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OSA President’s Message

It is a very proud moment for our organization as we are celebrating fifty-four
years of the annual convention. Strong passion, commitment, and our proud Odia feeling
made it possible.   We will keep on growing as an organization. Our next generation is
getting mature. The time is ripe to hand over the baton to them to lead the organization
and take us to a new height. 

 I’m very happy to state that the last two years of success are possible due to
our energetic, hardworking, efficient, and passionate teams. As we are completing
two years of commitment to our organization, below are a few highlights of our
accomplishments.

• A modern website was put together with a state-of-the-art design and automated
membership enrollment. Now enthusiastic Odias can be members of the organization
within a short span of time making a payment using a credit card or Zelle.

• We have a record-breaking at least 1000 new members now which makes
membership of our organization a respectful one.   

• At regular intervals, The Spiritual Team organized webinars inviting Swami
Sarvapriyananda - Vedanta Society of New York, Swami Saranananda, and Swami
Sadananda of Chinmaya Mission and   Sj. Rabi Narayan Ratha Sharma, an authority on
Jagannath Culture to enlight listeners on profound topics including Who am I?,
Stitaprajna, Sadhana Chatustaya, Simple Explanation of Complex Vedantic Teachings,
Burry the Worries, ù\÷̂ ¦ò̂  Rúa^ùe bqò, ¤û^, mû^, Kcð Gaõ cjû_âbêu _að_aðûYòö

•  In order to promote Odianess among our children and young adults, our OSA
Odia Learning (OOL) team not only taught Odia in places like Chicago, NJ, Raileh,

Gyana Patnaik 

President, OSA
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San Francisco, and Maryland but also organized events Utkala Dibasa, Shisu Divasa,
and Makara Sankranti with fun-filled activities -   Kahoot, Odia Bhajans and Odia drama
much to everyone’s delight. This team is also working to make Odia Learning Program
a Certified Program.   

•  Our Women Forum organized webinars including Mindfulness-Based Stress
Reduction, Healthcare Projects in Odisha by SEEDS, Caring for Caregivers, Mental
Health Awareness, and Socioeconomic and educational improvement for the tribal
belt of Odisha. This is a forum that gives a platform to women to work in a collaborative
environment.

• The publication Team did a commendable job by inviting some of our
community esteemed members to inaugurate the publication of Utkarsa in each quarter.
These forums helped in spreading the background of our organization and its
subsequent growth to the newer generation. Our annual souvenir Urmi is the product
of the hard work and commitment of this team. 

•  Our Innovative Council worked hard to connect young entrepreneurs of 
incubators of NIT - Rourkela and KIIT - Bhubaneswar with Odias of North America
especially the younger generation. 

•  OPLI Team works diligently to open more libraries in Odisha with a motto -
one library in each district. It has laudable work in Berhampur, Koraput, and certain
other parts of Odisha. 

•  The higher Education Team worked passionately to improve Wi-Fi / Internet
Connection in higher educational institutions of Odisha along with improving the quality
of education and developing student exchange programs with universities in the USA.

•  We celebrated the Nua Khai festival over Zoom for these two years with
many festivities. A Bhajan Program over Zoom was fittingly conducted around Durga
Puja Festival time.

•  Much to the delight of our members, our community celebrated two
noteworthy conventions in Sacramento and Chicago highlighting our rich heritage,
proud tradition, and current progress.

•  The Next Generation Leadership team did a great job in creating a strong
awareness among young professionals who are born or brought up in North America.
In order to build a strong commendatory, networking sessions, and informal get-
togethers were arranged in some major cities of the USA. Due to their strong passion
and spirited effort, we have new 300+ next general leaders enrolled as Life Members
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of the OSA. Make no mistake, an organization must look toward this team for our
future evolution. 

• Our Drama Team much to the delight of Odias across North America
conducted National Drama Festival for two years where almost all Chapters proudly
participated. In addition to it, we had also several Regional Drama Festivals (RDF) in
Dallas, Boston, Nashville, and other regions.

• Our Heath & Wellness team worked passionately during COVID time to help
out the distressed in certain parts of Odisha. In order to keep our people informed in
North America, there were multiple health-related webinars with the attendance of
doctors from India, England, and Australia.

•  Grievance Hearing Committee delivered their commitment to the community
by being impartial and fair to all.   

• Our revenue has grown to a noticeable amount due to the due diligence of our
office bearers.   Due to the very short time, we could not look into various low risk or
no-risk investment strategies. 

•  As a result of strong interest in the Odia language, we had two robust Zoom
sessions with two well-liked topics KaòZû _ûV and IWÿò@û iûjòZýùe aýw

• In order to stand behind our people in Odisha due to the tragic railway accident
in Balasore, Odisha, our organization is sending a sizable amount to the Chief Minister
Relief Fund (CMRF). In addition to it, members have contributed individually and
some members are working on multiple long-term projects.

Things for the future:

- Our Constitution should be a living document. Now is the time to rewrite it
to make it relevant for the present time. A committee needs to be set up to work on it.

- OSA needs to set up a   Board of Trustees for long-term growth of the
organization while President, EC, and BOG can look after 2 years of Operations. This
will keep the organization more stable rather than changing things in every two years.

- For efficient and safe money management, OSA should work on holding two
people accountable for all its finances. 

- More focus should be on the next generation to get more involved with
community affairs by inculcating Odianess in them.
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- Organization needs to hold people accountable for their responsibility toward
the community. In the name of democracy and a free press,   irresponsible, vulgar, off-
the-cuff remarks should not be taken lightly. It hinders our growth as people are not
only afraid to post constructive messages but the newer generation stays away from
the OSA.

- Need to hold yearly OSA Convention in a rotational manner so every Chapter
will get their share. If a Chapter cannot hold a convention due to few members or
financial constraints then it should make a diligent effort to work with a nearby Chapter
to host the combined convention.

-   More young people need to volunteer for the OSA organization. If we do not
get involved, if we do not do our share who will do? 

Let us keep our organization better, stronger and more respectful. Long Live OSA. 
Let us be proud Odias. aù¦ C}k R^^ú

Respectfully,

Gyana Patnaik 

President, OSA
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OSA Vice President’s Message

On behalf of OSA, I welcome you all to the 54th OSA Convention!

It has been a great honor and privilege to serve this community for the last two
years as vice president of OSA. Time flies so fast, our term will be over this year in
July, it does not feel like two years are gone by. We took this responsibility with a
vision to bring some changes for the betterment of OSA, we may not have been 100%
successful but we tried very hard with utmost sincerity and we believe that we did
achieve some of our objectives.   

To outline some of our achievements, we completely rebuilt the OSA website
with a modern look and feel and an automated membership registration/management
system. Our new membership registration system has real-time payment integration
in addition to the automatic addition of member email addresses to Google G-suite
for all-members groups etc, this has significantly reduced the manual workload of
OSA office bearers and volunteers. We have also made a lot of changes to the server
infrastructure for OSA/Chapter websites, website/database backup, security, disaster
recovery, etc.

During our term, we constituted some new committees, notable one is the
spiritual committee which has been doing an outstanding job by organizing monthly
discourses for the last two years. Our Health & Wellness, Women’s Empowerment,
Education, and Entrepreneurship committees have also been very active in conducting
different activities here and in Odisha as well. 

I would like to sincerely thank our OSA President Gyana Patnaik and his team
for believing in me and inviting me to join their team to contest the OSA election, all
the chapter presidents, all OSA committee chairs/members, our IT services providers,
and more importantly, all of our volunteers for their unconditional support and

Akshaya Ray

Vice President, OSA
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cooperation. I am very confident that OSA will continue to evolve and be at the
forefront as one of the premier organizations representing the interests of all Odiyas
in North America. I wish all the best to our oncoming president Leena Misra and her
team!

Lastly, I would like to express my sincere thanks and gratitude to the Chicago
convention committee for putting together a wonderful convention. Hope you all have
a   great time at the convention and continue to support all OSA activities.

Sincerely,

Akshaya Ray

Vice President, OSA
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    OSA Secretary’s Message

Namaskar and Welcome everyone!

It’s a proud moment that we are heading for the 54th Annual OSA Convention to
be held in Chicago, 53rd Convention in Sacramento, CA is still fresh in the memory. I
would like to thank the California Convention team for hosting such a grand convention.
Finally, the convention account is settled, and audited and the best thing is OSA did
not incur any loss. Congratulations, California chapter executives, the Convention
executive committee, and volunteers.

This was the election year for OSA. Election committee members Sunil Mishra
(chair), Nihar Rout, and Uma Misra completed the nomination and election process
and submitted the result to OSA Executives on 1st March 2023. All positions were
uncontested. Newly elected OSA executives are.

Mrs. Leena Mishra - President

Mr. Sharadakanta Panda - Vice-President

Mrs. Santwana Dash - Secretary

Mr. Subhransu Mishra - Treasurer

On behalf of all OSA Members, EC, and BOG, I Congratulate and welcome all
elected OSA Executives to the office for 2023-2025, Best Wishes. My sincere thanks
to the 2023 Election Committee for their due diligence to conduct the election
process.

This year the 4 chapters have sent their elected representative to BOG.

Rocky Mountain Chapter elected Mr. Deepak Jena in April.

Southern chapter re-elected Ms. Mousumi Swain for the 2nd term in April.

Pramod Mahapatra

Secretary, OSA
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California chapter elected Mr. Satyabrata Mohanty in June.

CANOSA elected Mr Kamalakanta Behera in June.

I encourage all other chapters that are overdue for elections (normally every 2-
4 years) to elect their new representatives in a fair and democratic manner.

We started a membership drive last year. During this period, we have added 958
new members since July 2021. Last year alone we have a total of 305 new members:
286 – Life Members, 2 – 5-year Members, and 17 Annual members. On behalf of EC,
BOG, and OSA Members, I would welcome all new members.

My request to all members is to stay active in OSA activities. OSA conducts
virtual events like Spiritual seminars, Kabita Patha, Women’s forums, Health and
Wellness seminars, Financial Seminars, and Musical programs like Sharadiya Bhajan
Sandhya, Odia Learning, etc. I request all members to join in to encourage the organizing
team of such events, and provide valuable feedback to make it better.

I sincerely thank all members for giving me the opportunity to serve the OSA in
the official capacity, my colleagues in the executive committee, BOG members, and
all the team leads.

Please keep visiting our OSA website http://www.odishasociety.org for updated
information, event details, OSA Activities, etc.

Sincerely,

Pramod Mahapatra

Secretary, OSA





OSA Treasurer’s Statement 
 
Prachee Behera  
(OSA Treasurer 2021-2023) 
 
 
 
Welcome to the 54th OSA Convention! 
 
 
 
This annual gathering of Odias presents yet another 

occasion to mingle & delight for regulars and network & assimilate for new venturers. It 

also marks the end of my term as Treasurer and a beginning for eager and capable 

leaders to take their vision of OSA forward. 

I must thank and appreciate the other members of the Executive Committee (EC) who 

served with me, Mr. Gyana Patnaik, Mr. Akshay Ray & Mr. Pramod Mahapatra. I must 

also congratulate the next EC, Mrs. Leena Mishra, Mr. Saradakanta Panda, Mrs. 

Santwana Dash, and Mr. Subhranshu Mishra. Soon after my responsibilities have been 

wrapped up, I must also reflect on these 2 years of being the OSA Treasurer. 

I came into this role full of ideas, energy and idealism and I leave with still more ideas, 

perhaps a little burnt out and with more practicalism. The best part of this duration was 

the exposure to so many Odias across North Americas. Their stories, personalities and 

perspectives collectively make up such a treasure chest of Odisha’s best. While serving 

I came to discover more of OSA’s history in bits and pieces. The not-so-great parts of my 

term were the sheer magnitude of work in this role and the feeling that there was so much 

yet to be done. 

OSA is built on not just the founders’ ideas but is also the labor of love of a series of past 

Executives who cemented its foundation and raised walls brick by brick.  As the 

organization grows in number of members and chapters, however, it needs more active 

volunteers and leaders to sustain its expansion and permanence.  

Despite challenges or perhaps because of it serving in an organization as old, large, and 

diverse as OSA is an opportunity for personal growth irrespective of the walk of life you 

are in. OSA attempts at every turn to stitch together generations, geographies, and 



ideologies. To aim to quilt perfection might be an impossible goal but to add a few new 

panes to better it is achievable and enough.  

During this term, 2021-2023 OSA membership grew by ~30%, two great Conventions 

brought people together after the isolation during the pandemic, OSA finances sustained 

many events both virtual and in person. The credit for all this and more is shared by many 

leaders and volunteers. I am honored to be a part of it all.  

As I prepare to shift focus to other responsibilities in life while still being connected to 

OSA and its members; I hope more new leaders come forward to serve in this old 

organization.  

 

Odias are evolving and with us so is OSA! 
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Message From the Convenor

It gives me great pleasure to invite all Odias to the54th annual convention at
Chicago of Odisha Society of the Americas

This year, the International OSA 2023 Convention at Chicago, USA, (July7 to 9th

2023), will have the largest gathering of Odias outside India. The convention theme@ûùeûjú,
the evolving Odias will showcase a glimpse of our language, culture, art and futuristic
vision. @ûùeûjú symbolizes the evolving Odias who are progressive, upbeat, aspirational,
and heroic. The convention is an ode to that Odia.

The three-day convention has a balanced combination of multiple Seminars/Business
meetings withcultural /entertainment /health programs. Additionally, we have added
2ndgeneration Odias focused activities/programs which will help them appreciate their
Odiaroots with American culture and the challenges facing them to be successful in
navigating both.  There are programs/activities that cater to new generation. Odias, whose
viewpoint/needs are different from earlier Odias.

There will be ample time to meet your friends/batch mates/relatives while enjoying
the scrumptious food and snacks and having a good time together. We look forward to
welcoming you!

The variety of articles, poems, experiences and stories in Urmi, which is near and
dear to current and next generation Odias, will satisfy the voracious Reader with pleasant
memories, long after the Convention extravaganza is over and the lightshave switched off.

Jhara Das
Convenor,
54th OSA Convention, Chicago, IL
Odisha Society of the Americas

Jhara Das
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Message from the Co-Convenor

I’m delighted to welcome each and every one of you to the 54th Annual OSA
Convention held in the beautiful city of Chicago. We’re excited to be seeing those
that have been with us for years now as well as those of you who are new to our
community. 

On behalf of the Chicago OSA community, I’d like to express my deepest
gratitude for the incredible volunteers who have put their time, effort, and resources
into organizing this event. We would also like to extend our appreciation to the
individuals and corporations whose donations played a vital role in bringing this event
to fruition. 

We are excited to witness the growing  presence of the younger Odia population
in the United States and we especially hope to showcase that within this year’s
convention. Not only have we organized several events to encourage their participation,
but you’ll also get to meet several young individuals who played a pivotal role in
organizing this weekend. To all our young attendees - we hope you enjoy your time
and continue to drive this event forward for years to come.

We hope this convention gives you the opportunity to engage in several events
whether it be captivating cultural performances, interactive discussions, debates, or
sumptuous food.

  Once again, welcome and we hope you enjoy everything the weekend has to
offer!
Best,

Sanjay Pattnaik
Co-Convenor, OSA 2023 Chicago

Sanjay Pattnaik
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Namaskar OSA Convention attendees,
We in Chicago are thrilled to host you in the City of Broad Shoulders for the

2023 Annual OSA Convention. As this year’s Next Gen. Convenor, I am especially
proud and excited to share the perspectives, talents, and passions of the next generation
of Odia Americas with our community.

I was born and raised in Odisha and when I was 11 years old, my family
immigrated to Chicago from Bhubaneswar in the fall of 2000. I still remember
experiencing the colors of the fall and the pristine snow the very first time, with my
little sister by my side. Growing up in Chicago, figuring out my identity was not always
easy. Like most immigrant children, I was living two lives – one at home, where we
spoke Odia and my sister and I fought over the nali hada at Sunday lunch, and one at
school, where I did everything I could to blend in with my new American friends. As I
grew older, got married, and saw Chicago evolve into a kinder place that celebrated
heritage, I developed a deeper appreciation for my heritage and my roots. A large part
of that journey was the pillar that is the Odia community. I’ve been fortunate enough
to be part of a warm, fun, and welcoming (albeit sometimes chaotic) community.

As planning for the Convention kicked into full swing last fall, I was blown
away by the dedication to put on as perfect an event as possible. I saw my parents,
uncles, aunties, bhais, and nanis spring into action with ideas, resources, and passion
to create an unforgettable experience. Initially, I thought “Wow, how do they have the
time?!”. Then I realized that when you care about something, you make the time. They
challenged me to think about how we wanted the next generation of Odias to show up
– what do we stand for? What do we care about? Within the first meeting with my
NextGen team, it became clear that we loved our heritage but we wanted to stretch the
community. I’m thrilled that we have put together a diverse showcase of artistic talents,
fearless discussions on mental health, identity, and gender, and opportunities for the
NextGen members to form life-long connections.

I thank you all for joining us in Chicago and I welcome you to engage with the
ideas brought forth by the next generation of Odias. We cannot wait to connect and
keep learning from you.
My best regards,
Lory Mishra
Next Gen. Convenor

Lory Mishra

Message from the Next-Gen.Convenor
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My dear fellow Odias,

Namaskar.

It brings me immense joy to address you during the celebration of our
brotherhood and community at the Odia Society of Americas convention 2023, taking
place in our vibrant city of Chicago.

Our annual Odia convention is a cherished occasion where we come together
to honor our rich Odia culture and heritage. Even though we may be far from our
janmabhumi, we never forget our roots, and this convention provides us with a
platform to celebrate and strengthen our bond with our ancestral land. Additionally, it
allows us to express our gratitude to this great country, the United States, for embracing
us and our diverse identities.

When I assumed the role of President of the Chicago chapter in April 2023, the
convention’s organization was already in full swing. The dedicated organizing
committee has been working tirelessly for the past six months, diligently overseeing
various aspects of the event, from registration and cultural performances to stage
management and audiovisual arrangements. Witnessing their dedication firsthand has
inspired me, and I am immensely proud of the Chicago Odia community for coming
together as a close-knit family and putting in their collective efforts to ensure the
success of the convention.

As we reflect on our roots and look towards a hopeful future, this convention
holds tremendous significance. It offers us a unique opportunity to strengthen our
connections within the community and provides a platform for our younger generation
to forge ahead and make their mark. I wholeheartedly encourage each and every one
of you to participate enthusiastically in the convention, as your presence and active
involvement will contribute to its success.

Warm regards,

Manoranjan Sahoo

Message from
The Chicago Chapter President

Manoranjan Sahoo
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Editorial

  Dr.Kanak Hota

A little more than half a century is a short time in the life of the Odia diaspora
that migrated to North America some ten thousand miles away from their land of
origin. Nothing can ever erase the glorious heritage of the motherland Odisha from
our collective memory. It shrouds our being as we strive to get rooted in the USA and
Canada. Odias arrived here with a rich cultural and intellectual heritage trailing behind
them. We come from the state of Samantha Chandra Sekhara, the prodigious
mathematician who could measure the distance of the planets and stars with two modest
bamboo poles with absolute accuracy. Odisha is the sacred land where Ashok the Great
shunned his sword and became an ardent follower of the Buddha and his teachings of
tolerance and non-violence. It is the land of Adikabi Sarala Das, who in his version of
the Mahabharata singularly imagined Sri Krishna’s Viswarupa as Nabagunjara, a
composite of nine animals.  Odisha is the land of tolerance and brotherhood largely
elaborated through the worship of its presiding deity Sri Jagannath. In short, Odias
come from a soil “where centuries roll together.”

The Chicago convention celebrates Arohi, the evolving aspirational modern
Odia. He is someone having the discerning eyes to navigate the two worlds and
understand the seamless global culture we are living in today. The Arohi’s umbilical
cord with Odisha never gets severed. He symbolizes as writer Salman Rushdie would
say, “ a celebration of hybridity, impurity, intermingling, the transformation that comes
of new and unexpected combinations of human beings, cultures, ideas, politics, movies,
songs.”  Arohi, the evolving Odia, is the moral man building bridges between
generations, countries, and cultures.
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Let me revisit our more recent history briefly. Fifty-four years ago, India, then
a nascent democracy free from the shackles of colonial rule and the ensuing evils of
the Raj -extreme economic backwardness and lack of opportunities for aspiring bright
minds -presented a dismal scenario. Nehru’s India was striving for an egalitarian society.
It championed meritocracy, prioritized fighting starvation, and built dams, bridges,
universities, engineering, and medical colleges to catch up with the modern world.
America, the land of opportunity, was the beacon of hope for many. Innovations in
science and technology have been the hallmarks of this country. The Sputnik Moment
was gripping, and America was ready to send the first man to the moon.The transition
was a huge leap of faith for the early Odia immigrants. They met the scientifically and
technologically advanced Western world with awe. First forward, by the nineties, the
revolution in information technology (IT) necessitated the second wave of immigration
of Odias in North America. They found their niche in the IT sector. Now we have made
homes here; many of us work in state-of-the-art research laboratories, corporate
offices,  hospitals, financial institutions, and academia. At this crossroads of history,
India too has made exceptional strides toward progress and self-sufficiency. Democracy
got rooted, and India’s young and vibrant workforce succeeded in launching the first
Mars orbiter Mangalyaan into space. Bhubaneswar hosted the first World Hockey
Tournament in the imposing Kalinga stadium. Innovation and entrepreneurship are the
two catchphrases in the national vocabulary now.

As I write this editorial, Artificial Intelligence (AI) is creating tremors that
might bring a tectonic shift in the jobs we writers and communicators do.  Every
change in the status quo is jittery. AI is sending shockwaves similar to the uneasiness
we experienced during the arrival of the search engine Google some twenty years
back. In simple terms, AI is  “the ability of a computer program to think, learn, and
work on its own without being encoded with command.” The Wall Street Journal says,
“A chatbot has uncanny human-like writing abilities.” It can create original content,
summarize, translate, and generate texts in response to questions posed by users.
Thought leaders are nervous. Some call AI a game-changer that would substantially
lessen the workload for man and promises him more free time. Others worry over its
potential to swallow scores of jobs and displace many from the workforce. The
dangerously prescient warning is that apart from being used to spread misinformation,
large-scale intellectual property theft, and plagiarism,  AI might be used to manipulate
elections, distort news, and escalate conflicts resulting in the mindless destruction of
human lives and capital.
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In the story of civilization, man has been continuously inventing machines to
fight the invincible forces of nature and make life less miserable. He strives to tackle
hunger, disease, natural calamities, and huddles in conquering time and distance through
inventions. Knowledge sharing has been the greatest gift to humanity as the world has
become increasingly seamless in the twenty-first century. Let good sense prevail over
all. The brilliant minds who strive to understand the bewildering patterns of the infinite
realities of the universe must offer the antidotes to the fear that innovations like AI
hold. We already have a cautionary tale. Einstein deeply mourned the use of his theories
that made possible the making the atomic bombs dropped over Hiroshima and Nagasaki.
As humans with a limited time on this beautiful planet we call home, let us strive to
make it a better place for the generation that will inherit it from us. Humanism,
empathy, and compassion must prevail over cruelty and the ruthless profit-mongering
mindset. Let’s take a pause and tell the world the works of gun-safety crusader Shannon
Watts, the plight of people in the remote islands whose lives are in grave peril by the
rising level of seawater, or the irreversible damages to the environment we cause by
dumping tons of unused garments in the Atacama desert.

I t  w a s  a  v e r y  w o n d e r f u l  e x p e r i e n c e  f o r  m e  t o  w o r k  f o r  t h e  O S A  P u b l i c a t i o n

T e a m  d u r i n g  2 0 2 1 - 2 3 .  W e  a i m e d  t o  c e l e b r a t e  t h e  O d i a  l a n g u a g e  a n d  l i t e r a t u r e  a n d

m a k e  d i a s p o r a  w r i t e r s  m o r e  v i s i b l e .  W e  a r e  v e r y  t h a n k f u l  t o  e v e r y o n e  w h o s e  s e l f l e s s

d e d i c a t i o n  a n d  s u p p o r t  m a d e  t h i s  j o u r n e y  a  m e m o r a b l e  o n e .

T h a n k i n g  y o u ,

Dr. Kanak Hota
Editor-in-Chief
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iµû\Kúd

Zû_iú cjû_ûZâ

^cÄûe !
Pûjêñ Pûjñê \êA ahðe iµû\Kúd \ûdòZß ieòaûKê @ûiêQòö \éXÿ iûjòZòýK cìk\ê@û ̂  [ôaû iù©ß

@û_Ycûù^ GA aòùgh Mêeêbûe ùcûùZ ù\aû _ûAñ aòPûeò[ôaûeê cêñ @û_Yuê ]^ýaû\ RYûCQò Gaõ
^òRKê @ù^K bûMýaû^ cù^KeêQòö CKôŒû I C\þaòNÜZû iûù[ iûù[ M¸úeZû ijòZ GA Kû~ðýbûe
ù^A[ôfòö @ûgû KeêQò ù~, @ûce cêLý iµû\K K^K (ùjûZû) ^û^úu Z©ßûa]û^ Gaõ ^òeaQò^Ü
ijù~ûMùe iõ_û\Kúd cŠkú Gjò Mêeê \ûdòZßKê iìPûeê eìù_ iµû\òZ Keòaûùe ic[ð ùjûAQòö

GA bòZùe @ù^K @PòjÜû cêjñ PòjÜû ùjùfö ùKùZ PòjÜû cêjñ N^òÂ ùjùfö KòQò N ò̂Â iµKð
_eòaûe _ûfUòMùfö @ù^K aòm, mû^úu ijòZ _eòPd ùjfûö bûae @û\û^ _â\û^ Kfòö KòQò KòQò
iûjòZý @ûùfûP^ûùe bûM ù^aûe iêù~ûM còkòfûö iûjòZý ùfLôaû gòLôfòö ̂ òR aòhdùe ̂ ì@ûñ KòQò
@ûaòÃûe Kfòö Gjò iµû\Kúd \ûdòZß ùcûùZ ùcûe IWÿò@û iûjòZý mû^ aòÉûe Keòaû _ûAñ C›ûjòZ
Keò[ôfûö G K[û GAVò ùfLôfûùakKê ùcûùZ Lêiò fûMêQò ù~, MZ \êA ahð bòZùe cêñ iaêVûeê
@]ôKû IWÿò@û ajò KòYòQò I @¤d^ aò KeòQòö Dcðò _ZâòKûe ùfLK ùfLôKûcû^ue Iiû i\iýZû ~û*
Keòaû ijòZ ùicû^uê Iiû i\iý ùjaû _ûAñ _âa©ðûAaûe @bòmZû ùcû _ûAñ @Zý« bò^Ü [ôfûö
CùfäLù~ûMý ù~, ùi[ôùe iù«ûhR^K ̀ k aò còkò[ôfû; 6 RY ùfLûkòuê Iiû i\iý Keòaûùe
i`k ùjûA[ôfòö

KòQò @^êùgûP^û c¤ @Qòö @ûce ùfLKcû^uVûeê ùfLû ijòZ ùMûUòG i`û I iê¦e
ù`ûùUûUòG _ûAaû ajêZ \ìeêj aýû_ûe ùjA~ûCQò ö Iiû iµû\K cŠkúu \ßûeû \gðòZ ̂ òdcûakú
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@ ê̂ieY Keò ùfLû _VûA_ûeòùf iµû\Ke ajêcìfý icd Gaõ C›ûj @]ôKû iéR^gúk Kû~ðýùe
aò̂ òù~ûM ùjûA_ûe«û ùaûfò ùaû] ùjCQò ö iµû\Ke icdKê ùfLûe iúcû ̂ òeúlY (\êA aû Zò̂ ò
aû Pûeò _éÂû AZýû\ò ) aû a^û^ R ò̂Z ZîUò iõùgû]^e _eò]ôùe iúcòZ ̂  eLô _ZâòKûUòKê @]ôKeê
@]ôK ~êMù_ûù~ûMú Gaõ @ûKhðYúd Keò MXò ùZûkòaûùe ^òùdûRòZ ùjaû CPòZö Dcðò @ûc
icÉue aûhðòK _ZâòKûö Gjò _ZâòKûe cû^aé¡ò \ûdòZß @ûc icÉueö Rcû ùjûA[ôaû _âZòUò ùfLû
Dcðòùe iÚû^ _ûAaûe _âPkòZ _â[û ijòZ cêñ ijcZ RYûA _ûeê̂ ûjóö _âZòUò ùfLûe Pd^, ̂ ò¡ðûeY,
iVòKþ cìfýûu^, ùKøYiò _eòa©ð^ Keòaûe @«òc ^ò‰ðd iµû\Ke aòPûegúkZû Z[û Êû]ú^Zû
C_ùe QûWÿòaûe @ûagýKZû ejòQòö

ùd Z Mfû ùcû ^òR @^êbìZò K[ûö \êA ahðe Kû~ðýbûe bòZùe ù~Cñ KòQò K[û ùcûùZ
PcKôéZ KeòQò, @ûc Qê@ûcû̂ ue ùfLû ùiA[ôeê ùMûUòGö Dcðò, CKôhð _âKûg^ @aieùe Qê@ûcû^ue
ùfLû, PòZâ, ù`ûùUûMâû`ò cû¤cùe ùicû^uê ^òKUeê @^êba Keòaûe iêù~ûM _ûAQòö ùfLû
_ùVAaû _ûAñ @^êùeû] Keòaû _eòù_âlúùe KòQò Qê@ûu ijòZ K[û ùjûAQò, KòQò Qê@ûu ijòZ
ù~ûWò ùjAQòö @ûùceòKûùe R^à ùjA[ôaû, aXò[ôaû, _ûV _Xò[ôaû Qê@ûcûù^ @ûcVûeê @ù^K
@fMû ùjùfaò ùicû^u _û½ûZý Rúa^P~ðýû bòZùe ùMûUòG ùMûUòG IWÿò@û _âûY a*òò ejòQò RûYò
ajêZ Lêiò fûMêQòö bûeZ MÉ, IWògû bâcY, RM^Üû[, e[~ûZâû, IWÿò@û iõÄéZò AZýû\ò aòhdKê
ù^A Qê@ûcû^ue KaòZû, MÌ, _âa§ bòZùe KòQò IWÿò@ûuê ùbUòQòö Azû aû @ ò̂zû iù©ß ùicû^ue
_eòPdùe IWò@ûZß KûGcþ ejòQò, GA K[ûKê cêñ \éXÿ bûaùe @^êba KeòQòö _âaûiú bûeZúdu
Qê@ûbûùa ùicû^ue ù\÷^¦ò^ Rúa^e \ß¦ß, bûeZúd IWÿò@û _eòaûe I @ûùceòKúd iûwiû[ôu
bòZùe ̂ òRe _eòPd _âZòÂû Keòaûe ùPÁûe ̂ Ròe ù\LôaûKê _ûAQò @ûc Qê@ûcû^ue Qkaòjú^,
ÆÁaû\ú ùfLû bòZùeö SeYû _eò cêq _âaûjòZ PkP*k ùfLû iaê ùcûùZ Lêa ÊûbûaòK,
@K_U fûMòQòö

GùZ iKûeû™K @^êba bòZùe ùcû _eò IWÿò@û _âûYUò _ûAñ Qê@ûcû^uê ù^A KòQò @ûgû
Keòaû, ^òR IWÿò@û RûZòKê ù^A KòQò Ê_Ü ù\Lôaû Z KòQò @iû]ûeY K[û ^êùjñ! jêGZ GA
Qê@ûcû^u bòZeê KòQò @ûMûcú \ò^ùe Iiûe \ûdòZß ù^ùa! @ûRòe \ò^ùe Dcðò, CKôhð _ûAñ
ùfLûUòG _VûC[ôaû KòQòRY _ea©ðú icdùe Dcðò, CKôhð bûe ZêùfAùa ! bûhû _ûAñ @ûMâj
eLê[ôaû KòQò Qê@û iûjòZý, bûhû ùlZâùe KòQò _eòa©ð^, Kâû«ò @ûYòùa! KòQò RY icMâ aògß
\eaûeùe _âZòÂòZ Iiû, IWògû, bûeZe ~gKê @ûjêeò RûRêfýcû^ Keòùaö @ûc Qê@ûcûù^ @ûc
Iiû, RûZò, ù\g, _é[ôaúe C©eû]ôKûeúö cêñ ^ò½ò« ù~ @ûc Qê@ûcû^ue jûZùe @ûc Iiûe
baòhýZ C{ßkcdö
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AõeûRú bûhûùe @ûc Qê@ûue \lZû Lêa _âõgi^údö @ûgû KeêQò ù~, @ûc Qê@ûcûù^
cûZébûhû _ûAñ ùiZòKò cûZâûùe @^êeûMú ejòùaö IWÿò@û bûhûe _âPûe I _âiûe _ûAñ @ûùceòKûùe
ùLûfò[ôaû IWÿò@û Äêfe iû]ê C\ýcKê _âYûc RYûCQòö aòù\g cûUòùe ^òR Qê@ûuê IWÿò@û Keò MXÿò
ùZûkòaûùe _âZòUò IWÿò@û aû_û cûue @\cý @a\û^Kê _âgõiû ^ Keò ejò _ûeê^ûjó ö Kò«ê @^ýû^ý
bûeZúd bûhûbûhúue ̂ òR ̂ òR eûRý, bûhû, RûZò, iõÄéZò _ûAñ ̂ òÂû I GKZû ijòZ icKl ùjaû
K[û Pò«û Kùf @ûLô _ûC ^ûjóö

Nùe aûjûùe Qê@ûcû^u ijòZ IWÿò@ûùe K[û ùjaû ùPÁû Pûfê ejê ö IWÿò@û Z[û bûeZúd
iõÄéZò, HZòjý, _eµeûe PkYú Z[û _âiûe Nùe Nùe Rûeú ejê ö _û½ûZý MúZ, ̂ ûP ijòZ IWÿò@û
MúZ, Qû¦, Pµê, Wêaò Zafû, Mò^òe iêe, Zûk I ]ß^ò @ûc Qê@ûcû^ue Rúa^Kê PkP*k Keê ö
aû_û cû'u ijòZ @ûc Qê@ûcûù^ Iiû @^êÂû^ ijòZ @]ôKeê @]ôKû iûcòf jê@«ê ö _ûVûMûe, _êÉK,
KûMR, Kfc @ûce Pòe iû[ô ùjûA ejêö @^aeZ ùfLû _Xÿû aRûd ejêö bò©ò \éXÿ ùjCö bûa
@[ð_ì‰ð ùjCö _âKéZò bûaaý¬K ùjCö bûhû iê\ìe _âiûeú ùjCö IWÿò@û RûZòe Rd~ûZâû KûkRdú
ùjC ö

GA @ûgû Gaõ Ê_ÜKê @û_Yu i¹êLùe eLô aò\ûd ù^CQòö
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I was honored, and secretly very happy, when asked to chair the Meghna
Memorial awards for this convention. A lifelong lover of books, my earlier passion
growing up was to read anything I can lay my hands on. I was looking forward to reading
all the articles submitted as young minds bring vivid imagination, spontaneity, play on
words and different perspectives that are unique to that generation. Today’s youngsters
are tomorrow’s stars!

These young writers did not disappoint and I hope you have as much joy reading
these articles as I did.

I would like to thank the four judges who took time out of their busy schedules
to score each article in the Junior and Senior sections very thoughtfully   and sincerely,
and turned the articles back in a timely manner.

As the guidelines require, names and any other identifying information were
not shared with the judges to make sure judging was as impartial as possible.

Disclaimer: The articles submitted for the Meghna Memorial Award compitition
are not edited or corrected. We published them in the original form.

Editorial

Sarita Mahapatra
Meghna Memorial  Awards, Chair
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Our Logo: The galloping horse energetic and heroic, awash in the rays of the

bright sun, and passing the Puri Jagannath temple and Chicago’s iconic Willis Tower,
is symbolic of the journey of Arohi, the evolving Odias. The wheel in motion is the
wheel of time and progress.  The name inscribed on the blue waters of Lake Michigan
stands for Chicago, the site of the fifty-fourth OSA Convention, 2023. Our logo
suggests the evolution of the Odia diaspora as a confident, hopeful, progressive, aware,
informed, courageous, and compassionate community.

Arohi does not stand just for the lore of the upward-moving elite who dares
every obstacle and achieves his goal. Instead, he is the purveyor of change; he sees not
just the possibilities but understands the challenges and pitfalls as well. In this journey,
the Arohi has a taste of the pain of seeking assimilation in a new culture, fitting into
the system, succeeding and staying put on the ladder, and raising a family that
understands its Odia cultural roots and absorbs the new realities.

The Coverpage Art : The Cover page art represents the building blocks of our
Odia identity. The Sabara paintings, the string instrument, pakhawaj, Ashoka’s Jaugada
rock edict, the Buddist stupas in Rantnagiri, the tribal bangles katria, filigree tops and
pendant, Nabagunjara imagined on Sarala Das’s Mahabharata as the all-inclusive image
of Krishna’s Viswarupa, the handwoven Bonda shawl as the precursor to Odisha’s textile
tradition, go into making the cultural foundation of Odisha, and are inalienable from
the identity of the Arohi.

Artist Mahasweta Sahu who created the logo, and the cover page for Urmi has
also designed the entrance gate of the OSA Convention site modeled after the historic

Kanak Hota,
Chicago, IL
Chief  Editor

Mahasweta Sahoo
Chicago, IL

The Logo & cover page Artist

The Making of Urmi-2023

Sarita Mahapatra,
Chicago, IL, Chair,

Meghna Memorial Awards

Tapasi Mohapatra,
Hartford,  CT

Editor
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Barabati Fort, Cuttack. She is trained in fine arts from the Santhanu’s Chitira Bidyalayam,
Madras India.

We are grateful to Prof. Annapurna Pandey for her help in obtaining the pictures
of the tribal arts. We thank artist Srinivas Gomango of Paralakhemundi, for the Sabara
art, and Sanjana Mishra of Bhubaneswar for the photo of the Bonda shawl we have
used on the cover page of Urmi.

About Urmi, 2023: Urmi, the annual publication of OSA, the largest
organization of Odias outside Odisha is the most awaited journal published during the
annual convention in July each year. While the souvenir celebrates Odia culture and
captures the lives of the dynamic Odia diaspora in North America through the writings
submitted by its members, it also includes reports from various bodies of OSA that
are vital for keeping the organization’s engagement with its members vis-a-vis Odisha.
Odia language learning initiative, E-Library, Women’s forum, Spiritual forum,
Publication forum, and Health and wellness forum are keen to build that bridge.

Selecting the title of the logo: The Odia community in Chicago, the host
chapter of the 54th Convention, 2023 chose Arohi -the evolving Odias as the theme
of this year’s convention. Selecting the theme was a hard job. Esteemed community
member, Sri Gokul Das suggested the Engish line ‘the evolving Odias,’ which stands
for the people of Odisha who have come a long way. Achieving excellence is an ongoing
process and Odias together are keen on reaching that goal. The Odia title ‘Arohi’ came
from Kanak Hota. Arohi completed the concept of an evolving, progressive people.
We thank all the writers young and old, for responding to our call.

Organization and Outreach: It was a challenging job for the two editors Kanak
Hota and Tapasi Mahapatra to read, edit, correct, select, and arrange the Odia and
English writings. The publication team is especially thankful to Tapasi Mahapatra for
organizing, executing, and persistently communicating with the contributors to Urmi.
What a memorable journey it has been for almost one year ! We deeply appreciate the
help and support we have received and hope that the readers will enjoy going through
Urmi. We are extremely thankful to all the voluteers who have worked tirelessly for
the convention and the generous donors without whose support this spectacular show
would not have been possible.
Disclaimer: The Urmi team leverages several tools for editing writings in Odia.
The team selected the tools carefully to minimize language errors and fixed many
Odia-style writings manually. As the tools are evolving for Odia language and
fonts, we apologize for any inconsistency and tools-related errors our readers
may find.
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OSA Administration 2021-2023

Chapter Representatives in the Board of Governors

President

Gyana Patnaik Prachee Behera

Treasurer

Akshaya Ray

Vice President

Pramod Mahapatra

Secretary

CHAPTER NAME CHAPTER HEAD EMAIL PHONE START DATE

Canada kkbeheramca@gmail.com

osa-ca@odishasociety.org

manusahoo@gmail.com

osa-ga@odishasociety.org

INACTIVE

INACTIVE

osa-mi@odishasociety.org

pradhankanjan@gmail.com

seemac0@yahoo.com

bbsahoo1@gmail.com

president@nynj.odishasociety.org

osa-oh@odishasociety.org

INACTIVE

deepakunmun01@gmail.com

amulyakdas@hotmail.com

president@southeast.odishasociety.org

osa-southern@odishasociety.org

smaranika@yahoo.com

manoj.mishra05@gmail.com

 (647) 468-2555

(408) 506-5920

+1(626) 8724662

253-332-3770

INACTIVE

INACTIVE

(734) 968-9073

(651)235-7351

(503)840-0564

(978)551-5341

(248)659-2287

(440) 867-6358

INACTIVE

(303) 249-3821

(427)754-5030

(858)361-4905

(615)945-2124

(972)977-2275

(248)924-0261

June-23

Jun-23

Apr-23

Oct-20

INACTIVE

INACTIVE

Aug-21

Jan-22

Sep-21

Sep-21

Nov-21

Nov-18

INACTIVE

Apr-23

Feb-16

Jul-22

Jun-21

Feb-22

Jul-22

California

Chicago

Georgia

Grand Canyon

Maryland - Virginia

Michigan

Minnesota/North-west

New England

Kamalkanta Behera

MT. Hood

New York-New Jersey

Ohio

Ozark (central)

Rocky Mountain

Seattle

South East

Southern

South-West

Washington, DC

Satyabrata Mohanty

Manoranjan Sahoo

Bhabani Buxi

INACTIVE

INACTIVE

Sunil Pattnaik

Anjan Pradhan

Seema Choudhury

Dr. Bishwa

Bhusan Sahoo

Nagesh Rajanala

Deepak Sahoo

INACTIVE

Deepak Jena

Amulya Das

Sanjeeb Rout

Mousumi Swain

Smaranika Rout

Manoj Mishra



The Odisha Society of the America’s (OSA’s) Treasurer’s Report 
 

OSA Financial Report: July 2022 – June 2023 
OSA Treasurer: Prachee Behera  

 
OSA Financial activities 

Most of OSA financial activities are supported by the generosities of OSA members, my 

gratitude to all donors who keeping this organization steady. 

Since July 2022, OSA’s financial activities have included supporting OSA Conventions 

and Chapters with Chapter grants and other corporate donations routed through OSA, 

short term fundraising and donations related to OSA spiritual seminars (net zero 

accounting), providing receipts, paying bills and management of funds.  

Some major activities have been: 

 

1) Closing out 2022 OSA Convention accounts  

2022 OSA Convention in Sacramento, CA was a mammoth event in terms of number of 

attendees, volunteers, invitees, and special events as well as dollar amounts.  The 

finance activities for the 2022 Convention started in Nov 2021 with the opening of a new, 

dedicated account and ended with the closing of that account in June 2023. My thanks to 

the Conveners, Mr. Bikash Panda and the multitude of CA volunteers who spent 

countless hours and limitless energy in fundraising from individual and corporate donors, 

registrations, and funds management. Many of these activities happen before & after the 

convention, unseen by attendees but provide the base on which the convention is pulled 

off. My honor to be part of this and to have worked with many volunteers. Despite a 

separate finance team that handled the Convention finances, OSA’s involvement in the 

finances were not just limited to overseeing account opening and closure. More than 

$700K of the total income was routed through OSA main accounts that included donations 

from organizations & companies, corporate matched donations, and stock donations 

towards the 2022 Convention. Supporting this Convention has been both challenging and 

gratifying, like building a magnificent bridge. 

 



See below for a snapshot of Convention 2022 account from a OSA perspective: 

 

2022 CONVENTION ACCOUNT SUMMARY 
Total Convention Revenue (incl $40K OSA loan)1 $1,078,642 

Net Proceeds reported from Convention  $55,727 

  

Convention Funds to OSA accounts 
Loan recovered $40,000 

OSA registration fees $11,225 

OSA new members fees $7,683 

Proceeds from Convention2 $27,619 

Net income to OSA account from 2022 Convention $46,527 

 

Notes: 

1. An extra $30K loan was approved by the BOG as OSA constitution only allows for 

$10K loan for any Convention. 

2. Net proceeds(gain) were equally split between OSA and OSA CA chapter. 

 

2) OSA $99 Membership drive 

The $99 OSA Lifetime membership drive kicked off in late 2021 and extended into early 

2023, both with BOG approval was a hugely successful drive in enlisting many new OSA 

members from all over the US and Canada. A total of ~1500 individual members were 

added to the membership base, taking total membership to over 4800 individuals, that’s 

a ~30% growth in 2 years. Thanks to the OSA membership drive team led by Mr. Manoj 

Mahapatra, Chapter presidents and volunteers who publicized this deal and encouraged 

Odias in their circles to obtain or upgrade to Lifetime membership.  

OSA membership still lags the number of Odia immigrants in North Americas (~40 

thousands by some estimates). It is evident from the growth over the last 2 years that 

events such as the 2022 Convention, Chapter socials and limited time membership drives 

are proven ways to continue to grow OSA’s member base as well as member 

involvement. 



3) Budget Planning 

OSA 2022-2023 Budget was presented to the BOG in April 2023 and approved on May 

18th, 2023.  

 

 



 

4) OSA Award allocation 

 

 

These are the annual OSA awards associated with cash prizes. Thank you to the donors 

of the above OSA Awards. Awards not sponsored by trusts/individual members are borne 

by OSA. 

 

5) OSA Tax filing 

Taxes for the year 2020 and 2021 had been reported to the IRS prior to July 2022. 

However, taxes for the year 2022 have not yet been filed. This is due to not receiving the 

year-end financials from all Chapters in time. An extension has been filed and efforts are 

underway to file before the extended deadline of Nov 2023. 

 

6) OSA website redesign remittance 

In early 2023 the OSA website was redesigned with the employment of a third-party 

design house overseen by OSA VP Mr. Akshay Ray. In addition to modernizing and 

cleaning up, important updates were made to the member directory including real time 

payment verification (PayPal), automatic updates as well as addition of email address to 

OSA’s all member networks. The OSA membership drive was a huge drain on OSA EC’s 

time, especially mine, OSA Treasurer and Mr. Pramod Mahapatra’s, OSA Secretary. 

Manual verification of payment followed by manual directory updates has been mostly 

eliminated. This was a major expense approved by BOG in advance and paid to the 

design house in line with work completed, intermittently (details reported in OSA Budget). 

 

 



 

7) Odisha Railway Mishap Relief Fundraising 

This was a quick fundraising effort in response to the railway mishap in Balasore. A total 

of $7,949 was raised to date. An additional $32,674 (remaining balance of FANI 

fundraiser) was approved by BOG to be contributed towards this cause. A total of $40,623 

was sent to the Odisha Chief Minister Relief Fund (CMRF) on June 19th, 2023. Another 

$1500 is expected towards this and will be dispatched similarly to CMRF before closing 

out this fundraiser. 

 

8) Supporting the 2023 Convention 

This is an ongoing activity in conjunction with the OSA Chicago Convention finance team. 

After the initial $10K OSA loan, some corporate matches and donations need to be routed 

through OSA main account. The expectation is to close out the Convention account 

during the transition period for the convenience of the new OSA EC team. 

 

OSA Balance sheet 
 

  
Starting 
Balance 

Ending 
Balance 

May 31st 2022 June 15th 2023 
Investment Account          
(TD Ameritrade)1 

$311,850  $297,382  
 

OSA Main account $451,376  $241,675   

Emergency Fund $13,571  $12,617   

Health & Wellness Account2 $17,107  $141,745   

OPLI3   $3,496   

Accounts Payable4  $ (126,101)  $ (10,500)  

Accounts Receivable5 $10,000  $10,000   

Net Assets $677,804  $696,415   

 

 



 

Notes (Balance sheet): 

1. The investment amount reflects the market value. No capital was added or 

deducted from the investment. Due to dividends being reinvested, the total number 

of shares in account has grown. 

2. Covid funds from OSA main account were transferred into a dedicated OSA Health 

& Wellness (H&W) account. No income or expense on the H&W account occurred 

in this cycle. 

3. OSA Public library initiatives (OPLI) donations since 2014 were reconciled and 

funded into a dedicated OPLI account. Additionally, OPLI funds include $11K 

invested in 2021 (OSA’s investment acc). 

4. Accounts Payable includes pending budgeted award grants, some 25% 

membership due to Chapters and donations slated for Chapters. 

5. Accounts Receivable is the $10K extended to 2023 Convention account. 

6. The $32,674 balance on the Fani fundraised donation earmarked for ‘Mo School’ 

by the then BOG was a pending donation. The reason being the lack of a FCRA 

account for ‘Mo School’, a prerequisite to send foreign currency to anIndian 

organization. Discussions had occurred for a suitable alternative recipient. The 

Balasore Railway mishap in Odisha presented a contingent situation. The present 

BOG approved this balance to be disbursed along with any recently fundraised 

amount towards the Chief Minister’s Relief Fund, marked for relief efforts towards 

victims of the Railway mishap. 

7. Fundraised amount for all OSA Spiritual seminars (July2021-July2023) were 

disbursed to previously announced spiritual organizations, charities. Net zero 

accounting. 

8. This balance sheet does not include funds in the 2023 Convention account. The 

2022 Convention account has been closed. 

9. This balance sheet does not include funds in various OSA Chapter accounts. 
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God is Watching Us!

Aavahan Nanda

(First Prize Winner -  Meghna Memorial Junior )

Once upon a time, in northern mountains of United States, there lived a miner.

His name was Jeff. He worked for a rich man named Luke. But Luke was a very selfish

man. He paid Jeff one dollar a day. Jeff was poor, however he was focused on his job.

His tiring mining job in the mountains got him blisters, but he could not afford to see

the doctor all the time.

One day while mining, Luke called for him. Luke said, “Jeff, it seems like

most of the people including you, who have worked for me, have already mined most

of the valuable stuff and the only thing we find here now is coal. But I heard a legend,

somewhere in this mountain, there is a cluster of diamonds. So, today’s work is, mine

really deep into the mountain, and find that cluster of diamonds! NOW!”

Jeff took the orders and set off to work. While mining, he accidentally fell

into a hole. A really weird hole. Something told him that this was not a natural hole in

the ground. Suddenly the top of the hole came crashing in and he got so panicked that

he banged one side of the walls around him. Suddenly that wall came crashing down

too. However, instead of just crashing down, it revealed a small tunnel. Before all the

rocks came tumbling down on him, he got inside the tunnel.

“Whoa, this is like a secret base!” said Jeff. As Jeff preceded through the tunnel,

a weird box appeared. Then out of nowhere, four people approached him. They started

throwing spears at him. Jeff screamed, “WHAT ARE YOU GUYS DOING HERE?

ALL I DID WAS JUST WALK BY!” The people said in unison, “We are protecting the

sacred box.” Jeff said, “From who?” “From Luke,” told their leader with an angry

voice. “For ages, he has been trying to steal it from us, but we are the reason it has not
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been stolen yet. This box contains all types of jewels, such as emeralds, diamonds,

rubies, gold, and all the other types of wealth you could imagine. We used to live in a

palace, until he tried stealing from us. It was easy to defend the treasure when only

one person was trying to steal from us, but soon he started hiring people to steal the

treasure and it became too much for us to manage. So now we have to hide in a

mountain, hoping he will never find us.” Jeff felt sorry for them. He told them he

could help and promised to never tell anyone about this secret. He also told the whole

story of his life. How Luke treated him badly, and how he barely even paid him. The

four people believed him as they could see his poor clothing, blistered feet, and

underneath all that an honest human being. They let him go so he could help and protect

them.

Knowing the truth, Jeff got out of the hole and understood the cunning plan of

his master. The next morning as usual, Luke called for him.

“Did you find the diamonds?” Luke said.

“No, I didn’t, and I don’t think you need it because you are such a rich man

already.” said Jeff. “WHAT DOES THAT SUPPOSE TO MEAN?” shouted Luke. And

getting really mad, he ran after him with a stick. Poor Jeff with his blistered feet ran as

fast as he could and kept running and running until he got inside the mountain where he

usually mines.

One time while mining, he had found a waterfall and had narrowly escaped

from it, and he knew where it led. He ran in the same direction straight to the waterfall.

At the last moment, just before the waterfall, he jumped up and hit his pickaxe at a

stone above the waterfall. But Luke had not carried a pickaxe with him, and he ran

right into the waterfall. He went down and down, into a river the waterfall had created.

The river was so big and with the downstream flow, Luke was not able to come back to

the mountain. It led him all the way to the southern valleys in Mexico, which was far

away from the nourthern mountains. Jeff gave a big sigh of relief and went back to

Luke’s house with a feeling of joy. He said to himself, “Well, guess he’s never coming

back here!” He started collecting Luke’s acquired wealth over these years with a noble

thought to give it to the poor.

On the other hand, for Luke, since he had not carried anything with him except

for a stick, he was no longer the same rich man. He had no way to come back to the
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northern mountains in United States to cause trouble to people. Moreover, he had

nowhere to live, and he ended up becoming a miner himself to earn his living!

Later on, the tribe and many other people in the town appreciated Jeff’s heroism

in getting rid of Luke, the evil person tormenting lots of people. As a reward, he got to

keep the palace that the tribe used to live in long ago, and was crowned as their new

leader of the northern mountains!

As a moral of the story, we should not be so selfish and greedy, else one day

God will punish us. We should be kind to humanity and the poor. Let us remember

God is watching our deeds!

About the Author

• School Grade: 3rd, Age: 9 yrs,

• Hobbies: Music, Playing Piano, Soccer,

• Passion: Minecraft Video Games

• Goal: To be an Astronaut 

• Address: Fargo, ND 58104, USA

vvvvvvvvvv
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The Faces of Life
Amrita Varshini Mahapatra

( Second prize winner - Meghna Memorial Junior)

Dreams are like a pink shimmer,
In reality, things may not glimmer.
A lot comes with a sugarcoat,
As one struggles to stay afloat.
 
As the shimmer fades, the gloom enters,
The darkness spreads without a center.
Nightmares are shallow and dim, 
An abysmal fall with no glim.
 
Dreams, nightmares are shadows of life,
Which has tests and strife.
Everyone goes into the weeds,
With hope and patience, sows the seeds. 
 
One tries to do the best
According to one’s own taste,
Knowing that some may fall behind
While some others may go a step ahead.
 
All make their own journey
Hoping for name, fame and money.  
Although it may sound a bit funny,

A friend may turn into an enemy during the journey.

 

About the Author

• Age: 12 years

• Hobbies, Passions and Future Goals: Art, Music, Goal - to be an Architect

• Parents : Lipika and Santosh MahapatraPostal address: Potsdam, NY, USA

vvvvvvvvvv
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Being A Good Friend

Shubhanshi Dey  (Third prize winner - Meghna Memorial Junior)

Monday Morning in Miss Hajan’s class.

“Class I have an assignment for you,” announced Miss Hajan in a strong voice.

“You have one week to complete this assignment. You will have to do an act of friendship

to one another. Now I want you to get in pairs and then you perform an act of friendship.”

“Jake, want to partner up,” asked his brother John.

“You Betcha!” replied Jake.

Right behind Jake were Kin and Kan, brothers from Japan. They were already

thinking about their act of friendship. Next to them Geo and Gio were talking with their

friends Rocky and Rondy. Then the bell rang and the class was dismissed. The whole day

went by and even though they didn’t notice all the pairs of brothers were becoming closer

to each other.

Tuesday afternoon in the playground behind the school

: Jake and John’s act of kindness

Hint: A good friend is caring.

“Help!!!”

“John, how did you get up there? Be careful!” Jake said as he saw his brother on

top of the six feet high monkey bars. Just then he saw his brother scooch backward

and fall head-first into the wood chips below him. Jake tried to slide and catch him but

he was too late. He quickly helped his brother up and helped him to the nurse’s office.

The whole day John was light-headed but Jake helped him and even carried both of

their things including their binders to PA. Throughout the whole day even at home,

Jake was caring for his injured brother.

Wednesday morning in Mrs. Hajan’s class

: Kin & Kan’s act of kindness

Hint: A good friend is loyal.
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“Kan, what does it mean to be loyal?” asked Kin. His brother replied saying “If

you are a loyal person, you are trustworthy and reliable. For example, knights are

loyal to the king and you can also have loyal friends and siblings too.” Later that day

the two were playing and some bullies came and picked on Kin. Then Kan stepped in

and defended his brother using words and not fists.

Kan said “Why are you picking on him? I am going to give you three reasons

why you might not want to do that. It is shameful to pick on kids like my brother that

are kind of wimpy, No offense Kin.”

“I’m fine with it, I agree I am a bit wimpy” agreed Kin.

“Also,” continued Kan, “it is against the rules to bully and the price if you are

reported in no recess for two days including extra recess. And last you have one last

strike until you get the gingerbread house building time taken away from you so back

off.”

 The bullies soon left and then Kin joyfully told Kan “You are my loyal knight.

friend, and sibling

“Thanks,” said Kan smiling at his brother.

Thursday afternoon

Geo & Gio’s act of kindness

Hint: A good friend is a good listener.

“Geo? Why do the twins, Rocky and Rondy, always race or challenge?” “Well…”

started Geo. “It started before we were friends. One day Mrs. Pitwit got the idea of

making the twins race each other to see who would finish first and Rocky won. Their

mom thought that making them race against each other would allow them to finish

faster but her plan backfired. Soon the twins got crazy competitive and started making

crazy challenges at school. And no matter how many times one of them gets hurt they

won’t stop competing.”

“Wow, just, wow,” said Gio, dazed. “And I made one of them get hurt.”

“Huh I didn’t think you would listen. I thought you were already gone,” announced

Geo.

As a reply, Gio said, “Don’t you know a good friend is a good listener. And you’re my

BEST friend,” hugging Geo tightly.

Friday afternoon, the last class

Grading
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“Class, good work, I would like to visit each pair and they will tell me what they

did. First up Jake and John,” announced Miss Hajan.

John said “On Tuesday I fell off the six feet monkey bars head first. That whole

day Jake helped me at school and home.”

“Good job both of you, Kin & Kan.” continued Miss Hajen.

Kin replied “On Wednesday a few kids were bullying and Kan stepped in to

help like a loyal friend.

“Loyalty is a good attribute in friends. And next Geo & Gio.” continued Miss

Hajan.

This time Geo replied and said” Gio asked me a question and for the first time

stayed and listened even though it is tiny, listening is a great attribute in a friend” “Yes,

I agree with you Geo next ”

About  the author:

• Age : 11 years

• Hobbies, Passions and Future Goals : I am an eleven years old curious girl. I love to

play all kinds of board games and outdoor games. I am a blackbelt in Taekwondo,

brown belt in Tangsudo and also leaning weapons in Martial Art. I also like to play

Basketball. I really enjoy reading books, painting and building Legos in my free time.

I want to be an Architect when I grow up. 

• Parents  : Sarmistha Dash

• Postal address –Naperville, IL USA

vvvvvvvvvv
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The Evolving Odias
Arianna Das, Herndon, VA

Growing up speaking Odia, eating Odia food, and celebrating Odia festivals in

America gave me a natural and gradual understanding of the state of Odisha and my

identity as an Odia. My first trip to Odisha was in 2013 when I was three years old. In

Odisha, I travelled to Cuttack and Bhubaneswar and discovered things were very

different from the US. The climate, clothing, food, and even the way they spoke the

language. My grandparents helped me learn to speak Odia fluently while I was there.

My Pisa (uncle) would take me on rides on his bike and my Apa (aunt) would take me

to shops to buy Indian dresses. 

In the following years, I have visited the state on a few more occasions. I often

hear my parents discussing with their friends and relatives how different Odisha has

become from the time they left. The state, they would say, has progressed on many

fronts and looks promising with opportunities.

Located in the eastern part of India, Odisha has been a state for 87 years when

it was formed in 1936. The state has a rich history going back to the time when it was

known as the ancient kingdom of Kalinga. It has been ruled by various dynasties –

each leaving a special effect on the culture and society of the region. The early history

of Odisha is marked by the ruling of the Mauryas and Guptas. It has also been a centre

of Buddhist and Jain culture with several important sites still in existence. 

The earliest known civilization of Odisha was the Kalinga kingdom ranging

from the 6th century BC to the 4th century BC. This kingdom was known for its

advanced culture, art, and architecture with the famous rock edicts of Emperor Ashoka.

The Kalinga kingdom was followed by several other kingdoms, including the Shunga,

Satavahana, and Gupta dynasties, which also contributed to the region’s cultural and

economic development. The state’s most important and iconic sites – The Puri

Jagannath temple and the Konark Sun temple date back to the 10th and 13th century

respectively.
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The Mughal rule during the 16th century brought significant changes to the

region’s cultural, architectural and religious identity. Over its course of history, the

region has also been a hub for trade and commerce with the port of Cuttack being a

major trading centre. Perhaps due to this constant network and cultural exchange with

other countries, Cuttack has grown into an inclusive, multi-faith city. 

In the 18th century, the British East India Company established its ruling over

Odisha, which remained a part of British India until 1947 when India gained

independence. During the British period, the state witnessed significant groundwork

with the construction of roads, railways, and bridges. The British also introduced

modern education and healthcare systems with a lasting impact on the region.

Despite its frequent struggles with floods, famines, poverty and

malnourishment, Odisha, since independence, has undergone significant development

and modernization. The state has made strides in improving education, healthcare, and

infrastructure. According to a World Bank report, Odisha’s poverty rate has declined

from 57.2% in 2004-05 to 32.6% in 2017-18, which is one of the steepest declines

in poverty in India. In order to make healthcare accessible to all, the government has

also launched several healthcare schemes, including the Biju Swasthya Kalyan Yojana,

which provides free healthcare services to the poor.

It has also made efforts to promote tourism with its rich cultural heritage,

natural beauty and scenic beaches attracting visitors from around the world. At the

same time, the state has managed to retain its rich cultural heritage and traditions. It is

home to several ancient temples and is world known for the celebrated event: the

annual Ratha Yatra which attracts millions of pilgrims every year. Odisha’s music,

dance, and art forms are also famous with the state’s tribal communities preserving

their unique traditions and customs.

When me and my family lived in Connecticut, there was a huge group of Odias.

It was very surprising to see such a big group of people who looked and spoke like us.

We would all get together to celebrate festivals like the Jagannath Ratha Yatra. My

family taught me about what happens during these festivals, they told me how to do

the puja and how to serve food to god on special occasions. I was taught about things

about Odisha at an early age, like special temples and significant places like Cuttack,

Puri, Bhubaneswar, Rourkela among others. I am still learning about dance and music.

I take Odissi lessons, learn hindustani classical music and have managed to sing a few

Odia songs. 
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During our get togethers with other Odia families in the US, I got to know about

various towns and cities in Odisha. It’s incredible to discover people of various

vocations and backgrounds, who have left their hometowns, built successful careers

and raised families so far away. Back home, Odisha, too, has emerged as a hub for the

IT industry with several major companies setting up operations in the state. The

government has also taken steps to promote renewable energy. The state is now one

of the leading states in India in terms of solar and wind energy production. 

Interestingly, Odisha is also emerging as a leading state in promoting sports in

the country with homegrown sports icons like Dutee Chand, Deep Grace Ekka, Dilip

Tirkey etc. The state government has set up sports academies and the development of

sports infrastructure especially hockey and rugby. The state recently hosted the Hockey

World Cup making it a one of its kind achievement. 

Once associated with poor health and nutrition indicators, Odisha has done

significant work to provide its people a healthy and dignified life. Better access to

education, healthcare, and job opportunities are offering the youth of Odisha a chance

to make a mark across all fields globally. And as I continue to discover Odisha through

Odias around me in the US, it makes me look forward to my trips to the state.  

About the Author

School Grade :  Grade 7

•  Author’s Age : 12

•  Author’s/Artist’s Hobbies, Passions and Future Goals : Loves to perform, paint and

wants to be a lawyer 

• Parents  : Soumya Mohanty / Debasish Das

• Postal address – Herndon, VA - 20171
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Galileo Galilei
Chirag Routray

Introduction

“Passion is the genesis of genius”, Galileo once said. Galileo Galilei was one
of the most revolutionary people in our world and in science. What would we know
about space and science without him? Read on to learn about how he changed the world
with his accomplishments, discoveries, and a vast variety of his inventions.

Childhood/Early life

Galileo already started changing the world when he was born on February 15,
1564 in Pisa, Italy. His family incorporated of his two brothers, three other sisters
and parents, Vincenzo and  Giulia Galilei. Galileo was the oldest of all of his siblings.
When he was eight his family moved to Florence Italy and he attended a school there.
As a child, young Galileo loved to stargaze and wonder about space. He always asked
questions and was very curious. By the time he started college he already started to
invent.

Accomplishments/Adult life

The start of his amazing lifetime was when he enrolled in the University of
Pisa in 1581. He would always ask questions and would argue about other ideas with
his friends and professors. All his classmates called him The Wrangler because of his
curious behavior. In 1589 Galileo was offered a job four years after he dropped out
without a degree! He accepted the job as a math teacher ,but he was kind of a rebel. He
wouldn’t follow the dress code and make a mockery of the long sing robes professors
wore. Later on, in 1592 the University of Padua hired him. He often visited the city of
Venice,Italy where he met his wife, Maria Gamba. After five years of teaching
mathematics at the University of Padua Galileo invented the Military Geometric
Compass. It was used in a wide variety of  geometrical operations. Later on , in 1609

Galileo invented an improved telescope. It had a better lens and could look into space.

About a year later, he discovered the Four Moons of Jupiter with his improved
telescope. The Four Moons of Jupiter are called Io, Europa, Ganymede and Callisto.
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They were literally four more moons for Jupiter. That same year Galileo also wrote a
book called the Starry Messenger. The book was about looking at the world from a
cosmic perspective. At the time, Galileo had named the moons after the four brothers
of the Medici Family. The Medici family were a political dynasty and helped fund the
Renaissance, so they were big figures. Flattery worked,and the Medici family appointed
Galileo to be the mathematician and philosopher of the Medici court, by Grand Duke
Cosimo II. Earlier, in 1543 famous astronomer Nicolas Coppernicus had suggested
the Sun was the center of the universe and all other planets rotated around it. Many
thought of this theory foolish, but Galileo did not. Together, they suggested the Earth
spun daily on some type of an axis. When Earth faced the Sun there was light, when it
didn’t there was night. As they promoted the theory they were warned to stop by the
Inquisition in 1616. (The Inquisition was a court of people who reserved Catholic
beliefs). The Inquisition disagreed with the theory, because they thought god would
put his greatest creation, in the center of the universe. Galileo didn’t stop believing
so he went to court many times and finally, he was put on house arrest in 1633.
Quotes

‘’And yet it moves’’, is one of the most famous of world renowned scientist,
Galileo Galilei. It referred to the Earth, meaning, and yet the Earth moved. The quote
also referred to his discovery about how the Earth rotates the Sun. Another famous
quote of his is ‘’Curiosity is the key to problem solving.’’ This quote of Galileo points
to his curious attitude and how it helped him answer most of the world’s questions.
Galileo was a wise man and had many wise words.

Conclusion

Galileo Galilei had taught us much about science and astronomy. He was a role
model for many ,and after a long happy life he died on January 8, 1642. Galileo still
inspires people and will continue to for years and years.

About the Author

• School Grade- 4th Grade

• Author’s Age- 9yr

• Author’s/Artist’s Hobbies- Cricket, Singing

• Passions- Writing,  reading  and sports

• Future Goals- Become a doctor to serve senior citizens

• Parents - Pradeep Routra and Dipti Mallik

• Postal address – Dublin, CA, USA
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Memorable Trip To Odisha
Diptanshu Rout

One spring evening, when I was having dinner with my family. My daddy said

that we are going to India on May 3rd, 2022. I got upset since I was going to miss all

the summer fun with all my community friends for which I was waiting the whole

winter to be able to play outside with them. With no excitement in my mind, I was

packing my bags. 

The day finally came when we boarded the airplane to Odisha. After 17 hours

of unimaginable pain, we finally landed in Biju Patnaik International Airport in which

my mother said this is the town me and her were born in, which was Bhubaneswar. I

was in a mixed feeling when I saw a group of people come together around us. I

recognized them as my Aaja, Aai, Mai, Jeje, Maa, Bhai’s, and Apa’s who came all together

to meet us. Some people hugged and kissed me, others gave me gifts and chocolates.

They were very excited and had tears to see us. 

  We went together to my mom’s home since it was my cousin’s marriage on the

17th of May. It was my first ever experience of a marriage in my 10 years of life.

From the airport, my Mamu’s home was around 2 miles away. When we reached my

Mamu’s house, he said to be at home. Then, Usha didi and my Mai made a lot of food

and sweets for us. I got so full I could barely walk, but after a tiring journey, me and

my sister slept in my Cousin - Brother’s bed. The next day, we went for a ride on my

Mamu’s scooty. Everyday we jogged till the grocery store, followed by a really light

or heavy breakfast and went to visit different places. There were many new experiences

such as street food and really big malls. After a few days, I liked staying in India, and

my family forgot all our problems in America. Then, the day came when we had to go

to my Cousin - Sister’s marriage. I met a lot of new friends and my cousins named

Akshay, Anvi, Rink and Raju with whom I spent a long time playing UNO, Ludo and

chess. Then, once the marriage was over it was time for our other trip to begin.

We went to our Jeje’s and Maa’s house which is in Baripada. In my Grandparent’s

house, we have a green coconut tree, so we got a lot of coconut water everyday. Every
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morning we would go on a walk at the end of the road with a beautiful scenic view. We

walked home and had coconut oatmeal for breakfast. Yum! In my Jeje’s home, there

were also lots of pigeons, so we fed them and then fed the cows and walked them

which was weird to me and my sister since that never happens in America. People

were also very, very friendly, and they were happy to see me and Aahana. All the days

we stayed with them we always had fun. Sometimes our father took us to Baripada

Cuisines and the food was super amazing. 

Then, suddenly the day came when our 2 months were over and we packed our

bags. Me and my sister were really, really sad. We went on the train to Bhubneswar,

and when we got off, we rushed to the Airport. Finally, when we were in the airport and

were giving air hugs and kisses to my family, everyone was really emotional and sad.

Then, I promised to come every summer to India. 

That day I realized some better things can be planned for us. What we cannot

even imagine. It was my most memorable trip ever. 

About the Author

•  Grade - 5th

•  Age - 11 years old

• Hobbies - Chess, Soccer, Arts, Music

•  Parents - Sambit Rout, Rupali Das

•  Postal Address - South Windsor, CT, 06074
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Missing my life in the USA
 Divyansh Pal

I feel sad because I am leaving the USA. The country where I started my life, my

schooling and everything.

I feel sad because I cannot go to my school anymore.

I feel sad because I cannot meet my friends , my teacher .

I feel sad because I cannot go on the field trip which was about to happen in a few days.

I feel sad because I cannot play Soccer anymore.

I feel sad because My mom and Dad said that we might not go back to the USA.

I feel sad because We would have to sell our things at my house.

I feel sad because I would have to give away all my toys.

I feel sad because We cannot go to my favorite places Disneyland and Universal Studios

anymore.

I feel sad because I am going to miss all the memorable trips we had.

But I hope and pray to God each passing day that soon We can go back to the USA!!!

About the Author

• Age:7 years

• Hobbies:PLaying Soccer,Reading books ,learning about planets and astronomy and

Swimming,

• Future Goals:Wants to become a Rocket Scientist

• Parents: Rashmi Rekha Tripathy and Upendra Pal

• Postal address:Atlanta,Georgia,USA

vvvvvvvvvv



65

Nature
Prish Swain

Nature is awesome because it has animals like ring tailed lemurs, rabbits,

and spider monkeys. There are not just animals in nature but also plants, trees and

flowers, Every animal and plant need to survive. They both need food, water, and

nutrients. Nutrients from soil and water are basically food for them. Every animal

and plant also need a home. For example, birds make nests. A plant’s home is its

habitat. It gives every living thing the things it needs to survive. We haven’t talked

about non-living things yet. Non-living things don’t eat, drink, or need nutrients.

Therefore, animals and plants make nature awesome. Nature looks beautiful

especially when it rains. Nature gives lots of things that we need to live, So nature

is awesome, and we should conserve it. Conserve nature by not littering and saving

water because nature is awesome.

About the Author

•  Age: 8 Years

•  Hobbies: Biking, Nature Watching, and Playing Chess

•  Parents Name: Prativa Ray and Piyush Swain

•  Address: Aurora IL USA
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SORROW OF DEATH

  Saanvii Mahapatra

Do not stand at my grave and weep

I do not lie there and I do not sleep

I am the softly showers falling down

I am the gently snowfalls struggling down

I am the million winds running across

I am the flowers that bloom

I am the field of ripe grains

I am the evergreen trees swaying in the air

I am the stars and moon at night

I am all the beautiful birds circling in flight

I am the graceful dancers twirling around

I am the little children playing their playful game

I am in each lovely thing

I am not there at my grave

Do not cry.. Do not weep…

About the author

 School Grade - 3rd

• Age - 8 years

• Hobbies - she loves to read books and write poems. She likes to write poems on

nature, history and philosophy.

• Parents: Sudeep Mahapatra/ Ramya Pati

• Address:Rocky Hill, CT, USA
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The Little Dragon
Sakshi Sahani

Once upon a time in the kingdom of FLEA, which stands for Furry Little EVIL

Animals. Yes evil the FLEA was a very dark place to live with horror at every turn. Oh,

yes back to the story.

Once upon a time, there was a family of dragons. The Biggest Baddest Meanest

of them all. Rex who was the dad was the principal of the Best Villains, the school of

the Flea, Liv was the mom and was a teacher at the school, Gerald the older brother,

and Poppy the younger sister are students. 

What here the family doesn’t know is that she hates being bad every time. One

day she didn’t have school. It was the flea’s annual function. In the quest to explore, she

ran away from the kingdom into another kingdom. She loved how all the people there

were nice to each other and were sharing things. Whereas in the kingdom of Fleas,

everyone was bad, everyone took things from each other stole things from each other

and we’re never nice to each other. The king of the kingdom flea was the meanest, worst,

and hungriest flea anyone could imagine. He was a size of a butterfly and he was as fat as

a bumblebee. His guards were of life-size ants who could breathe fire. He could eat a 5-

course meal, not 1 but 3. Every time some villager came to ask the king something he

would say “I don’t have time right now, Percy take him away and NEVER come back!”.

The king of Arendelle was Charming. He always tried to make the villagers

feel happy and be himself happy. From rats to dragons, everyone was happy there.

There was this one family in Arendelle that was the happiest in Arendelle. They’re like

the complete opposite of Poppy’s family, but they were also the same. In the family,

they had a brother, a mom and a dad, and a sister. The sister’s name is Lucy, the brother’s

name is Peter, the mom’s name is Rose and the dad’s name is Ron. They were a family

of dragons just like Poppy’s. They didn’t fight like she and Gerald. They always talked

nicely and they were happy. Arendelle’s kingdom was a unicorn; she ate but not 3 or 5-

course meals. Her guards were ants but they weren’t breathing fire but spreading Joy,
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unlike fleas kingdom. Poppy finally confessed and told her parents. “ Mom, Dad I

don’t like being bad.”

“OMG Poppy How dare you say that!” replied Mom. 

“Poppy you have disobeyed the kingdom and our family,” Dad said sternly.

“Leave and go think about it,” Mom said in her teacher’s voice.

“But Mom”

“Zip it and no ifs or buts”!

“Ugh fine, “Poppy said and she stomped upstairs.

Later that night Poppy snuck out to that one family in Arendelle the Dragon

family. There’s a nice family that was always nice to each other. It was about a 30-

minute walk from her house but she made it before it got dark and she knocked on

their door.” excuse me” she said as the father answered the door.” may I sleep with

your family tonight?

“Sure, why not said the father as long as it’s okay with the kids”. He invited her

in and told her to wait right here. He ran upstairs and in about like 2 minutes he came

back downstairs and said yeah you are going to spend the night with us as long as you

want to. Poppy replied,” Oh my God yes thank you”. the mother gave her a place to

stay on the couch and said that you have a few rules to follow but it is not that hard.

One, don’t wander in the forest you might get lost or hurt. Number two, If you need

something ask for it and number three make yourself as comfortable as you need.

Poppy fell asleep and that night she was so happy that she got a place to stay. But

meanwhile, her parents were worried and were looking for her. And what she didn’t

know is that her parents loved her and hated being bad. She already started to miss her

family and this thought kept her up and she didn’t get enough sleep. The next day at

breakfast she fell asleep with the spoon in her mouth. Meanwhile, at Poppy’s house,

Gerald told his mom that she usually goes to Arendelle; So, they left the Flea and

knocked on every door, (at least that is their plan) But guess what the house that they

knocked on first is the house Poppy was staying in. And Liv talked to Rose and Rose

said “Yes OMG she is staying at our house”. “Poppy, “Rose said softly.

“Yes,” she replied in the most calming voice her Mother had ever heard.

“Your mother is here to see you,” Rose said
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“Oh great, let me guess you brought the king’s guards with you so you could put

me in the dungeons” Poppy replied.

“I want to apologize for being so harsh, I want you to know that we love you.

And I can finally say it here that we have always loved you and your brother and want

peace in FLEA but because of some old tradition, we have been following we are not

able to be good with each other. 

“You and Arendelle have opened our eyes”, said the FLEA’s King. The king

decided to hand over the reins of FLEA to his brother and settle in Arendelle. And so

they found a great home in Arendelle and lived Happily ever after.

The End  

Love and Peace Always win.

 About the Author

•  School Grade :  6th Grade

•  Author’s Age : 11Yrs

•  Hobbies, Passions and Future Goals : Wants to be an explorer

•  Parents : Subrat Sahani & Sasmita Basantia

•  Postal address – Okemos, MI 48864
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The Land of Life

Sana Agarwal

Zap! Lightning struck again! Let me take it from the top. I’m Arohi. I’m a

teenager, and I have a sister, Asha, who is smart, yet overreactive. I’m pretty smart too,

if I do say so myself. I may get a bit forgetful sometimes, but everyone has flaws,

right? At the time, Asha and I were working on our school’s workshop project, building

a model car. We needed some tools, so we both ran upstairs to get them. As I opened

the door, I tripped on some boxes, surging forward. Asha was preoccupied with her

phone, and fell right after me. Time stood still, what with my sister shrieking behind

me, and in front of me, something resembling a black hole had taken the place of one

of the boxes. I would’ve called it magic, but I didn’t believe in magic then.

Suddenly, I was thrown into the portal. My long black hair was flying everywhere,

and I wanted to shriek like my sister, but I was too paralyzed. Plop! Suddenly, I was on

the other side of the portal. Why not? I could tell this was going to be an odd day.

Everywhere, everything I saw was either withered, or in ruins. This place gave me the

creeps. But wait, there’s more! I could make out the shape of a few people and their

callused hands. I called, out to Asha and pointed in the native’s direction. She nodded,

and, wordlessly, we ran like the wind in their direction. They turned towards us, and

the look on their faces were definitely not welcoming.

When we got there, a man, who looked like one girl’s bodyguard pelted us with

questions. Well, that seemed rude. A girl whispered to Mr. Bodyguard. His face was

clouded with doubt, but he then called us “The Revivers”. My face must’ve been the

picture of confusion, because the girl, who was actually very nice, told us her name,

Disha. We learnt that we were in “The Land of Life”. I asked her what happened to the

forlorn place. Disha told us everything, from start to finish, how “The Balance” was

destroyed when Vipatti, the cruel witch, came from the Land of Witches and made

herself queen. The Prophecy stated that two young girls, who came from the portal,
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would work together to save them from grave danger. If we didn’t finish the task, we

would never, and I repeat, never get back home.

Disha bent down and opened a neatly engraved box, picking up a tiny golden

branch. She then told us the little branch would help us in our greatest time of need,

and that we only had one minute to use the branch in whatever form it helped us in. I

pocketed the branch. We could use all the help we got, even if the help was a branch.

Oh! One more thing: calling the witch’s name would pull her to us. We went to the

woods, because Disha told us there were no guards in the area. We finally got to the

deepest, darkest part of the woods taking at least four hours.

 I called out to Vipatti, and a cold tingle crept up my spine. A young witch with

a long, black cape appeared in front of me. Vipatti cackled. She ran her long, bloodred

nails along her staff. She told us she’d let us leave, because we looked like pathetic

little mortal girls. Vipatti disappeared, and lightning flashed. Asha yelled at me, and

patted her pocket. Oh! I had forgotten about the golden branch! While Asha distracted

Vipatti, who had just reappeared, I said a silent prayer, and concentrated really hard

....Crack! A warm, musical, and wishful tune filled the air, and, in my hands, I had a

huge teal staff. Yes!! Vipatti stared at me; her face clouded with fear, which was weird,

because a few minutes ago, she had called us pathetic. I pointed the majestic staff at

her. I only had one minute to use the staff, and my timer had begun. Winds, trees, and

vines swept Vipatti right off her feet. I directed the staff up at the sky. She was sucked

into the portal above. Vipatti was gone. She back in her “Land of Destruction,” and she

could keep it. My staff dissolved, and the fresh air smelled of morning dew.

I sighed happily. Life was flourishing everywhere in the Land of Life. The

gorgeous green grass was lush, and the exquisite flowers danced to the breeze. Suddenly,

Asha and I were back on the other side of the portal, upstairs in the attic, with Disha

waving happily on the other side. Asha and I waved back and smiled. It felt good to be

back home.
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Relationship - Yes, its Still me!!
Sarvansh Mishra

“Understand feelings without words,

Does not need any words.

Understand words without feelings,

Does not need any feelings.

Understand both feelings and words,

Does not need any excuses.

Does not understand words and feelings,

Does not need love itself.

Understands words and feelings but confused,

Does not need RELATIONSHIP.”

Still hold on...

Elated to discover the same old me, Balancing aches of separation from thee

Many tangible connections to behold.

Fascinated, Devoted and heaped upon, Preserved all to the precise

New stories newer nuances untold
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Patterns of devotion and dismissal so meek, Sacrifices and rebels spent at ease

The longest I had been obsessed with these.

Now I learn, my title I seek.

Let me do it all over again and run into the amazing things.

Respond, be close and still hold onto me - Relationship

Yes, its Still me!!

About the Author

•  School Grade - 5th

• Age – 11 years

• Hobbies – Reading, playing guitar, Basketball, Swimming, Talking

• Parent – Smrutirekha and Sushil Mishra

• Postal Address – Georgia, Atlanta , USA
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Super Target Sleepover
Sharvani Rath

One moment I was cuddling cute Squishmallows, the next the store was a ghost

town… eerie and empty. A shiver shot up my spine, and I was too scared to speak. As

the last employee sat in his car, I found my voice and dashed to the window banging

and yelling but his eyes were glued to his phone. I sobbed for what seemed like hours,

then attempted to calm myself down. Look on the bright side! You can take anything

you need or want, and it won’t cost a penny! 

I got a mischievous grin on my face then began running around the store,

dumping everything on the floor in the stuffed toy aisle. Then finally stopped, panting

like a dog. I looked up to see that there was a mountain of things in front of me.

I dug out two blankets, a pillow and then grabbed six Squishmallows. I spread

out one blanket on the floor out the pillow at one end and laid the other on top. I

realized I was hungry, so I ran and got a box of popsicles. I settled in and began slurping

loudly on the popsicle.

Then I heard a loud rumble, so I crept to the aisle from where the noise had

come from. There a plump, green and yellow dinosaur snored. He was sleeping on a

shelf where an orange tabby cat attempted to pry open a tuna can. I loved cats so much,

so I crept over to the cat and petted her fur. 

She looked up and instead of meowing she requested, “Can you open this for

me?” I almost fainted, and then said “Err…okay?” I grabbed it and popped it open.

“Thanks!” She said and dove into the food like she hadn’t eaten in a month. The dinosaur

stirred then tried to sit up but bonked his head instead. “Owww!” 

The orange tabby cat hung upside down and said, “Dino, you’re awake!” Dino

climbed down from the shelf and said “Hi, I’m Dino, and this crazy cat is Ginger. Who

are you?” “I’m Sharvani.” I replied. “Hey Dino, do you remember those little cars that

run on batteries and only have two seats?” Ginger asked. “I know where those are!” I

said. “Follow me!”
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    I ran to the aisle where they were and grabbed a red one. I hopped in

energetically and so did Dino and Ginger, and Ginger sat in the middle. I drove us

forward and stopped to grab some roller skates and a cart. I slipped on the skates and

strode with Dino riding alongside me in the car with Ginger. Then, I saw the fruit

aisle. 

   ”OOOOOHH! Berries!” I exclaimed. I strode down to the end of the aisle and

snatched four boxes of strawberries, raspberries, and blueberries. I sprinted to the

water fountain and doused them in water. Then we went back to the stuffy aisle. 

   I made a bed for Dino and Ginger full of Squishmallows and blankets and we

settled in. Opening the boxes of berries, Dino and Ginger gaped in awe at the large

number of berries. We instantly scarfed down every single berry cheerfully. I clutched

my stomach and said, “Ugh, I am definitely going to get a stomachache.”  Then we

went to bed with tummies full of berries. I fell asleep quickly and when I woke up,

bright sunlight blinded me. I looked around for Dino and Ginger and realized I was in

my room. I chuckled to myself… I had quite a dream!

About the Author

• School Grade -  3rd Grade 

• Age - 8 
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Spring’s Beauties
Simona Nath

I am the cool breeze blowing through the trees

The bees humming and buzzing on roses

The sound of frisbees hurling through the air

I am the raindrops slowly falling down

The smell of fresh mist all around

 The flowers blooming all round you

I am the bubbles you blow

The birds chirping high on a branch

The leaves in a tree that flow in air

I am the smell of cool ice-cream

The smell of rain that just faded

The smell of fresh cut grass the one in your dream

I am the waves crashing to shore

The sound of cows mooing

The popsicle that you always wish for more

I am the ball you kick in soccer

The chalk you use to draw in your driveway

The tree that you climb all throughout spring
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I am the beauty that spring has to offer

The peacefulness of spring that comes every year

The fun surprises that spring unfolds

I am spring’s beauties

About the Author

• School Grade - 4th

• Age -10 years old

• Hobbies - She loves to  paint, do crafts, loves to write  poems and stories, on her

spare time  she loves to play Piano too. Love to help mummy with baking.

• Parents - Pranati Nath

• Address: Littleton, MA USA
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Reincarnation of My Uncle
 Sreyam Mishra Sen

My mother still thinks that I am her brother. That means I am the reincarnation

of my uncle. Well, that might sound strange and funky but I can explain.

It was the year of 2011, the month of September 23rd. My parents were

living in Vienna, Virginia. My mother got a phone call from India. It was one of her

uncles she believes. She still doesn’t know who called her. But the saddest news of

her life was revealed to her. Her brother had passed away from a road accident. She

somehow gathered herself and went to India with my father and brother to meet her

family.

She met her family in India and consoled them. They all mourned together

of their loss. My mother and her brother were very close. It was her only brother.

When she sees me and my brother fighting with each other, she always gives an

example, how she and her brother never fought with each other. She always tells

us how her brother used to care for her so much, how they used to go to school

together holding hands together, how they used to climb trees together and pick

berries and mangoes. She told many, many funny childhood stories about their

childhood times.

She was not ready yet to lose her brother. But she did. She started praying to

god deeply in her grief to return her brother to the family as her son. When all of the

rituals finished they came back to the US.

She said after a couple of days of their arrival, she started craving for pickles.

Guess what happened, she was pregnant. In about nine months, June 15, 2012, I was

born. When I became six, I learned that I lost my only uncle in an accident.
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With time, I learned how funny my uncle was. I started getting curious about

my Uncle and started asking more and more questions about him. When I turned ten

my mother told me the whole story and she also told me that she thinks god sent me as

her brother himself as she prayed so intensely.

Well, I don’t remember anything about my past life. But assuming it’s true, I’m

still in search of some evidence to convince myself that I am the reincarnation of my

brother. What do you think? Do you believe in reincarnation? Do you think I am my

uncle?

About the Author:

• School Grade - 5th

• Age: 10

• Hobbies, Passions and Future Goals: Singing, Tennis and Painting 

• Parent’s : Surajita Mishra and Gautam Sen

• Postal address –  Potomac, MD USA
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Lost In Konark
Tia Patra

The Konark Temple was  built in the year 1250 AD. 700 years later, the year

1950 , was a life changing year for a brother and a sister who were from Britain.

Christopher and Zara’s parents were world famous archaeologists, and the whole family

had come to the current Konark Temple at that time. The siblings were quite excited

to visit the beautiful mandir. Especially Christopher. He was surprisingly very

interested in different types of art. Now, India had just recently gotten its freedom,

and Christopher was a bit more comfortable than as he was before. When the amazed

family set foot to India’s ground, they went straight to the Konark, to see its wheels.

Zara and Christopher looked all around them. So many different kinds of people were

there. Different countries, different continents, and some people that were from right

here. They wasted no time. Christopher’s parents were the main focus for most of the

people, as they were world famous. But that didn’t  seem to bother them, and they

went straight into the temple. The archaeologists were deeply satisfied by what they

saw. Christopher and Zara’s eyes led them to beautiful pieces of art, all hand carved,

and history that wasn’t in words but in beautiful pictures. The 11 year old brother was

so interested in what was all around him, he couldn’t quite catch the mischievous grin

on Zara’s face. The six year old girl’s mind was full of ways to cause trouble. While

the archaeologists wanted to walk around without any worries, they decided on giving

all the trust they had onto Christopher.

“Please take your sister and roam around. I am trusting you, Christopher,

that you will stay in our earshot.” Zara’s Mom said. Christopher was sure pleased,

because once he held Zara’s hand, he stated.”I promise!” he called back, leaving his

parents with a face that looked like it was going to regret what it did. Christopher dealt

with anxiety, and it was not new to Zara, for her to watch out for Christopher as well.

As both of them walked into the huge crowd, Zara noticed Christopher starting to

sweat, and walking at a faster pace. Soon, she had to run to keep up with him. Then, out

of nowhere, Christopher saw a tunnel. A tunnel where there was none there.

Surprisingly, he walked toward it. Zara felt like something was wrong, but did not say
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anything. As they entered the tunnel, fog emerged out of nowhere. They looked around,

but were not able to see anything. Once they reached the other end of the what-so-

called-tunnel, they found themselves in the middle of the forest. Christopher looked

around, confused and panicked. As for Zara, she was quite amazed. “Wow” she

murmured. She looked back, and to her surprise, could not see a tunnel in her sight.

The forest was damp, and was quite smushed together. Christopher looked around,

desperate to see his parents, or the sun, and believed that this was a bad dream.Sadly, he

knew the truth, and always stuck to it. Zara sat down. As she, for some reason, had not

talked in awhile.  When Christopher started to shed tears, of how disappointed he was in

himself, Zara caught a glimpse of a light. A faint light. She saw it coming closer and

closer to her. Slowly, she got up, and walked back to her brother. “Umm… Chris, look

back,” she said, tensed. He looked back and saw the light. It was fire. Fire on a torch that

was held by a boy. The siblings back, in surprise. The boy looked like he was around 12.

He was pale, had circles underneath his eyes, and his clothes were ripped. He had mud

all over his body, but still he looked brave and strong. He stood there, like a rock. “Hello!”

Zara whispered. The boy replied “Hello” and his voice was firm. He looked back at

Christopher, still in shock. “My name is Dhuri…. I see you are lost. I can help.” He had

an Indian accent, and he was not very scholared  either. Christopher slowly stood up, and

he took a step back. He whispered to zara: “I don’t think we should listen to him.” But

Zara ignored him. She looked like she was Dhuri’s best friend, and knew him for years.

That is not true. “Yes, please, help.” She put her hand against her heart. Dhuri turned

back, and started walking deeper into the forest. Zara followed without hesitation, unlike

Christopher, who could not believe this. He looked back, all he wished was to go back to

his parents, and never leave them again, but he knew Zara needed him, and he needed

Zara, so after wiping off his tears, the three kids walked into the dangerous but beautiful

forest, unarmed for what was going to happen next.

Hours later, Dhuru still had not muttered a word. Not one of them. Zara and

Christopher were breathless. Their legs were bulging, and they were too tired to even

think about why Dhruri had come to a stop. The torch still in his hand, “Dhuri” he said

after a few moments. After that it was back to a silence. Suddenly, they stopped. There,

standing right in front of them was a big wheel with 8 big lines dividing it. Christopher

looked at it with amazement. “What is that?” He asked. “Konark wheel. Made out

of stone”. “Wow” Zara thought. “Hundreds of years. Stood up. Builders, hand-

made. Excellent architecture and good materials” Dhuri replied. They started to

walk again. This time Zara had the courage to talk to Dhuri. “Where are you from?”
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She asked curiously. “Mhmm” Dhuri murmerred. “Okay” Zara murmured. Then they

arrived at front of the Sun Temple. There all three of them could see the crown of the

temple. Dhuri looked at it deeply. “That crown is known, it was impossible to get it

up there. The famous architect, Bisu Maharana’s son Dharmapada placed it, and

sacrificed himself by jumping into the water to help the other builders. The king

would have killed them if he knew that Dharmapada did it”. Dhuri narrated “Oh no”

Zara gasped. But then Christopher looked back, “Where is everyone?” he asked . “They

were right here when we got lost” Dhuri said. “We find them tomorrow morning. Right

now lets rest”. Zara looked at Christopher. “He’s right” He took a sigh. “Okay, follow”

Dhuri replied. And in they went into the dark place once again. After a few minutes, they

had arrived by the ocean. “Sleep under bushes and trees,” Dhuri said to the siblings. As

they walked to the nearby trees, Dhuri stopped and stood in the ocean and looked at the

sunset.  Christopher noticed Dhuri, while Zara was already sound asleep. He walked

over to him and sat down quietly. “Thank you” he said after a few moments of silence.

“Mhmm…” Dhuri murmured something, but was not something that Christopher could

hear. “The crown…. Dharampada placed the crown. He had a dream one night. Dream

where the Sun God himself came to him, and told him the problems that were going

on. He then told Dharmapada, and that night, he helped him place the crown.” Dhuri

said to Christopher. That night, Christopher could not stop thinking about what Dhuri

had said, until his eyes drooped shut.

EPOULUGUE

The next morning, the sibling couldn’t find Dhuri. As they were searching for

him, they stumbled upon  their parents. They were relieved , and told their parents

about Dhuri. They found out that everyone was searching for them. A villager came

and told the kids this: No one knows how Dharmapada placed the crown. The only

person who knew was Dharamapada, but that was hundreds  of years ago. Then the man

left, not knocking that he had left the siblings realizing what had happened. They now

knew who Dhuri really was, and never told anyone about anything.

About the Author
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• Future Goals: To be an architect or a fashion designer,
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The Story of a Village Girl

Sohum Mishra Sen
INSPIRED BY A TRUE STORY

(First Prize Winner - Meghna Memorial Senior)

                                                                   Sairam

“Spring cleaning time!”, my mother cheerfully exclaimed during our breakfast.

I groaned, and my brother frowned. It was a Sunday morning, and it couldn’t have been
gloomier. The sky looked lifeless and gray, and it was forecasted to rain for the rest of
the day. All of my friends had plans. Now that we were going to clean the house, I
could tell that today was going to be a dull and tedious day.

“I don’t want to clean the house!”, I whined. My brother nodded in agreement.
My mother glared at us, her eyes full of disapproval, but then continued. She told me
that I had to vacuum the top floor.

How unfair is this!, I was thinking to myself. I just wanted to play video games,
and have fun on my weekend. While sitting at the table, I went on my phone under the
table, and looked at my friends’ stories. One friend was going to the mall, while another
had a tennis tournament, and I had my plans, too: cleaning the house.

I brought the vacuum to the top floor, and first decided to clean the prayer
room of our home. As I began vacuuming the room, I looked at the photo of Shirdi Sai
Baba on the altar.

“See how gloomy and unfair my life is?”, I asked the photo aloud. I felt so
miserable that I had to have a tedious weekend while my friends were having fun. Baba
in the photo just simply stared back at me. I continued vacuuming the room.

After completing most of the room, I had to move back a shelf of books near
the altar, and as I moved the shelf, dust flew in the air, and I coughed, and accidentally
knocked an old diary on the floor. I looked down on the book, and noticed how old it
was, with teared pages, and the cover being completely ripped off. I was tired, so I sat
down on the floor, flipped open the diary, and began reading, and found it was my
grandma’s childhood journal. I was reading her diary entries from the 1900s, and seeing
her drawings and her doodles, and I kept turning the pages. Slowly, I drifted off to
sleep as I was reading the book.

When I woke, the air was cool and crisp, I felt soft sand between my toes. After
a soft breeze hit my face, I opened my eyes. The sun was setting, and I was in a village.
Small huts were scattered, and dirt roads connected them. There were many mango
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and cashew nut trees, along with many cows and bulls. Much farmland and crops were
in the distance. In any direction I looked in, there was sand. I was shocked about this
new setting, and wondered how I arrived.

Then suddenly, a girl around my age crept out of the hut near me. She seemed
like a college girl, and she had black and curly pigtails with a light brown complexion.
She started walking somewhere, and in curiosity, I followed her. She eventually reached
a neighbor’s hut. I hid behind a mango tree and watched. She approached the window
of the neighbor’s hut, and waved her hand at the window. Then, someone handed her a
book, and after that, she hurried back towards her hut. I followed her back. Suddenly,
she turned around.

“Who is there?” she asked in odia. Feeling guilty, I gave myself up.

“Namaskar”, I responded in odia, “I am sorry for following you. I am lost.”

“Well, this is the state of Utkal. Who are you, and where are you from?”, she
asked in odia.

“I am Sohum. I am from Potomac, Maryland.”, I answered back . She then
squinted her eyes and nodded her head, but it seemed certain that she did not understand
what I said and just wanted to be polite. We continued conversing in odia.

“Do you have a place to stay? It is getting dark”, she asked in concern. I shook
my head, still unsure of what was happening. “I will go check with my mother to see if
you can stay over with us for a night”, she told me and quickly ran back to their home.
In a few minutes, both her mom and her came out, and invited me to come inside. I
couldn’t believe their generosity.

Her mother gave me water out of their well, and asked me to wash my feet,
hands, and face, and her mother asked me to come to their kitchen for dinner. She gave
me a small wooden stool to sit on. She cut a banana leaf from her garden and served
hot rice, dal, vegetable curry, coconut chutney, and aloo bhaja. I noticed her mom was
cooking using a clay pot on top of a small bonfire. The meal was so simple, yet it
tasted so rich. I had never eaten food like that before, and we all ate dinner together.

After dinner, the girl quickly went to her room with the book she had brought
from the neighbor, and I went along with her. She began to carefully note down
information from the book with a fire-lit lantern as her light.

“What are you studying, and why so late? Don’t you have to go to college in the
morning?”, I asked inquisitively.

“Wait”, she said back, “let me finish my book. I have to return it to my friend
tomorrow morning. My graduate exams are coming, so I must prepare for that.”

“Really? Why must you borrow your book, and why not study tomorrow?”
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“I wish to go to college, but I am a girl”, she replied. She explained to me that
girls cannot study in her village, but rather should learn household things and get married.
Her elder brother, who has been like the father figure of the house since the passing
of their dad, does not give permission for her to study or go to college.

“My brother is out of town, so I am trying to finish as much study as possible
while he is away”, she continues explaining, “I am going to study for the rest of the
night because he is coming back tomorrow morning. Also, I have to return the book to
my friend, as he has college tomorrow. But I am still thankful for having the opportunity
to somewhat receive education.”

Girls can’t study? What year is this, I wondered. However, the most astonishing
thing to me was how hard this girl was trying for education.

“Why?”, I asked, “Why are you trying so hard to study?”.

She turned to look at me, and then said with a smile, “because I want to. I love
mathematics and sciences. Even though people do not like girls getting education, my
mother believes that knowledge is important, and we both want for ourselves to get a
degree. I am so happy to have a mother that believes in education, otherwise how
could I have been studying otherwise?” I was dumbfounded. This girl faced the most
adverse conditions, yet she is talking as if she has been blessed.

Then, unexpectedly, we heard a bullock cart outside. The girl gasped.

“My brother has come much earlier than expected!”, she says alarmingly, “Quick,
hide behind the almirah!” She and I rushed behind the almirah, or standing wardrobe,
and we heard her brother storm into the room. I peeked from behind the almirah, and
I saw that her brother was much older than her and that seemed to be in his thirties!
When he looked down and saw the textbook her sister was studying, the color in his
face immediately shifted to an angry red, and his mouth twisted into a frown.

“WHY DOES SHE HAVE THE TEXTBOOK AGAIN?!”, he shouted in anger. I
shuddered in fear, but the girl kept her composure. She seemed used to this. The brother
grabbed the textbook, and threw it out of the room! He then stomped out of the room,
and towards the mother.

“I keep on telling you, but you won’t listen!”, he yells at his mother, “We need
to marry her, not educate her! Why are you wasting her time? She needs a husband!”
The girl winced at the sight of someone yelling at her mother. I was struck with fear,
and didn’t dare to move an inch. The brother then continued shouting at his mother.
After a minute or two of his shouting, he retired to his room. The girl ran out to
comfort her mother, who looked a little shaken. After that, the girl picked the textbook
up, and came back to study.
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“Are you okay?”, she asked me. I nodded my head.

“Are you fine?”, I asked.

“Yes, however Maa was a little scared”, she replied, “but it is a good thing he
did not find us, though. It is night, so I must light some candles before it gets dark. Let
me also get you a mat to sleep on.” She left the room, and I thought to myself about
what a positive person she was. This girl’s hospitality was incredible. I reflected on
myself, and remembered how much I whined when I was asked to do something by my
mother. In fact, this girl helps her mother and comforts her when she needs help,
while I complain when my mom needs me.  But what amazed me the most was that
even though she faced incredibly tough circumstances, she was always positive and
happy. She never complained about anything. She always saw a half glass full rather
than a half glass empty in almost all of her situations.

I must change myself, I thought. Then the girl entered the room again, and
brought a mat with her. The mat was woven out of straw, and had a pattern on it, She
laid it out on the floor next to hers.

“You can sleep here,” she told me, “I have to do my study now”. I laid down
onto the mat. It was surprisingly soft, and it was nice and cool; good for the heat of
India. The girl continued studying, and I was thinking about how I should become more
positive, and not complain about every little thing that happens to me. The place was
almost completely silent. There were no cars on the road or any chatter outside. It was
complete silence, except for the sound of the girl’s pencil scribbling against paper. I
listened to that sound until I fell asleep.

I opened my eyes. I was still on the floor, and the diary was lying open next to
me. I stood up, and looked at my phone. It was still Sunday, and I had been lying down
for about two hours. The dream felt a lot longer than two hours, though.

What a dream that was!, I thought to myself. I looked back at the diary, and
picked it up. I flipped another page of the book, and there was a photo of a girl on the
page. My heart stopped. The girl in the photo was the same girl in my dream, and this
was my grandma’s diary. That probably meant that the girl in my dream was my grandma!

I quickly rushed downstairs to my mom to ask her a question to confirm whether
the girl in my dream was my grandma.

“Mama, did my grandma have a hard childhood trying to pursue a college
degree?”, I asked. My mother looked at me, surprised that I knew this.

“Yes”, she responded, “how do you know?”

“Umm…”, I stammered, “oh yeah, I know because I read some of the diary!”

“Wow, I cannot believe you found it”, my mother remarked, “the diary is very
old. Your grandmother had a very tough life. As a child, she loved math and science,
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and her mother encouraged her to pursue education. However, many people, including
her elder brothers, wanted women to get married rather than go to college. After all,
back then in the 1950s, the idea of women pursuing education and having the same
rights as men was still controversial. Her brother did not give her transportation and
money for school. However, she got many scholarships and was the topper of her high
school, even though she had to borrow books and couldn’t attend most of the classes!
In the end, she did get a college degree, and was well known in her own village, and
even villages all around her! She was able to go to the city, started a family, and got a
job. Nowadays, everyone in her area knows who she is, and she is the most respected
woman there.” I nodded my head in acknowledgement. The story of my grandmother’s
life was amazing.

“Mama, thank you for telling me”, I said, “I will go finish vacuuming the top
floor now. And also, I’m sorry for complaining earlier.” I hugged her. Then, I rushed
upstairs, recounting the lessons I learned from my dream.

I will change myself into a more positive person, and I will stop complaining,
I told myself. Being positive will help me overcome challenges in my life to achieve
success, and being positive will make me a benevolent person. So, it is important to
always see the glass half full rather than half empty.

THIS STORY WAS INSPIRED BY MY GRANDMOTHER,

BISHNUPRIYA MISHRA.

About the Author:

• School Grade: Grade 8

• Age: 14 years old

• Author’s Hobbies, Passions, and Future Goals: For hobbies, I enjoy playing tennis,

reading, running, singing, playing guitar, and sneaker collecting. I am passionate about

my academics and about tennis. A future goal of mine is to go to an Ivy League School

and to make my parents very proud.

• Parents Name: Surajita Mishra

• Address:  Potomac, Maryland, United States

vvvvvvvvvv



90

Isn’t It an Irony?
Haripriya Mahapatra

(Second Prize Winner - Meghna Memorial Senior)

Isn’t it an irony 

The houses of education 

The start of every kid’s story

Now a house of fear in this nation.

Isn’t it an irony

As they begin to experience the life 

As they learn about making a promise

They lose it all at the hands of tyranny.

Isn’t it an irony

To hear the way they all cry for help

And, the cries fall on deaf ears

Yet, they expect a miracle holding a hope.

Isn’t it an irony

To watch the little ones fade

As the powerful claims justice will be done

And, freedom, the nation’s pride turns into shame.
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Isn’t it an irony

That the guardians are helpless

As the families fall

Tears roll, causing distress to all.

Isn’t it an irony

Today, the most evolved species is hopeless

Seeking an answer for all that are gone

And for all that are lost.
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Salix Circle

Sharanya Duvvuri

(Third Prize Winner - Meghna Memorial Senior)

Growing up on Salix Circle, I saw it all, or at least I thought I did. From the barren trees

in winter to the annual end-of-summer block party, the circle was my constant. It didn’t matter

who came or who left, the circle was there, ready to house us all.

When I first moved onto Salix in the summer before third grade, my mom wouldn’t let

me ride my bike outside of the circle. I spent long days that summer in a loop, going around and

around, hoping one of my neighbors would be outside so we could play. If they were, we’d

spend hours climbing trees and jumping on my trampoline, only coming inside for ice cream or

band-aids as the sun started to set.

It wasn’t sudden, but after enough pleading, I was finally allowed to leave the circle to

venture out on my own. I was in middle school now: eager to bike with friends from other

neighborhoods and get ice cream from Dairy Queen instead of our basement freezers. As a

consequence or maybe just in parallel, my neighbors and I saw each other less. They still lived

down the street, but seemed worlds away. Instead of meeting up to play tag, we only waved at

each other in the hallways at school. Although I didn’t realize it at the time, Salix Circle was my

comfort zone, and here I was ready to step, or in this case, bike, out of it without a glance back.

Years passed, and in these years, our circle saw it all. From the front living room window,

I watched my younger neighbors take their first steps, and my high-school neighbors sell their

playsets. In the fall, I saw their friends pick them up for football games on Friday nights and saw

the faces of those friends change as the seasons did. As May came, I watched them get dressed

for prom and dropped off by their dates, waiting for the day when it would be my turn.

And when I said “waited,” it wasn’t patiently. I pouted on the couch when my mom

thought I was “too young” to go out with my friends but then spent those nights creating my

“Perfect High School” Pinterest board so I’d be ready when the time came. When those days

seemed slow, the years promised to make it up, with the annual summer block party always back

for the new school year. Through everything going on in my life, the circle stayed the same, from

the leaves changing color right on schedule to the girl scouts who I knew would show up at my
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door with cookies. It wasn’t long before I saw the infamous Neuqua graduate sign placed in

those same high-school neighbors’ yards and watched them pack up their cars to leave for

college, while I became the high-school student I suddenly felt not-so-ready to be.

But as for the last four years: they’ve flown as well. My family is looking into selling our

well-loved trampoline, and I’ve already given my American Girl doll to my little cousin. I’ve gone

out to football games on Friday nights and taken Homecoming pictures at every angle, per my

mother’s request. The rules came back but for driving: only around the circle at first, until eventually

my friends and I were out again: getting ice cream, but this time with cars and money from our

jobs, instead of bikes and allowances from our parents.

When I was younger, I couldn’t wait until I could leave, whether it was by bike or car.

But now with less than a month left of high school, I find myself holding onto the suburbs. A

graduate sign is going up. My parents and I will have to stuff my car as we make our way to my

new home. I’ll say goodbye to the neighbors and friends as I sit on my driveway one last time

with my basement freezer ice cream bar. On my way out, I’ll look for another girl somewhere on

the street, watching through her front window, a reminder that although every life becomes a

straight line, the definition of a circle is that it never ends.

About the Author:
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• Age - 17 years old. 

• Hobbies - reading, biking, and spending time with friends. In the future, I plan on

attending St. Louis University as part of the Medical Scholars program. 

• parents - Ravi Duvvuri (father) and Satavisha Pati (mother). 
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    Laguna Grande
 Abhilash Patel

Laguna Grande is a lagoon located in Fajardo, a town in northeast Puerto Rico.

Lagoons are bodies of saltwater separated from the ocean by a sandbar. Laguna Grande

is known for having bioluminescent activity. It has become a popular tourist spot.

Bioluminescence is when organisms emit light. For example, fireflies and June

bugs are bioluminescent. The organism responsible for bioluminescence in Laguna

Grande is dinoflagellates. Dinoflagellates are unicellular organisms common to coastal

regions. The species in Laguna Grande is Pyrodinium bahamense. Pyrodinium was

discovered in 1906 by the Bahamas. Pyrodinium produces paralytic shellfish toxins,

such as saxitoxin.

Pyrodinium bahamense is located in marine waters warmer than 72 degrees

Fahrenheit, containing at least 20 PSU in salinity. PSU (Practical Salinity Unit) is a

measurement unit for salinity rates in water. The best salinity for these dinoflagellates

is 35 PSU. The best temperature for these dinoflagellates is 82 degrees. This makes

Puerto Rico an optimal habitat for pyrodinium. Despite suggestions that the

dinoflagellates inhabit mangrove forests, there is no direct correlation that regions

with more mangrove climates have more bioluminescent dinoflagellates. The marine

climate of Puerto Rico is similar to coastal Florida, yet there is an absence of

Pyrodinium bahamense in that region. Large cellular amounts of this are found in

shallow areas with varied salinity levels.

Unlike many algae and protists, Pyrodinium bahamense requires terrestrial

nutrients. Terrestrial nutrients come from soil and rock, in contrast to saltwater and

marine ecosystems. Bloom-level densities of the dinoflagellate have been achieved

using selenium-enhanced soil. The highest cell density recorded was 6,000 cells per

mL. Pyrodinium cannot easily assimilate many types of organic nitrogen. Pyrodinium

bahamense grows on nitrate and urea, but not many amino acids such as alanine,

arginine, or histidine.
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Pyrodinium bahamense is a deadly dinoflagellate, a major cause of shellfish
and seafood poisoning due to its released PSTs. Pyrodinium has caused more fatalities
and illnesses than any other toxic dinoflagellates. Prior to 1972, it was believed that
only the Pyrodinium bahamense var. compressum subspecies were toxic until a toxic
bloom of Pyrodinium bahamense var. bahamense appeared in Papua New Guinea.
Toxic algal blooms are more common after periods of heavy rain.

Bioluminescence occurs when the P. bahamense is agitated, showing off a
vibrant cobalt blue. The illuminating is also part of mating, as P. bahamense produces
sexually, in contrast with many unicellular algae which produce asexually. Each cell
has an ovular shape and is covered in thick thecal cellular walls. They contain projecting
nodes and fin-shaped walls. When dormant, they contain more thin, projections which
later double for protection.

Puerto Rico has three bioluminescent bays containing Pyrodinium bahamense,
which are Laguna Grande in  Fajardo; Mosquito Bay in Vieques; and La Paguera in Lajas.
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Rejuvenate Our Humanity
 Adwik Panda

Let us restore our humanity,

Rebuilding environment,

Preserving what we naturally deserve.

Let us rebuild our humanity,

Strengthening equality,

Cope with Kindness and reality,

Thinking about peace with clarity.

Let us rebuild our humanity,

As human we must insist to stop fight,

Resilience the world peace,

Surrounding with light,

What is environmentally calm and quiet.

Let us all help restore our humanity,

Catching a glimpse of sanctity,

Helping the sunflower brighter, 

Our dreams will have serenity..

Let us all restore our humanity,

Empower humanity to be compassionate ,

Everyone come united with love and respect,

Years after years with a smile keep rebuilding prosperity,

Overflowing the earth with purity.
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Let us all restore our humanity,

Suffuse the world above and beyond horizon,

Rainbow of welfare and serendipity,

As darkness never stays for infinity,

Hoping for light outside the tunnel,

Just believe in your morality.

Let us all building together rejuvenating our humanity !
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Thoughts from a first-generation daughter

Ankita Mallik 

As a daughter to 1st generation immigrants, I’ve always felt underrepresented.

I’ve always felt like no one was going through what I was; whether it was begging my

mom to pack me a sandwich instead of the daal and rice she insisted I take.

 I simply refused to bring food of my heritage to my school, and the days I did,

I spent hiding it in my lunchbox. Taking small and quick bites, afraid someone would

comment about the smell. Sometimes my friends would ask curiously, peering into

my purple dotted lunch box, “What is that?” I’d look up to different reactions,

sometimes people scrunching their nose. I’d hastily reply, “Rice and Lentils”, and

shut my lunchbox immediately. I even remember one time when a peer had commented,

“I’m sorry but even if it tastes good, that looks so gross”. I refused to ever bring Indian

food to school again and begged my mom to let me buy lunch. 

I never really talked about these experiences with my parents. I took them and

used them as an excuse to lash out, to yell at them for being different, and claimed

they just didn’t get it. Even now, I’ve always felt that they’d never understand. 

This take, I’ve realized, has been selfish. After recently completing The

Namesake by Jhumpa Lahiri, I finally fell into a world that was as similar as mine. 

Through all my anger that I’ve brought on my parents, and the ways I’ve acted

out, I’ve neglected to understand their own struggles. Even when I recognize them,

I’ve chosen to ignore the times they’ve felt like outsiders in their own homes. I haven’t

chosen to ignore them out of anger, or pure ignorance, but the truth is, it makes me

sad. It makes me sad that they’ve had to deal with people who get annoyed at them for

not having perfect english. And it makes me even more sad, that they have dealt with

the struggles of leaving everything they’ve known- their families, their child-hood

homes, familiar foods, to move to a completely different county, where they’ve had
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to build their world from scratch. And the biggest guilt I carry is that they did this for

me, and for my children, and for the generations of our family to come. 

It’s hard when all your successes, your opportunities, and your simple existence

were because your parents uprooted their entire lives for you. And this translates to

everything I do. Every decision I make, and every step of my life, represents what they

came to America for. My successes are their successes. And no matter how much I

can say that I’ve done something myself, the truth is without them, their hard work,

and their perseverance, I would have grown up in the same village in Odisha. 

This guilt overwhelms me sometimes. I don’t really care about failing myself,

but I guess my desire to succeed, get into a good college, have my parents be proud of

me, is because I truly don’t want to fail them. 

I wish I knew a remedy to this guilt. But for now, I’ll do what works best for me;

Ignore it, and continue about my life as if it doesn’t exist. And when I feel like the

biggest failure, remind myself that apart from my parents, I will have to create my

own opportunities and meaning of success, and to keep looking forward. 
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The Black Rose

 Debanshi Dey

To me, you would say a thousand lies

which then filled my heart with uttermost pain,

and you would never care about my cries. 

Now I live a life with nothing to gain.

Why is it that you had to say your goodbye

when I still see the love in your soft eyes?

I hope this grief won’t cause my heart to die

because that decision wouldn’t be wise. 

I don’t know why it was you that I chose,

guess that is just the way my heart ensues.

You were a red-colored rose to me,

but I forgot they’ve thorns in themselves too.

I will always remember that one day,

when everything for me had turned grey.

This is a 14-line sonnet and the meaning behind this showcases heartbreak.

Heartbreak- a feeling and emotion influenced by our hormones that lead to physical

symptoms of pain. Nowadays, in our generation heartbreak is very frequent and a

common issue in this era which has a negative impact on people’s mental health. A

broken heart can cause emotional pain affecting your mental, social, and physical

health. Though we may not know exactly why heartbreak affects our physical bodies

the way it does, the effects are many and can cause a loss of energy and strength.
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“I’ve even experienced patients who have had a stroke or heart attack from the

stress of a breakup,” says a doctor, who cautions these extreme cases, “they illustrate

how strongly we experience emotional pain.” He indicates that staying lively even

while you don’t need to, keeping the right consuming habits, and being engaged with

the human beings in your social circle can assist in reducing the dangers of sick fitness

because of a breakup.

Additionally, this poem showcases the feelings that we feel when going through

heartbreak, and it is showcased in a poem to express our deep emotions on a piece of

paper. It is important to express our feelings, and not keep them inside ourselves. We

all deal with heartbreak in our own ways but it is important to not let it get the better of

us. My favorite way of communication is writing. To me, sometimes I get a feeling

that my thoughts are trapping me inside myself, and writing is the one thing that lets

my layered thoughts free onto paper, and it helps me clarify my thinking. We should

all our feelings inside, especially when it comes to a matter like this which can be

very a negative influence.

About the Author :

• School Grade - 9th Grade

• Hobbies - Odissi, Hip Hop, and Bollywood dance and choreography,

• Future goals- either go into the business or medical field

• parents -  Kalyan Dey and Sarmistha Dash

• address - Naperville, IL

vvvvvvvvvv



102

Threats against Humanity
Opinionated Writing by Ishaan Padhi

Today we’ll talk about North Korea and other threats as a result of this that
threatens humanity as a whole.

North Korea was created on September 9, 1948, as a result of the end of World
War II in 1945, and all of the territory the Empire of Japan took was withdrawn by the
Japanese due to their loss. The United States took the Southern part of Korea, while the
Soviet Union controlled the Northern part of Korea. The Korean peninsula was one of
the showdowns between the Soviet Union and the United States during the cold war with
the battle of Communism vs. Capitalism; once Stalin obtained the Atomic Bomb, he
gave the go-ahead to the leader of North Korea, Kim Il Sung, to start the Korean War.

The Korean War, 1950-1953

The Korean War began in 1950, with North Korea invading the South, which
brought direct conflict between the United States and South Korea against the North
Koreans. North Korea pushed South Korea and the United States back to the Pusan
Perimeter, which led to the almost defeated South Korea and the United States. A
United Nations Counter-Offensive was proposed and deployed to the Korean Peninsula,
managing to push the North Koreans to the Chinese-North Korean border. Still, an
unexpected result occurred. The People’s Volunteer Army, a part of the People’s
Republic of China, decided to join the war and intervene, to which the United Nations
Forces retreated. It was a back-and-forth battle. Still, all led to the same result, to the
38th parallel, where the borders were initially settled before the Korean War had
begun, this stabilized, and neither side could push the other back, and led to the creation
of the Korean Armistice Agreement, which created the Korean Demilitarized Zone,
also known as the DMZ, which still exists to this day. Either side never signed a

Peace Treaty, and both North Korea and South Korea are still at war, known as

a frozen conflict. This places extreme tension between both sides because, at any
time, either side can invade the other.

North Korean Missile Tests

To this day, the Korean Peninsula has the northern part controlled by North
Korea and the southern part controlled by South Korea. In the 21st century, North
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Korea is the biggest threat to peace and security in the Korean Peninsula. On October
9, 2006, North Korea conducted its first nuclear test, and later conducted many more
Nuclear & Missile tests; according to the publication Time, North Korea conducted
68 missile tests in 2022, and in 2023, it has gotten even worse, with 28 projectiles
being launched from North Korea this year alone, with recently an ICBM, launched
over Japan, to which a temporary evacuate-or-seek-shelter warning in Japan was issued
with the possibility that the ICBM could hit Japan, which luckily it did not. North
Korea has also tested an unmanned underwater attack drone, is planning to launch its
first spy satellite, and has shown propaganda with Kim Jong Un showing a map of the
Korean peninsula and planning an invasion of some sort to intimate South Korea and
the United States.

Why we are worried about North Korea.

The whole world is worried about North Korea due to its Nuclear test
capabilities, as currently, South Korea does not have any nuclear missiles, and I feel
like that must change. We must place American Nuclear missiles in South Korea and
have enough missiles to destroy any nuclear missile that is attempted to be shot at
South Korea, Japan, and other allies. Unfortunately, it is not always that simple; any
war on the Korean peninsula will kill millions of people. With 2.5 million people
dying in the 1950-1953 Korean War, the span of only three years, with North Korean
missile capabilities, the death toll was devastating. But we must do all we can to protect
South Korea under any circumstances by placing U.S Nuclear missiles in South Korea
and stationing even more U.S soldiers on the DMZ; that should send a message to
North Korea that any invasion or attack will mean the end to the North Korean regime
controlled by the Kim Dynasty. Recently in Propaganda, Kim Jong Un was seen with
his 9-year-old daughter for the first time and more times after that, showing that his
daughter might be the successor to Kim Jong Un should he ever die, which means a
successor to Kim Dysanty now officially exists. Another scary factor is occurring as
we speak in North Korea.

North Korean Concentration Camps

The whole world knows of the atrocities that Nazi Germany inflicted upon the
Jews in Europe, with over 6 million Jews dying in Concentration Camps; unfortunately,
as we speak, hundreds of thousands, even millions, of North Koreans are in
Concentration Camps, being inflicted of starvation, torture, and forced hard labor. It
is even said for some offenses, three generations of a family will live in Concentration
camps; that means if an individual is placed in a Concentration Camp, his children and
the children after that will be born and live to work in Concentration Camps, the same
goes if your Grandfather committed a ‘crime,’ to which his children and his
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grandchildren are put to hard labor in the camps. The world has stood by for decades
as this has been going on, and Concentration Camps of this scale have started to spread
to other countries like the People’s Republic of China, otherwise known as Communist
China.

The Spread of Concentration Camps Outside of North Korea & The Threat

of China

Many people and new reports have been reported regarding Concentration
Camps called “Re-Education Camps” by the People’s Republic of China, where over
1 million Uyghur Muslims have been placed in Concentration Camps for their beliefs
& some even abducted by the People’s Republic of China and put into camps with
their families not knowing what has happened to them, in February 2020, hackers
leaked information of the People’s Republic of China’s imprisonment of Uyghur
Muslims, some even stating how long their family members will be imprisoned for,
some for a decade and longer. Currently, as we speak, a genocide is occurring in the
People’s Republic of China over Uyghur Muslims, something from a playbook that
North Korea has done for decades with concentration camps of their people. The
world cannot do anything about it, and they choose not to. The People’s Republic of
China has also gotten stronger and stronger with its grip on power. Examples such as
Hong Kong; with the handover in 1997, the People’s Republic of China agreed to
Hong Kong retaining its legislative system and people’s rights and freedom for fifty
years as a special administrative region (SAR) of China. As a result of the National
Security Law signed in 2020, this promise was broken. Now Hong Kong is under the
complete dictatorial control of Hong Kong, with many people being imprisoned for
using their freedoms as stated in the agreement. The People’s Republic of China has
also censored their people for years regarding the Tinamin Square Massecure, creating
the Great Firewall of China, and recently shutting down protests over COVID rules in
China which are considered extreme rules. Another threat by China is regarding Taiwan,
otherwise known as the Republic of China.

Taiwan

Taiwan, aka the Republic of China, was officially founded in 1949, as the original
government of Mainland China fled to Taiwan as a result of losing the civil war, over
time; the Republic of China is now a thriving Democracy that is now under threat by
the People’s Republic of China threatening to take it back by force. Recently in 2022
and 2023, the People’s Republic of China conducted military drills and exercises
against Taiwan for U.S officials like Nancy Pelosi and other delegations meeting in
Taiwan in 2022, and current Speaker of the House Kevin McCarthy meeting with the
President of Taiwan in 2023 in the U.S, with a delegation meeting in Taiwan as well.
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President Biden has vowed to protect Taiwan with U.S. forces, which is the right call
because Taiwan has something highly vital to the world to function. Many people dislike
this position and ask why we care about Taiwan so much, and to those people, here is
the consequence of Taiwan falling to the People’s Republic of China,

When the prices for every piece of electronics become high to the point where it’s
unaffordable, including smartphones, electronic machines, the chips that power our
vehicles, laptops, computers, and supercomputers that businesses and NASA use, the
technology we need to have to communicate with our satellites, every other piece of tech
no matter the size that uses any semiconductor chips, where our military cannot expand
further, and the budget placed for our military are unsustainable because more money is
being put to purchase chips at an exceedingly higher cost, which then the budget gets
increased. Even more, money is required for our military. People do not realize that
semiconductor chips power our economy, lives, national defense, and security, the same
chips we use to educate children by using technology that requires chips. Our entire world
becomes upside down if Taiwan falls to China; TSMC’s revenue share is 58.5%, with
Samsung being next at 15%; if Taiwan falls, there will be more demand for Samsung, then
prices will go up. People need to realize that every single item you touch that is electronic
in some form factor uses chips. Imagine all those simple gadgets, a toaster, microwave,
electric stoves, electric oven, and every piece of tech.

Our position on Ukraine

The Current battle that everyone is talking about is the War in Ukraine, and
while it is different from Taiwan, it is an important battle that we must be funding.
People have been complaining about us being involved in a Proxy war, and there is no
point; well, there is. We have always been engaged in proxy wars under Republican
and Democratic Presidents; if Ukraine falls, grain prices will increase, & Poland will
be under threat of invasion, just like the Soviet Union did in 1939. The Russian
Federation has already violated the Budapest Memorandum on Security Assurances.
The Russian Federation agreed not to attack Ukraine and to recognize its territories
as Ukraine, including Crimea, in exchange for Ukraine handing over its Nuclear
Weapons, to which Ukraine agreed. Still, the agreement was violated in 2014 and
again in 2022, and Russia will continue to break more agreements. We must fund
Ukraine until their victory, Ukraine was supposed to have collapsed by now, which is
way overdue. However, just like how Finland fought against Stalin, their resolve is
still firm, and this time with funded weapons, Ukraine can win ultimately. We must
support them until the end to protect the peace of NATO. Russia’s position of
preventing nations from joining NATO failed, as Finland is the newest member of
NATO, with Sweden still awaiting approval.
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What the world must do

We must place Nuclear Missles on South Korean Soil and provide weapons to

shoot down any missile from North Korea and place more soldiers in the DMZ to

deter North Korea from attacking South Korea; we must do our best to eventually

unite Korea into one and ultimately liberate the people from their Concentration

Camps, just like we did in World War II, we must protect Taiwan at all costs, and

recognize Taiwan as an independent country, and recognize the People’s Republic of

China as illegal occupiers of Taiwanese Territory. We must continue to fund Ukraine

until their victory and make plans to eventually liberate Ugiyer Muslims from their

Concentration Camps and continue to be peacemakers and fighters for peace and human

rights. We got ourselves involved in Global Affairs long ago, and there is no turning

back; we must continue to support the liberation efforts and efforts to turn dictatorships

into democracies like the Russian Federation, the People’s Republic of China, and

North Korea.

Sources provided below

(https://time.com/6266737/north-korea-ballistic-missile-tests-2023/

#:~:text=More%20and%20More%20Missiles%3A%20North,three%20

months%20of%20 this%20year.)

(https://www.cnn.com/interactive/2020/02/asia/xinjiang-china-karakax-

document-intl-hnk/)

(https://www.cfr.org/backgrounder/china-xinjiang-uyghurs-muslims-

repression-genocide-human-rights)

(https://www.nkhiddengulag.org/about-the-camps.html)
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The Cons of Social Media
Prisha Patra

Think of this, being on social media and seeing photos of others who look

prettier than you. Even worse, the image is of someone you hate. You would probably

feel sorrowful, right? These are some effects on social media. Some people feel like

social media has a bad impact on them, so they don’t use it much. Others feel like

social media is good for them because it helps to build their friendships. Making

friends online is great, but there could be bullies, or even fake friends.

One reason why people shouldn’t use social media is because it can affect

their health. This piece of text shows the percentages of teens being addicted to their

devices. Source 1 states, “Despite all this, 43% of teens express a desire to disconnect

sometimes, 41% say they are “addicted” to their mobile devices, and 36% say they

sometimes wish they could go back to a time when there was no Facebook.” This

piece of text tells the reader what teens think of being on social media, and how many

of each of them think of what they are doing.  They want to get off of their devices, but

they are addicted to it. This piece of text evidence shows the effect of social media

making teens feeling depressed. Source 2 explains, “Teens who use social media heavily

are more likely to feel depressed. They are also more likely to have trouble sleeping.”

This piece of text evidence tells the reader how their mental health is affected. These

teens are getting depressed, which is affecting their mental health. The next piece of

text evidence says the percentages of how boys and girls feel about themselves and

other people. According to Source 4, it says, “57% of girls and 28% of boys sometimes

feel left out after seeing photos of others together online.” This piece of text evidence

shows how teens feel about online pictures, which aren’t real, but the person seeing

them gets affected. This is a really big problem with social media. Therefore, this is

why social media affects health, and there are some bad reasons for this.

Another reason why social media has negative affects on teens is because they

make teens have thoughts about what’s online. This piece of text shows the cruelty

that teens get being on social media.    The evidence that Source 1 has states, “As many

as a third of these teens talk about ‘often’ encountering racist  or homophobic (31%)
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content in the digital dialogue.” This piece of text tells the reader how teens are being

treated online. People are feeling weird about themselves, and they are being affected

by what the people say and their dialogue.This piece of text evidence shows that teens

get concerned about how they look.  Source 2 provides this from the text, “In particular,

young women are at risk. They see endless photos of perfect bodies posted on those

sites. Many of the photos are digitally edited to mask people’s imperfections.” This

piece of text evidence shows how teens feel about themselves and personal self from

the outside. They feel uncomfortable just from seeing others having perfect shape,

but it’s all fake. This piece of text evidence says the percentages of how boys and girls

feel about themselves and other people. The text from Source 4 states, “It’s not just

about being tired of technology, it turns out that many of us who talk about tuning out

have encountered some derogatory digital dialogue.” This piece of text evidence shows

that teens have experienced rude dialogue, texts, and comments. This is why social

media affects a person’s online thoughts. They look at others looking pretty and think

that they look ugly.

All in all, this is why social media has a negative influence on teens. There are

many problems with social media. It can affect their health, and their online thoughts

of what they think of themselves and other teens on social media. What do you think

of social media and the effect it has on you?

About the Author :
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Liquid Blaze
Rohan Satpathy

Now for the poem:
A few words: This poem is an ode to the earth, its beauty, the
seasons, its days, and our home.

As the flame extinguished,
The one silver became distinguished,
While the stars glistened bright in the sky,
The waning day let out a sigh.

Down below, the water dried,
As the heat took over,
And the world fried,
Until, by grace, the clouds cried.

The tears liberated the air,
It was the answer to everyone’s prayer,
The animals scurried out,
And fall came about.

As the leaves became gold,
And the trees turned old,
The cold broke through,
And the sky once more turned blue.

About the Author:
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•Age - 14 Years Old

•Hobbies: Basketball, Science, Language Arts

•Future Goals: Doctor

•Parents - Siba P Satapathy, Tapasi Mohapatra
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Am I Ok?

Saanvi Dhala

I wake up at 5:30 thinking “am I ok?”
Am I ok? When I drag myself out of bed
 an hour early just to look presentable for people
who won’t even look at me

Am I ok? Walking into school and immediately looking
for friends because “no one likes a loser with no friends”
Am I ok? Not raising my hand in class
because I don’t want to be “that idiot” and relearn
everything by myself at home

Am I ok? Feeling heavy pressure from academics
and extracurriculars but continuing to do more because
 “otherwise, you won’t go to a good college”
Am I ok? Spending hours on homework
and studying just to get a 70 on that test

Am I ok? Going to bed at midnight and completely
 burning myself out
ONLY to wake up and do the same things all over
the next day
Yet...
When people see me and ask, “are YOU okay?”
I smile and say “perfectly fine”
Because that’s what we’ve been programmed to do
And that’s all to it.

About the Author:

• School Grade  10th Grade

• Hobbies - dancing, sketching and being on my phone, writing poems and painting

• Parent - Prasant and Manaswini Dhala 

Aurora, Illinois, 60504 - United States of America 
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Dear Nani

Sarakshi Duvvuri

Dear Nani,

My sister, my best friend, my confidant in life,
You always tell me what I need to hear and accept me for whoever I am
You were the one who first taught me how to sing.
You taught me the beauty of music and showed me this whole new world.
We lived across the halls all these years and I never even
tried to thank you for showing me how I look in your eyes.
You look after me, and care for me, and pray for me every day,
although at times I don’t trust you and I tend to push you away
You save me every day from the cruel parts of life
Say, “Hey we’ll get through this together, don’t you cry”
And in my life, you are my everything.
What do I do, if I can’t turn to you?
Because you are my person, and now you are so far away.
These years, we remember together, always together.
These memories, that no new roommate could ever replace.
In these halls, we dreamt about so many crazy things.
No one else could ever understand the things that we see,
You bring so much light to my life every single day.
Oh, I know you’ll keep sharing that light across new worlds.
And even though next year, you’ll find a new place like home,
we’ll always remember living in these halls
My sister, my best friend, my confidant in life,

Oh, I’ll continue to be that loving heart at your side.

About the Author :

School Grade - 9th grade
•  Age- 15, • Passions: I am passionate about singing and music. I play piano, guitar, and ukulele
and I love to sing along to these instruments and perform wherever I can. Another hobby of mine
is baking and cooking, which I love to do as a relaxing activity to share with my family and
friends. • Parents- Satavisha Pati and Ravi Duvvuri, • Address- Naperville, IL, USA
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Embrace your inner strength

Draw on your willpower

Blaze a path for others to follow

You could be the lighthouse

That sends beacons of light

Through the haze of fog

Beckoning all to follow

But only

If you can climb all the way

To the lamp at the top

Will that be possible.

Unfold your wings

Soar away

And don’t look back

Until you have crossed the clouds

So

Surround yourself with

Ambition

Own your life

If your determination

Is strong

Strong enough to break free

From the “limits”

Others may have set for you.

This could be your chance

To be different

To stand out

Rise :  Soar Above Your Limits

Saumya Mishra
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Start anew

Everyone has limits

But it’s your choice

Whether to stay contented

Or

To rise like the star

You could be.

About the Author :

 School Grade-7th Grade

• Age-13 years

• Hobbies, Passions and Future Goals- Singing,Dancing

• Parents -Rajat Mishra/Malyarpita Dash
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How do war our society ?
Sushreeya Devi Mishra

Wars have profound effects on the world, from the loss of human life to the

destruction of infrastructure and the displacement of populations. The direct and

indirect effects of war can be heard ringing around the world, even years after it may

have ended.

One of the most immediate and horrifying effects of war is the loss of human

life. The value of a human life is priceless, and the toll can be staggering, With soldiers

and civilians alike falling victim to the violence and atrocities of war. Additionally,

wars often leave behind a trail of physical and emotional trauma that can affect the

families of individuals and societies for years to come.

Another major effect of wars is the destruction of the infrastructure that the

government works hard to build. Buildings, roads, bridges, and other essential structures

can be damaged or completely destroyed, making it difficult for people to access

basic necessities such as food, water, and healthcare. This can lead to widespread

suffering and increased mortality rates.

 The displacement of populations is another significant consequence of war.

People are often forced to flee their homes and seek refuge in other areas, sometimes

in other countries. This can create humanitarian crises and put a strain on the resources

and infrastructure of neighboring regions.

At the societal level, wars can lead to a breakdown of social structures, including

the economy, healthcare, and education systems. Wars can also fuel social tensions

and perpetuate discrimination and inequality. Displacement of populations due to wars

can create refugee crises, which can strain the resources and stability of host countries.

On a national level, wars can have long-lasting political and economic effects. The

cost of war can be exorbitant, both in terms of financial resources and human lives.

Governments may be forced to divert resources away from other important areas,

such as social welfare and infrastructure, to fund the war effort. Additionally, wars can
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lead to political instability and regime change, which can have long-term consequences

for the affected nation and the broader international community.

Finally, wars can have long-term economic and political effects. Countries

may struggle to rebuild their economies and establish stable governments after a

conflict. Additionally, the global political landscape can be altered, with international

relationships and alliances shifting as a result of the war.

 In summary, wars have far-reaching and long-lasting effects on the world. The

loss of life, destruction of infrastructure, displacement of populations, and economic

and political ramifications are just a few of the ways in which wars can shape the

course of history.

\
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Home

Tanisha Senapati

The word only has four letters but is such a complex subject. Google defines

home as a place someone lives. However, I feel like home is more than that. Home is

where you feel safe, where you feel comfortable…where you feel like you, and with

that definition I have two homes. One where I live, in a Cul de sac right outside

Minneapolis, and another 8,500 miles away in a lively and colorful house located on

the land of Odisha, surrounded and immersed by beauty and culture. 

While I only go to Odisha once every 4 to 5 years, I still consider it my home.

As I step out of the plane at the Bhubaneswar airport, the warmth and amenity instantly

wrap around me like a blanket. I look around to see the world surrounded by color and

beauty and it feels as though I am in a completely different world, where I have left my

sorrows and grievances and can finally be free. Driving through the city, I see temples

that stand tall and proud and beaches with oceans that wave at me as I pass by. The

streets entice me with their wide array of food, from the spiciest of curries to the

sweetest of desserts. The flavors linger on my tongue as I enjoy the traditional delicacies

all day long. 

Although I feel as though most of the people in Odisha are strangers, they

welcome me with open arms. As they tell stories and tales I sit next to them and

stare. They tell stories with so much detail that it is easy to feel as if I am there.

Even though I am only able to stay there for the summer, I cherish every moment

that I have to the best of my ability, because Odisha is my home where I am surrounded

by all my family.

The hardest part of Odisha is leaving,  saying goodbye to my family and friends.

Holding back my tears knowing that it will be a while before I see them again. As I

close my eyes while on my bed I think back to my trip to India. I am reminded of the

beauty of Odisha culture, the folk dances and singing that make my body move and
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groove to the beat. The architecture and sculptures and the cherished temples Odisha

has to offer. As the night sky glitters and shines bright with stars, I think about how

grateful I am to have two places to call my home. 

About the Author:
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• Hobbies: I am part of the school’s Debate and Speech club and also am an active

member of National Honors society and Student council. Outside of school I enjoy writing,

reading, traveling and I mentor at a local hospital where I get hands-on experience in

the medical field. I am very passionate about helping others which is why I want to

become a doctor in the future. In college I am planning on majoring in both biology and

psychology in the path of Pre-Med

• Parents: Rabindra K Senapati, Bijayalaxmi Senapati

• Address: lakeville MN 55044

vvvvvvvvvv



118

Dark Showers

Vedant Aryan

My eyes consumed their final scan of my body.

As I turned to red and gold patterns dancing on a curtain

The brittle bones of my fingers prepared the ritual.

Light switch turns off, music selected.

Shower turns on, speaker connected.

The night light faced the drawn curtains

Awaiting the halt of movement so it can rest.

As the droplets of water tasted my skin,

My skin feels frozen and ablaze in this liquid mold,

A cast in eternal oscillations between hot and cold.

Those brittle bones drew a map of my body with

The strands of my black hair, desperate for liquid touch.

I yearned for a cleaning in these thirsty droplets.

This cathartic ocean may intoxicate my solid pain

And dissolve it so it may wash down this drain.

I crumbled down to the invisible puddle.

I sat in wet black holding my heavy head.

I stared into pure black and felt infinity.

My stained sight cannot understand distance.

If I'm still, I cannot perceive existence.

Walls couldn't trap me if all I saw was darkness.
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Curtains concealed my naked body, while my eyes

Pretended there's no end to the constant black.

I lean back and forth feeling impacts

Of a thousand swift pebbles poking my back.

As the speaker harmonized with the droplets,

The only direction I perceived was the origin of these sounds

Melodious vocals clashed against percussive droplets.

Purifying sounds bounce around my infinite sight

Until my movement awakens the night light.

The lines along the walls shattered my infinite sight.

Light cut the invisible thread from my heart to the music.

I marked the end of an incomplete catharsis by an open curtain.

The cold air flirts with my strands of hair it curled

As I see hot steam as trapped as I am in this world.

About the Author:
School Grade: 11th Grade

• Author’s Age: 17
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@ûùeûjú
     K^K ùjûZû, PòKûùMû

_ìað @ûKûùg iò¦êeû `ûùU gêùb IñKûe @ûRò
cûMêQò @ûgòh, @ûùeûjú ùj iû[ô
Rd~ûZâûe ̂ òùNðûh Zûe Mê¬eò CùV
aògß \ê@ûùe MM^_a^ aýû_ò !

ì̂Z^ gqò, ì̂Z^ C›ûj, ì̂Z^, @gûe aûeò
i*eò ~ûC IWÿò@û _âûYùe iûeû @§ûe Pòeò ö

aòMZ ùjûAQò ajê Kûkê @ûc ~ûZ^ûbeû _eû]ú^ KûkeûZò,
@û\éZ @ûRò aògß\ê@ûùe, cj^úd @ûc KéZò !

@MâYú ùi ù~ @_eûRòZ, C^ÜcêL Zûe gòe ,
ùKûUòG KùŒ ò̂̂ û\òZ @ûRò
Rd IWÿò@û, Rd IWògû, Rd RM Ü̂û[ Rd !

Mû[û Z ejòQò @ûùeûjú IWÿò@û aúe _êõMa
He Lûeùak iûù[,
Mwû Vûeê ùMû\ûaeú ~ûGñ iûcâûRý Zûe
iß‰ð@lùe AZòjûi ùfLô eùL ö

a¦ûY ùN ò̂ iû]a_ê@e ùaûAZ PûfA
Rûbû, ùaû‰ðòI, iêcûZâû, aûfò ù\ùg,
aòù\g aYòRê iµ\ ùN ò̂
aûjêùW NeKê, jeùh aeh ùgùh ö
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i^ i^ i^ SWÿe _a^, @KûZ _ûYòùe
Ukck ^û@û aò_\Kê KûUò Pûùf
@RYû @ûZùu NeYú c^ûùi, "cû’ùfû Zê iûjû,
PCeû cìùk Zû i§ýûe \ú_ Rûùk ö

cêqò ~ê¡ùe IWÿò@û iàeA iõMâûcúe @iêcûeò akò\û^,
^Z cÉK _âYûc ò̂@ ùj gjú\ flàY,
aúe iêùe¦â, eqe¬òZ _aòZâ cûUò Aec!

~êM _êeêh ùi `Kúe ùcûj^, c]êaûaê
ùMû_a§ê, còkòZ KùŒ Kjòùf iMùað
IWÿò@û bûhûjó IWògûe iúcû, IWÿò@ûu _eòPdö

@ûùeûjú jé\ùd aòùR KeòQ«ò Zû aWÿVûKêe,
iìeêR Mû]ê@û iaêR ùlZe c¦òe ùNeû Mûñ,
VûKêeûYú ùaXÿû aêXÿû aeMQ
@uûauû ^B, ù` ò̂k iûMe Kìk
Mûñ\ûŠ ]ìkò, ì̂@ûLûA ùbU, e[~ûZ ùeûk
WûK«ò ieûMùe c^ Zû Keò CyûU !

^úk _eaZ aêKêùe ePA @ûgßò̂
biûùcN _Uê@ûe,
@ceûaZú Kò IWògû @ûce, QaòkZû Zû Kû«ò
ù\ûjeûG KòG ]úe _a^ùe ùcûj^aõgú
ùaûfò "bûMaZ', "MúZùMûaò¦' aû "fûaYýaZú'e
ùKûck fkòZ _õqò ö

a\kòQò Kûk, a\kòQò ùak a\kòQò @ ê̂ba,
_QKê ù`eòaû _ùQA ejòaû,
ê̂ùjñ @ûùeûjúe bûMý !

mû^, aòmû^, gòÌ, aûYòRý, Kkû, iõÄéZò, bûhû iµ\ ùLûRò,
iKk \ògûùe @ûùeûjú IWÿò@û, @MâYú IWÿò@û ùfLêQò ì̂Z^ Kú©ðò!
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ùcû _eòPd
iùfû ò̂ cjû«ò, iû þ̂ ùeûcû þ̂, Kûfòù`û‰ðò@û

eê¡òc« @ûc IWÿògû HZòj, Kkû, bûÄ~ðý
@KðùlZâ, gâúc¦òe, fòweûR KûeêKû~ðý
i^ûZ^ ]cð É¸ MXòùf ù~CñVò @û\ò gueûPû~ðý
jûZúMê¶ûùe fò_òa¡ _eûKâcú Lûeùaku ùgø~ðý ö

CKôéÁ é̂ZýKkû IWògú ù\AQò ^ûUýgûÈKê aògß cû^ýZû
gûÈúd bûhû @ûce @Zò _âûPú^, gògê ùa\, ùMûeL iõjòZû
Rdù\au MúZ ùMûaò¦ ù\fû aògßiûjòZýKê ù_âce aûeZû
Mêeê ^û^K fbò mû^, @û\òMâù Ú̂ RYûAùf C\ûeZû ö

icê\â RòZò Keò[ôùf Rk ~ûZâû iûjiú iû]a @ûc _ìaðR
_âiûeòZ Kùf IWÿò@û iõÄéZò, Rûbû iêcûZâû iùw aYòR
aûe cûùi ùZe _að @ûce,_Yû iõKâû«ò @ûC eR
RMZe ^û[ ù~CñVò eù[ Ke«ò cCR, iùw ]eò @MâR ö

@ûc gâúc¦òe ùeûùhAgûkû RMùZ @^^ý, aòek
cû' flàúu Z©ßûa]ûù^ iaê Kû~ðý jêG iêgévk
fòùb^ûjó ùiVò, ùZRcû^ @j^ðòg _âiû\ _âÉêZò @^k
Q_^ ùbûM cjû_âiû\ ùia^, @û^¦ aRûùe Zé̄ ò @^ûaòk ö
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_ûhûùY ò̂jûY, jÉgòÌùe ò̂_êY @ûc IWÿò@û KûeòMe
ad^ Ke«ò _ûU gûXÿú, ù^A ùegc Gaõ Uie
ewú^, Kc^úd Pû¦ê@û, Zûk_Zâùe _…PòZâe i¸ûe
@Zò ò̂LêY, iê^ûeì_ûe ZûeKiò Kûc @kuûe ö

AZòjûi cìKiûlú, KûkRdú @ûc IWÿògûe Mû[û
ùcûMf, aâòUòg ~ûZ^û ê̂@ûñA ^ûjó @ûc c[û
@û]ê ò̂KZûe agùe Kò«ê cù^ @ûRò bùe aý[û
jRò ^ ~ûC _âMZòaû\, _âZòù~ûMòZûùe @ûc ùMøea K[û ö

@û™ _eòPd @ù^ßhùY ùcûùZ aò\ú‰ð Kùe @ZúZ
_eûKûÂû, _âZòÂû, ùgø~ðý ùKCñVò ùcû @ÉòZß
_eûjZ _âûPê~ðýe ù^_[ýùe, cêñ ^ûdK aý[ôZ
]Ckòe _âZòaòù´ cêñ gûKýcê̂ ò ^û PŠûùgûK, @ ê̂ùgûP^û \õgòZ ö

aòWÿ´òZ jé\ùd, cêñ jêG _eòPòZ, cêñ _âaûiú IWÿò@û
ùcû _ìaðR ùMøeacd Kkòwe aúe IWÿò@û
ùcû \ûdòZß, Keòaò C©e\ûdû\uê “@ûùeûjú IWÿò@û''
~òG ]eò aòRd ]ßRû, MûAa CKôk RdMû[û ajêZ aXò@û
Meùa Kjòa “cêñ IWÿò@û, cêñ IWÿò@û'' ö
IWògû cûUòeê _ûeòùjûA iûZ \eò@û
ùKùa bêfòa ò̂ ù~ “ùi IWÿò@û, ùi IWÿò@ûö''

vvvvvvvvvv
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RM Ü̂û[ : bqòe _eòKÌ^û
    Wÿûü é̂iòõj PeY aògßûk, ùceòfûŠ

iéÁòe _âûeõbê ]eûKê @ûiòf ^úkûPùk aòeRòf,
ù\aZû ùckùe ejòa ùaûfòZ @ùføKòK ]ûc Kf !

~êM _ùe ~êM aòZòfû _âbê ùj, @ûiòfû Kkòe Kûk,
cC^ ejòa ùaûfò cjû_âbê jûZ ùMûW KûUòù\f !

@ùføKòK ]ûc ùføKòK Keòf bKZ ù_âcùe aûA,
aehKê [ùe cûCiúuê ùbU, bûA bCYúuê ù^A !

RMùZ aòek G_eò VûKêe @û^ Kûjó ù\Lô̂ ûjó,
bCYúuê i\û iû[ôùe eLôQ Zêùc \êAùMûUò bûA !

iêb\âûu ù\ùj aâjàûuê eLôf cùjg jkò@û bûA,
Zò^ò ùMûUò cì©òð Zò^ò ù\a ùjûA aiòQ RMZ iûAñ !

iaê]cð iaê ewe bKZ GKZâ jê@«ò ~ûA,
ùi[ô_ûAñ Zò^ò cìeZò ùjAQ _é[ôaúe ew ajò !

Kkû ùMûeû ùb\ ^eLôaû _ûAñ Zò̂ ò ew Zò̂ ò cì©òð
ò̂ùR Kkû Ké¾, bûAuê ]ak, bCYú a‰ð jk\ú !
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gAa gûKZ @ûC aA¾a KeòQ Zêùc GKûVò
ò̂ùR Zêùc aò¾ê, akb\â eê\â, bCYúKê ù\f gqò !

RM Ü̂û[ Zêùc \lòY KûkòKû, akb\â, ieÊZú
cjûflàú ò̂ùR iêb\âû ùjûAùf aû<òùf bûae _âúZò !

Zò^ò ù\a, Zò^ò gqò aiò@Q, Zòù^ûUò aògßûi GVò
ù^Zâ Xÿûkòù\ùf _fK cûZâùK iaê jê@«ò GKûVò !

cêjó @Kò*^ mû^ Kûjó ùcûe MûAaûKê Zêc Kú©ðò
lcû Keòù\a @ûùj \ú^^û[, ^éiòõje G cò̂ Zò !

vvvvvvvvvv



130

cû’e \ê̂ ò@ûùe _âgÜ
Ê_Ü fZû e[, cûùKûcß, còPòMû þ̂

cû’e \ê̂ ò@ûùe
@jej _âgÜue bòW...
_òfû _Pûùe
ùKùZùaùk @ûLôùe
ùKùZùaùk gêLôfû cêjñùe
ùKùZùaùk Kû¦êeû KŒùe
cû _ûùL [ûG iaê _âgÜe C©e ö

_òfû _PûeòPûùf
_âgÜ _ùe _âgÜ
K[ûeê f[û aûjûeKeò
^ûfò MêfêMêfê iû]a ùaûjìVê
i¯ewú A¦â] ê̂ ~ûGñ
fûRKêkú fZûe fûRVê
KÌaéle Z[ûÉê ~ûGñ
RêkêRêkò@û ù_ûKe @ûfê@ _ûLeê
eûZò @ûKûge RêkêRêkê Zûeû~ûGñö

@ûC cû ...!
fêMûKû ò̂Kê @<ûùe bòWò
ùWAñ_ùW KÌùfûKKê
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@M^û @M^ú a^Éeê
iûZ Zûk _u ~ûGñ
Nû<ò PKUò _KûG
_âZòUò _âgÜe C©e ùLûRò ùLûRò ö
_âgÜ iùe^û, cû [Kò ~ûG^û
icd @ûMC [ûG
cû’e ò̂Nû ^[ûG
_òfû _ûAñ Zû C©eeê KêjêK
@ûùÉ CùbA ~ûC[ûG
cû’e @RûYZùe
Zû’ \ê̂ ò@û ò̂eaò ~ûC[ûG @ûùÉ
Zû’ _òfû aXò ~ûC[ûG ö

GYòKò
_òfû _Pûeê ^ _Pûeê
Zû’ c^ aêSò
cû ùLûRê[ûG iek C©e
GVò ùiVò iaêVò
_òfû Kò«ê ùLûRê[ûG @ûC KûjûKê
~ûjûKê _Pûeòùja
cû’Kê _Pûeò ùjC ^ [ôaû
@iêcûeú @aêSû @ûC RUòk
ù~ZK _âgÜ,
\ìeZû aXê[ûG
gì̂ ýùe còùkA ~ûG
cû’e @iêcûeú @ùfûWû C©e
ùi RûùY ò̂eaò ~ûCQò @ûùÉ
Zû ^òRe \ê^ò@û
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Z[û_ò aò gêbêKò ^ gêbê
aêXÿú cû aXòfû _òfûu _âgÜe
_âZúlûùe eùj ö

GYòKò ...
cû’ c^ùe @ie«ò _âgÜ
_òfûuê ù^A, _òfûu _òfûuê ù^A
~ûjûe C©e ùi ò̂ùR ùLûRò aêfê[ûG
iûZ Zûk _ueê @M^û @M ò̂ a^É ~ûGñ
ùi RûùY ...
Rúa^ R¬ûkùe aýÉ aòaâZ Käû«
Zû’ _òfûe aû icd ùKCñVò [ûG !

vvvvvvvvvv
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@ûeû¤ gâú RM Ü̂û[
      ùiÜj cjû«ò, Kûfòù`û‰ðò@û

_êYý bìcò ^ûùc MYý ]^ý G CKôk
ùgûbû Zûe aé¡ò _ûG c¦òe @Zêk (1)

gòkû ù\ùj ùLû\û ù\aûw^û @_eì_
MXÿòQ«ò gòÌú MY Kkû Zû @cû_ (2)

Mw aõgú eûRûue @_ìað KÌ^û
MXûAùf c¦òe ùi ^ûjó Zû Zêk^û (3)

^úk iûMee Kìùk ^úkûPk ]ûùc
aiòQ«ò RM^Üû[ \ûeêaâjà ^ûùc (4)

_aòZâ ùi eì_ ù\Lô Zé¯ jêG c^
Kûjó ùKùZ \ìeê ~ûZâú Ke«ò \gð^ (5)

bûMý ùcûùZ UûYò ù^fû G \ìe _âaûùi
QûWò cêñ @ûiòfò cjû_âbêuê C\ûùi (6)

iùZ Kò ù\Lôaò ù^ùZâ ùiA PKûùWûkû
PZê¡ðû cìeZò ùi ù~ ùK aêSòa ùLkû (7)
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@ûiòùaKò _âbê [ùe aòba G ù\ùg
_âPûe Keòùa RM^Üû[ ]cð ùgùh (8)

aòZò Mfû ùKùZ ahð ùPZ^û _gòfû
^Mùe ̂ Mùe _âZòÂû c¦òe ùjûAfû (9)

@ûùeûjY Kùf _âbê ibòue c^ RûYò
RM^Üû[ _ìRû _að Zû ijòZ e[ ~ûZ _êYò (10)

cjû_âiû\ ijòZ _òVû _Yû ù~ùZ
IWÿò@û Nee e§û @ûiòMfû ùKùZ (11)

RM Ü̂û[ ]cð @ûjìZ G IWÿò@û _âûYùe
RWòZ ejòfû i\û @ûRò G ù\gùe (12)

vvvvvvvvvv
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cù^_ùW @ûRò ù_âce ew
_ûA^þ a^ùe

            aòRdû _eòWÿû, ùaûÁ^þ

SêeûSêeû aC\ùe ùPKû ùPKû iáZò
ùcN ùKûùk fêPò~ûG @\ò̂ e _âúZò
Rúa^ KûjûYú ewRûWe \ò̂ ùe
@ie«ò @ûkiýùe
^úea c^ùe
cù^_ùW Zêc ù_âc _ûA þ̂ a^ùe
cù^_ùW Zêc ù_âc _ûA þ̂ a^ùe (1)

ò̂eòcc K<û beû \ê ò̂@ûùe Pûfòaûùe
@ûgû ò̂eûgûe @bêfû i§òlYùe
cêq @ûKûge Zùk ùLûfû P¦âcûùe
Wêaò gâûaYe c]êSWò aehûùe
ù\ùj bòRû aÈ
cù^ ùMûfû_ò lYùe
cù^_ùW Zêc ù_âc _ûA þ̂ a^ùe
cù^_ùW Zêc ù_âc _ûA þ̂ a^ùe (2)

iû§â a^û^úe fêPKûkò @ûùfûKùe
@RYû \ò^ùe
ùPûeòùPûeò c^ PêAñaûùe
jûZ]eò c¦ c]ê K[û aûjû^ûùe
Zêc ù_âc cjKùe bòRòaû ùakùe
cù^ _ùW Zêc ù_âc _ûA þ̂ a^ùe
cù^ _ùW Zêc ù_âc _ûA þ̂ a^ùe (3)
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_ûù\ _ûA þ̂e K<û
IVeê "@ûjû' lYùe
Zêc jûZ Qê@ûñ ùKûck _egùe
"ù\jò _\ _fäa cê\ûecþ' bûa^ûùe
aòheê aò @céZe c]ê @ûißû\^ùe
cù^ _ùW Zêc ù_âc _ûA þ̂ a^ùe
cù^ _ùW Zêc ù_âc _ûA þ̂ a^ùe (4)

iûMe Zúeùe Kæû« c^ ]ûGñ
\òù^ \òù^ aûfò jeòYe _eò
Nêùe _âZòlùY
Pêfþaêfò c^ ùcûe
[Kû ùjûA ùLûùR
@ie«ò cjêbòRû i_^ ^ògûùe
AzûjêG flàYe Zò̂ òMûe ùWAñaûùe
cù^ _ùW Zêc ù_âc _ûA þ̂ a^ùe
cù^ _ùW Zêc ù_âc _ûA þ̂ a^ùe (5)

Z¦âûkiû Plê ùcûe
ù~ùa _Zû ùLûùf
bûa Zewùe aêWò c]ê cjKùe
aûeaûe c^ ùcûe ZêcKê ùLûRò aêùf
@ûgûe Kµ^, ò̂eûge fjeúùe
cù^ _ùW Zêc ù_âc _ûA þ̂ a^ùe
cù^_ùW Zêc ù_âc _ûA þ̂ a^ùe (6)

\ò̂ ûù« ckò̂  RjÜeì_ ù\Lô [ùe
jûZ ]eò jiò Zêùc Kjò[ôf ]úùe
@ûùc \ê^ò@ûùe \êùjñ Zêz \êAUò ùcûje
Rúa^ @kòK cûZâ, ù_âcù~ @ce
@ûRò Zêc iáZò cù^ _ùW aûùe aûùe
cù^ _ùW Zêc ù_âc _ûA þ̂ a^ùe
cù^ _ùW Zêc ù_âc _ûA þ̂ a^ùe (7)

vvvvvvvvvv
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@ù^K \ò̂  _ùe ...
iêaâZ cjû«ò, Kûfò̀ ‰ðò@û

@ù^K \ò̂  _ùe ...
AZÉZü ùjûA _Wò[ôaû
Kfc MêWûKê ùMûUûA ù^A,
bûaê[ôfò...
ù\aû _ûAñ GK @ada
ùcû KaòZûe eì_ùeL ù^A ö

ùjùf ...
\ìe Kû Ú̂e CjûWùe
aêXò@ûYú Rûf _eò
Q¦ò ùjûA _Wò[ôaû bûa^û ùcûe
ùLûRê[ôfû aûU ...ö

aêXò@ûYúUû aò
cêeêKò jiò @ûLô ùPûeûA
C_ùbûM Keê[ôfû
ùcû @ijûdZûe fµUZûKê ö
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bûaê[ôfò ...
jRò ~ûA[ôaû icde iáZòùe
@ûLôe \êA ùUû_û fêj cògûA
MXòù\aò @^ý GK bMÜ ùKûYûKð
~ûjûKê ù\Lô

@PòjÜû @ûM«êK aò Kû§ùe jûZ eLô
@ûgßûi^û ù\a - Rúa^Uû Z GcòZò ùaûfò,
@aû ...
ì̂Z^Zße i¸ûhYùe

ùP^ûG jiKê ù`<òò
MXò ù\aò @^ý GK ò̂@ûeû ùiø]
GA ù~còZò G[ee ai« beò[ôfû
@MÜòahðú _aðZùe gêbâ Êz ae`e KêjêK ö

bûeûKâû« cÉòÄ Uû aò ùaûù]
@ûCRò _Wò[ôfû
ùPøKòe gq Kû§ C_ùe
iùZ ù~còZò _eògâû« ùi !
ù`eò @ûiòQò Gùa
_é[ôaú ùi_U _eò]ô cû_òaû _ùe ö

\fKûG _a^e Czßûiùe
SeKû _ûL _e\ûe
gq Pû_êWÿûùe, PòjóKò CVòfû Rúa^ ö
_a^ ê̂ùjñ, ùaûù] icd [ôfû ùi ö
_a^ @ûC _e\ûKê @ûdê] Keò
ùPZûA ù\fû
CV _ê@ CV, CV _êeòfûYò ùak ö
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\úNð ò̂ügßûie _âiÚû^ _ùe bûaê[ôfò ..
iáZòe ùeûc Ú̂̂  KY ù`eûA ù\a
aû_ûu ùijò ùiÜjùaûkû ùKûk
^û... cûCiúe ùi fêMû Kû ò̂
~ûjû, ùaûCe Mûkò cûWeê UûYò@ûYò
fêPûA ù\C[ôfû ùcûe iaê \êÁûcúKê
@ûLôVûe cûeò,
^û ù`eò@ûiòa... cûcêñue ùijò @bòcû^ beû cûõi ZûUò@û
^û gêbòa ... RßûAñ iêjûMùe be_êe
gßgêeu ùijò ùiÜjùaûkû WûK
"aûaû LûAaû @ûi'...

ùicûù^ Z iaê ù`eò~ûAQ«ò
ewc*ùe ò̂R ò̂R @bò̂ d iûeò
Gùa Z ùcûe icd
c*iÚ ^ûUKe ~a ò̂Kû UûYòaûùe ö

iÚòZ_â¬ _eò  ikLò aiò
aúe\_ðùe @ûùMA Mfò cêñ...
gòÌúe KkûPûZêeúKê ù^A
PòZâ_Ue gê̂ ýZûùe
Rúa^e @^ý GK _âz\Kê
Rúa^ ù\aû _ûAñ
@ù^K \ò̂ _ùeö

vvvvvvvvvv
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  Zòù^ûUò iù^Uþ
MM^ _ûYòMâûjú, Kû^ûWû

ò̂üiw eR^ú

\ò^Ke Kûc iûeò KòeY aòQêeò
\òMþa]ì _YZ Zùk fêPòùf iìeêR,
_ìeêùa CAñfû Pû¦ eì_û [ûkò _eò,
_âòd Zêùc, ^@ûiòf, @ûiò ùjfû i¬ ö

aûZûd^ ù\A ù\ùL ò̂Rð̂  ieYú
C\ýû^eê ùj^û aûi bêeêbêeê ùjûA
bûiò@ûùi, ùcû _ûAñ G ò̂üiw eR^ú
ùKcù« aòZòa _âòùd ùcûùZ RYû ^ûjó ö

iûeû\ò̂  Pûjó ejò c^ ùcû C\ûi
aòejòYú cêjó @ûC ^_ûeA ijò,
fûMA ù~iù^ KeêQ«ò C_jûi
Pû¦ Zûeû \êùjñ còkò @«eúùl ejò ö

Kêj _âòùd Kêj ùcûùZ Zêc jé\ ùLûfò,
iaê\ò̂  _ûAñ Kò ùMû ùcûùZ Mf bêfò?

Kûcò̂ ú
Kûcò̂ ú ùMû, ahðû bòRû gâûaY eûZâòùe
lúYûwú gêbâûwú Zêùc fêPò@Q Kûjó?
KòUò KòUò KûC Kkû N^ @§Kûùe
gêbâ Pûeê @w Zêc \égý jêG ^ûjó ö
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Z[û_ò ùMû, @^êbùa Zêc C_iÚòZò,
M§aj ù~ùa Zêc M§ @ûùY ajò,
Uò_òUò_ò aehûe C\ûiò@û eûZò
ùjûACùV _âúZòcd Zêc M§ _ûA ö

Zêùc Z ^ [ôa @ûC Kûfò _âbûZùe
iêaûi aòZeò ù\A ~ûA[ôa Seò,
ù~iù^ ù_âdiú eûZâò _âòd ijòZùe
aòZûAaû _ùe Lùe Nùe ~ûG ù`eò ö

ùjûAùf aò ùjC Zêc iÚòZò lYiÚûdú,
Kûcò̂ ú ùMû,
lYòKùe \ò@ Zêùc R^ c^ ùcûjò ö

Pû¦ I Kêcê\
@ûjû ùe Kêcê\, Êz iùeûae ^úùe,
`êUê Zêjò Kc^úd gêbâ \k ùcfò,
~jóeê iùZ ù~_eò cêqû cûkò Sùe
ù` ò̂k ùRûQ^û ù~ùa Zjó ~ûG Xûkò ö

iûeû \ò̂  cê\ò ùjûA _Wò[ûC Rùk,
i¬ê@û ^ùb ù~ùa RjÜ @ûùi CAñ,
ùiûcûbû _eùg iûeû ~ûcò̂ ú CQêùk,
ùiùZùaùk Plê ùcfò ̀ êUò CVê Zêjò ö

Kò @aû iµKð ùZûe P¦âcû KòeùY?
Kûjó _ûAñ ùjC Zêjò i\û @ûKhðòZ?
ù_âcòKûe c^ iê]ê ù_âcòK jó RûùY
ùiA Kò ùMû Pû¦-KAñ ù_âce iwúZ ?

_âKéZò RMùZ i\û ù_âc c]êcd,
^ ùjûAa Kûùk Kûùk Zûjûe aòfdö

vvvvvvvvvv
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a§êZß
    Sò^ê ùQûUeûd, bRðò^ò@û

a§êZß ùi a§û gûgßZ ù_âcùe ^ûjó @ûgû _âZò @ûgû,
^ [ûG \ûaò I K©éðZße Rûeò, ù\A _ûAaû fûkiû ö
iµKð iúcûùe ùK ê̂ùjñ @ûa¡ ^ûjó bd I @ûguû,
^ûjó KUKYû PûfòPk^ùe, cû_ò Pê_ò K[ûaû©ðû ö
a§ê còk^e ùiA CŸú_^û eaòic Zûe @ûbû,
@û^¦ûKûùg bûa aòjßkòZ cêq aòjw @aû ö
ùLkò~ûG cêùjñ jie bCñeú a§ê ij ùjùf ù\Lû,
ùLûfò ùjûA~ûG a¦ ù_Ueûeê @ie«ò c^ K[û ö
f´ò~ûG Lô@ \ìe @Zò\ìe Zûu M_ MŒòiìZû,
Kæû« jêG ^ûjó iße I geúe _âMkå @ùU a§êZûö
a§ê _ûùg a§ê aû<òò ù\A~ûG Zû’ Rúa^e iaê Mû[û,
iùZ Kò CKôéÁ _eûcgð \ûZû, @UA Zû a§ê ùgâûZûö
icÉ iµKð iõiûe _[ùe, _Wò~ûG ]úùe ò̀Kû,
@ckò̂  Kò«ê a§êe iµKð Pòe iaêRùe @uû ö
icde \ûi ê̂jñA K\ûP ùiA bûa @û™údZû,
Pòe bûÄe, iaêR, ò̂cðk ù_âc, _âúZòe a§êZû ö

vvvvvvvvvv
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Zêùc @ûiòMfû _ùe
gû«òfZû cògâ, còù^ùiûUû

Pk P*k ùjûA CVòfû @ûRò,
KûjóKò c^e G iê̄  jâ\ !
fjeú C_ùe fjeú CVA,
Keòù\A ibòuê cª cêt öö

Zêùc @ûiòQ! _a^ KjêQò MM^ KjêQò,
Zše G c^, _ûAaûKê Zêc iû ò̂¤ö
_ìRòaûKê c^ GùaVê CRûMùe aùi,
bûaò ZêcKê _ec @ûeû¤ öö

ùKùa _Pûeò̂ ò ZêcKê Rúaù^,
Zêce KY _i¦ aû ^û_i¦ö
Êû[ð_eZûe ùjûA aga©ðú,
Keò Pûfê@Qò ~ûjû ù\CQò cùZ @û^¦öö

~ûA _ûeòaò^ò _ùQ _ùQ Zêc,
RûùY iaê \ßûe ejòQò ùcû _ûAñ eê¡ ö
\ìeeê ù\Lô ùKak @û™ aòùbûe jêG
aêùS^û Kûjûe G cûdû K_U Kò Q¦ öö

bûaò ù^AQò R^à R^àû«ee G ùWûeò,
QòŠò _ûeòa^ò bûeò @ùU cRbêZö
ùcû bûa^û _ùQ ùKùZ iZýZû @Qò,
@ûfòw^ _ûùg ]eò, Ke iù¦j \ìeúbìZ öö

geúe _û[ðKý GcòZò ejò[ûC _ùQ,
ù_âce G \ßûeù\g ejò[ûC i\û C^àêqö
Plê _âiûeòaò ù~ùZ \ìùe, ù~Cñ \òùM,
Zêc ù_âce QòUûùe ùjC[ôaò \âaúbìZ öö

vvvvvvvvvv
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Zêc iáZò, GK @cäû^ ùRýûZò
ùgßZ_\àû \ûg, Kûfò̀ ‰ðò@û

Zêùc @ûiòMùf, ̀ MêY @ûùi
ckd _a^ ]eò,
ùiÜje i¸ûe, @û_Yûe bûa
@û^¦ fjeò aòZeòö

Zêùc jiòù\ùf, @ûùfûK @ûùi
iKûk KòeY _eò,
@ûgûe _â\ú_, CŸú_^û bûa
ùiÜj @ûgúaðû\ \òG Xÿûkòö

\òM« aòÉûeú, jé\d Zêce
@ckò̂  Zûe ùRýûZò,
_âZò cYòhe @«e Qê@ñ
C{k Keò iéÁòö

jòcûkd _eò, @Uk ZêùcZ
jê@ ^ûjó aòPkòZ,
Mbúe mû^e _âZúK ZêùcZ
@û™mûù^ _âRßkòZö

_òfûVûeê aé¡, icÉue
Zêùc [ôf @û_Yûe,
GKZâ bûa iaêVò ù\Lôf
ùKjò ̂ [ôùf Zêc _eö
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_[ ù\ùLAf, iùZ KjòMf
_ì‰ðeê @ûc iÚòZò, _ì‰ðùe AZò
ù\j Mùf c¤ @û™ûe,
ùja^ûjó ùKùa AZòö

Zêc gê¡ _aòZâ ji, Zêc ùiÜjbeû C_ù\g
ZêcK[û, Zêc Rúa^e MúZò
Zêce CRßk iáZò
@ûc jé\de @cäû^ ùRýûZò

aò\â: (gâú~êq iùeûR ùaùjeûu ^òcù« iáZò gâ¡û¬kò, ù~ ^òRe @«^ðòjòZ \òaý gqòe
i§û^ _ûA, @û™mû^ùe _âRßkòZ ùjûA, RMZùe ùiÜj, gâ¡û I GKZß bûae @û^¦ aû<ò,
Pòe\ò^ _ûAñ @ûce _[ _â\gðK ùjûA ejò[ôùaö )

vvvvvvvvvv
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_òZû
_eûge cògâ, Uùeûù<û, Kû^ûWû

ùKcòZò ~êqò Keò, ZKð aòZKð Keò
K[ûùe, K[ûùe, M_, KaòZû ùfLûùe
@ûRò iûaýÉ Keòaò ù~,
iâÁûu iéÁòùe _òZû GK @^a\ý iéÁò,
@ûc Rúa^, @ûc RMZùe
_òZû GK Pk«ò VûKêe,
_òZûu _ûùL [ûG
cûZû aiê§eûe ij^gúkZû,
iì~ðe \ú¯@ûbû,
P¦â Zûeûu gúZkZû !

ùiÜj, ge]û, @ûgúaðû\, @ûgòh
@RûWò ù\aûe @^ý ^ûc Z _òZû,
ùKùZùaùk LUû Z,
ùKùZùaùk còVû,
ùKùZùaùk KùVûe Z, ùKùZùaùk ùKûck
ùKùZùaùk gûiK ùjûA \éX gûi^ Ke«ò,
_òZû Mêeê ùjûA _[ ù\Lû«ò, _eûcgð \ò@«ò
a§ê ùjûA MêfòLUò Ke«ò,
Rúa^e iêL, \êüL ò̂Ãûc Kcðe
cjû ccð aêSûA ai«ò !
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_òZû jûZ ]eò Pfû gòLû«ò,
_WòMùf @ûjû PêPê ^Kjò
_êYò [ùe CVûA \ò@«ò
Kû§ùe aiûA \ê̂ ò@û ù\Lû«ò
_aðZ bkò cêŠ ùUKò iaê aû]û aò_\ùe
iaê iêL, \êüLùe, NûZ, _âZòNûZùe
\éX, iÚòe GK c^ùe @ûMKê aXòaûe
cjûcõZâ aêSûA ai«ò !

@ûc Rúa^e Pfû _[eê K<û iûCñUò ù^A
ềf aòùQA ù\aûe @ûRúa^ Z_iýûùe _òZû

\êüL, KÁ, fjê, fêje Mek _òA
@ûcKê @céZ PùUAaûe _âdûiùe _òZûu iûeû Rúa^ iõMâûc I iõNhðùe jó aòZò~ûG !

_òZû GK @céZcd i©û ~ûjû
ù\Lô jêG ò̂ Kò ù\LûA jêG ò̂,
aêSû _ùW ò̂ Kò aêSûA jêG ò̂
_òZû ]cð, _òZû Kcð, _òZû MêY, _òZû mû^
_òZû ZýûMú, _òZû ZýûM, _òZû jó gòa I iê¦e,
_òZû _eùcgßeuê
_âZòUò cêjì©ðùe ùcûe ùKûUò ùKûUò _âYûc !

vvvvvvvvvv
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LâúÁûdZ^
ù\a _âiû\ cjû_ûZâ, Kûfò̀ ‰ðò@û

~úgê CaûPÿ:
Kégaò¡ ~úgê Kùj @ûKûgKê Pûjó,
cûñ ùMû, G ~ªYû cêñ ijò _ûeê^ûjóö
fjê-fêj ajò~ûG ù\jeê ùcûje,
Kæû« ùcû ^d^ \êA @ag geúeö
_âLe Le egàúùe Rkò~ûG ù\j,
Zéhû©ð cêñ, lê]û©ð cêñ, ùKæg @jejö

aògßcûZû CaûPÿ:
@§e fCWòÿ aûaê \eò\â _ieû,

_òZûu @ûù\ùg Zêjò R^à ù^fê _eûö
R¬ûkùe ò̂ù¿hòZ bâû« G cû^a,
aêSò ^ _ûeA Zòùk cêqòe ùMøeaö
R^à-céZêý @ûa©ðù^ ~êM ~ûG aòZò,
aêSò ùi ̂  _ûùe ÊMð-c©ðýe _âZúZòö

aògß_òZû CaûPÿ:
Kégaò¡ céZýê ùZûe Ê_^ icû^,

ùcûe @ûgúaðû\ ù^A ùja ^a R^àö
Zê ejòaê Pòe¬úaú aògß jòZ _ûAñ,

ù\LûAaê cêqò _[ ̂ òüiù¦j ùjûAö
ùjaê Zê ù_âcûaZûe cû^a KfýûùY,
@ûgû @ûgßûi^û Seòa \êüLú ]eû]ûùcö
cû^a ùLûRòa ùZûùZ iêL\êüL ùcùk,
ùjaê Zê @ce ZûKê ù^A ò̂R ùKûùkö

vvvvvvvvvv
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ceúPòKû - @¤ûd 1
aòKûg ùaùjeû, Ißûfòwù`ûWðÿ, Kù^KÖòKUþ

@ ò̂\âû eûZò_ùe @iÚòe c^ ù^A CVòfû gòLû,
@ ò̂½òZ jûZùe ùKcòZò @ûuòa ò̂R bûMýùeLû !

@ûRò ùaûù] ùjA_ûùe icúe ij ùgh ù\Lû,
ùKcòZò aû§òa, ùKcòZò QûWòa ~òG Rúa^e iLû ?

ùKùZ aêSûAùf ùKùZ gòLûAùf cû ò̂fû ò̂ KòQò K[û,
_Y ]eòQò aòù\g ~òa ùi, ù~ùZ aêSûAaû iaê aé[û ö

baòhýZ MXòaûKê, @ù ß̂hY KeòaûKê ò̂R Cy @ûgû,
CWò~òa ajê\ìe @ûKûgùe, QûWò ò̂R ije, ò̂R aiû ö

ùKcòZò QûWòa gòLû, ò̂R c^ flý KeòaûKê ù\g ùiaû,
Kùfoe bûùa ò̂~êqò _ûAñ ùi KeòQò ùKùZù~ ùPÁû !

IWÿò@û eûùRý ò̂~êqò _ûA ùi ùKcòZò QûWòa Rúa^e \úlû,
ù_âcKê @ûjêZò ù\a, iaê Ê_Ü, @ûgûKê Keò Cù_lû ö

\g ahðe ù_âce iµKð @ûRò \êA cêjûùY ùjûAQò Vò@û,
ù_âc _eòiúcû @ûC \úlûe _eòbûhûe \êAUò bò^Ü ^û@û ö

gòLû Kùj bûMý ùLûRòaûKê KY @ûagýK ùcû’Vê \ìùeAaû ?
GùZ KÁ KY GA cûUòùe \êùjñ cògò @ûc Ê_Ü MXòaû ?
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icúe \éX c^ Kùj Pûjêñ ò̂ cêñ iúcòZ KeòaûKê ùcû iû]^û
i`kZû Pûùjñ cñê, ijò_ûeòaò̂ ò cêñ aò̀ kZûe ùa\^û ö

gòLûe fêj _âgÜ _Pûùe iµKðVê U_òMfû Zc Kcð i`kZû ?
bêfòMf _âYde _âZògîZò, _âúZòe @ûfòw^ I ùiÜjgâ¡û?

bêfò̂ ò KòQò cêñ , aêSòaûKê ùPÁûKe ùcû flý, icúe aòaùg Kùj,
iaê Ê_Ü, iaê Lêiò ùZûkòù^aû, @ûi ùcû iõùM cògò \êùjñö

~êqò aûùX gòLû, ùKcòZò bêfòaò cêñ _eòaûe I icûR _âZò K©ðaý I ccZû,
Zêùc ùcû ù_âce gòLe, Kò«ê Gcû^u aò̂ û Lûfò ejòa ò̂Rð^Zûö

Zêc Rúa^ùe ^ûjó ùcû @ÉòZß, cêñ GK @^ûcù]d bìcòKû,
Zêc KûjûYúùe cêñ GK @¡ð ePòZ KÌòZ MÌ, icúee GAK[ûö

icúe aòjúù^ gòLûe ^ûjó KòQò Mûeòcû, iÚòeZû Kò @iÚòeZû,
iaê iáZò, Ê_Ü, ù_âcKê iRûWò, Keòa gòLû icúee @ù_lûö

vvvvvvvvvv
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C_jûe
gêPòiàòZû _Šû, PòKûùMû

Èú CaûP:

_âûY _âòd ùcûe, ùj ùcûe _âûY ^û[,
ùi aûWÿòLûA ùcûaûAf Uû QûWò, UòùK Ke ùcû C_ùe ^Re _ûZö

Kò ùakûùe ù~ iàûUð ù`û^UòG C_jûùe ù\fò Zȩ̂ Kê,
jRò Mfû iaê mû^ Zêce, ]iò Mfû ùcû iõiûe PêfòKê ö

\òaû eûZò iaê GK Kf Zû iùw,
ewú^ ùakû MWÿòfû, jßûUèþ @û_þ, ù`iþ aêKþ @ûC, ACUêaþe aýõùMö

Zêc jûZùe ù~ ùcû jûZ @ûC Q¦ò ùjC ò̂,
ùi jûZùe Lûfò ejêQò ùcû iCZêYúö

@[ð jû ò̂ _âûY _úWû iaê Z ùjfû,
KûjûKê ù~ ù\ùLAaò ùcû @RûMû Nû@û !

GZòKò ùcû @kò ùj Êûcú eL ùcû Mêjûeò,
ùi Nebûwò fûMò bû~ðýûKê ~òa ò̂ _ûùiûeòö

GcòZò ùKùZ @ûiò ùKùZ ~òùa ùj _âòdZc _âûY _lú ùcûe,
Kò«ê a\kòa ò̂ ùKùa ùcû ùUKù^ûùfûRò ejòaò iað\û ùjûA cêñ Zêceö
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Êûcú CaûP:

cû^ bûw cû^cdú ùjû _âòùd ùcûe,
ù\aò cêñ @ûRò G iaêe C©e, @ûùMû, UòùK [d ]eö

C_jûùe Z ù\AQ ùi iàûUð ù`û^ UòKê,
@ûC ù^AQ aò C_jûùe @ûA_ýûWÿþ UòKê, Gùa gû« Ke, Zêc jé\de RßûkûKêö

Zêc Kck ùfûP^ \êA _ûCùj aògâûc,
ùj ^d^ Zûeû ! ùi @ûA_ýûWÿþVê bfû, ò̂@ ùj aòeûcö

N<û N<û ù`iþ-UûAcþ aû©ðûkû_ aû_ Ne iõùM,
aûKò icd ~ûCQò GPþ aòI _âûAcþ @ûC jêfêe `ûù¦ö

bkòbkò Êû\òÁ aý¬^ ACUêaþ ùe ù\LêQ iaê \ò̂ ,
ùjùf _ehêQ @ Ü̂_ì‰ðû Lûfò iòSû @ûkê @ûC ù_ûWû aûAMY !

iað\û iaê _ûUðòKê Z Kf aòkù´ _\û_ðY ùj ù\aú,
KY adi fêùPA ùja? ù~ùZ ùaûkò ùjùf aò !

RûYòQò RûYòQò _âòdû Zêùc ajêZ iê¦e,
ùjùf ùi \_ðYUû QûWò @ûLô _Wê G @]c C_eö

ùMû _âòùd, ùKùZ @ûiò ùKùZ Mùf Zêce Kò ~ûG ?
‘cêñ ejòQò, ejòaò ùjûA Zêce’, Gdû \ò^eûZò Kùjö

_òfû CaûP:

aû_û, cû gêY,
eûZò_ûAñ LûAaûùe @ûRò KY ù\a ?

vvvvvvvvvv
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bûMýcþ `kZò iaðZâ!
ù\aeûR iûjê, ùceòfûŠ

ajòUòe ^ûñ
"ùcKiðþ @ þ̀ ùWÁò̂ ò'
gòlK _Pûe«ò, ‘KòG RûYòP
‘ùWÁò^ò’ g±e @[ð?’

RY RY Keò Vò@û Keû«ò
jñ Kò́ û ^ûjó C©e _ûAñ
ùKak RùY QûZâ i^Z
Kùj, ‘jñ, ùi RûYòPòö’

cêñ ^Z cÉK ùjûA Vò@û jêG,
RûYò̂ ò ùaûfò Kùj
ùcûe gòlKuê
iòG ùcûe _òZûö

IWÿò@û bûhû _âZò ù_âc Zûue
@cû_ I @a‰ð̂ úd,
AõeûRú KaòZûe _\ýû ê̂aû\ Ke«ò
ijR iek bûhûùe Zêe« ö
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Wÿûù`ûWòf KaòZûKê ùfL«ò,
"bâcò bâcò GKûKò Mfò cêñ \òù^
_ûjûùWÿ ùcN LŠ bûùh ù~iù^'
cûZébûhûe cj©ß _âcûYòZ Keòö

_êYò eûZâò @ûKûgKê ù\LûA
gêYû«ò MúZ ùcûùZ
"cò¬ò cò¬ò ùjC Zê UòKò ZûeKû
KòG Zê Kò cê bûaò jêG ZûUKû'ö

_êZâ _òZûVê @]ôK mû^ú ùjC
GA cª _âiûeòZ Ke«ò,
ùi[ôe C©eû]ôKûeú jêG^û cêñ
IWÿò@û iûjòZýùe @aû iõÄéZ mû^ùeö

^^ûu @ûù\g - ‘Nùe ej
aòù\g ~û@ ^ûjó’,
bûMýe aòW´^ûùe jêG^û i¸a
bûMý ò̂cðûZûu ò̂ùŸðg Kò a\kûA ùja?
bûMýcþ `kZò iaðZâ !

vvvvvvvvvv
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bûhû, bûa I a‰ð
aòRdùcûj^ cògâ, ùK ấòRþ, cûiûPêùiUþi

cYòh ~ûjû g± aû bwúùe _âKûg Kùe, ZûKê bûhû Kêjû~ûG ö bûhû cYòhe ò̂Rißö bûhû
_Qùe [ûG bûa^û, bûa^û cYòhe ò̂Rißö @ù^K icdùe bûa^û @wbwú aû g±ùe _âKûgòZ
ùjûA_ûùe ̂ ûjó Gaõ geúeùe _âbûa iéÁò Kùeö bûa^û cYòhe c^e, cYòhe Kû~ðýKkû_ bûa^û
\ßûeû _eòPûkòZ jêGö cù^ûbûa _âKûg Keòaû ùjfû bûhûö bûhû Zò@ûeòùe cYòhe cÉòÃ iµéq ö
bûhû _âKûg Keò_ûeòaû GK _âKûee gqò ùaûfò bûeZúd gûÈcû^uùe @ûùfûPòZ ùjûAQò ö

bûhûe iéÁò bûaeê _âùZýK _âûYúe ̂ òRe ißbûa @Qòö Gjû ùjfû R^àMZö ùKøYiò aÉê aû
NUYû ij @ûce iµKðKê @ûce ißbûa ̂ òdªY Kùeö @ûce iêL\êüL, ùeûMùa÷eûM, gû«ò I @gû«ò
@ûce ißbûa @]ú^ùeö ißbûa cYòh bòZùe Kò_eò Zò@ûeò jêG, Zû’e MùahYû ùjûA û̂jóö gûÈKûecûù^
_âKéZò ùaûfò ùMûUòG _âz Ü̂ gqò ißbûae aúR ùaûfò cZ eLôQ«ò ö G’ \éÁòeê _âùZýK cYòh @^ýVûeê
ißbûaùe @fMûö

Gjò ißbûaMZ cYòh _êYò ì̂@û bûae i¹êLú^ jêG ö KòQò gûeúeòK bûa, @ûC KòQò cû^iòK
bûaö gûeúeòK @õgùe ùbûK, ùgûh, @iêiÚZû, _âi Ü̂Zû, fd aû aòfdKê bûa Kêjû~ûA[ûGö G’
bûa ùjfû iÚìk, geúe _âKûg Kùe ö cû^iòK bûa ùjfû iìlà, Gjûe _âKûg c^ bòZùe jêGö
gûeúeòK bûa geúe iéÁò Kùe, cû^iòK bûa c^ bòZeê iáZò Reò@ûùe iéÁò ùjûA_ûùe aû aûjûe
RMZeê c^ bòZùe _âùag Keò_ûùe ö

cYòh c^ùe @ûVUò iÚûdú bûa @Qò ùaûfò gûÈKûe beZ cê̂ ò Zûu ^ûUýgûÈ _êÉKùe
CùfäL KeòQ«òö iÚûdú bûae @[ð ùjfû NUYû _âbûaùe @ûce cû^iòK @aiÚû _eòa©ð̂ Kê @ûùc
@ûVUò ò̂ŸðòÁ bûaùe @^êba Keò_ûeêö c^e bûa geúeùe aòKúeòZ jêG, icMâ geúe ùijò
bûaùe fú^ jê@«ò ö Gjò _âKûee gûeúeòK cì©ðòKê cê\âû Kêjû~ûA[ûGö cê\âû Reò@ûùe \gðK c¤ùe
bûa RûMeY Keû~ûA_ûùe ö

bûae MêeêZß ù^A @ûùc ]ß ò̂ iéÁò Keê ö G’ ]ß ò̂ ùjfû @ûce g± @ûKûeùe @«ee bûa
_âKûgö ùa÷dûKeYòK _ûYò̂ ò LâúÁ_ìað PZê[ð gZû±úùe cYòhe PChVòUò ̂ òŸðòÁ ]ß̂ ò _âKûg Keò_ûeòaûe
gqò @Qò ùaûfò gûÈ Kùf ö G PChVòUò ]ß̂ òKê a‰ð ùaûfò ̂ ûñ ù\ùfö iõiûee icÉ c ê̂hýKéZ ]ß̂ ò
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Gjò a‰ðcû^ue icûjûe ùaûfò iò¡û« ùjfûö ùZYê iõiûee icÉ aÉê I NUYûKê Gjò a‰ðcû^u
Reò@ûùe ]ß̂ ò jòiûaùe _âKûg Keû~ûA_ûùe ùaûfò ùa÷mû ò̂K cZ ùjfû ö

@ûùc _â[ùc Kjòfê ù~’ aûjûe aû bòZee icÉ iù¦gKê cÉòÃ cêLýZü @ûVUò aòbûMùe
ZRðcû Keò[ûG ö G’ @ûV aòbûM ùjùf - géwûe, ùeø\â, KeêY, jûiý, aúb›, aúe, @nêZ I bdö
Gjûe @[ð ùjfû aògß aâjàûŠe icÉ aÉê aû NUYûKê Gjò @ûVUò bûMùe cYòh MâjY Keò_ûùeö Gjò
@ûVUò aòbûM aûjûee _eòùagKê @ûcKê @ûce ißbûaùe @ûùu Gaõ _eòùagKê aêSòaûùe iûjû~ý
Kùe ö

ajê _ìeûKûkùe Gjò_eò aÉêKê aêSò aÉêKê a‰ð ij ù~ûWû ~ûAQò ùaûfò @ûùc @ ê̂cû^ Keòaûö
aÉêe @ûKéZò @Qò, CyZû @Qò, aÉêZß @Qò, C_ûù\dZû @Qò - ùZYê aÉêKê a‰ð cû¤cùe _âKûg Kùf
aÉê i´§úd mû^ @ûùc ùjR Keò_ûeòaûö a‰ð cû¤cùe @ûùc aÉêbûa MâjY Keò_ûeòaûö Gjû ùjfû
^ûcKeYe aòùghZßö aÉêe Gjò ^ûcKê iõmû ùaûfò KêjûMfû ö Gjò iõmûcû^ue ajêk aýajûe
bûeZahðe ùa\gûÈùe ù\LôaûKê còkêQòö iõmûcû^ue ̂ ûcKeY ùa\ icdeê _êeêYûö

Gjò_eò aÉêbûaeê _â[c a‰ðe @ûaòÃûe ùaûfò @ûce @^êcû^ö G’ @ûaòÃûe @ûce
IWògûe _ûaðZý @*kùe ùjûA[ûA_ûùe ùaûfò Kêjû~ûA_ûùeö _â[c @le “@” ùjûA_ûùe,
Gaõ _â[c aÉê ùjfû “@MÜò”ö Rwfe ̂ ò@ûñ Kò_eò @MÜò g±ùe _eòYZ ùja Zûe ùa÷mû^òK Z[ý
G’ _~ðý« aûjûeò ̂ ûjóö Kò«ê ̂ ò@ûñ ù~ cYòhe _â[c iuU I aûiiÚû^e _â[c aû]K Zûjû aòmû^
Z\«eê ̂ ò‰ðòZ ùjC@Qò ö

aÉê ij a‰ð iõù~ûM ùa\_ûV Keò _eúlû Keû~ûA_ûùeö GKûleú bûhû Gùa c¤ cûk
@*kùe _âPkòZ [ôùf c¤ MùahYû ùjûA^ûjóö GKûleú bûhû aÉê_â]û^ I iße_â]û^ö iße ùjfû
aÉêe aòKéZòe a‰ðùe _eòPdö aÉêe iÚû^, icd, _eòùag, PkY - G icÉ ùjfû aÉêe aòKéZòö
aÉêe a‰ð _eòPd iûwùe Gcûù^ icùÉ aÉêe iûõ_âZòK flYö G’ flY iße cû¤cùe a‰ð̂ û
Keû~ûA_ûùeö icd, _eòcûY, MZò iûwùe ißee cû_ C_ùe ùa÷mû ò̂K MùahYû ùjûA^ûjóö

aûjûe RMZeê aÉêe \égý @ûce A¦âòdcû^u Reò@ûùe @ûce cÉòÃùe _jù*ö cÉòÃ G
icÉ \égý Z[ý aòùgæhY Keò cÉòÃMZ eûiûd ò̂K aÉê I aûKý iéÁò Kùe ö cÉòÃ bòZùe _âùZýK
\égý ùMûUòG ùMûUòG aûKý ö \égýKê aûKýùe _eòYZ Keòaûe @ûce ò̂Re ùcøkòK ißbûae
@a\û^ @Qò ö ùZùa Gjò aûKý ùjfû cÉòÃe bûhûö aûKýKê Zò@ûeò Keòaû ùjfû cÉòÃe aýûKeYö
G’ aýûKeY ùR÷aòK I eûiûd ò̂Kö

cÉòÃMZ a‰ðaýûKeY i§û^Kû~ðý Gùa jó @ûe¸ ùjCQòö g± Reò@ûùe a‰ð _âKûgòZ
ùjùf Gjò aýûKeY a‰ðKê gévkòZ Kùe ùaûfò @ ê̂cû^ Keû~ûA_ûùeö ùa÷dûKeYòK _ûYò̂ ò
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ùa\e a‰ðgéZòKê @^êgúk^ Keò _âKûgòZ g±eê bûhûe _â[c aýûKeY iéÁò Keò[ôùfö a‰ðeê g±
Zò@ûeò ZûueòVûeê jó @ûe¸ö G’ g± iaê _é[ôaú~ûK aýû_ú aòbò^Ü bûaùe eì_û«eòZ ùjûAQòö
ùbøùMûkòK iÚû^ ù^A ì̂@û iõmû c¤ iéÁò ùjûAQò ö

a©ðcû^ _é[ôaúe bûhû ùa÷PòZâýùe iaê bûhû ù~ aÉê a‰ð̂ û Zû’ aêSûAaû fûMò G’ _âa§Uò
ùfLôfò ö iû]ûeYZü bûhû gòLû~ûG ùaûfò Kêjû~ûG, bûhû cYòhe _âKûg gqò ùaûfò Kêjû~ûG^ûjó ö
ùKøYiò aÉêe _âZýd Qaò iaê cÉòÃùe icû^ ö ùijò QaòKê iµì‰ð bûaùe _âKûg Keò_ûeòaû ùjfû
aÉêa‰ð^û ö cÉòÃ iak I iêiÚ ejòùf @ûùc iße _âùdûM Keò aÉêKê bûhûùe eì_ ù\A Rúa«
Keò_ûeòaû ö

vvvvvvvvvv
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cêñ I ùcûe RûZúdZûe aòa©ð̂
Zû_iú cjû_ûZâ, jûWðÿù`ûWðÿ, Kù^oòKUþ

\úNð GùKûAgò ahðe @ûùceòKû ejYò bòZùe G ù\g ùcûùZ ùKùZ IWÿò@û Keò eLôQò,
ùKùZ bûeZúd bûa aûKò QûWÿòQò aû ùKùZ _eòcûYùe @ûùceòKúd Keò iûeòQò, ùiA jòiûa
KeòaûKê ùKùa aò ùPÁû Keò ^ûjóö _eòa©ð^gúk \ê^ò@ûùe cêñ @aû ùKcòZò @_eòa©ðòZ ùjûA
ejò[û«ò! ùMûUòG ahðe Kû~ðýR ò̂Z Pêqò_Zâ ]eò GKêUò@û @ûiò[ôaû Lû<ò IWÿò@û Sò@Uò bûeZúd
cìfýùaû]ùe RêWêaêWê ùjA @ûùceòKû cûUòùe _û\ ù\fûùaùk iµì‰ð bûùa @m [ôfû ù~ GA
_eù\g Zûe Rúa^e _ea©ðú _~ðýûdùe Kcðbìcò _ûfUò ~òaö ̂ òR adie _âûd @]û icd aòZòQò
@ûùceòKûùeö ùa÷aûjòK Rúa^ GAVò @ûe¸ KeòQò Kjòùf KòQò bêf ùja ^ûjóö _òfû Qê@û Ne
iõiûe iaê GA cûUòùeö ùcûe IWÿò@û _âûY IWÿògû cûUò ij ò̂RKê ù~ZòKò ù~ûùWÿ, bûeZ cû'Kê Zû
Vûeê @]ôK Sêùe, @ûùceòKû cûUòKê aò ùiZòKò ùfûùWÿö GA icÉu UYû IUeû bòZùe ùcûe
i«êk^Uû VòKþ ejò_ûùe ùaûfò ùcûùZ @^êbìZ jêGö

2002 ciòjûùe L&T A þ̂ù`ûùUKþ Kµû^ú Ze`eê ì̂@û ì̂@û @ûùceòKû @ûiò[ôfòö
ùi<þfêAiþùe @aiÚòZ GWÿIßûWðÿ ùRû è̂ @ ò̀iùe ùcûWêýfþ fòWþ bûùa Kûc Keê[ôfòö ùcûe Kû~ðý\lZû
_ûAñ @ ò̀iùe ajêZ @û\e, cû^ýZû còkê[ôfûö KòQò aò _âgõiû còkòùf ajêZ Lêiò fûMê[ôfû, _eù\gùe
ùcû ù\g, ùcû IWògûKê ùMøeaû ß̂òZ Keòaûe GAUû [ôfû ùcûe ùQûUò@û Gaõ _â[c _âdûiö @ ò̀iùe
Kûc Pû_ùe iûw iû[ô _ûAñ @ûù\ø icd ^[ôfûö ijKcðúcû^u ^ûc Gaõ Kûc QWû ùicû^u
aòhdùe @]ôKû KòQò RûYòaûe ùcøKû còkê ̂ [ôfû ö ùMûUòG ù_âûùRoþ _ûUðòùe ̂ ê@ûñ Keò @ûiò[ôaû RùY
ùP^ÜûA ijKcðú ijòZ K[û ùjC[ôfòö cêñ IWògûeê ùaûfò ò̂Re _eòPd ù\fò ö

"iZùe KY Zùc IWògûeê ? @ûabûa, ùagbêhûeê Z Rcû RYû _Wê ̂ ûjó !' @û½~ðý PKòZ
ùjûA ijKcðú RYK Kjòùf ö

"cûù^?', ùQ_ ùXûKê ùXûKê cêñ _Pûeòfòö
ùcû K[ûKê @YgêYû Keò ùi Kjò Pûfòùf, ""ajêZ Meòa eûRýùU IWògûö GAUû ùiA

eûRý ^û ù~CñUû _âZò ahð a^ýû, aûZýû, ceêWò aû @^ý KòQò _âûKéZòK \êaðò_ûK \ßûeû @ûKâû«
ùjûA[ûG?''
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K[ûUû ̂ òzK iZ ùjùf aò Zûu ißee aýwbeû AõMòZKê cêñ Rcû ijý Keò _ûeòfò ̂ ûjóö
IWÿò@û cû^, IWÿò@û @bòcû^ùe CaêUêaê cêñ ùcû eûMKê ^òdªYùe eLôaû _ûAñ ~[ûiû¤ ùPÁû
Keê[ôfòö

“jñ VòK KjêQ«ò, ̂ òRKê _âKéZòiÚ Keê Keê Kjòfòö'' aû@û aZûi @ûce Púe\ò̂  iû[ôö \eò@û
Kìkùe Ne KeòQê ù~ùZùaùk, Wÿeòaê KûjóKò? aò_\Kê \¸e ijòZ iûc^û Keòaû ùjCQò @ûce
R^àMZ Kkû ö ùZùa GZòKò cù^ eL«ê ù~, ùiA Meòa eûRýeê @ûiò cêñ @û_Yue cýûù^Re
bûùa Kûc KeêQò ö ùiA Meòa eûRýe ùfûK _ûLKê Kûcùe iûjû~ý cûMòaû _ûAñ @û_Y \ò̂ Kê \g
[e @ûiêQ«òö KòQò Z aòùghZß [ôa ùiA IWògû eûRýe ! KòQò Z ÊZªZû [ôa ùiA IWÿò@ûe !!”

eûMùe ùP Ü̂ûA aû Zûcòf^ûWê aòhdùe KòQò G_U ùi_U K[û Kjò ̂ [ôaûeê cêñ ̂ òRKê cù^
cù^ iûaûiú ù\C[ôfòö ùi \ò̂  ùcû IWÿò@û iõÄûe ùcû ù\g aûjûùe @ûC ùMûUòG bûeZúdKê aû
@ûC ùMûUòG bûeZúd eûRýKê @_cû^ Keòaûeê ò̂aéZ Keò[ôfû ö

@ûC[ùe ùicòZò @ ê̂eì_ GK @ ê̂bìZò ùjA[ôfû 2005 ciòjûùe, jûUðù`ûWðÿùeö ùMûUòG
icûùeûjùe \òfäúe Rù^÷K a§ê ùcûùZ iûC[þ AŠò@û (\lòY bûeZ)eê ùaûfò _eòPd KeûAùf ö
cêñ iûùw iûùw Zûuê iõùgû]^ Keò, ‘cêñ IWògûeê ùaûfò’ Kjòfòö “\òfäú ZkKê iaê RûMû @ûc _ûAñ
\lòY bûeZ”, a§ê RYK jiò jiò Kjòùfö Zûue GA CWû Uò®Yúe ùiVûùe C_iÚòZ @^ýcûù^
aò Lêaþ cRû ù^C[ôùf ö IWÿògû Gaõ @^ý iaê eûRý KY C_jûie _âiw [ôfû? GùZ b\â, gòlòZ
ùfûK ùjûA aò IWÿògû Z[û @^ý eûRýcû^uê \lòY bûeZe @«MðZ Keòaû aû \lòY bûeZKê
@acû^^û Keòaû K[ûe Zûš~ðý cêñ @ûRò _~ð« aêSò_ûeò ̂ ûjóö @ûùl_ Keò \òfäú aòhdùe @ù^K K[û
Kjòaûe @aKûgKê Cù_lû Keò ùicû^ue ùbøMkòK mû^Kê cêñ ùi\ò̂  _âgÜ Keò[ôfò ö bûeZ @ûce
ù\g, bûeZúdZû @ûce _eòPd; bûeZ aûjûùe ejò _eÆe ijòZ ùiøjû\ðý_ì‰ð aýajûe a\kùe
_eÆee ùMûW UYûUYò, UûjòUû_eû (_âdûi) ijòZ cêñ Rcûeê ijcZ ùjA_ûeòfò ^ûjóö IWÿò@û c^
iûù[iûù[ bûeZúd _âûYUûKê ajêZ aû]ô[ôfû ùi\ò̂ ö IWògû _l ù^A @ù^K icd _~ðý« ~êqòZKð
( ò̂Re cZûcZ _âKûg) Keò[ôùf aò \òfäú Kò́ û @^ý ùKøYiò eûRý aòhdùe cêñ KòQò KUê c«aý ù\aû
_ìaðeê ùcûe IWÿò@û iõÄûe I bûeZúd cìfýùaû] ùcû aûU IMûkò Vò@û ùjA[ôfû; Gaõ ùi[ô_ûAñ ùcû
cûUò I ùcû RûZòKê _ê^ü KéZmZû RùYA[ôfò !

GA bòZùe @ù^K ahð aòZò~ûAQòö GcòZò @ù^K KòQò NUYû aò NUò~ûAQò ö ]úùe ]úùe
@ûùceòKûùe _âaûiú IWÿò@û, _âaûiú bûeZúdu iõLýû aò aXò PûfòQòö @ ò̀iþ, cfþ, ùMâûùieú
ù\ûKû^, _ûKðùe _âZò\ò̂  ùKùZ ̂ ê@û bûeZúd I IWÿò@û cêjñ ijòZ ùbU ùjCQòö Äêf ùLk Uòcþùe
bûeZúd aõgR, aòùgh Keò IWÿò@û Qê@ûuê ̀ êUafþ, ùaiafþ, iKeþ @û\ò ùLkòaûe ù\Lôùf QûZò
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Kêù‹ùcûU ùjA~ûCQòö ùcûe @Y-IWÿò@û Gaõ @ûùceòKúd aû§aúcûù^ ù~ùZùaùk IWÿò@û gûXÿú,
IWÿò@û KêZðû, IWÿò@û K_Wû, _ò_òfò Pû¦ê@û, IWÿò@û ZûeKiò Kûce Rò̂ òh @û\ò @ûYòaûKê aeû\ ù\CQ«ò,
@ù^K @û™iù«ûh còkêQò ö @ûùceòKûùe bûeZúd, IWÿò@û ùfûKuê CyÉeúd _\_\aúùe ù\Lô
c^Uû iMùað Kêeêkò CVêQò ö @ ò̀iùe ijKcðúcû^uê @aie aòù^û\^ _ûAñ bûeZKê ~òaû ù\Lôùf
ùcû Lêiòe iúcû _ûC^ûjó ö KcðùlZâùe ùKøYiò IWÿò@ûuê C Ü̂Zò Keòaûe ù\Lôùf, Zûuê a]ûA ù\aû
@aieKê cêñ @ûù\ø KeQWÿû Kùe ^ûjó ö

ùZùa Gùa aò IWÿò@û icûùeûjùe MõRûcú, KUKú, bêaù^gßeò@û, aûùfgßeò@û AZýû\ò g±
gêYòaûKê còkêQò ö […û cRûùe aýajûe ùjC[ôaû g± iaê @ù^K icdùe @_âúZòKe aòaû\ @ûWKê
UûYòù^aûe, @^ýKê @ûNûZ ù\aûe NUYû ùcû _ûAñ KòQò ̂ ì@û ̂ êùjñ ö @ûùceòKûùe cêñ GcòZò @ù^K
IWÿò@û bûhûbûhú a§êu aû\ aòaû\Kê iûc^û KeòQò, iaê Ròfäû I bûhûe icû^ZûKê ù^A IWÿò@û
iûwcû^u @ûMùe @ù^K ~êqò aò aûXÿòQò ö Kò«ê ùKøYiò ò̂ŸðòÁ IWÿò@û bûhûbûhú @*k Kò́ û aýqòuê
^úPû ù\ùLAaû Pò«û c^Kê ùKùa aò @ûiò̂ ûjó Gaõ ùi[ô_ûAñ _êYò[ùe ùcû IWÿò@û Êûbòcû^Kê
iûÁûw _âYò_ûZ RYûCQò ö

_êeêYû bêaù^gße RWKê ]eò, aâjà_êeùe R^cò, b¬cûUòùe Äêf I ùK¦êSeMWùe KùfR
iûeò[aû GA IWÿò@û _âûY cêq KŒùe ̂ òRKê bêaù^gßeò@û, MõRûcò@û, ùK¦êSeò@û Gaõ iùaðû_eò GK
IWÿò@û ùaûfò ùNûhYû Kùeö bêaù^gßee fòweûR, aâjà_êee aêXÿú VûKêeûYú, b¬^Mee cûñ
aûMþù\aú, ùK¦êSe NUMûñ ZûeòYú, _êeú RM^Üû[u bòZùe ò̂R AÁ ù\a ù\aúuê ùLûRò _ûAQòö
IWÿògûe _âZòUò @õPkùe bûhûbòò©òK CyûeYe aògòÁZû ùcûùZ PkP*k Keò\òG, _ûMkUòG _eò
_âZòUò RûMûe ùføKòK bûhû gòLôaûKê cêñ @^aeZ ùPÁû Keê[ûG ö

aòù\gùe ejò ̂ òR cûUò, ̂ òR RûZò _ûAñ RûMû Keê Keê, ̂ òR cûUò, ̂ òR RûZò _ûAñ Vò@û ùjC
ùjC, ̂ òR cûUò, ̂ òR RûZòe _âMZòùe ùeûcû*òZ ùjC ùjC, ̂ òR cûUò, ̂ òR RûZòe _âPûe I _âiûeùe
iûcòf ùjC ùjC _e ù\g cûUò, _e ù\g RûZòUû ò̂Re ò̂Re fûMòaûKê @ûe¸ Keò iûeò[ôfûö
@ûùceòKûe ùWû^Uþ bòZùe MRû, _ýû þ̂ ùKKþe ißû\ùe còVû PKêkò @ûaòÃûe KfûùakKê, cûiþW
_ùUùUûKê IWÿò@û @ûkê PKUû ijòZ Zêk^û Keê[ôfòö \ú_ûakò _ûAñ iùRA[ôaû @ûùfûKaZú iaêKê
jûùfûA^þ _ûAñ aýajûe KeêKeê @PòjÜû cêjñe ji iaê PòjÜûPòjÜû fûMòfû, @RYû cêñje fêj ù\Lô ùcû
ùKûj CKêUò CVòfûö bò̂ ÜZû bòZùe aò @bò̂ ÜZûe i©û jé\dwc Keê[ôfòö

“Zê _êeû @ûùceòKúd ùjAMfêYò, Zê @ûce aòù\gú ùccþ, Zê KY @ûC @ûùceòKûeê ù`eòaê̂ ò?”
iûw, a§êaû§au c«aý I _âgÜ iaê ùcûùZ @ûC aýZòaýÉ Keê̂ ûjó aeõ @ûùceòKûe

Rúa^ ùg÷kú aòhdùe KòQò GYê ùZYê gêYòùf ùcûùZ aòeq fûMêQò; @aòKk _âZòKâòdû ~ûjû cñê IWògû,
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bûeZ _ûAñ aýq Kùeö GA ù\ge ÆÁaû\òZû, aûÉaòKZû, C\ûegúkZû ùcûùZ _âZò cêjì©ðùe
@ûP ò́Z KeêQòö fl fl _âaûiúuê GA ù\g Zûe aògûk jé\dùe iÚû^ ù\AQòö GA ù\ge gòlû
aýaiÚû, @ûA^Kû ê̂̂ þ gévkûKê gZ _âYûcö RûZò@ûY _â[ûe Kê›òZ K\ûKûe Pò«û]ûeûVûeê G ù\g
ajêZ \ìeùe ö GùZ ahð ]eò _ûC[ôaû icÉ iêfb iêL ißûz¦ý iù©ß ù~ùZùaùk ùcûe bûeZúd
Gaõ IWÿò@û iûw iû[ôcûù^ G ù\gKê ̂ ò¦û, ZòeÄûe Ke«ò, @ûùceòKûe _l ù^A ~êqò aûXòaûKê cêñ
ùKùa _QNê*û ù\A^ûjó ö

ùZùa, cêñ @ûùceòKûe a‰ð ùa÷hcýaû\ I @û ầòKû cjûù\geê fl fl cYòhuê \ûi bûaùe
@ûYò @cû^êhòK bûùa Kû~ðýùe ò̂ùdûRòZ Keòaûe Kê›òZ AZòjûi i´§ùe @aMZ c¤ö aògße
@^ýZc cjûgqò @ûùceòKû ~ê¡ I KìU^úZòe _gûùLkùe ù~ iµì‰ð ò̂eù_l aû ò̂ùŸðûh, ùi
aòPûe c¤ ùcûe ^ûjóö a§êK bkò cûeYûÈe @aû] aýajûeùe GVò _âûYjû^ú NUòaûe Lae
MYcû¤cùe ù\Lôùf aû _Xòùf ùcûe @«eû™û Kû¦ò CùVö

ùKøYiò aýqò, RûMû, eûRý aû ù\g iaðMêY iµ‰ð ùjaû @i¸aö ‘ùiA @_ì‰ðZû bòZùe
_ì‰ðZûe @ ê̂ba jó Rúa^’ e gòlû ù\A[ôaû ùcû IWÿò@û iõÄûeKê ùcûe \ŠaZ RYûCQòö c^ ùLûfû
KéZmZû I jé\ ùcfû ÊúKéZòùe aògßûi eLê[ôaû ùcû bûeZúd _eµeû ò̂KUùe cêñ Pòe EYúö

G_âòf _jòfû CKôk \òaiùe ù~ZòKò C›ûjùe ùcû Qê@ûuê ùcû IWògû cûUò aòhdùe aLûùY,
@MÁ 15 Êû]ú^Zû \òaiùe ùiZòKò @ûMâjùe GK MaðòZ bûeZúd bûùa ZâòewûKê _âYûc RYûA
bûeZ cûZûe RdMû^ Kùe Gaõ RêfûA 4 @ûùceòKûe Êû]ú^Zû \òaiùe ̂ ûfò ù^kò ewe ùWâi
_ò§ò ùiZòKò ò̂Âûùe @ûùceòKûe iêelû _ûAñ _âû[ð̂ û Kùeö Gcûù^ icùÉ ùcû Rúa^e GK GK
@aòQò̂ Ü @w ö ùKøYiò ùMûUòKe @ ê̂_iÚòZò ùcûùZ bûwò Pêecûe Keòù\a; ùcûe @ÉòZße cìk\ê@ûKê
ù\ûjùfA ù\a ö

_Yû iõKâû«òùe RM Ü̂û[uê _Yû ùUKò Zêkiú PCeûùe _ûYò Xûkê[ôaû IWÿò@û _âûYUòG cêñö RûZò,
]cð, a‰ð ò̂aðòùghùe bûeZe aòbò̂ Ü _âû«ee HZòjý, iõÄéZò, aý¬^Kê @û\eò ù^A[ôaû @MâYú
bûeZúdUòG cêñö Kcðbìcò @ûùceòKûKê jé\de MbúeZc _âù\geê iû\e _âYûc Keòaûe iZþiûji
eLê[ôaû C\ûegúk @ûùceòKúd ^ûMeòKUòG cêñ ö IWÿò@û cûUòKê QûZòùe RûKò R^àbìcò bûeZ cûZûKê
^c^ Keò Kcðbìcò @ûùceòKûKê cû'e \Rðû ù\C[ôaû Êûbòcû^ú @ûùeûjú IWÿò@ûUòG cêñ ö
 Rd RM Ü̂û[ö aù¦ CKôk R^^úö aù¦ cûZeõö God bless America ö

vvvvvvvvvv
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@ûùceòKúd KaòZûe cêLý
]ûeûùe bûeZúd aõgR Kaò–

@ûMû gjò\ @fò
iZý _…^ûdK, Waäò̂ þ, IßûjòI

~êqeûÁâ @ûùceòKûe AZòjûi Lêaþ ùagò \ò̂ e ̂  ùjùf aò Zû'e _âMZò _é[ôaúe icÉ ù\ge
ùfûKuê @ûKhðòZ I Pc}éZ KeòQòö _âûd _âùZýK ù\ge ùfûK icdKâùc @ûùceòKûe ̂ ûMeòKZûKê
ÊúKûe KeòQ«òö ê̂ýdKð ijee cû^jûUû þ̂ @*kùe Pûfò @ûiòùf _âûd icÉ ù\ge ùfûKu ij
ù\Lû ùjûA[ûGö Gjû @ûùceòKúd iûjòZý Z[û KaòZûKê c¤ _âbûaòZ KeòQòö @ûùceòKúd KaòZû
Kjòùf ùKak ùMûeû ùfûK ùfLô[ôaû KaòZû ê̂jñ, ùi[ôùe @Qò @û ầòKúd @ûùceòKúd KaòZû,
ùfûjòZ bûeZúd KaòZû, Æû ò̂gþ @ûùceòKúd KaòZû, Ajê\ò @ûùceòKúd KaòZû, _ìað Giòd @ûùceòKúd
KaòZû, \lòY Giòd @ûùceòKúd KaòZû AZýû\òö GcòZò ajê-iõÄéZò, ajê-R^RûZúd ißee còk^
eê¡òc« KeòQò @ûceòKúd KaòZûKê ö \lòY Giòd @ûùceòKúd Kaòcûù^ ùjùf bûeZ, _ûKòÉû^,
aûõfûù\g, gâúfuû, ù^_ûk, acðû I cûk\ßú_ @û\ò ù\ge aõgRö Gjò ùMûÂúùe ùfLê[ôaû _âûd
_Pûg _ûLû_ûLô Kaò @ûùceòKúd cìkùiâûZ Kaòbûaùe RYû, Gcû^u c¤eê @¡ðû]ôK bûeZúd
aõgRö

@ûùceòKúd KaòZûùe bûeZúd iõÄéZòe PòZâ Lêaþ _âûPú^ö _âiò¡ @ûùceòKúd Kaò, _âûa§òK
Z[û iêaqû eûfþ̀  IßûfþùWû Gceþi þ̂ (1803-1882) uê ùKCñVê bMa\þ MúZûe K_òUòG còkòfûö
ùi ZûKê _Xò bûaaòjßk ùjûA_Wòùfö Zû_ùe jò¦ê ]cð, bMa\þ MúZû I C_ ò̂h\e Z©ßKê ù^A
ùfLôùf iê¦e iê¦e KaòZûö Zûu bûhYcû^uùe @û™ûe K[û, _ê̂ Rð̂ àe K[û Kjòùfö bMa\þ
MúZûKê ù^A Zûu _âiò¡ KaòZû ùjfû “ùiùfÁò@ûfþ fbþ”, “CWþù^ûUþi”, “aâjàû”ö “aâjàû”
KaòZûKê ùi ùfLô[ôùf 1856ùe ~ûjû 1857ùe “@ûUþfû<òKþ c^Úþfò” _ZâòKûùe _âKûgòZ
ùjûA[ôfûö Uò. Giþ. Gfò@Uþu ajêPyðòZ \úNð KaòZû “\ò ùIßÁfýûŠþ”e ùgh ]ûWò ùjfû “gû«ò gû«ò
gû«ò”ö icKûke RùY _âZòÂòZ Kaò ùjùf GfòRûùa[þ @ûùfKþRûŠeþ (1962-), ù~ @ûùceòKúd
eûÁâ_Zò aûeûKþ Iaûcûu g_[ MâjY C›aùe KaòZû _ûV Keòaûe i¹û^ jûif Keò[ôùfö Zûue
GK PyðòZ KaòZû ùjfû “cûUò LûA ò̂ Ké¾”ö cfò̂ þ ù_ùeAeûu ij GK iûlûZKûeùe GfòRûùa[þ
Kjò[ôùf ù~ “@ûUþ \ò GRþ @ þ̀ \ò ùiûiûAUò” ̂ ûcK GK _â\gð̂ úùe ùi ù\Lô[ôùf ùKcòZò ùQûU
_òfûUòG, Ké¾, cûuê _ûUò @ûñ Keò ù\LûAù\fû cûUò ^ûjó ùaûfò, cû' aògßaâjàûŠ ù\Lôùfö
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Gjû Zûue jé\dKê QêAñfû I ùi G KaòZûUò ùfLôùfö Gjû aýZúZ bûeZúd @û´Kê ù^A ùi iê¦e
KaòZûUòG ùfLôQ«òö @YZòeòg ahð adÄû Kaò I ^ûUýKûe, ùUWþ jêýRþ _êeÄûe _ûA[ôaû, ùKUþ
ùUùµÁþ (AõfŠ)u KaòZûùe ùMû@ûe icê\âKìke a‰ð̂ û còùkö

ê̂ýdKðe GK Kcê̂ òUò KùfRùe AõeûRú _âù`ie Z[û Kaò I _âKûgK eûfþ̀  ̂ ûRûùe[,
ù~ 1968ùe bûeZ QûWò @ûùceòKû @ûiò[ôùf, Kêj«ò, “cêñ cûwûùfûeúd Kûù[fòKþ, _âû[ð̂ û Kùe
ùKûuYòùe, MYòZ Kùe K Ü̂Wùe, _âZòmû Kùe Uêfêbûhûùe, MúZ MûG jò¦òùe, ùfùL AõeûRúùe
Gaõ @ûùceòKúd Ê_Ü ù\ùL”ö

icKûk @ûùceòKúd KaòZûe @ ê̂gúk^ KeòaûKê ~ûA aògòÁ @ûùceòKúd Kaò I @ûùfûPK
eòPûWð iòfaMð Kêj«ò ù~ icKûke CyùgâYúe Kaò ùicûù^, ù~Cñcûù^ “ÆÁ, _âûdZü icû^,
ùicû^ue iúcû _ûe ùjûA @ù^K icû«eûk KaòZû iéÁò KeêQ«ò”ö Gjò _eòù_âlúùe bûeZúd
aMðe Kaòcûù^ ù~ @ûùceòKúd cêLý ]ûeûe ùgâÂùe, G[ôùe iù¦j ^ûjóö Gjûe _âcûY ùjfû
aòRd ùghû\âúu 2014e _êfòRe _êeÄûe _âû¯òö _*û^ùa ahðe _êfòRe AZòjûiùe _â[c
bûeZúd aõgR Kaòuê _êfòRe _êeÄûe còkòaû, @ûùceòKûùe ejê[ôaû bûeZúduê GK @^^ý cêjì©ð
@ûYò[ôfûö

@ûùceòKúd KaòZûe cêLý ]ûeûùe ù~Cñ bûeZúd aõgR Kaòcûù^ ùfûKùfûP^Kê @ûiòQ«ò
ùicû^u c¤ùe @ûMû gjú\ @fò, eúZòKû IßûRòeû ò̂, cú^û @ûùfKRûŠûe, KûRòc @fò, ^úkû¬^û
aû^ûRðò, eaò P¦âû, PòZâû aû^ûRðò, ù\aKûeêYò, aòùaK ùR÷̂ , bû ê̂ K_òk, a¦^û Lû Ü̂û, aòKûg
ùc^^, Z ê̂Rû ùcjùeûZâû, @û~ðý^úk cêLûRðò, Gcò ù^PêKêcûUû[ôfþ, eûfþ̀  ^ûRûùe[þ, iPò̂
_ùUf, eaò gue, _âMúZû gcðû, gâúKû« ùeWò, eûRúa cjûaúe, eê_ò KûCe _âcêL @^ýZcö

Gjò Kaòcû^uê _Xòùf ù\Lû~ûG ù~ ùicûù^ ùKak iáZò, _eòPd, ]cð, ^\ú Kò
RjÜeûZòKê ù^A KaòZû ùfLê̂ ûjû«ò, ùicû^u Kû þ̂bûiþ icMâ iéÁòKê @ûzû\òZ KeòQòö ùicû^u
KaòZû _ûVKKê ùKùZùaùk iòù¶û ò̂ jfþ I RûRþ Käaþ ù^CQò Z @ûC ùKùZùaùk iê_eþcûùKðUþ Mkò
bòZùe aêfûCQòö ùKùZùaùk ̀ êUþafþ _Wò@ûùe Z @ûC ùKùZùaùk aûùÄUafþ ùKûUðùe ù^A
_ûVKKê QòWû KeûCQò ö Gcû^u KaòZû ùKùZùaùk Nì‰ðòaûZýû _úWòZ Kò́ û Kêýaûe eò̀ êýRòe ÊeKê
\éX KeûCQò Z @ûC ùKùZùaùk ùi_þùU´e GMûee gjú\ cû^u iáZòPûeY KeêQòö Gcû^u
KaòZû iùZR, iê\éX, Rúa« I cû^aòKZûe _eòPdö

G[e @ûi«ê aòùgh bûaùe @ûùfûP^û Keòaû @ûMû gjò\ @fòuêö
aòMZ Zòeòg ahðùe, @ûùceòKúd Kûaý iûjòZýùe ù~Cñ bûeZúd aõgR KaòMY ò̂Re

C_iÚòZòKê iê\éX KeòaûKê ùPÁûKeò i`k ùjûAQ«ò, ùicû^u c¤ùe @ûMû gjò\ @fò iað_â[cö
Sêµû fûjòeòu _êfòRe _êeÄûe, KòeY ù\gûAu cýû^ aêKe _êeÄûe, G_eòKò bûeZúd Êû]ú^Zûe
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_Pûg ahð _ì©ðò C_fùl ifþcû þ̂ eiþ\òu ̂ êýdKð UûAcþiùe bûeZúd iûjòZý aòùghûu _âÉêZò _ìaðeê
@ûùceòKúd iûjòZý RMZùe gjò\u ^û@ûñ @ûiò iûeò[ôfûö Zûue _â[c Zòù^ûUò KaòZû iuk^
“\ò jû þ̀ A*þ jòcûkdûRþ” (1987), “G ù^ûÁûfRòKþ cýû_þ @ þ̀ @ûùceòKû” (1991), “\ò K<âò
Ißò\ûCUþ G ù_ûÁþ @ ò̀iþ” (1997)ùe aòiÚû_^ I _úWûe K[û, _âòdR^, Ne, ù\g I cûUòKê
jùeAaûe ùgûK, ò̂Re Z[û ò̂R _eòaûee aòiáZ @ZúZ, AZýû\òe ajêk aýajûe Zûuê RùY
“ ò̂aðûiòZ” Kaòe Qaò ù\A[ôùf c¤ ùi ùiA bûa^ûKê ù^A Lêiòùe eêj«òö “cêñ AcòMâû<þcû^u
ijòZ ̂ òdcòZ bûùa K[û ùjûA[ûGö ùicûù^ ̂ òRe iõÄéZò Z[û RWKê jùeAaûe aýûKêkZû _âKûg
Ke«ò ö” cêñ Kùj, “ù~ _~ðý« CWûRûjûR aýaiÚû @Qò, Zêùc aù´ùe eêj, Kûgàúe Kò ̂ êýdKðùe
eêj, KòQò ~û @ûùi ^ûjóö”

ù`aé@ûeú 4, 1949ùe ̂ ì@û\òfäúùe, GK ùaø¡òK cêifþcû^ _eòaûeùe R à̂ ùjûA[ôùf
gjò\þ Gaõ Zûue _òfû\ò̂  KUò[ôfû gâú^Meùe ö “@ûc Nùe GK icdùe CŸðê, Kûgàúeú I AõeûRú
bûhûe aýajûe ùjC[ôfû, Gjò Zò̂ ò bûhûùe KaòZû _ûV Keû~ûC[ôfû, @ûc NeKê Kaò, iûjòZòýK
I iõMúZKûecûù^ ̂ òdcòZ bûaùe @ûiê[ôùfö Ne bòZùe iaêùaùk GK Mbúe iûõÄéZòK _eòùag
ejê[ôfûö cêñ @ûc Nùe ùKùa ùKøYiò _âKûee iõKú‰ðZû aû _âû«údZûe @ ê̂ba Keò̂ ûjóö”

gjò\u _eòaûee C\ûeZû ]cðKê c¤ QêAñ[ôfûö gâú^Mee @ûAeògþ Kýûù[ûfòKþ Äêfùe
Zûue @¤d^ @ûe¸ ùjfû ö “cêñ ùQûU [ôfûùak ùcû eêcþ bòZùe ùMûUòG ùQûU c¦òe KeòaûKê
Pûjófò ö aû_û cû ùcû K[ûùe eûRò ùjùf ö Zû _ùe \òù^ Kûù[fòKþ Pyð KeòaûKê Pûjófò ö ùi[ôùe
c¤ aû_û cû eûRò ùjûAMùf ö ùicûù^ ùcû _ûAñ Ké¾ I ~úgêu `ùUû @ûYòùf Gaõ c¦òe Zò@ûeò
KeòaûKê Kjòùfö @û™ûbòaýqò _ûAñ @ûc Nùe iê¦e _eòùag Zò@ûeò Keû~ûA[ôfûö”

aûe ahð adiùe gjò\ Zûue _â[c KaòZû ùfLô[ôùf, AõeûRúùeö “AõeûRúKê cêñ _âûdZü
\lòY Giò@ûe bûhû ùaûfò bûùaö aògßùe AõeûRú Kjê[ôaû ùfûKcû^u c¤ùe ZéZúd aéj©e ù\g
ùjfû bûeZö ùcû aòPûeùe Gjû i¸ûa^ûe \ßûe ùLûfò[ûG ö cêñ RûYò[ôfò ù~ cêñ @ûùceòKû @ûiòaòö
ùi[ô_ûAñ ùcû KaòZû iaêKê ùcû @ûiòaûe ajê _ìaðeê @ûùceòKûe _ZâòKûcû^uê _âKûg ̂ òcù« _VûC[ôfòö
~\òI ùcûe icÉ KaòZû iµû\Kcûù^ @ù^K \ò̂  _~ðý« ̂ ûc¬êe KeòQ«ò, cêñ Kò«ê GjûKê aýqòMZ
eìù_ ^ ù^A _VûA Pûfò[ôfò, jêGZ cêñ GK _âKûee @fûRêK [ôfòö”

\òfäú aògßaò\ýûkdeê AõeûRú iûjòZýùe Gcþ.G WòMâú ]eò 1976ùe gjò\ @ûiò @ûùceòKûùe
_j*òùf I ù_^þ ùÁUþ aògßaò\ýûkdeê _ò.GPþ.Wò WòMâú jûifKùfö _ùe _ùe ùi @ûeòùRû^û
aògßaò\ýûkdeê c¤ KâòGUòbþ eûAUòùwâ Gcþ.G þ̀.G WòMâú jûifKùfö ùi Zûue _â[c @¤û_^û
PûKòeú 1987ùe ̂ êýdKð eûRýe jûcòfU^ KùfReê @ûe¸Kùf Gaõ 1993ùe cûiûPêýùiUþi
aògßaò\ýûkdee AõeûRú aòbûMùe _âù`ie bûùa ù~ûMù\ùfö
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“ù~ùZ Kû~ðýaýÉ [ôùf aò cêñ KaòZû_ûAñ icd aûjûe Keò[ûGö iÜûZK ùgâYúùe _XûAaû
icdùe Pû_ @]ôK [ûG, KaòZû _ûAñ ¤û^ ùK¦âòZ Keòaû KÁKe ùjûA_ùWÿö ùZYê _âZò cwkaûe
KùfR Kûc _êeû a¦ Keò cêñ Nùe eùj Gaõ KaòZûKê \òGö KòQò ̂  ùfLô_ûeòùf c¤ cêñ KùfRKê
cù^ _KûG^ûjó, G_U ùi_U ùjûA bûa^ûùe icd aòZûGö “G ù^ûÁûfRòKþ cýû_þ @ þ̀ @ûùceòKû”e
@ù^K KaòZû cêñ G_eò bûùa ùfLô[ôfòö cûiûPêýùiUþùe ù~ùjZê iÜûZùKû©e QûZâuê _XûC[ôfò,
_âûdZü Lûfò icd ejê[ôfûö”

gjò\ Kûù_ðU C_ùe aiò Kò ùgûAKeò _â[c \êA Kò Zòù^ûUò Wâû`Ö Kfû_ùe, KµêUeùe
hûVòG Kò iZêeú Wâû Ö̀ UûA_þ Ke«òö ùMûUòG KaòZû ùfLôaû _ûAñ Zûuê i¯ûjeê Zò̂ òcûi fûMò[ûGö
“ùaùkùaùk jVûZþ c^Kê GcòZò bûa^û @ûiò[ûG, cêñ ~ûA ZûKê KûMR C_ùe CZûeò\òGö ùKùZùaùk
Kûjû cêjñeê KòQò gêùY @[aû ùKøYiò NUYûKê ù^A aûKýUòG c^ bòZùe ùfLô ùjûA~ûG, cêñ ̂ òRKê
ò̂ùR Kêùj, @ûü GA[ôeê KaòZûUòG jêGZ R^à ù^A_ûùeö Gaõ cêñ icd aûjûe Keò ù~ùZùaùk

GKû aùi, ùiA ]ûWòKê ù^A KaòZû C_ùe Kûc Kùeö”
KaòZûUòG ùfLôfû _ùe gjò\ Zûue @^ý Kaò a§êcû^uê _Xû«ò I ùicû^ue cZ

ùfûW«òö @^ýcû^u c¤ùe aògòÁ Kaò ùRcþi ùceòfþ [ôùf Zûue @«ew a§ê I Zûu KaòZûe
cj©ß_ì‰ð @ûùfûPKö 1995ùe ùRcþiu céZýê _~ðý« ùi gjò\uê KaòZû ùfLôaûe \òM\gð^
ù\A[ôùf ö “cêñ ùcû Kûcùe ùRcþiu C_iÚòZòKê _âPêe _eòcûYùe cj©ß ù\A[ûGö G_eòKò cêñ
@^êba KeòQò ù~ “\ò K<âò Ißò\ûCUþ G ù_ûÁþ @`òiþ” iuk^ Zò@ûeò icdùe ù~còZò Zûue @û™û
@ûiò ùcûùZ eûÉû ù\LûCQòö” Kjòaû aûjêfý ù~ GA iuk^Kê ùi ùRcþiuê C›Mð KeòQ«òö

icd icdùe _û½ûZý KûaòýK ùg÷kúKê ù^A gjò\u _eúlû ò̂eúlû CùfäLù~ûMýö
@ûùceòKúd KaòZûKê Zûue aòùgh @a\û^ ùjfû “MRfþ”ö “cêñ ù~ùZùaùk @ûùceòKúd KaòZûKê
_ûLeê ù\Lôfò, ù\Lôfò ù~ “MRf” ùg÷kúKê ù^A Gcû^ue bêf]ûeYû ejòQòö Gcûù^ “MRf”
bûaò @ûC KY ùfLêQ«ò ö ùRcþi jûeòi^ I @ûWâò@û^þ eòPþu _eò aògòÁ Kaòcûù^ GA bêf ]ûeYûe
gòKûe ùjûAQ«ò ö” ù ÷̀R @jc\ ù ÷̀Ru MRf iuk^Kê @ ê̂aû\ Keò ùi 1995ùe @ûùceòKúd
_ûVKuê ùbUòù\ùf Gaõ Zûu ò̂Re AõeûRú MRf iuk^ “Kfþ cò AicûAfþ Uê̂ ûAUþ”
2003ùe ^Uð^ _âKûg^ \ßûeû _âKûgòZ ùjfû ö

@ûùceòKúd KaòZû ù~ùZùaùk J_PûeòKeê cêqQ¦ @ûWKê Xkòfû, Kaò I icûùfûPKcûù^
_âûd \êA bûMùe aòbq ùjûAMùfö @ù^K ZKð I aòZKð Z[û aòù\ßh_ì‰ð aûZûaeY ù\A KaòZû
MZòKfûö “ùcû cZùe Gbkò ZKðe @ûagýKZû ^ûjóö @ûùceòKû _eò ]^ûXý ù\g Gbkò ZKðKê
C\ûeZûe ijòZ @û_ùYAù^aûe lcZû eùLö @ù^K bûa«ò ù~ @ûùceòKúd aògßaò\ýûkdcû^uùe
ajêkbûaùe Pûfò[ôaû Gcþ.G þ̀.G ù_âûMâûc cêqQ¦Kê _âiûeòZ Keòaûùe iûjû~ý KeêQò, ùcû cZùe
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ùiA@û ^êjñö Mfû Zòeòg ahðùe ùfûKcûù^ bûaò @ûiòQ«ò ù~ cêqQ¦ _âKâòdûùe ùicûù^ ò̂RKê
bfbûaùe aýq Keò_ûeòùaö Kò«ê cêqQ¦ ~ûjûKê iek fûMêQò ùicûù^ iù^Uþ Kò́ û ùiÁò̂ û
ùfLô_ûe«ò ö ~\ò Zùc Gjò ùg÷kúùe ò̂RKê aòPlY ùaûfò bûaêQ, ùZùa ZûKê ì̂Z^ bûaùe
Rúa^ýûi \ò@ @[aû cêqQ¦ùe ùfLôaûKê ùPÁû Keö Kò«ê ò̂dcòZ bûùa ùg÷kúKê a\kû@,
aòaò]ZûKê @û_Yû@, ì̂@û KòQò C_jûe ù\aûKê ùPÁû KeòPûfö”

KûgàúeKê ù^A bûeZe eûRù^÷ZòK \éÁòùKûY gjò\uê Mbúe @ûNûZ ù\AQòö “\ò K<âò
Ißò\ûCUþ G ù_ûÁþ @ ò̀iþ” iuk^ Zûu Gjò _úWûe ò̂\gð̂ ö Gjò iuk^ùe [ôaû KaòZûùe
C_ZýKûùe ejê[ôaû ùfûKue iõNhð, ùi÷̂ ýcû^ue i´§, K ð̀ê, iPðfûAUþ, a§êKe g±, ]ßõi
ùjûA~ûC[ôaû ijee PòZâ _ûVKe bûa^ûKê c¤ lZûq Keò[ûGö Gjò aòhdaÉêKê ù^A Zûue
@^ýZc iuk^ “eêcþi @ûeþ ù^beþ ̀ ò̂ òiþW” 2001ùe @ûùceòKûe ̂ ýûiþ^ûfþ aêKþ @ûIßûWðþ _ûAñ
`ûA^ûfòÁþ ùjûA[ôfûö Kò«ê ùKak ̂ òR ù\ge iûcûRòK aýûKêkZû Zûuê aý[ôZ Keò̂ ò, 1917ùe
LYò Kµû^ú ù`ùf_þi WRþ \ßûeû ùZe gj LYò gâcòKuê ùa@ûA^ bûùa @ûeòùRû^û eûRýe aòiþaòò
ijeeê aòiÚû_òZ Keû~òaû NUYû, @ûùceòKúd cìk iµâ\ûdu iõÄéZòKê ]ßõi Keòaû aòhdKê ù^A c¤
Zûue KaòZû iuk^ “G ù^ûÁûfRòKþ cýû_þ @ þ̀ @ûùceòKû”ùe @ù^K KaòZû ejòQòö “cêñ ùiA
ùfûKcû^u aòhdùe bûùa ù~Cñcûù^ HZòjûiòK gqò \ßûeû @ù^K KòQò jùeAQ«ò ö @^ý aûMùe
Kjòùf _é[ôaúKê @^êba Keòaûe Zûjû ùcûe \éÁòùKûY, cêñ ùiA @ûiqò bòZùe a*òeùjö” Zûue
GA @ûiqò Kò«ê Zûuê ùgûKe @]ú^ Keò_ûeò̂ ûjó ö “ù~ùZùaùk Zêùc _úWû~êq aòhdaÉêKê ù^A
ùfLêQ, Zêc _ûLùe ò̂½òZbûaùe Zû ò̂KUeê \ìùeA ejòaûe iû]^ @ûagýK aeõ Gjò \ìùeA
ejòaûKê aòhdaÉê @[aû Kkû bûaùe aýajûe Keû~ûA_ûùeö Zû ^ùjùf Zêc KaòZûe Êe
C^àû\e Êe _eò gêYû~òaûe i¸ûa^û [ûGö”

jò¦ê, cêifcû^ I _û½ûZý - G_eò Zòù^ûUò iõÄéZòe ]ûeùe QòWû ùjûA[ôaû Kaò ùiö
“_â[cZü cêñ ̂ òRKê AõeûRúùe ùfLê[ôaû Kaò ùaûfò bûùaö @û_Y ~\ò ùcû ̂ û@ûñ _ìaðeê aòbò̂ Ü C_û]ô
\ò@«ò ù~còZò Kûgàúeú-@ûùceòKúd, bûeZúd-@ûùceòKúd, \lòY Giúd-@ûùceòKúd, cêifcû^-
@ûùceòKúd AZýû\ò, GA C_û]ô iaê VòKþ ùjûA_ûùe Gaõ ùcûe MâjY KeòaûKê @û_©ò ^ûjó ù~
_~ðý« Gjû aéj©e bûùa aýajûe Keû~òaö @û_Y ~\ò ùcûùZ GcòZò C_û]ô ù\A iõKú‰ð Keòùa,
ùZùa Zûjû ùcûe ùfûWû ̂ ûjóö”

bûeZúd ~êa ùfLKu Kfc C_ùe gjú\u Mbúe aògßûiö ùi bûa«ò ù~, icd @ûiòa,
bûeZúd ùfLKcûù^ aògßiûjòZýùe ì̂Z^Zû @ûYòaûùe ilc ùjùaö “aògßiûjòZýùe @ûce eêPò
@ûccû^u c¤eê @ù^Kuê AõeûRú bûhûùe _â[c[e _ûAñ KòQò KeòaûKê ù\A_ûùe ö C_ ò̂ùagaû\e
AZòjûi ̂ ò½òZbûùa Zû ij ù~ûWò ùjûA ejòQòö MÌ ùlZâùe ifþcû^ eiþ\ò iÚû^ ù^A iûeòùfYòö
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Gùa ù~Cñcûù^ ùKûWòG ahðe @ûC \g _¦e ahð _ùe ùicûù^ jêGZ KòQò @iûcû^ý Kûc Keò
ù\LûAùaö bûeZúd AõeûRú KaòZû ùMûUòG ^ì@û \òM iéÁò Keòaûe @ù_lûùeö AõfŠ aò \òù^
ùiKþi_ò@eu ^û@ûñùe aògßiûjòZýKê ^ì@û KòQò ù\A[ôfûö”

@ûV Wòùi´e 2001ùe cûZâ aûC^ ahðùe Kýû^ieùe _úWòZ ùjûA @ûMû gjò\ @fò Zûu
bûAu @ûcùeÁ (cûiPêýùiUþi) aûiba^ùe céZêý aeY Kùf ö Zûu céZêýùe ùKak @ûùceòKû
ê̂ùjñ, aògße @ù^K ù\ge KaòKìk ùgûKû_æëZ ùjùfö ù~ùjZê ùi _é[ôaúKê, Zûu @ûL _ûLe

ùfûKuê _âPêe bf _ûC[ôùf, Zûu céZêý _ùe Zûue @bûa _eòflòZ ùjfû ö Zûue icÉ MRfKê
ù^A, Zûuê gâ¡û¬kò eìù_, 2003ùe “Kfþ cò AicûAfþ Uê̂ ûAUþ” _âKûg KeûMfûö

@ûMû gjò\ @fò jûcòfþU^ cjûaò\ýûkdùe cûZâ _û* ahð gòlû \û^ Keò[ôùf ùjñ, Lêaþ Kc
icdùe cjûaò\ýûkd _eòieùe GK cRaêZ i´§ Gaõ a§êZß iÚû_^ Keò_ûeò[ôùf ö ùi[ô_ûAñ
Zûu céZêý _ùe “@ûMû gjò\ @fò iûjòZý ̂ ýûi” Zûue icÉ _ûŠêfò_ò, PòVò Gaõ @^ýû^ý ùfLûKê
jûcòfÖ̂  aògßaò\ýûkdKê \û^ KeòQ«ò ö G[ôùe [ôaû PòVò cû^u c¤ùe ifþcû^ eiþ\ò, aòfþ Käò<^,
_âcêL Kaò cûKð ÁâûŠþ, Ißòfòdc cIðßò̂ , ùRcþi ùceòfþ. LâòùÁû`e ùceòfþ _âbéZòu PòVò CùfäLù~ûMýö
aKðþ fûAùaâeúùe GjûKê ÊZª eìù_ @ûùdûRòZ Keû~ûAQò ~ûjû cû¤cùe Zûue icÉ Kûc eòiyð
Äfûecû^uê iêaò]ûùe C_f² ùjûA_ûeòa I gjò\u Kûaý _eµeûKê a*ûA eLôùjaö

Gjò cjû^ Kaò Z[û @¤û_Ku iáZòùe dêUû aògßaò\ýûkd ù_âiþ 2003eê “@ûMû gjò\ @fò
KaòZû _êeÄûe” ù\A @ûiêQòö Gjò _êeÄûe _ûA[ôaû ~êa Kaòuê GK jRûe Wfûee ]^eûgò còkòaû
ij Zûue @_âKûgòZ _ûŠêfò_òe _âKûg^ ùjûA[ûG ö RùY bûeZúd AcòMâû< bûaùe aògßiûjòZýKê
@ûMû gûjò\ @fòu @a\û^ PòeiàeYúdö

@ûMû gjú\ @fòu \êAUò KaòZû

Ne
ù~Cñ ùfûK aûfò bòZùe ù_ûZêQò Zûe Ne
Gaõ ùLûkò aûjûe KeêQò _êYò [ùe,
_âùZýK i§ýûùe,
gòLêQò ùKcòZò MXòaûKê ùja Rfþ\ò
ù~ùZ Rfþ\ò bûwò_ûùe ùiö
ùcû aû_û cû gê@«ò @§ûeùe, gògêu _eòö
ùicû^ue ̂ òügßûie g±Vê
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cêñ @ù^K \ìeùe,
Kò«ê cêñ bûaêQò ù~ Ne Zûue VòKþ @Qò
Gaõ cêñ GVò ùgûA_ûeòaò
eûZâòe Kkû I Mjk ùKg
ùcû jûZcêVûùe ]eòö
ùcû aû_û cû gê@«ò @§ûeùe ö
ù~ùZùaùk RjÜ CGñ
eûZâòe ùKg ùcû jûZùe iù`\ jêGö
cêñ ùZejRûe cûAf \ìeùe ùi NeVê ö
cêñ RjÜKê eûZâòeê CùVA ^òG
Gaõ ùcûe aû_û cû ùgûAQ«ò gògêu _eò ö
“ùcû aû_û @ûC ^ûjû«ò,” aò\ìe ùfLôQò,
Gaõ RùkA \ò@û~ûAQò
@ûc Mûñùe ùcû aû_û cûu _ûLNeKê ö
cêñ aûe´ûe _XêQò ùi PòVòKê ö
ù~ùa cêñ CVòaò, ùcû ù\j ùjûA~ûA[ôa jâ\,
Zû ù\jùe ù\Lû~ûC[ôa _âZò̀ k^ ̂ ò@ûñeö

_âòd gjò\
Zêc iê\ìe ù\geê ùfLêQò cêñ ö
G_eòKò @ûùc ù~Cñcûù^ ejêQê GVò,
@ûcVê aò \ìe G ù\g ö
ù~CñVò @ûC ^ûjñ Zêùc ö
GVò icùÉ ò̂R Nee VòKYûKê
eLô[û«ò _ùKUùe, @Zò Kcþùe
céZ geúe Z _jñPò_ûeòa Nùe ö

@ù^K CWû Lae @ûiêQò @ûc ijeKê ö
Kò«ê iúcûa©ðú ijecû^ueê c¤ Lae @ûiêQò:
_êeêhcû^uê iûeû eûZò Lûfò _û\ùe QòWû KeûMfû ae` _ûYòùe ö
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Èúcûù^ NebòZùe GKûKúö ùi÷̂ ýcûù^ ^Á Keòù\ùf
ùeWòI I ùUfòbòR^ iaê ö
ùicûù^ @ûce NeKê bûwò LŠ LŠ Keòù\ùf ò̂R jûZùe ö

eòRIßû^Kê jZýû KeûMfû, Zêùc gêYò[ôaö
eòRIßû^: ÊMðe \ßûe_ûkö cûZâ @Ve ahð ZûKê ö
Mfû Kûfò jûAWþ@ûCUþ Kûù`ùe (icùÉ Zêc K[û _Pûe«ò ùiVò)
_âgÜùK¦âeê aûjûeKê @ûiò[ôaû ùhûjk ahðúd ~êaKKê
i\ý PòKò›û Keò[ôaû Wûqe Kjòùf – cêñ baòhýaqûuê
_PûeòaûKê PûjêñQò: Zû bûMýùeLûùe GcòZò KòQò @Qò
ù~Cñ[ôùe RûYò ùjûA[û«û ù~
\òù^ Zû jûZe SòfäúKê KUû~òa gûYòZ Qêeúùe ?

Gjò PòVò, A þ̂i@ûfäû, Zêc _ûùL _jñPòa,
ùcû bûA ~ûCQò Kûfò \lòYKê, ùiVê ùi _ùVAaö
GVò còkê̂ ò WûKUòùKUö @ûRò cêñ ~ûA[ôfò WûKNeö
^\ú ùi_ûeòKê ö ùicòZò M\û ùjûAQò aÉû aÉû @_jñP PòVò ö
@KiàûZ cêñ Pûjófò ZkKê Gaõ ù\Lôfò Zêc ^ûñùe PòVò LùŠö
_VûCQò ùcû PòVò ij ZêcKê ö ùaû]jêG, G PòVò Zû'Vê,
~ûjû aòhdùe Zêùc PûjêñQ RûYòaûKê ö

GVò aûKò iaê ùicòZò
~\òI @ûùc ZêcKê cù^_KûC[ûC ò̂dcòZ ö
Zêùc KY ù`eòa dû bòZùe? ZêcKê @ù_lû Keòaû
VòKþ ai«EZêKê @ù_lû Kfû _eò ö
@ûùc @ù_lû KeòQê aû\ûc `êfKê ö
Gaõ, ~\ò Bgße Pûjû«ò, @ûü!
iêLe ùiA \ò̂  iaê ù`eòa
 ù~ùa @ûùc ejê[ôùf ù_âcùe
Gaõ ù~CñVûKê Mùfaò
ùcNe aê¦û _Wê[ôfû @ûc _û_êfòùe ö

vvvvvvvvvv
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MWÿRûZ Mû§ú iûew]e
_\àgâú _ŠòZ Woe @«~ðûcú cògâ,
@û^¦ ^Me, ùXuû^ûk, IWÿògû

bûeZe ißû]ú^Zû iõMâûcùe _âcêL bìcòKû ò̂aðûj Keò[ôaû Zò̂ òRY cjûcû^auê ‘‘Mû§ú’’
^ûcùe ^ûcòZ Keû~ûAQòö ùicû^u c¤ùe _â[c ùjCQ«ò ùcûj^\ûi Kec Pû¦ cjû™û Mû§ú,
\ßòZúd Lûñ @a\êf M`e Lûñ iúcû« Mû§ú Gaõ iûew]e \ûi MWÿRûZ Mû§ú, iûew]e \ûi RùY
Kéhòaòmû^ú ùjùf ùjñ MWÿRûZ @ûù¦ûk^e Mû§ú I icûRaû\ @ûù¦ûk^e K‰ð]ûe bûaùe LýûZò
@Rð̂  Keò[ôùf ö

IWÿògûe c¤û*kùe @aiÚòZ ùXuû^ûk ùMûUòG icé¡ MWÿRûZ eûRý [ôfûö Gjò eûRýe
jùeKé¾_êe Mâûcùe 1886 ciòjû @ùoûae 17 ZûeòL Kêcûe _ì‰ðòcû Zò[ôùe iûew]e R à̂MâjY
Keò[ôùfö jùeKé¾_êe MâûcUò ùXuû^ûke _ìað C©e ùKûYùe cûZâ \g KòùfûcòUe \ìeùe @aiÚòZö
Gjò MâûcUò iûew]eu _òZû jùeKé¾ \ûi iÚû_^ Keò[ôùfö _òZû jùeKé¾ \ûi I cûZû cûYòK
ù\aúu ZéZúd K ò̂Â i«û^ [ôùf iûew]eö GMûe ahð adiùe ùi _òZûuê jeûA[ôùf ö
iûew]e cûYòK ù\aúu Vûeê R^àfûb Keò[ôùf Gaõ ]ûBcû@û Zêkiúu ùKûkùe aXÿò[ôùf ö
]ûBcû@ûuê ùi ‘‘Zêkiú cû@û’’ WûKê[ôùfö Zêkiú cû@û Meòa I ùQûU RûZòe ùjûA[ôaû ù~ûMêñ
iûew]euê Zûu iû[úùe ùMûUòG [ûkòùe LûAaûKê c^û Keû~ûA[ôfû ö Gjò K[û iûewu c^Kê
Lêaþ aû]ô[ôfûö GjûKê ùK¦â Keò ZêkiúKê PûKòeú QûWò ~òaûKê KêjûMfûö ZêkiúKê ù~Cñ\ò̂  Neê aûjûe
Keò \ò@ûMfû, ùi\ò̂  iûew]e C_ûi ejòùf Gaõ eûZòiûeû Kû¦ò Kû¦ò ZKò@û bòRûA ù\A[ôùfö
Gjò NUYû jó iûewu @«eùe aòù\âûje aúRa_^ Keò[ôfû ö Zûu \éÁòùe iaê cYòh icû^ [ôùf ö
^úPÿ RûZòe ùfûK ̂ êùjñ, ̂ úP Êbûae ùfûKu iû^Üò¤ùe @ûiòùf jó bf cYòh @aûUùe ~û@û«ò
ö Gjò ùPZ^û Zûue \éXÿúbìZ ùjûA[ôfû ö Mâûcùe aûfýgòlû _ùe iûew]e ùXuû^ûk ijeiÚ
Cy AõeûRú aò\ýûkd (a©ðcû^ aâR^û[ aWÿùR^û Cyaò\ýûkd)ùe _ûV _Xòùfö 1905
ciòjûùe Gjò aò\ýûkdeê _eúlû ù\A ùi KfòKZû aògßaò\ýûkdeê \ßòZúd ùgâYúùe G<ââû^è _ûgþ
Keò[ôùf ö Gjû_ùe ùi ùeùb^èû KùfRùe @¤d^ Kùf ö a©ðcû^e eû]û^û[ ùUâ^òõ
KùfRùe ùiùZùaùk ùeùb^èû KùfR Pûfê[ôfû ö iûew]e \ûiu ij_ûVú [ôùf _ŠòZ
^úkKŒ \ûg ö ̂ úkKŒu Reò@ûùe ùi _ea©ðú Kûkùe CKôkcYò ùMû_a§ê I @ûPû~ðý jeòjeu
ijòZ _eòPòZ ùjùf ö ùeùb^èûùe _Xê[ôaû icdùe ‘‘bûeZùiaK icûR iõiÚû’’ e ibý
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iò.bò. ùa÷\ý KUK @ûiò[ôùf ö Zûu aqaý I iû^Üò¤ iûew]euê _âbûaòZ Keò[ôfû Z[û Zûu
Rúa^]ûeûùe _eòa©ð^ @ûYò[ôfû ö

ùeùb è̂û KùfReê aòmû^ùe WòMâú fûb Keò ùi KòQò \ò̂  ^úkMòeòùe gòlKZû Keò[ôùf ö
Zû’_ùe gòÌaò\ýû gòlû ̂ òcò© iûew]e Rû_û^ ~ûZâûKùf ö Rû_û^ú bûhûùe eiûd^ gûÈ @¤d^
Zûu _lùe ijR ùjûA ^ [ôfûö ùZYê ùi @ûùceòKû ~ûA Kûfò̀ ‰ðò@ûiÚòZ aKðfò aògßaò\ýûkdùe
aòmû^ ùgâYúùe ^ûc ùfLûAùfö ùiVûùe _ûV _Xòaûùaùk iêAùW â̂ RùY Sò@ ầòWÿû jûCiâò[u
ijòZ Zûue a§êZß ùjûA[ôfûö Áû^ù`ûWð aògßaò\ýûkde QûZâú ̀ âòWÿû [ôùf RùY ùfLôKû I PòZâgòÌúö
iûew]e ầòWûuê aòaûj Kùfö ùijò aûjûNe jûIßûA \ßú_ùe ùjûA[ôfûö ùiùZùaùk iûew
jûIßûAùe GK Pò̂ ò KûeLû^ûùe PûKòeú Keê[ôùfö ùagú\ò̂  aòù\gùe PûKòeú ^Keò bûeZKê
ù`eò@ûiòaûKê iûew I ̀ âòWû Cbd c^iÚ Kùf Z[û 1920ùe aù´ùe @ûiò _j*òùf ö bûeZùe
_j*òò ùicûù^ KfòKZû, aûeûYûiú I ùKûPÿò̂ þ _âbéZò iÚû^ aêfòùf ö ̀ âòWû c¤ KòQò \ò̂  _ûAñ ̂ òR MéjKê
~ûA[ôùf ö 1927ùe iûew I ̀ âòWÿû KUKùe ejòùf ö ùijò ahð Wòùi´e 16 ZûeòLùe Mû§òRú
KUK @ûiòùf ö ̀ âòWÿû _â[c[e Mû§òRúuê iûlûZKùf Gaõ Zûue ùMûUòG PòZâ @ûuò[ôùf ö Gjû_ùe
iûew I ầòWÿû ùXuû^ûk @ûiòùf ö ùXuû^ûk ijeùe eûRûu @Zò[ôgûkûùe ùicûù^ _â[ùc
ejòùf I _ùe jùeKé¾_êe MâûcKê Mùfö jùeKé¾_êeùe KòQò icd ejò ùicûù^ ùXuû^ûk
_âZýûa©ð̂  Keò[ôùf ö AZýaieùe iûew]e bêa^ [û^û @]ú^iÚ IWÿògû Mâûc ̂ òKU aâjàKêŠVûùe
Rcò fòRþ ù^A @ûLêPûh Keòaû ù~ûR^û Keò[ôùfö ùZYê ùi `âòWÿûuê iûwùe ù^A aâjàKêŠ ~ûZâû
Kùf ö

@ûLêPûh Keòaû ò̂cò© aâjàKêŠVûùe GK iêaòÉéZ @*kKê iûew fòRùe ù^A[ôùf Gaõ
Rwf i`ûKeò ajê aýdùe @ûLê Kò@ûeò _âÉêZ Keò[ôùfö `âòWÿû I ùi ejòaû _ûAñ iê\égý PûkNe
Zò@ûeò ùjûA[ôfûö Wcgûk ̂ \úKìkùe ùijò iÚû^Uò _âûKéZòK ùgûbûcdú [ôfû ö ùicû^u \ò̂  Lêiòùe
KUê[ôfûö R^àbìcòùe GK Kéhòbò©òK Pò̂ ògòÌ _âZòÂû iûewue Ê_Ü [ôfû ö Kò«ê ̀ âòWÿû ùiVûùe @gßÉò
@ ê̂ba Kùfö Zûuê ibóG ùccþiûùja Kjê[ôùf ùjñ Zûu aûi^ ù]ûAaû aû fêMû i`û KeòaûKê
KêŒûùaû] Keê[ôùfö KûeY ùi LâúÁú@û^ [ôùfö Gjû ̀ âòWÿûuê aû]ô[ôfû ö ̀ âòWÿû @ ê̂ba Keò[ôùf ù~
RûZòùb\ I @§aògßûi bûeZùe \ûeò\âý I @^MâieZûe _â]û^ KûeYö aâjàKêŠe Kéhò̀ ûcðùe
KûcKeê[ôaû jkò@û, cìfò@û, còÈú, aùXÿA GK[û aêSòùf ^ûjóö ùXuû^ûk eûRû ^ûaûkK [ôaû
ùaùk iûew]e IWÿògû aâjàKêŠ @*kùe \gjRûe GKe Rwf aâòUòg _fòUKûf GùR<þu Vûeê fòRþ
ù^A[ôùfö eûRû iûaûkK ùjûA M\ò̂ gò̂  ùjaû _ùe GjûKê ijý Keò_ûeòùf ^ûjóö eûRûu
AwòZùe iÚû^úd jkò@û cìfò@ûcûù^ c¤ iûewuê KéhòKû~ðýùe ijù~ûM Kùf^ûjó ö eûRKcðPûeúcûù^
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ùijò @*kùe Meòa @û\òaûiú _âRûuê ]cKûAùf I ùaVò LUòaû _ûAñ aû¤ Kùfö iûew]e iKk
aòhd a‰ð̂ ûKeò Mû§úuê ùMûUòG _Zâ ùfLôùfö Zûue CùŸgý [ôfû ùXuû^ûk _âRûcû^u \êŸðgû
iõ_Kðùe Mû§úuê RYûAaû ö ̀ âòWÿû Giaê NUYûùe aòPkòZ ùjûA~ûA[ôùf ö Zûu \éÁòùe iûew]e
[ôùf RùY @û\gð _êeêh, Cy aýqòZß iõ_^Ü, KÁ ijò¾ê, KcðV I _âZòbû\ú¯ö @ù^K _âiwùe
iûewu ijòZ ̀ âòWÿûue cZû«e ùjfû I _ùe Gjò cZû«e c^û«eùe _eòYZ ùjûAMfû ö ùghùe
PûKe aûRò@ûKê ùK¦â Keò Êûcú,Èúu c¤ùe K[û KUûKUò ùjfû ö ầòWÿû iûewu Vûeê aò\ûdù^A
Êù\g _âZýûa©ð̂  Kùf ö _âZýûa©ð̂  _ùe ầòWÿû iûewu ijòZ Zûue _eòPd, a§êZû, ù_âc,
_âYd, aòaûj, aòùz\ I @]êeû Ê_ÜKê ù^A eP^û Keò[ôùf “My Marriage to India’’ö Gjò _êÉKUò
^ýêdKðe ‘‘\ò bû^MâûW ù_âiþ’’ 1930ùe _âKûg Keò[ôùf ö

ầòWÿû Êù\g _âZýûa©ð̂  Kfû _ùe iûew ò̂üiw ùjûAMùfö ùXuû^ûk eûRû iù¦j
Keê[ôùf ù~ iûew jó Mû§úRúuê ùXuû^ûke _âRûcû^u C_ùe ùjC[ôaû @ZýûPûee Lae Mê̄ ùe
ù\CQ«òö ùZYê KcðPûeú I ùfûKuê fMûA ùi iûewu Kéhò̀ ûcðUòKê ^Á KeòaûKê C\ýc Kùf ö
cûùfeò@ûùe @iêiÚ ùjûA iûew PòKò›û ̂ òcò© KfòKZû ~ûA[ôaûùaùk eûRû ùfûK fMûA aâjàKêŠe
iaê PûhNe ̂ ò@ûñ fMûAù\ùf ö iûewu aògßÉ béZý aûRò@ûKê ]eò ù^A Zûu aòeê¡ùe cò[ýû iûlý
ù\aû _ûAñ aû¤ Kùf ö ùi c^û Keòaûeê ZûKê Pûeò\ò̂  Kûk ùXûfNùe _êeûA gûeúeòK ̂ ò~ðýûZ^û
ù\A[ôùf ö KfòKZûeê ù`eò iûew ù\Lôùf Zûu PûhNe ù_ûWò _ûCñg ùjûA~ûAQò I KûeLû^û
_ûAñ ù~Cñ ~ª_ûZò KòYò[ôùf ùi iaê fêU ùjûA~ûAQòö eûRûu Vûeê ùi ù~Cñ FY @ûYò[ôùf ùijò
FY gêSòaû _ûAñ Zûu aòeê¡ee cKŸcû ùjûAQò ö ùi jé\dwc Kùf, ùXuû^ûkeê eûRZª ùfû_
^ _ûAùf gòÌûd^ @i¸a ö Zûu Rúa^e ùcûWÿ a\kòMfû ö ùi iûùjaú ù_ûhûK QûWÿò L\Wÿ
_ò§òùf Gaõ _âRûcŠk @ûù¦ûk^ ò̂cò© _âÉêZ ùjùf ö Gjû 1932 ciòjûe NUYû ö iûew]e
Mû§úRúu K[û cù^eLô Êû]ú^Zû @ûù¦ûk^ùe Sûi ù\ùf ö ùiùZùakKê ùi ̂ òüÊ ùjûA~ûA[ôùfö
Kéhò̀ ûcð _âÉêZò I ~ª_ûZò Kâd Keòaû _ûAñ fl fl Uuû FY Keò[ôùf Gaõ @ûgû Keò[ôùf Pò̂ ògòÌ
ùjùf ahðK c¤ùe iaê FY gêSòù\ùaö Zûue @ûgû ùXuû^ûk eûRû ]ìkòiûZþ Keòù\A[ôùf ö
ùiùZùakKê ùcûMfa¦ú @*kùe Mû§úRúu @ûjßû^ùe KõùMâi @ûù¦ûk^ ùZRò CVò[ûG, Kò«ê
MWÿRûZùe _âRûcûù^ eûRûcû^u bdùe KõùMâi gûLû ùLûfòaû _ûAñ Pûjêñ̂ [û«òö AõùeR ieKûe
c¤ _âRûcû^uê \c^ Keòaû_ûAñ eûRûcû^uê còfòUûeú ù`ûið ù~ûMûA ù\A[û«òö aâjàKêŠ PûhNe I
Pò̂ ò KûeLû^û ]ßõi ùjaû_ùe iûew KUKùe ejê[û«òö _ŠòZ ^úkKŒ \ûg, @ûPû~ðý jeòje,
CKôkcYò ùMû_a§ê I ̂ aKé¾ ùPø]êeú _âbéZò Zûuê IWÿògû KõùMâie ù^ZéZß ù^aû_ûAñ _âa©ðûAùfö
iûew]e Kjòùf, ‘‘cêñ FYMâÉ, FYeê cêq ùjaû _ùe cêñ Êû]ú^ cYòh ùjaò’’ö ùZYê ùi Mû§úRúuê
ùXuû^ûk eûRû _âRûcû^u C_ùe Keê[ôaû @ZýûPûe iõ_Kðùe RYûAùf Z[û FYcêq ùjaû ̂ òcò©
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ùewê^ùe ùMûUòG Pò̂ òKkùe PûKòeò Kùf ö 1932 Vûeê 1935 Zûu ò̂cò© @iÚòeZû I
@ ò̂½òZZûe ahð [ôfû ö _â[ùc ùewê̂ þ, _ùe KfòKZû I aòjûee Pµûe^ùe Pò̂ ò KûeLû^ûùe
cýûù^Re bûaùe Kû~ðýKeò ùi FYcêq ùjùfö Pµûe^ùe [ôaû ùaùk ùi Mû§úRúu _âZýl
iõ_Kðùe @ûiòùf ö 1928ùe KfòKZûùe @ ê̂ÂòZ KõùMâi @]ôùag^ùe _âRûcŠk @ûù¦ûk^Kê
ic[ð̂  RYûA GK _âÉûa MéjúZ ùjûA[ôfû ö 1931ùe aù´Vûùe @Lôk bûeZ _âRûi¹òk^úùe
IWÿògûeê flàú^ûedY iûjê, aò_ò̂  aòjûeú ùPø]êeú I geZ Pÿ¦â \ûi ù~ûM ù\A[ôùf; aù´
_âRûi¹òk^ú \ßûeû _âbûaòZ ùjûA IWÿògûùe GK _âRû i¹òk^ú @ûùdûRòZ ùjûA[ôfûö G[ôùe @ûVMWÿeê
eû]û^û[ e[, \g_fäúeê ùMûaò¦P¦â cògâ, jòù¦ûkeê KaòeûR aûfêùugße @ûPû~ðý, ZòMòeò@ûeê c]êiì\^
_…^ûdK, ùXuû^ûkeê ̂ ùeû©c \ûi I iZýaû\ú cògâ ù^ZéZß MâjY Keò[ôùf ö G[ôùe ibû_ZòZß
Keò[ôùf Aõ bêa^û^¦ \ûiö iûew Gjò i¹òk^úùe ù~ûMù\A ̂ [ôùf iê¡û bêa^û^¦ \ûiu ijòZ
ù~ûM ù\A[ôùf, Z[û Zûu bYRû ̂ ùeû©c \ûi I iZýaû\ú cògâuê ù~ûMù\aûKê ̂ òùŸðg ù\A[ôùfö
bêa^û^¦ \ûi ùXuû^ûk eûRûu @ZýûPûe I aýbòPûe iõ_Kðùe Z[ý bûeZ gûi^ aò]ûdK
ibûùe C_iÚû_òZ Kfû_ùe ùXuû^ûk eûRû bdbúZ ùjûAMùfö Gjò iaê Z[ý iûew]e \ûi
ù~ûMûA ù\AQ«ò ùaûfò iù¦j Keò, eûRû aâjàKêŠùe [ôaû Zûu PûhNe I KûeLû^û iõ_ì‰ð ]ßÉ
aò]ßÉ Keòù\ùfö Pµûe^ùe Mû§úRú iûew]euê _â[ùc R à̂cûUò ùXuû^ûkùe @ZýûPûeòZ _âRûcû^u
bòZùe iõMV^ KeòaûKê _eûcgð ù\A[ôùf ö

1932 ciòjûùe ùXuû^ûk ije ̂ òKUa©ðú VKÑe^kú _ûjûWÿ C_ùe eûRûu bûA _…ûdZ
^éiòõj _âZû_ ~Z^^Me ò̂cðûY @ûe¸ Kùfö G[ôùe jRûe jRûe _âRûuê ùaVòùe LUûAùf ö
ùicûù^ PêWÿûPûCk ]eò Mûñ cû^ueê @ûiò ùaVò LUê[ôùf ö Kûcùe @aùjkû Kùf ̂ òcðc @ZýûPûe
Keû~ûC[ôfûö ~Z^^Me [ôfû _âRûu ~ûZ^û ̂ Meúö _âRûcû^u C_ùe eûRû @ZýûPûe ijý iúcû
@ZòKâc Keòaûeê jRûe jRûe _âRû ùXuû^ûk eûRýQûWÿò ZûkùPe, @ ê̂Mêk, ùK¦êSe, iêKò¦û,
]cðgûkû, @ûVMWÿ, aûuú I KUK _kûAùfö GjûKê ‘‘jòReûZþ’’ Kêjû~ûC[ôfû ö _âRûcû^u Gjò
\êŸðgû KõùMâi c¤ùe [ôaû ùiûiò@ûfòÁ I Kcêý ò̂Á cû^u c¤ùe Zúaâ _âZòKâòdû iéÁòKfû ö ̂ aKé¾
ùPø]êeú, cûkZú ùPø]êeú, eaò ùaûh, bMaZú PeY _ûYòMâûjú, iêùe¦â̂ û[ \ßòùa\ú, @^« _…^ûdK,
iPÿò\û^¦ eûCZeûd _âcêL aò_äaú ù^Zéaé¦ eûRûu ò̂ùh]ûmû @cû^ýKeò ùXuû^ûkùe _âRûcêqò
@ûù¦ûk^Kê aýû_K Keòaûùe fûMòMùf ö Pò̂ òKûeLû^û PûKòeú QûWò iûew]e \ûi ùicû^u ijòZ
ù~ûMù\ùf ö 1937ùe KUKVûùe KõùMâi ù^Zû _…ûbò iúZûeûcûdûu ibû_ZòZßùe HZòjûiòK
IWÿògû MWÿRûZ _âRû i¹òk^ú @ ê̂ÂòZ ùjfûö _âRûcûù^ G[ôùe ù~ûM ^ ù\aû _ûAñ PKâû« Keò
eûRûcûù^ ùMûA¦û ù_ûfòiþ I RMê@ûk ̂ ò~êq Kùfö KUKYû iù©ß i¹òk^úùe IWÿògûùe QaògùMûUò
MWÿRûZeê gZû]ôK Kcðú ù~ûM ù\A[ôùf ö Gjò i¹òk^úùe eûRZªe Cùz\ I ùcûMfa¦ú ijòZ
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MWÿRûZ MêWÿòKùe cògâY \ûaò Keû~ûA[ôfû ö i¹òk^úùe IWÿògû MWÿRûZ _âRûcŠk aò]ôa¡ bûùa
MVòZ ùjfû Gaõ Woe _…ûbò iúZûeûcûdû ibû_Zò, iûew]e \ûi iû]ûeY iõ_û\K I Woe
aògß̧ e e[ ùKûhû¤l ò̂aðûPòZ ùjùfö Kû~ðýKûeú KcòUòKê ò̂aðûPòZ ùjûA[ôùf eû]û^û[ e[
(@ûVMWÿ), jeùcûj^ _…^ûdK (ùXu^ûk), ùMûaò¦ P¦â cògâ (\g_fäö), aûfêùugße @ûPû~ðý
(jòù¦ûk), Mwû]e cògâ (eY_êe), fûfùcûj^ _Zò (cdìeb¬) GK c]êiì\^ _…^ûdK (ZòMòeò@û)ö
Gjò i¹òk^úùe iûew]e \ûiu Rßûkûcdú bûhY Gaõ iûc«aû\ I eûRZªe aòùfû_ NUûA
MWÿRûZe _âRûcû^u MYZûªòK @]ôKûe jûif _ûAñ Rúa^_Y Keò[ôaûe \éXÿiuÌ _âRûcû^u
c¤ùe ì̂Z^ CŸú_^û iéÁò Kfû ö _âRûcŠk @ûù¦ûk^ ù~ZòKò ùZRòaûKê fûMòfû, ùXuû^ûkùe
eûRûu @ZýûPûe ùiZòKò aé¡ò _ûAfû ö iûew]e _eòaûe jùeKé¾_êe QûWò KUKùe WMe_Wÿû iÚòZ
^¦Kòùgûe aku Nùe bWÿûùe ejòùfö ùijò Ne c¤ _âRûcŠk @ûù¦ûk^ùe cêLý Kû~ðýûkd
ùjfûö iûew]e ùKak IWÿògû _âRûcŠke iû]ûeY iõ_û\K ^[ôùf, ùi [ôùf ò̂Lôk bûeZ
_âRûcŠkùe Kû~ðýKûeú KcòUòe i\iý ö Gjò iõMVe ibû_Zò [ôùf _ŠòZ Raûjeþfûfþ ù^ùjeêö
iûew]e IWÿògûe aòbò̂ Ü MWÿRûZ MêWÿòKùe _âRûcŠk iõMV^ _âZòÂû Keòaû ijòZ IWÿògûùe eûRûcû^u
@ZýûPûee aòaeYú iaðbûeZúd ù^ZéZßaé¦u ̂ òKUùe _j*ûA [ôùfö ùXuû^ûkùe Zûu _âùag
C_ùe KUKYû Rûeò ùjûA[ôfû ö Zûu bYRû ̂ ùeû©c \ûi I iZýaû\ú cògâ ùXuû^ûke UòKò̂ òLô
Lae Zûu _ûLùe Mê̄ ùe _j*ûC [ôùf ö iûew]eu Vûeê eòù_ûUð _ûA IWÿògûe MWÿRûZ cû^uùe
_âRûcû^u C_ùe ùjûA[ôaû @ZýûPûe iõ_Kðùe @ ê̂i§û^ KeòaûfûMò ù^ùjeê ùMûUòG KcòUò
MXÿòùfö Gjò KcòUòùe aògòÁ KõùMâi ù^Zû aka« eûd ùcùj…û, iZúg Pÿ¦â ùaûh, Woe
aâRiê¦e \ûi ibý [ôùf I iûew]e \ûi @ûaûjK [ôùf ö _ea©ðú icdùe Z\« KcòUòùe Kû~ðý
_eòie aé¡ò _ûAfû Z[û Woe jùeKé¾ cjZûa ibû_Zò, iûew]e \ûi iû]ûeY iõ_û\K Gaõ
afa« eûd ùcùj…û I fûfùcûj^ _…^ûdK ibý ejòùf ö

KõùMâi ùiûiò@ûfòÁ _ûUðòe cêL_Zâ ‘‘KéhK’’ ùe iûew]e ‘‘fŠûù\jêeú’’ Q\à ̂ ûcùe
ùXuû^ûk eûRûu @cû ê̂hòK @ZýûPûee KûjûYú K[ôZ bûhûùe ùfLê[ôùfö _âKéZùe fŠûù\jêeú
[ôùf iûew]eu aâjàKêŠ PûhNee _eòPûkKö Zûuê iûwùe ù^A ùi ùXu^ûke @û\òaûiú I
jeòR^u aûiKê ~ûA ùicû^u \êüLiêL aêSê[ôùfö iûew]e ùijòiaê ò̂zK iZý ‘‘KéhK’’
_ZâòKûùe ùfLê[ôùf ö ~ûjû ùiùZùaùk aòùgh _ûVK _âòdZû fûb Keò[ôfû ö fŠûù\jêeú ùfLû
_ûVKu bòZùe Pjk _KûAaûeê ‘‘KéhK’’e _ûVK iõLýû aXò~ûA[ôfû ö 1938 ciòjû ùi_þùU´e
1 ZûeòL KUK Ròfû ùR^û_êeVûùe ù~Cñ aòeûU Pûhúùckû @ ê̂ÂòZ ùjûA[ôfû ùi[ôùe _Pûg jRûe
KéhK ù~ûMù\A [ôùf ö Z^à¤eê ùKûWÿòG jRûe Pûhú ùKak ùXuû^ûkeê @ûiò[ôùfö ùR^û_êe
Vûùe @ ê̂ÂòZ aògûk Pûhú icûùag ùXuû^ûk _âRûu c¤ùe ì̂@û RûMeY iéÁò Keò[ôfû ö `^ú
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_ûf I akù\a fûfu ù^ZéZßùe ùÊzûùiaK aûjò̂ úe gévkû icÉuê cêt Keò[ôfûö ibûùe
ù^Zéaé¦ Rcò\ûeú _â[û I eûRZªe aòùfû_ ò̂cò© bûhY _â\û^ Keò[ôùfö Gjò ibûùe MWÿRûZ
eûRûcû^uê PecaûYú gêYûA \ò@ûMfûö Gjò aògûk icûùag C_fùl ‘‘KéhK’’ _ZâòKûe GK
aòùghûu jRûe jRûe iõLýûùe Q_û ~ûA[ôfûö Gjò i¹òk^úùe aò]ôa¡ bûaùe ùXuû^ûke
_âRûcŠk MVòZ ùjûA[ôfûö G[ôùe ibû_Zò bûaùe jeùcûj^ _…^ûdK, C_ibû_Zò bûaùe
cùjgeê\â iêaûjêiòõj, iõ_û\K bûaùe flàú]e iûjê, iõMV^ iõ_û\K bûaùe ùa÷¾a _…^ûdK
I ùKûhû¤l bûaùe bRc^ iûjê ̂ òaðûPòZ ùjûA[ôùf, Z[û PûeòRY Kû~ðýKûeú KcòUò ibý bûaùe
cù^û^úZ ùjûA[ôùf ö ùicûù^ ùjùf ^ùeû©c \ûi, iZýaû\ú cògâ, gâúKû« eûCZ I cj«
_â]û^ö ùXuû^ûk _âRû@ûù¦ûk^ iõ_Kðùe _eûcðg ù\aûfûMò MVòZ C_ù\Áû cŠkúùe ^aKé¾
ùPø]êeú, iûew]e \ûi, cûkZú ùPø]êeú I bMaZú PÿeY _ûYòMâûjú ̂ òaðûPòZ ùjûA[ôfû ö iûew]e
KUKùe ejê[ôùf c¤ ùXuû^ûk _âRû @ûù¦ûk^Kê iõMVòZ Keòaû_ûAñ ùXuû^ûk ùefùÁi^
@*kùe Z ế _KûA ejê[ôùfö KûeY ùefùÁi^ _ûL @*k C_ùe eûRûue K©ðéZß ^[ôfû,
ùR^û_êe KéhK i¹òk^úe @Ì \ò̂  _ùe iê̂ ò@û _Wÿòfû ö _âRûcûù^ eûRûuê iê̂ ò@û ùbUò ù\ùf^ûjóö
_âRûcŠk ibûKê @ûiòaûKê @ZýûPûeòZ _âRûuê eûRKcðPûeú cûù^ aûeY Keê[ôùf ö ùZYê iÚkaòùghùe
_âRûcŠk Ze`eê ~m Keû~ûC[ôfûö ùfûKcûù^ Nò@, ^Wÿò@û, CLêWÿû _âbéZò ]eò ~mùe icûùag
ùjC[ôùf ö ùiVûùe _âRûcŠk Kcðúcûù^ ùfûKuê eûRûù\g CfNõ^ KeòaûKê Kjòaû ijòZ,
“KéhK” _ZâòKû aû<ê[ôùfö eûRû _âRûcû^u C_ùe Keê[ôaû @ZýûPûeùe @ZòÂ ùjûA \êARY
ù_ûfòiþ KcðPûeú _âRûcŠkùe ù~ûMù\ùfö ùicûù^ ùjCQ«ò aâRKòùgûe ]k I cìhû ckòKö

1938 ciòjû ùiù_Ö´e 11 ZûeòL \ò^ eûRûu \c^fúkûe _âZòaû\ Keò @kiê@û
jûU_Wò@ûùe _âûd _Pûg jRûe _âRû ù~ûM ù\A[ôùfö ùicû^uê QZâbw KeûAaû _ûAñ eûRûu
ù_ûfòiþ Mêkò PkûAùf ö `kùe ajê _âRû MêeêZe @ûjZ ùjûA[ôùf ö iûew]e \ûi, ^ùeû©c
\ûi, cûkZú ùPø]êeú MêeêZe bûùa @ûjZ _âRûuê PòKò›û ̂ òcò© KUK aWÿWûqeLû^ûKê ù^A[ôùfö
@kiê@û jûU MêkòKûŠ iûeûù\gùe Pjk _KûA ù\A[ôùfö eûRû bdùe AõùeR ieKûee
iûjû~ý ùfûWÿòùf ö AõùeR ieKûe ù^_ûkú, gòLþ ùeRòùc<þe ùi÷̂ ýcû^uê eûRûu iûjû~ý ̂ òcò©
_VûAùfö _fòUòKûf GùR<þu ̂ òùŸðgùe Gjò ùi÷̂ ýcûù^ Mûñ Mjkòùe _âRûcû^uê bdbúZ Kjòaû_ûAñ
@cû ê̂hòK \c^fúkû @ûe¸ Keòù\ùfö _âRûcûù^ _âûYaòKkùe ùXuû^ûk eûRý QûWò ò̂KUa©ðú
@*kKê PûfòMùfö aâRKòùgûe ]ku C\ýcùe aûuú ùNûk_êVûùe geYû[ðú gòaòe ùLûfû ~ûA[ôfûö
Gjò gòaòeùe ùXuû^ûke ajê @ZýûPûeòZ _âRû ejê[ôùfö Lae _ûA iûew]e \ûi, ^aKé¾
ùPø]êeú I KUKe @^ý ù^Zû ùiVûùe _j*òùf ö ùNûk_êe ̂ òKU Ké¾_êe cêŠò@ûùe ùMûUòG ibû
Keû~ûA[ôfûö Gjò ibûùe _âûd _¦e jRûe ùfûKuê iûew]e \ûi @MÜòMbðû bûhY ù\A @ûù¦ûk^
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ò̂cò© ù_âeYû ù\A[ôùfö ùijò ibûùe _âRûcûù^ Zûuê ‘‘MWÿRûZ Mû§ú’’ @ûLýû ù\A[ôùfö Woe
jùeKé¾ cjZûa ibû_Zò I iûew]e \ûi iõ_û\K [ûA ù~Cñ @ ê̂i§û^ KcòUò MV^ Keû~ûA[ôfû
ùijò KcòUò 1939ùe eòù_ûUð _âKûg Kùfö Gjò eòù_ûUðùe eûRûcû^u @ZýûPûee aòg\ aòaeYú
ejò[ôfû Gaõ \ûaò Keû~ûA[ôfû ù~ eûRZªe iõ_ì‰ð aòùfû_ ùjCö 1939ùe \ßòZúd aògß~ê¡
@ûe¸ ùjûA[ôfûö eûRûcûù^ AõùeR ieKûeuê ~ê¡ ̂ òcò© iûjû~ý KeòaûKê _âRûu C_ùe ‘‘~ê¡Pû¦û’’
f\ò ù\ùfö bûeZe R^iû]ûeYu Azû aòeê¡ùe AõùeR ieKûe bûeZKê Gjò aògß~ê¡ ijòZ
ù~ûWòù\ùfö iûew]e \ûi G iõ_Kðùe MWÿRûZ bûAcû^uê ùMû_^ _Zâ ùfLô[ôùf ö Zû 8/9/
1939 eòL ùe ùijò ùMû_^ _Zâ _âRûcû^u CùŸgýùe ùfLû~ûA a<û~ûA[ôfûö Gjò ùMû_^ _Zâ
iûeû eûRýùe Pjk _KûA _âRûcû^u cù^ûakKê \éXÿ Keò[ôfû ö

1942ùe cjû™ûMû§ú AõùeR ieKûeuê bûeZ QûWòaû ò̂cò© @ûjßû^ ù\aû ijòZ @MÁ
^@ ZûeòLùe ‘‘Ke aû ce’’ ò̂ùŸðg ù\ùf ö iûew]e ùijò @MÁ @ûù¦ûk^ùe Mòe` ùjûA
Zò^òahð Kûk aâjà_êe ùRfùe ejòùfö \ßòZúd cjû~ê¡ ùghùe 1945ùe Zûuê cêqò còkòfûö
ùiùZùakKê RYû_WòfûYò ù~ AõùeRcûù^ bûeZKê Êû]ú^ Keòùaö bûeZùe ùiùZùaùk
Q@gj-GK ùMûUò ùQûUaWÿ ù\gúd eûRý [ôfûö Gjò ù\gúd eûRýe eûRûcûù^ ùbû_ûk ̂ aûau
ù^ZéZßùe ùMûUòG iõN MXÿò AõùeR ieKûe bûeZ QûWÿòfûùaùk ùicû^uê Êû]ú^ eûRýe eûRû
aû ^aûa bûaùe iaðùbøc lcZû ù\A~û@û«ê ùaûfò \ûaò Keò[ôùfö IWÿògûe MWÿRûZ eûRûcûù^
c¤ AÁ‰ð dê̂ òd^ GùR<þ ^ûcùe GK iõN MXÿò Êû]ú^ bûeZVûeê @fMûùjûA GK Êû]ú^ eûRý
MV^ _ûAñ ciê]û PkûA[û«òö iûew]e eûRûcû^u Gjò PKâû«Kê _Š Keòaû ̂ òcò© IWÿògûe _½òcû*kùe
_âRû @ûù¦ûk^Kê aýû_K Keò[ôùfö 1946ùe ùiû^_êeùe Kkû_[e ò̂KUiÚ aMùQeû Mâûcùe
_âRûcŠk ÊZª @]ôùag^ @ûùdûRòZ ùjûA[ôfûö Gjò aògûk MY icûùagùe ibû_ZòZß Keò[ôùf
iûew]e \ûiö Gjò ibûe C¢ûUK [ôùf iêùe¦â ^û[ \ßòùa\úö Gjò i¹òk^úùe aòbò̂ Ü MWÿRûZeê
jRûe jRûe _âRû GKZâòZ ùjûA[ôùfö Gjò i¹òk^úe _â]û^ Cù\ýûqû [ôùf ùiû^_êe ù^Zû flY
gZ_[úö KUKe ùiûiò@ûfòÁ ù^Zû aògß̂ û[ _ŠòZ, eaò eûd, ]ìùkgße aÉò@û I _â\ò̄  Kòùgûe \ûi
Gjò i¹òk^úùe bûhY ù\A[ôùfö Gjò aògûk MY icûùag eûRû, cjûeûRûcû^u MûZâ\ûje KûeY
ùjûA[ôfûö ùicûù^ i¹òk^úKê bŠêe KeòaûKê MêŠû _VûA[ôùf I iûew]eu aòeê¡ùe Kê›ûeU^û
Keò ùiæûMû^ ù\A[ôùfö Mû§úu i\ég iûew]e [ôùf @Uk, ̂ òaðòKûe I \éXÿ_âZòmö icùaZ R^Zû
UâKùe @ûiò[ôaû MêŠûcû^uê ZWÿò ù\A[ôùfö

AõùeRcûù^ bûeZKê Êû]ú^Zû ù\fû_ùe Q@gj ù\gúd eûRýe baòhýZ K’Y ùja,
Zûjû GK iciýû ùjûA ù\Lûù\A[ôfûö ‘Gjò eûRýcûù^ bûeZ aû _ûKòiÚû^ ijòZ AzûKeò cògò_ûeòùa’
ùaûfò ZKôûkú^ Mb‰ðe ùRù^eûf fWð cûC<þaûùU^ Pûjêñ[ôfû ùaùk, ‘ùicûù^ Pûjóùf bûeZ
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aû _ûKòiÚû^ aûjûùe @fMû Êû]ú^ eûRýùjûA ejò_eòùa,’ ùaûfò aòUâòg _fUòKûfþ @ûWþbûAReþ iûeþ
ùKû^ûWð ùKûe ò̀fWþ Pûjêñ[ôùf ö bûeZ Êû]ú^Zû aòfþ aâòUògþ _ûfðûùc<ùe _ûgþ ùjaû @ûMeê iûeþ
ùKû^ûWð ùKûe ò̀fWþ ibòu @ùMûPeùe fŠ^ ~ûA bûeZ \ûdòZßùe [ôaû ÊeûÁâ iPòa fWð
fòÁùjßfuê ùbUò[ôùf ö Zûuê ùi aêSûAùfù~, bûeZ Êû]ú^Zû aòfùe aâòUòg gûiòZ bûeZahðKê
Êû]ú^Zû ù\aûK[û CùfäL Keû~ûAQò ö Kò«ê Q@ gj ù\gúd eûRýùe aâòUòg gûi^ ê̂ùjñ, eûRû
cjûeûRûu gûi^ PûfòQò ö ùKak Pêqò @ ê̂iûùe ùef, WûKNe I ùa÷ù\gòK aòbûM aâòUòg
ieKûeu K©ðéZßùe ejòQòö aâòUògþ ieKûe bûeZ QûWò @ûiòùf Zûu ijòZ Pêqò ÊZü aûZòf ùjûA
~òaö ùijòiaê eûRý bûeZahðe Êû]ú^ ieKûeu ijòZ ~\ò iû ò̂ Pêqò ^Ke«ò, Zûjûùjùf
ùicûù^ Êû]ú^ eûRý bûaùe ò̂R ò̂R eûRý gûi^ Keò_ûeòùaö iûeþ ùKû`ðòfØu Gjò ~êqòKê
AõfŠe ÊeûÁâ iPòa ic[ð̂  RYûA[ôùfö ùi c¤ jûA\âûaû\e ̂ òRûc, ùbû_ûke ̂ aûaþ, ZâòbûõùKûe,
ùKûPò̂  I aòKû^úee eûRûcû^uê GK iõN MV^Keò \ûaò RYûAaûKê _eûcgð ù\A[ôùf ö fWð
cûC<þaûùU þ̂ ù^ùjeêuê ùPZûA ù\ùf ù~ ~\ò ùi @MÁ 15 _ìaðeê MWÿRûZ eûRûcû^u ijòZ
cògâY Pêqò Êûle KeûA ^_ûe«ò, Gjò iaê eûRý ùMûUòG ùMûUòG Êû]ú^ eûRýùe _eòYZ ùja ö
ù^ùjeê Gjò _âiwùe Pò«òZ ùjùf, KûeY MWÿRûZ eûRýMêWòK Êû]ú^ ùjùf ù\g LŠ LŠ
ùjûA~òa I RûZúd GKZû aò_^Ü ùja ö G[ô_ûAñ 1947 Rê^þ cûiùe \òfäúVûùe ò̂Lôk bûeZ
KõùMâi KcòUò ùa÷VK aiò MWÿRûZ eûRûcû^uê Êû]ú^Zû \ò@û~òaû _âÉûaùe Zúaâ aòùeû] KeûMfûö
ùK¦â ÊeûÁâcªú iŸðûe afäbbûA _ùUfuê MWÿRûZ eûRûcû^uê aêSûA iêSûA bûeZ ahð ijòZ
cògâY Pêqòùe Êûle KeûA @ûYòaû fûMò \ûdòZß \ò@ûMfû ö iŸðûe _ùUfu ̂ òùŸðg @ ê̂iûùe KõùMâi
MWÿRûZ @ûù¦ûk^ùe @û ê̂Âû ò̂K bûaùe \ûdòZß ù^aû _ìaðeê IWÿògûùe KõùMâi bòZùe [ôaû
ùiûiò@ûfòÁcû^u ù~ûMêñ ùXuû^ûk, ^úkMòeò, ZûkùPe, eY_êe _âbéZò MWÿRûZùe _âRûcŠk
Reò@ûùe MY @ûù¦ûk^ MXò CVò[ôfû ö ̂ aKé¾ ùPø]êeú, iûew]e \ûi, bMaZú PÿeY _ûYòMâûjú
_âcêL [ôùf Gjò @ûù¦ûk^e K‰ð]ûe ö aâjà_êe ùRfeê cêq ùjaû_ùe iûew]e \ûi eûRZª
aòùeû]ú _âRû @ûù¦ûk^Kê ùZùRA ù\ùf ö ùiùZùakKê júeûKê\ a§ ò̂cðûY ò̂¿©ò ùjûA
iûeò[ûG ö Kò«ê _½òcû*ke eûRû cjûeûRûMY _âPûe Kùf ù~ júeûKê\ a§ ùjùf jRûe jRûe
@û\òaûiú aûijeû I Rcòjeû ùjûA_Wÿòùaö aûiPêýZ ùfûKuê lZò_ìeY \ò@û~ûA [A[û^ Keû~òa
ùaûfò ieKûeu Ze`eê c¤ _âPûe KeûMfûö iûew]e \ûi i´f_êeVûùe GK aògûk R^ibûùe
júeûKê\ a§ ò̂cðûY ùjùf Kò_eò fl fl GKe Rcò RkùiPÿòZ ùjûA_ûeòa I iêfb cìfýùe
aò\ýêZþ gqò Cšû\^ ùjûA gòÌe aòKûg i¸a ùja, ùi ù^A a}éZû _â\û^ Keò[ôùfö afûwúe I
_ûU^û cjûeûRû KòQò ùfûKuê fMûA Zûuê @ijý bûhûùe MûkòMêfR KeûA[ôùfö ̂ òR _âòd ù^Zûu
aòeê¡ùe eûRûu ùZûhûc\Kûeúu ùiæûMû^ MWÿRûZ _âRûcû^u c¤ùe aòeì_ _âZòKâòdû iéÁò Keò[ôfû ö
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ùicûù^ eûRûu ùZûhûc\Kûeúcû^uê ibûiÚkeê NCWûA ù\aû iùw iùw MêŠûcû^u @ûKâcYeê
MWÿRûZ Mû§ú iûew]euê elûKeòaû _ûAñ Zûue Pûeò_ùU aêýj ePÿ̂ û Keò Vò@û ùjûA[ôùf ö
ùfûKgqò _ûLùe eûRgqòe _eûRd NUò[ôfû ö

ùbû_ûk ^aûau ù^ZéZßùe ù\gúd eûRý cû^uùe gûiKcûù^ Pû´e @ þ̀ _âò̂ þi MV^
Keò ù\gúd eûRýMêWòK Êû]ú^ bûeZùe cògòùa ^ûjó ùaûfò \ûaò Kùf ö IWÿògû I QZògMWÿe
eûRûcûù^ GKûVò cògò AÁ‰ð ùÁUþi GùR þ̂iò ^ûcùe GK còkòZ iõMV^ MXò Êû]ú^ bûeZùe
ù\gúd eûRý MêWÿòKe cògâYe aòùeû] Kùfö Gjû _Qùe aâòUògþ _fòUòKûf Wò_ûUðùc<þ cêLý iûeþ
ùKû^ûWð ùKûe ò̀fØþu _ùeûl _âùeûP^û [ôfûö iûew]e \ûi G _âiwùe GK Pec_Zâ ùfLôùf ö
IWÿògû MWÿRûZe R^iû]ûeYu CùŸgýùe Gjò HZòjûiòK _Zâ 1946 ciòjû @MÁ 3 ZûeòL \ò̂
iûew]e ùfLô[ôùf ö Êû]ú^Zû _âû ò̄e GK ahð _ìaðeê Gjò Pec _Zâ ùi ùfLô[ôùf ö ùijò ùMûUòG
ahð [ôfû IWÿògû MWÿÿRûZ @ûù¦ûk^e AZòjûiùe aûÉaùe NWÿòi§ò cêjì©ð ö cdìeb¬ cjûeûRûu bkò
ùfûK_âòd eûRû cªúcŠk MV^ Keò Gaõ _½òc IWÿògûe MWÿRûZ eûRûcûù^ afûwúe cjûeûRûu
ù^ZéZßùe ÊZª ùKûgk eûRý MV^ \ûaò RYûA ùfûKcZKê aòbâû« KeòaûKê C\ýc @ûe¸ Keò[ôùfö
ùXuû^ûk eûRû cjû™ûMû§úuê ùbUò ùi ‘ùXuû^ûk ùfûKuê gûi^ lcZû jÉû«eòZ Keòù\aûKê
Pûjû«ò Kò«ê ùcûMfa¦ú ijòZ cògòaûKê Azû Ke«ò ^ûjó’ ùaûfò RYûA ù\A[ôùfö cjû™ûMû§ú G
iõ_Kðùe iŸðûe _ùUfuê ùbUòaûKê Zûuê _eûcgð ù\A[ôùfö iŸðûe _ùUf ù\g Êû]ú^Zû fûb
_ùe G \òMùe _\ùl_ ù^ùa ùaûfò Kjò eûRûuê aò\û Keòù\A[ôùf ö ̂ úkMòeò eûRû c¤ ùKøYiò
cùZ lcZûùe ejòaû _ûAñ ̂ úkMòeòe @û\òaûiúcû^uê cZûAaûùe fûMò[ôùf ö iûew]e \ûi @MÁ
3 ZûeòL Pÿec _Zâùe eûRûcû^u hW~ªKê aò̀ k Keòaû _ûAñ MWÿRûZe _âRûcû^uê @ûjßû^
Keò[ôùf ö iûew]e bòG^û KõùMâi _âiw ̂ òR _Zâùe CÎû_^ Keò aòUâògþ ieKûeuê iàeY KeûA
ù\A[ôùf MWÿÿRûZe iû]ûeY ùfûùK Pûjû«ò eûRZªe Cùz\ Gaõ ò̂Re MYZûªòK @]ôKûe ö

1946ùe _½òc IWÿògû MWÿRûZcû^uùe _âRûcŠk @ûù¦ûk^ iõMV^ùe aýÉ [ôaû
ùaùk iûew]e Raûjûefûf ù^ùjeêu Vûeê PòVò _ûAùf ù~ ùi bûeZe i ò́]û^ _âYd^
ibûùe RùY i\iý bûaùe cù^û^úZ ùjûAQ«ò ö KõùMâi Ze`eê Zûuê i\iý cù^û^úZ
Keû~ûA[ôaûeê ùi ibý_\ _ûAñ _âû[ðú _Zâ \ûLf KeòaûKê Gjò _Zâùe CùfäL [ôfû ö ù^ùjeêu
@ûù\g cû ò̂ ùi aâRKòùgûe ]kuê \ûdòZß @_ðY Keò ibý_\ ò̂cò© ò̂aðûP^ _âPûe KeòaûKê
Kjò[ôùfö aâRKòùgûe ]k c¤ ùÊzûùiaú I fûfaûjò̂ úuê ]eò aòbò̂ Ü @*kùe iûew]eu i_lùe
_âPûe Kùfö KõùMâi _leê iûew]e \ûi, eûRûu _leê KaòeûR aûkKé¾ ^¦, Êû]ú^ _âû[ú
bûaùe IKòf @^« PeY cògâ I IKòf gýûciê¦e \ûi ̂ òaðûP^ eYûw^ùe @aZú‰ð ùjûA[ôùf ö
iûew]e \ûi iõLýû]ôK ùbûU _ûA aòRdú ùjûA[ôùfö ùKak i ò́]û^ _âYd^ ibûKê ê̂ùjñ,



182

ùijò ahð ùi c¤ IWÿògû aò]û^ibûKê KõùMâi UòùKUþe _âû[ðú bûùa Zòù©ðûf-Geicû ò̂aðûP^
cŠkúeê ̂ òaðûPòZ ùjûA[ôùfö ùiùZùaùk aò]û^ibûùe IWÿò@û bûhûùe bûhY ù\aûe aò]ô ̂ [ôfû
ö iûew]e aûPÆZòu aûeY iù©ß ò̂R cûZébûhû IWÿò@ûùe bûhY ù\ùfö Zûue ~êqò [ôfû,
AõfŠùe jûCiþ @ þ̀ Kc þ̂iùe iûõi\cûù^ ̂ òR cûZébûhûùe bûhY  ù\C[ôaû ùaùk @ûùc ̂ òR
cûZébûhûùe bûhY ù\aê ^ûjó KûjóKò ? Gjû_ùe @ù^K AõeûRú RûYò̂ [ôaû aò]ûdK IWÿò@ûùe
bûhY ù\ùf ö aò]ûdK bûaùe ùi [ôùf IWÿògû edZaòfþ ~û* KcòUò i\iý ö Zûueò _eûcgð ù~ûMêñ
_âMZògúk edZ @ûA^ aò]û^ibûùe MéjúZ ùjûA[ôfû ö aò]û^ibûùe iûew]e [ôùf Meòa KéhK
gâcòKcû^u Êû[ðe RûMâZ _âjeú ö 1948ùe @û\òaûiúcû^u c¤ùe ^ìZ^ ùPZ^û RûMâZKeò
ùicû^u C_ùe ùjC[ôaû Rêfêce _âZòaû\ fûMò ùMû_a§ê ùPø]ìeú, ecûù\aú, @ûPû~ðý jeòjeu
ijòZ cògò ùi CKôk ̂ aRúa^ cŠk _âZòÂû Keò[ôùf I Gjò @ ê̂Âû^e ibû_Zò [ôùf ö ùaieKûeú
Éeùe MWÿRûZ @*ke \êüiÚ eûRù ÷̂ZòK Kcðúu _òfûcû^u gòlû _ûAñ cûkZú ùPø]êeúu ij
1946ùe ùi @^êMêkùe iÚû_^û Keò[ôùf ‘‘aûRòeûCZ’’ QûZâûaûi ö 1949eê GVûùe \êÉ
@û\òaûiú I jeòR^ _òfûuê eLô gòlû \û^ aýaiÚû Keû~ûA[ôfû ö

Êû]ú^Zû _âû ò̄_ùe KõùMâi c¤ùe [ôaû \lòY_ Ú̂úcûù^ iŸðûe _ùUfu ù^ZéZßùe KõùMâi
c¤ùe ùiûiò@ûfòÁcûù^ @ûC @fMû ùMûÂú bûaùe ejò_ûeòùa ^ûjó ùaûfò GK _âÉûa ajêcZùe
_ûiþ KeûAù^ùf ö `kùe @ûPû~ðý ^ùe¦âù\a, Rd_âKûg ^ûeûdY, Woe eûc cù^ûje
ùfûjò@û, dêiề  ùcùje @fäú, @ùgûK ùcùj…û _âcêL KõùMâi QûWò ùiûiò@ûfòÁ _ûUðò MV^ Kùfö
1948ùe cûkZú ùPø]êeú I iêùe¦â ^û[ \ßòùa\ú ~[ûKâùc CKôk KõùMâi ibû_Zò I iû]ûeY
iõ_û\K _\eê AÉ`û ù\A @ûiòùf, Kò«ê KõùMâi UòùKUþ ùe IWÿògû aò]û^ibûKê ̂ òaðûPòZ ùjûA[ôaû
iûew]e \ûi KõùMâiùe ejòùf ö iûew]e \ûi 1938ùe KõùMâi ù~ûMù\A[ôùf ö Kò«ê
aâjà_êe ùRfùe [ôaû ùaùk cûKðiaû\ _âZò @ûKéÁùjûA KõùMâi ùiûiò@ûfòÁ _ûUðò ijòZ N ò̂Â
bûaùe RWÿòZ ùjûAMùf ö ùiùZùak _~ðý« IWÿògûe MWÿRûZ cògâY ùjûA^[ôfû ö iŸðûe _ùUfu
C\ýcùe cdìeb¬ aýZúZ 25 ùMûUò MWÿRûZe cògâY NUòfû ö Kò«ê eûRûcû^uê aò_êk bìiõ_©ò
eLôaûe iêù~ûM \ò@ûMfû ö Z[û fl fl Uuû b©û \ò@ûMfû ö _âRûcŠk @ûù¦ûk^ icdùe
MWÿRûZe bìcòjú^ KéhK I @û\òaûiú cû^uê PûhRcò I aûibìcò ù~ûMûA \ò@û~òa ùaûfò _âZògéZò
\ò@û~ûA[ôùf ùjñ Zûjû _ìeY KeûMfû ̂ ûjó ö MWÿRûZMû§ú iûew]e @ ê̂ba Kùf ù~, aò]û^ibûùe
aò]ûdK [ûA c¤ ùgûhòZ @ZýûPûeòZ _âRûcû^u Êû[ðelû _ûAñ ùKøYiò @ûA^ Keò_ûeê̂ ûj«ò ö ùi
ò̂Re cù^ûbûa iêùe¦â ^û[ \ßòùa\úuê Kjòùf Gaõ KõùMâi \keê AÉ`û ù\aû K[û _âKûg

Kùf ö iûew]e KõùMâieê AÉ`û iùw iùw KõùMâi UòùKUùe aò]û^ibûKê ̂ òaðûPòZ ùjûA[ôaûeê
ù^÷ZòKZû \éÁòeê aò]û^ibû ibý _\eê c¤ AÉ`û ù\A ̂ ì@û AZòjûi iéÁò Kùf ö 1949ùe ùi
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@û ê̂Âû ò̂K bûaùe ùiûiò@ûfòÁ _ûUðòùe ù~ûMù\ùf ö @ûPû~ðý Ké_ûkò̂ úu ù^ZéZßùe MVòZ KéhK
cR\êe _âRû_ûUðò ùiûiò@ûfòÁ _ûUðò ij cògòaû_ùe Gjûe ̂ ûc a\kò _âRûùiûiò@ûfòÁ _ûUðò ùjûA[ôfû ö

i ò́]û^ _âYd^ ibûe ibý Gaõ ò̂Lôk bûeZ ù\gúd eûRý _âRû i¹òk^úe iû]ûeY
iõ_û\K bûaùe iûew]e iaðbûeZúd LýûZò @Rð̂  Keò[ôùf ö ùiûiò@ûfòÁ _ûUðò _â[ùc Zûuê \ke
C_ù^Zû bûùa MâjY Keò[ôfû Gaõ _âRû ùiûiò@ûfòÁ _ûUðò MVòZ ùjaû_ùe ùi \ke ù^Zû bûaùe
ò̂aðûPòZ ùjùf ö 1951ùe iûaûkK ùbûU_â[û @ûe¸ ùjfû, iûew]e ̂ òaðûP^ùe ùiûiò@ûfòÁ

_ûUðò _âû[ðú bûaùe ùXuû^ûk (I _½òc KUK) ù\ß÷Z ̂ òaðûP^ cŠkúeê ùfûKibûKê ̂ òaðûPòZ ùjùfö
ùfûKibûùe ùi [ôùf R^Êû[ðe RûMâZ _âjeú ö Zûu Z[ý i´kòZ aqaý ieKûeú \kKê _âbûaòZ
Keê[ôfû; @ù^K icdùe ùi ieKûeuê KûVMWÿûùe Vò@ûKeò ù\C[ôùf ö hùXAKkû – Leiê@ûñ
cògâY \ûaò iõ_Kðùe Zûu @ûùaMcd bûhY ùfûKibûùe icÉuê cêt Keò[ôfû ö HZòjûiòK I
ùbøMkòK \éÁòùKûYeê hùXAKkû – Leiê@ûñ IWÿògû ijòZ cògòaû i_lùe ùi Z[ý_ì‰ð bûhY
ù\A[ôùf ö Kò«ê iúcû Kcòg^ Gjò \êAeûRýKê aòjûeùe cògûA ù\aûeê IWÿògûùe iZýûMâj @ûù¦ûk^
ùZRò CVò[ôfû ö iûew]e _â[c iZýûMâjú bûaùe @ûù¦ûk^ùe ù^ZéZßù^A KûeûaeY Keò[ôùfö
Zûu @û\gðùe @ ê̂_âûYòZ ùjûA ajê QûZâ I ~êaK ùiûiò@ûfòÁ _ûUðòùe ù~ûM ù\A[ôùf ö 1957ùe
\ßòZúd iû]ûeY ò̂aðûP^ùe ùi ÊÌ ùbûUùe jûeò~ûA[ôùf ö Gjû_ùe ùi @iêiÚùjûA KUK
ùcWòKûf KùfR ^iðòõùjûcùe ejò PòKò›òZ ùjùf ö Zûue aýqòMZ ùiaK jeùcûj^ iûcf
Zûue ù\LûgêYû Keê[ôùf ö aògß^û[ _ŠòZ I _ûUðòe @^ýiû[ú cûù^ _ûkòKeò \ò̂ eûZò Zûue
ù\LûgêYû Keê[ôùf ö Zûu Rúa^ gqò ]úùe ]úùe ò̂üùgh ùjûA@ûiêQò ùaûfò RûYò ùi 1957
@MÁ cûiùe KUK ùcWòKûf KùfR ò̂iðòõùjûcùe GK iû´û\òK i¹òk^ú WûKò[ôùf ö Gjû [ôfû
Zûu eûRù ÷̂ZòK Rúa^e ùgh iû´û\òK i¹òk^ú ö Gjò i¹òk^úùe ùi @ûA^m ]îaPeY iûjêu
\ßûeû _âÉêZ ̂ òR Azû_Zâ iaðiû]ûeYùe _âKûg Keò[ôùf ö C©eû]ôKûeú iìùZâ ùi _ûA[ôaû GKgj
iZêeò GKe Pûh Rcò aýZúZ ùXuû^ûk ijeùe ò̂ùR ò̂cðûY Keò[ôaû _KÑû aûiMéj, ùMûùkA
aMòPû, Gaõ aýûuùe [ôaû Rcûeûgò MYZûªòK icûRaû\e _âPûe I iõMV^ _ûAñ, Gaõ _aäòKUâÁ
Reò@ûùe RûZò]cð ̂ òaðòùghùe IWÿògû Z[û ùXuû^ûke QûZâQûZâúue gòlû, Mâûcû*kùe aûi Keê[ôaû
\eò\â ^ûeú I gògê cû^u ÊûiÚý Gaõ iûcûRòK C Ü̂d^ ò̂cò© aýd ùja ùaûfò ùi ò̂R CAfùe
fò_òa¡ Keò[ôùfö Azû_Zâe @ûe¸ùe ùi CùfäL Keò[ôùf, ‘‘ùcû Rúa^ùe MZ ùKûWòG ahð ]eò
cêñ ù~Cñ eûRù^÷ZòK I iûcûRòK Kû~ðý Keò@ûiòQò, ùi[ôùe ùcûe jé\þùaû] ùjûAQò ù~, ù~Cñ
ùfûKcû^u c¤ùe cêñ R à̂ ùjûAQò Gaõ ùcûe gòlû Z[û Rúa^e @MâMZò _ûAñ cêñ FYú, ùijò IWÿògûe
R^iû]ûeYu ùiaûfûMò cêñ ùcûe icÉ iÚûae @iÚûae iõ_©òKê ic_ðY Keò~òaû ùcû _lùe iaê
\éÁòeê aû‚^údö ùijò \éXÿ aògßûiùe cêñ ùXuû^ûk UûC^, Mâûc jùeKé¾_êe _ìaðLŠ @ûù\gú Ròf
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ùXuû^ûkùe [ôaû ùcûe icÉ iõ_©ò, ùcûe ^ûcùe Kùe< Gaõ ùibòwþiþ aýûu @ûKûC<ùe
ì̂@û\òfäú, KUK, ùXuû^ûk ùÁUþaýûu, ùXuû^ûk WûKNùe Rcû[ôaû icÉ ̂ M\ UuûKê @ûPû~ðý

^ùe¦â ù\a UâÁ, Rû^Kú ùcùcûeò@ûf CAùc þ̂ GŠ PòfùWâ̂  ùIßfù`dûe UâÁ Gaõ Rû^Kú
ùcùcûeò@ûf GRêùKg^ UâÁ jûZùe @_ðY Keòù\AQòö”

1957 ciòjû ùi_ùÖ́ e 18 ZûeòLùe KUK aWÿ WûqeLû^û ̂ iðòõùjûcùe MWÿRûZMû§ú
iûew]e \ûi ùgh ò̂ügßûi ZýûMKùfö Zûue céZýê i´û\ ZZþlYûZþ _âPûe ùjûAMfû I gjgj
ù^ZéiÚû^úd aýqò aWÿ WûqeLû^û @ûiò Zûue ùgh \gð̂  Keò[ôùfö Zûu aòùdûMùe ZKôûkú^
_â]û^cªú _ŠòZ Raûjûefûf ù^ùjeê GK ùgûKaû©ðûùe Kjò[ôùf, ‘‘ ò̂Lôk bûeZ ù\gúd eûRý
_âRû i¹òk^úùe ùi ùcûe _êeûZ^ ijKcðú [ôùfö Zû’_ùe @ûùc i ò́]û^ ibû Gaõ _ûfðûùc<ùe
iûw ùjûA Kûc Keò[ôfê ö Zûue aòùdûM @ûc_ûAñ aòùghZü IWÿògû _ûAñ GK aòeûU lZò’’ ö ùgûK
aòjßkòZ ùjûA Rd _âKûg ̂ ûeûdY ùfLô[ôùf, ‘‘iûew aûaêu céZêýùe ùKak IWÿògû ̂ êùjñ, icMâ
bûeZ ahð RùY C\ûe ù\gù_âcú, iû]ê, ò̂bðúK ù\gùiaKuê jeûAfûö Zûue céZêý `kùe
bûeZúd icûRaû\ú @ûù¦ûk^e RùY K‰ð]ûe PûfòMùfö’’ Pò«û I ùPZ^ûe _âKéZ MYZªaû\ú
MWÿRûZMû§ú iûew]e \ûiu céZêýùe RûZúd Kaò aúeKòùgûe \ûi fêje Kûkòùe ùfLô[ôùf :-

ù\a\ìZ Zêùc ieMaûiú
Kò gêb fMù^ [ôf ùj @ûiò
_fäúKêUúeKê Keò _êfKòZ
@§ûeò cìfK Keò @ûùfûKòZ
ò̂́ KûùV beò Pÿ¦^ iêaûi

^¦^Kû^ù^ ~ûAQ bûiò ö

vvvvvvvvvv
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IWÿògûe icé¡ AZòjûi I IWÿò@ûu
@ûùceòKû @ûMc^: GK \éÁò_ûZ

cù^ûecû ùPø]êeú, cûiûPêùiUþi

\lòY Giòd iµâ\ûdcû^u c¤ùe IWÿò@û Kjòùf _ìað bûeZe IWÿògû eûRýe ùfûKuê aêSûGö
_âûKéZòK _âûPê~ðý iµ‰ðû IWÿògûe ùMøea ajê _âûPú^ Kûkeê aòbò̂ Ü gòkûùfL, Zûcâ_Zâ _eòaâûRKu
aòaeYú @û\òùe _XòaûKê còùkö _ìaðùe cùjû\]ô Vûeê _½òcùe @ceK<K _~ðý« Gaõ C©eùe
Mwû Vûeê \lòYùe ùMû\ûaeú _~ðý« Gjûe Kûdû iêaòÉéZ [ôfû ö ^úkMòeò, cùj¦âûPk, Ê‰ðûPk,
K_òkûi, M§cû\ð̂ , C\dMòeò, LŠMòeò, ]akMòeò, cûfýMòeò @û\ò _aòZâ _aðZcû^ Gaõ cjû^\ú,
aâûjàYú, ùa÷ZeYú, PòùZâûškû, \dû, aòeì_û, _âûPú, bûMðaú, EhòKêfýû, cùj¦âZ^dû, aõg]ûeû,
iêa‰ðùeLû, aêXÿûakw @û\ò _êYýùZûdû ̂ \ú cûù^ Gjò bìLŠe cûUòKê ù]øZ Keò _aòZâ KeòQ«ò ö
_êeûYùe K[ôZ @Qò Ehò \úNðZcûu @ûgúaðû\ùe eûRû akò Gaõ eûYú iêù\iÜûue _ûù*ûUò _êZâ, @w,
aw, Kkòw, iêcj Gaõ _êõWâ R^à ù^A[ôùf ö _ea©ðú icdùe ùicûù^ ̂ òR ̂ òR ̂ ûcùe eûRý
iÚû_òZ Keò[ôùfö AZòjûiùe IWÿògû Kkòw, CKôkòw, CKôk, IWâ, ùZûhk @û\ò @ù^K ^ûcùe
_eòPòZ [ôfûö Gjûe KkûùKøgke CKôéÁ Mû[ûe _âcûY “eûcûdY,” “cjûbûeZ,” “ùaû]û~c
]cð_êZâ”, “K_òk iõjòZû,” “\òMaòRd _âKûg”, “aéjZ iõjòZû,” “Ä¦ _êeûY,” “c›ý_êeûY”,
“iûekû cjûbûeZ,” @û\ò @ù^K Mâ̂ Úùe còùk ö _êeûY ~êMùe Gjò aògûk bìLŠ GK ÊZª eûÁâ
[ôfû ö

jûZúMê¶û gòkûùfLeê RYû~ûG Lâú._ì. 350 ùe cM]e ̂ ¦aõg eûRû Gjò eûRýKê @]ôKûe
Keò[ôùf ö ùZùa Gjû_ùe i¸aZü Kkòw ̂ òRKê ißû]ú^ ùNûhYû Keò[ôfû Gaõ Lâú._ì. 261 ùe
ùcø~ðýaõgú eûRû @ùgûK _ê̂ aðûe Kkòw @ûKâcY Keò @]ôKûe Keò[ôùf ö Kkòw ~ê¡ùe búhY
eq_ûZee aòbúhòKû @ùgûKu _âûYùe _eòa©ð̂  @ûYò[ôfû Gaõ ùi ùaø¡ ]cð @af´^ Keò
PŠûùgûKeê ]cðûùgûKùe _eòYZ ùjûA[ôùf ö

\gc gZû±úùe ùiûcaõgúd eûRûcûù^ Gjò bìLŠKê CKôk ̂ ûc ù\A[ôùf ö ùiûcaõge
ùgh eûRû K‰ðù\auê _eûRòZ Keò Mwaõgúd eûRû ùPûWÿMw ù\a GKû\g gZû±úùe ̂ òR eûRý
KkòwKê CKôkùe cògûA IWÿògû ̂ ûc ù\A[ôùf ö a©ðcû^e gâúc¦òe Zûu icdùe ̂ òcðòZ ùjûA[ôfû ö
Zûue ù_øZâ ZéZúd @^wbúc ù\a Gjò eûRýKê gâúRM Ü̂û[uê ic_ðòZ Keò ̂ òRKê RM Ü̂û[u @Kò*^
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eûCZ bûùa ùNûhYû Keò[ôùfö Mw eûRZß icdùe IWÿògûe Hgß~ðý, aòba I icé¡ò C Ü̂Zòe
Peciúcû Ægð Keò[ôfû ö @ù^K c¦òe cû^uùe iÚû_ZýKkûe aòKûg NUò[ôfû ö ùKûYûKð Gaõ
gâúc¦òe ùicû^u c¤eê @^ýZc ö

icd Kâùc ibýZû ij bûhûe c¤ aòKûg ùjûAQò ö _¦e gj ahð _ìùað IWÿògûùe IWâ_âûKéZ
bûhû _âPkòZ [ôfû Gaõ Gjû ùR÷̂  Gaõ ùaø¡ ]cðe _âPûee cû¤c bûùa iê_eòPòZ [ôfû ö LâúÁ_ìað
_*c gZû±úùe ePòZ beZu ^ûUýgûÈùe IWâ cûM]ú aòbûhûe CùfäL ejòQò ö @Ác gZû±úùe
P~ðýû iûjòZý ùaø¡ Kaòcû^u \ßûeû ePòZ ùjûA[ôfû ö _*\g gZû±úùe cûUòe cjûKaò iûekû \ûi
cjûbûeZ iûafúk IWÿò@û bûhûùe ùfLô[ôùf ö ùhûWÿg gZû±úùe @ZòaWÿò RM Ü̂û[ \ûiu ̂ aûleú
bûMaZ IWÿò@û bûhûùe R^à ù^A[ôfû ö ùi [ôùf bqò ~êMe _*iLû cû^u c¤eê @^ýZc ö

1568 ciòjûùe iì~ðýaõg eûRû cêKê¦ù\a ùMûjòeûUòKòeò ~ê¡ùe aògßûiNûZKZûe gòKûe
ùjûA ̂ òjZ ùjaû _ùe IWÿògûe ùMøea eaò @ÉcòZ ùjùf ö 1568ùe @û`Mû^, _ùe ùcûMf
Gaõ 1803 ùe AõùMâRcûù^ IWÿògûKê ò̂R KakKê ù^A[ôùf ö ùLû¡ðûe eûRû eûcP¦âù\a
\ßòZúdu icdùe ùcûMfcû^u Vûeê a*ûAaû _ûAñ IWÿògûe @]úgße gâúRM Ü̂û[uê _ûZûkò Keû~ûA[ôaûe
iìP^û còùk ö IWÿògûe _eû]ú^Zû I @ù]ûMZò ùjZê G RûZòe @_eûùRd @û™û gâú RM^Üû[uê
aûe´ûe _ûZûkò Keû~ûA [ôaûe _âcûY cû\kû_û¬òeê còùk ö

1805 ciòjûùe Rdú eûRMêeêu aòù\âûjeê @ûe¸ Keò 1817 ciòjûùe arò RMa§êu
aòù\âûj _~ðý« IWÿò@û cûù^ AõùeR eûRZß aòeê¡ùe aûe´ûe ~ê¡ KeòQ«ò ö IWÿògûùe iéÁò ùjûA[ôaû
1817 ciòjûe _ûAK aòù\âûjKê bûeZe _â[c Êû]ú^Zû iõMâûc jòiûaùe MYû~ûG ö ùZYê
AõùeRcûù^ Gjò aúeRûZòKê \êaðk Keòaû_ûAñ IWÿògûKê Zò̂ òbûM Keò GjûKê aw, cû¦âûR I c¤_âù\g
@]ú^ùe eLô[ôùf I IWÿògûe ùfûKcû^uê ùi÷̂ ý aûjò̂ úùe MâjY ̂ Keû~òaû _ûAñ ̂ òdc ùjûA[ôfûö
ieKûeu ̂ Kûeû™K \éÁòbwú _ûAñ 1865-66e ̂ @u \êbðòlùe GK fleê D¡ðß IWÿò@û @_céZêýe
Keûk aòbúhòKûùe @ûjêZò _Wò[ôùfö awkû @]ú^ùe IWÿògû ejòaû `kùe awûkú aûaêcûù^
IWÿògûùe _âbûa aòÉûe Keòaûùe fûMòùfö ùijò icdùe IWÿògûe @õUû bûwòaû _ûAñ ùKùZK
awûkú "IWÿò@û GK ÊZª bûhû ̂ d' ùaûfò _âPûe Keòaûùe fûMòùf ö Gjûe _âZòaû\ùe IWÿògûùe
R^ RûMeY NUòfû Gaõ ùfûKue cûZébûhû _âZò ù_âc @ûjêeò _âMûXÿ ùjaûùe fûMòfûö 1882ùe
M¬ûcaûiú icÉ IWÿò@û bûhûbûhú @*kKê ù^A GK _âù\g MV^ Keòaûe \ûaò Kùfö CKôk
ùMøea c]êiì\^u _âùPÁûùe 1903 ciòjûùe CKôk i¹òk^ú MVòZ ùjûA GK ißZª IWÿògû
_âù\g _ûAñ iõMâûc PkûAfûö Gjûe _eòYZòùe 1936 G_âòf 1 ZûeòLùe IWÿògû _â[c bûhûbò©òK
eûRý bûaùe MVòZ ùjfûö
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`Kúe ùcûj^ ùi^û_Zò, D^aòõg Z[û aòõg gZû±úe _âûe¸ùe @û]ê ò̂K IWÿò@û iûjòZýe _òZû Gaõ
icûR iõÄûeK bûaùe Cbû ùjûA[ôùf ö @aùjkòZ IWÿò@û bûhû I iõÄéZòe @ÉMûcú iì~ðýuê
_êYò[ùe C\dMûcú KeûAaûùe Zûu C\ýce _Uû«e ̂ ûjó ö ùi iek bûhû aýajûee _lù_ûhY
Keê[ôùf Gaõ IWÿò@ûKê GK iûjòZýòK bûhû bûaùe ùfûK_âòd Keò[ôùf ö Zûue Gjò _âdûi IWÿò@û
iûjòZý C_ùe Mbúe _âbûa _KûA[ôfû Gaõ bûhû iõÄûe Kû~ðý iZýaû\ú ~êM I iaêR ~êMùe Rûeò
ejò IWÿò@û bûhûe _âPûe Gaõ cû^KeY \òMùe _âcêL bìcòKû MâjY Keò[ôfû ö

IWÿògûùe aûe cûiùe ùZe _að _ûkòZ ùjaûe _â[û ejòQò ö ùZùa ùijò _að cû^u c¤eê
Kû©ðòK _ìYðòcû Gaõ aûfò~ûZâû IWÿògûe AZòjûi ij @wûwú bûùa RWòZ ö Gjò _að IWÿògûe ù^øaûYòRý
aòbae i`k C\ûjeY ö aûfò, Rûbû, iêcûZâû, ^a\ßú_, ùaû‰ðòI, cò@û^cûe, Pú^, Rû_û^,
@û ầòKû, Kûù´ûWÿò@û, [ûAfûŠ @û\ò @ù^K RûMûùe IWÿògûe aYòRcûù^ ù^øKûùe _j*ò _ûeò[ôùf ö
aògßûi Keû~ûA _ûùe ùaø¡ ]cð GZ\ßûeû @^ý ù\gcû^uê _âiûeòZ ùjûA_ûeò[ôfû ö IWÿò@û fò_ò
[ûAfýûŠ Gaõ Kûù´ûWò@ûùe ù\LôaûKê còùk Gaõ IWÿògûe iÚû_ZýKkûe PòjÜ ùiVûKûe c¦òe
Xû*ûùe ù\LôaûKê còùk ö aûfò~ûZâû gZû±ú gZû±ú ]eò Pûfò @ûiò [ôaûe Gaõ IWÿò@û cûù^ ùijò \ßú_
_ê¬ùe aiZò iÚû_^ Keò[ôaûe _âcûY AZòjûieê còkò[ûG ö bûeZ cjûiûMe Gaõ AùŠûù^iò@û
\ßú__ê¬e aòbò^Ü iÚû^eê \ûi gâcòK cû^uê aélùeû_Y @[ð^úZòe icé¡ò _ûAñ aûYòRý Pêqòùe _ìað
@û ầòKúd ù\gcû^uê iÚû^û«e Keû ~ûA[ôfû ö @Áû\g I C^aòõg gZ±úùe @ûùceòKúd \ûi_â[û
Gaõ dêùeû_úd C_ ò̂ùagaû\e gòKûe @û ầòKúd Gaõ bûeZúdcûù^ ùjûA[ôaû GK HZòjûiòK
Z[ý ö Kò«ê ̂ òŸðòÁ \ûi gâcòKue ~ù[Á iìP^û C_f² ̂ ûjó Gaõ icd Kâùc Gjò gâcòKcûù^ ̂ ì@û
_eòPdKê @û_ùYA ù^AQ«ò ö D^aòõg gZû±úe ùgh bûMùe Gbkò KòQò IWÿò@û cìk gâcòK
@ûùceòKûe Kûfò̀ ‰ðò@ûe `ûcð Gaõ LYòùe Kûc KeòaûKê @ûiò[ôaûe RYû~ûG, Kò«ê Zûjûe c¤
ùKøYiò _âcûYòZ UúKû ^ûjó ö

icde ij Zûk ù\A icûR, iûjòZý, ibýZû, gòlû I aòmû^ iaê \òMùe KâcûMZ bûùa
IWÿò@û RûZò C^ÜZò cûMðùe @ûùMA PûfòQò ö Mûñ eê ijeKê, ijeeê @^ý eûRýKê, ù\geê aòù\gKê
KâcûMZ bûaùe ì̂Z^ i¸ûa^û @ûaòÃûe Keò IWÿò@û cûù^ ò̂RKê a©ðcû^ _âZòÂû Keò_ûeòQ«ò ö
@û]ê̂ òK ~êMùe ùKùaVêñ IWÿò@û cûù^ @ûiò @ûùceòKûùe aiaûi Kùf, Gjò Z[ýe iVòKþ C©e
bûeZ ieKûe Kò́ û @ûùceòKûe iûcûRòK iêelû aòbûM aýZúZ @^ý iìZâeê _ûAaû i¸a ê̂ùjñ ö
ùZùa _â[c IWÿò@û jòiûaùe 1909 ciòjûùe ùXuû^ûke iûew]e \ûi @ûiò[ôùf ùaûfò ]eò
ò̂@û~ûA _ûùe ö 1950 iê¡û @ûùceòKûKê 20 RY IWÿò@û Cygòlû _ûAñ @ûiò[ôùf Kò«ê ùicûù^

icùÉ ù`eò ~ûA[ôùf ùaûfò iìP^û ejòQò ö _ea©ðú icdùe aòõg gZû±úe \ßòZúd bûMùe
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]úùe]úùe @ûùceòKúd gòlû @ ê̂Âû^ MêWòKùe aòmû^ MùahYûe CyûKûõlû ù^A IWÿò@ûcûù^
@ûùceòKûKê @ûiò[ôaûe RYû~ûGö KUK ùcWòKûf KùfReê iað _â[ùc C©ú‰ð QûZâcû^u c¤eê _û*
RY Cy gòlû _ûAñ @ûùceòKû @ûiò[ôaûe RYû~ûG ö ùZùa ùicû^u c¤eê Pûeò RY GVûùe iÚûdú
bûaùe aiZò iÚû_^ Keò[ôùfö 2022 ciòjû Dcðòùe _âKûgòZ gâú mû^ e¬^ \ûgu GK _âa§ùe
ùKCñcûù^ iaê 1960 iê¡û @ûùceòKûKê aòbò̂ Ü Cy gòlû jûif _ûAñ @ûiò[ôùf Zûjûe GK aòÉéZ
aòaeYú ejòQò ö _âûa§òK Wÿ. aòRd cògâ Gaõ fûfê cû^iòõju 2019 ciòjû Dcðòùe _âKûgòZ \êAUò
_âa§ùe c¤ C_ùeûq _âaûiúu aýZúZ 1970e _â[c bûMùe @ûiò[ôaû @^ý ùKùZRYu ̂ ûc
CùfäL ejòQò ( ò̂cÜ\© ijûdK iìPú \gð̂ úd)ö a©ðcû^ icdùe _ûL_ûLô _¦eeê ùKûWÿòG jRûe
IWÿò@û @ûùceòKûùe ejò [ôaûe iìP^û còùk ö

aòõg gZû±úe ùgh bûMùe @ûùceòKûùe KµýêUe ùlZâùe Pûjò\û aé¡ò _ûAaû ùjZê
_ea©ðú icdùe bòiû ò̂dcKê fûNa Keû~ûA [ôfû ö ù~CñVò 1946 ciòjûùe ùKak 100
RYKê @ûùceòKû @ûiòaûKê @^êcZò còkê[ôfû ùiAVò 2000 ciòjûùakKê @ûùceòKû _ûAñ ahðKê
80,000 Gaõ Kû^ûWÿû _ûAñ 30,000 _âaûiúuê @ ê̂cZò còkòfû ö ~ûjû ̀ kùe ùKak Cy gòlû
_ûAñ ê̂ùjñ, aòbò̂ Ü Éee PûKòeò I aýaiûd, Gaõ Äêf I KùfR gòlû _ûAñ c¤ ajê iõLýûùe
QûZâcûù^ @^ý ù\geê @ûùceòKûKê @ûiò[ôùf ö Gjò _âaûiú cû^u ij ajê iõLýûùe IWÿò@û cûù^
c¤ @ûiò[ôùf ö ùicûù^ a©ðcû^ G ù\gùe ò̂R aiZò iÚû_^ Keòaû ij IWÿò@û iõÄéZòe _âiûe
Keò PûfòQ«ò ö ùijò \ò̂ Vûeê, @ûùceòKûùe IWÿò@û iµâ\ûd KâcûMZ bûaùe aé¡ò _ûAfû, @]ôKûõg
IWÿò@û C©e-_ìaðùe, aòùgh Keò ̂ ýêdKð, ̂ ýêRiðò Gaõ ùceòfýûŠùe @aiÚû^ Keò[ôùf ö @ûùceòKûe
_â[c IWò@û iõMV^, IWÿògû ùiûiûAUò @`þ @ûùceòKû, 1969 ciòjûùe ̂ ýêdKð ijeùe _âZòÂòZ
ùjûA[ôfûö @ûùceòKûe IWÿò@û iµâ\ûd ò̂Re iûõÄéZòK HZòjý aRûd eLôaû _ûAñ Gaõ _ea©ðú
IWÿò@û _òXÿòKê ù_âû›ûjòZ Keòaû _ûAñ @ù^K iõMV^ _âZòÂû Keò PûfòQ«ò ö IWÿò@û ùiûiûAUò @`þ
@ûùceòKûe a©ðcû^ 19Uò @¤ûd @ûùceòKû I Kû^ûWÿûùe iKâòd @Qò ö _âùZýùK ̂ òR ̂ òR iÚû^ùe
aòbò̂ Ü _að_aðûY ~[û -CKôk \òai, aYùbûRò, Kêcûe _ì‰ðòcû, Gaõ @^ýû^ý é̂Zý, MúZ, ^ûUK
@û\ò iûõÄéZòK Kû~ðýKâcùe fò̄  ejò ùijò @õPkùe ejê[ôaû IWÿò@ûcû^uê iõMVòZ eLôaûùe ic[ð
ùjAQ«ò ö KòQò RûMûùe _òfûuê IWÿò@û bûhû c¤ gòLûAaûe _âdûi Rûeò ejòQò ö

@ù^K \g§ò ]eò aòù\gùe ejòaû _ùe _ea©ðú _òXÿò cûù^ ̂ òRe @iàòZû @ù^K _eòcûYùe
aRûd eLôaû ij @ûùceòKúd Rúa^~û_^ ùg÷kú ijòZ ò̂RKê iõù~ûRòZ Keò @Mâie ùjaûùe
fûMòQ«ò ö ùKak i Ö̀ùIße _â~êqòaò\ýû Éeùe ̂ êùjñ, gòlû @ ê̂Âû^e @¤l bûaùe, _âZòÂòZ Wûqe
bûaùe, RûZúd Éee aýûue Cy @]ôKûeú bûaùe c¤ @ù^K IWÿò@û ùMøea jûif KeòQ«ò ö
a©ðcû^e @ûùceòKûùe ù~Cñ IWÿò@û cûù^ f² _âZòÂòZ, ùicû^u c¤eê i Ö̀ aýûue @¤l eûRúa
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cògâ, ùKßÁ WûAùMÜûiÖòKe _ìaðZ^ @¤l I ibû_Zò iì~ðý cjû_ûZâ, Berkshire Hathaway aúcû
aòbûMe C_û¤l @RòZ ùR÷̂ , UAS Laboratorye _âZòÂûZû I @¤l W. gòZKŒ \ûg, I jûAÆòWþ
aâWÿaýûŠ ù~ûMûù~ûM _âYûkú ùlZâùe gâú ùKga _ejò @^ýZc ö gâú ù~ûùMg _Zò ~òG Kò RùY
ùceòfûŠ dì̂ òbeiòUòùe _\û[ð aòmû^ú, ùi bûeZ ieKûeuVûeê _\àbìhY C_û]ôùe i¹û ò̂Z Zûue
MùahY™K KéZò (awarded Dirac Medal for "Quest for Unification", 2000) _ûAñ ö Gcû^u
aýZúZ aòbê cjû_ûZâ ù`i^ RMZùe GK RYûgêYû _âZòÂòZ ̂ ûc ~òG Kò còùgf Iaûcûu _ûAñ c¤
aÈ Zò@ûeò KeòQ«ò ö ÊMðZ Wÿ. _âi^Ü _Zò _â[c IWÿò@û ~òG Kò jfòCWÿ cêbò 'One Flew Over the

Cuckoo's Nest' ùe @bò̂ d Keò[ôùf ö Gaõ a©ðcû^e icdùe jfòCWÿ PkPòZâ ‘còfò@^ Wfûe
@ûcð’ùe _úZaûi Zâò_ûVú ̂ òR_ûAñ GK ißZª _eòPd iéÁò Keò _ûeòQ«ò ö _âaûiú IWÿò@ûcû^u ùKak
Kcðbìcò @ûùceòKû _ûAñ ^êùjñ, ùicû^u ^òR cûZébìcò IWÿògû _âZò c¤ @a\û^ ejòQò ö ùi[ô c¤eê
GVûùe CùfäL ù~ûMý 54 RY _âaûiú IWÿò@û cògò IWÿògûe Kkòw jÆòUûfe _âZòÂû Keò[ôùf ~ûjû
@MYòZ IWÿògûaûiúu _ûAñ GK @cêfý \û^ö

Gjû aýZúZ @ù^K Kaò, ùfLK, _âûa§òK, J_^ýûiòK, _âKûgK Gaõ _âKûg^ iõiÚû cûù^
c¤ icd Kâùc _âaûiú IWÿò@û cû^ue KûjûYúKê fò_òa¡ Keòaûùe ̂ òRe i`k C\ýc Rûeò eLôQ«òö
IWÿògú gûÈúd Gaõ ùfûK é̂ZýgòÌú cûù^ IWÿògûe KkûKê _ea©ðú _òXÿòcû^u _ûLùe iêelòZ Keòaûùe
ilc ùjA _ûeòQ«ò ö _âùZýK Éeùe, aýqòMZ @aû ùMûÂúMZ bûùa ùjC IWÿògûe iõÄéZòKê a*ûA
eLô _âaûiú IWÿò@ûcûù^ @ûMûcú _òXÿò _ûAñ bò©ò_âÉe Zò@ûeò KeòQ«ò; Z\ßûeû IWÿò@ûu @iàòZû I @iÚòZße
_âiûe NUò _ûeêQò ö

ù~CñVò IWÿò@û ùiAVò Zûu _âûY, @ûC ùi ùjùf ùi RûZòe _âZúK gâú RM Ü̂û[ ö @ûùceòKûùe
^ýûibòf, ùUù^iò; Kù^KUòKU; cò̂ ò@û_fòi; ùaûÁ^, cûiûPêùiUi; jõPbòf, @ûfûaûcû; KäòbfûŠ,
IjûAI; ùWUùeûAU, còPòMû^; ầòc<, Kûfòù`û‰ðò@û; Wûfûi Gaõ @Áò̂ , ùUri; Afòù^ûAi,
PòKûùMû; ^ýêdKð; IßûgòõMU^, Wòiò; còù^ùiûUû; ÄUiùWf, @ûeòùRû^û, Uûµû, ù ä̀ûeòWÿû; Gaõ
IßûgòõMU^ eûRýe c¦òe cû^uùe IWÿò@û RûZòe _âZúK, IWÿò@û RûZòe @_eûùRd @û™û, RM^Üû[u
_âûY _âZòÂû c¤ ùjûA _ûeòQò ö

Gjò _âa§ùe ùcûe ùPÁû [ôfû @ûùceòKûùe IWÿò@ûcû^u @ûa©ð̂  aòa©ð̂ Kê ù^A \êA _\
ùfLôaûö Z[û_ò AZòjûi _éÂûeê IWÿògûe AZòjûiKê @Ì g±ùe CùfäL Keòaû CPòZ ùja ùaûfò cù^
Kfòö IWÿògûe \ìe\òM« aòÉûeú AZòjûiKê @Ì g±ùe a‰ð̂ û Keòaû ù~ ùKøYiò aýqòu _lùe ijR
iûù_l ^êùjñö aûYòRý fûMò aûfò~ûZâûeê @ûe¸ Keò Cy gòlû _ûAñ @ûùceòKû ~ûZâû c¤ùe gZû±ú
gZû±ú aòZò MfûYò ö Kò«ê IWÿò@û RûZò ò̂Re bûhû I iõÄéZòKê iaêùaùk aRûd eLôaû _ûAñ iað\û
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ùPÁûeZ @Qò Gaõ [ôa ùaûfò ùcûe aògßûi ö @ûc @Mâ\ìZ cûù^ _â[ùc @ûùceòKûùe @ûiò @^ý
cû^u _ûAñ _[_â\gðK bûùa @^êieYe ùiZê MXò ù\A[ôùf ö @ûRò ùijò _[ùe @MYòZ IWÿò@û
_âaûiú ò̂Re Ê_Ü ù^A aò̂ û \ßò]ûùe @ûiêQ«ò ö @ûùceòKû Gaõ Kû^ûWûe @[ð̂ úZòKê ijù~ûM
Keòaûùe IWÿò@û _âaûiúcûù^ ̂ òRe bìcòKû ̂ òaðûj KeòQ«ò ö ùicûù^ ̂ òRe C Ü̂Zò ij ̂ òR cûZébìcòKê
c¤ igq Keòaû_ûAñ aòbò̂ Ü icûRùiaû @^êÂû^ cû^uê _ûŒò @aû gâc \û^ c¤ Keò _ûeòQ«ò ö
GVûùe gòZKŒ \ûg Gaõ gâú gâ¡û^¦ cògâu ù~bkò bûùa aòbò̂ Ü @ ê̂Âû^ ijòZ RWÿòZ ejò iûcûRòK
CÎû^ _ûAñ _âbêZ @û[ðôK ijûdZû _â\û^ KeêQ«ò, Zûjû CùfäL^údö ùcûe ò̂Re @ ê̂bìZò Kùj,
@ûùceòKûùe IWÿò@ûcûù^ ò̂R cìk iõÄéZòe @ù^ßhYùe aýÉ [ôaû ùaùk, IWÿògûùe ^ì@û _òXÿòe
IWÿò@û cûù^ _û½ûZýcêLú ibýZûe @^êKeY Keòaûùe fûMòQ«ò ö ùicû^uê \ìeeê _ûjûWÿ iê¦e
\ògê[ôa ò̂½d ö ùijò _òXÿòe _âaûiú cûù^ ù~ùZùaùk GVûKê @ûi«ò ùicûù^ aòù\ge ejYò
ijYò, bûhû, Xû*ûùe ò̂RKê @Zò gúNâ Lû_ Lê@ûA ù^aûKê ùPÁû Ke«ò ö ùZYê IWÿò@ûcûù^ ò̂Re
HZòjý, ùMøeaKê aòù\gùe ùKùZ _òXÿò _~ðý« _âZòÂû Keò eLô_ûeòùa Zûjû jêGZ @ûMKê icd Kjò
_ûeòa ö aõgû ê̂KâcòK AZòjûiKê icúlû Kùf ÆÁ @ ê̂cû^ Keû~ûA_ûùe ù~ ZéZúd _òXÿòe i«û^
cûù^ ùicû^u ùcøkòK i©û ùLûRòaû _ûAñ iaêùaùk ùKøZêjkú jê@«ò ö ùZYê ùcûe aògßûi, ù~
~ûGñ IWÿò@ûue _âûYe ù\aZû gâú RM Ü̂û[ Zûu ij [ôùa, ùi ~ûGñ ù~CñVò ejòùf aò IWÿò@ûcûù^
Zûue cûUò ij RWÿò ejòaûKê ùPÁû ò̂½d Keê[ôùa ö
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ZûfòKû
aòmû^ú \ûi, ùWU þ̂ , ùceòfûŠ

G_âòfþ cûie _â[c ZûeòL ö IWògû _ûAñ ùKùZ aW \ò^ ö IWÿògû _âù\g Gjò\ò^ MVòZ
ùjûA[ôfû ö G \ò̂ Kê ù^A IWÿògûaûiú Mað I ùMøea @ ê̂ba Ke«ò ö Gjò\ò̂ Kê _âZòÂû Keòaû _ûAñ
ù~Cñ ùKùZRY IWò@û iõNhð Keò[ôùf, KÁ ijò[ôùf, c^_âûY Xûkòù\A[ôùf, ùicû^u KûjûYú
ajòùe cê\âòZ ùjûA ejòQò iZ, ùjùf @ûRòKûfòe ~êa_òXò ùiiaê _XÿòaûKê, cù^ eLôaûKê Pûùjñ
^ûjóö @ûRòe ~êMùe iaêKòQò C›a, cùjû›a, Lû\ý, _û^úd, ̂ ûP, MúZe @ûie ö ùiVò AZòjûiKê
@ûùfûP^û, _~ðýûùfûP^û Keò icd aeaû\ Keòaûùe KYUû fûb ? GA@û ùjfû @ûRòe ~êa_òXòue
aòPûe ö

cûyð cûi _jòfûùe jVûZþ i\û^¦ aûaêue Lô@ûf @ûiòfû ö Kùeû^û Z Gùa MfûYò _âûd
Kjòùf Pùk ö CKôk \òaiUûKê G[e _ûkòùf ùKcòZò jê@«û ? iûwcû^u iû[úùe ùbUûùbUò
ùjaû iûwKê ^ûP, MúZ, Lô@û, _ò@û, KòQò iûõÄéZòK Kû~ðýKâc GcòZò iaê Keò ùMûUòG C_ùbûM
Keòjê@«û ö G Lô@ûfUòKê _^ôú @^ê_cûuê Kjòaû cûùZâ, iòG cêŠùe jûZ ù\A aiòùf ö “Zce
iZùe KY KòQò K[û cù^ejê̂ ò ̂ û KY ? cùZ Z WefûMêQò ö AG ùi Wòùc è̂ò@û flY @ûC ̂ êùjñ
Z? GA MZ i¯ûjùe _eû Aeû ZcKê ò̂cªY Keò[ôfû iòG ùi\ò̂  ùMûUòG iõMúZ @ûie KeêQò
ùaûfò ö @ûC Zùc aò Z ZûKê K[û ù\Aù\f, ùi[ôùe MûdK iûRòa ö _êYò @ûRò KjêQ, CKôk
\òaiUûKê G[e _ûkòùf ùKcòZò jê@«û ?’’

i\û^¦aûaê cù^ _ùKAùf ö jñ Aeû GcòZò KòQò Kjê[ôfû ö ùjùf ùi K[ûUòKê GùZ bf
bûaùe cù^ _ùKA_ûeê̂ ûjû«ò i\û^¦ aûaê ö ùiùZùaùk jêGZ iòG bfùe gêYò̂ ûjû«ò Kò KY ?
ùiA[ô_ûAñ “jñ’’ Kjòù\A[ôùaö Kò«ê Aeû G_âòfþ GK ZûeòL \ò̂  CKôk \òai _ûk^ Keòaû_ûAñ
ù~ûMûW ^Keò iõMúZ @ûie KY _ûAñ KeêQò ?

@ ê̂_cû Kjòùf, “cfû, Zûe AQû ùjfû iòG ~ûjû Keòaûe Keòaö ùi[ôùe Zêùc KòG
KjòaûKê ? Zêc Azû ùjùf ~òa, Azû ^ùjùf ^~òaö aûiþ, K[û ùgh ö iòG KûjóKò Kfû, KY
Keò[ôùf bf ùjûA[û«û, ùiiaê bûaòaûKê @ûùc KòG ?’
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- “VòKþ, Zùc VòKþ KjòQ ö Zûùjùf @ûC Gahð CKôk \òai _ûk^ ùKûCVò ùjûCPò ^û
^ûjóö’’

- “ùjûCPò ö GùaZ G CKôk \òai ùMûUòG ù`i^ _ûfUò~ûAQò ö Lûfò CKôk \òai KY,
ù~ ùK÷ûYiò _að_aðûYò _ûk^ _ûAñ ùMûUòG ̂ ògû PXòQò ö ù~ ùK÷ûYiò IWò@û LaeKûMR _Xòù\a Z
Zc jûfêK gêLô~òa ö IWò@ûcûù^ G _að_aðûYò _ûkòaûùe Gùa Lêaþ @MâYú ö Zû' ijòZ dê Uêaþ bòWòI
Keòaûùe aò ö KòG cŠû_òVû Keòaûe _âYûkú Keò `ùUû eLôfûYò Z, KòG _Lûk LûA `ùUû, bòWòI
eLôfûYò ö iaê Lûfò bûAeûfþ ö @ûC Zùc _PûeêQ, CKôk \òai Kê@ûùW ùjûCQò ^û' ^ûjó ö’’

- "Zc Èú ùfûKcû^ue GcòZò K[ûeê ̂ [û aûjûe Keòaûe @býûi ö ùcû _Pûeòaûe cZfa
ùjfû, G @ûùceòKûùe, @ûC Zùc ùi IWògû bòZeKê KûjóKò _gòMf ?’’

- “Zce ù~ûC K[û ! Zùc KY @ûùceòKû IWò@û cû^ue Lae eLê̂  ^û KY ? Gùa
@ù^K eûRýùe IWò@ûcûù^ IWògû \òai _ûk^ KeêQ«ò ö iaê _eû ùicûù^ ù`iþaêKþ @ûC jßûUþi
@û_þùe QûWêQ«ò ö @ù^Ku Kû~ðýKâc iaê  ù`iþaêKþùe fûAbþ _âiûeòZ ja ö ù~ùZ ù\Lôa,
~ûjûKê ù\Lôa, ù\Lê[ûö ùiiaê _êYò cûMYû, ò̂R Nùe ejò, ò̂R ùiû`ûùe aiò, Pûjû, RkLô@û
LûCLûC ù\Lê[û ö’’

- “~ûjûùjC, IWò@ûcû^ue GAUû ùMûUòG @ûMê@û ùjaûe ò̂\gð̂  ö Gùa ajêZ IWò@û
_âúZò aûjûeêQò ö aXò@û K[û ö ù\Lôaû, icd còkòùf UòùK ùicû^ue ù`ÊêKþ fûAbþ ù_âûMâûcþ
ù\Lôaû ö’’

- “icd còkòa ùKûCVê ? ~\ò Aeûe ù_âûMâûcþKê ~òa Z, ùiVòKê Kùf aûUùe \êAN<û
~òa, ùiVò Zò̂ ò, Pûeò N<û, GcòZò ùjûA _*N<û ~òaö cêñ UòùK ùi\ò̂  iKûùk cò̂ ò _ûLKê ~òaò ùaûfò
bûaê[ôfòö KûeY eaòaûe \ò̂  ~ûAùja ò̂ö ùcûe ù~ûM Käûiþ @Qò ö Zùc ~ûjû bûaòa, ùicòZò
Keòaû ö’’

“cò̂ ò _ûLKê Zû' _ìað Kò _e i¯ûjùe Mùf ùja ò̂ ?’’GcòZò _âgÜUòG Z i\û^¦ aûaê
_Pûeòù\ùf ö ùjùf C©eùe @ ê̂_cû ù~Cñ ZûfòKû ù\ùf I ùi ZûfòKûKê a‰ð̂ û KeòaûKê ù^A
ù~Cñ @^Mðk aqaý ù\ùf, ùiiaê gêYòaûKê ù]÷~ðý @ûC ^[ôfû i\û^¦ aûaêueö

iaê g ò̂aûe, eaòaûe KòQò ^û KòQò PûfòQòö ùi[ôùe aòaûj aûhðòKúe ùe÷û_ý Rd«ú,
R à̂\ò̂ , @aie MâjY aû eòUûdûùcð<þ _ûUðò, ùjûfò, gûÈúd iwúZ icûùeûj, gûÈúd ̂ éZý cùjû›a
iûwKê iêAUþ iòKþiUò̂ þ _ûUðò, ijee ai« C›a, ùfKþ iûAWþ cýêRòKþ ù`Áòbûfþ I c¦òee ~ûaZúd
Kû~ðýKâc c¤ iûcòfþ [ôfûö ZûfòKû K[û gêYò i\û^¦ aûaêue jûfêK gêLôMfûö G iaêeê @ù^K
C›a, cùjû›a iòG ̂ òùR @ûe¸ KùeAQ«òö @ûC @ù^K C›a, cùjû›a Z aýqòMZ Rúa^ùe
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ajêZ cìfýaû^ö ùKûCVòKê ~òùa, ùKûCVòKê ^Mùf Pkòa, Giaê ò̂jûZò bûaòaûKê _Wòaö @ûC
ùMûUòG iciýû ùjfû G bûeZúd C›a, cùjû›acû^ue _ûk^ Keòaû XwKê ù^Aö ùK÷ûYiò
Kû~ðý VòKþ icdùe @ûe¸ ùja jó ^ûjóö ùfLô[ôùa 4Uûùe @ûe¸ ùja, @ûe¸ ùjCùjC 6Uû
aûRòaö ùKûCVò KkûKûe cûù^ _j*ò ̂ [ôùa; ùKûCVò cûAùKâûù`û þ̂ Kûc Keòa ò̂, ùKûCVò \gðKcûù^
_j*ò̂ [ôùa; ùKûCVò ùfûK LûCLûC, M_ KeêKeê ùWeò ùjûA~òa; GcòZò @ù^K K[û @ ê̂ba
KeòKeò Gùa ù_ûLZ ùjûAMùfYò ùicûù^ ö

ùjùf Gahðe iaê icûùeûje ùMûUòG Zûš~ðý ejòQòö ùiiaê ùjfû G Rúa^e @ûKiàòKZû
I iÚòZòKê ù^A icùÉ Zò̂ ò ahð ]eò Kùeû^ûe bdûajZû ijòZ ù~Cñ @^êbìZò @Rð^ Kùf, ù~Cñ
\êüL, KÁ ijòùf, ùiiaê @ûùaMKê, AzûKê _ìeY Keòaûe ̂ ògûö Gùa Pûeò@ûùW ùicòZò ùjûjfäû
PûfòQòö C›a, cùjû›a iûwKê aêfûaêfò, aòù\g ~ûZâû, iòù^cû, [ôGUið, KîRþ, ùeÁêeû<þ, iaê
PkP*kö ùiiaê ù\Lô i\û^¦ aûaê KéZKéZý ùjûA~û@û«òö bMaû^ icÉu _âû[ð̂ û gêYòQ«òö
Kùeû^û cjcûeú @ûdZùe @Qòö ùiA[ô_ûAñ Cbd i\û^¦ aûaê I @ ê̂_cû c¤ Pûjêñ[ôùf Kò ù~ùZ
iaê i¸a, ùi C›a, cùjû›aùe iûcòfþ ùjaûKêö KòG RûùY, baòhýZùe @ûC ùKCñ @û½~ðý
@ù_lû Keò ejòQò? @ûC ùi iêù~ûM iaê @ûiòa Kò ^ûjó ?

ùjùf Cbd i\û^¦ aûaê I @ ê̂_cû Gùa aò Kû~ðýeZö ùiûcaûeeê gêKâaûe _~ðý«
ò̂R ò̂Re aýaiûdòK ù_gûùe aýÉ ejò~û«òö ùiùZùaùk `êeêiZþ còùk ò̂ö @ûC \êAUò \ò̂

akòfû, g ò̂aûe I eaòaûe; aògâûc ù^aûKê, NeKûc KeòaûKê, ù\ûKû^ aRûe ~òaûKêö Zû' bòZeê
icd aûjûe Keò GùZ@ûùW ~ûA@ûiò jêG ò̂ö aòùghZü eaòaûe @_eûjÜ Kò i§ýûùaùk ~\ò KòQò
C›a, cùjû›a [ûG, ùiiaêKê iò]û c^û Keòù\aûKê ùicûù^ ùMûUòG ̀ cðêfû Keòù\AQ«ò ö ùi
`cðêfûùe @ûjêeò @ù^K i©ð c¤ iûcòfþ @Qòö iÚû^e \ìeZû, ùi\ò̂ e _ûYò_ûM, @ûe¸ icd,
Kû~ðýKâce ùfûK Mjkò AZýû\ò ù\Lô ùicûù^, "~\ò @cK', "ùZùa ~\ò icK' I "Zûùjùf'
iìZâùe iaê iÚòeKe«òö Zû' bòZùe aò @ù^K icdùe ZîUò ejò~ûG I jUjUû ùjaûKê jêG ö

i\û^¦ aûaê Giaê C›a, cùjû›a ù~ùZùaùk @ûe¸ Keò[ôùf ùi icd @fMû [ôfûö
ùiùZùaùk bûeZúdu ùfûKiõLýû GùZ @]ôK ^[ôfûö bûeZúd C›a, cùjû›a aò GùZ
@]ôK ^[ôfûö IWò@ûu K[û QûWö ùjA ùjA, 20-30 IWò@û _eòaûe Cbd ùceúfûŠþ I
bRðò^ò@û eûRýKê ù^Aö ùicû^u ijòZ K[ûaû©ðû ùiA Ne ù`û^þùeö ~ûjû C›a, cùjû›a
ùjfû, ùiiaêe Kû~ðiìPú I ^òcªY _Zâ Ne VòKYûùe _Vû ùjC[ôfûö ùZYê, ùKjò Kûjû
Rúa^e aògòÁ \ò^cû^uê bêfê^[ôùfö ~òG aò ~ê@ûùW ~ûC[ôùf, ùiVò \òù^, \êA\ò^
ejò~ûC[ôùfö Gùa G @*kùe IWò@ûu iõLýû @ù^K aXòQòö \ßòZúd _òXòe IWò@ûu ijòZ,
@^ý iaê IWò@ûcûù^ aò G @*kùe Kû~ðýeZö aòùgh Keò @ûA.Uò.ùe ^ò~êq ùfûKu _ûAñ
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MZ \gKùe ùi iõLýû jêjê aXòMfû ö Gùa _âûdZü 400eê @]ôK IWò@û _eòaûe G @*kùe
aiaûi Ke«ò ö

cù^_ùW 1998-2005 ciòjûe K[ûö ùiùZùaùk ùicûù^ _âZò cûiùe [ùe aûfÖòùcûeþ
AÄ þ̂ c¦òeùe IWò@û iõ_â\ûde bR^ Keòaû @ûe¸ Keò[ôùf ö ùiùZùaùk Kûñ bûñ Keò IWò@û _eòaûe
ù~ûM ù\C[ôùf ö c¦òe Ze`eê ùicûù^ ùeûùhAaûie aýaiÚû Keê[ôùf ö c¦òe cûù^ ùQûU
NeUòG ö Zûe Zk cjfûùe ùMûUòG ùKûVeòùe VûKêe [ôùf, @ûC _ûL ùMûUòG ùKûVeòùe ùeûùhA
ùjC[ôfû ö C_e cjfûùe ùicòZò Pûeò _û*Uò ùKûVeò [ôfû ö ùi[ôùe iû]êcûù^ ejê[ôùf ö IWò@ûcûù^
@[ð \û^ Keò ùMûUòG ùKûVeòKê ùiVò iõ_âiûeY Kùf I ùiVòKûe Mû]ê@ûNe, _ûALû^ûKê c¤
iRûWò[ôùfö _ùe ùiA iRûWò[ôaû ùKûVeòùe ùicû^ue IWò@û gòlû Pûfê[ôfû I _âiû\ ùia^ c¤
ùjC[ôfû ö ùiùZùaùk aûfÖòùcûeþ AÄ þ̂ c¦òeùe @ù^K IWò@û _êRK [ôùf ö ùiAcû̂ u ijûdZûùe
iaêKòQò Pûfê[ôfû ö c¦òee _âùZýK Kû~ðýKâcùe IWò@û iõ_â\ûd cêLý bìcòKû ù^C[ôùf ö aûfÖòùcûe
AÄ þ̂ _â[c [e _ûAñ ù~ùZùaùk e[~ûZâû @ûe¸ Keò[ôfû, ùiùZùaùk IWò@û iõ_â\ûd Z^, c^,
]^ \û^ Keò e[~ûZâû C›aKê iû`fýcŠòZ Keò[ôfû ö

Gùa ùiiaê a\kòMfûYò ö Gùa ùi _ìeêYû Ne a\kùe aûfÖòùcûeþ AÄ þ̂ GK aW c¦òe
Zò@ûeò KeòQò ö bqu iõLýû c¤ ùiA @ ê̂_ûZùe @]ôKö ùKùaùKùa Mùf, ùi Mjkò bòZùe i©û
jRò~òaû bkò fûùMö ùi icdùe ùKak AÄ þ̂ Ze`eê \êA[e e[~ûZâû ùjC[ôfûö ù_ûùUûcûKþ
AÄ þ̂ Ze`eê RM Ü̂û[ e[ùe aiò RêfûA 4 ZûeòL \ò̂  Êû]ú^Zû \òaie _ýûùeùWâ ~û@û«òö ùKùZK
ahð i\û^¦ I @ ê̂_cû c¤ ùi _ýûùeWþùe ~ûAQ«òö ùiùZùaùk ùicûù^ ù~CñVòKê ~ûC[ôùf, c^
_âûY ù\A C_ùbûM Keê[ôùfö aûfÖòùcûeþ AÄ þ̂ Ze`eê ùc cûiùe e[~ûZâû jêGö ùiùZùaùk
e[~ûZâû _ûAñ ùicû^ue iûwcûù^ iaê ò̂CRiðú, bRðò̂ ò@ûeê @ûiê[ôùf ö e[~ûZâû _ùe Nùe
ejò~ûC[ôùf ö ùjùf Gùa iaê iÚû^ùe GKeê @]ôK e[~ûZâû PûfòQò ö ùKjò Kê@ûùW ~ûC^ûjû«ò ö
icùÉ ò̂R ije, ò̂R c¦òe, ò̂R ùMûÂú ù^A aýÉö

ùaùkùaùk _QKê ù`eò~òaûKê Azû jêGö ù~CñVò iûwiû[úu ijòZ N<ûN<û aòùZA
ùjC[ôfûö Gùa ùiiaê iûwiû[úue GùZ iûwiû[ú ù~, ù\Lûùjùf \gcò̂ òUþ aò bfùe K[û
KjòjêG ò̂; @ûC RùY KòG @ûiò cSòùe _gò~ûGö Gùa i\û^¦ aûaê I @ ê̂_cû aiò ZûfòKû ù\Lôùfö
G_âòfþ 1 ZûeòL g ò̂aûe \ò̂ , Aeûe iõMúZ ù_âûMâûcþ @ûe¸ ùjaûe icd [ôfû i§ýû 6Uûö a§ê
@Lôk aûaê jûeòÊMðeê WûKò[ôùf; “@ûùc G jûeòÊMðe adÄ IWò@ûcûù^ cògò _ûL _ûKðùe aYùbûRò
_eòùagùe CKôk \òai _ûk^ KeêQêö Zùc @ûiê̂ ö ZcKê Z ù\X N<û fûMòaö @ûiòùf bffûM«û ö
icùÉ ZcKê ù\Lô Lêiò jê@ù« ö’’
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i\û^¦ aûaê iÚòe Kùf CKôk \òaiùe CKôk \òaie ù_âûMâûcþUòG ~\ò ùjCQò, ùZùa
^~òùa Kò@ûñ ö _êeêYû a§êcû^u ijòZ c¤ ù\Lû ùjûA~òa ö ùiAVê ùicûù^ ~\ò 2Uûùe ù`eò
@ûiòùa, GùY Aeûe iõMúZ Kû~ðýKâcùe aò iûcòfþ ùjûA_ûeòùa ö

@^ê_cû c¤ eûRò ùjùf ö Z[û_ò iûa]û^ KùeAù\ùf, “~\ò ùi fòUê _ê@e MâûRêGi^þ
bkò ùjfû Z, Zùc aêSòa ö”

MZahð Zûue RùY iûw fòUêe _ê@e jûAÄêfþ MâûRêGi^þ _ûkòZ ùjC[ôfûö icd
\ò@û~ûA[ôfû 12Uûeê 4Uûö f*þ ù\aûe icd [ôfû 12Uûeê 2Uûö i\û^¦ aûaê I @^ê_cûue
e[~ûZâûùe iûjû~ý Keòaûe [ôfûö ùicûù^ bûaòùf 12Uûeê 3Uû _~ðý« MâûRêGi^þùe bûM
ù^ùa; Zû_ùe @ûiò e[~ûZâûùe iûjû~ý Keòùaö ùjùf ùi\ò^ ùMûUûG ùaùk RkLô@û
\ò@ûMfûö Zû_ùe aòbò^Ü Kû~ðýKâc Pûfòfûö ùfûK ùi_~ðý« @ûiò^[û«ò; RYRY Keò _j*ê[û@û«òö
Zò^òUû aûRòfûYò; Kò«ê c¤ûjÜ ùbûR^ ùLûfò^òö ùicûù^ ùi\ò^ ^ LûA ù`eò@ûiòùfö KY
Keòùa, GùY e[~ûZâû _ûAñ iûjû~ý Keòùa ùaûfò K[û ù\A[ôùfö ùicòZò @ù^K aûe ùjûAQòö
MéjÊûcú WûKò[ôùa i§ýû 7Uûùe eûZâùbûR^ ù\aûKê; Kò«ê ù\ùa eûZò \gUû ùaùkö GA
aòhdùe G_~ðý« IWò@ûcûù^ Z[û_ò _Qê@û @Q«òö ~\ò VòKþ icdùe VòKþ K[û Keòa^ò; ùZùa
@ûC @MâYú ùjf ùKûC[ôùe?

“cêñ KY aêSòaò? Zùc ùMûUòG Uò̀ ò̂ þ arùe f*þ _ûAñ KòQò _ýûKþ Keòù\aö ~\ò LûAaû
ùWeò ùjfû, @ûùc @ûc Lû\ý ùMûUûG ùaùk ùLûfò LûAù\aû ö ~òG ~ûjû bûaòùf bûaòaö” GcòZò
iaê ù~ûR^ûùe ejòfû ö _âZò i¯ûjùe KòQò ̂ û KòQò Pûfê[ôfû ö ùicûù^ Kæû« ùjûA~ûC[ôùf, Z[û_ò
Lêiò ùjC[ôùf ö

aYùbûRò \ò̂  11Uûùe @ûe¸ ùjaûe [ôfûö i\û^¦ aûaê I @ ê̂_cû VòKþ 11Uûùe ~ûA
ò̂¡ðûeòZ _ûKðùe _j*òùfö ùjùf ùiùZùakKê ùKjò @ûiò̂ [û«ò ö ùKak @Lôk aûaê aiòQ«ò ö

Zûu _ ô̂ú _KêWò QûYòaû \ûdòZßùe [ôùfö QûYòaû Kûc ieò̂ [ôfûö ùZYê @ûC RYu ijòZ iòG @ûiòaû
ù~ûMûW Keòù^ùf I i\û^¦ aûaê @ûùM Pûfò@ûiòùfö Kûùk KòG ~\ò @ûiò~û@û«òö GcòZò ù\Lêù\Lê
icùÉ _âûd ùMûUòG ùaùk _j*òùfö LûAaû Kò«ê ajêZ eKce [ôfûö ùjùf _â[ùc RkLô@û
ùLûfûùjfû ö Zû_ùe iûùX ùMûUòG ùakKê Kû~ðKâc @ûe¸ ùjfûö KòQò _òfû ù\gû™ùaû]K
iõMúZUòG MûAùfö Zû_ùe @Lôk aûaê aqaýUòG eLôùfö Zûu aqaý ùghùe iòG i\û^¦
aûaêuê ù\gû™ùaû]K MúZUòG MûAaûKê @ ê̂ùeû] Kùfö @ ê̂_cû @ûLô cûeòùf, “\êAUû aûRòMfûYò’’ö
i\û^¦ aûaê Kò«ê ùiiaê Agûeû aêSò_ûeòùf ò̂ö jVûZþ ‘ ò̂kûù\â÷û gvcù¤’ @ûe¸ Keò ‘aù¦ CKôk
R^^ú’ùe _j*òMùf ö N^N^ KeZûkòùe icùÉ C›ûjòZ Keê[û«ò ö iòG ùiAVê “Zêw gòLeú
Pìk’’ @ûe¸ Keò, ùgh Keò, “iùaðiûcþ cc ]eYú R^^ú’’ @ûe¸ Keù« @ ê̂_cû Vò@û ùjûA_Wòùf ö
AG ùjfû i\û^¦ aûaêue ò̂gû ö aòùghZü \úNð Zò̂ ò ahð _ùe iòG GcòZò GK iêù~ûM fûb
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KeòQ«ò I ùi[ô_ûAñ @Zý« C›ûjòZ ùjûA _WêQ«ò ö ùjùf Zûue @^ý KòQò ù~ûR^û [ôa ö AG RùY
ùfûK ~\ò GùZ icd ù^ùa, @^ý icùÉ aòMòWò~òùa ò̂ ?

@ ê̂_cûue Vò@û ùjaûUû Kò«ê i\û^¦ aûaê ù\Lôù^ùf I aêSòMùf ö ùZYê "iùaðiûcþ
cc'e ùMûUòG _\ MûA iòG icÉuê ]^ýaû\ ù\A ò̂R bìcòKû ùghKùf I @Lôk aûaêu jûZKê
cûAùKâûù`û þ̂ aùXAù\ùf ö Zû_ùe \g-aûe ahðe Sò@UòG IWògú ̂ ûPòfû ö ùicòZò iûfê@ûeþ _ò§ò
^ûPòfû; KòQò ùag_Uû ùjûA^[ôfû ö GcòZòùe Zò̂ òUû aûRòfûYò; Z[û_ò ùKjò LûAaû K[û bûaê̂ ûjû«òö
@ ê̂_cû i\û^¦u Kû^ùe ềiþ̀ êiþ Keò Kjòùf, “Pûf, @ûùc Pûfò~òaûö ^ùjùf _û*Uû _ìaðeê
Aeûe iõMúZ icûùeûjùe ù~ûM ù\A_ûeòaû ò̂ ö’’

ùicûù^ @Lôk aûaêuê Kjò ù`eòaûKê C\ýZ ùjùf ö @Lôk aûaê ù~ùZ @UKûAaûKê
Pûjóùf I KòQò LûAù\A ~òaûKê Kjòùf, @UKòùf ò̂ ö MûWòùe aiò i\û^¦ aûaê WâûAbþ Keòaû
@ûe¸Kùf ö @ ê̂_cû Uò̀ ò̂ þ ùLûfò i\û^¦ aûaêuê Lê@ûAaûùe fûMòùf ö Zûue ù_U gû« ùjaû
_ùe ò̂ùR KòQò LûAùf ö ùjùf eêUþ 83ùe ù~còZò @û½~ðý ùicû^uê @ù_lû Keò ejò[ôfû ö
aûUùe \êNðUYû ùjûA eûÉû a¦ Kjòùf Pùk ö _û\ùe Pûfòfû bkò icÉu MûWò PûfêQò ö @ ê̂_cû
RM Ü̂û[uê iàeY Keòaûùe fûMòùfö i\û^¦ aûaê Kjòùf, “aýÉ KûjóKò ùjCQ ö ~\ò @iêaò]û
ùjfû, ùZùa @ûC Aeû Kû~ðKâcKê ~òaû ò̂ö KY ùa\ @gê¡ ùjûA~òa ùZùa ?’’

“ùjùf Zùc _eû ZûKê K[û ù\AQö iòG ZcKê Zû' Kû~ðýKâcùe iûcòfþ KeòQò ö Gùa Zùc
~òa ò̂ ö GAUû KY bf K[û ?’’

“bf K[û Z ^êùjñ ö ùZùa @ûùc KY RûYògêYò GcòZò Kùf ? @ûùc Z Zò̂ òUû ùaùk
aûjûeò @ûiòùf ̂ û ö’’ “\ò ̂ ûaùe ùMûW ù\A[ôaû ùfûK cSò ̂ Bùe ceòaû jó iûe ö ̂ û' G ̂ ûaùe
ùMûW ejòfû, ̂ û ùi ̂ ûaùe ö KòQò @]ôK icd ùjùf aYùbûRòùe ejò[ûù«; ùiAUû ùjfû ò̂ ö
Gùa Aeûe iõMúZ Kû~ðKâc aò @ûùc ~ûA_ûeòaû Kò ^û' iù¦j ö’’

ùicòZò jó ùjfû ö eêUþ 83ùe 3 N<û ùWeò ùjûAMfû ö ùicûù^ Nùe _j*ê _j*ê iûùX
iûZUû ö i\û^¦ aûaê GùZ Kæû« [ôùf ù~ _ûALû^û ~ûA iûeò @ûiò ùiû`ûùe iò]û ùgûAùf ö
@ ê̂_cû AeûKê ùUrUþ ùcùiRþ UòG _ùVAù\A eêUò \êALŠ Zò@ûeòKùf ö ~ûjû iKûk bRû [ôfû
I _êeêYû ZeKûeú ̀ âòRþ bòZùe [ôfû Mec Keòù\A Êûcúuê CùVAùfö Cbd LûA_òA iûeò ùi\ò̂
ùMûUòG g_[ ù^aûbkò ù^ùf; Gùa ùK÷ûYiò \ò̂  aò \êAUò Kû~ðKâcKê ~òaûKê “jñ’’ Kjòùa ò̂ ö
ù~Cñ Kû~ðKâcKê _â[ùc “jñ’’ Kjò[ôùa, _âZògîZò ù\A[ôùa, ùi Kû~ðKâc Kê jó ~òùa I gZKWû gùj
bûM iûcòfþ ejòùaö

i\û^¦ aûaê C_ùeûq iìZâ ù\ûjeûC[ôaû ùaùk, @ ê̂_cû _Pûeòù\ùf, “ùZùa Kû~ðýKâce
MbúeZû K[û KY ùja ? ~[û Kûjûe aûjûNe ijòZ ~\ò GKû\òù^ MâûRêGi þ̂ _ûUðò [ôa ?’’ ùi
\êùjñ GcòZò iaê ~êqòZKð KeêKeê ùiA ùiû`û C_ùe jó ùgûA _Wò[ôùf ö
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ic_ðY
iê̂ ¦û cògâ _Šû, Uùeûù<û,Kû^ûWÿû

_é[ôaú _éÂùe ~òG R à̂ ̂ òG, Zû’e céZêý iê̂ ò½òZö cYòh GKcûZâ _âûYú, Gjò RMZùe ùKCñUû
bf, ùKCñUû c¦, aêSò_ûùe ö Z[û_ò eûM, ù\ßh, Bhðû, ùfûb @û\ò iûõiûeòK cûdû ùcûjùe c{ò
ùjûA ejò[ûG ö ùi\ò̂  eûZòùe cêñ céZýêKê ùbUò[ôfò ö Kû^ûWÿûe ò̂g± jûWÿbwû gúZ eûZò ö ]úùe
]úùe céZêý ùcû _ûLKê @ûiòfû, _ûLùe Êûcú ùgûA[ôùf aò Zûuê @ûXÿê@ûk Keò Zû’e gq _û_êfòùe
ùcû jûZUòKê ùRûeùe RûaêWÿò ]eòfû; Kò«ê ùcû iû[ôùe “ ùcû _âûYe ^û[ - gâú RM^Üû[” iûwùe
@Q«ò I ùcû _ûUòeê ùRûeùe aûjûeò _Wÿòfû - “ ò̂eûgâd cûõ RM\úg el ö” cêñ bûeZ ~ûA _êeúùe
cjû_âbêuê gâúc¦òeùe \gð^ Keòaò ùaûfò ùKùaVê c^ Keò[ûGö bûeZ ~òaûe UòùKUþ c¤ Keò
iûeò[ûG ö Zû’ _ìaðeê ùKcòZò Gjò lY bwêe ù\jUû QûWÿò ù\aò? ùaûù] cjûaûjêue Azû @fMû
[ôfû ö iòG ùcûùZ QûWÿòùf ò̂ ö céZêý ù`eòMfû ö ùKjò aògßûi Keòùa ò̂ ùaûfò ùcû jûZùe Zû’e
_û_êfòe PòjÜ QûWÿòù\A Mfû, “@ûiò[ôfò _êYò @ûiòaò ö”

Zû’ _e\ò^ iKûkê gúNâ CVò _Wÿòfò ö icÉuê WûKò Kjòfò, cêñ céZêýKê Kûfò eûZòùe ù\LôQò,
@ ê̂ba KeòQò ö ùcû Sò@ I Êûcú @aûKþ ùjûA ùcû cêjñKê Pûjóùf I aýÉùe _Pûeòùf - “ùKcòZò?
ùKùZùaùk?” cêñ KjòaûKê @ûe¸ Kfò, “_âûd iaê\ò̂  cêñ ùgûAfû_ùe, ùKùa Ê_Ü ù\ùL ò̂ Kò
@]ûeûZòùe CùV ̂ ûjó ö [ùe ùgûAùf, iKûkê CùV ö Kûkò Kò«ê @]eûZòùe CVò_Wÿòfò ö @]û ̂ ò\ùe
@ûLô ckòckò aû[eêc bòZeKê _gòMfò ö ù\jùe Rße Kò Kûg KòQò ̂  [ôfû ö jVûZþ ù\jUû LA ềUòfû
bkò Mec ùjûAMfû I Kûg GùZ ùRûeùe ùjfû ù~, ò̂ügßûi _âgßûi VòKþ bûùa ù^A _ûeòfò̂ ò ö
_âgßûi aûdê ZkKê @ûC ÊûbûaòK Xwùe ~ûC ^[ûG ö aòKkùe QU_U ùjûA aû[eêceê aûjûeò
@ûiòfò ö cûZâ GùZ ùRûeùe cêŠ aêfûAù\fû, @ûLôKê KòQò ù\Lû Mfû ò̂ ö _ûLùe [ôaû ùaiò̂ UûKê
]eò Vò@ûùjûA _Wÿòfò ö Z[û_ò ̂ ògßûiUû ZkKê ~ûC^[ûG ö Z<òeê K[û aò aûjûeê ̂ [ûG ö @Ì \ìeùe
LUùe Êûcú ùgûAQ«ò, cûZâ cêñ Zûuê WûKò _ûeê ̂ [ûG ö céZêýKê ùcû bòZùe @ ê̂ba Keò_ûeê[ôfò cûZâ
_âKûg Keò_ûeê ^[ûG, fûMê[ûG ù~còZò @Ì\ìeùe KòG Vò@û ùjûA ùcûùZ Zû’ @ûWÿKê WûKêPò ö
Kò aòPòZâ ùijò icd... @a‰ð^úd... ö

jVûZþ SeKû aûUù\A \fKûG _a^ Ne bòZeKê _kûA @ûiòfûö ùcû ̂ òügßûi _âgßûi UòùK
ÊûbûaòK ùjfûö ù\jeê RßeUû aò PûfòMfûö cêŠ aêfûUû aò VòKþ fûMòfû, ò̂ùR VòKþ ùe Vò@û ùjfò
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I ]úùe]úùe LU _ûLKê Mfòö ùcûùZ UòùK ÊûbûaòK ùjaû _ûAñ GK cò̂ òUeê aò Kcþ icd
fûMò[ôfûö ~\ò _ìað @aiÚûùe @ûC UòùK icd ejò[û«ò, Zû’ùjùf cêñ @ûRò Giaê ùfLô_ûeò ̂ [û«ò ö”

ùcûùZ @ûRò ùKjò aògßûi Keê aû ̂  Keê, cêñ céZýêKê @ ê̂ba KeòQò ö Zû’_e\ò̂  Vûeê ùcû ù\j
_êeû VòKþ [ôfû ö cûZâ KŒ ̂ kúùe KòQò @UKò Mfû_eò fûMê[ôfû ö cSòùe cSòùe KûgUû ùjC[ôfû ö
iaê Kûc _êYò ÊûbûaòK bûaùe Keòaû @ûe¸ Kfò ö ùcûe KùfRKê Mfò, Ne Kûc, VûKêe _ìRû,
bûMaZ _Xÿû @û\ò Keòaûùe KòQò @iêaò]û ùjC^[ûG, cûZâ ùcûùZ fûMê[ûG ùcû ù\j bòZùe KòQò
aWÿ ]eYe bwûMXÿû PûfòQò ö ù\jUû aWÿ \êaðk fûMê[ûG ö LûAaûe Azû _êeû_êeò ceò~ûA[ûG ö

cêñ ùcûe Wûqeu _ûLKê Mfòö ùcûe aäWÿ ù_âie _êeû ̂ cðûfþ [ôfûö ù\jUû GcòZò @iêiÚ KûjóKò
ùjfû PòjÜU ùjûA_ûeê ̂ [ûGö ùcûùZ fûMê[ûG, céZýê ù~còZò fêPòQ_ò ùcûùZ ù^aû _ûAñ, ùcû ù\j
bòZùe _gò~ûAQòö cêñ \êAjûZ ù~ûWÿò cù^ cù^ gâú RM^Üû[uê _âû[ð^û Keê[ûG ö “ùj @«~ðýûcú,
Zêùc ùcûe @«ee iaêK[û RûYö cêñ ̂ òKUùe Kû^ûWÿûeê bûeZKê ~òaò ö _êeúùe MeêWÿ É¸ _Q_Uê
ZêcKê e^ôùa\úùe \gð^ Keòaûe Azû @Qò, ùi _~ðý« Zêc _û\Zùk ùcûùZ geY \ò@ ö”

iZùe gâúRM Ü̂û[u fúkû @ùføKòK ö cjû_âbêue @_ûe KeêYû ö Kû©ðòK cûi Pûfò[ûG ö
ùi\ò̂  _âak bòWÿ ö cêñ @ûgû Keò_ûeê ̂ [ôfò ùKcòZò ‘cjûaûjê’u \gð^ _ûAaò ö @ûMKê ~ûA Zûue
QWÿû Zêkiú UòùK _ûA_ûeòaòö iZùe c^ \êüLùe GùZ ùfûKu ]Éû]Éòùe @ûMKê ~òaû i¸a
ùjûA_ûeê ^[ûGö ajê icd @ù_lû Kfò, @ûLôùe fêj beò~ûA[ûG ö cù^ cù^ bûaòfò, ~òG
ùcûùZ céZêý cêjñeê GVûKê @ûYòQ«ò, iòG ùcû @ûWÿKê Pûjó jiêQ«ò ö iZý cûZâ @^ý @ûWÿKê PûjóQ«òö
Zû’ùjùf ùcû’ KkûVûKêe ùcûùZ aògßûi Keê̂ ûjû«ò ö ~ûjûu _ûAñ GùZ \ìeeê _ûMk bkò \CWÿò
@ûiòfò - iòG ùcûùZ ùKcòZò aògßûi Keòùa? cêñ K’Y Keò_ûeòaò? Gjò cêjì©ð Vûeê ùcûe _âòdZcu
_ûLùe ùcûe Gjò @iêiÚ geúe, c^ I iaêKòQò ic_ðY Kfòö Gjò @iêiÚ geúeùe Kò ùiaû Keò_ûeòaò
cêñ ò̂ùR aò RûYò̂ òö Gjòbkò bûaêbûaê @ûLôeê @RûYZùe ]ûe]ûe fêj ùaûjòMfûö

jVûZþ fûMòfû ùKjò RùY ùcû jûZ bòZùe UòùK Zêkiú I VûKêeue @ûkZú ]ì_e aûiÜû ù\A
PûfòMùfö cêñ @ûMKê Pûjófò ö @ûMùe _âak bòWÿ ö cjû_âbê @ûù\ø \ògê ̂ [ôùf, bûaòfò, ~òG ùcûe
iaê Azû _ì‰ð KeêQ«òö aò_\ @û_\ùe ùcû iûwùe @Q«ò ö iòG ù~ùZùaùk ùcû @ûWÿKê jûZ
aXÿûCQ«ò, “cêñ Zûuê ̂ ]eò iûeû iõiûeKê iûCñUò PûfòQòö ̂ òRKê PòjÜê̂ ò, @^ýcû^uê bf _ûCQò ö ùcû
cjû_âbêu _ûAñ cù^ cù^ ò̂RKê ajêZ Mûkòù\fòö ùKùZaWÿ _û_úUû cêjó, ùcû’ bkò @]c @ûC
ùKjò ̂ ûjó, iûÁûw _âYò_ûZ Keòiûeò cjû_âbêuê Pûjófò I Kjòfò - “@ûRòVûeê cêñ ùKak Zêce ö ùcûe
aûKò Rúa^ ZêcKê ic_ðY Kfò, ù~còZò Pûjóa ùicòZò Keòaòö” ùcûùZ fûMòfû Mjkò bòZeê aò iòG
ùcûùZ Pûjó jiê[ùf ö



199

ùiA\ò^ _âbêu _û\Zùk cêŠò@û cûeò ùcûe aûKgqòKê Zûuê ù\Aù\fò ö ^òRKê Zûue
_û\_\àùe ic_ðY Keò Kjòfò - “ùj _âbê! Zêùc Pûjóùf K[û Kjòaò ̂ ùjùf ̂ ûjó ö Zû’ _eVûeê
^úea ùjûA ùKak cù^ cù^ _âbêu ^ûc Mû^ Keê[ôfòö Kò«ê @ûLô @ûMùe Zûue PKû ùWûkû
\ògò~ûC[ôfû ö @Ì\ò̂  bòZùe _êYò Kû^ûWÿûKê ù`eòMfò ö ùiVûùe _j*ò UòùK @iêiÚZû @ ê̂ba Kfò ö
ùi\ò̂  Wûqeu _ûLKê Mfò ö aäWþ ù_âie, eq @û\ò _eúlû ùjfûö iaê ̂ cðûfþ [ôfû ö A.iò.Rò. ùjfû,
jûUðùe ùMûUòG ùjûfþ (KYû) @Qò ùaûfò eòù_ûUðeê aûjûeòfû ö ùcûe @_ùei^þ _ûAñ Wûqe ZûeòL
iÚòe Keòiûeò[û«ò ö jVûZþ eûZòùe ùgûA[ôaû icdùe iZùe céZêý ùjfû ö

céZêý _ìað eûZòùe cêñ ùgûAaû _ìaðeê Kû¦ò Kû¦ò Kjò[ôfò - “ùj cjû_âbê! iaê@ûWÿê jé\d
ù`eûA @ûYò Zêc _ûLùe ic_ðY Keòaû ùaùk ùiAUûùe jó KYû [ôfû ö Z[û_ò Zêùc ùcûe ùijò
KYû, lZ jé\dKê Zêc _û\ ZkKê iûCñUò ù^fö @ûRò _~ðý« GùZ Wûqe iû]ûeY aäWþ ù_âie Kjò
]eò_ûeê ̂ [ôùfö ù~Cñ\ò̂  ùcû ̂ òRKê Zêc _ûLùe ic_ðY Keòù\fò, Zû’ _eVûeê ùeûM ]eû _WÿòMfû
I iaê aûU ò̀UòMfûö

“~iý iàeY cûùZâY , R^à iõiûe a§^ûZþ ö
 aòcêPýùZ ^cÉùià÷, aò¾ùa _âb aò¾ùa ö
 ^cÉùià÷ ^cÉùià÷ ^cÉùià÷ ^ùcû^cü ö - cjûbûeZ

vvvvvvvvvv
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iûaòZâú
 ù\aê _Šû, ù`cð<, Kûfò̀ ‰òð@û

iûaòZâú ò̂R aûkKê iRûWê iRûWê @û_ûUðùc<eê aûjûeò Zû Kûeùe aiòfûö ùi cûAùKâûi Ö̀
Kµû^úe ùeWcŠ Kýûµi _ûLùe bWû eùjö _ûLùe GK aòfWòõùe ù_âûMâûc cýûù^ùRe bûùa
Kûc Kùeö MûWò ÁûUð Keê Keê Zû eêcùcU ò̂KòZû @ûiò _jõPò _Pûeòfû,

“iûaiþ ! Kjûñ ò̂Kùf..iêaùj iêaùj .. _êeû iRþ ]Rþ ùK?”
iûaòZâú @cûaûiýû \ò̂  R à̂ùjûA[ôaûeê aû_û, cû ùKùW iê¦e ̂ ûñ UòG ù\A[ôùf ..._êeêYûKûkò@û

^ûñ ùaûfò Zû iûwcûù^ ZûKê iûaiþ WûK«ò ö
“@ceùK @û_ûUðùc<þ” ö
“fùM eùjû iûaiþ ..”, UòùK […ûKeò Kjòfû ò̂KòZûö
iûaòZâú fûùRA Kjòfû, “Zê bò ^û ò̂KòZû - Pf ò̀e”ö
GVê \êA cûAf \ìeùe [ôaû GK @û_ûUðùc< Kõù_ärùe Zû iûw @ce eêùjö @ce ùMûUûG

ÁûUð@_þùe ùWUû iûA<òÁ bûaùe Kûc Kùeö Zò̂ ò ahð _ìaðeê @ce iûaòZâe Mé_ùe K^èfUû<þ
bûaùe Kûc Keê[ôfûö ùiùZùakVê \êA RYu bòZùe ̂ òaòWÿ a§êZû ùjûA~ûAQòö ajêZ iàûUð _òfûö
GVò KâòùKU ùLùk - GK @ùKðÁâûùe MúUûe aRûGö @ce iûaòZâúVê ù\Xÿ ahð iû^ö iûaòZâú @ceKê
cù^ cù^ bf _ûA aiòQòö RûZò, ]cð, adie a§^ ù_âce ùiâûZKê KY @UKûA _ùe?

iûaòZâúKê aò fûùM @ce aò ZûKê bf _ûG - Kò«ê Kùj ò̂ö
MZ Zò^ò cûi ùjfû @cee ù\j bf ^ûjóö Zûe @i¸ûk ù_U a[û ùjCQòö KòQò LûA

_ûeê^òö Kùeû^ûe fKWûC^ ùjùfaò _âûd Zû Kûc ieòfû _ùe, iûaòZâú @ce _ûLKê @ûùiö Zû
_ûAñ ùeûùhA Keò\òG - Zûe fŠâò Keò\òGö Mfû cûùi ùjfû ajêZ[e jÆòUûfKê ù^A~ûAQòö
iûaòZâú _â[ùc bûaê[ôfû - Kùeû^û _ûAñ Nùe ejò ejò KòQò ùMûUûG cû^iòK ùeûM ùjAQò
@ceKêö GVò iò@ûUfe ùcNê@û _ûM ajêZ Wòù_âi^ iéÁò Kùe - iò@ûUfùe @ûùceòKûe iaêVê
ùagú Jh] aýajûe jêG, GA Wòù_âi^eê cêKêkòaû _ûAñ; _êYò Kùeû^û Zûjû @ûjêeò aùXÿA
ù\AQò !
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@ce Z iaêùaùk aûjûùe aêfòaû _òfû - Gùa KâòùKU, @ùKðÁâû iaê a¦ö Kûfò eûZòùe
KûjóKò ùKRûYò @ce Lêa \êüLú [ôfûö eûZò @]ùe ù`û^ Keò Kjòfû, "iûaiþ, cêñ @ûC aõPòaò̂ òùe..ö'

Zû _ùe iûaòZâú ù~ùZ ù`û^ Kùfaò ù`û^ CùVAfû ^ûjó ö _ùe ùcùiR _VûA[ôfû -
“Pò«û Ke ò̂, @i¸ûk ù_U a[û ùjC[ôfû Z !”

iûaòZâú ZûKê ùcùiR _VûA Kjò[ôfû, “Kûfò _ûM bf @Qò - ùÆi ̂ úWfþ @ûWê aêfò @ûiòaûö”
eûZòùe @ûC ùgûA _ûeòfû^ò iûaòZâú ö

"cùZ MûWò Pù_A cûeòa ̂ û KYþ ? "RùY _\~ûZâúu PòKôûeùe bûa^û bûwòfû iûaòZâúe ö
AZÉZü ùjûA MûWòKê @UKûAfûö @^ýc^Ä ùjA ^ûfò iòM^ûfKê _ûe Keê[ôfû ùi ö bûMý bf
ùKøYiò MûWò @ûiê ̂  [ôùf ö iûaòZâú jeae ùjA @ce @û_ûUðùc<þùe _jñPòfû ö ù\Lôfû - @ce
ùRûZû _ò§ê [ûG ö

- ùeWò, @ce?”
- jñ
- GcòZò ù\a\ûi bkò@û KûjóKò \ûXÿò aXCQê ?
@ce KòQò C©e ̂  ù\A _Pûeòfû, “ Zê WâûAb Keòaê ? ̂ û ùcûe Kûe ù^aû ? ùZû Kûe

ajêZ cAkûö”
\êARY iûaòZâúe Kûeùe aiòùf, iûaòZâú MûWòù^A _jñPòfû ÁûeaKiþe WâûAb [ùeö ùi

\êA RYu _ûAñ K ò̀ aeû\þ Kfûö K ò̀ K_UûKê @ceKê aùXÿA ù\A Kûe PùfAaû @ûe¸
Keòù\fûö

- KûjóKò cêjñ gêùLA aiòQê ?
K ò̀ UòùK _òC _òC @ce C©e ù\fû, "^û ùe KòQò ^ûjó'
- KòQò fêPûCQê Kò ?
@ce cêŠ jùfA c^û Kfûö
- Gùaaò ùZûe ù_U a[û ùjCQò?
- Gùa UòùK Kc @Qò - eûZòùe @i¸ûk [ôfû ö [ûuiþ dûe - Nùe ejò ejò ùcû cêŠUû _êeû

Rûc ùjûA ~ûAQòö
- aW `ecûf ùjA MfêYòö
Zûu Kûe \éZMZòùe Pûfò[ûG IßûgòõU þ̂ jâ\ C_ùeö iùZ ù~còZò Kùeû^ûe gê̂ ýZûe QûZò

Pòeò MWò PûfòQòö iò@ûUf Leû _ûMùjùf ùKùZ iê¦e ù\Lû~ûG !
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- ù\L cûC<þ ùe ò̂de ùKùZ iê¦e ù\Lû~ûCQò !
@ce IßûgòõU^þ jâ\ _eò iùZ ù~còZò ^òaðûK ùjûA ~ûAQòö iûaòZâú @ûMeê ùagú K[û ùjC

^ [ôfûö G ù_âûMâûc cýûù^Re Kûcùe ajêZ ùfûKu iû[ôùe K[û ùjaûKê _ùWö @ûRò iûaòZâú,
@ce _eò f´û f´û K[û ùjCQò - iùZ ù~còZò @ce ij ejò ejò M_òaûe ùeûM ùWAñ ~ûAQò ZûKêö

@ce Kê \êüLú ù\Lô @ce _eò ùjaûe @bò^d Keòaû GùZ ijR ^êùjñ ö
^ûUKúd bwúùe Kjòfû, “@ce ù\L .. ^b½ế ú aòfWòõMêWû cêŠ Uêwûeò @ûcKê ÊûMZ

KeêQ«ò ö''
ùÆi ̂ úWfþ _êeû_êeò Lûfò ö Kû bûñ RùY \ò RY @Q«ò ö _ûLùe Nûi MûfòPû C_ùe aiê aiê

@ce Kjòfû, “GVòZ iaê a¦ - @ûùc KY Keòaû?”
"_òK ò̂K” - ^ûUKúd bwúùe Kjòfû iûaòZâúö “ùKùa bûaòQê Rúa^ùe ùKùa ùÆi

^úWfþ ùKak ùZû ò̂R iµ©ò bkò@û GcòZò Lûfò _ûAaê ?”
Zû _ùe aWÿ _ûUòùe _ûUò Kfû – “G ùÆi ^úWfþ e cûfòK ùjCPò ..@ce .. @ce”
Pûeò_ùU _âZò]ß̂ ò gêbê[ûG ..@ce @ce ö iûaòZâúKê GcòZò ùKùa ù\Lô̂ ò .. Zûe P_kZûùe

ùi jiê jiê M¸úe ùjûA Mfûö
“iûaiþ , cêñ @ûC ùagú \ò̂  aõPòaò̂ òùe - KjóKò ù~ ùcû ̂ ûñ @ce ù\A[ôùf aû_û cû ö”
“KY `ûfZê K[û ùjCQê - KûfòVê''
“Kûfò i§ýûùe ùcû ùUÁ eòù_ûUþ @ûiòfû - ùcû ù_Uùe UòCceþ @Qò .. cûùi bòZùe iRðeú

KeòaûKê _Wòa .. ùKcòZò Kjòaò cû, aû_ûuê .. aWÿ _ê@ cêñ ..icÉu aWÿ @ûgû ùcû C_ùe''
@ce @ûC KòQò Kjò_ûeòfû ò̂ .. Zû @ûLôeê fêje ]ûe MWò ~ûC[ûG ö
iûaòZâú aò aûKþ eê¡ ùjAMfû ù~_eò ö ùi \¸ Keò Kjòfû, “Zê Pò«û Ke ò̂ @ce - iaê

VòK ùjûA~òa - @ûRò Kûfò ùcWòKûf ùUùKÜûùfûRò ajêZ @ûùMA MfûYò ö''
“Zê RûYê iûaiþ, @ûc Kµû^úe A^èëeû^è GùZ bf ^êùjñ - ißòWòi jÆòUûfþ, @_ùei^þ Lyð

Kbeþ Keòa ò̂ - ùiVò bf Wûqe @Q«ò - ùiVò iRðeú ùjûA[ôùf UòùK Pû þ̂i [ôfû ..@ûC cêñ Kûc
Keò _ûeòùf iò^û GVò ejò _ûeòaò ..''

GZòKò Kjê Kjê ùbû ùbû ùjûA Kû¦òaû @ûe¸ Keòù\fû iûaòZâúe Kû§ùe ..iûaòZâú @cee
_òVòKê @ûCñiò ù\A aêSûC[ûG - Zû c^ bòZùe GK \êüLe ùKûj MXò CVê[ûG ö

_âûd \gcò̂ Ue ̂ úeaZû _ùe iûaòZâú Kjòfû, “@ce, Pûf aûjû ùjûA~òaûö ..cêñ RûùY Zê
cùZ bf _ûC..”
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PcKò _Wòfû @ceö “KY _ûMk _eò K[û ùjCQê, ùcû ùMûùU _û\ Gùa gàgû^ùe @Qò ?
bf _ûAaûe @[ð ^êùjñ ...cêñ Êû[ð_e ùjûA~òaò''

“cêñ ~ûjû KjêQò Pò«û Keò KjêQò ..~\ò aûjû ùjA~òaû Zûùjùf ùcû A^þiêeû^þiùe ùZûùZ
iûcòfþ Keòù\aò ö @ûC Zê Z RûYòQê @ûc Kµû^úe A^þiêeû^þi ajêZ bf ..Zê ù~CñVò Pûjóaê ùi
jÆòUûfùe ùZûe iRðeú ùja ...Zê VòK ùjA ~òaê “

@cee c^ bòZùe GK @ûgûe SfK ù\Lû Mùf aò - Zûe aòùaK Kjê[ûG Zû c^ùe
aõPòaûe Êû[ð_e bûa^ûUûG @ûiêQò ö

“ùjùf iûaiþ Zê KûjóKò ùZû Rúa^Kê ùcû _ûAñ aeaû\ Keòù\aê'', iûaòZâú Kjòfûö
“cêñ RûYòQò @ce.. . @ûMKê eûÉû Lêaþ @ ò̂½òZ I Lêaþ KVò̂ ö ùZûe iRðeú _ùe ùKùcû @ûe¸

ùja ..cêñ ùcû LêWòuê ù\LôQò ..ùcûe _êeû aògßûi Zê _êeû VòK ùjûA~òaê - ^ùjùf ùcû \êbðûMý ...
Zê ù~ùZ\ò̂  aõPòaê GKû iûwùe ejòaû''

@ce ̂ òaðòKûe ùjûA aiò[ûG ...Zû @ûLôeê Lûfò fêj MWò~ûC[ûG - ùiUû \êüLe, ù_âce ̂ û
KéZmZûe ?

iûaòZâú Kjòfû,"Gùaaò ùZû IßûA þ̀ _eò ùZûe fêMû i`û Keò ù\CQò, ùeûùhA Keò ù\CQò,
ùZûùZ jÆòUûf ù^CQòö aûjû ùjAMùf ùZû iû[ôùe ejòaò - ùcû _ûAñ iêaò]û ùja - cùZ ùi
G_ûUðùc<þeê G G_ûUðùc<þ ù\øWÿòaûKê _Wòa^ûjó ö'

@ce bûaê[ûG - VòKþ KjêQò iûaiþö Zû @iêiÚZû @ûe¸ ùjfû _ùe Zû iûwcûù^, Zû
cûCiúSò@ bCYú, bòùYA ùKjò @ûiò ^ûjû«ò Zû ij iûlûZ KeòaûKê ..Kùeû^ûe aûjû^û cûeòQ«ò
..iZùe iûaiþ ajêZ bf_ûG ZûKêö

@ce Zûe ^úeaZû bMÜKeò _Pûeòfû, "@ûC ùZû aû_û,cû ?'
"Zûuê Kjòaû ùcû Kûc - ùZû K[û Kj, Zê cùZ aûjû ùjaê Z?'
@ce bûaê[ûG ùKCñ[ôùe MXÿû G iûaòZâú - G _eò icdùe ùfûùK i´§ bûwò \ò@«ò - ùi

^ì@û iµKðe ùiZê aû§êQò - ^òR Lêiòe @ûjêZò ù\A ö
"cêñ ùZûùZ bf _ûG ù~ ..” @ce KŒeê¡ ùjûAMfûö
iûaòZâú _ûLùe [ôaû ̀ êfMQcû^uVê ̀ êf ùZûkò @ûYòfû; Zû _ið ùLûfò \û« i`û Keòaû ̀ äiþe

iìZûùe \êAUû `êf jûe Mê^Úòfû Zû _ùe @ce _ûLKê @ûiò Kjòfû, "G ùÆi ^úWfþKê iûlú Keò cêñ
ùZûùZ _Zòeìù_ cû^ò ù^CQò ö'
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Zû _ùe _òfûu _eò _ûUò Keò Kjòfû, "ùÆi ̂ úWfþ, @ûRò Zê jó ùcûe G ùNûhYûe GKcûZâ
iûlú!!!'

GZòKò Kjò ùi ̀ êfjûeUû @cee Mkûùe _òù§Aù\fû ö
"G aâjàûŠ RûYòeL ..@ûRòVê @ce ùcûe _Zò', Pûeò _ùU iûaòZâúe K[ûe _âZò]ß^ò gêbê[ôfûö
"Kûfò ùafbòC ùKûUðùe aûjû ùjA ~òaû, Zû _ùe cêñ ùZû ̂ ûñ ùcû A þ̂iêeû þ̂iùe ù~ûWòù\aò

- ùZû iRðeú ùja iaêVûeê bf jÆòUûfùeö cêñ ù\Lôaò KòG ùcû _ZòKê ùcûVûeê QùWA ù^aö'
GZòKò Kjò @cee Mûfùe Pế ^UûG @ûuò ù\fû ö
@ce @ûfòw^ Keòfû iûaòZâúKê - @ûC Pế ^ ù\A Pûfòfû iûaòZâú Mûfùe ö iûaòZâúe \éXÿc^

Zûe @ûguû, QûZòe ùKûjKê cêjñe jiùe _eòa©ð̂  Keò ù\C[ûG ö @ce bûaê[ûG ùi iZýaû^
^ùjùf KY ùjfû - iûaòZâúKê _ûA ùi ùKùZ bûMýaû^ö Zû @ûLôeê fêje ]ûe ùaûjò ~ûC[ûG;
\êAù_âcú GKûKûe ùjA ~ûC[ôùf ö ùÆi ^úWfþ ^a aòaûjòZ ae-K^ýûKê jiò jiò @ûgúaðû\
ù\C[ôfû ö @ûKûge @ûLôeê Lêiòe fêje ahðû @ûe¸ ùjA ~ûA[ûG ..ù_âce ewùe ewòùjûA
@ûKûgùe A¦â] ê̂UûG ^ûPê[ôfû ö

vvvvvvvvvv
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ùcû “aûfýfúkûe” cjû^ûdK
_\àgâú eRZ Keu iàeùY

KÌ^ûcdú \ûg, cò̂ ò@û_fòiþ

2002 ciòjû Iiû aûhðòK i¹òk^ú Gaõ e[~ûZâû ^ûibòf ijeùe _ûkòZ ùjC[ûG ö
ò̂cªY _ûA eRZ bûA^û @ûiò[û«ò @ûùceòKû ö Zûu cêjñeê e[~ûZâû Gaõ iÜû^_ì‰ðòcûe ]ûeû aòaeYú

gêYòaû ùcûe iCKþ [ôfû _òfû\ò^eê ö Kò«ê iaê _Q Keòù\A 1974 ciòjûeê cêñ @ûiò ejòfò GVò
aòù\gùeö ajê\ò̂  _ùe ^ûibòfùe _êYò Zûu Vûeê RM Ü̂û[u C_ùe @ù^K bûhY gêYòfò Gaõ
Zûu ij GKZâ aiò LûAaûe iêù~ûM c¤ _ûAfò ö

Gjûe @aýajòZ _ìaðeê iê^ûc]^ýû ^éZýgòÌú gâúcZú iõ~êqû _ûYòMâûjú iõiûeeê aò\ûd
ù^A[û’«ò ö @ûc Nùe iòG Gaõ _ŠòZ eNê̂ û[ _ûYòMâûjúu iùcZ Zûu iõiÚûe KkûKûe cûù^
@ù^K aûe @Zò[ô ùjA[ôùf; ùMûUòG ccZû @ûiò ~ûA[ôfû ö Zûu Zòùeû]û^ Lae Uòbòùe ù\Lôfêö
ùiùZùakKê @ûc _ûLùe KŒgòÌú #iêPòZâû cjû_ûZâ, Zûue bCYú iõMúZû ùMûiûAñ Z[û Zafû
aû\K _âg Ü̂ cògâ c¤ C_iÚòZ [ôùfö ùi Zò̂ òRY @ûc RûMûùe ù_âûMûc iûeò ̂ ûibòf Pûfò @ûiò[ôùfö
ùZYê cùZ NeUû KòQòUû IWÿògû bkò fûMê[ôfû ö ùiZòKòùaùk eRZ bûA^ûuê ̂ ûibòfeê cò̂ ò@û_fòiþe
@ûc NeKê _ûùQûUò @ûYòaû ùcû _ûAñ GK ùiøbûMýe K[û [ôfû ö

bûA^û @ûc NeKê @ûiòùf ö ùKùZ RûMûùe Zûu ù_âûMâûcþ ùjfûö b¬ iûjòZýe C_ûiK
iòG, _êYò RM^Üû[ue _ec bq ö bûhY gêYò icùÉ iaê RûMûùe KéZû[ð ùjûAMùf ö cêñ aò, ùcû
_eòaûe aò ö bûA^û Gaõ ùcûe ißûcú gòZKŒue Kù[û_K[^ùe cêñ ùagú @ûùcû\òZ ùjC[ûG ö
ji Lêiòùe icdZ KUê[ûG iZ, Kò«ê K@Y K[û jê@«ò ùK’RûYò aW cYòh \ò’Uû ùQûU _òfû
cûWùMûk jaû _eò gêbê[ûG cùZ ö _êYò ji, _êYò ùeûh ö

\òù^ ù ÷̂gý ùbûR^ _ûAñ cò̂ ò@û_fòiþ _ûL CWùaeò Kê @ûùc ~ûC[ûC ö eRZ bûA^ûue
Rù ÷̂K @û™údû, Z[û @ûce a§ê eúZû Gaõ geZ cjû_ûZâu ̂ òcªY [ôfû ö @ûc @ ò̀iþùe Kû~ðýeZ
gâúcû^þ @ùgûK cògâ, Gaõ cêñ MûWò _Q iòUùe aiò @ûM iòUþ e Mê¬eY gêYê[ûC ö G bòZùe, MûWò
ù~Cñ ùcûWÿùe CWùaeò @ûùWÿ aêfò aû K[û, ZûKê QûWÿò, CAÄ^iò̂ þ iúcû @ZòKâc Keò iûeòfûYò ö
geZ aûaê ù`û þ̂ Kfûeê aûjêWÿòfê Zûu NeKêö Lô@û_ò@û M_i_ _ùe @ûùc NeKê ù`eòfê ö eûZòùe
gû«ò ^û^úuê ù`û þ̂ KeûMfû ö gû«ò ^û^ú – eRZ bûA^ûu Èú ö cêñ _â[c Keò Zûuij ù`û^ùe
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K[ûaû©ðû Kfò ö ùiùZùakKê bûA^û ùcû _âgõiû Keò ̂ û^úu c^Kê ùcûjò iûeò[ôùf ö ̂ û^ú cùZ
Kjòùf, ‘‘iòGZ iaêùaùk aKþ aKþ jê@«ò ö ùiVò ZêcKê ùaûe Keê[ôùaö’’

cêñ Kjòfò, ‘‘^ûAñ ̂ û^ú ö cêñ Z ùi \êjóue aûfýfúkû ù\LêQò, _ì‰ð_âûYùe C_ùbûM KeêQòö’’
^û^ú-bûA^û G aûfýfúkû g±Uò gêYò aW @ûùcû\òZ ùjùfö G K[û ùicûù^ @ûceY

@ûùfûP^û Keò Lêiò ùjC[ôùf ö Gjò iáZòPûeY ùcûùZ Gùaaò @û^¦ \òGö ~\òI Zûue @a©ðcû^ùe,
c^ ù~ûMKê Zûu \êjóuê ajêZ Sêeò jêG ö

Gjû _ùe ùcûe IWÿògû MÉ ùaùk, cêñ bûA^ûu NeKê ~ûA _ûeòfò̂ ò ö cêñ ù`eòaû \ò̂  bûA^û
@ûiò[ôùf bêaù^gße G@ûeù_ûUðþ ùe cùZ aò\ûd ù\aû _ûAñ ö ùcûe \êAKêke _âòdR^ M\û ùjA
[û@û«ò ö ù~ûMKê aòcû^ QûWÿòaûùe ajêZ ùWeò ùjAMfûö bûA^û ùcû _âgõiûùe gZcêL ö @ûùc icùÉ
Kû¦òaûKê c¤ @aie _ûAfê̂ òö cêñ Zûue ùKùZ ùiaû Keò[ôfò, _âZò\ò̂ e \ò̂ fò_ò jó ù\C[ôùf iòG,
cûù^ ùcû ùiaû, ùcû @Zò[ôiKôûee ]ûeû aòaeYú ö ùcû _eòaûe _âòdR^ cûù^ ùcû _ûAñ Maðùe ̀ ûUò
_Wê[ôùf @aûö Gùa aò ùcûe bCYú ùRûAñ cûù^ Gaõ \ò@e ùiAK[û M_êQ«ò ö

_ea©ðú IWÿògû ~ûZâû ùaùk ùcûe f{ûùaû] ùjfûö Pò«ûKfò, GùWÿ aW cYòhUòG K’Y _ûAñ
cùZ ù\Lû KeòaûKê @ûiòùa, aeõ cêñ ~ûA PeY Ægð Keòaò Zûueö cêñ @ûiêQò Lae _ûA gû«ò̂ û^ú
Zûu IßûKeþ ]eò \ê@ûe cêjñùe Vò@û ùjA[ôùfö bûA^û Z ZkKê Pûfò@ûiò[ôùf ö cù^ _ùWÿ Zûu
ùiÜj ReRe K[û ö ùKùW c]êe ^û^úue _òVò [û_êùWA K[ûaû©ðû Keòaû ö Zû’ _eVûeê ùcûe
@ûiòaû icdKê ̂ û^ú _Pûe«ò ‘‘aêXÿú @ûiò̂ ò Kò?’’ bûA^û @ûùceòKûKê ù`û þ̂ Keò dûu Vûeê aêS«ò
aêXÿú ùKùa @ûiêQòö bûA^û @ûce ̂ òdcòZ Uûrò WâûAbe ùfûK^û[Kê ù`û þ̂ Keò aêSò̂ ò@«ò cêñ ùKCñVò
@Qò ùaûfòö G_eò @û«eòKZû ùKak @ ê̂ba KeòjêG ö a‰ð̂ û Keò jêG ò̂ ö ùicû^uê gêb Pò«K
bûaùe _ûA cêñ ]^ý ö

aògß ̂ òd«ûue fúkû i\û @ùaû¤ ö gû«ò ̂ û^úue bûA I bûCR – Wÿü Kaò _âiû\ cògâ Gaõ
Wÿü @ûeZú cògâ, iõù~ûM agZü @ûce @Zò[ô ùjûA[ôùf, Gaõ _ea©ðú Kûkùe Kaò bûA^û @ûce
e[~ûZâû ùaùk cò̂ ò@û_fòi e[~ûZâûùe ùQeû_jñeû Keò[ôùfö ùcûe icd @bûa K[û @ ê̂ba Keò
ùKùZ [e iòG cùZ ù\Lû KeòaûKê @ûi«ò eRZbûA^ûu NeKê ö eRZ bûA^ûu ^ûZò @õgêcû^
c¤ Qê@û \ò̂ eê cûdû fùMA ù\fû ö _â[c [e ù\Lûùe jó cùZ ùi WûKòù^fû I Ne Zcûc aêfò
aêfò iaê eêcþ MêWÿû ù\LC[ûG ö ùRùR Zû’e _âûY ö ùRùRu fûAùaâeú, ùRùRu ùgûAaû Ne,
VûKêe Ne iaê ù\Lûieòfû ùakKê ùRùR _j*òùfö Kjòùf, ‘‘aêSòfê aêXÿú ùcû ^ûZòUò bûeò
Kêjûkò@û VòKþ ùcû’_eò ö”
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@Zò cûZâûùe ÆÁaû\ú bûA^ûue G c«aýUò ùcûe cù^ [ôa cêñ ceòaû _~ðý« ö Gùaaò
ùiA @õgêcû^Uò @ûc _ûAñ @ûc bûA^ûue \ßòZòKé¾ ö

@_âZýûgòZ bûaùe gû«ò̂ û^ú aò\ûd ù^AMùfö bûA^ûu ij ù`û þ̂ ùe ù~ûMûù~ûM [ûGö
2013ùe cêñ IWÿògû @ûiò[ûGö Sò@ Zêfý @û\ýûgû, (_âLýûZ ùfLôKû Wÿü _âZòbû eûdu Sò@) ajêZ
AzûKeò cêñ ùfLô[ôaû bR^ iòWò \êAUò aûjûe Keò[ôfûö aòù^û\ aòjûeú _Šû \êAUò iò . Wòùe, 16Uò
bR^ MûA[ôùfö 8Uò bR^ cjû_âiû\ Ke ùMûUòG iò.Wò ùe MûA[ôùfö 8Uò @û]ê̂ òK MúZ iêaûi
\ûi , gêbflàú, gòae¬^ú Gaõ ùg÷kbûcû cjû_ûZâ ùaûfò[ôùfö Giaê MêWÿòKe cêt ùgâûZû ùjCQò
@û\ýûgûö @^ýû^ý c*ûiú^ @Zò[ôcû^u (iaðgâú _ầ êfä Ke, gû« ê̂ @ûPû~ðý, gâúcZò _âZòbû eûd,
@û\ýûgû AZýû\ò) ij bûA^ûue ^ûñ [ôfûö ibû @ûe¸ ùjaû C_ùe, bûA^ûue ù\Lû ^ûjóö cêñ
ù`û þ̂ Kfòö bûA^û jûñ Keò ù`û þ̂ eLôù\ùfö bêfò~ûA [ôùfö Ne iûcÜû ù\A ~ûC[ôaû ùMûUòG
cUe iûAùKfþ _Qùe aiò Pûfò@ûiòùfö ibûùe iòG cêLý @Zò[ô ö Zûue ùiÜj ùKùZ Mbúe, cêñ
bûhûùe _âKûg Keò _ûeê ò̂ö K[û ù\A K[û elû Keòaûe cjû^þ MêYUò ZûuVûeê gòLôaûe @Qò ö

2017 ciòjû  Rû ê̂dûeú eê G_âòf (iõKâû«ò) _~ðý« ùcûe cû’ Kkòw ji_òUûfùe céZýê ij
fùXÿA Keê[ôùf ö ùcûe @^ê_iÚòZòùe c¤ bûA^û @ûiò cû@ûuê ù\LûKeò ~ûA[ôùf ö Zûue PeY
Ægð Keò KéZmZû RYûAaû _ûAñ cêñ ùiVûùe ^[ôfò ö

ùKûbòWÿ cjûcûeú @ûiòaû _ìaðe K[ûö eRZ bûA^ûuê iûwùe ù^A Wfò̂ û^úuê ù\Lû
Keòaûe K[û [ûGö Rû^êdûeú 1 ^ì@ûahðö RkLô@û Zò@ûeò Keò ùaûjì_ê@ aûU Pûjó aiò[ôùf ö
Wfò̂ ^ú, #Wÿü Kaò _âiû\ cògâue _ ô̂ú; Zûuê cêñ Kaò bûA^ûu Zòùeû]û^ _ùe ù\Lû Keò̂ [ûG ö ùWeò
ùjA~òa ùaûfò bûA^û ùcû ij MûWòùe aiò ̂ û^úu _ûLKê Mùf ö cêñ ù~Cñ @Ì icd ̂ û^úu _ûLùe
ejòfò, ̂ û^ú ùcûe jûZUòKê ]eò[û«ò ö aûe´ûe Kjê[û@û«ò, ‘‘eRZ aûaê @ûRò ̂ ì@ûahðùe @û_Y aêXÿúKê
@ûYò ùcû’ _ûLùe _jù*Aùf, @ûC @]ôKû C_jûe ùcûe K@Y \eKûe ö ajêZ ]^ýaû\ ö”

ccZû bòRû ùi jûZe Ægð cùZ aòùbûe Keòù\fû ö
G aòeûU iõiûe iûMeùe cêñ lê\â aò¦êUòG cûZâö ùKùZ _âKûe KéZòZß, ùKùZ _âKûe i`kZû

_ûAñ ̀ kK, cû^_Zâ, ̀ êfcûk Gaõ ̀ êf ùZûWûùe @ûRòe c* iaê cêLeòZö Kò«ê ùcû _ûAñ ùi\ò̂
Wfò ̂ û^úue WâAñeêcUò GK _âZòÂòZ ù_âlûkd _ûfUò ~ûA[ôfûö Gùaaò ̂ û^ú, eRZ bûA^ûu ùcû
ijòZ CVûA[ôaû ̀ ùUû ùcû _ûLùe @Qòö ùicû^ue _\òG K[û ùcû Rúa^Kê icé¡ KeòQòö ùKùZ
aòÉéZ _eòaûe @ûùc _ûAQê eRZ bûA^ûu iKûùgö

“ùMûUòG [e bûA^ûu ij ù\Lû ùjA _ûe ò̂, _êeú \gð̂  ùjA _ûeò̂ òö ù`eò~òaû icd
ùjûAMfûYò,” ùaûfò gòZKŒ aòù[A jC[ôùfö cêñ _âÉûa eLôfò ù~ Pûf bûA^ûuê iûwùe ù^A
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_êeú ~òaûö \gð̂  icdKê aû\þ ù\ùf aûKò icd Zùc cûù^ M_i_ Keòaö AGZ eûRò ùjAMùfö
iõ¤ûùe jó ùKak ~òùaö bûA^û aò, cêñ ZûaêRþ ùjûAMfòö Zûu _eò aýÉ cYòh, adi ùKùZ
ùjfûYò, eûZòùe ~òùaö Mfêö ùcûe Z ùfûb ù~ aûfýfúkû gâaY KeòKeò ~òaòö aiòMùf \êA

cjûe[úö cêñ @ûM iòUþ ùe aiò Zûu @ûùfûP^û
(b¬u C_ùe) gêYê[ûGö ùi ùMûUòG iàeYúd
c]êe NUYûö bûA^ûuê Zûu Nùe _j*ûAaû
ùakKê VòKþ eûZò aûeUûö

aû\ú _ûfûUò @]ôK eûZòùe ù\ùLö
c*ùe bûA^ûuê ù\Lôaûe fûkiûö _ûfû
aûa\ùe Uò®Yú _ùVA \òGö bf Kò c¦ö
bûA^û Lêiò ùjA[û@û«ò, cêñ _ûfû ù\LêQò ùaûfòö

ahð _êeòfûö cêñ @ûC _ûfû ù\Lê ò̂ö
(bûA^û, iêaqû eRZ Kêcûe Keu ijòZ ùfLôKû KÌ^ûcdú \ûg)

_òfûue @û\e, @ûMâj, Gaõ ò̂cªY GWûA ^ _ûeò, Rû ê̂dûeú 23 ùMûUòG eaòaûeùe
eRZ bûA^ûu NeKê ~ûA ùagþ KòQò icd aòZûA @ûiòfò ö _òfûG Z bûA^ûue ö aòùgh Keò
@õgêcû^ – ùRùR ~ûjûe Rúa^, _êeû_êeò bûA^ûu Xÿw, Zûueò _âZòbû, Gaõ Zûueò cù^ûaé©ò
@ûYòQò ö LûA aiòaû ùaùk ùcûe cù^ ùjfû ^ûjó ù~ gû«ò̂ û^ú Gaõ eRZ bûA^û G Nùe @ûC
^ûjû«ò ö icÉuê bMaû^ iêL\êüL Cbd ù\A[û’«ò ö ùcû Rúa^ùe iêL ùiøbûMý ùaûfò ~ûjû
_ûAQò Zû’ c¤eê eRZ bûA^û, Kaò bûA^û AZýû\òue iû Ü̂ò¤ _â]û^ö ù~Cñ cû^ue `ùUûUòG,
\ÉLZUòG _ûAñ ùfûùK aýûKêk jê@«ò, cêñ ùiAcû^ue ò̂KUa©ðú ùjA _ûeòQò, ùi ùcûe _ec
ùiøbûMýö RM Ü̂û[ iõÄéZò ij IZüù_âûZ bûùa RWòZ eRZ bûA^û Z ò̂ùR ùMûUòG bMaû^ ö
Zûue @û™ûe i\þMZò _ûAñ @ûùc @ûC Kò _âû[ð^û Keòaû ?

vvvvvvvvvv
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@û«eòKZû
eaò iûjê, ùaùKið̀ òfØ, Kûfò̀ ‰ðò@û

]Wÿ ]Wÿ Keò iûAùKfUûKê Vò@û Keòù\A bòZùe _gòMfû eûcêö @ûùe bòZùe KY ùKjò
^ûjû«ò ^û KY? G_ùU ùbûKùe ù_U RkòfûYò ö iKûkiûeû aêfû PûfòQò, Gùa _êYò \g Kò. cò.
\ìeKê ~ûA ù`eêQòö ùbûK ùjaûUû ÊûbûaòKö Zû_ùe c^Éû©ßòK \éÁòùKûYeê aòPûe Kùf ù\Lû~òa
ù~ Zûe GA ù_U RkòaûUû aXòMfû, ù~ùZùaùk ùi ùijò KûV_Uûe ]kûùf_ C_ùe ^ûfò
@leùe "cû cwkû ùjûùUfþ' ùfLû[ôaû iûZUò @le _Xòfûö _ìaðeê ùbûK ùjC[ôùf aò Zûe _âbûa
GùZ @ ê̂ba Keò ùjC ̂ [ôfûö Kò«ê ùjûùUfUòKê ù\Lôù\fû _ùe @ ê̂ba KY, ùbûK Zûe Pec
_âZòKâòdû ù\LûAaûKê @ûe¸ KfûYòö G ̀ ûuû Ne bòZeUû, @ûC ̀ ûuû ùUaêfþ ùPdûe ù\Lô ùMûUòG
jZûgò@û bûa NûeòMfû ö Zû bòZùe cûfòK Kò«ê Zû ùPdûe C_ùe aiòQò ö "aiòQò' Kjòaû @ù_lû
"ùXûùkûCQò' Kjòaû ùagò _â~êRý ùja ö KûeY iûAùKfþ eLô ùiVûeê bòZeKê _gòaû c¤ùe eûcê
Zûe \éÁò @ûKhðY Keò_ûeò ^[ôfû ö @ûMùe Zûe Kkû KòUò KòUò aûrUòG, ~ûjû C_ùe ùKùa ew
\ò@û~ûA ^ûjó ö Kò«ê icdû ê̂Kâùc ùi[ôùe icde Kkû ew fûMò~ûAQò ö bòZùe ùMûUòG ùUaêfþ
C_ùe i\ý aýajéZ [ûkò, Mò̂ û _WòQò ö Zû cûù^ ùKjò ùaû]jêG a©ðcû^ LûAiûeò CVòQò ö ùZYê
LûAaûKê còkò_ûùeö aûjûùe ùMûUòG UòY bòZùe _ûYò [ê@û ùjûAQò ö @ûC Zû bòZùe cMUòG bûiêQòö
jûZ ù]ûAaûKê Zûe Azû ùjfû ̂ ûjó ö jûZ ù]ûAiûeò ̂ ûÉòaûYú gêYòùf @aiÚû MêeêZe ùjûA CVòaö
ùZYê ùi ùRûeþùe P_f g± Keò cûfòK @ûWKê _ûùLAfûö cûfòK Kò«ê CVòaûKê ^ûjóö ùRûeþùe
ùXûùkA G_U ùi_U Xkò _WêQò ~ûjû ö

- "@ûmû còfþ @Qò?' Cyû Êeùe _Pûeòfû eûcêö
jWÿ aùWA Keò CVò_Wòfû cûfòK ùaûfò cù^ ùjC[ôaû cYòhUòö @ûC KòQò C©e ù\aû _êaðeê

jó ùi Pûeò[e LùŠ "jeò@û', "jeò@û' ùaûfò WÿûK _KûAfûö Zû' _ùe eûcê _âgÜe C©e ù\aûKê ~ûA
Kjòfû - "jñ @ûmû bòZùe ai«ê, bòZùe ai«ê'ö

_êYò ùi WÿûK QûWòfû, @ù_lûKéZ PXÿû Mkûùe - "jeò@û'ö
bòZeê @ûLô ckò ckò PÿC\ _¦e ahðe _òfûUòG aûjûeò @ûiòfûö Zû ̂ ûñ ̂ ò½d jeò@û ö ùi aò

ùaûù] bòZùe ùXûùkûC[ôfûö ù~còZò cûfòK, ùicòZò _òfûö jûZ ù]ûA bòZùe ùMûUòG ùUaêfþ
_ûLùe aiò _Wòfû eûcê ö
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jeò@û @ûiòfû - "@ûmû KY LûAùa'?
- "@ûcòh KY @Qò'?
- "Lûfò cûQ' ö
- "@ûC iû]û'?
- "Wÿûfò, @ûkê ùKûaò ZeKûeú, aò̂ þ @ûkê bRû, @ûkê b©ðû, Pò_þi, gûM bRû' ö
ùNûhò[ôfû bkò WÿM WÿM Keò KjòMfû ö GMêWÿòKê ùNûhòaû aû KY \eKûe? MêWÿòG ùfûKu

@ûMùe ùiA GKû K[û Kjò Kjò cù^ ejò ~ûA[ôa ö ùi ~ûjû ùjC jeò@ûUû PûfûLþ RYû _WêQò Zû
Xÿw Xÿûweê ö eûcê Vûeê ^òeûcòh còfþe aeû\ ù^A ùi PûfòMfû bòZeKê ö

aûCñg ZûUò ùNeû ùjûùUfUòG ö Zòù^ûUò f´û ùUaêfþ @ûC Zòù^ûUò f´û ùa* ö GKû [eùK
aûe PÿC\ RY aiò _ûeòaû bkò iêaò]û @Qò ö G \êA RYu QWû ùjûùUfùe @ûC ùKjò ùaûù]
^ûjû«ò ö ùZYê ùKøZêjk fûMê[ôfû, G \êA RYò@û ùjûùUfùe _û* Q@ _âKûee Lû\ý _âÉêZ KeêQò
KòG? cûfòKe jûabûaeê ZûKê ùeûùhA @ûiê[ôa ùaûfò cù^ ùjC ò̂ ö jeò@û _òfûUû, GùZ KûcKê
_ûeê ̂ [ôa ö @^ý ùKjò ùaû]jêG ùeûùhA Keê[ôa ö eûcê LûAaû @ûe¸ Keò ù\A[ôfû ö Lû\ý iaê
iêÊû\ê [ôfû ö ùbûKe _âbûaùe iaê Lû\ý iêÊû\ê jó fûMòa ö Kò«ê iaê KòQò _eòÃûe _eòz^Ü [ôfû
ò̂½d ö

cûfòKe ò̂\ _êeû bûwò~ûAQò ö ùagþ cûfòK VûYòùe ùPdûe C_ùe ùWeò ùjûA aiòQò ö
jûZUû _Aiû aûr C_ùe, eûcêKê CùŸgý Keò @ûe¸ Kfû – “aêSòùf ̂ û, G jeò@ûUû cjû @kiê@ûö
ù~ùZùaùk aò UòKòG iêaò]û _ûAùf ù~CñVò ùjùf cêŠ Mê¬òù\a, ̂ ùjùf ùiA ùUaêfþ C_ùe
cêŠ eLô ùXûùkA _Wòa ö ùjûùUf KY Mûñ K[û ùjAQò ö Mûñ, ije – @ûKûg, _ûZûk ö GVò ejòùf
i\û iað\û iZKð ejòaûKê _Wòaö @^ý RûMûùe _òfû eûÉûeê MeûL WÿûKò @ûYêQ«ò ö @ûmû, ùi aiÁûŠ
_ûLe _òfû cû^uê ù\L«ê, aieê IjäûC, IjäûC ùfûKuê ùjûùUfþ bòZeKê UûYò @ûYòùaö @ûC GVò G
ùUûKûe ùXûùkAaû ù\Lôùf KòG aû KûjóKò @ûiòa? @ûiê[ôaû ùfûK aò ù`eò~òùa ö c^û KeêQò,
G ùUûKûUû ùcûùU _ûeòa ̂ ûjó ö Zû'e GKû Rò\þ – jñ aògßûiú _òfûUû, Mûñ _òfûUû – @ûùe Kò aògßûiú,
aògßûiKê ù^A cêñ KY PÿûUòaò ? _â[ùc ùa_ûe a*òùf iò̂ û ! G ùUûKûUûKê ]eò cêñ Kò ùa_ûe
PÿùkAaò ! iZ K[û @ûmû, Èú aê¡òùe _Wÿò, G gßgêe Ne Mûñe ùUûKûUûKê @ûYò Lûfò ~ûjû ùNeû
aêfêQò, \ò̂  iûeû jeò@û, jeò@û WûKò WûKò ùcû Z<ò gêLô ~ûCQò” ö Èú aê¡òùe _Wÿò jeò@ûKê GVûKê
@ûYò[ôaûeê cûfòK RYK _½ûZû_ Keê[ôfû ö

G bòZùe jeò@û @ûC ùKùZUû Rò̂ òh aò ù\A~ûAQòö cûfòKe jeò@û aòùeû]ú bûhY ùaùk,
eûcê jeò@ûKê flý Keê[ôfûö Zû cêjñe bûabwú N^ N^ a\kê[ôfûö ùi aò jêGZ i«êÁ ̂ [ôfû cûfòK
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C_ùe ö G iaê iêÆÁ [ôfû Zû cêLbwúùe ö ùi aiò[ôfû eûcê _ûL ùa*þùe, Kûùk KòQò \eKûe
_Wÿò_ûùe ùaûfò ö Pê_Pû_þ aiò[ôfû ö cûfòK Pê_þ ùjûA~òaû ù\Lô @ûe¸ Kfû Zû K[û, Kò«ê cûfòK
^gêYò _ûeòaû bkò @ù_lûKéZ ]úe Êeùe ö

- “aûU cêjñùe aiò ùXûùkAa, MeûL ù`eòùa ^ûjó Z @ûC KY @ûiò ZûKê ò̂\eê
CùVAùa? @û_Y Z @ûiòfûùaùk ̂ ò½d ZûKê WûKò[ôùa ö G RûMûùe @ûmû @ûC ùjûùUf ̂ ûjó, GA
ùMûUòG ùjûùUf ö eûÉûeê MeûL ]eò@ûYòaû KòQò \eKûe ̂ ûjó ö ùi ~\ò ̂  ùXûùkA Zò̂ ò N<û iò]û
ùjûA ai«û, ùZùa ù~ZòKò e§û ùjCQò, ùiA Zò̂ ò N<ûKê ò̂@< jê@«û ö ù\L«ê @ûmû, GA^û
bûhY cûeê[ôfû, iûùw iûùw G_U ùi_U ùjfûYò, _Aiû ù\aû_ûAñ @û_Yuê _êYò WûKòaûKê _Wòaö
Kjòùf ù\Lô @û_Y KY @ûe[eKê GVûKê @ûiòaûKê c^ Keòùa ? ùcû @ûMeê ùKùZ MùfYò, KòG
aû KûjóKò Zû bûhY gêYò GVò ejòa ! GcòZò ùXûùkAaû ùaùk KòG ùKùZ KY ù^A PµU ö Lûfò
cò̂ ò ^û^ú ùKùZ Keò Kjòaûeê @ûiòQò, ^ ùjùf _òfû ùLûRò ùLûRò ^ûKeê _ûYò aûjûe«ûYò ö @ûMeê
cûiùe Pûeò, _û* _òfû ~ûC[ôùf, cêñ Kò«ê @ûiò Pûeò cûi ùjfû ejòfòYò” ö

cù^ cù^ jiòfû eûcê, ù~còZò cûfòK ùicòZò _òfû ö _eÆeKê ù\ûhûùeû_ Keòaûùe
_ûewc ö _Pûeòfû eûcê – “@ûQû ùZûùZ ~\ò GVò bf fûMê̂ ûjó, Zûùjùf Zê @^ý RûMûKê _ùkA
~ûC ê̂ ö GVò Mûkò gêYò ejòaûùe fûb aû KY”?

jûZ ckò ckò jeò@û Kjòfû – “@ûmû cò̂ ò ^û^ú K[ûKê KY bûwò ùjCQò ? ùKùZ aògßûi
Zû’e ùcû C_ùe ö cò̂ ò ^û^úe Ne @ûc NeKê fûMòQò ö ùi Lûfò Kjòaûeê iò̂ û QK _ûL ùi aW
ùjûùUfUû QûWò GVûKê @ûiòQò ö ^ ùjùf G bûA^û KòG ^û jeò@û KòG”?

- “@ûùe Lûfò RYK K[û bûwò ^ _ûeò GcòZò _Wò ejòaû KY bf ? G ùjûùUfe @aiÚû
~ûjû, ùKùZùaùk ù~ a¦ ùjûA~òa, KòQò VòKYû ̂ ûjó ö cò̂ ò ̂ û^úe iò̂ û ùZû C_ùe GùZ aògßûi,
Kò«ê ùZûe G bûA^ûe Z, ùZû C_ùe UòKòG aò beiû ^ûjó ö ò̂ùR @i«êÁ ùjûA KûjóKò ejòaê ö
cò̂ ò ^û^úKê Kjòù\A @^ý ùKCñ aW ùjûùUfùe ~ûA ej” ö

Gùa jiòù\fû UòKòG jeò@û ö
- “@ûmû @û_Y ùi aW ùjûùUfMêWûKê ù\Lô[ôùa ö ùKùZ bòW, ò̂gßûi ù^aûKê icd

^[ûG ö UòKòG ùWeò Kùf, cûfòKVûeê Mûkò iûwKê Pû_êWûaò còkò~ûG ö LûAaûKê aò VòKþ icdùe
KòQò còùk^û ö Zû @ù_lû G ùQûU ùjûùUfUû ajêZ bf ö G _ûLùe @ûC ùjûùUf ^ûjó, ùZYê
ùjûùUf bf PûfòQò ö GAUû @ûmû ò̂R Ne bkò ö cò̂ ò ^û^ú Z ùcû ^û^úVê akò ö GVò cêñ ò̂ùR
aRûe iC\û Kùe, ̂ òùR ùeûùhA Kùe ö ùZYê ùi aW ùjûùUf @ù_lû, G ùQûU ùjûùUfùe
cêñ ajêZ gû«òùe @Qò ö bûA^ûUû aò ajêZ bf, Lûfò ùaùk ùaùk ~ûjû bûhY cûeêQò iò̂ û” ö
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@Raþ G jeò@û, Gùa cûfòKKê ùgû]ê[ôfû, aû¤ùe ejêQò ùaûfò Kjê[ôfûö @[P G ùjûùUf
QûWòù\aûKê Kjòfûeê, GVò ùi ùagþ bfùe @Qò ùaûfò KjêQòö GAUû aò iZ K[û ù~, ùi aW
ùjûùUfMêWûK @ù_lû “cû cwkû ùjûùUf” bkò ùQûU ùjûùUfMêWòK “jeò@û” cû^u _ûAñ ajêZ
bf ö GVò ùicûù^ eû§òaûVûeê, ù_äUþ ù]ûAaû _~ðý« iaê Kûc Kùfaò, GVûùe ùicû^ue GK
ÊZª i©û @Qòö GVòKûe ÊZªZû bòZùe ù~Cñ @û™Zé̄ ò còùk, Zû @ûMùe aW ùjûùUfe icÉ
aW_Y Zêz ùjûA~òaö aW ùjûùUf iaêe jú^c^ýZûbûa @ûMùe G i©û ùKùZ C_ùe ö

LûA iûeòfû eûcêö ùagþ ùMûUûG _âi Ü̂ ùbûR^ ùjfû ö jûZ ù]ûA iûeò, cûfòK _ûLùe Vò@û
ùjûA _êYò Zûe Z¦âû bûwòaûKê _Wòfû ö jeò@û VòKþ K[û jó Kjê[ôfû ö

- “ùKùZ ùjfû @ûmû”?
ò̂\eê CVò_Wÿò _ìaðbkò ùi jeò@û jeò@û WûK _ùKAfû ö ù_äUþ CVûC CVûC jeò@û @ûV Uuû

_Pûg _Aiû ùaûfò Kjòfû ö \g Uuûe ù^ûUUòG aùXA ù\fû eûcê ö ù^ûUþ UòKê ù^A aûrùe
eLô _Aiû ù`eÉ Keê Keê cûfòK RYK _Pûeòfû – “@ûmû jeò@ûUû _Qùe VòKþ VòKþ ù\fû Z?
^ùjùf LûAaûKê ù\A bòZùe ~ûA ùXûùkA[ôa”ö

Zû_ùe _êYò @ûe¸ ùjûAMfû Zûe jeò@û aòeê¡ùe aòùhû\þMòeY, ~ûjûKê ùi @ûe¸ Keò[ôfû
eûcê LûAaû _ìaðeêö ùKcòZò Zû Èú cò̂ ò ù~ûMê ùi gßgêeNe Mûñe G _òfûUûKê aû¤ùe eLôQò ö
@kiê@ûUû, iaêùaùk ùXûùkûCQò, AZýû\ò, AZýû\ò ö

 - “Zûùjùf ZûKê aûjûe Keò ù\C^û KûjóKò? Èú K[ûùe aýaiûde lZò NUûAaûUû KY
VòK ? iµKð Zû aûUùe, aýaiûd Zû aûUùeö aýaiûd Zêùc ù\LêQ, ùZYê aýaiûde bf c¦
K[û Zêùc jó aêSò _ûeòaö @^ý ùMûUòG _òfû @ûY'ö

UòKòG ̂ ecò ~ûA cûfòK RYK Kjòfû - "UòùK @kiê@û ùjùf aò _òfûUû aògßûiú ö ùiA[ô_ûAñ
UòùK cûWòQûuò ùjCQò ö ^ùjùf G @kiê@ûUûKê KòG eL«û' ö

- “ ò̂ùR RMòùf iaê _òfû aògßûiú ùjùa ö ùZYê ùMûUòG _eògâcú _òfû ùLûR ö UòKòG ùagò
_Aiû ù\ùf _òfû Z @ûeûcùe _ûA~òa” ö

- "^ûAñ @ûmû, _Aiû ù\Aù\ùf bf_òfû còkò~òùa ~ûjû KjêQ«ò, ùiAUû VòKþ ̂ êùjñ ö iaê
_òfûuê @ûmû aògßûi Keòùja ^ûjó ö \ò^ \ßò_jeùe @ûLôùe ]ìkò ù\A cûeòùa PµU ö jeò@ûUû aò
Kûc VòKþ VûKþ Kùe ù~ ö iaê Kûc ò̂ùR KeêQò, aRûe iC\û, e§û e§ò Vûeê ]ê@û ù]ûA _~ðý«ö
QKe ùi aW ùjûùUfùe [ôfû ö ùZYê Kûc bf RûYòQò ö ùi @ûiòfû \ò̂ eê cêñ UòùK ̂ ò½ò«ùe ̂ ògßûi
cûeêQò ö Kò«ê cêñ RûYò _ûeê̂ ò, UòKòG Lûfò aiòùf, Zûe G ùXûùkAaûUû Gùa @ûe¸ ùjûAQò ö @ûMeê
Kò«ê ^[ôfû ö
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cù^ cù^ jiòfû eûcê - aòPeû cûfòK RûYò̂ ûjó ù~ G "ùXûùkAaû', " ò̂\', @ûC "jûA'
MêWòKe iuâcY lcZû ùKùZ ö jeò@û @ûiòaû \ò̂ Vûeê ùi ù~Cñ ò̂½ò« ùXûùkAaû ùXûùkûCQò,
ùiAUû ù~ ]úùe]úùe jeò@û @ûWÿKê iuâcòZ ùjûA~ûCQò, ùiAUû ùi RûYò _ûeê ^ûjó ö

- "@ûC @ûmû aògßûiú K[û KY KjêQ«ò ö jeò@û @ûMeê ùKùZ _òfû ùcû ùjûùUfeê MùfYòö
ù~ùZ RMòùf aò KòG _¦e \ò̂  ejò 100 Uuû ]eò fêPò _ùkAQò, Z KòG cûùi ejò Pûeò_U [ûkò
]eò _ùkAQò ö jeò@û @ûMeê ~òG [ôfû, ùi 500 Uuû @ûC 6 Uû [ûkò@û ]eò ù`eûe ö jeò@û ejòaû
\ò̂ eê, Pûeòcûi ùjfû _òfû ùLûRòaû, @ûC Zûuê _ûù\ _ûù\ RMòaû Pò«ûeê ̂ òÉûe còkòQò ö ùicû^u
Zêk^ûùe GUû ùKùZ bf ö ùi @ûiòaû \ò̂ Vûeê cêñ UòùK ̂ ò½ò«ùe G aûr C_ùe cêŠ f\ò _ûeêQò ö
ùKjò KòQò ù^A _ùkAaûe bd ^ûjó ö ù~ùZ ùjùf gßgêeNe _ûL _òfû'ö

jiò jiò aûjûeò @ûiòfû eûcê ö

vvvvvvvvvv
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Me, the Rider in the 21st Century

Babru Samal , Maryland

I grew up, poor, dirt poor,

Had no chance to ride a horse, or even a donkey

Forget about an elephant

Only I could ride an old bicycle on a dirt road.

Now for a half century

First in the libraries

Then online thanks to Wi-Fi and Google et al

I am on the shoulder of giants

Learning, savoring, using and exploiting

Their thoughts in philosophies, science, arts, and music

Recently, more and more,

 I use or adapt the scripts created by strangers and friends.

in Python, SQL,  PHP, R, Excel, and Unix

Not to forget the tools they create for my genome research.

How can I survive a moment?

Without my smartphone, Google map, waze,

And instant messengers?

Actually, I am a rider

Following the directions set by other riders and the rides

In my virtual and independent world.
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Jetlag

Sasrika Rajan, New York

Time moves differently in my grandparent’s house,

it saunters around lazily in the Odisha sun.

it shimmies down a clothesline, settles on a blouse,

stretches on the veranda, and goes for a morning run.

It patters around newspapers, folded & crinkled,

and bowls of almonds, peeled.

it breezes on faces, barely wrinkled,

& jars of spices, sealed.

on a windowsill it may condense,

or perhaps in cold showers.

it curls around bright incense,

& lies with fresh flowers.

Time loves this beautiful house, loves to laugh & play.

time’s always on the move, always in a hurry-

but this time, it might stay.
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Introspection

Sumedha Jena, NewJersey

Resting my wearied eyes

waking up to find myself more alive

than I had ever been before

an exhilarating warmth veils me.

My imagination creepily infiltrates 

every crevice of my tangled mind

as I get the courage to leave 

and to discover the meaning of the true self. 

A tiresome journey like the yellow brick road

an endless path to find inner peace 

a plane that exists in the figment of my mind

unbound freedom that can’t constrict me.

Clearing the clutter from way up there

leaving myself in peaceful solitude

the mirror shines back onto me

as I reflect on the hazy memories.

Wishful thinking that I could find my way

out of this intricate labyrinth 

feeling myself slowly crawl out 

and onto the road toward pure ecstasy. 
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Independence: a virtuous quality

giving me a sense of true stability 

captivating me with its mysterious allure 

self-direction during its finest hour. 

Who is overlooking my journey, I ponder 

what’s to prepare me for this turbulent travel 

a feeling of unpreparedness capitulates me 

should I begin to break free from who I am. 

Questions that perpetually plague me 

but true responsibility calls my name 

must heed the signs given to me 

the chaos of the mind no longer disguises it. 

Breaking free from being consumed

the twilight haze clears out at once

surveying the line where the sun meets me 

seeing our horizon from a wider perspective

Settling into the beauty I am surrounded by

the solitude is what silently shrouds me 

reaching the end of this prolonged path 

I travel from one point to another

in pursuit of self-contemplation.

vvvvvvvvvv
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Searching for Truth

Rabi Prusti,

Edmond, OK Oklahoma

That was the year I do not remember,

I gave you my trust while searching for the Truth.

Made no promises but I believed in your youth.

You grew up to be a scientist, in quest of the Truth and Trust

Never lose your own culture in favor of any cult.

Though sometimes you lost your way,

And sought guidance from there …. Somewhere!

You know that Trust can never be lost.

And Truth can never dissolve.

Now why are we lost in this culture war?

And how do you propose to solve it all?

Can we find our way to rise above this black cloud,

While the forces of evil are barking too loud?

We shall, as Truth and Trust can never be lost.

We need to win sooner than later at any cost.

I like to think and want to be a critical thinker

Since a critical thinker is a leader, not a follower,

So says singer-actor and wise man Billy Porter

We will smile when meeting the ten-headed monster,

As he welcomes us to his world of shadow and desire

He will burn, I know soon in his own evil fire.

Soon the sun will rise above dark clouds to mark the victory.

The truth and trust will never be lost,

That is what tells us our human history.

vvvvvvvvvv
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Nascent Touch

Jigyansa Mohanty, Indianapolis

Like a mural, she stood,

Her arms battered and sore

Eyes red with pain

Bruised lips silent, post a loud roar

Glaring lights and thumping sound

Stalked her inner soul

The demure smile had made way

For a loud pseudobulbar laughter

Shimmery puffy blouse

That accentuated her perfect curves

Left unattended on the dusty bench

Dejected, she ran without any reserve

Hands that promised a sweet embrace

had indeed shown their true color

To dream…… was her biggest mistake

As she envisaged a life, infallible and better

 Nestled in her own misery

She lacked the audacity to complain

All hopes gone, she stood still

As his unimpeachable face dazzled with vileness

Ohh! She murmured

A soft kick gave her a sudden thrust,

Like a valiant warrior

She rose with spirit and vigor

Her eyes twinkled with kindness

Now that she was a single, unwed Mother.

vvvvvvvvvv
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I, Endless

Suryanshu Mishra, Livingston, NJ

In the middle of everywhere

Walking, pausing, looking into the void

I held my head up with both hands

Finding mazes to avoid

The mazes, the gazes, the embraces

Like kites fleeing on terraces

In my eyes, and in their eyes

Eons behind me stood like a monolith

Nobody knows when my boats went afloat

Before the century twentieth

A place so far, with a door ajar

Where memory hits a tectonic scar

Am I the temple, or am I the steps

Where my kin loved and prayed

Or am I the homage to an ageless rite

Where ululations are softly laid

Or am I the chosen one, or the token one

To melt into the setting sun

The mysteries of the Inscrutable

Were like stubborn blisters

Yet we laughed and worked the puzzle

Like two inseparable, giggling sisters

Gesturing, stepping, and turning

Like raging cyclones and twisters
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When goals and souls

Stare at each other from the windows of trains

And the forces of change

Distance both sides of the brains

A fond look at the promises ahead

Eclipse the gaps of words unsaid

Am I the flame, when in my teens

And in my brilliant genes

I burn, I flicker, but I never go out

Reminding those with the distant frown

Like a scooter in a roundabout

You must enter it, to get to the other side of town

I am here, there, in every air

My vision, my hopes, on fate’s jet-stream

Always there, an unspoken layer

Atop the ego of my younger esteem

I rise and fly like a Mars-bound ship

Calming my fears, biting my lip

You came before me, you knew

How the river of time would shape its course

Your glorious history, the images you drew

Are my constant open doors

To let the music of the monsoon in

In a rhapsody unfelt, that swells within

Am I an echo of the millennium

Or an endless cosmic gong

Which is heard from shore to shore

And makes me wait and long

To see where I end

Before I start again, strong.

vvvvvvvvvv
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The Tribe Ascending

Sailabala Rout,  Avon, CT

I believe it is courageous not to give up

although I was tired at the end of the road,

my inner voice sent a message saying

life is a privilege to become our best selves,

It’s an odyssey we are responsible to take

and look for success and accomplishment.

Our everyday struggles and triumphs

cross our path for a reason,

It’s sad that we humans strive for excellence

and become ‘Wonder Woman’ and ‘Superman.’

Let’s have the right attitude to reach that height

Let’s water our garden along with others,

A selfless act that truly awakens,

The sleeping humanity in our hearts.

From a wide-angle panorama of eternity,

Our stay here is ever so brief,

Let us not waste it in idle discourse,

Nor in the stereotypes threatening us,

Every thought, every action of ours,

The ripples that we make, the ripples that we send,

Resonates from generation to generation,

Leaving a legacy indelibly etched in the minds of millions. 

vvvvvvvvvv
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First Odia Nurse in North America
Chandra Mishra, Pennsylvania

While taking my walk I thought about the evolving Odia. My memory took me

back to the time I chose the nursing profession and fulfilled my passion to help people.

When I was growing up in Odisha, I knew that nursing was not a preferred profession

for Hindu women. While looking for a college education In the USA, I had the

opportunity to pursue a different profession, but  after much consideration, I chose to

study nursing, and eventually, I became the first Odia nurse in North America.

In 1977, my husband Sudhanshu got a job in America, and I accompanied him

with my two children to Chicago. Living in Chicago was quite different from living in

Bombay. We lived in Bombay for seven years. I had many friends there. Most of the

ladies used to get together after the children left for school. We used to drink tea and

talk about our lives, fashion, authors, and festivals and passed two to three hours easily.

Sometimes, we came together at a friend’s place and ate lunch that included various

specialty foods as we came from different states in India. In the USA I found that

women did not get together that way, and they rather were busy doing work that

interested them. I had to get used to a new way of life. I was lonely and missed the

social life of Bombay. Upon enquiring from the other mothers about how they kept

themselves occupied, I learned that they worked, volunteered, or took college classes.

In Mumbai, I had earned a college degree and was hoping to get a job in a bank, but

instead, we emigrated to the USA.

 Hoping to do something that would bring more satisfaction, I opted to attend

college. I picked the one that was near our home in the suburbs of Chicago.  I made an

appointment with the college counselor to learn about the admission process. To my

surprise, it was a different process to get into a college in the USA. I waited patiently

in the admission office. Finally, the secretary, Ms. Nancy, called me inside to meet

the counselor, Ms. Loretta Smith. After greeting me, she asked me if I brought my

transcript with me, and I handed it to her. She looked at my transcript from Bombay

University and said, “You have a degree in Economics and Mathematics from India, so
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you wish to get into the business program.” Then she gave me papers requiring me to

answer some questions and take an aptitude test. She also wanted me to write an essay

describing my passion and what I wished to study in college.

After one hour I returned the papers. Some sections of the document asked me

about my passions. Health science questions were my favorite. I was enthusiastic

about studying human physical and mental health, yet I circled accounting/finance as

my major. In my essay, I wrote that I always wished to do a job in which I can help

people in their sickness. After reading my essay and the completed forms, Ms. Loretta

looked at me saying,  “It is obvious from your test score and the essay that you are

enthusiastic about helping people and learning science.” I  agreed that it was true, but

explained that because I married early and studied liberal arts in college,  I planned on

studying business. She advised me that I must think about studying the subjects I was

passionate about.

 I could not sleep that night and thought over Ms. Loretta’s suggestion that I

should pursue a degree for which I was passionate. In high school, I was keen on

becoming a doctor. Five of us studying at a Puri girls’ school had that dream. Four of

them became doctors, but not me.  I was as successful at my studies as they were, but

I married early. The guidance counselor had asked, “Why don’t you try our nursing

program? This college has an excellent nursing program for which competition is

tough.” I was not afraid to study science subjects that required more time in laboratory

work and practical classes. I was more concerned about what our Odia people would

think when they knew that I enrolled in a nursing program. While listening to Ms.

Loretta, I  remembered the days in Odisha when I loved giving medicine and applying

bandages to the wounds of poor old people living alone. As a young girl, I was happy to

help and ease the pain of the less fortunate, though my actions often upset my father

and siblings.  I suddenly remembered my favorite actress Meena Kumari in the film

Dil Apna Preet Parai. Her character became a nurse after her father died, though she

was the daughter of a doctor and wanted to follow in his footsteps.

I was reminded that circumstances make us do things in different ways, America

is a land of opportunity, and people here do what they wish to do, not what family or

society wants them to do. Freedom is the ideal way of American living. Moreover,

because the college was nearby, I thought of taking classes when the children were at

school. So, the next day I went to the college and completed the application process.

It was not easy to get through nursing school while raising a family. The training

demanded mental and physical strength. Finally, in 1984, I graduated and became a
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registered nurse. I got a job in the intensive care unit of Albert Einstein Hospital and

then worked at different hospitals, mostly as a staff nurse. My work was extremely

rewarding professionally, and to my soul too. I received accolades as the best nurse,

from the hospital administration, and the patients. Nursing made me learn about myself

and people. It made me realize that the subjects I took in India were not the best ones

for my personality. I could have pursued a degree in finance and made a good salary,

but I would not have gotten the satisfaction I obtained in being a nurse. Helping sick

people and applying my knowledge were valuable and dear to me. I was glad that the

college counselor made me think about the subject I truly loved. I listened to my heart

and became a nurse.

During my career, I met many people from diverse economic and social

backgrounds.  Being attentive is an extremely important quality for nurses, especially,

when dealing with patients who are gravely ill, or in a critical condition. When one is

in the hospital, one needs to be taken care of by someone who has a passion for helping

others. No job was too big or small for me as a nurse. Every day I touched a life, or a

life touched my life, making it richer. I saved lives by giving timely care. I also helped

by talking with lonely patients, and those who were scared of surgery. Some days I

helped by doing small chores like filling patients’ lunch and dinner orders when they

could not do it themselves. I dispensed comfort, compassion, and care without writing

a prescription.

Nursing is not for everyone. It takes a strong, intelligent, and compassionate

person to take on the ills of the world and work to maintain the health and well-being

of the patient. After working twelve hours in the night shift, most of the time I was

eager to leave the hospital like my co-workers. My commute time was one hour.

Every day I stayed a few minutes to say goodbye to the patients. I made sure I did

everything I could for them, thinking that they might not be there the next day when I

come to work. Working in the intensive care unit in a busy hospital meant I was always

among doctors, family members, pharmacy, physical therapy, and X-ray professionals

coordinating therapeutic care for the patient. Daily cheerful camaraderie, the various

issues with patients, and grinding workloads have all brought richness to my life.

Working with patients changed me and taught me to value small and big things in life.

I learned how not to ignore little things like attending to the call of a patient. I learned

how to be grateful for the things I have.

I recall the day, I was tired and had intense pain in my feet caused by new sneakers.

I wanted to leave work as soon as my shift was over. When I was preparing to treat the
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last patients, the nursing call bell kept on ringing without pause. The nurse caring for

that patient was busy taking care of another patient. Though he was not my patient, I

went in and told Mr. Farris that his nurse would be with him in a few minutes. He

nodded, but I could see from his face that something was not right. I was about to tell

him he must stop pushing the bell, but something compelled me to ask him what was

bothering him. Dragging my foot with pain, I went and asked him. He pointed at his leg

and his eyes rolled up. When I removed his blanket, I saw a pool of blood. His fresh

surgical site was bleeding. He lost consciousness while I was talking to him. I

immediately put pressure and did what was needed. I called Code Blue,  to make all

the necessary staff aware of the situation. The room was filled with medical people

within a few minutes. Anesthesia, respiratory, cardiology, and emergency doctors came

and performed emergency medical procedures.  I dispensed all kinds of medicine per

the doctors’ instructions. Finally, after a few hours, Mr. Farris’s vital signs (pulse,

blood pressure, and respiration) returned to normal. The head nurse came and thanked

me for making a good decision.  She said that if I had not attended his call bell, things

might have been different for Mr. Farris. His family sent me a handwritten note,

“Lifesaver you are, Nurse Sandy.” I was happy that I was there when he needed me,

despite my intense foot pain. These kinds of rewards cannot be compared with money

and praise. I was grateful to Ms. Loretta who guided me to pursue nursing.

There were other moments in my professional life when my quickness and

desire to help sick people made a difference in the patient’s life. Far from my hometown

of Puri, Odisha,  I have found a new way to fulfill my dream to help people by becoming

a registered nurse, though I could not become a doctor.  Our people now know about

nursing and compliment me. Nowadays I see many women from our second generation

becoming nurses. If I did not pursue higher studies in the USA, I would not have become

a nurse. As I evolved, becoming a nurse brought my passion for serving people into

focus, and that made a difference in my life. Thus, I consider myself as an “@ûùeûjú”.

vvvvvvvvvv
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SUBRINA BISWAL,  1970-1989

Nilambar and Annapurna Biswal, Maryland

Many new members of the Odisha Society of Americas (OSA) have requested

to know more about our daughter Subrina Biswal, who passed away shortly after the

OSA Convention in Nashville, Tennessee, in 1989. Many of those who knew her during

her short life span considered her the embodiment of the best of the two, Eastern and

Western cultures. Although her sudden passing has been devastating to us, we also

feel very blessed to be her parents for the brief time she spent with us. The following

is a short story of her remarkably brilliant life.

Subrina Biswal was born on October 21, 1970, in Houston, Texas. She was the

youngest of our three children. She was a very inquisitive, fun-loving, and

compassionate child from an early age. She showed her love for dance when she was

only two-year-old. We wanted her to learn Odissi, along with Western dances of her

liking. However, there was no teacher in Indian Classical dance available in Houston.

Eventually, we met Guru Rathna Kumar who had just moved to Houston and was looking

for students to teach Indian Classical dances such as Kuchupudi, Bharatanatyam, and

Mohiniyattam. Although we would have preferred to have Subrina learn Odissi, we

were delighted that she was one of the first groups of students of Guru Rathna Kumar.

Subrina was 4 years old when she started taking formal lessons. She was an astounding

student and gave her first stage performance at the Houston Ethnic Festival in 1974 at

the age of 4.

Because of her love for dance, she practiced diligently to earn her Ranga Pravesh

or Arangetram at the age of 8. Subrina was one of the youngest Indian Classical dancers

in the USA to graduate from a dance school, Anjali Center for Performing Arts in

1978 in Houston, Texas.
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We moved to Maryland in 1978, and coincidentally, the OSA Annual Convention

was organized by the local Washington Chapter that year. Subrina was delighted to

perform at the convention to fulfill one of her biggest dreams to perform at the OSA

convention. Afterward, she performed in the greater Washington, Baltimore, and

Virginia metropolitan areas and became an extremely popular and sought-after artist

in Indian communities. Through her performance, she helped raise money for many

charitable organizations, schools and colleges, temples, nursing homes, and ethnic

festivals. Other notable performances of Subrina as an invited artist included

performances at Cloistered Museum and other museums and universities in the region.

She also performed for Asian Indians in the North America Federation of Indian

Associations and the United Nations in New York City. She was a regular performer at

the India Day celebrations in Baltimore City and at the Indo-American Friendship

Dinner where the state governor, senators, local city mayors, and officials including

the Indian Ambassadors from the Indian Embassy, attended the events over the years.

In addition, she continued to enjoy performing at most of the OSA Annual Conventions

between 1978 - 1989.

Although she was passionate about performing at the OSA Conventions, she

deeply cared about other dancers like her getting the opportunity to perform and enjoy

the dance she loved. She was willing to give up her slot to any other artist who was

very keen to perform at the OSA Convention. She encouraged her little fans to dance

while enjoying life with a quite simple statement, “If I can dance, you can dance too.”

She inspired many young girls in our Odia community to dance. She was an incredibly

happy, high-spirited, and kind person with a great smile. She brightened up the place

with her presence.  She received immense love from the OSA community and in return

the OSA was close to her heart. She loved everything about OSA.

Subrina’s then transitioned her journey into Odissi dance started in 1980 at the

age of 10 when Ms. Lora Rosen, an accomplished ballet dancer, as well as an Odissi

dancer from Baltimore, met Subrina for the first time, after her Bharatanatyam
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performance in Washington, DC. Ms. Rosen herself learned her classical Odissi dance

in Odisha from the late Legendary Guru Sri Deba Prasad Das. Subrina started learning

Odissi from Ms. Rosen. Ms. Rosen drew stick figures to teach the dance techniques,

which was helpful.   Subrina also learned Odissi briefly from Guru Tikilimina Patnaik

and in 1981, learned Odissi from Guru Durga Charan Ranbir of Bhubaneswar, Odisha. 

In 1982, we were fortunate enough to host the legendary Odissi dancer Smt.

Sanjukta Panigrahi and her husband the legendary singer Pandit Raghunath Panigrahi

in our home, when they were scheduled to perform in Washington, DC. Subrina was

immensely inspired watching Mrs. Panigrahi ‘s performance. To summarize, Subrina

did not have long formal training in Odissi dance due to the lack of teachers in our

region.  It was extremely challenging and at times was very frustrating for her.  But

with her intense love to learn the intricacies of the Odissi dance while maintaining

good grades at the school, she watched video performances of Mrs. Sanjukta Panigrahi’s

dances and practiced religiously. In addition to Indian Classical dances, Subrina loved

Western dance and participated in school plays like West Side Story and Bye Bye

Birdie.

As the youngest member of the family, she would just do what her two elder

brothers loved doing, whom she adored and loved deeply. This competitiveness was in

addition to her unique ability to practice and perform the intricacies of Indian Classical

dances. While in high school, she wanted to do research at the Cancer Center of the

University of MD like her two brothers. She wanted to pursue a career in medicine.

To achieve her goals, she was preparing herself by working hard at the University of

Maryland Baltimore County, doing research at the Cancer Center, and keeping up with

her routine practice of Indian Classical dances including Odissi.



237

In July 1989, the OSA Convention was held in Nashville, TN. As usual, Subrina

gave one of her best Odissi dance performances at the Convention. This was her last

performance. After we returned from Nashville, Subrina unexpectedly passed away

on July 6, 1989. The Odia community in North America felt like one of their own

family members had passed away at an early age. She was loved by all she had the

opportunity to meet and left a legacy of love, caring, and compassion.

In memory of her legacy and contributions to the OSA, members of the OSA

agreed to the initial proposal by Dr. Bijoy Das of Charleston, SC, for the establishment

of the Subrina Biswal Award for Academic Excellence to be offered annually at the

OSA Conventions to a deserving high school graduate with excellent academic

achievements as well as astounding extracurricular activities. This award ($1000) was

partially funded by the OSA for the initial few years. Subsequently, Dr. Dash Foundation

has been generous enough to sponsor the award in its entirety. Our sincere thanks to

Dr. Sitikantha and Mrs. Kalpana Dash for promoting young talented youth from our

Odia community.

A second prize, Subrina Biswal Prize for Performing Arts was initiated by late

Dr. Subhas Chandra Mohapatra of North Carolina, founder of Indo American Friendship

Foundation (IAFF) to promote Indian dance and music among our younger generations

in North America. This program became one of the most popular programs in every

OSA Convention because younger children get the opportunity to demonstrate their

talent and compete. Initially, we provided the matching funds for the program with

IFAF. Lately, since OSA started to sponsor the program, we have been providing the

funds in its entirety. We are grateful to the OSA for promoting Indian Performing Arts

among our children through this program.

Subrina visited Odisha only twice when she was 2 and 11 years old. During her

second visit in 1981, in the village of Khamar, in Angul district, she performed a solo

Odissi dance and mesmerized the audience. Many of the villagers could not believe

that a young girl born and raised in the USA could perform Indian Classical dance so

well. She was overwhelmed with the love and affection of the villagers while enjoying

the beauty of rural Odisha. She was extremely moved, however, to see the poverty and

suffering of some of the rural people. She wrote in her diary that when she grew up,

she would help the poor in Odisha and bring smiles to their faces.

After the devastatingly sad news of her passing, the villagers in Khamar wanted

to build a school in her memory that educates young girls in the area. With the villagers’

wish and top priority, we built a Girl’s High School with a hostel in Khamar in 1994 to
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provide an education to the girls who would not otherwise go to school. The villagers

wanted the high school to be named after Subrina, as Subrina Biswal Girls High School.

The school became immensely popular, especially with girls of tribal origin, since

they were provided with clothes, books, food, and lodging, free during their school

years. The school has attracted many students in the Angul District as well as from

distant places to become a premier Girls’ High School. Many of its graduates went on

to college and several of them have become teachers, nurses, doctors, social workers,

and educated stay-at-home spouses. There is now a proposal and a plan to build a

Subrina Biswal Women’s Science College adjacent to the high school.  We feel blessed

and proud of the legacy and inspiration that Subrina has given us and the communities

in the Americas and Odisha.
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Circadian Rhythm and Intermittent Fasting to

Extend our Healthy Lifespan

  Prof.  Satchidananda (Satchin) Panda, PhD

In the last century, germ theory and its related breakthroughs of sanitation, vaccination,

and antibiotics was the groundbreaking health development that now prevents infectious disease

and led to the fastest rise in longevity in any century in human history. Yet living longer does not

always mean living healthier. In fact, we are now witnessing a rapid increase in chronic diseases

of both the mind and body beginning in early childhood and stretching through old age. Luckily,

we are beginning to understand the cause: our modern lifestyle is disrupting a deeply ingrained,

primordial, and universal code to being healthy.

Lifestyle can trigger a lot of words in your mind, but we can simplify to say “Lifestyle is

what, when and how much we eat, sleep and move every day”. Most of us know how much and

what we eat affect our health, but the timing aspects of our habits is a new line of research that

relates to our circadian rhythm. You may have heard about circadian rhythms because the 2017

Nobel Prize recognized this field of research for its impact on human health. But if you haven’t,

don’t worry; the concept is very simple. The term circadian, comes from the Latin circa, meaning

“around” (or “approximately”), and diçm, meaning “day.” Circadian rhythms are real biological

processes that every plant, animal, and human exhibits over the course of a day.  These rhythms

are actually interconnected and are governed by internal circadian clocks. Almost each and

every one of our cells contains one of these clocks, and each is programmed to turn on or off

thousands of genes at different times of the day or night.
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These genes influence every aspect of our health. For instance, when we are healthy, we

can have a good night’s sleep. In the morning we wake up feeling fresh and energetic and ready

to get to work. Our gut function is perfectly normal. We have a healthy hunger and a clear mind.

In the afternoon, we have the energy to exercise. At night, we are tired enough to go back to

sleep without much effort. Yet when these daily rhythms are disturbed for as little as a day or two,

our clocks cannot send out the right messages to these genes, and our body and mind will not

function as well as we need. If this disruption continues for a few days, weeks, months, or years

we may succumb to all types of infections and diseases, ranging from insomnia, ADHD, depression,

anxiety, migraine pain, diabetes, obesity, cardiovascular diseases, dementia, and even cancer.

Now you can take a pause and see if you have a lifestyle that disrupts your circadian rhythms. If

you work in shifts – say evening, night, or early morning shift – in which you have to stay awake

for 3 h or more between 10 pm and 5 am and do physical or mental work for at least one day in

a week then you are disrupting your circadian rhythm. Nearly one in five working adults these

days are card-carrying shift workers. But there are many of us who live the life of a shift worker.

For example, most high school and college students, every new mother, and many caregivers for

family members live the lifestyle of shift workers. Besides, many of us stay awake past midnight

on weekends to socialize, and many,  travel across time zones at least twice a month. These

events also disrupt our circadian rhythms.  In fact, almost all of us in one way or the other,

experience disruption to our circadian rhythms for at least a few months or years in our lifetime.

Although we may think these occasional disruptions may not harm our health, experiments say

otherwise. For example, if healthy adults experience cutting their sleep by 2-3 hours or eating

late at night, their blood sugar levels can rise to the level typically seen among people with

prediabetes.

But don’t worry, the same circadian rhythm science is also teaching us how to nurture our circadian

rhythm to stay healthy. By understanding how the clocks regulate hormones, digestion, brain

function, and even every gene in our body, we now have a better handle on how to stay healthy

by nurturing our circadian rhythm.  I will summarize them into six simple habits.
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Number 1 Stay in bed for 8 h. Our day begins on the night before. That means one should have

a consistent time to turn off lights and go to bed and stay in bed for at least 8 h so that one can get

7-7 ½ h of restorative sleep. When we sleep at a consistent time, our brain produces the right

hormone at the right time to repair our body. Sufficient sleep also gives our brain enough time to

drain toxic substances that accumulate throughout the day and strengthen communications between

brain cells and also between the brain and body. Sleep improves memory and also improves the

decision-making process the following day.

Number 2. Wait an hour before your breakfast. After waking up, try to avoid food for at least an

hour. This is the time when your organs are slowly waking up, the night hormones are falling and

day hormones are rising and your body is not fully ready to properly digest food. Avoiding food

for at least an hour after waking up can help to better maintain your blood glucose.

Number 3. Intermittent fasting or Time restricted eating. This is the core of the circadian optimization

plan and I am proud that almost 10 years ago my research team at Salk Institute discovered this

revolutionary concept. Eat your first bite of food or breakfast at a consistent time. Breakfast

synchronizes circadian rhythms in all organs of the body. Starting from breakfast eat or drink all

your meals for the day in the next 8, 9, 10, or a maximum of 12 hours. This pattern of eating

within a consistent time and having long fasting is called time-restricted eating and is now popular

as intermittent fasting. This is the most powerful habit to boost your circadian rhythm in every

organ. It has numerous health benefits including a better handle on your weight, blood pressure,

blood sugar, liver function, kidney function, immune function, and many more.

Number 4. 30 minutes of daylight. Another landmark discovery from my lab is about daylight.

Step outdoors to get some daylight. Even on a cloudy day, spending 30min to an hour outdoors

is a brain booster. Daylight synchronizes our brain’s circadian rhythm, improves mood, reduces

depression, and is the best source of Vitamin D, which keeps your bones healthy.

Number 5. Afternoon exercise. Get a daily dose of exercise. If you are pressed for time, try 30

minutes of brisk walking in the late afternoon or evening, when your muscles are most efficient
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and you have a lower risk for injury. For those with diabetes or high blood pressure, exercise in

the afternoon or evening is more potent in controlling blood glucose and blood pressure than

exercise in the morning.

Number 6. Winding down. Avoid food and dim down your lights for 2-3 hours before bedtime.

No food before bedtime improves digestion and reduces heartburn. Dim light boosts the rise of

nightly hormones and prepares your body for the good night’s sleep that you deserve.

Is that all? Does it really work? Yes, it does.

When we optimize our rhythms, everything in our body and brain falls into its place and we solve

multiple health issues. For example, hundreds of scientific papers have shown that Time-restricted

eating or intermittent fasting which is the most vital driver of the circadian rhythm can fix multiple

issues and improve performance irrespective of age, gender, ethnicity, or health conditions.

Laboratory animals studied on optimum circadian rhythm, are seen to achieve the long healthy

lifespan, we all aspire to. They sustain youthful activity and fitness into older age, with better brain

function, muscle mass, and a healthy heart with a lower burden of age-related diseases such as

cancer and dementia, and are resilient against infections. They also live longer.

Even if we fall sick, and need medical treatment, an optimum circadian rhythm can be your secret

power. Take diabetes for example, nearly half of all adults are living with prediabetes or diabetes.

For those with prediabetes, following a healthy circadian rhythm or intermittent fasting helps

improve blood glucose so that millions can reverse prediabetes and be healthy. For living with

diabetes, diabetes slowly invites its sinister friends – high blood pressure, cholesterol, liver disease,

and kidney disease. Under a doctor’s supervision, you can combine your treatment for diabetes

and its complications with optimum circadian rhythm for better results, and improve overall

performance. New research is showing taking medications at the right time can also accelerate

cure. For example, taking blood pressure medication in the evening or joint pain medications at

night works much better than when the same medications are taken in the morning.
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Similarly, for every disease or health condition, scientists are finding the right time of the day or

night to take our medications and schedule our vaccination, chemo, or surgery to recover faster

and healthier with fewer adverse side effects.

Although you may be ready to try circadian life, there may be barriers to circadian living. In the

last 150 years, we have designed our world, and we are living our lives paying little attention to

our circadian rhythm. Now that we know how to harness the power of circadian rhythms to lead

a healthy life, we have the opportunity to redesign our world. But we can’t take 150 years to do

so. Myself, and my circadian science colleagues are already working to redesign a better world.

Note:

Professor, Satchidananda (Satchin) Panda is a leading scientist and researcher at Salk Institute,

La Jolla, California. Author of the books The Circadian Code and The Circadian Diabetes

Code, Panda lives in San Diego. To know more about his work readers may visit the website

https://panda.salk.edu/giving/

vvvvvvvvvv



244

Evolution of Odia from a Language of

Communication to a Language of Identity

Prof. Sri Gopal Mohanty, Ontario, Canada

Is the language Odia anything special? Like other languages, it was a language

of communication but went beyond to become the language of identity of a people. It

further became a part to define modern India and its citizens.

First, let us look at the language and its roots.

The origin of Odia is not totally clear. From whatever evidence is available, the

language is derived as a confluence of three streams: Austric, Dravidian, and Prakrit

languages. Aryan migrants to Odisha came into contact with Austroasiatic tribes and

Dravidians of the land. They brought Prakrits, the spoken languages of common people

which transformed with time, and became known variously as Ardha-Magadhi and

Odra-Prakruta. Their languages intermingled with other groups of languages and

created the Odia language. Prakrit languages are related to Sanskrit but differ from

and are contrasted with it in several ways. The evolving language was ancient and

primarily and essentially a language of communication among people long back who

lived there.

Later, the newly arriving Arya sects introduced Sanskrit and influenced the Odia

language, but those changes stayed with Brahmins and the upper class. While the

changed language was enriched, it also retained its earlier fluidity and in some sense,

its beauty like water after joining the ocean comes back to its fluid form through

evaporation (ref: Prusti).

Language integration is an example, demonstrating the characteristic of people

to compromise and harmonize their differences rather than attempting to dominate

one over the other. Possibly, the circumstances, in this case, might have forced them

to do so.

As time moved, the interior parts of Odisha practically were in isolation from

the outside world and the Odia language and culture remained frozen without being

much affected by the changes of modernity of the time. Thus, rural Odisha maintained

the primitive and pristine nature of the language and culture. In John Beames’s opinion,

the Odia language among modern Aryan languages is more original, independently

rich, and conservative but complete (ref: Odia Bhasha Pratisthana).
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Besides its origin and spoken form, the language flourished through its created
literature.

By the 15th century A.D. when the Suryavamsi Gajapati dynasty was established,
Orissa (Odisha at present) as a geographical unit had been well established. Although
Oriya (Odia at present) language was established as a separate language by the 7th

century A.D., it took a firm shape during the 15th century by the literary tradition
created by Sarala Dasa and followed by Panchasakha, five devotional poets - Balarama
Dasa, Jagannath Dasa, Achyutananda Dasa, Yasobanta Dasa, and Ananta Dasa. Following
the main outline of the story of the Sanskrit Mahabharata, Sarala Dasa wrote his
Mahabharata in the Oriya language. Additionally, he made it a thoroughly Oriya
composition by making numerous deviations and adding to it many stories with
indigenous characters and places. In Boulton’s view, he did this for a reason. During
his time, there existed two cultures: one elite which was Sanskrit-based, and the other
indigenous which was of the Oriya general public. There was a great cultural gap between
the two. His Mahabharata was mainly directed towards the masses and became
extremely popular.

Sarala Mahabharata and similar writings by Panchasakha gave the people of
Orissa a sense of identity. The cultural and religious identity as manifested in the then
Oriya literature and the Jagannath cult probably created the natural inspiration to aspire
later for political identity. Lord Jagannath has an overwhelming impact on Oriyas,
both on the religious and socio-cultural aspects of their life. Identity defined by religion
tends to iron out diversity and insists on uniformity. It also implies the homogenization
of differences. The core of religious identity is the collective consciousness that
shapes it. On the other hand, one may think of the possibility that the characteristics
of the people to homogenize the differences was an acquired trait developed during
the language integration period following the arrival of Aryan migrants.

The coming of colonialism brought Indian society into contact with modernity.
It in many ways, may be seen as an agency for the anti-colonial consciousness in 19th
and 20th century India. Extremely influenced by collective anti-colonial feelings, Oriya
authors predominantly Satyabadi authors like Gopabandhu Das, and Nilakantha Das,
relied on history and tradition in their search for a distinct Oriya identity, but their
treatment of history and tradition was mainly uncritical glorification. In doing so,
they often used popular legends like Indradyumna – Biswabasu, Konarka - Dharama ,
Kanchi-Kaveri, and Manika (gauduni), Goddess Lakshmi - Shriya (chandaluni), sea
trade - Taapoi (sadhaba jhiia).

The construction of Oriya identity through literature took a new turn with the
emergence of the so-called ‘Sabujite’ group on the literary scene in the 1920s.
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Rejecting history, tradition, legend, and nature as elements of identity, the Sabujites
articulated its meaning in a totally different perspective. They imagined Oriya in the
most liberal, humanist, and enlightened terms. Their Oriya is essentially universal,
not confined to any parochial consideration. Their literature was based on humanism
and the new values of the age. This approach was part of the thought process of
establishing Oriya identity without being trapped with narrow regional nationalism.

In the meantime, the Oriya language was enriched by being a product of contact
and growth by external influences.

During the colonial period, the Oriya (Odia) speaking regions were divided and
attached to different provinces and administrative divisions at different times. As a
result, Oriyas were marginalized and denied educational and cultural opportunities.
The situation inspired people to quest for political identity.

An interesting development influenced the consolidation of the Oriya-speaking

area. In order to become effective in governing India, the British rulers changed the
language of revenue and business administration, for example in Bengal Presidency,
from Persian to the vernaculars – Bengali, Hindustani, and Oriya. (The colonial
treatment of Indian languages was to call them vernaculars - a Verna was a slave in
ancient Rome - inferior to English.) It had an indirect impact in creating linguistic
self-awareness and awareness of regions separated by different languages. Oriya
language from being a derogatory vernacular started gaining the dignity and respect of
a ‘mother tongue’ and the thought of bringing Oriya-speaking areas together gained
urgency for forming regional Odia identity. Feeling humiliated due to the mistreatment
of Oriya and the people, Fakir Mohan Senapati produced a literature of eminence in
the very inferior vernacular Oriya language and was a leader in the amalgamation of
Oriya-speaking regions into one.

On the political front, the primary objective of the Indian National Congress
was national unity and its own status as the most representative Indian organization.
On the other hand, Utkal Sammillani, a regional political organization that represented
all the Oriya-speaking areas established in 1903 had the aspiration for regional
linguistic identity. Such linguistic identity politics arising in different parts of India
including Orissa threatened the efforts by the Congress to produce a common national
identity, but could not be ignored. Leading the complex negotiations of regionalizing
national politics while avoiding narrow parochialism in order to diffuse the arising
anxieties, was the hallmark of the then-political leadership of Orissa. The concern of
incorporation of tribals into the Oriya community was resolved by showing similarities
between some of their languages and Oriya and more so via a shared living experience,
particularly the Khonds and the Savaras.
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Under colonial rule, an utmost concern for Odias and Odisha was the domination

by Bengal and Bihar over them through a colonial hierarchical administrative system.

In Utkal Sammillani, for Madhusudan Das, this was the burning question to raise the

thought of Odia/Odisha nationalism.

The debate on how exclusive Odia nationalism was to be, led to a new definition

proposed by Gopabandhu Das. He suggested shifting focus from a linguistic community

to a regional community, formed on the basis of commonality of interest and shared

everyday life rather than exclusively on language. This definition is broader and includes

linguistic regions of interest. His idea based on ‘expansive humanism’ – humans first

before any subgroups and equality among all human beings - implied no community

could dominate another. It was also based on the belief that a citizen could

simultaneously be loyal to both India and Odisha. Note that Sabujites were

contemporary of Gopabandhu Das and were influenced by this inclusive thought.

Through this notion, the focus would shift from narrow nationalism to anti-

colonialism. This approach of recognizing linguistic diversities to define regions

within India was accepted by the National Congress.

According to Mishra (Pritipuspa), the relationship between the Oriya linguistic

region and the Indian nation is the story of defining an Indian citizen who is not only

an Indian but also a member of a particular region and a speaker of a particular language.

The possibility of coexistence of linguistic differences and unitary nationalism became

the root to think of a new citizen of emergent India.

The emergence of multilingual regions to be subordinated by India as a nation

is totally different from European nations where the relationship between language

and nationalism is very close where a nation is determined by the significant majority

of the people with a common language and or culture.

India is not one uniform nation in the sense in which France and Germany are

nations. Occasional attempts to bring linguistic and cultural uniformity to people have

led to failure. We must recognize both unity and diversity.

( I thank Sumitra Padhi for her valuable input.)
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An Ode to Odissi Music
Dr. Sangita Gosain

Bhubaneswar

Utkal, also called Odisha, the holy land of Lord Jagannath is known for its

excellence in the sphere of the arts. The pursuit of excellence in art, sculpture, music,

and literature is one of the defining features of the Odishan culture. Rich in musical

tradition, the fertile land of Odisha has produced a rich harvest of Dance and Music.

The exuberance of human feelings has always sought expression either in

rhythmic    movements of the body or in melodious modulations of the voice. Historical

evidence suggests that in Odisha, music, and dance were being seriously pursued under

royal patronage right from the 2nd century BC and that by around the 10th century A.D.

Odissi music had crystallized into a distinctive classical form. The treatises

unmistakably point to the fact that Odissi is one of the few schools of Indian classical

music and it has a distinctive system of Raga and Taala and a characteristic style of

rendition that is lyrical in its movement with wave-like ornamentations.

Tradition always has two components, the written and the oral. Of the many

treatises written on this distinctive tradition of music, the bulk was written between

the 16th and 18th centuries. Five of these treatises, such as Geeta Prakash, Sangeeta

Narayan, Sangeeta Kalpalata, etc. are now available in parts and two are interferon

palm leaf manuscripts.

The history of Odisha’s musical tradition goes back to the 2nd century B.C. as is

evident from the documentary records of historic arts explicitly stated on the rock

edicts of Hathigumpha (elephant cave) of King Mahameghavahana Kharavela in

Udayagiri (hill) at Bhubaneswar. Drawing a conclusion from the available

archaeological evidence, historical facts, literary and documentary proofs as well as

oral tradition handed down from generation to generation along with the style of

presentation and grammatical and technical aspects, it is not difficult to see why

“Odissi” is significantly one of the important streams of Indian Classical music with

a rich treasure of musical renderings like Chhanda, Champu, Choupadi, Chautisha and

the lyrics of Geet Govinda of Jayadev among many others.
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Odissi Music is the finest reconciliation of harmony with melody, which loses

nothing of the essential quality of classical music. The individualist character of Odissi

Music makes every recital an enjoyable exercise in interpretation and self-expression.

Odissi music is very subtle. It characterizes and distinguishes itself by the

elements of spontaneous creativity and embellishment of the melody and rhythm with

a vibrated movement. Text is the body of an Odissi song and Bhava or mood is the

soul. In Odissi music, the insistence is more on emotions and lyrical impulses. An

elegant blend of text and mood (Bhava) and proportionate musical elements is abundant

in Odissi music. The use of “Gamakas” (basic technical rendering style) gives a special

flavor and a special color, as well as a special entity and distinctiveness to Odissi

music.

Geographically, Odisha is so situated that for centuries it has been the meeting

point of the cultures of the North and the South. It is therefore natural that the Odissi

tradition has not only been influenced by the two major schools of Indian Classical

music, it has also influenced them to a large extent.

The rock edict of the caves of Udayagiri and Khandagiri hints at the existence

of music that had a class of its own. It clearly indicates through the sculptural art that

Kharavela was a great patron of cultural activities. Bharatamuni, in his Natyashastra,

has also spoken about Odissi music. It is the Udramagadhi and Prabrutti, which people

name the “Odissi Music”. Around the 9th and 10th Century, the Buddhist saints wrote

the first ever poems or songs based on different Raga and Raginis known as

“CharyaGeeti” or “CharyaPada.” The songs written in this style with mention of the

name of the Ragas are considered to be the first such exercise in the history of

literature and music in India. A few Ragas are Pattamanjari, Debakri, Deshakhya,

Bhairabi, Dhanashree and Baradi. Most interestingly, Sri Jayadeva has mentioned some

of the Ragas of Charyapadas in his Ashtapadis written in the 12th century. This

demonstrates the class of singing of Odishan music right from such ancient times.

Sangeeta Ratnakara, a great treatise of Music-Dance and Rhythm, written around

the 13th century by Sharangadeva has also mentioned Raga Paramardee, which indirectly

shows the richness of Odissi music as history has it that Raja Paramardee was a flutist

and was related to Odisha through his wedding. Then comes Sarala Mahabharata

followed by the great literature of Panchasakha and the epic poets like Kabisurya

Baladev Rath, Abhimanyu Samantasinghara, KabiChandra Kalicharan Patnaik, and many

more, who have enriched the music of Odisha through their timeless literary

contribution.
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It is significant to observe that the rich tradition of Odissi Music, Odissi Dance,

and Odissi Percussion is interwoven, from time immemorial, with the temple rituals.

It has been a wonderful symbiosis between the devotion and the artistic expression of

the people of this blessed land. Out of this relationship has emerged an aesthetic that

has ensured the continuation of musical tradition, almost intact, through the centuries.

Lord Jagannath stands at the apex of Odishan culture. Everything centers around

him. Out of 36 servitors of the temple, the servitors for dance, music, and percussion

have always held a very important place. The morning services start with music seva

and also end with music when the deity goes to sleep. Odisha is famous for its rituals

and festivals. So, it is said, in twelve months there will be thirteen festivals in Odisha.

In all these festivals and rituals music takes a prime role in upholding the age-old

tradition and class of Odissi music.

The art and architecture of Odishan temples and caves are not only wonderful

but also unique in respect of their aesthetic appeal. The images of dancers,

instrumentalists, and the royal couple enjoying music, dances, play or procession

stand as the testimony of the rich musical tradition of ancient Odisha and profoundly

signify a long religious legacy.

The literature and music of Odisha go hand in hand. Perhaps this is the stream

of music where the language,  content, and Rasa are given more importance. The

language is generally very rich in ornamentation. But the content is devotional, religious,

and also romantic. Mostly it describes the divine love play of Sri Radha and Sri Krishna

through the lyrics, songs, and Prabandhas. Sri Jayadeva’s Geeta Govinda in Sanskrit,

Kabisurya Baladeva Rath’s Kishore Chandranana Champu, and the epics of many

famous poets depict the same theme.

The rendering style of Odissi music is unique. It is structured in several diverse

ways depending on the context and according to several genres and divisions of its

vast repertory.

The salient features of Odissi music are:

1.       It has an age-old tradition

2.       It has a system of Ragas along with its core Ragas.

3.      A system of Taal, which is unique

4.       It has a distinctive rendering style.

But keeping in view the language, literature, and rendering style, further division

has been made for guiding the performances. The special features of its rendering

style are its medium pace in singing.
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1. Raganga-The Odissi Prabandha is based on a Raga or a melody that follows

proper grammar. Within the parameter of that grammar, the rendering is done through

Alaap (Introduction of the Raga through notes without any rhythm accompaniment)

without distorting the language and the content followed by the musical expansion of

different words or a phrase called ‘Pada Binyasa’. It depends on the artist’s own

innovations with ornamentation to elevate his/her presentation. Variations of Swaras

in the format of Sargams and Taans are done to add to their beauty.

2. Bhabanga-As the name suggests Bhava or the mood of the song is well

expressed and emphasized. It is based on a Raag, but the vocalist has the liberty to mix

other Ragas to evoke the appropriate ethos of the song.

3. Dhruba Padanga or Dhrupadanga - The lyrics or the prabandhas are written

for this style of presentation where taal takes the upper hand over the theme or the

content. For example, ‘Malashree’ comes under this style of rendering. Mostly

Malashree is written in praise of different Gods and Goddesses.

4. Natyanga - As the name suggests, it has elements of theater or drama. The

subject of the Prabandha is well expressed in a lighter vein, very lilting and entertaining.

Then come the other genres which come under the repertoire of Odissi.

Champu - Kabisurya Baladeva Rath’s, Kishore Chandranana Champu is the

most popular epic which describes the love play of Radha and Krishna with literature

of high order, where the particular Ragas for each lyric has been prescribed. This epic

contains 34 songs or Champu corresponding to 34 Odia alphabets from “Ka” to “Khya”

and each lyric is unique in its own way. And the best part is that the techniques have

been transmitted orally over the ages and the same tune is sung in all parts of the state.

Chhanda - It’s a special type of writing which establishes a particular metrical

pattern, and the tuning is ascertained from the particular metrical pattern. The meter

is confirmed by counting the letters used in a particular “Chhanda”. The theme is again

devotional and also sometimes it describes the romance of imaginary characters etc.

Chhandas are basically very long poems.

Choutisha’ or Choutirisha-This song is written in 34 stanzas corresponding

to 34 Odia alphabets and sung in some particular tuning, which expresses devotional

feelings or the philosophy of human life.

Geeta Govinda - Sri Jayadev’s Geeta Govinda speaks about the Keli Katha or

the divine love play of  Radha-Krishna, which is a very popular theme. Every day Sri

Jagannath listens to Geeta Govinda through “ s appointed seva. Odissi dance or Odissi
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music performance is incomplete without the rendition of Ashtapadi from Geeta

Govinda, where again the Ragas and Talas to be used have been specifically directed

by the poet.

Bhajan and Janan - The literary tradition of Odisha contributes to music and

vice versa. The artist sings about the glory of the Lord and prays or appeals for redressal

of his/her miseries.

But Odissi music is marked for its melody, lucidity, expression, and special

taal system, and the accompanying instruments make it unique.

Mardala is the accompanying percussion of Odissi music. Its playing style,

sound, and rhythm patterns make its accompaniment incredibly special. From among

many Taals “Ada-Taali” makes its taal system stand apart.

The technique of rendering lines in the use of special Gamakas (the treatment

of notes in various ways) and the expressions of ‘Padis’ (a special way of writing

which is in a different meter in a Prabandha) through a complex system of Taal.

The great Gurus and musicologists who have toiled hard to bring this rich

tradition to this stage, need a special mention. It is only their effort that has

strengthened the roots of Odissi Music in many ways i.e., - training of the students,

writing of books, performances through solo and duets, lecture demonstrations, or

accompanying Odissi dance performances.

The great pioneers of Odissi music are Kabichandra Kalicharan Patnaik, Singhari

Shyamsundar Kar, Sri Nrusinghanath Khuntia, Pt Apanna Panigrahi, Pt Tarini Charan

Patra, Pt. Upendra Tripathy, Pt. Nilamadhav Panigrahi, Guru Kelucharan Mohapatra,

Sri Narayan Tripathy, Sri Narayan Behera, Sri Markandeya Mohapatra, Sri Kashinath

pujapanda, Smt Binapani Mishra, Sri Jiban Pani, Sri Shyam Sundar Dhir, Sangeet

Sudhakara Balakrushna Das, Pt. Bhubaneswar Mishra, Pt. Raghunath Panigrahi, Dr.

Damodar Hota, Guru Gopal Chandra Panda, Sri Kirtan Padhi, Sri Biswanath Pujapanda,

Sri Sukadev Patri, Guru Banamali Moharana, Sri Harmohan Khuntia, Smt Shyamamani

Devi, Sri Rakhal Ch. Mohanty, Sri Padma Charan Panda, Guru Mahadev Rout, Sri

Banamali Maharana, Prof. Ramhari Das, Smt. Binapani Nayak, and many more.

With the individual efforts of the Gurus, writers, and performers, Odissi music

has taken a shape that has attracted music lovers even beyond the boundaries of Odisha.

The support of the Govt. Institutions like Utkal Sangeet Mahavidyalaya and

Odissi Research Centre have undoubtedly created a number of Odissi musicians and

carried forward this legacy to the outer world by organizing programs and providing
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scholarships. The contributions made to this field by Kala Bikash Kendra, Cuttack,

National Music Association, Cuttack, Utkal Sangeet Samaj, Jaga Akahadas of Puri and

Kalinga Bharati, Cuttack definitely need a special mention.

A number of books have been written in Odia, Hindi, and English for the

reference of art lovers. It is really very interesting to observe that people from abroad

and musicians other than Odias are coming forward and showing their interest in learning

Odissi music. Many foreign students are also doing research on the subject.

Vocal as well as instrumental Odissi Music are getting prominence through a

number of festivals organized throughout the country. Odissi recital has already got a

place in the classical music festivals namely, Haridas Sammelan, Mumbai, Kalke

Kalakar, Mumbai, in the music festival organized by Sangeet Natak Akademies in (both

center and the state) and in several other festivals organized in the country and abroad.

A number of CDs of Odissi music repertoire are available in the market and are

in great demand.

The youngsters are showing a lot of interest in pursuing Odissi music as a

career and the parents are quite interested that their children may learn it.

A few leading artists of this generation are Dr. Suchitra Mahapatra, Dr. Bijoy

Jena, Dr. Dheeraj Kumar Mohapatra, Sri Keshab Chandra Rout, Sri Binod Bihari Panda,

Smt. Sangeeta Panda, Sri Chandramani Lenka, Mohapatra Minati Bhanja, Dr. Mitali

Chinara Smt. Bandita Ray, Smt Bharati Jena, Sri Rupak Kumar Parida, Sukanta Kumar

Kundu, Sri Nimakanta Routray, Sri Himanshu Sekhar Swain, and many more, including

this author.

    So, the effort of the Gurus and artists is continuous. Odissi music has a

universal appeal in its rendering style, may it be vocal or instrumental. From among

the instruments, ‘Mardala’ the only percussion instrument used in Odissi music enjoys

a pride of place as an accompaniment in a solo or duet or a group presentation. A few

scholars and Gurus who have been responsible for taking the torch further are Guru

Kalu Charan Mohapatra, Guru Banamali Moharana, Guru Dhaneswar Swain, Guru

Satchidananda Das, Guru Niranjan Patra, and Guru Janardan Das, etc.

Odissi music is deep-rooted in its soil, flourishing and getting greater

appreciation day by day by music lovers and critics all around.

 Long live Odissi music!

vvvvvvvvvv
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OSA: History and Hope

Late Dr.Duryodhan Mangaraj

I was asked to tell you how OSA was initially formed.  The idea of OSA was

formed in 1970.  At that time, I was working at the University of Massachusetts and a

few of my students from Kharagpur IIT were pursuing their education at MIT.  My

students were Gauri Das, Manmohan Subudhi, and Nagabhusan Senapati.  They would

often visit me and my wife for some home-cooked meals on weekends traveling from

Boston to Amherst. In Amherst, we got to know Dr. Rabi Patnaik through social

interaction, and through him, we were introduced to Bhabagrahi Misra.  We had a deep

desire to know other Odias, share the things happening in their lives, and know the

studies they were pursuing. We formed  OSA so that we could speak in our mother

tongue, Odia;  our desire was to make social and professional connections.

As OSA grew, we often traveled by car long distances to visit friends and their

families.  Often our vacations would combine touring different parts of America and

staying with friends. Our children and wives could share their experiences and learn

from each other.  As the movement grew, we started to form local or state organizations

where Odias could meet more often.

Several of our friends had unique talents in drama, music, and dance. We enjoyed

celebrating our culture and also wanted our children to participate.  Through potluck

dinners in church basements or school auditoriums, we held our first get-togethers

where our children and many of us participated.  In a few years, we had enough chapters

to consider going for nonprofit status and bringing all the state chapters under the

umbrella of OSA.

It is nice to see that the small organization that started in a rental apartment in

Amherst now is a large organization joining Oriyas from USA and Canada.  It is a pride

for me to see how we have contributed to our state of Orissa and the graduate students

that we have helped educate.
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As a founding member of OSA, I can tell you that the success of OSA reflects

all of our hard work and love for each other.  It has been one of my life’s dreams and as

I see it grow, I am filled with pride.  May God bless all of you and God bless OSA.

Note: The article was written by Dr.Duryodhan Mangaraj when he was asked

to speak about the history and genesis of The Odia Society of America.

Dr. Duryodhan Mangaraj was born in 1929 in the village of Karilopatna in

Kendrapara District. He completed his undergraduate and postgraduate degrees at

Ravenshaw College in Cuttack, where he received a Gold Medal in 1956 for standing

first class first in his M.Sc. He received a scholarship from the Government of India

to pursue a Ph.D. in Polymer Science at the University of Manchester, UK. Later he

joined IIT Kharagpur as an Assistant Professor of Rubber & Polymer Technology.

Later he joined Harcourt Butler Technological Institute in Kanpur as a Professor of

Plastics Technology and also served as the Director. He worked as a senior scientist

at various institutes in the United States, including the University of Massachusetts

(Amherst), City University of New York, Polymer Research Corporation of America,

Phelps Dodge Cable Company, and Battelle Memorial Institute in Columbus, Ohio.

After retiring, Dr. Mangaraj worked as a consultant to many companies. Dr. Mangaraj

is a founding member of OSA since 1969 and has worked for the organization in

different capacities. He resided in Columbus, Ohio, with his wife Sakuntala and has

four children, eight grandchildren, and two great-grandchildren.

vvvvvvvvvv
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How to navigate

through mental illness
Dr. Debendra Kumar Das, Alaska

Introduction: This article is written from my personal experience in dealing

with mental illness as a family member and caregiver of my wife Katherine Cross Das

from October 1979 to May 2021 for 42 years. My objective is to share my first-

person experience as a caregiver to help other families who are experiencing mental

health problems. I present some valuable information, which will help persons hurting

from mental illness, such as caregivers of people who are suffering, or family members

and friends, who are concerned for their loved ones.

Statistics: Mental health issues are becoming very important these days.

Research by the Centers for Disease Control and Prevention, USA shows that 1 in 5

Americans will experience a mental illness in a given year. Extensive studies conducted

at John Hopkins University reveal that 26% of Americans suffer from mental illness.

Suicide is a very distressing issue, and it is often associated with mental health

conditions. It can be a consequence of untreated or undertreated mental illness. A

PubMed article cites 90% of the people who have died by suicide have suffered from

mental illness at some time in their lives.

Our Family and Early History: My wife Katherine (Kate) Cross Das and I

met in June 1975 at the International House of Rhode Island located on the campus of

Brown University. After living together for 3 years we got married in July 1978 at her

parents’ town, Wallingford, Connecticut in July 1978. We were blessed with our son

Sunit Michael Das in September 1979. At that time we both were graduate students at

the University of Rhode Island in Kingston and lived on campus in the graduate student’s

apartment. The four years from the time we met in 1975 until our son Sunit was born

in 1979 were the most enjoyable period of our lives. Kate was a gentle, kind, loving,

polished, and fun-loving woman. Sadly, it changed because Kate experienced

postpartum blues (a type of depression) after giving birth. Her doctor could not offer

any explanation to us, simply saying, this type of depression happened to some mothers

and prescribed a mild anti-depression medication and said it would go away gradually

in several months.  The depression did not go away, so we took the first step, the

assessment with a psychiatrist near Kate’s parents’ hometown in Connecticut. This is
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the first step one must take without any delay. The psychiatrist’s assessment was,

Kate was suffering from major clinical depression and prescribed a drug Haldol that

gave terrible side effects, which Kate could not tolerate. Unfortunately, with all the

latest research, the drugs for mental illness have undesirable side effects. So, do

not pressurize the patient to take such medication unless other drugs are not

available.

During that period Kate would stay with her parents for brief periods in

Connecticut to visit the doctor periodically and Sunit stayed with me. For the first

time, I began to feel the intense pressure of taking care of a wife with mental illness

and bringing up our little boy, who by God’s blessing was born with a very calm and

caring nature.

As Kate could not endure the harsh side effects of Haldol, her ailment went

rather undertreated, so it intensified and ultimately led to her hospitalization at the

mental hospital in Newport, RI in 1980. It was completely unknown to us at that time

that, it was the beginning of our life-long battle with mental illness.

At Newport Hospital, she underwent a series of tests and was given a diagnosis.

This should be the second step of the process to effectively navigate through mental

illness. Kate was given the diagnosis of “Bipolar disorder” a common name now, but

was relatively unresearched by 1980. The first two steps: Assessment and Diagnosis

sets in, in an organized manner what steps are to be taken for treatment leading to

the recovery pathway.

Kate’s doctors in Connecticut and Newport advised us to attend couples’ “Talk

Therapy” sessions, so we began that at the Counselling Center of the Department of

Psychology at the University of Rhode Island. Without any prior knowledge about

talk therapy from India, initially, I was reluctant and skeptical about the value of this

treatment. But, Kate was aware of the value of talk therapy in the Western world. We

were counseled by two Ph. Ds in psychology. They gave us a better understanding of

mental illness and provided us with marriage counseling to keep our marriage strong.

People tend to blame each other when mental illness strikes a family and it breaks

them apart. A counselor of Kate in Fairbanks, at a much later stage, had explained to

me that research had shown 90% of the couple with one bipolar partner end up in

divorce in the USA. Counseling and Talk Therapy help. Kate swore by counseling

and toward the last 25 years of her life she was more dependent on counselors (master’s

in psychology with certification) than her psychiatrists (MDs). She trusted the

counselors and would open up to them with her personal problems. She visited her

psychiatrist every 2 to 3 months for the psychotropic medicines renewal, but perhaps
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more frequently, when she used to go through psychotic episodes. These episodes

come and go for bipolar individuals. From 1985 onward until Kate passed on in 2021,

she sought the help of many counselors and often visited them once a week, when she

was passing through episodic events. Typical sessions with the clinicians were 30

minutes to an hour.

I particularly learned some valuable knowledge from our first counselor at the

University of Rhode Island campus. He was an African American faculty with a master’s

degree in psychology from Harvard University and a Ph.D. from the Univ. of RI. The

most important thing I learned from him was: counselors do not have answers; they

help their clients find answers to their problems through thoughtful efforts by

themselves. After several sessions we became close and he jokingly told me, engineers

are hard to counsel because they are always looking for precise answers to life’s

problems. However, life’s problems do not have black-and-white answers, there are

lots of grey areas. This gave me a better understanding. He also counseled me to open

up completely, before which, I  used to keep my problems to myself and was ashamed

to discuss them with others. I highly recommend talk therapy for persons suffering

from mental illness and their caregivers and family members.

Symptoms: Watch out for the following symptoms of mental illness outlined

in detail in the book “You are not Alone” by Ken Duckworth, MD.

(i) Feeling very sad or withdrawn for more than a few days, (ii) Change in social

drive and interest, (iii) Seeing, hearing, or believing things that aren’t real, (iv) Trying

to harm oneself or end one’s life, or a preoccupation with this idea, (v) Excessive use

of alcohol, drugs or tobacco, (vi) Drastic changes in mood, (vii) Severe, out-of-control

risk-taking behavior that can cause harm to self or others, (viii) Difficulty sleeping

and changes to sleeping patterns, (ix) Extreme difficulty concentrating and/or inability

to get some thoughts out of mind or change thinking, (x) Sudden overwhelming fear

for no reason, (xi) Persistent physical discomfort without a medical cause and (xii)

Intense worries or fears.

My wife Kate did not experience all of these symptoms; nobody does, but she

experienced several of these concurrently when she went through psychotic episodes.

These symptoms were successfully brought under control after medical interventions

and hospitalizations for a few weeks. Subsequently, it required several months to

gradually go away. Please do not try to deal with these symptoms by treating the

patient at home; you will be frustrated and may not succeed. It requires professional

interventions.
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Some valuable experience learned:  Kate was able to understand and become

wiser to accept her illness, after each recovery from periodic episodes. She began to

believe these symptoms were hallucinations and not real. Acceptance is the critical

turning point for all patients. That prepared Kate as she grew older to deal with the

onset of these breakdowns resulting from periodic hormonal imbalances. After

suffering intensely for the first 20 years from 1980 to 2000, I noticed my wife could

sense the onset of breakdowns and become proactive by contacting her psychiatrists

and counselors to adjust her medicine doses and increasing the frequency of talk

therapy sessions. The takeaway here is that your loved one will understand his/her

illness as time progresses, cope with it effectively, and lessen the pain and suffering

for him/her, subsequently relieving the family.

Join NAMI: The National Alliance on Mental Illness (NAMI) started in 1979,

just one year before Kate had her first psychotic breakdown. It was started primarily

by parents in Madison, Wisconsin of adult children with severe and persistent mental

illness. It has become the largest grassroots organization in the United States helping

people with mental illness and their families navigate recovery. It has over 650 state

and local affiliate organizations serving the community. Fairbanks, Alaska started its

affiliate in 1984. After one serious episode of Kate when she was admitted to the

Fairbanks Memorial Hospital in 1990, her psychiatrist and counselor observed, I was

at the end of my rope, handling Kate’s mental health treatment and taking care of our

young 11-year old son Sunit, with no family help available. Simultaneously, I was

holding a research and publication-intensive academic job, where my future tenure

and promotion were fully linked to those accomplishments at the university. These

expectations coupled with family illness were creating a high level of stress and were

weighing heavily on me.  So, at a relatively young age, I was diagnosed with heart

disease, ulcerative colitis, and diabetes. Kate’s doctor and counselor noticed that right

away and strongly advised me to seek help at NAMI. One winter afternoon in 1990

after work, I walked into the NAMI Fairbanks office and met the President. She heard

our family story and exhibited knowledge about mental health very well because she

was a caregiver; her son suffered from Schizophrenia. Somehow, I captured her

attention; she gave me a big hug and welcomed me to NAMI Fairbanks as a Board

member. I have remained on the NAMI Fairbanks Board continuously since that date

until now (33 years!), having served as Secretary, Vice President, and President. I

needed NAMI then and soon I found out that NAMI needed me. NAMI’s national

HelpLine is1-800-950-NAMI for anyone to call.
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My wife Katherine joined NAMI Fairbanks in 1995 and steadily progressed

through added responsibilities from the initial position of volunteer, newsletter editor,

office manager, Vice President and ultimately serving as the President. Helping people

with mental illness and their family members, Kate and I healed a lot. She helped

numerous wives, mothers, and daughters by telling them her own story at NAMI

meetings and gatherings giving them hope that the Recovery is Possible. I lent my

listening ears over the years to many husbands, fathers, brothers, and adult sons through

my NAMI affiliation. I tell them my first-person experience from the time I was a

young man on the University of Rhode Island campus when mental illness touched

our family and how we have navigated through this maze. We have survived with the

help of the mental health community and mostly from like-minded family friends and

have come out much better than the bleak fear I had envisioned in the 1980s.

What Can You Do at NAMI: Persons suffering from mental illness can join

the Peer Support Group. These group meetings (usually biweekly or monthly

depending on the demand) are run exclusively by consumers (an old term for people

with brain disorders) and they support each other by telling their experiences and

what worked and what did not work. They feel free to open up as there are no families,

clinicians and administrators present in these meetings.

Family members, relatives, and friends can join the Family Support Group. I

remember many evening meetings Kate and I attended with other board members from

1995 to 2015, and led discussion groups with other families, who were new to NAMI.

It was uplifting to hear success stories and best practices from fellow families who

were in the same boat and shared our own success stories with them. I always looked

forward to those meetings as they gave me peace of mind.

One should take the Family to Family course, a one-week course for family

members, relatives, friends, and caregivers which equips them with a wealth of

knowledge that can be shared from families to families on how to navigate through

the mental illness. It presents how families can help in setting the steps, treatments,

and pathways to recovery for their loved ones. I completed this course many years

ago and eventually served as a teacher of this course for several years.

Assist NAMI affiliate to offer Crisis Intervention Training (CIT) program for

local law enforcement officers. When our loved one is experiencing intense,

unexpected symptoms in a mental health crisis, CIT-trained police officers have been

trained on how to de-escalate the confrontation with the patient. This training has

been proven to reduce injury to patients and police officers. Always ask for a CIT-
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trained officer to deal with your loved one when he/she is having a severe mental

illness episode. I’ve completed this CIT training as a Board member and participated

in running this training through NAMI Fairbanks for several years.

Dos & Don’ts: Misdiagnosis occurs often in the beginning, so insists the

doctors and counselors to change the treatments, if those are not helping. Promptly

seek early discovery and treatment of mental illness, because that is the best path. Be

aware that it is a very difficult illness and robs happiness from patients and families.

Do not blame one another for the disease. Keep going, never give up hope and stand

by your loved one because recovery is possible.

Note: Dr. Debendra Kumar Das is a Professor of Mechanical Engineering

Emeritus at the University of Alaska and is a Patron member of OSA.

vvvvvvvvvv
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Cuttack_Coexistence of

Religions on Display
Prof. Dr. Annapurna Devi Pandey

Cuttack may be called a city of maximum diversity in minimum space,

borrowing the phrase from the writer Milan Kundera. It is present in the city’s religious

diversity. Even though I grew up here and knew of the coexistence of Hindu and Muslim

places of worship, I realized in 2022 the mutual sharing of their ways of life.

I had spent my childhood and post-teen years in Cuttack until I moved away in

1988. After spending a year in Cambridge, UK, for the last 34  years, I have been living

in Santa Cruz, California. My 88-year-old mother lives in the house where I grew up,

and I visit her regularly.

The city is known for everything old. It has seen the glory of being the state’s

capital since the 10th century. The word Cuttack, known as Kataka, has multiple

meanings. It means the fort, referring to the 13th century Barabati Fort, built by King

Ananga Bhima Deva the 3rd, and known as a military camp and the seat of government.

The reigns of took morning walks to Barabati fort, and discovered many monuments I

had never seen before. Hindus, Pathans, Moghuls, and Marathas left the city vibrant,

with many beautiful spiritual monuments. Muslims ruled Odisha from 1568 to 1751,

the Marathas took over from the Mughals, and in 1803 the British drove the Marathas

out and established ornate churches, impressive educational institutions, and the famous

high court of Odisha. Muslims are a sizable population, almost nine percent of the

840,000, living with Hindus in many neighborhoods.

Bhubaneswar, the new promise, replaced Cuttack as the state capital in 1949. I

went to Cuttack last summer and winter to spend time with my mother,

Barabati Fort

I woke up to the azaan from the mosque, passed by Pathan Sahi, where Muslims

and Hindus live, and small store owners play bhajans (devotional music) on the radio

and offer incense sticks to start the day. As soon as the sun rose, the Hindu women,

wearing neatly pressed saris and colorful bangles, offered flowers to the Tulasi plant

outside their doors.
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Every day, I walked by the street side Hanuman (monkey god) temple, where

the priest opened the temple door and started his morning arati (offering); many

goddess temples protecting each neighborhood; and several small shrines until I

reached Gopabandhu Square revered as the Jewel of Odisha, with an impressive statue

of Gopabandhu. Cantonment Road was the zone for exclusive government housing,

reminiscent of the British era. Before entering the Barabati fort, I stumbled upon the

Church of Epiphany, one of the oldest churches in Odisha, built in 1826. The city

developed around this historic fort.  Even though the fort had lost its stone walls, the

mud- and algae-covered deep water around it reminded me of the well-developed canals

that protected the king in the old days.

The 13th-century arched gateway, with two monumental pillars in ruins, stands

out as the eastern entrance to the fort. Hundreds of people congregate here to walk,

run, or play badminton, football, and basketball. It is a social meeting place where

older people, families, and friends come to stroll and sit in the shade of mango, Chiku,

and jackfruit trees, chatting away. I saw many women walking alone or with friends, a

welcoming change that did not exist while I was growing up. Every day, Rajesh Bazaz

brought a stack of rotis to feed the dogs wandering in the park.

Gadachandi Temple                                  Bakshi Saheb Dargha

The fort presents a composite culture: Gadachandi Temple (the mother

goddess), a dargah (tomb) named after the great Saint Bakshi Saheb, and the majestic

Fateh Khan Rehman mosque cascading against the morning sky in stunning blue, white,

and gold. The dargah gate was wide open, and some swans walked around, reminding

me of the body of water behind the building. I went in and got the Pir-baba’s blessings.

The Sufi saints, called pir-babas, still play the leading role in an evolving syncretic

Barabati Fort
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tradition. They command admiration and respect from Hindus and Muslims through

their devotion and piousness.

The General Post Office campus in Buxi Bazaar houses the tombs of Malang

Shah and Mastan Shah, two famous saints.   Cuttack also houses several important

Muslim religious institutions of the province, i.e., Diwan Bazar Mosque (1666), Ujale

Khan Mosque (1716) at Muhammadia Bazar, and Jama Masjid at Balubazaar (1689).

The leading burial site of Muslims, known as Qadam e Rasool, built during the Mughal

period in the 18th century, is dear to both Hindus and Muslims.

Around this time, many Hindu sects emerged, and both Hinduism and Islam

flourished unscathed.

The city is not just a home to diverse religions; it also brings people of different

faiths together to celebrate and participate in each other’s religions in multiple ways.

So many men, women, and children flock to the Pir-babas to get blessings and fulfill

their wishes.

In October, Cuttack celebrates Dussehra, the annual welcoming of Mother

Durga, and the whole city is transformed into a string of pandals with a fairground

feel. About 160–200 Durga idols are made — one for each neighborhood — and the

entire town gets ready for the festival.  What happens when a Muslim religious festival

and Durga Puja fall on the same day? In 2017, Muharram, the most important holiday

for Muslims, and Durga Puja bisarjan (submersion of the goddess in water, the day

after the 10th day of Puja) fell on the same day. The leaders made an amicable plan and

decided to take turns sharing the streets for the procession, showcasing their

cooperation.

Cuttack is well-known for the neighborhood feel: bhai chara (brotherly love)

transcending religious identity. The Muslim shopkeepers close their shops during

lunch on Fridays for the namaz (prayer). Unlike exclusive ethnic complexes like Little

India or Chinatown in the USA, in Cuttack, Hindus, Muslims, and Christians share the

same space, living in neighborhoods and participating in each other’s daily activities

and festivals.

Cuttack’s past glory and splendor are reflected in its popularity as a city for

everyone. People told me the rich and poor have a sense of belonging. What amazed

me, even thirty years after my father, a well-known school teacher, passed away, was

that people in the neighborhood greeted me as his daughter.
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In Cuttack, there is no numbering system for houses. If a visitor asks for my

father’s name in my area, they will direct the person to our home. This is the beauty of

Cuttack.

One day after the walk, my friends took me to have a glass of tea at the fort.

The big pot of tea was boiling with an irresistible aroma. I sat on the cement bench

wrapped around the majestic peepal tree. My tea was not the fancy masala chai sold

in fashionable coffee places like 11th Hour Coffee, Verve Coffee, or Starbucks, but

meticulously prepared red tea (without any milk), with fresh spices including cloves,

ginger, mint, black pepper, cardamom, and bay leaf, among others. I relished this

exquisite tea with a taste of salt and sugar and chatted with the maker. He has been

running this store for several decades. He takes pride that Hindus, Muslims, and

Christians, both rich and poor, visit the neighboring shrines and hang out to relish a

glass of tea.

Given the city’s rich heritage, it is not surprising that the growing divisiveness

between Hindus and Muslims, so marked in many parts of India, has not made a dent in

the communal life of Cuttack. In my experience, building trust and understanding

among community partners is essential to leading a harmonious life and upholding a

sense of community and a shared future.

vvvvvvvvvv
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Jejima’s Corner

Neepo Manjaree Mahanti,

Massachusetts

A long trail of black ants marched in unison toward a single destination. One

after another, they climbed the tiny round decorative brass plate and scraped a

minuscule white crystal from the bulk of mishri, sugar candy kept on it, with their

tentacles. They placed the crystal on their head and descended the plate, all the while

maintaining a perfect balance. The only time they altered their direction was when the

white and yellow flower petals strewn on the pedestal came on their way. Flowers

didn’t interest them. Their only goal was to dig a bit from the chunk of sugar offered

to God. Once done with the task, the insects headed towards the thin crack in the

marbled wall, their secret hideout. 

I sat outside the small room in silence and watched with despair how my favorite

‘mishri’ was being carried away by the most hardworking beings on earth. I wondered

why Jejima never shooed away those ants.

My Jejima, a devout believer of Lord Jagannath, spent most of her time in this

room. She sat cross-legged on the floor facing the idols of Jagannath, Subhadra, and

Balram surrounded by innumerable other Gods, and counted her ‘rudraksha’ beads.

She looked ethereal in her pristine white sarees with a thin black border. Her head was

always covered with the edge of her saree, the ‘anchal’ and wisps of silvery grey hair

peeped from the sides of her temples. 

One fine day, I couldn’t help but ask her this question while she counted the

beads of the rudraksha hanging from her fingertips. She half-opened her aged watery

eyes behind the gold-rimmed spectacles and moved her head from side to side in

denial. She bent and whispered in my ears.

“We don’t know who they are. They might be the Gods and Goddesses themselves

in disguise as ants and eating the ‘prasad’ offered to them! We should not shoo them

away! After all, God is everywhere and in every being. Do you understand my little

one?”

She would then gesture both her hands high up in the air and mutter some

mantras indecipherable to me. A million questions popped into my mind after hearing



268

her answer but I decided to keep them to myself. As a kid, my only hope was for this

‘avatar’ of God to leave at least one piece of ‘mishri’ intact for me. That’s it!

That small room with its cold off-white marble floor and numerous idols and

photos of Gods and Goddesses sitting on a big marble pedestal was known to us kids

as ‘Jejima’s corner’. It was the little temple of our house. My Jejima used to spend a

lot of her time in that room, hence the name. The time spent in that nook of hers kept

on increasing proportionately with the number of black hairs turning silver on her

head. Her day started with the first light of dawn hitting the earth. After taking a bath in

cold water, she would bathe all her beloved idols in a big container of water, wipe

them dry with a soft muslin cloth and make them wear colorful tiny satin clothes with

intricate gold zari borders. She possessed a box full of them. She decorated her idols

and the pooja ‘asan’ with fresh jasmine and marigold flowers which she herself plucked

from her garden and then offered them a scrumptious breakfast of our favorite ‘mishri’

in brass plates. Her pooja ritual was a cacophony of mantras, the soaring sound of

conch shells, and the occasional ringing of brass bells. Her hands holding the incense

sticks would move round and round making circles of scented fumes in the air. In the

end, she would sit and sway from side to side with closed eyes, all the while humming

a tune of some devotional song. All these rituals created a magical atmosphere that

soothed the heart and cleared the mind.

I often compared my Jejima’s pooja rituals with her idols to my little sister’s

playtime with her dolls. They feed them, care for them, talk to them, and even sing

songs to them! I had heard someone say that at a certain point in time in a person’s

life, the age reverses. People start going back to their childhood. That’s why the behavior

and activities of small children and old people are quite similar. I don’t know if this

hypothesis holds any truth, but I was able to see a glimpse of it in Jejima’s childlike

innocence.

As a kid, our visit to her corner was a desire to get ‘mishri’. But as we grew up,

the frequency of the visits increased with our wants in life. It started with regular

visits before exams, cricket matches, and school competitions. Further down the line,

the visits became mandatory before the job interviews, new business ventures, the

quest for a suitable bride/bridegroom, having babies, buying houses, and buying cars.

And the list went on and on. The ‘mishri’ was transformed. The corner also provided

immense support during crisis situations in life. It was the only place that gave solace

upon encountering failures, rejections, losses, and sufferings. This list was also

endless. Each person had a reason of their own to pay a visit to Jejima’s corner, an
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open or a secret desire. One thing I always wondered was why Jejima spent so much

of her time there. As far as I knew, she had no worldly desires left for anything nor was

she in any kind of physical or emotional pain. She had seen and endured everything in

her long life. I got my answer later.

The point worth noticing is that even when my Jejima was no more to create

that perfect atmosphere with her tunes and scents, the place still provided relief. There

was something magical about that room in the corner with its Gods and Goddesses on

a pedestal, which made life look simpler and all the problems easier. If I asked my

Jejima then I knew the answer she would give me.

“It’s the aura of Lord Jagannath...what else?” 

Almost every home has such a corner. That’s why when people leave their

homes, they carry a piece of it with them and plant it wherever they go. It’s very common

to see a small photo or idol of the God (whoever one follows) in office cubicles,

hostel study tables, a Ganapati, a flying Hanuman or a Cross hanging above car

dashboards, a counter complete with an idol, incense sticks and diyas in shops or

some verse of Quran on the walls. There is a feel-good factor associated with these

things people do. They feel protected. When I moved to the United States, the first

thing I searched for in my new house was a good place to put the photo of my Lord

Jagannath!

I remember once when I was traveling in a plane, there was serious turbulence

due to bad weather. The strong winds were throwing the plane up and down. It was

scary as hell. Almost all the passengers around me went into a state of panic. They

were praying hard for God to save them, few were even on the verge of crying. The

situation was worrisome. In this chaotic moment, I realized that my purse with my

God’s photo in it was kept high up on the shelf and I had no holy pendant or ring or

anything to hold on to on my body. I felt too vulnerable. I clenched my fists and closed

my eyes tight shut to escape from the surrounding mayhem. I took deep breaths and

tried to calm my mind. It worked and I was transported back to my Jejima’s corner in

my old house. The off-white marble-floored room with its Gods and Goddesses floated

before my eyes. The sweet aroma of jasmine and incense sticks wafted around me. I

saw Jejima’s fingertips counting the beads, her lips muttering something inaudible.

The plane kept on juggling mid-air, but that serene visualization calmed my mind as

the seconds passed by. The situation was better in some time and all breathed a sigh of

relief. But then a strong realization hit me. 



270

What kept me sane and in control all the while on this roller coaster plane ride

when everything around me was going berserk? 

Was it the photo of Lord Jagannath in my bag? 

Was it the pendant I missed wearing? 

Was it my Jejima’s corner?

I think none of the above. It was me. It was me who took control of my mind,

fetched the memory from my brain which gave me strength (my Jejima’s temple), and

made me believe that it was going to be okay. I understood that it was not in my capacity

to control the plane or the weather. But the least I could do was to control my mind to

make things easier in this hour of crisis. And I did just that. Everything turned out

alright. Most of the time it does. Humans are imaginative creatures by nature. We like

to keep our signs or imprints wherever we go. It’s not just a photo, idol, or a few lines

of prayer but a piece of our inner self kept in the office cubicle, written on the wall,

sitting on a table, or hanging above the car dashboard, a small part of us. We like to

feel connected to it, to ourselves. When it’s absent we feel uneasy.

So, I concluded that this is what my Jejima was doing in her last years of life

sitting in her corner. She was trying to connect to her inner self after all her

responsibilities in life were over. In adverse situations, we can try to connect with

ourselves and derive strength from deep within us. Although it is not as easy as it

sounds, it is not unattainable. If we calm our minds, close our eyes, and peep within us

with positive intent, we will find that the powerhouse is right there. Our own corner,

the Lord Jagannath within each of us.

vvvvvvvvvv
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Art of Mis(sed)communication

Surath Rath, Houston,

Communication plays a very important role in many aspects of our relationships.

In this essay, I emphasize digital communication with text messages and its impact on

our communication. Ever since we learned to talk, we have started our communication

with others. Aside from traditional communication through speech, we rely upon

conversation over the telephone and emails. During the last few decades, text

messaging has taken the world of communication by storm. With the conveniences

that this has provided, more and more features are added to facilitate quick

communication. Enters the ancient system of symbols for gestures and reactions into

the foray of features supporting this textual communication. Symbolic gestures with

a button click are commonplace and like a mindless herd of wildebeest trying to jump

into a croc-infested river to cross quickly to the other side, no one wants to be left

behind in using fancy symbols for sending responses to a text message.

 At its basic level, communication is to “Say something or write something”

so as to clearly convey the intent to the other party. Using symbols, we feel that we

have accomplished the goal of communication in an instant. Have we really?

Let’s say, you respond to some text message with a symbol for “I like it ( ).”

If you observe the symbol tip on your phone with a mouse hover, it says something

like “You reacted to the message with a thumbs-up”. So, you reacted to something

instead of saying something. Communication is complete, or so you thought. Is there

anything missing in this? Also, is that all you wanted to say when you liked something?

Or in the worst case, have you conveyed the wrong message? Let’s take another

example. We often send different facial symbols in response to text messages. Smiley

faces ( ) are way too common. What kind of smile is this? What does the recipient

understand from this smile? If you were to say something you liked or something that

made you laugh, what would you have said? Just throw a smile? There are also smiley

faces that say something like “A grinning face with a smile.” Do we always understand
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what exactly the symbol means and do we know whether the recipient of our message

is clear on the intent of such symbols? Could a symbol be interpreted as a sarcastic

reaction by the recipient? If this possibility remains, probably there is something

missing in this communication. Probably a better means of communication would be

to write what you wanted to say such as “Hey, man, I really liked the idea. This can

benefit everyone.” Seems like these symbolic responses during communication may

not be as good a choice as the literal text responses, at least in specific circumstances.

Or is this argument too overblown?

Let’s turn the sides. You (Mr. Madan) have made a proposal to raise some

funds to support an environmental cause. You conveyed this message to several friends

over a text messaging medium. Mr. X responded with a thumbs-up symbol, Mr. Y

responded with a smiley face and Mr. Z responded by saying “Hey Madan, this is a

very good idea in this time of environmental catastrophe.” Which response would you

like? Who would you turn to for advice or suggestions for making your proposal

successful? I am sure you get the point. Replace symbols with a few words to indicate

what you liked, what you loved, or even what you did not understand. Your relationship

with others will go to a different level. Your community will become stronger with

love and bonding among all. Please try. Symbols are only good for very specific

circumstances in digital text messaging media. Otherwise, those symbols leave the

possibility of either a missed communication or a miscommunication.

vvvvvvvvvv
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A Visit

Mamata Misra, California

Fall 2022: My sister who lives in India informs me that she has booked a 3-

month trip to the US for spring 2023. She and her husband would be visiting their son

and daughter-in-law in California but would like to visit us in Texas. I feel happy. My

husband and I haven’t been to India in five years, and with our parents gone, and our

bodies aging, our chances of visiting India in the future are nil.

January 2023: Through an email thread involving many family members living

in Texas my sister efficiently seeks input from everyone about their availability and

carefully sets dates for her family’s visit to Houston and Austin in March. Their tickets

are booked.

February 2023: They arrive in San Jose where unusual atmospheric rivers

from heaven descend along with cold fronts. Their bodies, conditioned by Bhubaneswar

weather, shiver through their bones. I assure them that they can thaw in the beautiful

Austin spring weather in March and the Texas bluebonnets and Indian paintbrushes

will be in bloom to welcome them. I start making lists of places in Austin they may

like to visit. I call our local Indian caterer and make sure that she would be available to

supply us with her dahibaras and rasagolas that melt in the mouth.

March 2023:

Friday night: My sister, brother-in-law, nephew, and niece-in-law land in

Houston.

Sunday afternoon: They drive from Houston to Austin. Wildflowers don’t let

me down and arrange a display on the medians and roadsides on their way. My husband

picks up catered food. Our son joins us to welcome them when they arrive around 6

pm. We sit together to enjoy dinner together and chat away. There is so much to catch

up with.

Monday: After lunch, Nephew and his wife drive back to Houston to catch a

flight back to California. I notice my sister coughing. She isn’t worried, it’s just a dry

cough, she says, maybe an allergy. The weather has taken a wrong turn. It is cloudy and

rainy and getting colder. We stayed in the house.
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Tuesday: I propose we visit the temple first. I haven’t gone out much since the

pandemic started three years ago. Now that Covid is officially over, wouldn’t it be

nice to go out more, starting with a Jagannath Darshan? My sister agrees and wants to

see our temple. But her cough is worse. So is the wind. She looks tired; she hasn’t

slept well. Wednesday is supposed to be warmer, perhaps better for a temple visit

where you have to walk outside without shoes. We go to Costco instead to stay indoors.

They find a few things they need and are happy. That night, my sister’s cough is bad and

she stops talking. My brother-in-law starts making kaadhaa for her, the Indian

concoction with ginger, peppercorns, and garam masala. My husband offers Nyquil. I

suggest a warm saline gargle. My sister honors all our suggestions and drinks only

warm water. She clearly looks sick.

Wednesday: My sister declares that she slept well thanks to Nyquil and feels

much better. Her voice is still down. The weather is nice as per the forecast. After

breakfast, as we prepare to go to the temple as planned, a text message arrives from

the house where my sister and brother-in-law stayed in Houston. Someone there has

tested positive for Covid! We give one another the ‘But it is supposed to be over!’

look. I quickly take a home test kit package from our high stack, courtesy of USPS,

and hand it over to my brother-in-law. They both have had Covid before, one of them

twice! They have never self-tested before as that isn’t the norm in India. But they

oblige, reading and following the instructions carefully. Twenty minutes later, they

declare the results – my sister is positive and my brother-in-law is negative. ‘But

today I am feeling much better,’ my sister protests, puzzled. My husband and I test

ourselves and we both are negative.

What we should do is crystal clear to me: (1) we should all be masked; (2) my

sister should be quarantined in the guest room for ‘n’ days and my husband (who has

no house chores to do anyway) should check the Internet to find out the current value

of ‘n’ according to CDC; (3) all family members in Texas whom my sister has seen in

the last five days should be notified; (4) my brother-in-law should be given a separate

room and bathroom since he is negative. Unfortunately, my husband has other ideas.

He questions the need for our masking and considers looking for CDC guidelines on

the Internet a waste of his time. I have no time to argue. Leaving him with his doubts,

I get busy setting up a second bedroom for my brother-in-law and attending to what he

may need. I send messages to my sons and ask them to test themselves and ask my

brother-in-law to send a message to his son. I check the Internet and find that ‘n’

equals 5 nowadays. My sister affirms my position, adding that ‘n’ could be counted

from the day the symptoms begin. I start preparing lunch for everyone. I feel sorry
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that my sister has to be quarantined. She feels sorry that she isn’t able to help me with

house chores.

In the meantime, my husband calls Ajay, the husband of the Covid patient in

Houston to ask if they all are wearing masks. Ajay reports that he is the only one

wearing a mask because he is the only one going into the patient’s room. My husband

opines that we need not wear masks and designates my brother-in-law to be the mask-

wearing caretaker of his wife. Nonetheless, he invites my brother-in-law to come to

Starbucks with him. They disappear for some time returning with some lobster-stuffed

pasta and a jar of special sauce to go with it.

My clarity remains intact. I know why others in Ajay’s house aren’t wearing

masks – they are elderly with health issues and it is difficult for them to be masked. I

also know that in their two-story house, the patient can be kept far away and on a

separate floor from the kitchen and dining area whereas in our single-story house, the

guest room is connected with the kitchen and dining area where we hover around all

day. My husband also knows all this but is unable to connect the dots. I make up for his

lack of masking by double masking myself. I am thankful that the weather allows me

to open the windows today. I also share with everyone the current CDC guidelines and

request everyone to help me stay Covid-free in the next few weeks so that I don’t have

to cancel the 8-week program I teach and disappoint my students. My husband and

brother-in-law start wearing masks, mostly on their chins. That night, my Fitbit records

10,000 plus steps without my stepping out of the house.

Thursday: It is cloudy and cold again. Windows have to remain shut mostly. I

notice my brother-in-law wiping his nose. I ask if he has a cold. He is confident that it

is just a sneeze. My husband starts coughing. My sister and I exchange glances through

our masked faces and keep our fingers crossed. I ask about coughing protocols in

India, whether through media people are taught to cover their cough with their sleeves

and not hands. ‘Everyone knows, but no one follows. People are careless.’ is my brother-

in-law’s response. Later, at some other point in some other context, he declares with

complete honesty, ‘I am careless.’ Along with books to read, we offer my sister our

Netflix account to make up for the quarantine. I hear her giggling every now and then

over her computer screen and am happy that she found something funny to watch. My

brother-in-law is happy to watch old movies on DVD he hasn’t seen in India. Everyone

makes most of the situation with food and entertainment.

Friday: Brother-in-law says that he felt very cold last night. He had chills. I

offer him a second comforter and a thermometer. No fever. My husband takes him out
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of the house to cheer him up. But he remains quiet and upon return, takes a nap. He

admits that he has a cold indeed but wonders why he feels so sleepy. I hand him a

second test kit. He tests positive and is quarantined. A movie he was watching remains

unfinished. My husband who has been hanging out with him a lot, tests negative. But

his cough keeps getting worse. He says he is fine and goes to pick up more food from

the caterer. I warn the caterer about the situation and ask her not to invite my husband

into her house to taste this and that, which I am sure he would relish.

Saturday: My sister feels better and her cough is almost gone. My Brother-

in-law has a fever and back pain. He is supplied with Tylenol and pain ointment. My

husband is coughing more and more yet maintains that he feels fine. Sister wonders if

they can return on Tuesday as planned and wants to discuss this with her quarantined

husband. They have a non-refundable ticket. She asks if she could end her quarantine

and be her husband’s food server. It has been 5 days since her symptoms started. I let

her come out of her room with her mask on.

Sunday: The weather is still cold for opening windows. Where did Spring go?

The cough subsides in the case of my brother-in-law but he’s having fever. He doesn’t

have a computer to watch movies. He is offered a good book to read. They decide to

wait until Monday to sort out their return plan. Hubby waits another day to retest even

though his cough gets louder.

Monday: I had chills last night and felt tired in the morning. My husband tests

positive but maintains that he feels fine. I am still ‘negative while surrounded’, a phrase

I invent and like. I rationalize the exhaustion I feel to be due to the continuous house

chores and lack of rest. I am taking some time to myself by eating in a backroom by

myself where I can take the masks off and breathe freely and deeply. My brother-in-

law by now is fever free and feels fit to travel back the next day. But my sister feels

that they should stay for a few more days and take care of us. I tell her that while it is

sweet of her to think that way, we have been okay without having family support through

much bigger problems during our fifty years in the USA. They decide to return on

Tuesday. My sister offers to help with cooking. I hand her a cutting board, a knife, a

head of cabbage, and other veggies to chop. I wonder if I would be fit enough the next

day to drive them to the airport. I suggest to my sister that they request wheelchair

assistance at the airports. ‘We aren’t disabled,’ she protests. ‘But you are eligible as

seniors,’ I inform. ‘Oh really? I didn’t know that,’ she said.  I ask my husband to request

wheelchair assistance for them. By now, quarantine seems impossible and pointless.

My husband and brother-in-law sit together by the computer, and after 30 minutes
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wheelchair assistance requests are successfully added to their tickets. I feel a little

relieved and a little freer to fall sick tomorrow.

Tuesday: My throat feels weird as if something is stuck there; it also made me

wake up several times last night, unusual for me. I am feeling dizzy and unbalanced.

My husband still acts ‘normal’ and is ready to drive them to the airport. I decide to stay

home and rest. What a memorable 10 days this has been, and in a way, no one had

imagined! We may not see each other again. My sister says that they could not have

been sick at a better place! Wow! What a compliment! My brother-in-law apologizes

for giving us Covid. My husband hurries them, and I wish them a safe trip. They leave

and I head back to bed.

Later that day I get a fever. I take Tylenol and start making Plan B for what the

test will show tomorrow. My sister and brother-in-law run into an encounter with a

brand new atmospheric river over San Francisco and land in Sacramento instead, where

they wait several hours to get clearance to go to San Francisco. They eventually get

back home by midnight. I am glad to know.

Wednesday: I test positive for Covid as expected. So glad I am the last in the

family to get it. Fever and Tylenol continue. I start executing Plan B. I make an alternate

schedule for my upcoming 8-week program with minimal disruption. The studio is

available for the change. I notify the students. Everyone is still okay and no one wants

to drop out with money back. I am grateful. I have a book club meeting tomorrow. I

excuse myself from it with reason. Advice from book club buddies pours in about

what to do; they ask me to do for myself what I have been doing for 3 people all week.

I respectfully ignore the advice, turn in my bed, curl up, and take refuge in sleep. All is

well.

vvvvvvvvvv
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Smashed Barrier

Jayasmita Mishra,  New York

The ringtone stopped. I could hear his voice clear and profound,” Sorry, I am

not able to answer your call right now, please leave me a message and I will get back to

you asap.” I wondered, paused, and gave his words a thought.....for sure I could hear

him well. Those words kept resonating: I felt dizzy. My son did tell me, “MAA I have

tons of jobs on my agenda! I am just being realistic: remember to let me know at least

24 hrs. in advance when u need my help.” Oh boy! This was not a normal chore, like

getting the Christmas decorations from the attic; or fighting with the credit card

company for a fake bill. This was a genuine call and I needed his presence. I was at my

wit’s end till I climbed up the stairs to bank upon Edwina, my neighbor. It was a cold,

blustery winter evening in January, ‘2020. This week the weather had been miserable

and we could hardly sneak out. Mother Nature had dumped heaps and loads of snow.

Mahesh had finished his supper and I could hear a sudden thud on the floor. The glass

tumbler in his hand had broken and a piece had cut a vein in his right hand. I was

horrified to see him bleed so fast. He was on blood thinners. Within no time, I ran to

call Edwina my neighbor who worked as a nurse at a local hospital. Luckily, her son

was with her and both of them acted fast to take care of the situation. With advanced

age, for sure we needed support and help. This was an emergency, yet I could not

contact my son who lived half a mile away from us. Mahesh was already taken to the

emergency room; the cut was deep and the bleeding was profuse.

There are so many times when we need our children more than they need us.

They have no clue what they indeed do for our souls! I cursed myself, as I cried,

“inconsolably”. Have I failed in my duty as a “mother”? My baby, my only child, has

always been the apple of my eye. A slight whimper or cry would alert me to pay attention

to his childhood nuances’. The list is endless- all that the mother can do for her baby.

I named him Neil, for me he was Lord Krishna reborn, the pregnancy was not an easy
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one and he was the eighth one my - marvel boy! As parents, we doted on him and gave

him the very best of everything. Mahesh worked two jobs to make ends meet, while I

stayed home to take care of him. So many times, I keep wondering, whether that was a

fair enough decision for me to give up my career and raise my child.

My options were limited, this child was God sent and my priorities were all set

around him. The same child who would not let me out of sight for a minute is so busy,

that he is not available for us in times of exigency? A deep insight within pointed a

finger toward me. Oh! Yes, it was our fault. Unconsciously our love for our only child

was so intense that we fell into the trap of being overprotective and controlling. Our

intentions for our child were good, but as he grew up, he wanted to be carefree and

independent like his peers. All he wanted was to spread his wings and find his own

identity. As soon, as he found a job to sustain himself, he moved out of our home and

wanted to stay in a rented place of his own will. I made sure he lived close enough.

This ensured we could meet often and be available in times of need.

It broke my heart when he packed his stuff and left. My little boy had grown up;

he was mature and was craving for freedom, Consciously, he had created a barrier

between us and himself that would free him from our nagging interference. With the

advent of the digital world, our kids are exposed to an array of possibilities within the

maze of accomplishments and failures. Decision-making is a strategy that is best

acquired while swimming in troubled waters. A lion kept in a cage would never learn

to hunt for his own food. The liberty to be on his own as an adult teaches a young mind

to steer his boat. This experience is a must; it not only liberates but also empowers a

person to be a strong individual.

I realized part of growing up is learning how to recover from mistakes or failures.

It is like the way the mother Giraffe teaches her baby to stand upright. By being

overprotective children don’t experience that important learning curve that will take

them to solve more adult problems when they get older. I acknowledged the fact that;

this crucial learning had started for Neil at the age of 22 and not at 42, This way he

would learn to act according to his own will rather than becoming a people pleaser.

With all good intentions, we try to protect our children from anything bad that

might happen. This anxiety overflows to the extent that we dictate and monitor the

actions of our adult kids, smothering their ability to stand up for themselves. In extreme

cases, this discord leads to friction breaking the lovely bondage that has taken years
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to thrive. God had taken care of the “crisis”, I thanked Edwina for her timely care and

help. Mahesh came back from the urgent care unit with a big bandage on his wrist. The

storm had passed, like every other day the sun arose, to a new beginning.

Early morning the next day, Neil responded to my message. Sadly, I told him

about the previous night’s mishap. In no time, Neil, my pride, was at our door. He felt

bad and cursed himself for not being able to help us in time. I realized he no longer

needed any advice; all he needed was support and compassion. I knew, the Lord would

guide his path to take the right decisions all along. Happy, that he has learned to find

happiness on his own; with an open mind. A gem of a son was learning to be brave and

independent, we assured him that we would always be there with him as strong pillars

of support in times of need. Care and compassion for each other are properly measured

when there is true “love”. Thus, the barrier in between was smashed with a big, “hug”.

Mahesh stood up and greeted his son with a big smile.

vvvvvvvvvv
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The Chip
Sneha Panda, San Diego, CA

Dear Diary,

I am feeling frustrated with the education system and my classmates. They

seem to be going through the motions in class without any engagement or critical

thinking.

Lessons are silent, teachers’ faces pale and expressionless. It’s all thanks to

a chip implanted in innocent newborns who grow up obedient and controlled. No

questions asked.

I have a secret, a dangerous one, that if discovered, could make me an outcast.

I do not have a chip inside my head.

This is the last time I will write this, for tomorrow I will be gone, and when I

am gone, I promise that my child, who will be named Eva, will have the chip removed

from her head. 

-Natalie

14 YEARS LATER

I stand in a corner after the bell rings, waiting for my best friend, Liza, to come

around the corner. She would discuss what happened in this or that class, precisely

recount what happened in the class, or talk about our teachers. I do not fall into this

category, even though I love learning. I also love nature and the outdoors, and Liza

likes the indoors, just like all the other girls at school. 

“Did you hear what Mrs. Richardson said in class, Eva? After all, we will need

it for homework.”

“Yes,” I say. I know that it will be the only thing she wants to hear. In reality, I

hadn’t paid attention to a single thing in Mrs. Richardson’s class because I had no clue

what she was saying. My freewheeling brain couldn’t stop thinking how I wanted to go

badly to collect seashells and try boogie boarding over the week-long spring break

ahead.
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Liza rambled about the teachers’ lessons until we reached the crosswalk. We

parted ways and I watched her head home. As I stood there, I wondered if something

was controlling her actions. They seemed too…robotic.

But as I stood there pondering, I saw someone staring at me from the other

side. I shoved the thought out of my head and walked home.

I took out my key to the house, unlocked the door, and walked inside a deserted

house. My dad, a computer scientist at the “Codegram” company, was at work. My dad

is a typical man, always programming things that I couldn’t understand.

I found an apple pie and a note from my dad in the fridge. He brought it during

his lunch break. I smiled, took a piece, and went upstairs to my room. Passing my

textbooks, I felt torn between the obedient side that would study them and the other

side questioning their usefulness.

A couple of hours later, I managed to finish studying all the material needed for

the next day’s lesson. I heard another key turning.

I figured that the person turning it was my dad, and my instincts were correct

when he asked cheerfully, “Eva! Are you there?”

I ran downstairs to hug my dad, but whatever he was trying to hide uttered a

robotic, tense voice that said, “Let her go, immediately. Take her immediately to the

Council.”

I jumped back, startled. “Dad, what was that?” No answer. He took me by the

arm and left, dragging me along with him.

The Council was an imposing building with many stairs and an eerie silence. It

worked to ensure everyone’s happiness and future success. The Secretary, Jayah, had

stick-straight hair and blue eyes. She motioned for me to sit and announced my arrival

on her walkie-talkie.

I looked at my father nervously, but then I remembered the voice and turned

back around, for I was certain it would command him to do something. 

“President Shala here to see you, Eva,” said Jayah. I left the waiting room without

looking back. 

President Shala was a tall woman with thick glasses, tan skin, and oak-brown

hair. Her stern but kind look warned me to be careful. She led me to her empty study

which quickly transformed, revealing her desk, chairs, and a screen with my Council-

issued ID given at birth. Two glasses of orange juice appeared, but I declined, still full

from the apple pie I had earlier.
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President Shala picked up a remote and pressed a few buttons. It directed the

screen to a picture of a brain, and then another brain, which was slightly brighter than

the first one. 

“The first brain that you see is typical of a citizen of your age, which has an

equal balance of all the components in it, which include attention, speed, precision,

and emotional state. These four should all be equal.” She enlarges the other brain.

“Now, let’s look at yours. Can you tell me what you see?”

I looked at the picture carefully, and my eyes widened. “All of the components

are bigger than normal.”

“Bulls-eye!” She looked at me and gave me a small, tense smile. “Of course.

We have never had anything like this before. You are completely aware of what to do

in stressful situations, and you are also very intelligent and thoughtful.”

She did say some other things, but I was too engrossed in the pictures of the

brain. But while I was looking at them, I noticed that my precision was higher than all

of the others. 

“...and there is something that we would like to do.” President Shala’s voice

seemed to cut through my thoughts. She was writing some things down on paper, and

I craned my neck to see what it was. That was unnecessary because she ripped the page

out of a notepad and handed it to me. ”We’ll see you in 5 days.”

I stood and shook her hand, and then found my way back to the waiting room. I

fished out my cell phone. As I scrolled for my dad’s number and walked outside, the

fragrant smell of roses calmed my thoughts. He answered on the first ring,

 “Hello?” 

“Hi, Dad! I’m finished with the meeting. Can you come to pick me up?” 

“Sure thing. I went for a walk, but I’m fairly close. I will be there soon.” He

hung up.

I stood there, taking in the fresh air, and then, started thinking about the meeting.

It was so strange! The brain images were still fresh in my mind and I was wondering,

why is my brain so different? Also, the meeting was short.  I had timed it from the

moment we entered the study. It was exactly 30 minutes.

“Hey.” 

I jump and look to my left, where my dad stood. “You called for a pickup. You

should be looking for me if you want to go home on time.”
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“Sorry. I forgot.”

“How was that meeting on a scale of one to ten? You look like you’ve seen a

ghost.”

“One. Of course, I didn’t see any ghosts. No ghosts in President Shala’s office.” 

We walked to the car, with me keeping my head down so he wouldn’t see my

confused expression. I was confused as to why I was so different from an average

person. After all, I did everything they did, I studied, I got up and got ready for tests on

time, and I could learn fast, just like them.

Why me?

In the car, the same talk radio was playing, with a story about an unknown bird

being spotted, and then came to a sentence that I had never thought would come. It

stunned me. “For our big hit of the day, a young girl visited President Shala’s office

and has been discovered to have an abnormally large brain.” I turned off the radio. My

dad looked at me with an amazed look on his face. Before he could say anything,

though, I said, “What have you been hiding from me?” 

Dad hesitated and then that same robotic voice spoke from his head, telling

him to tell me the truth.  We arrived home and went to the study where my dad showed

me pictures on his computer and asked me what I saw. I stared at it. At first, they all

looked normal, but then I noticed what looked like a chip and said, “There’s a chip.”

Every person has a chip on their head. My dad looked at me carefully. “Yes, and

for some reason, you do not have one.”

I stare at him in disbelief.

Was this what everyone had in them, so they could act alike and not think

about anything else? Was this why I was so different? What does it do? What does

it determine? Why do we even have this? It seemed like too many to answer, so I just

said, “Can I see yours?”

He pulls up his own. I examine the chip closely. All the wires going through the

chip are aligned properly, all but one. I look up at my dad.

“Is your chip broken?”

“I broke my chip so that I could be just like you and your mom. No one noticed

because I always got sick on the check-up days.”

My mouth falls open. “What was different about Mom?”

My father glances at the floor, with the I-can’t-explain-this expression. But

this time, he seemed more petrified, like a deer caught in the headlights of a rapid car
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unable to apply the brakes at the correct time. All of a sudden, I wished I was like my

classmates, just silently staring at the board during class, oblivious to the outside world. After

a long, troubling silence, my dad finally says chokingly, “You and your mother do not have

a chip in your heads.” That was it. The memories of my earlier childhood kept running

back to me. Now, I know why my brain looked different. All of a sudden, I saw myself as an

ordinary girl who had nowhere to go and no future ahead of her. It seemed like my whole

world collapsed. I couldn’t restrain myself and I cried, “You kept this secret from me for

fourteen years! I have to just sit there and watch everyone get everything right and me? No!

I get stuff wrong and I am a big joke in school!” 

“Eva..”

“DON’T “Eva” me! You knew perfectly well about this!” “Eva, your mother

grew up to be an amazing woman, despite not having the chip in her head. Things

weren’t as strict as they are now. She endured it for many more years than you, and she

still lives.”

I calm down at the mention of my mother. I knew she had disappeared soon

after I was born and I had never stopped being intrigued by stories of her. 

“What is in the chip?” I asked.

“The chip is our company’s product, designed to control citizens’ thinking and

prevent curiosity. It limits intelligence and career choices.

The Council assigns jobs based on productivity for citizens over 18.”

“Is there a way to alter a chip?” “That’s exactly the question I’m trying to figure

out.” His eyes sparkled. “Will you help me with this, Eva?”

During spring break, instead of going to the beach, I spent 5 days studying

chips. I was scrutinizing information. My dad brought manuals from work for me to

study and taught me programming. He would bring them home every afternoon, have

me write down annotations late into the night, and then return them all at work each

next morning.

All day I practiced my programming skills, and once I had mastered that, he

gave me some empty chips to practice with. On the fourth day, he gave me a manual

for how to program the chips, and asked, “Could you program a chip that doesn’t

include the crucial parts once inserted?”

“Why?” 

“Because then at your next Council meeting, they won’t suspect a thing. They

will think you are completely normal.”
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Reflections on the North American
Odia Community

Ineka Panigrahi , Toronto,Canada

I recently attended a seminar held by the OSA Women’s Empowerment (OWE)

Forum on ‘Caring for the Caregiver’, which Mama shared with me. Working in hospital

settings recently as I train to be an occupational therapist, I notice the significant

physical, mental, and emotional demands of caregiving. In the seminar, I listened to

the lived experience of caregivers in the North American Odia community. The seminar

got me thinking about the unique experience of caregivers in the North American

Odia community.

In occupational therapy, there is this concept of “occupational roles”.

Occupational roles are essentially the roles we play in our lives that involve

participating in an occupation, which is defined as an activity that is meaningful to a

person. For example, some occupational roles like ‘employee’ or ‘mentor’ would be

associated with meaningful occupations such as ‘working’, or ‘mentoring’. Similarly,

the occupational role of ‘caregiver’ would be associated with ‘caregiving’. I noticed

that each of the women who shared their experience in the seminar described an

unexpected transition to the role of ‘caregiver’. The emergence of unexpected

occupational roles can severely impact other aspects of our lives and shift our

occupational balance, which could result in burnout. I was so inspired to hear that

these women not only cared for their loved ones but also understood the importance

of taking time for themselves in order to maintain sustainable caregiving. Caregiver

burnout is a real problem, and I am so glad that we are talking about it in community

seminars like the one organized by the OSA Women’s Empowerment Forum.

Also, it felt reassuring to know that if any member of the community were to

go through this unexpected transition at any point in the future, they would have

someone to talk to, who could actually understand their situation and offer helpful

advice. We may have little control over what life will bring, but having someone to

talk to and seek out help from can make all the difference.   I was happy to hear that the

women who shared their experiences in the seminar had built support networks and
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did not hesitate to reach out for help when they needed it. For this reason, I found the

seminar oddly reassuring.

It helped me notice a powerful aspect of the Odia community in North America.

I learned throughout my undergraduate career about the impact of a strong social

network on health and well-being in older adults, a finding well supported by research.

However, within the last 5 years or so, I have had a chance to witness its power firsthand

as more of my beloved uncles and aunties in the Odia community transition into their

80s and 90s and keep their spirits high through their social involvement with the

community. The Odia community, for so many of us, is a strong social network, which

can positively impact our health and wellbeing.

There is a model in occupational therapy called the Person, Environment,

Occupation (PEO) model. It is a lens that occupational therapists use to understand

clients’ situations and guide the assessment and treatment process. The therapist

considers aspects about the client, the social, physical, and institutional environments

around them, and aspects about their meaningful occupations that influence their

participation in those meaningful occupations. In the clinical cases I have seen thus

far in my training, I have noticed that a person’s social environment often plays a key

role in their participation in meaningful occupations. If we take for example the

occupation of caregiving, having social support for sharing care responsibilities can

influence continued participation in caregiving. If someone has no social support around

them, they may reach caregiver burnout earlier, and be less likely to continue

participating in the occupation of caregiving. On the converse, if a caregiver has support

around them to share in responsibilities, this could prevent burnout, support their

overall well-being, and ultimately their future participation in the occupation of

caregiving.

For the majority of my childhood and teenage years, I had only seen the Odia

community in Canada and in North America as a space in which to participate in Odia

cultural activities such as drama, dance, and music. And while it absolutely still is an

amazing place for that, I now see that it is that and so much more. Caregiving is an

incredibly challenging occupation in itself, but immigrating to a new country so far

from home and from family can be especially difficult. However, being Odia in North

America, we have a unique connection to one another. Many of us are far from family,

so we have found family in each other. We help each other in times of sickness and

need and stand by each other through major life transitions. As members of the North

American Odia community, we will always be a part of one another’s social
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environment, and therefore, have the capacity to make meaningful impacts on one

another’s health and well-being.

The OWE seminar I attended reminded me of the multifaceted nature of the

Odia community and gave me a newfound appreciation for its impact on health and

well-being. I would like to encourage us all to take a moment to reflect on this for

ourselves because we are truly part of something magical.

Ineka Panigrahi is 24 years old and lives in Hamilton/Toronto, Canada.

She is currently completing a professional Master”s in Occupational Therapy and

training to be an Occupational Therapist. Her involvement with both OSA and her

local Odia community in Canada (CANOSA) has shaped the ‘occupations’ (=ØÞ)

she finds meaningful which include dancing, event organization, and chatting up

a storm! .

vvvvvvvvvv
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Remembering my father,

Saroj Kumar Behera

 Sandip Behera, Arizona

It is with great sadness, that I write this piece about my late father, Saroj Kumar

Behera, who

passed away at the age of 80 in Scottsdale, Arizona. He had been battling lung

cancer over the

past 9 months, and ultimately succumbed to it on February 8, 2023.

There many aspects of his life that warrant remembrance, but the collective

memories still

cannot fill the void he leaves with his passing.

He was born in the small village of Mahichala, Kalahandi, to a family of rice

farmers that had a favorable history with the King of Kalahandi. There was no running

water, or electricity. The school there only went up to the third grade. His father Suresh

Chandra Behera, was a man of principle and ethics, with a strong moral compass. He

was honest beyond compare and a landowner that people trusted. He was my father’s

idol, and role model throughout his life.

My father was raised by an extended family, with uncles, aunts, siblings, cousins

populating what can only be described as a large familial compound. 50 – 60 people

resided at the compound at any given time. He was close to his Aai, who protected him

from punishment for his naughtiness. It was through the love that he felt there, that he

developed his strong sense of family and community, that he carried over to the Oriya

diaspora in the United States and Canada.

During his middle school years in boarding school, he was a mediocre student.

One particular teacher took an interest in him, and changed the course of his life

forever. He made my father aware of his potential, and more importantly, sparked his

curiosity. From that point on, myfather’s pursuit of knowledge in all regards blossomed.

He went on to study at Ravenshaw college, and was ultimately awarded the gold

medal for best graduate. His older brother, Gopabandhu, was his hero, not only for
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paving a way forward for him, but for his support and sacrifice to enable him to pursue

exceptional opportunities outside of Orissa. With his brother’s support, my father

continued on to IISC in Bangalore, and then to the University of British Columbia in

Vancouver, Canada, where he completed his PhD in Material Science.

He was the first person in his family to marry outside of his district of Kalahandi,

requiring that his wife-to-be was independent and educated. His older brother, with

the help of Dr. Rout arranged a union with a shy Chemistry student from Baripada. My

father got more than he bargained for when my mom, Sunity Behera, turned out to

also be one of the kindest people to grow and share life with. Together, they moved

from Manitoba to Ontario, and ultimately to California. There, my father excelled in

his career in the semiconductor industry, where he held numerous executive positions

in large and small but rapidly growing chip companies alike. He retired at the age of

58 to Malibu, California.

Beyond his career, my father was a student of the world, and enjoyed all that it

had to offer. He traveled to every continent except for Antarctica. He was well-read and

well versed in a variety of subjects – physics, history, mythology, religion, photography,

and literature. One of his hobbies was to pick a Nobel Laureate each year and read most

of their books. His favorite area of study, was Vedanta and the Upanishads – and he put

the subtle but poignant philosophy to practice in his everyday life.

He looked up to great leaders. Large portraits of Lincoln, Gandhi, and Martin

Luther King hung prominently in our home. He was just as fond of David Attenborough

documentaries, as he was watching Steven Colbert, Rachel Maddow, and old sitcoms

like Bob Newhart, Hogans Heroes, and Bewitched. He loved to laugh. His hearty, but

sweet laugh would often linger at friends’ homes and gatherings long after he left.

He was active in our Oriya community encouraging us to do things together, to

grow together. He helped organize a number of different community activities -

camping trips, picnics,

performances that highlighted Oriya culture, and conventions. He was a father,

brother, uncle, son, friend to all. Because of him, we were all part of a larger family. It

was as if we all were part of that small village in Kalahandi. He showed us that a

community/families lift people up, they make us better. It is like the African proverb

that states, “ If you want to go fast, go alone, if you want to go far, go together.”

More importantly, Dad believed in the best of people. Like the teacher that

believed in him, despite reasons to think otherwise, he saw people’s potential. He saw
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the good in everyone. He encouraged them to be brave, to push themselves, to be the

best versions of themselves. In his mind, everyone was equally capable of doing the

amazing, whether it be a small child, an awkward teen, a newly wed bride, a man dealing

with midlife career pressures, or an octogenarian searching for meaning. He had the

uncanny ability to make people feel seen and heard. He rooted for you. He made you

feel safe to pursue things out of your comfort zone. He believed in you and your

potential. I like to think he believed that if he could change for the better, then everyone

could.

In the end, Dad was a warm soul. He passed surrounded by those he loved, his

wife, his daughter-in-law, his grandchildren, his nephew and niece, his brother and

sister-in-law, and myself. We miss him terribly, and thank all those who have reached

out with such love and warmth towards our family.

Lastly, it is not lost on me that I was so fortunate to be the beneficiary of fate

by being born to my mother and father. I will cherish the lessons learned from Dad

over the course of fifty years, the ones about life, about people, about seeing the

forest from the trees. During these past eight months, we were able to talk about

everything. And though it was not for as much time as I would have liked, I cherished

every moment with him.

 My favorite times were being able to cut his hair. Since Covid, we were scared

to expose him to the outside world due to his condition, and I took up the role as

barber for him. I took great pleasure in the intimacy of shaping his hair, tilting his

head, and being close to him. I will miss those haircuts, the talks we had during, the

closeness of it all, the most.

Kahlil Gibran wrote, “ When you are sorrowful, look again in your heart, and

you shall see that in truth you are weeping for that which has been your delight.” And

to know dad, to be with dad, to be his son, was an absolute delight.

vvvvvvvvvv
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Swami Adyananda Saraswati (formerly known as Dr. Bishnu Joshi), founder of

the Siva Shakti Siddha Yoga Ashram attained maha-samadhi on March 16, 2023. He

took sanyas at the age of 68 from his spiritual guru Swami Jyotirmayananda Saraswati,

a direct disciple of Swami Sivanandaji Maharaj. During his sanyas phase of life, Swamiji

primarily split his residence between his ashrams located in Nashville, TN and Cuttack,

Odisha. Swamiji was an ardent practitioner and a proponent of Integral Yoga, a

combination of karma, jnana, raja, and bhakti systems of yoga. Through karma yoga,

he served the less fortunate of the society and inspired many of his followers. As part

of the jnana yoga practice, he published many books on the Bhagavad Gita and gave

numerous discourses on the Gita and Advaita Vedanta. Japa and kundalini yoga were

part of his raj yoga practices. He passionately propagated the Jagannath culture as part

of the bhakti yoga practice. The final project that he was tirelessly working on was to

establish a Jagannath Temple in his birth village for the benefit of the people.

  Swamiji was born in the village of Shashana Pada of Cuttack District in the

state of Odisha, India and came to USA in 1968 after graduating with a DVM degree

from OUAT, Bhubaneswar, to pursue further studies. He received his M.S. from the

University of Missouri, Columbia, and subsequently, Ph.D. in hematopathology from

the University of California, Davis. He worked as a professor at Meharry Medical

College, and subsequently as one of the first foreign veterinary as well as pathology

license holders in the state of Tennessee, established his own small animal clinic, and

practiced there until he took retirement from the householder phase of life. 

His journey to the heavenly abode was preceded by his parents Ramachandra

and Tilottama Joshi and his dear wife late Premanandamayi Saraswati (Pravabati Joshi)

in 2015, and his younger sister Anu Mahapatra and younger brother Nrusingha Joshi. 

He is survived by his children Rashmi, Smriti, and Prashant, and grand children

Raj, Suneeta, Suman, Poonam, Saurav, Sohan, Sachin, and Sabina, and great grand children

Sahana and Siya. He is also survived by his brothers Pravat, Bijoy, Ajoy, Akshay, and

their children and grand children.

A heartfelt tribute to a great soul -

Swami Adyananda Saraswati
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Purna Chandra Mahapatra - a beloved husband, father, grandfather, and cherished

member of the Odia community - passed away on April 20, 2023, in Tampa, Florida.

He was born on March 14, 1930, in Cuttack, Odisha, and lived a long and wonderful

life of 93 years.

Fondly known amongst family and friends as Bagu Bhai, Bagu Dada, Bagu Pisa,

etc., Family and friends will forever remember Purna Chandra as a devoted husband to

his beloved wife of 63 years, Sujata Mahapatra. He was also a loving and proud father

to his two children, Sourya and Mita, as well as a caring father-in-law to their respective

spouses, Leena and Michael, and a cherished grandfather to his five grandchildren:

Saloni, Ari, Kimi, Zak, and Aneesha.

Purna Chandra embarked on a remarkable journey throughout his life, leaving

an indelible mark on the places he called home. He began his career as a radio officer

in the Merchant Navy. Then he transitioned into the aviation industry in the 1950s. He

was one of the pioneers in establishing Ariana Afghan Airlines in Kandahar, Afghanistan.

Over the course of his career, he worked in various locations, including Bombay,

Afghanistan, and New York. His extensive travels and exposure to diverse cultures

nurtured in him a global mindset from a very young age. It was a time when the world

was not as interconnected as it is today. He instilled an adventurous spirit and love for

exploration in his children and grandchildren; they are carrying forward his legacy.

Purna Chandra was a pillar of support and an influential figure within the Odia

community. Whether residing in Bombay or New York, he graciously hosted and

assisted Odias living in those cities, creating a sense of unity and belonging. Notable

among those he hosted were His Highness The Gajapati of Puri and his family. Purna

Chandra took great pride in his Odia heritage and profoundly appreciated the state’s

rich culture, delectable cuisine, and vibrant festivals. One of his favorite events was

Bali Yatra, a cherished celebration in Odisha he always tried to attend when able to. He

Remembering Purna Chandra

Mahapatra
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also took great pride in the success of the Odia diaspora in the US, often remarking on

how well people in the OSA network have done for themselves and their community.

Beyond his professional and community endeavors, Purna Chandra loved

literature and enjoyed reading books and magazines on nature, travel, politics, and

war. He was also an avid traveler and a connoisseur of culinary delights, always eager

to experience new flavors and dishes.

A funeral service was held in Tampa, Florida on April 23, 2023. Family and

friends gathered to bid a heartfelt farewell to Purna Chandra Mahapatra. His presence

will be deeply missed, but his legacy of love, adventure, and cultural appreciation will

continue to inspire all those whose lives he touched. May his divine soul attain sadgati.

Om Shanti.

vvvvvvvvvv
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Professor  Jitendra Nath Mohanty passes away

A great son of Odisha, Dr. Jitendra Nath Mohanty, professor Emeritus of

Philosophy at Temple University, Philadelphia, passed away on Tuesday, March 7,

2023 at the ripe age of  95.  He was suffering ailments from age-related health issues.

Mohanty  was born in Cuttack in 1928. A brilliant student, he stood first in BA

and MA exams from Calcutta University and subsequently completed his higher

education and research at the University of Gottingen in Germany. He was considered

one of the experts on the philosophy of Edmund Husserl, and Immanuel Kant. He

penned down more than two dozen books. The Philosophy of Edmund Husserl,

Classical Indian Philosophy, and Transcendental Phenomenology are a few of his

well-known works. Between Two Worlds: East and West, the autobiographical narrative

that describes his long journey from Kolkata to Bengaluru to Germany, and the United

States is a great read.

Mohanty’s student Douglas Berger,  professor of Global and Comparative

Philosophy at Leiden University, Netherlands pays rich tribute to his teacher saying,

“Equally significant for his illumination of the thought of Edmund Husserl and of

debates in the classical Indian tradition, that giant was Jitendra Nath Mohanty (1928-

23).   “ …my experience in his classrooms and of his force as a philosopher in published

works and professional venues is one of those things that changes one … forever.

Listening to Mohany was spellbinding….He alerted me simultaneously to what it really

meant to be a genius and how incredibly far away I was from ever being able to carry a

one-on-one conversation with him. Scared of ever being wrong and being exposed for

it in the classroom, I tended to keep quiet while keeping copious notes.”

After Professor S Radhakrishnan, who was Spaulding Professor at Oxford, two other

Indian philosophers who made Indian philosophy attractive to Western intellectuals

are Prof. Bimal Krishna Matilal ( also a Spaulding professor at Oxford) and Prof.

Jitendra Nath Mohanty.
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Mohanty was a soft-spoken man. He was very analytical in his lectures to

students and scholars when he visited Calcutta and Jadavpur Universities. He was never

judgemental and did not ever encourage personal slander. He often regretted that

teachers never encouraged students to be curious in India. He advised the students to

be analytical and to be avid readers. He was also one of the presidents of the Indian

Philosophical Congress and the Society for Asian and Comparative Philosophy.

(Collected from the Statesman, Kolkata, and The Indian Philosophy Blog, “Some

Memories of My Teacher, J.N. Mohanty, by Douglas Berger)

vvvvvvvvvv
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Saroj Behera – A Divine Life

Jnana Ranjan Dash,  California

Saroj Behera had the appearance of a prince and the smile of an innocent child.

He left this earth on February 8, 2023 after a glorious life of 80 years. Many commented

that he was one in a million who walked on this earth. English words like “genuine”,

“authentic”, “positive” or “down to earth” do not fully capture his persona. I asked the

new AI (Artificial Intelligence) tool ChatGPT to describe the title and it said,

“Throughout his life, Saroj Behera embodied virtues such as love, compassion,

and selflessness, and his actions inspired others to live more meaningful and

virtuous lives”. Not bad.

But the best words came from Gajapati Maharaja of Puri, Sri Dibyasingha Deb.

“Endowed with extraordinary qualities of head and heart, Saroj Behera

was like a personality from another Yuga. We found in him, in ample measure, the

‘daivi-sampada’ (divine virtues) mentioned in the 16th chapter of Srimad Bhagabad

Geeta. Always cheerful and positive, he was ready to extend a helping hand to any

person in need. He was adored and respected by one and all who came in touch

with him…”.

What did the Gajapati Maharaj mean by Daivi Sampad in Geeta?

These are the qualities of an enlightened person as described by Lord Krishna

-  Maitri (friendliness), Karuna (compassion), Sama dukhah sukhah (same in pleasure

and pain), Kshami (patient, having no agenda), Danam (charity), Arjavam (straight-

forwardness), Swadhyaya (regular study of scriptures), etc.

These attributes describe Saroj Babu so well! He was the most positive and

friendly person that you can meet. He always extended a helping hand to others.

Everyone who met him felt like he treated him or her as the most special person.

Children, teenagers’, young college kids, and older adults; all loved him dearly. Many

highlighted these qualities at a “celebration of life” zoom session on April 16, 2023.

Over 300 people from across the world joined to pay their homage to this great soul.
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Swami Chidananda (formerly the head of Chinmaya Mission, San Jose) spoke

at the beginning from Mumbai, India, remembering the great qualities of Saroj Babu.

He composed two verses in Sanskrit to honor him. Here they are with the English

meaning at the end.

DemceekebÀ efce$eJe³ee&³e Asmakam mitravaryaya

ÒeeLe&veeb kegÀce&ns Je³eced~ Prarthana kurmahe vayam.

Demeled l³ekeÌlJe me meod ie®ísod Asat tyaktwa sa sad gachhed

pe³eeseflemleLee(De) vOekeÀejle: ~~ 1~~ Jayotistatha andhakaratah (1)

DecejlJeb leLee Yet³eeled Amaratwam tatha bhuyat

efpelJee ce=l³egb ®e yeesOele: ~ Jeetwa Mrutyum cha Bodhatah.

meoe YeJeleg leefmceved Jew Sada bhavatu tasmin vei

peieVeeLeÒeYees: ke=ÀHee ~~ 2~~ Jagannathprabhauh krupa (2)

We pray for our eminent friend (mitravarya). May he proceed from the false

(asat) to the true (sat); from darkness (andhakara) to light (jyoti); and from death

(mrutyu) to immortality (amaratwam), having conquered death through spiritual

wisdom. In this way, may the grace of Lord Jagannatha be upon him always.

Life in Brief

Saroj Behera was born to a large family in a tiny village called Mahichala in

Kalahandi district. The village did not have running water nor electricity. He passed

matriculation from B.M. High School in 1958 and studied Chemistry in Ravenshaw

College, Cuttack. He graduated with flying colors, getting the best graduate gold medal

from Utkal University in 1962. Then he studied engineering (Material Science) at the

prestigious Indian Institute of Science, Bangalore. After graduating in 1964, he came

to the University of British Columbia, Vancouver, Canada to get his Ph.D. He completed

it in 1968 and got married to Sunity that year. He started working at the Atomic Energy

Commission of Canada and then at Microsystems International in Ottawa.

He moved to Los Angeles to work for the Xerox Corporation for nine years.

Then he came to Silicon Valley and worked at various semiconductor companies in

senior leadership positions. Professionally he was very successful. Name, fame, and

wealth came to him in plenty. He bought a beautiful house in Malibu on a hilltop

overlooking the Pacific Ocean and lived there in retirement for ten years. Subsequently
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he moved to Phoenix, Arizona to be closer to his son’s family (son Sanjiv, daughter-

in-law Millie and four grand-children, Karina, Sanak, Shefali, and Ronak).

He dearly loved his family plus the extended family of many nephews and nieces.

While performing his responsibilities with full dedication, he was detached and reveled

in the self-realization of the eternal self – sat, chit, ananda. He did not care much for

temples &  rituals but was an avid follower of spirituality as expounded in Advaita

Vedanta. Always positive, he never got disturbed in hard times. For example, the Malibu

fire a few years back burnt his beautiful home, but his attitude was, “When you have no

control, why to worry”. He was fully relaxed. Knowing him for 52 years, I never saw

any ego display with Saroj Babu. He was a symbol of humility and took his successes

very lightly.

His Secret to Happiness

So what made Saroj Babu such a contented and happy person spreading love

and joy to everyone and everywhere? The answer is his spiritual quest and “living” the

teachings of our ancient scriptures in his daily life. In Bhagabat Geeta, Lord Krishna

describes an enlightened soul living in total peace.

Vihaya Kamanyah Sarvan, pumam charati nispruhah

Nirmamo, nirahankarah, sa shantim adhigachhati . (Ch2.71)

That man attains peace who, abandoning all desires, moves about without

longing, without the sense of ‘I-ness’ and ‘my-ness’.

Vedanta’s goal is to provide “atyantika dukha nivriti” and “paramananda prapti”

– extreme cessation of sorrow, and gaining permanent happiness. This happens

when we realize our true identity beyond the body-mind-intellect equipment. We are

the infinite Self (confined in a finite body). That Self is Satyam, Jnanam, Anantam

Brahman. We are “consciousness” and all living beings are part of the same

consciousness. Once that insight comes to us, we see one-ness and no duality or

plurality. Advaita means one without a second.

Saroj Babu saw that unity and felt connected to everyone.

Final Remarks

I am reminded of a verse from Shankaracharya’s Vivek Chudamani written 1200

years back, where a realized person describes himself/herself. This maps well with

Saroj Babu.
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Akasha-vat lepa viduragoham       (like the sky I am untainted - pure heart)

Aditya-vat bhasya vilokhyanoham (like the sun, I shine everyone’s life - positive)

Aharya-vat sthira Vinischaloham   (like the mountain, I am steady - unperturbed)

Ambodhi-vat para Vivarjitoham      (like the ocean, I am limitless – love for all)

As we remember Saroj Behera, let us learn from his divine qualities and try to

inculcate them in our daily lives. He leaves behind a rich legacy of a happy and

contended life.

As I humbly fold my palms to say namaskar to him, I see his ever-smiling face

doing prati-namaskar to me.

Om Tat Sat

vvvvvvvvvv
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Tribute to Subrat Mohapatra

I was heart-broken to hear the sad demise of my good friend Subrat Mahapatra

on 3/2/2023. He was one of the founders of ORNET along with Ashutosh Datta and

Chitta Baral in 1990. Where to begin? Memories flashback from student days in the

USA and before. We both belonged to Cuttack where we grew up and studied. He was

one year senior to me. He went to Stewart school and then Stewart Science College.

After that he went to LD College of Engineering for BTech in Instrumentation

Engineering at Ahmedabad.

We were a bunch of common friends in Cuttack who were preparing those

days to come to the USA for higher studies. It was sometime in 1987. It was very

difficult to get a student visa those days. One day Subrat announced that he got his

student visa and was joining Oklahoma State University in Stillwater as an MS student.

He also had a Rotary scholarship to partially fund his education.

I met Subrat again as a fellow student at Oklahoma State. He was my roommate.

He made sure that I was comfortable in the university campus. Both of us worked  in

the University Computer Center. We used to cook our meals; we  took many fun trips.

I’ve many unforgettable memories. Subrat  was greatly influenced by the spiritual path

I followed. I inspired him to pray everyday. I got the book, “Autobiography of a Yogi”

by Paramahamsa Yogananada  from Subrat and started following  Kriya Yoga. Much

later, Subrat too was initiated in Kriya Yoga in California. After his graduation from

Oklahoma State University,   I inherited his bicycle. He bought a second hand car and

started his long  journey to San Jose, California.  I stayed back in the Campus to
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continue my studies. Subrat was a good guitarist. He married Sunita, daughter of Dr

Somanath Mishra, the then Principal of REC,Rourkela, and settled in San Jose.

I saw him for the last time in my classmate Bandana Das ( Reena) and Priyadarshi

Babu’s house many years back. Few months after I came back he informed me about

his stroke. I thought that he would recover. But things took turns from bad to worse.

We were regularly in touch, except for almost a year when he was not able to talk over

the phone. I used to get information from Reena and Sunita Bhauja.

My learning from Gita, and strong personal conviction, tell me that there is no

death. It is just a process of change where one’s soul discards the old body to take a

new one like someone discarding a  torn dress for a new one. Yes, there is life after

death. A new journey begins for the soul!

Happy journey my friend and prayers! Let the blessings of Lord Jagannath and

Gurus be with you always!

Manoj Panda, Washington DC

“Among Subrat’s many achievements, Ahimanikya and he helped create the OSA

website in 1999 Nov after the cyclone.

I have not met him personally, I could see the enthusiasm and massive late

night design work to make the site as a window to the world.  He was bright and

extremely industrious. We lost one of our brightest,

vvvvvvvvvv
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Winners of OSA 2023 Nomination-based Awards

Distinguished Odia Award: Mrs. Kuku Das

Arun Das Memorial Kalashree Award: Ms. Bidisha Mohanty

Subrina Biswal Award for Academic Excellence: Shruthika Padhy

Youth Volunteer Award: Sanuja Das

      Winners of Meghna Memorial Awards

Junior section

#1 - Aavahan Nanda

#2 - Amrita Varshini Mahapatra

#3 - Shubhanshi Dey

Senior Section

# 1 - Sohum Mishra Sen

#2 - Haripriya Mahapatra

#3 - Sharanya Duvvuri
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OSA Publication Team Report
The OSA Publication team is responsible for bringing out two major

publications of the organization namely, Utkarsa and  Urmi. Utkarsa is the quarterly
that initially was intended to keep a record of events and happenings in the various
chapters, and aimed to build the bridge between members who were few, and lived far
in various parts of the USA and Canada.  The newsletter later added small stories and
poems and gave it a new identity.

During the term 2021-23 we were responsible for bringing out four editions
of the quarterly Utkarsa. With changing times, when information travels faster than
light, we still love to include chapter reports that mainly showcase cultural activities,
festivals, and community events. We hosted inaugural events for the journal and invited
distinguished members of the community to address the audience via Zoom. We chose
“The importance of sharing our stories’’ as the theme for this year’s Fall issue.

Sri Jnana Dash of California was the chief guest of the event. The theme for the winter
issue was “Gratitude is the attitude.” Sri Satya Patnaik, Sri Gagana Panigrahi, and Srimati
Chandra Mishra shared their stories with the audience. We heard them recounting the
journey of the early immigrants with nostalgia and enthusiasm.  Our writers are bilingual
- they write in Odia and English. The journal has strived successfully to preserve the
Odia language and helped the members take pride in their Odia heritage. What is more
encouraging for us is the participation of the younger generation -children in primary,
middle, and high school, in the Utkarsa events and sharing their experiences.  I am
grateful to Tapsasi Mahapatra for inviting young speakers and asking them to participate
in the event.

The publication team’s singular moment of pride however is its successful
initiative to honor the Odia diaspora writers and publishers at the Chicago Convention.
Grateful that our dream became a reality.

Last but not least, the editors at the publication team have worked hard for long
three-months to produce the souvenir, Urmi. Editor Tapasi Mahapatra and I spent long
hours each day to keep the journal a tastefully made error-free document. Odia script
is not fully adapted to computer writing. We tried our best to fix the omissions. I hope
the readers enjoy reading the journal.  I also thank  Sarita Mahapatra who joined our
team late as the chair of the Meghna Memorial Award Competition and handled her
responsibility efficiently. I must thank OSA President Sri Gyana Patnaik for giving us
the opportunity to serve the community. We are grateful to him for his constant support

and encouragement.

Thanking you,

Dr. Kanak Hota (OSA Publication Team)
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OSA Odia Learning Team Report

Team Members: Bigyani Das – DC (Lead), Kuku Das – CA, Suvasri Das – NY/

NJ/PA, Surya Misra – Mt. Hood, Ullasini Sahoo - South East, Sujata Patnaik – Chicago

During the first OSA fiscal year, the team organized three successful Zoom

events and brainstormed the Odia curriculum for children raised in countries outside

India, specifically in English-speaking countries such as USA and Canada.

The videos of all OOL programs are archived in the OSA video library available

through the OSA web page at

https://www.youtube.com/c/TheOdishaSocietyoftheAmericas/videos

During the second OSA fiscal year of 2022-2023, the team successfully

planned and organized two programs to engage the children in Odia language and

culture through activities including arts, videos, dramas, skits, recitations, speeches,

and Kahoot. The first program was held on Sunday, November 12, 2022, with the

celebration of Shishu Dibasa. The program started at 4 PM EST. The theme of this

gògê \òai,8 program was “Odia Language for Odia Children” (IWÿò@û _òfû I IWÿò@û bûhû).

Highlights of the program were:

1.      Videos on the Theme

2.      Drawing/Art Showcase on the Theme

3.      Kahoot: On Spoken and Written Odia Language

4.      Singing/Recitation/Passages

Certificates were presented to all the child participants and winners in the Kahoot

game.
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Due to the start of many in person activities in the community after Covid-19

was under control, the participation was low. However, the children that participated

showcased their talents as being well prepared.

The second event was Pana Sankranti on April 15, 2023; 3-5 PM EST. We

canceled other events as they were conflicting with in-person chapter activities.

The theme of the _Yû iõKâû«ò program was “Odia Rituals and Festivals, and the

association with Odia Food and Drinks” (IWÿò@û _að_aðûYú ijòZ aòùgh Lû\ý _û^úde iµKð ).
Presentations on Odisha Leaders and Panasankranti by Dallas Odia School and

Chicago Odia School were two landmark group shows during this Zoom event.

We also released the Odia Curriculum and 4 levels of testing to be certified by

OSA for Odia language proficiency.

The suggested 4 levels of certificates issued by OSA would be.

1. Level 1 (Basic Odia Certificate) – ( _âû[còK IWÿò@û iûUòð̀ òùKUþ) Complete goals for

chapters 1 and 2

2. Level 2 (Upper Primary Odia Certificate) – (Cy _âû[còK IWÿò@û iûUòð̀ òùKUþ) Complete

additional goals for chapters 3 and 4 (all goals of chapters 1-4)

3. Level 3 (Intermediate Odia Certificate) – (cû¤còK IWÿò@û iûUòð`òùKUþ) Complete

additional goals for chapters 5 and 6 (all goals of chapters 1-6)

4. Level 4 (Advanced Odia Certificate) – (@MâYú IWÿò@û iûUòð̀ òùKUþ) Complete additional

goals for chapters 7 and 8 (all goals of chapters 1-8)

The contents of various chapters were presented and discussed.
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Odia Vocabulary and Speech competitions have become regular programs during OSA

annual conventions since 2011. They will be continued as OSA events, supported by

the convention team members.

We thank the 2021-2023 OSA officials for entrusting our team on carrying

out the Odia language-related activities for increasing language awareness and its

relation to understanding Odia culture. I thank all our team members for their time,

dedication, and enthusiasm in pursuing this goal.

vvvvvvvvvv
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OSA Public Library Initiative(OPLI) Report-2023

The entire world had experienced major educational and socio-economic

challenges due to the COVID-19 pandemic year back. However, it created opportunities

to understand and realize better the acute need for Modern Public Libraries that provide

Broadband Internet and Internet-enabled community centers. The Broadband Internet

is like the oxygen of today’s world. In this context, OSA’s model public library(e-

library) in Berhampur has been proven impactful to meet the growing demand of

students as reflected by independent student feedback and the recent success story of

Berhampur e-library. Also, the potential need has been realized based on OPLI’s survey

and civil society response in the Malkangiri district. Odisha CMO’s directive to

establish ten Information & Communication Technology(ICT) enabled multi-purpose

model school libraries in the cyclone-affected area of Puri district using OSA’s prior

donation is another major milestone. The Odisha Library Network(OLN), an OPLI

initiative, has grown with many library enthusiasts across the globe.

The modern public library system has been proven to build a knowledge-based

society, enable Internet Economy, and empower people. The last two years have been

filled with many exciting OPLI activities towards OPLI’s mission of “Well-integrated

Modern Public Library System in Odisha’’.

Proposal To Govt of Odisha: Odisha Public Library Vision 2024

The following proposal to Govt of Odisha had been submitted to achieve Public Library

Vision 2024.

1. Review the inactions, and take prompt actions for implementation of

Public Library Laws/Circulars as enshrined in CM’s 5T(Timebound,

Transparency, Teamwork, Technology, Transformation) program vision

and directive in 2019.

2. Allocate the required Budget and send Directive for Fast Track

Implementation of “The Odisha Public Library Act 2001” and “2018

PR dept. Circulars on Grama Panchayat Library-cum-Edutainment

Centers under Mahatma Gandhi National Rural Employment Guarantee Act

Scheme(MGNREGAS)” by 2024, before the elections, all across Odisha

3. Make provisions to ensure the following basic library services are

provided
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    3.1. Computer/Internet Room with multiple PCs

    3.2. Audio-Video-Internet Enabled Community Center/Seminar Room

    3.3. Reading Room

4. Library automation for better management of the library and collection

of statistics    4.1. Library Automation via National Informatics Centre’s

e-granthalaya software

    4.2. Centralized performance monitoring of public libraries using software

Dashboard

5. Bring all public libraries Under One Umbrella for effective

management, ownership,  accountability of all public libraries, and cost

reduction. ( Libraries currently operate under Culture, Panchayat Raj,

Information & Public Relations, Urban Dev. dept.)

6. Make provisions for Annual Funding from the State Budget, CSR,

Mineral Fund, and MLALAD to invest in Modern Public Library

Infrastructure to meet the 21st century needs

7. Make provisions to have Local Civil Society members as part of library

management and decision-making process to make the libraries more people/

users driven.

8. Make provisions to have our universities produce enough Skilled

Professionals to meet the demand of 21st-century public library needs

9. Make provisions to Bring Public Awareness of the benefits of modern

public libraries at the grass root level.

10. Bring Modern Public Library Experts of International/National

repute with proven track records for consultation/actions in building Internet-

enabled modern public library infrastructure

11. Make provisions to have Internet-enabled modern public libraries

established in every Grama Panchayat(GP) with the objective to achieve the

United Nations(UN) Sustainable Development Goals(SDGs) to eradicate

Poverty

12. Establish “Mo-Library” programs like “Mo-School/Mo-College” for

people’s contribution
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It may be noted that during the welcome address of the 2021 OSA convention,

the then President OSA Mrs Kuku Das appealed to CM Sri Naveen Patnaik for Odisha

Public Library Vision 2024.

Odisha Library Network(OLN)

A global virtual group of library enthusiasts/supporters was created by OPLI in 2018

and has around 440 members across the globe to advocate, promote and support modern

public library infrastructure in Odisha. The OLN members meet on the first Sunday of

each month at 10:00 AM EST via Zoom call. The OLN members have decided to

follow three prong approaches to achieve Public Library Vision 2024.

1. Top Down Approach( Influence/Follow Up Key Policy Makers )

In May/June 2023, several members of OLN visited Chief Secretary Sri Pradeep Jena,

Chief Advisor to CM Sri Balakrishna, Additional Secretary PR, Principal Secretary

Culture Shri Satyabrat Sahu, Secretary Mo-Parivar/Director Culture Sri Dillip Routroy,

and former higher education minister Sri Rohit Pujari. A grievance was filed in the

secretariat on public library development in Odisha. It may be noted every Monday

there is a public grievance day in the secretariat and there is a public grievance day in

every district. Lead OLN members in Odisha also shared the “Odisha Public Library

Vision 2024” proposal with Govt of Odisha officials in May/June 2023.

2. Bottom-Up Approach( Influence Civil Society and Potential Library Users )

    OLN volunteers took responsibility to establish User Groups in 11 districts of

Odisha with the intent to build user demand at the grass root.

3. Public Awareness( Influence via Social Media/Print Media/Electronic Media

campaign )

3.1 Print Media:

A few articles on Public Library Development were published by OLN members in

print media.

3.2 Social Media:

The OLN members have been using Twitter with the following hashtags to promote

public library development in Odisha. Ref. https://tinyurl.com/OPLV2024

3.3 Exhibits on Odisha Public Library Vision 2024

“Odisha Public Library Vision 2024” exhibits were organized by OSA volunteers in

major chapter events in the Odisha Society of New England(OSNE) and also during

the OSA convention in Sacramento, CA. Former Higher Education Minister Dr. Arun
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Sahoo, Mo College Chair Sri Akash DasNayak, Principal Secretary Finance Sri Vishal

Dev, Odia Cine Star Sri Sabyasachi Mishra, Odia Cine Star Mrs. Archita Sahu had been

appraised on OSA’s Public Library Initiatives during their visit to USA.

Success Story of Berhampur Model Public Library(e-library)

There was lots of

pessimism when the OSA’s

Berhampur model public library

was proposed and in the planning

phase. People were skeptical

about the use of the said library

in today’s world. In a public

library open house in Bakul

Library, Bhubaneswar in Dec

2015, a few renowned

educationists expressed their

deep concerns about the decay of

library culture in premier

universities of Odisha like Utkal University and Ravenshaw University.

In contrast, we have

witnessed a growing demand for

library facilities in Berhampur e-

library since it was operational

in 2018. Due to strong user

demand, the local administration

increased daily library hours,

reduced holidays, and became

relatively flexible on covid

restrictions to support the

students when the situation

improved. In addition, the administration had to build a new state-of-art library building

in 2021 with a capacity of around 180 students to the existing e-library facility to

address the ongoing student demand and reduce wait time in the e-library.
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Though many students benefited from this library, the success story of Sri

Durgaprasad Adhikari( 162 rank in UPSC) is noteworthy. Sri Adhikari had cracked

one of the toughest examinations(IAS) in India and lauded the new e-library for his

success. There were 50 students who got jobs this year 2023 using the e-library and

every day ~150 visit the library. This encouraged the BeMC commissioner, Sri J.

Sonal, to increase the capacity with 200 additional seats and add an Aahar Kendra to

help the job aspirants/youth in the near future. This is now a proven and promising

model that can be followed all across Odisha to realize the dreams, and aspirations of

people in any corner of Odisha. You may refer to the video for more details

https://tinyurl.com/BUML-story-01

ICT Enabled Model School Libraries

in the Cyclone FANI Affected Area

In June 2019, the OSA EC had taken a

decision to support the public schools

in the cyclone FANI-affected area of the

Puri district under the Mo School

Scheme after consultation with the state

Mo School administration. Since the

“Mo School” program was unable to

accept the OSA funds directly due to

logistics issues, OSA sent its initial

donation to the Chief Minister Relief

Fund (CMRF). The OPLI team had

proposed and had actively pursued

redirecting the CMRF towards establishing the Model School Libraries under the Mo

School Matching program. OPLI team recommended that the donated Rs. 50 Lakhs

along with additional matching contributions of Rs. 1.0 crore from GoO, can be utilized

in establishing ten Information & Communication Technology (ICT) enabled multi-

purpose model school libraries equipped with a Computer Room, a Reading Room,

and an audio-video-internet enabled Conference Room in the FANI-affected area of

Puri district. The model school libraries would potentially inspire others to replicate

this model in other parts of the state. Key officials from Govt of Odisha involved

were former Chief Secretary Sri Aditya Padhi, Chief Secretary Sri Suresh Mohapatra,

ACS Sri Rajesh Verma, the then Mo School Chairperson Dr. Susmita Mohanty, the-

then Principal Secretary, Mass Education Shri PK Mohapatra, Advisor to CM
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Sri Balakrishna, current Mo

School chair Mrs. Susmita Bagchi,

Special Secretary to Govt Sri

Manoj Kumar Mohanty.

Malkangiri Library Initiative

Malkangiri was named one

of the most backward districts in

India, known as the Maoist

stronghold place in Odisha, and

with a very poor literacy rate( 50%

male and 35% female literacy) as

per the last census. The OPLI members had taken the initiative to promote, and advocate

for establishing modern public libraries in the Malkangiri district. A Zoom video

conference was organized on 6th April 2022 with support from the “Bada Didi” team,

an organization comprising

around 50 tribal girls, and was

supported by many civil society

members, writers, and

educationists. An information

session was conducted on modern

public libraries and the OSA

Library Model. OPLI surveyed

1200+ participants with regard to

user demand.  During my visit to

Malkangiri district on 31st May

2022, I had the opportunity to discuss with Collector Vishal Singh, Sub-collector

Akshay Kumar Khemudu, BDO, Kalimela Block Uma Shankar Dalai, Project

Administrator(PA) Integrated Tribal Development Agency(ITDA) Trinath Majhi,

Tahsildar Kalimela, Durga Prasad Dora, Assistant collector, Snigdha Choudhary, District

Employment Officer Manas Sethi, Asst. Project Director(APD), District Rural

Development Agency(DRDA) Himansu Maharana, APD DRDA-finance Manas Mishra,

MLA Malkangiri Aditya Madhi, Malkangiri Block BDO Ajay Kumar Pradhan,

Headmaster Kalimela Govt 5T Highschool Jagabandhu Satrusally, principal women’s

college Dushmanta Kumar Jena, Social activist Bikash Kumar Mishra, Writer

Dhananjay Bhumia, Piramal foundation fellow Balaram Samal, and Civil society
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member/reporter Mukunda

Nayak and Jayanti Buruda, the

lead volunteer of “Bada Didi”.

The GP library in Kalimela

block was established within 7

months after my visit. The GP

library in Khairput and other

blocks are in progress. The

district library will be

operational in June 2023. On 29th April, we had a webinar with BDO Khairput Sri

Hrudanand Sahoo, BDO Podia Sri Rama Krishna Nayak, District Employment officer

Sri Manaswi Sethi along with local civil society members Chandara Sekhar Nayak,

Ajit Madkami.

OSA Seminars

53rd OSA Annual Convention OPLI Seminar

During the 53rd OSA annual convention in Sacramento, CA, the panelists for the OPLI

seminar were culture Minister, Sri Ashwini Patra, Principal Secretary Culture

Sri Madhusudan Padhy, Panchayat Raj Principal Secretary Sri Ashok Meena,

Electronics & Information Technology principal Secretary Sri Manoj Mishra.

52nd OSA Annual Convention OPLI Seminar

During 52nd OSA annual convention in Houston, Texas, OPLI seminar was in

hybrid mode. While addressing on the topic on “Fast Track Implementation of Odisha

Public Library Rules across all Districts and GPs”, Jyoti Prakash Panigrahi, Minister

Culture, said the Directorate of Public Libraries would be operational in 2 months.

He would pursue a convergence scheme of all public libraries in the state under one

umbrella. He said “E-library concept will have meaningful results for Odisha”. He

shared that the state library had been digitized already and there is a plan to have

e-libraries in all districts in two years.

Tusharkanti Behera, Minister Electronics & Information Technology(IT), while

speaking on the topic “Broadband connectivity and access to ICT Enabled Public Library

by Every Household”, shared the CM Shri Naveen Pattnaik’s dream to have Internet

for all. He said, 22541 Km out of 27610 Km Optical Fiber Network has been built.

Broadband connectivity to the remaining 84 blocks, 2500 GPs will be completed by

Aug 2021 as part of BharatNet Phase-II program. 268 GPs in Puri district received
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5 lakhs under MGNREGA scheme to build rural libraries. The minister himself

contributed 20 lakhs for the library in Kakatpur, Puri. He said five institutions including

public libraries can get free broadband connection in every GP. He will also explore

convergence schemes at Block/District level to support librarians and computer

operators to manage the public libraries. University digital contents can be accessible

to public libraries free of cost with support from NIC. Coaching Center journals can

be available to students as well.

All 14 universities have broadband

connectivity as per the center’s

National Knowledge Network

scheme.

Manoj Mishra, Secretary,

Electronics & Information

Technology (IT) shared the

current developments in Odisha in

the IT sector while addressing on

the topic “Building State-of-the-

art Digital Infrastructure in

Supporting Public Education/

Libraries”. He appreciated OSA’s

effort and said OSA Public Library

Initiative is a positive pressure

group for the Govt and think tank

in America for Odisha

development. Odisha Public Library Vision 2024 is a feasible solution, and it is

happening. The second largest data center with 40 racks will be operational in 6-8

months. 150 crores have already been funded for the data center. PR department thru

15th finance commission allocated to build 4 supporting data centers (20-25 racks)

across the state to reduce the lag in the communication. The Govt. plans to have the

Internet in all 50, 000 villages in 3-5 years. Secretariat staff are working remotely

during COVID-19 with 4000 VPNs. He said 18% of GPs do not have any mobile

network. GoO is actively working with central Govt. to provide 2000 towers for

building 4G/5G mobile networks. GoO is providing significant subsidies to tower

manufacturers and network providers to build the mobile network. In the near future,

5G technology will address the broadband connectivity challenges in remote areas.
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GoO is working with the University of Chicago on UNICODEs for searchable digital

content instead of pdf format digital content. Odisha Virtual Academy (OVA ) web

portal has digitized 2300 out of 4500 books, 1300 manuscripts, and provides support

for 6 languages. OVA will continue to enhance the platform to provide digital contents

like audio books, video, e-books, and textbooks for high-school students. GoO will

take necessary steps to provide a high quality digital platform in response to questions

about having a world-class digital platform like other leading libraries like Boston

Public Library, USA.

Late Dr Basant Parida

The OPLI team lost its board member, advisor late Dr Basant Parida who was a great

advocate of modern public libraries in Odisha, an accomplished academician, a global

researcher in aeronautical engineering, a spirituality practitioner, and passionate in

community service. His demise is a major loss to OPLI, the broader society in India,

USA and beyond.

Impact & Possibilities:

The growing user demand and recent success story of Berhampur Model Public

Library (e-library) have proven the immense need of modern public libraries in today’s

digital world. It will set a rich legacy in the library movement in Odisha and will inspire

it to be replicated in other parts of Odisha/India. The OSA model public library project,

the model school library project reflect great collaboration of OSA and Govt of

Odisha(GoO), and implementation of ideas at grassroot level for a better Odisha. This

is a great testimony on how NROs contribution to Chief Minister’s Relief

Fund(CMRF) could multiply, scale and be impactful towards development of Odisha

and set a great precedent for the future OSA efforts. These projects have created

opportunities for OSA to be a key contributor and take a leading role in the library

movement in Odisha. With persistent collective effort, the existing support system in

Govt of Odisha, the Odisha Library Network(OLN), the supporters/well-wishers, the

establishment of a Well-integrated modern public library system in Odisha will not

be too far. Also what could be a better way for the non-resident Odias(NRO)s, the

modern day “Sadhabas”, in North America to be connected with the root, contribute,

exchange ideas and experiences ?
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OSA Women’s Empowerment Group (OWE) ‘s report

from July 2022 to July 2023

After a successful OWE seminarat the OSA convention in California titled

Modern Odia Family, the OWE team hosted several informative and interactive

webinars on various topics.

(1) Information session on a Nursing Student Assistance Program by SEEDS

(Sustainable Economic and Educational Development Society)

September 25th, 2022

On September 25th, 2022:The OWE team hosted an information session about

a SEEDS Nursing Student Assistantship Program in Odisha. Mrs. Mamata Misra,

President of the SEEDS Board, and Mr. Subhas Chandra Choudhury, Chair of SEEDS

India Trust, attended the session. OSA members had an opportunity to learn and ask

questions about this SEEDS healthcare/education project that aims to empower 100

young women to complete nursing school in Odisha. Through interviews and screening,

these women are carefully selected from lower and lower-middle-class families in

rural and semi-urban areas around Bhubaneswar. This financial aid supplements their

income, enabling them to complete nursing training (3 years), which in turn empowers

them to find gainful employment in the healthcare sector where there is a shortage of

trained nurses.

There was a presentation followed by a Q&A session. The webinar was

interactive, and several attendeesdonated to this noble cause. Due to the continued

interest of OSA members, SEEDS has shared a FAQ and a progress report on this

program and how it has helped many needy women complete their nursing school

education.https://seedsnet.org/donate/

The direct link to the video on the OSA channel:

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Jr4_D_kapxg

(2) OWE meeting on September 29th, 2022

Sujata Patnaik held An OWE team meeting on September 29th of 2022to

gather topics for the upcoming seminars.
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Lisa Das listed several great topics suggested by the team (see below).

1. Women’s involvement in finance, gain knowledge on 529 college saving plans,

retirementplans, Will/ trust, equity, 401k plans, etc.

2.   How to start a small business from home.

3. Odia women taking leadership roles in government and politics.

4. Senior assistance series to address.

a. How to handle depression and loneliness.

b.  Handle grief

c.  How to have better relationships with grandchildren and bridge the gap

d. How to get trained with current technology and smartphones.

5. Form a crisis assistance group tohandle immediate distress and contact the local

chapter for further assistance.   This

group will comprise physicians,

attorneys, Psychologists /

counselors, and immigration

personnel. They can form subgroups

if needed.

(3) Financial Seminar on

December 11th, 2022

OWE hosted Paritosh Rajora

from Prudential to present Basics of

Savings and Investments- a financial

seminar. It was an informative

seminar where Mr. Rajora answered

many questions about personal

finances.

The seminar was not

recorded, but Mr. Rajora provided his

contact information for people to

contact him if they needed to.
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(4) Caring for the Caregiver seminar on April 16th, 2023

The OSA Women’s Empowerment Forum (OWE) team hosteda “Caring for

the Caregiver” seminar on April 16th of 2023. This seminar discussed effective ways

to support our community members who provide long-term care to family members-

a spouse, a child with special needs, or a parent. The Caregiver’s needs often take a

backseat resulting in very high rates of burnout- which is detrimental to both the

Caregiver and their charge.

The link to the seminar is given below,

https://youtu.be/wdkU-Rj7oVk

This was a very interactive and well-attended webinar led by Dr. Rajashree

Mohanty with Ullasini Sahoo describing their stories as caregivers. Lisa Das and

Chandra Misra provided valuable insights as panelists through valuable insights from

their jobs in the healthcare field.

Please note that this was the first of the series; your support and input will be of prime

importance to us. We would like to hear from all of you regarding topics relating to

caregivers that you would like included in our future seminars.

Coming soon!

A new version of the Modern Odia Family seminar will be part of the

Convention on July 7th at 6:30 PM. Please attend if you are coming to the OSA

convention!

·  
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OSA Spiritual Forum (OSF) has been created by the OSA EC with a mission and vision to

enhance spiritual awareness among general members of OSA. It is a humble effort by OSA

to bring peace and emotional equilibrium among OSA members through spiritual awareness. The

sessions are available free of cost to all members. Volunteers of OSF have hosted spiritual

webinars over Zoom addressed by renowned spiritual speakers once every month. All webinars

are followed by Q&A sessions to get our viewers’ doubts and specific inquiries clarified. The

sessions are recorded and available to be accessed from OSA YouTube Channel. Keeping an

eye on member’s preference of WhatsApp messaging, interested participants are kept apprised

of activities of OSF by creating a WhatsApp group (titled “OSA Spiritual Forum”). OSF plans

to continue inviting reputed speakers who will deliver in webinars on topics with practical as

well as spiritual relevance to our members. Here is the list of webinars hosted by the OSA

Spiritual Forum (OSF).

OSA Spiritual Forum
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Our best wishes for the 54th Convention of the OSA 
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                   - Swami Chinmayananda 
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Salil Mishra and Kanak Hota



Compliments from 
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It is with great pleasure and pride that I extend my warmest compliments to every one of 
you gathered here today. Let us celebrate the spirit of unity and cooperation that defines this 
convention. May the connections made here be long lasting and may the knowledge shared 

spark inspiration and drive positive change in our respective spheres of influence. As we navigate 
the dynamic landscape of today’s world, let this convention be a beacon of hope and optimism, 

reminding us of our collective capacity to create a brighter future. Together, we have the 
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compliments to each one of you. May this convention be a resounding success, filled with 
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essence we are ONE! May we never forget this!

Thank you and enjoy the convention!
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