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ଯ��ସାମୃଷେଭା ବିଶ�ରୂପଃ | 

ଛେ�ାେଭ୍ୟା ଅ�ମୃତା�ଂବଭୂବ | 
ସ େମେ�ା େମଧୟା �େୃଣାତୁ | 

ଅମୃତସ୍ୟ େଦବଧାରେଣା ଭୂୟାସମ୍ | 
ଶରୀରଂ େମ ବିଚଷର୍ଣମ୍ | 
ଜିହ�ା େମ ମଧୁମ�ମା | 

କଣର୍ାଭ୍ୟାଂ ଭୂରି ବିଶ�ବମ୍ | 
��ଣଃ େକାେଶାସି େମଧୟା ପିହିତଃ | 

ଶ�ତଂ େମ େଗାପାୟ  ||1.4.1|| 
 

May He the supreme among all Vedas, 
Who assumes all forms, born from the immortal Vedas 

May that Lord Indra cheer me with wisdom 
O God, may I be the possessor of immortality! 

May my body be fit 
May my tongue be sweet 

May I hear abundantly with my ears. 
Thou art the sheath of Brahman, concealed by intelligence. 

Guard for me what I have learnt. 
 

(Taittiriya Upanishad – Chapter 1, Section 4) 
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ବେ� ଉ�ଳ ଜନନୀ 
Bande Utkala Janani (Odisha State Anthem) 

Bande Utkala Janani is an Odia patriotic poem written by Laxmikanta Mohapatra. Odisha Cabinet 
accorded State Anthem status to this poem on Sunday, June 7, 2020. More information can be 
found at http://odishaculture.in/breaking_news/bande-utkala-janani-accorded-state-anthem-status/ 
and https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bande_Utkala_Janani including the history in detail and the 
meaning of the song. Long before Odisha considered the song as the state anthem, OSA had 
adopted it as the anthem in spirit, and for many years has used it as the opening song during its 
various cultural and discussion events both in chapter as well as national arena. 

ବେ� ଉ�ଳ ଜନନୀ 
ଚାରୁ ହାସମୟୀ ଚାରୁ ଭାଷମୟୀ 
ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ । 

 
ପୂତ-ପେୟାଧି-ବିେଧୗତ-ଶରୀରା 

ତାଳତମାଳ-ସୁେଶାଭିତ-ତୀରା 
ଶୁ�ତଟିନୀକୂଳ-ଶୀକର-ସମୀରା 

ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ । 
 

ଘନ ଘନ ବନଭୂମି ରାଜିତ ଅେ� 
ନୀଳ ଭୂଧରମାଳା ସାେଜ ତରେ� 
କଳ କଳ ମୁଖରିତ ଚାରୁ ବିହେ� 

ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ । 
 

ସୁ�ରଶାଳି-ସୁେଶାଭିତ-େ��ା 
�ାନବି�ାନ-�ଦଶ�ତ-େନ�ା 

େଯାଗୀଋଷିଗଣ-ଉଟଜ-ପବି�ା 
ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ । 

ସୁ�ର ମ�ିର ମ�ିତ-େଦଶା 
ଚାରୁକଳାବଳି-େଶାଭିତ-େବଶା 
ପୁଣ୍ୟ ତୀଥର୍ଚୟ-ପୂ�ର୍-�େଦଶା 
ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ । 
 
ଉ�ଳ ସୁରବର-ଦପ�ତ-େଗହା 
ଅରିକୁଳ-େଶାଣିତ-ଚ��ତ-େଦହା 
ବି�ଭୂମ�ଳ-କୃତବର-େ�ହା 
ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ । 
 
କବିକୁଳେମୗଳି ସୁନ�ନ-ବ�୍ୟା 
ଭୁବନବିେଘାଷିତ-କୀ��ଅନି�୍ୟା 
ଧେନ୍ୟ, ପୁେଣ୍ୟ, ଚିରଶରେଣ୍ୟ 
ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ, ଜନନୀ 

 

http://odishaculture.in/breaking_news/bande-utkala-janani-accorded-state-anthem-status/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bande_Utkala_Janani
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କବିବର ରାଧାନାଥ ରାୟ (୧୮୪୮-୧୯୦୮) 

 

ସେବର୍ଷାଂ େନା ଜନନୀ ଭାରତ 
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ସଂଯୁକ୍ତ ରୁହ 

Stay United 
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ତାହାରି ଲତା ତାହାରି ବଣ 
ତା ଗାଈଗଗାଠ ମୁରଲୀ ସ୍ୱନ 
ଫସଲ କଟା ମଧୁର ଗାନ 
                 ସକଳ ଗମାର ସାହାଟି 
                 ଗ ାଟ ଗମାର ଗାଆଟିଁ ାା 
               - ସଚି୍ଚଦାନ ନ୍ଦ ରାଉତରାୟ 
 
 
ଉତ୍କଳ ଜନନୀ ଅ ନି୍ତ ଚାହିଁ 
କର କି ି କାର୍ଯ୍ୟ ଗୋକଙ୍କ ପାଇ ଁ
ପ ଘୁଞ୍ଚା ଗେଗଲ କାର୍ଯ୍ୟ ସାଧଗନ 
କିବା ପ୍ରଗ ାଜନ ଗସହି ଜୀବଗନ ାା 

- ଫକୀରମ ାହନ ମସନାପତି 
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The Cover 
We are in a very interesting phase of life, perhaps at a very important crossroad of time in the 

human history. The invisible SARS CoV-2 virus has brought human life to a standstill. It has 

provided untold challenges to many, individually as well as collectively. At the same time, it has 

presented opportunities for introspection and improvement for those willing to adapt. The Odisha 

Society of the Americas had made excellent effort to adapt to the difficult situation presented to 

the North American Odia community by entering a new digital era to stay united and stay strong!  

The cover art is a reflection of the eternal hope and aspiration that drives human spirit, 

symbolized by the candle dispelling the darkness that is temporarily brought by the calamitous 

zoonotic virus. The cycle of high and low, good and evil, and darkness and light are the nature of 

life. This stressful time too will pass. Stay united, stay strong – and let the bright light of positivity 

uplift your spirits. Capturing this theme of hope and optimism, the cover art was painted in oil and 

digitally assembled by Anika Satapathy, a rising senior at River Hill High School, MD, with 

guidance and encouragement from Gagan Panigrahi.  

Editorial Board, Urmi – 2020 
 

   

 

The artist for the inside front cover and the filler arts is Gagan Panigrahi, and the artist for the 

chapter front pages is Tina Satapathy.  

 

Gagan Panigrahi 

 

Satya Pattanaik 

 

Sikhanda Satapathy 

 

Bigyani Das  

 

Bibek Das  

 

Anika Satapathy 
(Cover artist)   
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About Urmi

 
Urmi is the annual souvenir of The Odisha Society of the Americas (OSA.) This is published 

every year to commemorate the annual convention that is held during the 4th of July weekend. 
The name "Urmi" for this annual publication/souvenir was selected in 2014. This year’s souvenir 
is special due to the situation created by COVID-19 pandemic and the unprecedented nature of 
this publication. The convention was held virtually through zoom during July 3-5, 2020. During 
such time of uncertainty, the decision to publish Urmi came after the convention. 

The theme of this year’s virtual convention was kept stay united/ stay strong. As the pandemic 
has affected millions of people worldwide, in this time of distress, the above theme gives an 
inspiring message to stay optimistic. With that message in mind, we have named our seven 
sections of the souvenir.  

The first section contains information about OSA administration and messages from OSA 
officials. We have named this section "Stay united" (Sanjukta ruha). OSA unites its members 
under one umbrella. The unity becomes the strength, the inspiration and helps to find the needed 
fellowship and friendship during this type of distress.  

The second section is focused on the second part of this year's theme, "Stay Strong" 
(Sashakta ruha). During this time, we need as much of mental strength as we need physical 
strength since both are related. In this section, the editorial committee members have shared their 
stories of this covid-19 time. This is the story of mostly everybody, lockdown, social distancing, 
masks, fear, and faith. Hope this will introduce you with the editorial team members better.  

The third section contains writings from our younger OSA members. We have named this 
section, "Stay Engaged" (Samrukta ruha). The younger generation is going through unthinkable 
experiences like virtual learning through technology, from their home through a computer screen. 
The graduates missed the celebration. OSA has tried to engage the youth through several of its 
youth initiatives through zoom. We are happy to present the creativity of some of our OSA youths 
through their writing and art. 

The fourth section is the Odia section. We have named this section "Stay Content" (Santrupta 
ruha). Mother tongue is a symbol of our identity and dignity. It feels so good when we hear our 
language, read our language, and write and share. The contentment of being engaged in the 
language has no bounds. Throughout the pandemic period from March 2020, our community has 
stayed engaged with Odia language through poetry reading, creative writing and sharing of 
thoughts in our own language through various other mediums such as WhatsApp and Facebook.  

The fifth section contains writings from our OSA thinkers, philosophers, and poets. We have 
named this section, "Stay Aware/Informed" (Sacheta ruha). We must be aware of our 
circumstances, be informed of the guidelines provided by the center for disease control (CDC) 
and the local and national authorities. Awareness will make us take wise decisions during critical 
times. 

The sixth section is for those people that are no more. We have named this section “Stay 
Renunciated” (Sannyasta ruha). Attachment brings us misery. Renunciation gives us pure 
happiness. The covid-19 situation has taught us many lessons. This lesson is one of them.  

The seventh or the last section is the section on important OSA information, activity reports, 
chapter reports, new members, and the financial status. We have named this section "Stay 
Empathetic" (Sadaya ruha). Let us take a moment to think about others, to be kind and 
empathetic. During this pandemic period, many have lost lives and livelihoods. OSA officials and 
OSA members have tried and are trying to make a difference in their own way.
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OSA Administration (2019-2021) 

 

OSA National Executives & Staff Members 

Position Name Email 

President Kuku Das president@odishasociety.org 

Vice President Anil Patnaik vicepresident@odishasociety.org 

Secretary Vivek Das secretary@odishasociety.org 

Treasurer Utkal Nayak treasurer@odishasociety.org 

Editors Babru Samal 
Nagesh Rajanala 
Prasanta K. Bhunya (2019-2020) 
Snigdha Hota (from 2020) 

editors@odishasociety.org 

Web Administration Bikash Panda webmaster@odishasociety.org 

Past President Lalatendu Mohanty ipp@odishasociety.org 

 
Chapter Presidents in the OSA Board of Governors  

Chapter Name Chapter Head Email Phone Start Date 

Canada Sunanda 
Panda 

drsunanda.panda@gmail.com (647) 838-9884 Jun 2016 

California Sarita Jagatjita saritaj@gmail.com (408) 507-0178 May 2019 

Chicago Anil Pattnaik anil.k.pattnaik@gmail.com (630) 677-3951 Jan 2020 

Grand Canyon 
Chapter 

Inactive Inactive Inactive Inactive 

Maryland – Virginia Inactive Inactive Inactive Inactive 

Michigan Arun Tripathy ourosa@gmail.com (734) 417-1756 Sep 2019 

Minnesota/North-
west 

Sarita Patnaik patnaik_sarita@comcast.net (763) 439-6368 Oct 2019 

MT. Hood Satya Nanda satyaprakashnanda@gmail.com (971) 263-5259 Apr 2019 

New England Debadutta 
(Bunu) Behera 

dsbehera@hotmail.com (978) 490-5978 Sep 2019 

New York-New 
Jersey 

Bijaya Mohanty president@nynj.odishasociety.org (609)638-7437 Jan 2020 

Ohio Deepak Sahoo osa-oh@odishasociety.org (440) 867-6358 Nov 2018 

Ozark (central) Inactive Inactive Inactive Inactive 

Rocky Mountain Sanjib Bisoyi sanjib.bisoyi@gmail.com (480) 414-0013 Sep 2019 

Seattle Amulya Das amulyakdas@hotmail.com (427) 754-5030 Feb 2016 

South East Amitabh Misro Amitabh.misro@gmail.com (919) 799-0101 Jul 2018 

Southern Prabhat Nalini 
Patnaik 

nalinik@bellsouth.net (615) 367-4273 Jun 2017 

South-West Swaroop 
Panda 

swpanda7@gmail.com (832) 508-0037 Jan 2018 

Washington, DC Maushumi 
Patnayak 

maushumi_p@hotmail.com (301) 263-4876 July 2020 
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OSA Committees, 2019-2021 

Committee Members 

Higher Education 
Dr. Anil Patnaik 

Dr. Durga Mishra 
Dr. Chitta Baral 

Awards 

Sabita Panigrahi (Chair) 
Anjana Chowdhury 

Sujata Patnaik 
Dr. Anil Patnaik (Ex-officio member) 

Finance 

Utkal Nayak (Treasurer) 
Prashanta Ranabijuli 

Niranjan Pati 
Siddharth Behera 

Grievance Handling 
Gyana Patnaik 
Leena Mishra 

Gopal Mohapatra 

OSA Library 

Nishikanta Sahoo (Chair) 
Dr. Ajay Mohanty (Co-Chair) 

Sandip K. Dasverma 
Sushant Satpathy 

Lalatendu Mohanty 
Nalini Pattnaik 

Prasanta Bhuyan 
Dr. Basant Parida 

OSAnet Moderation 
Prashant Padhy 

Sunil Sabat 

2021 Election Committee 
Prashanta Ranabijuli (Chair) 

Bimal Rath 
Santanu Das 

Health and Wellness Group Dr. Devashish Ray (Chair) 
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ଓସା ମେସିମେଣ୍ଟ  ଙ୍କ ବାର୍ତ୍ତା  

ନମସ୍କାର। ଜୁୋଇ ୩-୫ ତାରିଖଗର ସମାହିତ ଓସାର ଏକାବନତମ ବାରି୍ଷକ ଭରଚୁଆଲ ସମାରୋହ ଏବଂ 
ଆଗାମୀ ବାରି୍ଷକ ପତ୍ରିକା ଊମିର ଉରନମାଚନ ଉପଲରେ ଆପଣ ସମସ୍ତଙୁ୍କ ହାରି୍ଦ୍ଦକ ସ୍ୱାଗତ କରୁଛି । ପ୍ରଥମତଃ ଏଭଳି 
ଏକ ପରିସି୍ଥତିରର ଏହି ଗୁରୁଭାରକୁ ଗସ୍ୱଚ୍ଛାକୃତ ଭାଗବ ଗ୍ରହଣ କରି ତା’ର ସମ୍ପାଦନା ସୁଚାରୁରୂରପ କରିଥିବାରୁ ଊମିର 
ସମ୍ପାଦକ ମଣ୍ଡଳୀଙୁ୍କ ରମାର ଆନ୍ତରିକ ଧନୟବାଦ ଜଣାଉଛି । 

ଦୁଇହଜାରରକାଡିଏର ଏହି ସମାରୋହଟି ଓସା ଇତିହାସରର ଲିପିବଦ୍ଧ ରହାଇ ରହିବ ଏଥିରର ତିରଳ ମାତ୍ର 
ସରେହ ନାହିଁ । ନୂଆ ବର୍ଷଷ ଆରମ୍ଭ ରହାଇଥିଲା ବହୁ ଆଶା ଓ ସ୍ୱପନକୁ ରନଇ।  ବହୁତ କିଛି କରିବାର ର ାଜନା ଓ 
ଆର ାଜନ ମଧ୍ୟ ଚାଲିଥିଲା । ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କ ମନରର ଥିଲା ଦ୍ଵନ୍ଦ୍ୱ  । କିନ୍ତୁ ବିଧିର ବିଧାନ ଥିଲା ଅଲଗା । କଥାରର ଅଛି ମନ ଥିରଲ ଉପା  ବରଳ 
ବରଳ ଆରସ । ଏଭଳି ଏକ ଘଡିସନି୍ଧ ମୁହୂର୍ତ୍ଷରର ଓସାର ସଭ୍ୟମାଗନ େୂଗରଇ  ିବା ବଦଳରର ଆହୁରି ନିକରଟଇ ଆସିରଲ । ଓସା ପରିବାରର 
ସମ୍ପକଷ ନିବିଡ ରହଲା ।   

ଚାଲନ୍ତୁ ସମ ଚକ୍ରରର ରଗାଟିଏ ବର୍ଷଷ ପଛକୁ  ିବା । ଏକ ଭବୟ ସମାରୋହ ଭିତରର ଆର ାଜନ ରହଇଥିଲା ଓସାର ପଚାଶତମ ଜନମ ବାରି୍ଷକୀ 
। ପଚାଶ ବର୍ଷଷ ଚାଲି ାଇଛି, ଆଗତ ପଚାଶ ବର୍ଷଷର ଆରମ୍ଭ । ଓସାର ପଚାଶ ବର୍ଷଷର ଇତିହାସକୁ ରୋମନ୍ଥନ କରିବାର ସମ  । କଣ ପାଇରଛ 
ଆଉ କଣ ହରଜଇରଛ । ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କ ମନରର ନୂତନ ଆଶା, କିଛି ନୂଆ କରିବାର ଆଗ୍ରହ ।  ତିନିଜଣ ସହକମଷୀଙ୍କ ସହିତ ମିଶି ୋ ିତ୍ୱ ଗ୍ରହଣ 
କଲି । ଏହି  ାତ୍ରାରର ଆଗକୁ  ିବାକୁ ସମବଳ ଥିଲା ଅସୁମାରୀ ସ୍ୱପନ, ଓସା ଅନୁଷ୍ଠାନ ପାଇ ଁକିଛି କରିବାର ଅଦମୟ ଇଛା, ଆଉ ଦୃଢ ମରନାବଳ 
। ସମ୍ପକଷ, ସଂସ୍କତିୃ ଓ ସଂହତିକୁ ଆଖିରର ରଖି ଆରମ ଆମର ମୂଳ ମନ୍ତ୍ର ରଖିଲୁ ତାଳରମଳ, ପ୍ର ୁକି୍ତ ଓ ସଶକି୍ତକରଣ ।  

ଆଜି ତିନିଶହପଞ୍ଚଷଠି ଦିନର ଏ  ାତ୍ରା ପରର କିଛିପାଦ ଆଗକୁ ଆସିଛୁ ତ ନିଶ୍ଚ । ସଂଗର୍ଯାଗ, ପ୍ରସାରଣ, ରୁ୍ଯବ ସମୃ୍ପକି୍ତ (Connect, 

Outreach, Youth Engagement) ଆଉ ଓସା ୨.୦ (OSA 2.0) ଜରିଆରର ଲେସ୍ଥଳୀରର ପହଞି୍ଚବାରର ସେମ ଗହାଇ ୁ ।  
“ସଂଗର୍ଯାଗ”  ମାଧ୍ୟମରର ଓସାର ବରିଷ୍ଠ ସଦସୟ ମାନଙ୍କ ସାଥିରର ସମ୍ପକଷକୁ ମରନ ପରକଇଛୁ । ର ଉ ଁମାନଙ୍କ ପରିଶ୍ରମରର ଓସା ଆଜି ପଚାଶ 
ବର୍ଷଷରର ପହଞି୍ଚଛି, ତାଙ୍କ ସ୍ମୃତିଚାରଣ କରି ତାଙୁ୍କ କୃତଜ୍ଞତା ଜରଣଇଛୁ । ତାଙ୍କରି ପାଖରୁ ଏ ଅନୁଷ୍ଠାନର ଇତିହାସକୁ ଜାଣି ତାକୁ ଆମର ଦି୍ଵତୀ  
ପିଢି ପାଖରର ପହରଞ୍ଚଇବାର ପ୍ର ାସ କରିଛୁ । “ପ୍ରସାରଣ”ର ଅନୟ ରଗାଟିଏ ଅବଦାନ ରହଉଛି OSA Health & Wellness Group। 
ଏଠାରର ଥିବା ଡାକ୍ତର ଭାଇ ଭଉଣୀଙ୍କ ସାହା ୟରର ଓସାର ସଦସୟ ତଥା ଏଠାରର ବସବାସ କରୁଥିବା ଓଡିଆ ମାନଙ୍କ ପାଇ ଁଜରୁରୀକାଳୀନ 
ସାହା ୟ ଉପଲବି୍ଧ ଗହାଇ ି। ଆଉ ରଗାଟିଏ ପ୍ର ାସ ଥିଲା ଓସା ମରହାତ୍ସବ ଦୁଇହଜାର ଉଗଣଇଶି । ଏହି ମରହାତ୍ସବର ମୁଖୟ ପ୍ରସଙ୍ଗ ଥିଲା 
ସବଷସାଧାରଣ ପାଠାଗାର ପ୍ରକଳ୍ପ ତଥା ଉଭ  ରଗାଲାଦ୍ଧଷର ଓଡିଆ ମାନଙ୍କ ଭିତରର ଥିବା ସମ୍ପକଷର ରସତୁକୁ ସୁଦୃଢ କରିବା।  ଏହି ମରହାତ୍ସବର 
ମୁଖୟ ଆକର୍ଷଷଣ ଗୁଡିକ ଥିଲା ଓସା ସବଷସାଧାରଣ ପାଠାଗାର ପ୍ରକଳ୍ପ, ବୟବସା ିକ ସହଭାଗିତା, ଓସାର ଗଠନମୂଳକ ପ୍ରକଳ୍ପ ସମୂହ ତଥା 
ସାଂସ୍କତିୃକ କା ଷୟକ୍ରମ ପରିରବର୍ଷଣ । ଏହି ମରହାତ୍ସବରର ସମ୍ମାନନୀ  ମନ୍ତ୍ରୀ, ବରିଷ୍ଠ ସଚିବ, ବୁଦି୍ଧଜୀବୀ, ରଲଖକ, ଜନନା କ, ଶିଳ୍ପୀ, ପ୍ରଭୃତି 
ର ାଗଦାନ କରି ଏହି ମରହାତ୍ସବକୁ  ଆହୁରି ମରନାରମ କରିବା ସରଙ୍ଗ ସରଙ୍ଗ ଏହାର  ପ୍ରାଧାନୟତା ବଢାଇ ଥିରଲ । ତିନିଶହରୁ ଅଧିକ ରଲାକ 
ଉପସି୍ଥତ ରହି କମଷକର୍ତ୍ଷା ମାନଙ୍କର ମରନାବଳକୁ ଆହୁରି ସୁଦୃଢ କୋଇଥିରଲ l  

ଗତ ବର୍ଷଷ ଫନି ମହାବାତୟା ରବରଳ ଓସା ତରଫରୁ ଓଡିଶା ୋଜୟ ସରକାରଙ୍କର ରିଲିଫ ପାଣି୍ଠକୁ ଦାନ କରିଥିରଲ ଆରମରିକାରର ଥିବା ବହୁ 
ଓଡିଆ ଭାଇ ଭଉଣୀ ମାରନ।   ଓସାର ପୂବଷ କମଷକର୍ତ୍ଷାଙ୍କ ଉଦୟମ ଥିଲା ପ୍ରଶଂସନୀ  ।  କିନ୍ତୁ ବାକି ରହି ାଇଥିଲା ଅରନକ ଅତୁଟା କାମ । 
ରସଗୁଡିକୁ ଆରଗଇ ନବାକୁ ଆମ ପ୍ର ାସ ଜାରି ରହିଛି ।  ଗତ ରମ ମାସରର ବରେ ଭାରତ ମିସନର ସହା ତାରର ଓସା  ଶରହ ପଚାଶ ଜଣ 
 ାତ୍ରୀଙୁ୍କ ରଦଶରର ପହରଞ୍ଚଇବାରର ସାହା ୟ କରିଥିଲା ।    

ରୁ୍ଯବ ସମୃ୍ପକି୍ତ: ଓସା ସହିତ  ୁବପିଢିକୁ ସମୃ୍ପକ୍ତ କରି ରଖିବା ପାଇଁ ସବଷଦା ପ୍ର ାସ ଜାରିରହିଛି ।  ଓସାର ପଚାଶ ବର୍ଷଷର ଇତିହାସରର ଏ ମହତ୍ତ୍ୱପୂର୍ଣ୍ଷ 
ବିର୍ଷ  ଉପରର ଅରନକବାର ଚର୍ଚ୍ଷା ଏବଂ ଆରଲାଚନା ରହଇଛି । ଏହି ବର୍ଷଷ  ୁବ ସଶକି୍ତକରଣ ପାଇଁ ଏକ ନୂତନ ପେଗେପ ରନଇଛୁ।  ପିଲାଟି 
ଦିନରୁ ଓସା ସହିତ ସମ୍ପକଷ ସ୍ଥାପନ ପାଇଁ ଆରମ୍ଭ ରହଇଛି Let’s Learn Odia ତରଫରୁ ଅନ ୋଇନ  ଓଡିଆ କ୍ଳାସ ।  ପ୍ରା  ଅଶୀ ପାଖାପାଖି  
(ଚାରି ବର୍ଷଷରୁ  ରର୍ଷାହଳ ବର୍ଷଷ)ର ପିଲାମାରନ ଅନ ୋଇନ  ମାଧ୍ୟମରର ଓଡିଆ ରଲଖିବା, ପଢିବା ଏବଂ କହିବା ଶିଖୁଛନି୍ତ ।  ରକବଳ ରସତିକି ନୁରହଁ, 
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ଓଡିଶାର ସଂସ୍କତିୃ, କଳା, ଭାସ୍କର୍ଯ୍ୟ ଏବଂ ଐତିହୟ  ଉପରର ରସମାନଙୁ୍କ ଅବଗତ କୋ ାଉଛି ।  ୁବରଗାଷ୍ଠୀ ବିଭିନ୍ନ ଗସମିନାର, ସାଂସ୍କତିୃକ 
କା ଷକ୍ରମ ମାଧ୍ୟମରର ଗର୍ଯାଡି ଗହଇ ନି୍ତ। ଦି୍ଵତୀ  ପିଢିକୁ ରନଇ ରଦଖିଥିବା ସ୍ୱପନର ଓସା ର  ଗବଶି ଦୂର ନୁରହଁ, ତା’ କହିବା ଅତୁୟକି୍ତ ରହବନି।  

ବର୍ତ୍ଷମାନ ଆସିବା ଓସା ୨.୦ କୁ । ଓସା ଗେବସାଇଟ୍ର ଆଧୁନିକରଣ କରିବା ପାଇଁ ପ୍ର ାସ ଚାଲିଛି । ବିଭିନ୍ନ ରସାସିଆଲ ମିଡିଆରର ଓସା 
ବ୍ରାଣ୍ଡକୁ ବଜା  ରଖିବା ପାଇଁ ବହୁ ଉଦୟମ ଚାଲିଛି । ଓସା ରତ୍ରୈମାସିକ ପତ୍ରକିା ଉତ୍କର୍ଷଷର ଆଧୁନିକରଣ ରହଇଛି। ଜୁମ୍ ମାଧ୍ୟମରର ଅରନକ ଶିୋ 
ଓ ସୂଚନାମୂଳକ କା ଷୟକ୍ରମ କୋରହଇଛି ।  

ରମାଟାରମାଟି ଭାବରର ରଗାଟିଏ ଅନୁଷ୍ଠାନର କିପରି ସବଷାଙ୍ଗୀନ ବିକାଶ ରହବ, ଏଠାରର ଥିବା ସଭୟମାରନ କିପରି ଆହୁରି  ଅଧିକ ଉପକୃତ 
ରହରବ, ରସହି ବିର୍ଷ ରର  ତ୍ନ ନିଆ ାଉଛି । ଅନୁଷ୍ଠାନଟିର ବିକାଶ ରକବଳ ନିବଷାଚିତ କମଷୀ ମାନଙ୍କର ନୁରହ,ଁ ସମସ୍ତ ସଭୟମାନଙ୍କ 
ୋ ିତ୍ୱ ରହବା ଉଚିତ । ହାତରର ହାତ, କାନ୍ଧରର କାନ୍ଧ ମିଶାଇ ର ତିକି ଆରମ କାମ କରିବା, ଓସା ରସତିକି ସୁଦୃଢ ରହବ । ବିଶ୍ଵବୟାପୀ ଏ 
ମହାମାରୀ ଆମକୁ ବଡ ରଚତାବନୀ ରଦଇଛି ନିଶ୍ଚ  । ଆରମ  ିଏ  ରହଉ, ର ଉଁଠି ଥାଉ, ଆଜି ଆରମ ସମରସ୍ତ ସମାନ। ମଁୁ, ରମାରତ, 
ରମାରକୁ ଛାଡି ଆରମ, ଆମରକୁ ଆପଣାଇବା ରବଳ ଆସିଛି । ଏକତାରର ବଳ । ରସଥିରର ରହବ ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କର ମଙ୍ଗଳ ।  

ପରିରଶର୍ଷରର ଏତିକି ଅଭିମତ ରଖିବି ର  ଓସାର ଏକତା ଓ ବିକାଶକୁ ରନଇ ମଁୁ ର ଉ ଁସ୍ୱପନର ଇନ୍ଦ୍ରଧନୁ ରଦଖିଥିଲି, ରସଥିରର ଏଇ 
ବର୍ଷଷଟିରର ବହୁରଙ୍ଗ ଭରିଛି। ରମା ସହକମଷୀ ମାନଙ୍କ ସହର ାଗ ପାଇ ଁଆଜି ମଁୁ ବହୁତ ଗବିତ । ରମା ଉପରର ଥିବା ଆପଣଙ୍କର ଗଭୀର 
ବିଶ୍ୱାସକୁ ରମାର ଶତ ପ୍ରଣାମ । ବିନା ସର୍ତ୍ଷରର ରଦଇଥିବା ରେହ, ଶ୍ରଦ୍ଧା ଏବଂ ଆଶୀବଷାଦ ପାଇ ଁମଁୁ ଆପଣଙ୍କ ପାଖରର ଚିରକୃତଜ୍ଞ । ଆପଣଙ୍କର 
ଶୁଭାକାଂୋ ସାଥିରର ଥିରଲ ଆମକୁ ଆଗକୁ  ିବାକୁ  ଅରନକ ସହଜ ରହବ।  

ଆଗରର ପଡିଛି ପଥ ବହୁଦୂର, ଆହୁରି ରକରତ ର  ବାକି, 
ଚାଲିବୁ ଚାଲିବୁ ନପଡିବୁ ଥକି ମୁଦିଲା ଆଗରୁ ଆଖି ।  

ସରବଷ ଭଵନ୍ତୁ ସୁଖିନଃ, ସରବଷ ସନ୍ତୁ ନିୋମ ାଃ ।  
ସରବଷ ଭଦ୍ରାଣୀ ପଶୟନ୍ତୁ, ମା କଶି୍ଚତ ଦୁଖଃଭାଗ ଭରବତ।  
ଓଁ ଶାନି୍ତଃ, ଶାନି୍ତଃ, ଶାନି୍ତଃ । 
 
- କୁକୁ ୋସ, ସାଣ୍ଟା କଲାରା, କାଲିଫରି୍ଣ୍ଣଆ  
 



       2020 OSA Souvenir, Urmi 

10 
 

OSA President’s Message 

 

Namaskar! 

On behalf of The Odisha Society of the Americas, it is my immense pleasure to 
congratulate you for the momentous first virtual convention that was held during July 
3-5.  OSA’s executive team and chapters were extremely proud to present for the first 
time in the organization’s history, a completely virtual weekend of events and 
entertainment. As a team, we had embarked into 2020 with many hopes and dreams; 
filled with an agenda to achieve many objectives. Unfortunately, we entered a period 
of uncertain times that led to doubt and fear which made us question the path to 
success. Instead of feeling disheartened, this challenged the team to think creatively and united them 
together to build a unique strategy for our convention. Our motto immediately became, “if there is a will, 
there's a way.” This mindset became our strength and drive to achieve what we thought had become 
impossible. As a result of this journey, the OSA family became even more close knit.  

Let us travel back one year ago to all the pomp and extravagance of the 50th convention which had left 
our global Odia attendees filled with a sense of excitement and achievement. To get an accurate assessment 
of accomplishment of our first five decades OSA took a careful account of all the victories and even losses. 
They then proceeded to hand the baton over to the new executive team. After 50 years the main curiosity 
was, “Where do we go from here?” How will we introduce innovation and invent a progressive platform for 
OSA to continue shining for another 50 years? These questions were the inspiration behind our mission’s 
themes: We set out to connect our community, preserve our culture, and strengthen the organization’s unity. 
Synergy, Empowerment, and Engagement became our mantra.  

I am excited to announce that in the last 365+ days many steps were taken through specialized programs 
and actions to achieve the initial goal that we had set out. These programs involved four targeted and 
overarching initiatives: connect, outreach, youth engagement, and OSA 2.0.  

Through connect we looked towards our pioneers, the senior members. It is due to their hard work, 
motivation, and drive that OSA exists. To move forward we must understand where we came from. To 
archive the history of OSA and how it came to existence, we have started documenting a series of narratives. 
They are the veterans of OSA and our goal is to give tribute and show gratitude to them by preserving the 
history of what they had set out to create for generations to come. We are sure this will be a resource that 
new generations will learn and grow from.  

Under the outreach program, we collaborated to build the OSA Health & Wellness (OSA-HW) group, a 

reliable medical resource for the Odia community. This group consists of doctors around North America. The 
purpose is to provide medical expertise, emergency healthcare assistance, and consultation to all Odias in 
North America. During this pandemic, the OSA-HW group has hosted countless seminars to provide 
accurate medical and safety information. Ever since the group was started, the doctors in the group have 
been helping many needy Odia families in health emergencies or distress. The group is really an asset for 

  

Abhula Smruti – an event with OSA pioneers. 
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the community.  

We were also proud to introduce the first OSA Mahotsav which took place in Bhubaneswar, Odisha in 
December 2019. While many find the reason to celebrate 
the various advances in Odisha separately, we believed 
it would be insightful to bring all these successes under 
one roof. The main aim of the Mahotsav was to establish 
access and build a bridge between Odias in the Americas 
and those who reside in Odisha. This is typically done 
through business partnerships, projects/building 
developments such as public libraries, and cultural 
programs. More than 300 people attended the Mahotsav 
which included honorable ministers, government 
officials, intellectuals, writers, human rights leaders, and 
industrialists from both Odisha and the U.S. We strove to 
build permanent cohesion between the different spaces that 
are always celebrated separately and in doing so, developed 
a universal platform to be used in the future. 

In April 2019, Odisha went through the disastrous effects of Cyclone Fani. In an attempt to support those 
on the ground, Odias in North America generously donated to the Odisha Government Relief Fund. An 
initiative was taken on by the previous executive committee who started the process. However, there were 
still actions to be taken and we wanted to continue the work they had begun.  

In May 2020, OSA partnered with government officials on the Vande Bharat Mission and worked with 
Indian Embassy and Consulates to assist 150 stranded Odias travel back to India and safely head back 
home to Odisha.  

We celebrated the first-ever Utkal Dibas on the Zoom platform on April 1st with participation from 

 

First OSA Mahotsav 2019. 

Global Odias Stay United Stand Strong event, 

organized by OSA Health-Wellness — the third 

event in the series of online informative events. 
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members attending from all parts of North America. A few members recited poetry and sang song 
remembering Odisha. Also, the first ever online Antakshyari was organized on April 24th. 

Pivoting towards youth engagement, this has always been an important and consistently discussed topic. 
In order to bring a new dimension, we took a bold step. The initiative “Let’s Learn Odia” was born. Through 
this online approach we are currently able to teach Odia language to 80+ kids across the U.S. and Canada. 
This program gives them the opportunity to learn the culture and heritage of Odisha. We have also 
successfully built a team of youth leaders across the nation who are actively involved with bringing change 
to OSA. They are further organized into three pillars: cultural, outreach, and social engagement. OSA’s future 
looks strong and bright.    

OSA 2.0 was a term developed to reflect the tech savvy era we live in. Under this initiative we advanced 
technological interfaces such as promoting our brand via social media platforms. We are also working on 
having a more modernized and accessible website presence. Through Telegram, a mobile messaging 
application, we have introduced a bulletin board called Bartayan. Utkarsa, the quarterly magazine has been 
revamped and made available online. Educational and informative programs are being provided through 
Zoom and GoToMeeting.  

Ultimately, we are focused on organizational development at its core. We intend to increase accessibility 
and the value of this organization by introducing various efforts and services. The organizational 
development we seek is not only the responsibility of elected officials but of every individual member. 
Teamwork divides the tasks and multiplies the success. By working together, we can achieve so much more. 
We will find strength in unity. If nothing else, this pandemic has taught us how much we exist because of 
another’s actions! Instead of focusing on I, me, and mine, we should engage in a conversation as we, us, 
and ours. That is the only way to move forward.  

Last, but not least, I would like to thank the editorial board of Urmi who have voluntarily taken on this 
responsibility to create and publish this souvenir. There is no amount of praise that can be given for your 
wonderful efforts and much needed aid. This past year has definitely fulfilled the dreams I had seen about 
OSA’s unity and development. I am very proud of my colleagues and their cooperation/contributions. I am 
honored and humbled to continuously receive the member’s support and your trust in me. I express my 
deepest gratitude to you for providing me unconditional compassion and blessings. We will go far because 
we have your strength and support behind us. I have enjoyed being a part of this dedicated team and look 
forward to continuing this journey with you.  

“…But I have promises to keep, and miles to go before I sleep.”  

- Kuku Das, Santa Clara, California 
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OSA Vice-President’s Message 

 
Respectful Namaskar to all our Mausa, Mausi, Bhauni, Bhai, Bhauja and friends of 

this august OSA family. 

It is a privilege and honor to be writing this message for the Annual OSA Souvenir 
Urmi as the Convener of the 51st convention today. Congratulations to the Editorial team 
of Urmi for stepping up to continue the souvenir tradition and publishing this souvenir 
during such a critical pandemic time. This proposal for Urmi came up from our esteemed members, who 
volunteered to put it together at a time when the pandemic had pushed us back in canceling the convention 
and got us rattling about prospect of any form of convention this year. They have been putting diligent effort 
to bring this ray of hope Urmi at such dark time. Our sincere gratitude to the team again. 

Recent pandemic time has changed the day-to-day dynamics of our society and societal behavior, so 
also format of our convention. It is everything but normal! Or the new normal that looks strikingly different 
from what it used to be, until a few months before. However, as a society OSA would never give up to the 
challenges and picked up this opportunity to really exploit the new realm of “physically-distanced but socially-
connected” features enabled and empowered by today’s technology. And here we are completing a very 
successful first-time ever Virtual Convention 2020.  

When we took over the rein of OSA, one of our first job was find a host chapter to continue the yearly 
OSA pilgrimage tradition of convention. And we were so fortunate that OSA-Southern chapter agreed to host 
the 2020 Convention, and two other chapters showed interest for following years. 

We were really excited about the prospect of taking the yearly pilgrimage to the Srikhetra of USA 
Nashville. To connect and discuss with the OSA Southern community, Past President Mr. Sushant Satapathy 
and I even travelled all the way there to participate in the picnic there (see pictures). Later during Kumar 
Purnima and Regional Drama Festival, even President Ms. Kuku Das went all the way from California and I 
went from Ohio to participate in the event. We also presented a funny skit named “Whistle Blower” with 
almost impromptu skit from Dr. Basant Mohapatra, our comedy drama powerhouse. It was such a treat to 
see all the local talents and energy there. Along with Ms. Nalini Patnaik (Chapter President of OSA Southern) 
and the Convener of Nashville Convention Dr. Gita Mishra, we had very productive and interactive meeting 
with the Odia community regarding the convention (see pictures). We were really looking forward to a model 
convention there at Nashville. 

However, we started feeling the heat of COVID-19 starting March and the convention committee were 

very resilient but extremely sensitive to the deteriorating situation. The COVID-19 situation really 
disheartened many of those hard-working volunteers involved in the convention and OSA-Southern 
members. After a lot of meetings, discussing about a delayed convention and back-stage efforts of 
convention team in negotiating with hotel on the contract, finally at the advice of the Nashville Convention 
team, we had to make the move at the interest of the member’s health and wellness, and cancel the Nashville 
Convention. Today, we can only hope that we can get back to Nashville next year or sometime soon! 

But in our mind, we thought maybe nature will show mercy and we can schedule a smaller 51st 
convention at a later time, at a third place or maybe another Cruise convention. Initially, the spirit was really 
down but quickly we started realizing the power of the Online Virtual Meetings with the Utkal Divas 
Celebration—followed by a series of virtual meetings by OSA Health Wellness group, Bande Utkala Janani, 

       
Kumar Purnima and Regional Drama Festival (RDF), a skit from EC on “Whistle Blower,” and meeting with 

Nashville members and convention leadership. 
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Youths, Let’s Learn Odia, Bhagbat Tungi and even an Antakhyari etc. We realized – eventually – we could 
be more connected virtually; thanks to COVID! 

However, because of the continued uncertainties of the pandemic with conflicting reports, we were not 
at all sure how and when we can organize the 51st convention. Towards early-mid May, it became evident 
that the pandemic is here to stay for at least another 6-12 months. Also, there were emotional questions 
from members too about the plan for the convention! That is when we started thinking of utilizing untested 
territory of a virtual OSA convention and started exploring the logistics.  

In the meantime, we also got a generous proposal from OSA South West Chapter President to host a 

smaller version of the convention at Houston during the thanksgiving, if – in fact a “BIG IF” – the COVID 
situation will be better by that time. Looking at the pandemic situation with further deliberation, we decided 
that we cannot hold our breath until then. Our time for the July 4th was running out – so we moved ahead 
with planning of this Virtual Convention. 

Now nothing is “business as usual” anymore – but spirit is pretty high. In a record time – about one and 
half months – the BOG members and EC members diligently put together their thoughts, efforts and, acted 
together to make 51st convention a reality with the theme of #StayUnitedStandStrong during Jul 3-5, 2020. 
After evaluations of various programs, based on the virtual platform logistics, we decided to limit ourselves 
to a few! Then onwards it is only fun – with recording of inaugural singing, the BOG meetings running through 
the midnight, or our EC discussion and video editing till 3 am or getting a text from Nalini apa saying good 
morning! So please don’t forget to thank your Chapter Presidents for making this event happen.  

We are really happy to learn that all of you 
enjoyed every bit of it! The historical convention 
was a very successful endeavor with about 3000 
people from North America, India and around 
the globe watched the whole convention. The 
three-day event was kicked off with Bande 
Utkala Janani sung by OSA Members from 

different chapters, followed by the Convener’s welcome message. President Ms. Kuku Das discussed how 
OSA has been operating during this pandemic situation and discussed about OSA’s achievements. Chief 
Guest Padma Bhushan Prof. Jogesh Pati and Honorary Minister of Agriculture and Higher Education in 
Odisha, Dr. Arun Sahoo graced the occasion and addressed to the OSA members. Prof. Pati delivered an 
inspiring speech about restoration about Odisha’s glory by innovations during the challenges today and in 
days to come. Dr. Sahoo addressed OSA members describing how Odisha is coping well in this pandemic 
situation and how OSA can join hand in various efforts. Many high-quality and informative seminars were 
organized by OSA Forums on Odisha Development, Odisha Public Library Initiative, Higher Education, 
Women, Pioneers, Health & Wellness and Spiritual tracks. The annual General Body Meeting (GBM) was 
also conducted through Zoom. 

      
Picnic at Nashville (Sep 14, 2019) – a trip to connect and discuss with Nashville members about the OSA 

Convention, 2020. 
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OSA Treasurer Mr. Utkal Nayak introduced the cultural segment that started with a beautiful inaugural 
performance by various chapters. There were six high-quality hilarious dramas presented by chapters. Very 
engaging Mehfil and Antakshyari events were planned later in the evening that ran almost until 5:00 am in 
the morning. The convention had about 6 hours of youth cultural events, such as OSA Got Talent, and 
Odissi-Champu-Chanda and singing and dance performances. A Speech Competition was held amongst 

OSA’s youth from age 10-16 talked about Odisha’s rich history of art and sculptures. Also, the youths 
organized seminars on racial discrimination in health care services. OSA Secretary Mr. Vivek Das gave the 
vote of thanks. Our OSA youths had put up a fantastic program on Sunday afternoon, which was followed 
by a wonderful and high-quality Kabita Patha by our OSA members. The whole organizing team, the BOG 
and EC, joined for the closing ceremony. It was really heartening to see that almost three generations sat 
together to do chitchat (gupsup) and share their experiences about this unusual form of the OSA convention. 
That had a few emotional moments by members who could not attend the regular convention for 
personal/family reasons could enjoy the whole event being at home. There were so many complements and 
touching stories by our members.  

Understandably, this convention was different – no packing, no flying or driving, no meeting or hugging 
friends, and no enjoying the yummy food or cultural activities! Well, even Lord Jagannath planned an 
alternative for his own devotee meet; likewise, our convention too. However, we had the flavor of convention 
experience at the virtual platform staying at home with Zoom Meeting, chatting, along with virtual blessings, 
and hugging etc.  

The convention was organized in a hybrid platform. All events were streamed on YouTube, and the live 
participation of members were conducted through the Zoom meeting. The OSA Executives along with the 
chapter presidents and other volunteers maneuvered smoothly through the limitations of the digital 
technology for this event to be successful. This historical virtual “OSA Convention Pilgrimage” has proven 
the saying: indeed, every challenge brings new opportunity!  

May Lord help us get out of this pandemic soon, so that we can meet at Houston this year again and 
fulfill the missing components of a regular convention! Our bigger #OSAMyFamily be stay safe and always 
filled with love.   

 

Jai Jagannath.  

Dr. Anil Patnaik 
Convener, 51st Convention 

 & Vice-President, OSA 

 

 

      
BOG Zoom meetings running through midnight in preparation for the virtual convention, and the ECs trying innovative recording 

skills. 
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ଚାଣକୟ ନୀତି 

 

ଅବିଦୟା ଜୀବନଂ ଶୂନୟଂ ଦିକ  ଶୂନୟା ହୀନ ବାନ୍ଧବାାଃ 
ପୁତ୍ରହୀନଂ ଗୃହଂ ଶୂନୟଂ ସବତଶୂନୟା ଦରିଦ୍ରତା ାା 
 
ବିେୟାହୀନ ଗୋକର ଜୀବନ, ବନୁ୍ଧବାନ୍ଧବ ହୀନ ଗୋକର 
ସମସ୍ତ େିଗ ଓ ପୁତ୍ର ନଥିବା ଗୋକର ଗୃହ ଶୂନୟ ଗବାଲି 
ଗୃହୀତ ହୁଏ ାା ଏସବୁ କି ି ନଥିବା ଗୋକ ପେଗର ସଂସାର 
ଶୂନୟ ଗବାଲି ମଗନହୁଏ ାା ସବ୍ବିଧ ଶୂନୟତାକୁ ୋରିଦ୍ର୍ୟ 
କୁହାର୍ଯାଏ ାା 
 
ଅମଶାଚ୍ୟାଃ ନିର୍ଦ୍ତନାଃ ୋମଞାଅମଶାଚ୍ୟାଃ ପଣି୍ଡତ ବାନ୍ଧବାଃ 
ଅମଶାଚ୍ୟ ବିଧବା ନାରୀ ପୁତ୍ର ମପ ାତ୍ର େତିଷି୍ଠତା ାା 
 
ଜ୍ଞାନୀ ଗୋକ ଧନହୀନ ଗହଗଲ ମଧ୍ୟ େୁୁଃଖ କଗର ନାହିଁ  ାା 
ବନୁ୍ଧ ର୍ଯେି ପଣି୍ଡତ ଗହାଇଥାଏ, ଗତଗବ ଚିନ୍ତା କରିବାର 
ଗକ ାଣସି କାରଣ ନାହିଁ ାା ଗର୍ଯଉଁ ନାରୀର ପୁଅ ନାତି 
ସମାଜଗର ପ୍ରତିଷ୍ଠା ୋଭ୍ କରି ନି୍ତ, ଗସ ବିଧବା ଗହଗଲ 
ମଧ୍ୟ େୁୁଃଖ କରିବା ଉଚିତ ନୁଗହଁ ାା କାରଣ ଏମାଗନ 
ସମଗସ୍ତ ହିଁ ସୁଖଗର ଜୀବନ କଟାଇ ଥାନି୍ତ ାା 
 

ଅତିଦମପତ ହତାଲଙ୍କା ଅତି ାମନ ଚ୍ ମକ ାରବାାଃ 
ଅତିଦାମନ ବଳିବତର୍ଦ୍ ଅତି ସବତତ୍ର ଗହିତମ  ାା 
 
ରାବଣର ଅତିଶ  ଅହଙ୍କାର ଗହତୁ ସ୍ୱର୍ଣ୍ଣ୍ମ ୀ ଲଙ୍କା 
 ାରଖାର ଗହାଇଗୋ ାା ଅତୟଧିକ ଅଭି୍ମାନ କରିବାରୁ 
ଗକ ାରବମାଗନ ବିନାଶ ଗହଗଲ ାା ଅତିୋନ କରିବା ଗହତୁ 
ବଳି ରାଜାଙ୍କର ବଧ ଗହାଇଥିୋ ାା ଅତିରୁ ଇତି ହୁଏ ାା ଗତଣୁ 
ଅତି ସବ୍ତ୍ର ନିନ୍ଦନୀ  ାା 
 
ଅବିଶ୍ରା ଂ ବମହତ୍ ାରଂ ଶୀମତାଷ୍ଣ ନ ଚ୍ ବିନ୍ଦତି 
ସମତାଷସୁ୍ତ ତଥା ନିତୟଂ ତ୍ରୀତି ଶିମେକ ଗର୍ଦ୍ତାତ୍  ାା 
 
ଗଧଠାରୁ ତିଗନାଟି ଗୁଣ ଶିଖିବା ଉଚିତ  ାା ତାହାଗହୋ 
ଅବିଶ୍ରାନ୍ତ ଭାବଗର ଭାର ବହନ କରିବା, ଶୀତ ଓ ଗ୍ରୀଷମ 
ଜନିତ କଷ୍ଟକୁ ସହି ସବ୍ୋ ସଗନ୍ତାଷଗର ରହିବା ାା  

 

 

 



ସଶକ୍ତ ରୁହ 
Stay Strong 
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ଶେଫାଳି ! 
କୁ୍ଷଦ୍ର ଶତାର ତନୁ, ତହିଁ ଭରା ଏଶତ ଅମୃତ, 
ବିହିଲୀଳା ଶେ ବୁଝିବ, ଜ୍ଞାନାତୀତ ଅଦୁ୍ଭତ ! 
ଶଗାପଶନ ଫୁଟିଛୁ ଦୂଶର ତରୁପତ୍ର ଗହଳଶର, 
ତଥାପି ଶତା ବାଶେ ଶମାର ପ୍ରାଣ ହୁଏ ଆେୁଳ, 
େହ ଶେଉ ଁେିଳ୍ପୀ ଶତାଶତ ଗଢ଼ିଅଛି ଶର ଫୁଲ ! 
 
େି ଶୋମଳ େି ଲଳିତ େି ମଧୁର େୁରଭି, 
େେକେ େୁତି୍ସତ ପଶତ୍ର ଶୋଶଭ େିନ୍ତୁ ଅଟବୀ; 
ରୁକ୍ଷ ପତ୍ରରାେି ଶୋଶଣ ଫୁଲ ଫୁଟୁ ଏଶତ ଗୁଶଣ, 
ଲୁଚି ଲୁଚି ବାଶେ ତାର ମୁଗ୍ଧ େରୁ େଂୋର, 
ନୀଚ ମଶେ ଉଚ୍ଚ େୃଷି୍ଟ ବିଧାତାର ବିଚାର। 
 
ପଶେ ପଦମ ଗଢ଼ିଅଛି ବିଧାତା େି ଯତଶନ, 
ୋମୁୋ ଗରଶଭ ନିହିଅଛି ମୁକ୍ତା ରତଶନ, 
େଳାଶମଘ େଶଳବଶର ଶେୌଦାମିନୀ ଶୋଭା ଧଶର, 
େଳା ଶୋେିଳ େଣ୍ଠଶର ପୂରିଅଛି ପୀୟୁଷ, 
ତୁଚ୍ଛ ଭଶବ ନୁଶହଁ େିଛି, କୁ୍ଷଦ୍ର ଶତାର େଦୃେ। 
 
                    - କୁନ୍ତଳାକୁମାରୀ ସାବତ  (ଶଶଫାଳି ପ୍ରତି) 
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ସଂପାଦକୀୟ - ସଂଯୁକ୍ତ  ରୁହ, ସଶକ୍ତ ରୁହ 
 

ପି୍ରୟ ଓୋବନୁ୍ଧ ଓ ବାନ୍ଧବୀ ମାଶନ 
ନମସ୍କାର । 
 

ଓୋର ପଚାେତମ େୂବର୍ଣ୍କ ଜୟନ୍ତୀ ଗତବଷକ, ଶେଶତ ଧୁମ ଧାମ ଶର, ଆଟ୍ ାଣି୍ଟକ  େିଟିର ହାରାସ  ଭଳି ଏେ ବିୋଳ ରିଶୋଟକଶର ପାଳିତ 
ଶହାଇଥିା । ବଡ ଶଜାର ଶର ଗହଳଚହଳ ାଗିଥିା । ଏଶତ ଆନନ୍ଦ ଉତ୍ସବ ପଶର ଆଶମ େମଶେ ଆୋ ରଖିଥିଲୁ, ଏଥର ଓୋର 
ଏୋବନତମ େନ ଶଭନ େନ େୁ ନାଶ୍ ଭିଲ  େହର ଭଳି ଏେ ଧମକପୀଠଶର, ନିଆରା ଢଙ୍ଗଶର, ଏେ ପବିତ୍ର ପରିଶବେଶର ଅନୁଭବ େରିବୁ । 
ଆଶମରିୋଶର ପ୍ରଭୁ ଜଗନ୍ନାଥ, ବଳଶଦବ ଓ େୁଭଦ୍ରାେର ପ୍ରଥମ ପୂଜା ଶଯଉଁ େହରଶର ଆରମ୍ଭ ଶହାଇଥିା, ଶେ େହରେୁ ଦୀଘକ ଶୋଡିଏ 
ବଷକ ପଶର ଓୋ ୋଙ୍ଗମାନେ ଗହଣଶର ଦେକନ େରି, ଏେ ଅନନୟ ଅନୁଭୂତି ପାଇବାପାଇଁ ମନଶର ପ୍ରବଳ ଅଭୀପ୍ ୋ ଜାଗିଥିା । ଶତଶବ 
ମଣିଷ ପାଶେ ଶଗାଟିଏ, ଆଉ ଈଶ୍ୱର ପାେନି୍ତ ଅନୟ େିଛି । ୨୦୨୦ ମାଚ୍ଚକ ମାେରୁ େଶରାନା ମହାମାରୀ ଶଯଶତଶବଶଳ ଆଶମରିୋଶର ଆତେ 
େୃଷି୍ଟ େରିବା ଆରମ୍ଭ ୋ, ଶେଶତଶବଶଳ ତଥାପି ଆୋ ଥିା, ଏ ମହାମାରୀ ଖୁବ୍ େୀଘ୍ର ପୃଥିବୀ ପୃଷ୍ଠରୁ ବିଲୀନ ଶହାଇଯିବ ଓ େବୁ େିଛି ପୁଣି 
ପୂବକପରି ଶହାଇଯିବ । ଏପି୍ରଲ  ମାେ ଶେଷ େୁଦ୍ଧା ଯଦି େବୁେିଛି େମାଧାନ ଶହାଇଯିବ, ଶତଶବ ବି େନ ଶଭନ େନ ର ୋଯକୟକ୍ରମ ପ୍ରେୁତି ପାଇଁ 
ଦୁଇମାେ ଥିବ ।  ଶହଶଲ ଶେେବୁ େିଛି ଶହାନି । େଶରାନା ମହାମାରୀ ତାର ଭୟେର ରୂପ ଶଦଖାଇ ଚାଲିଥିା । ୋରା ଆଶମରିୋର 
ଜନତାେୁ େଂକ୍ରମିତ, ଆତେିତ ଓ ନିୟନି୍ତ୍ରତ େରି ରଖିଥିା । ଶେଷଶର ନାଶ୍ ଭିଲ ର ଆଶୟାଜେମାଶନ େନ ଶଭନ େନ  ବାତିଲ  େରିଶଦଶଲ ।  

ଏଶତ ବଡ ବିଘ୍ନ ? ଓୋର ପଚାେବଷକର ଇତିହାେଶର ପ୍ରଥମ ଥର ପାଇଁ େନ ଶଭନ େନ  ବାତିଲ  । ଶତଶବ ଓୋ େମକେର୍ତ୍କାମାଶନ ଜୁମ  
ମାେମଶର ଓୋ େଭୟମାନେୁ ଓୋ େହିତ ଜଡାଇ ରଖିବାର ପ୍ରୟାେ ଜାରି ରଖିଥିଶଲ । ଆଶମ ଶେଶତଜଣ ୋହିତୟଶପ୍ରମୀ ମଶନମଶନ ଚିନ୍ତା 
େରୁଥିଲୁ, ଶାେମାନେ ପ୍ରତୟକ୍ଷ ମିଳାମିୋଶର େଶରାନା େଂକ୍ରମଣର ଭୟ ଅଛି, ଶେଥିପାଇଁ େନ ଶଭନ େନ  େିନା ଶହାଇପାରିାନି, ଶହଶଲ 
ଓୋ ବାଷିେ ସ୍ମରଣିୋ ପ୍ରୋେିତ ଶହବାଶର ତ େିଛି ପ୍ରତିବନ୍ଧେ ନାହିଁ । ଆଶମମାଶନ ଅଶପକ୍ଷା େରୁଥିଲୁ ହୁଏତ ନାଶ୍ ଭିଲ  େନ ଶଭନ େନ  
େର୍ତ୍କୃ ପକ୍ଷ ଏ ବିଷୟଶର େିଛି ନିର୍ଣ୍କୟ େରିଶବ ଓ ବାଷିେ ସ୍ମରଣିୋର ପ୍ରୋେନ ପ୍ରକି୍ରୟା ଜାରି ରଖିଶବ । ଏପି୍ରଲ  ମାେ ଗା, ଶମ ମାେ ଗା, 
ଜୁନ  ଶହା । ୋହିଁ ଶେହି ଶେ ବିଷୟଶର େିଛି ଜଣାଉନଥିଶଲ । ହୁଏତ, ଓୋ ଶନସ ନାଲ ର େଂପାଦେ ମାଶନ ଏ ୋମ ଶନଶବ । ଶେଇ 
େମୟଶର ଆଶମ ଶେତଜଣ ବନୁ୍ଧ ଶଗାଟିଏ େନ ଫଶରନ ସ  େଲ  େରି ଏ ବିଷୟଶର ତଜକମା େଲୁ ଓ ସି୍ଥର େଲୁ ଶଯ, ଆଶମ ଏ େଥା ଓୋ 
େମକେର୍ତ୍କାେୁ ପଚାରିବା ଓ ଆଶମ ଏ ୋଯକୟ େରିବାପାଇଁ ପ୍ରେୁତ ଅଛୁ ଶବାଲି ପ୍ରୋବ ଶଦବା । ଯଦି ଶେ ାଣେି ଶେଚ୍ଛାଶେବୀ ଏ ଦାୟିତ୍ୱ 
ଶନବାପାଇଁ ପ୍ରୋବ ଶଦଇନଥିଶବ ଓ ଆମମାନେୁ ହିଁ ଦାୟିତ୍ୱ ଶନବାେୁ ପଡିବ, ଶତଶବ ଆଶମ ଶେ ଦାୟିତ୍ୱ ଶନବା ଓ ତୁଶଲଇବାେୁ ପ୍ରେୁତ 
ରହିବା । 

ଶେଇଆ ହିଁ ଶହା । ଓୋ େର୍ତ୍କୃ ପକ୍ଷେ ଠାରୁ ଉର୍ତ୍ର ଆେୁଆେୁ ଜୁନ  ମାେର ଦେଦିନ େରିଗା । ଅତି ଆନନ୍ଦର େଥା ଶହା ଶଯ ଓୋର 
ଭର ଚୁଆଲ  େନ ଶଭନ େନ  ୋଯକୟକ୍ରମ ଜୁାଇ 3ରୁ 5 ତାରିଖ ପଯକୟନ୍ତ ଜୁମ  ମାେମଶର େମାହିତ ଶହବାର ଶଯାଜନା ଶହଉଥିା । 
େନ ଶଭନ େନ  ପୂବକରୁ ସ୍ମରଣିୋ ୋଯକୟ େଂପୂର୍ଣ୍କ ଶହବାର ଶେ ାଣେି ଆୋ ନଥିା । ବରଂ ବିଳମୱଶର ଶହଉ, ଶତଶବ ସ୍ମରଣିୋ ପ୍ରୋେିତ ଶହଉ 
। ଶେଇ ପ୍ରେଙ୍ଗେୁ ଆଖି ଆଗଶର ରଖି, ସ୍ମରଣିୋ ପାଇଁ ଶଲଖା େଂଗ୍ରହ, ଶଲଖା େମୀକ୍ଷା ଓ ପ୍ରୋେନ ପାଇଁ ଆଶମମାଶନ ଏେ ନୂଆ ତାରିଖ 
େୁଚୀ ପ୍ରେୁତ େଲୁ ଓ ଜୁନ  ଏଗାର ତାରିଖଶର ଓୋଶନଟ୍  ମାେମଶର ସ୍ମରଣିୋ େମୱନ୍ଧୀୟ ପ୍ରଥମ ବିଜ୍ଞପି୍ତ ପଠାଇଲୁ ।  

ଆମମାନେ ଅନୁଶରାଧ ରକ୍ଷା େରି ଓୋ େମକେର୍ତ୍କାମାଶନ ଓୋର ଏ ବାଷିେ ଶୋଶଭନିର  ପରମ୍ପରା ଅବୟାହତ ରଖିବାେୁ ଆମମାନେୁ 
ଦାୟିତ୍ୱ ଶଦଇଥିବାରୁ ଆଶମମାଶନ ଶେମାନେ ନିେଟଶର େୃତଜ୍ଞ ।  

ଓୋ ଭର ଚୁଆଲ  େନ ଶଭନ େନ  ଅତି େୁନ୍ଦର ଭାଶବ େଫଳତାର େହିତ ଜୁାଇ 3ରୁ 5 ତାରିଖ ମେଶର େମ୍ପନ୍ନ ଶହା । ତା' େହିତ ଏ 
ବଷକ  େନ ଶଭନ େନ ର ମୁଖୟ ପ୍ରେଂଗ ରଖାଗା “େଂଯୁକ୍ତ  ରୁହ, େେକ୍ତ ରୁହ”  (ଶଷ୍ଟ ୟୁନାଇଶଟଡ ,  ଶଷ୍ଟ ଷ୍ଟ୍ରଙ୍୍ଗ) । ବୟକି୍ତଗତ ରୂପଶର 
ପ୍ରତୟକ୍ଷଶର େିନା ଆଶମ ମିେିପାରିଶଲନି, ଶତଶବ ମନ େହିତ ମନ ମିଳାଇ େିଛି ତ ଉତୃ୍କଷ୍ଟ ୋମ ୋଙ୍ଗ ଶହାଇ େଂପନ୍ନ େଶଲ ଓ ଭବିଷୟତଶର 
ମେ  େରିପାରିବା । ଶେଥିରୁ ଆମର ମାନେିେ େକି୍ତର ବିୋେ ଶହବ ଓ ତା' େହିତ େରୀର ମେ ତାଳଶଦଇ େୁସ୍ଥତା ଅନୁଭବ େରିବ । 
େଶରାନା ଜନିତ ନୋରାତ୍ମେ ଚିନ୍ତାଧାରାରୁ େିଛିଟା ରିହାତି ମେ ମିଳିବ ।  ବିର ପ୍ରେବିନୀ ଓଡିୋ ଜନନୀ, ଉତ୍କଷକ େଳାଶକ୍ଷତ୍ରର େନ୍ତାନ ଆଶମ ! 
ଦୁୁଃଖ, ବିପଦ େମୟଶର ମହତ ଦେକନତତ୍ତ୍ୱର ଚିନ୍ତାଧାରା ଆମମାନେ ମନଶର େତୁଃ ବିେେିତ ଶହାଇଉଶଠ । 
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ଏବଷକର େଶରାନା ମହାମାରୀ ଜନିତ ଆତେ ଓ ଆେୋ ମେଶର ଥାଇ ମେ, ମନ େଂଯମ େରି ଶଯଉଁ ଶଲଖେ, ଶଲଖିୋମାଶନ 
େଂେଳ୍ପବଦ୍ଧ ଶହାଇ ଶେମାନେ ଶଲଖିବା ପରମ୍ପରା ରକ୍ଷାେରି ଶଲଖା ପଠାଇଛନି୍ତ, ଶେମାନେୁ ଆମର ଅଶେଷ ଧନୟବାଦ । େହ େଂପାଦେ ଓ 
େଂପାଦିୋମାନେ େହଶଯାଗଶର େମଶେ ମିେି ଏ ବିଶେଷ ଓୋ ୨୦୨୦ ବାଷିେ ପ୍ରୋେନୀ ଊମିେୁ ଆପଣମାନେ ପାଇଁ ପ୍ରେୁତ େରିଛୁ । 
ଆୋ, ଆମମାନେର ଏ ପ୍ରୟାେ ଆପଣମାନେ ହୃଦୟେୁ ଛୁଇଁପାରିବ । ମହାପ୍ରଭୁ ଜଗନ୍ନାଥ େମେେୁ ଏ େଶରାନା ଜନିତ ଆେୋରୁ, ବିପଦରୁ 
ରକ୍ଷାେରନ୍ତୁ, ଏହା ଆମର ପ୍ରାଥକନା ।  
 

ଓୋ େଂପାଦେ ମଣ୍ଡଳୀ - 
ଗଗନ ପାଣିଗ୍ରାହୀ, େତୟ ପଟ୍ଟନାୟେ, େିଖଣ୍ଡ େତପଥୀ, ବିଜ୍ଞାନୀ ଦାେ, ବିଶବେ ଦାେ 
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Editorial – Stay United, Stay Strong 
 
 
Dear Friends, 
 

Greetings on the publication of the annual Journal of the Odisha Society of the Americas, Urmi, to 

commemorate the 51st years of our journey together in this adopted land of ours. This journey has 

taken us through many landscapes, gorgeous sceneries and dangerous precipices alike. What has 

enhanced our joy of the serene beauty of our culture and helped us scale the cliffs of occasional 

strong disagreements, is our camaraderie, our grit to overcome what may come our way, and moreo-

ver, our willingness to work together. We derive immense strength from the unfailing unity we strive to 

attain. It has never been more important to excel in that resiliency than the present time – to stay 

united and to stay strong! 

Like every year, many of us were eagerly looking forward to this year’s convention to immerse for 

a few days in our culture, cuisine and carefree time with friends and family. Nashville being a major 

seat of country music, dubbed often as the music city and surrounded by scenic natural beauty, 

offered an excellent opportunity to visit the sacred place that initiated the Jagannath mass-culture in 

America. Man proposes, God disposes! Perhaps, the Almighty had different plan for everyone. A 

pause to the mad rush towards mundane mirages and to the break-neck speed of human aggression 

against nature, were very much needed. A tiny virus brought the mighty purported conqueror of the 

nature to its knees! The dream of the North American Odia diaspora for the summer gathering evapo-

rated into thin air.  

On the contrary, was it the nature’s way to discipline us mortal humans and make us discern new 

ways of living a harmonious life? Most of the necessary human activities can continue with self-reliant 

ways that are compatible with nature. All we had to do to take advantage of this great opportunity, 

was to adapt and change. Change, we did! Just because, we couldn’t travel, it didn’t mean that we 

couldn’t meet and celebrate. The OSA, like many other organizations, adapted its yearly activities into 

a digital form. When some of us discussed to continue the publication of Urmi, which has been done 

primarily online for the past many years anyway, and proposed the idea to OSA Executives, we found 

instantaneous support. The OSA leadership has fully embraced the digital life as demonstrated by the 

online convention enjoyed by many this year.  

We thank the OSA leadership for entrusting us with the publication of Urmi this year. Their motto 

for this year, stay united and stay strong, is very apt. More importantly, their continuous endeavor to 

provide platforms to its members to stay true to this invaluable objective is commendable. We are 

very thankful to the contributors to the journal for timely contributing their thoughts and ideas to share 

with our readers. Finally, we are thankful to our enthusiastic readers, who provide the fuel that drives 

this jati nandighosha (community vehicle) every year! 

Enjoy the articles, take care of your health and stay safe, and from our community perspective, 

stay united and stay strong!  

 
 
Editors, Urmi – 2020 
Gagan Panigrahi, Satya Pattanaik, Sikhanda Satapathy, Bigyani Das and Bibek Das. 
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କଶୋନା ମହାମାରୀ କାଳଶର ଜୀବନ 
ଗଗନ ପାଣିଗ୍ରାହୀ 

 

ଜାନୁୟାରୀ ମାେର ଶେଷ େପ୍ତାହ େପରିବାର ଆଶମ ବାଶଲେବରଶର ଥାଉ ଶେତିେି ଶବଶଳ ଖବର 
ୋଗଜ ମାେମଶର ପ୍ରଥଶମ େଶରାନା ଭାଇରସ  ନାମେ ଏେ ଭାଇରସ  ଓ ତଜ୍ଜନୀତ ଶବମାରି େମୱନ୍ଧଶର ମଁୁ 
ଅବଗତ ଶହଲି ଶେଶତଶବଶଳ ଏ ଶବମାରି ମୁଖୟତୁଃ ଚୀନ ଶଦେଶର େୀମିତ ଥିବାରୁ ମଁୁ ଏଶତଟା ୟା 
ଉପଶର ଗୁରୁତବ ଶଦଲି ନାହିଁ େହିଲି, “ହଁ ମ ଶେ ଚାଇନାଶର ଏଇମିତି ଶେଶତ ଭାରଇସ  ବୁଲୁଚନି୍ତ, ତାେ ଭିତରୁ େିଏ ଶଗାଟିଏ ଶହଇଥବ 
େଉଁ ବଡ େଥା” େିଛିଦିନ ପଶର ବାଶଲେବରରୁ ପୁଣି ଗଲୁ  ଭୁବଶନେବର, ୋଳୀ ଓ େଡୁେ ଘରେୁ ତାେ ଘଶର ଶଟଲିଭିଜନ ବିଚରା ଦିନେୁ 
ପନ୍ଦର ଘଣ୍ଟା ପରିଶ୍ରମ େଶର ତା େଥା ଶେହି େୁଣନ୍ତୁ େି ନେୁଣନ୍ତୁ ଶେହି ଶଦଖନ୍ତୁ େି ନଶଦଖନ୍ତୁ ଶେ ତା ୋମ େରିଚାଲିଥାଏ େମେେର 
ଶଟଲିଭିଜନ େବ୍ଦ ଶଦହ େୁହା ଶହଇଯାଇଥାଏ  ମଁୁ ନୂଆ ନୂଆ ପହେିବାରୁ େବ୍ଦ ଗୁଡିେ ଶମା ୋନଶର ପେି ଶମାଶତ ଆକ୍ତା ମାକ୍ତା 
େରିପଶେଇଶଲ ଶେତିେି ଶବଶଳ ମାତ୍ର ଶଗାଟିଏ ଶରାଗୀ ଚାଇନାରୁ ଭାରତଶର ପହେିବାର ଖବର ଶେଇ ଶଟଲିଭିଜନରୁ ପାଇଲି ତଥାପି 
େହିଲି, “ହଁ ମ ଶଗାଟିଏ ଶରାଗୀ ତ, ଭଲ ଶହଇଯିବନି”    

ଛୁଟି େଇା ନିଦ୍ଧକାରିତ େମୟ ଅନୁଯାୟୀ ଶଫବୃୟାରୀ ମାେର ପ୍ରଥମ େପ୍ତାହଶର ଆଶମ ଓଡିୋ ଗେ େମାପ୍ତ େଲୁ ୋନାଡା 
ପ୍ରତୟାବର୍ତ୍କନ ନିମଶନ୍ତ େଲିେତା ଓ ଶଚନ୍ନାଇ ବିମାନ ବନ୍ଦର ଶଦଇ ଆମେୁ ଆେିବାେୁ ପଡିା େଲିେତା ବିମାନ ବନ୍ଦରଶର େିଛି େଶରାନା େଥା 
ନଥିା ଶଚନ୍ନାଇ ପହେି ଶଦଖିଲୁ ଅଶନଶେ ମାସ୍କ ପିନି୍ଧବାର ଭାବିଲି, “ଘଟଣା େଣ? ନିଶ୍ଚୟ ଏମାଶନ ଡରୁଆ ଗୁଡାେ” ପୁଣି ଶଚନ୍ନାଇରୁ 
ଦୁବାଇ ଯାତ୍ରାଶବଶଳ ଶଦଖିଲୁ ଏୟାର ଇଣି୍ଡଆଶର ପରିଚାରିୋ ମାଶନ ମାସ୍କ ବୟବହାର େରିବାର େିନ୍ତୁ ଦୁବାଇରୁ ଟଶରାଶଣ୍ଟା ଶଯଶତଶବଶଳ 
ଆେିଲୁ ଏୟାର ୋନାଡାଶର ଶେହି ମାସ୍କ ପିନି୍ଧନଥିଶଲ ଠିକ  େମୟଶର ଟଶରାଶଣ୍ଟା ବିମାନ ବନ୍ଦରଶର ପହେିଲୁ ଭାରତ ଶହଉ ବା ୋନାଡା 
ଶହଉ ବିମାନ ବନ୍ଦର ମାନେଶର ଶେୌଣେି ପ୍ରୋରର େଶରାନା ଭାଇରସ  େମୱନ୍ଧୀୟ ତଜକମା ବା େଟେଣା ନଥିା ଯାତାୟତ େରିବାଶର 
ଶେବଳ ଏତେ ଟଶରାଶଣ୍ଟାଶର ପଚରା ଯାଇଥିା ଆଶମ ଚୀନ ଶଦେେୁ ନିେଟ ଅତୀତଶର ଯାଇଥିଲୁ େି ନାହିଁ, ଯାହାେି ଆଶମ ଯାଇନଥିଲୁ 
ଶବାଲି ଜଶଣଇଥିଲୁ  

ପଶର ପୁଣି େୁଣିଲି େୁଆଶଡ ଏ ବୟାଧି ମଣିଷରୁ ମଣିଷେୁ େଂକ୍ରମଣ ଶହବାର ନୁଶହଁ ଭାବିଲି, ତାହାଶଲ ଅନୟ ଶଦେେୁ ଏ ଶରାଗ 
ବୟାପିବାର େମ୍ଭାବନା ନାହିଁ, ଶେବଳ ଶେଇ ଚୀନ ଶଦେଶର ଏହା େୀମିତ ରହିବ  ମାତ୍ର ପଶର ଗଣ ମାେମଶର ଏ ବିଷୟଶର ଖବର ଦିନେୁ 
ଦିନ ଶତଜିବାେୁ ାଗିା ଏବଂ ଏ ଶରାଗଶର ଆକ୍ରାନ୍ତ ଶରାଗୀମାନେର ମୃତୁୟ େଂଖୟା ବୃଦି୍ଧ ପାଇବାଶର ାଗିା ପୁଣି ଚୀନରୁ ଯାଇ ଇଟାଲୀଶର 
ଭୟେର ରୂପଶର ଶଦଖା ଶଦଇ କ୍ରଶମକ୍ରଶମ ବିେବର ଅନୟ ଶଦେମାନେୁ େଂକ୍ରମିତ ଶହବାେୁ ାଗିା ୋନାଡାଶର ଶେଶତଶବଳ ଯାଏଁ ହାତ 
ଗଣତା ଶେଶତାଟି ଶାେ ଆକ୍ରାନ୍ତ ଶହାଇଥାନି୍ତ ମାଚ୍ଚକ ମାେ ମେ ଭାଗଶର ୋନାଡାଶର ମେ ଆକ୍ରାନ୍ତ ଶହବାର େଂଖୟା ଧୀଶର ଧୀଶର ବୃଦି୍ଧ 
ପାଇବାଶର ାଗିା ଶଯଶତଶବଶଳ ମାଚ୍ଚକ ଏଗାରଶର ଏହାେୁ ବିେବ େବାସ୍ଥୟ େଂସ୍ଥା ମହାମାରୀ ବୟାଧି ହିୋବଶର ଶଘାଷଣା ୋ ଶତଶବ ଯାଇ 
ମଁୁ ଏହା ଉପଶର ଗୁରୁତବ ଶଦବା ଆରମ୍ଭ େଲି ଅତି ଅଳ୍ପ େମୟ ମେଶର ଅଶନେ ଘଟଣା ଛାଏଁ ଛାଏଁ ଆଖି ପିଛୁଳାଶେ ଘଟିଗା  େନ୍ଧୟାଶର 
ମଁୁ ୋମ େରୁଥିବା ଚିଲଶେନ  ହସ ପିଟାଲର ମୁଖୟେ ପାଖରୁ ଇଶମଲ  ମାେମଶର ଏେ େେକୁାର ପାଇଲି  ଭବିଷୟତଶର େଜାଗ ଶହାଇ 
ରହିବାେୁ ତାର ଶେଶତ ଘଣ୍ଟାପଶର ପୁଣି ନିଶଦକେ ଆେିା ୭୨ ଘଣ୍ଟା ମେଶର େମେ ଗଶବଷଣା େମୱନ୍ଧୀୟ ପରୀକ୍ଷା ନିରୀକ୍ଷା ଅନିଦିଷ୍ଟ ୋଳ 
ପାଇଁ ସ୍ଥଗିତ ରଖିବାେୁ ପଶର ପଶର ୋରା ଗଶବଷଣାଗାର ବନ୍ଦ େରିବାର ନିଶଦକେ ଆେିା ଓ ଆମେୁ ୋମେୁ ନଯାଇ ଘଶର ରହିବାେୁ 
ଆଶଦେ ଦିଆଗା ଅନୟ ଆଶଡ ମେ େମେ ବିେବବିଦୟାଳୟ, ମହା ବିଦୟାଳୟ ଓ ବିଦୟାଳୟ ବନ୍ଦ େରିଦିଆଗା ମୁୟଜିଅମ, ଚିଡିଆ ଘର, 
େିଶନମା ଘର ଓ ଥିଏଟର ପରି େମେ େବକୋଧାରଣ ଜାଗା ବନ୍ଦ େରିଦିଆ ଶହା ବାହାରୁ ବିମାନ ମାନ ବନ୍ଦ ଥିଶଲ ମେ ଆଶମରିୋ ଓ 
ୋନାଡାର େୀମା ବନ୍ଦ ଶହାଇ ନଥିା ୋରା ପୃଥିବୀରୁ ୋନାଡା େରୋର ୋନାଡାର ନାଗରିେ ମାନେୁ ଆଣିବାର ବଶନ୍ଦାବେ େଶଲ 
ଅନୟାନୟ ବୟବୋୟ ମେ ବନ୍ଦ େରିଦିଆଗା ଶେବଳ ହେପିଟାଲ, େଗ ଶଷ୍ଟାର ଓ େଉଦା ଶଦାୋନ ଶଖାା ରହିା ଶେଶତଶବଶଳ ଯାଇ 
ଶମା ଶଦହଶର ଛନୋ ପେିା େିକ୍ଷା ସ୍ଥାନ ଓ ଅଫିେ େବୁ ବନ୍ଦ ଶହବା ଫଳଶର ଆଶମ ଆତେିତ ଶହାଇ ଶେଇ ଦିନ ଠାରୁ ଘର ଭିତଶର 
ବନ୍ଦୀ ଶହାଇ ରହିଲୁ 

ତହିଁପର ଦିନ ଶଯଶତଶବଶଳ ଶଗ୍ରାଶେରୀ େିଣିବାେୁ ଯାଏ ଶଦଖିବାେୁ ପାଇଲି ବଜାର ମାନେଶର ୋମଗ୍ରୀ େିଣିବାଶର ଗ୍ରାହେ ମାନେର 
ଲମୱା ଧାଡି ଓ ଭିଡ ମଁୁ ଭାବିଲି, “ଇଏ ପୁଣି େଣ? େଣ ପୃଥିବୀ ଶେଷ ଶହଇଯିବ ନା େଣ?, ଇଶୟ ଭିଡ େଣ ପାଇ?ଁ” ଗ୍ରାହେ ମାଶନ 
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ମହଜୁଦ େରି ରଖିବା ଫଳଶର ଶେଶତେ ନିତୟ ବୟବହାଯକୟ ଆବେୟେ ଦ୍ରବୟ ଓ ୋମଗ୍ରୀର ଅଭାବ ଶଦଖାଗା ମୂଳ େଥା ଶହା ଜନତା 
ଭୟଭୀତ ତାେୁ ଶଦଖି ଶମାଶତ ବି ଭୟ ାଗିବା ଆରମ୍ଭ ଶହା  ଘରୁ ବାହାରିବା େମୂ୍ପର୍ଣ୍କ ବନ୍ଦ ଶହା ମଝିଶର ମାତ୍ର ତିନି ଥର େଉଦା 
େିଣିବାେୁ ଯିବା ଛଡା  େବୁଶବଶଳ ଘଶର ପୁଣି ଶଦାୋନ ବଜାର ଗାଶବଶଳ ମୁହଁଶର ମାସ୍କ ଓ ହାତଶର ଶଗଲାବସ  ଲଗାଇ ଯିବାେୁ ପଡିା 
ଶଯଶତ େବଳ୍ପ େମୟ ଭିତଶର ୋମଗ୍ରୀ େିଣି ଘଶର ତରତରଶର ପହେିବାେୁ ଶଚଷ୍ଟା େରାଗା ଶଗ୍ରାଶେରୀରୁ ଶଫରିଶଲ ମୁହଁଶର ମାସ୍କ ହାତଶର 
ଶଗଲାବସ  ଉପଶର ପତ୍ନୀେର ତାଗିଦା, “େିଧା ଶଗାଶଧାଇବାେୁ ଯାଅ, ଶରାଶଷଇ ଘଶର ପେିବା ଦରୋର ନାହିଁ, େୁଖିା ଜିନିଷ େବୁ 
ଶପାଟିଶୋଶର ରଖ,” ୟା େର େୟା େର େଣ ଶଧାଇବ େଣ ନଶଧାଇବ ଶମା ମୁଣ୍ଡଶର େିଛି ପେିା ନାହିଁ ଯାହା ଶଧାଇବା େଥା ଶଧାଇବା 
ତାେର ୋମ ମଁୁ ଶୋଉଁଟା, ଶେମିତି ଶଧାଇବି, ତାେର ମନ ମାନିବେି ନାହିଁ, ଶତଣୁ ମଁୁ ତାେ ଉପଶର ଛାଡିଶଦଲି ଯାହା ଶଯମିତି 
ଶଧାଇବାେୁ ଭାବୁଚ ଧୁଅ 

ଘଶର ରହି ପ୍ରତିଦିନ ଅଫିେ ୋମ େମୱନ୍ଧୀୟ ଶଯଶତ େମ୍ଭବ େମୁ୍ପୟଟର ମାେମଶର ପଢା ଓ ଶଲଖା େରାଶହା େପ୍ତାହେୁ ଦୁଇ ଥର 
ଅଫିସ ର େହେମକୀେ େହିତ ସ୍କାଇପ ମାେମଶର ଗଶବଷଣା େମୱନ୍ଧୀୟ ଆଶାଚନା ଶହା ପତ୍ନୀେର ୋମ ଆଇ. ଟି. ଶର ଥିବାରୁ ଶେ 
େମୁ୍ପୟଟର ମାେମଶର ଘରୁ ୋମ େରିବାର ବୟବସ୍ଥା େଶଲ ଝିଅ ଶନଟଶର େମେ ପଢାପଢି ପ୍ରଶଫେର ମାନେ େହିତ ଶଯାଗାଶଯାଗ େରି 
ଆରମ୍ଭ ୋ ଏପରି ବିପରି୍ତ୍ େମୟଶର ମଶନାବଳେୁ ଦୃଢ ରଖିବାଶର େହେମକୀେ େହିତ େଥାବାର୍ତ୍କା େରି ଶପ୍ରରଣା ମିଳୁଥାଏ  ଶେଶବ ଏ 
ଦୁଦିନ େଟିବ, ଭବିଷୟତଶର ଅଥକନୀତି ଉପଶର ଏହାର େି ପ୍ରଭାବ ପଡିବ, ଚାେିରିର ଅବସ୍ଥା େଣ ଶହବ, େଶବକାପରି େିଏ ବେିବ ବା େିଏ 
ମରିବ, ଏ େବୁ ଶନଇ ମନ ମେଶର େଦା େବକଦା ଉଦ ଶବଗ, ଭୟ ଓ ଆେୋର େଳା ବାଦଲ ଛାଇ ଶହଇ ରହିା ଟିଭି ଓ େମୁ୍ପୟଟରରୁ, 
ଆକ୍ରାନ୍ତ ଓ ମୃତୁୟ େଂଖୟା, ଶରାଗୀ, ଡାକ୍ତର ଓ ନେକ ମାନେର ଅବସ୍ଥା ଶଦଖି ମନର ବୟାେୁଳତା ଆହୁରି ବୃଦି୍ଧପାଇା ୋରା ପୃଥିବୀରୁ ପ୍ରାୟ 
େମେ ଶଦେ ମାନେରୁ ଶାେ ମାଶନ ଆେି ୋନାଡାଶର ବେବାେ େରନି୍ତ ପ୍ରତିଦିନ ଅଶନେ ଶଦେରୁ େହେହ ବିମାନ ଆେି ଏଠାଶର 
ପହଶେ ଅଶନେ ଶଦେରୁ ଶାେମାଶନ ଯିବା ଆେିବା େରନି୍ତ ଶତଣୁ ଏ ଶରାଗ େିପରି ନିୟନି୍ତ୍ରତ ଶହବ, ଏ ଶନଇ ମଁୁ େବୁଶବଶଳ ଚିନ୍ତାେୀଳ 
ରହିଲି  ଏହା ନିେଟ ଭବିଷୟତଶର ଶେଶତ ଦିନ ଭିତଶର େମିବ ବା ବଢିବ ଏହାର ଉର୍ତ୍ର ୋହା ପାଖଶର ଅଛି, େିଏ େହି ପାରିବ ଏଇ େଥା 
ଭାବି ଶହଲି 

ଏ େବୁେୁ ମନରୁ ଦୂଶରଇବାେୁ ଯାଇ ମଁୁ ଶଯଶତ ପାଶର ଶେଶତ େମ  ଟିଭି ଶଦଖିବାେୁ ଶଚଷ୍ଟା େଲି େହିବାେୁ ଗଶଲ ଜମା ନାହିଁ ଶଯଉଁ 
ବହି ପଢିବାେୁ ଇଚ୍ଛା ଥିା ମାତ୍ର େମୟ ଅଭାବରୁ ପଢି ପାରି ନଥିଲି ତାହା ପଢିବାେୁ ଆରମ୍ଭ େଲି ଜ୍ଞାନପୀଠ ପୁରସ୍କାର ପ୍ରାପ୍ତ ଶଲଖେ 
ଶଗାପୀନାଥ ମହାନି୍ତେର ପ୍ରେିଦ୍ଧ ବିୋଳୋୟ ଉପନୟାେ “ମାଟି ମଟାଳ” ପଢି ଶେଷ େଲି ତାପଶର େୁଶରନ୍ଦ ମହାନି୍ତେର “ନୀଳ ଶେ ଳ”  
ପଢିବା ଆରମ୍ଭ େଲି ସ୍ତ୍ରୀ ମେ ତାେ ଇଚ୍ଛା ଅନୁୋଶର ବହି ପଢା ପଢିଶର ନିଜେୁ ବୟେ ରଖିଶଲ ବାେିତେ େମୟ ମଁୁ େବିତା ଶଲଖିବାଶର 
େଶଟଇଲି ପାଗ ଭଲ ଥିଶଲ ବଚିଚା େଫାେଫି େରିବାଶର େମୟ ଶଦଲି ଅଶନେ େମୟ, ୩୫ ବଷକର ଗଚି୍ଛତ ପୁରାତନ ଚିଠି େବୁ ବେି ପଢି 
ଶେଥିରୁ ପୁରୁଣା େଥାେୁ ମଶନ ପଶେଇ ଆନନ୍ଦ ପାଇଲି ଘଶର େମଶେ ମିେି ଶରାଶଷଇ ବାେ େଲୁ ଶଯପରିେି ଜଣେ ଉପଶର ଏହାର ଚାପ 
ନପଡିବ ଶେଇ ଉଶଦେୟ ଶନଇ ଅଶପ୍ରଲ ମାେଶର ଟଶରାଶଣ୍ଟାଶର ୋହିତୟ ପାଠଚକ୍ର ହୁଏ ଏହି ଶୋଭିଡ ମହାମାରୀ ଶଯାଗଁୁ ଟଶରାଶଣ୍ଟା 
ଓଡିଆ ମାନେର ଓଡିୋ ଦିବେ ଓ ୋହିତୟ ପାଠଚକ୍ର ବାତିଲ େରିଦିଆ ଗା ମାତ୍ର ଭିଡିଓ ମାେମଶର ଏହାେୁ ଆଶୟାଜନ େରାଯାଇଥି୍ା 
ଏଥିଶର ପ୍ରାୟ ୩୫ ଜଣ ଓଡିଆ ବିଭିନ୍ନ ସ୍ଥାନରୁ ଶଯାଗଦାନ େରି ତାେର େବରଚିତ େବିତା ପାଠ େରିଥିଶଲ ଓ ବକ୍ତବୟ ରଖିଥିଶଲ ଅଶନେ 
େବିତା େଶରାନା ଭାଇରସ  ଉପଶର ଥିା 

ୋନାଡାର ପ୍ରଧାନ ମନ୍ତ୍ରୀ ଜଷି୍ଟନ ଟୁଶଡା ଓ ଓଣ୍ଟାରିଓର ମୁଖୟମନ୍ତ୍ରୀ ଡଗାସ  ଶଫାଡକ ଯଥାୋେ ଶଚଷ୍ଟା ଚଶଳଇଶଲ ଏ ମହାମାରୀରୁ 
ୋନାଡା ଶଦେ େିପରି ବରି୍ତ୍ବ ଓ େମ  େଂଖୟେ ଶାେେର ପ୍ରାଣ ହାନୀ ଶହବ  ଏ ଶନଇ ଶେମାଶନ ଅଶନେ ପ୍ରୋରର ପଦଶକ୍ଷପ ଶନଶଲ ଓ 
ପ୍ରତିଦିନ ଶପ୍ରେ େନ ଶଫରନ ସ  ମାେମଶର ଶଦେର ପରିସି୍ଥତି ଓ ତାେର ପଦଶକ୍ଷପ ବିଷୟଶର ନାଗରିେ ମାନେୁ ଅବଗତ େଶରଇଶଲ 
ଜନତାେର ପ୍ରେନର ଉର୍ତ୍ର ମେ ଶଦଶଲ ଅନିଦିଷ୍ଟ ୋଳ ପାଇଁ ଶଦେଶର ଓ ରାଜୟଶର ଆପତ ୋଳୀନ ପରିସି୍ଥତି ଜାରି େରାଶହା େବୁ 
ବିେବବିଦୟାଳୟ, ମହା ବିଦୟାଳୟ ଓ ବିଦୟାଳୟ ବନ୍ଦ ରହିା ଶେଶତେ ଜରୁରୀ ବୟବୋୟେୁ ଛାଡିଶଦଶଲ ବାେିତେ ଆଇନ ବଳଶର ବନ୍ଦ 
େରିଦିଆ ଗା େମେ ପ୍ରଶମାଦ ଉଦୟାନ ଓ ଶପ୍ରକ୍ଷାଳୟ ବନ୍ଦ ମନି୍ଦର, ମସ ଜିଦ ଓ ଗୀଜକାଶର ଏେଜୁଟ ଶହବା ବନ୍ଦ େମେ ବିମାନ 
ବନ୍ଦରଶର ବିମାନ ମାନେର େରବରାହ ବନ୍ଦ ପ୍ରତି ପାେ ମିନିଟଶର ଘର ଉପଶର ଯାଉଥିବା ଉଡା ଜାହାଜର େଂଖୟା େହିବାେୁ ଗଶଲ େୂନୟ 
ଆଶମରିୋ ଓ ୋନାଡାର େୀମା ପାରିଶହାଇ ଯାତାୟତ ମେ ଅନିଦିଷ୍ଟ ୋଳ ପାଇ ବନ୍ଦ ରହିଛି ପ୍ରଧାନ ମନ୍ତ୍ରୀ ଟୁଶଡା ଶଯଉଁମାଶନ ଚାେିରି 
ହରାଇ ବେିଶବ ଶେମାନେ ପାଇଁ ମାେେୁ ଦୁଇ ହଜାର ଡାର ଶଦବାର ପ୍ରତିେୁତି ମେ ଶଦଶଲ ମଝିଶର ମଝିଶର ମଁୁ ଘର ପାଖା ପାଖି 
ଚାଲିବାେୁ ଯାଏ ରାୋ ଘାଟଶର େଁା ଭଁା ଶେଶତାଟି ଗାଡି ବା ଶେହି ଚାଲିବାର ଶଦଖିବାେୁ ମିଶଳ ଚତୁଦିଗଶର ନୀରବତା ଛାଇ ରହିା 
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ଏହାର େୁଶଯାଗ ଶନଇ ପ୍ରଥମ ଥର ପାଇଁ ଆମ ବାଡି ପଟ େନ୍ତରଣ ସ୍ଥାନଶର ଆମେୁ ଶଦଖିବାେୁ ମିଳିା ଶେଶତେ ବଡ ବଡ ବତେ େଦୃେ 
“ଶାନ” ନାମେ ବଣୁଆ ପକ୍ଷୀେର େନ୍ତରଣ େରିବାର ଦୃେୟ  

ମଝିଶର ମଝିଶର ଶଫାନ େରି ଭୁବଶନେବର, ରାଉରଶୋ, ବାଶଲେବର ପ୍ରଭୃତି େହର ମାନେଶର ବାେ େରୁଥିବା ପରିବାର ମାନେର 
େୁବିଧା ଅେୁବିଧା ଜାଣିବାେୁ ଶଚଷ୍ଟା େଲୁ ଭାରତର ଅନୟାନୟ େହର ମାନେଶର ରହୁଥିବା ପରିବାରେ େଥା ବୁଝିଲୁ ଗଁା ଗହଳିଶର 
ଶଯଉଁମାଶନ ଅଛନି୍ତ ଶେମାନେ ଉପଶର ଏଶତଟା ପ୍ରଭାବ ପଡିନାହିଁ ଶବାଲି ଯାହା ଅନୁମାନ ଶହା େହର ମାନେର ଅବସ୍ଥା ଚଳନୀୟ ମାତ୍ର 
େମେେ ମନଶର ଶେଇ ଉଦ ଶବଗ, ଶେଇ ଶଗାଟିଏ ପ୍ରେନ ଏମିତି ଶେଶତ ଦିନ ଚାଲିବ? େିଏ େହିା “ଏ ଶରାଗ ଶେଇ ୋନାଡା, ଆଶମରିୋ 
ଆଉ ଇଉଶରାପଶର ହବ ଆଶମ ଭରତ ମୁନି, ଋଷିେ ଶଦେ ଏଠି ଶହବନି” େିଏ େହିା “ଏଠି ଶଯଉ ଁଗରମ, ଶେଥିଶର େଣ ଭାଇରସ  
ବେିବ? ଏଇମିତି ନାନା ମତ ଭାରତରୁ େୁଣିବାେୁ ମିଳୁଥାଏ ଶେଷେୁ ଭାରତ ମେ ବନ୍ଦ ଶହା  ନଗର ମାନେରୁ ବିତାଡିତ ଗରୀବ ଶଶ୍ରଣୀର 
ଶାେମାନେର ଦୟନୀୟ ଅବସ୍ଥା ଶଦଖି ମନ ଶମାର ଉଦ ଶବଳିତ ଶହାଇ ଉଠୁଥାଏ ତା ଉପଶର େବିତାଟିଏ ଶଲଖି ବେିଲି ଯାହାର େୀଷକେ 
“ନିୁଃେବ ନିଦ୍ଧକନ ଯାତ୍ରୀ”  େରୋରେର ଅଦୂରଦୃଷି୍ଟତାର ଏ େବୁ ପରିଣାମ ଏଥି ପ୍ରତି େଶଚତନ ଶହାଇ ଶେମାନେୁ ଏପରି େେଟାପନ୍ନ 
ପରିସି୍ଥତିରୁ ୋହାଯୟ େରିବାେୁ େିଏ ଆଶଗଇ ଆେୁଛି?  

ଆଶେ ଆଶେ ୋନାଡାର ଆକ୍ରାନ୍ତେ େଂଖା ବଢିବାଶର ାଗିା ଶମ ୩ ତାରିଖଶର ୧୯୯୫ ରହିା ଯାହାେି ୋନାଡାଶର େଶବକାଚ୍ଚ 
ଶଗାଟିଏ ଦିନଶର ଆଶମରିୋଶର ମେ ହୁ ହୁ ବଢିବାର ାଗିା ତାହା ଶଦଖି ଆଶମ େମଶେ ଭୟଭୀତ ଶହାଇ ପଡିଲୁ ୋରଣ ୋନାଡା 
ଆଶମରିୋର ଆନ୍ତଜକାତିେ େୀମାଶରଖା ବହୁତ ବଡ ଶେଶତଶବଶଳ େଣ ଶହବ େିଏ େହିବ? ଜୁନ ୧୫ ଶବଳେୁ ଆକ୍ରାନ୍ତେ େଂଖୟା େମି େମି 
ଆେି ୪୦୦ଶର ପହେିା ଶେଶତଶବଶଳ ଆମର ୋମ ଜାଗା ଶଖାଲିା ୋମେୁ ଯିବାେୁ ପଡିବ, ଶେମିତି ଯିବି? ଗାଡି ଚଶଲଇ ଯିବି ନା 
େବଶେ ଶନଇ େରି ଯିବି? ଏମିତି ଶେଶତ ଦିନ ମଣିଷ ଦବନ୍ଦବଶର ରହିା ଶେଷେୁ ସି୍ଥର େଲି ପ୍ରତିଦିନ ୋର  ଚଶଲଇ ୋମେୁ ଯିବାେୁ ଏଶବ 
ୋନାଡାଶର ଆକ୍ରାନ୍ତେ େଂଖୟା େମି େମି ଆେୁଛି ତଥାପି ଭୟ ଯାଇନି ଏମିତି ଅନିଶି୍ଚତତା ଭିତଶର ଦିନ େଟୁଛି, ଶେଶତ ଦିନ ଏମିତି େଟିବ 
େିଏ ଜାଶଣ? 

ଟଶରାଶଣ୍ଟା, ୋନାଡା, ୪୧୬୨୨୩୨୭୫୬ 
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Being in Unison with the Faith 
 
Bigyani Das  

 
I became aware of corona virus affecting 

people in China in January 2020. Soon USA 
president Trump put ban on flights from China 
and a few European countries. It did not have 
any substantial effect on me since there were 
so many dangerous virus species like Ebola, 
SARS, etc., had appeared and disappeared. I 
was thinking that being aware of cleanliness 
and with hand washing and proper sanitization 
normal people should be fine. The news about 
corona virus affecting communities in USA 
came to our attention in mid-February. The 
deaths in the nursing home in Seattle also 
came to our attention. They were in western 
parts of USA and even though we were sad, 
we were still feeling safe, protected. We were 
still not that scared and were going with our 
everyday work and activities.  

The news of the first case of corona virus 
in Maryland came on February 28. That was 
travel related, and even though we paid 
attention to the news, however, considering 
that it might not be of high risk, we continued 
in our daily lives. The numbers started in-
creasing day by day. We also learned about 
corona virus in the neighboring state of 
Virginia as well as Washington DC. Slowly 
everybody felt scared. On March 8th, we had 
our Holi procession in the new Jagannath 
temple facility. Our main Holi celebration with 
cultural program in bigger scale was planned 
to take place at Hindu Temple on March 14. 
The scare of corona virus started increasing. 
Maryland governor Larry Hogan announced 
school closings. In New York, the number of 
corona virus infected people rose. I had two 
daughters in New York city, and that scared 
me. Soon I learnt that they also had two 
weeks off from going to their work.  

I suggested to my daughters to come 
home then. One of the daughters said, “I 
should not. I have traveled in the bus to take a 
friend to Indian clothing store for buying bridal 
cloths. If I could have caught corona virus, I 
should only know in 14 days. And if I mix with 
everybody, then it will affect everybody.” 

My nephew had a 
new-born baby, a son 
on March 11. We were 
planning to go to see 
the new baby. We also thought the same way. 
We might have come in close contact with 
somebody having corona virus. We would 
know that in 14 days. Is it safe to go and see 
the baby? 

We had no other way but to cancel our 
upcoming Holi ceremony on March 14th. Our 
performers, participants and organizers all 
were scared and emphasized in social dis-
tancing as much as possible. 

All the plans for the upcoming weekend 
were completely changed. My dance school 
also sent message that it was cancelling all 
the classes for two weeks. 

Initially, staying home, working from home, 
drinking tea in the morning being relaxed, 
were all accepted by me as a change in 
routine. I was feeling good to sit in sofa with 
my husband and enjoy the afternoon tea with 
cardamom and black pepper and watch TV. 
Slowly the scene changed. New York city 
became a hot spot. The visual images of 
patients in ventilators, fear and death were 
emotionally draining. The desperate appeal of 
New York governor Andrew Cuomo for 
assistance from the federal government as 
well as other states was very painful to watch. 
There was not enough space in hospitals. The 
parks were converted to makeshift hospital. 
The dead bodies were everywhere. 

I was in a state of denial of the scene. Is 
this really happening in USA? The richest and 
most advanced country in the world is not able 
to face this challenge of an invisible species? 
Towards the end of March, our two daughters 
in New York decided to come home. By that 
time New York, Maryland and all other states 
in the middle like New Jersey, Delaware and 
Pennsylvania had declared stay-at-home 
orders. I was very scared. However, they 
came home to Maryland without any problem 
on April 1st, stayed in the basement in quaran-
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tine for fourteen days. We did not touch them, 
only kept food for them through the basement 
staircase, putting everything in paper plates 
and bowls. Before their arrival I had organized 
basement with all essentials starting from 
bedding to bath necessities. I had also orga-
nized the kitchen accessories and cooking 
essentials to cook small dishes if they would 
like to. My youngest daughter was so im-
pressed with my arrangement that she com-
mented, “I give you 5 out of 5 for the ar-
rangement like a perfect Airbnb host”. 

That was a very emotional moment as 
parents when you cannot even touch your 
children, hug your children, and stay scared 
that something might happen. 

After their 14 days of quarantine, it was 
like a celebration. They came upstairs to their 
rooms, ate meals with us at the dining table 
and we went together for the afternoon walk 
around the neighborhood. 

It was Sunday, May 10th, Mother’s Day. 
Since my two children were with us, they 
wanted to celebrate it their way. The other 
daughter that lives within one-hour drive had 
zoom meeting the day before and wished me 
Mother’s Day. The two daughters prepared 
many different dishes in their own style and 
set the table for lunch.  

Suddenly the doorbell rang. As everybody 
was ordering items through Amazon and other 
online services by mail, I suggested every-
body not to open the door as the delivery 
person might just leave the package at the 
door. However, the doorbell started ringing, 
and one of my daughters said to me, “please 
go and open the door since we are cooking.” I 
was scared and said, “No way, I am not 
opening the door. The person will know.” 

My husband went to open the door, and 
something just rushed inside. I was really 
scared. Then my eldest daughter appeared 
running behind her dog Veto. And then her 
husband followed. I became a statue. Not 
sure what to do. Should I hug her? No. They 
had put masks and trying to be maintaining 
distance.  

We spent about 4-5 hours together in that 
social distance structure. In the meantime, my 
husband left for the temple at 3 PM.  

Something inside my heart was feeling 
strange. Everything that was happening felt 
very unreal, like a bad dream. Real people 
had to wear masks at home? They should not 
even touch their loved ones. Stay like that, in 
constant fear and in strange environments? 

Time has passed since then. The situation 
in New York has improved, however, the 
scare is still there. We have lived these five 
months with constant scare, uncertainty, and 
a completely unpredictable future. 

We are fortunate to have our two daugh-
ters living with us even though they are still 
paying rent for their New York city apartments. 
Now my eldest daughter is put in family circle, 
and the last time she came, she did not wear 
mask. We spent quality time together.  

The faith that God will protect and take 
care of us is what provides the fuel to look 
forward for a better future, a day when the 
world would become corona free, a world, 
when we can fly in the airplane and visit our 
family in India, a world, where there would not 
be this constant fear of another human being 
spreading virus by just talking or giving a hug 
to us. 

During my downtime, I just surrender my-
self to the Lord abandoning all my negative 
thoughts and worries (sarba-dharman par-
ityajya, mamekam sharaṇam braja; 
ahaṁ tvam sarba-papebhyo mokṣhayiṣhyami 
ma shuchaḥ - Bhagabad Gita, 18-66). I feel 
the effect of liberation even though that lasts 
for a limited duration. Being in unison with the 
faith even for a short period is a great reliever 
of negative thoughts.  

Each day is a blessing. Each day is a mir-
acle. That is how it feels now.  

With all my prayers for the blissful world 
and getting back to our normal life. 
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Still working together 
 
Bibek Das 

 
In the month of February 2020, the city of 

San Francisco declared a state of health emer-
gency even though there was not a single case 
of Covid-19 in the City. In the middle of March, 
Santa Clara county was the first one in the nation 
to declare a Shelter-in-Place (SIP). Life changed 
dramatically after that declaration. Everything 
including Outdoor activities, indoor gatherings, 
socializing, Gyms, sports activities came to a 
standstill. We had to mostly stay home, venturing 
out only to buy groceries and for other essential 
services. People had to work from home. Kids 
had to learn from online classes. People had to 
adjust to the new reality of life. 

Come to think of it, entire world was affected 
by the virus. The virus originated from China, 
went through Europe and America, and simulta-
neously spread to Asia and Africa; thus, it 
covered the entire globe. It was devastating for 
the world, its people and its economies. The 
world was not able to recognize that the virus 
could cause a pandemic and did not move to 
contain it in time. A lot of lives were lost due to 
this mistake. When the countries started impos-
ing lockdowns, most economic activity ceased, 
and it was a time for people to take a break from 
their busy schedules and reflect on life. As the 
factories shut down, the pollution levels came 
down. The earth was able to breathe again. The 
Ozone layer of the earth started healing. The 
polluted rivers became carriers of clean water. 
People were able to see mountain peaks from 
afar due to better visibility. Animals were roaming 
around streets as people and vehicles went 
missing on the roads. It seemed  

like the earth was sending a couple of mes-
sages to the humans. First, the humans need to 
slow and stop destroying the environment. 
Second, if the humans do not learn from the first 
warning, the earth is capable of taking care of 
itself by releasing some dangerous bacteria and 
viruses. Due to global warming, the glaciers are 
melting, and it is said that there are some mean 
and dangerous viruses that may come out when 
that happens. Scientists are theorizing that the 
dinosaurs were eliminated due to a giant meteor 
crashing onto the earth. But what if it wasn’t a 

meteor, but was a virus? It is 
a very surprising and shock-
ing hypothesis that if all 
humans disappear from the 
earth, the earth will actually 
flourish. 

One of the salient features and a conse-
quence of the lockdowns was the ever-increasing 
emphasis on the digital economy. Technology 
companies flourished as people needed to use it 
for communicating with others and students 
needed to get their education via technology. 
People started working from home on a full-time 
basis, so the underlying technology had to be 
robust. This includes high-speed internet and the 
video conferencing software. People started 
adapting to this new lifestyle. It means attending 
all of the important meeting, setting and meeting 
the goals and targets and increasing the produc-
tivity to procure that hike in the salary or eyeing 
that promotion or the incentive bonus. In addition 
to this, conducting interviews and hiring people 
also went online. This was necessary as the 
lockdown had eliminated many jobs and many 
companies and businesses had perished. 

The online work culture came with some ad-
vantages. Whereas the morning rituals of a 
family used to be a chaotic and sometimes 
circus-like activities of getting everyone ready for 
the day, preparing breakfast and lunch, feeding 
the kids and rushing out of the house in a hurry, 
the new schedule meant just walk in front of the 
computer in the pajamas to attend the meeting 
just a minute before the start of the meeting. 
Since no driving is required, people saved a lot of 
time that they were wasting commuting to work, 
dropping and picking up kids from school and 
other activities. This time was better utilized to 
being more productive and moving ahead in the 
career path.  

It is often said that human beings are social 
animals. Since no socializing was possible due to 
the lockdowns, people took to the online and 
social media to stay in touch with friends, rela-
tives and elders. One of the best examples of this 
is the virtual convention of OSA. It was a new 
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and refreshing experience. While some people 
thought it was a wonderful concept since they 
didn’t have to fly, ride trains, or drive their cars 
through busy airports and freeways, and still 
enjoy the programs from their living rooms, a tiny 
minority said they missed the food and the face-
to-face interactions that a conventional conven-
tion provides. 

On a personal note, I was impressed when 
my wife started teaching Odia to a number of 
kids all over the USA via videoconferencing, with 
an occasional student from the UK or India 
joining in. Classes were held on weekdays and 
were one hour long and, of course, free of cost. I 
thought it was a great way to transmit our Odia 
language, culture and heritage to the next 
generation of Americans. After a few months, at 
the end of the summer, beautiful online Odia 
writings authored by the students started appear-
ing along with many students reciting poems and 
making speeches on several online gatherings, 
Pujas, festivals and conventions. 

As the pandemic is still raging on, we contin-
ue to work together keeping the community spirit 

high and strong. People are expanding their 
human networks and communicating with others 
even more than before. In the middle of all this, in 
order to have some perspective, many of us are 
realizing that life is a precious gift. Even if you set 
aside all of its attributes, such as the society, 
partners, children, jobs, the life on its own is a 
beautiful expression and experience. Try to 
imagine how huge the Universe is and how tiny a 
microscopic particle is us. And yet, we have been 
provided the consciousness to think about all 
this, play our roles on the stage of life and have 
been provided a chance to attain happiness or 
bliss, if possible. This, in itself, is a great hum-
bling realization. For we are supposed to seek 
our true nature and dwell in the duality of the 
unity – like two sides of the same coin, and stay 
in the nonchalant, unattached state if possible, 
while still being attached and sometimes swept 
away like a twig in a swollen river by the events 
and happenings in life . An invisible, tiny virus 
has taught us that we are truly the blessed 
species! 

  

 



                                                                                                2020 OSA Souvenir, Urmi 

29 

 

A clarion call to action 
 
Sikhanda Satapathy 

 
 “Daddy, can you do 10 push-ups like me?” 

challenged my daughter, when I nagged her 
about getting out of her room and doing some 
exercise. Grabbing the opportunity to motivate 
her to stay fit, I dropped down to the floor prompt-
ly, confident that I could easily do 25 push-ups, 
why just 10? In Puri akhadaas or jaagaa-gharas 
(local gyms,) folks get down to all four with head 
aligned between hands, to carry out a semi-
circular maneuver ending up with the serpent 
pose, still on all fours, completing the so-called 
danDa or push-up. I could easily do 25 of these 
in quick succession the last time I tried it. So, 
doing it 10 times should be a piece of cake, I 
thought. As I started taking the pose to do the 
push-ups confidently, my daughter complained, 
“hey, hey, that’s not how you do the push-ups!” 
Quickly she got down to demonstrate the correct 
way, where one drops down to all four, and then 
lowers the chest to the ground before lifting the 
body up. “Ok, fine, I can do that,” I retorted, still 
confident that I could do it. As I dipped my 
shoulder about an inch, my shoulder and chest 
muscles refused to hold up the good amount of 
fat I had accumulated since the last time I tried 
doing any kind of push-up, which was perhaps 
more than a decade ago! Refusing to give up, I 
argued, “no, I am used to my kind of push up. Let 
me do that.” That trial failed too - miserably.  

Over the years, I had ignored others’, primari-
ly my wife’s remarks that I was putting on too 
much weight and should get back in shape for 
my own health sake. My elder brother, who rides 
a bicycle for 20 miles regularly to keep diabetes 
under control and for stress relief, kept advising 
me, in vain, to start a few minutes of exercise 
daily to get fitter. Even my doctor had threatened 
to start me on insulin should I not lower my 
HbA1c through diet control and exercise. Not that 
I was a couch potato with a TV remote in my 
hand all the time. I did enjoy outdoor activities, 
did all my yardwork, doubled up as a handyman 
for mundane house repair jobs, even rode 10-15 
miles on bicycle occasionally when the weather 
was nice. It’s that working out was never my 
priority. I kidded myself that due to good upbring-

ing, I had more bone 
mass, and the little fat that 
had accumulated can 
vanish whenever I wanted! 

As the work from home started due to 
Covid19, I banished myself to the basement as I 
typically had several meetings in a day, and the 
basement was the safest place devoid of house-
hold noise. Between meetings and staring blindly 
into the endless space of the internet, I tried to 
move a few limbs lazily before the mirror and 
considered that exercise. I had even started 
walking in the neighborhood in the evenings to 
get some exercise; but to tell you the truth, it was 
more to get over the boredom of home-
imprisonment than anything else! Now stung with 
the realization that I couldn’t even do a full push-
up properly, all my so-called efforts to exercise 
appeared as if I was trying to break a mighty 
mountain with a nail hammer! The fall in strength 
was real. Simple Yoga steps that I did effortless-
ly, what seemed just a few years ago, were 
impossible to perform, thanks to certain unwel-
come mass hanging around my midriff. As if that 
was not enough, the refrigerator talked to me all 
the time throughout the day, compounding my 
plight. Not only that, either out of pity or feeling 
obliged, my wife fed me delicious aluchops, 
pakodas, chat, pani puris, etc., with afternoon tea 
regularly. At that rate, by the time a Covid cure 
came, would I be looking for a new cure from 
morbid obesity, I wondered. 

It was a weight-gain spiral with no prayer of 
coming out of the ballooning body anytime soon, 
until the clarion call came after my daughter’s 
push-up challenge. The inner panchajanya 
blared through my consciousness to do some-
thing. Anything. Soon. With plenty of time on 
hand, I started introspecting how I had ignored 
this so called temple for my soul, on one pretext 
or the other, and how difficult it was to get rid of 
this often joked about “sign of prosperity.”  

“When you really want something badly, the 
whole universe conspires in helping you to 
achieve it!” - said Paulo Coelho in the Alchemist. 
With the fire in my belly to do something positive, 
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taking advantage of the gift of time the Corona 
pandemic had offered, I started noticing many 
health-related ideas that I would have happily 
brushed aside earlier. I chanced upon a talk by 
Steven Gundry in PBS on his much acclaimed, 
Longevity Paradox, which I promptly bought and 
started reading. A college friend brought to my 
attention, the Game Changer, an excellent movie 
on diet and health. I got roped into my college 
friends’ fitness WhatsApp group, where folks 
posted their daily exercise statistics, with one 
friend stating how he had lost 15 kgs since the 
start of Covid19 by just jogging inside his home 
for 2 hours a day! Motivated by that friend group, 
I attended an online seminar on Intermittent 
Fasting, which turned my wrong idea about 
fasting upside down, and reinforced what I had 
started to learn about being in a continuous 
sugar-surplus state. The universe had indeed 
started conspiring to help me get fitter! 

Equipped with the arsenal the universe had 
provided, I started on my journey to fight my 
demon. My occasional neighborhood walks 
turned into regular 4-5 miles walks. I started 
doing intermittent fasting, which had seemed 
impossible just a few months ago, as I could 
never see myself staying hungry for more than a 
few minutes! Encouraged by a body-builder 
friend in Australia, I even started looking for a 
weight-lifting home gym to complement an 
elliptical that was gathering dust for a few years. 
It turned out that with gyms closed everywhere 
due to Covid, home gym equipment got sold like 
hot cakes and were out of stock. My wife lucked 
upon a home gym that I had coveted for a while, 

which became available only for a few hours 
online! The universe had really conspired to 
leave me no excuse to not get into action. 

Now, after about three months of regular 
sweating, intermittent fasting and focus on diet, I 
am lighter by about 25 lbs and a few notches off 
my belt! It’s a pleasure to see the sliding blood 
sugar and improving BMI on the smart scale 
everyday morning. My Mom feels happy, when I 
tell her how I have realized the benefits of her 
Ekadashi fasting, which I used to oppose strongly 
earlier. Both my daughters are amused that I, 
who ate anything and everything that was edible, 
now pay close attention to the nutrition contents 
and offer them diet advice, which they have 
known for long! 

I have still a long way to go to reach my 
health goal, but I am happy that I grabbed the 
unique opportunity this pandemic offered me with 
both hands – and with a disciplined and humble 
mind. The isolation caused by social distancing 
and the strange practice of working from home 
has the potential to cause severe mental and 
physical distress to many. At the same time, it 
offers unique opportunity to change our lifestyle, 
individually and collectively, which we ought to 
recognize and take advantage of. God helps 
those, who help themselves, as the Bhaagabata 

says, ଆପଣା ହଶେ େବକେିଦି୍ଧ, ଜାଣିବ ଏହୁ ମହାବିଧି I 
 

I did it, and so can you! 
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ଆଶମରିକୀୟ ଭାରତୀୟ ଜୀବନଶଶୈଳୀ ଓ ମନି୍ଦର 
ସତୟ ପଟ୍ଟନାୟକ 
 

ଆଶମରିେୀୟ ଭାରତୀୟ ଜୀବନଶେ ଳୀଶର ମନି୍ଦର ଏେ ୋମାଜିେ, ୋଂସ୍କତିୃେ ତଥା େିକ୍ଷାବୟବସ୍ଥାର 
ଶେନ୍ଦ୍ରବିନୁ୍ଦ   ପ୍ରବାେୀମାଶନ ପ୍ରଥଶମ ଆଶମରିୋଶର ପାଦ ଶଦଶଲ, ଦୁଇଟି ଯାଗାର ଅନୁେନ୍ଧାନ େରନି୍ତ – 
ଭାରତୀୟ ଶତଜରାତି ଶଦାୋନ ଓ ମନି୍ଦର  ଶଫବୃଆରୀ ୨୦୦୧ଶର ଆଶମ ୋଲିଫରି୍ଣ୍ଆରୁ େଲମୱସ େୁ ଆେିଲୁ ଏବଂ ପ୍ରଥମ େନିବାର ଦିନ 
ମନି୍ଦର ଶଖାଜିବା ଆରମ୍ଭେଲୁ  ୋଲିଫରି୍ଣ୍ଆଶର ଆଶମ ୋନଲିଆଶରାରୁ ଡବ୍ ଲିନ ମନି୍ଦର ଯାଉଥିଲୁ ଯାହା ଅଶନେ ଦୂର ଥିା  େଲମୱସ ଶର 
ମନି୍ଦର ପାଖଶର ଥିା  ଖୁବ୍  ବଡ ଯାଗାଶର ମନି୍ଦର ତିଆରି ଶହାଇଥିା  ମନି୍ଦର ଭିତର ବହୁତ ବଡ ଓ ଖୁବ୍ ପରିଷ୍କାର  ଶେଦିନ ଶେଷ 
େନିବାର ଥିବାରୁ ଶଭେଶଟଶ୍ୱର ଠାେୁରେର ଅଭିଶଷେ ଶହଉଥିା ଓ ଦକି୍ଷଣ ଭାରତୀୟ େଂପ୍ରଦାୟର ଅଶନେ ପରିବାର ଶେଇ ପୂଜାଶର ଶଯାଗ 
ଶଦଇଥିଶଲ  ଆଶମ ମେ ପୂଜା େରିବା ପଯକୟନ୍ତ ବେିଲୁ  ମନି୍ଦରର ପରିଶବେ ଓ ବାତାବରଣ ଆମେୁ ଏଶତ ଭଲାଗିଥିା ଶଯ ଆଶମ ଶେଇ 
େହରଶର ରହିଯିବାେୁ ଚାହିଁଲୁ   

ବିଗତ ଶୋଡିଏ ବଷକ ୋଳ ମନି୍ଦର ଆମ ଶଦ ନନି୍ଦନ ଜୀବନର ଏେ ଅଂେ ଶହାଇ ରହିଛି  ଆଶମ ଶଯଶତଶବଶଳ ମନି୍ଦର େହ େଂଶି୍ଳଷ୍ଟ 
ଶହଲୁ ଆମ ପିାମାଶନ ସ୍କଲୁ ଯିବା ଆରମ୍ଭ େରୁଥିଶଲ   ଦିଶନ ମନି୍ଦର ପ୍ରାଙ୍ଗଣଶର ଆଶମ ବେିଛୁ, ଜଶଣ ଭଦ୍ରମହିଳା ଆେିଶଲ ଏବଂ ପିାେ 
େହିତ େଥାଶହଶଲ  ମନି୍ଦର ପ୍ରାଙ୍ଗଣଶର ଶେଇ େମୟଶର ବେିଥିବା େମବୟସ୍କ ପିାେ େହ େଥାଶହା ପଶର ତା ପର ରବିବାରଠୁ ଆରମ୍ଭ 
ଶହା ପିାେ ପାଇଁ “ଶବଦ ଅେୟନ” େିକ୍ଷା  ଆମ ପିାମାଶନ ବାର ବଷକ (ପ୍ରଥମ ଶଶ୍ରଣୀରୁ ଦ୍ୱାଦେ ଶଶ୍ରଣୀ ପଯକୟନ୍ତ) ଭାରତୀୟ େଂସ୍କତିୃର 
ବିଭିନ୍ନ ବିଷୟ ପଢିଶଲ  ମନି୍ଦର ପକ୍ଷରୁ ତାହା ଥିା େିକ୍ଷାଦାନର ପ୍ରଥମ ବଷକ  ଏହା େହିତ ପିାମାଶନ ହିନ୍ଦୀ ଭାଷା ଓ େଂସ୍କତୃ ଭାଷା ମେ 
େିଖିଶଲ  କ୍ରମେୁଃ ଆମର ରବିବାର ପ୍ରାୟତୁଃ ମନି୍ଦରଶର େଟିା  ଅଶନେ ଭିନ୍ନ ଭାଷାଭାଷୀ ପରିବାରେ େହିତ େଂପେକ ସ୍ଥାପନ ଶହା  
ଶଯଶତଶବଶଳ ପିାମାଶନ ପାଠ ପଢନି୍ତ, ତାେର ବାପା ମା ମାଶନ ଶେଚ୍ଛାଶେବୀ ଭାବଶର ୋମେରନି୍ତ  ମଁୁ ଦିଶନ ଶଗାଟିଏ ଶୋଣଶର 
ବେିଥାଏ  ମନି୍ଦରର େଭାପତି ଶ୍ରୀ ବିେୁନ ପାଶଣ୍ଡ ଶମା ନିେଟେୁ ଆେିଶଲ ଏବଂ ଶମାଶତ ପଚାରିଶଲ ଯଦି ମଁୁ େିଛି େରିବାେୁ ଚାହିଁବି  ପାଶଣ୍ଡଜୀ 
ୋହିଓ ରାଜୟ ବିଶ୍ୱବିଦୟାଳୟର ଗଣିତ ବିଭାଗର ପ୍ରଶଫେର  ମଁୁ ଶମାର େମ୍ମତି ପ୍ରଦାନ େଲି – ଶେ ଶମା ଦ୍ୱାରା ଯାହା େରିବାେୁ ଚାହିଁଶବ 
େରିପାରିଶବ ଶବାଲି େହିଲି  ଶେ ଶମାଶତ ତାେ ଅଫିେେୁ ଡାେି ଶନଇ ଶମାଶତ ମନି୍ଦରର ଶଚକ ବହି ଶଦଶଲ ଓ େହିଶଲ – “ଆପଣ 
ଆଜିଠାରୁ ମନି୍ଦରର ଶେଜରର  ପ୍ରତି ରବିବାର େିନ୍ତୁ ଆେିବାେୁ ପଡିବ ପୂଜାରୀ ଓ ଶେଚ୍ଛାଶେବୀମାନେ ବିଲ ଶପଶମଣ୍୍ଟ ପାଇଁ   

ମଁୁ ୨୦୦୧ରୁ ୨୦୧୪ ପଯକୟନ୍ତ ମନି୍ଦରର ଶେଜରର ଦାୟିତ୍ୱଶର ରହିଲି  ୨୦୧୪ଶର ଓୋ େନ ଶଭନ େନ ର େନ ଶଭନର  ଭାବଶର ବୟେ 
ରହିବାରୁ ମନି୍ଦରର ଶେଜରର ଦାୟିତ୍ୱରୁ ମୁକ୍ତ େରିବାପାଇଁ ମନି୍ଦରେୁ ଅନୁଶରାଧ େରିଥିଲି  ୨୦୦୯ଶର ଆଶମ ମନି୍ଦରଶର ରଥଯାତ୍ରା ଆରମ୍ଭ 
େରିଥିଲୁ  ରଥଯାତ୍ରା ମନି୍ଦରର େବୁଠୁ ବଡ ବାହୟ ୋଯକୟକ୍ରମ ରୂଶପ ଶାେପି୍ରୟ ଶହବାେୁ ାଗିା  ଏହି ନଅଦିନିଆ ୋଯକୟକ୍ରମଶର େଲମୱସ  
ଅେଳର ବିଭିନ୍ନ ମୂଳ ଭାରତୀୟ ପ୍ରାନ୍ତର ଶାେମାଶନ ବଡ ଉତ୍ସାହର େହିତ ଭାଗଶନବାେୁ ାଗିଶଲ  ପ୍ରତି େଂୋଶର ଆଶମ ଶେୌଣେି ନା 
ଶେୌଣେି ଭାରତୀୟ େମୁୟନିଟିର ଶାେମାନେୁ ତିନିଦିଅଁେ ୋମନାଶର ନୃତୟ େଂଗୀତ ପରିଶବଷଣ େରିବାେୁ ଡାେିଥାଉ  ପରିଶବଷଣ ପଶର 
ପ୍ରାୟ ଶଦଢେହ ଶାେ ପ୍ରୋଦ ଶେବନ େରିଥାନି୍ତ  ନଅ ଦିନ ବୟାପୀ ରଥଯାତ୍ରା ମଶହାତ୍ସବ ୟା ଭିତଶର ଶେବଳ ଓଡିଆ ପରିବାର ନୁଶହଁ, 
ଅଶନେ ଭାରତୀୟ ପରିବାରେ ପ୍ରତୀକି୍ଷତ ପବକ ଶହାଇୋରିାଣି  ଶଗାଶଟ ରଥଯାତ୍ରା େରୁ େରୁ ଆଗାମୀ ରଥଯାତ୍ରା ପାଇଁ ଶଯାଜନା ପ୍ରେୁତିଶର 
ାଗିଗଶଲଣି ଶେଚ୍ଛାଶେବୀମାଶନ   

୨୦୨୦ ରଥଯାତ୍ରା ନିମଶନ୍ତ ଆମର ଶେଚ୍ଛାଶେବୀମାଶନ ଅଶନେ ନୂଆ ୋଯକୟକ୍ରମର ଶଯାଜନା ପ୍ରେୁତ େରିଥିଶଲ  େଶରାନା ଆରମ୍ଭଶର 
ାଗୁନଥିା ଶଯ ରଥଯାତ୍ରା ଉପଶର ଏହାର େିଛି ପ୍ରଭାବ ଶହବ  େମୟ କ୍ରଶମ େଶରାନାର ପ୍ରଭାବ ବଢି ଚାଲିା ଓ େଶରାନା ମହାମାରୀ 
୨୦୨୦ ରଥଯାତ୍ରାର ଚମେ ଉପଶର ନିୟନ୍ତ୍ରଣ ଲଶଗଇବାେୁ େମଥକ ଶହାଇଗା  ମନି୍ଦର ୋଯକୟୋରୀ େମିଟି ଓଡିଆ େମୁୟନିଟି େହିତ 
େଥାବାର୍ତ୍କା ଆରମ୍ଭ େଶଲ  ଭିନ୍ନ ଭିନ୍ନ ମତ ଶଟବୁଲ ଉପରେୁ ଆେିା  ଅଶନେ େଂପୂର୍ଣ୍କ ରୂଶପ ବନ୍ଦ େରିବାେୁ େହିଶଲ  େିନ୍ତୁ ସି୍ଥର ଶହା 
ଶଯମିତି ପୁରୀଶର ଶହବ ଆଶମ ଶେମିତି େରିବା  ପରିଶେଷଶର ନିଷ୍ପରି୍ତ୍ ନିଆଗା ଶଯ ୋମାଜିେ ଶରାଧେୁ ୋମନାଶର ରଖି ଶଯମିତି ଭଲ 
ଶହାଇପାରିବ ଶେମିତି ଶହବ  ନଅ ଦିନ ବୟାପୀ ୋଯକୟକ୍ରମ ରହିବ, ଶେବଳ ପୂଜେମାଶନ ରଥ ଟାଣିଶବ, ରଥ ମନି୍ଦର ଭିତଶର ଚାଲିବ, 
ପଶରାକ୍ଷ ଭାଶବ ୋଂସ୍କତିୃେ ୋଯକୟକ୍ରମ ଶହବ – ଏହି ଭାବଶର ଶଯାଜନା େରାଗା  ଶମା ଦାୟିତ୍ୱ ଥିା ଚାନ୍ଦା େଂଗ୍ରହେରିବା  ଶେଇ ଦିନ 
ମେଶର ମଁୁ ପନ୍ଦର ହଜାର ଡାରର ଚାନ୍ଦା େଂଗ୍ରହ େଲି   ଏେଦମ ଶଛାଟିଆ ରଥଟିଏ ତିଆରି େରାଗା  େବୁ ୋଯକୟକ୍ରମ ଶଯାଜନାବଦ୍ଧ 
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ଭାବଶର େୁଚାରୁ ରୂଶପ େରାଗା  ଜଗନ୍ନାଥେ ଶଯମିତି ଇଚ୍ଛା  େିନ୍ତୁ ଭକ୍ତମାଶନ ପୂବକବଷକ ପରି ଏୋଠି ଶହାଇ ଧଁା ଧପଡ େରି ପ୍ରଭୁେର 
ଶଯମିତି ଶେବାଶର ାଗିଥାଆନି୍ତ ଶେଇ ଦୃେୟ ଶଦଖିବାେୁ ମିଳିା ନାହିଁ   ଶେଷଦିନ ଉପସି୍ଥତ ଭକ୍ତମାଶନ “ଜଗନ୍ନାଥେ ଯାହା ଇଚ୍ଛା – ଆେନ୍ତା 
ବଷକେୁ ଶଦଖିବା” େହି ନିଜେୁ ବୁଶଝଇ ନିଜନିଜ ଘରେୁ ଶଫରିଶଲ  ଏଶବ ଅବେୟ ମନି୍ଦର ଦେକନ ପାଇଁ ଶଖାଲିଗାଣି  େିନ୍ତୁ ୋମାଜିେ 
ଶରାଧ ନିୟମେୁ ପାଳନ େରି  ଶେୌଣେି ୋମୂହିେ ୋଯକୟକ୍ରମ ତଥା ପୂଜା ଏପଯକୟନ୍ତ ଆରମ୍ଭ ଶହାଇନାହିଁ  ପିାମାନେର େଂସ୍କତିୃ ଓ ଶବଦ 
େିକ୍ଷା ମେ ଆରମ୍ଭ େରାଯାଇନାହିଁ  ଶଯ ପଯକୟନ୍ତ େଶରାନା ମହାମାରୀର ପ୍ରଶୋପ ରହିଥିବ ଆଶମରିୋଶର ଭାରତୀୟ େଂସ୍କତିୃର ଶେନ୍ଦ୍ରସ୍ଥଳୀ 
ମନି୍ଦର ଶେମିତି େୂନୟ ଦିେୁଥିବ   

 
ଚାଣକୟ ନୀତି 

 
ନ ଚ ବିଦୟା ସଶମା ବନୁ୍ୁଃ ନ ଚ ବୟାଧି ସଶମାରିପୁୁଃ 
ନ ଚାପତୟସମୁଃ ଶେଶହା ନ ଚ ଶଦୈବାତ  ପରଂ ବଳମ  ାା 
 
ବିଦୟା ପରି ବନୁ୍ଧ େିମୱା ଶରାଗ ପରି େତୁ ଏ ଦୁନିଆଶର 
ଶେହି ନାହିଁ ାା ପୁତ୍ର ଶେହଠାରୁ ବଳି ଶେହ େିଛି ନାହିଁ େି 
ଶଦ ବ ବଳଠାରୁ ବଳି ବଳବାନ  ଆଉ ଶେହି ନାହାନି୍ତ ାା 
 
ନାସି୍ତ ବିଦୟାସଶମା ବନୁ୍ୁଃ ନାସି୍ତ ସତୟ ସମଂତପୁଃ 
ନାସି୍ତ ଶୋଗ ସମଂ ଦୁୁଃଖଂ ନାସି୍ତ ତୟାଗ ସମଂ ସୁଖମ  ାା 
 
ବିଦୟାଠାରୁ ବଳି ଉପୋରୀ ବନୁ୍ଧ ନାହିଁ ାା େତୟଠାରୁ ବଳି 
ତପେୟା େିଛି ନାହିଁ ାା ଶରାଗ ପରି ଦୁୁଃଖ ନାହିଁ େି ତୟାଗ 
େମାନ େୁଖ ନାହିଁ ାା 
 
 
 

ପି୍ରୟବାକୟ ପ୍ରଦାଶନନ ସଶବେ ତୁଷ୍ୟନି୍ତ ଜନ୍ତବୁଃ 
ତସ୍ମାଶଦବ ବକ୍ତବୟଂ ବଚଶନ କା ଦରିଦ୍ରତା ାା 
 
ପି୍ରୟ ଓ ମିଠାେଥା େହିଶଲ େମଶେ େନ୍ତୁଷ୍ଟ ହୁଅନି୍ତ ାା ଶତଣୁ 
ମିଠା େଥା େହିବାଶର ୋପକଣୟ େରିବା ଉଚିତ ନୁଶହଁ ାା 
 
ପ୍ରଥଶମ ନାଜିତା ବିଦୟା ଦି୍ୱତୀଶୟ ନାଜିତଂ ଧନମ  
ତୃତୀଶୟ ନାଜିତଂ ପୁଣୟଂ ଚତୁଶଥେ କିଂ କରିଷ୍ୟତି ାାାା 
 
ପ୍ରଥମ ଅବସ୍ଥାଶର ବୟକି୍ତ ବିଦୟା େିକ୍ଷା ନେଶଲ, ଦି୍ୱତୀୟ  
ଅବସ୍ଥାଶର ଧନ ଓ ତୃତୀୟ ଅବସ୍ଥାଶର ଧମକ ଅଜକନ 
ନେଶଲ ଜୀବନ ନିବକାହ ଦୁୁଃଖଦାୟେ ହୁଏ ାା ୋରଣ, 
ଚତୁଥକ ଅବସ୍ଥାଶର ମଣିଷ ଶଦହର ୋମଥକୟ ଓ ମନର 
ଭାରୋମୟ ହରାଇଥାଏ ଓ ଶେ ଅବସ୍ଥାଶର ଶେ ଶେ ାଣେି 
ୋଯକୟଶର େଫଳତା ହାେଲ େରିପାଶର ନାହିଁ ାା 
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ସମୃ୍ପକ୍ତ ରୁହ 
Stay Engaged 
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ବଡ଼ ହୁଏ ଯଦି ପୂର୍ଣ୍ଣଚନ୍ଦ୍ର ପରି 
ଆଉ ନ ପାରିବ ବଢ଼ି, 
ଫୁଟିଲା ଫୁଲ କି ଫୁଟଟ ଆଉ ଥଟର, 
ଫୁଟଟ ସିନା ଫୁଲକଢ଼ି ! 
             - କୁନ୍ତଳାକୁମାରୀ ସାବତ  
 
 

ସାଧୁ ସଙ୍ଗତଟର ସଙ୍ଗୀ ଟହଟଲ ଟଲାକ 
ଆଟପ ସାଧୁ ଟହାଇ ଯାଏ 
ହୀନ ଜନ ସଟଙ୍ଗ ମିଳା-ମିଶା କଟଲ 
ହୀନ ବୁଦି୍ଧ ସିନା ପାଏ 

- (ବର୍ଣ୍ଣବବାଧ)  ମଧୁସୂଦନ ରାଓ   
 
 

ସ୍ୱାଥଣର ବନିତା ଅଟଟ ଟତାଷାଟମାଦ 
ଭୟ, ମିଥା ତାଙ୍କ ପୁତ୍ର 
ରାଜୟଟର ବିପ୍ଳବ ନିଶ୍ଚୟ ଘଟିବ 
ଏମାଟନ ଟହଟଲ ଏକତ୍ର ାା 

- ମଧୁସୂଦନ ଦାସ 
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******************************************************************************************************************** 

First Prize winner in the Meghna Memorial Award Competition (Senior Category) 

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

Wood Chips 
 

Amrita Sahu 

 

I peek through the window  

Panes of clear glass 

Speckled with stains from the last rain 

And see the brown cardboard boxes 

That meant a new family had arrived. 

 

I see them trudge up the stairs 

Open the sliding door 

To take in the view from the balcony 

And say hello to me. 

 

A young boy with wire frame glasses and a 

burgundy shirt 

Jumping in excitement. 

A tall man 

Gazing quietly out at the setting sun. 

And a sweet, graceful lady 

Holding a little baby that stared at my leaves  

With big brown eyes. 

 

***** 

 

The boy, now older 

Was perched on the pale chartreuse couch 

Feet curled up tightly 

Reading a mystery novel. 

He looked up as he heard a call from the kitchen. 

 

I saw them crowd around the dinner table 

A vanilla cake  

With white frosting and pink trimming 

Five candles sparkling 

Young kids running around 

Spilling soda and juice. 

 

The little girl looks startled 

When her mother smears icing 

on her face. 

But she just flashes a toothy grin 

And tries to lick it off. 

 

***** 

 

Today everyone was dressed up  

The boy wore a navy-blue gown 

With a cap to match 

A golden tassel dangling by his face. 

He stood under my branches 

And smiled. 

 

His mother 

Wearing a black, lace-covered dress 

Held up a camera 

And counted to three. 

 

The little girl, dressed in a coral frock 

Stood to the side, clutching her father’s hand. 

Then she ran to her brother 

Ready to pose in the picture too. 

 

***** 

 

It was scary  

How fast 

They grew up.  

The boy left for college 

So far away. 

But year after year 

My leaves fall off 

In time for his holiday visits. 

Bare branches matching 

The frost covered landscape behind me. 
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The girl is in high school 

And catches the bus at dawn 

Only to return after five. 

My leaves turn a verdant green 

In time for her to bike outside 

In the summer heat. 

 

And the parents 

Have streaks of gray in their hair. 

My leaves turn  

A bright, beautiful scarlet 

In time for autumn. 

When the air is crisp 

They come outdoors 

To marvel at my beauty. 

 

***** 

 

Today I awoke 

To the sound of voices  

From near my trunk. 

I looked down to see two men 

With metal tools 

Glinting in the sunlight. 

 

I glanced back at the house 

Straining to catch a glimpse 

Of the family I so dearly loved. 

 

***** 

 

The tree outside my window 

Has been there as long as I’ve lived. 

Its memories of people 

Who came and went 

Pressed in its cracked brown bark 

Like thumb prints in clay. 

 

This morning 

A thick tension hangs in the air. 

Suffocating us. 

 

I hear the roar of machinery 

The cry of metal against wood 

I call my parents 

And we race down the stairs, 

Taking two steps at a time 

Out the balcony door. 

Only to see 

Nothing. 

 

Where before there was 

A maple tree 

A friend 

A sibling 

There were only wood chips. 

 

***** 

 

Behind my home was a big, beautiful maple tree with gorgeous leaves that had seen me through most of my 
life. For almost every special occasion, we took pictures with it. Unfortunately, a couple of weeks ago, this 20-
year-old tree was cut down by a landscaping committee - without any prior notice to us. It hit me hard to think 
that a tree that had become part of our family could be erased in the blink of an eye.  
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The Tales of the Willow Tree 
 

Manaswee Mishra 

 

 
The leaves flowed with the breeze 

The flowers rustled in the trees 

The lilies glided over the water 

And I looked longingly at the scene 

Unfolding under the willow tree 

 

Its branches swept across the grass 

Filtering sunlight onto the quivering water 

Creating a sanctuary on the pond 

But little did I know 

The Willow Tree 

 

The little ducklings swam  

Their lemon hair prominent on the water 

They skimmed across the lake 

As their wings flapped with grace 

Their sound playing like music 

Unfolding under the willow tree 

 

The willow swayed with elegance 

With its grandeur and excellence 

But little did I know 

The willow Tree 

 

The passerby strolled around the field 

Intrigued by the pond presented to them 

But little did they know 

The Willow Tree  

 

As I imagined the spectacle 

Mystified by the serenity 

Little did I know 

The Tales of the Willow Tree 
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******************************************************************************************************************** 

Second Prize winner in the Meghna Memorial Award Competition (Senior Category) 

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

The End of the World 
 

Megha Mishra 

 

 

 

Sometimes it feels like the end of the world, 

Is happening right as I speak. 

Each day brings with it something quite new, 

Stories that unfold week by week. 

 

Breaking news doesn’t break, it just is, 

It’s become, to be blunt, just routine. 

Nothing is shocking, not anymore, 

After all the things we have seen. 

 

Here’s how it happens, the end of the world, 

My drama-filled turn of a phrase. 

It spirals and spirals and spirals anew, 

Then suddenly: the end of all days. 

 

Reality now has been shifted and blurred, 

Normal is not normal no longer. 

And we have changed with it, we’ve had to, 

you see, 

But we will come out all the stronger. 

 

Forgive me, I feel though the end of the world, 

In some sort of sense at the least, 

Is upon us, I feel it, it whistles in air, 

Of it I’m too scared to speak. 

 

I have not seen my friends since the old days 

of March, 

And protests have swept through the streets. 

But something quite certain I think to myself, 

Is that in these past several weeks 

 

Though it may feel like the end of the world, 

A future uncertain, unknown, 

There is much to smile for, cheer on, it’s true, 

Look at the ways we have grown. 

 

We’ve all come together, united as one, 

Divided as though we may seem. 

Young people, especially, make me feel as 

Though there is still a future that gleams. 

 

So look, if you think it’s the end of the world 

Breathe in and then out and relax, 

Take comfort in all that has happened since 

then, 

And know that this too shall pass.
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A Tale of Two Men 
 

Pranet Swain 
 

 

 

In a galaxy far, far away, a clock dictates the 

times of death for two men. 

I cannot believe that we should listen to your idea 

spend our time accepting this reality and make 

the best of the time this clock has given us. 

Instead, 

We must dwell on the problem of our fickle fate, 

and break this horrid clock. 

Don’t let anyone tell you 

that this clock is what gives life meaning. 

It is only true 

That this clock simply diminishes the meaning of 

life. 

It is impossible to say 

that our first steps, our first words, first children: 

we relish these firsts because life is short, and 

we must make the most of it. 

We must accept 

Life is short. 

 

(Read from the bottom up to see the second 

man’s point of view) 

Many years later, the first man reflects on his 

life, and on the life of his counterpart 

 

Africa, Europe, Asia; 

You name it, he has been there. 

While I was stuck in my basement 

I was beyond compare 

 

Knowing your days are numbered. 

It is a gift to us all. 

For if only I understood, 

that living longer has a large toll. 

 

Oh, I should have listened to my old friend. 

That smart old fellow. 

For what gives life meaning, is to meet an end. 

 

The Lesson: 

Death is not an end to life. It is merely a part of it. 

We prepare for it, and nurture death by making 

the best out of life. 
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******************************************************************************************************************** 
Third Prize winner in the Meghna Memorial Award Competition (Junior Category) 

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

MY MOM 
 

Sarvansh Mishra 
 

 

Her Face, Like shining Sun. 

Her Looks, Like twinkling stars. 

Her cheeks, Like red roses. 

Her hair, Like velvet feathers. 

After all She is MY MOM 

When she speaks, I am a statue 

When she smiles, I am very happy 

When she teaches, I am a student 

When she scolds, I am afraid 

After all She is MY MOM 

My happiness is her happiness, what my mom wants 

My desires are her desires, what my mom likes 

My tears are her tears, what my mom can’t imagine 

My World is her world, that is my mom’s Life 

After all She is my MOM 

Dedicated to all the MOMs of the world!!! 

 

Sarvansh Mishra is 8 years old and is the son of Smrutirekha and Sushil Mishra. His hobbies are: Reading, 
Playing Football, Swimming, Talking. 
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Two Worlds 
 

Sumedha Jena 
 
 
 
 

an early, golden ray 
glistening upon my face 

just like a mellow embrace 
painting an artistic smile 

 
listening to the songs 

sung by morning angels 
a delightful tune filling my ears 

melodious surroundings fulfill me 
 

breathing in the strawberry air 
as the florets gaze back 

the sunrise starts to bloom 
like one fiery explosion 

 
the scent of brewing coffee 

enflame my ravenous senses 
opening my weary eyes 
into a fresh, new world 

 
searching for the one I adore 

the light lingering above me 
and stare at the one I like 

observing the sudden obscurity 
 

a silver lining, by twilight 
twinkling little gems in the sky 

giving me a swift moment  
to take in the celestial sunset  
 
a hazy fog clouding my thoughts 
flickering between the shadows 
the colors blend together as a whole  
and soft whispers drive me away 
 
city lights gleam like a million stars  
the clouds dim as night falls  
calmer winds keeping me dazed  
as the sky sinks into the horizon 
 
two worlds, two halves create the universe 
amalgamation of silence and power 
 
 
one with the light of day  
other with the depth of night 
 
 
my worries fade away  
as I lay in bed, quiet 
alone in my peaceful slumber 
accepting the serenity of my mind 
 
drawing a fine line between my two worlds. 

 
 

Sumedha Jena is the daughter of Sandhya R Jena & Nilasundar Jena. She’s a 11th grade student and her 
hobbies include reading world classics, writing. Her passion is to travel across the world. Her goal is to write a 
bestselling novel. 
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******************************************************************************************************************** 

Second Prize winner (Tie) in the Meghna Memorial Award Competition (Junior Category) 

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

Isolation 

Supriya Das 

 

Just a single girl 

In a huge world 

In my little corner 

But cut off from the rest of it 

Going on a walk 

Simply late evening 

And to my surprise 

Seeing no one at all 

The constant worry 

Running through my head 

That soon this house 

Will be vacated 

Isolation comes 

And it goes 

But it feels 

Like the world is shrinking around me 

Giving way to pure darkness 

Like it is crumbling 

That I'm falling through 

Just to start all over 

Again 

 

 

Supriya Shanti Das will be a 6th grade student in Utah in the fall of 2020. Her parents are Michelle and Sunit 

Das. 
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Palette 

Anika Satapathy 

This piece is a part of a series that explores and attempts to oppose the various 

ways our society restricts us through problematic gender norms and its implications. 

It delves further to scrutinize the consequences caused by these negative 

stereotypes. This specific piece addresses the issues with beauty advertisements, building and 

targeting the insecurities of females by pointing out certain features as flaws that need to be fixed. I 

represented the negative influence on self-image through the various magazine advertisement cutouts 

and names on the eyeshadow palette.  

 

 

 

Anika Satapathy is the daughter of Tina and Sikhanda Satapathy of Maryland. She is a rising high school senior. 
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My memorable trip to Orissa 

Aarushi Singhdeo 

My friend Gayathri and I were walking over to 
our buses as I struggled to open the fancy letter 
that the school had sent to our parents. I was 
curious and really wanted to find out what was 
inside. I tore off the piece of tape holding the 
envelope shut and pulled off the paper inside. 
Gayathri glanced above my shoulder to see what 
the letter was about. Before she could read more 
than one sentence, I jumped at her and shouted 
in excitement, “We have a trip to…Orissa! WE 
ARE GOING TO ORISSA. You are going to love 
it. I have so much to show you. We need to make 
sure we go. You try and convince your parents 
and I will convince mine too. Wait what if it does 
not work. Eh it will work”. Finally, we got the best 
school trip of the decade. Our school had 
planned to take the students for study tour to 
learn about Sun Temple, Bengal tigers and 
marine lives. 

Gayathri took the paper from my hands and 
read it with a smile slowly forming over her face 
which turned into a frown almost immediately,  

“We can’t go. My parent would never agree. 
But if maybe I can convince them that you are 
going… It just might work” she laughed and did a 
weird happy dance and we started planning all 
the things that we would take with us.  

By the time I reached my home I was so full 
of ideas and things that we could do that I could 
barely wait till my parents came from their work. I 
told my sister about the trip and asked her to help 
me convince my parents.  

“You do debate after all” I said. 

I doubt she heard me since she was wearing 
headphones, but I bet she heard a little bit and 
that was enough. 

 I was just eating some mixture (assorted 
snack made of deep-fried grams and nuts) infront 
of the TV when my mom entered the house. I 
jumped up in excitement, spilling half of my 
mixture on the sofa. I told her to sit on the sofa 
and cleaned the mixture off the floor while 
explaining the importance of sending me to 
Orissa with my class. I sprinkled in a little 
exaggeration to make my case. 

 When my father came, I 
told him the same story 
although without the spilling 
and frantic cleaning of mixture.  I tried convincing 
them and as usual my sister said nothing helpful 
but at least she nodded at the right places. After 
some pouting, pleading and various other antics, 
I finally convinced my parents. I got a message 
from Gayathri an hour later saying that she 
convinced her parents too. We were going! 

 The rest of the week passed by really quickly 
and before I knew it I was all set to go. My dad 
helped me carry my suitcase to Gayathri’s 
mother’s car who was taking us both to the 
school from where we would proceed. We 
reached the school and waited with all our class 
mates for the bus. Turns out that Gayathri had 
thought of everything I had not, and brought 
games that we could play on the bus and I 
provided us with delicious snacks.  

After three hours of playing games, reading, 
eating, complaining about the traffic and sleeping 
we reached the airport. The airport was bustling 
with people, so the teachers that were 
accompanying us made us hold each other’s bag 
packs and walk in a line like kindergarteners. We 
all passed through the security check really fast 
and found out that our plane was just going to 
board. We all then ran like crazy to our gate. We 
reached there in the nick of time and boarded the 
plane all sweaty and panting. 

The plane took off immediately and we gazed 
down at the fluffy clouds and the blue sea. 
Everyone slept on the plane, catching up on the 
sleep we missed in the morning. I took a few 
pictures before we landed and when we left the 
airport after collecting our suitcase, I squeezed 
Gayathri’s hand in delight, and a smile etched 
over my face and saw that Gayathri was smiling 
too.  

I was really looking forward to seeing how 
Orissa looked (since the only thing that I knew 
about it were the the few snippets that I heard 
from my family) because 5 year old me was more 
interested in food and toys than looking at the 
scenery. I also really wanted to make some 
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wonderful memories with Gayathri. Since I knew 
Odia unlike my teacher, who had Google 
translate on and was frantically asking for 
directions, I decided to help her out. With a little 
of help from my amazing Odia abilities we soon 
found the hotel. I was startled by how much the 
streets had changed. Fences were covered with 
colorful murals turning the sidewalk into a visual 
treat. 

 Our teacher handed us the keys and we 
each went into our separate rooms. We were all 
meant to meet in the Main hall after lunch so that 
we could visit someplace. The teacher kept our 
destination a surprise.  

 I washed my face and headed downstairs to 
eat lunch. A huge buffet was set out in front of 
me and I piled up my plate with fried rice, chicken 
curry, Naan, noodles, fish curry, khiri, and so 
much more. The food was delicious and the 
magnificent aroma wafted enticingly in the air. I 
felt like my stomach would explode but I had to 
get a bite of each one of them. 

As everyone gathered in the Main Hall, the 
teachers announced that we were going to Puri 
beach and told us to pack our swimming 
costumes and slippers. After a while, we all left 
the hotel and went to the beach in our travel bus. 
We reached the Puri beach and after our 
teachers told us how far we were allowed to go 
and went over the safety rules we were allowed 
to go.  

Even Puri beach had changed. It was much 
cleaner and less crowded. The cold water was a 
welcome respite from the heat and we splashed 
and frolicked in the water for hours. We played 
for a while and then Gayathri and I started 
collecting pretty seashells, then we allbuilt a large 
sand castle with our friends Shruthi and Sahana. 
We all had a lot of fun and by then time we were 
returning to the hotel all of us were smiling 
broadly recounting all the wonderful details of the 
day to our teachers.   

 When we returned our teacher handed us 
our itinerary. We would be going to Konark Sun 
Temple in the morning and Nandankanan zoo in 
the evening tomorrow. The following day we 
were going to Bhubaneshwar to shop for 
souvenirs and would visit Chilika Lake. I was only 
paying half of my attention in what they were 
saying because I was so enthralled by the 

scenery even though I had seen it often and took 
many pictures. The next morning everyone came 
to the Main hall all decked up in cultural clothes.  

Soon everyone was staring in awe at all the 
beautiful and intricately carved wheels in the 
middle of the temple which told the time. The 
whole class was baffled when they heard the 
sundials were created without any modern 
technology. We all talked about how amazing the 
temple was on the way back home. We then 
packed a picnic and left for the Nadankanan zoo.  

The zoo was by far the biggest zoo that I 
have ever seen. Instead of the animals being 
stuck in cages they roamed freely in the forest. 
For the first few hours that we were in the zoo we 
paid for the tour of all the animals and we 
roamed around the forest in a van and took a 
huge bunch of pictures of the wild animals. It was 
an amazing experience to see so many 
magnificent lions, tigers and various other 
species. By lunch time we decided to take a 
break. So we headed to the picnic area in the 
zoo to eat. After getting lost twice and getting 
hopelessly tanned, we found the picnic area and 
lay out big blankets and sat upon them. Our 
teacher distributed the food packages and we 
hungrily opened our boxes. We all ate a nice 
meal of chicken sandwiches with fizzy soda and 
little brownies. After filling ourselves up with all 
the nice and tasty goodies we headed to the 
other side of the zoo which we had not seen. 

 We returned to the hotel in the evening and 
were grateful for the cool air conditioners in 
place. We washed our sweaty faces and went to 
the games room. We spent rest of the evening 
playing games. Because we were full from the 
last filling meal we asked the hotel to provide us 
with a nice cold food. I might have just hinted 
very unsubtly to the chef that Pakhala was a 
great option after all the heat of the day.  Pakhala 
is an Odia dish which is rice in cold water with 
curd or lemon and it has a whole bunch o little 
side dishes you eat with it. Mostly these side 
dishes are like spiced and flavored mashed 
potato or fish curry or few other things like that. 
Not surprisingly we had Pakhala for dinner. It 
was actually quite fun to watch as the others 
were floundering for at least the start with how to 
eat the rice and one girl actually asked if she 
could get a fork and a knife to eat the food. The 
room burst out with laughter.  By the time that 
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dinner was done I was so sleepy that I could 
barely keep my eyes open and as soon as I went 
into my room, I immediately fell asleep on my 
bed.  

The next day I was disappointed to see dark 
rain clouds in the sky because we had a 
wonderful day planned ahead, but since we were 
first going to be roaming in the shops and malls, I 
hoped the weather would clear up by evening. 
First, we went to the brand-new mall Esplanade. 
We roamed around and bought souvenirs. I got 
a mini bird key chain for my elder sister and 
then I joined the others and we all went to the 
Pizza Hut nearby for lunch.  

I danced in happiness as we reached Pizza 
Hut. We ate creamy Alfredo pasta and pizza. 
After lunch we headed to Chilika Lake. The 
enroute was beautiful. The view of Chilika Lake 
was breathtaking. I turned my head in each 
direction trying to take in all of its wonderful 
scenery. The shallow area of the lake was 
crowded with many pretty flamingos and 
migratory birds. We got into groups of 4 and 
got into boats for rowing. It was exciting but 
tiring work. By the time we were halfway in the 
river my hands felt like lead. I passed the oars 
to Gayathri and enjoyed the quiet of the lake. 
The waters were so clear I could even make 
out a few dolphins. DOLPHINS! All my 
classmates were so enthralled by the dolphins 
and the flamingos. It was not every day that 
you got to see dolphins. The trip was worth 
every bit. 

After we finished rowing, I felt slightly sad 
because I knew the wonderful time we had in 
Orissa was going to end. But that was a thing 
to worry about later because currently sleep 
was long overdue. I slept like a log that night. 

The next morning was wonderful sunny 
weather and we packed our bags and put them 
in the lobby. I then ran downstairs to eat 
breakfast. The dining room was filled with 
wonderful smelling foods that I was really 
craving to eat. I realized everyone was gone 
and I  grabbed a few slices of bread and  
doughnuts and stuffed my pockets full of little 
sachets of things like Nutella(I grabbed like 15 
of those), cream cheese (who knew they had 
those),butter, honey and a few other things I 
did not even look at before stuffing it into the 
bag. I stuffed some bread into my mouth and 
ran to the bus. 

My teacher along the rest of the class was 
waiting there I mumbled my apologies for being 
late and then we left. On the bus Gayathri and I 
talked and ate. On most of the plane ride we 
slept and reminisced about the trip and before I 
knew it, we were in Bangalore  

Bangalore was just the same thankfully (not 
that much would change in three days). The ride 
back to school took 3 hours and 25 minutes and 
45 nanoseconds. I know because I could barely 
wait to go back home and had been counting 
down all the seconds until we reached. 
Gayathri’s mom was waiting for us near the 
school buses. We started telling her every tiny 
detail about our trip. Gayathri stopped in her rant 
and hugged me and whispered “It was great but 
next time we are going to Kerala. Oh it is going to 
be so fun”. I nodded and laughed and couldn’t 
wait for another trip. I reached home and hugged 
my parents and narrated them the details of the 
trip. The trip was wonderful and I couldn’t wait to 
visit again! 

 

 

Aarushi Singhdeo is a 6th grader living in Canada with her parents Tamanna Singhdeo and Sandeep Singhdeo. 
Her hobbies include reading, writing, painting and drawing.  
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East the way it is 
 
Adyesha Singhdeo 

There is a famous saying, “Don’t invite a thief 
to your house and expect them to make you 
cake”. Now you will want to know who said this 
great line. Let me tell you. It was said by a very 
wise person who knew the secret of life, of 
course. One who knew exactly how to navigate 
the course of life in all of its mysteries. Fine, fine, 
it was me. But I assure you it’s an important 
learning. 

Anyway, let’s go back to my story. A few days 
back I stood in the kitchen and stirred dalma and 
tossed a few spices into the pot. I kept mixing the 
mixture and kept checking off things in my mental 
to-do list. Shelves cleaned? Yes. Table cleaned? 
Yes. Mat washed? Yes. Shoe stand polished? 
Yes. Bottom of the shoe stand polished? 
Surprisingly yes. This was the queen of all spring 
cleanings.  

After I failed to make the dalma any better, I 
sat down and read the newspaper. But 
anticipation and fear made my hands shake and 
my throat dry up. I sipped some piping hot chai 
and look fondly at my thriving plants and tried to 
reminisce about the past year.  

The last few years have been stressful. In 
fact, I haven’t rested for even a bit which is 
surprising given my status in India’s most 
overlooked heroines list. Truly the only time 
people remember Odisha is when they sing the 
national anthem and my PR campaign has been 
dreadfully slow in making any change. Last week 
I had a man ask me if I was Punjab or was an oil 
company. The nerve! Bharat Mata is the 

only one who is popular and gets all the 
movie deals.  

I’m definitely more popular than the seven 
sisters, I console myself as I chew some muddhi.  
Amid this reverie, I fell into a beautiful sleep. Due 
to having lived a blameless life and never 
causing any harm to anyone, and never causing 
any border disputes and basically being a model 
politically salient figure, I slept like a log. Why 
not? My conscience is crystal clear. 

Then like a reminder from the underworld, my 
doorbell rang. All my hopes of my aunt visiting 

some other unfortunate 
relative have died with a 
resonate pop. 

The frequent visits from my aunt make me 
miserable. I’ve been scared all week. She and 
her sons are like a mayo and jelly sandwich. 
Miserable enough on their own, but a disaster 
together. I grimace as I lift myself and walk 
towards the door. 

I hum the tune of a scary song as I walk into 
my personal horror movie.   

‘Seven days? Seven minutes with them is 
more than enough…’ 

“Hello!” she shouts and pulls me into a 
suffocating hug. Today she holds a flamboyant 
handbag with a fishnet pattern. Her handbag is 
inscribed with her initials ‘BB’. She smells both 
salty and fishy (pun intended) and her two 
demonic twins trail close behind.  

Her twins are polar opposites. One is and 
lazy and has dry humour. The other is always in 
a flood of tears and super fani. However, both 
are united in their mission of destruction. They 
always follow each other too. Before I can slam 
the door in the twins’ face, the twins decide to go 
to my cousin’s house and torment her instead. 

Yeah, my cousin lives next to me. Our 
relationship is a strange mixture of mutual 
adoration and constant bickering. We have 
similar interests and achievements but for some 
bizarre reason, everyone overlooks me and gives 
her all the credit. Try living under the shadow of 
an overbearing sibling. Don’t ever get her started 
on music, Durga Pujo or sweets because that’s a 
never-ending conversation. She’s sweet though. 
Mishti doi level sweet. 

“Come in,” I say, with my sweetest fake grin 
as my aunt seats herself upon the sofa with a 
thud. I hear loud sounds from my cousin’s house 
punctuated with screams, but I ignore it perfectly. 
I serve aunty some piyaji and singhda and she 
begins talking non-stop as usual. I nod my head 
absentmindedly. 
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The door opens again, and a little girl dressed 
in a beautiful white dress walks in. She’s my 
niece Rasu and is an occasional visitor here. 
With her super-sweet attitude and her round gollu 
appearance, she’s pretty difficult to ignore. Sweet 
gollu-Rasu. Every time someone bugs me about 
my contributions to group projects she comes to 
my rescue. Since forever, my cousin and I have 
been fighting over her custody but I’m sure I’ll win 
over someday. She’s super popular and well- 
known.  

I hear the twins come closer to my house and 
I begin running and try to hide under the table. 
The twins open the door and all hell breaks 
loose.  

If someone held a competition for the most 
annoying kids in the world, the twins would win 
first place no competition. One throws my water 
jug on the floor and the other cries of thirst. One 
finds the food and pours mud over it and the 
other throws a temper tantrum because he’s 
hungry. “OH MY GOD THEY’VE FOUND THE 
PLANTS!” I shout as they run into the garden. 
These two visit every once in while and destroy 
everything.  

These frequent cyclones by these psych-
clones are just another reminder that life isn’t fair, 

and you don’t get to choose your family. It’s just 
the way it is.  

I start cleaning things again. Meanwhile, my 
aunt starts singing. She thinks she sings like 
Beyonce, which is why we call her the Bey of 
Bengal. My cousin comes in humming Rabhindro 
sangeet completely oblivious to the chaos. When 
the room looks clean enough, I sit down on the 
sofa.  

“My son will become a doctor,” says my aunt 
out of the blue. I nod my head in exasperation. I 
pull Rasu away from my cousin and everyone 
sits down and sips some chai as we look out of 
the window. In the few fleeting moments of 
peace, I manage a smile as I look at my family. 

Even with the crazy antics of my aunt Bey, 
my cousin who is too maach for me, gollu-Rasu 
who will eventually be mine, future Dr Ought and 
his psych-clone twin, my family is precious to me. 
We have our ups and downs, yet we can always 
look forward to sitting together and sipping chai 
as the orange sun streaks the sky. 

And with that, the curtain falls down on the 
Eastern India family drama.  

 

Adyesha Singhdeo is a 11th grader in Canada. She is the daughter of Tamanna Singhdeo and Sandeep 
Singhdeo. Her hobbies include painting, writing and debating and she hopes to write her own book one day. 
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Moving On 

Ajeetesh Ojha  

The snow outside the car was descending in 
a flurry and the cold wisps of wind hit my face as 
I stepped out of the car. I had finally arrived 
home in New York. It had been months since I’ve 
seen the tall buildings, the skyscrapers, and 
bustling streets. After all, I had left on a business 
trip. 

I was struggling financially and had to partake 
in many small jobs. I wanted to move to New 
York to pursue my dreams, and although 
everyone told me to wait, I didn’t listen. I regret it, 
but it was too late now. I reached my apartment 
and opened the door. I dropped my heavy 50-
pound suitcase which I had lugged from the 
airport and opened the pantry door. Hm... 
Halloween candy, chips, salsa, more Halloween 
candy, more chips, and a few boxes of cereal. I 
took out the chips and went to the living room. 
There were a lot of photographs of family 
memories.  One being my older brother’s 
engagement. I was in the picture wearing a dress 
with brown hair. I dyed my hair blue though. It 
looks okay, I guess. I was probably 9 at the time. 
Now I’m 18. Hmph. Time does go by fast.  

I took the remote and switched on the TV 
when all of a sudden, the phone started ringing. 
“Hello, this is Anna speaking.” On the other side 

of the phone, I heard muffled 
noises, they sounded like 
crying almost, but even 
through the tears, I figured that it was Alexis, my 
best friend. All I knew was that something was 
wrong, and suddenly she hung up. At this point, I 
was a little bit freaked out, so I frantically texted 
her.  

I stared at my phone for a solid two minutes, 
the bright glare of the device reflecting onto my 
glasses. Finally, I heard a ping and checked my 
messages. Alexis had responded and in a 
message with many typos, I could make out that 
her cat died, and I immediately called her to 
come over.  

It was a hard time for her, death is something 
that isn’t easy to go through. But I gave her all 
the closure she needed, to let her know that we 
can get past this, together, and that brighter days 
would be ahead. So she’d know that this pain 
she felt wouldn’t be permanent, and things would 
get better, for all of us, and I suddenly took this 
time to reflect on my own life, and although I was 
struggling, I knew that with hard work and 
dedication I could surpass it. I could become 
better, and so could my life and my situation.  

 

Ajeetesh Ojha lives in Maryland, USA 
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The Diary of Barry Louis 
 
Amrit Pradhan 
 
March 24, 2100 
 

Back in 2020, people thought that the future 
would have things like flying cars and robots that 
could create things out of thin air. Well, they were 
certainly wrong. My name is Barry Louis and I am 
eight-years old and you may be thinking, how do 
I know how horrible it is to live in my generation? 
Well, that’s because there is nothing but 
explosions, ash, and gunfire. You see, in 2065, a 
Japanese man assassinated the U.S. Secretary 
of Defense which sparked a war between the 
U.S. and Japan. To top all that off, the UK joined 
the U.S. with Canada, France, Poland, and 
Sweden while Germany, Russia, Ukraine, Spain, 
and Italy teamed up with Japan to take them on. 
The battles were fierce across all the countries 
with millions of soldiers and innocent civilians 
getting killed. Nuclear weapons were detonated 
around the world and entire cities like New York 
and London were reduced to rubble. These 
battles even started more conflicts against India, 
Pakistan, and China to arise causing them to join 
the battle too. 

Thirty-five years later, the war is still going 
strong as technology has advanced with the 
development of more weapons. The U.S. and 
Japan still want to fight until one side truly wins. 
My life is really rough-- I live in a refugee camp. I 
have to eat rations of food with some clean 
water, I live in a cramped tent with barely any 
protection, and worst of all, I have to witness 
soldiers fighting until their last breath with gunfire 
and explosions everywhere. My dad says that 
even he had to witness this as a kid and only my 
grandpa was able to enjoy the peace before the 
“Colossal War” or “World War III”, as we refugees 
like to call it, started. But I  

try to make the most out of it and I have fit 
into the refugee camp while making some 
friends. There’s Emily and Dave and there’s one 
thing we all have in common-- we all want this 
war to end. 

 

March 29, 2100 

A day ago, Dave and I 
were looking at New York 
City from the refugee camp and we saw two 
soldiers both wearing full body armor carrying 
something in a briefcase. Usually, soldiers 
wouldn’t carry things around with them in a 
briefcase because of the number of secret 
agents, other soldiers, and threats that could be 
ahead. But this had to be something important 
since the two soldiers were delivering a briefcase 
in the middle of a war. Dave and I looked at 
where they were going and found out that they 
were walking toward a small building, one of the 
few remaining ones in New York. Then, I started 
to wonder, what could be inside that briefcase? 
Possibly a nuke? Maybe a prized possession? 
Dave and I thought about it together but 
concluded that we didn’t know what was inside or 
what was going to happen to it. After dinner, I 
went to our families’ tent and tried to go to sleep, 
but all I could think about was what was in that 
briefcase. 

The next day, Dave, Emily, and I decided to 
sneak into the same building that the two soldiers 
went into. We lied and told our parents we were 
going out to play and went over to the rubble of 
what was remaining of New York. We had never 
been here, and it was horrifying with rusty metal 
everywhere, people’s belongings scattered, and 
buildings half destroyed. It was a very sad sight. 

We finally saw the building those two soldiers 
went into, it looked brand new as if it was built 
during the war because it had shiny platinum 
windows that were see-through and was made 
from black steel, a special kind of reinforced steel 
that was invented in the 2080s and was used a 
lot in the war. Emily opened the door slowly and 
saw a big oval table with lots of chairs around the 
table. It had a big hologram projector that could 
make the most realistic of holograms. There was 
a billboard and we saw two different pictures: one 
was a picture of a woman who seemed to be 
around her 20s in a soldier’s body armor in front 
of the place where the first battle of the war 
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started: Miami, Florida. I recognized it by looking 
at the building in the background. The next 
picture on the billboard was of a sort of symbol, 
like it was from some organization. It had a black 
base color and it had an x-shape carved into the 
black base in white. I wondered what the symbol 
could mean but just then, I heard footsteps. I told 
Dave to open the door quickly as he was closest 
to the door and we got out of the building just 
before they entered the room. We had a lot of 
brainstorming to do, so we headed back home to 
the camp. 

 

March 30, 2100 

From today onwards, I have learned that 
looks can be deceiving. After thinking about the 
situation, I had many questions: who were those 
people who were coming into the room? Why 
were they coming? If the organization theory was 
correct, then what was the organization’s name, 
and finally-- what really started the war? I started 
to do research using old newspapers my dad 

collected with a logo belonging to a company 
named Zenith Industries, specializing in weapons 
development and was very popular in that 
department. When Japan attacked, people 
thought that Zenith Industries helped Japan by 
supplying them with weapons, but Zenith 
Industries denied all the accusations and soon 
faded away from the public. I made sure to hide 
all the evidence of me researching this from 
anyone besides Dave and Emily since I didn’t 
want my parents or my little sister, Jackie, to 
know that I was investigating the war. I quickly 
stuffed all the papers into the small crate I had 
found them in and went to sleep since it was 
getting late. 

I woke up to strange noises and was 
starstruck by what I found: it was my dad in a 
black coat and pants and on the coat was a 
symbol of Zenith Industries with the big white x. 

“My dad lied to me?” I thought as I stared in 
shock. 

 

Amrit Pradhan is 11 years old. Amrit lives in New Jersey, USA with his elder sister, parents Hemant and 
Mamata Pradhan. He’s a 6th grade student. He has deep interest in astronomy, technology, and science, and 
likes to play soccer. He also is passionate about music and likes to play piano and viola.   
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Two-Sided Locket 
 
Ananya Pradhan 
 
 “Sana!” 

I shut the voice diary I held close and erased 
any memory of me viewing it on my 
communicator bracelet, catching my breath. No 
one knew I had Madarbozorg’s diary except her. 
She had given it to me the last time we visited 
her in Egypt and if Baba or Maman knew I had 
it—especially Maman, they’d instantly want 
Madarbozorg to take it back. 

I guessed it was almost four o’ clock with my 
mom yelling my name to video call Madarbozorg, 
so I instantly clicked on Madarbozorg’s name to 
set up the call. Her and Pedarbozorg are the only 
grandparents I have left, and I share a great 
connection with them as they tell me about their 
escape from Iran and settling in Egypt after 
World War III, starting with the fighting between 
Iran and Azerbaijan due to regional tensions. 
After both countries destroyed themselves, they 
destroyed much of Europe and East Asia as 
allies continued to support each other, most of 
the time illogically and blindly. Eventually, the 
whole world pretty much destroyed itself. This 
was why the Adam and Eve shock therapy was 
created after the medical advancement’s era 
started, following the World War III destruction. It 
was created by Dr. Simon Reyes who was able 
to induce shock therapy on patients that 
strengthened the function of neurons and the 
synapses firing on the left cerebral hemisphere of 
the brain, the part that controls logic and rational 
thinking. It wasn’t originally planned for this 
therapy to exist, but it was accidental when Dr. 
Reyes was treating one of his patients for severe 
major depression during the war. They observed 
the actions of the patient, Ryder Simmons, a man 
who had lost his parents in the war and saw he 
thought more logically and was able to overcome 
his depression at a rapid rate. The therapy was 
soon normalized and named the Adam and Eve 
shock therapy since Dr. Reyes was Christian, 
and it was similar to how Adam and Eve gained 
their knowledge after eating the apple in the 
biblical story. 

I shook my head to the obvious ringing of my 
bracelet after I had zoned out to realize 

Madarbozorg had sent a 
message in Persian my brain 
automatically converted into 
English. 

 Sana! I’m sorry I cannot video call 
right now. Chirag and I are at a friends’ house 
to celebrate their 50th anniversary with a 
party. I’ll try to call you in the night instead! 

I closed out of the message as my bracelet 
sent a read receipt to Madarbozorg. I was 
disappointed, but I knew it wasn’t logical to 
complain about something I couldn’t change. 
Madarbozorg was one of the biggest fans I knew 
about the shock therapy. After leaving Iran, she 
had never made contact again with her dad until 
the war was over only to realize he had died in 
the house of a relative. She never forgave her 
country for supporting unnecessary war when it 
could have been solved with diplomatic 
solutions—the shock therapy could have been a 
solution back then. I didn’t want to disappoint her, 
so I always tried my best to follow the regulations 
the shock therapy had implanted in society. 
Besides, since Madarbozorg couldn’t video call 
right now, I could go visit Svetlana, one of my 
closest friends ever since she had moved to 
Carmel a year ago. We had become close after 
she became my neighbor in the East Side of 
Carmel, the wealthier part of the city. Both our 
dads worked at the city hospital since my dad 
was a psychiatrist while her dad was an 
anesthesiologist, one of the most high-paying 
and important jobs. Mr. Kriska always gave us 
tips on how to improve the results the shock 
therapy had given to us, especially since I was 
completing my last year in my undergraduate 
education. One of the side effects of the shock 
therapy was its increased intelligence level, since 
it affected rational thinking, a huge part of school. 
This was why grade school ended in eighth 
grade at the age of fourteen and college began 
the summer after. I’m eighteen so I’m about to 
finish university and I’m planning on applying to 
medical school to become an anesthesiologist 
like Mr. Kriska. I want to be able to administer the 
shock therapy to patients at the starting age of 
ten during the formal operational stage. Svetlana 
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wants to apply to a government school to study 
public policy instead to explore her interests 
there, after sharing an interest in the field from 
her grandmother. 

I could sense Maman was busy with 
something from the quiet downstairs, so I 
decided to send her a ping from my bracelet to 
let her know I was going out to meet Svet. Before 
leaving, I took out the box hidden under my bed 
and put in the key to open the lock. Inside was a 
gold locket where on the heart charm, the name 
“Jasmine” was engraved. Two weeks ago, my 
sister, Jasmine would have celebrated her 
twentieth birthday with us. But she was dead. 
Left Maman, Baba, and I four years ago when 
she was sixteen. She had traveled to Hemlock 
Cliffs one night after an argument with our 
parents. She had skipped a shock therapy 
session that day and Maman and Baba were 
furious, yelling at abji the second she set foot in 
the house. But it was different that night—it was 
like abji had lost interest in everything she had 
been taught at that point. I wasn’t supposed to be 
downstairs during the fight, but I was sitting on 
the stairs, quietly listening. I didn’t think it would 
be that bad since Maman and Baba wouldn’t 
want their reputation to be ruined due to abji’s 
fault. But abji was mad that night and left for the 
cliffs. The second before the door she turned 
around and saw me sitting on the stairs. I don’t 
know what I saw in her eyes, but it wasn’t fear—it 
looked more like determination. She ran to me 
and gave me her precious locket Maman had 
gifted to her on her fourteenth birthday. Then, 
she shut the door and I never saw her again. The 
last thing I could remember about her was the 
picture shown on the news headline the following 
morning: Jasmine Farsi, Daughter of Casper 
and Roxana Farsi, Dead After Falling Off 
Hemlock Cliffs. The body had never actually 
been found, but we assumed she was dead after 
the 600-foot fall and the deep river at the bottom. 

At first, I was upset, obviously because abji 
had just died, but more because Maman and 
Baba restricted me from talking about it. There 
are no more pictures with abji in the house 
because it was illogical to mourn a careless 
death. I guess I was fourteen back then, so it 
didn’t make sense, but as I grew older, I realized 
her death was foolish, and I needed to learn not 
to give into my emotions as much as she did. It’s 
wrong and it messes with the function of the 

therapy. Anyway, look where abji ended—she’s 
dead and gone from our family legacy. Even with 
how close we used to be, she’s not my role 
model, she’s something I would despise to be. I 
only keep her locket as a reminder not to fail—to 
not disappoint my family and the world. 

 

 

It was already four-thirty by the time Svet 
made her way to the secluded area near the 
park. I’m not sure why we decided to meet here, 
especially since I had a little bit of claustrophobia, 
but Svet said it was better that way so we 
wouldn’t have to be interrupted by the people or 
the annoying birds. 

I see the rise and fall of Svet’s brown hair as 
it blows away from her face in the wind. Her 
hair’s brown like mine, except mine’s curlier and 
up to my shoulders while hers is wavier and 
waist-length. It’s obvious when she walks though 
because it has a little bounce to it. 

But something was different about Svet 
today. She seemed more alert and more 
distracted as her eyes seemed to take in her 
surroundings. Her honey-colored eyes glistened 
in the sunlight as they moved, her walk becoming 
faster and more rigid by the second. It was weird 
to see her like this because she was always so 
bubbly and carefree. I don’t think she even saw I 
was there, so I decided to call out, 

“Svet!” 

Her face whipped in my direction fast as her 
hair followed. With the turn, it was like she had 
lost the attitude she had a second ago as her 
normal smile replaced the stern look. Her walk 
even seemed different as she did a partial skip 
as her unzipped jacket flew up behind her. 

“Sana!” She said in a cheery voice, “I didn’t 
see you there—you’re not one to be early.” 

“Yeah, well my grandma couldn’t video call at 
four, so I decided to come early to see you. Plus, 
it won’t be long before we can’t meet up as 
frequently.” 

I had meant to keep that last part in my head, 
but I couldn’t stop myself in time. It was illogical 
to become excessively attached to friend; we 
were taught this part by the knowledge from the 
therapy, especially since Svet and I knew we 



                                                             2020 OSA Souvenir, Urmi 

54 
 

were going to different places after this year. 
After abji’s death, I did everything I could to 
follow that rule. I didn’t make any friends and 
literally socially distanced myself from everyone. 
My personality became so different that at first, 
people understood since it was my sister’s death, 
but afterward, they not only thought that her 
death was illogical, but it was illogical to recede 
from a social life since they thought I was 
continuously mourning my sister. But Svet was 
different—she had wanted to become friends 
with me. I could talk to her about my sister 
without any judgement and it made me feel 
calmer, more at peace with myself. Although it 
isn’t recommended to have one, I’d probably 
consider her one of my best friends, but 
sometimes, I wish I didn’t have one—it felt like 
breaking a rule. 

“Me too,” I heard her whisper. 

I turned my head, surprised and opened my 
mouth to respond but she cut me off. 

“Haven’t you ever thought we might not grow 
apart? It was okay continuing to be friends?” 

I gave Svet a quizzical look. No one ever 
thought like that—it didn’t make sense too. I 
decided to be silent and see where she would go 
with this. 

“I’d rather keep my friendship with you and 
express my happiness in a way that wasn’t 
something forced on me.” 

“Forced on you?” I asked. 

“This whole thing is forced. Keeping our 
emotions in only to be logical. Sometimes, I do 
want to express my emotions and not be judged 
by it.” 

I let out a slow breath. This was dangerous 
talk—criticizing the beliefs we had. 

“But we do handle our emotions. If we don’t 
handle them accordingly, we might turn out like 
the leaders who destroyed our world before.” It 
sounded rehearsed, but what else could I say? 

“Not all of us are like that though. They can’t 
keep using the excuse where not even half of us 
are going to grow up to be politicians and world 
leaders or whatever.” 

I told myself whatever Svet was saying right 
now was probably because the therapy didn’t 

perfectly work until the age of 21, when the brain 
of a human stops developing. It was why the 
therapy had to be administered several times 
before that, at different stages of learning. 

“Like what?” 

She hesitates. 

“Like your sister.” 

I drew a sharp death and looked at her 
gravely. But she didn’t stop, “I’m serious,” she 
said, “Haven’t you ever thought it was normal to 
mourn your sister’s death? You grew up with 
her.” 

“My sister’s death was foolish and illogical,” I 
retort bitterly, not able to meet her eyes. 

“But what if wasn’t? Your parents don’t even 
acknowledge they had another daughter. The 
rest of your family doesn’t talk about her, and you 
follow them after still having Jasmine’s locket.” 

“I keep the locket as a reminder of what I’m 
not supposed to turn out like.” 

“But what if your sister realized something? 
The day that she left, you said she was different. 
More determined and more inclined to listen to 
her emotions. What if it made sense, she wanted 
to leave a place like this, where she felt 
trapped?” 

Svet instantly covered her mouth and I glare 
at her. She’s crossed a boundary and she knows 
it and unconsciously—tears well into my eyes. 
This is stupid, I think, but the tears don’t stop and 
even though I don’t want Svet to see, I don’t want 
to twist my face into the wind. 

“I’m sorry,” I heard distantly. I looked up to 
see Svet focused on my face. No, lower. On my 
neck. 

I felt a pinch in the direction her eyes stared 
at and the world goes black. 

 

 

I woke up to a tall, blurry figure in front of 
me—a woman, most likely. The pants of the 
figure are a sunset-colored orange paired with a 
black tank top. As my vision clears, I see a pink 
bob of hair resting on the woman’s head, half-tied 
back into a ponytail. My heart stops cold. 
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Those brown eyes, that familiar face, the 
small smile. 

“Abji,” I breathe. 

 

 

“Sana,” abji started. 

No, not abji. A strange woman I don’t know. 
It’s impossible—abji died four years ago with no 
trace. If she was alive, someone would know, 
and she would come back to us. 

But her body was never found. We buried 
without the body.  

I had so many questions, but I only managed 
to croak out, “You… you were dead.” 

She sighed, brushing her pink hair—such an 
odd color abji would ever choose—out of her 
face and said, “Not exactly. I never fell off the 
cliff. I didn’t intend on dying that night but 
escaping. I had read about there being a whole 
world out there that didn’t follow the regulations 
of the therapy. It was freedom to follow your 
emotions, freedom from the pressure Maman 
and Baba would impose…” 

I look at her hard. She seemed older 
obviously, since now she’s twenty. We weren’t as 
close as most sisters were, but we were still 
sisters. We helped each other, gave each other 
advice, went outside together—her death hit me 
hard from all the memories, even with the flaws 
of the therapy and she chose to leave me behind 
and in the dark without a clue to why she’d left? 
To leave Maman and Baba behind after all they 
had supported her through? Even with her 
arguments, they had given her so much. 

“No.” 

She looked at me and frowned, but all I could 
feel was the rage bubbling inside me. 

“You… you left us. ME! After all we’d been 
through and what I’d felt, you just left me without 
even thinking about bringing me with you! We’re 
sisters and you chose to leave me in the society 
you wanted to escape. You didn’t care at all. To 
what happened to any of us!” I yell. 

 She looked at me apologetically. I must 
have been making a face, but I didn’t care. 

“Sana…” 

I grabbed her arm viciously, giving into my 
rage with my knowledge on how to fight. Four 
guards appeared behind the walls on either side 
of abji, aiming their guns. I was so shocked with 
abji’s reappearance, I had forgotten about where 
I was. A cell, most likely due to the magnetic bars 
in front with guards everywhere. 

But I didn’t know where these cells were. 

“Easy,” abji said, giving them a glare. The 
guards immediately lowered their weapons and 
retreated as abji turned to face me. She pulled 
my hand away with nail marks existing in their 
place. 

“Look, Sana, I know this is confusing, but I 
need you to know something. I did care about 
you which is why I brought you here now to 
explain. I’ve been planning this for over a year.” 

I shook my head, unable to believe her and 
unsure what to trust. 

“Why?” 

“You know Svetlana, right?” 

The wind is knocked out of me as I realized I 
had forgotten about what happened to Svet. 

“Where is she?” I growled, “What did you do 
to her?” 

As if on cue, a girl emerged from behind the 
walls where two of the guards from before stood. 

Svet. 

My eyes pierce into her as she looks at me 
guiltily. 

“You…” 

But abji instantly hushed me. “We don’t have 
much time as your disappearance has led to 
more than we originally thought. But we have to 
explain why we did what we did.” 

I sat in silence, looking away. 

“They don’t tell you the full truth about the 
therapy when they start administering it at ten. 
Yes, it gives you strengthened logic and rational 
thinking with an increased amount of intelligence. 
But it does something else to your brain too.” 

I continued to stare at the walls. 

“I understand you won’t say anything, and 
you absolutely have no reason to trust me yet, 
but please just listen.” 
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I refused to look as she looked at me for any 
signs of agreement. With none, she took a deep 
breath, “When they first started administering the 
shock therapy, it works more on the left cerebral 
hemisphere of the brain which is part of the 
common knowledge they teach you back there. 
But there’s something else close by that is 
affected, the limbic system that governs emotion 
and memory.” She clicked and swiped on her 
communicator bracelet, until a hologram showing 
a 3D map of a brain popped up and she pointed 
to a central region. “This is the limbic system, 
between both hemispheres of the brain. It grows 
smaller when the shock therapy is administered, 
preventing patients from using their emotions as 
much. Because it isn’t fully set in your brain 
before 21, it works differently for all children, 
such as how it worked differently from me, 
compared to you.” 

I nodded, still looking away, thinking back to 
the days where we had seemed so different and I 
had not wanted to be like her for such a long time 
after her supposed death. 

BOOM 

Abji turned to me fear in her eyes, already 
motioning for Svet to take me. 

“We’re out of time, we have to evacuate now.” 

Svet grabbed me by the arm before I had a 
chance to respond and I’m led into a hallway 
where rubble fell everywhere with chaos. 

“What—” 

She shushed me and took me into a 
secluded area of wherever I am. It seemed quiet 
with the sound of only our footsteps—until I saw 
it. 

A silhouette moving in the shadows. 

Before I had a chance to speak, a pinch goes 
down my neck again. A familiar sensation. 

Svet’s shouts fade away. 

 

 

The room is cool with incredibly bright walls. I 
feel a soft cushion under me that urged me to sit 
up abruptly as my mind tried to recollect what 
happened. 

“Hey, hey relax,” a boy my age said as he got 
up to stabilize me. “Svet!” 

Svet entered the room, looking different from 
before. Her clothes are tattered as she wore 
scratches and soot on her face. She looked 
exhausted and is armed with some type of 
weapon. 

“Sana, you’re awake! How are you feeling?” 

I have the urge to grumble “Fine” as payback 
for the betrayal, but instead, “What happened?” 

She sighed, “Your arrival at our headquarters 
caused more of a disruption in your world than 
we originally anticipated. Our headquarters were 
attacked by your people, most likely because 
your parents notified the authorities. The liquid 
we injected you with to knock you out was 
supposed to knock you out for a day so we could 
transport you here. But now our headquarters are 
gone and whoever is left from the attack is hiding 
out in the encampment area. You were hit with 
something from your people which is why you 
probably don’t remember much.” 

“And abji? She didn’t come see me?” I spat 
out angrily. 

“She’s dead.” 

I looked at Svet coldly, “What?” 

She turned away, “Once you were knocked 
out, they took you. Jasmine was one of the 
leaders. She wanted to protect you. She traded 
her life for yours and we couldn’t even bury her.” 

She spoke quickly, not wanting to recall the 
memory I assumed. My heart felt like it had 
stopped, but somewhat, also feeling normal. I’ve 
met abji again after four years thinking she was 
dead and now, she’s actually gone? I felt regret, 
but did I truly feel bad? I didn’t know. Had it been 
too long? 

“Will you join the resistance?” 

The word came like a slap to my face. I 
looked at her like puzzled, “What?” 

“Jasmine’s dead now and you might be the 
key to infiltrate your world if you join.” 

“My sister just died. I don’t know how to feel, I 
can’t trust you, and you’re asking me to join?” 

She looked me in the eye intensely, “We 
don’t have enough time Sana. This division of the 
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resistance is now homeless without our 
headquarters and we need to speed up the plan 
to bring the truth of the people about the therapy 
to your world.” 

“And how can I trust what you say? What if 
you’re wrong?” 

“I don’t know how else to convince you, but 
what we’re fighting for is the truth.” 

We sit in silence for a moment. 

“Why did you join Svet?” 

She hesitated a minute before answering, her 
eyes flickering in a memory, “My real parents 
died being a part of the resistance. The people 
you know as the ‘Kriskas’ are just one of my 
aunts and uncles.” 

“Don’t you blame the resistance for losing them?” 

She thought for a second, “I do. But I believe 
in them. Who else do I have left anyway?” 

She turned away as I looked at her closely, 
observing the sadness in her posture as she 
seemed to dwell on her parents, something I 
hadn’t seen before. Despite the betrayal, I knew 
Svet. She didn’t have a choice and she joined 
what her parents believed in. We’re similar. After 

abji’s death, I have no one anymore on this side. 
I could escape, but what if on the off chance, the 
resistance was telling the truth? It was the reason 
why abji was different when she lived with 
Maman, Baba, and I? 

 I fixed my eyes on Svet as she looked up, 
“Okay, but only for you. Because I understand 
you.” 

 I saw a look of shock, but quickly 
replaced by a small smile as she put out her 
hand for a handshake. 

 “Just for me—and I promise to let you 
know everything I can about this.” 

We looked at each other, determined as we 
shook hands. But as I lifted my arm up, abji’s 
locket accidentally fell out of my pocket, showing 
the other side. It was covered in soot from the 
explosions with the damage it had endured 
before, something I had never noticed. It was no 
longer a shiny gold, but an obscure color with a 
little bit of an undefined shape, unlike the other 
side of it. 

It now had two distinct sides—like the world I 
had just discovered. 

 Like me. 
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The Effects of Technology on Our Youth Today 

Ankit Rath 

In today’s day and age, technology has 
grown to have a huge impact on society. Yes, 
parents use it, but sparingly, compared to our 
generation. Kids and teens these days always 
say, “But all my friends have phones and/or 
social media.” Even parents can acknowledge 
that this is true. 95% of children and teens today 
have gotten phones. However, they also know 
very well how detrimental this can be for their 
children, with problems like addiction. 

Based on this alone, a conclusion can be 
made. The impact that social media, technology 
in general, have on kids and teens is primarily 
negative. There are several major 
consequences, such as depression, mood 
swings, bullying, etc. Not only does this occur at 
home, but at school as well.  

Over the years, cyberbullying laws have been 
put into place by 48 of the 50 states. However, 
this law only goes into effect if said cyberbullying 
is reported. In fact, about 63% of cyberbullying 
victims don’t report such incidents to their 
parents or guardians. Fewer than 20% are 
reported to law enforcement. This brings up the 
question: “Is technology really beneficial for kids 
and teens today?” 

Now, the immediate answer would be yes. 
The technological breakthroughs are quite 
obvious with its implementation medically, 
academically, and for other purposes. These are 
all global, large-scale advantages that are for the 
now. But what about the  

future generations to come? Yes, they’ll have 
so many technological benefits, but at the 
expense of some. 

Like I mentioned before, an electronically 
based school curriculum has great potential. The 
ability to do schoolwork anywhere, with easy 
access to teachers’ help, it seems to be a great 
asset for kids in school. But what is never 
mentioned is the glaring downsides that come 
with such a curriculum. 

At first glance, it appears as if teachers do a 
great job monitoring students’ screens and 
making sure everyone understands the topic 
being taught. Well, research says otherwise. The 
Josephson Institute of Ethics found that 51% of 
students from 181 different school districts 
purposely cheated on assignments and tests. 

35% of those students used their phones to 
cheat. I’m not trying to slander teachers and their 
reliability. I’m saying that the present e-
curriculum doesn’t guarantee that students 
complete their assignments honestly. The virtual 
learning that students had nationwide was 
understandable. It was out of the blue, and there 
really wasn’t much time to prepare. In school, 
however, is a whole different story. 

Not only does cheating and dishonesty occur, 
but there are also genuine academic struggles 
for some children. The Journal of the American 
Medical Association (JAMA) found that about 
74% of students found it harder to focus, tending 
to go on YouTube, or gaming sites.  

For parents, this should be a point of 
concern. Phones are given when the parents 
have that faith in their children. This “abuse” of 
trust not only is detrimental to that trust, but it is 
harmful to the student’s own education. Not only 
that, for some parents, their children may not be 
getting the proper help that they need. Classes 
typically leave the few kids behind for majority of 
the class due to its limited time. While some may 
argue that this is a result of several kids having 
questions, the struggling kids do have to spend 
time after school or are left behind the other 
students. This can lead to mental health issues, 
such as fear of failure.  

Ethically, this isn’t fair. People go to school to 
learn. Children are always told that they can 
come to teachers for help, but this doesn’t always 
happen. They should be able to get the help they 
need during school, while still being able to keep 
up with the class. We have all the resources for 
our generation and the future ones to come but 
leaving behind the children who can’t keep up 
hurts us on a large scale. 

Like I said before, technology has brought so 
many achievements and benefits to our world 
today. We also now have all the right resources 
to make the world even better. But, without the 
right guidelines or usage, technology can actually 
be harmful, and take away from all its praise and 
hype. Social media should be a safe place for 
everyone to express their opinions, but in a 
peaceful manner. E-learning at school should be 
able to cater to all kids’ needs. And I believe that 
soon, people will realize these underlying 
problems, and positive change will come. 
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The Modern Myth 
 
Bhabesh Bhabisnu 
 

Humans have been on this planet for a long 
time - about two hundred thousand years and for 
that entire time we have had an obsession with 
stories. From every corner of the world where 
humans lived during the Stone Age, there would 
be cave paintings. These cave paintings often 
depicted the story of their day-to-day lives. But 
more often than not, they depicted the act of 
hunting and gathering food. There are two major 
theories for why these cave paintings exist. The 
first, and less likely one, was that whenever 
Stone Age individuals would practice a form of 
science or magic, they would draw these 
paintings before hunting because they believed it 
would help them in their task. The second, and 
more likely theory, was that these paintings 
depicted the hunt after it had already happened. 
This is the one I believe. 

As humanity moved on from the Stone Age to 
the Bronze Age and the Iron Age, their stories 
grew as well. Eventually these stories became 
the myths that societies were built on. These 
myths influenced culture and tradition and they 
came with their own gods and heroes. These 
myths were very fluid, often changing to fit the 
culture and even assimilating into other cultures 
around them. These myths would often present 
heroes, villains and other figures whose values 
and morals conflict with our own. This is why in 
the modern age; most people believe that the old 
myths are dead and gone but most historians  

would disagree. Most historians would say 
that most myths never truly die - they simply 
evolve and change to fit in the context they find 
themselves in.  

The heroes that are 
presented in Marvel and 
DC movies are comparable to the gods from 
Greek and Norse mythologies. In fact, one of the 
characters in the Marvel movies is Thor, the god 
of thunder who is an actual God in Norse 
mythology. Furthermore, Wonder Woman is an 
Amazon warrior, an actual concept in Greek 
Mythology. Avatar: The Last Airbender, which 
has seen a recent revival in pop culture due to its 
addition in Netflix, hosts a wide assortment of 
southwestern Asian themes. The concept of 
Avatar itself is found in Hindu mythology as an 
Avatar is the form Vishnu takes when in human 
form. It is also the reason why fire benders can 
bend lightning and be empowered by the sun 
because according to Hindu mythology Agni, the 
god of fire, has three forms, fire, the sun and 
lightning. In the show the Fire Nation have a 
tradition of engaging in combat and these fights 
are referred to as Agni Kai, the tattoo that 
combustion benders have on their forehead also 
resembles the third eye of Shiva. The lifestyles of 
the Air Nomads very closely align with those of 
Buddhist Monks and many creatures found within 
the show are taken straight from ancient 
Japanese text and mythology. There are even 
other stories and mediums such as Star Wars 
that marry both eastern and western stories, 
mythology and themes. In Star Wars, its western 
themes can be seen one of the main characters, 
Anakin Skywalker, is born of a virgin resembling 
the birth of Christ from Christianity. Its eastern 
themes can be seen in the duality between the 
dark and light side of the force.   
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The aggravation of creation 
 
Debabandya Dash 
 

The Brobdingnagian orb of life, the one that 
protects us, one we address as mother, Earth. 
This Supernatural Entity is the place we call 
home, but it has gone unnoticed that Earth is 
majorly afflicted by the substantial pollution that 
we have caused to it, ever since the start of the 
industrial revolution in the 1700s. During that 
time, the world was developing with new 
inventions that made the world take a 
tremendous leap. These inventions were the 
spinning jenny, steam engines, etc. It was a very 
significant progression for humans back then. As 
years passed by, new inventions and innovations 
were made, which added an entirely new world of 
possibilities. There were cars, boats, factories, 
and a whole bunch more. The world continued 
rejoicing about the improvements they had 
accomplished. Nevertheless, human society was 
not even glancing at the destruction this was 
causing Mother Earth. The Earth was being hurt 
by these advancements because of the materials 
and resources that were required for it. People 
utilized non-renewable resources, which meant 
that they could not be recycled or reused. These 
were resources such as coal, oil, fossil fuels, and 
metal. Using these materials creates greenhouse 
gases, which are gases that are dangerous to the 
world's environment as well as humans 
themselves, and, is hurting Earth. This was not 
being noticed at all back then, but now people 
are informed of this problem. Over the past 
several hundred years, we have been damaging 
Earth. In return to this, Earth is getting 
aggravated and is trying to cause injury to us. 
This is shown by all the plagues, natural 
disasters, and countless more things that have 
damaged human society. Every hundred years 
since the 1700s, there have been plagues. There 
are also a lot of other diseases that kill humans. 
The constant plagues every hundred years are 
only considered to be coincidences, but I don't 
think so. The Earth is now 4.543 billion years old. 
One hundred years would be worth a second for 

Earth because of how old 
it is! So, every Century, 
the Earth is trying to 
cause harm to us because it is infuriated and 
wants us to realize the harm, we are doing to it 
and solve it. I am aware that many organization 
efforts are being done to make the earth cleaner, 
for Earth, it means nothing. It wants to be 
completely clean and tells us that by propelling 
these hurdles at us. For the past few hundred 
years, people have died from so many natural 
causes. Millions have died! This shows that the 
Earth is aggravated because natural disasters 
are only caused by nature, and Earth controls 
nature! This would mean that the Earth is 
enraged. Plagues like the Black Death, Flu, 
Yellow Fever, Influenza, and the current 
pandemic, Covid-19, are all messages from 
Earth to us telling us to solve this problem. If we 
do not heed these signals, bad will happen to 
humans. As this pandemic is showing us how 
deadly the Earth can be, we do not want more of 
this. If we want to stop this, we need to make the 
Earth the cleanest it has ever been and please 
Earth. There are a lot of organizations that have 
been made to spread recycling and the use of 
renewable resources, which are resources like 
wind, water, and more that can be used to make 
energy instead of non-renewable energy. This 
awareness is being spread but as it will make 
people aware, people won't be able to leave non-
renewable resources because of the role they 
play in human civilization. This problem will be 
solved, but a long time from now. Unless we 
figure out a way to use renewable energy as 
much as we use non-renewable energy and just 
ban the use of non-renewable energy. This will 
prevent a lot of harm that goes to Earth, but not 
all of it. It will still make a major difference and 
will give us the chance to make the Earth the 
cleanest. So, for the sake of this world, we must 
make a change in the way we live. Let us not be 
destroyed in the pursuit of advancement.  

 

Debabandya Dash is 11 years old and lives in Illinois, USA. 
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Zoos: Refuge/ Prison 
 
Debasnata Dash 
 
Date: May 28th, 2016 

Incident: Murder of an innocent 17-year old 
Western Lowland Gorilla at Cincinnati Zoo and 
Botanical Garden, U.S. 

Cause/Culprit: Senseless 3-year old boy who 
decided it was a good idea to jump and swim in a 
moat surrounding gorilla enclosure. 

For those of you who do not know, on May 
28th, 2016, a 3-year old boy fell into a shallow 
moat in the Gorilla enclosure at the Cincinnati 
Zoo and Botanical Garden. The zoo workers 
signaled for the three gorillas to stand back which 
the two females did so but the third male, 
Harmabe, went to investigate. For the next 10 
minutes, Harmabe was with the boy, getting 
increasingly agitated by all the spectators around 
him screaming and crying. The zoo workers 
finally killed Harmabe and the boy was saved. 
Now, let it sink in. Try to picture it in your mind. 
Watch the footage. Now, think about it. If you 
think it was right, you are justified. If you think it 
was wrong, you are also justified. Harambe was 
innocent but if you watched the footage you 
would have seen how forcefully the little boy was 
being dragged round like a ragged doll. Harambe 
was innocent, he didn’t really understand what 
was going on but still, it did seem like the boy 
was being hurt. Even though the boy’s injuries 
were non-life-threatening, he still could have 
gotten deeply hurt had action not been taken at 
that moment. Many primatologists, scientists, and 
even Jane Goodall herself said that although the      
outcome was unfortunate, the zoo had no other 
choice but to kill a gorilla to save a child’s life. If 
you think the Zoo was justified then fine. If you 
don’t, well, that’s also fine.  

Date/Time Period: 1963- 2020   

Event: Revival of the Arabian Oryx from the brink 
of extinction 

Location: Various places 

The Arabian Unicorn. The Oryx of Arabia. 
The White Oryx. These are the names used to 
describe the beautiful Arabian Oryx. From the 
early 1900’s their numbers had been declining 

and by 1972, they were extinct 
in the wild. Luckily, 9 of them 
had been transported to The 
Phoenix Zoo in Phoenix, Arizona in 1963 as part 
of a preservation mission dubbed ‘Operation 
Oryx’. Other preservation began later in the 
1970’s and 80’s by various countries. That was 
the only thing that kept them from becoming 
completely extinct. Today their population both in 
captivity and the wild is estimated to be 
somewhere between 7,000-9,000, some 
estimates say even 10,000. The Arabian Oryx 
made such a fantastic revival which was only 
possible through the help of zoos like the 
Phoenix Zoo.  

Both places were zoos. Both situations 
included animals. Animals that were completely 
innocent and are just trying to have a decent life. 
But in one case the species was saved from the 
verge of extinction while the other? The other 
case saw the murder of an innocent gorilla. So, 
the question still stands. What are zoos? Are 
they the refuge that animals need or are they 
prisons for discardable beings only valuable for 
entertainment and money?  

The Association of Zoos and Aquariums 
(AZA) annually spends $50 million to protect over 
200 species of wildlife that are listed as 
endangered or threatened under the U.S. 
Endangered Species Act. All those animals that 
are saved and put in a home where they can 
happily live their life. All those species are 
preserved. Without zoos, all of these animals 
would be homeless and vulnerable to danger. 
Then why are zoos considered by some to be 
prisons?  

Every year, 3,000-5,000 animals are culled, 
which is a fancy way of saying killed simply 
because they are weak or have unwanted genes 
and traits. It is also done to control the population 
of animals. 

I have shown these ideas and events to 
portray to you only a miniscule part of the true 
horror of what it is like to be an animal. You will 
be killed for your meat simply so that humans 
can have their lunch. You will be murdered for 
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your skin, teeth, bones, claws, and tusks simply 
so it can be brought for decoration, comfort, and 
clothing of humans, You will be killed simply 
because there are too many of your kind or 
because you have/don’t have certain things. 
Animals go through so much and the average 
human will be shocked and horrified but will 
forget it as soon as they hear the news about the 
next video game or console, the latest 
electronics, the most stylish clothes and 

accessories, the next new tesla model, the best 
movie in the theaters, and more blah, blah, blah. 
Most of you reading this will read, react, move 
on, forget animals ever existed, and never think 
about them again. You’re not alone. Everyone is 
guilty of that. I am too. But a criminal who seeks 
the repentance and remedy of his/her crime is 
always forgiven and is no longer considered a 
criminal.   

 

 

Debasnata Dash is 13 years old and he lives in Illinois, USA. 
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Second Prize winner (Tie) in the Meghna Memorial Award Competition (Junior Category) 

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

Golden Gate to Lion Gate 
 
Ishan Routray 
 
 
 

 

Imagine a flat painting of our round planet 
earth. Two dots on the far ends of the painting 
are connected by a dotted line. One dot is a 
landmark where I live and other dot is where I 
travel during annual school holiday. In reality, 
these two dots are 8,000 miles apart. One is 
Golden Gate bridge, California in United States 
of America and the other one is Lion Gate 
(Singha Dwara of Lord Jagannath temple), 
Odisha in India.  My dotted line on the painting 
tells a story of how we can learn from history and 
make our lives better. Going by our school 
history teacher’s suggestion, we all need to 
develop chronological as well as spatial thinking 
by analyzing historical and social sciences since 
it explains as to how present is connected to 
past, identify similarities and differences between 
the two, and how things change over time and 
some things stay the same. 

Over last 10 years, I have travelled multiple 
times to Odisha with my parents. On every visit 
to Odisha, my grandfather makes sure we go 
together to Puri Jagannath (literally meaning the 
Lord of the Universe) temple and pay obeisance. 
I have always cherished my trips to the temple. 
Sitting on my Dad’s shoulders to get a glimpse of 
the deities inside the temple, eating the delicious 
offering (avada mahaprasad), visit to sea beach, 
and listening to numerous stories about Lord 

Jagannath. In USA, I have 
been to the local Jagannath 
temple multiple times 
including the amazing experiences at chariot 
festival (Rath Yatra). The most enlivening effect 
and euphonious music that I gather from my 
experience is the depth and breadth of diversity 
and inclusion at the Jagannath temple in Puri. 
The temple has four entrances known as Eastern 
Gate/Lion Gate, Western Gate/Tiger Gate, 
Northern Gate/Elephant Gate, and Southern 
Gate/ Horse Gate. These four gates represent 
salvation (moksha), religion (dharma), wealth 
(artha), and love or lust (kama). Temple has 
three main deities: Jagannath, Balabhadra, and 
Subhadra. Two brothers and one sister. 
Balabhadra is eldest brother, Jagannath is 
younger brother, and Subhadra is youngest 
sister. Three Gods have different colors: black, 
white, and yellow. Delicious varieties of offering 
ranging from simple to sophisticated are 
available in an open-air hotel (avada 
mahaprasad in Ananada Bazar). Very simple 
food like rice and lentil (daal) made from local 
harvest simply demands respect of its growers. 
Amazing tradition of eating in this open-air hotel 
is that it’s not any ritualistic thing to clean hands 
when we take second round of food. It simply 
tries to make everyone conscious that we are all 
equal. Diversity, equality, and representation 
everywhere in terms of color, age, gender, food, 
plants, humans, animals and their costumes. 
Amazing point here is that the Lord Jagannath 
temple was built in 12th century; nearly 800 years 
ago. 

As a sixth grader, I have lived my entire life in 
San Jose, California. A marvel of modern 
engineering, the Golden Gate bridge is an iconic 
suspension structure that stands as a landmark 
in San Francisco. Our typical local day trip 
getaway to the bridge with family or visiting 
friends, taking a walk on bridge, capturing few 
pictures, and drive along Pacific Ocean.  I have 
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read very little about America’s vast, rich, and 
complex history. Along with general books, we 
study history and social sciences as part of our 
school curriculum. It emphasizes historical 
narratives, highlights roles of significant 
individuals, and conveys the rights and 
obligations of citizenship. Specifically, in last 100 
years, there are many key events that have 
moved us forward towards equality and diversity.  
After nearly 100 years of protests and 
demonstrations, women of the United States 
were officially granted the right to vote in 1920. I 
am optimistic that the U.S. will someday elect a 
female president. In 1927, civil rights leader 
Cesar Chavez employed nonviolent means to 
bring attention to issues of racial and economic 
discrimination. He dedicated his life to improving 
the treatment, pay, and working conditions of 
farm workers. We can never forget the vital role 
of Rosa Parks in raising awareness of the 
struggle for equal rights and the famous 
Montgomery Bus Boycott in Alabama in 1955. 
She is known as “the mother of the civil rights 
movement”. Finally, the phenomenal speech “I 
Have a Dream” that was delivered by civil rights 
activist Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. in 1963 in 
Washington. Essence of Dr. King King’s speech 
was that he hoped everyone would be judged by 
the content of their character, not the color of 
their skin. Dr. King was largely responsible for 
the passage of the Civil Rights Act of 1964. The 
Civil Rights Act banned discrimination in the 
workforce and public accommodations based on 

race, color, religion, or national origin. American 
president John F. Kennedy in 1963 questioned 
whether all Americans are to be afforded equal 
rights and equal opportunities, whether we are 
going to treat our fellow Americans as we want to 
be treated. He defined the civil rights crisis as 
moral, constitutional, and legal. Again, all of this 
history and how we have advanced towards 
equality on the basis of race, color, national 
origin, sex, religion, or age in just last 100 years. 

Diversity, equality, and inclusion brings 
broader skill sets, experiences, and 
representative perspectives, all of which combine 
to give a powerful advantage over homogenous 
ones. It creates a culture of belonging and 
ensures the success of diverse population. 
Different kinds of flower make a beautiful garden.  
My encounter with history has emerged from 
insights from these two cultures where one is 
about an 800 years old temple with the diverse 
representation incorporated within and other has 
continuous human endeavors for diversity and 
equality. It is important for us to learn about 
equality since it helps us understand as to how 
we should be treated and how we should treat 
others. As Pulitzer Prize-winning historians Will 
Durant and Ariel Durant have shared in their 
book The Lessons of History: “The record of the 
past can have a great deal of significance, but 
the events themselves have significance only if 
you approach them from a philosophical 
standpoint and ask the right questions.” To put it 
in a simple way, history matters! 

 

Ishan Routray is 11 years old and lives in California. His hobbies: Basketball, 3-D Drawing. He wants to be a 
scientist. He’s the son of Ramani Routray & Sasmita Mohanty. 
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First Prize winner in the Meghna Memorial Award Competition (Junior Category) 

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

Diary of a Quarantined Girl 
 
Nikhita Rath 
 
We Are All in This Together. 

This is the diary of a quarantined girl... 

 

Dear Diary,   3/13/2020 

My name is Nikhita and I am 9 years old.  My 
word of the day today is "Quarantine”.  My mom 
says I should learn one new word daily if I want 
to write well. A “word of the day” is one I haven’t 
heard before. I like words that start with "Q", as 
they remind me of a spelling trick that q and u 
stick together like glue!  It’s good for a writer to 
have tricks to spell words.   

We have been affected by the Coronavirus 
and, because of this virus, people in our country 
don’t go outside. We are all staying in our homes, 
so the virus doesn’t spread. That's what it means 
to be quarantined. 

 

Dear Diary,  3/23/2020 

My word today is the word "Zoom." I've heard 
this word before! I know it's an onomatopoeia 
because I see my dog ZOOM across our 
floor!  This is my word of the day because now 
when I hear the word Zoom, I don't think of my 
dog anymore. I think of school. Zoom is an online 
program that lets me see my class and  

my teacher. My class logs on to Zoom to 
learn from home, so we do not spread the virus 
to each other. 

 

Dear Diary,  3/25/2020 

My word today is “Isolation.”  The word 
Isolation looks just as lonely like it sounds.  It 
starts with an “I” which I know is a pronoun to 
mean me, or myself.   I heard this word from my 
parents who talk about my grandmother being 

alone.  To stay safe, she 
keeps herself at home.  Since 
no one else is around she is 
in isolation.  Isolated people say the word I a lot.  
Before they used to say my friend came with me 
here, we did this, we did that.  Now they say I 
went to the store, I ate dinner, I myself, I… I… I... 

 

Dear Diary,  3/26/2020                                                    

My word today is "vaccine" because when I 
saw this word, I was amazed at how powerful the 
letter "c" was.  A "c" can be a soft "c" to make an 
"s" sound, or a "c" can make a hard sound to 
sound like a "k".  The word vaccine uses both the 
"c" sounds, to make a completely different "x" 
sound. I guess powerful letters make powerful 
words! Scientists all over the world are looking to 
find a vaccine for the virus. People are waiting for 
a vaccine to cure the virus. They are waiting for 
the day that they don't have to worry about 
getting sick. 

 

Dear Diary,  4/2/2020 

Today's word is "Economy”. Economy is 
spelled ending in “Y”, like an adjective (happy), 
but an economy is a noun or thing.  The 
Economy is a bad thing now. It brings money to 
businesses.  With no business, there is no 
money for families.  In Las Vegas, we have a bad 
economy because of the virus.  Many workers 
work in hotels, and when made to stay home, 
they can't work.  Now, when you drive by Las 
Vegas, our city is dark. 

 

Dear Diary,  4/22/2020 

Today’s word is "Normalcy". This word looked 
strange to me at first.  Normalcy looks like the 
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word "normal' but ends in "cy". But the more I 
heard the word, the more I started getting used to 
it.  People are wondering what getting back to 
normal or "normalcy" will look like when the 
quarantine is over.  Before, the doctors would 
wear masks, and now we all may be wearing 
them.  We used to hug our friends and now we 
may need to wave to them.  So, normal will look 
strange at first, like the word "normalcy" but I 
guess we’ll all get used to it.   

 

Dear Diary,   5/15/2020 

My word of the day today is the word "Hope". 
I have a friend named Hope.  Before we were 
quarantined, I would sit next to her in school.  On 
Fridays when we took our spelling test, I would 
always try to study a few more minutes before 
our teacher gave out the test. Hope never did 
that. She smiled and kept smiling while taking her 
test.  In the end, she always seemed to get the 

best spelling scores in the class. I asked her 
once why she was so happy to take a test.  She 
told me that always expected the best, and she 
said doing this made a difficult situation not seem 
so bad. Hope said spelling was her hardest 
subject, so before taking a test she said she 
smiles and expects the studying she did the night 
before to be her best.  She even told me the 
meaning of her name Hope, which is to expect 
the best.  

In a Quarantined life, it’s easy to lose hope. I 
hear of people feeling alone, I hear of people 
worrying about their jobs, I hear parents afraid of 
sending their children back to school. I think we 
need to reach out to people who are alone, we 
should wear our masks to stop the spread of the 
virus, and make sure we are there to help people 
that need it. If we do this we can smile, knowing 
the things we have done will bring us hope and 
expect the best! 

 

Nikhita Rath is 9 years old. Hobbies, Passions and Future Goals:  Animals; Coin Collecting; Stamp Collecting; 
wants to become a veterinarian. Parent’s Name(s):  L. Kristopher Shankar Rath and Janice V. Rath 
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Third Prize winner in the Meghna Memorial Award Competition (Senior Category) 

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

Does USA really deserve to be the dream 
country for Indians to settle in? 
 
Sai Damini Sahu 
 

Hello, I am Damini Sahu D/o Shrimati Namita 
Sahu and Shri Damodar Sahu. I have been 
residing in USA for the past two years. This 
article is based on my personal opinion and 
observations. United States of America is a home 
to many immigrants from all around the world. I 
have made a very diverse group of friends here. I 
have noticed that all my Pakistani, Israeli, 
Mexican, Russian friends and all the other people 
from different countries also are very proud of 
their culture and home country, except Indians. 
Forget about being proud, Indians settled in USA 
think that India is very inferior to the US. Yes, you 
heard that right, and till date I can’t figure out the 
real reason for degrading their own country of 
origin. So, I am going to shed light on this issue 
and make an analysis on whether USA is really 
better than India or not. 

So, let's start with the homes of both 
countries. Firstly, homes in US are made with 
wood and are not very strong. If someone on the 
top floor even just simply walks in his home, the 
sound can be heard at the home below it. This 
can get very annoying sometimes. Secondly 
even if the city is affected by an earthquake of 
less magnitude, the wooden homes shakes so 
much and gives the feel of an earthquake with 
big magnitude. Till now I have experienced three 
earthquakes in California, and it was very scary. 
Whereas in India, the homes are made up of 
cement and bricks and are very strong. The 
homes in US are also so expensive that people 
with low income can’t afford to buy a home for 
shelter and thus are left homeless. Whereas in 
India homes are available at a very wide range of 
cost and thus low-income people can at least get 
a shelter even if it is not that beautiful and 
perfect. However, there are still 1.8 million 
homeless in India according to the census of 
2018, but USA has 8.5 million homeless 
according to the census of 2017. Rents go up, 
but wages stay about the same in the US. 

Homelessness of Americans 
is not similar to beggars of 
Indians. Indian beggars may not have beautiful 
homes and good and healthy food to eat, but 
most of them are not homeless. In case of Indian 
beggars, there is an element of permanency in 
their lifestyle. They don't move beyond an 
established distance of 20 kilometer. Most of 
them are staying in their places. However, 
unemployment is a big issue in India. Number of 
unemployed in India is definitely more than 
unemployed in USA.  

Now let's come to the culture of both 
countries. The Unites States of America has so 
many immigrants living in it that contributes to the 
diversity of this country. However, India doesn’t 
need immigrants to make it diverse. India is very 
diverse on its own. Every city of India has a 
culture and heritage of its own. Every city has its 
own specialty whereas in the US most of the 
cities look similar. India is a country of 29 states 
but has almost 122 major languages with varying 
accents. USA with 50 states has only language. 
India is also known for its good moral values. 
Indians normally have a stable family life unlike 
America's ever-changing family composition 
through multiple divorces and emotional 
independence of children. Neighbors are more 
friendly in India, in fact people living in your 
locality become like your family. People in the 
USA prefer to live in isolated places. Hence 
social life is better in India as compared to US.  

As many believe that quality of life is better in 
the US, let’s see to what extent this is true. 
Drinking water (that is actually tap water in the 
US) is very contaminated here, I have 
experienced this in my locality too, that is Bay 
Area, California. Water in the bay area has a high 
amount of lead in it. Majority of people don’t use 
RO purifiers here and I don’t know the reason 
behind it. You can’t even find RO purifiers in 
shops here. According to the NSF national 
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consumer survey, most U.S. consumers drink tap 
water and are concerned about or don’t know 
which contaminants are in their drinking water, 
almost no one takes steps to filter or treat their 
home’s drinking water.  

Air and environment are less polluted in US 
than India. However, the atmosphere lacks a 
protective Ozone layer here and thus the harmful 
rays of sun fall on your skin and people are more 
prone to skin cancer and skin problems in US. I 
have asked many locals about why it is so, and 
many said that the pollution levels have depleted 
the ozone layer, but I didn’t really understand 
this. Pollution levels are much higher in India but 
still it has an efficient ozone layer. Sun’s heat is 
also very sharp here compared to India, 30 
degrees Celsius feels like 40 degrees Celsius 
here due to the sun’s rays. Due to this the USA is 
very vulnerable to forest fires. Once a forest fire 
also happened here in the bay area and due to 
the smoke, the pollution levels of Pleasanton city 
and nearby places rose higher than the pollution 
levels of Delhi. Due to this my school was also 
shut down for two days.  

Talking about roads, the infrastructure and 
planning of cities is better in USA but traffic jams 
are common here too. California especially is 
more prone to traffic jams because it's a crowded 
place and has a large human population.  

America doesn't have big lavish malls or 
other shopping complexes. Malls over here are 
quite decent and simple. Whereas shopping 
malls in India literally have everything in it 
including food court, games section, movie 
theatre and many other fun things. US malls only 
have shops in it. Once I went to a mall near our 
home with my friend and I was feeling very 
bored. So, I asked her if there is a 5D or 7D 
theatre here where we can watch a short film. To 
which she laughingly replied that “this is not an 
Indian mall and we don’t have these things here, 
for that we have to go to another place, and 
everything is not available at one place here”. In 
India we also have market streets like ‘Chandni 
Chowk’, ‘Lokhandwala Market’ etc. Shopping in 
these streets is much more fun than the malls. 
However, you won’t find these types of markets 
in the US or any other western countries. These 
markets are normally found in Asian countries.  

Healthcare is also very expensive in US and 
many poor people can’t afford it. Whereas India 

has government hospitals that give free 
treatment to patients.  

People here in the US are normally very 
sweet and friendly but there are few rude people 
too who promote racism. I think the same thing 
applies to India too, mostly people are very 
friendly and welcoming here too and everyone 
normally also lives peacefully but some mean 
people become the reason for discriminating 
against religion or caste. So, you will find good 
and bad people in both countries.  

Traffic rules are strict in both the countries. 
Nevertheless, some people follow them, and 
some people don’t in both countries. People here 
in the US also litter the streets and break the 
signal. Yet you might be happy to know that 
normally Indians never break rules here in the 
US. Why? Well that's because Indian Americans 
think that it is okay and permitted to break the 
rules in India but not in the USA. I don’t know 
from where they have got this mentality of not 
following the rules and not keeping your own 
home country neat and clean.  

Coffee shops, grocery shops and all other 
necessary things are available nearby residential 
homes in both USA and India. Crimes also take 
place in USA, and you have to be careful here 
too. The crime rate of US and India are almost 
close to each other. In fact, gun violence is 
actually higher in US than India and this is 
because guns in US are sold like vegetables.  

Both the counties are very beautiful and have 
many tourist locations. India also has numerous 
beautiful places; you just have to visit them and 
change your mindset of beautiful things don’t 
exist in India.  

Education systems of both countries are 
good, but both have their own share of flaws too. 
Syllabus and academic rigor are also pretty much 
the same in schools of both countries. However, I 
think school in India was safer to attend. 
Students were sweet and teachers were always 
protective. We had nothing to be scared of in 
Indian school. 

Now talking about the experience of 
attending high school in US, most of the students 
are very sweet and helpful. Teachers and high 
school staff are also very good and helpful. 
However, when I was studying in my high school, 
I have heard the sad news of two students from 
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my high school commit suicide. I didn't know the 
students personally but were in touch with their 
friends. It was pretty disturbing to hear this news. 
Then one day, one of my closest friends in high 
school advised me to be more careful because a 
murder had happened in the high school many 
years ago. The murderer and the victim, both 
were high school students. However, I heard 
about this incident from only friends and it didn't 
really happen when I was studying in school, so I 
don't know to what extent this was true. Vaping is 
also very common in students of USA. Our high 
school had strict vaping policy and would always 
keep a check on students to ensure they are not 
involved in any drug or vape use. Yet the 
students still vaped in the washrooms and every 
time I went to use the washroom; I could smell 
that somebody was vaping here. School 
shootings are also so common in USA.  

The USA is not really the greatest nation as 
many believe it so. The United States is the 
greatest nation on earth only in some categories, 
such as military power, GDP, etc. In other 
categories such as healthcare, care of mentally 
ill, happiness, deaths due to gun violence, deaths 
due to opioid overdose and others, it ranks fairly 
far down the list. So, basically the conclusion is 
that both the countries have their own share of 
merits and demerits. I believe no country or 
person, or thing is perfect. Everything in this 
world has advantages and disadvantages and so 
do countries. USA also has traffic jams, unclean 
water, electricity cuts, bad roads and other things 
that can be found in India too. USA also has 
many other flaws like its juvenile system. USA is 
the only country where juveniles are trialed as 
adults and this is not good for the minds of 
minors. Crimes conducted by teenagers are the 
highest in USA than any other country. The 
United States of America also has the highest 
number of psychological and mental illness 
patients in the world. Also, USA has always 
attacked many countries, but India has always 
just defended itself and never attacked any 
country. Ayurveda and Yoga have originated 
from India and thousands of foreigners come to 
India every year to learn about this. India is also 
the largest democracy of the world and its 
constitution is considered as the best and most 
successful constitution of the world. This is 

because Indian constitution has covered all 
aspects of life of a common man therefore letting 
people have a good life. Also, the Indian 
Constitution accepts every type of religion, 
community etc. which makes it secular and a 
constitution that provides freedom of speech and 
expression. India also has many flaws. However, 
India has always recognized its flaws, but 
America has always tried to hide it or not accept 
it. This is because Americans have a misplaced 
pride. America thinks that it is the richest, 
strongest, most powerful and all-around greatest 
nation on the planet, and they say that of course 
they don’t have poverty. However, 15% of the US 
population lives in poverty (2012 census). India 
has 22% of its population living in poverty (2012 
census), which is only 7% more than USA. In 
some respects, the US is better than India and in 
other aspects India is better than USA. So, life in 
India is pretty much the same as life in USA. 
USA is not really a dreamland where everything 
is perfect.  

Currently due to the George Floyd incident 
there is so much unrest going on around the 
country here. Protesters are burning the streets 
and looting people’s houses and shops. I am also 
living here in fear due to this unrest. So yes, 
curfews and this kind of civil disturbance doesn't 
only happen in India but also happens in USA.  

I am not really against the people who want 
to relocate to USA, but people don’t really have 
to be all crazy about coming to the US and there 
is nothing bad about India too. India has so many 
things to be proud of like its rich culture and 
heritage and helping nature of Indian people. 
Bollywood is the largest film producing industry of 
the world. There are many other amazing facts 
about India that you can find on the internet. My 
purpose behind writing this article is to show 
people the reality of USA and make them realize 
that life in USA is the same as life in India and 
USA is not any better than India. Indians don’t 
have to adapt to western ways and NRIs don’t 
have to be proud of having an American accent 
because India is no less than USA.  
 

Thanks for reading! 

Jai Hind!  

 

Sai Damini Sahu is studying in 12th Grade and is passionate about pursuing a career in the Psychology Stream. 
Hobbies: Bollywood Dance 
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My Mental Health Journey 

Shilpi Mohanty 

Hello, my name is Shilpi Mohanty. I’m going 
to be a junior this upcoming school year.  One 
big struggle I’ve had since childhood is not being 
able to let go of toxic friends. That flaw led to me 
going through plenty of unnecessary drama. 
However, it ended up teaching me a lot of 
lessons. With all of these experiences, my life 
motto is that “Everything happens for a reason”. 

Before I began going to school, I lived in India 
with my parents and grandparents. I was the only 
kid in the family back then, so they all gave me a 
lot of love and attention. Three years later, I 
began preschool in Michigan. I was terrified 
about leaving my parents, therefore I cried about 
going to school every day. Later on, in preschool, 
I became close friends with two guys. Friendship 
was easier back in preschool. In Kindergarten, 
everyone ganged up against me and bullied me. 
This led to me being a loner with maybe one 
friend from another class. I was in the same 
school till the middle of the third grade. During 
those years, I was just friends with a lunch aide, 
two girls who were really bossy and my best 
friend who was one year younger than me. At my 
new school in 3rd to 4th grade, I joined a clique 
of 4 girls. One girl was really grumpy and always 
said terrible stuff to me since she didn’t want me 
there. The other two girls were nice, yet they 
never said anything to the grumpy girl. 

 As you can see, it was the hardest thing for 
me to make friends. I was too shy to talk to new 
people.  However, in 5th grade, I saw a lot of 
familiar faces from the school I went to from 
Kindergarten to third grade.  I became friends 
with those people, but they were really 
untrustworthy. If I told them anything, everyone at 
school would know the next day. This led to me 
having trust issues and keeping everything in for 
years. Friends are not supposed to spill things 
you tell them, so I just skipped over that red flag. 
I did have the thought that I didn’t want to be 
friends with those girls. On the other hand, 
however, I was too intimidated to leave them and 
be friends with others.  

Later on, I switched schools again in 7th 
grade. I was sad at first though I’m thankful I left. 

There was no drama in my new 
school, which was really nice. I 
felt free of that toxic friend 
group. In time I joined a new friend group with 
one friend from my old school.  I got close to two 
girls from that group. It was honestly the best 
year ever with them always making me laugh. 
The following year I became friends with a girl 
who moved from Oregon. I also got closer to one 
of the girls from the clique from the previous year 
and another girl from drama class.  Those three 
girls grew close at my birthday party. After my 
birthday, we all clicked really well and grew really 
close, which formed our clique. This in turn made 
me stop having trust issues and we trusted each 
other with everything.  

8th grade was a great year with our inside 
jokes and how we all just knew what the other 
person was doing. Our dynamic turned into like 
pairs who can be together as four. This occurred 
as I was almost the same as this one girl and that 
was the same for the two other girls in our group. 
We were all likeminded which helped us bond to 
become as close as sisters essentially.  We all 
loved each other and were there for each other 
when things went wrong. Later on, towards the 
end of the school year however, three of us 
began disliking one girl from the group for not 
letting us spend time with the girl she’s 
essentially paired with. This resulted in us 
avoiding that girl during summer. Me and the girl 
I was paired with just hung out together the 
whole summer. This made us two grow even 
closer together than before.  

A month before summer ended, we all came 
together and stopped loathing the other girl. That 
summer I changed as a healing mechanism for 
someone else really hurting me in 8th grade.  As 
a result, freshman year started off rocky with me 
being way more different than the group. I 
preferred staying home while they like going out 
to restaurants or staying at the library every day.  
Consequently, they had more inside jokes and 
memories without me. It stung when they all 
talked about those things and I couldn’t 
understand it. They would tell me about what 
happened although it is way different than 
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actually being there. I dismissed those thoughts 
and just affirmed to myself that we are all going 
to be friends forever.  

 Another aspect that made things even 
rockier is that I lied to the girl I was paired with. 
My friendship with that girl turned into a 
rollercoaster. It’d turn good again nevertheless 
then bad after a mistake I make before 
considering her feelings.  I never noticed that she 
was hurt because she was pretty good at hiding 
it. That was a whole snowball effect. The girl 
didn’t communicate which made me believe that 
my apologies and the amount of love I expressed 
made things ok. She grew frustrated to the point 
that she theorized that I wanted to ruin her life. 
During those ups and downs of me and that girl, I 
made a new friend in math class. We got pretty 
close as well and she joined our clique. The other 
girls were normal with me except the one who 
thought I wanted to ruin her life.  

The two other girls confronted me personally 
to explain my side as they only heard her side of 
believing that I wanted to ruin her life. The two 
girls made me talk to the girl who had an issue 
with me, and we were ok for a while. The main 
problem I had was how impulsively I did things. 
Another problem was our lack of communication, 
we talked more about other people rather than 
checking in with each other. At one point, the 
other two girls began believing that I just wanted 
to ruin their life even though I literally told them 
how much I basically loved them as my sisters, 
and I trusted them with my life essentially.  

 This led to me being avoided by them. The 
girl from Oregon and the one from math class 
spoke to me only in class. When we all walked 
together, they didn’t say a word to me. I felt like a 
ghost. I felt unseen. I felt worthless. I felt like I 
didn’t matter to anyone. These thoughts just 
damaged my self-esteem more. My self-esteem 
was already low with me being insecure of my 
looks and considering myself fat and ugly. 
Feeling worthless sent me over the edge. It took 
me to the darkest place of my mind I have ever 
been at. It was an on and off thing for a couple of 
months that got triggered by specific events like 
when my friends hung out without telling me. It 
was immensely scary. No one ever put me down 
like that before, even the remarks I got about my 
weight couldn’t compare. 

 I was trying to coast through the pain alone 
with the support of my friend from math class. 
This pain made me ruder than I was to my family 
and in general. Like mentos in Pepsi, these 
bottled emotions just blew up in my face. That 
terrified me so much that I told the rest of my 
gang about my depressed mental state.  Two of 
the girls came over to cry with me and comfort 
me. One great thing they did was encourage me 
to tell my mom as it really helped me. I told my 
mom and her lecture that day really turned my 
life around and made me work hard to get out of 
the dark spot. They suggested therapy too, I 
didn’t go to therapy since my mom was enough.  
I was ok for a while but relapsed to those 
thoughts since I didn’t realize that those girls 
were the main trigger. I had other friends for 
support too though it was hard seeing their 
reactions when I told them. Me and the gang 
were fine for like a week after I told them. Later 
on, the cycle of me being ignored again 
continued... I was ignored less than before yet I 
still felt out of place. After a while, me and the 
clique decided to execrate the girl from math 
class for telling us all different lies. I felt together 
with them because of our animosity for that girl 
although they still avoided me when we all were 
together. This in turn gave me anxiety when I 
went out with them to celebrate each other's 
birthdays or to just stay at the library.   

 My last straw was the birthday picnic. The 
birthday girl was the girl who first started disliking 
me. She barely even spoke to me and took the 
least number of pictures with me. The whole 
party I was with the girl who we all chose to 
resent. The girls were all walking together in the 
front while I was with the girl from math class in 
the back. The next day when I had a 
conversation with my friend who wasn’t part of 
the gang, things began to click. The outside 
perspective of this toxic friendship made me 
realize how toxic things got and how immature 
they were for not confronting me and just 
ignoring me. I realized how they were the main 
causes of my mental state then.  

Another thing I realized was that I was in the 
same situation as the girl from math class. 
Therefore, I decided to tell her the next day how 
we all loathed her with screenshots. The other 
girls got mad and blew up my phone.  I just said 
goodbye and removed them from all social 
media. I relied on them extremely to the point 
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where I wasn’t close to anyone at school. It was 
really hard without them at first, but there was 
less than a month of school left. I got closer to 
my other best friend and made new friends. The 
girls reached out to me for closure and listed their 
accusations that were not true at all.  Another 
time, the girl who first hated me reached out to 
me since she believed that I was spreading lies 
about her. I was too focused trying to adapt and 
be independent again to do that. She just 
believed another girl who just lies to start drama. 
After that interaction, the whole gang was radio 
silent that whole summer. This year they tried to 
reach out to me several times, but I didn’t 
respond. There’s no point wasting energy on 
them. Within the point of me not being friends 
with them to the time before quarantine I became 
closer with other friends.  

The clique in general really affected me as a 
person since they were always with me. My 
friendship with them had many red flags that I 
turned a blind eye to. One red flag was when we 
all avoided that girl during 8th grade summer. We 
should have talked it out and let her know what 
was going on, so she could have fixed it. It would 
have made things better instead of just us 
staying mad at her and her just believing we 
were busy.  Another red flag was how I began 

being judgmental and categorizing people as 
being less cool than our clique without even 
speaking to those people. You can never judge a 
person by their looks as you have no idea what 
they have been through. Consequently, I deemed 
it acceptable to talk about others to other people. 
If you communicate to the person why you are 
mad at them then that would resolve the issue, 
instead of involving other people and pretending 
to like the person you are mad at. As a result of 
being judgy, I grew overly dependent on them 
and just talked to them. I stopped engaging with 
all my other friends as much since my clique 
either said they were bad or the fact that I spent 
all my time with my clique. Subsequently, I grew 
dependent to the point where I asked them to 
make a lot of choices for me like clothes and 
posts. We all did that for each other, but it’s bad 
to always ask that. You should make your own 
decisions most of the time and your friends 
should support you based on the situation. These 
aspects played a role in the downhill of my 
friendship with them. I learned that not all 
friendships last and it’s ok. There are millions of 
people out there who are better. I learned that 
the main thing is to be independent and not 
depend on anyone extremely, as you have no 
idea what will happen in the future.  

 

Shilpi Mohanty is a student in the 11th grade. Her hobbies include Reading, writing and drawing. Her future 
Goal is to be in the medical field. Her parents are: Sonali Pattanaik and Satya Mohanty. 
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Odisha  
 
Shreeya Sahu 
 
 
Location, History and Economy: 

The Odia culture is lesser known; however, it 
is unique in every way. Odisha is one of the 28 

states of India and it is located on the Eastern 
coast. Before the country of India gained its 
independence in 1947, the capital of Odisha, 
formerly known as Orissa, was Cuttack. After 
India became independent, the capital of Odisha 
became Bhubaneswar. The state of Orissa 
changed its name to Odisha in 2011 because of 
common misspelling. Odisha consists of mainly 
rural population and most live in the hill areas, 
however, some tribal groups live in the plains. 
Around three-fifth of the working population 
participates in agriculture, cultivated land takes 
up around one-third of the state, and three-
fourths of the cultivated lands scattered with rice. 
However, families that participate in agriculture 
do not fully engage themselves with it and 
employ some nonagricultural jobs because 
farming is not necessarily a year-round job.   

Temples: 

There are over seven hundred temples in 
Odisha but one of the most famous temples in 
Odisha is the Jagannath Temple located in Puri, 
Odisha. The Puri Temple is known for its annual 
Rath Yatra. The sacred temple was built by the 
Ganga dynasty King Anantavarman Chodaganga 
in the 12th century CE. There were eighteen total 
invasions of the temple because of the enormous 
amount of wealth it holds. The Lingaraja Temple 
is another popular temple located in 
Bhubaneswar, Odisha. This temple is one of the 

oldest in Odisha and is also the 
most important landmark in 
Bhubaneswar. The Lingaraja Temple is best 
recognized for being the largest temple in 
Bhubaneswar and was built in the 11th century 
AD by King Jajati Keshari. Another famed temple 
in Odisha is the Sun Temple at Konark. The 
temple, built by King Narasimhadeva I in the 13th 
century CE, is currently in mostly ruins. The 
cause of the destruction of the Sun Temple is still 
a mystery and remains a source of controversy, 
however many people believe the demolition was 
caused by Muslim armies between the 15th and 
17th century. However, it remains a huge 
pilgrimage site and is best known for the 
Chandrabhaga Mela. 

Festivals: 

The Indian culture has many unique customs 
and traditions including plenty of festivals. The 
National festival of Odisha is Ratha Yatra also 
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known as the chariot festival. For this festival, 
three deities, Lord Jagannath, Lord Balabhadra 
and Subhadra are praised inside the temple then 
escorted throughout the streets on a chariot. The 
chariot is then taken to their aunt’s temple, the 
Gundicha Temple, which is two kilometers away 
from the Puri Temple. Another festival is the Raja 
festival. The festival lasts three days; on the first 
day, people typically wake before dawn, do their 
hair, rub their bodies with turmeric paste and oil 
and then take the purificatory bath in a river or 
tank and for the next two days they do not bathe. 
The second day of the festival signifies the 
beginning of the solar month of Mithuna from 
which the season of rains starts. They don’t walk 
bare-foot or cut/damage the Earth or cook. 
Sharad Punima also known as Kumar Punima is 
a harvest festival that is celebrated on the day of 
the full moon of the Hindu Lunar month. On this 

day in Odisha, unmarried women fast with the 
belief that they will find the groom on this day. 
For Kumar Purnima the maidens, sing, dance 
and play games under the bright, white light of 
the full moon.  This day is also believed to be the 
goddess of wealth, Lakshmi’s birthday.  

Conclusion: 

“On the 1st April 1936 the present state of 
Odisha was carved out amalgamating the Odia-
speaking tracts of the then bigger multi-lingual 
provinces. It was the first Indian State formed on 
the basis of common language of a group of 
people. After independence, the same principle 
was adopted in formation of several states of 
India.” -N K Acharya. Odisha has been a great 
role model for multiple other states in India. The 
state has stayed strong through hard times and it 
will continue to evolve. Odisha forever! 

 

Shreeya is the daughter of Soma and Sangram Sahu. She is 11 years old and enjoys reading, ice skating, 
swimming, etc. She currently hopes to become a lawyer and possibly study at Harvard, School of Law. 
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Preparing for the Future Amidst COVID-19 
 
Simoni Mishra 
 

I open my eyes to the sound of my phone 
buzzing. Through my sleepless haze, I skip 
through the news notification until two words 
make me freeze in bed. "Individuals tested for 
coronavirus at senior home in Maryland." 
COVID had found its way not even two blocks 
away, full of elderly citizens with whom I had 
spent years singing, dancing, and honestly, just 
enjoying the company of the residents there. 

In the days following, more cases appeared 
around our county, and before long, the virus had 
spread to other parts of the country as well. 
Within just a few months, the virus had taken 
control of many aspects of our lives. Where, just 
two months ago, people were bustling in and out 
of schools, shopping centers, and theaters, now 
staff, students, and bosses alike were stuck to 
work in the restraints of their home.  If nothing 
else, it's safe to say that the virus took us all by 
surprise. Or did it? 

The coronavirus has reintroduced many 
people to the concept of exponential curve, 
where a value, in this case, the number of 
individuals affected, grows at an increasing rate 
over time. It is the curve created by this growth 
that so many of us are attempting to "flatten" 
through measures such as social distancing. On 
the one hand, it's easy to imagine linear growth: 
one person gets affected today, another 
tomorrow, a third on the day after, and the 
process continues. But most people have a 
harder time conceptualizing exponential growth, 
where two cases of coronavirus tomorrow result 
in four on the next day, hundreds after the 
seventh day and thousands soon after. 
Unfortunately, the nature of exponential growth 
makes for a situation that's challenging to 
anticipate and manage. While many of us have 
caught on to the fact that the coronavirus 
pandemic is indeed one of these precarious 
situations, many have not caught on to yet 
another danger that’s lurking right around the 
corner. 

Climate change is defined as a change in the 
average conditions — such as temperature and 
rainfall — in a region over an extended period of 

time. For example, roughly 
20,000 years ago, during the 
most recent glaciation period, 
the ice in some areas grew to more than 12,000 
feet thick. In the United States today, we have a 
much warmer climate and significantly fewer 
glaciers. Earth’s climate has constantly been 
changing — long before even humans came into 
the picture. However, scientists have recently 
observed unusual changes. The fluctuating 
precipitation patterns, increases in droughts and 
heatwaves, and the frequent occurrence of 
catastrophic events such as the California 
wildfires and Hurricane Maria are reminders to 
how drastically our Earth has changed in just a 
few years. Without drastic action taken now, 
adapting to these impacts in the future will be 
more difficult and costly. We will experience more 
blistering heat waves, severe droughts, 
accelerating sea level rise, and an 
unprecedented intensity of rainstorms and 
resulting flooding, just to name a few of the 
consequences. Long story short, climate change 
has the potential to quickly become even more 
serious a crisis than COVID-19. 

Having had a lot of time on my hands 
recently, I have had the opportunity to blindly 
jump into the rabbit hole that is the internet. And, 
surprisingly, while undertaking this journey, I 
ended up rediscovering an interesting and 
complex concept: civil discourse and its 
applications in social interest. According to the 
definition, Civil Discourse is an honest, 
constructive dialogue and debate that seeks to 
advance the public interest. It is not only intended 
to enhance understanding of a complex issue but 
find a common ground between opposing views - 
ultimately the goal of engaging in civil discourse 
is to use the newly found knowledge to determine 
a course of action.  

Disasters don't discriminate. People across 
the world, regardless of their ethnicity, gender, 
and occupation are all affected. As a result, 
everyone: scientists, politicians, and civilians 
alike work together to get through this crisis like 
in the current situation. Even those like myself, 
who aren't on the frontlines, are engaged in 
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discourse including practicing social-distancing 
and donating supplies. However, despite the 
recapitulated warnings, not everyone 
participating in these conversations are in 
support of mitigation tactics. In recent weeks, 
risk-takers have swarmed travel destinations 
around the world with little regulation to stop 
them. But if there's anything that the chaos of 
COVID has taught me, then it's the power of civil 
discourse which encourages both sides of the 
issue, and its applications for the greater 
interest.  

Unfortunately, catastrophes impact everyone 
and by nature, compound in effect.  

In preparation for a future beyond 
“dangerous” like climate change which follows an 
exponential curve like COVID-19, there is a 
serious need of the application of civil discourse - 
where people around the world need to work 
together to gather the skill set to compete with 
the experiences and knowledge that a hundred 
people from different backgrounds can bring to 
the table promoting Civil discourse. These 
conversations instead of becoming paralyzed by 
our disagreements, uses them to propel creative 
solutions and alternatives. Ultimately, social 
distancing isn't the solution to climate change, 
but amid this crisis, I think that civil discourse just 
might. 

 

Simoni Mishra is the daughter of Leena and Bimal Mishra. She has this to say about herself: I am Simoni 
Mishra, a rising junior in Maryland. As a 16-year-old, apart from being a dance enthusiast, I am also a chef and 
baker in the making, and an avid fan of antakshari. As an adult, I aspire to work in the medical field while also 
making time in my schedule for volunteering in my community. 
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Mu Odia, and this is my identity  
 
Aayna Dash 
  

I always like to introduce myself as an odia, 
from Odisha, India. Many times, that becomes a 
conversation starter. I use that opportunity to 
advertise about our state and mention its 
beautiful Puri/Gopalpur beaches, the architecture 
and landmarks such as Jagannath Temple, 
Konark Temple, and flavorful cuisines. Last but 
not least, my Mom's beautiful Handloom Sarees 
and Pattachitras. Despite whatever 
preconceptions and stereotypes people have, I 
don't hesitate to call myself an Odia. I greet and 
converse with any Odia that I meet outside. I 
don't find shame in this and I don't understand 
how people can feel so. Though I am not in favor 
of thrusting my identity in everyone's face, still, 
there are some things that I do, which keeps my 
Odia spirit alive in me here in the USA. For 
example, I learn Odissi Dance, make yummy 
Odia dishes, and used to attend iGurukul’s 
weekly class ‘Ame Odia". Thanks to my Parents 
and Oriya Community here, I'm fortunate to 
celebrate all Odia festivals, like Raja, Kumara 
Purnima, Ratha Yatra, Durga Puja, and Diwali 
with equal fervor, while still being able to 
celebrate Thanksgiving, Easter, and Christmas. 
It’s the best of both worlds! Why should I feel shy 
to talk about myself and origin in front of people 
from other states of India? The Odia renaissance 

must arrive. Biju Patnaik, the 
former chief minister of 
Odisha, used to talk about 
Kalinga. He often told Odias, " oh my 
Kumbhakarnas please wake up from this deep 
sleep and know your culture, tradition and 
history". This history is glorious, and our 
ancestors had achieved things which we can also 
achieve with a more conscious effort. The 
Kalinga pride must resurface. The fire of 
Odianess should be in Odia's heart. My parents 
tell my sister and I about all the ancient Odia 
kings and poets such as Narasingha Deva, 
Kharavela. We watch Odia movies often and 
read Janhamamu. If we don’t know about our 
own Odia People--then who will? Thanks to my 
parents and family, I have so much pride in me. 
How can I not mention? "Dashe asile mula ru 
ga..", which may sound like making fun of my last 
name Dash. No one chooses the country where 
they are born. Being proud of your country is like 
being proud of your skin color. I'm born to Odia 
Parents and proud of my heritage and history. 
We are emotional people and pride is one of the 
emotions which keeps us alive. We fight for what 
we deserve, and, in that process, we achieve 
things which we desire-- our language, culture, 
and history.  

 

Aayna is an incoming 8th Grader living in California. She was Student of the Year in 7th grade. Math and 
Biology are her favorite subjects. She loves Painting and baking in free time. Aayna is also learning Odissi 
Dance. She is the daughter of Sarita Jagatjita and Pradeepta Dash. 
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Dance: What it Means to Me! 
 
Ananya Buxi 
 

The sound of introductory applause rings in 
the air. A dim light falls on the stage as the 
audience goes silent. The warmth of the spotlight 
paired with the rough, yet welcoming texture of 
the stage invites me onto the platform. Though it 
is just a raised floor with a few lights shining on it, 
it means the entire world to the artist in me 
stepping onto it. With one deep breath, the 
rhythm consumes me as I flow across the stage. 

There is no joy that can match the sound of 
applause at the end of a performance. My heart 
beats like a drum as the roar of the crowd rings in 
the air. Even though I am struggling to catch my 
breath, my smile never leaves my face as I soak 
in the love, I feel in front of me. The rush of 
adrenaline has blurred my memory of the entire 
performance, leaving only a sense of 
accomplishment and joy. Achieving the 
satisfaction of shining on a stage in front of what 
feels like the whole world is unquestionably the 
most divine feeling I have ever experienced. 

I found my passion for dance at the age of 7 
when I took up the Indian classical dance form of 
Kuchipudi; for over 10 years I have bled, cried, 
and tirelessly taken apart each step and put it 
back together as I strive to perfect every 
movement. Through this art form, I can immerse 
myself into my culture; this opens the doors for 
me to deeply understand the roots and origins of 
my heritage. 

My devotion to dance stems from the elegant 
classical form and has branched out to include 
other dance forms as well, including Bollywood, 

Odissi, and Zumba. It allows me to stretch my 
limits and I have been able to pursue many 
different opportunities, ultimately expanding my 
horizons in dance. A significant milestone 
includes my decision to pursue a license in 
teaching Zumba. The grueling process required a 
14-hour course spent learning tiring routines and 
demanding aerobic fitness exercises, along with 
techniques to be an instructor of large group 
fitness classes. Teaching these classes of well 
over 50 fitness enthusiasts every week at my 
local Lifetime Fitness gym puts me in the perfect 
environment to give back to the community, and 
in return I receive a great sense of 
accomplishment. 

Dance has helped me grow into the person I 
am today; I have gained grace, flexibility, and 
strength, and I have carried these characteristics 
into my everyday life as well. Not only have I 
learned how to properly present myself in front of 
a large audience, I have gained experience 
interacting with a diverse group of people and 
through teaching, I have sharpened my 
leadership qualities. Through dance, I have 
learned that in order to achieve success, an 
immense amount of hard work, perseverance, 
and discipline is required, making those 
experiences all the more meaningful. I have 
battled the hardships and tasted the victories, 
and I have loved every moment of it. Dance has 
helped me enhance my creativity, ability to 
collaborate with others in teams, and my event 
organization skills. I will forever hold this passion 
in my heart.  
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The First Ever Biggest Dental Surgery 
 
Debanshi Chowdhury 
 

“Bling! Bling! Bling!” I thought the world was 
going to explode.  I was being pushed, and 
shoved, like it was an actual earthquake. Then, 
all of a sudden, I heard my mother calling me, 
“Debanshi get up!” I wondered why she wanted 
me to wake up during a critical earthquake. Was 
she trying to tell me to come to the side so I 
wouldn’t be in the danger of the earthquake? 
What was going on? Then out of nowhere, I hit 
myself real hard, “Thud!” I felt something fuzzy 
underneath my ear. My eyes started to open to 
see the clear vision of the real world. I saw no 
earthquake, but I did see my mom trying to pick 
me up, “Go get ready, Debanshi, we have to go 
somewhere.” In my tiny 4-year-old brain, I 
wondered, why would we go anywhere, at 3 in 
the morning. My mom didn’t say anything to me 
before. What was happening. Were we going to 
my surprise birthday party, even though my 
birthday was nowhere soon? With keeping this 
amazing positive thought, I got ready really 
quickly, with such satisfaction. 

As we got in the car, my parents seemed a bit 
tense, and my brother, as always, seemed so 
drowsy. It was in the year 2007, and my parents 
seemed really worried. But why? Maybe because 
of my surprise birthday party, and for not having 
a gift ready for me?  Or maybe it was the cake? 
Regardless, I knew they had my best interest at 
heart.  

Twenty minutes later, our old 1997 green 
Toyota RAV4 pulled up to the parking lot of the 
hospital. The sky was a dark navy blue, the trees 
were dancing to the soft thin humid puff in the 
peaceful sky, and all that I could hear were 
crickets chirping. “Bapa, why am I here in the 
hospital at midnight. Is it because of my brother, 
since he has so many problems that need to be 
fixed?” My dad stared at me for what seemed like 
24 billion years, giving me that stern look, 
“Mamunu, don’t say that to your brother, he has 
no foolish issues. Go say sorry to your brother 
right now.” I was so mad, why was I the one who 
was getting in trouble? Unfortunately, I had no 
choice but to agree to my dad. When I went to 
say sorry to my brother, his big bright eyes were 
staring at me angrily, and it also seemed like he 

wanted to punch me. 
However, I was very 
satisfied because that was 
still a plus one point for me for being able to 
make that kid angry. 

We entered the hospital with the automatic 
doors. I was always confused at how the doors 
would work. I always thought that they put pixie 
dust on the doors to make it magically open. As 
we entered, a burst of cold air just went through 
us. It smelled like rubbing alcohol and Clorox 
wipes. There were hand sanitizer machines at 
every corner and the floors were like colored tiled 
mirrors, so shiny. My dad walked up to a big 
counter and started talking with a nice lady. The 
rest of us went to sit on the couches and sofa 
sets they had set up for the visitors. A couple of 
minutes later, my dad brought a clipboard with a 
paper on it. He started murmuring with my mom, 
then scribbled on the paper. I was so curious. 
Why were we in the hospital? Were they not 
going to give me a surprise birthday party? Two 
minutes later, my dad finished scribbling on the 
paper and went to give it to the nice lady on the 
counter. As he came to sit down on the sofa, I 
asked him, “Bapa, what about my surprise 
birthday party? Are we going to have it or not?” 
My dad was confusingly staring at me, “What? 
What surprise party? Your birthday is nowhere to 
be soon.” My anger level boosted up 
tremendously, and as a four-year-old, the first 
thing I wanted to do was throw a tantrum when 
things didn’t go my way. My parents tried to quiet 
me down, and ultimately my dad was successful 
in doing so. He was against trying to break 
someone’s peace during the night. My mom 
started to murmur something to me, “Mamu geli, 
we came here because you are going to have 
dental surgery.” I was confused since I didn’t 
know what “dental” and “surgery” meant at that 
time. 

After about twenty boring minutes of sitting, a 
short stubby nurse called out my name, “Di---
byan--shee.” She pronounced it incorrectly.  My 
family and I got up and followed her through 
these thin wooden glass doors. Inside, it was as 
if white had exploded in there. Everyone and 
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everything was white. We all walked through a 
white thin hallway with so many posters, that 
were indicating to stay germ-free. There were 
automatic hand sanitizers everywhere. However, 
everyone in there was so friendly to me. As we 
ended the maze of clean germ-free protection, 
the nurse said for two of the members to sit in the 
waiting area and one adult to come with me. My 
brother and dad decided to sit in the waiting area 
while my mom came with the nurse and me. The 
short stubby nurse told me to sit on the hospital 
bed. I felt so special and well treated. My mom 
came back with some 10 pages children’s books 
for me to read. As I was reading, I saw my mom 
sitting toward the edge of her dark maroon 
cushioned chair looking worried.  

The nurse came back and started getting me 
ready for the surgery. They provided me with a 
children’s white knee-length level hospital gown 
to wear and clipped something onto my index 
finger. A couple of minutes later, doctors and 
nurses started pushing the hospital bed to the 
operation theatre. But my mom just disappeared, 
and I panicked. In the operation theatre, my dad 
arrived, and all seemed to feel right until he 

started asking me billions of questions, “Are you 
ok? Do you feel sick or anything? Is anything 
troubling you…?” My dad was there with me for 
quite a bit of time, until the doctor let my dad give 
me anesthesia.  

I don’t really recall anything after that, but 
according to my dad, he told me that once he’d 
given me anesthesia, I was very drowsy and 
funny. 

The surgery went well. I had another pair of 
teeth that were about to grow right behind my 
front tooth, thus being the reason for a surgery. 
I’d also recalled having a lot of pain in my teeth, 
in the night before my surgery. It was weird 
though after my surgery, I’d shout out saying, 
“Where is my brother? Is he ok?” However, after 
we reached home, I did get a lot of gifts from 
many people due to my surgery, and it made me 
happy since I thought it was my birthday gift.  

 

Debanshi Nikita Chowdhury is the daughter of Debaki Nandan and Anjana Chowdhury of Maryland, USA. She 
will be a rising senior (12th Grade). She has a huge passion in dance and performing arts. Currently she is the 
president of her school’s Bollywood team, a member of a competitive Hip Hop Company at DL Dance Project, 
and a fellow Girl Scouts in the process of earning her Gold Award. 
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Change Ourselves to Fight Climate Change 
 
Aditya Patnaik 
 

Imagine a world where only traces of ancient 
water can be found, but mostly barren desert 
land where not even a single living organism 
exists. There is no atmosphere in this 
hypothetical world, so when the sun is in the sky, 
the temperature of the planet is scorching hot. 
But when the sun sets, the temperature is close 
to absolute zero, the coldest temperature 

possible, around -450 Fahrenheit. This is a 
potential dark future of the Earth. At the rate that 
humans are emitting greenhouse gases, this 
apocalyptic scenario may become the reality for 
Earth.  

All greenhouse gases share a common 
property. They trap radiation and heat that was 
reflected off of the ground. This trapping 
increases the temperature of the area where 
there is an abundance of greenhouse gases. 
Carbon dioxide comprises only 0.03% of the 
gases in Earth’s atmosphere. The rest of the 
atmosphere is nitrogen, and oxygen. If this 
delicate balance between carbon dioxide and 
other gases becomes imbalanced, the 
temperature will rapidly increase, creating 
countless negative effects on the environment. 
This imbalance is why Venus is hotter than 
Mercury even though the latter is closer to the 
Sun than the former. Because Venus’s 
atmosphere is 97% carbon dioxide, and Mercury 
has no atmosphere, Venus traps a lot of heat 
while Mercury cannot hold the heat, making 
Venus warmer than Mercury.  

Humans take many actions which contribute 
towards climate change. High amounts of carbon 
dioxide are emitted when a car is being driven. 
Just for curiosity, I once stood in front of my 
school bus’s exhaust pipe during a drill, and I 
was coughing for almost 5-10 minutes 
afterwards, which was because of the exhaust 
gas that has so much polluting gases. Because 
millions of motor vehicles are being used every 
day, carbon dioxide emission levels continue to 
rapidly increase. A study by the Global Carbon 
Project found that in 2018, global carbon 

emissions increased by 2.7% 
from the 2017 mark. The most 
deleterious motor vehicles are 
those which run on diesel fuel. Even worse than 
motor vehicles, factories spew out ash and 
smoke, releasing carbon dioxide constantly in 
very large amounts. All of these actions continue 
to imbalance the delicate balance between the 
greenhouse gases and other gases.  

This release of carbon dioxide has many 
negative impacts on us, and our surroundings. 
India’s beloved Taj Mahal’s color is turning yellow 
due to a combination of air pollution, and 
greenhouse gas emissions. Scientists predict 
that by the end of the century, water levels may 
be higher by almost a dozen feet because carbon 
dioxide emissions are warming the Earth, 
causing large ice caps at the poles to melt. This 
melting of ice caps would raise ocean water 
levels. And in this scenario, New York, Tokyo, 
Shanghai, Sidney, Los Angeles, and other large 
coastal cities would end up underwater. The 
cities that managed to survive would have to deal 
with lots of flooding, and extreme heat. These 
extremities would lead to the extinction of all 
living organisms. Of course, this prediction may 
become the reality if our current rate of emitting 
CO2 continues. 

If we are, however, able to reduce CO2 
emissions drastically, Earth may be able to be 
saved from the man-made doomsday scenarios. 
People first have to acknowledge that climate 
change is a dangerous and imminent crisis. To 
handle this crisis, humans have to cut our use of 
fossil fuels by extremely large amounts. We all 
need to use public transport rather than personal 
cars. If possible, electric vehicles should be used 
rather than petroleum motor vehicles. Renewable 
energies, such as solar and wind energy etc., 
need to be utilized to its full capacity in the future 
as a main energy source. I believe, in the best 
interest of humanity’s future, we all have to strive 
to stand together and fight climate change head-
on.  

 

Aditya Patnaik is a 9th Grader and the son of Anil Patnaik and Dipali Patnaik. Aditya loves to play the piano, 
math and science. In the future, he wants to go to a good college and become a scientist. 
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Odisha Told From an 11-Year-Old’s Perspective 
 
Sahana Sarangi 

 

Odisha is a bastion of rich cultural heritage 
with its historical monuments, archaeological 
sites, traditional arts, sculpture, dance, and 
music. But what does that mean to kids? How 
does Odisha look from a child’s perspective? My 
experience in Odisha was definitely a fascinating 
one. I got to see from huge cities such as Kolkata 
and Bhubaneswar to small towns and villages. 
Here are some of my experiences and views on 
the most popular parts of Odisha culture. 

One of the most visited tourist attractions in 
Odisha is the Konark Sun Temple, which was 
built in honor of the Sun God, Surya. I knew the 
temple was a representation of the chariot the 
Sun God rode across the sky and was one of the 
most important buildings in Indian history. But 
when I arrived, I was truly amazed by the 
magnificent structure. Perhaps the most 
prominent feature that I noticed was architectural 
marvel. Every wall and pillar were decorated with 
intricate designs of dancers, deities, and gods. 
When I looked closely, almost every statue and 
design tells a story. My favorite statue was one 
that displayed a very important moral. It was the 
statue where the human lies dead on the ground 
being crushed by an elephant, and the elephant 
is being crushed by the lion. Since the lion 
symbolizes pride and the elephant represents 
wealth, it gives a glimpse of how our pride ends 
up destroying us in the end. 

Another core part of Odia culture is Odissi 
dance. The dance was invented by the devadasis 
from the sculptures of gods and dancers in the 
temples. It is a form of religious stories, 
devotional poems and spiritual ideas displayed 
through dance. I was also given the opportunity 
to learn Odissi from my guru, Dr. Ratna Roy, 
since I was four years old. When I went and 
performed in Bhubaneswar at the 2019 Odissi 
International Festival, the pressure was on. Since 
Odissi is one of Odisha’s most important parts of 
its heritage, people will criticize your dance until it 
is absolutely perfect. I have seen and 
experienced emotional breakdowns because 
Odissi experts give them harsh criticism. It is a 
difficult dance to learn which takes years to 

perfect. Being able to dance 
with full costume and jewelry is 
perhaps the biggest challenge of all. Since the 
outfit is very traditional, it is not made to dance in 
comfortably. But even on top of all of this, you 
have to manage to impress the crowd. To the 
people of Odisha, their state’s official dance is 
important to them and they do not want people to 
disgrace it. 

Perhaps the most celebrated festival in all of 
Odisha is Ratha Yatra, which falls around the 
June-July time. Even though I have never been 
to a Ratha Yatra festival in Odisha, I have been 
to several in the US. With friends and family, one 
chariot gets pulled around the temple three times 
while everyone seeks Lord Jagannath’s 
blessings or collecting the candy being thrown 
into the crowd. The festival is a huge event with 
tons of people from different cultures coming to 
have prasad and see all the gods and deities in 
the temple. From what I have seen, the festival 
takes a full 2 days to prepare for, as many 
families come in the morning the day before the 
festival to prepare the food, chariot, and 
shopping booths. 

In the ancient and medieval times, Odisha 
was known as ‘Utkala.’ This name itself means 
‘the land of excellence in arts and crafts.’ The 
diverse and vibrant arts and crafts of Odisha 
range from stone work, silver filigree, wood craft, 
appliqué work, brass and bell metal work, dhokra 
castings, horn work, pattachitra, paper mache, 
terracotta, tie & dye textile in cotton, tassar, 
madhubani, and silk just to name a few. As these 
products are in high demand from tourists and 
traders around the world, the price is very high. 
To buy a full set of Odissi jewelry in pure silver 
costed a lot! But sometimes local traders in 
villages or small shopping booths can make a 
variety of colorful handlooms for low prices. It’s 
hard to imagine that everything they sell is 
handmade and original, as there is so much 
intricate stitching and molding involved. 

My favorite part of my India trip was probably 
going to the Puri beach and Jagannath temple. 
The food in the temple was very different than 
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the type of Odia food we cook at home. All the 
dishes came in big clay pots and food was 
served on banana leaves, from which I had never 
eaten before. Some of the best dishes in my 
opinion was the sweet daal, kheer, rice, and 
khichdi. But the temple wasn’t what I was 
attracted to the most. It was the beach. We 
usually spend the afternoon sitting on the beach 
eating jhaal moodhi, popcorn, and other snacks 
the vendors sell. The beach is also a place for 

animals, as people make money offering rides on 
horses and camels. 

All in all, the culture of Odisha is diverse and 
fascinating. Festivals, flavorful foods, crafts, and 
temples with so much heritage making up our 
culture. It is important that we preserve and 
conserve our heritage and the way of life in 
Odisha for our generations to come. 

 

Sahana Sarangi is a 5th Grade student with the following Hobbies/Passions: Odissi dance, Bollywood dance, 
Art, Music. Her Future Goals: I want to be a successful leader in the global economy (specifically in business or 
politics), raise a family and be able to stay in a place I call home. 
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ଊରି୍ମ: ୨୦୨୦ ଓସା ସସାସେନିର  

  

ସନୃ୍ତପ୍ତ ରୁହ 
Stay Content 
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ଊରି୍ମ: ୨୦୨୦ ଓସା ସସାସେନିର  

 

 

ବିଦ୍ୟା ର୍ମହାରି୍ମତ            ବିଦ୍ୟା ର୍ମହାବଳ 
         ବିଦ୍ୟା ଅସେ ର୍ମହାଧନ 
ଜଗସତ ବିଦ୍ୱାନ             ଲେଇ ସମ୍ମାନ 
         ରୂ୍ମର୍ଖ ପାଏ ଅପର୍ମାନ ାା 
 
 
ପର ଦ୍ ୁଃର୍ ସଦ୍ଖି           କାସେ ଯା ପରାଣ 
           ର୍ମହତ ର୍ମଣିଷ ସସଇ 
ପର ହିତ ଲାଗି              ଦି୍ଏ ସଯ ଜୀବନ 
         ତା ଠାର  ବଡ ସକ ନାହିଁ  ାା 

 

                             

                            - (ବର୍ଣ୍ଣବବୋଧ)  ମଧୁସୂଦନ ରାଓ   
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ଊରି୍ମ: ୨୦୨୦ ଓସା ସସାସେନିର  

 
ସଂସ୍କୋର 
କଳ୍ପନାର୍ମୟୀ ଦ୍ାଶ 
 

ସର୍ମାର ର୍ମନ ସ ାଡାର ସାଜସଜ୍ଜା, ବରର ରୂପସରର୍ କିର୍ମବା 
ବିବାହର ଜାକଯର୍ମକସର ହଜି ଯାଉନଥାଏ ଆଖି ଦି୍ଇୋ ସସ 
ଝିଅ ଆଡକ  ଆସପଆସପ ୋଣି ସହଇ ଯାଉଥାଏ ସିଏ ବି 
ସସରି୍ମତି ର୍ମସତ ହିଁ ନଜର ରଖିଥାଏ ଯଦି୍ଓ ସିଏ ଅସନକ ସର୍ୀ 
ସଜନୀ ପରିସବଷି୍ଟତ ଥିଲା ଆଖିସର ଆଖି ପଡିଗଲା - ନର୍ମସ୍କାର 
ସହଲା ଏବଂ ଫିକ୍ କରି ହସିସଦ୍ଲା ସଯରି୍ମତିକି ର୍ମ   ତାର ବହ  
ପ୍ରତୀକି୍ଷତ ବାନ୍ଧବୀେିଏ ର୍ମ   ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ହସିଦି୍ଏ, ର୍ମନସର ଲକ୍ଷ 
ପ୍ରଶନବାଚୀ ଝିଅେି କିଏ ? ର୍ମସନ ପଡ ନି ସକଉ ଠି ସଦ୍ଖିଥିଲି 
ନ ହ  ତା' ସହ ସବଶ୍ କିଛି ସର୍ମୟ - ରୂ୍ମଲୟବାନ ସର୍ମୟ 
କୋଇଥିବାର ଦ୍ ବଖାର ଆକଷଖଣ ଇଏ 
 
ବିବାହର ସଶାଭାଯାତ୍ରା ଚାଲିଥାଏ ସହାସେଲ୍ ଚାରିପେ ର୍ମ   ଏହାକ  
ଉପସଭାଗ କରିପାର  ନଥାଏ କିଛି ସର୍ମୟ ବସି ର୍ମସନ ପସକଇବି 
ସବାଲି େିତରକ  ଗଲି ଲବିସର ଆର୍ମ ଗ ାର ସବାହୂେିଏ ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ 
ବସିଥିଲା ଚିର ଚଞ୍ଚଳ ଝିଅୋ ଉଦ୍ାସ ସହାଇ କାହିଁକି 
ବସିଯାଇଛି ଅନୟର୍ମାସନ ନାଚିସଲଣି ସ ାଡା ସାର୍ମନାସର ବଡ 
ନଣେ ଜ୍ଞାନସର ପାଦ୍ଛ ଇ  ପ୍ରଣାର୍ମ କଲା - କହିଲା “ସର୍ମାର ପାଦ୍ 
ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ଆପଣଙ୍କ ପାଦ୍ ପରି ଦ୍ରଜ ରହ ଛି ବ ଲି ପାରିବିନି ଆସନ୍ତୁ 
ବସିବା”  
 
ତାକ  ହିଁ  ପଚାରିଲି ସସଇ ସଗାଲାପୀ ଶାଢୀ ପିନ୍ଧା ଝିଅେିର କଥା 
“ଆପଣଙ୍କ ନନା (ବାପା)ଙ୍କର ଗ ର ଭାଇ ସଗୌରୀଶଙ୍କର ରି୍ମଶ୍ରଙ୍କର 
ଝିଅ ପରା” ତତ୍କ କ୍ଷଣାତ୍କ ଏ ଉତ୍ତରେି ସଦ୍ଇ ସିଏ କ ଆସଡ 
ଅପସରି ଗଲା ର୍ମ   ପ ନରାୟ ପଦ୍ାକ  ଆସିଲି ଏବଂ ଅସପକ୍ଷାକୃତ 
କି୍ଷପ୍ର ଗତିସର ବରଯାତ୍ରୀଙ୍କ ସହିତ ସାରି୍ମଲ୍ ସହାଇଗଲି ସଚଷ୍ଟା 
କଲି ସସ ଝିଅର ନିକେସ୍ଥ ସହବାପାଇ  ସାର୍ମନାସର ସଦ୍ଖି 
ପଚାରିଲି “ତ  ସଗୌରୀଶଙ୍କର ର୍ମଉସାଙ୍କ ଝିଅ ? ସାବିତ୍ରୀ 
ର୍ମାଉସୀଙ୍କର ଝିଅ କ ସ ର୍ମ ?” ଫିକ୍ କରି ହସିସଦ୍ଇ କହିଲା “ଏସବ 
ଚିହି୍ନସଲ?” ପ୍ରଶନସର ଥିଲା ଆପଣାପଣର ଅେିର୍ମାନ ର୍ମ   କହିଲି 
“ତ ଉବିତ କିଛି କହ ନ  ର୍ମ   ଭାବିଲି କାସଳ କ ସ ର୍ମ ସହଇ ନଥିବ” 
ତାକ  ଗଳାସର ଜଡାଇଧରି ସକାହକ  ଚାପିବା ପାଇ  ବହ ତ ସଚଷ୍ଟା 
କର ଥିଲି 

ଦ୍ୀ ଖ ୩୦ବଷଖ ତସଳ ତାର ପରିବାର ସହ ଆର୍ମ  ରକ  ଆସିଥିଲା 
ତାର ବାପା ଏବଂ ଶବଶ ର ସର୍ମା ବାପାଙ୍କର ଗ ର ଭାଇ ଥିସଲ ତାର 
ଶବଶ ର ରାର୍ମଚନ୍ଦ୍ର ରି୍ମଶ୍ର ଆର୍ମର ବନ୍ଧ ବାନ୍ଧବ ଶାଶ , ଶ୍ଵଶ ର, ସବାର୍ମୀ 
ଏବଂ ପ ଅଝିଅଙ୍କ  ଧରି ଆର୍ମ ପାର୍ସର କିଛିଦି୍ନ ରହିସଲ ସର୍ମାର 
ର୍ମା’ ବାପା ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ଥିସଲ ଆର୍ମ ସର ତାର ଝିଅେି ସର୍ମାର ସାନପ ଅ 
ପସଛ “ବାଇ” “ବାଇ” (ଭାଇ) ସହଇ  ରସାରା ବ ଲ ଥାଏ ରାର୍ମ 
ର୍ମଉସାଙ୍କ ପରି ତାର ସ୍ୱାର୍ମୀ ଶଶାଙ୍କର ସ େର, ସ ଠାର୍ମ, ବଳିଷ୍ଠ 
ବପ   ପ ଅ ଝିଅ ଉେସୟ ବହ ତ ସ େର ର୍ମା’, ବାପା, ର୍ମଉସା, 
ର୍ମାଉସୀ ଗପସପସର ର୍ମଜି୍ଜଗସଲ ପିଲାଏ ସର୍ଳସର ର୍ମାତିଗସଲ 
ସର୍ମା ସାନପ ଅର ତ ୱାବଧାନସର ର୍ମ   ଏବଂ କ ସ ର୍ମ 
ସରାସଷଇ ସର କାନସର ସର୍ମାର ବାରର୍ମବାର ପଡ ଥାଏ ର୍ମା’ 
ର୍ମାଉସୀଙ୍କର ଆଳାପ ର୍ମାଉସୀ କହ ଥିସଲ “ସଂସ୍କାରୀ  ର ଝିଅ 
ଆଧ୍ୟାତି୍ମକ ପରିସବଶସର ବଢିଛି ଶାଶ  ଶ୍ଵଶ ରଙ୍କ  ସଦ୍ବତା ଜ୍ଞାନ 
କରି ସସବା କରି ଚାଲିଛି” ର୍ମା’ କହିସଲ - ହଉ, ବାକୀ ପାଞ୍ଚ 
ପ ଅଙ୍କ  ତ ର୍ମର ଏଇପରି ସବାହୂ ରି୍ମଳନ୍ତୁ  
 
ଏହାପସର ଆସର୍ମ ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ଚାରିଶହ ର୍ମାଇଲ୍ ଡ୍ରାଇଭ୍ କରି ତାଙ୍କ 
 ରକ  ଯାଇଥିଲ  ଶଶାଙ୍କ ଏବଂ କ ସ ର୍ମ ଉେସୟ ପାଠ 
ପଢ ଥିସଲ ଛ େି ସଦ୍ଖି ଗଲ  ସହର ବ ଲିଲ  - ଏକତ୍ର ନାଏଗ୍ରା 
ଫଲ୍ ଗଲ  ସପ୍ତାହେିଏ ର୍ମହାର୍ମଉଜସର କେିଗଲା ଏ ସର୍ମ ଦ୍ାୟ 
ଟି୍ରପ୍ ର  ଚିରସ୍ମରଣୀୟ ରହିଲା ଏହି କ ସ ର୍ମ; ର୍ମା’ ବାପା 
ର୍ମନ୍ତବୟସଦ୍ସଲ “ସଗୌରୀଶଙ୍କର ବାବ ଙ୍କ ସ୍ତ୍ରୀ ସାବିତ୍ରୀ ଭାଉଜ ଅତି 
ସଂସ୍କାର ପରାୟଣା, ଝିଅେିକ  ଲକ୍ଷ୍ମୀ ପରି ଗଢିଛନି୍ତ” ସର୍ମୟ 
ଆସିଲା – ର୍ମା’ ବାପା ଏବଂ ର୍ମଉସା ର୍ମାଉସୀ ଓଡିଶା ସଫରିଗସଲ 
କାର୍ମର ଆଳ ସଦ୍ର୍ାଇ, ସର୍ମୟର ସଦ୍ାଷ ସଦ୍ଇ ଆସର୍ମ ଆର୍ମର 
ସମ୍ପକଖ େ ଲିଗଲ  ଯଦି୍ଓ ସସଇ ସ ଦ୍ଶଖନ ବନ୍ଧ  ସୋକାୋକ  
ବରାବର ସଫାନ୍ କର ଥିଲି; କ ସ ର୍ମ ଏବଂ ପିଲାର୍ମାନଙ୍କ ର୍ବର, 
ର୍ମଉସା ର୍ମାଉସୀଙ୍କର ର୍ବର ବ ଝ ଥିଲି 
 
ସସର୍ମାନଙ୍କର ପାଠପଢା ସରିଗଲା ଅନୟତ୍ର ଚାକିରି ପାଇ 
ଚାଲିଗସଲ ଦୂ୍ରଯାଗା ଯିବାଆସିବା ପ୍ରଶନ ଉଠ ନଥିଲା ଆର୍ମ 
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ଏଜ୍ ଗୁପ୍ ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ନ ହନି୍ତ - ସତଣ  ତାଙ୍କ ପାର୍ର  ସକୌଣସି ପ୍ରତିକି୍ରୟା 
ଆସର୍ମ ଆଶା କର ନଥିଲ  ସର୍ମୟ ଗଡି ଚାଲିଥାଏ  
 
ତିନି ଚାରି ବଷଖ ପସର ର୍ମ   ଓଡିଶା ଆସିଲି ଜନମର୍ମାେି - ସସ ର୍ମାୟା 
ବଡ ତୀବ୍ର ସବ  ବନ୍ଧ ବାନ୍ଧବଙ୍କ  ସଦ୍ର୍ାହବାକ  ର୍ମନ ଉଚ୍ଛନ୍ନ 
ଶଶାଙ୍କର ର୍ମାର୍ମ   ରକ  ତ ନିଶ୍ଚୟ ଯିବି ତା ର୍ମାର୍ମ ଙ୍କର ଝିଅ ସର୍ମାର 
ଭାଉଜ ର୍ମଉସା, ର୍ମାଉସୀ ଏବଂ ତାଙ୍କର ପ ଅ ସବାହୂ ତିନି ସଯାଡା 
ଆର୍ମକ  ରସର୍ଇ ବସସଇ ଦି୍ଅନି୍ତନି ସଗାେିଏ ପ ରା ଦି୍ନ ସସଇଠି 
କସେ ସସଇଠି ଆସଲାଚନା ସହାଇଗଲା - ଶଶାଙ୍କ ଓ କ ସ ର୍ମଙ୍କର 
େଲ ପଡ ନି ର୍ମନ ଫୋଫେି ର୍ମାଉସୀ ର୍ାଲି ଶଶାଙ୍କ - ତାଙ୍କ 
େଣଜା ଉପରକ  ରସବଇର୍ସବଇ ହଉଥାନି୍ତ କିନ୍ତୁ ବିନା କଳହସର 
ସଯ ସକଉ ଠି କାହାରି ଦ୍ାମ୍ପତ୍ତୟ ଜୀବନ ସ୍ଥାପିତ ସହଇ ପାରିଛି, 
ତାହା ର୍ମସତ ଜଣାନାହିଁ ର୍ମ   ଏ କଥାସର ଏସତ ଗ ର ତ୍ୱ ସଦ୍ଲିନି 
 
ଏହାପସର କ ସ ର୍ମ ଏବଂ ଶଶାଙ୍କ ସର୍ମା ପାଇ  ଅପରିଚିତ ସହଇ 
ରହିଗସଲ ଆଜି ଏ ଉତ୍ସବସର ତାକ  ସଦ୍ଖି ସର୍ମା ର୍ମନ କ ର ଳି 
ଉଠିଲା ତାର ଗ ଡିଏ ସାଙ୍ଗସାଥି ସର୍ମାର ଗ ା ର୍ମଣିଷ ଏବଂ ସର୍ମାର 
ପରର୍ମ ଆତ୍ମୀୟ ଆଉ ସକସତ ଗ ଡିଏ ସର୍ମାର ଶାଶ  ର 
ସର୍ମବନ୍ଧୀୟ ତାଙ୍କଠାର  କ ସ ର୍ମ ଏବଂ ଶଶାଙ୍କର ଯ ଗମ ଜୀବନର 
କାହାଣୀ ଶ ଣି ବୟଥିତା ଥିଲି ଏସବ ତା' ଠାର  ଶ ସଣ  
 
ସର୍ମସହେି, ସଙ୍ଗୀତ ଏବଂ ବିବାହ - ତିନି ରାତି ଆସର୍ମ ଏକତ୍ର 
ସଗାେିଏ ସହାସେଲସର ରହିଲ  ପ୍ରତିଦି୍ନ କ ସ ର୍ମ ସହ ଏକତ୍ର 
ର୍ାଇବା - ବ ଲିବା - ବସିବା ଗପିବା ସହଉଥିଲା ସ ସଯାଗ ସଦ୍ଖି 
ବସିଗଲ  ଆସର୍ମ ଦ୍ ସହ  ର୍ମ   ସଯତିକି ଛେପେ ସହଉଥିଲି ତା' କଥା 
ଶ ଣିବା ପାଇ , ସିଏ ବି ସସତିକି ଛେପେ ସହଉଥିଲା, ସର୍ମା ସହ 
ତାର ଅସଙ୍ଗନିଭା କଥାଗ ଡିକ ବାଣି୍ଟସଦ୍ବା ପାଇ  ପ୍ରଥସର୍ମ ପଚାରିଲି 
ପିଲାର୍ମାନଙ୍କ କଥା ପ୍ରତିକୂଳ ପାରିବାରିକ ପରିସି୍ଥତିସର ବଢି ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ 
ପିଲା ଦ୍ ସହ  ଉପଯ କ୍ତ ର୍ମଣିଷ ସହଇଛନି୍ତ ଜସଣ ଡାକ୍ତର ଜସଣ 
ଇଂଜିନିୟର ବଡ ବଡ ଜାଗାସର ଚାକିରି କରିଛନି୍ତ ବିବାହ 
କରିନାହାନି୍ତ  
 
କାହିଁକି ଏବଂ କିପରି ଶଶାଙ୍କ ସଗାଡ ର୍ସାଇଲା ତାହା କାହାକ  
ଜଣାନାହିଁ ରାର୍ମଚନ୍ଦ୍ର ର୍ମଉସା ଋଷିପ୍ରତିର୍ମ ର୍ମଣିଷ - ତାଙ୍କର 
ବଡପ ଅ ଇଏ ତଳକ  ତଳ ପାଞ୍ଚ ଜଣ ଭାଇ ଇଏ ତାଙ୍କର ସରାଲ୍ 
ର୍ମସଡଲ୍ କ ସ ର୍ମ ତରଫର  କିଛି ବୟତିକ୍ରର୍ମ ସହଇନି - ତା' ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ 
ସର୍ମସେ ସ୍ୱୀକାର କରନି୍ତ ଏହା ସକବଳ କ ସ ର୍ମର ଦ୍ େଖାଗୟ ଅନୟ 
ଏକ ନାରୀ ପ୍ରତି ଆସକ୍ତ ସହାଇ ହିତାହିତ ଜ୍ଞାନ ହରାଇବସିଲା 

ସତୀ ସାଧ୍ୱୀ  - ଅନ ଗତା ପତ୍ନୀ - ପରିଣିତାକ  ପାସଶାରିସଦ୍ଲା 
ସଛାେସଛାେ କସେଇ ପରି ପ ଅଝିଅଙ୍କ  ପର କରିସଦ୍ଲା ବାପା 
ର୍ମା' ଶାଶ  ଶ୍ଵଶ ର ଏବଂ ର୍ମାର୍ମ  ର - ତିନି କୂଳର ତିଳକ, ତିନି 
କୂଳସର କଳଙ୍କ ଲସଗଇସଦ୍ଲା ସଯଉ  ସହାସେଲସର ର୍ମଧ ଚନି୍ଦ୍ରକା 
ଯାପନ କର ଥିଲା - ସସଇ ସହାସେଲକ  ଦ୍ଉଡିଗଲା ବିଚାରୀ 
କ ସ ର୍ମ ସଗାଡତସଳ ପଡିଗଲା ସକସତ ଅନ ନୟ ସହଲା “ଏସବ 
ସଫରିଆସ ସର୍ମା ସହ ତ ର୍ମ ପିଲାଙ୍କ ର୍ମ ହ  ଚାହ  ତ ର୍ମ ବଂଶ 
ବ ନିୟାଦ୍ କଥା ଭାବ ଏସବ ବି ସର୍ମୟ ଅଛି, ଉଚିତ ବାେସର 
ଚାଲିବା ପାଇ ” 
 
ସକଳ ଅନ ନୟ - ବିନୟ ବୟଥଖ ସହଲା ଶତ ପଦ୍ା ାତ ଠାର  
ଅଧିକ ଦ୍ ୁଃର୍ଦ୍ାୟୀ ସ୍ୱାର୍ମୀର ଏ ପ୍ରତୟାର୍ୟାନ କାେିକାେି ସିଏ 
ସଫରିଗଲା ପିଲାଙ୍କ ପାର୍କ  ଶାଶ , ଶ୍ଵଶ ର, ର୍ମା’ ବାପାଙ୍କ  
ଜସଣଇସଦ୍ଲା ତା' ଯ ଗମ ଜୀବନର ଦ୍ ୁଃର୍େରା କାହାଣୀ ଶଶାଙ୍କର 
ସାନଭାଇ ଆସିସଲ, େିସା, ପାସ ସପାେଖ ସଯାଗାଡ କରି - ନିଜ 
ଚାକିରିର  ଛ େି ସନଇ ବଡଭାଇକ  ବ ଝାବ ଝି ର୍ ବ୍ କସଲ ତାହାବି 
ବିଫଳ ସହଲା ର କ ଣା ରଥ ସିଏ ଅଣ ସଲଉୋ 
 
ପରିସଶଷସର ବିବାହ ବିସଚ୍ଛଦ୍ ଜନମ ଜନମାନ୍ତରର ଏ ବନ୍ଧନ - 
କାଗଜ ର୍ଣି୍ଡକସର ର୍ଣ୍ଡବିର୍ଣ୍ଡ ସହଇଗଲା ଶାଶ , ଶ୍ଵଶ ର, ଯାଆ, 
ଦି୍ଅରଙ୍କ ସହ ସ ସଂପକଖ ରଖିଥିଲା କ ସ ର୍ମ କିନ୍ତୁ ତହିଁର  ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ତାକ  
ଓହରି ଯିବାକ  ପଡିଲା ସଯସବ ଶ ଣିଲା ସଯ ଶଶାଙ୍କ ଏବଂ 
ନବବଧୂଙ୍କ  ବହ ତ ବଡ ଉତ୍ସାହସର ପାସଛାେି ସନସଲ ଶାଶ  
ଶ୍ଵଶ ର, ବହ ତ ଆ ାତ ପାଇଲା ର୍ମନସର ସବାହୂର ଏ ଦ୍ ର୍ଦ୍ଖଶାଗ୍ରେ 
ସର୍ମୟସର, ଶାଶ , ଶ୍ଵଶ ର ସକରି୍ମତି େ ଲିଗସଲ ତାର ସକଳ ସସବା 
ସ ଶୁଷା - େ ଲିଗସଲ ତାଙ୍କର ଦ୍ ଇେି ବଂଶଧରର ଜନମଦ୍ାତ୍ରୀଙ୍କ  
ପ ଅର ଏ ପ୍ରକାର କର୍ମଖକ  ସ୍ୱୀକାର କରିସନସଲ !!!! ସର୍ମେ 
ସର୍ମସୟା ଉପସର, ଶାଶ  ଶ୍ଵଶ ରଙ୍କର ଏ ଆଚରଣ କ ସ ର୍ମର 
ଛାତିସର ଗହୀର ଦ୍ାଗ ୋଣିସଦ୍ଲା 
 
ପରିସଶଷସର - କ୍ଳାନ୍ତ କ ସ ର୍ମ ଆଦ୍ରିସନଲା ପରିତୟକ୍ତ ନୀଡେିଏ 
ବିଶ୍ରାର୍ମ ସନବାକ , ନିଜର ଏକଲାପଣ ଦୂ୍ର କରିବାକ  ବନ୍ଧ େିଏ 
ବରଣ କରିସନଲା ତାଙ୍କର ଉଜ ଡା ଜୀବନ ସଜାଡିବାକ  ପ୍ରୟାସ 
ଜାରି ରଖିଲା ପରିଣତ ବୟସସର ଏ ଗ ଜ ରାେି ବନ୍ଧ େି ସହ ସର୍ମାର 
ପରିଚୟ କରାଇସଦ୍ଲା ସର୍ମଦ୍ଶାପନ୍ନ କ ସ ର୍ମକ  ବନ୍ଧ  ନ ସହ  - 
ବଧୂର ଆସନ ସଦ୍ଇଛନି୍ତ େଦ୍ରବୟକି୍ତ, େଲ ପରିବାରର, େଗ୍ନ 
ସଂସାର ଆଇନ୍ ର୍ମସତ ତାଙ୍କର ପିଲାପିଲି ଆସନି୍ତ ତାଙ୍କ  
ଆପସଣଇ ନିଜର ଉଦ୍ାରତା ରକ୍ଷା କରିଛି କ ସ ର୍ମ ନିହାତି 
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କମ ସର, ଏକ ନିୁଃସଙ୍ଗ ଜୀବନସର ଯବନୀକା ପକାଇ ଆଗକ  
ର୍ମାଡିଚାଲିଛି - ବିଚାରୀ !!! 
 
ତାର ସଫାନ୍ ନର୍ମବର ରଖିଲି ଉେୟଙ୍କ  ଆର୍ମ  ରକ  ଆସିବାର 
ସର୍ମୌଖିକ ନିର୍ମନ୍ତ୍ରଣ ଜଣାଇ ସର୍ମା କକ୍ଷକ  ଚାଲିଗଲି ସହାସେଲ୍ ର 
ବଲ୍ ର ମ ସର ସଙ୍ଗୀତ ସକାଳାହଳ ଚାଲିଥାଏ ର୍ମ   ଭାବ ଥାଏ ସକବଳ 
କ ସ ର୍ମ - ଶଶାଙ୍କଙ୍କ ଜୀବନ କଥା ବାଲୟାବସ୍ଥାର  - ପର ରକ  
ଯିବାଯାଏ ଝିଅେିଏ ର୍ମା’ ବାପା ଗ ର ଜନଙ୍କ ଠାର  ସଂସ୍କାର 
ଶିର୍ ଥାଏ ଶାଶ  ସର ବି ସସ ଶିକ୍ଷା ବେ ସହଇ ନଥାଏ 

ଗ ର ଜନଙ୍କର ସସବା କରି - ସ୍ୱାର୍ମୀଙ୍କର ଅନ ଗତ ସହଇ ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ 
ଝିଅଙ୍କ ଭାଗୟସର ଏ ଦ୍ େଖାଗୟ କାହିଁକି ? କିନ୍ତୁ ପ ଅର୍ମାନଙ୍କ  କାହିଁକି 
ଏ ସଂସ୍କାର ଶିକ୍ଷା ଦି୍ଆଯାଏନି ? ପ ର ଷ ସଲାକେିର ଏଇପରି 
ସଂସ୍କାରହୀନ କର୍ମଖକ  ଗ ର ଜନର୍ମାସନ କିପରି ସ୍ୱୀକାର କରିଥାଆନି୍ତ 
??? 

 
ଏଡିନା, ମିନନନ ାଟା  
ଯୁକ୍ତରାଷ୍ଟ୍ର ଆନମରିକା  
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“ମୋ”-ଏକ ବମଟୋ-ଗଳ୍ପ 
ସତୟ ପଟ୍ଟନାୟକ 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

ଅସକଟାବର ଏସକାଇଶ, ଉସଣଇଶହ ଅଠାନସବସର ର୍ମ   
ଆସର୍ମରିକା ଆସିବି ସବାଲି ସର୍ମା ବାପା ଛଅର୍ମାସ ଆଗର  
େବିଷୟବାଣୀ ଶ ସଣଇଥିସଲ  ତାଙ୍କ ପାର୍ସର ଏକପ୍ରକାରର 
ଐଶ୍ଵରୀୟ ଶକି୍ତ ଥିଲା ଯାହା ଦ୍ୱାରା ତାଙ୍କର େବିଷୟବାଣୀ ଶତକଡା 
ଶସହ ସତ ସହଉଥିଲା  ଏପି୍ରଲର ସସଇ ସକାସଳ ସସ ଠାକ ର 
ପୂଜା ସାରି ସର୍ମାସତ ଠାକ ର  ରକ  ଡାକିସଲ ଏବଂ ଏହି 
େବିଷୟବାଣୀ ଜଣାଇସଲ  ଏବଂ ତା ସହିତ ରୃ୍ମଦ୍  ସଚତାବନୀ, 
“ସତା ସବାଉ ସଯରି୍ମତି ନଜାସଣ, ନସହସଲ ଛ ର୍ମାସ ଯାଏ  ଦି୍ନ 
ରାତି ସତା ସାର୍ମନାସର ଲ ହ ଗସଡଇବ ”  
 
ସବାଉ ସର୍ମାସତ ତା ଜୀବନଠ  ବଳି େଲପାଏ, ସବ  ର୍ମା’ଙ୍କ ପରି  
ସର୍ମା ବଡ ଭାଇ ଓ ସାନ େଉଣୀଙ୍କ ତ ଳନାସର ସର୍ମା ପାଇ  ତା 
େଲପାଇବା ବାରି ସହାଇପସଡ  ର୍ମ   ସଯଉ ଦି୍ନ ଆର୍ମ ସହର ଛାଡି 
ଏମ.ଏ ପଢିବାପାଇ  ରାଜଧାନୀକ  ଗଲି, ସସ ତିନି ଦି୍ନଯାଏ  
ଅବିଶ୍ରାନ୍ତ ଲ ହ ଝସରଇଥିଲା  
 
କିନ୍ତୁ ସକୌଣସିର୍ମସତ ସବାଉ ବାପାଙ୍କ େବିଷୟବାଣୀ ବିଷୟସର 
ଜାଣିପାରିଲା ଏବଂ କୋକୋ ଆରମ୍ଭ କରିସଦ୍ଲା  ର୍ମ   ନିୟରି୍ମତ 
ଚିଠି ସଲଖିବି ଏବଂ ପ୍ରତି ବଷଖ ଆସିବି ସବାଲି ପ୍ରତିଶୁତି ସଦ୍ଇ 
ଉଡାଜାହାଜସର ବସିଲି   
 
ର୍ମ   ଭାରତ ଛାଡିବାସବଳକ  ସର୍ମା ସାନେଉଣୀ ତା ଡାକ୍ତର ସ୍ୱାର୍ମୀ ଓ 
ଆଠ ବଷଖର ଝିଅକ  ସନଇ ତା ସଂସାରସର ବୟେ  ସଯସହତ  ସସ 
ଜସଣ ସଲଖିକା ଏବଂ ସଦ୍ଶ ବିସଦ୍ଶର ଜନଜୀବନ ବିଷୟସର 
ଜାଣିବାପାଇ  ଗେୀର ଇଛା, ସର୍ମା ଆସର୍ମରିକା ଯିବାକ  ସନଇ ସସ 
ର୍ ବ ଉତ୍ସାହିତ ଥିଲା  ର୍ମ   କାର୍ମ କସର କି ନକସର, ପ୍ରତିଦି୍ନ ସର୍ମାର 
ନୂତନ ଅେିଜ୍ଞତାକ  ସନଇ ଅତି କର୍ମସର ସଗାେିଏ ପୃଷ୍ଠା ଦି୍ନଲିପି 
ତା ନିକେକ  ପସଠଇବା ଏବଂ ଆସର୍ମରିକୀୟ ଜନଜୀବନ, ଚଳଣି, 
ଅଥଖନୀତି, କଳା ସଗାରା ଜାତିଆଣ ସେଦ୍ଭାବ, ସଲାହିତ ଭାରତୀୟ 
ସମ୍ପ୍ରଦ୍ାୟ, ଇରି୍ମସଗ୍ରସନ, େୂସଗାଳ ଇତୟାଦି୍ ବିଷୟସର ନିୟରି୍ମତ 
ଭାସବ ବିବରଣୀ ସଦ୍ବାର ପ୍ରତିଶୁତି ସର୍ମା’ଠ  ସସ ସନଲା  ର୍ମ   

ଯଦି୍ଓ ତା କଥାସର ରାଜି ସହାଇଗଲି, ଆସର୍ମରିକା ଆସିବାପସର 
ସସ ପ୍ରତିଶୁତିକ  ପୂରା କରିପାରିଲି ନାହିଁ  ତା କଥା ର୍ମ   ସଂପୂର୍ଣ୍ଖ 
ଭାସବ େ ଲିଯାଇଛି, ତା ନ ସହ , ଆସର୍ମରିକା ଆସିଲାପସର କାର୍ମର 
ଚାପ ସନଇ ଜୀବନର ପ୍ରାଥରି୍ମକତା ବଦ୍ଳିଗଲା  ତା ବୟତୀତ, 
ସଯସହତ  ର୍ମ   ଜସଣ ସଲର୍କ ନ ସହ , ର୍ମ   ସଦ୍ଖିଥିବା  େଣା ର୍ମାନଙ୍କ  
ଉଚିତ ଭାବସର ପ୍ରକାଶ ନକରିପାରିବାର ଅସହାୟତା ତାକ  
ସଦ୍ଇଥିବା ପ୍ରତିଶୁତିକ  କ୍ଷୀଣର  କ୍ଷୀଣତର କରିବାକ  ଲାଗିଲା  
 
ଆସର୍ମରିକାସର ପହ ଚିଲା ପସର ସର୍ମାର ପ୍ରଥର୍ମ ସପ୍ରାସଜକଟ ଥିଲା 
ର୍ମାସାଚ ୟସସେସ ରାଜୟର ସଛାେ ସହର ଡାଲ୍ େନ୍ ସର ଥିବା 
“ସକ୍ରନ୍ ଆଣ୍୍ଡ କମ୍ପାନି” ନାର୍ମକ କାଗଜ କାରର୍ାନାସର  ୧୮୦୧ 
ର୍ମସିହାସର ପ୍ରତିଷି୍ଠତ ଏହି କାରର୍ାନାସର ଆସର୍ମରିକୀୟ ଡଲାରସର 
ବୟବହାର ସହଉଥିବା କାଗଜ ତିଆରି କରାଯାଏ, ତ ଳାର   
ସହରର ପ୍ରାୟ ପ୍ରସତୟକ ପରିବାର ଏହି କମ୍ପାନିସର କାର୍ମ କରନି୍ତ 
 ସର୍ମା ଅଫିସର  ରହ ଥିବା େଡା  ରର ଦୂ୍ରତା ପ୍ରାୟ ସକାଡିଏ 
ରି୍ମନିେର ପାଦ୍ଚଲା ରାୋ  ସର୍ମା ପାର୍ସର ସସସତସବସଳ ନିଜର 
ଗାଡି ନଥାଏ  ନସେର୍ମବର/ଡିସସର୍ମବରର ବରଫଝଡ େିତସର ଏହି 
ସକାଡିଏ ରି୍ମନିେର ଦୂ୍ରତା ପାରସହଲାସବଳକ  ସଦ୍ହ ବରଫ 
ସହାଇଯାଇଥାଏ  ର୍ମ ହ  କାନସର ତ ଷାର ଗ ଣ୍ଡ ପଶିଯାଏ  ଦି୍ସନ 
ର୍ମ   ଆସ ଥିଲାସବସଳ ର୍ମଝି ରାୋସର କାରେିଏ ଆସି ଅେକି ଗଲା  
ସତଢା ଉଚ୍ଚାରଣସର ହିେିସର କହିଲା, “ଅେର ଆ ଜାଇସୟ ” 
ସର୍ମାସତ ଲଙ୍କାସର ହରିଶବ୍ଦ ପରି ଲାଗିଲା  ର୍ମ   କିଛି ନଭାବି କାର 
େିତରକ  ପଶିଗଲି  ସଦ୍ଖିଲି ଜସଣ ଯ ବକ ଆସର୍ମରିକାନ   
 
“କାହ ା ସରହସତ ସହ ?” 
 
ର୍ମ   କିନ୍ତୁ ଇଂରାଜୀସର ଜବାବ ସଦ୍ଲି  କହିଲି, ଏଇ ଶସହ ରି୍ମେର 
ଦୂ୍ରସର, ଅସଠଇଶ ଓକ୍ ଷ୍ଟ୍ରୀଟ୍  
 
ସସ ସର୍ମାସତ ସନଇ  ର ସାର୍ମନାସର ଛାଡିସଦ୍ସଲ  େଦ୍ରତା ଦୃ୍ଷି୍ଟର  
ର୍ମ   ତାଙ୍କ  ଚା ପିଇବା ପାଇ  ନିର୍ମନ୍ତ୍ରଣ ଜଣାଇଲି  ସସ ବିନା 
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ଫର୍ମଖାଲିେିଜ୍ ସର ସର୍ମା ର ର୍ମକ  ଆସିସଲ  ଚା ପିଉପିଉ ଜାଣିଲି ସଯ 
ସସ କିଛି ବଷଖ ତସଳ ଜୟପ ରସର ତିନି ର୍ମାସ ରହିଥିସଲ, ଷ୍ଟ ସଡଣ୍୍ଟ 
ଏକ୍ସସଚଞ୍୍ଜ ସପ୍ରାଗ୍ରାର୍ମସର  ସସଇ ସର୍ମୟସର ଭାରତୀୟ ସଂସ୍କତିୃ 
ଉପସର ପଢିବା ସହିତ, ହିେି ଭାଷା ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ଶିଖିଗସଲ  ସସ 
ଏସବବି ହିେି ସିସନର୍ମା ସଦ୍ର୍ନି୍ତ ଓ ଭାରତୀୟ ର୍ାଦ୍ୟ ର୍ାଆନି୍ତ  
ତାଙ୍କ ସହ ବନ୍ଧ ତା  ନିଷ୍ଠ ସହଲା ଏବଂ ସସ ପ୍ରାୟ ପ୍ରତି ସନ୍ଧୟାସର 
ସର୍ମାସତ ଅଫିସର  ଲିଫଟ ଦି୍ଅନି୍ତ ଓ ସର୍ମା ସହ ସନ୍ଧୟାର ଚା ପିଅନି୍ତ  
ଥସର ତାଙ୍କ  ୱିକଏଣ୍ଡସର ଲଞ୍୍ଚ ପାଇ  ନିର୍ମନ୍ତ୍ରଣ ସଦ୍ଲି  ସସ 
ବିନମ୍ରତା ପୂବଖକ ସର୍ମା ନିର୍ମନ୍ତ୍ରଣକ  ପ୍ରତୟାର୍ୟାନ କସଲ  ର୍ମ   କାରଣ 
ପଚାରିବାର  କହିସଲ, “ୱିକଏଣ୍ଡର ଅଡଚାଳିଶ  ଣ୍ଟା ସକବଳ ସର୍ମା 
ର୍ମା ପାଇ  ସଂରକି୍ଷତ  ଶନିବାର ସକାସଳ ର୍ମ    ରକ  ଯାଏ  ର୍ମା’କ  
ସନଇ ସବ୍ରକଫାଷ୍ଟ କରାଏ  ତାପସର ସସ ଯ ଆସଡ ଯିବାକ  ଚାହ ାନି୍ତ 
ତାଙ୍କ  ସିଆସଡ ନିଏ  ଲଞ୍୍ଚ ଓ ଡିନର ବାହାସର କର   ତାଙ୍କ  
ରାତିସର  ସର ଛାଡି ର୍ମ   ଆପାେଖସର୍ମଣ୍ଟକ  ସଫସର  ପ ଣି ରବିବାର 
ଦି୍ନ ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ଠିକ୍ ସସରି୍ମତି  ଏ ଦ୍ ଇଦି୍ନ ର୍ମ   ଆଉ କାହାକ  ସର୍ମୟ 
ସଦ୍ଇପାସରନା  ର୍ମ   ଦ୍ ୁଃଖିତ  ଆସର୍ମ ଦି୍ସନ ୱିକସଡଜ୍ ସର 
ଭାରତୀୟ ସରଷ୍ଟ ରାଣ୍ଟକ  ଯିବା ” 
 
ର୍ମ   ଏ କଥା ସଯସତସବସଳ ସର୍ମା ସାନ େଉଣୀକ  କହିଲି, ସସ 
କହିଲା ସବାଧହ ଏ ଏହି ଆସର୍ମରିକୀୟ ଯ ବକ ଜଣକ ଭାରତସର 
କିଛି ସର୍ମୟ କସେଇଥିବାର  ଭାରତୀୟ ସଂସ୍କତିୃକ  ଆଦ୍ରିସନଇଛନି୍ତ 
 ର୍ମ   କହିଲି, ତା ନ ହ   ପୃଥିବୀର ସଯଉ  ସକାଣକ  ଗସଲବି, 
ର୍ମା’ର ସଜ୍ଞା ବଦ୍ସଳନା  ସାନ େଉଣୀ କହିଲା, କିନ୍ତୁ ଆସର୍ମ 
ଶ ଣିଛ  ସଯ ଆସର୍ମରିକାସର ବ ଢାବ ଢୀ ର୍ମାନଙ୍କ  ବାର୍ଦ୍ଖକୟ 
ଆବାସସର ଛାଡି ଦି୍ଆଯାଏ ଏବଂ ତାଙ୍କ  ତାଙ୍କର ପିଲାର୍ମାସନ 
ପଚାରନି୍ତନି  
 
ର୍ମାସାଚ ୟସସଟ୍ ସ ସପ୍ରାସଜକଟ ସରିଗଲା ପସର ସର୍ମାସତ 
କାଲିଫରି୍ଣ୍ଆର ସାନଫ୍ରାନିିସସକାସର ସପ୍ରାସଜକଟ ରି୍ମଳିଲା  ସସଇ 
ସପ୍ରାସଜକଟସର ର୍ମ   ପ୍ରାୟ ଦ୍ ଇ ବଷଖ କାର୍ମ କରିଥିଲି  
ସସତିକିସବସଳ ସର୍ମାର ସହକର୍ମଖୀ ଭାସବ ଜସଣ ଆସର୍ମରିକୀୟ 
ର୍ମହିଳା କାର୍ମକର ଥିସଲ  ବୟସ ପାର୍ାପାଖି ପଚାଶ ସହବ  
ଅବିବାହିତା  ଯଦି୍ଓ ଆସର୍ମରିକାସର ସକହି ଅନୟର୍ମାନଙ୍କର 
ବୟକି୍ତଗତ ଜୀବନ ସମ୍ପକଖସର ଜାଣିବା ବା ଚଚ୍ଚଖା କରିବାକ  ଉଚିତ 
ର୍ମସନ କରନି୍ତନାହିଁ, ସର୍ମାର ତାଙ୍କ ଅବିବାହିତ ଜୀବନର କାରଣ 
ବିଷୟସର ଜାଣିବାକ  ଇଛା ସହଲା  ଇଚ୍ଛା ସହବାର ଏକର୍ମାତ୍ର 
କାରଣ ସଯ ତାଙ୍କର ଜୀବନ ଏକ ର େିନ୍ ପରି  ପ୍ରତିଦି୍ନ ସଗାେିଏ 
ସର୍ମୟସର ଆସିସବ, ସଗାେିଏ ସର୍ମୟସର ଯିସବ, ଲଞ୍ଚସର 

ପ୍ରତିଦି୍ନ ର୍ମୟାକସଡାନାଲଡର  ସୟାଣ୍ଡୱିଚ ର୍ାଇସବ, କାହା ସହିତ 
ଗପିସବନି, ଚ ପଚାପ କାର୍ମ କରିସବ  ତାଙ୍କର ସଗାେିଏ ପ୍ରକାରର 
ସଦ୍ୈନେିନ ଜୀବନକ  ସଦ୍ଖି ର୍ମ   ଦି୍ସନ ତାଙ୍କ  ପଚାରିସଦ୍ଲି, ର୍ମାଡାର୍ମ, 
ଆପଣ ଅବିବାହିତ କାହିଁକି? ସସ ର୍ମ ର କି ହସିସଲ ଏବଂ କହିସଲ, 
“ସର୍ମାର ବାପା କି ଭାଇ େଉଣୀ ସକହି ନାହାନି୍ତ  ସର୍ମା ର୍ମାଆଙ୍କ 
ବୟସ ଅଶୀ ବଷଖ  ତାଙ୍କର ଡାହାଣ ଭାଗ ପାରାଲିସିସ  ସସ 
ସବ ସବସଳ ବିଛଣାସର  ସର୍ମାସତ ହିଁ ତାଙ୍କର ସଦ୍ର୍ାଶ ଣା 
କରିବାକ  ହ ଏ  ଦି୍ନସବଳା ନସଖ ଆସି  ସର ର ସହ  ସସଥିପାଇ  
ସର୍ମାସତ ଅଫିସର  ଠିକ ସର୍ମୟସର ବାହାରିବାକ  ହ ଏ  ସର୍ମା ର୍ମାଆ 
ବଡ କଷ୍ଟସର ସର୍ମାସତ ବଡ କରିଛନି୍ତ  ଏସବ ର୍ମ   ତାଙ୍କ  
ସମ୍ଭାଳିବାର ସର୍ମୟ ” 
 
ଏହାକ  ସର୍ମା ସାନେଉଣୀ ସଗାସେ ସେସିଆଲ୍ ସକସ କହି 
ଏସଡଇସଦ୍ଲା  “ସର୍ମା ଜାଣିବାସର ସାଧାରଣ ସଲାକଙ୍କର ଚଳଣି 
ଏରି୍ମତି ସହାଇନଥିବ ” - କହିଲା ସସ  
 
ସାତ ବଷଖ ତସଳ ସଯସତସବସଳ ସର୍ମା ସବାଉର ସଦ୍ହାନ୍ତ ସହଲା, 
ତା’ର କିଛି ଦି୍ନ ପୂବଖର  ର୍ମ   ଚାକିରିର  ସଲ ଅଫ୍ ସହାଇଥିଲି  ର୍ମ   
ସଯଉ  ବିଭାଗସର କାର୍ମ କର ଥିଲି, ସସ ସର୍ମେ କାର୍ମ ସଗାେିଏ 
ଭାରତୀୟ କମ୍ପାନିକ  ବହ ତ କର୍ମ ଦ୍ାର୍ମସର ଆଉେସସାସିଙ୍୍ଗ 
କରିଦି୍ଆଗଲା  ଆସର୍ମରିକାସର ସଗାେିଏ ର୍ମାସ ବିନା କାର୍ମସର 
ରହିବା ର୍ମାସନ ର୍ମଣିଷର ଅଥଖସନୈତିକ ଅସନ୍ତୁଳନ ନିଶ୍ଚୟ  ର୍ମ   
ବଡଭାଇଙ୍କ  ସବ  କଥା ବ ସଝଇସଦ୍ଲି  ସାନ େଉଣୀ ଭାବିଲା 
ସବାଧହ ଏ ଏ ଆସର୍ମରିକା ଚଳଣି ଯାହା ର୍ମ   ଶିଖିଗଲିଣି  ସତଣ  
ଆସର୍ମରିକୀୟ ସଂସ୍କତିୃସର ବ ଢା ବାପା ର୍ମାଙ୍କ  ନପଚାରିବାର ଭ୍ରାନ୍ତ 
ଧାରଣା ଆହ ରି ସ ଦୃ୍ଢ ସହାଇଗଲା  
 
ଅଳ୍ପ ଦି୍ନ ପାଇ  ସର୍ମାସତ କଲରାସଡା ରାଜୟର ସଡନେର ସହରସର 
କାର୍ମ କରିବାକ  ପଡିଥିଲା  ସସଇ ସପ୍ରାସଜକଟସର ସର୍ମା ସହ 
ୟ ସରାପ, ଅସଷ୍ଟ୍ରଲିଆ ତଥା କାରିସବଆନର ସଲାକ ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ କାର୍ମ 
କର ଥିସଲ  ଆସର୍ମ ସଗାେିଏ ବଡ ଆପାେଖସର୍ମଣ୍ଟ କସମ୍ପେକ୍ସସର 
ପାର୍ାପାଖି ସହାଇ ରହ ଥିଲ   ସର୍ମା ସାର୍ମନା ଆପାେଖସର୍ମଣ୍ଟସର ଜସଣ 
ଆସର୍ମରିକୀୟ ବୃର୍ଦ୍ ଦ୍ମ୍ପତି ରହ ଥିସଲ  ଦ୍ ଇଜଣଙ୍କ ବୟସ ଅଶୀ 
ଉପସର  ଦି୍ସନ ତାଙ୍କ ସହିତ କଥାବାତ୍ତଖା ସହଉସହଉ 
ଧିସରଧିସର ତାହା ବନ୍ଧ ତାସର ପରିଣତ ସହଲା ଏବଂ ର୍ମ   ର୍ମଝିସର 
ର୍ମଝିସର ତାଙ୍କ  ସନଇ ଲଞ୍ଚ କି ଡିନରକ  ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ଗଲି  ର୍ମ   ଦି୍ସନ 
ୱିକଏଣ୍ଡସର  ସର ଅଛି କିଏ ସବଲ୍ ର୍ମାରିଲା  ର୍ମ   ସର୍ାଲି ସଦ୍ସର୍ 
ତ ଜସଣ ଆସର୍ମରିକୀୟ େଦ୍ରସଲାକ  ସସ ସର୍ମା ସହିତ କଥା 
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ସହବାକ  ଚାହିଁସଲ  ର୍ମ   େିତରକ  ଡାକିଲି  ସସ କହିସଲ, “ସାର, 
ଆପଣଙ୍କ ସାର୍ମନାସର ସଯଉ  ବୃର୍ଦ୍ ଦ୍ମ୍ପତି ରହ ଛନି୍ତ ର୍ମ   ତାଙ୍କର ପ ଅ 
 ଏଠ  ପଚାଶ ର୍ମାଇଲ ଦୂ୍ରସର ଅନୟ ଏକ ସହରସର ର୍ମ   ରସହ  
ସଯସହତ  ସସର୍ମାସନ ଏଇ ସହରସର ତାଙ୍କର ସାରା ଜୀବନ 
ବିସତଇଛନି୍ତ ତାଙ୍କ  ସଯସତ ଅନ ସରାଧ କସଲ ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ସସ ସର୍ମା 
ପାର୍ସର ଆସି ରହିବାପାଇ  ରାଜି ସହଉନାହାନି୍ତ ” 
 
ର୍ମ   କହିଲି, “ଏ ସ୍ୱାଭାବିକ କଥା ” 
 
ସସ କହିସଲ, “ସର୍ମା ବାପା ର୍ମାଙ୍କର ପୃଥିବୀ ଭ୍ରର୍ମଣ କରିବାର 
ପ୍ରବଳ ଇଚ୍ଛା ଥିଲା  କିନ୍ତୁ ସସସତସବସଳ ତାଙ୍କ ପାର୍ସର ସର୍ମବଳ 
ନଥିଲା  ର୍ମ   ଜାସଣ ସଯ ଆପଣ ସର୍ମା ବାପା ର୍ମାଙ୍କ  ଅସନକ ସର୍ମୟ 
ଦି୍ଅନି୍ତ, ସସଥିପାଇ  ର୍ମ   ହୃଦ୍ୟର  ଧନୟବାଦ୍ ସଦ୍ଉଛି  ସର୍ମାର 
ଆପଣଙ୍କ  ସଗାେିଏ ଅନ ସରାଧ  ଆପଣଙ୍କର ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ କିଛି ବନ୍ଧ  
ଅଛନି୍ତ ସଯଉ ର୍ମାସନ ବିେିନ୍ନ ସଦ୍ଶର  ଆସିଛନି୍ତ  ର୍ମ   ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ କିଛି 
ବିସଦ୍ଶୀ ନାଗରିକଙ୍କ  ଜାସଣ  ର୍ମ   ସଗାେିଏ ରିଜେଖ େଡାସର ସନବି 
 ସଗାେିଏ ୱିକଏଣ୍ଡ ଆପଣର୍ମାସନ ସର୍ମା ବାପା ର୍ମାଙ୍କ ସହିତ 
ସସଇଠି ବିସତଇସବ  ତାଙ୍କ  ଆପଣର୍ମାନଙ୍କ ସଦ୍ଶ, ସଂସ୍କତିୃ 
ଇତୟାଦି୍ ବିଷୟସର କହିସବ  ତାଙ୍କ  ବିଶ୍ଵ ଭ୍ରର୍ମଣ ପରି ଲାଗିବ  
ସର୍ମେ ର୍ଚ୍ଚଖ ର୍ମ   ବହନ କରିବି ”  
 
େଦ୍ରବୟକି୍ତଙ୍କ କଥା ଶ ଣି ସର୍ମା ଆଖିସର ଲ ହ ଜସକଇ ଆସିଲା  ର୍ମ   
ସଯସତସବସଳ ସର୍ମା େଉଣୀକ  ଏହି  େଣା ଜଣାଇଲି, ସସ ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ 
ଭାବବିହବଳ ସହାଇପଡିଲା  
 
ର୍ମ   ଚିକାସଗାସର କାର୍ମ କର ଥିଲାସବସଳ ଜସଣ ଆଫି୍ରକୀୟ 
ଆସର୍ମରିକୀୟଙ୍କ  ସେେିଲି  ର୍ ବ୍ ଅର୍ମାୟିକ ଓ ଅନୟକ  ସାହାଯୟ 
କରିବା ପାଇ  ସବ ସବସଳ ତତ୍କ ପର  ଥସର ତାଙ୍କ ସହିତ ବସି 
ସବ୍ରକର ର୍ମସର କଫି ପିଇବା ସର୍ମୟସର ସସ ଭାବାସବଗ ସହାଇ 
ତାଙ୍କ ଜୀବନର ଇତିହାସ କହିବସିସଲ  ସଯସତସବସଳ ତାଙ୍କ 
ର୍ମାଆଙ୍କ  ଚଉଦ୍ ବଷଖ, ତାଙ୍କ ର୍ମାଙ୍କ  ଜବରଦ୍େ ବଳାତ୍କାର 
କରାଯାଇଥିଲା  ପରିଣାର୍ମ ସ୍ୱରୂପ ଏ େଦ୍ରବୟକି୍ତ ଜନମ ସନସଲ  
ତାଙ୍କ ର୍ମାଆଙ୍କ   ର  ନିଷ୍କାସିତ କରାଗଲା  ସଯଉ  ସଲାକ ୟାଙ୍କର 
ବାପା, ସସ ସକୌଣସି ଦ୍ାୟିତ୍ୱ ସନସଲନାହିଁ  ତାଙ୍କ ବାପାଙ୍କ 
େଉଣୀ ର୍ମ ଣ୍ଡ ଗ ଞି୍ଜବା ପାଇ  ଜାଗା ର୍ଣି୍ଡଏ ସଦ୍ସଲ  ତା ସହିତ 
ଅସନକ ନିଯଖୟାତନା ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ସଦ୍ସଲ  ତାଙ୍କ ର୍ମା ଦି୍ସନ  ର  
ବାହାରିଗସଲ ଏବଂ କାଲିଫରି୍ଣ୍ଆସର ସଛାେସର୍ମାେ କାର୍ମ କରି 
ୟାଙ୍କର ଲାଳନପାଳନ କସଲ  ସସଠି ଆଉ ଜସଣ ପ ର ଷ ତାଙ୍କ 

ର୍ମାଆଙ୍କ  ବିବାହର ପ୍ରସଲାେନ ସଦ୍ର୍ାଇ  ରକ  ଆଣି ରଖିଲା  
ଦି୍ସନ ରାତିସର ତାର ଦ୍ ଇ ଜଣ ସାଙ୍ଗଙ୍କ  ଡାକି, ର୍ମଦ୍ୟପାନ କରି, 
ସର୍ମସେ ରି୍ମଶି ଗଣ ଦ୍ ଷ୍କର୍ମଖ କସଲ  ତାଙ୍କର ର୍ମାଆ ସସ ଜାଗା ଛାଡି 
ଅନୟ ଏକ ସହରକ  ଚାଲିଗସଲ  ଏହିପରି ଦ୍ ୁଃର୍ କଷ୍ଟ ସଦ୍ଇ 
ୟାଙ୍କ  ବଡ କରିଛନି୍ତ  ସୟ କ ହନି୍ତ ସଯ ସର୍ମାର ବାକି ଜୀବନର 
ଲକ୍ଷୟ ସହଲା ସର୍ମା ର୍ମା’ଙ୍କ  ସ ର୍ ସଦ୍ବା  ର୍ମା ତାଙ୍କ ସାଥିସର ର ହନି୍ତ 
 
 
ସର୍ମାର ବତ୍ତଖର୍ମାନର ର୍ମୟାସନଜର ର୍ମାଥ ୟ ବାସଲଖା ପ୍ରତି ର୍ମଦ୍ସଖ 
ସଡ’ସର ଛ େି ନିଅନି୍ତ  ଥସର ର୍ମ   ତାଙ୍କ  ପଚାରିଲି, “ର୍ମାଥ ୟ, ଆପଣ 
ର୍ମଦ୍ସଖ ସଡ’ସର ଛ େି ସନବାର କିଛି ବିସଶଷ କାରଣ ” ସସ ଯାହା 
ଉତ୍ତର ସଦ୍ସଲ, ତାହା ସର୍ମା ହୃଦ୍ୟକ  ଆଦ୍ରଖ କରିସଦ୍ଲା  
 
ସସ କହିସଲ, “ସର୍ମା ବାପା ର୍ମା ଏଠ  ତିନି  ଣ୍ଟା ଦୂ୍ରତ୍ୱସର ର ହନି୍ତ, 
ଇଣି୍ଡଆନାପଲିଶସର  ର୍ମ   ଆଗର  ଫ ଲ ସଦ୍ାକାନକ  ଯାଇ ବ ସକ 
ଅଡଖର କସର ଏବଂ ସସର୍ମାସନ ପହ ଚାଇ ଦି୍ଅନି୍ତ  ଦି୍ସନ ର୍ମ   ଫ ଲ 
ସଦ୍ାକାନସର ଛିଡା ସହାଇ ସକଉ  ବ ସକ ଅଡଖର କରିବି ସବାଲି ଚିନ୍ତା 
କର ଛି, ସଦ୍ଖିଲି ସଛାେ ଝିଅେିଏ ଠିଆ ସହାଇ ସଗାଲାପ ଫ ଲକ  
ଚାହିଁଛି ଏବଂ ର୍ମଝିସର ର୍ମଝିସର ସର୍ମା ଆଡକ  ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ଚାହ  ଛି  ର୍ମ   ତାକ  
ପଚାରିଲି ତାର କିଛି ପ୍ରଶନ ଅଛିକି ସର୍ମା ପାଇ   ସସ ସଗାେିଏ 
ସଗାଲାପ କିଣିବାକ  ଚାହ  ଥିଲା  ଫ ଲର ଦ୍ାର୍ମ ସଗାେିଏ ଡଲାର, ତା 
ପାର୍ସର ପଚେରୀ ସସଣ୍୍ଟ ଥିଲା  ସସ ସର୍ମାସତ ପଚିଶ ସସଣ୍ଟ 
ଧାର ର୍ମାଗିଲା  ର୍ମ   ତାକ  ଫ ଲେି କିଣି ସଦ୍ଲି ଏବଂ ତା  ସର ଛାଡି 
ସଦ୍ବି ସବାଲି କହି ସର୍ମା ବ ସକ ଅଡଖର ସଦ୍ଲି  ଝିଅେି ସର୍ମା ସହିତ 
କାରସର ବସି ଆସିଲା,  ରକ  ନଯାଇ ସର୍ମାସତ ସର୍ମାଧି ସ୍ଥଳକ  
ସନବାପାଇ  ଅନ ସରାଧ କଲା  ସର୍ମାଧି ସ୍ଥଳସର ପହ ଚିଲା ପସର 
ସସ ଗାଡିର  ଓସେଇ ସର୍ମାଧି ସ୍ଥଳ େିତରକ  ଗଲା ଓ ସଗାେିଏ 
କବର ନିକେସର ଆସେଇପଡି ଫ ଲେି ରଖିଲା ଓ ପ୍ରାଥଖନା କଲା  
ଗାଡି ନିକେକ  ଆସିଲା ପସର ର୍ମ   ତାକ  ତା ର୍ମା କଥା ପଚାରିଲି  
ଦ୍ ଇ ବଷଖ ତସଳ ତା ର୍ମାଙ୍କର ସଦ୍ହାନ୍ତ ସହାଇଥିଲା  ଝିଅକ  ତା 
 ସର ଛାଡି ର୍ମ   ଫ ଲ ସଦ୍ାକାନକ  ସଫରିଲି ଏବଂ ଅଡଖର 
କୟାନସସଲ୍ କଲି  ବ ସକ ସାଥିସର ଧରି ତିନି  ଣ୍ଟା ଡ୍ରାଇଭ୍ କରି 
ସର୍ମା ର୍ମା ପାର୍ସର ପହ ଚିଲି ଏବଂ ତା ହାତସର ବ ସକ ସଦ୍ଲି  
ସର୍ମା ର୍ମା ର୍ମସତ କ ସେଇ ପକାଇଲା ଏବଂ ଛଳଛଳ ଆଖିସର ସର୍ମା 
ର୍ମଥାସର ଚ ର୍ମବନ ସଦ୍ଲା  ତା ପରଠ  ର୍ମଦ୍ସଖ ସଡ ସର ର୍ମ   ଛ େି ସନଇ 
ସର୍ମା ର୍ମା ପାର୍କ  ପ୍ରତିବଷଖ ଯାଏ   
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ଏ  େଣା ଶ ଣିଲା ପସର ସର୍ମା ସାନ େଉଣୀ ଏ ବିଷୟକ  ସନଇ 
ସକସବ କିଛି ପ୍ରଶନ କରିନାହିଁ  ର୍ମ   ଜାଣିନି, ଏହି ସବ  
 େଣାବଳୀକ  େିତି୍ତ କରି ସସ ଗପ ସଲଖିଲା କି ନାହିଁ, କିନ୍ତୁ 
ଆଜିକାଲି ସଫାନସର ତା ଝିଅକ  ରି୍ମସ କରିବାର କଥା କ ସହ  ତା 
ଝିଅ ଏଇ କିଛି ଦି୍ନ ତସଳ ସଗାେିଏ କମ୍ପ ୟେର  କମ୍ପାନୀସର ଚାକିରି 
ପାଇ ହାଇଦ୍ରାବାଦ୍ସର ସପାଷି୍ଟଂ ସହଇଛି  ଝିଅ ଜନମଦି୍ନସର ରାତି 
ବାରୋସର ସକକ୍ ରଖି ଓ ର୍ମହର୍ମବତୀ ଜଳାଇ ଚ ପଚାପ ଚାହିଁରସହ 
ଏବଂ ଲ ହେିଜା ଆଖି ସନଇ ବସି ବସି ସସଇଠି ସଶାଇଯାଏ   

 
ଗଲାଥର ତା ସହିତ କଥା ସହଲାସବସଳ ର୍ମ   ତାକ  କହିଲି ସଯ 
“ର୍ମା”କ  ସନଇ ଗପ ସଲଖିବାପାଇ  ତାକ  ବାହାସର ପେଟ୍ 
ସର୍ାଜିବାର ଆବଶୟକତା ନାହିଁ  ପ୍ରସତୟକ ର୍ମା ପାର୍ସର ଅସନକ 
 େଣା ରହିଛି ଯାହାକ  ସନଇ ଅସଂର୍ୟ ଗପ ସଲଖିସହବ  ର୍ମ   
ଯଦି୍ ସକସବ ଗପ ସଲଖିବାକ  ସଚଷ୍ଟା କରିବି ସତସବ ଏ ପେଟ୍ ସବ  
ସର୍ମା କାର୍ମସର ହିଁ ଆସିବ, ଯଦି୍ଓ ର୍ମ   ଗପ ସଲଖିପାରିବି, ଏ ବିଶ୍ଵାସ 
ସର୍ମାର ନାହିଁ 

 
 
 
୭୪୬୪ ୱିଜ ଡମ୍ ନେନ୍ 
ଡବ େିନ୍, ୱାହିଓ ୪୩୦୧୬ 
ଯୁକ୍ତରାଷ୍ଟ୍ର ଆନମରିକା  
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ଜୀବନ ତଥାପି ସୁନ୍ଦର 
ସୂଯଖୟସ୍ନାତା ରଥ 
 

 

 

 

“ହଁ, ହଁ ଆଉ କେକେ ଖାଇୋ ପ୍ୟାେ େରିେି କେୋ େରୋର ନାହିଁ 
 େରଂ ଯେି କହେ ଟିକେ େିଷ ପ୍ୟାେ େରି କେଇେିଅ l ମୁକି୍ତ 
ମିଳିଯିେ କମାକେ” ରାଗ େମେମ କହଇ େୋଟଟାେୁ ପି୍ଟି କେଇ 
ୋହାରି ଯାଉ ଯାଉ େହିଲା ସୁୋନ୍ତ ଏଇଟା ୋଙ୍କ ଘକର 
ନିେିେିନିଆ ଘଟଣା ସେୁେିନ  େିଛି ନା େିଛି ପ୍ାଟିେୁଣ୍ଡ ନିହାେି 
ହୁଏ ଅଧା ଜଳଖିଆ ଖାଉ ଖାଉ ଉଠିଯାଏ କସ କସ େୁଝି 
ପ୍ାକରନି ସୋଳୁ ସୋଳୁ ହିଁ ୋହିଁେି ୋେୁ ଘରର ସେୁ ଅଭାେ 
ଅସୁେିଧାର େିେରଣୀ ଧକରଇ େିଆଯାଏ କେଉଁ େିନ ଘକର 
ସଉୋ ସରି ଯାଇଥାଏ େ କେଉ ଁ େିନ ପି୍ଲାମାନଙ୍କର ସ୍କଲୁ 
କେସ୍  ଆଉ କଜାୋ ଖରାପ୍ କହଇ ଯାଇଥାଏ ଆଉ କେଉଁ େିନ 
ଅୋ ୋପ୍ା ର୍ମା’ଙ୍କର ଔଷଧ ସରି ଯାଇଥାଏ ଏଇ ସେୁର ପୂ୍ରା 
ଚିଠା ଧମମପ୍ତ୍ନୀ ଧକରଇ େିଅନି୍ତ ଠିେ କସ ଅଫିସ ୋହାରିଲା 
କେକଳ ଠିେ କଯମିେି ଆଜି ପ୍ରିୋ ନଥିୋର ୋରଣ େର୍ମାଇ 
କରାକଷଇ କହଇ ପ୍ାରିନି କୋଲି େହିକଲ  

ଅଭାେୀ ପ୍ରିୋରଟିଏ ସୁୋନ୍ତର କଛାଟୋଟିଆ କେସରୋରୀ 
ଚାକିରି ଖକଣ୍ଡ ଘକର ସ୍ତ୍ରୀ, େୁଇ ପୁ୍ଅ, ୋପ୍ା ମା ଯାହା େରମା 
ମିକଳ ମାସ କର୍ଷ ଯାଏଁ ଚସଳଇବା େଷ୍ଟ କହଇପ୍କେ ଅଫିସକର 
େି ୋ ଅେସ୍ଥା କସମିେି େିଛି ଭଲ ନୁକହଁ ଓଭର ଟାଇମ େରି େରି 
ଜୀେନ ଛାେିଗକଲ ମଧ୍ୟ େସ୍ ଖୁସି  ନୁକହଁ ନା ଭଲ ପ୍ଇସା 
ମିକଳ ନା ଟିକେ ପ୍ରର୍ଂସା ୋ କଟେୁଲକର ପ୍ାଞ୍ଚ ଜଣଙ୍କର ୋମ 
ରଖା କହଇଥାଏ l ଫାଇଲ୍ ଉପ୍କର ଫାଇଲ୍ ଗକେଇ କେଇ ସକେ 
କଯମିେି ବସ ଙ୍କ  ପ୍ରମ ର୍ାନି୍ତ ମିକଳ ଏକେ ୋମ େରିୋ ସକେ 
ଘର ଚକଲଇୋେୁ ପୂ୍ରା ଅସମଥମ କହଇପ୍କ଼େ କସ ୋେୁ ଲାକଗ 
ଜୀେନ ଯୁଦ୍ଧକର ପୂରାପୂରି ହାରିଯାଉଛି କସ କେକେ କେକେ 
ଭାକେ ଏମିେି େଞି୍ଚୋଠୁ ମରିଯିୋଟା ର୍େ ଗୁଣକର କେୟସ୍କର 

ଆଜି କସ ଜଲ୍ ଦି୍ ୋହାରିୋର େିକର୍ଷ ୋରଣ ଥିଲା ୋକ୍ତରଙ୍କର 
େିିନିେ ଅଳ୍ପ େିଛି େିନ କହଲା ଜର, ୋର୍ ସେୁ ସାଧାରଣ ଔଷଧ 
ଖାଇ ନେମିୋରୁ ଗେ ସପ୍ତାହ କସ ଯାଇ ରକ୍ତ ପ୍ରୀକ୍ଷା େକରଇ 
ଆସିଥିଲା ଆଜି ରିକପ୍ାଟମ ଆଣିୋ ପ୍ାଳି ଭଙ୍ଗା େେରା ସ୍କଟୁରଟା 

ଇଆକ଼େ ଷ୍ଟାଟମ ହଉନି ଆଚ୍ଛା ଝାକମଲା କୋଉ ୋମ ସୁରୁଖୁରୁକର 
ହୋ କଯମିେି ୋ ଭାଗୟକର ହିଁ ନାହିଁ କଯନ-କେନ ପ୍ରୋକର 
ଗାେି ଷ୍ଟାଟମ େରି ନିଜର ଅଭିର୍ପ୍ତ ଜୀେନେୁ କୋଷ କେଇକେଇ 
ଯାଇ ପ୍ହଁଚିଲା କସ େିିନିେକର ଗୁ଼ୋଏ କରାଗୀ େସିଛନି୍ତ 
କେକେକେକଳ କେଜାଣି ୋ କେଳ ଆସିେ ! ଇଆକ଼େ ଅଫିସ େି 
ସଡରି କହଇଯାଉଛି କର୍ଷେୁ ୋର ଅକପ୍କ୍ଷାକର ପୂର୍ଣ୍ଖସଚ୍ଛଦ୍ 
ପ୍ୋଇ ନସମ ଆସି ୋେୁ ୋକ୍ତରଙ୍କର େୟାେିନେୁ କନଇଗକଲ 
ୋକ୍ତର େସିଛନି୍ତ ୋଙ୍କ କଚୌେିକର ଟିକେ ଗମ୍ଭୀର କହଇ େହୁେ 
ଗୁକ଼େ ୋଗଜ ଅସ୍ତେୟସ୍ତ କହଇେି ପ୍େିଛି ଆଗକର ସୁୋନ୍ତ ଯାଇ 
ଆଗକର ଠିଆ କହଲା ଆଉ  “ସାର୍, କମା ରିକପ୍ାଟମଟା... ” େହୁ 
େହୁ ଟିକେ ମୁଣ୍ଡ ଉକଠଇ ଚାହିଁକଲ ୋକ୍ତର ୋେୁ  

ନିଜ ଚଷମାେୁ ଟିକେ ଠିକ୍  େରି କନଉ କନଉ େହିକଲ କସ “ଆପ୍ଣ 
ସୁୋନ୍ତ ୋସ େ?  େସନ୍ତୁ ଆପ୍ଣଙ୍କ େି଼େ କଟଷ୍ଟର ସେୁ ରିକପ୍ାଟମ 
କେଖି କନଇଛି ମଁୁ ଏକେ ମଁୁ ଯାହା େହିୋେୁ ଯାଉଛି ଟିକେ 
କଧୈଯମୟ ଧରି ରୁ୍ଣନ୍ତୁ ପ୍ଜିଟିଭ ରୁହନ୍ତୁ ଆପ୍ଣଙ୍କ ଚିେିତ୍ସା ଜଲେି 
ଆରମ୍ଭ େରିୋେୁ ପ୍େିେ” 

“େିନ୍ତୁ ସାର୍, କମାର କହଇଚି େଣ?” ଆର୍ଙ୍କାକର ଉେକେଳିେ 
କହଇ ପ୍ଚାରିଲା ସୁୋନ୍ତ କଛାଟ ଉତ୍ତରଟିଏ ପ୍ାଇଲା “େିେ 
େୟାନସର୍”  

ୟା ପ୍କର ୋକ୍ତର ଧୀକର ଧୀକର େହିୋ ଆରମ୍ଭ େକଲ, କେମିେି 
େଣ େରି ଚିେିତ୍ସା ଆରମ୍ଭ େରିୋେୁ କହେ େିନ୍ତୁ ଆଉ ସୁୋନ୍ତେୁ 
େିଛି ରୁ୍ଭୁ ନଥିଲା  ୋ ପ୍ାେ େଳୁ ମାଟି ଖସି ଯାଇଥିଲା ଲାଗୁଥିଲା 
କଯମିେି ର୍େ ର୍େ ହାେୁ଼ିେର ପ୍ରହାର ୋଜୁଛି ୋ ମୁଣ୍ଡକର 
ଅନୟମନସ୍କ କହଇ ଧୀକର ଧୀକର କସ ସକାଠରିରୁ ୋହାରି 
ଆସିଲା, ଆଉ ୋହାକର ପ଼୍ିେଥିୋ କେଞ୍ଚକର େସି ପ୍େିଲା 

େିଛି ମୁହୂତ୍ତମକର ସେୁ ଓଲଟପ୍ାଲଟ କହଇଗଲା ଉପ୍ରେୁ ଚାହିଁଲା 
କସ ଖରାେିନିଆ ଆୋର୍ଟାେୁ େଳା ୋେଲ ଢାଙି୍କ କେଇଛି ଆଉ 
ଅଫିସ୍ ଯିୋେୁ ଇଚ୍ଛା ନଥିଲା ଧୀକର ଧୀକର ଆସି ପ୍ହଁଚିଲା କସ 
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ଘକର େୋଟ କଖାଲୁ କଖାଲୁ ସ୍ତ୍ରୀ ନିମମଳା ପ୍ଚାରିଲା “ଆଜି ଏକେ 
ଜଲେି ପ୍କଳଇ ଆସିଲ କଯ ! େଣ କେହ ଭଲ ଲାଗୁନି େି? ମଁୁ 
ଯାଇ ପ୍ରିୋ କନଇ ଆସିଛି େମ ପ୍ସନ୍ଦର କପ୍ାଟଳ େରୋରୀ 
ଆଉ ଟମାକଟା ଖଟା େି େକନଇଛି ସୋଳୁ ସୋଳୁ େମ 
ମନେୁ େଷ୍ଟ କେଲି ମକେ ଭାରି ଖରାପ୍ ଲାଗୁଛି େକମ ଆଗ ହାେ 
କଗାେ କଧାଇ ପ୍କଳଇ ଆସ ମଁୁ ଖାଇୋେୁ ୋଢୁଚି” 
 

ମା େହୁଥିଲା ଅଗଣାରୁ “େିନ ରାେି ଖଟୁଚି କମା ପୁ୍ଅ କେମିେି 
ରୁ୍ଖିଲା କେଖା ଯାଉଛି ୋ ମୁହଁ ! ଯା କର ଧନ ଆଗ ଖାଇ 
େେୁ” କର୍ାଇୋ ଘରୁ ୋପ୍ା େହିକଲ “େୁଝିଲୁ ସୁୋ.. ମଁୁ ଭାେୁଥିଲି 
େୁ ପ୍ରଥକମ ଏଇ ଭଙ୍ଗା ଗାେିଟାେୁ େେକଳଇ କଗାକଟ ୋଇେ 
େିକଣ କଯକେ ପ୍ଇସା ପ଼୍ୁେ ପ୍କଛ ଧୀକର ଧୀକର େରି 
ସ ଝିବା କେକେ େିନ ଆଉ କସ ଭଙ୍ଗା ଗାେିଟାେୁ କଘାଷାରିେୁ? 
ଏଇ େଷମ ଘର ମରାମେି ନେକଲ ଚଳିେ କୋ ଗା଼ିେଟା ଆଗ” 
ପୁ୍ଅ େି ଜଣ କେୌ଼ିେ ଆସିକଲ “ୋପ୍ା, ଆଜି େକମ ଜଲେି ଆସିଛ 
େଢିଆ କହଲା ଆଜି କି୍ରକେଟ କଖଳିୋ” 

ନିଜ ମନର େୁୁଃଖେୁ ଯଥା ସମ୍ଭେ ଲୁଚାଇ କପ୍ଟ ଖରାପ୍ ଥିୋର 
ୋହାନା େରି ପ୍ରି୍ଗଲା ୋଥରୁମେୁ କସ କଜାରକର ୋନି୍ଦୋେୁ 
ଇଚ୍ଛା କହଉଥିଲା େିନ୍ତୁ ପ୍ାରିଲାନି ଆଜି ଯାଏଁ ଘୃଣା େରି 
ଆସିଥିୋ ଜୀେନଟାେୁ କସ ହଠାେ ଭଲପ୍ାଇ େସିଥିଲା ସେୁ େିଛି 
େ ଥିଲା ୋ ପ୍ାଖକର... ଘର, ପ୍ରିୋର, କେହ ମମୋ  ହଁ, 

ହୁଏେ ଗୁ଼ୋଏ ଧନ ନଥିଲା େିନ୍ତୁ କସଇଟା େଣ ୋହା ପ୍ାଇଁ 
ପ୍ରମୁଖ ୋରଣ କହଇପ୍ାକର ଜୀେନେୁ ଏକେ ଘୃଣା େରିୋ ପ୍ାଇ?ଁ 
ଖାଲି େେକଳଇୋ େରୋର ଥିଲା ଟିକେ େୃଷି୍ଟକୋଣେୁ ଏଇ 
କଛାଟ େଥାଟା େୁଝୁେୁଝୁ େହୁେ କେରି କହଇଗଲାଣି ହାେ 
ମୁଠାକର ଥିୋ ୋଲି ପ୍ରି ସେୁ େିଛି କଯମିେି ଖସି ଯାଉଛି ଜଣା 
ନାହିଁ ଆଉ କେକେ ସମୟ ୋ ପ୍ାକଖ ଅଛି  େଣ େରିେ କସ ! 
ୋର ଯେି େିଛି କହଇଯାଏ ୋକହକଲ ଏ ପ୍ାଞ୍ଚ ପ୍ରାଣୀ େୁଟୁମବ 
ଚଳିକେ କେମିେି? କମାହ ମାୟା ସେୁ େୁଟାଇ କସ ଆର ପ୍ାରିେୁ 
ଯାଇ ପ୍ାରିେ େ !! 
 
“ରୁ୍ଣୁଛ? େମର କଫାନ୍ ଆସିଛି କୋଉ େିିନିେରୁ ନସମ େମେୁ 
କଖାଜୁଛନି୍ତ ଏକେ ସମୟ ୋ ଭିେକର େଣ େରୁଛ କଯ?” 
ନିମମଳାର ୋେକର ପ୍ରେୃେିସ୍ଥ କହଇ ଆସି କଫାନ୍ ଉଠାଇଲା 
ସୁୋନ୍ତ ଆର ପ୍ଟରୁ ନସମ େହିକଲ “ଆକମ େହୁେ େୁୁଃଖିେ ସାର 
େେ ଭୁଲ କହଇଗଲା ନ ା  େିଟା ସମାନ ଥିଲା ଆକମ  ଭୁଲକର 
ଆଉ ଜଣଙ୍କର ରିକପ୍ାଟମ ଆପ୍ଣଙୁ୍କ କେଇ କେଇଛୁ 
ଆପ୍ଣଙ୍କର ସେୁ ନମମାଲ ଅଛି େିଛି କହଇନି ଆପ୍ଣଙୁ୍କ ପିି୍ଜ, 
ଆମେୁ କ୍ଷମା େରିକେ” 

ଏକେ ସମୟ ଧରି ଚାପି୍ ରଖିଥିୋ ଲୁହ ଝରି ଚାଲିଥିଲା ୋ ଆଖିରୁ 
େିଛି ୋଧା େନ୍ଧନ ନମାନି ଭଗୋନଙ୍କ ଉକେର୍ୟକର ହାେ 
କଯାେୁକଯାେୁ େହିଲା କସ “କହ ପ୍ରଭୁ !! େକମ ମକେ ଆଜି 
ସେକର ଜୀେନର ମୂଲୟ େୁକଝଇ କେଇଛ !! ”

  

3904 କି୍ରଷ୍ଟାଲ୍ ସିି୍ପ୍ଙ୍୍ଗ ନେନ୍ 
ହମିନଟଜ, ନଟନି ି 37076 
ଯୁକ୍ତରାଷ୍ଟ୍ର ଆନମରିକା  
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ଆମେରିକାମର ମୋ ସ୍ମତିୃରୁ ମ ାଟ କଥାଟିଏ:  
ପ୍ରଥମ କୋ ଆଉ ଫ୍ରୀନ୍ ଜ୍  ଷ୍ଟାଇଲ୍  ୋଳର (ସାଧନା କଟ୍ ) ଅଭିଜ୍ଞୋ 
ଚନ୍ଦ୍ରା ରି୍ମଶ୍ର
 
 

 

 

 

ମଁୁ ପ୍ରଥମ େରି ଆକମରିୋ ଆସିଲି କସକପ୍େମବର ମାସକର। 
କସକେକେକଳ ଆକମ ଚିୋକଗାକର ରହୁଥିଲୁ। ଆଗରୁ ମଁୁ ଆମ 
ହିନ୍ଦୀ ଫିଲମକର କୋର ସିନ୍ କେଖିଥିଲି। କମାର କଫଭ୍ ହୀକରାଇନ 
ସାଧନାେୁ ଆରଜୁ ଫିଲମକର କେଖିଲା ପ୍କର ଆମ ସାଙ୍ଗମାକନ ୋ 
ଭଳି ୋଳ େଟା ଆରମ୍ଭ େରିକେକଲ। କମାର େି େହୁେ ମନ ଥିଲା 
କସଭଳି ୋଳ ୋଟି ୋନି ଛାେି େକଲଜ ଯିୋ ପ୍ାଇଁ। ୋପ୍ା ଆଉ 
େୁନା ଭାଇନା ୋକଳ ଜାଣିକଲ ରାଗି େିଧାଟିଏ କେୋ େରକର 
େଇଁଚିେୁ କେକେ ଥର ହାେକର ମୁଣ୍ଡ ପଯଖୟନ୍ତ  କନକଲ େି େିଛି 
ନିର୍ଣ୍ମୟ େରି ପ୍ାରିନଥିଲି। କେକେ ଚାଉଳିଆ ଗଛକର ଚଢି ଗପ୍ ୋ 
େେିୋ େହି ପ୍ଢିଲା କେକଳ କେକେଥର ଭାେିଚି ମଁୁ କେମିେି 
କେଖାଯିେି ସାଧନା ଭଳି ୋଳ ୋଟିକଲ? କସ ଭାେନା ସେୁ 
କେେଳ ଗଛ ଉପ୍କର ଛାେି ଚାଲିଆକସ । 

 

ମୁମବାଇ ସହରକର େିଛିେିନ ରହିଲା ପ୍କର ସୁଧାଂରୁ୍ ଆକମରିୋ 
ଆସିୋ ପ୍ାଇଁ ଠିକ୍  କସଲ । ସିଏ ପ୍ରଥକମ ଆସି ଚିୋକଗାକର 
ଚାକିରି  ପ୍ାଇଗକଲ । ମଁୁ ପି୍ଲାଙ୍କ ସାସଙ୍ଗ ଚିୋକଗା ସହର, 
କଯାଉଠି ର୍ୀେ େିକନ କୋ ପ୍କେ କସଠିେୁ କସକପ୍େମବର ମାସ 
କର୍ଷ କେଳେୁ ଆସିଗଲି l େିକନ ସୋଳୁ ଉଠିଲା କେଳେୁ ଅଳ୍ପ ଅଳ୍ପ 
େୁଷାର ଆୋର୍ରୁ ପ୍େିୋ କେଖିଲି। ଏହା ପୂ୍େମରୁ କେକେ ସେକର 
ଭୂମିକର େୁଷାର ପ଼୍ିେୋ କେଖି ନଥିଲି। କସକେକେକଳ ଇଣ୍ଟକନମଟ୍ 
ୋ ଟିଭି ନଥିଲା େହିକଲ ଚକଳ। କମାର େି ଭୂକଗାଳ ଇେୟାେିକର 
ଏକେ ଜ୍ଞାନ ନଥିଲା । କେେଳ ଯାହା େରୋର ପ୍ଢା ପ୍ାଇଁ ୋହା 
କଘାଷି କଘାଷି ଭଲ ମାେମ ଆଣୁଥିଲି। ଆମ ପୁ୍ରୀ କି ମୁମବଇକର 
(କଯାଇଠି ମଁୁ ଥିଲି) କେକେ େୁଷାର ଭୂମିକର ପ୍କ଼େନି। କେେଳ 
ସିକନମାକର କୋ କେଖିଥିଲି ଆଉ କହକରାଇନ ମାକନ କସଇ 
ଲୁଗା ୋ କେସ ପି୍ନି୍ଧ କୋ କର ଗୀେ ଗାଇ ଚାଲୁଥିକଲ। କେକେ 
କେକେ ୋଙ୍କ କେହକର କେେଳ ନାଇଲନ ର୍ାଢୀ ୋ କେସ ଟିଏ 
ଥାଏ। କମାର ଜ୍ଞାନ ନଥିଲା କଯ ସିକନମାଟିକର ସିନ୍ ଗୁେିେ 

କଯାେିଯା଼ିେ େରି କହାଇଥାଏ। ମଁୁ ଭାକେ ସକେ କଯମିେି 
ଅଭିକନତ୍ରୀ ସାଧନା େିଚାରି ର୍ୀେକର ଥରୁ ଥିକଲେି ଆମ ମାନଙ୍କ 
ପ୍ାଇଁ ସିକନମା େରୁଥିଲା ଘଣ୍ଟା ଘଣ୍ଟା ଧରି । ଆୋର୍ରୁ ସେକର 
େୁଷାର ପ୍େିୋ କେଖି କମାର ସାଧନା ଯିଏ େି କମାର ସେୁଠୁ 
କଫଭରିଟ୍ କହକରାଇନ ଥିଲା, ୋ େଥା ମକନ ପ୍େିଲା। ସିଏ 
କେମିେି ଆର ଜ  ସିକନମାକର କୋ କର େୁଲି ଗୀେ ଗାଉଥିଲା। 

 

ଝରୋ ୋଚକର ମୁହଁ ଲଗାଇ ମଁୁ ଓଟ ପ୍ରି କେେ ଲକମବଇ 
କେଖିଲି େପ୍ା ଫୁଲ ପ୍ରି ଧଳା ଧଳା ହାଲୋ କୋ ଆୋର୍ରୁ ପ୍େି 
ଆମ ଡ୍ରାଇଭ୍ ସୱକର ଧଳା ୋକପ୍ମଟ ପ୍େିଲା ପ୍ରି ଲାଗୁଥିଲା । 
ସୁଧାଂରୁ୍ ଓ ପି୍ଲାମାକନ ଉଠି ନଥିକଲ। କଯୌେନ ସମୟକର ସେୁ 
କେକଳ ସାଧନା ପ୍ରି ୋଳ ୋଟି େରଫକର େୁଲିୋେୁ କମାର ଭାରି 
ମନ ଥିଲା। ଭାେିଲି ଏକେ େ ୋପ୍ା ୋ ଭାଇନା ନାହାନି୍ତ। ସୁଧାଂରୁ୍ 
ମକେ କେକେ େିଛି ଏସେୁ ନେରିୋେୁ େହନି୍ତନି । ମଁୁ ନିକଜ ଯାହା 
ଇଛା ୋ େକର । ଶାଢୀେି ପି୍ନି୍ଧ ଚପ୍ଲ ହକଳ ଗକଳଇ କେଲି। 
ୋପ୍କର େୁଆର କଖାଲି ଘର ଡ୍ରାଇଭ୍ ସୱକ  ଜଲ୍ ଦି୍ ଜଲ୍ ଦି୍ କେଇଁ 
କେଇଁ ଗଲି। କୋକଧ ଖୁସିକର “କେେରେି ୋଲମ” ଗୀେଟି ଗୁଣୁ 
ଗୁଣୁ େରି ଗାଉଥିଲି। 

 

େୋଟ କଖାଲି ୧୫ େି ୧୬ ପ୍ାେ ଯାଇଥିେି ଡ୍ରାଇଭ୍ ସୱକର କମା 
ପ୍ାେ ଭାରି ଥଣ୍ଡା ଲାଗିଲା । ଭାେିଲି ଠିକ୍ କହାଇଯିେ। ଖେର ୋଗଜ 
ପ୍େିଥିଲା । ୋେୁ ଆଣିୋେୁ ଆଉ ୨୦ ପ୍ାେ ଆଗେୁ ଗଲି। ଗଲା 
କେକଳ କମା ନୂଆ ସାଧନା େଟ ୋଳେୁ େି ଟିେିଏ ହାେକର ଛୁଇଁ 
କେଉଥାଏ। ପ୍େନକର ଉେି ନଯାଉ କୋଲି। ୫ ମିନଟ ପ୍କର 
ଚପ୍ଲ କଯାଗୁ କଗା଼େ ଭାରି ଥଣ୍ଡା ଲାଗିଲା। ଭାେିଲି ଘରେୁ କେୌ଼ିେ 
କଫରିଯିେି। େିନ୍ତୁ କୋ ଏକେ ସୁନ୍ଦର େିରୁ୍ଥିଲା କଯ ମନ କହଉ 
ନଥିଲା ଆସିୋେୁ ଘରେୁ । କେକେ କମା ପୁ୍ଅ କୋକଧ ଉଠିଲା 



 

97 
 

ଊରି୍ମ: ୨୦୨୦ ଓସା ସସାସେନିର  

ଆଉ ମମି ମମି ୋେ ଛାେିଲା । କମାର ସାଧନା କହୋ ପ୍ରସାଧନ 
କସଇଠି ସକରଇ ଘରେୁ ଜଲ୍ ଦି୍ ଜଲ୍ ଦି୍ ଆସିଲି। ଭାରି ଥଣ୍ଡା କଯାଗୁ 
କଗା଼େକର େିଛି ଅନୁଭେ େରି ପ୍ାରୁ ନଥିଲି। 

ଘର ଭିେକର ପ୍ରି୍ ୋପ୍କର କଗା଼େକର ଗରମ ପ୍ାଣି କସେ କେଲି 
ଓ େର େର େରି କମାଜା କଯାେିଏ ପି୍ନି୍ଧଲି। ସୋଳ ଜଳଖିଆ 
ଖାଇଲା ପ୍କର ପି୍ଲାମାକନ ସ୍କଲୁ ଓ ସୁଧାଂରୁ୍ ୋମେୁ ଗକଲ। େୁଇ 
ପ୍ହର କେଳେୁ କମା କେହକର େମ୍ପ ଆସିଲା ପ୍ରି ଲାଗିଲା। କୋ 
େିନସାରା ପ୍େୁଥାଏ । ମଁୁ ଝେମା ପ୍ାଖକର ଖଟ ଉପ୍କର େସି େମବଳ 
କଘାକେଇ କହାଇ ୋହାରେୁ କେଖୁଥାଏ। ଭାେୁଥାଏ େିଏ ଟିେିଏ 
ଚାହା େରି ଦି୍ଅନ୍ତା କି ? ମନେୁ େୁକଝଇ େହିଲି ଏଠି େ େୁଆ ୋ 
କୋଇଲିଟିଏ ନାହିଁ । େିଏ ଚାହା େରିେ। ସକୌଣସି ର୍ମସତ 
ଧୀସରଧୀସର କରାକଷଇ ଘରେୁ ଯାଇ ଅୋ ପ୍ୋଇ େକପ୍ ଚାହା 
େଲି । ପ୍ାଉଁରୁଟି ଖକଣ୍ଡ କସେି ଖାଇଲି । ଘଣ୍ଟାକର ୩ଟା ୋଜି 
୧୫ ରି୍ମନିଟ୍  କହାଇଥିୋ କେଖିଲି। ପି୍ଲା ମାନଙ୍କର ସ୍କଲୁରୁ 
ଆସିୋ କେଳ କହଲା। ୋଙ୍କ ପ୍ାଇଁ େୁଆରଟା କଖାଲିକେଇ ଆସି 
କସାଫା ଉପ୍କର ଲମବମାନ କହାଇ ପୁ୍ଣି କର୍ାଇଗଲି। ପି୍ଲାମାକନ 
ଘରେୁ ଆସିେରି ୋେୁଥାନି୍ତ, “ମମି, ମମି କେଖ, ଆକମ ସ୍କଲୁକର 
ରି୍ଳ୍ପଯାନ କେମିେି େରିଛୁ l” କମା ମୁଣ୍ଡଟା ଭାରି ବିନ୍ଧ ଥିଲା ଆଉ ପ୍ାେ 
ସେୁକର େିଛି ଫିଲିଙ୍୍ଗ ଥିଲା ପ୍ରି ଲାଗୁ ନଥିଲା l ଝିଅେୁ େହିଲି, 
“ବିସ୍କ ଟ୍ ୨ ଖଣ୍ଡ ଖାଆ ଆଉ ଭାଇେୁ େି କେ। ମଁୂ େୁଧ ଗରମ େରି 
ୋେିେି େୁମର୍ମାନଙୁ୍କ।” ଆଉ କହାସ ନାହିଁ କମାର ୋପ୍କର । 
ୋଉଳା ଚାଉଳା କହଲାରୁ ଝିଅ ୋ ପାପାଙ୍କ ଅଫିସ କ  କଫାନ େଲା 
। ସୁଧାଂରୁ୍ ଅଧ ଘକଣ୍ଟ ପ୍କର ଆସି ପହଞି୍ଚସଲ । ୋଙୁ୍କ କେଖି କମା 
ମନକର ଭରସା ଆସିଲା। ନକହକଲ ସାନ ପି୍ଲା େୁକହଁ େରି 
ଯାଇଥିକଲ। 

 

କେହ ଖଇ ପ୍ରି ୋେି ଯାଇଥିଲା । ଜ୍ୱରଟା େଢି ଚାଲିଥିଲା । ଆକମ 
ଅର ସଜଣ୍୍ଟ  ସକୟାର କ  ଗଲୁ । ୋକ୍ତର କେଖି େହିଲା - ଏେ 
ଭାଇରାଲ୍  ନିକମାନିଆ । ଆଣି୍ଟୋକୟାଟିକ୍ କପ୍ରସକ୍ରାଇବ୍ କହଲା । 
ଆକମ ରାେି ୧୦ଟାକର ଘରେୁ କଫରିଲୁ । ସସସତସବସଳ କମାର 
ସହଲ୍ ଥ୍ ଇନ୍ ସ ରାନ୍ ସ କହାଇନଥାଏ। ୩ ମାସ ପ୍କର 
ଇନ୍ ସ ରାନ୍ ସ ମିକଳ ସ୍ତ୍ରୀ ଆଉ ପି୍ଲାଙୁ୍କ । ସେୁ ମିରି୍ ୋକ୍ତରଙ୍କ େିଲ୍ 
୫୭ େଲାର କହଲା । ୋପ୍କର ଓଷଧ ଖର୍ଚ୍ମ ଅଲଗା । 

 

ଘରେୁ ଆସିଲା ପ୍କର ସୁଧାଂରୁ୍ ପ୍ଚାରିକଲ - ଏସେୁ କେମିେି କହଲା 
ହଠାତ୍? ର୍ମ   େହିଲି କେମିେି ମଁୁ ସାଧନା ପ୍ରି କୋକର ଯାଇ େିନା 
କଜାୋ, କମାଜାକର ଚପ୍ଲକର େୁଲି ଆସିଲି କଘକର ସୋକଳ। 
େିଛି ନେହିୋ କଲାେ ସିଏ। କେକେ େହିକଲ, - କଯାେିଏ ପି୍ଲାର 
ମା କହଲା ପ୍କର କୋର ସାଧନା କହୋେୁ ନେଲ େରିୋ େଣ 
େରୋର? ମୁଣ୍ଡରୁ େୁଦି୍ଧ େୁଆକେ ଗଲା? କସଇ େିନଠୁ କମାର 
କୋକର ଚାଲିୋ ଇଛା କର୍ଷକହଲା । ଆଉ କେକେ ଫ୍ରୀନ୍ ଜ୍  
ସହୟାର  ଷ୍ଟାଇଲ୍  େରିୋେୁ ସାହସ େରିନି । ଏକେ ଭାକେ ସେକର 
ମଁୁ କେକେ ସରଳ ଥିଲି । ଏକେ ଆସୁଥିୋ ପି୍ଲାମାକନ କନଟ୍ ଦ୍ୱାରା 
ସେୁ େଥା ଜାଣୁଛନି୍ତ । 

 

ଏକେ କଯକେ େଷମର ପ୍ରଥମ କୋ ଆକସ ମଁୁ ମକନ ପ୍ୋଇ ହକସ 
“ମଁୁ ଆଉ କମାର କଫଭରିଟ ସାଧନା କହୋ ପ୍ାଇଁ କଚଷ୍ଟା ।”

 
 

ନର୍ଥ ୱାେସ, ନେନ ିେଭାନିଆ 
ଯୁକ୍ତରାଷ୍ଟ୍ର ଆନମରିକା  
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କୋଗଜ କଥୋ କବହ ବନୋମ ଡିଜିଟୋଲ 
ଅନଲାଇନ କଥୋ କବହ 
ଡୁଃ ପ୍ରଭାତ ନଳିନୀ ପଟ୍ଟନାୟକ 
 

 

 

 

 

ଆବହର୍ମାନ କାଳର  ଇତିହାସ ରହିଛି । ବିଚାରସପାସଯାଗୀ ବିଜ୍ଞ 
ପୂବଖ ପ ର ଷ, ର୍ମ ନି ଋଷି ର୍ମାସନ ନିଜ ସର୍ମୟର ଅନ େୂତି, ବିେିନ୍ନ 
କଥାର୍ମାନ ତାମ୍ରଲିପି ସଲର୍ା, ତାଳପତ୍ର ସଲର୍ା, ଶିଳା ସଲର୍ା ଓ 
କାଗଜ ସଲର୍ା ଇତୟାଦି୍ ଜରିଆସର ଲିପିବର୍ଦ୍ କରି ଯାଇଛନି୍ତ । 
ଯାହାକ  ଆସର୍ମ ଆଜି ପୂବଖ ଇତିହାସ କହ ଛ  । ସବଦ୍, ଶାସ୍ତ୍ର, 
ଗୀତା, ସବ  ସଂପ୍ରଦ୍ାୟର ଧର୍ମଖ, ସଲର୍କଙ୍କ ସଲର୍ା, ସବୈଜ୍ଞାନିକଙ୍କ 
ଗସବଷଣା, ଯ ର୍ଦ୍, ସଦ୍ୈନ େିନ ଚଳଣି ଓ କ୍ରର୍ମଶୁଃ ଆଧ ନିକ 
ବିକାଶର ଉନ୍ନତି ଇତୟାଦି୍ ସବ  କିଛି ଇତିହାସ ଓ ଉଦ୍ାହରଣ 
ହିସାବସର ଲିପିବର୍ଦ୍ ସହାଇଛି । ପରିବତ୍ତଖନଶୀଳ  ଦ୍ ନିଆସର 
ଏହିପରି ଲିପିବର୍ଦ୍ ସହବାର ପ୍ରର୍ମାଣ ରହିଛି । ପ ରାତନ ଓ ନୂତନ 
ସର୍ମେ ପିଢି ର୍ମାନଙ୍କ ପାଇ  ଯ ସଗ ଯ ସଗ ନୂଆ ନୂଆ ଇତିହାସ 
ବର୍ଣ୍ଖନା ସହଉଥାଏ । ତାହାକ  ପଢି ଅନ କରଣ କରି ନୂତନ ପିଢି 
ଆଗକ  ବଢିବାର ପ୍ରୟାସ କର ଥିସବ ।  
 
ସତଣ   କଥାସର ଅଛି, “କୋଗଜ କଥୋ କବହ, ମଣିଷ କଥୋ 
କବହନି” । 
 
ଆଜିର ଏହି କସରାନା ର୍ମହାର୍ମାରୀ ପୃଥିବୀବାସୀଙ୍କ  ଆତଙି୍କତ 
କରିଛି । ଆଧ ନିକ ଯନ୍ତ୍ର ପରି ଚଳଚଞ୍ଚଳ ଜନ ସର୍ମାଜ େୟେୀତ 
ସହାଇ ସ୍ଥାଣ  ପ୍ରାୟ ସହାଇ ଯାଇଛନି୍ତ । ସବ  କଥାସର ପ୍ରାୟ ପଛ ଆ 
ସହାଇ ଯାଇଛନି୍ତ । ୧୮୨୦ ସର ସହାଇଥିବା ର୍ମହାର୍ମାରୀ ଠାର  
୨୦୨୦ କସରାନା ର୍ମହାର୍ମାରୀ ଅଧିକ ବିପଜ୍ଜନକ ସହାଇଛି । 
ସଯଉ ଠି ପରେର ଏକାଠି ରି୍ମଶିବା େୟ । ପରେରଙ୍କ ନିୁଃଶ୍ଵାସ 
ପ୍ରଶ୍ଵାସର ଦୂ୍ରତା ଅତୟନ୍ତ ଛ ଫ େ ରହିବା ଦ୍ରକାର । ସଗାେିଏ 
ଜାଗାସର ଦ୍ଶ ବାର ଜଣ ସଲାକ ର୍ମାସ୍କ (ର୍ମ ର୍ାବରଣ) ପିନି୍ଧ ଅତି 
ଦ୍ରକାର ସହସଲ ଦୂ୍ରତା ସହ କିଛି ଜର ରୀ କାର୍ମ କରିପାରିସବ 
ସବାଲି ସରକାରୀ ସୂଚନା ରହିଛି । ଏଥିପାଇ  ସଦ୍ୈନଦି୍ନ 
ଜୀବନଯାପନ ପ୍ରଣାଳୀ ବଦ୍ଳି ଯାଇଛି । ବିନା ର୍ମ ର୍ାସର  ର  
ବାହାରିବା ଓ ପୂବଖେଳି ସର୍ମେ କାଯଖୟ ସ ର ର୍ ର ସର କରିବା 
ସମ୍ଭବପର ସହାଇପାର ନି । ଏହି ପରିସପ୍ରକ୍ଷୀସର ଆସର୍ମ “ନଥଖ 
ଆସର୍ମରିକା ଓଡିଆବାସୀ” ଓଡିଆର ସ୍ୱାେିର୍ମାନ, ପରମ୍ପରା, 

ସଂସ୍କତିୃକ  ବଜାୟ ରଖିବା ପାଇ  ପ୍ରତିବଷଖ ଜ ଲାଇ ୪ (ଆସର୍ମରିକା 
ସ୍ୱାଧୀନତା ଦି୍ବସ ଛ େି)ସର ସହଉଥିବା ଓସା ସମି୍ମଳନୀକ  ସନଇ 
ଚିନି୍ତତ ଥିଲ  । ଏଇ ବଷଖର ପୂବଖ ନିର୍ଦ୍ଖାରିତ  “୫୧ ତର୍ମ ଓସା 
୨୦୨୦”, ନାସ େିଲ୍ , ସେସନସିସର ସହବାର ସଯାଜନା ଥିଲା । 
ଅପ୍ରାକୃତ ଆକସି୍ମକ  େଣା ସଯାଗ  , ଆସର୍ମ ବାଧ୍ୟତା ବଶତୁଃ  ସସହି 
ପାରମ୍ପରିକ ସମି୍ମଳନୀର ପ୍ରୟ।ସକ  ବେ କରି ସଦ୍ଇଥିଲ  ।  
 
କାରଣ ର୍ମନସର ଆସିଲା - “ଜୀବନ ରହିବଲ - ମଣିଷ ରହିବ - 
ମଣିଷ ରହିବଲ - ଚଳ ଚଞ୍ଚଳ ସଂସୋର ରହିବ - ମଣିଷ ସି୍ଥତିବର 
- ସବୁ ପୂବଣପରି ପୁଣି ବେରି ଆସିବ ।” 
 
କିନ୍ତୁ ର୍ମନସର ସଂଶୟ ସବ ସବସଳ ଆସିଲା, "ସତସର କଣ ୫୧ 
ତର୍ମ ଓସା ପାରମ୍ପରିକ ସମି୍ମଳନୀ ନ ା ଇତିହାସସର ରହିବନି ?" 
 
ଅଣସର ସର୍ମୟସର ଶ୍ରୀ ଜଗନ୍ନାଥ ର୍ମହାପ୍ରେ ଙ୍କ  ଅଦ୍ଶଖନସର 
ଅଲାରନାଥଙ୍କ ଦ୍ଶଖନ କଥା ର୍ମସନ ପଡିଗଲା । 
 
ଠିକ୍  ସସତିକି ସବସଳ ର୍ମନସର ଆସିଲା - “ଇତିହାସସର ଲିପିବର୍ଦ୍ 
କରି ରଖିବା ପାଇ  ଓସା ୨୦୨୦ ପାରମ୍ପରିକ ସମି୍ମଳନୀୋ 
ଅନ୍ ଲାଇନ୍  େିଡିଓ କନସଫରନସସର କସଲ ସକରି୍ମତି ହ ଅନ୍ତା ? 
ସର୍ମସେ ସର୍ମେଙ୍କ  ଜ ର୍ମସର ସଦ୍ଖି ର୍ ସି ହ ଅସନ୍ତ ।” 
 
ପ୍ରେ  ଜଗନ୍ନାଥ ଆର୍ମ ଭାବନାସର ସି୍ମତ ହସିସଦ୍ସଲ ଓ ତଥାେ  
କହିସଲ । 
 
ବରାଦ୍ କସଲ - ତ ସର୍ମ ସର୍ମାର ସଂସାର । ଆଧ ନିକ ଯ ଗର ପିଢି । 
ଦି୍ବୟଦୃ୍ଷି୍ଟ ଜରିଆସର ସଞ୍ଜୟ ର୍ମହାଭାରତ ଯ ର୍ଦ୍ ସଦ୍ଖିଲା ପରି 
ଆସର୍ମ ଦୂ୍ରଦ୍ଶଖନ ଓ ସଂଗଣକ ସାହାଯୟସର ଦ୍ ନିଆ ସଦ୍ର୍ ଛ  । 
ସବ  କିଛି କାର୍ମ ଅନଲାଇନ ଓ େିଡିଓ କଲ ର୍ମାଧ୍ୟର୍ମସର କର ଛ  । 
ଓଡିଶା ସଂସ୍କତିୃ ପ୍ରସାରର ପ୍ରୟାସକ  ପରିସି୍ଥତିର ସମ୍ମ ର୍ୀନ ସହାଇ 
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େିନ୍ନ ସର୍ମାଡ ସଦ୍ଇ, ଅଲାରନାଥଙ୍କ ଦ୍ଶଖନ ପରି ଆସଗଇ ଯିବା 
ଜଗନ୍ନାଥ ସଂସ୍କତିୃର କତ୍ତଖବୟ ଓ ଧର୍ମଖ ।  
 
ଅଦୃ୍ଶୟ ଶକି୍ତର ଅେୟ ବାଣୀ ପ୍ରାସୟ - ପ୍ରଥସର୍ମ ଓସାର 
ବସୟାସଜୟଷ୍ଠ ର୍ମାନଙ୍କ ପାଇ  ତାଙ୍କର ବିଗତ କିଛି “ଅେ ଲା ସ୍ମୃତି” 
ସପ୍ରାଗ୍ରାର୍ମର ପ୍ରୟାସ କରାଗଲା । ତାର ଅପୂବଖ ସଫଳତାର 
ଇନ୍ଧନସର - ଓସା େିର୍ମ ବର୍ଦ୍ପରିକର ସହସଲ  ଆସର୍ମ “୫୧ ତର୍ମ 
ଓସା ୨୦୨୦ ଭାରଚ ଆଲ କନସେନସନ” କରିବା । ସହାସେଲ 
ରହିବା ଓ ର୍ାଦ୍ୟ ର୍ାଇବା ଛଡା ଆଉ ସବ  ସପ୍ରାଗ୍ରାର୍ମ ତିନି ଦି୍ନ 
ଧରି ଜ ଲାଇ ୩  ର  ୫ ଯାଏ ସଯରି୍ମତି ସହଉଥିଲା ସସରି୍ମତି ସହବ 
ସବାଲି ସି୍ଥର ସହଲା । ର୍ମାତ୍ର ପେର ଦି୍ନ େିତସର ସବ  କିଛି 
ଆସୟାଜନ କରିବାକ  ପଡିବ । 
 
ଓଡିଆର ସ୍ୱୋଭିମୋନର ଧ୍ଵନି - “ପଛ ଘୁଞ୍ଚୋ ନୋହିଁ ବୀରର ଜୋତବକ” 
। 
 
କମ ଦି୍ନ େିତସର ସବ  ଚାପେର େିମ ଆସଗଇ ଗସଲ ନିଜ 
କତ୍ତଖବୟସର । ଦି୍ନରାତିକ  ଏକ କରି ଓସା ସନସନାଲ୍ େିର୍ମ ସବ ର 
ସଂସଯାଜନା, ସଂକଳନ କରି ଜ ଲାଇ ତିନି ପୂବଖାହ୍ନସର 
ଇନାଗ ସରସନ ଠାର  ଆରମ୍ଭ କରି ଜ ଲାଇ ୫ ସଂଧ୍ୟାସର ସକୋଜିଂଗ 
ସହ ଗପସପ ସପ୍ରାଗ୍ରାର୍ମସର ଶୃଂର୍ଳିତ ଭାସବ େରଚ ଆଲ 
କନସେନସନ ସର୍ମାପ୍ତ କରିଥିସଲ । ସର୍ମାପି୍ତସର କନ୍ ସେନ୍ ସନ୍  
ସର୍ମୟ ସରିଯାଉ କାହାର ବି ଇଛା ନଥିଲା । ସର୍ମେଙ୍କ ର୍ମନ କହି 
ଉଠ ଥିଲା - ଏ ରାତି ନ ପାହ  ।  ସର ବସି ସକସଡ ସ େର ଆସର୍ମ 
ଉପସଭାଗ କର ଛ  । ବହ  ଜଣଙ୍କର ର୍ମତାର୍ମତ ଥିଲା ଏହି େଳି 
କନସେନସନ ବସଷଖ କରି ସରଗ ଲାର କନସେନସନ ବସଷଖ କସଲ 
ବହ ତ େଲ ସହବ। ଯିବା ଆସିବା, ସହାସେଲ ର୍ଚ୍ଚଖ ଇତୟାଦି୍ 
କରି୍ମଯିବ ।  

 
୨୦୧୯ସର ୫୦ ତର୍ମ ସଗାଲସଡନ ୍ ଜ ବ ଲି ଓସା କନସେନସନ 
ଅସନକ ଜାକଜର୍ମକସର, ବହ  ର୍ଚ୍ଚଖସର ଆଟ୍ ଲାଣି୍ଟକ୍  ସିେି, ନିଉ 
ଜର ସିସର  ସହାଇଥିଲା । ସଗାଲସଡନ ୍ ଜ ବ ଲି ପସର - ୫୧ ତର୍ମ 
ଓସା ୨୦୨୦ କନସେନସନ କମ ର୍ଚ୍ଚଖସର ସାଧାରଣ ଭାସବ 
ନାସ େିଲ୍ , ସେସନସି ଠାସର କରିବାକ  ସି୍ଥର ସହାଇଥିଲା । 
ଜଗନ୍ନାଥଙ୍କ ବରାଦ୍ସର, ୫୧ତର୍ମ ଓସା ୨୦୨୦ ଭାରଚ ଆଲ 
କନସେନସନ, ଇତିହାସସର ସ୍ୱଣଖାକ୍ଷରସର ସଲଖିଲା ପରି 
ଯ ଗଯ ଗ ପାଇ  ଡିଜିୋଲ ରି୍ମଡିଆ, ୟ  େ ୟବସର ଲିପିବର୍ଦ୍ ସହାଇ 
ରହିଲା ଓ ରହିବ। ଯିଏ ସଯସତସବସଳ ଇଛା କରିବ, ଅବସର 
ସର୍ମୟସର ସଦ୍ଖିପାରିବ। ଏହି ନୂଆ ପ୍ରୟାସର ସଶୈଳୀ ଆଗାର୍ମୀ 
ପିଢି ପାଇ , “ଡିଜିୋଲ ରି୍ମଡିଆ, ଅନଲାଇନ”ସର ସ ରକି୍ଷତ ସହାଇ 
ରହିଲା । ତାକ  ସଦ୍ଖିବା ପାଇ  ଆଥିକ ର୍ଚ୍ଚଖର ଆବଶୟକତା ନାହିଁ 
। 
 
ବର୍ତ୍ଣମୋନ କୋଗଜବର ବଲଖିବୋ ସମୟ ଯୋଇଛି । ଏହି “ଡିଜିଟୋଲ 
ଅନଲାଇନ” ହିଁ କଥୋ କହିବ । 
 
୫୧ ତର୍ମ ଓସା ୨୦୨୦ ଭାରଚ ଆଲ କନସେନସନର ସଫଳତା 
ସଯାଗ   ଓସା ଇତିହାସସର ଏକ ନୂଆ ଅଧ୍ୟାୟ ସୃଷି୍ଟ ସହାଇଛି । 
ଆର୍ମ ଓସାର ନୂଆ ପିଢି  ସଯଉ ର୍ମାସନ ଡିଜିୋଲ ରି୍ମଡିଆ, 
ଅନ୍ ଲାଇନ୍ ସର ବିଜ୍ଞ ଓ ଏହି ୫୧ ତର୍ମ ଓସାକ  ସଫଳ କରାଇଛନି୍ତ 
ର୍ମ   ସସର୍ମାନଙ୍କ  ଅସନକ ଅସନକ ଶ ସେଛା ଓ ଧନୟବାଦ୍ ଜଣାଉଛି 
। 
 
ବସେ ଉତ୍କଳ ଜନନୀ । 

 

(ଅବସର ପ୍ରାପ୍ତ ଉପ ନିସର୍ଦ୍ଖଶକ, ର୍ମତ୍ସୟ ବିଭାଗ, ଓଡିଶା) 
ନାସ ଭିଲ୍ , ନଟନନ ି  
ଯୁକ୍ତରାଷ୍ଟ୍ର ଆନମରିକା  
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ଆଲ କୋଟ୍ରୋଜ  
ସସି୍ମତା ର୍ମହାନି୍ତ 
 

 

 

ଆଲ୍ କାଟ୍ରାଜ୍   କହଉଛି ପ୍ରର୍ାନ୍ତ ମହାସାଗର ଗଭମରୁ 
ଜନମକନଇଥିୋ ଏେ ଜୀବନ୍ତ ଦ୍ୱୀପ । ଏହାର ଇେିହାସର ପୃ୍ଷ୍ଠା 
ଫର୍ଦ୍ଖଫର୍ଦ୍ଖ କହାଇ ଆଜି େି ହସିଉକଠ ପ୍ରର୍ାନ୍ତ ମହାସାଗର 
ଉପ୍େୂଳକର । ଏହା କେକେକେକେ ଆଖି ସାମନାରୁ ଅେୃର୍ୟ କହାଇ 
ଲ ଚିଯାଏ କେଳ ଅକେଳର େୁହୁେି କୋଳକର େ କେକେ 
ହସିଉକଠ ସୂଯଖୟର ଚିକ୍ ରି୍ମକ୍   ଓଢଣୀ ଭିେକର । ଜୀବନ୍ତ  
କଲାେମାନଙ୍କର ର୍ରୀରର ରକ୍ତ ପ୍ାନ େରି ଆଜି କସ ଖୁେ 
ହୃଷ୍ଟପୃ୍ଷ୍ଟ।  ରୂପ୍ ୋର କଯେିେି ମକନାହର, ଇେିହାସ ୋର 
କସେିେି ପ୍ରଳୟଙ୍କର।  

୧୭୭୫ ମସିହା ଅଗଷ୍ଟ ୫ ୋରିଖକର ସ୍ପାନିସ 
ଆେିଷ୍କାରେ ଲିଉକଟନାଣ୍ଟ ଜୁଆନ ମାନୁଏଲ େି ଅୟାଲା 
(Lieutenant Juan Manual De Ayala)  ପ୍ରଥକମ ଏହି ଟାପୁ୍େୁ 
ଆେିଷ୍କାର େରିଥିକଲ ଓ ଏହାର ନାମ କେଇଥିକଲ “ଲା ଆଇଲା 
କ଼େ ଲସ ଆଲେକେସ” । ଏହାର ଅଥମ କହଉଛି "ଆଇଲାଣ୍ଡ ଅଫ 
ୋେମସ" (Island of Birds) ।  ଧିକର ଧିକର ଏହାର ନାମ ପରିବତ୍ତଖନ 
କହଇ  ଆଲ୍ କାଟ୍ରାଜ୍   କହଇଯାଇଚି । ଆଲ୍ କାଟ୍ରାଜ୍ ର ଅଥମ 
କପ୍ଲିୋନ (Pelican) - େଗ ଜାେୀୟ ଏେ ଚକଢଇ ।  ୨୨ ଏେର 
ଧରି ବିେୃତ ଏହି ଦ୍ୱୀପ ସାନଫ୍ରାନିସକସ୍କା ସହର ଉପ୍େୂଳରୁ ୨.୪ 
େି.ମି େୂରୋକର ବିଦ୍ୟର୍ମାନ । 

 
 

ଇେିହାସରୁ ଜଣାଯାଏ କଯ ଆଲ୍ କାଟ୍ରାଜ୍ ର ପ୍ରଥମ ୋସିନ୍ଦା, 
କନଟିଭ ଆକମରିୋନ କଲାେମାକନ ୪୦୦୦ େି.ସି.  ରୁ ଏହି 
ଦ୍ୱୀପକର େସୋସ େରୁଥିକଲ। ଏହି ଆେିମ କଲାେମାକନ 
କାଲିଫରି୍ଣ୍ଆ ଉପ୍େୂଳ ଅଞ୍ଚଳର ମୁକେେମା ଅହକଲାକନ ଉପ୍ଜାେିର 
(muwekma ohlone tribe) । କସହି ସମୟକର ଏହି ଦ୍ୱୀପକର 
କପ୍ରୋତ୍ମା ମାନଙ୍କର ୋସ ଅଛି କୋଲି କଲାକେ ଼େରୁଥିକଲ। କେଣୁ 
କେୌଣସି ଆେିମ ଆକମରିୋନ କଲାେମାନଙୁ୍କ ୋସନ୍ଦ େରିୋ 
ଉସର୍ଦ୍ଶୟକର ଓ ସମାଧି ପ୍ାଇ ଁ ଏହି ଦ୍ୱୀପେୁ େୟେହାର 
େରାଯାଉଥିଲା।  

 ୧୮୪୮ ମସିହାକର ଆକମରିୋ ଓ କମକି୍ସକୋର ଯୁଦ୍ଧ 
ପ୍କର କାଲିଫରି୍ଣ୍ଆ ଆକମରିୋର ଅନ୍ତଭମୁ କ୍ତ କହାଇଥିଲା । ୧୮୫୦ 
ମସିହାକର ଏହି ଦ୍ୱୀପର କଭୌକଗାଳିେ ଉପ୍ସି୍ଥେି କଯାଗୁ ଏହି 
ଦ୍ୱୀପେୁ ଏେ ପ୍ରେିରକ୍ଷା ତ୍ରିକୋଣ ଭାେକର ସ୍ଵୀେୃେି େିଆଯାଇଥିଲା। 
ସାନଫ୍ରାନସିକସ୍କା ଉପ୍େୂଳର ପ୍ରେିରକ୍ଷାେୁ ଆଖି ଆଗକର ରଖି 
ଏହାେୁ ନିମମାଣ େରଯାଇଥିଲା । ଏହି ସମୟକର କାଲିଫରି୍ଣ୍ଆର 
ପ୍ରସିଦ୍ଧ ସୁନା କଖାଜ (ସଗାଲଡ ୍ରସ ) କଯାଗୁ ସାନଫ୍ରାନସିକସ୍କା ଓ 
ୋର ଆଖପ୍ାଖ  ଅଞ୍ଚଳକର ଆଥିେ ପ୍ରିସି୍ଥେି ଖୁେ ସ ଦୃ୍ଢ 
କହାଇଥିଲା । କେଣୁ କସହି ସମୟକର ରାଷ୍ଟ୍ରପ୍େିଙ୍କ ଆକେର୍ ଦ୍ୱାରା, 
ଏହି ଦ୍ୱୀପେୁ ସରୋରୀ ପ୍ରେିରକ୍ଷା େୁଗମ ଭାକେ ବୟେହାର 
େରାଯାଇଥିଲା । ସାନଫ୍ରାନସିକସ୍କା  ଉପ୍େୂଳର ସୁରକ୍ଷା ପ୍ାଇଁ 
ଏହିଠାକର େୁଗମ ନିମମାଣ େରାଯାଇଥିଲା ଏେଂ ୧୦୦ଟି କୋପ୍ର 
ପ୍ରେିରକ୍ଷା ୋନ୍ଥ ପ୍ରେିଷ୍ଠା େରିୋର କଯାଜନା ହାେେୁ ନିଆଯାଇଥିଲା 
। କସହି ସମୟକର ପ୍ଶି୍ଚମ ଉପ୍େୂଳର ଆଲ୍ କାଟ୍ରାଜ୍   ସେୁଠାରୁ 
ସୁରକି୍ଷେ େୁଗମ ଭାେକର ପ୍ରିଣେ କହାଇଥିଲା ।  ଜିଲସ  ସବଟ୍ ସ  
ୋୱାର  (Zealous Bates Tower) ଙୁ୍କ ଏହି େୁଗମ ନିମମାଣର ଦ୍ାୟିତ୍ୱ 
େିଆଯାଇଥିଲା । ସୁନା କେୌେ କଯାଗୁ  େମିେମାକନ  େୁଗମ ୋମ 
ଛାେି ସୁନା ଖଣିକର ୋମ େରିୋେୁ ପ୍ଳାଇଯାଉଥିକଲ । ଦ୍ୱୀପେୁ 
େରୋରୀ ସାମଗ୍ରୀ, ପ୍ରେିରକ୍ଷା ଆସୋେପ୍ତ୍ରର କନୋ ଆଣିୋ 
ଅେୟଧିେ ବୟୟେହୁଳ  କହାଇପ୍େିଥିଲା । ଏହିସେୁ ୋରଣ 
କଯାଗୁ, େୁଗମର ନିର୍ମଖାଣ ୋଯମୟ ସମ୍ପାେନ ପାଇ  େହୁେ େିଳମବ 
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କହାଇ ଯାଇଥିଲା । ୧୮୫୪ ମସିହାକର କାଲିଫରି୍ଣ୍ଆର ପ୍ଶି୍ଚମ 
ଉପ୍େୂଳେତ୍ତମୀ ଅଞ୍ଚଳର ପ୍ରଥମ  ଲାଇଟହାଉସ ଏଠାକର ପ୍ରେିଷ୍ଠା 
େରାଯାଇଥିଲା । ଏହି ସମୟକର ଲାଇଟହାଉସର କଲନସ  
ଫ୍ରାନସରୁ ଆମୋନୀ େରାଯାଇଥିଲା । ଏହି କଲନସେୁ ଫ୍ରାନସରୁ 
ନୁୟୟେମ କେଇ ସାନଫ୍ରାନସିକସ୍କାେୁ ଅଣାଯାଇଥିଲା । ଜୁନ ୧, 
୧୮୫୪ ମସିହାକର ସେମପ୍ରଥମ ଥର ପ୍ାଇଁ ପ୍ରଜ୍ୱଳିେ କହାଇ 
ପ୍ରର୍ାନ୍ତମହାସାଗରେୁ ଝଲୋଇ କେଇଥିଲା । 
 

 
 ୧୮୫୯ ମସିହାକର, େିନି ମହଲା ବିଶିଷ୍ଟ ଏେ େୁଗମ 
ନିମମାଣ ୋଯମୟ ସମ୍ପନ୍ନ କହାଇଥିଲା । ଏହି େୁଗମେୁ କସୈନୟମାନଙ୍କ 
ବୟାସରକ୍ ପ୍ାଇଁ େୟେହାର େରାଯାଉଥିଲା । ୧୮୬୧ରୁ ୧୮୬୫ 
ମସିହା ପଯଖୟନ୍ତ ଆକମରିୋକର ସିେିଲ୍ ଓବାର  ସମୟକର ୟ ନିଅନ୍  
ଆରି୍ମ ଏହି ଦ୍ୱୀପ୍େୁ  େୟେହାର େରୁଥିକଲ । ୧୮୬୧ ମସିହାକର 
ମିଲିଟାରି କସୈନୟମାକନ ଏଠାକର େନି୍ଦର୍ାଳା ନିମମାଣ େରିଥିକଲ । 
ଅକେୋେର ୧୬, ୧୯୩୩ ମସିହାକର ଯୁକ୍ତରାଷ୍ଟ୍ର ଆକମରିୋର 
ନୟାୟେିଭାଗ ଏହି ଦ୍ୱୀପ  ମଧ୍ୟକର ଥିୋ ବୟାସରକ୍ ଗୁେିେୁ ନିଜ 
ହାେେୁ କନଇଥିକଲ । ଅଗଷ୍ଟ ୧୯୩୪ ମାସିହାକର ଏହି ଦ୍ୱୀପେୁ 
ଜାେୀୟ ୋରାଗାର େିଭାଗ (ସଫସଡରାଲ୍  ବ ୟସରା ଅଫ୍  ପି୍ରଜ୍ ନ୍ ସ ) 
ହାେେୁ କନଇଥିକଲ।  
 

 
 

ଆଲ୍ କାଟ୍ରାଜ୍   ୋରାଗାରର ବେିଶାଳା ୪ଟି  ସସଲ୍ ବେକ୍ େିଭାଗକର 
େିଭକ୍ତ େରାଯାଇଥିଲା। ଏଥିରୁ ୨ଟି ଆନ୍ତରିେ  ସସଲ୍ ବେକ୍ ରହିଥିଲା 
ଯାହା ବି. ବେକ୍   ଏେଂ ସି. ବେକ୍  । ସମୁୋୟ େିନି ମହଲା େିରି୍ଷ୍ଟ 
ପ୍ରାସାଦ୍କର ୩୩୬େି କାରାଗୃହର ସୁେିଧା ରହିଥିଲା । ଏହାେୁ ଛାେି 
ବେକ୍  ଏ.େୁ କଗାୋମ ଘର ଭାେକର ବୟବହାର େରାଯାଉଥିଲା । 
ବେକ୍  ଡି.କର ୩୬ଟି ଅଲଗା କାରାଗୃହ ଏେଂ ୬ଟି ଏୋନ୍ତ 
କାରାଗୃହର େୟେସ୍ଥା ରହିଥିଲା । େଏଦି୍ମାକନ ଆକମରିୋର 
କେକୋଟି ଜଣାରୁ୍ଣା ନାମେୁ କନଇ ଏହି କାରାଗୃହର େିଭିନ୍ନ 
ୋରଣ୍ଡାେୁ ପ୍ରସ୍ପର ମଧ୍ୟକର ନାମେରଣ େରିଥିକଲ । କଯମିେିେି 
ଉୋହରଣ ସ୍ଵରୂପ୍ ବେକ୍  ବି. ଓ  ବେକ୍  ସି. ମଧ୍ୟକର ଥିୋ ରାସ୍ତାେୁ 
ବ୍ରଡସୱ, ଡାଇନିଂ ହଲ୍  ଓ ସସଲ୍ ବେକ୍ ମଧ୍ୟକର ଥିୋ ସ୍ଥାନେୁ 
ୋଇମ ସସ୍କାୟାର ନାମ କେଇଥିକଲ । ଅଗଷ୍ଟ ୧୧, ୧୯୩୪ 
ମସିହାକର ୯:୪୦ ସମୟକର ପ୍ରଥକମ ୧୩୭ ଜଣ କଏଦି୍ଙୁ୍କ ଏହି 
ୋରାଗାରେୁ ଅଣାଯାଇଥିଲା । ଏହି ଜାେୀୟ ୋରାଗାରର 
ୋଯମୟୋଳ ମଧ୍ୟକର ୧୫୭୬ ଜଣ କଏଦି୍ଙୁ୍କ ଏହି ୋରାୋସକର 
ରଖାଯାଇଥିଲା । କଜଲର କୋଠରି ଗୁେିେ ପ୍ରାୟେୁଃ ୫ ଫୁଟ ରୁ ୯ 
ଫୁଟ । ପ୍ରେି କୋଠରିକର ଥଣ୍ଡା ପ୍ାଣି ଆସୁଥିୋ କଗାକଟ କେସିନ 
ଓ କଗାକଟ କଛାଟ ଖାୋ ସହ କଫାଲେିଂ ଷି୍ଟଲ କଟେୁଲ, କଚୟାର 
ଓ ପ୍ାଇଖାନାର େୟେସ୍ଥା ରହିଥିଲା । ପ୍ରେି କୋଠରିକର କେେଳ 
କଗାଟିଏ କଏଦି୍ ରହିୋର ସୁେିଧା ଥିଲା  । ପ୍ରେି ସପ୍ତାହକର ପ୍ରେି 
କଏଦି୍େୁ େୁଇ ଥର ଗାକଧାଇୋ ଓ େୁଇ ଥର ପି୍ନ୍ଧା େପ୍ୋ 
େେକଳଇୋର ସୁେିଧା େିଆଯାଉଥିଲା । ସାଧାରଣେୁଃ ପ୍ରେି 
କଏଦି୍ଙୁ୍କ ଚାରିଟି ପ୍ରାଥମିେ ଅଧିୋର ମିଳୁଥିଲା: ଖାଇୋ, 
ସ୍ଵାସ୍ଥୟକସୋ, ରହିୋ ପ୍ାଇଁ ସ୍ଥାନ ଓ ପି୍ନି୍ଧୋ ପ୍ାଇଁ େପ୍ୋ । 
ଏହାଛୋ ଅନୟ କେୌଣସି ପ୍ରୋର ସୁେିଧା ଓ ନିଜ ସମ୍ପେମୀୟଙୁ୍କ 
କେଖାେରିୋର ସୁକଯାଗ ମଧ୍ୟ ଉପ୍ାଜମନ େରିୋେୁ ପ୍େୁଥିଲା । 
କଏଦି୍ମାନଙୁ୍କ ପ୍ରେି ମାସକର ଜକଣ ଅେିଥିଙ୍କ ସହିେ ସାକ୍ଷାେ 
େରିୋପ୍ାଇଁ କେଢ ଘଣ୍ଟାର ସୁକଯାଗ େିଆଯାଉଥିଲା । ଅେିଥି ଓ 
କଏଦି୍ କଗାଟିଏ ୋନ୍ଥର ଉଭୟ ପ୍ାଖକର ରହି କଫାନ ଦ୍ୱାରା 
କଥାବାତ୍ତଖା  କହୋର ସୁକଯାଗ େିଆଯାଉଥିଲା । େିଛି େୋ 
ନିୟମେୁ ପ୍ାଳନ େରିୋେୁ ପ୍େିଥାଏ କଯମିେିେି, କଏଦି୍ ଓ ୋଙ୍କ 
ଅେିଥିଙ୍କ ବାତ୍ତଖାଳାପ୍େୁ ଖୁେ ତୀକ୍ଷ୍ଣତାର ସହିେ େଜମମା 
େରାଯାଉଥିଲା । କଏଦି୍ ୋର କଜଲ ଜୀେନ େିଷୟକର କେୌଣସି 
େଥା େଲମ ଦ୍ୱାରା କଲଖି ଜଣାଇ ପ୍ାରିେନାହିଁ ଏେଂ ଅେିଥି 
ସାମ୍ପ୍ରତିକ ର୍ବର ଉପ୍କର େଥା କହାଇପ୍ାରିେନାହିଁ । ୋରାଗାର 
େୃଢ ନିୟମ ଦ୍ୱାରା ଜାଞ୍ଚ  େରାଯାଇ କଏଦି୍ମାନଙୁ୍କ ଚିଠି ଆୋନ 
ପ୍ରୋନ େରିୋର ସୁକଯାଗ ମିଳୁଥିଲା । ପ୍ରାୟେୁଃ କଏଦି୍ ପ୍ରକେୟେ 
େିନର 14 ଘଣ୍ଟା କୋଠରି ଭିେକର େିକେଇୋେୁ ପ୍େୁଥିଲା । 
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୧୯୩୪ରୁ ୧୯୪୮ ମସିହା ପ୍ଯମୟନ୍ତ ରହିଥିୋ ଏହି କଜଲର 
ୱାର ସଡନ୍  James A Johnston ୋଙ୍କର ଉପ୍ଲବି୍ଧ "Prison Life Is 
Different" ମାଧ୍ୟମକର େର୍ମାଇଛନି୍ତ । ବେକ୍   ଡି.କର ଦ୍ ର୍ଦ୍ଖାନ୍ତ 
ଅପ୍ରାଧୀ ମାନଙୁ୍କ ସ୍ଥାନ େିଆଯାଉଥିଲା । ଏହି ବେକ୍ ର ପ୍ାଞ୍ଚଟି 
ସକାଠରିେୁ “ଦି୍ ସହାଲ୍”ର ଆଖୟା େିଆଯାଇଥିଲା, କଯଉଁଠି 
କଏଦି୍ମାନଙୁ୍କ ୧୯ େିନ ପ୍ଯମୟନ୍ତ ରଖାଯାଉଥିଲା । ଏହାକ  “ଦି୍ 
ଷି୍ଟ୍ରପ୍ ସସଲ୍” କ ହାଯାଉଥିଲା, କଯଉଁଠି କଏଦି୍ଙୁ୍କ କେୌଣସି କେ଼େ, 
କେସିନ ଓ ପ୍ାଇଖାନା ସୁେିଧା ମିଳିନଥାଏ  । ପ୍ରାୟେୁଃ କଏଦି୍ଙୁ୍କ 
ଏହି ସକାଠରିକର ୨ େିନ ପ୍ଯମୟନ୍ତ ରଖାଯାଇଥାଏ କଯଉଁଠି ଲାଇଟ, 
େମବଳ ଓ ପି୍ନି୍ଧୋ ପ୍ାଇଁ େପ୍ୋ େିଆଯାଇନଥାଏ । 
 
 ଆଲ୍ କାଟ୍ରାଜ୍ ର ୋଯମୟୋଳ ମଧ୍ୟକର ୩୬ ଜଣ କଏଦି୍ 
ପ୍ଳାଇଯିୋର ଚଉେ ଥର ପ୍ରୟାସ େରିଥିକଲ । କସମାନଙ୍କ 
ମଧ୍ୟରୁ ଚିୋକଗାର ପ୍ରଖୟାେ ଗୟାଙ୍ଗଷ୍ଟର ଆଲୋକପ୍ାନ ଅନୟେମ 
ଥିକଲ । େର ଫାଙି୍କୋର େଣ୍ଡ ସ୍ଵରୂପ୍ ୋଙୁ୍କ ୧୧ େଷମର ୋରାେଣ୍ଡ  
ଆଲ୍ କାଟ୍ରାଜ୍ ର କଜଲକର କଭାଗିୋେୁ ପ୍େିଥିଲା । ଏଥି  ମଧ୍ୟରୁ 
ପ୍ରାୟେୁଃ ସେୁ ପ୍ଳାୟନର ପ୍ରୟାସ େିଫଳ କହାଇଥିଲା । େିନ୍ତୁ େିନି 
ଜଣ କଏଦି୍ଙ୍କର (John Anglin, Clarence Anglin, Frank Morris ) 
ପ୍ଳାୟନ ପ୍ରୟାସ ଏ ପ୍ଯମୟନ୍ତ ରହସୟମୟ । ଜ ନ୍  ୧୨, ୧୯୬୨ର 
ଏେ ସୋଳ ଜାଞ୍ଚ  ସମୟକର ଏହି େିନି ଜଣ କଏଦି୍ କସମାନଙ୍କ 
କସଲକର ନଥିୋ ଜଣାପ୍େିଥିଲା । େୁଇ Anglin ଭାଇ ଓ Frank 
Morris ଖୁେ ଚେୁରୋର ସହିେ କସମାନଙ୍କ କର୍ଜକର ପ ତଳା 
ରଖିଥିକଲ ଯାହା ରାତ୍ରି ପ୍ରହରୀ ମାନଙୁ୍କ ଚଖମା କେୋକର ସକ୍ଷମ 
କହାଇଥିଲା । ପ ତଳା ଗୁେିେ ପ୍ଳାସଟର, ରଙ୍ଗ, ଓ ପ୍ରେୃେ ମନୁଷୟ 
ଚୁଟିକର ତିଆରି କହାଇଥିଲା । ଘଟଣା ଜଣାପ୍େିୋ ମାତ୍ରକେ ପୁ୍ରା 
ଆଲ୍ କାଟ୍ରାଜ୍   କଜଲେୁ ଲେୋଉନ େରି  ସମୂ୍ପର୍ଣ୍ଖ େଲାସ ଆରମ୍ଭ 
େର ଯାଇଥିଲା ।  ଦ୍ୱୀପର ଚାରିପ୍କଟ ସମୁଦ୍ର େଲାସ ସମୟକର   
ୋଠ ଆହୁଲା ଏେଂ ଲାଇଫ କଭଷ୍ଟ ମିଳିଥିଲା । ଏହି ପ୍ଳାୟନ 
ରହସୟ ଏ ପ୍ଯମୟନ୍ତ  ସମୂ୍ପର୍ଣ୍ଖ ଭାକେ ପ୍ରମାଣିେ କହାଇନାହିଁ । େିନ୍ତୁ 
ଅନୁସନ୍ଧାନରୁ ମିଳିଥିୋ େଥୟ ଅନୁଯାୟୀ  ପ୍ରାୟେୁଃ ୋୟୁ ଚଳାଚଳ 
ପ୍ଥ କେଇ ଏହି େିନି ଜଣ ପ୍ଳାୟନ େରିଥିକଲ । ୋପ୍କର ପ୍ରାୟ 

ଏେ ମାଇଲ ଲମବା େୂରୋ େୁଷାର ପ୍ରି ଥଣ୍ଡା ସମୁଦ୍ରକର ପ୍ହଁରି 
ସ୍ଥଳଭାଗରୁ ପ୍ଳାୟନ େରିଥିକଲ । ସେର େଷମ ଧରି ଅନ ସନ୍ଧାନ 
ପ୍କର ସରୋରୀ ସଂସ୍ଥା ଏହି େିନି ଜଣ ଆକମରିୋକର େିମବା 
ୋହାର କେର୍କର ଜୀେିେ ଅଥୋ ମୃେ ଥିୋର କେୌଣସି ପ୍ରମାଣ 
ସଯାଗାଡ େରିପାରିନଥିସଲ । ୧୯୬୩ ମସିହାକର ଏହି କଜଲେୁ 
େନ୍ଦ େରାଯାଇଥିଲା ୋରଣ କଜଲର ପ୍ରିଚାଳନା ଅେୟନ୍ତ 
େୟୟେହୁଳ କହାଇପ଼୍ିେଥିଲା । ଆକମରିୋର ଅନୟ କଜଲ ମାନଙ୍କ 
େୁଳନାକର ଆଲ୍ କାଟ୍ରାଜ୍   କଜଲର ପ୍ରେିଟି କଏଦି୍ ପି୍ଛା େିନି ଗୁଣ 
ଅଧିେ ର୍ଚ୍ଚଖ େରୋର ପ୍େୁଥିଲା । ୧୯୭୨ ମସିହାକର ଜାେୀୟ 
ପ୍ାେମ ସଭିସ ଏହି  ଦ୍ୱୀପେୁ ନିଜ ଅଧୀନକର କନଇଥିକଲ  । 
ଏହାପ୍କର Golden Gate National Recreation Area କର ଏହା 
ଅନ୍ତଭମୁ କ୍ତ କହଇଥିଲା । ୧୯୮୬କର ଏହି ଦ୍ୱୀପ୍େୁ National Historic 
Landmark ଭାକେ କଘାଷିେ େରାଯାଇଥିଲା । ଆଜିର ୋରିଖକର 
ପ୍ରେିେଷମ ପ୍ରାୟ ୧.୫ ଲକ୍ଷ ପ୍ଯମୟଟେ ଏହି ଆଲ୍ କାଟ୍ରାଜ୍  ଦ୍ୱୀପେୁ 
କଫରି ସାହାଯୟକର େୁଲିୋପ୍ାଇଁ େଥା ଇେିହାସର ପ୍ାେସ୍ପର୍ମ 
ପ୍ାଇଁ ଯାଇଥାନି୍ତ ।  

କଯମିେିେି, “ଉର୍ଚ୍ ପ୍ରେେ ଦୂ୍ରକ  ସୁନ୍ଦର” ଠିକ୍  
କସହିପ୍ରି ଆଜିୋ ୋରିଖକର ଆଲ୍ କାଟ୍ରାଜ୍  ଦ୍ୱୀପ ପ୍ରର୍ାନ୍ତ 
ମହାସାଗରର କେଳାଭୂମିରୁ ର୍ ବ୍  ସୁନ୍ଦର ଓ ଆେଷମଣୀୟ 
କେଖାଯାଏ । ସମୟ େେଳି ଯାଇଛି ସେ; କହକଲ ଆଲ୍ କାଟ୍ରାଜ୍  
ଦ୍ୱୀପର ଇେିହାସ ଆଜିେି ସକେଜ, ଆଜିେି କସ ନିୁଃଶ୍ଵାସ ନିଏ ଏେ 
ନିଆରା ରହସୟମୟ ଠାଣିକର । ଆଲ୍ କାଟ୍ରାଜ୍ ର କୋଠରି ମାନଙୁ୍କ 
ସ୍ପର୍ମ େକଲ ହୃେୟକର କେୌେୁହଳର ଲହରୀ କଖଳିଯାଏ । 
କସସେୁ ଲହରୀ ରୂପ୍େ ଘଟଣାେଳୀ ସହ ସମୂ୍ପର୍ଣ୍ଖ ରୂକପ୍ 
ସାମନାସାମିନ ନକହୋ ପ୍ଯମୟନ୍ତ ନିଜେୁ କୋଠରି ମାନଙ୍କ ମଧ୍ୟକର 
ଲୁଚି ରହିଥିୋ ରହସୟରୁ ମୁେୁକଳଇୋ ଏକେ ସହଜ ନୁକହ ଁ । 
ଆଲ୍ କାଟ୍ରାଜ୍   କେକେକଯ େୁୁଃଖେ ଘଟଣାେଳୀ ମାନଙୁ୍କ ଛାେିକର 
ଚାପି୍ଧରି ପ୍ଯମୟଟେ ମାନଙୁ୍କ ସ୍ଵାଗେ ଜଣାଇୋର ପ୍ରୟାସ କସର, 
ତାହା ନିଶି୍ଚତରୂସପ ପ୍ରର୍ଂସାକଯାଗୟ  । 

  
ସାନ୍ ଜ ାସ୍, କାେିଫରି୍ଣ୍ଣଆ, ଯୁକ୍ତରାଷ୍ଟ୍ର ଆନମରିକା 
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େହିଳାଙ୍କ ବିମେଶ ଯାତ୍ରା 
ସି୍ମତା ପଣ୍ଡା 
  
କମାର କର୍ଷ  େଷମ ଇଞି୍ଜନିଅରିଂ ପ୍ାଠ ପ୍ଢା ଚାଲିଥାଏ । କମା 
ମାମୁ ୋଙ୍କର ସରୋରୀ ୋଯମୟେୁ କନଇ କଚନାଇ ସହରେୁ 
ଆସିଥାନି୍ତ । ରେିୋର କମାକେ କଭଟିୋେୁ ଛାତ୍ରୀ ନିୋସେୁ 
ଆସିଥିକଲ। କସକେକେଳେୁ କମାକେ େୟାମ୍ପସ ନିେମାଚନକର ଟାଟା 
େମ୍ପାନୀକର ଚାକିରି େି ମିଳି ଯାଇଥିଲା। ମାମୁ ପ୍ଚାରିକଲ - ଆଉ 
ଝିଅ କୋର ପ୍ାଠ ସାରିକଲ େଣ ପୋନ୍ ? ମଁୁ ଭାରି ଖୁସିକର େହିଲି, 
ମଁୁ କେମିେି ସୋ.ଏଫ୍ .ଏଲ୍ ପ୍ରୀକ୍ଷାକର େଢିଆ ନମବର ରଖିଛି। 
ଭଗୋନଙ୍କ େୟାରୁ କଚନାଇକର ପ୍ଢୁଥିଲି କୋଲି କେମିେି 
ୟ .ଏସ .ଏ ଏର୍ମବାସୀ ଯାଇ ସେୁ େହି, କୟାସସଟ୍  ଆଣି, ପ୍ଢିେି 
ପ୍ରସୁ୍ତେି େରୁଥିଲି। ଆସନ୍ତା ମାସକର ଜି.ଆର .ଇ. ପ୍ରୀକ୍ଷା ଅଛି। 
ସସନ୍ତାଷୀ ମା’ ବ୍ରେ ଉପ୍ୋସ େି େରୁଛି। କେମିେି େଢିଆ ନମବର 
ରହିଗକଲ ର୍ମାଷ୍ଟର ସ  େରିୋ ପ୍ାଇ ଁସ୍କଲାର ସିପ୍  ସହ ୟ .ଏସ .ଏର 
ଭଲ ମହାେିେୟାଳୟକର ଆେମିର୍ନ ମିଳିଯିେ। ୋପ୍କର ମାମୁଙୁ୍କ 
େହୁେ େହୁେ ଧନୟୋେ େି ଜକଣଇଲି, କସ ପୂ୍େମେଷମ ମା’ େୁ 
ଉପ୍ହାର କେଇଥିୋ ଓବାକ୍ ର୍ମୟାନ୍  କଯାଗୁ କେମିେି 
ସୋ.ଏଫ୍ .ଏଲ୍ର କଥିତ ଇଂଲିର୍ େିଭାଗକର ପୁ୍ରା ନମବର ଆଣିଛି। 
ହଠାେ ମାମୁଙ୍କ ମୁହଁ ଶ ଖିଗଲା, ମନ େୁୁଃଖ । କମାର କସହି ମାମୁ 
େି ଆଇ.ଆଇ.େି. ଗ୍ରାଜ ଏଟ୍  । ୋଙ୍କ େୟାଚ  ଟପ୍ପର । େହୁେ େ଼େ 
ଚାକିରି, କମା ମା’ ଓ େେ ୋପ୍ାଙ୍କର ଇଛା େିକରାଧକର େି କମା 
ୋପ୍ାଙ୍କ େଥାକର ସମ୍ମେି କେଇ କମାକେ ଇଞି୍ଜନିଅରିଂ ପ୍ାଠ 
ପ୍ଢିୋେୁ ସୁକଯାଗ କେଇଥିକଲ। ମଁୁ ସେମୋ କମା ଉଚ୍ଚଆଶାର 
ସ୍ୱପନ ପ୍ାଇ ଁ ୋଙ୍କ ନିେଟକର ଚିରଋଣୀ।  
 
ୋଲି ପ୍ରି ଲାଗୁଥିଲା କର୍ଷ େିନ, େିଛି  ଣ୍ଟାକର ପ୍ାଠ ପ୍ଢିୋ 
ଅଗି୍ରମ ନ ପ୍କଠଇକଲ ମିଳିଥିୋ ସିଟ୍  େୟାନସଲ କହଇଯିେ। 
ୋପ୍ା େିଚାରା କମା ମାର ୋନ୍ଦ “କମା ଝିଅ ଯନ୍ତ୍ରୀ କହକଲ ୋେୁ େର 
ମିଳିେନି” ରୁ୍ଣିକେ; ନା କସପ୍କଟ େ଼େୋପ୍ାଙ୍କ “କଲା ମାମି, କଲା 
ନିଆ,ଁ କଲା ଚୁଲୀ” ରୁ୍ଣିକେ, ନା କମାର ଅନୁନୟ େିନେୀ “ୋପ୍ା 
ପିେଜ୍  ପିେଜ୍  ଧନ ମାଗୁ ନାହିଁ, ଜନ ମାଗୁନାହିଁ, ଭରିେିଅ କମା ୋଗଜ 
ଫମ ଖ, ୋନି୍ଧେିଅ ୧୦୦୦ଟି ଟଙ୍କାର େିଳାପ୍”। ୋପ୍ା ଗମ୍ଭୀର 
କହଇ େସିଥାନି୍ତ । ଭଗୋନଙ୍କ ଦୂ୍ତ ପ୍ରି ମାମୁ ଆସି ପ୍ହଁଚିକଲ । 
ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କ ୋନ୍ଦ କୋୋଳି ରୁ୍ଣି ନିର୍ଣ୍ମୟ େକଲ, “ନା କମା ଭାଣିଜୀ 
କମା ପ୍ରି, ୋ ୋପ୍ା ପ୍ରି ଇଞି୍ଜନିଅର କହେ”। କସହି େିନରୁ 
କମାର କସହି ମାମୁ ସକେ କଯମିେି ସାକ୍ଷାେ ଏଗାରେମ ଅେୋର 

। କମା ଆସନ୍ତା ଉଚ୍ଚରି୍କ୍ଷା ପ୍ାଇ,ଁ 
େିକେର୍ ଯାତ୍ରା ରୁ୍ଣି, ମଁୁ େ 
ଭାେିଥିଲି ମାମୁ ଏକେ କଜାରକର ଚିକଲଇକେ କଯ କଚୌେିୋର 
କେୌ଼ିେ େି ଆସିେ େଣ କହଲା ଭାେିେି, ନକହକଲ େୁଇ େିନିଟା ଭାରି 
ସସର୍ମବଦ୍ନଶୀଳ ଭାଇମାକନ ଆସିଯିକେ ନିେଟସ୍ଥ ୋଳେ 
ଆୋସରୁ। କେକଳକେକଳ ରାଗ େି ଲାକଗ ଭାେିେି ଏ କଟାୋଙ୍କର 
େଣ େିଛି ୋମ ଧନ୍ଦା ନାହିଁ । ପ୍ାଠ ପ୍ଢିୋେୁ ଆସିଛନି୍ତ ନା 
ଆସିଛନି୍ତ ଆଖିରୁ ଲୁହ କପ୍ାଛିୋ ଆଉ ଧମମ ସଙ୍କଟରୁ ରକ୍ଷା 
େରିୋେୁ । ମାମୁ େିଛିକ୍ଷଣ ପ୍କର ନୀରେୋ ଭାଙି୍ଗ େହିକଲ, 
“ମାକର କୋର ଉର୍ଚ୍ରି୍କ୍ଷା ପ୍ାଇ ଁ େିକେର୍ ଯିୋର ପ୍ରିେଳ୍ପନା 
ଅେୟନ୍ତ ଅନୁଚିେ। କୋ ୋପ୍ା ଆଉ ୩ େଷମକର ରିୋୟାର  
େରିକେ। କୋ େକଳ ଆହୁରି ଚାରି ଭାଇ ଭଉଣୀ ଅଛନି୍ତ, କୋ 
ୋପ୍ାଙ୍କର କେକେ ଦ୍ାୟିତ୍ୱ ୋେି ଅଛି। େୁ ଥସର ଗକଲ କଫକର 
କେକେ ଆସିେୁ। କୋ ୋହାଘର ପୁ୍ଣି କେକେ କହେ। କୋର  
େିୋହ ସମ୍ପନ୍ନ ନ କହକଲ କୋ ସାନ ଭାଇ ଭଉଣୀଙ୍କ ୋହାଘର 
େି କହଇ ପ୍ାରିେନି। ୋପ୍ାର କରାଜଗାର ନ ଥିୋେୁ ୋୟିତ୍ୱର 
େରଜ େି ସ ଝା କହଇ ପ୍ାରିେିନି। ମାକର କମା ର୍ମତସର ଟାଟା 
େମ୍ପାନୀ ଚାକିରି ଜଏନ୍  େରିକେେୁ, କଚଷ୍ଟା େି େରିେୁ ଅନୟାନୟ 
ପବିେକ୍  ସସକଟର  ଚାକିରି ପ୍ାଇ।ଁ UPSC ପ୍ରୀକ୍ଷାେି ପ୍ଢାପ୍ଢି େରି 
କେେୁ। ଏଇଠି ରହ ସାରା ଭାରେକର େଉଠି େି । େିକେର୍ ଯାଇ 
େୁଲିେି ପ୍କଳଇ ଆସିେୁ, ଛୁଟି େକଟଇ ମଝିକର ମଝିକର।” ଆଖିରୁ 
ଧାର ଧାର ଅମାନିଆ ଲୁହ ଗେି ପ୍େୁଥାନି୍ତ, େଳ୍ପନା େି େରି 
ପ୍ାରୁନଥାଏ କମା ପ୍ରି ଏେଜିେିଆ ଝିଅ କେମିେି ଏକେ ସହଜକର 
େୁଝିଗଲା, ସମ୍ମେି ସଦ୍ଇସଦ୍ଲା ମାମୁଙ୍କ େଥାକର । େିକେର୍କର 
ଉଚ୍ଚରି୍କ୍ଷା ଲାଭ େରିୋର ସ୍ୱପନର କପ଼୍ିେକର କୋରି ୋନି୍ଧୋ ସମୟ 
ଆସିଗଲା । ନିଜେୁ େୁକଝଇଲି, କମା ସ୍ଵାଥମ ପ୍ାଇ ଁ ମଁୁ କମା 
ୋପ୍ାଙ୍କର ସେୁ କଯାଜନା (ୋପ୍ାଙ୍କ ସରୋରୀ ଚାେିରିରୁ 
ଅବସର ପ୍ାଇୋ ପୂ୍େମରୁ, ଝିଅର  ପ୍ାଠ ପ୍ଢା ସରିେ, ଝିଅ ଚାକିରି  
େରିେ, ୋହା କହେ, ଘର େକସଇେ) କେକେ ସହଜକର, େିପ୍ରି 
ଅଜାଣେକର  ଭାଙି୍ଗରୁଜି କେଇଥାନି୍ତ । ଅଧମ ଝିଅ ଉପ୍ାଧି ଲାଭ 
େରିୋରୁ ମାମୁ ସକେ କଯମିେି ଟିକେକେ ବସଞ୍ଚଇକେକଲ। 
 
ହାେକର େୟାମ୍ପସକର ନିେମାଚିେ କହଇ ହାସିଲ େରିଥିୋ ଟାଟା 
େମ୍ପାନୀ  ଚାକିରି  ଯେିଓ ଥାଏ, ମକନ ମକନ ନିଷ୍ପତି୍ତ କନଲି, 
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ଚାେିରିର କପ୍ାଷି୍ଟଙ୍ଗ େକମବକର, ପ୍ରଥମ େଷମ ନିଜର ରହିୋ ନିକଜ 
େୁଝିୋେୁ ପ୍େିେ, ଉପ୍କର ଅଫିସେୁ ଯିୋ ଆସିୋ । କମା ୋପ୍ା, 
େେ ୋପ୍ା, ମାମୁ ମାକନ ଉର୍ଚ୍ ରି୍କି୍ଷେ ଏେଂ ଉଚ୍ଚ ପ୍େେୀକର 
ଚାକିରି  େରୁଥିକଲ େି, ଅଜାଗା ଜାଗାେୁ କେହି ଚିହ୍ନାଜଣା  
(କଲାୋଲ ଗାେିଆନ)  ନ ଥିକଲ ନିକଶ୍ଚ ଛାେିୋେୁ େୁଣ୍ଠା କୋଧ 
େରିକେ। ନିଷ୍ପତି୍ତ କନଲି, ଯାଏ ପ୍େିିେ କସେେର ପ୍ରୀକ୍ଷା େିଏ। 
ରୁ୍ଣିଥିଲି କସମାନଙ୍କ ପ୍ରଥମ େଷମ ୋଲିମ େ଼େ ସହରକର ହୁଏ ଓ 
ରହିୋର ଆକୟାଜନ େି େରି କେଇଥାନି୍ତ। କମାର ଭଗୋନଙ୍କ 
େୟାରୁ କଗାକଟ ଭଲ ପ୍େିିେ କସେେର େମ୍ପାନୀକର ନିେମାଚନ 
କହଇଗଲା। ନୂଆ େିଲ୍ଲୀକର କପ୍ାଷି୍ଟଙ୍ଗ,  ୩୫୦ ନିବଖାଚିତ ସଲାକଙ୍କ 
େିତସର, ମାତ୍ର ଛ ଜଣ ଝିଅ ଥିୋରୁ, ଆମେୁ େମ୍ପାନୀର 
ଏକ୍ ଜିକ େିଭ୍  ସଗଷ୍୍ଟ ହାଉସ କର, େିଲ୍ଲୀର ସପାଶ୍  ସଲାସକସନ୍ ସର  
ରହିୋେୁ ମିଳିଲା । କମା ପି୍ଉସୀ ପୁ୍ଅ ଭାଇ ଭାଉଜ େି େିଲ୍ଲୀକର 
ଥାନି୍ତ । “ମଳୁ  କଖାଜୁ ଥିଲା ୋେର ପ୍ାଣି, େଇେ େକେଇଲା ପି୍ 
କୋରାଣି” ପ୍ରି ୋପ୍ା, େ଼େୋପ୍ା, ମାମୁ କେହି େିଲ୍ଲୀ ଯିୋେୁ ମନା  
େରିପ୍ାରିକଲନି । ମନା  େରିଥାକନ୍ତ ୋ କେମିେି,  କଲାୋଲ 
ଗାେିଆନ େି ଥିକଲ, େଢିଆ ସୁରକି୍ଷେ ନିଶି୍ଚନ୍ତ ରହିୋର 
ସୁେକନ୍ଦାେସ୍ତ  ଜାଗା, େମ୍ପାନୀ ବସ କର ଯିୋ ଆସିୋ, ଏେଂ 
େିଲ୍ଲୀରୁ ଭୁେକନଶ୍ୱର ଯିୋ ଆସିୋ ପ୍ାଇଁ  ନୀଳାଚଳ 
ଏକ୍ ସ ସପ୍ରସ   େି ଥିଲା । ପ୍ରଥମ ଥର ପ୍ାଇ ଁଜୀେନକର ଉପ୍ଲବ୍ଧ 
କହଲା  “କଲା କରେ, କଲା ପ୍ାଠ, କଲା ନିଆ,ଁ କଲା ଚୁଲ୍ଲୀ” ନାରି୍ମତ 
ଲକ୍ଷ୍ମଣ-କରଖା ଉଲଂ ନ େରିୋର ଆନନ୍ଦ ! 
 
ୋପ୍ାଙ୍କ ଗୁରୁ ୋୟିତ୍ୱ ନିରୁ୍ଣିର “ଝିଅ ୋହାଘର” କସାପ୍ାନକର 
ପହଞି୍ଚଗଲି । ଜନମ କହକଲ ମୃେୁୟ କଯପ୍ରି ଏେ ନିରାଟ ସେୟ, 
କସହିପ୍ରି ସରୋରୀ ଚାକିରିକର, ଚାେିରିରୁ ଅବସର ପ୍ାଇୋ େିନ 
େି ତ୍ରିପ୍ଣ୍ଡ ସେୟ । େହୁେ କଜାରକସାରକର କଜାଇଁ କଖାଜିୋକର 
େନୁ୍ଧ ୋନ୍ଧେ, ସାଙ୍ଗ ଓ ସାଙ୍ଗଙ୍କ ସାଙ୍ଗ ଲାଗିଗକଲ। ଭଗୋନଙ୍କ 
େୟାରୁ ମଁୁ କଯକହେୁ  େିଲ୍ଲୀକର ଥିଲି, କେୈନିେ ସ୍ଵୟମବରରୁ ରିହାେି 
ମିଳିଥିଲା, ଭଉଣୀ ମାନଙ୍କଠୁ ଯାହା ରୁ୍ଣିୋ େଥା, ୋପ୍ା କେମିେି 
ଜକଣ ପ୍ାଞ୍ଚଫୂଟ ୋେୁଙ୍କ ପ୍ରସ୍ତାେଟା ଆଗେୁ ନ େକଢଇୋରୁ, 
ୋପ୍ା ଆଉ ପିଉସୀଙ୍କର ଯାହା ଝଗୋ କହାଇଥିଲା। ପି୍ଉସୀ 
ୋପ୍ାଙୁ୍କ ରାଗି େରି େହିକଲ “େୁକମ ଝିଅ ପ୍କ୍ଷ, ପୁ୍ଅେୁ େଣ ୋସନ୍ଦ 
େରୁଛ ? କଗାକଟ କୋଲି ପୁ୍ଅ, ଦି୍ଲ୍ଲୀକର ଚାକିରି େରୁଛି, ଜାେେ 
ପୂରା ମିଳିଗଲା, େଥାପି୍ ନୂଆକୋଉ େହୁଛନି୍ତ େଣ ନା, କମା ଝିଅ 
ଇଞି୍ଜନିଅର, ଅେି େମକର ଇଞି୍ଜନିଅର କଜାଇଁକଟ େରିେି, ଉପ୍କର 
େୁକମ େହିଲ େଣନା, କମା ଝିଅର ହାଇଟ ଅଧିୋ କହଇଯିେ?”। 
ୋପ୍ା ପି୍ଉସୀଙ୍କ ରାଗେୁ ଥଣ୍ଡା େରିୋ ପ୍ାଇଁ େହିକଲ, “କମା 
ଝିଅେ ଜିରାଫ୍  କି ଓଟ ପ୍ରି କେଙ୍ଗା ନୁକହଁ କଯ ମଁୁ ଆସପାଷ 

ବ ଝାର୍ମଣା େରିେି, ଅେି େମକର ସମାନ ଉର୍ଚ୍ୋ କହୋ ଉଚିତ ।” 
ପି୍ଉସୀ େୁଆକେ ରାଗିେି େମେମ କହଇ ପ୍କଳଇକଲ, ରୁ୍କଣଇ 
ରୁ୍କଣଇେି, େହିେହି ଗସଲ, “ଧରିେି େସିଥା ଝିଅେୁ । କଜାଇଁ 
ୋଛୁଥା, େୁମ ର୍ଳା େ ୋଙ୍କ ସ୍ତ୍ରୀଙ୍କଠୁ ଉଚ୍ଚତାସର ଅଧ ଫୁଟ ସାନ 
। କଯୌେୁେ େି େେନି, ଭଲ ପ୍ାଠୁଆ କଜାଇଁ େି େରୋର, େିନ୍ତୁ 
ପୁ୍ଅର ଉଚ୍ଚତା ପ୍ସନ୍ଦ କହଉନି ।”  
 
କମା ନିଭିେ ୋପ୍ା ଆଉ ଇହ ଜଗେକର ନାହାନି୍ତ, କଯକେକେକଳ 
ଏଇ େିମବେନ୍ତୀଟି ମକନ ପ଼୍ିେଯାଏ, ଛାେି ଗେମକର କମାଟ 
କହଇଯାଏ। ଆଉ ହସି ହସି କପ୍ଟ େଥା । କଗାକଟ େୁଇଟା 
ପ୍ରସ୍ତାେ ଆସିଲା - ପୁ୍ଅ ଆକମରିୋକର ପ୍ାଠ ପ୍ଢୁଛି, ଚାକିରି 
େରୁଛି। ମା’ର ଯେିଓ ଇଛା ଝିଅ େିକେର୍ ଯାଉ, ୋପ୍ାଙୁ୍କ 
େୁକଝଇୋକର େିଫଳ କହଲା । ଏକେ େି କମା ପ୍ାକଖ ମା’ର 
ହାେକଲଖା ଇନ୍ ଲାଣ୍୍ଡ  ସଲେର  ଅଛି - ଝିଅ ଆଉ େଣ େହିେି, 
କମାର େହୁେ ଇଛା ଥିଲା । ପୁ୍ଅ େ ଏଠୁ ଆଇ.ଆଇ.େି.ର  ପ୍ଢି, 
କସଠି େ଼େ ୟ ନିେର ସିେିକର ଆହୁରି ଉର୍ଚ୍ରି୍କ୍ଷା େରୁଛି। କଫାଟରୁ 
େି ପି୍ଲାଟି ଭାରି ସ୍ମାଟମ ଆଉ ସୁନ୍ଦର େିରୁ୍ଛି। ୋପ୍ାଙ୍କର କଯଉଁ େଥା, 
େଣନା “କମା ଝିଅ ଆକମରିୋ ପ୍କଳଇେ, କସଠି ଯାଇ କେଖିେ, 
ପି୍ଲାଟିର ଆଉ ୋହା ସସଙ୍ଗ ସମ୍ପେମ ଅଛି, ଝିଅ ୋନି୍ଦେି ଚିଠି 
କଲଖିେ, ପହଞ୍ଚ ପହଞ୍ଚ  ଛ ମାସ ଲାଗିେ। ମଁୁ ଭଲକର କମା ଝିଅେୁ 
ଜାକଣ, କସ ୋନି୍ଦୋନି୍ଦ ଆର ପୁ୍ରେୁ ଚାଲି ଯାଇଥିେ ଚିଠି ପ୍ହଁଚିୋ 
ପୂ୍େମରୁ । ମଁୁ ବଞି୍ଚ ଥାଉଥାଉ କେକେ େି ଏପ୍ରି େରି ପ୍ାରିେିନି।” 
କମାକେ କ୍ଷମା େରି େିଅ ମାକେ ! ଭୀଷଣ ରାଗ ଲାଗୁଥାଏ ୋପ୍ାଙ୍କ 
ଉପ୍କର। ଥକର ମାମୁ େିକେର୍ ଯିୋ େନ୍ଦ େରିକେକଲ, ଏକେ 
ୋପ୍ା । ହାେକର େିକେର୍ ଯିୋ କରଖା ନାଇଁ ଭାେିେି, ମନେୁ 
େୁକଝଇକେଲି। ପି୍ଲାକେଳୁ ଖେର ୋଗଜକର “ଯୁେେଙ୍କ େିକେର୍ 
ଯାତ୍ରା”, “ଯୁେେଙ୍କ କୃତିତ୍ୱ” ଖେର ସେୁ ପ୍ଢିପ୍ଢି କେମିେି 
ଅନ୍ତରକର କଗାକଟ େିକେର୍ ଯିୋ େୃକ୍ଷର େୀଜ କରାପ୍ଣ କହଇ 
ଯାଇଥିଲା କୋକଧ । 

ଏ ଭିେକର କମାର କେନିଂ କର୍ଷ କହଇ, େିଲ୍ଲୀ ମୁଖୟ ଅଫିସକର 
କପ୍ାଷି୍ଟଙ୍ଗ କହଇଗଲା। ସମୟର େଣ୍ଟା ଟିକ୍ ଟିକ୍ େରି ଚାଲିଥାଏ। 
ୋପ୍ାଙ୍କ ଚାକିରି ସରିୋ େିନ ପ୍ାକଖଇ ଆସୁଥାଏ। ସମୁଦ୍ର ମନ୍ଥନ 
େଲା ପ୍ରି, କଗାଟିଏ କଜାଇ ଁ ମିଳିଗଲା, ଝିଅଠୁ ଟିକେ କେଙ୍ଗା, 
କଯମିେି ୋପ୍ା ଚାହ  ଥିସଲ, ଇଞି୍ଜନିଅର େି କଯମିେି କମା ମା 
ଚାହ  ଥିଲା, ଆଉ ସସର୍ମାସନ କଯମିେି େନୁ୍ଧୋନ୍ଧେ ଚାହ  ଥିସଲ। 
ୋହାଘର କହଇଗଲା। କେଢ େଷମ ମଧ୍ୟକର ପୁ୍ଅଟିଏ େି 
କହଇଗଲା। ଆଜି ଯାଏଁ େି କଯକେକେକଳ ୋପ୍ାଙ୍କ ୧୨ 
ନାେିନାେୁଣୀ ଏେତ୍ରିେ ହୁଅନି୍ତ, କମା ପୁ୍ଅ ଏରି୍ମତି ସମ୍ମାନ ପାଏ 
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ସଯରି୍ମତି କି କସ ସକବଳ ଏେମାତ୍ର ନାେି ଯିଏ େି ଓ଼ିେର୍ାର ସେୁଠୁ 
ଉର୍ଚ୍ପ୍େସ୍ଥ ଯନ୍ତ୍ରୀଙ୍କ ନାେି, ଆଉ ୋଠୁ େେ ମାକନ େଳ ପ୍େେୀ 
ଯନ୍ତ୍ରୀଙ୍କ ନାେି, ଓ ସାନମାକନ େୂତ ପୂବଖ ମହା ସଚିେ ଯନ୍ତ୍ରୀଙ୍କ 
ନାେି ୋ ନାେୁଣୀ।   

୧୯୯୪/୧୯୯୫ ମସିହା େଥା। ୨୦୦୦ କମ୍ପ ୟେର  ବଗ କ  ଠିକ୍  
େରିୋ ପ୍ାଇଁ େହୁେ ସଂଖୟାକର କଲାେ ଆକମରିୋ ଆସିୋେୁ 
ସୁକଯାଗ ପ୍ାଇଗକଲ। ୋ ପୂ୍େମରୁ ପ୍ରାୟେୁଃ କଲାେ ଉଚ୍ଚରି୍କ୍ଷା ପ୍ାଇଁ 
ଆସୁଥିକଲ। କମା ସ୍ଵାମୀଙ୍କର େି ଆକମରିୋରୁ ୋେରା ଆସିଗଲା 
େଢିଆ ଚାକିରିକର କଯାଗ କେୋେୁ। କମାକେ େି ୟୁନିଭସିଟି ଅଫ୍ 
ରି୍ମସନସସାୋସର ପ୍ଢିୋେୁ ସୁକଯାଗ ମିଳିଗଲା। ୋପ୍ା ଆଶ୍ଚଯମୟ 
କହଇଗକଲ ଆମମାନଙ୍କର  ଆକମରିୋ ଯିୋ ନିଷ୍ପତି୍ତ ରୁ୍ଣିେି। 
େିନ୍ତୁ ଆମ ଇଛା ଆଗକର ଆଉ କେୌଣସି ଲକ୍ଷ୍ମଣ କରଖା କସକେ 
େୁେିସହ ନଥିଲା ଅେିକ୍ରମ େରିୋେୁ। ମା’ ଖୁସିକର େହିଲା େି 
େୁୁଃଖକର କସହି ଏୋ ଜାକଣ, “େିଧିର େିଧାନ କେ େରିେ ଆନ, 
ଝିଅର ହାେକର ସେକର େିକେର୍ ଯିୋ କରଖା ଅଛି, କଯମିେି 
କେଉଳସାହିର ଅେଧାକନ େହିଥିକଲ। ଆଉ କେକେେି େହିେିନି 
ୋହାେୁ । ନାହାେ ପ୍ଣି୍ଡେ େୁହନି୍ତ ସେ ନସହସଲ ଦ୍ୱାରଦ୍ୱାର େୁଲି 
ମାଗନି୍ତ ଭାେ।” ଆକମରିୋ ଯିୋର ପ୍ରସୁ୍ତେି ଆରମ୍ଭକହଲା। 
 
ପାସ ସପାଟ୍ ଖ, େିସା, ଷ୍ଟଡି ଲିଭ୍ , େିଲ୍ଲୀ  ଘର  ପୟାକିଙ୍୍ଗ , ର୍ମ େିଙ୍୍ଗ  
ଇେୟାେି ନାନା ୋମ ସାରିୋେୁ ଥିଲା। ଜନମଭୂମିରୁ କମଲାଣି କନୋ 
େିନ ପ୍ାକଖଇ ଆସୁଥିଲା। ୋପ୍ା ମା େିଲ୍ଲୀ ଆସିକଲ ଆମେୁ 
ଉ଼ୋଜାହାଜକର ଚକଢଇୋ ପ୍ାଇ।ଁ କମା େୂରେର୍ମୀ, ଅେିରିକ୍ତ ଭଲ 
ପ୍ାଉଥିୋ, ଅେୟନ୍ତ ସକମବେନର୍ୀଳ ୋପ୍ା, େୁଇଟି କଲାୋଲ 
ଗାେିଆନଙ୍କ କଫାନ ନମବର ଓ ଠିେଣା କମାକେ କେଇ େହିକଲ, - 
ରଖିଥା, କେକେ େରୋର ପ୍େିକଲ କଯାଗାକଯାଗ େରିେୁ। ଜକଣ 
କମା ଦି୍ୱେୀୟ ଭଉଣୀର କେଢରୁ୍ର, ନିୟ କଖସର ୋକ୍ତର ଓ ଅନୟ 
ଜଣେ ଦି୍ୱେୀୟ େିସଣାଇଙ୍କ େଜିନ ଭାଇ ଯିଏ କାଲିଫରି୍ଣ୍ଆକର 
ରହୁଥିକଲ।  
 
୧୯୯୫  ମସିହା ଜୁନ ମାସ ୨୫ ୋରିଖେିନ ଆକମ ଆସି 
ରି୍ମସନସସାୋକର ପ୍ହଁଚିଲୁ। େମ୍ପାନୀ ସର୍ମାସେଲ-୮ସର ୧୫ େିନ 
ରହିୋ ପ୍ାଇଁ େକନ୍ଦାେସ୍ତ େରି କେଇଥିଲା। କହାକଟଲ ରୁମକର  
ଥିୋ ସୟସଲା ସପଜ୍ ର  ୋର୍, ମହାନି୍ତ, ମିେ, ମହାପ୍ାତ୍ର ସାଙି୍ଗଆ 
କେଖି କଫାନ ଲକଗଇଲୁ। ୪୮ ଘଣ୍ଟା କହଲାଣି ଭାେ ଗକଣ୍ଡ ନ 
ଖାଇ ର୍ରୀର ମନ େି କେମିେି କେମିେି ଲାଗୁଥାଏ। ରାେି ୮ଟାକର 
ମିେ ମାଉସୀ, ମହାପ୍ାତ୍ର ମାଉସୀଙୁ୍କ ଧରି ପହଞି୍ଚସଲ ଓ ଆମେୁ 
ୋଙ୍କ ଘରେୁ କନଇ କପ୍ଟପୁ୍ରା ସୁସ୍ଵାେୁ ଓ଼ିେଆ ଖାଇୋ କେକଲ। 

ଆେୟ ଭାେ ଗୁଣ୍ଡାର ସ୍ୱାଦ୍ ପ୍ରି, ଆଜି ଯାଏ ମଁୁ କସ 
ମାଉସୀ/ମଉସା ମାନଙ୍କର ଚିର ଋଣୀ। କସମାନଙ୍କଠୁ ଜାଣିଲୁ 
ଆଉ େିଛି  େିନ ପ୍କର ରି୍ମସନସସାୋକର ଓସା କହଉଛି। ସାରା 
ଆକମରିୋ ମହାକେର୍ର  ଓ଼ିେଆ ମାକନ ଏକତ୍ରିତ କହକେ, େହୁେ 
ଆକମାେପ୍ରକମାେ କହେ, େଢିଆ ର୍ାଇବା େି ମିଳିେ। ମନ ଭାରି 
ଖୁସି କହଇଗଲା, ପି୍ଲାକେକଳ ପ୍ଢିଥିୋ ଗୀେଟିଏ ମକନ ପ୍େିଗଲା  
“ଆମ ରାଜଧାନୀ େିଲ୍ଲୀକର ଥକର େସିଥିଲା ଯୁେ କମଳା ।”  ମନ 
କହଉଥିଲା ରେି ଛାଡି େହିୋେୁ, କମା ୋପ୍ା ଆସିୋ ପୂ୍େମରୁ ଏକେ 
କଯାଗା଼େ େରି ସଫାନ୍ ନମବର କେଇଥିକଲ େୁଇଟି କଲାୋଲ 
ଗାେିଆନଙ୍କର, ଆଉ ମାତ୍ର େିଛିେିନ ପ୍କର କମାକେ ସୁକଯାଗ 
ମିଳିଯିେ କେକେ କଯ ପ୍ରିୋରଙ୍କ ସାକଙ୍ଗ ଚିହ୍ନା ପ୍ରିଚୟ 
କହୋର। ପହଞି୍ଚୋର ୫ େିନ କହଇଗଲାଣି, ଥକର ମାତ୍ର ୩୦ 
ସସସକଣ୍୍ଡ  ପ୍ାଇଁ କଫାନକର “ହଁ ପ୍ହଞି୍ଚଲି, ଭଲ ଅଛି” େହୁେହୁ 
େୁଇ ଡଲାର  ବିଲ୍  ଆସିଗଲା। କେଣୁ ସଫାନ୍େୁ ଛୁଇଁୋେୁ େର 
ଲାଗୁଥାଏ। ୋପ୍ାଙ୍କ ଘକର ସଫାନ୍ କସନକ୍ ସନ୍  କମା ଜନମ ପୂ୍େମରୁ 
ଥିଲା, େିନ୍ତୁ ଆଇ.ଏସ.ଡି. ସ ବିଧା ଉପଲବ୍ ଧ ନଥିଲା । କେଣୁ ମନ 
େୁୁଃଖ େରୁଥିଲି, ନା ୋପ୍ା ସଫାନ୍ େରିପ୍ାରୁଛନି୍ତ ନା ମଁୁ 
େରିପ୍ାରୁଛି। 
 
ଓସାସର ଫୟାରି୍ମଲି ସରଜିସଷ୍ଟ୍ରସନ୍  େରିକେଲୁ, ଲାଇଫ୍  ସର୍ମର୍ମବର ସିପ୍  
େି କନଇଗଲୁ । ଚାେେ ପ୍ରି ଅକନଇ ରହିଲୁ କେକେ ଏ କମଳା 
ଆରମ୍ଭ କହେ। େିନ, ସମୟ, େିଥି, ନକ୍ଷତ୍ର କହଇଗଲା, ନିଦ୍ଧମାରିେ 
ସମୟକର ଓସା ୋଯମୟକ୍ରମ ରୁ୍ଭାରମ୍ଭ କହଲା। କମା ମା’  
ଆଠଗ଼େର। େଥା େଥାକେ କସହ କସ କେମିେି ର୍ାସନର ପ୍ରଥମ 
ଝିଅ ମାେିେ ପ୍ାସ୍ େରି େକଲଜ ଯାଇଥିଲା, ସୁଲୁ ନାନୀ ଏମ .ଏ. 
ପାସ  କହଇପ୍ାରନି୍ତ, େିନ୍ତୁ କସ ନିକଜ େିପ୍ରି ପ୍ରଥମ ର୍ମାଟି୍ରକ ସଲଟ୍  
। କମା ମା’ର େି ୋପ୍ାଙ୍କ ପ୍ରି ଭାରି ଖେରୋଗଜ ପ୍ଢିୋ ସଉେ। 
ଆକମ ସ୍କ ଲ୍ ସର ପ୍ଢୁଥିଲା କେକଳ, କସକେକେକଳ ସମାଜ 
ଖେରୋଗଜକର, ଇଞି୍ଜନିଅର ଜ୍ଞାନ ୋର୍ଙ୍କ ଦ୍ୱାରା ଲିଖିେ କଗାକଟ 
ସାପ୍ତାହିକ େମ୍ଭ “ଆକମରିୋରୁ ଚିଠି” ପ୍ରୋରି୍େ କହଉଥିଲା। ମା’ 
ସବ ସବସଳ କସହ କସ କେମିେି ଅେି ଭଲକର ଚିହି୍ନଛି  ଜ୍ଞାନେୁ, 
କସ କେମିେି କମା ସାନ ମାମୁଙ୍କ ସାକଙ୍ଗ  RECକର ପ୍ଢିୋ କେକଳ, 
ରାଉର ସକଲାର  ଆମ ଘର ସୁନ୍ଦରଗେେୁ ଆସୁଥିକଲ (ସର୍ମା ବାପା 
ସସ ସର୍ମୟସର ସ େରଗଡ ଜିଲ୍ଲାସର ଏକ୍ ଜିକ େିଭ୍    ଇଞି୍ଜନିଅର  
ଥିସଲ, ର୍ମ   ରାଉର ସକଲାସର ଜନମ ସହାଇଥିଲି), ୋପ୍ାଙ୍କ ଜିପ୍କର 
େସି େୁଲୁଥିକଲ। ଆଇ.ବି (ଇନ୍ ସ ସପକ୍ ସନ୍  ବଙ୍୍ଗ ସଲା)କର 
େଢିଆ ଖାେୟ ଖାଉଥିକଲ । କମା ମା’ର ପ୍ରଚଣ୍ଡ ସ୍ମୃତି  । େହୁେ 
କଚଷ୍ଟା େରିଥିଲା ୋଙ୍କ ଠିେଣା େୁଝିେି କମାକେ କେୋେୁ ମଁୁ ଆସିଲା 
ପୂ୍େମରୁ, େିନ୍ତୁ ସଫଳ କହଇ ପାରିନଥିଲା। ଓସା ଉକନମାଚନ 
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କହୋର ମାତ୍ର େୁଇ ୋ େିନି ଘଣ୍ଟା ମଧ୍ୟକର କମାର ସାକ୍ଷାେ କହଲା 
ଜ୍ଞାନ ମାମୁଙ୍କ ସାକଙ୍ଗ। ମାମୁ େି େହୁେ ଗପି୍କଲ, ୋେୁଲି ନାନୀଙ୍କ 
ଝିଅ ସପ୍ତାକହ କହଲା ଆକମରିୋ ଆସିଛି େହି ମାଇଁଙ୍କ ସାଙ୍ଗସର 
ପ୍ରିଚୟ େି େକରଇକେକଲ। ଜ୍ଞାନ ମାମୁ େହିକଲ, - ଏଇଟା 
ୋଙ୍କର ପ୍ରେି େଷମର ପ୍ରଥା। ଓସା ଫଙ୍୍କ ସନ୍  ସାରିେି କସ 
ସେୁକେକଳ ଇଣି୍ଡଆ ଯାଆନି୍ତ । ମଁୁ ମାମୁଙ୍କ ଇଣି୍ଡଆ - ଓେିର୍ା - 
େ ବସନଶ୍ଵର ଯିୋ େଥା ରୁ୍ଣି ଆହୁରି ଖୁସି କହଇଗଲି। 
ସାକଙ୍ଗସାକଙ୍ଗ ମାମୁଙୁ୍କ ଅନୁକରାଧ େଲି, ମଁୁ କଗାକଟ ଚିଠି 
ପ୍କଠଇେି, ଯେି କନଇଯିକେ। ମାମୁ େୁରନ୍ତ େହିକଲ - ଇଏ 
କଗାକଟ େଥା । ମଁୁ କଯକେକେକଳ ଯାଏ ନିଶ୍ଚୟ ୋେୁଲା (ୋଙ୍କ 
କୋସ ସର୍ମଟ୍ , ମା’ର ସାନ ଭାଇ) ସାକଙ୍ଗ ସାକ୍ଷାେ େକର । କୋ 
େେମାମୁ ଟୀୋ ଭାଇନାଙୁ୍କ େି କେଖାେକର। ମଁୁ ନିଶ୍ଚୟ ୋେୁଲି 
ନାନୀ (କମା ମା)ଙୁ୍କ ସଫାନ୍ େରି କୋକେ, କୋ ପ୍ରିୋରେୁ  
କେଖିଲି କୋଲି େହିକେେି। “ଏକ କାଣି୍ଡ ସଦ୍ାକାନସର ପିଲାେିଏ” 
ପ୍ରି ଭଗୋନଙୁ୍କ ଅଗଣିେ ମୁଣି୍ଡଆ ମାରି ପ୍କେଇଲି, ଧାରଧାର 
ଅମାନିଆ ଅେୁଝା ଆନୋଶୁ ଗେି ଚାଲିଲା ଭାେି ଭାେିେି ସଯ ମା-
ୋପ୍ା କେକେ ର୍ ସି କହଇଯିକେ କମା ଚିଠି ପ୍ାଇେି, କମା 
େିଷୟକର ଜାଣିେି, ୋଙ୍କ ନିଜ ଭାଇ/ର୍ଳାଠୁ ଆଖିକର କେଖିଥିୋ 
ଘଟଣାେଳୀ ରୁ୍ଣିେି । କମାର ପ୍ରଥମ  ଓସା  ଅନ େୂତି ଏକେ 
ଚମତ୍କାର କହେ େିଏ ଜାଣିଥିଲା ? 

  
୨୦୨୦ ମସିହା, ୨୫ େଷମ ଅେିୋହିେ କହଇଯାଇଛି, କମା ମା’ 
(୧୯୪୪-୨୦୧୬), କମା ୋପ୍ା(୧୯୩୪-୨୦୧୮) ଆଉ 
ଇହଜଗେକର ନାହାନି୍ତ। । ଆଜି ଯାଏଁ ୋଙୁ୍କ କମା ଦ୍ୱାରା ୧୯୯୫ 
ମସିହାକର ଲିଖିେ ଆକମରିୋରୁ (ରି୍ମସନସସାୋରୁ) ଚିଠିଟି  
ମିଳିନାହିଁ, େିମବା ମିଳିନାହିଁ କସହି ପ୍ରତିଜ୍ଞା କରାଯାଇଥିବା ସଫାନ୍ 
କଲ୍ େି । କମା ମାମୁ େି  ୋଙ୍କ ପି୍ଲାେିନଠୁ କନଇ REC ପାସ  େଲା 
ଯାଏଁ  ୋଙ୍କର କସହି ଅନ୍ତରଙ୍ଗ ସାଙ୍ଗଙ୍କ ସାକଙ୍ଗ ମିରି୍ୋର ସୁକଯାଗ 
ପ୍ରାପ୍ତ େରି ପ୍ାରିନାହାନି୍ତ।  
 
ମଁୁ ଆଜିେି ପ୍ରାଥମନା େକର - 
େୁକମ ରୁ୍ଭ େୁଦି୍ଧ ପ୍ରା ରି୍ଖାଅ, େୁକମ ଭଲ ୋଟ ପ୍ରା କେଖାଅ 
କମାର ୋମେୁ େରାଅ ସରସ, କମାର ମୁକଖ େିଅ ଚିର ହରଷ । 
ସେ େହିୋେୁ େିଆଁ େରିେି, ସେ େହି ପ୍କଛ ର୍ମସଲ ମରିେି  
କମାକେ ଏେିେି ରି୍ଖାଅ ସାଇ ଁ କହ, କମାର ଧନଜନ କଲା଼ୋ 
ନାହିଁକହ । 
 
ଜୟ ଜଗନ୍ନାଥ | େକନ୍ଦ ଉତ୍କଳ ଜନନୀ |  
ଆକମ ଓ଼ିେଆ | ଭାରି େଢିଆ 

 
ଆେଫାନରଟା, ଜଜିଆ, ଯୁକ୍ତରାଷ୍ଟ୍ର ଆନମରିକା  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

107 
 

ଊରି୍ମ: ୨୦୨୦ ଓସା ସସାସେନିର  

ଏକ ମହୋ ଦୁମର ପତନବର  
 ଶ୍ରୀ ଚିନମୟ ପଣ୍ଡା

  
କାଳର ସରାତ ସଫସର ନାହିଁ, ଅବା ସଫରିବ ନାହିଁ ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ । ଏହି 
କରାଳ କାଳ ଆମ୍ଭର୍ମାନଙ୍କଠାର  ସଯଉ  ପି୍ରୟ ବୟକି୍ତ ସନଇଯାଏ, 
ତାହାକ  ସଯସତ ଲ ହ ଢାଳିସଲ କିର୍ମବା ସ୍ମୃତିପୂଜା କସଲ ଆଉ 
ସଫରିବ ନାହିଁ । ତଥାପି ଅବ ଝା ର୍ମନକ  ସାନ୍ତ୍ୱନା ସଦ୍ବା ପାଇ  
ର୍ମଣିଷ ତାର ପି୍ରୟ ଓ ସଶ୍ରୟ ଜନର ସ୍ମୃତି ଅର୍ମର କରି ରଖିବାକ  
ଚାସହ  । ଦ୍ ୁଃର୍ସର ମି୍ରୟପ୍ରାଣ ସହାଇ ତାର ନିଜର ପି୍ରୟଜନ 
ବିଷୟସର ପଦ୍ େିଏ ସହସଲବି ସଲସର୍ । 
 
କିଏ ଜସଣ କହିଥିସଲ ବାପାର୍ମାସନ ଠିକ୍ ସୂଯଖୟ ପରି । ତାଙ୍କ 
ଉପସି୍ଥତିସର ସଂସାର ଉଜ୍ଜ୍ୱଳ ସଦ୍ର୍ା ଯାଏ । ବିନା ପ୍ରତିବାଦ୍ ଓ 
ବିନା ସ୍ୱାଥଖସର ଜୀବନ ଥିବା ପଯଖୟନ୍ତ ଦ୍ ନିଆର ସବ  ସବାଝକ  
ସହିବାର ପ୍ରତିଜ୍ଞାର୍ମଣିଷ ସହଉଛନି୍ତ ବାପାର୍ମାସନ । ଆଉର୍ମଧ୍ୟ 
ବାପାର୍ମାସନ ସହଉଛନି୍ତ ଠିକ୍ ସଗାସେ ସଗାସେ ପ ର ଣା ବରଗଛ 
ପରି, ଯାହାର ବୟାପ୍ତ ଶାର୍ା ପ୍ରଶାର୍ାର ଶୀତଳ ଛାୟାସର ସର୍ମେ 
ପରିବାର ଶାନି୍ତସର ଅବସ୍ଥାନ କରନି୍ତ । ଆର୍ମ ବାପା ସସର୍ମାନଙ୍କ 
ର୍ମଧ୍ୟର  ଜସଣ ଥିସଲ ସବାଲି ର୍ମ   ଦୃ୍ସଢାକି୍ତସର କହିପାସର ।    
 
ଆର୍ମ ବାପା ସକୌଣସି ଉଚ୍ଚ ପରିବାରର  ଜନିମ ନଥିସଲ, ବରଂ ଏକ 
ନିର୍ମନ-ର୍ମଧ୍ୟବିତ୍ତ ପରିବାରର  ଉଠି ନିଜର ପ୍ରସଚଷ୍ଟା ଓ ଅଧ୍ୟବସାୟ 
ବଳସର ଛାତିକ  ପଥର େଳି ୋଣ କରି ବହ   ାତ-ପ୍ରତି ାତକ  
ସାର୍ମନାକରି ସର୍ମେ ବାଧା, ବିଘ୍ନ, ଦ୍ ୁଃର୍, ବିପଦ୍ କୋଇ କୋଇ ବହି 
ଚାଲିଥିସଲ ସଗାସେ ଆଦ୍ଶଖର ଅେିର୍ମ ସର୍ । ର୍ମ   ସଯସତ ଜାଣିଛି 
ତାଙ୍କ ଜୀବନସର ସବଦ୍ନା ଓ ଅଥଖାଭାବ ଜନିତ ଗ୍ଳାନି ତାଙ୍କର ପିଛା 
ଛାଡିନଥିଲା । ପ୍ରତିେି ପ୍ରତିକୂଳ ପରିସି୍ଥତିସର ବି ସସ ସକସବବି ନଇ  
ଯିବାର ଆସର୍ମ ସଦ୍ଖିନ  । ଆରୂ୍ମଳଚୂଳ ଜୀବନର ପ୍ରତିେି 
ସସାପାନସର ସସ ଅଜର ସଂଗ୍ରାର୍ମ କରିଛନି୍ତ । ତାଙ୍କର ସ୍ମରଣ 
ଲଗ୍ନର ସାଥଖକତା ର୍ାଲି ଶ୍ରର୍ଦ୍ାଞ୍ଜଳି ଅପଖଣସର ନ ସହ  - ତାଙ୍କର 
ସପ୍ରରଣା ସଂଚୟନସର ।  
 
କିସଶାରାଵସ୍ଥାର  ସସ ପିତୃହୀନ ସହାଇପଡିଥିସଲ । ସର୍ମା ର୍ମା’ 
(ବାପାଙ୍କ ସବାଉ)କ  ବହ  କଶା ାତ ସହିବାକ  ପଡିଲା । ସସ 
ସର୍ମୟସର ଆର୍ମ ଅଞ୍ଚଳସର ସସ ଜସଣ ସର୍ମଧାବୀ ଛାତ୍ର ରୂସପ 
ଗଣା ଯାଉଥିସଲ । ଗଣିତ ଓ ବିଜ୍ଞାନ ପ୍ରତି ତାଙ୍କର ପ୍ରଗାଢ 

ଦ୍ ବଖଳତା ଥିଲା ।  ଏହାର ଏକ ନଜିର 
ତାଙ୍କର ର୍ମୟାଟି୍ରକ ପରୀକ୍ଷାସର 
ଗଣିତସର ଶସହର  ଶସହପ୍ରତିଶତ 
ଅଙ୍କ ରି୍ମଳିବାର  ରି୍ମସଳ ।  ରଠାର  ଦୂ୍ର ଜାଗାର୍ମାନଙ୍କସର 
ସକସତଗ ଡାଏ ଅର୍ମଲାତନି୍ତ୍ରକ ବିଭାଗସର ନିଯ କି୍ତର ନିଶି୍ଚତ ସ ସଯାଗ 
ପତ୍ର ପାଇଥିସଲ ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ, ସସ ସ୍ୱଳ୍ପ ସବତନସର ଶିକ୍ଷକତାକ  ବୃତି୍ତ 
ରୂସପ ବାଛିସନଇଥିସଲ । ସପଶାସର ଜସଣ ଶିକ୍ଷକ, ଆଉ 
ନିଶାସର ଜସଣ ଓଡିଆ ସଂସ୍କତିୃ ସପ୍ରର୍ମୀ ର୍ମଣିଷେିଏ ଥିସଲ । 
ଓଡିଆ ସଙ୍ଗୀତ - ସସ ପଲ୍ଲୀ ଗୀତ ସହଉ, େଜନ-ଜଣାଣ ସହଉ 
ଅବା ସଦ୍ଶାତ୍ମସବାଧକ ଗୀତ ସହଉ, ସବ ଥିସର ସସ ସ୍ୱର 
ସଂସଯାଜନା କରିବାସର ର୍ମାହିର ଥିସଲ । ର୍ାଲି ଓଡିଆ ସଙ୍ଗୀତ 
ନ ହ , ପ ରାତନ ହିେୀ ଚଳଚି୍ଚତ୍ର ସଙ୍ଗୀତ ଶ ଣିବାସର ବି ତାଙ୍କର 
େରପ ର ର ଚି ରହିଥିଲା ।   
 
ସସ ରି୍ମଷ୍ଟଭାଷୀ, ଅତୟନ୍ତ ସର୍ମଳାପୀ ସଲାକ ଜସଣ ଥିସଲ । ତାଙ୍କ 
ଅନ୍ତର କଥା ସସ ର୍ ବ୍ ଶୀଘ୍ର ପ୍ରକାଶ କରିଦି୍ଅନି୍ତ । ସସଥିପାଇ  
ତାଙ୍କ  ବହ ବାର ପରବତ୍ତଖୀ ସର୍ମୟସର ଅସ ବିଧାର ସାର୍ମନା କରିବାକ  
ପଡ ଥିଲା । ଜାଣତ-ଅଜାଣତ, ପ୍ରତୟକ୍ଷ ଅବା ପସରାକ୍ଷସର ସସ 
ବହ  ସଲାକଙ୍କ  ସାହାଯୟ କରିଥାନି୍ତ । ଅନ ଗ୍ରହ ଓ 
ପରଦ୍ ୁଃର୍କାତରତା, ତାଙ୍କ ଜୀବନ ର୍ମନ୍ତ୍ର ସବାଲି ର୍ମସନହ ଏ । 
ସସଥିପାଇ  ଅବସରର ପରବତ୍ତଖୀ ସର୍ମୟସର ତାଙ୍କର ଅଧିକାଂଶ 
ସର୍ମୟ ସଗାଷ୍ଠୀ ସସବାସର ବିତ ଥିଲା । ଭାଗୟର ବିଡର୍ମବନା କିଏ 
ଏଡାଇ ସଦ୍ଇପାସର ? ରୃ୍ମତ ୟକାଳର ରୂ୍ମକସାକ୍ଷୀ ତାଙ୍କର ନିଜର 
ସକହି ସହାଇପାରିସଲନି । ଦ୍ ନିଆର ଦ୍େ ର ର୍ମସତ,  ଜନମ ସଯଉ ଠି 
ଅନିବଖାଯଖୟ, ରୃ୍ମତ ୟ ସସଠି ନିଶି୍ଚତ । ଯାହାର ବିକଳ୍ପ ହିଁ ନାହିଁ  । 
କବି ଡକଟର ର୍ମାୟାଧର ର୍ମାନସିଂହ ଯଥାଥଖସର ସଲଖିଥିସଲ-    

 
ର୍ମଣିଷ ଜନର୍ମ ପାଇଏ ଜଗସତ  

କିଏ ଏଡି ସଦ୍ବ ନିୟତି ଧାରା 
ଆସିବା ଯିବାତ ଲାଗିଥିବ େସବ  

ର୍ମଣିଷ ସହିବ ସଶାକର ଜାଳା । 
 

 
 

-  ାନ୍ ଡିଏନ ା, କାେିଫରି୍ଣ୍ଣଆ,  ଯୁକ୍ତରାଷ୍ଟ୍ର ଆନମରିକା  
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ଓ.ସି.ଡ଼ି. ଉପୋଖ୍ୟୋନ  
ପ୍ରଶାନ୍ତ େୂୟ ା 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 

“େୂୟ ାବାବ ; େିସକ ର ହନ୍ତୁ...! ” 
 
ପଛକ  ଅନାଇ ସଦ୍ଖିଲି ପାକିୋନସର ଜନିମତ େସରାସଣ୍ଟାସର 
ରହ ଥିବା ସର୍ମାର ଜସଣ ସହକର୍ମଖୀ ବନ୍ଧ  ବରଫ ଉପସର ଥିରିଥିରି 
ପାଦ୍ ପକାଇ ସର୍ମା ଆଡକ  ଲହସି ଆସ ଛନି୍ତ । ର୍ମ ହ ସର ଅଜବ 
ଭାବ। ଅତି ନିକେକ  ଆସି ସର୍ମା କାନ୍ଧସର ହାତ ରଖି ଅତି 
ସନ୍ତପଖଣସର କହିସଲ, “କାଲି ରାତିସର ପରିରା ଯିବାକ  ବାହାରି 
ଥିବା ସବସଳ, ଆର୍ମ ସବାହ  ସର୍ମା ପ ଅକ  କହିବାର ଶ ଣିଲି, ସର୍ମାର 
କ ଆସଡ ଓସିଡି ଅଛି । ସର୍ମାର ପରିରା ବେ ସହାଇଗଲା; ଆଉ 
ଯାଇପାରିଲି ନାହିଁ  । ରାତିଯାକ ସଶାଇବି ପାରିନାହିଁ ଆଜ୍ଞା । ଆପଣ 
ତ ବାଇସୟାସଲାଜି ବାଲା। କ ହସନ୍ତନି; ସର୍ମା ଜାଣିବା ପୂବଖର  ସର୍ମା 
ସବାହ କ  ସକରି୍ମତି ଜଣା ପଡିଲା ଏ ସରାଗ ବିଷୟସର । ଆଉ 
ଏଇୋ କଣ ?” 
 
ବିସଦ୍ଶସର ପ ଅସବାହ  ପାର୍ସର ରହିଥିବା ଏହି ୬୫ବଷଖ ବୟସ୍କ 
େଦ୍ରବୟକି୍ତଙ୍କ ଏହି ଅଜଣା ଲକ୍ଷଣ ବିଷୟସର ଅଜ୍ଞତା ସଦ୍ଖି 
ସର୍ମାସତ କିଛି ଆଶ୍ଚଯଖୟ ଲାଗିଲାନି । ସହସଲ ତାଙ୍କ  ଆଉ ନ 
ଡସରଇ ଅତି ସଂଭ୍ରର୍ମର ସହ କହିଲି, 
“ସସଥିସର େୟେୀତ ସହବାର କିଛି ନାହିଁର୍ମ...! ଏହା ଏକ ସ୍ୱତନ୍ତ୍ର 
ଲକ୍ଷଣ, ସକୌଣସି ଦ୍ ରାସରାଗୟ ବୟାଧି ନ ହ  । ଶୃଙ୍ଖଳିତ, 
ପୂର୍ଣ୍ଖଜ୍ଞାନୀ, ସିର୍ଦ୍, ନିବିଷ୍ଟର୍ମନା, ଏକସକୈନି୍ଦ୍ରକ, ଗ ଣ ପ୍ରସୟାଗକାରୀ 
ବୟକି୍ତର ଚିକିତ୍ସାଶାସ୍ତ୍ରର ସସବଖାଚ୍ଚ ସଂଜ୍ଞା ସହଉଛି ଓ.ସି.ଡି...!” 
 
ଏହା ଶ ଣି ତାଙ୍କ ର୍ମ ହ ସର ବିଜ ଳି ପରି ହସ ଉକ େି ଉଠିଲା । ସର୍ମା 
ପିଠି ଥାପ ସଡଇ କହିସଲ, 
“ଓୁଃ ଏଇ କଥା, ଏଇୋ ତ େଲସରାଗେିଏ...!” 
ସସ ସର୍ମାସତ କ ୋଇ ଧରି ବସହ ହସିସଲ, ଆଉ ର୍ମ   ବି । ତାପସର 
ଦ୍ ସହ  ନିକେସର ଥିବା “େିମ  ହେଖନ୍ ”କ  ଆସଗଇ ଗଲ  । 
 
ଏସବ ଆଉ ପଚାରନ୍ତୁ ନାହିଁ ସଯ ଏଇ “େିମ  ହେଖନ୍ ” କଣ ? 
ପସର କହିବି...! 

ପ୍ରଥସର୍ମ ସର୍ମାସତ େିସକ “ହାଲ୍ ସପସନା ସବସଗଲ୍ ” ସଗାସେ’ତ 
ର୍ାଇ ଆସିବାକ  ଦି୍ଅନ୍ତୁ।” 
 
ଏଇ କଥା ଏରି୍ମତି ସଗଲବସରିଆ ଭାବସର ଗାସରଇ ସଦ୍ଇଥିଲି 
ସଫସ ବ କ୍  ପୃଷ୍ଠାସର। ସଇଲା କଥା ସସଇଠି। ବାତ୍ତଖାସପଡିସର 
ଆସିଲା ଅସନକ କଥା। ସସଇ କଥାସର ଏଇ ସର୍ମା କ ରପା ଭାଇ 
ର୍ ଞି୍ଚ ସଦ୍ଲା ପ୍ରଶନେିଏ। କହିଲା; ପ୍ରେୂ, ଆଉ େିକିଏ ଉର୍ାରନ୍ତୁନା 
ସସଇ ଓସିଡି ଉପାର୍ୟାନକ । ଏସବ ତାକ  ପ ଣି ସାଉ େି ଆଣି ଆଉ 
ପସଣ ଧାଡି ଗାସରଇ ସଦ୍ଲି ସସଇ ସଫସ ବ କ୍  ପୃଷ୍ଠାସର। 
 
ହଇର୍ମ, କ ରପା ଭାଇ...ତ ’ୋ ଏସଡ ଚାଲାକିୋଏ; ର୍ମ   କଣ 
ବ ଝିପାରିନି ସବାଲି ତ  ଭାବିଛ  କିସର ବାପ...! 
 
ଚିକିତ୍ସାଶାସ୍ତ୍ରସର ତ ଏହାକ  ଅବ୍ ସସସିଭ୍  କମ୍ପଲ୍ ସିଭ୍  ଡିସ ଅଡଖର [ 
Obsessive Compulsive Disorder (OCD)] କହନି୍ତ। ଏହାତ 
ଜଗତଜଣା । ସହସଲ ଏଇ ବାହାନାସର ଆଉ କିଛି କଥା ଦି୍ପଦ୍ 
ଶ ଣିବାକ  ତ ୋ ୋକି ବସିଥିବ ; ସର୍ମାସତ ଜଣା । 
 
ସହଉ, ସର୍ମାସତ େିକିଏ ସନୈଶସଭାଜନୋ ସାରିବାକ  ସଦ୍; ତାପସର 
କହିବି କଥା ଦ୍ ଇପଦ୍ ଏହି ଓସିଡିକ  ସନଇ । 
 
ସହଲାତ...ଏସବ ର୍ ସି । ତସତ ଆଉ ପାରି ସହବନାହିଁ ପରା । 
 
ସ ଧି ପାଠସକ; କଥାୋର ପୂର ବ କଥା ଏଇୋ...! 
 
କ ରପା ଭାଇ; ସର୍ମା କଥା ଶ ସଣ, ପସଢ, ବ ସଝ, ଜାସଣ ଆଉ 
କସହ ସର୍ମାସତ “ସୟ ଦି୍ଲ୍  ର୍ମାସଙ୍ଗ ସର୍ମାର ” । ଏଇୋ  ଇରି୍ମତି 
ସିରି୍ମତି କଥା ନ ସହ ର୍ମ । ହୃଦ୍ୟ ଝ ଣି ପସକଇବା କଥା। ସର୍ମାର 
ଜସଣ ହୃଦ୍ୟଗ୍ରାହୀ ପାଠକ ଚାହ  ଛି ଯଦି୍; ସର୍ମାସତ’ତ ସଲଖିବାକ  
ପଡିବ, ଅଲ୍ ବତ । 
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କିସହା, ତସର୍ମ ସବାପାସବାଉ ହ ଅ ସକସତସବସଳ, କହ ନ? 
ସଯସତସବସଳ ଯାଏ  ଏନ୍ତୁଡିଶାଳର  କ ଆ ରାବ ଆସିନି କି ତର୍ମ 
ସଧାତିସପଣ୍୍ଟ  ଶାଢୀଧଡି ଧରି ସକହି ଝାଙି୍କ କିଛି ଜଞ୍ଜାଳ କରିନି; 
ସସସତସବଳ ଯାଏ  । ଏଇୋ ସହଉଛି ସଂସାର ଝାସର୍ମଲା। 
ସସଇପରା କହ ଛି ଏଇ ଦି୍ଧାଡିସର। ସଯସତସବସଳ ପାଠକ ତର୍ମ 
ସଲର୍ାକ  ସାଏ ସଦ୍ଇନି ତସର୍ମ କଣ ତର୍ମର ସତର ପ ର ଷସର 
ସକହି ସଲର୍କ ସହଇପାରିବନି ପରା ! ଏଇରି୍ମତି ସଗାସେ ଗାଢ 
ପାଠକ ଏଇ ସର୍ମା କ ରପା ଭାଇ। 
 
ଏଇରି୍ମତି ତ ର୍ମ େଳି ସବ  ପାଠକ ର୍ମାନଙ୍କ  ର୍ମ   ସଜସଜକାର କର ଛି, 
ନିଉସଛଉଚି ସହା; ଛଇ ନ ହ । 
 
ଏସବ ଚାଲ, ଅସଲ କଥାକ  ଆସିବା । ଏଇ ଓସିଡି କଥା’ର୍ମ...! 
 
ଧାଡିଧାଡି କରି ର୍ମ   ସଲର୍ ଥିବି...ଆଉ ସତସର୍ମ ସବ  ସଠା କରି 
ପଢ ଥାଅ । 
 
ଏସବ... 
“ରସର୍ ସର୍ମାବାଇଲି...କାସଢ ସଜାତା... 
ଶ ସଣ କ ରପା, ଓ.ସି.ଡି. କଥା...!!!” 
 
ଓସିଡି ଉପାର୍ୟାନ ଏଇ େସରାସଣ୍ଟାର ଜ୍ଞାନ ନାଇ ର୍ମ। ତା ସହ 
ସର୍ମାର ଚାରିଆଖି ସହାଇଥିଲା ୨୦୦୩ ର୍ମସିହାସର । 
ସସସତସବସଳ ଇଚ୍ଛାପ ରର ଜ୍ଞାନଭାରତୀ ର୍ମହାବିଦ୍ୟାଳୟସର 
ଜୀବବିଜ୍ଞାନ ବିଭାଗର ର୍ମ ର୍ୟଭାସବ କାଯଖୟରତ ଥାଏ । ବ୍ରହ୍ମପ ରର  
ନିଇତି ଯିବା ଆସିବା କର ଥାଏ ଇଚ୍ଛାପ ରକ  । ସର୍ମୟ ଅଧିକ ଥିସଲ 
ସରଳଗାଡିସର; ସର୍ମୟ ଅନଧିକସର ଫେଫେିଆ “େିେିଏସ  
ଫିଏସରା ଏଫ୍  ୨” ସର । ଭାରତୀୟ ସରଳର ବିଳମି୍ବତ ସର୍ମୟ 
ନି ଖଣ୍ଟକ  ର୍ମ   ସମ୍ମାନ ସଦ୍ଉଥିଲି । ସଯଉ ଦି୍ନ ସରଳଗାଡିସର 
ଯିବାର ସ ସଯାଗ ରି୍ମଳ ଥାଏ ସସସତସବସଳ ର୍ମ   ସର୍ମାର ସହକର୍ମଖୀ 
କାହ୍ନ  ସାର ଙ୍କ ସହ ସୟସ ୱନ୍ତପ ର  ହାୱଡା ନସହସଲ ସକସବ 
ପ୍ରଶାନି୍ତ ଏକ୍ସସପ୍ରସସର ଯାଉ। ବ୍ରହ୍ମପ ର ଠାର  ୧୫/୨୦ ରି୍ମନିଟ୍ ର 
ରାୋ ଇଚ୍ଛାପ ର । 
 
ସରଳ ସଷ୍ଟସନ୍ /ଗାଡିସର ଆର୍ମ ସହ ସକସବସକସବ ଜସଣ 
ଅଧ୍ୟାପକଙ୍କ ରି୍ମଳନ ହ ଏ । ଅତି ଶ୍ରର୍ଦ୍ାର ସହ ଆର୍ମ ସହ ରି୍ମଶନି୍ତ 
ଆଉ ବସିବାକ  ଏକାନ୍ତ ଜାଗା ରି୍ମଳିସଲ ଆର୍ମଠ   ଦ୍ ଇଫ େ ଛାଡି ବସି 
ଦ୍ ନିଆ ସାରାର କଥା ହ ଅନି୍ତ । ଗାଡିସର େିଡଥିସଲ ସସ ସକସବ 

ଚଢନି୍ତ ନାହିଁ ଅଥବା ତାଙ୍କ ସଦ୍ହ ସହ କାହାର ସଦ୍ହ ଲାଗିସଲ 
ବରଦ୍ାେ କରନି୍ତ ନାହିଁ । ସଯସତସବସଳ ଇଚ୍ଛାପ ର ସଷ୍ଟସନ୍ ସର 
ଆସର୍ମ ସବ  ଓୋଇ ଯାଉ ରାୋସର ସସ ସଗାେିଏ ନଳକୂଅସର 
ନିଜର ହାତ ଧ ଅନି୍ତ। ୟାକ  ହିଁ  ତ ଏସବ ନ ା ଦି୍ଆ ସହାଇଛି; 
ସସାସିଆଲ ଡିସଷ୍ଟନିିଙ୍୍ଗ  ଆଉ ଓଡିଆସର ସଙ୍ଗସରାଧ। ହଇ। ଇଏ 
କସରାନା ଆଗର  ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ଥିଲା ର୍ମ। ଏସବ ର୍ାଲି ହାଇପି କରା 
ସହାଇଛି। କିସହା ଗ ା ଗଣ୍ଡାସର ଏସବ ବି ହାଡିବାଉରୀ ଆଉ 
ବ୍ରାହ୍ମ ଣ ସଗାସସଇ ଙ୍କ ର୍ମଧ୍ୟସର ସସଇ ସଙ୍ଗସରାଧ ଯ ଗଯ ଗର  ଗଡି 
ଆଇଚି। ସର୍ମା ତ ଣ୍ଡୋ ଆଉ ସସଥିକି ସର୍ାଲ ନି; ନଇସଲ, କହିସଲ 
କହ ଛି କହିଲା ସବାଲି। 
 
ସସଇ ଅଧ୍ୟାପକଙ୍କ ଆର୍ମଠ   ଦୂ୍ସରଇ ବସିବା କଥା ର୍ମ   ଏସତ 
ତସଳଇ କରି ଭାବିନଥିଲି । ଏ ବିଷୟସର ସର୍ମାସତ କାହ୍ନ ସାର  
ଥସର ସଚସତଇ ଥିସଲ । ଆସର୍ମ ଏହା ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ଲକ୍ଷୟ କରିଥିଲ  ସଯ 
ସସ ଅତି ସନ୍ତପଖଣସର ରହନି୍ତ ସଯପରିକି ସକହି ତାଙ୍କ   ଷି 
ସହାଇନପାସର। କାହାରିକ  ହାତ ବଢାଇ ହାତଝଙ୍କା ଅେିବାଦ୍ନ 
କରିବା ପାଇ  ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ସସ କ ୋସବାଧ କର ଥିସଲ। ଅତି ପାରଙ୍ଗର୍ମ 
ଥିସଲ ସସ ଓଡିଆ ସାହିତୟର ଆସଲାଚନାସର । ସର୍ମା ସହ ଅସନକ 
ଥର ଓଡିଆ ସାହିତୟ ଜଗତର ଅସନକ ଗ ର୍ମର କଥା ଆଉ 
ସଗୌରବର୍ମୟ ର୍ମ ହୂତ୍ତଖର କଥା ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ଶ ସଣାଉଥିସଲ । ରାଜନୀତି, 
ସାହିତୟ, ସାର୍ମାଜିକ ଜୀବନ ତଥା ଓଡିଶାର ଅସନକ ତଥୟସହ 
ତାଙ୍କର ଜ୍ଞାନ ରହିଥିଲା । 
 
ସସଦି୍ନ ଆର୍ମ ବଗିସର ସଲାକ ଗହଳି ନଥିଲା । ଆର୍ମ ଡବାସର 
ସକବଳ ସସ ଆଉ ର୍ମ   ହିଁ  ବସିଥିଲ ; ର୍ମ ର୍ାର୍ମ ଖି । ଅଧ୍ୟାପକ, ସସ 
ସବ  କହି ତାଙ୍କ  କାହିଁକି ଡାକିବା କହିଲ ? ତାଙ୍କର ସଗାେିଏ ନାର୍ମ 
ଅଛି ସହସଲ ର୍ମ   ତାହା ପ୍ରକାଶ କରିବାୋ ଯଥାଥଖ ସହବନାହିଁ । 
ଆଜି ଦ୍ରକାର ସହଲାତ ଏହି ଚରିତ୍ରକ  ସର୍ମା ସଲର୍ାକ  ୋଣି ଆଣିଲି 
। ଚାଲନ୍ତୁ ତାଙ୍କ  “ର୍ମହାଶୟ” ସବାଲି ସସର୍ମବାଧନ କରିବା । 
 
ଆଉ ଆଡଆଡ ନସହାଇ, ର୍ମହାଶୟଙ୍କ  ର୍ମନ େିତସର 
ରସବଇର୍ସବଇ ସହଉଥିବା ର୍ମାସକର ପ୍ରଶନେି ପଚାରିସଦ୍ଲି । 
ସର୍ମାର ପ୍ରଶନ ଥିଲା, “ଆପଣ ଏଇ ସଯଉ  ସର୍ମେଙ୍କ  ଅଛ ଆ  େଳି 
ଆସଡଇ ସହାଇ ରହ ଛନି୍ତ ର୍ମ   ଏହାର ର୍ମରର୍ମସେଦ୍ୀ ପାର ନାହିଁ  । 
ସର୍ମା କଥା ସ ନା କରି ଏ ବିଷୟସର ବୟାର୍ୟା କରିସବକି 
ର୍ମହାଶସୟ ?” 
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ଆହା ସର୍ମା ଧନସର... କି ହସ ଅରାଇ ଉଠିଲା ତାଙ୍କର ସସଇ ଅଂଶା 
ର୍ମାରିଲା େଳି ପରିର୍ମଣ୍ଡଳ ବଦ୍ନସର ! କାଳିଆ କୃଷ୍ଣ ବି କ୍ଷସଣ 
ସଦ୍ଖିସବ ସସଇ ହସକ  । ର୍ମ   ବି ର୍ମ ହ ୋକ  ସର୍ମାର ବିଚିତ୍ର କରି 
ଭାବିଲି ଏ କ’ଣ ସହଲା ? 
 
ସହସଲ ସର୍ମାସତ ଆଉ ଆଶ୍ଚଯଖୟାନିବତ ନସହବାକ  ସଦ୍ଇ କହିସଲ, 
“େୂୟ ା ବାବ , ଏଇୋ ସର୍ମାର ବହ ତ ଦି୍ନ ତଳର ସ୍ୱୀକାର କର ଥିବା 
ଅଣବିକାରୋଏ ।” 
 
ସସ ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ଏଇ ଉପାର୍ୟାନକ  ଲସର୍ମବଇ ଲସେଇ ସଦ୍ବାକ  ଚାହିଁ 
ବସିଥିସଲ ସବାସଧ। ଏଣ  ସହଜସର କହିବାକ  ଆରମ୍ଭ କସଲ 
କଥା ତାଙ୍କର। ସସ କହିସଲ, “ଏଇୋ ଏରି୍ମତି ଦି୍ନକସର କି 
ର୍ମାସକସର ଆରମ୍ଭ ସହାଇନାହିଁ। ବିେିନ୍ନ ପରିସି୍ଥତିସର ଅସନକ 
ଲକ୍ଷଣକ  ଅନ ଧ୍ୟାନ କର କର  ଏହି ଗ ଣେି ର୍ମ   ପାଇଛି। ଅନୟପାଇ  
ହ ଏତ ଅବଗ ଣ ସହାଇପାସର ସହସଲ ସସଥିପ୍ରତି ର୍ମ   ନିବିକାର। 
ଏହା ସର୍ମା ଜୀବନ; ୟାକ  ସ୍ୱଚ୍ଛ ଆଉ ସ୍ୱାସ୍ଥୟବାନ ରଖିବା ସର୍ମାର 
କତ୍ତଖବୟ । ର୍ମ   ଶାନି୍ତସର ର୍ମରିବା ପାଇ  ଚାସହ ; ସକୌଣସି ସରାଗ 
ବଇରାଗ ସହାଇ ନ ହ । ର୍ମ   ଆପଣଙ୍କ  ବ ଝାଇ କହ ଛି ଶ ଣନ୍ତୁ ।” 
 
ସସ ପ ଣିଥସର କହିସଲ, “ର୍ମ   ସଯସତସବସଳ ବସ ଷ୍ଟାଣ୍ଡ, 
ସରଲସୱ ସଷ୍ଟସନ୍ , ଗଣସଭା ତଥା ଅନୟ ସକୌଣସି ସ୍ଥାନସର ଥାଏ 
ସସସତସବସଳ ର୍ମ   ସବ  ଲକ୍ଷୟ କସର । ସସସତସବସଳ ସଦ୍ସର୍, 
ସଯ ସଲାକର୍ମାସନ ସବସଳସବସଳ ନାକର  ବକଳା/ସିଂ ାଣୀ, 
କାନର  ଗଇ, ପାେିର  ସଛପ/ପାନସଛପ ସବ  ସପାଛନି୍ତ 
ସସସତସବସଳ ସସର୍ମାସନ ସସଇ ହାତକ  ଆଉ ଧ ଅନି୍ତ ନାହିଁ କି 
ସପାଛନି୍ତ ନାହିଁ । ସସଇ ହାତସର ହିଁ ସସର୍ମାସନ ଅନୟକ  
ସସକ୍ ସହଣ୍୍ଡ  କରନି୍ତ, ସକାଳାସକାଳି ହ ଅନି୍ତ ଅଥବା ଅଣ୍ଡଳା ଆଉ ସି 
ହ ଅନି୍ତ । ସହ େଗବାନ, ସର୍ମା ସଦ୍ହ ଥରିଯାଏ ସସସତସବସଳ । 
ର୍ମ   ସକଉ  ଦି୍ବୟ ଚକ୍ଷ ସର ସଦ୍ସର୍; ସସତ ସଯପରି ଜୀବାଣ , 
ବୀଜାଣ , େୂତାଣ , ପ୍ରେୃତି ଏ ସଲାକର ହାତର  ସସ ସଲାକ ପାର୍କ  
ଏକ ବିଜୟୀର ହସ ସନଇ ଆସଗଇ ଯାଆନି୍ତ । ଆଉ ସର୍ମାସତ 
ଅନାନି୍ତ ଆଖି ସଢଲାସଢଲା କରି । ସର୍ମାସତ ସଯପରି କ ହନି୍ତ – 
‘ର୍ମହାଶୟ, ଅସନଇଛ  କ’ଣ; ଏଇରି୍ମତି ଆସର୍ମ ସଂକ୍ରର୍ମଣ ସହଉ । 
ତ ର୍ମର ସ୍ୱାସ୍ଥୟରକ୍ଷା ଆଉ ଜ୍ଞାନର କବଚକ  ଆସର୍ମ ଏଇେଳି ସେଦ୍ 
କର  । ଆଜି ଏଇଠି ଜଣଙ୍କ ପାର୍ସର ତ କାଲି ଲସକ୍ଷ ସଲାକଙ୍କ 
ପାର୍ସର। ଆସର୍ମ ତ ର୍ମ ର୍ମାନବ ସର୍ମାଜକ  ର୍ାଇଯିବ ।’ ସର୍ମାସତ 
ଲାସଗ ସସତ ସଯପରି ସଂକ୍ରର୍ମଣ ସବ  ଜିେ ଲହଲହ କରି ଆସଗଇ 
ଆସ ଛନି୍ତ ପ୍ରଳୟଙ୍କରୀ ର୍ମହାର୍ମାରୀ ସନଇ । ଏଣ  ର୍ମ   ସସଙ୍କାଚ 

କସର, ହାତ ରି୍ମଶାଇବାକ । କାହାକ  ଛ ଇ ବାକ  । ଏହା କଣ ସର୍ମାର 
େୂଲ କି କ ହନ୍ତୁ ? 
 
ଆପଣତ ନିସଜ ଜୀବବିଜ୍ଞାନୀେିଏ; ଆପଣ ଏହାକ  କ’ଣ କହିସବ 
?? 
ର୍ମ   ବିକାରଗ୍ରେ ନା ସବଖସାଧାରଣ ??? 
 
ର୍ମ   ଅଗତୟା ସମ୍ମତିସର ର୍ମ ଣ୍ଡ ହଲାଇବା ଛଡା କିଛି ଯ  ନଥିଲା । 
ଆପଣର୍ମାସନ ବି ଅସଙ୍ଗ ନିସେଇଥିସବ ଏଇ ସବ  କଥା । ନିଜ 
ପିଲାର ଗ ହର୍ମ ତ ସର୍ମେଙ୍କ  ଚେନ ଅରୃ୍ମତତ ଲୟ ସହାଇପାସର 
ସହସଲ ଅନୟର ସଛପ, ର୍ଙ୍କାର, ସିଂ ାଣୀ, ଗ ହ, ର୍ମ ତ, ପ୍ରେୃତି 
ସତସର ସକସଡ ବିପଦ୍ଜନକ ଭାବନ୍ତୁତ । ରାୋ ଏସବ ପାଇର୍ାନା, 
କାନ୍ଥ ପରିରାଗାର, ବସିବା ଜାଗା ସଛପର୍ଙ୍କାରସର େତି୍ତ । ଏହା 
ଆପଣ ସଯ ସକୌଣସି ବସ ଷ୍ଟପ୍ , ସରଲସୱ ସଷ୍ଟସନ୍ , ପ୍ରେୃତି 
ଜାଗାକ  ଗସଲ ର୍ମ ଣ୍ଡ ସପାତି ଚାଲିଗସଲ ବି ଦି୍ଶ ଥିବ । 
ଜନସାଧାରଣଙ୍କ ଶ ଚିଜ୍ଞାନ ଓ ସ୍ୱାସ୍ଥୟଜ୍ଞାନ ନାହିଁ ତ କହି ପାରିବାନି 
ସହସଲ ଏହି ସବ  ପାଳନ କରିବାକ  ଗଲାସବସଳ ଏର୍ମାନଙ୍କର 
ପଞ୍ଚର୍ମସର ବୃହେତି ପଡିଯାଏ । ପିଲାଦି୍ନ  ବ ଝିଥିବା ଆଉ 
ପିଲାର୍ମାନଙ୍କ  ବ ଝାଉଥିବା ଗ ର ଜନଙ୍କ  ଏହି କଥା ପ ନଶ୍ଚ 
ସରକାରଙ୍କ  ବ ଝାଇବାକ  ପସଡ ବିେିନ୍ନ ଢଙ୍ଗସର। 
 
ଏଇ ସଦ୍ର୍ ନାହାନି୍ତ; ସର୍ମବାଦ୍ପତ୍ରସର, ଦୂ୍ରଦ୍ଶଖନସର, ର୍ମ ର୍ପତ୍ରସର 
ଆଉ କହିବାକ  ଗସଲ ସବ ଆସଡ ସର୍ମେଙ୍କ ପ୍ରକୃତି ସଂରକ୍ଷଣ 
ନିର୍ମସନ୍ତ ଭାସଳଣି ଆଉ ର୍ାଲି ଭାସଳଣି। ଏହି ଭାସଳଣିର ଫଳାଫଳ 
ସବ  ଆପଣର୍ମାସନ ସଦ୍ର୍ ଥିସବ । ଏଇ ପରିସପ୍ରକ୍ଷୀସର ଯଦି୍ ସକହି 
ଏହି ଗନି୍ଧଆ ହାତକ , ସଦ୍ହକ  ନଛ ଇ ଲା ସତସବ ତାପାଇ  ନୂଆ 
ସରାଗ ବଚ୍ଛାହ ଏ। ସସହିେଳି ସଗାେିଏ ଲକ୍ଷଣ ସହଲା ଓସିଡି। ଯିଏ 
ଶୃଙ୍ଖଳାକ  ପାସଦ୍ ଆଗକ  ବଢାଇଲା, ନିବିଷ୍ଟର୍ମନୟତାକ  ହାସତ 
ବସଢଇଲା ଅଥବା ସତକଖତାକ  ଅଧିକ ପ୍ରାଧାନୟ ସଦ୍ଲା ତା ଉପସର 
ର୍ମ ଦ୍ ଦି୍ଆଗଲା “ଓ.ସି.ଡି.” । 
 
ଏଇ ର୍ମହାଶୟ ସସହି ବଗଖର ଜସଣ ସେୟ । 
 
ଆପଣ ଯଦି୍ ଏହି ସରାଗର  ନିଜକ  ର୍ମ କ ସଳଇବାକ  ଚାହ  ଛନି୍ତ ସତସବ 
ଶୃଙ୍ଖଳାକ  ନାସତ, ନିବିଷ୍ଟର୍ମନୟତାକ  ପାହାସର ଆଉ ସତକଖତାକ  
ଦି୍ଅନ୍ତୁ ସଚସଙ୍କ । 
 



 

111 
 

ଊରି୍ମ: ୨୦୨୦ ଓସା ସସାସେନିର  

ଏଇ ଉପାର୍ୟାନର ଆହ ରି ଅସନକ କିଛି ଅଛି; ସହସଲ ସ୍ଥାନ-
କାଳ-ପାତ୍ର ସବାଲି କିଛି ଅଛି କି ନାହିଁ। ହାେ ର୍ମଝିସର ବ୍ରହ୍ମଜ୍ଞାନ 
ସବାଇସଲ ବି କୀଳା। କହିସଲ କ ଳକ  ଲାଜ; ନକହିସଲ କ ଳ 
ନାହିଁସର ଭାଇ ଜଗତ ଭାସି ଯାଉଛି। ଏଣ  ପସଦ୍ ଗାସରଇଲି। ଆଉ 
କଥା ଆଉ ଦି୍ସନ; ଆଉ ଥସର। 
 

ଏସବ ବ ଝିସଲ ତ; ନିସରାଗ ଆଉ ନିରାପଦ୍ ରହିବା ପାଇ  ଯଦି୍ କିଛି 
ର୍ମାନିବାକ  ପସଡ ସତସବ କିଏ ସଙ୍ଗସରାଧ କହ  ଅବା ଓସିଡି। 
ପରସତ ଯାଆନ୍ତୁନି ର୍ମ। ଆସଲା ସର୍ୀ ଆପଣା ର୍ମହତ ଆସପ ରଖି। 
ଏଣ  ଆପଣଙ୍କ ସ୍ୱାସ୍ଥୟର ନିରାପତ୍ତା ଓ ଶ ଚି ଆପଣଙ୍କ ହାତସର। 
ଅଳପ ଜଗିରଖି ଚଳନ୍ତୁ। ସବ  ସ ଧ ରି ଯିବ। 

 

-ପ୍ରେୂ 

ଟନରାନଟା, ଅଟାରିଓ 

କାନାଡା 
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ମଧୁ ଦର୍ଣନ – ବମୋ ଆଖିବର ମଧୁ ବୋବୁ 
ଡୁଃ ତନମୟ ପଣ୍ଡା
 
 

 

ର୍ମଧ  ବାବ , ଏକ ଅସାଧାରଣ ବୟକି୍ତତ୍ୱ, ଏକ ଅସାଧାରଣ ପ୍ରତିଭା 
। ସହସଲ ଏକ ସାଧାରଣ ର୍ମଣିଷର ସସ ସହଉଛନି୍ତ ସପ୍ରରଣା । 
ଅସାଧାରଣତା ସଯ ଜନମଗତ ନ ସହ , ଏବଂ ଏକ ସାଧାରଣ ବୟକି୍ତ 
ସଯ ନିଜ ପ୍ରସଚଷ୍ଟାସର ଅସାଧାରଣ ସହାଇପାସର, ର୍ମଧ ବାବ  ତାର 
ଏକ ଜ୍ୱଳନ୍ତ ନିଦ୍ଶଖନ ।  
 
ପିଲାେି ଦି୍ନର  ଶ ଣି ଆସିସଛ ପାଠ ପଢି ର୍ମଧ  ବାବ  ସସଙ୍ଗ ଲଢିବି 
। “ଲଢିବି”ୋ ଏଠି ହଉଛି ର୍ମଧ  ବାବ ଙ୍କ େରକ  ଆସିବାୋ । 
ଅଥଖାତ୍କ, ପିଲାେି ଦି୍ନର  ର୍ମଧ  ବାବ ଙ୍କ ପରି ସହବାୋ ଏକ ଉଚ୍ଚ 
ଅେିଳାଷ। ସକସବବି ଶ ଣିସନ ବଡ ସହଇ ସଗାପବନ୍ଧ ଙ୍କ ପରି 
ସହବାକ  ବା ରାଧାନାଥଙ୍କ ପରି ସହବାକ । ଏଇୋ ସକବଳ ର୍ମଧ  
ବାବ ଙ୍କ ପାଇ  ଉରି୍ଦ୍ଷ୍ଟ । ସତସବ କାହିଁକି ? ର୍ମଧ  ବାବ ଙ୍କ ଏ 
ବିସଶଷତ୍ୱୋ ଆସିଥିଲା ତାଙ୍କ ବୟକି୍ତତ୍ୱର  ।  
 
୮୬ ବଷଖର ର୍ମହା ଜୀବନୀ ର୍ମଧ ବାବ ଙ୍କର। ରାର୍ମାୟଣ, ର୍ମହାଭାରତ 
େଳି ଅସନକ ଗାଥାସର େରପୂର । ସସଇପରି ତାଙ୍କ ବୟକି୍ତତ୍ୱ । 
ତନମଧ୍ୟର  କିଛିୋ ଯାହା ର୍ମସତ ଅନ ପ୍ରାଣିତ କରି ପାରିଛି ସସ 
ବିଷୟସର କିଛି ଉପସ୍ଥାପନା କର ଛି । 
 
ପିଲାେି ଦି୍ନର  ର୍ମଧ  ବାବ  ଥିସଲ ଉଚ୍ଚାେିଳାଷୀ  ଓ ସ୍ୱାେିର୍ମାନୀ । 
ସକୌଣସି ବାଧାବିଘ୍ନ ତାଙ୍କ  କକ୍ଷୟଚ ୟତ କରିପାରିନାହିଁ ନିଜ ଉଚ୍ଚ 
ଅେିଳାଷ ପଥର  ।  ଭାବି ସଦ୍ର୍ନ୍ତୁ, ଏପସେ ନଅଙ୍କ ଦ୍ େିକ୍ଷ, ଆଉ 
ସସପସେ ବିନା ପଇସା, ବିନା ସରାଜଗାରସର କଲିକତା ଯାଉଛନି୍ତ 
ପାଠ ପଢିବାକ  । କାହା ପାସର୍ ହାତ ପସତଇ ନାହାନି୍ତ, ବରଂ ନିଜ 
ପ୍ରଥର୍ମ ଚାକିରି  ଅଜିତ ପଇସା ଆଉ ପସର େ ୟସନ କରି ପାଠ 
ପଢିଛନି୍ତ  । ତାଙ୍କ ଉଚ୍ଚ ଅେିଳାଷ ସଯାଗ   ସସ ସହାଇ ପାରିଥିସଲ 
ଓଡିଶାର ପ୍ରଥର୍ମ ଗ୍ରାଜ ଏେ, ପ୍ରଥର୍ମ ଏର୍ମ ଏ, ପ୍ରଥର୍ମ ଓକିଲ ଓ 
ପ୍ରଥର୍ମ ବାରିଷ୍ଟର ।   
 
ତାଙ୍କର ସ୍ୱାେିର୍ମାନ ବିସଶଷ ଭାବସର ପରିଲକି୍ଷତ ହ ଏ ତାଙ୍କ 
ସଲର୍ନୀସର, ଯାହା ଆପଣର୍ମାସନ ସର୍ମସେ ଜାଣିଥିସବ,  
ଉଠସର ଉଠସର ଉତ୍କଳ ସନ୍ତାନ    
ଉଠିବ  ତ  ସକସତ ଦି୍ସନ 

ପୂର ବ ସଗୌରବ ପୂର ବ ସାହସ    
ପଡିବ କି - ସକସବ ର୍ମସନ? 
 ପ ଣି … 
ସତା ପୂବଖ ପ ର ଷ ଜୟ କରିଥିସଲ   
ଗଙ୍ଗା ଠାର  ସଗାଦ୍ାବରୀ 
ତାଙ୍କରି ଔରସସ ଜନମ ସହାଇ ତ ହି   
ସକଉ  ଗ ସଣ ତାଙ୍କ  ସରି?  
 
ତାଙ୍କ ସ୍ୱାେିର୍ମାନର ଏକ ପ୍ରସଙ୍ଗ ଏଠାସର ଉପସ୍ଥାପିତ 
କରାଯାଇପାସର – ତାଙ୍କର ପ୍ରଥର୍ମ ବିଲାତ ଯାତ୍ରା ସବସଳ ସ ଏଜ 
ସକନାଲ ପାର୍ସର ସଜର ସଜଲର୍ମ ଆଡକ  ଆଙ୍ଗ ଠି ସଦ୍ର୍ାଇ 
ସହଯାତ୍ରୀ ର୍ମାନଙ୍କ  କହିଥିସଲ, “ଏଇଠି ସଦ୍ର୍ନ୍ତୁ ର୍ମାଉଣ୍ଟ ସସନାଇ 
ବା ସସନାଇ ପବଖତ । ଏଠାସର ସର୍ମାସଜସ ଦ୍ଶେି 
କର୍ମାଣ୍୍ଡ ସର୍ମଣ୍୍ଟ   ବା ଆସଦ୍ଶ ସଦ୍ଇଥିସଲ । ସହସଲ ସର୍ମା ସଦ୍ଶର 
ସର୍ମ ଦ୍ର କୂଳସର ନୀଳାଚଳ ନାର୍ମସର ଏକ ପାହାଡ ଅଛି । 
ସସଠାସର େଗବାନ ସଗାେିଏ ର୍ମାତ୍ର କର୍ମାଣ୍୍ଡ ସର୍ମଣ୍୍ଟ   ବା ଆସଦ୍ଶ 
ସଦ୍ଇଛନି୍ତ । ତାହା ସହଉଛି ସାବଖଜନୀନ ଭ୍ରାତୃଭାବ । ଏହି 
ସଗାେିକର  ଅସନକ କର୍ମାଣ୍ଡସର୍ମଣ୍ଟ ବାହାରିଛି ।”   
 
ଓଡିଶାର ସଗୌରବ ଗାନସର ସସ ସକସବବି ସକୌଣସି ସ ସଯାଗ 
ହାତଛଡା କର ନଥିସଲ । ସସହି ପ୍ରଥର୍ମ ବିଲାତ ଯାତ୍ରା ସର୍ମୟର 
କଥା । ଜାହାଜ ଚଢିବା ପାଇ  ସବ  ଯାତ୍ରୀ ଡକ୍ ଉପସର ଏକତ୍ରିତ 
ସହସଲ। ର୍ମଧ  ବାବ ଙ୍କ ଟ୍ରଙ୍୍କ ଉପସର ଇସଙ୍ଗେ ଜିସର ସଲର୍ା 
ସହାଇଥାଏ – ରି୍ମ: ଏମ ଏସ ଦ୍ାସ, ସର୍ମର୍ମବର ସବଙ୍ଗଲ୍  କାଉନ୍ ସିଲ୍ 
। ଜସଣ ସହଯାତ୍ରୀ ତାଙ୍କ  ବଙ୍ଗାଳି ଭାବି କଥା ଆରମ୍ଭ କସଲ ଓ 
ବଙ୍ଗ ସଦ୍ଶର ସକସତକ କଥା ପଚାରିସଲ । ର୍ମଧ ବାବ  କହିସଲ, ର୍ମ   
ବଙ୍ଗ ପ୍ରସଦ୍ଶ ଅନ୍ତଗଖତ ଓଡିଶାର ସଲାକ । ର୍ମ   ଜସଣ ଓଡିଆ, 
ବଙ୍ଗାଳି ନ ସହ  । କିଛି ସର୍ମୟ କଥାବାତ୍ତଖା ପସର ର୍ମଧ  ବାବ ଙ୍କର 
ଜ୍ଞାନସର ର୍ମ ଗ୍ଧ ସହାଇ ସହଯାତ୍ରୀ ଜଣକ କହିସଲ, ଆପଣ ଜସଣ 
ବ ରି୍ଦ୍ର୍ମାନ ସଲାକ । ର୍ମଧ  ବାବ  ଉତ୍ତରସର କହିଥିସଲ, ର୍ମ   କିନ୍ତୁ 
ପ୍ରାଚୟର ସବ ଠ   ବ ରି୍ଦ୍ର୍ମାନ ବୟକି୍ତ ନ ହ  । ସର୍ମା ସଦ୍ଶ ଉତ୍କଳସର 
ଜସଣ ବ ରି୍ଦ୍ର୍ମାନ ସଲାକ ଅଛି ଯିଏ କି କାଠି ଦି୍ର୍ଣ୍ଡ ହାତସର ଧରି 
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ଆକାଶର ତାରା ର୍ମାନଙ୍କ ସସଙ୍ଗ କଥା ସହଉଛି । (ସାର୍ମନ୍ତ 
ଚନ୍ଦ୍ରସଶର୍ରଙ୍କ  ଲକ୍ଷୟ କରି ସସ ଏକଥା କହିଥିସଲ । )   
 
ତାଙ୍କ ବୟକି୍ତତ୍ୱର ଅନୟ ଏକ ସବୈଶିଷ୍ଟୟ ସହଉଛି ସସ ଥିସଲ 
ଏକାଧାରସର ନିେଖୀକ, ସ୍ୱାଧୀନସଚତା ଏବଂ ଚରିତ୍ରବାନ । 
ପ୍ରର୍ୟାତ ସ୍ୱାଧୀନତା ସଂଗ୍ରାର୍ମୀ ଶୟାର୍ମା ପ୍ରସାଦ୍ ର୍ମ ର୍ାଜଖୀଙ୍କ ପିତା 
ଆଶ ସତାଷ ର୍ମ ର୍ାଜଖୀ ସଯ କି ର୍ମଧ  ବାବ ଙ୍କର ପି୍ରୟ ଶିଷୟ ଥିସଲ 
ତାଙ୍କ ଭାଷାସର – “ର୍ମଧ ବାବ  ସର୍ମାସତ ସକବଳ ଇଂସଗ୍ରଜୀ ଶିକ୍ଷା 
ସଦ୍ଉ ନଥିସଲ, ର୍ମନ ଷୟ ଜୀବନସର ଚରିତ୍ର ଓ ସ୍ୱାଧୀନତା ଦ୍ ଇେି 
ପ୍ରଧାନ ଗ ଣ ବୟକ୍ତ କରି ସସଥିସର ଅନ ପ୍ରାଣିତ ସହବାକ  
କହ ଥିସଲ” । 
  
ତାଙ୍କର ନିେିକତା ପିଲାେି ଦି୍ନର  ସଦ୍ର୍ା ସଦ୍ଇଥିଲା - କସଲଜିଏେ 
ସ୍କ ଲସର ପଢିବା ସର୍ମୟସର ପ୍ରଧାନ ଶିକ୍ଷକଙ୍କ ବିର ର୍ଦ୍ସର ଉଚ୍ଚ 
କତ୍ତଖୃ ପକ୍ଷଙ୍କ ଦୃ୍ଷି୍ଟ ଆକଷଖଣ, ନିଜ ପିତାଙ୍କ ଇଛା ବିର ର୍ଦ୍ସର ନିଜର 
ଖ୍ରୀଷି୍ଟଆନ ସହବାର ସଂକଳ୍ପସର ଅତ େ ରହିବା,  ର୍ମନ୍ତ୍ରୀ ପଦ୍ସର 
ଥାଇ ଦ୍ରର୍ମା ନ ସନବା ପାଇ  ଚିଠି ସଲଖିବା ଆଦି୍ ଅସନକ ଦୃ୍ଷ୍ଟାନ୍ତ 
ଉପଲବ୍ଧ ।  
 
ର୍ମଧ  ବାବ ଙ୍କ ସ୍ୱାଧୀନତା ସଚତନା ଅସନକାଂଶସର ଜାତୀୟ 
ସଚତନାସର ପରିପ ଷି୍ଟତ ସହାଇଛି । ପିଲାଦି୍ନର  ଓଡିଆ ଏକ ଜାତି 
ହିସାବସର ସଯଉ େଳି ଭାବସର  ଅବାଂଛିତ, ଅବସହଳିତ, 
ଅନାଦୃ୍ତ ଏବଂ ଲାଞି୍ଚତ ସହାଇ ଆସିଥିବାର ସିଏ ସଦ୍ଖି 
ଆସିଥିସଲ, ତାହାହିଁ ତାଙ୍କ  ସପ୍ରରଣା ସଯାଗାଇଥିଲା ସସ ସର୍ମୟର 
ର୍ଣ୍ଡ ବିର୍ଣି୍ଡତ ଉତ୍କଳର ଏକତ୍ରୀକରଣ କରିବାସର । 
 
ତାଙ୍କ ଜାତୀୟତାର କିଛିୋ ବିସଶଷ ଦୃ୍ଷ୍ଟାନ୍ତ – 
୧୯୧୨ ଉତ୍କଳ ସମି୍ମଳନୀର ଅଷ୍ଟର୍ମ ଅଧିସବଶନସର ର୍ମଧ  
ବାବ ଙ୍କର ଅେିବୟକି୍ତ - ର୍ମ   ଓଡିଆ, ଓଡିଶାସର ଜନମଗ୍ରହଣ କରିଅଛି 
ଏବଂ ବାସ କର ଅଛି । ଉତ୍କଳ ର୍ମାତାର ସକାଳସର ସର୍ମାର ଅସି୍ଥ, 
ର୍ମାଂସ ରହିବ । ସଯଉ ର୍ମାସନ  କୀତି୍ତ  କରିଯାଇଛନି୍ତ, ସସର୍ମାସନ 
ସର୍ମାର ପୂବଖପ ର ଷ । ତାଙ୍କର କୀତି୍ତ ରକ୍ଷାର ଭାର ସର୍ମା ଉପସର 
ନୟେ । ଜାତୀୟତାକ  ସିଏ ବଡ ସ େର ଭାବସର ବ ଝାଇ କହିଥିସଲ 
- ସଯସବ ସକହି ଜସଣ ଓଡିଆ ଜାତିକ  ଗାଳିଦି୍ଏ, ତାହା ସହସଲ 
ତ ର୍ମ ର୍ମନସର ରାଗ ହ ଏ କାହିଁକି? ସାଧାରଣ ଭାସବ ଏହାହିଁ  
ଜାତୀୟତା ।  
 

ଏ ଜାତୀୟତା ତାଙ୍କର ଏସତ ଗେୀର ଥିଲା ତାହା ପ୍ରତିଫଳିତ 
ସହାଇ ଥାଏ ତାଙ୍କର ସଦ୍ଶର୍ମାତୃକା ପୂଜା ଭାବସର ।  ୧୯୧୮ 
ର୍ମସିହା ଉତ୍କଳ ସମି୍ମଳନୀର ୧୩ଶ ଅଧିସବଶନସର ତାଙ୍କର ଏହି 
ବକ୍ତବୟ ଅପୂବଖ - “ପ୍ରଥସର୍ମ ର୍ମାତା ରକ୍ତ ସଦ୍ଇଥିସଲ । ସସହି ରକ୍ତ 
ବୃରି୍ଦ୍ କରିବା ପାଇ  ସର୍ମା ଜନମେୂରି୍ମ ସର୍ମାସତ ଶସୟାଦି୍ ସଦ୍ଉଅଛି । 
ଅତଏବ ଶରୀରର ଆଦ୍ୟ ପଦ୍ାଥଖ ଦି୍ଏ ର୍ମାତା, ତାହାରି ରକ୍ଷକ ଓ 
ବର୍ଦ୍ଖକ ଜନମେୂରି୍ମ । ଆସମ୍ଭର୍ମାସନ ପ୍ରଥସର୍ମ ପ୍ରଥସର୍ମ ପ୍ରସବ 
ସହଲାସବସଳ େୂରି୍ମଷ୍ଠ ସହଲ  ସବାଲି କହନି୍ତ । ଅଥଖାତ୍କ , ଆମ୍ଭ 
ର୍ମାନଙ୍କ  ର୍ମାତା ଜନମେୂରି୍ମ ସକ୍ରାଡସର ଅପଖଣ କରି ସସହି ଜନମେୂରି୍ମର 
ପୂଜା କରିବାକ  ଆସଦ୍ଶ ଦି୍ଅନି୍ତ । ଏହି କଥା ଥସର 
ଅନ୍ତୁଃକରଣସର ଭାବ, ସଶଷ ଅବସ୍ଥା ସ୍ମରଣ କର । ର୍ମାତା ସଯଉ  
ରକ୍ତ ସଦ୍ଇଥିସଲ, ତାହା ନିୁଃସଶଷ ସହଲାଣି । ସକବଳ ସସ 
ଶରୀର ଅଛି । ତାହା ର୍ମାତୃେୂରି୍ମର ର୍ମାେି ସସଙ୍ଗ ସର୍ମାନ । ର୍ମାତୃେୂରି୍ମ 
ଉତ୍କଳ ସଦ୍ହସର ଆତ୍ମା ରହିଛି  । ର୍ମାଆ ଉତ୍କଳ ସକ୍ରାଡସର ବସି 
ଚକ୍ଷ  ବ ଜି ଥସର ପ୍ରାଥଖନା କର; ହୃଦ୍ୟସର ଜନମେୂରି୍ମର ପିତ ଳା 
ଆସପ ଜାଗ୍ରତ ହବ । ଚକ୍ଷ  ବେ କର ।  ସଦ୍ଖିବ, ତ ମ୍ଭ େିତସର 
ର୍ମା' ଅଛନି୍ତ । ଏହିତ ର୍ମାତୃେୂରି୍ମର ପୂଜା; ଭାଇ ର୍ମାସନ ପୂଜା ନିର୍ମସନ୍ତ 
ଜନନୀ ଜନମେୂରି୍ମ ଉତ୍କଳ ର୍ମାତାଙ୍କର ଆହବାନ କର । ସର୍ମସେ କହ, 
ବେଇ ଜନମେୂରି୍ମ ।”      
 
ର୍ମଧ  ବାବ ଙ୍କ ଚାରିତ୍ରିକ ସବୈଶିଷ୍ଟତାର ବୟାର୍ୟା ସହଉଛି ଉଚ୍ଚ ଏବଂ 
ସ୍ୱାଥଖ ରହିତ ଚରିତ୍ର । ତାଙ୍କ ଖ୍ରୀଷ୍ଟଧର୍ମଖ ଗ୍ରହଣର ଏକ ବିସଶଷ  
କାରଣ ହ ଏତ ଏହି ବାକୟେି - ପିତା, ଏର୍ମାନଙ୍କ  କ୍ଷର୍ମା କର, 
କାରଣ ସସର୍ମାସନ କଣ କର ଛନି୍ତ ତାହା ଜାଣିପାର  ନାହାନି୍ତ ।  
(Father, forgive them for they know not what they are 
doing)। ର୍ମଧ  ବାବ ଙ୍କ ଭାଷାସର – “ସର୍ମା ର୍ମନସର ଧାରଣା ସହାଇ 
ଥିଲା, ଏହାଠାର  ସବଶି ଉଚ୍ଚକ  ର୍ମାନବ ପ୍ରକୃତି ଉଠି ନ ପାସର । ର୍ମ   
ଏହାଠାର  ବଳି ଅନୟ ସକୌଣସି େଲ ଆଦ୍ଶଖ ପାଇଲି ନାହିଁ”।  
 
ସ୍ୱାଥଖହୀନ ଚରିତ୍ରକ  ସନଇ ସିଏ କହିଛନି୍ତ – “ପ୍ରସତୟକ ର୍ମନ ଷୟର 
ନିଜ େିତସର ଏକାଧିକ ଜୀବନ ଅଛି । ତାହାର ବୟକି୍ତଗତ ଜୀବନ 
ତ ଅଛି, ଏହା ବୟତୀତ ଅନୟ ଏକ ଜୀବନ ଅଛି - ଏହାକ  
ଆପଣର୍ମାସନ ସାର୍ମାଜିକ ବା ଜାତୀୟ ଜୀବନ ସବାଲି କହିପାରନି୍ତ 
। ର୍ମନ ଷୟର ସୃଷି୍ଟ ସହାଇଛି ପରପାଇ ;  ସ୍ୱାଥଖପର ଜୀବନଯାପନ 
କରିବାକ  ନ ସହ  । ଅନାସକି୍ତ ଓ ସ୍ୱାଥଖ ତୟାଗ ପ୍ରସତୟକ ର୍ମାନବ 
ଜୀବନର ଏକ ସାଧାରଣ ଅବସ୍ଥା ର୍ମାତ୍ର । ଜସଣ ର୍ମାତାଙ୍କର ସ୍ୱାଥଖ 
ତୟାଗ ଏବଂ ଅନାସକି୍ତ ସଯାଗ   ହିଁ  ର୍ମ   ସଂସାରସର ଅବତୀର୍ଣ୍ଖ ସହଲି 
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ଏବଂ ସର୍ମାର ତ୍ରାଣକତ୍ତଖାଙ୍କ ସ୍ୱାଥଖ ତୟାଗ ଆଉ ସର୍ମାର ଅନାସକି୍ତ ହିଁ  
ସର୍ମାସତ ସ୍ୱଗଖକ  ସନବ” । 
 
ର୍ମଧ ବାବ ଙ୍କ ବୟକି୍ତତ୍ୱ ବିଷୟସର ଆସଲାଚନା ଅନ୍ତହୀନ । ତାଙ୍କର 
ବୟକି୍ତତ୍ୱ ଏପରି ବିରାେ ଥିଲା ସଯ ସଲାସକ ତାଙ୍କ  ସକସବସକସବ 
ବେବୃକ୍ଷ, ସକସବସକସବ ଆସଲାକେମ୍ଭ ସହ ତ ଳନା କରିଥାନି୍ତ । 
ଉତ୍କଳ ସଗୌରବ, କ ଳବୃର୍ଦ୍ ଉପାଧି ତାଙ୍କ ପାଇ  ଯଥାଥଖ । ସତସବ 
ଏପରି ନ ସହ  ସଯ ର୍ମଧ ବାବ ଙ୍କ ବୟକି୍ତତ୍ୱସର କିଛିୋ ବି ସଦ୍ାଷତୁେି 
ନ ଥିଲା ।  କିନ୍ତୁ ସସ ସବ କ  ସଦ୍ାଷତୁେି ଭାସବ ନ ନିଆଯାଇ ତାଙ୍କ 
ବୟକି୍ତତ୍ୱର ଅନୟ ଏକ ଦି୍ଗ ସବାଲି କହିବାୋ ଯଥାଥଖ ର୍ମସନ 
କରାଯାଇପାସର । ଅଧିକନ୍ତୁ  ଏ ସବ  ଆର୍ମକ  ଆହ ରି ବିଶ୍ଵାସ 
ଦି୍ଆଇପାସର ସଯ ଏକ ସାଧାରଣ ର୍ମଣିଷ ବି ଅସାଧାରଣ ବୟକି୍ତତ୍ୱ 
ଆଣି ପାରିଥାଏ ନିସଜ ସଚଷ୍ଟାସର । ର୍ମଧ ବାବ ଙ୍କ ସର୍ମସାର୍ମୟିକ 
ଅସନକ ର୍ମଧ ବାବ ଙ୍କର ହ କା ୋଣିବା, ବଙ୍ଗାଳୀସର କଥା କହିବା, 
େିସକ କଥାସର ରାଗିଯିବାୋକ  ପସେ କର ନଥିସଲ  ଆଉ ର୍ମଧ ବାବ  
ବି ନିଜର ଏ ଦ୍ ବଖଳତାକ  େଲ ଭାବସର ଜାଣିଥିସଲ । ସସଥିପାଇ  
ସସ ନିସଜ କହିଥିସଲ -  Follow me, but do not imitate my 
mistakes. (ସର୍ମାସତ ଅନ ସରଣ କର; କିନ୍ତୁ ସର୍ମାର େ ଲକ  
ଅନ କରଣ କରନାହିଁ ।)  
 
ତାଙ୍କର ଏହି ବୟକି୍ତତ୍ୱ ହିଁ ତାଙ୍କ  କରିପାରିଥିଲା ଓଡିଶାର ଅପ୍ରତିଦ୍ୱେୀ 
ସନତା ।  ସଯଉ  ବୟକି୍ତବିସଶଷଙ୍କ  ସଲାସକ ର୍ମାନନି୍ତ ଏବଂ ତାଙ୍କ 
କଥାସର ପରିଚାଳିତ ହ ଅନି୍ତ, ଆସର୍ମ ସସର୍ମାନଙ୍କ  ସନତା ଭାବସର 
ଜାଣିଥାଉ । ସହସଲ ର୍ ବ କ୍ଵଚିତ ସନତା ଏେଳି ଥାଆନି୍ତ,  
ସଯଉ ର୍ମାସନ ସଲାକଙ୍କ େିତସର ପରିବତ୍ତଖନ ଆଣିପାରନି୍ତ, ସଲାସକ 
ସସର୍ମାନଙ୍କ କଥାସର ଅନ ପ୍ରାଣିତ ସହାଇଥାନି୍ତ । ଆଉ ସସର୍ମାସନ 
ଏେଳି କରିପାରନି୍ତ, ଦ୍ ଇେି କାରଣର  – ପ୍ରଥର୍ମ, ଏଇ 
ସନତାର୍ମାନଙ୍କର ଥାଏ ଏକ ବିସଶଷ ସର୍ମୌଳିକତା, ଏକ ନୀତିଗତ 
ସିର୍ଦ୍ାନ୍ତ, ଆଉ ସସର୍ମାସନ ଏଥିର  ସକସବ ବିଚ ୟତ ସହାଇନଥାନି୍ତ; 

ଆଉ ଦି୍ୱତୀୟେି ସହଲା, ଏହି େଳି ସନତାର୍ମାସନ ସସର୍ମାନଙ୍କର 
ଅନ ଗାର୍ମୀ ର୍ମାନଙ୍କ ପାଇ  ନିଜର ସବଖସ୍ୱ ତୟାଗ ସଦ୍ଇଥାନି୍ତ । ର୍ମଧ  
ବାବ ଙ୍କର ସର୍ମୌଳିକତା ସହଉଛି ତାଙ୍କର ଓଡିଶା ପ୍ରତି ବଚନବର୍ଦ୍ତା 
ଏବଂ ସ୍ୱାଧୀନତା ଆସୋଳନର ଧାରା ପ୍ରତି ନିଜର ସ୍ୱତନ୍ତ୍ର ର୍ମତାର୍ମତ 
। ର୍ମଧ  ବାବ  କଂସଗ୍ରସ ଦ୍ଳର ବିଚାର ଧାରାସର ସକସବ ସହର୍ମତ 
ନ ଥିସଲ । ସଯସତସବସଳ ଯଦ୍ ର୍ମଣି ର୍ମଙ୍ଗରାସଜ ତାଙ୍କ  
କଂସଗ୍ରସ ସର ସଯାଗସଦ୍ବାକ  କହିସଲ, ର୍ମଧ  ବାବ  ଉତ୍ତରସର 
କହିଥିସଲ – “ସଦ୍ର୍, ଆର୍ମବ ଗଛସର ଆର୍ମବ ଫଳି ପାଚିଛି ।  ର୍ମାଙ୍କଡ 
ଆର୍ମବ ଗଛସର ବସି  ଆର୍ମବ ର୍ାଉଛି । ତ ସର୍ମ ତସଳ ଠିଆସହାଇ 
ହାତସଯାଡି ତାକ  କହିବ, ସହ ରାର୍ମେକ୍ତ ! ସର୍ମା ଗଛର ଆର୍ମବ ଗ ଡିକ 
କାହିଁକି ର୍ାଇ ଫିଙି୍ଗ ନଷ୍ଟ କର ଛ? ଦ୍ୟାକରି ସର୍ମା ଗଛର  ବାହାରି 
ଯାଅ । ଏଥିସର କଣ ର୍ମାଙ୍କଡ ଚାଲିଯିବ? ର୍ମାଙ୍କଡକ  ବାେ ଳି ର୍ଡା 
ନ ସଦ୍ର୍ାଇବା ପଯଖୟନ୍ତ ସସ କଣ ଯିବ?  ତ ର୍ମର ବଳ କାହିଁ? 
ଆସର୍ମ ହାତ ସଯାଡି ସହ ବି୍ରେିଶ, ତ ସର୍ମ ଭାରତ ଛାଡି ଚାଲିଯାଅ 
ସବାଲି କହିସଲ କଣ ସସ ଚାଲିଯିସବ?”  
 
ଓଡିଆ ପ୍ରୀତି, ଓଡିଆ ରୀତି, ନୀତି ଓ ସଂସ୍କତିୃ, ଓଡିଆ ଶିକ୍ଷା ଓ 
ଶିଳ୍ପର ପୂନର ତ୍ଥାନ - ଏହାହିଁ ଥିଲା ତାଙ୍କର ଲକ୍ଷୟ । ଅଗାଧ 
ପାଣି୍ଡତୟ, ଉଚ୍ଚ ଶିକ୍ଷା, ଉଚ୍ଚ ପଦ୍ ପଦ୍ବୀ ଥାଇ ଅସନକ ଅଥଖ 
ଉପାଜଖନ ସସୱ ସଶଷ ଜୀବନସର ସିଏ ସବଖସବ ହରାଇଛନି୍ତ । ନିଜ 
ପାର୍ସର େିକିଏ ବି ଅଥଖ ଥିସଲ ସିଏ ଆଗ ଅନୟକ  ସାହାଯୟ 
କରିଛନି୍ତ ।  
 
ଏଇ ର୍ମାସନ ହିଁ ସହସଲ ପ୍ରକୃତ ସନତା । ର୍ମଧ  ବାବ  ନିଜକ  ସିର୍ଦ୍ 
କରି ସଦ୍ଇ ଯାଇଛନି୍ତ ଏକ ର୍ାଣି୍ଟ ସନତା ରୂସପ । ନିଜ 
କାଯଖୟକଳାପସର ସିଏ ସଦ୍ର୍ାଇ ଯାଇଛନି୍ତ ଅକୃତ୍ରିର୍ମତା, ବିନା 
ଦ୍ୱନ୍ଦ୍ୱସର ସିଏ ସହାଇ ପାରିଛନି୍ତ ସର୍ମେ ଓଡିଆଙ୍କର ର୍ମ କ େ ବିହୀନ 
ସମ୍ରାେ ।

   
 
ଡ଼ଃ ତନମୟ େଣ୍ଡା  ମ୍ପ୍ରତି  େରିବାର ଟନରାନଟାନର ଅଧିବା ିତ 
। 

ଟନରାନଟା, ଅଟାରିଓ 
କାନାଡା 
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କରୁଣା ଅଭିଯାନ  
ର୍ମସନାଜ ସାହ   
 
 
 
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର: ମଁୁ ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର, କେେୋ ମାନଙ୍କର ରାଜା। କେଖିଲା କେଳେୁ ମଁୁ ଏଇଠି ପ୍ରଥକମ, ଆଉ ୋହାେୁ କେଖୁନି 
ଏଠି ମଁୁ, େଣ ଚାଲିଛି ସେୁ ଏଠି!  Emergency meeting ୋେିଛି, and there is no sense of urgency! େିଗପ୍ାଳ ମାକନ େୁଆକେ 
ଗକଲ? In the meantime, let me have my cup of coffee! 
ୋୟୁ : ସାର ନମସ୍କାର, ମଁୁ େିଗପ୍ାଳେ ୋୟୁ, sorry for being late, କ୍ଷମା େରିକେ! 
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର: ୋହିଁେି, େଣ କହଲା, why so late? 
ୋୟୁ : ସାର୍, ଏକେ କମାର େହୁେ field tour ପ୍େୁଛି; ୋମ ଏକେ େଢିଯାଇଛି କଯ, ଆପ୍ଣ ଭାେିପ୍ାରିକେନି।  
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର: େଣ କହଇଚି ୋୟୁ? ପୁ୍ରା ଧଇଁ ସଇ ଁ କହଉଛ! 
ୋୟୁ : ସାର୍, ଆପ୍ଣ ପୃ୍ଥିେୀେୁ ପ୍କଠଇକେକଲ କମାକେ। େିଛିେିନେ ଠିେଠାେ ଚାଲିଥିଲା, ୋପ୍କର ଭଗୋନ ମଣିଷ େିଆରି େକଲ। 
ଏକେ େିଛିେିନ କହଲା ଏ ପ୍ରାଣୀ କମା ପ୍ାଇ ଁମୁଣ୍ଡେୟଥାର ୋରଣ କହାଇଛି, ସମସୟା ଉପ୍କର ସମସୟା େିଆରି େରି କମାକେ ହଇରାଣ 
େରୁଛନି୍ତ ଏଇ ମଣିଷ ମାକନ!  
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର : େି ସମସୟା ୋୟୁ? 
ୋୟୁ : ସାର୍, ସେୁଆକେ ଖାଲି traffic ଆଉ pollution! ଆଗରୁ ଆଗରୁ କଖାଲା ରାସ୍ତାକର େଁା ଭଁା ଖକଣ୍ଡ ଗାେି କେଖାଯାଉଥିଲା, people 
were in their home; ଏକେ ଉ଼ୋଜାହାଜ, େୁ଼ୋଜାହାଜ, ଆଉ ଯୁଆକ  େ ଗକଲ କେଖିକେ ଖାଲି ମାଳ ମାଳ ଗାେି, ଜଳ ସ୍ଥଳ ଓ ଆୋର୍ 
ସେୁଆକେ ଖାଲି toxic emission; everybody is on the rat-race, ମଣିଷ  ଜୀେନର ଅଧା ସମୟ ଖାଲି ରାସ୍ତାକର ଯାଉଛି! 
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର : Hmm… rat-race! Tell me more about their lifestyle. ୋଙ୍କ ଜୀେନ କର୍ୈଳୀ କେମିେି, େଣ ଖାଉଛନି୍ତ, େଣ େରୁଛନି୍ତ, ୋଙ୍କ 
ଆଚାର େିଚାର େିଷୟକର େୁହନ୍ତୁ? Are they stressed out?  Have they become violent? 
ୋୟୁ : କସମାକନ ରି୍ୋର େରିୋେୁ ଯାଉଛନି୍ତ ସାର୍, ଆଉ ଜଙ୍ଗଲ ଯାଇ େନୟ ପ୍ରାଣୀଙୁ୍କ ମାରୁଛନି୍ତ! (in frustration) 
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର : ମଣିଷ ମାକନ ନିଜ ସ୍ଵାଥମ ପ୍ାଇ ଁଜଙ୍ଗଲ ଯାଇ କଲାଭକର ପ଼୍ିେ ଜଙ୍ଗଲ ସମ୍ପେ, ଅସଂଖୟ େନୟପ୍ରାଣୀ ନଷ୍ଟ େରିୋକର 
ଲାଗିକଲଣି? Are they disturbing the wild habitat too? 
ୋୟୁ : You are right sir. Yes, they are doing so. 
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର : ପୃ୍ଥିେୀକର ଖାେୟ ଅଭାେ ପ଼୍ିେଲାଣିେି?  
ୋୟୁ : ନା ସାର୍, ଚଳିୋ ପ୍ାଇ ଁମନୁଷୟଙ୍କ ନିେଟକର ଅଛି, ଅସୁମାରି ଖାେୟ। େିଛି କେର୍କର ମଣିଷ କଯେିେି ନ ଖାଉଛି, ୋ ଠାରୁ 
ଅଧିୋ ଖାଇୋ ଅଳିଆ ଗୋକର ଫିଙି୍ଗ କେଉଛି। ଗେ ଅକଢଇର୍ହ େଷମ କହଲା industrial revolution କଯାଗଁୁ ସେୁଆକ଼େ ଅସହୟ ୋୟୁ 
ପ୍ରେୂଷଣ, ର୍ବ୍ଦ ପ୍ରେୂଷଣ, ଏପ୍ରିେି ଗନ୍ଧ ପ୍ରେୂଷଣ! ଛି ଛି ଛି…(covers his nose)!  
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର : ମଁୁ େ ଆକେୌ େୁଝିପ୍ାରୁନି ୋକହକଲ! ପ୍ରଚୁର ଖାେୟ, ପୁ୍ଣି କସମାକନ ନିରୀହ ପ୍ରାଣୀଙୁ୍କ ହେୟା େରୁଛନି୍ତ! (surprised) 
ଆଶ୍ଚଯମୟ… ଅେି ଆଶ୍ଚଯମୟ! 
ୋୟୁ : Sir, they are doing too many crazy unsustainable lifestyles for an adrenaline rush! କସମାକନ କେେଳ fun ପ୍ାଇ ଁରି୍ୋର 
େରୁଛନି୍ତ । କଯଉଁ ପ୍ରାଣୀଙୁ୍କ ନମାରିୋ େଥା ୋେୁ ମାରି ଖାଉଛନି୍ତ, କଗାକଟ adrenaline rush େରୋର! 
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର :(now perplexed) like what? I don't get the logic... କସ ଆଡ୍-େ-େ..! କହଇ କସ ମୁଣ୍ଡଗଣି୍ଡ  ଯାହା ଆପ୍ଣ  େହିକଲ, 
େଣ ହୁଏ କସଥିକର? 
ୋୟୁ : କମାକେ ଜଣାନାହିଁ ସାର୍ । ଲାଗୁଚି ସ୍ଵଗମ ମତ୍ତମୟ ପ୍ାୋଳ ସେୁେୁ େିଧ୍ଵଂସ େରିୋକର େୟସ୍ତ ଏଇ ମଣିଷଜାେି ! ପୁ୍ରା େିଶ୍ୱକର ଏ 
ପ୍ରେୂଷଣ ପ୍ାଇ ଁକମା ନିଶ୍ୱାସ ପ୍ରଶ୍ୱାସକର ସମସୟା କେଖା କେଲାଣି । Asthma ୋହାରିଗଲାଣି କୋକଧ କମାର ! 
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ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର : େୁଝୁଛି େନୁ୍ଧ, େୁଝୁଛି; ଯେି ସ୍ଵୟଂ େିଗପ୍ାଳେ ୋୟୁ, ପୃ୍ଥିେୀକର ଶ୍ୱାସଜନିେ ସମସୟାକର ପ୍େନି୍ତ, ନିରି୍େେ ଏ ପ୍ରିସି୍ଥେି ଖରାପ୍। 
Hmm… Let me get Varuna’s update.  
େରୁଣ: ସାର୍, ଆଜିୋଲି େହୁେ ୋମ େଢିଯାଇଛି। I am swamped. ଆଗରୁ water was so pure, ମାଠିଆକର ପ୍ାଣି  ପି୍ଉଥିକଲ 
କଲାକେ…ଏକେ ସେୁଆକ଼େ ପ୍ରେୂଷଣ, water is so polluted and  too much of  plastic bottles everywhere. 
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର : କେମିେି କହଲା ଏମିେି; ଏକେର୍ୀଘ୍ର? ଏକେ େିର୍ାଳ ଜଳଭାଗ, ପୁ୍ରା ପୃ୍ଥିେୀର େିନି ଭାଗରୁ େୁଇ ଭାଗ, େିଏ ଏ ପ୍ରେୂଷଣ େଲା? 
େରୁଣ: ଏ ସେୁ ମଣିଷଙ୍କ ୋମ, Sir. Technology revolution ନାମକର overproduction and overconsumption ଚାଲିଛି। 
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର : ଭାରି େିଷମ ଅେସ୍ଥା ଭଳି ଲାଗୁଛି, େିଗପ୍ାଳ େରୁଣ।(sounds unhappy) Hmm... 
େରୁଣ:  Factory ସେୁ କସମାନଙ୍କ toxic discharge ନେୀ ଆଉ ସମୁଦ୍ରେୁ ଛା଼ୁେଛନି୍ତ। 8 million metric tons of plastic enter the 
ocean every year. ୋ ଉପ୍କର ପୁ୍ଣି mechanized fishing. Fish and other marine lives are either extinct or endangered. Even 
polar glaciers are melting due to global warming! 
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର : Hmm… 
େରୁଣ:  ମହାପ୍ରଭୁଙ୍କ conservation guidelines ଆକମ follow େରୁଛୁ, compliance match େରିୋ ପ୍ାଇ ଁସେୁେିନ over-time 
େରିୋପ୍ାଇଁ ପ଼୍ୁେଛି । No Work-Life balance, Sir. 
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର : ଆଚ୍ଛା, how about getting a report from େିଗପ୍ାଳ ଯମ?  
(Yama appears) 
ଯମ: ନମସ୍କାର, Sorry I was speaking on mute. Ha ha ha. Hi everybody!  
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର : ନମସ୍କାର, ଆପ୍ଣଙ୍କ େଣ status େିଗପ୍ାଳ ଯମ? Thanks for coming to this emergency meeting on a short notice. 
ଯମ: ପ୍ରଭୁ, ୋମ ଉପ୍କର ୋମ । No େୂେ, ଏୋ ଯମ। ଯମ ପ୍ାଇ ଁେହୁେ ୋମ। 
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର: ହଁ, ମଁୁ ରୁ୍ଣିଲି, ସମୁଦ୍ରରୁ ଆଉ ଭୂମିରୁ ଆତ୍ମା ସଂଗ୍ରହ ଓ ପ୍ରିକର୍ାଧନ ୋମ େରୁଥିକଲ ପ୍ରା ଆପ୍ଣ? 
ଯମ: ହଁ ପ୍ରଭୁ, କମାର େ ଉଭୟ ସମୁଦ୍ର ଓ ଭୂମିରୁ ଏୋସାକଙ୍ଗ ୋମ େଢିଗଲା। 
ଆଗରୁ କଲାେମାକନ natural death କର ଯାଉଥିକଲ, ଖୁସିକର ମରୁଥିକଲ, କଗାକଟ pattern ଥିଲା, ମରଣଟା ଏେ ଆନନ୍ଦ ଯାତ୍ରା ଥିଲା, 
ଏକେ quality of death has come down. ଏ ମଣିଷମାକନ େଦ୍ଧପ୍ାଗଳ କହାଇଗକଲଣି। କମା ୋମେୁ ନିଜ ହାେେୁ କନଇ, ନିକଜ 
ନିଜେୁ ମାରିୋକର ଲାଗିକଲଣି!  Earlier death was so graceful, now death is so stressful! 
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର: Hmm. I see. Please continue. 
ଯମ: ପୃ୍ଥିେୀକର ଘଟୁଥିୋ ସମସ୍ତ ଅେୟାଚାର ଅନାଚାର ଓ େୟଭିଚାରର ସାକ୍ଷୟାେ ପ୍ରମାଣ ପ୍ାଇ ଁମଁୁ ଟିକେ ମା େସୁଧାଙୁ୍କ ଏଇ meeting 
େୁ ୋେୁଛି । Let me bring her onboard (Yama calls Maa Vasudha and she appears online) 
ମା େସୁଧା : କେେରାଜ ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର େଥା ଅନୟ େିଗପ୍ାଳଙୁ୍କ କମାର ସାେର ପ୍ରଣାମ । 
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର: ସାକଢ ଚାରି billion େଷମର ୋହାଣୀେୁ ସଂକି୍ଷପ୍ତକର େୁହନ୍ତୁ, ମା େସୁଧା? What are the changes and challenges in recent 
times? 
ମା େସୁଧା : ହଁ ସାର୍, େିନାର୍ ୋକଳ େିପ୍ରୀେ େୁଦି୍ଧ। େଣ େହିେି ମଁୁ  କସ ମଣିଷ ଜାେିର ସଂେୀର୍ଣ୍ମ ମନ ଏେଂ ସ୍ଵାଥମପ୍ରୋ 
େିଷୟକର? କମା ଠୁଁ ସେୁ କନଇ କମାର ଏଇ ଦ୍ ର୍ଦ୍ଖଶା େରୁଛନି୍ତ୲ ମଁୁ ଲକ୍ଷ ଲକ୍ଷ େଷମ ନିଜ ଗଭମକର ରଖି କଯଉ ଁଖଣିଜ ସମ୍ପେ ଓ କେୈଳ 
ସମ୍ପେ େିଆରିେରି ରଖିଥିଲି କସ ସେୁେୁ କେେଳ ମଣିଷ ଜାେି ର୍କହ େୁଇର୍ହ େଷମକର ହିଁ ସମାପ୍ତ େରି କେୋେୁ େସିଛନି୍ତ। 
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର: େିଛି ପ୍ରମାଣ ଅଛି? 
ମା େସୁଧା : Sir, your voice is breaking. 
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର: Let me repeat, େିଛି ପ୍ରମାଣ ଅଛି? 
ମା େସୁଧା : ସାର୍, କମା ଟିମ୍ କଗାଟିଏ Video େିଆରି େରି ‘Story of Stuff’  ନାମକର YouTubeକର post େରିଛନି୍ତ ସାର୍, ମଁୁ 
ଆପ୍ଣଙୁ୍କ କସଇଟା forward େରି କେଉଛି, ସେୁ ଜାଣି ପ୍ାରିକେ... ନିଜ କଗା଼େକର ନିକଜ କେମିେି େୁରାଢୀ ମାରୁଛନି୍ତ ଏଇ 
ମଣିଷମାକନ। ଖାଲି ପ୍ାଥିେ ଜ୍ଞାନ ଭରପୁ୍ର, ଆଧ୍ୟାତି୍ମେ ଜ୍ଞାନର କଘାର ଅଭାେ ଆଜ୍ଞା। 
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ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର:  Hmm… 
ୋୟୁ: ଆମେୁ େିଛି କଗାକଟ େରିୋ ପ୍ାଇ ଁପ୍େିେ, ନକହକଲ ମଙ୍ଗଳ ଗ୍ରହ ଭଳି ପୃ୍ଥିେୀକର େି ଜୀେନ ସମୂ୍ପର୍ଣ୍ଖ ଭାକେ କଲାପ୍ ପ୍ାଇଯିେ 
ସାର୍। େିଛି କଗାକଟ smart project launch େରିୋେୁ ପ୍େିେ, ଅେି ର୍ୀଘ୍ର, ଯାହାର ଉପ୍ଚାର ମଣିଷ ପ୍ାଖକର ନଥିେ। They will be 
clueless!  
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର: ଲାଗୁଛି ଏ ମନୁଷୟ ଜାେି ଏକେ ଅଜ୍ଞାନର କଘାର ଅନ୍ଧୋରକର। କେେଳ ପ୍ରଭୁ ଜଗନ୍ନାଥହିଁ ରକ୍ଷା େରିପ୍ାରିକେ ! 
େରୁଣ : Seriously, we need a spiritual reset. ଲାଗୁଛି ଏେ ସୁକ୍ଷ୍ମ ପ୍ରଳୟର ଆେର୍ୟେୋ ଅଛି !  
(everyone is meditating) (everyone is praying for Lord Jagannath) 
ଓଁ ପ୍ରାଣର୍କି୍ତ  େୀ ଜଗନ୍ନାଥାୟ ନମୁଃ, ଜଗନ୍ନାଥ ସ୍ଵାମୀ ନୟନ ପ୍ଥଗାମୀ ଭେ େୁକମ ! 
ଓଁ ପ୍ରାଣର୍କି୍ତ  େୀ ଜଗନ୍ନାଥାୟ ନମୁଃ, ଜଗନ୍ନାଥ ସ୍ଵାମୀ ନୟନ ପ୍ଥଗାମୀ ଭେ େୁକମ ! 
ଓଁ ପ୍ରାଣର୍କି୍ତ  େୀ ଜଗନ୍ନାଥାୟ ନମୁଃ, ଜଗନ୍ନାଥ ସ୍ଵାମୀ ନୟନ ପ୍ଥଗାମୀ ଭେ େୁକମ ! 
 (Lord Shree Jagannath ମହାପ୍ରଭୁ appears) 
ମହାପ୍ରଭୁ : ଆପ୍ଣମାକନ ସମକସ୍ତ ଏଠି? କେେରାଜ ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର, ମା େସୁଧା, େିଗପ୍ାଳ ଗଣ, ଏ ୋରୁବ୍ରହ୍ମ ଆପ୍ଣମାନଙ୍କର େି କସୋ 
େରିପ୍ାରିେ? 
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର: ମହାପ୍ରକଭା, you are the supreme executive officer, ଆପ୍ଣ ଚୋନୟନକର େ ସେୁ କେଖୁଛନି୍ତ । ଆକମ ଧରା ମହୀ ଓ 
ମଣିଷ ଜାେିର ଏେ ଜଟିଳ ସମସୟାର ସମାଧାନପ୍ାଇ ଁପ୍ରାଥମନା େରୁଛୁ । 
ମହାପ୍ରଭୁ: େୁହ େତ୍ସ ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର,ସମସୟା େଣ?  
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର : ମହାପ୍ରଭୁ ,ଆପ୍ଣେ ସେମଜ୍ଞ,  ସଂକି୍ଷପ୍ତକର ଏ ଅେସ୍ଥାେୁ ଆପ୍ଣଙୁ୍କ େୁକଝଇୋ ପ୍ାଇ ଁteamେୁ ଅନୁକରାଧ େରୁଛି ! 
ୋୟୁ : ମହାପ୍ରଭୁ, କମା ମେକର, human beings are at the center of destruction, ଧ୍ଵଂସାଭିମୂଖୀ ଧରାପୃ୍ଷ୍ଠର ମୂଳ ୋରଣ କହଲା 
ଏଇ ମଣିଷ ଜାେି! 
େସୁଧା ମା : ମନୁଷୟ ହୃେୟ ଆଜି େରୁଣା ରୂ୍ନୟ! Humans lack compassion, and they are throwing everything on earth, out of 
balance. 
େରୁଣ : It is time they need to be taught a lesson, in a subtle way. ମଁୁ େହୁଥିଲି ଏେ ସୂକ୍ଷ୍ମ ପ୍ରଳୟର ଆେର୍ୟେୋ ଅଛି!  
ଯମ: ଉପ୍ଚାର ଯଥାର୍ୀଘ୍ର ଆେର୍ୟେ, very urgent, େିଛି େରନ୍ତୁ ପ୍ରଭୁ! 
ମହାପ୍ରଭୁ:  Hmm... I created this earth for everyone’s livelihood and co-existence, ଲାଗୁଚି ମାୟାଜାଲକର ସମକସ୍ତ ଫସି ନିଜର 
ପ୍ରେୃେ ରୂପ୍ ଓ ସ୍ଵଭାେ ଯଥା  ଅହିଂସା, ଅକସ୍ତୟ, ସେୟ,  ର୍ାନି୍ତ, େୟା, କ୍ଷମା ସେୁ  ଭୁଲି ଯାଇଛନି୍ତ…! Let me meditate. 
ମହାପ୍ରଭୁ : ଓଁ…. ଓଁ…. ଓଁ….  (େିଛି ସମୟ ପ୍କର, ମହାପ୍ରଭୁ ଧ୍ୟାନରୁ ଉଠିକଲ) 
ମହାପ୍ରଭୁ : ଆକମ ମଣିଷ ମାନଙ୍କ ମଧ୍ୟକର ଭୟ ପ୍ାଇ ଁଏେ ଭୁୋଣୁ ପ୍ଠାଇୋ । କସ ଭୟ, ମଣିଷ ମାନଙୁ୍କ କସମାନଙ୍କ ୋସସ୍ଥାନ  
ସୀମା ଭିେକର ରଖିେ ଆଉ ପ୍ରେୃେି ନଷ୍ଟ େରିୋଠୁଁ େୂରକର ରଖିେ। କସମାକନ ପ୍ରାେୃେିେ କସୌନ୍ଦଯମୟ ଓ ମହେ େିଷୟକର ଜାଣିକେ। 
ଫଳସ୍ଵରୂପ୍ କସମାକନ କ୍ଷେିୋରେ କପ୍ରୟସ୍କର ମକନାରଞ୍ଜନ ପ୍ଛକର କେୌେିୋ େନ୍ଦ େରି କେୟସ୍କର ଆଧ୍ୟାତି୍ମେ ୋଯମୟକର 
ଧ୍ୟାନକେକେ। 
ଯମ: ଆପ୍ଣ େହୁଛନି୍ତେି, ଖାଲି ଭୟର ୋୋେରଣ ସୃଷି୍ଟ କହେ, ମୃେୁୟ ନୁକହଁ? 
ମହାପ୍ରଭୁ : ଅେର୍ୟ ମୃେୁୟେ ନିଶ୍ଚୟ କହେ। ଆପ୍ଣ ମାକନ ସମକସ୍ତ ଜାଣନି୍ତ, ମୃେୁୟେ କେେଳ ର୍ରୀରର, ଆତ୍ମା ଅେିନଶ୍ୱର ...। 
ସେମତ୍ର lockdown କହେ, ମନୁଷୟ ଜୀେନ କର୍ୈଳୀର ଅସାଧାରଣ ପ୍ରିେତ୍ତମନ କହେ। 
ୋୟୁ, େରୁଣ, ଯମ,େସୁଧା ମା: (together) ମହାପ୍ରକଭା! 
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର: େନୁ୍ଧଗଣ, ଏକେ େ ସ୍ଵୟଂ ମହାପ୍ରଭୁ ଆମପ୍ାଇ ଁସମାଧାନ ଆଣିକେକଲ, solution ସାଙ୍ଗକର କଗାକଟ mission େି ମିଳିଗଲା। 
ଅନୁମାନକର େିଗପ୍ାଳ ଯମଙ୍କର େମମଭାର େୃଦି୍ଧକହେ?  
ଯମ: ଏ େିଛି େିନର େମମେୃଦି୍ଧ ଚଳିେ ସାର୍! ମଁୁ mission ପ୍ାଇ ଁପ୍ରସୁ୍ତେ। 
ୋୟୁ: ମଁୁ mission ପ୍ାଇ ଁପ୍ରସୁ୍ତେ, I am ready, Sir. ପ୍ରକଭା, ଆପ୍ଣ େୟାମୟ ଓ ସୋ େରୁଣାମୟ । 
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େରୁଣ: ମଁୁ ମଧ୍ୟ mission ପ୍ାଇ ଁପ୍ରସୁ୍ତେ। ପ୍ରକଭା, ଆପ୍ଣ େୟାମୟ ଓ ସୋ େରୁଣାମୟ । 
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର: ଏ missionର ନାମ ‘େରୁଣା ଅଭିଯାନ’ ରଖିୋ । ପ୍ରକଭା େରୁଣାମୟ େୀ ଜଗନ୍ନାଥ ମହାପ୍ରଭୁଙ୍କର େରୁଣା…!  
ମା େସୁଧା : ମହାପ୍ରଭୁଙ୍କ ରଚିେ ଏଇ ଭୁୋଣୁ ମଣିଷ ହୃେୟକର େରୁଣା ସୃଷି୍ଟ େରିେ ! 
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର : ଭୁୋଣୁରୁ ବ୍ରହ୍ମାଣୁର ସୃଷି୍ଟ? The journey from ghost particle to God particle! ସମକସ୍ତ େୁହନ୍ତୁ, ଜୟ ଜଗନ୍ନାଥ ! 
ଇନ୍ଦ୍ର, ୋୟୁ, େରୁଣ, ଯମ, ମା େସୁଧା : (together) ଜୟ!  
ସମକସ୍ତ :  ଜୟ ଜଗନ୍ନାଥ ! ଜୟ ଜଗନ୍ନାଥ !ଜୟ ଜଗନ୍ନାଥ ! 

 
== ସମାପ୍ତ == 

[This play was enacted in the 51st OSA Convention (Virtual) July 3-5, 2020] 
Cast and Credit: 
1. Indra: Manoj Joshi 
2. Vayu: Damodar Sahu 
3. Varuna: Gyan Patra 
4. Yama: Anjan Gaan 
5. Vasudha: Sapna Adhikari Rath 
6. Jagannath: Ranjan Rath 
7. Original Story: Manoj Sahu 
8. Script/Translation and Contextualization: Anjan Panda and Manoj Joshi 
9. Director/Video Conference Recording: Gayatri Joshi and Manoj Joshi 
10. Background Music: Subhash Khasnobis 
11. Video Editing: Anjan Gaan 
12. Producer: Sarita Jagatjita 
13. Team: OSA California 
14. Special Thanks to OSA, all members, viewers, our dear family, and friends. 
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ଆର୍ୋ ଓ ଆର୍ଙ୍କୋର ରାତି 
ବିଜ୍ଞାନୀ ଦ୍ାସ 
  

ସଷାଡଶୀ ନାରୀର ବର୍ଣ୍ଖନା ଏସତ ଆକଷଖଣୀୟ ସଯ, ସସଇ 
ବଷଖେିକ  ହିଁ କବି, ସଲର୍କ ଓ ଔପନୟାସିକର୍ମାସନ ଅସନକ 
ରଙ୍ଗସର ରଙ୍ଗାଇ ଚିତ୍ରିତ କରିଥାନି୍ତ କିନ୍ତୁ ଏ ପଞ୍ଚାବନ ବୟସର 
ନାରୀ ଯିଏ ତାଙ୍କ ସାର୍ମନାସର ଅଛି, ତା ସସୌେଯଖୟ ସକୌଣସି 
ଗ ଣସର କମ ନ ସହ  ର୍ମନେରି ସ ର୍ମନାଙ୍କ  କିଛି ସର୍ମୟ 
ସଦ୍ଖିସନସଲ ଡକଟର ବିବିପି, ଅଥଖାତ୍କ ଡକଟର ଭ୍ରର୍ମରବର ପଣ୍ଡା 
ସସହି “ବିବିପି” ନାର୍ମସର ସିଏ ସର୍ମେଙ୍କ ନିକେସର ପରିଚିତ 
କଣ ପାଇ  ତାଙ୍କ ନାର୍ମେି ସର୍ମେଙ୍କ  ଏସତ କଠିନ ଲାସଗ ସିଏ 
ଜାଣନି୍ତନି ଓଡିଶାସର ତାଙ୍କ  “ପଣ୍ଡା” ସବାଲି ସର୍ମସେ କସଲଜ୍ ସର 
ସସର୍ମବାଧନ କର ଥିସଲ ଏ ସଦ୍ଶସର ସହକର୍ମଖୀ ର୍ମାନଙ୍କ ଗହଣସର 
ସିଏ “ବିବିପି” ନାର୍ମସର ହିଁ ସସର୍ମବାଧିତ ହ ଅନି୍ତ ସ ର୍ମନା ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ତାଙ୍କ  
ସସହି ନାର୍ମସର ହିଁ ଡାସକ, କାରଣ ସ ର୍ମନା ତାଙ୍କର ବହ ତ ଦି୍ନ 
ପଯଖୟନ୍ତ ସହକର୍ମଖୀ ଥିଲା 

ସ ର୍ମନା ଚାହା ତିଆରି କରି ସସଥିସର ସଗାଲର୍ମରିଚ ଗ ଣ୍ଡ ପସକଇଲା 
ଓ ବିବିପିଙ୍କ  ଡାକି ପଚାରିଲା, “ତ ସର୍ମ ଚାହା ସହିତ କଣ ର୍ାଇବ ? 
ବିସ୍କ ଟ୍ ନା ବାଦ୍ାର୍ମ ?” 

“ବାଦ୍ାର୍ମ ଆଣ” - କହି ବିବିପି େିେି ଅନ୍ କସଲ 

ସସସତସବଳକ  ସକାଳ ୮ୋ ବାଜିଥିଲା କସରାନା ସଂକ୍ରର୍ମଣ ପାଇ  
ଏସବ ବାହାରକ  ବାହାରିବା ର୍ମନା ସହସଲ ସବ  କାର୍ମ ସେଲିୱାକଖ 
ର୍ମାଧ୍ୟର୍ମସର ସହଉଛି ଆଜି ସକାଳ ୯ୋସର ସଗାେିଏ ରି୍ମେିଙ୍୍ଗ 
ଅଛି ସସଣ୍ଟର ର ଡାଇସରକଟର ସର୍ମେ କର୍ମଖଚାରୀ ର୍ମାନଙ୍କ  
ସସଣ୍ଟର ର ପରିସି୍ଥତି ବିଷୟସର ଜସଣଇସବ ଶ ଣା ଯାଉଛି 
ସିଲ୍ େର  େିେ ଙ୍୍ଗ ସସଣ୍ଟର ସର ଦ୍ ଇେି ସକାେିଡ୍-୧୯ ସଂକ୍ରର୍ମଣ ସକସ 
ଜଣାପଡିଛି ସସଥିପାଇ  ସସ ଦ୍ ହିଁଙ୍କ ସହିତ ସଯାଗାସଯାଗ 
ଅନ ସନ୍ଧାନ ଜାରି ରହିଛି ଏସବ ରି୍ମେିଙ୍୍ଗ ସହବା ପାଇ  ଆହ ରି 
 ଣ୍ଟାଏ ଅଛି, ସସ େିତସର ସସର୍ମାସନ ସବାର୍ମୀ, ସ୍ତ୍ରୀ ଦ୍ ସହ  ସର୍ମବାଦ୍ 
ସଦ୍ଖିସବ, ସାଙ୍ଗ ସହାଇ ଚାହା ପିଇସବ ଓ ଏଣ ସତଣ  ଗପ 
କରିପାରିସବ  

ଝିଅ ସସାନି ତା’ ର ମ ସହିତ ସଜାଡି ସହାଇ ରହିଥିବା 
ସର୍ଳର ମ ସର ସ୍କ ଲ୍ ପାଠ ପଢ ଥିଲା ସ୍କ ଲ୍ ସବ  ବେ ସହାଇଥିବାର  
ପିଲାର୍ମାନଙ୍କ  ଅନ୍ ଲାଇନ୍ ସର ଶିକ୍ଷା ଦି୍ଆଯାଉଥଲା ସସସତସବଳକ  
ତାର ଗଣିତ ଶିକ୍ଷୟିତ୍ରୀ କିଛି ପଢାଉଥିସଲ ସବାଧହ ଏ ଏବଷଖ 
ସସାନିର ଦ୍ଶର୍ମ ସଶ୍ରଣୀ ରକ୍ଷା ଯଦି୍ ଦ୍ୱାଦ୍ଶ ସଶ୍ରଣୀ 
ସହାଇଥାଆନ୍ତା ଓ ସସାନିକ  କସଲଜ୍ ଯିବାକ  ପଡିଥାନ୍ତା, ସତସବ 
ଅସନକ ଗଡବଡ ସହାଇଥାଆନ୍ତା ସସାନି ଏରି୍ମତି ରକର୍ମର 
ଶିକ୍ଷାଦ୍ାନସର ଅଧିକ ସର୍ମୟ ଧ୍ୟାନ ରଖିପାସରନି ସ ର୍ମନା ତା' 
ସହିତ ସବସଳସବସଳ ବସସ ଆଉ ତ କ ଆସଡ ଯିବାଆସିବା 
ନାହିଁ ସତଣ  ସ ର୍ମନା ନିଜ ବାକି ଅଫିସ କାର୍ମ ପାଞ୍ଚୋ ପସର 
କସର, କିନ୍ତୁ ସସାନି ସକରି୍ମତି ଏେଳି ପରିସବଶ ର୍ମଧ୍ୟସର େଲଭାସବ 
ଶିକ୍ଷାଲାେ କରିପାରିବ ସସଥିପ୍ରତି ନଜର ରସର୍ 

େିେିସର ନିୟ କଖ ସହରର ଅନିୟନି୍ତ୍ରତ ସହାଇଯାଉଥିବା କସରାନା 
ସଂକ୍ରର୍ମଣ ବିଷୟସର ପ୍ରସାରଣ ଚାଲିଥାଏ ହସ ପିୋଲ୍ ସର  
ସରାଗୀର୍ମାନଙ୍କ ପାଇ  ଜାଗା ବି ରି୍ମଳ ନି ସସଥିପାଇ  ସସଣ୍ଟେ ାଲ୍ 
ପାକଖସର ଅସ୍ଥାୟୀ ତର୍ମବୁ ପସକଇ ସରାଗୀ ସସବା କରାଯାଉଛି 
ଏରି୍ମତି ଦୃ୍ଶୟ ସଦ୍ଖିସଲ ଅତି ବିକଳ ଲାଗିବ ଆସର୍ମରିକା ସଦ୍ଶ 
େଳି ଏସତ ପ୍ରଗତିଶୀଳ ସଦ୍ଶର ଏରି୍ମତି ଅସହାୟତା ? 

ସ ର୍ମନା ପଚାରିଲା, “ତସର୍ମ କଣ ଭାବ ଛ ସସାନିର ର୍ମଞ୍ଚପ୍ରସବଶ ଆଉ 
ଜ ନ୍ ର୍ମାସସର ସହାଇପାରିବ ?” 

“ଆଉ ଦ୍ ଇର୍ମାସ ଅଛି ଅସପକ୍ଷା କରି ସଦ୍ଖିବା ନସହସଲ ଯଦି୍ 
ବାତିଲ୍ କସରଇବାକ  ପଡିବ ତ, କରିବା” - ବିବିପି ସିନା ଏରି୍ମତି 
କହିସଦ୍ସଲ, ସହସଲ ର୍ମନୋ େଲ ଲାଗିଲାନି ସସାନିକ  ସକରି୍ମତି 
ଲାଗ ଥିବ ସକଜାଣି ? ସକସତଦି୍ନ ପୂବଖର  ର୍ମଞ୍ଚପ୍ରସବଶ ପାଇ  ଏ 
ଆସୟାଜନ ଚାଲିଛି ରକ୍ େିଲ୍  ସିେିକ୍  ସସଣ୍ଟର ର ଅଡିସୋରିୟମ 
ଏ ସର୍ମୟସର ବ କ୍ ସହାଇଯାଏ ସବାଲି, ସସଇୋ ବଷଖକ ଆଗର  
ବ କ୍ ସହାଇସାରିଛି ଓଡିଶାର  ସଂଗୀତଗାୟକ ଓ 
ବାଦ୍ୟକାରର୍ମାସନ ଆସିବାପାଇ  ବି େିସକଟ୍ କରାଯାଇଛି 
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ସସର୍ମାନଙ୍କ େିସା ପାଇ  ଆପିେସକସନ୍ ସଦ୍ଇ େିସାର ସର୍ମେ 
ବସୋବେ ବି ସହାଇସାରିଛି ଅନୟବଷଖ ର୍ମାନଙ୍କର ତିକ୍ତ 
ଅନ େୂତିର  ଶିକ୍ଷାଲାେ କରି ଏଥର ସ ର୍ମନା ସବ କଥା ଆଗର  ହିଁ 
ଆସୟାଜନ କରିସଦ୍ଇଥିଲା ସହସଲ ଏତିକି ସବଳକ  ହିଁ ଏ 
କସରାନାର ଆସିବାର ଥିଲା ? ଏସବ ଯଦି୍ଓ ଭାରତସର ଏସତୋ 
ବୟାପିନି, ସତସବ ଯ କ୍ତରାଷ୍ଟ୍ର ଆସର୍ମରିକାସର ଅବସ୍ଥା ଦି୍ନକ ଦି୍ନ 
ସାଂ ାତିକ ସହଉଛି କଣସହବ କହିସହଉନି  

ସ ର୍ମନା କହିଲା, “ର୍ମସନାଜ ସାର କହ ଥିସଲ, କସରାନା ସଂକ୍ରର୍ମଣ 
ଏସତ ନସହସଲ ବି ରାଜୟ ସରକାର ସବ  ଲକ୍ ଡାଉନ୍  
କରିସଦ୍ଇଛନି୍ତ ଏଣ  ସସର୍ମାନଙ୍କର କାର୍ମଧୋ ବି ବେ ଏସବ 
ସର୍ମସେ ଲକ୍ ଡାଉନ୍ ସର ଅଛନି୍ତ” 

“ର୍ମ   ଭାବିପାର ନି ଅବସ୍ଥା ଏସତଶୀଘ୍ର ସ ଧ ରିଯିବ ସବାଲି ଆସର୍ମ 
ଏସବ ରକ୍ େିଲ୍  ସିେିକ୍  ସସଣ୍ଟର କ  ଡାକି ରିଜସେଖସନ୍ ବାତିଲ୍ 
କରିସଦ୍ସଲ ହ ଅନ୍ତା ତାପସର ସଯଉ ର୍ମାସନ ସର୍ମସେ ଆସିବାକ  
ପକ୍କା କରି କହିଛନି୍ତ ସସର୍ମାନଙ୍କ  ବି ର୍ବର ସଦ୍ଇସଦ୍ବା” - 
ବିବିପି ର୍ମତସଦ୍ସଲ 

ସ ର୍ମନା ସସ କଥାସର ସହର୍ମତ ସହଲା ଓ ବିବିପି ସସ ଦ୍ାୟିତବ 
ସନସଲ ବିବିପି ତାଙ୍କ ଅଫିସ ର ମ କ  ଆସି କବାେ ବେ କସଲ 
ଦି୍ନ ୯ୋ ବାଜିଯାଇଥିଲା ରି୍ମେିଙ୍୍ଗ ଆରମ୍ଭସହଲା  

ସଦ୍ଢ ଣ୍ଟା ପସର ପାଣି ପିଇବାକ  ଆସି ସଦ୍ର୍ନି୍ତ ତ, ସ ର୍ମନା 
ର୍ମ ଣ୍ଡସର ହାତ ସଦ୍ଇ ଫୟାରି୍ମଲିର ମ ସସାଫାସର ହିଁ ବସିଛି  ବିବିପି 
ପଚାରିସଲ, “ତ ସର୍ମ କଣ ଆଜି କାର୍ମ କର ନ କି ? କଣ ଛ େି 
ସନଇଛ ?” 

“ନ ା, ର୍ମ ଣ୍ଡୋ କାହିଁକି ବିନ୍ଧ ଛି ଜରଜର ଲାଗ ଛି ର୍ମ   ଏଇଠି କିଛି 
ସର୍ମୟ ଗଡିପଡ ଛି ତସର୍ମ ଯାଇ ସସାନିର ପାଠପଢା େିସକ ସଦ୍ଖି 
ଆସ ତ” 

ବିବିପି ଡରିଗସଲ - ତସର୍ମ କଣ ହେିୋଲ୍ ଯିବ ? ସେଷ୍୍ଟ 
କସରଇସନବ ? 

ସ ର୍ମନା - କାହିଁକି ? 

ବିବିପି - କାସଳ କସରାନା ସହାଇଥିବ  

ସ ର୍ମନା - ର୍ମ   ଭାବ ଛି ଆଲଜି ସବାଧହ ଏ ସହସଲ ବି େିସକ 
ସାବଧାନତା ଅବଲର୍ମବନ କରିବା ଦ୍ରକାର ର୍ମ   ସଙ୍ଗସରାଧସର 

ରହିବି ସବାଲି ଭାବିଛି ହେିୋଲ୍ ଗସଲ, ସସଠି ହିଁ ସରାଗୀ 
ସହାଇଯିବି ତସର୍ମ ସସାନିକ  ଚସଳଇସନବ ତ ? ର୍ମ   ସତସବ 
ସବସ ସର୍ମଣ୍୍ଟ କ  ଚାଲିଯାଉଛି 

ବିବିପିଙ୍କ ରକ୍ତଚାପ ବଢିଗଲା; େୟସର, ଆଶଙ୍କାସର “ସହ 
େଗବାନ, ସସରି୍ମତି ନ ସହାଇଥାଉ ସ ର୍ମନା ତ  ସର ହିଁ ଅଛି 
ବାହାରକ  ବାହାରିନାହିଁ ତାକ  ସକରି୍ମତି ସଂକ୍ରର୍ମଣ ସହାଇପାରିବ 
?” 

ତଥାପି ସ ର୍ମନା ର୍ମାନିଲାନି ସବସ ସର୍ମଣ୍୍ଟ କ  ଚାଲିଗଲା କହିଲା, 
“ର୍ମସତ ଦ୍ ଇ ଚାରିୋ ସର୍ମାଜା ସର୍ାଜିକରି ଦି୍ଅ ର୍ମ   ତାକ  କାେି ର୍ମ ର୍ା 
ତିଆରି କରିସଦ୍ବି ଓ ତର୍ମ ସହ କି ସସାନି ସହ ଯଦି୍ କଥାବାତ୍ତଖା 
କରିବାକ  ପସଡ କି ତର୍ମର୍ମାନଙ୍କର ସାହାଯୟ ଦ୍ରକାର ହ ଏ, 
ସସସତସବସଳ ପିନି୍ଧବି ଆସର୍ମ ସଫାନ୍ ସର କଥା ସହଉଥିବା ର୍ମ   
ଯିବା ପସର ଏ ସସାଫା ଉପସର ଓ ସରାସଷଇ ସର ସେେ  
କରିସଦ୍ବ” 

ବିବିପି ଆସି ସବ  କଥା ସସାନିକ  କହିସଲ ସସାନି ଆଶଙି୍କତ 
ସହଲା ବିବିପି ତାକ  ବ ଝାଇସଲ, “ଆଲଜି ହିଁ ସହାଇଥିବ 
ସତସବ ସିଏ େିସକ ସାବଧାନ ସହାଇଯାଉଛି ର୍ମସତ ଲାଗ ଛି 
ଆଲଜି ଔଷଧ ର୍ାଇଲା ପସର ସିଏ େଲ ସହାଇଯିବ ତ  କିଛି 
ଚିନ୍ତା କରନି” 

ସସାନିକ  ସିନା ବ ସଝଇସଦ୍ସଲ, ସହସଲ ନିଜ ର୍ମନ  ାଣି୍ଟଚକେି 
ସହଲା କିଛିଦି୍ନ ସହଲା ସିଏ କସରାନାକ  ସଗାେିଏ ଦୃ୍ଷି୍ଟର  
ଧନୟବାଦ୍ ସଦ୍ଉଥିସଲ ସଯ ସ ର୍ମନାକ  ସିଏ  ସର ସଦ୍ଖିବାକ  
ପାଉଛନି୍ତ ସଜ ସ ର୍ମନ େଳି ସ େରୀ ସ ର୍ମନାକ  ଦି୍ନରାତି ଚବିଶ 
 ଣ୍ଟା ପାର୍ସର ପାଉଛନି୍ତ ତା' ହସସର ହସ ରି୍ମଶାଇ 
ସକସତସବସଳ ର୍ମତ ଆଲା ସହଉଛନି୍ତ ତ ସକସତସବସଳ 
ଉସପନ୍ଦ୍ରେଞ୍ଜଙ୍କ  ସ୍ମରଣ କରି କବିତାେିଏ ସଲଖି ପକାଉଛନି୍ତ 
ସ୍ୱାର୍ମୀ, ସ୍ତ୍ରୀ ରି୍ମଶି ସକାସଳ ଓ ସନ୍ଧୟାସର ଚାହା ପିଇବାୋ ସଗାେିଏ 
ସ୍ୱପନ େଳି ଥିଲା ତାହା ସମ୍ଭବ ସହାଇଥିଲା ସକବଳ କସରାନା 
ପାଇ  ବଷଖେିଏ ସହଲା ଜୀବନ ଆହ ରି ବୟେ ସହାଇଯାଇଥିଲା 
ସସାନିର ର୍ମଞ୍ଚପ୍ରସବଶ ପାଇ  ତାକ  ଅସନକ ଥର ତା' ନୃତୟଗ ର  
ପାର୍କ  ଅେୟାସ ପାଇ  ସନବାକ  ପଡ ଥିଲା ସସଥିସର ସ ର୍ମନା 
ଅତୟଧିକ ପରିର୍ମାଣସର ଜଡିତ ରହ ଥିଲା ସହସଲ ଏସବ 
ଆଶଙ୍କାସର ସିଏ େୟେୀତ ସହାଇପଡିସଲ କାସଳ ଯଦି୍ ....  
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ସ ର୍ମନା ର୍ରାସବସଳ କିଛି ର୍ାଇଲାନି ଫି୍ରଜ୍ େିତସର ଯାହା ଥିଲା 
ତାକ  ବାପ, ଝିଅ ଦ୍ ଇଜଣ ର୍ାଇସଲ ରାତି ପାଇ  ସଯନ-ସତନ 
ପ୍ରକାସରଣ ସରାସଷଇବାସ କରି ସିଏ ସସଦି୍ନ ସର୍ମେଙ୍କ 
ର୍ାଦ୍ୟସପୟର ବୟବସ୍ଥା କସଲ ସ ର୍ମନା ପାଇ  ସବସ ସର୍ମଣ୍୍ଟ  
ଦ୍ୱାରସଦ୍ଶସର ର୍ାଦ୍ୟ ରଖିସଦ୍ସଲ କାରଣ ସସଇୋ ସ ର୍ମନାର 
ତାଗିଦ୍ ରାତିସର କିନ୍ତୁ ଜର୍ମା ନିଦ୍ ସହଲାନି ସତସର ଯଦି୍ .... 
ଆଉ କିଛି ଆଗକ  ଭାବିପାରିସଲନି ସ୍ୱାର୍ମୀ ହିସାବସର ସିଏ ଏସବ 
ସ ର୍ମନାର ପାର୍ସର ରହି ତାର ସସବା କରିବା କଥା ସହସଲ ଏ 
କସରାନା େୂତାଣ  ଏରି୍ମତି ଜ ନୟ େୂତାଣ  ସଯ, ପାର୍କ  ଗସଲ 
ସଂକ୍ରର୍ମଣର େୟ ସ ର୍ମନା ବି ସସପେର  କବାେ ବେ 
କରିସଦ୍ଇଛି ଯଦି୍ଓ ସ ର୍ମନା େଲ ସହାଇଯିବ ସବାଲି ତାଙ୍କର ଦୃ୍ଢ 
ଆଶା ଥିଲା, ସତସବ ସ ର୍ମନାକ  ହରାଇସଦ୍ବାର ଆଶଙ୍କା ର୍ମନ 
େିତସର ଏରି୍ମତି ବସାବାନି୍ଧଗଲା ସଯ ସ ର୍ମନା ସହିତ ଅତୀତର 
ସର୍ମେ ର୍ମଧ ର ର୍ମ ହୂତ୍ତଖର୍ମାସନ ଆସି ବିବିପିଙ୍କର ର୍ମନ େିତସର 
ଆତଯାତ ସହସଲ  

 

ଏଇତ କାଲି େଳି ଲାଗ ଛି ସ ର୍ମନା ସହିତ ପରିଚୟ  ନିଷ୍ଠ ସହବାର 
ଆଉ ତାପସର ସାଙ୍ଗ ସହାଇ ଚାହା ପିଆ ଏବଂ ଭାବ ଦି୍ଆନିଆ 
ଆରମ୍ଭର ୧୯୯୮ ର୍ମସିହାସର ସିଏ ସ ର୍ମନାକ  କାର୍ମସର 
ସକସତୋ ରି୍ମେିଙ୍୍ଗ ସର ସଦ୍ଖିଥିସଲ ଯଦି୍ଓ ତା' ବିଷୟସର ଏସତୋ 
ଜାଣିନଥିସଲ କି ଜାଣିବାର ଅେିଳାଷ ବି ନଥିଲା ସସ ବଷଖୋ ବି 
ବିବିପିଙ୍କ ଜୀବନସର ଏକ ଦ୍ାର ଣର୍ମୟ ପରିସି୍ଥତିର ବଷଖ ଥିଲା 
ବିବାହିତା ପତ୍ନୀଙ୍କ ସହିତ ଛାଡପତ୍ର ଓ ତା' ସହିତ ଯାବତୀୟ 
ଆଇନଗତ ନିୟର୍ମର ଫାେସର ସସ ଏରି୍ମତି ଭାସବ ଛେି 
ସହାଇଯାଇଥିସଲ ସଯ ଜୀବନୋ ସସସତସବସଳ ବଡ ଦ୍ ବିସହ 
ର୍ମସନସହାଇଥିଲା ସସ ର୍ମାନସିକ କଷ୍ଟକ  ହଜର୍ମ କରି େିସକ ଅନୟ 
କିଛି ଭାବିବା ପାଇ  ତାଙ୍କ  ଦ୍ ଇବଷଖ ଲାଗିଗଲା ୨୦୦୦ ର୍ମସିହାର 
କଥା ନୂତନ ଶତାବ୍ଦୀକ  ସବାଗତ କରିବାପାଇ  ଭାରତୀୟ ସଂସ୍ଥା 
ଦ୍ୱାରା ଏକ ସାଂସ୍କତିୃକ ସର୍ମାସବଶର ଆସୟାଜନ କରାଯାଇଥାଏ 
ସସଠିକ  ସପ୍ରାଗ୍ରାମ ସଦ୍ଖିବାକ  ଯାଇଥିସଲ ବିବିପି  

ସସଇଠି ସିଏ ସଯସତସବସଳ ସ ର୍ମନାକ  ଶ୍ରୀର୍ମତୀ ରାନ  ଦ୍ାସଙ୍କ 
ଗୁପ୍ ସର ଓଡିଶୀ ନୃତୟ ପରିସବଷଣ କରିବାର ସଦ୍ଖିସଲ ତ ବଡ 
ଆଶ୍ଚଯଖୟ ସହାଇଗସଲ ସ ର୍ମନା ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ର୍ମଞ୍ଚର  ସଫରି ଅକସ୍ମାତ୍କ 

ବିବିପିଙ୍କ  ସଦ୍ଖି ଆଶ୍ଚଯଖୟ ସହାଇଗଲା “ଆପଣ ଏଠି ?” - 
ସ ର୍ମନା ପଚାରିଲା 

“ଆଉ ଆପଣ ଓଡିଶୀ ନାଚନି୍ତ ସବାଲି ର୍ମ   ଜାଣିନଥିଲି ବହ ତ 
ସ େର ନୃତୟ କସଲ ଆପଣ ସକରି୍ମତି ଏକ ଗସବଷକ ସହାଇ 
ଆପଣ ନୃତୟସାଧନା ରଖିପାରିଛନି୍ତ ?” 

ସ ର୍ମନା କହିଲା, “ର୍ମ   ସଛାେସବଳ  ନାଚ ଶିର୍ ଥିଲି ତାପସର ବାବା, 
ର୍ମା ସଯସବ ଆସର୍ମରିକା ଆସିସଲ, ସର୍ମାର ନୃତୟ ଶିକ୍ଷା ବେ 
ରହିଲା ସର୍ମାର ପି.ଏଚ୍.ଡି. ସରିଯିବା ପସର ଓ ଚାକିରି ସହାଇଯିବା 
ପସର ର୍ମ   ରାନ  ଦି୍ଦି୍ଙ୍କ ନାଚ ସ୍କ ଲ୍ ବିଷୟସର ର୍ବର ପାଇଲି ଗତ 
ପାଞ୍ଚବଷଖ ସହଲା ର୍ମ   ତାଙ୍କ ସ୍କ ଲ୍ ସର ଶିର୍ ଛି” 

ବାସ, ସସଇଦି୍ନର  ଏ ନୃତୟକ  ଆଧାର କରି ଅଫିସ ସର ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ 
ସସର୍ମାନଙ୍କର ଗପଶପ, ଆଳାପ ବଢିଲା ସସଇଠ  ବିବିପି 
ଜାଣିସଲ ସଯ ସ ର୍ମନା ଆଗର  ଜସଣ ସଶ୍ଵତକାୟ ଆସର୍ମରିକାନ୍ କ  
ବିବାହ କରିଥିଲା ଓ ବିବାହର ପାଞ୍ଚବଷଖ ପସର ଛାଡପତ୍ର 
ସଦ୍ଇଥିଲା ସ ର୍ମନା ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ଜାଣିଲା ସଯ ବିବିପି ଆଗର  ବିବାହ 
କରିଥିସଲ ତାଙ୍କର ଦ୍ ଇବଷଖ ତସଳ ଛାଡପତ୍ର ସହାଇଛି ତାଙ୍କର 
ଦ୍ ଇେି ପ ତ୍ର ଅଛନି୍ତ ଓ ସସର୍ମାସନ ନିଜ ର୍ମା'ଙ୍କ ପାର୍ସର ରହ ଛନି୍ତ 
ପ୍ରତିର୍ମାସସର ସସର୍ମାନଙ୍କର ସର୍ମେ ର୍ଚ୍ଚଖ ବିବିପିଙ୍କ  ବହନ କରିବାକ  
ପଡ ଛି 

ଏସବ  ଜାଣିଲା ପସର ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ସସର୍ମାନଙ୍କ ବନ୍ଧ ତା ବଜାୟ ରହିଥିଲା 
ସ ର୍ମନାର ସଯଉ ଠି ବି ନୃତୟ ସପ୍ରାଗ୍ରାମ ସହଉଥିଲା, ବିବିପି ସସଠାକ  
ଯାଉଥିସଲ ସକବଳ ଯାଉନଥିସଲ, ସସଠି ସସ୍ୱଚ୍ଛାସସବୀ ଭାସବ 
ଆସୟାଜନସର ଅସନକ ସାହାଯୟ କର ଥିସଲ ଅଥଖଦ୍ାନ ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ 
କର ଥିସଲ ସ ର୍ମନାକ  ନୃତୟ ପରିପାେୀସର ସଦ୍ଖିସଦ୍ସଲ ତାଙ୍କ 
ହୃଦ୍ୟ ପ ରିଉଠ ଥିଲା ଏସତ ସ େର ସଚସହରା ? ସତସର ସସ 
ସଯରି୍ମତି ସଦ୍ବୀେିଏ େଳି ଦି୍ଶ ଥିଲା ସବସଳସବସଳ ର୍ମା ଲକ୍ଷ୍ମୀଙ୍କ 
ସବଶସର ସିଏ ତାଙ୍କ ସ୍ୱପନସର ଆସିବାକ  ଲାଗିଲା ପ ଣି 
ସବସଳସବସଳ ର୍ମା' ଦ୍ ଗଖାଙ୍କ ରୂପସର ଆସିଲା ସବସଳସବସଳ 
ଆସ ଥିଲା ଅର୍ମରାବତୀର ପରୀେିଏ େଳି ଆଉ ସି ସଦ୍ଉଥିଲା ତାଙ୍କ 
କପାଳ ଆଉ କ୍ଷଣିକସର ସକଉ  କାଉ ରୀ ପରଶ େଳି ସବ  
ସଶାଚନା, ସବ  ଦ୍ ୁଃର୍ ତାଙ୍କର ସରିଯାଉଥିଲା 

ସକବଳ ଦ୍ ଇବଷଖ ର୍ମଧ୍ୟସର ଏରି୍ମତି ଲାଗିଲା ସଯରି୍ମତି ବିବିପି ରାନ  
ଦ୍ାସଙ୍କ ଓଡିଶୀ ସ୍କ ଲ୍ ର ଜସଣ ସ୍ଥାୟୀ ପୃଷ୍ଠସପାଷକ 



 

122 
 

ଊର୍ମି: ୨୦୨୦ ଓସା ଜସାଜେନରି  

ସହାଇଗସଲଣି ସସ େିତସର ବିବିପି ନିସଜ ଏକ ସାଂସ୍କତିୃକ ସଂସ୍ଥା 
ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ସର୍ାଲିସଦ୍ସଲ ଓ ସସ ସଂସ୍ଥା ଦ୍ୱାରା ବଷଖସର ଦ୍ ଇଥର 
ଫଣ୍୍ଡ ସରଜିଙ୍୍ଗ  ସପ୍ରାଗ୍ରାମ କରାଉଥିସଲ ଯାହା ଆୟ ସହଉଥିଲା, 
ସସସବ  ସିଏ ସଗାେିଏ ପ୍ରତିଭା ଫଣ୍୍ଡ କରି ଓଡିଶାର ଦ୍ରିଦ୍ର 
ସର୍ମଧାବୀ ଛାତ୍ରଛାତ୍ରୀ ର୍ମାନଙ୍କ  ବୃତି୍ତ ସଯାଗାଉଥିସଲ ସ ର୍ମନାକ  
ଏସବ  େଲ ଲାଗ ଥିଲା ନିଜ ଜୀବନସର ସିନା ତାର ଛାଡପତ୍ର 
ସହାଇଗଲା, ସହସଲ ସିଏ ସସସବ କ  େ ଲି ଜୀବନସର ବଞି୍ଚ 
ରହିବାକ  ସପ୍ରରଣା ସର୍ାଜ ଥିଲା ନୃତୟ କଳାସର ର୍ମଜି୍ଜରହି ସିଏ 
ସକସତକାଂଶସର ସସସବ  ଦ୍ ୁଃର୍ଦ୍ ସ୍ମୃତି େ ଲିବାକ  ସଚଷ୍ଟା 
କର ଥିଲା ଏସବ ବିବିପିଙ୍କ ବନ୍ଧ ତା ସହବାଦି୍ନର  ଓ ତାଙ୍କ ପ୍ରତିଭା 
ଫଣ୍୍ଡ ସହିତ ସଂପୃକ୍ତ ରହି, ତାର ସସ ଦ୍ ୁଃର୍ଦ୍ ସ୍ମୃତି ସର୍ମେ ଅପସରି 
ଯାଉଥିସଲ ସଂପକଖ  ନିଷ୍ଠ ସହବାର  ବିବିପି ଏ େିତସର ସ ର୍ମନାକ  
“ଆପଣ”ର  “ତସର୍ମ” କହିବା ଆରମ୍ଭ କରିସଦ୍ଇଥିସଲ ଏରି୍ମତି 
ର୍ମଜାସର ର୍ମଜାସର ଦି୍ସନ ବିବିପି ସ ର୍ମନାକ  ପଚାରିସଲ, “ତ ସର୍ମ 
କଣ ଆଉ ବିବାହ କରିବନି ଏରି୍ମତି ସାରା ଜୀବନ ଏକ େିଆ ରହିବ 
?” 

ଉତ୍ତରସର ସ ର୍ମନା ହସି କହିଲା, “ସକସବ ନ ସହ  ର୍ମସତ ଯଦି୍ 
ସକହି ହୃଦ୍ୟର  େଲପାଇ ପ୍ରସପାଜ୍ କସର ନା, ର୍ମ   ନିଶ୍ଚୟ ହ  
କରିସଦ୍ବି ଓ ବାହା ସହାଇଯିବି ସତ କଥା ସହଲା, ର୍ମସତ 
ପାରିବାରିକ ଜୀବନ ବହ ତ େଲଲାସଗ” 

ଉତ୍ତର ସଦ୍ଇସାରି ପ ଣି ସ ର୍ମନା ପଚାରିଲା, “ଆଉ ଆପଣ କଣ 
ଏରି୍ମତି ଏକଲା ରହିସବ ନା ଦି୍ୱତୀୟ ବିବାହ କରିସବ ?” 

ବିବିପି କହିସଲ, "ଏପଯଖୟନ୍ତ ତ ସସରି୍ମତି କିଛି ଭାବିନି ସତସବ 
ସ ସଯାଗ ଆସିସଲ ନିଶ୍ଚୟ ଦି୍ୱତୀୟ ବିବାହ କରିବି ସର୍ମା ବାପା, 
ର୍ମା ରି୍ମଶି ସର୍ମା ପାଇ  ସଦ୍ର୍ାସଦ୍ଖି କରି ପତ୍ନୀ ସଯାଗାଡ କରିଥିସଲ 
ସସଠି ସପ୍ରର୍ମ ନଥିଲା କାହିଁକି ସକଜାଣି ର୍ମ   ସର୍ମା ପତ୍ନୀଙ୍କ  େଲ ପାଇ 
ପାରିଲିନି ସିଏ ଧନୀ  ରର ଥିସଲ ଓ ଆର୍ମ  ର ସଲାକଙ୍କ ପ୍ରତି 
ଅସନକ ସର୍ମୟସର ଆସକ୍ଷପ କର ଥିସଲ ସସଇୋ ର୍ମସତ 
ସବ ସବସଳ ର୍ମାନସିକ ତାଡନା ସଦ୍ଉଥିଲା ସସଥିପାଇ  ....'' 

"ସହସଲ ବ୍ରାୟାନ୍ କ  ର୍ମ   ଅସନକ େଲପାଉଥିଲି ଜୀବନଠାର  ବି 
ବଳି ବାହା ର ପସର ତା ସହିତ ସର୍ମାର ର୍ମନ ରି୍ମଳିଲାନି କାହିଁକି 
ନା ଯାହା ସହସଲବି ୧୨ ବଷଖ ପଯଖୟନ୍ତ ର୍ମ   ଓଡିଶାସର ବଢି ଆସିଛି 
ସର୍ମା ର୍ମନସର କିଛି ସଂସ୍କାର ଥିଲା ଓ ଅଛି ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ବ୍ରାୟାନ୍ ସସସବ  
ସଂସ୍କାର କିଛି ବ ଝିପାରିଲାନି ସସଥିପାଇ  ଆର୍ମର ସବ ସବସଳ କଥା 

କୋକେି ସହଲା ସସସତସବସଳ ସର୍ମାର ବୟସ କମ ଥିଲା ଓ ର୍ମ   
ସର୍ମାର ନାପସେ କିଛି କଥାସର କ୍ଷଣିକସର ରାଗିଯାଉଥିଲି ସହସଲ 
ର୍ମ   ସବ ସବସଳ ଜଗନ୍ନାଥଙ୍କ  ପ୍ରାଥଖନା କସର କି ର୍ମସତ ଏରି୍ମତି ଏକ 
ସପ୍ରରି୍ମକ ରି୍ମଳ , ଯିଏ କି ର୍ମସତ ହୃଦ୍ୟ େିତର  େଲପାଇବ 
ତାସହସଲ ସର୍ମାର ସର୍ମେ େ ଲ୍ କ   କ୍ଷର୍ମା କରିସଦ୍ବ ର୍ମ   ବି ତାକ  
ର୍ମନ ସଦ୍ଇ େଲପାଇବି'' 

ଏସବ  ସକବଳ ବନ୍ଧ  ଭାବର ଆସଲାଚନା ଥିଲା ସହସଲ ସିଏ ଦି୍ସନ 
ଗେୀର ସପ୍ରର୍ମସର ପରିଣତ ସହାଇଗଲା ଆଉ ଜସଣ ଦି୍ୱତୀୟ 
ର୍ମଣିଷଙ୍କ  ଏସତୋ ଜୀବନ ସଦ୍ଇ େଲ ପାଇବା ସକରି୍ମତି ସମ୍ଭବ 
ସହଲା ସ ର୍ମନା ବ ଝିପାରିଲାନି ତା' ବିଶବାସ ଅନ ଯାୟୀ ପ୍ରକୃତ 
ସପ୍ରର୍ମ ସକବଳ ସଗାେିଏ ଥର ହ ଏ ସହସଲ ନିଜ ଆବିଷ୍କାରସର 
ସିଏ ନିସଜ ବି ବିସି୍ମତ ସହଉଥିଲା ନିଜ ପତ୍ନୀ ଛଡା ଆଉ ଜଣଙ୍କ 
ସହିତ ଏସତୋ ସପ୍ରର୍ମ ସଂପକଖ ଗଢି ଉଠିବ, ସସ କଥା ବି ବିବିପି 
ବିଶ୍ଵାସ କରିପାର ନଥିସଲ ସତସବ ସ ର୍ମନା ସଯ ତାଙ୍କର ପ୍ରଥର୍ମ 
ସପ୍ରର୍ମ, ସସକଥା ନିଶ୍ଚୟ ସତ ପତ୍ନୀଙ୍କ ପ୍ରତି ସିଏ କତ୍ତଖବୟ 
କର ଥିସଲ ସପ୍ରର୍ମ ସକସବ କରିନଥିସଲ ଦି୍ସନ ସାହସ କରି ସିଏ 
ସ ର୍ମନାକ  ପ୍ରସପାଜ୍ କସଲ 

ପ୍ରସପାଜ୍ କରିବାର ପୂବଖଦି୍ନ ରାତିସର ସାରା ସର୍ମୟ ଅନିଦ୍ରା 
ରହିଥିସଲ ବିବିପି ସ ର୍ମନା କଣ ସତସର ତାଙ୍କ  ଗ୍ରହଣ କରିବ ? 
ଯଦି୍ ସିଏ ର୍ମନା କରିଦି୍ଏ ? ସସରି୍ମତି ସହସଲ ପ ଣିଥସର ବିବିପି 
ସଫରିଯିସବ ଦ୍ ୁଃର୍ର୍ମୟ ଜୀବନ େିତରକ  ସ ର୍ମନା ସହିତ ବନ୍ଧ ତା 
ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ହରାଇବସିସବ 

ସହସଲ ସର୍ମେ ଆଶଙ୍କାକ  ଦୂ୍ରୀେୂତ କରି ଆଶାର ଆସଲାକ 
ଜସଳଇ ସଦ୍ଇଥିଲା ସ ର୍ମନା “ହ ” କହି ତାପସର ବିନା 
ଆଡର୍ମବରସର ସକବଳ ଅତି ଅନ୍ତରଙ୍ଗ ବନ୍ଧ  ସକାଡିଏ, ତିରିଶି ଜଣଙ୍କ 
ଗହଣସର ଶିବବିଷ୍ଣ  ର୍ମେିରସର ୨୦୦୨ ର୍ମସିହା ଏପି୍ରଲ୍ ୨୦ 
ତାରିର୍ସର ସସର୍ମାନଙ୍କର ବିବାହ ସଂପନ୍ନ ସହାଇଥିଲା 
ସସଇଦି୍ନର  ବିବିପିଙ୍କ ଜୀବନ ରସାଣିତ କରି ଆସିଛି ସ ର୍ମନା 
ସଗାେିଏ କନୟା ବି ଉପହାର ସଦ୍ଇଛି ସସ କନୟା ସସାନି 
ଉେୟଙ୍କ ଜୀବନର ସସତ  ପାଲେିଯାଇଛି  

ସ ର୍ମନାକ  ବିବାହ କରିବା ପସର ସକସତଜଣ ବନ୍ଧ  ତାଙ୍କ  
ସର୍ମାସଲାଚନା କରିଥିସଲ “ପ୍ରଥସର୍ମ ତ ସତାର ଦ୍ ଇଜଣ ପ ଅ 
ଅଛନି୍ତ ସସର୍ମାନଙ୍କ କଥା ତ ଥସର ଭାବିଥାଆନ୍ତୁ ତାପସର ସ ର୍ମନା 
ପୂବଖର  ଥସର ବିବାହ କରିସାରିଛି ଓ ସ୍ୱାର୍ମୀ ପରିତୟକ୍ତା ଏରି୍ମତି 
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ସକରି୍ମତି ନିଷ୍ପତି୍ତ ସନଲ  ତ  ?” ସହସଲ ବିବିପି 
ଜସଣଇସଦ୍ଇଥିସଲ, “ର୍ମଣିଷର କଣ ର୍ ସିସର ବଞି୍ଚବାର ଅଧିକାର 
ନାହିଁ ? ନା, ତସର୍ମର୍ମାସନ ଚାହ  ସଯ ଜସଣ ଦ୍ ୁଃର୍ସର ରହ , କିଛି 
ଅଭାବସର ରହ , ତାସହସଲ ତସର୍ମର୍ମାସନ ତା ପାଇ  ‘ଆହା, ଚ , ଚ ’  
କହି ର୍ମନଶାନି୍ତ କରିବ ଆସର, ତସର୍ମ କଣ ଚାହ ନି ତର୍ମର ସାଙ୍ଗ 
ଜସଣ ର୍ ସିସର ରହ  ? ର୍ମ   ସ ର୍ମନାକ  ହୃଦ୍ୟ ସଦ୍ଇ େଲପାଏ ଓ 
ସିଏ ବି ର୍ମସତ ସସରି୍ମତି େଲପାଏ ସସତିକି ହିଁ ଯସଥଷ୍ଟ” 

ସସ ସାଙ୍ଗ ର୍ମାସନ ସର୍ମସେ ଚ ପ୍ ସହାଇଯାଇଥିସଲ ସ ର୍ମନାକ  ନିଜ 
ବନ୍ଧ  ପରିସରର ଅନ୍ତେଖ କ୍ତ କରିବାକ  କିଛି ସର୍ମୟ ଲାଗିଥିଲା 
ଏରି୍ମତିକି ନିଜ ପ ଅ ଦ୍ ଇଜଣ ର୍ମଧ୍ୟ ବାପାଙ୍କ ପ୍ରତି ଅସନ୍ତୁଷ୍ଟ ଥିସଲ 
ସତସବ ଏସବ ସସସବ  ଚାଲିଗଲାଣି ଏସବ ସ ର୍ମନା ପାଇ  ସର୍ମସେ 
ଗବିତ ସବ  ସାଂସ୍କତିୃକ କାଯଖୟକ୍ରର୍ମସର ପିଲାର୍ମାନଙ୍କ  ଏକତ୍ରିତ କରି 
ନାଚ ଗୀତ କି ଡ୍ରାର୍ମା ସପ୍ରାଗ୍ରାମ  କରିବା ଦ୍ାୟିତ୍ୱ ସ ର୍ମନା ହିଁ 
ସମ୍ଭାସଳ ସ ର୍ମନାକ  ସସର୍ମାସନ ଅସନକ େଲପାଆନି୍ତ  

“ସହ େଗବାନ ସର୍ମା ସ ର୍ମନାର କିଛି ବି ନ ସହାଇଥାଉ ସିଏ 
େଲ ସହାଇଯାଉ” - ଠାକ ରଙ୍କ  ବାରର୍ମବାର ବିକଳ ସହାଇ 
ନିସବଦ୍ନ କର ଥିସଲ ବିବିପି 

ସଭାର ସଭାର  ବିବିପିଙ୍କ  ନିଦ୍ଲାଗିଯାଇଥିଲା ନିଦ୍ ଭାଙି୍ଗବା ସବଳକ  
ଦି୍ନ ୯ୋ "ଆସର ଏସତ ସଡରି ସହଲାଣି'' - ତରବର ସହାଇ 
ସସାନି ଉଠିଲାଣି କି ନାହିଁ ସଦ୍ଖିବାକ  ଗସଲ ସସାନି 
ସସସତସବଳକ  ଉଠିସାରି ଅନ୍ ଲାଇନ୍ ସର ଇଂରାଜୀ କୋସ ର 
ଶିକ୍ଷକଙ୍କ  ଶ ଣ ଥିଲା ପ୍ରଥର୍ମ ର୍ମହଲାର ସରାସଷଇ  ର  ଚ ଡା 
ଉପର୍ମାର ବାସ୍ନା ଆସ ଥିଲା ବିବିପି ଉପର ର୍ମହଲାର  ପ୍ରଥର୍ମ 
ର୍ମହଲାକ  ଗସଲ ସସଠି ସ ର୍ମନାକ  ସଦ୍ଖି ଚର୍ମକି ପଡିସଲ ସ ର୍ମନା 

ଉପର୍ମା ତିଆରି କରିସାରି ଚାହା ତିଆରି କରିବା ପାଇ  ପାଣି 
ବସସଇଥିଲା ଓ ଅଦ୍ା ସଛଚ ଥିଲା ବିବିପିଙ୍କ  ସଦ୍ଖି କହିଲା, 
“ତସର୍ମ କଣ ଏସତ ସଡରିସର ଉଠିଲ ? ଆଜି କଣ ରି୍ମେିଙ୍୍ଗ ନାହିଁକି 
? ହଉ, ନ ଗାସଧାଇଲ ନାହିଁ, ର୍ମ   ଠାକ ରଙ୍କ ପୂଜା କରିସାରିଛି 
ତସର୍ମ ଉପର୍ମା ର୍ାଅ ଏସବ ଚାହା ସହାଇଯିବ” 

ବିବିପି ସ ର୍ମନାକ  ବଡବଡ ଆଖିସର ଚାହିଁ ରହିଥିସଲ 

ସ ର୍ମନା ଆସି ହାତ ଧରି ହସଲଇସଦ୍ଇ କହିଲା, “ଏରି୍ମତି କଣ 
ସଦ୍ର୍ ଚ ର୍ମସତ ? ତସର୍ମ କଣ ଭାବିଲ ର୍ମସତ କସରାନା ସହାଇଗଲା 
ଆସର ନାଇ  ର୍ମ ସସଇୋ ଆଲଜି ଥିଲା କାଲି ସକାସଳ ଅସନକ 
ସର୍ମୟ ବାହାସର ଚାଲ ଥିଲି ତ ? ହ ଏତ ସସଥିପାଇ  ରାତିସର 
ସବନାଡି୍ରଲ୍ ର୍ାଇସଦ୍ଇଥିଲି ତ, ସକାଳ  ପୂରା ସଫ୍ରଶ୍ କାଲି 
ରାତିସର େଲକରି ର୍ାଇନଥିଲି, ସସଥିପାଇ  ସକାଳ  ଉପର୍ମା କରି 
ର୍ାଇବାକ  ର୍ମନସହଲା” 

ବିବିପିଙ୍କ ଆଖିର  ଲ ହ ଝରିଆସିଲା ଈଶ୍ଵର ସଯ ତାଙ୍କ ପ୍ରାଥଖନା 
ଶ ଣିଛନି୍ତ ଓ ସ ର୍ମନା େଲ ଅଛି, ସସଇୋ ସଯରି୍ମତି ତାଙ୍କ ପାଇ  ଏକ 
ବଡ ଉପହାର ଆସବଗସର ସ ର୍ମନାକ  ଛ ଇ  ତା’ର ଉତ୍ତାପ 
ପରୀକ୍ଷା କସଲ ଓ ପସର ଜାବ ଡିଧରି ତା’ କସପାଳସର ସସ୍ନହର 
ଚ ର୍ମବନ ଆଙି୍କସଦ୍ସଲ 

ସସାନି ଉପର  ଡାକସଦ୍ଲା, “ର୍ମାର୍ମା େିସକ ଆସିଲ ରି୍ମସ ର୍ମଜଖା ତର୍ମ 
ସହିତ କଣ କଥା ସହସବ” 

 

ନଡଟନ୍ , ନମରୀଲାଣ୍୍ଡ  
ଯୁକ୍ତରାଷ୍ଟ୍ର ଆନମରିକା  
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ମ ୁ ଚାଲିଛି ! 
ବିଜୟସର୍ମାହନ ରି୍ମଶ୍ର 
 
 
 

 
 

ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି, ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି ! 
ସୂର ଜକ  ଅନାଇ ଅନାଇ, 
ପିଠିସର ବ ଜ ଳା ପକାଇ, 
ଅଣ୍ଟାସର ବନ୍ଧ କ ଲଗାଇ, 
ଆଗ ପଛ ପ ଣି ଠଉସରଇ, 
ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି, ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି ! 
 
ସହ ଭାଇ େଉଣୀ, ଉଠି ପଡ, 
ତର ନାହିଁ, ଆଉ ଆସଗ ବଢ, 
ର୍ମାଡି ଚାଲ ଏଠି ସର୍ତ ବାଡ, 
କାଦ୍ ଅ ଚକେି ନଈ ଗାଡ, 
ଉଠି ପଡ, ଭାଇ ଉଠି ପଡ ! 
ସହ ଭାଇ େଉଣୀ, ଉଠି ପଡ ! 
 
ଆକାଶ   ବଉଦ୍ ର୍ସିଛି, 
ତାରା ର୍ମାଳ ର୍ମାଳ ଉଠିଛି, 
ଦୂ୍ରସର ସର୍ମା’  ର ସଦ୍ର୍ ଛି, 
ର୍ମନର ଡାକରା ଆସିଛି ! 
ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି, ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି, 
ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି, ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି ! 
ନଈ ସସ ପାର  ର୍ମ   ଶ ଣ ଛି, 

ଆସ ଆସ ସବାଲି ଡାକ ଛି, 
ରକତ ତାତିସର ଚାଲ ଛି, 
ବିସଦ୍ରାହର ନିଆ  ଜଳ ଛି ! 
ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି, ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି, 
ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି, ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି ! 
 
ସକାଳ  ଉଠି ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି, 
ଲ ହା ଶିକ ଳି ର୍ମ   ଦ୍ଳିଛି, 
ର୍ମ କତି ର୍ମନ୍ତର ଡାକିଛି, 
ପାଣି ପଙ୍କ  ର୍ମ ହିଁ ୋଳିଛି ! 
ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି, ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି, 
ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି, ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି ! 
 
ବହି ଯାଉ ସର୍ମାର ର ଧିର ଝର, 
ସର୍ାଲା ଆକାଶ କି ର୍ମସନାହର ! 
ଅସି୍ଥ ଚର୍ମଡା ସହଉ ଦ୍ରଦ୍ର, 
ସହଉ ରୃ୍ମତ ୟ, ନାହିଁ ସର୍ମାର ଡର ! 
ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି, ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି, 
ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି, ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି ! 
 
 

ଭାଇ ଶ ଣ ଛ! ର୍ମ କତି ସସଇଠ   
ଡାକ ଛି, 
ଦୂ୍ର ପାହାଡର  ଠାର ଛି, 
ଠାକ ରାଣୀ ସର୍ମାସତ ସଦ୍ର୍ ଛି, 
ତାରା ସର୍ମା’ ବାେ କଢାଉଛି ! 
ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି, ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି,  
ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି, ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି ! 
 
ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିବି, ଆଗକ  ଯିବି ! 
ଭାଇେଉଣୀଙ୍କ  ସାଥିସର ସନବି ! 
ନଈ ବାଲି ର୍ମ ହିଁ ପାରି ସହବି, 
ସର୍ମା’ ନୂଆ  ର ର୍ମ   ସଜାଡିବି ! 
ର୍ମଣିଷର ର୍ମ କତି ପୂଜା ସଦ୍ବି ! 
ଆଉ ଠାକ ରକ  ଯାଇ କହିସଦ୍ବି, 
ଯଦି୍ ସକସବ ର୍ମ   ହେିଗଲି, 
ଜାଣିବ !  ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଥିଲି ! 
ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି, ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି, 
ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି, ର୍ମ   ଚାଲିଛି ! 
 
 
 
 

ପ୍ରେ ତି - ସଫବୃଆରି ୧୫, ୨୦୨୦ 
ସଂସଶାଧନ - ଜ ଲାଇ ୫, ୨୦୨୦          
ଲିଙ୍କନ୍, ର୍ମାସାଚ ସସେି ୍
 
(ଚଳଚି୍ଚତ୍ର “ହାରିଏଟ୍”ସର  ସିନି୍ଥଆ ଏରିସଭାଙ୍କ ଦ୍ୱାରା ଲିଖିତ “ଷ୍ଟାଣ୍ଡ ଅପ୍” କବିତାର ଲିରିକ୍ସକ  ଅନ ସରଣ କରି ଏ କବିତା ରଚିତ | 
ଏହା ହାରିଏଟ୍ େ ବର୍ମୟାନ୍ (1822-1913) ଙ୍କ ଜୀବନ କାହାଣୀ, କି୍ରତଦ୍ାସୀ, ଯିଏ  ନିଜ ର୍ମାଲିକଙ୍କଠାର  ଲ ଚି ପଳାଇ ଯାଇଥିସଲ, 
ଏବଂ ପରିବାର ସଦ୍ସୟଙ୍କ  ଉର୍ଦ୍ାର କରିବାକ  ପ ନଶ୍ଚ ସଫରି ଆସିଥିସଲ। ) 
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ଦୀପରି୍ଖ୍ୋଟିର ଏକୋନ୍ତ ମୁହୂର୍ତ୍ଣ 
ଶିର୍ଣ୍ଡ ଶତପଥୀ 
 
 
 
 
ନାଚି ନାଚି ଜସଳ ଦ୍ୀପଶିର୍ାେିଏ 
ନିଜର ତିଆରି ଝାଞି୍ଜ ପବନସର  
ସକସତସବସଳ ଏକ ଅନିେୟ ସ େରୀ  
ଗଣ୍ଡସଦ୍ସଶ ଅଙ୍କା କ ନ୍ତଳ ଲହରୀ 
ସକସତସବସଳ ପ ଣି ର୍ମହାବୟାଧି ସାଥି  
ସିଗାସରେ ଚ ୟତ ଧୂର୍ମର କ ଣ୍ଡଳି 
ପୀତ ନୀଳ ଶ ଭ୍ର ବୟସନ ଉଡାଇ 
ଏକାସନ୍ତ ନାଚଇ ସଚତନା ହରାଇ 
 
ଦ୍ୀପେିର ଗସେଖ ସଦ୍ଇଛି ପୂଜାରୀ  
ପାବନ ପବିତ୍ର  ୃତାରୃ୍ମତ େରି 
ଜଳ ଛି ଏକାସନ୍ତ ନିସରାଳା ର୍ମ ହୂସତ୍ତଖ 
ଲ ଚକାଳି ସର୍ସଳ ତର୍ମସ ସଙ୍ଗସତ 
ଅନନ୍ତ କାଳର ଚିର ସହଚରୀ 
ଜଳିବ ପରା ସସ ତର୍ମସ ବିଦ୍ାରି 
 
ଅସନକ ସବଳଠ  ସ ନି ଅବସର 
ଗଲାଣି ପୂଜାରି ର ର୍ଦ୍ କରି ଦ୍ୱାର 
ଇନ୍ଧନ ଆଶାସର ବସିଅଛି ୋକି 
ସୂକଯମୟାଦ୍ୟ ପାଇ  କିଛି କ୍ଷଣ ବାକି 
ଥରିଲାଣି ଶ୍ଵାସ ର୍ମାଡିଲାଣି ଡର 
ସହଲା କିବା ଏହି କାଳ ରାତ୍ରି ତାର 
ଆୋଦ୍ର ଏସବ ନାହି ଅବକାଶ,  
ପ୍ରଣୟ ବିରହ ସଶାକ ଅବସାଦ୍ 
 

ପୂଜାରିେି ସ ସଜି୍ଜତ ଅ ଖୟ ଥାଳି  
ଅତି ସରାଗସର ଆସ ଥିବ ଧରି 
େରିସଦ୍ବ ହୃସଦ୍ ପରାଣ ଅର୍ମାପ 
ଜଳିବ ପରା ସସ ଅର୍ଣ୍ଡ ପ୍ରେୀପ  
 
ସଶଷ ଥର ପାଇ  ଥରିଲା ତା ଶ୍ଵାସ  
ଏକାନ୍ତ, ନିଷ୍ପ୍ରେ ର୍ଣି୍ଡତ ବିଶ୍ଵାସ 
ଧୂର୍ମ କ ନ୍ତଳ ତା ଉଠିଯିବ ନସେ 
ରି୍ମଶିବାକ  ଯାଇ ଅଂଶ ର୍ମାନ ସାସଥ 
ପରାଣ ରି୍ମଶିବ ପାବନ ସର୍ମୀସର 
ନଶ୍ଵର ଶରୀର ରି୍ମଶିବ ର୍ମାେିସର 
 
ସୂର ଜ କିରଣ ର୍ମଧ ର ଚ ର୍ମବସନ,  
ନାଚିବ ସଶଫାଳି ଧୀର ସର୍ମୀରସଣ 
ଆଳସୟ ସତଜିଣ ଉଠିବ ଧରଣୀ,  
ଗ ଞ୍ଜରୀତ ତର  ପଲ୍ଲସବ କାକଳି 
ବସନ୍ତର ରସଙ୍ଗ ଚାର  ସର୍ମାହିତ 
ଧରଣୀର ସଶାଭା ସହବ ଅପ୍ରରି୍ମତ 
 
ର୍ମେିର ଆଳତି ପାଇ  ପ ଣି ଥସର 
ନୂତନ ସଳିତା ଧରିଣ ଗେଖସର 
ସତଜିବ ନବୀନ ଏକ ଦ୍ୀପ ଶିର୍ା 
ହୃଦ୍ସୟ ଅର୍ଣ୍ଡ ପ୍ରଦ୍ୀପର ଆଶା 
ପୂଜା ର୍ମନ୍ତ୍ର ଝାଞ୍ଜ ସରାସଳ ର୍ମ ର୍ରିତ 
ନାଚି ଉଠ ଥିବ ଆସରକ ପ୍ରଦ୍ୀପ 
 
 

- ଡକଟର  ଶିଖଣ୍ଡ ଶତେର୍ୀ 
      କଲାର କ ସ ଭିଲ୍ , ନମରୀଲାଣ୍୍ଡ  
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ବୋକ 
ଶଶିସଶର୍ର ଶତପଥୀ 
 
 
 
 
କାର୍ମନାର ପଥର ସର୍ମା ପିଠି ପସର ସହାଇଥିଲା ଲଦି୍।  
କହିଲା ସସ ଧୀବରେି, ନବ କି ସକାଳକ  ତାକ ? 
ସାହସ ଓ ଓଦ୍ା ଜାଲ ଆଣ ଥିଲା ପସଛ ପସଛ ସ ାଷାଡି 
ସ ାଷାଡି, 
ଦ୍ରର୍ମରା ଶବ୍ଦ ର୍ମାସନ, ଅସଲ ତା' ଉସର୍ଦ୍ଶୟକ ,  
ସନଉଥିସଲ େିଡି େିଡି, ଅଟ୍ଟହାସୟ କରି । 
 
କଳଙି୍କତ ର୍ମନ ସର୍ମାର, କାର୍ମନାସର ଥିଲା ଜଜଖରିତ, 
ନିୁଃଶବ୍ଦସର ଚାଲିଲି ର୍ମ  , ପସଛପସଛ ସସଇ ଧୀବରର ।  
ସଦ୍ଲ ନାହିଁ କାହିଁ  ବନ୍ଧ   ରୋକ  ସର୍ମାର ଜାଳି, 
ପ୍ରାୟଶି୍ଚତ୍ତ ପାଇ  ଥିଲା ଏକର୍ମାତ୍ର ପନ୍ଥା ବାକି ।  
 
କିେିକିେି ଅନ୍ଧାରସର, ତାଳପତ୍ର ଝାେିର୍ମାେି  ରୋଏ, 
ଅଣାୟତ୍ତ ପବନ ର୍ମ  , ଝଡ ପରି ପଶିଗଲି । 
କପାଳସର ର୍ଣ୍ଡା ପରି ସଚାସେ ସଦ୍ଲା 
ନ ଆ ଣିଆ ଛପରର ବାଉ ଶ ର୍ମ ନୋ । 
ଅନ୍ଧାର ଆ  ର ତା’ର, 
ନିଷ୍ପ୍ରେ ସସ ଦ୍ୀପଶିର୍ା ରି୍ମଞି ରି୍ମଞି ଜଳ ଥିଲା, 
ଦ୍ୀପର ସସ ସତୈଳସିକ୍ତ କଳା ଧୂଆ , 
କଳଙି୍କତ ର୍ମନସର ସର୍ମା, 
ଆଉ ପ୍ରସେ କଳା ସବାଳିସଦ୍ଲା । 
 
ଅଲିଅଳ ଝିଅ ସସ ସର୍ମା, କହିଲା ଧୀବର, 

େଶଖ କର ତାକ , ତା’ର ବୟସ ପେର, 
ସଫରିବି ର୍ମ   କିଛି କ୍ଷଣ ପସର, 
ବସ ତର୍ମ ଅଛି ରାତି ସାସଢ ନ’ୋ ସର । 
ବାପାର ସସ ଛଳେରା ନିଷ୍ଠ ର ବଚନ, 
ବଜ୍ର ସର୍ମ କିବା ଅବା ର୍ସିଲା ର୍ମ ଣ୍ଡସର । 
 
ଶ ଷ୍କ କାଷ୍ଠ ର୍ଣ୍ଡ ପ୍ରାୟ ଝିଅେିର ସଦ୍ହ, 
ଦ୍ ବଖଳ ତା େନରାଜି, ନିସେଜ ତା ଆଖି ।  
ତଥାପି ବି’ କି ସ େର ଆଖିଛୋ ତା’ର, 
ଆସବସଗ ପ୍ରତୀକ୍ଷା କସର ଆଲିଙ୍ଗନ ପାଇ  ।  
 
ବିକୋଳ ରୂପୀ ସଭାକ, ଅନ୍ତରସର କଲି ଅନ େବ, 
ଆଉ ଆର ସଭାକ, ଧୀବର ଓ ଧୀବର ଝିଅର, 
ସର୍ମା ପାର୍ସର ଏଯାବତ ଅେଶଖ, ଅଦୃ୍ଷ୍ଟ, 
ଗଣ୍ଡ ସ୍ଥସଳ ଶକ୍ତ ଏକ ର୍ମାରିଲା ପ୍ରହାର । 
ବିବଶ କଲା ସର୍ମା ସଦ୍ହ, ଫ େିଉଠି ଆଢ ଆଳ , 
ଶାଣିତ ର୍ଣ୍ଡାର ଧାସର,  
କାେିଲା ସର୍ମା କଲିଜାକ  ଖିନ୍ େିନ୍ କରି । 
 
ଅଗତୟା ର୍ମ   ସଲଉେିଲି, ଉଦ୍ାସ ର୍ମନସର, 
ଆହତ ର୍ମ   ବିହଙ୍ଗର୍ମ, 
ଆଗସର ସର୍ମା ଅନ୍ଧାର ଆକାଶ, 
ଆଉ ଅସରନି୍ତ ର୍ମଲା ତାରା ।

 
 
———————— 
ଇଂରାଜୀ କବିତା ସାହିତୟର ଲବ୍ଧପ୍ରତିଷ୍ଠ ସାଧକ ଓ ବିଶ୍ଵଦ୍ରବାରସର ଅସନକ ପ ରସ୍କାରର ଅଧିକାରୀ, କବି ପଦ୍ମଶ୍ରୀ ଜୟନ୍ତ 
ର୍ମହାପାତ୍ରଙ୍କ ପ୍ରସିର୍ଦ୍ "Hunger” କବିତାର ଛାୟାନ ବାଦ୍। ସଲର୍କ ରି୍ମସଜୌରୀ ବିଶ୍ଵବିଦ୍ୟାଳୟସର ପଦ୍ାଥଖ ବିଜ୍ଞାନ ଅଧ୍ୟାପକ ଓ ବିଭାଗ 
ର୍ମ ର୍ୟ ଭାସବ ଅଧ୍ୟାପନାରତ। 
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ରାର୍ୀ  
ପରାର୍ର ମିଶ୍ର  
 
 
ସଂପକଖର ସୂତାଖିଅେିଏ ତ'  
ରାର୍ୀ-ନା ସଛାେ ନା ବଡ 
ନା ସର୍ମାୋ ନା ପତଳା 
ନା ର୍ମାପିହ ଏ ନା ର୍ମାପିବାର 
ପ୍ରୟାସ କରିହ ଏ 
ର୍ାଲି ଅନ େବ କରିହ ଏ 
ଆପଣାର କରିହ ଏ ଉଦ୍ାରତାସର 
ପ୍ରସାରିତ କରିହ ଏ 
ସନୈସଗିକଖ ସସ୍ନହ, ସପ୍ରର୍ମ,  
ଆନ୍ତରିକତା ଓ ଆତ୍ମୀୟତାସର  
 
ସତତିଶସକାେି ସଦ୍ବ, ସଦ୍ବୀଙ୍କ 
ପୂଜା ପ୍ରଥାର  ସାର୍ମୟିକ ବିଦ୍ାୟ ସନଇ 
ଜାତି, ଧର୍ମଖ, ସଂପ୍ରଦ୍ାୟର  
ସେଦ୍ ଭାବର  ଦୂ୍ରସର ରହି 
ଭାଇ େଉଣୀର ର୍ମାନବୀୟ ସଂପକଖସର 
ସି୍ଥରତା, ଦୃ୍ଢତା, ସ୍ଥାୟିତବ କାର୍ମନାକରି 
ରାର୍ୀ ପୂଣିର୍ମା ସହାଇଥାଏ  
ଏକ ବିଚିତ୍ର, ନିଆରା, ର୍ମନଛ  ଆ ପବଖ  
 
ବ୍ରାହ୍ମଣୀସବଶସର ଲକ୍ଷ୍ମୀ ଠାକ ରାଣୀ 
ଅସ ର ସମ୍ରାେ ବଳି ହାତସର ରାର୍ୀ ବାନି୍ଧ 
ନାରାୟଣଙ୍କ  ସବୈକ େପ ରକ  ସଫରାଇସନବାସର 
ପଞ୍ଚପାଣ୍ଡବଙ୍କ ର୍ମାଆ କ ନ୍ତୀ ଶ୍ରାବଣ ପୂଣିର୍ମାସର  
ଶ୍ରୀକୃଷ୍ଣଙ୍କ ହାତସର ରାଖି ବାନି୍ଧ 
ସକୌରବଙ୍କ ବିଷ-ଦୃ୍ଷି୍ଟର   
ନିଜ ପିଲାଙ୍କ  ସ ରକ୍ଷା କବଚସଦ୍ବାସର 
ର୍ମହାଭାରତ ଯ ର୍ଦ୍ସର ମରୌପଦ୍ୀ 
ନିଜ ପିନ୍ଧା ଶାଢୀ କାନି ଚିରି 
ଶ୍ରୀକୃଷ୍ଣଙ୍କ କୋ ଆଙ୍ଗ ଠିକ  
ବାନି୍ଧସଦ୍ବାର କାହାଣୀସର  
ଆସର୍ମ ପଢିଥାଉ ଭାଇ େଉଣୀର 
ସ ର୍ ଦ୍ ୁଃର୍ ସସ୍ନହ, ସ ରକ୍ଷାର କାହାଣୀ  
ରକ୍ତର ସଂପକଖକ  ଅଣସଦ୍ର୍ା କରି 

ବ୍ରାହ୍ମଣର୍ମାସନ ଯଜର୍ମାନଙ୍କ ,  
ବନ୍ଧ ର୍ମାସନ ବନ୍ଧ ଙ୍କ  ରାର୍ୀ ବାନି୍ଧବାର 
ସ େରତା, ସରଳତାସର ଥାଏ 
ପବିତ୍ରତାର ସସଙ୍କତ 
କାର୍ମ, ସକ୍ରାଧ, ସଲାେ, ସର୍ମାହ 
ଅହଙ୍କାର, ବାସନାର  ଦୂ୍ରସର ରହି  
ଦୃ୍ଷି୍ଟ, ବୃତି୍ତ ଓ କୃତିକ  ପବିତ୍ରକରି 
ର୍ମନ, ବଚନ, କର୍ମଖକ   
ପବିତ୍ର କରିବାର ପ୍ରୟାସସର 
ରାର୍ୀ ସଲଖିଥାଏ, ର୍ମସନପକାଇଥାଏ 
ପବିତ୍ରତାର ର୍ମ ର୍ବନ୍ଧ, ଆଦି୍, ଅନ୍ତ  
 
ଭାଇ େଉଣୀର ସଂପକଖ  
ସଯତିକି ଆପଣାର ସସତିକି ଗେୀର 
ସସ୍ନହ, ଶ୍ରର୍ଦ୍ା, ତୟାଗ, ର୍ମର୍ମତା 
ଆନ୍ତରିକତା ସଯରି୍ମତି ଥାଏ 
ରି୍ମଠାରି୍ମଠା ର୍ମାନ, ଅେିର୍ମାନ 
ରାଗ, ର ଷା ବି ସସରି୍ମତି ଥାଏ  
ସ ା ର୍, େୁୁଃଖମର ହସ, କାେସର  
ଜୟ, ପରାଜୟସର 
ପରେରକ  ସାହା େରସା ସଦ୍ବାସର 
ରାର୍ୀର ପ୍ରତିଶୁତି ଅତ େ ରହିଥାଏ  
 
ଅତି ଆଦ୍ରର େଉଣୀ ସର୍ମାର 
ରାର୍ୀ ସତାର ସକରି୍ମତି ଅବା ବ ଝାଇବ ସର୍ମାସତ 
ସର୍ମା ଜୀବନର ବିଷାଦ୍ସଯାଗ, ବିପ୍ଳବୀ ର୍ମନ 
ବିସଦ୍ରାହ କର ଥାଏ ପ୍ରତିେି ର୍ମ ହୂତ୍ତଖସର 
ବେ କରିବାକ , ସଶଷ କରିବାକ   
ଆଜିର ସର୍ମାଜସର ନାରୀ ନିଯ୍ୟାତନା,  
ସଯୌତ କ ଜନିତ ହତୟା 
ଧଷଖଣ, ଲ ଣ୍ଠନ, କନୟାେୂଣ ହତୟା ପରି 
ପ୍ରତିେି ର ଗଣ ର୍ମାନସିକତାକ  

- ଟନରାନଟା, ଅଟାରିଓ, କାନାଡା 
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ନିୁଃଶଙ୍କ ରହମର େନ ନିଭ୍ୟ ରହ 
ମକନାଜ ପ୍ଣ୍ଡା 
 
 

 
 

କହଇ େନ ଆମର ମୋ ମବାଲ କର 
ନିୁଃଶଙ୍କ ମହାଇ ସୋ ନିଭ୍ୟ ରହ | (ମ ାଷା) (୧) 
 
ଚାଲିଛି ଜୀେ େରୀ ଭେ ସାଗକର 
କେଇ ଁଅଥଳ କଢଉ େମମ କେଗକର | (୨) 
ଗୁରୁ କଗାେିନ୍ଦ କପ୍ାଥି ମନ ନ କେଉ 
କେକେ ଯୁଝିେୁ େୁୁଃଖ େଷଣ ୋଉ | (୩) 
 
ଇନି୍ଦ୍ର ମନାଙ୍ଗ ଯାଏ କଯଉ ଁପ୍ଥକର 
ଫଳ େହିଁରୁ ମିକଳ କସହି ଭାେକର | (୪) 
ଗଭମରୁ ଗଭମ ଯାଏଁ  କଯାନିର କଖଳ 
ମିଛେୁ ସେ କହଳି ନ ହୁଅ କଭଳ | (୫) 
 
କହଇ େନ ଆମର ମୋ ମବାଲ କର 
ନିୁଃଶଙ୍କ ମହାଇ ସୋ ନିଭ୍ୟ ରହ  
 
ଜନମ କହକଲ କସେ ମରଣ ଅଛି 
ଜୀେନ ଲକ୍ଷୟ କେକେ ଭୁଲନା େିଛି | (୬) 
ଧମମ ଅଥମ ୋମକର କମାକ୍ଷଟି ମୂଳ 
େନ୍ଧନ ମୁକ୍ତ େକର ହରଇ ରୂ୍ଳ | (୭) 
 
କଭଳା େୁେିେ ଭକଲ କହଳ| େରିକଲ 
ଭଙ୍ଗା ନାେକର କେକଣ େରିେୁ ଭକଲ | (୮) 
କେହ ମନ ର୍େେ କହାଇେ କଯକେ 
ରୁ୍ଦ୍ଧ ଭେେି ଭାେ ଜାଗିେ କେକେ | (୯) 
 
ମିଥୟା ଭିେକର ସେୟ ଲୁଚି ରହିଛି 
କଗାରକସ ନେନୀେ କଯକେ ମଜି୍ଜଛି | (୧୦) 
କହଇ େନ ଆମର ମୋ ମବାଲ କର 
ନିୁଃଶଙ୍କ ମହାଇ ସୋ ନିଭ୍ୟ ରହ ……. 

 
ମାୟା ସଂସାର ଲୀଳା କଖଳୁଛି ଜୀେ 
କଖାଜିକଲ ପ୍ାଇେ କସ ସଭିକର ରି୍େ | (୧୧) 
ଅହିଂସା ସେୟ ବ୍ରହ୍ମଚଯମୟ କଯ ସାର 
ଅକଚୌଯମୟ ଗ୍ରହଅପ୍ରି ସାଥିକର ୋର | (୧୨) 
 
ର୍ାନ୍ତ ର୍ଉଚ ସକନ୍ତାଷ ସ୍ଵାଧ୍ୟାୟ 
ଈଶ୍ୱର ପ୍ରଣିଧାନ କହଉ କଯ କଧୟ | (୧୩) 
କର୍ଷ ନିଶି୍ଚେ ଅଛି ସେୁ ଆରମ୍ଭର 
ନିକମମାହ େିଜ୍ଞ ଜାଣି ସେମୋ ସି୍ଥର | (୧୪) 
 
ଠିକେ ରି୍ଖିକଲ ମନ େଷ୍ଟ ୋରଣ 
ଠେି ନଯିେ କେକେ ସେୟ ଭାଷଣ | (୧୫) 
କହଇ େନ ଆମର ମୋ ମବାଲ କର 
ନିୁଃଶଙ୍କ ମହାଇ ସୋ ନିଭ୍ୟ ରହ ……. 
 
େୁୁଃଖ କର୍ାେ ଜଞ୍ଜାଳ ଲାଗି ରହିେ 
ରି୍କ୍ଷେ ରି୍କ୍ଷା କଯକେ ସାରିନଥିେ | (୧୬) 
ୋହାର ଆେରଣ କେଖି ସୁନ୍ଦର 
ଭଳି ନ ଯାଉ ମନ ମିଥୟା ଜ୍ଞାନର | (୧୭) 
 
ହାେ ମଁାଉସ ଯାର ପ୍ଞ୍ଚ ଆଧାର 
ପ୍ାଞ୍ଚ ୋୟୁ ଚାଲଇ େେ ପ୍ରଖର | (୧୮) 
େିନି ପ୍ରକସ୍ତ ରୂ୍ନୟ କେହୀ େିଚକର 
ଜୀେନ ସୂତ୍ର ସହ ଧରା େିହକର | (୧୯) 
 
ଶ୍ୱାସ ପ୍ରଶ୍ୱାସ କଯ ୋ ପ୍ରିସୀମା 
ଘଟ ଛୁଟିକଲ ପ୍ାର କହାଇେ ସୀମା | (୨୦) 
କହଇ େନ ଆମର ମୋ ମବାଲ କର 
ନିୁଃଶଙ୍କ ମହାଇ ସୋ ନିଭ୍ୟ ରହ ……. 
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ସମୟ କ୍ରକମ ହୁଏ ଆୟୁଷ କ୍ଷୟ 
ହରି ଭଜକନ ସୋ ରଖିେ ଲୟ | (୨୧) 
ଭିେକର ଚାଲିଛି କଯ କେକେ କଯ ରଣ 
କ୍ଷଣରୁ କ୍ଷଣରୁ କସେ ଅେି ଭୀଷଣ | (୨୨) 
 
କସ ରଣ କକ୍ଷେରକର ଜୟ େିଜୟ 
ମଣିଷ ଧରମର କସ ପ୍ରିଚୟ | (୨୩) 
ସାେ ଚକ୍ରର ରୁ୍ଦି୍ଧ ଅେି ସୁେର 
ମୁେେି ଭୁେେିର ଗହୀର ସାର | (୨୪) 
 
ସ୍ଵଭୟାସ େଇରାଗ ଭଲ େିଚାର 
ମଣିଷ ଗଢଣର ଉପ୍ାୟ ସାର | (୨୫) 
କହଇ େନ ଆମର ମୋ ମବାଲ କର 
ନିୁଃଶଙ୍କ ମହାଇ ସୋ ନିଭ୍ୟ ରହ ……. 
 
ଅନ୍ତରମୁଖୀ ମନ େକର ମନନ 
େହିରମୁଖୀ ମନୁ କଯ ସାେଧାନ | (୨୬) 
ରୁ୍ଭ ର୍ାନି୍ତ ପ୍ୀରେି େଢିେ କଯହୁ 

ଏ ଭାକେ ମନ କଯକେ ରହିେ କେହୁ | (୨୭) 
 
ମନ ନିରିମକଳ ଗାେିଆ ଗଙ୍ଗା 
ଭାକଗୟ ନଫକଳ କେକେ କସ େରମଙ୍ଗା | (୨୮) 
େୁୁଃଖ ଯାେନା ସକ୍ଳଶ କହେଟି କର୍ଷ 
େୃଢ ମନା େରକମ ଭକି୍ତ ନିକେର୍ | (୨୯) 
 
ଜୀେ ଥାଉ ଥାଉ ହରି ଭଜନ 
ମୁଖ ମନ େରନ ରହୁ ମଗନ | (୩୦) 
େଳା େୀମୁଖ ପ୍ରେି ଗେି ଆମର 
ଭୟ ଭ୍ରାନି୍ତ େିପ୍ତି୍ତ ହରିକେ ହର | (୩୧) 
 
କହଇ େନ ଆମର ମୋ ମବାଲ କର 
ନିୁଃଶଙ୍କ ମହାଇ ସୋ ନିଭ୍ୟ ରହ …….  
 
 
ଗେଥର୍ସବର୍ଗସ, ଗେରୀଲାଣ୍୍ଡ 
ଗବୈଶାଖ ଏକାଦଶୀ 
ଏପି୍ରଲ୍ ୧୮, ୨୦୨୦ 
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ନୀଡ଼ବୋହୁଡୋ                                                                                     
ବିଜୟଲକ୍ଷ୍ମୀ ଦ୍ାସ 

 

 
ଡାଆଣିଆ ର୍ରା ପଡିଛି  

ସବଳ ଯାଉଛି ବ ଡି, 
ସୂର ଜ ସଦ୍ବତା ବ ଣନି୍ତ 

ସ ନା ର୍ମ ର ଜ ପ ଣି |  
ବାହ ଡା ା଼ ନିଶା ତ  ାରିଛି  

ର୍ମା’ ପକ୍ଷୀକ  ତା’ର,  
ଉଡି, ଉଡି ଯାଏ ନୀଡକ   

ସହାଇ ସସ ତରବର |  
ଥଣ୍ଟସର ଧରିଛି ଆହାର  

ତା’ର ଅତି ଯତସନ, 
ର୍ ଆଇ ସଦ୍ବ ସସ ପିଲାଙ୍କ   

ସହାଇ ଆନେ ର୍ମସନ | 
ଝଞ୍ଜା, ଝଡ, ବାଆ-ବତାସସ 

ନୀଡ ପଡିବ ନାହିଁ, 
ଝ ଲି, ଝ ଲି, ସଦ୍ାଳି ସର୍ଳିସବ  

ସସବଖ ନୀଡସର ଥାଇ  |  
ସଂସାର ରୂପକ ନୀଡସର  

ପ୍ରେ  ନିସଜ ନାଉରୀ, 
ଝଞ୍ଜା-ଝେକା ବତାସସ 

ନୀଡ ଦ୍ୱାସର ସସ ଦ୍ୱାରୀ | 
ଦ୍ ୁଃଖି-ସଲାକଙ୍କର ଦ୍ ୁଃର୍କ   

ନିବାରଣ କରନି୍ତ,  
ସସଥିପାଇ  ତାଙ୍କ  ଜସନ ତ 

ଦ୍ୀନବନ୍ଧ  ସବାଲାନି୍ତ | 
           ଦ୍ୀନବନ୍ଧ  ସବାଲାନି୍ତ !!!  

 
-  ମାଉକଣ୍ଟନ୍  ଭୁୟ, ୋଲିଫରି୍ଣ୍ଆ  

ବଛରା ପହ ରା 
ସ ର୍ମୀତ୍ରା ପାଢୀ 
 
 
 
ବିଶବସର ଜଗନ୍ନାଥ ସର୍ମୈତ୍ରୀଧର୍ମଖର ସହବ ପାଳନ  
ସସଥିପାଇ  ଗଜପତି କପିସଳନ୍ଦ୍ର ସଦ୍ବ ସଦ୍ଇଥିସଲ ଧ୍ୟାନ 
ବିଶବରୂପୀ ପ ର ଷର ସସବାସର ସକୌଣସି କର୍ମଖ ନ ସହ  ହୀନ 
ସକଉ  କାଯଖୟ ସହଉ ସହୟ ବା ଉପାସଦ୍ୟ ସବ କର୍ମଖର ରୂ୍ମଲୟ ସର୍ମାନ 
ର୍ମନ ଷୟ ବିଚାରସର ସକୌଣସି କାଯଖୟ ସହାଇସଲ  ୃଣୟ 
ସମ୍ରାେ ତାକ  ସାଦ୍ରସର ସବହେସର କରିସବ ସଂପୂର୍ଣ୍ଖ 
ଏଥିସଯାସଗ ର୍ମହାରାଜା “ସଛରା ପହ ରା” ଆରମ୍ଭ କସଲ 
ସସହିଦି୍ନ ଠାର  ଏହି ସସବାେି ଗଜପତିଙ୍କର ସହଲା େସଲ 
ଓଡିଶା ରାଜା ସଯସବ ଦ୍ଶଖନ କରନି୍ତ ଜଗନ୍ନାଥଙ୍କ  
ର୍ଡିକା ର୍ମ ଠା ଧରି ଓଳାନି୍ତ ରତ୍ନ ସିଂହାସନର ଚତ ପାଶଖବକ  
ରଥଯାତ୍ରା ସବସଳ ଠାକ ର ସଯସବ ରଥକ  ହ ଅନି୍ତ ବିସଜ 
ବାେଯାକ ଓ ରଥ ଉପର ଗଜପତି ଓଳାନି୍ତ ନିସଜ 
ଦ୍କି୍ଷଣର ଗଙ୍ଗ ସମ୍ରାେ ବ ଝିସଲ ନାହିଁ  ସର୍ମୈତ୍ରୀଧର୍ମଖର ପାଳନ 
ସସଥିପାଇ  ସହଲା ପ ର ସଷାତ୍ତର୍ମ ସଦ୍ବଙ୍କର କାଞି୍ଚ ଅେିଯାନ 
ହାଡିର ସଯାଗୟ ତ ଛ କର୍ମଖକ  ରାଜା ନିଜର ସବାଲି କସଲ ଗ୍ରହଣ 
ତଦ୍ବାରା ବିଦି୍ତ ସହଲା ବିଶବସର୍ମୈତ୍ରୀ ବା ଜଗନ୍ନାଥ ଧର୍ମଖର କର୍ମଖ ଓ ଦ୍ଶଖନ 
ର୍ମହାରାଜାଙ୍କ କର୍ମଖ କସର ସବାଲି ହାଡି ବି ସବାଲାଏ ର୍ମହାର 
ବିଶବଧର୍ମଖସର ଜଗନ୍ନାଥ ଧର୍ମଖର ଅେିିେୀୟତାର ହ ଏ ପ୍ରଚାର 
 
 

- ବର ଲିଙ୍୍ଗ େନ୍ , ଅଣ୍ଟାରିଓ, କାନାଡା 
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ବଭରବବୋବଟନ * 
ସଦ୍ବରାଜ ସାହ  
 
 
 
ଦି୍ବାକରଙ୍କ ଆେରଣ 
ବରଣର୍ମାଳା ଆକାର 
ପୃଥିବୀସର ଆବିେଖ ତ 
ର୍ମହାର୍ମାରୀ ଅବତାସର 
 
ଜୀବନ ନାହିଁ 
ଜୀବନ ନିଏ 
କସର ଆଘ୍ରାଣ ନାଶ 
ଆଉ ଶ୍ଵାସ ର ର୍ଦ୍ 
 
ଆଶା ଓ ନିରାଶା 
ସାହାସ ଓ ଆଶଙ୍କା 
ଜୀବନ ଓ ର୍ମରଣ 
ଦ୍ୱେବର ସର୍ମାଧାନ କିପରି? 
 
େୟାତ ର ପଥିକ 
ଶ୍ରର୍ମକ୍ଳାନ୍ତ ଶ୍ରରି୍ମକ 
କ୍ଷ ଧାର ଜ୍ୱାଳା 
ସସତକି େସ୍ମ କରିବ ଧରାକ  
 
ସର୍ମା ପାଇ  ରାଜ ଦ୍ାଣ୍ଡ ର୍ମନା 
କାସଳ ସଂକ୍ରରି୍ମତ ସହବି 
ବନ୍ଧ ଙ୍କ କଡା ତାଗିଦ୍ 
ପରିବାର ବଗଖଙ୍କ ବାରର୍ମବାର ସତକଖ 
 

ସର୍ମାର ର୍ବର କାଗଜ ର୍ମନା 
କାସଳ େ ତାଣ  ଅଦ୍ଭ ତ କାଣ୍ଡ କରିବ 
ବୟସ୍କଙ୍କ ଠାସର ସଂକଳ୍ପ ବର୍ଦ୍ 
ସ୍ୱାସ୍ଥୟ ଆଗ, ର୍ବର କାଗଜ ପଛ  
 
ସର୍ମାର ଚିଠି ଆଣିବା ର୍ମନା 
ହ ଏତ ଚିଠି ଆଉ ଶ୍ଵାସ  
ଲ ଚକାଳି ସର୍ଳିସବ 
ଶରୀରକ  ଅକଥନୀୟ ସକ୍ଳଶ ସଦ୍ଇ 
 
କାରାଗାରସର ବେୀ 
ଅବର ର୍ଦ୍ ବାୟ  
ବିଚଳିତ ଚିନ୍ତା 
ଅବିଚଳିତ ର୍ମନସ୍କାର୍ମନା 
 
କୂପର୍ମଣ୍ଡ କ  
ବିଶ୍ଵର ପରିଧି  
କଲପନା କସର 
ର୍ମ କି୍ତର ର ର୍ଦ୍ଦ୍ୱାସର 
 
େୟ 
ଚିନ୍ତାକ  ବିଭ୍ରାନ୍ତ କସର 
ଗଣ ଚିନ୍ତା  
ଦ୍ ଶି୍ଚନ୍ତା ହ ଏ 
 

ସାଧାରଣ କାଯଖୟ  
ଅସାଧାରଣ ରୂପ ଧସର 
ଅବସଶାଚନା  
ସ ପ୍ତ ସପ୍ରତକ  ଜୀବନ୍ତ କସର 
 
ର୍ମନ ଚାସହ  
େୟର  ର୍ମ କି୍ତ 
ଆଶଙ୍କାର  ନିବୃତି୍ତ 
ପ୍ରଳୟର  ଉର୍ଦ୍ାର 
 
ଦୂ୍ର ଦି୍ଗବଳୟସର  
ଉଦ୍ୀୟର୍ମାନ ଦି୍ବାକର 
ଅର୍ମା ଅନ୍ଧକାର  ଅଙ୍କ ସରାଦ୍ଗର୍ମ 
ଅସୀର୍ମ ଆଶାର ଆଭା 
 
ଆଶାବାଦ୍ୀର ଜୀବନ 
ସବଖହରାକ  କିପରି ର୍ାନ୍ତ୍ୱନା ସଦ୍ବ 
ସସ ହରାଇଛି ପରିବାର 
ସସ ହରାଇଛି ସକଳ ସମ୍ପତି୍ତ 
 
ଅନ୍ଧ ଦି୍ଗନ୍ତସର 
ହ ଏତ ବଞି୍ଚବାର ଇଚ୍ଛା 
ପ୍ରବଳ, ଅସେଦ୍ୟ 
ହ ଏତ ଅଦ୍ହନୀୟ

 
 
*ନଭରନବାନଟନ ଏକ ଇଂରାଜୀ ଶବ୍ଦ | ଏହାର ଅର୍ଥ ନହଲା ମନା ବା ନିଷିଦ୍ଧ |  
୧୪୨୧୬ ନଫଲାରାଲ୍ ୋକଥ ଡ୍ରାଇଭ ନର୍ଥ େନଟାମାକ, ନମରୀଲାଣ୍୍ଡ  
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ବକୋଣୋକଣ 
ସର୍ମାନାଲିସା ର୍ମହାନି୍ତ 
 
 
 
 
ପାଷାଣ ସଦ୍ହସର ପ୍ରାଣର ଝଲକ 
ଅଳସୀ ନେୀର କାଉ ରୀ ଲାସୟ; 
ଶୀଳ୍ପକଳାର ଉତୃ୍କଷ୍ଟ  ଚାତ ରୀ, 
"ବୋକ୍ ପାସଗାଡା" ବିସ୍ମସୟ ବିଶ୍ଵ ॥୧॥ 
 
ସପ୍ତଅଶ୍ଵ ରଥାରୂଢ ସହରାଂଶ  
ଛାୟାଯନ୍ତ୍ର  ର୍ଞି୍ଜତ ସର୍ମୟ ଚକ 
ଧନାଢୟ ରାଜାର ଉପାସୟ ସଦ୍ବତା; 
ସ୍ଥପତି ସ୍ୱପନର ସ ଶ୍ରୀ ସ୍ଥାପତୟ ॥୨॥ 
 
ଶୂନୟସର ଝ ଲନ୍ତ ସୂଯଖୟସିଂହାସନ 
ଚ ର୍ମବକାବସତ୍ତଖ, ସନ୍ତୁଳିତ କାୟା 
ପରା ଓ ଅପରା ବିଦ୍ୟାର ଦୃ୍ଷ୍ଟାନ୍ତ 
ପ୍ରବ ର୍ଦ୍ ସବାଧର ତାୱିକ ଛାୟା ॥୩॥ 
 
ଉଷା ବାଳାଦି୍ତୟ ପ୍ରଥର୍ମ କିରଣ 
ସଯସବ ଛ ଇ ବ ପ ଷ୍କରାକ୍ଷ ଚୂଡା; 
ଉଦ୍ଭାସିତ ସହସବ ନଳିନୀବଲ୍ଲେ, 
କ ଶଳୀ ସକୌଶସଳ ସରାପିତ ହୀରା ॥ ୪॥ 
 
ଶାର୍ମବ ଶାପର୍ମ କ୍ତ ଏହି ତୀଥଖସକ୍ଷସତ୍ର 
ଆସରାଗୟ ଲେିସଲ ସଦ୍ବ ନାରଦ୍, 
ଚନ୍ଦ୍ରଭାଗା ଲାଗି ବାସନା ବିଧ ର; 
ଋଷିସରାଷ ଭାଗି ସହସଲ ର୍ମାତ୍ତଖଣ୍ଡ ॥୫॥ 
 
ଅେିଶପ୍ତ ଅକଖ ରହିସଲ ଅପୂଜୟ 

ବଜଖୟ ସଦ୍ବାଳୟ ଅଯସତ୍ନ ଧ୍ୱଂସ 
ରୂଢିବାଦ୍ୀ କସହ ସଂସ୍କାସର ବିକାର 
ବିସେଷକ  ନିସେ କଳାପାହାଡ ॥୬॥ 
 
ଯାତନା ଜଜଖର ସସୌଧ ଏଇ ପୀଠ 
ର୍ମର୍ମଖ ଯନ୍ତ୍ରଣାର ଅକ ହା କଥା; 
ବାରଶହ ଶିଳ୍ପୀ ବାରବଷଖ ଧରି, 
ଶିଳାର  ଉତ ରି ଆସିଛି ବୟଥା ॥୭॥ 
 
ଅଜଣା ରହିଲା ଦ୍କ୍ଷ କାରିଗରୀ 
ତକ୍ଷଣ ନିୁଃସୃତ ସୂକ୍ଷ୍ମ ବିଭାସ; 
ନିବନି୍ଧତ ସଦ୍ସହ, ବିର୍ମ କ୍ତ ର୍ମନର 
ପାରଦ୍ଶି, ଅନ ପର୍ମ ଉଚ୍ଛୱାସ ॥୮॥ 
 
ସଷାହଳ ବଷଖର କଳିଙ୍ଗ ରାଜସ୍ୱ 
ସରୃ୍ମରି୍ଦ୍ ସନୈସବଦ୍ୟ ବାଢିଛି ଯଥା; 
ଗବଖ ସଗୌରବର ଅର୍ମର ଐତିହୟ, 
ଓଡିଆ ଜାତିର ସୃଜନୀ ଗାଥା ॥୯॥ 
 
ଆଧ୍ୟାତ୍ମୟ, ବିଜ୍ଞାନ, ସର୍ମାଜ ଦ୍ଶଖନ 
ଅଦ୍ଭ ତ ସଙ୍ଗର୍ମ, ଉଡ୍ରୀୟ ଭାବ; 
ଅପୂବଖ କଳ୍ପନା ବିରଳ ବିନୟାସ, 
କୀତି୍ତ ପ୍ରଚ୍ଛଦ୍ସର; କୃତି ନିୁଃସୱ ॥୧୦॥ 
 

- ଫି୍ରମଟ, କାେିଫରି୍ଣ୍ଣଆ 
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ବହ ପରବମଶ୍ୱର 
ଜୟସଗାପାଳ ର୍ମହାନି୍ତ 
 

 

ଜଗତର ନାଥ ସବାଲି, ସହଲ ତ ସର୍ମ ଜଗନ୍ନାଥ, 
ଶ୍ରୀ ର୍ମେିସର ପୂଜା ପାଅ, ଭାଇ, େଉଣୀ ସଙ୍ଗର, 
ର୍ମଣିଷଙ୍କ େଳି ନିତି, ତ ସର୍ମ ନିତୟ କର୍ମଖ କର 
ପ୍ରଣତି ସର୍ମା’ ସ ନ, ତ ସର୍ମ, ସହ ପରସର୍ମଶ୍ଵର ---୧ 
 
କାଳିଆ ଠାକ ର ତ ସର୍ମ, ଧଳା, ଭାଇ ବଳେଦ୍ର, 
େଉଣୀ ସ େଦ୍ରା ପ ଣି, ହଳଦ୍ୀ ର୍ମ ହ  ତାଙ୍କର, 
ତ ସର୍ମ ସବ  ସତଣ , ପ୍ରତୀକ ହ ଅ ର୍ମନ ଷୟ ବର୍ଣ୍ଖର, 
ପ୍ରଣତି ସର୍ମା’ ସ ନ, ତ ସର୍ମ, ସହ ପରସର୍ମଶ୍ଵର ---୨ 
 
ତ ସର୍ମ ପରା ବିଷ୍ଣ ଙ୍କ ପ୍ରତୀକ, ଆଉ ବଳେଦ୍ର, ଶିବଙ୍କର, 
େଉଣୀ ସ େଦ୍ରା ଶକି୍ତ, ପ ଣି ବ୍ରହ୍ମାଙ୍କର, 
ଏପରି ସହସଲ ତ୍ରିରୂ୍ମତି୍ତ, ବ୍ରହ୍ମା, ବିଷ୍ଣ , ର୍ମସହଶ୍ଵର, 
ପ୍ରଣତି ସର୍ମା’ ସ ନ, ତ ସର୍ମ, ସହ ପରସର୍ମଶ୍ଵର ---୩ 
 
ବଡ ବଡ ଚକା ଆଖି, ସକବଳ ତ ର୍ମର, 
ସଶାଇ ପାର ନାହିଁ, ଅବା ପତା ପସଡନି ତ ର୍ମର, 
େକ୍ତଙ୍କ ସ ରକ୍ଷା ପାଇ , ଦି୍ନରାତି ଚାହିଁ ଥାଅ, 
ପ୍ରଣତି ସର୍ମା’ ସ ନ, ତ ସର୍ମ, ସହ ପରସର୍ମଶ୍ଵର ---୪ 
 
ଭାଇ, େଉଣୀଙ୍କ ବିନା, ହ ଅ ତ ସର୍ମ ପତିତପାବନ 
ଦ୍ ରି୍ଦ୍ନସର ସାହା ହ ଅ,  ଦ୍ୀନ ଦ୍ ୁଃର୍ୀଙ୍କର 
ତ ସର୍ମ ର୍ାଲି ଆପଣାର, ଆଉ ସବ  ପର, 
ପ୍ରଣତି ସର୍ମା’ ସ ନ, ତ ସର୍ମ, ସହ ପରସର୍ମଶ୍ଵର ---୫ 
 
ବରଷକ  ଥସର ର୍ମାତ୍ର, ରଥ ଚଢି ବିସଜ କର, 
ଭାଇ େଉଣୀଙ୍କ ସାସଥ, ର୍ମେିରର  ବାହାର, 
ଜଗତର ନାଥ ସବାଲି, ସେିଙ୍କ  ଦ୍ଶଖନ ଦି୍ଅ, 
ପ୍ରଣତି ସର୍ମା’ ସ ନ, ତ ସର୍ମ, ସହ ପରସର୍ମଶ୍ଵର ---୬ 
 
ସକଳ ତୀଥଖର ସ୍ଥଳି, ତ ର୍ମ, ଶ୍ରୀପୟର, 

ପ୍ରେ  ତ ସର୍ମ ସବଖ ତୱ, ଓ  କାର, ସୃଷି୍ଟର, 
ପିତା, ର୍ମାତା, େଗ୍ନୀ ତ ସର୍ମ, ସର୍ା ସସହାଦ୍ର, 
ପ୍ରଣତି ସର୍ମା’ ସ ନ, ତ ସର୍ମ, ସହ ପରସର୍ମଶ୍ଵର ---୭ 
 
ଅନାଥର ନାଥ ତ ସର୍ମ, ଗତି ଅଗତିର, 
ଅସଶଷ ଆକାଶ ଆଉ ଅନନ୍ତ ସାଗର, 
ସବ ର କାରଣ ତ ସର୍ମ କର ଣା େଣ୍ଡାର, 
ପ୍ରଣତି ସର୍ମା’ ସ ନ, ତ ସର୍ମ, ସହ ପରସର୍ମଶ୍ଵର ---୮ 
 
ଆଶ୍ରୀତର, ଆଶ୍ରା ତ ସର୍ମ, ନୟନ ଅନ୍ଧ’ର, 
ପ ତ୍ର ଦି୍ଅ ଅପ ତ୍ରସିକ ସହ କାଳିଆ ଠାକ ର 
ରି୍ମଛ ର୍ମାୟା ଦ୍ ନିଆସର ତ ସର୍ମ ହିଁ ତ ସାର, 
ପ୍ରଣତି ସର୍ମା’ ସ ନ, ତ ସର୍ମ, ସହ ପରସର୍ମଶ୍ଵର ---୯ 
 
ତ ସର୍ମ ତ ର୍ମାଲିକ ପ୍ରେ , ଏ ସାରା ସୃଷି୍ଟର, 
ତ ର୍ମ ବିନା ସବ  ଶୂନୟ,  ନ ହ  ସକ କାହାର, 
ସବ ରି ସ ର୍ସର ତ ର୍ମ,  ଜୟ ଜୟ କାର, 
ପ୍ରଣତି ସର୍ମା’ ସ ନ, ତ ସର୍ମ, ସହ ପରସର୍ମଶ୍ଵର -୧୦ 
 
ତ ର୍ମର ର୍ମହିର୍ମା ପ୍ରଭୁ,  ସଦ୍ବତାଙ୍କ  ଅସଗାଚର, 
ଆଉ ସକ ବ ଝିବ ଭାବ,  ତ ର୍ମ ସ ବିଚାର, 
ତ ର୍ମ କୃପା ବିନା କିଛି,  ସଲାଡା ନାହିଁ ସର୍ମାର, 
ପ୍ରଣତି ସର୍ମା’ ସ ନ, ତ ସର୍ମ, ସହ ପରସର୍ମଶ୍ଵର -୧୧ 
 
ସଜାଡ ହାସତ ନତ ଶିସର, କସର ନର୍ମସ୍କାର 
ସବ  ଜନର୍ମସର ତ ସର୍ମ,  ସାଥୀ ଥାଅ ସର୍ମାର, 
କୃପାର୍ମୟ ଦ୍ୟାର୍ମୟ,  ସହ ଜଗନ୍ନାଥ ସର୍ମାର, 
ପ୍ରଣତି ସର୍ମା’ ସ ନ, ତ ସର୍ମ, ସହ ପରସର୍ମଶ୍ଵର -୧୨ 
 
ଏଲ୍ କ ରିଜ , ନମରୀଲାଣ୍୍ଡ   
ନଯା ାନଯା : jgmohanty@yahoo.com 

mailto:jgmohanty@yahoo.com
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ଆହୱୋନ            
ରଶିମତା ଦ୍ାଶ  
 

 
ଆସର୍ମ ସବ  ସାଥୀ   ସଯସତ ଅଛ  ଏଠି  
ନୂଆ ନୂଆ ଆଶା ସନଇ ଜୀବନକ  ଗଢିବା  
ଆସର୍ମ ସବ  ସାଥୀ...  
ସାଥୀସର ସାଥୀସର  
ସାଥୀସର ସାଥୀସର  
 
ବନ୍ଧ ର ପଥ ଏହି ଜୀବନ  
ସିନ୍ଧ ର ଊରି୍ମ କସର ଗଜଖନ  
ଏ ରୂ୍ମଚ୍ଛଖନା,  ଏ ଯାତନା  
ଏ କଳ୍ପନା,  ସସ ବର୍ଣ୍ଖନା  
ସାଥୀସର ଫ ୋଇକି ପ୍ାରିବା ! 
 
ର୍ମାଡିଆସସ ଏହି ଅର୍ମା ଅନ୍ଧାର  
ଏ ଆକାସଶ ରଚିଦି୍ଏ ଜ ଆର  
ଏ ସବଦ୍ନା,   ଆନର୍ମନା  
କ ହକିନା,   ପାରିବାନା   
ସାଥୀସର ଦ୍ୀପାଳିସେ ଜାଳିବା ! 
 
ଏହି ସଦ୍ଶର୍ମାେି କସର ଆହବାନ  
ଜାଗିଉଠ ତ ହି ବୀର ସନ୍ତାନ  
ଏହି ର୍ମାେି,    ଏହି ସଦ୍ଶ  
ତା ହାତସର,   ନୂଆ ସବଶ  
ସାଥୀସର ର୍ମଧ ର୍ମୟ କରିବା !  
 
ସାଥୀସର ….! 
 

- ମାଉନଟନ୍  ଭିଉ, କାେିଫରି୍ଣ୍ଣଆ  

 

 
 
ପ୍ରବମୋଦ ବୋବୁ 
ଡଃ. ନିରୁପମୋ କର ମହୋପୋତ୍ର 
 
 
ଶୀତ ଶବଖରୀର ସହର୍ମାଳ ପବନ 
ଥରାଇ ସଦ୍ଉଛି ଛାତି,  
େପ, େପ, େପ ବରଷା ଝର ଛି 
 ନ ଅନ୍ଧାର, ଏ ରାତି | 
 
ଧୂସର ଧରଣୀ ଆସବସଗ ଚାହିଁଛି 
ବସନ୍ତର ଅସପକ୍ଷାସର,  
ପ୍ରସର୍ମାଦ୍ କ ର୍ମାର ତ ର୍ମର ବିସୟାଗ 
ଶ୍ରୀହୀନ କରିଲା ତାସର | 
 
ସଢଙ୍କାନାଳ ରାଜୟ କାର୍ମାକ୍ଷାନଗସର 
ଜନକ ସନଇଥିଲ ସାଥୀ, 
ଆସର୍ମରିକା ସଦ୍ସଶ ଜୀବନ ଯାପିଲ 
ସଦ୍ଇ, ସସ୍ନହ, ଶ୍ରର୍ଦ୍ା, ପ୍ରୀତି | 
 
ତ ସର୍ମ ଶିକ୍ଷକ ତ ସର୍ମ କଳାକାର 
ତ ସର୍ମ ଥିଲ ଅେିସନତା, 
ଭାରତୀୟ କଳା ସଂସ୍କତିୃ ପ୍ରଚାର 
ଥିଲା ତ ର୍ମ ବିସଶଷତା | 
 
ବିଦ୍ାୟ ସଦ୍ଉଛ  ତ ର୍ମ ବନ୍ଧ  ବଗଖ 
ଯାଅ ସହ ସଢଙ୍କାନାଳିଆ, 
ଅନି୍ତର୍ମ  ଯାତ୍ରାସର ହ ଅନ୍ତୁ ସହାୟ 
ତ ର୍ମର ଜଗା କାଳିଆ | 
 
(ଆମର  ାଙ୍ଗ ପ୍ରନମାଦ େଟ୍ଟନାୟକଙ୍କର ବିନୟା ନର)   

- ଆନେକ ସ , ନର୍ଥ କାନରାେିନା 
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ସ୍ରଷ୍ଟୋ ତୁବମ ଏ ସୃଷି୍ଟର 
ଶାନି୍ତଲତା ରି୍ମଶ୍ର  
 
 
ସବ  ଅର୍ମାପ ସଦ୍ଇପାର ସବାଲି  
    କଣ “କସରାନା”  ଅର୍ମାପ ସଦ୍ବ ! 
ସକସତ ସଯ ଜୀବନ ସନଲଣି ଅଦି୍ସନ,  
    ଆଉ ସକସତ ସଯ ସନବ,   
    ତାର ହିସାବକି ନରଖିବ ! 
   
ଏପରି ସଯାଜନା ଏପରି ଆସୟାଜନ 
     ର୍ମସନ କାହିଁକି ବସି ପାଞି୍ଚଲ | 
େୀତତ୍ରେ କରି ଜଗତବାସୀଙ୍କ   
     ସକଉ  ଅେିଳାଷ ପୂର୍ଣ୍ଖ କଲ| | 
 
ବନ୍ଧ  ସସହାଦ୍ର ସବଜନ ସର୍ମଳସର  
     ଜୀବନ ବିସତଇବାକ  ତ ସର୍ମତ ଶିସର୍ଇଥିଲ 
ଏସବ ଚାରି କାନ୍ଧର ବିନା ସାହାଯୟସର 
    ଶମଶାନ ଯିବାକ  କାହିଁକି ପ୍ରବତ୍ତଖାଇଲ| 
     
ଶାେି ସଦ୍ବାର ଶକି୍ତ ଅଛି ସବାଲି,  
    ବିନା ବିଚାରସର କଣ ଶାେି ସଦ୍ଇ ଚାଲି ଥିବ 
ଯସଥଷ୍ଟ ସହଲାଣି, ସହିବାର ସୀର୍ମା େପିଲାଣି,  
   ଏସବ ର୍ମ କି୍ତ ସଦ୍ଇ, ଶାେି ତ ସକାହଳ କର | 
 
ସସଇ ଝାେି ର୍ମାେି  ର, ଅଧା ସପେ ସଭାକ 

   ସଦ୍ଇଦି୍ଅ ପସଛ “କସରାନା”  ସଫସରଇ ନିଅ 
ହନ୍ତସନ୍ତ ଜୀବନ ସହିତ ଯ ର୍ଦ୍ କରିସହବ,  
   ସହସଲ ପସଛ ଏ “କସରାନା”  ସହିତ ନ ହ  | 
 
ଅଦୃ୍ସଶୟ ରହି ପଛପେ  ସକସବ ଆଗପେ  ସକସବ 
   ଏ “କସରାନା”  ନିର୍ମଖର୍ମ ଭାସବ ଆକ୍ରର୍ମଣ କରି ଚାସଲ 
ଅନ୍ଧାସର ସକବଳ ବାଡି ବ ଲାଇଣ, ଥସକ ସିନା  
   ଏ ର୍ମଣିଷ, ସହସଲ ତାକ  ଧରିବାକ  ଅସର୍ମଥଖ ହ ଏ| 
 
ତ ର୍ମ ସହସଯାଗ ବିନା ଏସତ ବଳିଆର ସହବା 
  କାହାପସକ୍ଷ ସକସବବି ସମ୍ଭବ ନ ସହ  
“କସରାନା” ଅେଇ ଶତୁ ସଯ ଆର୍ମର,  
   ତ ର୍ମର କି ଶତୁ ନ ସହ  !  
ଅସହାୟ ର୍ମଣିଷ ଆଜି ସାହାଯୟ ଆଶାସର  
   ତ ର୍ମକ  ସକବଳ ଚାସହ  | 
 
ରଷ୍ଟା ଏ ସୃଷି୍ଟର ! ସଯସବ ସହସବ ସହ  ନିହନ୍ତା, 
ସବାଲାଇଣ ବିଶବବାସୀଙ୍କ ଦ୍ଇବ ବିଧାତା, 
ବିଚାର ଶୂନୟ ସହାଇ ବସି ଯିସବ ସଯସବ ରକ୍ଷା କତ୍ତଖା, 
ଅଚିସର ଶୂନୟ ସହାଇଯିବ ସତସବ ଏ ସଂସାରର ସତ୍ତା  
 

- ରନେଷ୍ଟର, ମିନନନ ାଟା 
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ସୋଧବ ବବୋଇତ 
ସ ନୋ ରି୍ମଶ୍ର ପଣ୍ଡା 
 
 
 
ଓଢଣା ତଳ  ସିଏ 
ଝରାଇ ଲ ହ ଧାର 
ବିଦ୍ାୟ ସଦ୍ଇଥିଲା ଦି୍ସନ 
ସିଏ କି ଜାଣିଥିଲା 
ଏ ଲ ହ ସଉରେ 
ସହାଇବ ସଗୌରବ ନିସଜ 
 
ଶ ଣିସଲ ଆଜି ଏହା 
ସବପନ ପରି ଲାସଗ 
ସାଧବ ବଣିଜ କଥା 
କପଖ ର ଉଡିଯାଇ 
ପଡି ସଯ ଅଛି କନା 
ହୃଦ୍ସୟ େରି ଯାଏ ବୟଥା 
 
ସ୍ମୃତି ଶଙ୍ଖାଳି ସହାଇ 
ରହିଛି ର୍ାଲି ଆହା- 
ଆ, କା, ର୍ମା, ସେୈ ର୍ମଧ ଗାନ 
କାହିଁ ସସ ସଗୌରବ 
କାହିଁ ସସ ସସୌରେ 

କାହିଁ ସସ ପୂବଖ ଅେିର୍ମାନ? 
 
ବିେୂ ପାସର୍ ଆଜି 
ଏ ଅଳି କର ଛି, 
ଆସ  ସସ ଶ େଦି୍ନ ପ ଣି ସଫରି 
ସାଧବ ସବାଇତ ଯିବ ଦୂ୍ରସଦ୍ଶ 
ସ ର୍ର ସଙ୍ଖାଳି ସର୍ମଳି 
 
ପଣି୍ଡତ ନୀଳକେଙ୍କ ଭାଷାସର- 
“ତିନ୍ତାଉଛ  ସଯଉ  ବାଲ କା, ଦି୍ସନ କି ଥିଲା ତହିଁ? 
କି ତ ଙ୍ଗ ଉତ୍କଳ-ବିେବ ସଦ୍ଖିଅଛି ଏ ର୍ମହୀ? 
ସକଉ  ରାଇଜର  ଆସ ଛ ? କହ ବତାସି ସର୍ମାସର, 
ଓଡିଆ-ସବାଇତ-ର୍ବର କିଛି ଆଣିଛ  କିସର? 
 
ଟନରାନଟା, କାନାଡା 
ନଫାନ ୬୪୭୮୩୮୯୮୮୪ 
ନଯା ାନଯା : 
Drsunanda.panda@gmail.com 
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ଅରୁ୍ସିକ୍ତ ଜୋତିସ୍ମର 
ବିେ  ର୍ମହାପାତ୍ର 
 
 
 
 
ବସିଛି ର୍ମ   ଆଜି କରି ର୍ମନକ  ସଜାଗ 
         ସ୍ମୃତି ର୍ମାସନ ସବ  ଜିଇ  ଉଠ ଛନି୍ତ ସବଗସବଗ 
ର୍ମ   ଜସଣ ନୀରବ ଜାତିସ୍ମର 
         ଯିଏ ଅତୀତ ଆଉ ବତ୍ତଖର୍ମାନ େିତସର ସହଉଛି 
ଆସବଗ 
 
ଆଖି ଆଗସର ନାଚି ବ ଲ ଛି ଅତୀତ, 
          ବ ଣି ସଦ୍ଉଛି ସକସତ ସ ସନଲି କାହାଣୀ, 
ପ ଣି ସକସତସବସଳ ବତ୍ତଖର୍ମାନ, 
          ଢାଙି୍କଦି୍ଏ ତା ଉପସର ଜାଲ ବ ଢିଆଣୀ | 
 
କାହିଁ ଗଲା ସସ ଏକଲବୟର ଗ ର  ଦ୍କି୍ଷଣା, 
          ଆଜି ଗ ର  ତ େୟେୀତ ଶ ଣି ଛାତ୍ରର କେ  େତ୍ସଖନା | 
ସକସବ ର୍ମ   ସଦ୍ସର୍ ଧରର୍ମାର ବଳିଦ୍ାନ, 
          ଆଉ ସକସବ ଆଜିର "ବାରଶ ବସଢଇ"ର ସ୍ୱାଥଖପର 
ର୍ମନ | 
 
ଦି୍ସନ ସକସବ ଦ୍ୟା ନଦ୍ୀ ତସେ  
          କଳିଙ୍ଗ ବୀର ରସକ୍ତ ଜନିମଥିଲା ଧର୍ମଖାସଶାକ, 
ଆଉ ଆଜି ସବ  ଦି୍ସଗ ନିତି ଦି୍ନ  
          ଗଢି ଉଠ ଛନି୍ତ ଚଣ୍ଡାସଶାକ | 
 
ଶ ଣି ଦି୍ସନ ପବିତ୍ର ସହଉଥିଲି  
          କବୀରର ସଦ୍ାହା ଉପସଦ୍ଶ, 
ଏସବ କିନ୍ତୁ କିଛି ଧର୍ମଖ ରକ୍ଷକ  
          େରନି୍ତ ର୍ମସନ କଳ ଷ | 
 

କରିବି କି ଦ୍ ୁଃର୍ ପକାଇ ର୍ମସନ  
          ର୍ମ   ନଅଙ୍କ ଦ୍ େିକ୍ଷ ସଶାକ, 
ନା ଭାଳିବି ସଦ୍ଖି ଆଜିର ର୍ମଣିଷ ର୍ମସନ 
          କାର୍ମନା ବାସନାର ସଭାକ? 
 
ସକସବ ତ ବଦ୍ଳିବ ର୍ମଣିଷ ର୍ମନ,  
          ସକସବ ତ ସସ କରିବ ନିଜକ  ପାପ ଶୂନୟ | 
 
ର୍ମନସର ଆଜି କାହିଁ  
           ସର୍ମାର େରିଛି ଅସନକ ଆଶା,  
ବଦ୍ଳିବ ଏଇ ଦ୍ ନିଆ  
           ଆଉ ର୍ମଣିଷର ପରିଭାଷା | 
 
ପ୍ରଶନବାଚୀ ସଯ କିଏ କରିବ  
           ଏ ରୂପାନ୍ତରର ଶଙ୍ଖନାଦ୍? 
କରି ପାରିବ କି ତ ସର୍ମ ବନ୍ଧ  
           ଏଇ ଶ େକାର୍ମର ଆରମ୍ଭ? 
 
ର୍ମ   ତ ଅସହାୟ ସ୍ଥାଣ  ପ୍ରାୟ,  
           କରିବି ତ ର୍ମର ଅସପକ୍ଷା, 
ସକସବ ଫ ସେଇବ ତ ସର୍ମ ନିଜ ର୍ମନ 
           େିତସର ହଷଖ ଓ ଅନ କମ୍ପା, 
 
ଆଉ ସସସବ ଯାଏ  ରହିବି ର୍ମ   ଅଶୁସିକ୍ତ ଜାତିସ୍ମର | 
 

- ଫି୍ରମଟ୍ , କାେିଫରି୍ଣ୍ଣଆ
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ଘର 
ସ୍ୱପନଲତା ରଥ 
 
 
ସ ାଷଣା ସହଲା: 
 ସର ର ହ , 
କସରାନା କବଳର  
ନିସଜ ବଞ୍ଚ  ଅନୟକ  ବଞ୍ଚାଅ  ... 
ଏଇ ତ ଏକର୍ମାତ୍ର ଉପାୟ । 
 
ସକାଳର  ସଞ୍ଜ  
ସଞ୍ଜର  ରାତି ଅଧ ଯାଏ  
 ର ବାହାର ସହଉଥିବା 
ସ୍ୱପନେ କ୍ ସଦ୍ହର୍ମନ ଏକର୍ମତ୍ତ 
ସରଗ ସର୍ମାନ ଆହା 
ଅସେ ସସହି  ର ... 
ଏଇ ପା ଏକ ର୍ମାତ୍ର ଉପାୟ 
କସରାନା କବଳର  
ନିସଜ ବଞ୍ଚ  ଅନୟକ  ବଞ୍ଚାଅ  
 ର ତ ଅନନୟ ଆଶ୍ରୟ । 
 
ଧିସର ଧିସର 
ପରିସବଶ ବଦ୍ଳିଲା 
ଆକି୍ଷକ  ଦି୍ଶିଲା 
ସକାଣ ଅନ ସକାଣସର 
ଝ ଲ ଥିବା ଗହଳ ଅଳେ . 
ତା େିତସର  ର ବାନି୍ଧ ରହିଥିବା 
ଅବିଶ୍ଵାସ, ଆସରାପ ଓ ଅେିସଯାଗର 
ଅସଂର୍ୟ ଜୀବାଣ , ଅଗଣିତ େ ତାଣ , 
ଛାତସର, କାନ୍ଥସର ଛାଇ ସହଇ ସର୍ଳ ଥିଲା 
ସସର୍ମାନଙ୍କ କ୍ରର୍ମବରି୍ଦ୍ଷ୍ଣ  ଆକାର ଓ ପରିର୍ମାଣ 
ପ୍ରତିକ୍ଷସଣ ଆସନ୍ନ ଆକ୍ରର୍ମଣର ଆଶଙ୍କା  
ସ ର୍ ଶାନି୍ତ ହଜି ହଜି ଗଲା ! 
 
 ର ପାଲେିଗଲା ଅର୍ମ ହ ା କାରାଗାର 
ହନ୍ତସନ୍ତ ସଦ୍ହ ର୍ମନ ପ୍ରାଣ 
ଅଥଚ 
ସର୍ାଲିହ ଏନା ର ର୍ଦ୍ ଦ୍ୱାର 

କରିହ ଏନା ପଳାୟନ 
ବାହାସର ସସୋଗାନ 
“ ସର ର ହ... 
କସରାନା କବଳର  
ନିସଜ ବଞ୍ଚ, ଅନୟକ  ବଞ୍ଚାଅ  ... ” । 
 
ଏଇ ପା ଏକ ର୍ମାତ୍ର ଉପାୟ 
 ର: ଏ ସବଳସର ଏକଇ ଆଶ୍ରୟ ! 
ନିର ପାୟ ସଦ୍ହ, 
କ େିତ ର୍ମନ 
ବିବଶ ପ୍ରାଣ 
 ର କସହ, 
ପି୍ରୟ ଜନ ! 
ଏ ତ ଅଳେ  ଝାଡିବାର ସବଳ 
ସବ  ଜୀବାଣ  େୂତାଣ  ଝାଡି 
କର ସର୍ମାସତ ସ୍ୱଚ୍ଛ ଓ ନିର୍ମଖଳ 
େୂରି୍ମଠ  େୂର୍ମା ଯାଏ  
ବଦ୍ଳିଯିବ ସର୍ମଗ୍ର ସଂସାର 
େ ଲି ସଯସତ ର୍ମାନ ଅେିର୍ମାନ 
ପରେସର କର ଆଲିଙ୍ଗନ 
ବାହାର  ଶ େ ଛି ଶ ଣ 
“ ସର ର ହ 
ନିସଜ ବଞ୍ଚ, ଅନୟକ  ବଞ୍ଚାଅ ” । 
 
 ର କସହ, 
ଶ ଣ ପି୍ରୟଜନ, 
ସରାଗସର େର ସର୍ମାସତ 
ସରଗସେ କର 
ଅନୟଥା ଚାହ   ଚାହ   ଝରିଯିବ 
ଏଇ ଅନନୟ ଅରୂ୍ମଲୟ ଅରୃ୍ମତର କ୍ଷଣ । 
 

ମାକମୱ ୍ଟାଉନ୍  ିପ , ମିେି ାନ୍   
ନଯା ାନଯା : Swapnarath90@gmail.com 
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କବରାନୋ ତୁ ଆଉ ଡରାନୋ 
ସତୟଜିତ୍କ ପଟ୍ଟନାୟକ 
 
 

ସକାଳ  ସକାଳ  ନିଦ୍ର  ଉଠାଇ 
 ରଣୀ ହାଙ୍କନି୍ତ... 'ଯାଉନା', 
ପରିବା, ରାସନ ଜଲଦି୍ ଆଣିବ 
ନସହସଲ ହବନି ରାନ୍ଧଣା ।   
କସରାନା ତ  ଆଉ ଡରାନା!   ।୧। 
 
ଦି୍ଅ ର୍ମ ସର୍ ତ ଣି୍ଡ, ହାତସର ଦ୍ୋନା, 
ସଦ୍ାକାନ ଆଗସର ଧାରଣା, 
ର୍ମ ଣ୍ଡୋ   ରାଏ ଶ ଣି କେକଣା, 
ନିଇତି ସର୍ମଡିଆ ସ ାଷଣା । 
କସରାନା ତ  ଆଉ ଡରାନା!   ।୨। 
 
ବୟସ ବଢିଛି, ଚିନ୍ତା ବି  ାର ଛି 
ସଦ୍ହୋ ସହଲାଣି ସରାଗିଣା; 
କସରାନା େୟସର ଛାତିୋ ଥର ଛି, 
ସସତ କି'ବା ସହବ ସେେଣା ? 
କସରାନା ତ  ଆଉ ଡରାନା!   ।୩। 
 
ଦ୍ଶ ହାତ ର୍ମାପି ଚାର୍ସଣ୍ଡ ଚାଲ ଛି 
କର ଛି ଦୂ୍ରତା ରକ୍ଷଣା, 
ସକଖାରୀ ନିୟର୍ମ  ସର ବି ର୍ମାନ ଛି 
ସଦ୍ସଲ ଦି୍ଅ ପସଛ ଗଞ୍ଜଣା। 
କସରାନା ତ  ଆଉ ଡରାନା!   ।୪। 
 
ଦି୍ନ ରାତି  ର  କାର୍ମ କରିକରି 
ଲାସଗ ବନିଲିଣି ଦି୍ନକଣା; 
ରହିଥାଅ ଡରି, କଥା ଯିବ ସରି 
ନ େରିସଲ ବିଲ୍, ର୍ଜଣା। 
କସରାନା ତ  ଆଉ ଡରାନା!   ।୫। 
 
 

ସ୍କ ଲ, କସଲଜସର ତାଲା ଠ ଙି୍କସଲଣି 
ଲକ୍-ଡାଉନ୍ ର ତାଡନା, 
କାର୍ମ ଧୋ ସବ  ସଚୌପେ ସହଲାଣି 
ସକରି୍ମତି କରିବ େରଣା? 
କସରାନା ତ  ଆଉ ଡରାନା!   ।୬। 
 
ପାଠ, ଶାଠ ପସଛ ଚ ଲିକ  ଗଲାଣି 
ଆସି ନିଆ -ଲଗା କସରାନା, 
ପାେି, ସର୍ଳ, ସାଙ୍ଗ ସପନ ସହଲାଣି 
ପିଲାଙ୍କର ଦ୍ ୁଃର୍ କହନା। 
କସରାନା ତ  ଆଉ ଡରାନା!   ।୭। 
 
ଯାଉ ନାହିଁ ଡରି ଆଣିବାକ  ନିତି 
ର୍ମାଛ, ର୍ମାଉ ସ, ନା ଚାର୍ଣା, 
ସହସଲ ସହଉ ପସଛ ଅର ଚିଆ ପାେି 
ନ ଯିବାକ  ସର୍ାସଜ ବାହାନା। 
କସରାନା ତ  ଆଉ ଡରାନା!   ।୮। 
 
ଏସବ ରି୍ମଳିଗଲା “ଅନ୍ ଲାଇନ୍ ହାେ”  
ଆଉ ବାହାରକ  ଯାଏନା, 
ପିଲାଏ ବି ର୍ ସି, କର ଛନି୍ତ ନାେ, 
ସଲାଡା ନାହିଁ ଆଉ ସପର୍ନା। 
କସରାନା ତ  ଆଉ ଡରାନା!   ।୯। 
 
ସହସଲ ସହଉ ପସଛ ସଯସତ ଅସ ବିଧା 
ଅର୍ମାନିଆ ଜର୍ମା ହ ଅନା, 
ପ୍ରେ ଙ୍କ କୃପାର  ସବଗି ସହବ ବିଦ୍ା, 
କସରାନା... ତ  ଆଉ ଡରାନା ! 
କସରାନା ତ  ଆଉ ଡରାନା!   ।୧୦। 
                        

- ମି ି ସାଉ ା, ଅଟାରିଓ, କାନାଡା  
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କବରାନୋ ସୁନ୍ଦରୀ 
ର୍ର୍ଧର ମହୋପୋତ୍ର  
 
 
 
କସରାନା େୂତାଣ  ସାରା ବିଶବସର 
ସାଜିଅଛି ଆଜି େୂତ 
ଲକ୍ଷ ଲକ୍ଷ ସଲାକ ତା'ପାଇ  ସଭାଗନି୍ତ, 
କିଏ ଜୀବିତ ସକ' ରୃ୍ମତ 
 
ଜବର, କାଶ, ଛିଙ୍କ ଏହାର ଲକ୍ଷଣ 
ସରାଗୀ ହ ଏ ହନ୍ତସନ୍ତ 
ନିୁଃଶବାସ ପ୍ରଶବାସ ସନବା ସହସଲ କଷ୍ଟ 
ର୍ମରଣ ସଯ ସ ନିଶି୍ଚତ 
 
କସରାନା କରିଛି ର୍ମାନବ ଜାତିକ  
ନିଜ  ସର ଗୃହବେୀ 
ଛାର େୂତାଣ ସେ ସକରି୍ମତି ସଯ ପଶି 
ସଦ୍ଉଛି ନିୁଃଶବାସ ର ନି୍ଧ 
 
ସରେିସରେର ହ ଏ ଦ୍ରକାର 
ନାହିଁ ଅନୟ ପ୍ରତିକାର 
ଔଷଧ, ବେିକା ଏ'ଯାଏ ରି୍ମଳ ନି 
ସଚଷ୍ଟାକସର ରିସଚ୍ଚଖର 
 
ପ୍ରଳୟ  ୋଏ ଏହି ର୍ମହାର୍ମାରୀ 
ର୍ମନସର ସକାକ ଆ େୟ 
ର୍ମଣିଷ ତା'ଲାଗି ହ ଏ ବ ରି୍ଦ୍ବଣା 
ବାେ ସର୍ାଜି ନିର ପାୟ 
 
"ର୍ମାଇକ୍ରନ'ର  କମ ସାଇଜ୍ ତା'ର 

ପଶିଯାଏ ଏଠି ସସଠି 
ତା' ବଳସର ଆଜି ର୍ମାନବ ଜାତିକ  
ର୍ୋଉଛି ଆଜି ସବଠି 
 
ର୍ମଣିଷଠ   ଡିଏ  ଏ' କସରାନା ର୍ମଞି୍ଜ 
ଆନ ଏକ ର୍ମଣିଷକ  
ଦ୍ ରତା ରଖିସଲ ନିଜ ନିଜ ର୍ମସଧ୍ୟ 
ସରାକି ସହବ ପଶିବାକ  
 
ସଯଉ ର୍ମାସନ  ର  ବାହାରି ଯାଉଛ 
ସଦ୍ର୍ାଇକି ନାନା ଆଳ 
ନିଜ ଆଉ ନିଜ ପରିବାର ସହ 
ଅନୟ ପାଇ  ହ ଅ କାଳ 
 
ସରକାରଙ୍କର କଥା ର୍ମାନିଯାଅ 
ରହିଯାଅ ନିଜ  ସର 
କସରାନା ହେିବ, ଜୀବନ ବଞି୍ଚବ 
ନଗସଲ ସକହି ବାହାସର 
 
ଆସର୍ମରିକା େଳି ସ ପର ପାଓବାର 
ଆସେଇ ପଡିଛି ଆଜି 
ଅକାଳସର ଧନ, ଜୀବନ ଯାଉଛି 
ସରେିସରେର ସର୍ାଜି ସର୍ାଜି 
 
ଚାଇନାର  ଆସସ ସରେିସରେର 
ଆସର୍ମରିକା ସଦ୍ଶ ପାଇ  

ର୍ମାସ୍କ, ଗେେି ୍ସବ  କିଛି ଆସସ 
ସର୍ାଜିସଲ ରି୍ମଳ ତ ନାହିଁ ାିା  
 
ଦ୍ ୁଃଭାଗଖୟର କଥା ଏରି୍ମତି  େ ଛି 
ଡାକ୍ତର, ନସଖଙ୍କ ପାଇ  
ସବ  କାେ ଛନି୍ତ କା' ଆଖିର  ଦି୍ସନ 
ଲ ହ ସୋସପ ଗଡ ନାହିଁ 
 
ଏକଶହ ତିରିଶ ସକାେି ଜନତା 
ଅଛନି୍ତ ଭାରତ ସଦ୍ସଶ 
ଥସର ଭାବି ସଦ୍ର୍ କସରାନା ର୍ମାତିସଲ 
କି ଫଳ ରି୍ମଳିବ ସଶସଷ 
 
ଚାଇନା େଳି କର୍ମ ୟନିଷ୍ଟ ସଦ୍ଶର   
ଆସିାିଥିଲା ଏ' କସରାନା 
କୟାପିୋଲିଷ୍ଟ ସଦ୍ଶ ସବ ତ ସହସଲଣିାି  
ତା' ହାତର ସର୍ଳନା 
 
କୟାପିୋଲିଷ୍ଟ ସହଉ କର୍ମ ୟନିଷ୍ଟ ସହଉ 
ତା' ପାଇ  ଫରକ ନାହିଁ 
ପ୍ରକୃତି ସହିାିତ ସର୍ଳ ସର୍ଳିସଲ 
କସରାନା ଆସିବ ଧାଇ   
 

- ନମରୀଲାଣ୍୍ଡ , ଯୁକ୍ତରାଷ୍ଟ୍ର 
ଆନମରିକା 
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ବକୋଭିଡର ବକୋକୁଆ  
ବିଶ୍ଵରଞନ ରଥ 
 
ସକାେିଡ ଆସିଲା, ସକାେିଡ ଆସିଲା, ଧରା ସହଲା ଆକ୍ରାନ୍ତ 
ଧରା ସହଲା ବୟତିବୟେ, ଧରା ସହଲା େୟେୀତ 
ର୍ମସନ ପସଡ, ର୍ମସନ ପସଡ କଯସହ୍ନ 
ସକାକ ଆ େୟସର ସହଇଥିଲା ଆତଙି୍କତ 
 
ସକାକ ଆ େୟସର ସହଇଥିଲା ଆତଙି୍କତ,  ସସହି ଯାଦ୍ବ ବଂଶ 
ସସହିଥିଲା ର୍ମାୟା ର୍ମହା ର୍ମାୟାେୀର, କରିବାକ  ନାଶ, ଉର୍ଦ୍ତ ଯାଦ୍ବ ବଂଶ 
ସତସବ ସକାେିଡ କିମ୍ପା ସସହି ର୍ମାୟାର ଆଉ ଏକ ଅନ ରୂପ ଅଂଶ?    (1) 
 
ନାନା ର୍ମ ନିଙ୍କର ନାନା ର୍ମତ ପରି ଭାସ ଛି ସକାେି ର୍ମତ 
ସକହି ନଜାଣଇ ସକଉ ଠ  ଆସିଲା ଏହି େୟର ସରାତ 
କାଦ୍ମି୍ବନୀ ରସ ପିଇ ସହସଲ ଯାଦ୍ବ ଉନମତ୍ତ, ନ ପାରିସଲ ଜାଣି ସକଉ ଠାର  ଜାତ 
ସକଉ  ରସ ପିଇ ସହସଲ ଉଚୃ୍ଛଙ୍ଖଳ ଆଜିର ଏ ର୍ମନ ଷୟ, କଣ ତ ର୍ମର ର୍ମତ?       
 
ର୍ମଣିଷ ଚିତ୍ତ ସଯ ପାଲେିଛି ଆଜି ଇନସଟାଣ୍ଟ  ଗ୍ରାେିଫିସକସନ୍ ର ଦ୍ାସ 
ହବାେସ ଆପ୍  ରସ, ସଫସ ବ କ୍  ବାସ, େିକ୍ େକ୍  ନାେ କରିଛି ତାକ  ଆଜି ବଶ (2) 
 
ଗାନ୍ଧାରୀ ଶାପର  ସହାଇ ଜନିମତ, ବ ଲି ବ ଲି ଆସି କରିଥିଲା ର୍ମହା ର୍ମାୟାେୀର ହତ 
ତାହା ଆଣିଥିଲା ଦ୍ୱାପର ଯ ଗର ଅନ୍ତ, ସତସବ କଣ ସକାସରାନା କରିବ କଳି ଯ ଗର ଅନ୍ତ !     (3) 
 
ସଫରି ଆସ ବନ୍ଧ  କଳ୍ପ ଗଳ୍ପର, ଦ୍ ନିଆର  ସଫରି ଆସ 
କର ବୟବହାର, କର ବୟବହାର ନିଜ ସାଧାରଣ ଜ୍ଞାନ ସକାଷ 
 
ପରେର ଠାର  ଛଅ ହାତ ଦୂ୍ସର ରହି କର ବସବାସ 
ସତସବ ଯାଇ ଆସିବ ଜଲଦି୍ସର, ଓଡିଆ ପିକନିକର ର୍ମେନ୍ ବାସ 
ପରେର ଠାର  ଛଅ ହାତ ଦୂ୍ସର ରହି କର ବସବାସ   
ପରେର ଠାର  ଛଅ ହାତ ଦୂ୍ସର ରହି କର ବସବାସ      (4) 
 

-  ମ୍ ବର୍ ଥ, ଇେିନନାଇସ  
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ଅଲିୋ ସ୍ମତିୃ ସମ୍ପଦ  
ସଶ୍ଵତପଦ୍ମା ଦ୍ାଶ 
 
 
ବିସୟାଗ ଯତ୍ରଣା, ତାର କିଏ ନାର୍ମ ଜାସଣ ? 
ତାକ  କିଏ ରୂପ ସଦ୍ଇ ପାସର? 
ସସ ସକବଳ ଉପଲବି୍ଧ କରିହ ଏ ଶିରାସର ଶିରାସର  
 
ସର୍ମୟ, ସବ  କଣ ଠିକ୍  କରିପାସର? 
ସବଦ୍ନା କଣ ସସତ କରି୍ମଯାଏ, ସର୍ମୟ ପ୍ରବାହସର ? 
ନା ସିଏ ଆହ ରି ଗେୀର ସହାଇ, ପରିଣତ ହ ଏ କ୍ଷତସର  
 
ସସ କ୍ଷତ ସଦ୍ଖି ହ ଏ ନାହିଁ  
ସସତ କଣ କିଏ ତାକ  ସଦ୍ସର୍ଇ ପାସର? 
ସସ ସକବଳ ଅନ େବ କରିହ ଏ, ଅନ୍ତର ବିଦ୍ାରି ଉଠ ଥିବା ଗ ର୍ମ ରି ସକାହସର   
 
ଆକି୍ଷର ଲ ହ ଆଉ ଝର ଝର ଝସରନି  
ପ୍ରଗଳ େ ସ୍ୱର, ବାର ବାର, ତାର କଥା କସହନି. 
ସହସଲ ଅର୍ମାନିଆ ର୍ମନ, ତାକ  ସର୍ାଜି ବ ସଲ, ପବନ େଶଖସର, ସର୍ାଲା ଆକାଶସର  
 
କାହା ସ୍ୱର ଶ ଣାଗସଲ େିସକ ତା ପରି  
କାହା ର୍ମ ହ  ଦି୍ଶିଗସଲ ସସତ ତା ପରି  
ଜର୍ମାେ ବାନି୍ଧଥିବା ଲ ହ, ବନ୍ଧ ଭାସଙ୍ଗ, ଝରି ପସଡ, ଅକାଳସର, ଅସବଳସର   
  
ସ୍ମୃତି, ତାକ  କି କିଏ ସନଇ ପାସର? 
ର୍ମନର ବାଲ କାସର, ଅଲିଭା ସସ ପାଦ୍ ଚିହ୍ନ, ଅର୍ମ ଲୟ ସମ୍ପଦ୍  
ସାହା େରସା, ଜୀବନର ଏ ଅଜଣା ବାେସର, ଆର୍ମର ଏ ଧରା େୂଇ ସର   
 

-  ାନ ନହାନଜ, କାେିଫରି୍ଣ୍ଣଆ   
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ଅବୋଞି୍ଛତ ବସନ୍ତ 
ବବୁ ସାର୍ମଲ 
 
 
  
ଗତ ବଷଖ େଳି  
ସଶାଇବାକ  ଶୀତ ଗ ମ୍ଫାକ  ଚାଲିଗଲା  
ଏବଂ ବସନ୍ତ ଆସିଲା 
ବାେବସର ଏକ ର୍ମାସ ପୂବଖର   
ଡାସଫାଡିଲି, ର୍ମାସଗ୍ନାଲିଆ  
ଏବଂ ସଚରି ଫ ଲ ଗ ଡିକ  
ସସର୍ମାନଙ୍କର ସ େରତା ଏବଂ ର୍ମହାନତା  
ପ୍ରଚାର କସଲ  
ଅସନକ ରଙ୍ଗର ଆଜାଲିଆ   
ବ ଦ୍ା ଏବଂ ବାଡ ସଜାଇସଲ  
  
କିନ୍ତୁ ସବ  ବଷଖ ପରି 
ର୍ମ   ସସର୍ମାନଙ୍କ  ଅେିବାଦ୍ନ କରିବାକ   
ଯାଇପାରିଲି ନାହିଁ 
କି  ଫସୋ ଉଠାଇ ପାରିଲିନି 
କାରଣ 
ଆସର୍ମ ଅଲଗା ଅଲଗା ରହ ଛ ଁଁ  
social isolation 
ନିଜ  ନିଜ ଗ ମ୍ଫାସର  

ଅନୟର୍ମାନଙ୍କ ସହିତ ସଯାଗସଦ୍ବାର ର୍ମ ହୂତ୍ତମ 
ସକବଳ ଅନଲାଇନ୍  
  
ଇତି ର୍ମଧ୍ୟସର 
ଫ ଲଗ ଡିକ ପାର୍ ଡା  
େୂରି୍ମ ଉପସର ଗଦ୍ା  
ନ ୟ ଜସି ନସିଂସହାର୍ମସର ଗଦ୍ା ସହାଇ ଥିବା ଶବ ପରି  
ରୃ୍ମତ ୟ ସଦ୍ବତା ହଠାତ୍କ  କି 
ସନଇ ଚାଲିଗସଲ 
କାହାକ  ଛ ଇ ବାକ  ନାହିଁ   
କିର୍ମବା ବିଦ୍ାୟ ର୍ମାଗିବାକ  
ସ ସଯାଗ ନାହିଁ 
  
ଓହାନସର  
ପୂବଖ ପ ର ଷ  ରକ  ସଫରି ଆସିସଲ 
ସଛାେ ସଛାେ କ ମ୍ଭ େିତସର 
ଜୀବନର ସଶଷ ବାତ୍ତମା ସ ାଷଣା କରିବାକ  | 
 

- ନମରୀଲାଣ୍୍ଡ , ଯୁକ୍ତରାଷ୍ଟ୍ର ଆଗେରିକା 
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କ୍ଷମୋ ପ୍ରୋଥଣନୋ 
ଝିନ  ସଛାେରାୟ    
 
 
           
 
ପିଞ୍ଜରାସର ଆଜି ର ର୍ଦ୍ ର୍ମାନବ 
      ଅସି୍ଥର, େୟେୀତ  
ଅଦୃ୍ଶୟ, ଅଗର୍ମୟ, ଅେଶଖ େୂତାଣ   
      କସର ବିଶବ େମ୍ଭୀେୂତ 
ଅବିରାର୍ମ କ୍ଷର୍ମା ସଶଷସର ଅସହୟ 
      ଉର୍ଦ୍ତ ଆଜି ସନ୍ତାନ 
ନିଷ୍ପତି୍ତ ତବ ଉପଯ କ୍ତ ଶାେି 
      ସଲାଡା ସଯ ଅନ ଶାସନ 
ପଠାଇଲ େସବ ର୍ମାନବ ସନ୍ତାସନ 
     ସଦ୍ଇ ହିତାହିତ ଜ୍ଞାନ 
ତନ୍ନତନ୍ନ ସୃଷି୍ଟ ଉପସଭାଗ ପାଇ   
     ପଞ୍ଚ ଇନି୍ଦ୍ରୟର ଦ୍ାନ 
ର୍ଞି୍ଜଥିଲ ସନତ୍ର ଶ୍ରୀର୍ମ ର୍ ଦ୍ଶଖନ 
     ସଦ୍ଖିବାକ  ସୃଷି୍ଟ ତବ 
େରି ସଦ୍ଇଥିଲ ସକାସଣ ପ୍ରତି ସକାସଣ  
     ର୍ମାଧୂଯଖୟ ପୂର୍ଣ୍ଖ ସବୈେବ 
ବିଞି୍ଚ ସଦ୍ଇଥିଲ ଚତ ରି୍ଦ୍ସଗ ବାସ୍ନା 
     ନ  ନ ର୍ମହକସର 
ସନ୍ତାନକ  ତବ ଘ୍ରାସଣନି୍ଦ୍ରୟ ଦ୍ାନ 
    ସସୌଗନି୍ଧର ଆଘ୍ରାଣସର   
ସୂଯଖୟଙ୍କ ଉତ୍ତାପ, ସ ଲ ସ ଲ  ବାଆ 
    ଶୀତଳ ସଜୟାସ୍ନା ଚନ୍ଦ୍ରର  
ସଦ୍ଇଥିଲ ଚର୍ମଖ ଅନ େବ ପାଇ   
    ତ ଳନା ନାହିଁ କୃପାର 
ଶ୍ରବସଣନି୍ଦ୍ରୟ ଦ୍ାନ ଶ ଣ ବିେୂ ନାର୍ମ 
    ସୃଷି୍ଟର ର୍ମଧ ର ଧବନି 
ସବାଦ୍ ଜାଣି ପ ଣି ର୍ଞି୍ଜ ସଦ୍ଇଥିଲ 

    େିନ୍ନ େିନ୍ନ ଶସୟ ଫଳ  
ଶରୀରର ବୟାଧି ଉପଶର୍ମ ପାଇ   
    ପଥି, ପତ୍ର, ସଚର, ରୂ୍ମଳ  
 ହେ, ପଦ୍ ଦ୍ାନ ଈଶବରଙ୍କ କର୍ମଖ 
      ସସବା ପିତାର୍ମାତାଙ୍କର  
 ଦ୍ୀନ, ଦ୍ ୁଃର୍ୀଙ୍କର ସହାୟତା ପ ଣି  
      ସଂରକ୍ଷଣ ପ୍ରକୃତିର 
 ବ ରି୍ଦ୍ର ନିସୟାଗ ସୃଷି୍ଟ ର୍ମଙ୍ଗଳାସଥଖ 
     ଥିଲା ସଯ ନିସର୍ଦ୍ଖଶ ତବ 
 ସବଖ ଜୀସବ ଦ୍ୟା ସପ୍ରର୍ମ ଭାତୃଭାବ 
    ନାରାୟଣ  ସେ ସବଖ 
ଅପାତ୍ରସର ଦ୍ାନ ଅସଯାଗୟ ସନ୍ତାନ 
    ବ ଝିଲ ନି ଦ୍ାନ ର୍ମର୍ମଖ  
ସ ା ବିଧାବାଦ୍ୀ ସଯ ସ ସଯାଗ ଯା' ସନଲ   
     କଲ  ନାହିଁ ରୂ୍ମଲୟାୟନ   
ସବାର୍ମା ବିସଫାରଣ ଯାନ ଓ ବାହାନ  
     କଳ କାରର୍ାନା ବାଷ୍ପ 
ଉଷ୍ଣ କଳ ଷିତ ସର୍ମଗ୍ର ଜଗତ 
     ଜୀବଜନ୍ତୁ େୀତତ୍ରେ 
ସବାଥଖାନ୍ଧ ର୍ମନ ଷୟ ସବାଥଖର ଦ୍ାସ  
     କସର ବୃକ୍ଷ ଉତ୍ପାେନ 
ର୍ମସନାହର ପକ୍ଷୀ, ସ ର୍ମଧ ର ସବନ 
     ହ ଅଇ କ୍ରର୍ମଶୁଃ କ୍ଷୀଣ 
 କସର ନରହତୟା, ନାରୀ ଧଷଖଣ, 
     ପିଲା ସଚାରି, ଅତୟାଚାର 
 ଅର୍ାଦ୍ୟ ସସବନ, ର୍ମାଂସ ସ ରାପାନ 
     ହତୟା ନିରୀହ ଜୀବର 

 ପିତାର୍ମାତା ଠାସର ଗ ର , ଗ ର ଜସନ 
     ଅଶିଷ୍ଟତା ପ୍ରଦ୍ଶଖନ  
ଦ୍ୀନ, ଦ୍ ୁଃର୍ୀ, ରଙ୍କୀ, ଅସହାୟ ପ୍ରତି   
      କେ  ବାକୟ ସମ୍ଭାଷଣ  
ସଚାରି, ଡକାୟତି, ଶଠତା, ଅନୀତି 
    ଅନୟାସୟ ଧନାଜଖନ 
 ନାହିଁ କାହିଁ  ପ୍ରୀତି ସବାଥଖର ରାଜ ତି 
         କସର ବିପରୀତ କର୍ମଖ 
 ଈଶବର ବିଶବାସ ହ୍ରାସ ସଯ କ୍ରର୍ମଶୁଃ  
         ସବଦ୍ ପ ରାଣସର ତକଖ  
 ରଷ୍ଟା ସହୟ ଜ୍ଞାନ ଅଧର୍ମଖ ଅଜଖନ 
        ଦ୍ବାହି ସଦ୍ଇ ନିଜ ଧର୍ମଖ 
 ତ ସର୍ମ ଶ େକାଂକ୍ଷୀ ତ ସର୍ମ ନିୟାର୍ମକ 
        ଦ୍ଣ୍ଡ ଆର୍ମ ସର୍ମ ଚିତ 
 ଉଚିତ ର୍ମାଗଖସର ସନବାକ  ସନ୍ତାସନ 
      ତ ର୍ମରି ଏ ପଦ୍ସକ୍ଷପ  
ଆସର୍ମ ଅପରାଧି ସଦ୍ାଷ ସବୀକାର  
      କରିଅଛ  ଅପକର୍ମଖ 
ଗବଖ ଗଞ୍ଜନ, କ୍ଷର୍ମା ସାଗର ସହ 
      ଅପରାଧ ଆର୍ମ କ୍ଷର୍ମ 
ସାରା ବିଶବ ଆଜି ସଯାଡ ହସେ ଡାସକ 
     'ତ୍ରାହି ତ୍ରାହି ଜନାର୍ଦ୍ଖନ' 
ତ ର୍ମରି ଏ ସୃଷି୍ଟ  ତ ସର୍ମ ତ୍ରାଣକତ୍ତଖା 
     ତ ସର୍ମ ପତିତପାବନ  
 

- ନ ଟର ଭିଲ୍ , ଭର ଜିନିଆ

-    
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େୁଲମତୀର ବଦର୍   
ଡୁଃ କନକ ସହାତା  
 
ର୍ମ    ଆଉ ଫ ଲର୍ମତୀ, ଦି୍ସହ   ସଯରି୍ମତି ପରେରର ପରିପୂରକ, ବ ଝିବାକ  ଏ ଅଛିଡା ଝିରି୍ମେି ସର୍ଳ | 
ସସ ଜାସଣ ପିଲାେିର ସଦ୍ର୍ଭାଲ, ତାଳ ସର ସତଲର୍ମର୍ା, ସଗାଡ ହାତ  ଷା, କାର୍ ସକାଳ| 
ର୍ମ   ସର୍ାସଜ ସରଳ ବ ଢୀେିର ବିଶ୍ଵେତା, କିଛିୋ ବିଶ୍ଵାସ ଓ ଆପଣାରପଣ | 
ସର୍ମାର ଥିଲା ସବପନକ  ଅନ େବ କରିବାର ଦି୍ନ, 
ଚାକିରିେି  ନୂଆନୂଆ, ସକାଳସର ବକସେ ପିଲା  
ଦୂ୍ର ସହର େବାନୀପାେଣା | 
 
ସରକାରୀ କସଲଜସର ପ୍ରଥର୍ମ ସନୌକରୀ, 
ୟ ଜିସି ଦ୍ରର୍ମା | 
ଦ୍ୀ ଖଦି୍ନ ପାଠପଢା, ଉତ୍ତରଅଶି ସବଳର  
ସର୍ମସୟା ସଯ ନସଦ୍ଖିଚି, ନସଭାଗିଛି  
ବ ଝିବନି  ଆର୍ମର ଡିସଲର୍ମା | 
 
ଫ ଲର୍ମତୀ, ବୟସ ସତ ରି  ସହସଲ ର୍ମ ହ  ତାର ଦ୍ୀପ୍ତ; ବହ  ସବଦ୍ନାସର େିଜା ଆଖି ର୍ ବ ସନ୍ତପଖଣ | ପ୍ରଥସର୍ମ ର୍ମ   ସେେିଥିଲି ତାକ  
ଗଉ ତିଆ  ର ବାଡିପେ ସିସର୍ମଣ୍ଟ ସବଦି୍ସର – ଅଧା ଶାଢୀ ଢାଙି୍କ ଥିଲା ଦି୍ହ ତାର, ବାକି ଅଧା ଓଦ୍ା, ଶ ର୍ ଥିଲା ସବୈଶାର୍ ର୍ରାସର! 
 
ଢାସଳ ପାଣି ପିଇ ବ ଝିଥିଲା ତାର ଦ୍ାୟିତ୍ୱ: 
ବସିବାକ  ସହବ ପିଲାେିକ  ଧରି କିଛି  ଣ୍ଟା ; 
ଦ୍ରର୍ମା ଦ୍ ଇଶ ସତ ରି େଙ୍କା, ର୍ାଇବା ରହିବା ସହିତ | 
ଫ ଲର୍ମତୀ ର୍ମସତ ର୍ାଲି  ଦୂ୍ରର  ଲ ସଚଇ ଲ ସଚଇ ସଦ୍ସର୍ | ଭାରି ସ୍ୱାେିର୍ମାନୀ | ସରାସଷଇ  ର ବାରଣ୍ଡାସର ବସି ଅବ ଝା 
ନାନାବାୟା  ଗୀତଗାଏ | ପିଲାେି ବି ହସ ଥାଏ ଆସବଗସର ତାରି େଶଖସର | 
ର୍ମନାକସର ର୍ାଇବାକ  ଭାତ, ର୍ମସଲାସର ଜ ଡ ବ ଡ  ତରକାରୀ ର୍ମାଛ ଅବା ର୍ମାଂସ! ଧୀସର କସହ , 
“ର୍ମସତ ର୍ାଲି ସପଜ ର୍ମ ସେ ଦି୍ଅ, ର୍ମ ସଠ ଭାତ ସଗାଳି ପିଇ ସଶାଇ ଯିବି ବହଳ ନିଦ୍ସର |”  
ସର୍ମାଡି ସର୍ମାଡି ରସର୍ ସବ  ଦ୍ରର୍ମା ପଇସା ଅଂୋସର; ର୍ମାସ ସଶସଷ ସଦ୍ଇଦି୍ଏ ପ ଅର ହାତସର; କସର ନାହିଁ ରୂ୍ମଲଚାଲ ହିସାବ 
ସକସବସହ  ! 
ଥ ଆରୂ୍ମଳ-ରାର୍ମପ ର ପାର୍ ସକାଉ ଏକ ଗ ାସର ତା  ର | ଫ ଲି ଝରନ ପରି ନିର୍ମଖଳ ଝରଣା ସଯରି୍ମତି ବା ସିଏ | 
ତାକ  କିଛି ଶିର୍ାଇ ପାରିଲିନି ନୂଆ କଥା ! 
କିନ୍ତୁ ର୍ମ    ଶିଖିଥିଲି ତାଠାର  ଚର୍ମକି ନଯିବା ସଦ୍ଖି  
ପାରସୟ ଗାଲିଚା, ସର୍ମାଜାଇକ ସଫୋରଵାଲା  ର  
କି ନୂଆ ଏକ ସର୍ମାେର ଗାଡି  ଯାହା ଆସର୍ମ ସାଇତି ରଖିଥିଲ  ଫର ଆ ପରି ଏକ ସ ାଡଣୀ େିତସର! 
 
ଏତିକି ହ ଏତ ସସ ଶିଖିଥଲା ସଫା ରଖିବାକ  ନିତି ପିନ୍ଧା ଲ ଗା; ସତଲ ସଦ୍ଇ ବାନି୍ଧବାକ  ଢଲିଆ ସର୍ାସାସେ ସବ ଦି୍ନ ବା ଚାଦ୍ରେି 
ସ ାଡି ସହଇ ବସିବାକ  କଅ ଳ ର୍ରାସର! 
ର୍ମସନ ଅଛି ତାର ସସଇ ଚିତାକ ୋ ର୍ମ ହ , ସବକ ହାତ ପାଦ୍ ଚିତ୍ରିତ ବିେ  ଓ ସରର୍ାସର!  
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ଲାସଗ ର୍ମସତ ଫ ଲର୍ମତୀ ବଞି୍ଚଛି ସସଇ ପାହାଡ ପାର୍ ଗ ା େିସର ଆଉ ସକଉ  ଏକ ଝିଅ େିଏ ସହରର - ସସ ଦି୍ଲ୍ଲୀ ବା ବାଙ୍ଗାସଲାର 
ସହଇପାସର, ସର୍ାଜ ଛି ତାକ   ସଦ୍ର୍ା ଚାହ ା କରିବାକ  ତାର ଛ ର୍ମାସ ପିଲାର | କାର୍ମ କସର ସଡଲଏେ, ଗ ଗ ଲ ବା 
ଆକସସଞର  କମ୍ପାନୀସର ! ସକହି ନାହିଁ ପାର୍ସର, ଭାରି ଏକ େିଆ ନୂଆ ର୍ମା’ େିଏ ! 
- େିକାନ ା, ଇେିନନାଇସ  
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ମବାଉ ମକାଳ 
ସୁକଲାଚନା ପ୍ଟ୍ଟନାୟେ 

 
 
 

କୋଉର କଗା଼େ ଉପ୍କର  
ମୁଣ୍ଡ କେଇ କର୍ାଇଥିଲି ମୁହୂକତ୍ତମ  
େିଏ ଜକଣ ପ୍ଚାରିଲା  
େୁଆକେ ଗଲା େୁମ େୟସ ? 
 

କୋଉର ହାେ ପ୍ରର୍  
ନୀରବ େଥାର ସ୍ଵର  
ୋଜୁଥିଲା ୋକନ କମାର  
ର୍ବ୍ଦ ହୀନ କହାଇ | 
 

ସନ୍ତାନର େଥା ରୁ୍ଭୁଥିଲା  
ସ୍ଵଗମ େ'ଣ ଏଠାରୁ ସୁନ୍ଦର ? 
ଏ ପ୍ରାପି୍ତକର  
ଆନନ୍ଦ କଯ ଅପ୍ରିସୀମ | 
 

ମଁୁ ଆଖି େୁଜିଲି  
କ୍ଷଣେକର  ନିେ ଆସିଗଲା  
ମନ େହିଲା  
ହୁଅନ୍ତା େି ଏହା ଅନନ୍ତ ? 
 
ପ୍ାଆନି୍ତ  େି  ଏ କୋଳ  
ସେୁ େିନ ପ୍ାଇ ଁ 

ଭୁଲି ଯାଆନି୍ତ  
ମଁୁ କଯ ଏେ ମାଆ | 
 

େିଏ େ'ଣ ପ୍ଚାରିକଲ  
ଯାଏ ଆକସ କେକେ  
କୋଳ େ ପ୍ଚାରି ନାହିଁ  
େିଛି ସକସବ ମକେ | 
 

କୋଉର କୋଳକର ଅଛି  
ସ୍ଵଗମ ପ୍ରାପି୍ତ  
ଅଛି ର୍ାନି୍ତ  
ଅଛି ଅପରିସୀର୍ମ େୃପି୍ତ | 
 

ଆଉ େିଛି କଲା଼ୋ ନାହିଁ  
ଚିନ୍ତା ନାହିଁ ଅେୀେ ୋ ଭେିଷୟେ 
ଏ କୋଳକର କର୍ାଇଯିେି  
େତ୍ତମମାନର ପ୍ରିେୃପି୍ତ କନଇ | 
 
କଯମିେି ଆଖି େୁଜି କହେ 
ସମୟ ଲମି୍ବଯିେ  
ସିପ୍ନ ନାଚି ଆସିଯିେ  
କମା ପ୍ଲେ ପ୍େିଯିେ |

 

_____________ 

ଏଲ୍ କ ରିଜ , ନମରୀଲାଣ୍୍ଡ   
ନଯା ାନଯା : suepatnaik@gmail.com  

mailto:suepatnaik@gmail.com
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ନିଃସବ ନିର୍ଦ୍ଣନ ଯୋତ୍ରୀ 
ଗଗନ ପାଣିଗ୍ରାହୀ 
 
ରାଜପସଥ ଆଜି ର୍ମଣିଷ ଚାଲିଛି 
ନୀଡ ସଲଉେିବା ପାଇ , 
ଶହ ଶହ ସକାଶ ଦୂ୍ରତା ସହସଲ ବି  
ପାସଶ ତା ବିକଳ୍ପ କାହିଁ? 
ସସ ପାଇ  ଧାଇ ଚି ଜୀବନ ବିକସଳ  
ଧରି ନିଜ ପରିବାର, 
ପହଞି୍ଚବ ସକସବ େିୋର୍ମାେି ଯାଇ 
ଏକଇ ଲକ୍ଷୟ ତାହାର 
 
ଏଇ ର୍େିଖିଆ ଲହ  ଲ ହ ଢାଳି 
ଅନୟ ପାଇ  ସକାଠା ବାଡି, 
ରାୋ  ାେ,  ର ର୍ମହା ନଗରୀସର  
ହାସତ ସଦ୍ଇଥିଲା ଗଢି 
ସକସବ ସହସଲ ସିଏ କରିନାହିଁ ଆଶା 
ବାସ କରିବ ସସ  ସର, 
ଜାଣିଛି ସତାଳ ଛି ନିଜ ପରିଶ୍ରସର୍ମ 
ପର ପାଇ  ରହିବାସର 
 
ପାଇର୍ାନା ନାଳ ନର୍ଦ୍ଖର୍ମା ସରଣୀ 
ଅଳିଆ ଅସନା ସଯସତ, 
ସହାସେଲ ସଦ୍ାକାନ ସହଉଥିଲା ସଫା 
ଏଇ ର୍ମଣିଷଙ୍କ ହାସତ 
କଳ କାରର୍ାନା ଏର୍ମାନଙ୍କ ବସଳ 
ଚାଲ ଥିଲା  ିରି  ିରି, 
ର୍ମାଲିକ ପାର୍ର  ନିଯଖୟାତନା ସହି 
ସନଇ ଅଳପ ର୍ମଜ ରୀ 
 
ନଥିଲା ସକସବ ବି ଏର୍ମାନଙ୍କ ପାଇ  
ଚାରିପସେ ପକ୍କା କାନ୍ଥ, 
ର୍ମଥା ପସର ଛାତ, ରହିବା ସକାଠରି  
ଶୀତ ତାପ ନିୟନି୍ତ୍ରତ 
ନିଶବାସ ସନବାକ  ଗ ଞ୍ଜ ଥିଲା ର୍ମଥା 

ଦ୍ଦ୍ରା ଝ ମ୍ପ ଡି ର୍ମାରି, 
ସକଉ  ସପାଲ ତସଳ ନର୍ଦ୍ଖର୍ମା ସର୍ମୀସପ 
ନିଜ ଭାଗୟକ  ଆଦ୍ରି 
 
ଏସବ ଗଲା ଚାଲି  ଝ ମ୍ପ ଡି  ର୍ମଜ ରୀ 
ରାତାରାତି ଚାହ   ଚାହ  , 
ନ ର୍େି ବାହାସର ବସିସଲ େିତସର 
ଅନ୍ନ ବା ଆସିବ କାହ  ା୍? 
କିଏ ସହବ ସାହା ଏପରି ସଙ୍କସେ 
କିଏ ବା ଗରୀବ ସାଥୀ? 
କହିବାକ  ନାହିଁ  “ଆହା” ସବାଲି ସକହି 
ଏଇତ ଦ୍ ନିଆ ରୀତି  
 
ସସ ପାଇ  ସବର୍ମାରି ଜଠର ଜବାଳାସର 
ନିୁଃସବ ର୍ମଣିଷ ଆଜି, 
 ର ର୍ମ ହ ା ସହାଇ ଧାଏ  
ରାଜପସଥ କୋନ୍ତ ପଥିକ ସାଜି 
ସକବଳ ସର୍ମବଳ ର୍ମଥାସର ସବାକଚା  
ହାତସର ସକଇେି ଝ ଲା, 
ପଛସର ପଛସର ଭାରିଜା ଚାଲଇ 
କାର୍ସର କାସର୍ଇ ପିଲା  
 
ପାସଶ ନାହିଁ ଧନ ର୍ମାନ ସନର୍ମାନ 
ରହିଛି ଜୀବନ ର୍ାଲି, 
ବଞି୍ଚବାକ  ସହସଲ ଚାଲିବାକ  ସହବ 
ତପ୍ତ ର୍ମର େୂରି୍ମ ବାଲି 
ସଭାକ ସଶାଷ ସହି ସସପାଇ  ଧାଇ ଚି   
ନର୍ମାନି ଦି୍ବସ ରାତ୍ରି, 
ପହଞି୍ଚବ ସବାଲି ନିଜ େିୋର୍ମାେି 
ନିୁଃସବ ନିର୍ଦ୍ଖନ ଯାତ୍ରୀ   
 

- ଟନରାନଟା, ଅଟାରିଓ, କାନାଡା 
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ସଚେତ ରୁହ 
Stay Aware 
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ଜାତି ନନି୍ଦଘ ୋଷ ଚଳିବ କି ଭାଇ 
  ସ୍ୱୋର୍ଥକୁ ସୋରର୍ୀ କଘେ 
ଟୋଘେ କିଘର ଗୋଡି ଦୋନୋର ଘତୋବଡୋ  
  ଘ ୋଡୋ ମୁଘ େଁ ବନ୍ଧୋ ଥିଘେ | 

- ଉତ୍କଳ ଚ  ାରବ ମଧୁସୂଦନ ଦାସ 
 
 
କର୍ତ୍ଥବୟ ପୋଳଘନ ଯଶ ଧନ େଘେ  
    ଦୁନିଆଘର କମଥବୀର 
ଭାଗୟକୁ ଆଦରି କୋପୁରୁଷ ସିନୋ 
    ଦୁୁଃଖ ଘଭାଘଗ ବୋରମୱୋର | 

- ମଧୁସୂଦନ ରାଓ - ବର୍ଣ୍ଣଚବାଧ 
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Table for Two 

Satwik Pattanaik 
 

“May I take your order sir?” the waiter asked 
the elderly gentleman sitting at the table. 

The man sat tall and simply looked at the waiter 
for a few seconds. “No.” he finally responded. 
Stiffly gesturing across from him, “I’m expecting 
someone.” 

“Sorry sir. I’ll come back later.” The waiter said, 
turning to leave. “Listen here, boy,” the man 
commanded. Taking out his wallet, he said “The 
roses look dreadful on this centerpiece. Switch 
them out with fresh ones.” Riffling through the 
notes, he pulled out a hundred-dollar bill and 
continued, “Pass this on to the pianist and tell 
him to play something a little more romantic.” 

“Certainly, sir.” The waiter responded, bowing 
slightly, and accepting the note. 

Looking over at the entrance every so often, the 
man continued waiting. He gazed at the younger, 
smiling couples sitting at the other tables spread 
across the restaurant. Their mirth made him 
more impatient. How long was she going to make 
him wait? 

She finally arrived. She stood out as a little 
underdressed amongst the others; clad in a 
simple floral, black and white, summer dress 
stretching down to her ankles. She searched the 
crowd and pointed towards the man. A hostess 
accompanied her to the table as the man greeted 
her with a smile. 

“Nice to finally see you again, Leila” the man 
opened, the weariness and agitation from before 
disappearing from his face. 

“It’s nice to see you too, Anand.” She responded 
quietly with a smile. 

“I’ve been waiting for quite a while… I’m fam-
ished.” And with that, he called the waiter over. 

“We’ll have an entrée of oysters and two plates of 
beet salad.” Anand started, looking over at Leila 
for confirmation. “Yes, and for our main course, 
could I get the Saffron Seafood Risotto,” he 
continued, “and for you?”  

Leila gestured at her menu. 

“Yes, the Herb Crusted Lamb is quite good. And 
for dessert, how about cheesecake?” Anand 
finished. 

“… I’m lactose intolerant, remember? I’ll just 
have some mango sorbet, thanks.” Leila de-
clared. 

“Oops, it totally slipped my mind.” Anand chuck-
led, “Can you also get us a bottle of your finest 
chardonnay? Thanks.” He said, turning to the 
waiter. 

Beethoven swelled in the background as they 
poured their drinks. Anand looked around at the 
chatting couples and searched for a topic to 
break the silence. 

It was Leila who spoke first. “These are some 
gorgeous roses!” she exclaimed, picking one out 
of the centrepiece. 

“Still working away at the flower shop, I gather?” 
he asked her chuckling. 

She chuckled too and responded, “I am. And 
you?” 

“I retired just this month.” Replied Anand. “Sold 
the company, and let me tell you, I could not 
have asked for a better deal.” He gloated, sitting 
a little taller. 

“Wow, look at you. You’ve really come a long 
way since we met.” She responded cordially. 

Their meals arrived, and their conversation 
continued, with Anand filling Leila in on what the 
company had been up to over the past few years. 
Complaining about various executives, lamenting 
some mistakes, and boasting about many of the 
successes he had achieved. Leila followed along, 
with the occasional nod.  

“Oh! You wouldn’t believe who I bumped into the 
other day! Aaron dropped by my store with his 
wife. Are you two still close?” interjected Leila. 

“No.” responded Anand. 

“Wow! That’s a shock!” Leila exclaimed, exag-
gerating her surprise slightly. 

“Ya… well, he dumped all his shares and left the 
company when he got married. I haven’t really 
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spoken to him since.” Anand said, slightly put off. 
“So… how has everything else been? Family 
doing well?” he asked. 

“For the most part yes. Not a lot worth of note 
happened really. Do you remember Aman?” Leila 
inquired. 

“Sort of… He’s…” Anand struggled to recall. 

“You know… my nephew – my sister Heera’s 
son.” Leila supplied 

“Right, right!” responded Anand, catching him-
self. 

“Well, he got married last month!” Leila chuckled. 

“That’s great news! I’m so happy for him,” Anand 
declared. 

“Right. And my aunt passed away around 2 years 
ago.” Leila finished, with her voice in plain and 
devoid of emotion. 

Anand conveyed his condolences. 

They ate in silence for a while. Then Leila asked 
Anand about how his family was doing. 

“They’re fine, I suppose.” He replied without 
elaboration. “I didn’t notice a ring,” Anand started, 
“haven’t you remarried?” 

“No.” Leila replied. 

Anand chuckled. “You know, it’s not too late…” 
Anand suggested. 

“I’m quite fine as I am.” Replied Leila sharply. 

“But seriously… think about it.” Continued Anand. 
“You plan to support yourself with just your flower 
shop?” he scoffed. 

Leila stared at her plate. Scrunching up her face 
slightly, she responded, “Yes,” her eyes still fixed 
downwards. 

“How long are you going to be able to support 
yourself like that? Even though you may not 
show it, we both know you’re getting old.” 
Pressed Anand. 

“So? What do you want me to do?” Leila asked, 
the steel coming through her voice. 

Anand was slightly taken aback. “Well… I was 
just suggesting, maybe having a partner around 
would be nice. Ease the burden and give some 
company.” Anand continued. 

Leila looked up, met Anand’s gaze, and broke 
into a laugh. “Okay, let’s humour that idea for a 
second. Who’s going to marry me? You?” 

Anand was surprised. “You know, I haven’t 
remarried over the last 30 years either,” he said 
slowly. 

“Oh that’s rich. You’re serious” Leila remarked 
between her laughter. 

Anand was getting irritated. “What? You think this 
is a joke? I’m serious. I did not remarry because 
there was no one who could replace you. And 
what exactly do you have now? I’ve got plenty of 
money and plenty of time now. I could give you 
the life you always wanted.” 

Her laughter died down, and she sat in silence 
collecting her thoughts. “You think, you know 
what kind of life I ‘always wanted’?” she paused, 
taking a sip from her glass. 

Anand stared at her, trying to read her but 
coming up blank. 

“You know what tonight has been like? It’s been 
one big trip down memory lane. Just like the old 
days, when you’d go on and on about your life 
and I’d sit there and listen. You didn’t know me 
then, you didn’t really care to.” Leila accused. 

“That’s a little harsh. I know plenty about you…” 

“Like how I’m lactose intolerant? Or maybe like 
how Aman actually got married almost 31 years 
ago? No you wouldn’t know that – you skipped 
the wedding.” She leaned back, glass in hand. 

“How am I supposed to remember that? That 
was ages ago,” Anand defended.  

“You know what good partners do? They make 
time for one another. I showed up to all your 
company parties and knew all your friends. You 
don’t even know my family.” 

There was an eerie silence. 

“I’m sorry, but honestly, I want you in my life. I 
might not have been the best partner in the past; 
I know I got caught up in work, but that’s all in the 
past. I’ve retired and I’ve got time now. I’ve made 
time for you!” Anand explained. 

“No Anand. You haven’t made time for me. Your 
time freed up, and now you want me to fill the 
void. Forget it. I’m not going to give up my own 
happiness just to fill the cracks in your life. 
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Goodbye Anand. Have a good life.” She got up 
as Anand stared, and left in silence. 

Slumping back in his seat, the weariness now 
clearly showing on his face, he stared at the slice 
of cheesecake left on his plate. He could hear the 
notes of Claire De Lune drifting from the piano. 
He sat in silence for a few minutes, emptying the 
contents of the bottle and staring at the merry 
couples sitting around him. 

The waiter stopped by. “Is everything alright sir?” 
he asked. 

After a long pause, Anand spoke. “Would you like 
to take a seat?” he asked. 

The waiter, slightly puzzled, responded, “It’s 
against policy sir. I cannot do that.” 

“Bill.” Demanded Anand in a gruff tone. 

He paid the sum on the bill exactly and left. 

 
 

7432 Catalpa Rd. Mississauga, ON. L4T2T3, Canada.
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Don, “Our” Street dog 

Lalu Mansinha 
 

Many years ago, about a dog’s lifetime away, 
my mother, Hemalata Mansingh saw amongst a 
litter of small pups in the street, one pup who 
stood out. She started feeding it scraps. Some-
one named the pup ‘Don’. Since then Don 
showed up every day around 2pm for his lunch 
from Bou. This is the true story of Don, “our” dog, 
in Kanan Vihar, Bhubaneswar, Odisha, India, in 
2018. But in truth it was Don who had adopted 
us. 

Don, the street pup grew up similar to all oth-
er street dogs in our neighbourhood. He was 
skinny, with wheat color fur, with a few white 
patches and a curly tail up in the air. Don be-
longed to ‘our’ tribe, the group of dogs who 
hanged around our neighborhood. As Don grew 
up amongst the tribe he learnt to fight for his 
place in the dog hierarchy pecking order. He had 
his collection of scars, indicating battles won and 
fights he had survived (by accepting defeat).  

He was not allowed to come inside the gates. 
The front of the gates to our house was his 
territory, which he guarded jealously. No other 
dog was allowed in his space. Whenever he was 
not ranging the neighborhoods in Kanan Vihar, 
Don would be found basking in the sun within 
sight of our gates. He became our watchdog. 
Don recognized our cook, Dipak, and driver, 
Kunja, and would often trot along to wherever 
they were going and would trot back with them. 

The single threat to Don’s territory was our 
neighbor’s Alsatian, a big black, well-fed bear of 
a dog, ferocious looking with blazing black eyes, 
double Don’s size. The Alsatian was on a chain 
inside his gates, but he knew that the front of his 
gate was his territory too. Don was a free ranging 
dog, an experienced street fighter, a survivor with 
numerous scratches, cuts and teeth marks. He 
knew exactly how to handle the big brute Alsa-
tian. The Alsatian was chained, and Don knew 
that. So, every once in a while, Don would take a 
walk, studiously not looking at the Alsatian, just 
outside the Alsatian’s gate. The big brute would 
go crazy, barking away, and straining his chain to 
get at Don. Don never barked back, never looked 
at the Alsatian. The look of Don’s face was 
priceless. He walked slowly and haughtily in front 

of the Alsatian, with his chin 
up in the air. The expression 
of Don’s face was priceless. 
As if to say, ‘What Alsatian? I 
do not see any Alsatian.’ Don clearly had a sense 
of humor. 

This drama was enacted several times a day 
with a silent Don slowly walking back and forth in 
front of the gate, deliberately driving the other 
dog crazy, barking endlessly. The owner of the 
Alsatian did not know what to do. Finally he 
decided to put the Alsatian up on the balcony. 
But for the Alsatian this was worse. For, now he 
had a panoramic view of Don taking a walk on 
his territory. So he now barked even louder, 
straining even more on his leash. Then one day 
the Alsatian lunged at Don down below and 
jumped right off the balcony. A neighbor found 
the Alsatian hanging, swinging, helplessly from 
the balcony. Luckily the Alsatian was rescued 
just in time. The next time we visited Kanan 
Vihar, Don was still guarding our gate, but the 
Alsatian was gone. Don had won. 

Even though we developed a mutual affection 
towards Don, we were not so kindly inclined 
towards all the stray street dogs in our neighbor-
hood. The dogs, although all looking very similar 
to us humans, actually belonged to two different 
warring tribes. Don belonged to one of the tribes. 
Every night, around midnight, just when you are 
falling off to sleep, the tribes gathered for a battle 
royal underneath our bedroom window. The two 
tribes seemed equally matched, with each tribe 
putting up a ferocious exhibition of growling, 
baying and barking. Sometimes there was actual 
no holds barred combat, with actual injury 
inflicted. But the fact that this was enacted night 
after night made me think that one tribe was 
trying to expand its territory, which the other tribe 
was defending. Sleepless bleary-eyed local 
residents of Kanan Vihar tried everything to move 
the battleground somewhere else. They peti-
tioned the city municipality to get rid of the dogs 
to no avail. The turf war continued. 

One day Dipak and Kunja came home with a 
sad and morose expression. The municipal dog 
catchers had come and caught all the stray dogs, 
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including Don, and taken them away to an 
unknown fate. They were afraid that Don would 
be killed, or, released hundreds of miles away. 
We were all surprised that there were in fact 
municipal dog catchers who could get rid of the 
stray dogs in a few hours. They had not bothered 
to respond to all the complaints. On further 
enquiry, the reason for the sudden dog catching 
became obvious. The President of India was 
coming to visit the campus of the nearby KIIT 
University. All the streets, roads and highways 
had been spruced up — the road lines repainted, 
the sidewalks cleaned up. The street dogs were 
rounded up so that President’s view was not 
marred by skinny mongrels.  

On the day of the President’s visit, the street 
animals and the local residents had the last 
laugh. The street dogs had been rounded up – 
that was easy. But Kanan Vihar and the neigh-
boring area have a large number of big bulls. 
Bulls are not so easy to catch or control. The 
bulls are large, well fed, and would not take 
kindly to being caught. Here the instruction was 
that for the duration of the President’s motorcade 
bulls were to be shooed away from the official 
motorcade path. Of course, nobody saw it fit to 
tell the large bull. He simply ambled onto the 
main road, to snack on the plants growing on the 
median separator, just before the motorcade was 
to pass by. The uniformed police, dressed in their 
freshly laundered best, had lined the street on 
both sides. On seeing the bull on the street, they 
broke ranks and gave chase. The bull paid no 
heed and ambled on to his snack onto the 
median. Meanwhile the crowd lining both sides of 
the road cheered for the bull and jeered the 
police and the municipal animal control people. 
Finally, the bull was scared off by the large 
number of people making cheering and jeering 
noises. The President, of course, was unaware of 
the drama his visit had caused. The motorcade 
drove by with lights flashing and sirens blaring. 

The day after the President’s visit, Dipak and 
Kunja were smiling again. Don was back. The 
municipal dogcatchers must have brought all the 
street dogs back. Of course, the residents who 
were hoping for a permanent solution to the 

nightly noisy tribal battles were disappointed and 
angry. But for us it was the joy of Don’s return, 
tinged with the continuing pain of sleepless 
midnights. 

Don knew, when Kunja went for a cup of tea 
at the local teashop. Don trotted to the teashop 
with Kunja and back. His reward were the scraps 
of food that customers threw at him. With time, 
Don came to regard the zone around the teashop 
as his territory, at least when he was there. One 
day, while Don was at the teashop, another dog 
appeared. This was a direct challenge, and Don 
could not use his psychological warfare tactics 
that he used to get rid of the Alsatian. There was 
a dog to dog combat right in front and around the 
teashop, amongst the patrons. Normally Don is 
well behaved and knows his boundaries. But in 
the heat of the combat, in the battle for the 
territory, the two dogs forgot their normal behav-
ior and hit a teashop shelf that had a stack of 
eggs – all of the hundreds of eggs needed for the 
day. Suddenly there were broken eggs-shells, 
yellow yolks and whites everywhere, even on 
some of the customers. A very angry teashop 
owner chased after Don and the other dog with a 
stick. He muttered, demanding compensation 
from the dog owner. But to him, Don looked like 
every other street dog. Kunja behaved as if he 
did not know Don and walked back. 

Sadly, a dog’s life is shorter than that of a 
human. With passing years an ageing Don could 
be seen spending more and more time basking in 
the winter sun in front of our gates. Every now 
and then he would disappear for a few days, not 
even showing up for his 2pm lunch. We would 
start worrying about him, but he would always 
return after two or three days. Then finally, one 
day he did not return. Did he take part in a last 
battle, where he lost? We will never know. 

This year, in 2020, I was startled to see Don, 
again basking the winter sun, in front of our gate. 
For a moment I thought Don had come back. No, 
this dog was an almost exact replica, much 
younger than Don, and minus all the distinguish-
ing scars. It could have been Don’s son. We will 
never know. We now have another guard dog for 
the gate, appearing for lunch at 2pm. 

 

London, Ontario, Canada.
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Temple Of Many Gods 

Arjun Purohit 
 

Am I a temple of many Gods 
Each telling me what to do 

What to feel 
What to eat 

What to think 
How to sing 

How to dance 
How to mate 
How to hate 

 

Did I invite them 
To stay for ever 

Not that I remember 
They just occupy me 

Without my permission 
And refuse to leave when asked 

 

Some came from my reptilian past 
Some from the mammalian cast 

Some from the stories heard from Grandma 
Some from books I read 

Some from the teachers I loved 
And many I don't know where from 

 

Lease is over, I tell them 
Go home to your own place 

I need to have space for myself 
A place to breath some fresh air 

Without you all breathing down my neck 
 

Ah but occupancy of long term 
Means ownership, my dear, they say 

We have been here before you arrived 
So, we prevail, you don’t 

 

Maybe I go to the courts 
And argue my case 

With well-honed logic 
Or study some scriptures 

To find how pundits dealt with this issue 
Or kneel before some Gurus 

To show me a way 
To exorcise this temple 

To disinfect all nook and corners 
With potent and Mantras 

 
I have had enough of these Gods! 

 

Kingston, Ontario, Canada.
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Growing up in my big, fat, Odia family 
 
Ineka Panigrahi 

 
As a newborn, my first ever excursion since 

coming home from the hospital was to the annual 
CANOSA One-Day Picnic. Being only 21 days 
old, volleyball, ludo and other such activities were 
off limits for me. So instead, I was carefully 
placed under a tree, in my bassinet, to hang out 
until my family had finished their day’s worth of 
fun. However, according to my mother, I didn’t 
spend much time in my bassinet that day be-
cause I was in the arms of many excited uncles 
and aunties.  

Fast forward to my 1st birthday – I was attend-
ing my first OSA convention in my hometown of 
Toronto, Canada (1999.) Although I was part of 
the host chapter, I wasn’t given much responsibil-
ity due to the limited nature of my skillset at the 
time. I could neither speak nor walk yet, but I had 
managed to learn to crawl. So, I decided to put 
my only skill into action and make myself useful 
by crawling all over the rangoli decorations, 
ruining them in the process. I even exercised my 
powerful vocal skills and frequently cried out at 
the top of my little lungs, making it near impossi-
ble for Mama to get on stage to sing. Many 
aunties and uncles took their turns trying to tame 
me – sorry – take care of me, but when they had 
their own convention tasks to do, I spent my time 
hanging out on Bapa’s shoulders while he tried to 
operate a video camera as part of his official 
videographer duties (pictured to the left.) I guess 
you could say that like many of us, I’ve been part 
of this community for as long as I can remember.  

The next 21 years were filled with many 
dances, dramas, conventions, picnics, sahitya 
pathachakra functions, and even a couple of 
babysitting sessions (even somewhere I wasn’t 
the one being babysat.) I never explicitly realized 
that I was growing up as part of a community 
because it was so natural and honestly felt more 
like a family. While growing up as part of this 
family has come with its set of challenges, the 
entire experience has taught me a lot about 
leadership, time management, equanimity and 
friendship.  

As I progress through university and take on 
my own leadership roles, I look back and realize 

how much this community has 
taught me about being a 
leader. I’ve witnessed many 
leadership styles and ap-
proaches and have applied what I’ve liked to the 
roles I’ve held. On many occasions, I’ve watched 
in awe as our community leaders flawlessly 
handle difficult situations. As I witness these 
moments, I mentally take note to do the same in 
my own leadership. While I don’t like the term 
“role-model” because of the all-around godliness 
it implies, I do like to pick up on certain behav-
iours or techniques from leaders that inspire me. 
For instance, while growing up, I observed OSA 
and CANOSA executives and quickly learned 
that leadership is more about listening to mem-
bers for their ideas than it is about enforcing your 
own personal agenda. I learned that within an 
executive team, it is important that everyone is 
heard, and is given the opportunity to bring one’s 
unique skills and value to the team. From being 
present at board meetings during my mother’s 
time as CANOSA president, I picked up on the 
importance of sharing tasks with team members 
according to their strengths and preferences. (I 
avoid using the word delegate because of the 
one-sidedness it connotes.) In my opinion, these 
aspects of leadership are integral to the success 
of a team. It was helpful for me to have been 
exposed to these concepts prior to starting high 
school because I was able to apply them in my 
own leadership roles from the get-go. However, 
this isn’t to say that it was all smooth sailing for 
me. As I’ve 
learned from the 
leadership of my 
aunties, uncles 
and parents, there 
will always be 
hiccups in an 
organization and a 
team’s strength 
lies in its approach 
to dealing with 
these situations 
together as a 
team.  

 
Me, age 1, supervising video-
graphy from my seat on Bapa’s 
shoulders (OSA Convention 1999, 
Toronto.)  
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Over the years, I’ve also seen some pretty 
stellar examples of how not to handle oneself in 
leadership positions. But these instances have 
taught me just as much, if not more about 
leadership. Getting to see a wide variety of 
leadership examples has allowed me to make my 
own decisions on how to conduct myself in 
similar situations. I’m grateful that I’ve been a 
part of this community for so long and have 
continuously been presented with learning 
opportunities like these. Frankly, I don’t think I 
would’ve ever been exposed to so many exam-
ples of leadership and opportunities for growth, if 
it weren’t for this community. It’s like someone 
enrolled me in a shadowing program at birth and 
let me observe and take notes for as long as I 
liked, and then even let me practice if I chose to 
do so! It’s kind of crazy when you think about it. 
So, in the end, I’m beyond thankful for it.  

While I have learned a lot by observing, I’ve 
definitely learned much more by doing. OSA and 
CANOSA over the years have given me and 
many other youth countless opportunities to do 
something meaningful for the preservation of 
Odia culture. I’ve been a part of everything from 
Odissi, Mahari, and Sambalpuri dances to Odia 
drama, Sahitya Pathachakra and Kabita Patha. 
On top of that I’ve gotten to emcee, help back-
stage, serve food at functions and put up tents 
for all our campers at overnight camping trips. 
(Serving food is my personal favourite because 
as the line moves along, I get a chance to greet 
and talk to everyone!) Being a part of so many 
community activities has been a blessing be-
cause it’s taught me how to effectively manage 
my time. I’ve learned a thing or two along the 
way about juggling my responsibilities in order to 
complete them to the best of my ability. For 
example, simply due to the time of year in which 
OSA conventions are held, I’ve learned to 
balance choreographing a dance piece with 
studying for final exams. I’ve developed strate-
gies such as breaking up a song into 30-second 
increments that I can reasonably choreograph in 
my study breaks. Throughout high school, I 
learned to use my study time effectively on the 
weekdays because every Friday, Saturday and 
Sunday were bound to be full of rehearsals (and 
not to mention, regular Odissi dance classes!) 
Lastly, I wanted to give a special thank you to 
some of the Odissi teachers I’ve had thus far 
because my Odissi training has not only been the 

basis for my approach to dance but has also 
added to my repertoire of dance steps when I 
choreograph my own folk dances. I’m sure many 
of you have gone through similar experiences 
and have developed your own strategies for 
balancing school and community activities!  

While this community has given me a lot of 
love and presented me with many learning 
opportunities, it hasn’t been all rainbows and 
sunshine. As you may have experienced, a good 
chunk of learning takes place from unpleasant 
experiences, something this community has 
definitely given me a taste of. I’ve witnessed 
remarks that go far beyond plain old criticism. In 
my opinion, to critique one’s leadership style, and 
decisions for the community is normal and is an 
important part of the learning process. I’d even 
argue that it is impossible to grow and improve 
without criticism. For me, a constructive piece of 
criticism looks like “I didn’t particularly enjoy this 
picnic because of the food shortage. Can we 
consider buying more groceries or increasing our 
budget for the picnic next year?” or “I don’t 
exactly agree with your decision regarding X 
because of reason Y, can we set up a meeting to 
discuss it?” These 
are both examples 
of helpful, construc-
tive criticism. But 
unfortunately, in 
this community 
space, I’ve seen 
many pieces of 
‘criticism’ thrown 
out over email and 
in person that are 
neither constructive 
nor relevant and 
attack the person 
rather than the 
behavior. This is where it becomes an entirely 
different situation.  

Throughout elementary, middle and high 
school (even university, now that I think about it,) 
I’ve routinely heard my parents discussing email 
threads of this sort, often in which irrelevant and 
insulting things are written about them. I could 
usually gather what was said from their conver-
sations but as a kid, I used to secretly log onto 
Bapa’s email (maybe he should change his 
password) and read the insults for myself. I’ve 
seen some pretty bad things written about my 

The rangoli incidence (OSA 
Convention 1999, Toronto.) 
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parents (and even about my brother and myself, 
who were kids at the time,) and I’ve also seen no 
action taken in response to it. I can literally think 
of 15 uncles and aunties just off the top of my 
head right now that have said something unnec-
essarily rude to my parents or to some of my 
favourite aunties and uncles on record, over 
email, and were never reprimanded for it. It 
wasn’t until recently that some sort of disciplinary 
action was taken regarding incidents of the sort. 
I’m immensely proud of the current leadership for 
doing what they did because they’re setting an 
example for how inappropriate behavior should 
be handled.  

Growing up, my parents never tried to hide 
occurrences like these from me or my brother, 
and I’m thankful to them for that. While I think 
that no kid should grow up reading disgusting 
comments about their family and friends in a 
continent-wide email forum, I also don’t believe in 
sheltering children from incidents like these when 
they happen. Personally, it taught me a lot about 
receiving criticism, constructive or not and 
practicing equanimity in the face of adversity. 
This helped me a lot when I started to receive 
real pieces of criticism in my leadership roles 
(some pieces constructive, some pieces ad 
hominem attacks) because it helped me remain 
calm and engage in a conversation with the 
person critiquing me. In many situations, I was 
able to establish a dialogue and identify things I 
could do differently. But in some situations, I 
realized that the person’s reasons for criticizing 
were not to express concerns but rather simply to 
attack and demoralize me. I learned to identify 
those situations and not take them to heart. I still 
have a long way to go, and I don’t think, it’s 
something one can ever be perfect at (because 
new, unprecedented issues with never-seen-
before complications will arise,) but it’s definitely 
something you can get better at. I’ve learned that 
one would always receive criticism, in anything 
one does, no matter how well one does it. 
However, the key is to sift through the criticism 
and identify the pieces that can actually help one 
to improve and use them! Something that I’ve 
learned from my parents is that it isn’t possible to 
please everyone 100% of the time. But what’s 
important is that you’re able to critically evaluate 
yourself and ask yourself if you are making the 
best possible decision or taking appropriate 
action in a given situation.    

I’d like to mention one last incident on the 
topic of dealing with criticism, which left me 
thoroughly impressed. It took place last year just 
before the convention, at one of our Chha Mana 
Aatha Guntha rehearsals. We were all in our 
basement – aunties, uncles and kids alike, 
meticulously moving through the scenes of the 
play, when time came for a crucial scene be-
tween Champa and Saria. Saria was being 
played by my mother and Champa was being 
played by my beloved Bebina Aunty. As they 
finished the scene, my father, as the director, 
gave the most unconstructive and unhelpful 
advice ever – “That was terrible. TERRIBLE!” to 
which Bebina Aunty promptly responded “Thik 
acchhi, Bhaina. PuNi karibaa.” She picked up her 
props at once, reset them and proceeded to 
repeat the scene. I remember thinking to myself 
“WOW. That’s how I want to handle criticism.”  

As you’ve probably gathered from the last 
couple of paragraphs, being a part of this com-
munity has come with its fair share of uncomfort-
able situations. But we all know what comes from 
shared adversity – the best kind of friendships! 
So I’d like to conclude this article on a positive 
note and comment on the amazing friendships 
I’ve formed because of this community and all of 
the wonderful memories I’ve made.  

I’ve always felt a sense of belonging in this 
community, but I didn’t fully realize how much it 
meant to me until I left for university. Moving into 
my dorm in the first year was not a fun experi-
ence. We drove straight from a three-day over-
night Odia camping trip to my university campus. 
We were really late and arrived well past the 
move-in time. When I got there, the Welcome 
Week representative assigned to my floor told 
me that I had five minutes to get my stuff in my 
room, and say goodbye to my parents, before we 
did some icebreakers and went to the football 
game. I had no interest in watching the football 
game or in saying goodbye to my parents in five 
minutes. I had just spent 72 hours straight 
surrounded by around a hundred people whom I 
consider to be my family. I’d stayed up the last 
three nights in a tent with my close friends, 
laughing my face off having the time of my life. I 
couldn’t bear the thought of getting ready in five 
minutes and sitting with strangers watching a 
sport that I didn’t even care about. I waited it out 
and attended the icebreakers before going to get 
my room keys. I decided to sit out on the football 
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game, and my mother watched me as I half-
heartedly unpacked my things while Bapa 
napped on my bed. (Again - straight from camp-
ing.) Finally, after what felt like an eternity, my 
mother said to me, “Ini, you don’t look ready for 
this.” I immediately jumped at the opportunity and 
asked to be taken home. If you ask Mama about 
it, she’ll deny that this conversation ever hap-
pened. Nonetheless, I was happy to be going 
home and was planning on revisiting the whole 
university thing again in a couple days. My 
brother called soon enough to tell me that I was 
an idiot and that I should go back. And so began 
my undergraduate journey.  

One of my closest friends at university was 
Neha, whom I met through the community when 
we were kids. In all honesty, we didn’t really get 
along as kids, and when we were still little, her 
family moved away to Doha. Then around the 
time we were finishing high school, they moved 
back to Canada and our mothers, upon finding 
out that we’d be attending the same university in 
the fall, tried to get us to reach out to each other. 
Neither of us gave it much thought until the first 
day of class. I was walking to my first ever lecture 
and she was returning to her dorm room, when 
we bumped into each other. “Ineka?” she asked. 
I honestly didn’t know, I would be so happy to 
see her. It was so comforting to see a familiar 
face in a sea of unfamiliarity. I felt like I was 
meeting up with a family member. We immedi-
ately clicked and went to her residence building 
together, where she gave me the funniest room 
tour I’d ever gotten. We made plans to meet right 
after our classes for the day, and I went off to my 
first class feeling much less uneasy than I was an 
hour ago. That night, we met up for dinner and 
while talking, we found out we even had a night 
class together the next day! As the evening 
progressed, I regretted not reaching out to her 
sooner.  

As my friendship with Neha grew, I discov-
ered a cool perk of having an Odia friend at 
university - we could openly share things 
amongst ourselves without fear of being over-
heard! For example, Neha and I were at our 
university carnival and while lining up for free 
churros, I comfortably said to her “Chaal sei paTa 
ku jibaa, seiThi ete lambaa nahi.” She promptly 
understood and we secured our free churros with 
a little less hassle.  

When Neha and I came home for Fall Break, 
I was so excited to introduce her to the rest of my 
Odia friends back home at our annual Kumar 
Purnima function – namely Srushti, Srujani and 
Chandan. And for me personally, seeing all the 
familiar faces again was so comforting after 
having been away for so many weeks. Since 
then, our group has been inseparable. Over the 
last four years, we’ve emceed at functions 
together, organized games at picnics, washed 
industrial size dishes as a team, pulled all-
nighters together in a tent and set up everyone 
else’s tent at 
camping.  

One of my fa-
vourite memories 
was during one of 
our drama rehears-
als last year for 
Chha Mana Aatha 
Guntha. Srushti 
was in-charge of 
soundtrack, Srujani 
took care of lighting 
cues and I was 
responsible for 
dance narration 
with Chandan’s little 
sister, Sreeja. In our 
breaks between the 
scenes, we’d sit in 
my bedroom and edit music for the drama 
together, while rehearsal continued downstairs. 
This is a memory of something so simple, but 
one I hold very dear to my heart. It reminds me of 
all the other times when we’d been doing some 
community work together and enjoying each 
other’s company all the while. There’s something 
different about it. I find that it’s a more intimate 
kind of bonding when you’re always one of the 
last families to leave the function, so that you can 
clean up together, and you’re the first ones to 
arrive at camping, so that together, you can 
unload each other’s cars full of picnic supplies. 
And make countless trips back to those cars 
together because your parents realized they will 
in fact need the backup gas cylinder to cook 
today. You listen to your families talk about 
community matters, and you even watch them 
disagree with each other. But you know, at the 
end of the day, we’re all family.  

 
Me observing Mama doing 
Bapa’s makeup for drama (OSA 
Convention 1999)  
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I’ve definitely started to feel a stronger sense 
of belonging to our community since I’ve gone off 
to university. So much so that when my parents 
announced they were going to be out of the 
country at a wedding during one of our Bishuba 
Milana events, I asked Mama to help me arrange 
a ride so that I could still attend the function on 
my own. I wasn’t going to miss out just because 
my parents couldn’t make it!  

Recently, during quarantine, we had a 
CANOSA Raja Function via Zoom. Hearing 
everyone’s voices honestly made me a little 
emotional. Normally, when I come home from 
university in May, I see these folks almost every 
week (either for rehearsals or just for casual 
gatherings.) It’s definitely been odd and difficult 
this year not being able to see my aunties and 
uncles and my friends, who I consider family. I 
was really thankful to at least hear their voices 
and see their faces through a call! 

In growing up with this family, I’ve learned 
valuable skills about leadership, faced challenges 
that taught me to manage my time, witnessed 
examples that inspired me to work towards 
equanimity and discovered new meanings of 

friendship. Alt-
hough it’s come 
with its own set of 
struggles, I 
wouldn’t have had 
it any other way.  

This has been 
just a snippet of 
my experiences 
growing up as part 
of the Odia com-
munity in North 
America and I plan 
to write more on 
this topic!  

Lastly, I just 
wanted here to say 
that I thoroughly 
enjoyed the Virtual OSA Convention 2020. I’d like 
to applaud the organizers for a job well done. I 
intend on dedicating a separate article to that 
itself, which I hope, you all will give a read. Until 
then, take care and stay safe through this pan-
demic.  

 

The photographs in this article were taken by Sajneet Uncle during the 1999 OSA Convention.  
 
Ineka Panigrahi is in her 5th year of undergraduate studies at McMaster University in Hamilton, Canada. She is 
working towards a combined honours degree in Biology & Psychology, Neuroscience and Behaviour. Her 
passions include teaching, dancing and going on really long tangents. 

 
Mingling at OSA Convention 
1999, Toronto. Apparently, Mama 
was looking for me and she when 
they found me, I was trying to 
make a friend. 
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My Journey of Fifty Years 
 
Jnana Ranjan Dash 
  
Canada Days (1970-1979) 

It was a cool autumn afternoon on September 
18, 1970 when I landed in Ottawa, Canada. The 
air felt crisp and soothing compared to the heat 
and dust of Bhubaneswar and Kolkata 48 hours 
earlier. The travel agent in Kolkata organized a 
strange circuitous route for my first trip abroad: 
Bhubaneswar-Kolkata-Amsterdam-Zurich-
Montreal-Ottawa. He boasted that I could enjoy 
an overnight stay in Zurich, but all I did was sleep 
after the exhausting trip. When I landed in 
Ottawa, I felt excited to see a new country, but 
had a sinking feeling of not being able to go back 
to Odisha for a long time. The homesickness was 
intense.  

I was offered a scholarship for postgraduate 
study in aerothermodynamics at Carleton Univer-
sity in Ottawa. However, I was more attracted to 
the emerging field of computer modeling of 
complex systems. Hence after one semester, I 
switched to the University of Waterloo in the 
newly started engineering discipline of Systems 
Design. I was awarded a National Research 
Council fellowship while at Waterloo, but it was 
only for permanent residents of Canada. I went to 
the local immigration office where the officer 
shook my hand and issued a permanent resident 
status in a matter of 15 minutes. Summertime in 
Waterloo was spent visiting places like Stratford, 
Hamilton, Guelph, Toronto, Cambridge and 
Niagara Falls. 

Before my arrival, I had known one family - 
Mana Ranjan and Minati Pattanayak who lived 
up north in Sudbury. I also knew Sraddhananda 
Mishra from my Ravenshaw college days. He 
was a year senior, but we stayed in adjacent 
rooms at the New Hostel. He was a student at 
the University of New Brunswick in faraway 
Fredericton in eastern Canada. Another friend, 
Om Prakash Mohapatra had just joined the 
University of Toronto. While in Ottawa for first 
few months, I met the only Odia family of Saroj 
and Sunity Behera. The joy was indescribable. I 
became a permanent fixture at their apartment 
every weekend. My first Christmas holiday was 
spent with Mana Ranjan Babu’s family after an 
all-night bus trip to Sudbury.  

After my graduate 
studies, I started my 
career in Quebec and 
then Toronto. Those 
were the days with no Internet, no personal 
computer, no smartphones, no Facebook, and no 
WhatsApp messaging. Phone calls were impos-
sible and expensive. When I was an employee of 
IBM Canada, I started compiling a directory of 
Odias in North America. Locating fellow Odias 
was a personal favorite pastime for me. I asked 
an IBM secretary to type all these addresses, 
and she had a hard time pronouncing these 
strange names. I was the editor of the OSA 
quarterly newsletter, which covered all sorts of 
trivia (marriage, new-born baby, people move-
ment, visiting parents, news from home, etc.) The 
small community of Odias (around 600 families in 
all North America) became part of one big family. 

After I got married in 1975, my wife Sweta 
Padma joined me. She became a student and did 
her master’s degree in Econometrics from the 
University of Toronto. Just after two months of 
her arrival, I organized the first Canadian OSA 
Convention in July 1975 in Toronto, and 100 
people attended. It was a one-day affair. In our 
two-bedroom apartment, four families (from 
Detroit and Boston) stayed and helped cook the 
lunch for the convention. It was so much fun! The 
first Canadian summer cottage picnic started 
back in 1974 and became the torchbearer for 
many such picnics including the ones in Califor-
nia. When Akhyaya Mohanty, the singer, visited 
for the first time in 1979, Mana Ranjan Babu and 
I drove him to Montreal (300 miles from Toronto 
and he sang all the way) to a hastily organized 
program at late Nalini Hota’s house.  

Canadian cities were identified with an Odia 
family – Kingston meant Arjun Purohit, Montreal - 
Rabi Kanungo, Edmonton - Jagannath Das, 
Dundas - Sri Gopal Mohanty, London - Lalu 
Manasinha, etc.  

Canada remains dear to my heart. 

California Days (1980 - Now) 

I have lived for 40 years in the San Francisco 
bay area except for two years in Austin, Texas 
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from 1984 to 1986. During the early 1980s, the 
bay area Odia community was small having 
about 20 families. When Sikander Alam, the 
singer, visited in 1983, he stayed with us for a 
few days, and his musical program was held in 
our living room with all Odia families attending. 
The first OSA convention in California took place 
in 1987 at the Stanford University campus with 
Sarat Misro as the convener. Our California 
summer picnics brought families from both north 
and south and those were fun events. Locations 
like Pismo beach, Yosemite National Park, 
Sequoia National Park, Cambria, Morro Bay, and 
Santa Barbara became great venues.  

Other memorable events include the visit of 
Sunanda Patnaik and her program at the Ali 
Akbar College of music in front of Ustad Ali Akbar 
Khan. We also had Sanjukta Pangrahi, Kelu 
Charan Mohapatra, and other eminent Odissi 
dancers performing in the bay area during the 
1980s. We had our first Odisha Day celebration 
back in 1983 with cultural programs, display of 
Odisha handicrafts and books. Late Deba Ranjan 
Mohanty was the prime motivator of this event. 
During the 1980s, our house in Morgan Hill 
became a mini Utkal Bhavan, as many visitors 
from Odisha came and stayed that included our 
parents and other family members. 

The first large OSA convention was held in 
1983 at Bowie College in Maryland, organized by 
Pratap Das. We were regular attendees from the 
west coast, because that is where we met many 
of our east coast and Canadian friends. Then in 
1984, Mana Ranjan Pattanayak organized a 
bigger OSA Convention in Glassboro College, 
New Jersey. He also organized the 25th. OSA 
Convention in Pomona, NJ in 1994. California 
hosted the 1998 OSA Convention in Monterey 
with Saroj Behera as the convener. Subsequently 
we had two other conventions – 2005 in Los 
Angeles and 2010 in San Francisco bay area. 
Two other notable conventions are – 2015 OSA 
Convention in Washington DC and last year’s 
50th OSA Convention in Atlantic City. I would 
rank the 2013 Chicago convention as one of the 
best-organized events. 

The entire Odia community felt like a family in 
the good old days. I always claim that being a 
minority (within the Indo-American diaspora) has 
its advantages. We all know each other (less now 

than then) and these friends have become our 
family. We have spent more time with them than 
with our own relatives. When our parents and 
relatives visited, our friends would come regularly 
and provide such loving company that they never 
felt being in a foreign country.  

Today, our community has grown significant-
ly. Many young people may not feel the passion 
of meeting other Odias like we did. Given the 
easy communications now, India and Odisha do 
not feel far. I guess we were more homesick then 
than the current generation now. 

In Conclusion 

During my years here in California, many 
dear friends have departed us: Dilip Satpathy, 
Bijoy Mohapatra, Gauri Das, Akhil Gantayat, 
Deba Ranjan & Mamata Mohanty, Om Prakash 
Agrawal and Anuradha Pattanaik. I pray for their 
souls’ sadgati.  

These fifty years have been an incredible 
journey of friendship, love and community 
sharing. Our children are older and have kids of 
their own. They look back at the picnic and other 
community events with a lot of nostalgia. Now the 
second-generation kids are organizing the 
summer picnic at Santa Barbara campus in 
keeping with the old tradition. 

My initial fear of not being able to go back to 
Odisha was unfounded, as I must have made 
over 70 trips during these fifty years. I wrote a 
regular column for twenty years (1985-2005) in 
the daily Samaj titled “America Chithi” to com-
municate varieties of topics to the people of 
Odisha. This was before the era of the Internet, 
iPhone and social media. 

This has been a great journey of 50 years, and I 
am thankful to all for their love and kindness. 

Om Sarve Bhavantu Sukhinah,  
Sarve Santu Nir-Aamayaah | 
Sarve Bhadraanni Pashyantu,  
Maa Kashcid-Duhkha-Bhaag-Bhavet | 
Om Shaantih Shaantih Shaantih || 
May everyone be happy,  
May everyone be free from all diseases, 
May everyone see goodness and auspiciousness 
in everything,  
May none be unhappy or distressed 
Om peace, peace, peace!

 

6789 Glenview Drive, San Jose, California 
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A reflection on my exposure to tradition  
 
Sabita Panigrahi 
 

A couple of weeks ago, we celebrated our 
daughter’s birthday. I made chakuli and khiri. We 
offered puja to God. My daughter touched our 
feet. A simple tradition of offering chakuli khiri to 
God happens during birthdays of our children. My 
mother was doing same custom on her children’s 
birthdays. So, when my daughter touched my 
feet, I went back to my childhood when my 
parents were celebrating our birthdays this way 
and we used to touch their feet for blessings.  

It reminded me of the saying, “One genera-
tion takes nourishment from the other and gives 
back to the one that comes after.” It gave me a 
sense of continuity. Generations keeps changing, 
which is the rhythm of life. It provides a sense of 
comfort and security to family.  

Mostly, we tend to remember traditions we 
enjoyed when we were young. When I was 
growing up in Charbatia, Odisha, where my 
father was working for ARC (Aviation Research 
Centre,) I had many fond memories of witnessing 
regionally and culturally distinct traditions. We, 
children, used to get excited for celebrations 
such as Ganesh Puja by Maharashtrians, Pongal 
by Tamils, Guru Nanak Jayanti by Sikhs, Eid by 
Muslims, Durga Puja by Bengalis and Kumara 
Punei by Odias. I used to love seeing the differ-
ent costumes, music and dance. But the most 
exciting part was food. I still get excited when I 
think of having ‘Taak and Puran poli’ at Ganesh 
Puja or having suji halwa with ghee dripping 
down my elbow at Guru Nanak Jayanti celebra-
tion. I also have fond memories of Independence 
Day celebration where we witnessed dance and 
music from the different states of India. My 
parents always took us to these celebrations. I 
guess, without realizing it, they were instilling in 
us the appreciation for uniqueness and differ-
ences.  

When I was growing up in Baleswar, I re-
member celebrating festivals such as Raja, 
Prathamastami, Kumara Punei, Dipabali, Khudu-
rukuni, Manabasa Gurabara and many more. 
During Dipabali, aside from fireworks, we used to 
burn ‘Kauria kathi.’ I believe that is unique to 

Odia tradition. My mother 
used to say that by burning 
Kauria kathi, we pay our 
respects to our forefathers. It 
also teaches us that life is a journey, and birth 
and death are integral parts of life.  

As children, one of our jobs was to distribute 
pitha or sweets among neighbours and family 
friends. Our Christian friends used to bring cakes 
during Christmas. During these times, we all 
children felt togetherness, the warmth of respect 
and involvement irrespective of which festivals 
belonged to which tradition, which religion or 
which culture. I also remember Christmas time, 
when my father took us to visit churches. This 
worried some people, who advised my father that 
it was not a good idea to expose children to other 
religions. Their fear, at that time, was that we 
would be converted to another religion. We did 
not get converted. Rather, by witnessing different 
traditions, I learned to respect others who are 
different. It taught me to embrace people of 
different religions, different backgrounds and 
different cultures.  

Another way in which I was exposed to tradi-
tion was through music and dance. My parents 
used to take us to see various cultural programs 
whether it was classical vocal programs, Odissi 
dance, folk music, daskathia, palaa or drama. 
Since childhood, we used to practise music at 
home as part of regular study. We used to listen 
to songs in different languages on the radio. My 
parents would complement our listening of these 
songs with an explanation of the music types. 
Sometimes they would tell us about the purity of 
Champu, Chhanda, or about Rabindra sangeet 
and Nazrul songs. My father would add funny 
stories about his first exposure to classical music 
when he was a student in Pune. He still tells 
those stories. When I went to Rourkela for my 
studies, I noticed that girls in my hostel were 
listening to Abba or Beatles songs. During that 
time, I started learning ghazals, which became 
one of my favourite types of music.  
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Through music, festivals and my family tradi-
tions, I have realized that India is a blend of 
various cultures. I always feel fortunate to be 
have been born in a country so rich in heritage, 
with traditions so diverse that they vary from 
state to state and even town to town.  

After immigrating to Canada, I got the oppor-
tunity to witness different languages and different 
traditions from all over the world. Celebrating my 
own festivals in a new country had a different 
charm. Canada, being a free nation, welcomes 
people from all countries. In Canada, we have 
the freedom to practice our cultures and reli-
gions. It gave me pleasure to wear traditional 
clothes during festivals. All these festivals acted 
like a glue that brought a community of people 
together. We have brought our traditions to the 
new country, and we have adopted some new 
traditions. Once we had children, we started 
adding festivals into our family traditions such as 
Halloween, Thanksgiving or Christmas. And then 
we celebrated them in our own way. We cher-
ished beautiful moments spent together with 
family and friends. Getting exposure to different 
cultures and traditions brought openness within 
ourselves.  

Through the Odia community and Indian or-
ganizations, we got the chance to see many 
performances by local artists and artists from 
India. We also got the opportunity to sing, recite, 
dance or do drama through these organizations. 
In a fast paced society, it gave us a moment to 
think about harmony, community spirit, and at the 
same time, slow down to recharge ourselves 
mentally. It also helped us shift our minds into a 
different gear.  

Tradition is passed on from generation to 
generation based on practice and belief through 
festivals, music, culture, language and stories. 
Language is a vital part of passing on a tradition. 
We were fortunate to teach Odia language to our 
children with less effort in the sense that they had 
an interest to speak in Odia. At home, they 
always spoke in Odia. In Odia gathering, they 
loved to speak in Odia. Learning Odia helped 
them communicate with grand-parents and other 
relatives. I felt that by knowing the language, it 
was easy for them to acknowledge a positive 
sense of identity as well as to appreciate Odia 
culture. Luckily, they still have an interest in 

speaking Odia and they have also an interest to 
identify themselves as Odias.  

Tradition gives us a sense of belongingness. 
It gives us a sense of identity. Then the question 
arises - among a plethora of traditions, which 
ones do we carry? Which ones do we skip? 
Which ones do we pass on? When someone 
says that we should teach our kids our traditions, 
I am secretly confused about how to do that. Our 
children grew up fast before our eyes. Anyway, 
it’s too late for me, as our children are now young 
adults and are not ‘teachable’ by parents any-
more. Forget our children, we ourselves cannot 
learn the tradition. Mostly, I have held on to my 
family’s traditions. Even from those, I chose to 
keep some, modify some and ignore some. 
Tradition is not just about annual festivals. The 
real value of tradition is in the meaning and 
bonding it creates, the way it shapes family and 
our lives. Families differ, so why shouldn’t 
traditions? Even having dinner together daily is a 
family tradition. Study time is a family tradition. 
Preparing food together or cleaning the house 
together is a family tradition. Staying together on 
New Year’s Eve is a family tradition.  

We used to write and send greeting cards by 
mail to family members and friends. Now that 
family tradition has been transformed by Social 
Media.  

In my parents’ home, we used to do evening 
prayer together. After that, we used to meditate 
and then I used to practice music with my sister. 
That tradition continued until I left home for 
further study. Now it has been transformed to 
meditation only.  

Another one I have skipped is not calling my 
husband by his name. In Odia tradition, a wife is 
not supposed call her husband by name or never 
even utter his name. I have seen some call their 
husbands ‘ei’ or ‘ei sunucha?’ My mother calls 
my father, ‘sunuchanti?’ But if she has to give 
someone my father’s name, then she utters it. 
So, she has kept some of that tradition and some 
she has skipped. I have skipped it totally and I 
call my husband by his name. Sometimes staying 
rigid can be dogmatic.  

Sometimes traditions change because they 
do not fit current lifestyles. Just like my food 
habits. Often, I eat salad with sev or mixture. I 
eat sandwich with chatani. Sometimes I make 
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chhenapoda. My children call it ‘chhena-bake’ 
because I bake it in the oven. I put pumpkin seed 
in podapitha. I eat pears seasoned with black 
salt.  

Some traditions will always stay with me the 
way my habit of saying Odia words ‘haan’ or 
‘accha’ during English conversation. I even do 
this sometimes during my meetings at work.  

Tradition is a belief. It instills responsibility, 
integrity and edification. It reminds us of the 
values that matter in our lives. It gives us the 
opportunity to learn to appreciate differences. 

Tradition needs the flexibility to grow and change 
with us. Tradition gives us a good spirit to live 
and love. We will safeguard our traditions, but at 
the same time, we must respect the existence of 
others’ traditions.  

Whether we follow our traditions, keep them 
or skip them, we mustn't forget the main purpose 
of a tradition: the love and respect for humanity. I 
hope we continue to pass this important tradition 
to the next generation to bring harmony to the 
world.  

 

Toronto, Canada 
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Filial Duties 
 
Aparajita Misra 
 

"They might extend the weekend lockdown to 
5-day lockdowns every week in July," said my 
mother. 

I had a sinking feeling in the pit of my stom-
ach when I heard that. I had to quickly assess 
what support my parents needed if that hap-
pened. 

The lockdown started in March in India, the 
US, and other parts of the world. My brother and 
his wife were visiting India then and had to 
scramble to take the last available plane back to 
the US. 

My parents are in their eighties, who live in 
our hometown without any of their children. So 
we had come up with a plan to take turns to visit 
them often, so they always look forward to the 
trip from the next child. I was planning to visit 
next in April, and we all thought that I only 
needed to change my flight to India from the 
beginning of April to the end of April.  

We were hopeful that things will improve in a 
month. We were wrong.  

It has been almost four months since March, 
and we still do not know when the international 
flights will reopen. We all talk to our parents 
every day and try to make sure that they have 
enough support between my father's attendants 
and part-time help. My father asks when we will 
visit, and we say "tomorrow." This is a joke 
between my father and all of us always. I tell my 
mother that things will improve in a "month." I 
have been saying that since March. As children, 
whose parents live by themselves, we fervently 
pray that nothing goes wrong with their health. 
We have no plan B. That feeling of despair is 
unlike anything we have experienced in our lives. 

In the pre-COVID times (seems like a million 
years ago,) the discussions among friends would 
eventually end up about retirement and parents. 
We are all in our fifties and sixties, and this is a 
natural topic of discussion. Since I came to the 
US more than 30 years ago, I would notice subtle 
differences in how we approached our filial duties 
between the US and India. My friends told me 
that they did not expect their children to take care 

of them financially. We also 
feel the same in the USA, but 
there are other differences 
that are more cultural.  

It is true that the expectations from the Indian 
parents varied a lot based on their financial 
situations. The other day, I was watching a Hindi 
comedy-drama on Netflix about a Dubai returned 
Indian man. The man was nearing 40 and was 
desperate to get married. To me, it was a come-
dy until the man started crying while talking to his 
brother. He was frustrated because his parents 
were not able (or willing) to arrange his wedding 
even though his mother promised him that there 
was a long line of prospective brides, who were 
anxious to be his wife! 

When the movie progresses, you find out that 
it is the mother who is demanding a massive sum 
of dowry that none of the families of the prospec-
tive brides can meet. She justifies her demand by 
claiming that her daughter needs that money to 
get married. The fact that demanding dowry is 
illegal in India does not stop anyone. 

The movie had a satisfactory and tidy ending, 
as Hindi movies usually do. Still, it got me 
thinking about the expected responsibilities that 
children have towards their parents. Lower 
middle-class Indian parents work hard to raise 
their children and expect their children to take 
care of them when they become old. Things are 
changing now, and some parents decide to live 
independently and do not expect to live with their 
children. But that is because they choose that 
lifestyle and can afford it. However, people do not 
generally like to live in Old Age homes and 
consider that as a sign that their children do not 
care for them. 

On the other hand, things are very different in 
the United States. My seventy-something friend 
believes that people hope that their children will 
put them in good nursing homes if they are 
helpful to the children. When the parents get 
older and cannot live independently anymore, 
they look forward to moving to assisted housing 
where they will be comfortable. Social Security 
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and Medicare also help seniors when they get 
old. 

India does not have Social Security or Medi-
care, so older people are really on their own 
unless they have saved for their retirement.  

Unfortunately, some children do not treat their 
parents well when they become old. They 
sometimes take away their parent's properties 
and treat them like servants. A law called 
"Maintenance and Welfare of Parents and Senior 
Citizens Act" was passed in 2007 (see this link 
http://legislative.gov.in/sites/default/files/A2007-
56.pdf )  to address issues like this. This Act 

makes the children and heirs legally obliged to 
take care of their parents. I do not know whether 
this law is enforced a lot. Parents sometimes feel 
embarrassed to complain to anyone about their 
children. 

Many years ago, a colleague from Chicago 
decided to take early retirement so she could 
spend more time with her parents. I asked her 
whether her parents were elderly, and that is why 
she needed to take care of them. She said they 
were a lot of fun to be with and wanted to spend 
more time with them. 

We feel the same way about our parents 
since we love their company. My parents are 
always happy to see us and have never expected 
anything from us. Their needs are simple. They 
never gossip about anyone. My father used to 
love to play with new laptops, and my brother 
spoiled him with new ones every two years. They 
love books and start reading them as soon as we 
give it to them. 

Most of my friends have elderly parents in 
their eighties or nineties in India. In half of the 
cases, their parents live by themselves in their 
own homes. They have people to help them 
cook, clean, and regularly give them medicines. 
Sometimes they depend on relatives when there 
is an urgent need to go to the hospital. My 
siblings and I visit my parents often, so they 
always know who is coming next. We all look 
forward to sitting together, having tea, or watch-
ing a favorite TV show together. Our parents’ 

home is a happy place bustling with activity. They 
have family and friends visiting them regularly, 
and my mother also knows the family situation of 
the local grocer or the newspaperman. Even 
though my mother stopped her PhD work after I 
was born and never worked after that, she hires 
many people for different projects and manages 
them well. She knows "someone" for every 
household equipment at home, whether it is the 
water filter, or the air conditioning system, or the 
fridge. Interestingly, these pieces of equipment 
break down in India with alarming regularity. The 
phone guy comes every month to pick up the 
phone bill, so she does not have to worry about 
that. Some people in India reduce the salary of 
the domestic help when they miss a day because 
of sickness or travel. During the pandemic, the 
government asked the people to give them full 
pay. No one had to ask my mother, though. She 
never reduces money from their salary if they 
need to take off or they get sick.  

Speaking of expectations, I have also seen 
some Indian- American parents having unfair 
expectations from their children. One lady 
complained to me that her son only got her an 
iPad, whereas her friend's son gave her a car! It 
is an amusing anecdote to share, but I was 
shocked when I realized that she was not joking. 
We know that not having any expectations from 
your children (or anyone else for that matter) is 
the answer to a happy life. I do not expect my 
children to present me with a car, but I am happy 
when my son got me coffee from Starbucks in 
the pre-COVID times, or when my daughter 
surprised me with the latest mystery novel on 
Mother's Day.  

Now, we have regular Zoom calls like the rest 
of the world. We play word games and Pictionary 
on Zoom with the children. We make WhatsApp 
video calls with our parents so that they feel 
close to us. We discuss movies and TV serials 
with all of them. We tell one another to be careful 
and be safe. And we wait patiently for the Pan-
demic to stop raging. 

Hopefully, we can travel in a month. 

 
 

New Jersey 
 

http://legislative.gov.in/sites/default/files/A2007-56.pdf
http://legislative.gov.in/sites/default/files/A2007-56.pdf


         2020 OSA Souvenir, Urmi 

169 

 

Personal Reflections on Jawaharlal Nehru Uni-
versity: Then and Now 
 

Annapurna Devi Pandey 
 

It has been 34 years since I graduated from 
Jawaharlal Nehru University (JNU.) After JNU, I 
spent many years teaching in Odisha, and with a 
short stint at Cambridge, UK. I have been living 
in the United States for the last three decades. I 
am a proud JNUite and feel indebted to my alma 
mater for helping me become who I am today. 

Many of my relatives, members of the Indian 
American community, among others, chide me 
for being a “rebel and a revolutionary,” a stereo-
type that most JNU students wear as a badge of 
honor. 

In 2019, my friend and classmate Susan 
Viswanathan, a professor at JNU’s Centre for the 
Study of Social Systems (CSSS) had invited me 
to the premiere of my film “Road to Zuni” on the 
campus. We set the date in the month of No-
vember and I was pretty excited to return to JNU 
and discuss the film with the always enthusiastic 
and inquisitive graduate students and faculty. 

In the meantime, I heard about the JNU stu-
dents protest against a hefty fee hike and the 
ensuing conflict between the students’ union and 
the university establishment with arrests, campus 
closing and so on. In response, the ruling BJP 
government has been portraying JNU as an anti-
establishment institution, and the students and 
the faculty as left-wing disrupters. What has gone 
wrong? 

In November 2019, I arrived in New Delhi and 
was all set to show my film. The plan for me was 
to stay at the JNU guest house on the campus. 
From the airport, I got the news that many 
students have been arrested, and the campus is 
flooded with police. I was so disheartened! 

In any case, I was allowed inside the campus 
and settled down in the poorly managed guest 
house. It was so sad to see the deteriorating 
condition of the guest house — it was even 
worse than a third-rate hotel in India. I was told 
that the establishment is not interested in main-
taining the quality of this international guest 
house. 

Since the classes were can-
celled and the buildings were 
locked, showing of my film 
became uncertain. The students were loitering in 
front of locked buildings. On the day of the film 
showing, a film faculty sneaked us into her 
department building. Students were patiently 
waiting, and I had the most vigorous discussion 
after the screening. This is JNU, its academic 
spirit still intact in spite of the chaos outside. 
Students and faculty are the ones who actualize 
the vision of its founder. 

JNU was inaugurated in 1969 as a tribute to 
India’s first prime minister Jawaharlal Nehru. JNU 
was started as a research-oriented postgraduate 
university, the first of its kind in India, reaching 
out to a diverse body of students and faculty from 
all over the country. G. Parthasarathy, popularly 
known as GP, the founder of JNU, really wanted 
a research university to train the future leaders of 
India. Being educated at Oxford and being close 
to the Nehru and Indira Gandhi establishment, he 
had a worldview, which was very Nehruvian. He 
wanted all-India representation at JNU and make 
higher education accessible to all sections of 
Indian society. 

GP emphasized two things as very critical to 
university — its faculty and its student body. For 
recruitment of the faculty, he relied on traditional 
sources, for students he followed the model of 
written examinations coupled with interviews 
conducted by UPSC on an all India basis. In 
order to make the examination accessible to the 
students from all over the country and expose 
them to the capital of India, JNU invited selected 
students to the campus for the written examina-
tion. In the late 1970s, it was a thrill for me to get 
an invitation to the written examination. My train 
fare was covered, and it was a great incentive for 
me to get out of my little world — comfortable, 
secure and overprotected. I argued with my 
family to let me travel the long distance three 
days from Cuttack to Delhi on Utkal express 
covering half a dozen states (my very first time 
visit to the capital city.) 
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Even after so many years, my heart weeps 
when I hear negative things about JNU. Why do I 
feel so close to my alma mater? I had finished 
my final BA examinations at Ravenshaw and was 
idly squandering away my summer wondering 
whether I was getting married or going for higher 
education. My fate depended on a good proposal 
suitable enough for my parents to give away their 
only daughter in marriage. In my family, I was the 
first-generation girl to go to college. University 
was not in my radar for sure. One of my seniors 
in college told me that he was in the sociology 
program at JNU and encouraged me to apply. He 
insisted that there was no better university than 
JNU for sociology and would I be interested in 
applying? 

My father was a very celebrated school-
teacher and was well known for teaching math 
and English. But he knew nothing about JNU. My 
mother was barely literate and was a housewife. 
Even though she had not spent much time in 
school, she had a dream for her daughter, which 
I came to know later in life. My parents trusted 
me and took a leap of faith to send me 1700 
kilometers away for higher education. 

JNU was a transformative experience in my 
life. In retrospect, I realize, if I had not gone to 
JNU my life would have taken a different turn. 
Later when I started teaching, so many young 
students especially women were enamored of 
going out of state and with my support went to 
study at JNU. Now after 40 years, they tell me 
what a great impact my JNU degree made on 
them. 

In the Summer of 1977, reaching the sprawl-
ing JNU campus spread over more than 1,000 
acres took me to a new world. I was scheduled to 
stay at the Godavari, the first women’s hostel on 
the campus. I shared my room with a young 
woman from western UP who had come to study 
French. I realized that six-year language degree 
courses are offered here at JNU. Six-year degree 
in languages is one of the flagship programs and 
integral to JNU curriculum. What a novel oppor-
tunity for young aspirants in the 1970s! 

I was really nervous to start with. I did not 
even speak English before coming to JNU and 
here I had to, especially with fellow students from 
the non-Hindi speaking states as well as the 
faculty. I also had to twist my tongue in Hindi 
while conversing with all the staff at the hostel, 

dhabas and other facilities on the campus. I felt 
like a frog out of the well, and still remember the 
most embarrassing moment in my life when I 
could not think of the Hindi word for comb while 
explaining it to Dhanbanti, the staff at the hostel 
gate. 

Miraculously, I passed the written test. Then 
the toughest part was the oral interview. I was so 
anxious, and my stress hormones were very 
active. To my utter surprise, my professors were 
very kind to me. Even after 43 years, I vividly 
remember that one of them asked me whether I 
was homesick. I almost cried. After that, my 
interview was a blur. I found out that I got into the 
master’s program at the center for the study of 
Social System (CSSS). The rest is history. 

I was struck by the quality of education and 
the diversity of my professors representing 
different perspectives. My professors were world-
class, being trained in leading departments of 
sociology around the country and abroad. I was 
introduced to politics on the campus — Student 
political bodies namely Student Federation of 
India (SFI) and the Free Thinkers, in particular. I 
was free to make my choice and decided to 
remain a free thinker. But I made friends both in 
SFI and Freethinkers groups and these friend-
ships are lifelong. 

In 2019, when I was in Odisha, the JNUites of 
the state-organized an alumni meeting, the 
second since it started in 2018. I was invited as a 
speaker. It was wonderful to see 100s of JNUites 
from my state, and It was no surprise to see that 
from Culture Minister, Chief secretary, state 
secretary, DG Police, and so many other dignitar-
ies including VCs of three different universities 
were proud JNUites. Each one of them shared 
how JNU played a very important role in making 
them what they have become. 

When I joined JNU, I did not know what the 
direction my life would take. With my first partici-
pation in a women’s studies meeting at SNDT 
University, Mumbai, I decided to work on gender, 
politics and women’s activism. For my M Phil, 
and PhD. I chose to do research on gender 
activism and have been engaging with it focusing 
it on India and Indian diaspora. I teach at a 
research university in California and take great 
pride in inspiring hundreds of students every 
year. 
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I have reflected on the impact of JNU on me. 
At the age of 19, I spent four years for my MA 
and M.Phil., and then went on to teach at Ra-
venshaw College (now University) in Odisha. But 
I continued my JNU connection until I finished my 
PhD in 1986. JNU gave me the courage to think 
on my feet, helped me build up an agency to 
respect my own identity, spread my wings and 
embrace the world. Even after several decades 
since I left JNU, I am drawn towards my alma 
mater. By going to JNU, I acquired friendships all 

over the country and now all over the world. I 
have developed a better appreciation of the 
diversity of thoughts, perspectives, opinions and 
at the same time treat each other with respect 
and dignity. That’s what going to a great universi-
ty does, exposing one to a wider spectrum of 
humanity. These days, students from all over the 
world are studying at JNU and are enrolled in 
various degree programs. What a privilege it is to 
be called a JNUite! Long live JNU! 

 
 

Anthropology Department, University of California, Santa Cruz. adpandey@ucsc.edu 
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Reframed Spirit 
 
Jayasmita Mishra 
 

Shivani, sank into a chair and sighed with a 
deep sense of remorse.  

I have lost 38 years of my life, imprisoned in 
my own home. Did I really lose all those years? 
Abstractly, it took me ages to build my home - a 
sweet family with strong bonds. 

It’s me, to be honest and reflective, I am a 
people pleaser. My basic instinct prompts me to 
think more about others than myself. I am always 
eager to offer someone my services of any kind, 
it is what they want — praise, attention, invest-
ment — to feel valued and special. The other 
side of me craves for attention and recognition, 
which involves the finer aspects of life: there is 
nothing more romantic or sentimental than 
feeling loved, noticed and appreciated. I’m not 
exactly proud of this demeanor, but I know, I’m 
not alone. After all, I have always been my 
Mom’s Thumbelina and Dad’s little princess. 

Born and brought up in a sheltered house-
hold with doting parents, I never had an oppor-
tunity to be on my own. Till date, I had never 
tasted freedom as an adult. Marriage came with 
its own set of primacies; besides the normal 
compromises and adjustments that I had to 
make, many a times I believed that I was literally 
transferred from one prison to another. 

There is no one-size-fits-all approach to en-
suring a happy married life for a daughter. 

The match maker had made sound predic-
tions. Our horoscopes were acceptable, and he 
had promised a Queen’s life for me. As my 
parents weighed all pros and cons, fate ensured 
the rest. Amidst tears of pain and joy, I had 
stepped out of my home to start a new life with 
the Mehers. 

‘Yuvan,’ belonged to a respectable and edu-
cated family. They owned a flourishing real 
estate business, which kept the men engrossed 
while we, as women, became the homemakers. 
Staying at home was not a problem for me, but 
being a graduate in Fine Arts, at times I yearned 
to catch up with my dance and painting skills, 
which framed a part of me. My in-laws were strict 
and straightforward. 

 Thumbelina was impris-
oned: my passions were 
locked up and it came to a 
point that I was left with no 
friends. I craved for my husband’s attention, time 
and care. He travelled for business more often 
leaving me behind - a cry babe. Sooner than 
usual, I realized Yuvan had no say in family 
matters; he loved his outdoors life and I had 
married into a family with shackles. Afterall, 
Yuvan was a Mama’s boy. He was self-centered 
to the point of narcissism; co-dependent and 
promiscuous; soon I lost my trust. Dad seemed 
to have no voice, he tried to shield me in many 
ways and give us some freedom, yet he failed.  

It was my personality that gave in, before I 
could realize, I became a dummy, dancing to the 
tune of my Mom-in-law’s whims and commands. 
A perfect fit, she commanded, demanded and I 
obeyed. Controlling folks thrive from the safety 
net that they can tread on. It was easy in this 
case as it was an open arena. Manipulative and 
smart, the high and mighty knew when to strike 
the chord and she was able to offer or revoke her 
affection at any time as I danced to her tune.  

At first, everything around me seemed un-
comfortable. In retrospect, it probably helped as I 
got used to the commitment. Brought up in a joint 
family, my adaptability was better and the prox-
imity to my parents helped bridge the gap. Each 
time, I complained, both Maa and Papa would be 
extra careful to nourish within me the true virtues 
of an obedient child. Maa would give me an extra 
hug, “we are proud to have the Mehers as family; 
Yuvan is a gem of a boy; the power of love is 
infinite! Increase the dose, my dear, this phase 
too will pass.” This gave me no scope to develop 
arms of my own. 

As a newly married woman, I used to struggle 
to understand the difference between my mater-
nal home’s lifestyle and that of my new in-laws’. 
Coming from a different state, it was more of an 
adjustment factor as everything seemed alien. 
From the food to the expectations and response 
towards me, the ground was shaky.  
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I was desperate to make Yuvan my own. His 
response was atypical, at times my world 
seemed to be spinning around him while the very 
next day he used to fling me out of his heart. 
Besides having a severe anger problem, slowly I 
realized, he was a Casanova, spending most of 
his time outside the home. Irritated, aggravated 
and puzzled, I stood dazed. It was a matter of our 
collective happiness. I did not want to tarnish his 
image. I felt completely rejected and dejected. I 
couldn’t talk about this with anyone. I didn’t want 
to involve my mum or siblings as this was my 
family’s matter. At times, I contemplated suicide; 
fear gripped me; I wasn’t brave/coward enough 
for that.  

A fair, tall and handsome Yuvan could strike 
a lightning in many women. I thought, it wasn’t 
really his fault; the stars were to be blamed. 
Circumstances just made it happen. I grew 
stronger, and this gave me the courage to be 
grounded. Heaven gifted me with a bonus; Luv 
and Kush arrived to fill in the void. People with 
dual personality patterns know very well the act 
of role playing. Yuvan posed as a perfect father 
at home. The kids, mutual obligations, social 
shame and so many factors contributed. It was 
hard for me to break the knot. Gradually, I turned 
my focus within myself and devoted more and 
more of my time to the family, my hands were 
full, and I had no time for drama.  

Thanks to the social media, posting cute baby 
pictures on face book and looking forward to 
sweet comments from friends and family gave a 
boost to my fractured ego. I had the freedom to 
interact with people from all over the world on 
this virtual platform. It gave me enough scope to 
position myself into the social hierarchy and 
allowed me to portray a certain side of myself. I 
kept telling myself, this is my home and I am the 
master of my own self. I used to prefer to be 
quiet most of the time, and eventually, any 
attempt at a conversation was reduced to a 
monologue. The quandary had to be solved 
silently, and I had to fight it. 

For many years, I was treated as an outsider 
in family matters. While I faced many emotional 
turbulences later in life, and it was not easy to be 
accepted, I wasn’t reduced to a nervous wreck. I 
was able to hold my own and realized that every 
not so acceptable interaction had two sides to it - 
theirs and mine. If it was important enough, I took 

the initiative to resolve it. Otherwise I just let it 
slide.  

Our relationship could have gone downhill if 
matters were left to fester and misunderstanding 
clouded our behavior. But thankfully it didn’t. As 
the kids grew up, the focus shifted. Yuvan 
became more mature; his dad fell sick for days 
and breathed his last. Mom engrossed herself 
more and more with community meetings and 
spiritual gatherings.  

I ventured out from home volunteering my 
time in the kids’ school. My interaction with other 
mothers in the school lit up my spirit, and I 
enjoyed the social congregations. Life itself is 
tough, and I didn’t have to remind myself that 
there are many trials. Developing a thick skin to 
withstand every storm is a particularly good thing 
to have; thankfully I had it. 

The COVID 19 epidemic came from nowhere 
affecting people irrespective of class, clan and 
color. Area counties ordered a shelter-in-place. 
The pandemic was still nascent. Yuvan tried to 
be as diligent as he could about safety; sanitizing 
everything he touched, wearing gloves and 
masks. But after noticing his senses weren’t 
working well, other symptoms began to crop up: 
he felt lightheaded, lethargic and started feeling 
short of breath and chest tightness just from light 
conversations. The following day, he got tested 
for the coronavirus at a drive thru clinic. The 
results were positive. 

The first reaction was fear. I prayed hard and 
God granted me the strength. Yuvan was quar-
antined upstairs while we stayed in the ground 
floor, remotely looking after his needs. His cough 
was terrible, and the fever would shoot up. Deep 
inside, I could feel his pain. It was tough. I had to 
handle things with great care, making sure that 
the other family members remained safe. 

It changed everything. For the first time I un-
derstood that no matter how much we think we 
are in control of our lives, the rug can be pulled 
from under us in an instant. I started really 
thinking about the act of being active and alive. 
My purpose was to stay healthy and become a 
strong support to my family. I knew, I had to get 
up in the morning, be tired, slog a lot, become a 
super Mom, supervise the business, - the list was 
endless. As days passed, every day was a 
repeat of the same cycle.  
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This disease brought in a change in Yuvan; 
he started realizing my worth as I relentlessly 
took care of him and the household. The frustra-
tion of the nurses and doctors in the hospital 
taught him the hard reality of life. Unlike him, he 
started praying and becoming spiritual. Every-
thing changed, and the atmosphere was upset-
ting, yet we all strived for one goal - family 
wellbeing. Both of us were apprehensive; Maa 
had become subdued.  

Yuvan was not the person he was. Living a 
calmer life, possessions lost their importance, 
and his life was more fulfilled. He became less 
judgmental of others, kinder, gentle, and more 
purposeful. He felt a sense of gratitude towards 
me as he became better day by day. Luv and 
Kush played an important role in becoming 
perfect buffer. We looked forward to the zoom 
family meetings that we regularly had; the virtual 
platform united us. God listened to my prayers; 
after a few days, Yuvan climbed down the stairs 
with a negative Covid report. He was ready to 
donate his plasma to make a difference in other 
people’s lives. I smiled; half the battle was won.  

As age started calling upon on Maa, gradually 
she experienced some physical limitations. I had 
to take care of this new baby of mine. I now knew 
my mother-in-law very well; she has always been 
the boss. I also knew that she did not want to be 
mothered. Guess no one would? I gave a pat on 
my back that the time had come when I would be 
making all the decisions for another adult, which 
was not an easy job.  

 

 Still very smart mentally, she had learned to 
change gears as needed. Finally, she started 
acknowledging, appreciating, and encouraging 
her daughter-in-law’s subtle and responsible 
behavior and benevolent acts. She had the 
inherent knack of being sweet tongued at her 
own discretion; as well as capable of being 
sarcastic and dominating as per the situation. 
However, she slowly realized somewhere in the 
corner of her heart that her daughter-in-law was 
the only one who thoughtfully took care of every 
little thing that she needed and desired. She was 
the one who never answered back. 

Thankfully, Nature gave me the wisdom to 
become a mother to my mother-in-law. Innately I 
could understand her needs as to when to hold 
her hand, what to cook for her, take her to the 
doctor, dry her wet hair, bring her favorite fruits, 
and so on. Eventually, she could not restrain 
from showing her confidence in her daughter-in-
law. A victory indeed! 

 Forbearance is a fruit that will grow with your 
experience of being stretched in faith, especially 
in times of trial.  

 The years of turmoil was a perfect test for 
me to have trust in God’s perfect timing. For-
bearance is another word for patience; you don’t 
have to pray for patience…it’s there already! We 
must just release and reframe the spirit. The 
match maker had made precise forecast. Grown 
up as adults, Luv and Kush have become strong 
pillars of edifice on which the foundation rests. 

Shivani recalled her Mama’s statement – 
“That which can’t be cured has to be endured.” 

 
 
 

Dr. Jayasmita Mishra received her doctorate degree from Delhi University: India, in the field of-Psychology. 
Currently she lives in Ossining, New York with her family. She has regularly contributed to OSA journal for many 
years. Smitamishra720@gmail.com 
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What we can do to help odisha for the covid-19 
pandemic 
 

Dr. Debendra Kumar Das 
 

Introduction: Sometimes in December 2019 a 
novel coronavirus entered from an animal to the 
human stream in Wuhan, China. The nanometer 
scale spherical shaped virus was extremely 
contagious and soon spread to South Korea, 
Japan, Italy, Spain, Iran, France, United Kingdom 
and the United States. I was in Odisha from the 
beginning of December 2019 until the middle of 
February 2020. During that period, I did not hear 
about the presence of this coronavirus, now 
named Covid-19, either in India or the United 
States. In March it started spreading in the 
United States, wreaking havoc in New York and 
New Jersey. It started very slowly in India with 
only a handful of infections in Odisha during the 
early March. Although it was devastating in 
Europe and America, its spread was quite low in 
India in the beginning. However, Covid-19 has 
spread steadily and now it is raging on in the 
United States, Brazil, India, Mexico, Russia and 
many countries of the world. As of this writing 
(July 2020), the worldwide infections are 12.5 
million with 560,000 deaths. The US is worst hit 
with more than 3 million infections and 130,000 
deaths by now. India is in the third place in the 
world for infections with a number, more than 
820,000 at present. I believe, it is God's bless-
ings that the number of deaths in India has been 
low compared to that in the USA and Europe, 
which stands at slightly above 22,000 thus far. 
Odisha shows a comparatively lower infection 
with 12,500 infections and 60 deaths now.  

I am deeply concerned that due to the high 
density of population, the Covid-19 pandemic in 
India could spread to an unprecedented number. 
It will strain the hospitals to their limit and has 
already disrupted the livelihood of the people due 
to the shutdown of the regular day-to-day busi-
nesses. The relatively affluent western countries 
in the world are finding it hard to handle this 
business-closure due to the epidemic. Therefore, 
we can imagine the challenges to keep the 
people of India fed and cared for during this 
period of the pandemic. Some of the richer states 

of India may get significant 
help, but people of Odisha 
have a hard time ahead.  

Help from the Odia Diaspora: That is where the 
Odia diaspora can come in as a great source of 
help to the needy folks of our homeland during 
this global pandemic. In my native area, Ken-
drapara, I have observed that about 30% of the 
people are daily laborers. They are called "Daily 
Mulia or Majuria." If they do not get laborer work 
on a regular basis, they cannot feed their fami-
lies. Many of them are sitting idle since the 
beginning of this pandemic, which caused the 
lockdown. Most shops are closed which engage 
and employ a significant number of people. As, 
the businesses have stopped operating, the 
incomes of employees and those of daily hawk-
ers have disappeared.    Therefore, I appeal to 
the OSA members to come forward and help 
those who are in the lower rung of the income 
level in Odisha. Particularly, women, children and 
elderly people are vulnerable now and are in 
desperate needs. Your timely help will make their 
suffering less severe and will certainly help in 
alleviating this unsurmountable problem created 
by the coronavirus epidemic. With your help, they 
will come out healthier physically and mentally at 
the other end of this pandemic crisis and bounce 
back to their normal lives and do well within a 
short period of time. 

Examples of Organizations to Help and Their 
Needs: Observing the sudden loss of income of 
so many people and long lines in front of food 
banks in a rich country like United States, I 
realized in April that future will bring severe 
problems in a relatively poor state like Odisha. 
Hence, right away I contacted my family mem-
bers, relatives and friends in Odisha to expect a 
very dire situation due to joblessness. I request-
ed them to mobilize their relief efforts on behalf of 
Banchhanidhi Das and Srimati Devi   Charitable 
Trust. This is our family trust formed about 20 
years ago to respond to frequent devastations of 
coastal villages by severe cyclones in the region 
of Kendrapara. Thus far, the volunteers of the 
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family trust have assessed the situations at many 
villages and have found that help is urgently 
needed. They have already helped the following 
types of organizations, with different kinds of 
help. The list below gives some idea on what 
types of organizations and villages are receiving 
help in Kendrapara area. You can find similar 
suitable places near your home village, town or 
city and focus on providing help to them through 
your family, relatives, friends and social workers.  

(i) Korua Kanyashrama, a place for many or-
phans and poor girls.  

(ii) Daily laborer colony near Kendrapara-
Paradeep Expressway (See Figure 1) 

(iii) An Untouchable Sahi (village); Nadiabarei 
Harijan Sahi (See Figure 2) 

(iv) At a weaving community (Tantubaya Sam-
itee) near Pattamundai 

(v) A shelter called Reswa for destitute women 
(the term given by them) in Kendrapara  

(vi) Lutheran Mahila Samitee and Nivedita 
Ashram, a place for orphans and poor children 
plus a rest home for elderly people without any 
resources.   

(vii) The leprosy colony on the outskirt of Ken-
drapara town  

Although the above organizations are in the 
Kendrapara area, each of you can find similar 
organizations near your birthplace. Please focus 
on some of them. I remember the advice of my 
elders, "many hands make the work light."   

The types of items needed by the residents 
that are being provided are: 

(i) Dry foods, e.g. Biscuit, Chuda, Flour, Cooking 
oil etc. 

(ii) Mask, Soap and Gamuchha (thin towel) (See 
Figure 3) 

(iii) Some clothing: Sari, lungi to elderly and 
dresses for children 

(iv) Some off the counter medicines that will keep 
the folks free from common flu and stomach 
ailment, so they are better prepared to fight the 
coronavirus infection. 

It costs approximately Rs. 1000/- to help a 
family per week, so $100 can serve 7 families. 
Our Charitable Trust is unable to meet the need 

to help all of them every week. Thus, once a 
month is of significant help to them. Although it is 
not adequate, I take solace  

in the fact that doing something is better than 
doing nothing. Ultimately, the scientists will invent 
a successful vaccine and the ravages of the 
coronavirus will be brought under control. That 
should be achieved by a minimum loss of life and 
a minimum damage to the long-term health of the 
younger population. I believe that the folks we 
help in Odisha will be in better health; capable 
and ready to bounce back and resume their 
normal lives in earning their livelihoods, as soon 
as the coronavirus pandemic is brought under 
control. 

  

 

Figure 1. Dry food distribution in the daily laborer 
colony 
 

 

Figure 2. Dry food distribution in an untouchable 
village; Nadiabarei Harijan Sahi 

   In addition to the financial help, educational 
help is also being provided by our health care 
volunteers at these organizations. Lessons on 
importance of the use of mask and sanitation are 
given. Furthermore, our volunteers are motivating 
organizations to work collaboratively. One 
example is: clothing and elastic bands are 
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provided to the residents of Reswa, the destitute 
women shelter. They sew the masks which are 
being distributed in "Bastis" to poor families.  

 

 

Figure 3. Mask distribution in a village  

How Your Contributions Will Benefit? 

(i) It will relieve poor families from the tremen-
dous financial burden they are facing now due to 
a lack of income caused by business closure. 
The money will help them tide over this corona-
virus calamity. The families will manage the basic 
necessity of food and clothing, and children may 
not suffer from a significant lack of nutrition. If 
they remain healthy, they will bounce back when 
the coronavirus disappears. This timely help can 
relieve the mental strain and anxiety of the poor 
families in shanty towns and "Bastis" (villages) of 
lower caste or untouchable class (which unfortu-
nately still exists in rural Odisha.)    

(ii) Your contribution and effort may inspire other 
like-minded generous people of Odisha, who will 

initiate charitable projects to help the needy folks 
in their localities. There are plenty of well-to-do 
people in Odisha. If they are inspired to take care 
of the needy at difficult times, then the help from 
outside the Odisha may not be needed. Your 
example may create a new way of thinking in 
your ancestral village, town or city. 

(iii) Once local social service leaders and volun-
teers are trained through these projects and 
become motivated, noticing the success of such 
projects, they can think in innovative ways to 
handle future problems of their locality. 

(iv) Children and students will receive benefits 
from your gift in the interim period, so they can 
transition into their education as soon as the 
coronavirus is brought under control. 

(v) People of your village and town will be highly 
pleased and very proud of you. Although you 
have left your homeland, you have not forgotten 
it and you still care for its well-being. You are 
willing to contribute your hard-earned money for 
their welfare. 

(vi) Your generosity in giving will set an example 
for many young people, who will carry the banner 
in the future. Seeing your motivation and timely 
help to the people in need, our young Odias will 
emulate similar charitable activities in Odisha, 
India and the USA.  

 

Dr. Debendra Kumar Das lives in Fairbanks, Alaska, where he serves as a Professor of Mechanical Engineering 
Emeritus at the University of Alaska. 
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Dancing Floaters 

 
Mamata Misra 

 
 

Lying on my back 
on the bench by the fishpond 

I see a clear blue sky 
Not a single cloud 

not even a jet cloud 
or a faint crescent daytime moon 

Only dark floaters of my eyes 
dancing across a blue sky 

 
Interesting! I examine their 

sizes, shapes, numbers, density… 
Scenes arise from the past 

of the birth or discovery of each 
Words arise in the eye-doctor’s voice – 

“Floaters … vitreous detachment … part of aging!” 
 

I pause. I breathe. I slow down. 
 

Which way would this thinking go? 
Three pathways open up 

like in children’s multiple-choice mystery books 
Vitreous Detachment Way needs the Internet vehicle 

not available at this silent retreat 
Aging pathway is wide with possibilities, 

some scary and some funny, where 
imagination can run wild 

 
I smile! 

I choose to stay where I am 
Watching the dark floaters of my eyes 

dance across the blue sky. 
 

 

 

4217 Endcliffe Drive, Austin, Texas 78731 
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A Moment of Truth 

Niranjan Mishra 

 
A “moment” is just not a moment, 

It’s more than anything in life, 
In a moment, we can’t climb the Everest, 

But in a moment, we can fall from the highest peak, 
In a moment, we can’t build castles, 

But in a moment, we can bring them to ruins. 
 

It takes thousands of moments to build relations, 
But to lose, it takes only a moment’s actions. 

 
A long search and perseverance lead us to a great conclusion, 

But it takes less than a moment to alter it to another path. 
 

History has taught us, life’s journey has trained us, 
Opportunity, right decision and momentary impulse 

are valuable and fruit-bearing and rewarding, 
But a “moment’s” unwise thought and error in judgment, 

Can have catastrophic ends, and no way to reverse. 
 

So, my friend! think of this “Moment of Truth” 
As life’s greatest gift and noblest Path. 

 

 

Canada 
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A tale as old as times 
 
Pooja Nayak 

 
I think every kid from 90’s has read tinkle, 

Panchatantra, Jakata tales and others. But my 
favorite ones are shared by both of my grand-
mothers. I feel, the best stories are shared during 
power outages with all my cousins sitting togeth-
er in the open terrace during starry nights. 

The summer holiday meant rushing off to 
Rairangpur to enjoy some delicious food and 
spend quality time with my cousins. The best part 
of any summer trip was having my DADI and 
NANI staying less than a mile away from each 
other.  

One such night was the summer of 99; it was 
our 5th day of the vacation. I just returned from 
my Nani’s place after sumptuous abadha for 
lunch. For background, “abadha” is a food, also 
called Mahaprasad, is our Lord Jagannath’s 
favorite. It’s appreciated worldwide for being 
cooked using less oil and spice, nonetheless, 
remaining flavorsome.  

Once we reached home, my mom entered 
the kitchen to help my aunts prepare dinner with 
local fresh produce and make fish curry. Dad 
went out with all the uncles to get vegetables for 
the next day. 

It was a very hot and humid night. We were 
all very restless with so much of heat inside the 
house. So, we decided to head to the terrace to 
get some cool breeze before dinner. 

As we made our way to the terrace, we saw 
Dadi sitting on her table with her “pan” box and a 
candle lit next to her. My Dadi had drooping eyes 
and had issues with her vision. So, we thought of 
brining her along to the terrace to sit with us.  

We all sat on the floor of the terrace with the 
slight breeze blowing beneath the stars and 
moonlight. We thought of playing games and 
decided to exchange stories this time. My young-
est cousin asked Dadi,” can you tell us about the 
picture hung on your wall? 

My Dadi loved talking about stories that reso-
nated with us or sharing her past experiences in 
life. And this is how it started, once upon a time 

there was a sweet little family 
with elder Brother Bala, young 
brother, Jagu with his wife 
Laxmi and their youngest 
sister, Shuba, living near our home. 
  Similar to you all, they had a summer 
vacation and wanted to visit their aunt’s home 
few miles down the main street. Laxmi had a lot 
of work at home, so Bala, Jagu and Shuba 
decided to visit their aunt’s home for a day and 
return back home. 

As Bala, Jagu and Shuba visited their aunt’s 
home next morning, they were greeted with love 
and pure affection. The entire day they ate 
delicious food, played games and enjoyed their 
time. Soon it was dark, so they decided to leave 
the very next day.  

Surprisingly, at the break of dawn the next 
day, they continued to enjoy some delicious good 
food and played more games. The 2nd day 
passed by, they completely forgot about leaving 
and soon 10 days had passed within a blink of an 
eye.  

By now, Jagu was missing his wife Laxmi. 
So, they decided to leave the very next day. They 
all ate breakfast together and then bade goodbye 
to their loving aunt. 

Upon reaching their home, Bala, Jagu and 
Shuba saw Laxmi standing at the gate very 
upset. Jagu immediately knew the reason and 
slowed down his pace towards his home and 
followed behind his older brother. 

Both Bala and Shuba were welcomed back 
home. Shockingly, the same level of apprecia-
tions was not reciprocated by Laxmi for Jagu. 
She clearly looked upset with him for staying 
back for 10 days and not considering calling her 
to his aunt’s place. 

Laxmi quickly quipped at Jagu, why did you 
come so early? I thought you were planning to 
stay there for a month! 

Bala and Shuba were peeking through the 
door feeling bad for Jagu for getting the wrath 
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from Laxmi since they made the decision togeth-
er to stay back longer at their aunt’s place. 

Jagu knew his mistake and thought Laxmi 
loved Subha and respected his elder brother too 
much to say anything to them. Unable to re-
spond, Jagu stood there still as Laxmi stormed 
off inside the house.  He thought, the only way to 
calm her down and forgive him was to get her 
favorite flowers. 

Jaggu quickly made his way to the town’s flo-
rist home but he was disappointed to hear that all 
of the flowers were delivered for a wedding 
earlier that morning. He was offered some tea 
and rasgulla by the florist family. Soon an idea 
struck him, which might be able to change 
Laxmi’s mood quickly. Jaggu quickly thanked the 
florist and went to a shop to buy a surprise box 
and headed home quickly. 

The next morning Jagu called for Laxmi at his 
house gate. Hearing him Laxmi walked out still 
very upset.  

She saw Jagu soon got down to his knees 
and presented the box full of soft, spongy, 
delicious, white rasgulla. Dadi then said, she 
heard this quote somewhere: “There is no 
problem in the world that can’t be fixed by 
rasgullas.” Quickly, all Laxmi could think about 
was sharing the box of sweets with her entire 
family and welcomed Jagu back home. 

I remembered getting rasgulla as a dessert 
for dinner that night. All cousins were giggling 
thinking about the story as we glanced at each 
other and looking at our sweet little Dadi enjoying 
her desert. The elders at the table were just 
curious to know why we were so excited about 
rasgulla like never before. 

 

Chicago 
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Me and the big “C” of Odisha 

 
Jigyansa Mohanty 

 
Odisha, the name itself sounds synonymous 

with a lot of mouth-watering delicacies. From 
Salepur Rasogolla to Chandikhol Peda, from 
Nimapada Chhena jhili to Kendrapada Rasabali, 
Odisha boasts all of these delicacies with pride. 
One such dessert which makes all Odiyas go 
weak in their knees is Chhena poda. 

Yeah!! This baked cheesecake dessert has a 
unique place of its own, when it comes to sweet 
dishes. My love for Chhena poda germinated at a 
time when I was least expecting it. I must have 
been around nine; we were traveling from 
Bhubaneswar to Jajpur Road as my Dad, who 
was an Engineer, had got his posting there. It 
was the summer of 1990. In the scorching heat, 
we embarked on our maiden journey to this new 
place. The idea of spending vacation away from 
our home, was kind of making me excited as well 
as nervous at the same time. Excited to explore a 
new bustling town, and nervous at the same time 
as I didn’t want to leave my old friends and leave. 
My Dad could sense that easily and he ex-
claimed in a jovial way, 

“Cheer up Dear! There’s something coming your 
way.” 

All through I kept wondering, what could it 
be? And finally, there was a place called Pani-
koili, where my Dad got down and got this 
palatable delicacy for all of us. 

“Here comes the famous Chhena poda!” He said 
with a smile. 

I had heard about it beforehand too, but that 
was the first time when I tasted it. The moment I 
took a bite, it melted immediately in my mouth. 

“This is heavenly!” I couldn’t’control my excite-
ment.  

All my anxiety evaporated with that bite and I 
hugged my Dad close to my chest.  

Since that day Chhena poda became an in-
tegral part of my life. Whenever someone would 
go out, I would ask them to fetch the same 
Chena poda for me. Not only that, when guests 
would arrive, I made it a point to check the 

contents of their packets to 
ensure if Chhena poda proudly 
sat inside the box or not. From 
winning in elocution competitions to getting good 
grades, no celebration seemed complete without 
this sweet. Sounds silly, but I had become a 
crazy fan of this yum delicacy in no time. As I 
grew older, my love for the said sweet too scaled 
heights. In my wildest dreams, I had never 
thought that a time would come when gorging on 
this would be a luxury. Seriously, as I stepped 
out of the state to join my first job in Mumbai, in 
the year 2005 the second thing I missed after my 
parents was this friend of mine. Despite my 
efforts, I was unable to locate any Odia restau-
rant which could have it. Without pondering 
further, I satisfied my sweet tooth by exploring 
other alternatives and soon Chhena poda made 
way for jelebis and gulabjamuns. 

You call it destiny, but my hubby too turned 
out to be a big fan of this baked cheesecake. 
Post marriage, ee relocated to Pune wherein 
luckily, we discovered an Odia restaurant. The 
moment we saw it, we couldn’t control our 
excitement and went inside to enquire about this 
big “C” of Odisha.  

“Yeah ! We have it” Those words were like 
music to our ears. 

We packed almost one kg of the sweet and 
eagerly drove home to relish the same. One bite 
and all our excitement died down. It was nowhere 
close to the taste of the ones we get in our home 
state. It was a hard lesson for both of us…we 
decided not to explore further anymore. After 
staying in Pune for eight years, we moved to the 
US owing to our assignments. Somehow in all 
these years, I had forgotten about this delicacy 
completely, until it surfaced before me once 
again in Parashakti temple, Michigan. We had 
been there for Jagannath Puja (arranged by the 
Odiya community) and were eagerly waiting to 
have the prasadam. Me and my two boys were in 
the queue with our respective plates. I had never 
expected that I will get a glimpse of my old lost 
friend here.  
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Yeah! I was elated at the sight of Chhena po-
da. I couldn’t control my joy and shouted at the 
top of my voice, 

“Yay! Chhena poda.” 

My boys face turned red with embarrassment 
and they said in a slow murmur, 

"Mom! Please control.” 

Before I could reply, my husband said, 

"Your Mom and I are euphoric at the sight of this; 
we shouldn ’t be blamed! You too will fall in love 
with it.” 

Though my boys seemed least interested, we 
husband-wife duo relished this to our hearts’ 
content. It was soft, smooth just as we get in our 
native land. It was definitely a kick to our taste 
buds.  

“Chhena poda in US ?” I couldn’t hold myself 
back and went on to enquire about the creator of 
this amazing dish. Suddenly an elegant saree 
clad lady, exclaimed, 

“I made it Dear! It’s super easy. You can bake it 
too.” 

Now, my mind started racing like a computer. 
I went a step closer and asked 

“Di, Can you please share the recipe with me?” 

“Ohh! Sure.” 

She described the process and it seemed 
easy. It was news to me that chenna could be 
replaced by Ricotta cheese and still the taste of 
the cake would be the same. I couldn’t have 
been happier and thanked my stars to have 
known the technique of making this loved “C” at 
home. Next weekend itself I tried it in my kitchen, 
and it came out perfect. Finally, after all these 
years, I knew how to make this in small easy 
steps and now in US too whenever we have an 
occasion to celebrate, we cut this most loved 
roasted cheesecake of our own in the sweetest 
way possible.  

 

 

3026, Woodspring Dr, Carmel – 46033 
Jigyansa Mohanty is a banking and SAP professional who resides in Indianapolis, USA with her family. She has 
published in Indian review, Women’s web, momspresso, Induswomanwriting, Youth ki awaaz, and as the 
Orange flower award finalist in 2020 in most promising new blogger category. 
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Insured Pension 
 
Arun Misra 
 

Defined Contribution plans, where the 
amounts contributed into retirement plans, IRA 
($7K,) 401K (19K,) Simple IRA ($14K,) etc., are 
known, and tax deductible when paid, come out 
taxable, at distribution. Roth IRA has defined 
contribution ($7K,) but is not tax deductible, 
hence distribution is tax-free. But the contribution 
amount limited by IRS. 

Some one like a physician, who spends 4 
years for undergraduate studies, 4 years in 
medical school, 3 years in residence, 7 years in 
specialization, is 36 years old when he or she 
starts earning $300K-$500K/year. Such a person 
has little time left to contribute to retirement, 
which begins at age 59. If such people put $7K or 
$19K/year into the plan, can they retire well with 
enough funds at their disposal? They have 
shorter time period and smaller amounts to 
contribute into Defined Contribution Plans 
compared to their earnings.  

Not only physicians but also others such as 
late bloomers,  who begin contributing to retire-
ment plans at relatively older ages and have high 
earnings, should not opt for Defined Contribution 
Plans with small tax deductible amounts, but opt 
for a Defined Benefit Plan, where their retirement 
income will be pre-determined based on their 
earnings. The tax-deductible contribution could 
be as high as $300K/year, based on an actuarial 
formula and the age of entering into the plan. 
This kind of high tax-deductible contribution 
cannot be achieved in a Defined Contribution 
Plan, but can be easily done in a Defined Benefit 
Plan, where the contribution is determined based 

on amounts needed to be 
distributed in retirement. 

The contribution can be even 
higher than SEP-IRA, or profit-sharing plans 
($56K,) say $300K/year or higher, based on age 
and earnings. In addition, the exact amount of 
benefits in retirement will also be known. 

At the same time, if one opts of a Fully In-
sured Plan, further enhancements can be includ-
ed therein. 

We buy life insurance (buying term and in-
vesting the difference has been a myth propa-
gated by Wall Street, which is a topic for sepa-
rate discussion,) and do not deduct the premium 
as the death benefit will be taxable. No one will 
like to buy a million-dollar insurance, deduct the 
premium, which would be around $2000/year, 
consequently saving only $500 or so in taxes, 
and at the time of claim by the heirs, will like to 
incur $400K in taxes. 

But in Defined Benefit Plans, one can also 
purchase life insurance, pay over $100K in 
premiums, obtain a multimillion-dollar policy, 
where premiums would be fully tax deductible, 
and the insurance benefits would still be tax free. 

This unique situation is available, only in De-
fined Benefit Plans, which are Fully Insured, and 
provide guaranteed and predictable benefits at 
retirement. 

 

 

misrausa@yahoo.com, 404-861-8754, 6000 East Andechs Summit, Johns Creek, GA 30097-6402 
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Virtual OSA                                                                                                                                   
 
Amiya Nayak 
 

With the advent of internet, and during the 
recent times, the larger community organization 
and its various parts and activities of OSA are 
evolving as a “virtual society,” primarily driven by 
the internet, web and more recently by social 
networks, social groups, youtubing and zooming. 

Because of the unprecedented Covid-19 
global pandemic disease and with serious health 
emergency crisis in USA, OSA’s pre-scheduled 
51st legacy annual convention was cancelled, 
eventually. The coronavirus spread with social 
distancing rules and regulations have also 
induced further virtualization of OSA Community. 

As a member of OSA since 1992, and being 
an occasional contributor to the journal, initially I 
was thinking of not submitting an article for the 
2020 Urmi, because of various constraints. 
However, I gave a re-thought to write a short 
article on how OSA is becoming a virtual organi-
zation through various virtual programs. Except 
the annual physical convention and respective 
chapter organized get-togethers and socio-
cultural activities, various other programs of OSA 
have been organized through virtual methods. 

OSA and its Chapters have been using inter-
net, website, OSAnet (google, yahoo,) digital 
social media, zoom video conference, YouTube, 
WhattsApp, Google documents, emails, electron-
ic pdf copies of the annual souvenir Urmi and 
various virtual techniques across North America 
and with Odisha.  When we look at the members 
presence across North America (USA’s 50 States 
and in Canada,) along with a smaller number of 
memberships across the international regions, it 
seems the next wave for OSA is further virtual-
ization. Even many of the voluntary works of 
OSA has been virtualized for long time. OSA’s 
use of Odia scripts are digital. Even OSA has 
been utilizing internet (PayPal) for its fund-
raisings.  OSA is a social-cultural-voluntary 
501(c)3 entity, and it also does not have a 
physical or permanent office or address, and the 
activities of OSA are voluntarily managed from 
the homes of its executive committee, board of 
governors, committee members and volunteers. 

Before Covid, by looking at the OSA organi-
zations I had imagined and felt that OSA seemed 
like an evolving virtual society because of various 
reasons. Also, except OSA’s some of the visible 
chapters and annual legacy - conventions, OSA 
has been mostly virtual, considering the larger 
membership and comparatively lower physical 
attendance ratios for any event. 

OSA has already established a digital social 
platform and related sites such as: website, 
OSAnet, Facebook, LinkedIn, more recently 
Zoom, Youtube, etc., and thus may be consid-
ered as a virtual society during the modern times 
adopting use of technology. OSA-North America 
vs. OSA-Odisha are different. OSA’s new gener-
ations are different to OSA and the NextGens are 
mostly using digital social technologies. 

OSA-Odisha Virtual Chapter has been pro-
posed to further pursue OSA’s activities in 
Odisha State. The author also has suggested to 
OSA for a biennial physical convention, along 
with a virtual convention in between to help 
reduce the voluntary burden and un-sustainable 
fundraisings by OSA. OSA has been largely 
using virtual technologies and why not OSA 
create a new focus on a virtual and digital society 
through the community transformation post-50, 
while sticking to the convention (preferably 
biennial, and intermittent virtual convention.) New 
arrivals from Odisha, India and other global 
regions, who are prospective OSA new mem-
bers, have been very internet savvy and are 
quickly adapting to a virtualized society. 

OSA has been using the following sites and 
virtual technologies in support of OSA activities: 

Website:  www.odishasociety.org 
Like Us: https://www.facebook.com/groups/ 
1902803256640735 
Follow Us:  https://twitter.com/OdishaSocietyNA 
Join Us: https://www.linkedin.com/company/the-
odisha-society-of-the-americas 
Donate:  https://www.paypal.me/odishasociety 

OSA’s roots were personal relationship 
based, however such have changed into a larger 
society or community oriented with a distant 
touch, virtual connectivity and long-distance 

https://nam11.safelinks.protection.outlook.com/?url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.odishasociety.org%2F&data=02%7C01%7C%7C362b94204ee84a2a692108d80aa00e17%7C84df9e7fe9f640afb435aaaaaaaaaaaa%7C1%7C0%7C637271029831172746&sdata=RRCHeCPEjn3yUR9dDu8z5Mgp1QWZBCRvTOT3ANkT02c%3D&reserved=0
https://nam11.safelinks.protection.outlook.com/?url=https%3A%2F%2Ftwitter.com%2FOdishaSocietyNA&data=02%7C01%7C%7C362b94204ee84a2a692108d80aa00e17%7C84df9e7fe9f640afb435aaaaaaaaaaaa%7C1%7C0%7C637271029831182741&sdata=gQWElfmh%2FT%2BkVVNGEAspm6xCNyI80RcPrNCf3IiOAfk%3D&reserved=0
https://nam11.safelinks.protection.outlook.com/?url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.linkedin.com%2Fcompany%2Fthe-odisha-society-of-the-americas&data=02%7C01%7C%7C362b94204ee84a2a692108d80aa00e17%7C84df9e7fe9f640afb435aaaaaaaaaaaa%7C1%7C0%7C637271029831182741&sdata=0KZeYX%2F%2FYtaXwRDJzBictGnNsW6Tkuu1t1yJxs%2Fwpb4%3D&reserved=0
https://nam11.safelinks.protection.outlook.com/?url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.linkedin.com%2Fcompany%2Fthe-odisha-society-of-the-americas&data=02%7C01%7C%7C362b94204ee84a2a692108d80aa00e17%7C84df9e7fe9f640afb435aaaaaaaaaaaa%7C1%7C0%7C637271029831182741&sdata=0KZeYX%2F%2FYtaXwRDJzBictGnNsW6Tkuu1t1yJxs%2Fwpb4%3D&reserved=0
https://nam11.safelinks.protection.outlook.com/?url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.paypal.me%2Fodishasociety&data=02%7C01%7C%7C362b94204ee84a2a692108d80aa00e17%7C84df9e7fe9f640afb435aaaaaaaaaaaa%7C1%7C0%7C637271029831192736&sdata=DgnrGHNxmGGt31yrXevYkKJDNe5mSGm9eTxslpEueUw%3D&reserved=0
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locations of its members. The physical meetings 
and connectivity among OSA members are 
diminishing and is creating a futuristic pathway 
for virtual connectedness among members.  The 

Digital/Virtual OSA is helping create a new type 
of virtual society or community, where the age 
old social and community relationship is becom-
ing a virtual relationship driven by a Virtual OSA. 

 

Amiya Nayak and Family are Life Members Patrons of OSA, and live in St. Louis, Missouri, USA. 
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Journey of Austin Ratha Yatra 2020 
 
Prashanta Ranabijuli 

 
Austin Odia community celebrated Lord Jag-

annatha Bahuda Yatra at Austin Hindu Temple 
on July 5, 2020. Bahuda marked the conclusion 
of Ratha Yatra events for this year, which started 
with Snana Purnima in early June, followed by 
Netra Utsav on June 26, and Ratha Yatra on 
June 27. This year was unlike other years but 
despite all the challenges Lord Jagannatha’s 
rituals were conducted to the highest level with 
His blessings. 

Excitement leading up to this year’s Ratha 
Yatra event was construction of a new Ratha. 
Planning for a new Ratha started in September 
2019. Community input was sought and after 
many deliberations with members an original 
design was selected. The design fulfilled our 
must-have requirements. Construction started on 
December 1 after an anukula puja. Progress was 
slow initially. This was expected as the volun-
teers were semi-skilled or unskilled on wood-
work. But the passion was high. By New Year, 
we got into the rhythm and were making good 
progress each week. Ratha’s main structure was 
taking shape. 

Tempo was rising and we were on track to 
complete the project by May end. Our little 
volunteers also participated. 

Accessories from Puri were procured. Every-
thing was going full swing. Then came COVID 
and construction work came to a screeching halt. 
By the time we could come up with an alternate 
plan to safely continue the work, we lost valuable 
3 weeks, and the schedule suddenly became 
tight.  But no challenge is too daunting for Jaga 

warriors.  

We picked 
up pace again 
and parallel-
ized the tasks. 
By mid-May 
structure 
construction 
finished, and 
painting work 
started. Lady 
volunteers 

started fabric stitching 
work at home.  

Since COVID limited 
wider community participation a unique idea was 
implemented for virtual participation. A drawing 
competition was conducted where children and 
adults submitted their original designs. At least 
one drawing from each person was selected and 
reproduced on 
Ratha by resident 
artists.  

Thanks to the 
dedication of volun-
teer workers, the 
New Ratha was fully 
ready one week 
before Ratha Yatra. 
On Netra Utsav 
evening, after Ratha 
was moved to the 
starting point and 
assembled, there 
was a sense of 
accomplishment, but 
there was also anxiety and sad feeling that the 
situation did not allow anyone other than volun-
teers to participate in Ratha Yatra. However, 
Austin Hindu Temple made all arrangements to 
telecast the event 
live. Ratha Yatra 
was done very 
well and devotees 
enjoyed the event 
and saw the 
beautiful Ratha on 
their computer.  

As the chariot 
was being pulled 
so lovingly by His 
devotees, I could 
not stop thinking 
that He is truly the Lord of the Universe. He is the 
symbol of unity and universal brotherhood. He is 
Odias’ identity. Jai Jagannatha! 

 

 

Children participating in 
painting work. 

 

 

Children’s drawings below Singha-
sana 
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Some Bhakti Based Alternate Religious Practices 
 
Sri Gopal Mohanty  

 
Listening to Bhima Bhoi’s bhajan, “Ruparekha 

nahin he…,” one will first be overtaken by 
Raghunath Panigrahi’s  melodious voice  
(https://www.hungama.com/song/ruparekha-
nahin-he/1982107/,) and then may ask soon 
about the words in the poem. These are appar-
ently confusing to a logical and rational mind. 
Nevertheless, the song is very popular and 
touches the heart and soul of many listeners. It 
conveys a spiritual belief. 

Bhima Bhoi who belonged to Khond (Kan-
dha) tribe in Odisha, was a saint, poet and 
philosopher and was initiated into Mahima 
Dharma. It teaches belief in a single God, pa-
rambrahma or the supreme soul, who is formless 
(void–shunya,) omnipresent and is 
named Alekha. How to describe formless omni-
presence is the challenge and mind-boggling. 
Yet, Bhima Bhoi, an Alekha devotee without any 
formal education, could pour out his inner words 
to describe the indescribable, the parambrahma.   

The salient and significant aspect of Mahima 
Dharma is it being uncompromisingly against 
casteism in Hinduism and idol worship. The 
distinct and original teachings of the cult are 
often conveyed using terms that may have an 
unrelated meaning in other Indian religious 
traditions.  

There is a similarity between Bhima Bhoi’s 
song and that of Lalon Fakir’s song, “Dhonno 
dhonno boli tare …”1 

Lalon Fakir was a prominent Bengali philoso-
pher, mystic, poet and a Baul saint.  He did not 
believe in classes or castes, did not like the 
hierarchical society, and took a stand against 
racism. He did not have any formal education, 
and yet was writing songs which are very popu-
lar. The story about Lalon Fakir was that he was 
born as a Hindu. When he contracted smallpox, 
he was abandoned and was picked up by a 

 
1https://www.dailymotion.com/video/x2tzyqv.) The original 

song and its translation are given in 

http://neobaul.blogspot.com/2012/08/lalon-song-3-praise-

be-upon-him-we-say.html. 

Muslim family, which adopt-
ed him. But he declared 
himself to be neither a Hindu 
nor a Muslim, although Bauls 
come from both Hindu and 
Muslim background. 

Bauls constitute a syncretic religious sect and 
are non-conformists, rejecting the traditional 
social norms. They also represent a musical 
tradition with same name. Their lyrics intertwine a 
deep sense of mysticism, a longing for oneness 
with the divine. To them we are all a gift of divine 
power and the body is a temple, music being the 
path to connect to that power. Metaphysical 
topics are dwelt upon humbly and in simple 
words. The lyrics although expressed in simple 
language are difficult to interpret without an 
experienced guru who can decode and reveal the 
metaphysical aspects of their faith.  

The social movement of Chaitanya’s Vais-
navism had a tremendous impact on Lalon Fakir. 
The mission of Chaitanya was to turn even the 
so-called lowliest into God-minded. He preached 
to all irrespective of social barriers, political 
bondage and doctrinal inhibitions and by intro-
ducing Kirttana (mass-chanting of the name of 
god with music and dance) to express intensive 
devotion and love for god. As a result, caste or 
any distinction became no barrier for anyone to 
have devotion to god.2 

Like a Vaisnava, a Baul believes in a direct 
personal relationship with god through a personal 
deity or ‘Man of the heart’ without any restriction.3  

Rabindranath Tagore was greatly influenced 
and inspired by Bauls. A famous Rabindra 
Sangeet heavily influenced by Baul theme can be 
found at references below.4 

 
2https://shodhganga.inflibnet.ac.in/bitstream/10603/149381/

10/10_chapter_04.pdf 
3 moner manush: listen to the song 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cAK_a5rbQqM 
4 https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dpK7g8m-Ack; 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Baul 

https://www.hungama.com/song/ruparekha-nahin-he/1982107/
https://www.hungama.com/song/ruparekha-nahin-he/1982107/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Caste
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Lalon Fakir preached Baul cult which has al-
so similarity with Sufism - listen to your own inner 
voice. 

In Muslim faith, Islamic mysticism relates to 
bringing into this world beauty and loveliness 
(Ihsan) and connecting it to God, who is the All-
Beautiful. Throughout the history this aspect 
Ihsan was most emphatically pursued by the 
mystics of Islam, Sufis. It is no surprise that the 
higher dimensions of Islamic aesthetics (calligra-
phy and poetry) are associated with them. Their 
practice and belief are to seek divine love and 
knowledge through personal experience of God. 
 For that purpose, music serves as the food for 
the spirit, which is inside the body. The union of 
the body, spirit and music lies at the heart of 
Sufism. Sufis are credited with keeping the spirit 
of music alive in the Muslim world while orthodox 
Muslims tried to stamp it out. Listen to Sufi 
Singer, composer and musician, Abida Par-
veen at reference given below.5 

The essence of all these cults is to develop 
intense love and adoration to one’s personal god 
and music and dance are used as means to 
achieve it. Love and meditation form two main 
pillars of ‘devotion’ or of ‘Bhakti’ tradition, which 
is said to be Nirguna Bhakti, where the devotion 
is towards personal god with no pre-described 
attributes, in contrast to Saguna Bhakti towards a 
god with a form and attributes. (Ref: ‘Sufi and 
Bhakti Performers and Followers at the Margins 
of the Global South: Communication Strategies 
to Negotiate Situated Adversities’  by Uttaran 
Dutta.6  

The emergence of Bhakti cult, i.e., intense 
love and adoration for a personal god, is one of 
the outstanding phenomena in the history of the 
evolution of religion in ancient India. In Bhagbat 
Gita, bhakti yoga has been considered as a 
spiritual path like jnana yoga and karma yoga for 
salvation.  The real development of Bhakti as a 
cult took place in South India between the 7th 

 
https://www.learnreligions.com/the-bauls-of-bengal-

1769990; https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lalon. 
5 (https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ub-

7s9Hyycg&list=PLAB0pedI0T5R_5RjLLCA6D3z2ajh_P1

P8&index=2; http://sufipoetry.blogspot.com/2009/06/yaar-

ko-humne-ja-ba-ja-dekha-kalaam.html 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=aiPtOcI6CBE&list=PL

AB0pedI0T5R_5RjLLCA6D3z2ajh_P1P8&index=4) 
6 https://www.mdpi.com/2077-1444/10/3/206/htm 

and the 12th centuries through the teachings of 
poet saints known as Alvars and Nayanar. This 
cult, later known as Vaishnavism, is primarily 
related to the worship of Vasudeva-Krishna. 
Dance and music formed a special item of 
worship.  

Two factors made the Bhakti movement to 
spread in North India from the 15th century. One 
was the reaction against the degenerated Hindu 
society, which was accessibly confined to rigid 
casteism, dominance of Brahminism, idolatry, 
polytheism, irrelevant rituals, superstitions and 
unwanted formalisms without much attention to 
spirituality. The second was the challenge faced 
by the advent and advancement of Muslims in 
India. The Islamic characteristics like universal 
brotherhood, absence of casteism, opposition to 
idol worship along with belief in monotheism 
appealed to many people particularly in the lower 
strata of the society. A popular monotheistic 
movement, independent of traditional Hinduism 
and Islam along with Vaishnava Bhakti move-
ment came to be launched. The submerged 
classes came to have a new sense of human 
dignity with realization that though despised by 
men of upper classes, they would be loved by 
God if they could worship Him with devotion 
(Bhakti.) This belief made them self-confident 
and turned them away from the attraction of 
Islam, which finally received a check relating to 
the conversion of the Hindus.7  

It happened for good reasons that literature in 
regional languages particularly in the form of 
devotional poems and music flourished during 
Bhakti movement. There was a surge in writings 
by poet-saints like Alvars, Nayanar, Purandara 
Dasa, Ekanath, Tukaram, Kabir, Nanak, 
Tulsidas, Ramananda, Jayadeva including Lalon 
Fakir, Bhima Bhoi and the teachings of saints like 
Chaitanya. These poet-saints championed a wide 
range of philosophical positions within their 
society, ranging from theistic dualism of Dvaita to 
absolute monism of Advaita Vedanta.8  

 
7 https://www.brainkart.com/article/Spread-of-Bhakti-

Movement-to-the-North_36924/; 

https://www.brainkart.com/article/Cultural-Syncretism--

Bhakti-Movement-in-India_36922/; 

http://www.historydiscussion.net/history-of-india/bhakti-

movement-causes-hindu-society-and-features/3166 
8 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bhakti_movement 

https://sciprofiles.com/profile/605523
https://sciprofiles.com/profile/605523
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dvaita
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Monism
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Advaita
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One of the most influential 15th century mystic 
poet-saint in Bhakti movement was Kabir Das, 
simply known as Kabir whose verses are found in 
Sikhism's scripture Guru Granth Sahib. He is 
known for being critical of both Hinduism and 
Islam and meaningless rituals. Kabir suggested 
that true God is with the person who is on the 
path of righteousness. This is expressed in his 
poem moko kahan dhundhe re bande.9  

The concept of salvation simply is for jivatma 
(individual soul) to be united with paramatma or 
brahma (the Supreme Reality, Divine Master, or 
God.) The traditional path for salvation is extreme 
ascetism by abandoning the body, senses and 
worldly life because of the belief that an individu-
al soul is trapped in maya (illusion) in the world 
and needs to escape from it. Instead, an alterna-
tive approach perceived by human beings from 
intuitive experience through ages is utilizing the 
subtle power of the body to reach the same goal 
through ritual, discipline and yogic practice. It 
usually follows the practice of bhakti, which is 
intense devotion and complete self surrender of 
one’s personality at the feet of the Divine Master, 
which will ultimately unite the self with the 
Master.  

The union of jivatma with paramata or of indi-
vidual self with God through bhakti or intense 
love has been symbolized by the relationship of 
man and woman. In Tantric Hinduism, which 
usually tends to be Shaivism, it is Shakti (the 
feminine principle) uniting with Shiva (the form-
less Absolute) to represent Prakriti (the Crea-
tion.) For example, in practice of kundalini yoga, 
the body and its subtle centres (chakras) are 
used to move kundalini identified as Shakti lying 
beneath the genitals (muladhara chakra) passing 
through other chakras to reach the head (sa-
hasrar chakra) and unite with Shiva. The Vaish-
navas particularly from Bengal departed from 
Tantric tradition by introducing Radha and 
Krishna as personification of the two opposite 
principles. The best lyrical composition like those 
of Jayadeva, Vidyapati and Mirabai are based on 
that model.10   

 
9 http://myspiritualmusic.blogspot.com/2016/07/moko-

kahan-dhundhe-re-bande-kabir.html 
10 ‘The Baul Tradition, Sahaja Vision East and West’ by M. 

Young, http://www.yourarticlelibrary.com/notes/notes-on-

the-growth-of-the-niguna-school-of-bhakti-

The wisdom of Vedas and Upanishads focus 
around the unitive supreme soul from which all 
existence has come and has become the founda-
tion of Indian spirituality. Over vast expanse of 
time and space it gave rise to many branches of 
theory and practices like advaita (nondual,) 
dvaita (dual,) bhakti (devotional,) tantra and 
yoga.  

Bhakti – love and devotion – is a basic hu-
man emotion. In religious practices, its sponta-
neity makes it a powerful instrument for an 
individual towards attaining salvation to unite with 
the personal God (supreme soul) within his or her 
own mind, be it nirguna or saguna. Both body 
and mind need to be prepared to transcend the 
worldly love and devotion to divine bhakti. The 
process of these practices through its natural-
ness has opened certain creative faculties of 
human beings that enriched music, dance, 
literature, architecture regionally and in whole of 
India. 

The reason for Bhakti movement to become 
popular was essentially due to the phenomenal 
revolt of the marginalized segment of the society 
having been oppressed by Brahminic domination, 
discriminatory caste system and by fanaticism of 
complex religious orthodoxy. Yet, the inclusive 
Hinduism eventually embraced and integrated 
most of such practices within its fold by consider-
ing them as periodic reforms. At the same time, 
the presence of Sufism as a Bhakti movement 
within Islam but an outcast of Islam orthodoxy 
and its harmonious interaction with other Bhakti 
groups, helped to soften the sharp edge of 
Hindu-Muslim conflict and forge a feeling of 
solidarity and brotherhood between these two 
religious communities.  

 

266 Lloyminn Avenue, Ancaster, Ontatio, Canada, 
L9G 1J1 

 

Note: Insistence of Hara Padhi - a close friend - 

to watch ‘Moner Manush’ movie has led me to 

learn more about Baul and this article is the 

outcome of my further search. 

 
movement/4483; Bhakti movement today,  

https://www.gktoday.in/gk/bhakti-movement/) 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Guru_Granth_Sahib
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Centenary Celebrations of Adi Guru Padma Shri Pankaj 
Charan Das 
 
Ipsita Satpathy 

                                                                       
Om Shri Gurubhyo Namah 

Odisha’s rich cultural history owes a great 
deal to Adi Guru Padma Shri Pankaj Charan Das 
and his legacy, particularly in the field of Odisha’s 
dance and music. He has left an indelible mark 
on Odissi dance, music and the performing arts. 
Salutations to this great soul who has been an 
inspiration to the Odissi dance fraternity and 
Indian classical dance.  

Guru Pankaj Charan Das has been ac-
claimed as the foremost guru of Odissi dance, 
having taught several senior Gurus. Odissi’s 
emergence as a premier dance form over the 
past seventy years has been rooted in the 
tireless efforts and sacrifices of our Gurus. He 
was one of the legendary Gurus of Jayantika, 
founded in the 1950s to revive the rich traditions 
of classical style that shaped the future evolution 
of Odissi. While neoclassical Odissi has been 
influenced by the Gotipua style, the richness and 
beauty owe much to Guruji’s dedication and 
untiring efforts in weaving the Mahari style into 
the form.  

March 17th, 2019 marked the Centenary of 
Adi Guru Shri Pankaj Charan Das’s birth. His 
son, Guru Sarat Kumar Das, brought the entire 
Odissi fraternity together to celebrate Guruji’s 
legacy during a five-day celebration in Bhuba-
neswar. At the Utkalaa Center for Odissi in 
Chicago, we paid homage to Guruji at our annual 
showcase Margadarshan in March. In July, we 
held lectures and performances with Guru Sarat 
Kumar Das and Guruji’s daughter-in-law Guru 
Suhag Nalini Das. Jyoti Kala Mandir led by Guru 
Jyoti Rout in the California Bay area also cele-
brated Gururji’s centenary at their annual show-
case.  

In his memory, Guru Pankaj Charan Odissi 
Foundation in conjunction with Govt. of Odisha 
and Guru Kelucharan Mohapatra Odissi Re-
search Centre organized a five-day dance 
festival to coincide with Guruji’s birth centenary 
and the twenty fifth anniversary of Guru Pankaj 
Charan Das Utsav. Adi Guru Pankaj Charan Das 

Parampara Award, instituted by Nalco was 
presented to two legendary dancers Late Dr. 
Minati Mishra and Dr. Priyambada Mohanty 
Hejmadi for their lifetime achievement and 
valuable contribution to Odissi dance and Od-
ishan culture. With many senior solo artists and 
Gurus passing, over last few years, only a few 
artists and institutions remain who have learnt 
the nuances of his traditional style from Guruji. 
All senior artists and Gurus came together to pay 

their tributes. The prestigious Mahari Award was 
presented to veteran Kuchipudi Dancer Vaijayan-
thi Kashi, Chennai, marking the first time the 
foundation opened the Award for all Indian 
Classical dancers.  

Artists, dignitaries and well-wishers gathered 
at Utkal Sangeet Mahavidyalay premises, where 
the statue of Adi Guruji is installed to pay tribute 

 
Festival highlights 

 

A
ward ceremony 
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to Guruji by offering Puspanjali and lighting 

lamps. Hundred lamps were offered to Guruji to 
commemorate his 100th birth anniversary. In the 
evening, a small documentary film on Guruji, 
produced and directed by a young dancer from 
New Delhi, was screened.  

In the evening, the function started at 
Rabindra Mandap with award ceremony and 
performances. Hon’ble Secretary announced that 
Govt of Odisha will install another statue at the 
birthplace of Guruji (Puri) to mark his Birth 
Centenary. During the five-day festival, more 
than hundred dancers performed and were 
felicitated. Additionally, more than hundred 
Odissi dance and music artists were also felici-
tated with angabastra and a silver coin with 
Guruji’s image specially made by the Foundation 
to commemorate the 100th birth anniversary 
along with people who have extended their 
tireless service to the arts over the last twenty-
five years. History was created by felicitating 
more than two hundred people for their continu-

ing contributions and service to the rich cultural 
heritage of Odisha. 

 The foundation commemorated its new 
building and now Guru Pankaj Charan Odissi 
Research Foundation has its own premises. A 
statue of Guruji was unveiled in the said premis-
es with the sponsorship from Utkalaa Center of 
Odissi Dance, Chicago and Chirag Chiranjeeb 
Das.  

My early memory of dance training with 
Guruji as a young child is being cast in the role of 
Luv (Rama’s son) in the dance drama Ramayan 
when I was in third year of my dance training. As 
a young student dancer in the early eighties, it 
was daunting to emulate movements of this 
towering figure of a man who was himself playing 
the role of Vishwamitra. Between scenes, he 
would start playing the mardala behind him, 
leaving Luv and Kush to figure out what to do 
next which would not be right in any case. At the 
time it was difficult to understand those experi-
ences. Looking back, those are few treasured 
moments of childhood spent with a Guru and his 
multifaceted vision and creativity. Since those 
early days of learning till now it has been an 
unexpected and unreal journey in dance and 
performance arts, a privilege and a blessing. 
Even today, he continues to inspire our genera-
tion of artists. His greatness lies in his powerful 
thematic choreographies, some of which have 
been forgotten over time, his grit to overcome 
adversity, and his ability to pioneer change. Our 
wish is that his legacy shine bright as a beacon 
of hope and inspiration for our entire dance 
fraternity and new generations of dancers.  

At the Chicago area showcase in March, 
dancers paid tribute to Guru Pankaj Charan Das 
Parampara by talking and learning about his life 
and legacy and performing a few of his selected 
Mangalacharan, Abhinaya and Pallavi choreog-
raphies. In continuance of the celebrations here 
in the United States, Guruji’s daughter-in-law 
Suhag Nalini Das paid tribute with a performance 
of Madhurashtakam, one of the most beloved 
and popular compositions of Gurujis emphasizing 
the childhood pranks of Krishna with nuanced 
execution, grace and devotion. The sancharis or 
elaborations of each of the episodes brought 
forth the beauty and timelessness of the compo-
sition. Other highlights focused around Mahari 
dancing and demonstration of Gurujis technique. 
Juda Bandhina, a beautiful Mahari shringara 
piece was also presented. Guru Sarat Kumar 

 
Senior dance and music artists with 

Guruji’s statue in background 
             

              Commemoration ceremony 
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Das shared his memories of the master’s jour-
ney, life and legacy for our local arts connois-
seurs, dancers, students and community mem-
bers.  
 
Adi Guru Pankaj Charan Das – Story of his 
life 

Padmashri Guru Pankaj Charan Das, a name 
synonymous with Odissi dance, was born in the 
humble home of Dharma Charan Das and 
Kshetramoni Debi on 17th of March, 1919. A 
child who was destined to bring about a revolu-
tion in the arts, highly regarded for significant 
contributions, whenever the name Odissi or 
Mahari is mentioned. Born in a Mahari family at 
Matimandap Sahi, Puri, he had his first dance 
lesson as a young child at home. During that time 
the age old Mahari tradition was in decline. Since 
his childhood till his death, he took dance as his 
sole profession and struggled in continuing the 
traditional art from. Even the present Odissi 
dance is Guru Pankaj Das’s creation and meta-
morphosis of Mahari dance which he wanted to 
elaborate with authority at a later point of time. In 
1946 in Annapurna theatre, in one of the se-

quences, he introduced Mahari dance which was 
highly acclaimed by dignitaries of which worth 
mentioning are Chakraborty Sri Raj Gopalachari, 
the then Governor General. Guru Pankaj Charan 
Das has played a major role as one of the 
architects of the neo-classical form of Odissi 
dance, in focusing attention on the tradition of the 
Maharis, training dancers and choreographing 
numbers. Most dancers and Gurus of Odissi 
dance are trained by him at some time or other, 
hence he is known as Guru of the Gurus – Adi 
Guru. He is the lone torch bearer of Odissi dance 
from Temple to cosmopolitan stage.  

Guru Das’s name might be held with high re-
gard, but it was definitely not an easy journey for 
him. At the time of his birth, with successive 
invasions, foreign domination of the state, and 
apathy of his own people surrounding him, left 
the Maharis, upholders of the beautiful, lyrical, 
traditional form of dance, disillusioned, discour-
aged and embittered. The last blow came when 
dancing inside the temple was banned, and this 
ill-fated community, was reduced to poverty, 
barely subsisting on a hand-to-mouth existence. 
Such was the depressing and dismal environ-
ment into which Guru Pankaj Charan was born.  

His father belonged to a traditional servitor of 
Lord Jagannath temple of Madeli (those who 
played the Mardala), in accompaniment to dance 
of the Maharis. His father departed this world 
before his birth, so he never knew a father. His 
widowed mother had no choice but to live with 
her relatives and raise him in pitiable conditions, 
depending on the charity and mercy of relatives. 
His childhood passed in acute poverty. His aunt 
Ratnaprabha Debi was an acclaimed dancer. 
From his early childhood, he was exposed to 
dance and music of a high order. As a moth to a 
flame, he was drawn spontaneously to the arts. 
But, instead of devoting his time to his father’s 
legacy of mardala, he turned his attention to-
wards dance, and almost effortlessly, absorbed 
this demanding art form into his own system. 
Whatever he saw being taught to the novice 
maharis, they would be told ‘to sing and dance 
like Pankaj’.  

In the evenings, he would go to the local 
akhada-ghara that trained young boys in gym-
nastics, along with music and dance, emphasiz-
ing the acrobatic aspect associated with the 
Gotipua dancers, young boys belonging to 

 
A few attendees in Chicago 

                                                                           

Guru Sarat Das and Guru Suhag Nalini Das 
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traditional Jatra parties, who dressed up as 
young girls to perform dance-interludes in 
between scenes of the play being enacted. He 
imbibed the feminine, lyrical style of his ances-
tors; the Maharis, and the masculine, vigorous 
style of the akhadapila, using both techniques to 
advance his choreography. He excelled in 
bringing the two together and enhancing it with 
his unique touch, a special aura, enriching the art 
form with his deep knowledge of both these 
traditions later in life. Later, not content with his 
knowledge of these two traditions, he trained 
under Ranganatha Dev Goswami and Bhikhari 
Charan Dalei, both Gurus in Rasleela troupes.  

During his school days, his reputation as an 
accomplished artist spread. He was often seen in 
school cultural productions. He was about twelve 
years old when he joined the Hajuri theatre in 
Puri and was greatly admired for his performance 
of the arduous Bandha-Nrutya, in which the 
dancer assumes various very demanding acro-
batic positions, like the Shakata (turning cart-
wheels), Chakra (the wheel) and Chira (the split). 
He trained at Jaga Akhada of Puri and participat-
ed in different local festivals organized by the 
Mathas attached to the Srimandira. At Sahi jata, 
the traditional festival of Puri he performed 
mythological characters. A turning point in his life 
came when he joined New Theatre at the age of 
fourteen and travelled all over Odisha singing, 
dancing and acting. Guruji’s Thali-nrutya, where 
the dancer balances himself on a thali (brass-
plate), clutching the rim with toes, while manipu-
lating two smaller thalis with his hands, turning, 
twisting, and rotating them was very well appre-
ciated. It is difficult to imagine at this point in 
time, in spite of his redoubtable expertise in 
dance and his widespread reputation as one of 
its finest exponents, money he earned from these 
performances was not sufficient to feed his 
growing family. As the only male member of his 
family, the burden of looking after it fell on his 
young shoulders, even at this tender age. So, he 
augmented his income by selling paan and also 
working as a peon.  

Life was a continuous struggle for him. His 
situation improved somewhat when he joined the 
Annapurna theatre in Cuttack in early 1940s as a 
dance teacher, performer and actor. He used his 
creative abilities to choreograph dance interludes 
in the dramas. In 1943, a young girl joined the 
theatre as a dancer and came under his tutelage. 

It was a turning point in their careers and in the 
history of dance. She was Smt. Laxmipriya Devi 
and in 1945 Guru Kelucharan Mohapatra joined 
the theatre as an assisting percussionist. Guru 
Pankaj Charan choreographed several dance 
dramas from mythology, most notable among 
them being Bhasmasura-Mohini. As the story 
goes, one of the company artists fell sick, so he 
asked Guru Kelucharan to play Natraj and 
Laxmipriya Devi as Mohini, while he played the 
titular character of Bhasmasura. The dance 
drama was a super hit and later Guru Kelucharan 
and Guruma Lakshmipriya were married. She 
was the first woman dancer to dance on a public 
stage after the Maharis and also the first to 
emerge out of a class that was not affiliated to 
the Maharis. They were his first students outside 
the temple.  

Guruji stayed with Annapurna Theatre Group 
from 1940 to 1949. During this time, he trained 
many of the renowned Gurus of Odissi including 
Guru Mayadhar Rout, Guru Deba Prasad Das, 
and Guru Raghunath Dutta. His work began to 
be noticed even after he left theatre and began 
giving private lessons to girls of respectable 
families. This new decade of the 50’s saw a 
change in attitude of society towards dance. This 
change had already taken place in the large 
metropolitan cities of Delhi, Mumbai and Chen-
nai. But in Odisha, all but a few progressive 
families were reluctant to have their daughters 
learn the art of the Maharis which had acquired a 
dubious reputation. Cuttack became a center of 
cultural activities with the opening of institutions 
dedicated to dance and music training, one of 
them being the Kala Vikash Kendra, a nurturing 
ground for many emerging dancers. Dance gurus 
could now afford to feed their families on their 
dance-earnings as the interest to learn this 
beautiful art increased among the local people. 
While compositions of pallavis and abhinayas 
have his indelible signature, his genius excelled 
in composing dance dramas in Odissi style, 
which have been highly acclaimed. Some of his 
landmark compositions include Matrubandana, 
Glanisamhara, Om Namo Shivaya, Ramayana, 
Bhasmasura and thematic work like Panchkanya. 
Besides these compositions, he will be remem-
bered for being the dance director of movies 
such as Sri Jagannath, and Kavi Samrat Upen-
dra Bhanja. 



         2020 OSA Souvenir, Urmi 

195 

 

  After he left Annapurna Theatre in 1949, 
he devoted himself exclusively to teaching this 
family legacy to girls from well-to-do families in 
order to convince the people of Odisha that 
dance itself was a great and sacred art, regard-
less of the present status of its early exponents, 
the Maharis. It deserved to be included in the 
music schools. When the Utkal Sangeet Maha-
vidyalaya was established in Bhubaneswar, he 
was the most obvious choice for the post of 
senior Professor of dance. This assignment was 
offered to him in the early 60’s and he carried it 
out till his retirement. His tenure at Utkal Sangeet 
Mahavidyalay is the most productive part of his 
career as most of the gurus of present era have 
been trained at Utkal Sangeet Mahavidyalaya. In 
March 1964, he went on a three-month tour to 
Europe along with musicians and was his first trip 
to a western country. He left an unforgettable 
impression on the minds of not only the audienc-
es but art critics as well. 

 Odisha owes Guruji a deep debt of gratitude 
for reviving this ancient art-form in the face of 
immense hardship, poverty and adversity. 
Clinging to his precious family heritage amidst 
the great challenge of lack of resources and 
fighting social stigma, when other members of 
the family decided to relinquish the art form, he 
was the first to light the pioneering torch that 
eventually transformed ritualistic dance of the 
Maharis into the present form of Odissi dance. 
His name is assuredly synonymous with Odissi 
dance. He received many honors, awards and 
felicitations from the government as well as 

cultural and social organizations. He was felici-
tated with the Central Sangeet Natak Akademi 
Award, Odisha Sangeet Natak Akademi Award, 
Odisha Sahitya Akademi Award, Kabi Samrat 
Upendra Bhanja Award, Odisha Governor Plaque 
of Honor and the Padma Shri.  

  OSA should celebrate the contributions of 
this legendary Guru who has been instrumental 
in reviving the traditional art form of Odissi and 
Odia culture, a pioneering force behind the 
revival of the Mahari style in neo-classical Odissi.  

Guru Sarat Kumar Das, son of Adi Guru 
Pankaj Charan Das is a prominent name in the 
field of Odissi dance, music and Odisha culture. 
In 1995, he founded Guru Pankaj Charan Odissi 
Research Foundation, to popularize, preserve 
and promote Adi Guru Pankaj Charan Das 
Parampara. Currently he serves as the President 
of the foundation. To promote ritualistic Mahari 
dance and traditional arts from Puri, he has 
researched and choreographed over thirty dance 
items based on traditional dance and music 
associated with Shree Jagannath culture. He has 
instituted the prestigious Mahari Award which is 
an annual award given to a professional Odissi 
dancer of national and international repute.  

*Adapted from 100-year celebration report and 
Story of his life: Guru Sarat Kumar Das  
Picture credits: Guru Sarat Kumar Das, Guru 
Pankaj Research Foundation, Bhubaneswar; 
Ipsita Satpathy, Utkalaa Center for Odissi, 
Chicago    

  

 

Ipsita Satpathy is Founder, Artistic Director of Utkalaa Center for Odissi Dance & Music, dedicated to teaching, 
promotion and support of Odissi in the greater Chicago area for the past twenty-five years. She is the recipient 
of OSA Kalashree award and multi-year Illinois Master Artist awards and a board member of multiple Indian Arts 
organizations. 
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ଜ ଚତ ଚକବଳ, ଜଚନ ହସିଚବ ଏହି ତହ ୁ  ଫଳ 
କବିସୂର୍ଯଣୟ ବଳଚଦବ ରଥ 

 

ର୍ଯା ୋକୁ ଯୋ ୋ କରିଛି ଦଇବ, ତ େଁୁ  ନି କି ଘସ ଅନୟର୍ୋ ଘ ୋଇବ 
ଘ ନିଘେ ଘ ଘେ ଯଘେ ଘକୋଟି ପୁଟ, ପିର୍ତ୍ଳୁଟି ଘକ ି ଘ ବ ପୁରଟ 
ଘଦବ ଉପବଘନ ଘ ୋଇ ଜନିତୋ, ସବବୋସ ମଦରୁ ଜବସ େତୋ 
ତୁଳସୀ ତୁଘେ ଘ ଘେ ମିଶୋମିଶି, ତୋ ୋକୁ ଘଯଘବ ଘବୋେିବୋ ତୁଳସୀ 
 
ସମଜଇ ନୋ ିଁ ସବଜୋତି ଭାଷୋ, କ ିଘେ ଘଯ  ୁଅଇ ଘୋକ ସୋ 
ଜଡ଼ ମେଁୁ ଘବୋେି ନ ଜନିି ନିଘବଥଦ, ଷଡ଼ଦଶଥୀ ତୁଘେ କଘେ ବିବୋଦ 
ଘଦ ଘର ବୋଜିଘେ ପର ନିଶବୋସ, ସମ୍ଭୋଳିବୋକୁ ନ ର୍ୋଇ ବିଶବୋସ 
ନିର୍ଲ୍ଥଜ ଅେିମୋଘନ ଘଡରି ଛୋତି,  ୋତୀ େଢ଼ୋଇକି ବୋନି୍ଧଘେ କୋତି 
 
କରମଘର ତ ଘ ୋଇଅଛି ଘେଖୋ, କରମର୍ଦ୍ଥକ ଘଯୋଗୟ ଘତୋର ଶିଖୋ 
 ର ମଉଳ ଘଯୋଗୟ ଚମ୍ପକକୁ, େରମଘର ବୃର୍ୋ ପଡ଼ି ଯୋ ଟୋକୁ 
ଚାରୁ ଚଘରୋଦୟୋ ମଶୋେ ପୋଘଖ, ବହି୍ନ ଜୋଳିବ ଘଯଘବ ଦିଶୋ ମୁଘଖ 
ଧୋତୋ ତ କରିନୋ ିଁ ତୋ ନିକୋଶ, କି ରୂଘପ ଘ ବ ଘସପରି ପ୍ରକୋଶ 
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ସନ୍ୟସ୍ତ ରୁହ 
Stay Renuntiated 
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କେହି ରହି ନାହିଁ ରହିବେ ନାହିଁଟି ଭେରଙ୍ଗ ଭୂମି ତବେ 
ସବେେ ନିଜନିଜ ଅଭିନୟ ସାରି ୋହୁଡିବେ କାେ େବେ ାା 
                           - ରାଧାନ୍ାଥ ରାୟ (ପାର୍ବତୀ ୋର୍ୟ) 
 
 
 
ନ୍ାମ ବ୍ରହ୍ମ ଅବଟ ଅତି େେିଆନ, ତା ସାନି୍ନଧ୍ୟ ଲାଭ କର 
ଶ୍ରୀ କୃଷ୍ଣ ପାଦବର ଶରଣ ପଶିବେ, ଘବର ନ ପଶିେ ବୋର ାା 
ଆବେ ବହଲା ନାମ ତାପବର ବେ ବ୍ରହ୍ମ, ନାମଟି ସେୁବର ମୁେ, 
ନାମବର ଜେତ୍ର େୟାପିଣ ଅଛଇ, ନାମବର ସକେ ଠୁେ ାା 
                          - ଅଚୁ୍ୟତାନ୍ନ୍ଦ ଦାସ 
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In Memoriam: 
Dr Amiya Kumar Mohanty 
OSA President (1989-1991)  
 
Bigyani Das 

 

Dr Amiya Kumar Mohanty, a 
past president of OSA (1989-
1991), passed away on 
Thursday, June 18, 2020 at 
his home in Richmond, Ken-
tucky. 

He was actively involved in 
OSA and attended OSA an-
nual convention almost every 

year. He was seen enjoying OSA Golden Jubilee 
convention last year in 2019 in New Jersey to-
gether with his wife Sara. He served in various 
OSA committees and carried out duties sincerely 
by sharing his viewpoints on different OSA proce-
dures. He was always a familiar face in various 
seminars that were held during annual conven-
tions. He had keen interest on many OSA activi-
ties that include literature, education, Odisha de-
velopment and cultural presentations. He has or-
ganized Odissi dance programs in Kentucky. 

Dr Mohanty was one of the OSA pioneers. He 
was a key member of OSA during late 1960s, 
committee member for OSA's early constitution 
draft, was supportive of OSA's chapter growth 
through membership growth.  During any crisis 
within OSA, he would make long phone calls to 
discuss various issues and emphasize on preserv-
ing the socio-cultural aspects of the organization. 
OSA had honored him with the “Distinguished 
Odia Award” in 2015.  

Dr Mohanty was born on July 15, 1936, in Cut-
tack, Orissa, India. He was the very first recipient 
of Fulbright scholarship from State of Odisha to 
come to USA for higher study in Sociology.  He at-
tended Florida State University and received 
his Ph. D. in Sociology.  Dr. Mohanty retired as a 
full Professor of Sociology at Eastern Kentucky 

University.  He served terms as president for the 
Anthropologists and Sociologists of Kentucky, the 
Bluegrass Indo-American Civic Society. He was a 
member of many other professional and social or-
ganizations.  He is also one of the founding mem-
bers of the Bharatiya Temple and Cultural Center 
of Lexington. 

When he was awarded a Fulbright  Scholar-
ship in 2013, he accepted an invitation from Ra-
venshaw University, Odisha to serve as a Ful-
bright specialist in sociology and social research. 
This shows his passion for what he always loved 
to do - teaching and research to students in his 
native land whenever he could get an opportunity. 
This also clearly demonstrates how OSA as an or-
ganization could help in the advancement of the 
higher education sector in Odisha through ex-
change programs.   

Several OSA members have shared their eu-
logy in OSAnet.  

On behalf of OSA, vice president Dr Anil Pat-
naik attended his funeral and honored him with an 
Afgan Throw on the easel.  
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In Memoriam: 
Mrs Prava Panigrahi (9/8/1951-8/15/2020) 
OSA NYNJ President (1999-2001) 
Chandra Misra 

 
I was shocked to hear the 
news about the sad de-
mise of dear Prava. The last I 
saw her was at Indu and Tani 
Das’s family home about a 
year ago.  

I first met Prava Panigrahi 
around the summer of 1984. 
It was at Dipti and Rabi Ma-

hapatra’s home near Yardley, PA.  She was a slim 
woman with a soft smile. As we conversed, I came 
to know that like me she also went to Ranihat High 
School in Cuttack. I was at that school for only 6 
months. Our path never met, since the school had 
5 sections in my class, and we were not in the 
same section. Since we were new to this area in 
Pennsylvania, we exchanged our phone numbers 
and hoped to continue our friendship. We both had 
children of almost the same age, which made us 
feel closer. Little did I imagine then that some 36 
years later I will get a phone call that my friend is 
gone from this mortal world?   

Most women of my generation came to USA 
with our husbands, who came here for higher 
studies or for work. Our lives changed 360 de-
grees after coming to USA, where we saw very 
few people other than our children and husbands. 
We even had to change our way of speaking and 
dressing. Weather was a different story. So we 
both faced lot of similar new things in the USA on 
our arrival. I came to this country a few years after 
her. Unlike me she was always positive and had a 
great attitude to adjust to this new environment. 
One thing very good about her was that she loved 
children. Also, she was very organized and main-
tained a very neat household, where she spent 
most of her time. I never saw anything cluttered or 
not having a designated place in her kitchen or 
family room. She loved sarees and had acquired 
almost 300 of them. I often felt as if I have gone to 
a saree store whenever she took me to her saree 
room. One good thing about her was that over the 
years she remained the same in her physique. 
Therefore, she could continue to wear her blouses 
unlike most of us, since we gain a few pounds as 

time goes by. Without proper fitting blouses sa-
rees become of no use.  

Both Prava and Dr. Dibakar Panigrahi have 
been dedicated OSA members and have served 
as Presidents of OSANY/NJ community in the 
past. Prava was the president of our OSANY/NJ 
chapter for more than two terms. She knew how 
to handle the official duty. We always had plenty 
of home cooked food while she was the President. 
She used to attend all the local functions including 
picnic, camping, Ganesh Puja, Saraswati Puja, 
Kumar Purnima among others. She treated the 
young and old members of the society as her ex-
tended family members and went out of her way 
to help if needed. She was a friend on whom one 
could always count on. 

As I am writing this after getting the sad news, 
the memories of my last thirty-six years started ap-
pearing in front of me. She was a great friend, 
leader and was always ready to help others. She 
was passionate about OSANY/NJ related activi-
ties.  

Life was not easy for Prava for the last few 
years because of her health issues. She was not 
the same as I knew her before, yet she always 
talked to me with love and enquired about my chil-
dren. We lived in different states and met only a 
few times recently.  

Prava left us last week. Her family would re-
member her as a sweet nurturing person.  Her 
friends and others will remember her as a giving 
person. We will miss her selfless efforts, leader-
ship, endearing smile, and willingness to embrace 
newcomers as her own family members. 

The poise, dignity and self-control which 
Panigrahi babu has showed while taking care of 
Prava these last few years has brought tears and 
admiration for all of us. He has faced the greatest 
tragedy in his life with dignity and fortitude. The 
demise of our dear Prava is a loss that will remain 
with me forever. I request all our friends and family 
to pray for the peace of her soul. My sincere con-
dolences to Panigrahi babu and his family at this 
difficult time.  
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ର୍ରୁଣ ସ୍ମରକଣ 
 

ଶିଖଣ୍ଡ ଶତପଥୀ 
 

ସବେେତ େରୁଣ ପାଣି (1958-2019) ଓସା ସୁବଭନିଅର ର ଜବଣ ନିୟମିତ ବେଖକ ଥିବେ | ଓଡିଶାର 
େିଚି୍ଛନ୍ନାଞ୍ଚେ, ଷବେଇକୋର ଚକ୍ରଧରପୁରବର ଜନମ ଗ୍ରହଣ କରି  େେିଥିବେ ମଧ୍ୟ, ଓଡିଆ ଭାଷା ଓ ସଂସ୍କତିୃ 
ପ୍ରତି ତାଙ୍କର ଅୋେ ଆଗ୍ରହ ଥିଲା | ଓସା ତରଫରୁ େୁେୁେ ଓଡିଆ ଅନୁୋଦକର ଦାୟିତ୍ଵ ମଧ୍ୟ ବନଇଥିବେ | 
REC Rourkela ଓ IIT Khadagpur ରୁ ଔବଦୟାେିକ ଅଧ୍ୟୟନ ସାରି, ଆବମରିକାର ମିଶିସିପି ପ୍ରବଦଶବର 
କାେେରତ ଥିବେ | ଏହି ଅମାୟିକ େନୁ୍ଧଙ୍କ ଅକାେ େିବୟାେବର ଉତ୍ତର ଆବମରିକାର ସମସ୍ତ ସାହିତୟ ବପ୍ରମୀ 
ଅତୟନ୍ତ ମମୋହତ | 

 
 
 

ବହ ବମାର ପି୍ରୟ ଦରଦୀ କେି 
ଅକାେବର େେ ଅପସରି 
ଅଦିନିଆ କୋବମଘ ତବେ 
ଦରଦର କିରଣ ସାଉଁଟି 

 
କଥା ଥିଲା ଷବେଇକୋର 

େୟଥାଭରା କଥା ଓ କାହାଣୀ 
ପରିତୟକ୍ତ ଅନ୍ତରାତ୍ମା ୋଣୀ 
ଶେଦ ସଜାଡି ବଦେ େୁଣି 

 
ପାନ୍ଥଶାୋ ଭଗ୍ନଇଟା ଓବଠ 
ଫୁଟାଇେ େୁପ୍ତ ଇତିହାସ 

ବେୌେନ ଓ ୋର୍ଦ୍େକୟର ବମବେ 
ଅଦୃଷ୍ଟର ଉଚ୍ଚ ଅଟ୍ଟହାସ 

 

ପାନ୍ଥଶାୋର ଭଗ୍ନାେବଶବଷ 
େେିେିେ ସାହିତୟ ମନି୍ଦର 
ଆଙି୍କେିେ ରଙ୍ଗତୁେି ଧରି 
କାବନ୍ଥ ତାର, ଅଶୃ ଜୀେନର 
 
ଶୁଖିେଲା ବେଖନୀର ୋର 
ଶାନ୍ତ ବହଲା ସାରସ୍ଵତ ସ୍ଵର 
େିଭିେନି କିନ୍ତୁ, ବକବଭ ତୁମ 
ସ୍ଵଣେଦୀପି୍ତ, ମଣିଷପଣର 
 
ଭରିେିେ ଆଖି ବେବେ େୁବହ 
ନିରାଶା ୋ ଔଦାସୟର ବକାବହ 
ଅନନ୍ତ ଆକାଶ ତାରା େବଣ 
ମବନ ପଡିେିେ େନୁ୍ଧ ଜବଣ
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ଜଣେ ଇମିଗ୍ରାଣ୍ଟର ଆତ୍ମଲିପି 
ସ୍ଵ: ବରୁଣ ପାଣ ି

 
(ରିଜଲ୍ୟାଣ୍ଡ, ମିସିସିପି, ଯୁକ୍ତରାଷ୍ଟ୍ର ଆମମରିକାମର ରହୁଥିବା ସାହିତ୍ୟମେମୀ ବିଶିଷ୍ଟ ଓଡିଆ ବରୁଣ ପାଣିଙ୍କର ଅମକଟାବର ୧୦, 2019 ମର 
ହୃଦଘାତ୍ମର ମଦହାନ୍ତ ମହାଇଯାଇଛି )  

ପ୍ରବତୟକ ଜୀେନ ଏକ ଏକ କାେୟ| ବହବେ ବକାଉଠି ଆରମ୍ଭ  ଆଉ ବକାଉଠି ବଶଷ ତା ଉପବର କାହାର ନିୟନ୍ତ୍ରଣ ନ ଥାଏ | ୋପା, ମାଆ, 
ଭାଷା, ବଦଶ, ଜାତି ଆଦି େଦିଓ ଜନମ ସାଂେବର ନିର୍ଦ୍ୋରିତ, ଜୀେନ େହିୋବେ ଏକ ମୁକୁୋ ଝରଣା ପରି , ବକଉଁ  ଅଜଣା ରାଇଜକୁ, ନିଜକୁ 
େିେୀନ କରିବଦୋକୁ | ମଁୁ ନିଜକୁ ସେୁବେବେ ୋୋେର କହି ଆସିଛି, ଆଉ ଜୀେନ େି ବମାବତ ୋୋେର କରିଛି | 

ବମାର ପ୍ରଥମ ସ୍ମତିୃ ବହଉଛି ପଇସା େଣିୋର ଅକ୍ଷମତା  ଠିକ୍ ବେବତବେବେ ମଁୁ  େଣିତ ସହିତ ପରିଚିତ ବହେି, େୁଝିେି ବେ ପଇସା 
େଣିୋ ପାଇଁ େଣିତ ଶିଖିୋ ଦରକାର, ବହବେ ବସତିକି ବେବେ ଟଙ୍କାର ମୂେୟ ୬୪ ପଇସାରୁ ୧୦୦ ନୁଆ ପଇସା ବହଲା | ୋରି ପଇସା ମାବନ 
ଅଣାଏ, ଆଉ ୋରିଅଣା ମାବନ ୧୬ ପଇସା  - ୧୬ ପଇସାରୁ ୨୫ ନୂଆ ପଇସା | ଏ ସେୁ କଷାକଷି ଭିତବର ମଁୁ େୁଝି ପାରିେି େଣିତ ବମା ଦ୍ୱାରା 
ହେ ନାହିଁ | ମାହୁନ୍ତ ସହ ହାତୀ, ମାଂକଡ ଆଉ ଭାେୁ ନାଚ, ବକୋ ଆଉ ସାପ ଆଦି କ୍ରମଶଃ ଅପସରି ୋଉଥିବେ ଓ ସିବନମା ଧିବର ଧିବର 
ମବନାରଞ୍ଜନର ମାଧ୍ୟମ ବହାଇୋେିଥିଲା| ପଦଚୁୟତ ରାଜା ଓ ଜମିଦାର ମାବନ ସିବନମାହେର ନୂଆ ମାେିକ ବହଉଥିବେ   କିନ୍ତୁ ବି୍ରଟିଶ ସମୟର 
ଛାପ ଆବମ ବଛାଟବେେରୁ ବଦଖୁଥିେୁ| ଜର ବହବେ ରେିନ ସନ ୋେି, ଆରାରୁଟ େିସ୍କଟୁ ୋ ହେିକ୍ସ ଖାଇୋକୁ ବହଉଥିଲା, ଆଫୋନ ବନା  ଏେଂ 
ଏଲ୍.ଏମ୍.ପି ଡାକ୍ତରଙ୍କ ଦ୍ୱାରା ଚିକିତ୍ସା ଘବର ଘବର ବଲାକପି୍ରୟ ଥିଲା, ଆଜିେି  ପରାଧିନତାର ଏଇ ସେୁ କିଛି କିଛି  ଛାପ ରହିୋଇଛି ଆମ 
ଆବଖପାବଖ  ଆବମ ବକବେ ସ୍ଵାଧୀନ ବହବେ ବେ ? 

ବମା ଜାତକ ବେଖା ବହଇଥିଲା ଜନମ ପବର ପବର, ବେଖାବହାଇଥିଲା ମଁୁ ଏକ ନାସି୍ତକ ବହେି, ଆଉ ବୋଧହୁଏ ବହେି େି  କିନ୍ତୁ ଆରମ୍ଭ 
ବସମିତି ନ ଥିଲା  ଅନୁଶୀେନତା ଆଉ ଧମେପରାୟଣତା ଭେ ପିଲାର େକ୍ଷଣ | ବଛାଟବେେୁ ମଁୁ ଭେପିଲାଟିଏ ବହୋକୁ ୋହିଁଥିେି |  

ଜୀେନର ପ୍ରଥମ ପାଞ୍ଚ େଷେ ବମାର ଜନମଭୁମି ଚକ୍ରଧରପୁରବର କଟିଛି, ବରେବେ କବଲାନୀ ର ଜୀେନ, ବେଉଁଠି େିମେ ମିତ୍ର ଆଉ ସାତବକାଡି 
ବହାତାଙ୍କ ସୃଜନୀ ଦୁନିଆକୁ ଅନେଦୟ ସାହିତୟ ବଦଇଛି, ବସଇ ମାଟି ଧୁେିବର ମଁୁ େୋ | ବଛାଟବେେୁ େିଭିନ୍ନ ଭାଷା ଶିଖିୋର ସୁବୋେ ମିେିଥିଲା 
| ଓଡିଶା ୋହାବର ବୋପେନୁ୍ଧ ଜୟନ୍ତୀ ଆଉ ରଥୋତ୍ରା ଚକ୍ରଧରପୁରବର ବହଉଥିଲା | ଘର ଭିତବର ଆବମ ସେୁ ଓଡିଆ ଥିେୁ| ଚକ୍ରଧରପୁର ପବର 
ୋପାଙ୍କ େଦେି ହୁଏ େନ୍ଧମୁଣ୍ଡା, ରାଉରବକଲା ପାଖବର ଏକ ବରେବେ ନେରୀ| ତା ପବର ଆବମ ୋେିଆସୁ ଖଡେପୁର, ସନ ୧୯୬୬-୧୯୭୨| 
ବମାର େଠନାତ୍ମକ ଜୀେନ ଏଇ ସହରବର | ଆଠେଷେ େୟସବର ମଁୁ ପହଁଚିେି ଖଡେପୁର ସହରବର | କବଲାନାଇବଜସନ ର ଏକ ସୁଦୃେ େଡ 
ବହଉଛି ଖଡେପୁର | ସହରଟି ଦୁଇ ଭାେବର େିଭକ୍ତ, ଭାରତୀୟ ବଲାକଙ୍କ ପାଇଁ ଏକ େିରାଟ କବଲାନୀ ଆଉ ବି୍ରଟିଶ କମେୋରୀ ମାନଙ୍କ ପାଇଁ ସଫା 
ସୁତୁରା ପାବଚରୀ ବଘରା ଏକ ମବନାରମ ଅଞ୍ଚେ| ଆଜିେି ଆପଣ ବଦଖି ପାରିବେ ସହରଟିର େିଭାଜନର ଜେ ଜେ ଚିହ୍ନ  | 

ଜୀେନର ପ୍ରବତୟକ କ୍ଷଣବର ଦଉଡି େୋ ବହଉଥାଏ ଆଉ ଛିଣ୍ଡା ୋେିଥାଏ | ଖଡେପୁରବର ଥିଲାବେବେ ବମାର ପରିବେଶବର ଅବନକ 
ପରିେତ୍ତେନ ଆସିଥିଲା| ସ୍ଵାଧିନତାର ମଶାେ ବର ଜୀେନକୁ ଜାେିବଦଇଥିୋ େୁେକମାବନ େୟସ୍କ, କ୍ଳାନ୍ତ, ଆଉ ନିରାଶ ବହଇ ସାରିଥିବେ, ୋପାଙ୍କ 
ମୁହଁବର ମଁୁ ସ୍ପଷ୍ଟ ବଦଖିପାରୁଥିେି ବସଇ ନିରାଶ ଭେିଷୟତର ଛାୟା | ଦିଓଟି େୁର୍ଦ୍ ଆଉ ଜାତୀୟ ଭାେନାବର ସଙୁ୍କଚିତ ବଦଶର ଜନତା ଧିବର 
ଧିବର େରିେ ବହଇ ୋେିଥିବେ | ନିକ୍ସନ ଆଉ ୋରୁ ମଜୁମଦାର ରାେଣ ବହଇସାରିଥିବେ, ଇନି୍ଦରା ୋନ୍ଧୀ  ମାଆ ଦୁେୋ ବହଇ ସାରିଥିବେ| 
ନକ୍ସେୋଡିର  ପ୍ରଥମ ପେୋୟର ହିଂସାର ନିଆଁବର ଖଡେପୁର ଜେି ୋେିଥିଲା | ମଁୁ ଏକ ବଦଶଭକ୍ତ ବହଇ ସାରିଥିେି | ୋପା ସେେସ୍ଵାନ୍ତ ବହଇ 
ସାରିଥିବେ | ବମାର ପି୍ରୟ ଭୁବୋେ ସାର୍ ନେିନୀକାନ୍ତ ମହାପାତ୍ର ଆଉ ସାଙ୍ଗ ନିରଞ୍ଜନ ପଣ୍ଡା ହିଂସାର ଶିକାର ବହଇ ସାରିଥିବେ| ଖଡେପୁର 
ବମାବତ ୋବରାଟି େିରାଟ ଅନୁଭେ ବଦଇଛି | ସ୍କେୁ ପାଖବର ମାଂସ େଜାର ଥିଲା, ଏଣୁ ମଁୁ ନିରାମିଷାଶୀ ବହେି| ବମାର ପ୍ରଚଣ୍ଡ ବଦହ ଖରାପ 
ବହଇଥିଲା, ଡେେ ଟାଇଫବୟଡ| ମୁତୁୟ ମୁଖରୁ ବଫରିଥିେି,  ବଦହ ଖରାପ ବହୋ  ପବର ବମାର ବଖୋଧୁୋ େନ୍ଦ ବହଇେଲା, ସମୟ େିତିଲା 
େହି ପେି, ଓଡିଆ ହିନ୍ଦୀ ଓ େ ଂେୋ ସାହିତୟ ସହ ବମାର ଅନ୍ତରଙ୍ଗ ପରିଚୟ ବହଲା | 

ବତନ୍ତୁେି ପାରିୋ ପାଇଁ  ଆଇ ଆଇ ଟି  କୟାମ୍ପସକୁ ୋଇ ତଡା ଖାଇଥିେି ଓ ପଣ କରିଥିେି, ମଁୁ ଏଇ କବେଜବର ପେିେି, ଆଉ ବତନ୍ତୁେି 
ପାରି ଖାଇେି | କିନ୍ତୁ ଅେବଚତନ ମନ ଭିତବର ଦାରିଦ୍ର୍ୟ ପ୍ରତି ବମାର ଏକ ଘୃଣା ଭାେ ଆସି ସାରିଥିଲା, ଆଉ ମବନ ମବନ ନିଶ୍ଚୟ କରିବନଇଥିେି 
ବେ ପଇସା ବରାଜୋର କରିେି, େରିେବହାଇ ରହିେି ନାହିଁ | ଖଡେପୁରବର ସେୁଠୁ େଡ ଅନୁଭେ ବମାବତ େୟସରୁ େଡ  କରି ବଦଇଥିଲା, 
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ଆଥିକ ପରିସି୍ଥତି  ପାଇଁ  ଅବନକ ସମୟବର ଅନାହାରବର ସମୟ କଟୁଥିଲା | ଅନାହାରର କିଛି େଲାମର ନାହିଁ , େିବଶଷ କରି ଏ ବତର େଷେର 
ୋେକ ପାଇଁ ଅନାହାର େନ୍ତ୍ରଣାମୟ  ଥିଲା| ସେୁ ବଦେୀ ବଦେତାମାବନ ଧିବର ଧିବର ଉବଭଇ ୋଉଥିବେ, ବହବେ  ଜାତୀୟତାୋଦର ଦଉଡି 
ଛିଣି୍ଡ ନ ଥିଲା | ଏଇ ସମୟବର େଙ୍ଗୋବଦଶ େୁର୍ଦ୍ ଆରମ୍ଭ ବହଲା ଆଉ ଖଡେପୁରର ୋୟୁବସନା ଦେ ଏହି େୁର୍ଦ୍ବର ଭାରତର େିଜୟ ପାଇଁ ମୁଖୟ 
ଅଂଶ ଗ୍ରହଣ କରିଥିବେ | ଆବମସେୁ ମିଗ  ୨୭, ମିଗ  ୨୯ େିମାନ େଣି େଣି ରଖୁଥିେୁ ସବତ ବେମିତି ଆମ େଣନା ଉପବର େିମାନର ସୁରକ୍ଷା 
ନିଭେର କବର | ଏଇ େୁର୍ଦ୍ ପବର ପବର ୋପଙ୍କର ପୁଣି େଦେି ବହଲା େନ୍ଧମୁଣ୍ଡାକୁ | ମଁୁ େଡ ବହଇ ସାରିଥିେି, ସ୍ଵପନ େି ବଦଖି ସାରିଥିେି ବେ 
ଇଂଜିନିୟର ବହେି, ଆଉ େରିେ ବହଇ ରହିେିନି | ସମୟ େହି ୋେିଲା | ଖଡେପୁର ୋଇ ପାଠ ପେିେି ଏେଂ ଇଂଜିନିୟର ବହେି , ଆଉ ତା 
ପବର େୁଝିେି, ୋସ୍ତେବର ମଁୁ ଭୁେ କରିଛି, ଇଂଜିନିୟର ୋକିରୀ ବମା ପାଇଁ ନୁହଁ| ବଚୟାର ବଟେୁେ ଆଉ ଏୟାର କଣି୍ଡସନ ଆଶାବର କଂପୁୟଟର 
େିଭାେବର ୋକିରୀ କେି| ବମାର େରିେପଣ ଦୂବରଇ େଲା  ମଁୁ ଜୀେନସଂେିନୀଟିଏ େି ୋଛି ବନେି, ଆଉ ଘଡିର କଣ୍ଟା ପରି ବମାର ଜୀେନ 
ସୁରୁଖୁରୁବର ୋେିୋ ଆରମ୍ଭ କଲା | 

େିଭିନ୍ନ ରାଜବନୈତିକ ଓ ବେୈଷୟିକ କାରଣରୁ କଂପୁୟଟରର ୋହିଦା ୋରିଆବଡ େେି ୋେିଲା  ଆବମ ଆସି ପହଂଚିେୁ  ନିଉୟକେ ସହରବର 
ବୋଟିଏ ବୋଟିଏ ୋକିରୀ ପବକଟବର ବନଇ | ଆବମରିକା ଆସିୋର କାରଣ ଥିଲା ବୋଟିଏ | କଥା ଥିଲା ପାଂଚ େକ୍ଷ ଟଂକା ଜମା କରିେି, ତା 
ପବର ବଫରିେିେି | ବସର ପୁରିଲା ମାଣ ପୁରିଲା, ବହବେ ପୁତା ଆଉ ଉଠିଲାନି | ଦୀଘେ ତିରିଶ େଷେ ଆଉ ସାବତାଟି ପ୍ରବଦଶବର େୁେି େୁେି ମଁୁ  
େୁେକରୁ ଆସି ପରିଣତ େୟସବର ପହଁଚିେି  ବଶଷବର ଏଇ ବଦଶ, ଏଇ ସଭୟତାକୁ ଆପବଣଇ ବନେି  ଏବେ ତ ଖାେି ଅବପକ୍ଷାବର େସିଛି, 
ଅଜଣା ବଦଶବର ଓଡିଆଟିଏ ବହଇ ରହିଛି | 

ଆମ ୋରିଆବଡ ନଡିଆ େଛଟିଏ ଥିଲା | ବସ ନଡିଆ େଛଟି ବମାବତ ସେୁବେବେ ଡାବକ | ଆଜିେି ସ୍ପଷ୍ଠଭାବେ ମଁୁ  ବଦଖି ପାବର ବମାର 
କାଳ୍ପନିକ ଆଖି ଜରିଆବର ବସଇ ନିଷ୍ଫେ ଦୁେେେିଆ ନଡିଆ େଛଟିକୁ | ୋପା, କାକା, ଦବଦଇ ମାସ ମାସ ଧରି  େୁଣ କିଣି େଛତବେ ବଦୋ 
ମବନ ପବଡ | ଫେତ ଦୂରର କଥା ବକବେ ବେ େଛଟି ମରିେିେ, ତାର କିଛି ଠିକଣା ନଥାଏ | କିନ୍ତୁ ବସ ନଡିଆ େଛଟି ମବର ନାହିଁ | ବସଇଭେି 
ତାର ଦୁେେେିଆ ଅସି୍ତତ୍ଵକୁ ଜାହିର କରି ଠିଆବହଇ କହିୋେିଥାଏ ତାର କାହାଣୀ,  ସେୁ େୁେବର | ପ୍ରବତୟକ ଇମିଗ୍ରାଣ୍ଟର କାହାଣୀବର ଏଇ 
ଦୁେେେିଆ ନଡିଆ େଛଟିର ଅସି୍ତତ୍ଵ ଅଛି | ପାଂଚଶହ େଷେ ତବେ ଏକ େରିେ ବ୍ରାହ୍ମଣ ସାକ୍ଷୀବୋପାେରୁ ଅଥେ ଓ ଜୀେିକା ସଂଧାନବର ସିଂହଭୁମି 
ପାଇଁ ଚଲା ଆରମ୍ଭ କରିଥିଲା ତାର ସାମାଜିକ, ଧାମିକ ଓ ଆଥିକ ସମବେର ଚିହ୍ନ କିଛି ନଡିଆ ପିଠିବର େଦି | ଆଜିେି ବସଇ ନଡିଆ େଛଟିବର 
େୁଣପକା ୋେିଛି ବହବେ ସିଂହଭୁମର ମାେଭୁମିବର ନଡିଆ କାହଁୁ  ଫେିେ ? 

ମଁୁ ୋେିଆସିଛି ସାତ ସାେର ପାରବହାଇ | ତିରିଶ େଷେ ପବର ଥବର ଥବର ବେବତବେବେ ଅନ୍ଧାର ରାତିବର ଖଟ ଉପବର ପଡି ରହି 
ଅତୀତର ଆକେନ କବର ହଠାତ୍ ନଡିଆ େଛଟି ଆସି ଉଭା ହୁଏ ଭୂତ ପରି, ବମାର ନିଦ ଉବଭଇ ୋଏ | ପୁଅ ଝିଅକୁ ମନି୍ଦର ବନଇ ୋଏ ପ୍ରତି 
ସପ୍ତାହବର | ମହାଭାରତ କଥା, ଅବୋେକରା କାହାଣୀ କହି, ହିନ୍ଦୀ ସିବନମାର ଡିଭିଡି ଆଣି ବଚଷ୍ଟା କରି ୋେିଛି ଅେିରତ ନଡିଆ େଛଟିବର େୁଣ 
ବଦୋକୁ | କୟାପିଟାେିଜିମ୍ ର ରାଜଧାନୀବର ନିଷ୍କାମ କମେର ସଂୋଦ ପବେଇ ୋେିଛି ବମାର ଅବୋେକରା ମାନଂକୁ | ନଡିଆ େଛଟିର ଅସି୍ତତ୍ଵ 
ରହିଥିେ ବସବତଦିନ, ବେବତଦିନୋଏ ଇମିଗ୍ରାଣ୍ଟ ମଣିଷ ଅଥେ ଓ ସମବେର ସଂଧାନବର େହିୋେିଥିେ, ସାକି୍ଷବୋପାେରୁ  ସିଂହଭୁମ୍ କୁ ଅଥୋ 
ଭାରତରୁ ଆବମରିକାକୁ | 

X  X  X  
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ଜୀର୍ନ୍ ଯାତ୍ରା 
ସ୍ଵ: ବରୁଣ ପାଣ ି

 
ବମାବତ ବମାଠୁ େୁଟିବନୋ ପାଇ ଁଆଜି ସେୁ େିଦୁଷକ ମାବନ ଜମା ବହଇଛନି୍ତ  

ବକବତ ବକବତ କଉତୁକ କାହାଣୀ ସେୁ ବସ ପରା ଅନାଦୀ କାେ ଧରି େଖାଣି ୋେିଛନି୍ତ  
ବହବେ ବମାର ଫକୀର େୁୋର ବସଇ େୁରୁମନ୍ତ୍ର େର େର ବମା କାନବର ୋଜି ତ ୋେିଛି  
ଧୀବର ଧୀବର ପବେ ପବେ ଜୀେନର ଧାରା ପରା  କରାେ ସିନୁ୍ଧର ନିକଟ ବହଇ ତ ଆସୁଛି  

 
ଅବନକ ଦିନର କଥା, େିଦୂଷକ ବମାବତ ବକବତ ୋଆଁର ବକାେିର ଆୋର ବଦଇୋେି ଥିଲା  

ତା ପବର ବସ ବକବତ ବକବତ ବରାମାଞ୍ଚକ ବପ୍ରମର କାହାଣୀ କହି ବମାର େୁେକ ମନଟାକୁ  େିଚେିତ କଲା  
ଧୀବର ଧୀବର ସେୁକିଛି ଫିକା ବହଲା, ଅଫିମ େି େଦେିଲା ,   
ୋଆଁର ବକାେି ଆଉ ବକଦାର ବେୌରୀ କାହାଣୀ ସରିଲା  

ଏକା ଏକା ସରେର େେିଟାବର ୋେୁଥିୋ କୁନି ୋେକଟା େୃର୍ଦ୍ ବହଇେଲା  
େିଦୂଷକ କୀତେନ କରିୋେିଲା , ବଦଶବପ୍ରମ େୀତ ସେୁ ଅଫିମ ଡୋରୁ କାେି ବଦଇ ବସ ୋେିଲା  

 
ଜେ ଜେ ବଦଖି ଆଜି ଆଇ ବଫାନ ଇଉଟିଉେ ବଫସେୁକ ସଟାଟସ ରିବପାଟେ  
କୁନୀପିଲା େୃର୍ଦ୍ ବହଇ ଶୁଣି ଶୁଣି କୀତେନ ଓ ବଦଶବପ୍ରମ ହୁଏ ଛଟପଟ  

ଫକୀର େୁୋର ବସଇ େୁରୁମନ୍ତ୍ର ହଜିୋଏ ଏଇ ବକାୋହବେ  
ସିନୁ୍ଧର ଅନ୍ଧାର ବକାେ ଆଶାବର ବସ କଲାନ୍ତ ବହଇ େସିୋଏ େରେଛ ତବେ  

ବକବେ ଅୋ ଅନ୍ଧାର ଆସିେ  
ଆଉ ଏଇ ଆବଲାକିତ ଭ୍ରମଭରା ଜୀେନ ୋତ୍ରାଟି ତାର େିଦୂଷକହୀନ ବହେ    



                                                                2020 OSA Souvenir, Urmi 

205 

 

In Memoriam:  
Lila Rani Dasverma  
(September 5, 1941 – August 24, 2020) 
 
Barnali Dasverma 

 
Lila Rani Dasverma (née Mi-
tra) was born on September 
5, 1941 in Cuttack, Odisha, 
India to Ramesh Chandra 
Mitra and Sabitri Bala Mitra.  
She was one of seven chil-
dren. 

Lila attended PM Academy 
and Ravenshaw College, 
and graduated from SCB 
Medical College in Cuttack 
with an MBBS in 1966 and 

an MS in Anatomy in 1972.  Lila attributed her abil-
ity to pursue higher education – a rarity for young 
women of her time – to her open-minded and pro-
gressive father. 

After completing her medical training, Lila 
practiced obstetrics and gynecology in Odisha.  
She often spoke about her experiences working in 
family planning camps for the Government of Od-
isha – she considered it a privilege to have given 
many rural, economically disadvantaged women 
power over the size of their families by providing 
them with access to IUDs. 

After earning her MS in Anatomy, Lila began 
the next phase of her career, and began teaching 
Anatomy at SCB Medical College.  She was 
skilled at dissection and popular with her students.  
She had earned the title of Assistant Professor by 
the time she left for the United States.   

Lila married Sandip Kumar Dasverma in May 
1979 and came to the United States in May 1980.  
Lila and Sandip’s first home in the US was in Ala-
meda, California, and while living there, they wel-
comed their only child, Barnali, in June 1981. 

The Dasvermas returned to India briefly in 
1983, and while there, Lila taught Anatomy at 
MKCG Medical College in Berhampur, Odisha.   

Lila, Sandip, and Barnali returned to the San 
Francisco Bay Area in 1984.  The family made 
their home in the Sunnyvale/Cupertino area from 
1984 – 1993 (with a brief interlude in Odisha dur-
ing the 1987-1988 academic year, when Lila 

returned to Cuttack with Barnali and taught Anat-
omy again at SCB Medical College).  During the 
family’s time in Sunnyvale and Cupertino, Lila 
dedicated herself to raising her young daughter.  
Her passion for Anatomy remained strong, and 
Lila volunteered at Stanford Medical School’s 
Anatomy department.  Lila formed strong friend-
ships in the early 1980s within both the Odia and 
Bengali communities in the Bay Area, and many 
of these friendships endured for the rest of her life.     

In 1994, the Dasvermas moved to Southern 
California, relocating for Sandip’s work.  Lila built 
a new life in Mission Viejo, a suburban town in Or-
ange County.  There, she single-handedly kept 
her expansive new home immaculate; loved host-
ing neighbors, friends and family; and grew both 
flowers and vegetables in her beloved garden.  
Lila was involved in both the Southern California 
Bengali and Odia communities, as well as the Co-
alition for a Secular and Egalitarian India.   

During the family’s years in Mission Viejo, Lila 
was a devoted mother to Barnali, allowing Barnali 
to focus on academics and countless extracurric-
ulars by not having to worry about anything else.  
As Lila grew up in an environment where she had 
to help cook, clean, and handle numerous other 
family responsibilities before she could sit down to 
study each night, she insisted - and took care of 
everything else - such that Barnali’s only “job” was 
school.  Lila was incredibly proud and joyful when 
Barnali was accepted to Stanford University and 
graduated as her high school Salutatorian in 1999. 

While Lila volunteered at the UC Irvine Medi-
cal School’s Anatomy department while Barnali 
was in high school, it was after Barnali went off to 
college that Lila returned to teaching in earnest, 
first working at UC Riverside as an Anatomy in-
structor, and later teaching at Columbia Basin Col-
lege. 

Lila began another chapter of her life when 
Sandip’s work took them to Richland, Washington, 
and she resided there from 2002 – 2015.  There, 
Lila, with Sandip, became very involved with the 
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community.  She volunteered with SIGN, a hu-
manitarian organization that builds orthopedic ca-
pacity in developing countries, and helped bring 
them to Odisha.  With Sandip, she also volun-
teered with AARP’s Tax Preparation Program, 
was active with the Tri-City Democrats, and volun-
teered with the Tumbleweed Music Festival.  Lila 
was also involved with the annual TriCities’ Inter-
national Mother Language Day event and helped 
put on an annual “Kabi Jayanti” cultural event hon-
oring Bengali poets Tagore and Nazrul.   

During Lila’s time in Richland, her ties to the 
national OSA community were strengthened and 
she and Sandip were active OSA members.  Lila 
began attending the OSA Convention every year, 
traveling to conventions in Newport Beach, CA; 
Columbia, MD; Detroit, MI; Toronto, Canada; 
Trenton, NJ; Redwood City, CA; Dallas, TX; Seat-
tle, WA; Chicago, IL; Washington, DC; and Provi-
dence, RI.  Lila also became involved with the NIT 
Rourkela Overseas Alumni Association 
(NITROAA) community at this time, and attended 
their annual conferences in Atlanta, GA; Long 
Beach, CA; Parsippany, NJ; and San Francisco, 
CA.  

Lila’s life in the United States came full circle 
when she and Sandip returned to the San Fran-
cisco Bay Area in 2015, buying a home in Hay-
ward, California, in order to be closer to her 
daughter Barnali and son-in-law Bikash.  After her 
return to the Bay Area, Lila reconnected with old 
friends and made new ones.  Her signature dish, 
a classic Odia chhena poda, became as well-
known among her neighbors in Hayward as it was 
by friends from her days in Alameda, Sunnyvale, 
Cupertino, Mission Viejo, and Richland. 

Lila was a fighter.  Despite suffering from heart 
disease, COPD, SIADH, and glaucoma, and being 

hospitalized numerous times, she made recovery 
after recovery.  Lila was on a ventilator in the ICU 
at least 5 times in the last 10 years.  Nonetheless, 
she managed to live to see her daughter Barnali 
get married in Cuttack in 2014 and saw her grand-
daughter Anvika the day she was born in 2018 in 
San Francisco.   

Remarkably, just two weeks before her death, 
Lila spent a week on vacation with her family in the 
Sierra Nevada foothills.  She went hiking in the 
redwoods, picnicked lakeside, and even enjoyed 
time in the hot tub at the insistence of her two year 
old granddaughter.  Lila’s family is grateful they 
had this treasured bit of quality time together.   

Lila passed away peacefully in her sleep, at 
her home in Hayward, California, on Monday, Au-
gust 24, 2020.  Her family was able to honor her 
final wishes by donating her body to science.  
Lila’s body has been accepted by the University of 
California Davis Medical School.  When the medi-
cal students’ use of her body is complete, the Uni-
versity will cremate Lila’s remains and spread the 
ashes in the Pacific Ocean.     

Lila’s gentle spirit, kind smile, and compas-
sionate nature will be remembered by many, and 
she is survived by her husband Sandip, daughter 
Barnali, son-in-law Bikash, and granddaughter 
Anvika. 

Given Lila’s love for education, anatomy, and 
uplifting the less fortunate, the family asks that you 
donate in her memory to the Foundation for Excel-
lence (FFE) (https://ffe.org/donate/), so we may 
sponsor one or more female medical students at 
SCB Medical College in Cuttack.  If you make 
such a donation, please be sure to note that the 
donation is made “in memory of Lila Dasverma” so 
the funds can be directed appropriately. 

   

 
 

https://ffe.org/donate/
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Lila Apa: Reminiscing good memories 
 
Kuku Das 
 

If you truly want something to happen, that 
happens for sure. This is exactly what happened 
last September when I got a message from Dada 
which said, “Kuku, is Lila Apa’s glass tray (used to 
deliver Chhenapoda) still with you? It is engraved 
with her name, “Lila “. 

A few days before this message arrived from 
Dada, Odissi dancer, Padmashri Aruna Mohanty 
was visiting with her troop of 14 members and was 
staying in our house. Dada and Lila Apa were try-
ing to help me by sending some food. I couldn't 
convince them not to worry...which meant we re-
ceived a big tray of Lila Apa's signature chen-
napoda..of course Dada helped her bake this time. 

My turn to return the tray, hence I got the 
chance to go to their house... 

I look back on the years when I had just newly 
arrived in the Bay Area after my marriage when 
both of them were living here. Barnali was a cute 
little well-mannered kid. Then they moved to 
Southern California. Once in a while we had the 
pleasure of meeting them during special events 
etc. Dada was very much involved in SEED and 
FFE Activities. Then came RDF. I got a chance to 
interact with Dada when I was serving as OSA 
vice-president during the year 2011-2013. Often, 
we used to talk about 2012 convention, RDF and 
other OSA stuff. The rest is history. Then we did 
the first Regional drama festival in California. 
Dada was very happy. I had never seen another 
person with so much passion and dedication to-
wards a community organization. Whenever we 
meet, Lila Apa, quiet as she was would look at me 
with a beautiful smile. Sometimes I, myself would 
get confused whether she recognized me. I would 
say, “Namaskar Lila Apa, mu Kuku”. Immediately 
she would hold my hand and press gently, would 
softly say..”Kuku, bahut bhala kama karucha 
tame, tamaku chinhi paribini”. I would be so em-
barrassed for my ignorance and would take her 
blessings. She would say “kebe gharaku asa”..I 
would say, “sure, sure, I'll come someday” 

. But that never happened as she was not feel-
ing well lately. We heard the news most of the time 
from Anju Apa, prayed for her speedy recovery. 
With her fragile health and restricted diet also, she 

wouldn't miss attending the con-
vention or any special event. We 
were so happy to see when they 
had joined us at our son Anand’s 
high school graduation party.  
In fact, when we got the invitation for Barnali’s 
wedding reception party, I couldn't believe my 
eyes. Many times, people over here who’ve known 
you forever are unable to invite you to their special 
event due to limited number of guests or simply for 
various reason. Here, we are not only invited, I got 
a pleasant surprise too, a beautiful saree as a gift. 
When I was thanking Lila apa, Dada said, “you're 
thanking her...? I'm the one who has lifted those 
suitcases”. We all laughed. I'll never forget the joy, 
the glow in her face on that day. She was so 
happy.  

Coming back to the cheenapoda tray story I 
started with. Finally got a chance to visit Lila Apa 
and Dada. It was during Navaratri time, last year. 
Both were so welcoming, it felt like visiting a close 
relative's house. We took a bouquet of flowers for 
them. Those who know me, know that I'm com-
pletely a chatty Cathy. I asked her, “where is the 
vase, I'll arrange the flowers”. She smiled and 
said, “on that countertop”. I got up to get the vase 
and arranged the flowers. It was evening time and 
we did not want to trouble them by taking up too 
much of their time, so we had decided to drop the 
tray and come back. But then Dada asked us to 
have some tea. I immediately said “na na thau, I 
don't drink tea”. She looked at Bibek and asked, 
“a little?” Bibek being Harischandra said, “yes, 
yes, I want some”. I was like “hey Bhagaban... “. 
Then I said, “okay, on one condition, only if I make 
the tea”.  

They all agreed. I went to make the tea; some 
utensils were there on the sink. While waiting for 
the tea to boil, I started cleaning them. Apa was so 
worried, and kept saying, “Kuku, you came to our 
house for the first time”. Then I started my emo-
tional blackmailing. “So, you don't count me as 
your own.” Of course I won. She smiled again. We 
spent nearly 3 hours talking from Dhinkisala ru 
Dhenkanala jaen. Yes, you guessed it right... 
mostly Dada and me. Lila Apa and Bibek were the 
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quiet audience. We got up to leave, by promising 
that we'll come back again for dinner some time. 
The memory of those couple of hours are price-
less. 

ଭାଗବତ ରେ ଅଛି (Bhagabata re achhi): 

ପ୍ରାଣୀେ ଭଲ ମନ୍ଦ ବାଣୀ; ମେଣ କାରେ ତାହା ଜାଣି  
Pranira bhala manda bani; Marana kale taha jani 

Lila Apa, you are not here with us today, but 
you will remain in our hearts forever. 

Namaskar. 

 

Santa Clara, California 

 

ଚାଣେୟ ନ୍ୀତି 
 

ଲାଳକୟତ  ପଞ୍ଚର୍ର୍ବାଣି ଦଶର୍ର୍ବାଣି ତାଡକୟତ  
ପ୍ରାକେତୁ କର୍ାଡକଶ ର୍କର୍ବ ପୁତ୍ରଂ ମିତ୍ରର୍ଦାଚ୍କରତ  ାା 
 
ପାଞ୍ଚେଷେ ପେେୟନ୍ତ ଶିଶୁକୁ ଲାେନ ପାେନ କରିୋ ଉଚିତ ାା 
ପରେତ୍ତେୀ ଦଶ େଷେ େୟସ ପେେୟନ୍ତ ଶିକ୍ଷା ଉବେଶୟବର 
ପୁତ୍ରକୁ ଶାସନ କରିୋ ଉଚିତ ାା କିନ୍ତୁ ବଷାେେଷେ େୟସବର 
ଉପନୀତ ବହୋ ପବର ପୁତ୍ର ସହ ମିତ୍ରତୁେୟ ଆଚରଣ 
କରିୋ ଉଚିତ ାା 
 
ସକତୟନ୍ ଧାଯବୟକତ ପୃଥୱୀ ସକତୟନ୍ ତପକତ ରରି୍ିଃ 
ସକତୟନ୍ର୍ାତି ର୍ାୟୁଶ୍ଚ ସର୍ବଂ ସକତୟ ପ୍ରତିଷି୍ଠତମ  ାା 
 
ସତୟଦ୍ୱାରା ଏ ପୃଥିେୀ ପରିୋେିତ ାା ସତୟଧମେ ରକ୍ଷା କରି 
ସୂେେୟ ଉତ୍ତାପ ଦିଏ ାା ସତୟବର ପେନ ପ୍ରୋହିତ ହୁଏ ାା 
ବତଣୁ ସମବସ୍ତ ସତୟ ଦ୍ୱାରା ପରିୋେିତ ବହାଇଥାନି୍ତ ାା 
 
 
 

କି୍ଷପ୍ରମାୟମନ୍ାକଲାଚ୍ୟ ର୍ୟୟଂ ମାନ୍ସର୍ାଞ୍ଛୟା 
ପରିଯକୟଦ  ଯ ଏର୍ାକସ ା ଧନ୍ୀ କର୍ ଶ୍ରର୍କଣାଦମିଃ ାା 
 

ଆୟ ପ୍ରତି ଦୃଷି୍ଟ ନ ବଦଇ ମନଇଚ୍ଛା େୟୟ କବେ କୁବେର 
ସଦୃଶ ଧନୀେୟକି୍ତର ମଧ୍ୟ ଧନସମ୍ପତି୍ତ ଅେପକାେ ମଧ୍ୟବର 
ବଶଷ ବହାଇୋଏ ାା 

 
ରୂପ କଯ ାର୍ନ୍ ସମ୍ପନ୍ନା ରି୍ଶାଳେୁଳ ସମ୍ଭର୍ାିଃ 
ରି୍ଦୟାହୀନ୍ା ନ୍ କଶାଭକେ ନି୍ର୍ବନ୍ଧାଲର୍ େିଂଶୁୋିଃ ାା 

ଉଚ୍ଚକୁେବର ଜାତ ରୂପ ବେୈ ାେନ ସମ୍ପନ୍ନ େୟକି୍ତ େଦି ମୂଖେ 
ହୁଏ, ବତବେ େନ୍ଧହୀନ ପୋଶ ଫୁେକୁ ତୟାେ କଲାପରି 
ବଲାବକ ତାକୁ ତୟାେ କରନି୍ତ ାା 
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ସଦୟ ରୁହ 
Stay Empathetic 
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ମିଶୁ ମ ୋର ମେହ ଏ ମେଶ  ୋଟିମର 
ମେଶବୋସୀ ଚାଲିଯୋଆନ୍ତୁ ପିଠିମର 
ମେଶର ସ୍ୱରାଜ ପମେ ମଯମେ ଗୋଡ 
ପୁରୁ େହିଁ ପଡି ମ ୋର  ୋାଂସ ହୋଡ ାୋାୋ 
 
ପୂଣ୍ୟ ଜନ୍ମ ୋଟି ପୂଣ୍ୟ ମେବୋଳୟ 
ଉଦ୍ଧରିବୋ ପୋଇ ଁକମଲ େନୁ୍ କ୍ଷୟ, 
 ୋନ୍ବ-ଜନ୍  ହୁଅଇ ସଫଳ 
ଏ  ହୋେୀକ୍ଷୋ କି ବୁଝିବ ଉତ୍କଳ ? 
 
          - ଉତ୍କଳମଣି ଗ ୋପବନୁ୍ଧ ଦୋସ  
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OSA Secretary’s Report 
 
Vivek Das 
 
 
 
 

• BOG and GBM Meeting minutes: 

o Every Month BOG meeting is called to order. Important matters and Chapter updates 

are discussed. Minutes are distributed. 

• Publications and Souvenirs 

o Utkarsa is being published as per schedule and inputs provided by members. 

• Content Management  

o Content Management of Website is maintained.  

o Volunteers are needed here for website management 

• Chapter Representation Changes: 

o New Chapter Presidents  have been Chosen in Illinois, Michigan, Washington DC, 

OSA SE, Minnesota, Texas as well as OSA Rocky Mountains since last GBM of 2019. 

There are efforts to form new chapters in Georgia and Florida.  

 

• Membership: 
o We have started many initiatives such as OSA Care, OSA Health and Wellness, 

Osa Youth Activities, Antakshari, Utkala Dibasa, Abhula Smruti, and various 
other online activities etc all with a view to increase value of OSA membership. 
We hope that this will result in new members joining.  
 

▪ This is the breakup of Membership : 
 

Membership Type Total members in 
category 

Life Member 1250 

Patron 52 

Benefactor 42 

5-year Member 54 

Annual Family 1 

Annual Single 2 

Chapter Current President Previous President Change of Term  

OSA Michigan Mr. Arun Tripathy Mr. Vivek Das August 2019 

OSA Chicago Mr. Anil Patnaik Mr. Debashish 
Panda 

September 2019 

OSA North-West Ms. Sarita Patnaik Sarbeswar Sahoo October 2019 

OSA Rocky Mountain Mr. Sanjib Bisoyi Suvendu Samal October 2019 

OSA NE Mr. Debadutta 
Behera 

Mr. Soumya Mohanty September 2019 

OSA-NY-NJ Mr. Bijay Mohanty Mr. Sribatsa Das January 2020 

OSA-Washington DC Ms. Mousumi 
Patnaik 

Ms. Anjana 
Chowdhury 

July 2020 
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•  New Membership: We have over 70 new members who have joined OSA in 2019-2020. 

• Chapter Activities:  Most of the chapters are celebrating Saraswati Puja, Basanta Utsava, 
Utkala Dibasa, Annual Picnic, Ganesh Puja, Kumara Purnima as well as Jagannath Ratha 
Yatra within their communities enthusiastically.  Chapter Updates are shared in BOG 
meetings.  

• New Activities: We have started many new activities such as Osa Mahotsav, OSA Youth 
Activities, Virtual Convention 2020, OSA Pioneer Meet, Lets Learn Odia, Bhagabat Tungi, 
OSA Health and Wellness Group, OSA Outreach and Osa Care activities in order to involve 
different elements of our community and have something that appeals to all the different 
segments of our community.  

Welcome New Members 

Welcome to the following new members to the society. Thank you for joining and being part of our 
organization OSA. Visit the website at http://www.odishasociety.org to get to know more about the 
organization and its various activities. We are sure you will find your experience with us very warming 
and resourceful. 

New Life Members 
 
Abhay Bakshi 
Bhabana Pati 
Westford, MA, 01886 
Chapter: New England 
 
Abhipsa Beuria 
Biswajit Jena 
Irvine, CA, 92604 
Chapter: California 
 
Abhishek Jena 
Nistha Patra 
Ashburn, VA, 20147 
Chapter: Washington DC 
 
Aditya Panigrahi 
Sangeeta Amatya 
San Jose, CA, 95138 
Chapter: California 
 
Ajit Dash 
Madhusri Nayak 
Sammamish, WA, 98075 
Chapter: Seattle 
 
Ajit Hota 
Padmaja Dash 
San Jose, CA, 95134 
Chapter: California 
 
Alakananda Mishra 
Rajmohan Mishra 

Katy, TX, 77494 
Chapter: South-West 
 
Alekha Ojha 
Pallisri Pritipuspa Fnu 
Livermore, CA, 94551 
Chapter: California 
 

Amiya Mohanty 
Ipsita Mohanty 
Union City, CA, 94587 
Chapter: California 
 

Anil Pattnaik 
Saisree Patnaik 
Naperville, IL, 60540 
Chapter: Chicago 
 

Anjan Kumar Panda 
Dublin, CA, 94568 
Chapter: California 
 
Arpita Ganguly 
Sanjay Mitra 
Apple Valley, MN, 55124 
Chapter: North West 
 
Aruna Dash 
Sasi Panda 
San Jose, CA, 95148 
Chapter: California 
 

Badri Subudhi 
Fremont, CA, 94539 
Chapter: California 
 
Bhakta Rath 
Oakton, VA, 22124 
Chapter: Washington Dc 
 
Bibu Mohapatra 
Roopali Sahoo 
Fremont, CA, 94538 
Chapter: California 
 
Bidyadhara Mohapatra 
Lopamudra Panigrahi 
Sunnyvale, CA, 94086 
Chapter: California 
 
Biswaranjan Panda 
San Jose, CA, 95131 
Chapter: California 
 
Chandra Kuanar 
Snigdha Mohanty 
Bayonne, NJ, 7002 
Chapter: New York / New 
Jersey 
 
Chinmaya Panda 
Monalisa Tripathy 
San Diego, CA, 92129 
Chapter: California 

http://www.odishasociety.org/
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Damodar Sahu 
Namita Sahu 
Pleasanton, CA, 94588 
Chapter: California 
 
Debanjan Chowdhury 
Germantown, MD, 20876 
Chapter: Washington Dc 
 
Debashish Singh 
Lipsa Sahoo 
Pittsburgh, PA,  
Chapter: New York / New 
Jersey 
 
Deep Nangalia 
Poonam Nangalia 
Newtown, PA, 18940 
Chapter: New York / New 
Jersey 
 
Deepak Misra 
Sanghamitra Das 
Tampa, FL, 33635 
Chapter: - NA 
 
Dhiren Panda 
Manasi Padhi 
Dublin, CA, 94568 
Chapter: California 
 
Dillip Dalai 
Jayanti (Tuli) Sahoo 
Brentwood, TN, 37027 
Chapter: Southern 
 
Dipty Ranjan Padhy 
Soumya Padhy 
Brunswick, OH, 44212 
Chapter: Ohio 
 
Ena Mahapatra 
Satya Mishra 
Oak Park, IL, 60302 
Chapter: Chicago 
 
Gautami Rout 
Cumming, GA, 30040 
Chapter: South East 
 
Gita Patra 
Sankar Patra 

Livermore, CA, 94550 
Chapter: California 
 
Gyan Patra 
Foster City, CA, 94404 
Chapter: California 
 
Heemani Mahapatra 
Pranab Mahapatra 
Pleasanton, CA, 94588 
Chapter: California 
 
Ipsita Kar 
Mountain House, CA, 95391 
Chapter: California 
 
Ipsita Mohanty 
Sanjeev Das 
San Jose, CA, 95132 
Chapter: California 
 
John Carrigan 
Swati Misra-Carrigan 
Venice, CA, 90291 
Chapter: California 
 
Julie Mishra 
Sukant Mishra 
Powell, OH, 43065 
Chapter: Ohio 
 
Jyoti Hota 
Kiran Dash 
Naperville, IL, 60540 
Chapter: Chicago 
 
Jyotiraj Mohanty 
Mausumi Mohanty 
Cumming, GA, 11111 
Chapter: South East 
 
Kasinath Rout 
Schaumburg, IL, 60173 
Chapter: Chicago 
 
Kunmun Garabadu 
Raj Murtinty 
Santa Clara, CA, 95054 
Chapter: California 
 
Lalit Das 
Sweta Mohanty 

Fort Mill, SC, 29708 
Chapter: South East 
 
Lipika Dash 
Bethesda, MD, 20817 
Chapter: Washington DC 
 
Lisa Panda 
Sudeep Misra 
Newark, CA, 94560 
Chapter: California 
 
Lopamudra Das 
Rajiv Das 
Aurora, IL, 60502 
Chapter: Chicago 
 
Madhabika Nayak 
Fremont, CA, 94538 
Chapter: California 
 
Manamohan Jena 
Monalisa Garanaik 
Chandler, AZ, 85226 
Chapter: Grand Canyon 
 
Manas Lenka 
Smitarani Shah 
Dublin, CA, 94568 
Chapter: California 
 
Manas Pati 
Sasmita Mishra 
San Jose, CA, 95138 
Chapter: California 
 
Manoj Panda 
Toronto, ON, M1L 0G1 
Chapter: Canada 
 
Moushmi Patnaik 
Rajiv Patnaik 
Ashburn, VA, 20148 
Chapter: Washington DC 
 
Nalini Satpathy 
Santosh Tripathy 
Aurora, IL, 60503 
Chapter: Chicago 
 
Namrata Choudhury 
Sidharth Choudhury 
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Cupertino, CA, 95014 
Chapter: California 
 
Nilamadhab Bisoi 
Rashmi Das 
Brentwood, TN, 37027 
Chapter: Southern 
 
Nitai Misra 
Suwanee, GA,  
Chapter: South East 
 
Partha Sarathi Mohapatra 
Sharmilee Mohanty 
Folsom, CA, 95630 
Chapter: California 
 
Pramit Rath 
Punam Mishra 
Strongsville, OH, 44136 
Chapter: Ohio 
 
Preeti Mohapatra (Acharya) 
Tarini Mohapatra 
Los Altos, CA, 94024 
Chapter: California 
 
Punam Pattjoshi 
Swaroop Panda 
Sugar Land, TX, 77479 
Chapter: South-West 
 

Ranjan Rath 
Sapna Rath 
San Jose, CA, 95133 
Chapter: California 
 
Ravi Duvvuri 
Satavisha Pati 
Naperville, IL, 60564 
Chapter: Chicago 
 
Reema Patnaik 
Satya Pattanaik 
Ashland, MA, 01721 
Chapter: New England 
 
Rushikesh Choudhury 
San Ramon, CA, 94583 
Chapter: California 
 
Sangram Dash 
Sujata Madala 
San Jose, CA, 95125 
Chapter: California 
 
Sanjeeb Rout 
Sunita Rout 
Morrisville, NC, 27560 
Chapter: South East 
 
Satyajit Mohapatra 
Shamuka Ratha 
San Ramon, CA, 94582 

Chapter: California 
 
Shakti Swain 
Susmita Nayak 
San Ramon, CA, 94582 
Chapter: California 
 
Shaktisuta Pattnaik 
Sibaranjan Pattnayak 
Sunnyvale, CA, 94087 
Chapter: California 
 
Sidhartha Hazari 
Elk Grove, CA, 95757 
Chapter: California 
 
Subrat Rout 
Aldie, VA, 20105 
Chapter: Washington DC 
 
Swati Nayak 
Pleasanton, CA, 94588 
Chapter: California 
 
Tapana Patro 
Flushing, NY, 11355 
Chapter: New York / New 
Jersey 
 
Tara Choudhury 
San Jose, CA, 95131 
Chapter: California

 
New Five Year Members 

 
Amruta Mohanty 
Appleton, WI, 54914 
Chapter: Chicago 
 
Binayak Nanda 
Suryasnata Rath 
Hermitage, TN, 37076 
Chapter: Southern 
 
Goutam Giri 
Lopamudra Manadhata 
Mount Juliet, TN, 37122 

Chapter: Southern 
 
Johnson Suna 
Sagnika Majhi 
Foster City, CA, 94404 
Chapter: California 
 
Manoj Kumar Acharya 
Pragyan Saraswati Bisi 
Farmington Hills, MI, 48335 
Chapter: Michigan 
 

Prabir Das 
Sibani Das 
Alpharetta, GA, 30024 
Chapter: South East 
 
Sammita Paira 
Saurav Paira 
Dayton, NJ, 08810 
Chapter: New York / New 
Jersey

 
New Annual Members 

 
Aarvi Priyank 
Amlan Priyank 

San Jose, CA, 95134 
Chapter: California 

 
Amitav Dash 
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Santwana Dash 
Naperville, IL, 60540 
Chapter: Chicago 
 
Arun Sahoo 
Madhusmita Sahoo 
Tampa, FL, 33647 
Chapter: - NA 
 
Debasis Biswal 
Tampa, FL, 33626 
Chapter: - NA 
 
Jitendra Jena 
Aurora, IL, 60502 
Chapter: Chicago 
 
Jyotirmaya Behera 
Cincinnati, OH, 45202 
Chapter: Ohio 

 
Manasi Ray 
Priyaranjan Singh 
Tampa, FL, 33647 
Chapter: - NA 
 
Manoranjan Bhol 
Tampa, FL, 33647 
Chapter: - NA 
 
Pallishree Chaudhury 
Una Sai Prasad Patro 
Basking Ridge, NJ, 07920 
Chapter: New York / New 
Jersey 
 
Rahul Das 
Sujata Subhadarshini 
Tampa, FL, 33626 
Chapter: - NA 

 
Ramesh Sahu 
Swagatika Sahoo 
Clearwater, FL, 33760 
Chapter: - NA 
 
Reenanjali Sahoo 
Satya Sahoo 
Suwanee, GA, 30024 
Chapter: South East 
 
Swayam Prakash 
Irvine, CA, 92617 
Chapter: California 
 
Tithi Das 
Lakeland, FL, 33813 
Chapter: - NA
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OSA Treasurer’s Report  

 
Utkal Nayak 
 
 
Namaskar! 
 

OSA’s year over year financial position has remained stronger and stable. 
The operational expense has increased by about $1000 dollars annually due to additional expenses 
such as online conferencing, website support and accounting software fees. The overall operational 
bank balance has increased primarily due to new lifetime membership. The investment account 
remained stable overall due to majority of the investment in conservative sources of investments, hence, 
the portfolio encountered minimal impact the current financial turmoil caused due to the pandemic. 

Following is the Annual Summary of OSA’s Financial Accounting. 
 
2019 convention summary – Audited 
 
Accounting Summary 

Total Income    $788,475  
Total Expense     $824,323 
Net Loss     $43,348 

 
Contribution to OSA   

Membership & Fees  $33,849  
50% Share of Loss $(21,674) 
Net Contribution $13,740 

 
OSA Balance sheet 
 
Starting Balance on July 2019 

• Total Assets: $310,620.47 
• Includes Investment Book Value $209,991.00 

Current Balance as of July 1st, 2020 
• Total Assets: $368,813.10 
• Includes Investment Book Value $232,051.00 
• Net Gain 18.73% 

 
Special accounts Ledger: 

Accounts Net Earning Expenses Balance 

Fani Donation for Odisha $244,953.29 -$212,279.07 $32,674.22 

Emergency Relief Fund $16,958.10 -$1,575.00 $15,383.10 

Library Fund $10,001.70 $0.00 $10,001.70 
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OSA Health and Wellness Group 

 
Dr Devashish Ray  
 

 
Namaskar to All.   

Happy 1st Anniversary of OSA-
HWG. It is my proud privilege 
to celebrate and announce the 
first anniversary of HWG 
group. This is a proud 
milestone achieved by the HW 
group with all humility. I 

congratulate the team, every member of the 
group, OSA and our panel supporters.  

As mentioned by me earlier, this small group 
that started during 50th OSA convention 2019 in 
Atlantic city, has slowly elbowed its way into the 
fore front of our Odia community and has become 
a household name. This position attained is a 
glaring example of our steely resolve to serve our 
community with “PASSION, LOVE, 
TRANSPARENCY, TRUTHFULNESS and 
GOODWILL”. 

The Covid-19 awareness on Mar 15th, 2020, 
COVID-19 apocalypse on March 29th, 2020, 
Global Odia event on May 19th, 2020 and our 
presence during OSA Virtual convention is a proof 
of the love and passion of our Odia physicians of 
the group to rise to the occasion for our 
community. 

We all are very much involved in the need of 
our society during medical urgency/ emergency/ 
routine issues. WE PROMISE TO STAND BY 
ANYONE REACHING OUT TO US DURING THE 
TIME OF NEED IN WHICHEVER WAY 
POSSIBLE. This is our firm commitment to you 
all.   

We have many projects that are being tossed 
around by our brilliant minds to help our 
community in North America, India and globally. 

We will be working on a 
series of projects to bring 
awareness to common 
illnesses and its prevention. Different state 
chapters are reaching out to us to assist them with 
their health and wellness awareness and we are 
humbled by such acts initiated by our hard work 
and see them unfolded in a systematic way 
throughout the community. We are glad to fill the 
much-needed void to bridge the gap between 
Odia community and Odia physicians. 

Nonetheless, we have not forgotten our Odia 
community in India. Which is one of our prime 
mission. We are planning to align with an ethical 
and sincere NGO group to coordinate and execute 
our projects there.  

This Virtual convention of OSA 2020 is a grand 
success executed with all finesse by all the 
volunteers sweating day in day out, steered rightly 
by the ever dedicated OSA executive – Ms Kuku 
Das, Dr Anil Patnaik, Mr Vivek Das, Mr Utkal 
Nayak and all BOG leaders. We are proud to be a 
part of this wonderful event and showcase our 
existence to our community. The love, applause 
and the inspiration showered from all of you is 
beyond my imagination. I on behalf of our OSA-
HWG thank you all for the remotest corner of my 
heart for supporting our endeavor and journey 
from the very beginning till date. We sincerely 
hope to continue getting all your love and 
blessings for time to come.  

 
I remain humbly, 
Jai Jagdish! 
Yours truly, 
Dr Devashish Ray, Chairman of OSA-HWG 
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Higher Education Seminar  
How the OSA community can help? 
 
Durgamadhab Misra 
 

As the virtual convention of Odisha Society of 
Americas (OSA) has come to an end, a brief report 
on the Higher Education (HE) Seminar/Panel is 
essential. OSA has been trying this intellectual 
endeavor to promote collaborative research, 
training, and other programs of mutual interest 
and benefits between Odisha Universities and 
North American Universities/Institutions. 
Therefore, the topic of this year's HE seminar was, 
"How to improve the ranking of the Universities of 
Odisha and how the OSA community can help." 
While some private universities like SOA 
University are doing well in the National 
Institutional Ranking Framework (NIRF) by the 
Ministry of Human Resource Development, 
Government of India, public universities like Utkal 
University had a lower rank of 96 in the 2020 NIRF 
university ranking. It was not even listed in the 
overall ranking. The criteria for NIRF ranking are 
mainly based on (1) Teaching and Learning 
Resources; (2) Research and Professional 
Practice; (3) Graduation Outcome; (4) Outreach 
and Industry; and (5) Perception. We believe the 
topic was, therefore, timely to address some of 
these issues. 

Fortunately, we were able to gather some 
distinguished speakers and panelists for this 
seminar quickly. We had Dr. Asoka Das, the Vice-
Chairman, Odisha State Higher Education Council 
as the Guest Speaker. The panelists were Prof. 
Deepak Behera, Vice-Chancellor of Sambalpur 
University, Prof. Damodar Acharya, Chair, 
Advisory Board of SOA University, Prof. 
Soumendra Patnaik, Vice-Chancellor of Utkal 
University; and Prof. Chitta Baral of Arizona State 
University. Dr. Ajaya Mohanty of Deloitte & 
Touche moderated the panel. 

Current Status 

Guest speaker Prof. Das talked about the 
criteria of National Assessment and Accreditation 
Council (NAAC), NIRF, and Times Higher 
Education World University Rankings 2020 that 
determines the quality of education and research 
funding for a university. He mostly spoke about the 
NIRF ranking of public universities like Utkal 
University (96), Sambalpur University (101-150), 

Berhampur University (151-
200), and Ravenshaw 
University (>200). Even though these state 
universities educate 90% of meritorious and 
underprivileged students in Odisha and have 
produced excellent professionals serving in India 
and worldwide, they have taken a hit in the 
national ranking. These universities are mostly 
focused on humanities and social science 
disciplines that do not score well with Scopus, the 
largest abstract and citation database of peer-
reviewed literature. The excellent books written by 
the faculty in these universities do not go through 
the ranking process. Prof. Das outlined that 
teaching and learning suffer significantly because 
of a lack of faculty hiring and limitation of 
sanctioned openings—the student to faculty ratio 
is also impacted (note that it needs to be in the 
range of 15 to 22.) Patents and consultancy are 
almost nonexistent, and the rate graduation of 
doctoral students is significantly lower (<100) than 
some of the peer universities like Pune University 
or Jadavpur University, that graduate in the range 
of 300 to 400 doctoral students per year. The 
resource generation is another issue where per-
student expenditure is ten-fold lower in Odisha 
universities than that of the peer universities. The 
resources need to be spent on high-quality 
content rather than building infrastructure. Peer 
perception needs to be significantly enhanced. 

How OSA Members can Contribute 

Prof. Das emphasized that OSA can play a 
major role as most of the US professionals are 
alumni of some public universities. He suggested 
forming influential alumni groups or OSA Advisory 
Board with academicians, industry professionals, 
and administrators to sketch a Strategic 
Development Plan for each university. All activities 
can be channelized through this Board with 
defined timelines. There could be subcommittees 
on (i) Corpus Building for funding, (ii) 
Collaboration and Student Mentoring and (iii) 
Interlocuters, Motivators, and Mentors for 
University/Government who can work as partners 
with patience, trust, and non-judgmental way. 
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He encouraged the participants to (a) write 
joint research programs or proposals for national 
and international funding, (b) scholars residence 
programs in STEM and non-STEM fields like 
social sciences and languages, (c) share and 
advise jointly the doctoral students, (d) form 
association with Center of Excellence (CoE) in 
these universities, (e) mentor young research 
faculty under Odisha University Research and 
Innovation Incentivization Plan (OURIIP), (f) set 
up intellectual property right (IPR) cells, and (g) 
mentor the incubators and industry connections. 
As per resource generation, he suggested setting 
up chair positions in different fields, industry 
sponsorships, and startup funding for new spin-
offs. 

He further outlined several initiatives that OSA 
members can facilitate. For example, OSA 
members can contribute to program and content 
development, initiate joint MS and PhD programs, 
start international summer research programs, 
assist student and faculty exchange programs, 
visit the Odisha universities in addition to visiting 
IITs, visit during sabbatical and under Global 
Initiative of Academic Networks (GIAN) and 
Visiting Advanced Joint Research faculty Scheme 
(VAJRA) programs, develop online courses and 
generate funds that can be administered through 
alumni network. OSA Advisory Board can insist on 
e-Governance so that the decision-making 
process can be expedited. Furthermore, the 
alumni network can build a brand peer perception 
of these universities, recommend excellent 
graduate students to join as faculty, enrich the 
library resources and enrich campus life by setting 
up the cultural, environmental, and sporting clubs. 

Panel Discussion 

The panel discussion started with Vice-
Chancellor of Sambalpur University Prof. Deepak 
Behera, who gave the statistic that Odisha has 33 
universities, out of which 21 are state universities, 
11 are private universities, and one central 
university located in Koraput. 14 of the 21 state 
universities are under the Odisha Higher 
Education Department. Besides, Odisha has 1046 
degree-granting colleges, out of which 53 colleges 
are directly under the government, 558 are 
government-aided, 224 are unaided, and 211 are 
self-financed. He mentioned that many teaching 
and non-teaching positions are vacant. 
Infrastructure is also lacking. 

How OSA can help:  

OSA members should seek active collaborations 
with faculty to advance the research in current 
topics to boost the citation level; Establish 
incubation centers for innovation and 
entrepreneurship; Help in establishing 
interdisciplinary research and industry-oriented 
consultancy projects; Provide help in improving 
the teaching methodology and developing online 
courses in Digital Marketing, Data Science, 
Machine Learning, Educational Technology, and 
Cyber Security areas; Start faculty and student 
international exchange programs; Establish 
fellowships for underrepresented deserving 
students and research chair positions; Giving 
webinars and teaching remotely; Take advantage 
of some central government initiatives and identify 
US professors who can visit the Odisha 
Universities, and help in identifying indigenous 
courses that will attract international scholars. 

The next panelist, Prof. Damodar Acharya of 
SOA University, mentioned that many younger 
universities like Jadavpur University are doing 
much better with similar constraints and problems. 
He outlined some of the key areas, such as  

developing robust digital infrastructure as a 
major teaching and learning resource, Increasing 
the quality of faculty members by continuous 
recruitment process, enhancing the quality of 
research output by encouraging the science 
departments, and hiring international students 
under the Study India Program. SOA university is 
already focusing on science faculty and has more 
than 300 international students in Bhubaneswar. 
That helped the SOA university to reach the rank 
of 20 in NIRF ranking. 

How OSA can be Involved:  

OSA faculty can academically guide these 
universities and possibly spend a semester as a 
visiting professor and can become joint advisers 
to doctoral students. This involvement will 
enhance the quality of publications. The OSA 
industry professionals can visit as the Professors 
of Practice. He suggested that instead of focusing 
on many different topics at a time, OSA can 
concentrate on one or two areas to enhance the 
standing of the universities in Odisha. 

Vice-Chancellor of Utkal University Prof. 
Soumendra Patnaik then spoke about the current 
challenges that mainly revolved around the issue 
of large numbers and broad diversity to address 
the excellence of equity.  The university has the 
emotional and intellectual infrastructure but 
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lacking in physical and digital infrastructure. The 
university has created interdisciplinary centers in 
public policy, governance, north-east India 
studies, climate change, language, literature and 
culture in two different campuses. The new 
Chandikhol campus emphasizes skill 
development, industry connection, 
entrepreneurship and an innovation hub. The 
newly formed Utkal international office facilitates 
the visit of international faculty and students who 
can spend a summer or winter vacations to 
connect with students.  

What OSA can do:  

OSA can collaborate with Utkal University and 
develop a 15-year plan to bring a significant 
change in the status of the university for the 100th 
anniversary of Odisha in 2036. By connecting with 
OSA, the students of the university can be 
aspirational.  

The final panelist, Prof. Chitta Baral of Arizona 
State University, mentioned that Odisha should 
facilitate building comprehensive research 
universities by consolidating several unique 
institutes into a large university. He suggested 
adding several local engineering and medical 
colleges as components of Utkal University. He 
gave several examples. He also mentioned that 
NIRF ranks none of Odisha's colleges, and 
sincere efforts should be made to enhance their 
status. 

The seminar then entered into question and 
answer session. There were several vital 
questions on the quality of instruction and quality 
of faculty. There was a question regarding 
whether the universities are taking advantage of 
central government initiatives. Prof. Asoka Das 
answered the questions and explained the 
limitations. There was a comment by Dhirendra 
Kar about the continuity of leadership in 
established programs. Prof. Digambar Patra of the 
American University of Beirut gave some 
suggestions for making Sambalpur University a 
comprehensive university. Prof. Prasant 
Mohapatra suggested that to improve quality, 
strong leadership is required to have an inflection. 
A task force can be formed between OSA and 
Educational leaders in Odisha in aiming to change 
the culture that can drive the research and 
instructional infrastructure. In the end, OSA 

President Ms. Kuku Das thanked all the 
participants. 

Summary  

For an immediate impact, OSA academic 
community can help Utkal and Ravenshaw 
Universities by initiating an international exchange 
program under RUSA (Rashtriya Uchchatar 
Shiksha Abhiyan). It is important to bring the 
research scholars and faculty to North America as 
a collective or individual basis. OSA academic 
community can reach out to the faculty and 
administration of theses universities to make it 
possible. For example, OUAT recently initiated a 
multi-crore student/faculty exchange program. 
Prof. Chittaranjan Ray of the University of 
Nebraska mentioned that the first batch of 
agriculture and veterinary students came to 
Nebraska, and the first batch of Fisheries students 
went to Bangkok. These were senior students, 
and they will graduate later this summer.  

There are several significantly large 
multidisciplinary research projects involving many 
institutions in India and the USA under the 
Directorate of Science and Technology (DST) and 
Indo-US Science and Technology Forum 
(IUSSTF). For example, the first batch of Water 
Advanced Research and Innovation (WARI) 
program started four years ago with several Indian 
Institutions, including NIST in Odisha and 
Stanford, MSU, and UC Riverside in the US. This 
year, in the 5th batch Purdue University, Texas 
Tech, and Univ of Idaho are partnering. Many 
scientists and academicians from the OSA 
community are part of it. The universities from 
Odisha can participate in such Indo-US joint 
projects that involve a large number of 
interdisciplinary subjects like chemistry and 
environmental science. There must be an 
inventory of projects that are going on in Odisha. 
Identifying them will help to forge successful 
collaborations with the faculty in North America. 

Furthermore, Odisha's faculty need to take the 
first initiative to invite international faculty under 
GIAN and VAJRA schemes. There is a Nehru 
Fellowship in humanities that the faculty from 
Odisha should pursue. We need to encourage 
VCs to facilitate such initiatives such that an 
international collaboration can be initiated.

  

20 Sullivan Drive, Basking Ridge, NJ 07920 
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Odisha Development Seminar 2020 –  
Mo School, Mathematics Culture in Odisha 
and a proposed Museum of Scriptures  
 
Compiled by Chitta Baral 
 
Chitta Baral, Kishore Dash, Sandip K Dasverma, Lalu Mansinha, and Navaketan Mohanty 
 

 
The Odisha development seminar as part of 

the 2020 OSA virtual convention was organized 
very quickly after the OSA President made the 
request. Three items were scheduled for the one 
hour allotted on the morning of July 4th. Below we 
give a quick report on these items. 

1.  Mo School 

Smt. Sushmita Bagchi, the Chairperson of Mo 
School (https://moschool.in/) was the main 
speaker on the Mo School topic. Following is a 
slightly paraphrased text from the presentation 
given by Smt. Bagchi.  

Mo School is an innovative initiative by the 
government of Odisha launched by the Chief 
Minister Sri Naveen Patnaik on 14th November 
2017. The goal of Mo School is to create a 
platform for people and organizations to connect, 
collaborate and contribute to revamping school 
education in Odisha. The state spends 9% of its 
budget amounting to 16000 crores on education. 
However, money alone is not enough, and what is 
needed is involvement of well-wishers and stake 
holders. Towards that end the Mo School program 
is set up such that when a person, family, group, 
or organization donates an amount of Rs. X 
towards an initiative in a school of their choice, the 
state government matches it with 2X, resulting in 
3X going towards that initiative in that school. One 
can contribute to a school through the bank 
account associated with each of the 57816 
schools of the state, or one can give a check to the 
District Collector or one can give a check directly 
at the state level office. So far 10885 schools have 
been benefitted by this program with contributions 
from 1.71 lakh people. 17 lakhs students have 
benefitted with about Rs.120 crores; 40 given by 
the donors and 80 crores matched by the state 
government. More about this innovative scheme is 
available at https://moschool.in/ and they can be 
reached at Reachout@MoSchool.in. 

The innovative aspect of the Mo School 
program is not just that the money donated gets 
tripled when it reaches the school, but that the 
people, groups and organizations donating get 
involved in the welfare of the school. This 
involvement of the general public and well-wishers 
in the welfare of a school is somewhat 
unprecedented in most parts of Odisha. The Mo 
School organization and the people associated 
with it are gems; they are prompt in answering any 
queries to them and facilitate the process in a 
seamless manner. I (Chitta) had first-hand 
experience with them. I and my siblings wanted to 
connect and donate an amount to the village 
school (Jenapur High school in Dharmasala block 
of Jajpur district) where our late father graduated 
from. My inquiry was promptly answered, and I got 
connected to the headmaster of the school 
through phone and whattsapp. He sent me 
multiple pictures of the school and connected me 
with the school alumni president who lived in 
Bhubaneswar. During my next visit to Odisha, the 
alumni president took me to the school where I 
met with the teachers and some of the local 
leaders and friends of my late father. Although 
during my young days I had visited my ancestral 
village Jenapur, this was the first time I visited the 
school that gave opportunity to my father to 
become a high school graduate. My father had 
stopped schooling and was working with his 
brothers when this new high school came up in the 
area, and he was among the first ones recruited to 
join the brand-new high school. Without this 
school, my father would never have graduated 
from high school and perhaps I would not have 
existed. In the last few years I have made multiple 
visits to the school and am working with them on 
various initiatives. I am sure every one of the 
readers have a similar story with respect to their 
own school or their parent’s schools, or perhaps 
their grandparent’s schools. I urge everyone to 

https://moschool.in/
https://moschool.in/
mailto:Reachout@MoSchool.in
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explore this innovative scheme and become 
associated with one or more schools of Odisha 
through this scheme. I would be happy to talk to 
anyone and elaborate my personal experience. 

2. The Dawn of a Mathematics Culture in 
Odisha:  The Institute of Mathematics and 
Applications, Bhubaneswar 

Sandip babu and Lalu babu have been 
involved with the Institute of Mathematics and 
Applications and the Rural Math talent Search 
program for many years and were concerned 
about the state of affairs at this institute. Few 
weeks back the Odisha government appointed an 
accomplished officer Shri Santosh Sarangi as the 
principal secretary of Science & Technology. 
Dhirendra Kar had introduced him and Chitta 
when Shri Sarangi was at Duke for a degree. This 
seminar was aimed at initiating a working 
partnership with Shri Sarangi to improve this 
institute and its outreach efforts to develop a 
mathematics culture of Odisha. Shri. Sarangi was 
a guest speaker in this seminar, and we have had 
an additional meeting with him after the seminar 
and future meetings have been scheduled. 
Following is some details, written mostly by 
Sandip babu and Lalu babu, about the importance 
of further developing this institute and its outreach 
efforts.  

In the modern hi-tech world, there is a huge 
demand for specialists in Science, Technology, 
Engineering and Mathematics (STEM), not just for 
a graduate in one discipline, but for persons who 
are experts in one, but conversant with all four 
disciplines.  Mathematics, known as the Queen of 
Sciences, is the common thread that weaves 
through the other three disciplines.  It is the 
mathematical concepts, expressions and 
equations that apply the muscle of large-scale 
computation to Artificial Intelligence, Data Mining, 
Numerical Modelling etc.   

Traditionally all four disciplines have been 
taught separately.  The buzzword in education 
these days is STEM education and STEM 
curriculum: All four subjects are to be taught 
together, not separately, and introduced together, 
starting in primary school, with appropriate level 
‘hands on’ examples, as part of modern school 
and university curriculum reform.   

In Odisha there has been a long tradition of 
appreciation and respect for mathematics and 

mathematicians.  But there are also widespread 
societal misperceptions about math —“It is very 
difficult”, “It is boring”, “It is not fun”, “There are no 
jobs in mathematics”,  “women are not good at 
math, so should be taught domestic science 
instead of mathematics” etc.   All five are far from 
the truth.  Odisha has been hard hit by these 
misperceptions.  Over the last 50 years the 
number of students coming into mathematics has 
been dropping, and the very brightest students are 
opting to go to other professions, avoiding 
mathematics wherever possible.  It is the very 
brightest, and geniuses such as Srinivas 
Ramanujan, that make progress in 
mathematics.  Concordant with declining student 
numbers, the number of faculty in Mathematics 
departments in many Odisha universities have 
been allowed to decline to alarmingly low 
levels.  Retirements have not been replaced.   

The numbers of faculty (lecturer, reader and 
professor) in Mathematics in Odisha state 
supported institutions tell a sad story: Utkal Univ 
4, Ravenshaw Univ 2, Sambalpur Univ 6, 
Gangadhar Meher Univ 2, Berhampur Univ 2, 
North Odisha Univ 2, Inst of Math and Appl (IMA) 
3.  For comparison, consider any midsize 
university math department in Canada or US 
would have around 15 faculty.  The three 
universities in the city of Toronto, have a 
combined total of 150 full time mathematics 
faculty, plus an equal number of visiting scholars 
and adjunct faculty.   

Odisha is in a transition from a ‘have-not’ to a 
modern industrial state.  We should aim towards 
the state of research and creativity as any of the 
developed nations.  Only then shall we take our 
place in the sun. 

With declining numbers of math graduates, 
who will teach math in Odisha schools?  Who will 
teach mathematics to the next generation of 
students in Odisha universities?  Where are the 
mathematician leaders with vision who will modify 
the entire school and university curricula to 
international STEM concepts? 

The Odisha Development Forum at the OSA 
Virtual Convention on July 4, 2020, was devoted 
to strengthening mathematics in Odisha, 
specifically the IMA.  Dr. Swadhin Patnaik, 
Founding Director of IMA and Dr. Damodar 
Acharya, Past Director of IITKgp (currently at SOA 



                                                                              2020 OSA Souvenir, Urmi 
 

224 
 

University) were present at the forum.  Shri 
Santosh Sarangi, Principal Secretary, Science 
and Technology, Govt. of Odisha assured us that 
he is aware of the crisis facing Odisha 
mathematics.  He presented plans of Govt. of 
Odisha to appoint a new Director of IMA (within a 
few months), and two new faculty.  We have urged 
him to direct the new faculty with interest in the 
state-of-the-art fields of AI, Data Mining and 
Numerical Modelling etc.   

Sandip Dasvarma presented the past work by 
Dr. Swadhin Patnaik and IMA in founding Rural 
Math Talent Search (RMTS).  RMTS conducts 
tests in Grade VI and up in rural schools to identify 
young students with exceptional talent in 
mathematics (logical mind). The bright students 
are awarded scholarships upto high school 
completion.  One important component of RMTS 
has been the annual winter/summer camp in 
mathematics for both students and teachers.  The 
whole RMTS experience motivates the student to 
recognize math as a fun subject worth 
pursuing.  And it has made a difference in many 
students’ lives. It has enabled disadvantaged 
sections of society, like rural Adivasi, Dalits & 
women to excel in Mathematics. 

The RMTS was successful in motivating bright 
students in not only completing high school and 
pursuing careers in mathematics and allied 
fields.  The achievements of RMTS were 
impressive enough for the Govt. of Odisha to take 
it over and administer to all Odisha rural 
schools.  Unfortunately, the very important 
component of the summer math camp, mentoring 
of the bright young minds and their teachers, to 
show that math can be fun, if properly presented, 
has been discontinued, though it was one of the 
founding goals of IMA.  We have urged Shri 
Sarangi to reinstitute the annual math 
winter/summer camp and mentoring, with the help 
of the new Director and faculty at IMA. 

It will be worth mentioning that IMA and RMTS 
alumni show a disproportionately high probability 
of completing PhD in Math or Sciences(nearly 
70%. This is demonstrated by their achievements 
in various eminent Universities of India & abroad. 
An incomplete list of alumni with their achievement 
is compiled at https://bit.ly/ima-bbsr.  

IMA alumni suggested to collaborate with the 
local IIT-BBSR, NISER-BBSR & IMA in the pattern 

of CMI-IMSC-IIT Madras leading to transfer credit 
from one to other along with a long term goal to 
model it after Berlin Mathematical School. They 
feel the need of a placement cell. 

The three of us (CB, SD, LM) will continue our 
efforts to work with IMA and the Govt. of Odisha 
to improve the culture of Mathematics in Odisha 
schools and universities. 

3. The Museum of Scriptures @ Puri 

Navaketan Mohanty has been discussing this 
idea about a museum of scriptures in Puri with 
various people. His idea was appreciated by 
Gajapati Maharaja Dibyasingha Deb when he 
visited Arizona. Navaketan was encouraged to put 
his ideas in paper and disseminate it further. He 
gave a presentation in the forum and following is 
a write-up by him and Shri Kishore Dash on this 
topic.   

Museums play an important role in inspiring 
and educating the general public about our 
civilization, culture, society and history. Through a 
range of exhibits in a museum, we come to know 
about stories of our society, our communities and 
our cultures and without them, those stories could 
be forgotten. Given this, we are proposing a world 
class museum near Puri’s famous Jagannath 
Temple. This museum will have three sections: 
one section is for Lord Jagannath, another section 
for the heritage of Odisha, and the third section will 
be The Museum of Scriptures dedicated to our 
ancient scriptures. The following is a one-page 
concept paper that focuses on our initial thinking 
on The Museum of Scripture.   

Why the Museum of Scripture?  

India is the home of ancient scriptures – 
Vedas, Upanishads, and Bhagabad Gita. Yet, 
these scriptures are not highly understood at the 
general public level. There is a disconnection. This 
disconnection could be the cause of many social 
degradations, divisions, and discriminations. Our 
initial observation suggests that the general public 
have a hidden urge to know about these 
scriptures. But they love to rely more on their 
sensory input for the brain to collect information – 
the general public are external-focused. Whereas 
the great ancient scriptures are mostly 
internalized experiences. This mismatch has 
remained as the problem and needs to be 
addressed at a mass scale.   

https://bit.ly/ima-bbsr
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The objective 

Our objective is to present the great 
experience and high knowledge of the ancient 
scriptures in an easy-to-understand format so that 
the public could grasp it.  

What do we propose? 

To achieve the above objective, our proposal 
is to establish a Museum of Scripture - this is about 
extracting the nuggets of knowledge from those 
ancient scriptures and to present it in a simplified 
format. This format will be designed to match with 
general public’s inherent cognitive learning 
principles.  

Significance of the museum 

It will be significant for the general public to 
understand the nugget of knowledge defined in 
our ancient scriptures. Also, this museum will 
definitely be a great attraction for the people all 
around the world.  

How do we achieve this goal? 

Research and Innovation – Finding the 
appropriate content and presenting it will be the 
research target.  

The content research – Extract the nuggets of 
knowledge to be presented. 

The Presentation research – Using modern 
technologies like animation, virtual reality (VR), 
and artificial intelligence (AI) etc. how to preset the 

content in the museum. This research will also 
emphasize on the cognitive learning principles.  

Incremental two step approach – Step1: Virtual 
Museum, Step 2: Physical Museum  

This approach is more feasible. Once the 
digital infrastructure of the Virtual Museum is 
complete, we will proceed to build the Physical 
Museum. 

INSPIRE framework – We will employ the 
following INSPIRE framework to operationalize 
our ideas: I– Innovation in presentation, N – 
Nuggets of Knowledge, S-Share, P- Partnership, 
I-Interpretative knowledge, R- Research, E- 
Educate  

Some examples of artifacts 

Virtual Ratha Yatra – A VR application can 
bring a feeling to the visitors as if they are at the 
Ratha Yatra event. 

Vedic Yagna and sacrifices - With animation, 
the visitors can experience and understand Vedic 
Yagnas and its essence.   

Conclusion – Our proposed Museum will 
seek to provide multiple experiences to the public: 
aesthetic and emotional delight, celebration and 
learning, recreation and sociability and thus enrich 
their lives. We, thus, remain reasonably optimistic 
that this museum will excite and inspire the 
general mass towards our ancient scriptures. 
Team for the Museum of Scriptures can be 
contacted at museumofscriptures@gmail.com. 

  

mailto:museumofscriptures@gmail.com
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Odisha Public Library Vision 2020 
A Review  
 
Nishikanta Sahoo 
 

Seminar, Panel discussion, Open forum are 
integral parts of a progressive society to share 
ideas, experience, different perspectives, 
brainstorm on issues for potential solutions, 
generate new ideas and connect with right 
stakeholders to achieve the objective in the 
interest of a broader community. With focused and 
persistent effort, it can bring sea changes in the 
world we live in. Odisha development seminars 
are one of the key events and attractions of the 
Odisha Society of the Americas (OSA) annual 
conventions as well as OSA events in Odisha over 
many years. Typically, seminars have clear 
objectives, rituals/protocols to bring the synergy 
and a team of volunteers to pursue the objective. 
The “Odisha Public Library Vision 2020” was the 
theme of the public library seminar/open forum in 
2015 with a distinct set of goals. The current article 
provides an analysis based on outcome, facts, 
challenges, changes in prospective, the 
developments by various stakeholders and action 
plans reaching the broader objective in the interest 
of public library development in Odisha.  

 

Launch of Odisha Public 
Library Vision-2020 

OSA had organized the public library open 
forum in collaboration with the Bakul Library and 
Praful Library in the evening of 22nd December 
2015 at Bakul Library Bhubaneswar. Many 
academicians, writers, thought leaders, policy 
makers, librarians, and library enthusiasts were 
invited to this open forum to brainstorm on 
challenges and opportunities pertaining to modern 
public library development in Odisha. Select 
libraries were given the opportunity to share their 
success stories. OSA had shared the proposal of 
Information & Communication Enabled model 
public libraries in Ganjam, Balasore and 
Mayurbhanj district. There was also a 
presentation on the role of “Well integrated 
Modern Public System” to address the challenges 
of the libraries, make them sustainable and more 
community centric in an effective way. The 
organizers selected the theme “Odisha Public 
Library Vision 2020” with several key points to 
focus and pursue as per the following: 

 

 

Odisha Public Library Vision 2020 
1.  Notification of Library Rules of Odisha Public Library 
Act-2001 within Six months 
2.  Establishment of Public Libraries at every Block 
Head Quarter 
3.  Establishment of Information & Communication 
Technology (ICT) enabled infrastructure, High-speed 
Broadband Internet connectivity 
4.  Transparency in Library Fund with Public disclosure 
and Audit 
5.  Provision to have better participation by User 
Groups, Civil Society, NRIs, Intelligentsia, Library 
Management Bodies 

There may be potentially many questions from the 
readers whether the goals have been achieved, 

impacts it made in the community, return on 
OSA’s investment in funding and volunteer time 
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and what is to be done by the respective 
stakeholders, policy makers. 

Redefining need of public libraries with 
change in perception 

During the 2015 Odisha Public Library Open 
Forum, many academicians have expressed 
concerns about the sorry state of Utkal University, 
Ravenshaw university libraries and decline in the 
use of public libraries. This is true across Odisha 
and is a matter of concern as it impacts severely 
to build a knowledge-based society. However, it is 
observed the need and demand of youth have 
been changed in a different direction. The Odisha 
Public e-library in Berhampur membership started 
with zero, there is continuous surge of 
membership. Not only there is growth of 
membership, but also due to demand from the 
youth, the local administration increased the 
library hours. To meet the growing need of the 
youth, the BMC commissioner Mr Rathore funded 
50 lakh rupees to build another building with a 
capacity of 200 members with all modern 
amenities of a modern library in around a year.  

Some people question the need for libraries in 
the digital world. True Odisha lives in the village, 
as 90% of the population belongs to rural Odisha. 
While the high-speed Broadband Internet is not 
reliable in many cities/towns of Odisha, it is quite 
understandable the sorry state of access to 
information in most parts of Odisha. All India level 
24% population has access to Internet as per the 

economic times. It must be very low in Odisha, 
given that Odisha is in bottom ten in development. 
Hence limiting libraries only in urban areas will 
severely impact the development of Odisha. 
Community centers-cum-libraries in Gram 
Panchayats have huge potential to build an 
Internet enabled economy. This tells the acute 
need of Internet enabled libraries in every Block 
and GP. Even in America, there is a surge of 
library users, even if Internet penetration is very 
high as compared to India.  

One Amazon executive published an article 
against public libraries in the digital world Amazon 
had to withdraw the article due to huge public 
pressure in the USA. 

Nowadays, public libraries are not limited to 
books, internet only. It can provide various 
services in multiple dimensions. The libraries are 
characterized with various programs to meet the 
community's needs. It is a public institution that is 
easily accessible and within reach.  

For Odisha, there is immense need of the 
library services to develop a knowledge-based 
society, build an Internet enabled economy. 

OSA’s Efforts 

The OSA Public Library Initiative team have 
been organizing seminars, open forums, 
conferences both in the USA and Odisha for 
several years inviting key policy makers, thought 
leaders, experts to establish a Well-Integrated 
Modern Public Library System. 

 
OSA Public Library Advocacy Seminars/Conferences 
 

 

Public Library Panel Discussion during OSA 
Mahotstav, Dec 22nd, 2019 
With Dr Banamber Sahoo, president Odisha 
Library Academy, Prof. Dr Sunil Sarangi, 
former director NIT Rourakela, Dr Damodar 
Acharya, former director IIT Khadagpur, Ms 
Prativa Singh, State Information Officer, NIC, 
Dr Basant Parida, former HoD Aerospace 
engineering, IIT Khadagapur, Mr Bijay Sahoo, 
HR Head Reliance Industries during the panel 
discussion on "Well Integrated Modern Public 
Library System in Odisha".  
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Virtual Seminar on “Empowering Odisha with 
Well Integrated Modern Public Library 
System” on 3rd July 2020 with speakers 
Satya S. Tripathi, United Nations Asst. 
Secretary-General, New York, Prasanna 
Dash, Founder, Prafulla Library, Former Sp. 
Secretary, Finance, Govt of India, Padma 
Lochan Sahu, Mission Director, National 
Mission on Libraries, Govt. of India, 
Manoranjan Panigrahy, Principal Secretary 
Culture, Govt. of Odisha, Dr BNR Subudhi, 
Chair, Library Management Committee, 
Odisha Public e-library,  
Mr. Sukant Tripathy, officer-in charge GP 
library development, Sambalpur  
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ସଂସ୍କତୃ ିମନ୍ତ୍ରୀ ଜ୍ୟୋତ ିପ୍ରକୋଶ ପୋଣଗି୍ରୋହୀ କହଥିିଜେ, “ସୋରୋ ଓଡ଼ଶିୋଜର 

ଗ୍ରନ୍ଥୋଗୋର ବକିୋଶ ଓ ଇ-େୋଇଜେରୀ ପୋଇଁ ଓସୋ ପକ୍ଷରୁ ଉଦ୍ୟମ 

କରୋଯୋଉଛ।ି ଏହୋ ନହିୋତ ିପଜକ୍ଷ ସ୍ୱୋଗତଜଯୋଗୟ ପଦ୍ଜକ୍ଷପ। ସରକୋର 

ଏଥିପୋଇଁ ଓସୋକୁ ସମସ୍ତ ପ୍ରକୋର ଜଯୋଗୋଇଜଦ୍ଜବ।”1 

Odisha Library Network 

The Odisha Library Academy, The Odisha 
Library Mahasangha, many libraries, civil society 
members, library enthusiasts across the globe are 
part of this Odisha Library Network WhatsApp 
group and there are regular and focused 
discussions on public library developments, and 
education since Dec. 2018. 

Status on Implementation of Odisha Public Library 
Act 

The Odisha Public Library Rules Notification was 
framed in September 2016. 

The culture department has communicated to 
OSA in response to OSA’s letter on July 9th, 2019, 
regarding the formation of the Directorate of Public 

 
1 https://odisha.live/2019/12/22/odia-society-of-
americas-celebrate-the-osa-mahostav-at-

Libraries to oversee the operation of public 
libraries in the state.  

It has also formed a “State Public Library Council”, 
the apex body to develop the strategy for the state 
for public library development in January 2020. 

As per culture secretary Mr Panigarhi, all district 
magistrates have been notified to form district 
library council 

There will be district library officers in every district 
to monitor the performance of libraries at district 
level 

The State Public Library has been modernizing 
the library with e-granthalay software. 

Establishment of Gram Panchayat Libraries 

OSA is the first to pursue its rural model public 
libraries using the Rajiv Gandhi Seva Kendras in 
Balasore and Mayurbhanj in 2014. 

 

bhubaneswar-odishi-research-centre-odisha-news-
odia-news/ 
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In 2018, there is a new circular from Panchayat 
Raj department to establish village libraries cum 
edutainment centers in 1000 GPs.  

In March 2020, the DM of Sambalpur took the 
initiative to establish public libraries in all GPs. 

What’s happening with ICT enabled OSA Model 
Public Libraries ? 

Establishment of Urban Model Public Library in 
Ganjam 

Odisha Public e-library, Berhampur, Ganjam 

The library has been operational for more than two 
years with increased demand in membership and 

hours of operation. The library has 300+ members 
and due to growing demand, the local 
administration created a new building with all 
modern amenities with a funding of additional 50 
lakhs. This demonstrates the real need of modern 
public libraries in Odisha. It is observed the library 
has been used by the students as a public space 
for reading in addition to use of the Internet, 
computing facility, and reading library books. OSA 
and the Library Management Committee have 
organized many seminars, workshops, Skype 
seminars from the USA. Several OSA members 
have also visited the library and interacted with the 
library users. 
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1. Establishment of Rural Model Public Library in Balasore 

Kulida GP, Basta Block, Balasore  
This is the first OSA model public library that has been leveraging the MNREGA scheme for 
libraries and parks 
 

  

 
2. Establishment of Rural Model Public Library in Mayurbhanj 

Baghada GP, Suliapada Block, Mayurbhanj 
The library has been inaugurated by the local MLA. 
 

 
 

 

 

 
- 78 Cherrywood Dr, Nashua, NH-03062 
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OSA Youth Cultural Segment 
 
Manaswee Mishra 

 
 

On the Fourth of July weekend, the Odisha 
Society of the Americas gave us youth the 
opportunity to showcase our interests and 
passions through the OSA virtual convention 
platform on the Odisha Society YouTube channel. 
We were very fortunate to have received more 
than 1,000 views on our 90 minutes Youth Cultural 
Segment that featured over 119 participants. After 
receiving an overwhelming amount of support and 
excitement for youth involvement in our 
community, we realized that this initiative was only 
the beginning of an amazing adventure in which 
our youth became more established in OSA!  

 

In a collaborative effort, our team was able to 
orchestrate an exciting array of performances 
ranging from Odissi dances and sports montages 
to riveting speeches and contemporary pieces, all 
produced by our very own talented OSA youth. In 
addition to our Virtual Program, we 
choreographed a dance to the hit song 
Sambalpuria Babu and created a dance trend 

encouraging our OSA 
members, both adults and 
children to participate and 
get excited about our event. We were 
overwhelmed with the outpour of support towards 
our dance challenge and received submissions 
stretching from Texas all the way to Canada. We 
were thrilled to see our participants adorned with 
beautiful Sambalpuri inspired ethnic wear while 
grooving to the catchy tune.  We reflected on the 
journey after the conclusion of the event, we were 
pleased to see a positive reaction amongst our 
audience applauding the various talents of our 
youth and the diverse spread of Odia 
representation from all over the United States and 
Canada. Seeing the success of our program, 
several youths reached out to us feeling 
encouraged to become involved in OSA youth. 
This event has fueled interest among youth and 
parents to get more involved in their Odia 
communities, especially in cultural efforts.  
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After being able to connect with our youth 
through this virtual convention, we realized what a 
wonderful opportunity this presented us to further 
establish the national youth group. From coming 
together and creating a channel for us Odia youth 
to relate to one another and share a part of our 
identity, our goal is to continue on the trajectory of 
this initiative by giving youth a platform to 
participate in this greater OSA community. For 
effective participation, the focus will be to integrate 
youth ideas and opinions into our national reach. 
Essentially, this group will be a bridge for local 
chapters where it can spearhead activities and 
events to spread more awareness of our Odia 
heritage, culture, and traditions.  want to keep up 
the momentum stemming from the Virtual Youth 
event and interact with other youth on a regular 

basis. To achieve this, we are working on 
supporting local youth chapter initiatives as well as 
facilitating national engagement. As Odia-
American youth, we often find ourselves in a 
unique position where we want to learn more 
about our roots while still engaging in the culture, 
we live in. Our Odia culture does not just start and 
end within our Odia communities; we are proud to 
share this part of us with the people and places 
around us. We are continuing to establish the 
structure of the OSA National Youth Group. This 
will entail working towards creating a place for 
Odia youth to interact with one another, learn 
more about Odia culture, create activism for 
causes they are passionate about, and share their 
insight with the broader community that is OSA.  

 
OSA Youth Cultural Coordinators 
Ananya Buxi 
Debanshi Chowdhury 
Alisa Das 
Manaswee Mishra 
Anoushka Misra 
 
Cultural Advisors 
Utkal Nayak 
Ritanjali Pattnaik 
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SEEDS, CanOSA, Unnayan and the 1999 Supercyclone 
 
Lalu Mansinha 

 
On October 17, 1999, a destructive cyclone hit 

Ganjam district and other parts of southern 
Odisha. This major storm caused a lot of damage 
to crops, trees and houses. An estimated 1000 
people lost their lives. There were discussions on 
SEEDSnet, and it was decided to send relief help 
to the worst hit areas — Gopalpur, Chhatrapur and 
other areas of Ganjam. Unfortunately, even as we 
were discussing the relief, a far stronger cyclone 
hit Odisha, making landfall only 200km away, 
around Paradip. This second cyclone was so 
powerful and destructive that it was dubbed a 
‘Supercyclone.’ The Supercyclone galvanized 
expatriate Odias, and Indians into an instant 
frenzy of relief efforts. 

In 1999 the relief effort by government and 
private agencies were agonizingly slow in 
delivering post-cyclone relief. There was no 
disaster preparedness. Day after day, TV news 
footage showed the horrors of total destruction in 
several coastal villages — disturbing images of 
hungry, starving people, waiting for food and 
water. We felt, we had to do something, anything, 
to help. 

Present day Odisha (in 2020) is very different. 
The lessons of 1999 had been learnt. The Govt. of 
Odisha efficiently evacuated about a million 
people from the path cyclone Fani (2019). Post-
cyclone relief operations were organized rapidly. 
The events described in this article are of a Odisha 
of 20 years ago when the society and government 
were caught unprepared for a calamity like the 
Supercyclone.  

Several million people needed help 
immediately, and also long-term rehabilitation. In 
that Odisha of 20 years ago, the SEEDS-CanOSA 
post-supercyclone relief effort, tiny as it was, 
made a difference to the lives of an estimated 
5000 people. They were able to harvest bumper 
crops. Within 5 months, they went from receiving 
handouts from agencies to helping to produce 
food for their own families as well as the rest of the 
village. Through marketing of the surplus, they 
became economically independent, and regained 
their dignity. 

This is that story. 

The Super cyclone 

On October 29, 1999 a devastating cyclone, 
TC05B, later named the Supercyclone, hit coastal 
districts of Odisha. This was the most destructive 
cyclone to hit Odisha in the 20th century. With wind 
gusts of 300kph (185 mph,) torrential rains, and 
very high storm surges, the cyclone made landfall 
between Puri and Kendrapada, went inland for 
about 50km, stalled for two days, and then drifted 
back into the ocean and faded away. The stall of 
the cyclone just 50 km inshore resulted in coastal 
regions being pummeled by high winds and heavy 
rains for almost 36 hours. The destruction was 
almost total in Ersema and Kujung Blocks of 
Jagatsinghpur district. There was significant 
damage in 12 coastal districts; the worst affected 
districts were Jagatsinghpur, Cuttack, Puri, 
Kendrapara and Balasore.  

The high storm surge (5-6m, 16-20ft)) caused 
ocean water to overflow or damage some 20,000 
coastal protective embankments. The sea water 
inundated villages and agricultural land up to 
35km inland. The inrushing wall of water washed 
away entire villages. Thousands drowned 
(unofficial estimate of about 20,000.) Some 1.6 
million homes were damaged or destroyed, and a 
million cattle drowned. The salinated land became 
unfit for cultivation for three years afterwards, until 
the rains had washed the salt away. 

Entire dwellings, with all belongings, were 
blown or washed away. With all food stocks gone, 
there was an immediate food shortage in the 
affected areas. People became desperately 
hungry and famished. Since all access roads were 
blocked by numerous fallen trees, help from 
outside was delayed for days, even weeks. The 
winter crop in the coastal districts was destroyed 
completely. The vegetation cover in the entire 
coastal belt got ripped as millions of trees were 
felled down by the ferocious wind.  

The blocked roads prevented delivery of relief 
food, water, temporary shelter, medical help, 
cremation of bodies and disposal of dead animals. 
So many people had drowned in the coastal 
villages that there was no one to move the bodies 
and perform the last rites. Decomposition 
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occurred rapidly in the tropical heat and humidity. 
There were nightmarish scenes of desperate and 
starving people, hungry for days, running around 
decomposing bodies to grab the air dropped food, 
and eating it right there.  

Fundraising in Canada (CanOSA) and US 
(SEEDS) 

From the first news reports, we realized that 
this was no ordinary storm, no ordinary cyclone. 
Within a day or so appeals went out (Box 1). The 
overriding feeling was that a major disaster had 
befallen Odisha, and we must do something, 
anything, to help. There were intense discussions 
on fundraising, collecting, shipping medical and 
relief supplies. The email networks that 
interconnected all of us expatriate Odias, played a 
crucial role in the fundraising and subsequent 
relief efforts.  

In both Canada and US individuals and groups 
spontaneously started fund raising, and sending 
the funds onto the devastated regions of Odisha 
through different channels; funds were contributed 
to the Prime Minister’s National Relief Fund, the 
Odisha Chief Ministers Relief Fund, or through 
international relief agencies such as Oxfam, 
CARE or Red-Cross.  

Founded in 1993, SEEDS had been actively 
collecting funds and running many small 
community development projects in needy regions 
of western Odisha. Within days of the 

Supercyclone fund raising was started by SEEDS 
members in the US. I and Sri Gopal Mohanty were 
the only SEEDS members in Canada and were 
active participants in all of SEEDS’ discussions 
and activities. 

In the US and Canada, donations to registered 
charities are tax-deductible. Donors are more 
generous if the donation is tax deductible. In the 
US, the Odisha Society of the Americas (OSA) is 
a registered charity and authorized to issue tax 
receipts for received donations. In 1999, SEEDS 
was not yet a registered charity in the US or 
Canada. All funds collected by SEEDS were 
channeled through OSA. 

The Canada Chapter of OSA (CanOSA) was 
not registered with Revenue Canada, and not 
authorized to issue tax receipts for donations. I 
requested Sumitra Padhi to find a friendly and 
sympathetic charity registered in Canada, which 
would be willing to issue tax receipts for the funds 
collected by Odias in Canada for cyclone relief. 
Within a day or two, through her contacts Sumitra 
found SEWA Canada. We are grateful to SEWA 
Canada for their hassle-free cooperation and 
helpfulness.  

In Canada there had been a previous fund-
raising effort, around 1970. Odisha was ravaged 
by heavy rains and widespread flooding occurred 
in 1970. In response, Odias in the Toronto-
Ottawa-Montreal area got together to raise funds 
for Odisha flood relief. A few hundred dollars were 
raised and sent to the Chief Minister’s Relief Fund. 
Mindful of the small amount raised in the 1970, the 
initial target for fundraising for Supercyclone 
victims was set by Sushmita Behera (President 
CanOSA) at $1,000 on Nov 1, 1999. This $1000 
goal was exceeded as soon as the fundraising 
was announced. The target was then revised 
upwards to what was thought to be an 
unattainable figure, $10,000. This target was 
exceeded in four days, on Nov 5, with a total 
pledge of $12,500. 

By Nov 11 we had pledges totaling $15,000. 
Sometime during the second week of November 
Sumitra Padhi told me that several donors had 
suggested that since we had succeeded in raising 
such a ‘large amount’ ($15,000,) it will be good if 
someone from amongst us should travel to the 
cyclone hit areas, and ensure proper usage of 
funds for the relief. I volunteered, but immediately 

Box 1 
Date: Mon, 01 Nov 1999 12:57:42 -0500 
To: CanOSA@julian.uwo.ca 
From: Lalu Mansinha <lalu@uwo.ca> 
Subject: Cyclone Relief 

Friends: A disaster of unimaginable 
magnitude has hit Orissa.    

We have a lot of work ahead of us. We have 
to organise relief efforts.   A million or more 
people have lost all their belongings, their houses 
have been washed away, stocks of food destroyed.   
There is no shelter, no food, no nothing.    
Countless thousands have perished.   My village in 
Parikud was hit by a cyclone in 1942.   We need 
money, medicine, clothing and above all, commitment. 

If you know a physician or Drug Company 
representative, please ask for donations of 
medicines.   There is particular danger of cholera 
and typhoid epidemics. 

A list off the top of my head: 
Vaccines for cholera and typhoid 
Antibiotics of all types 
Malaria pills 
Bags of electrolytes for treatment of severe diarrhea    

For the present, I am the contact person.   
But by tonight, we should have several coordinators 
who can collect the medical supplies and arrange to 
deliver them for taking to Orissa. 

If you are going to Orissa shortly, and you 
can take medicines as personal baggage please contact 
me at 519-661-3145(Office), 519-433-0854(Home)).    

Mira Panda has already started initiatives 
on fundraising.    If you have inventive ideas, 
please let us know. 
Lalu Mansinha 
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faced strong opposition from my family. Seeing 
nightly news footage of devastated villages, 
corpses and dead animals lying around, and 
threats of epidemics, they sensed danger and 
urged me not to go. But I felt a bond as my own 
ancestral roots are in a coastal village, Nandala, 
very similar to the cyclone devastated villages. 
After much discussions and reassurances to my 
family, I left for Odisha on November 29. I was 
given a bankdraft at Toronto airport for $15,000, 
the amount actually collected by the date by 
CanOSA, and another $2000 from Vaishno Devi 
Temple, and $1080 from Hindu Samaj of 
Hamilton. (For the record, not a penny of any relief 
funds was used for any form of personal or travel 
expenses.) 

The feeling was that $15,000 was about the 
maximum CanOSA could achieve for cyclone 
relief. None of us foresaw the 8-fold jump in 
donations when people came to know that 
someone from Canada would oversee the 
disbursement of relief. Dr. Rabi Kanungo of 
Montreal, Dr. Niranjan Misra of Sudbury and Dr. 
Prakash Patnaik of Ottawa collected impressive 
amounts in each city. Through Sri Gopal Mohanty and 
Pratap Patnaik, Vishnu Mandir of Toronto donated 
$22,000 for the construction of a two-story residence to 
replace the cyclone destroyed hostel, at the 
Kanyashram at Satyabhamapur, run by the Kasturba 
Gandhi National Memorial Trust (KGNMT.)  

SEEDS fundraising efforts in Houston and 
other major cities in the US was hugely 
successful. Joe Shrestha and ICC, Rajashree 
Purohit, Prasad Subramaniyam, and many others 
helped. Special acknowledgements are due to 
Gopal Mohapatra Priyadarshan Patra, Somdutt 
Behura, Purna Mohanty, Chitta Baral and 
Himanshu Baral for their efforts on fund raising. 

It is a measure of humanity that so many 
people, with no links to Odisha, gave so 
generously at the time of need.  

By a stroke of luck, well before the 
supercyclone, Somdutt Behura of SEEDS-
Houston, had decided to visit Odisha for two 
months, December, 1999 to January, 2000. He 
volunteered to oversee the proper use of SEEDS 
relief funds in the cyclone-stricken villages. Even 
though we had never met before, we ‘knew’ each 
other from SEEDS discussions. It was natural that 
we work together. With the prior approval of 

CanOSA and SEEDS, we pooled together the 
relief funds collected in US and Canada. 

Relief Projects 

By the time Somdutt and I reached 
Bhubaneswar in early December, some 5 weeks 
had passed, and government and private aid 
organizations had been effective in meeting 
immediate survival necessities such as food, 
water, healthcare, etc., in the cyclone devastated 
areas. There was no need for us to distribute cash 
or handouts. We then focused on selection of 
projects that would help the people to get back on 
their feet quickly, without having to depend on aid. 
Our goal was to help them regain economic 
independence and personal dignity. Somdutt and 
I looked for suitable relief projects.  

Both Somdutt and I have roots in coastal 
Odisha villages. My village of Nandala, at the 
south end of Chilika Lake, was devastated in the 
1942 Bengal cyclone, blown away by the wind, 
and then washed away by inflooding sea and lake 
water. Also, my grandfather, Banamali Behura, 
was from village Bilipada, near Jagatsinghpur. 
Both my uncle (Mamu) Sri Durgamadhab Behura 
and my mother were born and raised in Bilipada. 
Somdutt’s village of Kadhanga, near 
Jagatsinghpur, was in the path of the 
Supercyclone, and his parental home suffered 
significant damage. 

We were fortunate in our search for relief 
projects and in assembling an expert team. 
Sometime in early 1999, Sri Gopal Mohanty had 
come to know of Unnayan, an NGO in Odisha, run 
by Sudarsan Das and Rashmi Mohanty, and 
invited them to work with SEEDS. In April, 1999, 
we at SEEDS received a proposal from Sudarsan. 
SEEDS in US/ Canada and Unnayan in Odisha 
had very similar philosophies and principles.  

Through Sudarsan Das, Rashmi Mohanty and 
Devdutt Behura, several wonderful likeminded 
persons, with expertise on, and familiarity with, 
coastal Odisha villages, came forward and joined 
us with enthusiasm. Sudarsan Das was at that 
time at Kalinga Institute of Industrial Technology 
(KIIT). Prabhu Lenka, Deba Lenka and Devdutt 
Behura, brother of Somdutt, from the Orissa 
University of Agriculture and Technology (OUAT) 
and Pradipta Nayak (Unnayan), Basanta Swain, 
Ramesh Chowdhury and others became part of 
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our ‘Team.’ My sister Nivedita occasionally 
participated in the discussions.  

The team first met at my sister’s place in 
Chandrasekharpur, Bhubaneswar, on December 
11, to brainstorm on selection of project(s). The 
discussions centered on how to enable and 
rehabilitate people to become economically 
independent, as rapidly as possible. We met 
several times thereafter, until the team decided on 
the project(s). Many project ideas were discussed. 
Pros and cons of various projects, such as raising 
chicken, eggs, goats; handicrafts, to make and sell 
small items, such as badi, mudhi, pankha, jhadu, 
sapa, etc., were discussed. At one point my 
mother, Hemalata Mansinha, joined in our 
discussions and interjected that whatever we do, 
we must not turn the people into beggars. The 
team was in full and complete agreement with my 
mother’s sentiments.  

After considerable discussion, the team 
decided that the best use for relief funds would be 
to help farmers restart farming by setting up 
irrigation cooperatives with pumped water, and 
better seedstock. In India ordinarily rice is planted 
during the rainy season, and the land yields just 
one harvest a year. In the fertile delta areas of 
Odisha, however, three rice harvests per year are 
possible, with the right seedstock, and provided 
there is available water for irrigation.  

We adopted a plan to organize groups of 10 to 
20 farmers with contiguous lands, into cooperative 
societies. For each cooperative we would set up 
the system for pumping ground water for irrigation 
— a drilled borewell, a diesel pump and 
distribution pipes that would provide water to the 
contiguous lands around the pump. If the land was 
next to a river, then a borewell would not be 
necessary. The river water would be pumped up. 

Later, in the village Thailo, the people 
themselves suggested another project. They said, 
there was an embankment (Ghai Bandha) that 
protects the village from the nearby small river. 
But it was not high enough. In the rainy season the 
low-lying fields were flooded with too much water, 
and no rice could grow. If the embankment could 
be raised by 3 feet, a large tract of land could 
become productive. If their embankment was a 
few feet higher, their crop would have been 
protected during the Super cyclone flooding. The 
team discussed and came up with idea of a ‘food 

for work’ idea. The villagers would provide the 
labor and we would provide the support — expert 
engineering advice, the needed tools and 
materials, and food for everyone during the 
construction.  

The third major project that we undertook was 
a directed donation from Vishnu Mandir of Toronto 
for construction of a two-story girls’ hostel in the 
Kanyashram run by the Kasturba Gandhi National 
Memorial Trust at Satyabhamapur, to replace the 
one destroyed by the supercyclone. Dr. 
Budhendranauth Doobay, and others of Vishnu 
Mandir donated $22,000 for the hostel. Dr. 
Doobay visited the Kanyashram for the opening 
ceremony of the Hostel. 

There were several other community 
measures to help in the rural development of the 
cyclone devastated region (Box 2). We distributed 
blankets and relief supplies to a harijan village that 
was off the main road and so hidden away that it 
had not been visited by any relief truck.  

We had not forgotten the victims of the 
preceding cyclone of October 17. In between the 
relief work for the Supercyclone-hit region, help 
was delivered to a region in Ganjam district hit by 
the October 17 cyclone. 

Visits to the Devastated Villages 

We started daily trips to the cyclone 
devastated region to talk to the villagers, assess 
their needs and expectations. The plan was to be 
in the hard-hit region from 9am to 7pm or so. To 
allow for travel time, the minivan (made available 
to us at no cost by KIIT) started picking up people 
at 5:00am in Bhubaneswar; the last person was 
dropped off on return home at 10:30pm or later. 
We kept this grueling schedule for a week or so, 
until the initial site selections for the Pani 
Panchayats and the Gheri Bandhas were done.  

My 87-year-old mamu (maternal uncle) Durga 
Madhab Behura, had retired as Director of 
Agriculture, Odisha in the late 1960s. He knew all 
about agriculture and farming in Odisha, and, 
since he grew up in the Jagatsinghpur region, he 
was familiar with all the villages and knew all the 
old families of the cyclone hit area. When he found 
out about our daily trips to the cyclone hit villages, 
he insisted on joining us. He was with us on 
several trips beginning to end, from 6am to 10pm, 
with no sign of getting tired. In fact, he was the 
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only one who did not doze off during the long trips 
there and back.  

There had been lot of old trees lining the road. 
During the cyclone most of the trees fell, blocking 
the roads. The fallen trees had been cut to clear 
the road. In many places we appeared to be 
driving through a canyon of wood stumps. Apart 
from the downed trees, the destructive power of 
the winds was visible on the roadside by the 
telephone and powerline poles, solid steel old rail 
tracks, not just bent, but bent into corkscrew 
shapes.  

The cyclone damage became more visible as 
we came into the distressed region. In Ersema 
block, the villages appeared as if it was hit by 
many bombs. Most of the roofs and many of the 
mud walls were sheared away by the wind. Amidst 
the earth tones of the villages, there was a 
clashing bright blue color of the polythene tarps 
draped on what were left of the roofs. The region 
looked barren. The few trees that were still 
standing looked like pillars, naked, bereft of all 
branches. Every single leaf has been shorn off. 
But on a few of the tree stumps there was sign of 
life reviving. In just six weeks there was a 
reawakening of life on the dead looking tree 
stumps - a few spots of sprouting bright green 
leaves. This was the symbol of hope that life would 
continue. 

In each village we visited, we invited the 
villagers for a public meeting. Sudarsan, Somdutt 
and Devdut explained to the people the concept of 
Pani Panchayat, the setting up of the cooperatives 
made up of farmers who would look after the 
pumps, monitor the payments into the revolving 
funds. Each meeting took at least an hour. At 
every village gathering I tried to impress upon 
them that the help we were providing was not 
sarkari money. The help was being provided with 
money that was earned by persons in US and 
Canada with their own sweat and labor.  

I particularly remember a village meeting at 
dusk, after dark. As all homes had been 
destroyed, the only suitable place was several 
satranji and sapa, spread out on the village street, 
with one or two kerosene lanterns for light. The 
team talked about the pump irrigation system, the 
cooperative society, the monthly payments into 
revolving bank account. We also talked about the 
necessity of discussions amongst the members of 

the cooperative and voting on issues on 
maintenance of the pump system, and on money 
matters. Then an old farmer turned to me and said 
– ‘You people have come from outside, and talk of 
cooperative society, of voting, bank account, 
monthly repayment, etc. I have not heard these 
words before, and we have no idea what they 
mean”. Then it struck us — all members of the 
Pani Panchayats had to be given training on how 
to cooperate, how to conduct meetings, how to 
open a bank account, etc., in addition to the 
technical training, and most important of all, how 
to apply community pressure when a cooperative 
member failed to pay his monthly contribution. 
Later, Unnayan conducted a workshop with 
representatives of all of the Pani Panchayats. 

In Thailo, the high school was built by the 
teachers and villagers some 9 years back, in 
1990, with their own labor and sweat. It was now 
a pile of rubble. We were very pleasantly 
impressed by the spirit of the teachers and 
students in that they had erected poles and 
polythene tarp to make three classrooms. The 
school was functioning. The students sat on the 
dirt and had no desk. The teachers had no 
blackboard, but still the school went on. The 
primary school was also pulverized. 

Pani Panchayat 

This task of setting up functioning 
cooperatives, named Pani Panchayat, that would 
manage the lift irrigation system, was definitely not 
simple. We planned to arrange to drill the 
borewell, provide the diesel pump and distribution 
pipes, and provide the high yield rice seedstock 
and the fertilizers. Groups of farmers with 
contiguous lands, and who would be able to work 
with each other, had to be identified. The group of 
farmers would have to agree to a collective 
responsibility in purchase of expendables, such as 
fuel, and to repair and maintain the borehole, 
diesel pump, and distribution pipes, as needed. 
The most crucial part of the task was to find the 
farmers, with contiguous lands, who would have 
the honesty and social skills to cooperate and 
work with each other for years to come.  

Each group of farmers that would enjoy the 
irrigation would have to agree to several 
conditions individually and jointly. (1) They would 
promise to declare the land on which the pump 
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and distribution pipes were sited to be community 
property of the cooperative society; (2) We 

 (CanOSA & SEEDS) would pay for the 
installation costs, the seedstock, and for operating 
costs until after the first harvest in May 2000; (3) 
The initial cost was to be considered as loan to the 
cooperative society; (4) Each member farmer 
would pay into a revolving account belonging to 

the cooperative society an amount sufficient to 
cover operating costs, and replacement costs; (5) 
After the initial setup cost was fully repaid into the 
revolving account, the funds would be used to 
start up another Pani Panchayat in the same or a 
nearby village.  

The lift irrigation system, with proper 
maintenance, would continue to provide food and 
additional cash income through extra harvests for 
years to come. And, within a few years the 
members of each Pani Panchayat, would have 
repaid the ‘loan.’ Our grand idea was that as soon 
as each cooperative bank account had built up a 
deposit equal to the initial expenditure, it would be 
used to set up another Pani Panchayat to benefit 
another group of farmers. We saw major benefits 
to individual member farmers belonging to local 
cooperative societies. Our vision was that the 
farming cooperatives concept would self-
reproduce and spread throughout rural Odisha, 
bringing improved agricultural productivity and 
increased personal wealth into the villages. 

We were in mid-December 1999. The planting 
time for winter rice for the next crop was in 
January. If we could provide borewell or river lift 
irrigation systems in two weeks, then the farmers 
could plant rice and harvest a crop by May 2000.  

Pani Panchayats with borewells were 
organized in villages Juanga and Galadari in Niali 
block; in village Tikarpada in Kakatpur block; in 
villages Thailo, Kurunia and Dendua in Balikuda 
block; in village Kadhanga in Katara block; in 
village Talakusuma in Garadapur block; in village 
Pokhariapada in Ershema block. Summer paddy 
(Dalua, Lalata) was planted in approximately 120 
acres. Another 5 acres of land was utilized for 
vegetables, such as hot pepper and saru, mostly 
in Thailo and Kadhanga.  

Raising the Ghai Bandhas 

Three embankments were raised in height and 
strengthened, providing protection from flooding by 
river and ocean water to large tracts of farmland. The 
work involved a total of 14km of 
dykes/embankments. In each case several villages, 
with possibly thousand families benefited. The 
protection afforded by the embankments would last 
for generations. This was possibly the most 
ambitious and far-reaching post-super cyclone relief 
project undertaken by any government or private 
relief organization. The three embankments are 
Sanabila Ghai Bandha in Thailo - 3.5 km long, 
Dendua Gheri Bandha - 3 km long, and 
Pokhariapada Ghai Bandha - 6.5km long.  

The embankments are basically high ridges to 
keep flood waters out. For strength and stability, they 
are wider at the base, narrow at the top. For an 
increase in height of the embankment, the base has 
also to be widened. The first step in strengthening an 
embankment was consultation with engineers with 
expertise on this type of embankment. Additional 
earth had to be piled and compacted along the side, 
from base to the top. This could be done with manual 
labor, with simple tools. 

We insisted that in addition to the men, the women 
of the villages must also actively participate. Since 
raising of the embankment may adversely affect 
the farmland of nearby villages, they (Thailo 
people) had to get agreement of all the nearby 
villages. Hundreds of village men and women from 
the nearby villages, donated their labor. Each was 
given 3 kg rice and Rs.10 per person-day. As with 

Box 2: List of Relief Projects Completed 
 
A list: Numbers in parentheses indicate number of lift points.   In 
Orissa state there are 30 districts.   Each district is divided into 
'Blocks.' 
Each Block contains several villages. 
 
Balikuda Block 
Village: Thailo (3);Kurunia (3); Talakusuma(1) 
Tirtol Block 
Village Kadhanga (2) 
Erasama Block 
Villages: Pokhoripoda (2 River lifts) 
Niali Block 
Villages: Juanga (2); Galadhari (1) 
Kakatpur Block 
Village Tikarpada (2 River lift) 
 
Embankment Enhancement 
Sanabila Ghai Bandha in Thailo, 3.5km long; Dendua Gheri Bandha, 3km 
long; and Pokhariapada Ghai Bandha 6.5km long. 
Special Aid 
Village Udupur -- Goatery 
 
Rama Devi Kanyashram 
Build new 2 storey girl’s hostel. 
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the Pani-Panchayats, the embankment heightening 
will bring benefits to the villages for generations.  

Epilogue 

Our single biggest failure has been not to have 
followed up on the Pani Panchayats. Our vision was 
that each Pani Panchayat would fund the startup of 
another, through monthly deposits of the “startup 
loan,” which we had provided. Had we been able to 
do that, we would have hundreds of Pani Panchayats 
by now across rural Odisha. That has not happened. 

Written some 20 years after the events, this 
article fails to convey the feelings that all of us felt at 
that time.  

I had long felt that I had a debt to repay to Odisha 
and India for nurturing and educating me. I had a 
sense of exhilaration, in finally being able to repay 
my debt to Odisha in helping, in a very concrete 
manner, the people who had lost so much.  

I left a wounded Odisha on Dec 25, 1999. 
Somdutt stayed on until January 28, 2000. On 
Somdutt’s return to Houston, Sudarsan Das took 
over managing the SEEDS-CanOSA projects. Even 
though he had a fulltime position at KIIT, he agreed 
to follow-up the ongoing projects, and initiate and 
manage the construction of the hostel in 
Satyabhamapur. 

Apart from the relief efforts described in this 
article, many other deserving projects were 
suggested by volunteers working in villages, 
discussed, vetted and funded through 2000, until the 
funds got exhausted. We funded a Milk Panchayat in 
Remuna, Balasore and helped repair the Dalijoda 
Srikhetra Ashram. There were far more worthwhile 
projects than available funds. One of our major 
disappointments has been that even after such 
successful projects, bringing such benefits to this 
and future generations, we did not see a 
corresponding enthusiastic funding support from the 
community of donors. 

With the drying up of funds, we and the corps of 
volunteers at the grassroots level lost interest and 

enthusiasm. Beyond the Kanyashram hostel, 
CanOSA did not sponsor any other project. Somdutt 
Behura lost interest in SEEDS projects altogether. 
Those of us who remained with SEEDS went back to 
the pre-1999 practice of supporting a few small 
projects with funds subscribed to amongst ourselves. 

Acknowledgement 

Although I have used the word ‘we’ liberally in 
this account, most of the work was by Unnayan and 
by local volunteers, experts and field workers, who 
had joined hands with us. Let us thank once again 
Sudarshan Das, Rashmi Mohanty, Somdutt Behura, 
Devdutt Behura, Prabhu Lenka, Pradipta Naik, 
Devraj Lenka, Basanta Swain, Ramesh Chowdhury 
and many others. There is no doubt at all that alone 
by myself, I would not have been able to accomplish 
even a tenth of what we did. 

My experience in village level relief work would 
not have been possible without the spontaneous and 
spirited fund raising by Sumitra Padhi, Hara Padhi, 
Sri Gopal Mohanty, Sabita Panigrahi, Gagan 
Panigrahi, Pratap Panaik, Sushmita Behera 
(President of CanOSA in 1999), and many others. 

This article would not have been started, and 
would not have been finished after starting, had it not 
been for the persistent and insistent pushing by Sri 
Gopal Mohanty. 

Finally, I apologize for errors of omission and 
commission; after a 20-year interval, and advancing 
years, memory is getting thin. 

Readings 

Sudarsan Das, Prabhu Lenka, Debdutt Behura, 
Deba Lenka, Rashmi Mohanty, Pradipta Nayak, 
Lalu Mansinha and Somdutt Behura. Working 
With Hope: CanOSA, SEEDS and Unnayan —
Journal of the Odisha Society of America, July 
2000, pp 176-178. 

Lalu Mansinha The Cyclone Relief Effort in 
Canada Journal of the Odisha Society of America, 
July 2000, pg 179. 

 

London, Ontario, Canada 
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Meghna Memorial Award for Creative Writing  
 
It gives the editorial board a great pleasure to announce the winners of the Meghna Memorial Award 
for Creative writing for the year 2020. The list of winners and their ranks follows: 
 
Junior 
#1 Nikhita Rath: Diary of a Quarantined Girl 
#2 Tie Ishan Routray: Golden Gate to Lion's Gate 
#2 Tie Supriya Das: Isolation 
#3 Sarvansh Mishra: My Mom 
 

                  
  
Senior 
#1 Amrita Sahu: Wood Chips 
#2 Megha Mishra: The End of the World 
#3 Sai Damini Sahu: Does USA Really Deserve to be the Dream Country for Indians to Settle in? 
 

                    
 
The Judges 
The editorial board would like to acknowledge and appreciate the judges of this competition: 
Dr. Lalu Mansinha (Chair) 
Dr. Babru Samal 
Mrs Chandra Mishra 
 
Recommendations of Judges for Future Writers: 
Our observation is that the quality of writings in both the Junior and Senior categories would be 
considerably improved if the writers talked about their personal feelings and experiences, as they grow 
up in America.  Perhaps for future competitions, the Meghna Committee could highlight this aspect and 
urge the boys and girls to write about what only they know best, about their own feelings and 
experiences. 
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ଜ ଗେ ଗେବଳ, ଜଗେ ହସିଗବ ଏହି େହ ୁ  ଫଳ 

େବିସୂର୍୍ଯୟ ବଳଗଦବ ରଥ
 

େଟିଳ କରି ସ୍କନ୍ଧ ମରା ରାଜି, ଶିଖରୀ େରୀମର  ରୁ ଗରଜି 
କୁଟିଳ କରି ଭୁ୍ରକୁଟିକୁ ଚାହଁୁ, ସର ୋ କଣି୍ଠରବ ମହବ କୋହଁୁ 
ଅଲକେ ଦ୍ରବ ନ୍ୟମନ୍ ମବୋଳି, ରସୋଳ ଗହଳ ଶୋଖୋମର ମଖଳି 
କବଳ କରୁ େୋ କଳି କଳୋପ, କୋକ କି କରିବ ପଞ୍ଜ ୋଳୋପ 
 
ବରଜୀବ ରମସ ମେଇ  ୋନ୍ସ, ବରଜି ବରମେ ଅମ ଧ୍ୟ ଗ୍ରୋସ 
ମେମହ  ନ୍ଦୋକିନ୍ୀ ରଜ ଲଗୋଇ, ଗ୍ରୋ  ଶୂକର କି ମହୋଇବ ଗୋଈ 
ଚଞୁ୍ଚ ଚରମଣ୍ ଲଗୋଇ ହିଙୁ୍ଗଳ, ନି୍ଜ େୁମେ  େି ଖେ- ୃଣ୍ୋଳ 
ଚାଲୁଁ ପୂବବ ଅଙ୍ଗ ବୁଲାଇ ବକୀ, ମେମବ ମସ  ରାଳୀ ମବୋଲାଇବ କି 
 
ରଞି୍ଜ ନ୍ୋୟକ ରମଙ୍ଗ ମଚାପେୋର, ଖଞି୍ଜମଲ ମହମଲ ଚାବୁକ ସବୋର 
ଖିଲାଇମଲ ମହମଲ ନ୍ୋନ୍ୋ  ସଲା, େୁରଙ୍ଗ ହୁଏ କି ରାସଭ୍ର ପିଲା 
ବେରିକୋ ବମନ୍ ନି୍େୟ ନି୍ବୋସ, କରି ଆଚରି ବ୍ରେ ଉପବୋସ 
ପ୍ରଯତ୍ନ କମଲ ମହଁ ନ୍ୋନ୍ୋ ପ୍ରକୋର, ଖମେୟୋେ ମହୋଇବ କି ପ୍ରଭାକ

 

 

DISCLAIMER 

The opinion expressed in the article is sole discretion of the author. OSA 
executives or any of its other members are not responsible for any legalities. 
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