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pÇf¡cL£u 
   

 
¢q¾c¥ n¡Ù»j­a ­ch£f­rl p§Qe¡ qu ­p±l BnÄ£e j¡­p L«o·fr ­n­o jq¡mu¡l ¢nE¢m p¤¤l¢ia fËaÉ¥­nz 
nl­al ­p¡e¡¢m B­m¡u p¤¤e£m BL¡­n, j¡Wil¡ ­p¡e¡l d¡­e, L¡ng¥­ml ¢qÓ­õ¡­m J ­ng¡m£l ­p±¾c­kÑ 
h¡P¡m£l je Ad£l BNË­q A­fr¡ L­l b¡­L öLÓf­rl où£ ¢a¢b­a j¡­ul ­h¡d­el SeÉz pçj£, Aøj£, J 
ehj£ ¢a¢b­a ­ch£c§NÑ¡­L Ù¹h J f§S¡l jdÉ ¢c­u pjÙ¹ ­cn ­ke L¡m¢eâ¡ ­b­L ­S­N J­Wz H¢V qm 
j¡e¤­ol je¤oÉ­aÆ S¡NlZ, q©cu ­b­L ­S­N JW¡zQä£l ­Ù¹¡œ f¡­W cnfËqlZd¡¢lZ£ See£l BqÄ¡­e Bj¡­cl 
¢Qš qu Be¢¾ca, f¢hœ, n¡lc fË¡­a a¡C h¡­S Bj¡­cl S£he h£Z¡z 
 
fË¢ahR­ll ja Hh¡lJ Bjl¡ j¢qo¡p§ljcÑe£­L f§S¡l AOÑ ¢e­hce LlhzBjl¡ ­ke Bj¡­cl f¢hœa¡ 
pv‘¡e J ¢Q­šl ¢ejÑma¡ ¢c­u j¡­L hlZ Ll­a f¡¢l Bl ­pC p­‰ j¡­ul L¡­R Ecš L­ã fË¡bÑe¡ L¢l  
- j¡­N¡ ­a¡j¡l L«f¡u Bj¡l pwL£ZÑa¡, c¤xM, AqwL¡l, L¡f¤l¦oa¡ J j¢mea¡ ­L c§l L­l c¡Jz Bj¡l 
j­dÉ Bp¤¤¢lu n¢š²l ¢he¡n LlzS¡NËa Ll Bj¡­cl pvh¤¢Ü, j­el ö¢Qa¡, p­Qaea¡ J A¿¹­ll 
f¢hœa¡zSNv BS ­a¡j¡l Ll¦Z¡u jd¤ju q­u k¡Lz L­ã p¤¤l …e…¢e­u ­ke N¡C ---- 
 
 ""a¥¢j j¡ c§NÑ¡, c¤NÑa f¡­n 
  pc¡ ¢hl¡¢Sa c¤NÑ¢a e¡­n 
  c¤cÑj c¡eh ¢he¡¢ne£ j¡ 
  phÑSu¡ ah ­aS Ap£j¡ 
  ¢h¢d ¢h­â¡q ¢hcme£ Bj­m 
  j¡ mq fËZ¡j ah fc Lj­mz'' 
 
Bj¡­cl HC p¡hÑSe£e c§­NÑ¡vph L¢j¢Vl fr ­b­L Bfe¡­cl pLm­L S¡e¡C Bj¿»Zz p¡j¡¢SL ¢jm­el 
HC Evph­L ­L¾cÊ L­l BN¡j£ ¢c­el ­hy­Q b¡L¡l HC fËu¡p J p¡de¡ p¡bÑL ­q¡L Bj¡­cl pL­mlC 
pq­k¡¢Na¡l j¡dÉ­jz j¡­ul L«f¡C ­q¡L Bj¡­cl Qm¡l f­bl f¡­bu- 
 
      ""L«f¡¢q ­Lhm¡j nl­ZÉz'' 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

                                         AZÑh ­h¡p 
                    Publication Secretary  
 



 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
We Wish You All 

A Happy Durga Puja 2008 
 

The   Datta    Family 
 

Saachi, Rohan, Sarita and Jaydip 
 

 
 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 

 

From President’s desk 
 
 
 
BNje£l h¡Se¡ ®n¡e¡ k¡u Iz c§NÑ¡ f¥S¡ H­p ­Nm Bh¡l z p¡S p¡S lh E­W­R f¥S¡l£l f¥S¡ f¡­¿X­m z 4 ¢c­el 
f§S¡, pç¡q­¿¹l HC 2 ­V¡ ¢c­eC ­a¡ p¡l­a q­hz Bl a¡lfl ­a¡ Bh¡l Ae¿¹ B­fr¡ f­ll hR­ll SeÉ z 
 
h¡wm¡ Qm¢Qœ­a hý h¡l ­cM¡ (Ec¡qlZ ¢qp¡­h ¢eÕQu H­p f­s c¡c¡l L£¢aÑ-l Lb¡C) fË¡L c§NÑ¡ f¥S¡l ­pC Sequence-
Hl jaC fËh¡p£ h¡P¡m£l¡ ­j­a E­W­R phÑ¡‰ p¤¾cl Ae¥ù¡e Efq¡l ­ch¡l fËÙ¹¢a­az qCqC L­l Qm®R e¡e¡ dl­el, e¡e¡ 
hu­pl ­R­m ­j­u­cl L¢We f¢lnËj Hhw IL¡¢¾aL fÌ­Qù¡, phÑ¡‰ p¤¾cl Ae¥ù¡­el ­no f­hÑl fËÙ¹¢az a¡l Efl B­R 
¢h‘¡fe ­a¡m¡ Bl h¡vp¢lL jÉ¡N¡¢Se Hl L¡Sz 
 
HLV¥ ­cM¡ k¡L c§NÑ¡ f§S¡l j¡­eV¡ ¢WL ¢L Bj¡­cl L¡­R? The actual essence of Durga Puja is in the collective set 
of passions of Bengali spirit.  It converges at emotion, culture, the love of life, the warmth of being together. 
Last but not the list, it epitomizes in the joy of celebration, the pride in artistic expression and devotion towards 
worshiping of the goddess Durga. But it is much more than just the worship. It is an event to present and feel 
closeness in the community; it is the desire and a serious effort to sustain and transfer our rich culture to the next 
generation and goes beyond religion. Is there any cause that could be more inspirational?   
 
H­a¡ ¢LR¥l j­dÉ J ¢L¿¹ LmL¡a¡l f§S¡l SeÉ jeV¡ ­Lje ­Lje Ll¡V¡ Bl k¡u e¡!  
Pandals may be lit and decorated with new themes such as Olympics, latest natural disasters or worldwide topics 
like global warming!  
 
Bp­m LmL¡a¡ B­R LmL¡a¡­aCz Bl a¡C ­a¡ the whole city is at this moment rushing to shops spending all 
the saving in buying dresses for the whole family, kids are planning fun activities, schools are in a complete 
holiday mood. Whole city gooseflesh when the dhakis first begin to beat their drums. It is the only occasion 
when all the Bengalis in Kolkata is out in the street going from one end of the city to the other watching 
beautifully decorated pandals and seriously criticizing/comparing one with other. Which other Indian festival - 
in any part of the country - is so much about food, about going from one roadside stall to another, following 
your nose as it trails the smells of cooking? 
 
Bf¡aax pju ­eC HC c¤Mx¢hm¡­pl z Bj¡­cl ph¡l HC ­R¡­–¡ LmL¡a¡V¡ Bj¡­cl ph¡l ¢c­L HC j¤ý­aÑ A­eL 
fËa¡n¡ ¢e­u a¡¢L­u B­R HV¡C ­cM¡l SeÉ ­k, Bjl¡ f¡l­h¡ ­a¡?  
 
¢eÕQC f¡l­h¡! ­kM¡­e phÑ-Se ¢j­m¢j­n HL jq¡¢jm­el ­jm¡­L p¡gmÉj¢¾Xa Ll¡l hÌa ­eu, a¡C ­a¡ p¡hÑSe£e Evph 
Bl a¡­L pgm Ll­h¡ Bjl¡ ph¡C ¢j­m z a¡C Bp¤¤e ph¡C ¢j­m ph hÉÙ¹a¡, ¢h­ic i¥­m Bj¡­cl je i¢l­u X¥­h 
k¡C HL Bf¡l Be¾cp¡N­l z 

 
Thank you and Shuvo Bijoya 

Prabir Bhattacharya 
President  



 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

         

                         



 
 

 

 
 

 
 
 

    "AåL¡­ll Evp q­a Evp¡¢la B­m¡, ­pC ­a¡ ­a¡j¡l B­m¡" - f§­S¡l fË¡‚¡­m h¡wm¡l j¡ee£u j¤MÉj¿»£l j¤­M 
l¢hW¡L¥l - ¢p‰¥l pjpÉ¡l SV L¡V¡­e¡l °hW­Lz ¢jme j¡œ¡ f¡u ea¥e kMe ¢h­l¡d£ ­eœ£ a¡­a ­MC dl¡e     "pLm 
à¾c ¢h­l¡d j¡­T , S¡NËa ­k i¡­m¡"z Eæu­el Su, j¡e¤­ol Su - k¡C BMÉ¡ ¢cC e¡ ­Le , pjuV¡ i¥¢m e¡ ; hR­ll 
HC ­pC pju kMe "j¡ " Bp­Re z a¡C L¡ng¥m c¤m­R , h¡S­R YÉ¡j-L¥s-L¥s h¡¢cÉ , jq¡¢j­m­el jd¤lj¿» EµQ¡¢la 
¢c­L ¢c­L ! 
 

p¡ÇfË¢aLL¡­ml HL h¡wm¡ R¢h hw L¡­eLne H ü­c­n ­gl¡ Bl flh¡­p Bp¡ c¤C k¤h¡l pwú«¢al ­nLs 
­My¡S¡l BL¥¢a Bl Bf¡a confusion ­c­M Bjl¡ jS¡l j¡­TJ f¡C ¢LR¥ ¢Ql¿¹e f¡­bu za¡C Bh¡l j­e Ll¡C 
k¡ Bjl¡ a¥­m d­l¢Rm¡j HC hR­ll fËbj¢c­L öi plüa£ f§­S¡u z fË¡u hRl fy¢Q­nL B­N LmL¡a¡u kMe Fo¡ 
Fb¤f so called "AeÉ" N¡e N¡C­a öl¦ L­l¢R­me, aMe l¡S°e¢aL jq­m Afpwú«¢al Afh¡c ¢e­u °q °q 
q­u¢Rmz BS ­pC Fo¡ Fb¤fC kMe Sep¡d¡l­el j­¾Q N¡e "e¾c£NË¡j e¾c£NË¡j, don't worry e¾c£NË¡j" , aMe 
¢e¢ÕQa qC "h¡wm¡l pwú«¢a" nëV¡l definition HLV¥J hcm¡u ¢ez  
 

i¡¢NÉp l¢hW¡L¥l music director ¢R­me e¡, a¡q­mJ LmL¡a¡l L¡mSu£ Lb¡ J p¤¤­ll ¢cLf¡m­cl p¡­b 
p¡­b j¤ð¡C-masters ­pC nQ£eLš¡ ­b­L BS­Ll n¡¿¹e¤ °jœ........i¡h­a ¢LR¥V¡ Aá¥a m¡N­a f¡­l, ¢hhaÑeV¡ 
k¤­Nl ­jmhåe­L p¡r£ ­l­M ¢eÕQC, ¢L¿¹¥ ¢nLsV¡ AV¥Vz a¡C BSJ j¡d¤l£ c£¢r­al ea¥e ¢q¾c£ R¢hl N¡­e ö¢e 
"c¡c¡ f¡­u f¢s ­l" l A¢hnÄ¡pÉ tune z ae¤nË£ nwLl­L ­c¢M "T¥j a¡ l¡ l¡l " judge q­a ­kM¡­e j¡ð¡ p¡mp¡l 
p¡­b i¢̈j-l¦fwL­ll N¡e-e¡Q HL¡L¡l z p¤¤l-a¡m-e¡­Ql HC jq¡¢jm­eC a¡C Bp¤¤e ö¢e LÉ¡LV¡­pl Ec¡š Nm¡u " 
B¢j öd¤ My­S¢R ­a¡j¡u " h¡ nÇf¡l p¤¤­lm¡ Nm¡u "B­l¡ c§­l Q­m¡ k¡C , O¤­l B¢p " z 
 

Bjl¡ qu­a¡ h¡ HM¡­e ­b­L ¢e­S­cl ¢e­Sl¡C fËh¡p£ h­m BMÉ¡ ¢c­u¢R ; ¢L¿¹¥ Bjl¡ ph¡C HC  super-
bowl Bl qÉ¡e¡ j¾V¡e¡ h¡ qÉ¡¢l fV¡­ll p¡­b p¡­b My¥¢S ­L¡b¡u f¡C h¡wm¡l j¡¢Vl Nå - Bj¡­cl SeÉ,  Bl 
B­l¡ ­hn£ L­l  Bj¡­cl flhaÑ£ fËS­eÈl SeÉ z f§S¡l£l fËu¡p HM¡­eC........z         
 

    p¡cl Bj¿»e pî¡C­L c§NÑ¡f§­S¡l öi¢ce…­m¡­a  
 

                                                                 
                             -f§S¡l£l cultural desk ­b­L 
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p¡a p¡Nl f¡­l i¡la 
 

               öinË£ e¾c£, BVm¡¾V¡ 
 
 

hl¡L ­f¢l­u N‰¡ - N‰¡ ­f¢l­u fª¢bh£l AeÉaj Ešl 
fË¡­¿¹l ­cn ¢gemÉ¡­ä kMe f¡¢s Sj¡m¡j aMe - 29 
¢XNË£ a¡fj¡œ¡u ¢e­SC S­j k¡h¡l Efœ²jz S¡em¡l 
fcÑ¡ pl¡­mC Q¡lf¡­nl cªnÉfV ­ke h¡s£l Freezer Hl 
ja hl­g Y¡L¡z  p§kÑÉ¡­m¡­L ­nÄaöï fË¡L«¢aL q£­ll 
TmL¡¢e­a ­Q¡M BfÔ¥az Sj¡ ­m­Ll Jfl N¡s£ 
Q¡¢m­u NaÑ M¤y­s j¡R d­l - CE­l¡­fl Ešlaj nql 
­qj¡l­gø­L 75 ¢L­m¡¢jV¡­ll SeÉ Ry¥­a f¡lm¡j e¡, 
ah¤J mÉ¡f EfS¡¢a, ­pÔS h­u Be¡ q¡¢ú L¥L¥l - 
Ešl ­jl¦hªš ­f¢l­u O¤­l ­hs¡e hÒN¡ q¢l­el¡ - HC 
pjÙ¹ S£h¿¹ ­i±­N¡¢mL heÑ °h¢Qœju A¢i‘a¡ p­šÄJ - 
­L¡b¡u ­ke My¥aMy¥a¡¢e - je ­ke B­l¡ ¢LR¥ Q¡uz 
 

­cM­a öl¦ Llm¡j ¢h¢iæ 
­c­nl p¡wú«¢aL Ae¤ù¡ez hý 
BL¡¢´Ma CE­l¡f£u A­fl¡ 
(CV¡¢mu¡e - l¡¢nu¡e p­ja), 
l¡¢nu¡u h­p l¡¢nu¡e hÉ¡­m - 

­m¡LeªaÉ, q¡­‰¢l - CL¥CX¡­ll ­m¡Lp‰£a ...... e¡e¡ 
l©­f l­p l¢”a q­µR A¢i‘a¡ - lP£e a¥¢ml V¡e 
fs­R j­ez ah¤ HL ¢L¿¹¥ ..... ""¢c­h Bl ¢e­h ¢jm¡­h 
¢j¢m­h'' - l i”lZ ­ke ö¢e "jeh£e¡a¡­l' H ­a¡ - 
­eu¡l f¡m¡C Qm­R - ¢LR¥ ¢L ­cu¡l ­eC? h¡ a¡ 
­ch¡l ­k¡NÉa¡ B­R ¢Le¡ - a¡l kb¡bÑa¡ ¢ÙÛl Ll­h 
­L? 
 

­h­e¡ h­e ­a¡ ­nu¡mC l¡S¡ qu - HC fËhQe¢V j¡b¡u 
­l­M - j­el Q¡s¡ ­cu¡ fËnÀ¢V­L e¡ E¢s­u ¢c­u Sm-
q¡Ju¡-h¡a¡p ¢c­a b¡Lm¡j Ahpl i‰ ­f­mCz 
pç¡­q c¤¢c­el ¢h­Lm S¥­s ­eu - ¢g¢en i¡o¡ ¢nr¡, 
¢mæ¡m¡ L­m­Sz  
 

¢n¢rL¡ j¡Cu¡ i¡­m­jl HL¢ce fËÙ¹¡h Ll­me - 
­no¢c­el LÓ¡­p fª¢bh£l ¢h¢iæ ­c­nl R¡œR¡œ£l¡ 
a¡­cl ¢eSü ­f¡n¡L, p‰£a, eªaÉ J M¡cÉ f¢l­hne 
Ll­hz Cw­lS, S¡jÑ¡e, gl¡p£, Cl¡L£, l¡¢nu¡e pq 
Bjl¡ A­e­LC a¡C Llm¡jz EfÙÛ¡fe¡…­e ¢L 
i¡NÉ…­e S¡¢ee¡ - ¢mæ¡m¡ L­m­SlC HLSe fË­Sƒ 
j¡É­eS¡l "f¡C¢i i¡la¡C­ee Jl¡' HL¢V B­m¡Qe¡ 
Q­œ² ­q­me¡ Bmh¢cÑ - ­L ­X­L¢R­me - Bj¡u 
a¡­a AwnNËqe Ll­a X¡L­mez ­q­me¡l f¡¢äaÉ 
phÑSe¢h¢caz ¢a¢e ­qm¢p¢ˆ ­b­L H­p¢R­mez 
hý¢ce ¢aîa J i¡l­a ¢R­mez B­m¡Qe¡ Q­œ² 
ay¡l HL¢V fËnÀ j­e f­s - ""p£a¡ kMe mrÈ­Zl 
B­cn Aj¡eÉ L­l Nä£ A¢aœ²j Ll­me ­pV¡­L 
¢L i¡la£u e¡l£j¤¢š² B­¾c¡m­el fËbj fc­rf h­m 
¢Q¢q²a Ll¡ k¡u?” fËnÀ¢V Bj¡u e¡s¡ ¢c­u¢Rmz 

 

k¡C ­q¡L fl¢ceC c¤l¡i¡­o f¡C¢il Nm¡ - ""öïnË£, 
a¥¢j ¢L 7 ¢c­el i¡la ¢e­u fËcneÑ£ Hhw B­m¡Qe¡ 
Q­œ²l B­u¡Se L¡l­a f¡­l¡? Aa¥vp¡­q "qyÉ¡' h­m 
­g¡e ­R­sC j­e qm - Bj¡l q¡­a Ef¡c¡e ­a¡ 
¢LR¥ ­eCz h¡ei¡¢p S­m MsL¥­V¡l j­a¡ ¢LR¥ ­a¡ 
Q¡C ByL­s dl¡l SeÉz Ol­c¡l aæ aæ L­l 
­cMm¡j pwNË­q B­R ­hn ¢LR¥ "­cn' f¢œL¡, ¢eSü 
pwNË­ql e¡e¡ fË­c­nl n¡s£, N£a¡, N£a¢ha¡e, p¤¤L¥j¡l 
pjNË, ­R¡V­cl l¡j¡ue jq¡i¡la, i¡la£u jnm¡, 
qÙ¹¢nÒfz öl¦ L­l ¢cm¡j Aa¥Évp¡­q fs¡öe¡z 
Bj¡l Hj¢e­aC c¤eÑ¡j l­u­R - "EWm h¡C ­a¡ LVL 
k¡C'z H k¡œ¡u ­pV¡C "¢gemÉ¡ä­L - ""ü­cn 
i¡la'' ­cM¡Cz' C¾V¡l­e­Vl p¡L¥­mÉ HLj¡p S¥­s 
öl¦ qm pwú«¢a ¢houL N­hoe¡z pwNËq Ll­a 
m¡Nm¡j lh£¾cÊ lQe¡l Ae¤h¡cz 
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öl¦­a B­rf L­l¢Rm¡j Ef¡c¡e ­eC - a¡L ­m­N 
¢N­u¢Rm ¢e­SlC kMe ­cMm¡j p¡a O¾V¡ S¥­s 8 Se 
j¡e¤o ¢qj¢pj ­M­u k¡­µR p¡jNË£…­m¡ EfÙÛ¡¢fa 
Ll­az fËcnÑe£l ¢hou ¢hÙ¹«¢a ¢Rm - lh£¾cÊe¡b, 
¢h­hL¡e¾c, N¡å£ - i¡la£u ¢QœLm¡, e¡V­Ll C¢aq¡p, 
p¡j¢NËL i¡­h i¡l­al C¢aq¡p, ­f¡­V¡ ¢nÒf, 
g­V¡NË¡¢g, j«v¢nÒf, qÙ¹L¡kÑÉ, Nue¡, ¢h¢iæ fË­c­nl 
n¡s£, i¡la£u j¢¾cl i¡úkÑÉ J ÙÛ¡faÉ ¢Qœ, fË¡L«¢aL 
cªnÉ, M¡cÉ J jnm¡z 
 

HLV¡ ¢S¢eo ­cMm¡j ­nM¡l ja - Hl¡ k¡ ¢LR¥ L­l 
a¡l EfÙÛ¡fe¡ Hhw L¡S ¢eyM¤a J Professional. 
HL ¢h¾c¥ gy¡¢L J gy¡L ­eC ­L¡e ¢LR¥­az Bj¡l 
N¡s£ EfÙÛ¡fe¡ k¡­a cnÑe£u qu - f¡C¢i ­c¡L¡­e 
O­l O¤­l pjÙ¹ j¡¢Vl j­Xm ­k¡N¡s L­l­R - ¢hn¡m 
c¤¢V qmOl J h¡l¡¾c¡ S¥­s a¡­cl fl­e Ly¡b¡ - 
O¡V­Q¡m¡ - h¡m¤Ql£ - Nue¡ fËcnÑe£l Lb¡ ö­eC 
f¡C¢i ¢hj¡ L­l ¢em ¢el¡fš¡l SeÉz ¢jE¢Su¡j 
­b­L d¡l L­l ¢e­u Hm ¢hn¡m Ly¡Q ¢c­u Y¡L¡ h¡„z 
­pC Ly¡Q Hj¢e ­a¡m¡ k¡u e¡z i¡l£ fË¡u fy¡Q f¡Eä, 
HL q¡a¥¢sl ja ­cM­a Q¥ðL ¢c­u M¤m­a quz 
 

k¡­q¡L, fl¢ce pÉ¡ie¢mæ¡ nq­ll pjÙ¹ pwh¡cf­œ 
f¤­l¡f¡a¡ S¥­s a¡l Coverage qu Hhw ­ha¡l 
p¡r¡vL¡l ­eJu¡ qu Bj¡lz pÉ¡ie¢mæ¡ nq­ll pjÙ¹ 
ú¥m L­m­Sl ¢nr­Ll¡ a¡­cl R¡œR¡œ£­cl 
Education Excursion Tour ­cuz i¡la£u l¡æ¡ J 
¢h¢lu¡e£ ­Q­M a¡l¡ j¤‡z a­h Bj¡l ­Q¡­M 
eue¡¢il¡j cªnÉ ¢Rm kMe ­c¢M ¢g¢en ­j­ul¡ M¤h 
a¡s¡a¡¢s ¢n­M ¢em ¢L L­l f¡¢Vn¡fV¡ h¡e¡­a quz 
fÉ¡e ­LL h¡e¡­e¡l A¢i‘a¡ ¢Rm ¢Le¡! 
 

­pC öl¦z Bl Bj¡u ­fRe ¢g­l a¡L¡­a qu¢ez 
Hlfl ¢h¢iæ ú¥m L­m­S ï¡jÉj¡e i¡l­al 
r¥âpwúlZ Ll¡l Ae¤­l¡d B¢j ¢gemÉ¡ä ­R­s 
Bj¡l HLpç¡q B­N fkÑÉ¿¹ f¡C Hhw Ae¤­l¡d 
lr¡J L¢lz 
 

Hlfl BVm¡¢¾VL f¡l L­l B­j¢lL¡u H­p ­c¢M 
pwú«¢al a«o·¡ A¢Q­lC ¢j­V ­Nm Bj¡lz  
 

HM¡­e c§NÑ¡f¤­S¡ qu - a¡l LmÉ¡­e ­cMm¡j - ï¢j - 
Q¾cÊ¢h¾c¥z lh£¾cÊ Su¿¹£ qu - a¡l LmÉ¡­e deÉ qm¡j 
¢l¢SJe¡ heÉ¡ ­Q±d¤l£l p‰£a ö­ez h‰ p­Çjme - 
h‰­jm¡l LmÉ¡­e ­cMm¡j lj¡ jäm, j¢õL¡ ­pe…ç, 
p¾c£f l¡u, p¤¤­h¡d plL¡l, e£­l¾cÊe¡b Qœ²haÑ£, l¦e¡ 
m¡um¡, e¡¢¾cL¡l ­N¡ù£l e¡VL, phÉp¡Q£ Qœ²haÑ£, 
C¾ce£m q¡mc¡l, ¢hfÔh QÉ¡V¡SÑ£l Ll¡ e¡VLz Qm¢µQœ 
¢nÒf£ p¡¢hœ£ QÉ¡V¡SÑ£l Ll¡ nË¦¢a e¡VLz C¾cÊe£m 
­pe, l¡Oh QÉ¡V¡SÑ£l N¡e, L¢ha¡l hÉ¡äz 
 

¢L¿¹¥ BÕQkÑÉ q­u mrÉ Llm¡j B­u¡SL - pwNWL 
Hje¢L lp¡ü¡ceL¡l£­cl hup 30 ­b­L 70 hRl 
fkÑÉ¿¹z HLV¡ ¢àd¡ l­uC ­Nm - fËnÀV¡ HC ­k EW¢a 
fËSeÈ Hl lp LaV¥L¥ Ef­i¡N Ll­R? h¡h¡ j¡­ul 
BNË­q Hl¡ A­e­LC i¡lae¡–j h¡ L¥¢Qf¤¢sl 
pÀ¡aLz ­LE ­LE lh£¾cÊp‰£a h¡ Classical - HJ 
c¡l¦e f¡lcnÑ£z ¢L¿¹¥ H­cl j­el i¡h fËL¡n Ll­a 
p¤¤­Ml i¡o¡ Cw­lS£z ¢c­el 70 na¡wn pju Hl¡ 
Cw¢mn h­m - 90 na¡wn Cw¢mn ­n¡­ez A­e­LC 
h¡s£­a, h¡wm¡C h­m p¢aÉ ¢L¿¹¥ hÉÙ¹ S£h­el j­dÉ 
LaV¥L¥C h¡? a¡C Hl¡ LaV¥L¥ h¡ j§m Ae¤ù¡­el 
ü¡­cl Lu na¡wn Ae¤ih Ll­R - a¡ Bj¡­L 
i¡h¡m J e¡s¡mz L­mS ØVÊ£V ­b­L lh£¾cÊe¡­bl 
NÒfpwLm­el Ae¤h¡c ¢Lem¡j - R.K. Narayan 
Hhw ­gm¤c¡Jz ­cMm¡j J…­m¡ i¡­m¡C Q¡­M ¢nöl¡z 
AaHh ­p¡S¡ B‰¥­m ¢O e¡ EW­m hy¡L¡ B‰¥­m 
­a¡m¡ Q¡Cz ¢O - V¡C HMe HL¢eù mrÉ - de¤iÑ¡‰¡ 
fZz ­c­n Bj¡l j¡ p¤¤¢jœ¡ cš­L hõ¡j - 
""Ga¥l­‰l Ae¤h¡c L­l c¡Jz'' ­cM¡ ­Nm Bh¡l 
pjpÉ¡ - H­c­n 4 Ga¥ - i¡l­a Ruz k¡ ­q¡L qm 
Af§hÑ fËcnÑe£z Q¡l¢c­L deÉ deÉz p­hÑ¡f¢l h¡µQ¡l¡ 
q©cu ¢c­u Ae¤ih Llm Ae¤ù¡ez Hl B­NJ nË£j¢a 
p¤¤¢jœ¡ c­šl B­mMÉ­a (Script) - e¡l£l ¢h¢iæ l©f 
p’¡ue q­u­Rz Qä£ ­b­L n¢š² l©¢fe£ l©f, h¡µQ¡­cl 
e¡­Q LeÉ¡l©f, hd§ ­L¡e B­m¡ ¢c­u ­k±he - L«o· 
k­n¡c¡l e¡­Q h¡vpmÉl©f Hhw fË¢ah¡c£l©f L¢ha¡ 
¢pw­ql "DnÄl­L Ci' L¢ha¡l p­‰ eª­aÉ EfÙÛ¡¢fa 
Ll¡ q­u­Rz 
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a«a£u¢V Bj¡l phQ¡C­a pgm e¡VL EfÙÛ¡fe¡z fy¡Qa¡l¡ 
¢qmVe ­q¡­Vm i¡s¡ L­l 600 cnÑ­Ll p¡j­e Ae¤ù¡e¢V 
quz e¡VL¢Vl e¡j - ""¢nL­sl på¡e - HL¢hwn na­L 
B­j¢lL¡e C¢äu¡­el L¡¢qe£z'' lQe¡¢V ­m­M Bj¡l LeÉ¡ 
°eGa¡ e¾c£ J B¢jz ­c­n ­N­m ­p i¡la­L ¢Li¡­h 
B¢h×L¡l L­l a¡l heÑe¡­a ­p a¥­m d­l­R - Bl 
B­j¢lL¡l i¡la£u S£h­el °ce¢¾cL ¢ce¢m¢f ¢m­M B¢j 
lQe¡¢V pÇf̈ZÑ L¢lz Jl lQe¡l ¢cL¢V 'Serious J 
Educational' Bl Bj¡l ¢cL¢V­a l­u­R q¡ó¡ ¢qEj¡lz 
H­a p¤¤l L­l ¢LR¥ fy¡Q¡m£ dl­el Rs¡ B­R k¡­a 
¢hnÄMÉ¡a ''Fiddler on The roof'' musical Qm¢µQœV¡ k¡l¡ 
­c­M­Re - a¡l p¤¤­l në…¢m h¢p­u ¢Rm¡jz e¡VL 
EfÙÛ¡fe¡ M¤h Se¢fËu q­u¢Rmz ­fËr¡f­V 'Slide' hÉhq¡l 
q­u¢Rmz ­kje - ""i¡l­a fc¡fÑe Llm¡j'' hm¡ j¡œ 
¢hLV NSÑ­e Plane - Hl BJu¡S - Hhw Slide - H 
­cM¡ k¡­µR ¢hn¡m Plane. N¡e…­m¡ Mr. Sam Hl 
ØV¥¢XJ­a Je¡l instrument pq recording quz e¡VL 
f¢lQ¡me¡l ­r­œ S¥­a¡ ­pm¡C ­b­L Qä£f¡­W - H­LL¢ce 
c¤f¤l N¢s­u jdÉl¡¢œ q­u ­kaz 
 

HlC j¡­T BVm¡¾V¡­aJ Llm¡j i¡la fËcnÑe£z 
HLV¡ ¢S¢eo H­cn ­b­L ­nM¡l B­R - fËk¤¢š² J 
"Organizational Skill' - EfÙÛ¡fe¡­L p¢aÉ AeÉ 
j¡œ¡ H­e ¢cmz Bhª¢š Lla¡j - HM¡­eJ 
BVm¡¾V¡­a L¢lz ¢L¿¹¥ I Ae¤ù¡e…­m¡ L­l Aá¥a 
a«¢ç ­f­u¢Rz 
 
A­ål qÙ¹£cnÑe ­a¡ q¡a£ Ae¤i¢̈al HL na¡wnJ 
euz Bl a¡C Aje ¢hf¤m °h¢Qœju i¡la£u pwú«¢a 
¢e­S LaV¥L¥C h¡ Ae¤d¡he L­l¢R - ¢L¿¹¥ Be¾ci¡­N 
Be¾c­i¡N h¡­s - a¡C h¡lh¡l LaV¥L¥ ¢c­a ­f­l¢R 
S¡¢ee¡, LaV¥L¥ ­k¡NÉa¡ h¡ A¢dL¡l Bj¡l B­R - 
­p ¢q­ph j¡b¡u b¡Lz ¢L¿¹¥ i¡la ¢e­u ­j­a b¡L¡l 
Ae¡¢hm Be­¾c h¤L h¡lh¡l g¥­m E­W­Rz ­kM¡­eC 
b¡¢L - ­ki¡­hC b¡¢L ¢àd¡q£e i¡­hz Ae¤ih Bl 
B¢h×L¡l L­l¢R h¡lh¡l ""SNvpi¡l ­nËù Bp­e 
Bj¡l i¡la A¢d¢ùaz''  
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C¢a 
   p¤¤¢Øja¡ jqm¡eh£n 

 
­i¡l l¡­a cjcj HÉu¡l­f¡­VÑ e¡N cÇf¢a nÇf¡ J 
f¢ljm e¡N Ad£l BNËq ¢e­u cy¡¢s­u B­Rez p­‰ 
AhnÉC f¢ljm e¡­Nl ­h¡e AfeÑ¡ J a¡l ü¡j£ Al¦e 
njÑ¡ B­Rez pj­ul p­‰ p­‰ BS ­L¡jma¡ J 
B­hN BµRæ q­u B­R e¡N cÇf¢al jez BL¡¢´Ma 
¢hl¢š²¢V LMe Bp­R? a¡­L ­cM­a f¡Ju¡l i£oZ 
a«o·¡ ¢e­u HC Q¡l hªÜ-hªÜ¡ f¡n¡f¡¢n cy¡¢s­u B­Rez 
­ia­l ­ia­l ­Q­f b¡L¡ E­šSe¡u pju ­ke Bl 
L¡V­aC Q¡C­R e¡ e¡NcÇf¢alz ¢j¢ø ¢j¢ø j¤M ¢e­u 
J­cl p­‰ cy¡¢s­u B­Re ¢exp¿¹¡e njÑ¡ cÇf¢az Q¡l 
S­el cª¢øC "fËbj fcÈ' My¥­S f¡Ju¡l ­Qø¡ Ll­Rz 
Aa£­al Lb¡ ¢Q¿¹¡ L­l j¡­T j¡­T e¡NcÇf¢al j­dÉ 
HLV¥ pw­L¡Q i¡h ­cM¡ k¡­µRz C¢a ­a¡ a¡­clC 
SeÈp§­œl B­lL LeÉ¡z 
 

EµQ ¢n¢ra J h¡P¡m£ ¢hšn¡m£ HC e¡Nf¢lh¡­l C¢a 
a¡l B­l¡ c¤C ¢c¢c l¦¢h J ­qj¡l jaC S­eÈ¢Rmz 
fË­aÉL j¡e¤o ¢eS ¢eS i¡NÉ ¢e­u SeÈ¡­mJ ­R­m­hm¡u 
HLC f¢lh¡­l ­j¡V¡j¤¢V HLC d¡l¡u ph¡l S£he öl¦ 
quz ¢L¿¹¥ e¡Nf¢lh¡­l C¢al ­r­œ ­pV¡ fË­k¡SÉ qu¢ez 
C¢a j¡­eC "pj¡¢ç'z HLV¥ ‘¡e q­a C¢a kMeC a¡l 
e¡­jl J S­eÈl AbÑ h¤T­a ­f­l­R aMe ­b­LC ­p 
¢e­S­L f¢lh¡­ll AeÉ­cl L¡R ­b­L HLV¥ HLV¥ L­l 
…¢V­u ¢e­u­Rz M¤h ­R¡V­hm¡u C¢a h¡¢s­a ¢h­no 
¢LR¥l B­u¡Se q­m AeÉ c¤C ¢c¢c­cl ja Be­¾c 
­k¡N ­cJu¡l ­Qø Lla a¡l HLV¡ ­R¡V f¡ ¢e­u 
My¥¢s­u My¥¢s­uz l¦¢h J ­qe¡ ­R¡V ­h¡e C¢a­L C¢a e¡ 
h­m ­mÇf¥ h­mC X¡Laz ­mÇf¥ X¡LV¡ ­k Bc­ll eu 
­pV¡ 4/5 hR­ll C¢a M¤h i¡mi¡­hC S¡eaz Bl 
HV¡J ­p h¤T­a f¡la ¢c¢cl¡ a¡­L ­R¡V ­h¡e h­m 
ü£L«¢a ¢c­a e¡ f¡l­mC hy¡­Qz 
 

HLV¡ pj­u ¢ae ­h¡e­LC HLC ú¥­m ­k­a qaz 
ú¥­ml p¡j­e H­p XÊ¡Ci¡l clS¡ M¤­m ­cJu¡l B­NC 
hs c¤C ­h¡e R¥V m¡N¡a ú¥­m Y¥­L k¡Ju¡l SeÉz C¢a  

e¡j­a flm ¢Le¡ ­pV¡ ­cM¡l fË­u¡Se a¡­cl B­R 
h­m ­L¡e¢ceJ a¡l¡ i¡ha e¡z C¢a a¡l hs 
hC­ul hÉ¡N J S­ml ­h¡am ¢e­u XÊ¡Ci¡l­L h¡C 
h­m My¥¢s­u My¥¢s­u ú¥­ml ­ia­l Y¥­L ­kaz C¢al 
pqf¡W£ Hhw flhaÑ£L¡­m ph­Q­u O¢eù hå¥ ­lh¡ 
algc¡l C¢al ¢c¢c­cl j­e¡i¡hV¡ h¤T­a ­f­l 
C¢al fË¢a pq¡e¤i¢̈a­a Jl jeV¡ HLV¥ BµRæ q­u 
b¡Laz N¡­ul lw-Hl ¢cL ­b­L C¢a a¡l ¢c¢c­cl 
­b­L A­eL ­hn£ jum¡ q­mJ ­lh¡l ­Q¡­M C¢aC 
­cM­a ­hn£ i¡m h­m j­e qaz LÓ¡­p C¢a J 
­lh¡C ph pju fËbj J ¢àa£u qaz HC fËbj h¡ 
¢àa£u qJu¡ ¢e­u J­cl j­dÉ ­L¡e ¢qwp¡ h¡ DoÑ¡ 
¢Rm e¡z HLS­el p¡g­mÉ B­lLSe A¿¹l ­b­L 
Be¾c Ef­i¡N Llaz fsh ¢e­Sl ­nM¡l S­eÉ, 
L¡­L q¡¢l­u c¤eðl ­hn£ ­f­u ¢S­a k¡h, ­plLj 
j­e¡hª¢šV¡ J­cl c¤-hå¥l j­dÉ ¢Rm e¡z ¢L¿¹¥ I 
LÓ¡­pC fËbj cnS­el j­dÉ ¢LR¥ ¢LR¥ ­j­u ¢Rm 
k¡­cl cªt fË¢aà¢¾àa¡ ¢Rm c¤eðl ­hn£ f¡Ju¡ ¢e­uz 

 

pqf¡W£­cl j­dÉ ¢LR¥ ¢LR¥ ­j­u C¢a J ­lh¡l 
hå¥aÆV¡­L i¡m ­Q¡­M ­cMa e¡z ­LE ­LE ­Wp 
¢c­u C¢al f¡­ul Lb¡V¡ hmaz LÓ¡p HC­V 
fs¡L¡m£e HL¢ce m¡’­hË­L J­cl LÓ¡­pl HL 
p¤¤¾cl£ ­j­u fm¡ q¡mc¡l C¢al p¡j­e H­p Ty¥­L 
­q­p hõ - ­a¡l ¢c¢cl¡ ­a¡ ­a¡­L ­mÇf¥ h­m X¡­L 
Bjl¡J ¢L ­a¡­L a¡C h­m X¡Lh? C¢a Sh¡­h 
h­m¢Rm - h¡¢sl e¡­j h¡¢sl ­m¡­Ll¡C X¡L­h, 
Bj¡l p¡­b ­a¡l f¢lQu HM¡­e, L¡­SC a¥C 
Bj¡­L Bj¡l ú¥­ml e¡j d­lC X¡L¢hz fm¡ Eš­l 
­q­p h­m¢Rm - ¢WL B­R ú¥­ml h¡C­l Bjl¡ 
­a¡­L ­mÇf¥ h­mC X¡Lhz C¢a n¡¿¹ q­u Lb¡h¡aÑ¡ 
h­õJ ­lh¡l j¡b¡u I Lb¡ ö­e TV L­l B…e 
SÆ­m E­W¢Rmz ­lh¡ M¡h¡l ­R­s E­W cy¡¢s­u ­S¡l 
Nm¡u h­m¢Rm, ­a¡­cl ja ­e¡wl¡ ­m¡­L­cl q¡VÑ 
hm­a ¢LR¥ ­eCz ­a¡l¡ piÉa¡ iâa¡l  
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h¡C­lz a¡lfl BP¥m a¥­m fm¡l Bf¡cjÙ¹L ­c¢M­u 
hõ - ­a¡l I h¡C­ll l©­fl ­ia­l La fQ¡ ¢S¢ep 
B­R a¡ ¢L a¥C S¡¢ep? ­m¡­Ll n¡l£¢lL My¥a ¢e­u 
Lb¡ hm­a m‹¡ L­l e¡? ­a¡l nl£­ll ­ia­l La 
­l¡N B­R BS e¡ S¡e­mJ L¡m S¡e­a f¡l¢hz 
a¡l SeÉ ­a¡­L ¢e­u L¡E q¡p­a Bp­h e¡z J­cl 
Lb¡h¡aÑ¡u a¡f b¡L¡u B­nf¡­nl A­eL ­j­ul¡ 
H¢N­u B­pz ¢LR¥ ¢LR¥ ­j­ul¡ fm¡l Lb¡u q¡p­mJ 
L¥¿¹m¡, nÉ¡jnË£, p¤¤¢fËu¡ J h¾ce¡ HlLj ¢LR¥ ­j­u 
Bh¡l ­lh¡l p¡­b ­k¡N ¢c­u fm¡l ­e¡wl¡¢jl ¢e¾c¡ 
L­l¢Rmz LÓ¡­p ¢g­l ¢N­u h¾ce¡ p¡LÚ­ne¡­L OVe¡ 
hm¡u fm¡l j¡-h¡h¡­L ¢Q¢W ­f­a q­u¢Rm Hhw 
fl¢ce fm¡ H­p ph¡l p¡j­e C¢al L¡­R rj¡ 
­Q­u¢Rmz 
 

HlLj dl­el A¢i‘a¡ C¢a­L ­R¡V­hm¡ ­b­LC 
­f­a q­u­Rz °nn­hl Be¾c Ef­i¡­Nl f¢lh­aÑ ­p 
¢nöL¡m ­b­LC A­eL ¢aš²a¡l jdÉ ¢c­u f¤­l¡f¤¢l 
HL A¢i‘ e¡l£ q­u E­W¢Rmz j¡-h¡h¡l Ah­qm¡J 
C¢a­L a¡s¡a¡¢s hs q­u EW­a p¡q¡kÉ L­l¢Rmz 
l¦¢h J ­qe¡l phÑœ k¡Ju¡l J Be¾c Ef­i¡N Ll¡l 
f¡l¢jne ¢Rmz ¢L¿¹¥ C¢al ­r­œ j¡ nÇf¡ C¢al 
­My¡s¡ f¡­ul Lb¡ a¥­m a¡­L ­L¡b¡J k¡Ju¡l 
f¡l¢jne ¢c­ae e¡z h¡h¡ f¢ljm e£lh ­b­L j¡­L 
ph pj­uC pjbÑe L­l ­k­aez j¡-h¡h¡ c¤S­eC EµQ 
¢n¢ra, fy¥¢bNa ¢nr¡ Je¡­cl j¡e¢pL ¢nr¡­L 
­plLj f¡ÒV¡­a p¡q¡kÉ L­l¢ez C¢a­L ­R¡V­hm¡u 
p¡j­e ­l­M Je¡l¡ A­eL Lb¡C hm¡h¢m Ll­aez 
­My¡s¡ J L¡­m¡ ­j­ul i¢hoÉv AåL¡l Hhw a¡l 
­L¡e¢ceJ ¢h­u q­h e¡z ­p a¡­cl O¡­sC p¡l¡ S£he 
b¡L¡l HlLj B­l¡ La ¢Lz C¢al M¤hC Lø q­a¡z 
¢L¿¹¥ ¢LR¥C hm¡l ¢Rm e¡z h¤L ­g­V L¡æ¡ ­h¢l­u 
Bpaz m¤¢L­u m¤¢L­u h¡bl¦­j ¢N­u L¡æ¡ BVL¡­e¡l 
­Qø¡ Lla ­pz j¡-h¡h¡l p¡­b a¡­L ¢e­u ¢fp£j¢el 
fË¡uC aLÑ ­m­N ­kaz ¢fp£j¢eC a¡l HLj¡œ hÉ¢š² 
¢k¢e fËbj ­b­L BS fkÑ¿¹ C¢a­L je-fË¡Z ¢c­u 
fª¢bh£­a ¢eS f¡­u cy¡s¡­a p¡q¡kÉ L­l­Rez 
 

C¢a S­eÈl B­N C¢al ¢fp£j¢e AfeÑ¡ B­j¢lL¡u  

H­p¢R­me fc¡bÑ ¢hcÉ¡ ¢e­u fs¡öe¡ Ll¡l SeÉ 
HM¡­e ¢a¢e X¡x Al¦e njÑ¡l p¡­b f¢l¢Qa q­u 
a¡­LC ¢h­u L­l ­c­n ¢g­l k¡ez ­c­n ¢gl­mJ 
fË¡uC L¡S ¢e­u Je¡­cl c¤Se­LC fª¢bh£l ¢h¢iæ 
S¡uN¡u k¡a¡u¡a Ll­a quz AfeÑ¡ ­c­n ¢g­l ­k 
¢ce C¢a­cl h¡¢s H­p¢R­me ­p¢ce Q¡l hR­ll C¢a 
c¤C ¢c¢c­cl p¡­b ­c±­s ­My¡s¡ f¡ ¢e­u ¢fp£j¢e­L 
­cM­a H­p¢Rmz ¢L¿¹¥ nÇf¡ e¡N J­cl h¡¢sl 
p¡q¡kÉL¡¢le£ Ljm¡­L ­X­L hm­me C¢a­L JM¡e 
­b­L p¢l­u ­eJu¡l SeÉz nÇf¡l ­Q¡­M J Nm¡l 
ü­l C¢a pÇf­LÑ Hje HLV¡ i¡h ¢Rm k¡ AfeÑ¡l 
eSl Hs¡u¢ez AfeÑ¡ nÇf¡­L hm­me - J­L 
p¢l­u ¢e­a hmR ­Le? HM¡­eC b¡L¥L e¡z a¡lfl 
AfeÑ¡C ¢e­S ¢N­u C¢a­L ­L¡­m a¥­m ¢e­mez 
C¢al c¤C ¢c¢cl L¡­R AfeÑ¡l HC BQle­L 
Aü¡i¡¢hL h­mC j­e qm Hhw AfeÑ¡­L J­cl 
fR¾c e¡ qJu¡u Jl¡C JM¡e ­b­L p­l f­s¢Rmz 
nÇf¡ c¤xM L­l h­m¢R­me C¢al SeÈ Je¡­cl L¡­R 
HLdl­el A¢in¡fz Je¡l¡ Bl ­L¡­e¡ p¿¹¡e Q¡e 
e¡ h­mC Jl e¡j ­l­M¢R­me C¢az C¢al L¡­R 
¢fp£j¢el ­L¡mV¡ A­eL Bl¡jc¡uL j­e qmz 
AfeÑ¡ f¢lj­ml ¢c­L Ap¿¹¥øi¡­h a¡¢L­u h­m¢Rm 
- c¡c¡ ­a¡jl¡ kaC ¢n¢ra h­m ­QyQ¡­j¢Q L­l¡, 
j­el ¢cL ­b­L a¥¢j ­L¡e¢ceJ ­plLj ¢n¢ra 
q­a f¡l­m e¡z ­L¡­m ­eJu¡ C¢al ¢c­L a¡¢L­u 
hm­me - HC ­j­u­L Bcl i¡­m¡h¡p¡ ¢c­u 
¢WLja ¢nr¡c£r¡ ¢c­u a¥¢j A­eL hs L­l a¥m­a 
f¡l, ¢L¿¹¥ a¡ e¡ L­l ­cMa¡j ­a¡jl¡ J­L ¢e­u --
--, AfeÑ¡ Lb¡ ­no Ll¡l B­NC f¢ljm hm­me - 
AfeÑ¡, ­p a¥C h¤T¢h e¡, hm¡ ­p¡S¡z AfeÑ¡l j­e 
qm f¢ljm J­L hm­Re - ­a¡l ­L¡e p¿¹¡e ­eC 
a¥C Bl ¢L h¤T¢h? nÇf¡ f¢lj­ml p¡­b ­k¡N ¢c­u 
hm­me - ¢WL hmR, AfeÑ¡ a¥¢j Bl ¢L h¤T­h? 
­a¡j¡l fR¾c q­m a¥¢j J­L ¢e­u j¡e¤o Ll­a 
f¡lz AfeÑ¡l j­e qm ¢a¢e ¢e­Sl L¡e­LC ¢hnÄ¡p 
Ll­a f¡l­Re e¡z j­e j­e AfeÑ¡ hm­me Hl¡ 
Bd¤¢eL ­p­S ­O¡l¡­gl¡ L­l ¢L¿¹¥ ­cM¡ k¡­µR 
Bp­m Hl¡ fË¡Q£ef¿Û£­cl ­b­LJ M¡l¡fz 
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fË¡Q£eL¡­m ­k Ap¤¤¢h­d ¢Rm, haÑj¡­e ­a¡ a¡ Bl 
­eCz AfeÑ¡ Nm¡u ­S¡l ¢c­u hm­me - e¡ ; HC 
­j­u HM¡­eC b¡L­hz ­p ­a¡j¡­cl L¡R ­b­L 
p¢aÉL¡­ll i¡­m¡h¡p¡l c¡h£ l¡­Mz fË­aÉL j¡e¤­ol 
ja Jl j­dÉJ A­eL i¡­m¡ …e B­R, Bl 
­p…¢m ­a¡j¡­cl B¢h×L¡l L­l a¡l kb¡­k¡NÉ 
p¤¤­k¡N-p¤¤¢hd¡ J pÇj¡e ¢c­a q­hz f¢ljm Eš­l 
hm­me - a¥C ¢h­c­n ¢N­u A­eL hs hs Lb¡ 
hm­a ¢n­M¢Rpz AfeÑ¡ Ešl ­cJu¡l B­NC nÇf¡ 
hm­me - a¥¢jC ­a¡ i¡C¢Tl …e…¢m My¥­S ­hl 
Ll­a f¡lz AfeÑ¡ Ah¡L q­u ¢LR¥re J­cl ¢c­L 
a¡¢L­u ­b­L ­n­o hm­me - BS k¡­L A­eÉl 
L¡­R ¢c­a Q¡CR L¡m qua a¡­LC ¢e­Sl L¡­R 
¢g¢l­u ­eJu¡l SeÉ Ly¡c­a q­hz a¡lfl HLV¥ 
­b­j Bh¡l hm¢R­me - haÑj¡­e L¡­S Bj¡­cl 
B­l¡ L­uLhRl ­c­n-¢h­c­n phÑœ ­R¡V¡R¥¢V Ll­a 
q­hz B¢j J­L ¢e­u ¢N­u Jl S£h­el A¢eÕQua¡ 
Be­a Q¡C e¡z ­a¡jl¡ Q¡C­m R¥¢Vl ¢c­e kMeC 
B¢j ­L¡mL¡a¡u b¡Lh aMeC C¢a Bj¡l L¡­R 
b¡L­hz f¢ljm J nÇf¡l C¢a­L R¥¢Vl ¢c­e 
AfeÑ¡l L¡­R ­k­a ­cJu¡l SeÉ ­L¡e h¡d¡C ¢Rm 
e¡z 
 

AfeÑ¡ ­R¡V­hm¡u C¢al SeÉ hC ¢L­e H­e C¢a­L 
f­s öe¡­aez kMe C¢a ¢e­S ¢e­S fs­a ¢nMm 
aMe Jl SeÉ ¢h¢iæ lL­jl hC ¢e­u Bp­ae, 
LMeJ C¢a­L ¢e­u H¢cL J¢cL O¤l­a ­k­aez X¡x 
njÑ¡J C¢a­L M¤h i¡mh¡p­aez LM­e¡ LM­e¡ 
¢aeS­e ¢j­m X¡ujäq¡lh¡l, ¢àa£u ýNm£ ­pa¥ h¡ 
p¤¤¾clhe, ­L¡b¡J e¡ ­L¡b¡J O¤l­a ­k­aez ph¡l 
A‘¡a p¡­l C¢al ¢Q¿¹¡ d¡l¡l Ef­l AfeÑ¡ J X¡x 
njÑ¡l fËi¡h fs­a b¡­Lz h¡C­l C¢a M¤h n¡¿¹ q­mJ 
­ia­l ­ia­l fª¢bh£­L S¡e¡l BNËq a¡­L ­f­u 
h­pz Je¡l¡ ­kje ¢h¢iæ hC­ul ­k¡N¡e ¢c­ae a¡l 
p­‰ p­‰ AfeÑ¡ J X¡x njÑ¡ ¢h¢iæ ­c­nl ¢nr¡-
c£r¡l fÜ¢a, BQ¡l hÉhq¡l A­eL ¢LR¥l NÒf 
C¢al p­‰ Ll­aez  
 

C¢al 16 hRl hup ­b­LC AfeÑ¡ J­L 
C¾V¡leÉ¡ne¡m ØV¥­X¾V ¢qp¡­h ¢h¢iæ S¡uN¡u ¢L 
L­l ¢L ¢L fl£r¡ ¢c­a qu ­L¡b¡u ¢L i¡­h 
HÉ¡fÔ¡C Ll­a qu a¡ ¢n¢M­u ¢c­mez 18 hRl 
hu­p C¢a a¡l ú¥­ml j¤­M¡‹Æm L­l 
C¾V¡leÉ¡ne¡m ØV¥­X¾V ¢qp¡­h i¡¢SÑ¢eu¡­a fs­a 
H­p ¢e­S­L AeÉi¡­h ­cM­a ¢nMmz HM¡­e 
­LEC a¡l f¡ ¢e­u Aa ¢Q¢¿¹a eu, C¢a­L ph¡C 
ü¡i¡¢hL ­m¡L d­l ¢e­u ü¡i¡¢hL i¡­hC hÉhq¡l 
Ll­R ­c­M C¢aJ ¢e­S­L Bh¡l f¡ÒV¡­a m¡Nmz 

 

i¡¢SÑ¢eu¡­a HÉ¡­j¢lL¡e J ¢h¢iæ ­c­nl 
­R­m­j­u­cl p¡­b p¡­b ­hn ¢LR¥ C¢äu¡e ­R­m-
­j­u­cl p¡­b J a¡l Bm¡f quz C¢a ­cMm 
HM¡­e C¢äu¡e ­R­m-­j­ul¡J a¡­L ü¡i¡¢hL 
h­mC j­e Ll­Rz HÉ¡­j¢lL¡el¡ C¢a­L C¢a e¡ 
­X­L X¡­L C¢Vz C¢al HÉ¡­j¢lL¡e hu­éä le 
­XC¢ipÚ HL¢ce C¢a­L h­õ¡ - ­a¡j¡l e¡j C¢V 
­L ­l­M­R? C¢a HLV¥ ­q­p h­m¢Rm - Bj¡l 
j¡-h¡h¡z le ­q¡ ­q¡ L­l ­q­p hõ - ¢XS¢el 
C¢V­L ­a¡j¡l j¡-h¡h¡l ¢eÕQu M¤h fR¾c q­u­Rz 
C¢a q¡¢p j¤­M Ešl ¢c­u¢Rm - Bj¡l e¡j C¢V 
eu a¡l e¡j C¢a j¡­e ¢c HÉ¡äz le HLV¥ Ah¡L 
q­u a¡L¡­a C¢a hõ - H a¥¢j h¤T­h e¡z AfeÑ¡l 
p¡­b ­g¡­e Lb¡ q­m C¢a l­el Lb¡ Je¡l L¡­R 
E­õM Llaz X¡x njÑ¡ J AfeÑ¡ HÉ¡­j¢lL¡­a 
L¡­S H­m AhnÉC C¢a­L ­c­M ­k­aez C¢a 
le­L ¢h­u Ll¡l Mhl ph­Q­u B­N a¡l 
¢fp£j¢e­LC S¡¢e­u ¢Rmz C¢a J le i¡¢SÑ¢eu¡ 
­VL ­b­L C­m¢ƒÊLÉ¡m C¢”¢eu¡¢lw f¡n L­l 
haÑj¡­e ­gÓ¡¢lX¡­aC B­Rz ¢h­ul fl C¢a a¡l 
ü¡j£­L ¢e­u ­c­n ­N­m C¢al ¢c¢cl¡ a¡­cl 
p¤¤cnÑe-¢hšj¡e ü¡j£­cl ¢e­u ­mÇf¥l hl­L ­cM­a 
H­p¢Rmz nÇf¡ J f¢lj­ml j­dÉJ ­plLj Eo·a¡ 
¢Rm e¡z  
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C¢al L¡R ­b­L L¡S Q¡m¡­e¡l ja ¢LR¥ ¢LR¥ h¡wm¡ 
le ¢n­M ¢e­u¢Rmz AfeÑ¡ J X¡x Al¦e njÑ¡ Eo·a¡ 
J i¡mh¡p¡ ¢c­u C¢a J le­L BfÉ¡ue L­l¢R­mez 
le ph¡C­L Ah¡L L­l h¡wm¡ h­m¢Rm - ­L¡mL¡a¡l 
Ef­l A­eL ¢LR¥ f­s H­p¢R, Hh¡l ¢e­Sl ­Q¡­M 
­L¡mL¡a¡ ­cM­a Hm¡jz l­el j¤­M h¡wm¡ i¡o¡ ö­e 
ph¡lC M¤h Ah¡L J i¡m ­m­N¢Rmz 
 

BS fy¡Q hRl fl Jl¡ Bh¡l Bp­R a¡­cl 
HLj¡œ p¿¹¡e ­L¡¢s­L ¢e­uz C¢a J le­L ­cM¡ 
k¡­µR H¢N­u Bp­az Q¡l hªÜ-hªÜ¡l ­Q¡­M j¤­M q¡¢p 
g¥­V EW­Rz 
  

f¢ljm e¡N ph¡l A‘¡­a ¢e­Sl ­Q¡­Ml Sm 
HLV¥ j¤­R ¢e­mez AfeÑ¡ nÇf¡l ¢c­L a¡¢L­u 
h­õe - k¡J a¥¢jC e¡¢a­L fËbj ­L¡­m ­a¡mz 
nÇf¡ AfeÑ¡­L Bm­a¡ d¡‚¡ ¢c­u h­õe e¡, a¥¢jC 
B­N k¡J, JV¡ ­a¡j¡lC fË¡fÉz f¢ljm e¡N Nm¡V¡ 
HLV¥ f¢l×L¡l L­l h­õe - C¢al HC p¤¤¾cl S£he 
BS ­a¡­cl SeÉC pñh qmz C¢a ­R­m­L ­L¡m 
­b­L ­R­s HLV¥ c§­l cy¡¢s­u b¡L¡ hªÜ-hªÜ¡­cl 
­c¢M­u hõ - k¡J JM¡­eC ­a¡j¡l ¢c¢c-c¡c¤l¡ 
cy¡¢s­u B­pez ­L¡m ­b­L ­R­s ­cJu¡ ­L¡¢s 
­c±­s H­p HLp­‰ cy¡¢s­u b¡L¡ AfeÑ¡ J nÇf¡ 
c¤S­el c¤ qy¡V¥ HLp­‰ S¢s­u dlmz 
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Marry the Mantra, Miss 
the Man 
Kasturi Bose 

 
How often have we heard of it 

For marriage to be made fit 
Preconditions those are already set 
Can love blossom but deteriorate 

 

Nothing doing that is the way 
For nuptial and love to stay 

If love has to overcome such barriers to fall for 
It might so happen on a day to be it is no more 

 

Why should we follow our forefathers’ means to 
livelihood 

And make difficult our mutual lives to lead that is of 
no good 

With due respect for them who lived and died 
Unethical to leave behind such customs to keep us 

tied 
 

How does it matter if one is a kayastha or a Brahmin 
In the end it just boils down to just one thing 

Compatibility is what one must seek for 
Conviction to be one is called to the fore 

 

Caste system---- is it a system or a ground 
Where love takes a backseat and reason abound 

Bigotry is not viable on wealth and birth 
Hierarchy for power is sheer mirth 

 
Disparity increases with design so immoral 
Thrust deep the tentacles of divide and rule 

Efforts to eradicate have proved so vain 
Superstitious dogmas stand to gain 

 
If God has not intended a bargain so despicable 

What claim have we to make it plausible 
Doing so might obliterate and devastate 
Humankind that he so dotingly generate 

 

A day will come I dream wide-eyed 
Trust am not building castles in the sky 

Caste no bar will soon be fake 
Logic and wisdom will come in its wake. 

 

Darkness in Ocean  
 

Sujan Bhattacharya 
 
 

As the day wears out, 
darkness looms large- 

seagulls return to shores 
a top the weary barge. 

 
Sulphur smells in the air, 

nuance of extra-terrestrial flavor- 
a magic played out in the ocean 

a painted ship glares. 
 

As the night draws in, 
celestial shows emerge- 

the kaleidoscopic waters dance 
shorelines far merge. 

 
Howling of wind grows, 

silhouette buildings moan- 
surreal horizon quivers 

separating the world beyond. 
 

The waves whisper in the darkness, 
talking to departed souls- 

crowded childhood memories 
solacing the bereaved souls. 
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lLh¡S£  

 
n¡¿¹e¤ Ll 

 
lLh¡S£ j¡­e N£V¡l,lL, L­mS m¡Cg - ¢hVmp, 
­l¡¢mw ­ØV¡e, ¢fˆ gÓ­uX, H¢lL LÓÉ¡fVe ! 
 

h¡wm¡ lL hÉ¡ä j¡­e any (modern) musical 
band that performs solely or mainly in the 
Bengali language and which uses Western 
principles of music Hhw "jq£­el ­O¡s¡…¢m"   is 
widely credited with being the first Bangla 
Band.  
 
e¡ ¢L " lL j¡­e öd¤ N¡e eu z ­pM¡­e 
fË¢aù¡e¢h­l¡d£a¡l HLV¡ j­e¡i¡h b¡­Lz mð¡ Q¥m, 
L¡­e i¥l¦­a c¤m - phC ­pC j­e¡i¡h ­b­L E­W 
B­pz l¡øÊ Hhw p¡j¡¢SL fË¢aù¡­el ¢eu­jl Q‚­l 
B¢j hy¡d¡ fs­h¡ e¡z B¢j Bj¡l j­a¡ Q¥m l¡M­h¡, 
.....¢i­uae¡­jl k¤­Ül ¢h­l¡¢da¡ Ll­h¡z" 
 
HC ab¡L¢ba AÉ¡¢V¢VEXV¡ HM­e¡ ¢L B­R ?- j­e 
fËnÀ J­Wz h¡P¡m£ ­a¡ - a¡C lh£¾cÊe¡b W¡L¥l­L 
¢c­uC ph L¢g L¡f ¢ha­LÑl öl¦ z B¢j ö­e¢Rm¡j 
HL üe¡jdeÉ hÉ¡¢š²l j¤­M " l¢hW¡L¥­ll N¡e öd¤ 
¢Ql¿¹e eu , ph­Q­u Bd¤¢eLJ h­V "z ­p AeÉ Lb¡ 
, a­h L¢fl¡CV JW¡l fË¡Lj¤ýaÑ Hhw HMeL¡l 
experimentation Hl j¡­T ­pC N¡­eJ ea¥e fËi¡h 
Aü£L¡l Ll¡ k¡u e¡z L­uLV¡ ­pËg h¡Eä¥­m 
¢hl¢š²Ll piece j¡b¡ Nlj Ll¡u h­V , a­h 
Bf¡jl p¡d¤h¡c S¡e¡u "f¡Nm¡ q¡Ju¡"l ea¥e 
¢VÊV­j¾V ö­e e£m c­šl "hw L¡­eLne"H z 
e¢Q­La¡J B­NC ­N­u¢R­me " k¢c ­a¡l X¡L ö­e 
­LE e¡ B­p, a­h e¡ ¢L HLm¡ Qm­a qu" z  
 
A¡C ­h¡dqu Bjl¡ L­mS S£h­e ­k lL  

öea¡j, HMe h¡wm¡ hÉ¡­ä f¡ˆ l­Ll pOe EeÈ¡ce¡l 
p¡­b p¡­b a¡l j¡­T ­L¡b¡J HLV¡ pgV ­j­m¡¢XJ 
Y¥­L f­s­Rz "lL" HLV¡ pj­ul fË¢aµR¢h , HLV¡ 
­N¡V¡ fËS­eÈl ­g­m Bp¡ Øj«¢a ! Bö­a¡o 
L­m­Sl HL R¡œ ­cs cnL B­N kMe N£V¡l 
h¡¢S­u N¡e a¥m­a¡ "B¢j h¡j ¢c­L lC", aMe hC, 
M¡a¡, ­e¡Vp, l¡Se£¢al f¡n¡f¡¢n al¦e-al¦e£l¡ 
N£V¡­ll ¢l­gC BµRæz ­pC "i¢̈j"-MÉ¡a p¤¤l¢S­alC 
¢hhaÑe Bjl¡ ­c¢M Folk based tuneH h¡l¡¾c¡u 
­l¡Ÿ¥­l "N¡s£ ¢pNeÉ¡m j¡­e e¡ " ! h¡wm¡ hÉ¡ä , 
lL, S£hej¤M£ - ­ki¡­hC categorize Ll¡l ­Qø¡ 
Ll¡ k¡L e¡ ­Le, Sj­R phC - B­hce l¡M­R ph 
versionC z 
 
h¡wm¡ N¡­el B­hc­el Lb¡C kMe EW­m¡, aMe 
L¢g L¡­f Bl HLh¡l Q¥j¤L ¢c­u öl¦ Ll¡ k¡L 
Bl HL ¢haLÑ z ­hn£ ¢fR­e a¡L¡­a q­h e¡, o¡V-
pšl cn­Ll ­pC L¡mSu£ p¤¤d£e c¡n…ç, f¤mL 
hÉ¡e¡SÑ£, p¢mm ­Q±d¤¢ll compostionH j¡æ¡-­qj¿¹-
Bla£-påÉ¡-ma¡-Bn¡l N¡e ¢e­u Bjl¡ A­e­LC 
­hn possessive z ­pC p¤¤l e¡¢L Bl qu e¡z 
¢LR¥¢ce B­N fcÈnË£ j¡æ¡ ­c h­m¢R­me - ¢WL a¡ 
euz p¤¤­ll p«¢ø HM­e¡ M¥h i¡­m¡ Bl ea¥e N¡uL-
N¡¢uL¡l¡ B­l¡ f¢lea Hhw B­l¡ ­hn£ M¡V­Rz a­h 
­pC Sj¡e¡l c§cÑ¡¿¹ lyrics ¢LR¥V¡ missing z abÉV¡ 
ByL­s A¢ij¡e£ q­a f¡l¡ k¡u z a­h  i¡­m¡h¡p¡-
i¡­m¡m¡N¡l N¡­el Lb¡l p¡­b p¡­b p¤¤je-e¢Q­La¡-
A¾Se c­šl¡ S£hej¤M£ N¡­e ­k Ai£l¦ hš²hÉ 
H­e­Re,...... ­k ­S¡u¡­ll AeÉ ­YEH öij£a¡ 
N¡C­Re "k¢c hå¥ qJ" h¡ l¦fˆl jS¡ Ll­Re ­N­u 
"J Bj¡l ­h±¢cj¢el L¡NSJu¡m¡", aMe Bl ¢L 
N¡m g¥¢m­u A¢ij¡e L­l h­p b¡L¡ k¡u ?  
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h¢mE­Xl NÒfV¡J i£æ euz p¡ÇfË¢aL L¡­ml HL 
R¢h "lL Ae" Hl N¡e HLh¡­l pgV ­j­m¡¢­Xz 
Bh¡l ­pC R¢h­aC kMe HL f¡¢VÑl c«nÉ HL j¢qm¡l 
L­ã ­n¡e¡ k¡u f¤­l¡­e¡ ¢q¢¾c N¡e " B¢Sh c¡Ù¹¡e 
qÉ¡u C­u", a¡ ö­e h¡wm¡ hÉ¡ä LÉ¡LV¡­pl ¢pd¤ h­me 
" JV¡C Bpm h¢mEXz k¡ha£u l­Ll j¤­M¡n M¥­m 
­pC ­b¡s-h¢s-M¡s¡"z i¥m­m Qm­h e¡ ­pC o¡V 
cn­Ll ­fË­jl f¡NmLl¡ Bl¢al N¡e " aMe ­a¡j¡l 
HL¥n hRl ­h¡dqu" ­k p‰£a f¢lQ¡mL p«¢ø 
L­l¢R­me, ¢a¢eC f­l h¢mE­X S¢j­u ¢c­u¢R­me 
¢X­ú¡ Bl lL h£V z pj¡­m¡QLl¡ hm­he 
"Le¢SEj¡l L¡mQ¡l",... f¤­l¡V¡ a¡C h­m E¢s­u 
­cJu¡ k¡u ¢L ? 
 

 
 

¢haLÑ ­R­s Hh¡l ­p¡S¡p¤¤¢S j¡­W ­e­j fs¡ k¡Lz 
HC N¡eV¡ ¢L j­e qu? 
"­pC ­k qm¤c f¡M£    h­p S¡jl¦m N¡­Rl X¡­m 
­L¡l­a¡ X¡L¡X¡¢L     Bj¡l °nn­hl pL¡­m 
HL¢ce ­N­m¡ E­s    S¡¢e e¡ ­L¡e p¤¤c§­l 
¢gl­h e¡ ­p ¢L ¢gl­h e¡ , ¢gl­h e¡ Bl 
­L¡­e¡¢ce zz " 
 
HV¡ ­pC A¢ij¡e£ o¡V-pšl cn­Ll ­L¡­e¡ 
ab¡L¢ba L¡mSu£ ¢LR¥ euz hlw q¡m¢g­ml 
­L¡mL¡a¡l Se¢fËu hÉ¡ä LÉ¡LV¡­pl N¡ez HV¡ ¢L 
"lL" ? H­Lh¡­lC e¡ z ¢L¿¹¥ hÉ¡­äl N¡e ­k ! 
Cu¡j¡q¡ N£V¡l Bl XÊ¡j­pl h£V B­R ­k ! ­n¡e¡l 
clL¡l B­R ¢L ? ¢L hm­m ­R¡Ll¡ - ­l¡j¡¢¾VL 
N¡e ! ¢hi¥¢aiöe f­s­R¡ - ­l¡j¡¢¾V¢pSj ­h¡­T¡ ? 
B­NÉ qyÉ¡ , HLV¥ HLV¥ f­s¢R - ­l¡j¡¢¾V¢pSj j¡­e 
A tendency away from acualityz a­h 
generation gap h­m ANË¡qÉ e¡ ­L¡­l HLh¡l 
ö­eC ­cM¥e e¡z p¡je¡ p¡j¢e m‹¡ ­f­mJ m¤¢L­u 
h¡lh¡l öe­he h¡S£ l¡M¢R ! 

********* 
 
 

 
     

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Artwork by Shampa Ganguli, Beavercreek, Ohio. 
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Indians of a Newer World 
By: Jaba Chaudhuri 
 

Cell phones. Email. Texting.  These are just a few of 
the technological advances that are fast taking over 
the world as we delve into the 21st century. I think a 
certain issue we must grapple with is how our 
traditions are affected by the "modernized" ways of 
life. Nowadays, it's as if people are doing the opposite 
things on the opposite sides of the globe. I remember 
that once while I was driving, I was talking to a friend 
in India. Naturally the question, "How are your kids?" 
came up and I casually told her that I was taking them 
to a friend's place in order to rehearse for a program 
on August 15th. She was shocked and asked why I 
would go to such trouble for just one day. Later on, I 
thought about how it seems as if our concept of 
India's independence differs greatly with the concept 
in India. For people in India, August 15th is now 
appreciated only as a holiday from work, and not 
many people truly care about the struggles of a nation 
and how millions of people achieved freedom on that 
day. On the other hand, here in America, we Indians 
strive to honor the same day, and we hold great 
celebrations and programs to show gratitude. Perhaps 
in this way we feel that our culture and traditions are 
not lost and that we are still connected to India. But 
the question is, what's the real deal with the people 
we are so ready to emulate? 

In America, the Indian women are used to seeing 
pair after pair of jeans and pants adorn their legs, 
and casual t-shirts for their tops, so obviously they 
will jump at any chance to wear their dazzling 
Indian finery, be it a party, a special program, or 
maybe just a get-together. Ironically, the women in 
India are just as ready to don American clothes. 
Seriously, it's as if everything is backwards in the 
two hemispheres. Another instance of confusion 
was when a friend of mine arrived in America, and 
was astounded by the Indians' ways of life. 
Apparently she had been informed that everyone in 
America was westernized to the extreme, so she 
had been quite bewildered when she saw people 
diligently integrating Indian values and traditions 
into daily life. It can be said that Indians possess 
one-track minds, and there are people in this world 
who truthfully remain loyal to their homeland and 
its customs all their lives. I hope that the reputation 
of India will not be tarnished by American ways, and 
that generations to come will proudly uphold the 
beliefs and traditions of an intricate and rich 
culture. 

 

"The roots may be fixed in Eastern soil, but the 
flower that blooms can be Western. It all depends 
on how you grow the plant."  

 
Water: Use it Wisely! 

By: Aradhana Chandra 
 

What would life be like without water? Imagine your 
life with very little or polluted water resources. That’s 
right; you can’t. That’s because many people are 
fortunate enough to have water. If we don’t start 
saving and being a little more considerate, there is not 
going to be anymore left. 
 
Our lives would not be easy at all with very little and 
polluted water. For example, with a little supply of 
water, we wouldn’t be able to have as long showers as 
we usually do. With much polluted water (but with a 
lot of it) we could take long showers, but we would 
still be dirty. So, it wouldn’t exactly make a difference. 
But, those are only two examples. If these examples 
are this horrible, imagine all of the others! 

Water quality and conservation are also two very 
important parts in saving water. Quality is 
important because we drink and bathe in water. If 
we don’t have clean and purified water, we can get 
sick. Water quality is also important for animals 
that live in lakes, rivers, and other water resources. 
If the quality of any of the sources is bad, or 
polluted, the water animals might die. Water 
conservation is another important point. Saving 
our water will help us because water is essential 
for everything to live. Take hydroelectricity, for 
example. We need water flow to generate 
electricity and without that we will have less 
electricity than we already do. 
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M¤n£ ¢c¢c 
    nÉ¡jm£ c¡p 

 
c¤-pç¡q h¡­c plüa£ f§S¡, jeV¡ HL AS¡e¡ Be­¾c 
Tmjm! ¢L¿¹¥ L­uL j§ýaÑ  h¡­c ¢jC­u ­Nmz J: ¢L 
W¡ä¡ f­s­Rz S¡e¡m¡l h¡C­l d§pl Bl Ahp¡c R¡s¡ 
¢LR¥C ­Q¡­M fs­R e¡z 
 

L­uL¢ce B­N ­V¢m¢in­e HL je ¢hn¡l­cl Ef­cn 
¢R­m¡ n¡l£¢lL Bl j¡e¢pL H­L Af­ll ­R¡yu¡­Q, H­L 
Afl­L ¢e­Sl R¡u¡u ­gm­a Q¡u ­pC j§ý­aÑ, j­el 
p§a¡u V¡e ¢c­a ¢g­l ­k­a qu Øj«¢a Tmj­m f¡a¡u, 
j­el LmLê¡l p¡­b nl£­ll a¿»£­a eªaÉ öl¦ qu 
Nlj ­f¡n¡L f­l R¥V­h¡ ­L¡b¡u, f¡¢Ml¡J ­a¡ ­L¡V­l 
Y¥­L­R, fË¢a­hn£ i¡h­h Bj¡­L f¡Nm Abh¡ 911 Mhl 
­c­hz 
 

a¡C hpm¡j Øj«¢al f¡a¡ EÒV¡­az 1974 L­m­Sl gm 
­h­l¡h¡l fl hå¥l¡ ­LE R¥V­m¡ form q¡­a 
¢hnÄ¢hcÉ¡m­ul à¡­l ­LE h¡dÉ ­j­ul jae ¢h­ul 
¢f¢s­a hp­m¡ Bh¡l ­LE ¢e­Sl ü CµR¡u j­e¡¢e­a¡ 
hå¥l p­‰ Ol h¡yd­m¡z 
 

Ha a¡s¡a¡¢s Afl h¡s£l q¡¢s p¡jm¡­a CµR¡ q­m¡ e¡, 
Bj¡­L My¥S­a q­m¡ e¡e¡e fbz 
 

High school Hl fl ­b­L ­c­M¢Rm¡j h¡s£­a f¡œ 
f¡œ£l på¡­e agent Hl ¢eu¢ja k¡a¡u¡a ¢L¿¹¥ h¡h¡l 
CµR¡l ¢hl¦­Ü ­hn£ c§l H­N¡¢µR­m¡ e¡z qW¡v ­cMm¡j 
a¡­cl X¡C¢l j¡­ul q¡­a E­W­R Efk¤š² f¡­œl e¡j 
L¡V¡ q­µR Bl ­S¡s¡ q­µR Hhw c¡c¡ i¡C­cl q¡p¡q¡¢p 
Qm­Rz 
 

­cn ü¡d£e qJu¡l B­N h¡h¡ ¢R­m¡ p¤¤i¡o hp¤¤l ""BS¡c 
¢q¾c ­g±­Sl HL ¢h­no pcpÉz'' hý¢ce d­l a¡l L¡­R 
Nlj hš²«a¡ ö­e j­el j­dÉ E­šSe¡l ­YE hC­a¡z 
 

L­m­Sl fË¢œL¡u SÆ¡m¡ju£ ­mM¡ Bl debate 
competition - H fËbj qJu¡u, hÉ¢š²aÆl l©f ¢e­u¢R­m¡ 
e¡l£ S¡¢al pÇfëÑ ü¡d£ea¡z AÒf hu­p j¡b¡u ­h¡d qu 
­Y¡­L¢e L¡l L¡­R ü¡d£ea¡, ¢e­Sl L¡­R e¡ j¡­ul CµR¡l 
¢hl¦­Üz 
 
 

j¡j¡l pqLjÑ£ ¢pÜ¡bÑnˆl l¡u L­uL h¡l Bj¡­cl 
Debate pi¡l piÉ q­u¢R­mez fËbj f¤lú¡l q¡­a 
a¥­m ­ch¡l pju h­m¢R­me - ""a¥C JL¡m¢a 
fsz'' ""­M­V ­M­a f¡l¢hz'' Bh¡l pju ­f­mC 
j¡­L ¢S­‘p Ll­ae- ""lj¡ ­j­ul ¢h­ul ­ej¿¹æ 
L­h f¡¢µRz'' 
 

c¤­hm¡ W¡L¥l ejú¡l ­c­M j¡ HLV¥ O¡h­s 
¢N­u¢R­me ¢L¿¹¥ W¡L¥l kMe j¤M a¥­m Q¡u aMe 
j¡e¤o ¢L Ll­a f¡­l? ­R¡Vc¡l Ak¡¢Qa i¡­h e§ae 
Q¡Ll£l Mhl H­m¡ - ¢hq¡­ll Electric Supply - 
Hl Divisional Managerz j¡œ 24 hRl hu­p 
Ha i¡­m¡ p¤¤­k¡N, h¡h¡ ¢LR¥­aC R¡s­a l¡S£ qm 
e¡z Q¡L¥l£l p­‰ ­f­m¡ HLV¡ p¤¤¾cl X¡L h¡w­m¡z 
¢hq¡­ll HLV¡ ­R¡– nql e¡j a¡l i¡Nmf¤lz 
X¡Lh¡w­m¡¢V hs p¤¤¾clz f¤l¡­e¡ nql N‰¡l d¡­lz 
O­ll ­L¡­m h¡l¡¾c¡l d¡­l cy¡¢s­u ­cM¡ k¡u L¥m¤L¥m¤ 
l­h h­u Q­m­R ­pË¡a¢üe£ N‰¡z j¡œ Bs¡C hq­ll 
ag¡vz a¡C ­R¡Vc¡ Q¡C¢R­m¡ e¡ ­h¡e­L ­R­s 
­k­az p¡l¡re …S …S g¥p g¥p L­lC ­ka¡j 
Bjl¡z Mhl ¢c­u¢R­m¡ i¡Nmf¤­l JL¡m¢a fs¡ M¤h 
pqSz a¡lfl V¡C f­l Court - Hl p¡j­e hm­a 
q­h ""m¡ ¢Lu¡'' a¡q­mC fËQ¥l ­Lp ­f­u k¡¢hz 
 

Bj¡l CµR¡ fËL¡n Ll­aC h¡h¡ l¡S£ q­me ¢L¿¹¥ 
j¡? BÕQkÑÉ HL Lb¡u l¡S£z qu­a¡ ­R­ml HC 
¢h­cnk¡œ¡ j¡­L BL¥m Ll¡u ¢Q¿¹¡ Ll¢R­m¡ fËbj 
c¡¢uaÆ i¡C ­h¡­e HL p­‰ b¡L­hz 
 

E­šSe¡ Bl Be­¾c Certificate ¢e­u ­R¡Vc¡ 
Bl B¢j ­VÊ­e E­W hpm¡jz p­‰ Qõ °fa«L p§­œ 
f¡Ju¡ l¡j¤c¡z ¢ae f¤l¦o d­l Bj¡­cl h¡s£­a 
L¡¢V­u­R f¢lQ¡l­Ll Ef¡¢d d­lz j­e qu j¡­ul 
¢h­no p¡qp qu ¢e Bj¡l q¡­a ­R¡Vc¡l c¡¢uaÆz 
 

c¤¢ce h¡­c Bhagalpur University - l M¡a¡u 
e¡j ¢mM¡m¡jz ­hn Be­¾c ¢ce H­N¡­a m¡N­m¡z 
LÓ¡p öl¦ qJu¡l B­N pju ¢R­m¡z O¤­l O¤­l - 
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Bm¡f Llm¡j h¡‰¡m£ f¡s¡l p¡­bz B¢h×L¡l Llm¡j 
i¡Nmf¤­ll l¡Sh¡s£l ­R­m A­n¡LL¥j¡l, ¢L­n¡lL¥j¡l, 
Ae¤fL¥j¡l Bl J­cl ¢f¢p ¢R­m¡ R¡u¡ ­ch£z 
B¢iS¡aÉ de Bl l©­fl pw¢jnËez a¡C ­h¡d qu 
J­cl h¡s£l e¡j ¢Rm l¡Sh¡s£z 
 

k¡C ­q¡L kb¡l£¢a pj­u LÓ¡p öl¦ q­m¡z pqf¡W£­cl 
­c­M jeV¡ c­j ­Nmz ö­e¢Rm¡j ¢hq¡­l h¡mÉ ¢hh¡­ql 
fËQmez pqf¡W£­cl j­dÉ 95 i¡N hý¢ce ¢hh¡¢qa, 
L­uLSe k¢c h¡ B­R a¡J hC j¤­M h­p b¡­L i¡¢h 
nÄö­ll L¡­R fZ ­eJu¡l S­eÉz Jl j­dÉ HLSe 
¢R­m¡ l¡Sh¡s£l ­R­mz S¡e­m Bj¡l A­V¡NË¡­gl M¡a¡ 
l¡Ma¡j ph pj­ul SeÉz 
 

hsc¡l hup£ ¢hh¡¢qa pqf¡W£­cl p¡­b Sj­m¡ e¡, ¢L¿¹¥ 
a¡­cl O­l¡u¡ ¢Næ£­cl p­‰ q©cÉa¡ S­j EW­m¡z LÓ¡p 
f¡¢m­u ­ka¡j J­cl c¤f¤­ll hs£ ­cJu¡l 
competition - H Abh¡ L¡f­sl Jfl lw Bl 
a¥¢ml ­jm¡ ­cM­az A¢n¢ra ­j­ul¡ ­Lje L­l ­k 
j¡d¤h¢e p¡S¡­a f¡­l e¡, ­cM­m ¢hnÄ¡p Ll¡ k¡u e¡ - 
­j­V ¢pyc¤­l j¡M¡ e¡LQ¡¢h TLT­L ¢L BLoÑe ¢R­m¡ 
S¡¢e e¡z ­N¡m q­u h­p NÒf Lla¡j Bd¡ h¡wm¡ 
Bd¡ ¢q¾c£­a, Ah¡L q­u öe­a¡ LmL¡a¡l NÒfz 
J­cl pq­k¡¢Na¡u L­m­Sl ­e¡V Bl e¡e¡e lL­jl 
M¡h¡­ll b¡m¡ ­fy±­R ­ka Bj¡­cl EµR¡­p il¡ X¡L 
h¡w­m¡uz  
 

­cM­a ­cM­a L­uL j¡p ­L­V ­N­m¡ ­L¡b¡ ¢c­u 
h¤T­a f¡¢l¢ez qW¡v l¡Sh¡s£l ­R­m p¤¤¢ea H­p q¡¢Sl 
q­m¡ Jl j¡­ul q¡­al l¡æ¡l ü¡­cl ¢ej¿»e ¢e­uz 
S¡e¡­m¡ 3 ¢ce h¡­c plüa£ f§S¡z L¡L¥ ­SÉW¥ ­R¡V 
W¡L¥j¡ ph¡C Bp­h ­a¡l¡ Bp¢hz ¢e­Sl L¡e­L ¢hnÄ¡p 
Ll­a f¡l¢Rm¡j e¡z Qm¢µQ­œl e¡uL­L p¡j­e ­cM­h¡ 
Lb¡ hm­h¡z E­šSe¡u l¡­a O¤j H­m¡ e¡z ¢LR¥ HLV¡ 
Ll­aC q­hz R¥­V ­Nm¡j e§ae f¡a¡­e¡ i¡h£­cl L¡­R 
fl¡jnÑ Q¡C­az Ha¢c­e Jl¡ Bj¡­L ¢e­Sl ­m¡L 
i¡h­a L¡­R öl¦ L­l­R, Bj¡l e¡j ¢c­u¢R­m¡- 
""LmL¡a¡ ­p M¤n£¢c¢c B ¢Nu¡z'' 
 

Jl¡ BnÄ¡n ¢cm fËQ¥l M¡h¡l h¡e¡­hz m¡—¥ h¡e¡­h, 
l‰£e n¡s£ R¡f¡­hz ¢L¿¹¥ S¡uN¡, fË¢aj¡ - ¢hcÉ¡m­ul 
­ial S¡uN¡ ­eCz qW¡v ­R¡Vc¡ h¤¢Ü ¢cm - 
University - l ­fR­e N‰¡l ¢py¢sl Q¡a¡­m, j­e  

dl­m¡z JlC pqLjÑ£l- h¡h¡ L¡XÑ­h¡XÑ h­„l Jfl 
Hy­L ¢cm j¡ plüa£l fËj¡e p¡C­Sl R¢hz c¤C 
i¡h£­a ¢cm ju§­ll R¢h Hy­Lz N‰¡l ¢py¢sl d¡­f 
hp¡­e¡ qm L¡XÑ­h¡­XÑl h¡„z p¡l¡ nq­ll ph h¡s£l 
h¡N¡­el g¥­m p¡S¡­e¡ qm ju§lf´M£z j­e q­µR j¡ 
plüa£l ju§lf´M£ H­p cy¡¢s­u­R ec£l ES¡e ­h­uz 
f¤l¡­e¡ nql i¡Nmf¤lz L­uLOl B¢iS¡a h¡P¡m£ 
f¢lh¡lJ ­k¡N ¢c­u¢Rm Bj¡­cl HC EµR¡­pz 
p¤¤¢e­al Ae¤­l¡­d i¡la ¢hMÉ¡a L¡L¥ pÇj¢a ¢c­u¢Rm 
Bj¡­cl HC Evp­h ­k¡N ­cJu¡l SeÉz 
 

Electric Supply- l a¡­ll j¡dÉ­j pwh¡c ­cJu¡ 
qu Bnf¡­nl nql…¢m­a - f¡Ve¡, jSglf¤l, 
¢j¢qS¡j - ¢he¡ fup¡l Smp¡z 
 

1975, 25­n S¡e¤u¡l£ ­i¡l ­hm¡ ­b­L öl¦ qm 
Be¾cz N‰¡l d¡­l LeL­e W¡ä¡, Q¡¢l¢c­L L¥u¡n¡u 
Y¡L¡z ¢L¿¹¥ E­šSe¡l B…­el L­Çf ph E­h ­k­a 
m¡N­m¡z Ah¡P¡m£ i¡h£ M¤n£ ¢c¢cl p¡­b Nm¡ ¢j¢m­u 
EµQ¡le Ll­m¡ - ""iNha£ i¡la£ ­ch£ ej­Ù¹''z 
 

H­p q¡¢Sl qm Bpm j§ýaÑz hý V¡L¡l ¢h¢ej­u hý 
L­ø ¢V¢LV ­L­V ­c­M¢R "Kishore Night’z ­pC 
¢nÒf£ H­p cy¡s¡­m¡ L¡XÑ­h¡­XÑ BLy¡ plüa£l f¡­nz 
d¤a£ f¡”¡h£ Bl Sql ­L¡V f¢l¢qa Bl j¤­M ¢ejÑm 
q¡¢pz LmL¡a¡ ­b­L L­uLSe hå¥ H­p¢R­m¡ - 
HLp¡­b nql Bl flNe¡l hå¥ ¢e­u a¡¢L­u B¢R 
Ah¡L ­Q¡­M, q¡aa¡¢m ¢c­a i¥­m ­N¢Rz q¡l­j¡¢eu¡j 
Bl ahm¡l p¡­b N¡e öl¦ qm - ""J p¡b£­l --- J 
hå¥­l --- X¡L H­p­R L¡m pL¡­ml, p§lS E­W­R 
f§lh ­L¡­ez'' A­eL…­m¡ N¡­el fl A­V¡NË¡­gl 
M¡a¡ kMe H¢N­u d­l¢Rm¡j aMe j¤QL£ ­q­p HL¢V 
Lb¡C h­m¢R­m¡ - ""i¡Nmf¤­ll N‰¡u h¡e B­p 
a¡q­m''z 
 

qW¡v ¢L qm L¡E­L ¢LR¥ e¡ S¡¢e­u LmL¡a¡u ¢g­l 
Hm¡jz Application Form ¢e­u R¥Vm¡j hý ­Qe¡ 
¢hnÄ¢hcÉ¡m­ul à¡­lz c¤j¡p k¡Ju¡l fl f¡¢lh¡¢lL 
OVe¡u Q­m Hm¡j fª¢bh£l B­lL fË¡­¿¹z 
 

M¤n£¢c¢c Bl ­k¡N ­cu¢e j¡d¤h¢el ­jm¡u --- ¢L¿¹¥ 
BSJ ­pC ph ¢c­el E­šSe¡u Øj«¢al p§­a¡u V¡e 
f­s R¥¢Vl ¢c­e Ahp¡c pL¡­mz  
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Ringing  
    By: Juhi Somani 

  
1 

  
 Trrriiiinngg! Like any other day, the alarm clock 
rang with a stubbornness befitting a mule, and Jana 
jumped out of her bed. After glancing at the still 
ringing clock which read 6:00 A.M., she hurried into 
her bathroom to perform the necessary procedures 
for a hygienic morning. While running a comb 
through her wavy black hair, she pulled on a track 
suit, gobbled up a granola bar, and ran outside for 
some brisk jogging...she always needed the morning 
jog in order to form the day's plans in her head. As 
she ran down the sidewalk, her neighbor, a cordial 
lady named Amanda waved at her, and her dog, 
Rex, barked eagerly from behind a white picket 
fence. Normally, Jana would have stopped and said 
"Hello" to Amanda, and then thrown one of the 
biscuits she kept in her pocket solely for the dog. 
But that day was different. She had a very 
important job interview that morning at nine, and 
she knew that this was her one chance to make it 
big in the industrial world. Her mind whizzed 
through the memories of the many sleepless nights 
and hasty meals that she'd gone through in order to 
achieve her master's degree, and the MBA. 
Although India had been kind to her in her 
childhood, her father had realized later on that a 
well-educated girl would find a better outlet in 
another country, namely America. It had been with 
a heavy heart that she had left her weeping mother 
and her solemn father, but she had also realized 
that without better opportunities, she could never 
fulfill her dreams. Thus, Jana had left her homeland 
and settled in a vast land of differences, and begun 
her search for the key to success.  
 
Jana jogged for about an hour, and then returned to 
her apartment, 18C. Her hungry stomach steered 
her towards her tiny kitchen, and there she sat 
down with a wholesome breakfast of Cheerios and 
milk. 

It wasn't the extraordinary spread she had 
always been used to back at India, but, she 
thought submissively, it would do. For a while, 
she brooded over the back of the cereal box, 
when she suddenly jumped up and ran for the 
shower. It was only after she reemerged from 
the bathroom wrapped in a towel that she 
realized her alarm clock was still ringing. Paying 
no heed to it, she put on a sophisticated black 
suit with a black and red printed scarf around 
her neck, and then stared into the mirror. The 
woman in the mirror stared back, her dark 
brown eyes framed by thick lashes. Jana 
scanned her face for any blemishes, but the 
light-brown complexion remained spotless. 
Finally, with a touch of a natural-shade lipstick, 
she smiled at her reflection and turned away, 
but this time with a frown on her face. The 
infernal alarm clock was still ringing. Angrily, she 
slammed her hand down on it, but the thing 
wouldn't shut up! After many tries, Jana thrust 
the clock under her pillow, and noticed that the 
sound, though still existent, was muffled and 
quieter. With a sigh, she left for the office where 
her future job was going to be decided. 
  
The stuffy room consisted of five silent 
candidates and a surly looking receptionist. The 
moment she opened her mouth to inform the 
receptionist of her arrival, the door leading to 
the main room opened, and a man in a khakhi 
uniform called for Jana. Trembling slightly, she 
stood up and walked into the spacious room. 
She stiffly perched on the edge of the chair 
facing the three directors and anxiously awaited 
the beginning of the interview. The man directly 
in front of her kept glancing at his watch and 
then looking back at her. Her own watch read 
8:56. For the next four minutes, the man 
continued in this manner until finally clearing his 
throat after the last glance at his watch.  
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 Jana hastily peered at her own watch and saw with a 
faint amusement that it read exactly 9:00. 
Apparently, these people believed in perfect timing. 
The man cleared his throat again and began, "Ms. 
Jana, you have been called here today for the job 
interview that will determine whether you are 
competent for the demanding position that still 
remains vacant in our company. So without further 
ado...." 
  
Two of the directors, both of whom were elderly, 
bombarded her with numerous questions. Jana 
nervously answered them to the best of her ability 
until the third director spoke. "How are you, Jaan?" 
 

Shocked by the words and the voice, Jana whipped 
her head towards the young man and studied his face 
with frenzied eyes. Yes, there were the same gentle 
eyes, the same crooked smile, and the same lightly 
tousled hair. Jana got to her feet and slowly walked 
over to the man who sparked such a strong feeling of 
nostalgia within her. Her eyes traced the six feet tall 
stature, the sleek-framed glasses, and breadth of his 
shoulders. Her lips quivered to find the right words to 
say, but all she managed to whisper was, "You!"       

2 
 

Jana fell back on her faded brown couch as she closed 
her eyes and sorted through her mind. Vivek Roy. The 
Vivek Roy. Her Vivek Roy. He was here. In America. 
She felt overwhelmed with it all, because she still 
remembered how he had left his home in Kolkata to 
seek his own identity. Since then he had been running 
a race to forget his past. A race that was to beat even 
his own personal best. Now her thoughts flew back to 
the carefree days of childhood when she had been 
merry companions with Vivek, and the most major 
squabble was who had eaten more laddoos and who 
had gotten the bigger present. Durga Puja had 
somehow changed shy and inhibited Jana to comply 
with bright and outgoing Vivek. Something in the 
friendly boy's manner on that day had reassured Jana, 
and that  

had been the start of a beautiful friendship. 
They had fallen in love over the years of 
camaraderie, but it was in response to Jana's 
father's harsh words that Vivek had stormed 
out in an act of determination. Jana still 
remembered the fury of her father when he 
realized that Vivek intended to marry her. 
 
"I will not let my daughter ruin her life with 
some lowly fool!" he had cried, his eyes flashing 
dangerously. 
 
As for her mother, she had simply stood there, 
conflicted between her daughter and her 
husband, and had clutched a table for support 
throughout the ordeal. Jana, on the other hand 
had desperately tried to make her father see the 
many virtues in Vivek, and in return, had earned 
a resounding slap from her father. A few years 
later, her father had died, and she was left with 
her mother as the sole remnants of a once 
complete and happy family. So if that chapter 
had been closed there in India, why had such 
trouble come back to her? 
 

 Now, after many years of heartbreak and 
hardship, now she was to find him? The ways of 
God always amazed her, but this once, she was 
struck speechless. 
 

Suddenly, the buzz of the doorbell sounded, and 
Jana reluctantly opened the door. She felt her 
jaw drop, for there he stood, bemused and 
hopeful, his face illuminated by the dying 
corridor light. 
 

Trying to take control of the situation, she said 
tightly, "Come in." 
 

He awkwardly walked inside, and instead of 
sitting him down on the couch, Jana led him into 
her slightly more furnished bedroom. Then, she 
turned around and whispered, "Why?" 
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Vivek opened his mouth and then closed it as if he 
had changed his mind at the last moment. But then 
he whispered back, 

"I knew you would come," 
 
Jana tried to ignore the funny ringing sound in her 
head as she tried to find the correct response. 
Finally she said, 

"How could you know? You left me! I could 
be dead for all you knew!" 

 
"I knew you weren't dead," he said calmly. 
 
"How could you possibly know that?!" Jana cried 
as the old memories of pain began to haunt her 
again. 
 
He didn't respond, but reached under her pillow 
and brought out the alarm clock. Immediately the 
ringing in Jana's head became stronger, but this 
time a new realization entered. 
 
Vivek examined the worn clock and then said 
softly, "You kept it all these years." 
 
Jana now rememembered that Vivek had given it to 
her on the first day they had met, the day when 
their friendship had been confirmed. 

"It's been useful." she replied curtly. 
 
"Jana," he sighed while standing up from her bed.  

"You may have thought before that I didn't 
love you anymore. You may have thought 
that....I had left you for good. But, Jaan, it's 
me. I'm really truly here. And I've always 
loved you. I just wanted to be worthy of you 
and your family before I came back."  

 
He looked at the clock in his hand. 

"This clock is over fifteen years old. And yet,  

it still rings with a true vigor. I am no less, 
Jaan. I love and will always love you." 
 

A tear spilled over from under Jana's eyelid and 
splashed between them. 
 
Vivek turned her face up to look into her eyes.  
  
"Believe me, Jaan, I would never leave you." 
 
And with that he walked back to the front door 
with Jana stumbling behind. He wrote down 
something on a scrap piece of paper and then 
pushed it into her hand.  
 
"My address," he said as the door clicked open. 
"If you truly trust me, you can always return to 
me." 
 
He left Jana standing in the doorway crushing 
the paper in her palm.  
 

                                    3                    
  
Jana didn't let another tear fall again as she 
walked back to her room. There, she picked up 
the old alarm clock and softly smiled. This alarm 
clock was special, she thought. It was the 
symbol of the love between her and Vivek. It 
had always seemed unimportant and 
insignificant somehow, but now, she realized, it 
was invaluable, because the clock was in a way 
Vivek's heart. Instead of laying it down on her 
table, she held it to her chest and closed her 
eyes. 
 
Twenty years later, Jana and Vivek are a very 
happy couple with two adorable children. Their 
lives are filled with every pleasure. But 
sometimes, Jana still wakes up in the middle of 
her sleep, listening for the steady ringing of the 
alarm clock. 
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Something to tickle your mind…… 
Crossword Puzzle 

 
Across 
1. Floorshow (7) 
4. Spooky (5) 
7. Detection device 
(5) 
9. Vertical (7) 
10. Inactivity (7) 
11. Measuring 
implement (5) 
12. Dictator (6) 
14. Ecclesiastic (6) 
18. Copious (5) 
20. Drawn (7) 
22. Pouch worn with 
a kilt (7) 
23. Diadem (5) 
24. Admittance (5) 
25. Spiny anteater 
(7) 

Down 
1. Transported (7) 
2. Emblem (5) 
3. Tropical bird (6) 
4. Mistake (5) 
5. Dependable 
follower (7) 
6. Go in (5) 
8. Magnitude relation 
(5) 
13. Reinforcement (7) 
15. Reasoned 
judgment (5) 
16. Musical passage 
(7) 
17. Opportunity (6) 
18. Part of a church (5) 
19. Ahead of time (5) 
21. Obviate (5) 
 

 
Sudoku Puzzle 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Answers in Page 79 
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ly¡d¤¢e Q¡C 
 

j¡m¢hL¡ ­O¡o, ­L¡mL¡a¡ 
 

­p¢ce HL fË¢a­h¢ne£ Bj¡l h¡s£ H­p¢R­mez Lb¡u Lb¡u 
h­m¢Rm¡j BSL¡m Bl ­l¡S ­l¡S l¡æ¡ Ll­a i¡­m¡ 
m¡­N e¡z pñh q­m HLSe ly¡d¤¢e l¡Mhz h¤Tm¡j MhlV¡ 
fËQ¡l q­u­R , L¡le f­ll ¢ceC M¤h ­i¡l­hm¡ HLSe 
ly¡d¤¢e H­p­R ö­e B¢j HLV¥ ­hm¡l ¢c­L Bp­a h¢m, 
¢L¿¹¥ ­p Bl H­m¡ e¡z ­hm¡ cnV¡ e¡N¡c B­lLSe H­p 
h­m ­Nm J L¡m Bp­h Bj¡l p¡­b ­cM¡ Ll¡l SeÉ, 
B¢j ­ke aMe h¡s£ b¡¢Lz ­hm¡ HN¡­l¡V¡ e¡N¡c ­c¢M 
B­lLSe H­p q¡¢Slz ­p fËÙ¹¥a q­uC H­p­Rz k¢c BS 
h¢m a­h BSC l¡æ¡l L¡­S m¡N­hz M¤n£C qm¡j, 
Hj¢e­aC L¡­Sl ­m¡­Ll p¤¤¢hd¡ q¢µRm e¡, ¢L¿¹¥ l¡æ¡l 
­m¡­Ll p¤¤¢hd¡ f¡­h¡ h­m ­i­h i¡­m¡ m¡N­m¡z fË¡u O¾V¡ 
M¡­eL a¡l p¡­b Lb¡ q­m¡, Lb¡ e¡ h­m hlw C¾V¡l¢iE 
q­m¡ hm¡C ¢WL Hhw hm¡h¡ýmÉ a¡ Bj¡lC SeÉz I 
j¢qm¡l e¡j j£l¡, hup 37/38 q­hz 
 

J fËb­jC Bj¡­L fËnÀ Ll­m¡, "Bfe¡l¡ ­m¡L 
L'Se?' hmm¡j fy¡Q Sez J hm­m¡ "a¡­cl hup?' 
kb¡l£¢a p¢WL hm¡l ­Qø¡ Llm¡jz ö­e hm­m¡, 
"ph¡C­a¡ hs, ­LE h¡µQ¡ eu'z B¢j hmm¡j, "qyÉ¡, ­k 
h¡µQ¡ ­p HMe EµQj¡dÉ¢jL fs­R'z Hh¡l fËnÀ "c¤­hm¡C 
¢L i¡a e¡ l¦¢V?' B¢j hmm¡j, l¡­œ l¦¢Vz J hm­m¡, 
"B¢j ¢L¿¹¥ öd¤ l¡æ¡ Ll­h¡ AeÉ ¢LR¥ eu'z ¢S‘¡p¡ 
Llm¡j, AeÉ ¢LR¥ hm­a L£ hm­R¡? j£l¡ hm­m¡, l¦¢V 
Ll¡, alL¡l£ ­L¡V¡, j¡R ­L¡V¡, jnm¡ Ll¡ -- Hph z 
B¢j hm¡j, ­p ¢L? a­h Bl Bj¡l ¢L p¤¤¢hd¡ q­m¡z 
j£l¡ hm­m¡, H ¢e­u H­a¡ i¡h­Re ­Le? Bfe¡­cl 
L¡l¦l ¢L X¡u¡­h¢Vp B­R? hmm¡j, e¡z a­h c¤­hm¡ 
AÒf L­l i¡a ­M­a L£ B­R?  Bl k¢c l¦¢V ­M­aC 
qu a­h BSL¡m ph l¡Ù¹¡l ­j¡­s ­j¡­s ¢Le­a f¡Ju¡ 
k¡u, a¡ kMe M¡­he Nlj Nlj ­k LV¡ m¡­N ¢L­e 
Be­mC ­a¡ quz Bjl¡J ­a¡ a¡C L¢lz H­a NÉ¡p, 
f¢lnËj, pju ph hy¡­Qz j¡­Rl h¡S¡­l fup¡ ¢c­m ­L­V 
d¤­u ­cu, h¡s£ H­p öd¤ HLh¡l d¤­u ¢e­mC q­m¡z jnm¡ 
­a¡ ph C Ny¥­s¡ h¡S¡­l f¡Ju¡ k¡u, Bl Bfe¡­cl ­a¡ 
hup q­u­R n¡L pê£ ­hn£ e¡ M¡Ju¡C i¡­m¡z 

B¢j hmm¡j, ­h¢n Bl ¢L M¡Ju¡h, ¢LR¥ ­a¡ 
m¡N­hz ­L¡e¢ce ­a­a¡, VL, alL¡l£, 
X¡m............Hph ­a¡ ly¡d­a q­hz a¡ ­Le, ­a­a¡, 
¢ej-­h…e ­M­a k¡­he e¡ J­a ­am m¡­Nz ­h…e 
M¤h ­am V¡­e, J­a ¢q­a ¢hfl£a quz B¢j hl’ 
i¡­al j­dÉ Llm¡,­f­f,X¡m, Bm¤, ­h…e ­pÜ 
¢c­u ­chz H­aJ pju, NÉ¡p,f¢lnËj hy¡Q­hz a¡lfl 
X¡mV¡ a¥­m HLV¥ ­gy¡se ¢c­u Sm ¢c­u ¢c­m Sm 
g¥V­m e¤e jnm¡ ¢c­u SÆ¡m ¢c­m X¡m q­u k¡u 
5/7 ¢j¢e­V, Bl j¡R ­i­S jnm¡ L­o I i¡­al 
­pÜ Bm¤¤ ¢c­u L­o Sm ¢c­u ¢c­m j¡R l¡æ¡ q­hz 
X¡m, Llm¡ ­pÜ, ­h…e - L¥j­s¡ ­pÜ ¢c­u ¢c¢hÉ 
­M­u ­e­hez Bl HC Nl­j Bj f¤¢s­u ¢c­u k¡h, 
a¡ ¢c­u Bf¢e M¡h¡l pju e¤e, mˆ¡, ¢Q¢e ¢c­u 
QV­L Q¡Ve£ L­l ­e­he, ­cM­he ­fV j¡b¡ ph 
W¡ä¡z B¢j ­Lje e¡iÑ¡p ja q­u ­Nm¡jz Jl cªt 
i¡­h Lb¡ hm¡l i¢‰­a ­Lje ­ke ¢e­S­L Jl 
pw­r­f QVÚSm¢c l¡æ¡l ‘¡­el L¡­R Ae¢i‘ 
­h¡L¡ ­h¡L¡ j­e q¢µRmz a¡C HLV¥ B­Ù¹ B­Ù¹ 
i­u i­u hmm¡j, "qyÉ¡­N¡, k¢c alL¡l£ ­M­a Q¡u 
h¡s£l ­m¡L a­h L£ Ll­h?' j£l¡ hm­m¡, ­cM¤e 
B­NC h­m l¡M¢R, Hy­Q¡s,­j¡Q¡,­b¡s,n¡L -- Hph 
L¡V¡-h¡R¡ Ll­a fl­h¡ e¡, pju ­eCz HR¡s¡ k¢c 
AeÉ alL¡l£ ­M­a Q¡e a­h a¡ ­L­V ­h­R d¤­u 
­c­hez Hje¢L B­NC h­m l¡M¢R ­k ph alL¡l£ 
HLV¥ ­hn£ pju ­pÜ M¡u a¡ Bf¢e e¤e qm¤c 
¢c­u Bl ­kje T¡m M¡e ­aj¢e Ly¡Q¡ mˆ¡ ­i­P 
­pÜ h¢p­u ­c­hez B¢j H­p ­gy¡se ¢c­u jnm¡ 
L­o J­a ¢j¢n­u ­chz f­l clL¡l ja ¢O - Nlj 
jnm¡ ¢j¢ø ¢c­u ­ch, ­cM­he ­M­aJ i¡­m¡, 
ü¡ÙÛÉJ i¡­m¡ b¡L­hz  BjC j¤‡ q­u ­Nm¡j Jl 
l¡æ¡l ‘¡e ­c­Mz a¡lfl  JC hm­m¡, hm¤e L­a¡ 
­c­he ? B¢j hmm¡jz "a¥¢j h­m¡ L­a¡ ­e­h?' 
J avre¡v Ešl ¢cm, "800Ú V¡L¡ ­c­he z' B¢j 
L¡al i¡­h hmm¡j, " H L£ Lb¡ hm­R¡?' j¡œ 
fy¡QS­el SeÉ H­a¡ Q¡C­R¡!' 
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J Q­m k¡h¡l ja i‰£ L­l hm­m¡, "fy¡QSe ¢L Lj 
q­m¡ e¡¢L? B¢j BlJ c¤-¢ae h¡s£­a l¡æ¡ Ll¢Rz 
­pM¡­e ü¡j£-Ù»£ J HL¢V h¡µQ¡, L¡l¦l h¡ nÄöl, Bl 
Bfe¡l ­a¡ hs fy¡QSez Jl¡ j¡­L fy¡Q-n L­l 
V¡L¡ ­cu, Bl Bf¢e j¡œ 800Ú V¡L¡ ­c­he e¡ 
fy¡QS­el SeÉ? L¡S Ll­a ­h¢l­u¢R, ¢ae h¡¢s 
¢j­m c¤-q¡S¡lJ e¡ q­m a­h Bl L£ q­m¡?' B¢j 
­a¡  ¢h¢Øja, J j¡­p c¤-q¡S¡l V¡L¡ ­l¡SN¡l Ll­R 
Bl B¢j HMe ¢XNË£ - ¢X­fÔ¡j¡ ¢e­u öd¤ ö­u h­p 
¢ce L¡V¡¢µRz fy¡Q-n V¡L¡J ­l¡SN¡l Ll­a f¡l¢R 
e¡z B¢j Bja¡ Bja¡ L­l J­L hmm¡j, "e¡ 
H­a¡ ­h¡­m¡ e¡, V¡L¡V¡ Lj¡J, Bl B¢j LÑa¡l p¡­b 
HLV¥ B­m¡Qe¡ L­l ¢e­u a¡lfl S¡e¡hz' ­pC i¡mz 
k¡ qu ­i­h Bj¡­L Mhl ­c­he, a¡lfl B¢j 
Bp­h¡, a­h V¡L¡V¡ Lj¡­he e¡z B­lL h¡¢s 600Ú 
V¡L¡ ¢c­µR, Lb¡ HM¡­e ¢WL q­m J­cl pju ja 
h­m ­R­s Bp­h¡z ­h¢n e¡ ¢c­m öd¤ öd¤ J­cl 
R¡s­h¡ e¡ k¢cJ Jl¡ f§­S¡ où£­a Bj¡u n¡s£ ­cu,  

¢L¿¹¥ HMe Bj¡l n¡s£l ­Q­u V¡L¡l clL¡l ­hn£ 
a¡C J­cl R¡s­a Q¡C¢R, a¡R¡s¡ Bj¡l HMe 
A­eL L¡fs q­u ¢N­u­Rz BSL¡m ph h¡¢s a¡C 
h­m ¢c­u¢R Bl f¤­S¡ où£­a Bj¡u L¡fs ¢cJ 
e¡, a¡l hc­m HL j¡­pl j¡C­e h¡ k¡ ­q¡L V¡L¡ 
¢cJ zQ¢m, Bj¡l k¡ hm¡l a¡ h­m ­Nm¡j, k¡ qu 
Mhl ­c­he, Mhl e¡ ­f­m Bl Bp¢R e¡ z' pju 
­eC h­m Q­m ­Nmz J Q­m ­k­aC B¢j i¡h­a 
hpm¤jz J­l h¡h¡! ¢L ¢hQrZ Bl Lb¡l ¢L hy¡de! 
Jl L¡­R A­eL ¢LR¥ ­nM¡l B­R z Hje pju 
öem¡j Bj¡l LÑa¡ hm­R, "¢L ­N¡z ¢L q­m¡? 
Hh¡l h¤T­a f¡l­R¡ ­a¡j¡l ­Q­u Q¡m¡L ­m¡L 
c¤¢eu¡u B­R z Ha¢ce ­a¡ ¢e­S­L Q¡m¡L fËj¡Z  
L­l Bj¡­cl ph¡C­L f­c f­c ­h¡L¡ h¡¢e­uR, 
HMe h¤T­a f¡l­R¡ ­a¡j¡l J …l¦ B­Rz' h¤Tm¡j 
öd¤ B¢j e¡ E¢eJ Bs¡m ­b­L fË¢a¢V Lb¡ 
ö­e­Re J mrÉ L­l­Re Hhw f¢l­n­o HC j¿¹hÉz 
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Cultural Differences between America and 

India 
 

- A. N. 'Shen' Sengupta 
 

Both America and India are like my parents, 
since both have nurtured me. My sojourn in USA 
started in 1958 and I visited Atlanta first time in 
1959. But my real association with this country 
started as early as 1951 , i.e., 57 years ago, when 
I was an architectural freshman in India, since 
my Head of the Dept .came from USA, so did 
my Thesis Advisor and a Guest Professor and 
after I graduated, one of my colleagues. I shall 
never forget the wonderful gesture made by my 
Thesis Advisor and his wife, by way of bringing 
for me and my classmates trays full of goodies 
during our all-night drawing sessions. I 
reciprocated in kind when I taught in this 
country. I wish to stick to the positive aspects of 
both USA and India because that is culturally 
right and also because I believe that stressing 
positive aspects develops a better understanding 
and sets up an ever-growing positive cycle as 
opposed to a vicious cycle based on highlighting 
the negative. I have become aware of the many 
misconceptions about the respective countries. 
Such misconceptions can not only act as 
formidable barriers against friendly relationships 
but also come in the way of promoting business, 
travel, medical tourism, cultural exchanges, 
exchange of potentially beneficial knowledge 
and experience, solving global socio-economic 
and environmental problems and potential co-
operation in all other aspects. Co-operation, 
rather than confrontation can come only when 
we can understand each other and put ourselves 
in the other person’s shoes. We conveniently 
forget that we are all children of a common 
mother, the legendary, Lucy. I do believe that 
unless and until we do understand the basic 
oneness of humanity, and the fact that we are all 
brothers and sisters sharing the one and only life-
bearing blue planet, attempting to solve any 
global problem or even major national  

problems will prove to be futile. Thus the more 
we and specially our younger generations 
become knowledgeable about other cultures, 
the better prepared we become to solve 
problems and bring peace and prosperity to all. 
This is the basis of Cultural Streams 
International, a non-profit organization, which 
I have founded. Its motto is “Networking 
Cultures Around The Globe’ . 

 
Even though my talk is based on differences, I 
shall often refer to certain cultural aspects of 
one country only, when the difference or 
similarity is obvious. First I like to tell you 
what impressed me most about this country. It 
is the generosity and openness of the people. It 
is the sense of boundlessness of the land, of the 
highways, of the national parks and forests, of 
physical and social mobility. It is its 
indomitable and adventurous spirit. It is the 
sense of tolerance of people from all different 
cultures and countries. It is the sense of 
humour, of courtesy, of civic sense, of caring 
for animals and trees, of people in distress. It is 
the sense that you, no matter who you are, can 
have any and all opportunities without having 
to go through endless red tape and worse. It is 
the bountifulness of all that one needs. This 
country welcomes you with open arms and 
makes you its own, right from the first 
moment. These we take for granted and yet 
they must be treasured. 

 
Thanks to some of these that I, a lecturer at NC 
State, was received by the Dean and his wife at 
Raleigh’s bus station and spent the very first 
nights in this country in the same room in which 
slept Frank Lloyd Wright , the greatest architect 
of modern times. I shall never forget driving to a 
diner and listening  
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to the blaring song by Frank Sinatra, Oh La Re, 
meaning: we will fly, we will sing and we will 
dance. Thanks to some of these that years rolled 
by without my seeing one single compatriot or 
missing them. Thanks to these that I walked in 
and out of jobs and schools freely without one 
bit of worry about what future held. I also picked 
up the American habit of cracking jokes at every 
turn and opening the doors for women. This 
landed me in trouble in India. 
 
When I told a colleague of mine, who had hurt 
his leg, if he was chasing some girls, he was 
indignant. When I opened the door for a junior 
woman colleague, she just stood there waiting 
for me enter first. The experience has been 
repeated over and over again. Incidentally, I 
had a colonoscopy here just a few days ago. As 
I was lying down in my curtained cubicle, I 
could overhear the following conversation in 
the adjacent cubicle: Nurse: Do you have any 
problems like diabetes, high blood pressure, or 
heart… Patient (interrupting her): I am heart-
broken. What are you doing this evening?Not 
so long ago, people here believed that India 
was a vast country, a land of maharajas, of 
fabulous wealth, and also of snake-charmers 
and utter poverty. Actually India is only 1/3 the 
size of USA with three times the latter’s 
population, i.e. it is nine times as dense. Alas, 
there are no maharajas: they all have been 
made into governors of their respective states. 
Snake- charmers are rare. There is a lot of 
poverty, about which we talk later, but there is 
also a 300 million strong middle class. It also 
has one of the largest English –speaking 
population in the world albeit with a slightly 
British accent. Apart from English, there are 
fourteen major languages, with two of them 
ranking among the top five in the world. 
 
India is the largest democracy in the world, 
with a voting-age population that equals the 
entire population of USA. It fiercely protects 
freedom of speech, press, legal rights, religious 
rights, minority rights and human rights. At 
present the three most important officials are 
all minorities: the President is a woman, the  

Prime Minister is a Sikh which represents 1.9% 
of the population, and the leader of the ruling 
party is an Italian-born Christian lady 
representing 2.3% of the population. Minorities 
have held these positions time and again 
throughout the 60 years of free India. I believe 
that no other country in the world can claim this 
distinction. Through the ages India has 
welcomed people from all over the world and 
from all religions. Today there is a sizeable 
population of Christians, Jews, Buddhists, Jains 
and Muslims. Even after the partition in 1947, 
India remained a secular country by its 
constitution and with her 150 million Muslim 
citizens, possibly has the third largest Muslim 
population in the world. It is India’s historic 
open-arm policy that attracted Columbus to 
undertake a voyage to India, except that he 
possibly made the single largest mistake in 
human history. It is interesting that some years 
ago, when I would say that I am from India, I 
would be asked ‘from which tribe?’ or would be 
confided that he or she was part- Indian. 

 
Let me tell about some of the differences. India’s 
is the longest continually surviving civilization in 
the world and it dates back to 3300 B.C. There 
have been older civilizations, like Egypt’s and 
Mesopotamia’s but they have been replaced. 
India’s culture has been shaped gradually over 
millenniums by great thinkers, who transmitted 
their thoughts first through words and later 
through writings, like the Upanishads, Vedas and 
Bhagavad-Gita. In Indian thinking there are no 
absolutes, in the sense that there is a cyclic order 
in everything and finite and infinite, dark and 
light, matter and energy, beginning and end, and 
so on, co-exist .There is an uncanny similarity 
between this way of thinking and the findings of 
modern science. I am no physicist but I like to 
mention just a few examples: We know that 
gravity or perhaps dark matter pulls together the 
entire universe and yet we also know that the 
universe is expanding at an accelerating speed 
defying gravity. We know that an atom can be in 
several different places at the same time and yet 
several atoms can occupy the very same space at 
the same time too. 
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We know that matter and energy dance 
together in the entire universe. This non-
absoluteness is ingrained in the Indian psyche. 
Thus Indian thinking and call it a religion if 
you will, has no limits. 
 
In all fairness, this is too much for even many 
Indians. So the society has made it simpler for 
people by giving many easy-to-understand 
norms, forms and rituals. Thus we find a whole 
retinue of gods and goddesses, sacred animals 
and trees, mountains and rivers, are 
worshipped, like in ancient Greece. People, of 
all levels of education and intellect, do 
understand the abstract concepts behind these, 
albeit in varying degrees. It is very important 
to note that it is this attitude that makes people 
of India accept and even absorb concepts from 
other societies readily. In a way this is like 
English language, which absorbs from other 
languages and become richer all the time. I like 
to mention, that even though Indians do not 
crack jokes as often as Americans do, they 
have no problem with making rather 
affectionate fun of gods and goddesses and 
freely drawing caricatures of them. Also, the 
bestowing of sanctity on natural objects like 
mountains and rivers and even animals and 
trees could go a long way to protect the 
environment and ecology. Alas, there are other 
forces, which tend to defeat this virtue. 
 
Enough of the heavy stuff. I like to touch on a 
number of unique cultural traits. First is the 
place of women in India. Women are looked 
up to as ‘Shakti’, meaning ‘Power’. The 
majority of the most revered divine figures are 
indeed women. After all women can do what 
men cannot, bringing all of us to this world. 
Women are more than equal but they are not 
the same as men. Their role as mothers and the 
hearts of families have very ancient historic 
and prehistoric roots. Generally, women rule 
the family life whereas men rule the external 
domain. If women walk behind men, it is  

because men act as the human shields, in case 
of any possible violence. Not bad, is it? 
Married women wear a red dot on the 
forehead. On being asked what it is, I have 
explained that it is like a ‘red light’, meaning 
‘stop!’ Marriages are mostly arranged by 
parents, who naturally know their children best 
and objectively, who side with the daughter or 
son in-law as per social customs and act as the 
cushion so to say in marital disputes to prevent 
them from boiling up. Divorce is very rare 
indeed and a modern phenomenon at best and 
believe me there is lasting love based on a true 
commitment that marriages are made not for 
this life alone; they are made in Heaven and 
are eternal. 

 
A very interesting and important cultural trait 
is the way people address each other. It is by 
actual and also assumed relationships. A 
daughter is addressed as Mother and a son as 
Father. This may sound strange but as people 
get old they become like children in many 
ways and children do take care of them. The 
roles are reversed universally. In fact in 
Singapore, it is a criminal offence not to take 
care of elderly parents. A father-in-law 
addresses his daughter-in-law also as Mother 
and she addresses him as Father. All people 
become uncles, aunts, nephews, nieces, or 
elder brothers or sisters and so on. By the way 
an uncle or an aunt or a nephew or a niece is 
addressed one can tell whether he is maternal 
or paternal and so on. This kind of networking 
becomes real in the sense that the roles carry 
certain rights and responsibilities, which are 
expected. For example, an uncle or an elder 
brother always foots the bill. Calling by first 
names is customary only among friends or 
siblings of near equal age or to those who are 
younger. I remember my uneasiness in calling 
the Dean and his wife at N. C. State by their 
first names when I first came to this country. It 
goes without saying that in India calling 
anyone senior by his or her first name would 
be considered as utterly rude. 
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There are certain courtesies also which go with 
relationships as well as age. One is not 
supposed to remain seated when an elder enters, 
nor smoke or drink, let alone raise one’s feet on 
the table, in front of an elder. When I first 
entered my class in N.C. State, many of my 
students’ feet were on their desks. I felt uneasy 
and told them to put them down and they 
respectfully obliged. But when I went to the 
faculty meetings the feet were mostly up—but I 
could not tell them to put them down. But I 
didn’t join. In fact, in India when a teacher or 
an elder enters a room, others do stand up. 
Traditionally, those who are senior are to be 
obeyed in all matters including marital disputes. 
Drinking is socially looked down upon as a 
most heinous vice. But I must confess that with 
increasing globalization things are changing 
slowly, especially among the affluent classes of 
people. Yet putting up one’s feet on the table, 
not standing up when an elder person enters a 
room or drinking or smoking in front of an 
elder person would be frowned upon. Using 
expletives in front of anyone is considered as 
unacceptable. While in India I would 
occasionally say ‘Damn it”. One day a group of 
my young helping hands, with tears in their 
eyes, told me ‘sir, you are using bad words’. 
Well, I promised to never do it again and I kept 
my promise. 
 
A good many people in India are vegetarians. 
They eat no meat, fish or egg, but they do 
consume milk. This is partly because of the 
influence of Hinduism, Buddhism and Jainism. 
A great majority of people consider a cow as 
sacred, because they feel that a cow, which 
provides nourishment like a mother, is 
somewhat like a mother too. One can 
understand the sentiments some if one thinks of 
the very idea of eating a dog, a man’s best 
friend. It is equally unthinkable. Utterances 
such as ‘Holy Cow’ would be rather offensive. 
In fact, today an increasing number of doctors 
in USA are advocating eating fruits and 
vegetables and cutting down on animal protein. 
Incidentally, the Indian practice of meditation 
as a way to calm one’s mind and reduce blood  

pressure and the practice of Yoga, a holistic 
mind-body enlivening system, have become 
Main Street in this country. 

 
There is a marked difference between the 
two countries when it comes to the sense of 
privacy. Partly because of the strong joint-
family system and in more recent times 
because of scarcity of space in apartments 
and also since tropical climate requires 
keeping doors and windows open, people in 
India do not guard privacy the way it is done 
here, except in very special moments. 
Thanks to having few telephones until very 
recently, people would drop in at any time 
without giving any notice whatsoever and 
would be welcomed and served sweets or a 
meal and even an invitation to stay overnight 
in some instances. There is no privacy in 
terms of one’s income, health conditions, 
and the like. Parents or elder relatives can 
speak for their adult children in these matters 
without having to obtain the latter’s consent. 
The best part is that no one minds. Privacy, 
which is abundant in America, has its 
rewards. But then, lack of it has its rewards 
too: one is never lonely or alone in times of 
need: neighbours are aware and takes care 
like family members. Such closeness 
between neighbours is partly a result of low 
socio-economic and most importantly, 
physical mobility. With space at a premium 
density is high: people are used to rubbing 
shoulders. One bonus accrued from the 
lessened need for privacy and density, is a 
very low level of violent crime. However, 
people do have a tendency to dish out 
punishment by themselves, if they witness a 
crime, such as molesting a woman. 
Incidentally, very few in India are allowed to 
carry guns. 

 
There are also considerable differences when 
it comes to personal hygiene. Using toilet 
paper or handkerchiefs or paper tissues is not 
customary. For all such occassions one has to 
use water and of course in privacy. 
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This aspect of privacy is true even in public 
toilets or showers. One must not wear shoes 
inside houses or temple precincts. However, 
when it comes to community hygiene it is 
another story altogether. People have no qualms 
about sweeping one’s own rubbish and dumping 
it on the street or sometimes right next to the 
neighbour’s house. In contrast with the 
American sense of order in virtually everything 
including music, weddings, funerals and even 
prayers, the Indian way tends to be rather 
improvised within some broadly defined 
boundaries and positively not rehearsed. Also, 
whereas in America there is a sombre note in the 
way people dress for concerts, weddings, 
funerals and prayers, Indians by and large 
exhibit a gay abandon of sound and colours. 
Even though the Christian population in India is 
small, you would not know it during Christmas: 
there is widespread use of colourful lanterns and 
decorations in most cities. And many Hindus 
flock to the churches to attend the masses. I have 
done so myself many times in this country and 
find the candle-light masses to be of exceptional 
beauty. Interestingly, sombreness disappears 
when Americans are informal: virtually anything 
but anything goes. Indians are seldom informal 
to the point that certain behavioral codes, 
including the way a person dresses, can be 
laissez faire. People in India almost intuitively 
live within their means. Even the very poor tend 
to save for hard times. Saving is very much 
encouraged by also the government through an 
excellent network of  

banks and post-offices. Women’s best friend 
however tends to be gold jewellery, which in 
hard times acts like a cash reserve. Women in 
India appear to have the biggest horde of gold 
in the world! Borrowing, and worse still, 
lending and collecting interest were socially 
looked down upon. However helping one’s 
relatives and even friends is a common 
practice. Consuming minimally is the norm: 
this is true for everything, be it food, clothing, 
transportation, housing, energy-use and 
entertainment. Also, vegetables are much 
cheaper than meat. Dressing in a tropical 
country is cheaper. People walk, bike or ride a 
bus or a train, India incidentally having 
world’s largest train system. Houses almost 
never use heating or air-conditioning and are 
made bricks or earth. Movies come closest to 
providing night-life. People also help each 
other by bartering services. The notion that if 
a person earns $ 2 a day is miserable is not 
quite true. His or her purchasing power for 
life’s essentials or simple needs are like $ 80, 
since a $ is the equivalent of Rs. 40. So, the 
vast majority of people in India pursue life, 
liberty and happiness matter-of-factly and 
hence rather successfully. Thus in a unique 
way, they are no different from the vast 
majority of people of this country. Finally, 
with this understanding we may like to ask 
ourselves if the one-billion plus people are not 
doing it right pursuing a life-style which is 
environment-and-eco-friendly and if it would 
not be a better world if we would network 
cultures around the world. 

 
( A lecture to an International Group . 
Originally published online on 
www.csinternational.org ) 

 
          ************ 
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    Kids Corner 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Limericks 
 

There was an old lady of Bantry. She 
lived in a pantry. 

When she was disturbed by mice, she 
appeased them with rice. 

What a nice lady of Bantry! 
 

There was a man from Drumpet. 
His nose was like a trumpet. 

When he played his nose aloud he 
astonished the crowd. 

What a talented man from Drumpet! 
 

                              Josh Saha 
                                                     Age:8 years 

                           
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Isheeta Mukherjee 
                                     Age:8 years 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Ilona Mukherjee 
                                               Age:6 years 

 

I LIKE DURGA PUJA 
 

by Sudeshna De, 7 ½ years 
 

I like Durga puja because all my friends come 
together and play games. I also like the anjali, we 
pray to the god and we offer flowers to Ma 
Durga. I like that I get to wear new and different 
pretty dresses on this special day 

 
I like the designs people create to decorate Ma 
Durga and her four children, Laxmi thakur, 
Ganesh thakur, Saraswati thakur and Kartik 
thakur. I enjoy learning new songs and dances 
and doing them on the stage and also doing all 
kinds of other talents show. 
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Memories of Dance 

      
Lying in a trunk somewhere 
Worn away by wear and time 
Is a flowing  dress of old 
Along with anklets that would chime. 
  
This dress adorned a young girl, 
A girl of no more than eight. 
And the anklets would decorate her painted feet, 
And accompany her gait. 
  
She would twirl and whirl under the sun, 
Delighted by the mystic sound 
That her lively feet would make 
As they landed on the ground. 
  
Under the stars she would softly move, 
Her inner rhythm never breaking. 
And the chimes continued as she danced 
To the music nature was making. 
  
But as the little girl grew up, 
The dancing became forgotten, 
And the leaves on trees that would rustle while 
green, 
Now lay on the ground...rotten. 
  
The dress and anklets were stowed away 
Nothing more than the memories of a girl. 
The anklet we harshly thrown aside, 
And the dress was to never again unfurl. 
  
And so lying in a trunk somewhere, 
The dress and anklets wait for the chance 
That someday, someone new will find them, 
And once again a little girl will dance.   
                                                                               
                                         Suporna Chaudhuri 
                                         Age: 12 years 
 

Inspiration 
              
Oh, the agonizing feeling 
I am drowning in despair, 
I can feel its darkness 
From my toes to hair. 
 
The cut off date is coming 
But inspiration hasn't struck 
How I'm doomed, if writing  
Doesn't come to me by luck! 
 
I've been sitting there for hours 
Ideas won't appear, 
They're obviously hiding 
In my head, towards the rear. 
 
Suddenly they come, 
Words just floating to the page, 
They're quickly written down, 
In a frenzied rage. 
 
They wouldn't come earlier, 
For that I really fume, 
I would write about my anger, 
But alas, there is no room! 
 
                                                      Sounak Das  
                                                      Age: 12 years 
 

� 
 

Natasha Roy 
Age: 10 years 

Samaresh
Stamp
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  hª¢øl ¢c­e 
    p£j¡ hÉ¡e¡‹Ñ£ 

p¤¤yV¢Ll BS ú¥­m k¡h¡l C­µR ­eC H­‚h¡­lCz  
pL¡­m j¡­ul X¡­L E­WC ­n¡­e h¡C­l ­j­O­cl 
ýýwL¡lz  S¡em¡ ¢c­u HLh¡l ­c­M ¢e­u­R ­k, 
h¡C­l ¢L i£oZ L¡m¢n­V fs¡ AåL¡lz Bl c¡¢f­u 
hª¢ø q­µR,  HC pj­u L¡l¦l C­µR qu ú¥­m ­k­a? j¡ 
­X­LC Q­m­R, -J p¤¤yV¢L, JW j¡, ú¥­m ¢N­u Bj¡­L 
EÜ¡l Ll j¡z 
 

ú¥m ­a¡ LMeC hå q­u ­N­R , ¢L¿¹¥ HC ­k p¡j¡l 
ú¥m- HV¡­L HLcj fR¾c L­l e¡ py¥V¢Lz LmL¡a¡u  
p¡j¡l ú¥m q­a¡ e¡z py¥V¢Ll¡ jg:üm ­b­L p¤¤c§l 
B­j¢lL¡u H­p­R HL hRl B­Nz  ¢L p¤¤¾cl hª¢ø 
fs­R ­hn jS¡ L­l ¢hR¡e¡u ö­u b¡L­h e¡ j¡­ul 
­pC ¢h¢µR¢l OÉ¡eOÉ¡e¡¢e ­n¡­e¡z   Bj¡­L ú¥­m 
f¡¢W­u ­ke HLV¡ jÙ¹ hs L¡­Sl p¤¤l¡q¡ q­hz fË¢ai¡ 
fÉ¡­V­ml f­lC  ­fË¢p­X­¾Vl f¢SneV¡ qu­a¡ ­f­u 
k¡­hz  j¡ J ­a¡ ­j­u ­h¡­T e¡ HLV¥ Bj¡l Lb¡? 
M¡¢m ¢qwp¤¤­Vfe¡ L­l Bj¡l p¡­bz 
 

-EgÚ Q¥f Ll­h?  e¡, Ll­h e¡? Hh¡l ­b­L HLV¡ 
¢ØfL¡l ­g¡­e ­a¡j¡l ­j­pS ¢c­u ­l­M¡ Bl Lø 
 L­l ¢hR¡e¡ ­b­L ­a¡j¡­L EW­a q­h e¡z  
¢ØfL¡lV¡ Q¡¢m­u ¢c­mC q­hz h— CjÉ¡¢Q­u¡XÑ j¡Çj¡ 
a¥¢jz  HV¡ B-­Çj¢lL¡ h¤T­m B-­Çj¢lL¡z Bl ­a¡ 
L¢ce f­lC ú¥m ­R­s L­mS k¡­h¡ aMe ­a¡ Bl 
­a¡j¡l L¡­R b¡L­h¡ e¡? H­c­n ­LE h¡¢s ­b­L 
fs¡öe¡ L­l e¡, h¡¢s ­b­L Ll­m ¢e­S­cl fË¡C­i¢p 
b¡­L e¡, HC ­kje HMe a¥¢j Bj¡u ¢XpÚV¡hÑ Ll­R¡ 
z Ha fs¡ fs¡ L­l¡ e¡ ­k ¢L hm­h¡? H­c­n e¡qu 
HC hu­p ­L¡b¡u HLV¥ ­fËj Ll­h¡ a¡ ­a¡j¡l SÆ¡m¡u 
Ll¡l Ef¡u B­R? ö­u ö­u HLV¥ ­hn ­l¡j¡¢¾VL 
üfÀ ­cM­h¡ a¡ eu, B­l h¡hh¡ : HC J­uc¡l­LC 
­fËj Ll­a Q¡C¢R a¡­aJ h¡c p¡­d¡ ­Le? Ha 
O¤­j¡¢µRm¡j, ¢c­m h¡­l¡V¡ h¡¢S­uz py¥V¢L?  Jq py¥V¢L 
z BµR¡ Bl e¡j M¤y­S f¡J ¢e h¤¢T? kš phz  
 

-B¢j ¢L py¥V¢L? Ha ­N¡mN¡m ­Qq¡l¡ HM¡­e 
­c­M­R¡? ph¡C Bj¡­L ¢j¢ó ­h¢h h­m S¡­e¡ ­pV¡? 
-BµR¡, py¥V¢L? -a¥C ¢L HC p¡a pL¡­m TNs¡ Ll¢h  
 

e¡ ú¥­m k¡¢h? HM¤¢e ú¥m h¡p H­p k¡­h, a¡s¡a¡¢s Ll 
j¡, B¢j ­a¡ N¡¢s Q¡m¡­a f¡¢l e¡, eu­a¡ ¢e­u ­ka¡j 
­a¡­L ú¥­m z h¡h¡ E­W k¢c ­c­M ­k, a¥C ú¥­m k¡p ¢e 
lp¡am L­l R¡s­hz  
 

-Ll­h e¡? ­a¡j¡lC ­a¡ ­c¡plz  
 

ANaÉ¡ O¤j ­b­L E­W ¢p¢lu¡m ­M­u S¡j¡ L¡fs f­l 
­l¢X q­u ¢em p¤¤yV¢Lz h¡p H­m E­WJ fs­m¡z h¡p 
i¢aÑ ­R­m ­j­uz  ph¡l ¢c­L a¡¢L­u Bh¡l p¤¤yV¢Ll 
j¡b¡u ¢Q¿¹¡l f¡q¡s H­p c¡ys¡­m¡z 
 

-H­cl j­dÉ ¢eÕQuC ­LE e¡ ­LE p¤¤yV¢Ll jae ú¥m e¡ 
k¡h¡l SeÉ fÔÉ¡e Ll¢Rm? ­L S¡­e h¡î¡:z HMe Jl 
­aje hå¥ qu ¢e, L¡­SC ú¥­ml e¡­j HLV¥ ­Vene 
b¡­L, j¡ h¡h¡ ­pV¡ ­h¡­T e¡z HM¡­e ­R­m ­j­ul¡ 
­Lje ­ke, ¢WL L­l ¢jn­a Q¡u e¡z Bl ­c¢n k¡l¡ 
a¡l¡J Aá¥a, S¡­e B¢j h¡P¡m£ HLV¥ Lb¡ hm­h ­a¡, 
e¡ Cw¢m­nl ­g¡u¡l¡ ­n¡­e¡ M¡¢m J­cl j¤­Mz ¢L ­k ph 
C¢sw ¢h¢sw L­l h­m ­L S¡­ez ­Q¡M j¤­Ml L¡uc¡ 
­cM­m N¡ SÆ­m k¡uz B¢j k¢c LmL¡a¡u b¡L­a 
Cw¢mn ú¥­m fsa¡j L¡­S ¢caz p¤¤yV¢L e¡ ­X­L Jl¡ 
Bj¡u py¥V L­l X¡­Lz  CnÚ ¢L ­k iuwLl e¡j Bj¡l 
­l­M­R j¡ h¡h¡z Jl¡ kMe X¡­L Jl L¡æ¡u Nm¡V¡ hå 
q­u k¡uz a¡J­a¡ HMe j¡-­L j¡ h­m e¡ ­p, j¡Çj¡ 
h­m, Bl h¡h¡­L h­m h¡¢îz Lb¡u Lb¡u By, By L­l, 
HM¡­e qyÉ¡ qÉy¡ L­l O¡s e¡s¡V¡­L ­c­M­R py¥V¢L JC 
i¡­h Nm¡ ¢c­u BJu¡S Ll­az j­e j­e h­m ¢n­M 
k¡h ¢WL ¢n­M k¡h HL¢ce,  L­m­S ¢N­u e¡jV¡ hc­m 
­e­h¡z hÉ¡p! Bl ­L¡­e¡ ¢Q¿¹¡ ­eCz e¡j ¢L l¡¢M? 
p¤¤C¢V! HC e¡jV¡C ­a¡ l¡M­a f¡l­a¡ Bj¡l? h¡qÚ 
e¡jV¡ ­hn i¡­m¡ ­a¡z HV¡C l¡M­h¡z ­cM­a ­cM­a 
h¡p XÊ¡Ci¡l ­Lje B­Ù¹ B­Ù¹ ú¥­m ¢e­u H­m¡z hª¢ø­a 
­iS¡l ­S¡ fkÑ¿¹ ­eCz  ¢L Aá¥a ­cn ­l h¡h¡z Bl 
­ajeC Aá¥a j¡e¤oSez ­L¡b¡u ­ke f­s¢Rm, h¡wm¡J 
i¥­m k¡­µR BSL¡mz H ­c­n Bl hoÑ¡ ­iS¡ q­m¡ e¡z 
Bl q­hJ ¢Le¡ S¡¢e e¡z  ­l¢e ­X ­a¡ q­a HL¢ce 
J ­cMm¡j e¡z  
 

-¢L ¢h¢Qœ HC cÉ¡nzz Sua¥ j¡¢LÑZ£ h¡P¡m£ LeÉ¡z  
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The Taffy Man 
 

   Tanisha Ghosh, 5th Grade 
 

He twists and stretches all day and all night 
He even stretches to turn out the light. 

He twists and bends as well as he pleases. 
He ate so many pieces of taffy, 
That he began to get wheezes. 

 
He began to turn numerous colors, 

Then people began to mutter and mumble. 
One man said, "He's gone completely 

psycho." 
"Has he had someone play TYCO, 

So he can be cured?" 
 

The townspeople started to think. 
They really were on the brink. 

Finally, a little girl said' " I know! Let's put 
him on a bed, 

In a shed, and make him eat pencil lead." 
So the townspeople did what the little girl 

said. 
 

The plan worked! But instead of turning 
normal, 

He became....the pencil man! 
Now, instead of being stretchy as taffy, 

He is as stiff as a pencil. 
His name is now Pencil Man Dan. 

 

 

Khoka’s Dream 
Shubhom Bhattacharya (10 Year) 

 
Khoka was a ten year old village boy in the Himalayas. 
What was different about him, though, was his 
determination to learn new things and change the 
world somehow. Khoka was in a poor family-his father 
a shepherd, and his mother a weaver. His parents only 
managed to make enough money to scrap up dome 
dahl and rice. Therefore, Khoka did not get much 
schooling, and thus he was constantly reading at the 
library, learning math, science, and literature. He spent 
almost all his time at the local library which had a 
surprisingly large amount of books for a Himalayan 
village. So Khoka continued learning and learning. 
 
Seven years later, the all-world scientist meeting was 
being held at New Delhi. Khoka immediately went with 
his father’s prized horse Raja. Three days later, he 
arrive at the meeting, secretly slipped in, and jotted 
down everything that was being said, even if he knew 
it. 
 
   At the end of the meeting, Khoka bumped into a big 
man with a white scraggy beard. Khoka looked at the 
briefcase. It said B.T on it. Khoka knew who this was-
world famous German scientist Bugerheirt von 
Wollszowski. Khoka immediately apologized and 
introduced himself, expressing his dream of being one 
of Bugerheirt’s students. Bugerheirt saw that Khoka 
had a great potential.  
 
 The plane landed in Frankfurt, Germany. Khoka had 
his chance to change the world! He spent many nights 
doing intense research and four years later he came up 
with a way to use water as a fuel for cars. Immediately, 
car makers started making cars that run on water as 
fuel. The price of cars fell and many people could buy 
and drive cars in poor countries. Gradually, Khoka’s 
invention elevated the lifestyle of many poor families 
of the world. 
 
  Khoka toured several countries speaking about his 
invention. He won countless awards, ending up 
winning the Nobel Prize. This little Himalayan village 
boy had now become one of the world’s most honored 
scientists, just by sheer hard work.  Thus, he fulfilled 
his dream: change the world. 
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Towards the sky 
 

Kakuli Nag, Kolkata 
 

Too many memories came flashing into my mind 
as the car sped towards Monirampur. I was 
thrilled to see even the ordinary buses of 
Barrackpore, the shops, the same Cinema Halls. 
Nothing seems to have changed and yet, 
everything was different. 
 
My excitement soared high as we crossed SAINIK - 
a Cinema - cum - Lecture hall for the Air Force. A 
few yards from there were my school. It was over 
a decade now that I left school and there stood a 
huge three-storied building, painted off white, in 
its place. 
 
Had it not been a Sunday, streams of students 
would be wandering in the school Premises 
now. I asked the driver to slow down. I felt 
tempted to ask him to stop the car so that I 
can stand there for a while, outside my school 
and absorb the quite atmosphere and cherish 
a few lost moments.... the precious ones. 
 
I fought the temptation. Sneha will be anxiously 
waiting for me, and I didn't want to annoy her by 
being late. Her husband will be waiting too. She 
was so eager to take me home and introduce me 
to her family that very day when I met her at 
Shyambazar, after almost fifteen years. It is 
strange that she recognized me so easily as if the 
communication gap never existed, but I had been 
a trifle confused when she banged on me that day 
- She looked different with a few gray hairs and lot 
of weight into that small body of hers. 
 
I excused myself that day and promised to go 
to her house on the Sunday that followed two 
weeks later. She will be waiting for me today. 
 
As the car picked up speed, I tried not to think of 
the past but the effort was in vain. Being so close 
to school and not thinking of him, not 
remembering his face is like asking one not to  

wink looking at the Sun. 
 
I cannot remember his name. Actually, I never 
knew his name. My friends used to call him 
Akash. He looked best in his sky blue shirt and 
therefore the name. 
 
He was always there, before and after school 
hour, either talking to our Security Guard or to a 
senior student of our school or just watching me 
for long moments - innocently. He never talked 
to me, never approached me. Never ever tried to. 
I remember how irritated I used to feel at times 
and fret about his staring - only staring. I swore to 
myself, every now and then - about his 
cowardice, lack of guts, stupidity and then 
consoled myself at home, each time. After all, he 
was hardly a few years elder than me. I naturally 
cannot and should not expect him to behave like 
one of the Mills & Boons Heroes - the romantic 
ones, the daring ones, at such a tender age. He 
must have his own fears and apprehensions of 
losing me, if he did a mistake. He is just being 
careful. He ought to be, about such a delicate 
situation. He needs some time to muster the 
courage and that’s it. I involuntarily defended his 
acts and tendencies. 
 
It was middle of December. Students appearing 
for Secondary Exam will have their study leave in 
just a few days. 
 
We had very little time to arrange a grand 
farewell for our seniors - something special, 
memorable and one of its kind. Each of us 
contributed our ideas and suggestions. 
 
I had a flair for writing, since I was seven and 
being a student of Class Nine, with Higher English 
as one of my subjects, raised on Wren & Martin 
Grammar Book and my  

 



 

p. 42 
11441155  

 
vocabulary being above average, I managed to 
write a fairly good poem to grace the occasion. 
 
One of us was wise enough to say - "Let us sing 
rather than reciting it". The idea was appealing 
and everyone agreed in unison. I composed the 
song.  
 
The 24th of Dec - It was their farewell all right, but 
it was my evening. The last item of the functions 
before the concluding speech by our Principal was 
my song. Eight of us sang it but Daksha, the 
nightingale of our class sang the slow lines in her 
sweeter - than - honey voice so well, that it 
evoked a deafening applause from the students 
and teachers at the end of it. 
 
I was on top of the world. All the senior students, 
Teachers and the Principal too appreciated my 
composition very much. I had several poems in my 
diary but they were for my pleasure alone. The 
sensual gratification of pleasing whole lot of 
people - your friends and dear ones is such a great 
feeling, I realized that evening. I felt a sense of 
accomplishment - so many smiles and 
compliments really moved me. 
 
Sneha had kissed my cheeks. I could see 
something sparkle in her eyes. It took me a second 
to realize that she was on the verge of tears. She 
was so touched. 
 
" You have written so well. I know you will win a 
thousand hearts when you grow up, with your 
poetry " she told me, holding my cheeks. 
 
Our Principal, Dr Ashutosh Chakrabarty stroked 
my head and chided, " You should tab your 
potential properly, nurture your talent, don't 
neglect." He further added, " Many a talent is 
born and lost in the desert air". He looked 
doubtful about the words he had used. 
 
I bit my lips to suppress the right line, ' Full many a 
flower is born to blush unseen and waste its 
sweetness on the desert air'. 
 
  

I certainly cannot expect one to be just as good in 
Literature, as in Physics. But Sneha, as usual had 
opened her big mouth to say, "No Sir, you didn't 
get the words correctly. Although, I myself cannot 
remember the right words now, but I'm sure those 
weren't the words written by the poet - I forgot 
the poet's name too" 

 
I liked his spirit when he snapped back at her 
gently, "Sneha, forget the words. She's got the 
message not to waste her talent." 

 
One of her classmates had told her later, "Sneha, 
you have such a fathead, big-mouth and thin-
memory – do you know, silence is beautiful, and 
try it sometimes". 
 
Double meaning always escaped her. She could 
not figure out why she was admonished. In spite 
of her talkativeness and lack of tact, I liked her. 
She was my favorite among all the seniors and I 
always admired her for her intelligence and 
academic achievements. The teachers were proud 
of her for all the prizes she had won in Quiz 
competitions and School-level Sports 
Championships, just the one year she had been in 
our School. She was the most popular student, 
enjoying a great deal of respect from the juniors 
for her qualities. 

 
She had promised her teachers to score star marks 
in Math and Science. We all knew she would keep 
her promise. She was my ideal. 
 
The farewell concluded at around quarter past 
seven. I wished Sneha best of luck before we 
parted. I suddenly felt sorry for Akash as I boarded 
the School bus. He missed something. He would 
have been delighted to see me being appreciated 
by so many people that evening. 
 
I realised with a pang, ' it was so late today. He 
cannot probably be waiting for me for so long. It 
was drizzling too. From tomorrow onwards, our 
winter vacation starts and I will  
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be able to see him only in the beginning of next 
year'. 
 
I remember I felt so lost that moment, so drained 
of strength. All the laughter, joy and fun that I had 
sometime back at school, seemed remote. All the 
compliments I gathered so carefully, slipped out of 
my memory. I found it difficult to swallow the 
lump in my throat. How I wished I could cry.  
 
I looked out of the window of our School Bus, 
aimlessly, not searching. And, I thought, I saw him. 
Sure I did.  
 
There he stood, under an umbrella. It had been 
drizzling since God know when. His Sky Blue shirt 
half drenched in the rain. I saw the color of his 
shirt when the headlights of our School Bus flashed 
at him. I saw him smile. I smiled back. 
 
And that was the last of him, I saw. Akash faded 
from my sight slowly. 
 
It was during the vacation, I learnt from a friend 
that our school bus had met with an accident, near 
SAINIK Cinema Hall, on the 24th itself on its way 
back to school, after dropping the students that 
night. 
 
I learnt that the news was in papers too. I had 
looked for it eagerly, in the stack of papers that lay 
on our Tea table. I was actually anxious to know 
the fate of our bus driver, if he was beaten by the 
masses, as is done in these cases usually. Not a 
word was written about him. 
 
'Abhijit Sen, (19 Years) died on the spot when a 
School Bus collided with a speeding truck at 
Barrackpore, near SAINIK Cinema Hall last night. 
Mr. Sen was a resident of Monirampur and was 
stated to be sauntering near the hall when the 
incident occurred. He was drunk.' 
 
I was back to school after our vacation. We had 
discussed the mishap amongst ourselves - friends, 
teachers and even the bus driver. The  
 

cloud of melancholy soon faded and the accident 
was forgotten. 
 
I, was, however, upset for an altogether different 
reason - Akash. I had not seen him for more than a 
week, since our school re-opened after vacation. 
Sure, he could be sick, or perhaps he does not 
know that our vacation is over. 
 
I continued waiting, looking for him before and 
after school hours. He was nowhere to be seen. I 
began to suffer from insomnia and also lost 
appetite. I failed to concentrate on my studies - 
not because I missed Akash or because I had not 
seen him for so many days but because something 
awful was taking shape in my mind, which I was 
repeatedly trying to avoid. 
 
I tried to be optimistic but without much success. 
So, finally, after almost two weeks, I asked our bus 
driver, “Did you ever see him earlier, I mean 
before that night?" 
 
"Several times, outside the school, looking at girls" 
came the brief reply from our driver. He had 
discussed the accident enough number of times 
and was just not in mood for it again. 
 
I somehow didn't like the way he distorted the 
image I had in my mind, of Akash - ' After all, every 
one standing outside school are not looking at girls 
- may be a particular girl' I believed. I hammered 
the image back to its original shape. I found myself 
defending Akash again. 
 
"How did you know he was drunk?" I had asked 
with a 15 year old's innocence. 
 
“He stinked. And everyone in Monirampur knew 
him and his good traits, why do you ask?". He 
looked impatient. 
 
I was quite for some time. I broke the silence with 
my final question, " What was he  
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wearing that day?" 
 
I asked him, with my heart pounding, head 
throbbing and my hopes soaring. He stressed his 
mind, " I think black trousers with light-blue shirt". 
 
As he uttered the last three words, all my hopes 
were grazed to ground. I looked at him blankly, as 
if I didn't understand. He repeated, stabbing my 
hopes again. I felt weak. I sank to my seat, 
shattered. 
 
After a few minutes, I heard someone call my 
name. It was our Principal. What I thought were a 
few minutes, were actually two full hours. The bus 
driver reported our Principal about my sitting still 
in the bus. I cannot recall what he and the other 
teachers told me when they had found me in that 
state. I only remember I wasn't crying. Strangely 
enough, I wasn't crying even after I learnt, Akash 
was dead. 
 
I have regretted all these years having asked what 
I did ask our bus driver that day. With those 
questions, unasked, unanswered, I could have 
been a happier person today, my heart still 
hoping, still dreaming, still waiting, and still aiming 
towards the sky. 
 
Even after so many years, I could remember his 
face so distinctly, child-like innocent face, dreamy 
eyes and that glitter on his face, when he smiled, 
looking at me, the day he died I will 

never forget. 
 
I could see his face even now amidst my wet 
glasses, but not very clear, as if my tears 
damaged the perfect ness of his picture. I 
imagined him, with the fifteen years he had 
not lived - with a French cut beard, a few lines 
on his forehead, with oxidized spectacles like 
mine. I closed my eyes to retain the image for 
a while.... or forever.The car came to a 
screeching halt. I looked ahead. I wiped my 
eyes but the image still remained. I heard a 
man's voice - loud and clear - it seemed to me 
as if the image talked. 
 
"There you are, welcome to our abode. I have 
been waiting here for such a long time so that you 
don't miss our house. I am Neel, Sneha's tortured 
husband " He laughed and added, "See, how I 
recognized you after so many years" 
I stared at him for a long time, for an abnormally 
long time. It was not an image after all. 
 
The sky was there all right and it was always blue 
for Sneha. It is only that I had not noticed it earlier. 
I observed its beauty, vastness and everything but 
never its true color. Now I know Akash is Neel. 
 
I had my own reasons to smile back at him then 
when I last saw him fifteen years back and better 
reasons now.  
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Running: The miracle is not in finishing;  
the miracle is in putting the courage to start 

- Rajib Roy 
-  

I took up running back in the summer of 2005. Contrary to popular opinions, this had nothing to do with the rising 
gas prices  It had more to do with the fact that I realized I was going to hit 40 the next year and I was scared of 
becoming “old”. I could not get myself to go the gym. I have tried it many times. For some reason, I do not get the 
endorphins kicking in. That, and the fact that I look so puny compared to the other muscular men in the gym, I soon 
start getting a complex   

 
That is when I ran into running!! There were three things that kept me 
running. First, it has the lowest investment. You do not need rackets, balls, 
clubs and all that. All you need is a carefully chosen set of shoes. That is it. 
One set of shoes should last most of us quite some time (more details later). 
Second, you have full freedom on time and place. You do not need partners, 
do not need to book time on the links and the courts etc. You just go. You 
can run on the streets, greenways, school tracks – wherever you want. You 
can go anytime of the day you have a few minutes on hand.  

 
And the third reason I stuck to running is rather embarrassing. My first run 
was on May 19th, 2005 in Dallas. For the Dallas-uninitiated, that is the time 
you get thoroughly unencumbered bright sun beating down on you around 
105 degrees! And I ran like I was going to be the next Bolt! Needless to say, 
within half a mile, I almost passed out. I had to be almost carried home. 
That is when I got determined to get the better of running. (That August I 
put in a 10 mile run in 110 degrees and then followed it up with a 18 miler within a few months on a cooler 
November day just to prove a point). If I could, any one of you can too. 

 
If you want to get started, there are a few things you need to know: 

 
Run, jog or walk? It does not matter how fast you run unless you are trying to be a sprinter. You spend the same 
amount of calories whether you sprint or you jog for a mile (the rate of energy spent is compensated by the time 
you are running). In fact, the faster you run, the larger is the percentage of your calories taken from your muscles 
(and lesser from the fat). If you are trying to get back into shape and lose fat, brisk walking is the best form of 
exercise. Just go for longer distances – not faster times. If you are trying to get strong, go for faster runs. But never 
too fast - or you will hurt yourself quickly. The way to measure it is to ensure that you are able to talk without 
panting as you run. For me, that is about 9-10 minute mile for 5 milers and about 10-11 minute mile for 10+ miles. I 
know people who can do it for 2 minutes less comfortably. 

 
Fancy gear is not what you need: The only thing I would suggest you do is to go to a good running shoe store (not 
the general purpose stores) and get them to test how you run. Usually they will make you run on a treadmill and 
video record your footsteps. That will be analyzed for how you put your foot down, how flat is your arch and so on. 
And then they will suggest a shoe that would compensate for that. Once you have done this, you can stick to this 
brand and go for years. You should not be spending more than $100 on a pair of very good shoes. Usually $75 
should be enough. Do NOT listen to all the fancy advertisements. 

 
The reason I ask this as the first investment is because this is the difference between serious injury and good health. 
A good pair of shoes will keep your knees and leg healthy without any injury. A bad pair will kill them in a few days. 
Also, do not run for more than 300 to 400 miles on a pair of shoes. If you are going to run for 2 miles 3-4 days a 
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week, that should last a year. Do not go over 400 miles. The shoes would feel good but the cushion is all gone and 
will hurt your knees. 

 
If you want to invest more, I would say get a pair of running shirts, shorts and a cap from a running store. They are 
made of wick material that takes the sweat from your body and soaks it up. This helps your body stay cool. 
Together, this should not set you back by more than $70. I still use the ones I bought 3 years back. 

 
Finally, if you are getting serious, get a heart rate monitor. You can get them from $50 to $500. I would suggest a 
lower end Polar (or any other brand like that). All you need to know is your heart rate as you run. If you want to 
learn more on how to monitor your run based on heart rate, give me a shout or pick up any book on running or ask 
your doctor. The more sophisticated ones will tell you how many calories you burnt and how much of it was from fat 
and so on and will cost less than $150. 

 
I forgot to mention – if you regularly weigh yourself, I would suggest get access to a weighing machine that also 
measures fat percentage in your body. (If you want to buy – this would be around $99). They have two electrodes 
and sends a low voltage shock (don’t worry, you will not know it) and then measures resistance which tells it how 
much fat you have. When you start running, you may gain weight initially as you grow muscles – but undeniably, the 
fat percentage will start going down. You would be depressed if you did not know this. 

 
Treadmills, trails or the streets – it is your choice:  If you like running on treadmills, go for it. I get bored in 5 
minutes. I have to run on the roads where I get to see the nature, say Hi to fellow runners, bicyclists, wave at the 
cops who drive past and there are always the surprises. Once, I was able to help a car driver who was throwing up; 
then there are those times where people ask for directions and once I saw a dead deer on the road!!! 

 
If you run outside, always run on the sidewalks. If there are no sidewalks, walk on the edge of the road. Without fail, 
keep an eye for oncoming traffic. Most drivers are very courteous and will move over and wave at you. But once in a 
while, there will be some crazy ones out there. When you see an oncoming car not moving over, just get off the road 
to the ground and keep running. Get back to the road when the car is passed. 

 
In general, running on dirt roads is better than hard roads because of the micro tears in your muscles. But they are 
harder to run on too since they are softer. 

 
Always run against the traffic (on the left edge of the road). This is true if you are running on the sidewalks too. And 
be very careful whenever there are street intersections. Realize that often drivers are looking to the left to make a 
right turn and forget to see if there is anything on the right. 

 
When should you run?  Like I said, whenever you have time. Maybe after the kids have gone to school or after you 
are done at office. Whatever it is, try to fix a particular time. That way, it becomes a discipline. Also, earlier mornings 
are usually cooler and will help you go more as well as you will enjoy the early morning nature. Exercise in the 
morning keeps your metabolism high for the rest of the day which means you will be burning more energy. 

 
How to stay away from injuries?  Always stay hydrated. Drink water before you go for a run. Drink water after you 
come back from a run. For the very long runs, get a belt where you can carry water. You should be sipping water 
before you get thirsty. Water is your best medicine. If you get to the10 mile level, I would suggest have a blood 
thinner like Advil  half an hour before you go for the long run. 

 
Never show irrational exuberance in increasing your running lengths. All you will get is shin splits and hurt knees. 
Start with something modest – half a mile, one mile whatever. Do the same at least 3-4 days during the week. On 
Saturday, double it. And then take complete rest on Sunday. After a few weeks, increase the amount – but never 
more than 10-20% at a time. The trick is to go for slow growth. 
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Always stretch before and after the run. This is boring to a lot of us (especially me). But this is the most important 
event that prevents your muscles from getting torn up. It does not take more than 5 minutes to do your stretches 
but this is an absolute must. There is not enough space here to describe all the stretch outs but next time you go to 
Barnes and Nobles, just glance thru a couple of pages on any running book – and you will get the idea. Or ask the 
person at the running store where you went to buy your shoes.  

 
The above three – with a good pair of shoes – will keep you running for years and years without any injuries. 

 
Once you are injured, get off the track and talk to a doctor or some experienced runners. Remember that when you 
run, after a few minutes, you will start feeling some pain – that is natural – because blood is running to your tissues 
and they are getting bigger. After some time, it will go away. The next time the pain comes back – that is unnatural – 
that is surely because of wear and tear. Stop and walk back. You should not reach this, if you are having the right 
shoes and are disciplined in not increasing your distances too quickly. 

 
Keeping track: 

There are many websites which will help you find out how much distance you ran and keep log of that as well as 
heart rate and so on. I use www.mapmyrun.com but you can use any that you like. Go to www.rajibroy.com and see 
the “Running Log” link to get an idea. 

 
A Final Plea: 

If you do pick up running/walking, here is another thing to keep in mind. Every Saturday, somewhere near your 
house, there is a charity run or walk organized. Go to www.active.com to get a list. Go and run/walk in some of 
those. You can register for $15 or so in most of these runs. Most of these runs have matching money from some 
corporate sponsor. You will get an incredible sense of doing something for a cause, feel as part of a community and 
meet some interesting people and make friends. You get a free T-shirt too!!!  

 
You started running and you put it to good use by raising money for the less fortunate people who need our help. 
You are my hero(ine) already!! Go ahead and brag in that evening’s get together with your friends about the run you 
had for the cause. You deserve all the praise and the attention. 

 
And yes, I am 42 years young now  (much better than the summer of 2005) 

 

http://www.mapmyrun.com/�
http://www.rajibroy.com/�
http://www.active.com/�
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fËbj ­cM¡ 
 

pjl ¢jœ 
 

HLV¡ S£h­e LaS­el p­‰ Bj¡­cl fËbj ­cM¡ qu, 
­pC fËbj ­cM¡ œ²­j ¢h¢iæ Ù¹­ll O¢eùa¡u f¢lZa qu, 
LM­e¡ h¡ j¡j¤m£ f¢lQu b¡­L, LM­e¡ h¡ ¢hØj«¢al 
Aa­m a¢m­u k¡uz p¡d¡lZa HC fËbj ­cM¡ ¢e­u 
Bjl¡ j¡b¡ O¡j¡C e¡, A¿¹a B¢j O¡j¡C¢ez ¢L¿¹¥ 
Bj¡­L O¡j¡­a q­u¢Rm BL¢ØjLi¡­h HL¢ce, ­k 
¢ce¢V Bj¡l L¡­R Øjle£u q­u B­Rz  
 

A¿¹a ¢a¢ln A¿¹a ¢a¢ln hRl B­Nl Lb¡z Bj¡­cl 
HC BVm¡¿¹¡l h¡¢s­a l¡jL«o· ¢jn­el HL fËh£Z 
pæÉ¡p£ A¢a¢b q­u¢R­mez ¢a¢e ­ppju aMeL¡l 
­l¡­X¢nu¡l pÉ¡¢mp­h¢ll BnË­jl AdÉrz HM¡eL¡l 
­hc¡¿¹ ­p¡p¡C¢Vl hÉ¡f¡­l B­m¡Qe¡ Ll­a H­p¢R­mez 
B¢j Bj¡l ¢c­el L¡­Sl Ahp­l ­pC n¡Ù»‘ 
jq¡f¢ä­al L¡R ­b­L ¢LR¥ S¡e¡l BL¡´M¡u e¡e¡lLj 
h¡mp¤¤mi fËnÀ Lla¡jz ¢a¢e ¢hlš² q­ae e¡, œ¥¢V 
dl­ae e¡, fËpæ j¤­M pqS L­l Bj¡­L h¤¢T­u ¢c­aez 
 

HL¢ce ¢a¢e Bj¡l fË­nÀl Ešl e¡ ¢c­u ¢S‘¡p¡ 
Ll­me, "­cM, ­a¡j¡l SeÈ h¡wm¡­c­n Bl Bj¡l SeÈ 
­Ll¡m¡uz Bjl¡ ­LE L¡E­L S¡ea¡j e¡z HMe a¥¢j 
b¡L BVm¡¾V¡u Bl B¢j pÉ¡¢mp­h¢l­az AbQ B¢j 
HMe ­a¡j¡l h¡s£­a A¢a¢bz ­a¡j¡l hp¡l O­ll HC 
­p¡g¡u h­p a¥¢j Bj¡­L fËnÀ LlR Bl B¢j Ešl 
­ch¡l ­Qø¡ Ll¢Rz hm ­c¢M Bj¡­cl c¤S­el HCi¡­h 
HLœ qJu¡ ¢L HLV¡ BL¢ØjL OVe¡ ? 
 

Bj¡­cl h¡LÉ¡m¡f Cw­l¢S­aC qaz ¢a¢e h­m¢R­me 
'do you think that this meetting of ours is a 
random phenomenon?' I fËnÀ ö­e B¢j Ah¡L, 
¢L Ešl ­ch i¡h­a f¡l¢Rm¡j e¡, Jyl j¤­Ml ¢c­L 
a¡¢L­u lCm¡j öd¤z ¢LR¥re e£lh ­b­L Bj¡l ¢c­L 
A¿¹­iÑc£ cª¢ø ­g­m hm­me, 'No, this is not a 
random phenomenon. This meeting of ours 
had to take place.' jq¡f¤l¦­ol a£hË cª¢ø Bl ­pC 
Lãü­ll a£hËa¡u ay¡l Lb¡l paÉa¡ Bj¡l pjÙ¹ A¢Ù¹aÆ 
¢c­u Ae¤ih Llm¡jz 
 

j­e f­s ­Nm lh£¾cÊe¡­bl HLV¡ m¡Ce - La 
AS¡e¡­l S¡e¡C­m a¥¢j La O­l ¢c­m Wy¡C - k¡l 
Ni£la¡ B­N h¤T­a f¢l¢ez lh£¾cÊe¡­bl L¡­R 
Bs¡­m ­b­L ­pC A­cM¡ ¢k¢e LmL¡¢W ­e­s 
Q­m­Re ¢a¢e dl¡ f­s ¢N­u¢R­mez Bj¡l SeÈ 
­b­L S£he e¡V­Ll ­pC e¡VÉL¡l La A­ˆl 
La cª­nÉl j­dÉ ¢c­u ­p¢ce ­ke j¤q̈­aÑl S­eÉ 
q­mJ fËL¡¢na q­mez 
 

Bj¡l S£h­el ja fË­aÉL j¡e¤­olC Hj¢e fËbj 
­cM¡l ­fR­e e¡e¡¢hd OVe¡l ­k¡Np§œ B­Rz 
fË­aÉ­LC ­pC ph ¢m¢fhÜ Ll¡l ­Qø¡ Ll­m HL 
HLV¡ jq¡i¡la q­u k¡­hz Bj¡l ¢e­Sl S£h­el 
A­eL L¡¢qe£l j­dÉ ­b­L Bl HL¢V L¡¢qe£ HC 
f¢lZa hu­p fËL¡n Ll¡l BL¡´M¡ f§ZÑ Ll¡l HC 
p¤¤­k¡N ­eJu¡ Ap‰a q­h h­m j­e qu e¡z 
¢LR¥¢ce B­N ­p L¡¢qe£ AÒf ¢hÙ¹l S¡e¡S¡¢e 
q­u ­N­R h­mC a¡­L Bl HLV¥M¡¢e p¡¢S­u 
…¢R­u fËL¡n Ll¡l HC fËu¡pz 
 

pÇfË¢a Bj¡­cl f’¡n hR­ll ¢hh¡q h¡¢oÑL£l 
Ae¤ù¡e Bj¡­cl öi¡L¡´M£ L­uLSe Bj¡­cl 
L¡­R ­N¡fe ­l­M p¡sð­l ­ki¡­h B­u¡Se 
L­l¢Rm a¡­a Bjl¡ ­klLj A¢iïa, QjvL«a, 
Be¢¾ca q­u¢R ­p HL L¡¢qe£ k¡l hZÑe¡ HM¡­e 
euz HM¡­e B¢j hZÑe¡ ­ch¡l ­Qø¡ Llh ay¡l, 
¢k¢e Am­rÉ ­b­L H­Ll fl HL cªnÉfV 
f¢lhaÑe L­l L­l Bj¡l S£hep¢‰e£l p­‰ fËbj 
p¡r¡­al p¤¤­k¡N O¢V­u ¢c­mez AN¢ea ­pC 
cªnÉfV…¢ml j­dÉ p¡j¡eÉ L­uL¢V fËL¡n Ll¡l 
E­Ÿ­nÉ ­pC e¡VÉL¡­ll Aa¥me£u lQe¡°nm£l 
¢ecnÑe ­c­M ay¡­L Ae¤ih Ll¡l ­L±nm¢V ­S­e 
deÉ qJu¡z 
 

Bj¡l SeÈ LmL¡a¡u q­mJ Bj¡l S£he öl¦ 
q­u¢Rm m¡­q¡l nq­lz Cw­lS plL¡­ll LjÑQ¡l£  
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¢q­p­h Bj¡l h¡h¡ ­c­n ¢h­c­n e¡e¡ nq­l O¤l­ae 
h­m ö­e¢Rz ­ppju fËh¡p£ h¡P¡m£l¡ ­k nq­l Ahpl 
¢e­ae p¡d¡lZa ­pC nq­lC ­b­L ­k­aez ­pC ¢q­p­h 
Bj¡l i¡­NÉJ fËh¡p S£he ­mM¡ b¡L­a f¡la ¢L¿¹¥ 
¢h¢dl ¢mMe ¢Rm a¡l ¢hfl£az Bj¡l i¡­NÉl Q¡L¡ 
f§hÑ h¡wm¡u Bj¡­cl f§hÑfl¦­ol ¢i­Vu ¢e­u Hm h¡h¡l 
BL¢ØjL jªaÉ¥ O¢V­uz ­pC NË¡j LmL¡a¡ ­b­L qu­a¡ 
­cs­n¡ j¡Cm c§l q­hz ¢L¿¹¥ LmL¡a¡ ­b­L ­pM¡­e 
­f±­R¡­a ­VÊe, ØV£j¡l, a¡lf­l ­e±­L¡u Qs­a qaz 
pju m¡Na fË¡u Q¢în O¾V¡z Bj¡­cl NË¡­j L¡­l¡ O¢s 
¢Rm e¡, ¢L¿¹¥ f¡n¡f¡¢n Q¡l­V NË¡j ¢e­u HLV¡ q¡Cú¥m 
¢Rmz I NË¡j ­b­L ­mM¡fs¡ ¢n­M A­e­LC AeÉœ 
L­mS f¡n L­l i¡lah­oÑl ¢h¢iæ nq­l LjÑS£he 
öl¦ Ll­aez ­pL¡­m Bj¡­cl NË¡j ­b­L j¡Cm c­nL 
c§­ll HLV¡ NË¡j ­b­L p¡aSe BC ¢p Hp A¢gp¡l 
q­u¢R­mez HC ph fËh¡p£l¡ fË¡uC f§­S¡l pju ­c­n 
Bp­ae, H­p NË¡­jl Eæ¢a Ll¡l ­Qø¡ Ll­aez 
Bj¡l I NË¡­jl A¢i‘a¡ hZÑe¡ Ll­a ­N­m HLV¡ 
c£OÑ L¡¢qe£ ¢mM­a q­h k¡ HC fËp­‰ hm¡l fË­u¡Se 
­eCz 
 

k¡C ­q¡L I ú¥m ­b­L fy¡QhRl f­l jÉ¡¢VÊL¥­mne 
fl£r¡ ¢c­u Bj¡l HL ¢fa«hå¥l p¡q¡­kÉ LmL¡a¡u 
l¡jL«o· ¢jn­el R¡œ¡h¡­p h‰h¡p£ L­m­S i¢šÑ qCz 
k¢cJ BnËj ­b­L L­mS ­k­a h¡­p VÊ¡­j EW­a qa 
a¡q­mJ ­pL¡­m l¡jL«o· ¢jn­el R¡œ­cl h‰h¡p£ 
L­m­S j¡C­e ¢c­a qa e¡z Bqa Ml­Ql p¡j¡eÉ 
V¡L¡l hÉhÙÛ¡ Ll­ae j¡z I Q¡l hR­ll L¡¢qe£J Lj 
QjLfËc eu ah¤J HC fËp­‰ HLV¡ OVe¡ fËL¡nLl­m 
h¡ýmÉ q­h e¡z R¡œ¡h¡­pl ­R­ml¡ ¢h¢dæ L­m­S 
fsaz Bjl¡ fË­aÉ­L ¢e­S­cl ¢fËu j¡ø¡ljn¡C­cl 
f’j¤­M N¡e N¡Ca¡jz j¡­T j¡­T Bjl¡ p¤¤¢h­dja 
AeÉ L­m­Sl LÓ¡p L­l Bpa¡j, ­hn i¡­m¡C 
m¡Naz ­pL¡­m h‰h¡p£ L­m­S ­L¢j¢ØVÊl ¢hMÉ¡a 
fË­gpl ¢R­me mÉ¡X¢m­j¡qe ¢jœ, ay¡l LÓ¡­p 
¢amd¡l­el S¡uN¡ b¡La e¡z ¢hcÉ¡p¡Nl L­m­Sl 
¢g¢SLÚ­pl AdÉ¡f­Ll fËnwp¡ öea¡j M¤h Bj¡l 
L­uLSe pqf¡W£l L¡­Rz ¢a¢e l¡uQy¡c ­fËjQy¡c 
úm¡l, QjvL¡l fs¡ez pju L­l J­cl p­‰ HL¢ce 
ay¡l hš²«a¡ n­eJ Hm¡jz d¤¢a f¡”¡¢h Q¡cl N¡­u 
­p±jÉL¡¢¿¹ dfd­f gpÑ¡ ­Qq¡l¡, HLh¡l ­cM­mC j­e  
 

b¡L¡l jaz H L¡¢qe£l Aha¡le¡ HC L¡l­e ­k 
m£m¡ju Am­rÉ ­b­L cn hRl f­l ay¡l p­‰ 
H­Lh¡­l ¢iæ f¢l­h­n ­cM¡ L¢l­u ¢c­u¢R­mez 

 

I cn hR­ll j­dÉ A­eL OVe¡ O­V ­N­Rz ­cni¡N 
q­u­R, f§hÑ h¡wm¡ ­b­L Bj¡l j¡ Bl ­h¡e­L ¢e­u 
pwp¡l fhÑ öl¦ q­u­Rz cjc­j j¡¢Vl ¢ia hy¡­nl 
Qy¡­Ql ­hs¡ ¢c­u ¢V­el O­l Bj¡­cl h¡pz S¢j­a 
p¤¤f¤¢l , e¡l­Lm , Bj , ­fu¡l¡ , ­MS¥l N¡R ¢Rmz 
i¡s¡ h¡s£l hc­m "¢eS q¡­a Ns¡ ­j¡l Ly¡Q¡ Ol 
M¡p¡' Lb¡V¡l j§mÉ h¤T­a f¡lm¡jz p¤¤­Ml ¢ce…­m¡ 
â¥aN¢a­a L¡V­a m¡Nmz I h¡s£ ­b­L ØVÉ¡¢VpÚL¡m 
CeÚ¢ØV¢VE­V L¡S Ll­a k¡Cz hRl c¤C f­l Bj¡l 
i¡NÉ­cha¡ Bj¡­L JM¡e ­b­L ­V­e ¢e­u i¡la 
plL¡­ll f¤ehÑ¡pe cç­l h¢p­u ¢c­mez ­pM¡­e 
p¡­qh£ ­f¡o¡L fl¡ l£¢az S£h­e ­pC fËbj p¤¤ÉV V¡C 
fl­a ¢nMm¡jz I Ly­sOl ­b­L IlLj p¡­S 
­h­l¡­e¡  j¡e¡u e¡ plL¡l£ N¡s£­a JM¡e ­b­L 
Hu¡l­f¡VÑ ¢N­u ­fÔ­e L­l H¢cL J¢cL k¡Ju¡z a­h 
­p ­a¡ p¡j¡eÉ, M¤h Lj ­m¡­LC S¡ea ­k LmL¡a¡u 
Bj¡l ¢eSü A¢gp ­pL¡­ml A¢iS¡a f¡s¡l 
¢jXÚmÚVe ­l¡­Xl HL fË¡p¡­cl ja h¡s£­az 

 

cjcj LÉ¡¾Ve­j¾V ­ØVne ­b­L fËbj ­nËe£­a B¢j 
k¡Ju¡ Bp¡ L¢lz ­p k¤­N Bjl¡ ­VÊ­el fËbj 
­nËe£­a d£­l p¤¤­ÙÛ JW¡e¡j¡ Ll­a f¡la¡jz HLV¡C 
L¡jl¡ b¡La, ­l¡S k¡a¡u¡a Ll¡u pqk¡œ£­cl j­dÉ 
­hn O¢eùa¡ q­u ¢N­u¢Rmz 

 

¢hh¡q­k¡NÉ f¡œ ¢q­p­h Bj¡l f¢lQu A­e­L ­S­e 
­g­m¢R­me Bj¡l pqLjÑ£ pqk¡œ£ Bl f¡s¡l 
­m¡­L­cl j¡dÉ­jz a¡­cl Ae¤­l¡d Hs¡­a e¡ ­f­l 
a¡­cl p­‰ c¤ ¢ae¢V f¡œ£ ­c­MJ ­g­m¢R ¢L¿¹¥ 
a¡­cl Bj¡l j­e dl¡­a f¡¢l¢ez HCi¡­h ¢ce 
L¡V­R, qW¡v HL NË£×jLB­ml l¢hh¡l pL¡­m HL 
iâ­m¡L Bl iâj¢qm¡ N¡s£ L­l Bj¡­cl ¢V­el 
O­ll h¡l¡¾c¡u Bj¡l p¡j­e H­p cy¡s¡­mez 
NljL¡m, Bj¡l qu­a¡ N¡­u ­N¢”J ¢Rm e¡z 
h¡l¡¾c¡u h­p B¢j qu­a¡ ¢LR¥ fs¢Rm¡j Bl 
a¡mf¡M¡ ¢c­u h¡a¡p Ll¢Rm¡jz ay¡l¡ Bj¡­L 
hm­me - "Bjl¡ HLV¡ ¢h­ul pðå ¢e­u H­p¢Rz'  
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B¢j HLV¥ baja ­M­u hmm¡j, "Bj¡l j¡ ­ia­l 
B­Re, Bfe¡l¡ ay¡l p­‰ Lb¡ hm¤ez' j¡ qu­a¡ l¡æ¡ 
Ll¢R­me aMe, Jy­cl j­dÉ ¢L Lb¡ qm S¡¢ee¡z k¡h¡l 
pju iâ­m¡L¢V hm­me, "Bfe¡l A¢g­p HL¢ce 
¢h­L­m Bj¡l A¢gp ­glv B¢j Bp­a f¡¢l, 
Bfe¡l L­h p¤¤¢h­d q­h?' h¤Tm¡j Bj¡l A¢gp¢V 
­L¡b¡u a¡ E¢e S¡­eez  
 
­ppju pç¡­q Q¡l¢ce B¢j A¢gp ­b­L ¢p¢V L­m­Sl 
l¡¢š­ll LÓ¡­p fs¡­a k¡Cz ­k¢ce LÓ¡p b¡­L e¡ ­aje 
HLV¡ ¢ce Jy­L Bp­a hmm¡jz ­p¢ce E¢e kMe 
­fy±­R¡­me, Bj¡l A¢gp aMe R¥¢Vz ¢nu¡mc¡ ­b­L 
B¢j ­VÊ­e L­l h¡s£ k¡hz ¢h­L­m B¢j ­VÊ­e h¡ h¡­p 
EWa¡j e¡z ­kM¡­e k¡h¡l ­qy­V Q­m ­ka¡jz ­pL¡­m 
g¥Vf¡b…­m¡ TLT­L b¡La, qy¡V­a ¢N­u ­m¡­Ll p­‰ 
N¡­u N¡ ­WLa e¡, h¡a¡pJ ­hn f¢l×L¡l ¢Rmz 
iâ­m¡L­L hmm¡j, "B¢j HMe qy¡Vh ¢nu¡mc¡l ¢c­L, 
Bfe¡l Ap¤¤¢h­d e¡ q­m qy¡V­a qy¡V­a Bjl¡ Lb¡ 
hm­a f¡¢lz E¢e e¡ hm­a f¡l­me e¡, öem¡j Bj¡l 
f­b j¡CmM¡­eL qy¡V¡l fl Jy­L AeÉfb dl­a q­h 
Jyl h¡s£l ¢c­Lz k­bø pju, Bj¡­cl flØf­ll ¢LR¥V¡ 
f¢lQu f¡Ju¡ ­Nmz B¢j HLpju ¢S­‘p L­l 
­gmm¡j, "Bfe¡l ­h¡e­L ­cM­a k¡h¡l B­N Bj¡l 
HLV¡ fËnÀ B­Rz Bfe¡l ­h¡e ¢L p¤¤¾cl£ ? "Hje 
­M¡m¡M¤¢m fË­nÀl S­eÉ fËÙ¹¥a ¢R­me e¡ E¢ez iÉ¡h¡QÉ¡L¡ 
­M­u ­Y¡L ¢N­m hm­me, "j¡­e, J­L p¤¤nË£ hm¡ Q­mz' 
Hje pl¡p¢l fË­nÀl Ešl qu e¡ ­pV¡ h¤Tm¡j, a¡ R¡s¡ 
¢h­ul hÉ¡f¡­l ­L Bl ¢e­Sl ­h¡e­L AeÉlLj hm­hz 
k¡C ­q¡L iâ­m¡­Ll Aj¡¢uL üi¡hV¡ Bj¡l ­hn 
i¡­m¡ ­m­N¢Rm, fR¾c ­q¡L h¡ e¡ ­q¡L HLV¡ l¢hh¡l 
¢h­L­m Jy­cl h¡s£ k¡h h­m ¢cm¡jz E¢e hm­me Jyl 
Ù»£ f¢ÕQjh‰ plL¡­ll A¢gp¡l, Bjl¡ ay¡l ­L¡u¡VÑ¡­l 
k¡hz E¢e X¡em­fl C”¢eu¡l, ­pM¡eL¡l ­L¡u¡VÑ¡l f­s 
B­Rz E¢e LmL¡a¡ ­b­L q¡Js¡ ­ØVn­e ¢N­u Bj¡l 
ja ­X¢m fÉ¡­p”¡¢l L­lez 
 

h­m ­a¡ ¢cm¡j ¢L¿¹¥ L¡R¡L¡¢R Bj¡l A¢ii¡h­Ll 
ja ­a¡ ­LE ­eCz Hl B­N LeÉ¡f­rl q­u 
Bj¡l pqLjÑ£l¡ Lb¡h¡aÑ¡ h­m­R, B¢j a¡­cl 
p­‰C ­N¢Rz ¢L¿¹¥ Hh¡l ¢L hÉhÙÛ¡ Ll¡ k¡u i¡h­a 
i¡h­a ­VÊ­e E­W hpm¡jz LÓ¡p e¡ b¡L­m pL¡­ml 
pqk¡œ£­cl A­eL­LC f¡Ju¡ k¡u ­gl¡l ­VÊ­ez 
N¡s£­a EW­aC HLSe h­m EW­me, "Hp Hp 
fË­gpl, ­a¡j¡l S­eÉ A­fr¡ Ll¢Rm¡j, BS ­a¡ 
­a¡j¡l LÓ¡p ­eC, HM¡­e h­p fsz' Q¢L­a HLV¡ 
jamh ­M­m ­Nm j¡b¡uz Hy­cl j­dÉ Se c¤C fËh£Z 
pqk¡œ£­cl Bj¡l A¢ii¡hL q­u p­‰ ­k­a h­m 
­c¢M e¡ ­Lez Bj¡­L ­a¡ Hyl¡ ­R¡V i¡C­ul ja 
­pÀq L­lez p¡l¡p¢l Lb¡ hm­aC Jyl¡ p­‰ p­‰ 
l¡S£, N¡s£l j­dÉ ­S¡l Nm¡u Lmlh öl¦ q­u 
­Nm, fË­gp­ll ¢h­u, ¢jø¡æ S¥V­h Bj¡­clz 

 

¢Sa¥c¡ Bl X¡š²¡lh¡h¤­L ¢e­u kb¡pj­u ­fy±­R¡m¡jz 
­L¡u¡VÑ¡l ­c¡am¡uz Ls¡ e¡s­a ­pC iâ­m¡­Ll 
p­‰ Bl HLSe ­p±jÉL¡¢¿¹ f¤l¦o Ll­S¡­s 
Bj¡­cl ü¡Na S¡e¡­mez ­pC fËh£Z hÉ¢š²¢V­L 
­c­MC ¢Qe­a f¡lm¡jz cn hRl B­N ¢hcÉ¡p¡Nl 
L­m­S Hyl LÓ¡p Ll­aC ¢N­u¢Rm¡j B¢jz 
C¢aj­dÉ ­pC iâ­m¡L f¢lQu L¢l­u ¢c­u­Re Jyl 
h¡h¡ h­mz a¡q­m ­a¡ Hyl ­j­u­LC Bjl¡ ­cM­a 
H­p¢Rz Jyl¡ hp¡l O­l Bj¡­cl ¢aeSe­L HLV¡ 
­p¡g¡u h¢p­u ¢e­Sl¡ f¡­nl Bl HLV¡ ­p¡g¡u 
hp­mez Ha¢ce f­l Sm­k¡­Nl ¢L hÉhÙÛ¡ q­u¢Rm 
Bj¡l j­e ­eCz 

 

pjuja ­LE HLSe ­j­u¢V­L ¢e­u Hmz Jl 
j¤­Ml ¢c­L cª¢ø fs­aC ­Le S¡¢ee¡ J­L B¢j 
j­e j­e Bj¡l f¡­n H­e cy¡s L¡l¡m¡jz Bj¡l 
HLV¥J ¢àd¡ lCm e¡, fËbj ­cM¡l j¤q̈­aÑC B¢j 
­cM­a ­f­u¢R Bj¡l S£hep¢‰e£­Lz a­h HC 
­k¡N¡­k¡N ­Lje L­l OVm Bl ­Lje L­l Jyl¡ 
f¢ÕQj h¡wm¡l h¡¢p¾c¡ q­u f§hÑh¡wm¡l h¡Ù¹¥q¡l¡ 
Bj¡l på¡e ­f­u¢R­me ­p Bl HL L¡¢qe£z 
 
 

                                                     **************** 
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g¢¾c NË¡­jl e¾c£p¡­qh 
¢q­õ¡m l¡u 

 
g¢¾cNË¡­jl O¤O¤ h¡¢p¾c¡ Nc¡C QlZ e¾c£ - 
NZqaÉ¡ ­m¢m­u ¢a¢e b¡­Le eSlh¾c£! 

m¡m h¡S¡l Hl f¤¢mn p¤¤f¡l ­O¡V­LnÄl h¡m¡, 
Bl jq¡Ll­Zl i­ânÄl ¢e­Sl Bfe n¡m¡! 
L¥RÚ f­l¡u¡ iu ­eC a¡l Q­me Nc¡C Q¡­m - 
j¡­pl ­n­o ­ce¡ ­jV¡­a f¡e e¡ f¡¢e q¡­m! 
iNÀ£f¢al HC c¤ŸÑn¡­aC H­N¡e n¡m¡àu - 

pw­N B­ee …ä¡l cm, Hhw a¡l¡C Lb¡ Lu! 
 

L¡­m¡h¡S¡l£ J S¥u¡Q¥¢l­a dÉ¡ejNÀ Nc¡C, 
f¡¢s Sj¡e ­cn -¢h­c­n, S¡q¡S-­fÔ­e pc¡C! 
­Q¡m¡C jc Hl Bsv il¡ NË¡­j-N­”l h¡¢s - 
ýC¢ú ­M­m fup¡ m¡­N, a¡C ¢a¢e M¡e a¡¢s! 
p¡yL­lc cm J j¿»£ jqm L­l a¡l …ZN¡e- 

­T¡f h¤­T ­L¡f ­j­lC a¡l¡ L­l k¡u p¤¤l¡ f¡e! 
l¡Se£¢a Bl ¢Vèe£ fV¥ Nc¡C Hl Su SuL¡l - 

d¤C­u ¢c­u­R jq¡lb£­cl ¢Om¤ J jNS p¡l! 
 

l¡SaÆ ü¡­c hm£u¡e n¡m¡ i­ânÄl ­Q¡M h¤y­S - 
a¡¢è m¡N¡e BCe L¡e¤­e, f¡C e¡ a¡y­L ­k M§y­S! 

­O¡V­LnÄl ­O¡VLfª­ù O¤o Hl hÙ¹¡ ¢e­u- 
p¤¤Cp hÉ¡w­L V¡L¡ Sj¡ ­ce hR­ll ­n­o ¢N­u! 

e¡jÚL¡ Ju¡­Ù¹ BuLl ihe hs p¡­q­hl Cw¢N­a- 
CeÚL¡j VÉ¡„ LÓ£u¡­l¾p ­cu jq¡Ll­Zl ¢XwN£­a! 

jpÚec ph ¢cõ£­a B­R, L­le L¡l¡ ­k ¢L R¡C _ 
p¡d¡lZ ­m¡L ¢el¦f¡u q­u a¥­m k¡e öd¤ q¡C! 

…¢ml BJu¡S J …a¡e£ i­u­a Bj Sea¡l cm- 
­gm­R q¡¢l­u Lã a¡­cl, BnÄ¡pJ a¡C Vmjm! 
g¾c£NË¡­jl e¾c£p¡­qh J a¡l p¡yL­lc q¡mQ¡m - 
¢d‚¡l ­cu j¡e¢hLa¡u, ­hy­Q b¡L¡V¡C L¡m! 

a¡C NSÑ¡C h­p fËh¡­pl iÿ­u, f¡C e¡ m¡¢W h¡ Ty¡V¡ - 
je h­m J­W, qÉ¡­m¡ ­q ¢cõ£ - c¤ L¡e C ­a¡j¡l L¡V¡? 

 

Aa£a J haÑj¡e 
Al¦e L¥j¡l c¡p 

 

A¢a¢b c§u¡­l H­p­R fbi¥­m 
pwp¡­l ¢e­Sl ¢LR¥ ­eC ¢aeL¥­m 
Aa£­a ¢Rm e¡j Ll¡ S¢jc¡l 
haÑj¡­e ¢exü q­u­R pj-Sj¡c¡l 

­k±b f¢lh¡l ¢Rm SjSj¡V 
¢iæe­a q­u ­Nm ¢hï¡V 

Aa£­a …l¦S­el¡ ­f­u­R ejú¡l 
haÑj¡­e fË¢a fc­r­f f¡­µR ¢alú¡l 

B­N ­R­m ­j­ul¡ …l¦Se­cl Lla fËe¡j 
haÑj¡e Bh¡q pw­r­f Ll­R ­pm¡j 
fËS­eÈl ­R­ml¡ fl­R HMe L¡­el c¤m 
¢he¤e£ L­l l¡M­R a¡­cl j¡b¡l Q¥m 

f’¡n E­ÜÑ j¡e¤­ol¡ j¡b¡u ¢c­µR e¡e¡ lw 
H ­k­e¡ hup­L Q¥¢l L­l ­hy­Q b¡L¡l ea¥e Ywz 

 
 

h¡­fl h¡s£ 
öLÓ¡ ­chnjÑ¡ 

 

j¡­ul Bj¡l pju q­m¡, 
Bp­R h¡­fl h¡s£z 

­Lje L­l k¡­h ­ØVne, 
dl­h ­l­ml N¡s£z 

j¡­ul p¡­b m¡Ce ¢c­u 
Q­m ph¡C j¡j¡l h¡s£z 
L¡¢aÑL i¡u¡, N­Zn c¡c¡, 
j¡ mrÈ£ J plüa£ ­ch£z 

mÉ¡fVf, BCfX il­a b¡­L hÉ¡N Vfz 
pju L­l ¢Le­a q­h 

j¡C­œ²¡J­ui Bl ¢gÓfgÓfz 
­a¡s­S¡s Bl ­n¡l­N¡­m, 
jq¡­c­hl dÉ¡e¢V i¡­‰, 

B­l B­l Qm­m ­L¡b¡u? 
Bj¡u ­g­m l­‰ Y­‰z 
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A­fr¡ 
             n¢jÑù¡ c¡p, LmL¡a¡ 

 
A­fr¡, A­fr¡ L¡l SeÉ A­fr¡?  

A­fr¡l fl A­fr¡ B­p 
S£he ­k­a ­k­a h­m k¡u A­fr¡l fl ¢hl¢š² B­p 

n§eÉ h¤­L Ni£l l¡­a a¡l¡l¡J ¢L i¡­p ? 
­L S¡N­R, ­L O¤­j¡­µR l¡­al ¢L k¡u h¡ B­pz 

¢ce k¡u, l¡a B­p, l¡­al p­‰ O¤j 
O¤­jl p­‰ üfÀ B­p q­m Q¡¢l¢cL ¢exT¥j 

m¡mfl£, e£mfl£ ü­fÀl j¡­T e¡­Q 
 
       ¢eâ¡q£­el L¡­R Jl¡ p¢aÉC hs ¢j­R 
A­fr¡, A­fr¡ L¡l SeÉ A­fr¡ - ­Le HC E­fr¡? 

E­f¢r­al L¡­R fË¢a l¡a ­ke ea¥e ­L¡e ¢nr¡ 
 

p¿¹¡eq£e¡ p¿¹¡­el Bn¡u L­l A­fr¡ 
Q¡L¥l£q£e ­hL¡l k¤hL L­l ­Le Q¡L¥l£l A­fr¡ 

A¢hh¡¢qal¡ ¢h­ul SeÉJ L­l A­fr¡ 
j¤j§o¤Ñ ­l¡N£l h¡s£l ­m¡L ­Le a¡l ­nok¡œ¡l SeÉ L­l 

BjlZ A­fr¡ 
AbÑq£e A­bÑl SeÉ L­l Q­m ¢el¿¹l A­fr¡ 

 
j¡e¤­ol S£he hsC S¢Vm, je q­a Q¡u ¢hh¡N£ 

ph¡C Q¡u HLµRœ A¢dL¡l - q­a Q¡u pjË¡V, pjË¡‘£ 
BS ­LE L­l e¡ L¡­l¡ SeÉ ¢h¾c¥j¡œ A­fr¡ 

L¡­l¡ pju ­eC ""¢e­SC ­k ph'' - HC ­f­u­R ¢nr¡ 
e£mfl£, m¡mfl£l¡J ­j­m e¡ f¡Me¡V¡ 

e¡ b¡L¥L O¤j ¢X­ú¡ ­bLÚ j¡¢a­u ­c­h ­k jeV¡ 
j­cl ­en¡, S¥­u¡l Bcl, Bl ¢L Q¡C S£he ­k HLV¡ 

 
a¡C A­fr¡l fl A­fr¡ eu, E­fr¡C B­p 
a¡l¡ ­k j¡e¤o eu a¡C ¢WL pj­uC k¡u B­p 

l¡­al h¤­L­a ­ke üC­µR­aC i¡­p 
¢fËuS­el p¤¤Mc¤x­M j¡e¤oC L¡y­c q¡­p 

¢eâ¡q£e¡l Ni£l l¡­a ­L¡e ¢fËuSe ¢L üC­µR­aC B­p? 
­L S¡N­R, ­L O¤­j¡­µR l¡­al ¢L k¡u h¡ B­p 

­p ­a¡ aMe a¡l¡M¢Qa ¢hn¡m BL¡­n a¡l¡­clC p¡­b 
­j­nz 

 

EšlZ 
       p¤¤af¡ c¡p 

 
B­m¡ c¤q¡a h¡¢s­u AåL¡l­L X¡L­m¡ 

""H­p¡'' --- 
¢pÀ‡ ­fË­jl fË­m­f ­Y­L ­Nm L¡­m¡ 

j¤š² q¡¢pl RV¡u 
j¢mea¡ ­Nm c§­l --- 
håe ­q¡­m¡ cªtzz 

 
Jf¡s¡l W¡e¢c¢c H­p hm­m¡ 

L¡­m L¡­m La --- 
j¤‡ j¡u¡l h­n f¤l¦o ¢pwq! 

 
ïjl L¡­m¡ c¤­Q¡­Ml a¡l¡u 

c¤ø¥ q¡¢pl ¢T¢mL 
E­fr¡ Ll­m¡ fË¡Q£­el ­R¡– ­p Lb¡z 

 
a¡lfl ­L­V k¡u La na ­hm¡ --- 

­L¡b¡u ­pC NÒfLb¡? 
 

j¤‡ fË¡­Zl EµRÅ¡p 
Bh¡qe L­l f¢hœ öi mNÀz 

L¢Q L¢Q c¤¢V q¡a 
c£f¢nM¡ S¡N¡u ­Q¡­M 

¢pÀ‡, fËn¡¿¹zz 
 

 
 

 



 

p. 56 
11441155  

 

Planning  it back to Calcutta once  again? 
Joydip Ghosh 

 

These days real estate in Calcutta is a smart 
way to invest funds, considerably the smartest as 
the returns are more lucrative than that in the 
stock market or other avenues as compared to 
even fifteen years back. At least among the 
wealthy Calcuttans, especially the NRI’s of the city, 
this is the popular belief. Even my friend Rajat 
working with a New Delhi based American funding 
agency, earning his salary in Dollars, of course, 
‘otherwise what’s the use’ he would put it, might 
be thinking in the same manner as he also booked 
a splash 3-room flat, apartment as it is commonly 
called, at Joka near IIM Catcutta in the south-west 
suburbs of the city, apart from his 2-room one in 
Gurgaon. The decision is how much emotional and 
how much practical is the main question in my 
mind today.  
 
Built on the vast unused land of the closed-shop 
Usha factory in the midst of south Calcutta – once 
renowned for its exports and probably the last-in-
the-row example of non-industrialization of West 
Bengal – South City was marketed among the NRI’s 
more, as it is heard, than the Calcutta based rich 
and elite class. However, big names like Sourav, 
Rituparna, Prosenjit, Neotias and Budhias must be 
the exceptions because of their affordability to 
purchase a penthouse at above 30th floor levels of 
the 3-tower 35-storey skyscrapers. For some, it is 
also a question of prestige not to have an 
apartment there.  
 
But for the commoners it is a good place to have 
fun, for an outing in the centrally AC arena during 
weekends and holidays and good for the college 
students getting a place to share moment of 
happiness with the loved ones in a so called 
secluded manner – ‘never mind whoever is looking 
on, we’re in South City Mall now!’ is the idea. This 
is one thing the Calcutta youth missed for years!  

 Why go to the dark, shabby and untidy ‘Babu 
Ghat’, Millennium Park or Eden Gardens full of 
below standard surroundings anymore? Boat 
riding in the Ganga is old fashioned and not the in 
thing now. When you are with a date the 
ambience must also matter.  
 

Once upon a time having a plot in Salt Lake City, in the 
then outskirts of the city, was a matter of pride in 
Calcutta. Much before that the aristocracy was to 
have one house in New Alipore. Alipore was as it were 
a place for the ‘rahish’ (rich). Affording a house in the 
Calcutta’s most posh area was something 
unreachable for the common people and the place 
has remained the same today maintaining its age old 
gravity. A walk or a drive down the streets of the area 
is a matter of deep sigh for many a rich as the area 
probably can help but accommodate any more new 
comers. 
 

For the middle class others areas bear the same 
feeling. Like being a child I have also seen my mother 
relishing big pride getting to mention at least once 
during the introductory conversation to any new 
comer that, her ‘baper bari’ (father’s habitat) was at 
Jodhpur Park located in the South Calcutta. I still 
remember, even a few years back, my ‘dadu’ 
(maternal Grandpa) mentioned it in my 
chhotomama’s (younger maternal uncle) matrimonial 
advertisement that, he is the future owner of the 1st 
floor flat of his three storied mansion, now appearing 
smaller than most other standing high above on all 
sides.  
 

But, gone are the days. Today, the new generation 
Calcutta people – most of them coming from different 
parts of West Bengal and settling down in various 
parts of the city in search of work and domicile as well 
– prefer Diamond City West near Joka or Rajarhat or 
Sherwood Gardens near Narendrapur more to the so 
called posh areas within the city.  
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Even two generations ago nobody would find even 
a faint connection of there older generations in 
this city, but today this population is the major 
driving force behind the demand pull of Calcutta’s 
middle class related real estate property and 
business. As a result, the city is expanding in all 
sides.  

 
One reason that Calcutta suburbs real estate is 
getting dearer day by day these days is the scarcity 
of space inside the city. Although the Calcutta 
Corporation people, having the administrative 
control of Calcutta, would not agree, the city has 
probably grown to its fullest horizontally; which 
leads to the thought that the only place to grab in 
Calcutta for habitation is its air space now. So, let’s 
go up – away from the dirty dust, deadly smoke, 
dense fumes, deafening sound and dreadful 
pollution. Believe it or not, there is ample scope 
for the business of building erections like the 
South City in every corner of the city – East, West 
and North. Any takers?  
 
But there are problems. Calcutta’s road traffic is 
getting worse and deadly slow day by day with the 
number of cars and other vehicles outnumbering 
the vehicle bearing capacity of the city roads as 
there is lack of proper planning from the part of 
the administrative and traffic departments. Metro 
Rail is a good relief though; it is never – never was 
it – the solution to the city traffic problem, where 
more than 80-90 lakhs of people commute 
everyday, most of them being outsiders. It is, 
therefore, considerably a lesser pain to stay away 
from Calcutta for those who can afford it in order 
to stay out of the maddening crowd of the city. 
Only come here once in a while to see an old 
relative, that’s it! 
 

One of my professionally successful relatives, 
owner of a re-rolling mill near Bhubaneshwar in 
Orissa, recently bought an apartment at the 
Moore Avenue area in the southern part of the 
city. The 3000 sq ft cozy flat cost him more than 62 
Lakhs. Recently, I was invited at the ‘grihapravesh’ 
puja at the new household and the place was 
really enjoyable decorated with a reflection of the 
choice and style of the person, mainly his wife’s, 
who is a doctor.  
 

 Now, the point is, where the price of the Calcutta 
property is finally going to hit? If today, one is 
buying a real estate property like this at a price tag 
of 60 Lakhs and staying there for at least, say, 10 
years before he decides to change his habitat once 
again; then what price he might expect to get on 
reselling the old property which he acquired today 
at such a high price? Considering the rate of 
increase in real estate property price and the 
devaluation of money, as it is envisaged today, his 
property price should not be less than One Crore 
at that time. Will there be any takers? I could not 
ask the question to him that day. It still remains 
unanswered to me as at that time at that price or 
a little more, outside Calcutta would perhaps be a 
better choice. 
 

Will Calcutta property be worth that much even after 
ten years from now when the general trend among 
the next generation people, who is actually earning 
the money, is to go out of the city in a big way? I have 
also seen people debating over questions like, what is 
the point of buying an apartment at Hiranandani in 
Bombay at 30 Crores. Better go a little back, to Thane 
and reduce the amount of the price tag to a 
considerably low level, almost one fourth, and enjoy 
the same facilities. The only thing is one would need a 
little more time to reach the heart of the city thanks 
to the eight-lane-one-way high roads connecting the 
two cities. Where are such facilities in Calcutta now 
and when it will be possible? Nobody knows.  
 

The question is not always affordability as the choice 
of life style also counts a lot while one decides to take 
on a real estate investment. If one has the fund, one 
can always build a beautiful and splash grooming 
room where he actually spends the smallest part of 
the day. Calcutta is a different place than Bombay 
with the people here contemplating a whole world of 
difference in their mentality and thought process and 
as a result, life style; never mind what amount of 
money they have in their bank accounts. One 
probably can’t expect people from Calcutta taking a 
direct-four-and-a-half-hour-daily Emirates flight to 
Dubai to spend a family weekend there in a country 
club. This is not probably there in the blood of 
Calcutta and something that will take a long time 
more for the Calcuttans to catch on.  
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Recently, I had a chance to visit my boss’s under 
construction 40 lakh apartment in the middle 
tower of South City and it was really a beautiful 
sight to grab a view at the Calcutta City, appearing 
really like the ‘queen of all cities’ from the height 
of the top floor terrace of the 35 storied building – 
the highest residential building in the city so far 
and Eastern India as well, as the promoters claim 
– in an ambience which is much cooler, much less 
noisy, much freshly aired, the points which the 
Calcutta commoners are going to give it a miss at 
the ground or grass root levels; for whom the 
place will remain a place for entertainment only 
for many years to come.  
 

 Calcutta looked as serene, green, clean and calm 
as one would always dream it to be and mostly 
impossible to realize once putting one’s foot down 
on the ground reality of today. Calcutta still has 
that charm in its bearing, by default, but it is highly 
over used, mostly misused, and the glaze of the 
city has, therefore, simply faded away – sad, but 
true – for obvious reasons like any other shiny 
things. So, how much the big guns shout, against 
this, the shine is gone for good. Let’s face it! 
Politicians shout slogans, walk in big processions 
stalling the already slow city life – most of the 
time at the cost of the city’s interest – be it the 
‘bandh’ or ‘dharna’ or whatever and in a 
competition to trying to make it as big as possible.  
Any political gain from all these? Nothing at all. 
Only agony and difficulty all over at the end of the 
day, which they refuse to accept.  
 

 
 
Ilona Mukherjee       Isheeta Mukherjee 
              6 years old        8 years old 
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NÉ¡m¡¢„ -- bË£ 
               c£fL L¥j¡l f¡m 
 
3127 MË£ø¡­ë'l ­L¡e HL¢ce... 
 
Sîmf¤­ll C¢äu¡e ­ØfpÚ ¢lp¡QÑ ­p¾V¡l'Hl ¢ei«a L­r 
L¢ÇfEV¡l û£­el p¡j­e h­p 
°h‘¡¢eL c£çÉj¡e ­pe, 
pqp¡ ­Mu¡m Ll­me, NÉ¡m¡¢„-bË£'l A­n¡L NË­q, 
cä¡uj¡e HL¢V f¤l¦o Bl œ²¾cela¡ HL¢V e¡l£'­L, 
Bf¡acª¢ø­a j¡e¤o h­m ïj q­mJ 
c£çÉj¡e S¡­ee Jl¡ Bp­m j¡e¤o eu 
j¡e¤­ol BL«¢a­a, e¡l£-f¤l¦o ­l¡hV'àu... 
 
p¤¤c¤l JC NË­q, Q¡l'¢V ­l¡hV f¡W¡­e¡ q­u¢Rm 
fË¡u fy¢Qn hRl B­N, 
k¡­cl Jfl ¢e­cÑn ¢Rm k¿»¡wn ¢c­u 
B­l¡ A­eL, j¡e¤o pcªpÉ ­l¡hV °al£ Ll¡, 
­pC p¡­b, Q¡¢qc¡j¡¢gL fË­u¡Se£u abÉp¡jNË£J 
¢eu¢ja fª¢bh£'­a plhl¡q L­l Qm­h, 
BS ­pC ­l¡hV'­cl pwMÉ¡, m¡M R¡¢s­u­R... 
 

¢L¿¹¥, ­l¡hV'­cl j­dÉ B­hN! 
HV¡ ­Lje L­l ­q¡m? 
­p¾pl hÉhq¡l L­l cÉ¡­Me, 
cä¡uj¡e ­l¡h­Vl eðl ­S68543923Hj 
AbÑ¡v ¢àa£u fËS­eÈl ­l¡hV 
Bl œ²¾cela¡ ­l¡­h¡V'¢V pcÉS¡a ¢i37691843Hg... 
 

L¢ÇfEV¡l i­upÚ­jm ­b­L 
c£çÉj¡e f¤l¦o'¢V­L öd¡e -- 
"J Ly¡c­R ¢L L­l?' 
Sh¡­h f¤lo ­l¡hV'¢V h­m -- 
"öd¤ J eu, HC fËS­eÈl ph¡l j¡­T 
­cM¡ k¡­µR B­h­Nl fËL¡n... 

 

Bjl¡ ¢LR¥­aC h¤T­a f¡l¢R e¡ 
­Lje L­l Hje¢V OV­R!' 
Qj­L E­W c£çÉj¡e, ¢l¢aja d­¾c f­s k¡e, 
B­hN'­L fËnËu ¢c­m, j¡e¤­ol ¢L q­h! 
 
JC Lr ­b­L E­W c£çÉj¡e k¡e f¡­nl mÉ¡h'H 
c£OÑ N­hoZ¡l fl My¥­S ­f­me 
CE-3174 e¡jL 0.03336-Hj.Hj. BL«¢al 
HL¢V r¥â Q£fpÚ'Hl A¢Ù¹aÆ 
k¡ ­l¡hV'­cl L­l a¥­m­R B­hNju.... 
 
f¤el¡u H­p h­pe B­Nl L­r 
â¥aa¡l p¡­b ¢e­cÑn ¢c­u 
A­L­S¡ L­l ­ce pLm CE-3174 Q£fpÚ.... 
û£­e ­c­Me 
œ²¾cela¡ e¡l£, cy¡¢s­u E­W HLcj ü¡i¡¢hL.... 
 
B­hN'­L dÆwp L­l ¢c­a ­f­lJ 
A¿¹l ­hce¡ju c£çÉj¡­el, 
A­N¡Q­l c¤-­gy¡V¡ AnË¥ T­l  
­Q¡­Ml ­L¡e ­h­u... 

 

Bj¡­cl j­a¡ S£he 
p¢lv c¡p 

 

j¡­T j¡­T je M¡l¡f q­m 
BL¡­nl Qy¡cV¡J 
Bj¡l c¤x­M 

c¤x¢M q­u J­Wz 
hoÑ¡l ­O¡m¡ S­m 

öe­a b¡¢L ¢hm¡­fl në 
Bl Apj­u T­l k¡Ju¡ 
fœ-f¤­×fl AØg¥V Lmlhz 

S£h­el f¡a¡…­m¡ 
H­LLV¡ ¢ce f¡l q­m 

E­ÒV E­ÒV k¡u , 
LÉ¡­mä¡­ll h¤­L f­l b¡­L 
¢eRL HLV¡ L¡­m¡ c¡Nz 
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fËN¢al Efq¡p 
               jmu N¡‰¥m£ 
 
 
­ea¡l¡ ph hm­R 
 ­cn H¢N­u Qm­R 
­jl¡ i¡la jq¡e 
 H ­c­n ph¡C pj¡ezz 
 
N¢lh£ Bl b¡L­h e¡ H­c­n 
ph¡C h¡yQ­h ­M­u f­s ¢j­m¢j­n 
V¡L¡l c¡j kaC ­q¡L e¡ Lj 
¢Q¿¹¡ ¢L? d¡l ­ch¡l ­m¡L B­R kMe 
­ea¡l¡ a¡C hm­R 
 ­cn­a¡ H¢N­u Qm­Rz 
 
¢nr¡, ü¡ÙÛÉ, BCe n«́ Mm¡ 
p­h­aC ­dy¡L¡ ¢c­u V¡L¡ h¡e¡h¡l ­Mm¡ 
pwh¡­cl ¢n­l¡e¡­j - doÑe, Afqle 
mr mr V¡L¡l j¤¢š²fZ, 
j¡¢gu¡, pj¡S¢h­l¡d£l CµR¡u 
p¡d¡le j¡e¤o i£a p¿»Ù¹ j«afË¡u 
ah¤J ­ea¡l¡ ph hm­R 
­c­nl Eæ¢a ­a¡ Qm­Rzz 
 
­cnNs¡l Bpm L¡¢lNl k¡l¡ 
­pC k¤hpj¡S BS ¢hï¡¿¹ J ¢c­nq¡l¡ 
lP£e üfÀ p¡L¡­ll på¡­e 
h¡yQ¡l Be¾c ­M¡y­S ­Q¡l¡­pË¡­al V¡­e 
öih¤¢Ü, eÉ¡u, e£¢a j§mÉ­h¡d 
b¡L­m, a¡l fË¢af­c ¢hfc 
¢emÑ‹ ­ea¡l¡ hm­R 
­c­nl fËN¢a ­S¡l Lc­j Qm­Rzz 
 
 

ec£l ¢WL¡e¡ 
jmu N¡‰¥m£ 

 
ec£l ¢WL¡e¡ 
p¡N­ll ­j¡qe¡ 
ka¢ce e¡ ­fy±yyyR¡u 
­b­j b¡­L e¡ 
A¢hl¡j Qm¡l 
fb ­i¡­m e¡z 
­p f­b  
qua B­R 
A­eL h¡d¡ 
¢c­a h­m 
q¡¢l­u k¡Ju¡l 
B­R pñ¡he¡ 
O¤­l ¢g­l - 
f¡L ­M­u 
ah¤ ­fy±R­a Q¡u 
N¿¹­hÉl ¢WL¡e¡uz 
 
mrÉ k¢c  
¢WL b¡­L 
­L¡e e¡ ­L¡e¢ce 
ec£ ­fy±R­hC 
p¡N­ll ­j¡qe¡u 
i¥m "q­h e¡' 
a¡l ¢en¡e¡u 
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Charity begins at home 
Samaresh Mukhopadhyay 

“Children are the living messages we send to a time we will not see. India, by one count, has 18 million1 street 
children and over 22 million child laborers. Nearly 20%2 of the children 6-14 years old have no access to primary 
education. Less than 45% receive the immunization required to protect them from deadly illnesses. Half the children 
do not get enough food everyday and are chronically or acutely undernourished. Ask yourself - is this really how your 
message should read?”3

Around 1984, few like-minded people from Durgapur started a philanthropic organization called SWAMI VIVEKANDA 
VANI PRACHAR SAMITY (will refer to VANI PRACHAR here-after). Influenced by the 
teachings of Swami Vivekananda, their goal was to serve the poorest of the 
society in providing primary education, health awareness, vocational training etc. 
From a humble beginning in mud hut in B-Zone of Durgapur, the VANI PRACHAR 
flourished through surge of dedicated volunteers, help and support of several 
organizations and local industries.  Currently it runs 5 educational centers to serve 
about four hundred students. They are also, conducting rural development 
programs such as road and sanitation development, mobile immunization and 
health care programs. 
 

 
 
Crux of this message certainly makes us think. So did several other ordinary and great Indians over different time 
zone and space. And some of them acted positively as well. Their effort attempts to do something to address the 
huge resource gap to build a healthy and brighter future of developing nations around the world. However, the 
scope is so huge that there is still a lot more needs to done. Building awareness of this issue and networking can 
help in a big way. Here is my humble attempt to share my experience in associating with a few such initiatives here 
in Atlanta, Georgia and back there in my hometown Durgapur in West Bengal, India. 
 

Here in Atlanta, a large number of Information Technology professionals migrated from India leading to the year 
2000. A large section of those Indian expatriates always explored to see what 
they can do to uplift the large number of underprivileged in India especially the 
young children. Due to the economic malarkey, the later are often subject to 
childhood labor and illiteracy. When the government does not have adequate 
resource to ensure education and meaningful gainful employment, the non-
governmental organizations and religious (faith-based) organizations focuses on 
this area.  Out of the several organizations that grew up out of this compassion, 
VIBHA is one of the shining stars. In 1998 they were under CRY (Child relief and 

You) banner but later on got morphed into a more autonomous charitable organization under statute 501(c)(3). 
Vibha’s mission is “to educate, empower and enable every individual who wishes to make a positive difference in 
the life of the underprivileged child.” In last ten years Vibha has supported a good number of projects back in India 
funded thru several popular fund-raising events such as Cricket, Walk, Run, Khel-mela, concerts etc. Several Pujari4

Back in 2001-2003 during my annual visit to my parents, I got introduced to my VANI PRACHAR volunteer friends 
and had a chance to visit some of the evening schools run by them. The schools were located near the slums where 
the domestic-helps and rickshaw-pullers lived near the Durgapur Steel Township (accommodations).  I understood 

 
members including myself have the privilege to participate and volunteer in some of these events. 
 

                                                 
1 www.indianngos.com 
2 UNICEF India 
3 Vibha.org 
4 Pujari.org 

http://www.indianngos.com/�
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that without some periodic fund assurance, they could not recruit and retain salaried teachers, 
pay for electricity and other class equipment. Those poor small kids are sometimes working as 
child labor and they are allowed to attend the school in evening if their day jobs are not 
affected. A provision of refreshment to these kids attracts more attendance. It was amazing to 
see that some of those poor students, who got benefited by this tuition and education 
assistance, are volunteering at the schools. Education enabled them to think differently; they 
have come out of the shadow of their destiny and planning for a different profession than 
their parents. 
 
On retun to Atlanta, I approached several organizations and contacts in this area. However, I 
was very surprised that our own Vibha offered an immediate help. With great help from friend and Vibha volunteer 
Dr. Sujan Bhattacharyya, our VANI PRACHAR was granted an annual grant which is little more than Rs. 4 lac. Vibha 
maintains an effective project review process. I was very impressed with the sincere and professional review of the 
project from several Vibha members. The questions on dropout rate, educational methodology and budget were to 
the point and something other charities can learn from them.  
 
Also Vibha volunteers based at India make periodic project reviews. Based on their review, 

VANI PRACHAR teachers were trained by a teacher-
training organization called Sayambhar. During 
Vibha’s Walk/Run event on Sep, 2007, I was having a 
chat with Vijay Vemulapalli,5

 

  regarding my VANI 
PRCHAR visit on June 2007. Vijay mentioned that he 
plans to visit Durgapur on summer of 2008 for his 
college re-union (25th year at RE College) and if I am 
visiting we two can make a trip to VANI PRACHAR.  
Luckily, that plan materialized. During this visit Vijay made a very thorough 
audit and that was a great learning experience for me. He made it very clear 

that Vibha wants to make sure that their donor’s money is transparently and effectively utilized. The audit went very 
satisfactorily. This accountability part of Vibha makes them very different from others in this field of charity.   

We visited some of the other initiatives such as Health center, Soap manufacturing 
for Steel plant supplies and came back very impressed. One of my batch-mate in 
college and successful IT entrepreneur from Durgapur, Bimal 
Patwari is a big supporter of VANI PRACHAR. He 
accompanied us during this visit and helped with logistics. 
Thanks to VIBHA and several other local donors VANI 
PRACHAR is doing very well. I have attached some pictures 
here to share the excitement. 

 
Today I am both happy and proud to share this collaborative initiative by some generous and 
dedicated residents of two cities I love. My life is blessed with my association with the 
dedicated group of people associated with this cause of education for underprivileged. The Pleasure of serving a 
greater cause than them is the driving force of this sincere hardworking individuals.Your involvement and help in 
similar initiatives can do so much more. So friends, ‘let’s start Giving’.  

                                                 
5 Vijay and his brother Srinivas are two of the most dedicated Vibha volunteers I have met. They started CRYKET (a tennis ball Cricket 
tournament) in 1998 which still very popular fundraiser for Atlanta Chapter. This year annual cricket tournament raised about $46K . 
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Øj«¢a Lb¡   
 

j­e¡¢Sv ­O¡o¡m 
 

Bj¡l ­cn h­m La Aqˆ¡l La ­N±lh S­e S­e 
LalLji¡­h L­l­Re a¡ h­m ­no Ll¡ k¡u e¡z 
¢L¿¹¥ Bj¡l fª¢bh£ h­m Aqˆ¡l Llh¡l ¢L ­L¡e 
L¡lZ ­eC? fª¢bh£l ph ­cnC ­a¡ c¤u¡l M¤­m ¢c­a 
öl¦ L­l ¢cm ¢hwn na¡ë£l j¡T¡j¡¢Tz Bj¡­cl 
­R­m­hm¡u ¢h­ma ­glv h­m ¢h­no BMÉ¡ J pÇj¡e 
­cJu¡ qa ky¡l¡ ¢h­m­a ¢N­u EµQ¢nr¡ pj¡ç L­l 
(A¿¹a ­Qø¡ L­l) h¡s£ ¢g­l H­p­Re ay¡­clz 
Bj¡­cl EµQ¡L¡´M¡ q­u cy¡s¡m B­j¢lL¡ ¢N­u 
­pM¡­eC ¢L L­l ­b­L k¡­a f¡¢lz hý hRl 
B­j¢lL¡u h¡p Ll¢R, B­j¢lL¡C Bj¡l ­cn HMez 
A­e­LC QV L­l j¿¹hÉ Ll­he ­k JM¡­e ­a¡ 2u 
­nËe£l ¢p¢V­Se q­u ¢ce L¡V¡­a quz Bj¡l ¢e­Sl 
­c­n Bj¡­L 9th class citizen q­u ¢ce L¡V¡­a 
qa, Sep¡d¡l­el HMeJ ­pC AhÙÛ¡z a¡l ­Q­u ­a¡ 
2u ­nËe£ A­eL i¡mz 
 

­R¡VM¡V jÉ¥¢pL ú¥­m ¢fu¡­e¡ h¡S¡­a ­nM¡­e¡ qu 
­R¡V ­R­m ­j­u­clz e¡ae£l¡ ­pM¡­e k¡u ¢fu¡­e¡ 
¢nM­az l¢hh¡l a¡­cl °œj¡¢pL show ¢Rmz e¡ae£l¡ 
J B­l¡ A­eL ­R¡V ­R¡V ­R­m ­j­u ¢L p¤¤¾cl 
¢fu¡­e¡ h¡S¡m!  
 

HL fËh£Z i¡la£u iâ­m¡L J ay¡l Ù»£l p­‰ Bm¡f 
qm ­pM¡­ez ay¡l¡ …Sl¡¢Vz B¢j J Bj¡l ­j­u 
Qy¡ce£ h¡wm¡­a Lb¡ hm¢R ö­e Bm¡f Ll­mez 
iâ­m¡L UCLA ­a Physics Hl fË­gpl ¢R­me, 
Ahpl ¢e­u­Rez Bj¡lJ ­pC AhÙÛ¡ - Valdosta 
State University ­a Accounting Hl fË­gpl 
¢Rm¤j, Ahpl ¢e­u¢Rz iâ­m¡L ¢S­‘p Ll­me 
Accounting Hl ¢XNË£ ¢L B¢j LmL¡a¡u 
L­l¢Rm¤j? iâ­m¡L Bj¡lC  pjp¡j¢uL, j¿¹hÉ 
Ll­me ay¡l pjp¡j¢uL L¡E­L ¢a¢e Accounting 
H Ph. D. Ll­a ­n¡­ee¢ez ­Sl¡u f­s ­N¢Rz 
ANaÉ¡ M¤­m hmm¤j ­k Bj¡l Xƒ­lV ¢XNË£V¡ 
Chemistry ­az  

Bj¡l LjÑS£h­el c¤¢V i¡N - fËbj S£h­e 
­L¢j¢øÊl fË­gpl J N­hoL ¢Rm¤jz S£h­el 
¢àa£u¡­ÜÑ A­eL f¢lnËj L­l Accounting Hl 
fË­gpl q­u¢Rm¤jz j­e qm Hje Lb¡V¡ ­Le qm, 
¢L i¡­h qm CaÉ¡¢c A­eL fËnÀ ay¡l Lf¡­ml c¡N 
…­m¡­a g¥­V EW­Rz ¢L i¡NÉ ­k Bl ­L¡e fËnÀ 
Ll­me e¡z 

 

1950 h¡ 60 Hl cn­L ky¡l¡ B­j¢lL¡ 
H­p¢R­me ay¡­cl ­hn£li¡N Science Subjects 
Hl NËÉ¡S¥­uV R¡œ h¡ Post-doctoral Research 
Fellow z ­LE ­LE Visiting Professor q­uJ 
H­p­Rez H­c­n hl¡h­ll SeÉ ­b­L ¢N­u¢R­me 
­hn£li¡N ky¡l¡ R¡œ q­u H­p H ­c­nl Xƒ­lV 
¢XNË£ ASÑe L­l¢R­mez M.B.B.S. ¢XNË£ ¢e­u 
A­eL X¡š²¡lJ ­b­L ¢N­u¢R­me Green Card 
¢e­uz 
 

1965 p¡­ml Lb¡ hm¢Rz ­c­n ­mLQ¡l¡l ¢Rm¤j 
j¡¢pL 400 V¡L¡ j¡C­e­az Q­m Hm¤j Still 
water H, Oklahoma State University ­az 
Leon Zalkow p­h Associate Professor 
q­u­Re, National Science Foundation ­b­L 
grant ­f­u­Re, ay¡l i¡h¡C k¡u e¡ HCV¥L¥ V¡L¡u 
¢L qu ! Stillwater H Qma i¡mC aMeL¡l 
¢c­e - A¿¹ax R¡œ­clz Bj¡l ­Ma¡h qm Post-
doctoral Fellow. 

 

j¡p ¢ae Q¡l h¡­c j£l¡ (Ù»£ ) Bj¡­cl c¤ hR­ll 
­j­u Qy¡ce£­L ¢e­u Q­m H­m¡ Bj¡l L¡­Rz ¢mJe 
Hhw ay¡l Ù»£ ay¡­cl N¡s£­a XÊ¡Ci L­l Bj¡­L 
¢e­u ­N­me Tulsa Airport H j£l¡ J Qy¡ce£­L 
AiÉbÑe¡ L­l 50 j¡Cm c§­l Stillwater H 
Be­az B¢j M¤hC A¢iiä q­u ¢N­u¢Rm¤j 
a¡­cl HC Kc¡­kÑÉz  
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Qy¡ce£, Jl­g ¢fu¡m p¡l¡ l¡Ù¹¡ hm­a hm­a Hm 
"­hCu¡' j¡­e ­p N¡s£l h¡C­l ­k­a Q¡uz Bj¡­cl 
h¡s£­a e¡¢j­u Q­m k¡h¡l pju Zalkow ¢Næ£ h­õe 
­k HLV¡ h¡wm¡ Lb¡ ¢nMm¤j - "­hCu¡'z Bjl¡ ­q­p 
hmm¤j Jl L¡­R h¡wm¡ ¢nM­he e¡z 
 

­h¡­d¡cu qm L¡SV¡ ¢WLja Ll¡C HM¡eL¡l fË¡Z 
lr¡ Ll¡l HLj¡œ j¿»z HLV¥J ¢Y­m ¢c­m Qm­h e¡z 
­c­nl AiÉ¡­p "pju ­f­m L¡S Llh' i¡h­m Q¡Ll£ 
b¡L­h e¡z L¢V ­c­nl hå¥ S¥­V ­Nmz a¡l j­dÉ 
¢h­no hå¥ q­u ­N­me p¤¤e£m nlZ, p­¿¹¡o ­N¡ü¡j£ J 
p¤¤eu pe¡ae£z p¤¤eu H­p¢R­me Mathematics Hl 
Assistant Professor q­u, p­¿¹¡o ­N¡ü¡j£ J p¤¤e£m 
nlZ H­p¢R­me Research Assistant q­u - Ph. 
D. Ll­az ay¡l¡ ­L¡b¡u HMe a¡ S¡¢ee¡z p¤¤e£m f­l 
i¡Nmf¤l ¢hnÄ¢hcÉ¡m­ul Vice-Chancellor 
q­u¢R­mez ¢Næ£ p­‰ öd¤ Bj¡lC ¢R­me, a¡C  
B—¡V¡ n¢e l¢hh¡l Bj¡l h¡s£­aC Sjaz 
 

Zalkow HL¢ce O­l ­X­L ¢e­u hm­me ­k ¢a¢e 
­p­ÃVðl j¡­p Georgia Institute of Technology, 
Atlanta ­a Q­m k¡­hez ay¡l CµR¡ B¢jJ ay¡l p­‰ 
k¡Cz B¢j M¤h Evp¡q i­l l¡¢S qm¤jz hmm¤j 
HLV¡C ¢Q¿¹¡l L¡lZ qm ­k Atlanta hs nql, MlQ 
­hn£ - 5000 Xm¡l H ¢L Qm­h? ¢mue hm­me 
"¢WL Lb¡'z ­i­h ­c¢M ¢L Ll­a f¡¢lz' f­ll ¢ce 
H­p hm­me "a¥¢j BVm¡¾V­a hR­l 7000 Xm¡l 
f¡­hz' Bjl¡ Be­¾c BVM¡e¡z ¢e­Sl ¢fW Q¡f­s 
hmm¤j "p¡h¡p, H­c¢n f¿Û¡u j¡C­e cl¡c¢l Ll¡V¡ 
i¡mC ¢n­MRz' h¡p a¥­m k¡h¡l ­L¡e MlQ f¡­h¡ e¡z 
Bj¡l Bh¡l h¡p ­a¡m¡l MlQ ¢L! Furnished 
i¡s¡ h¡¢s­a b¡¢L, öd¤ ­fÔ­el ¢V¢LV ¢Le­a q­hz 
 
Propeller ­O¡l¡ ­fÔ­e Q­s pÙ¹¡u Q­m ­Nm¤j 
BVm¡¾V¡z Biltmore Hotel H ¢N­u EWm¤j, fË¢a¢ce 
12 Xm¡l L­l ¢c­a ­q¡az  
 

­pV¡ 1965 p¡mz ¢hÒV­j¡l ­hn i¡m ­q¡­Vm ¢Rm, 
HM­e¡ ­pC fË¡p¡cV¡ l­u­R - a­h hÉhp¡V¡ hc­m 
­N­Rz  
 

¢lp¡QÑ M¤h i¡m Qm¢Rm, BVm¡¾V¡ nqlJ j­e d­l 
­Nmz ­fRe ¢cLV¡ fQL¡­e¡ HLV¡ N¡s£ ¢Lem¤j 
pÙ¹¡u, ­h¡dqu 250 Xm¡l c¡j ¢c­u¢Rm¤j N¡s£V¡lz 
n¢e l¢hh¡l j£l¡ J Qy¡ce£­L ¢e­u fQL¡­e¡ 
N¡s£­a L­l M¤h O¤­l ­hs¡a¥jz ­p Lb¡ ö­e ¢mue 
p¡hd¡e L­l ¢c­me ­k ­hn£ c§­l ­kJ e¡, HC 
A’­m racial discrimination B­Rz AbÑ 
Llm¤j ­k NË¡­jl ­m¡­Ll¡ ¢f¢V­u ¢c­a f¡­lz ­hn£ 
c§­l NË¡­jl ¢c­L k¡Ju¡ hå L­l ¢cm¤jz nq­ll 
B­n f¡­n ­O¡lh¡l ApwMÉ S¡uN¡, ­hs¡h¡l 
S¡uN¡l Ai¡h ­eCz 
 

Qy¡ce£l hp¡l Lb¡ ­fR­el p£­Vz ­p e¡ h­p 
cy¡¢s­u b¡La p¡j­el p£V d­l Bl Ef­cn ¢ca 
"­hL, ­hL' j¡­e ­hËL L­o¡z H ­a¡ ­Nm ­j­ul 
Lb¡ - Bl ¢Næ£l Lb¡ qm ¢a¢e N¡s£ Q¡m¡­a 
¢nM­hez B¢j ­nM¡­a m¡Nm¤jz öl¦ q­u ­Nm 
ja¢h­l¡d, a¡lfl Lmq, a¡lfl kMe fË¡u 
q¡a¡q¡¢a qh¡l ­k¡N¡s - aMe r¡¿¹ ¢cm¤jz 
hË¡þe£­L HLV¡ Driving School Hl ­g¡e eðl 
¢c­u hmm¤j a¡­cl ­g¡e L­l N¡s£ Q¡m¡­a ­nM¡l 
hÉhÙÛ¡ L­l e¡Jz c¤ n Xm¡l MlQ q­h - ­p 
V¡L¡V¡J ¢cm¤jz j£l¡ flj¡e­¾c ­pC V¡L¡ L¢V - 
j§ý­aÑ hmh e¡, a­h HL pç¡­ql j­dÉ fË¡Z i­l 
h¡S¡l L­l MlQ L­l ­gmmz h¤Tm¤j Bl HL 
l¡Eä ms¡C L­l Bh¡l N¡s£ Q¡m¡­a ­nM¡l V¡L¡ 
­e­hz hË¡þe£l¡ a c¤ÜÑoÑ fighter qu h­m h¡mÉL¡m 
­b­L N­Òf f­s¢R - Bj¡l i¡NÉ i¡m ­k 
B­j¢lL¡­a ­pClLj pÇjSÑ¢e QV L­l ­f¡­u k¡u 
¢e - ­klLjV¡ R¢h­a ­c­M¢Rm¤j ­R­m­hm¡uz 
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Bj¡l ­S ¢ip¡ ¢Rm, B­j¢lL¡u b¡Lh¡l ­ju¡c Ll¡ 
¢Rm j¡œ ¢ae hRl Hhw ­Lhmj¡œ research 
fË¢aù¡­eC Bj¡l L¡S Ll¡l Ae¤j¢az HLV¡ f¡L¡ 
­f¡š²¡ Q¡Ll£ ¢c­u ­L¡e pwÙÛ¡e sponsor Ll­m 
¢ip¡V¡ hcm¡­a f¡­lz ­Qø¡ L­l ¢WL L­l ­gmm¤j 
Howard Ringold Hl L¡­R k¡h L¡S Ll­a 
1967-l ­p­ÃVðl ­b­Lz ¢lw­N¡ô ­hn e¡jLl¡ 
­L¢jØV ¢R­me Worcester Foundation for 
Experimental Biology ­az Q­m ­Nm¤j 
Shrewsbury ­a - hØV­el L¡­R ­R¡V nqlz 
 

f¤l¡­e¡ fQL¡­e¡ N¡s£V¡ ¢h¢œ² L­l Pontiac Hl 
HLV¡ station wagon ¢L­e ­gmm¤jz ­pV¡J 
f¤l¡­e¡, a­h fQL¡­e¡ euz mð¡ ­j¡Vl N¡s£ pg­ll 
pwL­Òf p¡b£ q­me HL gl¡¢p cÇf¢a J a¡­cl 
2/3 hR­ll ­R­m Sy¡z L¡R¡L¡¢R Qy¡ce£l hu¢pz 
HL¢ce ­p M¡h¡l pju M¤h R¢s­u ¢R¢V­u M¡¢µRmz 
Qy¡ce£ Nñ£l Nm¡u j¿¹hÉ Llm "Sy¡ M¤h Si¢¾c L­l 
M¡­µRz' Si¢¾cl AbÑ ­k SOeÉ a¡ h¤­T B¢j J j£l¡ 
M¤h ­q­p EWm¤jz Sy¡l h¡h¡ j¡ Ah¡L q­u ¢S­‘p 
Ll­me ¢L hmm ­k ­a¡jl¡ q¡p­m ? j£l¡ HLV¥ 
modify L­l hmm Qy¡ce£ hm­R ­k Sy¡ ­R­mj¡e¤o, 
i¡m L­l ­M­a f¡l­R e¡ - J ¢e­S ­ke La hs ! 
¢L i¡NÉ ­k Qy¡ce£ fË¢ah¡c Llm e¡z 
 

Sy¡l h¡h¡ Bernard Lacoume pf¢lh¡­l ay¡l 
­c­n ¢g­l ­N­mez f­l ö­e¢Rm¤j ¢a¢e ­L¢j¢ØVÊ 
­R­s X¡š²¡l q­u ­N­Rez B¢jJ h¤­T ­N¢R 
­L¢j¢ØVÊl pwØfnÑ a¡s¡a¡¢s aÉ¡N Ll­a f¡l­mC 
j‰mz Q¡L¢l f¡Ju¡ fË¡u Apñh - a¡u ¢XNË£V¡ 
k¢c qu i¡lah­oÑl Bl ¢ip¡V¡ k¢c qu ­Sz 
 

hØV­e ­cMm¤j jÙ¹ hs h¡‰¡¢m pj¡Sz L­uLSe­L 
­cn ­b­LC ¢Q¢e - Indian Association for the 
Cultivation of Science h¡ f¡Ve¡ p¡u¾p 
L­m­Sl p§­œz ¢L¿¹¥ H­N¡­a f¡lm¤j e¡ HLf¡J 
C¢j­NËp­el hÉ¡f¡­lz h¡‰¡¢ml üi¡h¢pÜ …­e 
­j¡­s¡¢m Ll­me A­e­L - °dkÑÉ d­l öem¤j, ¢L¿¹¥ 
fb h­m ¢c­a f¡l­me e¡z "J­N¡ ­a¡l¡ S¡¢ep 
k¢c fb h­m ­c' - ­kM¡­e hy¡n£ h¡S­R ­pM¡­e 
Q­m k¡Cz 
 

hRl¡­¿¹ ­p­ÃVðl j¡­p (1967) ­c­n ¢g­l Hm¤j 
- ­pC j¤Sxglf¤­ll ¢hq¡l CE¢ei¡¢pÑ¢V­az Bj¡l 
flj hå¥ Hhw mentor d£­lZ ­Q±d¤l£ aMe 
­L¢j¢ØVÊl ­qX ¢R­mez Bj¡l p¤¤M c¤x­Ml Efm¢ì 
L­l Bj¡­L X¡e¡ ¢c­u BN­m ­l­M¢R­mez 
­hn£li¡N ­m¡­LlC j­e¡i¡h ¢Rm - j­e q­µR ­ke 
E¢e HMeJ B­j¢lL¡­aC B­Rez f¤l¡­e¡ hå¥ 
h¡åh, BaÈ£u üSe ¢e­u ¢Y­j ­aa¡m¡ S£h­e je 
h¢p­u ¢em¤jz 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
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The Adventures of Tim and Kim 
 

D.J. Chakraoborty 
 

Part III. The Strange Bedfellows and Their Puzzled 
Practices ~ “What do you think, Jigsaw Puzzle? 
You can solve anything!” 

 
Jigeesha di Pasquale celebrated her thirteenth 
birthday with cake, ice cream, and fireworks as 
usual. She felt very lucky that her birthday was on 
the fourth of July – the same day as the good old 
USA! That day in 1986 was welcomed with the 
traditional pomp and fanfare by the small town in 
western New York that Jig and her friends proudly 
called Home. Just this morning, she saluted her 
father James di Pasquale as he and his fellow 
police officers marched in the parade. She 
cheered and waved to her mother Nisha Parikh-di 
Pasquale as she and other nurses marched by in 
their vibrant costumes. They ended at the park 
and picnicked on roast chicken, corn, ham, potato 
salad, deviled eggs, bratwurst, and coleslaw and, 
of course the pies. The pie contest was one of 
many.  

 
The greatest delight belonged to the kids 
participating in the corn-husking contest, the 
numerous field events, and games which the 
Rosemont community cheered with such 
enthusiasm as if they were holding their local 
Olympics. Later the little town’s most popular 
family the di Pasquales and their friends made 
their way to the lake for the grand finale, the 
fireworks! Jig loved the fireworks most… or was it 
the presents? This year she missed part of the 
impressive fireworks display pondering over her 
most unusual birthday present.  
 
All her friends competed on whose gift Jig would 
favor most. Her best friend Gayatri Gandhi gave 
her a beautiful, pair of red coral earrings set in 22k 
gold. Oddly enough, Jig’s favorite birthday gift 
came from her babysitter Sonia Parthasarathy. It 
was an oval-shaped, red, velvet box containing 
two Haat-ti-maat- 

tims named Tim and Kim. She learned from, her 
mother’s friend, Shibani Auntie that Haat-ti-maat-
tims were creatures from a Bengali nursery rhyme. 
Jig felt strange that she should be so attached to 
them instantly for she had no interest in Bengali 
culture in the past. She had very little interest in 
any foreign language or culture. She knew that her 
father was a second-generation American of 
Italian ancestry, but he spoke no Italian and her 
mother was born in India, but came to America as 
a child. Although Nisha’s native language was 
Gujrati, she never spoke it much for all her 
relatives spoke English well. Shibani Banerjee was 
Bengali and a community favorite, therefore all 
the children heard the little rhyme about the 
creatures. Jig and Gayatri, as well as the other 
Indian-American children always addressed the 
adults as Auntie or Uncle following the traditions 
of respect and familiarity. Shibani Auntie’s real 
niece Karina addressed her by the title of Jethi-
Mashi.  

 
The Bengali language had five words for aunt as 
well as uncle depending on the relationship. On 
the maternal side, there were two words for aunt: 
Mashi for the mother’s sister and Mamima for the 
sister-in-law, the wife of the mother’s brother. 
Then they included two words for uncle: Mamu6

                                                 
6 There is another pronunciation [Mama] which is not used to avoid confusion with the English colloquial form of Mother. 

 
for the mother’s brother and Meshomashai for the 
brother-in-law, the husband of the mother’s sister. 
The paternal side emphasized the father’s status 
in the family. The father’s sister was called Peshi 
and her husband would be called Peshomashai 
corresponding to the maternal Mashi and 
Meshomashai. The father’s brothers required a 
further distinction. The father’s older brother was 
addressed as Jatha and his wife was Jethima. 
However the  
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father’s younger brother was called Kakai7

Karina who was fascinated by foreign languages 
and culture noted the elements of the patriarchal 
society. Her uncle Ameo Banerjee was her father’s 
older brother, therefore she called him Jatha. Her 
aunt Shibani was her mother’s sister whom she 
would usually address as Mashi, but she was also 
married to Jatha, therefore also Jethima. Karina 
combined the two titles and called her Jethi-
Mashi. Karina was born in Madison, Wisconsin 
and her parents moved to Milwaukee when she 
was fifteen months old and her mother was 
diagnosed with multiple myeloma

 and his 
wife called Kakima. When it came to friends of the 
parents, it was considered disrespectful for a child 
to address an adult by their first name alone. 
Nevertheless, Mr. and Mrs. Banerjee seemed too 
distant and impersonal. Therefore the English 
titles Auntie and Uncle were used. Many other 
languages around the world also had the special 
distinctions for family relationships and therefore 
many newcomers to America considered the 
English language rather poor of family values. 

 

8

“I am going into seventh grade too,” said Gayatri, 
“I just turned twelve on June first.”  
 
“Marilyn Monroe’s birthday was on June first,” 
said Karina, “Mine is on February twelve, the same 
day as Abraham Lincoln, and Arun’s is on February 
twenty-second, the same day as George 
Washington!” 

 
Jig and Gayatri stared tolerantly into the sad eyes. 
They had been best friends since infancy, but they 
simply tolerated Karina out of respect for their 
parents’ wishes, fondness for the Banerjee family, 
and pity for her situation. Upon Karina’s arrival, 
Shibani Auntie assigned Jig and Gayatri the job of 
walking her and Arun to school. Jig was baffled 
because Karina was the same age as Gayatri; they 
were in sixth grade and Arun was only one year 
younger in fifth. For herself, Jig was proud of being 
the smartest in her seventh grade class. She not 
only worked hard at school, but helped her 
parents by doing chores around the house and 
always possessed impeccable behavior. She 
enjoyed school thriving on competition, her goal 
was to get ahead, and her hobby was solving 
puzzles. The latter earned Jigeesha diPasquale the 
nickname “Jigsaw Puzzle.” 

 
The birthday celebration was suddenly interrupted 
by a discovery. Karina tripped over a wire and fell 
on the muddy grass. Only the famous Jigsaw-
Puzzle caught the reason that everyone else 
missed. They all thought that the nervous girl just 
tripped by accident; Jig saw Shibani Auntie 
purposely step on Karina’s foot and kick her down. 
She landed on something soft and smelly. Karina 
screamed. The corpse of the rotund, comical 
Jennifer Haque was found under the podium. The 
observers were shocked. Just that afternoon, they 
had 

 or cancer of 
the bone marrow.  

 
Shortly after her mother passed away, her father 
immediately remarried; the subsequent picture 
might have been an echo of Cinderella or Snow 
White had it not been for the grandmother who 
loved and cared for the baby. On Christmas last 
year, Karina lost her grandmother too. Upon her 
twelvth birthday, the stepmother shipped Karina 
from Wisconsin to New York to live with Jatha, 
Jethi-Mashi, and cousin Arun. The unkempt waif 
did not fit-in in the happy little town where she 
finished sixth grade. One year younger than the 
well-liked birthday girl, Karina tried hard to make 
friends in her new home.  
            

                                                 
7 There is another pronunciation [Kaka] which is not used to avoid confusion with the Spanish word for excrement. 
8 This is a very rare but very serious blood cancer. A tumor of the plasma cells in the bone marrow. Patients of any age can be afflicted. Other 
related medical problems may include anemia, kidney damage, bone collapse or fracture and/or osteoporosis. For more information go to 
www.myeloma.org 
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cheered her moving speech. 
 
About ten hours earlier Councilwoman Jennifer 
Haque had addressed her constituents: 
           “Rosemont, NY may not be perfect, but it is 
our home and well worth fighting for-- not only as 
voters but also as active citizens. Those of us born 
and raised here and I welcome and Thank God for 
the new brains and talent arriving everyday from 
other parts of the country and around the world…” 
 
            At that point, Councilwoman Haque 
stretched her hand announcing her favorite 
newcomer, who hailed from Pakistan, her husband 
Mohammed. He met her at the podium and kissed 
as political spouses always did. The only ones who 
noticed that look of shame in his eyes were two 
very different girls too young to vote. All observed 
the blatantly irritated expression on the face of 
their seventeen-year-old Ayesha Haque as her 
parents pulled her into a family/group hug. The 
rest of the town cheered, waved flags, and clapped 
as the speech continued: 
             “I am grateful to all my supporters 
especially as I see you around the community 
taking active roles influencing positive change for 
our families and the Rosemont community. I thank 
each and every one of you contributing your 
valuable time, effort, and skills volunteering, fund-
raising, and leading activities to benefit our 
children who are the future of Rosemont. This 
year’s Golden Rose Award winner for outstanding 
community service is Mr. Adam Wang; our favorite 
Middle School Life-Science teacher!” 
 
               Everyone shouted approval as Mr. Wang 
walked up and accepted his award, especially the 
middle school students and science camp students 
of all ages. Mr. Wang was an admired teacher; he 
was very knowledgeable and he made learning 
fun. Mr. Wang ended his acceptance speech and 
introduced Principal Mr. Nordley to announce 
Class Officers for Rosemont Middle School’s 
upcoming year 1986-87. Jig hid her 
disappointment in a big bite of corn on the cob 
when 

her fellow classmate was elected President. She 
had served before as a Class Representative and 
this was only eight grade; Jig knew she had four 
years of high school to look forward to several 
opportunities to win.  
 
Then she was required to chew fast and smile up 
to the podium for the Vice President elect was 
Jigsaw-Puzzle herself. Then came the 
announcements for the middle school’s Class 
Representatives, first the Fifth Grade 
Representative, then the Sixth grade -- where 
Arun hid his disappointment in a hug from his 
cousin. Then the Seventh Grade Representative – 
it was Gayatri’s disappointment which was hidden 
by a smile as she picked up her little sister and 
spun her around hardly hearing the Eight Grader’s 
name. Karina hugged Arun again as Mr. Nordley 
introduced Mrs. Berschauer, the English teacher 
who also sponsored the middle school’s student 
press The Rosebud.  
 
              Mrs. Berschauer began with a long 
introduction of the history of journalism and the 
middle school newspaper. She also stated that the 
Editor of The Rosebud had always been an eight 
grade student in the past although all grades were 
encouraged to try. Furthermore, it was more than 
an election for each candidate was required to 
submit an article, another writing sample, a 
teacher recommendation, and maintain a certain 
GPA. All who tried were honored and 
congratulated for they were invited to serve on 
the student press staff.  Karina prepared herself 
for disappointment, what chance did she have in 
such a highly selective process? 
 
               No one noticed the oval-shaped, red, 
velvet box moving as Tim and Kim stirred for they 
knew who had the best chance of all. Mrs. 
Berschauer broadcasted that for the first time in 
history the Editor of The Rosebud would be a 
seventh grade student, “…she came to Rosemont 
last year from Wisconsin and we thank her family 
for bringing her to  
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us... Congratulations and Welcome Karina 
Banerjee!” 
 
Then the high school officers were announced. 
Later various judges declared the winners of the 
Pie contest, Barbeque, and such as well as all the 
kids’ events followed by more merriment as 
Jennifer Haque returned to the podium. All 
reacted joyously when Councilwoman Haque 
announced that she was running for mayor. The 
incumbent Mayor followed up with the statement 
that Jennifer was running unopposed; he was 
retiring and tightly hugged his successor. After 
that, the picnic continued, concluded, and 
everyone had gone to the lake to watch the 
fireworks.  
 
 Jig had wandered away early with Tim and Kim, 
caught up in the mysterious creatures. Suddenly 
she saw Shibani Auntie dragging Karina away and 
shaking her. As she quietly crept closer, Jig heard 
Shibani Auntie bullying Karina to decline the 
Editorship. Karina tearfully refused. Mrs. Banerjee 
planned to write Mrs. Berschauer a letter 
explaining that Karina being selected Editor of The 
Rosebud was an insult to the eight grade students 
as well as her own seventh grade class and also to 
her own cousin Arun who had lost his election. 
Eighth grader Jig did not get the logic in that. Nor 
did Karina understand, but she did agree to step 
down at Mrs. Berschauer’s request.  
 
Shibani Auntie continued the inquisition accusing 
Karina of incest for hugging her cousin. Jig was 
shocked, what could have prompted such a claim? 
Further eavesdropping revealed the reason for 
Karina’s move. Angela the stepmother had asked 
her father to check on Karina because the eleven-
year-old was up every night crying like a baby 
since her grandmother died. She had regretfully 
informed the police that he seemed to be 
“checking” on his pubescent daughter awfully 
long, so she peeked out of concern. Angela, then, 
revealed the pictures she had been  
 

compelled to take. Karina dressed in provocative 
lingerie in bed with her father hardly covered in a 
bed sheet.  
 
Ameo Banerjee’s brother Anand was immediately 
thrown in jail and Karina, placed in protective 
custody, was about to go to a home for troubled 
children. Ameo was confidant about his brother’s 
innocence and could not abandon his daughter. 
Years ago, Shibani had promised her dying sister 
Srija that she would care for her child. How could 
she allow her to be lost in the system of Foster 
care?  Therefore, Karina’s Jatha and Jethi-Mashi 
resentfully, yet virtuously stepped in. Karina 
pleaded that she and her father were innocent 
and that her stepmother was evil. Unbelieving, 
Shibani had the last word punctuated by a violent 
kick. By then the fireworks had ended and the 
revelers chatted, laughed, and yawned back. 
Karina’s vociferous scream had interrupted the 
last round of amusement.  
 
What could have killed the plump, jolly 
Councilwoman? Could obese Jennifer Haque have 
died of a heart attack or could it be murder? 
Rosemont had never had a murder since 1937! 
Back then, it was a poultry farmer who killed a 
thief for stealing eggs. Unsure of how to proceed, 
the Rosemont police huddled in conference.  
Nearby, Officer diPasquale’s daughter was 
surrounded by her friends, “What do you think, 
Jigsaw Puzzle? You can solve anything!” 
 
Usually Jig loved that question and responded 
cleverly. This time she looked up helplessly 
catching her father’s eye. The famous Jigsaw 
Puzzle was stumped and this time it was much 
more serious. Another pair of empathetic eyes 
joined the silent conversation. Jim, Nisha, and 
their daughter looked at each other as though 
communicating telepathically. In the blink of an 
eye, Nisha took charge.  
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First, she informed the Banerjees that Karina 
would have to stay to be examined and 
interviewed. Her cousin could stay with her for 
support, but everyone else was to go home. Then, 
she asked Jig and Gayatri to load all the birthday 
presents into the Gandhis’ car. Jig stuffed her 
babysitter’s present in the bag with all the rest, 
then on impulse, took Tim and Kim out and 
stuffed them in her purse. Gayatri’s parents drove 
to the diPasquales’ to unload the presents, but 
the kids would spend the night at the Gandhis’ 
house. There the police car met them to drop off 
Karina and Arun.  
 
“Arun dada9

The kids were told to bathe and go to bed right 
away by Gayatri’s mother. Jig had an overnight kit 
because she had been a favorite guest for years, 
but Gayatri had to bring extra clothes, towel, 
toothbrush, and toiletries for Karina.  Karina 
hesitantly undressed in the three-quarter

! Arun dada!” called Gayatri’s little 
brother who was six-years-old came running and 
hugged him. The four-year-old little sister tagged 
behind and followed suit.  
 

10 
section of the Gandhis’ Hollywood11

“Do you have a magnifying glass?” Karina asked. 
 
A tolerant Gayatri obliged the strange request and 
in turn was impressed. Karina had expert 
knowledge of jewelry and was able to accurately 
identify the green and white sapphires set in18k 
white gold. The big star and crescent pendant 
contained an inscription: Ayesha – Happy Birthday 
Sweet Sixteen. Love, Mom & Dad   The pendant 
must have caught in Karina’s clothes when she fell 
on the body. Couldn’t Jennifer have borrowed her 
daughter’s pendant? 
 
“But she was wearing plastic red, white, and blue 
beads on yellow gold colored chains and matching 
dangly earrings! This wouldn’t go, whereas Ayesha 
wore a long, green dress; she was the only one not 
wearing red, white, and blue! Could that Ayesha 
girl have killed her mother?” Karina surmised, “It’s 
obvious that she and her father didn’t like her at 
all.” 
 
The other girls scoffed. What a ridiculous 
conjecture! Every child loves their parents and 
every adult loves their spouse; to think otherwise 
was impossible for the sheltered adolescents. The 
unsheltered one knew the possibility all too well. 
Allowing her the benefit of the doubt, Jigsaw 
Puzzle shared a memory, “After Ayesha’s birthday, 
Mrs. Haque gave her the car. She was supposed to 
drop her mom off at Rose Elementary…” 
  
“Why?” Karina asked naively. 
 
“She was a school secretary then! And also for city 
council stuff, one day Ayesha said, ‘I wish that 
stupid bitch would get her own car already!’” 

 bathroom 
while Gayatri bathed her siblings in the adjoining 
section.  
 
“Gayatri! Jig!” Karina cried, “Look what I found.” 
 
Gayatri and a clean, showered Jig found a 
confused, topless girl shuffling through her dirty, 
red, gingham halter. Fretful and embarrassed, 
Karina wrapped the towel around herself, 
resumed the search, gave up, and stepped out of 
her denim shorts. She then stepped on something 
else and fell seated on the toilet. The other girls 
hid their laughter in the little ones’ giggles and 
suds.  Karina frowned as she picked up a rather 
large pendant.  
 

                                                 
9 The Bengali title for older brother also used for very close friends. 
10 A bathroom containing a sink, toilet, and stand-up shower only; although 21st century builders now define that as a full-bathroom, the 
traditional full-bathroom requires an actual bathtub.    
11 A bathroom with the facilities divided into two or three adjoining sections, usually one part opens to a bedroom and another to a hallway. 
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They conceded that Karina may be right for the 
sixteen-year-old Ayesha had been anything but 
sweet. Jig recalled another incidence of disrespect 
about four years ago. Mrs. Haque was the 
attendance secretary at the elementary school 
when fourth grader Jig came to turn in the roll. 
She saw an older girl in the office with a churlish 
disposition. The girl had barked that her mother 
would return shortly. Jig smiled for she knew that 
bubbly laughter in the hall. 
 
Ayesha hissed to the fourth-grader, “It’s 
embarrassing that you can hear my Mom cackle 
all the way down the hall!” 
 
They all suspected Ayesha, but how could anyone 
prove it? Amid the inquiry, Gayatri’s mother 
walked in and reminded her to clean the 
hamsters’ cage because it was getting unhealthy. 
For her twelvth birthday, Gayatri got two 
hamsters. 
 
“Ohh,” squealed a delighted Karina, “I love 
animals! What are their names?” The other girls 
rolled their eyes as Gayatri stated that she had not 
named them yet. Towel-clad Karina happily took 
over the chores and enjoyed Auntie’s plant shelf. 
 
“It looks like the Hanging Gardens of Babylon!” 
Karina complemented as she gave each hamster 
one last pat and watched them crawl back into 
their little home, “I know! Name them Hammurabi 
and Hammaguri.”  
 
Once again, her peers were compelled to admire 
Karina’s merits and creativity. She cleaned the 
cages thoroughly, placed fresh food and water, 
and groomed both hamsters. With heartfelt 
thanks, the people finally left her alone to take a 
shower. Jig did not realize that she had left Tim 
and Kim on the counter next to the sink. Karina 
petted them and broke out in tears. These 
creatures were the only ones willing and able to 
comfort her sundry emotions. She felt the happy 
warmth from doing a good deed and tried to 
enjoy the sense of accomplishment being chosen 
Editor of The  

Rosebud. Then she felt sad, scared, angry, and 
disoriented. Her accomplishment was in danger of 
being taken away! She got no presents for her 
birthday! Karina confided in Tim and Kim. The 
water from the shower muffled her cries as she 
revealed the true story of her stepmother’s 
mendacious accusations. 
 
Angela Wilson was an orderly at the hospital 
where Srija Banerjee was a patient. This orderly 
went above and beyond the call of duty when it 
came to comforting the husbands of dead or 
seriously ill female patients. With Anand Banerjee, 
she finally got lucky for he found the average-
looking forty-year-old blonde a raving beauty. He 
could not believe his good luck that Angela 
wanted to marry him ASAP. They married and 
subsequently had three bundles of joy. Angela’s 
greatest joy came one Christmas morning when 
her mother-in-law never woke up. How to get rid 
of her obnoxious husband and his waif child 
became Angela’s new dilemma. Of course, she 
needed her six-bedroom, five-bathroom house 
and the two BMWs.  
 
One cold, January morning, Karina started her 
period so Angela took her out shopping. Too bad 
she lost her grandmother and got no Christmas 
presents, so her stepmother bought her new 
underwear: three beautiful bras and matching 
panties in an array of colors. Angela told Karina to 
“show” her father the generous gifts in the 
evening. Karina showed him the price tags and 
thanked her stepmother. An infuriated Angela 
silently barged into Karina’s room that night and 
beat her mercilessly. She forbade her from making 
any noise with help of a pillow. Then she would 
beleaguer Anand, who slept in a dhouthi to check 
on his crying daughter. This hideous ritual 
continued night after night. Upon collecting 
enough incriminating “evidence,” Angela went 
crying to the police.    
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Finally showered and fresh, Karina emerged from 
the bathroom and Jig shoved in anxiously. Where 
were Tim and Kim? Annoyed at being unable to 
find her little creatures, she berated Karina for 
taking them in the bathroom.  
“But I didn’t…” Karina pleaded. 
 
“Then why didn’t you say anything?” 
 
Then Karina begged to borrow them only for a 
week…a day? Jig scoffed her refusal. 
 
“You can borrow Hammurabi and Hammaguri. 
You take such awesome care of them,” Gayatri 
offered. 
 
“No thank you, but I would really like to borrow 
Tim and Kim. I will give them right back. I 
promise.” 
 
Time and again the routine repeated; each plea 
interjected by a disregarded offer and answered 
by a refusal. The new guardian concluded that 
custody of the Haat-ti-maat-tims would not 
belong to Karina. Gayatri, on the hand, personally 
took the hamsters to the Banerjees’ house the 
next day. Shibani Auntie thought they were for 
Arun and allowed them to remain. The two weeks 
that followed did not yield any clues for the police 
or the young amateurs. One evening, they ran into 
each other at their local grocery store Wegman’s. 
Tim and Kim jumped from Jig’s purse into Karina’s 
shopping cart and send it running down the aisle.  
 
“Ahh!” shouted Shibani, “Get it! Go get it!”  
 
Karina ran after the cart almost bumping into a 
Wegman’s store clerk.  
 
“Eeeeshsh!” Shibani expressed her disgust noisily, 
“She is so irresponsible!” 

“She’s fine,” Jim laughed, “Jig used to do that 
when she was little.” 
 
“Look at ours,” laughed Gayatri’s parents, “We 
need three carts because they want to ride and 
there’s no room for the groceries otherwise.” 
 
Everyone chuckled at the train-like entourage: 
Gayatri wheeling her four-year-old sister in one 
cart, then her Dad wheeling the six-year-old 
brother in the next cart, and finally Mom with the 
actual grocery cart. The friends laughed and 
chatted, Tim and Kim enjoyed the joyride, and 
Karina ran to the other end of the store chasing 
the shopping cart. She tripped and fell as the 
Wegman’s employee turned and stopped the 
runaway cart as it grazed the heel of her shoes. 
Timidly, Karina panted her apology. 
 
“It’s ok, Honey,” the Wegman’s lady soothed, 
“…Just gave me a flat…” She proceeded to help 
the silly girl up. Trying to calm her nervous 
disposition, Mrs. Mies the Wegman’s employee 
recalled a very different girl’s behavior. She was 
proud to be Wegman’s oldest clerk. She had been 
working with food and people for over forty years. 
Karina realized that she had literally stumbled on 
another clue. She smiled and related introductions 
as her peers came looking for her.  
 
Mrs. Mies told Karina, Jig, and Gayatri about a 
chilling dialogue between a mother and daughter 
which she had witnessed. Uncomfortable with the 
smell and slaughter techniques of the halal 
market, Jennifer Haque had often purchased her 
meat at the local Wegman’s and beseeched her 
daughter not to tell her father. Since halal12

                                                 
12 An Arabic term which means: “permissible.” This usually refers to food permitted by Islamic law. 

 
prohibits the slaughtering of an unconscious 
animal, the slaughtering requires the front of the 
animal’s throat to be cut first. Bleeding to death, 
the animal suffers cruelly because it  
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takes a long time to die. Although it happened 
long ago, the scene was etched in old Mrs. Mies’s 
memory. She saw how a terrified mother stopped 
short and regarded her daughter. As she caught 
the meaning of Ayesha’s words, Jennifer reacted 
as though she saw her own child transform into a 
viper threatening to strike. There was none of her 
usual good humor or jollity as she blinked back 
tears – frightened of the venomous soul before 
her. Ayesha’s mother froze in a sort of sickened, 
focused attitude. More tears blurred her vision as 
Jennifer absorbed the paralyzing venom moving 
through her rotund form. No wonder Ayesha 
always got such expensive presents.  
 
The summer progressed as the newest clue came 
from an unlikely source. Karina rode her bike to 
her teacher Mrs. Berschauer’s house to submit 
the first copy of The Rosebud. She had all the 
articles including her own and her editor’s note 
polished and ready for Mrs. Berschauer’s 
approval. Upon approval, the teacher would send 
it to the printers. Then, Karina had to go to the 
Indian store to get some rice and spices.  
 
Karina wrinkled her nose as she rode past the 
Halal market and waved to Jig and her parents as 
they drove by. Tim and Kim jumped out the car 
window and into the basket of Karina’s bicycle. 
The sudden movement threw Karina, she rode 
straight into the Halal market, and collided with a 
strangely clad lady. The lady was completely 
covered from head to toe, showing only her eyes 
through a narrow slit in the veil. It was a strange 
spectacle for the pre-teen Wisconsinite, who had 
never seen such a thing before. And out of the veil 
advanced an unforgiving voice harsh, deliberate, 
and pitched in a note of disgust like that of Jethi-
Mashi. She reprimanded the unknown, vulgar 
female child for her ability to ride a bicycle and 
display herself in public.  
 
The veiled lady looked east and praised Allah on 
behalf of a very different girl who  

remained unspoiled by the influence of her fat, 
Infidel mother. That mother was in the city council 
which is no place for a decent woman. 
Councilwoman Haque engaged in public indecency 
on a daily basis by shaking hands and embracing 
men, women, and children indiscriminately. 
Furthermore, she was running for mayor and 
intimately embraced another man in front of the 
whole town including her husband. No morals! 
Such a shame! Such humiliation for poor 
Mohammed Haque! Shame! Shame! Shame! 

 
“She is sorry,” interjected Jig. She walked up to the 
lady followed by her parents. 

 
When the diPasquales saw nervous Karina in 
trouble again, they decided to make sure she was 
ok. Jim addressed his daughter.  
 
“Sweetheart, go with your friend. Mom and I will 
meet you there.” 

 
Jig knew there meant the Indian store. The police 
officer then asked the veiled lady if she would like 
to file a complaint against the clumsy child and the 
nurse asked if she could examine her to make sure 
she did not get hurt. They mentioned that they 
could not help being impressed by her familiarity 
with the Haque family. What else could she tell 
them about the praiseworthy Ayesha? The Muslim 
community in the small town was very close knit 
and worked hard to protect each other. 

 
A couple of days later, Mrs. Berschauer gave 
Karina a glowing evaluation of The 
Rosebud’s1986-87 premiere issue. However, there 
was always room for improvement, so the teacher 
asked her to interview a hospital administrator 
named Mrs. Carole Sidney who advocated animal 
research. As editor of the student newspaper, 
Karina was given an appointment to verify certain 
facts regarding medical research  
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involving animals. Upon entering the office, Karina 
introduced herself and sat down gravely. The 
windowless room was painted by a novice; 
mahogany on two walls and chartreuse on the 
other two. It was lonely, empty, and dusty with 
none of the institutional cleanliness or hard-
working clutter. Meager office supplies furnished 
the desk along with stale doughnuts and more 
dust. Next to them was a faded picture of a 
bleached-blonde woman with a mulatto child and 
a hard-faced clock which croaked the time 
seventeen minutes late. Mrs. Sidney occupied the 
empty chair with considerable ceremony; first she 
stared forward leaning her jowls on large, stubby 
hands and raised her thin, painted eyebrows to 
regard the middle school student.   
 
“I am sorry about your mother,” her hollow voice 
spoke. 
 
“Thank you,” Karina answered at a complete loss. 
How did Mrs. Sidney know her mother? “Cancer 
takes lives everyday… Although she died ten years 
ago…modern medicine is research…I mean…um… 
modern research can save other people…Animals 
can help…I mean…animals-” Karina rambled 
nervously.  
 
“Have you lost your mind?” Mrs. Sidney 
interrupted, “Why are you telling lies? Your 
mother did not die of cancer ten years ago! I know 
it! This whole town knows it! She died at the 
Fourth of July picnic this year! Lying half-breed!” 
 
Karina stood up, “I am not Ayesha Haque. My 
name is Karina Banerjee, I am in seventh grade, 
and I am the Editor of The Rosebud.” 
 
“Oh, yeah,” Mrs. Sidney laughed awkwardly, yet 
offered no apology, “You are the daughter of that 
colored nurse who is married to an American 
police officer. You  

half-breeds get me all mixed up. My poor baby. A 
colored slut like your mother stole her father too! 
My poor little Teresa.” 
 
“No,” answered Karina, “That is Jig diPasquale. She 
is in eighth grade. My name is Karina Banerjee.  I 
am in Seventh Grade.  I am the Editor of The 
Rosebud. I am supposed to interview you for my 
article about animal research,” Brushing off a 
golden hamster hair from her tape recorder, 
Karina turned it on and took a deep breath, “The 
Rosebud has an article about medical research 
involving animals. I need to verify certain facts 
about animal research. Around seven million 
animals like kittens and puppies are euthanized13

                                                 
13 It is a fact that approximately seventy-percent of the twelve million cats and dogs brought to shelters last year were euthanized. Accurate 
numbers of euthanasia on rabbits, hamsters, lizards, and such are not available.  

 
in shelters every year. Instead it is better if their 
deaths count for something. They love humans 
and would happily give their lives to save ours!”  
 
“You half-breeds are what’s wrong with this 
country,” Mrs. Sidney continued, “We would be so 
much better off without you stealing our American 
men! Leaving us to be single moms! My Teresa. 
Poor baby.” 
 
The young editor tried to maintain her composure 
and wondered what type of standards allowed this 
lady. “This issue of The Rosebud contains a series 
of articles about animals: pets, breeds, rescues, 
adoption from animal shelters, and also animal 
research. I believe it is better to make use of 
homeless pets for medical research rather than 
senseless euthanasia…However certain 
standards…What are the standards of conducting 
experiments? How are the animals housed? How 
are they fed and kept clean?”  
 
“All busy business aren’t we,” Mrs. Sidney laughed 
sarcastically, “You think you’re something special 
since you are half American, don’t you? So is your 
father white or is it your mother?” 



 

p. 75 
11441155  

 
The editor wondered how she was going to get 
any information amid reruns of litany and 
interrogation. Karina clarified several times that 
she was one-hundred percent American born in 
Wisconsin and one-hundred percent Bengali by 
ancestry. She then propped the office door open 
with her chair and stood up with her notebook 
asking if she could view the administrator’s files or 
maybe come back here with her teacher. Finally 
Mrs. Sidney reluctantly answered the questions. 
Karina was glad when the grueling interview was 
over. She breathed a sigh of relief as she walked 
briskly down the hall.  
 
Peace of mind was not to last as she realized that 
she had forgotten the tape recorder. Full of dread, 
Karina slowly tiptoed back to the office and froze 
when she heard a familiar voice, the voice of 
Ayesha Haque, conversing with an unfamiliar one. 
Peering, Karina recognized the other as Mrs. 
Sidney’s daughter Teresa. The dialogue between 
the two unlikely confidantes turned Karina’s 
stomach. They shared confessions of murdering 
their mothers with pride. As they spoke, their 
boastful confessions were recording in interview 
tape. Common hatred was a stronger bond in 
societies than common affection. Ayesha’s friend 
Teresa was a vegetarian involved with a radical 
animal rights group. Jennifer Haque was killed by 
her own daughter Ayesha for her lack of morals 
and Carole Sidney killed by her own daughter 
Teresa for allowing animal research. The two girls 
were totally different in the causes they served, 
but shared the same mindset and bonded by the 
hatred they bore their mothers. 

 
Opportunity makes strange bedfellows. Karina 
thought of that expression more often to apply to 
politics. Living in the eighties, educated Americans 
understood that the top priority in US foreign 
policy was to contain communism. Therefore, 
American leaders were bosom buddies with the 
likes of Osama bin Laden and gifted him 
generously with  

weapons and supplies to fight the Evil Empire the 
Soviet Union. No one could imagine the future 
consequences of hanging with the wrong crowd, 
least of all the teenage allies still unaware that 
there was a witness. Knowing she had to get her 
tape recorder before Ayesha Haque and Teresa 
Sidney realized it was there, Karina crouched in 
the hallway. Impulsively she seized the tape and 
absconded down the long corridor. Then she hid 
under the desk of the nurses’ station and begged 
them to page Nisha diPasquale and call the police. 
It was a matter of life and death! The lady coldly 
informed her that Nisha worked the night shift, so 
she would not be there until 10:00pm. The forlorn 
girl continued to plead in vain fearing for her 
precious life. The lady coldly answered with 
repeated warnings that she would call security if 
the child did not get out. This was no place to play 
hide and seek or cops and robbers. Karina was 
frightfully aware of the evil presence a few feet 
away.  

 
Another impulse took hold of Karina as she threw 
a potted plant at the two evil girls, ran to the fire 
alarm, and pulled it. The hospital security 
immediately grabbed the child and shoved her 
into an office where they watched her like hawks. 
They had no idea how their hostile expressions 
comforted her. Arrival of the Banerjees, Gandhis, 
and diPasquales brought more expressive eyes. 
Some looked confused, some caring, and some 
cold. Along the way of discovering clues, Jig and 
Gayatri discovered a genuine liking for Karina and 
accepted her as their friend. They ran to hug their 
friend. 

 
“Karina, are you ok! What happened?” 
 
She played the tape and told her story. The 
murder was solved. The matricides were punished. 
The pathetic waif from Wisconsin became a local 
heroine – a title she was more than happy to share 
with  
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her two best friends. During the last week of 
summer, the Editor of The Rosebud worked day 
and night to put together a new premiere issue. 
She asked the teacher if she could 

appoint a new assistant editor, the eight grade 
class Vice President. Mrs. Berschauer approved for 
Jig had solved the ultimate puzzle. 

 

Artwork by Sharmila Roy 
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C-­jm       
 p¤hËa jS¥jc¡l 

 

  
¢edÑ¡¢la pj­ul HLO¾V¡ B­NC fy±­R ­N­R A­m¡Lz 
ah¤J O¢s ­cM­R h¡lh¡lz j­e q­µR O¢sl L¡yV¡c¤­V¡ 
es­R e¡z HC¢e­u ­h¡d qu Q¡lh¡l A­m¡L ­h’ 
­b­L E­W cy¡¢s­u a¡l ­f¡o¡LV¡ ¢WLW¡L L­l ¢emz 
p¢aÉ Lb¡ hm­a ¢L j­e Ll­a f¡lm e¡, Lah¡lz 
a¡s¡ý­s¡­a f­L­V ¢Ql¦Z£V¡ ¢e­a i¥­m ­N­Rz e¡ 
q­m Q¥mV¡ HLh¡l ByQ­s ¢eaz A­m¡­Ll HLV¥ q¡¢p 
­fmz a­h ¢L J e¡iÑ¡pÚz a¡C q­h qu­a¡, Bl ¢LC 
h¡ q­a f¡­lz AbQ LÇf¥V¡­l mr mr ­fË¡NË¡j  
­mM¡l pju fË­aÉLV¡ l¦¢Ve Bl p¡hÚl¦¢Ve Jl R¢hl 
ja j­e b¡­Lz A¢g­pl ­m¡­Ll¡J Ah¡L q­u k¡u 
Jl ØjlZ n¢š² ­c­Mz a¡C ­a¡ Jl ­fË¡­Sƒ 
jÉ¡­eS¡l LÓÉ¡­u­¾Vl ph­b­L L¢We L¡S…­m¡ phpju 
A­m¡L­LC ­cuz Bl a¡C B­j¢lL¡u A¢gpÚ ­b­L 
c¤Se­L f¡W¡­e¡l Lb¡ kMe E­W¢Rm ­cshRl B­N, 
A­m¡­Ll e¡j JW¡­a A¢g­pl ­LE Ah¡L qu¢ez 
e¡iÑ¡pÚ qh¡l ­a¡ Lb¡Cz A­m¡L­L fËb­j My¥­S ­hl 
Ll­a q­h HLV¡ m¡m lw­ul R¡a¡z R¡a¡¢V My¥­S 
f¡Ju¡l fl a¡­L i¡­m¡ L­l mrÉ Ll­a q­h ­pC 
­j­u¢V­L k¡l X¡e q¡­al L¢ê ­b­L T¥m­R JC 
R¡a¡¢Vz HC q­h ­pC ­j­u¢V k¡l p­‰ f¢lQu 
q­u¢R­m¡ BS ­b­L fË¡u ­cs hRl B­Nz f¢lQu 
hm¡V¡ ¢WL eu, hm¡ E¢Qv C-­j­ml f¢lQuz a¡l 
p­‰ BSC fËbj ­cM¡ qh¡l Lb¡z ­L¡b¡u ? q¡Js¡ 
­øn­ez 
 

L¡L¢ml Jfl HLV¥ Ap¿¹¥ø ­k qu¢e a¡ eu, ¢L¿¹¥ 
¢Q¢W­a AhnÉ A­m¡L ­pV¡ Bl fËL¡n L­l¢ez H­a¡ 
S¡uN¡ b¡L­a, q¡Js¡ ­øneÚ ­Le? a¡J fËbj ­cM¡ 
qJu¡l ¢c­ez J­cl Bm¡f J f¢lQu qu­R C-­j­ml 
j¡lg­az Q¡l­Q¡­Ml ¢jme J­cl HM­e¡ qu¢ez 
fËnÀV¡l Ešl AhnÉ L¡L¢ml ¢Q¢W­aC ¢Rmz L¡L¢m 
L­m­S fs¡uz fs¡­e¡l f­l J­L q¡Js¡ ­øn­e 
Bp­aC q­h AaHh HV¡C ­høÚ S¡uN¡ ­cM¡ Ll¡lz 
HC ¢Q¢Wl hÉ¡flV¡J HLV¡ ¢haÑ­Ll ¢houz C-­jm ­L 
A­m¡L ¢Q¢W h­m, L¡L¢m  
 

­pV¡ j¡e­a Q¡u e¡z ¢Q¢W hm­a L¡L¢m ­h¡­T M¡­j 
­j¡s¡ ØVÉ¡ÇfÚ m¡N¡­e¡ HLV¡ ¢S¢ep, ­kV¡ A­eL 
­m¡­Ll q¡a O¤­l a¡lfl ­L¡e HLpju a¡l ¢e¢cÑø 
S¡uN¡u H­p ­fy±R¡uz ­pC ¢Q¢Wl p­‰ S¢s­u b¡­L 
A­eL A­fr¡, A­eL Bn¡, A­eL fb ­Q­u b¡L¡, 
HLV¡ lš² j¡w­pl pÇfLÑ, A­eL qy¡V¡ fb, A­e­Ll 
S£¢hL¡ Hhw B­l¡ A­eL ¢LR¥z L¡L¢m i¡hfËhe, 
A­m¡L fË¡LÚ¢VL¡mz 
 

B­l¡ A­eL ¢LR¥­a J­cl j­dÉ j­al A¢jm B­Rz 
A­m¡Ll p­¾cq B­R J­cl pÇfLÑ­L ¢WL Bm¡f h¡ 
f¢lQu hm¡ k¡u ¢Le¡z lš² j¡w­pl j¡e¤­ol p­‰ 
j¡e¤¢ol j¤­M¡j¤¢M Abh¡ p¡je¡ p¡j¢e¡ h­p Lb¡C k¢c e¡ 
q­m¡, a­h a¡­L f¢lQu hm¡ k¡u ¢L? L¡L¢m h­m 
¢WL a¡l E­ÒV¡, Bm¡f h¡ f¢lQ­ul p­‰ ­cM¡ qJu¡l 
­L¡e pÇfLÑ ­eCz j­el ¢jmV¡C ph ­b­L hs Lb¡z 
L¡L¢ml ¢e­Sl e¡jV¡ fµR¾c euz ­Lje ­ke L¡LÚ 
¢c­u öl¦ h­m j­e qu a¡l L¡­Rz A­m¡L h­m, q­a 
f¡­l L¡LÚ ¢c­u öl¦ ¢L¿¹¥ L¢m ¢c­u ­a¡ ­noz ph 
i¡­m¡ k¡l ­no i¡­m¡z  
 

j­e f­s k¡u A­m¡­Ll L¡L¢ml p­‰ ¢L i¡­h Bm¡f 
q­u¢R­m¡ ­pC OVe¡V¡l Lb¡z B­j¢lL¡u k¡Ju¡l c¤¢ce 
B­N A­m¡L A¢gp ­b­L ­h¢l­u¢Rm L­uLV¡ Sl¦¢l 
L¡­Sl hÉ¡f¡­lz L­uLV¡ V¥¢LV¡¢L L¡­Sl hÉ¡f¡­l J­L 
­pC¢ce A¢gp ­b­L HLV¥ B­NC ­h­l¡­a q­u¢R­m¡z 
L¡S…­m¡ a¡s¡a¡¢s ­no q­u k¡Ju¡u, HLV¥ M¤n£ 
j­eC HLV¡ VÉ¡¢„ ­X­L E­W f­s¢R­m¡ h¡¢s k¡­h 
h­mz VÉ¡¢„­a E­W ¢fR­el ¢p­V h­p XÊ¡Ci¡l­L 
¢e­cÑn ­cJu¡l f­lC A­m¡­Ll j­e q­m¡ ­k ¢p­Vl 
¢WL ­fR­e Jl ¢WL X¡e¢cLV¡­a HLV¡ nš² j­a¡ 
¢LR¥ HLV¡ ­M¡yQ¡ j¡l­Rz ­fRe ¢g­l ­cM¡l ­Qø¡ 
Ll­m¡z fËbjV¡u ¢LR¥ ­cMa ­f­m¡ e¡z Bl HLV¥ 
­Qø¡ Ll¡l f­l ­cM­m¡, HLV¡ ­e¡V hC h¡ M¡a¡l 
j­a¡ ¢LR¥ HLV¡l Awn Ey¢LT¥y¢L j¡l­R M¡y­Sl j­dÉ 
­b­Lz f¤­l¡V¡ ­cM¡ k¡­µRe¡z A­m¡L ­L±a¥qm  
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hnax q¡aV¡ Y¥¢L­u ¢S¢epV¡ ­hl Llmz e¡ M¡a¡ 
eu, HLV¡ pÇf¥eÑ hC E­W H­m¡ Jl q¡­az A­m¡L 
hCV¡l f¡a¡ EÒV¡­a m¡N­m¡z HLV¡ c¤eÑ£h¡l BLÑoe 
J­L ­f­u hp­m¡z e¡ hCV¡l SeÉ eu, hCV¡l 
fË­aÉLV¡ f¡a¡l X¡e Bl hy¡¢c­L, ­j­u¢m q¡­al 
­mM¡ ­e¡V…­m¡l SeÉ z A­m¡L qÙ¹­mM¡ ¢hn¡lc eu, 
ah¤ Jl h¤T­a HaV¥L¥ Ap¤¢h­d q­m¡ e¡ ­k ­m¢ML¡ 
öd¤ h¤¢Üja£ eeÚ ¢a¢e Ap¡d¡le hÉ¢š²­aÆlJ 
A¢dL¡¢le£z hCV¡l fËbj f¡a¡u ­m¢ML¡l e¡j Bl 
C-­jm H­XÊpV¡J ­f­u ­N­m¡ A­m¡Lz A­m¡L 
LÒfe¡l X¡e¡ ­j­m ¢c­m¡ ­j­u¢Vl Lb¡ i¡h­a 
i¡h­az 
 

a¡lfl k¡ qJu¡l a¡C q­m¡z hC¢Vl fË¡¢ç pwh¡c 
S¡¢e­u C-­jm f¡W¡­m¡ A­m¡Lz ­i­h¢R­m¡ 
B­j¢lL¡u k¡Ju¡l B­N ¢Q¢Wl Ešl Bp­h, ­cM¡ 
q­h, hCV¡ ­glv ¢c­u ­c­hz ­pC p¤­œ Bm¡f q­h 
f¢lQu q­h qu­a¡ A¿¹l‰a¡J q­hz ¢L¿¹¥ e¡, 
­L¡eV¡C q­m¡ e¡z ¢Q¢Wl Ešl H­m¡ e¡, ­cM¡J q­m¡ 
e¡z A­m¡L f¡¢s ¢c­m¡ B­j¢lL¡uz  
 

B­j¢lL¡u ­f±y­R A­m¡­Ll ­hn L­uLV¡ ¢ce ­L­V 
­Nm ph¢cL p¡j­m …¢R­u hp­az fË¡u i¥­mC 
¢N­u¢Rm hCV¡l Lb¡, L¡L¢ml Lb¡z ¢ceL­uL fl 
­k¢ce pju ­fm ¢e­Sl C-­jm ­M¡m¡l ­pC¢ceC 
fËbj ­cM­a ­fm L¡L¢ml ­mM¡ ­R¡– ¢Q¢VV¡z 
 

""deÉh¡c hCV¡ My¥­S f¡Ju¡l SeÉz gÉ¡¢j¢ml p­‰ 
c¢re i¡la ­hs¡­a k¡Ju¡l g­m B­N Ešl ­cJu¡ 
pñh qu¢e, a¡l SeÉ c¤x¢Maz hCV¡ My¥­S f¡Ju¡l 
Bn¡ ­R­s ¢c­u¢Rm¡j, a¡C Bl HLV¡ ¢L­e 
­g­m¢Rz JC hCV¡ Bj¡l M¤h ¢fËu hCz Bfe¡l k¢c 
M¤h Ap¤¢hd¡ e¡ qu ­a¡ L­uL¢c­el j­dÉ ­k¡N¡­k¡N 
L­l hCV¡ Bfe¡l L¡R ­b­L ¢e­u k¡hz  
ö­iµR¡ ­e­he 
                       - L¡L¢m '' 
 

p¡c¡j¡V¡ ¢Q¢W, ­eC ­L¡e i¡h ­eC ­L¡e EµRÅ¡p, a¡J 
A­m¡L ¢Q¢VV¡ fs­m¡ ­hn L­uLh¡lz HL 
Af¢l¢Qa¡l L¡R ­b­L f¡Ju¡ fËbj ¢Q¢Wz h¤T­a 
f¡l¢R­m¡ A­m¡L ­k L¡L¢m J­L BLoÑe Ll­Rz 
¢e­S­L ­h¡T¡­a ­Qø¡ Ll­m¡ öd¤ e¡jV¡ Bl C-­jm  
 

H­XÊpÚV¡ R¡s¡ Bl ¢LR¥C ­p S¡­e e¡ ­p ­j­u¢Vl 
hÉ¡f¡lz ­j­u¢V qu­a¡ ¢hh¡¢qa¡, qu­a¡ AeÉ L¡E­L 
i¡mh¡­pz A­eL ­Qø¡l f­lJ A­m¡L ¢LR¥­aC je 
­b­L L¡L¢ml Lb¡ pl¡­a f¡l­m¡ e¡z ¢Q¢Wl Ešl 
¢mM­m¡, fµR¾c q­m¡ e¡z ¢X¢mVÚ L­l ¢c­m¡ ph, Bh¡l 
¢mMmz Ah­n­o ­k ¢Q¢WV¡ f¡W¡­m¡ ­pV¡J M¤hC 
p¡c¡j¡V¡z ""OVe¡Q­œ² Bfe¡l hC¢V f¡Ju¡l f­lC 
Bj¡­L B­j¢lL¡u f¡¢s ¢c­a q­u­Rz OVe¡Q­œ² 
Bfe¡l ¢fËu hC¢VJ Bj¡l p­‰ B­j¢lL¡u f¡¢s 
¢c­u­R, AhnÉ ¢he¡ ¢V¢L­Vz k¢c ¢S‘¡p¡ L­le ­Le - 
Bj¡l p¢WL ­L¡e Ešl ­eCz Bfe¡l Ap¤¢h­d e¡ q­m 
Bfe¡l ¢fËu hC¢V­L B¢j k­aÀl p­‰ Bj¡l L¡­R 
­l­M ­c­h¡z ­c­n ¢g­l j¡¢mL­L M¤y­S ­hl L­l 
kb¡ÙÛ¡­e ­glv ¢c­u ­c­h¡z Lb¡ ¢cm¡jz Eš­ll Bn¡u 
lCm¡jz 

ö­iµR¡ ­e­he 
                      - A­m¡L '' 
 

Ešl H­m¡, Eš­ll EšlJ ¢g­l ­Nmz Qm­a m¡N­m¡ 
HCi¡­hC c¤S­el j­dÉ C-­j­ml Bc¡efËc¡ez A­m¡L 
A¢gp A­fr¡ L­l b¡­L LMe h¡¢s ¢g­l LÇf¥V¡l AeÚ 
L­l L¡L¢ml C-­jm fs­hz LaLb¡C e¡ q­a¡ c¤S­el 
j­dÉz j­eC qa e¡ ­k c¤S­e c¤Se­L ­L¡e¢ce ­c­M¢e 
fkÑÉ¿¹z L¡L¢m h­m ­R­ml¡ Ju¡e X¡u­jeÚp¡e¡mz ­R­ml¡ 
öd¤ ­j­u­cl l©fV¡C ­c­Mz A­m¡L h­m RuV¡ Ga¥l 
p‰j ­cM¡ k¡u HL¢V ­j­ul j­dÉz L¡L¢m W¡–¡ L­l 
h­m ­j­u­cl pð­å A­m¡­Ll H­a¡ ¢LR¥ S¡e¡V¡ M¤h 
p­¾c­ql hÉ¡f¡lz HLV¡ pju H­m¡ kMe c¤S­eC 
c¤Se­L ­cM¡l SeÉ hÉ¡L¥m q­u EW­m¡z H ¢hlq Bl 
pqÉ qu e¡z 
 

Ah­n­o A­m¡­Ll ¢h­c­nl L¡­Sl ­ju¡c HL¢ce ­no 
q­m¡z A­m¡L lJe¡ ¢c­m¡ ­c­nl f­bz C-­j­m 
S¡¢e­u¢R­m¡ L¡L¢m­L a¡l ­gl¡l Mhlz L¡L¢m Eš­l 
¢c­u¢R­m¡ C-­j­mz Bl ­pC Eš­ll ilp¡­aC Bl 
L¡L¢ml ¢e­cÑn jaC A­m¡L BS HCM¡­e HC q¡Js¡ 
­ØVn­el HLV¡ ­L¡e¡u cy¡¢s­u B­R nhl£l fËa£r¡uz  
 

A­m¡L O¢sl Ly¡V¡V¡ Bh¡l ­QLÚ Llmz ¢edÑ¡¢la pj­ul 
Bl j¡œ ¢ae ¢j¢eV h¡¢Lz Bl HLh¡l ­Q¡MV¡ O¤¢l­u 
­cMm Q¡¢l¢cLz ­Q¡­M fs­m¡ e¡ ¢LR¥z 
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a­h ¢L L¡L¢m Bp­h e¡? L¡L¢m ¢L i¥­m ­N­R 
BS HM¡­e Bp¡l Lb¡? L¡L¢m ¢L öd¤ ­Mm¡ 
Ll¢R­m¡ a¡l p­‰? A­m¡L Bh¡l i¡­m¡ L­l ­cMm 
Q¡¢l¢cLz JC­a¡ HLV¥ c¤­l j­e q­µR HLSe m¡m 
R¡a¡ q¡­a cy¡¢s­uz qÉy¡ X¡e q¡a ­b­LC ­a¡ T¥m­R 
R¡a¡V¡z A­m¡L HLV¥ H¢N­u ­Nm i¡m L­l ­cM¡l 
SeÉz HL¢V j¡Thu¢p, i¡l£ ­Qq¡l¡l iâj¢qm¡ X¡e 
q¡­a m¡m lw­ul R¡a¡ q¡­a H¢cL J¢cL a¡L¡­µRez 
HC ¢L a­h L¡L¢m? A­m¡L ¢L HLV¥ qa¡n q­m¡? 
A­m¡L ¢L Q­m k¡­h ­cM¡ e¡ L­l? ­LE S¡e­a 
f¡l­h e¡z je¢ÙÛl L­l cªt fc­r­f A­m¡L H¢N­u 
H­m¡ iâj¢qm¡l ¢c­Lz A­eLV¡ L¡R¡L¡¢R H­p 
­N­Rz HLV¥ AeÉjeú ¢R­m¡, qW¡v hm¡ ­eC Lb¡ 
­eC HLV¡ d¡‚¡, ¢L¿¹¥ M¤h ­S¡­l euz HL p¤¾cl£ 
al¦e£l p¡­bz A­m¡L ­j­u¢V­L p¡q¡kÉ Ll­m¡ j¡¢V 
­b­L f­s k¡Ju¡ hÉ¡N¢V a¥­m ¢c­uz ­j­u¢V 
A­m¡L­L deÉh¡c ¢c­u Q­m ­Nmz e¡ öd¤ Q­m ­Nm 
e¡, k¡h¡l B­N A­m¡L­L deÉh¡­cl p­‰ ¢c­u ­Nm 
HL¢V ¢j¢ø q¡¢pz A­m¡­Ll j­e qm ­j­u¢V­L 
­L¡b¡u ­ke ­c­M­R ¢L¿¹¥ ¢LR¥­aC j­e Ll­a f¡lm 
e¡z HLV¥ ­q­p A­m¡LJ  
 
 
 

¢hc¡u S¡¢e­u H¢N­u ­Nm X¡e q¡­a m¡m R¡a¡ d¡l£ 
iâj¢qm¡l ¢c­Lz 
 

""¢LR¥ k¢c j­e e¡ L­le ­a¡ HLV¡ Lb¡ ¢S‘¡p¡ 
Ll­h¡? Bfe¡l e¡j ¢L L¡L¢m? B¢j A­m¡Lz 
Bfe¡l q¡­a m¡m lw­ul R¡a¡ B­R h­m ¢S‘¡p¡ 
Ll¢Rz'' 
 

""e¡ e¡ Bj¡l e¡j L¡L¢m q­h ­Lez Bj¡l e¡j 
plm¡z Bj¡­L HL¢V ­j­u HLV¥ B­N HC m¡m lw­ul 
R¡a¡V¡ d¢l­u ¢c­u hmm Bj¡l ­qÒfÚ Q¡uz a¡l j­el 
j¡e¤­ol fl£r¡ ¢e­a Q¡uz HLSe e¡¢L a¡­L My¥S­a 
HM¡­e Bp­hz ­p k¢c H­p Bj¡­L ¢S‘¡p¡ L­l 
L¡L¢ml e¡j d­l a¡ q­m B¢j ­ke a¡­L HC R¡a¡V¡ 
¢c­u ¢cz Bl HV¡J h­m­R Bfe¡­L hm­a ­k ­p 
A­fr¡ Ll­R Bfe¡l SeÉ ¢V¢LV L¡E¾V¡­ll L¡­Rz 
Bfe¡­L ¢Qe­a Bl a¡l ­L¡e Ap¤¢hd¡ q­h e¡z ¢L 
S¡¢e h¡f¤ BSL¡m ­R­m­j­ul¡ ­ke ¢L lLjz HC ¢ee 
Bfe¡l R¡a¡z'' 
 

A­m¡L R¡a¡V¡ ¢e­u H¢N­u ­Nm ¢V¢LV L¡E¾V¡­ll 
¢c­Lz 

 
 
 

          
Puzzle Answers 
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Supporting Schools That Actually Make A 

Difference  
By Atasi Das, M.A. 

 
Walking along a dusty road a few kilometers outside of the booming IT metropolis, Bangalore, I entered into a 
community removed from the noise and bustle of the city. I walked through the gates of Thakka Bapa School 
Foundation. Surrounded by coconut plantations on one side, earthen-colored farms on another, and encroaching 
clusters of development, this unique school currently exists to provide educational opportunities to girls and boys 
from the Dalit community. This school, also known as the Bapagrama Educational Center, was created, under the 
advice of Mahatma Gandhi, as a girls’ school in 1949 by Saraswathi Natarajan, a devoted community advocate for 
the Dalit community. Thakka Bapa, a co-worker of Gandhiji’s for whom the school was named, was also involved in 
the school’s inception and was committed to freeing the Dalit communities from caste and class oppression.  

 
Outside the gates of Bapagrama*                                      Students in class 

 

 
Thakka Bapa School Foundation* 

 
I travelled to India and to this school as part of my graduate practicum experience. As my focus interests included 
social justice and sustainable development, I chose to specifically study education systems. The Dalit community has 
been historically disadvantaged giving rise to low literacy rates in this area, around 33%.  From a broader 
perspective, options for stable employment have declined and subsistence living continues to be pushed out by 
development and neo-liberalized globalization. I learned that three hundred students come to Bapagrama from 
surrounding villages in this semi-urban setting. There are approximately forty primary schools in the area but 
Bapagrama is only one of two secondary schools and teachers college for the same area. This school has become 
essential for many families as everything is provided to students free of charge including uniforms, books, healthy 
midday meals, and even health clinics. The families that lived here for generations have been farmers, landless 
laborers, vegetable vendors, construction workers, small shop holders, and contract laborers in small-scale factories. 

Samaresh
Stamp
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In this context, I sought to understand how schools and educational-based NGOs approached a plethora of issues 
and needs. I spoke with numerous parents, students, teachers and community members. From my research, barriers 
to schooling, low academic “success” and socio-economic stagnation were prevalent characteristics within 
disenfranchised communities. The structure of inequity remained and very few schools purposefully worked within 
existing systems to create the conditions for humanistic social change. However, Bapagrama and partner 
organizations pursue this very endeavor. The school implements projects such as in-depth science education, 
vocational training, computer training, language lab, theatre and creative arts unit, women’s project, international 
student exchange program, water harvesting, earth contouring, and organic farming. These projects run along with 
standardized Karnataka state curriculum. Through strengthening local knowledge and history with more tools and 
skills, students and their families have a greater chance of accessing sustainable livelihoods. The school provides 
relevant education and with a specific purpose.  
 
This school is partially funded by the government but also runs on donations to help sustain and strengthen their 
holistic program. Educational Praxis, a U.S. based non-profit in Putney, Vermont, is one of Bapagrama’s partner 
organizations that collects donations and coordinates exchange programs. Educational Praxis, Inc., also provides 
learning experiences for U.S. students in which knowledge can be translated into action. Praxis believes there is a 
vital need for broader and deeper knowledge of issues involving world cultures and people.  
 
Educational Praxis is looking for DONATIONS, volunteers, and interested community members. High school, college 
or graduate students can also come to Bapagrama Educational Center for the study of Political Economy and 
Development issues as well as independent study. Credits may be arranged with their own institutions or affiliated 
institutions. The school has created an endowment fund to safeguard necessary programs, such as the mid-day 
meals, uniforms, books, health clinics and the maintenance of the school building. Your generous support can make 
a significant difference and is tax deductible.  
 

 
Student Mural Project* 

 
Please visit the Educational Praxis website for more info about Bapagrama. 
www.educationalpraxis.org or contact atasi.das@gmail.com with comments/queries 
You can make checks payable to: Educational Praxis, Inc. P.O. Box 409, Putney, VT 05346 
*Pictures courtesy of Olya Jouikova 

 
 

 

http://www.educationalpraxis.org/�
mailto:atasi.das@gmail.com�
mailto:atasi.das@gmail.com�
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A Different Type of Mindset 

Sampriti De 

 

I was not fond of roller coasters at all, to say the least. I wouldn’t even look at one for more than two seconds; it was 
just out of the question. I guess I never really trusted the people who made them. 

 
 

So we went to Orlando this summer, and for the first time, I went to Disney World and Universal Studios. We first 
arrive at the Magic Kingdom and ride a couple of rides that I would’ve usually thought of as fun and amusing, but 
this was not the case this time. After all, we were at Disney. People from all over the world flock here to not for 
those boring, gentle rides, but for something exhilarating, something you can’t find any place else. 
 
Our families had done a little research and planning on which rides were really worth going for. And “Space 
Mountain” was one of them. Without even asking the kind of ride it was, as soon as we saw it, our families rushed to 
get FastPasses. When we finally arrived during our assigned time interval to board the cars, I heard a bit of 
screaming, but completely overlooked it at the time. I was just eager to get the ride started. 
 
I did not expect it to be a roller coaster that was for sure. I mean come on, with a name like “Space Mountain”, it 
could be anything…how obscure is that? 
 
That was no excuse, however. There were plenty of clues I had overlooked. I should’ve recognized the safety 
harnesses in the cars I’ve seen countless times on Roller Coaster Tycoon. I even heard the sound of people 
screaming, but decided to ignore it. Well it was too late, now. I was on the coaster, whether I liked it or not, and 
squealing my head off.  
 
After experiencing those deep drops that plunge you into the darkness, and those unexpected twists and turns, I felt 
refreshed, almost. If I survived that ride, I was ready for anything. Besides, I was sick of riding those boring kiddy 
rides anyway—I found out I liked the sensation of weightlessness. I rode all the other roller coasters at Magic 
Kingdom after the rain opted to stop. “Splash Mountain” turned out to be a disappointment, and “Big Thunder 
Railroad” was good, but not as good as, of course, the best roller coaster in the Magic Kingdom: still “Space 
Mountain”. Day Two in Orlando, however, is another story. 
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iä Q¥¢l 
    lh£¾cÊe¡b i–¡Q¡kÑ 

 
¢L L¥r­e ­k Ahe£h¡h¤ HC h­ål ¢c­e A¢gp ­k­a 
h¡¢s ­b­L ­h¢l­u¢R­me! pL­mC j¡e¡ L­l¢Rm - 
h­m¢Rm - "l¦¢mw f¡¢VÑ kMe ­L¾cÊ£u e£¢al ¢h­l¡¢da¡ 
L­l håÚ ­X­L­R aMe h¡¢sl h¡C­l f¡ e¡ ­cJu¡C 
j‰mz' ¢V. ¢i. J ­l¢XJ­a AhnÉ j¤MÉj¿»£ pLm­L 
BnÄ¡p ¢c­u¢R­me - "k¡l¡ A¢gp ­k­a CµR¥L a¡­cl 
h¡d¡ ­cJu¡ q­h e¡z k¡eh¡qe Qm¡l ­r­œ 
¢eaÉk¡œ£­cl Lb¡ j­e ­l­M HC ¢ce fËQ¥l plL¡l£ 
h¡p l¡Ù¹¡u e¡j¡­e¡l h­¾c¡hÙ¹ Ll¡ q­u­Rz' jS¡l Lb¡ 
¢LR¥¢ce B­N ¢h­l¡d£ ¢n¢h­ll X¡L¡ h­ål a£hË 
pj¡­m¡Qe¡ L­l ¢a¢e HL SÆ¡m¡ju£ i¡o­Z ANÔ¥cN¡l 
L­l¢R­me ­k Bj¡­cl HC håÚ fËhea¡C l¡­SÉ ¢nÒf 
¢hL¡­nl fËd¡e A¿¹l¡u q­u cy¡¢s­u­Rz 
 

Ahe£h¡h¤ HLSe R¡-­f¡o¡ ­Ll¡¢ez L¡­l¡ p¡­a-fy¡­Q 
b¡­Le e¡z j¤MÉj¿»£l j¤­Ml Lb¡u a¡l AN¡d BÙÛ¡z 
p¤¤al¡w ¢a¢e L¡­l¡ Lb¡u LeÑf¡a e¡ L­l c§NÑ¡ h­m 
HLV¥ B­N i¡­NC A¢g­pl ¢c­L lJu¡e¡ q­mez 
HLV¡ ¢h¢s d¢l­u kMe ¢a¢e hs l¡Ù¹¡u ­f±R­me, 
aMe mrÉ Ll­me ­k, N¡¢s-­O¡s¡ Qm­R h­V, a­h 
­hplL¡l£ h¡­pl pwMÉ¡ AeÉ¡eÉ ¢c­el a¥me¡u A­eL 
Ljz plL¡l£ h¡pJ ­ke A¢eµR¡ p­šÄJ l¡Ù¹¡u 
­e­j­Rz ¢LR¥re f­lC ¢a¢e AhnÉ ¢hh¡c£ h¡N k¡h¡l 
­j¡V¡j¤¢V gy¡L¡ HLV¡ plL¡l£ h¡p ­f­u ­N­me Hhw 
¢àl¦¢š² e¡ L­l ­pV¡­a E­W fs­mez h¡p ­b­L ­e­j 
A¢gp ­f±R¡­a a¡l ¢j¢eV h¡­l¡ m¡Nmz AeÉ¡eÉ ¢c­e 
HCV¥L¥ l¡Ù¹¡ ¢is ­Wm¡­W¢m L­l a¡l ­k­a fË¡u 
¢j¢eV L¥¢s m¡­Nz Ahe£h¡h¤ Se¢hlm ¢hh¡c£h¡­Nl 
¢c­L a¡¢L­u HC fËbj a¡l ­p±¾ckÑ Efm¢ì Ll­mez 
Q¡¢l¢c­L ­Ol¡ e¡l­L¡m N¡R ­h¢øa ­mLV¡ ¢L p¤¤¾cl 
­cM­a m¡N­Rz CnÚ Bjl¡ k¢c SepwMÉ¡ ¢eu¿»e 
Ll­a f¡la¡j Bl p¡d¡le ­m¡LSe­cl j­dÉ HLV¥ 
¢p¢iL ­p¾p ­Y¡L¡­a f¡la¡j! 
 

A¢g­p ­f±­R Ahe£h¡h¤ ­cM­me - aMeJ ­LE H­p 
­f±R¡u¢ez  

¢a¢e qa¡n q­me ­i­h - ­k¢ce ¢a¢e p¢WL 
pj­u h¡ a¡l B­N A¢gp B­pe, ¢WL ­pC 
¢ce…­m¡­a, ­L¡e HL A‘¡a L¡l­e, a¡l hpÚ 
B¢g­p Bp­a ­cl£ L­lez pju¡e¤haÑ£a¡l SeÉ 
a¡l i¡­NÉ p¤¤MÉ¡¢a LMeJ ­S¡­V e¡z AbQ k¢c 
­L¡e ¢ce a¡l B¢gp Bp­a HLV¥ ­cl£ q­u­R, 
Aj¢e ¢N­u ­n¡­ee - Sl¦¢l amh H­p¢Rm 
hsp¡­q­hl L¡R ­b­Lz 
 

hÉ¡S¡l j¤­M ¢e­Sl ­Qu¡­l h­p Ahe£h¡h¤ HLV¡ 
¢h¢s dl¡­mez HLV¥ f­lC ¢fJe p£a¡l¡j H­p 
ay¡­L ­c­M BÕQkÑ q­u hmm - "L£ hÉ¡f¡l! Bf 
Cae¡ p¤¤­h­l? phL¥R ¢WLW¡L qÉ¡u ­a¡?' 
 

Ahe£h¡h¤ ­q­p S¡e¡­me - "h­ål ¢ce, f­l N¡¢s-
­O¡s¡ Qm­h ¢L e¡ ­L S¡­e? a¡C HLV¥ B­NC 
Q­m Hm¡jz' 
 

p£a¡l¡j hmm - "q¡¢j ­a¡ p¡C­L­m B¢p, q¡j¡l 
L¥R¥ glL f­l e¡z' HC h­m ­p ­V¢hm…­m¡ ­T­s 
Q¡'l Sm Q¡f¡­a ­Nmz Bd O¾V¡l j­dÉ BlJ 
fy¡Q-R-Se pqLjÑ£ H­p ­f±R­mez Q¡ pq­k¡­N 
e¡e¡ B­m¡Qe¡ ­hn S­j E­W­R Hje pju H­p 
fs­me hpJz j¡œ Se¡L­uL LjÑ£ A¢gp H­p­R 
­c­M ¢a¢e ay¡l üi¡h¢pÜ i¡o¡u håÚ Hl L¥gm 
pð­å HL SÆ¡m¡ju£ i¡oZ ¢c­mez a¡lfl fË­hn 
Ll­me ¢e­Sl L¡jl¡uz  
 

c¤f¤l Ah¢d ­j¡V¡j¤¢V L¡SLjÑ Qmmz ¢h­L­ml ¢c­L 
p£a¡l¡j Mhl Bem håÚ œ²jnx dÆwp¡aÈL ­Qq¡l¡ 
¢e­µRz djÑam¡u E­š¢Sa Sea¡­L Rœi‰ Ll­a 
m¡¢WQ¡SÑ L­l­R f¤¢mnz ö­eÉ c¤-HL l¡Eä …¢m 
Q¡m¡­a h¡dÉ q­u­Rz håÚ Hl pjbÑLl¡ H­a B­l¡ 
­r­f ¢N­u i¡PQ¥l L­l­R M¤­m l¡M¡ ­c¡L¡e J 
A¢gpOlz ­L¡­e¡ ­L¡­e¡ S¡uN¡u A¢NÀ pw­k¡­Nl 
MhlJ f¡Ju¡ ­N­Rz g­m f¢lhaÑe Ll¡ q­u­R 
VÊ¡j J h¡­pl l¦V CaÉ¡¢c ----z 
 

 



 

p. 84 
11441155  

 

MhlV¡ h­pÚl L¡­e ­f±­R¡­aC ¢a¢e a¢sO¢s A¢gp 
hå L­l pLm­L ¢e­cÑn ¢c­me ¢e­Sl ¢e­Sl h¡¢s 
¢g­l ­k­az pL­ml p­‰ Ahe£h¡h¤ ¢py¢s ¢c­u H­p 
cy¡s¡­me l¡Ù¹¡l ­j¡­sz 

 

aMe p­h ¢h­Lm p¡­s Q¡l­Vz l¡Ù¹¡ HLcj gy¡L¡z h¡p 
Abh¡ VÊ¡j ¢LR¥C Qm­R e¡z e­iðl j¡pz h¡a¡­p 
n£­al HLV¥ ­Ry¡u¡ ­m­N­Rz Ahe£h¡h¤l pqLjÑ£l¡ 
hm­me - "c¡c¡, HLV¥ f¡ Q¡¢m­u Qm¤e, ­f¡ø¡¢g­pl 
­j¡sV¡u k¡Cz HM¡­e cy¡¢s­u b¡L­m ¢LR¥ f¡Ju¡ k¡­h 
h­m j­e qu e¡z'  
 

Ahe£h¡h¤ ¢L¿¹¥ ­hn Ef­i¡N Ll¢R­me HC Se­L¡m¡qm 
h¢SÑa LmL¡a¡l n¡¿¹l©fz ¢a¢e pqLjÑ£­cl hm­me - 
"­a¡jl¡ k¡Jz B¢j HMe ¢LR¥re p¡j­el f¡­LÑ h­p 
b¡Lhz' HL QÉ¡ws¡ al¦e ­k­a h­m EWm - "h¤­s¡l 
fË¡­e lp ­S­N­R j¡C¢lz e¡¢L h¤¢sl p­‰ BS TNs¡ 
L­l H­p­Rz 
 

f¡­LÑ ­Y¡L¡l j¤­M Q¡­ul ­c¡L¡e ­b­L HL iy¡s Q¡ 
f¡e L­l HLV¡ ¢j¢ø f¡a¡ f¡e j§­M ¢c­u Ahe£h¡h¤ 
­M¡p ­jS¡­S ­j¡V¡j¤¢V gy¡L¡ f¡­LÑ HL ­h’ cMm 
L­l hp­mez a¡l j­e qm - h­ål ¢ce ph ­c¡L¡e 
f¡W hå b¡L­mJ HC ­R¡VM¡V f¡e¢h¢sl ­c¡L¡e…­m¡ 
M¤­m l¡M­m ­LE Bf¢š Ll¡ e¡z ­h¡dqu h­ål 
BJa¡u f­s e¡ H…­m¡! n£aL¡­ml ¢h­Lm N¢s­u 
O¾V¡ M¡­e­Ll j­dÉ ­e­j Hm påÉ¡z p§kÑ¡­Ù¹l cªnÉ Bl 
­cM¡ qm e¡ Ahe£h¡h¤lz ­kph hýam h¡¢s…­m¡ 
LmL¡a¡l Be¡­Q L¡e¡­Q N¢S­u EW­R ¢ce ­L ¢ce 
a¡­cl Bs¡­mC j¤M m¤­L¡­me AÙ¹N¡j£ p§kÑ­chz O­l 
­gl¡ f¡¢M­cl L̈S­e j¤Ml q­u EWm N¡Rf¡m¡ ­Ol¡ 
f¡LÑV¡z HLV¥ f­l ­ia­l ­k L­uLSe ­¢O¡l¡­gl¡ 
Ll¢R­me a¡l¡J d£­l E­W fs­me H­L H­Lz f¡LÑV¡ 
fË¡u gy¡L¡ q­u ­Nmz Ahe£h¡h¤lJ j­e qm - Hh¡l 
h¡¢s ­gl¡ fË­u¡Sez ¢h¢sV¡ ¢e­i ¢N­u¢Rmz Jl ­no 
fË¡¿¹V¡ f¡­ul e£­Q ¢f­o E­W cy¡s¡­me ¢a¢ez a¡lfl 
L£ j­e qJu¡­a ­pV¡­L a¥­m ¢q­f¡j¡LÑ¡ ¢mV¡l h¡„­a 
­g­m ¢c­u H­mez h¡C­l aMe SÆ­m E­W­R  

l¡Ù¹¡l d¡­l E‹Æm ¢eue B­m¡ …­m¡z hýam h¡¢sl 
S¡e¡m¡ ­b­L B­m¡L ¢hµR¥¢la q­u R¢s­u fs­R 
Q¡¢l¢c­Lz BS h­ål ¢c­e La h¡p SÆmm, ­c¡L¡e 
i¡PQ¥l qm, LaSe Bqa Abh¡ ¢eqa qm ph 
¢q­ph ¢e­Ln i¥­m ­j¡¢qe£ LmL¡a¡ Bh¡l ­p­S 
E­W­R A¢ip¡¢lL¡l p¡­Sz 
 

j¿Ûl f¡­u Ahe£h¡h¤ hs l¡Ù¹¡l d¡­lz py¡C py¡C L­l 
¢LR¥ fË¡C­iV N¡¢s Hhw j¡­T j¡­T L­uLV¡ L¡­m¡ 
qm¤c VÉ¡¢„ l¡Ù¹¡ ¢c­u k¡­µR h­V a­h h¡p h¡ VÊ¡­jl 
­L¡e ­cM¡ e¡Cz Ahe£h¡h¤l A­eL ¢c­el C­µR 
HL¢ce Ù»£-f¤œ pq­k¡­N ¢a¢e VÉ¡¢„ L­l p¡l¡¢ce 
­L¡mL¡a¡l e¡e¡ âøhÉ ÙÛ¡e f¢lcnÑe Ll­hez ¢L¿¹¥ 
VÉ¡¢„l BSL¡m k¡ i¡s¡ ­h­s­R a¡ ­i­h j­el 
C­µR j­eC Lhl ¢c­u­Rez cy¡¢s­u cy¡¢s­u ¢hlš² q­u 
­noaL ¢S.¢f.J fkÑ¿¹ ­q­V k¡Ju¡ ¢ÙÛl Ll­me ¢a¢ez 
­pM¡e ­b­L k¡eh¡qe f¡Ju¡l pñ¡he¡ ­hn£z HLV¥ 
Qm¡l fl kMe ¢a¢e HLV¡ f¡e ­c¡L¡eV¡l fË¡u 
L¡R¡L¡¢R H­p f­s­Re Hje pju HLV¡ p¡c¡ 
AÉ¡ð¡p¡Xl N¡¢s H­p cy¡s¡m ­c¡L¡eV¡l p¡j­ez 
­ia­l ¢fR­el ¢p­V h­p¢Rm HL p¤¤­hn k¤hLz ­p 
f­LV ­b­L HLV¡ f’¡n V¡L¡l ­e¡V h¡l L­l 
XÊ¡Ci¡l­L hmm ¢pN¡­lV ¢L­e Be­az a¡lfl a¡l 
cª¢ø Ahe£h¡h¤l Efl ¢N­u fsmz Ahe£h¡h¤ i¡h¢R­me 
- ¢mgV Q¡C­he ¢Le¡z pÇfëÑ Af¢l¢Qa HLSe 
k¤hL­L HC Ae¤­l¡d Ll­a ¢a¢e CaÙ¹a Ll¢R­mez 
a¡l HC bajai¡h mrÉ L­l k¤hL¢VC ay¡­L hmm - 
"L¡L¥, Bf¢e ­L¡e¢c­L k¡­he? B¢j ­k¡df¤l f¡­LÑl 
¢c­L k¡¢µRz J¢c­Ll L¡R¡L¡¢R ­L¡b¡J ­N­m B¢j 
Bfe¡­L e¡¢j­u ¢c­a f¡¢lz' 
 

Ahe£h¡h¤l j­e qm - q¡­a Qy¡c ­f­u­Rez ¢a¢e 
p¡NË­q Sh¡h ¢c­me - "B¢j N¡‰¥¢mf¤L¥­l b¡¢Lz 
k¡chf¤l b¡e¡l L¡­R e¡¢j­u ¢c­m h¡¢L l¡Ù¹¡ B¢j 
­q­VC ­k­a f¡lhz' Hje pju XÊ¡Ci¡l ¢g­l H­p 
k¤hL¢Vl q¡­a HLV¡ LÓ¡¢pL ¢pN¡­l­Vl fÉ¡­LV ¢c­a 
­pV¡­L f­L­V Y¥¢L­u ­l­M ­p Ahe£h¡h¤­L hmm - 
"a­h Q­m Bp¤¤ez' 
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k¤hL¢Vl H­Lh¡­l f¡­n hp­a pw­L¡Q ­h¡d Ll¢R­me 
Ahe£h¡h¤z ¢a¢e hm­me - "B¢j p¡j­e hp­m qa e¡!' 
 

"p¡j­el ¢p­V hp­m ¢pV-­hÒV hy¡d­a q­hz a¡l ­Q­u 
Bf¢e HM¡­eC hp¤¤ez HC h­m N¡¢sl ­fR­el clS¡ 
M¤­m ¢cm k¤hL¢Vz ANaÉ¡ Ahe£h¡h¤ ¢N­u hp­me 
k¤hL¢Vl f¡­nz N¡¢s l¡Sfb ¢c­u R¥­V Qmmz Ahe£h¡h¤ 
j­e j­e i¡h¢R­me - BS A­eL¢ce fl ¢a¢e A¢gp 
­b­L ¢gl­Re N¡¢s L­lz c¤x­Ml Lb¡ HC ­k a¡l ­Qe¡ 
S¡e¡ ­LE a¡­L ­cM­a ­fm e¡z ¢a¢e ¢e­Sl ¢Q¿¹¡u 
HaC jn…m ¢R­me ­k k¤hL¢V ­k a¡­L ¢LR¥ hm­R - 
fËb­j ­Mu¡m L­le ¢ez k¤hL¢V a¡­L hm¢Rm - "HLV¡ 
Lb¡ Bfe¡­L B­N hm¡ qu¢e - k¡h¡l f­b Bj¡u 
f§eÑc¡p ­l¡X q­u k¡­a q­hz ­pM¡­e Bj¡l HL c¡c¡-
L¡j-hå¥ b¡­Lz a¡l p­‰ Bj¡l ¢j¢eV f­e­l¡l ja 
L¡S B­Rz Bn¡ L¢l H­a Bfe¡l M¤h HLV¡ Ap¤¤¢hd¡ 
q­h e¡z' Ap¤¤¢hd¡ ! Ahe£h¡h¤ i¡h¢R­me - "f­e­l¡ 
¢j¢eV ­Le HL O¾V¡ q­mJ a¡l ¢LR¥ k¡u B­p e¡z 
i¡¢NÉp HC N¡¢sV¡ ­f­u¢R­me, a¡ e¡ q­m a¡­L 
M¡¢eLV¡ ­q­V, M¡¢eLV¡ ¢l„¡ L­l h¡¢s ¢gl­a qaz 
a¡R¡s¡ MlQ ­a¡ Bm¡c¡z' j¤­M hm­me - "e¡ e¡, 
Ap¤¤¢h­d ¢L­pl! Bj¡l h¡¢s ­gl¡l ­aje ¢h­no a¡s¡ 
­eCz' k¤hL¢V j¤Q¢L q¡­p hmm - "a­h ­a¡ i¡­m¡C 
qmz ­p Hh¡l f­bl ¢e­cÑn ¢cm XÊ¡Ci¡l­Lz' 
 

¢LR¥r­el j­dÉC a¡l¡ H­p ­f±­R¡­me HL hýam 
Lj­fÔ­„l p¡j­ez k¤hL¢V clS¡ M¤­m N¡¢s ­b­L ­e­j 
H­p Ahe£h¡h¤­L a¡l p­‰ Bp­a BqÄ¡e S¡e¡mz 
Ahe£h¡h¤ hm­me - "B¢j N¡¢s­aC h­p b¡¢L e¡ quz 
Bf¢e aare L¡SV¡ ­p­l Bp¤¤ez' 
 

k¤hL¢V AfË¢ai q­u hmm - "a¡ ¢L L­l quz Bf¢e 
BS Bj¡l A¢a¢bz Bl Bj¡l hå¥¢VJ A¢a p‹e 
hÉ¢š²z Qm¤e ¢e­Sl ­Q¡­MC ­cM­hez'  h¡dÉ q­u 
Ahe£h¡h¤ ¢fRe ¢fRe ¢N­u E­W fs­me ¢mg­Vz a¡l 
qW¡v j­e qm Bd¤¢eL k¤hL k¤ha£­cl pð­å a¡l 
Ha¢ceL¡l d¡le¡V¡ f¡ÒV¡­e¡ clL¡lz ¢mgV p¡a am¡u 
­f±­R¡­a k¤hL¢V ­e­j L¢l­X¡l ¢c­u ¢LR¥V¡ k¡Ju¡l fl 
­hm ¢Vfm 801 ew gÓÉ¡­Vl clS¡lz 
 

HLV¥ f­lC HLSe ­hu¡l¡ ­N¡­Rl ­m¡L H­p 
k¤hL¢V­L ­c­M HLN¡m ­q­p hmm - "­ia­l k¡ez 
c¡c¡h¡h¤ A­fr¡ Ll­Rez' Ahe£h¡h¤J ppw­L¡­Q 
gÓÉ¡­Vl AiÉ¿¹­l fË­hn Ll­me k¤hL¢Vl ¢fR¥ ¢fR¥z 
XÊ¢uw l¦­j HLSe j¡Thu¢p iâ­m¡L h­p ­Q¡M 
­h¡m¡¢µR­me HLV¡ j¡¢pL f¢œL¡uz k¤hL­L ­c­M 
¢a¢e M¤¢n q­u E­W cy¡s¡­mez hm­me - "k¡LÚ 
pjuj­a¡ H­p f­s­R¡z h­p¡ h­p¡z Bj¡l hÉ¡f¡lV¡l 
­L¡e p¤¤l¡q¡ Ll­a f¡l­m? a¡lfl, Ahe£h¡h¤l ¢c­L 
a¡L¡­m pfËnÀ cª¢ø­az k¤hL¢V Ahe£h¡h¤­L ­p¡g¡u 
hp­a h­m ¢e­SJ ¢N­u hpm iâ­m¡­Ll f¡­nz 
iâ­m¡­Ll p­‰ a¡l fË¡b¢jL f¢lQu L¢l­u ­ch¡l 
fl iâ­m¡L­L hmm - "HLV¥ f¡­nl O­l Q­m¡z 
­a¡j¡l p­‰ ¢LR¥ clL¡¢l Lb¡ B­Rz' c¤S­e f¡­nl 
O­l k¡Ju¡l B­N Ahe£h¡h¤­L h­m ­Nm - "¢fÔS ¢h 
Lj­g¡l­Vhm, Bjl¡ HMeC Bp¢Rz' 
 

Jl¡ Q­m k¡Ju¡l fl Ahe£h¡h¤ e­s Q­s hp­me 
­p¡g¡l Eflz XÊ¢uw l¦­j p¡Sp‹¡ ­c­M a¡l j­e 
qm iâ­m¡L HLSe l¦¢Q pÇfæ hÉ¢š²z OlV¡l 
­cJu¡­m T¥m­R ¢LR¥ e¡j£ ¢nÒf£­cl ­fC¢¾Vwz 
HL­L¡­e HL¢V ­R¡V ­V¢h­m ¢V.¢iz a¡l Ef­ll 
lÉ¡­L HLV¡ ¢ØV¢lJ V¥-Ce-Ju¡ez O­ll AeÉ ­L¡­e 
l¡M¡ p¤¤cªnÉ Ly¡­Ql p¡CX ­V¢h­m ¢LR¥ lSe£Nå¡l 
¢ØVLz j¤‡ q­u Ahe£h¡h¤ ­Q­u ­Q¡­M ­cM¢R­me Bl 
i¡h¢R­me - a¡l k¢c HLV¡ Hj¢e h¡¢s qa! pju 
L¡V¡­a Ahe£h¡h¤ öl¦ Ll­me ­p¾V¡l ­V¢h­m l¡M¡ 
j¡¢pL f¢œL¡V¡l f¡a¡ JÒV¡­az 
 

¢j¢eV c­n­Ll j­dÉC iâ­m¡L k¤hL¢V­L p­‰ L­l 
¢g­l H­p hm­me - "­il£ p¢l V¥ ¢Lf CE J­u¢Vwz 
­h¡l qe¢e ­a¡? ­mV ¢j ¢Qu¡l CE Bf A ¢hVz' 
h­m ­cl¡S M¤­m HLV¡ p¤¤cªnÉ ­h¡am h¡l L­l 
l¡M­me ­V¢h­mz ­hu¡l¡­L hm­me ¢L­Qe ­b­L 
¢ae­V f¢l×L¡l NÔ¡p Bl ¢éS ­b­L BCp ¢LEh J 
W¡ä¡ ­p¡X¡l ­h¡am ¢e­u Bp­az Ahe£h¡h¤l j¤­M 
AfËÙ¹¥a i¡h ­c­M iâ­m¡L ¢S‘¡p¡ Ll­me - 
"Bfe¡l Hph Q­m ­a¡? a¡ e¡ q­m ­L¡L¡­L¡m¡l 
h­¾c¡hÙ¹ Llh?' 
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Ahe£h¡h¤ Bja¡ Bja¡ L­l hm­me -"­pC ¢h­ul 
B­N ­j­p b¡L­a hå¥­cl p¡­b HLV¥ BdV¥ ­M­u¢Rz 
a¡lfl A­eL¢ce Bl M¡Ju¡ qu¢ez' 
  

"k¡L ¢e¢ÕQ¿¹ qJu¡ ­Nm' üN­a¡¢š² L­l k¤hL¢V Hh¡l 
¢ae¢V NÔ¡­p HLV¥ L­l ýC¢ú ­Y­m h¡¢LV¡ i¢aÑ Llm 
BCp ¢LEh J W¡ä¡ ­p¡X¡ ¢c­uz ph¡l B­N 
Ahe£h¡h¤l q¡­a HLV¡ NÔ¡p d¢l­u ­p h¡¢L c¤­V¡l 
HLV¡ iâ­m¡L­L ¢c­u ­n­olV¡ ¢em ¢e­Sz a¡lfl 
NÔ¡pV¡ Ef­l a¥­m - "mw ¢mi LjÑe¡n¡ hedÚ' h­m 
HLV¡ mð¡ Q¥j¤L ¢cm NÔ¡­pz a¡l ­cM¡­c¢M Ahe£h¡h¤J 
iâ­m¡LJ Nm¡dxLlZ Ll­me ¢eS ¢eS NÔ¡­pl alm 
fc¡bÑz ­hu¡l¡ HLpju H­p ­fÔ­V p­ÒVX L¡S¥h¡c¡j 
Bl Nlj i¡S¡ f­L±¢s ­l­M ¢N­u­Rz ¢XÊw­pl gy¡­L 
gy¡­L pL­mC ­p…­m¡l pcÚhÉ¡hq¡l Ll­a Ll­a 
­j­a EWm B­m¡Qe¡uz A­eL¢ce f­l jeV¡ ­hn 
q¡ó¡ ­h¡d qm Ahe£h¡h¤lz HarZ ¢a¢e J­cl 
Lb¡h¡aÑ¡ ö­e k¡¢µR­me Q¥fQ¡fz Hh¡l B­m¡Qe¡ 
¢œ²­LV ­b­L p­l l¡Se£¢a­a ­j¡s ­eh¡l fl a¡lJ 
¢LR¥ hm¡l CµR¡ qmz Caxj­dÉ fË¡u M¡¢m q­u¢Rm 
a¡l NÔ¡pz ­p¢c­L mrÉ L­l iâ­m¡L hÉÙ¹ q­u 
k¤hL¢V­L hm­me - "¢fe¡L£ Je¡­L HLV¡ ¢l¢gm 
c¡Jz'  
  

¢fe¡L£ Ahe£h¡h¤l NÔ¡p Bh¡l i¢aÑ L­l ¢c­u hmm - 
"L¡L¥ HLV¥ B­Ù¹ B­Ù¹ M¡e, e¡ q­m ­en¡ Q­s 
k¡­hz L£ h­me e£m¤c¡?' Ahe£h¡h¤ HLV¥ m‹¡ ­f­u 
­q­p hm­me - "j­e ¢Rm e¡, A­eL¢ce f­l M¡¢µR 
­a¡!' 
  

"f¢ÕQj h¡wm¡u he­dl fË­L¡f' ¢e­u B­m¡Qe¡ ­hn 
S­j EWm Hlflz Ahe£h¡h¤ hm­me - "k¡C hm¤e, 
Bj¡­cl pju Ha he­dl h¡s¡h¡¢s ¢Rm e¡z' 
  

B­l, Bfe¡l¡ ­a¡ üZÑk¤­Nl ­m¡Lz ­cn aMe pcÉ 
pcÉ ü¡d£e q­u­Rz Lw­NËp l¡S°e¢aL c­ml HLRœ 
pjË¡Vz ­eql¦¢S k¡ h­me a¡C ­m¡­L ­hch¡LÉ h­m 
­j­e ­euz ü¡d£ea¡ f¡h¡l Be­¾c pL­m E­àmz 
­c­nl ¢h¢iæ fË¡­¿¹ ea¥e ea¥e Lm-L¡lM¡e¡ N­s 
E­W­Rz fËQ¥l ­m¡L Q¡Ll£ f¡­µRz p¤¤al¡w djÑOV Ll¡l 
fËnÀC J­W e¡' - ¢fe¡L£ h­m EWmz  
 

¢L¿¹¥ Hph e¡ ¢e­u Qm¤e Bjl¡ HLV¡ AeÉ fËp‰ 
¢e­u B­m¡Qe¡ L¢lz "BµR¡ L¡L¥ Bfe¡l¡ ­a¡ 
f¤l¡­e¡ ¢c­el ­m¡L - LMeJ iä ­c­M­Re ¢e­Sl 
­Q¡­M?' Bjl¡ ­a¡ öd¤ NÒfC ö­e¢Rz BSL¡m ­a¡ 
Bl Hph ­cM­a f¡Ju¡ k¡u e¡z'  
 

Hh¡l e£mh¡h¤J Evp¡q ­cM¡­me- "­cn i¡­Nl fl 
h¡h¡-j¡ kMe LmL¡a¡ Q­m B­pe kMe ay¡­cl j¤­M 
La NÒf ö­e¢R ­k A­eL q¡e¡h¡¢s ¢Rm LmL¡a¡l 
B­nf¡­nz ­pM¡­e Ni£l l¡­a ­N­m i­̈al ­cM¡ 
¢jmaz ¢L¿¹¥ HMe ­p ph h¡¢s ­fË¡­j¡V¡l­cl ­c±m­a 
q¡m gÉ¡n¡­el Lj­fÔ­„ f¢lea q­u­Rz ï­a­cl 
Bl ­pM¡­e Wy¡C ­eCz a¡­cl HMe öd¤ ­cM¡ k¡u 
N­Òfl hC­u Bl qllÚ j¤¢i­az' L¡L¡h¡h¤ hm¤e e¡ 
Bfe¡l ­L¡e ¢eSü A¢i‘a¡l Lb¡z 
 

Ahe£h¡h¤ ö­e f¤m¢La q­me - ­LE a¡l Lb¡ 
öe­a Q¡C­Rz a¡l A¢g­pl hå¥h¡åhl¡ a¡­cl 
¢e­S­dl NÒf hm­a HaC jn…m ­k Ahe£h¡h¤lJ 
­k ¢LR¥ hm¡l b¡L­a f¡­l, H a¡­cl j¡b¡­aC B­p 
e¡z 
 

¢a¢e HLV¥ Nm¡ My¡L­l öl¦ Ll­me - fËb­jC h­m 
l¡¢M HV¡ ­i±¢aL hÉ¡f¡l ¢Le¡ S¡¢ee¡, a­h BS 
­b­L hRl Q¢õn B­N HLh¡l HLV¡ M¤h Aá¥a 
A¢i‘a¡ q­u¢Rm Bj¡lz Bj¡­cl B¢ch¡¢s qm 
f¤l¦¢mu¡ ­Sm¡l lO¤e¡bf¤­lz fs¡­n¡e¡u M¤h HLV¡ 
i¡­m¡ ­lS¡ÒV e¡ Ll­a f¡l¡u ú¥m g¡Ce¡­ml fl 
Q¡L¢ll ­Qø¡u LmL¡a¡ Q­m B¢pz S£h­el ­N¡s¡l 
¢c­L ¢mm¤u¡l HL gÉ¡­el ­L¡Çf¡¢e­a ­pmÚp 
¢l­fË­pe­V¢V­il Q¡L¢l f¡Cz L¡­Sl M¡¢a­l Bj¡­L 
fË¡unxC f¢ÕQj h¡wm¡l e¡e¡ A’­m ­O¡l¡­gl¡ Ll­a 
qaz ­ph¡l hdÑj¡e­L ­L¾cÊ L­l L¡R¡L¡¢R S¡uN¡ 
…­m¡­a VÉ¥l Ll¢R ¢LR¥ AXÑ¡l ­k¡N¡s Ll¡l d¡å¡uz 
°hn¡M j¡­pl cjhå Ll¡ Nljz Q¡L¢ll M¡¢a­l 
­h¡mf¤­l p¡l¡V¡ ¢ce ­O¡l¡­gl¡ L­l påÉ¡­hm¡u HLV¡ 
Bd¡-NË¡j Bd¡-nq­ll ja HLV¡ S¡uN¡u ­M¡u¡ 
c¡Ju¡ ­p­l ¢hnË¡j ¢e¢µRz l¡­al ­VÊ­e LmL¡a¡ ¢g­l 
k¡hz  
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Hje pju BL¡n L¡­m¡ L­l Ts öl¦ qmz 
L¡m°hn¡M£l Ts p­‰ j¤omd¡­l hª¢øz a¡­a c¤xpq 
NljV¡ M¡¢eLV¡ L­j ü¢Ù¹ ¢cm h­V ¢L¿¹¥ iu qm ­k 
HlLj Tshª¢ø k¢c Qm­a b¡­L a­h l¡­al ­VÊe dl­a 
­ØVn­e ­f±R­a f¡l­h¡ e¡z O¾V¡ M¡­eL fË¡L«¢aL c¤­kÑ¡N 
Qm¡l fl AhnÉ T­sl fË­L¡f L­j ­Nmz h¢øJ j­e 
qm L­j Bp­Rz Bl A­fr¡ Ll¡ Ae¤¢Qa ­i­h 
a¡s¡a¡¢s hÉ¡NV¡ q¡­a ¢e­u ­h¢l­u fsm¡j ­ØVn­el 
E­Ÿ­nÉz  
 

L¡R¡L¡¢Rl j­dÉ ­i¢cu¡ h­m HLV¡ e¡j ­L Ju¡­Ù¹ 
­ØVnez ph N¡¢s ­pM¡­e b¡­j e¡z a­h Mhl ¢e­u 
S¡em¡j- l¡­al fÉ¡­p”¡l ­VÊeV¡ ØV¡g e¡j¡h¡l SeÉ 
HM¡­e ¢LR¥re cy¡s¡uz ­k­a ­k­a ¢Tl¢T­l hª¢ø­a 
i¡mC m¡N¢Rm ¢iS­az HMe …­j¡V Bhq¡JuV¡ Bl 
­eCz HLV¥ f­lC f¢l×L¡l q­u ­Nm BL¡nz Qy¡cJ 
­cM¡ ¢cmz ­hn h­s¡ps Qy¡c ­c­M j­e qm - f§¢eÑj¡ 
L¡­RCz fÔÉ¡Vg­jÑ j¡œ c¤Se ­m¡Lz B¢j Bl HL 
j¡b¡u N¡jR¡ hy¡d¡ YÉ¡‰¡ j¡Thup£ iâ­m¡Lz f¡­n l¡M¡ 
HLV¡ ­hy¡QL¡z ­c­M Ah¡P¡¢m j­e qmz ­VÊ­el Bp¡l 
pju A­eLre ­f¢l­u ­N­R ¢L¿¹¥ N¡¢sl ­cM¡ ­eCz 
­m¡L¢V A°dkÑ q­u Bj¡l L¡­R H­p hmm- "h¡h¤p¡h, 
Qm¤e HLV¥ ­ØVnej¡ø­ll L¡­R ­My¡S ¢e­u B¢pz'  
  

c¤S­e ¢j­m ­ØVnej¡ø¡­ll L¡­R k¡ Mhl ­fm¡j a¡ 
qm- l¡jf¤lq¡V Bl ­h¡mf¤­ll j¡­T ­L¡­e¡ HL 
S¡uN¡u T­s m¡C­el Jfl HLV¡ N¡R ­i­P f­s 
k¡Ju¡u H m¡C­e HMe ­VÊe Qm¡Qm hå l­u­Rz BS 
l¡­œ J¢cL ­b­L ­L¡­e¡ ­VÊe Bp¡l pñ¡he¡ ­eCz 
hdÑj¡e ­b­L H¢c­L Bph¡l ­VÊe …¢mJ f­l R¡s­hz 
¢LR¥ ­VÊe …nLl¡ ­ØVn­e BVL¡ f­s B­Rz a¡C 
k¡œ£­cl p¤¤¢hd¡l SeÉ …nLl¡ ­b­L hdÑj¡e fkÑ¿¹ HLV¡ 
p¡VÚm ­VÊe k¡a¡u¡a Ll­Rz 
  

ö­e Bjl¡ c¤S­eC qa¡n qm¡jz a­h ¢L p¡l¡l¡a 
fÔÉ¡Vg­jÑC h­p L¡V¡­a q­h? Hje HLV¡ S¡uN¡u 
BVL¡ f­s¢R ­kM¡­e ­L¡e ­q¡­Vm B­R h­m j­e qu 
e¡z Hl j¡­T Bm¡f f¢lQ­ul j¡dÉ­j S¡e­a ­f­l¢R 
Bj¡l p­‰l ­m¡L¢Vl e¡j j¡­d¡ ¢pwz a¡­L hdÑj¡e 
­b­L f¡Ve¡l ­VÊe dl­a q­hz e¡e¡e ¢Q¿¹¡ j¡b¡u 
Bp­R, a­h ­L¡eV¡C L¡kÑLl£ h­m j­e q­µR e¡z   
 

Hje pju j¡­d¡ ¢pw fËÙ¹¡h ¢cm - "h¡h¤¢S HLV¡ L¡S 
Ll­m qu e¡ ! ASu e­cl Jf¡­lC ­a¡ …nLl¡ 
­ØVnez Bjl¡ k¢c HLV¥ Lø L­l ­l­m¡­u ¢hËS d­l 
HCV¥L¥ l¡Ù¹¡ f¡ucm k¡C a­h …nLl¡ ­b­L p¡VÚm d­l 
Bp¡¢e­p hdÑj¡e ­ØVn­e ­f±­R k¡­h¡z Bj¡­cl j¡mfœ 
q¡ó¡ Kl Qy¡c¢e l¡a B­Rz c¤S­e h¡a¢Qa Ll­a 
Ll­a k¡­h¡, ¢h­no j¤¢úm q­h e¡z' B¢j fËb­j HLV¥ 
CaÙ¹ax Ll­mJ ­noaL j¡­d¡ ¢pw Hl fËÙ¹¡­h l¡¢S 
qm¡jz i¡hm¡j ­k­qa¥ HMe ­VÊe Qm¡Qm hå l­u­R, 
A¿¹a ­VÊ­e L¡V¡ fs¡l iu ­eCz p¤¤al¡w "Su c§NÑ¡' 
h­m hÉ¡NV¡ Ly¡­d ¢e­u k¡œ¡ öl¦ Llm¡jz j¡­d¡ ¢pw 
a¡l ­hy¡QL¡ j¡b¡u E¢W­u Bj¡l B­N B­N Qmmz  
  

f¡­u Qm¡ fb d­l M¡¢eLV¡ k¡Ju¡l fl ASu e­cl 
Jf­l ­pa¥l ­cM¡ f¡Ju¡ ­Nmz l¡Ù¹¡ ­b­L ­hn ¢LR¥V¡ 
Jf­l ­lmm¡Cez ­m¡LV¡ Y¡m¤ ­h­u ­hn alal L­l 
Jf­l E­W ­Nmz Bj¡l EW­a HLV¥ Lø qJu¡­a J 
Bj¡u ­V­e a¥mm q¡a d­lz Jl N¡­u ­k fËQä n¢š² 
­hn ­h¡T¡ ­Nmz Qy¡­cl B­m¡u ­pa¥l Jfl f¡a¡ 
­lmm¡Ce f¢l×L¡l ­cM¡ k¡­µRz l¡­œ g¥lg¥­l q¡Ju¡u 
­lmm¡C­el f¡­nl gy¡L gy¡L f¡V¡a­e p¡hd¡­e f¡ 
­l­M H¢N­u ­k­a ­L¡e Ap¤¤¢h­d q¢µRm e¡z Hj¢ei¡­h 
kMe ¢hËSV¡l fË¡u j¡T¡j¡¢T H­p ­f±­R¢R aMe ¢e­Ql 
­b­L L¡­e ­i­p Hm p¤¤¢jø HL p‰£az ­p p¤¤­l ­k ¢L 
p­Çj¡qe ¢Rm! B¢j ­j¡qNË­ÙÛl ja cy¡¢s­u HC üNÑ£u 
pwN£a p¤¤d¡ f¡e Ll­a m¡Nm¡jz ¢e­Q cª¢ø ¢e­rf 
Ll­a Ah¡L q­u ­cMm¡j - ASu e­cl ­hm¡i¢̈j­a 
l¡SÙÛ¡e£ ­hniö¡ f¢l¢qa¡ HL p¤¤¾cl£ lje£ ¢h­i¡l q­u 
R¾cju  e«aÉ L­l Q­m­Rz a¡l f¡­n cy¡¢s­u HL f¤l¦o 
q¡­a HL A­Qe¡ h¡cÉk¿» pq­k¡­N p¤¤m¢ma L­ã N¡e 
N¡C­Rz Ha Jfl ­b­L a¡­cl j­e q­µR - ¢WL ­ke 
­LE cj ¢c­u ­R­s ¢c­u­R c¤­V¡ p¤¤¾cl ¢ØfËw­ul 
f¤a¥m­Lz 
  

p¤¤lV¡ M¤h f¢l¢Qa ¢L¿¹¥ ¢LR¥­aC j­e fs­R e¡z HC p¤¤l 
­kje ¢h¢Qœ ­aj¢eC q©cuNË¡q£z ­ke HL AcªnÉ j¡u¡l 
S¡­m Bj¡l ­Qae¡ œ²jnx BµRæ L­l ­g­m­Rz Bj¡l 
pjNË pšÄ¡ NË¡p Ll­a EcÉa q­u­Rz B¢j Bl b¡L­a 
e¡ ­f­l HC üNÑ£u pwN£a i¡­m¡ L­l Ef­i¡N Ll¡l 
SeÉ f¡ T¥¢m­u hp¡l Efœ²j Ll¢Rz    
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Hje pju qW¡v lje£¢Vl cª¢ø fsm Bj¡­cl Jflz ­p 
avre¡v e¡Q b¡¢j­u f¤l¦o¢Vl cª¢ø BLoÑZ Llm 
Jf­ll ¢c­Lz Bj¡­cl ­cM­a ­f­u f¤l¦o¢V ¢QvL¡l 
L­l EWm ­p¡õ¡­pz ­pC qoÑe¡c ­kje Af¡¢bÑh ­ajeC 
iu¡hq lš² Sm Ll¡z A­eLV¡ ­kje HL r¥d¡aÑ n¡cÑm̈ 
¢nL¡­ll Jfl Ty¡¢f­u fs¡l f§hÑ j¤q̈­aÑ L­l b¡­Lz 
p‰£a ­b­j ­k­aC B¢j ­ke p¢ða ¢g­l ­fm¡j 
aMeJ Bj¡l ¢LwLaÑhÉ¢hj§t AhÙÛ¡ L¡­V¢ez ¢L¿¹¥ 
Hlfl k¡ qm a¡ hm­m ­LE ¢hnÄ¡p Ll­he e¡z i¡h­m 
HMeJ Bj¡l N¡­u Ly¡V¡ ¢c­µRz HC h­m Ahe£h¡h¤ a¡l 
p¡­VÑl q¡a¡ E¢W­u  ­l¡jLy¡V¡ ­cM¡­mez 
 

e£m¤h¡h¤ Hhw ¢fe¡L£ ­p¡vp¡­q HLp¡­b ¢QvL¡l L­l 
EWm - a¡lfl, a¡lflz Ahe£h¡h¤ a¡l f¡­n Bh¢nø 
¢mL¡l HL ­Y¡y­L Nm¡u ­Y­m Bh¡l f¤­l¡­e¡ N­Òfl 
­MC dl­me - "a¡lfl pi­u mrÉ Llm¡j - j§¢aÑk¤Nm 
œ²jnx BL¡­l h«¢Ü f¡­µRz Cyc¤l ­kje p¡­fl p¡j­e 
fs­m qah¤¢Ü q­u QmµR¢š²q£e q­u f­s, Bj¡l aMe 
­aj¢e p­eÈ¡¢qa AhÙÛ¡z qW¡v j¡­d¡ ¢pw Bj¡l q¡a 
p­S¡­l BLÑoÑZ L­l ¢QvL¡l L­l EWm- "c¡­e¡ qÉ¡u 
h¡h¤¢S c¡­e¡z q¡j ph­L¡ ¢eNm k¡­uN¡z Sm¢c Cyq¡­p 
i¡N ¢eL¢m­uz' HC h­m ­p Bj¡l q¡a a¡l 
hSÊj¤¢ØV­a d­l hË£­Sl Afl f¡­l öl¦ Llm R¥V­az 
k¢c Ap¡hd¡ea¡hnax HLh¡l i¥m L­l f¡ gpL¡u a­h 
¢e¢ÕQa fae J j«aÉ ­S­eJ i­̈al q¡a ­b­L ­lq¡C 
­f­a B¢j j¡­d¡ ¢pw­ql p­‰ p­‰ R¥­V Qmm¡jz ­no 
fkÑ¿¹ kMe hË£­Sl Jf¡­l ¢N­u ­fRe ¢g­l a¡L¡m¡j, 
aMe ­cMm¡j j§¢šÑc¤­V¡l ¢hn¡m L¡uj¡b¡ ­lmm¡C­el 
Jf¡­l E­W H­p­Rz a¡­cl j¤M ­b­L l¡SÙÛ¡¢e i¡o¡u 
­M­c¡¢š² ­n¡e¡ ­N­m¡z (k¡l AbÑ B¢j j¡­d¡ ¢pw­ql 
L¡R ­b­L f­l ­S­e¢Rm¡j - "k¡ Hk¡œ¡ M¥h ­hy­Q 
­N¢mz') Hlfl Bl ¢LR¥ j­e f­s e¡z ­h¡dqu j§¢µRÑa 
q­u f­s¢Rm¡jz kMe ‘¡e qm aMe ­cMm¡j …nLl¡ 
­ØVn­el ¢V.¢p.l O­l B¢j ö­u B¢R, Bl j¡­d¡ ¢pw 
Bj¡l j¡b¡l L¡­R h­p q¡af¡M¡ ¢c­u q¡Ju¡ Ll­Rz 
 

Ahe£h¡h¤ Q¥f L­lmez M¡¢eLrZ ­LE ­L¡­e¡ Lb¡ hmm 
e¡z a¡lfl ¢a¢e q¡aO¢s ­c­M hm­me - "J­l h¡h¡, 
l¡a fË¡u p¡­s eV¡ h¡­Sz Hh¡l Bj¡u ­k­a quz' 
 

¢fe¡L£ h­m EWm - "J ¢pJl, a¡­q¡­m e£m¤c¡ 
BS­Ll j­a¡ B¢pz' e£­m¡wfmh¡h¤ hm­me "L¡L¥, 
k¡ HLV¡ ­l¡jqoÑL L¡¢qe£ ­p¡e¡­me, A­eL­ce j­e 
b¡L­hz' h­m E­W cy¡s¡­mez Ahe£h¡h¤ ¢fe¡L£l ¢fR¥ 
¢fR¥ ¢mgVÚ ¢c­u e£­Q ­e­j hp­me N¡s£­az N¡¢s 
A­fr¡L«a Se¢hlm l¡Ù¹¡ ¢c­u H¢N­u Qmm ý ý 
L­lz N¡¢sV¡ k¡chf¤l b¡e¡ ­j¡s ­f±yR­m  ¢fe¡L£ 
Bh¡l hmm - "L¡L¥ l¡a q­u ­N­Rz Bfe¡­L 
h¡s£­aC ­R­s ¢c­u B¢p?' Ahe£h¡h¤ h¡d¡ ¢c­me - 
"e¡ e¡z HM¡e ­b­L Bj¡l h¡s£ ­qy­VC Q­m ­k­a 
f¡l­h¡z Bfe¡l Bl Lø Ll¡l clL¡l ­eCz' N¡¢s 
­b­L ­e­R Ahe£h¡h¤ mrÉ Ll­me HLV¥ Vmjm 
Ll­R a¡l f¡z ­j¡­sl j¡b¡u cy¡¢s­u ¢Rm HLV¡ 
¢l„¡z "hË£SV¡l Jf¡­l N¡‰¥¢mf¤L¥l k¡­h¡, L­a¡ 
¢e¢h?' - ¢a¢e ¢S‘¡p¡ Ll­mez "RV¡ V¡L¡ ­c­he' 
- ¢l„¡Q¡mL S¡e¡­mez 
AeÉ¢ce q­m Ahe£h¡h¤ cl¡c¢l Ll­aez ¢L¿¹¥ BS 
a¡l g¥lg¥­l ­jS¡Sz ¢a¢e ¢l„¡u ­Q­f hp­me Bl 
¢àl¦¢š² e¡ L­lz ¢l„¡u ­k­a ­k­a ¢a¢e ¢Q¿¹¡ 
Ll¢R­me - "e¡, BSL¡mL¡l ­R­m­cl pÇfÑ­L a¡l 
d¡lZ¡V¡ f¡ÒV¡­e¡ clL¡lz L£ j­e¡­k¡N pqL¡­l a¡l¡ 
Ahe£h¡h¤l A¢i‘a¡l Lb¡ öem! Hl B­N ¢a¢e 
Lah¡l HC L¡¢qe£ a¡l ¢Næ£­L ­n¡e¡­a ­Q­u­Rez 
¢L¿¹¥ fË­aÉLh¡l ­cM¡ ­N­R A­dÑL ­n¡e¡l flC ¢a¢e 
Ni£l O¤­j BµRæ q­u f­s­Rez pL¡m­hm¡ E­W 
HLN¡m ­q­p Bh¡l Bë¡l L­l­Re "L¡m l¡­œ L£ 
i¡­m¡C q­u¢Rm O¤jV¡z a¥¢j ­l¡S l¡­œ Bj¡u HC 
NÒfV¡C ö¢eJ ­a¡!' 
 

J¢c­L ¢fe¡L£ a¡l h¡¢s ­f±y­R S¡j¡L¡fs ­R­s 
­a¡u¡­m q¡­a Y¥Lm h¡bl¦­jz ¢Xe¡­ll B­N pÀ¡e 
Ll¡ a¡l A­eL¢c­el AiÉ¡pz pÀ¡e ­p­l Aue¡l 
p¡j­e Q¥m ByQs¡­a ByQs¡­a ­p HLV¡ eðl 
X¡u¡m Llm a¡l ­j¡h¡Cm ­g¡­ez Jf¡l ­b­L 
qÉ¡­m¡ ­i­p H­m ­p hmm - "e£m¤c¡ hm¢R­me e¡ 
Hh¡l HLV¡ e¡j£ f¢œL¡u ­a¡j¡l HLV¡ J¢l¢Se¡m 
i­̈al NÒf ­mM¡l Ag¡l  ¢c­u­Rz ­f­j¾V i¡­m¡ 
­L¡l­h ­h¡­m­Rz AbQ a¥¢j ­aje ­L¡­e¡ fÔV M¥y­S 
f¡­µR¡ e¡z ­a¡ BS­Ll fÔ­Vl Jfl ­hp L­l HL 
­l¡jqoÑL NÒf ¢m­M ­g­m f¡¢W­u c¡Jz c¡l¦e 
L¡V¢a q­hz'  
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      Wizard Robot  
Udisha Bhattacharyya 

  

One day Jan and Timmy made a robot using 
some cool stuff from their attic. They made it 
look human as much as possible. It had a cube 
head and wheels at the bottom. They made its 
eyes and ears with metallic rings and put an 
antenna over the head for better 
communication with the outer world! It also had 
two metallic hands. 
 
"All done", said Jan. "What will be his name?" 
"Let's call him Wiz", said Timmy. "That's a good 
name", said Jan. "What will Wiz do?" 
 
"Wiz is short for wizard," Timmy explained. "He 
will learn stuff from us. He will read and learn all 
the books we have." "Can Wiz do our 
homework?" asked Jan eagerly. "Our homework 
will be a piece of cake for Wiz" Timmy said. 
 
"Cool, then we are going to have a real nice time 
with Wiz!" Jan said. "Let us start teaching Wiz." 
They took Wiz to their study room."Lots of 
things to learn Wiz!" said Timmy. "Do you know 
ABCD?" asked Jan. 
 
"I know everything," a metallic voice answered 
all of a sudden. It was Wiz talking! Jan and 
Timmy were very much surprised. "It's real! Our 
robot is talking!!" Timmy said. "I know addition, 
multiplication, division, computer, internet, 
encyclopedia..." Wiz continued. "I know history, 
art, geography, science, mathematics, medicine, 
psychology, earth, space, religion..." I can travel 
to past and future. I know the mystery of 
controlling time!"  
 
"You mean you can make time travel? It's my 
dream. It will really be an adventure for us." 
Timmy said.  “Yes and not only that, I can very 
well take you anywhere in the past or future." 
said Wiz. Wiz took their hands and asked them 
to close their eyes and stay calm.  

Soon they found everything had changed . Cars are 
flying. Machines and robots are doing all the work. 
Each child is going to school with a guider robot. 
They saw robots are cooking, serving breakfast, 
lunch, and snack, even dinner and dessert! "I don't 
like this very much." Jan said. "Robots are 
controlling everything! I like food cooked by my 
Mom." 
 
'Let's go back to our past, Wiz." Timmy said. "OK, 
let's go but be careful and avoid danger." Wiz said. 
They saw huge living dinosaurs! People were living 
in caves, Timmy remembered Jurassic Park movie 
and got scared. They were both afraid. 
 
"Let s go back to our present. I think that’s where we 
are most comfortable right now." Timmy said. So 
they came back to their study room. "Dinner is 
served." Mom called. "Let's go Wiz." Jan said. "Mom 
is calling! We are so hungry." 
 
Wiz did not answer this time. It was all their 
imagination!  
 
"I like your food Mom. Thanks God, it is not cooked 
by any robot!" Jan said to Mom at their dinner table. 
"What are you talking about?" Mom asked. 
 
 "Nothing!" Timmy and Jan said together and looked 
at each other. 
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