where I live.  Will you please help me?”  

				“Sure, of course I will help you,” I said to the boy.  “Someday, you will remember who you are.  First, we got to find somebody who already knows you and your parents.”

				“Oh, thank you, thank you,” the boy said to me.  “I really appreciate you helping me.  And by the way, you have some really nice manners.  I really like it.”

				So, we set off on our journey.  Believe me, we met some very nice people, (some of them even let us have tea in their house) but none of them knew who the boy is.

				At last, we across a person who knew who the boy is.  He told us that the boy was cursed by a wizard.  The curse caused the boy not to remember himself. 

				“This is a very poor boy,” the person said to me and the boy.  “His parents are looking for him.  They don’t know where their son is.  I know this, because I am their friend.”

				The boy suddenly spoke, “Hey, you don’t know who I am?  My name is Jimmy.  Pleased to meet you.”  Then he started shaking everyone’s hand.

				“Hey, what do you know?  The boy, or Jimmy, is back!” the old man said.

				Since the curse is gone, we took Jimmy back to his parents. The parents were crying with happiness.  And they lived happily ever after. 

		

		
			- Saheb Panda is a fifth grade honor student in Novi Meadows Upper Elementary school in Detroit, MI . He loves taekwondo,reading 			books,music, dance,to watch TV, spend time with his friends and electronic games.

		

		
			WILDLIFE OF ORISSA

		

		
				The beautiful state of Odisha is home to some of the unique wildlife like Sambar deers, Gharial crocodiles, peacock, Asian elephants, and Bengal tigers. There are many protected habitats that these animals live in Odisha. Simipal National Park, Bhitarkanika National Park and the Chilika Lake are just some examples. While these sanctuaries are a great sight for wildlife lovers, it’s also subject to animal cruelties. When we overfish, kill animals for game, and cut down trees, develop industries in close proximity, we are becoming part of the extinction of these beautiful species. The wildlife must be preserved today for the future generations to enjoy. 

				Chilika Lake runs through the districts of Puri, Khurda, and Ganjam. It is the largest grounds for migratory birds in the winter and home to Irrawaddy Dolphin, kingfisher bird, and Bream fish species. The Irrawaddy Dolphin is a critically endangered species. Chilika Lake is the only place that you can find the Irrawaddy Dolphin in India. This dolphin is threatened by human activity like fishing and keeping them in aquariums for shows. The Kingfisher is a small bird with a variety of colors known for its talent for hunting down fish skillfully. Some species of this animal can catch crabs, frogs, worms, insects, spiders, and even snakes! These animals are very territorial and will fight to maintain it. The bream is an endangered fish species. It is endangered due to overfishing. There are 132 villages and more than 150,000 fishermen along the Chilika Lake fish to feed their families. This fishing trade poses great danger to the endangered fish species. 

				Simipal National Park is an elephant and tiger reserve. The national park is home to 99 Bengal Tigers, 432 Asian elephants. This national park also has Gaurs and Chausingha also known as the four-horned antelope. It was established to protect animals against hunting. Bengal tiger is the national animal of both India and Bangladesh. Bengal Tigers are endangered and fewer than 2500 tigers are living today. 5 tiger cubs died in Nadankanan zoo recently. Greater care must be provided to protect and nurture the baby animals. The Asian elephant is the largest living land animal in Asia and an endangered species. Poaching is one of the main reasons elephants are endangered today. Elephants are killed for their ivory tusks. Around twenty years ago, two-thirds of the elephants died due to poaching and being captured for doing stunts in amusement parks. Nearly 300 elephants have been killed in Odisha in the past five years. Recently five elephants were run over by a train in Odisha. National parks were established to protect these animals. Poaching and ivory trading was banned. Still illegal activities going on throughout Odisha.

				Chandaka Sanctuary is a forest for elephants and other animals, birds and once extended most of Bhubaneswar. With population explosion and urbanization, deforestation has happened gradually and its continuous shrinking size is forcing animals and birds to look for new home. There have been many cases of elephants stampeding nearby villages and birds flying away from the forest.

				Bhitarkanika National park in Odisha is home to the endangered Saltwater Crocodile, White Crocodile, Indian python, King Cobra. Olive Ridley Turtle is almost extinct due to climate change that is caused by air pollution due to proximity of industries developed by us. 

				Demand for urban development and industries in close proximity are causing deforestations and air pollutions which is a leading cause of wildlife extinction. Similarly, overfishing causing endangered species of fish to go extinct. Poaching is causing animals like Asian elephant to go extinct. Deforestation causing the animals that live in the forests to go extinct. Air pollution is causing continuous change in climate which causing wildlife migration or death. Majority of these disasters are caused by us humans. We must preserve to maintain harmony between us and nature. Overfishing, poaching, and deforestation, developing industries in close proximity can be stopped by having stricter laws and making sure of its enforcement as well as spreading awareness of how extinction is creating the ecological imbalance. This ecological imbalance will lead to natural calamities and pose threat to our future generations. We all must take action today!  

		

		
			- Samyak Mishra, a sixth grader from Illinois, caring by nature loves music, the environment he is in and craves to have a pet. This is an 			attempt by Samyak to bring awareness on environment and how to protect animals living in this environment in Odisha.

		

		
			A JOURNEY OF TRANSFORMATION

		

		
				The 70 km car ride brought my parents, the director, and me from Bhubaneswar to the woman’s shelter in Puri, Odisha, India.  As we drove I reviewed the notes that the professor from UC Santa Cruz had used to coach me. I needed to learn about the occupants living in the shelter and to research what they would need to feel at home, and to prosper. But as the director spoke, I realized that I would come across women today who may not be receptive. I would have to gain their trust and be patient in order to earn their respect. As I stood in front of the blue house in the dusty road I felt nervous. I took a step forward through iron gates and was surprised to see the cheerful faces that had gathered to greet us. Many of them brought sweets to the common room where I sat. Because we were new, complete strangers in their eyes they treated us with love and openness. I noticed their faces wore sad eyes. They hadn’t had a visitor in years maybe. I toured the fourteen bedrooms, eight bathrooms, and a terrace; I still could not fathom how this building sheltered a hundred struggling women and children. Their hobbies seemed minimal; they sold paper bags made from newspaper to generate an income for the house. To them it was abundant. 

				I took a deep breath and sat back down, and it seemed like nothing had changed in the past twenty-five minutes, but it already had. Now, using the detailed questionnaire I had made in California to learn about these abused women in depth seemed utterly useless. I began the interviews, with a notebook, tape recorder, a flip video recorder, and an open mind. I developed an understanding that it wasn’t about the data, it was about them. If I wanted to sink deep into their lives, I would have to tone my voice down, and be the background. Instead of pushing them to answer, I started letting the women reveal their truths on their own terms. Whether it was listening to how this woman had been beaten by her husband, or how that girl had almost been sold into prostitution, or the woman who was lied to about the death of her husband and then later was disowned, I listened to their stories, and recorded them explicitly so the first sentence of each bio would remind me which resident I had been talking to. I was fascinated and wondered if it was okay to react this way to the graphic and sad stories of these women.  Even a month later, when I submitted the biographies, I felt a shift in the way I saw people and my attraction to psychology grew. 

				Occasionally, I tried reading someone from afar, guessing what they were feeling. The simple joy I found in reading faces made me realize that I wanted to learn more about psychology. After this experience, not only did I set a goal to fundraise for this group but I also set a life commitment to help individuals in need. 

				The numerous bridges of connections that this transformation has built with me, to emotion, to the spiritual mind, or even to the physical being has taught me to appreciate the many opportunities that life has to offer;  to cherish each one, to establish my thoughts firmly and relative to the goals I want to achieve in life. 

		

		
			- Sanuja Das is 18 yeard old and lives in Santa Clara, California where she has learnt to read, write, and speak Odia. She has practised 		Odissi since she was 3 years old. Sanuja is currently pursuing major in Psychology/Pre-Law at University of California, Riverside, and 		aspires to be a lawyer.

		

		
			FAMILY

		

		
				When someday asks you, “What’s the most important thing in life?” What would you say? You may say swimming, school, or education but the thing that keeps you going is your family. They’re the ones that encourage you to do stuff, comfort you when you’re sad, support you on everything, and have fun with you when you’re happy.

				You may take your family for granted and don’t even realize how much you need them in your life. You’re mom or dad cook for you, feed you, have jobs to get money for you, soothe and help you when you’re sick, but the thing they do best for you is love you! There’s a way to thank them; you could do something nice like offer to make supper, do the laundry or even do the dishes.

				If you have a brother or sister, you may get in a lot of fights but don’t you always make up? You need them because they’ll always be there for you. They’ll be happy for you if you win a competition. 

				If you don’t have siblings you’re really aren’t missing out on much. You get more time for your parent’s attention. And your friends will probably say you’re lucky to not have a sibling. And the best part of being an only child is you feel special because not many people have no brothers or sisters.

				You’re aunts, uncles, and cousins are all part of your family even though they might not live with you. They take care of you when mom and dad are out and love like your parents. Your cousins are the people who hang out with you and you love them even if they’re annoying.

				Pets are also included in the family tree. They play with you when no one else will. Pets are considered the best therapy and best person to be around when you’re upset or happy; they’ll always be there for you.

				Now, you can have family that isn’t even related to you. You’re friends! They look out for you and believe it or not you spend more time with your friends then with your actual family! Think about it, you go to school your friends are there! You got to a playdate after school with your friends! You go to classes to learn something you have friends there! And your friends act like your family, they comfort you, they play with you they even laugh with you! 

				Your whole family will look out for you and you’ll look out for the rest of your family. You love every single person in your family even if you won’t admit it and they all love you even if they don’t say it out loud. 

				All in all, you wouldn’t be able to do anything in life without your family.

		

		
			- Shilpi Jena is 10 years old and a student at Patterson Elementary School, Naperville, IL. Her favorite color is Orange and favorite 		animal is Zebra. She loves to read, watch TV and play with her friends. Her friends consider her to be most helpful at school.

		

		
			THE BREEZE OF AUTUMN

		

		
			The fragile green clover brushed against my toes, leaving a warm feeling of exhilaration inside my stomach. The frivolous autumn wind fluttered in the air as the prodigious tree thumped along. The birds chirped in delight as they accompanied the chorale. The golden-yellow grass caressed against my arms as I took a deep breath, inhaling the warm, autumn air. The luscious taste of the autumn breeze lingered in my mouth. The very essence of autumn trickled down my spine. The formidable sun seemed to read my thoughts as it adjusted to a calm and delicate surrounding. The empty sky evoked my presence as it called me to join the blissful evening.

			The cold concrete tortured my frail toes as I stepped into the dark, gloomy building. Its despairing silence provoked my presence. The brute walls spoke to me in dejected whispers. A feeling of dismay arose inside of me as I took a step towards a darkness that had waited for my company in complete silence. Every miniscule creak echoed through the obscure chamber like a roar in a cave. I had an eerie sensation that apparitions were dancing in the atmosphere around me. A gust of cold wind engulfed me and forced me to lose all sensation, as the world faded to black.

		

		
			- Sanjana Senapati has written the two snapshot write ups - These are just two moments that I have “frozen in time” and written about. 		These are purely fictional - one is about a peaceful autumn day in the park, while the other is a gloomy night in a haunted castle.

				Sanjana is 13 years old and currently studying in Grade 8th. She lives in Nashville, TN.

		

		
			PERCEPTION OF A 2ND GENERATION ODIA IN AMERICA

		

		
				My name is Shivangi Padhy and I live in Aurora, Illinois. Living as a 2nd generation Odia in America is much different than it would be in India. This is because in America you are surrounded by many types of different ethnic groups of different cultural and religious background. Even then we keep our culture alive. And I am proud of that.

				Every day I get up and get ready to go to school. None of my friends at school are Odia. They all have a different culture background. After school I usually come home. At home we have many things that describe our religion and culture. We have a big puja room and have pictures of god in most parts of the house. On Sundays, my family and I go to Chinmaya Mission. We chant and learn Vedic studies here. We are dedicated to go to Chinmaya Mission.

				As you can see even if I am not surrounded by people that are not Odia we still practice our religion at home. If I was living in any part of India, people would understand what I do because of the similar cultural and religious background. In America, sometimes I have to explain to my friends what I do, why I do the way I do.

				At home, living with us is my grandma. I am very lucky to have a grandma living with me. This is because my grandma cooks phenomenal Indian food. Some things she cooks is chena tarkari, bean bhaja, ghanto tarkari, saru bhaja, banana bhaja and many more delicious dishes. My mom cooks as well. She cooks fish, salmon, chicken, and a good tarkari with shrimp, soups, pasta and many other dishes. My grandma makes her food like she would if she was in Odisha. My grandma and my mom cook the most mouthwatering dishes.

				Sometimes on Sundays, after Chinmaya Mission, we go to the Jagannath Temple. All of the people from the OSA group in Chicago usually come here to attend a family’s puja. On special days, like Ram Navami, Shivaratri, Ganesh Chaturti, etc. everyone gathers and we do a big puja. Usually after the puja, we eat delicious food and join together to watch the cultural events. There is singing, dancing, skits in odia, and many more creative fun ideas. It is very entertaining to watch what we odia’s can do. We also have gatherings where we sing and dance as well. We odia’s like to have fun with each other a lot.

				As you can see, even if I live in America and not everyone around me understands my culture and religion we keep it alive by coming together and having fun with each other. We sing, dance, have fun together, do skits and dramas and bring other Odias in Chicago to join the family. And that’s something to be proud about. That’s why I am very happy to have the OSA convention 2013 in Chicago this year. And bringing all Odias in America to join us and bring the Odia spirit out of us. This will make us a happier and bigger Odia family.

		

		
			- Shivangi Padhy is 13 years old and is currently in 7th Grade. She loves music, vocal, travel, camping and swimming, and stays with her 		parents and elder brother at Aurora, IL.

		

		
			AN ENDURING DARKNESS

		

		
			THE REALITY OF HAPPINESS

		

		
				Let us take a moment and think: what is it that we all strive for in life? What is that one thing, once achieved; our lives will be full and complete? The answer is “Happiness”. Happiness is something we all desire. It is something we all strive toward, knowingly, or not. Ask anyone why they work, why they study, why they do anything in life. Many different answers will ensue, money, to get into a good college, etc. but in the end, it will always be the same answer: they want to be happy. Take a student for example. Why does he or she study? To get into a good school. Why do they want to get into a good school? To get a good job. Why do they want a good job? To make money. Why do they want to make money? This process of questioning can go on farther and farther with multiple answers; however, these answers always reach the same destination: the desire to be happy.

				Now before we jump in too far, first we should be clear what it means to be happy, and what a desire is. A desire is a want - an intense want for something that you do not possess. Happiness is the feeling of contentment you get when a desire is fulfilled. But then if you think about it theoretically, we will never be happy because there will ALWAYS be another desire. So that leaves us with two options to be eternally happy. Either we fulfill every single desire, or sublimate them. Now you choose which one is easier. There is a saying: there is enough money in the world for everyone to be happy. But there is not enough money in the world for one greedy person.

				Imagine for a moment that every single one of your desires was fulfilled. Whatever you ever wanted is now yours. You cannot deny that you would be unequivocally happy. But after further analysis, we can glean from this situation that the reason behind your happiness is that you have no desires in that moment. Think about it. If every one of your desires is fulfilled, you are left with no desires.

				The paradox is, if you start with no desires, you have already arrived to where you want to be. This shows that in order for us to be eternally happy, we have to get rid of our desires because it can take a million lives and there is no guarantee that all of our desires will be fulfilled, but if we can sublimate them, we remain eternally happy forever.

				That previous line sounds foreboding doesn’t it? But rest assured that it is not anything too difficult if you put your mind to it. There are two mantras I would like to share with you, which I have learned from my father. The first is the mantra for unhappiness. If you want to be forever unhappy, follow this mantra: “Never be content with what you already have, and keep hankering for what you do not have”. The second mantra is the mantra for happiness and it is the complete antipode of the mantra for unhappiness: “Be content with what you have and don’t care about the things you don’t have”. If you live your life like this, nothing can ever affect you. If you get an ice cream, you will be happy, if you don’t get an ice cream, you will be equally happy. However, most of us live chanting the mantra of unhappiness but desiring happiness.

				You see how ambivalent that is though. But, if you live by the mantra of happiness, automatically you will become happy, because there are no desires your mind is chasing after.

				Many people have the wrong idea of happiness: what it is, and how to achieve it. But if one is truly sincere to find out how to be eternally happy, this will click with you. Live your life by these helpful tips and the great sages and scriptures of our glorious past guarantee that you will be eternally happy because you are already the true embodiment of happiness. Simply, one has to re-cognize one’s true nature. Our modern education cannot give such a guarantee. This is what Chinmaya Mission and my elders have taught me, and I wish to pass on this simple truth to whoever is willing to take a dig at it. 

				That is the reality of happiness.

		

		
			- Shivansh Padhy is 15 years old and is currently in 9th Grade. He loves music, tabla, travel, camping, basketball, & tennis, and is currently staying with 			his parents and younger sister at  Aurora, IL

		

		
			THE INTERNET

		

		
			What is internet?

				The internet is a worldwide system of computer networks which means that a lot of computers are connected to each other and share information with each other. People can find any information that they need on the internet. For example, if you don’t know how to make a paper airplane by yourself, you can go on the internet and search how to make a paper airplane. Or if your mom knows how to make the world’s best chocolate chip cookies and she wanted to share the recipe with the rest of the world, she would place it on the internet so other people can find it!

			History:

				The history of the internet began with the development of electronic computers in the 1950s. Since the mid-1990s, the Internet has had a significant impact on culture and commerce, including e-mails, instant messaging, voice over IP and the World Wide Web with its discussion forums, blogs, social networking and online shopping sites.  Today the Internet continues to grow, driven by ever greater amounts of online information, commerce, entertainment and social networking.

			Interesting facts about the internet:

			o	247 BILLION EMAILS 			ARE SENT EVERYDAY AND 			90 TRILLION EMAILS ARE 			SENT EVERY YEAR!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

			o	The first website was 			published on August 6th, 1991, it was called 			http.//info.cem.ch/hypertext/WWW/ .       

			o	The most popular online activity is email.

			o	Approximately 11 countries in the world still do 			not access the internet!

			o	There are 255,000,000 websites on the worldwide 			web.

			o	There are 2.7 trillion searches on Google each 			month!!!

			The advantages of internet:

				We can’t possibly survive without an internet as the technology has evolved so much. We need to keep up-to-date on various subjects e.g. science, math, literature, arts.  Interestingly enough, the education/degree can also be earned through Internet.  For us, Internet is extremely important   to keep up with our culture. The internet adds a flavor to all occasions, celebrations, festivals and even talking to my grandparents on a regular basis. So if I have to imagine our generation without Internet, the best I could describe is “Moving back by 200 years in your calendar”.  It would be hard to describe the advantages of the internet in words. The advantages are unlimited.

			The disadvantages of internet:

				It is very commonly said that “where there is advantage, disadvantage follows”.  When our generation is exposed to the internet, we get used to the technology too much. We are fully dependent on this for our daily activities. While using the internet, we get distracted by other sites, which are far from being useful. We tend to spend a lot of time in a rather unproductive way. The disadvantages can be categorized into 2 primary reasons.

			1-	Addiction:  We become addicted to spend too much time on browsing useless sites. We neglect completing our homework. We don’t spend time with our parents. We suffer from different physical injuries such as bad eye sight, back problem.

			2-	 Information Leakage:  There are criminals on the Internet who try to get our personal information and use it to their advantage.  They may hack our computer and infect with virus to crash our systems permanently. This can lead to financial losses, credit history downgrades, illegal activity charges, defamation.

			Safety Rules online for us:

				o	Don’t give out personal information 					such as name, address, telephone 					number……..without parents’ permission.

				o	Tell your parents right away if you come 				across any information that makes you 					feel uncomfortable.

				o	Never send any pictures of yourself or 					your family members without 						your parents’ permission.

				o	Do not give any password or credit card 				number to anyone (even your best friend) 				other than your parents, change your 					password if you think somebody knows it.

				o	Don’t respond to any messages that 					are mean or in a way that makes you feel 				uncomfortable. Tell your parents right away.

				o	Check with your parents before installing 				or downloading any programs or using 				sites that can slow down your computer.

				o	Never agree to meet an online friend in 				person. This person might not be who 					you think he is. Even if he says he is a kid 				and seem nice and friendly, he could be 				a bad adult posing as a 	kid. If you feel 					there is someone you must meet, and your 				parents agree, make sure they go with you 				and make the meeting in a public place.

				o	Don’t accept any offers such as gifts or 					money from any stranger.

				o	Never tell an online stranger what you 					will be doing or where you will be going.

				o	Use the internet only when your parents 				say it’s OK to use. Use the internet for as 				long as you are supposed to.

			Conclusion:

				Everything has its positive and negative sides, so also the Internet. The important thing is, we have to balance our activities. We should take advantage of the good things rather than wasting our energy in doing bad things. If we keep this in our mind, Internet is going to be the most powerful tool for everybody.

				I would like to request my friends, sisters and brothers, please make good use of the Internet and avoid all the bad things on internet. Live in peace and let others live in peace.
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			- Shreya Padhy is 9 years old and is currently staying with his parents, Susant and Smita Padhy,  at Ottaa, Canada

		

		
			I CAN DO IT!

		

		
				Susie Dobson had always wanted to become a writer. But as she grew she found out that there was a huge obstacle in her dream of becoming a writer, it was dyslexia. Dyslexia means it is harder to read or write. And people with dyslexia mix up letters like a d to b or m to w or spelling like search to search and write to rite. But this didn’t stop her.

			        One day as Susie was walking to school a large boy approached her. He looked cold hearted and vicious. She dared to look up.

				“Hey you! Yeah you! Look up dork. ”she tried hard to look. “My friends told me that you wanna grow up to be a writer. But little girl, how are you gonna be one if you can’t even write down your name properly! Ha ha! ”

				Hearing those negative words, she ran to the nearest tree crying. How could her hopes still soar in the sky ready to be achieved? How could she still have her arms strong enough to reach up to the blue sky? How? All her dreams were now the Titanic and the boy was the iceberg, sinking down all her hopes of being a writer.

				Later that day, Susie was talking with her friend Julie. She was telling her all about the incident with the bully.

				“Why can’t life be normal for me? I have to go through really harsh times, Julie. Sometimes I can’t bear it and I just cry.” Susie was already sobbing of the thought.

				“Susie! Don’t even think about that! Since you have obstacles in life they are just ways to make you strong. And that is something I admire about you, Susie. Just remember I am always with you,” Julie said smoothly.

				Later that day when they were announcing the test results for the spelling bee.

				“Again our three time winner is Amanda Dixie,” announced vice-principal Ross, “And again, the three time loser is Susie Dobson.” I would take out the loser part. No teacher or principal would EVER do that.

				“Ha, ha, Susie Dumbson! I am ten times as smart as you! And you’re not even one percent smart! Loser!” Amanda bullied.

				After school she headed straight to her father. She wanted to learn to read and write properly. She wanted to start right now.

				“Dad I want to learn to read clearly and also writing. I want to start now.” commanded Susie.

				“Hold your horse, cowgirl! Did you just say that you are now strong enough to overcome your hugest problem, starting now? ” her dad asked.

			“Yes, right now Dad. Now! ” she confirmed

				“Okay Susie Snake!” Snake is sometimes used as a critical word

				They tried really hard making her start with the difference of each letter. Her dad made her come home every day and finish her homework and then continue to practice hand writing and soon to read signs from cereal boxes to books. She also used a program on the computer that is based on Orton-Gillingham which taught her about phonics, rules, etc. It was a long process. A very long process.

			 

				“Susie Snake do you want to know some famous people with dyslexia?” questioned her dad.

				“Sure dad! Tell me some!” replied Susie.

				“Okay, we have Tom Cruise, uh, Orlando Bloom-”

				“Orlando Bloom, the guy from Pirates of the Caribbean! He was Will Turner, right?” Susie interrupted.

				“Right, but Susie we have more. Now we have Leonardo da Vinci, Whoopi Goldberg, Ozzy Osbourne, Pablo Picasso, and Thomas Edison. And that is only to name a few!” her dad told her.

				“Finally! Some people who know how I feel and probably understand me! This is too cool!” She finally knew that more people out there had been going through what she had. This was a very comforting thought for her.

				As she was going to school she saw a lot of people signing their names on a large piece of paper.

				“‘Sign your name on this piece of paper if you would like to enter in the Anthology of Short Storiescontest,’ Julie read. That sounds really amazing! And look right here, it says that if you win, your story will get published in their book. OMG! Can be offensive to some people I’m going to enter, are you? Julie timidly asked. She wasn’t full on sure if that was the right thing to say.

				“Sure, why not Julie?” Susie said while she signed the paper. “I know a great story to write and send. It’s about a girl who is really poor, but she’s extremely brilliant. And she becomes rich and she gives some money to her parents. And then there is a bad magician who tricks her into thinking that he is her uncle and gets her money. After that she finds out that he is not her uncle and well, somehow she gets back at him. I haven’t thought of that part yet, but is it a good idea?”

				“Susie I think you will win! I really think so. That was the best story I’ve ever heard!” Julie complemented, I think if they don’t pick you, then I would that out in case it insults the judges LOL!

			They both entered and started writing that day. The story was due in three months. Susie started writing for hours, struggling and struggling. She had never struggled this hard.

				As Susie was walking down the street after school she heard a loud cry from her house. She hurried to her house to see what it was. 

			        

				“Oh, Susie darling! Susie!” her mother cried a hundred tears.

				“Mom, what happened? Mom?” Susie knew something was terribly, terribly wrong.

				“My little Susie! You’ll never be the same, never! Susie, Shakespeare is g-g-gone!” her mother looked as if she would the house with tears.

				“What!” exclaimed Susie, her dog Shakespeare was gone! He was D-E-A-D! She had named him after the famous play writer and he passed away.

				The next day she stayed home because she said she had an upset stomach, but really it was an upset heart.

				She tried writing but she knew somehow this wasn’t the right story so she erased it and started a new story called ‘My Dog My Shakespeare’. It was a story about Shakespeare’s life. This time there was no struggling, but there were a ton of tissues.

				“Mom I see the letter from the contest people!” Susie squealed at the top of her lungs. She opened it slowly, carefully trying not to rip it. It said that she had gotten in! She screamed as loud as she could.  I got in!

				Susie made her parents proud enough to go out for dinner and ice cream. This comes to show with dyslexia everything is tough, but not impossible. Like they say, ‘Everything is possible, except impossibility.’

			 

				And just remember; keep going on, even if it is hard.

				All the adversity I’ve had in my life, all my troubles and obstacles have strengthened me… You may not realize it when it happens, but a kick in the teeth may be the best thing in the world for you. - Walt Disney

		

		
			- Shreya Tripathy  is 11 years old and she stays with her parents at Herndon, Virginia. Shreya is a fifth grader with two younger brothers 			Ayush and Rishi. She enjoys writing, traveling, and simply hanging out with her family and friends.

		

		
			ODISSI

		

		
				Odissi is one of the eight classical dance forms created in India that originates from Odisha. Born in the 2nd Century B.C.E, Odissi was classified into three categories: Mahari (temple dancers), Nartaki (royal court dancers), and Gotipua (boys dancers performing for the general public). After the 17th Century, Mahari and Nartaki dancers ceased to exist and Odissi was carried on by the Gotipua dancers. These dancers dressed up as girls and were part of theater groups or local clubs. Slowly after many years, wealthy and educated families started learning the dance form, making it more socially acceptable. Odissi has a rich and enduring legacy since then. Later in the 1950’s through the combined efforts of Guru Kelucharan Mahapatra, Guru Mayadhar Raut, and Guru Devaprasad Das, “modern day” Odissi was born. 

				Modern day Odissi is characterized by bhangas – choka and tribhangi – and various facial expressions. After many years of training, a dancer will perform a “manchapravesh,” which showcases her talents and proves her mastery of the dance. A manchapravesh consists of Mangalacharana: an invocation piece, Battu: a dance performed in the honor of Lord Shiva, Pallavi: a graceful dance enhanced by eye movement, intricate foot movement, and posture, Abhinaya: an expressive piece, and Moksha: the concluding dance which signifies “spiritual liberation.” 

				From my 10 years of experience, I can undoubtedly say that Odissi is one of the most beautiful art forms I have ever encountered. Its flowing grace, intricate footwork, and emotive facial expression enhance the magnificence of Odissi and portray genuine devotion to the Lord. An audience member is captivated by each of the stories a dancer tells and the culture of Odisha and devotion to the Lord is truly evident and contagious. Spectators appreciate and enjoy the performance; but from the dancer, it is a whole different perspective.

				When dancing, the audience disappears and the stage becomes part of the dancer; the performance becomes less of a performance, and more of showcase of devotion to the Lord;  stories cease to be stories and become reality. Hours of practice and hard work are put forth before performing in front of an audience. Posture, expression, and eye movement must be perfected for each and every mantra, and the emotion and meaning of the song must be clearly portrayed. Although it can be grueling and endlessly tiring at times, it is worth it. The true culture of Odisha is poured out through the musical sound of the ghungroo’s and expression of the dancer. 

				Not many people in the United States have been exposed to Odissi, but I am lucky to be one of them. For this, I want to thank my teacher/guru Ipsita Satpathy for educating me about this dance form.  Ipsita Aunty has earned her Master’s Degree in Odissi, and has been teaching for a countless number of years. She started the Utkalaa Center for Dance to maintain cultural identity, train and educate the community about this beautiful art form. She has provided the meaning that Odissi has in my life, and is my motivation for completing my manchapravesh.

				Odissi is one of the most beautiful dance forms, but there are very few people who are truly exposed to this beauty and the years of dedication that lies behind it. My request to the OSA members is to help Odissi dancers and supporters popularize Odissi within the mainstream USA and Canadian audience. More people need to take the initiative to expose themselves to Odissi. So spread the word, attend performances and better still,  take a few friends along with you, find a teacher to train your child, and sponsor whenever you are able to. There are many opportunities to see Odissi performances i.e. in temples, schools, etc. by both students and professionals. By doing so, the culture of Odisha will remain alive through Odissi for generations to come.

		

		
			- Trisha Mahapatra lives Aurora, IL with her parents and sister. She graduated from Metea Valley HS this year and has been learning 			Odissi from Guru Smt Ipsita Satpathy for the last 8 years. She is also an accomplished pianist and part of her high school Swim, Youth & 			Government and Speech team.

		

		
			NATURE’S FURY

		

		
				On the news, I had heard that a huge hurricane named Sandy was coming in our way. They nicknamed hurricane Sandy “Frankenstorm”.  At first I was a little scared, but I knew where we lived, we wouldn’t be largely impacted. On the news they told us that Gov. Bob McDonnell of Virginia declared a state of emergency and advised residents in low-lying areas in the eastern part of the state to prepare to evacuate. Gov. Martin O’Malley of Maryland told us a similar order for all counties in his state and activated the National Guard to assist in emergencies. My parents started preparing our emergency kits. My dad found a few videos on what to do when we are in a dangerous storm. All this preparing got me worried. What if the storm was going to really hit us badly? My parents assured me that everything was going to just fine. 

				I peered outside through the window. I felt a cold shiver all over my body as my father got something from the garage. The wind was howling, the leaves from the trees were rustling. Nobody was outside on this cold and windy night. Everyone was inside to cover up from the storm. I heard the whoosh from the waves as they crash towards the shore. 

				I held myself tightly. In the distance, I could see the storm terrorizing the town nearby. I could even hear the light pitter-patter of the hail as it stormed down towards the ground. It was coming. The sky started to rumble loudly. I saw a flash of lightning up ahead. I knew my parents were worried but I wasn’t. I was as brave as could be. I charged through the rain getting extremely soaked. Just a little rain would not stop me.

				Now the storm was getting really close. I closed my eyes just as another flash of lightning bolted down from the sky. The thunder rolled again for a really long time. Another lightning bolt came from the sky. A crackling sound of thunder made me shiver. I knew that the storm was here. I took a deep breath, I was protected and safe. 

				“Mira, go change in to your nightdress. It is getting late sweetie.” My mother advised me.

				I ran upstairs to change, but as soon as I got upstairs, I remembered that the power was out. I looked outside the window and noticed that the whole town still was out of power. I grabbed my flashlight and ran downstairs. My parents had already gotten out the battery powered stuff for the night.  Sometimes I wished Dad could have been a hotel manager somewhere else, where there aren’t severe hurricanes. I was hoping the blackout wouldn’t last too long; it should end by tomorrow. I decided to just to relax and hope for the best tomorrow.

				The next morning I woke up and saw that the power was still gone when I attempted to turn on the television. It was still raining heavily but I could see an improvement in the downpour. I looked outside and saw that not much damage was done. But Sandy still did affect us. Obviously there was no school today and the past two days. I decided to work on my math textbook that I brought from school. I worked until lunch, which was a horrifying thirty minutes to chew and swallow. After lunch, I read for an hour and then I took a nap for about two hours. I went back to work on my math textbook for another hour, until my mother called me for dinner. The food again was horrible; I tried to divide the food into small pieces so I could just swallow it with only taking one bite. I decided to work on my scarf for my dad’s brother’s daughter or otherwise known as my cousin, Julianne. 

				The next morning I tried again to turn on the television and it worked. I watched the news and I saw all the destroyed houses and buildings. Later they showed pictures of the destruction sent in by others. I was depressed because off all the destruction from Sandy. It was like being surrounded by sorrow and pain.  They even interviewed a few sufferers of Sandy. I noticed that a lot of people were badly bruised from the rubble.  Many children were orphaned because of Sandy. They even showed pictures of the annihilation done by Sandy. I was so hurt by seeing all the pictures, I felt so bad for the family members who had lost a loved one during Hurricane Sandy. After a few days they announced the number of lost lives. For New York it was 48, New Jersey had 24, in Pennsylvania it was 14, Maryland lost 11, West Virginia had 7, 4 for Connecticut, North Carolina lost  2, in Virginia it was 2, 1for New Hampshire.

				So in total there were 113 lives lost. I was shocked at the number of deaths in New York. I was especially worried where Sandy had hit in New York. I was started to worry because Julianne and parents lived where Sandy had hit the worst. I hoped they had time to evacuate their home before Sandy got even worse. Later that night I heard a huge thump, the phone was dropped. I ran downstairs to see my mom crying with red eyes and a swollen face. 

				“Mom, mom, tell me what happened?” I asked as my mother moaned loudly.

				I picked up the phone and said hello. I recognized my dad’s sister’s voice as she repeatedly asked if I was okay. I wondered why Aunt Annabelle was asking if I was okay. 

				“Mira, I want to tell you that it is okay to be sad and we can never predict what Mother Nature will do to anyone of us. Some might be spared others aren’t. Just know that your family is here to help you with this event that occurred.  I have already told your father, he is on his way home. I love you very much, Mira.” Aunt Annabelle started sniffling. 

				I wondered what had happened. I started becoming concerned about this ‘event that occurred’. I questioned Aunt Annabelle about what she was talking about. 

				“Honey, I’m talking about Julianne, Aunt Jane, and Uncle Patrick,” Aunt Annabelle paused for a moment, “they died. Their house was flooded and, well, they drowned.”

				Right at the moment my mind went completely blank. I was so shocked that I couldn’t even say anything at all. I had no idea what to say, so I quickly told her good bye. My mom had already gone upstairs to wash her face. Why did this tragedy have to occur to my family? I started to shed a few tears because of my lost. I have heard about other people passing away because of natural disasters, but I never knew a single one of them. I know that I’m not the only one who is suffering from this natural disaster. I wish I could help these people so there life can become a little easier through this very harsh period in our life. 

			A YEAR LATER…

				Sandy’s powerful impact pushed me to design a program to help the people in need of supplies because of natural disasters. So I had created a program to help donate supplies to survivors of different natural disasters. It was quite successful because we had donated over five hundred supplies all over the country to different people. I felt glad doing this because I felt that since I couldn’t help Julianne or her family, I could help other people who have been victims of hurricanes, tornadoes, and many other disasters. We had even sent some supplies to orphanages because many children have been orphaned by multiple disasters. The sense of making someone else’s life a little better, made me feel very special because of what I have accomplished. 

			Just a thought...

				Sometimes I wish I could control these disasters as it brings so much of misery to so many people around the world. Knowing that the United States of America has a strong government and is a rich nation, many people were still recovering from Hurricane Katrina and Sandy. Think about the people of poor countries and how their countries might be impacted with such large hurricane. Sandy was the second most costly and Katrina was first. You could compare this to earthquake in Haiti as well. The government could not pay as much money as some other countries could have paid for supplies to help the victims. Several people who survived the earthquake, died because of the short supplies. This  is the horrible outcome of a terrible catastrophe.

		

		
			- Shreya Tripathy  is 11 years old and she stays with her parents at Herndon, Virginia. Shreya is a fifth grader with two younger brothers 			Ayush and Rishi. She enjoys writing, traveling, and simply hanging out with her family and friends.

		

		
			ORIYA LANGUAGE AND GENERATION

		

		
			Introduction:  

				Odia is the principal and regional language of Odisha. Odia language belongs to the Aryan family of languages and is closely related to Assamese, Bengali and Maithili. Under the influence of neighboring regional languages of the Aryan and Dravidian families, as also that of the Austric group of languages current among the tribal groups, Odia has developed many linguistic variations, such as Baleswari (Balasore), Bhatri (Koraput), Laria (Sambalpur), Sambalpuri (Sambalpur and other western districts), Ganjami (Ganjam and Koraput), Chhatisgarhi (Chhatisgarh and adjoining areas of Odisha) and Medinipuri (Midnapur district of West Bengal). 

			History of Odia Language

				The first dated, inscription in Odia goes back to 1051 AD discovered at Urajang. The history of Odia language is divided into Old Odia (10th century-1300), Early Middle Odia (1300-1500), Middle Odia (1500-1700), Late Middle Odia (1700-1850) and Modern Odia (1850 till present day). Odia literature upto 1500 AD mainly covers poems and proses with religion, Gods and Goddesses as the main theme. The earliest use of prose can be found in the Madala Panji or the Palm-leaf Chronicles of the Jagannatha temple at Puri, which date back to the 12th century. The first great poet of Odisha is the famous Sarala-Das who wrote the Chandi Purana and the Vilanka Ramayana, both praising the Goddess Durga. Rama-bibha, written by Arjuna-Das, is the first long poem in Odia language. 

				The next era is more commonly called the Jagannatha Dasa Period and stretches till the year 1700 AD. The period begins with the writings of Shri Chaitanya whose Vaishnava influence brought in a new evolution in Odia literature. 

				Balarama Dasa, Jagannatha Dasa, Yasovanta, Ananta and Acyutananda were the main exponents in religious works in Odia. 

				Other poets like Madhusudana, Bhima, Dhivara, Sadasiva and Sisu Isvara-dasa composed another form called Kavyas or long poems based on themes from Puranas. The language used by them was plain and simple Odia. 

				The first Odia printing typeset was cast in 1836 by the Christian missionaries. The actual Odia script closely resembled Bengali and Assamese scripts but the one adopted for the printed typesets were completely different, leaning more towards the Tamil script. 

				Three great poets and prose writers, Rai Bahadur Radhanatha Ray (1849-1908), Madhusudana Rao (1853-1912) and Phakiramohana Senapati (1843-1918) settled in Odisha and made Odia their own. They brought in a modern outlook and spirit into Odia literature. Around the same time the modern drama took birth in the works of Rama Sankara Ray beginning with Kanchi-Kaveri (1880). 

				Odia literature mirrors the industrious, peaceful and artistic image of the Odia people who have offered and gifted much to the Indian civilization in the field of art and literature. 

			The current situation

				With such a rich culture and language, the importance of Odia language is slowly disappearing from generation to generation. We don’t have enough knowledge about the history of our language. There is a saying “Charity begins at home”. If we think deeply about this statement, we will know how badly we are neglecting our language. Every Odia should speak their mother tongue.  We should remember this - if we don’t speak/write our language, the language will just disappear after few generations. 

			How can we help to make it better?

			So here are a few ways that we can instill the value of our language in our generation.

			-	Make sure to speak Odia at home 

			-	Encourage younger kids to speak their mother tongue

			-	Internet is the powerful tool to get in touch with our language on a regular basis

			-	Listen to Odia music and read Odia books to bring the awareness of our culture

			-	Celebrate all Odia festivals and at least make sure to wish our Odia friends and families on the occasion

			Hurdles on our way

			There are many hurdles on our way to preserve our mother tongue

			1)	We are busy with our own education, friends. There is absolutely no time to do the above practices.

			2)	Often more instances, parents don’t speak the language at home. They prefer to speak other languages.

			3)	No Odia language schools in several regions in North America.

			4)	Our generation need motivation and encouragement from our elders to promote the language.

			Conclusion

				So in conclusion I can request all my Odia friends, brothers and sisters, not to let our mother tongue disappear after a few generations. If we can put effort, we will definitely succeed. We should feel proud that we are Odias, we can speak and write Odia.

		

		
			- Shulini Padhy is 13 years old and is currently staying with his parents, Susant and Smita Padhy,  at Ottaa, Canada. She is in grade 7. Her hobby is to read small oriya books and always enthusiastic about Oriya culture

		

		
			ME AND MY BROTHER

			Me and My brother,

			He just turned 4,still tiny, I feel big and strong,

			When I see him ,I feel excited,

			He is a cutie pie; I feel I am sweet,

			When he gives me  his most innocent look,

			I  feel winning the world.

			Me and my brother,

			Together we tried making a snowman ,

			He jumped ,threw snow ,messed all up, 

			And..he made me mad; but I felt awfully bad being mad at him,

			He cried for a while, came and sat near me; I looked at him,

			He said “ Sorry  Bhaina” with his teary eyes rolling down,

			I feel deep in my heart loved.

			Me and my brother,

			He stretched his arms to carry him, I hugged him tight,

			Just said it’s Okay,

			Though deep down I feel blessed for having him everyday,

			Ah! I’m so top of this world just to have “Adwik”

			- Ayush Panda is 9 years old. He goes to Fred Rogers Magnet 			academy. He loves to play tabla ,is  in swimming team and alsos a 		junior Black Belt holder in karate. He likes playing with his younger 		brother at leisure.  He loves hhis Roller Blades too!

		

		
			Ode to Dharmapada

			I am a traveler to an antique land

			That bows to a youth of yore 

			Twelve hundred despondent artisans, whose art 

			Stands mute in the sand

			Untold the sorrow that the artists felt 

			The sculpture read those passions well 

			The antique smiles that mocked their art 

			The capstone, no more stands guard to

			Dharmapada :  his name stands true

			Distraught, despair made significant by heroic work 

			Immeasurable, that ponderous sacrifice for duty 

			Nothing remains of that twelve year youth of Odra 

			But the sound of waves clambering the shore

			And courage that survives, stamped on lifeless stone.

			- Rishi Satpathy, 16 years old, is a Rising Senior at Illinois Math and 		Science Academy, Aurora. He is son of Sushant and Ipsita Satpathy 		and lives in Naperville, IL.

		

		
			Nandan Kanan: 

			A Trip Close To My Heart 

			My trip to Nandan Kanan zoo

			Held many memories

			I saw many different animals

			But first I saw the monkeys

			They had brown fur and long tails

			One jumped on my head

			One stole peanuts from a couple

			That was unexpected

			Next up were the peacocks

			And I saw not one, but two

			Fan out their beautiful wings

			A mix of green, gold, and blue

			The guide showed us a tiger

			It was pacing back and forth

			As if it wanted to catch some invisible prey

			Walking from South to North

			We learned many interesting facts

			Like hippos are born under water

			The scientific name of an Indian rhino is rhinoceros 

			And in a lion family, the female is the hunter 

			With my cousins

			We went on a bus ride

			We laughed and joked around

			I had a smile a mile wide

			Going to the zoo with my cousins 

			Wasn’t what I was used to

			But that made it all the more fun

			Because it was something new

			The best part was

			Being with my family

			That’s where all the fun begins

			And those are my memories

			- Disha Das is 12 years old. She is in Grade 7 at Robert 				Frost Middle School. She stays with her parents, Debananda 			Das and Deepa Parija, at Rockville Maryland.

		

		
			Nile and Elin

		

		
			As the whispering desert winds blow, they tell of a story not many know.

			You may find out for a price, in the oasis past the blue ice,

			There sits an old statue, unravel its scarf to find a clue,

			Then go to the cave of din, find the story of Nile and Elin.

			This is a story from the past, made when Egypt was not quite vast.

			Nile (a girl) was a twin, of a rather smart boy named Elin,

			When they were 9 years old the dangers came untold.

			They were found by a group of thugs, taken and tied face to face with slugs.

			Tossed into an old papyrus sack, their mother cried for them to come back.

			In the sea they drifted about, hoping that the tide was out

			Luck finally came as they lay to rest on a shore that they knew best.

			Yet they did not find their mother or their big older brother.

			There was a large empty hut, and a note-but, 

			In their way, they had a test, for them to do their very best.

			The note had said they must take the lead by their mother’s bed and paint it red.

			They did so and it disappeared and in its place something else appeared.

			A water skin and food untold, and they looked to see what else it would hold.

			a banquet cloth and ribbons were there, left for Nile to wear

			Then when they awoke the next day, their mother came to say,

			I was gone for market day; you must stay inside today,

			I don’t want you to go, a sandstorm might a-blow,

			I don’t have time so do your chores, and don’t say they’re more like bores

			And if you wish go cook that fish, I won’t make a snack dish,

			 Very fast and hard they worked, And in the darkness their brother lurked.

			Nile was concerned by the look on his face, like the day he twisted his ankle at a race.

			Later that night he had asked for help with facts that would make Elin quite yelp. 

			His story concerned a sacred book, and an idol he took,

			As he looked at the idol of Thoth, He changed into a sloth.

			A god with the head of a bird, Thoth asked him to tell everything he’d heard.

			The book of Thoth was stolen by the evil lord Bolin

			He made  the desert hotter, and took most pure water

			The Nile would dry, and Thoth needed him to fly

			a goddess into the house, where she would change into a mouse. 

			Nile interrupted him there, and said, “we can go to his lair!”

			We will be peddling things, and Elin’s mice he always brings,

			their brother gave her a bag on a string, that could carry everything,

			They peddled the next day with grace and soon they reached the place.

			As they knocked bravely at his door, the mouse ran across the floor

			But servants seized her by the tail, and would have killed her with a nail.

			The mouse glowed and disappeared when Lord Bolin appeared

			Nile and Elin hid in two baskets, next to cat-sized caskets

			With a spark in the air a scroll came to be, inside it a god’s desperate plea.

			Nile and Elin were inside, the place the Book would reside.

			A powerful spell protected it, and the gods couldn’t get to it.

			Only mortals could break the spell, and take Thoth’s book as well.

			On a sparkly ball was a map with further instruction, about a crown and a griffin with a grip like suction

			They stole into the dining hall, in which there was a sparkly ball.

			they started wanting it so much, when Elin started to touch,

			a water trap opened up and started  to fill, with crocodiles and a sharp duck’s bill

			In her bag Nile started to grope, and pulled out a string that became a rope. 

			she tied the rope onto the ball, and swung across, Elin and all.

			Nile had a scroll that was on the ball. It was a map about to fall

			As Nile read of the traps to come, Elin looked at the past one

			The trap started to drain, and Elin found something to gain

			Elin showed the trap to Nile, and inside was a baby crocodile

			She put it in the bag with the map, where it took a long nap

			They crept into the corridor, and took an ancient book of lore

			It was long ago stolen by the father of Bolin.

			He took it from the gods who didn’t know he had stolen it long ago

			As they took the book of lore the ceiling opened up with ibises galore

			Nile took out a large sharp thistle. Waving it, she let out a long low whistle.

			The twins blinked in confusion. Was that griffin an illusion? 

			No it wasn’t, but they stared as the griffin fought, teeth bared

			The ibises flew away, the griffin swooped down, in its mouth was a tiny crown

			As they started to jump onto its back, they heard a tiny quack.

			There was a baby duck, whom they named Luck 

			Elin put her in his pack then put that on his back.

			They rode the griffin to a cloud, from which music came, very loud.

			Inside the cloud books whirled, twirled, and spun, but the book of Thoth was the only real one.

			They picked it up and flew to their brother, who was at the temple with their mother.

			He gasped with joy as they flew down and gave him the book and the crown

			The twins were regarded as heroes, while before they were just zeroes

			Thoth himself came to say, those two twins saved the day

			Now the twins had three new pets, which would protect them from new threats

			You know, said Elin as he cooked with thyme, I really would like to stop speaking in rhyme

			- Ayusha Acharya is 12 years old. She is in 7th Grade and she loves reading and biking.

		

		
			THE MAGIC OF A MOMENT

			The first drop of rain,

			falls into my outstretched hand.

			The rainbow displays its glorious colors,

			just for me.

			The full moon glisters brightly above,

			winks at me as I long for it.

			The sun is up there, providing warmth,

			just for me.

			The Ocean is a mystery,

			mystically intoxicating me. 

			The waves rush in and dance in glee,

			just for me.

			The magic is in the air,

			lurking, playing hide and seek with me.

			The fragrance of it stays there lingering,

			just for me. 

			I cherish these moments and thoughts,

			and tuck them safely into my heart.

			The magic of these moments resonate love, 

			just for me.

			- Resha is 12 and half years old, an eighth grader at Windermere 		Ranch Middle school in San Ramon, CA. She is a Hindustani 			Classical singer and a competitive swimmer. In her spare time she 		loves to write poems and short stories.

		

		
			Dream Vacation

			Off I went on a dream vacation,

			             To a place with no tension to face, 

			Where we can enjoy, and sprinkle its grace.

			Off I went on a dream vacation,

			To a place where we spread can sing, dance, and all in glance,

			Where we have peace around and fill all we aspire.

			Off I went on a dream vacation,

			But I know my dream will end with the blink of eye,

			Wish every thought  comes true like the eternal sky,

			And my dream vacation would be the place to live forever.

			- Ayush is 9 year old. He goes to Fred Rogers Magnet academy. He 		loves   to play tabla ,is  in swimming team and alsos a junior Black 		Belt holder in karate. He likes playing with his younger brother at 		leisure.

		

		
			MY LOVE FOR MY BROTHERS

			You are the thought that start all my mornings

			And the end to each day.

			I imagine you two in everything I do,

			And everything I say

			You both are the smile on my face,

			The glimmer in my eye,

			The warmth in my heart,

			And everything in my life

			The only two hands that’s fastened to mine,

			The only two shoes on my two feet

			I love you my brothers and true friends,

			I can never go on without you

			You are all that I have ever wanted,

			All that I ever needed

			You both are all that I have dreamt of,

			You both have always meant so much to me

			I have given you all my love,

			Not a single drop of my love is left

			I love you both equally very much

			Of my love there can never be any theft

			My love for my brothers,

			Is for no other….

			- Shreya Tripathy  is 11 years old and she stays with her parents at 		Herndon, Virginia. Shreya is a fifth grader with two younger 			brothers Ayush and Rishi. She enjoys writing, traveling, and simply 		hanging out with her family and friends.

		

		
			The Brook

			(Pantoum)

			The brook gurgles, trickling on and on;

			The nightingale trills, the air its song fills,

			The fish swim along, the current flowing strong;

			Under the tree’s shade, the eggs have been laid.

			The nightingale trills, the air its song fills,

			A moose bend to sip, using its tough, long lip

			Under the tree’s shade, the eggs have been laid,

			The crayfish molts its shell, swimming rather well.

			A moose bend to sip, using its tough, long lip

			The doe bends to drink, on the riverbank’s brink,

			he crayfish molts its shell, swimming rather well,

			The brook gurgles, trickling on and on;

			- Ayusha Acharya is 12 years old. She is in 7th Grade and she loves 		reading and biking.

		

		
			Lucky Girl

			I have a lot of luck

			My brother makes some bucks

			But he tried to steal my pot

			of gold and got stuck in my

			Blankets green folds Oh, I

			Have a lot of luck

			- Sweta Jena is 10 years old and goes to Patterson Elementary School, 			Naperville, IL. She loves cute stuffed animals and loves to read, ice stake, & 		roller skate. 

		

		
			Voice of Life

			As life keeps moving on

			At the peak of any age

			The light within us shines out true

			Piercing through the sky

			Carrying away all doubts

			Taking us all the way up high .

			In the water, truly blue 

			A droplet falls and changes the hue 

			The lives of most will not change 

			But the lake will not be the same

			Something has changed

			Irrevocable, it will never change back. 

			Like the lake, our lives continue

			Changing at the slightest touch

			As our lives ripple and shift

			We can give others a lift

			And the ripple will continue to spread

			Speeding through the world, deeply resonate. 

			The voice of life 

			Never stops calling out

			And grounds us to our lives 

			Bolstering and stopping change 

			And even if it is suppressed 

			It will come back strange 

			Filling all with hope abound.

			In a world filled with despair

			The force of emotions will shimmer in the sky

			Even though lives are mysterious 

			Hearts will tie lives together 

			Bringing together spirits: forever and ever.

			- Dev is a twelve year old, seventh grader residing in Naperville, IL 		with his parents Sushant and Ipsita Satpathy and his elder brother 		Rishi.

		

		
			THEM

			They had grey hair and withered cheeks,

			They had pale skin and walked slowly.

			They all spoke softly and they looked at the children with love.

			They could be my grandparents.

			The ones reciting the poems they wrote,

			All said it with expression,

			I don’t think anyone could do better than that.

			I came here expecting to be bored,

			But they surprised me.

			They were like my long-lost friends who I had never seen,

			They were cheerful and didn’t at all seem like,

			People over Sixty.

			They were old but young,

			They looked sad and desolate but they spoke with happiness.

			When they looked at me,

			They froze.

			One said, “You remind me of my childhood with that voice of yours.”

			Another said, “Your eyes carry so much for your age, I feel heartbroken.”

			I looked down.

			They didn’t say anything bad to me but I was sad,

			Sad that their world in which they grew ,

			has gone.

			The fields of lush grass and colorful flowers were now replaced by,

			Factories and buildings.

			I wanted to go to the world that they knew,

			See it for myself.

			A lone tear escaped my eye.

			I felt a warm finger wiping it away.

			I looked up and was engulfed in the familiar chocolate swirls of my father’s eyes.

			“It’s alright,” he said softly. “You remind them of their past. That’s all.”

			That’s all?

			I reminded them of something they would never see again,

			Something they longed even more than me.

			But then,

			Their fate lay in God’s hands.

			- Srujani Panda is 12 years old and lives with her parents, Dr. Tanmay      		Panda and Dr. Sunanda Mishra Panda in Toronto, Canada. Srujani studies 		in Grade Six at Forest Manor School. She is a voracious 				reader and a creative writer. She also loves to sing and dance.

		

		
			Stepping Stone

			I came to river to go across but afraid that I would fall

			I saw a creaky, ropy bridge but it was very tall

			I thought I would use it but my heart said no, no

			Instead I saw the stepping stone purely just for show

			It was large and round in my mind

			Easy enough for my small feet to find

			I jumped and landed

			I grunted and made it

			I saw the next one and starting to regret

			But I had gotten this far no way was I going to back out of it yet

			I leaped, frozen in time

			I felt sour, as sour as a lime

			I landed safely but for how long

			I heard the first bell go DING DONG

			I had one final stone to go

			I thought, then jumped like a pro

			I finished spectacularly

			I didn’t want to get a tardy

			I didn’t hesitate and made my move

			By the time I landed I was in a groove

			I ran and hustled

			The bag on my back started to bustle

			I could see the school and the gates were about to close

			I tried and tried and so did my toes

			But alas it was not meant to be

			I spent my day by the outside tree

			I came back home on the wagon

			I wish in the morning I had a flying Dragon

			I wept and wept

			And sadness crept and crept

			I came home and told my tale

			A journey over hill and vale

			I still remember the stone

			The helpful Stepping- Stone 

			- Saswat (11 yrs), lives at East Glen Haven Blvd in Houston, TX.  He is the 		son of Drs. Arati and Debananda Pati.  He is a sixth grader at St. John’s 		School.  He loves playing Tennis, Star Wars, Legos, and reading books. His 		hobbies include singing, writing poems, and playing piano.

		

		
			Swami Vivekananda

			(An acrostic for his 150th birthday)

			Life or Death

			Saint of saints, greatest of greats

			Wherever he went, people became his “mates”

			Anyone he asked if they had seen god,

			Most people however, would never nod.

			Interestingly, A guru he found at last 

			Very many times, his tests the guru passed

			In the course of time the guru became significant,

			Very soon he as a disciple was impeccant

			Everyone showed him appreciation 

			Kindness helped him lead others to salvation.

			A conference he attended in the Parliament of Chicago,

			No one else spoke about Hinduism, born long ago.

			Anyone from far India knew his whole name

			Now that he taught many, he had a lot of fame

			Distant Americans and Europeans were also taught

			And he left behind a legacy, recording all his thought

			- Ayusha Acharya is 12 years old. She is in 7th Grade and she loves 		reading and biking.

		

		
			Once Upon A Time, There Was A Man...

			Up the street he was gently walking,

			Gently walking, gently walking.

			Time passed by; the clock was ticking tocking,

			Ticking tocking, ticking tocking.

			Yet these thoughts had no meaning to him.

			The thoughts that he had were neither happy nor grim.

			In fact not a thought he had was a thought even dim.

			Just consciousness of existence was his power within.

			Not a branch moved, not a leaf stirred.

			And in this lonely silence not a cat purred.

			And in this lonely silence not one was heard.

			Because into this lonely silence the darkness was lured.

			Yet this man was not affected by it.

			To describe this man there was no word fit.

			Neither was he normal nor was he bit.

			Nor did he use words to show his quick wit.

			In fact, it is safe to say that he was an unusual man indeed!

			- Devidutta Biswabharati is a grade 9 student with Humberview 		Senior Secondary School, Caledon, Canada. His other interests are 		Taekwondo and Tabla.

		

		
			MOTHER EARTH

			Oh Mother! 

			All that you give      

			You make us live

			You teach us to be brave

			When troubles come our way

			Even though, we put you in danger

			You never show your anger

			We dig holes on you to get water

			We blast your body to get richer

			From the time we are born, till the time we rest in

			peace 
We stump on you, fight for land – & forget just to kis


			THANKS for giving us a nest to live

			You’re THE BEST MOTHER! I will shout it aloud, as long as I survive.

			- Debanshi Nikita Chowdhury is 10 years young and are 			currently a resident at Maryland. 

		

		
			Sun And Rain

			I watched the sun, So big and warm.

			I felt free, I felt safe.

			Until, the sun set.

			Now here, The rain. The thunder,

			The lightning. Pittering, And pattering.

			Not stopping.

			Longing for the sun, to set me free.

			To take me out,  of this prison.

			Depressed as the rain falls, sitting back.

			Not bothering the others, who long for the sun too.

			The sun comes, the others go out.

			I stay, in the dark.

			I long for the sun, to set me free.

			To take me out, of this prison.

			Will it happen?

			- Parneeta Mohapatra is 13 years old and is in Class 8th. She is 			currently enrolled in Chattanooga school of liberal arts (CSLA).

		

		
			OSA’S OSHA

			One day, when I was lying down in the gentle breeze,

			 I closed my eyes and had a peculiar dream.

			This made me confused and forced to think,

			my connection with  OSA and its effect on  me.

			Every time I celebrate my birthday (2nd July) in the Convention,  

			I miss all the fun with my friends,

			It makes me feel affronted and dismayed,

			As if it is the only place available for celebration.

			Every time I see my mom taking a long OSA meeting,

			I feel unattended and ignored,

			Frustrated, thinking my mom is wasting time,

			The longer I waited and watched, it delayed my bed time.

			  

			I looked for the opportunity to avoid these magic letters, “O-S-A”,

			But I have no choice other than participating in the Oshas of O-S-A,

			Years passed by not knowing when I learnt all the Oshas’ of Odisha 

			Every year I wait for the days to come for the Raja, Kumar Purnima and Rathajatra.

			I wait for prathmastami,

			To take advantage of being the eldest at home,

			I absorb the tradition and culture of Odisha, 

			through the OSA’s OSha syndrome.

			When I go to Odisha, I speak in Odia without hesitation,

			That makes my grandmas happy with no reservation

			When I meet my elders, I do *mundia without disinclination,

			Dear friends, remember this trick to pass as an Odia with distinction.

			Now every morning I wake up and think,  

			should I thank OSA for the belief in me? 

			I think about mama and OSA all the time, 

			and realize that  meetings were not waste of time.

			As the days pass I look back of what my lives have held,

			As the year pass I stand proud looking how well my parents have raised.

			Every time before I sleep I can’t help but thank OSA for the values in me,

			Every time I close my eyes I can’t help but thank OSA for bringing “OSHA” closer to me.


					- Simoni Mishra stays with her parents, Mr. Bitmal Mishra and Mrs. Leena Mishra, at North Potomac, Maryland

		

		
			Literary 

			Expressions
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			It Just Revoked Within : 

			One Evening Party

			And thus began the party, it was evening then

			a party to celebrate Valentines, single and couple

			young and old, no matter

			I urged not to come though, mood uneven

			face swollen and hung, pillow you gifted some time back 

			stains of over-crying marked the last grief

			but I was coaxed to join, solitude no more considered

			a great companion really, the party had already began

			not waiting for few of us, entered through the hallway

			gorgeously decorated in red and silver, color of the day

			I wore a laced gown in faded moss, an illustrated scarf

			of stripes in brown adorned around to every one’s envy

			 

			quivering lips, imagination surged with contemplation

			till then, I preferred some salad with veggie served

			and plain water only, not hot chocolate lest it would

			awaken the sleep I was in, could no more feign away

			any of it, sat at a corner past the long walkway, self absorbed

			   

			silence,as a faithful follower and love roasted in

			some one introduced a game of home-making, nevertheless

			a tremor in me just finished its round, a sudden shrill sound

			interrupted,I took a vision to the other side of the table

			an angel with a baby-pink frock, curly long tresses

			like a forest brook, chiming with might be some rhymes

			opening her almond eyes unto me, eyelashes long enough

			to procure love, it was there clinging, not melted, a chirpy big

			smile on heart, my-heart-always-on-sleeve-effect trying to woo

			me, moments moved to be entrapped 

			and me, already smitten

			 

			the party finished with a bang of John Elton’s one famous tune

			I was not a part, an overjoyed struggle enamored, looking 

			towards her, how could she pointedly resemble you 

			caressing eyes once touched the soul, smile that flied me

			up above the mundane with all the affection you reasoned

			with me....it just revoked within.

						           - Sujata Mishra lives with her family at Columbia, South Carolina

		

		
			In Reminiscence

		

		
			Naughty Time

			walked past..so fast

			sans whine

			traversed a few nautical miles

			caresing, fondling

			memories of 25 long inseparable years

			some exotic  some exclusive whiles

			As i reminisce

			happenings with ease

			the story of twosome

			where similies play cipher

			making room for metaphor

			hope my memories of yester- years

			does not betray my story telling course....

			He came ..he saw ..he decided

			deemed it fit..to tie the knot

			get married

			on the lookout for......

			a perfect combination

			of beauty,wit and compassion

			rustic appeal..yet outlook modern

			sense of respect for elders

			at equal ease on dance floors

			looking elegant

			donning a saree or

			any formal attire

			for that matter

			or else,sporting a pair of jeans

			any casual outfit or dress

			She had it all

			with a lethal combination of

			beauty poise and grace

			she carried off with elan

			roles of wife, mother,homemaker

			as i distinctly remember

			patience , forbearance

			having occupied

			two most strategic positions

			in the framework of her character

			she helped him realise his dreams

			rise in the rung of success

			...in all permissible platter

			in all plausible parameter

			he in his value addition mode

			enacted the role of a hero

			in life’s all distinct  episode

			sharing ..caring being

			their sole purpose of life

			motto of living

			they complemented each other

			like reel life character

			her stint beyond a homemaker

			enacted with subtle nuance

			secured meaty roles

			proving her mettle and excellence

			she emerged and dived from her cocoon

			for apt portrayal of characters

			speaker,justice and singer

			in no time

			wielding authority and power

			perse occured to her

			quite naturally

			as if she was meant to seep into

			the acquired being fully

			He with his sense of commitment

			attitude resolute and defiant

			candid approch,right focus

			went on to become blue eyed boy

			in his professional life

			eventually, achieving,fulfiling

			all his apirations

			yet remained glued to all details

			all facets and aspects

			concerning family’s wellbeing

			he got what he wanted

			mused to have....

			god’s grace,parent’s blessings

			fine tuning,bonhomie,mirth

			revel in joviality

			above all

			bonding with family

			with top-notch values ..peace and bliss

			now, the children having been fully grown

			about to settle in life

			the man fondly looks at

			his lovely wife

			recounting all the great memories

			spanned and scattered along

			these 25 eventful years

			bringing them nearer and closer

			honouring with

			“made for each other”

			together they forge alliance

			redeem the pledge

			once again

			albeit after a lapse of

			two century and five years

			making the bond strong as steel

			redefining the meaning of

			true companionship

			soulful relationship.

				- Sujata Dash has penned the poem. She loves to read          

			                      and write poetry.

		

		
			WHERE I’M FROM

			My blood line is from the sweltering heat and the massive waves from the Indian Ocean

			However, I’m from the land of Red, White, and Blue

			I’m from the courts, the nonstop suspense, the people, and the skills

			I’m from the green that covers up the ground

			I’m from the helmet and gold beard, a sense of spirit always inside

			I’m from the far shots, bright lights, and classics

			I’m from the chases, and the ammo, high up in the community, and respected

			I’m from fruits and vegetables, vitamins, nutrients, and energy

			I’m from the tiredness, the adrenaline, and the occasional butterflies; 

			timing of reaction is the difference between success and failure

			I’m from all the different gods, elephant, monkey, and human

			Festivities and holidays pass and go; most relatives are as common as finding a needle in a haystack

			I’m from the rush of employees, the realization of the situation

				    - Arvin Mohapatra lives in New Jersey with his parents, Prabhat and Yasaswini Mohapatra. He is 13 years old.

		

		
			My Little Angel

			O little one!

			When I see your smiling face, I feel I am alive

			I nurture you every day so you can grow and thrive

			At times I don’t bend, as a mother I want to do my best 

			You can learn a little from me, life will teach you the rest 

			Dream with open eyes and take my strength to proceed

			Face the world with courage if you really want to succeed

			Fly as high as you can and spread your wings around 

			Learn to accept failure if your feet touch the ground

			You will remain a child to me even if you grow tall

			I am there to hold you in my arms in case you fall

			Keep your faith, the world is tough and the path is rough 

			To reach your goal, my love and blessings will be enough

			My eyes are still watching you even when I am not near

			He will guide you in your path so move without fear

			The day you were born I found world’s greatest treasure

			How much I love you, I wish anyone on earth can measure. 

			- Rosalin Samantray lives in Naperville, IL with her husband, Ashok Sahoo, her daughter, Simran and her son, Rohan. 

		

		
			A Tribute to Mothers

			This is no substitute for a mother.

			Mother understands what a child does not say.

			Mother’s love makes it possible for her child to achieve the impossible.

			Mother gives you life but cannot live it for you.

			The best medicine is the world is a mother’s kiss.

			Mother is home.

			Mother can do anything.

			There is no velvet as soft as a mother’s hand.

			All that I am today, I owe to my mother.

			A mother’s heart is a child’s classroom.

			A mother’s dignity comes from being unknown to the world and her pleasure lies in the happiness of her family.

			A joyful mother makes happy children.

			Without good mothers civilization is doomed.

			A mother is the truest friend.

			There is no rose as beautiful as a mother’s smile.

			- Jointly penned by Bhabna Pati and Ananya Pati

			- Bhabna is a junior at Adlai E. Stevenson High school, IL. She is 			writing poem from very young age. This poem was written by her 		at age 9yrs. She has received two consecutive, President’s Call To 		Service Award For Community Service (2009 and 2010) from 			former President George Bush and current President Barack 			Obama. 

				Ananya is a 8th grader at Twin Grove Middle School, Buffalo Grove 		Il. She loves music and cooking different cuisines. She is determined 		to solve obesity problem through healthy eating and simple living . 

		

		
			A CONVERSATION STARTER

		

		
			Bande Utkala-Janani

			Charu-Hasamayi Charu-Bhasamayi

			Janani! Janani! Janani!

			I adore Thee, O! Mother Uktal!

			How loving are thy smile and voice!

			O! Mother! Mother! Mother 

				When Kantakabi Laxmikanta (KL) Mohapatra penned the words to Odisha’s state anthem, it’s highly improbable that he could have foreseen Odiyas singing them loudly from two oceans over.  It’s even more improbable that he could have predicted that, like his poem, Odiyas would convene all over the Americas to celebrate all things Odiya. 

				However, bhandumane, it’s time for us to face the truth – celebrating Odiya culture for three days is not enough to preserve and sustain Odiya culture.  Our culture is dying a not-so-slow death. 

				I understand the high level of hubris and irony involved with accusing my parents’ generation of not taking enough action to preserve Odiya culture as I write in English in an OSA Souvenir Journal. It’s easy to dismiss an individual who didn’t have to cross two Oceans, establish a family, and a career in a new country, while also navigating through which cultural compromises were worth making. 

				The Odisha my parents, Aunties, and Uncles left years ago has changed. Go visit Bhubaneswar, Puri and Cuttack – for that matter, any other place in Odisha – they are unrecognizable to the wistful accounts of Odisha I’ve heard described. Each city has newly-paved roads, new shops and landmarks. And I’ve heard all the nostalgia about ghara-khaiba, but don’t expect to get any in Odisha today. Healthy Odiya staples like dhalma, poee tarkari, enduri pittha, and besara are now only served in restaurants like “Dalema.” Family friends and relatives will insist on serving you singhada, chole and aloo dhum from the guy on the corner. And it’s alright if the kids don’t know Odiya; all of your relatives want to practice their English and hear your family’s American accent.  Whether or not you approve, Odisha has “progressed.” Since it was a conscious decision to immigrate to a new country, NRIs can’t blame anyone. 

				The state of things here in the America is it not much better. Unfortunately, even with the best intentions we lose sight, or choose to ignore, of what is actually going on. Despite the fact we’ve been growing in numbers – I’ve seen OSA directory get fatter every year – we have not been able to leave any sort of mark in North American culture or, even more frustratingly, within our own youth community. 

				
	Just as an example, every single time I’ve run into a desi in the last 5 years -- in the Midwest, out East, or out West -- after five minutes of chit chat, we inevitably get to the (never-politically correct) “What Kind of Brown are You?” game.  After nodding my head to their answers of  “Gujju,” “Mallu,” “Punjabi,” or what not, it’s my turn to tell them about my family’s origins:

				Me: I’m Odiya

				Desi: What? You’re what?

				Me: Odiya, like from Odisha? We have the dance, 		Odissi? Puri-Jagannath? We’re right next to West 		Bengal...Desi: Yeah, never heard of it. You’re the 			first of that I’ve ever met.

				When you look at Indian diaspora in Western culture, it blows me away Odiyas have zero footprint. Punjabi culture more or less defines Indian identity as we know it today. When first meeting me, non-desis assume we have saag-paneer for dinner, exclusively listen to Daler Mendhi, and that all my kurtas will have a matching Patiala bottoms. Bhangra competitions are some of the most competitive on the national collegiate level. Gujaratis have championed dandia-raas similarly, and to top it off because Gujarati Samaj schools, every Gujarati kid can read, write and speak Gujarati.  Everyone in the US knows about Tagore because Bengalis won’t let you forget he won a Nobel and don’t even get started on the amount of Bharatnatyam Americans have been exposed to already. 

				I understand Odiya ballads about Jagannath aren’t the most “poppy” music, but I think the problem lies here within. As Odiyas, we have counted our culture as not interesting, cool, or worth enough to even try pushing ourselves as a people. We do not take enough pride to value our culture to be as or more interesting/cool/worthy than other desi culture. My generation has not been forced to value our Odiya culture to be an integral part of our identity.

			Ask an Odiya youth, the following questions:

			1. Where is Dhauli and what is the significance surrounding
    the site?

			2. Who is Jatin Das?

			3. What are two main mineral exports?

			4. What are Odisha’s two main cash crops? 

			5. What is goti-pua? 

				Chances are, there are very few Uncles and Aunties, who know the answers to all five, let alone first generation Odiyas. Not only are families not engaging in discussion topics like those, but as a people we have no infrastructure to support those who wish to start these conversations. 

				Sure, every weekend or two there are Odiya “parties” all around the US. A couple of uncles have an Ikat or Pashapalli kurta on, one auntie will wear an Odiya Pashapalli salwar kurta, and the kids are just happy to get a break from SAT testing prep. If it’s a puja, the kids might get quizzed on “What animal is the vehicle of Ganesha?” but nothing too specific. We’ll know enough to be “good Indians” who can test out of the Hinduism section of our high school “World Religions” curriculum. But aside from these learnings, which are quite marginal, where is the culture? Where is our culture?  

				I have a friend who one-eighth Italian on her dad’s side. Our senior year of high school, she spent 3-4 hours a week on ancestry.com looking up various things about her family’s lineage. She planned a senior trip to the South of Italy with goals to learn about Italy firsthand and to try and meet 2nd cousin she discovered. When she got back from her trip, she told me about how exciting it was to trace her roots, learn about her culture, pick up a little Italian and meet her relatives. After telling me about how she navigated through the city to meet her cousin, she turned to me and said, “Aren’t you lucky that all you have to do is go to India and your entire family is there! It’s so accessible.” 

				Accessibility is at the root of the problem. Odiya parties, get-togethers, even OSAs, do nothing to make our culture more accessible when the food is not Odiya, parents speak in English, and people choose not to wear traditional Odiya clothing. Parents often don’t bring their kids along to the mandir either, so the cultural value of our religion is also lost. What makes this all the more frustrating is the fact that we cannot just go back to Odisha and discover our culture the way my friend so easily did. Things in Odisha are changing on such a rapid trajectory, we cannot rely on just going back to the “motherland.” 

			So what are we to do? Firstly, we follow the 12-step method and acknowledge we are facing a cultural vacuum. Secondly, we need to adopt Obama’s “Yes, we can” attitude; we need to believe we can change the situation and take pride in, educate about and preserve our culture. We are armed with best weapons to fight this battle - our parents and grandparents. The Odisha that exists in the minds of the Uncles and Aunties who immigrated to North America between 1965-1990 is the truest version of Odisha that exists today. If you ever forget, think about your last trip to Odisha, and between your relatives and you, who felt more Western? These Uncles and Aunties (my parents included) will always think of Odisha in the most nostalgic, starry-eyed way. Do not devalue your nostalgia. No one else knows or remembers that Odisha. No one else will fight for it.

					However, nostalgia alone is not enough. Preservation requires pride and education on a multi-generational level that will take time, effort, and a change in attitude. There are going to be many ways to go about it, some that are more effective than what I will propose, so please take these suggestions as a “jumping off point.”

			Aunties and Uncles:

			•	Speaking to your kids in Odiya: Teach your kids Odiya the same way we learn Spanish in school. Start with speaking only in Odiya at home. If that seems to drastic, start speaking in only Odiya at dinner, or in the car, or on the phone, and work your way up to speaking Odiya at all three. Translate your favorite Akshya Mohanty songs or bhajans; if it’s truly a favorite song of yours, the kids will have heard it before and will be able to keep up. This is how we learn Spanish, French, German and Chinese in school; this should work at home as well. 

			•	Cook Odiya food: We all love pakhala but who still makes homemade dahi? What about chhena poda? If you’re health conscious, make ghanta, dhalma, Illici macha, or mohura. Don’t have the recipe? Suck up your pride and call your mom or mausi, even that one auntie, or any one who still makes it. How are we supposed to pass down recipes if you don’t have them yourself? 

			•	Get the “kids” involved: Do you really think we’re going to start coming to the mandir on our own volition? Most kids my age opt more for the Buddhist route, “more spiritual than religious,” so if you want us celebrate all the holidays, not just fun ones that have become accepted by the West (Holi and the “Festival of Lights,” Dewaali, obviously), then you might actually need to bring us to mandir. Why do we hate coming with you? We don’t understand any of the Sanskrit, find the sitting and singing boring, and there’s always way too much “politics” going on.  So bring us for something simple, maybe just a Jagannath Puja, explain as much as you can, and have us hand out the prasad. When Ratha Yatra comes around, have us paint the Ratha or help chop vegetables. At the end of the day, Hinduism is a lifestyle, not just a religion, so make us see it that way. 

			•	Educate us: 

			Teach us something about Odisha, and not just what you learned in school, something that we can talk about intelligently to our peers. Some suggestions:

			o	What is Odisha’s biggest cash crop?

			o	Who is the current Chief Minister, and can he 			speak Odiya well?

			o	Puri-Jagannath is consider one of the Four what?

			o	What’s Odisha’s literacy rate?

			o	Why is “Uktal” is synonymous with Odisha?

			o	Who are the famous writers from Odisha?

			o	Did we have any famous patriots fighting for 			independence from the British? 

			o	Was rassa-golla created in Odisha or is it mishti (Bengali). And what/where is Pahala? 

			Make sure your kids not only know the answers but understand the significance behind each. We spend time everyday talking about what’s going on in the world in terms of sports, politics, celebrities, even Odiya community gossip about what that one “Auntie’s son and daughter are doing.”  If we have time for all that, we should be able to devote five minutes at dinner other every night to ensure kids today know a little something about our roots and what is going in Odisha today.

			Odiya Youth

			•	Learn Odiya: Knowing Odiya comes in so handy! The number of times I was in a public space (early on at school, the dorms in college, my office, the bus, etc.) and wanted/needed privacy, Odiya worked out beautifully. And in case you’re wondering, my vocabulary is pretty limited, but when you’re desperate, you’ll manage to make it work. 

			•	Learn how to cook: So you can make damn good cup of Ramen and are a pro-salad assembler already. Well, fortunately/unfortunately people assume we know how to cook Indian food because we’re Indian. The good news, Odiya food is inherently healthy (plenty of veggies, lots of fish, and a fair share of dairy) -- it’s just a matter to committing to it. Ask your mom for a spice pack and within an hour you will have over 20 spices in your hands. You’ll only need 4 of them on the daily, and the cooking doesn’t take that long. Start with something easy like santula, a vegetable bhaja, aloo bharta, or even the generic chole. Bad news, it probably won’t taste as good as your mom’s cooking the first time. But the good news, if it’s really terrible, Ramen only takes 3 minutes to cook.

			•	Ask questions and get involved: Learn something about Odisha and India in general. Spend 15 minutes on Wikipedia, or talk to your parents and grandparents. It looks terrible when we know less about our own culture than people who have seen a documentary on the Discovery channel or have a cousin who went to Assam. Learn about the cultural and economic ties Odisha historically had with Bali (yup, it’s called Bali Jatra for a reason), the Kalinga style of architecture you’ll find all over the state, or find out who Sudarshan Pattnaik is and check out his portfolio of work. 

				In terms of education, this is all just a start, but we need to place value on doing this. I believe the reason why many in my generation of second-generation immigrants are apathetic towards cultural things because we were never exposed to anything in a good light. We saw bickering, bitterness, hypocrisy and narrow-minded attitudes. We saw our families and communities face the same problems but never saw any fresh, new approaches. We knew even if we did participate and offer our own suggestions, we would never be treated as adults, let alone as equals, since we’d get written off as “pilamane.” 

			And older generations need to shift their methods of preserving Odiya culture. Only when the “pilamane” know what our culture is, will we understand how much it is worth preserving. Instead, The go-to strategy employed thus far by the majority until now has been the stern command of “find a nice Odiya boy/girl.” On behalf of every Odiya youth, please stop. This will do nothing for you, me, or preserving what is left of our culture. If an Odiya boy doesn’t speak Odiya, hates Odiya food and in general doesn’t care about being Odiya, I’m better off finding someone who has a slight interest in my Odiya-ness regardless of his ethnicity. 

				At this point, you might be thinking, “Who is this self-righteous jhia? Why does she think she can speak to me like this? Why does she care anyway?”  Honestly, there’s no good answer. My parents forced Bhaina and me to learn and speak Odiya at a young age. They made us sit through Vedanta Society lectures, Hindustani and Carnatic musical concerts, and even took us on a ‘historical tour’ of the Prachi Nauee when I was just three years old. We went to Odissi performances, heard Mama sing bhajans every weekend, and were forced to eat chhencheda. I remember complaining loudly about all the things I didn’t want to do or sleeping through the others, but my parents were persistent. Year after year, they exposed us to more things uniquely Indian and uniquely Odiya.

				To some degree my parents got lucky – Bhaina and I were either bored enough or complacent enough to start paying attention. We started enjoying the Indian classical music concerts they were taking us to and wanted to learn the technique behind the perfect podho pittha. We started to understand why our parents had tried so relentlessly, so tirelessly to expose us to Odiya and broader Indian culture; because there was something of value in our culture and they were proud to able to share that value with us. 

				Among the kids of our generation, who were brought up in the US or Canada, Bhaina and I are a surprisingly rare breed. And if you’re skeptical about the value of our up-bringing, but let me share one insight that only a first generation Odiya can. One of the best feelings on trips to India is going to Bhubaneswar.  I love know that when I visit Odisha, I can hold my in Odiya, from the chaha and pakudi sessions I’ll be ushered into to getting lost on the street. The best feeling is not feeling like an American tourist like I will when I’m in any other part of India. 

				My intention is to raise awareness and to start conversations (especially because the community at large does not engage in wider conversations unless it involves someone running for OSA office). I know there are families like mine out there - who are proudly more “Odiya” than their counterparts in Odisha. But for those who are Odiya in name and nationality only, this should be your call to action. 

			I might only be an “Odiya youth,” who was brought up on first hand accounts of Odisha, but if I can care enough to write up a multipage article in the OSA Journal, the least you can do is start a conversation about whether or not our culture is surviving and what we can do to save it. Because unlike KL Mohapatra, I can imagine a future where there are people singing the Odiya anthem at the 120th OSA Convention but only if we act now. Bhandumane, the future is in our hands.

			Footnotes: 

			*“Odiya youth” definition: a broad, ambiguous term to describe anyone who is of Odiya descent but did not immigrate to the US on their own. While ‘youth’ typically refers to children and young adults, within the Odiya community, relationships are defined generationally and are socially-enforced. This results in a 40 year old with kids still being referred to as “Odiya youth.” 

			Answers to the five question to ask your Odiya Youth

			1. Located on the outskirts (south east) of Bhubaneswar, Dhauli is 		known as the place where Emperor Ashoka became 				disillusioned by war and turned to Buddhism. Today, still exists 		a stupa Ashoka built next to the Daya river, which is said to have 		turned red from all the blood and lives lost in battle.  

			2. Famous Odiya Painter and is also the father of actress Nandita 		Das

			3. Iron Ore and Bauxite

			4. Cashews and Jute

			5. One form of Odissi – Pt Kelucharan Mohapatra trained as a 			gotipua dancer in his youth.

			About the author

			- Prachi Mishra has graduated from University of Minnesota in 			2011, and is the Odia Youth Coordinator for Minnesota Chapter.

		

		
			THE BOY FROM JOYTALONG

		

		
			He sat there with his legs crossed, one hand loosely on his knee and the other hand close to the broken bamboo stick lying by his side. There was no one else around. It was him and a few birds circling the sky. That stick was the only thing that made him feel safe there. He had picked it up on his way to the mortuary. 

			Gopi did not know how long he had to wait for the scavengers to finish the last bites off of a body. But he knew that they weren’t done. He could see a few vultures still making the rounds eagerly. Today had been a really long day for him. He felt as if he had been sitting on the banks of Paika river for days. It was only a few hours ago that he was sitting at the shop off Highway 12 near Tarapur.

			Gopi had not been to Tarapur in a while. After he got a job in Bhubaneswar, he stayed busy with establishing himself at work and adjusting to the city life. He was told the day before that he had been promoted. It was a joyful occasion for him and he decided to celebrate it with his sister’s family. He reached Sompur early in the morning and had brought Rasagollas. He wanted to see his own village. It had been five years since he went. His sister said, “Take Tiki with you and go. You don’t have to stay there. You can take the last bus out and be back in time for dinner.”

			Around noon, Gopi and his five year old nephew, Tiki reached Tarapur bazaar. 

			Tiki wanted to eat his favorite sweet, ‘chhenaa-gajaa’. Gopi was also tired from the ride. It made sense to take a break before they cross the Mahanadi bridge to make the final leg of the journey to their village Joytalong. They got off the bus and made their way to the sweet shop across the street.

			The sweet shop was a typical shop that is a common sight in rural India. A small chawl, barely two feet by two feet. One corner housed the coal burner where a tea kettle was constantly boiling the mixture of water, sugar, milk and tea powder to make the over-sweetened, dark brown colored tea. There was a glass container where the ‘chhena gajaa’ were lined and piled on top of one another. You could see a few flies hovering outside the glass jar. Right outside the shop, a small bench was laid out for customers.

			Gopi asked the shop owner for a glass of water. 

			The shop owner handed him the glass and asked hesitantly, “You are Gopi, right?” Gopi nodded.  He continued, “I could not recognize you for a minute. It’s because of these pants and shirt you are wearing. You look like a pakka babu now from the city.” 

			Gopi was least interested in continuing any further discussion on the topic. He asked the shop owner, “Can you get two ‘chhena-gajaa’ for him?” pointing to Tiki. The shop-owner opened the jar, continuing his talk.

			“Did you hear what happened at your village today? Your Kanhei uncle passed away this morning.” Then he looked at Gopi with a surprised look on his face, “How did you get the news so fast?” Gopi handed the glass back to him and said, “I didn’t get any news. I came here and wanted to show him my house” pointing to Tiki once again.

			The shop owner continued, “Well, you should hurry if you want to see him one last time. I heard they were already on their way to Satara Totaa Mashaani with the body.”

			Satara Totaa Mashaani, which translates to Seventeen Groves Mortuary, was where the people  from Tendakuda village usually take the dead bodies to place them on the pyre and burn after all rituals are done. Joytalong being a very small village of barely ten families, used the same amenities as Tendakuda. It was 1969 and the tradition of taking the dead to Jagannath Dham for last rituals was still an expensive and a rare affair at the time.

			Gopi kept the glass down. He told the shop owner to take care of Tiki. And he ran. He ran as fast as he could. He stopped briefly at the entrance of the village. There was a patch of bamboo trees growing there. He looked around and saw one lying there on the ground. He tried to bend it, it seemed solid. He picked it up. It was perfect for his purpose.

			He ran again holding on to it, fast towards the mortuary.....

			He heard some hustle behind him and immediately turned back. He didn’t want to be hit by anyone again. It was a small, black cat further down in the bushes. Perhaps it was hiding from the stray dogs that constantly engage in chasing these cats for mere pleasure. It was getting dark. The sun was setting behind him. Gopi knew that he had to go back to Tarapur soon, pick up Tiki from the shop so that they can catch the last bus back to Somepur. 

			He decided to take a last look at the reflection of his face in the water. The river was unusually still. The cuts on his forehead were no longer bleeding. He noticed brown patches on his cheeks. The tears had dried up by then and left those marks. He did not care anymore. He picked up the smallest pebble and threw it into the river as far as he could. The ripples made their way to the river banks and his reflection in the water was gone. 

			He picked up more pebbles, one after another and kept throwing those in. He had a distant look on his face. You couldn’t tell if he was looking ahead or looking back in time. He stopped at the sixteenth pebble. He was counting.

			He was trying to remember the day it happened. It was all very blurry. He closed his eyes, the pictures became a little clearer. He clearly saw her feet but couldn’t see her face. He did not understand half of the things that were going around him. He was barely eight years old then. It was the same place, the same mortuary.

			She was laid down on the pyre but Gopi could not light the fire for his mother. His guardian was now his Kanhei Uncle and it was his instruction to wait. They waited for three days, her body waiting on that pile of wood. By the third day, there was foul smell coming from his mother. Gopi kept looking from one person to another and hoping they would let him finish this ritual so he could go home and eat something. He was hungry and knew the same of his little sister.

			But no one had done anything to help him.....

			He ran into the mortuary with the bamboo in his hand. There were four people standing there. They had laid down Kanhei Uncle’s body on the pyre. Gopi ran and hit them, one by one with the stick. He kept shouting, “Whoever lights the fire will die today. I will beat you to death.” One of the guys ran away instantly. He saw the blood in Gopi’s eyes and knew better to stay away. Kanhei Uncle’s son, Baliaa tried to reason with Gopi, but it was all in vain. Gopi beat him up and broke his nose.  His nose started bleeding profusely. The stick was as strong as Gopi’s resolves. The other two knew that they had to take Baliaa to the nearby hospital immediately. They decided to do that. It was only Gopi and a dead Kanhei Uncle in that whole area.

			Gopi dragged Kanhei Uncle’s body to the banks of the river, with the bamboo stick in one hand. The vultures were already circling around. He pushed the body into the water and kept walking in with it. The water was up to waist. He finally decided to let go of the body. There was very little flow in the river that day. He turned back and started walking towards the river bank. He found a rock and sat himself down, legs crossed and hands clasped. He placed the stick by his side. Tears kept rolling down his cheeks. You could not tell if he was crying or praying. He still had that distant look on his face.

			He had finally had his revenge...

			- Mitali Monalisa lives in Beaverton, Oregon with her husband, Pranabesh Dash.

		

		
			ARE WOMEN THE WEAKER SEX?

		

		
				Men in a patriarchal society believe women are weaker sex. This belief leads sometimes to pity or sympathize women and often to misogyny. The dictionary meaning of misogyny is ‘hatred of women’, but it implies that women are expected to accept the role of stimulators of men’s visual interest which focuses on and values the physical characteristics of women while ignoring personal character or any of the inner complexities that are inherent in human beings.

				(On ‘hatred of women’, I recently heard the statement by someone in Odisha who gives religious discourses on Hindu scriptures: we all are born out of narka and have to elevate ourselves spiritually. The implication is that the female genital is the ‘hell’ and once born should improve ourselves to rise above. I would not be surprised if this belief extends to other religions. Imagine the damage done to the mental process at the grass root level by many such preachers directly connected with common folks.)

				The brutal gang rape and murder in Delhi on December 16, 2012 became the catalyst for a wide spread public outcry, particularly among female and male youth in India and all over the world. Otherwise crimes and violence against women have been accepted as facts of life and even so after the incident.

				Are women then inferior to men and discriminated as the weaker sex?

				Is their existence thus to please and to be dominated by the superior male sex? 

			  

				Men point to women’s weaker physical strength. Unlike women, men will never ask for direction and reach the spot (and may say, ha, ha, I win). Of course they will claim: a man’s brain is typically about four percent larger and the size matters. This gives the male the edge of superiority.

				So in the movie My Fair Lady, Professor Higgins asks arrogantly; 

				Why can’t a woman be more like a man?...                         

				Can’t a woman learn to use her head?...

				But she does. Very differently though.

				Does only the brain’s over all size matter? Not quite. Some very important parts of the female brain are larger than the corresponding part of a man’s. 

				In a recent book ‘Unleash the Power of Female Brain’ by Dr. Daniel Amen, a psychiatrist and neuroscientist, the opening quote is:

				I have an idea that the phrase “the weaker sex” was coined by some woman to disarm the man she was preparing to overwhelm. – Ogden Nash, American Poet

				Dr. Amen whose team  compared the scans of 46,000 male and female brains in the largest brain imaging study ever done says the front part of the brain called prefrontal cortex which is the largest in humans among any other animal by far is much more active in the female brain and so also the emotional part of the brain. It gives them special strengths like empathy (we feel your pain), intuition (gut feelings), collaboration (can’t we just get along), self control (keep in check), and more especially a little bit of worry which most people will never think of as strength. But what his team discovered that most worry-free happy people die early because of accidents or from preventable diseases. Female’s worry factor helps to act faster say to go to the doctor at the time of need.(That females have greater empathetic capacity than males and that they are more forgiving are reported by Maganto and Garaigordobil, see http://www.eurekalert.org/pub_releases/2011-02/f-sf-wab021811.php).

				Because of their strengths women become better bosses and better managers than men and because of self control they go to jail dramatically less than men.  Men tend to be competitive, while women are more collaborative and focused on group cohesion. 

				Dr. Amen thinks women’s brains are superior because of these strengths.

				According to him, the prefrontal cortex acts as the brain’s brake. It helps keep you on track and stops you from saying or doing stupid things. When the prefrontal cortex is low in activity, you can struggle with short attention span, distractibility and problems with impulse control.

				Men can be more volatile and swift to anger in a crisis. It may be because the part of their brain, the amygdala, which processes fear and anger, is much larger than a woman’s. Women on the other hand find it easier to keep strong negative emotions in check because of their larger prefrontal cortex which puts brakes on amygdala. The amygdala appears to play a role in binge drinking, being damaged by repeated episodes of intoxication and withdrawal. Brain scans also showed that when a woman is feeling aggressive, she’s much more likely to launch a verbal attack - using the highly active language part of her brain - than a physical one. 

				All these lead to why women are more suitable to peace building activities.

				Because men have more grey matter in the bit of the brain that governs intelligence, they are inclined to tackle a task with single-minded focus, not taking into account the peripheral issues that a woman might consider to be important. On the other hand women have more white matter in the part of the brain that governs intelligence. This is the reason why when women tackle a problem, they draw on many areas at the same time. Thus women can multi-task because different bits of their brains talk to each other more. They have brain chatter, and that is a good thing.

				It makes sense when women take more interest in protection of environment.

				No wonder Rachel Carson became a pioneer in expressing concern for environment in her book ‘Silent Spring’, published in 1962. No wonder Erin Brockovich, portrayed by Julia Roberts (2000) in the film with the same title, fought against the US West Coast energy corporation Pacific Gas and Electric Company (PG&E). And no wonder the ‘Chipko movement’ was started by a group of peasant women in a Uttarakhand village in India, who acted to prevent the cutting of trees and reclaim their traditional forest rights that were threatened by the contractor system of the state Forest Department.

				Well, Professor Higgins, please think of taking some lessons from Dr. Amen before tutoring Eliza Doolittle. Only Dr. Amen and his research came much later than your time in the movie My Fair Lady.

				Moreover, women live longer than men. 

				Men also have fewer brain cells in the major memory centre, which explains the lost keys, glasses, debit cards, shoes, screws, instructions etc.

				Kofi Annan, the former UN Secretary General, once said, “There is no strategy more beneficial to society, than the ones in which women play a central role.”

				“To call woman the weaker sex is a libel; it is man’s injustice to woman. If by strength is meant brute strength, then, indeed, is woman less brute than man. If by strength is meant moral power, then woman is immeasurably man’s superior. Has she not greater intuition, is she not more self-sacrificing, has she not greater powers of endurance, has she not greater courage? Without her, man could not be. If “To call woman the weaker sex is a libel; it is man’s injustice to woman. If by nonviolence is the law of our being, the future is with woman. Who can make a more effective appeal to the heart than woman?” 

			― Mahatma Gandhi 

				 The world has experienced enough of conflicts and wars primarily led by men in the entire history. Can the women be given a chance to change the course?

				Acharya Ramamurti, a veteran Gandhian thought of it to say: 

				“..Can we not use her (woman’s) creative talents to make society more human and enlightened?”, and gave the notion of forming Mahila Shanti Sena which came into existence at the Vaishali Sabha in 2002.

			Mahila Shanti Sena (MSS) is a peace movement

			• to empower women in order to build a peaceful and just society

			• to raise mass awareness among women to realize their strength and power

			• to focus on problems facing women such as violence, poverty, illiteracy, unemployment and neglect.

			• to provide training in the rudiments of peace, democracy and development

			• to promote Gandhian tradition of engaging in constructive village service.

			Participation in MSS peace movement is open to both men and women

			The village community needs an army of peace workers, who will not fight among themselves but are willing to solve problems and resolve conflicts and disputes peacefully. In this task of neighbourhood-building, women are likely to be

			better than men. That is the rationale of Mahila Shanti Sena... 

			- Acharya Ramamurti

			How does MSS operate?

				It fosters awareness among women on all the above issues through training camps, workshops and conferences and spreading in regions by formation of MSS groups of five or ten. It promotes neighbourhood building, peaceful settlement of mutual conflicts and peace rallies. It encourages members to join other women groups, say self-help groups (SHG) for income generation.

				Often the question is being asked: Peace is for everyone. Why then Mahila Shanti Sena  - Women Peace Brigade - not just Shanti Sena as formed by Gandhi?

				Dr. Amen’s study of brain scans answers this in his book – women are more apt to work for peace and by their collaborative nature will also work with men in this regard.

				Simply said, if it is peace then women should lead. A common misunderstanding about MSS often arises that its objective is women empowerment only, ignoring its essential purpose that of peace building.

				That is the reason MSS as a movement is different from feminist movement of the West and that’s why only economic empowerment of women as a goal like that of SHGs, although necessary, is not enough for MSS’s nobler goal of peace building.

				

			MSS has formed groups in ten districts of Odisha. To learn more on MSS in Odisha and elsewhere, see http://www.humanities.mcmaster.ca/gandhi/mss/articles.html

				

			[Dr. Amen says that all these strengths of females described above are associated with their vulnerability to anxiety; depression which they suffer from twice as much as men, insomnia, eating disorders, pain and being unable to turn off their thoughts due to the same increase activities in the prefrontal cortex.. In his book he discusses how to improve female’s brain power and reduce these problems.]

			- Sri Gopal Mohanty is a life member of OSA and lives with wife, Smita Das and children, Gokul and Mukul in Stevenson Ranch, CA

		

		
			SEARCH CONTINUES

		

		
				Life’s journey takes one through valleys and tunnels. At that time one is thrown out of the driver seat and control is lost. Even though our lives are mostly effort towards material comfort we encounter a force beyond this space and time at critical moments. This makes one search one’s real identity. This is how my life has taken me through some roller coaster ride which has given me severe jolts. My spiritual journey began with such severe jolts when there were many whys a rational mind wrapped up in ego could not answer .The surrender before a higher force is a natural outcome.

				The year was 1956 when I was 16 years old .I was growing in Cuttack, Odisha and was going to a well-known school in the town. My father had provided all necessities of life without my asking for them. Life was full of many material enjoyments. The days were full of excitements with many friends, acquaintances and relatives. Our home was full with people almost always and there was no chance for loneliness. My mother was very loving and father provided all material things . He wanted me to be a good student and be excellent in academics. Even though school, friends and related activities filled the days I was also simultaneously exposed to different aspects of religious activities. I was at best neutral to those activities and considered them as mere rituals to be mechanically observed. I did not have much understanding or love for them as they did not mean much to me personally.

				Then suddenly around the middle of the year 1956 my life took a roundabout turn. My father fell sick at the age of fifty one and got physically weaker day by day .I could not comprehend how such a capable person could fall sick. In spite of all efforts my father was not getting better. Even though he had the same love for us, he himself was physically getting weaker. As a student I used to like Science and Mathematics and had great faith on them. Any explanation which was not scientifically explainable was not valid . To my utter disappointment my liking for science or Mathematics did not have any solution to the situation I was going through. As my father was not recovering and was further going into the grips of sickness my liking the outside world, my friends started diminishing. My thoughts were on my father with many unexplainable whys in my mind.

				This is the time somehow I came across Srimad Bhagavat- Gita and enjoyed reading the book. This is the spoken word of Lord Sri Krishna for Arjuna in the battle field of Mahabharata. Arjuna, the greatest warrior was overwhelmed by the uncontrollable grief just foreseeing the death of loved ones in the battle which had not even  started. Lord Krishna, the Supreme Being took up the role of Arjuna’s mentor at this critical juncture when he was mentally paralyzed in grief .Lord Krishna spoke about the immortality of individual soul and how that is an altogether a different entity indestructible by material elements. He spoke about different paths for self and God realization including Karma(Action),Gyana(Knowledge) and Bhakti(Devotion). Finally He gave him the divine power through which Arjuna could see that Lord Krishna was the Supreme Being. This is a book meant for self-realization leading to the vision of God Himself. By the utmost mercy of the Lord I felt inclined to study this book for the first time. I could reflect on Srimad Bhagavat-Gita’s content and was amazed by the originality. Even though I had seen the book before I never had any inclination even to open the book. The precious words spoken by Lord Sri Krishna to Arjuna also helped me to be free from the insurmountable grief I was going through. After some time to my wonder I found a certain peace and serenity during a very turbulent life crisis at a very young age.

				Then my father passed away in January 1957. I do still remember how I had full faith that my father’s soul could not be destroyed by the fire which I had lit for my father’s funeral pyre. By then I loved to read Srimad Bhagavat-Gita as many times as I could and was finding deeper meaning each time. After that Life went through normal course but as time passed my love grew for the words spoken by Sri Krishna to Arjuna in Srimad Bhagavat-Gita. 

				In 1962 I was appointed as a lecturer in Mathematics in Regional Engineering College, Rourkela .College staff was full with young and successful people. We were all having great times together. I do remember how we were showing palms to those who said they knew palmistry. Inevitably the question was if there was a foreign line in the palm indicating that we would go abroad. Space travel, the sky scrapers and very elegant photos of universities definitely attracted most to U.S.A. It seemed to many as if the life destination was U.S.A. and once we could reach there all problems of life would be solved.

				Then again In 1963 my life took a big turnaround which I had not envisioned. My very loving mother who educated me after the sad demise of my father had cancer. Eventually I left Regional Engineering College, Rourkela .My mother passed away in 1964 as a sad blow. I was emotionally destroyed. I searched for her missing love. Even though I found some support and love life was no more the same. It was flowing in another direction altogether.

				Later on in the prime of youth most important thing became how to have good body. Without any understanding of the subtle spiritual aspects I took to different asana of Hath yoga for good body and mind. Mind even though found some benefit it stayed restless. One year after my marriage in 1967 I had to leave lecturer ship in Ravenshaw College, Cuttack. I joined Punjab University, Chandigarh for advanced studies and research in Mathematics in 1968. There I was inspired by a friend of mine to regularly do Chandi Patha to get happiness in life. Chandi is worshipped as universal mother in charge of the Material Universe. I was inspired by the life history of Swami Ramakrishna Paramhansa. My research in Mathematics also benefitted a lot from regular Chandi Patha. At this point I realized that revelations of new ideas are not merely extrapolation of the old ones. That can happen at any time and is not necessarily confined to libraries or laboratories.

				Finally time came to come to U. S.A. in 1973. I joined the University of Kansas, Lawrence, Kansas. There I became familiar with Transcendental meditation which in some of the university wall posters promised to give instant happiness .This meditation was a natural process and only required twenty minutes in the morning and twenty minutes in the evening. Maharishi Mahesh Yogi was the pioneer and inspired many into the meditation. I practiced this for nearly twelve years. Personally this was helping me in the reduction of stress of day to day life.

				In the mean time I had left Kansas and came to Chicago in 1976. In the beginning I used to visit regularly the Iskcon temple with my wife and kids. The temple was located at that time in Evanston which is north of Chicago. I never met Swami Prabhupada but met many of his disciples from U.S.A. They were talking about Srimad Bhagavad-Gita .Inevitably the devotees were great scholars even though they were not putting much emphasis on their scholarship. They were very down to earth and only thing mattered to them was service to Lord Sri Krishna. God was a person whose aspect as Ananda was Krishna and this included all his other aspects. Ananda is a Sanskrit word meaning happiness which never ends, is not bound in physical extent and is ever growing. Every living being aspires for Ananda knowingly or unknowingly since there is a personal relationship of every soul as a part and parcel. The world, individual soul and God in the form of Ananda were all real and existent.

				The world and individual soul were the energies of God.

				In order to fulfill the innate nature for service as a part and parcel to relish pure Ananda the path of devotion was the easiest and most appropriate for the present time. One of the easiest methods is to focus on the name of the Lord to purify the mind. Lord Sri Chaitanya inundated whole of India during fifteenth century by Nama Sankirtan which is a form of group chanting. God’s name, form and activities were fully potent and ever attractive. Lord Chaitanya spent a long time in Puri, Odisha. He was described as the incarnation of Sri Krishna as Srimati Radharani who is His innermost potency. The path of Bhakti prepares one for that Grace or Kripa to be received which has been received by many .But for most of us journey continues life after life and we have never found Ananda. By good luck we begin to search and that search continues. In all our past activities we were only doing that search indirectly and unknowingly.

			- Manmath Nayak is a life member with OSA, and stays in  Naperville, IL with his wife, Priya Nayak, and children, Manoj, Dilip and Sujata.

		

		
			NAVAKELAVAR 2015

		

		
			Jagannath Puri Mandir

			“Navakalevar” ceremony was last held in 1996, and the next ceremony is scheduled to be held in 2015 during the annual Rath Yatra. “Navakalevar” means leaving the old image and consecrating a new one. The ceremony is expected to attract over 5 million people from all over India and the world. It is estimated that the Government of Odisha plans to spend over Rs. 1,000 crores (approx. US $200 million) for the event, building roads, hospitals, water services, rest rooms, sanitation, etc.

			As a person puts on new garments, giving up old  ones, the soul similarly accepts new material bodies, giving up the old and useless ones. This philosophical view is applied to Lord Jagannath. According to various protocols followed from time immemorial in the Puri temple, the provision for changing of the deities has been prescribed in the rituals. The deities are made of wood and therefore are changed to new ones and the supreme power is transferred from the old deity to the new one, in accordance with the prescribed rituals.

			I have made an attempt here to provide some facts about this auspicious event that takes place every 8 – 19 years, depending on the Hindu Calendar tithi – a year which has two months of “Ashadha” is auspicious for this ceremony. There have been five ceremonies since 1931, followed by 1950, 1969, 1977, and 1996. Therefore, the event takes place almost every 19 years, except in 1977 when it was celebrated after only 8 years. I was born in the holy land of Puri, Odisha, and have had the opportunity to witness several Rath Yatras in my lifetime, including two “Navakalevars” in 1969 and 1977. I hope to participate in the 2015 celebration, because it will probably be my last opportunity to participate in this age old tradition of “Navakalevar” in this life.

			Locating the Sacred trees

			No ordinary Neem tree can be used to make the deities. Certain well defined criteria must be satisfied by the tree before it is labeled a Daru Brahma fit for making the image of Lord Jagannath. Locating the four holy trees requires divine intervention. As per long standing tradition the Priests of the Jagannath Temple (Puri) worship Maa Mangala at the Kakatpur

			Mangala Temple. It is said the Goddess appears to them in their dreams revealing the location of the holy trees.

			Ritual Procedures

			Elaborate rituals are performed to carry out this auspicious affair. The exact procedure of the transformation of images has been mentioned in the Sanskrit manuscripts written on palm leaves which are kept in the temple. Only the three head priests of the temple have the sole responsibility of reading and interpreting them.

			As the images of Lord Jagannath must be made of wood, the priests must first locate an appropriate tree. As a rule, Neem (Margossa) wood is used to carve out the images of Lord Jagannath. No ordinary Neem (Margossa) tree can be used for this purpose. The tree which will be used has to fulfill many conditions. Lord Jagannath is dark in color. So the Neem tree from which his image has to be carved out should be dark; whereas the trees which would be used for the deities of his brother and sister are lighter in color; as his siblings are fair! The Neem tree for Lord Jagannath must have four principal branches – symbolizing four arms of Narayan. There must be a water body near the tree – like a river or a large pond and a cremation ground nearby. An ant-hill should be close to the tree and at the roots of the tree there must be a snake-pit. No bird must have made nests in the tree; and no branches should be broken or cut. No creepers must have grown on the tree and there should be Varuna tree, Sahada tree and a Vilva tree close by. There should be an ashram and a temple of Lord Shiva in the vicinity. The most amazing requirement is that the tree trunk must have natural impressions of “sankh” (conch-shell) and “chakra” (wheel). 

			The countdown to the Navakalevar of Lord Jagannath starts with the formation of the search party that would go out to locate the “Holy Tree”. The search party consists of

			 1 member of the Pati Mahapatra family

			 20 Dayitapatis

			 1 Lenka

			 9 Maharanas

			 16 Brahmanas

			 3 Deulakaranas

			 30 police officers and

			 2 inspectors of police

			The function begins after the Big Midday Offering to Lord Jagannath. The blessing of the Lord is sought. A twelve foot garland called Dhanva Mala made especially for this day is offered to the lord and His siblings. After worshipping the Lord, the garland is given to the Pati Mahapatra family, who is supposed to lead the procession. He would from then on carry the huge garland until the sacred tree is located. Upon spotting the tree the Garland is placed on top of a coconut and offered to the Tree. Apart from the garland, the robes of Lord are given to the descendants of Bitarachha Mahapatra family, Dayitapatis, and the Pati Mahapatra who would tie it as a turban on their head while going on the procession. Both the garland and the clothes are significant in the sense that it is indicative of the Lord himself traveling with the team. Patta clothes used by the Lord are also given to the Lenka family representative and the nine Maharanas who accompany the group. They are the actual carpenters who build the new chariots every year and who will make the new Jagannath deities as well.

			Their first halt would be the palace of the King of Puri where they are required to seek his permission to continue on the holy mission. After staying there for two days and doing meditations and prayers, the team starts out for Kakatpur, a village 50 miles from Puri to the famous temple of Maa Mangala. After reaching the village, they take rest for several days while the oldest Dayitapati sleeps inside the temple. He must have a dream during this stay in which goddess Mangala tells him the exact location where the trees can be found. The trees for the four deities are located at different places. This effort may take as long as 15 days to one month. During this entire period the group would eat the Prasad of goddess Mangala. But sometimes provision is made for Mahaprasad to be brought from Puri.

			Once the trees are located that fulfills all the required conditions, a yagna is performed in front of the trees. The Navakalevar team moves in to a temporary thatched hut nearby and stays there until the trees are cut. The cutting of the tree would commence at an auspicious time and with prescribed rituals. The Pati Mahapatra first touches the tree with a golden axe followed by the Dayitapati who touches it with a silver axe. Lastly, the head wood carver of the Maharana family would touch it with an iron axe. During the tree cutting, the 108 names of Lord Vishnu are

			chanted continuously.

			Once the trees are cut, the entire trunks along with the branches are placed in a wooden cart and dragged by the Dayitapatis to the temple. The logs are kept inside the temple in a place known as Koili Vaikuntha. Koili means “burial ground” and Vaikuntha means “Heaven”. It is the place where the old deities are buried and the new ones made.

			The carving of the images begins with three oldest wood carvers setting on to work on the image of Lord Jagannath. The three oldest wood carvers will be the main sculptors for the deity of Lord Jagannath. The images of Lord Balabhadra and Devi Subhadra are simultaneously carved by other two teams consisting of three carvers each. More than 50 carpenters work as assistant to the main carvers. The work is done with utmost confidentiality and not even the head priest of the temple is allowed to visit the place of work. There is a special enclosure inside the temple premises where the carving of the Lord is done. The enclosure is open on the top but is secured by large wooden doors. The wood carvers are not supposed to consume anything (eat, drink or

			smoke) once inside the enclosure. The carvings are completed in 21 days and during these 21 days the carvers are not supposed to leave the temple premises. They would sleep in the temple courtyard in the night and eat Mahaprasad.

			Devotional songs are sung outside the Koili Baikuntha day and night throughout the 21 days period. The continuous singing of devotional songs is called “Akhand Bhajan”. While this is done by devadasis and temple musicians, shlokas from the Vedas are chanted continuously by Brahmin priests.

			After the new deities, are made, they are carried inside the inner sanctum of the temple and placed in front of the old deities, facing them. This is again an act that is done with utmost confidentiality as nobody is allowed inside for Darshan of the Lord, not even the temple priests. The three new deities are carried inside only by descendants of the Dayitapati family. Once they are safely inside, only the three oldest Dayitapati members can stay. No puja is done at this time and no food is offered. Lord Jagannath’s height is 5’ 7”, and His outstretched arms measure 12 ft. across. A minimum of 5 persons must be on each arm, 20 on His backside, and more than 50 in front pulling the deity. Lord Balabhadra’s height is 5’ 5” and His arms are also 12 ft. across. Subhadra is less than 5’ tall, and Sudarsana is 5’ 10” tall in a log-shaped form 

			The rights of the Great Transformation are accorded only to the Dayitapatis as they are considered to be the descendants of the Dayitapati King who was the first caretaker of Lord Jagannath. This ceremony takes place three days before the great Rath Yatra (Chariot Festival). The transformation is complete once the “immortal life substance” (also known as

			Brahmapadartha) is transferred from the old deities and placed inside the inner cavity of the new images.

			There are different rules attached to this act that the Dayitapatis must adhere to. They are as follows:

			 The three Dayitapatis must be blindfolded.

			 They must bind a piece of Lord Jagannath’s cloth around their hands before the transfer can begin.

			 They should not have shaved since the first day of the search party procession. This is considered to be the “Shradha” ceremony of Jagannath also. Traditionally, after a member of a Hindu family passes away, the son does not shave for ten days, out of respect for the deceased. The house is also whitewashed after the death of any family member. And since Lord Jagannath is considered to be the Head of their respective households, they are required to have their houses whitewashed after this ceremony.

			 The children and all Dayitapati family members wear new clothes on the day of the “transfer” ceremony. This rite is considered to be the most auspicious ritual of all in Jagannath temple. It is this ceremony itself that is the actual Navakalevar Yatra, or

			Transformation Ceremony of Lord Jagannath. The three Dayitapati members fast and meditate the whole day inside the temple. Only after midnight does the transfer of the “Brahmapadartha” occur, and that too in total silence.

			What is interesting to note is that no Dayitapati to date has been able to describe what actually this “Brahmapadartha” is. When asked of their experience, the Dayitapatis say, “It is very difficult to describe what the Brahmapadartha is. Our eyes are blindfolded and our hands are covered with cloth when we carry it. Yet a powerful feeling is very much present during the transfer of the Brahmapadartha.

			During the midnight, the old deities are carried on the shoulders of the Dayitapatis and buried in the Koili Vaikuntha before dawn. There are three separate graves for the three deities, but all the previous Jagannath images are laid to rest in the same grave, one on top of the other. It is said that if anybody from outside the select group happens to see any of this ceremony, be it from a roof top or from a high rise building, it is considered a bad omen. Therefore, the Government of Odisha orders a full blackout of light on this one night in the whole town of Puri.

			On the morning of the second day the new deities are seated on the altar, the “Ratna- Singhasana”. On the second day, the daily routine of the temple resumes again, after a lapse of nearly 58 days. Sweet-smelling flower garlands and new garments are offered to the new deities.. Devotees can again come inside for darshan. And on the third day the new deities emerge from the temple for the great “Rath Yatra” - Chariot Festival.

			- Kiron Senapati is a life member with OSA and lives in Tampa, FL with his wife Sukanya Senapati and daughter, Gitanjali.

			[Note: Information gathered by Kiron Senapati from interviews with residents of Puri, and several written articles on Lord Jagannath.]

		

		
			Cultural Pluralism in Shri Jagannath

		

		
				Everyday hundreds of thousands of people travel to one small city known as Puri in Odisha, India to visit the 215 ft height, 12th century temple of Lord Jagannath. On special festival days millions of devotees flock to the city. The visitors include from every walk of life from beggar to rulers. Everyone comes with their own hopes and wishes to fulfill with the blessings of Lord Jagannath. The straight wide open hands of Lord embrace all without any distinction. Even though there is no proof of specific time, according to Veda, Upanishad, and ancient scriptures this culture has been going on since Satya Yuga. Legends say King Indradumna of Satya Yuga established the current chaturdha Murty (Four deities), Lord Jagannath, Lord Balabhadra, Devi Subhadra, and Lord Sudarshan in Shrikhetra, Puri. Adi guru Sankaracharya in 8th century visited Lord and announced the place as one of four holiest places (Chaturdham) for Hindus. The Ganga dynasty of Odisha in 12th century built the existing temple. Chaitanya Mahaprabhu an ecstatic devotee of Lord Krishna visited Puri in 16th century and established the trinity, Lord Jagannath, Lord Balabhadra, and Subhadra as Lord Krishna, his elder brother Balaram and sister Subhadra. The place is more famous for Vaishnavites but it is equally popular for Shaivas and Shaktas. The triad is also seen as Vishnu, Shiva, and Shakti, Lord Jagannath is Vishnu, Lord Balabhadra as Shiva, and Devi Subhadra as Shakti. Lord Jagannath is also characterized as combination of Vishnu and Kali. Lord Jagannath is known as Avtari, means the creator of all ten Avatars. In Satya Yuga, HE appeared as Narasingha or Laxmi Narasingha, in Tretaya Yuga HE came to the earth as Sri Ram, in Dwapar Yuga as Lord Krishna. The various veshas (Costumes) the Lord put on in a year corroborate HIM as Avatari. The interpretation of the triad goes beyond the Hindu deities; the Jainas find the triad as the manifestation of the Jaina “Tri-ratna” (three gems of Jainism) representing right knowledge, right thought and right perception. Jagannath is identified with Buddha. His iconographic representation without hands and feet is approximating to the meditating Buddha. The Triad is depicted as Buddha, Dharma and Sangha - the three gems of Buddhism. The numerous Indian cultures including Islam, Christian, and Sikhism have found great deal of commonality in the Shri Jagannath culture. Religious leaders from all major religions in the world have visited Puri and realized their own religious values  in Sri Jagannath culture . Most of them have set up their own establishments known as Ashram or Math in the vicinity of the temple to preach and practice their own philosophy and values. The culture and practice followed in this holy place are based on ‘Sanatana Dharma”, all major world cultures are fused in Shri Jagannath culture, it represents true philosophy of VASUDHAIVA KUTUMBAKAM - ‘The whole world is but one family’.  

				The name Jagannath means the Lord of Universe. The meaning of the name is very well signified by the color and shapes of three images. The three colors of the triad represent the entire human race in the world, Lord Balabhadra in white color, Jagannath in black color, and Subhadra in yellow color are the representation for white, black, and oriental races of people existing on the earth. The unique shapes of the images are beyond imagination, devotees can see HIM in any form they want. A staunch devotee of Lord Ganesh saw Lord Jagannath in the form of Shri Ganesh, Santh Tulshi Das found Lord Ram in Jagannath, Shri Chaitanya realized Lord Krishna in Lord Jagannath. Shri Jagannath worshipped in both Vedic and Tantric Mantras, this signifies the combined representation of Vishnu and Kali in one. All most all images of Hindu Gods are worshipped inside Jagannath Temple. 

				The tradition and culture followed inside the temple are based on ages old Sanatana Culture. Shri Jagannath culture reveals the true Indian society and family values of real love, respect, truth, tolerance, unity, equality, social justice, and human service. The daily rituals, various festivals observed throughout the year, the temple traditions, rules, and the processes followed depict the beauty and authenticity of the culture. Inside the Jagannath temple there is no distinction between rich and poor or ruler and ruled, every human being irrespective of cast, creed, and color are equal, all devotees sit and eat Maha Prasad Bhog (delicious food offered to Lord) together in Anand Bazar (the market of happiness & joy). Everyone can reach, touch, and express his/her devotion and share sorrow and joy with Lord Jagannath without any restriction and fear. There is a place inside temple known as Mukti Mandap (freedom platform) where priests of high caliber and knowledge frame rules and provide social justice, this is very unique to Sri Jagannath temple only. The love, respect, and relationship that exist among the three brothers, sister, and Mahalakshmi, the consort Lord Jagannath are beautifully portrayed through the various festivals like Ratha Yatra, Bahuda Yatra, Chandan Yatra, and more. 

				Service to mankind is one of the important aspects of Shri Jagannath culture. There are number of legends and instances mentioned in different scriptures where Lord Jagannath HIMSHELF had come out of the Sanctum scrotum to help the downtrodden people of society. HE was the friend of his poor devotee Bandhu Mohanty, HE received a coconut from a lower cast devotee Dasia Bauri, HIS chariot waited until HIS Muslim devotee Bhakta Salbeg reached Puri Grand Trunk road to get a glimpse of Lord on chariot. Like this there are many more examples of the deep bond between Lord Jagannath and HIS devotees. 

			In Bhagabat Gita Lord Krishna has clearly said:

			Naaham tisthami Baikunthe Yoginam hridayena cha

			 Mad bhaktan Yatra dhyaante tatra tisthami, Narad.

			Meaning : Oh Narada neither have I stayed in the heaven nor even in the heart of saints; I reside in that place where my devotees pay / worship Me.

			In Chapter 12 of Bhagabat Gita Lord Krishna has said:

			Samah satrau cha mitra cha tatha manapamanayah

			Sitosna sukha dukhesu samah sangvivarjitah.

			Tulya ninda stutir mauni samhtusto yena kencit

			Aniketah sthiramatir bhaktiman me priya narah

			Meaning : He who is alike to foe and friend, also in honor and dishonor who is alike to cold and heat, in pleasure and pain, who is free from attachment, who holds blame and praise equal, who is silent and content with anything, who has no fixed abode and is firm in mind, that man with full of devotion is dear to Me.

				The western world recognizing the infinite omnipotence power of the Lord coined the word “Juggernaut,” meaning mighty force. Lord Jagannath has been the guiding and inspiring Divine force behind the social, political, religious and cultural life of people of Odisha since the time immemorial.  In the context of the modern society, where rank materialism and constant conflict, especially in the name of religion is the order of the day, the tradition of Lord Jagannath propagates a spiritual vision and a way of life with distinctive emphasis of the principle of “unity in diversity” and embraces the vedic tradition “Vasudhaiva Kutumbakam”,

			- Nilamadhab Nanda is a life member with OSA. He stays in Cary, IL wih his wife, Ms. Seema Nanda, his daughter, Barby and son, Adarsh.

		

		
			A tribute to my late grandfather, Shri Dasarathi Mahapatra

		

		
				It will be exactly ten years this July since my maternal grandfather died...It goes without saying that I miss him dearly, very dearly. When I was born, my grandfather was an Accounts Officer in AG Office in Bhubaneswar and he loved his first grandchild. My mom says that for him it was all about me, everything revolved around me, everything starting from morning breakfast to evening snacks and dinner at night. When I was 4 years old, I stayed with my maternal grandparents for 2 years while my parents were settling down. I was enrolled in a convent school in Unit 8 Bhubaneswar and I remember clearly how he would get up, get me ready, feed me, drop me at school and then he would pick me up from school around 1:00 pm during his lunch time. He would be standing near the school gate five days of the week irrespective of rain, sun or cold. It was the happiest time of the day for me. I would often go with him to Bolangir (a small town in western Odisha) to meet his bedridden nonagenarian father. I do remember him feeding his old father rice and dal.  When his father died, I was in Bhubaneswar and aja was in Bolangir. My aja was already balding but when he came back, he had tonsured his hair totally. I remember when my aie (maternal grandmother) opened the door and aja walked in, I started laughing loudly and jumping as I thought he looked funny. He got down on his knees, held me tight and started weeping loudly. I stopped laughing, wiped his tears, gave him a hug and went back to play with my dolls. I didn’t understand at that tender age what it was like to lose one’s father but now when I look back I understand why he cried. He was just a great man and I am sure he was a great son too.

				My grandfather was born in Sonepur (a small town in western Odisha) and when he passed his Grade Matriculation exams with 57%, he was taken for a ride on an elephant in 1945. There weren’t many people who cleared exams those days so he was an exception for sure. He went to Rajendra College in Bolangir to do his graduation. After his graduation, he got married to my beautiful grandmother who was a motherless daughter of a district magistrate in Bolangir. I have never seen anyone of his generation treating his wife so well like my grandfather did. He never yelled at my grandmother, he never taunted her, he never blamed her for anything that went wrong in their lives. He would come back from office and help her making rotis for dinner. They were okay financially when they settled down after marriage in a small house in the new independent India but he would always have some money to send to his brother, his father and his sister every month. He was posted in Hirakud (near Sambalpur) in the late 40s and early 50s where Hirakud Dam was being constructed. He had many stories to tell us about that and he shared those with me and my cousins numerous times including his high profile meeting with Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru (the first prime minister of India who flew to Hirakud to inaugurate the longest Dam in the world in 1957). 

				My mother had an older brother (unfortunately he died in 2010). When he was born in 1951, my grandfather decided that he would give him the best education and he was admitted in DM school Bhubaneswar in late 50s. DM school at that point of time was undoubtedly the best school in Odisha. He didn’t let my grandfather down too and graduated as the best outgoing student of his batch. But like many things in life, it wasn’t smooth later and my uncle was diagnosed with schizophrenia in late 70s while he was doing his Ph.D. in IIT Kanpur. Aja had to make several trips to Nimhans, Bangalore for his treatment. I know he was extremely sad about this but he took it in his stride and he engaged himself in many other activities. He became a member of BJP local chapter in Sambalpur, he taught English to kids in the neighborhood, he wrote stories for small kids and he was also involved in other social activities in general. He was unique in his own way, when he retired in 1987, he got some good amount of money. He decided to go to England for a trip. My uncle (mausa) was a ph.d student at East Anglia University in Norwich and Aja stayed with him for couple of weeks. And when he came back, he went straight to Lehri (a very rural and small village near Sonepur) and stayed with his elder sister who was terminally ill with throat cancer. Aja had no qualms about where he stayed, what he ate and how he travelled. He was an amazing person! Everyone who came in contact with him loved spending time with him and listening to his tales.

				My younger brother and I grew up without a father; so aja made sure that we got what we wanted and gave us all the love he had. We were pampered to the core. When he grew older and I was in high school, he started forgetting things but he took great interest in our achievements and academics. I remember during the early nineties I was about to get a first prize in an oratory inter-school competition. He had very high fever and he still went with me in an auto because he didn’t want me to miss the opportunity. When I finished my Class 12th in KV Sambalpur and went to Bhubaneswar to do my Engineering, he came with me. I had a blast shopping with him…nothing just the small things I needed in hostel, like buckets, soap bars, clothes…My aja was my best friend. I had really bad asthma when I was growing up, so he would always write letters to me when I was in the hostel. I missed him the most when I was away from home and his letters were my anchor.

				Later he suffered from Alzheimer’s disease, he didn’t remember anything but my name. My mom took care of him during his last days and I remember one day before he died in July 2003, he kept saying my name, so my mom called me up so he could speak to his dearest granddaughter….He did speak…he kept saying “Lisa, Lisa, Lisa….”. He died that night on my mother’s lap…It was the saddest day of my life. He was 77 years old when he died. I wanted a long life for him but we don’t get everything we wish for in life, do we?

				He is not amongst us today but I know he watches my family from up there. I miss him dearly…I don’t have many regrets in life but I feel sad at times that he died without coming to the US, without meeting my husband and my sons. I miss his soft spoken voice, unconditional love and guidance. I wanted to do so many things for him but he died much before that. May his soul rest in peace! I know he loves me wherever he is and his blessings and love will always be with me.

				Amen!

				It’s been just a year since I stepped onto that wooden stage with a gown and a cap, the crowd cheering me on as a scroll consequent of years of hard work is placed in my hand. Blue and white flashed before my eyes in a constant parade and I remember feeling the toil of night long essays, hand scribbled lectures, and camp fire laughter fall of my shoulders. I was a new person now, released from the burdens of school and college alike. My path was set, my career in place. A job had been offered to me, a job I was ready to take and the smiling tearful faces of my parents encouraged me to move on to the life of achievement that awaited me. I remember hesitating, my feet trembling as I lifted them into the air to continue on the graveled path towards success and happiness. It was easier however, to continue once I had started. I made a place for myself in the workplace, smiling at terrible jokes, working long and heard, cramming to meet suffocating deadlines. 

				It was the life I had always dreamed of. 

				I had managed to purchase a furnished apartment in the spring of last year, eyeing location after location, kitchen after kitchen, room after room, until my heart and wallet settled on a quaint loft space with two bedrooms, a furnished kitchen/living space, and a secluded balcony facing the ocean. It was simple but it was all I seemed to need. 

				Mother comes and visits every couple months, usually with a carriage of much wanted home cooked meals and trinkets to remind me of the family back home. We may live just two hours away from each other by plane but even her love found it difficult to stretch over three states for extended periods of time. Sometimes she brought Dad too, tugging Bhai along to see Nani’s adult life. If the three of them came they usually stayed for a week or so, allowing me to take them around Los Angeles and visit the addicting buildings where my time is enjoyably wasted. I always miss them when they leave, my heart stretched on barbed wire strings as my teary eyes follow their unnecessary multitude of luggage towards the airport terminal. Mama always did have a habit of bringing too much stuff.  They seem proud, always taking in the stories of my hard work and laughter with sparkling eyes and dazzling smiles. They boast constantly about me and the way I’m surviving alone without them. They tell me it makes their hearts lighter to know they raised me to be able to carry through life on my own, that all their hard work allowed me to flourish into a daughter they can be proud of. My heart always warms at these comments, my life goal of achieving the pride of my parents finally woven into my path. I call every weekend, updating my mother on a week to week basis to staunch her flooded worries about me. Although she’s seemed to calm slightly in the course of a year, the scolding is not much lighter if I mistakenly miss a week or two. I had been excited to see them next week, the newly arrived summer months excusing Bhai from school my father’s company graciously allowing him two weeks away from work. However, the originally bright and warm day had been tainted with a simple call around lunchtime, the cheer in my voice slipping away as my mother’s shook on the other end. I had nearly dropped the phone in shock, my fingers numbing at her sorrowful declarations. My head falls in my hands as I think about that moment and the stinging tears threaten to escape as her voice echoes in my mind, bouncing off rubber walls with never diminishing volume.

				“Aai and Aaja have passed on.”

				A burning drop of saltwater pushes past my crumbling barriers, streaking down my face with painstaking speed. Others follow, the hole in my weak walls widening to allow my pain to break through. My body shakes, trembling under the dropping weight on my heart as small gasps of distress escape out of my body. My mind is swimming now, frantic with panicked emotions, my neurons firing back and forth, trying to find a way to calm me down. The pain is stronger now, ripping through my being as shards of glass slicing me open from the inside. My insides are falling apart, my raw soul exposed and tormented by the hissing, stinging air of tragedy. My hands are numb, void of feeling as the excruciating torture takes its toll. I fall onto the disheveled bed, bringing my knees to my chest and cry into the darkening air, the sound of my sobs quietly filling the empty apartment.

				It feels like hours before I manage to compose myself, but a quick glance at the elongated hands ticking along beside me relate that the passage of time has only been about twenty minutes. With a painful intake of breath, I wipe the moisture away from my face and stand again, walking towards the closet to strip out of tainted clothes and slip on ones with comfort. After managing to motion through my nightly routine with just a quivering bottom lip, I finally allow myself breakage again as I slip under the fleece covers of my sheets, curling into the blanketed protection sheltering me from the curses of reality. My eyes close and my teeth sink into my skin as an attempt to hinder the second onslaught of tears but the action is in vain. With fresh tears streaming down my face, my shattered thoughts drift to the smell of jasmine leaves and sandalwood, my grandmother’s ingrained scent that showcased her jovial laughter. Pictures of my grandfather’s wrinkled brow, his twinkling eyes behind rimmed glasses, his smooth hairless crown shining in the reflected sunlight flit through my memories, driving a knife into my lungs. My two cheerleaders, the givers of unconditional love, my extended parents were gone.

				Growing up in America was the obvious obstacle to seeing Aai and Aaja, the distance of oceans and landmasses deterring the physical affection they wished to send my way. Seeing them was rare, occurring every two years or four, stretching the time as I grew older and older without the sound of their warming laughter or the touch of their crinkled skin. They were a fact, a fact that lived on the other side of the world. I knew they were there, I knew they existed, but a fact is only something to know. Giving the fact emotion and feeling makes it important to the heart. My first trip to India was when I was miniscule, my memories of such a young age smothered by the weight of age. However, my first trip to India that has been retained in my memory brought the joy of affection and the biting irritation of mosquitos. Nevertheless, going to India was something I enjoyed, a trip I looked forward to whenever It was announced that out departure was scheduled. Memories of climbing on flattened roofs, weaving through chaotic streets, and being force-fed extravagant delicacies are encoded deep into my brain, used as fuel to light lamps during times of emotional turmoil and darkness. As my age grows, my memories grow more detailed but there are few memories that escape me completely, if only distorted to a small extent. After all, unconditional love exists under all strain, no matter what the constriction.

				I think of my grandmother, her muted pastel saris and shining metallic ornaments. The rings on her fingers had glistened in all kinds of light, be it the sharp brightness of the dining room where we would all share stories across bhata bhaja or the muted sunlight filtering in through streaked windowpanes in the throes of morning. Her glasses were enormous, her eyes magnified behind the curved lenses as she fell into books and movies with insuppressible fascination.  Her movements were slow, the effects of old age wearing on her bones and I remember with her every step, her braided locks of hair would sway side to side. Her antiquated voice related the stories she had learned growing up and were passed along to me, my bright eyes shining in curiosity and excitement. Her arms were always warm, wrapping me in melting embraces with a hearty laugh and repeated words of praise. I would lay beside her as she slept, her face smooth as her mind wandered the endless world of dreams where she could do anything: walk, run, dance, and live. The handicaps of experience obstructing her physical movements were gone in her slumber, the tensions and worries dissipating into each slight snore that escaped into the darkened air. Her eyes were bright, full of life, though her body conspired against her. She would speak to me as an equal, someone worthy of her time and love, someone she was proud to watch grow. She would listen to every word that slipped out of my mouth, her full attention riveted on my thoughts and emotions. She explained the workings of the world to me, walked me through the troubles in life. Her hand would rub along my spine, her fingers tracing patterns along the skin. 

				“You can do anything you want to do in life. All you have to say is ‘I CAN’!”

				“Make your goal in life not to be known as Debasish and Mousumi’s daughter. I want your parents to be known as Ishanee Chanda’s mother and father.”

				“Whatever path you choose, wherever you want to go in life, just make sure to be the best that you can be.”

				Her soft voice finds its way into my muddled brain and I cry.

				My grandfather was an eccentric old man. His laugh was wheezing but joyful, filling up the room in a way only he could. His voice carried when he wanted it to but he often chose to remain quiet, preserving his energy for happier instances spent with the family he desperately missed the presence of. He had a habit of gently knocking his forehead against my own, a symbol of his utmost affection. The rumpled skin above his brow shone in all kinds of light, the gaping absence of hair surrounded by a grazing field of velvet gray. His hands were always clasped behind his back, his posture bent over towards the object of this attention. He had a habit of reading the news each day, pulling up The Time of India and perusing the newest stories while reading under his breath and making sharp comments along the side. His smile was contagious, happiness easily obtainable in his desires. Our relationship was one filled with teasing and laughter, witty remarks from my end as I retorted smartly to his leveled expectations. He would worry you see, whether it was a thorn prick in the heel or a paper cut on the thumb, something he passed on to me. He taught me how to play carom, took me on my first Scooter ride in India, and fawned over me whenever he could. I remember coming home from school to find him grasping at healthy strong weeds that had overtaken the summer grass, a sheen of sweat beading his brow as he worked in the daunting heat. I asked him why he subjected himself to such discomfort and he replied with a laugh and a snap of his fingers. 

				“I need something to do. And you watch, in 10 days, I’ll make your grass velvet green!”

				I found it astonishing that something so simple could bring him such joy. He was hard at work for an hour or so here and there, a couple times a day. He hacked at straggling clumps of green, purifying the newly barren soil we had just set foot on. I wondered if he realized that when the summer heat collapsed upon the metropolis, the green grass he had worked so hard on would wither away, morphing into a sickening brown, the color of death and parchment. But as I saw him work, I came to realize it wasn’t the result that mattered to him, it was the pride in the work he had done. There are meaningless tasks we overlook each day, impervious to our notice. Our eyes flit over the menial, ignominious burdens placed in front of us, ignoring them for what we deem bigger and better. But does the achieved intellectual become a common peasant if he partakes in monotonous deeds below his intellectual capability? My grandfather, someone I grew to respect and cherish as a part of my life, was taking part in a chore that was seen as trivial, rustic even. However, his captivation in the task of pulling weeds out of the Earth taught me that it does not matter how others see the choices you make, but rather your pride in the completion of your goals because they are done to the best of your ability. Even now, as an intern in a law firm, my job may seem meaningless and commonplace as opposed to careers surviving in the throes of adventure. But in my life, growing in a burgeoning area of success where there are lessons to be learned around every corner, whether it’s how to make the right coffee or replacing the toner in the printer so it doesn’t collapse on itself, or even organizing files so a client’s details don’t get lost in the jumble, all are worth the common status because they do not insult my intellect. They, in fact, enhance it. A simple task does not make a man a commoner just as a cerebral challenge does not make a man an intellectual. Be it pulling weeds out of grass or discovering the cure to cancer, a man’s occupation does not define his worth.

				Aaja would always tell me that he wanted his Nathuni to go to Harvard University, the biggest and the best in the country. I would scoff at his expectations, refuting his desires by spouting arguments of costly expenses and unattainable dreams. He would chuckle, bump his forehead against my own with his eyes sparkling and whisper excitedly in my ear, 

				“You will be the best. You will be Aaja’s best Nathuni. You will make us all proud.”

				The crisp, biting air brings me back to the present, the darkness of the apartment suffocating as old memories swirl around in thickening swirls. My tears are slowing now, my eyes staring blankly at the speckled ceiling with emotions caged away in their gaze. My limbs are weary, the exhaustion creeping over my body with stealth. My brain wills me to close my eyes, to escape reality for fleeting moments and I nearly obey, only turning my head slightly to grab sight of a warm image before I lose myself to dreams.

				My Aai and Aaja are smiling at me from the light in my window.

				“You CAN.”

				“You will be the best.”

				“You will make us all proud.”

				“Always remember come what may, we love you.”

			I feel her hand would rub along my spine, his head bump on my forehead and their warm embrace….. 

			- Lisa Bedbak lives in Ann Arbor with her husband and two 		sons, Arjun (6 years old) and Anmol (2 years old). 			She is originally from Sambalpur, Odisha. She is an 			alumnus of University of Maryland, College Park. She loves 		to read and write in her free time.

		

		
			Pastel Silks and Shining Brows

		

		
			 	It’s been just a year since I stepped onto that wooden stage with a gown and a cap, the crowd cheering me on as a scroll consequent of years of hard work is placed in my hand. Blue and white flashed before my eyes in a constant parade and I remember feeling the toil of night long essays, hand scribbled lectures, and camp fire laughter fall of my shoulders. I was a new person now, released from the burdens of school and college alike. My path was set, my career in place. A job had been offered to me, a job I was ready to take and the smiling tearful faces of my parents encouraged me to move on to the life of achievement that awaited me. I remember hesitating, my feet trembling as I lifted them into the air to continue on the graveled path towards success and happiness. It was easier however, to continue once I had started. I made a place for myself in the workplace, smiling at terrible jokes, working long and heard, cramming to meet suffocating deadlines. 

				It was the life I had always dreamed of. 

				I had managed to purchase a furnished apartment in the spring of last year, eyeing location after location, kitchen after kitchen, room after room, until my heart and wallet settled on a quaint loft space with two bedrooms, a furnished kitchen/living space, and a secluded balcony facing the ocean. It was simple but it was all I seemed to need. 

				Mother comes and visits every couple months, usually with a carriage of much wanted home cooked meals and trinkets to remind me of the family back home. We may live just two hours away from each other by plane but even her love found it difficult to stretch over three states for extended periods of time. Sometimes she brought Dad too, tugging Bhai along to see Nani’s adult life. If the three of them came they usually stayed for a week or so, allowing me to take them around Los Angeles and visit the addicting buildings where my time is enjoyably wasted. I always miss them when they leave, my heart stretched on barbed wire strings as my teary eyes follow their unnecessary multitude of luggage towards the airport terminal. Mama always did have a habit of bringing too much stuff.  They seem proud, always taking in the stories of my hard work and laughter with sparkling eyes and dazzling smiles. They boast constantly about me and the way I’m surviving alone without them. They tell me it makes their hearts lighter to know they raised me to be able to carry through life on my own, that all their hard work allowed me to flourish into a daughter they can be proud of. My heart always warms at these comments, my life goal of achieving the pride of my parents finally woven into my path. I call every weekend, updating my mother on a week to week basis to staunch her flooded worries about me. Although she’s seemed to calm slightly in the course of a year, the scolding is not much lighter if I mistakenly miss a week or two. I had been excited to see them next week, the newly arrived summer months excusing Bhai from school my father’s company graciously allowing him two weeks away from work. However, the originally bright and warm day had been tainted with a simple call around lunchtime, the cheer in my voice slipping away as my mother’s shook on the other end. I had nearly dropped the phone in shock, my fingers numbing at her sorrowful declarations. My head falls in my hands as I think about that moment and the stinging tears threaten to escape as her voice echoes in my mind, bouncing off rubber walls with never diminishing volume.

				“Aai and Aaja have passed on.”

				A burning drop of saltwater pushes past my crumbling barriers, streaking down my face with painstaking speed. Others follow, the hole in my weak walls widening to allow my pain to break through. My body shakes, trembling under the dropping weight on my heart as small gasps of distress escape out of my body. My mind is swimming now, frantic with panicked emotions, my neurons firing back and forth, trying to find a way to calm me down. The pain is stronger now, ripping through my being as shards of glass slicing me open from the inside. My insides are falling apart, my raw soul exposed and tormented by the hissing, stinging air of tragedy. My hands are numb, void of feeling as the excruciating torture takes its toll. I fall onto the disheveled bed, bringing my knees to my chest and cry into the darkening air, the sound of my sobs quietly filling the empty apartment.

				It feels like hours before I manage to compose myself, but a quick glance at the elongated hands ticking along beside me relate that the passage of time has only been about twenty minutes. With a painful intake of breath, I wipe the moisture away from my face and stand again, walking towards the closet to strip out of tainted clothes and slip on ones with comfort. After managing to motion through my nightly routine with just a quivering bottom lip, I finally allow myself breakage again as I slip under the fleece covers of my sheets, curling into the blanketed protection sheltering me from the curses of reality. My eyes close and my teeth sink into my skin as an attempt to hinder the second onslaught of tears but the action is in vain. With fresh tears streaming down my face, my shattered thoughts drift to the smell of jasmine leaves and sandalwood, my grandmother’s ingrained scent that showcased her jovial laughter. Pictures of my grandfather’s wrinkled brow, his twinkling eyes behind rimmed glasses, his smooth hairless crown shining in the reflected sunlight flit through my memories, driving a knife into my lungs. My two cheerleaders, the givers of unconditional love, my extended parents were gone.

				Growing up in America was the obvious obstacle to seeing Aai and Aaja, the distance of oceans and landmasses deterring the physical affection they wished to send my way. Seeing them was rare, occurring every two years or four, stretching the time as I grew older and older without the sound of their warming laughter or the touch of their crinkled skin. They were a fact, a fact that lived on the other side of the world. I knew they were there, I knew they existed, but a fact is only something to know. Giving the fact emotion and feeling makes it important to the heart. My first trip to India was when I was miniscule, my memories of such a young age smothered by the weight of age. However, my first trip to India that has been retained in my memory brought the joy of affection and the biting irritation of mosquitos. Nevertheless, going to India was something I enjoyed, a trip I looked forward to whenever It was announced that out departure was scheduled. Memories of climbing on flattened roofs, weaving through chaotic streets, and being force-fed extravagant delicacies are encoded deep into my brain, used as fuel to light lamps during times of emotional turmoil and darkness. As my age grows, my memories grow more detailed but there are few memories that escape me completely, if only distorted to a small extent. After all, unconditional love exists under all strain, no matter what the constriction.

				I think of my grandmother, her muted pastel saris and shining metallic ornaments. The rings on her fingers had glistened in all kinds of light, be it the sharp brightness of the dining room where we would all share stories across bhata bhaja or the muted sunlight filtering in through streaked windowpanes in the throes of morning. Her glasses were enormous, her eyes magnified behind the curved lenses as she fell into books and movies with insuppressible fascination.  Her movements were slow, the effects of old age wearing on her bones and I remember with her every step, her braided locks of hair would sway side to side. Her antiquated voice related the stories she had learned growing up and were passed along to me, my bright eyes shining in curiosity and excitement. Her arms were always warm, wrapping me in melting embraces with a hearty laugh and repeated words of praise. I would lay beside her as she slept, her face smooth as her mind wandered the endless world of dreams where she could do anything: walk, run, dance, and live. The handicaps of experience obstructing her physical movements were gone in her slumber, the tensions and worries dissipating into each slight snore that escaped into the darkened air. Her eyes were bright, full of life, though her body conspired against her. She would speak to me as an equal, someone worthy of her time and love, someone she was proud to watch grow. She would listen to every word that slipped out of my mouth, her full attention riveted on my thoughts and emotions. She explained the workings of the world to me, walked me through the troubles in life. Her hand would rub along my spine, her fingers tracing patterns along the skin. 

				“You can do anything you want to do in life. All you have to say is ‘I CAN’!”

				“Make your goal in life not to be known as Debasish and Mousumi’s daughter. I want your parents to be known as Ishanee Chanda’s mother and father.”

				“Whatever path you choose, wherever you want to go in life, just make sure to be the best that you can be.”

				Her soft voice finds its way into my muddled brain and I cry.

				My grandfather was an eccentric old man. His laugh was wheezing but joyful, filling up the room in a way only he could. His voice carried when he wanted it to but he often chose to remain quiet, preserving his energy for happier instances spent with the family he desperately missed the presence of. He had a habit of gently knocking his forehead against my own, a symbol of his utmost affection. The rumpled skin above his brow shone in all kinds of light, the gaping absence of hair surrounded by a grazing field of velvet gray. His hands were always clasped behind his back, his posture bent over towards the object of this attention. He had a habit of reading the news each day, pulling up The Time of India and perusing the newest stories while reading under his breath and making sharp comments along the side. His smile was contagious, happiness easily obtainable in his desires. Our relationship was one filled with teasing and laughter, witty remarks from my end as I retorted smartly to his leveled expectations. He would worry you see, whether it was a thorn prick in the heel or a paper cut on the thumb, something he passed on to me. He taught me how to play carom, took me on my first Scooter ride in India, and fawned over me whenever he could. I remember coming home from school to find him grasping at healthy strong weeds that had overtaken the summer grass, a sheen of sweat beading his brow as he worked in the daunting heat. I asked him why he subjected himself to such discomfort and he replied with a laugh and a snap of his fingers. 

				“I need something to do. And you watch, in 10 days, I’ll make your grass velvet green!”

				I found it astonishing that something so simple could bring him such joy. He was hard at work for an hour or so here and there, a couple times a day. He hacked at straggling clumps of green, purifying the newly barren soil we had just set foot on. I wondered if he realized that when the summer heat collapsed upon the metropolis, the green grass he had worked so hard on would wither away, morphing into a sickening brown, the color of death and parchment. But as I saw him work, I came to realize it wasn’t the result that mattered to him, it was the pride in the work he had done. There are meaningless tasks we overlook each day, impervious to our notice. Our eyes flit over the menial, ignominious burdens placed in front of us, ignoring them for what we deem bigger and better. But does the achieved intellectual become a common peasant if he partakes in monotonous deeds below his intellectual capability? My grandfather, someone I grew to respect and cherish as a part of my life, was taking part in a chore that was seen as trivial, rustic even. However, his captivation in the task of pulling weeds out of the Earth taught me that it does not matter how others see the choices you make, but rather your pride in the completion of your goals because they are done to the best of your ability. Even now, as an intern in a law firm, my job may seem meaningless and commonplace as opposed to careers surviving in the throes of adventure. But in my life, growing in a burgeoning area of success where there are lessons to be learned around every corner, whether it’s how to make the right coffee or replacing the toner in the printer so it doesn’t collapse on itself, or even organizing files so a client’s details don’t get lost in the jumble, all are worth the common status because they do not insult my intellect. They, in fact, enhance it. A simple task does not make a man a commoner just as a cerebral challenge does not make a man an intellectual. Be it pulling weeds out of grass or discovering the cure to cancer, a man’s occupation does not define his worth.

				Aaja would always tell me that he wanted his Nathuni to go to Harvard University, the biggest and the best in the country. I would scoff at his expectations, refuting his desires by spouting arguments of costly expenses and unattainable dreams. He would chuckle, bump his forehead against my own with his eyes sparkling and whisper excitedly in my ear, 

				“You will be the best. You will be Aaja’s best Nathuni. You will make us all proud.”

				The crisp, biting air brings me back to the present, the darkness of the apartment suffocating as old memories swirl around in thickening swirls. My tears are slowing now, my eyes staring blankly at the speckled ceiling with emotions caged away in their gaze. My limbs are weary, the exhaustion creeping over my body with stealth. My brain wills me to close my eyes, to escape reality for fleeting moments and I nearly obey, only turning my head slightly to grab sight of a warm image before I lose myself to dreams.

				My Aai and Aaja are smiling at me from the light in my window.

				“You CAN.”

				“You will be the best.”

				“You will make us all proud.”

			“Always remember come what may, we love you.”

			I feel her hand would rub along my spine, his head bump on my forehead and their warm embrace….. 

			- Ishanee is 16 years old, a junior at Plano East Senior High in Plano Texas. She is part of the International Baccalaureate Program and will be college bound in the Fall of 2014.A past Potter-head, Ishanee is a voracious reader and loves to  write about all things real and imaginary.  She is the  daughter of Mousumi and Debasish Chanda of Plano TX.

		

		
			HOW CAN WE PUT SUSTAINABILITY INTO PRACTICE EVERYDAY?

		

		
				I have been interested in Global Warming since I was a little girl. When I was in 4th grade, I started a project for the school and learned the seriousness of the problem. During the same year, I visited Mahatma Gandhi’s resting place, Raj Ghat, in a six-week trip to India. There I realized the power of one person’s vision about something, the determination to achieve it and the collaboration from others could work like a miracle. Since then I am working to convince people to take steps to help save by living a sustainable lifestyle.

				After coming back from the trip, I figured out that I have the knowledge, and technology; and collaboration from the school and city government. Now, I am sure that the time was right too. The general public started taking a conscious effort to reduce their carbon footprint, and the library bought $50,000 worth of books and material to educate the community. I joined city council and become an ambassador between the government and the school district. In addition, I completed the nine-week rigorous course of The Natural Step for Communities: How Cities and Towns can Change to Sustainable Practices. This really gave me the knowledge to take the lead. Which I then used to help the students go beyond the school and into the community to help the needy and make it a better place to live. The whole city became green. In addition, the city is still having two semi-annual recycling festivals to sustain the effort.

				The work I started as school project reached millions of people by the next Earth Day. For which I have received two consecutive, President’s Call to service award (2009 and 2010) from former President George W. Bush and current President Barack Obama. To increase my knowledge, I started collaborating with the Nelson Institute for Environmental Sciences, University of Wisconsin.

				After moving to Buffalo Grove, I continued my mission to educate people in this field through my school’s Green Team. Recently, we made a film to convince congress to invest in a green future; it was featured in a youth film festival in Washington DC.

				The best part of all my work is that once I educate one person, they educate some more and the process goes on exponentially. Everyone is a part of climate change. We all contribute to it and thus we need to take responsibility to reverse it by trying some of these energy saving tips and settling with a little less stuff. You can help make the planet a better place!

				º Carpooling: Some people use less energy by carpooling. For example, four people can ride together in one car instead of driving four cars to work.

				º Read: Learning about the environment is very important. Many good books, Teacher, or a librarian will help you learn.

				º Save Electricity: Whenever we use electricity, we help put greenhouse gases into the air. By turning off lights, the television, and the computer when you are through with them, you can help a lot.

				º Bike, Bus, and Walk: You can save energy by sometimes taking the bus, riding a bike, or walking.

				º Talk to Your Family and Friends: Talk with your family and friends about climate change. Let them know what you’ve learned.

				º Plant Trees: Planting trees is fun and a great way to reduce greenhouse gases. Trees absorb carbon dioxide, a greenhouse gas, from the air.

				º Recycle: Recycle cans, bottles, plastic bags, and newspapers. When you recycle, you send less trash to the landfill and you help save natural resources, like trees, oil, and elements such as aluminum.

				º When You Buy, Buy Cool Stuff: There are many ways we can improve the environment. One of the ways to reduce the amount of greenhouse gases that we put into the air is to buy products that don’t use as much energy.

				º Some Things to Think About: You could help the environment if you buy recyclable products instead of non-recyclable ones. Recyclable products are usually made out of things that already have been used. It usually takes less energy to make recycled products than to make new ones. The less energy we use, the better.

				º Solar Energy: Solar energy is a fancy way of saying “energy that comes from the sun.” Solar energy can be used to heat homes, buildings, water, and to make electricity. Today, more than 200,000 houses in the United States take advantage of the sun’s energy.

				º Cars: Cars are an important part of life for most people. However, cars also cause pollution and release many greenhouse gases into the air. Fortunately, some cars are better for the environment. These cars can travel longer on a smaller amount of gasoline. They don’t pollute as much, either. Using these kinds of cars can help reduce the amount of greenhouse gases in the air. 

				º ENERGY STAR®: Many things, like computers, TVs, stereos, and VCRs, have special labels on them. The label says “Energy” and has a picture of a star. Products with the ENERGY STAR® label are made to save energy. Buying products with ENERGY STAR® labels will help protect the environment.

				Please try to choose one option to reduce your carbon foot and pass this onto one person to continue this chain on action. Thanks you very much for your support.

				Let’s work together to save the environment!

			- Bhabna Pati,, Adlai E. Stevenson High School, Buffalo Grove, IL

		

		
			Chakanayan

			This artwork has been created by Pallavi Parida. She is a sphomore at Metea Valley High School, Chicago, IL. She has conceptualized the artwork to illustrate that Oddissi dance form is devoted to Lord Jagannath.
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			Dr. SRINIBAS MAHAPATRA (1948-2012)
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			On October 30th, 2012, Dr. Srinibas Mahapatra died peacefully in his home in Ann Arbor, Michigan of a heart attack. He was born in Puri, Odisha, India, but spent most of his childhood in Burnpur, West Bengal. After graduating from R.G. Kar Medical School, Calcutta, India, Srinibas emigrated to England for further studies and training.

			After their marriage his wife, Chandana, joined him in England. While in England, Srinibas completed his MRCPsych (Member of Royal College of Psychiatry). In 1987 they traveled to Ann Arbor, Michigan where Srinibas completed further training at the University of Michigan. He went on to work at the VA Ann Arbor Healthcare System, where he eventually became the Chief of In-Patient Psychiatry and Director of the Electroconvulsive Therapy (ECT) program. He was also an Assistant Professor of  Psychiatry at the University of Michigan. 

			He was respectfully known as Dr. M to the many residents he helped train. They respected him as a great teacher and mentor. He had a good sense of humor and was a great storyteller. Most important, he treated his patients, our American Veterans, with respect, empathy and honesty.

			SRI, as he was lovingly called by his colleagues, was respected for his hard work and his years of support for the education and research in the field of Psychiatry. After his passing, his colleagues honored him by naming a Geriatric Psychiatry Education scholarship in his memory.

			When not working, Dr. Mahapatra delighted in Indian Classical music and dance. He was involved in organizing multiple performances for ODISSI Dance, a classical dance of India.

			He is survived by his wife, Chandana; their two sons, Rahul and Arun; his mother; and four brothers. 

		

		
			Dr. Nagabhusan Senapati  (1945-2012)
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				A scientist and engineer, Nagabhusan Senapati passed away Saturday November 24 morning after a short illness.  A brilliant mind and a modest man, he was admired for his professional accomplishments and for his insight into a wide variety of complex engineering problems.  He was an authority on the application of ultrasonic and microwave technologies and made his mark as an inventor of material separation through disruption.  His patents ranged from stain removal from various surfaces to fabricating an apparatus for determining gas liquid interfaces.  Educated in India and the US, he worked at MIT and Battelle Research Institute and consulted for many companies in the US and abroad.  He developed congestive heart failure and ultimately passed away of Acute Respiratory Distress Syndrome.  He was 67.

				Nagabhusan came from the old stock of Odia families who had made their home in the western hilly terrains of Odisha.  The family ancestry might go back to the Kalinga days when the Odia and Andhra culture was intermingled through valor, adventure and determination.  His father Sri Ramaswamy Senapati was a pious religious man and served as the Inspector of Schools in Odisha.  His mother Manikya Senapati came from a business family in the neighboring Koraput district in Odisha. Nagabhusan was the eldest of seven children, three boys and four girls.  Two of his sisters have passed away; the second brother Gangadhar lives in Miami, FL.  Two other sisters and the youngest brother live in India.  Nagabhusan’s wife Rajkumari is the eldest daughter of late Purnachandra and Saraswati Senapaty of Khordha, Odisha.  They have two daughters, Sangeeta and Suneeta, both are physicians and live in the US.

				After completing his primary education in Bhawanipatna, Nagabhusan enrolled in Ravenshaw Collegiate School in Cuttack in 1953. His genius for setting up experiments was rooted in the school laboratory where he helped set up the after hour Science Club.  Other students joined in and the Science Club became a popular attraction for students looking for hands-on activities with strings, magnets, motors and lenses.  Nagabhusan acted as the mentor and the leader.  He would spend several hours after school in grinding, polishing, winding and just plain looking.  His industry in making an experiment show results was infectious and many others would follow him to learn from him and attempt independent projects.  The teachers would invite him to set up classroom demonstrations; Nagabhusan gained reputation as the science experiment student in the school.

				He finished the Higher Secondary School Examination and was admitted to Indian Institute of Technology at Kharagpur where he enrolled in 1962.  He became an active member of the Orissa Society in campus and helped organize various social events to bring people together.  Gangadhar joined him there two years later and Nagabhusan continued to help his brother as he had done earlier in School.  He studied Mechanical Engineering and took the BTech degree in 1967, winning the President’s Gold Medal for having stood first among all graduates.  Determined to stay in India, he joined Central Mechanical Engineering Research Institute in Durgapur, West Bengal, and worked there for two years.  Facilities for fundamental research were not well developed in India those days and he chose to leave India on award of a Tata Fellowship from MIT.  He joined the Mechanical Engineering Department as a graduate student in 1969.

				At MIT, Nagabhusan connected with a young professor of Indian descent Dr. Padmakar Lele who was starting up a new laboratory to test ultrasonic technology for industrial applications.  Dr. Lele was also a physician and Nagabhusan became interested in the medical applications of ultrasonics in creating cavitation and disruption.  Nagabhusan would do in-vivo animal studies to study the use of ultrasonic technology in surgical procedures.  He became a local expert on the subject and went on to write his doctoral thesis on ultrasonic cavitation dynamics in the mammalian central nervous system.  

				He was known for his gentle and pleasant manners and had cultivated great friendship with many on campus.  Friends had picnics in the local mountains and would go out on road trips. With the completion of his degree in 1974, he married and made his home in Somerville, MA. Nagabhusan’s home was a warm meeting place for his friends whom he and his wife treated with extreme hospitality.  He loved good food and his wife was great company.  He was constantly in touch with his parents in India with regular calls and remittance of support.  

				He stayed on as a Research Associate in the Department of Mechanical Engineering and studied treatment of malignant tumors using ultrasonic technology and its application for liver and kidney ailments.  He taught graduate courses and supervised thesis work of the students.  Ultrasonic technology was gaining prominence for complex applications in aviation, structures, gas lines and surgical procedures.  Nagabhusan chose to accept employment with Battelle Memorial Institute in Columbus, Ohio in 1977.  Their first daughter Sangeeta was born in the Spring of that year.

				The research-based environment at Battelle gave Nagabhusan the opportunity to develop diverse applications of his insight and expertise in ultrasonic technology.  He led a team of talented professionals and went forward on a path of inventing engineering techniques in solving complex industrial problems with applications in polymers, plastics, rubber and metals.  His work spanned from repairing aircraft structures to high speed packaging, from inventing gadget for dental plaque removal to creating apparatus for cleaning up under-sea debris.  He was extremely well liked by his colleagues and he helped groom many future engineers. He made his home in the Columbus suburbs of Dublin and Worthington and also remained active in associating with his friends and organizing social events.  His second daughter Suneeta was born in Dublin in 1982.

				Nagabhusan became an independent consultant in 1996 during which time he worked with Procter and Gamble in Cincinnati, Ohio. He rejoined corporate structure in 1998 with Edison Welding Institute and then went on to become a consultant with Kimberly-Clarke, a consumer products company, where he helped invent new products and better methods in manufacturing.  Here he could transform ideas to manufacture and directly affected the consumer market by helping to reduce cost in production and create durability.  After thirty two years of work, he retired in 2006, but remained active with occasional consulting activity on medical applications of ultrasonic technology.  He had amassed thirty five patents and a large number of publications including four book chapters on his line of work.  He served as the US representative for the International Electromechanical Commission on Ultrasonic and also was elected the Vice President of the National Board of Ultrasonic Industry association. 

				Nagabhusan loved people and loved attending social events.  He would be a familiar face in new homes and would share expertise in home making with the younger professionals.  He was instrumental with the initial periods of Orissa Society of the Americas and served as its Secretary from 1979-1981.  He helped initiate the temple building in Columbus and contributed his time and energy freely for the cause.  He was a great family man, concerned for his brothers and sisters and took care of his children’s education and well being.  Rajkumari was a fitting support to his bright intellect and the family maintained the strong ethics and values inspired by scholarly tradition.  Nagabhusan will be missed by all who knew him and his life will remain a shining example of humility, perseverance, and studiousness in solving problems in a technological world.

			Bijoy Misra, Lincoln, MA
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				India Partnerships to serve our client better: http://www.bcshettyco.com; http://www.olivetree.in
We render professional support in tax planning and for compliance under Income Tax Act, FEMA and RBI regulations to NRIs.
We look forward to assisting our clients both in the US and in India.
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			THE ORISSA FOUNDATION

			Grants and Sponsorships

			1.  Sahaya—institution for mentally handicapped in Cut-tack

			2.  Institute of Orissan Culture

			3.  SCB Medical College Library— lifetime grant

			4.  Basundhara- 7 year support ended 2002

			5.  Ravenshaw Collegiate School, Cuttack—computer center (teaching 4th to 10th grades) and library renovation

			6.  Orissa Dance Academy (Guru Gangadhar Pradhan) and Konarak Dance Festival—to promote and preserve Orissa dance styles (1985-2006)

			7.  Kala Vikash Kendra, Cuttack

			8.  BKMM Eye Hospital, Dhenkanal—prevention and cure of blindness: Dec. 2006 to present 14,000 cataracts operated, giving back the vision

			9.  Orissa Development Seminars in OSA Conventions (for the last ten years)

			10.Prof. Jatindra Mohanty (5 grants for review publications in Oriya literature)

			11. JOGA, Washington, DC (for training of secondary school teachers in Dhenkanal and Angul districts)

			12. 1” and 2nd Odissi Dance Festivals (Washington, DC)—third Odissi Festival (International) in Bhubaneswar, Orissa 2011

			13. Aamara Biswas, Orissa, Mrs. Jayashree (Ranu) Mahanti, www.aamarabiswas.org –major grants

			14. Prachi Youth Organization, Kakatpuri, Orissa—in areas of health and education in rural villages

			Information: dmisra@knology.net / 256-.883-5499

			Dr. Devi Mishra & Mrs Sarojini Mishra are longtime supporters and contributors of various projects in Odisha as well as OSA. Dr. Mishra lives in Huntsville, AL. They have three children - Chico, Pinky and Samar.
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