


ବି ୁ  ବି ୁ  ମିଶି ହୁଏ ସି ୁ
ସ ଛ   ସ ଦ   ସଂ େବା ମନାଂସି ଜାନତା  

ସମାେନା ମ ଃ ସମିତି ସମାନୀ,
ସମାନଂ ମନଃ ସହଚି େମଷା  

ସମାନୀ ବ ଆକୃତିଃ ସମାନା ହୃଦୟାନି ବଃ
ସମାନମ ୁ  େବା ମେନା ୟଥା ବଃ ସୁସହାସତି ାା

MMay we move in harmony, speak in one voice. 
May our minds concur

May we resolve with one accord
May our purpose be the same

May we all be of one mind.
May our hearts be in unison 

May our thoughts be harmonious, 
So that we may live together 
With happiness and hilarity. 

- Rig Veda 10/191/4
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The Cover:
About the Cover: Drop by drop, an ocean is made. Over the last 50 years,
we have been building - drop by drop - an Odia community in North
America. This year marks the 50th year of celebrating Odisha’s rich
cultural heritage in a new land. With Odia language, dance, art, music,
and architecture, Odisha has a plethora of culture to celebrate. This cover
page depicts Odissi dance in the setting of the Konark temple; a
breathtaking architectural feat of Odisha and the epitome of stone
carving not seen anywhere else in the world. The ray of golden light
coming from the top-right corner of the page represents how Odia
cultural heritage continues to shine in North America, a setting which is
depicted by the Statue of Liberty. Additionally, the Statue of Liberty
signifies that our hosts for the 50th OSA Golden Jubilee Convention are
the OSA New York/New Jersey chapter. All three watercolor paintings
were created by Gagan Panigrahi and then digitally composited by Soman
Panigrahi to achieve this cover page.

URMI EDITORIAL BOARD 2019

Saradindu Misra              Gagan Behari Panigrahi Bigyani Das                    Sikhanda Satapathy

Satya Pattanaik Pradyot Patnaik                    Nagesh Rajanala Prasanta Kumar Bhunya

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. The souvenir provides a medium for OSA members to
express themselves. Each year the annual convention committee selects the editorial committee to take
charge of publishing the souvenir for the participants of the convention. In addition to publishing the annual
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souvenir and directory, OSA convention editorial committee also manages Meghna memorial award for OSA
youth.

This year's souvenir contains seven sections. The editorial team came up with the idea to name these
sections in synchronization with "Bindu Bindu Mishi Hue Sindhu" and this special moment of Golden Jubilee
celebration. Today’s success brings back the memories of 50 years of history, from which OSA has evolved
as a strong organization. All the section names are related with OSA’s contribution to Odia life in Americas.

The first section contains information on the convention team members, OSA official teams, the messages
from OSA officials and the convener. We have named this section "relationships" (samparka). The
organization creates this relationship among people who are different, who are of diverse interests,
hobbies, thinking, and skills. These people come under one umbrella and a relationship starts among them.
Hope you will examine the people behind all the work who volunteer their time for these relationships to be
sustained. Be introduced to OSA and OSA officials, know about the convention organizers and the team
members that are behind making this convention happen.

The second section is focused on this year's theme, "Bindu Bindu Mishi Hue Sindhu" (The droplets together
make up the ocean). We have named this section "close Union" (sanhati). In this section the editorial team
members have shared their life’s journey with OSA. Their passions have found a path of expression in the
close union with other OSA members with the same passion, that is being facilitated by OSA. Hope this will
introduce you with the editorial team members better and take you through past several years of OSA.

The third section contains writings from our OSA thinkers, philosophers and poets. We have named this
section, "self knowledge" (sambid). The knowledge that comes from experience is the lasting knowledge.
This knowledge is very pure, very unique to be explored.

The fourth section contains writings from our younger OSA members. We have named this section,
"determination" (sankalpa). OSA has become a determination for many members who offer their services
like a ritual. The children become inspired by their parents and engage themselves with OSA activities to
enjoy, to volunteer and to share. Read their passion now and you will find this determination and devotion
for OSA in them.

The fifth section is the literature section ( Odia & English )section. We have named this section "culture"
(sanskruti). A culture cannot be nurtured unless there is a requirement for it, a drive for it and a demand for
it. Odia language is associated with Odia culture. It is a symbol of dignity. Without OSA it would have been
difficult to keep up with Odia language in this foreign land.

The sixth section is for the OSA members that are no more. They have contributed significantly to OSA. We
have named this section, "purification" (sanskara). They have brought good changes, reforms in OSA, purity
in OSA. This section is our tribute to those departed souls.

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 "motion" (sanchara). OSA is
flowing like a river with time, with changes that are beneficial for all the members. Know these movements,
the activities of OSA in cultural sector, service sector, management sector and other sectors. OSA is the river
which nurtures us. Let us make a promise to not dump any toxic waste in this river and always keep it clean.
Then it will provide nourishment to all of us. Let this “Golden Jubilee” moment be auspicious to OSA and all
the OSA members.
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Celebrating 50 Years of 
Fun, Family, Friendship & Future

We thank OdiSri for being OSA Grand Sponsor
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President’s Message

Congratulations to my Odisha Society of the Americas for preserving the Odia culture and heritage for fifty
years while bringing in Odias around North America together.

The feeling of early Odias arriving here, must parallel with Neil Armstrong or Edwin Aldrin landing on the
moon. While history will remember 1969 as the year of the moon landing a giant leap for mankind, Odias
around the world will not forget the visionary Odias thinking ahead of holding onto their roots in this far
land. Coming from an old world country in a new land with different lifestyle is not much different from
landing on moon.

As we reflect back, we must realize the circumstances in which few passionate Odias came together
thinking about a society, ultimately building the oldest Indian society in America.

Now forget moon, let’s go to mars!

A relation comes in many forms but for Odias like us living faraway from our families & relatives, it is the
bonding, ସ କ, that we built by being around each other, at good times and bad times.

Our root is our identity. We are unique because of our robust roots, magnificent culture, and the strong
heritage. Our roots are not in landscape or a country, or a people, they are inside us, and they are our
ସଂ ତିୃ and ସଂ ାର.

Community is our strength. We thrive to provide a social safety-net for all Odias by looking out for each
other in this far land. OSA as an organization is the strength to each Odia, member or not. OSA ସଂହତି is
what we preach for all Odias.

Whatever we do, wherever we go, Odisha will continue to remain close to our hearts. We will continue to
be part of the Odisha at her success as well as at her adversity. We will stand beside everyone who makes
a meaningful impact on the bottom-of-the-pyramid segment. We will continue to support social
entrepreneurship, advocate for social justice, facilitate opportunity for higher education and, end the
digital divide.

While we think about less privileged in Odisha, we must not forget the community we all are now part of.
Without involvement in local community, we will not have a strong quality of life for ourselves.It always
intrigues me to know that we have fifty thousand Odias in North America while OSA could only reach out
to 5% of them. I always thought we can do better. We tried hard in branding the Odisha Society, making
sure all understand the need of staying connected, necessity of being the strength to each one and
significance of being the voice for all Odias. But we need to do way more than we tried and be more
persistent than before.
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While I reflect back our last two years, I definitely feel we accomplished many but surely missed some. We
started with full energy with lot of dreams to make a difference. I won’t deny, but many times I felt
helpless, sometimes the job seemed to be overwhelming.

Leading the society is a big sacrifice by itself. Executive Team stretched itself thin to make an impact.
Personally, I tried hard to reach out to as many members as I could. I met many by being in local chapter
events throughout the country and many thru electronic media. Travelled Odisha twice just on OSA
business. But my dream to hit 5000 voting members, left unfulfilled.

Lot many got unfinished but, I am sure, our successors will take them further.

It’s time to think positive than before, time to think of a larger cause with much longer impact. Let’s
partner for a higher goal, whether it is to improve the skillset, provide farm-aid for farmers, digitize Odisha,
eradicate Malaria, or to promote Odisha in the world forum.

There are challenges, more challenges as we grow our base. More challenges now particularly when
voluntarism is on a steady decline. A four member team can do so much.

As society grows the voluntary base needs to grow. To succeed, we must empower chapters to play a
critical role with national team standing by their side.

I feel great of being the volunteer for the society. Many of our accomplishments could not have been
possible without small but dedicated voluntaries supporting us throughout our tenure. A big shout out to
Award Committee, OSANet Team, PRO, Guest selection, Library Team, Convention Audit, OSA Impact,
Election and Editorial Team. I saw genuine leaders in OSANE, Ohio, South East and many other sections of
OSA.

I also had an amazing hard working team, they inspired me, gave the crisp advice and supported me to
become more effective.

Finally, I thank my wife, my daughter for respecting me for the role I signed for even if they felt ignored a
lot. At the same token I thank my New Jersey family who made my tough journey easy by just being there
for me.

Best wishes Odisha Society. Best wishes to its members.

Jai Jagannath!

Lalatendu Mohanty
President
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Vice - President’s Message

My hearty congratulations to all members of Odisha Society for the 50th anniversary since our founding.
Having served for last two years, I have seen the immense enthusiasm and drive to remember our roots,
celebrate our culture and most importantly, set a foundation for the next generations. My sincere thanks
to the founders, who brought the group together 50 years ago without any modern tools we are using
today.

It has been a pleasure and honor to serve for the last two years. But it has not been easy with a full time
profession and other responsibilities towards family/society. But I have enjoyed each and every moment.
Working with members of the Executive Committee, Board of Governors, and various committees and
initiatives, each and every moment reminded me about the great group of people we are and the rich
heritage we try to experience and preserve. Most importantly, I got to personally know may members of
the society and build long lasting relationship with them. It has been truly a privilege to serve you all. My
thanks to every member of the society for this opportunity.

We as a society have accomplished quite a lot in last two years, thanks to all the volunteers contributing
valuable time towards the accomplishments. To list a few: increased active membership, the engagement
and empowerment of members such as through surveys and Lifetime Achievement Award selection, the
promotion of our culture in mainstream events, the Odia language in Google translate, collaborations such
as Malaria No More and MoSchool, the OSA Impact grants, social media such as member only Facebook
group, digitizing souvenirs, publications such as Utkarsa and Urmi, fundraising for Fani. But we have a lot
more to do. The impact of Fani will be felt for a long time in Odisha and we need to help.

The incoming executive team is a group of outstanding individuals and I hope they will take the society to a
different level. But they will need our support. I ask each and every member to volunteer at least for one
initiative, either at local chapter or at national level. This will make us stronger as an organization, and will
help immensely to bring everyone together and build stronger connection with our roots.

Finally, I wanted personally thank Lalatendu, Amar and Sachi for a great partnership in the executive team.
The teamwork was above and beyond any experience I had before. Truly, it was “All for One and One for
All”, working together for one goal, which is Odisha Society’s mission/vision. I will always cherish this
friendship and experience.

I wish all attendees a great time at the convention and the very best to all members of Odisha Society.

Sincerely,

Susil Panda
Vice President
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Secretary’s Message

I take this golden opportunity to congratulate all on the 50th anniversary of Odisha Society of the
America’s. This is indeed a proud moment for all odias living in North America. Our seniors started this
organization back in 1969 as a social platform and gifted to future generations which has grown to such a
vibrant community during last 50 years. I feel very proud to be part of this family and very fortunate to
serve the community as a volunteer for the last decade.

Odisha Society will be celebrating the golden jubilee year at Atlantic City, NJ organized by New York & New
Jersey Chapter from 4th – 6th July. I cordially invite you and your family to join and to be part of this
historic lifetime convention. New York & New Jersey Chapter volunteers under the leadership of convener
Dr. Uma B Mishra are working relentlessly around the clock to make it a grand and an enjoyable
convention for all of us.

The Odisha Society BOG Members have been taking their responsibility very seriously. Every month we
conduct BOG meeting on every 2nd Sunday at 7:00 PM EST and there have been record participation
during last meetings. The minutes of the meeting are duly recorded and are available in OSA Website
through the link http://www.odishasociety.org/bog-meeting-minutes/

The Odisha Society membership as of May 2019, stands at 1334 in total. Benefactor – 42, Patron – 52, Life
Member – 1139, 5 Year Member – 50, Annual Family / Single – 51. The new members enrolled for 50th
convention is not considered. I would like to take this opportunity to share few major highlights and
developments at national and local chapters since Aug 2018.

- New OSA executives were elected (un contested) to serve and manage the society from 2019 – 2021.
Kuku Das (CA) – President, Anil Pattnaik (Ohio) – Vice President, Vivek Das (MI) – Secretary and Utkal
Nayak (MD) – Treasurer.

- OSA has involved and partnering with few major programs in Odisha for Malaria No More & Mo-School.
- Unfortunately, we lost few Odia’s in USA within last 1 year. OSA came forward and helped the families in
cremation and sending the body to families back in Odisha.

- New office bearers joined for OSA CA, Mt Hood, Ohio and SE chapters.

I request and encourage all chapters due for elections (normally every 2 – 4 years) to elect new
representatives following a democratic process.
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I would like to encourage every OSA member to participate in all local events throughout the year in big
way to spread the Odia culture in North America. My sincere request to make every effort to spread our
message among all other Odia friends to motivate them joining OSA as life members to make this
organization stronger. We are almost 50 thousand Odiya’s living in NA but unfortunately, we just have less
than 3000 members. With the membership growth, we can represent ourselves as a strong and integral
Indian community in this adopted land. Let’s keep on trying advocating the good words and great strengths
of the community to bring in more to be part of this family.

At the end, I would like to convey my heartfelt gratitude to all OSA members who are spending their
countless hours for volunteering for our community to make it string and vibrant. Just few months left for
me as the Odisha Society secretary but it was a great pleasure to serve for my own community. My
personal thanks to Lal Bhai, Susil and Sachi for such a wonderful team work to manage the society during
the last 2 years along with all the support from all BOG members throughout. It would have been
impossible without their support.

As always proud to be an Odia and proud to be part of Odisha Society.

Jai Jagannath !!!

Amar Senapati
Secretary
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Chapter - President’s Message
NY - NJ

Let’s Look to The Sky: Our possibilities are limitless

Dear Fellow Odias,
Chaitali and I welcome all of you to OSA Golden Jubilee Convention. Thank you for taking time to join us at
this milestone convention. We hope you enjoy your stay, network with fellow Odias, network with alumni,
enjoy the cultural extravaganza, enjoy the food and hospitality of OSA NY/NJ Chapter.

I would like to thank our 200 volunteers for sacrificing personal time for over a year to make this
convention possible. I would like to thank our individual and corporate sponsors for their generous
contribution. I would like to thank corporations who have contributed through matching program.
The convention team has worked hard and achieved a lot. Key highlights are as follows.
1. Registered largest number of families
2. Orchestrated record number of participants in the cultural programs
3. Re-published souvenirs from 1984-2018 in Digital – Amazon.com Kindle, Google Play, Google Book and
Digital Library. 1993-2018 souvenirs are available on Amazon.com in Print Edition. Other print editions are
in progress. https://www.osa2019.org/souvenir-re-publication/
4. Created a history channel on YouTube uploading 1/2 TB of videos converted from VHS, Hi8, DVDs and

other media. This is worth 200 full length movies. Watch them at
5. https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCaUgLWD7Oz9GNUqBM0tuLrg
5. Created Google Assistant – “Ok Google, talk to Hello OSA”. Link to video https://youtu.be/45s6FxP8-xA
6. Created SMS Chatbot – send a SMS to (973) 339-0611
7. Innovative Marketing – e-mail campaign, SMS campaign, Facebook Ad, postcard mailer, TV Ad, and
Newspaper ad

All these has been possible due to believing in limitless and challenging the status quo. We dreamt big,
worked hard and achieved a lot.

We have a lot of work in front of us. We can go as far as we can dream. Let’s look to the sky. Let’s build
bridges to the next fifty years while we celebrate 50 glorious years of our togetherness. Let’s integrate the
new arrivals and generations born here to make our community vibrant and stronger together.

Sincerely,

Sribatsa Das
Co-Convener and President, Odisha Society of Americas New York/New Jersey Chapter
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Convenor’s Message

It is my honor and privilege to serve as the convener of the 50th OSA Convention, and I am especially
humbled to do so on this landmark Golden Jubilee occasion. I am not a professional organizer. I never ran
for any office. Though I am now retired, when I was a student and later a doctor, I did not have much time
to nurture artistic or creative hobbies, and I never considered myself an accomplished speaker or writer.
But twice in ten years, I have been asked to take on the challenge of bringing together this great gathering
of Odias. So, just as I did ten years ago, I am pondering the reasons that the members of OSA NY-NJ
chapter asked me to lead this convention.

It is fitting that our 50th convention is taking place in Atlantic City. What bigger gamble could there be,
than emigrating to this country from a tiny village, Sundergram? And yet, what an unbelievable jackpot
awaited us here. I came to the U.S. in 1972 to join my wife and we worked together to pursue the
American Dream. Unlike our younger counterparts, we did not arrive with any thought of returning to
India; we always believed this would be our home, even as we carried our old home in our hearts. We
were proud to become U.S. citizens; our three children, who are now professionals themselves, and our
two young grandchildren, are all very much Americans.

Yet we always participated in OSA and Odia events, dating back to the first gatherings in basements and
borrowed churches. In those days, any Odia arrival was a great event for our small community and we
searched each other out in paper phone books that our grandchildren would not even recognize. Perhaps
it sounds like hyperbole, but because we lived in the New York area, like the Statue of Liberty, we
welcomed countless Odias to this country. Our kids became used to the frequent drive between our home
and J.F.K. Airport and joked about living in the Mishra Motel.

Of course, we were not the only ones who played this role. As OSA grew around the country, every
newcomer could find someone to help allay their homesickness. There was a place to go to have Ganesh
Puja, Saraswati Puja and Kumar Purnima. There were friendly faces who knew the difference between
Balasore and Berhampur. Our kitchens hosted assembly lines of pani poori and rasagola. Over the years,
the OSA membership increased by leaps and bounds and every successive generation brought their hope
and enthusiasm. We grew up together, mourned together and celebrated together.

When I went to grammar school, the literacy rate in Odisha was only 17% for males, lower still for females.
The recent Odia immigrants are brilliant, hardworking, and resourceful. Many of them are our children’s
age or even younger. They grew up in a different Odisha than we did, and benefited from demographic
and socioeconomic changes along the way. They also benefited from the efforts of longtime, established
OSA members to reach back to Odisha and “pay it forward”. But they still were raised by their parents to
respect their elders. Maybe that is why they asked me, a 70+ year old retiree to lead this convention, the
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biggest celebration of our community.

Having worked with the Convention teams over the past year, I marvel at the energy and the problem-
solving skills of the current OSA leadership. This 50th Convention unites OSA’s past, present and future; the
organizing committees have wielded every social media channel (some that I have not even heard of!) as
well as old fashioned letters, messages and voice calls to draw record attendance. And, no matter how
many past conventions you may have attended, the organizing teams have created something new for
everyone. This Golden Jubilee convention will include everything from collegiate reunions, historical
reflections, an Odia Bazaar and a Pitha competition to our own beloved Ratha Yatra. We encourage you to
take advantage of all of these opportunities.

Even as we celebrate, we are mindful of the recent destruction caused by Cyclone Fani. We are proud to
use this historic gathering as a venue to continue our fundraising efforts and commit that we will help
restore our homeland in the wake of the storm. Given recent events, we are so touched to be joined by
the artists and luminaries who are traveling from Odisha to mark this historic event. You inspire us. But in
truth, all of you who joining us are luminaries in your own right. We are thrilled to welcome an
unprecedented number of attendees, particularly those from OSA’s founding generation who blazed the
way for all who came after them. We cherish every moment that we can spend with you.

At the same time, we also welcome our second generation, and our third, so many of whom grew up with
us, but have not been actively involved with OSA for a long time. Whether you call yourself an immigrant
or a native, or Odia, Indian, Canadian, or American, we hope that your connection to Odisha remains
meaningful to you throughout your lives. Wherever you go, you are meaningful to us.

And, I must recognize the incredible generosity of our many donors and sponsors, too many to list here by
name. Odias are not the largest Indian community in North America, nor do we have the greatest
resources. But your contributions have helped us to create a Golden Jubilee Convention that will be
remembered for years. This truly would not have been possible without you. We hope you will forgive the
fundraising team for their persistence.

As we used to say in the OSA NY-NJ newsletters, we hope that “a great time will be had by all.” Of course,
in any project of this size, some mistakes and oversights will be inevitable. Please know that all these are
unintended, and that the Convention teams have done their very best to create an event for Odias
everywhere to take pride in. On their behalf, I ask for your understanding and patience as we manage the
logistics of this event.

So ultimately, why was I asked to take on this challenge? At the end of the day, I am just one Odia who has
lived an American Dream, like so very many of you, and that is my only true qualification to hold this post
of Convenor. And although I have been given this platform to address you, there is no “I” in team.

As I said at the outset, it has been my privilege to work with a dedicated, passionate group of OSA
members, who have worked tirelessly to create a convention like no other before it. I thank each of them
and their families for all of their efforts and for the chance to give them a little advice along the way. And,
I am happy to pass the torch to them. As OSA marks its 50th Convention, it rests in capable hands, and it is
poised for ever greater success.
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look forward to greeting and spending time with as many of you as I can, and I wish you a
wonderful stay in Atlantic City

Uma Mishra
Convenor
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ସଂପାଦକୀୟ: ସୂବ  ଜୟ ୀ

ିୟ ଓସାବ ୁ  ଓ ବା ବୀ ମାେନ

ନମ ାର ା

ପଚାଶ ବଷ ତେଳ ବିେଦଶ ଭୂଇଁେର ଓଡିଆ ପୁଅଟିଏ େଖାଜୁଥିଲା ବ ୁ ଟିଏ, ଯା' ସହିତ ଘଡିଏ ମିଶିବ, କଥାବା ା କରିବ, ସା େର ମିଶି
ଖାଇବ, ଗୀତ ଗାଇବ, ନାଚତାମସା କରିବ, ଗପ କରିବ ଓ ବୁଲିଯିବ ା ଆପାଟେମ ୍  ର ଲିଭି ୍  ରୁ  ରୁ ଆର େହଲା େସ େମ , େସ
ମିଳନୀ ା ଆଉ େସଇ େମ ଆଜି ବୃହ  ଓସା ଅନୁ ାନର ରୂପ େନଇଛି; ଆଜି ପଚାଶ ବଷ ପେର ପାଳୁଛି ସୂବ ଜୟ ୀ ହାରାଃ  ,
ଆ  ଲା ି  ସିଟି ଭଳି ଏକ ଆଭିଜାତ ପୂ େରେସାଟ େହାେଟ  େର ା େସ ସମୟେର େବଶି ଓଡିଆ ଏ େଦଶେର ନଥିେଲ;
ଇମିେ ସ  େର ଅେନକ କଟକଣା ଥିଲା ଓ ଛା ଜୀବନର ଆୟେର ଭାରତ ଯିବାଆସିବା ଏେତ ସହଜ ନଥିଲା ା ଏେବ
ଆେମରିକାର ଅେନକ ସହର ଓଡିଆ ବହୁଳ; ଏେବ ଅେନକ ସହରେର କୁମାର ପୂ ମୀ, ରଜ, ରଥଯା ା ଇତ ାଦି ଓଡିଆ ପବପବାଣୀ
ସବୁ ପାଳନ କରାଯାଉଛି ା ଏେବ ଓଡିଆ ଭାଷା, ଓଡିଆ ଗୀତ ଓ ଓଡିଶୀ ନାଚ ୁ  ାୟ ଅେନକ ସବୁ ସହରେର େଖାଲିଗଲାଣି ା
ଅେନକ ାନୀ, ଗୁଣୀ ବାସୀ ଓଡିଆ ଆଜି ଓସାର ସଭ ଭାେବ ଓସାର କେଳବର ବ ତ କରିଛ ି ଓ ଓସାକୁ ନିଜର ସମୟ, ାନ ଓ
ଅଥଦାନେର ବଳି କରିଛ ି ା େସଇମାନ ସହେଯାଗର ବି ୁ କୁ ଆଧାର କରି ଆଜି ଓସା ମହାସି ୁ ରୂପ ଧାରଣ କରିଛି ା “ବି ୁ ବି ୁ
ମିଶି ହୁଏ ସି ୁ” ା େସ ସି ୁର ପବି ଜଳ ଆଜି ଶ କରିପାରିଛି େକେତେକେତ ଓଡିଆ ାଣକୁ, ଖାଲି ଏ େଦଶେର ନୁେହ,ଁ ବି ର ତି
େକାଣକୁ ଶ କରିପାରିଛି ଓସାର େସ ଅ ିତୀୟ ଅବଦାନ ା ଓସାର ଉଦାହରଣ େନଇ ବି ର ଅନ େଦଶମାନ େର ଗଢି ଉଠିଛି
ଓଡିଆ ମାନ ର ତ ସଂ ା ସବୁ ା

ଏ ସାରା ପଚାଶ ବଷ ସବୁ ସମୟେର ଓସା ପାଇଁ ସହଜ େହାଇନି ା ନାନା ଘାତ, ତିଘାତ ଓ ତିକୂଳ ପରିେବଶର ସ ୁଖୀନ େହାଇ
ମଧ ଓସା ଆେଗଇ ଚାଲିଛି, ଏବଂ ଚାଲୁଥିବ ମଧ ା ଜଗ ାଥ ଭୂମିର ମହାନ ଦଶନତ ‘ମହା’ ଭାବେର ଅନୁ ାଣିତ େହାଇ ଓସା
ସଭ ମାେନ ଓସାକୁ େସବା େଯାଗାଇ ଆସିଛ ି ା ଓସାକୁ ସଂର ିତ କରି ରଖିଆସିଥିବା ପଚାଶ ବଷର ସମ ଓସା କମକ ା ଓ
େ ାେସବୀ ମାନ ର ଦୃଢ ସଂକ , କଠିନ ମ ଓ ଓସା ପାଇଁ ାର ଭାବନା ହ ଆଜି ଓସାକୁ ଏେତଦୂର ଆେଗଇ ଆଣିଛି ା େସ
ସମ ୁ ଆମମାନ ତରଫରୁ ଅେନକ ଅେନକ ଧନ ବାଦ ା

ଏମିତି ଏକ ବିଶି ମୁହୂ େର ବାଷକ ଓସା ରଣିକା ଊମର ସଂପାଦନା ଦାୟି ଭାର ହଣ କରି ଆେମମାେନ ନିଜକୁ ଅତ
ଭାଗ ବାନ ମେନକରୁଛୁ ା େଯଉଁ େଲଖକ, େଲଖିକାମାେନ ସଂକ ବ େହାଇ େସମାନ େଲଖା ପଠାଇଛ ି, େସମାନ ୁ
ଆମମାନ ର ଅେଶଷ ଅେଶଷ ଧନ ବାଦ ା ସହ ସଂପାଦକ ଓ ସଂପାଦିକାମାନ ସହେଯାଗେର ସଂପାଦନାର କାଯ ଭାର ବ ନ କରି
ସମେ ମିଳିମିଶି ଏ କାଶନୀ ଊମକୁ ଆପଣମାନ ପାଇଁ ୁ ତ କରିଛୁ ା ଆଶା, ଆମମାନ ର ଏ ୟାସ ଆପଣମାନ ମନକୁ
ଛୁଇଁପାରିବ ା

ା ସୁମନାସ ସହ

ଶରଦି ୁ  ମି
ବି ାନୀ ଦାସ 

ଗଗନ ବିହାରୀ ପାଣି ାହୀ
ସତ  ପ ନାୟକ
ଶିଖ  ଶତପଥୀ
େଦ ାତ ପ ନାୟକ
ନାେଗଶ ରାଜନାଲା

ଶା  ଭୂୟଁା
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Editorial – Golden Jubilee

Dear Friends
Greetings!

This is a very exciting time in OSA history. The organization which started with a few friends for simple
celebration of togetherness has grown to establish itself as an organization of high repute serving Odias
not only in North America, but also touching every Odia in the whole world. This year, this organization is
celebrating its 50th anniversary, the golden jubilee year. The organization had its challenges as every
organization does, however, it stood to face the challenges, to prove its importance, significance and its
unique service and contribution to multiple generations of Odia Americans. This year’s theme “Bindu Bindu
Mishi Hue Sindhu” (The droplets together make up the Ocean) is very appropriate to convey the message
that every OSA member has contributed to the existence and success of OSA. OSA is celebrating its golden
jubilee because each of you have become a part of it and added yourself as a drop to make up this OSA
ocean.

OSA volunteers are animated, members are excited, convention organizers are stimulated, and everybody
is waiting for the July 4th weekend to experience history. Record number of registrants, excellent selection
of invited performers from Odisha and the chief guest Hariprasad Chourasia will all be in Harrah’s in
Atlantic City, New Jersey to be a part of this history making.

We, the editorial team members are thankful for the convention committee for trusting us to be the
editors for the Golden Jubilee convention. Thanks to all the authors for this OSA 2019 souvenir issue.
Without your articles, the souvenir would not have its existence in its present form. Our editorial team
members Saradindu Mishra, Gagan Panigrahi, Pradyot Patnaik, Satya Pattanaik, Sikhanda Satapathy,
Bigyani Das, Prasanta Kumar Bhunya and Nagesh Rajanala have worked hard for helping in reviews,
decision making and communicating with the authors and publishers. Each of us is grateful to other
members of the team for their willing assistance and collaboration as we are to the contributors.

Meghna Memorial award in creative writing is coordinated by Prasanta Kumar Bhunya. This award is
managed by the souvenir team every year in honor of Meghna from Michigan chapter. We are thankful to
the judges, Arun Sahu and Anil Purohit for donating their valuable time to help OSA judge the children's
writing fairly and effectively. We are thankful to Kshirod Parida and Bhaswati Basu for their valuable time
to judge Visual Arts Competition.

We take this opportunity to thank all the advertisers for their generous donation/sponsorship to support
the souvenir publication.

Last, but not least, we thank our family members, for being understanding and always providing support
for this passion.

Producing annual OSA souvenir is a team effort in a very large scale. The task is complex and time
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intensive. A lot of hours are used in editing, typesetting, formatting, communicating and re-
checking. Multiple languages and multiple Odia fonts add to this complexity. Irrespective of all our
hard work, there might be some oversights. We ask for your forgiveness for these unintentional
mistakes.

Enjoy the souvenir and enjoy the Golden Jubilee celebration.

Saradindu Mishra,
Gagan Panigrahi,
Pradyot Patnaik,
Satya Pattanaik,
Sikhanda Satapthy,
Bigyani Das,
Prasanta Kumar Bhunya,
Nagesh Rajanala
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ଓସା ସହିତ ଦୁଇ ଦଶ ିର
ଏକ ଅନନ ସଂପକର କାହାଣୀ
ବି ାନୀ ଦାସ

ଅେନକ ଦିନ ତଳର କଥା ା ନିଉଜସୀେର ୧୯୯୪ ମସିହାେର
ଓସାର େରୖାପ ଜୟ ୀ ପାଳନ କରାଯିବାର ଆେୟାଜନ
ଚାଲିଥାଏ ା ୧୯୯୩େର ଅ  େନ  େର ଡ  ଟ  ୀେଗାପାଳ
ମହା ି େସ କ  େଭ  ସ  ର ୁ ତି େନଇ ଅେନକ ବିବରଣୀ
େଦଉଥା ି ା ଆେମ େସେତେବେଳ ଆ  ବକ  କି,
ନିଉେମ ିେକାେର ରହୁଥିଲୁ ା େସଠି ଓଡିଆ କଥା ଛାଡ,
ଭାରତୀୟ ମାନ ସଂଖ ା ଅତ କ  ଥିଲା ା ଗଣିେଦବା ଭଳି
େକେତାଟି ପରିବାର ା ନିଉଜସୀର କ  େଭ  ସ  େର ଏେତ
ଓଡିଆ ମିଳନ େହବା କଥାଟା ପଢିେଦବା ମାେ , ମନେର
େଗାଟିଏ ଭାବନା ଜା ତ େହଲା ା “ସତେର କଣ ଆେମ
େସପେଟ କିଛି ଚାକିରି ପାଆେ ନି, େତେବ େସ ଓସା େକମିତି
ଜାଣେ , ଓସା େଲାକ ସହିତ ମିଶେ , ଆେମ ବି ଓସା
କ  େଭ  ସ  ଯାଆେ , ଏମିତି ଖୁସି, ମଜା କରିବାକୁ ବ ୁ
ମିଳିଯାେ ା”

ଏ ମନ ଭାବୁଥାଇ ଯାହା, କାେଳ ାପତ ହୁଏ ତାହା ା ସତକୁ
ସତ ଜୀବନେର େସମିତି ସୁେଯାଗ ଆସିଲା ା ମେତ େମରୀଲା ୍
ରାଜ ର ବା  ଟିେମା  ସହର ି ତ ଜ   ହ  କି   
ୟୁନିଭସଟିେର େପା ୍  ଡ  ଟରା  କାମ ପାଇଁ ସୁେଯାଗ ମିଳିଲା ା
େମା ାମୀ ମଧ ନାସା, େଗାଡାଡ େସ  େର ଚାକିରି ପାଇ
େମରୀଲା ୍ ଆସି େମା ସହିତ େଯାଗ େଦେଲ ା ନିଉଜସୀ
ନେହଲା ନାହ, କି ୁ େମରୀଲା ୍ ରାଜ େର ଅେନକ ଓଡିଆ
ପରିବାର ୁ େଭଟିବା ପେର ମନଟା ପରିତୃ େହାଇଗଲା ା
େତେବ ୧୯୯୪ କୁମାର ପୂ ମୀ ପେର ଓାସିଂଟ  ଡିସି
ଚା  ଟ  େର ବିଭାଜନ ସୃ ି େହଲା ଓ କିଛି ସଭ ଆଉ େଗାଟିଏ
ଚା  ଟ  ଗଢି ଅଲଗା େହାଇଗେଲ ା େସ ଘଟଣା ଆମମାନ
ମନେର ନକାରା କ ଭାବ ପକାଇଥିଲା ସତ, େତେବ ଆେମ
ଅେନକ ଓଡିଆ ୁ େଦଖି ଖୁସି େହଉଥିଲୁ ଓ ସମ ସାମାଜିକ
କାଯ ମେର ସାମି  େହଉଥିଲୁ ା ପୁଣି େଯାଗକୁ
େମରୀଲା ୍  େର ୧୯୯୬େର କ  େଭ  ସ  େହଲା ା
୧୯୯୫େର ଡ  ଟ  ଦିଗମର ମି େରାଚନାେର ପଡି େମା
ାମୀ ଓସାର ଆଜୀବନ ସଭ େହବାକୁ ଫମ ପୂରଣ

କରିେଦଇଥିେଲ ା ଆେମମାେନ କ  େଭ  ସ  ହାଓାେର
ୱାଶିଂଟ  ଡିସି ଚା  ଟ  ର ମଧ ଆଜୀବନ ସଭ େହାଇଗଲୁ ା

୧୯୯୬ କ  େଭ  ସ  େର ଏେତ ଗୁଡିଏ ଓଡିଆ ୁ େଦଖି ଆେମ
ଅେନକ ଖୁସି େହଲୁ ା ମଁୁ ଥମ ଥର ପାଇଁ ଆେମରିକାେର
କବିତାପାଠେର େଗାଟିଏ କବିତା ପଢିଲି ା ପି.ଏ  .ଡି କରିବା

ସମୟରୁ ମଁୁ କିଛି ବଷ େଲଖାେଲଖି ଛାଡି େଦଇଥିଲି ା ଓସା
ମାଧ ମେର େଲଖାେଲଖି କରି େମା ହୃଦୟର ଭାବକୁ
ବା ି ପାରିବାର ଧାରଣା େଯେତେବେଳ େମା ମୁ େର ପଶିଲା,
େସେତେବେଳ ମୁଁ ଅତ ଉ ାହିତ େହାଇପଡିଲି ା େଗାପା
ଅପା େମା କବିତାଟିକୁ ଭାରି ଶଂସାକେଲ ା େସ ଶଂସାେର ମୁଁ
ଏମିତି ଖୁସି େହାଇଗଲି େଯ, ତା ପରଠାରୁ ଟିେକ ସମୟ
ମିଳିେଲ କବିତାଟିଏ େଲଖି ପକାଉଥିଲି ଓ ଅ  େନ  େର
ବା ୁ ଥିଲି ା ଓସାର େଯେହତୁ େଗାଟିଏ ବାଷକ ରଣିକା
କାଶିତ େହଉଥିଲା, େସଥିେର ମଧ ମଁୁ େମା େଲଖା କାଶିତ

କରିବାର ସୁେଯାଗ ପାଇଲି ା ଏଣୁ ହୃଦୟ ଭିତେର ବ ୀ େହାଇ
ଛଟପଟ େହଉଥିବା େମା େଲଖକ େଚତନା ମୁ େହବାକୁ
ସୁେଯାଗ ପାଇ ଉନାଦିନୀ େହାଇଉଠିଲା ା ତି ଣକୁ
ସଜାଇବାକୁ ମଁୁ େଲଖାର ଆ ୟ େନଲି ା ନୂଆବଷ ପାଇଁ ଗୀତ
େଲଖିଲି, େହାଲି ପାଇଁ ଗୀତ େଲଖିଲି, ଓସାର କବିତା ପାଠ
ପାଇଁ ଗୀତ େଲଖିଲି, ର ାବ ନ ପାଇଁ ଗୀତ େଲଖିଲି, କୁଆଁର
ପୁେନଇଁ ପାଇଁ ଗୀତ େଲଖିଲି, ଥ ା ୍   ଗିଭି   ୍ ପାଇଁ ଗୀତ
େଲଖିଲି ା

୧୯୯୯େର େଯେତେବେଳ ଡ  ଟ  ବିଜୟ ମି ଟରେ ା
କ  େଭ  ସ  େର କବିତାପାଠ ଆେୟାଜନ କରାଇବାେର
ସାହାଯ ମାଗି ଅ  େନ  େର ଅନୁେରାଧ କେଲ, ମଁୁ ଅତ
ଉ ାହିତ େହାଇ ତା ୁ ସାହାଯ କରିବି େବାଲି ତିଶତି େଦଲି ା

୧୯୯୯ କ  େଭ  ସ  େର କବିତାପାଠ େମ  େ  ଉପେର
େହଉଥାଏ ା ଶେହରୁ ଅଧିକ େଲାକ େସ ହ  େର ବସିଥା ି ା
େହେଲ ବିଜୟ ବାବୁ ମେତ କବିତାପାଠର ପରିଚାଳନା ଭାର
େଦଇ ଦଶକ ଗହଣେର ବସିଗେଲ ା ମଁୁ ସାହାଯ କାରୀ
ଭାେବ ଯାଇଥିଲି, େତେବ େଯେତେବେଳ ଦାୟି େମା ଉପେର
ପଡିଗଲା, େମା ସାହସ ମଧ ବଢିଗଲା ା େସେତେବଳକୁ ମଁୁ
େଟା ୍  ମା  େର େଯାଗ େଦଇ ସଭା ପରିଚାଳନା କରିବାର
ଅେନକ ସୂ ଶିଖି ସାରିଥିଲି ଓ େସସବୁ ସୂ େୟାଗ କରି
କବିତାପାଠ ସୁଚାରୁ ରୂେପ ପରିଚାଳନା କରିପାରିଲି ା େମା
ସାହସ ବଢିଲା ା

େସ ବୟସେର େମା ମନ ଅତି ସରଳ ଥିଲା, ଛ କପଟ ବୁଝି
ନଥିଲା ା ଯାହା ଭାବୁଥିଲି, ତାହା କାଶ କରୁଥିଲି ା
େସେତେବେଳ ଓଡିଆମାନ ର େକୖାଣସି କାରଣ ପାଇଁ
େଭଟାେଭଟି େବେଳ ଓଡିଆ େଲାକମାେନ ମଧ ଓଡିଆ
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କହୁନଥିେଲ, ପିଲାମାନ କଥା ଛାଡ ା େମା ମୁ େର କି ୁ େସ
ସମୟେର ଓଡିଆ ନିଶା ପଶିଥାଏ ା ମଁୁ କାହାକୁ ତ କିଛି
ସିଧାସଳଖ କହିପାରୁ ନଥାଏ, େତଣୁ ଅ  େନ  େର େସ
ବିଷୟେର େଲଖି ପକାଉଥାଏ ା ଓଡିଆକୁ ସାର କରାଇବା ପାଇଁ
େକେତଜଣ ସମାନ ଭାବନାର ଓଡିଆ ସହିତ ମିଶି “ଏ
ସ ାହର ଓଡିଆ ଶ ”, “ଏ ମାସର ଓଡିଆ ଅନୁଚି ା” ଇତ ାଦି
କିଛି ଅ  େନ  ଡି  କସ  ଗ  େର ଆର କଲୁ ା ମଝିେର
ମଝିେର ସି ଓଡିଆ େଲଖକ େଲଖାକୁ ମଧ ଆେଲାଚନାର
ବିଷୟବ ୁ କରାଇଲୁ ା େସ ସମୟେର ଏକ ଅନୁଭବ େହଲା େଯ
ଓସା ମାଧ ମେର କିଛି ସିଧାସଳଖ କରାଇବାେର ତିବ କ
ରହିଛି ା ତାପେର ଆେମମାେନ େସେତେବେଳ ଓସାେର ନୂଆା,
େମା କଥା କିଏ କାହକି ଶୁଣିବ ? େତେବ ନିଜ ଇ ାକୁ ସାକାର
ରୂପ େଦବାକୁ ମଁୁ ଓ େମା ମୀ ଅଲଗା ଉପାୟ େଖାଜିବାେର
ଲାଗିଲୁ ା

୧୯୯୮ ମସିହାରୁ ଡିସି ଅ ଳେର ଆେମ “ମାସିକ ଭଜନ
େ ା ା  ” ଆର କଲୁ ା େସ େଗା ୀକୁ ଆେମ “ଓଡିଆ ଭଜନ
ଗ  ” ନାମେର ନାମା ି ତ କରିଥିଲୁ ା େସଇ େଗା ୀ
ମାଧ ମେର ଭଜନ ପ ିକା ‘ଚିର ନ’ କାଶ ପାଇଲା, େହାଲି
ପାଳିତ େହଲା ଓ ପିଲାମାନ ୁ ଓଡିଆ ଶିଖାଇବାର କାଯ ମ ବି
ରହିଲା ା ବାଷକ ଓଡିଆ େକାସର ସିଲାବ  କରି ଆେମ ତାକୁ
େଯାଗ ଗୃହପୃ ାେର ରଖିଲୁ ା ୨୦୦୧େର “ଓଡିଆ ଭଜନ ଗ  ”
“େଯାଗ” ନାମେର ତି ିତ େହଲା ା େସ ବଷ ଥମ େଯାଗ
ପ ବାଷକ ମୁଖପ “େଯାଗସୂ ” କାଶ ପାଇଲା ା

୨୦୦୦ ମସିହା େବଳକୁ ଓଡିଆେର େଲଖିବା ପାଇଁ ଓଡିଫ  
ସ   ଓୟା  ବାହାରି ସାରିଥିଲା ା ସବିତା ପାଣି ାହୀ ମଧ
ଲାେଟ  େର ଟାଇ   େସ  କରିେହବା ଭଳି ଏକ ଓଡିଆ
ସ   ଓୟା  ବାହାର କରିଥିେଲ ା ମଁୁ ସବୁ ରକମର ଓଡିଆ
ସ   ଓୟା   େର ଭଲଭାେବ ଟାଇ  କରିବା ଶିଖିଗଲି ା ୧୯୯୯
କ  େଭ  ସ  ସମୟେର େଗାଟିଏ କଥା ଆମମାନ ୁ ଅତି
ଆନ ିତ କରାଇଥିଲା ା େସଇଟା େହଲା େହାେଟ  ରୁ  ରୁ
ବାହାରିେଲ ଓଡିଆ ମାନ ୁ େଦଖିବାକୁ ମିଳୁଥିଲା, ଓଡିଆ ଭାଷା
ଶୁଣିବାକୁ ମିଳୁଥିଲା, “ଭାଇ”, “ଅପା”, “ମଉସା”, “ମାଉସୀ'”
ଡାକେର େ ହ ଭାବ ଫୁଟି ଉଠୁଥିଲା ଓ ମନ ଭିତେର ଖୁସିର
ଫୁଆର ଛୁଟାଉଥିଲା ା େସ ସମୟେର ମୁଁ ଓ େମା ାମୀ ମିଶି
େଗାଟିଏ ସି ା େନଲୁ, “ଆେମ ସବୁବଷ ଓସା
କ  େଭ  ସ  େର େଯାଗ େଦବା” ା ତାହାହ େହାଇଛି ା ଆେମ
୧୯୯୯ ମସିହାରୁ ମାଗତ ଭାେବ ଓସା କ  େଭ  ସ  େର
େଯାଗ େଦଇ ଆସୁଛୁ ା

୨୦୦୦ ମସିହା ନା  ଭି  କ  େଭ  ସ  େର ମଧ ମଁୁ ଡ  ଟ  
ବିଜୟ ମି ସହିତ ସହ-ପରିଚାଳିକା ରୂେପ କବିତାପାଠ
ପରିଚାଳନା କଲି ା େସ ବଷ କବିତାପାଠ ଦୁଇଦିନ େହାଇଥିଲା
ଓ ଓଡିଶାର ଅେନକ ମୁଖ େଲଖକ ଓ ବ ା, େଗୖାରହରି ଦାସ,
ସହେଦବ ସାହୁ ଓ ରଜତ କର ଇତ ାଦି େଯାଗ େଦଇ

କବିତାପାଠ କରିବା ସେ ସେ ଓଡିଆ ଭାଷାର ଚାର
ବିଷୟେର ବ ବ େଦଇ ଆମମାମନ ୁ ଉ ାହିତ କରିଥିେଲ ା

ଡ  ଟ  ବିଜୟ ମି ୧୯୯୯ରୁ ୨୦୦୧ ମସିହା ପଯ ଓସାର
େକାଷାଧ ଭାେବ ନିବାଚିତ େହାଇ କାଯ ସଂପାଦନ
କରୁଥିେଲ ା ତା େଚ ାେର ଓସାର ଗୃହପୃ ାକୁ ନୂତନ ରୂପ
ମିଳିଲା ା େସଥିେର ସାହାଯ କରୁଥିବା ସଂଜିତ ମି , ନିଜର ଏକ
େଓ  ସାଇ  ମହାନଦୀ.କ  େଖାଲିଥିେଲ ଓ େସଥିେର ଓଡିଆ
ଭାଷା ପାଇଁ େକେତାଟି ତ ପୃ ା ରଖିଥିେଲ ା େସ ପୃ ା
ମାନ େର ଓଡିଆ ଗ , କବିତା ଓ ଆବୃ ି ଇତ ାଦି କାଶିତ
େହଉଥିଲା ା ଯଦିଓ େସଇଟା ସିଧାସଳଖ ଓସା କାମ ନୁେହ,ଁ
େତେବ ଓସା ସହିତ େସ କାମ ଜଡିତ େହାଇଯାଇଥିଲା ଓ
ଓସାର ଆଉ େକେତ ଜଣ ମଧ େସ ପୃ ା ମାନ େର ନିଜର
େଲଖା କାଶିତ କରୁଥିେଲ ା

ମଁୁ ଭାବିଥିଲି ଓସାେର େକବଳ ଓଡିଆ, େଲଖାେଲଖି ଓ
ନାଚଗୀତ କାଯ େର ସଂପୃ ରହି ମଜା କରିବି ା େହେଲ ଓସା
ସହିତ େମାର ସଂପକ ଧିେରଧିେର ବଢୁଥିଲା ା ୨୦୦୨
ମସିହାେର, କ  େଭ  ସ  େର ଓସା ଡିସି ଚା  ଟ  ତରଫରୁ
ଆେମମାେନ “କଂସ ବଧ” ାମା କରି େମାଦ ପ ନାୟକ
ପୁର ାର ଜିତିଥିଲୁ ା େସଇଟା େମାର ଓସାେର ଥମ ାମା ା
୨୦୦୩ ମସିହାେର ମଁୁ ଥେମ ାମା େଲଖି ଓ ନିେ ଶନା
େଦଇ, ଓସା ଡିସିର ଓଡିଆ ସା ମାନ ୁ େନଇ ାମା
କରାଇଥିଲି ା େସ ାମାର ନାମ ଥିଲା “ସୁନା ହରିଣୀ” ା େସବଷ
ମଁୁ ମଧ ଓସା େସାେଭନି  ର ସହ ସଂପାଦିକା ଭାେବ ରହିଥିଲି ା
୨୦୦୩େର େସେତେବଳର େ ସିେଡ ୍ ଲ ୀ ନାରାୟଣ ଭୂୟଁା
େମାେତ ଓ ଡ  ଟ  ସୁର ରଥ ୁ ଓସା େନ  ନା  ର ସଂପାଦକ
ଭାେବ କାଯ ନିବାହ କରିବାକୁ ଅନୁେରାଧ କେଲ ା େଯେହତୁ
େମାର େଲଖାେଲଖିେର ଆ ହ ଥିଲା, େସ ଅନୁେରାଧ ମଁୁ ଟାଳି
ପାରିଲି ନାହ ା େମା ପାଖେର ସମୟ କ  ରହୁଥିଲା ା େମାର
ତିେନାଟି କନ ା ବଡ େହଉଥିେଲ ଓ ବିଭି ଶି ା ସମ ୀୟ
କାଯ ମେର ସଂପୃ ରହୁଥିେଲ ା େମା ନିଜ ଚାକିରି ଜୀବନେର
ମଧ େକେତାଟି େମାଡ ଆସିଥିଲା ା େସସବୁ ସେ ମଧ ମଁୁ
କିଛିକିଛି ନୂଆ ଭାବନା େନଇ ଓସା ମୁଖପ ର ଦାୟି ସ ାଳିଲି
ା ଥମ ଥର ପାଇଁ ମୁଖପ ର ସମ ସଂଖ ା ଓସା ଗୃହପୃ ାେର
ଡିଜିଟା  ଫମା   େର ରଖାଗଲା ା ଓସାର ସମ ସଭ ମାନ
ସହିତ େଟଲିେଫା  ଓ ଇେମ   େର େଯାଗାେଯାଗ କରି ସବୁ
ଅ ଳର େଲଖକ, େଲଖିକା ଓ େନତୃ େନଉଥିବା ଓଡିଆ
ମାନ ଠାରୁ େଲଖା ସଂ ହ କଲି ା ଓଡିଆ ପବପବାଣୀ
ବିଷୟେର ଥମ ଥରପାଇଁ ଓସା ମୁଖପ େର ଖବର ଛପିଲା ା
ପିଲାମାନ ର ାଜୁଏସ  , ବିବାହ, ଓ ମୁଖିଆ ଓସା ସଭ ର
ତିେରାଧାନ ବିଷୟ ମଧ େସ ମୁଖପ ମାଧ ମେର ସମ ଓସା
ସଭ ମାନ ପାଖେର ପହ ୁଥିଲା ା େହେଲ େମାର େସ ଭଲ
କାମ, େମା ପାଇଁ ଆହୁରି ଅଧିକ କାମ ଆଣି େଦଲା ା

କବିତାପାଠର ଦାୟି େନଇ ମଁୁ ଅେନକଟା ମ ିଯାଉଥିଲି ା ତାହା
ମାଧ ମେର ଅେନକ ଭାବୁକ, ଦାଶନିକ ଓ େଲଖକ ମାନ
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ସଂ ଶେର ମିଶିବାର ସୁେଯାଗ ମିଳିଥିଲା ା ଆମ କବିତାପାଠ
କାଯ ମେର ୨୦୦୩େର ଓଡିଶାର ସୁନାମଧନ କବି ତିଭା
ଶତପଥୀ େଯାଗ େଦଇଥିେଲ, ୨୦୦୪େର ଅମେର ଖଟୁଆ
କବିତାପାଠ ଉ  ଘାଟନ କରିଥିେଲ, ୨୦୦୫େର ମେନାରମା
ମହାପା , ତିଭା ରାୟ, ସହେଦବ ସାହୁ ଓ ଜ ଭାଇ େଯାଗ
େଦଇଥିେଲ, ୨୦୧୦େର େଦବଦାସ େଛାଟରାୟ, ୨୦୧୩େର
ତିଭା ରାୟ, ୨୦୧୪େର ବିଭୁତି ପ ନାୟକ, ୨୦୧୬େର

ରାମଚ େବେହରା, ୨୦୧୮େର ଦାଶ େବ  ହୁ  
କବିତାପାଠେର େଯାଗେଦଇ କବିତା ପଢିବା ସହିତ,
େସମାନ ର ଜୀବନ କାହାଣୀ ଓ ଅନୁଭବ ବା ି ସମ
ସହିତ ଆ ୀୟତା ବଢାଇ ପାରିଥିେଲ ା

େକବଳ କବିତାପାଠ ନୁେହ,ଁ ାମାେର ମଧ ମଁୁ ମ ିଗଲି ା ଦୂର
ସହର ମାନ େର କ  େଭ  ସ  େହେଲ, ଡିସି ଅ ଳରୁ
ଅେନକ ଖ ପ କୁ ଡରି ଯାଉନଥିେଲ ା େତଣୁ େଯଉଁ େକେତାଟି
ପରିବାର ଯାଉଥିେଲ, େସମାନ ୁ େନଇ ମଁୁ ତ ାମା
େଲଖୁଥିଲି ଓ ଆେମମାେନ ଓସା କ  େଭ  ସ  େର ଡିସି
ଚା  ଟ  କୁ ରିେ େଜ ୍ କରୁଥିଲୁ ା

୨୦୦୫େର ମଁୁ ଓସା େସେ େଟରୀ ଭାେବ ନିବାଚିତ େହଲି ା
ଏମିତି ଏ ପରେଦଶେର ନିବାଚନ ଲଢି େଯ ଦିେନ େନ ୀ
େହଲି, େସ କଥା ଭାବିେଲ ମେତ ଏେବ ମଧ ଆ ଯ
ଲାେଗ। ଗେବଷଣା କରିବା େମାର େଫସ  ା େସଥିେର
ପରିବାର ଓ ତିନିତିେନାଟି ପିଲାମାନ ର ଦାୟି ା “ମଁୁ କାହକି
େସ ନିବାଚନେର ଲଢୁଥିଲି”, ଏେବ େସ ଶ ପଚାରି ନିେଜ ବି
ଉ ର ପାଏନି ା େତେବ ଗଲା କଥା ତ ଗଲାଣି ା ବିଗତ
ସମୟକୁ େଫେରଇ ଆଣି େହବନି ା ଓସାର େସେ େଟରୀ
ଭାେବ ଦାୟି ହଣ କରିବା ପେର େମାର ଓସା ସହିତ ସଂପକ
ଗାଢ େହଲା ା ଓସା ସଭ ମାନ ର ତାଲିକା େକମିତି ଠି  

ଭାେବ ଗଣତି େହବ, ସବୁ ସଭ େକମିତି େସମାନ ସଭ
େହବାର େଗୖାରବ ଅନୁଭବ କରିେବ, ସବୁ ସଭ ମାେନ େକମିତି
ଠି  ସମୟେର ଓସାର ସମ ଖବର ପାଇପାରିେବ, ଏସବୁ
ଚି ା େମା ମୁ େର ପଶିଲା ଓ ମଁୁ ଆନିେମେଟ  େହାଇ େସସବୁ
କାମେର ମ ିଗଲି ା

୨୦୦୬େର େକୖାଣସି ଚା  ଟ  ଓସା କ  େଭ  ସ  େନବାକୁ
ଆେଗଇ ଆସିେଲନି ା ମିଚିଗା  ଚା  ଟ  ର େନବାର ଥିଲା ା
କି ୁ େସବଷ େମଘନାର ଅକାଳ ତିେରାଧାନ ପାଇଁ ଚା  ଟ  ର
ମୁଖିଆମାେନ ମନର ସରସତା ହରାଇ ଥିେଲ ଓ େସମିତି
େଶାକା ନ ଅବ ାେର େସମାେନ କ  େଭ  ସ  େନବାକୁ ମନା
କରିେଦେଲ ା ଏମିତି ଅେନକ ମାସ ବିତିଗଲା ା ଅନ ାନ
ଚା  ଟ  ମାେନ ପଛଘୁ ା େଦେଲ ା କିଛି େକୖାଣସି ସମାଧାନ
ଦିଶୁନଥିଲା ା େଶଷେର ମୁଁ ଓସା େନ  ନା  କ  େଭ  ସ  
ଆେୟାଜନ କରିବାର ଓ ଡ  ଟ  ଜୟେଗାପାଳ ମହା ି ୁ
କ  େଭ  ନ  ଭାେବ ଦାୟି େନବାର ାବ େଦଲି ା

େସଇଥିରୁ କ  େଭ  ସ  କରିବାର ୁ ତି ଆର େହଲା ା
ମା ତିନିମାସେର କ  େଭ  ସ  ଆେୟାଜିତ େହାଇପାରିଲା ା
େସବଷ କ  େଭ  ସ  େର ମଁୁ ସାଂ ତିୃକ କାଯ ମର ଦାୟି
େନଇଥିଲି ା କ  େଭ  ସ  ସମୟେର ତିନିରାତି ପୂରା ଅନି ା
ରହିଛି ା କାମ ଜମା ସରୁନଥାଏ ା କ  େଭ  ସ  ପୂବରୁ ଘେର
ଗୁ ନ ନୃତ ସଂ ାର ୧୧ ଜଣ ଓ ଗାୟକ ତା  େସ  ସିଂହ
ରହୁଥିେଲ ା େସ ସମୟେର ଏେତ ଦାୟି ମଁୁ େକମିତି
ସ ାଳିଥିଲି, ଏେବ େସଭଳି ଦୁଃସାହସ କରିବାକୁ ଭାବିେଲ
ମନେର ଭୟ ଆସିଯାଉଛି ା

୨୦୦୭ରୁ ୨୦୧୦ ପଯ ଓସାର ଜୀବନେର ଅେନକ
ପରିବ ନ ଆସିଲା ା େସ ପରିବ ନର ଏକ ମୁଖ ଅଂଶ ରୂେପ
େମାର ଭୂମିକା ରହିଲା ା ଓସାର କାହ େକେତବଷ ପୂବରୁ
ଜମିଥିବା ସମ ଅଳିଆକୁ ଝାଡିବା ଦାୟି େମା ମୁ େର
ପଡିଲା। ମଁୁ େସ ସମୟେର ଏକାଧାରେର ବଡ ଅସହାୟତା ଓ
ବଳଶାଳୀ ଅନୁଭବ କରିଛି ା ତଥାପି ମଁୁ ସାହସ ହେରଇନଥିଲି ା
୨୦୦୯େର ମଁୁ ଓସାର ଥମ ନିବାଚିତା ନାରୀ େ ସିେଡ ୍
ରୂେପ ଦାୟି େନଲି ା ଓସାର ଥମ ନାରୀ େ ସିେଡ ୍
େଗାପା ପ ନାୟକ ୁ (୧୯୯୭-୧୯୯୯) ନିବାଚନେର
ଲଢିବାକୁ ପଡିନଥିଲା ା ାନ ମି ର େସ ସମୟର
ଅବଦାନ ଓସା ପାଇଁ େଯମିତି ଈ ର େ ରିତ ଥିଲା ା େସ
ସମୟେର ଓସା େଯମିତି ଘଡିସ ି ମୁହୂ େଦଇ ଗତି କରୁଥିଲା,
ତା ର ଠି  ସମୟେର ଠି  ପଦେ ପ ଓ ଓସା
କମକ ାମାନ ପାଇଁ ସହାୟତା, ଓସାକୁ ଏକ ନୂତନ ରୂପ
େଦଲା, ଓସା ବଳି େହଲା, ଓସାର ସଭ ସଂଖ ା ବୃ ି
େହେଲ, ନବୀନ ପରିଚୟେର ଓସାର ଶରୀର ଝଲସି ଉଠିଲା,
େଦଶବିେଦଶେର ଓସାର ଚାର ଓ ସାର େହଲା, ଓସା
େସଇଦିନରୁ ବସ ର ଶେର ପୁଲକିତ େହଲା ା େତେବ େସ
ସମୟେର ଓସାର ମାଟିକୁ େଯଉଁମାେନ େଖାଳିତାଢି ଝାଳନାଳ
ବୁହାଇ ଉବର କରିଥିେଲ, େସମାନ ର ପରି ମ ଓ କ େଯ
ବ ଥ ଯାଇନି, ତାହା ମୁଁ ଦୃଢ ଭାେବ କହିପାରିବି ା ଆଜିର ଏ
ହସୁଥିବା ଓସା, ପଚାଶବଷ ପାଳୁଥିବା ଓସାକୁ େଦଖିେଲ, ମନ
ପରିପୂ େହାଇଯାଏ, ା ଓ ଭ ିେର େସଇ ଉ ଗୀକୃତ
ାଣମାନ ନିକଟେର ମଥା ନଇଁଯାଏ ା

ଓସା ସହିତ ଆହୁରି ଅେନକ କାହାଣୀ ରହିଛି, ଯାହାକୁ କହି
ବସିେଲ ଉପନ ାସଟିଏ େହାଇଯିବ ା େତେବ େଗାଟିଏ କଥା
ସତ , ଓସା ମାଧ ମେର ମଁୁ ଅେନକ ସା ସାଥୀ ପାଇଛି,
ଅେନକ ଓଡିଆ ପରିବାର ସହିତ ଆ ୀୟତା ବେଢଇପାରିଛି
ଓ ନିଜର ସୃଜନୀ ତିଭାକୁ ବିକଶିତ କରିପାରିଛି ା ଅେନକ
ବ ି ଠାରୁ ଅେନକ ଭଲଗୁଣ ଶିଖିଛି ା ବିେଦଶେର, ଓସା
ଆମର ନିଜ ପରିବାର, େସଇ ହ େମାର ଓସା ତି ରହିଥିବା
ଭାବନା ା େସ ପରିବାରର ମ ଳ ଓ ସୁର ା ପାଇଁ ମଁୁ ସବୁ
ସମୟେର ନିଜକୁ ନିେୟାଜିତ କରି ରଖିବି ା ଏଇ େହଲା େମାର
ଓସା ସହିତ ଦୀଘ ୨୪ ବଷର ସଂପକର କାହାଣୀ ା

ନିଜର ଅଭି ତାରୁ ମଁୁ ଯାହା ଅନୁଭବ କରିଛି, ଓସା ପାଇଁ
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େଯଉଁମାେନ ଦାୟି ନିଅ ି , େସମାନ ୁ ଅେନକ ସମୟ
ତିବ କରିବାକୁ ପେଡ ା ସମୟ ଅଭାବରୁ େବେଳେବେଳ

ଆଖିରୁ ନିଦ ହଜିଯାଏ, ବ ବସାୟିକ କାଯ େର ବାଧା ଉପୁେଜ,
ପରିବାରେର ଓ ସା ସାଥୀମାନ ସହିତ ଭୁ  ବୁଝାମଣା ସୃ ି
ହୁଏ ା ଆଉ ତା ଉପେର କିଛି ଯଦି ସଂଘଷ ଉପୁେଜ, ବିଚରା
େ ାେସବୀଟିର ମନେର େସବା କରିବା େନଇ ପୃଥ  ଭାବନା
ଜା ତ ହୁଏ ା େତଣୁ ସବୁ ଓସା େ ାେସବୀ ମାନ ପାଇଁ
େମା ହୃଦୟ ମଧ େର ସବଦା ଅେନକ ଅେନକ ଧନ ବାଦ ଓ
କୃତ ତା ଥାଏ ା

ବିଭି ତାେର େଯତିକି େବୖଭବ ଥାଏ, େସତିକି େବୖଷମ ମଧ
ଥାଏ ା ଓସାର ସମୃ ି ସହିତ ସବୁେବେଳ ମତପାଥକ େଯାଡି
େହାଇ ରହିଛି ଓ ରହିବ ା େଯ େକୖାଣସି କାଯ କେଲ ମଧ ,
କିଛିଟା ସମାେଲାଚନା ମିଳିବ ା ଯଦି ସବୁ ସଭ ମନେର
ପର ର ତି ମାନବିକତାର ମଯାଦା ରେହ, େତେବ େସମାେନ
ଅନ ମାନ ୁ , ଓସାର େନତୃ େନଉଥିବା େ ାେସବୀ ମାନ ୁ
ବୁଝିପାରିେବ ଓ େସମାନ ତି ସେମଦନଶୀଳ ରହିେବ ା

ସମାେଲାଚନା କରିବା ସହିତ, ସମସ ାର ସମାଧାନ ପାଇଁ ମଧ
ଆଗଭର େହାଇ ବାହାରିେବ ଓ ନିଜର ମନ, ାଣ, ଧନ ଓ
ାନର ଆେଲାକ ବା ି ଓସାକୁ ଉ  ଭାସିତ କରିପାରିେବ ା
ଆଶା, ଭବିଷ ତର ଓସା ଆହୁରି ସରସ, ସୁ ର ଓ ସମୃ
େହବ ା ମାନିେଲ େଦବତା, ନ ମାନିେଲ ପଥର ା ଓସାର
ସଭ ମାେନ ଯଦି ଓସାର ଆବଶ କତା ଉପଲ  ଧି କରି ନିଜ
ଜୀବନେର ଓସା ସମାଜକୁ କିଛିଟା ଗୁରୁ େଦେବ, େତେବ
ଓସା ସବୁଦିନ ପାଇଁ େସମିତି ଝଲସି ରହିଥିବ ା

ପଚାଶ ବଷର ଜନଦିନ (ସୁବ ଜୟ ୀ) ପାଳନ ଅବସରେର
ଓସା ଓ ଓସାର ସମ ସଭ ମାନ ୁ େମାର ଅେନକ ଅେନକ
ଅଭିନ ନ।

େଡଟ  , େମରୀଲାଣ ୍
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ଓସା ସହିତ େତତିଶ ବଷ
ଗଗନ ପାଣି ାହୀ

େମାର କାନାଡ଼ା ଆସିବା ୧୯୮୫ ମସିହା ନେଭମର ମାସେର
ଲ ନ ଓ ାରିଓେର ଥିବା ୟୁନିଭରସିଟି ଅଫ େୱ ଅ ାରିଓ
ବାେୟାେକମି ି ଡିପାଟେମ େର ମଁୁ ଆସି େସେତେବେଳ
େପା ଡକରାଲ େଫେଲା ହିସାବେର େଯାଗ େଦଲି କିଛିଦିନ
ଅେ ବଂଧୁ ଇପିଲି ଦୁେଯାଧନ ମାଧ ମେର େଫସର
ଲଲାେଟ ୁ ମାନସିଂ (ଲାଲୁ ବାବୁ) ସହିତ େମାର ପରିଚୟ
େହାଇ ଘନି ତା ବଢିଲା ତା ପାଖରୁ ଜାଣିଲି କାନାଡା ଓ
ଆେମରିକାେର ଏକ ଓଡିଆ େସାସାଇଟି ଅଛି ଯାହାର ନାମ
‘ଓଡିଶା େସାସାଇଟି ଅଫ ଆେମରିକାଜ’ ଯାହାକୁ କି
ସଂେ ପେର “ଓସା” େବାଲି କହୁଛ ି ପୁଣି ଶୁଣିଲି ୧୯୮୬
ମସିହାେର ଓସାର ସ ଦଶ ବାଷକ ସ ିଳନୀ ଟେରାେ ା
ସହରେର ପାଳନ େହବାକୁ ଯାଉଛି ଲାଲୁ ବାବୁ େସାଭିନିଅର
ଦାୟିତେର ଥାଆ ି ଅ ଦିନ ମଧ େର େସ େମାର ଚି
ଆ ି ବାର ପାରଦଶତା ଜାଣି ଯାଇଥାଆ ି େତଣୁ େସ େମାେତ
ଅନୁେରାଧ କେଲ କିଛି ଚି େସାଭିନିଅର ପାଇଁ ଅ ନ
କରିବାକୁ ମଁୁ ବିନା ଦିଧାେର ରାଜି େହଇ ଚି କିଛି
ଆ ି େଦଲି େଯଉଁ ଗୁଡିକ କି େସାଭିନିଅରେର ାନ ପାଇଲା
େସାଭିନିଅରଟି େସ ବଷ ଡିେରକରି ସହ ମା ୭୧ ପୃ ାର
ପୁଣି ଓଡିଆ ଅ ର ଗୁଡିକ ହାତ େଲଖା ବାହାର ଆବରଣ
ଉପେର ଦଶାବତାର ଓ େକାଣାକ ଚ ର ଚି  ଲାଲୁ ବାବୁ ବଡ
ଯ ର ସହିତ ତା ଡଟ ମା ି ି ରେର ଜରନାଲଟି ବେନଇ
ଛେପଇେଲ େମାେତ େଗାଟିଏ କପି ବି େଦେଲ େହେଲ
ଦୁଃଖର ବିଷୟ ନୂଆ ନୂଆ କମ ବ ତା େହତୁ ଆଉ ମଁୁ େସ
କନେଭନସନେର େଯାଗେଦଇ ପାରିଲି ନାହ େସେତେବେଳ
ଲାଲୁ ବାବୁ କିଛି ବଷ ଧରି ଓସାର ଜରନାଲ ଦାୟିତେର
ରହିଥା ି ତା ପର ବଷ ପାେଲା ଆଲେଟା, କାଲିଫ ଆେର
କନେଭ  ସନ େହଲା ଓଡିଆ ଅ ର େସମିତି ହାତେଲଖା
ଇତି ମଧ େର ୧୯୮୭ ମସିହାେର ବିବାହ ପେର େମାର ୀ
ସବିତା େମା ସହିତ ଆସିେଲ େସ ଲାଲୁ ବାବୁ ସହିତ ମିଶି
ତା ଅଫିସେର କ ୁଟରେର ଓଡିଆ ଅ ର ବନାଇବାକୁ
ଲାଗିେଲ ଏମିତି ଦିେନ ମଁୁ େସଠାେର ପହ ି ଏହା େଦଖିବାକୁ
ପାଇଲି ଓ େସମାନ ସହିତ ଅ ର ବେନଇବାେର େଯାଗ
େଦଲି ଏମିତି ବି ଚି କରିବା ବା କାଲି ାଫି କରିବା େମାର
ନିଶା େତଣୁ ଅ ର ବେନଇବାଟା େମାେତ େବ  ସୁେହଇଲା
େସ ବଷ ୧୯୮୮ ମସିହା ମିଚିଗାନର ସାଗିନ ସହରେର
କ  େଭ  ସ େହବାର ି ର େହାଇଥାଏ ଲାଲୁ ବାବୁ ପୁଣି
ଜ ା  ଦାୟି େର ଥାଆ ି ଆେମ ି ର କଲୁ େଯ େସ ବଷ

ଓସା ଜରନାଲ ପାଇଁ ଆଉ ହାତେର ଓଡିଆ ନେଲଖି
କ ୁ ଟରେର ଛେପଇବୁ ଛୁଟି ଦିନ ମାନ େର ଅେନକ ରାତି
ଯାେକ ଲାଗି ତିନିଜଣ ସଂପୂ ଓଡିଆ ଅ ର ବେନଇଲୁ
ଓଡିଆ କବିତା, ବ ଓ ଗ ସମ ଓଡିଆେର ଟାଇପ େସଟ
କଲୁ ୧୯୮୮ ମସିହା ସାଗିନ କ  େଭ  ସନ ଜରନାଲର
ଓଡିଆ ଅ ର ହାତ େଲଖା ବଦଳେର କ ୁ ଟର ଅ ରେର
ସଂପୂ ରୂେପ ଥମ ଥର ପାଇଁ କାଶ କରାଗଲା େସ ବଷ
ଜ  ନାଲର କେଳବର ଡିେରକରି ସହ ୯୦ ପୃ ାକୁ ବୃ ି
ପାଇଲା ଯଦିଓ ଆମର କିଛି େଯାଜନା ନଥିଲା ଯିବାର ଆେମ
ଅଚାନକ ଭାବେର େସହି ଦିନ ବ ୁ ମାନ ଦାରା ଭାବିତ
େହାଇ େସଇ କ  େଭନସ  େର େଯାଗ େଦଇଥିଲୁ େସ ଥିଲା
ଆମର ଓସାର ଥମ କ  େଭନସନ ପେର ପେର ମଁୁ ାୟ
ତି ସଂଖ ାେର େମାର କବିତା କାଶ ପାଇଁ ଓସା ଜରନାଲକୁ

ଦିଏ ଅେନକ ସମୟେର ଆଟ ୱାକ ବି ଦିଏ ଏବଂ ସ ାଦକ
ହିସାବେର କାଯ ତୁଲାଇବାେର ସାହାଯ ବି କେର

ଅ ର ବେନଇବା ଓ ଜରନା  ଛେପଇବା ସମୟେର ଲାଲୁ
ବାବୁ ସଂ ଶେର ଆସି ଉ ର ଆେମରିକାର ଅେନକ ଓଡିଆ
େଲାକ ନାମ ସହିତ ଆେମ ପରିଚିତ େହଇଗଲୁ
େଯେତେବେଳ କ  େଭନସ  ଯାଉ େସଇ ନାମ ସହିତ
ମୁଖମୁ ଳର ସଂ କ ାପନ େହାଇଯାଏ େଲାକ ମାନ
ସହିତ ସଂପକ ବଢିବା ସହିେତ ଓସା ସହିତ ଆମର ସଂପକ
ମଧ ଧୀେର ଧୀେର ବୃ ି ପାଇବାକୁ ଲାଗିଲା ୧୯୯୦
ମସିହାେର ଦିଗମର ଭାଇନା (ମି ) ଅନୁେରାଧ େମ ଆେମ
ଓସାର ଆଜୀବନ ସଭ େହଲୁ  ୧୯୯୪ ମସିହାେର ଓସାର
ରଜତ ଜୟ ୀ ପାଳନର ବଷ ନୁ ଜସର େପାେମାନା
ସହରେର ପାଳନ େହବାର ି ର େହଲା ଏ ଉପଲେ ୀ
େଗାପାଳ ବାବୁ (ମହା ି) ଫକୀର େମାହନ ର ଛ ମାଣ ଆଠ
ଗୁ ନାଟକ ଟେରାେ ାେର ବାସ କରୁଥିବା ଓଡିଆ ମାନ ୁ
େନଇ ମ କରିବାର େଯାଜନା କେଲ େସଥିପାଇଁ େମାେତ
ଭଗିଆ ଓ ୀ ସବିତା ୁ ସାରିଆ ଭୂମିକାେର ଅଭିନୟ କରିବାର
ସୁେଯାଗ ମିଳିଲା ଏଥି ପାଇଁ ଏକ ଘ ା ସମୟ େଦବାକୁ
କ  େଭନର ମହାଶୟ, ମେନାର ନ ପ ନାୟକ ଥେମ
ଅମ େହେଲ ତାର କାରଣ େକଉଁ ରେର ନାଟକକୁ
କଳାକାର ମାେନ ଅଭିନୟ କରି ଉପ ାପନା କରିେବ ତାହା
ତା ୁ ଅଜଣା ଥିଲା କଳାକାର ମାନ ର ଦ ତା ମଧ ଜଣା
ନଥିଲା େତଣୁ ଏହି ନାଟକଟିକୁ େକବଳ ତା ରି ପାଇଁ
କ  େଭନସନ ପୂବରୁ ଥେର କାନାଡାର ହାମିଲଟନ ସହରେର
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ବିଷୁବ ମିଳନ ଉପଲେ ମ କରିବାର ି ର କରାେହଲା
େସ ନିୟୁକରୁ ଆସି େଦଖିେବ େବାଲି କହିେଲ ଲୁ, କେଲଜ
ଜୀବନେର ମଁୁ ଓ ସବିତା ଅେନକ ନାଟକ କରିଥାଉ, ତଥାପି
ଏହା ଶୁଣି ଆମ ମାନ ର ପିେଳହି ପାଣି ଭଲ େହେଲ
ସୁେଯାଗ ମିଳିବ ରଜତ ଜୟ ୀେର କରିବା ପାଇ,ଁ ମ େହେଲ
ନାହ ରାତି ଦିନ ପରି ମ କରି ହାମିଲଟନେର ମ କଲୁ
ମେନାର ନ ବାବୁ ଏକୁଟିଆ ଆସିେଲ ନୁ ୟକରୁ େକବଳ
ନାଟକଟିକୁ େଦଖିବା ପାଇଁ ନାଟକ େଦଖି ଅତ ୀତ
େହେଲ ଓ ରଜତ ଜୟ ୀେର ମ କରିବାକୁ ଆମକୁ
ଅନୁମତି ମିଳିଲା େପାେମାନାେର ଅେନକ ଉ ାହ
ଉ ୀପନାେର ନାଟକଟି ମ େହଲା ଓସା ତରଫରୁ ଏହା
ଥିଲା ଥମ ସଂପୂ ନାଟକ ମ  ଯଦିଓ ନାଟକ
ପରିେବଷଣର ସମୟେର ଅେନକ ବିଳମ େହାଇଯାଇଥିଲା
ତଥାପି େଯଉଁମାେନ େଦଖିବାର ସୁେଯାଗ ପାଇଛ ି ଏେବବି
େସମାେନ େସ ବିଷୟେର ଚ ା କର ି ଓ ଆମକୁ ଭଗିଆ
ସାରିଆ େବାଲି ଡାକ ି େଯଉଁମାେନ େଦଖିଥିେଲ ଅେନେକ ଏ
ମର ସଂସାରରୁ ବିଦାୟ ବି େନେଲଣି ତା ପେର ପେର ଆେମ
ଓସାର ବିଭି ମ େର, ଐତିହାସିକ, ପାରିବାରିକ, ସାମାଜିକ,
ହାସ ରସା କ ଓ େପୗରାଣିକ ଏମିତି ବିଭି ଭୂମିକାେର
ବିଭି ନାଟକେର ଅଭିନୟ କରିଅଛୁ େଡ ଏ  (୨୦୦୭)
େର େଗାପାଳ େଛାଟରାୟ ଓ ଓହାେୟା (୨୦୧୪)େର
ମେନାରଂଜନ ଦାସ ର ନାଟକେର ଅଭିନୟ କରି ଥମ
ପୁର ାର ପାଇଛୁ ୨୦୦୮ େର ଟେରାେ ା ସହରର େରାଜ
ଥିଏଟରେର େବୖ ବ ପାଣି ର ସଂପୂ କ ା ନୁ ଗୀତିନାଟ
ପରିେବଷଣ କରି ଦଶକ ମାନ ୁ ଆପ ାୟିତ କରିବାର
ସୁେଯାଗ ପାଇଛୁ ଏହି ନାଟକ ମାଧ ମେର ବଡ ବଡ ଥିଏଟର
ଯଥା େପ ିଅଟ, େଫାଡ େସ ର ଫର ପରଫରମ ଆଟସ ଓ
ଓହାେୟା ଥିଏଟରେର ଅଭିନୟ କରିବାର ସୁେଯାଗ ପାଇ
ପାରିଛୁ େବାଲି ଗବ ଅନୁଭବ ମଧ କରିଛୁ ଏହା େକବଳ
ସ ବ େହାଇ ପାରିଛି ଓସାର ପୃ େପାଷକତା େଯାଗୁଁ ଏହା
ବ ତୀତ ଆ ଳିକ ନାଟକ ମେହା ବେର ଭାଗ େନବାପାଇଁ
େଡ ଏ  ଏବଂ ଓହାେୟା ଯିବାକୁ ଅେନକ ବାର ସୁେଯାଗ
ପାଇଛୁ ଅେନକ ନାଟକ ମ େର ଅଭିନୟ କରିଥିବାରୁ ଏବଂ
ନିେ ଶନା େଦଇଥିବାରୁ ଓ ଉ ର ଆେମରିକାେର ନାଟ
କଳାର ସଂ ସାରଣ ପାଇଁ ସାହାଯ କରିଥିବାରୁ ଓସା େମାେତ
୨୦୦୮ ର ଚାଳିଶତମ ନିୟୁକ-ନିଉ ଜସ କ  େଭନସ  େର
କଳା ୀ ସ ାନେର ସ ାନୀତ କରିଛି ଏହା ପାଇଁ ମଁୁ୍ ଓସା
ପାଖେର େମାର ହା କ କୃତ ତା ଜଣାଉଛି

େକବଳ ନାଟକ ନୁହ,ଁ ଓସା ଅନ କଳାର ମଧ
ପୃ େପାଷକତା କରି ଆସିଅଛି େଯଉଁଥିେରକି ମଁୁ ବିେଶଷ
ଉପକୃତ େହାଇଛି ୧୯୯୯ ମସିହାେର ଟେରାେ ା ସହରେର
େହାଇଥିବା କନେଭନସନେର ଥେମ କବିତା ପାଠ କାଯ ମ
ଆର ହୁଏ ଏହାକୁ େବା ନର ବିଜୟ (ମି ) ଭାଇନା
ଆର କରିଥିେଲ େସେତେବେଳ ଅ େକେତେକ େସଥିେର
ସାହିତ େ ମୀ େଯାଗେଦଇଥିେଲ ଏେବ ତାହାର କେଳବର

ବହୁମା ାେର ବୃ ି ପାଇ ଅତ ଜନ ିୟ େହଲାଣି ମଁୁ ତି
କ  େଭ  ସନେର ଏହାର ତୀ ାେର ଥାଏ ସରଚିତ କବିତା
ପାଠ କରି େକବଳ ମଁୁ େଯ ଆନ ପାଇଛି ତା ନୁେହଁ ଅେନକ
େ ାତା ର ମେନାର ନ ଏହା ଦାରା ସ ବ େହାଇ ପାରିଛି
େବାଲି ମଁୁ ଅନୁଭବ କରିଛି ତା ଛଡା ଏହା ଦାରା ଓଡିଆ
ସାହିତ ତି ଏକରକମ ମମତା ବି ବଢିଛି କବିତା
େ ମୀ ର ସଂଖ ା ବି ବଢିଛି କବିତା ପାଠ ଓ ଓଡିଆ
ସାହିତ କାଯ ମ ମାଧ ମେର ଆେମ ଓଡିଶାର ଅେନକ
ବିଶି ସାହିତି କ ଏବଂ କବି ର ସଂ ଶେର ଆସିପାରିଛୁ
ଏମାନ ଭିତରୁ ତିଭା ରାୟ, ଦାଶ େବନହୁର, ଦିନନାଥ
ପାଠୀ, ବିଭୁତି ପ ନାୟକ, େଦବଦାସ େଛାଟରାୟ
ଇତ ାଦି ର ନାମ ଉେ ଖ େଯାଗ  େମାର ଦୁଇଟି କବିତା
ସଂକଳନେର ଓସାର ଦ ପଟର ଭୂମିକା ଅତୁଳନୀୟ

ଏହା ଛଡା ତି କ  େଭନସ  େର ଚି ଦଶନୀ କରିବାେର
େମାେତ ସୁେଯାଗ ମିଳିଛି ଚିକାେଗା
କ  େଭନସ  (୨୦୧୩)େର ସରିତା ମହାପା ର
ନିେ ଶନାେର ଚି ଦଶନୀ ଆେୟାଜନ କରା ଯାଇଥିଲା
େସଥିେର ବିଶି ଚି ଶି ୀ ଦିନନାଥ ପାଠୀ ସହିତ
ବା ାଳାପ କରିବାର ସୁେଯାଗ ପାଇଛି ବାଲୁକା ଚି ଶି ୀ
ସୁଦଶନ ପ ନାୟକ ( ଓହାଇଓ, ୨୦୧୪), ସି ପତି
ରଘୁନାଥ ମହାପା ( ୱାଶିଂଟନ, ୨୦୧୫) ୁ େଭଟିବାର
ସୁେଯାଗ ପାଇଛି ବି ାନେର ଗେବଷଣା କରିବା େମାର ବୃ ି
କି ୁ ଏ ସବୁ କଳା ବିେଦଶ ମାଟିେର ରହି ଆେଲାଚନା କରିବା,
ଅନ ମାନ ର ମେନାର ନ ସକାେଶ ସହାୟ େହବା େକବଳ
ସ ବ େହାଇ ପାରିଛି ଓସା ପାଇଁ

ଆେମରିକା ଓ କାନାଡା େଦଶ ସୁଦୂର ସାରୀ କାହ
ପ ିମେର ଶା ମହାସାଗର ସୀମାେରଖା ଠାରୁ ଆର କରି
ବି ାରୀ ଯାଇଛି ପୂବକୁ ଆ ଲା ି କ ମହା ସାଗର ପଯ 
ଏହି ବି ୀ େଭୗେଗାଳିକ ସୀମାକୁ େନଇ ଆେମରିକା ଓ
କାନାଡାର ରାଜ ସମୁହ ତା ମଧ େର ସୁଦୂର ଆଲା ା ଠାରୁ
ଆର କରି େଟ ାସ, କାଲିଫ ଆ ଠାରୁ ଆର କରି ନିୟୁକ
ପଯ ଓଡିଆ ମାନ ର ବସତି େସମାନ ମଧ ରୁ
ଅେନକ ଓଡିଆ େହଉଛ ି ଓସାର ସଭ  ସୀମିତ ଅଥେର
ଏହାକୁ ସୁଚାରୁ ରୂେପ ପରିଚାଳନା ଓ ସଭ ମାନ ମଧ େର
ସୁସଂପକ ାପନ କରିବା ଅତ ଦୁରୁହ ବ ାପାର
ଆଗକାଳେର ଆଜିକାଲି ଭଳି ଇ ରେନଟର ସୁବିଧା ନଥିଲା
ଡାକ ଓ େଟଲିେଫାନ ମାଧ ମେର ସଂ ାର ସମ କାଯ
ତୁଲାଇବାକୁ ପଡୁଥିଲା ତଥାପି େସ ା େସବୀ ହିସାବେର
ଅେନକ ଓଡିଆ ନିଜର ବହୁ ମୂଲ ସମୟ ବିନିମୟେର ଓସା
ସଂ ାର ର ଣାେବ ଣ କରିଛ ି ବଷ ବଷ ଧରି ବାଷକ
ସ ିଳନୀର ଆେୟାଜନ କରିଆସିଛ ି ଏହା ସେ ବି
େକେତକ କୂଟଚ ୀ ଏହି େସ ାେସବୀ ବିରୁ େର ଅନ ାୟ
ଅନୀତି ଆଳେର େକାଟ େକ  କରି ଏମାନ ୁ େକାଟର ଦାର
କରାଇଛ ି ମେନ ପେଡ ୨୦୦୭ ଓ ୨୦୦୯ ମସିହାର
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େକାଟ େକସ କଥା େସେତେବେଳ ଓରେନଟ ଇେମ  ଗ
ମାଧ ମେର ଓସା ସମ ୀୟ ସମ ଆେଲାଚନା େହଉଥାଏ
େସଥିେର େମମର ଓ ଅଣେମମର ସମେ ପୃଥିବୀର ସବୁଆଡୁ
ଥା ି ମଝିେର ମଝିେର ଏଥିେର ଅେନକ ଆେଲାଚନାର େମାଡ
ଅ ୀତିକର ଆଡକୁ ମୁହଁଉ ଥାଏ ନିରବେର ମଁୁ ଏହାକୁ େଦଖି
ମେନ ମେନ ଭାବିଲି ସଂ ା ସମ ୀୟ ସମ ଭଲ ମ
ଆେଲାଚନା ଓସାର େକବଳ େମମର ମାନ ମଧ େର ସୀମିତ
ରହିବା ଉଚିତ େସ ପାଇଁ ମଁୁ ଥେମ ଓସାେନଟ ଇେମଲ
ଗପର ଆର , ଆଉ େକେତକ େସ ା େସବୀ ୁ େନଇ ଆର
କଲି ଏହା ଓସାର ମୁଖ ସମାଦ ସରବରାହ ମାଧ ମ େହଉ
େବାଲି ୨୦୦୭ ମସିହା େଡେ ାଏଟ କ  େଭ  ସ  େର ଆଗତ
କରାଯାଇ ସବସ ତି େମ ଗୃହୀତ େହଲା େସହି ଦିନ ଠାରୁ
ସମ ଭଲ ମ ଓସା େନଟେର ହ ଆେଲାଚନା େହଲା ଏହା
ବ ମାନ ଓସାର ସମାଦ ସରବରାହର ମୁଖ ମାଧ ମ

େକୗଣସି କାରଣରୁ ଦିତୀୟ େକାଟ େକସେର ମଁୁ େମାର
େସ ାେସବୀ ବ ୁମାନ ର ମେନାବଳକୁ ଦୃଢୀଭୂତ କରିବାକୁ
ଯାଇ ଏଥିେର ନିରବ ଦଶକ ନେହାଇ ସ ିୟ ଭାବେର ଜଡିତ
େହଲି ଫଳେର ଅେନକ େଟକା ପଥର େଫାପଡା ଓ
କୁ ାରଟନାର ସ ୁଖୀନ େହଲି ମଁୁ େଯଉଁ ଓସା େନଟ ସୃ ି
କରିବାର େନତୃତ େନଇଥିଲି େସଇ େନଟ ମାଧ ମେର େମାେତ
ଶରବ େହବାକୁ ପଡିଲା ତଥାପି ଆେମ େସ ାେସବୀ ଗଣ
େସଥିେର ବିଚଳିତ ନେହାଇ ଏହାର ସାମନା କରି େକାଟ େକସ
ଜିତିଲୁ ଓ ଓସାକୁ ଆହୁରି ଦୃଢ କରିବାେର ସାହାଯ କଲୁ
ଦୁବଳ େହବା ପରିବେ ୨୦୦୭ ମସିହା ପାଖରୁ ଓସା ସବଳ
େହାଇ ଉଠିଲା ଅେନକ ସମୟେର ଓସାର ର ଣାେବ ଣ
ପାଇଁ କାମ କରିବାର ଆବଶ କ ପଡିେଲ ମଁୁ େକେବ ପ ାଦପଦ
େହାଇ ଯାଇ ନାହ ଆୱା ୍ କମିଟିର େଚୟାର ଏବଂ େମମର
ହିସାବେର କାଯ କରିଛି, ଆୱା ୍ ଗାଇଡ ଲାଇନ େଲଖିବାେର
ଭାଗ େନଇଛି, ଇେଲ  ସନ କମିଟିର େମମର ହିସାବେର କାଯ
ତୁେଲଇଛି, ାମା କ ି ଟିସନେର ଜ  ହିସାବେର ରହିଛି 
ସଂ ା ପାଇଁ ଏ ସବୁ କରିବାେର ମଁୁ େକେବେହେଲ କୁ ା େବାଧ
କରିନାହ ବରଂ ଏହାକୁ େମାର କ ବ ଭାବି କରିଛି ଓ ଆନ ବି
ପାଇଛି

୨୦୦୮ ଟେରାେ ା କନେଭନସ  େର ମଁୁ କନେଭନର
ହିସାବେର କାଯ ତୁେଲଇଥିଲି ଏଥିେର ଥମ ଥର ପାଇଁ
ଓଡିଶାର ରାଜ ପାଳ ୀଯୁ ମୁରଲିଧର ଭ ାେର େଯାଗଦାନ
କରିଥିେଲ ବିଶି ରା ପତି ପୁର ାର ା ଚଳଚି ନିମାତା
ୀଯୁ ଅ ୟ କୁମାର ପରିଜା ଓ େରଲେୱ େବା  ର

େଚୟାରମ ାନ ୀଯୁ କଲ ାଣ କୁମାର େଜନା ମୁଖ ଅତିଥି
ହିସାବେର େଯାଗ େଦଇଥିେଲ େସମିନାର େସସନେର ପୂ
ମି , ସ ିପ ଦାଶବମା ଓ ଚି ବରାଳ ମୁଖ ବିଶି
ସଭ ମାେନ େରଲେୱ େବା  ର େଚୟାରମ ାନ ୀ େଜନା
ଆଗେର ଓଡିଶାେର ନୂତନ େରଲେୱ ଲାଇନ ନିମାଣର ଦାବୀ
ଉପ ାପନା କରିଥିେଲ ଫଳ ସରୁପ ଓଡିଶାେର େରଲେୱ
ଲାଇନର ଉେ ାେରା ର ଉ ତି ଅବିଳେମ ସ ବ େହାଇ
ପାରିଥିଲା ଥମ ଥର ପାଇଁ ଓଡିଶୀ ନୃତ ଉପେର ସତ
େସମିନାରର ଆେୟାଜନ କରାଯାଇଥିଲା େଯଉଁଥିେର େମନକା
ଠ ର, ଆନ ମରି େଗ ନ, ଏେଲାରା ପ ନାୟକ, ଚି େଲଖା
ପ ନାୟକ ଓ ସୁଜାତା ମହାପା ମୁଖ ନୃତ ା ନା ମାେନ
ଅଂଶ ହଣ କରିଥିେଲ କହିବା ବାହୁଲ ଏହି
କ  େଭନସନେର ଥମ କରି ସି ନୃତ ା ନା ସୁଜାତା
ମହାପା ୁ ଉ ର ଆେମରିକାକୁ ଆମ ଣ କରାଯାଇଥିଲା
ନୃତ ପରିେବଷଣ ପାଇଁ ମଁୁ େଯେତେବେଳ ଉ ର
ଆେମରିକାକୁ ଆସିଥିଲି େସେତେବେଳ େକୗଣସି ଜେଣ େହେଲ
ଓଡିଆ େମାର ପରିଚିତ ନଥିେଲ ଓସା ମାଧ ମେର ବ ମାନ
ଆେମରିକା ମହାେଦଶର େକାେଣ ଅନୁେକାେଣ ଓଡିଆ ସହିତ
େସୗହାଦ ପୂ ବ ୁତ ାପନ ସ ବ େହାଇ ପାରିଛି । ଓସା
େଯ େକବଳ ସାଂ ତିୃକ କାଯ ମେର ବ ତାହା ନୁହ,ଁ
ଅେନକ ଓଡିଆ ଦୁ ନେର ଏହାର କମକ ାମାେନ ଅ ା ଭିଡି
ଛିଡା େହାଇଛ ି େକବଳ େସତକ ନୁହଁ ଓଡିଶାବାସୀ
ଅସମୟେର, େଧାଇ େହଉ ମରୁଡି େହଉ, ସାହାଯ କରିବାକୁ
ପେଛଇ ଯାଇ ନାହା ି

ବହୁ ଝଡଝ ା ଅତି ମ କରି ଓସାର େବାଇତ ସମୟର
େ ାତେର ଭାସି ଭାସି ଆଜି ଆସି ପଚାଶ ବଷେର ପଦାପଣ
କରିଛି ସୁବ ଜୟ ୀ ଉ ବ ପାଳନର ଶୁଭ ଶ ବାଜି
ଉଠିଛି ଓସାର ସବୁଠାରୁ ପୂରାତନ ଏବଂ ବଡ ଚାପର ନିୟୁକ
ନିଉଜସ ଏହି ପାଳନର ଗୁରୁ ଦାୟିତ ବହନ କରିବାକୁ ଆେଗଇ
ଆସିଛ ି େସ ାେସବୀ ମାେନ ଦିବାରା ଅ ା ପରି ମ କରି
ଏହାକୁ ରଣୀୟ କରିବାର େଚ ାେର ଅଛ ି ଅଭିନବ
ସାଂ ତିୃକ କାଯ ମ ଆେୟାଜନର େଯାଜନା ଚାଲିଛି ନୂତନ
ପୀଢ଼ିେର ସଭ ମାେନ ମନ ାଣ ଏଥି ଲାଗି ଢାଳି େଦଇଛ ି
ଆଶାକେର ଏହା ସଫଳ େହବ ଓସା ଏଇମିତି ବଷ ବଷ ଧରି
ଶତ ଶତ ବଷ ଚାଲୁ ଏହାହ େମାର ଏହି ଶୁଭ ଅବସରେର
ଏକା କାମନା

ଟେରାେ ା, କାନାଡା
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What’s in a name?
Sikhanda Satapathy

Was it a wrong decision to reject the suggestion of
my department secretary to adopt a more
Americanized name?

I was ‘fresh off the boat’ from India, and it was my
first day of graduate school. I was at the
department secretary’s desk to fill out the
paperwork. Understandably, she had difficulty
pronouncing my name. She gave it many a good-
intentioned try, mimicking my Indian
pronunciation, only to see a slanted smile on my
face indicating my hesitation to concur with her
Americanized way of saying my name. Almost
giving up on her attempts, she asked, “Sir, would
you consider adopting an easier name, like John or
James, as what many other foreign grad students
do here?” What? Change my name that I have
been known for my whole life, that my parents had
so carefully chosen? And that too after what I have
been through my life with this endearing name of
mine?

“Sikhanda” was an unusual name, even in India. I
hadn’t come across any other namesake! It was
unique. My father, being a Sanskrit scholar,
perhaps thought that his younger son would
certainly develop unique qualities with a unique
name. It is not uncommon for parents to name
their kids after Gods or Goddesses in the hope that
the children would acquire some of those Godly
qualities. Also, many folks believe, at least they
would accumulate some punya (good Karma) by
taking God’s name while calling the namesake kids
- the Ajamila story serving the point. Ajamila is a
Puranic character. He was a Vedic brahmin with a
beautiful wife. Influenced by circumstances, he
marries another woman of questionable character
who bears him a son. Ajamila names the son
“Narayana.” Blinded by the love of the new
consort, he stops practicing religious rituals and
lives an impious life. Suddenly he falls very ill, and
on his deathbed sees Yamadutas – the demons
from hell – trying to take his soul to the hell. Very
scared, he calls out his son Narayana for help.
Suddenly, two attendants of Lord Narayan appear

and forbid the Yamadutas from torturing Ajamila
as he has taken Lord Narayana’s name. Therefore,
the expectation is that the namesake God would
save parents’ soul. All that is good, but the
problem is, if many people used the same name
for their kids, say Shiva, would not Lord Shiva get
confused as to where the call came from for
appropriately crediting the punya? So, by
extension, a unique name would bestow unique
account address for accrual of the good deeds. Of
course, my name had a Godly meaning too.
“Sikhanda” meant the beautiful feather of a
peacock. Therefore, my name, “Sikhanda Sekhar”
implied the one who wore the peacock’s feather,
i.e. Lord Srikrishna. I am not sure how many
Odias, even those somewhat endowed in Sanskrit
knowledge among us, would have made this
connection without my clue. My school friends
certainly didn’t.

Both of my parents hailed from the southern
district of Ganjam. Naturally, my diction and
accent were bound to be slanted somewhat to
southern style. My new friends in the high school
found it very amusing and I promptly got called
“dakshiNi,” whenever I was disagreeable to them!
As I made more friends, and my language skills
improved, this awkward appendage to my name,
which would be offensive to any teenager, got
dropped. My sigh of relief was short-lived as my
detractors found my name itself to be amusing!
Of course, many would call me “Srikhanda,”
appending an extra “r” after “S.” Even my
teachers thought, “Sri-khanda” was more
appropriate name than “Sikhanda” as it had a
meaning “Sri+Khanda,” i.e. part of venerable
attribute of God! That sounded reasonable, and I
would have been perhaps okay with it, until one
creative kid substituted the trailing “a” with an
“i.” That was war! From proudly carrying my
favorite God’s name to being part of a Godly
attribute, to now being called the
unthinkable…the Mahabharata character
responsible for Bhishma’s downfall – Shikhandi –
the eunuch, upon whose appearance the great
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warrior Bhishma laid down his weapons as he
couldn’t fight one who was neither a man nor a
woman! A fist fight or wrestling the hapless kid to
the ground, who would dare call such an
atrocious name, would have taken care of the
issue, until one heard the giggles from the pretty
girls in the class! Aggravate or run?

ଉପସେଗ ଅନ ଚେ ଚ ଦୁଭେ ଚ ଭୟାବେହ;  
ଅସାଧୁଜନସ େକ ୟଃ ପଳାୟତି ସ ଜୀବତି ... 

One who runs while retreating, while on
another’s land, while in famine and fear, or while
in bad company, survives. Wise saying indeed!
Did I complain to my father for coming up with
this name that caused me so much anguish in
school? You bet. My father would assuage my
feelings by citing many Sanskrit shlokas
containing my name in praise of Lord Krishna,
including Baladeba Ratha’s Odia champu,

ଶ ାମ ଶିଖ ଚୂଳ, ମ କି ଆଜ ଯାେକ, 
େହଲା ସଫଳ, ଶ ାମ ଶିଖ ଚୂଳ, 

which became my favorite song, sung by Smt.
Shyamamani Patnaik. I perhaps considered
changing my name to the middle name,
“Sekhar,” or something less controversy-prone
and easier, like what my department secretary in
US was suggesting to do now! Well, like many
young teenagers, I too got over this awkwardness
slowly and forgot about it altogether. That is until
I entered engineering college in a north India
town. Many Odias (and Bengalis) do not
differentiate between “ba” and “va,” e.g.
“Bibekananda” vs. “Vivekananda,” and between
hissing sibilant, “sa” and hushing sibilant, “sha,”
e.g. “sake” vs “shake.” Many non-Odias find it
very comical and don’t hesitate to point it out at
inopportune moments - sometimes in dainty
company. Is it “Sikhanda” or “Shikhanda?” After
settling the sound to be the hushing sibilant,
“Shi” then the argument would be why not
change the name to “Shikhanda?” Some would
also revert to “Srikhanda,” confusing my name
with the famous sweet curd from the Bombay.
Long story short, soon all settled on calling me by
my last name, as I was the only Satpathy in town!
Seeing me utterly confused, my department
secretary pointed out to the guy standing next to
me. “Meet Wayne; his original name was
Weiqiong” – struggling to say Weiqiong. Pointing

to a girl in the corridor, she continues, “or for that
matter look at her. She is from India, and changed
her name to Katie from Kathyayani. Should I put
down ‘Sam’ for you?” Nooo…off I went to her
surprise. I told her to just use my original name,
and that slowly folks would get used to my name.
Did they ever? Even after my continuous
correction, my name would be butchered several
ways. My name got written in many
unrecognizable forms, such as “Secunda” to
“Shickanduh.” Finally, I gave up and folks settled
on calling me “Sikhandaa” as in “Amanda.” That
name stuck among my American friends. My high
school complex of being called “Shikhandi” had
completed full circle, when somebody over phone
insisted that she wanted to talk to the lady of the
house, “Sikhanda.” Of course, she had assumed
that with “Amanda” sounding name, the person
had to be a lady. Some mails would also be
addressed to me with “Ms” prefix on the same
assumption. The agony was unmitigated when an
Indian person called back looking for “Sikha” since
her caller ID had truncated my name to
“Satapathy, Sikha!”

My discomfort level with my name being
butchered slowly eased as I came across Joaquins,
Zhardanicks, Tchaikovskys, etc. more and more.
With the length of my stay in US, my name, albeit
being mispronounced “Sikhanda” as in “Amanda,”
doesn’t create any significant issue now. I don’t
have to spell out my name as often as I did before,
or if I do spell it out, it has just become an easy
routine. But often, the question lingers in my
mind…should I have accepted the departmental
secretary’s suggestion to become Sam? Would
Sam’s career trajectory have changed compared to
where Sikhanda ended up? Would some of the
transactional negotiations have been easier with
Sam rather than with Sikhanda? There is no way to
know. Perhaps my departmental secretary didn’t
make the suggestion just to make her life easy,
rather to make my life easy. Maybe she had my
best interest in mind so that I would have easier
assimilation and would avoid potential
discrimination. As I reflect over my journey of life, I
am glad that I am still Sikhanda. How could I forego
the fun history I have had with my name? The
unique name that offers a unique address to
deposit Punya for my friends and family?
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Winds of Change
Nagesh Rajanala & Sushmita Pradhan

Two OSA parents view
“Bindu Bindu Misi Hue Sindhu” through a new lens

Every few decades, we come across an innovation
that fundamentally changes how we live and
connect with each other. Before the industrial
revolution, people were living in small self-
sufficient colonies in relative isolation. The
industrial revolution created massive industrial
complexes and people started moving away from
the villages and created new cities. This led to
greater social interaction, evolution of
entertainment, arts, literature and brought about
a fundamental shifts in society.

Improvements in transportation and the ability to
travel large distances in a short span of time,
brought in the waves of globalization and we are
able interact with each other in very new ways.

The internet, established in the 1960s brought in a
new level of information sharing across the world.
In the past two decades, Social media has again
fundamentally changed how we connect and
communicate with each other.

One of those fundamental changes that is now
evolving is how the next generation is using
technology to create a new global culture and
values. And this is still evolving as we are
categorizing the next generation as Millennials,
iGen, Gen X, Gen Y, Gen Z.

Many OSA parents express surprise at the ease
with which the this generation of youth discuss
topics that were considered difficult for the
previous generation – Menstruation, LGBTQIAP,
Gender Equality, Social Justice, Wealth
distribution, Environment, Gun Control, War etc.
Above all, the generation places immense value on
human dignity.

The generation will be known for:
Being very accepting of their peers exploring their

sexual orientation and discussing the topic with
ease. This will lead the way to equal treatment
socially and legally for all humans and ultimately
eliminate all forms of discrimination.

Being very accepting of the fact that men and
women are different anatomically but not with
their intellectual abilities. This will lead the way to
elimination of the gender pay gap and
discrimination in career progression. Women will
also receive appropriate benefits for shouldering
the burden of bearing children that furthers the
human race.

Being willing to sacrifice personal gain in the
interest of the larger community. This will lead to
greater equity in monetary policy and a fair wealth
distribution process. This trait will also pull along
the people who get left behind due to
foundational changes in society.

Being very conscious of the environmental impact
of human activity. This will lead to greater
appreciation of the challenges like pollution and
climate change and adoption of policies that will
heal the planet.

The shooting incident at the Marjory Stoneman
Douglas High School in Florida brought out the
strength of the students who showed a lot of
maturity in understanding the second amendment
and why the people in the country are divided on
the issue of arms control. These students have
since organized strong support for change in the
future.

Social media has facilitated an unprecedented
level of real time communication and information
sharing paving the way or a ‘World Culture and
Values’ to develop among today’s youth. This will
lead to a more mature relationships between
countries and a more reasoned approach towards
conflict management. This will lead to greater
prosperity for all and a reduction in conflicts across
the world.
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As parents, we see all these traits in children
across the social spectrum. These are the
drops we believe, that will change the color
of the ocean to create a new world where all
living things have an equal chance to share
the earth’s resources and thrive in
coexistence.

Nagesh Rajanala & Sushmita Pradhan

OSA members living in New Jersey with their 3
children Aradhya, Aaryana and Archiit.
Both are very active in the community supporting
youth activities.
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ଆେମରିକାେର ଓଡିଶା ସମାଜ
ଭାବ ାହୀ ମି

କଥାେର ଅଛି ଢି ି ସଗକୁ ଗେଲ ବି ଧାନ କୁେଟ ଧାନ କୁଟିବା
େଲାକ େବେଳ େବେଳ ଚଷୁ ବି କୁେଟ େସ ଧାନ େହଉ କି ଚଷୁ
େହଉ କି ପିଡିଆ େହଉ, ଢି ି ର ବାଛ ବିଚାର ନଥାଏ ତାକୁ
େକାଉ ଅପ ରା ଗଁାେର ପେକଇ ଦିଅ ୁ , ବିକାେଶାନଖୀ
ଆଦିବାସୀ ଅଧୁ ଷିତ ଜ ଲ ଭିତେର େଥାଇ ଦିଅ ୁ , ସମବାୟ
ଭି ିକ େଯାଜନା ଭିତେର େକୗଣସି ମେତ କେ ମେ ଚେଳଇ
େନବାକୁ େଚ ା କର ୁ ବା ଆଧୁନିକ ନବ -ସଭ ସମାଜେର
ଘରକଣେର ଲୁେଚଇ ଢି ି ଜନିତ େବପାର କର ୁ , ତାର
ପରିେବଶ ପରିେବ ନୀର ଭି ତା ଭିତେର “ଢି ି ତ” ଭୁଲିବା
ସ ବ ହୁଏ ନାହ

କଥା ଲହସେର େସଦିନ ଉ ଳ ସାହିତ ସମାଜର ବ ମାନର
ସଭାପତି, ଏକଦା େମା ସାହିତିକ କମ ପ ତିର େ ରଣାଦାୟକ
ଗୁରୁ କହୁଥିେଲ “ବୁଝିଲ ଭାବ ାହୀ, ତେମ ଜେଣ େଯା ା”-
ଯୁ କରିବା ଛାଡିବ ନାହ ଏେବ ମଁୁ ବୁଝୁଛି, େସ େବାେଧ
ନିଖୁଣ ଓଡିଆେର କହିଥିେଲ କହିଥାେ , “ତେମ େଗାଟିଏ
ଢି ି ”

ମନ ଭିତେର, ର ଭିତେର, ଚି ା ଧାରାେର େମା ଓଡିଆମୀ
ଭୂତ େଗାଡିଏ ବଡ “ଢି ି ”  େସ ଢି ି େଯାଉଠିକି ଯାଇଛି,
ଯାହା ନୂଆ କଥା ଶିଖିଛି ବା ଯାହା ପୁରୁଣା କଥାକୁ ନୂଆ
େଲେବଲମରା ନବ ସଭ ଭାଷାେର ଶୁଣିଛି, ତାହା ସହିତ ନିଜ
“ଓଡିଆମୀ” କୁ େଯାଡିବାକୁ େଚ ା କରିଛି କିଛିଟା କରିଛି “ମଁୁ”
ପଣିଆ ଭିତେର ବ ି େଚ ାେର, େଲଖା ଛାପି, ବି
ମ ଳୀ ପାଖେର ଓଡିଶା ଓ ଓଡିଆ ବିଷୟେର ଜେଣଇ,
େଫରାଦ େହାଇ ବା ବାହାେ ାଟ ମାରି, ବାକିଟା “ଆମପଣିଆ”
ସାଧୁ ଭାଷାେର ବ ି ଓ ସମ ି ନିେଜ େଯେତ ବାହାବା
ପାଇେଲ ମଧ “ଜାତି” ବ ିେଲ ମଁୁ ବ ି ବି ପୁଣି ମଁୁ ନବ ିେଲ
ଜାତି ବ ିବନି ଏଥିପାଇଁ ନିଜ େଚ ା, ନିଜକୁ ଆଜିର ଯୁଗେର
“ ତି ିତ” କେରଇ ପାରିେଲ ସିନା ଜାତି କଥା ଭାବିବା ଏଇ
ଦ ଭିତେର ବହୁ ଅନୁ ାନ ଗଢି େହଉଛି, ଭା ୁ ଛି, ପୁଣି ନୂଆ
ସଂ ା େନଇ ତିଆରି େହଉଛି ଏଇ “ନୂଆ କରିବାର” ଅହମିକା
ଭିତେର “ପୁରୁଣା” ମନଟି େଲାଡା ଏଇ ମନ ଚାହେଲ େଗାବର
ଗାଡିଆ “ଗ ା” େହଉଛି ପୁଣି େବୖ ାନିକ ଚ ୁେର “ଗ ା”
େହଉଛି େପାଚା େଗାବର ବା ସିମିତିକା ଜିନିଷର ଗାଡିଆ

ଓଡିଆ ୁ . ଓଡିଶାକୁ େଦଶ ଭିତେର, େଦଶ ବାହାେର ଚିେ ଇବା
କାମ ମେତ େକହି େକେବ ବରାଦ େଦଇ ନାହା ି କିମା େସଇ

େସାଗାନ େଦଇ ମୁଁ ଜୀବିକା ଚେଳଇବାକୁ େଚ ା କରିନି
େସଇଟା େମାର େଗାଟାଏ ମନର “କ ୁ”  େସ “କ ୁ” େମା
ମନକୁ, ଚି ା ଧାରାକୁ େବେଳ େବେଳ ଲହୁଲୁହାଣ କେର
ଯୁ େର ର ା ନେହେଲ ଜି  ବେଢନା  ଆଉ େସମିତିକା
ଜି  ନ ବଢିେଲ ଅନୁ ାନ ଗଢି ହୁଏନା

୧୯୬୬ ମସିହା କଥା ଆେମରିକା ଯିବାର ସବୁ େଯାଗାଡ ାୟ
ସରି ସରି ଆସିଥାଏ  ଭୂବେନଶର ରବୀ ମ ପେର
େସେତେବେଳ ଚାଲିଥାଏ ଓଡିଆ ଯୁବେଲଖକ ସ ିଳନୀ
ସ ିଳନୀର େଘାଷିତ କାଯ ମେର ମଁୁ ବରାଦି ବ ା ନଥିଲି
ଦଶକ ଓ େ ାତା ମ ଳୀେର ବସିଥାଏ-ହଠାତ ଡକରା ଆସିଲା
ଓଡିଶାର ନାଟକ ଉପେର ବକୃତା େଦବାକୁ ଓଡିଶା ଭୂଇଁେର
ଆଶୁ-କବି ପର ରା େମ କମିଆସୁଥିବା େବେଳ “ଆଶୁ
ବ ା ” ସଂଖ ା କମିନି େସେତେବେଳ ମୁଁ ଥିଲି ଜେଣ ଆଶୁ
ବ ା ସଭା ମ ପେର ଠିଆ େହଲା ପେର ନାଟକ ଓ
ନାଟ କାର ସମସ ା ଉପେର େବ  କିଛି ସମୟ କହି ଚାଲିଲି
ସଭା େଶଷେର ତୁ ବାଇଦେର େସେତେବଳକୁ ଜଣା
ପଡିଗଲାଣି େଯ ମଁୁ ଆେମରିକା ଯା ୀ େହବା ଉପେର ବ ୁ
ଗହଣରୁ ବରାଦ ଆସିଲା ଓଡିଶା ଓ ଓଡିଆ ପାଇଁ
ଆେମରିକାେର କିଛି ବ ବ ା କରି ଆସିବାକୁ ଏ କାମ ନିଖୁଣ
ଅଥନୀତି ମାନ ଦ େର େଦଖିେଲ େମା କାମ କାହକି େହବ?
ଏଥିପାଇଁ ଭାରତ ସରକାର ର ଅନୁ ାନ ସବୁ ରହିଛି ତା
ଜରିଆେର ହି ୀ, ବ ଳା, ତାମିଲ ଆଦି େଗା ୀ ତି ିତ,
ପରିଚିତ ଓ ତା ଧଜା ଉେଡଇ ଚାଲିଛ ି-ବିଚରା ଓଡିଆ ୁ
ପଚାେର କିଏ?

ଓଡିଶା କହିେଲ ଆେମରିକା ବାସୀ (େଯତିକି େଲାକ ଭାରତ
କଥା ଜାଣ ି) ଭାଷାେର ଏକ ବଣ ଜ ଲର େଦଶ- ଗତିର
ିମ େରାଲର ତେଳ ଏମାେନ ଏପଯ େପଷି େହାଇ ନାହା ି
କି ୁ ଏ “ଦାୟିତ” ଭିତେର େଯତିକି ସ ବ କରିବା ଚାହବା, ତା
ନେହେଲ େଯ ମନର ଓରିମାନା େମ ି ବନି

୧୯୬୬ ରୁ ୧୯୬୯ ଚାଲିଲା ଓଡିଆ ଖବର ସଂ ହ ଓଡିଶା
ବିଷୟେର କାଯ କରିଥିବା ଆେମରିକା  ର ଠିକଣା ସଂ ହ
“ଏସିଆ ବିଦ ା” ସ ିଳନୀେର, େଲାକ ସଂ ତିୃ ସ ିଳନୀେର
ପାଠଚ େର ଓଡିଶା ବିଷୟକ ବ ପାଠ, ଆେଲାଚନା ଆଦି
େଚ ା କଲି ହୁଏତ ଓଡିଶା ବିଷୟେର କିଛି ଗେବଷଣା ବା
େସହିପରି ଅନୁ ାନ ଗଠନ ସ ବ େହବକି? ମଶଃ ଜଣାଗଲା
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(ଚିଠିପ ବିନିମୟରୁ ଏହି ସି ା େର ପହ ି ଲି) ୟା ସ ବ
େହେଲ ବି ସମୟ ସାେପ ବା େସମିତିଆ ସହେଯାଗ େଲାଡା
ଏ ଦରି ଓଡିଆ ପାଖେର େସ କିମିତି ସ ବ?
ମହାଭାରତୀୟତା ଭିତେର କିଛିଦିନ ବୁଡି ରହିବାକୁ େଚ ା
କରାଗଲା ଆେମରିକା ଆସୁଥିବା ବହୁ ମହାଭାରତୀୟ ପାଇଁ
େମା ଘର ସାହାଣ େମଲାେହଲା ଅଭି ତା ଅନୁଭୂତିରୁ ଜଣା
ପଡିଲା ଏ “ଭାରତୀୟତା” ଏକ “ଯା ାେପାଷାକ” ନିଜକୁ
ଆଇନକାନୁନର କଷଟି ପଥରେର ପରଖିବା େବେଳ ଏଇ
େପାଷାକର ଦରକାର ହୁଏ-ପରିଚୟ େଦଇ େହାଇଯାଏ “ଆେମ
ଭାରତୀୟ” କି ୁ ଏଇ ଯା ାର େପାଷାକ ତେଳ ଆେମ ହୁଏତ
େଗାବରା େଗାେଛଇତ ବା ୀକା ମଜୁମଦା  ବା େଗାବି
ମାଖ  ୱାଲା କ ା ଓଡିଆେର କହିେଲ ଆେମ ଓଡିଆ, େସ ଆ
ଆଉକିଏ ବଂଗାଳୀତ େକହି ଗୁଜରବାସୀ ତା ଭିତେର ପୁଣି ଆମ
ପରିଚୟ ତେମ କରଣ କି ା ଣ କି ସାରସତ କି କାନ କୁ  ଜି କି
େକା ଣି ଏଇ ଯଦି ଆମ ପଚିଶ ବଷଆ ଭାରତୀୟତାର
େଲବୁ  , େତେବ ଆଗ ଆମ କୃତ ପରିଚୟ ଟାକୁ ଆନୁ ାନିକ
ନକେଲ ମହାଜାତୀୟତାର ସମୁ ଜୁଆର ଭିତେର ବା
ରାଜେନୖତିକ ଭାଷାେର କହିେଲ ବିଭି ଭାଷାଭାଷୀ
“ସା ାଜ ବାଦ” ଭିତେର ତି ି ରହିବା ସ ବ ନୁେହଁ ପାଟି
ନେଖାଲିେଲ ଆମ ମୁହଁେର “ଭାରତୀୟତାର ତୁ ି”

ମଣିଷ ଅଭି ତା, ଅନୁଭୂତିରୁ ଶିେଖ େବଶୀ ବହିପାଠ ବାଡି
ବାଇଗଣ ଭିତେର ଆକାଶ ପାତାଳ ତଫାତ ଆେମରିକାେର
କିମିତି ଓଡିଆ ସମାଜ ଗଢାେହଲା, େସ କଥା କହିବା ପୂବରୁ ନିଜ
େଦଶ ଭିତେର ଅଭି ତାଟାକୁ ଟିେକ ସୂ େର ବଖାଣିଦିଏ 
ଅଭି ତା ଆଦି େସ େବଳର େକେତକ ଓଡିଆ ର ମେନଥିବ
େକହି େକହି ବି ଭୁଲି ଯିେବଣି ୧୯୫୮-୬୦ ବିଶଭାରତୀର
ଓଡିଆ ଏ  .ଏ.ର ଛା ଥିଲି େସେତେବେଳ ବିଶଭାରତୀ ପ ରୁ
କାଶିତ ପ ିକା (ନଁା େବାଧହୁଏ “ସ ପ ୀ” କି କଣ ମେନ

ନାହ)େର ଇଂେରଜୀ, ବ ଳା ଭାଷାେର େଲଖା କାଶ
ପାଉଥାଏ ମଁୁ ଉପାଚାଯ ୁ (ଓଡିଆ ଅନୁବାଦ କୁଳପତି)
ହି ୀ/ଓଡିଆ େଲଖା ଛାପିବାକୁ ନିେବଦନ କଲି ନିେବଦନ
ଗୃହୀତ େହଲା ନାହ ମଁୁ “ ାେଦଶିକତା” େଦାଷେର େଦାଷୀ
ସାବ େହଲି ତିନିଦିନ ଅନଶନ ଧମଘଟ କଲି
େସେତେବଳର ଉପାଚାଯ ୀ ଦାସ(ପୂବତନ ସୁ ୀମ େକାଟ
ବିଚାରପତି) ବହୁ ଧମକ େଦେଲ, େଶଷକୁ େଲାକ ଲଜ ା ଭୟେର
ତିଶତି େଦେଲ ୧୯୬୧ ମସିହାରୁ ଓଡିଆ କାଶ ପାଇବ

ପୂବତନ ବିଚାରପତି ବିଚାରକୁ ମାନିେନଲୁ ଏେବ ଶୁଣୁଛି
ଓଡିଆ ବିଶଭାରତୀ ପ ିକାେର କାଶ ପାଉଛି ଯାହାେହଉ
ବ ଳା, ହି ୀବାଲା ସା େର ଆେମ ବସି ପାରୁଛୁ-େହେଲ ବି
ଆେମ “ହରିଜନ” (ଜଗ ାଥ ଯଦି “ହରି” ସାଂ ାେର ରାଜି,
େତେବ େସଇ େଦଶର େଲାକତ ଆେମ) ବା
ଆଦିବାସୀ(ଜଗ ାେଥ ପୁଣି କୁଆେଡ ଆଦିବାସୀ େଦବତା)

ଆେମରିକାର ବିଶବିଦ ାଳୟେର େଯଉଁଠି ଭାରତୀୟ ଭାଷା ଓ

ସଂ ତିୃ ପଢା େହବାପାଇଁ ଅଧ ୟନ, ଅଧ ାପନା ଓ ଗେବଷଣା
ଚାଲିଛି, େସଠି ଏ ବ ଳା ହି ୀ, ତାମିଲର ରାଜତ କଁା ଭଁା
େତଲୁଗୁ, ମରାଠୀ ଓ ଓଡିଆ ପଢା େହାଇଛି, େହଉଛି ଓ େହବ
ଆେମରିକାେର ମିକ ଠାରୁ ସଭାପତି ପଯ ସମେ ଊଣା
ଅଧିେକ ବି ାନୀ ମନ େନଇ କାମ କର ିସବୁଠି ଗାଣିତିକ
ବିଦ ାର କରାମତି ଭାରତର ୫୫ େକାଟି େଲାକ ଭିତେର
ଓଡିଆ ଭାଷାଭାଷୀ ୨ େକାଟି ମା  ଏ ସଂଖ ା ନୁ ନ ଜାତିର
େଗାଟାଏ ଭାଷା ଓ ସାହିତ କଣ ଥାଇପାେର? ବାହାର
ଜଗତେର େଯଉଁମାେନ ଭାରତୀୟ ଭାଷା ଓ ସାହିତ ର
ଅଧ ାପନ କର ି ବା ଗେବଷଣା କର ି, େସମାେନ
ସଂଖ ାଧିକ ଭାଷାଭାଷୀ କଥା ନଜାଣି ସଂଖ ାନୁ ନ ୁ
ଚି ିେବ କିଆ?ଁ ଯଦିବା ଚି ିବାକୁ ଜାଣିବାକୁ ଇ ା ଥିବ,
େସଥିପାଇଁ ସରକାରି ସମଥନ େଲାଡା-ଉଭୟ ସରକାର ର
େସଥିପାଇଁ େଲାଡା ଆମ ପ ରୁ “ େଦଶ” ଭିତେର, େଦଶ
ଭିତେର କାଯ ାନୁ ାନ ନିଜର େଗୗରବ ଗାରିମା େଦଶ ଭିତେର
ତି ା େଦଶ ଭିତେର ନ ପାଇେଲ େଦଶ ବାହାେର ତାକୁ ଚିେ

କିଏ? ଚି ାଇବାକୁ େଚ ା କରିବା ଅପେଚ ା ହଠା ଯଦି
ରାଜନୀତିକ ବାତା ବରଣେର ପରିବ ନ ଘଟିଯାଏ େତେବ
ଆେମରିକାର ବିଶବିଦ ାଳୟେର ଭାଷା ସାହିତ ସଂ ତିୃର
ଗେବଷଣା ଆର େହାଇଥାଏ ଚିର ନ ପରିବ ନକାମୀ
ଆେମରିକାର ଶାସକ ଯୁଗ ଓ ସମୟର ଚାହିଦାକୁ ଚାହ ଶି ା
ବ ବ ାର ପରିବ ନ କରି ଚାଲ ି ଓଡିଆ ଭାଷାର ଅଧ ାପକ
ଆବଶ କ ପଡିେଲ େତଲୁଗୁ ପଢା ି ନେଚ କ ାନୀେର
ମ ାେନଜର େହାଇଯା ି ଏଭଳି ଏକ ଦତଗାମୀ େଦଶେର
ଓଡିଆକୁ/ଓଡିଶାକୁ ପରିଚିତ କେରଇବା ପାଇଁ, ହୁଏତ
ରାଜେନୖତିକ ପରି ି ତିର ପରିବ ନ ଦରକାର, ବ ବସାୟଗତ
ବ ୁତ ଦରକାର ନେଚତ ନିଖୁଣ ାନ ପିପାସା ଦରକାର
େତେବ େଶଷଟି କରିବା େକମିତି?

ଏଇ ପରି ି ତିକୁ ଆଖି ଆଗେର ରଖି ବହୁ ବିଶ ବିଦ ାଳୟର
କମକ ା ୁ ପ ାଳାପ କରିଛି କି ୁ ସବୁଠୁଁ ନା ି ବାଣୀ ଶୁଣିଛି
େଶଷେର ି ର କଲି ଆେମରିକାର ଓଡିଆ ୁ ଏକାଠି ନକେଲ,
ଆନୁ ାନିକ ଐକ ାପନ ନକେଲ, ଓଡିଶୀ ସଂ ତିୃକୁ
ଆେମରିକାେର େବଶ କରାଇବା କ ସାଧ େହବ

୧୯୬୯ ମସିହାେର ଯୁ ରା ଆେମରିକାର ପୂବା ଳେର ଥିବା
ଓଡିଆଏ ଏକ ବିଧିବ ଅନୁ ାନ ଗଠନ କରିସାରିଥା ି- ନାମ
କରଣ େହାଇଥାଏ “ନୁ ଇଂଲ ଓଡିଆ ସମାଜ”- ପୁେରାଧା
ଡକର େଗୗରୀଚରଣ ଦାସ, ଡକର େଯାେଗଶ ରଥ (ଏେବ
ବରଗଡେର ଡା ରୀ କର ି) ଆଦି େବା ନ ସହରର
ଅଧିବାସୀ ୧୯୭୦ ମସିହାେର ଏମାନ ସହିତ େମାର
ପ ାଳାପ ହୁଏ ସି ା ନିଆଗଲା ଅନୁ ାନର ନାମକରଣର
ପରିବ ନ ଓ ଉେ ଶ ର ପରିସର ବୃ ି ୧୯୭୦ ଅେକାବର
ମାସେର ପୂବା ଳର ଓଡିଆ ୁ ନିମ ଣ ଦିଆଗଲା
ହାଟେଫାଡେର ଥମ ସମାଗମ-ସଂଖ ା ାୟ ୭୦-୮୦
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ଭିତେର କାଯ ନିବାହିକା କମିଟି ଗଠନ କରାଗଲା-ଡକର
େଗୗରୀଚରଣ ଦାସ ରହିେଲ ସଭାପତି, ନୁ ୟକର ଡକର
କୃ େମାହନ ଦାସ, ଉପସଭାପତି ଓ ମଁୁ ରହିଲି ସ ାଦକ ଓ
“ଉ ଳ ସମାଚାର”ର ସ ାଦକ ଅନୁ ାନର ନାମ କରଣ
“OSA, ORiSSA SOCIETY OF THE AMERICAS”.

ଯୁ ରା ସରକାର ର େକ ଦ ରକୁ ଦରଖା କଲୁ ଓ ଏହା
ଏକ ସାଂ ତିୃକ ଅନୁ ାନ ଭାବେର ସୀକୃତି ପାଇଲା ସୀକୃତି
ପାଇବା ପେର ବ ଳା ଓ ହି ୀ ଭାଷାଭାଷୀ ପ ରୁ ମଁୁ
କେଥାପକଥନ ଜରିଆେର “ ାେଦଶିକତା” େଦାଷେର େଦାଷୀ
େହାଇଛି କି ୁ ଏସବୁକୁ ଭେ ପ ନକରି ଅନୁ ାନକୁ ଆେଗଇ
େନବାପାଇଁ ମଁୁ ତ ର େହାଇଛି ଓ ରହିବି ଅେନକ ମହା
ଭାରତୀୟ େନତୃବଗ ସହିତ ଏ ଦିଗେର େମାର ମନା ର,
ମତା ର େହାଇଛି ମଁୁ ଓଡିଆ େହାଇପାରିେଲ ହ ଭାରତୀୟ
େହାଇ ପାରିବି-ଏହା ହ େମାର ଯୁ ି େମାର ଅନ
ଭାଷାଭାଷୀ ସହିତ କଳହ କରିବାର େକୗଣସି କାରଣ ନାହ-
କି ୁ େସମାେନ େମାେତ “ବଣ ଜ ଲୀ େଦଶ”ର େଲାକ େବାଲି
ଉେପ ା କେଲ େସ େକବଳ ମେତ ଅପମାନ ନୁହଁ, େମା
ଜାତିର, ସଂ ତିୃର ଅପମାନ ସଂଖ ାଧିକ ହି ୀଭାଷୀ େଯ ଭଳି
ଭାରତୀୟ, ସଂଖ ାନୁ ନ ଓଡିଆଏ, ଆଦିବାସୀ ହରିଜନ
େସହିପରି ଭାରତୀୟ ଏ ଭାରତୀୟତା ଭିତେର େଯଉଁ
ଜାତିଆଣ ବ ବ ା ଚାଲି ଆସିଛି, ମଁୁ ତାର ବିେରାଧୀ
ଆେମରିକାର ଭାରତୀୟ ଦୂତାବାସ ଓ ଉପଦୂତାବାସର କଥା
େଦଖ ୁ  େସଠି ପଚିଶି ବଷ ଭିତେର କିରାଣି ଚାକିରି ପାଇଁ
େଗାଟିଏ େହେଲ ଓଡିଆ ଉପଯୁ ବିେବଚିତ େହାଇ ପାରିନାହ
ଏହାର ଏକମା କାରଣ ଆମ େନତୃତର େଗୗଣତ

ଛାଡ ୁ  ୧୯୭୦-୭୩ ମସିହା ମଧ େର ଓଡିଶା ସମାଜ ତାର
କାଯ ବାହିକା ସମିତିର କମକ ା ନିବାଚନ ସୁରୁଖୁରୁେର ଚଳାଇ
ଆଣିଛି କାନାଡାରୁ ଆର କରି ମିସିସିପି ପଯ ବହୁ
ଓଡିଆ ର ଠିକଣା ସଂଗୃହୀତ େହାଇଛି ଓଡିଆ ରା ଣା
ଖାଇବାର ସୁେଯାଗ ମିଳିଛି, ନୃତ ଗୀତ ପରିେବଷଣର େଚ ା
କରାଯାଇଛି ଥମ ଅଧିେବଶନ େହାଇଥିଲା ହାଟେଫାଡେର,
୨ୟ ନୁ ୟକେର, ୩ୟ ହାଟେଫାଡେର ଓ ୪ଥ ନୁ ଜସେର
ଗତବଷ ମଁୁ ଓଡିଆ ସମାଜର ସଭାପତି ନିବାଚିତ େହାଇଥିଲି
ଦି ୀର କଳା ସଂଗମର ଓଡିଶୀ ନୃତ ଶି କ ସୁେର ନାଥ
େଜନା େବା ନ ଠାରୁ ନୁ ଜସ ମଧ େର ବହୁ ାନେର ଓଡିଶୀ
ନୃତ ପରିେବଷଣ କରିଥିେଲଏେବ ଆେମରିକାେର ତା ର
ଦୁଇଟି ଛା ୀ ଓଡିଶୀ ନୃତ ର ୀଷକାଳୀନ ଲୁ ତି ା କରି
ପାରିଛ ି େସମାେନ େହେଲ ୀଯୁକା େ ିକା-ନୃତ ର
ପି.ଏ  .ଡି ଛା ୀ ଓ ଅନ ଜଣକ ୀଯୁ ା ଆଲନ ରାୟ-ଜେଣ
େବା ନେର ରହ ି ଓ ଅନ ଜଣକ ବମିଂଟନ ଇ ିଆନାେର

ଏେବ ଓଡିଶାେର କାମ କରିଥିବା ଆେମରିକା ବାସୀ ମଶଃ ଏହି
ଅନୁ ାନର ସଭ ଓ ସମଥକ େହଉଛ ି ଗତ ବଷର ାକୃତିକ

ବିପଯ ୟ େବେଳ ଓଡିଶା ସମାଜର େଚ ାେର ଓ େକେତକ
ଓଡିଆ ବ ିଗତ େଚ ାେର ଓଡିଶା ସରକାର ଓ ଭାରତ
ସରକାର ନିକଟକୁ ାୟ ୧୫/୧୭ ହଜାର ଟ ା ସାହାଯ
ଦିଆଯାଇଛି

ଅନୁ ାନର ପା ି ସୀମିତ ଢ ଆେମରିକା-ଜୀବନର ବ ତା ଓ
ଜୀବିକା ନିବାହର ଘାତ ତିଘାତ ଭିତେର ଅନୁ ାନକୁ ବେ ଇ
ରଖିବା ପାଇଁ ସମୟର ଅଭାବ ଅନୁଭୂତ େହଉଛି ଏେବ ଏହାକୁ
ଏକ ସାଂ ତିୃକ ଅନୁ ାନରୁ ଏକ “ ଫ ଅନୁ ାନ”େର
ପରିଣତ କରିବାର େଚ ା ଚାଲିଛି ସ ାଦକ େମାଦ ଚ
ପ ନାୟକ େସ ଦିଗେର େଚ ା ଆର କରିଛ ି ଗତ
ଅେକାବର ମାସେର ଓଡିଶା େଫରିବାକୁ ସି ା କରିବାରୁ ମଁୁ
ସଭାପତି ପଦରୁ ଇ ଫା େଦଇ େଦଇଛି ସ ି ଧାନ ଅନୁଯାୟୀ
ଡକର ୀ େଗାପାଳ ମହା ି ବ ମାନ ସଭାପତି

ଅନୁ ାନର ସଭ ଚା ା ଅନୁ ାନ ଚଳାଇବାକୁ ଯେଥ ନୁେହଁ
େସଥିପାଇଁ ଆଜୀବନ ସଭ େହବାର ପର ରା ଆେମ ହଣ
କରିଛୁ ଆଜୀବନ ସଭ ୀଯୁ ବିମଳ ଚରଣ ମହା ି ଓ ମଁୁ
ଆଉ ଓଡିଆଏ ମଶଃ େଯାଗ େଦେବ େବାଲି ଆଶା

ୟାେଡ ଓଡିଶା ଭିତେର ଓଡିଶା ସରକାର ସାଂ ତିୃକ କାଯ ମର
ସାର ପାଇଁ ଆେମରିକାର ଓଡିଶା ସମାଜ ସହିତ ସ କ ତି ା

କରିେବ େବାଲି ଆଶା ରଖିବା େମା ପ େର ସାଭାବିକ ଜାତି
ବେ ସଂ ତିୃର ଚାର ସାର ତି ସମଥନ ଜଣାଇ ଏବର
ଓଡିଶାେର ତାହା େକେତ ପରିମାଣେର ସ ବ ତାହା
ଓଡିଶାବାସୀ ବିଚାର କର ୁ 

ମଁୁ େଗାଟାଏ ଢି ି , େଢ ାନାଳରୁ ଅଳକାପୁରୀ ଆେମରିକା
ପଯ େଯଉଁଠିକି, ଯାଇଛି ଓ ଯିବି, େସଠାେର ଏହି ଢି ି ତ
ତିପାଦିତ କରିବା େମାର କାମ େହାଇଛି ଓ ରହିବ ଓଡିଶା

ଉପେର ଗେବଷଣା କରିବା ପାଇଁ ଜେଣ ପି.ଏ  .ଡି ଛା ୁ ଗତ
ବଷ ଓଡିଶା ପଠାଇଥିଲି େସ ସାରଳା ଚ ୀ ଉପେର ନୃତା ି କ
ଗେବଷଣା କରି େଫରି ଯାଇଛ ି ଓ ଏେବ େଥସି  େଲଖା
ଆର କରିଛ ି େମାର ଆଶା ଆେମରିକାେର ଓଡିଆ,
ଓଡିଆବାସୀ ଓ ଓଡିଆ ସଂ ତିୃର ଆେମରିକା  ଛା ଓ
ଗେବଷକ ମଧ େର ସଂେଯାଗ ାପିତ େହାଇ ପାରିେଲ
ଓଡିଶା ସଂ ତିୃର ଚାର ସାର ଭିତେର ଆେମ ବ ୁ କି ନ ବ ୁ
ଜାତି ବ ି ରହିବ

(ସହକାର ଡିେସମର, ୧୯୭୩)
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ତିୃ ଓ ଇତିହାସ: “ଓସା”
ଭାବ ାହୀ ମି

ାୟ ୨୨ ବଷରୁ ଉ େହାଇଗଲା ଏଇ େକେତ ବଷ ଭିତେର
ପୃଥିବୀେର ବହୁ ପରିବ ନ ଘଟି ସାରିଛି େସହି ପରିବ ନର
ଧାରାେର “ଓଡିଶା େସାସାଇଟି ଅ  ଆେମରିକା  ” – ଓ.ଏ  .ଏ.
େବାଧହୁଏ ଆଉ ଦୁଇ ତିନି ବଷ ପେର ତାର େରୗପ ଜୁବୁଲୀ
ପାଳନ କରିବ ଏେବ ଯୁ ରା ଆେମରିକା ଓ କାନାଡାେର ାୟ
୫୦୦ ରୁ ଉ ଓଡିଆ ପରିବାର ବାସ କରୁଛ ି େସମାନ
ଭିତେର ଭାଷା ସଂ ତିୃ-ପରିଚିତିର ୀତି େସୗହା ମଶଃ
ଘନୀଭୂତ େହବାର ଲ କରୁଛି- ଦୂରେର ଥାଇ

େକଉଁ ପରିେ ୀେର ଏପରି ଏକ ଶି ା ସଂ ତିୃ ମୂଳକ ଅନୁ ାନ
ତି ା କରାଯାଇଥିଲା, ତାର ବିବରଣୀ “ଓସା”ର ଭବିଷ ତ

ଇତିହାସ ପାଇଁ ହୁଏତ ବହୁ ହଷ ବିଶାଦ ଘଟଣାର ସମାହାର
ଲିପିବ କରିବାର ଆବଶ କତା ଥାଇପାେର କାରଣ େତ କ
ଜାତି, ଭାଷାଭାଷୀ େଗା ୀ େସମାନ ର ପରିଚୟ େଲାଡ ି
େସମିତି ହୁଏତ େଲାଡିେବ ଆଜିର ଆେମରିକା  ଯୁବକ, ଯୁବତୀ,
ଛା , ଛା ୀ, ତରୁଣ ତରୁଣୀ, େଯଉଁମାନ ର ପୂବ ପୁରୁଷ
ଜୀବନ ସଂ ାମେର ଯୁ ରା ଆେମରିକାକୁ େସମାନ ର
ବାସ ଳୀ, ଜୀବିକା ଅଜନର ଏକ ମୁ ସମାଜ ଭାବେର ହଣ
କରିେନଇଥିେଲ େସମାନ ଭିତରୁ ଅେନକ ସାଭାବିକ
ିୟାେର ଆେମରିକାର ନାଗରିକ ବା ଅନ େକହି ାୟୀ

ବାସି ା କି ୁ େସମାନ ଭିତେର ଭାଷା, ସଂ ତିୃର େଯଉଁ
ଧାରାଟି ରହିଛି, ତାକୁ ଜୀବିତ ରଖିବାର ଉେ ଶ େର ଏହି
ଅନୁ ାନର ପରିକ ନା କରାଯାଇଥିଲା

ମଁୁ େମାର ପରିବାର ସହିତ କେନକିକ  ହାଟେଫାଡ ସହରେର
ରହୁଥାଏ ଆେମ ଉଭୟ ହାଟେଫାଡ େସମିନାରୀ
ଫାଉେଣସ  େର ଅଧ ାପନ କରୁଥାଉ େସ ସହରେର ଅ
େକେତଜଣ ଭାରତୀୟ ରହୁଥା ି ଏହି ବିଭି ଭାଷାଭାଷୀ
ଭାରତୀୟ ମଧ େର େସୗହା େବ  ବଢି ଉଠୁଥାଏ କି ୁ
ଅଭି ତାରୁ ଅନୁଭୂତିରୁ ମଶଃ ଜଣା ପଡିଗଲାେଯ ଏକ ନି
ଭାଷାଭାଷୀ େଲାକ ର ସଂଖ ା ବଢିବା ସେ ସେ ଭାରତୀୟ
େସୗହା ାସ ପାଇବାେର ଲାେଗ ଏହି ଭଳି ସମୟେର
“ସମାଜ” ଖବର କାଗଜେର ସମାଦଟିଏ େଦଖିଲି େବା  
ସହରେର ଡକର ଶା ପ ନାୟକ, ଡକର େଗୗରୀ ଚରଣ
ଦାସ ଓ ଡକର େଯାେଗଶର ରଥ ଏକ ନିଉ ଇଂଲ ଓଡିଆ
ଆେସାସିଏସ  ଗଠନ କରିସାରିଥା ି ଏପରି ଏକ ଆ ଳିକ
ଓଡିଆ ଅନୁ ାନ ମନକୁ ପାଇଲା ନାହ େତଣୁ ୧୯୭୦
ମସିହାେର ଏହି ବ ୁମାନ ୁ ଚିଠି େଲଖି େଫା  କରି
ହାଟେଫାଡଠାେର ଏକ ଓଡିଆ ସ ିଳନୀ ଡକାଇବାର ବ ବ ା

କଲି ଏଥିେର ଆେମରିକା ଓ କାନାଡାେର ବାସ କରୁଥିବା
ଶତାଧିକ ଓଡିଆ େଯାଗ େଦେଲ  େସେତେବେଳ ମୁଁ
ହାଟେଫାଡ ସହରେର (ବିଖ ାତ ଆେମରିକା  େଲଖକ ମାକ
ଟାଇନ ଘର ପାଖେର) ୮୫ ସରମା  ୀ  େର ରହୁଥାଏ
େସହି ଘେର ଡକର େଗୗରୀଚରଣ ଦାସ, ଡକର େଯାେଗଶର
ରଥ ଓ ମଁୁ ବସି ଆେଲାଚନା କରି “ଓଡିଶା େସାସାଇଟି ଅ  
ଆେମରିକା  ”ର ସ ି ଧାନ ୁତ କଲୁ ଓ ଥେମ ଡକର ଦାସ
ଏହି ସଂ ାର ସଭାପତି ନିବାଚିତ େହେଲ- ାୟ ଦୁଇ ବଷ ଏହି
ସଂ ାର ସ ାଦକ ଭାବେର କାଯ କରିଛି ସଭ ଚା ା ସଂ ହ
କରି ଅନୁ ାନଟିକୁ ବହୁ କ େର ତିଆରି କରାଗଲା କାଳ େମ
ଏହା ଯୁ ରା ଆେମରିକା ସରକାର ଦାରା ଏକ ସାଂ ତିୃକ
ଅନୁ ାନ ଭାବେର ସୀକୃତି ଲାଭ କଲା  ଥେମ ସଂ ା
ତରଫରୁ ଏକ “ନିଉ  େଲଟର” କାଶ କରାଯାଉଥିଲା େମ
ଓଡିଆମାେନ ଓ ଓଡିଶାେର ଗେବଷଣା କାଯ କରିଥିବା
ଆେମରିକା  ମାେନ ଏହି ସଂ ାର ଅ ଗତି ପାଇଁ ସାହାଯ
କରିଚାଲିେଲ

ମେନ େହଉଛି ପରବ ୀ ସମୟେର ଅଥାତ ୧୯୭୧ ମସିହାେର
ମଁୁ ଏହି ସଂ ାର ସଭାପତି ନିବାଚିତ େହଲି ଓ େବାଧହୁଏ ଏହି
ସଂ ାର ଥମ ଆଜୀବନ ସଭ ମଁୁ ଓ େମାର ପ ୀ ସଂ ା
ତରଫରୁ େତ କ ବଷ ଯୁ ରା ଆେମରିକାେର ବିଭି
ସହରେର ବାଷକ ଉ ବମାନ ଅନୁ ିତ େହଲା ଓଡିଶୀ ନୃତ
ଓ ଓଡିଶୀ ସ ୀତର ଚ ା ସହିତ େସହି ଉପମହାେଦଶେର
ବାସ କରୁଥିବା ଓଡିଆମାେନ ପର ର ସହିତ େଯାଗସୂ ାପନ
କେଲ ଓ କାଳ େମ ଓଡିଶାରୁ େକହି ଆେମରିକା ବୁଲି ଗେଲ
ଓ.ଏ  .ଏ. ର କମକ ାମାେନ େସମାନ ୁ ଅତିଥି କେଲ ମଁୁ
ଥିବା ଭିତେର ଓଡିଶୀ ନୃତ ଦଶନୀ ପାଇଁ ଥେମ ଦି ୀରୁ
ସୁେର େଜନା ୁ ନିଆ ଯାଇଥିଲା ଏଥିପାଇଁ େବା ନ
ସହରେର ବାସ କରୁଥିବା ଆେମରିକାନ ଅଧ ାପିକା େ ଡରିକା
ମାଗଲି  େଚ ା କରିଥିେଲ

ମେନ ପଡୁଛି, େସଥିପାଇଁ େବାଧହୁଏ ଅନୁଦାନ େଯାଗାଇ
େଦଇଥିେଲ ଭାରତେର ଯୁ ରା ଆେମରିକାର ରା ଦୂତ
ଅଧ ାପକ ଗା  େ ଥ ଅବଶ ଏହି ଅନୁ ାନ ଗଠନେର
ସ ିୟ ଭୂମିକା େନଇଥିବାରୁ ମଁୁ ରାଜନୀତି େ େର ସରକାରୀ
େକାପ ଦୃ ି ର ଶରବ େହାଇଛି ମେନ ପଡୁଛି ହାଟେଫାଡ
ସହରେର ଓଡିଶୀ ନୃତ ର ଆେୟାଜନ କଲାେବେଳ
ଭାରତନାଟ  ର କାହକି ଆେୟାଜନ କରୁନାହ େବାଲି େକୗଣସି
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ଅ ାତ ଭାରତୀୟ ର ଧମକ େଟଲିେଫାନ େଯାେଗ
ପାଇଛି ଏହି ଅନୁ ାନ ଗଠନେର େମାର ସ ିୟତା େମାର
ଜୀବନକୁ ର ା କରିଥିେଲ ବି ମଁୁ ଅତ ଆନ ିତ େଯ,
ଯୁ ରା ଆେମରିକା ଓ କାନାଡାେର ବାସ କରୁଥିବା ବହୁ ଓଡିଆ
ପରିବାର ଏହି ଅନୁ ାନକୁ ଏକ ସ ୀୟ ସାଂ ତିୃକ ଅନୁ ାନ
ଭାବେର ଗଢି ପାରିଛ ି ଏେବ ଖବରକାଗଜମାନ େର ଏ
ସ କେର ସମାଦ କାଶ ପାଉଛି ଓ ଏହି ଅନୁ ାନର
ଆତିେଥୟତା ବହୁ ସମାଜ େସବୀ, ରାଜନିତୀ ଓ ସାହିତ ,
ସ ୀତ, ନୃତ ନିପୁଣ କଳାକାର ୁ ଯୁ ରା ମଣେର
ସାହାଯ କରିପାରିଛି ଅନ ଭାବେର କହିେଲ ଓ.ଏ  .ଏ.
ଯୁ ରା ଆେମରିକା ଓଡିଶା ମଧ େର ସାଂ ତିୃକ ବିନିମୟର
ଏକ େକ େହାଇ ପଡିଛି ଏେବ ଆଉ ଏହାର ଜନ ଜାତକର
େବଦନା ଓ ତି ଅନୁଭୂତି ରଣ କରି ଲାଭନାହ-କାରଣ ଏହା
ଏକ ତି ିତ ସାଂ ତିୃକ ଅନୁ ାନ ଓ ଏହି ଅନୁ ାନର
କାଯ ମ ଓଡିଆମାନ ଭିତେର ଏକ ଆ ସ ାନ ଓ େଗୗରବ
େବାଧ ଜାତ କରିପାରିଛି ଭାରତ ବଷେର ଓଡିଶା ହୁଏତ
ଅଥନୀତି ଦୃ ି ରୁ ଏକ ଅନ ସର ରାଜ ରହିଛି, ଉଭୟ
ଭାରତୀୟ ଓ ଆେମରିକାନ ଅଥନୀତି ମାପକାଠିେର କି ୁ
ସଂ ତିୃ, ଭାଷା, ସାହିତ େ େର ଓଡିଶା ତାହାର ଐତିହ
ସ ାନ ତି ା କରିଛି, କରି ସାରିଛି, କରି ପାରିଛି ଓଡିଆ
ମାନ ର ସ ି ଳିତ ଉଦ ମ ଫଳେର- ଏ ଦିଗେର େମାର
ବିେଶଷ େକୗଣସି ଅବଦାନ ନାହ କିଛି ମା ାେର ଭାରତର
ସଂ ତିୃ େ ମୀ ଏକ ସାଧାରଣ ନାଗରିକର ସା ଠନିକତାର
ଏହା ଏକ ୁ ଦୃ ା େହାଇପାେର ଏଥିପାଇଁ ଜୀବିକା ଦୃ ି ରୁ
ଅଥେନୖତିକ ଦୂରାବ ା େଯାଗୁଁ ମଁୁ ଅେନକ ପରିମାଣେର ତି
େହାଇଛି େସ ତି େମାେତ େଯେତ ଦୁଃଖ େଦଉନାହ-ତା
ଠାରୁ ଅଧିକ ଆନ େହଉଛି ଓସାର ତି ା ଆ ରା ିୟ
େ େର ସଠିକ ିୟାଶୀଳ ଭୂମିକା େନଇ ପାରିେଲ ଓସା ଏକ

ସାଂ ତିୃକ ଅନୁ ାନ ଭାବେର ଓଡିଶାବାସୀ ର ଗବର ବିଷୟ
େହବ ୧୯୭୩ ମସିହାେର ଅମଲାତା ିକ-ରାଜେନୖତିକ
ଷଢଯ ଫଳେର ଭାରତ େଫରିଲି େସହି ୧୯୭୩ ମସିହାେର
ଓସାର ସଭାପତି ପଦରୁ ଇ ଫା େଦଇଥିଲି କି ୁ ଏେବ ବି
ଓସା େମାର ମାନସ ପଟେର ରହିଛି ଓସାର ବିକାଶ ଓ ଉ ତି
େମାର ଏହି ପରିଣତ ବୟସେର ମଧ ମେତ ଗଭୀର ଆନ
େଯାଗାଇ ପାରୁଛି ଇତିହାସର ଏହି କରତା ନୂଆ କଥା ନୁେହଁ
ସାଥ ପରତା ଠାରୁ ଉ କୁ ଉଠି ସାଂ ତିୃକ େଚତନାର ଧାରାକୁ
ବାହିତ କରିବା ଦିଗେର ଓସା ଆହୁରି ବଳି େହାଇ ପାରିବ

େବାଲି େମାର ଦୃଢ ଧାରଣା ରହିଛି ଆମର କନ ା ଓଡିଶୀ
ନୃତ ବୀଣା ଓ ଡା ର, ଲୁସି ଏେବ ଆେମରିକାେର ନାଗରିକ
ଓ ବମିଂଟନ, ଇ ିଆନାେର ବାସ କରୁଛି େତଣୁ ଯୁ ରା
ଆେମରିକାର ଓସା ସହିତ ପାରିବାରିକ ସଂପକ ପୁଣି ଗଢି
ଉଠିଛି ଏେବ ଓସା ଡିେରକରିରୁ େଦଖୁଛି େମାର ଜାମାତା
କ ୁ ଟର ଇ ି ନିୟର କମେଲଶ

ଏହି ଅବସରେର ଥମ ସ ିଳନୀ ପାଇଁ ହାଟେଫାଡ
େସମିନାରୀ ଫାଉେ ସନର କମକ ାମାେନ ବିନା ଦିଧାେର
ସ ିଳନୀ େକା (େମକ  ଜି ହ  ) େଯାଗାଇ େଦଇଥିବାରୁ
ତା ୁ ଧନ ବାଦ େଦବା ଉଚିତ ମେନ କରୁଛି ଆଶା କରୁଛି
ଓସା ଉଭୟ େଦଶ ମଧ େର ଏକ ସାଂ ତିୃକ େସତୁ ଭାବେର
କାଯ କରିବ

(ଭାବ ାହୀ ମି ଓସାର ଅନ ତମ ତି ାତା ଏହି େଲଖାଟି
ଦିନଲିପି ୩୧.୧୦.୧୯୯୧େର କାଶ ପାଇଥିଲା ଏହାକୁ
ଲାଲୁ ମାନସି ା ଦାରା ହ ଗତ କରାଯାଇ ସୂବ ଜୟ ୀ
ଉପଲେ ଓସାର ଇତିହାସକୁ ଆଖିେର ରଖି ପୁଣି ଥେର ଏହି
ରଣିକାେର କାଶ କରାଗଲା)
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Golden Anniversary of
The Odisha Society of Americas
Lalu Mansinha

This is the story of the formation of the Odia
community in the United States and Canada.
From the first Odia who stepped on American
soil back in the late 1909, to each of the
estimated 10,000 Odias who are in US and
Canada in 2019, there are truly 10,000
interlocking stories. This recount of the OSA,
therefore is really a frame, to be adorned with
the 10,000 stories together, to make complete
and give life to the saga of the people of Odisha
in America.

From the year 2000 onwards, the story of the
Odia community in US and Canada is well
documented on the web. The focus for this
article is the Odia community in US and Canada
in the second half of the 20th Century, prior to
the year 2000.

Prior to India’s independence in 1947, only a
few students from Odisha had ventured to UK
and USA for studies at Universities. To the best
of our knowledge Sarangadhara Das of
Dhenkanal (1887 – 1957 ) was the first Odia to
arrive in America. In 1909 he attended
University of California at Berkely to study
Sugar Technology. He returned to India,
became a leader of the Socialist Party, and was
elected to the Constituent Assembly, and the
Parliament. In 1945 Braja Bandhu Misra of
Talcher studied Mathematics, first at the
University of Michigan and then at Columbia
University. He returned to Odisha, was
appointed Reader of Mathematics and then
Principal of Ravenshaw College.

This article celebrates 70 years of the Odia
presence in North America, and the 50th

anniversary of the founding of the Odisha
Society of the Americas (OSA). The celebration
is not just about the presence of Odias in
America (in this article we often use the term
America to mean United States and Canada
jointly), but of Odias as part of the fabric of life
and culture of America, and of the expatriate
Odias’ contribution to Odisha.

It is worth reflecting on the reasons for which
so many of us have elected to stay on in US and
Canada. America was built on principles that
was so eloquently expressed by Abraham
Lincoln in his Gettysburg Address: ….brought
forth on this continent, a new nation, conceived
in Liberty, and dedicated to the proposition that
all men are created equal. ….The American
system is not perfect, but even with all its
flaws, so many of us have decided that this
society is the optimum choice to stay here,
raise a family, educate the children, knowing
well that the children who grow up here will
not return to live in Odisha. And so many of us
accepted the necessary cost of putting down
roots in US and Canada. We pay the price of
weaker family bonds of our children and
grandchildren with the joint, extended family
back in Odisha. The small minority that do
return to live in Odisha, after spending the
better part of their mature years in America,
do so only when they are able to recreate a
cocoon of the American way of life in Odisha.

The estimated numbers of Odias in North
America are 1900:0; 1940:4; 1950:10; 1960:50;
1970:300; 1980:1000; 1990:2000; 2000;4000;
2010:6000; 2019:10,000. These are educated
guesses, based on anecdotal evidence. There
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are no reliable census data. The pattern of the
Odia immigration to America pattern the result
of a complex interplay of global events, and the
changes in discriminatory immigration laws in
United States and Canada.

Two of the early Odia visitors to US were
Shyam Sundar Misra (father of Saradindu
Misra), who came in 1950, and Golak Bihari
Dhal, who followed a year later, in 1951.

In 1943 some 3 million people died of
starvation in Bengal, in the Great Bengal
Famine. The Servants of India Society, an NGO,
came into Bengal to look after the orphans.
Shyam Sundar Misra was a part of that team.
The United Nations offered Shri Misra a six-
month fellowship to visit the US and study
orphanages and other aspects of social work
practices in America.

Golak Bihari Dhal, who later became an
eminent Sanskrit and Odia scholar, went to UK
in 1949 to study Phonetics. After two years in
London he spent four months in America under
a US fellowship. He wrote a book on his
experiences America Anubhuti. Both Shyam
Sundar Misra and Golak Bihari Dhal comment
very favorably on the extraordinary friendliness
and hospitality of the Americans.

It was not always thus. A sizable part of the
population in both United States and Canada
were opposed to allowing in anyone from Asia,
resulting in the formation of the Asiatic
Exclusion League in 1905. Discriminatory laws
ensured to limit Indians coming to the US and
Canada. From 1900 to 1965 the US and
Canada each allowed only about a hundred
immigrants from India per year to enter.

A skilled labor shortage and other factors made
US and Canada change their discriminatory
immigration practices. The US adopted the
1965 Hart-Celler Act that allowed immigration

based mainly on skill and ability, not on race or
skin color. With gates opened up for students
as well as mid-career skilled persons, there was
a jump in Indian immigration numbers to
America; from the 1965 figure of 100/year to a
much high number of 80,000/yr (US) and
30,000/yr (Canada) in 2000.

There was a sharp uptake by 1970, with about
300 Odias on the continent. More important
than the total count was the concentration of
Odias around Boston, New York and Toronto.

In the intervening 70 years since 1950, both
Odisha and America have changed. The most
dramatic change has been in Odisha, with rapid
urbanization and rise in the standard of living.
The Odisha and Odias of 1950 and the Odisha
and Odias of 2019 are similar but not identical.

The Odias, who arrived in the 1950s and 60s,
came from an impoverished country, from
homes with no phone, fridge, car and quite
possibly no electricity. In contrast, the Odias
who arrived in US or Canada after 2000, come
from an Odisha with a standard of living and
lifestyle not very different from that in
America. The Odisha of 70 years ago was
mostly rural, with a few small towns. Cuttack,
with less than 100,000 population, was not yet
a city. The social personalities of Odias
nurtured by the rural, impoverished state of
1970s are different from those growing up in
urbanized Odisha with higher standard of
living.

The Odias of the 50s on arrival in America were
suddenly thrust into a sea of all whites.
Meeting someone from Odisha was a major
event. Dinner invitation followed the first
meeting, the very same evening or next; the
beginning of a life-long friendship. Most of us
from that era searched the phone directories
for typical Odia surnames- Mohanty,
Mahapatra, Patnaik, etc. to locate other Odias
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in America.

The Odia immigrants after the first wave had a
much easier time in the new land. They were
received by a cousin, or uncle, classmate or a
friend of a friend, and eased into an existing
circle of friends. Whereas the previous
generation of immigrants searched for Odia
friends across a continent. The modern Odia
immigrants do not have to search for other
Odias at continental distances. Now there are
significant populations of Odias in every major
city in US and Canada.

The Early Years

In this section we present the very early years
of the founding of the OSA. and that of two
selected OSA chapters: Toronto and New York.

Founding of the Odisha Society of America

On December 14, 1969, Sunday afternoon,
during an after-lunch discussion at the
apartment of Prasanta Patnaik, Jogeswar Rath
suggested that they form an association of
Odias in the New England area. Everybody was
enthusiastic about the idea and the New
England Utkal Samaj was born, with Gauri Das
as the President, possibly the first association
of Odias outside India.

About eight months later, during the Labor Day
weekend in 1970, at the home of Shanti and
Bhabagrahi Misra in Hartford, Connecticut, the
formation of a larger society with broader
objectives was discussed. Letters were sent to
all known Odias in US and Canada, to attend a
convention on October 17, 1970 in the Hosmer
Auditorium, Hartford Seminary Foundation.
Bhabagrahi and Shanti Misra were the only
Odia family in Hartford and all the Odias
coming from elsewhere stayed in their house.

On October 17, 1970 at 5 PM, 55 Odias from
various places of North America gathered in

Hosmer Auditorium. It was a unique
experience and those who were present there
will never forget it. There was joy and
excitement in the air. The ladies had prepared
the dinner. After the dinner and the cultural
program, with the enthusiastic approval of
everybody, an organization of Odias in US and
Canada, named Orissa Society of Americas was
inaugurated. Earlier Bhabagrahi Misra and
Gauri Das had drafted the constitution and
bylaws. Gauri Das was elected President,
Amiya Patnaik, Vice President, Bhabagrahi
Misra, Secretary, Nagabhusan Senapati,
Treasurer and Krushna Mohan Das, Jogeswar
Rath, Sakuntala Mangaraj and Rabi Patnaik
members of the Executive Committee. It was
decided to publish a quarterly newsletter
called the Orissa Society News or Utkal
Samachar.

In March 1971, the Executive Committee of
OSA was reconstituted. Krushna Mohan Das
became the First Vice President. Rabi Ray,
Promode Patnaik, Sita Kantha Das, Bijoy Das,
Surya Misra and Rabi Kanungo joined the
Executive Committee as members. New York
and Boston were the first to open local
chapters of OSA, followed by San Francisco,
Toronto, Atlanta, Chicago and South Dakota.

Canada-Odisha Society of America (CanOSA)

On July 4, 1971 Odias in Toronto, Hamilton and
vicinity in Canada gathered at the residence of
Sri Gopal Mohanty in Dundas, Ontario, and
agreed to form a local chapter called Toronto
Chapter of OSA. The original name has been
changed four times, to Utkal Samaj, then to
Orissa Society of Canada, and finally to the
current name, Canada-Odisha Society of
America, all the while continuing to be the
Toronto or Canada chapter of the OSA. In the
first major social gathering of the chapter in
the summer of 1971, Odia families in Toronto,
Hamilton and nearby areas gathered for a
Pakhala Party at the residence of Shanti and Sri
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Gopal Mohanty. A few months later, on
October 28 1972, Kumara Purnima was
celebrated. Chitralekha Patnaik and Mina
Sarangi gave Odissi dance performances, one
of the earliest Odissi dance exposition in
America. In the Winter of 1972 Odia families in
Toronto and region celebrated Saraswati Puja
for the first time.

In Summer of 1972 the first Odia cottage
weekend was organized by Manaranjan
Pattanayak and Pratap Pattanaik. A very
enjoyable and memorable three days spent in
boating, fishing, singing, skits. Speaking Odia,
cooking and eating Odia food was a treat. So
successful was this first Odia cottage weekend,
that for succeeding years Odias from as far
away as the east coast, Florida and Alabama
came. The annual three-day cottage weekend
gathering initiated by the Odias in Canada was
in many ways a precursor to the annual three-
day convention of the Odisha Society of the
Americas.

The Summer 1973 Baishaki celebration
featured the one act play Pahada Ra Atma
Katha by Suren Mohanty. Perhaps this is the
first time an Odia play was staged in US and
Canada.

In 1976 the Canada chapter hosted the 7th OSA
Annual Convention. Jnana Ranjan Dash was
the convener. A full length Odissi dance
repertoire was presented by Menaka Thakkar
of Toronto.

OSA New York (OSANY)

In 1969 there was only one Indian grocery
store in lower Manhattan, run by an Iranian.
There was no place of worship for Indians.
There were a few Odias scattered around New
York. They used to gather in the house of Basi
Apa and Krushna Mohan Das. In one such
gathering the Orissa Society of New York was
formed, later evolving into Odisha Society of

America New York (OSANY), with Krushna
Mohan Das as the chapter president.

Among the Odias at that time, Krushna Babu
and Basi Apa were the only ones with a house,
and most OSANY gatherings were held there.
Basi Apa hosted many memorable
Thanksgiving dinners and New Year Eve parties
at her home. With the growth of the Odia
population in the greater New York area,
OSANY played a leading role in shaping the
OSA.

Duryodhan Mangaraj took over the OSANY
presidency in 1974. Rabindra Ray, Columbia
University alumnus, arranged for regular
broadcast of Odia songs over the Columbia
University broadcast network. Lata and
Saradindu Misra produced the program, aired
every other month, initially for 30min, then for
45 min. The OSANY Odia radio program, was a
first in America, and continued for more than
five years.

Ram Saran Sahu took over the presidency in
1976. For the first Kumar Purnima celebration
Ritha Devi and Ratilekha Mitra gave
performances. OSANY organized a campsite
weekend in the Bellplain State Forest, an
annual event which continued for 12 years.
OSANY was invited to participate in an outdoor
concert at the Lincoln Center. Lata Misra, with
Pratap Das and party thrilled thousands of New
Yorkers with their Odia songs and music.
OSANY also organized a Ratha Jatra at the
Flushing Hindu Temple in 1977 in collaboration
with the Jagannath Society, founded by Bimal
Mahanti.

In 2005 OSANY merged with the neighboring
chapter OSA New Jersey to become OSANY-NJ.

The Early Conventions

The First Convention, the founding meeting of
the OSA, on October 17, 1970, and the next 6
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conventions, were on a shoe-string budgets.
The 3rd Convention in Riverdale, NJ, had a total
expenditure of $40. All delegates were put up
in the homes of nearby Odia families. The early
conventions were half a day affair. The 4th

Convention on July 6, 1974 in College Park MD,
started at 3pm, with dinner at 5:30pm, variety
entertainment at 7:30. The first multi day
convention was in Chicago on July 10, 11 and
12, 1981, with all delegates housed in the
dormitories of North Central College,
Naperville, IL.

During this infancy of OSA, the level of
involvement by the OSA membership in the
convention was very high, almost 100%.
Everyone was a delegate as well as a worker.
Since delegates stayed with local families,
everyone contributed. From 1981 onwards,
the cost of attending a convention went up,
and the level of involvement of members and
delegates with the organization of the
convention came down. 1981 was a great
divide, both in the costs, and in the level of
involvement. Here is a vignette from the 1984
convention:

On dawn on July 1, 1984, a bunch of us were
on the steps of the Dining Hall of Glassboro
State College, facing the brightening horizon on
the east. We raised the glasses to the rising
Sun, welcoming the new day, Sunday, July 1,
1984, the start of the 15th Annual Convention
of the Orissa Society of the Americas. We were
in Glassboro, in rural New Jersey, about an
hour away from Philadelphia.

The group consisted of Lalu Mansinha, Kula
Mishra, Prafulla Padhi, Chandra Misra, Ram
Saran Sahu, Rabi Patnaik (President, OSA),
Manaranjan Pattanayak (Convener) and others.
For most of the night we had been washing,
chopping, stirring, preparing the meals for the
next day. We were taking a pause from our
assigned daytime convention duties, at the end
of our all night kitchen shift, before our other

daytime duties began, on this, the first day of
the convention.

The toast in the light of the rising Sun on July 1
was in fact a toast to us, a celebration of the
camaraderie of OSA, of working side by side
with new friends and old. We were both tired
and energetic simultaneously. There was an
exhilaration in sweating it out in the trenches
with your friends. We felt good about
ourselves, about our friends, about OSA and
the world. All we needed was a bracing cup of
tea or coffee, and we were ready to go another
24 hours in the service to OSA, our own
community.

Imagine the President, Convener, Editor and
friends chopping vegetables and cooking the
whole night before the opening of the
Convention, and then going on to their
assigned duties on the opening day. Those
were the days!

With steadily increasing Odia population in
urban centers OSA had more members. The
additional numbers, and rising income levels,
allowed conventions to be organized more
professionally; delegates were housed in
hotels; meals were catered; and the cultural
programs were staged in professional
auditoriums.

OSA Collateral Benefits

The primary goal at the formation has been to
form a community association. Just having an
association of Odias has produced a number of
collateral benefits. In this section we list a few
such beneficial fallouts:

OSA and Literature

Every issue of the annual Urmi, and the
quarterly Utkarsa, and their predecessor
journals, have encouraged creative writing in
Odia and English. At every Convention since
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1999, there has been a Poetry Reading session,
originally initiated by Dr. Bigyani Das. At the
Poetry Readings, works of published poets and
novice poets are read and enjoyed. Individuals
who thought they had no poetic talent, are
inspired to create poetry.

Sahitya Patha Chakra, an annual literary event
in the Toronto Odia community since 2007,
was originally organized by Gagan Panigrahi,
Sumitra Padhi and Niranjan Misra. Just by
hearing the poetry of novice poets has led to a
remarkable number of lay persons in Toronto
to discover their hidden creative talents. The
literary discussions and the poems are a
pleasure to hear, even for those with no
literary talent.

Global Odia Publishing

In 2012 Satya Pattanaik of Dublin, OH launched
a high quality annual Odia literary journal
Pratishruti, edited and published in the United
States, printed in Odisha, and available
everywhere. The first issue had 180 pages. The
2018 volume consisted of some 400 pages of
quality Odia literary writings, and quickly sold
out in both US and Odisha.

On April 1, 2019, Satya Pattanaik announced
the founding of BLACK EAGLE BOOKS, a non-
profit publishing initiative, to propagate Odia
and Indian literature globally. The goal is to
publish 500 quality books in 5 years.

This publishing house is different because each
published book is a digital file, stored on a
server, and printed only when a customer
orders a copy. There is no physical warehousing
of printed copies. Black Eagle books are made
available worldwide through Amazon and
Barnes and Noble. Black Eagle Books is a
portent of the future of book publishing, and
will shakeup the publishing industry in Odisha.

OSA and Odissi

At the time the first Odias arrived in America,
Odisha’s classical dance form had not yet been
named. The name Odissi was to appear later.
International recognition was far away, it would
take many years for Odissi to be named and
recognized inside India. Many Odias who
arrived in America before 1990 would have
heard of Odissi, but may have never seen an
Odissi presentation. In America Odissi and OSA
grew together.

On October 28 1972, in Toronto, during Utkala
Samaja (CanOSA) celebration of Kumara
Purnima Chitralekha Patnaik and Mina Sarangi
gave Odissi dance performances. About the
same time Mrs. Frederica Marglin had started
teaching Odissi dance at Om Theater
Workshop, Boston Center for the Arts. She was
a student of Guru Surendra Nath Jena.
Ratilekha Das, a student of Guru Raghunath
Dutta of Kala Vikash Kendra, Cuttack, had been
giving performances of Odissi dance around
New York area. On December 1 and 2, 1972,
she presented a full repertoire of Odissi at
Hunter College, New York. In 1976 the Canada
chapter hosted the 7th OSA Annual Convention.
A full length Odissi dance repertoire was
presented by Menaka Thakkar. This was first for
a OSA Convention.

Over the decades that followed, talented
dancers such as Minati Misra, Sanjukta
Panigrahi, Menaka Thakkar, Rita Devi, Sharon
Lowen gave Odissi performances in cities in US
and Canada. Many revered Odissi Gurus, such
as Kelu Charan Mahaptra and Gangadhar
Pradhan, visited and taught Odissi in America.
In 2000 and 2003 Pratap Das organised the
First and Second International Odissi Dance
Festival in Washington DC.

In many cities Odissi dance schools opened,
providing the next generation with an
opportunity to learn Odissi dance. Second
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generation Odias are now teaching Odissi to
another generation. Shalini, Shibani and
Laboni, the Patnaik Sisters at the Odissi Dance
School of The Center for World Music in San
Diego. Niharika Mohanty, 2nd Generation Odissi
dancer now teaches Odissi at Guru Shradha in
San Francisco. Ellora and Devraj Patnaik, born
and brought up in Canada teach Odissi at the
Chitralekha Dance Academy in Toronto.

OSA and Drama

Every OSA convention has included multiple
stage plays and skits. In the early days, often
the skit was conceived the same day, minimally
rehearsed perhaps once, and presented on
stage. There is the inter-chapter drama
competition, named in 1980 to honor Dr.
Pramod Patnaik. Dr. Patnaik was the 4th
President of OSA (1978-1980) and a great
leader, orator, dramatist, and creative actor.

Fakir Mohan Senapati’s Chha Mana Atha
Guntha was presented first at a CanOSA , then
at the 25th anniversary convention at Pomona
New Jersey in 1994. This play was so well done
that it is being presented again for the 50th

Anniversary Convention in Atlantic City.

Regional Drama Festival

A large number of Odias are unable to attend
the OSA convention every year. In 2007 Sandip
Das Verma and Srigopal Mohanty decided to
organize several Regional Drama Festivals (RDF)
with participations from nearby chapters. Sri
Gopal Mohanty was the first RDF Coordinator.

The first RDF was staged in 2009 in Denton, TX.
Currently five drama festival regions have been
organized: Eastern, Northern/North Eastern,
Central/Northern (Chicago) and South Western
(Texas and Arkansas), and Pacific West. The
concept of Regional Drama Festivals has been
wildly successful. From 2009 to 2018, a total
of 80 Odia dramas have been staged at

multiple locations in United states and Canada.
To encourage young Odias to participate
Sumitra Padhi (Toronto) and Gyan Patnaik
(Chicago) initiated children drama in 2009. In
the performance of Mauna Shila at Austin in
2013 an astonishing 29 Odia children acted.
The mass participation of the next generation
is noteworthy and praiseworthy.

Ornet & Osanet

In 1991 Subrat Mahapatra created an email id
list (with 30 names), and Mihir Mohanty came
up with the name ORNET. Chitta Baral and
Asutosh Dutta (then at Columbia University)
set up ornet@cs.columbia.edu. Membership
on this list grew quickly to over 800 names,
spread out over US, Canada, Odisha and
globally. The list served as a discussion forum
on many important issues, including an early
discussion on setting up private engineering
colleges in Odisha, before there were any. In
1999 ORNET was a key element in rapid raising
of funds to help the super cyclone victims. In
2007, a new email net was created solely for
OSA members, OSAnet@yahoogroups.com,
with Gagan Panigrahi as the moderator. In
2013, Asutosh Dutta and Chitta Baral migrated
ornet to ornet@yahoogroups.com.

Investing in Community

The early Odia arrivals, prior to about
1970, had lesser earnings, but still had some
discretionary income leftover after meeting
essential living expenses. Many sent home
part of the discretionary income to help in
wedding, medical treatment, repair the family
home. Help also went to the village school,
temple etc. These are small amounts, but
considered as a group, it amounts to gentle
and almost impercetible investment in Odisha.

On a personal level many Odias initiated
small projects, outside the immediate family,
on their own, such as Sita Kantha Das, Devi
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Misra and Subhas Mohapatra, and many more.
In 1993 SEEDS (Sustainable Economic and
Education Development Society) to help
Western Odisha, after persistent reports of
starvation in Kalahandi and Bolangir. SEEDS was
founded by a group of then graduate students,
Priyadarshan Patra, Somdut Behura, Abani
Patra and others. Essentially SEEDS pooled
together small contributions to support a few
larger projects over longer periods.

After the 1999 supercyclone, OSA, Kalinga
Hospital and other charities associated with
OSA provided short term relief. SEEDS and
CanOSA helped in long term sustainable
projects.

In 1989 a group of Odia doctors in US, among
them Ram Prasad Patnaik, Kailash Pani and
Ramesh Raichoudhury, developed the idea to
bring modern hospital care to Odisha.
Construction started in 1993. There were
concerns about the progress. In 1994 Mana
Ranjan Pattanayak agreed to manage the
construction. The first patient was admitted on
February 17, 1997. The first Open Heart
Surgery in Odisha was performed in Kalinga
Hospital on September 9, 1997 by a team led
By Dr. Raichoudhury. Kalinga Hospital showed
that a modern multispecialty hospital can be
viable in Odisha. After Kalinga some dozen
modern hospitals have opened up in Odisha,
several with OSA members as stakeholders.
The net result has been dramatic. Prior to
1990s to get proper medical care Odisha
patients were going to distant hospitals in
other states. Now people from outside Odisha,
even outside India, are coming to Odisha for
treatment.

Two Odias stand out in philanthropy. Sita
Kantha Dash of Minneapolis is funding
innovation centers and an endowed
professorship at IIT-Bhubaneswar. He has also
setup an endowed innovation center Chair at
South Dakota State University. Sradhananda
(Dan) Misra of Toronto has donated $5 million
to the South Asia section of the Royal Ontario

Museum, and $2 million to the Jagannath
Temple in Toronto.

Two Rosters

The Unsung Ranis

In many cities in America, in the Odia
community there is one lady who knows
everyone, invites every new Odia for dinner,
invites everyone for all Odia osa, pooja, and
parba. There is always a hustle and bustle in
her house because she loves to cook and feed
her guests absolutely delicious Odia dishes.
She keeps the local Odia community together.
Although known to everyone locally, they
rarely receive national recognition. Here is a
small partial list:

Basanti (BasiApa) and Krushna Mohan Das;
described as a generous, saintly lady.
Sumitra and Hara Padhi, Burlington, a suburb
of Toronto, Canada
Minati (MiniApa) and Manaranjan Pattanayak.
Burlington, near Toronto, moved to
Philadelphia, then Kansas City.
Anupama (Runu) and Pramode Patnaik,
Huntsville, Alabama
Puspa (Pinu) and Pratap Das, Washington, DC;

and there are many others at other localities
throughout US and Canada.

Roster of Leaders

On this list are a few Odias who stand out
above the crowd for their multifaceted
leadership roles.

Chitta Baral; Bioinfomatics: A doer and mover
for Higher Education in Odisha.

Bigyani Das; Mathematics; Odia poet, author,
community leader.

Jagannath Prasad Das; Educational Psychology,
Childhood Development; Order of Canada.
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Late Krushna Mohan Das, Veterinary Sciences;
Odia community leader

Kuku Das, Odia for children, community leader.

Pratap Das, International Odissi Festival;
Community leader.

Sita Kantha Das, Entrepreneur and
Philanthropist.

Sandip Das Varma, Rural Math Talent Search;
Regional Drama Festival.

Asutosh Dutta, Starting and maintaining Ornet;
community leader.

Dhirendra Kar, Entrepreneur, Social worker in
Bhubaneswar slums, community leader.

Jayshree (Ranu) Mahanti, Social worker, rural
women, Aamara Biswas NGO, Nano Finance.

Bijoy Mishra, Sanskrit and Odia literature.

Niranjan Mishra, Drama, community leader.

Devi Misra, Odisha Foundation, Philanthropy.

Lata Misra, Odissi music, Champu, drama,
performing arts, community leader.

Sradhananda Misra, Entrepreneur and
Philanthropist

Sri Gopal Mohanty, Drama, Performing Arts
leader.

Sumitra Padhi, Historical Odia children’s plays,
Odia poetry, community leader

Annapurna Pandey, Odisha Anthropology,
community leader.

Gagan Panigrahi, Photographer, artist,

craftsman, Odia poet, drama, community
leader.

Sabita Panigrahi, Drama, classical and popular
singing, community leader.

Pinaki Panigrahi, Epidemiology, Global Health,
Neonatal probiotic vaccine; Asian Institute of
Public Health (AIPH), AIPH University,
Bhubaneswar.

Manaranjan Pattanayak, Construction and
operation of Kalinga Hospital, community
leader.

Late Pramode Kumar Patnaik, Odia Performing
Arts, community leader.

Prakash Patnaik, Air Defence Systems, National
Research Council of Canada, multiple NATO
and international honours, community leader.

Satya Patnaik, Odia literature; Pratishruti
Magazine; Black Eagle Publications.

Priyadarshan Patra, Co-founder SEEDS
(Sustainable Economic and Educational
Development Society), Charity and community
leader.

Bhakta Bhatsala Rath, Head of Material Science
and Component Technology, US Naval Labs,
Padma Bhusan; numerous awards and honors.

Undoubtedly there are many others who
should be on this roster.

Final Introspection

For those of us who came before 1990, Odisha
Society of America has been a substitute for
the extended family that we miss. Often the
bonds of friendship that we create here are
stronger than family bonds. Our friends are
present at all important days: birth of a child,
successive birthday celebrations, high school
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graduations, university graduations, weddings,
birth of grandchildren, and also the sad
moment, the funeral of whoever goes first.

With increased chapter memberships, there
are more local Odia community events which
also have become more elaborate. The larger
chapters organize multiday gathering with
cultural presentations and other programs
rivaling in quality those of the OSA Convention.
The local chapter events do not involve much
travel, and are less expensive. The OSA
convention is held only once a year, whereas
the local chapters functions have formal and
informal gatherings several times a year. This is
true of the larger local chapters such as
CanOSA, OSANY-NJ, OSASW, OSACalif, OSA
Chicago etc. Several chapters publish their
own journal in print and/or online.

One astonishing fact is that regardless of the
professional specialization, people from Odisha
bring in extraordinary talent in Odia culture,
Odissi dance and music, literary talent and
interest, visual arts. Thus, even as the national
OSA recedes in the horizon of new arrivals, the
larger talent pool is benefiting both national
OSA and local chapters.

In the long term, social studies have shown
that unless there is a continuous external
threat, most 3rd generation immigrants have
only a minimal knowledge of the mother
tongue of the old country. The prognostication
is that national and local OSA will continue to
flourish, as long as there is an inflow of new
arrivals from Odisha. Our 3rd generation and
beyond progeny will become a barely
identifiable part of the American melting pot, a
minuscule part of the American gene pool.

In retrospect: I landed in Vancouver Canada, in
1959, and experienced being the lone Odia for
a year in a city of a million, before two other
Odia students, Nalini Hota and Surya Misra
arrived. We became instant best friends. After
Vancouver, I went to Houston, where once
again I was the lone Odia for a year.

I thank Sri Gopal Mohanty, Gagan
Panigrahi and Mana Ranjan Pattanayak for
help in writing this article, but I take sole
responsibility for all errors of omission and
commission. ---- Lalu Mansinha,

131 Ambleside Drive, London, ON, N6G 4P8,
Canada
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Remembering
the first OSA Convention
in Canada in 1975 (44 years back)
Jnana Ranjan Dash

OSA was only 6 years old in 1975. The late Dr.
Gauri Das called me from Boston and said that
no one was volunteering to host the OSA
annual convention. I instantly assured him not
to worry and that I would handle it. I had no
idea of what I was signing up for, but the
enthusiasm overtook the organizational
challenges ahead. I was newly married and my
wife had just arrived in Toronto two months
back. My friend Sradhananda Mishra was also
recently married that summer. The other
bachelor friends were Hara Padhi and Om
Prakash Mohapatra. The date was fixed to be
August 31st. I think the total number of Odia
families in and around Toronto were about 20
or so. We had over 100 people attending that
convention.

The Preparation

I was living in a newly-purchased two bedroom
condominium in Don Mills area of Toronto,
close to my work at IBM’s Canadian
headquarters. We instantly booked a place
(Flemingdon Community Center) close to my
building. The whole convention was going to be
a one-day affair and we started calling and
writing to friends who could attend. Several
senior members of OSA committed to come
driving all the way from Boston (Gauri Das,
Prasanna Samantray), New York (Jagat & Menka
Subudhi, Amiya & Kabita Patnaik, Rabi Ray),
Detroit (Samar & Munmun Bhuyan, Sirish &
Sanju Mishra), Montreal (Rabi & Minati
Kanungo), Kingston (Arjun & Padmini Purohit),
and nearby places in Ontario. Many local
friends like Mana Ranjan Pattanayak, Sri Gopal
Mohanty, and Gopanbandhu Mishra were
hosting visiting families in their homes. The day
before the convention, we had four families in

our 2-bedroom place (Samar Bhuyan, Sirish
Mishra, Gauri Das, & Prasanna Samantray), a
total of 10 people. Food was going to be
cooked at our tiny kitchen. I had outsourced
the dessert to a UP friend (Rosogollas for 100
people). I approached a well-known Odissi
dancer Menka Thakkar and requested her to
perform in front of an all-Odia audience. She
normally charged a hefty fee, but
immediately agreed to perform free for us.
She said that it was a rare honor to perform
in front of an all-Odia audience.

The Day of the convention

Early morning of August 31, my place was a
humdrum of many activities. Gauri Babu was
frying “puri’s” while other ladies were
cooking curry for 100 people. Menka Thakker
was going to come to our place to get
dressed for her dance recital later. People
started arriving at the convention center by
10am. Prasan Samantray sat at the door
registering attendees. The event began with
the convener’s welcome address. Arjun
Purohit presided over the general body
meeting. Then president of OSA the late
Amiya Patnaik spoke followed by the late
Gauri Das on their vision of OSA and its
future. The OSA office-bearers present were
– president Amiya Patnaik, vice-president
Samar Bhuyan, Secretary Rabi Ray, Treasurer
Prasan Samantray, editor Jnana Dash, and
executive committee members Menka
Subudhi and Gauri Das.

After food, the entertainment program
started. Jini (Niharika) Mohanty, daughter of
Sri Gopal Mohanty gave a short Odishi dance
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performance. This writer and Bijoy Mishra sang
songs to the tabla accompaniment of Pramod
Patnaik. Jay Mohanty (Dayton, Ohio) presented
a skit. The late Gopa Mishra was the master of
ceremonies. Menka Thakkar (originally from
Mumbai, but spent five years in Cuttack
learning Odishi from guru Kelu Charan
Mohapatra) presented the full repertoire of
Odishi from Mangala Charan to Moksha. Her
brother Rashesh Thakkar, a professor at York
University did the narration of the dance
numbers and their meaning.

It was a great convention and for the first time,
the Canadian Odias learnt a lot about OSA and
its founding members. Although 44 years have
gone by and several other conventions have
taken place in Canada, the first one is always
historic.

My memories of searching for Odias in
various cities during the early years (1970-
2000)

I always wanted to meet Odias outside of
Odisha/India. During the early 1970s, after I
came as a student, the homesickness drove me
to find Odias everywhere. I remember
compiling the first Odia directory in North
America during 1974-75. There was no email or
Facebook, or WhatsApp in those days. The PC
was yet to be invented and the Internet was far
off. Those were the days of the mainframe and
even the minicomputer was just new in the
market. So how did I compile a directory? First
the software called hand-write. Then the good
old typewriter in the hands of a Canadian lady
secretary at IBM office did the trick (I was
employed at IBM Canada then).

The following are instances of my meeting new
Odias everywhere. When I called them out of
the blue, I was prepared to be brushed off or
even get negative reaction on such intrusion.
But my track record is 100%, as everyone was
excited to meet me and often invited me for

dinner to their house. We Odias are a very
friendly and hospitable bunch. The following is
a sample of such discovery meetings.

Back in 1970 just after I arrived in Ottawa,
Mana Ranjan Pattanayak was visiting me from
Sudbury and told me that there was one Odia
family in Ottawa, Mr. Behera. We looked up
the number and called, but there was no
response.

The following week, I called again and it was
Saroj Behera. He got so excited that in 15
minutes he came to pick me up and took me
to his apartment. Subsequently I became a
regular guest at his place every weekend. Both
Saroj Babu and Sunity are the best people
with their warmth and graciousness.

Soon after meeting Saroj babu, we drove to
Kingston and met Arjun Purohit and family. I
have visited Arjun babu’s place so many times
after that and they were always the most
loving hosts.

At St. Louis (Missouri) I called Dr.
R.N.Mohapatra and wife Manorama (a doctor
also) and instantly got invited for dinner. The
year was 1976.

I called Prafulla Mohanty, an Odia painter and
writer in London back in 1977. Prafulla babu
was gracious to invite me to his flat. He gave
me a copy of his newly published book, “My
village, my life”. I met him many times after
that first meeting.

On a trip to Chicago in the 1970s, the late
Pramod Patnaik was also visiting from
Alabama. We met at his hotel for the first time
and I remember spending the whole night
talking. The next day, we both went to Surya
Mishra’s house for an amazing fun evening.
Such joy of meeting the first time is beyond
words.
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During my student days at University of
Waterloo, I visited New York for the first time in
1972 and met Saradindu Mishra, Rabi Ray,
Ashok Misra, etc. For the first time, I met senior
OSA stalwarts like KM Das, Jagat Subudhi,
Amiya Patnaik, Bimal Mohanty, and Dr. Pati.

In 1976, during my first visit to Boston we
stayed with Prasan Samantray and met local
Odias there – Nag Bhushan Senapaty, Bijoy
Mishra, Gauri Babu, and others.

At Brussels, I called Dr. Baidyanath Mishra (from
Sambalpur) a physics professor and met his
family. Baidyanath Babu was very soft-spoken
but great lover of Odia literature.

On a trip to Connecticut in early 1980s, I invited
myself to the house of Dr. Kalpataru Kanungo
and met his family. They were very gracious
hosts.

At Birmingham (UK) I was looking for Dr.
Prashant Patnaik, but got a different P. Patnaik.
He immediately came to the hotel and took me
home for dinner. The following day, I found
Prashant Babu at the university and we had a
great couple of evenings. This was back in
1978.

In Sydney, Australia I contacted the late Arvind
Mohanty and he would invite several Odia
families on a week-day evening to meet me. In
Canberra, Australia I called an Odia professor
who would insist on taking me out for lunch in
a 2-hour window.

In Dusseldorf, Germany I called Dr.
Adwaitananda Mishra who was gracious
enough to invite me to stay at his place
overnight.

Back in 1978, I was visiting Austin on work. I
located one Odia family Dr. Brundaban
Panigrahi in College Station. I had no idea of
where it was. When I called him and said I
might come to visit, he had apprehensions on

how I could drive and locate his house. Those
were pre-GPS days (no Google Maps). The
following day I drove 90 miles and knocked at
his door. He and his wife were shocked and
we had the best evening ever.

On a visit to Washington in 1976, I stayed
with my college friend Man Mohan Subudhi
who took me to another Odia nearby, the
late Dilip Satpathy. I subsequently met Dilip
Babu and family in various locations – LA,
Topeka, and Sacramento. I also met Pratap
Das during that trip.

On a visit to Redmond, Washington during
the 1980s, I called Nil Madhab Mohapatro at
Microsoft. He and his wife hosted me over
dinner. Great experience knowing them.

On a visit to Washington during the early
1980s, I met several people like Saura Sahu,
Sanjib Mishra, Manas Das, Niva Kodalikar,
Sudip Patnaik, Jacob Patnaik, Rabi Patnaik,
and Nilambar Biswal. Wonderful people that
they are, they have remained life-long
friends.

During the 1970s, I and two bachelors in
Toronto (Sradhananda Misra and Hara Padhi)
heard of an Odia family in Buffalo – Dr. Nirod
Mohanty. We called and said we are coming
for lunch at his place. We drove from Toronto
and met the family and drove back same day.
On my first visit to Edmonton, Alberta I
contacted Dr. J.P.Das, a professor at the
university. I had written to Jagannath Babu
earlier and knew of him. But the evening
with him and wife Geeta is very memorable.
During a trip to Miami in early 1980s, I
sought out the late Prakash Patnaik and his
wife Babuli, who was undergoing kidney
treatment. During that same trip, I looked up
Santosh Das and Sulekha in West Palm Beach
and visited them.

On a trip to Hawaii, I checked the phone
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book for a Patnaik/Mohanty/Satpathy/Panda
(unmistakably Odia names) and found one such
name. My kids were shocked when we called
and got invited for tea. We did visit the young
couple and had a nice time.

During the mid 1970s we drove to Corning, NY
to spend time with Dr. Gitimoy Kar and family.
Those moments are very sweet in our memory.

I am sure there were many more such
occasions. But something has changed. Since
the year Y2K (2000) a large number of
newcomers have arrived. The San Francisco bay
area used to have 20 families during the 1980s.
Now we have more than at least 500 families.
With such growth in numbers and with the
ease of communication (smartphone,
WhatsApp, etc.) that homesickness is gone. The
young ones also have travelled much more
inside India and outside. So I do not see that
yearning or passion to meet Odias in this
generation. It is not a criticism, but just an

observation. The general priority seems to be
more immediate friend circles (not necessarily
Odias). But what binds us all is the language
and our heritage. Many other Indo-ethnic
groups seem much more vibrant than OSA. Our
membership continues to be very low
compared to the total population. Hence we
must attempt to pull all Odias into OSA and
make them feel good about our organization,
much like what the Telugu or Bengali or
Marathi groups do. OSA is the oldest Indo-
ethnic organization in North America.

The author is a life member of OSA since the
1970s. He was the editor of the OSA
Newsletter for 12 years. After a long career as
a senior executive at companies like IBM and
Oracle, he is serving on a few boards and
advisory boards.
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OSA in fifty years- 2069
Bijoy M Misra

The completion of fifty years is a milestone in
life. The nurture of a social organization through
volunteer work and with a democratic set up is
an achievement for any group. We take the
opportunity of recognizing many of our previous
leaders whose enthusiasm and service have
carved the road that we travel today. We
recognize the enormous talents and the skills of
the current team that is organizing the 50th OSA
Convention. We connect to our tasks as
immigrants in a different land and try to sustain
activities that distinguish our identity. I take the
opportunity to reflect and look forward to the
next fifty years through my window in life.

Reflection on my Personal journey

I left Orissa in 1969 to come as an Air India
Research Fellow at Indian Institute of Tropical
Meteorology in Pune. Orissa was not in
vocabulary of people; I felt homesick and lonely.
Dr. Debiprasanna Patnaik, who was then a
Professor in Deccan College, somehow
discovered me and gave me a home for the next
several months. I realized that an Odia person
abroad is a part of the family. We made a large
club quickly. While I gained reputation
professionally, my association with our local Odia
friends became a part of the social life.

In 1972, I came to the US as a Visiting Scientist at
National Center for Atmospheric Research,
Boulder, Colorado. I had not learned how to
conduct myself as a scientist in an international
group. Professor Baidyanath Misra in Physics
Department at University of Colorado came to
know of me and became a friend. I spent a part
of almost every day at his house with his family. I
met faculty members, other seniors in the
community and learned of the world. I felt at
home. We traveled to neighboring States, but we
did not meet another Odia family.

I returned to India and eventually came to
Massachusetts Institute of Technology (MIT) in

Cambridge in 1974. Dr Gauri Charan Das, the
first President of OSA, became my host. Late
Dr. Nagabhushan Senapati, my senior in High
School, was already in MIT. Then I met two
other seniors from our High School, Sri
Nityananda Misra and Sri Chandrasekhar
Mohanty. The pain of leaving India under
difficult political circumstances was
completely relieved by the new home-like
affectionate social atmosphere. The
community was an asset to my wife and my
little daughter. During the time, I met Dr.
Jogeshwar Rath who was one of the early
pioneers of OSA. Dr Rath gave me the
affection of an elder brother. Now in Arizona,
he has been in attendance in almost all of the
OSA Conventions for fifty years!

Gradually I met more people. I would travel
to Alabama to have Odia evenings with late
Dr Pramod Patnaik. We built a huge Odia
group in New York, doing music, plays and
children’s activities. Particularly memorable
was the Odia school which was a labor of
love of Sri Samar K Bhuyan, who has moved
to Bhubaneswar since. Sri Pratap Das in
Maryland noticed the activity and took OSA
Convention to a college campus in1983. This
was my first Convention to attend. We
produced our first on-stage Odia play in USA.
Dr. Umaballava Mishra, Dr. Umashankar Paty,
Sri Pafulla K Padhi, Dr. Kalpataru Kanungo
(now in Bhubaneswar), and late Dr. Kashinath
Sahoo joined me.

The year, 1984 was more momentous. Sri
Manaranjan Pattanayak had moved to the tri-
State area; Dr Lalu Mansingh pitched in, and
together with Sri Saradindu Misra, they
produced the first published OSA Convention
Souvenir. The Con-vention had many firsts. It
had a better preparation and a tighter
organization. Dr Sarat Misro from California
joined me in producing the first Odia
Dasakathia event in a late-night
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amphitheater event. OSA had officially entered
teen-age.

Growth and Youth
Success brought rivalry and painful animosity.
The New York Chapter was split in two. It
wascorrosive. From a cultural organization, OSA
became a political organization. Groups
emerged for control and leadership. One had to
be in one side or the other. The fractiousness
reached Boston in 1988, when our nascent
Chapter broke in two. We had selected an all-
ladies team to run our organization; that idea
did not materialize.

OSA had lost child-artist Lita Sarangi of Canada
in an airline accident in 1985 and had another
severe loss with the accidental death of the star
performer Subrina Biswal in 1989. It was a time
for reflection. Dr Pramod Patnaik himself
passed away in 1992 March, just a month
before the inauguration of the SriJagannatha
deities in Nashville Hindu Temple. The Temple
brought refuge to many. It remained a
pilgrimage for me for a decade.

We saw many more untimely deaths, and went
through the process of thinking about eventual
cremation away from the homeland. It was a
period of individual planning, reflection about
life, profession and family. At the same time,
young professionals from Orissa were arriving
in the ‘90s to fill the market in the US. Here
arose two different groups in the organization,
young recent arrivals from Orissa and the older
households who were parents to second
generation young professionals.

OSA has struggled to create a bridge between
the two groups; we have still not succeeded.
The effort to create OSA leadership from the
second generation resulted in disarray since the
new membership from the recent arrivals was
more into rehabilitation and nostalgia. The
second-generation children were looking for
new brothers and sisters among the new
population. Matrimonial issues were many.

The second-generation group through the
local cultural influence is more individualistic.
We failed to create enough social mixing to
bridge the two groups. Our kids, who were
the mainstay of the early OSA, appeared as
strangers in the new set up. They gradually
kept away from the OSA activities. Thus, we
failed to tap into the enormous resources
that the second-generation children could
bring into the organization.

Actually, at the present time, we have three
different groups. The first group, which left
the country in the 60’s and the ‘70s and
carries the vision of OSA to be the worldwide
leader for Odia culture and Odia language.
The pragmatics in this group join the younger
immigrants to arrange various entertainment
programs and simulate a club atmosphere.
People like me and many other academics
and professionals belong in a second group.
We dream about the cultivation of language
and culture, but remain confused about a
strategic action plan.. The third group of
children of Odia descent stay as bystanders in
the process. There is no effort among the
groups to create a consolidated path
forward.

Social issues in the next fifty years

The population of Odia descent in the US and
Canada can easily top a hundred thousand
persons. Out of these, less than 5%
participate in OSA activities, possibly 2% are
regular members. Strength in membership
only may carry a voice. The early OSA did not
need a voice, since the goal was to adjust to
the new society. But issues of discrimination,
unemployment, untimely loss of support
through death in the family and health
problems need addressing by the social
group. The important point is that the society
is getting more competitive and it is not easy
for all to keep a bilingual heritage. Many
abroad are weak in their mother tongue
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either through improper training or through the
lack of interest in exploring one’s own identity.
The identity itself remains unexplained since the
language may not remain as a criterion of Odia
identity in the future. In the massive economic
stress and the strenuous social struggle in the
New World, we must look what distinguishes a
person of Odia descent in the assembly of men
and women in the world.

Does OSA have a role in catering to multiple
groups? Multiple groups are a product of
settlement in a new country and finding tracks of
relief and growth. Many other immigrant groups
get bound by their religious practices, but in the
case of the oDiAs, our practices are no so explicit
or mandatory. Our friendly association brings us
apparent homeland security, but the latter gets
replaced by financial security in course of time.

Here I want to draw the attention of the readers
to a vision of OSA in the next fifty years. It would
possibly continue its role as a forum of
demonstrating the homeland culture in the
foreign land. But it is likely that the
representative nature of the cultural
demonstration would move towards new
creations utilizing the facilities and the cultural
fabric of the new country. New plays and new
operas might appear to depict the new social
scene, its conflicts and achievements, its glory
and its roots.

There have been several local literary
contributions depicting the cultural pangs of
immigration from other Asian countries and
other regions in India. OSA could be a forum for
new writers who want to analyze the new inter-
cultural social scene that creates the foundation
for a new community called oDiA-American or
oDiA-Canadian. Creative contributions could be
encouraged through Essay Competitions, Literary
Forums and Poetry Recitals.

Define “oDiA”
By default, an ethnic identity emerges when we

operate as an ethnic group in a new
community. Most ethnic groups are
identified through their land of origin. In the
case of the oDiAs, it is a culture within the
land of India. While the rest of the land of
India has developed some cultural identity
through foods and habits, the oDiAs have
created an identity through a belief system.
While the belief system is lately termed as
religious, it is secular and philosophical in its
view.

Endowed with rivers and fertile lands, the
oDiAs became a productive community. The
oDiAs were engaged in trade in far-away
lands. The members in the group became
artisans, poets and engineers. Massive stone
structures, jewelry, metal craft and sturdy
boat making became the hallmark of oDiA
cultural symbolism. With opulence, oDiAs
maintained their independence and warded
off intruders with impunity. It took major
organization on behalf of the British to
occupy Odisha. They eventually punished her
on economic and administrative fronts.

The challenge for OSA for the next fifty years
would be to help explore the oDiA
independence for the benefit of the future
generations. Such task is better done from
the distant shores than in the land since one
can observe more and compare the
distinctiveness with other creative cultures in
the world. The task contains the analysis of
speech, grammar, the formation of words,
and the syntax style in indigenous languages.
It builds on the fundamentals of human living
and the concept of time.

OSA’s leadership would be helpful in the
investigation of the Odissi music and dance
and their relationship with other classical
systems of India. Odissi music is voice-based
giving it an ancestry comparable to the vedic
recitation. A beat accompaniment makes the
dance steps, but the lyricism is expressed in
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the artistic expressions. The fluidity of
movement makes Odissi a better
representative of human emotions than other
styles of expressive art. Research in art
expression and the evolution of Odissi could be
a topic for exploration by the future scholars.

Much pf Odisha’s history from the 1st century
BC until about 1000AD remains to be
reconstructed. The adventure of the oDiA
sailors in the foreign lands through trade,
commerce and colonialization would need
examination by the future youth to map the
new settlements as they happen in North
America. The oDiA script has moved to
Thailand and Cambodia and is adopted to
create the local script. Cambodian texts and
inscriptions need be studied for the oDiA
connection in architecture and the artisanship.

The art and iconography of Sri Jagannatha
should occupy the young minds from the
aesthetic and technology point of view. Unlike
other deities, Sri Jagannatha is not descriptive,
He is symbolic. While the wood structure
connotes the primitiveness of the construction,
the use of colors is more recent. For the sake of
completeness, the oDiA scholars must date the
art and establish the origin of the iconography.

Projecting OSA, 2069

The OSA in 1969 consisting of a few families
meeting in somebody’s home is a distant past
to the 50th year celebration in a neon-lighted
hotel with cultural, literary and children’s
activities. The population of a few hundred
scattered student-like families has changed to
thousands of immigrants gainfully employed in
supporting the economies of the US and
Canada. The new OSA leadership should look
into a larger vision of creating an entity
identifiable in the world stage. Sri Jagannatha
has been a place of pilgrimage in India; OSA can
develop to be a center of convergence of other
faiths and culture with the leadership of secular

naturalness and ethical freedom.

OSA would gradually develop into detailed
Executive functions by organizing events and
activities in different regions of North
America with cultural association with the
universities and social groups. These tasks
would have to be delegated to an Executive
Director for creating a strategy and
execution. We can project a central office
with a language school, a research center
and a library containing books, manuscripts
and artifacts. It could be a central repository
for scholarly resources available to
researchers around the world. It could also
be a residence home for the scholars and
artists from Odisha to conduct research and
offer Master classes at the local institutions.

The first-generation immigrants would not be
around, and the organizing would fall on the
second and third generation citizens of oDiA
descent. History and the genealogical
customs suggest that there is always a
natural curiosity among the third-generation
offspring to look for their roots. We have to
prepare OSA for this eventual opportunity of
leadership. The language may not be oDiA,
but the search would be deep. The search
could be in anthropology, archaeology,
technology, language sciences, history and
philosophy. The culture would move to a
global fusion with experiments in art forms,
architecture, dance and music.

Cultural leadership from an ethic rooting
without religious connotation is the
challenge that OSA has to meet. I believe
that the resources, the manpower and the
enthusiasm would exist, but we have to
prepare ourselves with a long-term strategic
plan. An oDiA mind acts with independent
views. Creativity is a hidden talent that has to
be tapped. We have to create the
groundwork for new activity and provide a
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bold direction. So, would be the challenge for
the older immigrants and the new settlers in
the next few decades. The oDiA and oDishA are

worthy of such a challenge!

180 Bedford Road, Lincoln, Ma 01773
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OSA at 50: Organization Milestones in North
America and OSA – Odisha
Amiya Nayak

Genesis

The OSA becomes 50 years old during late
2019. OSA was initiated and eventually formed
through its precursor ethnic Orissa groups
during late 1969 (New England Utkal Samaj,
Boston) and late 1970 (Orissa Society of the
Americas/ OSA, Connecticut), and late 1970
(Orissa Society of New York/ OSANY). OSANY
created sometime during 1970, became a
chapter of the bi-national OSA. Around the
same time, few chapters such as: Boston, NY,
Toronto (Canada) were opened through a list of
Oriyas from Orissa, India. During the first
Bandhu Milan in 1970 in Hartford, CT, Orissa
Society of the Americas (OSA) was launched.
On November 9, 1971, the USA Government
first approved OSA as a tax-exempt non-profit
organization (Documents need to be located
for OSA history records.) It is unclear if during
1971, and if OSA was first registered as a legal
entity at a specific State in the USA. During
1981, OSA was recognized by the IRS as a tax-
exempt 501(c)(3) public benefit corporation
registered at TN State. OSA is getting older,
middle-aged and younger, and looking into the
long-term future in north America, with an
interest in its roots and heritage from Odisha.

Organization
The Orissa (now Odisha) Society of the
Americas, Inc. (OSA) is a socio-cultural,
voluntary and non-profit society based in North
America (USA, Canada.) It seems, through the
times, OSA had many co-founders and co-
initiators during 1969-71 & afterwards, and
late Dr. Gauri Das, one of the primary co-
founders was nominated as the first President
of OSA, and co-organizer of the very first

convention (Bandhu Milan, Hartford, CT,
October 17, 1970.) OSA has redrafted its new
constitution and various organizational
guidelines during the recent past years.

Chapters

OSA has so far total 17 Chapters in NA (16
across US & 1 in Canada,) out of which several
are larger chapters, and others medium or
small, with some dormant chapters. Some
larger chapters have been organizing socio-
cultural functions and festivities during the
year. Smaller chapters although do not host
their activities independently, organizes socials
through local Odia communities.

Memberships

OSA has been a member-based society built by
community of member families (estimated
total about 1200, few from Odisha, elsewhere
in India, Bahamas, other countries). Based on
the latest records, categories of family
memberships are: Benefactor-42, Patron–52,
Life–1123, 5- or 1-Year short term–266,
Students etc. During the recent years,
immigrant Odias have outnumbered the OSA
memberships across NA regions in the
demographic ratio of 10:1 immigrant families/
individuals.

Website

OSA website is the primary resource of
information on the society and time to time
the OSA website has been redesigned.
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OSAnet

One of the most important mile markers of
OSA was creation of OSAnet@ yahoogroups on
May 27, 2007, which opened up OSA’s old
traditional systems of communications into an
open democratized informational system.
OSAnet is an internet-based virtual
communication and information forum for the
OSA members to discuss OSA activities in NA.
Currently, OSAnet has about 673-member
email IDs.

Annual Convention

Convention has been a legacy and pilgrimage
for member families, and most important
event of OSA held during the July 4 long
weekend, and the hosting venue rotates across
north American cities. Hundreds of families
from across NA attend the convention and
create a mini-Odisha for few days in north
America. Invited guests, artists, government
officials and sponsors also attend the event.
The first Bandhu Milan/ convention was held in
1970 at Hartford, CT. OSA’s 50th golden jubilee
convention being held in NJ during July 2019
has captured various themes and created an
OSA history by breaking all the past records in
attendance and celebration. The OSA50
convener, convention team, EC and key
coordinators are geared up for doing a
wonderful job to celebrate OSA50 as a historic
and memorable event in NA.

Publications

The Journal of the OSA (Urmi, Annual),
Members Directory of OSA (Annual), Quarterly
newsletter (Utkarsa) are the three major
publications of OSA. Also, OSA publishes other
materials posted at the website and OSAnet.

OSA Awards

During the convention, about 8 categories of

awards from NA, 1 national category of Odisha
origin (lifetime achievement) are awarded by
OSA to young adults, children, youth and
invited guests, along with various service
awards to elderly members/ contributors and
volunteering committee members for their
services.

Regional Drama Festival

RDF initiated during 2008, has been a well-
attended feature that rotates regionally and
attended by local Odias who organizes Odia
language drama.

Voluntary Executive Council, Committees &
Members

OSA being a voluntary society has voluntary
Executive Council (EC – President, VP,
Secretary, Treasurer, Editor) elected every 2
years. Other voluntary officials are the Board of
Governors (BOG), Chapter ECs, convener,
convention organizers, and other volunteers
across north America who voluntarily help in
various programs of OSA. About 15 voluntary
committees support various activities of the
OSA.

Contributions

The largest contribution of OSA has been socio-
cultural and Odia-Indian heritage community
development in North America. Promotion and
celebration of Odisha/ Odia culture, Odissi
classical dance, art forms, cultural exchanges,
foods, ethnicity, language, tourism and
traditions are the topmost offerings of OSA.
Emergency help by OSA for Odisha/ Odia origin
people based in North America and Odisha
through donations and charity-based
contributions to families in distress, natural
disaster, cyclones, floods, and distribution of
educational materials and information have
been the major services provided by OSA and
its members.
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OSA-Odisha Development

Odisha Development Day Symposium (ODD
Symposium) has been recently organized
during the annual conventions (on and off
based on the resources) and the committees
cover topics such as: education, health,
entrepreneurship (social/ business), library,
socio-economic programs through
microfinance type funding, interaction with the
government & other organizations. The
meeting draft proceedings have been difficult
to be integrated to the emerging Odisha State
Government policies, where development has
been heavy financial investment intensive. OSA
voluntary system has limitations in investment-
based developments in Odisha. OSA type of
distant entity with socio-cultural core cannot
afford and compete in financial investment-
based development in Odisha, and through a
loosely organized voluntary format. OSA-
Odisha Development should be a Think Tank
style virtual format, through a symposium/
workshop/ roundtable followed by a brief
proceeding to the GoO. The coordinators have
helped create a suitable symposium format for
Odisha Development in some key areas
through OSA platform and by OSA & its
Members.

OSA Impact

OSA Impact Insights, a bi-weekly email briefing
created by new generation youth covers areas
such as: social impact, writing articles, social
entrepreneurship and web journal through the
themes - Inform, Invest and Inspire.

OSA Lawsuit

Organizational conflicts and lawsuit (year 2009)
involving OSA members (as plaintiffs and
defendants) wasted OSA funds and precious
voluntary times. However, the legal case,
helped a critical review of the organization, in
locating the old registration documents,

reorganize the society and redraft the
constitution, election guidelines & other
parameters.

Conclusion

Because of the fluidity and discontinuities, and
changes in the EC system every 2 years, there
seems to be no defined pathways or
organizational processes on how OSA may
partner with the North American broader
Indian communities and Odisha (government,
private, public, NGOs, community
organizations.) OSA voluntary system has been
involved in so many initiatives that it has not
been able to keep track or focus in terms of
continuity and impactful contribution.

There has been a proposal along with a
General Body Meeting (GBM) agenda item to
review and discuss among members whether
to host biennial (once in 2 years) conventions
instead of annual conventions. Various issues
are raised in these discussions, such as
volunteers’ burden, logistics, continuous fund-
raising pressure, and more importantly, the
quality and productivity of the convention get-
together to keep up with the changing times.

New generations (Odisha origin from North
America and recent/ new arrivals from Odisha/
India/ other international regions) do not
affiliate and integrate well within OSA system
and have been reluctant for OSA memberships,
perhaps because of the dynamic North
American culture.

Establishment of an OSA Trust in Odisha State
(India), and to delete the prefixed word (The)
from the current full name “The Odisha Society
of the Americas, Inc.”, have been proposed and
under discussion by OSA EC/ BOG, as posted at
the website.

OSA looks forward to its next 5 decades to
make the first century in North America. OSA
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has become an Odisha immigrant community
symbol in the Americas.
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V I S U A L  A R T S  C O M P E T I T I O N
W I N N E R S

P A I N T I N G  /  S K E T C H E S

J U N I O R  - B i s w a r a n j a n M a h a r a n a
I N T E R M E D I A T E - S a r t h a k D a s

S E N I O R - S r u j a n i D a s

P U R E  P H O T O G R A P H Y

S E N I O R - P a r i n e e t a M a h a p a t r a

D I G I T A L  A R T  /  P H O T O G R A P H Y

I N T E R M E D I A T E - T a n i s h a  S e n a p a t y
S E N I O R - A r a d h y a R a j a n a l a

V I D E O G R A P H Y

I N T E R M E D I A T E - P o o j a  D a s

J U D G E S

L  A
W

R T S
W I N

P E T
S

O M P
E R S

 C O
N

Kshirod Parida

A creative writer of poetry, short story,
feature, etc and a translator who won many
awards and accolades including Odisha
Sahitya Akademy Award, Prajatantra Bishuv
Milana Poetry Award, Kadmbini Anubad
Galpa Samman, Fakir Mohan Translation
Award, and many more .

Currently he is the editor of an Odia literary
magazine Nandika. He resides in
Bhubaneswar, Odisha.

Bhaswati Basu

A post-Graduate in drama from Utkal Sangeet
Mahavidyalaya won the state award for film
Kathatantra. She is a director of plays and
translated many plays of different language
into Odia and the author of an anthology on
her father legend Asim Basu.

She is an mentor and actor of several reality
shows she has proficiency in stagecraft in
Rabindra Mandap. She lives in Bhubaneswar
with her family.
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V i s u a l A r t s C o m p e t i t i o n J U N I O R
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V i s u a l A r t s C o m p e t i t i o n I N T E R M E D I A T E
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V i s u a l A r t s C o m p e t i t i o n S E N I O R
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“ ାଣୀ  ଆରତ ଦୁଃଖ ଅ ମିତ 
େଦଖୁେଦଖୁ େକବା ସହୁ

େମା ଜୀବନ ପେଛ ନେକ ପଡ଼ିଥାଉ 
ଜଗତ ଉ ାର େହଉ।”

-ସ କବି
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M E G H N A  M E M O R I A L  A W A R D  
F O R  C R E A T I V E  W R I T I N G

W I N N E R S

J U N I O R  
1st

Amrit Pradhan
2nd

Eesha Ray
3rd

Tanisha Senapaty

S E N I O R
1st

Aaryana Rajanala
2nd

Nishant Mishra
3rd

Ananya Pradhan

J U D G E S

W I N

N A  M
C R E

W

M E M
E A T I

W I N
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R I T

N E R S

R I A
E  W

N E R S

M O
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Arun Sahu

High Commissioner of India to Trinidad and
Tobago, he is a diplomat who served as a
board member on the US-India Educational
Foundation and Canada-India Centre for
Excellence in Science , Technology Trade and
Policy, Ottawa.

He writes essays, fictions and columns in
bothe Odia and English. Two of his
celebrated short story collections in Odia are
Akashara Luha and Chira Malata

Anil Purohit

A forestry management graduate and at
present with provincial Govt.

An author who loves poetry and he Published
six books. Two of them are long poems rest
are poetry collections. Recently one of his
book was translated in Pita language and
inaugurated Pratibha Ray.

He is living in Toronto with his wife Reenu
and two kids Ankit and Anuja.
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Imperialism was good for America!
Pooja Das

Imperialism was good for America because it
brought out diversity in America and connected
different cultures. Commodore Matthew Perry
went to Japan in 1854. There Tokugawa
Shogunate and Perry signed the Treaty of
Kanagawa which allowed trade between the U.S
and Japan. For example, “Japan was isolated
from trade with other countries for many years
because they feared the influence of outsiders
on their small island nation.” This is important
because in the document it describes Japan’s
fear of becoming an imperialist country.
Imperialism helped Japan begin trade and
international affairs.

Another example of American Imperialism
helping other countries was when they helped
gain Panama’s independence. Before 1903
travelling to California from New York was a
challenge. President Theodore Roosevelt wanted
to build a canal. He asked Colombia if they could
build it there, but they said no. So, Roosevelt
asked Panama. The U.S gave Panama money and
helped give them independence. For instance,
“Roosevelt decided to help them gain
independence from Colombia.” This is

important because when the U.S helped
Panama they could build the Panama Canal.
The U.s built a stronger relationship with
Panama and could ship goods quickly.
Finally, imperialism helped the U.S to new
resources. In 1867 Secretary of State William
Seward bought Alaska for $7.2 million from
Russia. Most people thought this purchase was
useless and called it “Seward’s Folly,” but
Alaska had many resources. An example of this
is “Alaska actually offered so many resources:
Gold, Copper, Timber, Farming land, and added
1/5
more lad to the U.S.” This is important because
more resources can create new opportunities
such as inventions.

In conclusion, imperialism helped America
expand, gain more resources, and bring out
diversity. Other countries began to imperialize
because of America. The U.S helped give other
countries independence. For example, the U.S
helped Panama. Even though there were some
downsides to imperialism, it helped the U.S
and other countries grow and develop.
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Nobody
Tanisha Senapaty

In fact, I am a nobody. A piece of dirt.
Compared to the world's population of six
billion I'm a nobody. Compared to people like
Barack Obama and Mahatma Gandhi I don't
matter. But in my own small world, I try to
matter. I try to be someone you recognize.
Somebody happy. Somehow me.

I was different from the very beginning. I was
born nine weeks earlier than they expected,
but I survived and now I am a healthy person. I
am an only child. Both my parents started to
work again when I was three years old, so I was
on my own more often than the other children,
which was not bad at all. So I had to entertain
myself. I grew up differently. When I was happy,
I always sang songs nobody knew because I
made them up in my mind. I have experiences
nobody can share with me. Nobody grew up
like I did. I grew up differently.

I still am. Different, I mean. I have all those
pictures in my head, almost my whole life.
Everything I see is like a picture stream in my
head. I can see pictures of my first day at
school and I can exactly remember the way the
sun rays went through the windows of the
classroom and illuminated my classmates'
heads. I see a long road in the desert, it's
already sundown – my first visit to India when I
was six years old. I think I can keep those
pictures better than other people. Other
people forget those little details. I don't. I like
to watch the people in the underground and
try to imagine their life. Others wouldn't even
realize them. I can look at a dirty wall or an
uneven stone and suddenly I see faces or
animals in those patterns of nature, although
they are not really there. Other people would

call me insane if I'd tell them what I see. And
what I see becomes stuck as a picture in my
head.

I am so different because the pictures in my
head get so many and sometimes I have the
feeling that they'll make my head go off. So I
have to get them out of my head. Therefore, I
put them on a piece of paper. I write them
down. I write what I saw once. Or I draw.
Sometimes I even put those pictures in the
music I make and share them with people. And
then they don't call me insane anymore.

But there's also another reason besides the
pictures for why I am so different and why I am
who I am: I'm not reasonable. I mean I'm kind
of reasonable in the way that I do my
homework and go to bed at 10 pm, but I'm
totally not emotionally reasonable. Let me give
you an example: I once loved a person. It
doesn't matter who he is. But if I were
emotionally reasonable I would have told
myself from the very beginning: Forget about
him. It's neither reasonable nor possible that
the two of you will ever come together. Then,
for a normal person, it would be okay. But from
the very beginning, I was not able to oppress
my feelings in the way I just had to let the love
out of me and see it as a possibility to do
something weird in my life. Now since I know
that he doesn't love me I can let it go, and in
this point, I'm reasonable again, but at first, I'm
as unreasonable as possible for as long as I can.
And so are my plans and my lifestyle: Not
reasonable from the very beginning. Tomorrow
I could be hit by a car and die. And who tells
me I have to go to university and that I have to
marry someday? It's my life. And so I want it to
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be unreasonable, unpredictable and not at all
comparable with any other life on this earth.

My greatest aim is happiness, or at least the
shape of happiness. I try to reach it every day.
Going swimming in a lake with my clothes on is
definitely unreasonable, but it just pushes the
happiness out of me. You can hear nobody but
me sing some hip hop songs aloud around the
streets of Minnesota but these are exactly the
best moments of my life. When nothing
matters but happiness.

I really don't have any fixed plans for my future,
but I like the thought of me traveling around
and doing what I have always wanted to do. I
love Minnesota because it's quiet and calming.
I love Odisha because you can discover
something behind each corner of this country.
And I love Bhubaneswar because I feel at home
there. And I love India because of the
languages and culture. A strange combination
of places, isn't it? It's like a mirror to my
strange soul. I like calmness and loneliness, the
heat and drought, but neither do I deny
culture.

So, in fact, I'm a nobody, still, after all. I'm a
piece of dirt although I wrote those lines in
order to make myself matter. That's what you
might think now after having read all these
selfish words which don't matter either. And
you're totally right: Compared to the world's
population of six billion I'm a nobody and
compared to you and your friends I don't
matter.

But now, after all that, I slowly start to matter
in your brain because you begin to remember
what you just read about me and you think
about me. Maybe you start to search and find
pictures in your head, banned into an empty
corner. You start to share them and then a
sudden feeling of irrationality overwhelms you
and you decide to visit your grandma and share
ten cups of self-made frozen yogurt with her.
You forget your future and live in the present.
And maybe you even get to tell somebody that
you love him or her, somebody of whom you
thought up to this point: “It's either
unreasonable or unrealistic.”
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The Declaration of Independence
Puneeta Choudhury

America endured many harsh experiences to
gain independence. The Declaration of
Independence was only the beginning of
America’s freedom. It is one of the most
important documents in American history. The
actions were taken by all 13 colonies who
wanted to declare independence from Britain.
Patriots were unhappy that they did not have
any voice in their government and that they
had to pay taxes. In order to stop this, a group
of five men came together to find ways to
become independent. Thomas Jefferson was
selected to author the Declaration which is
now a huge part of America’s history.

The Committee of Five

As the frustrations of the colonists grew, the
Continental Congress, also known as the
Philadelphia Congress, was discussing whether
to make a decision on independence. Despite
all their disagreements, Congress nominated a
drafting committee to compose a Declaration
of Independence. This committee consisted of
John Adams, Benjamin Franklin, Thomas
Jefferson, Robert Livingston, and Roger
Sherman. The author of, Give me Liberty! The
Story of the Declaration of Independence
wrote, “Congress then appointed a committee
to draw up a statement explaining why the
colonies would be justified in declaring
themselves independent-just in case such a
Declaration would be needed.” These men
wanted to be prepared.
On June 11, 1776, the committee was ordered
by the Congress to draft a declaration. Within a
day or two, the four committee members met
to discuss the statement. Benjamin Franklin,
who was ill, could not attend. The committee
held several meetings. Thomas Jefferson

was chosen to write the Declaration of
Independence.

Writing the Declaration of Independence

The Declaration of Independence was originally
written by Thomas Jefferson. Initially, the
Continental Congress wanted to appoint John
Adams to write the document, but John Adams
wanted Thomas Jefferson to write the
declaration instead. As stated in, Give me
Liberty! The Story of the Declaration of
Independence, “Reason, first, you are a
Virginian and a Virginian ought to appear at the
head of this business. Reason second, I am
obnoxious, suspected and unpopular. You are
very much otherwise. Reason third, you can
write ten times better than I can.” To complete
this important task, Jefferson moved away
from the State House to the quieter outskirts
of the city, at Seventh and Market Streets. He
worked in a rented space on the second floor
of the home of bricklayer Jacob Graff, in
downtown Philadelphia.
Somewhere over the next 17 days, Thomas
Jefferson created the first draft of the
declaration, taking inspiration from George
Mason’s draft of the Declaration of Rights of
Virginia and Thomas Paine’s Common Sense
and John Locke. Thomas Jefferson wrote
several drafts and consulted with the
committee. After minor editing suggestions
from Benjamin Franklin and John Adams, the
document was presented to Congress on June
28, 1776, for further editing and debate.
Congress made more than ninety changes to
Jefferson’s draft, from changes in vocabulary to
sentence structure. Congress also disregarded
Thomas Jefferson’s paragraph about grievances
or complaints against the king and slave trade.
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Congress made many changes that Thomas
Jefferson was not happy about.

An Act of Courage

The final vote on July 2, 1776, was twelve
colonies in favor of independence, none
opposed. (New York’s delegates added their
approval later on) From July 2 to July 4,
delegates went over the document word by
word. In all, nearly 100 changes had been
made to the document and Jefferson’s text was
cut by about a fourth. On the evening of July 4,
1776, a copy of the Declaration of
Independence was taken to the Philadelphia
printer John Dunlap. It is estimated that John
Dunlap printed around 200 copies of the
declaration. By the next morning, finished
copies had been printed and delivered to
Congress for distribution. As stated in
https://www.monticello.org/site/jefferson/prin
ting-and-signing-declaration,
“Twenty-five original copies of what is referred
to as the “Dunlap Broadside” are still in
existence.” By July 9, all thirteen colonies had
signified their approval of the declaration. On
July 19, the Congress ordered that an official
copy of the document be created.

On August 2, 1776, the declaration was
ready to be signed. On that day it is known that
56 delegates signed the original Declaration of
Independence. It took courage to sign the

declaration and the delegates knew that if they
signed the document they would be going
against authority and they could be accused of
treason. The declaration was signed in
Independence Hall, Philadelphia, PA. John
Hancock was the first person to sign the
declaration. One signer, named Stephen
Hopkins of Rhode Island, had palsy that caused
his hand to shake. As he took the pen to add
his name to the declaration, he said, “My hand
trembles, but my heart does not.” Timothy
Matlack is believed to be the person who
printed the signed version of the declaration.
Following the signing, it is believed that the
document accompanied the Continental
Congress during the revolution and remained
with government records following the war.

Conclusion

The Declaration of Independence is an
important document that has shaped our
country today. The Declaration of
Independence gave support to the colonists
and gave hope to the army when the war was
going poorly. The declaration provided the
colonists with freedom and new rights. The
committee worked together to create a
statement and Thomas Jefferson generated the
memorable words that we know of today. The
courageous acts of the colonists has impacted
our freedom today.
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The Basement
Ajeetesh Ojha

Within moments the boreal small icicles
started to melt. Small flowers began to bloom,
their luscious purple and pinks bringing joy to
the animals scurrying around. The grass’s
forlorn colors started to flourish into a
saturated green. It was spring. The leaves of
trees were rapidly growing and the air’s fresh
spring feeling was back. Deer were hustling
around as the sounds of chirping birds filled
the air, and so did the audible sound of fish
swimming. This was the woods during
springtime. A heavenly place, full of energy.
Besides the trees, however, there stood a
waterfall with a lake.

It was also here where Aliyah could escape the
pressure of school and relax. Usually, after
school, she would hurry over to this small area
of the woods which she was sure was
concealed from the outside world. Aliyah, to
say the least, was unpopular in her school--
Widdowsburg Middle School. From an
overview with all the pretty scenery, anyone
would have thought the people were just as
nice. However, that would be, quite,
unfortunately, an overstatement. The children
well...They were certainly not the brightest or
kindest and neither were their parents.

Aliyah was usually an easy victim of the bullies
there. She paid little attention to them
knowing that one day they will see how utterly
dull and foolish their attempts to hurt her
were. Of course they didn’t have a valid reason
to try to harm Aliyah but these incompetent
children who were quite aware of that still
tried their best to put Aliyah in a bad place.

It was one evening that Aliyah had left her
house after finishing her homework and

headed to the woods. She had an unfavorable
feel towards winter as she never had the
opportunity to hide in the woods as it was so
cold. Not only did she love the nature and the
calmness around her to help her relax, but she
would stay hidden from the bullies who, in the
past, had harassed Aliyah on the way home
many times. The evening sky was streaked
with the oranges and pinks of the sunset as
she sat down on a rock. She listened to the
birds singing sweetly and looking down into
the lake, she saw her reflection. She had a
light brown complexity with black hair and her
eyes being of a more rustic hazel color.

Aliyah had just closed her eyes when suddenly
she heard shouts. Her eyes quickly fluttered
open and she turned around, only to see her
school bullies. Aliyah let out a shriek.
“Ha! You’re scared!” one of them demanded.
“How did you get here?” Aliyah was trembling
but desperately trying to keep her voice
steady.
“None of your business,” another one said.
Odd enough, Aliyah had never quite learned
the names of bullies. “It is my business as you
come here following me. Or are you just so
bored that you have nothing else to do?”
Aliyah spat back.
The first bully grabbed Aliyah by her collar and
growled, “Don’t you dare talk back to us.” He
dropped her on the floor.

Aliyah slowly stood up. They were all
surrounding her now. She brushed the dirt off
her knees, kicked one of the bullies, as there
were three of them, and ran. She jumped over
the fallen logs and the big rocks. A few times
she found herself caught in a vine from a tree
or slipping on the moss. And when this would
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happen, she would pick herself up and run
even faster. By this time she had gotten out of
the woods and faced her school. Looking back
she ran to it, jumped over the fence and tried
opening the door. It was locked. She ran to the
next door at the side of the school and
desperately tried opening the door again.
However, it did not work. She tried banging on
the door as the bullies were getting closer and
were in view.

The bullies were quite slow and were taking
some time to get over the fence. During this
time Aliyah was lucky enough to find an
unlocked door. It was one of the back doors
which no one ever quite used as it was most of
the time covered up by the neatly trimmed
bushes around all sides of the school. Heavily
gasping, she locked the door behind her. She
had no idea where she was―she had never
seen this place in her school before. She looked
for the lights and she felt her slip on
something. Perhaps a mop? She turned on the
lights after a good few minutes looking for it
and found herself in the Janitor’s closet. It was
an old, smelly and musty area with countless
cleaning supplies. She looked over into the
bucket, and sure enough, she saw what
appeared to be the vomit of another student.

Pinching her nose together, she figured that if
those awful students were to come after her
again she could hide here. Just as she was
about to make herself comfortable she saw a
door. A door that looked like every other. A
gray solid door. She twisted the knob―it was
unlocked. The door swung back and Aliyah
took a glance into it. Or more so, down it. She
had found the school’s basement. It was quite
dark, however with the little light she had from
the Janitor’s closet she saw the stairs were
brown and probably made of wood. A bit
skeptical, she went downstairs. She walked
around her hands pressed against the wall
trying to find the switch to the light, however
she couldn't find it. Aliyah walked deeper into
the basement and occasionally tripping or

stumbling over something.
After walking through the basement for what
felt like hours she saw a glimpse of light in the
distance. She picked up her pace and ran
toward it. The light was growing bigger and
brighter by the second. Finally, she reached the
opening. She was surprised to see that this was
not the school basement. In fact, this had been
an underground tunnel/cave that slowly went
up. And what she saw in the opening
completely caught her by surprise. The cave
exit was covered in moss and vines (however
not enough that it could stop the light from
flooding the cave), and pushing them aside she
saw her hiding place in the woods. Aliyah
walked into the woods confused. How had the
school’s “basement” lead her to her beloved
spot in the woods. Not only this, but it
appeared to have been night time. An inky blue
had bled into the sky and the stars gleamed
quite brightly against the dark sky.

“I better get home,” she said aloud. “And the
bullies are probably gone...It’s so late,” Running
back home she found that her parents were
still at work. She opened the door and walked
in, exhausted. She decided that as her parents
would probably get home later, she switched
on the T.V. The screen flickered as she switched
the channel to the news one. She was shocked.
She saw her bullies there, being arrested for
trying to trespass on school property! Not only
this, but they were attempting to break down
and destroy the fence. Her heart was beating
fast. What if they included her in the story, and
how she had gotten over the fence? Surely she
had to, right? There was no other place to
hide! To her luck however, she found that they
did not include her in the story. Maybe that
would cause them to get in even more trouble
for high levels of harassment and bullying.
Either way, it just proved to show that
whatever you do and whatever you say, will
always find a way to come back to you (karma).
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A Second Chance
Amrit Pradhan

I was falling to my doom. At least I thought I
was.

“Wait, I’m frozen in mid-air” I thought.
Suddenly, I just see complete darkness. What
happened?

I wake up in a dark room filled with all sorts of
machinery. My wrist is attached to one of the
many equipment through a wire.

“Where am I?” I ask as I start to get up. A
bunch of people stare at me in shock.

“We thought you would never wake up?” The
lady wearing a magenta coat says quietly.

I’m in even bigger shock as I stare at myself in
the mirror,” Who is this?” I wonder.

“That’s you, Brendan Paul.” A man with a
baseball cap looks at me even more worried
than the lady with the magenta coat.

“You’re all set, but it seems like from the big
fall you’ve got amnesia.” A man with a white
coat clarifies.

A man with the white coat introduces me to
the people.

I’m shocked as we head out to the car.

“Who am I?”

We reach a house my mom leads me up to my
room. “What is this place?” I ask.

“It’s your room.” My mom says surprised. All I
second chance,” I thought.

saw was a room with walls painted in shades of
blue and white, with a few posters up on the
walls. A bed and a desk are in the corner of the
room as a tablet sits on it. I looked at the
tablet, picked up the table and turned it on.
The screensaver on the tablet had two boys on
it in Halloween costumes. One of them looks
like me and the other was taller than me. At
last, I laid in bed and thought about everything
that had happened today.

On the last day of summer vacation my mom
and I went to build-your-own-ice-cream shop. I
had ordered a three-scoop vanilla and
strawberry ice-cream. I was right at the door at
the exit when I saw an ice-cream come flying at
me. When it finally hit me, I was splattered in
cookies’ n cream ice-cream. The girl who threw
it at me yelled “That’s what you get for what
you did.” Then, she stormed out of the shop.

“What did I ever do?” I wondered.

Today was the first day of school. I was a little
nervous because of what people would think
of me after I was at the hospital all summer. I
entered the building and walked through the
crowd of students. Apparently, my mom told
me I was a bully to other kids. I don’t have the
best reputation, so I got some welcome backs
but mostly strange looks. But as I walked down
the hallway, I come across the person who was
on the picture of my tablet. He’s supposed to
be my “friend” named Barry.

“Huh? Brendan you are finally back? I’ve
missed you so much!” said Barry.

“Hello, nice to see you” I responded. “Barry, I
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need to tell you something.”

“You can tell me anything” he said sincerely.

“I can’t remember anything” I started. “I have
amnesia.” I explain to him.

“What!” he exclaims.

“Yes, I know, it’s the sad truth, but I don’t even
remember you.” I explain. Barry looks hard at
me for a moment.

“Well, I’m going to help you in every way I can”
he tells me.

“I really appreciate it” I told him.

One look at the principal’s office and it looked
familiar. Most likely because of how bad I was
at school. I saw a few trophies and posters as

well as pictures. One of the pictures included
my league soccer team and I winning the state
championship. I also saw a tall man sitting in
front of me. The name plate in front of him
gave away his name, Mr. Zunkenburg.

“Brendan, I have been told that you have the
condition of Amnesia and it very serious. You
don’t seem to recall any recent events. All the
staff in this school have been told about your
condition, but you need to be cautious?” He
informed me. “Last school year you weren’t a
really good student, but you were lucky enough
to lose your memory and have a chance at
restarting your life. Make this second chance
worthwhile, do you understand?” Mr.
Zunkenburg told me.

“Yes sir,” I replied. I left the office and traveled
through the hallways to my first class. “A
second chance,” I thought.
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The Real Face
Eesha Ray

Who am I?
When you picture someone, what image appears in your head?

Their face, but that’s not them…
Their face is a mask, so is yours and everyone else’s.

There are rules everywhere that keeps humans from doing things, that other worlds can.

But then you open your eyes and you’re not there?
What happened?

Now…You can do whatever you want, fly, go wherever you want…
Now…your body is gone, left with no soul,

You are the soul itself, you are the personality.

You don’t communicate by talking now
You are in a magical place now…

No darkness, only light, light, and more light.
You’re not stuck inside a body anymore, you’re…

Free.

How did you get here you ask?
You left the created world, the fake world and entered the real world,

Not all come HERE tho.
Some are not good enough to, and

Others are.

Everyone is perfect when they are born
But then they do stuff that take them the wrong way…

And their mind is filled with
Hate, jealousy, lies, and toxic thoughts that pop inside their heads and pollute it with poison.

A long time ago…
Everyone was connected with good

And were in contact with all souls and spirits who rose to the real world.
Back then they could summon a spirit for help

We can’t do that NOW, can we?

Soon the souls and spirits began to notice
the humans misuse of things, and all the bad things they are creating harming everything good

From then on, they stopped staying in contact because
We are selfishly or unknowingly walking away from them.
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So, don’t be like that anymore
Don’t be someone that no one will like…

Don’t do damage to yourself just to make you “feel better”
It will only make things worse…

Don’t do what you think is right,
Do what you know is right.

Don’t do what you feel is right,
Do what’s really right…

And live your life the right way.

Eagerly Waiting for You
Yashita Dash

Looking up at the sun
On the fresh grass I lay

Knowing my grandparents are thousands of miles away
I sit there humming

Knowing my grandparents are in Odisha and coming
And now I am going to have a great day

Thinking of all the fun and the play
Eagerly waiting for you

Doca-Papa and Mama, I really love you
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My Heavenly Hair
Rhea Sahoo

My hair...
Is a l   o  n  g, black, waterfall cascading down  

my back
Soft as a feather

But, black as night
It is happy, flowing freely in the wind.

Rustling, swaying from side to side
It will move up and down.
Different style every day
Some say it's beautiful
Pretty, l    o   n  g, wavy

Perfect
It says

I will change every day.
I will never be the same the next time you see 

me.
Tomorrow is a new day.
...is the best part of me

The Lollipop of Life
Rhea Sahoo

Life is a lollipop
It doesn’t last forever

It starts off open and untouched
The most precious thing to the holder

Takes the first lick
Precious

Takes more licks
Gets smaller and smaller

More licks
Smaller and smaller

Even more
Smaller

The last lick
Done

All that is left is the stick
Done

In the trash
Done

The time you have gets smaller and smaller as 
you grow

Don’t waste it
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What it means to be American
Simoni Mishra

The word “American” means relating to or
characteristic of the United States or its
inhabitants. But what does that really mean?
As Americans we are given certain rights and
liberties, some of which are the freedom of
speech, the freedom to the pursuit of
happiness, and the right to play a part in
deciding who we are represented by. The
United States of America is a country labeled
as the land of opportunity. Why? Because our
country doesn’t stop anyone from achieving
the impossible given that they put in the work
and effort. Notice the word ‘anyone’, in
particular. The impact of this word is
enormous. In the sentence it shows that any
person, regardless of their background, wealth,
or status has the ability to achieve what they
dream up in this country. Take for instance,
many of our country’s presidents. Each were
the face of our country at one point, yet many
of them suffered from physical or mental
disabilities such as depression, anxiety, hearing
impairments, or in the case of FDR, polio.
Regardless, they still were able to climb the
ladder of success and secure themselves to the
highest notch by leading this great nation for
the durations of their terms.

As Americans, we are extremely fortunate to
receive these liberties, so much so that it
sometimes slips from our minds that others
may not have what we do. If I speak for myself,
then I do take for granted the freedoms that
allow me to do simple things, like as a girl go to
school and get an education. Ideally, it
wouldn’t matter if this basic liberty was taken
for granted, as everyone would have it.
Regrettably, however, in this world, there are
people whose governments don’t have the

power or will to grant them these things.
There’s a saying that goes, “Your worst day may
just be someone else’s best.” Despite that the
struggles that we face as a country, we are a
nation that is looked up to by others because
of our notable presence in politics, economics,
science, sports and entertainment.

We are citizens of a country that is looked up
to by many other nations around the world.
Children here excel in countless areas that go
beyond normal schoolwork because of the
amount of exposure that they receive at a
young age. The ideas of community
involvement and mentorship are prevalent and
are embedded into the education system by
the means of service hour requirements. What
we learn at school is intent on teaching us life
skills above the raw mathematics and history.
Emphasis is given on skills such as
collaboration, not only in class but by
encouraging students to participate in clubs
and other activities across the student bodies.
Furthermore, starting in early on, schools make
an effort to involve kids in work like
fundraising. The fundraisers that are
popularized ingrain a sense of community into
our heads in that the sole way to achieve
something is if everyone pitches in and works
together. Our education system here puts all
hands on deck to try and shape every child into
adult who is a responsible citizen and a good
human being.

The service hour requirements at school
weren’t enough to convince me that
volunteering was a marvelous concept. In my
eyes, they were hours without which I
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wouldn’t be able to graduate. However, it took
a senior citizen in an old age home to remind
me of the big picture of the impacts of giving
to the community and how it should be every
citizen’s duty. If we jog down memory lane, the
story unfolds like this.

At an old age home, there’s a woman who sits
in a wheelchair in the corner of the life
enrichment center and works on jigsaw
puzzles. Every morning, when I arrived each
day of summer, promptly at 9 o’clock, she
would already be sitting there hard at work.
She hummed to herself while she fiddled with
the pieces, and without fail, each time
someone passed by, this woman would turn
with a smile and ask about their day. Yet, she’s
also the one who, one day, sat me down with a
serious look plastered on her face. That day,
upon seeing my confusion, she told me that
she was glad I volunteered there. From what I
remember, she said that she appreciated the
small things that I did in an attempt to keep her
company: the puzzles, eating, and talking with
her. Simply stated, I was stunned. Never had
anyone thanked me for something so simple
yet so profound. Sure, a sentence of gratitude
for birthday gifts or a compliment, but for
being someone’s beacon of light? Never.

That woman, Jean, taught me how to what it is
to become better person, by gifting kindness to
help change someone’s day for the better.
Because of her, I realized that being American

isn’t just about living the so called “American
dream”, but instead giving to others in the way
that they need it most.

A few weeks ago, I started to write this essay
after coming back from the old age home. I
was still thinking about Jean when I came to
realize something. I realized that I wanted to
send a message to everyone reading this that
could create an impact. As people given the
opportunity to live in this great country, it’s our
duty to give back, specifically by educating
people from around the world of things that
are of use to them. Even keeping in mind that
time is of the essence and that the distance
may be a barrier, in today's world nothing is
impossible. Distance may stop us from
volunteering on site, but doesn’t impact
volunteers providing virtual mentorship.
Examples of this are working with schools to
provide guidance through sharing our
experiences. We can work with schools to
setup various clubs ranging from academics to
leadership or public speaking. We can
encourage kids to care for our environment by
managing trash in an effective manner.
However, what won’t work is doing nothing.
Small efforts from each of us will add up and
hopefully, one day, the difference that our joint
efforts made will be visible for all of us to see.
So on this historic occasion, let’s not only join
our hands to mark the gathering of Odias
across the Americas but also to stand together
and make a difference, starting back in our own
villages back home.
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A Pompeiian Lily
Ananya Pradhan

October 23, 79
I was to turn fourteen in three days and my
mother and my father had invited all my
relatives and friends for a celebration. Today,
my mother wanted to buy me a new stola and
palla that I would wear at the celebration.
Along with the new tunic I had received a week
ago, I chose a very decorative palla that would
be draped across me with a fancy head
covering. My stola was to be free flowing
because of the angle it was attached to my
tunic. I wore my both today and it looked
beautiful. The brand-new cloth had a fresh
scent to it and felt soft and light as it covered
my skin. I also wore the slippers I had received
a while ago and my pearl necklace that my
grandmother had given to me before she
passed. It matched my clothing and looked
marvelous. Even Laelia said it looked
spectacular when I showed her today.
However, Lucius was the most excited of all. I
hope that everyone could make it to my
celebration though. Father seems very busy
with his boat work, especially these past few
days. He always seems to wear a tense and
stern face. I hope everything is alright soon and
Father can join the celebration.

Aurelia
“Aurelia?” My mother called.
“Yes mother?” I answered as the ink from my
writing, curled onto the paper.
“Laelia is here to see you.”
I set down my quill and wiped it clean with a
cloth as I closed the container of my ink.
Rushing to the door, I could feel the cool
feeling of the autumn wind as Laelia stood in
view.
“Laelia!” I exclaimed as I gave her a warm
embrace. “What brings you here?”
“

Mila, Cassia, and I are going to walk to the lake
near the bathhouse to pick up lilies for
tomorrow’s celebration” Laelia replied as she
smiled from the embrace.
“Oh yes, the celebration for your father
correct?”
“Yes, my father wants this celebration because
of his new work. Is your family able to attend?”
“Yes, your father spoke to my father earlier in
the day. Then, my father spoke to my family
about it today during lunchtime.”
“Okay, that’s wonderful. Would you mind
helping the three of us with the lilies? We will
meet Mila and Cassia at the lake if you come.”
“Of course,” I immediately responded as I put
on my soft slippers.
“Aurelia, you are still wearing your new stola
and palla. It might get ruined near the lake.” I
look down and realize that Laelia is correct, my
stola and palla drape across my arm, prone to
dust and dirt.
“Oh yes, give me one minute” I replied as I
rushed to the other room. After carefully taking
off my stola and palla, I quickly drape an old
stola over me as I push back my soft, brown
hair from my face. As I shuffle back to the front
door, I am careful not to trip over my stola. It
can be bothering to wear it, but I must always
when I go out in public. I grab a small basket
sitting on a shelf by the door and walk out the
door, the warmth of the sun hitting my face.
“The weather’s so wonderful today, isn’t it?”
Laelia says as she sees the expression of delight
on my face.
“Yes it is. But we have to hurry if we want to be
able to pick enough lilies before sunset.”
“Yes of course, let’s go.”

Even as we arrive, the sun is still high in the sky
as it’s rays shine upon the cerulean waters of
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the lake.

“Aurelia!” I turn around to see Mila and Cassia
waving their hands excitedly to catch my
attention. I lift my hand up as I run over to
them.

“Mila! Cassia! It’s so good to see you, it’s been
a while.”

“Yes, it is, we’ve missed you after our father
had to leave for Capua and took us along with
him” Mila cheerily says.

“Yes, how was Capua?”

“Oh, it was marvelous. Mother took us to the
market and we saw many items that we’ve
never seen before…” Cassia starts. My smile
grew wider as I started visualizing what Cassia
spoke about. It was delightful as I talked to my
friends more and more each day, with more to
write in my diary. Especially as we experienced
the beauty of Pompeii.

It was almost 1 p.m. and I had almost finished
organizing my clothing to wash. Yesterday was
fun picking lilies and I wanted to go see Laelia
again to visit the market. But I didn’t want to
go outside yet because Laelia had gone with
her family to the amphitheater and both Mila
and Cassia had gone out with their mother.

“Aurelia, could you call Lucius for lunch? He is
outside playing with his friends near the
market area” my mother called from the other
room.

“Sure mother.” To be quite honest, I was
famished so getting Lucius wasn’t a problem. I
put on my slippers quickly and walked out the
door, skipping on the cobblestone path.

The sky was a very vibrant blue today, only a
few low clouds resided on the top of hill
Vesuvius. Keeping my palla on my head, I

hurriedly walked over to the marketplace,
where I quickly spotted Lucius playing a game
with his friends.

“Lucius!” I called. His head spun in my direction
and he smiled when he saw me. I smiled back
as I rushed over to him, his friends stepping
back.

“Do we have to go now?” Lucius asked, looking
slightly disappointed. I bent over a bit to meet
his eyes.

“Yes Lucius. Mother has lunch ready and she
has plans to go to the market to get something
for my birthday celebration in two days.”

“Oh, can I come? Please, I want to get you
more for the celebration.” I lightly chuckled.

“That’s very sweet of you Lucius, but first we
have to go home. Then you can ask mother.”
He gave me a wide smile and I laughed back.

Suddenly, just as I was about to continue
walking, I heard a booming noise. I turned my
head in the direction of the noise so quick, that
my hair fell in front of my face. Hurriedly
brushing it aside with my fingertips, I saw it--
and I froze.

The clouds near hill Vesuvius had turned
vicious. It was now like a demon, with fiery
claws, lashing out from its home. It roared
angrily as it spit ash and pumice to the air,
landing on the ground. Its hair was a hot red
and it breathed out smoke, as if it was
wheezing.

Suddenly, screams of pain and shrieks of horror
filled the air, snapping me out of my frozen
state. I looked back at Lucius, where his friends
had already ran away and Lucius’s mouth was
open in fear. I grabbed his hand firmly and
yanked him along with me, hoping to find
something to help me.
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I darted past as many people as I could in the
street, praying that I wouldn’t get trampled.
“Volcano,” “Run!,” “Boating docks” I heard.
Suddenly, my mind lit up.

“AURELIA!” I heard a scream. I looked back to
see that Lucius had lost me, and was stuck in
the crowd. He coughed out blood from the
dust. My eyes widened as I suddenly
remembered- the blood from the cough was a
part of a disease he was born with if he inhaled
unhealthy air.

“LUCIUS!” I shrieked in fear as my eyes started
to water. I dashed towards him as fast as I
could, until my palla accidentally came off my
head towards my feet, tripping me. I screamed
in pain as I could feel the blood drip down my
eyelids. My head throbbed and as I slowly
lifted my hand to touch the wound, discovered
that it was a big gash that covered my entire
forehead.

“AURELIA!” I heard as I saw someone inching
towards me with the hurry of feet that passed
by my eyes.

“Lucius?” I whispered, my voice feeling sore
from the dust.

“Yes… it’s me” the voice coughed. “Lucius!” His
face was now bright red. My back felt sore
from landing on the cobblestone path, but I
knew I had to get up. With immense effort, I
did and I quickly found the palla that had
landed besides me. I aggressively tore pieces
from it and gave one to Lucius.

“Cover your face, it will prevent the cough.” I
heavily panted. “We have to get… get to… the
boating docks. Father told me… how… how to
use a boat once.” Lucius wasn’t listening
anymore, he was shocked at what he saw and
looked up. My gaze followed his and I saw a
huge cloud of dark, black smoke. I looked
worriedly at my brother, who held his hand up

to his head, dizzy from the effects of the dust.
Quickly, and without even thinking twice, I
picked him up and carried him in my arms,
running in the direction of the boat. Instantly, I
heard many screams in unison in the direction
of the amphitheater. I looked and I saw that
the amphitheater was already crumbling, the
walls falling on top of each other.

“Laelia…” I whispered, tears dripping down my
cheeks to my chin. I wiped them away, but they
were only replaced by new ones by the second.
“Where’s mother and father?” Lucius
whispered in a hoarse voice. My tears came
down more easily now because the truth was, I
didn’t know where they were. Father could be
anywhere in Pompeii and mother? She may not
even have escaped the house since it was
closer to Vesuvius and…

I shook my head, trying to get the negative
thoughts out of my head, but I cried even
harder when I saw that the part of my palla
that I had given Lucius was bloody. I took it off
him and threw it away, giving him mine as I
started to feel the effects of the dust. Luckily,
the marketplace had been so close to the
boathouse that I instantly saw the boats
people were escaping in. I looked up, the cloud
of ash appearing closer. Suddenly I screamed,
almost dropping Lucius on the street. His face
filled with panic and I felt the harsh and hot
sting of ash on my back. I fell forward,
completely exhausted.

From my view, Lucius was almost unconscious
by this moment and although I felt the pain
and exhaustion travel through my body, I
needed to find a way to escape. I picked up
Lucius once more and headed towards the
boats, where only one boat was left.

People saw me carrying Lucius as I rushed over.
Their faces were filled with unimaginable terror
and grief as they saw the state of both of us. I
was covered with dust, with the feeling of ash
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on my back. Lucius was also covered with dust
and choked as he coughed.

I tried to climb in the boat, but I was instantly
pushed off by a teenage boy. Anger seeped
through me. I thought that he didn’t care that
the two of us were on the verge of death and
he was pushing us away from survival.
However, I saw a terrified look on his face and
he said, “We can only let one of you come. If
both of you come, the extra weight will tip the
boat over and everyone on here will die.”

I screamed in frustration, my tears knew no
bounds now. Looking at Lucius, he was barely
conscious as his body felt limp. I cried and
cried, hugging his body for comfort, but I knew
I had to think fast- the cloud was almost there.
It wasn’t right to blame the boy because he
had a baby girl in his arms, probably a sister. He
knew how this felt and he seemed to be the
oldest of all the children in the boat. Quickly, I
gave Lucius to the boy, who extended his arms
to take him. I took off my palla and handed it
to the boy too.

“My brother has a bad cough, please use this
to help him.” The boy nodded, tears dripping
down his cheeks. Before the boat left, I
reached over and kissed Lucius gently on the
cheek.

“I love you” I whispered.

“Aurelia? Where are you going?” I heard faintly.

I didn’t have the heart to answer as I sobbed
on the shore. The boy wiped his cheeks and
rapidly moved his hands, attempting to move
the boat as fast as possible. I collapsed on my
knees as I watched the boat move faster and
faster, away from the shore. I wailed, knowing
that I had just sealed my fate, but a large part
of me inside was happy that Lucius had left.
The last thing I remembered was seeing the
boat as a small dot on the horizon, before I felt
a searing pain.

October 24, 79

I was in the middle of nowhere, ocean
surrounding me and in a boat full of other
children. There was an older boy on the boat
who takes care of me because of my coughing
issue and he even gave me a book to write in,
the one I am writing in now. I don’t remember
much, but I remembered Aurelia, my sister and
an explosion from hill Vesuvius. According to
the boy, Aurelia had given me a part of her
palla which had a small lily tucked into it, most
likely from the day she went outside with
Laelia, Cassia, and Mila. It’s a soft pink, its
petals so light and smooth that light easily
reflects off it. I don’t know where Aurelia is
now and no one answers me, not even the
older boy when I ask. But the boy says that she
was brave and incredibly selfless and I was
lucky to have her as a sister. I miss talking and
laughing with Aurelia within the past few days
so I hope to see her again soon. Maybe I can
even give her the lily when I see her. Lucius
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The Portrait
Aaryana Rajanala

“Sonu!” Ianthe called desperately, chasing after
the boy as he ran away with her dark blue hat
in his hands. “Sonu, give that back! And slow
down, or I might--ah!”

She cried out as her foot caught on the edge of
a tree root, landing in a heap on the forest
floor.

“Ianthe, are you coming?”

Sonu turned around to find his friend collapsed
in the dirt.

“I told you not to go so fast,” she grumbled as
he hurried back and offered her a hand. She
dusted off her hoodie, snatched her hat away
from him, and reached up to her neck, then
gasped and started looking around frantically.
“My scarf! Where’d it go?”

Sonu glanced around briefly, then, unable to
see the violet scarf, placed his hands firmly
over Ianthe’s shoulders, keeping her in place
for a moment. “Relax,” he said softly. There
were already tears in her eyes. “We’ll find it.
We can go back, okay?”

Slowly, she brought herself to nod, breathing in
as she tried to clear the panic from her chest.
“Yeah,” she said at last. “We’ll find it. We’ll find
it.”

He started looking around. A dark purple scarf
couldn’t be too hard to find in a forest as red
and orange as this one, right? But it was
nowhere in sight. Ianthe's breathing was
speeding up again. “How about I go this way,”
he suggested, his voice still soft, sensitive, “and

you go that way so we can cover more
ground?”

She nodded again, too afraid to speak.

He took her by the shoulders once more,
putting a hand on her cheek, and forced her
indigo eyes to meet his. “But you have to
promise me something, okay? Don't freak out.
Relax. Stay calm. We'll find it.”

She breathed out. “Yeah. You’re right. You
don’t remember where I lost it, do you?”

“No,” he murmured. “But don't worry. Let’s
split up and look for it. We’ll meet right here
when the sun starts to set. If we don’t find it by
then, we’ll have to come back tomorrow.
Roaming the woods in the middle of the night
somehow does not seem like a good plan to
me.”

“When the sun starts to set,” she echoed.
“Okay.”

“Promise?”
“I promise.”

Sonu nodded, then turned off in the other
direction, diligently kicking away piles of leaves
and parting the branches of bushes and low
hanging trees to search for the scarf. Ianthe
turned and began to do the same.

Then, as soon as Sonu seemed to be out of
earshot, she fell to her knees, struggling to
breathe. No, no, no, she couldn’t do this now,
there was no time! She had to go find that
scarf! How had she lost in the first place? What
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could have possibly consumed her that she was
so careless as to lose her most precious
possession? She rubbed her neck, startled by
how cool it felt. So the scarf must have been
missing for a while. And how had Sonu not
noticed? He was usually such a detail oriented
person, why was this the one detail he missed?

How could he point out each flower, each tree,
each little leaf in the forest and be utterly
fascinated by it all, recognize things from
previous trips into the woods, but not notice
that Ianthe had lost a part of herself?

She shook her head, managing to blink away
the tears. This wasn’t his fault. And it wasn’t
hers. They just needed to find the scarf. They
would find the scarf.

She pushed herself to her feet, glancing around
as a strong gust of wind pushed past her,
filling the forest with the soft crackling of
leaves in the breeze. That wasn’t the first wind
to hit since they’d gotten this far, and it likely
wouldn’t be the last. That scarf could be
anywhere by the time one of them got to the
place where she’d first lost it!

Heaving a breath, she tried to hear Sonu’s
voice in her head, telling her to stay calm. They
would find the scarf. She kept walking, looking
up into trees, sifting through dead branches
and warmly colored leaves. Nothing. The sun
had dipped a little further in the sky, the light
filtering through the gaps in the foliage and
casting long, foreboding shadows on the
ground. She shuddered. Had it been this cold
the entire time?

She froze as her foot caught on something
again, barely managing to keep herself upright.
Peering at it through the coating of leaves, she
could tell it wasn't a tree root, but it did seem
to be wooden. She kicked away the leaves, the
crunch filling the silence of the woods, to find
what looked like the edge of a frame. The

wood was almost the same color as the dirt,
smooth paint chipped and scratched, the
elegant carving whittled away by the elements.
She and Sonu had agreed on a general rule not
to pick up things they found in the forest unless
they could be sure of where they came from,
but there was something so intriguing about
this single piece of wood that she couldn't help
herself. She turned it over in her hands,
frowning as she caught sight of a name carved
into the inside, too worn away to make out.
What was this doing out in the middle of the
woods?

She kept walking, eyes looking out for both the
scarf and the rest of the frame. She stopped.
Was that...a house? She clutched the piece of
wood in her hand as she hurried towards it. It
looked old and weather beaten, a small
wooden cottage with large glass windows on
one side, but the windows were covered
completely by flowers, the vines blanketing the
inside of the glass.

“Hello?” a voice called out from beneath the
flowers. Ianthe stumbled back. “Is someone
there?”

“H-Hello,” Ianthe stuttered in reply. “I'm sorry
to bother you, b-but I lost my scarf, and I was
just wondering--”

She was cut off as a young woman appeared in
front of her, smiling delicately. “A purple
scarf?” she asked.

Ianthe nodded speechlessly, still struggling to
figure out where the woman had come from.
“Come inside for a moment,” she said. “I found
it earlier and put it away, but it may take me a
little bit to get it.” She shivered. “It's getting
chilly! Would you like some tea or anything?”

“No, thank you,” Ianthe murmured, following
the woman through a cracked wooden door.
While not picking up things in the forest was a
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stated rule, not following strangers into creaky
old houses was likely an implied one, but there
was a certain kind of sincerity that hung
around the woman. She stared at the house. It
wasn't just the window that was covered with
flowers; everything, the walls, the floors, even
the ceiling, was concealed by a layer of leaves
and vines and flowers of every shape, color,
and size. Somehow, the unkempt mess of
greenery was almost charming. They seemed
to tilt towards her as she walked past.

“Don’t mind the flowers,” the woman
chuckled. “They get jealous sometimes when I
get visitors. Please, my little loves, relax! You
know you have my heart. I'm only returning her
scarf to her.”

The flowers settled.
Ianthe rubbed her palms together nervously,
tucking the piece of the frame beneath her
arm. She should have brought Sonu. What was
wrong with her, walking into the house of
some crazy lady who spoke to flowers in the
woods? No, it was fine. She would just get the
scarf and leave, find Sonu where they'd first
parted, and go home. It was fine. She was just
getting the scarf.

She glanced uneasily at the flowers, sensing an
uncomfortable kind of envy from them.

“Oh,” she mumbled, suddenly very aware of
the wood in her arms. “Do you know where
this came from?” Gingerly, she held out the
dark fragment of the frame.

The woman turned around and gasped when
she saw it. “Yes! Oh, goodness, I was
wondering where that went! I haven't exactly
been looking for it, but thank you so much for
returning it!” She reached out for the wood
with coarse hands, taking it from Ianthe and
cradling it in her arms for a moment. Then she
began to peer at the wall, as if looking for
something, her eyebrows rising in realization as

she put the piece of wood contentedly on the
floor.
“What are you doing out here by yourself?”
Ianthe asked, curiosity overcoming her desire
to leave the house.

“I’m here with my flowers!” the woman replied
cheerily. “They’re lovely, aren’t they? The most
beautiful things in the world to me. I don’t
know what I would do without them.”

“But why are you alone here?”

“Alone!” the woman chuckled. “I’m not alone!
These flowers keep me company.”

Ianthe frowned. Maybe this woman really was
just crazy.

“What about you?” the woman asked her.
“Why have you come so far into the forest?”

“I came with my friend Sonu,” she answered.
“He and I like coming here. It’s peaceful, and
we can get away from the world for a little bit.”
“No, that I completely understand. But why did
you come so far looking for that scarf?”

Ianthe touched her neck defensively. “Because
it’s important to me. You’d chase after your
flowers if you lost them, wouldn’t you? That’s
how I feel about this scarf.”

“What? Of course not! If the flowers want to
leave, then they are always welcome to. I’m
not holding them prisoner or anything. If they
love me, they can stay, If not, well, that’s fine,
too. I love them, but that doesn’t mean I need
the flowers.”
A thin silence pervaded the air for just a
moment before Ianthe spoke again. “Are you
still talking about the flowers?”
She sighed, smiling sadly. “Perhaps, perhaps
not. What does it matter? Now, give me just a
moment. I’ll go get your scarf,” the woman
said, brushing back her dark hair and vanishing
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into the hallway. The flowers seemed to lean
towards Ianthe again. She could almost hear
them
Don’t take her from us.
Please don’t take her from us.
Don’t take her from us.
Please, don’t take her from us.

The woman came back quickly, footsteps
calmly breaking the silence. “Stop that!” she
scolded gently, frowning acutely at the flowers.
“Be nice to her!” The flowers relaxed. “And
here you are, dear. This is it, right?”

Ianthe nodded, eagerly taking the scarf and
wrapping it over her shoulders and around her
neck. She sighed in relief.

“Wow,” the woman breathed, “you really do
care about that scarf, don’t you? May I ask
why?”

“The same reason you care about your flowers.
They’re beautiful and you love them. I love this
scarf.”

“Yes,” she agreed lightly, “but I don’t need
them. You seem to think that you need that
scarf. Do you need it?”

“No,” Ianthe said immediately. She stopped
herself. “Yes.”

She smiled gently. “Why is the scarf important
to you?”

“Sonu gave it to me,” she mumbled reluctantly.
“A long time ago. And I don’t want to just lose
a gift like that.” She could feel her heart aching.
“I don’t want to lose it.”

The woman put a gentle hand on Ianthe’s

shoulder. “Are you still talking about the scarf?”
Ianthe didn't respond at first. “I should get
going,” she gasped, forcing herself to take deep
breaths so she wouldn’t cry. “Sonu must be
wondering where I am.”
“It’s like that piece of wood,” the woman
continued. “It’s important to me, it’s part of
something that’s important to me. But I don’t
need to see it to know that it’s still there, do I?
I know that. The frame might be broken and
overgrown with these marvelous flowers, but I

still know the portrait is there, smiling through
the leaves. Maybe it’s lost to my eyes, but my
heart knows where to find it.”

Ianthe clutched the scarf with both hands.

The flowers whispered. 
Your heart. 
Your heart. 
Your heart. 

Sonu looked up at the sky to see the sun fading
off into the horizon. Where in the world was
Ianthe? She’d promised him, she’d promised to
come back when the sun set! She had that
much control over herself, right? Enough that
she wouldn’t put herself in danger for a scarf?
He looked up as he heard the leaves rustling.
Ianthe approached him slowly, smiling to
herself. She looked...weightless.

“Did you find the scarf?” he called.

She nodded.
He raised an eyebrow. “Then...where is it?” A
hint of a smile crept over his lips. No wonder
she looked so free!
“I don’t need it,” she answered. “It’s not that
cold, anyways.”
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When the Day Ends
Nishant Mishra

Sunday crept along like the Grim Reaper,
spelling Sahil’s doom. The trip to the airport
was devoid of any coherent thought. He
adopted a state of perpetual fear, his face
blanched and sweating. A part of him did not
believe it. “I’m not leaving,” quietly muttered,
but he had no control over the situation. As
they skittered across the highway, Sahil spotted
the Barnes and Nobles that he had spent his
free time for the last four years at, the park
where he met his friends and the beaches that
defined his summer days. Sahil’s father glanced
at the rear view mirror and saw his son’s
anguish.

“Hey, Sahil… can’t you see this could be a good
thing? You’ll only be an hour away from New
York City, so you’ll be able to see the Empire
State Building and the Statue of Liberty. And
aren’t you always saying that you want to visit
Princeton University?” The words only made
Sahil slump lower in his seat - he couldn’t care
less about cities and universities at the
moment.

“I only wanted to visit Dad. I
never…. I never said that I wanted to stay.” His
dad opened his mouth, not sure what else he
could say. They spent the remainder of the trip
without speaking, with only the whir of the car
in the background fight off the silence.

The sight of the airport made him cringe. In the
past, it had been a site of joy for Sahil - a place
where he could travel to visit his family in India,
and eventually return home. Now, it was a
prison. The moment came. Sahil slinked out
the cab and trudged to the airport sidewalk, an
invisible force trying to drag him back to his
school, his house, and his friends. He watched

helplessly at his sister, who went inside the
clear glass doors of the airport, her luggage in
tow, a calm expression on her face. He, on the
other hand, couldn’t bring himself to make the
same expression. Sahil wanted to go anywhere
but inside the building. So he turned around
and saw… home.

I am leaving.

With a painful grimace, Sahil forced himself to
turn his back on Florida, and walk inside the
airport.

---
Sahil hated New Jersey the moment he got
there. He scowled at the trees that
encompassed his new town, hating how they
blocked the sun that had shone so bright
Florida. The cold bit at every part of his skin
that he had exposed, and the lighting refused
to move past a melancholy shade of blue. The
house he had moved into was worn and creaky,
and riding through the narrow streets lined by
ancient buildings was nothing short of
depressing. Everything, in his eyes, was the
exact opposite of the beauty of his home town.

“Sahil, come on! Look, we’ve got a basement
now! We could play ping pong just like we did
Darryl’s house.” his sister said in a desperate
attempt to jump-start him with the same
energy that he always had. But the thought of
having to find his way through the dark, cold
basement only to spend the entire time
brushing off spiders depressed him.

A week later, school started. But instead of
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running up the steps like he had done last year,
Sahil slowly dragged himself upward. He felt
alienated, labeling each face around him as
rude and unforgiving. Why won’t any of them
say hi? he thought gloomily, as he slowly lost
hope in finding people to talk to. Years of
remaining together had rendered the friend
groups at his new school impenetrable. He
could barely even muster the strength to ask
where Room 242 was.

“Are you sure there isn’t anything to do after
school?” his mother would ask. There were, of
course, but how could Sahil bring himself to
spend more time in a place he couldn’t stand?
“No,” he always ended up lying. “Not a thing.”

Here, among a crowd of nobody he knew,
Sahil’s fast-paced, stumbling sentences were
akin to speaking a foreign language. He would
trip over the simplest things, blurting
sentences like “hiwhatwasthehomework?” to
any of his peers, getting nothing but blank
stares in return. It had never been a problem at
Florida - The four years of living there had
familiarized his friends with the way he talked.
It was mortifying to hear other people say,
“wait, can you repeat that?” or “I have no idea
what you just said,” and Sahil’s personal
favorite, “I’m sorry, but I only speak English.”

Presentations made him even more
apprehensive. Walking up to the front and
having to watch the words he had memorized
spill out to the bewildered class in front of him
borderlined horrifying. Getting flustered while
watching the teacher scribble notes onto his
project rubric was the beginning of a chain
reaction. Sahil slipped and slurred, tripped, and
tumbled, his mind feeling like it was sprinting
through (and failing) an obstacle course. The
obnoxious kid who muttered “hasn’t he ever
heard of pausing?” behind his back wasn’t
doing Sahil any favors either.

And that didn’t change for a while. Sahil’s
routine was constant. In the rare occasion

that a person would walk up to him , they
would always walk away not knowing what
they had just heard. Sahil longed for a real
conversation with someone his age, something
he never thought we would lose. Lacking
anything else to do, Sahil focused solely on his
schoolwork. What he studied, he ended up
identifying with. He read about the mass
separation of the Japanese in the U.S. from
their homes during World War II. When
practicing for band, he would play songs
written by individuals who wanted nothing
more than to return to where they came from.
His analysis of The Odyssey for English class
proved to him that even famed heroes like
Odysseus were plagued with homesickness. It
helped - it became clear to him that he was not
alone in what he was feeling, and when he
looked outside, New Jersey seemed to be a
shade lighter.

One day, however, went differently. During a
history presentation, which Sahil had
presented in his usual rapid-fire, perplexing
manner, his teacher flashed him a smile and
commented, “I don’t even think my college
thesis was able to convey that much
information at once. Nice!” After giving back a
shaky smile, Sahil sat back down in his desk,
not trusting himself to say the right thing. He
felt as he had won a marathon. On the way
out, a student gave him a genuine thumbs-up.
The gesture suddenly gave Sahil confidence
that he hadn’t seen in a long time.

At the cafeteria, another student from his
history class, Kyle, came up to him, albeit
reluctantly. Sahil could tell by his expression
that he was hesitating, unsure if he would be
able to take in what Sahil would give out. He
spoke slowly as if to push Sahil to do the same.
“Hey, Sahil... do you want to try out for the
science bowl team after school today?” The
question caught Sahil off guard, but seeing his
chance, he quickly rebounded.

“Sure! I’ll see you guys in the cafeteria after
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school.” The response had been quick, as it had
always been - but for the first time since
Florida, it had been clear. Kyle looked
surprised, almost like he had never heard Sahil
speak before. Sahil could hardly blame him - he
could hardly remember the last time he spoke
coherently in school. When he left, Sahil fist-
bumped the air, mentally roaring “He
understood!” A day later, and Sahil was part of
his school’s Science Bowl team, and part of a
community that strikingly mirrored the people
in his Reading Counts club in Florida. Sahil
practiced alongside his new friends, cramming
for upcoming competitions and cracking jokes
about their hilariously wrong answers. For the
first time, Sahil became eager to tell his fellow
Floridians what he had experienced.

“I thought you said there wasn’t anything to do
here,” Sahil’s mother said when spring rolled
around. Sahil finished tying his shoes as he
grabbed his tennis racket. He jogged to the
door and turned around to see his mother’s
smile.
“Okay, on second thought that might not have
been entirely true…” Sahil said sheepishly as he
pulled on a wrist band. His mother’s smile
widened. Sahil smirked, pushed his door open,
and ran to his friends who were waiting
outside.

Sahil began to see New Jersey in a different

light. He began to see the trees as pillars
aspiring to reach up to the sky, hosting dozens
of different creatures at a time. The leaves in
the fall stunned him, offering more colors than
he had ever seen. The snow that fell in early
December fascinated him, as it dramatically
changed the landscape overnight. Even the
spiders in their webs remained still in their
domains, respecting the boundaries of the
other inhabitants of the house. For once, Sahil
realized that it wasn’t bad to move after all -
The experience of trying new things, finding
new friends, and expanding his horizons made
it worth it. New Jersey wasn’t depressing - it
was just at peace. And at this point, so was
Sahil.
---

It had been a while since Sahil had visited
Barnes and Noble. He stood outside the door
of the bookstore, peering into the clear glass
windows. Would it have that same welcoming
coffee aroma or the collection of chairs he
used to sit in? He gritted his teeth and dragged
himself inside. In front of him lay a setup
identical to the one left behind. He slowly sank
into a blue beanbag chair, clutching the book
he had brought with him. After taking a second
to sigh in relief, he relaxed and flipped to the
first page. He glanced at the sky in the window
and saw the sun setting - it was getting dark. It
didn’t matter. He was home, after all.
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And when it dies
All of the sunshine is gone

Clouds become a bitter gray
Winds start to push and blow

Sometimes it doesn’t stay for long
And sometimes it does

Just like a sunflower
The feeling is eternal

Still the presence is ephemeral.

Divergence by Technology
Sarthak Dash

In this modernized age,
Technology is spreading like phage,

Making things more convenient,
But making us more lenient,
Technology is all around us,

There should be no fuss,
Being controlled by it is not okay,

Because in the future it’ll make you pay,
Teenagers using their iPad and computers,

School is hard so they require a tutor,
Corrupted by technology,

Don’t give an apology,
Spending no time with their family,

Its a non-violent tragedy,
Kids addicted to their phones,

They are in different zones,
Not being physical,
Not being logical,

Getting bad grades,
Trying to look good with their charades,

Messing around their own life,
Becoming other people’s strife,

Virtually meeting,
Without physically greeting,

Teenagers abuse technology’s powers,
That is why they text for hours, and hours,

Technology can be useful,
But the facts are truthful,

Sunflower
Sumedha Jena

Swinging ‘Sunflower’ with pools of honey in her eyes
From the aftertaste of the Sun’s warm smile

Taking in his beauty upon herself
Like a single sunbeam on a summer day

More precious than gold
Smiling immensely brighter than the sun

Her shadow falls over the rest
They all gaze upon it in wonder

Breathing in life and letting go
Days become lingering and mellow
The night brings the frigid and crisp
The piercing pain that would bring

Yellow petals pushing past the green
Pluck you from the ground

Life is drained out painlessly
Blowing the air back in slowly

So vivid and thoughtless
Yet so young and fragile

And one harmful touch will break her
Just admire you from afar

A beautiful blessing
Makes you come back for more

Pulls you into a trance
Hooked onto the numb feeling

Growing roots deep and wide
Has her face staring at the sun

Its delicate heart floats
Dancing through waves of leaves

They are mirrors of glory
Pining for the light of the sun

Is where she strives to be
Unaware of the passing of time
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ମାନବ ଧମ
ସା ନା ଦାସ

କଥାେର ଅଛି
"ଧାରୟେତ ଇତି ଧମହଃ"।

ଧମ ଅଥାତ ଧାରଣ କରିବାର ଶ ି । ଏକ ଅେଲୗକିକ ଶ ି ବା
ମୂଳ ଯାହା ଉପେର ଆମର ଅ ି ତ ନିଭରଶୀଳ । ଧମର ବହୁ
ବ ାଖ ା ଆମକୁ ବହୁ ାନେର ଭି ଭି ଅଥେର େଦଖିବାକୁ
ମିଳିଥାଏ । େତେବ ଧମର ସଂ ା କଠିନ ନା ସରଳ ।
ବୁ ି େର ମଁୁ ଯଦି େଖାେଜ େତେବ ଧମକୁ ବହୁତ ସରଳ ଭାଷାେର
ସରଳ ଭାବନାେର ବୁଝିପାେର , "େଯଉଁ ମହା ପ ଭୂତର
ସମ ି େର ଏହି ସ ୂଣ ଜଗତ ଗଢିଉଠିଛି ତାହାହ େହଉଛି ଧମ
। ମନୁଷ ର ଚାଲିଚଳଣ ,ଭାବନା େହଉଛି ଧମ,ଶରୀରର
ପେ ିୟ େହଉଛି ଧମ। ସମାଜେର, ଶୃ ଳିତ ଜୀବନ ଯାପନ
ପଥେର ମଣିଷ େଯଉଁ ଧାରାେର ନିଜକୁ ସୁଶାସିତ ଏବଂ ସୁସ ିତ
କରି ଉ ତି ପଥେର ଗଢି େତାେଳ ତାହାହ େହଉଛି ଧମ ।“

Dharma means the righteous way of living. It is
intended to provide guidelines in all social action
and to harmonize relation between Kama and
Artha. According to R V। Kane, “The writers on
Dharma Sastras meant by Dharma not a creed or
religion but a mode of life or code of conduct
which regulated a man’s work and activities as a
member of society and as an individual and was
intended to bring the gradual development of
man and to enable him to reach what was
deemed to be the goal of human existence.
“Therefore, Dharma implies those rules
according to which a man must behave as a
member of society.

ବୃ ଟି େଯେତେବେଳ ପାଣି, ପବନ, ସୂଯ ଆେଲାକେର
ବଢ଼ିଉଠି ଫୁଲଫଳ େଦଇ ଆମ ସମ ଭରଣେପାଷଣ
କରିଥାଏ େସେତେବେଳ ବୃ ର ଧମ ସାଥକ େହାଇଉେଠ ।
ବାରିଧାରା େଯେବ ମାଟି "ମା" ର େକାଳକୁ ପୁ କେର,
ଚାତକଟିଏ େଯେତେବେଳ ବାରିଧାରାେର ନିଜର ତୃ ା
େମ ାଇଥାଏ , େସେତେବେଳ େସହି ବୃ ି ରାଜିର ଧମ ଉପଲ ି
କରିହୁଏ । ଏହିପରି ଯଦି ମଁୁ େଖାଜି ବେସ ଧମର ଅେନକ
ପରିଚୟ େଦଖିବାକୁ ପାଇଥାଏ । େତେବ ଯଦି ଆେମ ଆମ
ଭିତରକୁ ଯାଇ ନିଜକୁ େଦଖିବା େତେବ ପାଇବା େଯ ଗଠନ ଦୃ ି
େକାଣରୁ ହାଡ, ମାଂସ, ର ର ଏକ ଶରୀର । େସଥିେର ହାତ,

େଗାଡ, ଆଦି ଭି ଭି ଅ । ସବୁ ଅ ତ କାଯ
କରିବାର ଧାରା ବା ଧମ ବି ଭି । ଏସବୁ ଶୃ ଳିତ ଭାବେର
କାମ କର ି ଆମର ମ ି ର ନିେ ଶେର ,ଏଥିସହିତ ଆମ
ଭିତେର ରହିଛି ଆମର ଆ ା ଯାହାକି ସବୁେବେଳ ପରମା ା
ା ି ଦିଗେର ଅ ସର ଥାଏ । ଭଗବାନ ସୃ ି ର ସେବା ମ

ରଚନା େହଉଛି ଏହି ମନୁଷ । େତେବ ଆମର ଧମ କଣ?
ଏହି ମାନବ ଧମ କଣ?େକମିତି ବୁଝିବା େଯ ଆେମ କଣ କେଲ
,କିପରି ନିଜର ଜୀବନର ଧାରାକୁ ଆଗକୁ ବହିେନେଲ ଆମର
ମାନବ ଧମକୁ ସାଥକ କରିେତାଳିବା ।

ସୁନାର େଦଶ ଏହି ଭାରତ ବଷ । ଆମର ଐତିହ ,ଆମର
ପର ରା ସବୁଠାରୁ ଭି । ବି ଦରବାରେର େଦବଭୂମି ଭାରତର
ତି ା, ଆମର ଗରିମାକୁ ଉ ତ କରିେତାେଳ । େସହି ଭାରତ

ମା’ର ଆେମ େହଉେଛ ସ ାନ । େସଥିପାଇଁ େବାେଧ "ମାନବ
ଧମ"ର କୃତ ମୂଲ ଆେମ ବୁଝିପାେର । ଆମର େବଦ
,ଉପନିଷଦେର ଋଷିମୁନିମାେନ ବହୁତ ସରଳ ଭାବେର ଜୀବନର
େଶୖଳୀକୁ ବହୁ କିମଦ ୀ ମାଧ ମେର ଆମକୁ ଦଶାଇ
େଦଇଯାଇଛ ି । "ପୁରୁଷାଥର " କୃତ ଅଥ ଅବେଲାକନ
କରାଇ େଦଇଯାଇଛ ି। "ଧମ ", ଅଥ", "କାମ", େମା ", ଏହି
ଚାରିଟି େହଉଛି "ପୁରୁଷାଥ "। “ଧମ” ଅଥାତ ନୀତିଶୀଳ
ଜୀବନ ଯାପନ କରିବାର ଧାରାକୁ ନି ାରିତ କରିବା । “ ଅଥ”
ଅଥାତ ସମୃ ି ଶୀଳ ଜୀବନ ଯାପନ କରିବାର ଦିଗ ନି ାରିତ
କରିବା ।

ବ ୁତଃ ଅଥ ଆମ ସାଂସାରିକ ଜୀବନେର କିପରି ଉ ତ ରୂପେର
ଉପେଯାଗ କରିବା ତାହା ଦଶାଇଥାଏ । ”କାମ” ଅଥାତ
ସମ ୁ ଭଲପାଇ , ଏକ େ ହଶୀଳ ଜୀବନ ନିବାହ କରିବାର
ଉପାୟ ଆମ ଭିତେର ଉ ନ କରାଇଥାଏ । ଇ ିୟର ବଶବ ୀ
ନେହାଇ ଏକ ସୃଜନଶୀଳ ସଂସାର କିପରି ଗଢିେତାଳିବା ତାହା
ମଧ ଆମକୁ ଦଶାଇଥାଏ। ”େମା ” ଅଥାତ ଧମ, ଅଥ ଏବଂ
କାମ ପଥେର ଗତିଶୀଳ େହାଇ ଆ ାନ ଲାଭ କରି ପରମା ା
ା ି କରିବା । "ଧମ" ବିନା "ଅଥ" ଏବଂ "କାମ"ର ଯଥାଥତା

ମିେଳ ନାହ। ଆଉ ଏହି ତିେନାଟି ଜିନିଷ ଏକ ଧାରାେର
ବାହିତ ନେହେଲ "େମା " ା ି ହୁଏ ନାହ । େତେବ ଚାଲ ୁ

ଧମ େକେତ କାରର ଅଛି ତାକୁ ତା ବିଷୟେର ଟିେକ
ଆେଲାକପାତ କରିବା ।
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ଆ ମ ଧମ
ମାନବ ଜୀବନର ରକୁ ୪େଗାଟି ଆ ମେର ବିଭ
କରାଯାଇଛି। ଚଯ ,ଗୃହ , ବାନ ଏବଂ ସନ ାସ ।
ବାଲ ାବ ାରୁ େଯୗବନ େହଉଛି ଚଯ ଆ ମ । େଯୗବନରୁ
ମଧ ମାବ ା େହଉଛି ହ ଆ ମ । ମାଧ ମ ଅବ ାରୁ
େ ୗଢ଼ େହଉଛି ବାନ ଏବଂ େ ୗଢ଼ରୁ ଜୀବନର େଶଷ
ଅବ ା ଯାଏ େହଉଛି ସନ ାସ । ଆେମ ସମେ ଏହି ଚାେରାଟି
େସାପାନ େଦଇ ଆମର ଜୀବନ ଅତିବାହିତ କରିଥାଏ । ଏହି
ସବୁ ଅବ ାକୁ ନୀତି ସହିତ ପାଳନ କରି ନିଜ କ ବ ପଥେର
ଆେଗଇଯାଇ ମଣିଷ ଆ ମ ଧମ ପାଳନ କରିଥାଏ । େବଦ
ଉପନିଷଦରୁ ମଣିଷ ଜୀବନ କାଳ ଭିତେର ୩େଗାଟି (େଦବ
ଋଣ ,ପିତୃ ଋଣ ଆଉ ଋଷି ବା ଗୁରୁ ଋଣ) ଋଣକୁ େନଇ
ଜୀବନର ଯା ା ସମାପନ କରିଥାଏ । ଏବଂ କୁହାଯାଇଛି େଯ
ଯଦି ଏହି ଚାରିେଗାଟି ଆ ମକୁ ବିଧି ପୂବକ ମଣିଷ ପାଳନ
କେର େତେବ ଏହି ଋଣରୁ ମୁ ି ପାଇଥାଏ ।

ବ ଧମ
ଜୀବନର ଆଚରଣ କମ ମାଧ ମେର ହ କାଶିତ େହାଇଥାଏ ।
ମନୁଷ ଜୀବନେର କମ କରିବାର େ କୁ ଚାରିେଗାଟି ଭାଗେର
ବିଭ କରାଯାଇଛି । ା ଣ ଶି ାଦାନ, େ ୀୟ ଶାସନିକ
ଧମ ଆଚରଣ, େବୖଶ ବାଣିଜ ବା ବ ବସାୟିକ କମ, ଶୁ
ମିକ ଧମ ବା େସବା ଦାନର କାଯ । ଏହିପରି ଭାବେର

ବିଭାଜିତ େହାଇ ମନୁଷ ନିଜ ନିଜ େ ର ଧମକୁ ଆଚରଣ
କରି କ ବ ପରାୟଣ େହାଇ ନିଜର ଜୀବନ ନିବାହ କରିଥାଏ ।
ଏକ ସ ୁ ଳିତ ସମାଜ ଗଠନ େ େର ବ ଧମର ାପନା
କରାଯାଇଥାଏ ।

କୂଳ ଧମ
େଯଉଁ କୂଳେର ଆେମ ଜନ ନିଏ, େସହି ପୂବପୁରୁଷମାନ ତି

ା ସ ରହି ନିଃ ାଥପର ଭାବେର ନିଜ ଧମର ଆଚରଣ
କରି କ ବ ପଥେର ଜୀବନ ଯାପନ କରିବା େହଉଛି କୂଳ ଧମ
। ସମାଜ ଗଢ଼ିଉେଠ ବ ିର ବ ି କୁ େନଇ ଏବଂ ଏହି
ବ ି ର ପରି କାଶ େହାଇଥାଏ ତା’ର ଆଚରିତ କୂଳ ଧମକୁ
େନଇ । ନିଜର ସାମାଜିକ ଏବଂ ମାନବିକ ଧମକୁ ଉ ତ
କରିେତାଳିବାେର କୂଳଧମର ଆଚରଣ ଅନିବାଯ ।

ଯୁଗ ଧମ
ସମାଜ େହଉଛି ପରିବ ନଶୀଳ । ସମୟ ଏବଂ କାଳର େ ାତେର
ଆେମ ସମେ ବାହିତ େହାଇଥାଏ । ହଜାର ବଷେର ଏକ
ଯୁଗର ଅ ହୁଏ। ବା ବିକ ପରି ି ତି ଏବଂ ସମୟର କୃତ

ଅଥ ବା ମୂଲ ବୁଝିପାରି, ନିଜର କୂଳଧମର ପାଳନ କରି ମଣିଷ
େଯେତେବେଳ କମାଭିମୁଖି େହାଇ ଜୀବନ ଯାପନ କେର
େସେତେବେଳ ଯୁଗ ଧମର ଆଚାରଣ କରୁଥିବାର ଜଣାପେଡ ।

ରାଜ ଧମ
ସମାଜକୁ ଉ ତ କରିେତାଳିବା ପାଇଁ କିଛି ଅନୁଶାସନ ଏବଂ
ନୀତି,ନିୟମ ନି ାରିତ କରାଯାଇଥାଏ। େସସବୁକୁ ମାନି ନିଜ ନିଜର
ଧମ ଏବଂ କ ବ ପାଳନ କରି ମନୁଷ େଯେତେବେଳ େସହି
ଅନୁଶାସନେର ଶାସିତ େହାଇ ସାମାଜିକ ଜୀବନ ଅତିବାହିତ କେର
େସେତେବେଳ େସ େଯଉଁ ଧମର ପାଳନ କରିଥାଏ, ତାକୁ ରାଜ ଧମ
କୁହାଯାଇଥାଏ ।

ଆପତ ଧମ
ଏହି ପରିବ ନଶୀଳ ସମାଜେର ମନୁଷ େଯେତେବେଳ
ପରି ି ତି ଅନୁଯାୟୀ ସମୟର ଅନୁଗାମୀ େହାଇଥାଏ
େସେତେବେଳ ନିଜର ଧମକୁ ଧରି ରଖି କମର ପଥ ପରିବ ନ
କରିଥାଏ । ଅଥାତ ଆପତକାଳୀନ ପରି ି େର ା ଣ
ବ ବସାୟ, େ ୀୟ ଶି ାଦାନ, େବୖଶ େସଵା, ଶୁ ବାଣିଜ
କମ କରି ଆପତ ଧମର ପାଳନ କରିଥା ି।

ମାନବ ଧମ
ଧମ, ଅଥ, କାମ, େମା ର ଅନୁସରଣ କରି; କମ, େ ମ,
ଭ ିର, ମାଗେର ଅ ସର େହାଇ, ନିଃ ାଥପର େସବା କରି,
ଆ ାଭିମାନ ପରିତ ାଗ କରି, ଆ ାର ସଦଗତି ନିମେ ଆ ମ
ଧମର ନିୟମକୁ ପାଳନ କରି ଜୀବନର ଚରମ ଲ
ପରମା ା ୁ ା ି , ସନାତନ ସତ ର ା ି , ସତ-ଚି -
ଆନ କୁ ଜାଣି ସ ିଦାନ ୁ ପାଇବା ପାଇଁ ମନୁଷ େଯଉଁ
ଧମର ଆଚରଣ କରିଥାଏ ତାହାକୁହ ମାନବ ଧମ
କୁହାଯାଇଥାଏ।

ଏହିସବୁ ତ ରୁ ଜଣାପେଡ ଧମ େହଉଛି ଏକ ପ ତି, ଏକ
ଧାରା, ଏକ ନିୟମ, ଏକ ଅନୁଶାସନ ଯାହାକୁ ପାଳନ କରି
ମଣିଷ ସମାଜେର ଏକ ଶୃ ଳିତ ଜୀବନ ଯାପନ କରି ନିଜ ଲ
ଳେର ପହଁଚିପାରିବ।ଜୀବନ େଶୖଳୀର ଧାରାକୁ ଅତି ସୁ ର

ଏବଂ ସରଳ ଭାବେର ଆେମ ବୁଝିଥାଏ ଚାରିେଗାଟି ଆ ମ ଏବଂ
ପୁରୁଷାଥ ମାଧ ମେର, ଯଦି ଏହି େତ କ ଅବ ାର ମହ
ବୁଝି େସ ଅନୁସାେର କମ କରିଯିବା େତେବ ନିଜ ଗ ବ ପଥ
ସୁଗମ କରିପାରିବା।

ମାନବ ଜୀବନ େହଉଛି ଭଗବାନ ର ଆଶୀବାଦ ।
ଯାହା ାରା ମଣିଷ ନିଜକୁ ବୁଝିପାେର ଏବଂ ପରମା ାେର
ଆ ଲୀନ େହବାକୁ ଅ ସର ହୁଏ । ଏହି ସମ ିୟା
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ଭିତେର େମା ମତେର ସବେ ିୟା େହଉଛି
"ଆ ସମୀ ା"। ଯାହା ାରା ଆେମ ଆମ ନିଜକୁ େଦଖି ଜୀବନର
ତିଟି େସାପାନେର ନିଜର ସହାୟକ େହାଇ ଆଗକୁ

ବଢ଼ିପାରିବା। ନିଜ ପରି ି ତିର ଅବେଲାକନ କରି ଏକ ପବି
ବାତାବରଣ ଆଣିବା । ନିଜର ପେ ିୟକୁ େକ ିତ କରି ଏକ
ସା ି କ ଚି ାଧାରାେର ନିଜର କାମକୁ ପଯ ାେଲାଚନା
କରିପାରିବା। ଏହି ିୟାଟି ଆେମ ସମେ ଯଦି ଅ ବହୁତ

ପାଳନ କରେ େତେବ ବହୁତ ଗୁେଡ଼ ସମସ ାର ସମାଧାନ
ନିେଜ କରି ଏକ ଉ ତ ସମାଜ ଗଢିବାେର ସ ମ
େହାଇପାରେ । ଭାଗବତ ଗୀତାର ଗୂଢ ତତକୁ ବୁଝି
“ଆ ାନ” ଲାଭ କରି "ମାନବ ଧମ"ର ଯଥାଥତା ତିପାଦନ
କରିପାରେ ।
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ଓଡିଶା ଉ ତିେର ବିଜୁ ପ ନାୟକ
ନଳିନୀ ପ ନାୟକ

ଐତିହାସିକ ବ ି , ଓଡିଶାର “ବରପୁ ”, ଇେ ାେନସିଆର
“ଭୂମିପୁ ”; ପାଇଲ ବିଜୁ ପ ନାୟକ େଦଶ
ବିେଦଶକୁ ନିଜର କମ େ ହିସାବେର ଆଦରି େନଇଥିେଲ
ମଧ ନିଜର ମାତୃଭୂମିକୁ ଏକ “ସୁ ର ଓଡିଶା“ ରୂେପ ଗଢିବାର
ପକୁ ଭୂଲି ନଥିେଲ।

େସହି ପ ସବୁକୁ ସାକାର କରିବା ଲ େନଇ େସ ନିଜର
ସମ େଚ ା େଚ ାେର ଏହି ସବୁ ଉେଦ ାଗର ାପନା
କରିଥିେଲ। େସଗୁଡ଼ିକ େହଲା; କଳିଂଗ ଏୟାରଲାଇନ,
ଓ.ଟି.ଏମ େଚୗ ାର, କଳିଂଗ ଇ ିଜ, କଳିଂଗ ପବିେକସ ,
ପାରାଦୀପ ବ ର , ଜାତୀୟ ରାଜପଥ, େଦୖତାରୀ ପାରା ୀପ
ଏ େ ରାଜପଥ, ରାଉରେକଲା ଇଂଜିନିୟରିଂ କେଲଜ,
ସୁନାେବଡା ମି  ବିମାନ କାରଖାନା, ରିଜିଓନା କେଲଜ
ଭୂବେନ ର, ବାଲିେମଳା ବଂଧ, ଚାବାଟିଆ ବାୟୁେସନା
ଅବତରଣ େସ ର, ଓ ୟୁ ଟି ଓଡିଶା, ନାଲେକା, ବୁଲା
ଇଂଜିନିୟରିଂ କେଲଜ, ତାଲେଚର ଥମାଲ, ବୁଲା େମଡିକାଲ
କେଲଜ, ପୁର େମଡିକାଲ କେଲଜ , ଭଂଜବିହାର ପୁର ,
େଜ ାତି ବିହାର ସମଲପୁର, େସୖନିକ ଲୁ ଭୂବେନ ର, ସି ଆର
ପି େକ ନେମ , ଭୁବେନ ର ଦୂରଦଶନ , େରେଭନାେର
ଆକାଶବାଣୀ ଶି ା େସ ର, ଶି ା େ େର ଅଧିକ ଆଥକ
େଯାଜନା, ମହିଳା ମାନଂକୁ ସମ ରେର ଅ ାଧିକାର ସହ
ପଂଚାୟତରୁ ଜି ା ଯାଏ ସମିତି ସଭ ା ତଥା ଅଧ ା ନିଯୁ ି ,
ମିକ ମାନଂକ ସବନିମ ମଜୁରୀ ବୃ ି। ଏହି ସବୁ ଅନନ

ଉଦ ମ ଆଉ ଦୂରଦୃ ି ନିମେ େସ ଆଜି ଓଡିଶା୍ବାସୀଂକ ପାଇଁ
ଆଜି ଅମର ଓ ଆଦଶ।

େସ ସବୁେବେଳ ଉ ମନା ଓ କମ ତ ର ଥିେଲ । ତାଂକ ପାଇଁ
ଜାତି ଧମ , େଦଶ ବିେଦଶ ସବୁ ଥିଲା ଏକ । ୧୯୬୨ -
୬୩ ଭାରତ ଚୀ ଯୁ ସମୟେର ପ ି ଜବାହାର ଲାଲ
େନେହରୁ ବିଜୁ ପ ନାୟକ ୁ ଧାନମ ୀକଂର ତିନିଧି

ହିସାବେର ଆେମରିକା ପଠାଇଥିେଲ ଯୁ ପାଇଁ ସାମରିକ
ସହେଯାଗର ବ ବ ା ପାଇଁ । େସଥିେର ସଫଳ ହାସଲ କରି
େଫରିଥିେଲ ବିଜୁ ପ ନାୟକ । ସାହସୀ ବିଜୁ ପ ନାୟକ
ଓଡିଶାର କଳା ଓ ସଂ ତିୃର ମଧ ଆଦର କରୁଥିେଲ। ଛା ଓ
ଚ ୁ , ଜଗ ାଥ ସଂ ତିୃ , ସାହିତ ତଥା ଓଡିଶାର ସଂ ତିୃ ଓ
ପରଂପରାର ବିଭି କାଯ ମେର ସଦା ସବଦା େସ ତ ର
ଥିେଲ। ଶି ପତି ହିସାବେର ଯୁବପୀଢ଼ି ୁ ବିଭି ଶି ାପନା
ପାଇଁ ଉ ାହ େଦଉଥିେଲ । ୧୯୯୦ -୧୯୯୫ ମୁଖ ମ ୀ
ଥିବା ସମୟେର େସୗ ଯ ଭରା “ ଚିଲିକା “ କୁ ବିେଦଶେର
ଦ ନଦୀ ସବୁର େଯପରି ଉ ତି କରାଯାଏ େସପରି କିଛି
କରିବାର ୟାସ କରିଥୀେଲ । େକେତକ କାରଣରୁ ତାହା
ବ ମାନ ସୁ ା ପରିପୂ େହାଇ ପାରି ନାହ । ଏହି ସବୁ ୟାସ
ଓ ବ ିଗତ ନି ାରୁ ଆେମ ହୃଦୟ ମ କରିବା ଉଚିତ
େଯ, େସ େକେତ ଦୂରଦଶୀ ଥିେଲ । େସହି ଦୂରଦଶତା ଓ
ଆଦଶ ଆମ ପାଇଁ େ ରଣର ଉ େହାଇ ରହିଛି ଓ ରହିଥିବ ।

ସୁଦୂର ଆେମରିକାେର ଆଜି ଓଡିଶା େସାସାଇଟି ଅ
ଆେମରିକା ଗଠନ କରା ଯାଇଛି । ଓଡିଶାର ସଂ ତିୃକୁ ସଂହତି
ଜରିଆେର ଉପ ାପନା କରାଯାଉଛି । ଆେମରିକାେର ଜନିତ
ଆଗାମୀ ପୀଢ଼ି ବିେଦଶେର ରହି ଓଡିଆ ସଂ ତିୃ ଜାଣିେବ ଓ
ଓଡିଶା ପାଇଁ କିଛି ଉ ତି କାଯ ମେର ମନ ବଳାଇେବ ।
ଏଇ ଅବସରେର “ଓଡିଶା େସାସାଇଟି ଅଫ ଆେମରିକା ”;
ତାହାର ୫୦ ବଷ େଗାଲେଡନ ଜୁବୁଲି, ଜୁଲାଇ ୪ରୁ ୭
ତାରିଖ ଯାଏଁ ପାଳନ କରୁଛି।

ବେ ଉ ଳ ଜନନୀ
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ହ ା ର ଖାତାେର େ ମ
ତିଭା ରାୟ

ପିେଲ ବି ାସ କର ି ନାହ -
ି ୟ ତ ଅେ ନିଭା ଅନୁଭୂତିକୁ ପରୀ କାହାଣୀ ଭଳି
ଉପେଭାଗ କର ି ପଛେକ ସତ ମଣ ି ନାହ । ପିଲାମାନ ର
େଦାଷ ବି ନାହ । କାରଣ ିୟ ତ ପିଲାଦିନ ଓ ତା ପିଲା
ପିଲାଦିନ ଭିତେର ଆକାଶପାତାଳ ଫର । ି ୟ ତ ର
ମେନହୁଏ େଯ ତା ବାପା ଓ ତା ଭିତେର େଗାଟାଏ ପିଢ଼ିର
ଫା ୍ ଥିଲା । କି ୁ ପିେଲ ଓ ତା ଭିତେର େଯମିତି ପା
ପିଢ଼ିର ଫା ୍ ! ି ୟ ତ ଆେମରିକାର ଏକ ବଡ଼ ଆଇଟି
କ ାନୀର ଭାଇ େ ସିେଡ ୍ । ତା ପିଲାମାେନ ସମେ
ଜନଗତ ଭାେବ ଆେମରିକାର ନାଗରିକ । େତଣୁ େସମାେନ
ଆେମରିକା । ି ୟ ତ ଏେତ ବଷ ଆେମରିକାେର ରହିବା
ପେର ବି େସହି ଓଡ଼ିଆ େହାଇ ରହିଛ ି, କାରଣ ତା ର ମୂଳ
ରହିଛି ନିଜ େଦଶେର, ନିଜ ଗଁା ମାଟିେର । ଡାଳ ଲ ି ଆସିଛି
ବିେଦଶକୁ । େସ ବିେଦଶେର ଫୁଲଫଳେର ମ ି େହାଇ ନିେଜ
ସମୃ େହାଇଛ ି ଏବଂ ବିେଦଶକୁ ସମୃ କରିଛ ି । େଦଶ
ତା’ ଦୁଃଖ େନଇ େଯମିତି ଥିଲା େସମିତି ଅଛି େବାଲି ତା ର
େବେଳେବେଳ ହୃଦୟେର ଅବ େବଦନା ଜାତ ହୁଏ । କାହାକୁ
କହିେବ? ତା ବୟସର ସବୁ ବିେଦଶୀ ର ଏକା ଦୁଃଖ । କି ୁ
େଦଶକୁ େଫରିେଲ େସ ବଡ଼ ସୁଖୀ ଓ ସମୃ ଦିଶ ି । ତା ର
ଚି ାପରିଚିତ ସା ସାଥୀ ଆଦର ଅଭ ଥନାେର ଊଣା ନକେଲ
ବି େସଥିପାଇଁ ତା ୁ ଭିତେର ଭିତେର ଈଷା କର ି ।

କାଲି ଭଳି ଅତୀତର ସବୁ କଥା ମେନପେଡ଼ - ‘କାଲି’ଟା ଯଦି
ବୁେମରାଂ ଭଳି େଫରିଆସୁଥା ା ି ୟ ତ ଦୁଃଖୀ ହୁଅେ କି
ସୁଖୀ ହୁଅେ ବୁଝିପାର ି ନାହ । ଦୁଃଖସୁଖର ଏହି ଅଛି ା
ଗଣିତ ଭିତେର େସ ବୟ େହାଇଗେଲଣି । କି ୁ ପିଲାଦିନ
କଥା ତା ର ଆେଦୗ ବି ରଣ େହାଇନାହ । କାରଣ ପିଲାଦିନର
ୃତି େକେବ ବୟ ହୁଏନାହ ।

ପିଲା କା ଉଠା ପରୀ ା ପେର ନୂଆବହି କିଣିବା ପାଇଁ ପୂବ
େ ଣୀେର ପଢ଼ିସାରିଥିବା ପୁରୁଣା ବହି ଓ େଲଖିସାରିଥିବା
ପୁରୁଣା ଖାତାକୁ ବି ି କରିବାକୁ େହଉଥିଲା ିୟ ତ ବାପା
ରମାନାଥ ୁ । ପୃଥିବୀର ସମୃ ତମ ଆେମରିକାର େବୖ ାନିକ
ିୟ ତ ପିଲାମାେନ େକମିତି ବା ବି ାସ କରେ ଏକଥା!
ି ୟ ତ ଭାଇଭଉଣୀ ମିଶି ସମୁଦାୟ ଏଗାର,
ଏକାେବେଳେକ ସମ ର ବାଷକ ପରୀ ା, ପରୀ ାଫଳ
ବାହାରିବା େବଳକୁ ସମେ ପା । ଅଥା ସବୁପିଲା ର
ନୂଆବହି, ନୂଆ ଖାତାପ ଆବଶ କ ପେଡ଼ । ଅବଶ

ବଡ଼ମାନ ପୁରୁଣା ବହି ସାନ ଭାଇଭଉଣୀ ପଢ଼ିପାରିଥାେ ।
କି ୁ େରଳଡବା ଭଳି ଏଗାର ପିଲା େ ଣୀଗୁଡ଼ାକ ତା’ ପଛକୁ
ପଛ ଲାଗି ନଥାଏ । ମଝିେର ଦି’ବଷ, ତିନିବଷ େ ଣୀର ଫା ୍
ସା କୁ ବହିର ପାଠ ବଦଳିଯାଇଥାଏ, ନଇେଲ ଚିରିଯାଇଥାଏ
ତଳୁ ଉପରୁ େକେତ ପୃ ା । ବିକିେଦେଲ ବରଂ େଗାଟାଏ ଦୃ ି ରୁ
ଭଲ । ଭାଇଭଉଣୀ ବହି େହଉ ପଛେକ ପୁରୁଣା ବହିେର
ନୂଆ ାନ େଖାଜିବା େବେଳ ପିଲା ର ମନ ଟିେକ ଊଣା ହୁଏ ।
ନୂଆବହିେର ତିବଷ ମଲାଟ ମଡ଼ାଇବା େବେଳ ପିଲା
ମୁହଁେର ାନଲାଭର ଆ ହ ଝଲମଲ େହଉଥିବାର େଦଖିେଲ
େକାଉ ବାପର ବା ଛାତି କୁେ େମାଟ େହାଇନଯାଏ? ରମାକା
ବାବୁ ସହରେର ସାନ ଚାକିରି ଖେ କରି ଭଲେର ଚଳୁଥିେଲ
େବାଲି ବାହାରକୁ ଦିଶୁଥିେଲ ବି ଭିତରକଥା େକବଳ ାମୀ ୀ
ଜାଣୁଥିେଲ, େଭାଗୁଥିେଲ । ପାଖେର ଥିେଲ ବାପା, େବାଉ,
େଜେଜମା’ । ଭାଗ କୁ ଗୁହାଳେର ଗାଈ, େ ତେର ବଷକ ପାଇଁ
ଧାନ, ମୁଗ, ବିରି, ବାଡ଼ି େପାଖରୀେର ବାଳିଆ, େସଉଳ, କଉ,
ମହୁରାଳି, େଚ , େକରା ି । ଘର ପଛପଟ ଅରାଏ ବଗିଚାେର
ପନିପରିବା, ନଡ଼ିଆଗଛ, ବାଉଁଶବୁଦା ଥିଲା େବାଲି ଏେଡ଼ବଡ଼
ପରିବାର ପାଇଁ ଖାଇବା କ େସେତ ନଥିଲା ସିନା ପି ିବା କ
ତ ଥିଲା । କି ୁ ଭଲ ମ ଖାଇବାକୁ ପିେଲ ମନକେଲ ଗହମ
େଗାଟି ଗଣିତା । େକେତ ବା ଦରମା ଥିଲା େସକାେଳ? ଗାଈ
େଗାରୁ ବିଲ ବାଡ଼ି ବି କିଛି କ ଖ ା କରା ି ନାହ । ତିବଷ
ପିଲା ନୂଆବହିେର ମଲାଟ ମଡ଼ାଇବା ପରି ବାପ ଅଜା
ଅମଳର ପୁରୁଣା ଘରର ମାଟିକା ଉପେର ନଡ଼ା ଛପର ନକେଲ
ନଚେଳ । ବହିେର ପୁରୁଣା ଖବରକାଗଜ ମେଡ଼ଇେଦେଲ କାମ
ଚଳୁଥିଲା । ମା ପୁରୁଣା ନଡ଼ାେର ଘର ଛାଉଣୀ କରିେଦେଲ
କାମ ଚଳୁ ନଥିଲା । େତଣୁ ଅନ ଖ ର ଲମା ତାଲିକାକୁ
ସ ାଳିବା ପାଇଁ ଦରମାର ପଣତକାନି େସେତ ଲମା ନଥିଲା ।
ପିଲା େପଟ ଓ ପାଠ ବଷକୁ ବଷ େଯେତ ବେଢ଼ ବାପା
ଦରମା େସହି ଅନୁପାତେର ବେଢ଼ ନାହ । ଅଭାବର
ମହୁେଫଣାଟା ଭ ାରୁଜା କରି ଚଳିେଲ େଦହକୁ ବିେ , ମନକୁ ବି
ବିେ ।

ପବପବାଣିେର ପିଲା ପାଇଁ ନୂଆ େପାଷାକ େହଉ କି ନେହଉ
ସର ତୀ ପୂଜା, ଗେଣଶ ପୂଜାକୁ ପିଲା ର ନୂଆ ସାଟ, ନୂଆ

ନକେଲ ନଚେଳ । ି ୟ ତ େ ଣୀର ଜେଣ ଗରିବ
ଛା ୀ ସର ତୀ ପୂଜାେର ନୂଆ େହାଇନଥିବାରୁ ଆ ହତ ା
କରିେଦବା ପେର ବି ଏଗାର ଜଣ ପାଇଁ ଏକାସେ ନୂଆ
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େପାଷାକ କରିବା ସବୁ ବଷ ସ ବ େହଉ ନଥିଲା! କି ୁ େସଇ
ଘଟଣା ପେର ିୟ ତ େବାଉ ବାପା ୁ ବିନତି କରିଥିେଲ -
“ଘରର ସବୁ ପବପବାଣି ପଛେକ ବ କରିଦିଅ, ପିଲା ୁ
ପବ ବ କରନାହ । ସବୁ ପିଲା ନୂଆ ପି ି ଲୁକୁ ଆସିେବ,
ଆମ ପିଲା ୁ େକମିତି ଲାଗିବ? େଦଖିଲ ତ ଗରିବ ଝିଅଟି
ବିଚାରୀ ସହିପାରିଲା ନାହ ଏ ଅପମାନ - ଜୀବନ ହାରିେଦଲା
ଖେ ପାଇଁ? େହ ଭଗବାନ!” େବାଉ କା ି ପକାଇଥିଲା
େସଦିନ ପର ଝିଅଟି ପାଇଁ । ଆଦଶବାଦୀ ବାପା େସଦିନ
ସବୁପିଲା ୁ ପାଖକୁ ଡାକି ଧାଡ଼ିକରି ବସାଇ େଦଇଥିେଲ ।
କହିଥିେଲ - “ତୁମମାନ ପାଇଁ ସବୁଠାରୁ ମୂଲ ବାନ କ’ଣ?”
ଆଉ କିଏ କ’ଣ ଉ ର େଦଇଥିଲା ି ୟ ତ ର ମେନନାହ,
କି ୁ ବାପା ର ଶ ଓ େସଦିନ ଚତୁଥ େ ଣୀର ଛା ିୟ ତ
ନିେଜ େଦଇଥିବା ଉ ର ତା ର ମେନ ରହିଛି । ି ୟ ତ
ସହସା ଉ ର େଦଇଥିେଲ - ‘ପାଠ’ ।

ବାପା ଶ - ‘ପାଠ’ ପାଇଁ କ’ଣ ସବୁ ଜରୁରୀ ଆବଶ କ?
ଗେଣଶ ପୂଜା, ସର ତୀ ପୂଜାେର ନୂଆ େପାଷାକ ନା ନିଜର
ନୂଆ ବହି, ପାଠ ପାଇଁ ପରି ମ ଓ ନିଜର ଜୀବନ?”

“ସବୁଠୁ େବଶି ଆବଶ କ ନିଜ ଜୀବନ । ବ ିରହିେଲ ସିନା
ପାଠ ପଢ଼ିବ?” ଚ କରି କହିଥିେଲ ିୟ ତ ।

ବାପା ଆନ େର େବାଉ ୁ ଆ ସେ ାଷଭରା ଦୃ ି େର ·ହ
କହିଥିେଲ - “ଶୁଣିଲ ଆମ ପୁଅର ଉ ର? ଆମର ସବୁ
ପିଲା ର ଏଇ ଉ ର ।”

ପୁଣି ଶ କରିଥିେଲ - “ଗରିବ େହବା କ’ଣ ଲ ା ଓ
ଅପମାନର କଥା? ନା ଗରିବ ତ ି ଚିପି, ସରକାରୀ ଅଥ
ଆ ସା କରିବା, େଲାକ ୁ ଠକି, େଚାରିଚପଟ କରି ଧନୀ
େହବା ଲ ା ଓ ଅପମାନର କଥା?”

ସମେ ଏକ ରେର କହିଥିେଲ - “ଗରିବ େହବା ଅପମାନର
କଥା ନୁେହଁ - ଖରାପ କାମ ାରା ଧନୀ େହବା ଅପମାନର
କଥା।”

“େତେବ ଗରିବ େହାଇଥିବା େଯାଗୁଁ ସର ତୀ ପୂଜାେର ନୂଆ
ପି ି ନପାରିବା ଅପମାନର କଥା କି?” ବାପା ଶ ।

“ନା - ନା” ସମେବତ ଉ ର ।
“ଝିଅଟା ଆ ହତ ା କରିେଦବା ଠି ନା ଭୁ ?”
“ଭୁ - ଭୁ ”

ବାପା ଖୁସିେର ଗ ଗ େହାଇ କହିଥିେଲ - “ଆମ ପିେଲ େସ
େବାକୀ ଝିଅଟି ପରି ଏପରି ମୂଖ ନୁହ ି । ମନେଦଇ ପାଠ

ପଢ଼ିେଲ େସମାେନ ବି ଉଚି  ମାଗେର ଧନୀ େହାଇପାରିେବ ।
ଗରିବ ୁ ସାହାଯ କରିପାରିେବ । େକବଳ ନିଜର ନୁେହ,ଁ
େଦଶର ଧନ, ମାନ ବଢ଼ାଇପାରିେବ । ନୂଆ ଜାମା ଖେ େହଲା
ନାହ େବାଲି ଜୀବନ ହାରିେଦଇ କାହାର ତି କଲା - ନିଜର
ତ!”

“ହଁ ହଁ ନିଜର ତି କଲା” ପିେଲ ଉ ର େଦଇଥିେଲ ।

ବାପା ସବୁେବେଳ ଜଟିଳ କଥାକୁ ସରଳ ଭାବେର ପିଲା ୁ
ବୁଝାଇେଦଉଥିେଲ, ଯାହା କ ା ସିଲଟର ଗାର ଭଳି ଅଲିଭା
ଅ ରେର େଲଖାେହାଇ ରହୁଥିଲା । ମା େବାଉ ସରଳ କଥାକୁ
ଜଟିଳ ଗଣିତ କରି ପିଲାମାନ ଆଗତ ଭବିଷ ତକୁ େନଇ
ଅଛି ା ଆଶ ାେର ନିେଜ େକବଳ ଦୁ ି ା େଭାଗୁନଥିଲା
ବାପା ୁ ବାଧ କରି େସଥିେର ଭାଗୀଦାର କରୁଥିଲା । ମା
ଦୂର ାନେର ଚାକିରି କରିଥିବାରୁ ସବୁ ଚି ାଦକ େବାଉ କାନିେର
ବା ିେଦଇ ବାପା ନି ି େର ଚାକିରି ତୁଲାଉଥିେଲ ଓ ଜାଣିଥିେଲ
େଯ ତା ପିଲା ସରଳା େବାଉର ପାଠ ମା ‘ଅ’ରୁ ‘ ’
ପୟ େହାଇଥିେଲ ବି େବାଉ ପିଲାମାନ ପାଠପଢ଼ା ତି
ଧ ାନ ରଖିବା ସହ ସାରା ଅଭାବୀ ପରିବାରର ଭାର ସ ାଳି
ନବ। େବାଉ କି ୁ ଛଅ ପୁଅ ପାଇଁ ସର ତୀ ପୂଜାେର ଖେ
େଲଖାଏଁ ହାତକଟା ଗ ି ଓ ପା ଝିଅ ପାଇଁ ପା ର ର
ପା ମିଟର ଛ’ଅଣା ଦି’ପଇସିଆ ରିବନ କିଣି େଦଉଥିଲା ।
ନାହ ମାମୁଠାରୁ କଣାମାମୁ ଭଲ । େସତିକିେର ତା ପିଲା
ରି କଟିଯିବ େବାଲି ଗେଣଶ, ସର ତୀ ଉପେର ସଂପୂ
ଭରସା ଥିଲା । କି ୁ ି ୟ ତ ତଳଭାଇ ତିନିଜଣ ୁ   େର
ପୂଜା େହବା େବେଳ େହାମଧୂଆଁେର ଗରମ େହଉଛି କହି ସଫା
େହାଇଥିବା ପୁରୁଣା ସାଟକୁ େଖାଲି ବ ା  େର ରଖିଦିଅ ି ଓ
ଖାଲି ଗ ି ପି ି ବୁଲ ି, ଖା ସାଥୀପିଲା ୁ େଦଖାଇବା ପାଇଁ
େଯ େସମାେନ ବି ନୂଆ ପି ିଛ ି । କାରଣ େସତିକି ମଧ
େକେତ ପିଲା ଭାଗ େର ନଥାଏ େସହି ଗରିବ ଗଁାେର ।

େକଜାଣି େବାଉ ୁ ମାଡ଼ିଥିଲା କି ନା ବାପା ୁ ଜଣାଥିବ,
ପିଲା ୁ ଜଣାନଥିଲା । େସେତେବେଳ ଗଁାେର େବାଉମାେନ
ଅଫି  କୁ ଯାଉନଥିେଲ । ଏନିଓ କାମେର ଘରୁ ବାହାରି
ଯାଉନଥିେଲ । ରାଜନୀତି ଦଳେର ମିଶି ରାଜରା ାେର ଦ ା
କରୁନଥିେଲ । େସେତେବେଳ େବାଉମାେନ ରାତି ପାହିେଲ
େରାେଷଇ ଘରକୁ ଯାଉଥିେଲ । ବାପାମାେନ କାମକୁ
ଯାଉଥିେଲ, ପିଲାମାେନ ୁ   କୁ ଯାଉଥିେଲ । େବାଉ
ପିଲାମାନ ହାତେର ବହି ନେଦଖିେଲ ବାସ ମହ ମହ ହଳଦିଆ
ଚ ାଫୁଲରୁ ଟାଣୁଆ ପାଖୁଡ଼ାର ନାଲି କାଠଚ ା
ପାଲଟିଯାଉଥିଲା। କି ୁ େବାଉ ହାତେର ପିେଲ େକେବ ବହି
ଖେ େଦଖିନଥିେଲ । େସମାନ ଧାରଣା ଥିଲା େଯ
େବାଉମାେନ ପାଠବହି ପଢ଼ ି ନାହ । ଖାଲି ରାମାୟଣ,
ଭାଗବତ ପଢ଼ ି ଯଦି ଦି’ଅ ର ପାଠ ପଢ଼ିଥା ି । ତା
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େବାଉର େସତିକି ବି ନଥାଏ । ଘର ସଜାଡ଼ିବା ପଛକୁ ପକାଇ
ପିଲାମାନ ବହିବ ାନି ସଜାଡ଼ିବାେର େବାଉକୁ ଅଧିକ ସୁଖ
ମିଳୁଥିଲା େବାଲି େବାଉର ଦରହସିଲା ମୁହରୁଁ
ଜଣାପଡ଼ିଯାଉଥିଲା। ପିଲାମାନ ହ ା ର ଖାତାକୁ େବାଉ
ନିେରଖି େଦଖୁଥିଲା ଓ େକବଳ େସହି ଖାତାର ମୂଲ ାୟନ
େବାଉ କରିପାରୁଥିଲା । ଗଣିତ, ସାହିତ , ଇଂରାଜୀ, ହି ୀ,
ରଚନା ଖାତା ଇତ ାଦି େବାଉ ବାରି ପାରୁନଥିଲା । ମା
ହ ା ର ଖାତା ଚି ିପାରୁଥିଲା ଓ କାହାର ଅ ର ସରସା ଓ
କାହାର ନିରସା େସ ବିଚାର କରିପାରୁଥିଲା । ଯାହାର ଅ ର
ନିରସା ତାକୁ ଆକଟ କରୁଥିଲା । ସବଦା କହୁଥିଲା - “ଗଁା
ପରିମଳ େଧାବା ତୁଠରୁ । ପାଠର ମାନମହତ ହ ା ର
ଖାତାରୁ। େଦଖୁନ ତୁମ ବାପା ଅ ର, େକମିତି ମାଛମ ି ଭଳି
େଗା ! ତମ ପିଲାମାନ ର ଅ ର ଜଣକର ବି ବାପା ଅ ର
ଭଳି େହଲାନାହ । େତେବ େଚ ା କେଲ େହବ । ଜେଣ
େହେଲ ବାପାର ନାଁ ରଖ ।” େବାଉ ଏ  ରୁ ଶେହ ପୟ
ସଂଖ ା ପଢ଼ିପାରୁଥିଲା । େତଣୁ ତାରିଖ ବି ପଢ଼ିପାରୁଥିଲା ।
େକହି ଯଦି ମଝିେର ଦିେନ ଦି’ଦିନ ହ ା ର ଖାତାେର ଗଫଲତି
କରିଥାଏ େତେବ େବାଉ େଯଉଁଦିନ ହ ା ର ଖାତା ଯା କେର
ପିଲାମାେନ ହାେତହାେତ ଧରାପଡ଼ ି ଓ େବାଉର ନାଲି ଆଖି
େଦଖିବାକୁ ପେଡ଼ । ଏକାଥରେକ ତିନିଚାରି ପୃ ା ହ ା ର
େଲଖିବାକୁ ପେଡ଼ । ି ୟ ତ ଗଁାର ଆଉସବୁ େବାଉମାେନ
ପିଲାଏ ଭଲ ପଢ଼ ୁ େବାଲି ଚାହେଲ ବି ପିଲା ପାଠପଢ଼ା
ଉପେର ସତକ ଦୃ ି ରଖିବା ପାଇଁ େବଳ ପାଆ ି ନାହ ।
ପିଲାମାେନ ବି େସକାଳେର େବାଉମାନ ୁ ଭୁଆଁ ବୁଲାଇବାେର
ଓ ାଦ ଥିେଲ । େତଣୁ ିୟ ତ ଭାଇଭଉଣୀମାେନ ସମେ
େ ଣୀେର ଆଗୁଆ ଥିେଲ । ି ୟ ତ େବାଉ ପିଲା ପାଠ
ତି ଧ ାନ ରଖିଥିବାରୁ ଏଗାର ଭାଇଭଉଣୀ ସମେ ଏକୁ

ଆେରକ ବଳି ଉପାଜନ ମ େହେଲ । ଏେବ ରାଜ ବାହାେର,
େଦଶ ବାହାେର ତି ିତ େହାଇ ସୁଖେର ଅଛ ି । େକବଳ
େବାଉର ସାଧନା ପାଇଁ ହ େସେତେବେଳ ରମାକା ବାବୁ
ଏଗାର ପୁଅଝିଅ ଅ ର ୁ   େର ବାରି େହାଇପଡ଼ୁଥିଲା ।
ପରୀ ା ଖାତା େଦଖିେଲ ହ ମାେ ଜାଣିପାରୁଥିେଲ େଯ ଏଇଟା
ରମାକା ବାବୁ ର େକାଉ େଗାଟିଏ ପିଲାର ନି ୟ ।

ଏେବ ିୟ ତ ବାପା େହବା ପେର ନିଜ ପିଲାମାେନ ପାଠ
ପାଖେର ମନଧ ାନ େଦଇ ବସିବା େଦଖିେଲ ଖୁସି ହୁଅ ି ।
ଏକା େସ ନୁହ ି, ସବୁ ବାପାମାେନ ଏହା ହ ଚାହା ି । ମା
ନିେଜ ପିଲାଥିଲା େବେଳ େକାଉ ପିଲା ବା ପାଠେର ବକଧ ାନ
େଦଇ ବସିବା ପାଇଁ ସୁଖ ପାଏ! େଯଉଁ ପିଲାମାେନ ବାଧ େର
ପଡ଼ି ପାଠେର ମନେଯାଗୀ େହାଇଥା ି େସହିମାେନ ହ
ଭବିଷ ତେର ସୁଖେର ରହ ି । ତା’ର ମାଣ ିୟ ତ
ଭାଇଭଉଣୀମାେନ । ି ୟ ତ ସାନଭଉଣୀଟା ତୁ ା ଗଧିଟାଏ
ଥିଲା । କି ୁ େବାଉର ନାଲିଆଖିକୁ ଡରି ପାଠ େଘାଷି େଘାଷି
ଆଜି ନାମକରା ଡା ରାଣୀ ।

ନିଉୟକ ସହରେର ନିଜ ବିରାଟ ବ ଳାର ଶ ପଢ଼ାଘେର
ବସି ଲା  ଟ  ର ଟ  ି  େର ଟିପ ଛୁଆଁଇେଦଇ କାମ କରିବା
େବେଳ ିୟ ତ ର ତିଦିନ େବାଉ ଭାରି ମେନପେଡ଼ । ତା
ଅ ର ତା ପୁଅଝିଅ ଓ ନାତିନାତୁଣୀ ଅ ରଠାରୁ ଭଲ ଓ
ତାହା େକବଳ ସ ବ େହାଇଛି ତା ନିର ରା େବାଉର
ସ ାନ ତି ଯ ଶୀଳତା େଯାଗୁଁ େବାଲି କହିବାର ଯୁ ି େସ
େଖାଜି ପାଆ ି ନାହ । କାରଣ ତା ଘେର ଏଠି ସମ
ହାତେର ଟ  ି   ର ଟିପଛୁଆଁ ଅ ର - ଏକାପରି ନିେଟାଳ,
ସୁ ର, । େକାଉ ପିଲାର ଅ ର ବାରି େହବନି ।
ି ୟ ତ ର ଚାରିବଷର ସବାସାନ ନାତି ‘ଆଲାମ’ ଆଲାେବ
େଲଖି ଶିଖିନାହ, ଅଥଚ ଟାେବ , ଆଇପ ା  େର ଆଲାେବ
ଚି ି ଚି ି ପଢ଼ିଦିଏ - ‘ଏ’ ଫ ଆପ , ‘ବି’ ଫ ---- ।
ଆହୁରି ଅେନକ ଶ େକବଳ ପଢ଼ିପାେରନି, ଅ ରେର ଟିପ
ମାରି ମାରି େଲଖିଦିଏ ବି । ନିଜର ନାମ ବି େଲଖିଦିଏ । ଅବଶ
ତା’ ନଁାଟି ି ୟ ତ ରଖିଛ ି ଆେଲାକ । କି ୁ ପିଲାଦିେନ ରାତି
ନପାହୁଣୁ େସ ରଡ଼ିଛାଡ଼ି ସମ ନିଦ ଭା ି ଦିଏ େବାଲି ତାକୁ
ତା’ ବଡ଼ଭାଇ ନାଁଟା ବଦଳାଇ ‘ଆଲାମ’ କରିେଦଲା । ୁ   େର
ମଧ ତା’ ନାମଟି ଅନନ ଏବଂ ସମ ର ିୟ ।

ଖଡ଼ି େପନି ଧରି ଶିଖିନଥିବା ନାତିେଟାକା ଆଲାମ ଟ
ି  େର ଚମ ାର ଚି ବି ଆ ି ଦିଏ । େବେଳେବେଳ ିୟ ତ
ଚି ାେର ପଡ଼ିଯାଆ ି । ଭାବ ି - କ’ଣ ଲାଭ େହଲା ତା
ଅମଳର ପିଲାମାନ ଆ ୁ ଠିକୁ ପିଟି ପିଟି ଯ କରି ହ ା ର
େଲଖାଉଥିବାର ଫଳ? ଏେବ ତ ପୃଥିବୀଯାକର ମାତୃଭାଷାର
ଅ ର ସବୁ ଉେଭଇଯିବ । େଯଉଁଠି ବା କଁା ଭଁା ରହିବ
ହ ା ରେର ନୁେହଁ, ଟ ି  େର ଟିପ ମାରିେଲ ସ େବଳର
ଜ ିଫୁଲ ପରି େତାରା େହାଇ ଫୁଟିଉଠିବ ଆଉ ନିମିଷେକ ବି
ଉେଭଇଯିବ । ି ୟ ତ ପିଲାମାେନ େକହି ହ ା ର
େଲଖିନାହା ି । ହ ା ର େଲଖିବାର ଅଥ ଏେବକୁ ଅନାବଶ କ
ଓ ସମୟ ନ । େସମାନ ଜୀବନେର ଅଭାବର ବି ଅନୁଭବ
ନାହ । େସମାନ ୁ ଆକଟ କରିବା ବି ନିେଷଧ । ଘେର
ବିଶୃ ଳ ପିଲାମାନ ୁ ଦ େଦବା ତ ପିତାମାତା ପାଇଁ
ଦ ନୀୟ । େତଣୁ ିୟ ତ ପିଲାମାେନ ତା ବାପା
ବାଲ କାଳର ଅେ ନିଭା କଥାକୁ ସତ ମଣ ି ନାହ । ମନଗଢ଼ା
କାହାଣୀ ମେନକର ି । ି ୟ ତ ଏମିତି ବି ବଡ଼ ହସଖୁସି
ମିଜାଜର ବ ି । େବଜାଏ ହସ ି, ହସା ି, କହ ି, କୁହା ି ।

କି ୁ ି ୟ ତ ଜୀବନର େସହି େଗାଟିଏ େକାମଳ, କରୁଣ
ଅନୁଭୂତିକୁ କାହାରି ପାଖେର େସ କହିନାହା ି । କାରଣ େସ
କଥା ଏକାଳର ପିଲା ୁ ବୁଝାଇ ହୁଏନି େଯ େସକାଳର
ବାପାେବାଉମାେନ କ’ଣ ଥିେଲ । ଅଭାବ ଭିତେର େକେତ ଭାବ
ଥିଲା େସମାନ ଜୀବନେର । ଡଲା  ର କାେପ ଉପେର
ଚାଲୁଥିବା ତା ପିଲାମାେନ େକେବେହେଲ ବି ାସ
କରିପାରିେଲ ନାହ େଯ ିୟ ତ ଇ ି ନିୟରିଂ ପଢ଼ିବା ପାଇଁ
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ହେ  କୁ ଯିବାେବେଳ ମାସକର ହାତଖ ପାଇଁ ବାପା
ପାଖେର ପଇସା ନଥିବାରୁ ଖଟତେଳ ବ ା େହାଇ ପଡ଼ିଥିବା
େସମାନ ୁ କେଲଜର ବଳକା ପୁରୁଣା ଖାତାପ ବି ି
କରିବାକୁ େହାଇଥିଲା । ି ୟ ତ ଖାତାପ ଉପରୁ ଧୂଳି
ଝଡ଼ାଝଡ଼ି କରୁଥିେଲ । ଅବଶ େସେତେବଳକୁ ଯଦି େବାଉ
ବ ିଥାଆ ା େସ ସବାସାନ େଗ ାପୁଅ ିୟ ତର ହାତେର
ଧୂଳିମଳି ଲଗାଇବାକୁ େଦଇନଥା ା । ନି ିପର କରି ନିଜ
ପଣତକାନିେର ଝାଡ଼ିେଦଇଥା ା େଗାଟି େଗାଟି କରି ପିଲା
ଖାତା ଉପରୁ ଧୂଳି । ପିଲା ମୁହଁେର େତଲ, ହଳଦୀ ମାଖିବା
ପରି େକାମଳକରି ଆଉଁଶି େଦଉଥା ା େକେତ କ କରି ତା
େଗଲବସର ପିଲାମାେନ ବେସଇ ବେସଇ ସୁ ରକରି
େଲଖିଥିବା ଅ ରମାନ ୁ । ଅଭିେଯାଗଭରା ରେର ଗଳା ଚାପି
ଚାପି ବାପା ୁ ଶୁଣାଇ ଶୁଣାଇ କହିଥା ା - “ଅଭାବ େଯାଗୁଁ
ସିନା, ନଇେଲ େମା ପିେଲ ଏେତ କ କରି ଗାଳିମାଡ଼ ଖାଇ
େଲଖିଥିବା ପାଠଗୁଡ଼ା କାଗଜ େଠାଲା େହବା ପାଇଁ କ’ଣ ବି ି
େହାଇଥା ା!”

ବାପା ମୁକ ହସି ଉ ର େଦଇଥାେ - “ପାଠଗୁଡ଼ା ସବୁ ତମ
ପିେଲ ପିଇଯାଇ କିଏ ଡା ରୀ, କିଏ ଇ ି ନିୟରିଂ, ଓକିଲାତି ଓ
କିଏ େଫସରୀ ପଢ଼ୁଛ ି । ଆମ ଖାଇସାରିବା ପେର ପାଠର
େଚାପାଗୁଡ଼ାକ ବି ି ନକରି କ’ଣ ଘରଟାକୁ ମା  େଗାଦା  
କରିଥା ?”

ପିଲାମାେନ ଉ ଶି ା ପାଇ ତି ିତ େହେବ ଆଉ େବାଉର
ଋଣ ଶୁଝିେବ ଏକଥା େବାଉମାେନ ାୟ ଆଶା କର ି ନାହ ।
େମାଟ ଉପେର େବାଉମାନ ର ପିଲାମାନ ଉପେର
ଋଣେବାଝ େବାଲି କିଛି ନଥାଏ । କାରଣ େବାଉମାେନ
ବା ଲ କୁ ପୁ ି ଲଗାଣ କର ି ନାହ । ପିେଲ ଭଲେର ରହିେଲ
ସବୁ କ ଭୁଲି େହାଇଯାଏ, ଠି େଯମିତି ପିଲା ସବ ସମୟର
ଶୂଳ କ ପିଲାର ଦିବ କୁଆଁ ରାବ ଶୁଣିେଲ ଉେଭଇଯାଏ ।
ି ୟ ତ େବାଉ ସବଦା କହୁଥିେଲ - “ତୁେମ ସବୁ ଭଲେର
ରହିେଲ ବାପାେବାଉ ଋଣ ଶୁଝିଯିବ । ଆମର ତୁମ ଉପେର
ଋଣ ଅଛି େବାଲି ଭାବନା ମନେର ଆଣିବ ନାହ । ବୟସ
େହେଲ ଆମ ପିଠି ଆଉ େପଟ େଯତିକି େଲାଡ଼ିବ େସତିକି ତମ
ବାପା େପ  ସ  ଟ ା ଆଉ ଜମିବାଡ଼ିରୁ ମିଳିଯିବା ଆମ ପାଇଁ
େଢ । ପିଲା େରାଜଗାର େଭାଗ କରିବାକୁ େକେତ ବା
ଆୟୁଷ ବାକିଥାଏ େଯ ବାପାମା’ ର? ଈ ର ଗଣିତ ହିସାବ
ବଡ଼ ଚମ ାର । ବୁଢ଼ାବୁଢ଼ୀମାେନ ଯଦି ଚିରକାଳ ବ େ
େତେବ ପିଲାମାେନ କି ନାରଖାର ହୁଅେ େସକଥା ତୁେମ ସବୁ
ଭାବିପାରିବ ନାହ । େତଣୁ େସଥିପାଇଁ େମାର କିଛି ଚି ା ନାହ ।
ବସିଥିବି ଟଳିପଡ଼ିବି ଏତିକି ସବୁଦିନ ଠାକୁର ୁ ାଥନା କେର ।
ଥେର ଶୂଳ ଖାଇଥିଲି େବାଲି ଜୀବନସାରା ପିଲା ୁ େଭାେଗଇବି
େସକଥା େଯପରି େମା ଭାଗ େର େଲଖା ନଥାଉ! ତୁମ ପିେଲ
ତୁମ ଭଳି େକେତକଥାରୁ ବ ିତ ନହୁଅ ୁ େବାଲି ତା ରି ପାଇଁ

ଏେତ କ େର ପାଠ ପଢ଼ିଛ, ଆମ ପାଇଁ ନୁେହଁ ।” ସତକୁ ସତ
େବାଉ େଯମିତି ଭବିଷ ତ େଦଖିଥିଲା । ବସୁ ବସୁ ଟଳିପଡ଼ିଲା
ଆଉ ଅସମୟେର ଚାଲିଗଲା । ି ୟ ତ ୁ   େର ପଢ଼ୁଥିେଲ ।
େବାଉକୁ ହରାଇବାର େଶାକ ବଢ଼ ପିଲା ଉପେର ବ
ପଡ଼ିଲା ଭଳି ଲାଗିଲା ସିନା ଚାକିରିରୁ ଅବସର େନଇଥିବା
ବାପା ମୁ ଉପେର ଆକାଶ ଛିଡ଼ିଗଲା ଭଳି ଲାଗିଥିବ ।

ବାପାେବାଉ େ ମ େକମିତି ଥିଲା - େକମିତି ମଧୁର, େକେତ
ଗଭୀର, େକେତ େରାମା ି ପିଲାଏ ତା’ର େଟ ପାଇନଥିେଲ
େକେବ । ଛୁଟି ମିଳିେଲ ବାପା ଆସ ି, େବାଉ ବାଟ ଚାହ
ବସିଥାଏ । ବାପା ଆସୁଛ ି, ସଫାସୁତରା ପି , ବହିଧରି ବସ
େବାଲି ପିଲା ୁ ତାଗି କରୁଥାଏ । ପିଲାଏ ମନେଦଇ ପଢ଼ୁଛ ି,
େବାଉର କଥା ମାନୁଛ ି, ଚଗଲା େହଉନାହା ି, ସଫାସୁତରା
ରହୁଛ ି, େଦଖିେଲ ବାପା ଖୁସି େହାଇଯିେବ େବାଲି ଗୁଣୁଗୁଣୁ
େହଉଥାଏ । ବାପା ଘରକୁ ଆସିେଲ ବାପା ଭଲ ପାଉଥିବା
ଖାଦ ରା ିବାଢ଼ି ପରଷିେଦବା େବାଉର ଥମ କାମ । ପାଖେର
ବସି ବେଳଇ ବେଳଇ ଖୁଆଏ । ଏେଡ଼ କାୟ ମ ବାପା
େଗାଡ଼ ଘେର ପହଁଚିବା ମାେ େକଜାଣି କାହକି େଘାେଳଇ
ହୁଏ। ସବୁଦିନ ଖରାେବେଳ, ରାତିେର େବାଉ ତା େଗାଡ଼
ଘଷୁଥାଏ । ସହରରୁ ଆଣିଥିବା ମଇଳା ଲୁଗାପଟା ସଫାକରି
ଯ େର ଚଉତି ବ ା  େର ସଜାଡ଼ିଦିଏ । ବାପା ପାଇଁ
ଚୁଡ଼ାଭଜା, ମୁଢ଼ିମୁଆଁ, ଆରିସା ପିଠା, ଗୁଆଘିଅ ଆଦି ବା ିଦିଏ ।
ବାପା ସହରକୁ େଫରିଯିବା େବେଳ ତିଥର ବାରିପଟ ବାଇଗବା
ବାଡ଼ ଆେଡ଼ଇ ଏକାଲୟେର ଚାହଥାଏ ବାପା ବ ଧରିବାକୁ
ଯିବା ରା ାେର ଅଦୃଶ େହବାଯାଏ । ବା , ୟାକୁ ହ କହ ି
େ ମ? ଏ ଯୁଗର େ ମର କିଛି ବି ଚି କ ଦିେଶନାହ
ିୟ ତ ୁ । ବାପାେବାଉ ଦା ତ ର ମଧୁରଚ କୁ
ମେନପକାଇେଲ କିଛି ବି ମଧୁ େସଥିରୁ ଝରିବାର ଅନୁଭବ କର ି
ନାହ ିୟ ତ । ଦୁହ ର େକବଳ କୁ ସାଧନା ଏଗାର ପିଲା ୁ
ମଣିଷ କରିବା ପାଇଁ । ଏଗାର ପିଲା ଜନ କରିବା କ’ଣ େ ମ?
େକେଡ଼ ଅନ ାୟ! େବାଉର ଜନତାରିଖ ଓ ଜନତିଥିଟିଏ ଥିଲା
େବାଲି ପିଲାମାେନ େକେବେହେଲ ଭାବିନଥିେଲ । େକବଳ
ମୃତୁ ତାରିଖଟି ମେନରଖିଛ ି । କାରଣ େବାଉର ଜନଦିନ
େକେବେହେଲ ପାଳନ େହାଇନଥିଲା ତା ଘେର । କି ୁ
ବାପା ଜନଦିନେର େକେତ କ’ଣ କେର େଯ େବାଉ ପିଲାଏ
ବାପା ୁ ଈଷା କର ି । େବାଉର େକୗଣସି ରଣୀୟ ଦିନ
ଯଥା- ବିବାହବାଷକୀ ଆଦିେର ବାପା େକେବ େବାଉର ଅଯ
ଗଭାେର ଫୁଲଟିଏ େଖାସିେଦଇଥିବାର ନଜି ନାହ ।

କି ୁ େବାଉ ଯିବା ପେର ପିଲା ସାମାେର ନିଃସେ ାଚେର
େବାଉର ଓଢ଼ଣାଦିଆ ସୁ ର ଫେଟାେର ତିବଷ ା ଦିବସେର
ଫୁଲମାଳ ପି ାଇ ଦିଅ ି ବାପା । ପିଲା ୁ କହୁଥିେଲ - “ତୁମ
େବାଉ କିଛି େଭାଗ କରିବାକୁ ଆସିନଥିଲା, ଖାଲି େମା ପାଇ,ଁ
େମା ପରିବାର ପାଇଁ, େମା ପିଲା ପାଇଁ ଖଟିଖଟି ମରିଯିବା

118

ଊ ମ :  ୨ ୦ ୧ ୯ ସୁ ବ ଜ ୟ ୀ – ଓ ସା େସା େଭ ନି ର୍



ପାଇଁ ଜନ େହାଇଥିଲା । ବଡ଼ପୁଅର ବାହାଘରଟା ବି େଦଖିବା
ପାଇଁ ଆୟୁଷ ପାଇନଥିଲା । ବ ି ଥିେଲ ତୁମମାନ ପରିପୂ
ଘରସଂସାର େଦଖି େକେତ େଯ ଖୁସି େହାଇଥା ା । େମା ସହ
ଦୁଃଖଅଭାବେର ସହଭାଗିନୀ େହଲା, ସୁଖେର ଭାଗ ବସାଇବା
ପାଇଁ ରହିଲା ନାହ ।”

ି ୟ ତ ଏେବ ଭାବ ି ୟାକୁ ହ କ’ଣ କୁହାଯାଏ େ ମ!
ବ ି ଥିବା େବେଳ ‘ଆଇ ଲ ୟୁ’ ‘ଡାଲ ୍ ’, ‘ମାଇଁ ି ହାଟ’
ଇତ ାଦି େ ମର ସଂଳାପ େବାଉକୁ େକେବେହେଲ କହିନଥିେଲ
ବାପା । େକେବ େକମିତି େବାଉକୁ ‘କି ’ଟିଏ ଗିଫ େଦବାର
ପିଲା ଆଖିେର ପଡ଼ିନାହ । ଅଥଚ େ ମ! େ ମର ଅଥ କ’ଣ
େଗାଟିକ ପେର େଗାଟିଏ ଏଗାର ପିଲା ଓ ଚାରିପାେ ାଟି
ଗଭଭ ଆଉ େଗାତିଖଟିବା? େହ ଭଗବାନ! ଏେବ ତ
ଝିଅମାେନ କହିେଲଣି - େସମାେନ ପିଲା ଜନ କରିବା େମସି
ନୁହ ି, େକବଳ େ ମ କରିେବ, ପିଲାଜନ କରିେବ ନାହ ।
ଅନାଥ ବା ଦରି ପିଲାମାନ ୁ େପାଷ ସ ାନ କରି ଆଣିେବ ।
ପୁରୁଷମାେନ ଉସୁମାନଟାେର ବାପା େହେବ, େମା ପିଲା େବାଲି
ଛାତି ଫୁଲାଇ ଚାଲିେବ ଆଉ ୀମାେନ ଗଭକ ସହିେବ!
ଗଭକ କାହକି ବା ସହିେବ, ଏେବ ତ ସିଜରିଆ େବବି
କୁଆେଡ଼ େବଶି ବୁ ିମାନ ହୁଅ ି େବାଲି ଡା ର କହିେଲଣି ।
କି ୁ ତା’ ସେ ନିଜ େପଟଟାକୁ ଚିରିେବ କାହକି? ି ୟ ତ
ମେନ ମେନ ଭାବ ି ତା ସରଳା ଗାଉଁଲି େବାଉ ଏହି ଜଟିଳ
େ ମଗଣିତକୁ ବୁଝିପାରିନଥା ା । େସ ତ ଭାବିଥା ା - “େ ମ
କରିବ, ଅଥଚ ଗଭଧାରଣ କରିବ ନାହ ଏ କିପରି କଥା?”
େଗାଟିଏ ପିଢ଼ିେର ିୟ ତ ଆଖି ସାମାେର ଜୀବନଚି ଓ
େ ମର ଅଭିଧାନ ସଂପୂ ବଦଳିଗଲା । ାମୀର ଅ ାତେର
ଗଭଭ କରିେଦବାରୁ ିୟ ତ ସା ବିମାଧରର ପୁଅର
ବିବାହବିେ ଦ େହାଇଗଲା । ଆଉସବୁ ସା ମାନ ର
ପିଲାମାେନ ‘ଲି ଇ ରିେଲସନି ’କୁ ପସ କର ି କି ୁ
ବିବାହକୁ ଅପସ କର ି । କାରଣ ବିବାହେର ଅେନକ ଦାୟି
ଓ ଆଇନଗତ ଝେମଲା । ବିେଶଷକରି ପିଲାଛୁଆ ଜ ାଳ ।
ଜୀବନସାରା େଗାଲକଧ ାେର ପଡ଼ିବା ଅବ ା ।

ିୟ ତ ଭାବ ି - ଆେର ବାବୁ େକହି ଯଦି ପିଲା ସବିେବ
ନାହ େତେବ କାଳ େମ ଆଉ ଅନାଥ ପିଲା ମିଳିେବ ନାହ େଯ
- େଶଷେର ମଣିଷ ଜାତିଟି େଲାପ ପାଇଯିବ - ତା’ପେର?
କରୁଥା େ ମ!

ସାଇବେନଟି ଯୁଗେର େରାେବାମାନ ୁ କୁଆେଡ଼ ସ ାନ
ଭାବେର ହଣ କରିେହବ । େସମାେନ ସବୁ କାମ କରିେବ ।
ବ ଉ େହେବ । େକେତ ବା ଆୟୁଷ ମଣିଷର । ଅ ାୟୀ
ଜୀବନଟା ପାଇଁ ାୟୀ ଜ ାଳ ମୁ ାଇ ଅଧାବୟସରୁ
ଜରାବ ାଧି େଭାଗିବା ଭଳି ଇଡିୟ ଆଉ ଏ ଯୁଗର ପିଲା
ନୁହ ି। ଏମିତି କଥା ବି ଶୁଣିବା ପାଇଁ ମିଳିଲାଣି । େତଣୁ

ିୟ ତ ବାପାେବାଉ ସରଳ େ ମକଥା ପିଲାଏ ଆଉ
ବୁଝିପାରିେବ ନାହ । ଆଉ କିଛି ପିଢ଼ି ପେର ପିେଲ ଭାବିେବ
େସକାଳର ପିଲା ସବକାରୀ ମଣିଷଗୁଡ଼ାକ ମଣିଷ ଜାତିର
ନଥିେଲ । େସମାେନ ଆଉ େକୗଣସି ଜାତିର ଜୀବ
େହାଇଥିେବ ।

ମେନପେଡ଼ ିୟ ତ ର - େସଦିନ ପୁରୁଣା ଖାତାଗୁଡ଼ିକ
ଭିତେର ଏକ ବିରଳ ହ ା ର ଖାତା ଆଖିେର ପଡ଼ିଲା
ିୟ ତ ର । ଏଗାର ଭାଇଭଉଣୀ ଭିତରୁ କାହାରି ଅ ର
େସ ନଥିଲା । ବାପା େପାଖତ ଅ ର ବି େସ ନଥିଲା ।
େତେବ କାହାର ହ ା ର ଖାତା? ତାରିଖ ପଡ଼ିଥିଲା, ଅ ଠାରୁ
ପୟ ଧାଡ଼ି ଧାଡ଼ି େଲଖା େହାଇଥିଲା ଅ ରଗୁଡ଼ିକ । ଯ େର
େଲଖା େହାଇଥିେଲ ବି ଏେତ େପାଖତ ଅ ର ନଥିଲା ।
େକାମଳ ଅ ରଗୁଡ଼ିଏ ଲାଜ ଲାଜ େହାଇ ମୁକ ହସୁଥିେଲ ।
ପୃ ାଗୁଡ଼ିକ ଓଲଟାଇ େଦଖୁ େଦଖୁ ବାପା ମୁହଁକୁ ବାଉଳା
ଦୃ ି େର ଚାହଲା େସଦିନ ତରୁଣ ିୟ ତ - ଅଥା ଏଇଟା
କାହାର ହ ା ର ଖାତା? ବାପା ର ଦୃ ି ଖାତାଟି ଉପେର
ପଡ଼ିବା ମାେ ଚ କରି ଟାଣିେନେଲ ିୟ ତ ହାତରୁ ।
ଅ ରଗୁଡ଼ିକ ଉପେର ଦୃ ି ପଡ଼ିବା ମାେ ବାପା ମୁହେଁର
ମୁ ବିେଭାର ଅଥଚ କରୁଣ େକାମଳଗା ାରର ଆେରାହ
ଅବେରାହ େଖଳିଯାଉଥିଲା ୃତିର େଘାଷାପଦ ସହ । ନିଜର
କୁ କାନିେର ଅତି ନରମ କରି ଅ ର ଉପରୁ ଜ ାଳ
ଅତୀତର ଧୂଳି ଝାଡ଼ୁ ଝାଡ଼ୁ ଦରଦୀ ରେର ବାପା କହିେଲ –
“ଏଇଟା େତା େବାଉର ହ ା ର ଖାତା । େସ ତିଦିନ ଅ ଠାରୁ
ପୟ ହ ା ର ତୁମମାନ ୁ ଲୁଚାଇ ଲୁଚାଇ େଲଖୁଥିଲା।”

“େବାଉ କାହକି ହ ା ର େଲଖୁଥିଲା?” ବି ୟେର ଶ
କରିଥିଲା ିୟ ତ ।

ଉଦାସ ମୁହଁ ଉପେର କୁ ିତ ମଧୁର ି ତ ଫୁଟାଇ ବାପା କହିେଲ
- “େତା େବାଉ ମେତ ତୁମମାନ ବିଷୟେର ଚିଠି େଲଖିବା
ପାଇଁ ଅ ରକୁ ସୁ ର କରୁଥିଲା । କାରଣ େସ ଜାଣିଥିଲା ସୁ ର
ଅ ର ତି େମାର ଅେହତୁକ ଦୁବଳତା ଥିଲା । ଥେର େବାଉ
କହିଥିଲା - “ପିଲା ପାଇଁ ଚି ା କରନାହ । ମଁୁ ଅବନା
ଅ ରେର ଚିଠି େଲଖି ପିଲାମାନ କଥା ଜଣାଇବି । ତୁମଭଳି
ପ ିତ େଲାକ ନି ୟ ଚିଠି ପଢ଼ି ବୁଝିପାରିବ ।”

ମଁୁ ତାକୁ ରସିକତା ଛଳେର କହିଥିଲି - “ଅବନା ଅ ର େମା
ପାଇଁ ସମସ ା େହବ ନାହ । ଆଗ ହ ା ର େଲଖି ସୁ ର
ଅ ର କର, ତା’ପେର ମେତ ଚିଠି େଲଖିେଲ ମଁୁ ଖୁସି େହବି ।”
ବା େସହିଦିନଠାରୁ େବାଉର ହ ା ର େଲଖା ଚାଲିଲା େଯ
ଆଉ ସରିଲାନି । ବଡ଼ ନି ାେର େଲଖୁଥିଲା ହ ା ର । ନିଜ
ପୁରୁଣାଖାତାଗୁଡ଼ିକ ତୁମ ଖାତାସହ ବିକି େଦଉଥିଲା । ଏହି
ଖ କ େକମିତି ଭୁ  େର ରହିଯାଇଛି େକଜାଣି? ବାପା
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ଅ ରଗୁଡ଼ିକ ସାଉଁଳୁଥିେଲ । େଯମିତି କି େବାଉକୁ ଆ ାସନା
େଦଉଥିେଲ େଯ “ତୁମ ଅ ର ସୁ ର େହାଇଗଲାଣି । ଏେବ
ତୁେମ ମେତ ଚିଠି େଲଖିପାର ।” ି ୟ ତ କହିେଲ - େବାଉର
ଅ ର ତ େବ ଭଲ ବାପା । ଏ ଗଁାେର କାହାରି େବାଉର
ଅ ର ଏପରି ସୁ ର ନଥିବ । ଆମ େ ଣୀର େକେତ ପିଲା
ଅ ର ତ ବିେଲଇ ମଇଳା । େବାଉ କ’ଣ ତୁମକୁ ଚିଠି
େଲଖୁଥିଲା? ଆମ ଦୁ ାମି କଥା ନି ୟ େଲଖୁଥିବ । େବାଉକୁ
ବହୁତ ହଇରାଣ କରୁଥିଲୁ ଆେମ । ଆମ ଯ େନଉ େନଉ
ନିଜର ଯ େନଲାନି, ଠି ସମୟେର ଖାଇଲାନି, ବି ାମ
େନଲାନି, େରାଗ ଲୁଚାଇଲା ଓ ଛୁ  କରି ଚାଲିଗଲା । ଏ ସବୁ
କଥା େସ କ’ଣ େଲଖିଥିଲା ତୁମକୁ? ମଁୁ ତ େବଶି ହଇରାଣ
କରୁଥିଲି ତାକୁ । େସ ଏେତଶୀ ଚାଲିଯିବ ଜାଣିଥିେଲ ମଁୁ
ସୁନାପିଲା େହାଇ ରହିଥା ି ବାପା ।” ି ୟ ତ କ େରାଧ
େହାଇଥିଲା େସଦିନ ।

ବାପା ହ ା ର ଖାତାକୁ ଚାହ େ ମଭରା ରେର କହିେଲ -
“ମେତ ଆଉ ଚିଠି େଲଖିପାରିଲା େକାଉଠୁ? ତା’ ନିଜ ହ ା ର
କାେଳ େମାର ମନକୁ ଯିବ ନାହ େବାଲି େସ ଜୀବନସାରା
ହ ା ର େଲଖି ଚାଲିଥିଲା । େବମାର େହବା ପେର େସ ଆଉ
ହ ା ର େଲଖିପାରୁ ନଥିଲା । ହାତ ଥରୁଥିଲା, ଅ ର
ବ ାଟ ା େହାଇଯାଉଥିଲା । େସଥିପାଇଁ େସ ଦୁଃଖ କରୁଥିଲା।
େଦହ ଭଲ େହାଇଗେଲ ଅ ରସାଧନା କରି ମେତ ଘରର
ହା  ଚା  ଜଣାଇ ଚିଠି େଲଖିବ େବାଲି କଥା େଦଇଥିଲା । ତା’
ବି ସ ବ େହଲାନି । ଚିଠି େଲଖିବା ଆଗରୁ େସ ଚାଲିଗଲା ।
େସ ତ ତିଦିନ ହ ା ର ଖାତାେର ଅ ଠାରୁ ଯାଏଁ ଅ ର
ସୁ ର କରି ମେତ ହ ଚିଠି େଲଖୁଥିଲା । ବି ାସ କର, ତା’
ଅ ର ମେତ େକେବେହେଲ େଦଖାଏ ନାହ । ଅ ର ସୁ ର
େହେଲ େଦଖାଇବ େବାଲି କହିଥିଲା । ଆଜି ତା’ର ସୁ ର
ଅ ର ଥମକରି େଦଖିଲି । ଆଉ ଅଧିକ କ’ଣ େଲଖିଥା ା
କିେର? େ ମ କ’ଣ ଏମିତି େଗାଟିଏ ଉପରଠାଉରିଆ ଜିନିଷ
େଯ ତାକୁ ଅ ରେର େଲଖିେଦଇ ହୁଏ?” ି ୟ ତ େବାଉର
ଅ ର ଆଉଥେର େଦଖିବା ପାଇଁ ବାପା ଆଡ଼କୁ ହାତ
ବଢ଼ାଇଲା ।

ବାପା ଖାତା ଖ କ କାଖେର ଜାକିେଦଇ କହିେଲ - “ଏ
ଖାତାଖ କ ଥାଉ । ଦିେନ ତ ମାତୃଭାଷାର ଅ ର ସବୁ
ହଜିଯିବ। େତା େବାଉର ଏ େ ମପ ଖ କ ମୁ ଜିୟ  େର
ାନ ପାଇବ । ତୁମ ପିଲାମାେନ ମୁ ଜିୟ  େର ୟାକୁ େଦଖିେବ”

- ମଁୁ କହିରଖୁଛି । ବାପା ଖାତାଖ କ େନଇ େଗାପନେର
େ ମପ ପଢ଼ିବାକୁ ଯିବାପରି ଘର ଭିତରକୁ ଚାଲିଗେଲ ।
ଭିତରୁ କବାଟ ବ କରିେଦେଲ । ବାପା ଇହଧାମରୁ ବିଦାୟ
େନବା ପେର େବାଉର େସହି ବିରଳ େ ମପ େଲଖାଥିବା
ହ ା ର ଖାତାକୁ ିୟ ତ ରଖିଛ ି ତା ଲାଇେ ରୀେର ।
ଭାବିଛ ି ଏଥର ଓଡ଼ିଶା ଗେଲ ମୁ ଜିୟ  େର ଦାଖଲ

କରିେଦେବ । ଫେଟାକପି କରି ନିଜ ପାଖେର ଖ ିଏ ରଖିେବ ।
“ମା’ ହାତେଲଖା ମାତୃଭାଷା” କ ା  ସ  ଟି େବ ସୁ ର
େହବ। େକଜାଣି ମୁ ଜିୟ  େର ରଖିେବ କି ନା! ବି ାନ
େଲାକମାନ ାରା ଲିଖିତ େକେତ େକେତ େପାଥି ତ ଗଁା
ଗଁାେର ଉଈ ଖାଉଛି । ମା’ର ହ ା ର ଖାତାେର ଜୀବନର
େକାଉ ଦଶନ ବା ଅଛି େଯ ମୁ ଜିୟ  େର ତାକୁ ାନ ମିଳିବ?
ବରଂ ଯଦି କ ା  ସ  ଟି ଦିଆଯାଏ “ହ ା ର ଖାତାେର େ ମ”
େତେବ ହୁଏତ ମୁ ଜିୟ  େର ାନ ପାଇପାେର । କାରଣ
ଆଜିକାଲି ସବୁ ତ ଅଟକିଛି େସହି େ ମ ଶ ପାଖେର ।
େଜେଜମା’କୁ ଆେଦୗ େଦଖିନଥିବା ିୟ ତ ଝିଅ ଅବ ା
ତାଳିମାରି କହିଲା - “କାହାଣୀର ପରିଣତି ଭାରି ସିମଲି ଡା ।
ପୁଣି ତୁେମ କାହାଣୀର ଚମ ାର ଶୀଷକ ବି େଦଇପାର । ଏହି
ଶୀଷକ େଯାଗୁଁ ମୁ ଜିୟ  େର ଦଶକ ସଂଖ ା ବଢ଼ିବ ।
ଆଜିକାଲି ଓଡ଼ିଶାେର େଯପରି ସିେନମା େହଉଛି ମଁୁ କହିରଖୁଛି,
ଏହି ଶୀଷକେର ଓଡ଼ିଆ ସିେନମାଟିଏ ବି େହବ । ତୁମ
ବାପାେବାଉ ର େ ମ ଅମରଗାଥା େହାଇଯିବ ।”

ଆଖ ାୟିକା,
୨୭, ଗଜପତି ନଗର,
ଭୁବେନ ର
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ବା  କନିେର ଫୁଲକୁ
ପାରମିତା ଶତପଥୀ

ଠି  ଦିନ ଏଗାରଟାେବେଳ ବା  କନି ବାଡାେର ଥିବା େଷାହଳଟା
ଫୁଲକୁ େର ପାଣିଦିଏ େସ । ଶୀତଦିନ ସାରା ତିନିଟା େ ଟ  
ପି ି, ତା’ଉପେର ଚଦର େଘାେଡଇ େହଇ, ହାତେର
କଳାର ର ଦ ାନା ପି ି – କଳା ର ର – ହଁ ତ – କଳା
ର ର। ସାମନା ଫା  ର ବା  କନିରୁ େସ ବାରିପାେର ର ।
ଖରାଦିେନ ହଳଦିଆ ପତଳା ବାଉ  ସହ େମରୁ  ର ର
ଶାଢ଼ୀେର ପତଳା ଜରି ଧଡି । ଛଅଟା କୁ େର ପାଣି େଦଇ
ସାରିଲା ପେର ମୁ େଟେକ େସ । ଜାଣିପାେର େଲାକଜଣକ
ସାମନା ବା  କନିରୁ ଅନିଷା କରିଛି ତା’କୁ । ଏଗାରଟା ବାଜିବାକୁ
ଦଶମିନି  ଥାଏ, େସ ବା  କନିକୁ ଆେସ । େବତର େଚଆ  
ଉପେର ବସିପଡି ଖବରକାଗଜ ଲେମଇ ରେଖ ମୁହଁ ଉପେର
ଆଢ଼ୁଆଳ କରି, ଆେଡଇ କରି ସାମନା ବା  କନିକୁ ଚାହ ରେହ
ୀେଲାକଟି ପାଣିେଦବାକୁ ଆସିବା ଯାଏଁ । ଛଅଟା କୁ େର

ପାଟିେଦଲା େବେଳ ଓ ତା’ପର ଦଶଟା କୁ େର
ପାଣିେଦଲାେବେଳ ମଧ ୀେଲାକଟି ଜାଣିପାେର ପୁରୁଷ
େଲାକଟି ତା’କୁ ଚାହଁୁ ଛି ଖବର କାଗଜ ଆଢ଼ୁଆଳରୁ । ତା’ର
େମାଟା ଚଷମାରୁ ଟିକିଏ ଦିଶୁଛି । ଚଷମାଟା ମାଟିଆ ର ର –
େସ ବାରିପାେର ଓ େସତିକିେବଳୁ ତା’ମୁହଁେର ନାଲି ର
ଚହେଟ ଦିନ ଦି’ପହର ଯାଏଁ ।

ଅଥଚ େସମାେନ ପର ରକୁ ଜାଣ ି ନାହ । ପର ରର ନା’
ଜାଣିବା ତ ଦୂରର କଥା । ତିନିଟା ଶୀତ ଗଲାଣି ଏମିତି ।
ଏଇଟା ତୃତୀୟଖରା । ଦି ୀେର ଏମିତିେର ଖୁ  ଗରମ ।
ଖରାଦିନ େଯମିତି ଜାଳି େପାଡିଦିଏ – ତାତିଲା କେଡଇେର ମାଛ
ଭାଜିଲା ପରି ଛଟପଟ ସମେ । ୀେଲାକଟି ତରତର େହଇ
ପାଣିଦିଏ ଫୁଲ କୁ େର ଓ ତରତର େହଇ ଦୃ ି ପକାଏ ସାମନା
ବା  କନିକୁ । ପୁରୁଷ େଲାକଟିକୁ ବି ଭାରି ଗରମ େହଉଥାଏ ।
ଭ କୁେ ଇ ଖବର କାଗଜ ଆଢ଼ୁଆଳରୁ ଚାହଥାଏ େସ ।

ପୁରୁଷ େଲାକଟି ଅ ି ର େହଉଥାଏ । ଖବରକାଗଜଟି ଭା ି
ରଖିଦିଏ । ହଠା  ଉଠିପଡି ସାମନା ବା  କନିକୁ ସିଧାସିଧି
ଚାହ, ବା  କନି ବାଡାେର ଦି’ହାତ ଭରାରଖି ୀେଲାକଟି ଆଡକୁ
ମୁହଁକେର । ୀେଲାକଟି େସେତେବଳକୁ ଦଶମ ଫୁଲକୁ େର
ପାଣିେଦଉଥାଏ । ମ  ସହ ତା’ ହାତ ରହିଯାଏ । େସ ମଧ
ସାମନା ବା  କନି ଆଡକୁ େଲାକଟି ଆଡକୁ ମୁହଁ ବୁଲାଏ ।
ତା’ପେର େଗାଟାଏ ଅ ୁ ତ କଥା ହୁଏ । ପୁରୁଷ େଲାକଟି
େଗାଟିଏ, ଏ-୪ ଆକାର କାଗଜର ଅଧାଖ ଉପରକୁ ଉଠାଇ
େଦଖାଏ ୀେଲାକଟିକୁ ଓ ବା  କନି ଆଡକୁ ପକାଇଲା ପରି

କେର । ୀେଲାକଟି ଚମକି ପେଡ ଓ କାଗଜଟିକୁ େଯମିତି ଧରି
ପକାଇବ େସମିତି ମନକୁ ମନ ହାତ ଉଠିଯାଏ ତା’ର । ମ  ଟା
ବା  କନିେର ପଡିଯାଏ । ପୁରୁଷ େଲାକଟି କାଗଜ ଖ ଟା
ପକାଇ ନଥାଏ । େସମିତି ୀେଲାକଟିକୁ ଚାହ ରହି େସ
ଗୁଳାେଟ କେର, ତା’ ଭିତେର ୀେଲାକଟିକୁ େଦଖାଇ େଗାଟିଆ
ପଥରଟିଏ ରେଖ ଓ ସାମନା ବା  କନିକୁ ଲ କରି ଫିେ ।
ମୁହୂ କେର ବା  କନିଆଡକୁ ଫିଟିଥିବା କବାଟେର ବାେଜ
କାଗଜଗୁଳାଟା ଓ ୀେଲାକଟି ବୁଲିପଡି େଦେଖ ତା’କୁ । ତା’
ଛାତି ଧ  ପ  େହଉଥାଏ େତେବ ବି େସ ଚ ଳ କରି ବୁଲିପଡି
କାଗଜଗୁଳାକୁ ଉଠାଏ । ତା’କୁ େଖାଲିଲାେବଳକୁ ତା’ ହାତ
ଥରୁଥାଏ ।

-ମଁୁ ସୁଗେତା େଘାଷ । େମାବାଇ  - ୮୭୯୦୦୨୫୪୩୧ ।
ଦୟାକରି ତୁମ େମାବାଇ  ନମର ଦିଅ ।

ୀେଲାକଟି େମାଡିମାଡି େହଇ ଯାଇଥିବା କାଗଜଖ କୁ
ସାଉଁେଳଇ ସିଧାକରୁଥାଏ ଓ ସାମନା ବା  କନିକୁ ଚାହ ଟିକିଏ
ହସିଦିଏ । ସୁଗେତା େଘାଷ େସମିତି ବା  କନି ବାଡାକୁ ଭରା
େଦଇ ଠିଆେହାଇଥାଏ । ତା’ଆଡକୁ ଟିକିଏ ଚାହ ଓ ମୁହଁ
ବୁଲାଇ ୀେଲାକଟି ଘର ଭିତରକୁ ପେଶ ଓ ାୟ ପା ମିନି  
ପେର କାଗଜକୁ ରୁ େଚକାଏ ଶୁଖିଲା ମାଟି ଉେଠଇ କାଗଜ
ଗୁଳା ଭିତେର ରେଖ ଓ ସାମନା ବା  କନିକୁ ଲ କରି
େଫାପାେଡ । ଉଡୁଥିବା କାଗଜ ଗୁଳାକୁ ଟାକି ରହିଥାଏ
ସୁଗେତା। ନା – କାଗଜଗୁଳା ତା’ଲ ଳେର ପହେ ନାହ ।
ମଝିେର ଖସିଯାଏ ଓ ପା ମହଲା ବିଶି ଦୁଇଟି ଫା  ସମୂହର
ମଝି ଶୂନ ାନେର ପେଡ । ୀେଲାକଟି ନିରାଶ
େହାଇଯାଏ । ପୁରୁଷ େଲାକଟି ହସିଦିଏ ଟିକିଏ । ୀେଲାକଟି
ପୁଣି ଘର ଭିତରକୁ ଯାଏ ଓ ଏଥର ଅଧିକ ଶ ି େଦଇ ଠି  
ଲ କରି ସାମନା ବା  କନିକୁ କାଗଜଗୁଳା ପକାଏ । ସାମନା
ବା  କନିେର ପହ ିଯାଏ କାଗଜଗୁଳା । ପୁରୁଷ େଲାକଟି
ତରତର େହଇ ଉେଠଇନିଏ ତା’କୁ ଓ ପେଢ଼ –
ମାଳଥୀ ନା ି ଆ  - ୯୮୧୨୩୫୫୪୦୪

ମଁୁ ଅେଢ଼ଇବଷ େହଲା ଏଇଠି ଅଛି – ସୁଗେତା େଲେଖ
ହା   ଅ  େର ।

- ମଁୁ ବି ପାଖାପାଖି େସତିକିେବଳକୁ ଆସିଲି । ସୁଦୂର
େକରଳରୁ। େକରଳେର େଗାଟିଏ ଜାଗା ଅଛି ଆେଲପି –
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େସଇଠୁ ।

- ମଁୁ ମଧ କଲିକତାରୁ ଆସିଲି । ଏେତଦିନ େସଇଠି
ରହିଲାପେର ଜାଣିପାରୁନି ଏଇଠି େକମିତି ଲାଗିବ । ହଁ
ଆେଲପି ବିଷୟେର ଶୁଣିଛି । ଖୁ  ସୁ ର ଜାଗା ଓ ଜଣାଶୁଣା
ପଯ ଟନ ଳୀ । େସଇଠି କଣ ଘର?

- ହଁ, ବହୁତ ପୁରୁଣା ଘର େସଇଠି । ଦି ୀେର ସତେର
ଅଖାଡୁଆ ଲାଗୁଛି । େକେତ ଦିନ ଏଠି ରହିବାକୁ ପଡିବ
େକଜାଣି ? ମନ ଲାଗୁନାହ ଏଇ ଜାଗାେର ।

- େମା ଅବ ା ବି ଏକାପରି । କଲିକତାେର ଗରିଆହା  େର
ଘର। େମା ବାପା ଅମଳର । କିଛି କିଛି ମରାମତି ମଁୁ
କରିଥିଲି। ଭାବିଥିଲି େସଇଠି ହ ରହିବି । େହେଲ . . .
େତେବ ଏଇ ତୁମକୁ ଫୁଲଗଛ କୁ େର ପାଣି େଦଉଥିବା
େଦଖିବା ଦିନଠାରୁ ଲାଗୁଛି କିଛି େଗାଟାଏ ଉ ାହ ଜନକ
ଘଟଣା ଘଟୁଛି । ଏମିତି ନିରାଶ େହବାର ନାହ । (ତା’ପେର
ହସ ମୁହଁ- ାଇଲି)

- ମଁୁ କି ୁ େଫରିଯିବି ଭାବୁଛି । େସଇଠି ଆଉ ଭଉଣୀ ଭାଇ
ଅଛ ି । ଏଇଠି େଯମିତି ଗରମ େସମିତି ଥ ା । ପାଣି
େଦଲାେବେଳ ତୁମକୁ ଖବରକାଗଜ ପଢ଼ୁଥିବା େଦଖିବା
ଅଭ ାସେର ପଡିଗଲାଣି । ପଅର ଦିନ େବାଧହୁଏ ତୁେମ
ନଥିଲ। ଠି  ନା?

- ହଁ, ହ  ପିଟାଲ ଯାଇଥିଲି । ବଁା କା ଟା ଭୀଷଣ ବି ୁ ଛି କିଛି
ଦିନ େହଲା । ଏମିତି ତରତର େହଇ େକରଳ େଫରି ଯାଅନା’
। ଆସିଛ ଯଦି କିଛି ଦିନ ଆଉ ରହି େଦଖ । ସତେର ତୁେମ
ଚାଲିଗେଲ ମଁୁ ଏକୁଟିଆ େହଇଯିବି । (ଲୁହ ଝେରଇ
କା ୁ ଥିବା ମୁହଁ)

- ଆେର ଆେର ମଁୁ କଣ ସତେର ଚାଲିଯାଉଛି ଏେବ ? େମାେତ
ଆଜିକାଲି ଆଉ ଏେତ ନିରାଶ ଲାଗୁନାହ । (ହସ ମୁହଁ)
ଝରକା େଦଇ ଉହଁକି ଚାେହଁ ମାଳଥୀ । ସୁଗେତା ଦିଶୁଛି କି ଘର
ଭିତେର? ନାଁ, ବା  କନିରୁ ହ ପର ରକୁ େଦଖିପାର ି
େସମାେନ। େତେବ େସ ବି େକମିତି େଦଖାେଦଖି ? ଖାଲି
ସୁଗେତାର ଧଳା ପ ାବୀ, ଲମା େଚେହରାକୁ େଦଖିପାେର
ମାଳଥୀ । ଚଷମା େମାଟା େଲ  ସର େହଇଥିବ େବାଲି
ଠଉରାଏ। ସୁଗେତା େଦେଖ କଳା େ ଟ  ଉପେର ମାଟିଆ
ଚାଦର ବା ହଳଦିଆ ବାଉ  ସହ େମରୁ  ର ର ଶାଢ଼ୀ ।

ନା, ସୁଗେତାର ମୁହଁ ଉପରକୁ ଝୁଲିଆସିଥିବା େକରାଏ
ଧଳାେକଶକୁ େଦଖିପାେର ନାହ ମାଳଥୀ । ମାଳଥୀର ବାଁ ଆଖି
ତେଳ େଗାରା ଗାଲ ଉପେର ବଡ କଳାଜାଇେଟ । ତା’କୁ ବି

େକମିତି େଦଖିପାର ା ସୁଗେତା ଏେତ ଦୂରରୁ ?

ଋ ାବଢ଼ା କରୁଥିବା ୀେଲାକଟିକୁ ଟିକିଏ କା ି କରିବାକୁ କେହ
ମାଳଥୀ । ଏତିକିେବେଳ ଘରସଫା ସଫି କରୁଥିବା ଝିଅଟି ଆସି
ପହେ । ତା’ର ଟିକିଏ ହାତ ସେଫଇ ଗୁଣ ଅଛି । େତଣୁ ତା’
ପେଛ ପେଛ ଘର ଭିତେର ବୁଲିବାକୁ ହୁଏ । ଟିକିଏ ମୁହଁ
ଆେଡଇେଲ ଅରାଏ ଜାଗା ନ େପାଛି ଛାଡିଯାଏ େସ । ରାତି
ର ା ପାଇଁ ପରିବା ଅଛି କି ନାହ ି  େଖାଲି ପରଖିଦିଏ
ମାଳଥୀ । ସମର ପାଉଡ  ସରିଯାଇଛି । ସ ାେବଳକୁ
େଗାଟାଏ ପ ାେକ  ମଗାଇବାକୁ ପଡିବ । ଆଗରୁ େଗାଟା
ମସଲାକୁ ମି ି େର ଚୂରି ସମର ମସଲା ବନାଉଥିଲା େସ । ଏେବ
ଆଉ ପାରୁନାହ । ମେନ ରହୁନାହ ସବୁକଥା । େଲଖି ରଖିେଦବା
ପାଇଁ େଟବୁଲ ପାଖକୁ ଯାଏ ମାଳଥୀ । ହଁ ଭିଟାମି  ଡି-୩ର
ପ ାେକ  ମଧ ସରିଯାଇଛି ତା’ର ।

େପାଇ ଶାଗ, ମାଛମୁ େଛେ ଡା ଓ ଭାତ େଟବୁ  ଉପେର
ରଖାେହଇଛି । ତା’କୁଇ କାଚ େପ   େର ଢ଼ାଳି
ମାଇେ ାେୱ  େର ଗରମ କରି ଖାଇବା କଥା । େତେବ ଡାଲି
ଟିକିଏ ଦରକାର । େଚାପାବାଲା ଫାଳ ମୁଗ ଡାଲି ଥୁଆ େହଇଛି
ି  େର । ଟିକିଏ େଗାଟାଏ ବାଟିେର କାଢ଼ିଆଣି ଗରମ କରି
ଖାଇବା କଥା ଯାହା । ି  େଖାଲି ଟିଫି  ଡବାଟା କାଢ଼ୁ କାଢ଼ୁ
ଖୁ  େଜା  େର ମାରିଦିଏ ବଁା କା ଟା, ଚି  ଚି  େହଇ
ଥରିଉେଠ ବଁା ହାତ । କ ୁଥିବା ହାତରୁ ଟିଫି  ଡବାଟା ତେଳ
ପଡିଯାଏ ଓ େଖାଲିଯାଏ । ବା  , ି  ସାମନାେର, ଚଟାଣ
ଉପେର ଢ଼ାଳି େହଇ ଆ ି କା ମାନଚି ର ଆକାର ନିଏ
ମୁଗଡାଲି। ଆଉ ସୁଗେତା େସଇଆଡକୁ ଅବି ାସ ଆଖିେର
ଚାହରେହ । ଏେତେବେଳ ଘେର େକହି ନଥା ି । ର ା ସକାଳୁ
ୁ ତ େହଇ ରହିଯାଏ । େକବଳ େକେତେବେଳ େକମିତି

ଗରମ କରି ଖାଇବା କଥା । ଆଉ ଖାଇବ କଣ ? ଆଗ ଏତକ
େପାଛିବାକୁ ପଡିବ । େକାଉଠୁ େକମିତି କନା ଆଣି େପାଛିବ
ଏୟା’ ଭାବି ହୁଏ ସୁଗେତା । ବଡ ମୁ ି  !

-ଉପରେବଳା କ’ଣ କର ? ଆଜିକାଲି ଦିନେର ତ ନିଦ ହୁଏ
ନାହ ।
-େକେତେବେଳ େକମିତି ଏଇ ସାମନା ପାକେର ବୁେଲ ।
ନେହେଲ ବହି ପେଢ଼ ।
-କାହା କାହା ବହି ପଢ଼? ପଢ଼ିବା େମାର େଗାଟାଏ ଜି  େଖା  
ଅଭ ାସ ମଧ ।
-େମାେତ ତାକାଝି ଶିବଶ ର ପିଲାଇ ଉପନ ାସ ସବୁ ଖୁ  
ଭଲ ଲାେଗ । ଯାହା ଯାହା ପଢ଼ି ସାରିଥାଏ ତା’କୁ ଆହୁରି ଥେର
ଥେର ପେଢ଼ । କମଳା ଦାସ ଓ ସାରା େଜାେସ  ଗପ ସବୁ
ଭଲ ଲାେଗ । ୀେଲାକର ଜୀବନର, ମନର େକେତ େକେତ
ଅକୁହା କଥା ସବୁ େଲଖ ି େସମାେନ ! ଏେବ େଗାଟିଏ ଝିଅ
େଲଖୁଛି େକ.ଆ  .ମୀରା େବାଲି- ଭାରି ନୂଆ ନୂଆ କଥା ଓ
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େଶୖଳୀ - ଭଲ ଲାେଗ । ପୁଅ ସବୁ ବହି ଆଣିଦିଏ । ମାତୃଭୂମି
ଆମ ଘରକୁ ଆେସ େବେଳେବେଳ । ଆଉ ତୁେମ ? ଶୁଣିଛି
ବ ଳା ଗ , ଉପନ ାସ ଖୁ  ସମୃ ।

- ଠି  କଥା । ମଁୁ ଗ , ଉପନ ାସ, କବିତା ସବୁ ପେଢ଼ ।
କଣ କହିବି, କାହାଠୁ ଆର କରିବି ? ଟାେଗାର ଠାରୁ
ଆର କରି ସୁନୀଲ ଗେ ାପାଧ ାୟ, ଶ େଘାଷ, ବିଭୂତି
ଭୂଷଣ ବେ ାପାଧ ାୟ, ବିମ  ମି , ଦିେବ ୁ ପାଲିତ,
େକେତେକେତ ନଁା, େକେତେକେତ ବହି, େଲଖିେଲ ଏଇ
ୱା   ଅ  େର ଦୁଇପୃ ା କି ଆହୁରି ଅଧିକ େହବ । (ହସ
ମୁହ)ଁ େମାେତ ଖୁସି ଲାଗୁଛି େଯ ତୁେମ ମଧ ପଢ଼ିବାକୁ ଭଲ
ପାଅ ।

- ଆଉ େଲଖିକା? େଲଖିକା ନଁା େନଲ ନାଇଁ େଯ? ମଁୁ କଁା ଭାଁ
ମାତୃଭୂମିେର ମାଲୟାଲ  କୁ ଅନୁବାଦ େହଇଥିବା ବ ଳା ଗପ
େକେତଟା ପଢ଼ିଛି ।
- ବ ଳା େଲଖିକାମାେତ ମଧ କ  ଶ ିଶାଳୀ ନୁହଁ ି ।
ମହାେ ତା େଦବୀ ନଁା ତ ଶୁଣିଥିବ । ଆଶାପୂ ା େଦବୀ,
ନବନୀତା େଦବେସ  ଏମିତି େକେତ କିଏ । ତୁମର ମୀରାପରି
ଆମର ସ ୀତା େବାଲି ଝିଅଟିଏ ନୂଆ େଶୖଳୀେର େଲଖୁଛି ।
େକେତେବେଳ େଦଖାେହେଲ ଆେମ ପଢ଼ିଥିବା ଗପ, ଉପନ ାସ
ବିଷୟେର କଥା େହବା ।
- ଆଜି କ’ଣ ଖାଇଲ?
- ସୁଗେତା େଲେଖ ଡାଲି ଢ଼ାଳିଯିବା କଥା । ମାଳଥୀ େଲେଖ
ବିନା ସମରର ଲ ୍ ଖାଇବାର ଅ ି । ମାଳଥୀ ବ ହୁଏ
ସୁଗେତାର ବି ୁ ଥିବା କା ପାଇଁ । ସୁଗେତା ଜଣାଏ ମାଳଥୀର
ଆଖିର ପାୱା  ବଢ଼ୁଥିବା େନଇ ଡା ର ୁ େଦଖାଇବାର କଥା ।
- େଦଖା େହେଲ ଭଲ ହୁଅ ା ।
- େକମିତି ?
- ଆଜି କଣ ପାକକୁ ଆସିବ?
- ଆସିପାରିବି । େହେଲ ତୁମର ଫିଜିଓ େଥରାପି ?
- ସିଏ ଦିେନ ନେହେଲ ଚଳିବ । ବରଂ ଆଜି ଆମର ପାକେର
େଦଖା େହଉ ।
- ସାେଢ଼ ପା ଟା? ତା’ ଆଗରୁ ତ ଖରା ଗରମ ।
- ଠି  । ମଁୁ ଟିକିଏ ଆଗରୁ ପହ ି ଅେପ ା କରିବି । (ହସ
ମୁହଁ)
- (ହସ ମୁହଁ)

ସବୁଜ ଗଛପ ଭରା ପାକକୁ େବେଢ଼ଇ ରହିଛି ଚାରିଦିଗେର
ବହୁତଳ ବିଶି େକାଠା – ସରକାରୀ ଅଫିସ  ମାନ ର
ବାସ ାନ । ରାଜଧାନୀ ଦି ୀ । ବିଭି କାର ସରକାରୀ
କମଚାରୀ ବାସଗୃହ । ଭି ଭି ଆକାର ଓ ଭି ଭି
କାର। ବିଭି ଜୀବନ ଓ ବିଭି ଯା ା । େତ କ ଘର

େସଇ ବିଭି ତାର ସା ୀ । ପାକ ଭିତେର ବଡ ବଡ ଗଛ
ଶିମିଳୀ, କୃ ଚୂଡା, ନଁା ଜାଣିନଥିବା ପ ଭରା ଗଛ ସବୁ ।

ଯ େର କଟା େହଇଥିବା ବୁଦା ବୁଦା ଓ ଘାସ ଲ  ।

ମାଳଥୀ ଆବି ାର କେର ଗ ଶିଉଳୀ ଫୁଲ ଗଛ, େହନା ବୁଦା,
ମ ୀ ବୁଦା, କରବୀର ଗଛ, କନିଅର ଗଛ । ଘାସ ଲ  େର
ପାକର ପାେଚରୀ କେଡ କେଡ ଏସବୁ । ତା’ ପାଖକୁ ଲାଗି
ଚାଲିବା ପାଇଁ ପଥର ବିଛା ରା ା । ଦିନସାରା ଅଫି  େର କାମ
କରୁଥିବା ଅଧିକାରୀମାେନ ସ ାେବେଳ ବା ସକାଳୁ ଚାଲିବା
କଥା । ନିଜ ା ପାଇଁ ଓ େଖାଲା ପବନ ପାଇଁ ।

କୃ ଚୂଡା ଗଛମୂେଳ ସିେମ େବ ଉପେର ବସି ମାଳଥୀକୁ
ଅେପ ା କେର ସୁଗେତା । ଧୀେର ଧୀେର ଚାଲି ତା’ ଆଡକୁ
ଆେଗଇ ଆସୁଥିବା ମାଳଥୀକୁ ନିରୀ ଣ କେର । େଦଖିବାକୁ
େଚ ାକେର ଯାହା ଦୂରରୁ ବା  କନିରୁ ଦିେଶ ନାହ । ମାଳଥୀ
ମଧ ଅ ଅ ମୁହଁ େଟେକ ଓ ସୁଗେତାକୁ ଚାେହଁ । ତା’ ଧଳା
କମି  ମାଳଥୀର ଆଖିକୁ ଝଲସାଇଦିଏ, ମୁହଁ ର ପଡିଯାଏ
ତା’ର । ଖୁ  େବଶୀ ତା’ ମୁହଁକୁ ଚାହପେର ନାହ ମାଳଥୀ ।
ସୁଗେତାର େକୗଣସି ଶର ଉ ର େଦବାକୁ ଯାଇ େଛପ
େଢ଼ାେକ ମାଳଥୀ । ଟିକିଏ କନ କନ େହଇ ଏପଟକୁ େସପଟକୁ
ଚାେହଁ । କିଏ େଦଖୁନାହ ତ! ତା’ ସା େର େଯଉଁମାେନ
ଚାଲ ି ଆଉ ଟିକିଏ େଡରିେର ଆସ ି େସମାେନ େକହି ହୁଏତ
ଏ ପଯ ଆସିନଥିେବ । ନିଜ ଘରର ଝରକାରୁ ତା’କୁ ଆଉ
ସୁଗେତା ସହ କଥା େହବାର େଦଖୁନାହା ି ତ ! େଛପ େଢ଼ାେକ
ସୁଗେତା । ମାଳଥୀର ହା  କା ନାଲି ପଡିଆସିଥିବା େଗାରା ମୁହଁ
େକେଡ ସୁ ର ଦିଶୁଛି । ଆଉ ହୀରାର େଛାଟ ନାକଫୁଲ ବଁା
ନାକ ପୁଡାେର – ତା’ ଝଳିେର ଚମକୁଛି । ଆଜି ନୀଳ ଶାଢ଼ୀ
ପି ିଛି ମାଳଥୀ । ସତେର ସୁ ରୀ !

“ଏେତ ବ େହଇ କଣ େଖାଜୁଛ କି େଜେଜମା ? ଛାଡ, ମଁୁ
ବାହାର କରିେଦବି ।”

“ଏଇ ପୁରୁଣା ଫେଟା ଆ  ବମ େଖାଜୁଥିଲି ।” ପୁଣି ର ା
ପଡିଯାଏ ମାଳଥୀର ମୁହଁ । ପୁଅର ଫା  େର ତିନିଟା େଶାଇବା
ଘର । େଗାଟିଏେର ପୁଅେବାହୂ ରହ ି, ଆରଟାେର ନାତୁଣୀ
ମୀନା ି ଆଉ ତୃତୀୟେର େସ । ତା’େଶାଇବା ଘର ଟିକିଏ
ଦୂର। େଗାଟିଏ ଆଲମାରି େସଇଥିେର । େବାହୂ କିଛି ଜିନିଷପ
ରଖିଛି ଉପର ଓ ତଳ ଥାକେର ।

“ଜିନିଷ ଏେତ ବଢ଼ିଗଲାଣି େଯ ଜାଗା ଧରୁନାହ । ଆପଣ ୁ
ପୂରା ଆଲମାରିଟା ଛାଡିେଦବାକୁ ଚାହଁୁ ଥିେଲ ବି େହଇପାରିଲା
ନାହ । କିଛି ଆମର ବିଛଣା ଚଦର େହରିକା ଉପର ଥାକେର
ରଖିେଦଇଛି ଓ ତଳ ଥାକେର ଫେଟା ଆଲବ  ସବୁ । ମଝି
ଦି’ଟା ଥାକ ଆପଣ ର । ଏମିତିେର ଉପର ଥାକକୁ ଆପଣ
ହାତ ପାଇବ ନାଇଁ ଓ ତଳ ଥାକେର ବସି କିଛି ରଖିବା କାଢ଼ିବା
କ । ଆପଣ ର ତ ଆ ୁ ଯ ଣା !” ବୁେଝଇ କହିଛି େବାହୂ।
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ବୁଝିଯାଇଛି ମାଳଥୀ ତା’ ଦୁନିଆ ବିଷୟେର । ବ ମାନ
ଦଶଫୁଟେର ବାରଫୁଟର େକାଠରି ଆଲମାରିର ମଝି ଦୁଇଥାକ,
ଟିକିଏ ଦୂରର ଗାଧୁଆ ଘର, େଯେହତୁ ତା’ େକାଠରି ସହ ଗାଧୁଆ
ଘର ଲାଗିକି ନାହ େଯମିତି ଅନ ଦୁଇଟି େକାଠରିେର ଲାଗିଛି ।
ଏଇଠି େତଣୁ େବାହୂର, ନାତୁଣୀର ଓ ତା’ର ଅ ବାସ ସଫାକେର
କାମ କରୁଥିବା ୀେଲାକଟି ।

େସଇ ତଳ ଥାକେର ରଖାଯାଇଥିବା ଆଲବ  ସବୁ । ତେଳ
ବସିପଡି ଘା ୁ ଛି ମାଳଥୀ ।

“କା’ ଫେଟା େଖାଜୁଛ କି େଜେଜମା ? େମାର ? ପିଲାଦିନର?”
ଚତୁରୀ, େଗ ୀ ନାତୁଣୀ ଜାଣିଛି ମାଳଥୀ ମଝିେର ମଝିେର ତା’ର
ପିଲାଦିନର ଆଲବ  କାଢ଼ିବାକୁ କୁେହ ତା’କୁ ଓ େଜେଜମା,
ନାତୁଣୀ ତା’ ଖଟେର ବସି ବସି ଫେଟା େଦଖ ି । ନାତୁଣୀର
େତ କ ବଷର ଫେଟାସବୁ େଗାଟିଏ େଗାଟିଏ ଆଲବ  େହଇଛି

ଓ େସ ଭାରି ଖୁସି ହୁଏ େସସବୁ େଦଖିେଲ । ମାଳଥୀ ବି
ଖୁସିହୁଏ। ନାତୁଣୀ ପଢ଼ୁଛି ଅ ମ େ ଣୀେର । ଚଉଦଟା
ଆଲବ  ତା’ର । େକୗଣସି ଛୁଟିଦିନେର ତିନି ଚାରିଟି
େଦଖିପାର ି େସମାେନ ।

“ଉଠ ଉଠ ମଁୁ କାଢ଼ିେଦବି । ଏମିତିେର ତେଳ ବସିେଲ ତୁମ ଆ ୁ
ବି ିବ । େମାର େକେତ ନମର ଆଲବ  ଦରକାର ତୁମକୁ ?”
ନାତୁଣୀ ବ େହଇ ପଚାେର ।

“ନାଇଁେଲା ମା, େମାରି ଆଲବ  େଖାଜୁଥିଲି । ଭାବୁଛି ଏଇଠି
ଥିବ । େମା ପିଲାଦିନର ଫେଟା ।” ସତେର ମାଳଥୀର ଆ ୁ କଟ
କଟ କରିବା ଆର କରିଥିଲା ।

“ତୁମ ଫେଟା ? ତୁମ ପିଲାଦିନର ଫେଟା !” ଆକାଶରୁ ପେଡ
ନାତୁଣୀ !

“ତୁମର ପିଲାଦିନର ଫେଟା କଣ ଅଛି ? େକେତଟା ଜନଦିନର
େଜେଜମା ?” ନାତୁଣୀ େଡଇଁ େଡଇଁ ପଚାେର । ତା’ ଉ ରକୁ
ଅେପ ା ନକରି େସମିତି େଡଇଁ େହଇଁ େକାଠରିରୁ ବାହାରୀ ଯାଏ।

“ମାମା, ମାମା, େଜେଜମା ତା ପିଲାଦିନର ଫେଟା
େଖାଜୁଛ ି।” ତା’ କଥାେର େକୗତୁକ । ମାଳଥୀର ମୁହରୁଁ
ର ାପଣ ହେଟ ନାହ ।
“ଆ ା ! ତା ପିଲାଦିନର । େସସବୁ ଫେଟା କଣ ଏଠି ଅଛି ?
ଘେର ଥିବ - ଆେଲପିେର ।” ଅନ ମନ ଉ ର ଭାସି ଆେସ
େବାହୂଠାରୁ ।

“ପିଲାଦିନର ଫେଟା କଣ େସେତେବେଳ ଉଠୁଥିଲା ?” େବାହୂ
କ େର ବିଦପ ।

“ନାଇଁ, ନାଇଁ େସଇ ପଚିଶ, ତିରିଶି ବଷ ତଳର ଫେଟା ।
କାେଳ ଥିବ ଭାବୁଥିଲି । େକେତଟା ଉଠିଥିଲା େତା’
େଜେଜବାପା ସହ ତ ।” ଆହୁରି ନାଲି ପଡିଯାଏ ମାଳଥୀ ।
ମେନ ମେନ ବିର ହୁଏ ନିଜ ଉପେର ଓ ସୁଗେତା ଉପେର ।
କଣ ଦରକାର ଥିଲା ସୁଗେତାର ତା’ ପିଲାଦିନର ମାେନ ତା’କୁ
ପଚିଶି ତିରିଶ ବଷ େହଲା େବଳର ଫେଟା ମାଗିବା । ଆଉ ସିଏ
ବି େକମିତି େଖାଜୁଛି େକଜାଣି ? ହୁଏ ତ ଆେଲପିେର ନିଜ
ଘେର ଥାଇପାେର । ହୁଏତ ଗତଥର ବନ ାପାଣି େଯାଉ ମାଡି
ଯାଇଥିଲା େସଥିେର ଖରାପ େହାଇଯାଇଥାଇପାେର । ମାଳଥୀ
ଦୀଘ ାସ ଛାେଡ ଓ ଖଟବାଡକୁ ଧରି ଉଠି ଠିଆହୁଏ ।

“ଆ ା ଆଜି ତା ର ପିଲାଦିନର ଫେଟା େଖାଜୁଥିେଲ । ହୁଏତ
ଆ ା ସହ । ମିଳିଲା ନାହ ଏଇଠି ।” େବାହୂ ଛାଡିଦିଏ ନାହ
କଥାକୁ େସଇଠି । ରାତିେର ଡାଇନିଂ େଟବୁ  େର େଦାହରାଏ
ଚାପା, ଲୁଚା ପରିହାସ ସହ ।

“ଓଃ! ଆ ା, େପନସ  େପପରେର ତ ଦିଆ େହଇଯାଇଛି ।
େସଇ ଫେଟା େଖାଜୁଛ କି ? ଅ ଦିନ ଆଉ ଲାଗିବ । ମଁୁ ବୁଝୁଛି
ମଝିେର ମଝିେର େଯ” - ପୁଅ ଭାତେର ସମର େଗାଳାଉ
େଗାଳାଉ ଉ ର ଦିଏ ମାଆକୁ ନ ଚାହ ।

“ପାପା, ଆଜି ଅଜା ୁ ଉବ  ର ଆ  ଡାଉ  େଲା  
କରାଇେଦଲି। ଅଜା ୁ ଜମାରୁ ଆସୁନଥିଲା ।” ବାରବଷର ନାତି
ଗଡ ଜିଣିଲା ପରି କେହ ତା’ ବାପାକୁ ।

“ଆ ା! ବାବା! ଉବ  କାହକି? ଦରକାର େହେଲ କହିେବ । ମଁୁ
ଅଫି  ଯାଇ ଗାଡି ପେଠଇେଦବି, ଅବଶ େବେଳେବେଳ
ମଝିେର ମିନି ି କୁ ଯିବାକୁ ପେଡ । ଆପଣ େଯେବ ଚାହେବ ମଁୁ
ନେହେଲ ଆଉ କା’ ଗାଡିେର ଚାଲିଯିବି ।” େଜାଇଁ ଭ ତା
ସହକାେର କହିଲା ।

“ନାଇଁ ନାଇଁ ! ମଁୁ ଏମିତି କରିେଦଲି । ସୁବିଧାଟା ଥାଉ ।
େକେତେବେଳ େମାର କି କାହାର ଦରକାର େହବ ।” ସୁଗେତା
ତରତର େହଇ କହିପକାଏ । ଏମିତିେର ାଇଁ େଗାଟାଏ ଟ ା ି
ଲାଗୁଆ କରିଛି - ତିଦିନ ହ  ପିଟା  ଯାଇ ଫିଜିଓେଥରାପି
କରିବା ପାଇଁ । ସୁଗେତା ଯଦିଓ ଟ ା  ସିର ପଇସା େଦଇଦିଏ ।
େସଇ ଟ ା  ସି େସତିକି ସମୟ ପାଇଁ ହ ଆସିବ, େତଣୁ ତା’କୁ
ବ ବହାର କରିବାର ନାହ ।

ମାଳଥୀକୁ ଲା  କି ା େଦେଖଇବାକୁ କଥା େଦଇଛି ସୁଗେତା ।
ଉବ  େସଥିପାଇଁ ଠି  । ଲା  କି ା େଦଖିନାହା ି େସମାେନ -
ସୁଗେତା ଓ ମାଳଥୀ । ମାଳଥୀର ପୁଅ, େବାହୂ ଓ ସୁଗେତାର
ଝିଅ, ାଇଁ କହିଛ ି ଅେନକ ଥର େନଇ ବୁେଲଇ
େଦେଖଇେଦେବ । ସମୟ େହଇନି େସମାନ ୁ । ଏମିତିେର
ଘେର ତ ଅଛ ି
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ମାଳଥୀ ଓ ସୁଗେତା । ରହିେବ ବି ଏଇଠି େସମାନ ସା େର
ଦି ୀେର । େକେତେବେଳ େନଇ େଦେଖଇେଦେବ – ତରତର
କଣ ଅଛି ? ଘରୁ, େକରଳରୁ ବା କଲିକତାରୁ େସମିତି େକହି
ଅତିଥି ଆସିେଲ ଏକାସା େର େନଇ ବୁେଲଇେଦେବ – ଏଇଆ
ଭାବିଛ ି ପୁଅ, ଝିଅ, ାଇଁ, େବାହୂ । ତି କଣ ?

େତଷଠି ବଷର ମାଳଥୀ ଓ ପଅଷଁଠି ବଷର ସୁଗେତା ହାତ ଧରା
ଧରି େହଇ ଲାଲକି ା ବୁଲି େଦଖୁଥିେଲ । ଗରମଦିନ - ଝାଳ
ବହିପଡୁଛି, ମୁହଁ େପାଡୁଛି କି ୁ ଭିତେର ଭିତେର େଯମିତି କଅଁଳ
ବାଛୁରୀେଟ କୁଦୁଛି – ମଧୁମାଳତୀ ଫୁଲ େପ ା ମୁ ହଲାଉଛି
- ଧୀର ପବନେର । ତିନିବଷ ତେଳ ଅବସର େନଇଥିବା,
ଅଠତିରିଶ ବଷ ଧରି େକ ୀୟ ବିଦ ାଳୟେର ଶି ୟି ୀର
ଜୀବିକା - ନିେଭଇଥିବା ମାଳଥୀ ମୃଦୁ ମୃଦୁ ହସୁଛି - ପ ିମବ
ସରକାର ର ପା ବଷ ତେଳ ଅବସର ା ସଂଯୁ ସଚିବ
ସୁଗେତାର ମୁହଁକୁ ଚାହ । ପୁରୁଷଟି ହସେର, ଆଖିେର,
ଚାହାଣୀେର, ମୃଦୁ ଶେର ତୁ ର େଦଉଛି ନାରୀଟିକୁ ।

ଚା ିନୀ େଚୗକେର ସି ଜେଲବି- ଖାଉ ଖାଉ ଟ  ଟ  
ଗଳୁଛି ରସ । ମାଳଥୀର ହାତ ଶିରା ବଲବଲ । ଗା  େଟ ମାଗି
ପାଣି ଆଣୁଛି ସୁଗେତା । ହାତଧୁଆ ପଚାପାଣିର ଟ  େଟ
େଦାକାନ କଡେର । େସଇଠି ହାତ େଧାଉଛି ମାଳଥୀ, ପାଣି
ଅଜାଡିେଦଉଛି ସୁଗେତା । ଗାସ ରଖି କମି  ପେକ  ରୁ ଧଳା
ରୁମାଲ କାଢ଼ି େଦଉଛି ମାଳଥୀକୁ ହାତ େପାଛିବାକୁ । ହାତ
େପାଛୁଛି ମାଳଥୀ ।

େପାଛି େହଇଯାଉଛି ଅତୀତ – ଲମା, ଏକାକୀ, ଗତାନୁଗତିକ
ଅତୀତ । ଅକାଳେର ହୃ  ଘାତେର ାମୀ ର ମୃତୁ । େଗାଟିଏ
ପୁଅକୁ କ େର ବଢ଼ାଇଥିବା ସମୟ । ଭଲ ମ େର
କଟିଯାଇଥିବା ଶି ୟି ୀର ଜୀବନ । ଅବସର ପରଠାରୁ
ଭୟ ର ନିଃସ ତା । ଏଇଠି ପୁଅଘେର ତଥାପି ଅ ି େର
କଟୁଥିବା ସମୟ – ସବୁ େପାଛି େହାଇଯାଉଛି । ମାଳଥୀ ହାତ
େପାଛିଲା ପେର ରୁମାଲକୁ ଚଉତି ପୁଣି ଛାତି ପେକଟେର ରଖୁଛି
ସୁଗେତା । ଚଉତି େହଇ ରହିଯାଉଛି ୃତିର ଥାକ ଥାକ କନା ।
ପ ୀ ର କ ାନସ  ସହ ଲଢ଼ିବାର ସମୟ ଓ େଶଷକୁ
େସମାେନ ହାରିଯିବା । ଏକୁଟିଆ ପୁଅ ଓ ଝିଅ ବାହାଘର
କରିବା । ପୁଅକୁ ଆେମରିକା ପଠାଇବାେର ସାହାଯ କରିବା ।
କେ ମେ ଋଣ ଶୁଝିବା । ସକାଳ, ସ ା ଏକୁଟିଆ ଡାଇନିଂ
େଟବୁ  େର ଖାଇବା ଓ ଏଇଠି ଝିଅ ଘେର ି  ରୁ ତରକାରୀ
କାଢ଼ି ଆଣି ମାଇେ ାେୱ  ଓଭ  େର ଗରମ କରିବା । ସବୁ
ଚଉତି େହଇ ରହିଗଲା । ସୁଗେତା ଛାତି ପେକ  କୁ ବୁଝିବା ପରି
ସହାନୁଭୁତି ସହ ଥାପୁଡାଇ େଦଲା ।

ମାଳଥୀ ମୁହେଁଟକି ସୁଗେତାକୁ ଚାହ ହସିେଦଲା ଟିକିଏ ।
ତୁ ରେର ସୁଗେତା ତା’ ବଁା ପାପୁଲିକୁ ନିଜ ଡାହାଣ ହାତେର

ଧରିଲା ଓ େସମାେନ ରା ା ପାରିେହେଲ । ପୁଅ, େବାହୂ, ଝିଅ
ାଇଁ ଘର ଅଭିମୁେଖ ଉବ  ଟ ା  ସି ଧରିେଲ ।

“ଭଲ ଲାଗୁନାହ ଏଇଠି । େସଠି କିଛି ସା ସାଥୀ ଅଛ ି ।
େକେତେବେଳ େକମିତି େଦଖା ସା ାତ ହୁଏ । ଏଠି ଭାରି
ଏକୁଟିଆ ଲାଗୁଛି । ବହୁତ ମି  କରୁଛି େମା ତା  େଖଳ ।
ଭାବୁଛି କଲିକତା େଫରିଯିବି । ଝିଅଘେର ଆଉ େକେତଦିନ
ରହିବି ?” ଦୀଘ ାସ ଛାେଡ ସୁଗେତା ଓ ନିଜକୁ ନିେଜ କହିଲା
ପରି ଆଗକୁ ଚାହ କେହ େସ ।

“େମାର ବି େସଇକଥା । ଗଛବୃ ଭଲ ପାଏ ମଁୁ । େସଇଠି
େମାର େଛାଟ ବଗିଚା । ଫୁଲ ଫୁେଟଇବାେର ସମୟ କଟିଯାଏ ।
ଏଇଠି େଛାଟିଆ ବା  କନିେର େକେତଟା ଫୁଲ କୁ । କି ଫୁଲ
େକେତ ଫୁଟିବ ? ଆଉ େଯେତ େହେଲ ନିଜ ଘର ନିଜର ।
ପୁଅ େବାହୂ େଯେତ ଭଲ େହେଲ କଣ େହବ ? ଏଇ ବଷ ଶୀତ
ଦିେନ - ନେଭମର ଆଡକୁ ଆେଲପି େଫରିଯିବି ଭାବୁଛି ।”
ଅନ ମନ ଭାବେର ନିଜ ନଖକୁ ଚାହ ଚାହ ଧୀର ରେର
କେହ ମାଳଥୀ ।

େସମାେନ ପହ ିଲାେବଳକୁ ପୁଅ, େବାହୂ, ଝିଅ, ାଇଁ ତ
େଫରିନଥା ି ଅଫି  ରୁ । ମାଳଥୀର ନାତୁଣୀ ଓ ସୁଗେତାର
ନାତି ମଧ ଲୁରୁ ଆସିନଥା ି ।

“ଆ ା, ଦଶହରା ପୂଜା ଏଇଠି ଦି ୀେର େକେତଟା ଦିନ ଛୁଟି
ମିେଳ । ବଡ କଥା େହଲା ଝିଅର ଲୁ ଛୁଟି । ବହୁତ ଦିନରୁ
କୁଆେଡ ଯାଇନାହଁୁ । େବୖଭବ ବି କହୁଥିେଲ ଟିକିଏ ବୁଲି
ଆସିେଲ େ  ଲାଗିବ । େରାଜ େରାଜ ଏଇେଯାଉ ଅଫିସ
କାମ! ଥାଇଲା , ମାେଲସିଆ ଯିବାକୁ ଭାବିଛୁ । ଜମାରୁ
ସାତଦିନ ଛଅରାତି । ଆପଣ ସା େର ଚାଲ ୁ େବାଲି ମଁୁ
େବୖଭବ ୁ କହୁଥିଲି । େସ କହିେଲ ଆ ା ର ଆ ୁ ଦରଜ ।
େସ କଣ ଏେତ ଉଠିପଡି ବୁଲି ପାରିେବ ଆମ ସା େର? ଆଉ
ଇଏ େଯାଉ ଟୁ  ଅପେରଟ  ! ଖାଲି ପକାଉଠା ହ କରିେବ ।
ବରଂ ଭାରତ ଭିତେର କୁଆେଡ ଯିବା ଶୀତଦିେନ ଆ ା ୁ େନଇ
. . .

ପୁଅର ନଁା ଭାରି ସରାଗେର େବୖଭବ େବାଲି େଦଇଥିଲା
ମାଳଥୀ। ସତେର ତା’ ଜୀବନର ସବୁଠାରୁ ବଡ ସ ି ତ ପୁଅ
ହ । କିଏ େଗାଟାଏ କହିଥିଲା ନଦୀର େ ାତ ସବୁେବେଳ
ତଳକୁ। ଝରଣା େବଳର ମାଟି, ପାହାଡ ଫୁେଟଇ ମାଡି ଆସିବା
ତା ଦି’କଡର ବଣୁଆ ଅଜଣା ଗଛଲତା, ପଶୁପ ୀ ସରାଗ -
ସିଏ କଣ ଆଉ ମେନରେହ ? ଇଏ ତ ସୃ ିର ନିୟମ !

“େଜେଜମା, ତୁେମ ଆମ ସା େର ଯାଇଥିେଲ ଭଲ
େହଇଥା ା। େମାେତ ନା, ପାପା, ମାମା ସା େର
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େଶାଇବାକୁ ଭଲ ଲାେଗ ନାହ । େହେଲ ମାମା କହିେଲ ତୁେମ
ଗେଲ ଆହୁରି େଗାଟାଏ ରୁ  ଦରକାର େହବ । ଅଧିକ ପଡିବ ।
ଏମିତିେର ତିନିଜଣ େଗାଟିଏ ରୁ  େର ରହିେହବ । ତୁେମ ପାପା ୁ
କୁହନା େଜେଜମା, ତୁମକୁ ସା େର େନବାକୁ . . . ” ନାତୁଣୀ
ଚୁ  ଚୁ  କରି ତା’ରୁ  କୁ ଆସିକହିଲା ।

ମାଳଥୀ ତା’କୁ କେହ ନାହେଯ ସାନଛୁଆମାେନ ବାପା ମାଆ
ପାଖେର ଅଳି କର ି । ଜି  କର ି ବୁଲିବାକୁ ସା େର
େନଇଯିବା ପାଇଁ । ବୟ ବାପା ମାଆ କହି ପାର ି ନାହ େଯ
େମାେତ େଯମିତି େହେଲ େନ’ – ଇଏ ବି ସୃ ି ର ନିୟମ ! ଅଳି
ଶ ଟି େକବଳ ସ ାନ ପାଇଁ ଲାଗୁହୁଏ - ଅଭିଧାନେର ମଧ
େସଇଆ େଲଖାେହଇଛି ।

“ବାବା, ଇଏ – ସ ାେଥାକ କହୁଥିେଲ ଏଥର ୀଲ ା ଯିବାକୁ ।
ପୁଅର ଛୁଟି ଅଛି ପୂେଜାେର । ଆହୁରି କହୁଥିେଲ ବାବା ହୁଏତ
କଲିକତା ଯିବାକୁ ପସ କରିେବ । ଆପଣ କଣ କଲିକତା ଯିେବ
ପୂେଜାେର ? ବରଂ ଏଇଠି ରହି ଫିଜିଓେଥରାପି କେଲ ଭଲ
ହୁଅ ା । ଥ ାେର କଲିକତା ଯାଆେ ।” ଝିଅ ରାତିେର େଟବୁ  
ସଜାଉ ସଜାଉ କେହ । ାଇଁ ବସି ଥାଏ ଖାଇବା ପାଇଁ । କିଛି
କୁେହନା । ମୁହଁ ଉଠାଇ ତା’କୁ ଚାହବାକୁ ସୁଗେତାକୁ ମାଡି ମାଡି
ପେଡ । ଝିଅ େଯେତେହେଲ ନିଜର । େସମାେନ ନାତିକୁ ଧରି
ୀଲ ା ଯିବାକୁ ଚାହଁୁଛ ି । ଜଣାଉଛ ି ଏମିତି ତା’କୁ ।

ଯାଆ ୁ । ବ ାଳୀମାେନ ବୁଲିବାକୁ ଭଲ ପାଆ ି । ଟିକିଏ ଛୁଟି
ମିଳିେଲ ମାଡିଯାଆ ି କୁଆେଡ ନା କୁଆେଡ ।

“ଠି  କହିଛୁ ମା, ମଁୁ ଏେବ ଫିଜିଓେଥରାପି ବ କରିବାକୁ
ଚାହଁୁନାହ । ଡିେସମରେର ବରଂ କଲିକତା ଯିବି ।”

- ଏମାେନ ଥାଇଲା , ମାେଲସିଆ ଯିେବ ଦଶହରା ଛୁଟିେର ।
- ସତ ନା’ କଣ ? ଏମାେନ ବି ୀଲ ା ଯିବାକୁ ବାହାରିଛ ି
ପୂେଜାେର ।

ମାଳଥୀ ଓ ସୁଗେତା ର ୱା  ସଅ  ସ ାେର ।

- ାମୀ ଅେନକଥର କହୁଥିେଲ ଅବସର ପେର ଏକାଠି
ବୁଲିବାକୁ ଯିବା । େକେତ କଣ କହୁଥିେଲ ଇଆେଡ ଯିବା,
ସିଆେଡ ଯିବା, ଏମିତି ଘର କରିବା, ଏମିତି ରହିବା ।
କୁଆେଡ ପାଣି ପରି ଢ଼ାଳି େହାଇଗଲା ଓ ମାଟିେର େଭଦିଗଲା
େସସବୁ କ ନା ।

- ଠି  । େମା ୀ ବି ଭାରି ବୁଲିବାକୁ ଭଲ ପାଉଥିଲା । ତା’େଦହ
ଭଲ ଥିଲାେବେଳ ଆେମ ପାଖ ଆଖକୁ ଯାଉଥିଲୁ । ଲମା ଛୁଟି
ନଥିଲା । ପୁଣି ପିଲା – ଛୁଆ ଜଂଜାଳ, ପଇସା ବି େବଶୀ
ନଥିଲା । ଅେନକଥର କଥା େହଇଛୁ, େମାର ଅବସର ପେର

ଏକାଠି ଭାରତ ବାହାରକୁ ଯିବା । େକେବଠାରୁ େସ ଚାଲିଗଲା –
ସବୁକଥା ପବନେର ଉଡିଗଲା –

- ତୁେମ ମନ ଖରାପ କରୁଛ କି? ମଁୁ ପରା ଅଛି । ଆେମ
ବୁଲିବା ଏଇଠି ପାଖ ଆଖେର ଓ ମଜା କରିବା । ଏେତ ଦିନ
ଲୁଚିଛପି ବୁଲୁଥିେଲ – ଏଥର ମ  ଯିବା, ସିେନମା େଦଖିବା
ଦଶହରାେର

- ସୁଗେତାର ୱା  ସଅ  ।

- ନାଇଁ ନାଇଁ (ହସ ମୁହଁ ) ଆହୁରି େକେତ ଜାଗା
ରହିଯାଇଛି । ଆେମ ନି ୟ ଯିବା । ଆଉଥେର ଜେଲବି
ଖାଇବାକୁ ମନ େହଉଛି । ଆମର େସଠି ଭଲ ମିେଳ ନାହ ।
ଡିେସମର ଶୀତେର ତ ଘରକୁ ଯିବି । ଏଠି ଏେତ ଥ ାେର
ଏଥର ରହି େହବ ନାହ – ଉ ର େଲେଖ ମାଳଥୀ ।

X X X

- “ଛିଃ ! ଛିଃ ! କି ଲାଜ କଥା ! ମୁହଁ େଦେଖଇ େହବ ନାହ
କାହାକୁ ଏଠି । ଏଇ ଆେମ ଦି’ଦିନ େହଲା େଫରିଛୁ । ଘର
ଟିକିଏ ସଫାସଫି ବି େହଇନାହ । ମଁୁ ଭାବୁଥିଲି ବୁଢ଼ୀ କାହକି
ମନ େଦଇନାହା ି ଏଥିେର । ସବୁଦିେନ ତ େସ କାମକଲା
ଝିଅ ସାେ ଲାଗିଥା ି । ଏଇ ସୁଆ ଚାଲିଥିଲା । ଆଉ
େକମିତି କିଛି କରେ ।” କ ମାନ େହଉଛି େବାହୂ । ନିଜ
େଫାନର ୱା  ସଅପ େଖାଲି ଡାଇନିଂ େଟବୁଲେର ମୁ କୁ
ଧରି ବସିଛି ପୁଅ େବୖଭବ । ନାତୁଣୀ ମାଳଥୀର ରୁ  େର ତା’
େଖାଲା ଆଲମାରିର ମଝି ଥାକ ଦି’ଟାକୁ ଆଉଁଷୁଥାଏ– ଲୁହ
ଟଳମଳ ଆଖିେର ।

ଝାଡି ଚାଲିଛି, ଝାଡି ଚାଲିଥାଏ େବାହୂ । େବୖଭବ ମୁ ଉଠାଏ ଓ
କେହ - ନା ଏଇଠୁ ଘର ବଦଳାଇବାକୁ ପଡିବ ।

“ଆ ା ! ଏେତ ଗୁଣଥିଲା ତୁମ ବାବା ର । କାଇଁ ଜଣା
ପଡୁନଥିଲା ତ! ସାଦାସିଧା ଭ େଲାକ ଭଳି ରହୁଥିେଲ ।
ନେହେଲ ନାଇଁ କଲିକତା ଚାଲିଯାଇଥାେ । ଏମିତି ଆମର
ମୁହଁ କଳା କରିବା କଣ ଭଲ େହଲା? େମାର ହ ଭୁଲଥିଲା, ମଁୁ
ଯାହା ତା ୁ ଡାକିକି ଆଣିଲି । ଏଇଠି ଆମ ବ ାଳୀ
େସାସାଇଟିେର କଣ କହିବି ?” ୀ ଆଡକୁ ତୀଯ  ଦୃ ି
ହାଣିହାଣି କହୁଥାଏ ସ ାେଥାକ । ନାତି ସୁଗେତା ରୁ  େର ଆଖି
ବୁଲାଉଥାଏ ଚାରିଆେଡ, ବିମଳ ମି ର ଉପନ ାସ ରହିଛି
ଅଜା େଟବୁଲ ଉପେର ଓ ତା’ ଉପେର ପରେ ଧୂଳି ।
ତା’ମାଆ ବସିଥାଏ େସାଫା ଉପେର େମାବାଇ  େଫାନ ଧରି ।

- ଆେମ ଯାଉଛୁ । ତୁେମମାେନ ବୁଲି ଆସିେଲ ଭଲ େହବ -
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ୱାଟ  ଅ  େର ଛବି ସଂଲ େହଇଛି ଦୁଇଟି ରଜନୀଗ ା ଓ
ନାଲି େଗାଲାପର ଫୁଲମାଳ ଦି’ଜଣ ଗଳାେର – ସୁଗେତାର ଓ
ମାଳଥୀର – ମାଳଥୀ ସୂ ାେର େମ ାଏ ସି ୂ ର । ଆହୁରି
ଛବିଟିଏ େଗାଟିଏ ଘରର ଦୁଆର । େଲଖାଯାଇଛି ଉପେର
ମାଳଥୀ ନା ି ଆ  ଓ ତା’ ତଳକୁ ସୁଗେତା େଘାଷ !
“କି ଅସହ !” ଝିଅ ମୁ େର ହାତ େଦଇ ବସିଥାଏ ।
“ବାଃ ! ବୁଢ଼ାକାେଳ ତ ବଡ ରସିକ ତୁମ ବାବା ! ତୁମକୁ କିଛି
ଶିଖାଇଛ ି ନା ନାହ? ମଁୁ ଭାବୁଥିଲି ବାବା ପୁଅର ପଢ଼ାପଢ଼ି
ଟିକିଏ େଦଖିେବ ଆଉ ଆମ ପାଖେର ରହିେବ” . . . ାଇଁ
କହୁଥାଏ ।

ଖୁ  େଜା  େର ଅଜାର ରୁ  ରୁ ବାହାରି ଆେସ ନାତି ଓ େସତିକି
େଜା  ଶ କରି ଦା କବାଟକୁ ବାେଡଇ େହଇ ବାହାରିଯାଏ
ବାବା ଓ ମାଆ ୁ ଅବ ାର ଦୃ ି ହାଣି -
“ମଉନମୁହଁୀ ବୁଢ଼ୀର ତ ଗୁଣ କିଛି କ  ନୁେହଁ ! ଇଏ କଣ
ନାତୁଣୀକୁ ଜଗିେବ କି ଶି ାେଦେବ ? ମଁୁ ଭାବିଥିଲି ରୁମା ପ  ଟୁ
ସାରି ହେ  ଯିବାଯାଏଁ ବୁଢ଼ୀ ଏଇଠି ରହିଯିେବ . . .” େବାହୂ
କହି ଚାଲିଥାଏ ।
“ଚୁ  କର ମାମା, ଆଉ କୁହନି . . . ନାତୁଣୀ ବାହାରି ଆେସ
େଜେଜମାର ରୁ  ରୁ । ତା’ େଗାଟିଏ ଆଖିରୁ ଲୁହଧାର ବହି
ଆସିଥାଏ ବଁା ଗାଲ ଉପେର - ”
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ବୁ ାଏ ଲୁହର ତାଜମହଲ
ସତ ପ ନାୟକ

ମଁୁ ାଇଭର ସି  େର  ପାେସ ର ସି  େର ବସିଛି ଅରୁଣ
ମି , େବା ନ ବି ବିଦ ାଳୟର ବୀମା ବି ାନର େଫସର,
ସି  କୁ ଏକ ଚତୁଥାଂଶ ପଛକୁ ଢେଳଇ ଆଖି ବୁଜି େଶାଇଛି  ମଁୁ
କେଣଇ ଚାହଲି  ଚବିଶ ଘ ାର ଉଡାଜାହାଜ ଯା ା ପେର
େଯମିତି ଥକା େଦଖାଯିବା କଥା େସମିତି ଲାଗୁନି  ତା ମୁହଁେର
ଶା ିର ଝଲକ  ପଚିଶ ବଷ ପେର େରେଭନା

ବି ବିଦ ାଳୟରୁ ବିେଶଷ ନିମ ଣ ପାଇ ବୀମା ବି ାନ ଉପେର
େ େଜେ ସ େଦବାକୁ ଯାଇଥିଲା େସ  େମା ମନେର କି ୁ
ଅସଂଖ ଶ  ଏେବ ପଚାରିବାଟା କଣ ଠିକ େହବ? କାେଳ
ଚିଡିଚିଡା ଅନୁଭବ କରିବ େସ ! ମଁୁ କି ୁ ନିଜକୁ େରାକିପାରୁନି 
ଶ ଅସଂଖ େହେଲ ମଧ େଗାଟିଏ ଉ ର ହ ବାକି ସବୁ

ଉ ରକୁ ବାଟ ଫିେଟଇେନବ, ଏକଥା ମଁୁ ଜାେଣ  ଘେର
ପହଁଚିବାକୁ ଚାଳିଶ ମିନିଟରୁ କମ ଲାଗିବନି  େବା ନ ସହରର
ାଫିକ ଆଜି ଟିେକ ଅଧିକା ଲାଗୁଛି ୱି  ଏ ୍  େର ାଫି  
ସାଧାରଣତଃ ଅନ ଦିନ ଅେପ ା କମ ଥାଏ, ହୁଏତ ଆଗେର
େକଉଁଠି ଆ ିେଡ େହାଇଥାଇପାେର  େସ ଯାହାବି େହଉ,
େମାର ାଇଭିଂେର ଧ ାନ େଦବାଟା ହ ବ ମାନର
ାଥମିକତା େଯଉଁଠି ତା ନିଦ ଭା ି ବ, େସଇଠି ପଚାରିବି 

ଏେବ େଶାଇଥାଉ େସ 

ପଚିଶ ବଷ ତେଳ, େମାର ପି.ଏ .ଡି େ ା ାମର େଶଷ ବଷ
ଅରୁଣ ମି ଆସି େବା ନ ବି ବିଦ ାଳୟେର ପି.ଏ .ଡି
େ ା ାମେର େଯାଗେଦଲା  ତା ଆସିବା କଥା ମଁୁ ଥେମ
ଜାଣିନଥିଲି  ଆମ ବି ବିଦ ାଳୟେର ଓଡିଆ ଆେଦୗ ନଥିେଲ,
େସେତେବେଳ କଁା ଭାଁ େକହି ଭାରତୀୟ ଛା
େଦଖାଯାଉଥିେଲ ବି ବିଦ ାଳୟର ଏକମା ଭାରତୀୟ
ବଂଶଜ େଫସର ଡଃ ଶୁ ା ଘେର ଦୀପାବଳି ସମାେରାହେର
ଥମଥର ପାଇଁ ଅରୁଣ ମି ସହ େଦଖାେହାଇଥିଲା  ଡ: ଶୁ ା

ତା ଘେର ତିବଷ ଦୀପାବଳିେର ବି ବିଦ ାଳୟ ତଥା
ସହରେର ରହୁଥିବା ାୟ ପଚାଶ ଭାରତୀୟ ବଂଶଜ ପରିବାର ୁ
ନିମ ଣ କର ି  ଅରୁଣ ମି ନୂଆ ଆସିଥିବାରୁ ଡ: ଶୁ ା ତାକୁ
ସମ ସାମାେର ମିଳିତ ଭାେବ ପରିଚୟ
କେରଇେଦଇଥିେଲ ଥେମ ମଁୁ ତାକୁ ବିହାରୀ େବାଲି
ଭାବିଥିଲି  ପେର ତା ସହିତ ସାମାସାମି କଥା େହାଇ ଜାଣିଲି
େଯ େସ ଓଡିଆ, କଟକ ଜି ାର ସାେଲପୁର ପାଖ ଚାେ ାଳ
ଗଁା'ର େମଲଣ ପଡିଆ ସାମାେର ତା ଘର 

ଗଣିତେର ପି.ଏ .ଡି ଏବଂ ବୀମା ବି ାନେର େପା ୍ ଡକେର
ପେର େବା ନ ବି ବିଦ ାଳୟେର ଆସି ା େଫସର ଭାେବ

େଯାଗେଦଲା ଅରୁଣ ମି  େସେତେବଳକୁ ମଁୁ ମଧ ପି.ଏ .ଡି
ସାରି େସଇଠି ଅଥନୀତି ବିଭାଗେର ଅଧ ାପନା କରୁଥାଏ 
ଯଦିଓ ମଁୁ ଘରସଂସାର କରି ସାଧାରଣ େଫସର ଭାେବ
ଅଧ ାପନାେର ରହିଗଲି, ଅରୁଣ ମି ତାର ସାରା ଜୀବନ
ଅଧ ାପନା ସହିତ ଗେବଷଣାେର କେଟଇଲା  ବୀମା
ବି ାନେର େସ ପୃଥିବୀର ଶୀଷ ଗଣିତ ଭିତରୁ ଜେଣ େହାଇ
ବାହାରିଲା  ତାର ସି ା କୁ ଆେମରିକାର ସମ ବୀମା
କ ାନୀ ବୀମା ଶୁ ପରିଗଣନା ପାଇଁ ବ ବହାର କେଲ 
ଆେମରିକାର ରାଜ ତଥା େକ ସରକାର ବିଭି
େ ାେଜକେର େସ ପରାମଶଦାତା ଭାେବ ନିଯୁ ି ପାଇଲା 
ଅେନକ ଛା ତା ଅଧୀନେର ପି.ଏ .ଡି ତଥା େପା ଡକେର  
କେଲ  ଖୁବ କମ ବୟସେର େସ େବା ନ ବି ବିଦ ାଳୟର
ବୀମା ବି ାନ ବିଭାଗେର େଚୟାର େଫସର ରୂେପ ଅବ ାପିତ
େହଲା  ନିଜକୁ ସବୁେବେଳ କାମେର ଡୁବାଇ ରଖିଲା 

ସେବାପରି େସ ଥିଲା ଆମ ପରିବାରର ଜେଣ ସଦସ  ଆମ
ଘରଠୁ ଦୁଇ ଗଳି ଛାଡି େସ ଘର କିଣିଲା, େଗାଟିଏ
କମୁ ନିଟିେର ୱି  ଏ ୍  େର, ମଝିେର ମଝିେର ଆମ ଘେର
ହଠାତ ଆସି ପହଁଚିଯାଏ, କିଛି ସମୟ ବିତାଏ, ଲ ୍ କି ଡିନ  
ପେର ଯାଏ  ତା ଘର କି ୁ େଗାେଟ ଚଳ ା ଲାଇେ ରୀ 
େବ , େସାଫା, ଡାଇନି ୍ େଟବୁଲ – ସବୁଆେଡ ବହି, ଖାତା,
କାଗଜ, କଲମ େମଳା  ତା ଛା ମାେନ ବି ବିଦ ାଳୟ
ଲାଇେ ରୀ ନଯାଇ ୟା ଘରକୁ ଆସି ପଢ ି  ଜେଣ ଛା ବ ଳ
ଶି କ ଭାେବ େସ ବି ବିଦ ାଳୟେର ଜଣାଶୁଣା ଥିଲା  ଏ ସବୁ
ଉପଲ ି ସେ ବି ତାର ହୃଦୟ ଆେବଗଭରା, େକାମଳ,
େଗାଟିଏ େଛାଟ ପିଲାର ହୃଦୟ ପରି  େଯେତେବେଳ େକୗଣସି
କାରଣରୁ ଆେଲାଚନା ଭିତରକୁ ଅପ ା ଚାଲିଆେସ େସ
ବି ସି େଫସରରୁ ପଚିଶବଷ ତଳର କେଲଜ ଛା ଟିଏ
େହାଇଯାଏ 

ଅପ ା ମହାପା  େରେଭନା କେଲଜେର ାତେକା ର
ଗଣିତେର ତା‘ର ସହପାଠୀନି ଥିଲା େକବଳ ସହପାଠୀନି
କହିବାଟା ଉଚିତ େହବନି  ଅପ ା ସହିତ ତାର ଏକ
ଆେବଗିକ ସ କ ଥିଲା  େରେଭନା କେଲଜେର ତାର
ଦୁଇବଷର ଜୀବନକୁ େନଇ େସ େଯଉଁ ବିବରଣୀ ଗଲା ପଚିଶ
ବଷେର େମାେତ େଦଇଛି, ମଁୁ ନି ି ତ ରୂେପ କହିବି େଯ ଏ
େବାଧହୁଏ େ ମର ସେବା ଅବେବାଧ ଥିଲା  େ ମ ଏଠି
ତ ାଗର ରୂପ େନଇଥିଲା 
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ତା କହିବା ଅନୁସାେର, େକବଳ ତାକୁ ଓ ଅପ ାକୁ ଛାଡିେଦେଲ,
କ ା ସେର ବାକି ସମେ େସମାନ ର ମିଳାମିଶାକୁ େ ମର
ରୂପ େଦଉଥିେଲ  ଏ ସ କକୁ େନଇ ଦୁଇ ବଷ କ ା ସ
ଜୀବନେର େସମାନ ଭିତେର େକେବ େକୗଣସି କାରର
ଔପଚାରିକ ବା ାଳାପ େହାଇନଥିଲା

କ ା ସ କହିେଲ ଓଡିଶାର ସବବୃହ କେଲଜ େରେଭନାର
ପଛକୁ ଲାଗିଥିବା ହେ ଲ ଅ ଳ, େଗାଟିଏ ପଟରୁ େୱ
ହେ ଲ, େଲଡି  ହେ ଲ, ନୁ ହେ ଲ, ଟି.ଆ .ଡବ
ହେ ଲ, ନୁ ପି.ଜି ହେ ଲରୁ େନଇ ଆର ପେଟ ଇ ୍  ହେ ଲ
ପଯ – ଏକ ଅ ାକାର େଭୗଗଳିକ େ  ମଝିେର
େଖଳପଡିଆ  କାସ ସରିଗଲା ପେର ଏବଂ ଅ ାର ପୂବରୁ ଏହି
ଭୂଖ େବ ଚଳଚ ଳ େହାଇଉେଠ, ସାରା ଦିନ କାହା ସହିତ
େଦଖା ନେହାଇଥିେଲ ମଧ ଏହି ସମୟେର ାୟ ସମେ
େସଇଠି ମିଳିଯାଇଥା ି 

ଅରୁଣ ମି ନୁ ହେ ଲର ଛବିଶ ନମର ରୁ  େର ରହୁଥିଲା 
ହେ ଲରୁ ବାହାରି କାସକୁ ଯିବା ସମୟେର ଠି  େଲଡିଜ
ହେ ଲ ପାଖାପାଖି େହାଇଥିବାେବେଳ ଅପ ା ତା ହେ ଲରୁ
ବାହାେର  କାସ ସରିେଲ ଅପ ା ତା ସହିତ ଯିବାକୁ ଚାେହଁ 
ଯଦି େସ କାସରୁ ଥେମ ବାହାରି ଆେସ ଅପ ା ଲମା ପାହୁ
ପକାଇ ତା ପାଖେର ପହଁଚିଯାଏ  ଯଦି େସ େକେବ ପଛେର
ରହିଯାଏ ଅପ ା ଧିେରଧିେର ଚାେଲ େସ ଆସି ଅପ ା ସହିତ
ମିଶିବା ପଯ  ଅପ ା ଚାେହଁ େଯ ହେ ଲ ସାମାେର ଛିଡା
େହାଇ କିଛି ସମୟ ତା ସହ େସ ଗପୁ, ଯଦିଓ େକେବ ମୁହଁ
େଖାଲି କେହନା ଅପ ା  ଅପ ା େଗାରା, ପତଳା, ଲମା,
ପାହାଡି ଝରଣା ପରି ଛଳଛଳ, ବନହରିଣୀ ପରି ଚଳଚ ଳ 
ସବୁେବେଳ ଶାଢୀ ପିେ  ତାକୁ ଲାେଗ େଯମିତି ଅପ ା ତା
ମନ କଥା ଜାଣିପାେର େଯ ଝିଅମାେନ ଶାଢୀେର ସୁ ର
ଲାଗ ି କି ୁ ତା ନୁେହଁ  ହୁଏତ ଅପ ାକୁ ଶାଢୀ ପି ିବାକୁ
ଭଲ ଲାେଗ  ଅଥବା େୟ ଏକ ସଂେଯାଗ ମା  ଅପ ା ସହ
ଚାଲୁଥିବା ସମୟେର େବେଳେବେଳ ପବନେର ଶାଢୀ କାନି
ଆସି ତା େଦହେର ଗୁେଡଇ େହାଇଯାଏ  ତାକୁ ଭଲ ଲାେଗ,
ଅପ ା ଅ ୁତ ହୁଏ 

ତଥାପି େସ ଦୁହ ୁ େକେବ ଲାଗିନି େଯ େସମାନ ଭିତେର
େ ମ େବାଲି କିଛି ଥିଲା 

ହେ ଲ ଛାତ ଆ ିନା ଉପେର ବସି େଯେତେବେଳ କାଉ
େବାବାଏ, ତା ରୁ େମ ାନ ରଥ କୁେହ, “େହଇ େଦଖ,
କାଉ ମଧ ତୁମ େ ମକାହାଣୀ ଶୁେଣଇଲାଣି, କାହକି
ମାନିେନଉନ ତୁେମ?” ଥେର ାନ ରଥ ବାଲୁବଜାର ଯାଇ
ବିଭୂତି ପ ନାୟକ ଦୁଇ ଖ ି ଉପନ ାସ ଆଣି ୟାକୁ େଦଲା
ଏବଂ କହିଲା, “ଏଇ ଦୁଇଖ ଉପନ ାସ ସାରିଦିଅ  େ ମ

କରିବା ଶିଖିଯିବ ” ପୁଣି େକେବେକେବ କୁେହ, “ଅ ୟ
ମହା ି ଗୀତ ଶୁଣ  ଏଇମାେନ େହେଲ େ ମର ରାଜଦୂତ 
ଏମାନ ସି ା ଅନୁସରଣ କର, େଦଖିବ େକମିତି େ ମକୁ
ବୁଝିପାରିବ ”

କହିବା ବାହୁଲ େଯ େସ ଏଯାଏଁ ବିଭୂତି ପ ନାୟକ
ଉପନ ାସ ପଢିନାହ 

େଯଉଁଦିନ ଦୁହ ର କ ା ସେର େଶଷ ଦିନ, ଅପ ା ଅରୁଣକୁ
ଅନୁେରାଧ କଲା ତାକୁ ବ  ା େର ଛାଡିବା ପାଇଁ  ସକାଳ
ନଅଟାରୁ ଦୁେହଁ ବ  ା େର ଛିଡା େହେଲ, େଗାଟାକ ପେର
େଗାେଟ ବ  ଛାଡୁଥିଲା, ଅପ ା କି ୁ ଯାଉନଥିଲା  ତା
ମୁହଁେର ଦୁଃଖର ଛାପ େବ  ବାରି େହାଇପଡୁଥିଲା  େସଦିନ
ସକାଳୁ ସ ାଯାଏ ଦୁେହଁ େସମିତି ଚୁ  ଚା  ଛିଡା େହାଇଥିେଲ
ତାକୁ ଅରୁଣ ବାଧ ନକରିଥିେଲ ହୁଏତ େସ େସଦିନ େଶଷ ବ  
ବି ଛାଡିେଦଇଥା ା  ବ  େର ବସିବା ପୂବରୁ ଅପ ା ତା ମୁହଁକୁ
ଚାହଲା  ଅପ ାର ଆଖିରୁ େକଇ ବୁ ା ଲୁହ ଝରି ଧୂଳିେର
ମିଶିଗଲା  େଶଷ ବୁ ା ଲୁହ ଝରିବା ପୂବରୁ େସ ପାପୁଲି
ପେତଇେଦଲା  େସଇ ବୁ ାଏ ଲୁହେର େସ ନିଜର କ ନାେର
ତାଜମହଲଟିଏ ଗଢିଲା 

ଏ ଭିତେର କା  ଆସି ଅରୁଣର ାଇ  େୱେର ରହିଲା  ମଁୁ
ଡାକିଲି, “ଅରୁଣ, ଉଠ, ତୁମ ଘର ଆସିଗଲା ”

ଲେଗ  ଧରି ଅରୁଣ ତା ଘର ଭିତରକୁ ଗଲା  ମଁୁ ତା ପେଛ
ପେଛ ଆସିଲି  େମା ମନେର ଥିବା ଶସବୁ ବାହାରକୁ
ଆସିବାପାଇଁ ବ େହଉଥିେଲ  ପଚାରିବି କି ନାଇଁ ଭାବୁ ଭାବୁ
ମଁୁ ତା େସାଫା ଉପେର ବସିପଡିଲି ଓ େମା ମୁହରୁଁ ତଃ ୁ
ଭାେବ ଶଟି ବାହାରିଆସିଲା, “ତୁେମ ଅପ ାକୁ େଭଟିଲ?”

ବା , େକଉଁଠି ଥିଲା ଏେତ ଆେବଗ, ଏେତ େକାହ େକଜାଣି,
ଅପ ା ନାଁ ଶୁଣି ତା ଆଖି ଛଳଛଳ େହାଇଗଲା, କ ବା ାରୁ
େହାଇଗଲା ତାକୁ ଏକା ଛାଡିେଦବାଟା ଉଚିତ େହବ େବାଲି
ଭାବି, ଡିନ  ପାଇଁ ସ ାେର ଆମ ଘରକୁ ଆସିବାକୁ କହି ମଁୁ
ଉଠିଆସିଲି 

ସ ାେର ଆସି ଆମ ଘେର ପହଚିଁଲା େସ  ସକାଳର େମଘ
ଖ ବଷ ଯାଇଥିଲା  ଆକାଶ ଥିଲା େବ ନିମଳ  ଏକଦମ
ଶା ଲାଗୁଥିଲା େସ  ମଁୁ ଦୁଇକ ଚା ଧରି େସାଫା ଉପରକୁ
ଆସିଲି  ଚା କ  େର ଥମ ଚୁ  କୀ େଦଇ େସ କହିଲା,
“ଭାଇନା, ମଁୁ ି ର କରିସାରିଛି, ଓଡିଶା େଫରିଯିବି 
ଆସ ାକାଲି ଇ ଫା େଦଉଛି  ଚାରି ସ ାହେର ସମ ଜିନିଷ
ଓ ଘର ବି ୀ କରି ସବୁ ଦିନ ପାଇଁ େଫରିଯିବି ”
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ତା କଥା ଶୁଣି ମଁୁ ଅବା  େହଇଗଲି  େୟ କଣ କହୁଛି ହଠା 
ତା କଥାେର େମାେତ େକମିତି ତି ିୟା କାଶ କରିବାକୁ
େହବ, କିଛି ବୁଝିପାରିଲିନି  ତା ମୁହଁକୁ ଶଭରା ଆଖିେର
ଚାହଲି ଏବଂ ପଚାରିଲି, “ସତ କୁହ, ଓଡିଶାେର ତୁମର ଦୁଇ
ସ ାହ େକମିତି ରହିଲା? ଅପ ା ସହିତ େଦଖା େହଲା?”

େସ ଚା କ  କୁ ଟି'ପୟ ଉପେର ରଖି କହିବାକୁ ଆର କଲା 

“ମଁୁ ପହଁଚିବାର ଦୁଇଦିନ ପେର େମାର େ େଜେ ସ ଥିଲା 
ଗଣିତ ବିଭାଗର ସମ ଛା ଓ ଅଧ ାପକ ବ ତୀତ
କେଲଜର ଅେନକ ଅଧ ାପକ ଏହି େ େଜେ ସ  େର ଉପ ି ତ
ଥିେଲ  େ େଜେ ସ ପେର େଶା ର କାଯ ମ ଥିଲା 
ଛା ଛା ୀମାେନ େଧୖଯ ର ସହ େ େଜେ ସ େଦଖିବା
ପେର ଅେନକ ମହ ପୂ ଶ ପଚାରିେଲ  କାଯ ମ
ସରିଗଲା ପେର ଗଣିତ ବିଭାଗର ଜେଣ ରିସ ଲାର େମା
ସହିତ କିଛି କଥା େହବାକୁ ଚାହଁୁ ଛି କହି କେଲଜ ଛକେର ଥିବା
କଫି ସ  କୁ େମାେତ ନିମ ଣ କଲା  ବିନା ିଧାେର ମଁୁ ତା
ସହିତ କଫି ସ  କୁ ଗଲି  ମଁୁ ଭାବିଲି େଯ କ ାରିଅରକୁ େନଇ
ହୁଏତ ତାର କିଛି ଶ ଥାଇପାେର  େକାଣ େଟବୁଲେର ବସି
ଦୁଇ କ କଫି ଅଡର କଲା ପେର େସ କିଛି ନକହି େକବଳ
େମା ମୁହଁକୁ ଚାହ ରହିଲା  ମଁୁ ଅ ୁ ତ ଅନୁଭବ କଲି ଓ କିଛି
ବୁଝି ପାରିଲିନି  କ ାରିଅର େନଇ କିଛି ତାର ଶ ଅଛିକି
େବାଲି ମଁୁ ତାକୁ ପଚାରିଲି  େସ ସିଧା ଶ କଲା େଯ ମଁୁ ପଚିଶ
ବଷ ତେଳ କାହକି େଦଶ ଛାଡି ଚାଲି ଯାଇଥିଲି, ଏ ଭିତେର
ଥରେଟ େହେଲ ବି ମଁୁ କାହକି ଆସିନଥିଲି  େୟ େମାର
ଏକଦ ନିଜ କଥା, ଏ ଝିଅକୁ େମା ବିଷୟେର ଏେତ େକମିତି
ଜଣା େବାଲି େମାର ସେ ହ େହବାକୁ ଲାଗିଲା  ଏ ଝିଅ କିଏ
େହାଇଥାଇପାେର େବାଲି ମଁୁ ମନଭିତେର ସମୀକରଣ କରିବାକୁ
ଆର କରିେଦଲି ”

ଅରୁଣ ମି େଗାେଟ ନିଃ ାସେର ଏତିକି କହି ଚୁ  େହାଇଗଲା
ଓ ଚା କ ଉେଠଇ ଆଉ େଗାେଟ ଚୁ  କୀ େଦଲା  ଆଗକୁ
ଜାଣିବାର ଉ ା େମା ମନେର ବଢି ଯାଇଥିଲା  ତଥାପି ମଁୁ
କହିଲି, “ଚା ଟା ଥ ା େହାଇଯିବଣି  ଦିଅ, ଗରମ
କରିେଦବି”

େମା କଥାେର ବିେଶଷ ଧ ାନ ନେଦଇ େସ ତା କଥାକୁ ଆଗକୁ
ବେଢଇଲା 

“େମାେତ ଅଧିକ ସମୟ ିବିଧାେର ନରଖି େସ ତାର ପରିଚୟ
େଦଲା  େସ ଥିଲା ଅପ ାର ଝିଅ  ଅପ ା ଓ େମା’ର ସ କ,
ଆମର ଦୁଇବଷର ଜୀବନକୁ େନଇ େସ େଛାଟରୁ େଛାଟ ଘଟଣା
ସବୁ ଜାଣିଥିଲା  ଝିଅଟିର କଥା ଶୁଣି ମଁୁ ୀଭୂତ
େହାଇପଡିଲି େମା ସାମାେର େକବଳ ବହଳ ଅ କାର ଥିଲା 

ମଁୁ େବାଧହୁଏ ଅ େହାଇଯାଉଥିଲି  ଝିଅଟି ହଠା  େମାେତ
ଧରି କଇଁ କଇଁ କା ିଲା  ମଁୁ ଆଖି େଖାଲି ତାକୁ ଚାହଲି  ତା
ଆଖିରୁ ବୁ ା ବୁ ା ଲୁହ ଝରି ପଡୁଥିଲା, ଠି  େଯମିତି ପଚିଶ
ବଷ ତେଳ ଝରିଥିଲା ଅପ ା ଆଖିରୁ  େଶଷ ବୁ ା ଲୁହ ତେଳ
ପଡିବା ପୂବରୁ ମଁୁ ପାପୁଲି ପେତଇ େଦଲି  ମଁୁ େଦଖୁଥିଲି ପଚିଶ
ବଷ ତେଳ ଗଢିଥିବା ବୁ ାଏ ଲୁହର ତାଜମହଲ ତରଳି ଯାଉଛି
ଏବଂ ପୁଣି ଥେର ବୁ ାଏ ଲୁହ େହାଇ େମା ପାପୁଲିେର ଅଟକି
ଯାଇଛି ”

େମା ପାଟିରୁ ହଠା ବାହାରି ଆସିଲା, “ଆଉ ଅପ ା?”

“ଦୁଇ ବଷ ତେଳ ଅପ ାର କ ା  ସ  େର ମୃତୁ େହାଇଛି, ତା
ଝିଅ କହିଲା  େଶଷ ସମୟେର େସ େମାେତ ଅେନକ
େଖାଜିଥିଲା କାେଳ  ଏବଂ ତାର ବି ାସ ଥିଲା େଯ ମଁୁ ଦିେନ
େଫରିବି ” ଅରୁଣ କହିଲା  ଅରୁଣର କଥା ଶୁଣି ମଁୁ ଏକଦ
ମୂକ ପାଲଟି ଗଲି  େସ କି ୁ ସାମାନ ଥିଲା 

େସ ପୁଣି କହିଲା, “ଆସିବା ପୂବରୁ, େରେଭନା
ବି ବିଦ ାଳୟେର ଅପ ା ନଁା େର େଗାଟିଏ ବୀମା ବି ାନ
ଗେବଷଣା େକ େଖାଲିଲି  ମଁୁ ଏଠାରୁ ଗେଲ େସଇ େକ ର
ସଂପୂ ବିକାଶ କରିବା େହଲା େମାର ଲ  ଓଡିଶାରୁ ତଥା
ଭାରତର ଅନ ବି ବିଦ ାଳୟମାନ ରୁ େମଧାବୀ ଛା ମାେନ
ଏଠାେର ବୀମା ବି ାନେର ଗେବଷଣା କରିେବ  ଏଠାରୁ େଯଉଁ
ପିଲାମାେନ ଡି ୀ ହାସଲ କରି ବାହାରିେବ, େସମାେନ ବି ର
େକୗଣସି ବି ବିଦ ାଳୟେର ଅଧ ାପନା ତଥା ଅଧିକ ଗେବଷଣା
କରିପାରିେବ  ବାକି ଜୀବନ ‘ଅପ ା ରିସ େସ ର ଫ
ଆ  ଚୁଆରିଆଲ ସାଇନ’କୁ ବି ର ସବେ ବୀମା ଗେବଷଣା
େକ କରିବା େମାର ଏକମା ଲ ”

ଏତିକି କହି େସ ତାର ବାକି ଚା ପିଇବାକୁ ଲାଗିଲା 

େଯେହତୁ ତାର େବା ନ ବି ବିଦ ାଳୟ ଛାଡି ଚାଲିଯିବାଟା
େମାେତ ନିଜ ପରିବାରର ଜେଣ ସଦସ କୁ ହରାଇଲାପରି
ଲାଗିବ, ମଁୁ ତାକୁ ଆଉଥେର ଏ ନି ି େର ବିଚାର କରିବାକୁ
କହିଲି, କି ୁ େସ ଗଲା ପେର ମେନ ମେନ ଭାବିଲି, “ସାବା
ଅରୁଣ ମି ! ତୁ ଅେନକ ବଷ ତେଳ ବୁ ାଏ ଲୁହେର େଯଉଁ
କ ନାର ତାଜମହଲ ଗଢିଥିଲୁ ଏେବ ତା ଜନସ ୁଖେର ଛିଡା
େହବ ଏବଂ ସମାଜର ହିତେର ଲାଗିବ – ଅପ ା ରିସ େସ ର
ଫ ଆ  ଚୁଆରିଆଲ ସାଇନ ”

୭୪୬୪ ୱି  ଡ େଲ
 ବଲି , ୱାହିଓ ୪୩୦୧୬
ଯୁ ରା ଆେମରିକା
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ଦୂର ପବତ
ସୂଯ ାତା ରଥ

“େହଇଟି ଶୁଣୁଛ.. ଜଲଦି ଉଠମ...୮ଟା ବାଜିଲାଣି । ବାହାରକୁ
େଦଖ ।” ାମୀ ବିେନାଦ ୁ େଜାରେର ହେଲଇ େଦଇ କହିଲା
ମାଳତୀ । “ଓେହା.. ରବିବାର ଦିନଟାେର ବି ଟିେକ ଶା ିେର
େଶାଇବାକୁ େଦଉନାହଁ । କଣ ଏମିତି େହଇଯାଇଛି? ପୃଥିବୀ
ଫାଟି ଯାଇଛି ନା ଆକାଶ ଖସି ପଡିଛି?” ବିର େହଇ କହିେଲ
ବିେନାଦ ।

“ଆମ ଆଗେର େଯଉଁ ବଡ ଘରଟା ଖାଲି ପଡି ନଥିଲା
େକେବଠୁ.. େସଠିକି ନୂଆ େଲାକମାେନ କିଏ ରହିବାକୁ
ଆସିଛ ି। ଆଜି ସକାଳୁ େଦଖିଲି ପରା । ବିରାଟ ବଡ େଗାେଟ
କା  ରୁ ଓେ ଇେଲ ତା ପରିବାର । େଦଖୁଛ.. େସଇ ଯଉ
ନାଲି କା  ଟା ଆଗେର ପା  େହଇଚି.. େସଇଟା । ାମୀ, ୀ
ଆଉ ଝିଅଟିଏ । େବଶ ଧନୀ ଜଣା ପଡୁଛ ି େସମାେନ ।” ଏକ
ନି ାସେର ଏତିକି କହିେଦଲ। ମାଳତୀ ।

“ଆେର.. ଏଇ କଥା କହିବା ପାଇଁ ମେତ ଏମିତି ସକାଳୁ ସକାଳୁ
କିଲିବିଲି କରିକି ଉଠଉଛ? କେପ ଚା ପିଏଇଲା ପେର ବି ତ
କହି ପାରିଥା .. ।” ବିେନାଦ ଠୁ ଏତିକି ଶୁଣିଲା ପେର ସକାଳ
ଚା ବିଷୟେର ପୁରାପୁରି ଭୁଲି ଯାଇଥିବା ମାଳତୀ ଝଟପଟ େହଇ
େରାେଷଇ ଘରକୁ ଚାଲିଗଲା । କି ୁ ମନ ତାର ଅଟକି ଯାଇଥିଲା
େସଇ ନୂଆ ପେଡାଶୀ କା  ଆଉ େବଶ େପାଷାକେର ।

େଛାଟ ପରିବାରଟିଏ ତା ର । ବିେନାଦ, ମାଳତୀ ଆଉ ତା ର
େଛାଟ ଝିଅଟିଏ । ସାଧାରଣ ଘର ତା ର । ଧନର ାଚୁଯ
ନଥିେଲ ବି ଅଭାବ ନାହ । ବିେନାଦ ସରକାରୀ ଚାକିରିର
ସୀମିତ ଆୟ ଭିତେର ଜୀବନ ତା ର ଠି  ଚାେଲ । ସକାଳୁ
ାମୀ ଅଫିସ ଆଉ ଝିଅ ଲୁ ଯିବା ପେର ମାଳତୀର ଆଉ

ବିେଶଷ କାମ ନଥାଏ । େକେବ କିଛି ସିେଲଇ, ବୁଣାବୁଣି କାମ
ତ ଆଉ େକେବ ପାଖ ବଜାରରୁ ପରିବା, ସଉଦା ଆଣିବା ।
ବା , ଏତିକିେର ହ ସୀମିତ େସ ।

େସଦିନ ଖରାେବେଳ ପରିବା ଆଣିକି ଆସିଲ। େବେଳ ହଠା  
ପଛରୁ କାହାର “େହେଲା” ଶୁଣିକି ଅଟକି ଗଲା ମାଳତୀ ।
ବୁଲିକି େଦେଖ ତ କା  ଭିତରୁ ହସି ହସି ହାତ ହେଲଇକି
ଡାକୁଛ ି ଜେଣ ଭ ମହିଳା.. ତାର ନୂଆ ପେଡ଼ାଶିନୀ । ପାଖରୁ
େଦଖି ତାକୁ ଟିେକ ଚି ିଲା ଭଳିଆ ଲାଗିଲା । ତାକୁ ଆଉ ବିେଶଷ
ଭାବିବାକୁ ସୁେଯାଗ ନେଦଇ ମହିଳା କହିେଲ “ମାଳତୀ, ଚି ି
ପାରୁନୁ ମେତ? ମଁୁ ସି ା । େତା ଲୁ ସହପାଠିନୀ ।”

ଆେର ସେତତ ! ଇଏ ସି ା.. କିଛି ବଷ ୁ  େର ଏକାଠି ଥିେଲ
େସମାେନ । ତ। ବାପା ର ବଦଳି େହଇଗଲା ପରଠୁ ଆଉ
େକେବ ବି େଦଖ। େହଇନି େସମାନ ର । େସଥିପାଇଁ ହୁଏତ
େସଦିନ େସମାନ ୁ ଦୂରରୁ େଦଖିକି ଚି ି ପାରି ନଥିଲା ମାଳତୀ
। ବଷ ତ ଅେନକ ବିତି ଯାଇଛି ୟା ଭିତେର । ୁ  େର େବ
ସାଧାରଣ ଦିଶୁଥିବା ସି ା ଆଜି ଦିଶୁଚି ଖୁ  ସୁ ରୀ ।
େଗାଲାପୀ ର ର ଦାମୀ ସ।ଲା  ସୁ  ସା କୁ ଗଳାେର ଧଳା
େମାତିହାର େବ  ସୁ ର ମାନୁଛି ତାକୁ । ଆଉ େଦହରୁ ଆସୁଛି
ଦାମୀ ଅତରର ମହକ ।

“କଣ ଏଯାଏଁ ଜାଣି ପାରିଲୁନି କି ମେତ? ଠିଆ େହଇଚୁ କଣ?
ଗାଡି ଭିତରକୁ ଆ । ଘେର ଛାଡ଼ିେଦବି ତେତ । େସଦିନ ତେତ
ବା  େକାନୀେର ଠିଆ େହଇଥିବାର େଦଖି ମୁ ଠିକ ଚି ି
ଯାଇଥିଲି । ତୁ ବି   କୁଲ ୍ ବଦଳିନୁ । ଏେଵ ବି େସଇ ସାଧାସିଧା
େମଧାବୀ ଛା ୀ ଭଳିଆ ଦିଶୁଚୁ ।” ସି ାର ଏତିକି କଥା ଶୁଣି
ଆ ଯ ଆଉ ଖୁସିର େକମିତି େଗାେଟ ମିଶାମିଶି ଭାବନାେର
ବୁଡି ଯାଇଥିବା ମାଳତୀ ତର ତର େହଇ କା  ଭିତେର
ପଶିଗଲା । ନିଜର ସୁତା ଶାଢ଼ୀ, ସାଧାରଣ ଚପଲ ଆଉ
ଅସଜଡ଼ା େକଶ ବିଷୟେର ଭାବି ଲ ିତ େହଇ ପଡୁଥିବା େବେଳ
ମୁହଁେର ସାମାନ ହସ ଫୁଟାଇ କହିଲା େସ “ମଁୁ ସତେର ତେତ
ଦୂରରୁ ଚି ି ପାରିନଥିଲି । ଏେତ ଦିନ ପେର େଦଖିକି ବହୁତ
ଖୁସି ଲାଗୁଚି । େକେବ େବଳ ପାଇେଲ ଘରକୁ ଆସ । ବହୁତ
ଗପିବା ଆେମ ।”

େସଦିନ ପରଠୁ ାୟ େଦଖା ହୁଏ ଦୁଇ ବା ବୀ ର । ବହୁତ
ପୁରୁଣା ୃତିର େରାମ ନ କରୁ କରୁ ଖୁ  ହସ ି େସମାେନ ।
ମାଳତୀ ହାତର ଅଦା ଚା ପିଉ ପିଉ ସି ା ବଖାଣି ବେସ ତାର
ଚାକଚକ ଭରା ଜୀବନ ବିଷୟେର । ବଷକୁ େକମିତି େସମାେନ
ଅତି କମେର ଦୁଇ ଥର ଫେର  ି  କର ି, ଫାଇ  ା  
େହାେଟଲେର ରହି ରହି ତାକୁ େକମିତି ବିର ଲାଗିଲାଣି, ତା
ପାଖେର ଥିବା ଦଶ ବାରଟା ଡାଇମ ୍  େସ  ର ଡିଜାଇ  ପୁରୁଣା
େହଇଗଲାଣି େବାଲି େକମିତି େସଗୁଡା ତାକୁ ଆଉ ଛୁଇଁବାକୁ ବି
ଇଛା ହଉନି ଇତ ାଦି ଇତ ାଦି । ଏସବୁ ଶୁଣି ଶୁଣି ନିଜକୁ ଖୁ  
େଛାଟ ମେନ କରୁଥିଲା ମାଳତୀ । ଘର ଅଗଣାେର ନୂଆ ନୂଆ
ଫୁଟି ଉଠୁଥିବା େଗାଲାପ, ପାଖ ଗଛେର ବସା ତିଆରି କରୁଥିବା
େସ କୁନି କଳା ଚେଢଇ, ଟିଭିେର ନୂଆ ସିରିଏ  ପରି େଛାଟ
େଛାଟ କଥା େଦଖି ଖୁସି େହଇ ଯାଉଥିବା ମାଳତୀକୁ ଆଜି କିଛି
ବି ଭଲ ଲାଗୁ ନଥିଲା । େକମିତି େଗାେଟ ଅଭାବ େବାଧ ତାକୁ
ବ ତିବ କରି ପକାଉଥିଲା ।
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“ଘେର କଣ େତଲ ଲୁଣ ସରି ଯାଇଥିଲା? ଆଜି ଛତୁ େବସରଟା
ଏେତ ପାଣିଚିଆ କାହକି ଲାଗୁଛି? ତମ ହାତ ତିଆରି ପରିତ
ଲାଗୁନି ।” ବିେନାଦ ର ଏଇ ସାମାନ କଥାେର େସଦିନ
ଭୟ ର ଭାବେର ରାଗିଯାଇ ଉ ର େଦଲା ମାଳତୀ “ଏେତ ଯଦି
ସୁଆଦିଆ ଖାଇବାକୁ ଇଛା, ତମ ବ  ୁ ଏଇ ବଷ ତମର
େମାସନ କଥା କୁହ । ଆଉ ଶୁଣ... ମଁୁ ତମର ପୁରୁଣା

ବାଇ  େର ଆଉ ବସି ପାରିବିନି । ଝିଅ ବଡ େହଲାଣି ଆମର ।
ଏଥର େଗାେଟ କା  ଆଣିବା କଥା ଭାବ । େସଇ ପୁରୁଣା ର
ଛଡା ଶାଢ଼ୀ ସବୁ ମଁୁ ଆଉ ପି ି ପାରିବିନି । ଦଶହରା ଆସୁଛି ।
େମା ପାଇଁ ଦଶ ବାରଟା ଡିଜାଇନର ଶାଢ଼ୀ କିଣିକି ଦିଅ । ଆହୁରି
ଶୁଣ.. ଏଇ ପୁରୁଣା ଦି ବଖରିଆ େଛାଟ ଘେର ରହି ରହି ମେତ
ଅଣନି ାସୀ ଲାଗିଲାଣି । ଏଇ ବଷ ଆେମ ଘରବି ବଦେଳଇବା
।” ନିଜର ସାମାନ ଥ ା ଭରା ଦୁଇଟି ବାକ ବଦଳେର
ମାଳତୀର ଏମିତି ଭାରି ଭାରି ଗୁଡ଼ାଏ ଛୁ ି ଗଳି ଗଲା ପରି କଥା
ଶୁଣି ଅ ୁତ େହାଇ ପଡିେଲ ବିେନାଦ । ସେତ େଯମିତି ଦଶ
ବଷର େବୖବାହିକ ଜୀବନେର ଏଇ ଥମ କରି େଭଟୁଛ ି ନିଜ
ପ ୀକୁ । ମାେସ ଦି ମାସ େହଲାଣି ତା ଭିତେର କିଛି େଗାେଟ
ବଦଳୁଛି େବାଲି ଯଦିଓ େସ ଠଉେରଇ େନଇଥିେଲ, କି ୁ ତାର
ମା ା େଯ ଏେତ ଅଧିକ, େସ ବିଷୟେର େସ ପୁରା ଅଜଣା ଥିେଲ
। କି ୁ ନିଜର ମନର ଭାବନାକୁ ଟିେକ ବି ମୁହଁକୁ ଆସିବାକୁ
ନେଦଇ କହିେଲ େସ “ହଉ େଦଖିବା; ତେମ ଆଉ ରାଗନି ।”

ଧୀେର ଧୀେର ମାଳତୀ ସତେର ବଦଳିବାେର ଲାଗିଥିଲା । ଦାମୀ
ଜିନିଷ କିଣିବାର ଆବଶ କତା ବି ତାର ବଢ଼ିବାେର ଲାଗିଥିଲା ।
େସଦିନ ତା ହାତକୁ େଗାେଟ ଦାମୀ ହାର ବେଢ଼ଇ େଦଉ େଦଉ
କହିଲା ସି ା “ଏଇଟା ତୁ ରଖ । ମଁୁ ଗତ ବଷ ସି ାପୁରରୁ
ଆଣିଥିଲି । ତେତ ବହୁତ ମାନିବ । କାଲି ଆେମ େଗାେଟ ପାଟକୁ
ଯିବା । ସହରର ବଡ ବଡ େଲାକ ମାନ ର ୀ ମାେନ ସବୁ
ଆସିେବ େସଠିକି । ଆଉ ଶୁଣ... େଗାେଟ ଭଲ େ  ପି ି ବୁ ।
ଆେମ କାଲି ବହୁତ ମଜା କରିବା େସଠି ।” ଟିେକ ସଂେକାଚର
ସହ ସି ାର ହାରକୁ େନଉ େନଉ ଭାବୁଥିଲା ମାଳତୀ.. େସ କଣ
ସତେର ସି ାର ବା ବୀ ମାନ ସାେ ଖାପ ଖୁଏଇ ପାରିବ !!

ପରଦିନ ସ ାେର ଠି  ସମୟେର ୁତ େହଇଗଲା େସ ।
ଆଉ ସି ାର କହିବା ମୁତାବକ ସହରର ସବୁଠୁ ଦାମୀ ପାଲ  େର
ଯାଇ ପହଁଚିଲା େସ । କଥା ଥିଲା ଦୁଇ ଜଣ ଏକାଠି େସଇଠୁ
ବାହାରିେବ ପାଟକୁ । େକଶ, ମୁହଁ, ହାତ, ପାଦ ସବୁର ସାଧନ

ସରୁ ସରୁ ପାଖାପାଖି ଦୁଇ ଘ ା ବିତି ଯାଇଥିଲା । ବିେନାଦ ର
କ ଅଜତ ଦରମାରୁ େଗାେଟ େମାଟା ଭାଗ ବେଢ଼ଇ େଦଉ
େଦଉ ଯଦିଓ ତାକୁ ଟିେକ ଖରାପ ଲାଗିଲା, କି ୁ ଦପଣେର
ନିଜର ପରିବ ତ େଚେହରାକୁ େଦଖି େସ ଖୁସିେର ବି ାସ କରି
ପାରିଲାନି । କି ୁ ଏେତ ସମୟ େହଲାଣି.. କାହ ସି ା?
େଫା  ର ଉ ରବି ଦଉନି । ପାଟ ହୁଏତ ୟା ଭିତେର ଆର ବି
େହଇଯାଇଥିବ । ଏଇଠି ଅେପ ା ନକରି ବରଂ ତା ଘରକୁ ଯାଇ
େଦଖିେଲ େହବ ଭାବି ଭାବି ଯାଇ ଅେଟାେର ବସିଗଲା େସ ।

ଖୁ  ଗହଳି ସି ା ଘର ଆଗେର । େଗାେଟ ଦିଟା େପାଲି  
ଗାଡିବି ଠିଆ େହଇଚି । ମନେର ତାର ଟିେକ ଆଶ ା େହଲା ।
କଣ େହଇଚି ଏଠି ! ହଠାତ େଦଖିଲା େସ ସି ା ଘେର କାମ
କରୁଥିବା କୁମୁଦକୁ । ଗହଳି ଆେଡଇ ଯାଇ ବ େହଇ
ପଚାରିଲା ତାକୁ । ଡର ଆଉ କା ମିଶା ରେର କହିଲା କୁମୁଦ
“ତେମ ଜାଣିନ କି ଭାଉଜ ! ସି ା ଦିଦି ପରିବାର େଶଷ େହଇ
ଯାଇଛି । ପୁରା କରଜେର ଡୁବିକି ଥିେଲ େସମାେନ । େକଜାଣି
େକେବଠୁ ! ଘେର ାମୀ ୀ ଭିତେର ସବୁେବେଳ ପାଟି
ତୁ , ଗାଳିଗୁଲଜ ଚାଲୁଥିଲା ପଇସାକୁ େନଇ । ସବୁେବେଳ
ଅଶା ି । ଆଜି େବାେଧ େସଥିପାଇଁ ରାଗେର ତା ାମୀ ପୁରା
ପରିବାରକୁ େଶଷ କରିେଦଇ ନିେଜ ବି ଆ ହତ ା କରିଛ ି ।
ାଥମିକ ଅନୁସ ାନରୁ େପାଲିସ େସଇଆ ହ ଠଉରଉଛି ।”

ାଣୁ ପାଲଟି ଯାଇଥିଲା ମାଳତୀ । ସତେର ଏେତ ଅଭାବ
ଅସୁବିଧାେର ଥିଲା ସି ା ! କି ୁ େକମିତି ଏେତ ଭଲ ଅଭିନୟ
କରି ପାରୁଥିଲା? ଧନ, ଆଭିଜାତ ର ନିଶା କଣ ସତେର ଏେତ
ଅଧିକା େହଇପାେର? ନିଜ ଭୁ  ବିଷୟେର ଭାବି ଦୁଃଖ ଆଉ
ଲାଜେର ମୁ ତାର ନଇଁ ଯାଉଥିଲା । ଅଜାଣତେର େକମିତି େସ
େଗାେଟ ମରୀଚିକା ପଛେର ଧାଇଁବା ଆର କରିଥିଲା?
ପବତକୁ ଦୂରରୁ େଦଖି େକମିତି ତାର େସୗ ଯ ବିଷୟେର େସ
ଏେତ ନି ିତ େହଇଗଲା ? ଧୀେର ଧୀେର ପାଦ ପେକଇଲା
େସ ନିଜର େଛାଟ ଖୁସିର ନୀଡ ଆଡକୁ । ଆଉ ଟିେକ ଦୂରେର
ଅ ାର ଭିତେର ମିଶି ଯାଉଥିଲା ତା ହାତରୁ ଖସି ପଡ଼ିଥିବା େସଇ
ଦାମୀ ହାରଟା ।

୩୯୦୪ ି ା  ି ୍ େଲ  
ହ  ମିେଟ  
େଟେନସି
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ଇତିହାସ ପୃ ାରୁ
ଡ଼ ସୁେଲାଚନା ଦାସ

େକବଳ ଭାରତୀୟ ନୁହ ି, ସମ ପୃଥିବୀ ବାସୀ ଦୃ ି େର
ଗା ିଜୀ ଥିେଲ ଆଧ ା ିକ ଅଭି ାର ତୀକ । ବହୁ େଛାଟ
େଛାଟ ଘଟଣାେର ବି ଗା ୀଜୀ ର ବ ି ର ମହାନତା କାଶ
ପାଇଥାଏ । େସ ଏପରି ଜେଣ ସତ ର ନି ାପର ଉପାସକ
ଥିେଲ, ଯାହା ୁ ଭାରତବଷର ମାନବ ସଭ ତା ପାଇଁ ସବେ
ଦାନ େବାଲି ବିଚାର କରାଯାଇଥାଏ । ଗା ିଜୀ ସ କେର
େସ ସମୟର ସବେ େଵୖ ାନିକ ଆଇ  ାଇ  କହିଥିେଲ -
ବା ବେର ଗା ିଜୀ ଜେଣ ର ମାଂସ େଦହଧାରୀ ମଣିଷ ଥିେଲ
ଓ ଏ ପୃଥିବୀେର ଆତ ଯାତ େହଉଥିେଲ - ଏ କଥା େବାଧହୁଏ
ଆଉ େକେତାଟି ଶତା ୀ ପେର େଲାକମାେନ ବି ାସ
କରିପାରିେବ ନାହ । ଜେଣ ଅସାଧାରଣ ନ େହେଲ, ସାରା
ଜଗତ ତା ୁ ‘ମହା ା’ େବାଲି ସ ାନ ଜଣାଇେବ ନାହ ।

ରାଜ ମିଳିବାର କିଛି ମାସ ଆଗରୁ ଗା ିଜୀ ଅସୁ େହାଇ
େମାେସୗରୀ ଆସିେଲ ଦୀଘ ବି ାମ ପାଇଁ, େମାେସୗରୀର
ବିରଳା ଭବନେର ତା ର ରହିବା ବ ବ ା େହଲା । ଗା ିଜୀ
ପାଖକୁ ଆସୁଥିବା େଲାକ କଥା ଓ ାଥନା ସଭା କଥା ବୁଝା
ବୁଝି କରିବା ପାଇଁ ମହାବୀର ତ ାଗୀ ାୟ ପ ର େକାଡିଏ ଜଣ
େ ାେସବୀ ୁ ସା େର େନଇ ପହ ିେଲ । ସମେ
ଗା ିଜୀ େସବା କରିବାକୁ ଜୀବନର ପରମ େସୗଭାଗ େବାଲି
ମଣୁଥିେଲ ।

ସ ା େବେଳ ାଥନା ସଭା େହଉଥିଲା । ବାପୁଜୀ
ୀରାମଚ ୁ ଧ ାନ ଓ ାଥନା କରିବା ପେର ବିରାଟ

ଜନସଭାକୁ କିଛି କହୁଥିେଲ । ଏହି ଅମୃତ ଵଚନ ପାନ କରି
ଜନତା ମୁ ବିେଭାର େହଉଥିେଲ । ଭିତର ଚାରିପାଖେର
େ ାେସବୀମାେନ ଧଳା ଖଦଡ େପାଷାକ ପି ି ଭିଡ ନିୟ ଣ
କରୁଥିେଲ । େବ  କମଠ, ସ ା, ସାଦାସିଧା ଓ ନି ାପର କମୀ
ଥିେଲ ଏମାେନ । ମହାବୀର ତ ାଗୀ ଥିେଲ ଗା ୀଜୀ ର ଜେଣ
ପରମ ଭ । ଉପାସ େଦବତା ଭଳି ନିଜ ହୃଦୟର ଭ ି ଅଘ
ନିେବଦନ କରୁଥିେଲ । େଯ େକାଣସି େସବା କରିବାକୁ ତ ାଗୀ
ନିଜର ଭାଗ େବାଲି ମଣୁଥିେଲ । ଏକଥା ତ ାଗୀ ର ଜେଣ
ବ ୁ ସହି ପାରୁ ନଥିେଲ । େସ ଈଷାକାତର େହାଇ ଗା ିଜୀ ୁ
କହିେଲ - ମହାବୀର ତ ାଗୀ ଓ ତା ର େ ାେସବୀମାେନ
ରି ା ଵାଲା ଓ କୁଲିମାନ ୁ ାଥନା ସଭାେର େଯାଗ େଦବାକୁ
ଅନୁମତି େଦଉ ନାହା ି । କାରଣ େସମାେନ ମଇଳା ଲୁଗା
ପି ିଛ ି । ଏକଥା ଶୁଣି ଗା ିଜୀ ମମାହତ େହେଲ। ବା ବେର
ଗା ିଜୀ ଥିେଲ ଦୀନଦୁଃଖୀ ର କୃତ ବଂଧୁ ।

ଗା ିଜୀ େସଦିନ ାଥନା ସଭାେର ମହାବୀର ତ ାଗୀ ଓ
େ ଛାେସବୀମାନ ସ କେର ଏକଥା କହି ଗଭୀର ଦୁଃଖ
କାଶ କେଲ । ାଥନା େଶଷ େହବା ପେର ମହବୀର ତ ାଗୀ

ଗା ିଜୀ ୁ େଦଖା କରି କହିେଲ - ରାମ ମ ିରେର ବସି
ଆପଣ ଏପରି ମିଛ କଥା କହିପାରିେଲ କିପରି ? କଥାର
ସତ ାସତ ଅନୁସଂଧାନ ନ କରି ଏପରି ମିଛ କଥା କହି ଆପଣ
େମା ମୁହଁେର ଓ େ ାେସବୀମାନ ମୁହଁେର କାଳି େବାଳି
େଦେଲ । ଏେତ ଦିନର େସବା ଓ ନି ା େମାର ବୃଥା
େହାଇଗଲା ।

ବିରଳା ଭବନେର ପହଁଚି ଗା ିଜୀ କଥାର ସତ ା ସତ
ଅନୁସ ାନ ପାଇଁ େକେତ ଜଣ ବି ଓ ସେ ାଟ େଲାକ ୁ
ନିେ ଶ େଦେଲ । େସମାେନ ସାରାଦିନ ସହରେର ବୁଲି ବୁଲି
ସବୁ ରି ାବାଲା ଓ କୁଲି ୁ ପଚରା ଉଚୁରା କେଲ । ରି ାବାଲା
ମାେନ କହିେଲ - ଗା ିଜୀ ାଥନା ସଭାେର େଯାଗ େଦବାକୁ
ବହୁ ସଂଖ ାେର େଲାକ ରି ାେର ଆସିଥିେଲ । ଆ ମାନ ୁ
ମୁହୂେ ବି ାମ ମିଳିନଥିଲା । ଆେମ େରାଜଗାରେର ଲାଗିଥିଲୁ,
ଆମର ସମୟ େକଉଁଠି ଥିଲା େଯ ାଥନା ସଭାକୁ ଆସିଥା ୁ ।

ଗା ିଜୀ ୁ ସତ କଥା କୁହାଗଲା । ଏକଥା ଶୁଣି ଗା ିଜୀ
ଦୁଃଖେର ଭାଂଗିପଡିେଲ । େସଦିନ ାଥନା ସଭାେର କହିେଲ -
ଆଜି ମଁୁ ାୟ ିତ କରିବାକୁ ଚାହଁୁ ଛି । ତ ାଗିଜୀ ପାଖେର ମୁଁ
େଯଉଁ ଅ ମଣୀୟ ଅପରାଧ କରିଛି େସଥିପାଇଁ େସ େମା
ଉପେର ରାଗି ଦୂରେର ଛିଡା େହାଇଛ ି । ମଁୁ ନ ଜାଣି ନ ଶୁଣି,
ଅନୁସ ାନ ନ କରି, ବିଚାର ନ କରି ତ ାଗୀଜୀ ଓ
େ ାେସବୀମାନ ଉପେର ମିଥ ା େରାପ କରିଛି । ଏଥିପାଇଁ
ମଁୁ ାୟ ିତ କରିବି ।

ଜନତା ଭିତେର ଚହଳ ପଡିଗଲା । ଗା ିଜୀ କଣ ଅସୁ ତା
ଭିତେର ାୟ ିତ କରିବା ପାଇଁ ଅନଶନ କରିେବ ? ଜନତା
ଭିତରୁ ଚାପା ଶତିରଣ ସୃ ି େହଲା । ତ ାଗୀଜୀ ପି ରୁ
ସେତକି ାଣ ଛାଡିଗଲା । େସ ଧାଇଁ ଆସି କା ି କା ି
ଗା ିଜୀ ପାଦ ତେଳ େଲାଟି ପଡିେଲ । ଗା ିଜୀ କହିେଲ -
ଆପଣ ର ପାପୀକୁ କଣ ମା କରିେଦେଲ । ମଁୁ େସଇ ପାପୀ।
ମହାବୀର ତ ାଗୀ କା ି କା ି କହିେଲ - ମଁୁ ଆପଣ ୁ
କ େଦଲି । ଆପଣ ମେତ ମା କରିଦିଅ ୁ ।

ଗା ିଜୀ ତିନି ମା ଡ଼ କଥା ଅେ ବହୁେତ ସମେ ଜାଣ ି ।
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େସହି ଦିନ ଥେମ ଏହି ତିନି ମା ଡ କଥା ାଥନା ସଭାେର
ଗା ିଜୀ କହିଥିେଲ । ଗୁରୁ ପୂ ସି ା ଶୁଣାଇ େସ କହିଥିେଲ
- ଭାଇ ଓ ଭଉଣୀମାେନ ସମେ ଆଖିବ କରି ୀରାମ ୁ
ଧ ାନ କର ୁ ଓ ାଥନା କର ୁ । କାହାରି ଖରାପ କଥା ଆଖିେର
ପଡିେଲ େଯପରି ଆଖି ବ େହାଇଯାଉ । କାନେର ପଡିେଲ କାନ
ବ େହାଇ ଯାଉ । ନ ବୁଝି ନ ଶୁଝି କାହା କଥାେର ଭାସିଯିବା
ଉଚିତ ନୁେହଁ । ଖରାପ କଥା େଦଖିବା ପାଇଁ ଆଖି ବ
େହାଇଯାଉ । ଖରାପ କଥା କହିବା ପୂବରୁ ପାଟି ବ
େହାଇଯାଉ।

ତିେନାଟି ମା ଡର ତୀକ ରୂପେର ଗା ିଜୀ ର ଏହି ବା ାକୁ
ଏେବ ବି ରଣ କରାଯାଇଥାଏ । େଗାଟିଏ ମା ଡ ପାଟିେର
ହାତ େଦଇଛି । ପାଟି ବ । େଗାଟିଏ ମା ଡ ଆଖିେର ହାତ
େଦଇ ଆଖି ବ କରିଛି । ଆଉ େଗାେଟ ମା ଡ ଦୁଇ କାନେର
ହାତ େଦଇ କାନ ବ କରିଛି । ଏହାର ଅଥ ଖରାପ କଥା କହିବି
ନାହ । ଖରାପ କଥା େଦଖିବି ନାହ । ଖରାପ କଥା ଶୁଣିବି ନାହ।
ଆଜି କି ୁ ପରି ି ତି ବହୁତ ବଦଳି ଯାଇଛି । ଉ ାରଣ ଓ
ଆଚରଣେର ସମତା ରହୁନାହ । ଅନ କୁ ଉପେଦଶ େଦବା
ସହଜ, କି ୁ ନିେଜ େସ ଆଚରଣେର ସି କରିବା କଠିନ । କି ୁ
ଗା ିଜୀ ଯାହା କହୁଥିେଲ, ତାକୁ କାେୟାମେନାବାକ େର ଅ େର
ଅ େର ପାଳନ କରୁଥିେଲ । େସଥିପାଇଁ େସ ମହା ା ।

ଗା ିଜୀ ବ ି େର ଗଭୀର ଭାବେର ଭାବିତ େହାଇଥିେଲ
ସ ାର ବ ଭଭାଇ ପେଟ  । େଲାେକ କହୁଥିେଲ
େଲୗହମାନବ। ଯିଏ ଦୃଢ ସଂକ , ନୀତିନି ଆଦଶ, ଅମିତ
ତିଭା, କମ ବଣତାର ଥିେଲ ସାକାର ତିଭୂ । ତା ହୃଦୟ

କି ୁ ଥିଲା ଶିଶୁ ପରି େକାମଳ, ଚ ଳ, େ ହ ବଣ ଓ ନି ାପ ।
ତା କନ ା ମଣିେବ  ମଧ ଥିେଲ େସହି ପରି େଯାଗ
ପିତା ର େଯାଗ ା କନ ା । ନିଜ ପୁଅ ପରି ସ ାର ପେଟ  ର
େବ  ଅନୁଗତ ଓ ଅ ର ଥିେଲ ମହାବୀର ତ ାଗୀ ।

ଥେର ପେଟଲ ଘରକୁ ଆସିଥା ି ମହାବୀର ତ ାଗୀ । ଆଖିେର
ପଡିଲା ମଣିେବ  ପି ି ଥିବା ଲୁଗାେର େଗାେଟ ତାଳି ପଡିଛି ।
ତ ାଗିଜୀ ପାଟିକରି କହିେଲ - ମଣିେବ  , ତୁେମ ତ ଏେତବଡ
ବାପର ଝିଅ । େଯଉଁ ବାପ ବଷକ ଭିତେର ଚ ବ ୀ ସ ାଟ ପରି
ଗଡ ଜାତ ମି ଣ କରି ସମ ଭାରତ ବଷକୁ ଏକ କରିପାରିଛ ି,
ଯାହା ୀରାମଚ , ୀକୃ , ବି ମାଦିତ , ଚ ଗୁ େମାଯ ,
ଅେଶାକ, ଆକବର କିମା ଇଂେରଜ ମାନ ସମୟେର ସ ବ
େହାଇପାରିନଥିଲା, ତାହା େସ କରିପାରିଛ ି । ରାଜା ମହାରାଜା
ତା ୁ ସ ାର ଭାେବ ସ ାନ କର ି । ତା ରି ଝିଅ େହାଇ ତୁେମ

ଚିରା ସିେଲଇ କରା ଲୁଗା ପି ିଛ । ଲ ା ଲାଗୁନି ? ଭିକାରୁଣୀ
ପରି ଏମିତି ଲୁଗା ପି ିବା ଏେତ ବଡ ବାପର ଝିଅକୁ େଶାଭା
ପାଉନି । ଟିେକ ହସିେଦଇ ମଣିେବନ କହିେଲ - େଯଉଁମାେନ
ମିଛ କୁହ ି, ାଚାର କର ି, େଦଶ ସହିତ ବି ାସ ଘାତକତା
କର ି, େଚାରି କର ି, େସମାନ ୁ ଲ ା େହବା କଥା ।
େମାେତ କାହକି େହବ ? େମା ବ ି କଣ ଏଇ
ଲୁଗାଖ କେର ସୀମାବ ?

ଏ ଉଭୟ କଥା ଶୁଣୁଥିେଲ ସ ାର ପେଟ  ଓ ଡ଼. ସୁଶୀଳା
ନାୟାର । ସ ାର ପେଟଲ େହା େହା େହାଇ ହସି କହିେଲ -
ଗରିବ େଲାକର ଝିଅ । ଭଲ ଲୁଗା କାହଁୁ ପାଇବ ? ତା ବାପର
କି େରାଜଗାର ଅଛି । ଏଇ େଦଖ େମା ଚଷମା େଖାଳକୁ ।
ଏଇଟି େକାଡିଏ ବଷ ତଳର । େମା ହାତ ଘଡିଟା ତିରିଶ ବଷ
ତଳର । େସ େମା ଝିଅ ତ । ଆଉ ଅଧିକା କଣ କର ା ?
ଭାରତବଷର ଜେଣ ମହାନ େନ ୀ, ଖ ାତ ରା ନୀତି
ଡ଼କର ସୁଶୀଳା ନାୟାର କହିେଲ - ତ ାଗିଜୀ ଆପଣ ୁ କଣ
ଜଣା ନାହ ମଣିେବ  ଦିନସାରା ସ ାର ସାେହବ ର େସବା
କର ି । ଡାଏରୀ େଲଖ ି, ଚରଖାେର ସୂତା କାଟ ି,
େଲଖାପଢ଼ା କର ି ଓ ଘରର ଅନ କାମ କର ି । େସ କାଟୁଥିବା
ସୂତାରୁ ପେଟଲ ର କୁ ା ଓ େଧାତି ତିଆରି ହୁଏ । ସ ାର ର
କୁ ା ଚିରି ଗେଲ ତାକୁ କାଟି ସିେଲଇ କରି ମଣିେବ  ନିଜ
ବାଉଜ କରି ପି ି । ଆପଣ ପରି ବଜାରରୁ କିଣି ପି ି
ନାହ।

ତ ାଗିଜୀ ଲ ିତ େହେଲ । ବା ବେର ସ ାର ପେଟଲ ଓ
ତା କନ ା ମଣିେବ  ଥିେଲ ମହାନ ଆଦଶର େଗାଟିଏ
େଗାଟିଏ ଅନିବାଣ େଜ ାତି । ଏସବୁ େଦଶକୁ ାଧୀନ କରିଥିବା
ମହାନ ତ ାଗୀ େନତାମାନ ର ଜୀବନଚଯ ାର ଝଲକ ମା ।
ଏସବୁ କଥା ଶୁଣିେଲ ଏେବ େଲାେକ ସହଜେର ବି ାସ
କରିେବନି । ଏହାକୁ ମନ ଗଢା, କେପାଳ କ ିତ, ମିଥ ା
କାହାଣୀ େବାଲି ଭାବିେବ, କି ୁ ଏହା ଇତିହାସ ସମଥତ ସତ ।
ଭାରତବଷକୁ ାଧୀନ କରିଥିବା ବହୁ ବହୁ ତ ାଗୀ ପୁରୁଷ
ଆ ବଳିଦାନର ଗାଥା ାଧୀନତାର ସମାଧି ତେଳ ଲୁକକାୟିତ
େହାଇ ରହିଛି । ଏକ ମ ଭାରତବଷ ଗଠନ ପାଇଁ ପୁଣି
ଥେର ଇତିହାସର େସ ପୃ ାକୁ ପଢିବା ଆବଶ କ । ସମୟର
ସମାଧି ତଳୁ ନୂଆ କରି ଆବି ାର କରିବା ଦରକାର ।

ସୁେଲାଚନା ଦାସ କଟକେର ତା ପରିବାର ସହିତ ବସବାସ
କର ି । େସ ଅବସର ା ଅଧ ାପିକା । େସ ଜେଣ
େଲଖିକା, ଗାଲିକା, ଉପନ ାସିକା ଓ ସମାଜ େସବିକା ।
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େଶଷ ସି ା
ସୁେଲାଚନା ପ ନାୟକ

େମରୀଲା ୍  ର ଏଲ  ରି  ସହରର ପ ିମ ଦିଗେର ଥିବା
ଡେକ  ସ େଲ  ର େଶଷ ଘରଟି ଏେବ ବି ୀ େହାଇଛି ା
ପାଖାପାଖି ାୟ ପଚାଶଟି ଘର େସଠି ଅଛି ା ଆେମରିକାବାସୀ
ସହ ଭାରତ, ପାକି ାନ, ଭିଏ  ନାମ, ଚାଇନା, ବା ଲାେଦଶ
ଆଦି ବିଭି େଦଶରୁ ଏଠି େଲାକମାେନ ବାସ କର ି ା
ଏଲ  ରି  , ହାଉଆଡ କାଉଁ ି ର ଏକ େଛାଟ ସହର ା ଘର
ଗୁଡିକ କଲ ି ଆ ଓ ଏଲିକ  ସିଟି ଠାରୁ ଅେପ ାକୃତ ଦା ୍ େର
କମ ା ଉ ରର ନାମ ଥିବା ବିଦ ାଳୟ ପାଇଁ ସହରଟି ସି ା
ବିେଶଷତଃ ଭାରତ ଓ ଚାଇନାରୁ ଆସୁଥିବା ପିଲାମାେନ ଭଲ
ପଢୁଥିବା େହତୁ ବାପା ମାଆ ମାେନ ଏଇ ସହରଟିକୁ ପସ
କରିଥା ି ା ହାଇ ୁ  ପେର ଭଲ ଭଲ କେଲଜ ଯିବାର େଯାଜନା
ଓ ପିଲାମାେନ ଭଲ ଚାକିରି କରିବାର ଆଶା ସବୁ ପିତା ମାତା ର
ଥାଏ ା େଲାେକ କୁହ ି ଘରର ଦା  ଜାଗା ଉପେର ନିଭର
କେର। ଏ ସବୁର କାରଣ େହତୁ ଏ ସହରଟିେର ବିଭି ଜାତୀୟ
େଲାକ ଏକାଠି ବାସ କର ି ା

ଗଦାଧର ଦାସ କି ୁ ଏ ସବୁ କାରଣ େନଇ ଏଠି ଘର କିଣି
ନଥିେଲ ା କେନ  ଟିକ   େର ାୟ ପଚିଶ ବଷ ରହିବା ପେର
ଅବସର ା ି େନଇ େକଉଁଠିକୁ ଯିେବ େବାଲି ବହୁତ ଚି ା
କରିଥିେଲ ା ଏହା ନି ୟ େଯ ଡାଉ  ସାଇ  କରିବାର େବଳ
ଆସି ଯାଇଥିଲା ା ସହେଜ ପିଲାମାେନ ଚାକିରି କରି ବିଭି
େଦଶେର ଘର କିଣି ରହିବା ପେର ଆଉ ବଡ ଘେର, ବଡ

ସହରେର ରହିବାର କାରଣ ନଥିଲା ା ାମୀ, ୀ ଦୁଇ ାଣୀ
ଘରକୁ ଡାଉ  ସାଇ  କରିବା ାବେର ରାଜି େହାଇ ୨୦୪୫
ଡେକ  ସ େଲ  ର ଘରଟି କିଣିଥିେଲ ା ତଥାପି ପିଲାଏ କାେଳ
ତା ପାଖେର ସମୟ କଟାଇବା ପାଇଁ ଆସିେବ େବାଲି ଭାବି
ତିେନାଟି େଶାଇବା ଘର ସହ ତିେନାଟି ଗାଧୁଆ ଘର ଥିବା
ଘରଟିଏ ବାଛିିଥିେଲ ା ନୂଆ ନୂଆ କେନ  ଟିିକ  ରୁ ଆସିଛ ି ା
ସା ସାଥୀ ୁ ଛାଡି ଆସିବା କିଛି ସହଜ କଥା ନୁେହ,ଁ େସଥିେର
ପୁଣି ପଚିଶ ବଷର ଘର ! ଥମରୁ ଖରାପ ଲାଗିଥିେଲ ମଧ
ଗଦାଧର ଦାସ ଆଉ ପ ୀ କନକ ମି ର ଆେ େଦହ ସୁହା
େହାଇଗଲାଣି ା ଥେମ ଆସିଲାେବେଳ, ଦାସବାବୁ ଭାଷାେର
“େଛାଟ ଘରଟା େକମିତି ‘େକାଜି େକାଜି’ ଲାଗୁଥିଲା” େବାଲି
ସିଏ କହୁଥିେଲ ା ଅବସର ଜୀବନେର ଅ େର ସ ୁ େହବା
ମଧ ଅଭ ାସେର ପଡିଗଲାଣି ା ତା ଛଡା େୟ  
ବି ବିଦ ାଳୟେର ଚାକିରି ସରିଯାଇଛି ଏବଂ ରିସ   ସାଇ ି
କାମ ମଧ ନାହଁ ା େସଠି କାମକୁ ଦଶ ମିନିଟେର ଚାଲିକି
ଯିବାଭଳି ରା ାେର ସିଏ ଘର କିଣିଥିେଲ ା ଇଛା ଅନୁସାେର,
ପାଗ ଅନୁସାେର, କାମକୁ ଚାଲିକରି ଅବା ଗାଡି େନଇ

ଯାଉଥିେଲ ା ଏେବ େସ ସବୁର ଆବଶ କତା ନାହ ା

େସଠି ଘରଟିକୁ ଭଡାେର େଦଇ ଏଲ  ରି  କୁ ଆସିବା ପେର ଘର
ବିକା ବିକି କଥା ଚି ା କରିେବ ଭାବିଥିେଲ ା କି ୁ ପେଡାଶୀ
ରିତା ର ପରାମଶ ଅନୁସାେର େରମା ରିଏ  ଟ  ମାଧ ମେର
ଘରକୁ ବିକିବାକୁ ପକାଇ େଦଖିବାକୁ ଚାହେଲ ା ଖୁବ ସହଜେର
େଦଢଶହ ହଜାରରୁ ଅଧିକା ଦରେର ଘରଟି ସ ାହକ ମଧ େର
ବି ୀ େହାଇଗଲା ା ଭଗବାନ ର ଦୟା େନଇ ସବୁ େହଉଛି
ଭାବି ସିଏ ବାଧ େହାଇ ଶୀ ନୂଆ ଘର ନୂଆ ଯାଗାର
ସ ାନେର ବାହାରିେଲ ା ଭାଗ କୁ ଗଦାଧର ବାବୁ ସାନ
ଭଉଣୀ ଗୀତା, ଯିଏ ଏଲ  ରି  େର ରୁେହ, ତାରି ପରାମଶ
ଅନୁସାେର ଏଲ  ରି  େର ଘର କିଣିବାକୁ ି ର କେଲ ା ସାନ
ଭାଇ ଗଁାରୁ ବା ୁ ଗଣନା କରି ୨୦୪୫ ନମର ଘରଟି ଠି  େହବ
କହିବାରୁ ଘର କିଣିବା ାବେର ସିଏ ଆେଗଇେଲ ା ପାଖାପାଖି
ଭାଇ ଭଉଣୀ ରହିେଲ ପର ରକୁ ଦରକାର େବେଳ ସାହାଯ
କରିପାରିେବ ା ବା କ େର ଏବଂ ଅବସର ପରବ ୀ ଜୀବନ,
ଭଉଣୀ ସହିତ ଏକା ସହରେର କଟାଇବାର ସୁଖ ଆଉ େକଉଁଠି
ମିଳିବନି ଏବଂ ଏହାହ ଉ ମ ସୁେଯାଗ େବାଲି ଦୁେହଁ ଭାବିେଲ ା
ରିଏ  ଟ  ଏେଜ ଆଉ ଏକ ାବ େଦଇଥିଲା ା ଟା ାେର
ନୂଆ େହାଇ ଗଢିଥିବା ହାଉସି କେ େର ପ ାବନ ବଷରୁ
ଉ ନାଗରୀକ ଏବଂ ଅବସର ା ସଂ ଦାୟ ପାଇଁ
େହାଇଥିବା ଘରକୁ ଯିବା ାବକୁ ସିଏ ର କରିଥିେଲ ା
ନଣ ପାଖେର ରହିବାକୁ କନକ େବଶୀ ଆଗଭର ଥିେଲ ା
ତା'ଛଡା ଦୁଇ ପିଲା ଠାରୁ ବିେଶଷ ଦୂରେର ନ ରହିବାକୁ
େସମାେନ ଚାହଁୁ ଥିେଲ ା ଭାବୁଥିେଲ, ପାଖେର ରହିେଲ
ପିଲାମାେନ ଥରକୁ ଦୁଇଥର ଆସିପାରିେବ ! ମନ ଖୁସି ଥିଲା ା
ସୁେନଲି ଜୀବନର ପ ବି ଥିଲା ା ନାତି ନାତୁଣୀ ସା େର
ସମୟ କଟାଇବାର ଆଶା ବି ଥିଲା ା ପୁଅ ଅମର ଓ ଝିଅ ଅମିତା
ଏ ାବେର ରାଜିଥିେଲ ା ସମ ବିଚାରକୁ େନଇ ଏଲ  ରି  
ସହରର ୨୦୪୫ ନମର ଘର ଠି  େହବ ଭାବି େସମାେନ
ଘରଟିକୁ କିଣିେନେଲ ା

ଘର କିଣିବାର ଥମ ବଷ ପୁଅ ଅମର ପିଲାମାନ ୁ େନଇ
ି ୍  ମା  କଟାଇବାକୁ ଆସିଥିଲା ା ଯିବାେବେଳ କହିଲା, “ବାପା
ଆପଣ ଏଠି ଘର କିଣିେଲ ସିନା, ଏଠି ସମୟ କଟାଇବା ପାଇଁ
ଅଛି କଅଣ ? େଛାଟ ସହର, ଗଁାଟିଏ ପରି ମେନ େହଉଛି ା”
ବାପା କିଛି ସମୟ ଚୁ େହାଇ ଗେଲ ା ତାପେର କହିେଲ, “ଏଠୁ
ଡିସି ଯିବା ପାଇଁ େକୖାଣସି ଅସୁବିଧା ନାହ ା ଡିସିେର େ  
ମିଉଜିଅ  , ଆଟ ମିଉଜିଅ  , ପିଲା ପାଇଁ େଦଖିବାକୁ ହାଇ
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ହାଉ , ଚିଡିଆଖାନା, ଆଉ ବ  ଟିେମା  ର ଇନ ହାେବା
ଇତ ାଦି ଅେନକ ଦଶନୀୟ ାନ େଦଖିବାକୁ ଅଛି ା ପିଲା ୁ ଏ
େଦଶର ରାଜ ଉଆସ, ଲି  େମେମାରିଆ  ଇତ ାଦି ାନ
େଦଖାଇେନେଲ ମଁୁ ଜାେଣ େସମାେନ ନି ୟ ଖୁସି େହେବ ା ଏଠି
ଅଛି େଦଶର ଇତିହାସ, ଏଠି ଅଛି ମନେଲାଭା ନଦୀ, ଦ ଓ
ସମୁ ! େଦଖିେଲ ସରିବନି” ... ଏମିତି ଅେନକ ବଖାଣିବା ପେର
ଗଦାଧର ବାବୁ ଖୁସି ଜଣାପଡୁଥିେଲ ା ୀ କନକ କଥା େଯାଡି
େଦଇ କହିେଲ - ଘର କିଣିଲାେବେଳ ଆେମ ସମ ୁ ଆଖିେର
ରଖି ଏଠିକୁ ଆସିବାକୁ ି ର କରିଥିଲୁ ା େଦଖୁ େଦଖୁ ଏ ଭିତେର
ପା ବଷ କଟିଗଲାଣି ା କଲ ି ଆର ପାଟୁେ ନଦୀ, ଖରାଦିନର
ମଳୟ ପବନ, ପେଡାଶୀମାନ ସହିତ ସକାେଳ ଚାଲିବାକୁ ଯିବା,
ସବୁ ଆେ ଆେ ଭଲ ଲାଗିବାକୁ ଲାଗିଲାଣି ା ସମୟ ତାର
ଭାବ ପକାଇବାକୁ େହଳା କରିନାହ ା ଭଲ ପାଇବା ତା’ର ହାତ

ବି ାର କରି ପର ରକୁ ଏକାଠି କରିବାକୁ ଭୁଲିନାହ ା ଗଦାଧର ଓ
ୀ କନକ ମଧ ପର ରର ନିକଟତର େହାଇଛ ି ା

ପେଡାଶୀମାେନ ଜଣାଶୁଣାଠାରୁ, ବ ୁ , ପୁଣି ବ ୁ ରୁ ପରିବାର
ପରି ସଂପକ ଗଢିେଲଣି ା ଜୀବନ ଏକ ନୂଆ େକାମଳ ମଧୁର ଗୀତ
ଗାଉଛି ା ପିଲାମାନ ର ଆସିବା ନ ଆସିବାର ଗୁରୁ େସମାେନ
ଆେଡଇ େଦବାକୁ ବାଧ େହେଲଣି ା ପରକୁ ଆପଣାର କରିବା
ଆେପ ଆେପ େହାଇ ନୂଆ ପରିବାର ଗଢି େହଲାଣି ା

େସଦିନ ଶନିବାର େହାଇଥାଏ ା ନୂଆ େହାଇ ଆସିଥିବା
ପରିବାର ୁ କନକ ଖାଇବାକୁ ଡାକିଥା ି ା ସଂଧ ା ଛଅଟା
ବାଜିଥାଏ ା ବିପାଶା ଓ ବିେନାଦ େହାତା, ତା ଝିଅ ସହ ଆସି
ପହ ିେଲଣି ା ପାଖ ପଡିଶା ଗିରୀଜା ବାବୁ ଏକୁଟିଆ ଆସିଥା ି ା
ତା ର ୀ ଓଡିଶା ଯାଇଛ ି ା ଘରର ପଛ ପେଟ ରହୁଥିବା
େରାଷନ ଲା  ଓ ୀ ଇନା ୀ ଆସି ପହ ିଗେଲଣି ା ଗଦାଧର
ସମ ୁ ଡାକି ଲିଭିଂ ରୁମେର ବସାଇ େସମାନ ୁ ପାନୀୟ
ଅପଣର ବ ବ ା କରୁଥା ି ା ହଇ ି , ବିଅ  , ୱାଇ  , େକା  ରୁ
ପାଣି ପଯ କିଏ କଅଣ ପିଇବାକୁ ବରାଦ େଦଇ ଗପ ସପ
ଆର କରୁଥା ି ା ଗଦାଧର କନକ ଠାରୁ େ ଟିଏ ମାଗି
ସମ ର ପାନୀୟ ଧରି ଲିଭିଂ ରୁ  କୁ େନେଲ ା ବିେରଶ ବାବୁ
ୀ ସୁନ ା େରାେଷଇ ଘେର କନକ ସହ ମିଶି େଶଷ ବ ା  ର

ପେକାଡାକୁ ଦୁଇଟି େପଟେର ଚିଲି ସ  ସହ େନଇ େଟବୁ  
ଉପେର ରଖିେଲ ା ସମେ ମନ ଖୁସିେର ଖାଇବା ଆର କେଲ ା
ଢି ି ଶାଳରୁ େଢ ାନାଳ ନେହେଲ ବି ସମେ ଗପସପେର ବ
ା େସଇ ଏକାକଥା, କାହା ପୁଅ, କାହା ନାତି କଅଣ କରୁଛ ି,
କାହା ଝିଅ ଆେମରିକା  ଟିଏ ବାହା େହବ ଠି  କରିଛି, ଏହିପରି
ଅେନକ କଥା ା ପାଟେର େଯାଗ େଦଇଥିବା ସମ ପରିବାର
େଗାଟିଏ ବଡ ପରିବାର ପରି ମେନ େହଉଥା ି ା ସାଧାରଣ ଚାହା
ପିଇବା ପାଇଁ ଏକାଠି େହବାଠାରୁ ଏକାଠି ସଂଜ ବିତାଇବାର
ଖୁସିେର ସମେ ପର ରର େକେତେବେଳ ନିକଟତର
େହାଇଗେଲଣି ଜାଣି େହାଇନି ା ଜାଣିବାକୁ ଚାହ ନାହଁା ି ମଧ ା

ପରବ ୀ ସଂଧ ାେର ସୁନ ାର େଫା  କ  ଟିଏ ପାଇଥିେଲ

କନକ ା କାଲି ରାତିର ପାଟ ପାଇଁ ଧନ ବାଦ କହିବାକୁ ଡାକିଥିବ
େବାଲି କନକ ଭାବିେଲ ା ଗଦାଧର େଫା  ଉଠାଇ କିଛି ସମୟ
କଥା େହାଇ କହିେଲ “ସୁନ ା ଖାଇବାକୁ ଡାକିଛି ବୁଧବାର
ଡିନ  କୁ ା କହୁଥିଲା ମଁୁ କ ଡା ଭଲ ପାଏ େବାଲି ସିଏ କ ଡା
େଝାଳ କରିବ ା ଲାଇେ ରୀ ପାଖର େଠଲା ଗାଡିରୁ ଅଧ ବୁେଶଲ
କ ଡା ଆଣିଥିେଲ ବିେରଶବାବୁ ା ଦୁଇ ଜଣ େଲାକ େକେତ ବା
ଖାଇେବ ? େସଇଥିପାଇଁ ଆମ ସହ ଆଉ ୪/୫ଟି ପରିବାରକୁ
ମଧ ଖାଇବାକୁ ଡାକିଛ ି ା” ବୁଧବାର ସଂଧ ାେର ସମେ ମନ
ଖୁସିେର ହାତେର କାମୁଡି କାମୁଡି ଆନ େର କ ଡା େଝାଳ
ଖାଇ ଘରକୁ େଫରିେଲ ା କନକ େଫରିଲାେବେଳ ବାଟେର
ଗଦାଧର ୁ କହିଲା, “ସତେର ସୁନ ା ଭାରି ଭଲ ମଣିଷଟିଏ ା
ସମ ମନ େନଇ ରା ିଥିଲା ା ଏମିତିକି ତୁମର ଡାଇେବଟି  
ଅଛି େବାଲି ଇକୁଆ  ପକାଇ ଖିରି କରିଥିଲା, େସଥିେର ତୁମ
ପାଇଁ ଚାରିପଟ ରୁଟି ବି କରିବାକୁ ଭୁଲି ନଥିଲା ା କହିଥିେଲ
ପ  ଲ  କରି ସମେ େଗାଟିଏ େଗାଟିଏ ଖାଇବା ଆଇଟ  
େନଇ ଆସିଥାେ , କାହାକୁ ବି ବାଧି ନ ଥା ା ା ମଁୁ କି ୁ ଡାକିେଲ
ପ  ଲ  ହ କରିବି ା ଯିଏ ଯାହା ଭାବିେଲ ଭାବୁ” ା ଗଦାଧର କିଛି
କହିେଲ ନାହ ା ଭାବୁଥା ି, କହିେଲ କିଛି ଲାଭ େହଲା ପରି
ମେନ େହଉନିି ା ତାଛଡା ସିଏ ଜାଣିଛ ି ପର ୀକୁ ଶଂସା
କେଲ କାହାକୁ ଭଲ ଲାଗିବନି ା େଗାଟିଏ କଥାରୁ ଛଅଟା କଥା
ବାହାରିବ ା ସିଏ କିଛି ନକହି ଚୁ  ରହିେଲ ା କନକ କି ୁ
ଛାଡିବାର େଲାକ ନୁହ ି ା କହିେଲ, “କଅଣ କିଛି କହିଲନି େଯ
? ଆରାମେର ଏେତ ସବୁ ଖାଇ େଦଇ ଆସିଲ, ପାଟିରୁ
ଧନ ବାଦଟିଏ ବି ବାହାରିଲାନି” ? ଗଦାଧର କହିେଲ, “ହଁ
ତୁମକୁ କହିବାକୁ ମଁୁ ଭୁଲି ଯାଇଛି, ଶନିବାର ଦିନ ବିେରଶ
ବାବୁ ୁ ମଁୁ ଏଆରେପାଟେର ଛାଡି େଦଇ ଆସିବାକୁ କଥା
େଦଇଛି ା ଏଥର ସିଏ ଏକୁଟିଆ ଓଡିଶା ଯିବାର ଅଛି ା ଆଣିବାକୁ
ଗଲାେବେଳ ସୁନ ା ୁ ଧନ ବାଦ ନି ୟ କହିେଦବି, ତୁେମ
ବ ହୁଅନି” ା କନକ ଶୁଣିେଲ, କି ୁ ଖୁସି େହଲା ପରି
ଜଣାଗଲାନି ା କହିେଲ “ସୁନ ା ତ କାଇଁ କିଛି କହୁ ନଥିଲା !
େହେଲ ବିେରଶ ବାବୁ ଏକୁଟିଆ କାହକି ଯାଉଛ ି ? କଅଣ
ଜରୁରୀ କାମ ଅଛି କି ?” ଗଦାଧର କହିେଲ, “ତା ର କଅଣ
ଜମିବାଡି ବିକା ବିକି କରିବାର ଅଛି ା ଆସୁ ଆସୁ ଦୁଇ ତିନି ମାସ
ଲାଗିଯିବ ା ତାଛଡା ସୁନ ା ଏେତ ଦିନ ଶଶୁରଘେର ରହିବାକୁ
ଭଲ ପାଆ ି ନାହ, ସହଜେର ଘେର ବୟାଅଶୀ ବଷର ଶାଶୁ
ବୁଢୀ ବି ଅଛ ି ା େତେବ ଯାହା େହଉ ଶାଶୁ ୁ ସିନା ସିଏ ଭଲ
ପାଆ ି ନାହ, କି ୁ ସା ମାନ ର ମନ ଜାଣି ରା ିବାକୁ ନି ୟ
ଭଲ ପାଆ ି ା େଦଖୁନ, େମା ପାଇଁ ଅଧିକା ରୁଟି ଦିଇଟା େକମିତି
କରିଥିେଲ !” କନକ ଏକ ଶୁଖିଲା “ହଁ” କହି ଚୁ  ରହିବାକୁ
େ ୟ ମଣିିେଲ ା

ବିେରଶ ବାବୁ ଓଡିଶା ଯିବାର ଏ ଭିତେର ଦୁଇ ସ ାହ
କଟିଗଲାଣି ା ଏକୁଟିଆ ଅଛ ି େବାଲି ସାହିେର, ପାଖଆଖେର
ସମେ ସୁନ ା ୁ ଖାଇବାକୁ ଡାକିଥାଆ ି ା କନକ ବି ସୁନ ା
ସହ ସମୟ କଟାଇବା ପାଇଁ ଥେର ଯାଇ ବୁଲି ଆସିେଲଣି ା
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ମଝିେର ମଝିେର ସକାଳ ଜଳଖିଆ ପେର େଫା  େର କିଛି ସମୟ
କଥା କହି ସମୟ କଟା ି ା େସଦିନ ରାତି ଆଠଟା େହାଇଥାଏ ା
ସୁନ ା େଫା  କରି ଗଦାଧର ବାବୁ ୁ ପଚାରିେଲ ତା ଘେର
ଇେଲ  ି  କଟିଯାଇଛି, ଟିକିଏ ଆସି ଯଦି େଦଖି ଯିେବ କି ?
କନକ ୁ ଖରାପ ଲାଗିଲା ା ଏକୁଟିଆ ୀ େଲାକଟିଏ େକମିତି
ରାତିେର ଏେଲ  ି ସିଆ  କୁ ଡାକିବ ? ଗଦାଧର ବାବୁ ୁ ଯାଇ
େଦଖି ଆସିବାକୁ ସିଏ ଅନୁେରାଧ କଲା ା ଗଦାଧର ଧଡ ପଡ
େହାଇ ଜାମା ଖେ ଗଳାଇ ବାହାରିଗେଲ ା କନକ ଅେପ ା
କରିଥାଏ ା ରାତି ଆଠଟାରୁ ଦଶଟା େହଲାଣି ା ଏ ଯାଏଁ ଗଦାଧର
େଫରି ନାହା ି ା େଟ ୍   ର ବି କିଛି ଉ ର ନାହ ା େସଦିନ
େଫରୁ େଫରୁ ଏଗାରଟା ବାଜିଗଲା ା କନକ କିଛି ନକହି ଚୁପ
ରହିଲା ା ଗଦାଧର ବି େକୖାଣସି ବ ାଖ ା କେଲ ନାହ ା ଦୁେହଁ
େସ ରାତି ଚୁ ଚା କଟାଇେଲ ା ପର ଦିନ ସକାଳୁ ସୁନ ା
େସମାନ ୁ ଚାହା ପାଇଁ ନିମ ଣ କରିଥିଲା ା କନକ କାମ ଅଛି
କହି ଯାଇ ନଥିଲା ା ଗଦାଧର କହିେଲ, “ନ ଗେଲ ସୁନ ା
ହୁଏତ ଖରାପ ଭାବିେବ ା ମଁୁ ଯାଇ ଅଧ ଘ ାେର ଚାଲି ଆସିବି”ା
କନକ କିଛି କହିଲା ନାହ ା ମନଟା େକମିତି ଅଶା ି େହାଇଗଲା ା
ପୁଣି ମନକୁ ବୁଝାଇ କହିଲା, “ଗଦାଧର ବୟସ ଷାଠିଏ
ଟପିଲାଣି ା ମଁୁ ଏ ପାପ କଥାଟା ଭାବୁଛି େକମିତି” ? େସଦିନ
ଗଦାଧର ବାବୁ ଚାହା ପିଇ ଅଧଘ ାେର େଫରିେଲ ନାହ,
କନକକୁ େଟ ୍   କରି ଜଣାଇେଦେଲ - ସୁନ ା ବାଧ କରୁଛ ି
ଲ କରି ଆସିବି ା ତାକୁ ଅେପ ା କରିବାକୁ ମନା କେଲ ା କନକ
ଆସିବାକୁ ମନା କରିବାରୁ ସିଏ ବାଧ େହାଇ ଯାଇଛ ି େବାଲି
ମଧ ସଫାଇ େଦେଲ ା କନକର କଥା କହିବା ପାଇଁ ବା କିଛି
ଭାବିବା ପାଇଁ ଆଉ କିଛି ନ ଥିଲା ା େସଦିନ ରାତିେର ଗଦାଧର
େକେତେବେଳ େଫରିେଲ ସିଏ ଆଉ ଜାଣିନି ା ସୁନ ା ଘରୁ ସିଏ
ଆଉ କୁଆେଡ ଗେଲ େବାଲି ସିଏ ପଚାରିନି ା ଖାଇ ପିଇ ଲାଇ  
ବ କରି ସିଏ େଶାଇଗଲା ା ପରଦିନ ସକାଳୁ େଦଖିଲା, ଖାଇବା
େଟବୁ  ଉପେର ଦୁଇଟି େଛାଟ ଡବାେର ମାଂସ ତରକାରୀ ଓ
କିଛି େକାବି ଭଜା ଅଛି ା ସିଏ େବାେଧ ଭୁଲି ଯାଇଛ ି ି  
ଭିତେର ରଖିବା ପାଇଁ ା ମେନ ମେନ ଭାବିଲା, ସମୟର ଗତି
ଆଉ ସଂପକର ସୁଅ ବିପରୀତ ଦିଗେର ଗତିକଲାଣି ା ଗଦାଧର
ବାବୁ ଓ ସୁନ ା ପର ରର ନିକଟତର େହେଲଣି ା କନକ
ମନେର ଅେନକ ଶବାଚୀ ା କି ୁ ହାତେର କିଛି କରିବାକୁ
ନାହ।

ଏେବ ଅବସର ସମୟର ାଚୁଯ ଗଦାଧର ୁ ଛଟପଟ କରୁଛି ା
ଘେର ରହିବାକୁ ମନ କହୁନି ା ଆଳ କରି ସୁନ ା ଏକୁଟିଆ ଥିେବ
ଅବା େକଉଁଁଦିନ ତା ର ପରିବା ଇତ ାଦି ଦରକାର କହି ସିଏ
ତି ଦୁଇ ତିନି ଦିନେର ଥେର ତା ଘର ଆେଡ ଯାଉଛ ି ା

କନକ କଣ କରିବ ଅବା କଅଣ ପଚାରିବ ଭାବି ପାରୁନି ା
ଗଦାଧାର ଚାଲିଚଳନେର ସିଏ କିେଶାର ବାଳକର ହାବଭାବ
େଦଖୁଛ ି ା କିଛି କଥାର ବାହାନା କରି ସିଏ ସୁନ ାକୁ େଦଖି ନ
ଆସିେଲ ରହି ପାରୁନାହା ି ା ମନଟା ଛଟପଟ ଲାଗୁଛି ା

େସଥିପାଇଁ ତା ୁ ମିଛର ବାହାନା କରିବାକୁ ପଡୁଛି ା କାହକି
ଏମିତି େହଉଛି, କାହକି ସିଏ ବାଟବଣା େହଉଛ ି ସିଏ ନିେଜ
ମଧ ତାର ଉ ର େଖାଜି ପାଉନାହା ି ା

ଗୁରୁବାର ରାତି ଦଶଟା େହଲାଣି ା ଗଦାଧର ର େଶାଇବାକୁ
ଇଛା ନାହ, ନିଦର ବି େଦଖା ନାହ ା ବାହାର େଡ ଉପେର
ଦୁଇଟା େବତ ଚଉକି ପଡିଛି ା ଏ ିଲ ମାସର ନରମ ଖରା
କୁଆେଡ ଗଲାଣି ା କି ୁ ନରମ ପବନ ରାତିକୁ ମୁଲାଏ  କରିଛି ା
ଏକୁଟିଆ ବିଅ  େବାତଲଟିଏ ଧରି ଗଦାଧର ବାବୁ ଚି ାେର
ବସିଛ ି ା ଉପେର ନୀଳର ର ଛତାଟି ଚଉକି ସବୁକୁ େଘାଡାଇ
ରଖିଛି, େବାେଧ ବଷା ଓ ଖରା ତାପରୁ େସମାନ ୁ ର ା କରୁଛି ା
ଆଉ ଦୁଇଟି ଚଉକି କା କୁ ଆଉଜି ଠିଆ େହାଇ ରହିଛ ି ା
ଚାରିଆଡ ନିଶୁ  ା ହଠା  କାହାର ପାଦ ଶ ଶୁଣି ସିଏ ଚମକି
ପଡିେଲ ା େଦଖିେଲ କନକ ଠିଆ େହାଇଛ ି ା ସିଏ ବି ଚୁ  ଚା  ା
ଗଦାଧର ବାବୁ ପଚାରିେଲ, “କଅଣ କହିବକି କନକ ?’’ କନକ
ଆେ କହିବାକୁ ଆର କେଲ, “ମେତ ତୁମକୁ କହିବାକୁ ଖରାପ
ଲାଗୁଛି ା କି ୁ ତୁମ ସହ ତିରିଶ ବଷ ଏକାଠି କଟାଇସାରିବା
ପେର ତୁମକୁ େମା’ ମନ କଥାକୁ ମଁୁ ଲୁଚାଇବାକୁ ପସ କରୁନି ା
ଭାବୁଛି େମା’ କଥା ଶୁଣିବା ପେର ତୁେମ ମେତ ମା
କରିେଦବ”ା କନକର େଗାଡ ଶିଥିଳ େହାଇ ଆସୁଥାଏ, ସିଏ
ଚଉକିଟିଏ ଟାଣି ବସିଗଲା ା ଆଖି ତାର େଟବୁ  ର େଗାଟିଏ
କଣରୁ ସେତ କିଛି େଖାଜୁଥାଏ ା େସେତେବଳକୁ ଅ ାର ରାତିର
ପଣତ ଲ ି ଯାଇ ବାହାେର ଘଟୁଥିବା ଘଟଣାକୁ, ମଣିଷ
ମନଗହୀରର କଥାକୁ େଘାଡାଇବାର ୟାସ କରୁଥାଏ -
ଗଦାଧର ବାବୁ ର ପାପ ମନ ଅବା କନକର ଦୁଃଖୀ ହୃଦୟର

ନ ! ବିଜୁଳିବତି ଜଳାଇ େଡ  କୁ ଆେଲାକିତ କରିବାକୁ
କାହାର ସାହାସ ଜୁଟୁ ନଥାଏ ା ଆେଲାକର ୀଣ େରାଷଣିେର
ନିଜ ମଁୁହର ଭାବ କାେଳ ପଢି େହାଇଯିବ େସ ଡର ବି ପରି ି ତିକୁ
ଉ  େବଗମୟ କରିଥାଏ ା ଆେ ାଳିତ ମନକୁ ଚୁ  କରିବାର
େଚ ା ବ ଥ ମେନ େହଉଥାଏ ଦୁହ ର ା ଗଦାଧର ବାବୁ

େଶଷେର ଆଉ ରହିପାରିେଲନି, ଧୀମା ରେର କହିେଲ,
“କନକ, ତୁମ ପାଇଁ ଥିବା ତିରିଶ ବଷର ଭଲ ପାଇବା େମାର
େକଉଁଠି ଉେଭଇ ଯାଇଛି ା ମଁୁ କହିବାକୁ ଦୁଃଖିତ େଯ - ମଁୁ
ତୁମକୁ ଆଉ ଭଲ ପାଉନାହ” ା କନକ ନ ରାଗି, କଥା କହିବାକୁ
ସମ ବଳ ସଂଚୟ କରି କହିେଲ, “ମଁୁ ଜାେଣ ା ତୁେମ ତୁମର
ବାକି ଜୀବନକୁ େକମିତି କଟାଇବାକୁ ଚାହଁ - ତାର ସି ା
ତୁମକୁ େନବାକୁ େହବ ା େମାର କିଛି କହିବାର ନାହ ା ଆଉ
ତୁେମ ଯଦି ଭାବୁଥାଅ ପିଲା କଥା - େସ କଥାକୁ ଭାବ ନାହ ା
ଆମ ପିଲା ଆେମରିକାର ଗତିଶୀଳ ବାତାବରଣେର ବଢିଛ ି ା
େସମାେନ ବୁଝି ପାରିେବ ା ମିଛ ଭଲ ପାଇବାର ବାହାନା େନଇ
ଏକାଠି ରହିବାର କିଛି ଅଥ ହୁଏନା ା ତୁମର େଶଷ ସି ା ଯାହା
େହଉନା କାହକି େସଥିେର ମଁୁ ସହମତ” ା ଏକା ନିଃ ାସେର
େସତିକି କହି େଦଇ ହାତ ବଢାଇେଲ ଗଦାଧର ଆଡକୁ ା
ଗଦାଧର ତଳକୁ ମୁହଁ େପାତି ପାଦକୁ ଅନାଇ ବସିଥା ି ା କନକ
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ତା କା େର ହାତ ରଖି କହିେଲ, “ଆଜି ମଁୁ ତୁମକୁ ଆମ ବିବାହ
ବ ନରୁ ମୁ କରିେଦଲି ା ତୁେମ ଇଛା ମୁତାବକ ଭବିଷ ତକୁ ନୂଆ
କରି ଗଢିବାର େଶଷ ସି ା ନିଅ” ା

୬୩୮୭ ଉଡ଼ଲ ା ୍ ଫେର ାଇ  
ଏଲ  ରି  , େମରୀଲା ୍  
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ପୁଣି ବସ େଲଉଟିଲା
ବି ାନୀ ଦାସ

ବାହାେର ଜ ର େଜାଛନା ଅଜାଡି େହାଇ ପଡିଛି ା ଶୁଭୁଛି
କାରବିଆ  ସାଗରର ର ା ପରଦା େଖାଲିେଦେଲ ଦିଶୁଛି
ସମୁ ପାଣି ଭିତେର ଜ ର ତିବିମ ା “ମୁ  ପ ାେଲ  ”
ରିେଜାଟର ଚତୁଥ ମହଲାେର ରୁ  ଭିତେର ମଧୁରାତିେର
ମ  ଗୁ  େହାଇ ହସୁଛ ି ଦୁଇ େ ମୀଯୁଗଳ ା େକେତେବେଳ
ଗୀତ ଗାଉଛ ି ତ େକେତେବେଳ ଗପ କରୁଛ ି ା ପୁଣି
େକେତେବେଳ ନିଜନିଜକୁ ସେ ହ ଶ େଦଇ ଆବି ାର
କରୁଛ ି ା େକାଠରି ସଜା େହାଇଛି େକେତ ରକମର, େକେତ
ର ର ଫୁଲେର, ଠି  େଯଉଁଭଳି ବରାଦ କରିଥିେଲ ଅ ନା ା
ମ ୀଫୁଲେର ସଜା େହାଇଛି ପଲ ର ଚାରିପା , ର
େଗାଲାପର ପାଖୁଡାେର ଭରିଛି ବିଛଣା, ଧୀମାଧୀମା ନାଲି ଓ
େନଳି ଆଲୁଅ ବିଛାଡି େହାଇପଡିଛି େକାଠରି ସାରା ା ଧୀମାଧୀମା
ଗଜଲର ତାନ ମନକୁ ଭାବ ବଣ କରୁଛି ା ଇେଭ ୍  
େକାଅଡେନଟ  ସେରାଜ ସବୁ େସମିତି କରିଛି, େଯମିତି ଅ ନା
ବରାଦ କରିଥିେଲ ା ତାର ତ ହାତରୁ ପଡୁନି; ଏସବୁ େଯାଗାଡ
କରିବା ପାଇଁ ଚୁର ଅଥ ସିଏ େନଇଛି ା

ବରଂ ବିତିଯାଇଥାଉ ବୟସ ା ବରଂ ମଉଳିଯାଇଥାଉ େଯୖାବନ ା
ଷାଠିଏ ପରର ଚମେର ବରଂ ପଡିଯାଇଥାଉ ଗାର ା ଏମିତି ଏକ
େରାମା ି  ମଧୁଯାମିନୀ ବିେତଇବାକୁ େସମାନ ମନ ତ
ମରିଯାଇନି; ବରଂ ଏେତ ବଷର ବିେ ଦ ପେର େଶାଇଯାଇଥିବା
କାମନା ପୁଣି େଚଇଁ ଉଠିଛି ା ଜୀବନେର େକେତ ବଷ ତ
େସମାେନ ହରାଇସାରିଛ ି ା ଆଉ ଏେବ େଯତିକି ଦିନ
େସମାନ ପାଖେର ଅଛି, େସମାେନ େସସବୁ ଦିନକୁ ମନଭରି,
େ ମ ଭରି ଉପେଭାଗ କରିେବ ା

ଏମିତି େକେବ େହାଇପାରିବ େବାଲି େସମାେନ େକେବ ବି ାସ
କରିନଥିେଲ ା କି ୁ େସମିତି େହଲା ା ଦୀଘ ପଚିଶି ବଷର ଦୂରତା
ପେର ଜୀବନର ଷ ଦଶକେର େସମାେନ ପୁଣି ବ ୁ
େହାଇଗେଲ, ଆଦିତ ଓ ଅ ନା, ଆଉ େସ ନୂଆ ସଂପକ
ଏମିତି ଏେତ ଶୀ େଜାଡିଗଲା େଯ, ଆଜି େସମାେନ
ମଧୁଚ ିକା ବିତାଇବାକୁ ଆସିଛ ି କା  କୁ  ା

ଆଦିତ ଅ ନା ୁ ପାଖକୁ ଜଡାଇ ଆଣି ତା ଗାଲେର ଚୁମନ
ଆ ି େଦେଲ ା ଧୀର କ େର କହିେଲ, “ମଁୁ ତୁମକୁ ବହୁତ
ଭଲପାଏ ଆନି” ା ଅ ନା ୁ େଗ ାେର “ଆନି” େବାଲି ଡାକ ି
ସିଏ ା

ଅ ନା ମଧ େସମିତି ଜଡିଯାଇ ଆଦିତ ଛାତିେର ମୁହଁ

ଗୁ ି େଦେଲ ଓ “ମଁୁ ମଧ ତମକୁ ବହୁତ ଭଲପାଏ” କହିେଲ ା
କାହ େକେତବଷ ତଳର େସ ମଧୁରାତିର ୃତି ମନଭିତରକୁ ପଶି
ଆସୁଥିଲା ା େସଠି ଦୀପଟିଏ ଜଳୁଥିଲା, େଛାଟିଆ େକାଠରି
ଭିତେର େଛାଟିଆ ଖଟ ଉପେର ଅବଗୁ ନମତୀ ସାଜି େବାହୂ
େବଶେର ବସି ରହିଥିେଲ ଅ ନା, ଆଦିତ ତୀ ାେର ା
ଜୀବନେର େସେତେବେଳ ତା ର ନିଜ ପରିଚୟର କିଛି
ଲ ନଥିଲା ା େକବଳ ଲ ଥିଲା, ଆଦିତ ର ସା ିଧ ,
ତା ର େ ମ, ଆଉ େକୖାଣସି ପରିଚୟ ବି ନୁେହଁ ା

ଉଭୟ େକେତ ପ େନଇ, ଜୀବନ ଗଢିବାକୁ ଆେମରିକା
ଆସିଥିେଲ ା

ଥମ କିଛି ବଷ ଖୁ  ଭଲେର କଟିଲା ା ଆଦିତ େଗାଟିଏ ଭଲ
କଂପାନୀେର ଚାକିରି ପାଇଥିେଲ ା ଆଗରୁ ସିଏ ଆେମରିକାେର
େକମିକା  ଇ ି ନିୟରି େର ‘ଏ’ େ  ରଖି ମା   
ସାରିଥିେଲ ା ତା ୁ ଅେନକ ଚାକିରିର ଅଫ  ଆସିଥିଲା ା
େହେଲ, ଓାସିଂଟ  ଡିସି, ରାଜଧାନୀ ପାଖେର ରହିବାର ବଳ
ଅଭି  ସା ପାଇଁ ସିଏ େମରୀଲା ୍  େର ରହିବାକୁ ି ର କେଲ ା
ବାହାଘରର ତିନି ବଷ ଭିତେର େସମାନ ର େଗାଟିଏ ପୁଅ ଓ
େଗାଟିଏ ଝିଅ ବି ଜନ େହାଇସାରିଥିେଲ ା ଜୀବନ ଠି  ଠା  
ଚାଲିଥିଲା ା ଆଦିତ ର ପ ୀ ଓ ଟୁନା, ରୁନା ମା’ର
ପରିଚୟେର ଅ ନା ଜୀବନ େବ  ଭଲେର ଚାଲୁଥିଲା ା

େହେଲ ସବୁ ବଦଳି ଗଲା ା ଅ ନା ଆେମରିକା ଆସିବା ପେର
ନିେଜ ବି ବଦଳି ଯାଇଥିେଲ ା ଚାହଁୁ ଥିେଲ ଏକ ନିଆରା ପରିଚୟ,
େଯଉଁଟାକି ତା ନିଜର ଆ ପରିଚୟ ା େସଥିପାଇଁ େସ
ପି.ଏ  .ଡି. କେଲ, କେଲ  ର େଫସ  େହାଇ େଯାଗ
େଦେଲ, ଆଉ ନିେଜ ନିଜର ପରିଚୟ ପାଇେଲ ା ନିେଜ ନିଜର
ପରିଚୟ ପାଇଯିବା ପେର, ଆଉ ସହିପାରିନଥିେଲ ଆଦିତ ର
େ ାଚାର, େବଳକାଳ ବିଚାର ନକରି େଯ େକୖାଣସି ମୁହୂ େର
ଅତକତ ଭାେବ ବ ୁମାନ ୁ ଘରକୁ ନିମ ଣ କରିବା, ଓଡିଶାରୁ
ଆସୁଥିବା େଲାକମାନ ୁ ନିଜଘେର ରଖିବା, ମଦ ପାନ କରିବା
ଇତ ାଦି େକେତକ ଅଭ ାସ େଯଉଁଟା ଅ ନା ର େଦହସୁହା
େହାଇଯାଇଥିଲା, ଏେବ େସସବୁ ଅସହ େହଲା ା
ଧୀେରଧୀେର ଆର େହାଇଥିଲା ତିବାଦ, ତାପେର େସ
ତିବାଦ ଧାରଣ କରିଥିଲା କେଠାର ରୂପ, ଝଗଡା, ମରାମରି,

ହାତାହାତି ଓ େଶଷେର ଛାଡପ ା

ମେନ ପଡିଯାଉଛି ବିଗତ ଦିନର େସ େଛାଟେଛାଟ ଘଟଣା ସବୁ ା

139



େଛାଟେଛାଟ ଭୁ  ବୁଝାମଣା, ଅବି ାସ େକମିତି େସମାନ ୁ
ପହ ାଇେଦଇଥିଲା ଅସାମାଜିକତାର ଚରମସୀମାେର ା ପର ର
ଭୁଲିଯାଇଥିେଲ ନିଜର ଶି ାଦୀ ା, େ ମ, ପରିବାର, ସବୁ କିଛି ା
ଟିେକଟିେକ କଥାେର ଜେଣ ଅନ ଜଣକୁ ତେଳଇ କରି ଆେ ପ
କରୁଥିଲା, ଅସ ାନ କରୁଥିଲା, ଭ ନା କରୁଥିଲା ା ଆଉ େଗାଟିଏ
ଦିନ େସ ଝଗଡା ପହ ି ଥିଲା ଶୀଷେର ା

େସବଷ ଟୁନାର ହାଇ ୁ  ର େଶଷବଷ ା ପୁଅକୁ ହାଭା  ରୁ
ଆ  ମିଶ  ଖବର ଆସିଲା ା ଆଦିତ େମ ିେକାେର ଥିେଲ ା ପୁଅ
ଅତି ଖୁସିେର ବାପା ୁ ଖବର ଜେଣଇବା ପାଇଁ େଫା  କଲା ା
ଆଉ ଜେଣ ୀ େଲାକ େଫା  ଧରିଲା ା ଟୁନା ପଚାରିଲା,
“ଏଇଟା ଆଦିତ ରଥ େଫା  ତ?”

“ହଁ”, େସ ୀ େଲାକ ଜଣକ କହିଲା ା

“ତା ୁ ଟିେକ ଡାକିେଦେବ ା ମଁୁ ତା ପୁଅ ଟୁନା େଫା  କରିଛି ା”

“ମଁୁ ଭାେଲରିଆ, ତା ର ବ ୁ ା ସିଏ ଏେବ େଶାଇଛ ି ା ଏଇ
ଅଧଘ ାଏ ପୂବରୁ େଶାଇବାକୁ ଗେଲ ା ସିଏ ଉଠିେଲ ମଁୁ ତା ୁ
ଜେଣଇବି ା”

ଟୁନା ତ େସ ସମୟେର କିଛି କହିଲାନି ା େତେବ ତା’ ଭଉଣୀ
ସହିତ କଥାେହବାଋ ଶୁଣିେଲ ଅ ନା ା

“ମେତ ଲାଗୁଛି ବାବା ର େମ ିେକାେର କିଛି ଆେଫୟା  
ଚାଲୁଛି। ନେହେଲ ତା େବ  ରୁ  ଭିତେର ୀ େଲାକଟିଏ
ଏମିତି ମହଜୁ  ଥାଆ ା କାହକି ?” - ଟୁନା କହୁଥିଲା ା

“ତାେହେଲ ତ ବହୁତ ଖରାପ କଥା ା ମଁୁ ବି େସଇଆ ସେ ହ
କରୁଥିଲି ା ବାବା ବାରମାର କଣପାଇଁ େମ ିେକା ଯାଉଛ ି ?”
କାହକି େକଜାଣି ଅ ନା ଜଳିଗେଲ ା ତା ହୃଦୟ ଥରିଉଠିଲା ା
ଆ ା ଚି ାର କରିଉଠିଲା ା ନାରୀ ସବୁ ସହିପାେର, େହେଲ ତା
ନିଜ ମନର ମଣିଷ ଆଉ କାହାର େହଉ, େସକଥା ସହିହୁଏନି ା
ଆଦିତ େସଥର େଫରିବା ପେର ଅ ନା କଥା ବେ ଇ
ପଚାରିେଲ, “ଏେବ କଣ େସ େମ ିେକା ପା ୍ ସଂପୂ ଭାେବ
େରଡି େହାଇନି ? ତେମ ତ ବେଷ େହଲାଣି େସଠିକାର
କମଚାରୀ ମାନ ୁ ତାଲିମ କରିବାକୁ େମ ି େକା ଯାଉଛ ା ଆହୁରି
େକେତଦିନ ଏମିତି ଯିବାକୁ ପଡିବ ?”

“େସ େନଇ ତେମ କାହକି ମୁ େଖଳାଉଛ ? େସ ପା ୍ େରଡି
େହବାକୁ ଆହୁରି କିଛିମାସ ଲାଗିବ ା କଣ ମେତ ମି  କରୁଛ ?
େସ କଥାତ ନୁେହଁ ା ତମର ତିଓାରୀ, ବାନାଜ, ପୁଣି
େକେତେକେତ ସହକମୀ ସବୁ ଅଛ ି ା େକେତେବେଳ
କ  ଫେର   ଅ  ଗାନାଇ  କରିବା ଆଳେର ତ େକେତେବେଳ
ଇ ିଆ  େସା କରିବା ଆଳେର ତମକୁ ବ ରଖୁଛ ି ା”

“ଆଉ ତେମ େସଠି େସ ଭାେଲରିଆ ସହିତ କଣ କରୁଛ ?
ବିେଲଇ ଲୁଚିଲୁଚି ଦୁଧ ପିଉଛି ା ଭାବୁଛି େକହି େଦଖୁନାହା ି ା”

“େକାଉ ଭାେଲରିଆ କଥା କହୁଛ ? କଣ େମା ପଛେର ଗୁ ଚର
ଲେଗଇଛ ? ମଁୁ କୁଆେଡ ଯାଉଛି, କଣ କରୁଛି, େସକଥା
ଜାଣିବା ପାଇଁ ତମର ଏେତ ଆ ହ କାହକି ? ନିଜ ଗୁଣ ତ
େସଇଆ ା ଅନ କୁ ବି େସଇ ଫମୁଲାେର ପେକଇେଦଇଛ ା”

“ଆଉ ଭେଲଇ େଦେଖଇହୁଅନି ା କଣନା ଲୁଚିଛି, ନା େଗାଡ
ଦିଇଟା ଦିଶୁଛି ା”

ଆଦିତ ଅତ ରାଗିଗେଲ ା ତା ହାତ ଉଠିଗଲା ା “ବ  ମା  
ମାଇକିନା, କଣ େଗାଟିଏ ଚାକିରି କରି ପେକଇଲା େଯ,
େସଇଦିନରୁ େମା ଉପେର ଦାଦାଗିରି େଦେଖଇ େହଉଛି ା ମଁୁ
କଣ କଲି, କଣ ନକଲି, େତାର େସଥିେର ମୁ ପୁେରଇବାର
କଣ ଅଛି ?”

ଅ ନା ବି ଚମକିପଡିେଲ ା “ଏଇ କଣ ତା ାମୀ ଆଦିତ ?
ପୁଣି ଏେତ ହୀନ ଆଚରଣ ? ‘ତେମ’ ରୁ ‘ତୁ’ କହିେଲ କହିେଲ,
ପୁଣି ଏମିତି ଶ ା ଭାଷା ବ ବହାର କେଲ, କଟକ
େତେଲ ାବଜାରର ରା ାେର ମଦପିଇ ମାତାଲ େହାଇ ୀକୁ
ପିଟି ଗାଳି େଦଉଥିବା ରି ାବାଲା ତୁଳନାେର ବି ହୀନ ଇଏ ା”

ଅ ନା ଆଦିତ ମୁହଁକୁ େଛପ ପେକଇ କହିେଲ, “ଧନ େହ
ମି  ଆଦିତ ରଥ, କଂପାନୀ ମ ାେନଜ  ନା େଛନା ା ତେମ
େସ େତେଲ ା ରି ାବାଲା ରାମୁଲୁର ପୁଅ ଭଳି ବ ବହାର କରୁଛ
ା ତାରି ର େବାଧହୁଏ ତମ େଦହେର ବହୁଛି ା”

ଆଦିତ ହାତ ପୁଣି ଉଠିଗଲା ା “େତାର ଏେତ ସାହସ ? ତୁ
େମା ବାପା, ମା’ ୁ ଏମିତି ଅପମାନିତ କରିବୁ ା ଏଇ ମୁହୂ େର
ଏ ଘରୁ ବାହାେର କହୁଛି, ଆଉ େଗାଟିଏ ମିନି  ବି ରହିେଲ ମଁୁ
ତେତ ମାରିେଦବି ା”

ଆଦିତ ର ନାଲି ଆଖି େଦଖି ଅ ନା ବି ଡରିଗେଲ ା େ ାଧ
ଅବ ାେର କିଛି ବି ସ ବ ା େସେତେବେଳ ପିଲାମାେନ ଘେର
ନଥିେଲ ା ଅ ନା ଗାଡି େନଇ ଘରୁ ବାହାରିଗେଲ ା କିଛି ସମୟ
ଯାଇ େସେ ନିଆ  ପାକେର ବସିେଲ ା ପୁଅ, ଝିଅ ଦୁଇଜଣ ୁ
ଆଜି ୁ  ରୁ ପା ଟା େବେଳ ପି  ଅ  କରିବାର ଥିଲା ା ପୁଅର
“ସାଇ   ଟି  ”ର ମିଟି ୍ ଥିଲା ଓ ଝିଅର “ଡ ା   ଟି  ”ର
ା  ଟି  ଥିଲା ା ପୁଅ, ଝିଅ ଦୁଇଜଣ ୁ ପି  ଅ  କରି ସିଏ

ସ ା ୬ଟା େବଳକୁ ଘରକୁ େଫରିେଲ ା େସେତେବଳକୁ
ଆଦିତ ବି ଘେର ନଥିେଲ ା କୁଆେଡ ଯାଇଥିେଲ େକଜାଣି ?
କି ୁ କିଛି ଘଟି ନଥିବାର ଅଭିନୟ କରି ଅ ନା େରାେଷଇବାସ
କେଲ, ପିଲାମାନ ୁ ଖୁଆଇେଲ ା ପିଲାମାନ ୁ ତା ର ରିସ
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େପପ  େଲଖିବାର ଅଛି କହି ସିଏ ନିଜ ଅଫି  ରୁ  ଭିତେର
ପଶିେଲ ଓ େସଇଠି େଶାଇପଡିେଲ ା ଦୁଇଦିନ ପେର ଆଦିତ
ପୁଣି େମ ିେକା ଚାଲିଗେଲ ା

ଏମିତି କିଛିଦିନ ଚାଲିଗଲା ା ଟୁନାର ହାଭା ୟୁନିଭସଟିେର
ଆ  ମିଶ  େହାଇଗଲା ା ରୁନାର ଦଶମ କା  ଆର
େହଉଥିଲା ା ଟୁନା େସ   େହାଇଯିବା ପେର, ଅ ନା ଓକିଲ
ଜରିଆେର ଆଦିତ ୁ ଛାଡପ େଦବାପାଇଁ କାଗଜ ପେଠଇେଲ
ା ଆଦିତ ମଧ େସଥିେର ଦ ଖତ କରିେଦେଲ ା େସମାନ ର
ଆଉ େଗାଟିଏ ଟାଉ  ହାଉ  ଥିଲା ା େସଇଟା ପଡିଲା
ଆଦିତ ଭାଗ େର ା ରୁନାର ୁ  ପାଇଁ ଓ ସିଏ ମା’ ପାଖେର
ରହିବାର ସି ା େହାଇଯିବା ପେର, ଏକକ ପରିବାର ଘରଟି
ପଡିଥିଲା ଅ ନା ଭାଗ େର ା

ସିଏ କାହ େକେତ ବଷ େହାଇଗଲାଣି ା ୧୯୯୧ ମସିହାର କଥା
ସିଏ ା ଏେବ େସ ଘଟଣାର ପଚିଶି ବଷ ପୁରି ଛବିଶି ବଷ
ପଶିଲାଣି ା ୨୦୦୦ ମସିହାରୁ ଆଦିତ ଚାକିରି ବଦେଳଇ
କାଲିଫ ଆ ଚାଲିଯାଇଥିେଲ ା ଅ ନା ତା ର ଖବର
ରଖୁଥିେଲ, ଯଦିଓ ତି ମୁହୂ େର ତା ର ଆଦିତ ର େସ
ଭୟ ର ରୂପ ସାମନାକୁ ଆସିବା ମାେ ସିଏ ଘୃଣାେର ମୁହଁ
ବୁେଲଇଦିଅ ି ା ଦୁଇ ପିଲା ର ବାହାଘର େହଲା ା ଆଦିତ
ଆସିନଥିେଲ ା କୃତେର ପିଲାମାେନ ବି େସକଥା ଚାହ
ନଥିେଲ। ବାହାଘର ପେର େସମାେନ ତ ଭାେବ ଯାଇ
ବାବା ୁ େଭଟି ତା ଆଶୀବାଦ େନଇଥିେଲ ା

ଅ ନା କି ୁ େସଇ ଏକା କେଲ  େର ଅଧ ାପିକା ରହିଆସିଛ ି ା
ପାହାଚ ଉପେର ପାହାଚ ଚଢି ସିଏ ଆେଗଇେଲ ା ଆସି ା ୍
େଫସ  ରୁ େଫସ  େହେଲ ା ପୁଣି େହେଲ ଡି  ା

େଦଶବିେଦଶ ଯାଇ କ  ଫେର   ଆେଟ ୍ କେଲ ା
େବେଳେବେଳ ସାବାଟିକା  େନଇ ଅନ େଦଶମାନ େର ବି
ପେଢଇଆସିେଲ ା ଏେବ ସତେର ତା ୁ ଭଲ ଲାଗୁଥିଲା ା ସିଏ
େଯ ସଂପୂ ାଧୀନ ା କିଏ ତା ୁ େରାକିବାକୁ ନାହ ା କିଏ ତା
ଉପେର ଆେଦଶ ଜାହିର କରିବାକୁ ନାହ ା ସିଏ ଏେବ ନିଜ
ପରିଚୟେର ଉ ଳ, ଉ  ଭାସିତ ା ପିଲାମାେନ ତା ୁ ଆଦଶ
େବାଲି ମାନ ି ା ତା େବାହୂ େସାସିଓେଲାଜିର େଫସ  ା
ସିଏ କେହ, “ମା, ଆପଣ ବହୁତ ଭଲ କେଲ ା ଯଦିଓ ବାବା ୁ
ଆପଣ ପିଲାମାେନ ଭଲ ପାଆ ି ଓ ମଁୁ ସ ାନ କେର,
େହେଲ ଆପଣ ତି ତା ର େସମିତି ବ ବହାର ଉଚିତ
ନଥିଲା ା ସାଉ  ଏସିଆ  ପରିବାର ମାନ େର ଏମିତି ସବୁ
ଚାଲିଆସୁଛି, ଆଉ ଏହାର ତିକାର ତ ନିହାତି ଦରକାର ା”

ଏେବ କି ୁ ଅ ନା ର ଆଦିତ ଉପେର ଆଉ େସମିତି ରାଗ
ଅନୁଭବ ହୁଏନାହ ା ମନହୁଏ, ଏେବ ଆଦିତ ତା ପାଖେର
ଥାଆେ କି ? େସ ଦୁଇଜଣ ମିଶି ପୃଥିବୀ ବୁଲେ ା େସମିତି

ଥେର େହଲା ା ଏ ି  ମାସ, ୨୦୧୮ ା ଭିଏନାେର େଗାଟିଏ
କ  ଫେର   ଆେଟ ୍ କରିବାକୁ ଯାଇଥାଆ ି ସିଏ ା
କ  ଫେର   ପେର ା  ଟୁ  କରିବାକୁ ଯିବାକୁ ସିଏ ବ  
ଭିତେର ବସିଥା ି ା ହଠା  େସଇ ବ  ଭିତେର ଜୁଟିଗେଲ
ଆଦିତ ା ନିଜ ଆଖିକୁ ବି ବି ାସ କରିପାରିେଲନି ଅ ନା ା କଣ
େକମିତି ବ ବହାର କରିେବ ବୁଝିପାରିେଲନି ା ନିଜ ତରଫରୁ
ଆଦିତ ଆସି ବ ୁତା େଦେଖଇେଲ, “ତେମ ଏଠି ?”

“ହଁ, ମଁୁ କ  ଫେର    େର େଯାଗ େଦବାପାଇଁ ଆସିଥିଲି ା ଆଜି
ଏ ଟୁ  ପାଇଁ ଆସିଗଲି ା”

“ରିଟାୟାଡ େକେବ କରୁଛ ?” - ଆଦିତ ପଚାରିେଲ ା

“ଏଇ େମ’ ମାସେର ା ଏଇଟା େମାର େଶଷ କ  ଫେର   ା”
- ଅ ନା କହିେଲ ା

“େମାର ତ ରିଟାୟାଡ କରିବା ତିନିବଷ େହଲାଣି ା ଏେବ ଭାରି
ଡିେ   ଲାଗୁଛି ା ଯଦିଓ କିଛି କ  ସ  ଟା  ସି କରୁଛି, େତେବ
ଜୀବନଟା େବାରି ୍ ା”

େସମାେନ ା  ସହରେର ସା େହାଇ ବୁଲିେଲ ା
ଯା ୀମାନ ଭିତେର େସମାେନ ଦୁଇଜଣ ହ ଭାରତୀୟ ଥିେଲ ା
େତଣୁ ଖାଇବା ପାଇଁ ଓ ବୁଲି େଦଖିବା ପାଇଁ େଯେତେବେଳ ଟୁ  
ଗାଇ  େଦଢଘ ା େଦଲା, େସମାେନ ଦୁଇଜଣ ସା େହାଇ
େଦାକାନ, ବଜାର ଯାଇ ସବୁ ଜିନିଷ େଦଖିେଲ ଓ ଖାଇବା ପାଇଁ
ବି େଗାଟିଏ ଭାରତୀୟ େଭାଜନାଳୟେର ପଶିଗେଲ ା

ଖାଉଖାଉ ଆଦିତ କହିେଲ, “ମଁୁ ତମ ତି ବହୁତ ନି ୁର
େହାଇଛି ା େଗାଟିଏ ବୟସେର େସମିତି ରାଗ, େ ାଧ କାହକି
ଆେସ େକଜାଣି, ଏେବ ମଁୁ େସଥିପାଇଁ ଅନୁତ ା ତେମ ମେତ
ମା କରିେଦବ େବାଲି ଆଶା କରୁଛି ା”

ଅ ନା ହୃଦୟ ବିଗଳିତ େହାଇଉଠିଲା ା ଏଇ ସାମନାେର
ତା ର ିୟ ମଣିଷ ା ଏମିତି କି ଛାଡପ େହବାପେର ବି ସିଏ
ତା ୁ ଭୁଲିନାହା ି ା ସିଏ ି ତ ହସି କହିେଲ, “ଆଉ କାହଁକି େସ
କଥା ? ସମୟ ତ କାହାକୁ ଅେପ ା କେରନି ା େସମିତି ସମୟ
ଆମକୁ େକେତବଷ ଏମିତି ଦୂର କରି ରଖିଲା ା ଆଉ ଆକ ି କ
ଭାେବ ଆଜି ପୁଣି ଆମର ସା ାତ େହାଇଗଲା ା”

େତେବ ଅ ନା ଅନୁଭବ କରୁଥିେଲ, “ଆଦିତ ଆଜି ଜେଣ ଭି
ମଣିଷ ା”

ଆଦିତ କହିେଲ, “ହଁ, ଦିନ ଥିଲା, ଅହ ାରେର ମନ ପୂରି
ରହିଥିଲା ା େମା େରଜଗାର, େମା ସଂପ ି , େମା ଆଧିପତ ,
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ସବୁ େମା’ର େସଇ େଯଉଁ ଅହଂଭାବ, ଆଜି ଭାବିେଲ ମଁୁ ଲ ିତ
ଅନୁଭବ କରୁଛି ା କି ୁ ସତ କହୁଛି ଆନି, ଆଜି ବି ମଁୁ େକବଳ
ତମକୁ ଭଲପାଏ। ଏେବ ତମ କଥା କାହକି େବଶି
ମେନପଡୁଥିଲା।”

ଅ ନା କଣ କହିେବ ବୁଝିପାରିେଲନି ା ଇ ା ତ େହଉଥିଲା ସିଏ
ଆଦିତ ଛାତିେର ଯାଇ ଜାକି େହାଇଯାେ , ତା ଠାରୁ
ଚୁମାଟିଏ ପାଇବା ପାଇଁ ଗାଲ େଦେଖଇଦିଅେ , କି ୁ େସମିତି
ସିଏ କିଛି କେଲନି ା େକବଳ ହସି କହିେଲ, “ହ,ଁ ଆେମ ତ
ଈ ର େଖଳର ଚରି େକବଳ ା ଯାହା େହବାର ଥିଲା,
େହଲା। ନିଜ ନିଜର ଭାଗ ା”

ଏମିତି ଧୀେରଧୀେର ଆଦିତ ଓ ଅ ନା ର ବ ୁତା ବଢିଲା ା
ତାପେର େସମାେନ ସା େହାଇ ଅଗ ମାସେର କଜେର
ଆଲା ା ଯିବାର େଯାଜନା କେଲ ା େସଇଟା ଆଦିତ ତରଫରୁ
ଅ ନା ପାଇଁ ରିଟାୟାଡ େହବାର ଉପହାର ା

େସ କଜେର ସଂପକ ଆହୁରି ବଢିଲା ା ସା େହାଇ ଦୁଃଖସୁଖ
େହବାର ସୁେଯାଗ ମିଳିଲା ା ଯଦିଓ େସମାନ ର ଅଲଗାଅଲଗା
ରୁ  ଥିଲା ଓ େସମାେନ ାଧୀନ ଥିେଲ, ତଥାପି ଏେତଦିନରୁ
ବ ରହିଥିବା ହୃଦୟର େ ମ ସେତ େଯମିତି ବାଧାନମାନି
ବହିଯିବାକୁ ଚାହଁୁ ଥିଲା ା ଅ ନା ମଧ ନିଜ ଭୁ  ୀକାର କେଲ ା
“ମଁୁ ବି ଅେନକଟା ରୁ ତା କାଶ କରିଛି ଓ ତମକୁ ଅସ ାନିତ
କରିଛି ା େସଥିପାଇଁ ମେତ ମା କରିେଦବ ା”

ଆଦିତ ାବ େଦେଲ, “ମଁୁ ଭାବୁଥିଲି, କାଲିଫ ଆ ଘର ବିକି
େଦଇ େମରୀଲା ୍ ଚାଲିଯିବି ା”

“ତାେହେଲ ତ ବହୁତ ଭଲ େହବ ା ତମ ଘର ତମକୁ ତ ଆଜି
ପଯ ଅେପ ା କରି ରହିଛି ା” - ଏମିତି ହଠା  ଅ ନା
ପାଟିରୁ ବାହାରି ଆସିଲା ା ଆଦିତ ବିହଳ େହାଇଗେଲ ା “ତେମ
ସତ କହୁଛ ଆନି ?”

ଅ ନା ଦୁଇଆଖିରୁ ଲୁହ ଝରିବାେର ଲାଗିଲା ା ତା ୁ ଆଲି ନ
କରି ଆଦିତ କହିେଲ, “ହଁ ଆନି, ଆମର ଏ ପୃଥିବୀେର ଆଉ

ପୃଥିବୀେର ଆଉ େକେତଦିନ ଜୀବନ ଅଛି, ମଁୁ ଜାଣିନି ା େମାର
ସା ମାେନ େଗାଟିଏ େଗାଟିଏ କରି ଖସିେଲଣି ା ଅ ତଃ
େଯତିକି ଦିନ ଆମ ଜୀବନ ବାକି ରହିଛି, େସେତଦିନ ଯାକ
ଆେମ କଣ ସା େହାଇ ବ ୁ ଭାେବ ଜୀବନ ବିେତଇ
ପାରିବାନି?”

“ତେମ େମା ମନ କଥା କହିଲ ା ବୟସର ଅଭି ତା ଆମକୁ
ପରିପ ତା େଦଇଛି ା ଆେମ ନିଜନିଜର ଭୁ  କୁ ବୁଝିଛ ି ା ମଁୁ
ତମ କଥାେର ରାଜି ା”
ଆଉ ତାପେର େ ମର ସୁଅ ଏମିତି ଛୁଟିଲା େଯ ତା ଉପେର
ବାଡବତା ପଡିପାରିଲାନି ା ଆଦିତ କାଲିଫ ଆର ଘର
ବିକିେଦେଲ ା େମରୀଲା ୍  େର, ନିଜ ଘେର, ନିଜ ପ ୀ, ମାେନ
ଅ ନା ସହିତ ରହିେଲ ା ପିଲାମାେନ ମଧ ଖୁସି େହେଲ ା
େତେବ େସମାେନ ି ର କେଲ େସମାନ ର ଏ ନୂଆ େ ମକୁ
େସମାେନ ସୁ ର ଭାେବ େସଲିେ  କରିେବ ା ଜୀବନର ୨୬
ବଷ େସମାେନ ହେରଇେଦଇଛ ି ା େଯତିକି ସମୟ ଅଛି,
େସସବୁ ସମୟ ଅତି ମୂଲ ବାନ ା େସ ଛବିଶ ବଷର ଅ କାଶିତ
େ ମ, ଅକୁହା ଆେବଗକୁ େସମାେନ ପୁଣି ଅନୁଭବ କରିେବ ା
େସଥିପାଇଁ େଗାଟିଏ ବାହାଘର ଏେଜ ୍ ମାଧ ମେର କା  କୁ  ର
ଏ ‘ମୁ  ପ ାେଲ  ’ ବୁ  କେଲ ା ଇ ିଆ  ଏେଜ ୍ ା ସିଏ ଏ
େହାେଟ   େର ବହୁତ ଭାରତୀୟ ମାନ ର ବାହାଘର କରାଏ ା
ସିଏ ବି ଏମାନ ର ଏ େରାମା ି  ପାନି ୍ େଦଖି ବଡ
ଉପେଭାଗ କରୁଥିଲା ା କହିଲା, “ଆ ି , ଅ  , ଆପଣମାେନ
େହେଲ େମାର ଆଦଶ ଦଂପ ି ା ଆପଣ ର ହନିମୁ  ପାଇଁ
ଆେମ ସବୁ େଯାଗାଡ କରିେଦବୁ ା”

ସତେର ସବୁକିଛି େଯାଗାଡ େହାଇଗଲା ା ଓ   ଭିଉ ରୁ  ,
ନାଲି, େନଳି ଆଲୁଅ, େଗାଲାପ ଓ ମ ୀ ଫୁଲ ା

ଆଦିତ ଓ ଅ ନା ଜୀବନେର ପୁଣି ବସ େଲଉଟିଥିଲା ା

୪୫୨୫ ରଦ  େଫାଡ େଓ
େଡଟ  ,
େମରୀଲା ୍
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ପୁଅ କା ୁ ଥିବ
ୀ େଗାପାଳ ମହା ି

େହାେଟ  େକାଠରିର ଚାବି େଖାଲିଲାେବେଳ ଶ ାମାନ କୁ
ପଛରୁ ଖୁବ ନିକଟେର ଶୁଣିଲା ପରି ଲାଗିଲା, ‘ସା  ଆପଣ
ସହିତ େକହି ଝିଅ...’ ା ଠିକ ବୁଝି ନ ପାରି େସ େଫରି ଚାହ
େଦେଖ ତ େହାେଟ  େର କାମ କରୁଥିବା େବେହରା ଭିତରୁ
ଜେଣ ା ‘ସା  , ଆପଣ ର ଝିଅ ଦରକାର’ - ଚପା ଗଳାେର
େବେହରା େଜାର େଦଇ ଅତରଛେର କହି ପକାଉଛି ା ଜାଣି
ସାରିଛି େଯ ତାର ପହିଲି କହିବା ବୁଝା ଯାଇ ନାହ ତା ଇଂରାଜୀ
ବିକୃତ ଥିଲା େବାଲି ା କେଣଇ ହସି ଶ ାମାନ ମୁହଁକୁ ଅନାଇ
ରହିଛି ଚହଟିଲା ଆଖିେର ା ଏେବ କାନ ଠିଆ କରି ଶୁଣିବା ପେର
ଶ ାମାନ ର େଚତା ପଶିଲା େବେହରାର େଚେହରାକୁ େଦଖି
ପକାଇ ା

ହଂକଂେର ଶ ାମାନ ା ସହରର ରାତି ଜୀବନର ାଦୁ ଚାଖିବାକୁ
େସ ପଶି ଯାଇଥିଲା େଗାଟିଏ ନାଇ  କ  େର ା ପଶିବା ମାେ
ଧୀର ସୁମଧୁର ସଂଗୀତ ଓ ର ୀନ ବତୀର େଚାରା ନଜର
ତେଳ େସ େଦଖୁଛି ର ମ େର ଅ ନ ଯୁବତୀର ବାସନା
ଜଗାଇବାର ତର ାୟିତ ଭ ୀକୁ େଶାଷି େନଉଛ ି ସଭିଏଁ ା
ତାକୁ ପାେଛାଟି େନଇଥିଲା ବସନଫୁଟା େଦହେର କାହାରି
କୁହୁକିନୀ ଭାଷାର ମିଠା ପଦଟିଏ ‘ଗୁ  ଇ  ନିଂ’ ା େସ ବସିବା
ପେର ହାତକୁ ବଢାଇ େଦଇଥିଲା ହୁଇ ି କି ବିଅ  ା ଥିଲା ତା’ର
ହୃଦୟେର ବିପବ କରିବା ଭଳି ତୀଯ କ ଭୃଛଟା ା ତା'ର ଘୁମ
ଆଖିର ପଲକ ନିେବଦନ ାଥୀ ଓ ଲି  ି  ର ଲାଲେବାଳା ଓଠ
େଯମିତି ସଦ ଅଳି ା ବିଳାସିତାର ଛି  ଛତର କାରବାର
େସଠାେର ା ସହରର ଗହଳି ଓ କାନଫଟା କକଶ ଚିହିଡାରୁ ମୁ ି
ପାଇବାର ଇ ା, ଭ ା ହୃଦୟର ନି ୟ ଶା ି ରୁ େଢାେକ ପିଇ
ଦେ ଜିଇର ପ ା, ରସିକତାର ାଦୁ - ଯାହା କିଛି େହଉ ନା
କାହକି, େକେତଗୁଡିଏ ଅ ୁ ତ ଓ ଅସାମ ସ ଜୀବର ସମୟ
ବିତାଇବାର ଏକ କାର ାନ ା କି ୁ ଶ ାମାନ କୁ ଲାଗିଲା
େକମିତି ନୀରସ ଓ ନି ହୃ ା କା ଓ ଅବସ ଭରା େଦହକୁ
େଗାଟାଇ େସ େଫରିଥିଲା େହାେଟ  ର େକାଠରିକୁ ା

ଉପୁଚା େକୖାତୁହଳର ବଶ େହାଇ ଶ ାମାନ ଦରଜା େଖାଲି
ଅଧା ଆଉଜାଇ େଦଉଛି ା େବେହରା ସାହସ ପାଇଲା େଯମିତି –
‘ନିହାତି େଟାକୀ, ଘ ାକୁ ୧୦୦ ଡଲାର ା ସା  , କହିେଲ ଏେବ
ହାଜର କରାଇ ଦିଅ ି ’ - ା

କିଛି ନ କହି ତା ମୁହଁକୁ ଚାହ ରହିଛି ଶ ାମାନ ା ବଲବଲ କରି
ଦିଓଟି ମୁହଁ ପର ରକୁ ନିରୀ ଣ କରୁଛ ି ା ସେ ହ ଜମାଟ
ବା ି ଆସୁଛି େବାଧହୁଏ ା ଆଖି ଝା  ସା ମାରିଯିବ ଦ େକ ା

ଏହାରି ଭିତେର ଶ ାମାନ ତଉଲାଇ େନଉଛି ନିଜକୁ ଓ ନିଜର
େନୖତିକତାକୁ ା େବଶ ାବୃ ି କୁ ୟ େଦବା, ନାରୀ ର ସଉଦା
କରିବା ଓ ହୀନତାର ଆ ୟ େଲାଡିବା ଇତ ାଦି ବିରୁ େର
ବିେବକ ତୁମୁଳ ସଂ ାମ ରଡି ଛାଡିଛି ା େସ ଶୁଣୁଛି ଓ
େବେହରାକୁ ଶୁଣାଇବାକୁ ଇ ା କରୁଛି ା େକେତେବଳ ଏମିତି
ଅନାଇ ରହିଥିବ େସ ? ନିେବାଧ, ଅଭ ଓ ଭୀରୁ େବାଲି
େବେହରା ଠଉରାଇ େନଲାଣି ନି ୟ ା

ଝରକା ଆଡକୁ ମୁହଁ ବୁଲାଇ କହିଲା, ‘ଆ ା େସ ଇଂରାଜୀ
ଜାେଣ ?’

ଏପରି ଶ େବେହରା ପ େର ଅେବାଧ େହେଲ ବି େସ
ଉ ର େଦଇଛି, ‘ଅ , କି ୁ ଭାରୀ ସୁ ର, େଦଖିେଲ - ା’

‘େକେତ ସମୟ ଲାଗିବ ?’

‘ଏଇ ପ ର ମିନି  ାୟ ା’ େବେହରା ବୁଝି ଗଲାଣି େଯ
ଶ ାମାନ ର େଷାହଳପଣ ଇ ା ଅଛି ହଁ ଭରିବାକୁ ା

ଶ ାମାନ ପୁଣି ଥେର ତା'କୁ େଦଖିବାକୁ ଚାହଁୁ ଥିଲା ା େବେହରା
କାମ କେର ା ରାତି େବଉସାେର େରାଜଗାର େବଶୀ ା େସ
ଜାେଣ ମଣକାରୀ ହଂକଂ ଆେସ କାହକି ା େବାଧହୁଏ ବିର ି
େବାଧ କଲାଣି ତାର ଏ ଖାପଛଡା ନୀରବତାକୁ ଲ କରି ା

ଶ ାମାନ ନଁା କରି ପାରି ନ ଥିଲା ା ଯୁବତୀର ସ ଉପେଭାଗ
କରିବାକୁ ନା େବେହରାର ଅଳି ଏଡାଇ ନ ପାରିବାକୁ ଅବା
େକୖାତୁହଳର ର େଦଖିବାକୁ ା ମୁ ଠି  ନ ଥିଲା ା କବାଟ
ଆଉଜାଇ େବେହରା କହି ଯାଉଛି, ‘ଏଇ ମଁୁ େଫରି ଆସୁଛି – ା’
ଆେବଗତାେର େସ ଅଧା ପାଗଳ ା

ଶ ାମାନ ବିଛଣାେର ଧ  କରି ପଡିଯାଇଛି ା ଶୁଭୁଛି େକବଳ
ବିଜୁଳି ପ ାର ଖ  ରଖ  ର ଶ ା

େସ ଦିନେର ହଂକଂ ବୁଲି ଯାଇଥିଲା ା ହଂକଂ ୀପଟିର
ମଧ ା ଳ ପାହାଡ ପବତେର ଭରା, େଯମିତି ସମୁ ର ଅତରଛ
ଆ ମଣରୁ ବ ବାକୁ ଯାଇ ଳଭାଗ ଚାରିପାଖରୁ ଧାଇଁ ପଳାଇ
ଯାଇଛି ମଝିକୁ ା ବ  ଉପରକୁ ଉଠି ଅଟକିଲା େବେଳ ଗାଇ  
ତଳକୁ େଦଖାଇ କହୁଥାଏ, “ସାମନାେର ଓୟା ାଇ ଅ ଳ -
ୟାକୁ ସୁଶି ଓୟ ଅ ଳ କୁହାଯାଏ ା ବହୁତ ପୁରୁଣା, ‘ଦି ଓାଲ  
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ଅ  ସୁଜି ଓ ୍ ’ ଚଳଚି େର ନାୟିକା ସୁଶି ି  ଗାଲ େହେଲ ବି
େଦଖାଇଥିଲା ଭଲ ପାଇବାର ଆଦଶ ା”

କବାଟ େକଁ କରୁଛି ା ଶ ାମାନ ଅବଶେର ଘାରି ଯାଇଥାଏ ସତ,
କି ୁ କାହକି େକଜାଣି ଏକ ଆଶ ାମିଶା କାମନାେର ତାତି
ଉଠିଥିଲା େସହି ମୁହୂ େର ା ମନେର କ ନା କାହେର କଣ ା
ଟାଇଗ  ବା  ଗାଡ  - ତାର ପୂବ େସୖା ଯ ର ଗାରିମାକୁ
ଚପାଇ ଦିଆ ଯାଇଛି ଆଗରୁ ଥିବା ସାରକୁ କୁେ ଇ ଦିଆ ଯାଇ ା
ପାଖେର ପଥୁରିଆ ଅ ଳେର ଅସୁମାରୀ କୁଡିଆ ଭରି ଯାଇଛି -
ଗାଇ  କହିବା ଅନୁସାେର େସଠାେର ସୁଶିର ବାସ ାନ ଥିଲା ା

ବ  ରୁ ଓ ାଇବାେବେଳ ଝିଅଟିଏ ଆଗକୁ ବଢି ଆସିଲା, ‘ସା  ,
ପ ା େନେବ ? େବଶି ଦାମ ନୁେହଁ ା’ ପିଠିେର ବା ି େହାଇଛି
କୁନି ପିଲାଟିଏ - ଭାଇ କି ଭଉଣୀ େହବ ପରା ା ପୁଣି କହି
ଚାଲୁଥାଏ, ‘ହଂକଂର ଫେଟା, ପୁରା େସଟକୁ ଦଶ ଡଲାର ା ଏ
ବାବୁ ା’ ବିନତି ଅଜାଡି େହାଇ ପଡୁଛି ା ମଳିନତାର ପତଳା
ଢା ୁ ଣୀ ତଳୁ ଆଶାଭରା ଶୁଖିଲା ଚାହାଣି ା ମଣକାରୀର
କ ାେମରା ଶ କଲା - ି  ା କୁନି ପିଲାର ଜୁଳୁଜୁଳିଆ ଆଖି
ଉଦାସ ା େସ ଝିଅ ପାଖରୁ ଶ ାମାନ କିଣିଥିଲା ମନ ବେଳଇ ା

ବ  ଅ ାବ ା ରା ା େଦଇ ବଢି ଚାଲିଛି ଆଗକୁ ା

ଠ  ଠ  - ଦରଜା େଖାଲିବ ା େବେହରା ହାଜର କରିବ ଅଚି ା
ଝିଅଟିଏ ା େସ ଚାଲି ଯିବଣି ା ତାପେର - ା

ଏେବଡ   େର ଭସାଣିଆ େର ୁେର ୍  ା ପାଖକୁ ଲାଗି େକଉଟ ବ ି
- ଅଗଣିତ େନୖାକା ା େକଉଟର ଜନ, ଜୀବିକା ନିବାହ, ସଂସାର,
ମରଣ, ସବୁ େସଇ େନୖାକା ଭିତେର ା ିୟା ୀତି, ଆ ୀୟବ ୁ ,
ଦୟା, ମା -କାହାରି ଉଣା ନ ଥାଏ ା ପଛପଟ େନୖାକାଟିେର
େଛାଟ ପିଲାଟିଏ ତେଳ ଗଡୁଛି ା ବୟ ା ୀ ଜେଣ ରା ିବାେର
ବ - ମା େହବ ା ସାମନାକୁ ଆଉଜି ଝିଅଟିଏ ା ଖିଲିଖିଲି ହସ -
କାହା ପାଇଁ ...?

‘ଗୁ  ଇ  ନିଂ’ ଶ େର ଶ ାମାନ ଉଠି ବସୁଛି ା ମୁଖ କଲାପରି
ଭାଷା ା େବେହରା ଚାଲି ଗଲାଣି ପରା ା

ନିଜନ େକାଠରି ଭିତେର ଦିଓଟି ଜୀବ - ପୁରୁଷ ଓ ୀ ା ଇଏ େସ
ଏେବଡ  ର ଝିଅ ନୁେହଁ ତ ା ଖିଲିଖିଲି ହସ ବଦଳେର ଓଠଚିରା
ପତଳା ମ ହସ ା ଦରମୁଦିଲା ଆଖି ପଲକେର ମନମତାଣିଆ
କୁହୁକ ା ସାଧାରଣ େପାଷାକ ବଦଳେର ଲା  ଚାଇନା ସି ୍  ର,
ସାରା ଅ ଜାବୁଡି ଧରିଲାର େପାଷାକ ା େସେତେବଳର ଅଲରା
ବାଳ ଏେବ ସୁସ ିତ ା ଆଖିକୁ ବି ାସ େହଉ ନ ଥାଏ ା ନାଇ  
କ  ତରୁଣୀର କୃ ିମ ଆକଷଣଠାରୁ ଭି ା

େସ େକେତେବଳୁ ଛିଡା େହଇଛି, ଶ ାମାନ ର କିଛି କହିବା

ଉଚିତ ଥିଲା ା କିଛି ଭାବି ନ ପାରି ‘େହେଲା, ଗୁ  ଇ  ନିଂ’ କହି
ନ ସାରୁଣୁ େସ େଟବୁ ଆଡକୁ ପାଦ ପକାଇ ଆେଗଇଲାଣି ା
ଧୀର ଗତିେର ଅ େଦାହଲି ଉଠୁଛି ା ଦୁଇପାଖ କଟା ାଟ
ଅମାନିଆ େହାଇ ଉଠୁଥାଏ ା େସ େଟବୁ ପାଖେର ା

ଶ ାମାନ ଅ ବ େର ଆର କରିଛି, ‘ନାମ ଜାଣି ପାେର
କି?’ - ଶ କି ନୀରସ ଓ ନିରଥକ ା

‘ନାମ ଜାଣିବା କଣ ନିହାତି ଦରକାର ? ଯଦି ଆ ହ
େଦଖାଇଛ ି - େମା ନଁା େହଉଛି ଏମି ଚା ୍ ା’ ଦରଖ ିଆ
ଇଂରାଜୀେର େସ ଛ ି େହଇ ଯାଉଥାଏ ା ଲାେଜଇ ଗଲା
ଶ ାମାନ ା ଠି  କଲା ଏମିକୁ ଗୁଡାଏ ଶ ପଚାରିବ ନାହ ା
େତେବ କରିବ କଣ ା

‘ବାଃ, େବ  ସୁ ର ନାମଟି ତ ା’

‘ଧନ ବାଦ ା’

‘ଟିକିଏ ୱାଇ  େଦଇ ପାେର କି ?’

‘ନି ୟ’ - ଓଠ ଓ ଆଖିର ଅଣଏଡାଇଲାର ଭାଷା ା

ଶ ାମାନ ୱାଇ  ଢାଳି ଆଣିବା ଭିତେର ଟ ା େହାଇଥିବା
ନୂଆ ସୁ  ଟାକୁ ଏମି ତନଖି ସାରିଲାଣି ା

‘ସା  , ଆପଣ ର ପସ ଖୁବ ଭଲ ା’ ଏମି କହି ପକାଇଥିଲା
ତଟକା ଲି  ି  େବାଳା ଓଠେର ୱାଇ  ରୁ ଟିକିଏ ଛୁଇଁ ା

‘ସେତ !’ ଶ ାମାନ ନିେଜ ଗବ ଅନୁଭବ କରିବ ାୟ ା

ଏମି ବ ମାନ ତା ସାମନାେର ା ଚପଳ ଚାହାଣିେର ଚ ଳତାର
ଏକ ଝଲକ ତା ନଜରକୁ ଏଡାଇ ପାରି ନ ଥିଲା ା ପ  ଫୁ  ର
ନରମିଆ ମହକ ା

ଦି’ଜଣ ୱାଇ  ରୁ ଟିକିଏ ପିଇେଲ ା ଏମିତି ସମୟ ଗଡୁଥାଏ,
ପୁଣି ଆଉ େଢାେକ ା ପର ର ତନଖି େନଉଥାଆ ି ପର
ମୁହୂ ର ଅେପ ାେର ା

ଏମିର ମା ତାକୁ ବାଟ ବେଳଇ େଦବାକୁ ଆସିଥିବ – ‘ଝଅଟ
େଫରି ଆସିବୁ ା’

‘ହଁୁ, ତୁ ଘର ଭିତରକୁ ଯା ା ପୁଅ କା ୁ ଥିବ ା’

ରା ା ଉପେର ଏମି ା ବତୀଖୁ ପାଖେର ହାତବ ା  ରୁ ଅଇନା
ବାହାର କରି ରୂପର ତଜମା କରି େନଇଥିବ େଶଷ ଥର ପାଇଁ ା
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ଦିନେର େଛାଟ ଭାଇକୁ େନଇ ବୁଲିଯାଏ େବାଧହୁଏ ା କି ୁ ମନ
ଡାେକ ଚାଇନା ସି ୍  ପି ି ବୁଲୁଥାଆ ା, େବଶ େହାଇ ଅ ା
ହଲାଇ ଚାଲୁଥାଆ ା ା େହ ଏମି - ଦୁନିଆ େରାକି େଦଉଛି ତାକୁା

ପୁଅ କା ିବଣି, ମା େବାଧ େଦଉଥିବ ଏମି େଫରିବାଯାଏଁ ା

ହଠା  ଶ ାମନ ହାତ ବଢାଉଛି ଏମିର କଅଁଳ ପାପୁଲି ଆଡକୁ ା

‘ସା  , ଆପଣ ଅବଶ ା’ ତା ହାତ ପାପୁଲି ମାନି େନଇଛି
ଇସାରାକୁ ା ବିଛଣାେର େସ ବସି ପଡିଛି ା େସ େଯମିତି ନିଜର ା
‘ମୁ ଟିପି େଦବି ?’ ଏମିର ଏ ପଦକ ଶୁଣିବାକୁ ଶ ାମାନ
ନି ୟ ଅ ତିଭ ଥିଲା ା କିଛି କହିବା ପୂବରୁ ଏମିର ଆ ୁ ଳି
େକଇଟା ତା କପାଳେର ା େସ ଅନୁଭବ କରୁଥାଏ ପରଶର
କାଉଁରି କାଠିର ଗୁଣ ା ଧୀେର ଧୀେର କହିବାକୁ ଲାଗିଲା,
‘େମାେତ ସା  େବାଲି ଡାକି ପାର ା’ େସ ଏମିର େଛାଟ ଆ ୁ ଳି
ଭିତେର ଛ ି ଯିବାକୁ ଚାହଁୁ ଛି ା

ଏମି ତା ମୁହଁକୁ ଅନାଇଥାଏ ଏକ ଧ ାନେର ା କିଛି କହିବ
େବାଧହୁଏ - ା

‘ସା  , ନା ସା  , ଆପଣ ଆେମରିକା  ା’ ଏମିର କି ଧାରଣା,
େବେହରା ତାକୁ କଣ ମିଛସତ କହିଥିବ ା

ବାହାର େକାଳାହଳ ନରମି ଆସିେଲ ରାତିର େବଉସା ଜମି
ଉେଠା ଜାହାଜର ନାବିକ େଘରାଉ କେର ମଦ ଖଟିକୁ ା ଭାରି
ଖଟଣିରୁ େସ ମୁକୁଳିଛି ା େବପରୁଆ େହାଇ େସ ବାହାରି ପେଡ
ହଂକଂର ଏକ ଗଳି ମଝିକୁ ା ନିଶାେର ଟଳମଳ େହବାେର ଏକ
ଅପୂବ ଆନ , େକହି ସୁ ରୀର ଅତିଥି େହବା ଉେ ଶ େର ା

ସମୟ ଚାଲି ଯାଉଛି ଧଁାଧଁା େହାଇ ା ଆଉ ଦ କୁ ଏମି ଚାଲିଯିବା
େସ ଶ ାମାନ ର ଅତି ନିକଟେର ା େକୖାଣସି ଆ ହ
େଦଖାଉନାହ କି ଦୂେରଇ ଯିବାକୁ ୟ େଖାଜୁ ନାହ ା

ଏମି ମା ରା ାକୁ େଦଖି େଫରି ଯିବଣି ା ଝିଅ େଫରିେଲ ଲା  
ସି ୍  - େପାଷାକକୁ ଭା ି ରଖି େଦବାକୁ ପଡିବ ା େଛାଟ ପୁଅକୁ
ଥାପୁଡାଇ ନିେଜ େଶାଇବାକୁ େଚ ା କରୁଥିବ ା

ଏମିର ହାତ ଅଟକି ଯାଇଛି ା େସ େପଟ ଉପେର ଭରା େଦଇ
ପଡିଗଲାଣି ା ହାତେର ାଟ େଫା  ଟାକୁ ଧରି େଖଳି ଚାଲିଛି ା
େଗାଡ ଦୁଇଟି ଉପରତଳ େହଉଛି ଶ ାମାନ ର ବଢାଇଲା
ହାତକୁ େବଖାତି  କରି ା

‘ହଂକଂ ଆସିବା କଣ ଥମ ଥର ?’ କାହାକୁ ନ କହିଲା ପରି
ଶ କରିଥିଲା ଏମି ା

‘ହଁୁ, କାହକି ?’

ଏମି କିଛି ନ କହି ହାତ ବଢାଇ େଦଇଥିଲା ଶ ାମାନ ର
େକାଳକୁ ା ଟିକି ପାପୁଲିଟିଏ ା ସରୁ ଆ ୁ ଳିର ମୁେନଇଲା ନଖ
ର କରାଯାଇଛି ା ମୁ ଭା ି ଫୁଟାଇଛି ଏକ ଅ କାଶ
ଚାହାଣି ା ଇଏ କଣ ତାର ଅବ ଠାର ା ଏମି େଫା  
େଥାଇେଦଲା ା ଅେପ ା କରିବାକୁ ପଡିଲାନି ା ଶ ାମାନ ଭିଡି
ଆଣିଥିଲା ପାଖକୁ ା ଆଖିର ଅଣେଲଉଟା ପଲକର େଗାଟିଏ
ମୁହୂ ା ଏମି ତାକୁ ବା ି ରଖିବ ସେତ ା

କାଲି ଏମି ଥିଲା ଅନ ଜଣକ େକାଳେର ା ଆଉ ଦୁଇଟି ଆଖିର
େଲାେଭଇଲା ନଜର ା ଚାପିଲା ଅ ଭିତେର ବ ିନୀ ା ଣକ
ପାଇଁ ଅ ର େଦଇ ଭଲ ପାଇ ବସିଥିବ ା ସମୟ ଚାଲି ଗଲାଣି ା
ଗାଢ ବ ନ େକାହଳ େହଲାଣି ା

ପୁଅ କା ୁ ଥିବ ା ମା ଅ ି ର େହବଣି ା

ଶ ାମାନ ବ ତାେର କଂପୁଛି େବାଲି ଏମି ଜାଣି ପାରୁଛି
େବାଧହୁଏ ା ଆଖିବୁଜି େସ ଧରି ରଖିଛି ଏମିକୁ ା ଉଷୁମ
ପରଶେର ମିଳାଇ ଯିବ ସେତ ା ଏମି ଦୂେରଇ ଯାଇ ପାରିବନି ା
ବ ନ ଅତି ଦୃଢ ଦୁଇ ଜଣ ର - ଚିର ନ ା ଏମି ଶ ାମାନ ର
ସବୁ କିଛି ା ହାତ େକାହଳ େହଲା ଏମିର -

ପୁଅ କା ୁ ଥିବ -
କବାଟେର ହାତ ମାରିବାର ଶ ା ଶ ାମାନ ଚମକି ଉଠିଛି ା

ଆ ା ା  , କାନାଡ଼ା
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କାବ  ନାୟିକା
ତିଭା ଶତପଥୀ

ସତ ର ମାରା କପଣକୁ େଭାଗିଚାଲିଥିଲା େବେଳ
ସପର ମରାଳକୁ ଛାତିେର ଜାକି ଧରିବା

େକେତ କ କର ଜାଣ!
ତାରାମାନ ୁ  ବି ଅଗଣିତ

ଅ ରେର, ଶ େର, ହୃଦୟେର
ତୁେମ ଉ ାରିଚ ବାର ବାର
ବିପୁଳତା ତୁେମ ା ର,
ମଧୁର ତିଳ ଚି ର,

ଶାଣିତ ଅବାଧ ପଣ କ ନାର-
େକେତବାର ମରିଚ ତୁେମ, ବୁଡି ମରିଚ
ମୁ  େକାଡି ମରିଚ, ହଁା ହଁା କରି ମରିଚ

ଗଢାେହଇଚ, ଭା ି  ଯାଇଚ
ଜୀଇଁ ଉଠିଚ ଅଜରାମର

କଲମ, ତୁଳୀ, ନିହାଣ, ମୁଗୁର, ବାଦ ଯ
ତୁେମ ପାଦ େଦଇଚ େସଇଠି

ଲାଗିଚ ବି ଖସିଗଲା ଭଳି େସଇଠୁ ଅନ 
ସାଇତିଚ ତୁେମ ହ

ଟିେପ ଆଶାକୁ ଜଳାଇ ରଖିବାର ଦୀପଟି
ମୂ  େହବାେର ଯାତନା ଅଛି
େଡଇଁ ଯିବାେର ଅଛି ନୂଆପଣ
କି ୁ  ଯାତନାକୁ, ନୂଆପଣକୁ

ତୁେମ ଅକାମୀ କରିେଦଇ ପାରିନ କଦାପି ଏ କଥା ବି ଜାଣ

େ ମପରି ଣ ାୟୀ

େୟ କବିତାର କାନକୁହା,
ଚି ର ସଚଳତା, ନିହାଣ େଚାଟ

ଶ ର, ତୂଳୀର ଲାଖ
ହାର ମାନିଚି ତୁମଠି

ଉତୁରି ପଡିଚ ତୁେମ ଅନବରତ

ଜୁଡାେର େଖାଷିେଦଇ ସାରିଚ
େ ମିକକୁ, ସମୁ କୁ, ବନ ାକୁ, ତାରାକୁ

ଗୁ ାକୁ, ଗହରକୁ
ଆଉ ଖାତି   କାହାକୁ?

କାଦୁଅେର ପଡି ମ ି ପରି, ପଚିବ ନାହ ତୁେମ,
ଫିଟି ପଡିବ ଆଲୁଅ ଦିଗକୁ
ଉଠିଯିବ ଗଛ େହଇକି-

କି ୁ  ତିଟି ଥର ତୁେମ ନୂଆ
ତନୁେର ସୂେଯ ାଦୟର ଆଭା

ଲାଜେର ଲା   ପଡିଯାଏ ଧଳା କାଠଚ ା

ତୁମ ସିଂହାସନ ଚାରିପାେଖ ଅ  ସରୀ  ଭିଡ
ତୁମ ପାଦତେଳ ଲେ  ମଲା ଭଅଁର

େକାଟିଏ ହୃଦୟର ଗୂଢତା
େଲଖା ରହିଚି ତୁମଠି

ଅଥଚ, େକହି ଆଦରିବାକୁ ଗେଲ
ତୁେମ ଅକୁଳାନ

େଯତିକି ନିକଟ, େସତିକି ଦୂର
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କଳା ଠାକୁର
ପରାଶର ମି

କିଏ ଡାେକ ଆପଣଂକୁ ଜଗାକାଳିଅାତ'
କିଏ ଡାେକ କଳା ହାତୀ, କିଏ ଡାେକ

କଳା ଠାକୁର ତ'
କିଏ ପୁଣି ଡାେକ କଳା ୀମୁଖ,
ସବୁ କଳାକୁ ଏକାକାର କରି
କଳା ସାଆେ  ଆମର

ବି ର ସବେ  କଳାକାର ା

କଳା ଠାକୁରଂକ କଳା କୁଶଳତାର
ପ ା ର ନାହ,

କଳା, କଳା େଗାଲ ଆଖି ଦୁଇଟାେର
ସାରା ବି ା କୁ େଦଖୁଥା ି
କାନ ନଥାଇ ସବୁ ଆ

ଗୁହାରି ଶୁଣୁଥା ି
ଅଧାଗଢା ପାଦ ଦୁଇଟାେର

ସାରା ବି ା  ମିଥା ି  ଆଉପୁଣି
ଅଧାଗଢା ହାତ ଦୁଇଟା ବଢାଇ
ିୟ ଭ ୁ  େ ହ, ାେର
ଆଲି ନ କରିଥା ି  ା

ଜଗତର ନାଥ ଜଗ ାଥ  ର ମ ର
ଆଦି ନାହ, ଅ  ନାହ,

କଳା ଠାକୁରଂକ ଦା  ବଡଦା
େଦଉଳ ବଡେଦଉଳ

ସାଦ ମହା ସାଦ, େବଦି ମହାେବଦି
ବଡ ଠାକୁରଂକ

ସବୁକିଛି ବଡ, ସବୁକିଛି ମହାନ ା

ନୀଳଗିରି କାଳିଆ,
କଳା ଠାକୁରଂକ ଲୀଳା ମଧୁର,
ଗୁଣ ମଧୁର, ଆଚରଣ ମଧୁର
ବଡ ଛଇଳା, ରସିକ େଶଖର
ପୀତବାସଂକ ରୂପ ମଧୁର ା

ୀରାମ ନବମୀେର
ୀରାମଂକ ରୂପେର

ନ ଉ ବେର କୃ  ରୂପେର
ାନ ପୂଣମାେର ଗେଣଶଂକ ରୂପେର
ବାର ମାସେର େତର ଯା ା କରାଇ

ମହା ଭୁ ର  ସିଂହାସନରୁ
ଓ ାଇ ଆସ ି  ରଥକୁ

ବଡଦା େର ବଡଯା ା ରଥଯା ା ା

ରଥେର ଥେର ଜଗ ାଥ ୁ  େଦଖିେଲ
ଆ ା ପରମା ାର ମିଳନ େହଇଥାଏ
ଭ ର କୁଆେଡ ପୁନଜନ ନେହାଇ
େମା  ା ି  େହାଇଥାଏ େବାଲି
ଭ ର ଅତୁଟ ବି ାସ ଥାଏ ା

ପୁନଜନ େହଉକି ନେହଉ
େମା  ା ି  ମିଳୁ କି ନମିଳୁ
ଏଇ ଜନେର, ଏଇ ଜୀବନେର
କି ୁ  କାହକି େଦଖୁଛି ମଁୁ
କଳା-ଧଳାର େଭଦ ଭାବ

ଜାତି, ଭାଷା ଓ ଆଂଚଳିକତାର ଆଳେର
ରାଜନୀତିକୁ ବ ବସାୟ କରି

ମଣିଷର ଗୁଳିେଗାଳାେର ର ର େହାରିେଖଳ
ଧମ ନାମେର ଧମର ସଉଦା କରି ନରହତ ା,

ନର ସଂହାର, ସଂହାରଲୀଳା?
ପତିତ  ପାବନ ପାଇଁ
ପତିତପାବନ ଜଗାକାଳିଆ 

େକେବ େତେବ ବାହାରିେବ ମ ିରେବଢାରୁ
ଭାଇ ବଳଭ  ସହ

କଳା, ଧଳା େଘାଡାଚଢି, ହାତେର ଖ ା ଧରି
ମଣିଷ ତିଆରି ଏ ସମାଜେର

ଅନ ାୟ, ଅନୀତି, ହିଂସା, େ ଷ,
ହାଣ-କାଟର ଲେଢଇ ବ  କରିବାକୁ??

ଟେରାେ ା, 
କାନାଡା
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ଫାଇ  େସକ
େଦବରାଜ ସାହୁ

ଅଗ  ୨୧, ୨୦୧୭
ରଣୀୟ ଦିବସ

ସ ୂଣ ସୁେଯାପରାଗର
େଲାଭ, ଆଶା, ଉ ା

ଆକଷଣ କେର ଚୁମକ ପରି
କାବ -େଡଲର ସାଲୁକି ାଡିୟ  କୁ

ସହ ାଧିକ ନର ନାରାୟଣ
, ିଧା, ଅନି ିତତା ଭିତେର

ଶେହ େକାଡିଏ େସେକ
ଶେହ େକାଡିଏ େସେକ

ସୃ ି  େହବ
ଅ କାରାବୃ , ଯାଦୁକରର କୁହୁକେର

ଆଦିତ  - ତୁମ େଜ ାତି
ବିଲୁ  େହବ

ଶଶା  ଆଭରଣେର
ବିଚି  ଏ କି ଲୀଳା

ସୂଯ  – ତୁେମ ାସ େହବ
େକତୁ  ଉଦରେର

ଅଥବା ରାହୁ  ଗଭେର
ଦିବା ଅ କାର – ଏ କି େହଳିକା ?

ହିରଣ ଗଭା – ତୁମ ସୃ ି  ବ ିବ କିପରି?
ା ନିେଜ ବିଲୁ  େହେଲ
ମତି ମ କର ବ ାର

ଅସମେୟ ଗୃହାଭିମୁଖି କାହକି?
ଅକ – ତୁମ ରଶି କାହ?

େହଳିକା ପରି

ଇ ଜାଲ ବିଛାଇ
ଏ କି କୁହୁକ ସଂଭାର?
ଭାନୁ – ତୁମ େସୗ ଯ

କିଏ ଉପେଭାଗ କରିବ
ଲୁ  ା ର

ନିବିଡ ନିଘ  ଅ କାେର?

କାଶ େପୟ – ତୁେମ ତିଶତି େଦଲ
ଅେ ା ର ଶତ ମୁହୁ ର ସ ାର

ବି ରୂପ କରିବ କାଶ
କାବ -େଡଲର ସାଲୁକି ାଡିୟମେର

ଦିବାକର ଏ କି ମାୟା କଲ ସୃ ି
ଜୀମୂତ ୁ  ସ ୁଖାସନ କରି
ଶଶା କୁ ଲଜ ା େଦଇ
ାଥନାର େଲାଭ ପାଇଁ

ଭାକର - ଅେ ା ର ଶତ ମୁହୂ
େହଲା ବିଲୀନ

ନୀରଦ  କପଟ ୀଡାେର
ପା ଟି ମୁହୂ  େକବଳ – ଦୃଶ  ତବ ଲୀଳା!

ଗଣ ାଥନା
ଥିଲା ତୁମ ଦାବୀ
ପାଇଲ ତାହା

ଆଶା େଦଲ ନର ନାରାୟଣ ୁ ! 

ନଥ ପେଟାମାକ, େମରିଲା
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ଅ  ଶତା ୀ ପେର
ଝିନୁ େଛାଟରାୟ

େଦଖିଛ କି କିଏ େଦଖିଛ େକଉଁଠି
ବଇଁଶୀଧାରୀ  େଖଳା 
କଳି ଆଗମେନ
ରାଜା ୁ  ସପେନ
ନି ାରିେଲ ବାସ
ନୀଳାଚଳ ଧାେମ

ଚକା ଆଖି ଚକା େଡାଳା ା 

ଜାଣିଛକି କିଏ ଜାଣିଛ େକଉଁଠି 
ବାର ବରଷର ପିଲା 
ରଖିଥିଲା ସିଏ 
ପିତାର ମଯ ାଦା
େକାଣାକର ମୁ ି
ମାରି େଦଇ ସାରି

ସାଗରେର ଝାସ େଦଲା ା 

ଛୁଇଁଛ କି କିଏ ଅନ  େକଉଁଠି
ଏ ପବି  ବସୁ ରା
ଜନ ଲଭିଛ ି

େକେତ ଯୁଗ ଜନା 
ସାଧୁ, ସ , ୠଷି
କବି, ବୀରା ନା

ପଦ ରେ  ଭୂମି େବାଳା ା

ଉପେଭାଗ େକେବ କରିଛ େକଉଁଠି
ଏ ଭଳି ସଂ ତିୃ, କଳା
ଓଡିଶୀ, ଛଉ ଓ 
ସମଲପୁରୀ ନୃତ  
ଓଡିଶୀ, ଜଣାଣ, 
ଚଂପୁ, ଛା  ଗୀତ, 
ଦାସକାଠିଆ ଓ ପାଲା ା 

ଶୁଣିଛକି େକେବ ଶୁଣିଛ େକଉଁଠି
ବିଭି  ପରବ ଥା
କୁଆଁର ପୁେନଇଁ,
େପାରୁହଁା ଅ ମୀ,
େବାଇତ ବ ାଣ,
ରଜ, ଖୁଦୁରୁକୁଣୀ,

ସାବି ୀ ଓ ବାଲିଯା ା ା

ଚାଖିଛକି େକେବ ଚାଖିଛ େକଉଁଠି
ସୁ ାଦୁ ବିଭି  ପିଠା
ନାନା ରେ  ଗଢା 
କର ି  , କାକରା,
ଚିତଉ, ଚକୁଳି,
ଛୁ ିପ , ମ ା,

ଆରିଷା ଓ େପାଡପିଠା ା 

ପାଇଛକି େକେବ ଓଡିଶାକୁ ଛାଡି
ପଖାଳ ଖିଆର ମ ା
ତା ସାେ  ସ ୁ ଳା,
େସାରିଷ ପତୁଆ,
ବଡିଚୁରା, ଶାଗ,
ଇଲିଶି ଶୁଖୁଆ,

କଖାରୁ ଫୁଲର ଭଜା ା

େଦଖି, ଜାଣି, ଶୁଣି ଯଦିବା ଭୁଲିଛ
ଅଜଣାବି ଥାଅ ତେମ
ବିେଦଶେର ରହି
ପୁଣିବି େଦଶେର
ହଜିଯିବ ତେମ
ଟିକି ଓଡିଶାେର

ପଡିଯିବ ସବୁ ମେନ ା

ରଣୀୟ େହବ ସୁବ  ଜୟ ୀ
ତିଶତି ଆମ ଜାଣ
ନୁ ଜସ ବ ୁ  
ନିମ ଣକାରୀ
ାେର ଡାକ ି  
ହ  ସାରୀ

ଗୁଆ ନିମ ଣ ଆମ ା 

ଆସ େଦଖିଯିବ ପ ସ ିଳନୀ
ଆ ଲା ି  ସିଟି ଠାେର

ଶିଶୁରୁ ଯୁବକ
ଯୁବକରୁ େ ୗଢ
େମ ବିକଶିତ
ୁ ରୁ ବୃହ

ଅ  ଶତା ୀ ପେର ା

୬୪୪୮ ମ   େକାଟ,  େସ  ଭି  , ଭ ନିଆ 
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କଳି , ଉ ଳ ଓ ଓଡିଶା
ସୁମୀ ା ପାଢୀ

ଶୁଣ ଶୁଣ ସଭାଜେନ େଦଇ ମନ କ
କଳି , ଉ ଳ ଓ ଓଡିଶା ନାମର ଗୁମର ଶୁଣ

ଆଜକୁ ପଚିଶ ଶହ ବରଷ ତେଳ
ଉ ଳ ଓ ଓଡିଶା ରାଇଜର ନାମ ନଥିଲା ତ ଭେଲ

କପା, ସୂତା କୁ କଳି  େବାଲୁଥିେଲ ତାମିଲି ଭାଷାେର
ଉବର ଭୂମିକୁ କଳି  ବା କଳ  କହୁଥିେଲ ାଚୀନ କାଳେର

ପୂବ ଉପକୂଳ ବିଶାଳ ଭୂଖ  ଥିଲା ଅତି ଉବର
କପା, ସୂତା ସେ  ଅନ  ଫସଲ େହଉଥିଲା ଅପାର

ବହୁ ାଚୀନ କାଳୁ େସ ରାଜ  କଳି  ନାେମ ହୁଏ ନାମିତ
ବୁ  ଓ ମହାବୀର  ବହୁ ପୂବରୁ ଏହି ରାଜ  ତ  ତି ିତ

କଳି  ରାଜ  େମଦିନପୁର ଠାରୁ େଗାଦାବରୀ ଯାଏଁ ଥିଲା ବି ୃ ତ
ାେନ ାେନ କୃ ା ନଦୀ ପଯ  ମଧ  ଥିଲା ବ ାପୃତ

ଏେକାଇଶ ଶହ ବରଷ ତେଳ କଳି ର ରାଜା ଥିେଲ ି କଳି ାଧିପତି
ଶାସନ ର ସୁବିଧା ପାଇଁ ରାଜ କୁ ତିନି ଭାଗେର କେଲ ବିଭ ି

ଗ ା କୂଳ ଅ ଳ ଗା ାରିଡ ବା ଗାେ ୟ କଳି  େବାଲାଇଲା
ଅନ  ଦୁଇ ରାଜ  ମୂଖ  କଳି  ଓ ମଧ  କଳି  ନାେମ ବିରାଜିଲା

କଳି  ର ପ ିମ ଦ ିଣ ପେଟ ଉ ଳ େଶାଭା ପାଅଇ
ଉ  କଳ ବା ଉ  ଳ ନାେମ ମଧ  ଏ ରାଜ  ପରିଚିତ ହୁଅଇ

ବେ ାପ ସାଗର ଠାରୁ ଗୟା ପଯ  ଉ  ଳ ଥିଲା ବି ୃ ତ
ଦ ିଣ ପ ିମ େସାନପୁର ରାଜ  ଥିଲା ଏହାର ଅ ଗତ

ଋଷିକୁଲ ା ଦ ିଣ ତଟର ସୀମା ପାବତ  ଅ ଳ େକାଦ  େବାଲାଏ
କାଳ େମ େକାଦ  ଉ  ରାଜ  ନାମେର ପରିଚିତ ହୁଏ

ଉ , କଳି  ଓ ଉ ଳର ଅଧିବାସୀ ଥିେଲ ସମ ଭାଷାଭାଷୀ
ସମୟ ର େ ାେତ ଉ  ଓ ଉ ଳ କଳି  ସହିତ ଗେଲ ମିଶି

ୀ ପୂବ ତୃତୀୟ ଶତା ୀ ପଯ  ବିଶାଳ କଳି  ଥିଲା ାଧୀନ
ମଗଧ ସ ାଟ ଅେଶାକ  େଯାେଗ ଏହା େହାଇଲା ପରାଧୀନ
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ଶେହ ବରଷ ସଂ ାମ କରି କଳି  ପୁଣି େହଲା ବଳଶାଳୀ
େଚୖ  ବଂଶର ରାଜା ଖାରେବଳ  େଯାେଗ େହଲା ଶ ିଶାଳୀ

ପ ମ ଶତା ୀେର େକଶରୀ ବଂଶ େମକଳ ବା ମହାେକାଶଳରୁ ଆସିେଲ
କଳି  ବା ଉ ଳ ର ଶାସକ େହାଇ େକାଶଳ କୁ ଏ ରାେଜ  ମିଶାଇେଲ

ଉ ଳ େମ େକାଶଳ ବା େତାଷଳ ନାମ ଧରିଲା
େକଶରୀ ବଂଶ ପେର େସ ନାମ େଲାପ ପାଇଲା

େୟାଦଶ ଶତା ୀ ଗ  ବଂଶ ହାତେର ପଡିଲା ଉ ଳ ର ଶାସନ ଭାର
େସ ସମୟୁ କଳି  ନାମ ଲୁଚି ଉ ଳ ବା ଓଡିଶା ନାେମ େହଲା ଚାର

ଅନ ଭୀମ, କପିେଳ  ଓ ପୁରୁେଷା ମ ଆଦି ବଳୀୟାନ ରାଜା ରାଜୁତି କେଲ
ବ  ଓ ମାଳବର ସୁଲତାନ ୁ  ପରା  କରି ଗ ା ଠାରୁ କାେବରୀ ଯାଏ ଓଡିଶାେର ମିଶାଇେଲ

େଷାଡଶ ଶତା ୀ େବଳ କୁ ୀେଚୖତନ  ବ  େଦଶୁ ଆସି େବୖ ବ ଧମର କେଲ ଚାର
ଓଡିଆ େସୖନ  ମାେନ ତରବାରି ତ ାଗ କରି ମାଳା ଜପି େହାଇେଲ ଦୁବଳ

େଶାଡଷ ଶତା ୀ େଶଷ କୁ େଗାଲକୁ ାର ଇ ାହିମ କେଲ ଦ ିଣ ଓଡିଶା ହ ଗତ
ମଧ  ଓଡିଶା ର େକେତକା ଳ ମରହ ା  ାରା େହଉଥିଲା ଶାସିତ

ଉ ବିଂଶ ଶତା ୀ ର ଆର  େର ଓଡିଶା କୁ ଇଂେରଜ କେଲ ଅଧିକାର
ଓଡିଶା ଖ  ବିଖ  େହାଇ ଅଂଶ େହଲା ବିଭି  େଦଶର

ବ , ବିହାର ଓ ମା ାଜ ସଂେଗ ମିଶି ଓଡିଶା ତ ତା ହରାଇଲା
ଓଡିଆ ଭାଷା ଓ ସଂ ତିୃ ଉପେର ବାରମାର ଆ ମଣ େହଲା

ଜାଗିେଲ ଫକୀର, ଜାଗିେଲ େମହର, ଜାଗିେଲ େକେତ ସୁଧୀଜନ ତା  େଲଖନୀ େତାଳି
ମଧୁସୂଦନ, େଗାପବ ୁ  , ନୀଳକ  ଆଦି ଲଢିେଲ ଶତ ମସାଲ ଜାଳି

୧୯୩୬ ଏେ ଲ ପହିଲା େର ଓଡିଶା ତ  େହାଇଲା
େଦଶେ ମୀ ଓଡିଆ  ନାମ କାଳ କାଳ କୁ ରହିଲା

ବଲ ୍  ଟ  , କାନାଡ଼ା
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‘ମି ଠୁ’ ଅଭିଯାନ 
ଡ. ଶଶଧର ମହାପା

କୁଆଁରୀ ମନଟା ଏଡିକି ଅବୁଝା
ମାେନ ନାହ ବ  ବାଡ

ବଧୂଲି ଓଠରୁ ଝରୁଥାଏ ହସ
ହୃଦୟରୁ ଉେଠ ଝଡ

ଆଖିେର ଭରିଛି ହଜାେର ସପନ
ଆଖି କହୁଥାଏ କଥା

କଥାେର ରହିଛି ଅବି ାସ ଭରି
ଦିଏ େବଦନା ଓ ବ ଥା

ଯିଏ େଯେତ ଆଜି େଦହ େଦଖାଉଛି
େସ' େସେତ ଶି ିତା ଝିଅ

ହାତ ଠାରି ବିପଦକୁ ଡାକିଆେଣ
ନିଆଁେର ଢାଳିକି ଘିଅ

ଶାଢୀେର ତାହାର ଭରିଅଛି ର
କାନୀ ଉେଡ ଫରଫର

କଥା କହିେଲ େସ ଅଭିନୟ ଲାେଗ
ସବୁେବେଳ ତରବର

ଛି ା ଜି   ସେ  ମିନି ଟ ପରା
ଆଜିର େଫସନ େହଲା

କହିେଲ କୁହ ି  େଟାକା ୁ  େଦେଖଇ
ନା, ତମର କ'ଣ ଗଲା ?

େ ମ କରିବାେର ନିପୂଣ େସମାେନ
ନାହ ତା  ଡର ଭୟ

ନି ା, ଅପବାଦ ଖାତିରି ନଥାଏ
େହଉ ଜୟ, ପରାଜୟ

ଅତି ଆଧୁନିକ େବାଲାଉ ଅଛ ି
ଏ' କଳି କାଳେର ଭାଇ

ଏକତରଫିଆ େ ମ କରୁଛ ି
"ନା' କହିେଲ ବି ନାହ

େ ମ େକେତେବେଳ ସଜ ଫୁଟାଫୁଲ
େକେତେବେଳ ହୁଏ ବାସି

େକେତେବେଳ କେର ମନକୁ ତ ଖୁସି
େକେତେବେଳ ଦିଏ ଦଂଶୀ

େଭକ େଦେଖଇକି ଭିକ ମାଗୁଛ ି
ଫିଲେର େରା   ପାଇଁ

ତୁେମ ଭଉଣୀ ଭଲଭାେବ ଜାଣ
ମାଂସେଲାଭୀ ଅଛି ଚାହ

ଡାଆଣା କୁକୁର ଭାରୀ ତୀ ୍ ଣ ଦା
ଚିରି ତୁମ ଲୁଗାପଟା

ଜୀଅ ା ଖାଇେବ, ର  ପିଇଯିେବ 
କରିେଦେବ ହଟାପଟା

ବିେଦଶୀ ମଦର ନିଶାେର ଆଜିକା
ଯୁବକ  ବଡ ୀତି

ଭୁଲି ଯାଉଛ ି  ତା ପାଇଁ ଦିେନ
ଅତିରୁ େହାଇବ ଇତି

କିଏ େଶାଉଅଛି ନ ମାେର ପଡି
କୁକୁର ମୁହଁକୁ ଚାେଟ

େ ମିକା ନିକେଟ େ ମ ଭି ା କେଲ
େ ମ ଯାଏ ବାେଟ ବାେଟ

ମନ େମାହିନୀ  ମାୟାେର େକେବ
ବାଇଆ ହୁଅନି ଥେର

ଅ  ଭଳିଆ ବାଡି େଖାଜୁଥବ
ଦୁଃଖ େଦବ ଜୀବନେର

ଆକାଶ କଇଁଆ ଚିଲିକାର ମାଛ
ଯିଏ ଭାେବ ରା ିବାକୁ

ତା'ଭାଗ େର ଅଛି େଲଖା ଜାଣିଥାଅ
ଅମାରାତି େଘାଟିବାକୁ

ଅତି ଆଶାବାଦୀ ପୁଅମାେନ ଆଜି
ଝିଅ େକହି କ   ନୁେହଁ

େଠଲିେପଲି େହଉ ସଟକଟ େହଉ
ଉପରକୁ ଯିବା ଚାେହଁ
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ା  ଧାରଣା ବସା ବା ି ିଅଛି
ଯୁବ ପିଢି  ମନେର

ମାୟା ମରୀଚିକା ପେଛ ଧାଉଁଛ ି
ଅଥ, ମତା େଲାଭେର

ଦୂର କର ଏ' ରୁ  ଣ ମାନସିକତା
ା  ଧାରଣା ଏେବ

ହସି ଉଠିବ ତୁମରି ଦୁନିଆ
କାନପାତି ଶୁଣ ସେବ

ଯିଏ େଯେତ ଶୀ  ଉପରକୁ ଉେଠ
ସିଏ େସେତ ଶୀ  ଖେସ

ତ ାଗ, ସାଧନା ବିନା ପହ ିେଲ
ଏ' ଦୁନିଆ େଦ  ହେସ

ବୁ ି , ବିଚାର, ଦ ତାକୁ େନଇ
ଟାଣିେଲ ଲ ଣ ଗାର

ମିଳିଯିବ ରାମ, ମିଳିଯିବ େ ମ
ଏ' କଥା ସଂସାେର ସାର

"ମି ଠୁ' ଅଭିଯାନ େଦଖ ଚାଲିଅଛି
େଦଶ ବିେଦଶେର ଆଜି

ସବୁ ନାରୀ ନୁେହଁ ସତୀ, ସାବି ୀ,
ସବୁ ପୁରୁଷ ପାଜି 

୨୧୦୫ ହିେଡ   ଭାଲି େଲ  
ସି  ଭ   ି  , େମରୀଲ ା , 
ଯୁ ରା  ଆେମରିକା -୨୦୯୦୪

ଉଦାସ ଯା ୀ
େ ହ ମହା ି  

ଅଳସ େବଳାର ଏ, ମଧୁର ସୁେର ସୁେର
ବାସୀ ଆଜି ମୁହ, ମନ ଅତୀେତ େଫେର।
ପ ୀ ଉପବନ, ଶ ାମଳ ଧରାତେଳ

ମନର ପ ୀ େମାର ନିରେତ ଘୁରିବୁେଲ।
ବକୁଳ ଶାଖା ତେଳ ନିବିଡ ନିକୁ େର
େକାମଳ କିଶଳୟ ଗହେଳ ଲୁଚି ଝୁେର।
ପ ମ ସୁର େଖାଲି ଗାଇଲା ଦୂେର ପିକ
ଭରିଲା ସପନ େସ ଲଗାଇଲା କୁହୁକ ଓ।
େସ ଦିନ ଉପବେନ ସରସୀ କୂଳଧାେର
ବାଲ କାଳ ବିତିଲା, ଲୁଚକାଳୀ େଖଳେର। 
େଗାଟିକ ପେର େକେତ ଫଗୁଣ ଗଲାଵହି
ବାଲ  ଚପଳତା ଉେଭଇ ଗଲା କାହ ।

ଆସିଲା େକୖେଶାର େମା ପାହିଲା େକେତ ନିଶି
କବିତା େମା ଜୀବନ, କବିତାର ମଁୁ ପିୟାସୀ।
ସପନ େଦଖୁଥିଲି, ଗାଇବାର ନିଶାେର
ବ ଥ ଅଭିଳାଷ, ନୀରେବ ଲୁହ ଝେର।
େହଲି ମଁୁ ଗୃହିଣୀ େଯ ସୁଦୂର ବାସେର,
ବୁଡ଼ି ରହିଲି ମଁୁ େଯ ଅେନକ ଜ ାଳେର।
ଅତୀତ ଗଲା କାହ ଧୂସର ମନ ାଣ

ଜୀବନ େସାପାନର, େଶଷ ଅଧ ାୟ ଜାଣ।
ଆଜି ଏ ବାସେର ଅଦୂେର କୁହୁତାନ
ଶୁଭିଲା ନାହ ଆଉ, ନିେ ଜ ମନ ାଣ। 
ଅ ିମ େବଳାର ଏ, େଶଷ ଦୀଘ ାସ
ଣତି ବାଢଇ ମଁୁ େଦବତା ପାେଦ େଶଷ।

୧୮୩୬୨ ି ଟାଇମ େଲନ
ହ ି ଟନ ବିଚ, କାଲିଫ ଆ, ୯୨୬୪୬
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ପରମା ା
ସୁନ ା ମି  ପ ା

ିୟ ସଖା େମାର 
େଦଖ ଦୂେର

ପୁେନଇଁ ଚା  ଧୀେର
ଆକାଶ ବୁକୁେର େଦଖା େଦଲାଣି

ପାହାଡ ଆର ପାରୁ
ସ ା ନଇଁଆେସ

ସୂରୁଜ ମାଗି ନିଏ େମଲାଣି 

େମା ମନର େକେତ ଆଶା
ଆପଣା ଛାଏଁ ମେର

କି ୁ
େହ େମାର ହରତା କରତା (ପରମା ା )

ତୁେମକି ବୁଝି ପାର
ଆଜିର ଏ ଦୁନିଆର ରୀତିନୀତି

ସଭ ତା େଖାଳ ତେଳ ପଶୁତ ଲୁଚିଥାଏ
େକବଳ

ସାପଟା ଖାଲି କାତି ଛାେଡ 

ଜୀବନ ଆମର ଖ ା ଧାେର ଛିଡା
ବ ୁକ ଗୁଳିେର ମରଇ

ମଣିଷ ବୁେଝନାହ ମଣିଷ ମନଭାବ
ଜୀବନ େନଇ େଖଳ େଖଳଇ 

ସତ  ଓ େ ମର କଥା ତୁେମ କୁହ ,
ମିଥ ାର ଝଲକ ଝଲସୁଛି ଅହରହ
ଭୁଲିଛି ଦୁନିଆ ତାର ନିଜ ରୂପ ,

ଝରୁଛି ଗବ, ହିଂସା ଓ
ଅହଂକାରର ଝରଣା,

ସେତ ଏ କଣ କଳି ଯୁଗର ାର ( ?)
ତଥାପି ବୟସ ଭୁଲୁନି ତାର ରୂପ (େମାହ )
େ ମ ଓ ଣୟର ନିଶାେର ମସଗୁଲ ,
ପୁଅ, ଝିଅ, ବଡ ଓ ସାନର (ବୟସ )

ନାହ େଭଦଭାବ,
େ ୟସୀ ବୁେକ, ମଥା ଥାମି ରେଚ ଅଭିସାର

ସେତ
ଚା ିନୀ ରାତି ଭଳି ଲାେଗ ଦିବାନିଶି 

େହ ସଖା
ଏସବୁ େହଳିକା ଦିନକ ପାଇଁ ଗଢା
ସତ ର ଦୁନିଆେର (ଦିେନ େହବ )
ମାନବ େହବ ଅ ି , ଚମ ଛଡା
ରୂପ ବି ଲୁଚିବ, ଧନ େଦୗଲତର
ଗବ ବି ଚୁରମାର େହବ 

େହ ପରମା ା !
ି ୟ ସଖା େମାର,

େଶଷ େର େକବଳ େମା;
ଏତିକି ମାଗୁଣି -

ସୁଖକାେଳ ଦୂର କରି ଅ କାର
ଗବ ଓ ଅହଂକାରର
ଭରିଦିଅ ମନେର େମା;

ଦୁଃଖ କାେଳ ଉଜଳ ଆେଲାକ
ସୀମା ହୀନ ଧୀରତା ଓ ି ରତାର

ଟେରାେ ା, କାନାଡା
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ଭୁବେନ ର: ୨୦୧୭
କନକ େହାତା

ଏ ସହର ଦରଚି ା ମୁହଁ
ହାଉଯାଉ େଲାକବାକ, ଗାଡିେଘାଡ଼ା, େବପାର ବଣିଜ।

ଝାପସା ଆଲୁଅେର ସ ପେଣ ଶାଲ ଢ଼ା ି , େକଉଁଠି େଯ ଲୁଚିଯାଏ,
ନରମ ପିଲାଦିନ -େଭଳାଏ େମଘପରି, ସୁ ର ପାହ ା ସପନ।

ନହକା ଆମଗଛ , ପିଜୁଳି ବାସନା, କା େର ଢେଳଇ େଶାଇଛି ଖଜରା ପଣସ ।
ଛବିଳ ମ ିର େଦେହ ଖର ନିଃ ାସ ାସ, ଅେନକ ପୁରୁଣା ।

ଅେବଳେର ଧୀରୁକାକା, ବିରୁପା  ଅଜା ।
କିଛିଦିନ ପଡ଼ିରେହ ଦା ଘେର ପୁରୁଣିଆଁ ଧୂଳୀଲଗା େଜାତା ।
ପଣତ ମୁ େର ଟାଣି ପୁଣି ଥେର େରାେଷଇେର ମନଦିଏ େବାଉ,

ଏମିତି ଅଚାନକ ଖବର ନଥିବା ଓ ଚରଚାର ହକଦା  କୁଣିଆଁ ୁ  େଦଖି
ମୁହଁତାର ଫୁଲିଯାଏ, ବାକିକିଛି କେହନାଇଁ ଆଉ ।

ଲୁଚକାଳି, ଡିଆଁକୁଦା, ପଡ଼ିଉଠି ନୂଆନୂଆ ସାଇକଲ ଶିଖା।
େବଣୀବ ା, ଫୁଲେତାଳା, ହାଲକା ପବନର ସ ା ।

ପିଠିଫଟା ଜାମାେଦଖି ପାନଖାଇ ଆଈ  ଆକଟ ତାଗିଦା।
ଏେବ ଘର ବଦଳି ଗଲାଣି । େଖଳିବାକୁ ଜାଗା ନାହ ।

ଗଛନାହ ଛାଇତେଳ େଘାେଡଇ େଦବାକୁ ମୁ  ତାତିଗେଲ ।
ଆଈ ମ।େନ ଆସ ିନି େସ ସମୟ ପରି । ଝିଅବିତ ଯାଏନାହ
ଜ  ସାେ  ଚାଲିବାକୁ ଏକା ଏକା ନିେରାଳା ରା ାେର ।

ଏ ସହର ବଦଳି ଗଲାଣି ଅେନକ, ନାଟକର ଦୃଶ  ପରି ସଂପୂଣ ନିଆରା ।
ସଜାେହଇ ଥାକ ଥାକ ଉ ା ଉ ା ଘର, ଆଖିପାଏ ନାହ ।

ଚାରିଆେଡ ଲମା ଲମା ଇ ାହାର, ଫିଧାରୀ ପିଲା  େପା ର ।
େଖାଜ ନାହ ବୁଢ଼ା ବରଗଛ; ନଈବା  ମୁହାଣର ପିଲାଦିନ ସାଧାରଣ ଘର।

ଧୂଳିଆ ସଡକର ନିଛାଟିଆ େପାଲତେଳ
ବାସୁଥିବା ଶ ାମଳ ଜାଇ ଫୁଲ ପରି େକଉଁଠି େଯ ଚହଟୁଛି

ଭୁବେନ ର, ପିଲାଦିନ କୁହୁକ ସହର!

େନପ  ଭି  , ଚିକାେଗା
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ନାଉଗଁା ରୁ ନାଏ ା
ମିତାଲି ଦାସ

୧

କାନଡା େଦଶର େସ ତ ଚାରୁ ଅଳ ାର
ଉ ର ଆେମରିକାର ଅେଟ େଶାଭାର ଭ ାର
ଅ ାତ ରହସ ମୟ େହାଇ ରହିଥିଲା କାହ

ଚକିତ ଦୃ ି  ମାନବର ପଡିଲା ଯହ
ବିଖ ାତ େହାଇଲା େସତ େଦଶ ବିେଦଶେର
ରହିଗଲା ନାମ ତାର ଭୂେଗାଳ େପାଥିେର
ଉ ର ଆେମରିକାେର ଏହାର ଉ ି

ଵୃହ  ଆକାର େନଇ ଇତିହାସ ବଖାଣୁଛି ଗୀତି
ଗୁରୁ ଠୁ ଶୁଣିଥିଲି ଭୂେଗାଳରୁ ଜାଣିଥିଲି

େଯେବ ମଁୁ େଛାଟ େହାଇ ଲୁେର ପଢୁଥିଲି ଢ

୨

ବିତିଗଲା ଦିନ ବିତିଲା ସମୟ ବରଷ ପେର ବରଷ
ଜନଭୂମି ଛାଡି କମଭୂମି କରି ଆସିଲୁ କାନାଡ଼ା େଦଶ

ସୁ  ରହିଥିଲା ମନର େକାଣେର େଦଖିବାର େନଇ ଆଶା
ଜା ତ େହାଇଲା ଆଗମେନ ଏହି େଦଖିବାର ଅଭିଳାଷା
ବଢିଲା ଉ ାହ ନ କରି ଉଛୁର େଦଖିବା ପାଇଁ ତାହାକୁ
ମାନସ ପଟେର ଆ ି  େହାଇ ଗଲା ରୂପ ଛବି ତାର ସବୁ

ଚାଳିଶି େକାଶ ଦୂେର ଥିଲା ଆମ ବାସ ାନ
କିପରି ମଁୁ ଯାଇ େଦଖିବି ଏହାକୁ େହାଇଲା ମନ ଉ
ବାହାରିଲୁ ଦିେନ ଉ ାହର ସହ େହାଇ ଭାବ ବଣ
େଦଖି ତାର ରୂପ େହାଇଲୁ ଚକିତ ଆେମ ଚାରିଜଣ 

୩

କୃତିର ଅେ  ଅେ  ସୁଷମା ଯାଇଅଛି ସ ି
ବିମୁ  େହାଇଲା ନୟନ େଦଖି ତାର ରୂପରାଜି

ବହୁ ଦୂରରୁ ନଦୀ ନାଏ ାରୁ ଆସି ଅଛି ଏହା େବାହି
େଲ   ଏରି ଓ ଅ ାରିଓ ଗେଭ ମିଶି ଯାଇଅଛି େସହି
ଧରି ଅଛି ନୀଳ ଅେ  ତାର ଚି  ଅ ରାେଳ

ନାଭି, ଲୁନା, ସିଡର, େଗାଟ ଆଉ ା  ଦୀପମାେଳ
ାଇଡଲ େଭଲ, ଆେମରିକାନ,ହଷସୁ ଝରାଣୀ

େଗାଟିଏ ମା'ର ଭି  ନାେମ େସ ତିନିେହଁ ଭଉଣୀ
ଧଳା ଧଳା େଫଣ େତା ନୀଳ ଅେ  ଭାେସ
ଦିଶଇ ଛାୟା ପଥ େଯେ  ଶରଦ ଆକାେଶ
ଭାେସ େକେତ େଯ େବାଇତ ବିମାନ ଆକାେର
ବିହାର କର ି  େଦଖିବାକୁ େସା ଯ  ତାହାର
ବି ୁ  ବି ୁ  ଜଳରାଶି ଆସି ପଡଇ ଚତୁଦିେଗ

ପବନର ସାେଥ ମିଶି ଉଡ଼ି ବୁଲଇ ଆକାେଶ
ଝଲମଲ ଇ  ଧନୁ ସୂରୁଜ କିରଣର ପେଥ
େଖେଳ ଲୁଚକାଳି ରହି ବାଦଲର ସାେଥ

ଗଗନ ହୁଏ ମୁଖରିତ ପ ୀର ମଧୁର ସ ୀେତ
ଆଗମେନ ଋତୁରାଜ ବସ ର ାଗେତ

େଯେତ େଦଖିେଲ ତା ଦୃଶ  ମନ ନ ଭରଇ
ତିଥର ତାର ରୂପ ନୂତନ ଦିଶଇ

ସି  େହାଇଲୁ ତୁ େଦଶ ବିେଦଶେର
ବିଖ ାତ େହାଇଲୁ ତୁ ନାଏ ା ନାମେର
ନାଏ ା ଅଟଇ ଏକ ଆ ଯ  କୃତିର
ଚି କାର ଚି  ଆ ି  ଏହା କରିଲା ଚାର

ବିବାହିତା ଦ ତି ର ଏ ାନ େହଲା ଲ ଳ
'ହନିମୁନ' ନାମେର ନାଏ ା େହାଇଲା ଚାର
ନାଉଗଁା ାମରୁ ଆସି େଦଖିଲି ନାଏ ା

ଏହା ଥିଲା େମାର ଏକ ଅବି ରଣୀୟ ଯା ା 
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ତି ନିର ରଲିପି
ମେନାଜ ପ ା

େଲାଡା ନାହ ଧନ ମାନ ସନମାନ
େନଇ ଯାଅ ପେଛ େମାର ଯଉବନ
େଫରାଇ ଦିଅ େମା ବାଳୁତ ଜୀବନ

େସ କାଗଜ ନାବ, ବରଷା ାବଣ । (୧)

ାମର ସବୁଠୁ ପୁରୁଣା ଚି ରା
ପିଲା ଯୁବା ର ଆଇମା ଡାକରା
ପରୀ ରାଇଜର ତା ଗପ ପସରା
ପରିଣତ ମୁହଁ କେହ ଯୁଗ ଧାରା
ଭୁଲିବା ପଣକୁ ନ ପାେର ମଁୁ ଆଣି

େଛାଟ ରାତିର େସ ଲମା କାହାଣୀ । (୨)

ବାହାରର ବୁଲା ଟାଇଁଟାଇଁ ଖରା
ବଣି, ଜାପତି ଚଟିଆର ଧରା
କେ ଇ ବିବାହ କଳି ତକରାଳ
େଦାଳି ଝୁଲିବା ଓ ପଡିବାର େବଳ
କଣା ପଇସାର ଅଭୁଲା େଯ େଭଟି

ଭ ା ଚୁଡିର େସ େବଶ ପରିପାଟୀ । (୩)

ଆ  କାନନର ସୁଶୀତଳ ଛାୟା
ପୁ ି ତ ଗୁ େର ସୁସ ିତ କାୟା
ଝରା ଵଉଳ ଓ ତରାଟ ତମାଳ

େଯେଣ େଦଖ େତେଣ ଦିେଶ ମାଳ ମାଳ
କୁ ାଟୁଆ େକାକିଳ ଶୁଆସାରୀ ଗୀତ

ଦୁଃଖଭରା ଦିେନ େମାହି ନିଏ ଚି  । (୪)

ବାଲି ପାହାଡର ଚଢିବାର ମଜା
େଖଳଘର କରି ଭା ି ବାର ସଜା
ସରଳ ମନ ଓ ଆଖିର ଝଲକ

ସପନ େଖଳନାର ନିଛକ ପୁଲକ । (୫)

ସଂସାର ଚି ା, ପରିଜନ ଜ ା
ନଥିଲା ଏସବୁର କିଛି ବି ହିନ ା
ବିଗତ ଦିନର େସ ହଜିଗଲା ୃତି

ଥିତ ଦୁନିଆେର େକେତ ଅନୁଭୂତି । (୬)

ଣର ବସତି ଅପରୂପ ଶା ି
ଅତୀତ ବ ମାନ ଜଗାଏ େଯ ଭୀତି
କମ ାନ ଭ ି  ସାଧୁ ସ  ଭୁ ି

ଭବ ବ ନରୁ କରାଏ େଯ ମୁ ି  । (୭)

ସମୟ େ ାତ ି ନୀ ବହି ଚାଲୁଅଛି
ଜୀବନଚ ର େଖଳ େଖଳୁଅଛି
ବାଳୁତ, େଶୖଶବ ଯଉବନ େ ୗଢ
ଵୃ  ମାନଏ ଫୁଟିଚାେଲ କଢ
ମୃତୁ  କୁସୁମିତ େଯେବ ପୁଣି

ସତ ର ଅଥଟି ବୁଝିହୁଏ ଜାଣି । (୮)

ଏ ି  ୧୩, ୨୦୧୯
ୀରାମ ନବମୀ 

େଗଥସବ , େମରୀଲା ୍

ବାସୀ ଓଡ଼ିଆ
ଆଶୁେତାଷ େଜ ାତିଃସୀ

ବାହାରକୁ ଦିେଶ ଖ ିତ ଓଡ଼ିଆ ବାେସ ରହିଥାଇ
'OSA' ସ ିଳନୀ େଦଲା ସୂେଚଇ, 
ଜା ତ ଏକକ ଓଡ଼ିଆ ୀତି

ହଷ ଉ ାେସ ଚାଲିଛି ଓଡ଼ିଆ, ତା ଜାତି, ତା ଭାଷା, 
ମାଟିର ସୁଗ  େବାହି.

ତୁେମ କୃପାସି ୁ  -ଜୀବନ, ାନ, ନେମା, ଥୟର 
ବୀଜ ଓଡ଼ିଆ ହୃଦେୟ େଥାଇ.

ଆସିଲା ବିେଦେଶ ଜଗ ାଥ ବାନା ଉଡାଇ ଉଡାଇ.
ଆନେ  େମାହିତ ମୁ ଓ େମା ପରିବାର ଉପ ି ତ ରହି

'ଓଡ଼ିଆ ଅ ି ତା' ଚିର ାୟୀ ରହୁ କୃତ  ହୁଏ 
ସ ିଳନୀ କୁ ଶୁେଭ ା ଜଣାଇ”

॥ ଜୟ ଜଗ ାଥ ॥
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ଆତ
ସତ ଜି  ପ ନାୟକ 

ଆତ ବାଦୀର ଗରେଜ କମାଣ
ବରଷାଏ େଗାଳା ତୁହା କୁ ତୁହା,
ରକତ ର େହାରି େଖଳୁଛି, ଭୀଷଣ

ଆତ  େଯ େମଲି ଆପଣା ବାହା । ।୧।

ସହ  ମରଣ କାରଣ ବନିଛ
ରଚାଇଛ ମୃତୁ  ତା ବ ଲୀଳା,
େଦଶ, ାମ, ବ ି  ଜଳାଇ କରିଛ
ଶଶାନ, ଧଂସ େୟାଗ ଶାଳା । ।୨।

ଜନନୀ ର େକାଳ ଉଜାଡି େଦଇଛ
ଅନାଥ କରିଛ ଅେବାଧ ଶିଶୁ,
ଧମ ନାମ େର ଧରମ-ଅ କୁ

ବନାଇ େଦଇଛ ବବର ପଶୁ । ।୩।

ଜନମ ମାଟିର ଅଭିଶାପ ବନି
େରାପଣ କରୁଛ ଆତ ବାଦ,

'ଜିହା ' ନାମେର ଲୁ ିତା େମଦିନୀ
ମ କ ହରାଏ ମାନବ-ବାଦ । ।୪।

ସରଳ, ନି ାପ କିେଶାର ହୃଦର
ବିଶାସ ଲୁଟି ଭରିଛ ହସା େଦଷ,
ଜଳିଯିବ ଦିେନ ତୁେମ ଭ ାସୁର

ଜଳାଇବ େସହି ହଳାହଳ ବିଷ । ।୫।

ଦୁନିଆଁ େଯ ଆଜି ଆତ ି ତ ଅତି,
ବବରତାର ନି ୁର ସା ୀ,

ମାନବ ରୂପେର ଦାନବ ର ଭାତି
ନିବ  ରଖିଛି େଲାଲୁପ ଆଖି । ।୬।

ସେତ ଯଦି ଅଟ ଅମୃତ ସ ାନ,
େ ମ ା ସହ କର େଯ ଲଗନ,
ଜୀବନକୁ େଦଇ ବଂଚାଅ ଜୀବନ,

େତେବ ଯାଇ ପାଇବ ଅମୃତ ସ ାନ । ।୭।

୭୪୩୨ କାଟା ା େରାଡ଼
ମିଶିସାଗା, କାନାଡ଼ା

ଜଗାର ସମୟ ଶ
ଡା. ଅନିଲ ପଟନାୟକ

କାଗଜ ଫୁଲ ର ବା ା କାହ
େଯେତ ତ  ଦିଶିେଲ ବି,
େଗାଲାପ ବା ା ମହକି ଦିଅଇ
େକେତ ଟୁକୁଡା କେଲ ବି ।

ବିଶାଳ ଦୁନିଆ ଦିଶଇ ନାହ
େକେତ ଶ ି  ର ବଲ ଥିେଲଭି,
ଅ କାର କୁ ପାରିବ କି ଲୁଚାଇ
େଗାେଟ ସୂଯ  ଠାରୁ ଦୁେରଇ?

ଅହଂ ର ର ୀନ ଚଷମା ବ ୁ
େଦଖାଏ ଏମିତି ନକଲି ଦୁନିଆ,
ଅସତ  ଲାଗଇ ସତ  ଏମିତି ବ ୁ
େଯମିତି ସୃ ି  ର କାଶ ମିଥ ା।

ଚଷମା ବାହାର କର ସା
େଭାଗ କର ସୁ ରତା କାଶର,

ସତ େଚ ା କେଲ କଣ ମିଥ ାର ବଲ
ଲୁଚାଇ ପାରିବ ଶ ି  କାଶର?

ଜଗା ପରା ଚଳାଉଛି ସୃ ି କୁ
େନଇ ତାର ସମୟ ଶ ,
ସତ ଫୁଲ କୁ ମହକାଇବାକୁ

ଦୁେରଇବାକୁ ମିଥ ା ର ଅ ାର।

େଡଟନ, ଓହାଇଓ
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ଆଉ େଲଖିପାରୁନି 
ବିଜୟ ଲ ୀ ନ

ହୁତ ହୁତ ଜଳୁଥିବା େମ' ମାସ ଓଡିଶା ମଧ ା େର 
ବିଜୁଳି କଟିଗଲା ପେର,
କିେଲାମିଟରଟିଏ ଦୂରରୁ 
ଅଣା ପାଣି ଢାେଳ ପିଇ –

ନିଗିଡି ପଡୁଥିବା ଝାଳକୁ େପାଛୁ େପାଛୁ,
ସପ ରାଜ  ପରୀର ଜାକଜମକ 

ପଲ ର କାହାଣୀ ଆଉ େଲଖିପାରୁନି !

ଖବରକାଗଜେର ଅଶା ିର ହ ଖବର ।
ଏଠି ମାଓବାଦୀ, େସଠି େପାଲିସ ଦୁନୀତି ଆଉ ପୁଣି େକଉଁଠି

ଧାରଣାେର ବସିଥିବା ଅସ ୁ  କମଚାରୀ !
ବଷାଦିନିଆଁ ପାଗେର, 

ସକାଳୁ ସକାଳୁ େବଲାଏ ମୁଢି ଆଉ କେପ ଚା ଧରି,
ଶା ିର ନିଃ ାସଟିଏ ମାରି କଲମ ଚଳାଇପାରୁନି ।

ଦୁନିଆଁର ଅଶା  ଖବରକୁ ଭୁେଲଇ
ପାରିଲା ଭଳି ମିଥ ା ଆ ାସନାର

ବାଣୀ ଶୁଣାଇ ପାରୁନି,
ପାଠକ ୁ  ମନମତାଣିଆ ପାଗର ସୁ ର
ବ ନା ରୀତିମତ ଦୁଃଖର ଖବର ବୁ ହେର 
େଦଖାଇପାରୁନି, ଆଉ େଲଖିପାରୁନି !

ଅ ତା ଅ କାରେର ଭାଗ  ଓ ଭଗବାନ  
ଉପେର େଦାଷ ଲଦି, େନତା  ମିଛ ସତ କଥାେର ଭ ି ,
ଭଲ ଦିନ ଆସିବ... େଭାଟ େଦଇ େମାର କାମସାରିଛି

ଏମିତି ଭାବନାେର ନିଜକୁ ସା ନା େଦଇ,
କଲମକୁ ଅଭାବନୀୟ ସୁ ର 

କ ନାର ଆେଦଶ େଦଇପାରୁନି ।
ଆଉ େଲଖିପାରୁନି !

ଦୁନିଆଁେର 'ଆପଣା ହେ  ଜିହା େଛଦି'ର
ନାନା କାର ଉଦାହରଣ େଦଖିଲା ପେର,
େକବଳ ଅଭିେଯାଗର ପତକା ବା ି

ଚକାପେକଇ ଘରର ଉଷୁମ େକାଣେର ବସି 
କୁକମ ଅେପ ା ନି ମ ଭଲ େବାଲି –
େମାର ବିପବୀ ମନକୁ ବୁଝାଇପାରୁନି ।
େକାଳାହଳଶୁନ  ଶା  ପରିେବଶେର
ମଧ ମନକୁ ଆ ାଦିତ କରିପାରୁନି ।

େକବଳ େଲଖିେଦେଲ େମାର କାମ ସରିଲା,
ଏମିତି ଭାବି ପାରୁନି –

େତଣୁ ଆଜିକାଲି ଆଉ ମଁୁ େଲଖିପାରୁନି !

େୱ  େଗ   ାଇଭ, ଏଡିସନ ନୁ  ଜସ

ଜ
ସୀମା ମହାପା

ନିର ନ ଜଳାଇ ଆଶାର ଦୀପ
ଭରିଦିଅ ମେନ ସା ିକ ଭାବ ଅତ
ଅ କାେର ଦିଅ ଆେଲାକ ର ସଂେକତ

ତୁ ରି େଜ ା ା ଭରିଦିଏ ସେ ାଷ ଅେନକ

ତୁେମ ହ େସ ନିରାକାର
ଧାରଣ କେର ଯିଏ ଆକାର ଭି  ପର ରାର

େକେବ ତୁେମ ପୂ
େକେବ େଯ ଅ

େକେବ ପୁଣି ସଂକୀ  ଆକୃତି ବିଶି

ପୃ ଭୂମି ତୁେମ କୁଆଁରି ପର
ଦଶନ କରାଅ ତାକୁ ଚ  ରାଇଜର ରାଜକୁମାର

ନାରୀ େସୗ ଯ ର ତୁେମ େଯ ତୀକ
ତୁମ ଲାବଣ ତାର ବାଖ ା ଅପଯ ା

ଆକାଶ ପରି ଉଦାର ତୁେମ
ସମ  ଜନର ମାମଁୁ ବି ତୁେମ
ହୃଦେୟ ଝରାଇ ଭାବନା େ ମର 

ଆନେ  ହୁଏ େମା ମନ େଯ ବିେଭାର

ସବୁ ଧମ ଦିଏ ତୁମକୁ ଆନ
େଶାଭା ତୁେମ କୁଆଁରପୂେନଇ ରୁପା ଥାଳିର

ପୁଣି ଭାତୃଭାବ ବଢ଼ାଇ ଥାଅ େହାଇ ଚା  ଇ   ର

ଚିଲିକାେର େଯେବ େଦେଖ ତୁମ ତିବିମ
ଚି  େର ଜାତ ହୁଏ ଅଦଭୂତ ଆେବଗ
ନୟନ େହାଇଯାଏ ବି ୟକର
ଏ କି ଚି ାକଷକ ସୃ ି  ସଂସାରର

ଅବ ନୀୟ େସୗ ଯ  ତୁମର
ଅସ ୂ  ତୁମ ବିନା େ ାତ ଜୀବନର !
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ଖରା ଓ ଶୀତ
ଡଃ ତନୟ ପ ା

ଓଡିଆ ଖରା ଓ ଶୀତ
ଦୁଇ ସଂଗାତ

ବସି ୀମ ିର େବଢାେର
ଲାଗି ଗେଲ ଗପ କରିବାେର ।୧ ।

େକେତ େହେଲ ଦୁଃଖ ସୁଖ
ପାେଶାରୀ ସବୁ େଶାକ
ଲାଗିଲା ସେତ େଯମିତି
ଦୁେହଁ ଦୁହିଂକ ପାଇଁ । ୨ ।

ଜେଣ କେହ ବସି ନିଜ କାହାଣୀ
ଅନ  ଜଣକ ଶୁେଣ ଚୁ  ରହି ପୁଣି
େଯେତ େଯେତ ସମୟ ଗଡିଲା
ଧିେର ଧିେର କଥା ବଢିଲା । ୩ ।

କହୁ କହୁ ନିଜ କାହାଣୀ
ବଢି ଗଲା ଫୁଟାଣୀ

େ ହ େସୗହାଦ  କୁ ମାଟିେର େପାତି
ଆ  ବଡିମାେର ରହିେଲ ମାତି । ୪ ।

ଖରା କେହ ...
ଆ ଦୂର କରିବି େତାର ମ

ଶୁଣ େମାର େକେତ ପରା ମ । ୫ ।

ଭରା ନଈ ଶୁଖି ମରୁଭୂମି େହଲାଣି
ଗଛ ସବୁ ଶୁଖି କାଠ େହଲାଣି
ମାଟି ଫାଟି ଆଁ କଲାଣି

େଲାେକ ାହି ାହି ଡାକ ଛାଡିେଲଣି ।୬ ।

ଗରମ ଝାଳେର େଲାେକ େହେଲଣି ଅତି
ବଡ ଦୟା ଲାେଗ େଦଖି ତାଂକ କ
ଘେର ଘେର ଏଆ  କଂଡିସନ  କୁଲର

ନ ଥିେଲ ବଢୁଛି େଲାକଂକ ବ  େ ସର । ୭ ।
ବିଜୁଳି ନାହ ପାଣିର ଅଭାବ

ଇନଭଟ  େଜେନେରଟର ର ବଡ ଭାବ

ସବୁ ସମୟ ଯାଏ େମା ଚି ାେର
ଆେର ଶୀତ ତେତ କିଏ ପଚାେର? । ୮ ।

ଖରା ଛିଗୁେଲଇଲା ଯାେର
ଶୀତ େତାର କିବା ଭାଉ
ଶୀତ ଉ ର େଦଲା –

ଆ କାନାଡା, େଦଖିବୁ େମା ତାଉ । ୯ । 

ଶୀତ କେହ …
ଯମା ରହନା ତୁ େସ ମେର
େତା ପରା ମ େଦଶେର େହେଲ
େମାର ବିେଦଶେର । ୧୦ ।

ଭାରତ ବଷଠୁ ତିନି ଗୁଣା ବଡ େଦଶ
ଲାେଗ ସେତ େଯମିତି ନିଜୀବ ନିଃେଶଷ
ବିଧବା ନାରୀର ଧଳା ଶାଢି ପରି

ବରଫେର ଢାଂକି ରେହ ମାସ ମାସ ଧରି । ୧୧ । 

ବରଫ ବଷାେର ଡାଳ ଭାଂେଗ ଗଛର
ବିଜୁଳି ବିନା ଅ ାର ପାଲେଟ ସହର
ଥ ାେର ପାଣି ପାଇପ ସବୁ ଯାଏ ଫାଟି

ବରଫ କାଢି ଦରଜ ହୁଏ ଅ ାପିଠି । ୧୨ । 

ନାଏ ା ଜଳ ପାତ, ଦ ଓ ଗାଡିଆ
ପାଲଟ ି  ଧଳା ବରଫର ପଡିଆ

ପି ି ବାହାେର ଜାେକଟ ଭିତେର ଇନର
େଲାେକ ହୁଅ ି  ବଡ ଅ ି ର । ୧୩ ।

େମା େକାପ େକହି ସ ାଳି ନ ପାର ି
େକେବ ବସ  ଆସିବ ଭାଳି ହୁଅ ି

ଆେର ଖରା ତୁ ଆଉ େଦଖାନା ଫୁଟାଣୀ
ତୁ ଏଠି ରଜା ତ ମଁୁ େସଠି ରାଣୀ । ୧୪ । 

ଟେରାେ ା, କାନାଡା
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ା ି
ଗଗନ ପାଣି ାହୀ

ୀଣା  ଭିଖାରୀ ଭି ା ଥାଳ ଧରି
ଭି ା ମାଗିବାର ପାଇଁ,

ବଡି ସକାଳରୁ ବାହାରି ପଡିଲା
ଭୁ ର ନାମ ଗାଇ 

ଭି ାଥାଳ େଥାଇ ପହିଲୁ ବସିଲା
ଗୀଜା ସ ୁଖେର ଯାଇ,

ାଥନା େଶଷେର ଜନତା େଫରିେଲ
େସହି ବାେଟ ଚାହ ଚାହ

ମେନ ଆଶା ବହି ଭିକାରୀ ବାପୁଡା
ଥାଳ େଟକି ଦୁଇ ହାେତ,

ମଝିେର ମଝିେର ଚାହ େଦଉଥାଏ
ମିଳିଲାକି କିଛି ସେତ

ଜଣ ପେର ଜେଣ େଫରିେଲ ସଭିଏଁ
େସହି ଚଲାପଥ େଦଇ,

ଦାନ ଦୂର କଥା ନଜର ବୁଲାଇ
େକହି ଚାହେଲ ବି ନାହ 

େସଠୁ ଯାଇ ପୁଣି ପହ ିଲା ସିଏ
ମସଜିଦ ସାମନାେର,

ଧଳା େଟାପି ଟିଏ ମଥା ପେର େଥାଇ
ବସିଲା ଏକ ଲୟେର

ନମାଜ ପଢିବା େଶେଷ ଧମୀ ଜେନ
େଲଉଟିେଲ ନିଜ ଘେର,

େସଠାେର ବି ସିଏ େହଲା ଅସଫଳ
ବୃଥାଗଲା ଅେପ ାେର 

ଆଶା ବହି େଶେଷ ଗଲା ମ ିରକୁ
ଶୂନ  ଭି ାଥାଳ ଧରି,

କାେଳ କିଏ ଯଦି େକଉଁ ମନ େନଇ
ଦାନ େଦବ ଦୟା କରି 

େହେଲ େସଠାେର ବି େନାହିଲା ସଫଳ
ସୂରୁଜ ନଇଁେଲ େଶେଷ,

ା  ା  େହାଇ ଆଶା େତଜି ସେ
ଗଲା ମଦ ଭାଟି ପାେଶ 

େଦଖିଲା ମାତାଲି େଫର ି  ଭାଟିରୁ
େସଇ ପେଥ ମଦ ପିଇ,

ବସିଲା ତା ଆେଗ ଶୂନ  ଥାଳ ଧରି
ନୀରେବ କାକୁ  େହାଇ 

ଆସିେଲ ମାତାଲି ଟଳମଳ େହାଇ
ପେକଟୁଁ ଖୁଚୁରା କାଢି,

ଥୁଆ େହାଇଥିବା ବୃ  ଭିକାରୀର
ଥାଳୀ ପେର େଦେଲ ଝାଡି 

ନିମିେଷେକ ଶୂନ  ଥାଳି ଗଲା ଭରି
େହଲାନି ଜମା ବିଶାସ,

ଉପରକୁ ଚାହ ଭିକାରୀ ବାପୁଡା
ମାରିଲା ଦୀଘ ନିଃଶାସ 

କହିଲା, ଭୁେହ! ଲାେଗ ଆଚ ି ତ
ଭାବି ବୁ ି  ହୁଏ ବଣା,

ରହୁଛ େଗାଟିଏ ଜାଗାେର, େଦଉଛ
ଅନ  ଜାଗାର ଠିକଣା 

ଟେରାେ ା, କାନାଡା
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Silence :
The language of the soul
Arjun Purohit

During a discourse, a Bhikshu approached
Buddha and asked, “Wise one, you always talk
about Nirvana. Can you please describe what
exactly Nirvana is? Buddha lifted a flower and
looked at intently. There were no words
spoken. His countenance was filled with utter
peacefulness and there was palpable
joyfulness. His body became even more
resplendent. After a while, the Bhikshu asked,
“Wise one, why do not you describe Nirvana?”
Buddha smiled and said, “I was explaining
Nirvana but you did not understand”. Only
elder Kashyapa the senior monk understood
and smiled knowingly.

How does one describe the Nirvana, the peak
spiritual experience which is so unique and has
no known physical or conceptual referents?
Words we use to communicate to others are
different sound bites which have reference to
something and the hearer interprets the sound
bites with his own referents.
Miscommunication occurs when
communicator and listener do not share the
same referents. It is the same when
Upanishads describe nature of Brahma Neti
Neti, not this not this. It is Anirbachaniya.
Beyond words. Jatra vArtA na vartante. Where
words do not reach. And to realize that state of
being, silence is necessary first step to enter
into the inner world. Buddha calls it Noble
silence and describes it as thus: “But what is
Noble silence? Then the thought occurred to
me, ’There is the case where a monk, with
stilling of directed thoughts and evaluations,
enter and remains in the second Jhana, rapture
and pleasure born of concentration, unification
of awareness free from directed thought and
evaluation- internal assurance. This is called

noble silence’”.Jhana state, as mentioned here
are different stages of Dhyana. Theravada
school of Buddhism recognises eight states of
Jhanas.

Silence does not mean just refraining from
overt verbal intercourse with others; it includes
absence of internal chatters which occupy our
consciousness. Buddha always discouraged
useless chatter (JalpanA) as well as pointless
arguments. Buddha does not discuss
philosophy or exoteric stuff. Unlike other
spiritual leaders, he refrains from discussing
theology because such stuff has no relevance
in getting rid of Dukkha or suffering. While he
was always willing to answer any serious
questions put to him, he remained silent when
fourteen questions put to him. His reason?

“And why are they undeclared by me ? Because
they are not connected with the goal, are not
fundamental to the holy life. They do not lead
to disenchantment, dispassion, cessation,
calming, direct knowledge, self-awakening,
unbinding. That is why they are undeclared by
me.”

And what are the fourteen questions?
“I” or the “self” and the universe (1) are
eternal (2) not eternal (3) both eternal and not
eternal) (4) neither. Are “I” or “selves” or
universe (5) finite, (6) infinite (7) both (8)
neither? Does the “I” or the “self” of a Buddha
(9) continues to exist after death, (10) not
continue after death, (11) both, (12) neither?
Are body and life force (13) same entity or (14)
totally separate and different entity?

Importance of silence has been discovered by
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several other faith groups. Christian, Jewish,
Buddhist, Jaina and Sanatani monks have
retired to caves for days and often years to
observe silence and emerge with brilliant
insights or revelations. Only in silence and
silenced inbuilt tendencies can truth is
revealed. Gandhi used to observe Mauna Brata
for one day a week. Ramana Maharsi remained
Mauna for years and emerged as one of the
most revered philosophers of the last century.
Chittamatrin or mind-only school of Buddhism
consider mind or consciousness as the only
reality, everything else is just projections of
mind. So when one is not silent, one is simply
engaged in the projections consciousness and
thus is not aware of the essential reality.
Though philosophical traditions have different
names of the essential reality, they all accept
that essential reality is different from
phenomenal world. And it is essential to
observe silence to be on path to be in touch
with that reality. As is aptly put by Sri Sri Ravi
Shankar, a modern Indian saint, “Silence is the
language of the soul, love is the language of the
heart and KaLaha (quarrelsomeness,
argumentativeness) is the language of Samsara.
Our own Odishan poet says Tarke na miLanti
Hari.

My favourite legend is of fifth century Buddhist
monk Bodhidharma of Chittamatrin school
who went to China without taking any
scriptures because he did not want to be
influenced by any teaching ,even that of
Buddha. After reaching China, he sat in front of
the wall staring at it in silence for seven years
purging his consciousness of acquired and
innate fabrications. It is said that he cut his
eyelids lest he would lose concentration by
drowsiness. He was the originator of Chan
(Sans. Dayana) school of Buddhism which
migrated to Japan as Zen school.

This little essay on silence is inadequate to
cover entire epistemology on the beautiful
concept. My own personal experience with

silence happened about thirty five years ago
when I entered into a retreat in a Tibetan
Buddhist monastery. We sat in meditation
from 5 AM till 4PM in complete silence
watching our breath. Breakfast and lunch
were brought for us and dishes

were taken away by volunteers. In the
beginning it was excruciatingly boring. Every
30 minutes, a gong would sound, and we
would change from sitting to walking or lying
down so that our knees would not be stiff.
“This is sheer waste of time.” “I will go crazy if
I keep on doing it for two whole weeks.” “Let
me give the Lama some excuse to get out of
this ordeal.” But I was too stubborn to admit
defeat and stayed in the retreat. Lama Jampa
met me in evening and said with a knowing
smile “Isn’t it excruciatingly boring,
Dr.Purohit?” “Yes it was”. Next day the same
thing happened. “Still boring?’ asked Lama
and I nodded yes. But towards the end of the
third day, something new happened. There
was a palpable flooding of peace throughout
my body and mind, which was quite pleasant.
No more chatter. Not even any questions.
Everything seems to be alright. Lama Jampa
was smiling and said “Feels great, isn’t it? “

And I gratefully acknowledged it. But he
added, “Do not think that this is the final
outcome of meditation. If you remain at this
level, you are denying yourself from deeper
experiences which you have never
experienced before.”….

But one does not have to engage in formal
meditation to enjoy the benefit of practicing
silence. Remember Buddha’s own
words,”…………., rapture and pleasure born of
concentration, unification of awareness free
from directed thought and evaluation-
internal assurance”. Key instruction is
watching something silently “free from
directed thought”. No judgement. No
evaluation. And then the full glory of silence
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will pervade you. Recently a friend asked me
how I practice silence. This is what I do. During
nights I sit in my balcony overlooking Lake
Ontario watching with complete silence vast
expanse of sky beyond the horizon. Sometimes
there is a moon and its reflection on the lake.
Sometimes moon plays hide and seek with
clouds. The other favourites are sunsets. Whole
sky becomes a large canvass for the nature to
paint. Every day it is a different painting. Then I
feel a touch of peace and rapture I experienced
in the monastery thirty five years ago. So I am
enclosing herewith a poem about my love affair
with silence I wrote some time ago. I hope you
will enjoy.

To Silence With Love

Softly the golden sun descends
behind the distant hill
Smudges of clouds turn red to pink
to dark in the autumn sky
Blushing maple leaves fall gently
Undulating caressed by the silky breeze

Birds have returned to the
comfort of their nests
Only a lost crane flying
across the moon
Boatmen have returned

home with their catch
Boats tethered on the
bank gently rolling in the lake

Like a mother after dinner done
Dishes washed and laundry made
Kisses the baby good night in the crib
Covers the baby gently in silence

Night descends slowly on earth
under the starry sky
Silently covers it with
a dark velvet blanket
Caressing with love,
hovering over it
To watch her beloved
go to sleep

God, you must be a woman
Such grace, such love,
such mystery and magic
So soothing, so wonderfully good
But why no words, just silence?

Hush, my love, She said
If you cannot understand my silence
How can you understand my words ?

I am silence among all secrets.
Bhagwat Gita, 10.3
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“The Road Not Taken”
- In the Journey of Life
Dharitri Misra

Prologue
I came to the USA alone in 1967, a newly
married naïve young woman with an MSc.
degree from Ravenshaw college, Cuttack, with
the ambitious goal of pursuing a Ph. D. in
Physics at the University of Maryland. My
husband was supposed to join me a year later,
with a study leave, so that he could earn a
Ph.D. in Electrical Engineering and return to his
old job at India’s Atomic Energy Commission –
as a safeguard against being “bekar” with a
foreign degree. (However, he resigned from his
job and came the following semester, as it was
difficult for an engineer to get open-ended
study leave.)

In the following years, we traveled the bumpy
path of the unknown with our equally clue-less
fellow graduate students from different parts of
India, without any prior knowledge of this
foreign land called the United States, and
without guides or trailblazers to show us the
right way. Yet our mission was clear: “to
complete our education and return to India
right after!” Later on, in our journey in the USA,
we were joined by others, especially by many
Odia friends, who were also new here. We
forged close friendships with them and
provided one another the much needed
emotional and physical support. However, even
though we all shared many a common
experience, each person also had their own
measure of special circumstances, individual
struggles, and personal approaches. The
landscape, therefore, was not uniform or
monotonous but was dotted with each person’s
unique perspective – giving it beauty and
making it interesting.

So, it is imperative that at the 50th (Golden)
Jubilee celebration of OSA, I say a few words

about our own experiences of those yester
years in this foreign land; our optimistic
feelings that were interspersed with a sense
of loss and desolation. I hope it would
provide glimpses of our lives in those
seemingly medieval days with no Internet, no
Social Media, and no WhatsApp; when we
could not instantly share with our friends and
families even the moments of our greatest
joy like births of our children, significant
achievements in our careers, or the flowering
of rose buds in our first little garden.

Our Early Life in the United States

Interestingly, life was not all that gloomy for
us those days even though we missed India.
This country and the environment were very
different then; and most people in Maryland
(as always) were quite liberal, welcoming and
helpful toward foreigners. It was not difficult
for us to integrate with the American society
at large, without sacrificing our own culture
or individuality. Most educated Americans
kept their prejudices, if any, to themselves,
and showed high respect for their Indian
colleagues for their intelligence and
dedication. In my experience, many
Americans at that time carried negative
impression about India, formed from the
pictures conveyed by the British Raj, and
aided by the mostly anti-Indian mainstream
USA media. In spite of that, they were cordial
to Indians here, and we tried to dispel their
negative views to the best of our abilities.

There are many positive incidents of those
days in my memory, which gave me the
courage and determination to help navigate
ourselves and our children in this country to
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become good, responsible citizens. Bitter
experiences, if any, were easily pushed back,
which helped me not to be resentful and
judgmental.

Our Student Life

Early student life was really difficult, both
physically and financially, in addition to the
constant worries of exams, grades, financial aid,
Ph. D. qualifying etc. During the first semester I
could not follow the accents of my professors
and could not sleep at nights due to anxiety that
if there would be one person getting C in their
classes, it would be me! It would result in my
losing the assistantship and end of my academic
aspiration!

We had many nightmares in our student lives,
especially after our daughter was born – which
many young people these days would not be able
to comprehend. Taking care of an infant and
working as fulltime graduate assistant was not
easy for any young parent. Dr. Spock’s Baby and
Childcare book was our only guide in dealing with
her standard ailments. Baby-sitting, childcare,
bottled food etc., taken for granted now, were
psychologically detestable then; and relatively
quite expensive. Moreover, one could not get any
help from India due to government restrictions.
That is why we applied for immigration, which
was easy those days for science/ engineering
degree holders, as the US Government had just
increased such quota for India. No, it was not to
settle in the USA, but for us to work outside
legally, if need be, and help support the family
since our assistantships were not guaranteed!

Afterwards, when we passed Ph. D. qualifying
exams and started research, life followed an
easier pattern. The university campus was quite
peaceful. Life was uneventful, except for during
the India-Pakistan war of 1971. We felt very
patriotic then, and on behalf of our Indian
Students’ Association, enthusiastically joined
fund raising efforts to support India!

Seeing the Beautiful Country

My husband is an outdoor person who liked
to visit scenic places, go hiking, camping and
picnicking. It suited him very well that in
those student days we did not have money to
fly, or stay in hotels, even the inexpensive
ones. So, with our young daughter, we often
went sightseeing and camping, occasionally
with some friends, and spent the nights in
our small, two-person tent. We visited
Shenandoah Park, Smokey Mountains, and
Thousand Islands; also, the Cadillac
Mountains and Nova-Scotia, camping all the
way and enjoying the beautiful landscapes
with pebbled beaches, high mountains and
deep blue lakes. (He also wanted to go to the
West Coast, but I was not crazy for a month-
long camping trip!)

Once, while camping in the Smokey
Mountains, we went to see a waterfall four
miles away - hiking up two miles on a steep,
rocky trail. We were very tired after the
difficult hike, so went to the nearby town for
a comfortable dinner and returned to the
campground after 9 pm. To our dismay, we
found that our neighboring campers were so
concerned about us not returning before
dark that they had informed the ranger,
organized a search party and were checking
for us all around the campsite, especially
because of wild bears. (We felt too
embarrassed to tell them of our dinner trip
to the nearby town!)

Professional Environment

I got my first job with General Electric Space
Division to work at NASA in Greenbelt,
Maryland, and wore sarees to office daily
without hesitation. I did not want to spend a
lot of money on formal western clothes,
which were expensive; I never wore them as
a graduate student; and thinking that I would
not need them when we go back to India in
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near future! I never felt discriminated or
singled-out for it, though most people thought
sarees were so beautiful! I even went to receive
awards from General Electric as well as from
NASA (and had group pictures taken), in my
pretty sarees. Although discrimination was
there in subtle forms, I was lucky enough to
work with a very liberal group of professionals
who were not only my mentors, but also
evaluated me only on technical abilities.

However, my colleagues, and even my doctor,
were always apprehensive of my driving a stick-
shift car in my “flowing” sarees. I stopped
wearing sarees later – as professional women’s
attires became quite casual, and I felt too
dressed-up in sarees.

Our Neighbors and the Home Makers Club

In the late 1970s, we lived in a small enclave of
houses near the University of Maryland, where
most men were professionals who worked at
NASA, University of Maryland, FDA and so on.
The wives mostly stayed at home, and had
established a “Home Makers Club,” to keep
abreast of a number of legal and political issues
affecting women, while also discussing recipes
and arranging family outings and
entertainments. They met at least once every
month. Even though I worked full-time, the
ladies persuaded me to join the club as it would
expose me to many useful things that I was not
aware of – being from a foreign country. They
helped me in many different ways to acquire
practical skills and settle in the USA. Our
neighbor volunteered to babysit our daughter
after school, initially even refusing any
payment. We received and happily accepted
delicious Christmas treats from them, and
joyfully celebrated both Christmas and
Thanksgiving ourselves.

The Odia Identity

Language is a great uniter. When we came here,

there were very few Odia families in
Maryland, so social interaction with Odias
was somewhat limited. But starting from the
early 1970’s, with the arrival of many new
Odia families here, the scenario changed
rapidly. Our friendships blossomed very fast,
and we forged strong bonds in no time. We
met often, and soon started to feel at home.
Not surprisingly, we developed a conscious
identity as “Odias,” rather than simply
thinking ourselves as “Indians.”

The first, one-day OSA convention in
Washington DC area was held in 1974 in a
church only a block from our apartment, with
little formal planning, but with great zeal and
enthusiasm. Local families hosted out-of-
town guests and food was cooked at our
homes! Many of my friends took part in the
impromptu cultural events; and my four-year
old daughter cried because I was not
amongst them to be honored with clapping!

There was a funny incident once: we met an
Odia gentleman from another state who
spoke to us only in English, saying that “being
in the USA for 10 years, I cannot manage
Odia anymore!”, and my husband replied:
“But I have to speak in Odia; I have been in
the USA for 20 years, but still cannot manage
English!”

Raising Children in Dual Culture

The most difficult part of being a parent was
raising your children in a foreign country -
teaching them the best of both cultures,
making them fit-in properly while educating
them about their ancestry. Our infrequent
trips to Odisha and the visit of the
grandparents to the USA somewhat helped –
but unfortunately was not enough to enforce
an Odia identity. We never enforced things
one way or another, did not try to impose
undue constraints, but tried to provide good
role models. By mid 1980s, like most of our
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contemporaries, we had made the definitive
decision to stay in the USA permanently. First: we
got used to the professional environment, work
ethics, efficiency and general honesty of the
people here, and more importantly: we were not
sure how it would affect our school-age children.

Epilogue

Half a century has passed since I landed, all
alone, at the Kennedy Airport in New York, and
somehow managed to take a bus to the
LaGuardia Airport and catch my flight to
Washington D.C. For over 20 years, I did not take
US citizenship, thinking that would make it easier
to go back to India - when the time comes.
Odisha is still the dearest place for me on earth; I
always feel the power of poet Gangadhar
Meher’s emotive lines:

ମାତୃଭୂମି ମାତୃଭାଷାର ମମତା ଯା ହୃେଦ ଜନମି ନାହ, 
ତାକୁ ଯଦି ାନୀଗଣେର ଗଣିବା, ଅ ାନ ରହିେବ କାହ I

We decided to stay here after some
contemplation, believing that it was the better
choice; yet occasionally I wonder if we made the
right decision! What would have happened
otherwise? Would we have been happier, felt
more connected; could we have fitted in properly
in India, since we seem “frozen in time”
compared to people there? Would our children
have stayed in India, or would they have come
back to the USA – to their motherland? And,

above all, would life have been more
comfortable for us in India at this stage, had
we not come here in the first place?

When such questions and misgivings
overwhelm me, I turn to Robert Frost’s
famous poem “The Road Not taken,” which
so beautifully allegorizes our thoughts and
dilemmas, doubts and acceptances! This
poem (first published in 1916) reflects the
poet’s deliberation when he comes across
two diverging roads, explores the one that
looks less traveled, thinking wishfully that
maybe he would come back to the other one
later to see where it leads. But he also
doubts that in reality, if that day would ever
arrive!

Oh, I kept the first for another day!
Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
I doubted if I should ever come back. 

So, in conclusion the poet says:
I shall be telling this with a sigh,

Somewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I--, 

I took the one less traveled by,
And that has made all the difference.

I feel comforted by the poem, knowing that
when you are at a crossroad, choose a path
that seems right to you, and don’t look back.
There is no assurance that one path is better
than the other. The path you ultimately take,
makes you what you are!
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Social Media: The Digital Cage
Anshu Roy Patra

Social Media is an invention of the late 2000’s.
Many have embraced it and feel it has added
much value to their lives. However, as it
increases its impact researchers aren’t so sure
anymore. Social Media has led to cases of
severe depression in teens and adults. A study
done a few years ago from Swansea University
found that people experienced the
psychological symptoms of withdrawal when
they stopped using internet (this went for all
internet use, not just social media.) Many road
accidents are caused because of a person is
distracted by social media. One out of every
four car accidents in the United States is caused
by texting and driving. Social media also creates
grounds for criminal activities including identity
theft or catfishing. According to Gale
Encyclopedia, social media has an upside;
however, which is often overshadowed by its
negative impacts. Social Media is negatively
affecting our society because it often leads to
mental health issues; it can lead to driving
accidents, and it has created scope for criminal
activities.

In 2017, Forbes published an article describing
how social media affects mental health. Social
Media has been shown to worsen the mental
health by inducing envy, increasing loneliness,
and many other negative feelings. The
American Academy of Pediatrics has warned
about the potential for negative effects of
social media in young kids and teens, including
cyber-bullying and "Facebook depression."
When teens go on social media they are
exposed to fake bragging from other teens
about their accomplishments, possessions or
other good aspects of their life. Many times,
this makes young teens feel depressed and
envious. However, studies have confirmed that

social media can make people happy and
distracted for short times so people tend to
undergo a kind of withdrawal when they
stop, as found in the aforementioned study
from Swansea University (“6 Ways Social
Media Affects Our Mental Health”.)
Withdrawal often leads to loneliness which
can make a person feel depressed. When
they feel depressed, they go back to social
media to make them feel better. A bit like a
new ‘high’, much like a drug; however, going
back to social media only makes them feel
worse. One study, a few years ago, found that
Facebook use was linked to both less
moment-to-moment happiness and less life
satisfaction. The more people used Facebook
per day, the more these two variables
dropped off. Authors of this paper suggest
that this might have to do with the fact that
Facebook conjures up a perception of social
isolation, in a way that other solitary
activities don’t. The authors write, “On the
surface, Facebook provides an invaluable
resource for fulfilling such needs by allowing
people to instantly connect.” Instead of
enhancing well-being, as frequent
interactions with supportive 'offline' social
networks do, the current research
demonstrates that interacting with Facebook
may produce the opposite result for young
adults—it may undermine it. Another
troubling area of concern is the dangerous
practice of cyberbullying. Teens often have
low self-esteem, and acts such as cyber-
bullying only worsen these emotions. All ages
can be affected by social media. Social Media
can make people feel socially isolated (even
though they may not actually be) by the
comparison factor (Facebook.) The
comparison factor in social media leads to
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jealousy—most people will admit that seeing
other people’s tropical vacations and perfectly
behaved kids is envy-inducing. People in general
are affected by what is online. It seems positive
to make new friends and sustain old ones, but
studies have proved that virtual friends are not
the same as real friends. Spending time with
virtual friends doesn’t have the same therapeutic
effect as spending time with real ones.

Criminal activity is becoming more common as
more of the world logs on. Some may argue that
it connects people from all over the world. You
can meet new friends through social media apps.
Reconnecting with long-lost friends or meeting
new people can happen on social media. I can
see why this seems like a positive impact;
however, crimes such as catfishing, identity theft,
etc. occur on social media platforms. In 2017,
Facebook had an estimated two percent of its
active monthly users constituted of fake accounts
and ten percent of its active monthly users were
duplicate accounts or an account that a person
used in addition to his or her primary account.
That same year, Twitter reported that 5 to 8.5
percent of its active accounts were fake; though
a study from the University of Southern California
and Indiana University determined that up to 15
percent of Twitter accounts were fake.

These fake accounts could be bases for illegal
activity and influences like what occurred before
the 2016 elections.

One out of every four car accidents in the United
States is caused by texting and driving. This can
lead to injuries even death. The National Safety
Council (NSC) reports that social media use while
driving leads to 1.6 million crashes each year.
Over 390,000 crashes result in injuries each year.
This is a high number that needs to be lowered.
People are put in danger due to the distracted
driving every day. In daylight hours,
approximately 4 million drivers are using cell
phones. Cell phone usage while driving leads to
them becoming unfocused. While they are

unfocused a number of different things can
happen that they are not aware of. This
makes them a danger to themselves and
others. Distracted driving creates dangerous
conditions and puts pedestrians and other
drivers in harm’s way.

All this is not to say that social media is evil;
however it needs to be used with extreme
caution. Social Media has many outlets -
Instagram, Snapchat, Facebook, etc. All these
sites have their good sides but nothing is
completely good about it. Social Media
should be used in moderation, as too much
of it can hurt. People of all ages can be
affected by what is online; whether it is good
or bad. Needless to say, caution should be
practiced when using social media.
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Marionettes
and Master Manipulator:
Balaram Das's Lakhmi Puran versus
Sabyasachi Mohapatra's Jai Jagannath
Suchitra G. Das

Being able to manipulate art to entertain, to
reform, or to teach is an art that storytellers
indulge in. Interpretation of literary classics has
always been a fascinating adventure for critics,
translators and movie makers. The success of a
story depends upon its enduring quality, where
it can be viewed from multiple perspectives
and yet hold its own. Film is one such genre
that takes its audience from the beauty of word
to awe-inspiring cinematography. The acoustic,
cinematic, and melodramatic components, all
converge to orchestrate an unforgettable visual
experience. It is also a perspective from a third
person’s point of view – that of the movie
director or the producer. The tone, the voice,
and the projection of characters and incidences
indicate a studied bias, or neutrality. Similarly,
as a writer, I know what it means to narrate a
story and hold the life of a character in my
hands. The compulsion to narrate governs a
storyteller’s purpose. Balram Das told a story;
of Goddess Lakshmi in the Lakhmi Puran.
Sabyasachi Mohapatra retold the same story on
celluloid. What Balaram Das wrote in Lakhmi
Puran and Mohapatra filmed in Jai Jagannath
are a reader’s minefield and a devotee’s
paradise, respectively. Writers and movie
directors are master manipulators; characters
are marionettes. I will substantiate my point
with the example of Balaram Das’s Lakhmi
Puran and Mohapatra’s Jai Jagannath, its
interpretation on the big screen, and a
comparative analysis.

Balaram Das’s Lakhmi Puran and Mohapatra’s
Jai Jagannath narrate the story of Goddess
Lakshmi, but Mohapatra departs from the story
in his interpretation of Lakshmi’s role in the
story. Both send the message of equality and

egalitarianism. Both do so in strikingly
paradoxical manners: one sows the first
seeds of feminism, the other reinstates male
hegemony surreptitiously wrapped in
divinity. Therein lays the irony. An ancient
story with a radical message is undermined
so thoroughly in a 21st century movie. The
titles unequivocally bear evidence of the
creators’ leanings. There is a point of single
reference though, where both creators have
stayed within their boundaries; Balaram Das,
a 15th century Odia poet, within the confines
of patriarchy and Mohapatra, a 21st century
filmmaker, within the confines of box office
profits and viewers’ expectation. Then, of
course, as a 21st century reader, I obviously
have to have a say in this. My interpretation
of the story is at a polar end: it should be
treated more as a treatise on gender equality
and less on how women should behave
socially and acceptably.

First, let me start with a few words on the
importance of the Lakhmi Puran in the Odia
community. The Lakhmi Puran written by the
late 15th century Odia poet, Balaram Das of
the Panchasakha Age, is a sacred text for the
people of Odisha, and is linked to one of the
most important festivals of the community,
Manabasa Gurubar Osa (roughly translated
as Festival of Thursday Harvest.) It is
dedicated to the worship of Goddess
Lakshmi. The wellbeing of a family, in
particular, and the society, in general, is at
the heart of this auspicious celebration.
Lakhmi Puran also doubles up as a guideline
for the familial and personal duties of
women. For four consecutive Thursdays, in
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the month of Margashira, thousands of married
Odia women, faithfully practice the rituals of
worship to ensure the wellbeing of their family.

As an Odia, I grew up hearing the Brata Katha
associated with the festival. I particularly
remember my grandmother grinding rice into a
liquid consistency.

She would then either paint, or splatter this rice
paste on to the walls of the dhinkisaali (an area
where an implement to pound rice is installed)
with a brush made from threshed stalks of paddy,
transforming mud plastered or mortar walls and
doorways into pieces of art with floral and
geometric designs. The entrance to the prayer
room was led by a row of exquisitely drawn tiny
feet and lotuses by hand that culminated in a
beautifully decorated jhoti ghara. In the middle
of it would be a decorated mana (bamboo basket
of 4 measures) which was filled with freshly
harvested paddy. After a lamp was lit and
offerings of poda pitha (rice cake) was made, we
would all listen to the Lakhmi Puran. It was a
delightful story which would trigger
uncontrollable bouts of suppressed giggling. The
trials and tribulations of Lord Jagannath and his
big brother Lord Balabhadra arising out of their
unjust behavior towards Goddess Lakshmi, were
the high points in the story. I felt that it served
them right for being so oblique and close-
minded. How much I loved Goddess Lakshmi! In
the story she was a proud and strong-willed
woman. Now, I realize that this story was one of
the earliest voices of dissent against a
discriminatory society.

A few months ago, I watched
the movie, Jai Jagannath directed by Sabyasachi
Mohapatra. As the title suggests, I thought the
story would be about Lord Jagannath. I was
surprised to see the movie was actually the story
of Lakshmi as narrated in the Lakhmi Puran by
Balaram Das. The protagonist of Mohapatra’s film
is Lord Jagannath, not Goddess Lakshmi.
Interestingly, Lakshmi is portrayed in a different

light in the movie, a far cry from Balaram
Das’s fiery Lakshmi. And that, I feel is the
PROBLEM. I didn’t feel that the movie was
narrated from a shifting point of view or
perspective. It felt like an appropriation of
the original text.

Balaram Das was a pioneer in questioning
authority in a society steeped in prejudice
and bigotry. The condition of women in the
15th century was deplorable as was the lower
classes of caste ridden Hindu society.
Therefore, Lakhmi Puran was a means of
protest against a society riddled with gender
and social inequality. In those days, such
radical thoughts could not only be punishable
by ostracizing, but also by death. The 15th

century was a time when social
discrimination and gender inequality was rife,
but so was the acceptance of Lord Jagannath
as a divinity of Equality. This emerging trend
walked a fine line between carefully
structured ancient traditions and
surreptitious whispers of social discontent.
The precariousness of prevailing social norms
and beliefs forced Balaram Das to be
cautious. Therefore, within the confines of
social acceptability, he makes a case for
women and their basic right to freedom. His
heroines, Lakshmi and Shriya, represent the
highest and lowest of positions of women,
respectively, in a patriarchal society. The
setting is in Puri. Goddess Lakshmi resides in
the Sri Mandir along with her husband, Lord
Jagannath and his elder brother, Sri
Balabhadra. Shriya is a chandaluni (low caste
woman.) Even though Lakshmi is a divinity,
she doesn’t have her personal space or
freedom. Shriya doesn’t have the right to
dream of a better life because of her lowly
birth, but she is bold enough to try. Society
prohibits such aspirations. Both women are
prisoners of their society and customs.

The purpose of the story, as narrated by Sage
Parashara to Sage Narada, is to extol the
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virtues of observing Manabasa Gurubar Osa.
The story begins with Goddess Lakshmi, making
preparations to take her annual trip to see what
her devotees are up to during the cold winter
months of Margashira. After finishing her
household duties, she sets out roaming the
lanes and by-lanes of cities, towns and villages.
She is pleased to see many households freshly
cleaned and prepared for her arrival. She avoids
homes that are in disarray. Just about to exit
one village, she spots a small hut on its
outskirts. It belonged to a woman of low caste.
Even though it was in the early hours before
dawn, the walls of the mud hut lit up with jhoti.
She enters and steps on the pristine footprints
and lotuses leading up to the entrance of the
hut. An image of herself was covered with red
lotuses surrounded by beautiful designs on the
floor.

A young woman was prostrated in front a
mana. Pleased with such devotion, she merges
into the image and blesses Shriya with wealth
and children. Upon her return to the Sri Mandir,
she is surprised to find the doors closed and
her entry blocked. She is aghast to learn that
her husband has thrown her out of their home
at the behest of his elder brother, who found it
to be offensive that she should visit the home
of a low caste. Offended and outraged at this
injustice, Lakshmi curses the brothers to suffer
for twelve years: they would neither have food,
clothing nor shelter until they repent their
actions towards her and change their attitudes.
The story follows the brothers experiencing
great difficulty in surviving day to day life. It
ends with the starving brothers, eating food
cooked (unknown to them) by Lakshmi. Lord
Jagannath realizes that a home is empty
without a woman and promises to fulfill all her
demands and treat everyone with equality.
That is why, even today at the Sri Mandir, in
Ananda Bazaar, everyone irrespective of caste,
class or community can eat together.

Jai Jagannath, the movie,
starts with Shriya, a chandaluni, sweeping a

by-lane in the pilgrimage town, Puri. By
mistake, she crosses the path of a learned
pundit who abuses her and humiliates her
publicly. From the Sri Mandir, Lord Jagannath
and Goddess Lakshmi are pained at her
plight. Lord Jagannath consults with Sage
Narada on how to teach puny mortals to
show respect to women. Let it be noted that
in the Lakhmi Puran, Narada hears the story
from Sage Parashara as he wonders what
kind of festival both the upper and lower
caste women of Puri are celebrating. As the
movie proceeds, Lord Jagannath and Narada
hatch a plan to bring about justice and
equality in the land. What follows is a
carefully orchestrated chain of events, using
Lakshmi, to achieve this noble end. The foil
to this high-end melodrama is the story of a
merchant's wife who silently suffers mental
and physical abuse by her husband. She
observes the osa and her problems are
resolved. It ends with the desperate divine
brothers are eating from the hand of a low
caste woman, who is actually Lakshmi.
Pretending to realize their mistake, Lord
Jagannath promises to fulfill all her wishes.
But there’s more: Lord Jagannath reveals to
Lakshmi that it was all his leela, and she was
the catalyst. In one master stroke, Mohapatra
has undermined the power that Balaram Das
had vested Lakshmi with in the Lakhmi
Puran. Even a Goddess has been reduced to a
puppet in the hands of Lord Jagannath. The
cover credits states:

"Later through Narad it is revealed that Lord
Jagannath had himself set up these series of
events, to end casteism and discrimination
on earth.

-
(Jai Jagannath DVD 2007)

The problem is, not many know of the
Lakhmi Puran, but millions of people have
viewed this movie, because it has been
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dubbed in fifteen languages of India. The
altered version will perhaps endear it to
people who oppose gender equality.
Mohapatra has managed to woo the masses
by taming a revolutionary idea. On the
contrary, in the Lakhmi Puran, Lakshmi is a
woman in her own right. She defies authority
and does as she thinks fit for her devotees.
She is fierce, independent, and proud. She
understands her own boundaries, but she will
not let anyone toy with her freedom of
thought and action. Lord Jagannath doesn’t
intrude with his omnipresence, as the movie
suggests. Instead, Lord Jagannath is the
recipient of Lakshmi’s righteous wrath. Her
only ‘fault’ was that she had blessed a
devotee who was of a ‘lowly’ status. He
submits to her anger because he has treated
her with unfairness.

In conclusion, Balaram Das’s Lakhmi Puran is a
statement against patriarchy and bigotry. His
intent was to bring to light the plight and
practices of discrimination, against women
and the marginalized in the society of his
times. Mohapatra’s tongue-in-cheek movie
follows a similar path but takes away Lakshmi’s
credibility. Exercising one's creative license is
one thing, but taking an age-old story and
subverting its true meaning and intents
borders on arrogance. Lakhmi Puran is
exclusively about Lakshmi and her actions; it is
not about what Lord Jagannath can or can't
do. He was the recipient of the action not the
doer. Either way, both Balaram Das and
Mohapatra have pulled their strings at will in
their respective narratives and have made
their marionettes dance to their tunes.

Fermont,
CA
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RATHA JATRA AT PARMA, OHIO
Dr. Debendra Kumar Das

Introduction

Ratha Jatra, also known as the Car or Chariot
Festival is an ancient festival of Orissa. It is
celebrated in a grand scale in the holy city of
Puri, Odisha, from where it possibly originated
centuries ago. With the strong faith and hard
work of the Odia diaspora, this festival has
already spread to other cities in India and abroad
including the United States. This festival is
generally celebrated in temples, which house
Hindu deities; Sri Balabhadra (also known as
Baladeva), Sri Jagannath and Srimati Subhadra.
According to the Hindu calendar, this festival
generally falls in June or July. In June 2018, I went
to the Cleveland Clinic (CC) for my heart checkup.
Although, it is a long way from my home in
Alaska, I have been going to the CC since 2010
because of their superb level of heart treatment.
As luck would have it, during my 2018 visit to the
CC, the Ratha Jatra was taking place around the
same time. The festival took place at the Greater
Cleveland Shiva Vishnu (SV) Temple, located in
Parma, Ohio, which is about 15 miles from the
CC, where I was staying. I got the opportunity to
attend the Ratha Jatra, which I had not seen for
22 years. It was a very pleasant experience for
me. Therefore, I decided to share this experience
with our readers.

The last time I had seen Ratha Jatra was in Puri in
July 1996. And before that, I had observed Ratha
Jatra in my hometown of Kendrapara around
1968, 50 years ago. So, one can imagine my
excitement, when I got the opportunity to see
the Ratha Jatra again, and that too in Cleveland,
USA! Kendrapara has a big presence of Lord
Baladevjiu and every year Ratha Jatra is
celebrated there with a great pomp and
ceremony. However, there they use only one
chariot, whereas in Puri, they use three chariots

one for each deity. In the SV temple in
Parma they also use one chariot.

About the Festival

Ratha Jatra is celebrated in two parts. In the
first part, the deities are brought in the
chariot to Sri Gundicha temple (also known
as MausiMa Mandira), where they were
born. This part of the journey is usually called
the Gundicha Jatra. The deities stay at the
Gundicha Mandira for nine days. In the
second part, they return to their original
abode. The return part of the journey to their
own temple is called the Bahuda Jatra. I
attended the Bahuda Jatra in Puri in 1996
and also in Parma in 2018.

Grateful to Friends

Three friends helped me to attend this
festival. They are: Dr. Birendra Jena, Dr.
Santosh Misra and Dr. Vamshi Avadhanula.
Drs. Jena and Dr. Misra are alumni of my
alma mater, National Institute of Technology,
Rourkela (NITR) and Dr. Avadhanula is my
former MS and Ph.D. student from the
University of Alaska. Dr. Jena and his wife
Mrs. Kalyani Jena are long-time residents of
Cortland, Ohio and have always visited me at
the CC hotel on campus, whenever I come
there for health checkups. Dr. Jena is a 1973
graduate of NITR, whom I knew closely
during our student days. His father and my
maternal uncle were friends and freedom
fighters during the Indian independence
movement and spent time closely at the
Gunanidhi Bhavan in Cuttack, which was the
center of abode for freedom fighters. Dr.
Misra, the ex-Dean of Cleveland State
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University, also a long-time resident of Stow,
Ohio, was a close friend of my cousin brother,
Madhu Sudan Das. They were roommates for
about 3 years, while studying engineering at
Rourkela at our alma mater and graduated in
1968. Although, Dr. Misra was four years senior
to me, I remember meeting him with my cousin
Madhu Sudan during the year 1967-68 at the
hostel of our engineering college. Thereafter, in
every visit to India, my cousin Madhu Sudan
would always inquire “how is Santosh doing?”

Both Santosh Babu and Birendra Babu had
suggested to me last year that, since my visit to
CC coincides with the Ratha Jatra at the SV
temple, I must plan to attend. Both of them
were going to participate as they have been
volunteering at this temple for many years. My
former student, Dr. Avadhanula who works and
lives near Akron, is ever obedient to his
teachers and never misses to visit me at the CC
hotel on campus, with his wife Ms. Roshini
Chavali and son Nirgun during my earlier trips.
Vamshi, a compassionate person, is always
willing to help me. He assured me that he
would come and pick me up from the hotel and
take me to the SV temple. I am grateful to
these three friends who made it possible for
me to attend the festival, which was on a
Sunday on June 10, 2018.

About the Temple

On that day, Vamshi and his family picked me
up from the hotel on the campus of the CC and
brought me to the temple around 11 am. On
the first look, I was greatly impressed with the
temple and its surroundings. The temple sits on
a 22 acre site, filled with lush green trees. I was
told that there are some wetlands also on this
property. The temple originally started in 1985
in a closed restaurant rented as the temple
space. Subsequently the present site was
bought and the construction of the temple was
completed at the present location in
September 1989. Due to the surrounding

woods, the location is very peaceful, serene
and soothing to the mind. This is a good
place to relax outside the temple and
immerse in quiet contemplation.

Inside the temple, there are separate sub-
temples for different deities. I noticed sub-
temples for Shiva and Vishnu. There is a sub-
temple for Sri Baladev, Srimati Subhadra and
Sri Jagannath, which was empty as the
deities were in the Gundicha temple. But this
sub-temple was being decorated for the
arrival, Puja (worshiping) and reinstallation of
the deities at the conclusion of the Bahuda
Jatra. I recognized that there were also sub-
temples of Goddess Laxmi, Goddess Durga
and Lord Ganesha. There were also other
deities inside this temple.

I was looking for the Gundicha (or MausiMa)
temple within the premises. Then I
discovered a small building a few hundred
yards away from the main temple. This small
building was being used as the Gundicha
temple. Inside that building, I noticed the
three deities placed on the altar. In front of
that building a wooden chariot was being
decorated on which the deities will be
carried to their main temple. The chariot had
a square base of about, say 5 feet by 5 feet
and an altar in the center. It was about 10 to
12 feet tall and was covered with colorful
cloth. The chariot had a thick rope in the
front for the devotees to pull and it rested on
a series of wheels, which made the chariot
move easily.

Meeting New Friends

On arrival, we were greeted by Birendra Babu
and Mrs. Kalyani and Santosh Babu. I was
also pleasantly surprised to see my Rourkela
engineering college classmate, Dr. Mahesh
Pati, who had come from Connecticut with
his wife Mrs. Nibedita Pati. I used to visit
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Mahesh and his family at his home in South
Glastonbury, which was close to the house of my
in-laws who lived in Wallingford, Connecticut.
Mahesh introduced me to his brother in law, Dr.
Surendra Dash, a senior physician and his sister,
Mrs. Nandita Dash. They have been in Cleveland
for a long time. I had heard several years ago
from Dr. Kishore Kar, mechanical engineer from
Michigan that Surendra Babu was his elder
brother and both Kishore Babu and Mahesh Babu
had done their graduate studies at the Case
Western University; Dr. and Mrs. Surendra Dash
lived near that campus.

Dr. Birendra Jena introduced me to Dr. Ajaya
Mishra, a 1974 graduate of NITR. I also had the
pleasure of meeting Dr. Surya Patnaik, a graduate
of IIT, Bombay as I recall. Dr. Patnaik had held
responsible position at NASA and Dr. Mishra was
continuing with NASA at the Glenn Research
Center. I met Dr. Dasarathi Ram, another senior
physician of Cleveland area, whom I had met in
prior Orissa Society of Americas annual
conventions. So, attending this Ratha Jatra gave
me an opportunity to get reconnected with
former acquaintances. They were all volunteering
for the Ratha Jatra. There were many volunteers
performing various duties at the festival, and I
did not want to interrupt them by asking
questions. In addition to the Odia volunteers
there were also many volunteers working in the
temple who came from other parts of India.

The Festival

The festival started inside the MausiMa temple
around noon time. The devotees assembled
inside this building to witness the religious
rituals. The worshiping (Puja) with flowers,
offerings, homas (small fire with ghee), chanting
of Sanskrit verses were conducted by the temple
priest. I observed Dr. Prasant Raj, a local
physician had taken the leading role. He was
dressed in a ceremonial robe and wore a turban.
He explained to the devotees sitting in the
audience the story of brothers Lord Baladeva,

Pulling of the chariot by devotees from the
Gundicha temple to the main temple

Lord Jagannath and sister Devi Subhadra and
the significance of Gundicha and Bahuda
Jatra and the role of Goddess Laxmi in this
festival.

When the Puja was over in Gundicha temple,
the three deities were brought out and
placed in the chariot. There were chanting by
devotees, beating of drums, cymbals and
blowing of conch shells. Then the chariot was
pulled by the devotees amid excitement and
joy, down a road gently sloping as shown in
the attached photo. We reached the bottom
of the slope ending in a parking lot to rest for
a while. Temple snacks and fruit drinks were
being served by volunteers, Dr. Surendra
Dash, Dr. Dasarathi Ram and others in that
parking lot. Then the chariot was turned
around and it was pulled up the slope to the
entrance of the main temple. During the
pulling of the chariot, Dr. Birendra Jena and
others were chanting prayers (Sankirtan);
"Harekrishna Hareram", "Hari Bol" and "Jai
Jagannath." We, the devotees who were
pulling the chariot were repeating the
prayers after them. We enjoyed the chariot
pulling immensely and I noticed that
Vamshi's son, Nirgun, who did this for the
first time, was ecstatic with the experience.
Some Americans also took part in the chariot
pulling. Since the chariot was small, we
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covered the distance quickly and arrived at the
entrance to the main temple promptly. Again
special rituals were performed at the main
temple with the supervision and guidance of Dr.
Prasant Raj and priests to move the deities out
of the chariot to their altar in the main temple.
After the deities were reinstalled on their altar,
there was a final Puja followed by Pranam from
all. Then we went downstairs to the dining hall
of the main temple. A delicious vegetarian meal
called Prasad was served.

My Thanks:

As an Odia I am proud that we have preserved
our religious and spiritual culture, even in a far
off land. My niece Ms. Lara Das with her
husband Saroj Mohanty has been conducting
Ratha Jatra, in a small temple in Kalamazoo,

, Michigan for several years. I convey my
heartfelt thanks to all the volunteers, who give
their time unhesitatingly to make this festival
celebrated outside of Odisha year after year. I
have a granddaughter 9 years old, Supriya
Shanti Das who has not seen this festival.
Therefore, it is my dream to bring her to this
festival to pull the chariot with her and tell her
everything about Ratha Jatra someday.

Dr. Debendra Kumar Das, Professor of
Mechanical Engineering, Emeritus & Past
Chairperson, University of Alaska, Fairbanks, AK
99775, USA
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Geeta Govinda Festival
Ipsita Satpathy

The purpose of classical art in India is to bring
both performer and audience closer to the
divine. Odissi, from our beloved state of Odisha,
does that with its movement and music. It
combines the traditions of temple worship and
performance and brings out the best of
spirituality, sculpture, and mythology. The Geeta
Govinda Festival is a journey of rediscovering the
eternal appeal of Jayadeva's lyrical epic Sri
GeetaGovinda, the well-known Sanskrit classic
composed in the twelfth century as a musical
offering to Jagannatha, the presiding deity of
Srimandira at Srikshetra Puri. This dedicated
dance festival presents GeetaGovinda through
fresh interpretations in music and dance. It offers
the audience a complete aesthetic experience of
Jayadeva's Geetagovinda through sangeeta in its
holistic connotation of geeta, vadya and nritya.

The 12th century magnum opus of poet Sri
Jayadeva Geeta Govinda, is a favorite of many
dancers. The twenty-four ashtapadis, have been
providing generations of rasikas a divine
experience. It is not surprising that the poem
rapidly spread around India soon after it was
completed, reaching even Kerala where it is sung
in the Sopanam style till date at the famous
Guruvaayur temple of Krishna. In the South, it is
sung as Krishna Naama Sankirtana. Poetry and
paintings of Rajasthan and Gujrat are influenced
by this masterpiece. Dance and music in Manipur
embraces the Geeta Govinda’s melodies. Several
noted poet saints of the south like
Annamacharya have acknowledged being
influenced by this composition. Geeta Govinda
was written in the early part of the 12th century
by Poet Sri Jayadeva. Jayadeva was born in the
village of Kendubilwa on the banks of the river
Prachi, in Puri region. It is said that he became a
Sanskrit scholar at a very early age. By divine
interference he married Padmavati, the daughter

of a south Indian family. It is also said that
there he wrote the Geeta Govinda. Although
the dance form has moved to a secular stage,
the eight-hundred-year-old text's popularity
continues to be relevant in our times, in
exploring the relationship between Krishna
and Radha, the allegory of the human
aspiration towards the Divine is understood.
The 2019 festival held in March brought out
the love, longing and lyricism in Sri Jayadeva’s
masterpiece of Bhakti Shringar.

The first of its kind in the United States, the
Geeta Govinda festival attempts to showcase
traditional and new choreography of the
twenty-four songs of Geetagovinda and few
of its slokas. The festival presents dance
interpretation of the songs primarily in the
solo format but duets and group items are
also included. The Festival endeavors to
popularize this masterpiece from Odisha to
new audiences in the United States through
discourse and presentation. Now in its 3rd
year, The Geeta Govinda Festival of Dance
and Music featuring traditional and new
choreography of Sri Jayadeva’s Geeta
Govinda in the Chicago area has received a
resounding reception. For the last few years,
it has been a free annual event hosted by
Utkalaa Center for Odissi Dance, based in the
Chicago suburbs. Through creative
collaboration with artists belonging to
various classical dance and music disciplines,
it has become a coveted event for artists as
well as art lovers in the region. Musicologists
and Scholars along with Artistic Directors of
premier dance institutions in the Chicago
area have participated at the event in the
past years. Odissi, Carnatic, and Hindustani
music, ChhendaMelam, Sopanam music,
Manipuri, Bharatanatyam, MohiniAttam,
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Kuchipudi, Kathak and Odissi dance have been
presented in solo, duet and group formats
showcasing the artistic expressions of various
styles of dance and temple traditions from
different regions in India. A highlight of the
event are new choreographies presented by
the artists and choreographers for an entirely
new audience. The organizing team is
composed of Artistic Directors of various dance
institutions in the area and is a labor of love for
the teachers. The rich imageries and emotions,
interpreted in truly collaborative presentations
have been the highlight of the festival.

Utkalaa Center for Odissi dance is a premier
dance institution in the Chicago area dedicated
to Odissi Classical dance under director Smt.
Ipsita Satpathy. Utkalaa, the sole institution in
the Chicago area dedicated to preservation,
and propagation of the ancient art form of
Odissi. Ipsita has over two decades of
performance and teaching experience and is a
well-known artist and supporter of Indian

Classical dance and allied arts in the area. She
continuously strives for new and effective ways
to communicate the beauty of Odissi to new
and diverse audiences through vibrant and
creative choreography. Her dedication to
teaching this age-old tradition has earned her
recognition including Master Artist Award from
State of Illinois and other national and
international recognitions as well as Kalashree
award from the Odisha Society. She continues
to volunteer her time to a career in teaching
and performing Odissi while pursuing a career
as an executive in corporate strategy.

Smt. Ipsita Satpathy lives in Naperville, IL with
her husband Sushant Satpathy and two sons
Rishi and Dev Satpathy.
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Beautiful sites in Odisha
Tanisha Senapati

Orissa is state with natural beauty. It is home to
exotic beaches along with significant shrines,
amazing forts, vibrant ethnicity; and almost
everything is colorful. A radiant flaunt of heritage
and history is found in the monuments of Orissa
like the Udayagiri and Khandagiri caves. Owing to
varying landforms, Orissa possesses sparkling
waterfalls and indeed carries a sprawling
biodiversity. There is so much to see and do in
Odisha, which is why we all can be proud to call it
our home. Here are some of Odisha’s best sites,
temples and more.

Odisha is unique. With its people, geography,
climate, food, music, dress, customs and
traditions, it is a magically traditional and
incredible state of India that comes alive with a
rich cultural heritage. Our temples, our musical
tradition and our paintings show how important
and wonderful the Odisha culture is to be a part
of.

Puri

Besides the renowned Jagannath Puri Temple,
Puri is brimming with many other spectacular
locations; like the beach. This is often referred to
as the Golden Beach of Puri, because of the
sparkling golden sand. There are several other
religious places to visit in Puri like Shree Lokanath
Temple, Bedi Hanuman Temple, Shree Gundicha
Temple, Chakra Teertha Temple and Mausima
Temple. Puri is one of the destinations of the
most revered Char Dham Yatra.

Jagannath Temple

This temple of Lord Jagganath (Shree Krishna)
dates back to 12th century and is among the
most important temples of Odisha. The temple is
popular in other parts of India too for its Ratha

Yatra festival. Jagannath Puri is an important
Hindu pilgrimage center of India, mainly
because of the fact that this temple happens
to be one of the four destinations for Chaar
Dhaam Yatra. Char Dham Yatra circuit is
considered to have major significance in a
Hindu’s life. Other than Puri, Badrinath,
Rameswaram, and Dwarka are also included
in the holy circuit. It is located on the coast of
the Bay of Bengal and is venerated by the
followers of Vaishnavas. As per the legend,
the King who made this temple had a vision
in his dream of Lord Jagannath. In the dream,
the Lord asked the king if could build a
temple, and so the king did.

Sun Temple

Sun Temple of Konark (Odisha) is popular in
India, owing to its striking design. This
temple is dedicated to Lord Surya (Sun God)
and has been listed as a World Heritage Site.
That’s not it; the temple has also been
featured in the list of Seven Wonders of
India. The temple was built in 13th century,
by King Narsimhadeva I. The temple looks
like a chariot, which is ornamented and is
believed to belong to the Sun God. The
entrance faces east. This was done so that
the first rays of the sun would strike its main
entrance. Some of the structures of the
temple fell sometime around 1837, and a
collection of the same has been put into
Konark Archeological Museum.

Nandan Kanan Zoological Park

Covering about 990 acres of land,
Nandankanan Zoological Park has expansive
wildlife, with botanical garden and a lake too.
Some part of Nandankanan Zoological Park
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has been declared a sanctuary. The park is
mainly known for its white-tigers, Asiatic lions
and Indian Crocodiles. The zoo also has an
aquarium which houses a variety of fresh-water
fish. Nandankanan Zoological Park also
promotes the idea of animal adoption and
manages breeding programs for white tigers
and crocodiles.

Udayagiri and Khandagiri Caves

Carved by nature and men, Udayagiri and
Khandagiri Caves are situated on two hills.
About 35 caves were excavated from both the
hills. Hathigumpha, Ganeshagumpha and Rani
Ka Naur are known for their exceptionally
brilliant engravings. The Ananta Cave has
carved figures of elephants, athletes, women
and geese. Besides the fine exhibition of
craftsmanship, you can savor the beautiful view
of the vicinity from the summit of Khandagiri
Hill. Udatagiti and Khandagiri Caves are popular
caves in Orissa.

Barabati Fort

Close to Barabati Stadium, Barabati Fort is
datable to 14th century. Its moat, gate and
earthen mound paint a picture of the past. It
narrates the tale of Ganga Dynasty and
overlooks the splendid view of the Mahanadi
River. Originally it covered about 102 acres of
land and used to be a nine-storied structure.
This has lost its charm, however; but today it
can be listed as a popular fort in Orissa.

Bhubaneswar

The capital of Orissa, Bhubaneswar has a rich

history datable to three thousand years back.
The name of the city has been derived from the
word Tribhuneswar (Lord Shiva), which literally
means Lord of Three Worlds. Also regarded as
The Temple City of India, Bhubaneswar merges
with Puri and Konark to a venerated pilgrimage
circuit creating The Golden Triangle of Orissa.

Waterfalls

Most of Orissa is covered with hills and
plateaus and this makes it a state with beautiful
waterfalls. Highest waterfall of Orissa is
Barehipani Waterfall, which is 399 meters tall.
This is a two-tiered waterfall located in Simlipal
National Park. The area is peaceful and
enchanting. Other popular waterfalls of Odisha
are Putudi Falls, Khandadhar Falls and
Harishankar Falls.

Tribal Villages

To experience the austerity of an urban
township, visit the villages of Orissa. Orissa
alone is home to about 62 types of tribes.
Some of the most popular tribal villages for the
tourists in Orissa are Rayagada and Onukadelli.
Rayagada is known for its wall paintings and its
market and Onukadelli is renowned for its
markets.

Tanisha Senapati is a 12-year old, who lives
with her parents, Rabindra and Bijayalaxmi
Senapati at Lakeville, Minnesota. Her hobbies
include swimming, math, ice-skating, and
science.

184

U R M I  :  2 0 1 9  G o l d e n  J u b i l e e  - O S A  S o u v e n i r



Odisha and USA:
A Few Contrasting Differences
Aditya Patnaik

Last December, we went to Odisha to meet our
extended family. We had a wonderful time there
and, also, we got to see many historic places and
heritage sites such as Dhauli, Konark, and Puri.
During the trip, I noticed quite a few differences
between the USA and Odisha, which I thought of
expressing here.

It was fascinating to observe that there were
extraordinary differences in structures in the
monuments. There were many originality and
uniqueness in each of the monuments in Odisha,
which are rare here in America. For example,
when we went to the Puri temple, we saw
beautiful artworks outside the Jagannath temple.
Afterwards when we went to the Konark temple,
the images carved on the temple were
exceptionally beautiful, and the sun dial on the
wheels were just amazing. But when I compared
the carvings to those on the Puri temple, the
images were so different from each other,
though they were beautiful in their own way. In
America, the historical carving and designs have
been mostly derived from Roman art and
architecture, or some contemporary
architectures. There isn’t as much originality in
monument structures and designs compared to
those in Odisha.

The population density is high in Odisha, so
usually people have many friends. In our
Bhubaneswar neighborhoods, we quickly became
friends with many families. One good thing was I
got to play cricket there, which I just love. From 4
pm to 6 pm, kids played outside together. Even
though I haven’t been to Odisha for a long time, I
still made friends and played with all of them
almost every day. In America, on the other hand,
houses are so spread apart in a neighborhood
that there aren’t many people to play with. Also,
for half of the year, it is too cold to play outside,

we are forced to stay indoors. Also, that
makes it hard to meet new people and make
friends with new neighbors. Finally, because
US kids have so many video game consoles
and electronics that they don’t come outside
to play.

Another big difference
that I noticed in Odisha was the sides of
roads were badly littered, unlike the clean
sidewalks maintained in US. Also, it seemed,
the roads weren’t paved very well, whereas,
very clearly paved roads in US help the traffic
move safely and efficiently. I noticed in India
that traffic laws weren’t very well
implemented and followed. For example,
some people would just walk on roads with
their animals, some other would just turn
their vehicles wherever they wanted, and
some would even drive on the wrong side of
the road. I feel that if there were more police
and stricter laws, the road littering and
undisciplined traffic problems could be
solved, and the roads could become cleaner
and safer. Also, after seeing the difficult living
conditions for some population in Odisha, I
really want to do a project to help the poor
and the needy kids. I am hoping that next
time when I will to go to Odisha, I can assist
organizations or create a fundraiser myself to
help the needy people.

All in all, Odisha and
America have huge differences in culture,
infrastructure and dynamics, which I really
loved seeing and contrasting. I can’t wait to
go back to Odisha again!

Dayton, Ohio
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Loving Oriya and Odisha
Sweta Dash

I really can’t remember when I first started
loving Oriya and Odisha. But I clearly remember
the day I felt intense pain of separation from it.
It was the day I left Odisha to come to Toronto,
Canada for the first time in 1975. I was young
and lived a completely protected life up to that
time - always stayed in Odisha with my parents
even when I went to college. This was a
complete new experience for me. I was newly
married. I left my family, my country and
travelled 10,000 miles to be with my husband
in a completely foreign land. There was a
feeling of excitement, wonder and fear all
mixed together within me. For the first time I
realized how much I loved my parents, my
family and home in Odisha. And how much I
missed listening to familiar voices and sounds
in Oriya. Feelings of separation helps us to
realize what we truly value.

International telephone connections were not
very good at that time. There were no Internet,
no smart phones, WhatsApp, FaceTime or any
other video calls. In fact we had to book an
international person-to-person telephone call
with an operator to connect to Odisha.
Operator used to call us back after many hours,
sometimes in the middle of the night whenever
they could get the connection. Costs of those
telephone calls were expensive - about $30 per
call. I remember the first time I was able to
connect with my mother by telephone from
Toronto; my heart was pounding with
excitement. I was planning to say many things
to her: all about the place, things I have seen
and my new life. But the second I heard her
voice calling my name from other end, tears
came rolling down my eyes and in my broken
choking voice all I could utter was ”Maa’’. Then
there was silence from both sides; none of us

could speak a word. We could only hear each
other’s soft sounds of cry. That silence spoke
thousand words and connected us at a deeper
level that we never experienced before.

She managed to ask how I am doing. I managed
to say I am fine. Operator’s voice came in
reminding us that it was already 5 minutes and
it was going to cost way more if we continued.
With a mix of tears, smiles and contentment we
said good-bye promising to write letters, which
used to take 10 to 15 days to reach Odisha from
Toronto. It also took that long for a letter to
come back from Odisha. Generally if we asked
something in a letter, we would get the answer
in 20 to 30 days. Very far from the WhatsApp
instant messages that we all are used to now.
My mother being a writer and a poet used to
write 25-page letters filled with expression of
love of a mother for her daughter and detailed
accounts of everything back home, which
literally took me back to Odisha every time I
read it. It also created a yearning to meet and
connect with other Oriyas in Toronto to
recreate feelings of home away from home.

By that time my husband was in Canada for 5
years already. Being a very bright student, he
received scholarship to come to Canada for
higher studies. By the time we got married, he
had already finished his master’s degree in
systems design (computer studies) from the
University of Waterloo, Canada, and was
working for IBM. He bought a two-bed room
condominium in Toronto and got the apartment
all furnished before I came. He was already part
of the Oriya community there and quite
popular with friends with his singing
capabilities and humorous jokes. We were
invited to a welcome reception at Manaranjan
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Babu and Mini Apa’s house. It was truly a
memorable day for me. Meeting all the Oriya
families, wearing sari, talking in Oriya with so
many people and eating sumptuous food from
Mini Apa’s cooking felt like I was back home in
Odisha. That feeling of home, like back in
Odisha, came even stronger when my husband
organized the OSA convention in Canada for the
first time. Our apartment was filled with Oriya
families. They were all unknown to me before
that weekend. But within 2 days, I felt, they were
all part of my extended family.

It was decided that some of the cooking for
convention will be done in our apartment.
Fortunately, or unfortunately, I didn’t know any
cooking at that time. I was trying to learn cooking
from a cookbook with occasional disastrous
result. Visiting families from Detroit and Boston
took over the kitchen. I just watched them in awe
and amazement, having never seen such
efficiency in cooking up to that time. There were
100 people gathered together for the
convention. Meeting so many people from
Odisha, seeing Odissi dance, watching the entire
program created deep impression in me. I found
the connection of a family in a distant land.
Suddenly I felt, Toronto was no longer a foreign
land; it was home.

The fondest memory of my childhood is listening
to my mother’s mellifluous voice reciting Oriya
poetry. My mother loved poetry. She used to get
inspired by seeing sun setting or clouds floating
in the sky and start reciting poems from famous
writers. Poetry was ever present in our house
throughout our childhood, during breakfast or
teatime or anytime. My father was a science
major and didn’t write poetry. But he would
listen to my mother’s recitation with intent
interest with a soft admiring smile on his face.
My mother loved writing poetry. To me it felt as if
poetry flowed through her like a touch of spring,
like the water in a brook, or like the first drop of
rain. It was as if nature and life expressing
themselves through her words.

She published her first poetry book at the
age of 16 after her marriage. My father was
her inner strength and was instrumental for
her book publication. Loving Oriya poetry
was natural for me. My mother also made
sure that I learned to appreciate Oriya
language by refusing to send me to an
English medium school. That is why I was
very surprised when she agreed to send me
to Canada. My husband’s knowledge and
love of Oriya literature, in spite of his
engineering background, truly impressed my
mother. My husband also became the editor
of OSA newsletter for many years. Being with
Oriya families, attending OSA conventions,
discussing Oriya literature recreated that
special feeling of home even in Canada. I
finished my master’s degree in the University
of Toronto. Then we moved to California,
USA; I was pregnant with our first child.
Again, I was coming to a new country and a
new place. But the beauty of California filled
my heart with a sense of awe and joy. With
my husband by my side, I felt, the world was
a wonderful place.

Love, care and friendships of the San
Francisco Bay Area Oriya group instantly
made me feel at home. My heart was filled
with gratitude for the blessing of having
these people in my life. They became part of
our extended family. They became our two
kids’ brothers, sisters, Mamu. Maain, Mausi,
Mausa, Aja and Aaee. We made sure our
children would learn how to speak in Oriya. I
also started and taught Oriya (at the
Chinmaya Mission, Los Altos) for 3 years,
teaching our kids basic reading and writing
skills. Even though this is my personal story I
know many Oriyas like me also went through
similar experiences. Our extended Oriya
family feeling has been the real strength of
our community. They help us to stay
connected to our roots and they have also
become our strength and support over the
years.
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OSA convention has been the source of our
connection to Odisha’s art and culture. Every
time I see these little girls all dressed up in
Odissi outfit dancing meticulously on stage, my
heart gets filled with joy. I feel admiration for
their parents for their great dedication. When I
see our second-generation kids performing
Odissi dance (at a level I have never seen
before even in Odisha,) I feel immense pride. At
the convention in 1994, I saw SriGopal
Mohanty’s direction and production of famous
Oriya story ‘Chaa Maana Atha Guntha” written
by the 19th century writer Fakir Mohan
Senapati. It was truly an epic drama with
superb acting. But what was most amazing to
me was the dedication of actors to perform
such a complex subject with true authenticity. I
could see the true love and respect of Gopal
Babu for this art form and literature, which
enabled him to create something extraordinary.
Then I heard little boys and girls singing Odissi,
Champu and Chhanda for competition at the
convention. I couldn’t believe my ears. How can
it be possible when it is so hard to hear them in

Odisha? Dedication of Lata Mishra made this
impossible task possible. She had to face many
challenges, but her love for this art form and
faith won over all obstacles. These are only few
examples. There are many more examples of
such dedication to our culture.

We are completing 50 years of the OSA and will
celebrate it in the July 4th weekend in Atlantic
City. I feel the Oriya community and OSA
conventions have contributed immensely to the
lives of people like me. People who came to a
distant foreign land with fear and
apprehensions but found home away from
home. I just wanted to express my heart-felt
appreciation to all those people who worked
tirelessly so that we can experience Odisha
even in a foreign land. Your love for Oriya and
Odisha made it possible.

Let us celebrate with gratitude & joy.

6789 Glenview Drive, San Jose, CA 95120
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Cuttack Bali Jatra:
The Grand Festival
Becomes Grander
Annapurna Pandey

Growing up in Cuttack, I always have taken pride
in being a Cuttakia and believed that I knew
everything there was to know about the historic
Bali Jatra, a festival so special to this city. As
children, we looked forward to the annual Jatra
all year long. This festival took place about two
kilometers away from my parent’s home where I
spent my childhood and adolescence. I was
deprived of the fun and festivities when I was
away spending a few years at a premier
university in Delhi. Then I came back to Cuttack
to spend the rest of my adult life till the age 30.
For the last several decades, I have been living
abroad. After a long absence, when I visited Bali
Jatra last year, I was taken by surprise. Bali Jatra
is no longer just a celebration for the city of
Cuttack, but it has also taken a Pan-Indian form,
with a grander, more magnificent display of
wealth and resources. It has become an
extravaganza of art, culture, technology, and
spread of Bollywood, making the festival more
dramatic and colorful. It also showcases village
artisans, especially women, and it offers a happy
combination of traditional and modern India.

Bali Jatra is the biggest festival ever, a three-day-
long celebration on the banks of Mahanadi,
starting on Kartika Purnima, which marks the
closure of the holiest month of the lunar year,
Kartika. The landmark Jatra marks the beginning
of winter. The full moon day of the Kartika month
is observed as a remembrance of Odisha's glory
of its maritime traditions. Today, the glory of
ancient Odisha is symbolized as the festival of sail
boats with lighted lamps. People sail biotas
(boats) made out of banana leaf, and now, many
new varieties made-up of plastic, papier-mâché
and cardboard papers etc., in the sea, river or in

pond with flowers and lighted lamps.

In the ancient times, Odisha, then known as
Utkal, was known for maritime trade. The
sadhabas (maritime traders) used to sail off
to distant Indonesian archipelagos (Java,
Sumatra, Borneo and Bali) for trade and
cultural exchange in boitas. They chose the
Kartika Purnima, an auspicious day, for
starting their onward voyages. Then the
sadhaba bohus (wives and womenfolk of the
sadhabas) gathered on the seashore to bid
their husbands farewell, for safe and
successful voyage. They used to sing "Aa-Ka-
Ma-Bai”, which is the abbreviation of the four
lunar months (Aa for the month Aswina, Ka
for Kartika, Ma for Margasira and Bai for
Baisakah) and signifies that those months
were safe for voyage. The river bank
reverberated with the sounds from the
sankha (conch), ghanta (bell), hulahuli (an
auspicious sound made with rolling of
tongue) and lights from dipa (lamp). The
maritime trade by the sadhabas is now a
memory. But the past tradition is still alive in
a symbolic form as Boita bandana utshava.
After an early morning bath on the Kartika
Purnima, people of all ages gather to sail
miniature replicas of boitas made of banana
barks or solo (pith) in nearby rivers, ponds or
water bodies. They fill the boitas with a little
grain, beetle leaves, and nuts, which are
symbolic of merchandise, and a tiny oil/ghee
lamp as a nostalgic reminder of ancient
tradition, uttering the limerick "Aa, Ka, Ma,
Bai. Pana gua thoi. Pana gua tora. Masaka
dharma mora," which literally means: dear
mother river, come and accept my betel and
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betel nut and bestow me with the good deeds
of the auspicious Kartik month. Then, they are
joined by the womenfolk, who break their
Kartika brata, or fasting ritual. I had the
pleasure of participating in this festival in 2017
and 2018 and reveled in the spectacular site
when the pond in front of my house was
illuminated with the lights from the tiny lamps
in these miniature boats.

While growing up in Cuttack, my experience of
the boita bandana ritual went like this: we
would wake up at the crack of dawn, walk to
the river, Mahanadi, to take a dip before dawn,
offer betel nut on a betel leaf in a boat made
up of plantain skin, and send it off in the water
making a wish for the blessings of the river
divine. We then make a beeline to have a
darsan of Lord Siva at Gadgadia Ghat. By
evening, we are ready to go to Bali Jatra,
pushing ourselves through the crowd under the
strict vigilance of an elder, buying all sorts of
earthenware toys (plastic was non-existent),
eating famous thunka Puri (a giant puff bread
made up of white flour, straight coming out of
hot oil) with Chenna tarkari, (paneer in a gravy),
riding the merry-go-rounds and hand-drawn
swings, and finally, ending the evening with
pink cotton candy as we wait for hours to get a
cycle-rickshaw to bring us home.

Today, the Jatra has physically expanded from
the upper ground of Barabati Fort to the sandy
banks of Mahanadi, stretching over about ten
kilometers of the coast. The Jatra ground is
marked by a massive gate crowning a boita,
(the replica of a ship that the traders used to
sail to trade in faraway places like Java,
Sumatra, and surrounding islands). Boita
bandana continues to be a symbolic worship of
the sailboat, reminiscent of maritime trade,
that once flourished in the state of Odisha. The
traditional three-day-long Jatra has been
extended to ten days of celebration. because it
is virtually impossible to cover the entire Jatra

in one day. The festival stretches from the
upper to lower grounds with thousands of
stalls. The number of stalls has also increased,
with a wider range of traditional household
goods being sold, such as spices, dry fish,
brooms, cups, garments, and textiles. These
goods are not just produced in Odisha, but
now are produced all over India. One can buy
various types of modern gadgets, small or
large, such as telephones, a wide variety of
toys, bikes, motorbikes, and cars. Even
innovative and cutting-edge gadgets are
launched, while Ollywood films and television
programs are also inaugurated on the Jatra
ground.

The Bali Jatra festival has become a grand
celebration which people from all over Odisha
come to enjoy. The major attraction is the
panoramic, open ground where the night
never stops, and nobody sleeps under the star-
studded sky. With better transportation
facilities people from all over Odisha come
together to celebrate Jatra and participate in
the festival. Now travel between states has
become much easier, so, it is common to see
vendors from nearby states, such as West
Bengal, and from farther states, like Uttar
Pradesh, Rajasthan, and Gujarat.

Food is a major attraction at the festival, and
represents different parts of Odisha as well as
of India. Innovative dishes are a big hit among
the Bali Jatra visitors. Thunka puri, which was
a popular food item when I was growing up, is
still part of the Jatra menu, but added many
novel dishes have been added as well.
Traditional dishes, like thunka puri, dahi bara-
aloo dum (fried lentil balls dipped in yogurt
with mouthwatering potato curry) and mudhi
mutton (puffed rice with mutton curry, a
cuisine from the city of Baripada, Mayurbhanj)
are still popular, but people are also keen on
paying top prices to try new dishes. Pineapple
chicken, mushroom chili roti, bamboo chicken
(chicken roasted in a piece of bamboo stem on
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the stove) and fried ice cream (cashew paste and
cornflakes cooked with the ice-cream), are very
popular. Families, and especially young people,
come to Jatra to try trendy snack-food like
kababs, pastries, noodles and fried ice-creams,
which satisfy both vegetarian and non-vegetarian
palettes.

Along with textile and all kinds of state-
specialized garments, the Jatra is also famous for
its exhibition of handicrafts from all over India.
Dishes and cooking utensils, including pots and
pans, are very popular to showcase and sell.
Today, people are reverting to historical
preferences for earthen pots and pans, which
promote better health.

The earthenware dolls from my time are no
longer a major attraction, and are now have been
replaced with more modern toys which no more
promote environmental awareness. Many
women’s self-help groups (SHGs) have produced
beautiful toys, such as dolls, kites, pen-stands,
photo-frames, and flower-pots, among other
household necessities manufactured from used
paper. Products like toys, brooms, mats, etc. are
made of Sabai grass, which grows in the hill
tracts of Kandhamal, has become another major
attraction. Women from this region come to
display their creations and are seen working on
site to transform the Sabai grass to beautiful
artifacts, turning unwanted waste to useful
products.

Many artisans, specializing in household
products, come from far and wide and join the
festival to showcase their handicrafts and
handlooms. The artisans get the rare opportunity
to display their beautiful creations in different
stalls. This year, Tirumalla Saha, from Assam, has
showcased vanity bags made with bamboo, a
popular item at the fair. Odias find it very
surprising that bamboo can produce beautiful
creations, other than floor mats.

Cultural programs are also major attractions in

the Bali Jatra. The state sponsors Odissi, and
several folk dances and types of music from
every corner of Odisha. Every evening,
cultural activities are packed with
performances by well-known artists from the
state, as well as across India. Even Indonesian
dancers came to perform at the festival this
year, as part of a state cultural exchange
program.

This year, I learned that the Jatra is not only
reflecting on the culture but also refracts our
culture. For example, hijras are given a
special spot to showcase their talent as well
as their leadership. A stall, completely
manned by the twelve hijras, also known as
Kinnars, has been introduced since last year.
They produce many beautiful materials, like
incense sticks, scented soaps, and herbal
products, among other things that have been
attracting huge numbers of customers to
their stall. Their goods range from twenty to
two hundred Rupees, and their beautiful
attire and positive spirit have made them
showstoppers this year. Different nonprofit
organizations (NGOs), socially responsive
corporations, and Self Help Groups (SHG) are
also spreading their message. This year, an
awareness camps for Women’s
empowerment has been installed, educating
people about gender sensitization, women’s
education, and economic empowerment.
They are offering information how to report
violence, sexual abuse, dowry and any sort of
injustice against women, and this is very
popular among the visitors.

Cuttack, the ancient capital of Odisha, is
known for its historical glory, fame, and rich
cultural heritage. Since 1949, Bhubaneswar
has become the new capital of the state and
most administrative offices have moved
there. Now, all the state’s developments are
taking place in Bhubaneswar, leaving Cuttack
deserted and forlorn. Even though it is
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known for having the oldest medical university,
major private hospitals have opened up in the
capital city. There has been a paradigm shift
between Cuttack and Bhubaneswar. In the
Middle Ages, trade was quite common, and all
the maritime trade started from the banks of
Mahanadi river. Cuttack still has the Barabati
Fort symbolizing the power and glory it once
had. Since India’s independence, the state’s
identity, prosperity and progress is tied to
Bhubaneswar. It is not a surprise that since last
year, Bhubaneswar also has started Bali Jatra,
on the banks of the Kuakhai river, a branch of
Mahanadi. Still, the extraordinary extravaganza
of art, culture, and heritage demonstrated at
the Bali Jatra defines the uniqueness of Cuttack
and the state of Odisha. Bali Jatra has only
become more dramatic and colorful with

today’s use of technology and social media.
Participating in this year’s Jatra reminded me
of writer, artist and philosopher Makato
Fujiama’s work Culture Care, in which he says
that there has been a great effort in many
societies that have endured many ruptures to
restore and heal their culture to ‘come back
beautiful, vulnerable and whole in their broken
places’. Bali Jatra celebrations connect different
pieces of Odia past and showcases Odisha’s
achievement in the present.

101 Lisa Court,
Santa Cruz, California 95060
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A Small Community’s
15-Year Journey
Mamata Misra

It started in October 2004 around Dasahara,
when Austin, Texas had only about 20 or so Odia
families. Austin Hindu Temple (AHT) was starting
out. One day, one of us, Tusar Swami, had a crazy
dream that he shared in a simple email, quoted
below:

“As most of you know the Austin Hindu Temple
(AHT) has acquired 76 acre of land and is in the
process of building a grand temple. How nice it
will be if we, Odias can have our Ista Devata
Jagannath, Balabhadra and Subhadra in the main
temple! Then we can have our Annual Ratha
Jatra right here in Austin.”

A temple? How can we pull through something
that big? The idea was mostly outside of the
imagination, passion, or capacity of the small
community. The response was lukewarm at best.
But no one objected. After all, in matters of
Gods, who is a man to object? Thus, an uncertain
community embarked on an unclear journey
through unknown territory, one milestone at a
time, over a foggy mountain trail, driven by a
one-man engine, as if powered by the magic of
Sri Jagannath Himself. Tusar started his
homework, reaching out to leaders associated
with Jagannath temples in other cities, collecting
relevant information, learning and sharing with
the community. He wrote a proposal that got
accepted by the AHT Board, adding a new reality
to the dream. In 2005, the Austin Odia
community participated in the groundbreaking
ceremony, the Bhumi puja, of the land where the
phase one construction of the temple would
begin.

Slowly but surely things started moving. A multi-
purpose community hall with a kitchen was
completed in spring 2007, where small

ceremonial idols were installed for all the
AHT deities including Sri Jagannath parivar
idols brought from Puri. Community
members visiting Odisha started procuring
and bringing materials needed for puja and
festivities, which in turn excited others. Not
long before Deva Snana Purnima, the
community met to decide what to do about
Ratha Jatra in such a short time. By then, the
community was no longer lukewarm or
uncertain about this project; more and more
people had jumped into the bandwagon, and
the vehicle had grown more engines to add
noise, and fun to the collective journey.

However small, the community did not lack
the skills and enthusiasm needed to build a
ratha from scratch in a few months.
Engineers, carpenters, tailors, and painters
among us took to work and a well-thought
out, colorful, and functional ratha was ready
to roll on time for the very first Austin Ratha
Jatra, which has become an annual event,
drawing hundreds of people from Austin and
other cities. The ratha jatra is also used to
showcase Odissi dances and honor one
individual every year with the offer of the
special Chhera Pahnara (sweeping)
opportunity in front of the Lord.

In 2008, monthly Jagannatha darpani
abhisekas started. These events fulfilled
important religious, spiritual, cultural, and
social desires and needs of the community.
Young families kept coming with babies in
arms, towing toddlers behind. A bhajan
booklet with many traditional Odia bhajans
was compiled which was put to use for group
singing during the change of attire for Sri
Jagannath. We also started researching,
learning, and sharing articles about various
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aspects of the Jagannath culture through the
temple publications.

In 2010, Gajapati Maharaja of Puri visited Austin,
and gave an educational presentation on the
history and uniqueness of Sri Jagannath of Puri
and encouraging the community to carry on the
work with an attitude to serve, making authentic
resources and expert advice from Puri a little
more accessible. But always it seemed there was
a magical aspect to it. Things needed often
happened unexpectedly – beautiful garlands or
attires appearing from kind strangers that fit
perfectly as if they were made to order, answers
to important questions from someone you meet
accidentally, and so on.

In 2012, we reorganized our bhajans and created
a new bhajan book that included pictures,
Sanskrit compositions from Gita Govinda, and
suktas and mantras chanted during the puja by
the priests. We fondly named it ‘Nirmalya’. The
main temple construction was expected to be
complete in 2013, where the permanent idols
would be installed. This called for a whole new
focus – raising funds and getting the large idols
made in the traditional way. A karigar in Puri was
selected after consultation with Gajapati
Maharaja, and the process started with
identification of an appropriate tree that would
provide the wood (daru) needed A daru brahma
homa was done in Puri after the carving was
completed. The daru images were covered with
seven prescribed layers to complete the creation
of the idols. Beshas needed for special occasions
were also created for the new idols. In the
beginning of 2013, everything was packed and
boxed into 18 big trunks and shipped from Puri to
Chennai to be placed in a container with all the
other deities made in different parts of India and
loaded into a ship bound for Houston, USA.

Now, we had to figure out how the Ratna Vedi
was to be created. More research was needed
and expert advice from Puri was sought. We
learned that saligrama and precious metals along

with specific Yantras and other special items
were to be embedded in the vedi just under
the seats of the deities during pratishtha.
Again Tusar went to work, organizing
procurement of each special item, and
getting them brought over. In spite of many
obstacles, somehow magically, everything
arrived just in time for the prana pratishtha
of the new idols in the main temple - a six-
day ceremony, performed in June 2013, with
the help of numerous priests who had come
from India. Prana pratishta took place a little
after 2 am by a few priests. As the auspicious
moment arrived, all except the priests waited
outside in the dark and to their joyful
surprise, a light rain drizzled from the sky as
if to bless the occasion.

The new idols being much bigger than the
previous ones, the community remodeled
the ratha, expanding the area for the 2013
Ratha Jatra. In 2014, we transliterated in
Devanagari script the Odia book called Daru
Brahmanka Sankhipta Puja Paddhati,
approved by the Mukti Mandap of the Puri
temple, and worked with the temple priests
to implement the procedures in the monthly
abhisekas. In 2015, the Naba Kalebara year,
our two-year old deities did not need new
bodies. But we installed a new statue of
Garuda on a new Garuda stambha. Also, we
got silver filigreed mukutas made in Odisha,
which made visitors pause and stare in awe
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during Naba Joubana Darshana. Many people
said that they had never seen such beautiful
ornaments. We also created tahias for use
during Ratha jatra. That year, Swami
Tejomayananda, the global head of Chinmaya
Mission, visited the Temple on the day of Ratha
Yatra, and during his discourse said, “If your
natha is Jagannatha, you can never be anatha.”

Traditional ornamentation of the temple also
started in 2015, making AHT look like an Indian
temple with distinct architectural features
found in South India. Thirteen shilpis from India
have been sculpting traditional shapes and
symbols inside and outside the temple
buildings, turning the abodes of deities into
authentic looking temples and works of art.
AHT is designed by Padmasri Muthaiah
Stapathi, who is the architect for many temples
in the US, including the Nashville Ganesh
Temple, HCCNA in Alabama, and Minneapolis
Hindu Temple. We aspired to ornament Sri
Jagannath sanctum so that it will remind us of
the Kalinga style architecture found in temples
in Odisha. Muthaiah ji understood our wish and
drew in many features that the shilpis crafted
skillfully. Some of these are listed below:

A sanctum with large visible sankha, chakra,
gada and padma

The top domes and corner projections inspired
by Kalinga style

Under the Amalaka Sila (top stone), a sculpture
of flying Hanuman as present in the top part of
the Jagannath temple in Puri

Kalinga style two-bodied-single-faced lions at
the front corners of the Amalaka sila
Gajalakshmi in the top center

An ornamented backrest to give the
appearance of a traditional simhasana

The Garuda stambha with Garuda’s eyes

meeting the feet of the deities allowing a
traditional darshan from behind Garuda

Nilachakra on top with Patita Pabana Bana

We also improvised to add more features that
the architect couldn’t provide:

A pattachitra-inspired laser engraving
on a customized granite slab that
covers the front and seat of the
simhasana

Pattachitra cutouts of dasa avatara
stitched and hung on top of the
sanctum entrance.

Now the small community has grown at least
four times. Many more people are participating
in the activities and taking leadership roles. Last
year the community built three beautiful
palanquins to make it easier to carry the larger,
heavier deities, without causing damage to
their traditionally painted bodies.

In 2018, Gajapati Maharaja visited Austin again
and had an open Q/A session with the temple
community, which was very well attended. He
encouraged everyone to go beyond the
ritualistic part of the worship, which is just the
beginning of one’s spiritual journey. In the same
year, Paramahamsa Prajnanananda, leader of
Kriya Yoga International, visited the temple and
gave a discourse on ‘Abheda Darshanam
Jnanam’, the phrase that also appears on the
logo of AHT, and reminds us to not lose sight of
unity in diversity.

Over the years we drew inspiration from many
other temples, especially from temples in
Minneapolis, Omaha, and Nashville. We are
grateful to them and numerous others, who
sometimes came out of the woods to support
this effort. In this 15 yearlong magical journey,
a small and uncertain community came
together rallying behind a wild dream, growing
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stronger, more confident, and (we hope) kinder
and humbler. As if pulled by the big round eyes
of the weird shaped, adorable Sri Jagannath,
slow transformations started happening to
people at personal level on this journey –
skeptic turning devotee, or pessimist becoming
optimist. As we pause to admire this tangible
and magnificent sight of this “God to be
experienced” (anubhabara thakura as a song

says) it seems important to look back in
gratitude for the magic that made it possible.
The temple provides an important
environment to gather, learn, explore, and
discover. The journey never ends. It must never
be taken for granted.

Austin, Texas
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Was I Ever A Young Man?
Anadi Naik

In the 1960s Government was the only source
of any meaningful employment in India. In
villages everybody’s livelihood depended on
land, but a vast majority did not own any of it.
Those who owned land also controlled the
social and economic life of others. A similar
situation in other countries such as Cuba and
China had caused bloodbaths. When the British
left India, they divided the country and because
of the partition there were communal riots in
many places. Leaders of a young democracy in
India did not want another bloodbath for
economic reasons but the Communists were
pushing for it. As the saying goes: A hungry
man is an angry man. In villages all over India
there were many angry people who wanted a
piece of land to make a living. In 1952 a well-
known nonviolent activist named Vinoba Bhave
tried to solve India’s land problem in a
nonviolent way. He asked landowners to
contribute some of their land for their poor
neighbors. And all over India, they did.

The change in landholding in India triggered
many other changes as well. Those who
received land had to change their lifestyle. For
many, excessive drinking was a problem.
Women could not do anything to change the
behavior of their husbands or sons or brothers
because they lacked education and had no way
of earning a penny. India’s community
development programs were years away. It fell
on the nonviolent activists to work among
those villagers who received land. On the one
hand the workers collected land from
landowners. On the other hand, they worked
among those who received land to become
farmers. For twenty-five years from 1952 to
1977 this activity became a “movement”
throughout India. Thousands of people from all

walks of life including many political bigwigs
joined this movement. Having been a student
at a Gandhian school in my village, I became
attracted to this nonviolent movement and
while still a teenager, I joined it.

In order to create a positive atmosphere for the
collection of land, some of the senior activists
of Odisha traveled in different parts of the state
at different times. They were Gopabandhu
Choudhury and Rama Devi, Acharya Harihar
Das, Pandit Krupasindhu Hota, Ishwarlal Vyas
and Gunanidhi Mohanty. After Gopabandhu
Choudhury’s death, for three years Acharya
Harihar Das conducted a walk, padayatra
throughout Odisha. I walked with him the
entire period. The Acharya whom everybody
called “Acharya mahasaya,” started his life as a
schoolteacher. In order not to work at a
government school he taught at Pyarimohan
Academy, a newly established high school at
Cuttack. His friend and mentor Pandit
Gopabandhu Das tapped him to start a new
school at “Satyabadi” of Sakhigopal. He was
helped by a group of highly educated young
men – all cousins and relatives. By being the
eldest among them, Harihar was called
“Acharya” by the students, whereas other
teachers were called “Pandit.” All of the
teachers of the School except Godibarish
Mishra became Satyagrahis and endured long
prison terms. Acharya mahasaya had been sent
to prison many times and had served years
behind bars. By the time I traveled with him, he
had become a revered figure, a legend. His
name was known to all those who had ever
enrolled in fourth grade by reading his Child’s
Easy First Grammar, a textbook. Later on, I
wrote a column about him for many weeks in
Kalinga, a daily newspaper edited by

198



Manamohan Mishra. The articles were
published as a book “Jane Jatri.“ Because of ill
health, Acharya mahasaya’s padayatra had to
be terminated. He was taken to Puri and I was
sent to Cuttack to work among students and
intellectuals as well as to look after the Odia
weekly “Sarvodaya”– the mouthpiece of the
Bhoodan movement.

Pandit Krupasindhu Hota and Acharya Harihar
Das were two towering figures in Odisha’s
public life. Both were former teachers. Pandit
Hota was expelled from his teacher’s position
because he hugged a Dalit (then, untouchable)
boy who had done very well on his exam. After
this incidence, Pandit Gopabandhu Das called
him to Sakhigopal, and Krupasindhu Hota
became a part of the “Satybadi group.” A
powerful orator, he worked for India’s freedom
and was taken to jail repeatedly between 1921
and 1942. After the padayatra, whenever he
had to travel outside Puri, he usually took me
with him. From these two elderly men, I came
to know about many historic personalities and
incidents that one could not find in history
books. To me, they represented history!

In the 1960s. India was soundly defeated by
China. African countries were fighting for
freedom. The civil rights movement in the US
was following the Gandhian path. A war in
Vietnam had just started and President
Kennedy was killed. Students were protesting
everywhere –France, USA, Pakistan and India -
toppling powerful men like Charles de Gaulle
and Ayyub Khan. At a personal level, in those
days I used to wear dhoti and chaddar made of
my own hand spun threads and was getting up
at 4 am every day.

Concerned that a conflict between India and
China was bad for humanity, a group of
pacifists was trying to bring understanding
between the two. So, the members of the
group wanted to walk from Delhi to Beijing.
The Chinese government denied them a visa to

travel. They had no choice but terminate their
march at the India-China border. One of the
participants, a Quaker named George
Willoughby, decided to travel through some
parts of India after the march was terminated.
When he came to Odisha, I was drafted to
travel with him as his translator.

Willoughby had refused to serve in the army
during WW II for which he had gone to jail.
Now he was active in helping to eliminate War
altogether. A pacifist, he believed in nonviolent
social change. When we were at Puri, with
Nandini Satpathy’s (a.k.a. kuni nani) request, I
took Willoughby to the Panigrahi residence to
attend her cousin Chandrika’s wedding. He
spoke at several villages and visited some
centers of Gandhian activities. We spent 4
days together. Somehow, Willoughby was
impressed by my translation skill. Before
leaving Odisha, he suggested that I should
experience nonviolent movements in the US. It
sounded good but I did not take it seriously. A
few months earlier, an Australian pacifist
named Mrs. Ferguson also had suggested the
same thing. Nothing came of it.

The situation in western Odisha’s industrial
towns - Rourkela, Jharsuguda, Raj Gangapur
and Tensa – became tense because of the
communal conflicts. A few of us went there to
restore peace. Then I went to Barbil, a small
town at the border of Odisha and Jharkhand.
Because of the volatile situation there I chose
to stay at Barbil among mine workers - a
complex mixture of Christians, Muslims, Tribal
folks and lower caste Hindus. A few months
into my stay there, I got a letter of invitation
from Pendle Hill, a Quaker institution in the
US, to study there. It was 1965 right after the
India-Pakistan war.

In those days passport office was in Calcutta.
At Barbil, there was no one who could give me
guidance on how to apply for a passport.
Pendle Hill was like Santi Niketan at the time
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of Tagore, an institution of learning but not a
college or a university. Indian bureaucrats had
hard time in issuing me a passport. How I
reached Pendle Hill is another story.

During my two years, I met a few interesting
people, whose life stories tell us of a very
different America. One of them was Wilmer
Young, a grandfatherly figure. During the First
World War he refused to join the armed forces
because of his belief in nonviolence. He served
time for his conviction. At that time, he was
coordinating peace activities and organizing
protests against the Vietnam War. When you
read about nonviolent movements in America
his name always comes up.

Norman Thomas was another. In some ways he
had molded the modern history of the United
States of America. By the time I met him, he
had lost his sight and looked weak and elderly.
He was a socialist, who had contested four
elections against Franklin Delano Roosevelt and
lost each of them. He was proud that the
programs he stood for such as minimum wage,
social security, worker’s pension, were
eventually incorporated in FDR’s New Deal.
Thomas also helped Leon Trotsky to escape
Stalin’s Russia and sheltered him in Mexico at
his friend Salvatore Dale’s villa. He was the
originator of the labor movement in the US.

Byard Rustin, a Quaker, was another figure I
met. A black man, grandson of a woman who
used to be a slave, he had refused to bear arms
during World War II and now stood against the
war in Vietnam. He was a great organizer. The
Civil Rights March in Washington where Martin
Luther King Jr. made his famous “I have a
dream” speech in 1963 was the result of his
idea and organizing skill. In 1959, he visited
India along with King and a group of civil rights
activists. Rustin once told me that for him “non-
attachment” was Gandhi’s greatest teaching.

Meeting Horace Alexander was a unique

experience for me. He knew both Gandhiji and
Lord Mountbatten. He was a friend to the
Nehru family. During the partition he lived in
Kolkata and saw firsthand the ruination of the
city. He had also interacted with Sayad
Surawardi, the provincial prime minister. During
the Simla Conference, where conditions for
Independence were carved, Horace Alexander
was the conduit between the British and Indian
negotiators. Both sides trusted him. He knew
all the top Indian leaders of the time. When I
met him, he was in his late 80s. He and Rebecca
got married when he was 69.
V.K.Krishnamenon, whom he called “Krishna”
and “a very dear friend” was his best man at
the wedding. He went to Odisha in 1932 to
investigate how colonial government was
pushing opium into villages so that he could
report his findings to the British public. By
listening to him I felt I was listening to history
itself

Like the United States, India is a vast and
diverse country. In those days both were not
always on the same page. All the colonial
powers and dictators were being supported by
the US whereas India was supporting the
movements against colonies and apartheid.
Within Indian society everything was not
honkey dory. Against a backdrop of many odds,
Gandhians in India were trying to elevate their
society to a different level. Solving the problem
of land ownership was just one of many
activities. And I was just one among many.

Experience tells me that no matter where we
are or what we do, we become affected by the
big events around the world that we may or
may not see or feel. That is how, starting with a
remote village in India, I ended up near
Washington DC, the capital of USA. For me, as a
twenty something filled with a sense of
defiance to the brim, those days of 1960s were
both alluring and challenging. Now I wonder:
Was I ever a young man? – To quote William
Wordsworth:

200

U R M I  :  2 0 1 9  G o l d e n  J u b i l e e  - O S A  S o u v e n i r



“Bliss was in that dawn to be alive 
But to be young was very Heaven.”

Anadi Naik is a former president of OSA .

He writes a weekly column for India this week
and a monthly commentary for The Frederick
News Post.
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Are Odias Really Lazy
Or
True Brahma Jnanis?
Prashanta Padhy

Many of us have heard the tale of an Odia NRI
meeting a fisherman taking a nap in the
afternoon breeze, while on a visit to Odisha.
The NRI tries to convince the fisherman on why
he should work hard, start a business, make
money, employ others and expand his business,
as seen in the Western world. Eventually, he
would make a lot of money and then he could
take his family to visit places while on vacation.
The fisherman quietly states: “that is what I am
doing, sir, and you are disturbing my vacation!”

This story has been stated many times and
ridiculed often. As I grew older as a person, and
my personal journey started from the world of
known to the unknown, many ideas and
understandings got squashed, replaced with
newer understanding.

In Chandogya Upanishad, sage Uddalaka asks
his son Svetaketu: "Do you know That, by
knowing which, everything is known? Do you
know That, by which the unheard becomes
heard, the unknowable becomes knowable?"
Svetaketu, who was proud of his educational
qualifications, quickly realizes that he did not
have an answer to the question asked by his
father. As a brilliant student, he was intrigued
by the question, that there exists such a
knowledge which he never came across during
his entire education. Additionally, Svetaketu
recognizes that if there was such a knowledge
by knowing which everything is known, that
should be taught before anything else; so he
admits that his education has no answer to the
question. He humbly requests his father to
teach him That knowledge. The father, as the
Guru, narrates to his son the knowledge which
is known as Brahma Vidya or Atma Vidya.

Whosoever knows this knowledge is called
“Enlightened” or “Brahma Jnani.”

The above paragraph sounds too mythical and
ancient knowledge but it’s quite simple. We say
“I” in almost all our sentences (“I am X,” “I did
this,” “I am a man,” “I am the VP,” etc.) As longs
as we are awake, we keep referring to the body
as “I.” When we go to deep sleep, “I” seems to
vanish. When we wake up, “I” comes back
again. In all our education, has anyone taught
what this “I” is, which we constantly refer to?
The understanding or the true knowledge of “I”
is Atma Vidya or Brahma Vidya. If one knows
“I,” everything is known because the exterior
universe of names and forms are all connected
to “I.” Without knowing “I,” nothing is known
because the knower is a myth.

Shankaracharya’s final edict is: “Brahma Satya
Jagat Mithya; Jivo Brahmo Na Parah.” The
meaning is, this independent existence as an
individual, perceiving separation while awake is
NOT real; rather we are all ONE at the core of
existence, appearing to be different. The
perceiver of differences is an unreal entity,
which when searched for, cannot be found as
an entity. As long as there is identity, there is an
“I” entity. Finding the real meaning of “I” is
Atma Vidya.

In Ashtavakra Gita, the great Sage Ashtavakra
tells Maharaj Janak:

Vagmi prajna mahodyogam janam muka jadalasam
Karoti tattva bodho yam atas tyakto bubhuksu bhih

Meaning: “This knowledge of the Truth makes
one, who is eloquent, intelligent and highly
active, dumb, inert and lazy respectively;
therefore, this knowledge of the Truth is left off
by those who want to enjoy the world. Later,
Ashtavakra states: “Only the one who feels
unhappy in the activity of even closing and
opening of the eyelids, for that master idler
alone happiness exists; for anybody other than
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him, there is no happiness.”

These statements are impregnated with deep
meaning of who we are, in true essence.
Shankaracharya stated that even if one goes to
all three dhams (Jyotirmath, Sringeri and
Dwaraka), they must go to Puri to redeem the
fruit of visiting all the dhams. Shankaracharya
attributed the Mahavakya “Pragnam Brahma”
(from Aitreya Upanishad in the Rig Veda) to
Lord Jagannath.

Of the many Puranas, the Bhagabata Purana is
considered as the greatest. The Bhagabata
purana is considered to be the nectar (Rasa
Amrita) of immortality that Sage Vyasa wrote
at the end, on the advice of Sage Narada.
Interestingly, it is only in Odisha, there is a
“Bhagabata Tungi” in every village and a copy
of the Bhagabata Purana (by Atibadi Jagannath
Das) is typically found in everyone’s house. This
is not so outside Odisha. Typically, in the olden
days (occurs in some places even today,) the
people of the village, irrespective of caste and
creed, will assemble at the tungi (or temple)
and a pundit will recite an “adhyaya” from the
Bhagabata Purana. Typically, the pundit may
explain in layman terms the meaning of the
lines to the people assembled. Many of you
may have seen this happening in your own
home. This tradition of reading an adhyaya
every day isn’t seen anywhere else in India,
outside Odisha. Outside Odisha, there is a lot
of logic-based discussion and discourses given
based on Vedanta and similar texts. There are
more intellectual discussions instead of Bhakti,
which typically brings humility. It’s only in
Odisha, this is a tradition in almost every
village and in most homes.

Have you ever wondered why? Odisha has had
the long tradition of this establishment in every
village and household of Odisha. Today, this is
probably slowly disappearing, as people are
moving from villages to cities and pacing up
their lifestyle to become modern. Odisha being

the state where Lord Jagannath’s temple is, it
seems as though the people of Odisha may
have been blessed with understanding the
true meaning of this knowledge. Typically, in
villages, if you ask someone how they are
doing, the answer is: “Jagannatha nka daya,”
implicitly indicating a level of humility and
surrender to a higher power, instead of stating
good or bad, as an individual.

In Chapter 15 of Bhagvad Gita, the Lord
declares:

Iti guhyatam sastram idaamuktam mayanagha
Etadbuddhva buddhamansyat krtakrtyasca bharata

Meaning: “This most secret science (teaching) has
been taught by Me, O sinless one; knowing this, a
man becomes wise, and all his duties are
accomplished, O Bharata.”

The more I travel in the villages of Odisha and
speak to them, the stronger is my belief is that the
people of Odisha behave more like the enlightened
ones or Brahma Jnanis, who are supposed to be
humble, have less desires in life, always happy and
content with what they have, and living a simple
life with an attitude of gratitude. Lord Krishna
explains on how to recognize an enlightened one,
by observing some of the traits and characteristics.
The people of Odisha, blessed with this scripture
that is described as the nectar of immortality,
probably know the Truth that is to be known.
Hence, they appear lazy and lethargic, but NOT in a
worldly sense.

Happiness is the result when all desires are fulfilled
or where there are no further desires to be
fulfilled. There is no further desire for a person
who is content with what he has. People in the
cities are aggressive and ambitious, constantly
searching to define success in terms of wealth,
education and power. However, there is always
someone who is ahead of them, and hence, any
achievement is not good enough. Therefore, the
rat race never ends. One who follows the path of
“simple living; high thinking” does not live a
restless life driven by desires. They are at peace
with themselves and everything around them.
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In the olden days of GuruKul, education system
in India constituted of two branches of
knowledge, which was considered as complete:
- Knowledge of the external world (apara vidya)
- Knowledge of the knower or “I” (para vidya.)

The two branches of knowledge are the wings
of a bird to guide one to have a balanced and
successful flight of life. Today’s education
system educates only about a single branch of
knowledge – i.e. the knowledge of the external
world but no education about the “knower” is
available in the curriculum. One may be very
successful in a certain aspect of life, unaware of
who one really is. And, this is the missing piece.

Today, we enjoy the ultimate level of comfort
and luxury in life compared to our forefathers,

, but are we happier than them? Are we able to
sleep better than a simple villager? Are we able
to make our lives more spiritual than a villager
in Odisha? Do we have any time to have a
spiritual discussion, with our family? Do we
have time to read the nectar of immortality
(Bhagabata) everyday?

This article is only an effort to kindle the deeper
quest of life. The answer to the initial question
is left to the reader to decide if Odias are really
lazy people or are they really Brahma Jnanis,
with a deeper understanding of the Truth.

This is a humble surrender to the great
tradition, cultural heritage and deep
introspecting people of Odisha. It is a great
privilege to have been born in this land.
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Can you adjust your biological age?
Arun Misra

Age might be just a number, but age-related
numbers are important markers in personal
finance, particularly in retirement. For example:

59½ is the age at which penalty-free
withdrawals can be made from qualified
retirement plans.

62 is when most Americans become eligible to
receive reduced Social Security Benefits.

Sometime between 66 or 67, depending on
your birthday, is your Full Retirement Age, when
you can receive your full Social Security benefit.

In the year you turn 70½, you must commence
with Required Minimum Distributions from
qualified retirement plan accumulations.

These age requirements for retirement benefits,
like the ones that determine your eligibility to
vote or right to consume alcohol, are somewhat
arbitrary. But because these age-based
benchmarks exist, they often become default
standards for retirement planning. However,
because everyone is unique, retirement
planning should also consider one’s biological
age as well.

Chronological vs Biological Age

Chronological age is simply how long someone
has lived, measured in hours, days, months and
years. Biological age, sometimes referred to as
physiological age, is an assessment of your
physical and mental function relative to your
chronological age. A 65-year -old leading a
healthy and active life may be physiologically
similar to the average person who is 55

chronologically. Thus, we might say this
healthy 65-year-old has biological age of 55.

There are any number of ways to measure
biological age, from on-line self-assessments
to comprehensive medical evaluations. Most
biological age assessments are based on a
combination of:
- physical condition (measurables like height,

weight, blood pressure, vision, physical
fitness)

- lifestyle (exercise and diet habits, stress
levels, relationship status, i.e., single,
married or divorced

- heredity (the lifespans of others in the family
tree, and the prevalence of specific diseases or
illnesses)
- location (the climate, level of personal safety,
and access to health services).

Impact on Personal Finance

None of these biological age measurements
are as exact as chronological age. But your
biological age could be the deciding factor in
many retirement decisions. For example:

1. A biological age lower than chronological
age projects to a longer life expectancy.
This probability could change your
retirement planning in several ways, such
as:

- Anticipating a longer life, you might need to
save more. Or, with the expectation of good
health, you might want to work longer.
- A lifetime annuity could be attractive for

retirement income, because there’s a
financial benefit for living beyond
chronological life expectancy.
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2. Conversely, a biological age that is higher
than your chronological one might prompt
other decisions.

-Taking Social Security at 62, rather than
waiting until you reach Full Retirement Age.
-Selecting an aggressive spend-down schedule
that increases your retirement income.
-Restructuring your life insurance plans to
ensure a death benefit for a surviving spouse.

You Can Change Your Biological Age

Chronological age is immutable; the only way
to change it is with a fake ID (which is both
sketchy and illegal). On the other hand, most
individuals can adjust their biological age
through better lifestyle choices. It’s all about
taking care of your telomeres.

Telomeres are protective structures at the end
of our DNA strands. As we age, our telomeres
get shorter. When telomeres get too short, the
DNA is no longer protected, and cell
regeneration processes break down, leading to
cancer and other chronic medical conditions.

Fortunately, we can preserve telomere length
and reverse aging at the cellular level. Dr. John
Day, a cardiologist and author of “The Longevity
Plan,” lists six actions that improve telomere
health, and the degree to which these changes
can adjust your biological age.

1. Managing stress saves up to 10 years of
telomere decay.

A University of California at San Francisco study
found that “Those who perceived they were
under the most stress for the longest periods of
time, prematurely aged their telomeres by
about 10 years.” Another study from the same
researchers showed that meditation and
relaxation techniques could reverse this
premature aging.

2. Exercise can preserve 10 years of telomere

life. An English study of 2,401 twins found that
regular exercising slowed telomere aging by
about 10 years when compared to their non-
exercising sibling.

3. A healthy diet can reverse telomere aging by
5 years.
Diets high in vegetables, fruits, fish, nuts, seeds,
and legumes can protect our telomeres. Sugar,
processed foods, and processed meats have the
opposite effect.

4. Maintaining an ideal weight is worth 9 years.
Obesity is another cause of premature aging.
Excess weight causes oxidative stress, or
“rusting,” which results in telomere shortening.
Maintaining an ideal body weight can lengthen
telomeres by 9 years.

5. Sleep at least 7 hours. Sleep is recuperative.
One study found that older people who slept at
least seven hours each night had the telomeres
of middle-aged people.

6. Maintain social connections. Social isolation
is a strong predictor of heart disease and
telomere shortening. Staying connected to
friends and family slows the aging process.

Biological Age Is a Huge Planning Variable
Because it can’t be quantified on a
spreadsheet, biological age doesn’t get much
attention in retirement planning. But health
and wealth are intertwined. Adjusting your
biological age could dramatically impact every
facet of retirement planning.

Particularly for those who haven’t been able to
accumulate adequate savings, lowering your
biological age could play a key role in catching
up, because it theoretically expands your
window for working and saving. And in
retirement, a lower biological age translates to
a higher quality of life, for a longer time.

6000 East Andechs Summit, Johns Creek GA 30097
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Seventy Years and Counting! 
Part I
Dr. Balabhadra Mishra

The dollar was around three rupees and a few
annas between 1947 and 1949. Three rupees
and one anna, that was the exchange rate
when I came to the United States. I look at the
seventy rupees for a dollar and realize how
much times have changed.

I was born in 1928 in
Jemadeipur in Ganjam district, with the
nearest towns being Purushottampur, Khalikot
and Rambha. Taratarini temple, situated by the
famous Rusikulya river was as far as we would
go from home. I wonder how far I have come
from home. Youngest of ten children, I was
considered a brilliant student by my teachers.
Born in 1928, to Sri. Gopal Krushna Bhatta
Misra and Smt. Malati Bhatta Misra, I lost my
father at a young age and was raised by my
brother and mother. I matriculated in 1942 in
British India. After completing my studies in
Purushottampur, I moved to Paralakhemundi,
graduating from the two-year Maharaja College
in 1944. From 1944 to 1947, I studied Science
with Chemistry honors at Ravenshaw College,
graduating as best graduate for 1947.
Following that, I went to the Indian Institute of
Science, Bangalore to get a masters degree, but
mid-way through the program, I was accepted
into the MS program at Columbia University, in
New York City. I landed on US soil in 1948, with
an ambition to succeed in pre-civil rights
America. As far as I am aware, I was the second
Odia to come to New York. New York was won
by local Republican Governor Thomas E.
Dewey, who was running against incumbent
Democratic President Harry S. Truman, during
the 1948 United States Presidential elections. I
was fascinated by life in New York city and the
many opportunities it provided. The city’s
imposing skyline and the opportunity to study

at Columbia Engineering reminded me of all
that I had dreamed of. By then, I was married
to Nalini.

I was named as Mayurbhanj Maharaj Gold
Medalist and assured a seat in the prestigious
Indian Institute of Science, Bangalore, which
only allotted two seats per state at that time.
While all people I knew aimed to take the IAS
exam, my dream was to go abroad. At the time
everyone was going to United Kingdom for
higher studies but I had my heart set on
America. Mr. Rasa Bihari Patnaik, who was my
senior at Indian Institute of Science, Bangalore
and Dr. Prasad, Principal of Ravenshaw
College, encouraged me to come to the United
States for higher studies. Mr. Patnaik had
come to the United States to get MS in
Chemistry and I planned to do the same, with
the ultimate goal of building a fertilizer factory
in Odisha when I went back. In the 1950s, the
Odisha government was considering such a
project, and they sent me to the United States
with a full scholarship. I took the initiative to
communicate with Columbia University,
Carnegie Mellon University, and MIT and was
accepted into all the schools. I was the favorite
student and mentee of Dr. Prasad, then
Principal of Ravenshaw college; I received a
recommendation for full scholarship by the
Government of Odisha, to study abroad. He
granted the scholarship to get a degree in
Chemical Engineering at Columbia. Post
Independent India and Odisha, in particular,
were looking to build new industries at the
time. During a short trip from Bangalore, I got
married to Nalini, my dear wife.

Sri. Jagannath Padhi was my
friend Madan Padhi’s older brother. He knew
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Nalini’s father Mr. Ananta Mishra as a
successful publisher in Cuttack and introduced
the families. Ananta Mishra, who established
and ran the Cuttack Students store, was a
successful publisher, and was from a well-off
family in Cuttack. I took the train to Bhimpur
where I got married. Next morning, I went to
Jamshedpur for a forty-five-day program at Tata
Steel and then to the United States. Now it has
been seventy years since we have been
together.

I was deputed to return back to Odisha to help
build a new Odisha. Once I completed the
Master program, I toured within the US, looking
for factories that built fertilizer equipment for
six months. At that time Odisha Govt decided
not to build a fertilizer factory. Seeing no
prospect of return with a secure engagement, I
requested Professor Bonilla (from Spain) at
Columbia, head of Chemistry Dept, for advice
and he asked me to stay back and complete my
PhD. He asked me to complete some research
for him and I stayed up to create a summary for
him that would fund my PhD in Chemical
Engineering. Once my PhD was completed, I
worked for the Pittsburg Plate Glass company
to study heat transfer through transparent
materials like glass. Nalini joined me in the
United States while I was working in the Plate
Glass Company. We moved from the small
private apartment we rented to housing
provided by the University where our older son
Bijoy was born. We took the Pullman from
Buffalo to Los Angeles when we moved with
one child, another on the way. At that time
there were no Odia families that we knew of
either in New York or in Los Angeles.

After completing my PhD in
1955, I received an offer from Aerojet General
Corporation, where I worked from 1959 to
1973. After completion of PhD, I was engaged
in experiments in mechanism of transfer of
heat through transparent materials like glass.
Wanted to join the rocket company. While at

Aerojet, Asuza, California, I got citizenship.
While it was being done Russians launched
Sputnik. Well, I wanted to join the Space
program, that worked on manned lunar
mission. You must be a citizen to join the
program. I changed the student visa to a
Resident Visa and become a US Citizen to go to
California for a Rocket research company. The
company had selected an oxidizer and was
looking for a new rocket fuel option. My work
at Aerojet led to selection of Unsymmetrical
Dimethylhydrazine (UDMH) as the rocket fuel.
At Aerojet, I worked in the classified lunar
landing program. I developed rocket fuel for a
successful lunar landing. In1950, their research
into the rubber binder had led to much larger
engines and then to the development of the
Aerobee sounding rocket. Aerobee was the first
US-designed rocket to reach space (albeit not
orbit) and completed over 1,000 flights before
it was retired in 1985. Aerojet designed and
built a total of 1,182 engines for all four
incarnations of the Titan rockets, which were
used for civilian projects ranging from Gemini's
manned flights to solar system explorations
including Viking, Voyager, and Cassini. The
newly formed US Air Force used Aerojet as the
primary supplier on a number of their ICBM
projects, including the Titan and Minuteman
missiles. A new plant was set up in Sacramento
that took over most rocket construction, while
the original Azusa offices returned primarily to
research. One of Azusa's major projects was
the development of the infra-red detectors for
the Defense Support Program satellites, used to
detect ICBM launches from space. The new
research arm was formed as Aerojet Electro-
Systems Corp. and a new umbrella organization
oversaw the three major divisions, Aerojet
General.

President Kennedy's challenge to place a man
on the Moon by the end of the 1960s led to
increased civilian work at Aerojet. Previously,
they had repeatedly lost contract bids for large
engines for the Saturn and Nova boosters,
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being designed in the late 1950s, to their rival
Rocketdyne, but in the end were selected to
develop and build the main engine for the
Apollo Command/Service Module. In 1962
they were also selected to design a new upper-
stage engine to replace the cluster of five J-2s
used on the Saturn second stage in the post-
Apollo era, but work was ended sometime in
late sixties after it became clear that the
public's support for a massive space program
was going down. After the success of the lunar
landing, the scientific community in the space
program started working on a manned mission
to Mars using a nuclear rocket. There was
significant criticism in the scientific community
to put a nuclear rocket in earth’s orbit, with
heightened risk of nuclear contamination for
people on earth in the case of a failure or
accident. President Nixon cancelled the
initiative.

At that time, in addition to nuclear work, the
Argonne National laboratory had maintained a
strong presence in basic research of physics
and chemistry. I decided to move to Chicago to
work as a scientist at the Argonne National
Laboratory from 1973 to 1995, when I retired.
During my tenure at Argonne, I developed
components for the Liquid Metal Fast Breeder
Reactor (LMFBR) program and developed a
system to remove carcinogenic sodium from
the breeder reactor. I published close to
hundred papers that are a part of the Science
and Technology credited references maintained
by the US Department of Energy office. After a
successful pilot study, I was in the process of
productionizing the venture when the program
was shut down due to the massive dangers
posed by the Chernobyl nuclear power plant
disaster in 1986 in the former Soviet Union. My
groundbreaking work on “Feasibility of
decontamination of LMFBR coolant by low-
pressure distillation” was published in the
Journal of American Nuclear Society, and my
work presented at the 1978 winter meeting of
the American Nuclear Society in Washington

DC, USA was recognized. I was listed in the
Who’s Who of Science and Technology, 1985

World events like the launch of the Sputnik
convinced him to join the ambitious space
program during the 60s. I worked on
experiments with the end goal of sending a
manned mission to the moon, working on
developing liquid fuels for rocket launches.
Another inspirational person was my
supervisor at Aerojet, from Caltech, Dr.
Kazuhiko Sato. I was invited by the United
Nations to return to India and advise the
fledgling Indian government on building a
breeder reactor for the Indian Atomic
Research Center. The issue was how to remove
sodium isotopes from sodium coolant. I was
selected to advise the Nuclear Reactor team at
Kalpakkam on safe building of a sodium pump,
Sodium Isotope 62 is highly carcinogenic.

Since my retirement, I have enjoyed my time
reading scientific and trade magazines, stock
trading and gardening.

I have been associated with the Odisha Society
of the Americas in Chicago since the very
beginning. I was perhaps the second Odia to
come to the United States. I believe that the
Odia Society was a significant achievement by
the Odia community in the United States. I
have attended the first Odia meeting in
Chicago in 1981 and in Glassboro in 1984.
During the early days of Odia society, there
were very few Odia families in the United
States and everyone knew everyone else. Odia
families met at someone’s home, had Odia
guests whom they had never met, in their
homes. Lifetime bonds between families
initiated. Perhaps every older generation goes
through this nostalgia. But times have
changed. We have become a different
generation as many new families have come to
America and made it their home. We miss the
OSA conventions of the early years, so full of
life, our life. Then we were poorer, we stayed
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in inexpensive college residences, cooked our
meals together, and had a grand time creating
an illusion of being back in Odisha, eating odia
food, talking in Odia, and enjoying the
organized and disorganized chaos. By 1960
there were about twenty Odias in the US and
Canada. It was common practice during those
days to go through a printed phone directory
and look for Odia surnames and then call them
when you visited a new city in the United
States. Usually there is excitement and at the
receiving end to hear another Odia voice,
followed by a dinner invitation. Odias dispersed
in small isolated pockets in the east and west,
got to know each other and about each other.
One by one, in city after city, the number of
Odias in the US and Canada increased.

Work on this next generation of fast reactors—
clean, resource-efficient, waste-reducing
reactors—was halted by Congress in September
1994 as the laboratory's mission was redirected
by the Department of Energy into the
development of electrometallurgical technology
for DOE spent fuel treatment, reactor and fuel
cycle safety, and decontamination and
decommissioning technology. By then,
Argonne's original mission—to provide safe
nuclear energy for civilian purposes—had been
achieved.

Meanwhile, the laboratory was also helping to
design the reactor for the world’s first nuclear-
powered submarine, the U.S.S. Nautilus, which
steamed for more than 513,550 nautical miles
(951,090 km). In 1982, the Integral Fast Reactor

concept — a revolutionary design that
reprocessed its own fuel, reduced its atomic
waste and withstood safety tests of the same
failures that triggered the Chernobyl and Three
Mile Island disasters. In 1994, however, the U.S.
Congress terminated funding for the bulk of
Argonne’s nuclear programs.

I
Argonne National Laboratory test facilities involved in the conduct of
the national LMFBR research and development program. The next
generation reactor, the fast breeder reactor was a major initiative in
advanced reactor concepts. The design allowed creation of energy from
waste—not only its own waste, but also that produced in commercial
reactors, as well as plutonium from dismantled nuclear weapons. The
passive safety characteristics of metal fueled liquid metal reactors
(LMRs) were clearly demonstrated and confirmed in 1986 with the
conclusion of the Experimental Breeder Reactor II landmark testing
program. Other technical accomplishments included: development of
metal fuels for LMRs capable of very high burnup—up to 20 percent;
development of electro-metallurgical technology for possible
applications to spent nuclear fuels, weapons plutonium, and LMR fuels;
and performance of a series of safety-related transient reactor
experiments which established the failure mechanisms, failure limits,
and post-failure behavior of oxide and metal LMR fuels.
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Seventy Years and Counting! 
Part II
Nalini Mishra

Seventy years! I made it!! Seventy years
together with a man whom I did not even see
before I married him. As if waking from a
dream, my reality dawns on me. I am unsure
where seventy years have gone. I am a
different person, made of steel and iron. When
I came to America, women were also not as
free as they wanted to believe. When most of
my age group preferred to stay at home, I had
a job. Living in this country has taught me to be
self-reliant in many ways, which sometimes
others fail to appreciate. I was determined to
do something, and I knew the keys were in my
hands. I realized that my determination that
tried to keep our relationship through all these
years. As I have travelled through life, I have
experienced joys and sorrows and I am
thankful for the life I have created in this
country. No matter how we love and grow,
unconditional love is what I give, that is the
only thing that keeps me moving. Time has
taught me to have faith on the Lord who has
given me this life. I count my blessings, use my
instincts and better understand myself.
Marriages are indeed made in heaven, meant
to be preserved on earth.

I was born in 1934, the eldest daughter of Sri.
Ananta Mishra and Smt. Annapurna Mishra of
Cuttack Student Store, a well-known publishing
company in Cuttack. Being the eldest daughter
out of ten children, I was used to being in
charge of my siblings. I went to school till grade
six after which I was home schooled by tutors
in various subjects and took care of my siblings.
I never saw my future husband before getting
married. In those days it was not done. I was
married in 1949 but only arrived in the United
States in 1955/56 after Bali had completed his

PhD. It was a completely different world
culturally and I was determined to make my
mark. I learnt things on my own and tried to fit
in. When I first arrived in America, I brought
my Lakshmi statue that I got from my mother,
packing it carefully with a small Jagannath
photo in a new folded saree. She has stayed
with me looking after me all these years. I
remember our Thakura ghara where Bou was
busy doing her daily rituals and I setup mine in
the United States. I would wear sarees on
campus in New York and later when we moved
to California and immediately stood out in the
crowd. People started referring to me as a
model, which I eventually took as a
compliment and pursued when I became a
beautician and model.

I watched her putting flowers and sandal paste
on the pictures, and I did the same. I don’t
want anything from God because he has given
me everything. I spend hours on puja in
morning, fasting on special occasions. But it is
getting harder to do all that. I pray upon Durga
Kali and Lakshmi for strength. I have
volunteered at the Children’s hospital, working
with special needs infants and children for
many years in Sacramento, California. I have
held many jobs, always trying to help old
people in hospital, library, and children day
care. I worked over fifteen years in retail at
Walmart, retiring after many years I have been
active in fundraising events for the hospital
children ward, beautician and hairdresser,
restaurant hostess. I started home day care in
Naperville, demos for food and cooking
schools, flowers decorations, worked at Taco
Bell, K-Mart for three to four years, at Moser
Lumber Company doing accounts - Moser
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owned half of Naperville, selling cosmetics and
modelling in fashion and cosmetics retail - I
have started a number of home-based
businesses. I have worked as a fundraiser for
many Charities and am very proud of my
accomplishments. But my proudest so far have
been my family, my son, four grandchildren and
my great grandchildren.

When I celebrated my fiftieth anniversary, I
wondered if by God’s grace I will get to see
sixty or even seventy anniversaries. It was a
dream at that time. Today I walked into the
store to get a card and the person at the
counter was amazed at how many years we
have been together. And now I am seventy
years married and still counting. What an
achievement to celebrate. When we came to
Chicago area, Surya and Tiki Mishra, and
Rajendra Supkar were two Odias who were in
the area. Later Mr, Laxmidhar Jena came. Since
then many more families have move to the
area. It has become increasingly difficult to
keep track, but it is always nice to connect with
them at local events. Most people from those
days are no longer here but new friends and
people are always fun to engage with Odia

food, culture and music. We have enjoyed
raising our family in Naperville, and spending
most of our life here. Sometimes I get nostalgic
for the life I had in California, but I have learnt
to go to bed, grateful to Lord Jagannath for the
good day that has passed. Marriages are indeed
made in Heaven to be preserved on Earth.

Naperville, Illinois
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Adi Guru Pankaj Charan Das
Life and Times of an Iconoclast
and
Pioneer of Odissi Dance
Binod B. Nayak

Guru Pankaj Charan has been acclaimed as the
“baristha” (the senior most) guru amongst all
gurus of Odissi dance. He is also known as the
Adi Guru (the First Guru), as well as, the
“Father” of Odissi Dance.” In this short essay,
we will briefly explore the life and times of this
multifaceted individual, who was an iconoclast
and pioneer, who along with many of his
disciples, was instrumental in transforming
Classical Odissi dance to Neoclassical Odissi.
To begin with, if one cares to find out the
names of his disciples, one discovers that it
runs like who’s who list of Odissi dance. He was
the guru of several renowned Odissi gurus
notably Guru Kelucharan Mohapatra, followed
by Guru Mayadhar Rout, Guru Deba Prasad
Das, Guru Bhagawan Sahoo, Guru Gangadhar
Pradhan and Guru Durga Charan Ranabir. Many
of his students were bestowed with Padma Shri
and, Guru Kelucharan Mohapatra was
bestowed with Padma Vibhusan in the year
2000. No wonder that he has been called the
Adi Guru as well as the “Father” of Odissi
dance. When it comes to renowned danseuses,
Late Padma Shri Sanjukta Panigrahi, Yamini
Krishnamurthy, Ritha Devi, Padma Shri Dr.
Minati Das, Dr. Priyambada Mohanty-Hejmadi,
Dr. Ratna Ray, Padma Shri Smt. Kumkum
Mohanty, and Smt. Nandita Behera are his
distinguished disciples.

Prologue: His Difficult Childhood

Guru Pankaj Charan Das was born on March
17, 1925 and passed away on June 11, 2003.
(Although there are differences of opinion with
regards to the exact date and year of his birth,
and the exact date of his demise, the author

decided to use the dates and the years that
appeared in the Wikipedia of April 2019.) His
father Dharmacharan, a Mardalia (played
Mardala – a type of Indian drums) passed
away when his wife Kshetramani was
expecting Pankaj Charan. After the death of his
father, his mother decided to move to the
house of Fakira Mahari and Srimati
Ratnaprabha Mahari, his aunt, to escape
hardship and poverty. It is here that at a
tender age of eight, Pankaj Charan was
exposed to the beauty and intricacies of
temple dance and music of the Maharis.
Pankaj Charan had sharp features and a
beautiful voice. He could sing and act well. He
also learned gymnastics, music and dance
from traditional akhadaagharas (Pathar
Akhadaa) of Puri under the guidance of Jagu
Mohanty.

As a young adult, he learnt dance from his
aunt Ratnaprabha, Guru Ranganath Dev
Goswami and Guru Bhikhari Charan Dalei.
While aunt Ratnaprabha taught him the
Mahari style, gurus Ranganath Dev Goswami
and Bhikhari Charan Dalei exposed him to
Rasa Leela style of abhinaya and dance.
Unbeknownst to him at his tender age perhaps
he was already fusing two important styles of
music and dance, i.e. that of Mahari and Rasa
Leela styles.

As ill luck would have it, Pankaj Charan lost his
mother when he was fourteen. Not sure how
to survive, he struggled to make a living,
Pankaj Charan became a peon. For a while he
became an entrepreneur by setting up a betel
shop. He tried to make both ends meet
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through occasional performances in newly
formed Hajuri Theatres (a repertory) of
Balabhadra Hajuri Khuntia. The fact that, he
could fight throughout his childhood to survive
and keep his passion burning to become a
dancer and a choreographer, shows the
strength and tenacity of his character to stand
up for what he believed in.

His Professional Career: Trials Tribulations of a
Performing Artist

In the Odisha of the early 1940s, the life of a
performing artist, particularly that of a dancer
was difficult to say the least. The legacy of the
Moguls in Odisha was followed by the “anti-
Nautch” movement of the British, and had
already led to a decline in the patronage for
Odissi. Girls from respectable families were not
pursuing dance as a career. It is in this ethos of
pre-independent India that Pankaj Charan had
to struggle and establish himself as a dancer
and guru.

During this time the emergence of the theatre
movement in Odisha was a boon to the young
artist. For a while he was associated with the
new theatres of Odisha in Baripada. Here he
started teaching dance for a living and also
learn the vigorous style of Chhau dance.
However, his association with New Theatres
was brief. From 1942 to 1948 Pankaj Charan
became the dance director of the Annapurna
Theatre (B Group.) During this time Kelucharan
(who later became Guru Kelucharan Mohapatra
and was bestowed with Padma Vibhusan
award) and his wife Laxmipriya were his leading
disciple. After a stint at the Annapurna(B)
Group, Guru Pankaj Charan worked for a while
at the Utkal Sangeet Samaj in Cuttack and later
at the Odisha Sangeet Parishad in Puri. In the
early 1960s, he joined Utkal Sangeet
Mahavidyalaya in Bhubaneswar as a senior
Lecturer in Odissi, from which he retired as the
Principal in-charge in 1983. In 1984, after his
retirement, he established his own institution,

“Udra Nrutya Pankaja” in Puri, with branches in
Cuttack and Bhubaneswar.

The Vision of a Budding Dancer and Odissi
Guru

Guru Pankaj Charan Das was the main force
behind the revival of the Mahari style in
neoclassical Odissi. The classical Odissi started
a process of decline during the Mogul period
(around 1592 AD,) when Afghan invaders
looted and plundered the temple of Lord
Jagannath in Puri – not just once – many times.
Due to such looting and plundering, the three
icons (bigrahas) of Lord Jagannath, Lord
Balabhadra and Devi Subhadra were hidden
from the public eyes. In addition to it, various
rituals including singing and dancing by the
Maharis were discontinued for a long period at
the Jagannath Temple, Puri. When such rituals
were reinstituted after the decline of the Mogul
rule, the revived Maharis did not get back their
original prestige that was accorded to them
during the pre-Mogul era. While the
construction of neoclassical Odissi to the
present form has been dominated by “Gotipua”
style, the richness and beauty of Odissi that we
see today owes much to Guru Pankaj Charan’s
dedication and untiring efforts at reviving the
Mahari style into the tapestry of emerging
neoclassical Odissi.

“Jayantika”: The Emergence of Neoclassical
Odissi

Until the late 1950s, Odissi did not emerge as a
neoclassical dance form in India. Its
reemergence as a premier dance form not only
in India, but also on the world stage is a
fascinating story that needs to be
deconstructed and reconstructed time and time
again. But one should be rest assured that in
this process of deconstruction and
reconstruction, the name of Guru Pankaj
Charan Das and Mahari style would be written
in golden letters for all times to come.

214

U R M I  :  2 0 1 9  G o l d e n  J u b i l e e  - O S A  S o u v e n i r



“Jayantika:” The late 1950s and the early
1960s were the most productive period in
establishing Odissi as a neoclassical dance
form. The role played by Jayantika in
rationalizing and codifying Odissi as a major
neoclassical dance form cannot be
overemphasized. Initially most of the major
gurus of Odissi were members of this group
along with Odissi scholar Dr. Dhirendra
Pattanayak and Sri Lokanath Misra. Other
notable members of this group included
Biranchi Narayan Routray, Dayanidhi Das,
Kelucharan Mohapatra, Deba Prasad Das,
Mayadhar Rout, Raghunath Dutta, Sridhar
Prasad Nath Sharma, Batakrushna Sena,
Gorachand Mishra. It was Biranchi Narayan
Routray, who had proposed the name of the
organization to be “Jayantika.”

Jayantika for all practical purposes became a
laboratory for experimentation, analytical
discussions and ultimately rationalization and
codification of neoclassical Odissi, which has
served the evolution of Odissi well over the
years. But during the process, divergences of
opinion surfaced, particularly during the
composition of “batu nrutya.” This led to the
departure of Guru Pankaj Charan Das and Guru
Deba Prasad Das from the group. By going
against the grain, Guru Pankaj Charan showed
his independence. But indirectly he was
making a statement through his conviction that
the emergent neoclassicism in Odissi should
imbibe into its tapestry the rich tradition of the
Maharis.

The Creative Genius: The Iconoclast and the
Pioneer

In some sense, all great artists are iconoclasts.
They shatter conventionally held images that
we find so difficult to let go. In real life, Guru
Pankaj Charan must have shattered many such
images and particularly societal taboos, that
must have constricted and suffocated his life as
a dancer and a guru in the performing art ethos

that prevailed in Odisha in the early 1940s, 50s
and 60s. This experience must have served
him well on the stage, particularly in the art of
choreography, when he was confronted with
reviving Odissi in its neoclassical style. It has
been widely acknowledged that Guru Pankaj
Charan’s choreographies were rooted in
tradition, but at the same time it broke with
tradition in subtle and elegant ways. He was a
superb craftsman, who used slightly off beat
techniques to give a different dimension to his
creations.

It is at the Annapurna Theatre (B Group) that
Guru Pankaj Charan used his creativity to
choreograph Vasmasura. The cast consisted of
none other than Guru Kelucharan Mohapatra
as Siva, Laxmipriya Devi as Mohini and Guru
Pankaj Charan himself as Vasmasura. This
choreography of his, is considered as a
landmark in the then evolving neoclassical
Odissi. He claimed that in 1946, in Aswini
Kumar’s drama, Abhiseka, he started Odissi in
his own style. His choreography of Dasavatara,
with pakhawaj score by Durlav Chandra Singh,
and with Guru Kelucharan Mohapatra and
Laxmipriya Devi in the cast, is considered as
the first choreography in neoclassical Odissi.
He has been also credited with introducing
Jagannathastakam into Odissi at the time of
Mancha Prabesh. While compositions of
pallavis and abhinayas by him has his indelible
signature, his genius excelled in composing
dance dramas in Odissi style, which has been
highly acclaimed. In this sphere some of his
landmark compositions include,
Matrubandana, Glanisanhara and
Krishnavatara. Besides these compositions, he
will be remembered for being the dance
director of movies such as Sri Jagannath, and
Kavi Samrat Upendra Bhanja.

Felicitations and Laurels

In 1970, Guru Pankaj Charan was felicitated
with the Central Sangeet Natak Akademi
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Award, which was followed by Odisha Sangeet
Natak Akademi award in 1971. He was also a
recipient of Odisha Sahitya Akademi Award. He
received Sharang Dev fellowship by Shur
Shingar Samsad, Mumbai in 1984. In 1986, he
was awarded the title of Udra Nrutya Bhusan,
from Kalinga Bharati in Cuttack. In the same
year he also received Sarala Puraskar. The
President of India awarded him Padma Shri in
1992, in recognition of his contributions to
Odissi dance (Wikipedia).
This is a revised version of the article, “Guru Pankaj Charan Das: 1921-
2003: Life and Times of an Iconoclast and Pioneer of Odissi Dance,”
which appeared as an “In Memoriam” in the “Program” brochure of
“2nd International Odissi Festival,” organized by IPAP (President: Shri
Pratap Das), which took place during August 28 – 31, 2003, in
Washington DC.

I am thankful to Padma Vibhusana Guru
Kelucharn Mohapatra for his generosity in
explaining to me the underlying history, the
beauty and intricacies of Odissi dance with
special reference to Guru Pankaj Charan Das. I
am also thankful to Smt. Rajashree (Chintak)
Behera, a renowned dancer on her own right
and late Dr. Subhakanta Behera for sharing an
audio recording of an earlier interview of Guru
Pankaj Charan Das, and several other useful
references for this article. I have also used other
sources of reference for this article, i.e. “The
Guru of Gurus: Padmashri Guru Pankaj Charan
Das,” by Dr. Ratna Ray and “Guru Pankaj
Charan Das – A Tribute,” by Sri Gopal Mohanty,
published in the Journal of the Orissa Society of

the Americas, Souvenir Issue, 2003. Other
references that I consulted include, “Odissi
Nrutya,” by Shri Dhirendranath Pattanayak,
Orissa Sangeet Natak Akademi, 1988, and
“Odissi Nrutya Kaahaani,” by Shri
Dhirendranath Pattanayak in “Swara Jhankar,”
July 1991, Editor: Shri Gopal Chandra Panda,
“Guru Pankaj Charan Das: A Life – Timeless and
Boundless,” by Sutapa Patnaik, and “Pankaj
Charan Das” – Wikipedia.
Maharis are musicians and dancers who perform before Lord Jagannath
in the Jagannath Temple, Puri, Odisha. The word Mahari has been
derived by the fusion of two words “Mahat,” (honorable) and “Naari”
women. These honorable women dedicate themselves as temple
dancers at the feet of Lord Jagannath.

“Gotipua,” literally means a “single boy dancer” who sings as well as
dances dressed as a female artist.

Citaristi, Ileana, The Making of a Guru:
Kelucharan Mohapatra – His Life and Times,
Manohar, New Delhi, 2001. I came across this
book in New Delhi in 2002, and was surprised
to know about the group of Odissi gurus who
formed Jayantika in order to classify, rationalize
and codify rich traditions of Classical Odissi
Dance, which later became a springboard of
Neoclassical Odissi.

Citaristi, Ileana, “On the Trail of Jayantika: An
Introduction,” Nartanam: A Quarterly Journal of
Indian Dance, Volume: XVIII, No. 3, Jul-
September 2018. I am thankful to Shri Pratap
Das for lending me a copy of the Journal for this
article.
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Kalinga and Magadha
In the third century BC
Pradyot Patnaik

The third century BC: The history of India was
in the making, a defining period in ancient
India, whirling around its two most powerful
kingdoms, one was Magadha (presently Bihar
and the Gangetic plain) and the other, Kalinga
(presently the coastal Odisha and its south.)
While Magadha was expanding in leaps and
bounds, conquering kingdoms after kingdoms,
Kalinga on its south, its nemesis, stood like a
rock, strong and independent, challenging
Magadh’s supremacy. There were however
many divergences between them. While
Magadha grew in size with military might,
Kalinga was the most prosperous land at that
time, a trade hub, possessed a strong navy and
developed maritime routes to many South
Asian nations. Kalinga was also recognized for
its strength and valor, and also for its artistic
skill. Though peace loving, the land of Kalinga,
in contrast to most other kingdoms of India at
that period, would not acquiesce to any
domination by outsiders. It would fight to its
end to retain its independence.

The kingdom of Magadha, once confined to its
capital Pataliputra and its vicinity during the
time of King Bimbisar in the fifth century BC,
grew much larger under his son, Ajatashatru
and expanded further under the Nanda
dynasty. Though the Nanda kings conquered
Kalinga, but they could not hold it for long.
During the reign of Chandragupta Maurya, the
founder of Maurya dynasty, Magadha empire
covered almost the whole of India except
Kalinga and its south. Emperor Chandragupta,
fascinated by Kalinga’s magnificence and
prosperity, attempted to conquer the land but
was repulsed valiantly by its fighters. King
Bindusar, Chandragupta’s son, after succeeding
his father and inheriting a vast empire in 297

BC yearned to bring Kalinga under his control,
which would have been a jewel in the crown
of Magadha empire. He too did not succeed.

While Kalinga was passive and peaceful at that
time, Magadha in contrast was restless,
tempestuous, and simmering beneath its
surface. The kingdom of Magadha was
embroiled in infighting, jealousies,
conspiracies and power struggle. That was the
time of King Bindusar, and some of those
accounts are stunning, mostly mentioned in
the Buddhist and Jain texts, and it may be
worth mentioning a few of those narratives.
There may be some discrepancies, however,
on their veracities or accuracies. There are not
much historical documentations of these
events. Rebellions were erupting seldom in
different parts of Magadha. King Bindusar,
under Chanakya’s wise advice, would resort to
diplomacy first before going to any war to
keep the region under Magadha’s surrogacy.
During his reign one such rebellion broke out
in Takshashila in the Kandhar region of his
empire. He sent his sons, Sushim and Ashoka
there to quell the rebellion. Sushim was his
eldest and favorite son. He was apportioned
the task to work out a deal to keep the rebel
region under Magadha’s rule, while Ashoka
was to protect his brother in the event any war
broke out. Ashoka though young, barely
eighteen years of age at the time, was
arrogant, physically strong and an
accomplished swordsman. When Takshashila
did not agree to Magadha’s terms, an
impatient Ashoka with his small posse of
adroit fighters launched a blitzkrieg attack. In
the ensuing battle one of the powerful
chieftains of that region died, who happened
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to be the father of queen Noor Khorasan, King
Bindusar’s youngest wife. The young queen
never forgave Ashoka for this. Prince Sushim
felt ignored all throughout and was angry at
Ashoka. The rivalry between both these
bothers were slowly brewing and this was one
such instance.

As mentioned before, Kalinga never accepted
Magadha’s hegemony and had repulsed its
attacks previously. There were also a few other
independent territories besides Kalinga, mostly
located to the south of Magadha. One such
independent land included a loose confederacy
of sixteen small states lying west to Kalinga on
the southern border of Magadha. Apparently
emboldened by Kalinga’s strength and audacity,
the confederacy refused to surrender to
Magadha’s suzerainty. The kingdom of Chola,
on the other hand, surrendered to Magadha’s
terms to avoid a war. Chanakya (Kautilya), the
architect of Mauryan empire, known for his
foresight and political skill was one of the most
powerful faces of Magadha. He arranged to
exhibit a show of strength of its massive army
to its adversaries hoping that they would
surrender. For this, a huge pedestal was built
atop a hill near the battle field for the royals
and the prominent people of Magadha to
witness the spectacle of their might. Among
those present were King Bindusar, his queens,
his sons, Sushim, Ashoka and their other
brothers. Chanakya was also there. Too old by
then, his vision, however was focused
somewhere else, far beyond that battle ground,
contemplating faraway into a realm that he
knew was hard to win — and that was Kalinga.
In the battle against the confederacy the
Magadha army crushed their opponents
ruthlessly, vastly outnumbering them, inflicting
heavy casualties. With this victory the Magadha
empire extended further down into south
during Bindusar’s reign. And what was the
reaction in Kalinga? — calm and unperturbed.

No other major battle took place during

Bindusar’s rule. Kalinga remained independent
until then, strong as ever and Magadha knew
its strength. Chanakya also knew that well, and
so did Bindusar. During his reign, Pataliputra,
the capital was engulfed in royal feuds, power
struggle and conspiracies. A few such tales may
be highlighted below that shaped the Magadh
empire and its future, as well as the political
structure of the ancient India including Kalinga.

While Magadha was consolidating its own
position and power, a rebellion erupted in
Ujjain. King Bindusar sent his son Ashoka this
time to quell it. There, Ashoka met a beautiful
young woman, named, Devi, daughter of a
merchant. Struck by her beauty he proposed to
marry her, which she turned down first and
then put a condition that she would marry him
only if he did not harm the people of Ujjain.
Ashoka did not agree to her conditions first, but
later relented when Devi nursed his injury
sustained in a skirmish. Devi eventually became
Ashoka’s first wife, kind natured, and full of
compassion. Subduing the rebellion in Ujjain
earned Ashoka high praise in the capital,
Pataliputra. Sushim became jealous seeing
Ashoka’s rise. He manipulated his father and
succeeded in sending Ashoka into exile to a
place where Magadha would have no influence
and from where Ashoka would not be able to
stage any coup, nor launch any potential attack
on Sushim. And that place was Kalinga.

Disguised as a soldier, Ashoka came to Kalinga.
However, something else was also happening
there. Someone was shadowing Ashoka,
following him into Kalinga with a small assassin
squad. That was Amatya Rakshasa, Chanakya’s
rival, disguised as a hermit. Rakshasa was
dispatched to Kalinga by queen Helena to
eliminate Ashoka first and then Sushim, so she
could put one of her own loyalists onto the
throne of Magadha after Bindusar. Sushim had
no idea about this counter plot on his own life.
Asoka however sensed the plot; not known
how he did that. The information might have
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come from a very efficient spy or a counterspy
network, both of which Chanakya had
established earlier in Pataliputra. It may be
noted here that Ashoka was Chanakya’s pupil
when he was very young and later was
mentored by Radhagupta, another powerful
figure in Pataliputra politics. Ashoka returned
back to Magadha soon after that.

While in Kalinga, Ashoka came across a
very beautiful young woman, named Karuvaki.
Most historians believe that she was the
daughter of a fisherman in Kalinga and not a
princess as some legends say. Ashoka fell in
love with her and later married her. Karuvaki
was Ashoka’s second wife, and also was kind-
hearted in nature like Devi. Both the wives
influenced his life greatly. Ashoka had three
other wives.

Back to Magadha’s politics now: away
from Kalinga’s poise and serenity. The internal
rift and the conspiracies in Pataliputra were
growing deeper and deeper with passing days.
Chanakya, who was too old by then, had left
Pataliputra, deeply hurt by the treachery of
one of his own acolytes whom he mentored
and installed as his successor, but who
betrayed him by telling King Bindusar how his
mother died because of Chanakya. Bindusar
was angry but later learned the circumstances
that led to his mother’s death at the hand of
Chanakya, only to save his own life at the time
of his birth. The king was repentant but
Chanakya felt letdown and did renounce the
world soon after, starving to death in Jain
tradition.

The last days of Bindusar era was
coming to an end and Magadh was heading
into an uncertain phase, a defining moment
once again at the crossroads of India’s history.
King Bindusar was sick. He intended to bestow
the throne to his favorite son, Sushim, who was
in Takshashila for a long time, trying to quell a
rebellion there without much success. Ashoka

by then had already marshaled the supports of
all ministers including Khallataka and
Radhagupta, the two most prominent of them.
The ministers consigned the crown on
Ashoka’s head convincing the king that it was
the wish of the Gods and that he would serve
temporarily until Sushim returned back from
Takshashila. Learning the events that were
happening in Pataliputra, Sushim rushed back
to the capital, not aware of the plot by
Radhagupta, a powerful ally of Ashoka to
eliminate him on the way. Burning pits of coals
under cover were set on his path. Ashoka
eventually eliminated all his 99 brothers,
however sparing the life of Tishya, his
youngest sibling from the same mother, and
thereby consolidated his grip on the Magadha
empire.

Kalinga in the meantime continued to remain
an important center of commerce, and strong,
independent and unconquered. If there was
any defiance to Magadha’s might, that came
from Kalinga. Eight years after ascending to
power, Ashoka set his eyes on Kalinga, which
always persisted as a challenge, a test, and a
cherished dream.

Magadha attacked Kalinga in 261 BC with a
huge army. Kalinga defended its land to its last
breath with all its strength and might. It was
an epic war of all times, scripted in history as
the Kalinga War, and one of the biggest battles
ever fought in the history of India. The war
virtually destroyed Kalinga, causing deaths of
over one hundred thousand of its fighters.
Magadha too was heavily battered, incurring
an irreparable loss. The war changed Ashoka’s
heart and he embraced Buddhism. The Kalinga
war is well documented in the history of
ancient India and mentioned in Ashoka’s
edicts.

Analyzing the structures, politics and the
lifestyle in the then India, one may notice
some stark differences between these two
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dominant powers. While Magadha remained
expansionist and its power and the politics
were controlled and centered around its kings,
Kalinga in contrast remained introvert, not
indulging in any war to expand its territory.
There is no mention of any Kalinga king’s name
during or before the Maurya period. Some
historians conjecture that Kalinga never had a
king in the first place, and it was like a
democracy, ruled collectively by chiefs of
different regions. Even Ashoka’s edicts do not
mention the name of the Kalinga king who
fought against his army. However, there is no
supportive evidence of such hypothesis that
Kalinga never had kings. Text written many
centuries later mentions that the king of
Kalinga was Raja Anantha Padmanabha. One of
the legends says that the king was ill at the
time of the Kalinga War. His daughter Princess
Rajeswari took command. She bestowed the
title of general to every individual minister and
the chief of each region of Kalinga and died
herself fighting in the war.

A pertinent question that may arise here is that
why did not Queen Karuvaki, who herself hailed
from Kalinga and who is credited doing
numerous benevolent works, and immortalized
in Ashoka’s edict along with her son Prince
Tivala (Allahabad edict,) stop such a devastating

war? The queen perhaps was too young at the
time of the war, probably around 27 years of

age, assuming that she was born in 288 BC, and
would not have much influence on the political
and military decisions of Magadha. The same
may be said about the other queen of Ashoka,
Queen Devi, who refused to come to
Pataliputra ever after marrying Ashoka, and
lived in Ujjain rearing up her two children,
Prince Mahindra and Princess Sanghamitra.

The Kalinga war conceivably was inevitable —
unstoppable for the political and economic
reasons, and also for the fact that Kalinga
always remained an illusion, an aberration to
Magadha’s fantasy for a long period. The war

altered the course of India’s history. And what
happened to Kalinga? Over a century later, it
rose up from its ruins under the Chedi emperor
Kharavela, conquered Magadha and a vast
chunk of India, avenged its defeat, and glinting
its glory again. However, that was not the third
century BC.

21 Mohawk Trail,
Burlington,
New Jersey
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A Bumpy Ride… I Miss the Most
Jigyansa Mohanty

The other day, as I was about to leave my
house to pick my ten-year-old from school, my
phone beeped. It was a message from a friend,
requesting me to pick her twins as well, as she
was occupied with some work. I immediately
texted, “Sure” and drove off. Suddenly I
realized, that her kids being six needed to be
buckled up in booster seats. Without losing a
second, I took out a spare one from my car
trunk and placed it next to my younger one’s
permanent booster in the rear seat of the car.
My elder one being ten had already graduated
to the next level and hence I felt three kids can
easily share space in the back. But to my utter
dismay the moment my son noticed, that he
needs to squeeze into the lone space left in the
back seat of the car, he made a face. Being a
mother, it took me a second to read his mind.
He was not happy compromising his comfort or
in that case sharing space with the other two.

“Mom, how am I going to sit ………?” there
came this question wrapped in form of a soft
murmur.

As soon as I lowered the rear-view mirror, I
could see his coerced smile which was
synonymous with discomfort. I tried hard to
distract his attention, but to no avail………….

This took me down the memory lane, when we
were kids. Back in early 90’s we would
commute to our school in light three wheeled
hooded vehicles called as Rickshaws, a vehicle
similar to a tricycle, having a seat for the
passengers behind the driver. Those days
Rickshaws used to be one of the chief modes
of transport in my native town Bhubaneshwar,

and they left no stone unturned in making the
city vibrant with their color, speed and
efficacy.

Based in our Government quarters in Unit 1,
our daily commute to school involved a thirty-
minute ride in these human pedaled vehicles.
The Rickshaws had three wheels, a big one at
the front pedaled by a Rickshaw driver, and
two smaller wheels to support it from the
back, such that its stability remained intact.
Logically these carts were designed in such a
way, that two adults or three kids could
comfortably sit on it. But the quest to earn
more, kept giving these Rickshaw pullers
innovative ways to explore and expand its
seating capacity. Especially Rickshaws plying
school children would have one additional seat
called Baby seat in the front, just opposite to
the passenger seat. No…………it had nothing to
do with a baby in any real sense. It was just an
addition of a wooden plank on the front,
which helped increase the seating capacity of
these Pedicabs from three to six, — sad but
true.

In my case, it would be three kids, each on the
passenger seat and the baby seat. Occupying
the main seat was a luxury which was on every
kid’s wish list. The ones who were in higher
grades would use their seniority and grab the
main seat, while we the younger lot would
reluctantly fit into the baby seat. The elevated
passenger seat would be dazzling in color,
while the baby seat being a dry wood piece
wrapped in a thin layer of plastic had nothing
much to offer. Certain pictures hung in the
front, was enough to give the passengers a
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sneak peek into the mind of the Rickshaw
puller. For some it would be their deities, while
for the rest it would be the postcards of their
favorite Bollywood stars. Though from the far
they all would look the same, but in reality,
each Rickshaw would be unique in its color,
brightness, shine, shape and structure. We
would be so badly crammed against one
another that, having our back packs with us in
this half an hour ride would be a distant dream.
The moment we would board our Rickshaw, the
driver would take our bags and hang them on a
hoop at the back, designed specifically for this
purpose. Two iron hoops would carry the
burden of all six backpacks. Still we never
complained…………………

We used to be our happiest selves boarding this
tiny and shaky vehicle. There was something so
nice about it. Five to six of us would sit next to
each other in such a way that, we could hear
each other breathe. “Uncle” as we used to
fondly call our Rickshaw driver, would make us
pass through the shortest of the routes, such
that we reached school on time. Every driver
would have this unique rubber or metal bell
attached to their Rickshaw handle in the front.
Just a little wiggling of this metallic piece, was
enough to send a chill down our spine and we
would rush to embark on this beautiful journey.
The number of stops on our way was directly
proportional to the number of kids the
Rickshaw carried. We were six, so in our case
there were six stoppages for us on the by lanes
of Bhubaneshwar, every day on our way to
school. If anybody was late, then he or she
ended up getting a thrashing from Uncle. Uncle
would shout at the top of his voice there by
ensuring that rest of the crew took it as a
warning. After everyone boarded this pedaled
vehicle, Uncle would then shout “Chall……
Chall……”and with full spirit make us zoom
through the narrow lanes of Unit 1 Market.
Those days Unit 1 market place would always
be crowded with people but the petite size of
these vehicles helped us escape any chaos with

ease. Unlike motorized vehicles they would
emit no air or noise, hence we hardly bothered.

Amidst this swarm of people, there would
be a group of itinerant salesmen like the
hawkers and peddlers, who not only would call
this place their homes but made it equally
vibrant with their loud cries and chants. Once
we had crossed those lanes and reached
Rajmahal square, we would get to breathe
fresh air enlivened with bright sunrays. In the
meantime, to escape the scorching heat Uncle
would take out the plastic collapsible “Hood”
which was supposed to shield us from all-
weather extremities. Not only it invoked a
feeling of safety but also gave us the courage to
fight tyrant weather.

With Bapuji Nagar and Ashok Nagar proudly
situated on its either sides, Rajmahal Chhakk
was one of the trendy destinations of
Bhubaneswar. As kids we would enjoy passing
through this busy place in the so called
“pedicab” of ours. The connecting road from
Rajmahal to Kalpana square was a steep ride
and hence to ease Uncle from the grueling
pedaling regime, some of our Rickshaw’s
mischievous yet concerned kids would get
down from the Rickshaw and push it from
behind. Once the strenuous path ended, they
would again jump in to grab their places in the
Rickshaw. By the time we reached at Kalpana
square, our Rickshaw’s speed had tripled. In no
time we drove past the bumpy roads to arrive
at our school, conceitedly located in BJB Nagar,
the educational suburb of Bhubaneswar.

Uncle like a guardian would hand over our bags
to us and then we would march ahead to start
a fresh day at school. At the time of pick up too,
our Rickshaw would be parked adjacent to our
school building and it would hardly take us a
minute to spot the same. During those times
Rickshaw’s use as a mode of transport was high
and popular in my home state Odisha.

With time these Rickshaws have vanished from
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the roads there, making way for the autos and
the cabs. But no matter what, I loved those
unsophisticated Rickshaw rides to the core. Be
it smooth or bumpy, controlled or shaky, the
journey had been exotic and full of fun.

Immersed in these thoughts when I was about
to take right from State Street my son shouted

“Mom, where are you going? Don’t we have to
drop Shree and Sai first?”

Address: 2675, Churchill Lane
Apartment 5, Saginaw – 48603
Michigan
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An Untold Story…
Tapas Panda

It goes back to those days when I was in
Bangalore, newly joined a software farm there.
It’s been a long time I visited my parents after
joining the company. So, I planned for a trip to
my home town Bhubaneswar, Odisha during
the Puja vacation. I promptly booked the train
tickets and started counting the day of journey.

Finally, the travel day arrived. I rushed to the
station before time to make sure that I
wouldn’t miss the train. The entire journey to
Bhubaneswar takes around 28 hours with a
change of train at Chennai. Chennai express
from Bangalore starts at night and reaches
Chennai the following morning. Then after two
hours, Koramondel express starts from Chennai
for Bhubaneswar. I was waiting at the station
thinking of the long journey and how to pass
my time alone.

I took few magazines and chips and reached at
my allotted berth. Got a bit relief after locking
my baggage and taking the seat. Then a lady
with a girl of my age came to the same cabin
checking their tickets with berth numbers. I
helped them locking their baggage. The girl had
a very pretty look with long hairs and a smile
on her face. Her eyes were innocent, looking
here and there as if she was unfamiliar with
train or not comfortable with new people
around. I started guessing,“She must be her
daughter and they came here for a trip to
Bangalore or Ooty”. Then the lady requested
me to exchange the berth as she wanted her
daughter to sleep at the lower berth. I said “No
problem, Mam” with a generous tone as if I did
a great favor to them.

“Where are you going? To Chennai?” I asked to

the lady.

“No. To Bhubaneswar”
“Oh…good. I’m also going to Bhubaneswar”…I
said
“You people were on a leisure trip here?” I
asked
“Ok Son. It’s time to sleep. I better take rest”
…Said the lady cutting me short.
“Did I ask something wrong !!” I was
thinking….” All aunties are like this…”
I picked up the magazine and started reading.
When I looked around in between, I saw that
the girl was smiling at me. (the famous Hindi
proverb came to my mind immediately)

I promptly said “Hi”.
“Hi…what’s your good name?” she asked.
“I’m Tapas. You?” ---“I’m Preeti”
“Were you on a leisure trip to Bangalore”? I
continued.
“No. I study here. I’m a medical student in St.
John Medical College”
“Oh…good to know that. I’m a software
engineer in Wipro” I proudly mentioned.
“It’s already late Preeti…please sleep
now”…Aunty interrupted.
We said good night to each other and she went
to her berth to sleep. I continued reading my
magazine for some time before I slept.

The train reached Chennai, the following
morning. A coolie woke me up and told that it
reached there 10 minutes back. I found no one
in the train. But my eyes were looking for
someone. After I got refreshed and took
breakfast, I got on to the next train to
Bhubaneswar.
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“Oh, they are here…” I told to myself.
Coincidentally, Preeti and her mom were in the
same cabin as mine again. Aunty went to sleep
after sometime, though not in deep. She
seemed to be very tired and looked worried.
Then Preeti and I started talking.

Preeti started and was continuously telling
about herself. She was a topper in her school
all throughout, got good marks in the 12th

grade as well. She was very studious and hardly
knew anything in life other than her studies.
She narrated how she used to wake up in the
middle of the nights to study and how her
father came to her and insisted her to sleep.
She also told me how her parents inculcated in
her a dream to become a doctor since her
childhood.

However, Preeti went through a very bad time
after her 12th. She could not get through any
medical exam even at the state level, in her
first attempt. Then she prepared for the second
time. For that she joined a coaching institute.
But unfortunately, she met with an accident
just before the entrance test and could not
appear in it. It was the most frustrating time
for her. Then she could not even study for 2/3
months. By that time, all her old friends were
in either medical or engineering colleges. She
got very upset day by day. Then she started her
preparation again, studied day and night. But
every moment one thing bothered her
mind…“I’m far behind than my batch mates”.
No one of her batch mate was there to share
her feelings. Finally, she appeared in the
entrance exam. Each day after the exam passed
like a year for her till the results were out.

But this time Preeti got what she always
dreamt of doing. She was the state level topper
in the exam. She was so happy that she went
to each and every friend and relative’s house to
tell that she was the topper. She chose ‘St John
College of Medical Sciences’ in Bangalore, one
of the best medical colleges in India. Now, she

is in third year of her studies. She is again
topper in the first year MBBS exam in her
college. All the professors and specialists are
very happy with her performance….

I was quietly listening to her. She was narrating
it as if she was in a dream. “What specialization
you are planning to choose after MBBS? I mean
which area interests you most?” I asked her
eagerly.

“Pediatrics” she answered. “I’m always fond of
little kids. I can’t see them suffering from any
disease. I will become a very good pediatrician
and will cure all the children. I will be around
with cute babies all the time. I will cure poor
people free of cost…I will open a hospital to
treat little ones….I will…. I will…”, she
continued non-stop.

I was amazed to see her passion and nice
thoughts. I was rather very impressed with
that. “Are you Brahmin?” I asked out of
nothing. (I don’t know why I asked that. There
must be something going on in some remote
corner in my brain which perhaps was
dreaming about the future…marriage and life
etc.). “Yes” she said.

I got a big smile in my heart. “I’m also a
Brahmin” I said. “Can I read your magazine”
she asked. “Oh yes…of course…take it”

There was an article on health issues in that
magazine. She started explaining to me about
human body and its complexities. I was
listening to her very carefully. For a moment, I
felt myself as if I was into a doctor’s profession
rather than engineering, though I never even
studied Biology after the 10th class.

“Our body is a mysterious one, each second
we lose thousands of cells and each cell
contains a semi permeable membrane……” She
went on all the day.

226

U R M I  :  2 0 1 9  G o l d e n  J u b i l e e  - O S A  S o u v e n i r



“Have your food my child” …Aunty interrupted
again. “Take this medicine too” she continued.
I came back to another magazine I had. Preeti
was smiling at me all the time. Her smile was
full of innocence and childishness.

“Why don’t you come to our house some time”
Preeti asked me.

“Yah, of course I would” (If your Mom has no
objection, then…I said to myself)

“I will show you all my books. All materials I
prepared with…all my trophies…all my…” Preeti
said. “Yeah I’ll...” I told her quite confidently.

It was night by then. The best journey of my life
would come to an end the following morning
when we reach Bhubaneswar. “Take your
magazine”, Preeti gave me back my magazine.
“Good night….do come to our house to see all
my collections” she asked me before going to
sleep.

I went back to my berth. I found a phone
number written on the magazine she took from
me. No doubt, it was her home phone number.
Suddenly romantic music started playing in my
heart. I was dreaming all night long without
sleep. “I always wanted this kind of girl to
settle down in life…simple, sober…talented and
smiling…hope my mom/papa would not object
to this…in fact Maa would like her…Papa never
had any problem in my matters….”

Train reached Bhubaneswar the following
morning. I woke up when someone touched
me…and said ‘bye’. It was her. I picked my
stuffs and came out of the train. An old man
came to the platform to receive Preeti and
Aunty.

“He must be her father” I thought. Preeti gave
a smile at me and started walking with her
father. “Hey son…could you please come here
for a moment ?”…I heard this from Aunty.

I went to her slightly nervous and with full of
questions in my mind. “She is going to warn me
not to contact her I guess”…I was thinking.

“Hello son…you are a nice boy. I heard all your
conversation (aunty was pretending to sleep
then! I thought). I can also guess what might be
going on in your mind. But please forget her. I
could not tell you anything as Preeti was
around. But I think I must tell you
everything…now”

Aunty put me in a guessing state. Question
marks were flying all around in air.

Aunty sat on the platform bench. I could not
wait for a second to listen from her.

“She is not a medical student, neither had
she got through the entrance exam ever.
Whatever she told you was correct, but till a
particular point. She was a very good student,
got many prizes, trophies in her school and
college career. She was very ambitious and
always had the dream to become a doctor. She
tried twice, but fate was not with her. She was
very upset after that. She appeared for the
third time. This time we were sure that she
would come up with a very good result. But
this time again, fate was not with her. Her
name was not there in the list. All her teachers,
me and my husband could not even guess why
it happened. She must have been qualified….”
Aunty went on telling all these with tears in her
eyes. “Preeti could not believe the news. She
told me that she is the topper this time. She
told that she has seen it in all the result papers.
I tried to explain her the fact but she was not in
a state to listen to us. She started explaining us
how she is going to be a good doctor and help
all the people etc. She was not crying…she was
not upset. In fact, she was very happy and
went on telling all anyone she met that she
was the topper in the exam. She explained to
all, how she was preparing for the exam…how
studious she was etc. etc.”
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…Aunty continued with more tears in her eyes.
I could not believe to my ears. I was impatient
to know what happened next, and how she
joined the medical college in
Bangalore?

“Then we showed her to a doctor” Aunty
started explaining again, “Highly Schizophrenic
patient, she lives in her own world…” said the
doctor. We could not believe that. We treated
her for a year with that doctor. Then he
referred her to Nimhans Hospital, Bangalore.
She is going through psychiatric treatment in
Nimhans since last two years. We go there
every three months for checkup and session.
Every time she talks to any stranger, she tells
them that she is studying in ‘St John Medical
College’ and she was the topper etc. Doctor
advised us not to force her to the reality. That’s
the reason we never tell her that whatever she
thinks is fiction. We to buy stethoscope,
medical accessories for her. She still studies her
books every day and keeps on telling about her
future plan and…..” Aunty stopped as she could
not tell anymore with full of tears in her eyes.
“Ok son, have a nice trip. God bless you. Please
pray to God to cure her soon” Aunty left the

platform wiping her eyes. I stood there,
dumbfounded, confused and completely lost. I
could not believe what I just heard. I could not
believe my eyes which saw her smiling face. I
could not believe anything….

I reached home. All my family members were
happy seeing me. All were excited.

But something else was running in my mind, I
was not there. I could not sleep that night. I
was almost about to cry thinking about
everything I heard from aunty. I thought a lot
and finally decided to meet her once before I
leave for Bangalore. I picked the magazine and
searched for the number she wrote on that. I
got that number and called her.

But…“Please check the number you have
dialed….” This is what I got from the other side.
I kept on trying the number several times
during my stay. But every time I heard the
same message from other end.

The show was over…stage was empty…hall was
vacant…but the music was still running in the
solitude…in my mind.
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An Uphill Ride
Jayasmita Mishra, Ph.D

“Pinch me! Pinch me”! The kids yelled aloud as
they stepped down the stairs of the aircraft.
They had reached their dream land….America.
Sheela was excited to see the decorum and
cleanliness of the grand airport. She touched
one of the steel beams as they glowed, each
rod intertwined with another: an architectural
splendor. She had flown a long flight along with
two young kids to start a new life with her
husband. Amar had secured a short term
assignment with an Architectural firm in New
York. The family reunion was warm, something
they had longed for and the hugs were
emotional.

Sheela was happy to be in an advanced
country, which bragged about tall skyscrapers,
wide roads and a disciplined traffic flow. Like a
fairy tale, everything seemed perfect and
welcoming. Inside the cab, the driver showed
them the Statue of Liberty. He said,” it isn’t just
a huge statue of a lady, she’s a symbol of hope
and freedom for the millions of people who
have migrated to the USA. The statue was the
first thing they saw when they first arrived by
boat and an audio guide revealed what an
emotional moment it was for most of them.”
Sheela, felt thankful and blessed, she dreamt
of a cushy lifestyle and a promising career.
Flash back something struck a chord, she
realized that they were in a foreign land,
leaving all their relatives and friends in India.
Breathing in the fresh air, she could feel a
sense of fear and joy at the back of her mind.

Cutting a long story short, days passed, things
changed. Adapting to a new way of life in an
alien atmosphere had its own drawbacks.
Everything was not as sparkly as the initial

animation suggested, even the simple things
such as kilograms/liters and kilometers needed
serious revision into pounds/gallons and miles.
Sheela missed home; the daily buzz of a busy
metro life in the capital city of India. KARMA -
let’s face it; the family geared up as a team!

Amar, a workaholic was engrossed with his
job and future career prospects, the kids were
in school trying their very best to be part of the
milieu. Sheela felt a sense of void within her.
She understood that her hopes and dreams
were far from reality. Landing in the land of
liberty, the lady with the torch mocked at her,
without a work permit she could not even
apply for a job. All her attempts to utilize her
educational qualifications failed. Sitting within
the four walls of the home was not her cup of
tea, so she decided to do volunteering.

Public transport in the suburbs was limited,
without driving skills getting around the town
was not easy. Keeping in mind the limitations
of commuting she decided to volunteer in
Amar’s office, The office premises was close,
the people were familiar and this would give
her an opportunity to get out of the home and
refresh her computer skills. She knew it would
be difficult but was ready to push her limits a
little bit too far.

Amar, was one of the corporate leaders
while Sheela sat at a desk performing basic
duties as an assistant. Dignity of labor that is
what they say, never mind she was happy; this
was a perfect opportunity to set the ball
rolling.

When she was in third grade, Sheela was
familiar with bullies in class, she kept a safe
distance from those rotten apples. Reality
dawned when in this office setting she
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encountered people projecting negativity and
back biting even as matured adults. Insecure
and fearful people display such traits where the
work culture is based on the dictum of.…Hire
and Fire. What else could one expect from
people who were shallow and rootless? The
atmosphere was full of rejection. Her adamant
and defiant attitude, taught her to be her own
advocate and stay grounded. encountered
people projecting negativity and back biting
even as matured adults. Insecure and fearful
people display such traits where the work
culture is based on the dictum of.…Hire and
Fire. What else could one expect from people
who were shallow and rootless? The
atmosphere was full of rejection. Her adamant
and defiant attitude, taught her to be her own
advocate and stay grounded.

----"My first instinct was to let them go their
way and I would go mine; thus the situation
would be well managed I have never killed an
animal I was not obliged to kill; the sport in
taking life is a satisfaction, I cannot feel. Yeah!
This seemed to be even worse. I knew very
well that I was the target for something else. I
took a deep breath, closed my eyes and
remembered the prayer, which we did every
day in school, --- O God, Our Father, forgive
those who do evil, give them the wisdom to
distinguish between the good and the bad.
May peace prevail .”

Difficult times are those that help you
recognize the best of friends. This time Sheela
was extra tough, perhaps she had anticipated
the worst. The phone stopped buzzing, friends
never asked about her absence. Everything
seemed to be so normal as if nothing had been
affected.

"Are you crazy? I feel you need to get yourself
checked by a psychiatrist”, said Amar as he saw
the changed Sheela. “You and the sacred book,
stop chanting those prayers and prepare
yourself for something more worthwhile. You

are blackmailing the poor Lord, you never
thought of Him before and all of a sudden you
have become such a saint".

A stimulus always provokes a response.
Circumstances determine one's behavior
pattern. Sheela very well knew that she could
never be able to fight alone. It was indeed a
deal of nine against one. She also knew that
she would never be able to prove the world
that she was innocent. It was indeed hard to
believe.

Everything seemed to be so uneasy right from
the day one. Her voice sounded shaky when
she revealed the fears that lay within her heart
— "I know I am treading on a dangerous path,
but I am sure they are not going to hang me".
This seemed to be the last resort for her and
she didn't hesitate giving a trial.

Amar kept reminding her to be extra careful, as
it was his dignity that was at stake. It was by
sheer diligence and hard work that he had
achieved his goal and he did not want anyone
to point out to him because of any lapse on her
part. A slight mistake, would reflect on his
competency and caliber.

"I am not an idiot”, thought Sheela. “I have the
brains to learn and I am sure nothing is hard if
one has the will to achieve.” A strong believer
in what God has given me,” I find ways to love
myself - I pray, I meditate, drink lots of water,
take a bubble bath, walk on the tread mill,
listen to music and have learned to hang
around with a tribe of friends based on their
integrity.”

Amidst a cold and stifling atmosphere,
somehow or the other her survival instincts
worked hard to fight against all odds. She
found within herself the invincible sense of
warmth and learnt the job within no time.
"Who has the time to teach you, the big boss
must be mad to hire such a dummy without
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any prior experience". These were the words
she had to digest, but it was better to tolerate
rather than create an issue. Day in and out she
worked hard to please the rest. Weekends
became working ones as she had to clean up a
huge backlog. Stress piled up, but it was ok at
least time seemed to go by and she did not
have to sit and brood at home.

Sheela couldn’t admit that the work pressure
was too hard on her, “You can never show
vulnerability; you can never say I’m not feeling
good”. So she swallowed it. Days, weeks and
months flew off like a whip and she somehow
or the other tried to become a part of the
furniture within the office setting.

It was summertime for the kids. Her best friend
and co-worker planned a family trip to go to
her native land. "Do not worry, Renu”, Sheela
assured her, “go ahead and have a nice break,
your work will be done.” Nature has its own
ways of taking care, if the left hand is broken
the right one takes up more jobs to achieve the
optimum. Willingly, she volunteered to take up
Renu's job while others merely washed their
hands off it. Though it was hard, she somehow
or the other managed to do it.

Oh! Not a word of appreciation from her
supervisor who never seemed to be satisfied.
Like the wicked witch's story, the more she
accomplished the higher was the expectation.

Every evening it was the same story at home, a
tired Sheela had less energy in her to attend to
the multifarious jobs that had to be done back
home. The slightest complaint about her work
atmosphere would ignite a spark, sufficient
enough to have fights between the couple and
thus nights used to pass with each other
ending in separate bedrooms. Amar never ever
seemed to understand, as a good samaritan in
his own thinking he always found some fault or
the other in his wife rather than realizing the
cold environment where Sheela had to struggle

most of her time. He seemed helpless in
helping her out and at times used to scorn —
"learn to survive within the dirty politics of a
work atmosphere."

After some days, Sheela became quite
comfortable in her job, acquaintance gave a
boost to her skill and as the days passed the
tough things seemed to be easier. Weekends
became relaxing ones and very soon she
started to give more time to the family. It was
indeed a triumph on her part.

Alas! Fate had willed it differently. One fine
day, the boss ordered her to help out Peter in
his job.” I have never done that kind of work”,
said Sheela, and she still had to finish her own,
admitted the perplexed Sheela. The boss
retaliated by saying, “you could defer yours,
Peter's job is a priority and the head has given
orders that you could handle this assignment in
a better way”. Instances like this kept
happening and no matter how much effort was
put in, things never worked out in Sheela's
favor.

Days rolled on and on and when things started
taking a bad shape, she had to admit defeat
and descend down the arena. Sheela was
asked to stay home, officially she had lost the
job. Today, she sits brooding into a vacuum
trying to gain enough strength to move along
her dream ladder; heavy at heart still, trying to
reach her goal of self- actualization.

Perhaps she was destined to be a sinner, with
no means and ways to get out of the trap.
Groping in darkness a dazed Sheela tries her
best to plead for innocence, a myth that would
never ever turn into reality.

With folded hands she thanks heaven — "Lord,
I am happy Amar is saved, I take pride in his
growth, let him bloom and blossom while I
remain a shadow beneath his strong shoulders
... ... ... .... ..."

231

U R M I  :  2 0 1 9  G o l d e n  J u b i l e e  - O S A  S o u v e n i r



“I am a woman, the queen of his heart, home
and hearth. Our happiness lies in mutual
understanding and respect for each other’s
dignity.” He could never tolerate
her exploitation that too right under his nose.

That's how fate played its role to end the
torture.

21 Bridle Path Road
Ossining, New York, NY 10562
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No One is Ever a Label
Piyush Das

Imagine there is a kid named Terrance who has
a Korean ethnicity. Some kids in school
unfortunately continue to bully him nearly all
the time because he is Korean. They call him
small eyes and they ask him when is he going
to wash their clothes. This type of bullying for
Terrance would be going on for months. One
day these bullies teamed up with some other
kids and they all started to call him names.
They told him your race is only full of people
who wash other people’s clothes and they
continued to taunt him because of his eyes like
before during all of those treacherous months.
Terrance then asked them a question which
really made them think about their actions.
Terrance exclaimed, “I’m not even Korean.
That’s just a label. We are all made out of the
same material cells. Your cells and my cells
aren’t very different. We are all the same, we
are all human beings. So why do you keep
calling me these labels? Should all of us just rip
off these so called labels?” After Terrance
asked them these tough questions those kids
stopped bothering him. The main question in
mind is “Why do we have labels?”

Really why do we have labels? I remember
once watching a Prince Ea video about who we
really are. He states, “Human beings are just
like lightbulbs. They come in all different
shapes and sizes, but they all have the same
energy. And that energy has no shape, size and
color; it is all the same. We are all the same.”
And labeling is not necessarily have to do with
race. Labels come in a variety of forms. People
call each other ugly, loser, worthless, useless,
stupid, idiot, fat, skinny, and bony. Why do we
say these awful words to each other? How
can human beings call each other such terrible
things if we are really all the same? Think

about it — that it doesn’t matter who a person
is; that everyone is a human being just like
everyone else. Yes, we all come from different
places around the world, but honestly it’s
meaningless. We are all living breathing human
beings. Rip the labels off. Those labels are not
who we are. Politicians fail to realize using their
pointless arguments about race. They keep
mentioning the race, but the word, race should
be thrown out. The words like loser, ugly and
all those ugly labeling words should be
removed from the dictionary because everyone
has the potential to excel in life and nobody is
ugly skin deep. People should much rather
value the character and not go by the labels or
looks. Keep this in mind that we are equally the
same, and no one is different inside. We are all
made of the same materials and our
personalities is what makes us unique.

What motivated me to write this article?

Hmm… This must be the reaction of someone
reading this before getting to this part. It’s
because of my personal experience. When I
was in elementary school people always
labeled me. They told me I was a stupid Indian
and my RACE was inferior. I always felt that my
RACE defined who I was. But, the word race
truly is meaningless. And, really it wasn't only
the race. Throughout the elementary school
people labeled me as a loser and ugly, and they
used these labels and continued to bully me
and tried to make me feel inferior. And I felt
like those labels were used to tell me who I
was. When I started my high school, the
bullying still continued. It ended for two year in
my 7th and 8th grade, but came back again in
the 9th. I began to feel as if those labels were
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sticking to me and I began to embrace them.
But my advice to anyone who has been labeled
constantly is that those labels are all fake; rip

them off as they do not define who you are.
LABELS ARE JUST LABELS.
YOU ARE ANYTHING GREATER THAN A LABEL.
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A Static Cycle
Srujani Das

Rusty, broken, and falling
Aimlessly reaching out

Reaching out but not holding
onto anything physical,

rhetorical, magical, unstoppable
Aimlessly pecking at a useless
and meaningless “something”

My character keeps going.
No one to stop him.

A sudden decrescendo in the
forever rhythm and my

arms give out.

STOP

Wake up call, a 360° turn
7:45am and the forever

rhythm starts again.
Something so simple but

meticulous, not materialistic.
A driving force, a ringing bell

a numbers game keeps
going on.

Round and round and round.

4003 Stilton Lake Lane
Katy, TX 77494
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Beyond The Three Worlds
Nrusingha Mishra

Who am I really?
I am a living breathing entity

I wake up every day with a sense of gratitude,
I feel for others pain like mine in solitude

I enjoy things that give me pleasure,
I sleep and dream, wake up to think in my leisure

But all these things keep changing,
Sway me in the moment which is constantly fleeting

What is purpose of my life and ultimate goal?
Pass my days frivolously not thinking about it and my soul

I keep moving randomly within these three worlds,
My awake, dreaming and deep sleeping worlds

What is happening in the background?
Who is witnessing all these without any sound?

Pictures come and go in the screen
And the screen is witnessing

My consciousness behind all these remains constant
This life is a bubble and will burst in an instant.

20606 Summer Sweet Ter
Germantown, MD 20876

236



DREAM
Rabi Prusti

It is a dream for me to kiss the angel of peace
And hug the innocence who never got to wish

It is a dream for me 
To give them the feeling of Truth and Freedom

And feel of Democracy and touch of Love 
As they dare to come

It is a dream for me 
Not to embrace fake news or alternate facts

Only a cult leader claim so, 
And channels his wishes through the Dictator’s Act

Have you witnessed the Fear Factors
That challenge your Democracy?

In the name of Service, 
The Con man runs his show under clouds of secrecy!

When will you rise for your survival and protect the truth?
If not Now, When?

Freedom and Democracy are at the crossroads
And Thunder of Fear cannot reign! 

“Many of you do not know” proclaims the Leader 
And “I am the Supreme you have never seen”

“Just follow me, Trust me
I will give you everything for your loyalty, 

And soon change your dream”

Just then I woke up
A bad, very bad Dream,

A chill on my skin, I see tears in your eyes!
It’s morning, early morning, the Sun is rising

Feeling of joy 
And I see the golden glow in the sky.
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I hear the bell ringing
It’s the Freedom

And I see smile, the Lady Liberty is coming here!
Then I know

Truth and Freedom 
Honesty and Justice 

Love and Peace
Are here to stay for Ever.

4600 Roundup Road
Edmond, OK 73034



The River And The Lake
Niranjan Mishra

Amidst the foothills of the Himalayas
and the deep and dark sylvan beauty,

On one side, is a quiet Lake with magnificent serenity
and the River, on the other, ever-flowing with rapid strides.

The Lake thinks:

Bestowed with the wealth of a vast reservoir of water,
peace and tranquility all around me,

From time immemorial, I am here, so much in peace
At one place, undisturbed and unperturbed.

Look at the River on the other side of the hills
Always in rush, never quiet at any time

Struggling to survive,
Scouring the banks as if in deep anger

Continues her endless journey
To the ocean at last: 

I feel sorry for her incessant race and never-ending strives.
God give her some rest and live in peace!

The River thinks:

Tireless I am, boundless is my journey
Limitless is my wealth

Speed is my strength, and no one can stop me
I run across the land, the villages and cities,

I play music as my ripples keep singing
I am always in motion, and my journey never ends
Until I jump into the vast ocean that waits for me.

I feel sad for the quiet and stagnant Lake on the other side
how boring is his life, his world is small

bounded on all sides and nowhere to go
always looking at the sky in a pensive mood

as if praying to God to give him strength
so that he can raise his arms and can move like me. 
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But the reality is this:
It doesn’t matter who thinks what

Who claim to be fortunate, and the other is less
It’s good to have your soul-searching: and not to judge others

Everyone has a role to play and play it well.

There’s no scale to measure one’s sadness or happiness
There’s no standard to measure one’s smallness or greatness

It’s all in your mind, in your heart and in your actions.
Amidst the bounties of nature,

Everyone has a role to play and play it well.
Everyone has a role to play and play it well.

1106 Delwood Court, 
Sudbury On Canada, P3E4M4
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Tranquil but Magnificent 
Babru Samal

The passion flower is so gorgeous
Dressed in vibrant colors and patterns

Make me an instant devotee
But does the flower know about its own prowess?

The fragrance of the roses and jasmine flowers
The iridescent feathers of a peacock

Or the intense sanguine color of the maple leaves in autumn 
The cascading water falls
With no sign of arrogance

But fill our hearts with a sense of being in paradise

Babies entice us with their smiles
But they don’t know their power
That conquer us without a fight

Clouds during the sunrise and sunset
Become the canvas to display

The most amazing abstract artwork
But not being aware of it.

The snow-capped mountains of Patagonia
And its serene lakes

Are nothing but just magnificent
But they don’t know it or brag about

Like us. 

10201 Unicorn Way
Rockville, MD 20850
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Village Mythology
Jayanta Mahapatra

Flickering lamplight, fanfare of trapped wings,
bears, and snakes darken into another Orissa night.

The sea might sweep up on the shore again
in a sudden aggressive embrace. And walls

of madness rise up to the skies in a malevolent dark.
Yet one’s earth is never in real danger.

Firewood on their heads, a file of women
stagger along the last rain-wet road.
Suna, the faithful village wife, crawls

through darkness as she moves beyond birth and death
from one night of rape to another.

Here destiny goes nowhere, but is everywhere.
The real story she listens to from her children

is made up of school, books, and their bloodless pulp;
imagined loss somehow secretly feeds

her sense of herself.

The dropped anchor flounders in a sea without water.
In this forgotten sea, she is of the race

that can sing only of gods
who betray life with small embraces.

[ Jayanta Mahapatra (born October 22, 1928) is the only Indian poet who has been widely 
published in American journals. He has published 22 poetry collections in English, 10 poetry 

collections in Odia, 9 translation collections and 8 other books. He has received many awards and 
honors including Central Sahitya Academy award and in 1981 and Padmashree in 2003 .]
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In Memoriam…
Pratap Babu:
A s I r e m e m b e r
Srigopal Mohanty

I called him ‘Pratap Babu’ and he called me
‘Gopal Babu’. Does it tell anything about us or
our relation? But it might if one heard the way
we called each other – a sense of friendship or
bonding without any direct relationship.

It was 1969 when Pratap Babu was introduced
to us through Late Rajendra Sarangi who lived
in his neighborhood. He was a bachelor then.
His charming personality and affectionate and
genuinely caring nature not only helped to
develop an immediate congenial relation
between him and newly arrived Rajendra Babu
and his wife but also made three of us to
become close friends quickly.

Those were the days we were all searching for
other Odias in the vicinity and far beyond.
Already Pratap Babu knew a few, at least
Pramod and Jitu (Chitralekha) Patnaik. Soon he
and Rajendra Babu moved to the apartment
building in Old Dundas Road where Pramod
Babu was staying.

To bring as many Odias together as possible
became our burning desire which led to a
‘Pakhala Party’ at our house, 21 Skyline Drive,
Dundas in July 1971. On that day, a chapter of
OSA was formed, called Toronto Chapter which
is now known as Canada Chapter (CanOSA).

In Pratap Babu’s presence, the Old Dundas
building where they all resided became the
hub of Odia community for some years. The
place was exploding with youthful Odia energy.
The nostalgic new arrivals found in each
other’s company an incredible amount of
excitement and comfort. They forgot that they
were all in a foreign land.

Here was Pratap Babu – a flamboyant
handsome young bachelor – among us. Was it
a loss for emerging Ollywood in seventies, not
to catch him? Perhaps so, he was meant to be
a gain for us. Pratap Babu was an extremely
accommodating team person – ask him
anything to do and he would accept it gladly,
even acting. In celebrating the Baishakhi Milan
in 1973, we presented the drama, ‘Pahadara
Atmakatha’ by Suren Mohanty (this was the
first drama staged by any OSA Chapter)
involving four old persons. For good reasons,
Pratap Babu who acted in it was given make-up
first with professional touch and it happened
that others did not get any. Even our best
make-up person could not hide his handsome
and youthful look (see the picture).

e was Pratap Babu – a flamboy
dsome young bachelor – among us. W
ss for emerging Ollywood in seventies,
atch him? Perhaps so, he was meant to

ain for us. Pratap Babu was an extrem
ommodating team person – ask

Pratap Babu, Rajendra Sarangi and 
Sri Gopal in drama 

‘Pahadara Atmakatha’ in 1973
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Pratap Babu had religious inclination. He was
also an out-and-out community person.
Knowing actor Sriram Panda’s abrupt
abandoning Ollywood for quest of a spiritual
life, it is difficult to say whether Pratap Babu
was a loss for Ollywood.

Well, certainly he became an asset to the Odia
community here and in North America. Yet we
never gave up on him to act. He joined with us
in several drama presentations, especially with
me in ‘Mo Odia Culturera Atmakatha’ and
‘Chha Mana Atha Guntha’.

Being a bachelor, Pratap Babu used to visit us
frequently in early seventies. We two would
talk on many things but had a common
concern: unlike back home, we Odias could not
openly and loudly talk among each other in
group gatherings and enjoy sharing our
cooking. There was a constraint of space as
during our earlier days most of the Odia
immigrants did not have a large enough space
to accommodate most of us. Our desire to live
like a free Odia, jump and sing around in the
open air and having togetherness for a longer
period as in any wedding or festive occasion
therefore became stronger and stronger. We
hit upon a novel idea: how about going away to
cottage countries for a couple of days to relieve
ourselves from our tight straight jackets and
revitalize our Odianess. And thus, the seed for
cottage picnic was sown. Pratap Babu with his
friendly organizing ability took the lead and
there in 1972 ‘Canada Odias Cottage Picnic’
was born. The event caught Odia imagination
everywhere in the North America like wild fire.
Its popularity grew fast to attract the Odias
from every corner of North America for years
to come so much so that soon OSA adopted
the Canada cottage picnic as a model for three-
day OSA convention.

Pratap Babu was an avid bridge player and that
became a coalescing factor in community’s
social relation.

Pratap Babu was a loving person and fond of
small kids. He was very much attached to three
little girls, almost of same age – Rajendra
Babu’s daughter Lita (who was a victim of 1985
Air India tragedy), Pramod Babu’s daughter
Ellora and our daughter Rini. Quite often Lita
would be in Pratap Babu’s arm or on his lap.
When he found that we were not having any
turkey during the Thanksgiving dinner, he
would get immense pleasure in cooking it in his
apartment for us, especially for our two young
daughters, Jini and Rini.

Although my wife Shanti and I could not attend
Pratap Babu’s wedding ceremony in 1975 but
we arrived at the bride’s (Bani) house in
Cuttack the next day just before the
preparation of her departure to Pratap Babu’s
house in Bhubaneswar. On seeing us he was
extremely jubilated. We were perhaps the only
people close to him in North America who
could be there and who also attended the
Chaturthi ceremony.

After Bani’s arrival in Canada, we have been
visiting each other regularly. I felt, in Bani’s
companionship Pratap Babu who was
influenced by western stylized life with liberal
thoughts during his years in Europe before
coming to Canada gradually transformed to
bring a harmonious blend of both east and
west.

Soon Pratap Babu became a regular visitor to
Vishnu Mandir run by Dr. Budhendranauth
Doobay. During super-cyclone in Odisha, he
decided to introduce us to Dr. Doobay. It
resulted in getting a donation of about $22,000
from the Mandir which was specifically
directed to repair the girls’ residence in
Kanyashram at Satyabhamapur and a personal
visit by Dr. Doobay to Satyabhamapur.

As time progressed our meetings became rare.
Even on such rare occasions, we have always
been privileged to share the warmth, cordiality
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and good conversation with both Pratap Babu
and Bani. He started his regular dialysis
treatment and had his kidney transplant and
yet would not give up his jovial and cheerful
mood. He was a real fighter indeed.

After a prolonged fight, he was in a situation
when he was hardly eating and became
extremely weak. We visited him one day and
he was unable to walk very much. In our
presence he became overwhelmed with
emotion and yet felt good enough to come
with us to the dining room. He became
cheerful. And that was our Pratap Babu.

(Members attending Pakhala Party without me; Pratap Babu is standing fifth from the left)

We witnessed an unbelievable sharp turn in
him when we met next at the wedding of
Pallavi, Prakash Patnaik’s daughter in last
September. He looked hale and hearty and
could eat like anyone else. We talked as he
loved to talk and he had his usual cheerfulness.
We never knew that would be our last
meeting.

May his soul be in peace.
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In Memoriam… In Loving Memory
of Pratap Chandra Pattanaik
Loreena (Reena ) & Loreeta (Lona) Pattanaik

Pratap Pattanaik (Dad) was born in Puri,
Odisha, India on November 5, 1937. Dad had
four siblings - two sisters and two brothers.

Dad completed his intermediate studies at
Stewart College, Cuttack, and obtained his BSc
from Ravenshaw College, and his Master’s
degree from Utkal University in Statistics.
While doing his Master’s degree, he received a
job offer which he accepted and moved to
Calcutta to work in a paper mill.

However, he always dreamed of moving
abroad, and in 1963, he seized an opportunity
to move to Sweden. With just $22 in his
pocket, he boarded a plane for the first time
and left India. He travelled extensively
throughout Europe and even worked in
Germany for a short period of time. In 1967, he
decided to take advantage of an offer to move
to Canada, all expenses paid.

When Dad arrived in Canada in 1967, there
were only a handful of Odias who lived in
North America. These Odias relished a strong
bond and became like a family since most of
them couldn’t go home to visit their parents
frequently. In fact, Dad’s first trip back to India
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was six years after he had left. When he
stepped off the plane, his mother didn’t
recognize him and asked to see his birthmark
to verify that it was him. Her thin little boy had
turned into a healthy, handsome young man.

In 1975, he married Purnima (Bani)
Pattanaik. They had two children - Reena and
Lona. The family grew when Lona married
Sovan, and they went on to have Dad’s two
beloved grandchildren, Ishan and Sahil.

Dad spent a significant part of his life building
his family, career, and community. He had a
strong work ethic and spoke up for the causes
he believed in.

Dad and Mom, both took great pride in helping
build the Odia community in Canada and other
parts of North America, and their intense bond
have lasted over 50 years. Dad served as the
Vice President of OSA from 1987-1989.

Even to the end, Dad would still reminisce
OSA’s humble beginnings with nostalgia. For
instance, in 1975, the Odia convention was
held in Toronto, and approximately 100 people
attended it and stayed as house guests with



the local families. Although the visitors may
have been strangers at the beginning of the
weekend, they enjoyed staying with their
newfound families. Back then, the conventions
were only a day long as compared to the
present 3-day events that are held in grand
scale with professional grade stages, lighting,
and sound and more than thousands in
attendance.

When you visit Mom and Dad’s house today,
you can peruse their bookshelves to find a
beautiful set of leather-bound Encyclopedia of
Britannica’s, a set of Compton’s encyclopedias,
and a colorful array of OSA souvenirs and
directories.

In the 80’s and 90’s, our family vacations would
also include taking the Odia directory with us.
For example, during one of our vacations
visiting Pittsburgh (late 80’s), Dad and Mom
looked up the local Odia’s in the directory. Lona
and I would be so embarrassed that Dad and
Mom were calling strangers, but we were
always amazed that after an hour-long
conversation, they had shared their life stories
and often found mutual relatives or friends.

Dad always undertook active roles in the
cottage picnics, which began in the 1970’s, and
he was so proud that the younger generations
continued the tradition. From the beginning,
the cottage picnic brought in large groups,
including Odias from the States. These picnics
included lots of Odia food, skits, and
Antakshari competitions, which would often
run late into the night. Our family has
continued to join the cottage picnics at the
request of Ishan and Sahil, our third generation
Odia’s.

Dad applauded the preservation of the Odia
language, food, culture, dance and music, and
the various activities of OSA such as,
conventions, picnics, Kumar Purnima shows,
Ratha Yatra, and Jagannath Mandir events, that

have attracted entire family. He believed in
encouraging the younger generations, including
the second generation of Odias to take on
leadership roles in OSA to ensure that the
building of the Odia community continues to
grow far into the future. His efforts and
encouragements inspired me, his daughter,
Reena Pattanaik, to serve as the OSA Canada
Chapter president in 1998 – 2000, as well as
Nick Patnaik & Leena Dehal who served as OSA
President & Vice President, respectively in
2001-2003.

It was a tough 2 years during my term as I
faced many obstacles including stubborn
arguments and contradictory viewpoints
among various members. At one point, I
wanted to quit this “volunteer” position, but I
stuck with it because of Dad. He was able to
help me understand:
●Participating in OSA keeps us closer to our
Odia roots,
●The hard work his generation spent building
OSA would end if others don’t take over, and
●There will be a loss of subsequent (2nd)
generation Odias actively celebrating their
parents’ culture as their own.

Looking back, I can say that Lona and I gained a
strong work ethic as we saw Dad work at OSA.
The evenings would comprise of visits to
numerous accommodation sites, stages, trophy
vendors, etc. We gained important life skills as
we had opportunities to speak in front of over
500 people, interact with the Ambassador and
High Commissioner of India, organize events,
sign and negotiate contracts, perform on stage,
cue the lighting technicians, and more.

Dad’s journey also included health challenges.
His kidneys began to fail at the age of 67, and
he began to undergo dialysis on a regular basis.
On his 75th birthday, however, he was blessed
with a kidney transplant. Dad rose above his
health struggles and was still able to enjoy life
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been very proud that the OSA convention has
hit a major milestone of 50 years. We were
very sure that he would attend the 2019 New
Jersey convention in verve and spirit. The final
leg, the final destination of Dad’s beautiful and
exciting journey will come to a full circle when
his ashes are scattered on the sea at Puri,
Odisha — Dad’s birthplace, hometown, the city
of Lord Jagannath.

250

U R M I  :  2 0 1 9  G o l d e n  J u b i l e e  - O S A  S o u v e n i r

to the fullest. He never stopped doing the
things he loved - spending time with family
(especially the grandkids), playing bridge,
organizing events, traveling (to Western
Canada, India, London, Paris, and Alaska), and
attending the OSA conventions and cottage
picnics. Although we will miss him dearly, Dad
is somebody who truly experienced and
enjoyed every minute of his 81 years of life. He
was so positive and vibrant and would have

Kalpana Dash (7 July 1966 – 23 May 2019)
was an Indian lawyer and mountaineer. She
was a native of Dhenkanal, Odisha where she
was a practicing attorney. She was the first
Odia mountaineer to scale Mount Everest. She
scaled Mount Everest on 21 May 2008 with a
team of five members from the United States,
Canada and Nepal. She had attempted to climb
Mount Everest twice before, once in 2004 and
once in 2006 but failed due to bad weather and
health conditions. On 23 May 2019, Dash
summited Everest with two others.

She became ill on the descent and died just
above its balcony. Her body was recovered and
brought to Kalinga Stadium Complex where
Sports Minister Tusharkant Behera
accompanied by his department officials paid
their last respects to the departed soul.

Paying homage, Behera said, "Kalpana Dash
was an ace mountaineer who brought fame to
the state. She was an achiever who led by
example and even in her death she will
continue to inspire young aspirants to scale
great peaks".

Ms. Kalpana Dash had numerous successful
expeditions throughout the world.

Mount Kilimanjaro in East Africa (5895 m) 
- October 9,  2014 

Mount Aconcagua in South America(6962 m) 
- January 16, 2015 

Mount Elbrus in Europe (5642 m)
- July 31, 2015

Mount Cosciuszko in Australia (2228m) 
-December 3, 2015

With a sponsorship from Dr. and Mrs. S.K.
Dash, Kalpana visited USA and talked to 2000
Odias from USA and Canada at the 40th

Convention of the Odisa Society of America in
New Jersey. Her next major appearance was at
the 3rd Ratha Jatra celebration in Minnesota.
Odias will always be proud of her unique
accomplishments. CM Naveen Patnaik said,

“Her legacy in mountaineering will inspire
the generations of young women in the
state.”

KALPANA DASH
The First Odia Woman Everester
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A Journey with OSA RDF
Swapnalata Mishra (Rath)

It was 2008 MI OSA Kumar Purnima celebration
where I had heard that Michigan OSA would
host OSA Regional Drama festival 2009, the
very first one in Northern region. I curiously
contacted MI OSA president Dr. Jogesh Panda
to know more about it. After the discussion,
the concept of RDF seemed very interesting to
me. Not only just because I have a weakness
for Drama, but also because what RDF can do
for OSA in a regional level. Also Odia drama is
the best medium to promote odia language in
our adopted land. Personally as a person with a
passion for (producing, writing, directing and
acting) odia drama I felt good that through RDF
I can meet and witness the talents from nearby
OSA chapters. I appreciated the concept and
offered my willingness to support for the
planning. In return I was proposed to take
responsibility of coordinating Michigan drama
for the event. When I discussed this with my
husband he also agreed with me that this is a
great concept. I felt encouraged. Producing
Drama for Mi OSA had been my hobby from
1999. By then I had produced 6 odia drama for
adults and 2 English drama for children. I knew
it will not be an easy process and definitely
time consuming. Still I moved on. It was a
different experience. My journey with OSA RDF
started from there. Little did I know I am
moving with my passion towards some great
experiences in my personal as well as my social
life! Lessons I have learned through the process
and the feelings I have captured are incredible
and humbling.

I directed the Mi OSA presentation Mahisha
Marddini Giti Natya with a team of 15
participants. Enthusiasm during 4 weekend
practice and preparation for costume is still
fresh in memory. A team from CanOSA joined

and it was also a great experience to see so
many drama loving odia people from Canada
attending the event. Michigan odias welcomed
them with open heart and enjoyed both the
drama as well as presented our local
Basantotsava with high spirit. It was a
memorable evening from every aspect. RDF
2009 in Michigan showed me the light of hope
for RDF dreamers. I got positive that it will
open a new door for OSA in regional level. I
was hopeful that through drama, Likeminded
people would get together and odia children
will get closer to odia culture. In the process,
odia language will get its priority for another
reason in OSA forum.

2010 Chicago RDF and Diwali Celebration

I myself was inspired enough to arrange and
lead a drama team (along with our families)
from Michigan in following years to Chicago. I
wrote and directed the drama. Participants
from Michigan were Akshaya& Mona Ray,
Debasish Acharya, Subhasish Mohanty,
Sangram Basantia and myself. Entire team
enjoyed the hospitality of our Chicago friends
from Friday night till Sunday morning.
Successfully Chicago OSA organized the RDF
2010 along with its Local Diwali event. Chicago
OSA team as well as a team from Wisconsin
OSA presented two other hilarious Drama. All
three dramas were well accepted by the
wonderful Chicago audience. I enjoyed the
silence in audience during our presentation. No
words to thank Gyana Bhai and Sujata
Pattanaik for their warm hospitality by hosting
me and my family.
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2011 RDF Columbus Ohio

Again we, a four member drama team, from Mi
OSA along with our family attended RDF 2011
in Columbus, Ohio. We stayed with my cousin
Srikant Mishra. Other participants were
Akshaya ray, Debasish Acharya, and Parag
Mishra. They all preferred to stay at hotels.
Again, it was a wonderful event filled with five
hilarious dramas (two from Ohio, one from
Canada and one from Michigan). This was the
RDF where everybody thought it is a pressure
on members of local chapter, either OSA or
participating chapters should share the burden.
2012 RDF and Basantotsava Mi OSA

I took the responsibility as regional coordinator
of RDF and basantotsava hosted by Michigan
Chapter. Jogesh panda wrote and directed the
drama presented by Mi OSA chapter. Dr.
Basanta Mohapatra and Dr. Birendra Jena from
Ohio, Mr and Mrs Abani and Rashmi Pattanaik
from Canada represented their chapter
respectively. It was not easy for both chapters
to create a drama team till the very last
moment. Chicago OSA could not make a team
to attend. As the regional coordinator I felt
attendance from other chapter was quite
disappointing as our local organizers and
performers worked hard to welcome our
neighbors. But at the same time it was not that
hard to understand how difficult it is to
organize a team and need to travel four/ five
hours to present a drama.

It was unfortunate that neither I nor anyone
else from Michigan could make a team to
attend the RDF hosted by CanOSA in 2013.
CanOSA organizers and RDF Coordinators were
disappointed. I understood their feelings but
could not help.

2014 RDF Michigan OSA

Michigan OSA organized RDF along with local
Basantotsava. Devasish Acharya took

responsibility as Regional coordinator and I
took responsibility as Michigan OSA drama
coordinator. I directed two dramas. One drama
was for adult artists. Adult drama “ Pathara “
was written by Sharat Mohapatra from Odisha.
Participants were Akshaya Ray, Swati Mishra,
Parag Mishra, Sunil Pattanayak, Biswajit
Pattanayak, Debasish Acharya, Ananya Kar and
and myself. It was well accepted by the
audience. But it was the children’s odia drama
Satyara Jay, written and directed by me,
stunned me as well as the entire audience.
Outstanding performance of our children in
delivering odia dialogues mesmerized the
audiences. Audience also enjoyed two other
wonderful drama presented by Ohio Chapter
and CanOSA.

Once again it was impossible for me to
participate in RDF 2015 and RDF 2016. It was
hard to make a team to travel to Toronto and
Cleveland.

2017 RDF CanOSA

Even though I was interested and ready to
participate it was not possible for me to create
a drama team from the beginning because no
one showed interest to travel to Toronto. But I
was determined to attend the event with my
husband to honor the request of my drama
group friends from Canada. Fortunately finally I
got one enthusiastic artist from Michigan. Dr.
Sangeeta Pradhan agreed to travel and perform
with me. I wrote the script Jagnyasenira Nyaya
and we practiced in a week by phone. We
travelled together Friday night to Toronto along
with my husband. Gagan and Sabita Panigrahi
welcomed us to their home with big smile in
mid night. Next day morning we practiced
drama and attended the event in the
afternoon. It was a wonderful evening filled
with mind blowing performances by talented
Can OSA artists of all ages. Three other
hilarious dramas were presented (one drama
by Can OSA and two others by Ohio OSA.).
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Once again it was a memorable evening from
all aspect.
It was not possible for me to attend RDF 2018
organized by Ohio OSA at Cincinati.
Unfortunately Mi OSA did not participate in
RDF 2018 since no one else showed any
interest.

Once again, after five years, Michigan OSA is
hosting RDF 2019 this year on May 12th. Due
to my personal situation I am not able to
arrange so far any drama but eagerly waiting to

enjoy the evening watching talented
performance by other teams from Michigan,
Ohio and Canada.
After 10 years I have not lost my enthusiasm
for RDF, if situation in my personal life permits
me and if I get at least one enthusiastic artist
to perform, I will try to my best to support RDF.
It is not easy to attend every year. It is not easy
to create a team every year. But I am hopeful.
My sincere thanks to Sandip babu for his
constant encouragement.

I hope this noble effort by odia drama
enthusiasts in Canada and USA will continue
and make the pioneers dream come true. My
heartfelt thanks to Dr SriGopal Mohanty , Mr.
Sandip Dasverma , Mr. Birendra Jena and all
drama enthusiasts in USA and Canada who
have been tirelessly working for last ten years
for OSA RDF. The impact of RDF is visible now a
days through the quality of the drama being
presented in OSA conventions. OSA Convention
can’t allow a drama more than 20 minutes.
That restricts a lot of possibilities to present a
drama. Drama is a wonderful way to present
Odia cultural value, historical and mythological
stories and life story of ideal legends in front of
our second generation. OSA RDF is definitely a
wonderful forum to preserve our odia culture
and promote odia language.

22546, Current Drive,
Macomb, Michigan 48044
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Reset with Regional Drama Festival
Sarita Das

Lights! Sounds! Curtain Rise!

Thus, starts the journey of Regional Drama
Festival. Every year, the southwest cities,
Dallas, Houston, Austin, San Antonio and
Arkansas come together to showcase their
drama’s.

A few months before we decide to participate
in the festival, we work with our artists. There
is brain storming sessions on the plot- should
we do a social drama; or a story from Odisha’s
history; or just have a drama blending the
lifestyles of East and West. Ultimately, the
writers come forward with their plot for the
Play. Team Houston is known all over USA in
Odia community for their humor-based
drama’s.

The most fun part for the drama participants
starts now ….. managing schedule conflicts,
time management, venue and menu
discussions for the drama practice nights. So,
the drama festival is just a way for all of us to
“Reset” from our monotonous lives and bond
over a common goal. This is where we make a
travel through memory lane and discuss
experiences from our past, some incident

about college days etc. It is during these
sessions, I have heard stories that have molded
the drama plot or drama dialogues. We relive,
rejuvenate and reconnect with our roots.

On the D day, the teams from all different cities
come together under the same roof to
compete. Team Dallas, when travelling to an
RDF venue, rent a big bus and come together. A
lot of times, Team Arkansas also joins Team
Dallas and travel together. At the end of the
day, winning and loosing does not matter.

What matters is to meet Odia’s and share our
passion for food, art and culture together. One
incident I remember from 2017 festival is when
an artist from Austin Drama team offered to
participate in the drama for Arkansas team just
so that the city can continue to participate
(one of their key artists could not participate
due to personal issues). This is a “One Team”
effort where collectively we want to make the
event successful.
As I look forward, I want this festival to
continue and I hope the younger generation
will keep this alive. We need creative minds to
come forward and help us transition from a
traditional setting to a more techno -digital
world of drama. Let us look forward to “Reset”
every year.

Till then,
Lights Off! Sound Off! Curtains Down!

Houston, Texas
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RDF in Southern Chapter
Prashanta Ranabijuli

Southwest Chapter celebrated its latest RDF on
April 13, 2019 at Houston, Texas. This was our
8th RDF. Our 1st RDF was at Dallas in 2009. From
2009 to 2019, Dallas has hosted the RDF four
times, Austin twice, and Houston twice. There
were only three blank years. It is fair to say that
RDF has been very popular in Southwest
Chapter.

Southwest Chapter is geographically huge,
encompassing Texas, Arkansas, Oklahoma, and
New Mexico. Despite such a large area there
has been good participation from major cities.
In 2009 Dallas, Austin, Arkansas, and Houston
participated and presented four dramas.
Around 115 people attended that event. In
2019 drama festival, Dallas, Austin, Houston,
and San Antonio participated and presented
four adults’ dramas, one children’s drama, and
cultural shows by children. More than 250
people attended the event, which spanned
more than 10 hours. It felt like a mini-OSA
convention. Over the years we have learned
the importance of children’s participation. This
approach achieves two goals: 1) exposes
children to Odia language and culture, and 2)
increases overall attendance as parents are
involved.

As the festivals become bigger many challenges
crop up. Logistics become a huge issue. Finding
a decent venue with good auditorium, A/V
equipment, dining facility etc. is not only
difficult but also very expensive. Coordinating
with cities to understand their requirements,
handling registration process, money etc.
become complex. Managing an RDF requires
10’s of volunteers working for 3+ months.
Without proper guidance it could take more. If

there was a reference document that walks
through all the tasks involved, the timeline,
do’s, and don’ts etc. (for example, a readymade
judging criteria document or a workflow
document) it would cut down on the
preparation time for a new organizing team.
The prior RDF coordinators should come up
with such a document for future events.
Balancing budget has been a major worry for
every organizer. A decent venue costs upwards
of $2K. Add in insurance, A/V technician,
custodians, other rentals etc. and the total
facility cost would be more than $3K. Including
food the total cost could top $7K. To increase
attendance registration fee is kept at a nominal
level. With the help of a few generous donors
in the community we have been able to
manage the events financially, but we should
find a sustainable way to raise sponsorship
money to support the facility cost. If OSA had a
general event insurance that chapters could
use, RDF organizers would save hundreds of
dollars.

Regardless of all the challenges RDF has been
very successful in Southwest Chapter. Each
time we see new faces at the event, and the
return attendees come with even more
enthusiasm. Children are encouraged and
recognized. New leaders are born. Long live
RDF in Southwest Chapter!

Austin, Texas
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RDF: The Other Side
Leena Mishra

Regional Drama Festival (RDF) a unique,
popular Odia jatra event in North America,
dream project of Mr. Sandip Dasverma started
during the period of 2007-2009 OSA
executives. OSA President Pratap Das being an
epitome of cultural proponent in North
America supported the idea whole heartedly.
The idea which was sprouting then took a
shape from the green grass field of Niagara Fall
and staged as First RDF in Texas in the year
2009 as Southern Regional Drama Festival.

It’s been a decade now. RDF has reached to
many Odia Jatra loving Odia families in North
America. More than 80 dramas have been
staged so far. The initial idea was to simulate
the home-based event gathering atmosphere
of India here but due to many reasons it was
hard to achieve however what was achieved
far outweighed the initial imagination. It
started with the idea of having fun together,
but we never could think of the other aspects
of the RDF especially the impact on our
children. Apart from having fun together, there
are numerous other benefits of RDF not limited
to team work, improved memory, public
speaking, communication skill and most
importantly internalizing Odia culture and
traditions through this process.

Being a parent of a North American Odia kid,
responsibilities lies on us to be the torchbearer
of the Odia Tradition and Culture. With the
busy life we often forget or missed to
celebrate, observe or follow our traditions and
rituals at home which kept us binding for years
and help us pass our values to the next
generation. These are great tools to strengthen
the ODia identity on a remote land. In ancient
times these traditions were created very

carefully and practiced passing the values of
the Odisha to next generation without even
realizing the bigger goal behind it. But RDF
plays an important role here as our gate
keeper. It does the task for us that we leave
incomplete. Combine acting, dialogue, or
narration used in presenting an act often
express a sentiment or mood or illustrate a
specific event or daily act representing early
days or historical stories or activities of
Odisha. The instruments, artefacts, costume,
scenery, place, and prop associated with
presentation reminds us the intangible cultural
heritage. These little tools used in the act plays
a critical role to keep us connected to our root.
Additionally, it helps our children gain insight
on our past, regular day to day life, village
activities, Odia vocabularies and many more.
They synthesize the information at their free
time and use this skill to communicate
effectively especially when they visit Odisha.
They enjoy speaking in Odia with elders and
peers with their expanded version of Odia
dictionary and they find themselves familiar in
situations and adjust easily.

In short, acts presented in RDF are more than
simply ‘performances’ for us. They play a
crucial role in keeping our culture and
traditions alive and help us stay connected to
our root ignoring distance as a barrier. In the
name of weekend practice sessions with
friends we build a strong support system here
for ourselves. RDF act as a vital force to
maintain and promote the ODia language,
heritage and culture among Odia diaspora in
North America.

Washing DC Chapter

257



RDF Experience
Gopal Mohapatra

Southwest chapter of OSA has been holding
Regional Drama Festival (RDF) for about ten
years. The first RDF took place in Dallas where
teams from Austin, Dallas, Houston and
Arkansas participated to the cheer of more
than two hundred strong audience. Houston
team won the first RDF best drama award.
Dallas served as an excellent host city. People
enjoyed the dramas, delicious food and above
all meeting friends an making new ones. They
left with a pledge to meet again the next year
and the tradition has been continuing for
almost a decade now.

Subsequently Austin and Houston have hosted
RDF a few times, Dallas having hosted for the
maximum number of times. Plays of different
genre have been staged – comedy, drama,
fiction, and semi non-fiction. Actors from both
genders have included amateur and
experienced ones spanning a broad age
spectrum. All the cities have bagged awards in
different categories such as best entertaining
drama, best acted drama, best scripted or
simply the best drama. Old faces have given
way to new ones. The torch is being carried on

by newer and newer faces.

Over the years, through this great event, Odias
in SW chapter have grown as a family, knowing
each other better, making new friends, sharing
laughter, happiness, enjoying delicious food
and most importantly spreading Odia culture
and tradition.

This year OSA-SW RDF will be held in Houston,
in which teams from Austin, Dallas, Houston
and San Antonio are going to present their
respective plays. This will bring in greater
participation. Houston Odia community
members are working hard to make this event
a bigger and better than ever before by
including several entertaining programs related
dance and music.

We thank Sri Sandip Dasverma and Sri SriGopal
Mohanty for starting this great regional event
to bring Odias together at local level. We also
thank OSA for patronizing this event to spread
and sustain our rich Odia culture and heritage.

(Past President, OSA SW Chapter)
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Remembering the Creation
of
SEEDS 25 Years Ago
Priyadarsan (Darshan) Patra

“Wherever you turn, you can find someone who
needs you. Even if it is a little thing, do
something for which there is no pay but the
privilege of doing it.” ~Albert Schweitzer

It was the year 1989, and I had recently joined
the Ph.D. program at the University of Texas at
Austin. Early, nebulous ideas of establishing a
progressive, action-oriented group germinated
in a series of informal discussions among
several Indian, Indian-American, and American
students on campus. I, being fairly young and
restless then, vividly remember the excitement
when we founded the India Progressive Action
Group (IPAG,) a student organization, in the
wake of a rally held to protest the insensitivity
of Union Carbide towards victims of the gas
tragedy at Bhopal, India. The protest was in
connection with a visit to UT by a vice-
president of that company to speak, ironically,
on "How to do business in India".

While we, a gaggle of campus ‘activists,’
focused on various ‘causes’ and projects
throughout India, my involvement gave me a
special opportunity in 1990 to visit and work
with Padwa Gramdani Sangh (PGS) in Koraput,
Orissa. PGS, led by Sri Nishakar Das, worked to
improve the socio-economic conditions of the
villagers, in about 100 nearby villages, who
were predominantly Adivasi (indigenous)
people and were often stricken by famine,
diseases and starvation deaths due to lack of
irrigation facilities and clean water,
compounded by official high-handedness. This
was my first ‘soul search’ back in the remote
areas of my birth state of Odisha that I had left

after high-school. By 1991, the problem had
severely metastasized to multiple regions --
Kalahandi, Bolangir, and Koraput districts were
hit especially hard.

The Kalahandi-Bolangir-Koraput Famine

India Abroad (June 25, 1993) reported, “Even
as officials gloated over the government's
success in creating a huge wheat stockpile, a
little girl in far-away Orissa was digging in the
earth for wild roots. The 4-year-old Ankhita
had no special fascination for wild roots. She
had had nothing to eat for days after her
mother died of starvation in the southern
district of Kalahandi, whose chronic starvation
has come to symbolize the contradictions of
the country's food situation. … At least 11
million people, most of them in the tribes-
dominated districts of Orissa and in Bihar, are
reportedly trying to stave off hunger by eating
wild roots, boiled leaves, and seeds, as famine
and drought stalk over 6,000 villages.”

We believed that these sorts of famines were
man-made macroeconomic disasters, largely a
function of local political and economic policies
such as unemployment patterns, taxation,
inflationary food prices, the absence of
minimal employment or welfare relief,
environmental degradation, and corruption.
India Today (May 31, 1993) wrote that the
governmental aid was all tangled up in
bureaucratic bungling and corruption. So, we
felt that it was a solemn duty to go beyond
traditional charity, to do whatever possible to
raise awareness and prod action widely.
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IPAG lent its organizational support and a few
individuals came forward to lead the so-called
"Kalahandi-Bolangir Initiative (KBI)" which had
by then grown to more than 60 ardent
supporters and contributors over several
regions in the USA and Canada at various
university campuses. It was growing into a
movement for participatory consciousness
about grassroots and sustainable development,
particularly in Orissa and generally in India. We
raised some donations through presentations
and were in touch with about half-a-dozen
reputed volunteer development groups (NGO)
in Orissa (now Odisha,) several development
experts in India, and a few progressive sister
organizations in the USA.

On July 15, 1993, I sent out an urgent appeal,
to many students and families of Odisha origin
across the campus and to many across the
North American continent, which stated thus:
“I am part of a group of students, professionals,
and professors keenly interested in
participating in and contributing to people-
oriented, sustainable development in Orissa,
one of the poorest states of India.

In the wake of shocking new reports of
destitution in the Kalahandi & Bolangir districts
of Orissa, we have grown by drawing broad
support of more than 50 students and
professionals all over the USA & Canada to
help, however modestly, the needy people of
the said region by creating some
developmental infrastructure in that area. We
cannot, nor should we, largesse or “impose”
our charity on the local people, alleviation of
whose misery is all we seek. Our means are
very limited, and our tasks are enormous
considering the great distance from the USA
and our other responsibilities. We want to
succeed in looking after ourselves by lending
each other a compassionate hand, but no
hand-outs. The main wealth of our supporters
here is their sincerity and zeal. I seek your
support and ideas for this cause.”

In this early phase, we sent correspondences
and call-for-proposals out to social work
groups such as Padwa Gramdani Sangha of
Koraput, Orissa; India Development Service of
Chicago; Orissa Society of Americas, North
America; Pragati of Boston, USA; Parivartan of
UPenn, USA; Center for Applied Systems
Analysis & Development of Bombay, India; and
Development Network of Pune for information
and technical assistance, India; VISWAS of
Khariar road, Kalahandi, Orissa; Akhil Bharatiya
Vanvasi Kalyan Ashram of Sundargarh, Orissa;
Jana Seva Parishad of Kendrapada, Orissa; and
Sarvodaya Relief Fund, India.

From there, the "Kalahandi Bolangir Initiative"
turned into a poignant journey. From the very
beginning, the spirit was young and willing, and
the fellow sojourners came from many walks of
life and many regions of the world. Our goal
was grand, a few times mistaken as grandiose.
We wanted to have a movement of
'participatory consciousness'. What it meant to
us was to energize all young at heart to
become aware of the problems of human
progress and to participate in a process that
vigorously leads towards a more satisfying
existence for people and their environment.
We wished to attract the Indians living abroad
towards the cause of sustainable and equitable
development for the people in India.

The first bunch to lead this journey turned out
to be from Orissa. Also, there had been only
limited activism among non-resident Oriyas
and that the political & economic condition of
the people of Orissa had been traditionally
weak. Therefore, the choice of Orissa as the
initial focus of the group seemed natural. The
outbreak of famine (or at least the news about
it) in the South-Western Orissa crystalized the
fluid thoughts among hitherto unrelated
individuals, making them speak their mind
loudly. The easy availability of electronic media
provided the crucial communication link
among the 'new activists'. Some of the activists
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had prior experience with other progressive
organizations and that helped garner immense
support for the fledgling group. The group was
neither philosophically oriented nor materially
equipped for providing relief or charity.
Involvement was voluntary and not
remunerated. The primary focus was to
catalyze the beneficiaries' interest and
involvement in their own economic
development, improve their political
consciousness, functional education, and
health & environmental well-being through our
projects in Orissa (India). We also discussed,
debated and learned the issues of
development, education, political equity, and
environmental sustainability, and we hoped to
promote ‘participatory’ consciousness among
non-resident Oriyas and Indians, in general.

Around 1992, our group (although not officially
called SEEDS yet) had started working
independent of IPAG as our focus narrowed
down to Orissa.

Our First Kalahandi Project

Some people argued that poverty in Kalahandi
(for example) was assiduously cultivated and
marketed, while some others felt that there
were no widespread starvation deaths in
Kalahandi-Koraput-Bolangir area. While there
may be some truth in each of the propositions
above, the fact remained that a vast majority
of people suffered inhuman misery, perhaps
short of death, and failed to be contributing
and happy citizens of the world. They
represented one of the starkest examples of
neglect and absence of basic human rights to
food, healthcare, education, and shelter. We
had realized that indiscriminate, ill-thought
pumping of external aid to the region could
even pervert and deprave rather than bring
succor. Therefore, we decided to take a
different experimental approach with
Kalahandi area being the ground of our first
experiment. We wished to:

Promote grass-roots effort for sustainable and
equitable development and

Build our experiments on
any existing local, non-governmental initiatives
that showed potential and strength.

So, we went through a long
process of project solicitation, selection, and
debating and finally accepted a project
proposal from Akhil Bharatiya Vanvasi Kalyan
Ashram (VKA), Sundargarh. We established
guidelines for its funding, execution,
monitoring, and reporting. We scheduled for
our colleague Dhanada Mishra to visit VKA and
the project area - Lanjigarh block of M. Rampur
tehsil in Kalahandi. The project called for the
establishment of approximately two 'multi-
purpose, one-teacher' schools and one fruit-
sapling nursery per panchayat in 9 of the 12
Gram (village) Panchayats of Lanjigarh. VKA
apparently drew inspiration and resources
from Friends of Tribals Society (FTS) whose
brochure stated that, “the 70 million vanvasis
(tribals) living in 50,000 Indian villages have
average, annual family income less than $7,
with literacy among men being 12% and
among women 5%, while health care available
to them is poor to non-existent."
Our guidance to VKA quoted below reveals the
founding philosophy of SEEDS. “Sustainability
and self-sufficiency are the cornerstones of our
philosophy. Hence, we would strongly request
you to add a few more plant-nurseries and cut
down a few village-schools in their place. We
want to see people grow and take care of
themselves and not be dependent on handouts.
We also feel that it is better to do a few things
well than to do a lot poorly. Therefore, we ask
that you take up 15 'one-teacher schools' and
10 plant-nurseries attached to 10 of those
schools. The nurseries should be built by the
village beneficiaries themselves and should be
tended by the students, too. Environment-
friendly agro-techniques and development of
means of earning through the cooperative
selling of produce/saplings should be properly
emphasized.”
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During this period, in 1993, we named our
group Sustainable Economic and Educational
Development Society or “SEEDS” that best
represented our philosophy and mission in
both its short and long forms. in 1995, I
completed my Ph. D. in Austin and moved to
Portland, Oregon, where I continued the work
that I had started in Austin. We registered
SEEDS as a US nonprofit at Oregon state as well
as Internal Revenue Service (I manually
prepared and filed all the paperwork to avoid
costs of professional help -- eliminating
overheads to support the project beneficiaries
to the full extent has remained a hall mark for
SEEDS.) Gradually we undertook many more
projects as we got approved as a public
foundation.

In those early days, I was lucky to gain
friendship and trust from a number of
volunteers such as Srinivas Praharaj, Himanshu
Baral, Umakanta Choudhury, Pritiraj Mohanty,
quickly followed by Lalu Mansinha, Dhanada
Mishra, Smriti Panda, Sri Gopal Mohanty,
Somdutt Behura, Abani Patra, Gopal
Mohapatra, Sikhanda Satapathy and many
others. Also, equally importantly, many
generous people throughout North America,
including some of my professors, provided
donations to execute our projects in Odisha.
Not only generous individuals who heard or
came across us but also several regional
chapters of the Odisha Society of Americas had
financially contributed to SEEDS projects. I note
that from the inception to the present day,
SEEDS has been a “negative overhead”
organization. Every penny we collect as
donation to SEEDS goes directly to the
projects; there is no remuneration for
volunteers and SEEDS executives, and
additionally, the SEEDS volunteers and
executives often spend their own funds to pay
expenses related to SEEDS projects, such as
project visits, donation shipment, telephone
costs, etc. Many of the volunteers and donors
have been supporting SEEDS in that capacity

from the beginning until now. I will blog-post
photocopies of some of the memorabilia
(letters from our early generous supporters
and project photographs) to www.seedsnet.org

After about a decade, starting in 1999, SEEDS
entered a new phase, what we now call Phase
II of SEEDS. In the next few paragraphs, I recall
how that came about, prompted by a natural
disaster.

1999 Orissa Super Cyclone and Phase II of
SEEDS

Orissa had been completely shattered by the
worst-ever cyclone of the 20th century. Little
did the people living in the coastal area knew
that the frenzied storm would bring their lives
to an absolute halt at once. On the early hours
of 29th October, Black Friday, as it came to be
known, a massive and merciless cyclonic storm
hit the coastal belt of Orissa killing thousands
and displacing millions. The wind blew at an
unbelievable velocity of 250-260 km per hour.
The turbulent sea, rising to 5-8 meters high,
with accompanying continuous rain, had swept
lakhs of houses out of existence. Such was the
fury of nature that nothing except lifeless
concrete structures had survived. Children had
lost their mothers and adults were constantly
looking up for the never-reaching food packets.
Cattle had died in thousands and other animal
casualties were unthinkable. The aerial survey
showed that the coastal Orissa from Puri to
Balasore had become the extended Bay of
Bengal. Bhubaneswar, the capital city, was lying
quietly in darkness and all possible links with
the outer world had been cut off by this Super
Cyclone. Though there was no official estimate
of the human casualties available yet,
independent observers and local workers
figured it to be at least 20,000. The port city of
Paradip had casualty ranging between 8000-
10000, where the deceased were mostly daily
wage laborers, fishermen and women. Many
general physical and power infrastructures
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were severely damaged. Crop loss was at
100%.

The worst affected districts were Jagatsingpur,
Kendrapada, Puri, Khurda, and Balasore, that
had been totally disconnected from the rest of
the country. Under these circumstances, we
decided to intervene in those areas in some
way. We didn’t have the manpower to
investigate, visit, implement, monitor and
document every place. So, we selected a
couple of local NGOs (Non-governmental
organizations) who could ably assist. And we
focused on mid-term rehabilitation, starting
with farmers. We decided on helping the
numerous areas on a rolling basis – few
villages/ panchayats at a time. The farmers
constantly faced the problem of “too much and
then too little” water. To deal with that
problem, we introduced a project using the
scientific method of micro-lift irrigation (MILP).
We recruited the experts (agriculturists,
irrigation engineers In Odisha) to help and
reduce implementation cost. Moreover, my
colleagues and I thought of a way to get the
local communities deeply engaged. We created
a soft contract with a beneficiary village that
would take the responsibility of recouping the
project cost (given to them by SEEDS) from
their next crops, which could then be used for
the next MILP at a ‘neighboring’ village, making
it a new beneficiary agreeing to the same
contract. Thus, the notions of ‘self-help’ and
‘community bootstrapping’ spread from one
village to another and the Pani Panchayats
came into existence.

The success stories of the Pani Panchayats
spread and even the government took some
cues. The amount of money we raised for this
rehabilitation was substantial (second only to
that raised for the rehabilitation after Gujrat
Earthquake in 2001, when we collaborated
with another group). Yet, we had our many
challenges too, especially, in maintaining,
recycling funds and sustaining the project for

long periods. The learnings from the successes
and challenges led to a second revolution in
our thinking and how we got energized to
enter the Phase II of SEEDS. The MILP got
refined, optimized, and scaled to many villages
in coastal regions and later implemented in
Bolangir district as well. The model being low-
cost, effective, community-driven, and planned
for self-replication (implemented at about 14
panchayats), could help the most with the
least.

More than 15+ more years have passed since
then and our primary focus has shifted to
“systemwide initiatives”. While we did and still
do engage in some immediate disaster relief
after major disasters, being true to our
philosophy, we have spent most of our
resources and time on long-term rehabilitation
and development projects in rural Odisha
ranging from across a wide range of fields:
education, health, women empowerment,
water harvesting, employing and applying Light
Emitting Diode (LED) & Fly ash technologies,
sustainable agriculture, and preservation of
dying arts & crafts in Odisha. We hope to
describe some of it elsewhere.

Sincere thanks to all who have been a part of
the SEEDS Journey or have supported us in
different ways! Whether you are currently
active in SEEDS or not, please visit us at
seedsnet.org from time to time and stay
connected! And, warm wishes for the golden
jubilee celebration of OSA.

Chandler, Arizona
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OSA's Journey
on Public Library Initiatives
Nishikanta Sahoo

The Odisha Society of the Americas (OSA,) the
largest Non-Resident Odias’ (NROs)
organization, is proudly celebrating the golden
jubilee during its annual convention in Atlantic
City, New Jersey in the first week of July 2019.
Historically, annual convention, the main event
of OSA, has not been limited to celebration of
only the rich cultural heritage of Odisha, but
also includes many seminars related to Odisha
development. Although formally OSA Public
Library Initiative (OPLI) was formed in the end
of the year 2013, it has been greatly influenced
by OSA Odisha development seminars and
advocacy programs in various forums that had
been conducted over the years by many
committed volunteers interested in public
library development in Odisha. OPLI
exemplifies how the NRO initiative transformed
an idea of establishing modern public library to
a reality, how the new digital library has been
making the impact in the communities in
Odisha, and how it has been pursuing in
bringing the synergy towards public library
movement in Odisha.

Background

The Phailin, one of the most devastating
cyclones in Odisha, and the post Phailin flood
had caused severe damage in Ganjam,
Balasore and Mayurbhanj districts of Odisha in
October 2013. The OSA had started the fund
raising effort to support the affected people in
Odisha. Since the fundraising process was long
for a geographically widespread population in
the Americas, and the OSA members were
thousands of miles away from their
motherland, it was logistically challenging to
meet the affected people’s immediate needs.

The OSA administration sought suggestion
from its members on how the fund could be
best utilized towards this cause. Most
members suggested that the fund be utilized
for infrastructure projects in the affected area
as part of a long-term rehabilitation plan. Few
OSA members suggested to renovate the
affected educational infrastructures like
schools and establish multi-purpose
community centers that could be used as a
cyclone shelters. We also had the proposal in
the OSANET, the OSA’s discussion group, to
renovate and repair affected public libraries
and/ or establish modern public libraries, like
those in USA and Canada, in the cyclone
affected area. The rational was that a public
library would serve a wider community; it
could provide a broader set of services and
could also be used as a multi-purpose
community center. Many library enthusiasts,
supporters, and well-wishers joined in the
discussion in support of the proposal. The-then
OSA administration approved the proposal to
pursue the “Model Public Library Projects” in
Odisha.

OSA contributed 63,000 USD( 40 lakh INR )
towards Odisha Chief Minister’s Relief Fund
(CMRF) with the understanding that the state
administration would utilize the fund for
educational infrastructure development in
Phailin and post Phailin flood affected areas.
The OSA formed the OPLI team comprising of
enthusiasts and passionate volunteers to
pursue the project as envisioned. A detailed
proposal was sent to the Chief Minister Sri
Naveen Patnaik to build Model Public Libraries
in Odisha.
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Vision

The core vision behind this initiative is to
develop a well-integrated modern public library
system in Odisha and India to empower
individuals, build a stronger community and
improve the socio-economic, educational and
cultural system.

The main purpose was to create a basic
footprint of world class public libraries in
Odisha through the model public libraries, that
can be an inspirational model to replicate
similar Public Libraries at every District and
Block level in other parts of the state by
Government or private bodies. The vision was
highly influenced by excellent modern public
library system and public-school system of
USA, Canada and other developed countries
where it played a significant role for an
exemplary socio-economic development. The
OSA envisioned Odisha and India to follow
similar model to bring sea change in the
community development.

Mission

OPLI started with the mission to establish
Information and Communication Technology
(ICT) enabled model public libraries that would
function as a resource center, information
house, knowledge center, skill development
center and community center to meet the
socio-economic, cultural and educational need
of the general public.

OSA Model Library Services
The OSA model public library was intended to
provide the following services

High speed broadband internet
Digital contents
Traditional reading room service
Internet-Audio-Video enabled community
center
Library automation service

Skilled knowledgeable staff
Focused activities
Involvement of civil society

Potential Impact to the community

With the envisioned model public library, the
community will be benefited in various aspects
like early childhood literacy, literacy, education,
employment, entrepreneurship, health and
wellness, e-government, civic engagement, e-
commerce, and social inclusion.

The Journey

It is a very long journey while working with the
Government of Odisha, district administration
and volunteer friends in Odisha as it involved a
lot of bureaucratic process and other
challenges. There were a lot of follow-up, e-
mails, personal visits and phone calls involved
in the entire process to release the fund,
perform the location assessment, evaluate
technology for respective library locations. A
lot of ideas evolved and friendship was built
over the period of time.

The digital library project has historical
significance to OSA, as it is perceived as a
signature project of OSA in Odisha where OSA
has proposed and funded to establish Odisha’s
first digital public library in Berhampur with
support from state, local administration and
civil society.
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Urban Model Public Library

On April 4 this year, the “Odisha Public E-
library, Berhampur”, the first digital public
library of Odisha completed one year of
operation in its new location at Berhampur
Town Hall. Due to intellectual needs and
demands of the youth, recently, the
Berhampur Municipality Corporation (BMC)
has increased the library hours and provided
additional funding for construction of a new
building to accommodate 200 more people.
CCTV camera has been has been installed in
the library facility. There are hundred plus
registered youth taking advantage of high
speed broadband internet, competitive books,
text books, and seminars conducted in the
library. The library has 12 thin clients and 2
server serving the people. There are two
dedicated library staffs to monitor day-to-day
library operations. The management
committee is formed by a team of civil society
members led by Dr BNR Subudhi, who closely
works with the BMC administration. For
smooth operations and transitions OSA has
signed an MoU with BMC mayor to support in
an advisory role to ensure that the library
operates as envisioned.

Rural Model Public Library

Similar efforts are under development for 
establishing rural model public libraries in 
Baghada, Suliapada block, Mayurbhanj and 
Kulida, Basta Block and Balasore. 

Public Library Advocacy

The OSA had actively pursued the Government
of Odisha (GoO) for cabinet approval of “Odisha
Public Library Rules Notification” in August
2016 that had been pending since the “Odisha
Public Library Act” was passed in assembly in
2001.

The OSA had conducted many public library
advocacy seminars, open houses, conferences
both here in USA and in Bhubaneswar, Odisha.

The OSA has already established an initial seed
fund for “OSA Public Library Initiative (OPLI)” to
support public library advocacy programs
towards the vision of “well-integrated modern
public library system in Odisha.”

78 Cherrywood Dr,Nashua, NH-03062
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Prabasi Odia Samman

Odisha Forum conferred "Prabasi Odia Samman“ on the Odisha Society of the Americas in 
recognition of its outstanding contribution in promoting Odia culture 

in 
United States of America & Canada. 

OSA was also recognized for its development activities in Odisha and holding Odisha flag high. 

The award was presented by Pranab Mukherjee, President of India & Naveen Patnaik, Chief 
Minister of Odisha on the 6th of January 2017, which was received by Sushant Satpathy, President 

and Saradakanta Panda, Secretary on behalf of OSA at New Delhi.
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THE ODISHA SOCIETY OF AMERICAS
STATEMENT OF FINANCIAL POSITION

As of March 31, 2019
TOTAL

ASSETS
Current Assets
Bank Accounts
Checking Main 133,303.38
Convention Account 0.00
Emergency Relief Account 15,230.10
PayPal Bank 797.84
Syndicate Bank - India - Rupee Acct - USD
Equiv

245.43
TD Ameritrade 202,234.75
Total Bank Accounts $351,811.50
Other Current Assets
Loans to Michigan Chapter for Convention 0.00
Loans to NJ Chapter for 2019 Convention 10,000.00
Total Other Current Assets $10,000.00
Total Current Assets $361,811.50
TOTAL ASSETS $361,811.50
LIABILITIES AND EQUITY
Liabilities
Current Liabilities
Other Current Liabilities
OSA Various Short Term Payables 0.00
Mailing 2017 Souvenir in Canada 0.00
OSA Pacific NW Chapter - 2017 Utkal
Divas Payment

0.00
OSA Pacific NW Chapter 2017 April
MSFT Contribution
0.00
Sruti Mohapatra (2016 LTA) 0.00
Subrina Biswal Award - 2017 700.00
Video preparation for MFA by Praful
Library
0.00
Total OSA Various Short Term Payables 700.00
Total Other Current Liabilities $700.00
Total Current Liabilities $700.00
Total Liabilities $700.00
Equity
Opening Balance Equity 302,458.65
Retained Earnings 19,895.03
Net Revenue 38,757.82
Total Equity $361,111.50
TOTAL LIABILITIES AND EQUITY $361,811.50

Accrual Basis Tuesday, April 2, 2019 01:01 PM GMT-7
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OSA AWARDS 2019

Distinguished Odia Award 
Dr. Bigyani Das (MD)

Utkalamani Gopabandhu Dash Memorial Award 
Anjalika Pattanaik (CA)

Arun Das Memorial Kalashree Award 
Sabita Panigrahi (Canada)

Yuva Kala Vikas Award 
Debanshi Nikita Chowdhury (Germantown, Maryland)

Subrina Biswal Award for Academic Excellence 
Isha Mohapatra (Easton, PA)

Youth Volunteer Award 
Alok Mohanty (MD) 

OSA AWARDS 2018

Distinguished Odia Award
Dr. Annapurna Pandey

Arun Das Memorial Kalashree Award
Kuku Das

Subrina Biswal Award for Academic Excellence
Devyesh Satpathy

Yuva Kala Vikas Award
Sabrina Khuntia

WAROOSA AW 019RDS 20
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THANK YOU TO OUR GENEROUS DONORS

PLATINUM
Uma Mishra & Shantilata Mishra
Sitakantha Dash & Kalpana Dash

GOLD
Litu Panda & Dr.Keshab Panda

SILVER
Romina Padhi & Suraj Tripathy

Madhumita Misra & Dhirendra Kar
Namrata Das & Lalatendu Mohanty

Namita Samantara & Nihar Samantara
Susmita Jyotishi & Family

Manoj Panda & Mahasweta Rath
Ranjita Mishra & Pradeep Mohapatra
Madhu Sahu & Basant Kumar Pradhan

Rajshree Rath
Nivedita Mohanty & Ajaya Mohanty
Soumendra Samal & Suman Kothari

U TO OUR EROUGEN
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THANK YOU TO OUR GENEROUS DONORS

Sasmita Mahapatra & Tushar Mahapatra
Anushilla Panigrahi & Prabhas Panigrahi

Chaitali Das & Sribatsa Das
Anonymous (1)

BRONZE
Sunita Kanumury

Lori Patnaik & Satyadeep Patnaik
Saswati Mahapatra & Anshuman Panigrahi

Priyabrata Tripathy & Aradhana Das
Deepa Bhandari & Subhashish Tripathy

Anuradha Satpathy & Debasis Rath
Sukesini Dehury & Subhendu Biswal
Lora Mohanty & Sidharth Mohanty

Archana Upadhyaya & Trupti Mahapatra
Simantini Das & Satish Mohapatra

Sombit Mishra
Aarthi Natarajan & Tirthankar Das

U TO OUR EROUGEN
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THANK YOU TO OUR GENEROUS DONORS
Shibani Padhi & Amar Senapati

Sanghamitra Pati & Niranjan Pati
Sarojina Misra & Devi Misra

Vani Mishra & Subhasish Panda
Jagannath Mohanty & Eva Mohanty
Sudha Patnaik & Ramprasad Patnaik
Anuradha Mishra & Pranaya Mishra

Priya Das & Sudhendu Das
Srilakshmi Angara & Ravi Angara

Yasaswini Mohapatra & Prabhat Mohapatra
Subhashree Mallick & Subhasish Parida
Florence Thankappan & Bijay Pattnaik

Sarita Dehury & Krushna Samanta
Kumari Bijayalaxmi Nanda & Akhila Mahapatra

Gayatri Mahapatra & Krishna Satapathy
Sasmita Satpathy & Ashok Panigrahi

Jigisha Biswal & Manoranjan Das
Sanjukta Das & Annada Das

Devjani Mishra & Alexander Hoffman

dh
U TO OUR EROUGEN
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THANK YOU TO OUR GENEROUS DONORS

FAMILY DONOR

Shikha Parida & Debabrat Nayak
Pirkko Pattanayak & Dhyanaranjan Pattanayak

Shishir Senapati & Snigdha Senapati
Aparna Mohapatra & Priyaranjan Mohapatra

Monalisa Panda & Antaryami Panigrahi
Silpa Parija & Dinesh Rout

Debasmita Pradhan & Ranjan Pradhan
Sandhya Behera & Goutam Behera

Pratima Das & Bijoy Das
Manjulata Mishra & Arun Mishra

Swetaluna Behera & Naresh Dalua
Sushree Panda & Pramit Panda
Bijoylaxmi Rana & Sridhar Rana

Tanmayee Mohapatra & Nagarajaa
Shanmuganantham

U TO OUR EROUGEN
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THANK YOU TO OUR GENEROUS DONORS

FAMILY DONOR

Sarmistha Dutta & Ashutosh Dutta
Sipra Rath & Narayan Rath

Ritu Agarwal & Bikash Agarwal
Sangita Pradhan & Jyotiranjan Pradhan
Pragatika Parida & Premanshu Khandei
Swetapadma Jena & Jeetendra Pradhan

Tripti Nayak & Shivashis Nayak
SATHI DONOR

Sudeshna Sahoo & Priyatosh Pradhan
Sonali Daspatnaik & Sourav Das
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D I S C L A I M E R
The opinion expressed in the article is solely discretion of the author. 

OSA Executives @ any of it’s members are no way responsible for legalities.
E d i t o r s
U R M I
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