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The Spiritual Teacher (Guru)
By Shyameli Das

] M by R -
Calcutta is a big city. In a pazt of

Calcutta, a lady named
Bhuvaneshwari used to worship
Lord Shiva every day. She would
pray to him: "Lord Shiva, please
give me a boy to hold on my lap!"
She prayed and prayed with great
faith and devotion, and at last a
son was born to her.

Bhuvaneshwari and Vishwanath
Dutta were very happy with their
baby son, born on the 12th of
January, 1863. A gift from
Vireshwar Shiva, she named him
Vireshwar (Bireshwar). Everyone
began to call him Biley, for short.

Some people are born with kind
and loving hearts. They always
try to help other people. Biley
was like that. When Biley grew
up, he was given the name of
Narendranath -- but most of his
friends called him Naren. When
Naren passed the entrance
examination of Calcutta University
(that was in the year 1880), he
was just seventeen years old. Then he went on to college.

From his boyhood, Naren had great faith in God. But now he began to think more about him.
He asked questions and had many doubts. "Who is God? Where is God? Can we see God?"
he asked. He often sat and thought about these questions. But it is not so easy to think of God.
How is it that Naren could think of him so easily? Naren had always told the truth. He was
as pure as a flower. That is why he could easily think of God. The more Naren thought about
God, the more eager he was to see him. Every day, he became more and more eager to see
God. He wondered if there was any man who had really seen God! If we want to learn
anything, we need a teacher, a guide, who knows all about the thing we want to learn. So if
anyone wants to know about God, he has to find some one who already knows about Him, some
one who has seen Him. About this time Naren began to search for a spiritual teacher. He
Wuuiu gU W au uic 1&ligious people hie met and ask them just one question. "Sir,” he would say,
"have you seen God?" But not one of them could say that he had seen God.
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One day Naren went to Dakshineshwar to see Sri Ramakrishna. Sri Ramakrishna was very
happy to see him. He brought some sweets and fed Naren as if he were a small child.
Suddenly Naren asked the question he had asked so many other religious men, the question he
had come to ask. "Sir," he said, "have you seen God?" Sri Ramakrishna replied: "Oh, yes,

' indeed, I have!” Naren looked at Sri Ramakrishna in astonishment. “I see him as clearly as I
see you," added Sri Ramakrishna. "One can see and talk with him as I do with you.” Naren
was surprised at this answer, and he was delighted. He listened carefully to all that Sri
Ramakrishna said.

Naren always wanted to test the
truth of what he was told. He
could not believe anything just
because someone said it was true.
Sri Ramakrishna had said that he
could not stand the touch of
money or metal. Naren wondered
about this. One day, when no one
was in the room, he put a silver
rupee under the mattress of Sri
Ramakrishna’s bed. He came and
sat on his bed. He jumped up, as
if stung by a scorpion. "What has
happened to my bed?" he asked.
The bed was searched and the
rupee was found. All this while,
Naren was standing in a corner,
and saying nothing, "This is the
spiritual teacher I have been
searching for!" he thought to
himself. So Naren became his
disciple.
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The Pleasures of (My Son’s) Childhood
By Ian Watt

I had often thought about what it would mean
to be a father. Most of the time I thought,
"I’'m not ready for this." After I reached
thirty, this moderated, and my thoughts were
along the lines of what fatherhood might
actually be like. It was no longer something
that seemed impossible. Getting married at
twenty-nine aiso helped.

Now I am a father I know that only one of
my previous experiences foreshadowed what
has become the reality of my life. When I
was thirteen I was on a bus and the child next
to me (maybe six or seven years old) fell
asleep lying across my lap. For the next
thirty miles or so I supported her head as she
slept, and I felt the sheer vulnerability and
trust of the child, and that I was, for a
moment, justifying it.

I feel this now for Rian, but nothing ever
prepared me for the sheer pleasure of being
with a growing person with vast appetites for
life. What especially attracts me is the
immediacy of everything. If he’s happy, he
is truly, completely happy. If he is
miserable, his whole world has ended.
“Now" is the only time scale he knows, and
it is wonderfully refreshing to be part of it.

He concentrates, as all children do,
absolutely. It’s a skill I wish I could win
back.

Now he’s around fourteen months, we go for
short walks together. Under the trees a leaf,
or a twig, will become intensely interesting,
be examined, turned, twisted, tasted — and
then dropped utterly. On to the next "now."
Even his anger is refreshing. When he hates
me — if I've refused to give him a bottle of
bleach, for example — he hates me with a
vehemence that would lead to bloodshed if he
were big enough. Just a flicker later it’ll be
gone and it never was.

This aftemoon we took Rian to the local
swimming pool for the first time. Rian
reacted as usual: staring silent and serious at
everything and everyone; taking in the noise,
the people, the feelings then gradually moving
into the games and the water, becoming more
active by the minute. As I stood above him
I saw my stomach fuzzy with hair, and I
remembered being a small child at the pool in
England looking up at the benign hairy
tummy of my father above me. For a

moment, I was my father, looking down on
me. Perhaps I came of age.
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Kipling On Personal Growth
By Lali Watt

Rudyard Kipling invokes many and varied reactions in the hearis of indians and Indophiies alike.
Whether or not he was a friend of India, and whether or not he was a racist, are the subjects of
active and acrimonious debate amongst the literati. However, leaving aside such questions,
(which admittedly for me has only been done somewhat grudgingly and with some reservations),
I have found one of his poems to be extremely inspirational and stirring.

I have returned to it again and again since I first encountered it and it has provided practical
guidance at many junctures and guided my thinking in many ways. Apparently, and
coincidentally, it also appealed to my father-in-law as he gave us a copy of it printed on
beautiful handmade paper. We have framed this and it hangs in our bathroom at home where
I cast a bleary eye on it most momings while brushing my teeth. Ian has also found it speaks
to his needs and borrowed it for a while to hang in his office while going through a rather
intense period of office politics.

I would like to share this piece of poetry with you. Maybe some of you will enjoy it as much
as we do and maybe even find it useful. In spite of its gender bias, (which I believe is merely
a reflection of Kiplings environment and time), I think it applies to women just as much as to
men. So — apply appropriate mental editing and read on!

I—

If you can keep your head when all about you
Are losing theirs and blaming it on you,

If you can make one heap of all your winnings
And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,

If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,
But make allowance for their doubting too,

If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,
Or being lied about, don’t deal in lies,

Or being hated, don’t give way to hating,
And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise;

If you can dream — and not make dreams your master;

If you can think — and not make thoughts your aim,
If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster
And treat those two impostors just the same;
If you can bear to hear the truth you've spoken
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,
Or wazch the things you gave your life to, broken,
And stoop and build 'em up with worn-out tools;

And lose, and start again at your beginnings
And never breathe a word about your loss;

If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew
To serve your turn long afier they are gone,

And so hold on when there is nothing in you
Except the Will which says to them: ‘Hold on!’

If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,
Or walk with Kings — nor lose the common touch,
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,
If all men couns with you, but none too much;
If you can fill the unforgiving minute
With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run,
Yours is the Earth and everything that's in it,
And — which is more — you'll be a Man, my son!

—— Rudyard Kipling
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FINE FEATHERS MAKE FINE BIRDS?
Nita Shrivastava

Ask anybody and they will agree that it’s
not easy being a leader but it’s worse to be
the chief of a tribe. Booku truly believed
that uneasy lies the head that wears the
crown. Especially if the crown was made of
dried grass and large bird feathers - with a
fist size granite set in the middie. Wouldn’t
you be uneasy if you had to wear a headgear
while your migraine and sinus flared up. Or
if you had to look over your shoulder all the
time lest you get attacked from behind by
one of your council men and balance your
fancy helmet at the same time. Or if your
crown had feathers which weren’t too light
and trapped heat and sunlight. He was sure
an elaborate cap was thought out because it
would ensure honor and respect paid by
ordinary folks to the wearer of this cap.
More likely Bearer of this cap thought
Booku. Otherwise, who would wear this
ridiculous hat. But right now Booku could
do without the honor — if only he could
take off his crown for a couple of hours
while the sun came down and it got a bit
cooler.

What Booku did not know was that the
crown was designed by visionaries, centuries
ago — not to pay their respect to the king
— but to hide their baldness. By the time a
man became a king, he was old enough to
be bald and haggard enough to need this
pomp and gaudy display of uniform to hide
what nature had taken away from him — his
youthful beauty. Of course, Booku had no
way of knowing that, or why in his tribe a
king could never be seen, even by his family
members, without a crown.

Booku knew that every king contributes
something to this world and makes his mark
in history. What would Booku’s

accomplishmants b2? A crownless King.
No that would be too drastic! What about
wearing the crown only in the presence of
the public. Good, but not history material.
Or better still why not wear it only when he
conducts court. Hmm... Maybe it would be
best to wear the crown only on special
occasions and religious ceremonies. That
would be only a couple of times a month.
That didn’t sound so bad! Well, he would
have to first create the grounds in order to
introduce this new concept. Already the
arguments in its support were forming in his
mind. If he worked on it he could pass a
law or resolution by the next full moon.

Thrilled with himself, Booku took off his
crown, wiped his sweaty, grimy face and
stepped out into the next room where his
grandchildren and their nannies were
playing. "No one has noticed anything
unusual® thought Booku, "Well for that
matter no one has noticed me. I am not
sure I like this." He went past the ladies
corridor, excusing himself from the guards,
past the kitchen, through the garden and no
one even once bowed or made way for him.
Fastening his pace and wanting to get out of
there as quickly as possible, Booku broke
into a run and didn’t stop until he reached
his own room. His wife who was playing
solitaire said without looking up "Fix the
leaky faucet before the king notices it."

At first Booku did not realize his wife had
mistaken him for a plumber. He leaped into
the bathroom, shut the door behind him, his
body drenched in sweat. A nobody without
a crown. No one even knows my face if I
don’t wear that thing. He dragged himself
to the wali and lookea 1nto e murror.
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For a moment time froze for Booku. What
he saw before him was an old bald man. So
much like his father and his grandfather —
only more tired. Has it been such a long
time since he bathed and-dressed vy liinseli.
He hadn’t seen himself without a crown for
years now. And such a big bald patch right
in the middle of his head! He steadied
himself and tried to pull his wits together.
A patch of skin shouldn’t or mustn’t
unnerve a king. How can he blame the
others when he himself couldn’t recognize
his own face. He had to think of a way out.
Some kings would use this as a disguise to
move freely in the city and know what their
subjects really thought of them. But Booku
knew that was not his cup of tea and besides
he was too old for that kind of adventure.
He gazed at his reflection for a few
moments and suddenly broke into a smile.
Bright ideas always come in a flash. And
what he saw was more than a flash. He
could get rid of having to always wear the
crown, pass his resolution of the chief
having to wear the crown only on special
occasions and live life for the first time as a
royalty without its burden. But wait a
minute, would the next chief think this a
good idea not to wear the crown at all
times. After all he had to consider the
future generations too. Then, when he
thought of who would be the next chief, he
knew that the idea would be appreciated.

Booku cradled his head between his arms
and chest and hurried back and called for a
council meeting. Buried under his crown he
put forth his case and since it affected no
one else’s head there wasn’t much of an
opposition. One councilman, however, did
mention something about tradition but the
others hushed him up saying that
anti-traditionalism was the "new wave." So
Booku passed his law then and there and
taking off his crown said that since he felt
Iucky today he would like to make another
announcement. He would be retiring and
his first child would take over as chief of
the tribe. Could the priests fix up a
coronation date as soon as possible.

Everyone in the room stood still for a
moment. Then they smiled at Booku’s
farsightedness. The way he handled not
wearing the crown and yet making the next
chief look presentable was a stroke of
genius. Slowly the room began to fill up
with applause. For you see Booku’s first
child was a daughter and as a woman the
chances of going bald were slim and so the
crown was not needed to enhance her
beauty. And maybe by the time her son
became king, they would surely find a cure
for baldness or at least a more comfortable
way to hide it.

It was indeed a feather in Booku'’s cap.
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A FLY BY NIGHT IDEA - By Nita Shrivastava

DICKY bird had spent most of her life
standing on a rhino’s back or on a buffalo’s
hnme YA free-rider," "a bird’s eye view
whether she is flying or not" were phrases
she heard often. But in reality Dicky hated
the spot for which she was so famous. The
animal below was always covered with mud
and she was allergic to the insects that lived
on the mud-pie. And for most of the day
the buffalo spent his time submerged in
water. And as for the rhino — he was
prone to charging around for no apparent
reason. What Dicky would really have
liked, was to walk next to the animals and
graze besides them. But this was not as
easy as said. Dicky could handle the
animals’ odor, the unintelligent
conversations they had with each other, but
Dicky couldn’t stand the swishing of their
tails. That tail was something Dicky would
have to deal with to make life easier for her
and the next generation of dicky birds.

Wait! The tail swished because of those
flies. That’s it! Dicky had found the cause
of her miseries. It was the flies that had to
go. They were her tormentors. Now Wait!
Flies and mosquitoes belonged to the same
family don’t they? If I know what destroys
one member of the family the others would
be easy. Hey! Isn’t it true that a
Columbian scientist has found a cure for
malaria. So change the concoction a bit and
it’s ready to handle flies, too! That’s it!
Meet this scientist or savior or whatever you
call him and walk with dignity besides these
big animals for the rest of your life.

With this in mind Dicky set off for
Columbia. No map or route guide or even
a slight hint as to where in Columbia. That
kind of information is for humans. After all
what is thie bivlogiwal cluck ana map inside
her head intended for?

No sooner did Dicky take off that the crane
asked "Since when have you and your lot
started migrating." The swan L&l L5 head
and bellowed "Set the biological clock to
Eastern Standard Time or else you will
reach the District of Columbia." "Here
goes the sleuth bomber avoiding every
radar" cawed the crow. Even the sparrow
couldn’t resist "Hold those wings at 45
degrees angle for an aerodynamic effect."
Very funny! Let them laugh and I'll get the
vaccines. This was her flight to freedom,
upliftment, independence and an upward
movement in the social hierarchy. Big
words, but that is exactly what Dicky felt —
BIG. BIG AND BOLD.

While unaware of his oncoming visitor, the
brain behind the vaccines was staring
through a pair of thick eye-glasses into a
test-tube of green liquid. Since he was a
hog his nose got into the way of bringing his
eyes too close to the test tube and hence the
pair of high powered spectacles. "I
probably would have had more energy to
pursue this experiment if it wasn’t for my
swishing my tail to drive off these flies. If
only I could be like that fairy tale tailor who
killed 7 flies in one stroke.” He pulled out
his calculator did some quick computing and
said "23 strokes a day will keep flies away. "
Maybe he was in the wrong profession. He
would easily do 50 to 60 strokes a day for
others and make a handsome living. The
malaria vaccines took him as far as CNN
BBC and other headline news. But this
stroke business would open up talk shows on
MTV and maybe even his own video
cassettes on "Saved by the stroke." His
palms began to sweat as it always did just
before a bright idea. No more dull glasses
or drab lab coats or boring scientific
foillowings — but ‘real fans — fans who
would write proposals of marriage to him,
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fans who would donate their inheritance to
him and if he plays it carefully, a fan or two
who would take a shot at a president in
order to impress him. Phew! He must work
on how. to get the maximum strokes in the
minimum time and effort. Freedom at last
— from now on life would be a picnic with
flies, more flies and more and more flies.

He was startled by a buzzing sound near his
ears. "Sir are you the person who has
gifted this world with the anti-malaria
vaccine" asked the visitor. "No — eh I
mean yes the stroke — I mean anti-malaria
vaccines — Yes its me."

"Then Sir, let me first congratulate you for
your achievement and the inspiration you
have been and explain how you can help
me." Dicky neatly folded her wings and
carefully went over the details of her
requests. Hog was blinking at her with his

mouth wide open. Why hadn’t he thought
of a vaccine for flies. Of course flies and
mosquitoes belong to the same family. YES
YES YES it could work! But what about
the Yan fonowiug aid the glory of making
the right stroke. He had one look at Dicky
and made up his mind. If a bird who had
spent most of her life perched on the back
of a beast and yet heard of his invention, a
bird who had never been known to take such
long flights had flown to meet him, a bird
who on the conviction that only he could
change her life had come to see him — well
he could live without fans who would let
presidents live. He would work on that
vaccine. He looked up to her, smiled and
said, "Perch yourself on my back and tell
me what do you think of life in Columbia.
Maybe we ought to fight this thing together.
A bit of vaccines for flies and a bit of the
old fashion method of killing them with a
stroke of the swart."

Brochure 1993

Page 25



I W gc!
What I Am

By birth a Bengali, proud to be related by blood
to my greater family, and to the source of all that there was
great in the age of renaissance in modern India —
the same songs of bauls, vaishnavs, and bhatiali —
green fields, palm trees, flowing rivers —
that stirred the souls of poets
and simple farmers, artisans, weavers and clerks;

By history an Indian, part of an ancient civilization,
Hindu thought and wisdom, the non-violence of Asoka and Gandhi
amidst a nation full of diversity, turbulence, and turmoil;

By geography an Asian, sharing the same bread with neighbors and friends —
Buddhists or Moslems, Christians, Jews, or atheists,
feeling the pain of Koreans plundered in LA riots,
the suffering of Afghans bereft of their homeland;

By training an engineer, analytic, and striving
for products of the best quality,
giving concrete form to ideals;

By nature a musician, speaking the universal language,
taking time,
perfecting the art of speaking from the heart;
By choice an American, embracing liberty,

justice, freedom of expression, and change -
along with the fast lane of life;

But above all a father, husband, and a citizen of the world
rejoicing with Arafat and Rabin —
with hopes to see the end of the thousand-year-war;
Rejoicing —
that in spite of Bosnia, Somalia, and the birth pains of
several little "nations",
peace is still on our minds.

—— Amitava Sen
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THREE LITTLE ITEMS
By Suzanne Sen

1) A Note: The figure above is an example of what some educators call mindmapping, done in the form of a
mandala. The technique is a very useful tool for taking notes, as well as for organizing one’s thoughts in
preparation for writing. I just learned it, taught Amitava, and thought I'd tell you.

2) A Postscript to Lali's article on Kipling

The first article in the June 1993 issue of Reader’s Digest is on Kipling and his poem, "If-." "You’ll Be
a Man, My Son!" by Suzanne Chazin is a wonderful, touching article shedding light on Kipling’s character. Born
in Bombay, he was sent at 5 years old to England for school, where the woman paid to board him abused him. He,
however, "willed himself to remain cheerful. Years later, he wrote that the experience ’drained me of any capacity
for real, personal hate for the rest of my days.’

Also presented are his love for his children, writing "If—" for his 12-year-old son, loss of the son in WWI
(missing in action), his work honoring the dead, and the story of naming his French godson. A French soldier sent
his medal for bravery in war, tied through a bullet hole in a French translation of Kipling’s novel Kim, to Kipling.
The book had saved his life, stopping the bullet. When the man’s son was born, Kipling, as godfather, named him
after his lost son John as a token that John had not sacrificed his life in vain, but for the unborn, so that "another
father could know the hope and delight Kipling had felt, watching a son become a man. "

3) A Topic for Discussion: The e Bill in the G ia te

Remember Lali’s article last year about Belgium’s two languages and her conclusion about individuals
benefitting from being multilingual but nations perhaps not? The Georgia Senate is now considering a bill, SB 127,
which, while designating English as the official language of the state, authorizes use and printing of official
documents in other languages. Proponents say, "Why should PECiv wen Gunit sy can read English before
voting?" There are better ways to go. Would the Indian community like to discuss, comment to Senators, &
improve the situation while saving gnvernment money?
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A Prayer

Oh Lord, Give me strength to be able

To look within to correct my own fault and
Not to find fault with others.

Give me the will to live in peace and harmony
With everyone, to accept them as they are.
Remind me always to take loving care of 0
Your creations and never to pollute the earth. «a

Give me faith and make me joyful.

Let me accept everything that you bestow —

A loving family, true friends and everything else —

As your bountiful blessings. C
Make me humble, give me detachment.

Let me do my daily tasks as offerings to you.

Let me never waver in the certainty that y
You will always take care of me.

Pride has no place in spiritual life.

Let ego disappear.

Please cleanse myself and make me ready to

Surrender totally at your lotus feet.

When the final fall comes, may I be

Prepared to cast off the existence

Without once looking back,

And with eager anticipation to be one with you.

—— Pranab K. Lahiri
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By the River, Looking Towards the Castle

City settles into sunset, gray stone
Overlooking an old silver river

Set on fire come late Spring evening.
Hands cold in jacket pockets,

Eyes burn, branding images
Indelible to the fastness of memory.

I saw walls where the martyrs died

In freedom’s name, that second Spring
Came in fall, November seventh.

The ice melted in Prague,

And thaw was on, come one and all,

Young faces, pink-cheeked in wreaths of fog.

The old men cannot look, the eyes must turn
To catch a sideways glance, a skipping over
In distrust taught by pipe-laid thugs,

Electric shock governments,

Lobotomies and psychiatric wards,

Friends gone, whereabouts unknown.

In the Jewish ghetto, all Jews are gone,
The gas chambers were not far

From this city of Mozart,

The Mitteleuropa of Freud and Kafka,
Icons drinking coffee with cinnamon,

I catch faint glimpses.

—— Yasho Lahiri

Away Too Long

I can’t bear to see the sunsets,

Purple and pink, the colors of secret places.
It hurts my eyes to see the clock-hands move,
The orange orb dip into the water,

The knowledge of what must surely pass

Is too soon, too certain,

The eyes and heart too hungry.

Give me a city, which with proper respect
Breaks the eyesight into planes,

Classifies, orders, both vertically and

In the mind which grasps the easier certainty
Of streets, and buildings, faces half-seen
With no attempt to force into memory.

I need to feel the urge to place

One foot in front of the other, make choices,
Food to savor on the tongue,

Words on pages to tickle my mind,

Even the leaves on trees, turning in fall,
Are framed somehow in the mind

By straight lines of the avenues,

The sureness of horse-drawn carriages,
Waiting eternally at the south end.

When I see trees and tread on grass,

I want to know that, nearby,

I can glide across the concrete,

Leaning forward into the breeze, eager
In the crowds of opera-goers,

Those who wait outside theaters,

Or talk convivially in glass-fronted spaces
Where waiters hover, and voices bubble
Gushing to and fro like a spring stream.

—— Yasho Lahiri
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A Train Journey

It was a journey I was to undertake,
Not out of compuision, just for visiting’s

For the people left behind, I felt not an
ache,
For it had been my wish, a trip I was to
make.

I boarded my compartment,

And looked around in contentment,
The seat was nice and comfy,

The place was big and airy.

The lights turned green,
I floated into a dream,
The whistle tooted off,
The train chugged off.

Slow at first, faster it went,

Faster and faster it went,

The station disappeared from sight,

Into the minds of many, brought a
momentary blight.

The trees sped by,

The lamp-posts flew by,

The adjacent tracks raced along,
And a station came, before long.

The train pulled in wearily,

The wheels screeched noisily,
The porters clambered in hastily,
And I stretched myself lazily.

I saw near the tap, a single bent form,
Towards which I would have to make
briskly,

And return in a jiffy.

The Guard waved his flag,

And blew his whistle,

With a jerk, the train moved off,
With it, my mind flew off.

A bridge came along,

Over it, we raced still,

The river was lazy benecil,

And in a distance, I could spy a boat sailing
along.

Morning passed away, afternoon came on,
Afternoon passed away, darkness came on,
The countryside melted into blackness,

I was overcome with weariness.

Night threw her blanket on me,

Sleep began to soothe me,

My eyes open, I could no longer keep,

I dropped off into the funk-hole of sieep.

Morn brought the sun along,

On my lips was a song,

There I was but, sad and melancholy,

For my journey was going to, shortly, end.

Before long the station showed up,
And slowly the train slowed down,
The platform came on,

At length, the train halted.

My bags I picked,

And from the train, alighted,

My journey was over, it was the past,
My mind came back to the present,
Wearily, I thought of the future.

- Arindam Bose
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Why Do I Write ?

Why do I write these lines,

Day after day I fill,

Page after page,

Of verbiage.

To lower levels of mediocrity, I stoop,
Words put together by a nincompoop.

Will you ever read them,

When I show them,

To you,

O when will I ever find you,

I despair, maybe never.

I know you are out there,

Somewhere,

But as I grope in the darkmess,

Eyes blindfolded, encased in blackness,
Looking for you,

Don’t know where to look,

Don’t know where to search,

And have not your hand to guide me
through.

So to relieve the monotony and weariness,
And terrible ache of emptiness,

I try to put together words,

But alas, true to my mind,

The lines do not any rhythm find,

And neither meter of any kind.

Though I have not,

A clue as to,

Where you may be,

But the mind refuses,

To listen to reason,

It only drives me further on,
To make my resolve stronger,
Of finding you, come whatever.
And so it eats itself up,
Trying to think of you,

But knows nothing of you,
How you are,

Where you are,

Do you like this,

Do you like that.

Drives me nuts,

Gives me fits,

IViakes uie crazy,

With despair and worry.

Thinks only of you,

Day after day, night after night,

Oh! I do not have in sight,

When I will find you, the one for me, right.

The ache and the pain,

In the words is so very plain,
The disorder and chaos,

Of my mind and heart,

Is so stark

And poignant in these verses
Of inane and mediocre art.

When you see them,

Will you laugh,

Think I was such a wreck,

Even when I had, of evidence, not a speck,
That you existed,

But still believed you did,

And had hope, only hope,

That some day, find you, I will,

Yes, my dear, I will.

- Arindam Bose
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STORY -- HUMOR NONFICTION

YEAR -- 1977'42 — present
TITLE -- FIVE STOPS OF LIFE

FIRST OF ALY, TWnTIT D TTEE TC THANK:

THE WORLD, PARENTS, AND OF COURSE
ME.

It took a lot of courage for me to come out of hiding and tell this fascinating story. Iam not
trying to "blow my trumpet" or "boast about myself," but sharing a piece of my life that could
make you laugh, cry, or may even make you wonder, "Uhm!" By the way, this is not an
autobiography to bore you to snooze.

Anyway, the past 18 years of my life has been a "merry-go-around.” It all started when I was
2'% years old in Kalyani, India during the year 1977%. After learning the hardest things in life
(i.e. talking, walking, using the toilet and other zany things), I began to proceed further by
entering a new era of life known as "GET AN EDUCATION." So, I went to my first school
called Wispers’ Meters School where I was to learn A,B,C, etc. First, I thought "Hey! how
hard can it be!" On my first day, I just stared at my teacher as if I did not belong there and
didn’t learn a thing. HOLD IT! I did learn something: as I recall, I had a passion for
SCRIBBLING which even today bothers me. As the months swimmingly passed by, I became
extremely good in writing, reading, and saying our friends, "THE ALPHABETS." This was
my first stop in life which was to experience ENGLISH by learning in an ENGLISH MEDIUM
PRE-SCHOOL and it lasted only for 2 years. Going to school became a HOBBY because, what
can I say, "I am a sucker for school.” Then one day the news arrived that we were to move to
good old RAJASTHAN where dad got a better job. I was ecstatic, but not for long. I knew
something sounded fishy at school. As I began my 2nd grade in a new school, I found that
students would sometimes talk in a language I was not familiar with. Later, I came to know that
it was our national language, "HINDI." This was my second stop on the bus to life. You think
learning to write for the first time is difficult, then you haven’t heard a thing yet. I had the
worst time learning HINDI, it was so darn hard. At first, I thought it’s only going to be for just
a few months but it dragged on for one year. By that time, Hindi became my "mother-tongue"
language. 1 was kind of getting used to living in RAJASTHAN because it’s a picturesque
country. But there were TWO STRANGE THINGS: one is that the monkeys (too many) would
come for bananas every day, and I had to ride a TONGA (horse-cart) to school (it was
extremely funny). Beside these, the whole place was peaceful. I wanted to remain there but
NO! we moved again, yes you read right, we moved again for the THIRD TIME. This time
it wasn’t our CAPITAL, DELHI, or our HOLLYWOOD, BOMBAY, or even home sweet
home, CALCUTTA, but a weird place known as HYDERABAD. NOTE: Hyderabad is a
fabulous state in India. People are very friendly and the location is DIVINE. At first, I was
thrilled, but after two days, I was frustrated with everything near, around, or in front of me.
Things began to change after I was enrolled in a school; I made many new friends and the best
of all is that I got to SKIP 4th GRADE. I thought, "Life couldn’t be better." I realized that
I was in for a treat and school here is going to be a piece of cake. Well live alwavs T wag
wrong. (I hate when my realization is WRONG.) As I began school, I had to learn many new
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customs and language which was very intriguing. The language which I experienced, TELUGU
(native language of Andhra Pradesh), was PATHETIC. By now, I was pretty tired of the whole
situation. We lived in Hyderabad for 2% years and I became fluent in TELUGU. RIGHT when
I became attached to Hyderabad, my dad’s immigration papers arrived and we moved to
CALCUTTA. After returning back home, I was able to breatlie the fresh dir-of my hometown.
I knew I would not have to learn any more "SOPHISTICATED" language (joking). Well, I
was, as always, WRONG because we could not go with dad. So, until our departing time, I was
not allowed to stay home and as you have aiready guessed, I had to go back to SCHOOL
AGAIN. This time I had to learn BENGALI. Until now, I never had any reading or writing
experience with BENGALI. On my mid-term, I made the lowest grade in the whole 6th grade.
Like that wasn’t embarrassing enough but I was told that if I didn’t pass the final exams, I would
have to REPEAT 6TH GRADE AGAIN. So, my mom taught me everything I needed to know
for the exam and THANK HER that I passed the finals with high marks. After a few weeks,
we were all set to move again and this time for more than 2 to 3 years because we moved to the
United States. After arriving to the U.S., I became lonesome and homesick, but we were
introduced to many Bengali families and my loneliness began to disappear. After one year of
elementary school, I proceeded to high school and made many new friends. In high school, I
had to take a foreign language and I chose SPANISH (DON’T ASK ME WHY?). After learning
Spanish, I forgot how to speak TELUGU, write BENGALI and HINDI. Spanish is quite an
interesting language but if you ask me anything in Spanish, I will look at you as if you were a
LUNATIC. It’s 1993, I have graduated from high school and STARTED COLLEGE. As you
see, my life hasn’t been fun at all. Inever had a steady BEST FRIEND, for which I regret very
much but everything as always turns out for the best: I got the chance to meet different people,
experience new customs, learn unusual languages and best of all, be able to see awesome places.
To tell you the truth, after learning so many languages, English has remained my number 1
language AND ANOTHER THING, I find it funny that for the first time I actually lived in a
place for more than 3 years and plan to live here yet another 10 years. Now that I have lived
in EVERYONE'S DREAM COUNTRY, I would like to visit MY DREAM countries:
LONDON, ENGLAND and VENICE, ITALY.

I hope you enjoyed reading my story because I surely did in writing.
Author: Miss Reshma Gupta '93

Fun Poetry

FRIEND
The stars will glitter The whole world will
The flowers will smile face the other way

But a friend in this world
is very hard to find.

Wealth and youth
will one day go away

But an honest, sincere, and
trustworthy friend
Will always remain and stay,
Which itself is never
easy to-get.

—— Reshma Gupta
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WHAT I AM

I can be subtle and neat

And perform excellence at any time
can be messy and treat

My work like a big piece of slime

I can be graceful and glad

Like I know that I'm doing my best

I can be clumsy and mad

Like I’m very run down or depressed

I can be timid or scared or shy

I can be brainy or really very dim

I can give everyone a quick smart reply

I can be careful or out on a limb

I've seen myself clearly, I truly agree

I want to keep it the same, just plain simple me.

- Rajarshi Gupta
(Columbia, Maryland)
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2 Drawings
By Sandipan Mitra
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THE ERWATER KINGDOM

The ocean, I say

Is deep and dark
And once, it cuvered
Noah’s Ark.

The gold and silver

In a wreck

I believe it’s too much
To write a check.

The most beautiful place
I’ve ever been --

The ocean

And the unseen.

By Marjorie Sen
HAIKU

1. Brown, black, white bandit
Climbing up an apple tree
Seeking all its food. W

2. Little worm-like thing
Changed into a butterfly
Fly away with glee.

3. Tall pine trees rustling
Gold wheat waving in the sun
Beautiful sunset.

By Marjorie Sen &

Diamante < ?
spider

big, small
weaving, spinning, trapping
web, orb web, cobweb, fangs
eating, spitting, wrapping

poisonous, pesky
arachnid
' © " 'Drawings
By Marjorie Sen By Marjorie Sen
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My Nature School Camp
By Joe Bhaumik
(Age - 7)

Today at camp I was early. 1 made a beaver and a beaver den. we studied beavers.
At lunch time a wasp was bothering me. The best part was a movie. It was fun.

I went to camp. We made a picture. It was a seal. We studied marine mammals. In
the morning I fed the ducks.

We went on a boardwalk. We walked in the woods. Then I made a squirrel. I studied
deer. We picked up a snake.

I made a bat mobile. We played echo location. The way to play this is: someone is a
bat, the bat gets blindfolded. Then the other people are moths. The bat says bat and the
moths say moth, it goes on.

The best day at the nature camp was Thursday. I got to watch TV. Then I played
alligator. I won three games. I made a mask. I liked making day animals and little
magnets for the nature center to sell. I got to walk in the forest. I went on a boardwalk.
I saw three ducks. They were following me.

Yesterday I went to camp. I went canoeing. I raced in my canoe. I liked canoeing.
The snapping turtle came out. It was following my friend Andrew. Then it was lunch
time. After that the teacher read a story. She asked if anyone wanted to sleep.
Everyone wanted to sleep. It was great.

The Moon

The moon, the moon
is coming soon

I say day,
g0 away
Now, may I have a milkway.
Drawing --
—— Priyanka Mahalanobis By Joe Bhaumik

(Age - 8)
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Entertainment Program - October 16, 1993
3:30 PM
1. Opening Song ........ccveveneenn. Asok Basu
2.  Dance sssimssassnnais Atasi Das, Marjorie Sen;
coordinated by Atasi Das
3.  "Significance of Durga Puja" ... Swami Yogeshananda
4. Folkdance .......cccovvveirinnnnnns Sid Roy, Rana Bandyopadhyay, Deb Dutta
(Augusta, GA)
5. Recitation .........ccecovevvnnnnnnns Sanjib Datta
6. Dance .....coceriiiiiiiiiiiiininannns Mausumi Sen Gupta, Kakoli Mitra,
Julie Chatterji (Huntsville, AL)
7. Sarod ssssaussmssssesvsiissesssses Chandan Ghosh (Montgomery, AL)
INTERMISSION
8.  Bengali Play "Prastab” Vaidyanath Roy, Partha Mukhopadhyay,
by Ajitesh Bandyopadhyay Srilekha Mukhopadhyay;
(Based on Anton Chekov’s Directed by Chhanda Bandyopadhyay
"The Proposal") (Augusta Group)
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9 Dance ....oovviviiiiiiiiiiiiainann,
10 Vocal ..oviiiiiiiiieeeieninnnn,
11. Dance usmissssssisssiimin
12. Instrumental .............ooevevnnn.
13, Dance ...ooovevvvevvnvenininninnnninn,

14.  "Nrityera Taley Taley" Dance:
(A compilation of
Tagore’s songs in Vocal:
a variety of rhythms.)

Atasi Das, Mohua Basu,

N
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Priyanka Mahalanobis;
coordinated by Atasi Das

Indrani Ganguli (Augusta, GA)
Mausumi Sen Gupta (Huntsville, AL)
Ronnie & Bappa Basu

Nibedita Banerji, Monica Lahiri
(Augusta, GA)

Soma Datta, Sutapa Das,
Reshma Gupta, Arati Mishra;
Asok Basu, Mamata Basu,
Jayanti Lahiri, Saibal Sen Gupta;

Instrumental: Amitava Sen, Anil Sharma,

Apurva Shrivastava, Rafi Akbarzada

INTERMISSION

15. Bengali Play "Boudir Biye"
by Sailesh Guha-Niyogi

Atlanta Group

Brochure 1993
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Boudir Biye

Syncpsis of the Bengali play by Sailesh Guha-Niyogi

Four brothers live with their servant,
Kanta, in a very disorganized
household. The three younger
brothers, Bhim, Nakul, and Sahadeb,
decide that Judhisthir, the eldest,
should get married to bring some
order into their lives.

Each brother then searches for an
ideal girl according to his preferences.

culture; Sahadeb wants to bring home
a singer. The three brothers then get
into squabbles over their choices,
when Judhisthir suddenly discloses
that he has already married, and is
going to bring his wife home the next
day. This upsets the younger brothers
and they decide to split up and live
separately.

They contact the matchmakers The second act opens with the two
Rambabu and Shyambabu, and households cooking and living
Nakul’s friend Jackal Ghasu. Some separately in the same house.

others also respond to their
advertisement for a girl. Bhim wants
someone who can cook nutritious
food; Nakul wants a girl of a Western

Judhisthir and his wife Chhanda,
however, have already secretly
planned out the final outcome of this

play.

Cast (in order of appearance)

Bhim (2nd brother) : Somnath Mishra
Kanta (servant) : M. H. Akmal
Nakul (3rd brother) : Soumya Kanti Das
Sahadeb (youngest brother) : Sougata Mukherjea
Judhisthir (eldest brother) : Amitava Sen
Rambabu (matchmaker) : Asok Basu
Shyambabu (matchmaker) : Jayanta Mahalanobis
Jackal Ghasu (a girl’s father) : Pranab Lahiri

Pita (Chhanda’s father) : Mukut Gupta
Swami (a husband) : Samar Mitra

Stree (his wife) : Kalpana Das
Chhanda (Judhisthir’s wife) : Shyamoli Das
Direction : Jayanti Lahiri

Lights : P. K. Das

Sound : Sanjib Datta

Mnugic : Jayanti Lahiri, Amitava Sen
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How to Live: The Golden Rule
By Suzanne Sen

After anothier day on the road, Witk two sulh-nour round trips carrying four 10-year-oid
girls to school (and back, to school) and back, and after shaking my head (again) at the lack of
courtesy of drivers who would rather force a person off the road than give them a tumn at
changing lanes, I was relieved to find, in a 1950 book called World Neighbors, an excerpt from

an even older book (1933: The Treasure House of the Living Religions by Robert E. Hume) that

showed that the idea of the Golden Rule is not just Christian, but common to many religions!
This makes the Norman Rockwell painting "Do onto others as you would have them do unto
you," with its image of peoples of all races and religions, even more meaningful.

Buddhism: *Minister to friends and familiars in five ways: by generosity, courtesy and benevolence, by
treating them as one treats himself, and by being as good as his word. Is there a deed thou dost wish to do? Then
bethink thee thus: 'Is this deed conducive to my own harm, or to other’s harm, or to that of both? Then this is a
bad deed, entailing suffering.’ Such a deed thou surely must not do. All men tremble as punishment. All men Jear
death. Remember that thou are like unto them, and do not kill nor cause slaughter.”

Christianity: "All things whassoever ye would that men should do to you, do Ye even 5o to them, for, this
is the law and the prophets. Thou shals love thy neighbor as thyself. "

Confucianism: "When one cultivates 1o the utmost the principles of his nature, and exercises them on the
principle of reciprocity, he is not far from the path. What you do not like when done to yourself, do not do to
others. Is there any one word which could be adopted as a life-long rule of conduct? Is not sympathy the word?
Do not do to others what you would not like yourself. "

Hinduism: "This is the sum of duty: Do naught to others which, if done to thee, would cause thee pain.
Let no man do to another whas would be repugnant to himself. This is duty in summary. Any other rule is
according to inclination. This is the high religion which men of wisdom applaud: The life-breaths of other creatures
are as dear to them as those of one's own self. Men gifted with imtelligence and purified souls should always treat
others as they themselves wish to be treated, "

Jainism: "A religionist who is possessed of carefulness should wander about, giving no offence to any
creature. Having mastered the Law, and got rid of carelessness, he should treat all beings as he himseif would be
treated. "

Judaism and Christianity: "Thou shalt love thy neighbor as thyself.
Take heed 1o thyself in all thy works. And be discreet in all thy behavior. And what thou thyself hatest,
do to no man.”

Sikhism: "As thou deemest thyself, so deem others. Then shalt thou become a partner in heaven. "
Taoism: "Pity the misfortunes of others. Rejoice in the well-being of others. Help them who are in want.

Save men in danger. Rejoice at the success of others. And sympathize with their reverses, even as though you were
in their place. "
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DIRECTORY OF MEMBERS ; 1993

DEBJANI & SUBHASHISH
204 SUMMER WIND DRIVE
JONESBORQ, GA 30236

wiv ey, iy

APT 2011 DEXALS TOWERS 1601 CLAIRMO

DECATUR, GA 30033
(404) 316-1714

AKMAL, NILA & MUSHARATUL HUQ
4300 STEEPLE CHASE DRIVE
POWDER SPRING, GA 30073

(404) 439-7308

BANDYOPADHYAY, NARAYAN & ANIMA
1848 HIDDEN HILLS DRIVE

N. AUGUSTA, SC 29841

(803) 278-2707

BANDYOPADHYAY, RANJIT & CHHANDA
3629 PEBBLE BEACH ROAD

MARTINEZ, GA 30807

(700) Bés-7027

BANDYOPADHYAY, SWAPAN & SUCHIRA
481 CREEX RIDGE

MARTINEZ, GA 30607

(404) 868-8300

BANERJEE, GAUR & JHARNA
168 MOSS CREEK DRIVE
MARTINEZ, GA 30807

(404) 868-8800

BANERJEE, MR. & MRS. SUBIR
4633 SHERRY LANE

HIXSON, TN 37343

(8186) 870-2373

BANERJEE, SUKUMAR & NIBEDITA
723 JONES CREEK

EVANS, GA 30808

(708) 866-7208

BANIK, DR. & MRS, NAREN N.
2337 STEVENSON DRIVE
CHARLESTON, SC 20414
1803} 671-8010

BASU, MADHUMITA & ASIS
46 ASHFORD WAY
GRIFFIN, GA 30223

BASU, MAMATA & ASOK KUMAR
494 RUE MONTAIGNE

STONE MOUNTAIN, GA 30083
(404) 292-8323

BASU, ROBI & CHOITALI
208 HILL TOP DRIVE
PEACHTREE CITY, GA 30269
(404) 4874922

BATRA, RAJIV & MIRA
1786 COVENTRY ROAD
DECATUR, GA 30030
{404) 373-4277

BHARGAVE, JAGAN
8232 CARLTON ROAD
RIVERDALE, GA 30286
(404) 4714418

BHATTACHARYYA, ACHIRA & SWAPAN
8480 CALMAR DRIVE
CUMMINGS, GA 30136

BHATTACHARYYA, MR. & MRS. NRIPENDRA

122 ASHLEY CIRCLE # 3
ATHENS. GA 307"~
(404) 643-8333

BHATTACHARYYA, PARNA
160 E RUTHERFORD STREET
ATHENS, GA 30806

{708} 813-0887

BHATTACHARYYA, RASH & SUJATA
710 LOUIS DRIVE

WEAVER, AL 36277

{206) 8204229

BHATTACHARYYA, SUDHAMOY
4816 MULBERRY CREEK DRIVE
EVANS, GA 30808

(706) 866-8616

BHAUMIK, DHARMAJYOTI
1721 DANBURY DRIVE
NORCROSS, GA 30083

BHAUMIK, MAHASWETA
4361 REVERE CIRCLE
MARIETTA, GA 30082

BISWAS, DR. DEBDAS & SHELA
309 E MARTIN TOWN RD, PLAZA TERRACE
NORTH AUGUSTA, SC 29841

BOSE, NANDITA & ANIL K.
316 KINGSWAY
CLEMSON, SC 29631
(803) 664-4898

CHACRABORTY, BENU GOPAL & SHIBANI
1600 LOUISE DRIVE

JACKSONVILLE, AL 36266

(206) 436-3629

CHAKRABORTI, SUKLA & AJAY
BOX #1667, STATE COLLEGE
ORANGEBURG, SC 20117

CHAKRABORTY, CHITRA & RANES
6049 CHEROKEE HILLS DRIVE
SALEM, VA 24163

(703) 380 23682

CHOWDHURI, KANIKA & DILIP
2404 ASHFORD PLACE
BRENTWOOD, TN 37027
(818) 370-3676

CHOWDHURY, DR & MRS TARUN K.
3808 CASTLEWOOD PARKWAY
COLUMBUS, GA 31807

(404) 561-2668

DAS, AJEET K.
1718 TERREL MILL RD, APT # A-37
MARIETTA, GA 30087

DAS, ANJANA & ASHIT
878 TAHOE WAY
ROSWELL, GA 30078
(404) 642-0866

DAS, ARUNA

20 PEACHTREE STREET NE
ATLANTA, GA

(404) 319-0048

DAS, DR. K. K.
620 PEACHTREE STREET N.E. APT # 813
ATLANTA, GA

DAS, KALPANA & DR, BIJAN P,
1384 CHALMETTE DR.
ATLANTA, GA 303068

{404) 874-7880

DAS, NIRMAL
109 TERESSA DRIVE
STATESRORQ, GA 2N4ER

DAS, NIRMAL & ASHIMA
6110 MAIN STREAM CIRCLE
NORCROSS, GA 30082
(404) 446-6681

DAS, SHARMISTHA & DEBANKUR

3330 SOUTH ATLANTA ROAD, APT #L4
SMYRNA, GA 30080

{404) 356-8768

DAS, SHYAMOU & P. K.
4616 HOLLISTON ROAD
DORAVILLE, GA 30380
{404) 461-8687

DAS, SUTAPA & SOUMYA KANTI
1476 COUNTRY SQUIRE COURT
DECATUR, GA 30033

{404) 406-1878

DATTA, HARINARAYAN
DEPT. OF STATISTICS, UNIV. OF GEORG
ATHENS, GA 30802

DATTA, SOMA & SANJIB
960 BROOKMONT DRIVE
MARIETTA, GA 30084
1404) 690-0106

DATTA GUPTA, INDRANI & RANJAN
216 WEATHERWOOD CIACLE
ACWORTH, GA 30201

DE, SAM

1230 TERRAMONT DRIVE
ROSWELL, GA 30078
{404) 892-7090

DE, SWADESH

MEDICAL COLL, APT#D,11609 PERNEAL
AUGUSTA, GA 30804

{404) 7368-2316

DEBSIKDAR, NUPUR & JAGADISH C.
4648 TRAPPEURS CROSSING
TUSCALOOSA, AL 36406

(206) 5656-3648

DESAI, PRATEEN & VIBHA
822 WESLEY DRIVE NW
ATLANTA, GA 30306
(404) 361-7882

DHRUV, MRS. SUHAS
4279 LEHAVEN CIRCLE
TUCKER, GA 30084
{404) 493-7197

DUTTA, ARUN & MALLIKA
4217 DUNWOODY ROAD
MARTINEZ, GA 30807
(708) 8686373

DUTTA, M. C.

1041 STAGE ROAD
AUBURN, AL 36830
(206) 826-3921

FENTON, DR. J.
4040 STONE CYPHER ROAD, NE
SUWANEE, GA 30174

GANGULY, AMITAVA & INDRANI
611 CAMBRIDGE WAY
MARTINEZ, GA 30907

(706) 880-6689

GANGULY, PRABIR
1004 BELLREIVE DRIVE
AIKEN, SC 29803

GHORAJ, DR & MRS SUSHANTA
1430 MERIWETHER ROAD

MONTEOMERY, AL 28117

SOy

(206} 277-2848

GHOSH, MR & MRS. KANAI
213 MELVIN ROAD
MONROEVILLE, AL 36460
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GHOSH, PARTHA
1024 N. BURBANK DRIVE
MONTGOMERY,, AL 38117

GHOSH, RANJANA & ROBIN
2118 CRESTLANE DRIVE
SMYRNA, GA 30080

(404) 318-0946

GUPTA, ASHA
1677 A HOLCOMB BRIDGE ROAD
NORCROSS, GA 30092

GUPTA, KIRITY

780 BERESFORD CIRCLE # 9
STONE MOUNTAIN, GA 30086
404) 206-8244

GUPTA, MUKUT & BULA

107 BATTERY WAY
PEACHTREE CITY, GA 30289
(404) 487-9877

GUPTA, SABYASACHI

6671 VANTAGE POINT ROAD
COLUMBIA, MD 21044

(301) 74043687

KAKATI, MANJULA & NABAJYOTI
1029 VALLEY FORGE ROAD
TUSCALOOSA, AL 36406

KAPAHI, SUNIL & RITA
4642 DELLROSE DR.
DUNWOODY, GA 30338
1404) 394-1861

LAHIRI, MANIKA & SAMIR
904 BURLINGTON DRIVE
EVANS, GA 30809

(708) 868-6627

LAHIRI, PRANAB & JAYANT]
1742 RIDGECREST CT.
ATLANTA, GA 30307

(404} 378-0316

LAHIRI, YASHO
1018 SEA CLIFF DRIVE, NORTH
DAPHNE, AL 36626

LASKAR, DR. RENU

112 E BROOK WOOD DR.
CLEMSON, SC 29631
(803) 864-2724

MAHALANABIS, SUSHMITA & JAYANTA

1612 MONCRIEF CIRCLE
DECATUR, GA 30033
(404) 908-2188

MANDAL, DR. SANCHITA

2021 LENNOX ROAD, APT #409
ATLANTA, GA 30324

(404) 842-0032

MISHRA, ARATI & SOMNATH
287, 14TH STREET N.W. APT# 7
ATLANTA, GA 30318

{404) 872-1896

MITRA, DR. A.
1116 ELKINS DRIVE
AUBURN, AL 38830
(206) 887-8111

MITRA, REKHA & DR. SAMARENDRA

1368 EMORY ROAD
ATLANTA, GA 30300
404) 378-8860

MITRA, STEPHANIE & KIN
136 SPALDING RIDGE WAY
DUNWOODY, GA 30360
(404) 3964922
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MUKHERJEE, DR. HARSHA N.
1606 E. 7TH STREET
COOKEVILLE, TN 38601
(816) 628-6936

MUKHERJEE, DR. NANDALAL & MAYA
3320 ROCK CREEK DRIVE

REX, GA 30273

(404) 960-1909

MUKHERJEE, PARTHA & SREELEKHA
2045 PHEASANT CREEK DR.
MARTINEZ, GA 30807

(708) 860-1332

MUNSHI, DR, MOINUDDIN
2010 CURTIS DRIVE, APT #L - 4
ATLANTA, GA 30318

PADHYE, ARVIND & SUDHA
2866 WIND RELD CIRCLE
TUCKER, GA 30084

{404) 938-1478

PAUL, PRAN & KAKOU
817 BURUNGTON COURT
EVANS, GA 30800

(708) 880-3121

PUROKAYASTHA, JOYDEEP
1721 NORTH DECATUR ROAD, APT #711
ATLANTA, GA 30307

RAKKHIT, KALPANA
83 SUFFOLK ROAD
AIKEN, SC 29803

RAOQ, GIRIRAJ & CAROLINA
706 NILE DRIVE
ALPHARETTA, GA 30201
(404) 993-6263

RAY, APURBA & KRISHNA
1278 VISTA VALLEY DRIVE NE
ATLANTA, GA 30329

(404} 3264473

RAY, DILIP & KRISHNA
3404 LOCHRIDGE DR.
BIRMINGHAM, AL 36216
{206) 9708-6068

RAY, PRATIMA & TAPAS
46 BRADLEY STREET
CLEMSON, SC 29631

RAY, PRODOSH KUMAR
421 E UNIVERSITY DR.
AUBURN, AL 38830
(206) 821-3044

RAY, RATNA

2008 UNIVERSITY BOULEVARD
BIRMINGHAM, AL 36233

(206) 976-1823

ROY, BAIDYA N. & BHARAT!
710 WHITTINGTON'S RIDGE
EVANS, GA 30808

(706) 868-8233

SACHDEVA, K. L.
6077 NORTH REDAN CIR
STONE MOUNTAIN, GA 30088

SAHA, JIT

27404 GEORGIA TECH STATION
ATV AMT R GA 30332 N
(404) 878-1082

SAKELLARIOS, STEVE
2076 LAKE PARK DRIVE
SMYRNA, GA 30080
{404) 4320686

SAMADDAR, SUJIT & GITA
188 STONE MILL DRIVE
MARTINEZ, GA 30807
1404} 868-9938

SARKAR, SUSHMITA & SUBHASHISH
1468 NORTH CLIFF VALLEY WAY
ATLANTA, GA 30319

(404) 320-6521

SEN, DR. JAYANTA & SANTA
46524 AMANDA LANE

EVANS, GA 30800

(708) 863-8450

SEN, SUZANNE & AMITAVA

846 NOTTINGHAM DRIVE
AVONDALE ESTATES, GA 30002
404) 294-8060

SENGUPTA, KRISHNA & SUHAS
1802 MONCRIEF CIR.
DECATUR, GA 30033

(404) 934-3229

SHARMA, KANIKA & ABAN|
12302 BRAXTED DRIVE
ORLANDO, FL 32821

SINGH, MRS. MEENA

2403 OLD CONCORD ROAD APT# 301D
SMYRNA, GA 30062

(404} 438-7706

SINHA, UDAY

146 CAMP DRIVE
CARROLTON, GA 30117
404) 834-8262

SAIVASTAVA, NEETA & APURVA
2802 NOBLE RIDGE DRIVE
DUNWOODY, GA 30338

(404} 452-0003

SUNDERAM, V. S.
727 LUCKIE LANE
ATLANTA, GA 30329

TALUKDAR, BAREN & GITANJALI
119 SIGMAN PLACE

MARTINEZ, GA 30907

{404) B68-7933

THAKUR, SWATI & MRINAL
1308 GATEWOOD DRIVE #1703
AUBURN, AL 38830

VAUGHN, MEERA
2609 BROOK WATER CIRCLE
BIRMINGHAM, AL 36243

VIRDI, PARAMJIT SINGH
2560 AXERS MILL ROAD #E-31
ATLANTA, GA 30330

WATT, P, LALl & IAN
NOTENSTRAAT 66, 1880 RAMSDONK
BELGIUM,

Brochure 1993
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Special Thanks for Decoration to:

Arati Mishra

Aditi & Venkat Ram

Debankur Das
Mimi Sarkar
Rupak Das

Saibal Sen Gupta
Sandipan Mitra
Sanjib Datta

Soma Datta
Somnath Mishra
Sougata Mukherjea

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

Achira Bhattacharya
Amitava Sen

Asok Basu

Bijan Prasun Das
Bula Gupta
Chaitali Basu

Ian Watt

Ira Mukherjee
Jayanti Lahiri
Kakoli Paul
Kalpana Das
Kalpana Ghosh
Krishna Sen Gupta
Lali Watt

Mamata Basu

Mamata Ghorai
Maya Mukheriji

Nila Akmal

Pran Paul

Pranab Lahiri
Priya Kumar Das
Rekha Mitra
Samar Mitra
Shanta Gupta
Sibani Chakravorty
Sharmistha Das
Shyamoli Das
Soma Datta

Sujata Mitra
Susmita Mahalanobis
Sutapa Das
Suzanne Sen
Yasho Lahiri
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FRESH GCOAT * LAMB * BEEF * CHICKEN

GEORGIA HALAL MEAT

1594 Woodcliff Drive - Suite C
Atlanta, GA 30329

ABBAS MOMIN

(404) 315-7224

TR FHAMS AT 8 TIOTA BRI AP IAS “TAME A7 I W
A IR TGR THS - 1BM PC [T TN & FEBIF O [F =l

SampadaX

Multilingual Word Processor

Software for IBM PC and compatibles.

Amitava Sen
945 Nottingham Drive

Avondale Estates, GA 30002
(404) 294-6060




Vitha Jewelers, Inc.

A Trusted Name in Jeweiry for Over 18 Years
LONDON ® NEW YORK ®© ATLANTA @ 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, Bangies and Chains
Fine quality CZ Jewelry in 22 KT and Much, Much More
MAIL ORDERS ACCEPTED e REPAIRS DONE ON PREMISES
SHOWROOMS
ATLANTA

NEW YORK CHICAGO

Rajsun Plaza, 37-11 74th St., Suite 2
Jackson Hts, NY 11372

(718) 872-GOLD
(718) 672-8146

1594 Woodcliff Dr., Suite B
Atlanta, GA 30329
(404) 320-0112
(404) 320-0267

2651 West Devon Ave.
Chicago, IL 80659
(312) 764-4735
(312) 764-4701

PUJARI STATEMENT OF ACCOUNTS

1992 DURGA PUJA AND LAKSHMI PUJA

Receipts Expenses §
Balance from 1992 ICRC Hall Rental &

Saraswati Puja $726.79 Security Guard $730.00
Donations $3,528.60| Saris for Pratimas $45.00
Advertisement $75.00| Decoration/Program $152.42

Van Rental $158.55

Prasad & Food $1,386.24 |
TOTAL RECEIPTS $4,330.39| Miscellaneous $141.91
LESS EXPENSES ($62,614.12] TOTAL EXPENSES $2,614.12

1993 SARASWATI PUJA

BALANCE $1,716.27 I

Receipts Expenses '
Balance from 1992 ICRC Hall Rental &

Durga Puja $1,716.27 Annual Donation $400.00
Donations $687.00| Decoration $35.00

Prasad & Food $281.09

TOTAL RECEIPTS $2,402.27 | Miscallancous | 209.00
LESS EXPENSES ($801.09] TOTAL EXPENSES | $801.09
BALANCE

$1,602.18
——-—
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