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1991 Durga Puja Program:

Saturday, October 12, 1991

Puja 10 am
Anjali 12 noon
Prosad 1 pm

Entertainment 4:30 pm
Bengali Play:
“Kanchanranga”

Arati 8 pm

Prosad 9 pm
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[t was in 1897 that Swami Vivekananda told
the people: "For the next fifty years let
mother India be your God. Serve your
country as you would serve God, and India
will awakenl!"

From 1897 to 1947 is exactly fifty vyears.
Fifty years after Swamiji spoke those words
India achieved independence from British
rule. It was the first great step of the
awakening Swamiji had described. Without
political independence the national
awakening could not come, for freedom is
essential to growth and development.

Swamiji said that political ideals and political
leaders have no real power in India, nor
have social or commercial ideals. The only
ideal that has real and lasting power in
India is the ideal that is based on inner
strength. It is a spiritual ideal that says
that the soul of man is more powerful than anything else. That is
India's national ideal, and when she puts this ideal into practice in her
daily life, she will be strong and powerful.

If it is true that the soul of man is more powerful than anything else,
then this ideal is true for all people everywhere. So Swamiji said that
Indians should now go out into the world and mix with other nations
and tell them about this great ideal.

When Indians do that, then will come the
awakening of India that Swamiji spoke
about. Using the great power that lies in
the soul of men, India will spread peacefully
throughout the world the equality and
justice and sharing of benefits for which so
many people are now fighting.
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One month back I got the chance to
visit USA for the first time in my life.
I came to stay with my daughter who is
a graduate student at Georgia State

University. 1 had earlier tried to
visualize the US through her letters, but
nothing had prepared me for the
excitement of a live experience.

Since I was living in a student
community, I had the chance to talk to
many of them and also visit the houses
of non-resident Indians. Through these
experiences I tried to gain my own
understanding of the society separate
from the preconceived notions I already
had formed. My idea of a free,
permissive society dissolved as I
realized how desperately Indians here
were trying to cling on to their culture
and values.

Among most of the non-resident Indians
and majority of students, I noticed a
trend of "extra-Indianization". InIndia,
while traditional values are crumbling
down and imitation of the West is
gaining popularity, the Indians in USA
are trying to cling on to their image of
Indian values, which is almost a kind of
dream to them.

Most of the Indians here are oblivious
to the fact that values are changing very
fast in India. Values are never static in

nature, they change with the changing
social structure, which in its turn is
dependent on the system of production
possessed by a particular society.
India’s transition from an agricultural to
an industrialized society has resulted in
a kind of vacuum, as far as the values
are concerned. The same thing
happened in England and Europe too,
in the ecighteenth and nineteenth
centuries, but the problem in India is
unique because of its diverse and
heterogeneous social structure over-
ridden by class and caste differences.
Hence cherished Indian values like
emphasis on spirituality, joint-family
structure, non-materialism, etc., are fast
losing ground, and are being replaced
by Western values like individualism,
materialism, etc. It was really
impressive to see how many of the non-
resident Indians are fervently trying to
keep their traditional values intact by
visiting the Vedantic Societies,
attending meditation clubs, organizing
cultural functions of a high order on the
occasion of Durga Puja, etc. I think
very few people in India today would
like to spend their time in a similar
fashion. For example, Vijaya
Sammelanis in  Calcutta (mostly
organized by local clubs) have been
converted into functions where Hindi
film songs and pop music are the main
source of attraction. On the occasion
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of the immersion of the image, young
boys in Calcutta are found dancing
Disco and Break-dances on the streets.
Hence it is not incorrect to say that
there is very little mass participation in
the cultural and religious activities
going on in Calcutta today.

For the first generation Indians in USA,
this clinging to Indian values is
probably helping them a lot to resolve
their identity crisis. But for the second
generation, this might pose a serious
problem. Extra-Indianization on the
part of their parents might confuse them
greatly. I have felt that only a proper
synthesis between the Indian and
American culture can save these
children from a very precarious future.
Fortunately, however, I have met some
families who have been successful in
evolving this approach.

As far as the student community is
concerned, I had interactions with them
through my daughter. We in India talk
so much about the "brain-drain", and so
I was interested to know whether these
students, mostly representing the elite
section of the Indian student
community, would go back to their own
country or not. Most of the students [
talked to were skeptical about their job
prospects in India, and barring a few
exceptions (who can be termed as
"idealists"), were interested in staying
here. The Indian students that I met
are probably the future NRI’s of USA.
I already found an important trend of

"extra-Indianization" in them. As an
important step towards this process,
many of them prefer to bring their
wives from India, whom they expect to
have stronger roots in Indian culture
and values. While in India, arranged
marriages are increasingly becoming
outdated and are replaced by love
marriages and there is a growing
preference for more educated and
economically independent women, the
students living in this free and
permissive society are mostly preferring
arranged marriages. Many of those I
have met are eager to see their wives as
housewives rather than equal partners.
Hence, importing wives from India has
become a predominant trend among
students here.

In conclusion, I must admit that
meeting so many talented individuals,
both amongst the residents and also the
students, within such a short span of
time, has been really a great experience
for me. I realized that all these
individuals I met are busy pursuing the
goal of self-development in a society
which provides the best opportunity for
this. But, I am not sure whether these
individuals suffer from a sense of
frustration, because through this process
of self-realization, they are actually
enriching a society to which they really
do not belong. I wonder whether ’extra-
Indianization’ is an apology for this or
not.
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I am told that people are the same
everywhere. That may be true for
basic human emotions like joy, love,
and hate, but when it comes to little
things in life people of different
cultures are very different. This was
driven home to me by three little
incidents in three countries.

While in Tanzania, I was driving to
another town on business with Ben,
my Tanzanian colleague. We were
trying to get to a small town, but
apparently he was not able to locate
the road leading to this place and
needed directions. After some time
we saw a man walking by and I said,
"Ben, why don’t you ask this man?"
Ben got out of the car and started a
long conversation with him in Swabhili.
My knowledge of the language was
limited, but I did understand that they
were discussing about how much rain
there was in the area, the state of the
crops, how his children were doing,
and so on. Finally after a long time
Ben came to the point of asking how
to get to our destination.
Unfortunately the man did not know
and the apology for his ignorance took
another five minutes. We were on
our way again. I asked Ben, "Did
you know this man?" "No," said he.
"Then why did you enter into such a
long conversation with him? Couldn’t

you simply ask for directions?" "Oh,
no! That would be most impolite - you
can’t do that abruptly. You have to
lead very gently to the business.” I
learnt a lesson in African etiquette that
day. When, however, we came across
a second person, a group of persons
actually, Ben got off the car and the
whole process started all over again.
This time, of course, we did get the
directions we were looking for and the
the process of thanking each other and
offering each other greetings delayed
us some more.

How about the American custom of
asking "How are you doing?" This is
done without any expectation of even
getting any reply. Often if the two
people are going in opposite directions
one does not even slow down to get a
reply, which of course is always
"pretty good" or "fine" or something
similar. Some time ago there was a
very pleasant and charming young
man whom I always saw in the office
hallways and always exchanged the
usual pleasantries. He was always
doing "pretty good." When for a few
days I did not see him, I enquired
about him and learnt that he was into
all kinds of trouble, had been fired,
and that his wife also had left him. So
much for being "pretty good."
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Not long after this I visited Calcutta
and ran into a person whom I had
known for a long time. I politely
asked him "How are you?" The next
fifteen minutes were spent in getting a

constantly trying to break out of this
but to no avail. Finally when I could
excuse myself I was so late for an
appointment that I had to miss it that
day and reshedule it for Ilater.

detailed account of all the various
health problems he was having, all the

However I learnt a great lesson -
when in Calcutta, never ask anybody
various doctors that he had been to, "How are you?" unless you are dying
all the medications he had been to get a full report on his state of
prescribed, along with the side effects health.

some of them had caused. I was

HOW ARE YOU? - A RECOMMENDATION
Suzanne Sen

Americans have the habit of saying "How are you?" with no expectation of response. |:
Is it a good habit? In the elevator the other day I was quite incensed to hear a man:
joking with his friend and saying, "Who is the most boring person? The one whol:
answers the question when you say "How are you?’!" -

Perhaps it is because I work in a hospital, full of sick, worried, or hurting patients, |-
or because I am sympathetic to the plight of the lonely or afflicted elderly, because of|:
the various kinds of suffering and death I have seen this summer or because of thel:
emphasis on politeness in my upbringing...whatever the reason, I have some|:
recommendations for "turning over a new leaf." :

Let’s think of the other person. Let’s think, rather than jabber out of habit: the hearer|:
can be hurt if s/he knows we really could care less. Let’s be sensitive to the needs ofl:
the hearer rather than irritated by them: many people would welcome the opportunity|:
to talk to a friend, but find it embarrasing if they are approached, respond, and arel|:
rejected in the next breath. :

Finally, let’s think of ourselves! Let’s take responsibility for what we say: if we don’t|:
want an answer, we don’t need to ask the question. Let’s get in the habit of :
substituting "Hello," "Good morning," "It’s nice to see you," or some meaningful|
conversation! That would be more honest and more pleasant for both parties. :
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Have you ever considered what
happens if you send a parcel to us in
Belgium? It’s not the simple "you
send - they deliver - we receive" you
might expect. In fact it is so much
NOT simple that we have asked all
our friends to refrain from sending
anything larger than a regular letter to
us. Here is what happens ...

A parcel is mailed to us from
anywhere inside or outside Belgium.
Since it is over the formal size and/or
proportion of a regular letter (and
therein lies another story) it is handed
to the Belgian railways for delivery.
No matter that you have written
"AIRMAIL’ on both sides in large
letters, the railways have a monopoly
in ensuring delivery to you.

First, they register the parcel in their
computer system and place it in their
warehouse. Then, on the first day
convenient to them, they schedule it
onto a truck for delivery to your
residence - between the hours of 10am
- 12 noon and 2pm - 4:30pm. If, as
with most people who work, you are
not at home, they leave you a little
note, in Flemish, which says that they
attempted to deliver a package to you
and will again attempt tomorrow.
Further that if you would like any
other arrangement made, could you

please visit their office before 4:30pm.
This is considerate of them but since
you arrive home about 5:30pm, it’s
completely useless. So you know they
will again attempt delivery next day,
and that will fail. Sure enough,
another little note appears in your
mailbox saying that you have now
used up your two chances at delivery
and you’ll have to collect it yourself
from their offices between the hours
of 10am - 12 noon or 2pm - 4:30pm.
Ho hum! Now bear in mind that the
parcel was first "delivered” to you on
day D, and we are onday D+1. That
first little note, in very small print,
said that if the parcel was not
collected by day D+7, it would be
returned; no ifs, ands, or buts. So
you reschedule your work, clients,
meetings, whatever, and arrange to
visit their offices.

They are, naturally, highly
inaccessible, in the very north of
Antwerp. They are beside a major
road and while their is ample parking
for their employees, there is no
provision made for visitors. So you
park illegally and enter. The building
is in the turn-of-the-century official
style: high ceilings, moldings, fake
marble, echoing floors, everything a
little scuffed and worn. Mostly you
notice the row of dead or dying plants
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arrayed on the flight of steps up to the
reception area. It is unclear if they
are there for beautification or for
imminent disposal, but you weave
your way between them and arrive at
the main office area. There, the
smells are from childhood. The
indefinable flavor in the air caused by
the continual rubbing of paper against
paper; the slight stale air of a crowded
office mixed with pencil shavings and
decaying tea cups.

Having attracted the attention of one
of the lackadaisical gentlemen behind
the counter, you hand over your two
slips. He goes to a large file and
pulls from it your computer generated
‘parcel record’. He scribbles on it,
stamps it with aplomb, and directs you
to the 'Kassa’ - Cash Desk. There,
behind bars, another gentleman
charges you some minimal sum
(normally about 5 Belgian Francs, or
15 cents), scribbles on your paper
again, stamps it again, and issues you
another bit of paper which is your
receipt. Armed with these, you return
to the first counter. There, all your
bits of paper are taken from you,
filed, and scribbled on. A last piece
is issued. Proudly clutching this, you
make all haste to the warehouseman
(who is very liable to close at 4:27pm
if he doesn’t see anyone coming) and
hand him your coupon. He disappears
into the bowels of his domain and
reemerges, triumphant, with your
parcel.

A simple procedure indeed!

Let’s just make a quick summary.
Your parcel, before it is safely in your
hands, has
been entered into a computer
system,;
had a form (four part) printed
on its behalf;
been scheduled onto a truck,
loaded, "delivered", and
returned to the warehouse
twice;
been the cause of four separate
transactions, four pieces of
paper, and has generated a
requirement to count for 5
Belgian francs.

Can you say "make-work?" I knew
you could ... And all of this assumes
that there is no duty assessed on the
contents. If someone deems that duty
may be payable, no matter where it is
addressed in Belgium, it is redirected
to Brussels(!) and you must go (again
within day D+7) to defend your
parcel from the ravages of the
exciseman. Further there is another
procedure to follow if your parcel or
even letter is deemed to be "non-
standard" ...
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Time And Pride Wait For No One

"It’s the counting house or the pulpit, my dear."

From one the penny comes, and in turn becomes the pound,
Or the other, all earnest, red-faced with righteousness.
Shall the bottoms of my rolled trousers be frayed, or shall
The purse strings become a noose, and spirit ebb?

Ice and fire, that is life. One never gets the sun

Warm on one’s back beside a tropic sea of delight.

Trudge and more trudge, the gilt wears off,

The plod never does make the plowed field shine
And time merely takes the fine edge from stone,
Wears it to a mere pebble, flung by a boy,
Stout-hearted, but weak-armed and ill of aim.

All this is conceit, as if I held the choice so close,

But the time comes, and one chooses, or is chosen,

And the doors open, others slam their way with a clang.
Voices whisper a welcome, or die away,

Forgetting one with time and distance.

Each instant the product of a million choices,
Choose again, and you’ll never return.

Life is nought but a sum

Of "should have been" and "may one day be,"
Regret and faint hope.

-- Yasho Labhiri
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All is Forgiven

A mist is in the hills, rising off the stream,
Giving way to the wind which lifts,
Strewing the dappled glory of fall

Below the soft glow of daybreak.

The road snakes its siver belly,
Past the river straining to throw it off.
Ghostly bridges, gray wood and shadows,

Pass like whispers, creep away with secrets.

I hear the murmuring of time, old farmers,
Stirring in the summer corn, dying stalks
Which carry in them next year’s seeds,

In fields which heal the marks of plows.

Horses shake off plumes of water,

While pigs wallow in content.

We pass the tomato farm, and the carrots,
And the old man who turned to books.

In a way, this place is mine,

For my heart carries its peace within.
The ageless earth gives us comfort,
The cooling rain carries away our sins.

A man and woman could make a life here,
Something clean and fresh as air,

The dance of years, the waltz of centuries,
In the slow-falling leaves of autumn.

-- Yasho Lahiri

Sunday Snapshot

It’s a rainy day in Belgium

The sky dark, spitting

The country music keeping rhythm
The windows smoky with rain.

Summer is over.

Chestnut leaves edged in brown
The poplar trees twisting,
Turning, bending,

The wind up whipping,
Driving in autumn once again.

-- Lali Watt
Antwerp
Belgium
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A sudden stormy breeze
Stirs up from which cell

That dream and that longing?
My fatigue evaporates,
My strings sing in tune -

Now to just sit at the computer
And find the right rhythm!

- Amitava Sen
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"Nor law, nor duty bade me fight,

Nor public men, nor cheering crowds,

A lone impulse of delight

Drove to this tumuit in the clouds;

[ balanced all, brought all to mind,

The years to come seemed waste of breath,

A waste of breath the years behind

In balance with this life, this death." -- W.B.Yeats
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I'm waiting.

Was [ here yesterday? No!

Will I be here tomorrow? Nol

Does yesterday or tomorrow exist? Nol
Only today, never ending today.

Do you listen?

I'm waiting. But, but what I'm

going to ask when [ see Him? What?
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Another Durga Puja came and went.
It wasn’t the same as before. It
wasn’t fun. We missed the busy days
of rehearsals, music, dance, and plays
that used to fill up all our weekends
for two months every year. That was
two years back - we lived then in
Hyderabad, and our family being very
active in the local Bengali cultural
activities, especially the annual Durga
Puja, we had our house full of friends
and acquaintances planning and
rehearsing for the festival. We also
had artisans coming over from
Calcutta to create the big Durga
"protima" from clay. That happened
every year, as long as I could
remember - for we moved to
Hyderabad when I was just a year and
a half. The last time I also helped in
creating the idols out of clay - I
remember especially the fun I had
with Ganesha’s head! After the clay
dried, it was time to paint - and the
whole family joined in. Under the
direction of the artisan we would paint
the background or the dresses - he
usually kept the faces to himself.
That was his professional expertise.

Now that we were in Bhubaneswar, in
Orissa, we missed all that - the
Bengali community here wasn’t that
interested in celebrating the puja with

such vigor. Of course, there were
pujas - a lot more of them than in
Hyderabad - but it wasn’t the same.
Later, when we moved to Calcutta,
we saw many more pujas - but again,
how could they replace those feelings
of festivity like in my childhood days
in Hyderabad? We were not involved
- just a part of the huge mass of
spectators that throng to see each
neighborhood club trying to outdo the
adjacent one in size and decoration of
"pandels”.

But, I’'m jumping ahead. Right now,
my heart sank at the idea of moving
once again - from Bhubaneswar to
Calcutta. Another new school,
another whole set of friends. Another
saying goodbye to my playmates -
jotting down addresses, and promises
to write (that were never kept). For
weeks we were packing up all our
belongings, packing up the whole set
of twenty-two big boxes that seemed
to have been unpacked just the other
day. Such was life! For my father
was the perpetual nomad of India - a
Central Government transferable
employee. There is hardly a corner of
India he hasn’t lived in - from the hills
of Assam to the shores of the Arabian
Sea, from the Himalayas to Kanya
Kumari. He has dwelled in all kinds
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of dwellings - from humble huts,
tents, inns, hotels, bungalows, to huge
palaces of the maharajahs - that was
his life. For he travelled often to
camp sites, being a geologist - and we
kids usually had to stay home to
attend school. But then when he was
transferred to another state - that’s
when we all had to move. It was not
possible in India to live in another city
from one’s own family, and commute
- as in the United States. So the
family moved, and lately, it seemed
too often.

In the evening, after returning home
from my last enjoyable game of
cricket, I was in a very gloomy mood.
My father said, "Before we move to
Calcutta - this weekend I have my last
camp trip coming up in Orissa, for
one week. How about going there all
together?" "Where?" asked all of us.
"In the jungles of Simlipal." That’s
exactly what we needed - a break
from the tiresome packing, an outing
in the wilderness. Simlipal hills in
upper Orissa are almost totally
untouched forest land (or it used to be
then!) and we made plans to stay at
several places - the guest house of the
rajah of Mymensingh, the forest
bungalow at Gudgudia, to tents at
other remote places. My eldest sister
and my little nephew had come from
Hyderabad, and we were looking
forward to an enjoyable week, with
the whole family.

We drove in my father’s office station
wagon. Slowly the populated cities
receded from small towns, villages,
smaller settlements, to unpopulated
countryside. Then we saw the hills in
the horizon. They looked completely
green, lush with untouched forest.
My father said, "There are places in
there where no civilized man has
dared to go." "Why?" "Cannibals."
It was exciting! Shall we see them?
This was the best vacation yet!

It was getting dark. The first night’s
stay was planned at the bungalow of
Gudgudia, still about fifty miles into
the forest. The trees were so close to
each other, there was hardly any light
reaching us from the setting sun. The
wagon’s headlight flashed on endless
thick undergrowth, as we kept twisting
and turning up and down the hilly,
unpaved road. Behind us, the red tail
lights just showed a thick cloud of
dust. Suddenly the wagon stopped. I
was just musing about what adventures
lay ahead. Suddenly I was jerked to
the present. I didn’t know why we
stopped. Or why the driver just
turned off the engine, and folded his
hands as if in prayer to some unseen
God in front of him. I asked him,
"What’s the matter? Did we break
down?"

"Ganesha!"

He spoke just that word - and pointed
straight into the dark. We all looked.
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There was something moving. We
still couldn’t see very well, as the
headlights had also been turned off by
the driver. Then, as my eyes became
accustomed to the dark, I saw. A
tangle of swaying trunks. A herd of
about ten or eleven elephants were
swaying in the dark, in a little clearing
just fifty yards from us. One large
elephant was uprooting a tree trunk,
and stood smack in the middle of the
dusty road. We just stayed there
helplessly, as the elephants took their
own sweet time to move away,
completely oblivious of us.

I guess it was actually just fifteen or
twenty minutes of waiting, though it
seemed longer than a couple of hours.
It didn’t take long after that to reach
our destination. We had a splendid
dinner at the bungalow, with freshly
killed wild fowl, and got ready for
bed. The geologist’s camp was just
adjacent to the bungalow, within about
a hundred yards, and we saw the
bunch of white canvas tents glowing
in the dark. But we decided to go and
visit them next morning. I was
getting sleepy, and it must have been
about eleven or half-past, when
suddenly there was a loud knock at the
door.

I got up to see what the commotion
was about, as my father opened the
door and in rushed twelve young men.
These were the geologists from the
camp. What was the matter? They

scemed all out of breath. Then I
heard the trumpet call. It blared
through the still night air, like the war
cry of some giant warrior. A herd of
elephants again. This time, right in
our backyard.

Well, as you can imagine, we hardly
slept that night. And as if to keep us
from sleeping, each young man started
narrating his own wildest elephant
story. It seemed quite common in
these parts to see a trunk suddenly
appear in your tent, searching for
something edible, or just "sniff-able."
Or the "out-house" tent suddenly rock
- as if by an earthquake, as you sat
there alone in the night - and you
would sit there shivering, helpless,
wondering when your wild Ganesha
will have mercy, and leave your
company.

Next morning, as all seemed clear and
calm, we went out to explore. There
were heaps of manure as giant as you
can imagine - just like big green rocks
all over the yard. We visited the
nearby village, and saw some of the
huts were completely broken down, or
the roof punched through. It was just
like a cyclone - but the devastation
this time was not nature’s, but
Ganesha’s. That’s what the simple
village people believed. They prayed
to their wild Ganesha, even offered
him food, just to keep him from
devastating their property. But
Ganesha didn’t always seem satisfied.
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Maybe it was their fate, or some sin
they committed last night. In reality,
it was discovered later that a young
elephant cub had fallen into a man-
made trap (for other wild beasts like
cheetahs and tigers, as they were also
quite visible in these parts). The
mother couldn’t get her out, and went
off raving mad. The others came, and
together the herd must have succeeded
in rescuing their protégé. We saw the
trap, and the signs of the rescue
effort.

Then, a simple old village lady came
to mother, and said to the other
village folk, "Look! Ma Durga has
come!" We were compared to the
divine family, as we were also two
sisters and two brothers - and I was
"Ganesha."

l/y
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Since then "Ganesha" conjures up in
my mind the images of the wild
elephants I met in Simlipal. I liked
being compared to Ganesha - isn’t he
supposed to be wise, and powerful
over the fate of humans? Doesn’t
matter if he isn’t as handsome as
Kartick - he looks cute with his pot
belly and elephant trunk. Then, the
other day I was reading stories of
"Mahabharata" to my daughter, when
it occurred to me - in some ways I
have been Ganesha for a long time.
Just like Ganesha - the scribe who
wrote down the great epic as it was
recited by Vyasdev - I have been
writing down pages after pages of
other people’s thoughts on my
Bengali-writing word processor. It is
time for a change. This time, I’ll
create my own action. No more
Ganesha. I’ll be the lion instead!
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Collage by Suzanne & Amitava Sen
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THE MAGIC KEY

Atasi Das

Hi, my name is Rachel. I live in a
city called Raman. It is where the
oriental king lives. His name is
Majan. I heard that the king lost a
very special key. To the person who
finds and returns it, the king will give
a special prize. So everybody was out
of their house and on the street. But
there was a catch - if they could not
find the key within the deadline they
would be killed. So I went along.
Wait, hold on, I think I found
something. It’s a key! Let’s see if it
is the right one! It says
"ozathmftlzop". What does that
suppose to mean? It might mean a
special code. Or, it might be the
spare key I lost. Let me try it on my
door. Ok, here I go. What happened
to my room? It is a palace! I’ll take
the key out. Oh good! It’s my old
room again. This is not the ordinary
key to my room. I will go to the king
and see if it is his.

"Your highness, do you think this is
the missing key?"

The king said, "Does it say
’ozathmftlzop’?"

"Yes, it does."

"Did you put it in your room door and
unlock it?"

"Yes, I did."

"Well, did your room turn into a
palace?"

“Yes, it did."

"Well, then it is mine. And you get
the special prize."

"What is it?"

"Well, you get to live in a mansion."
"Can I see the mansion today?"

"Yes you can, but on one condition.
You have to take the hundred keys out
of the mansion."

"Ok, where is it?"

"It is in your hand. This key will turn
your room into a mansion where you
can live happily ever after."
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JANUARY

Anirban Das

January is the time for laughter and cheer,

For the time is come for the new year.

On New Years Day we drink and drink,

"Til our eyes are blue and our hearts are pink.
As the year rolls in, so does the chill,

The cold winds whip and voices begin to shrill.
The leaves have fallen and the birds have left,

But we still have college football to see who’s the best.

The sun dimmed and darkened its light,

So now there’s less day and a lot more night.

As the month rolls on there’s more we can see,

Like the Super Bowl and the infamous Bud Bowl III.
January is the time for laughter and cheer,

I can’t wait ’til the next year.
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22y A PRAYER
¥ )‘J 1 S \"‘-'5«. ”;};*#.‘-\\,.
;-": !-" P~ \:\ &( i \.‘ Sandip Mitra
b . \7‘\\ /} P
N \ /"f P ;// / Oh Lord, thank you for the plant and
N ‘Cg_ Ry for the trees, people, animals and sun,
N RN S and thank you for the food and water,
e oh Lord, and thank you for universe.
S~ P Let us worship you in the goodness.

g \ / Let’s have peace on earth.
g A Let’s all get along.
5/C> ]7[ O Oh Lord, in the past was evil.

Symbol of faith:

Oh Lord, let’s have a temple and
think of the future of India. Oh Lord,
let’s raise money to help the homeless
and people we’re losing, and show us
the path and promise of the new day.
Oh Lord, let’s all play in the number

/:4\\5 and let saints march in and
{ {‘Q‘J ) let’s raise money to repair the phone
\*-7‘"’[’:)\\ and housing and schooling, health,
?c:“\——‘ and repair the road, clean air,
) 7 X and put all the grandparents.
“\‘*?*-{ N Oh Lord, God is watching us.
fm— Ny
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Art: Mimi Sarkar
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1. Dance Drama ’Mahishamardini’ - artists of Atlanta

2. Recitation - Priyanka Mahalanobis, Atlanta

3. Harmonica - Shyamal Mukherjee, Greenville, SC
4. Folk Dance of Bengal - artists of Augusta, GA

5. Rabindrasangeet - Monideepa Bhattacharya, Atlanta

6. Slide Show ’Temples of India’ - Ranés Chakravorty, Salem, VA

7. Vocal - Indrani Ganguly, Martinez, GA

8. Bharatnatyam - Kakali Paul, Augusta, GA

9. Vocal - Nilanjana Banerji, Chatanooga, TN
10. Instrumental - Amitava Sen, Atlanta

11. Vocal - Asok Basu, Atlanta

intermission

12. Play ’Kanchanranga’ - artists of Atlanta

MAHISHAMARDINI - Dance Drama

Dance: Rajashri Banerjee, Music: Jayanti Lahiri, Mamata Basu,
Reshma Gupta, Atasi Das, Asok Basu, Maya Mukherji,

Sutapa Das, Susmita Mahalanobis, Somnath Misra, Swati Bhattacharya,
Marjorie Sen, Priyanka Mahalanobis, Amitava Sen

Jaydip Mukherji, Rupak Das,

Anita Banerji, Sonya Banerji, Narration: Pranab Lahiri

Amitava Sen

Choreography: Shyamoli Das, Costume: Rekha Mitra, Kalpana Das,
Kalpana Das Shyamoli Das, Sutapa Das
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KANCHANRANGA
(Abridged from the play

"Kanchanranga’ by Sombhu Mitra)

"Kanchan" means treasure and "Ranga"
means satire: this is a satire about
attitudes of a middle class family

coming into close encounters with new-
found wealth.

Panchu, a distant relative, has been
brought to Calcutta by Jadugopal and
his wife from their village, ostensibly to
help him settle down. However, for all
practical purposes, he has been
relegated to the duties of an unpaid and
much-maligned house servant. Neither
the middle-aged couple nor their
unemployed sons Amar and Samar, or
their college-going daughter Shima,
have anything but contempt for Panchu.
The only person who treats him as a
human being is Tarala, the maid - who
in fact has a soft corner for him.

Panchu has been given a lottery ticket
by Batu, who lives upstairs. As luck
would have it, the ticket wins a grand
prize. Attitudes immediately change
towards Panchu. Each member of the
family treats him very well in the hope
of extracting his/her own benefit.
Panchu’s own ego also gets a big boost.
Through all this, Tarala’s feelings for
Panchu remain unwaivering. Later, it
transpires that Panchu has missed the
grand prize just by one digit in the
ticket number. Immediately his
treatment by the family changes; he is

about to be thrown out of the house when|:
a telegram arrives to announce that
Panchu has in fact received the grand|:
prize! Panchu, in the meantime, has|:
assessed his own true worth. Hel:
reciprocates Tarala’s true love for him
by handing over his winning ticket tof:

Tarala, and goes away with her.

CAST

Panchu: Amitava Sen
Tarala: Shyamoli Das
Jadugopal: Samar Mitra

His wife: Kalpana Das
Amar: M.H.Akmal
Samar: Saumya Kanti Das
Shima: Sutapa Das

Tenant’s wife:

Batu, her brother:

Elderly person: Pranab Lahiri
Film Director: Swapan Bhattacharya -
Narrators: Swapan Bhattacharya -
Bula Gupta
Direction: Jayanti Lahiri
Sound: Amitava Sen,
Kiriti Gupta
Lighting: P.K.Das
Decoration: Shyamoli Das, %
Achira Bhattacharya, |-
Sutapa Das
Costume: Kalpana Das

Shanta Gupta
Somnath Misra
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SPECIAL THANKS TO:

shy rn?w, && sptks,
A ent mq?d.:mfmu T &)
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My thoughts, like sparks,
ride on winged surprises

Sarnpadak

Multilingual Word Processor

Software for IBM PC and compatibles.

Amitava Seqn

1079 Berkeley Road
Avondale Estates, GA 30002
(404) 289-3425
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PUJARI
Atlanta, Georgia

STATEMENT OF ACCOUNTS

1990 DURGA PUJA AND LAKSHMI PUJA

RECEIPTS | |EXPENSES

Balance from 1990 $ 729.95 | ICRC Hall Rental $ 200.00
Saraswati Puja
Donations $2509.93 | Saris for Pratimas |$ 35.00
Sale of remainders $ 29.31 | Prasad and food $2019.61
Decoration/program | $ 210.00
TOTAL RECEIPTS $3269.19 | Miscellaneous $ 215.00
LESS EXPENSES $2679.61 | TOTAL EXPENSES $2679.61
BALANCE $ 589.58
1991 SARASWATI PUJA
RECEIPTS EXPENSES
Balance from 1990 $ 589.58 | ICRC Hall Rental $ 100.00
Durga Puja
Donations $ 576.00 | Prasad and food $ 459.23
Decorations S 50.00
TOTAL RECEIPTS $1165.58 | Miscellaneous $ 47.00
LESS EXPENSES $ 656.23 | TOTAL EXPENSES $ 656.23

BALANCE

$ 509.35







