Durga Puja

i

iSr

Sr

P

Atlanta

ari,
October 3

&

, 1992

4

My=59 TWPIT SUaa




ST T LT
ploslt A st

| R ek kit




o 1 T2 A 1 N A

SRI SRI

DURGA PUJA - 1992

e e o e S

oo

T @ Ay
L @A Iy

B R T S SR
IF TAHIS g g /
ST IR s

I3 sErd TR Bl
BN RUR BRI B G SIS AT QR ITIH
TCF WREAR Sewe| O TION IFH G |
TCE ST ~FA A T O [rgrmis
TCF s 3R pref il I3 s iR meef
pofY 8 QB B 1992 Durga Puja Program:
A, SuT TP, SN Saturday, October 3, 1992
gl @1 Py Puja 10 am
T @ A0 Anjali 12 noon
M @1 aIbT Prosad 1 pm
RcaPR Red sme Bw Entertainment 3:30 pm
LA AT, Bengali Play:
“TOIAN @I’ “Kenaram Becharam”
SPES a3 oy Arati 8 pm
7SI g Ih Prosad 9 pm
AQAE, 59 @WRE, S0 Sunday, October 4, 1992
gl @A w0y Puja 10 am

Anjali 12 noon
Prosad 1 pm

_%5%&3%&3&%6%&6%&3% _




Pujari Durga Puja
Brochure - 1992

Editors:

Samar Mitra

Jayanti Lahiri
Suzanne Sen

Amitava Sen

Computer Typing:
Amitava Sen
Rekha Mitra

Cover, and Brochure Design:
Amitava Sen

Computer Software & Fonts:
Printed using “Sampadak’
Muitilingual Word Processor
written & published by
Amitava Sen: and miscellaneous
other scanning, graphics, and
word processing software.

Production:
Amitava Sen
Asok Basu

Published by:

Pujari
4515 Holliston Road
Doraville, Georgia 30360

tel: (404) 451-8587

o i e
ARBI - SO

THWD,
S|
D! ARG

& I
oINOE 5H

IHGLE ST
NOE 59
@y {7

Ten, a3 % F@rda;
RO 5H

IFHGL TEBAF 3 1:
TWNOG &4 0 “THRD
IRoNl ST A TR YO
Q B [ o, e, 8 sgw
A TBEAF IF I R

MIVGIA
ANOE 54
PN 3]




Contents

dbd1 (Articles)
Samar Mitra -
tild A7METE 25w 4
Ranes Chakravorty -
e F(EEINELT) 6
Sambhu Nath Sen -

ST T 14

Archana Mukherji Kumar -

A BT 21
Samar Mitra - Ramayana
and Durgapuja 22
Lali Watt - Maintaining
Cultural Integrity 24
IMST (Poetry)
Ashimdeb Goswami -
TAPoE B2 16
Pranab Kumar Lahiri -
IAPION (S 17
Amitava Sen -
JAPONd 2713 18

Md. Musharatul Huq Akmal -

QNE W a3 a% ReeT 19
Susmita Mahalanobis - &4 20
Yasho Lahiri - Eventide 32

A (Stories)
Rekha Mitra - OA~dl 8
Kalpana Das - ™04 a1 12
Jayanti Lahiri -
Who would expect? 26
Amitava Sen - Masks of
Papier-maché 29

OIFd (Drawings)

Amitava Sen 1,18 32,33
Rekha Mitra 113,16,17 25,28
Mimi Sarkar 20

®RIC0d R{@ (From the younger
set)
Marjorie Sen - drawing 29
Anirban Das - Have a Voice,

Moody Blues (poems) 33
Reshma Gupta - The phone

bill that never

arrived (story) 34
Nandini Banik -

The departure (poem) 35
Rajarshi Gupta - Dealing

with wealth (poem) 35
Priyanka Mahalanobis -

The story of Reggie 36
Sandip Mitra - drawing 36
Pia Basu - My dog daisy

(and drawing) 37

A4 (Miscellaneous)

Entertainment program 38
Special thanks - 40
Statement of accounts 4]




ml AR 2Hm
SrERRK|
PE® (dd @Il bfb Rpm

310 &Mkl bWfb a3e Rete =9
IET 9% @ IS DY BRI (A
ST TR I, OHAI O
WG @ PHlE@ RPN a@ S
Ez | Y b B A PR ) g | K S IR
i =g efmes 58 oo
TRRY YR WY 8 T AW T
R @i @ e TRo[l
sae-e @ o st @R
M TR A 191 OO
MR WZ 38 R9EZI TAGPE TEHS
OTd (W@ ORI s |
A% 5 TR q@ W {ETT W
RO W94 Jow @ (dd W
IO =" o OPOY 3 PN
3Abd Ay BAT s TR
ATIERE 2SR (BE 55:0) |

. e el A% i
g, =S 3 W W b-E
TAMIE Q@ R M IR
AOFAT A" TTT YT IFI WA
THAOF IoNR SR OfdR o
MEIE WEIMAE ECN a0
M W - S F I e,
oNg E ot 9 SOt W
BAE A Qmd T ©r
MEIEN RE @, @0
INFES IEL AITME T8 @I AR
e Gl @R BT IR
@R ARl =1 9 #ad
P K NI P T B P | TV T A T T
FEra Py QW ISt dafe=d
A9 T T AlReR A
@b TZE 9T Y[l WO

B B ofd JoF I OF
T Iy Pes o @ B a=e|
WH 4 s 391 o e
Y PR AE AT APF -
- ORYE W A R 39
WEN a3 e R AF -
A M oW 3w WAl ™R
AfFE YRSl W@ WOTW TN
7 A - ORI W@ e
i, SEET @ ™I 392 I3
(@@ 0T 43)|

P FRMI P T S
e g 58l (WOt ORI

e Y@ el RIS AW W
PHOTd J[ 2991 @ W @

TWRE a1 [RE |
“EFd SPTF AT IH Ofd TNIY
8W - AMF T IA IR
XPNOd BIN ARV

=




™I TWEA8 TR @ ofd s
T ERE N RS IS

P®@, W@ - GEAFET Of7
RAWMOE - TEEA Oie B
A A, (AT ot e, el
G A - TR e e
2799 (o1 Q) - TN
WY TN e fa ol
AN TR OYT eI - B
NF IENEE & e ' Ofd
a% AN R o™l a? Reed
R OF o TN - HEIeidd
R O (T TS|

onfE A A WE T ST (G
TH SN I II? MIGTEE Now
THRd W BE W@ S
(MOr Ady) IEE AMR1 IO
@ - 3 Ofa N TEA IET
At GO A AYE S @R

[A@? AU AL Ry @
TMBOE @ a3 TE  IAEE
JIGME O - O OIRE B4(ON

TRl WEIP oy 6 o oA
FIIATET TTAOT [T T
P& TR WHE AT TerN &
g X e f 91 I8AE BED
Ry @ @ awae NEQVIK)
JCPNATE FR O 4TI AR
IO TFEEE W ANg® N
M s o @fE @
IFTMET A 2rT IS B
ARA, W, BKES G aF6T
TEE - O [©OF A (AN Y
PEIINT TS YR A @ FIA1

58Y I M@ AT TS &
o *Rpild @I IERA AN
AT MR W HAQ@ ASTH

ITF T4 AN STl A

TSI IR RO (BE 8:3) |
TP Rt T Far AWl qI
A DANH  PMAT A AW
TR A1 9% HJAT A9
WY TMIRY TNE O [APT
PR TN JFHE QAT AR
oS PR A ITI @At ASH
o o = P& @Rk
o o)l AR GifRe S
SONEd SIS TR W BR
A o o 291 3@ PG ™
Y TN Q@O M R

ﬁﬁaamﬁmmﬁmmm
EgiSd T - TS
e AR R, SIS =
@ IR ORI (BET dh:R),
obe o @R anfd g pin
*%? AR WEO[ (@ I
T WO @ NS, AOTESd
W O o 349 IRl A
SAE8 @ - O DT AEARPOIE -
o 17 S | -3 G -3\ K NG |
Q. RI@ (B8 ».08), fRrw
WBMET (dAE@ TN SR 2990




HAA-<TAI 3]
AT 5401 (Salem, VA)

ABI SIS IR (FAF-FEE T FIAACAD ATECF T RS ATTT1 {511 =11 | (W
G;” g F CQCEQ 15'1c1l-l 4reITg+-9&%Te1d9 \.,Hv'ff ]'ﬂﬁﬂpi AT <= 4’ 4”:(‘5\

T [TTAF AT (ATF TTAYT (2l AGFNB SFT ATETENAD 5= A=l e«
AT ATATS TR | STAD ALLH Y AMATE T 22T+ F41T |
ATEI BIATOA ARG Ao (BTAF AT 1T | AT AT AT AT 714l
fEANR Ao BFonT™ @t I=FTa ANSE 61g &UE0g | (5% 31902 1 59 (411 af o0
ANE T (A GO-11-BFCRTA T4 STA0T (SNg |
W‘iﬁm“ﬂaﬁx—r ﬁmw\m:—rﬁa—lﬁrﬂmm‘ £ Twe
ﬁbtll*‘l ‘j"l lwtdtbrl CFET 3' [<1 Lﬂ <= d]btri FTECE | TS T+ (< W PN
wﬁﬂ‘mmmm‘l #TE TT9¢ (G 49 ale<g f[44=< |
T ARTST FTACAT TE [Q2ire v =ma 7% | TrRe Azl cop am frge
TS (7% | METTHT = a‘s‘!mmﬁﬂm*rm AF TTE (T8 TF 2 2407 5 ¢+rq =9 f1
FIITATAT TR TS (TAD T2 G- (1 41, 72, 7<=, TS Tznm (<a
G 5, 24 T B, TR T JAZ) T TH] T4Can=d "JFeias”
A1 STOTTF AATA S ATTAE (SMETF AT | STA (1 ATAE FTATI | AR
(AT A8 TETFNAR (AT @2l IS ANGHT I79 {71
O30» ANT TIRTIZIALE siAfs MHl FfC AN asfafare a«fe =+ ¢ fTaE
TRA BT SR I | TG (AT ATCFD BT AT A4 A0 (-7 (DT
eIy, ABTE fget LT, Afom 73) A6 ALFS AL MErar ara Aol
AT R (e, @, 2 el oT-a38 95+ |
IAY AT MO fETF AT “J4-IAAINGI” (JUIATAIAG ) (AIHTH 4T TAAT [Q2re |
gt @B WU AMBT A8 A6l -1 5% Aerera @& T T S e
fragaal )
ALTHLA STFET IS | AYATAIAG] TSIHATG TG (T AWM E], A4S TAZ[-[ aae
ST AT T SSGIATATS TULA HTANTO A oI ITAIA ST (103 | 2F TT0HT 37 AT 4
T ATACR AT SHIACTE TR (@UEHATE, [T IATE 5 TN TS e
5193 - 991, TP F, sl GO Tonfu |
B OF AGSCTT IR A DBIATICT | TSHATS A4TFF (@1 AT <] ACATR-T
ST TR A T2l I TG WA FA00 | (Gl T, TLIAT-1 JIHCFT AHATE TATAT
AETS (BTN AH TPAF RIS 1 | “IAS! (INEET o>+« =1+ | fefa @ifaanfze.
ATEAMAE AN AFTE AR A7 21 SAATIF TAT EIrRATI (TR (A2 F4Ue
BTSE S ST AA BT 41 J5--T |
SUES S AT (W0 T ATHIWSTE 0 araieas il alA Smg-T | <= are]
areEforg o fofa 9aqfere - oy are &Rty AT_Td G21 #40g-T | 131 GNeERaT-
(AT T5MHT IS ARTAETS AL SHACTA (F4TY 4T TSHATS v<Tad ATEHD
TEECE AT ABA D08 AN | A% TTRCN T2 Twe A1 L5 (T8 THE
JIAIASIE AT AL 6] 0T SRITALS CISIRET 107 AMATE -] ARNAZI A
(el TS| FT0S1E GRS AR ST NG (&G ATAAWSICE FTiad T e arrd
TS BTOUSAT | Sfe4Td, aTA<s] AW AR T4 0= T0a A0 (T 1
ST (AT r—uvz M0 GRIT A CBTeN A4 o6 2) 1 e 1307 2514 AT




qs 5% H@a (FAera a1 a1eT) TEfrang AT @efs &a 1 - asawara
JTT AE@M G FIRA% (A T THIANE -1 FIARE TG0 | 70 (el Ay,

SWIACTE AAAWETA 45 (T AfE Sr2ta - IANAW 31 A6 AN TI-I0a THH- TS WA
fat #ats afs stz o)

T faramst s Swaa Ave 9arE 9A0T TSN ATATR S SR AWNIS!T S (AT T
A9¢ TAI-IE fA0Q s AT (AW S 279 TANSE THTAT AATES D (FLACE (07 FA00
1fer ©=1 1) | @A =, o, AR anstg CIEma eSS d Mg AT R |

ftra I sfiomg 219 A TH SHEAa) AAAwSETd eHd | AS AN AAfEAnE Isamal
7: [T 338 "MIAS) A IWAT wrFE HAE T A0 (T8 | ASfAAR AGfAO - AL
ITAVT! TS AT (AATrr J<wra 0d 1051 | AT MRS a3 J3dd
CATT o2 FATS |

Az e Iwam forgres aawsnes Tars Arae A1 | [Ead A Jremn
I, (@, AARIE 4fF T (7w AEe Wy | 3wy aFfia S CAYEsry”
(A THFAT AAAWSIE TR (AT a0 - sa AAAAUSIE Y (Welg-
(13 (ARSI BT AT AY-ATAANS]) | (FYEYT (ATHTT A AMTT T -1 53l
AR YI0E faxrsms f5=7) | arAawst ffas gt awns ferg sifae e e =)
oI W tra AT IWam Sl e wa a3dane e onEe |
TSRS qo TATE Aausg QT dNad 4IRS aiF SHaTd AN il
TS | o @r=n aamsnes ¢ty BT AMRE=T | 99t SR T 47T (@A, (F,
THTa TiE Ao ferea | f5f aemane At S=aEits 5T WA | SSg I nane
HATIR TS et | f9f CIuars syt anemeyfers fanfars o= 11 TSz
e Sifenty Snwe QU g | 9ard (78 SIna ) ARy IAIwa! JiIFhe (At
AL AT TAH (8 ATF] oM DA) AN fieTs o |
TJGC%,WWWMQWW@WW?SIWWWW
ft® o9 7are 53 (10e | a3 (@ B9 AY-AAIWS1-(T (8 | THS AT TR
e e stafr- g Imawst o Svwtaa O Brafgea s Aamfa
TSR *MTAT LA 71 | THAfTD1 @ @ (7 WEg=srd [[Ansd A amg Ss
IAT-IAINSIE AT sIAIRAE e 4 A | AYGHFO LSS AAne 4
fa= frrewt amifas oo f

FUAATAR (GTAG SITAT ST FHCH AT ST 7 | BT (AT FTACAR 0
AZA AN | S (35 NBHE 502 *rS1=1 (o= e TSI “rS1 - 98 ATS T894
fafen 7t wat wos fafes 2fenifnea s | wrwa @@ o [[{EE 1141
HATITGTT (T8 | AT AEISTA IS4 NS (Foll A8 TME6 TATS 3 7TTS SIS FANST | (FTEAE
sfte = At fafen sfaate crsie Hftw Statgs, «fo e @ A%3 o
A

AMTTIAA QIENG TRFTE TASTER T @A 2Ewss I Sanss oty ang
ammmzﬁwmﬁmﬁwmﬁ‘mmﬁwnmmm *fetmra T
FTGTRIG AT (WH | 71151 ETC1 20AR ATZIT A o0 @RIl AT Toff SATIHE DN (18 |

Wﬂﬁwwmf‘ﬁﬁﬁvﬁwmwmqmr wre T offgew I
AT |




SRR

Rl

A AWK @6 (AR 70 39@T | @R A6 OR 3 57 @A | IR, IRCA TE @B, SK
R G SRS | IR ST A TS SH IR IWT F7 THIA AR SR
T IRF | WO S8 1RAR ATIRA | ~{JARAT ARRET AST IRERS AT AT |
SUIRT S affT 3ffT 5 61Gd, TRITIA [ 93 ARREAT S | 573 Hifer
@RI | BIGHPR R 20 IM®A 9T T[T <27 | SYA3 AR K WA |

A 3 TR FX EOHPR YT SR I/ A 2IIW IR AR e T | IR
TH -6 W™ 951 IERMT IW AR | QAT ARS ST 7T, TSR DA =+
R T ARRA | I TR A QA ? WS 7, TOR A, TR A ICSA B |
AR ERA IR SR, AT /3, O, AR, T STRRIAT TA03 TILH | 3¢
IS T IR o B ARSI TS0 70T, TR T3 SO SRARTAT BT |

PR @ B BEAT @4 TR0 TR Reg 1R | I 43 SRR |
(ATIRAR 7 YT STAT BT 411 MR AR I 7TBI ST SAT (T2 TR
TR | @R TR IRR RARE It @ 939 w1 I N, S99 33 wmed S

R IR TEMEA, " ERA, IR 5E o ST A-AR I [ T | 3 TS 3
RS e 11"

37 ] BT IQ MPRT I/ 7T 1@ AW 9@ | TS 57 T SBA @ FHm =
T AR SRER2 iR | 4 aF T g TS R A=, I aT01 SRR B1ed
Aoy | ST AR ST 3@ 3 ] e | AT SRE SRR SR S161 ST
AINCST 1| =[S TR IR - SO BRI SRAT IAOT 71| 2 S @2 AN 7Y
(o T IRMET (S AR IE ORAT IRA |

M W3 @A T, AWM IW® 9T TRW SR A IR IA00], A [m It
AR ST AT =[TOT | T TR TH TS TR W /3 @ BT g 94052 @2 1 WA
AT TR 7 (T Tl Nl AR BRET | IR YT 308 BT 41, SY 34@ e
I W IIAT W SR R IR A | 39OW AW N IMAS AT R A2 T6H
T TQ, A MW @ a@T | I/E I 65 T 91 "Rk 36 I Regw




ORI IR | 9@ TIRT {5 AR AT SR/ TR JGR | AT AT [RA SRR
I B O, IS TRT I AT KKAGT | A BEE@ed IS ARA, SRt 307
BEEART IR A0 MeST 711 a9@ a8 BEEEGRd (W IMR @ 3@ o | IS

TN &1, 9IG 7@ W1 WMk S’ T AR 56 AT | ORI AT IQT [
R @ 1w 3B oA 1

THA IR Q@ W IR AW IR TG BT | AR SAERR TR | RS <l
SR T2 SR | IR SRS T TR A | AfS S-O1e FiR B A1, sy S W
oS AT, IR 3 BRT I AR | TR I T I Nl 3 B 37 e
e, AT ord e, T T T AT-RET R 3, ST SR G I0@ 1 113
fSTTS ASA AT L SR TR | 3@ A WA W 2361 S Hm@ SKOT oRT1 3B
BT S 2T IRA TRTAT AT |

@ R T 6%, 97 SRR IT® AT @R I IRW NS B HPR B o= w11 am
IS 337 e | o IR T AR SR AT S ST I i@ | IR
R DRSS | T I SR AR R, IW WA T, Y SR 947 BT 208, e

AAT &R TR W Tl o711 [T T @ ST 37, 56 9T SRR SR
RS & XA |

I TR 2 T - R OF ST Ko OF AW 2T T AT | IR TR 10 320
A AT | SR BF IW@ IRK A @S T @9 RFT A1 1150 Ty 701 fiesay o1 7
T T Zed IR SR R o 1 23 R 1@ 20 B ReSa T S IS Soited 5 |
¥ I O T T AR QA I @2, AT SN IO &, O ST T | 7RE
AR &7 37 IR AN AWEA, PR Raed RO S OF I00 1@, 5B I@ QA
Pl AT | SERE TS (A, RS7 s T I/ I/ SR A ARRTT e s
TR, IR RQE AT 9 A | TARIA A e ITOH | ARG TRUR SR ST 341
1 AffTIMT QOTAT A4 IREA, T2 3 ARSI |

23T I7F BIAT TG TR | AT IR el AT | Rt Kes 1 370 20 o | (hm
B 2, 7 A6 TR AW AW W3 | AR TR, IR [T A3 T | SAHERE
TR T TS SR IR @ - @A A6 [ W3, 37 32 A T I AW
QAT @21 a4 AW *RR G2, W TG N 37 TSP 20% 71 IAW A,
ST TR IRT

i1 @ IS BT, SR ST T/ A IR (R T TBAT SRR &6 AR R
OS] AT TR ARG SR/ &' & A REQT 291 0 T@ 949 SR &E 9/ 513/




awrmwnﬁm&mzﬁm@m—nﬁmmm
zrzn-ga 3 A3 IR, IR 3 [R5 | T ISR @R oredd AR 1) | iy
b o At P SB@ A Ifw @ ok, Fiis 2fme s sEm | @
TSR WIS TR T 774 | A5 I SR R 67 | 1@ <[] W IR 3
®ER O AWK R TAT AT 2 7% | 5 TR 1 IR 2351 HAR I B 31|
3 WA IS B A, S A STHIRK IT® I[T T @F | Hd4TT IR B AR
SRR ST 97 ISTIS! FORS T a1 STHERR A IX® 2361 BTG, 4767 3 51
R, 3 aT0d1 BRT AR Y TS IW ITEA - T ITHA 4 AR TR | I
T Al 3 KR I s 2@, S1 oA TS /R K@ RES 3 A48 1 SRR
TG AT YR I, -0 IR BT 47w, | 3 TRT Ry o <z i |
SEER YATH SR AT TINS5 67 | STRERT B 3 51 &Rl IA
30NS R R AT AR, oo I6s A ol I) 3 RfSs owed A
T3 1 1 72301 37 T3 AN BREA IR I - W 32 SR @ SR AR /T
IQE], IW T 0% TR IR G ST WHKS R IRA®, AR AR I IS 72,
SR IR A P T T8 W ORI SR T AW SR BRE H [E
ATTT SR A QAR 3 ATCRIST TS | AR WI | AR BRY KA, T 2161, I
R TR TARET TSR (AR A ) RO IARST TR I &S 33 AT A IAQT|
TR TO1 @A ORI R @S AR, SR o 3% 43 IRM | STHRRT TEreds AT
SAQ IFET IQ A I IR R ITRA®A |

iR @ -RTIT 2w | 7T 307 NIRRT, ARST 9T AT IS @4 QAT T3S O
TRA| R ITKA T3 W A 37 N IFC S ARAT IW | T 3 IRW BeST XA 63
R sRAIsTDl, W1 RO WS 27| (1 I 3001 IR W, I 3@ 1A
TS FRSA R &1 S Ry, @@1 1, S 46 IR | I/ I, SR 7
RS ? G AW MR 2 [ 75111 W Sk I RoE, Py oo A Ffw
L1 T IR I I | TQAOT OARART affT 3 76 0T | SFS R |
AT J19ZE e I Rt @ 3o | W 73 &7 = BioR 499, A , 1S,
ITRTT S, R @370 TR aT0 A6, AW AP, 5%, B S0 QARSA | I
R QLT ~MReR A, I3 01 R BET QAT K A-A | 2361 > TAesT 01 2@
e I @ QT -G AR TR BORR Haq SR QG W RS aT
R A fSRB1 am2a @7 I | IR TR 2 s, Sy i S iy
3 I @ AR o9& WS RT3 e, am Bt 9381 2301 3|
WA 3@ IR T TA QR ARAU WS, IANH IR AR | AR ST (RAT Bt
Pt R qRd s TRt | RS Rem s i o 495 3 O | SRR A5
AT QA BTG TG BTT IS <0, TG <571 B, T @q 38 S|o1, Hbm Raw
1, A8, STORR, THAT, W T | S T S Wl AT a5l @A 37 ™ew




TS 57 ST =13 |
T SRS 2@ A1 ST ITET ST [ATAT =BT5H, STRST IR T 34 Q7 ST
BIRAT | T WY IWN ONR TS (07 TH61 2N, ©NR TS & SRSWY 2T
RS M| AW 3 4R TWH 2T AR T, IR T STIY AR TS R T80 T 2
THA AR 27| B I @4 SR 2/ 3 IS R0 ©R B AW Ikfd @
RATTT AT SR KW, T 72 Q@ AR SR K3 07 IR OIS 3@ | TS I 3+ |

STRRRT ISARET I VT W G IR IR | o9 T R offt W A TR B 2
ST ¥ R 7@ SaAfEd |

Rl R A% AR 1A S TR B 2T - B @ I 5 IOt SRR i
SR BT TR TR AEA | Fes Fes AT 396 BRI STE IRR RSt
I TS QAT AT IS IR AN ARl 5 67T | SR /T PR OF Nem
ST AR QG WA | AT R TR AR QA AT o T AT |

R RE 1 I00 56 1ol | AMRT &7 ST YR | s (S s
TV, ¢ @G BE AW 271 IS 95T, ST T IR, R el 970 Q@ a@wd | o
A ZARE I afi@ w1 R 6, IER NS W T AT 300 | ST A1
O B ey AR AR TR TR IR I | BT 7 3 e <N B 5& I)
ARR TERRAT AR 2 AW T | AR [TRAT &7 TS Siad G| B 3 11
I YN NS B AR SRR I | ATHE BT W ShSTA TS TR R,
ST R SR <A T8 QST T 4R, 331 [FGS 2 |

ATTH TH ool BT AMer QG 67T | 7T T 3R oo Sy R R | 3
ST IRRE 2301 T e 3T IR R sl R a1 | i RS I SR
TRT T ABARTL 3T, 5, 96, JURA T, T AR R IS I IO
TS, OISV, I, SOf, s I 5 R WINE avi| T B, 15, S,
@R, TRATH B, K@ Iws 76 77 RS o1 Az I@m | 7w, SR 3 SR
STHA I T IW@ ARAT | IR I A 7 o+, T 3 AMRS T IR ARA
SW iR QT | R AT = (4 T3 ST 009 IQ@ XS A ATRAT el
T RS BT | I BIRTIT IW@ I A A TG 7S g &R PR e e
N AR | IO NAA T, TAOT AR T 307 QAT {0 T | AR SRS

EIW TI@ AWM | QW IT 41 W, S} 2on Rfvw, I Ry 1 3, Hif amw
ST BET ST S |

o6




ASIST FAT

T 7

T ARG @ ST SIST | Ry <57 Ry |1 | T TRAR ShEAT T T
ST T@ AT |

TRYR AAT sT=~1 TR TAQR SR 3 «AfR | R TR AR TTALT TH A5
201 |

T FRE SR R | B TG4 O’ -/ T 5], ST A/ OR IO H STk
TG [T AR B O AR SR T <11 I[T, 10, 4 7A@ 3

NRATS AT TAST | OIS SR RET T B’EAT 1 =P TR TER TSR I
TRER AT R @ @8 R IS <Ko 1|

23R TRAYR 3 1 e IR | TR RS ST @& | R, ARm(a o1 @H
TR MR | T ST @R TS 1| TRRA @ 5 fBiwd | {5 R /@ 1w
R TS TN | g A2 T WS RET ATl Y FTaRAT S TXH, R @
1T AT IAET,2T R WH TA®], SO O IS 1+ 207 | 70f 7 72 W3
O A 2 ATl IR K3 S 1+ I 2" TaRA T " ISR AT A3 A
IS M| INT, TN, T RIAT IR | SR TAR AR I @ | AR I
" T IR AT e el W3 | AdKS N A Ao R SRR I T IS0! @) |

T fakd AW FW I® 67T | IR TR RbE s 7, @ | i
I TRRYAL T, & TSOT 0 S @R | 4 S @ 1, "wY ¢ smfl @ off
AT R IR @R, AR SARAAT FTO /NS, @)@ a2 AR5 I@m | I SHR
ORI I, SIOTANR IFB | SR RO AR I I ST AN SAR IR G |
T ST R AR T 20 =R 771"

TGRA S @t 7 5417 319 | oA QT o7 IR IR | ORA, ST T AT
AT TR | = TG a72 I QKT TRRIRL I T ®RER - I T




T QM| SR RS AMOW TIB | 94T IR J5 TR, AR 3T 5 INWE
CRATT TA | S TN I SR SAT-RAR I TGRSR | AT ST SR R 3Ty
eS MR 711 S T@RER MBHY, 4F, FE a8 F® <6+ TRRIRT T |

RS I ST a7 R SR GE@ R oot o 15 | 39, "I/, TR
B0 OHR Q@ T, N I ST 3| 3 TATR TR /S 51, I
@AM A R, T TS I IR SR 5E, R I@ 3@ BT AR 2
I 37 R I AT IR K3 IR AT TS | RAFSIR 238, 750 3 R

T T RN, "SR O GEDT fW 23T i@ 351, TW 3@ BT 7@ 3
®a1"

T A QA SR BT SR Y RESSER 1w a1 Ko | Rsin @&
T A [ I, "I QR TRAFT MW Kef3 TR ITRT AT, SRR T 7
T W BER R QU TR @S SIA /& 5& 67T |

T RO 233 B, R S7@had | R 7@T "SR 44 3 70 3
EEARE B R 2"

R 390 94 IR 4R @A, "I 1 TS SR QO™ | a3 a3 @
TAATT AT W ARTA 01 TAA | 3 wIST IR R I=3aam 2"




o1 TR

MTZAR B (TAPON)

N0 A (AN I
Intermediate Science I  JdIbT
TWId W T dA4l @WNE 9P
classmate, @1 70, R
QINITFEE OAM@d YoM BT
1211 1) 122 1) S 7 ) A v i R e O
ANY TIS TN IANST BRI -
O IO IO = -

TANCT O @1 G L)

o FAAN - ‘awq Ry T, ed
(mu

71 Regular system,
M IR I GO W QDS
Iy NHYT

g T @RE MY =T -

‘A ™ @1 O AN

o R oW I¥w ROk ©
‘Brand” (¥ @A g Row a1
B NH (quality) FT? o1 @q
oo

OIR SRR SofEs |

el (%7 BIe @ T WS
RE SMd AP =i TS0
MY AETIE YT dqo1l I3
o i fsAlRgE St s
I Sd AP IRAT (A
T PTG RIT TR 3
TAFT THGOd AN (WA AT
Ao M [Qod IEd &)
PR s i itk ©@ Smd
RO RO [[RE @ T
T4 57 A@|

SUS I TN O IR
T AT WRE I I IR
O (@ @ AT 3@ R o
AAGEE BBT UMT  IET  SALEIH
@EN G WA BT IO M
M4 IAMON B A& G STonfes
I A RN O T2 NE@ [
O (AT DA @04 WO 0
W AMIRE WG Fgd AIGT [
Rk TS IERAEI REE
IG IBOR ToEs m e YA
SN [GOW (@ S Teqa STA
IMEAAWM THE  IVAOT I |
@S Rollie Flex camerad 39 RJbY
B8 QeI &7 TNRT IWRME
W Y@ G R |

330N (A ST GOe SHE
RO SN R Ak
PR @EE 8 R ARSI
A AN oA (PR [0S
RO TO 8¢ WA 7HEI  SOd
TNER, AN 8 W A3 &1 Y
o PRI SAM @ qE PBE
Tt 37 dde express highway

m I FIE AN NI, O[3
PMe Jamshedpur | N{ @ *1A
NI IS4 AT

B e AV Td gofw
R [ ©®E@2 appointment
letter @ @A TROI A
TR N IS R @aEe
MY @l ofd B N0

(g I IA A FA) ™




I 89 A [WEW bw WO
ITAMA (=4 PBH "3 (ICS)
a9 N Rerly @WReE AN
[d Director A IE junior AMA
GOINYIE Director T4 W I3 J9%
ABIM AREAR I IHOHKITAL
PRA (T TIF (1 M IS
TR Of@  State  Geologistdd
MUY dl a2 Ny O @R
dd iron ore WY TNME! DION@
5f5 d a3e Ofd% AEIW Tata
I[ron & Steel Co NEHAMPT A1 W
SIS A1 AN TS AR
TS P Q3 W I ([©O[
AET I IE P CMRAl T
P A9 93e TN AN &
&9 p¥ fod @fie) O OO
i = MO W g orivew
ARrE s ofd N oW
TN 2RI |

SN B o S e
TEI 9 I TS OWHT [od
W ANYIN THE 124N
aeeT SWHT Ta W [ ol
g el e (@ SoEs I
P11 = @Y WO IR
PRES SOf&s  @NiRd (A
WIRIGE AN I
PN 'R 39 7317 mE B
SO DB @INdY State Govt. dd
A @R IR @91 ade State
Govt. a TNE finance IO
QIR C | O [@E Film
Finance Institute {®d1 TWH a3 Q
THE TN @ Ao NiRE

ST Al Saak! South Bengal
State Transportdd 3IMT TN e |
26 Tl I AT/ T N @
MY ey T ™ A, Qi
SNt Bellvuel®@ fof=A1 ¥ d
C) (G I CURY R (I N

OGS BT - ™ A% G
A 20 @ el 9 [k
RO BIRAN - @ W[, eaa
=E @Ea? A @6 @7 @i
@ st @y’

- A RIIE @3 ORI g T

IAFT - ‘Surprise i I

T8 MW BA 1 QAN SR
T WER FHE AN T
/E 100 TOiES IR 934 IRd
59 RDT ALR IO

WCT A ®ROY YT NI IO
A OO =AU -

J4q1 -
5 oW Tmor R (e
T @ T .

-

RPT Al 3R
RE@+ ¢.8¢ M.

(@ = Tl weeT e
P el A CTRAN BH
S MA TCATTE S e
B TNOGI e @O - O
ofs Rey =Rl ad ol

IAPOIT IS S A1)




oG 3% I, NEaE R O I
NI [T -

G AIOE GIE AT I

A0S AEOE [ oA foad -

o} T QN AWE8 ANIW A I |
et RO I Sl I foA -

Ol 4 (I 9477

® o, N @ fiE I




FAPON IS
I TUE ARG

VR WA =G = 2R O A
JEIPA TP [ FA-TA AT >[4 |
B [T I@-BA 3IMS AET Tt

D (@ A G S

BNy N-Td1 3eoe I Qwl

AQET M 99 97 IE MRONSE YA
O THIE MIPTH PRI @ Y,
qT i, &4 b, w0 SiFo
MPME PR @ AN IGO0 OFH

O I I S {1 [
oy Af e RefEe g
AR [@RT @ (G4t




R-R01 B MR T S
IR

R-a301 I
OIS @ bR

red 29 TR @ -
S il @RE anme
JEILEA IAT 2107

I’ W e T,
IMMS XA T ICAT (N

TR MY OF J@GH (A=A

TATON dT 97 9PH @A -

Iy

3% a3l G A AT
BEARAD PDT (AR oA
T, A G, @

MW AT BiA -
o, am I

PAPTON 719
afew o9

IS P A, [@ MIE -
“NST TNE (W @I L
@9 -

TAPTd @ OrNe, Y -

I W e T,
IMB XR(T TI IAT (NY

AT MY OR Q@GR AT

IAPOE A% T TAA @A

Drawing: Amitava Sen

Pufart



A T LS P @ SN

Brad A A48 B0 @91 TN AMEd I @

L1 19 ) B T (W3 I3 T AY A W@
IAAT T[T Y& I @E AN TR

Pram e, REET @ or fig W@ @A AN @9 e
Q[ PN I8 P A0S B¢ @ I Afe

@ f S fro g R a? fee

R ICTIRN e K L ST IO Y F
M SO M@ IS o=
P @ o1 S 39




el T L E,

e -.i.l;w....f&n.

Drawing: Mimi Sarkar

4

D .
= o~
v 3
< wwﬁﬁm
- , o i [
BLEFEEEE
mm_@\.ﬂw‘maw = =
= b owwmmmmmwm
5] m WW M%W;‘oo%m




G RIRSE

B AT TR TTW

TOIW TA T@ 2 272 o IAM - OWR 53 IR A “iew T 2 3 Baos
JeAT BIT R A3 BRI T4 23 2018 A3 S TIT LW T |

MR IR AR5 ST AT M R TARS A0 TR I8 | SR T a3IW

ST 5T AS@ SF{ST T0ofd IqR ST TR SR R 2 Fo RS R i
MR ARATTY ST+ 3shy = |

32 RS HTRA TR PERGT STSSER T R O (AR ART
AT 01 IR R 2

TRITR Ty BTOT, BY OHR T A &2 4T TERF 475 B 7S s 1 2 @7
BN BT TRH TR IRAR AT T TR KA TE 2 93 4@ TSTAR TGS
R o1 R 2 BIR TN TIRT {0 S SR/ s R 2

SR TSR ST ST T S TR TS TRET R 2 ST AR TS
TR TR 757 SRR KR IS 700 et 2 35 36 BRSTwE )

AT T4F & TH SRR AR/ T ISR S SR LA AT TR BT W AT
R ey R 2

AT Toid TE 22 BAIST ={e7 337 SN GHN TSoR AN, IF IR VR TG
e, IS IR SR RIFTRR T e i o605 2 R Qo 2

T QT I, =S [0 ST oaEa BT e @R R 2

o1 TS T T T ST Reghest AR BB T R 2

ST AR5 TFo7 :i?smam, BI3WT +I3TR T 32 AN FATT ARG AR
TR ST ? IR 0T AT S A 2 ITADSEA IS A6 047 I37 |




Ramayana and Durgapuja

An illiterate robber Ratnakar, turned to a
poet and a sage, was chosen by the
gods to write Ramayana. The word
Ramayana means Rama is the way.
This immortal epic is about Rama, an
incarnation of Lord Vishnu.

Rama’s mother was Kaushalya, the
oldest of the three queens. Bharata, the
son of the youngest queen Kaikeyi was
porn next. Sumitra gave birth to
Lakshmana and Satrughna, the twin
brothers. While very young, the blue
skinned Rama and brother Lakshmana
rid the evil spirits threatening the lives
of Viswamitra and other sages and
restored the peace and tranquility of
their forest hermitages.

Viswamitra arranged the marriages of
the four brothers. Soon thereafter,
ceremonies began for Rama’s
coronation. At that time Kaikeyi
reminded Dasaratha of the promise he
made earlier to give her whatever she
wants at a time of her choice. Kaikeyi
asked Dasaratha to name her son
Bharata as the next king of Ayodhya
and banish Rama for fourteen years.
Dasaratha was heartbroken but Rama
would not let him break his promise and
prepared for the exile. Lakshmana and
Rama’s wife Sita would not let Rama go
alone and joined him. Words reached
Bharata who was away at that time. He
ran and met Rama in the forest and
pleaded for his return. Finally, Bharata
agreed to rule the kingdom in Rama's
absence as his representative by
installing Rama’s slippers on the
throne.

The forests were the naturai habitats of

the demons. Rama and Lakshmana
had to fight with and kill them quite
often. Ravana, the king of the demons,
planned for revenge. He sent Maricha,
one of his assistants, to lure Sita in the
disguise of a deer of golden color. As
Sita saw the deer, greed overpowered
her judgment. She kept on nagging
Rama to catch the deer and Rama
finally had to give in. He followed the
deer leaving Sita under Lakshmana's
care.

Rama had to run a great distance
before he could shoot the deer. Struck
by the arrow, Maricha cried loudly
imitating the voice of Rama as if Rama
was mortally wounded. Sita got very
much upset and forced Lakshmana to
go after Rama. Ravana was waiting for
such a moment. He abducted Sita and
started towards his kingdom in Lanka in
his flying chariot that once belonged to
Kuvera, the king of theYakshas, who
was deposed by Ravana. Hearing Sita
cry, Jatayu, an old bird and a friend of
Dasaratha, fought valiantly with Ravana
to rescue her. Ravana killed him and
flew away.

Lakshmana met Rama a little later and
the brothers returned to the hut. Seeing
no trace of Sita, they started roaming
around and met a horde of monkeys.
With their help Rama found the
whereabouts of Ravana whose
kingdom was across the ocean. The
monkeys built a stone bridge for Rama
to cross with them and fight Ravana.

Many demons got killed in that great
war. But Ravana would not give up and
Rama found an invincible foe in
Ravana. At that time the gods instructed
Rama to worship goddess Durga and
please her so she would withdraw her




power from Ravana. It was her power

which made Ravana so powerful. Rama
thus established the tradition of
worshipping the mother goddess about
this time of the year. According to
tradition, offerings to the goddess
require 108 blue lotuses. The goddess
took away one of the lotuses to test
Rama'’s devotion. Rama decided to offer
one of his eyes as he was known as the
lotus eyed one. As Rama pointed an
arrow towards his right eye the goddess
appeared and granted him his wish.

A great fight ensued between Rama
and Ravana thereafter. The
unprecedented battle was witnessed by
the heavenly beings who cheered for
Rama as the fatal arrow left his mighty
bow and fell Ravana.

The monkey god Hanuman, a great
devotee of Rama and Sita, was then
instructed to bring Sita from her
captivity. She approached Rama with
great expectations but was stunned by
Rama’'s harsh and unkind words
expressing doubt about her chastity.
Sita did not want to live in dishonor and
decided to end her life by entering in a
blazing fire which she ordered
Lakshmana to light.

Fire did not burn Sita. The fire god who
knows everything, knew that Sita never
entertained impure thoughts. He
brought Sita back from the pyre and
returned her to Rama who then
accepted her. Bibhishana, Ravana's
brother, was then installed as the king
of Lanka. Then, Rama with his troops,
boarded the divine chariot which
Ravana took away by force from the
king of the yakshas, for the journey
back to Ayodhya. Bharata met them at
the border and asked Rama to relieve

him from his responsibilities and
become the rightful king of Ayodhya.

Happiness and peace prevailed in
Ayodhya, at least apparently. Slowly but
surely, people started to gossip about
Sita’s character and Rama's weakness
in not abandoning her. Words reached
Rama who wasted no time in banishing
Sita who was pregnant at that time.
Lakshmana had the unpleasant duty to
leave Sita in the hermitage of Valmiki
where Sita gave birth to twin sons Lava
and Kusha. The twin brothers grew up
to become great warriors and caught
the sacrificial horse that was allowed to
roam freely for Rama’s Ashwamedha
ceremony.

The identity of the brothers now
became known. Rama then asked Sita
to come back to Ayodhya and Sita
agreed. But Rama asked again to
publicly demonstrate her purity. It was
too much for Sita and she asked mother
earth to come to her aid. Soon a cavity
formed in the ground and mother earth
appeared with a throne. She held Sita
in her arms and disappeared through
that gaping hole as quickly as she
came.

Rama ruled the kingdom a few more
years. Then a messenger was sent by
the gods who reminded Rama that his
wordly mission has been accomplished
and it was time for him to return to his
heavenly abode. Rama then decided to
leave his mortal body and joined by his
brothers went to the bank of Saraju.
One by one they disappeared in the
bosom of that holy river.
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Maintaining Cultural Integrity

Lali Watt (Belgium)

I knew before I came to live here that
Belgium has two languages - French
and Flemish. What I didn’t know is
to what enormous lengths the system
goes to maintain this state of affairs
and what impact it has on society.

First of all, Belgium could teach South
Affica a thing or two about apartheid.
There are no mixed neighborhoods -
every town, every village, every
suburb, every city center is either
French or Flemish. Brussels is meant
to be the exception to this. As the
"Federal’ capital the two societies are
meant to co-exist side by side. But
don’t kid yourself - Brussels is
French. Flemish is greeted with
snooty condescension and, all too
often, incomprehension.

Circumstances and inclination made us
choose to live in Flanders when we
came here. As a result now, three
years later, we know one Walloon (as
the French speakers are known) family
socially. And we only know these
people because Ian works in 'multi-
lingual’ Brussels. The other Walloons
he works with, consciously or
unconsciously (we hope the latter),
don’t encourage social interaction
whereas many of the Flemish have
initiated it. This is in spite of the fact

that both of us speak relatively fluent
French and precious little Flemish.

The gemeente/commune (depending
on whether you’re Flemish or
Walloon) which is the smallest
governmental  authority  (roughly
equivalent to our county or city
government) ensures that the *wrong’
people don’t live in their jurisdiction.
One needs the Mayor’s permission to
both leave and establish residence in a
gemeente. The ’wrong’ people
include all Moroccan, Turkish and
Zairian immigrants and all Flemish or
Walloons depending on where you
are. And heaven forbid you give your
child the ’wrong’ name. Each
gemeente/commune maintains a list of
approved names. When you have a
baby you have to pick one of these to
ensure there is no mistaking the
child’s Flemish/Walloon background.
If you belong to neither of these
communities and want to use an
unlisted name you need to produce a
letter from your Embassy assuring the
authorities that the selected name is an
"approved’ one in your country.

Belgians, especially the Flemish, are
astute enough to know that speaking
their language alone won’t get them
far given their size. Thus all children




study four languages - Flemish,
English, French and German.
Further, they don’t just study these,
they speak them. This practice used
to be less than universal and it used to
be three languages so many older
people don’t display this dazzling
virtuosity. But almost everyone under
thirty-five will happily survive in all
four and speak at least two fluently.
Interestingly, for both language
groups, English is the second language
as a result of U.S. T.V. programs and
movies. Thus, by speaking English,
Belgians are part of a vast Anglo-
Saxon-based world community. They
have come full circle - language
divides them internally and language
links them externally.

It is an understanding of this dominant
role played by language that makes me
so afraid when I see the direction we

in the U.S. are going. Over the last
several years a debate has been raging
over the proper role of Spanish. The
rising number of Hispanic Americans
have decried the 'Anglo’ nature of
U.S. society as intrinsically unfair.
This is, ipso facto, true. Gradually,
particularly in the South West,
Spanish has become increasingly
important not only as a language
spoken at home by millions of people,
but on street signs, official forms and
so on. The rise of Spanish as a
'working,’ as opposed to ’domestic,’
language alongside English bodes iil
for our own cohesiveness as a society
in the years to come. Whereas
multilingualism and multiculturalism
create a more flexible, more valuable
individual, the same traits, when
applied to a nation, serve to divide
and diminish.




Who would expect?

Jayanti Lahiri

I am writing this on a plane from New
York to Atlanta. In this last leg of my
trip I was musing about things which,
to me, did not seem very ordinary.

Many fly everyday, everywhere. In
the flights that I have taken in my life,
little things have happened which are
too mundane to remember. I
somehow felt that my current trip
home is one that will surely stay with
me for some time.

I will go back to another flight which
I remember to this day.  After
spending some work-related time in
New York City, I was flying back to
India with my little daughter Lali.
Fulbright Foundation bought my ticket
for any route I wanted. On our way
into New York, we had spent about a
week in London. This time therefore
I planned on spending a couple of
days in Paris, Rome and Athens
before flying back to Calcutta. As
luck would have it, when all the travel
plans were finalized, and I had our
tickets in hand, fighting started
between the Arabs and the Israelis.
Not knowing that this would be the
"Seven Days War’ of 1967, I became
quite worried and started panicking
about our flight back home.

Fortunately, the war stopped in time

for us to leave. Our tours of Paris,
Rome and Athens must have been
quite uneventful because I don’t have
memories, just faint impressions of
places like the Versailles Palace, the
Vatican, the Colosseum and the
Acropolis.

Excitement started when we left
Athens for the final leg to Calcutta.
Our plane left Athens very late. It
was Middle East Airways (I still
remember) and the flight was unique
for the nature and behavior of
passengers. We were to change
planes at Beirut and catch a PanAm
flight directly to Calcutta. Beirut
Airport was closed to all civilian
planes until the day before. It was
alright with me because we would just
change planes.

Alas! that was not to happen. Since
we flew in late, we had missed our
connecting PanAm flight and would
have to stay overnight to take a BOAC
flight the next morning. Lali and I
surely must not have had visas for
Lebanon and they did not issue transit
visas at the airport. It was early
evening. We were asked to leave our
passports with the Immigration
Control and were taken in a cab to a
hotel in town. Beirut then was a




gorgeous city and I would have
thoroughly enjoyed the drive, but for
the thought that the flight next
morning would leave at the crack of
dawn and we would be driven to the
airport at the wee hours of the
morning. Lebanon is largely French
speaking and I had no expertise at
that. However I tried to repeat to
myself the golden rule *what cannot be
cured has to be endured.’

The hotel however was wonderful and
the very familiar voice of Nat King
Cole was playing in the lobby. We
checked into our room - a beautiful
room with a balcony overlooking the
waterfront. Lali slept very peacefully
and the fear of the unknown kept me
completely awake.

About four o’clock the front desk
called to say that our cab was waiting.
Lali and I hopped in and proceeded
towards the airport. The cab driver
gleefully hummed an outlandish tune
and I in the back seat with Lali
trembled with fear in the dark night
most worried about the unfounded
thought - what would happen if we
could not salvage our passports from
the immigration! Finally everything
worked out fine but I still carry with
me the intense feeling of agony of
over half a day.

All the above is however a preamble
to what happened this time. My
journey is not yet over yet and I hope

and pray nothing untoward happens in
the little bit that is left of it.

My trip to Munich was nothing much
to mention except that Munich was
extraordinarily hot. After finishing
my work there, on my way back I
spent four days in Brussels with Lali,
her husband Ian and their infant son
Rian. 1 left there by a Delta flight
which arrived from Stuttgart an hour
late. We flew for a couple of hours
and the captain started familiarizing us
with the ’north-west Atlantic corridor’
etc. Suddenly I (must be other also)
noticed the plane turn around
(remember the Colombian coffee
commercial?). The captain announced
"We have a very ill person on board
who needs serious medical attention
and we are flying to Glasgow.’
Doctors on board were paged and they
all rushed to a lady sitting across the
width of the plane from me in my
very next row. Announcements were
repeatedly made in English, French
and German and there was a lot of
commotion - the entire flight crew,
doctors, paramedics, you name it!
After flying for over an hour (we
were well over the Atlantic when we
turned around) we arrived at
Prestwick airport in Glasgow and the
plane stooped in the middle of the
runway. Ambulances, stairs, and
many official looking vehicles with
flashing lights approached our plane
from all sides. Several people in

impressive garb got into our plane.




The lady however, who had a heart
attack inside the plane, had passed
away on our way to Glasgow. (We
were told that she was an elderly
German lady coming from Stuttgart to
attend a wedding in New York.) All
the formalities started. Every person
who attended to her and everybody
who had a seat near her in the plane,
was made to give a statement and
those were carefully taped, typed, and
signed.  An airforce doctor was
summoned to examine her and write a
death certificate stating the cause of
death. The body was released to the
British Government and the lady’s
baggage was taken out of the hold of
the plane and handed over. Her
carry-on baggage - a cane, a purse,
and a raincoat - was handed over too.
All this took over five and a half
hours. In the mean time our plane
had lost access to the north-west
Atlantic corridor. The plane was
refuelled and we left around the time
we were supposed to arrive at New
York. By the time we did actually get
to JFK airport, all ongoing passengers
had missed their connecting flights and
it was late at night. The ground crew
handled the situation with remarkable
efficiency. We were all transported to
a hotel with hotel vouchers, dinner
tickets and breakfast tickets. After a
very restful night in a good hotel and
a refreshing shower in the morning,
here I am, still flying, after thirty one
hours of my leaving Brussels, trying
to get home.




When I was little, maybe just a little
bigger than you are, we lived in a
little white house in Hyderabad. This
was our third house in Hyderabad,
which we rented even before the
house was completely built. And the
white paint was fresh on the new
walls. The little house stood, it
seemed, on a huge, huge field, with
no boundaries, and no houses in the
neighborhood, as far as the eyes could
see.

In the back was a hill, the rocks of
which I came to know quite intimately
over the next few weeks, and on top
of the hill was a temple with a cave.
In the cave was a natural stone
’Shiva’, and beside the cave was a
small hut in which lived the pujari.
He used to lure me in with sweets,
and I loved to ring the huge bells on

Drawing: Marjorie Sen
the temple at any odd hour, waking up
the world from the top of that hill.

In front of the house was a huge field
of wild flowers and grass, beyond
which was a lake, and on the other
side of the lake, a cemetery. It was
the final resting place for several
Muslims, and was also used for
funeral pyres of Hindus; their ashes
then mingled with the green algae and
wild water lilies of the lake.

Just beside the house, about fifteen
feet from our back screened-in dining
room/porch, were two graves, one a
little larger than the other. We came
to believe that these were not Muslim
graves but those of sadhus or Hindu
saints, most probably the previous
caretakers of the cave-temple.




Of course, there were some in our
family that didn’t like the idea of the
graves just beside the dining table, or
the cemetery and burning ghat
opposite the front door, but for us
little folk, it just added to the fun and
mystery and romance. It was, from
almost all respects, a child’s paradise.
On that field I learnt to ride a bike,
fly kites, and play cricket - that was a
few years later when other houses
started to fill up the sides of our
country lane, and we found enough
boys to form teams. And on that hill
I climbed rocks, discovered several
mysteries of nature, and even went
hunting for lizards with a bow and
arrow.

The first taste of mystery that was
inherent in that house came our way
that first summer. An artist friend of
the family was at that time teaching us
to make masks out of papier-maché.
We had a lot of fun building masks or
stage sets for plays, and these were
going to be animal masks for a whole
set of monkeys and baboons for a
children’s play to be put up that year
during Durga Puja. I might mention
in passing, that I played the role of
"Hanuman" three times in my life,
probably because of all the expertise I
gained from jumping amongst the
rocks on that hill behind our house:
once I jumped on the stage with such
force that the hill I was supposed to be
carrying on my head (made of papier-
maché, again) flew straight out of my

hands to the third or fourth row of the
audience! And then there was the
time when I sat and ate bananas on the
stage ’til I was so full I couldn’t
remember my lines ... and the time
when I jumped off the stage but my
tail remained behind ... but those are

other stories. Let me come back to
this tail (!) of mystery!

Other houses were slowly coming up
in the neighborhood by this time, and
our landlord had added our boundary
walls. He also enclosed the two
graves in our backyard with a brick
wall, with an opening on the side
away from the house. This little
enclosure was a favorite place for
games of hide-and-seek. My father
had meanwhile arranged to have a
wonderful grass lawn planted in the
back, between the house and the back
boundary wall. The lawn was also
adjacent on one side to the walls
enclosing the two graves.

That evening, after making a batch of
masks, we put them out on the brick
wall enclosing the two graves to dry.
Beside the wall was a large tin. This
was refilled with cuttings of old
newspapers, scraps of cloth, water,
glue, etc. to make another bunch of
papier-maché for the next set of
masks.

At night, we got out our camp cots, as
usual, on the freshly planted grass
lawn. Our family loved the outdoors,




and even at home, we often camped
outside. It is a wonderful feeling to
lie on cool, slightly-damp-from-dew
sheets, gazing at a star-filled sky on a
dark summer night.

Everyone had already dozed off, I
think, when suddenly I was awakened
by a noise. For a while I just opened
my ears and lay still, to figure out
from where the noise came... I slowly
nudged my father who was lying
beside me. He sat up and listened.
Was there someone in the house? We
definitely locked all the doors before
turning off the lights. My father took
his flashlight, and reached under the
bed for his shotgun. Well, at least the
gun was there. No one had stolen it
from under our noses - or our beds!

This gun has a story - it might just
suffice to say here that I’ve never
really seen my father fire it except
once - he cleanly shot off the head of
a run-away chicken that we had
bought for dinner once - the chicken
flew away from the hands of the cook
(in India you always bought live
chicken, not dead meat) and took
refuge on our roof. All we could see
was its head peeking down at us.
Failing to lure it down in any other
fashion, my father brought out his
shotgun and fired one single shot.
The chicken we enjoyed (except for
my sister - she was too feeble-
stomached to eat it) but its head was
never found afterwards.

Anyway, that incident made credible
all the stories my father told us of his
hunting days in his youth, and just his
carrying that shotgun around was
enough to get all fears away from my
mind. I jumped up and followed him
to the house.

The doors were secure. No break-ins.
We walked through each room, turned
on the lights. I looked under the
dining table, behind the sofas, and all
my usual hiding places. There was no
one in the house. We locked it ail up
again and came back.

All the rest of that night, I just stayed
awake, listening to the owls, to the
wind, and finally to the birds as they
awoke in the early morning. I must
have dozed off finally. Next day as I
approached that brick wall
surrounding the graves, something
struck me as quite unusual. The tin of
papier-maché was not there. I quickly
climbed the brick wall to see if our
masks were in place. They were, but
the tin of papier-maché was sitting
right on top of the bigger grave. It
was open, and someone or something
had dug into it.

I still wonder - maybe if we hadn’t got
up and interrupted whatever was
happening that night, is it possible we
would have discovered a different
mask waiting for us the next day on

that brick wall?




Eventide

Yasho Lahiri

There is a sense of presence,

A comfort in being, a beacon through the solitude.

Light dances off the water, silver ripples,

Sun sinks low and tide settles out.

The heat rains down rivulets, salt rivers

Across a face which watches

Passing old men fishing and metal shacks
Redolent of shrimp and fish,

A landscape of lows and water,

A warm green place and yellow sand streaks,
Like piano tinkles across the lush tones of violins.

Here one eye sees for two, one mind perceives
A thought shared, even without speaking,

And casts about for nuggets, moments to bring
As gifts from a seafarer, an explorer

To the queen, in quiet moments shared.

What the fingers touch can be shared

The warp and woof, the fabric of life,

The threads of memory and longing,
Recounting, recalling, and creating,

A future, expectant, builds

Not pianos, not violins,

But human voices, and drums,

In beats older than centuries

In rhythms from some joint, primeval memory.
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Have a Voice

Anirban Das

As I look back

on the years that have past,
I see many changes

that have made us a vast

group of people with our own feeling and thoughts.

All should be open and should be brought
up to be discussed.

We are unique individuals who have struggled to survive.

We should all stick together to keep the feeling alive,
in all our hearts - because all we have is each other,

and we are the only ones
who carry the true spirit
of Hinduism and the Indian way.

Unity is important,

in fact it is the only thing

that a culture like our own

should be considering.

We are alone in this wilderness

and left our homes long ago,

if people stick together

no telling how far this may go.

We are the minority and our voices must be heard,
one man cannot do it but we all must converse,
so that our presence is known to all

and people must know

that we are here to stay and give us place on earth.

Moody Blues

Anirban Das

In everyday,

somewhere, there 1s a moment
where the world is still.
During this

moment

all eyes feel

they are looking

at

you.

Pressure is

on.

Don’t know what to
do. Just want to
cry like a

baby.




The phone bill that never arrived

Reshma Gupta

The story I am about to write is based
purely on facts. Substantial evidence
provided are known only through my
experience.

June 11th, 1988 at about 1:00 p.m. on
a sultry afternoon, I lay sitting with
minuscule things on my mind.
Staying home alone in the summer
was a frequent tradition. It had been
not more than seven months since my
first arrival in America. At first, I
was not pleased, neither was I
accustomed to the living arrangements
in America, but I survived. I missed
my family back home and had a hard
time dealing with my feelings. Time
passed and things began to change and
I became acquainted with the life-style
that America offered me.

Well, the story begins after settling
down in America. On June 1lth,
1988, I did something that I was
forbidden from doing. I was left
alone at home like every other day in
a solitary state of mind. So, I decided
to call someone back home.

Fortunately, I found a piece of paper
lying in the corner on a table counter.
This paper contained a bunch of
telephone numbers which were very
confidential to my parents. There
were all kinds of phone numbers but

the one that attracted my little eyes
was the one titled INTERNATIONAL
PHONE NUMBER FOR INDIA as
well as my pishi’s number beside it.
At that instant moment my superficial
brain told me to pick up the precious
phone and start dialing with caution.
To tell you the truth, this telephone
number was longer than my school ID
card. It took me several minutes to
dial but with patience I succeeded.
Everything went smoothly. After few
minutes, I was connected with my
pishi. She was stunned to hear my
voice, but then we talked for more
than 30 minutes.

Later that day I told my parents that I
called pishi and talked for quite a long
period. They were so furious with me
that they punished me severely.

Days passed, months went by quickly,
but the phone bill never arrived!
Even after five long years, the bill has
still not yet met our acquaintance.
Now when I think about it, I just
laugh, but sometimes I wonder what
reaily happened to me that crazy
afternoon on June 11th 1988. Did it
happen or did I just imagine? I leave
it up to you, the readers, to judge
through my report.




The departure

Nandini Banik (Charleston, SC)

As my waterfall sheds
to the ground,

Dripping, Dropping to the ground,

he waves to signal that this was the moment.

I stand observing his face, his profile,
for my memory.

It hurts as I watch him leave,
heading down the narrow, winding
country road.

The life in me is slowly disappearing
as he inches closer towards his destination,
like one’s life inches closer to death.

Never shall I encounter someone as
affectionate as he, who grew with me
like an entwining vine

throughout our childhood.

His brotherly love will hold my heart tight
until I see him again.

Dealing with wealth

Rajarshi Gupta (Columbia, MD)

In this time everyone wants
to be wealthy

To get important things
Basically to be well off
You wish you were
when taxes are concerned
You wish you weren’t
when crime is concerned
I wish one of the two
would be gone from life
Maybe even both

I wouldn’t care if I were
wealthy or not

Being happy and content
is by itself enough

Not many people
understand that, though
Of course you never know
how it feels

Unless it has happened

to you

So, I wouldn’t mind
being rich for awhile

Just to see how it feels.




The story of Reggie

Priyvanka Mahalanobis
(Age - 7)

One day | saw a man named Reggie. He was very handsome
and a happy man. One day | became his friend. He told me
to come to his house and showed me very good tricks. We
both made up a magic act together. From then on we were
happy all together. One day there was a storm coming
towards us. So | had to go to Reggie’s house because my
house was not strong enough. And Reggie gave me sheiter.
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Drawing: Sandip Mitra




My Dog Daisy

Pia Basu
(Age - 6)

We got Daisy in September 1991 from Riverdale. She has
brown eyes and brown fur. She gets wild when she sees golf
carts. Everyone says she is cute. She likes to be rubbed on
the stomach. She always brings me a ball to play with. She
is very playful. | love her best in the family. She is like my
little sister. | am glad | have her.
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Entertainment Program - October 3, 1992
3:30 PM

Opening Song

Dance

Rabindrasangeet

Dance

HPuj arinill

(Dance Drama based on

poem by Rabindranath Tagore)

Songs

Group Dance

Songs

Instrumental Indian
Classical Music

Reshma Gupta
Mahasweta Bhoumik
Nibedita Banerji, Augusta, GA

Rupak Das, Sandipan Mitra, Rahul Basu,
Purnajyoti Bhaumik, Priyanka Basu,
Sonya Banerji, Priyanka Mahalanobis,
Jaydip Mukherji, Atasi Das,

Reshma Gupta, Anita Banerji,
Marjorie Sen, Sutapa Das,

Susmita Mahalanobis, Yasho Lahiri;
Choreography: Shyamoli Das;
Recitation: Samar Mitra, Kalpana Das;
Vocals: Mamata Basu, Shanta Gupta,
Mahasweta Bhoumik, Maya Mukherji;
Violin: Amitava Sen.

Asok Basu

Aparna Kesarinath, Jaya George,

Elsa George, Lekha Abraham,

Laksmi Pillai, Nrittya Pillai;
Choreography: Kakali Paul, Augusta, GA.

Indrani Ganguly, Martinez, GA

Sangeetkar

Violin - Amitava Sen
Sitar - M.H. Akmal
Rabab - Rafi Akbarzada
Harmonium- Bari Akbarzada
Tabla - Anil Sharma

Tanpura -  Jayanti Lahin

INTERMISSION

Play "Kenaram Becharam" by Manoj Mitra




Kenaram Becharam

Synopsis of the Bengali play by Manoj Mitra

"Kenaram Becharam" is a comedy
with an underlying social theme: the
individual’s quest for a perfect fit into
society’s larger entities - the family
and the community.

The head of the household, Becharam,
has disappeared one morning, leaving
behind a note asking the rest of the
family not to search for him. His son,
daughter-in-law, daughter and son-in-
law get into squabbles over the family
heirloom - a box of jewelry that was
kept in a safe by Becharam, the key to
which is also missing. The daughter
wants the jewelry to be sold and the
proceeds distributed equally between
the brother and herself, while the
brother and his wife want the
heirloom all to themselves.

One day, there suddenly appears
Nagen Panja, an agent who finds
missing persons and delivers them to
their families. He brings Kenaram, an
old man whom he rescued from an
attempted suicide from the railroad
tracks, and tries to fit him into this
family as Becharam. Though the
family members first get excited (and
disappointed) with Becharam’s return,
they soon discover that he is an
imposter. They try to evict Kenaram
and Nagen from their house, but to no

avail. Nagen seduces each member of
the family with promises of becoming
the sole heir to Becharam’s fortunes,
including the advocate Charu Chandra
Choudhury (the daughter-in-law’s
father), and gets them to accept
Kenaram as the head of the household
in place of Becharam. He even tries
to convince the police officer who
comes to arrest him that he should
become Netaji Subhas Chandra Bose.

Finally, Becharam himself returns one
day. He narrates his true story: he
was sitting in the park one evening
and singing to himself when a theater
company approached him and offered
him the part of a narrator in their
productions. Becharam, disillusioned
and unhappy with his own life, had
accepted the theater company’s offer.
Soon he discovered that he did not fit
there either. He returned home just as
suddenly as he had disappeared. Here
he discovers that all of his family,
bought by Nagen, has accepted an
imposter as their father - all, except
his grandson, whose genuine love for
him eventually converts the rest of the
family.

Nagen has to then take Kenaram
away, and try to fit him in another,
possibly hilarious, situation.




Cast (in order of appearance)

Subhendu (Becharam’s son) : Soumya Kanti Das
Dipti (Subhendu’s wife) : Shyamoli Das
Pradeep (Becharam’s son-in-law) : Somnath Misra
Sridhar (servant) : M. H. Akmal

Budi (Becharam’s daughter) : Susmita Mahalanobis
Nagen Panja (Private Eye) : Amitava Sen

Charu Chandra Choudhury  (Dipti’s father) : Pranab Lahiri
Kenaram (found person) : Samar Mitra

Toton (Becharam’s grandson)  : Rajarshi Ganguly
Bhairab (a cousin) : Sougata Mukherjea
Police Inspector : Amitava Ganguly
Becharam (the missing father) : Dharmajyoti Bhaumik

Direction : Jayanti Lahiri
Lights : P. K. Das
Sound : Kiriti Gupta

Music : Indrani Ganguly, Asok Basu, Amitava Sen

Special Thanks for Food, Decoration, Costume, Video, and other help to:

Achira Bhattacharya
Amitava Sen

Arati Mishra

Asok Basu

Bijan Prasun Das
Bula Gupta

Chaitali Basu
Dharmajyoti Bhoumik
Indrani Ganguly
Jayanti Lahiri
Kakoli Paul
Kalpana Das
Kalpana Ghosh
Krishna Sen Gupta
Mamata Basu

Mamata Ghorai

Mahasweta Bhoumik
Maya Mukherji

Nila Akmal

Pran Paul

Priya Kumar Das
Raksha Banerji
Rekha Mitra

Samar Mitra

Shanta Gupta

Sibani Chakravorty
Shyamoli Das
Sougata Mukherjea
Susmita Mahalanobis
Sutapa Das

Suzanne Sen




 PUJARL

Atlanta, Georgia
STATEMENT OF ACCOUNTS

1991 DURGA PUJA AND LAKSHMI PUJA

ILRECEIPTS _ EXPENSES |
Balance from 1991 $ 509.35 | ICRC Hall Rental $ 250.00
Saraswati Puja
Donations $2538.00 | Saris for Pratimas | $ 40.00
Sale of remainders $ 12.50 | Prasad and food $1555.10

Decoration/Program | $ 189.26

Brochure $ 28.91

Van Rental $ 104.58
TOTAL RECEIPTS $3059.85 | Miscellaneous $ 113.44
LESS EXPENSES - | $2281.29 | TOTAL EXPENSES $2281.29
BALANCE $ 778.56

1992 SARASWATI PUJA

f

RECEIPTS l
_ﬁ—

EXPENSES |

B ——

Balance from 1991 $ 778.56 | ICRC Hall Rental $ 295.00

Durga Puja

Donations $ 487.00 | Prasad and food $ 215.20
Decorations $ 13.57

TOTAL RECEIPTS $1265.56 | Miscellaneous $ 15.00

LESS EXPENSES - |$ 538.77 | TOTAL EXPENSES $ 538.77

BALANCE

$ 726.79




FRESH GOAT * LAMB * BEEF * CHICKEN

GEORGIA HALAL MEAT

1594 Woodcliff Drive - Suite C
Atlanta, GA 30329

ABBAS MOMIN

(404) 315-7224

TR FHAE LA 8 TG SR 2P IAO M AT ARG 4 |
AT =4 WG THS - 1BM PC [T IIRNA T TEGIM 4 REF 0%

Multilingual Word Processor

Software for IBM PC and compatibles.

Amitava Sen
945 Nottingham Drlve

Avondale Estates, GA 30002
(404) 294-6060




Vitha Jewelers, Inc.

A Trusted Name in Jewelry for Over 18 Years

LONDON e NEW YORK ® ATLANTA e CHICAGO

A large collection of 22 KT Gold Jewelry in Indian Artistic Designs
* RINGS * CHAINS * PENDANTS * NECKLACES *
* MANGALSUTRA * WEDDING BANDS *
* BABY RINGS AND BRACELETS *
* 4 PIECE SETS *

24 KT Gold Bars, Coins, Bangles and Chains

Fine quality CZ Jewelry in 22 KT and Much, Much More

MAIL ORDERS ACCEPTED ® REPAIRS DONE ON PREMISES

SHOWROOMS
NEW YORK ATLANTA CHICAGO
Rajsun Plaza, 37-11 74th st, suite 2 1594 Woodcliff Dr., Suite B 2651 West Devon Ave.
Jackson Hts, NY 11372 Atlanta, GA 30329 Chicago, IL 60659
(718)-672-GOLD (404)-320-0112 (312)-764-4735

(718)-672-8146 {(404)-320-0267 (312)-764-4701
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