


                                                                                                          

Namaskar, I would like to introduce myself; my name is Nitish Srivastava from Community 
Financial Services. I have been working as a Financial Planner for nearly 8 years now. I 

would like to extend my services and expertise to the wonderful people of Odisha. 

 Advice in 

Investment: 

Investing for future; Shares, Property, Fixed Interest  

Superannuation (Including SMSF):  

Is your Super working the way you want it to be?        

Personal Risk Insurance: 

Making sure you and your family is fully protected; Life insurance, 

Income Protection  

Transition to retirement: 

Strategies to make sure you retire comfortably. 

Business Succession Planning: 

Making sure your business and your interest are adequately protected in 

case of an unforeseen circumstance; Buy-Sell arrangements, Key person 

insurance 

  

You can reach me today on, 0422 272 247. 

 

Kind regards 

Nitish 

Nitish Srivastava B.Bus, ADFP (SMSF) 
Senior Financial Planner   
   
Phone: 0422 272 247 
Email: nitishs@communityfinancial.com.au 
Point Cook - Office Suite 804, C3 Town Centre, Main St & Murnong St, Point Cook, VIC 3030 

Community Financial Services are Authorised Representatives of AMP Financial Planning Pty Ltd. 
ABN 89 051 208 327, AFS License No: 232706. 

http://communityfinancial.com.au/portfolio/john-kirkpatrick/
http://communityfinancial.com.au/portfolio/john-kirkpatrick/
mailto:nitishs@communityfinancial.com.au
http://communityfinancial.com.au/portfolio/john-kirkpatrick/


 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Namaskar Bhai O Bhauni mane,  

It gives me immense pleasure to see the revival of Prachi that to on the occasion of 

biggest gathering of Odias Down Under, Unmaad.  There could not have been a better 

occasion to revive Prachi in its 4th edition after 2013. First and foremost the credit should go 

to the Editorial team, especially Govinda (bhai) Mishra, without their tremendous effort it 

would not have been possible. A big thank you.  

In this edition of Prachi we have extended Prachi to friends and family of Orioz 

Community members living outside of Australia. I have no doubt this will enrich the content 

of Prachi while providing much needed doses of Odia bites to our Community members. In 

future, this may also create a channel of communication between our next generations Odia 

in Australia and their counterparts in Odisha and India. This edition is definitely a welcoming 

first step in that direction.    

In the age of micro messaging, art of good writing is replaced with social media lingo 

and the problem is compounded by the absence of medium. Prachi provides that medium to 

our Community members to write both in English and Odia. A great opportunity for interested 

members. I have personally cherished contributing and reading the previous editions of Prachi 

and I am sure many of you have similar experience. This Smaranika edition of Prachi will not 

disappoint you either, keep enjoying the Prachi experience.  

Our 9th biennial Samilani, Unmaad is the biggest event in our community calendar, VIC 

community, the host team has put in lots of hard work and planning to create another 

everlasting memory for the members. It has also created equal amount of excitement within 

the community across Australia. Very proud of being part of this Community tradition where 

new friendship for life is created while celebrating the brotherhood, camaraderie and Odia 

cultural heritage.  Looking forward to meeting you there.            

Thank you all for making this community the ‘extended family’, I love being part of the 

this community. 

Best Regards 

Sujeet Jena  



 

 

 
 
 

Namaskaar!  
 

13 years ago, circa 2005, a visionary group of Odias joined hands across the vast 

stretches of the Australian mainland to sow the seeds of what is now fondly known as 

“ORIOZ”. This motley association aimed to build a strong social and cultural bond amongst all 

the expatriate Odias living in Australia and to ensure that the next generation odias that were 

starting their life from Australia, still appreciated the rich cultural melange of food, music, 

dance and language that we have left behind in the Motherland.  
 

Some of these early founders dared to go further and contribute their time and effort 

and formed the first Executive Committee to formalise this arrangement.  
 

Fast forward to 2018 and the seeds have now taken root, and are spreading like lush 

garden, providing enriching experiences for all Odias, old and new, who care to wander in. 

Going by the activity on the Odias in Australia activity page this garden has 675 active 

gardeners now, posting updates, inspiring others, asking for help and commenting, liking and 

giving virtual pats on the backs of fellow Odias.  
 

In its 13th year, the EC now meets on the last Sunday of every month to discuss and 

implement key community initiatives. As the community grows bigger and communication 

becomes instantaneous and smarter - the rules of engagement are changing. The EC, which 

is represented by members from each Australian state is continuously debating best ways to 

engage the community - be it on virtually over social media, over print like Prachi or in flesh 

and blood like the various state events and the Biennial Sammilani.  
 

I have been fortunate enough to be a part of the EC over the last 2 years and big steps 

have been taken to formalise guidelines around Sammilani, a code of conduct for community 

members has been introduced, Life membership options have been introduced for long term 

residents, a new accounting software has been purchased for book-keeping,  a new system 

to personalise communications over email is being implemented to make it a more 

transparent and meaningful communication channels across the Odia diaspora in Australia. 

All this is being done on voluntary time and I would like to take this opportunity to thank all 

members of the EC as well the various committee leaders who have been kind enough to 

devote their time on an ongoing basis to action changes as and when required. The ensuing 

impact of this being felt in manyfold e.g. events are happening more regularly, these events 

are being talked about and shared more, visibility amongst hitherto unknown newcomers to 

the country is increasing and suddenly we find new families every time a new event being 

hosted. To back it up with some data, if the official Facebook Orioz Page statistics are to be 

believed, we have had a 18% increase in Active users over the last 12 months. So safe to say, 

the engagement amongst expatriate Odias is on track for what we are aiming to achieve. 

 



 

That being said, currently we are still fairly behind when it comes to achieving the 

other primary goal of Orioz - to inspire next generation to take ownership on taking Orioz 

forward. Every event I meet some incredibly bright youngsters at various stages of school and 

university. Every event I also meet a far greater number of toddlers, and pre-school kids who 

will grow up to look up to these young adults who have crossed the rites of passage before 

them. This generation will show no signs of stopping and I can't help but think if my kids will 

ever grow up appreciating the rich culture of Odisha if there is no Orioz in the future. There 

is a generation gap that currently exists when I assess the engagement of young adults in our 

community events and there is a good likelihood of this widening if not acted upon. I sincerely 

encourage all Orioz members to share ideas on how we can make the Orioz events exciting 

and engaging enough for our next generation so this garden we have created in Australia can 

keep flourishing for years to come. 
 

On a lighter note, while I finish writing this sitting in Shanghai on a cold January night, 

it is a freezing -3c outside, but my heart warms up as I glance down at my Whatsapp. It is 

buzzing with messages from the Sammilani organising community, menus being reviewed, 

logistics being debated over, activities being planned, finances being arranged - a maddening 

frenzy similar to that experienced in the days before a big Odia family wedding. Wait - come 

to think of it, there's a proper word for it: 

UNMAAD! 
 

There couldn't have been a more appropriate name chose for the 9th Orioz 

Sammilani! 
 

I sincerely look forward to meeting a whole lot of you at the 2018 Sammilani and I 

cannot wait to for the day to come when everyone gets together for one more Mahakhatti. 

Goes without saying that the feeling would be mutual across the board. I'm personally looking 

forward to meeting my old state mates from NSW, rekindling those old friendships from my 

first ever Sammilani experience in 2006. 
 

For the 2018 Sammilani, we are anticipating more participation than ever before with 

almost 200 Odias, young and old, getting together. To top it off, it is almost a celestial 

coincidence that the biggest confluence of Odias in Australia ever is happening during Utkal 

Dibas 2018. This unique alignment can only be outdone if the things that are most dear to the 

heart of the humble Odia expat - chaha, khatti, nacha, geeta, khela kuda and ‘pakhala bhata’ 

also abound in those days. From what I can make out from thus far - we won’t be 

disappointed! 
 

I am sure the visionary group of community leaders who started it all in 2005 would be very 

proud to see where we stand today! 

 
Shasank Mohapatra 

Melbourne 



SN_ðÐ\ A`Z cÐ_*e jaÊ jé`ðLÊ jÐLÐe Le«Ê, QLÍÒe `ËÒeB h< AYÊAf LeÞ 

eMú\Ð«Ê, H[ÞLÞ LÐc_Ð Ð  

ÐÐ S¯ SN_ðÐ\ ÐÐ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ekÞ?” cÐÒ_ auÊ kÑ_ SÑa_ J jËdàÔ aÞ_Ð 

ó̀\úaÑ jc÷a _ÊÒkÜ Ð A`ZcÐÒ_ JXÞhÐe 

ÒbßÐNfÞL jÑcÐ V`Þ aÞÒ]h cÐVÞÒe _ÞSLÊ 

`Í[ÞºÞ[ LeÞaÐ jkÞ[ _ÞS jÕ²ó[Þ, `eÕ`eÐ J 

I[ÞkLÊ aÞ SÐaÊXÞ ^eÞ ajÞR«Þ SÐZÞ akÊ[ MÊjÞ 

mÐNÞmÐ Ð _ÞS `Í[ÞbÐe AÒmÐLÒe A`ZcÐÒ_ 

HL HL a[ÑOe kÊ@«Ê Ð HcÞ[Þ HLÐWÞ `e¸eLÊ 

Òjðk, cc[Ð, bm`ÐBaÐe jÊÒ_mÞ jÊ[ÐÒe aÐuÞ 

eMú\ÐA«Ê Ð JXÞA* HcÞ[Þ ÒNÐÒV `aàÒe 

ÒcÐÒ[ ÒdÐN Ò]aÐe jÊÒdÐN Ò]B\úaÐeÊ cÊÜ 

A`Z cÐ_* `ÐMÒe Ló[s Ð ""Òk JXÞA cÐVÞe 

`Ê@, dDÜWÞ \úÒmaÞ, dÊAÒX NÒmaÞ, HLÐWÞ 

ÒkBLÞ eÊk"" Ð  

 

 @Ò½ÍmÞA aÐjÑ ÒcÐe jaÊ bÐB J bDZÑ cÐ_*Ê HB ""JXÞA cÒkÐjúa"" `ÐBÜ hÊÒboÐ J 

@bÞ_t_ Ð JXÞAÒe ÒNÐÒV L\Ð @RÞ – “@auÊ SÑa_ @jËdàÔ ckÑ, Ò]k ^eÞ ÒLkÞ `ÐeÞa  
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[ÊÒc ÒjWÞ, AÒc÷ HWÞ, AD HÒa [ÊÒc J AÒc jaÊ HLÐWÞ Ð  

HLÐWÞeÊ MVÞ, MVÞeÊ cªÞ, AD cªÞeÊ ""D_êÐ]"" ÐÐ 

 

 2018 Òe AÒ¯ÐSÞ[ ]ÞéaÐiàÞLÑ JXÞA j®Þf_Ñ "D_êÐ]' LÊ JeÞJSç B[ÞkÐjÒe jêeZÑ¯ 

LeÞaÐ `ÐBÜ "" Í̀ÐQÑ"" e Q[Ê\à j*f_ HL _ËA eË`ÒeM Ò_B ""jêeZÞLÐ"" bÐÒa ]ÑOà 4 aiàe 

aÔa^Ð_ `Òe `ÊZÞ A`ZcÐ_* _ÞLVLÊ Ò$eÞAjÞRÞ Ð  aj« F[Êe cÐ]L[Ð `eÞÒahÒe, 

`ÍÐLó[ÞL jaÊSÞcÐ ÒjßÐtdàÔbeÐ bÞLçÒVÐeÞA eÐSÔÒe ]Þé[Ñ¯ \e `ÐBÜ @_ÊºÞ[ ÒkÐB\úaÐ  

JeÞJSçe 9c j®Þf_Ñe auÊ[é`ËÀà aÐ[ÐaeZ jk `ÍÐQÑe HkÞ 'jêeZÞLÐ' j*f_e  @`Ëaà 

jÕÒdÐN @Ò½ÍmÞAe aÞbÞ_ð `ÍÐ«eÊ AjÞ\úaÐ JXÞA `ÍaÐjÑ @[Þ\úcÐ_*Ê jÐ]e @bÞ_t_ LeÞaÐ 

jÒ= jÒ= A`ZcÐ_* c^ÔÒe ekÞ\úaÐ 'JXÞA bÐaÐ«L' jéÐbÞcÐ_LÊ AkÊeÞ afÞº LeÞa ÒaÐmÞ 

AhÐ Ð HWÐÒe ajaÐj LeÊ\úaÐ JXÞA `ÍaÐjÑ, [\Ð JXÞhÐÒe ajaÐj LeÊ\úaÐ ÒjcÐ_* 

jÕ`LàÑ¯ HaÕ O_Þº auÊcÐ_* bÐa_Ð J j]ÞoÐLÊ HL mÞMú[ eË`Ð¯_ Ò]B 'D_êÐ]' bfÞ  HL 

@aÞjêeZÑ¯ j®Þf_Ñ `eÞÒahÒe D`yÞ[Þ, '`ÍÐQÑ' e B[ÞkÐjÒe ÒaÐÒ^ `Í\c HaÕ H\ú`ÐBÜ 

[Ð'e ]ÑOà 4 aiàe @_Ê`yÞ[Þ S_Þ[ ÒM]  cìÐ_ `XÞdÐB\úaÐ  ÒaÐmÞ cÒ_kÊH Ð 

  

 @_Ô `ÍÐ«Òe ÒLßÐZjÞ HL jc aÞhÞ½ bÐiÐ J jÕ²ó[Þ Ò_B NYÞ DWÞ\úaÐ jcÐSe 

elZÐÒalZ J aÞLÐh ̀ ÐBÜ HbfÞ j®Þf_Ñ AÒ¯ÐS_e _Þ[Ð« AahÔL[Ð ekÞRÞ Ð _ÞSe ̀ eÞQÞ[Þ 

aSÐ¯ eMúaÐLÊ HkÐ HL aÞhÞ½ D`Ð]Ð_,  @Ò_L `eÞcÐZÒe jé[Ó Í̀aór, HaÕ LDÜ AaÐkcÐ_ 

LÐfeÊ ÒaÐÒ^ HbfÞ cÞf_e `eÕ`eÐ DZÐ @^úÒL ekÞAjÞRÞ Ð jébÐa LaÞ jéNàÑ¯ N=Ð^e 

ÒcÒke* bÐiÐÒe - 

  

""auÊ _ÞLVÒe c_L\Ð jaÊ LkÞaÐLÊ mÐÒN jÊM Ð  

aj« _ÞLÒV [kÞÜ `ÐBÜ jÞ_Ð `ÞL kÊH aÐa]ËL ÐÐ 

jÕ `Ð ] LÑ ¯… 



 

 

 `ÍLó[Òe Ò]MúaÐLÊ NÒm  ""D_êÐ]"" bfÞ j®Þf_Ñ `e¸e c^ÔÒe jÊjÕÒdÐN HaÕ bÐa 

A]Ð_ Í̀]Ð_ `ÐBÜ HL `Íhª Òl[Í HaÕ @`Ëaà jÊÒdÐN Ð LÐdàÔakÊf SÑa_^ÐeÐe aÔ[ÞaÔª[ÐeÊ 

aÐkÐeÞ AjÞ, ]Ëe ]ËeÐ«eÊ bÍcZ S_Þ[ ÒLìhLÊ AÒXB Ò]B, `ÍÐLó[ÞL `eÞÒah beÐ HcÞ[Þ HL 

SÐNÐÒe ]ÑOà jc¯ ^eÞ HL[ÍÞ[ ÒkaÐ HaÕ [Ð' jÐ=LÊ HL[Í h¯_, HL[Í ÒbÐS_, aÞbÞ_ð 

jÐÕ²ó[ÞL LÐdàÔLÍc J jÐcÊkÞL LÍÑXÐÒe bÐNÒ_aÐ aÔ[Ñ[ _ÞS cÐ[óbÐiÐÒe bÐa aÞ_Þc¯Òe 

ÒdDÜ A_t, [ÐkÐ @[Êf_Ñ¯ Ð jÒaàÐ`eÞ, jÐcÐSÞL cËmÔÐ*_ ]ó½ÞeÊ HkÐe `ÍbÐa ANÐcÑ 

aÕhÒ¡Ða cÐ_* D`Òe NbÑe bÐÒa `XÞ\ÐH HaÕ _ÞS bÐiÐ J jÕ²ó[ÞLÊ jców LeÞaÐÒe 

jkÐ¯L ÒkÐB\ÐH Ð  

 

 QÞeÒjÍÐ[Ð jc¯ eË`L _]ÑÒe cZÞi SÑa_ÒjÍÐ[ _ÞcÞr cÐ[Í Ð ÒjkÞ SÑa_ÒjÐÍ[e 

ÒLÒ[ jêÌ[Þ jc¯ eË`L _]Ñe aÐmÞ Òhd D`Òe `XÞ ekÞRÞ, ÒLÒ[L LÐfLÍÒc a_ÔÐÒe aÊXÞ 

dÐBR«Þ, ÒLÒ[ jcÊ]Í [e=Òe DbÐ_ç ÒkÐBR«Þ, AD ÒLÒ[ a[ÐjÒe _Þ`Ð[ ÒkÐBR«Þ Ð LÞ«Ê 

Òj jaÊ [Òf HcÞ[Þ ÒLÒ[L jêÌ[Þ mÊQÞ ekÞ\ÐH dÐkÐLÞ ÒLÒaaÞ bÊmÞ kÊH_Ð Ð ''`ÍÐQÑ''e H 

""jêeZÞLÐ jÕLf_"" HbfÞ HL jêÌ[Þe mlÔ Ò_B A`ZcÐ_* ]éÐÒe D`yÞ[ Ð @Ò½ÍmÞA ckÐÒ]h 

aÞbÞ_ð `ÍÐ«eÊ  [\Ð jÊ]Ëe JXÞhÐeÊ kªN[ ÒkÐB\úaÐ, aÞÒhiLeÞ dÊa`ÑXÑ* ÒmMÐNÊXÞL 

@Ð`ZcÐ_* c_LÊ _Þ¾¯ RÊBÜa Ð [Ð' j=LÊ jcÐÒah ÒkÐB\úaÐ `ÊeÐ[_ LÐfe LÞRÞ ÒmMÐ, 

JeÞJSç `eÞaÐe cÐ_* Ò$ÐÒVÐ jk hÊÒboÐ aÐràÐ  ""`ÍÐQÑ""e `eÞjeLÊ AkÊeÞ c_c[ÐZÞA 

LeÞRÞ Ð ASÞLÐmÞ DZÐ@^úÒL jcª*Ê aÔª eMú\úaÐ Ò$jçaÊLç J kéÐVj`ç A]ÞeÊ LÞRÞ jc¯ `ÐBÜ 

aÐkÐeÞAjÞ A`ZcÐÒ_ ''`ÍÐQÑ''Òe `ÍLÐhÞ[ ÒmMÐ J hÊÒboÐ aÐràÐ NÊXÞLÊ `Y«Ê,   Ò$ÐÒVÐQÞ[Í 

Ò]M«Ê, HaÕ [Ð'e cSÐ _Þ@«Ê; A`Z* c_ ̀ ËeÞ DWÞa, AD ""D_êÐ]"" HaÕ ""`ÍÐQÑ""e LcàLràÐ* 

hÍc c^Ô jÐ\àL Òka Ð 

ÐÐ _c²Ðe HaÕ S¯ SN_ðÐ\ ÐÐ 

 

ÒNÐaÞt cÞhÍ 

(ÒcmÒaÐÀà) 

 



 

           

 

@Ò½mÞAÒe ajaÐj LeÊ\úaÐ `ÍaÐjÑ JXÞA cÐ_* `ÍÒQ½ÐÒe aÐiàÞL B-`[ÍÞLÐ 

""`ÍÐQÑ""e `Í\c jÕ²eZ 2011 cjÞkÐÒe cÊ¦Þ mÐb LeÞ\úmÐ Ð H Ò_B JeÞJSçe `Ëaà[_ 

jbÐ`[Þ hÍÑ eÐÒStÍ `ÐYÑ* akÊ]Þ_e bÐa_ÐLÊ eË` Ò]aÐ`ÐBÜ jÕ`Ð]L bËcÞLÐ _ÞbÐB\úÒm 

hÍÑ ÒNÐaÞt cÞhÍ Ð  _ÞS S_êcÐVÞeÊ @Ò_L ]Ëe  `ÍÐQÔ ckÐÒ]h @Ò½ÍmÞAÒe ajaÐj LeÞaÐ 

jÒ=jÒ= _ÞS _ÞS c^ÔÒe ekÞ\úaÐ c^Êe jÕ`LàLÊ AkÊeÞ _ÞaÞX LeÞaÐ, _ÞS cÐ[óbÐiÐ J 

jÕ²ó[Þe D_ð[Þ [\Ð _ÞS _ÞS c^ÔÒe mÊ£Ð¯Þ[ ÒkÐB ekÞ\úaÐ bÐa_Ðe `eÞ`ÍLÐhLÊ yÐ`_Ð 

LeÞaÐ DÒ~hÔ Ò_B ÒkÐB\úmÐ ''`ÍÐQÑ'' e AaÞbàÐa Ð aÞÒhi LeÞ HWÐLÐe JXÞA `ÍaÐjÑ 

`eÞaÐe [\Ð JXÞhÐÒe ekÊ\úaÐ ÒjcÐ_*e jÕ`LàÑ¯ aNà* ÒmMÐ NÊXÞLÊ jÕNókÑ[ LeÞ HkÞ 

`[ÍÞLÐÒe R`ÐBaÐe ÒdÐS_Ð ÒkÐB\úmÐ Ð 2011 eÊ 2013 `dàÔ« LÍcÐN[ [ÞÒ_ÐVÞ 

jÕ²eZ `Òe `earàÑ aià  cÐ_*Òe  ÒLßÐZjÞ  LÐeZeÊ ""`ÍÐQÑ"" `ÍLÐhÞ[  ÒkÐB`ÐeÞ 

_\úmÐ Ð HkÞ B-`[ÍÞLÐVÞe `Ê_Ó `ÍLÐh_ `ÐBÜ  LÞRÞ `ÍaÐjÑ JXÞA cÐ_*e D]ÔcÒe HL 

jÕ`Ð]L c¨fÑ NWÞ[ ÒkÐB\úmÐ Ð jÕ`Ð]L c¨fÑe j]jÔ cÐ_* `ÍÒQ½ÐÒe 2018 

cjÞkÐÒe ''`ÍÐQÑ'' e Q[Ê\à jÕLf_ `ÐBÜ aÐV $ÞVÞ \úmÐ HaÕ ÒNÐaÞt aÐaÊ `Ê_¾ jÕ`Ð]LÑ¯ 

bËcÞLÐ ]Ð¯Þ[é [ÊmÐB HkÐe `Ê_eÊwÐe `ÐBÜ j$fLÐc ÒkÐBR«Þ Ð H\ú`ÐBÜ jcª ÒmML J 

ÒmMÞLÐ aÞÒhi LeÞ jÊ]Ëe LÊH[Òe ekÞ c^Ô _ÞSe LÐdàÔakÊf Ò]ß_tÞ_ SÑa_Òe akÊcËmÔ 

jc¯ Ò]B `ÍÐQÑ-4 e jÕ²eZ `ÐBÜ hÍÑ ÒNÐaÞtaÐaÊ* `ÍÒQ½Ð DÒmìMÒdÐNÔ Ð AhÐ, HkÐ 

Ac ÒcmÒaÐÀàÒe @_ÊºÞ[ ""JeÞJSç"" e 9c ]ÞéaÐiàÞLÑ j®Þf_Ñ ""D_êÐ]"" Òe DÒ_ÐêQÞ[ ÒkÐB 

HkÞ D`mÒl Ac jcª JXÞA ̀ ÍaÐjÑ* ̀ ÐBÜ HL ""jêeZÞLÐ"" ÒkÐB ekÞa Ð AkÊeÞ AhÐLÒe 

Òd HkÐLÊ `YÞ @Ò½ÍmÞAÒe ekÊ\úaÐ jcª JXÞA `eÞaÐeaNà JXÞAe jéÐbÞcÐ_, bÐiÐ J 

jÕ²ó[ÞLÊ aSÐH eMúÒa Ð 

 

  HkÐkÞÜ ÒcÐe Í̀bÊ hÍÑ SN_ðÐ\* _ÞLVÒe cÞ_[Þ Ð 

     eÐSÒhMe AQÐdàÔ 

(ÒcmÒaÐÀà, bÞLçÒVÐeÞA) 



 

 

cÞ_[Þ Prabhat Nalini Nayak 

The Beach to me Shloka Das (Khusi) 
Popularizing Odia Cuisine Mithun Panigrahi 
The Storm Sheena Mishra 
Radhika Swain’s Achievements  
My Experience at Leonara Shuvangi Sahu 

TÞ@VÞH Jyotsnarani Ratha 

@có[ j«Ð_ 

e\ dÐ[ÍÐ 

`eÑlÐ 

BtÍ^_Ê 

@SÐ [Êc jÐ\úÒe 

Anjali Dalabehera 

Anjali Dalabehera 

Anjali Dalabehera 

Anjali Dalabehera 

Anjali Dalabehera 

A Chapter That’s you 
byvPw 
Shadows of your memories 
Sweet Love 
The wonder called you 

Shephalee Dash 
Shephalee Dash 
Shephalee Dash 
Shephalee Dash 
Shephalee Dash 

Aarà_ Pratibha Pritimita 

@^ÐLÊkÐ N` Mamata Pattnaik 

Fooled by Age Samyak Mishra 
Jatra (Painting) Subrat Mishra 
Let Love and Compassion guide our Path Dr Abinash Mishra 

Ò`Íc HL `Íhð QÞkð Subrat Mishra 

iPr BI ijNdgI hY KUvsUrq Subrat Mishra 
Painting (Syrian Golden Hamster) Shubhangi Sahu 

HÒaaÞ aqúRÞ cÊÜ Shovesh Chhotray 

`ËSÐ Djúa $Þ½ ABVcç (aÞ_Ð Þ̀AS ejÊZ, AfÊ-$ÊmÒLÐaÞ ÒTÐf) Smita Mishra 

NÐÜ cÐVÞ RÊBÜÒm Bijay Pradhan 

JéÐ_ ÒJé kéÐVj@`ç ÒeÐcÐ_çj Govinda Mishra 

Everybody says I am fine Debasis Chaudhury 

_Là Satya Pattnaik 

_Þ¾¯ dÞaÐ Indira Mohapatra 

`ÍÒkfÞLÐ Collection ( Danai Prahalika) 

Life Sasmita Ray 

ÒmÐÒL ÒaÐmÞÒa L'Z Godabarisha Mohapatra 

The Good, Bad & Ugly Mohan V. 

aÞhé hÐ«Þ Jagdish C Mohapatra 

`ËaàeÐN Mamata Pattnaik 

]Ñ`ÐafÑ Shankarshana Parishad 

AN LÐfÒe ÒmMÐ dÐD\úaÐ `[Í J ]eMÐª DXÞA Q[Ê\à (j=Ík) 
 



   

lÊ]Í HL VÞLÞ $Êm cÊÜ  HB ^eÐÒe 

[ÊÒc cÐfÐLÐe jÐSÞ Aj ÒcÐe `ÐÒh 

Ò[ÐfÞ Ò_B H $ÊmVÞ [ÊceÞ cÐfÐÒe 

M&ÞÒ]a, [Êc `Ò], cÞ_[Þ H[ÞLÞ  ÐÐ 1ÐÐ 

 

cÊÜ HL QÐeÐNR [Êc aNÞQÐÒe 

jÕjÐe D]ÔÐ_ cÐfÞ [ÊÒc `eÐÒ]a 

LeÊZÐe aÐeÞ jÞqú aqÐB eMúa 

RÐ¯Ð]ÐÒ_ LeÞaÐLÊ j$f SÑa_ ÐÐ 2 ÐÐ 

 

cÊÜ HL cÐVÞ`Þ¨ ^ËfÞe ^eÐÒe 

Òk ckÐ_ç LÊc÷LÐe Ò[ÐfÞ_Þ@ ÒcÐÒ[ 

BoÐe QLÒe Ò\ÐB NYÞ]Þ@ `Ð[Í 

mÐNÞa Òj ÒdDÜ`eÞ cÐ_a ÒjaÐÒe ÐÐ 3 ÐÐ 

 

cÊÜ HL SfLZÐ ALÐh alÒe 

Òk ck[ `Íb&_ aÐkÞ_Þ@ ÒcÐÒ[ 

YÐfÞ]Þ@ Ò_B ÒLDÜ [óiÐrà [Ê¨Òe 

L¶ [Ð'e jÐc_Ô[ J]Ð ÒkÐBdÞa ÐÐ 4 ÐÐ 

 

cÊÜ HL @_ðLZÐ Ló`Ð`Ð[Í cÒ^Ô 

D]e SÐfÐÒe aÞhé ÒkD@RÞ OÐeÞ 

Òk aÞhéÐcúÐ Ò_B ÒcÐÒ[ be [Êc [ÊÒ¨ 

H aÞhée SWeeÊ lÊ^Ð dÐD ]ËÒe ÐÐ 5 ÐÐ 

 

------0-----  

`ÍbÐ[ _fÞ_Ñ _Ð¯L 

(ÒcmÒaÐÀà) 



 

 



 

 
 
 
 
 

I was thinking to pen down something that would be of everyone’s interest. And what 
better topic than FOOD for Odia folks!! 
 

Over the years, I am asked this question often by non-Odia fraternity, arising purely 
out of their curiosity -- "What are the special dishes in Odia cuisine?" I do mention few 
delicacies, and provide explanation as well to emphasize on the uniqueness. However, couple 
of thoughts linger which I would like to bring forward in this forum: 
 

My humble opinion formed thru some keen observation is - People outside of Odisha 
are not very well versed with signature Odia cuisine. Though some have a fleeting idea, the 
trademark association is evidently missing. Which makes me wonder why something as 
delightful and exclusive as Odia cuisine doesn’t demand instant 'brand recall'? 
 

As we would all concur, the authenticity of our preparations is second to none. 
However, the missing piece of the puzzle is 'Marketing'. By our very nature, we are a humble 
and non-pompous race, aren’t we? But in today's times, publicising is as important as the 
product itself; necessary even for high-budget movies and I-phones. 
 

I will not get into the details of specific dishes here. Given the number of distinct and 
delicious items across different parts of Odisha, that would be quite a task. One concern is if 
these delightful recipes are not shared and practice not made widespread, it may shrink over 
time. For example, our traditional pickles. The immense knowledge has not trickled down well 
through generations. Expertise remains only in selected pockets, and it is a possibility that 
couple of generations down the line we may not get to savour the entire range of home-made 
pickles which we so enjoyed in our childhood. 
 

There are not many restaurants specifically for Odia cuisine either (outside Odisha, of 
course), which is not helping the cause. Having lived in Bangalore for quite some time, I see 
that recently some have propped up, primarily small scale eat-outs to cater to needs of Odia 
folks and neighbouring states.  
However, restaurants showcasing the entire gamut are few and far between. The irony is 
Odia chefs/ cooks are probably most sought in many Indian cities.  
 

So… how could more awareness be created? We could probably debate that 
successive Governments haven't showcased enough. But that’s just passing the buck (to 
none!). The Odisha tourism ads too have no mention of the delicacies that visitors could relish. 
Let’s think where could we pitch in? Few aspects to ponder over pakhala lunch: 
 

- For entrepreneurs, possibility of an Odia restaurant / productize a food item 
- Advertise our cuisine among wider audience/print media/internet, in theoretical 
and practical ways 

- Take pride in talking about its exclusivity and diversity 
 



 

Mithun Panigrahi, Westmaid 

(Sydney) 

Benefits? Along with more cognizance, multiple avenues do open up!! That’s for 
another day … 

 
We, as such a food-loving clan, part of our heritage in fact. Jagannath Temple maha-

prasad is testimony to it.  
 

Then why keep our flavours low profile? Food for thought... 
Till then, a malpua a day keeps the ill thoughts away 

 
============= 

$fbÐÒe @a_[ d\Ð [eÊNZ, SfbÐÒe @a_[ _Ñe] Òdj_ Ð 

_Ð_Ð NÊÒZ ÒjkÞ`eÞ _cÍ jÐ^ÊSÒ_, IhédàÔÒe c^Ô Naà _ak«Þ cÒ_ 

ÐÐ 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 



 

 

 

The Clouds are feeling glum, 

As they eat away the Sun, 

The rain kisses my cheeks,  

As the water starts to leak. 
 

The Moon glares at me, 

As the leaves dance in glee, 

The trees sway together, 

As I grab my small umbrella. 
 

The wind starts to howl, 

As the clouds give a growl, 

I get my hot chocolate, 

As the lightning strikes like a rocket. 
 

Soon the clouds feel relaxed, 

As the rainbow attacks, 

The storm is finally done, 

It’s time to have some fun. 

 

--------------------- 

Sheena Mishra 
(Brisbane)  



Radhika Swain (14 years old, daughter of Shantanu & Natasha, 

Perth) represented Western Australia in the recently concluded national 

championship held in Sep,2017 at Kingsway Indoor Stadium, Perth. In 

this event, she played all formats of the game i.e. Singles, Doubles and 

Mixed doubles in the team championship. Her contribution made 

Western Australia emerge as the third best team in the interstate junior 

championship behind Victoria and NSW respectively. 

Currently she trains under former Australian and Indian player 

Himanshu Thacker and former Australian Commonwealth player 

Nicholas Kidd. She aspires to represent Western Australia Team for 

under 17 in the Interstate Championship shortly. 

She thanks her well-wishers in ORIOZ members and coaches for 

their constant encouragements and support. 





 

 

 



 

 

 

 

_C LËfÞA TÞ@ cÊÜ Òd 

    ÒkaÞ jÐNe LËfe ÒaÐkË Ð 

héhÊe Oe Ë̀eÑ jke 

cZÞi kÐDdÐD ÐÐ 1 ÐÐ 

 

ae QÐLÞeÑ ]ÞmìÑ _NeÑ 

Ò]MÐ«Þ ÒLÒ[ bÐD Ð 

]Þ@e _Zt cÐf cÐf 

jbÞ* _ËA ÒaÐD ÐÐ 2 ÐÐ 

 

cÊ¨ ADÜjÞ AhÑi Ò]B 

Lk«Þ jÊLÊcÐeÑ Ð 

hÐhÊ héhÊe Ò]a[Ð Ò[Ðe 

LeÞÒa ÒNkìÐ bÐeÞ ÐÐ 4 ÐÐ 

 

`ÊeÑ aÐjÑ* `jt ÒahÞ 

XÐmcÐ QÊXÐ OiÐ Ð 

jeÊ QLÊfÞ RÊ}ú `[e 

Ò`ÐX Þ̀WÐ AeÞjÐ ÐÐ6 ÐÐ 

 

héhÊÊe Oe akÊ LÊVÊcÑé 

RÐ[ÞÒe `Òh ]LÐ Ð 

`ÐÒh ajÐB ÒaÐ^ ]Þ@«Þ 

ÒjÐc_Ð\ LLÐ ÐÐ 3 ÐÐ 

 

AhÐ LeÊRÞ ck[ eMúaÊ 

LeÞaÊ_Þ ÒmÐLkjÐ Ð 

hÞMÞdÐ jaÊ ÒeÐÒiB aÐj 

AfÊ Ò`ÐVf ejÐ ÐÐ 5 ÐÐ 

 

HL\Ð hÊZÞ ]eceÐ cÊÜ 

ÒkmÐ ÒcÐ aÊwÞ aZÐ Ð 

aÞaÐk `Òe LÞ' mÐb Òka 

ckÐ Í̀bÊ*Ê SZÐ ÐÐ7 ÐÐ 

ÒSÔÐjúÐðeÐZÑ e\ 

(AdàÔcÐ e\ AQÐdàÔ* (ÒeÐSÞ) ÒaÐD) 

ÒcmÒaÐÀà 



 

 

 

 

Over a year ago I decided that I would volunteer at a rural school for a week. Two 

months ago, I decided to do it again, but at another school. Was it a crazy decision? Yes. 

Was it a good decision? It was perhaps one of the best decisions I’ve ever made. Those two 

weeks changed my perspective of life.  

 

Teach Learn Grow (TLG) is a student run volunteering program that engages 

university students to travel to rural Australian Schools in Western Australia and tutor 

Mathematics to primary school students who don’t receive the same education as most of 

us do. When I first applied, I didn’t know what to expect, I mean I was spending the first 

week of my summer holidays sleeping on the floors of the school library with a group of 12 

strangers, so it was understandable that I was nervous. Little did I know that this trip would 

have such a large positive impact on my life.  

 

Leonora District High School was the second 

rural program I’ve been on and it was 

approximately 11 hours away from Perth by train 

and bus. After a day of travelling we approached a 

small town with buildings that resembled the 

grocery store, post office, petrol pump and aquatic 

centre. Houses were scattered around these 

buildings. I was so surprised, it was as though I was 

in another country as it was so drastically different to the city I’ve been born and brought up 

in. My mind began to race and I started asking myself the question ‘How on earth do people 

live here?’. Even the school was smaller than the primary school I attended, this didn’t  have 

an impact on the sense of belonging and community within the school that I soon grew to 

know.  

 

I had received three students to tutor over the week but because the teachers at 

Leonora were so delighted to have us help at their school, I ended up looking after 4 to 5 

students per session. It was a fun challenge to engage all these students as they weren’t 

used to receiving huge amounts of attention from tutors. Even though some students had 

no shoes, no backpack they still came to school with massive smiles on their faces, all ready 

to play ‘Whats the time Mr Wolf’ or ‘Go Fish’, it was heart warming.  

 



 

 

Some of the children I have taught have dealt with horrible circumstances. Suicide, 

domestic violence and alcohol addiction are common in rural towns like Leonora. 

Comparing with metropolitan students is saddening since students from these rural schools 

are statistically less likely to finish even high school. Some may even never get a job. While 

working with these kids, though I see their potential, they often don’t see it themselves 

consequently giving up before they have even tried. And thus, this forms a downwards 

spiral in their education as they see no value in their learning. One of the main issues is that 

these students don’t have positive role models to lead them into the right direction and 

hence give into peer pressure easily. This is where I’ve realised the 

impact TLG has on students’ lives and also in bridging the education 

gap.  

 

There are so many memories that I will take away from my 

rural program with TLG, from the school community, the students and 

even other members of my TLG team. I’ve learnt about the 

inequalities in the prevailing education system, and about how to 

work with different people from different backgrounds to achieve a 

common goal. While mathematics may be an aspect that is integral to 

the skills learned in the classroom, sometimes, just simply taking out 

the time and listening to students makes a massive difference. It’s 

truly mind boggling that the harsh reality is that, often a post-code can 

define a student’s educational opportunities. For that reason, I’m humbled to be a part of 

this journey as its definitely changed the trajectory of my life and I can only hope that this 

leads to real change, eventually bridging the gap of educational disparity.  

 

          

 

 

 

Shuvangi Sahu 
         (Perth) 

 
 
 

ÒLÐVÞH j«Ð_ ÒNÐVÞH jéeÒe S__Ñ S__Ñ XÐL 

[ó»ÐÒe LÐ[e NN_LÊ QÐkÞÜ ÒdjÒ_ XÐÒL QÐ[L 

 



 

 



 

 

 

 (bËaÒ_hée) 

(jÊSÞ[ ÒS_Ð* (jÞX_Þ) bÐZÞSÞ) 
 



 

  

 

 

 

@Ò_L bÞ[Òe kSÐB _ÞSLÊ 

  ÒMÐÒS _ÐkÞÜ AcúÐmÞ`Þ Ð 

`e`ÐBÜ dÞH SÑa_ DjúÒNà 

  LcàÒe jc¯ cÐ`Þ ÐÐ 1 ÐÐ 

 

 

 

 

 

LkÞ\ÐH j]Ð LÊkÊLÞ_Ð WÐeÊ 

  SfÞ mÞbÞdÞaÐ bm Ð 

Ò]h ]h `ÐBÜ SÑa_ _Ò]Òm 

  Òj SÑaÒ_ LÞ'aÐ $f? ÐÐ 2 ÐÐ 

 

aeiÐ eÐ[ÞÒe a_ÔÐ aÞ`rÞÒe 

  NeÞa* jÐÒ\ eÒk Ð 

ÒMÐSÞ_Þ ÒLÒaÒj eÐSÐe DAj 

 (MÐmÞ) jÊM ]ÊÓM aÐÃÞ\ÐH ÐÐ 3 ÐÐ 

 

 

 

 

kÐ[ ]ÊB [Ð'e e[ _Þe«e  

  LeÞaÐLÊ S_ kÞ[ Ð 

`Ð] ]ÊB [Ð'e j]Ð Qqf 

  @jkÐÒ¯ LÒe h¦ ÐÐ 4 ÐÐ 

 

AMú ]ÊB jÞ_Ð `eÒM _ÞeÒM 

  ]Ê_ÞAe bm ct Ð 

LÐ_ ]ÊB [Ð'e j]Ð SÐNÍ[ 

  hÊZÞaÐLÊ `e dh ÐÐ 5 ÐÐ 

 

 

 

 

JW [Ð' ÒMÐmÞÒm c^Êe aQ_ 

  bÞSÐH jLf c_ Ð 

[_ c_ ^_ jaÊ jc`Þà[ 

  Òj'[ @có[ j«Ð_ ÐÐ 6 ÐÐ 

 



 

 

AiÐY cÐj hÊLì `l [Þ\ú ]Þé[Ñ¯ÐÒe [Êc dÐ[ Ð 

e\dÐ[ÍÐ _ÐÒc SNÒ[ aÞMÔÐ[ Òj'[ NÊ¨ÞQÐ dÐ[ ÐÐ 

 

bÐB bBZÑ*Ê jÐ=Òe ^eÞ eÒ\ [ÊÒc  aÞeÐSÞ[ Ð 

SN[ S_*Ê ]eh_ ]Þ@ aX]ÐÒ¨ SN_ðÐ\ ÐÐ 

 

ÒLÒ[ eÐBSe _e_ÐeÑ cÐÒ_ kÊ@«Þ ÒjWÐÒe WÊf Ð 

aÍÐkêZ Q¨Ðf hÊ]Í `eÞdÒ« jbÞHÜ kÊ@«Þ Òcf ÐÐ 

 

e\ QD`ÐÒh jÊ_Ð MXÞLÐÒe JfÐB ]Þ@«Þ eÐSÐ Ð 

kÊfkÊfÞ jÒ= keÞÒaÐm jÐÒ\ aÐSÊ\ÐH ÒLÒ[ aÐSÐ ÐÐ 

 

_tÞÒOÐi e\ QÐÒm NXÞ NXÞ aX]Ð¨ ]ÊmÊLÐB Ð 

NÊ¨ÞQÐ OeLÊ dÞaÐe aÐVÒe @VLÞaÐ LÐkÐ `ÐBÜ ? ÐÐ 

 

cÐDjÑ Oee Ò`ÐX Þ̀WÐ `ÐBÜ aÐVÒe eMÞm e\ Ð 

bL[ S_*Ê ]eh_ Ò]m eÒ\ ekÞ SN_ðÐ\ ÐÐ 

 

AÒk SN_ðÐ\ ÒLÒ[ cÊÜ AhÐÒe aX]ÐÒ¨ @RÞ ajÞ Ð 

[Êc ]ehÒ_ cÊL[Þ mbÞaÞ LeÊZÐ ]Þ@ aeiÞ ÐÐ 

 

--------- 

 
 



 

 

`ÐW cÐ Þ̀aÐLÊ AÒj `eÑlÐ 

`ÞmÐ* c_Òe AÒj R_LÐ Ð 

Ò]Mú Ò]Mú NmÐ aeÒi NXÞ 

c_^ÔÐ_ Ò]B ÒkÐB_Þ `YÞ ÐÐ 

 

 

 

aÞsÐ_eÊ @^Ð @* M¨ÞA 

BÕeÐSÑ Ò]MúÒm cÐeÊRÞ XÞAÜ Ð 

jÕ²ó[ ScÐ cÒ_ eÊÒk_Ð 

bËÒNÐf SÔÐcÞ[Þ @*Þ kÊH_Ð ÐÐ 

ÒV½ Ò``eVÞ ekÞRÞ QÐkÞÜ 

@bÔÐj MÐ[Ðe WÞLZÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð 

OeVÐ beÞRÞ jÐ\Ñ akÞÒe 

`YÞaÐLÊ AD Òaf LÐkÞÜÒe ? ÐÐ 

 

 

 

`ÐW`YÐ ÒaÒf Ò]mÊ_Þ c_ 

HÒaÒf LÐkÞÜÒe ÒkD Do_ð ? 

cÊ¨ LQÐXÞÒm LÞ Òka bÐB ? 

Òaf NmÐ NXÞ SNÞmÊ _ÐkÞÜ ÐÐ 

 

VÞbÞÒe c³ÞmÊ ]Þ_ J eÐ[Þ 

LÍÞÒLVç ÒMfÒe ekÞmÊ cÐ[Þ Ð 

baÞiÔ[ L\Ð bÐaÞmÊ _ÐkÞÜ 

ÒMfÞ aÊmÞ Ò]mÊ Òaf LVÐB ÐÐ 

 

 

 

HÒa `eÑlÐLÊ ÒkD RÐ_ÞA 

WÐLÊe* `ÐÒ] cÐeÊ cÊ¨ÞA Ð 

]Ñ` ^Ë` Ò]B LeÊ cÞ_[Þ 

`eÑlÐÒe `Ðjç ÒkD ÒLcÞ[Þ ÐÐ 

 

LràaÔ _ LeÞ LeÞÒm ÒkfÐ 

cTÞ ]eÞAÒe aÊXÞa ÒbfÐ Ð 

jc¯LÊ SNÞ LeÞÒm LÐc 

SÑa_ [Êce ÒkÐBa ^_Ô ÐÐ 

------------ 



 

 

 

 

 

 

jÐ[VÞ e=Òe _ÞSLÊ jÒSB 

ALÐhÒe kjÞ]ÞH Ð 

cÐVÞeÊ Ò]MúÒm Ò[ÐeZ `eÞ Òj 

LÞ jÊte ]ÞhÊ\ÐH ÐÐ 

 

MeÐ `XÞ ÒdÒa aeÒi aeiÐ 

$ÞVB [ÐkÐe RaÞ Ð 

c_ÒmÐbÐ bÐeÞ ]ÞhB [Ð'Ò]k 

`ÐNf kÊ@B LaÞ ÐÐ 

 

aÐBNZÞ `Òe O__Ñf `ÊZÞ 

[Ð'`Òe _Ñf jaÊS Ð 

kf]Ñ _Ðe=Ñ `ÊZÞ ekÞ\ÐH 

mÐmç Vk Vk e= ÐÐ 

 

SfaÞtÊ Ò]B jÊeÊS LÞeZ 

ÒdÒa Í̀[ÞjðÐ[ kÊH Ð 

aÞmlZ
(1)

 LÐ«Þ jÒ[S LÞeZ 

jÐ[ e=eË` _ÞH ÐÐ 

 

(1) @jÐ^ÐeZ, @`eË` 



 

 

 

 

[ÊÒc QÐmÞNm ÒcO jaÐeÑÒe 

AÒc ekÞNmÊ hË_Ô @NZÐÒe 

ÒaÐkÊ \úa Ac Ò_[ÍÊ @hÍÊ^ÐeÐ 

TÊeÞa [ÊcLÊ H @NZÐ `eÐ Ð 

 

@SÐ @SÐ Ac @SÐ 

 

Ac kó]¯ ÒkÐBmÐ hË_Ô 

jbÞ* c_ ÒkÐBRÞ cfÞ_ 

SÑa_e e\ Ac NXÞ QÐmÞ\úa 

[Êc L\Ð j]Ð Ac cÒ_`XÊ\úa 

 

@SÐ @SÐ Ac @SÐ 

 

[Êc AhÑaàÐ] j]Ð Ac jÐÒ\ \ÐD 

Ac QmÐ`\ j]Ð LÊjÊcÞ[ ÒkD 

aÐVQÐmÊ \ÐDÜ AÒc [Êc A]hàÒe 

j*Á ekÊ j]Ð Ac kó]¯Òe 

 

@SÐ @SÐ Ac @SÐ 

 

------------ 

 



 

 



 

 

Shephalee Dash, 

Bhubaneswar 

(Cousin of Madhusmita Ratha, 

Berwick, Victoria) 



 

          

 

 

 

 

If this is the end of our story, 

I want you to know that you are my favorite chapter... 

A chapter I would like to revisit when I am all by myself.... 

A chapter which will give me momentary smiles... 

A chapter which I will remember always..... 

 

The world would have been a different place if you were near... 

But still the moon shines in dark nights  

And the sun shines through the darkest sky.... 

The zephyr is still the same and so is the calmness in my mind... 

 

The whirlwind of thoughts that passes through the memoirs  

still touches my hungry soul.... 

I am hungry for the need of that chapter which passed by.... 

No conclusions no amendments just an impending chapter... 

Never to leave this melancholy me. 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
  

 
 

vwPw nw krogy qum hmsy kBI 

Xy Kbr QI hmy ........ 

iPr BI idl lgwXw qumsy 

Xwdo> my> quMhwrI Koe_ ryhqI hu> 

 

Awj BI qumsy mohÑbq krqI hu> 

ksUr hY hmwrw quMhwrw nhI 

qumny qo kiB hmsy ÎXwr kIXw ih nyih> 

idl lgwXw Qw hMny AOr askI sjw BI imlI 

 

swrI ijNdgI qráqy rhy<gy hm  

Xy socy<gy kI.......pËQr sy dIl lgwny  

kI glqI kI  QI hwmny sjw qo  

BUgqnw hI Qw........... 
 

byvPw 



 

 

Can not wait to celebrate UNMAAD with ORIOZ 

Bhaswati Mishra (Melbourne) 



 

 

 

 
 

 

The shadow of your love is still with me... 

Like a magnet it always attracts me. 

The wonder of you is so hard to know,  

But the one who knows has got it all. 

I chill, I shiver, with my heart thumping hard,  

Whenever I catch a glimpse of you. 

Those eyes that are meant to kill... 

I am dead and waiting for more still. 

The feel you have on me is something I can never convey. 

The feel of your hand caressing my hair is still so fresh in my mind. 

Whenever the soft sensuous wind blows my hair, I feel it’s you. 

The feeling I feel is still the same. 

Oh my beloved, where are you? 

The shadows gone its night now,  

Please come and reduce my loneliness. 

 

 



 

          

 

 

 

 

 

 

Soft was the murmur of the leaves in the valley 

Sweet was the smell of the flowers nursery... 

Down and down the winding ways... 

when you entered my heart with happiness on your face. 

The way you touched me I can still remember... 

your voice was sweet, soft and slumber... 

Whispering those sweet nothings... 

which made my life so full of joy… 

They were so special and they are still today... 

The way I have loved you…I have never loved someone. 

Softly the memories wind in my mind... 

bit by bit chapter by chapter... 

I go through and smile in silence 

 

 



 
 

    

 

 

 

 

Softly the leave of memory fall 

Gently I pick and treasure them all 

In my heart and deep down inside of me 

The thoughts about you keep haunting me 

Like shadow in the darkness.... 

I am lost in this madness.... 

The way you made me feel…. 

I can feel it still. 

 

Unconsciously I dream about you & I don't feel guilty too... 

Like a knight you have conquered me, my heart and soul all lies with thee..... 

You are the one I have always loved... 

Oh, my beloved come carry me off.... 

Catch me in your arms and ride me through 

Let me know the wonder of you...… 

 
 
 

 



 

 

 





 

`Í[ÞbÐ `ÍÑ[ÞcÞ[Ð 

(bËaÒ_hée) 

jÊSÞ[ç ÒS_Ð (jÞX_Þ) * bÐZSÑ 

 

Ò]MúmÞ aÊmÞ akÊ]Ëe, LÐqú, LÐcÐlÐ, LÐ_`Êe Ð 

`ÐBmÞ _ÐkÞÜ OËeÞ OËeÞ , ÒcÐ cÐ[óbËcÞe cÐ^ÊeÑ ÐÐ 

 



 



 

 

 

[Ð' N`cÐÒ_ ÒdÒa JWeÊ cÊLÊfÞ 

ÒcÐ AMúLÊ RÊ@«Þ, AMú`[Ð NÐÒmB 

DiÊc VÐZ«Þ, ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf 

ADVÞÒL DSéf ]ÞÒh [Ð' cÊkÜ 

ALÐheÊ Ò[ÐfÞAZÞ ^ÒeB]ÞH 

AMúe _Þ]...... jaÊÒaÒf 

N` jeÞ _\ÐH, cÊÜ ÒhÐB`ÒX 

ÒLSÐZÞ Òj hÊH LÞ _hÊH 

[Ð' ÒLÐf`eÞ [Ð' N`Òe aÞ ÒNÐÒV 

ckL \ÐH, Òj Ò]ÒMB\úaÐ `lÑeÐBS 

QÞÒkðB Ò]B\úaÐ ^fÐÒOÐXÐ QYÐ 

eÐSLÊcÐeç.......MÐmÞ ÒcÐe 

ÒcÐÒ[ $Þ]Þ_ jSÐH Òj eÐSLÊcÐeÑ LeÞ 

XÐLÞAÒZ eÐSLÊcÐeLÊ `ÐeÞ^úÒe 

WÞLZÐ ÒafLÊ LÊAXÊ aÊYÑ @jÊeÊZÑ 

c«ÊeÐ`ÐZÞÞÒe eÐSLÊcÐeLÊ `lÑ LeÞ 

`&ÊeÑÒe VÐ=Þ]ÞH, 

jaÊ mÐÒN j[ ÒSÒScÐ N` 

aÐLÞ jaÊ cÞR j[j[ÞLÐ ÒdÒ[ j[ 

ÒdDÜ kÐ[Òe ^ÒeB \úmÐ, ALÐheÊ 

Ò[ÐfÞAZÞ heNhhÑ HÒa B\ee 

MÐÜ MÐÜ jaÊ[L hË_Ô[Ð QLÐ`ÐeÞ ajÞRÞ 

ÒjWÞ......  

 

 

 

 

 

 

]ÞÒ_ N` _hÊZÐB @jc¯Òe 

ÒhÐB`XÞmÐ ÒSÒScÐ, 

eÐSLÊcÐe Òj]Þ_Ê `&ÊeÑÒe atÑ 

N` aÞ @^ÐÒe TÊmÊRÞ 

N`e A$ÐÒe Òd[ÞLÞ ÒjLÞ\úmÐ ÒRÐV ÒXZÐ 

`Ð`ÊmÞÒe `Ð ỀmÞ OiÞ 

Ò]B\úmÐ AÃ, ÒjB[LÒe 

`ÐkÞmÐ eÐ[Þ...... 

 

eÐSLÊcÐe WÞLZÐ ÒMÐSÞaÐLÊ 

ÒSÒScÐ LÊ ÒMÐSÊRÞ, 

kÐ[ ADÜiÐ `Ð`ÊmÞ OiÐ 

`Ð_ÊA JWe A$Ð Ò_B 

ALÐheÊ Ò$eÞ_Þ 

HcÞ[Þ N` _' jÐeÞ 

ÒLkÞ L’Z @^ÐeÊ QÐmÞdÐ«Þ?? 

 

cc[Ð `p_Ð¯L 

(_¯Ð`mìÑ, bËaÒ_hée) 

cÐ`à[ç - eÐÒStÍ `ÐYÑ (aÍÞjçÒa_ç) 

 

cÐ[óbËcÞ cÐ[óbÐiÐe cc[Ð dÐ'kóÒ] S_cÞ _ÐkÞÜ Ð 

[ÐLÊ ÒdÒa sÐ_ÑNZÒe NZÞaÐ, @sÐ_ ekÞÒa LÐkÞÜ ? 

ÐÐ 

 



 

 



 

 

 

 

Every one of us has perhaps a great story to share when it comes to clearing a driving 

test in Australia. I have one as well! After 2 unsuccessful attempts, I ignored my friends’ and 

instructors’ advice to get into a comparatively easier test area. I liked the older part of 

Melbourne (Carlton) and believed that one should clear a test with all possible challenges 

(tram, traffic, unruly students crossing roads and high percentage of give aways, stops etc… 

essentially the place was a perfect template for all the rules possible!!!). Further my wife had 

cleared at the same place in a single attempt (I hated to go down in history for giving up taking 

a test in the same place☺)!!! 

On the day of Test appointment, I went to the Driving Test Office. While waiting 

nervously seated in the waiting area, suddenly heard my name being called by a very old little 

short man. I could barely hear him. I was told by Rick (my Instructor), that Mel would be taking 

my Test. Mel was 74 years old and had temporarily come back from retirement to help the 

staff shortage in VICROADS. He looked miserly; his hands trembled while typing my name on 

the computer. A subtle negativity was engulfing me. I thought with such an old person, I would 

barely manage to hear his instructions; my horror of a hat trick of failures was coming true!  

On top of it, Rick mentioned to me that he cannot predict the route Mel would test me on, as 

he had retired 10 years back. 

Fingers crossed, I went ahead with the Test. As time went by, I used to peep at him 

from my rear mirror. He looked like my father, had a very similar professor gaze (seeing from 

above his glasses), thoughtful, etc. Soon, his instructions became loud and clear. I could sense, 

he was vastly experienced, he would test me in the toughest of the routes, but started 

believing that his knowledge and intellect will prevail over ego.  Soon I was driving though 

unknown roads, unknown sub-lanes, unknown traffics. My patience grew and I started to 

grow in confidence. I started believing in God and destiny. I could sense a star in him. My 

respect for him grew. I knew, if I failed today, there would be no grudges, no more thinking 

of alleged racism, no more complaints!!! 

I had completed 30 minutes of testing and he had been noting down, every point 

meticulously in his sheets of paper.  And I was getting a little impatient, since he was writing 

a lot of things. Was he pointing out my mistakes in his sheet? You would never know your 

result till you complete your test. A corner case being, you drive so bad that the tester feels 

unsafe and immediately terminates you. It was not the case. 



In the last stages of the test, he took me across tram lanes and under busier traffic, to 

test my judgement and patience. I stood the test of time. Finally, we arrived back at VIC roads 

and the tester asked me to park the car. 

He carefully walked out of the car and in usual slow style walked in with his glasses 

back in his pocket. Once inside he spoke to my instructor on sports, family etc. …everything 

except my result.  

Then he called me to his desk and asked me to look at the sheet of paper which he 

had been noting. I scrolled down to see possible mistakes… there was none. He had a tick and 

a comment in detail against each item he tested me on…He slowly said, “It’s a Pass”. I kept 

looking at my sheet to cross examine the authenticity! There were no mistakes mentioned. 

I paid the fees for the full driver licence and then politely asked Mel if I could take a 

snap with him. He agreed. Then I looked at his employee id. It was numbered as 50. I was 

swept. This guy is the first 50 testers to be allocated to VICROADS. My instructor then 

disclosed to me, that Mel had retired 10 years back and only temporarily comes for test to 

stay active in life. He was one of the best instructors/testers of Victoria which has 2700 

instructors. And he typically comes out of his retirement, to prepare himself to get back into 

active lifestyle as he runs the senior (over 50) half marathon every year. I thanked my fortune, 

shook hands with him and walked out. 

 

 
Samyak Mishra 

 (Melbourne) 

bÊS= _ÞÒcàÐL Ò[SÞmÐ `eÐÒ¯ LÒe Òd ÒLÍÐ^ aSà_ Ð 

SÞÒ[tÍÞ̄  ÒaÐmÞ ÒjkÞ ckÐSÒ_ `ËS«Þ SN[ S_ ÐÐ 
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`ÞmÐ]ÞÒ_ ²ÊmÒe `YÊ\úaÐ ÒaÒf aj« `qcÑ aÐ jejé[Ñ `ËSÐ jc¯VÞ Òahç A_t 

]Ð¯L \úmÐ ÒaÐmÞ DZÐ @^úÒL jcª*e cÒ_\úa Ð hÑ[ LcÞ LcÞ AjÞ\ÐH, `eÑlÐ jeÞ 

dÐB\úaÐeÊ `YÞaÐ QÞ«Ð _'\ÐH Ð QÐi LÐdàÔ jeÞdÐB @cf QÐmÞ\ÐH HaÕ ÒmÐL* `ÒLVçLÊ Òahç 

]Þ’`BjÐ AjÞdÐB jÐ^ÐeZ[Ó @bÐaÒe QfÊ\úaÐ QÐiÑ `eÞaÐe jÊMÒe jc¯ aÞ[ÐB\Ð«Þ  Ð 

NÐÜ `eÞÒah Òj jc¯VÞ @[Ô« cÒ_Ðec @_ÊbË[ ÒkÐB\ÐH Ð [Ðj=LÊ aSÐeÒe cÞfÊ\úaÐ [ÐSÐ 

`eÞaÐ kÐDdÐD, aj«`qcÑ ̀ eÞÒahVÞLÊ AkÊeÞ aÒYB Ò]D\úmÐ, LÐeZ ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf HLcÐ[Í 

mlÔ \úmÐ $Þ½ D`Òe Ð $Þ½Òe `Í^Ð_ ALiàZ \úmÐ `ÊeÞ HaÕ ADjaÊ L'Z L'Z ABVcç 

ÒkD\úmÐ WÞLç cÒ_ `XÊ_\úÒm aÞ ‘$ÊmÒLÐaÞ AfÊ ÒTÐf’ HaÕ ‘auÐÒLÐaÞ AfÊ OÃ’ HB 

]ÊBVÐ ABVcç _ÞÒ¾ ÒkD\çmÐ, AD [Ð'LÊ MÐBaÐ `ÐBÜ AÒc aÐBA ÒkD\úmÊÜ Ð aÐXÞcÐVÞÒe 

D`ú_ð ÒkD\úaÐ $ÊmÒLÐaÞ J auÐÒLÐaÞ e jéÐ]Ê ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf \úmÐ @`Ëaà Ð ASÞLÐmÞ cÞfÊ\úaÐ 

`_Þ`eÞaÐÒe Òj jéÐ] jé`ð ÒkÐBdÐBRÞ LÐeZ, LÐfLÍÒc D`Ðú]_ aÒYBaÐLÊ dÐB @^úL 

@cflc QÐieÊ D`úÐ]Þ[ `eÞaÐe jéÐ]Ê bÞ_ð ÒkÐBdÐBRÞ HaÕ   @Ò_L   `eÞcÐZÒe kÍÐj  

`ÐBRÞ Ð Ò[ZÊLeÞ HWÐÒe @Ò½ÍmÞAÒe Ace @_ÊºÞ[  `ËSÐÒe ÒjcÞ[Þ ÒTÐf aÐ OÐÃ ABVcç 

AD yÐ_ `ÐD_ÐkÐ«Þ LÐeZ ÒV½ _ÐkÞÜ Ð  bÐaÞÒm, _Þ¾Þ[ LÞRÞ keÐB ajÞRÊ ÒaÐmÞ c_Òe ÒM] 

AÒj Ð ÒkÒm _Þcð `ÍZÐfÑÒe `ÍªÊ[Þ ‘$ÊmÒLÐaÞ AfÊ ÒTÐf’ LÞRÞ `eÞcÐZÒe Òj `Ëaà jéÐ]LÊ 

Ò$eÐB AZÞ\úaÐe cÒ_ kÊH HaÕ A`ZcÐÒ_ Ace aÞbÞ_ð jÐcÊkÞL `ËSÐ LÐdàÔLÍcÒe [ÞAeÞ 

LeÞaÐ `ÐBÜ ÒQ½Ð LeÞ`Ðe«Þ Ð 

 

jÐcNÍÑ - $ÊmÒLÐaÞ, AfÊ, Ò$ÐÍS_ç ̀ ÞSç, @]Ð, ÒNÐVÐ SÞeÐ, ÒNÐVÐ ̂ ZÞA, VcÐÒVÐ, Ò[m,  

Ò[S`[Í, kf]Ñ, hÊMúmÐ m*Ð, mÊZ, QÞ_Þ, LjÊeÑ Òc\ú LeÞ cjmÐ ̀ ÐDXe (eÊQÞ LeÞ ̀ ÐDXeÒe 

LÞRÞ Þ̀AS ejÊZ @Õh _\ÐH), XÐmQÞ_Þ, Nec cjmÐ `ÐDXe, ^ZÞA `[Í Ð 



 

@_Ê`Ð[ - 1 LÞÒmÐ ÒLÐaÞÒe 250 NÍÐc AfÊ, 1 ÒVaÊm ¸Ê_ç SÞeÐ, 1eÊ Ò]Y ÒVaÊm 

¸Ê_ç ^ZÞA, 1 Bq @]Ð, 2 VÐ hÊMúmÐ m*Ð, 2 VÐ VcÐÒVÐ, 2 VÐ Ò[S`[Í, 1 VÞ ¸Ê_ç LjÊeÑ 

Òc\ú, @^Ð Bq XÐmQÞ_Þ, mÊZ AtÐSçÒe Ð  

`ÍZÐfÑ - ÒLÐaÞLÊ aX aX `ÐMÊXÐ Òe LÐV«Ê. AfÊ ÒQÐ`Ð  RÒXB  cTÞ jÐBSçÒe 

LÐV«Ê Ð Ò[m Nec LeÞ Dn DrÐ`Òe ÒLÐaÞLÊ @^Ð RZÐ LeÞ aÐkÐe LeÞ]Þ@«Ê Ð VcÐÒVÐLÊ 

aÐVÞ Ò`½ LeÞ]Þ@«Ê Ð @^Ð ÒVaÊm¸_Ê SÞeÐ, @]Ð, ^ZÞA J m*ÐLÊ `ÐZÞ Ò]B QÞ£Z LeÞ aÐVÞ 

]Þ@«Ê Ð LYÐBÒe Ò[m Nec LeÞ QÞ_Þ, aÐLÞ @^Ð QÐcQ SÞeÐ, Ò[S`[Í J XÐmQÞ_ÞLÊ RÐX«Ê Ð 

SÞeÐ $ÊVÞ NÒm LjÊeÑÒc\ú HaÕ jÒ= jÒ= VcÐÒVÐ Ò`½ YÐfÞ LÞRÞ jc¯ eÐu«Ê Ð LeÞ ̀ ÐDXe, 

mÊZ, kf]Ñ `LÐ«Ê Ð AfÊ Li«Ê HaÕ LÞRÞ jc¯ `Òe ÒLÐaÞ cÞhÐB LiÞmÐ `Òe `ÐZÞ @Á Ò]B 

ÒNÐfÐ«Ê Ð aVÐ cjmÐ cÞÒhB bmbÐÒa ÒNÐfÞ eÐu«Ê Ð  AahÔL ÒTÐf @_ÊjÐÒe `ÐZÞ Ò]B 

Ò$ÍÐS_ç cVe cÞhÐ«Ê HaÕ YÐ*Þ ]Þ@«Ê Ð AfÊ ÒLÐaÞ jÞTÞ NmÐ `Òe Nec cjmÐ HaÕ ^ZÞA 

`[Í Ò]B JkìÐB ]Þ@«Ê Ð 

 

jËQ_Ð- (1) LÐhêÞeÑ QÞmÞ `ÐDXe HaÕ aSÐeÒe cÞfÊ\úaÐ VcÐÒVÐ Ò`½ @Á `eÞcÐZÒe 

Ò]Òm [eLÐeÑ eÕN ALiàZÑ¯ Òka Ð 

(2) 'eÊQÞ' LeÞ`ÐDXe ÒLaf _ÞS @_ÊbË[Þ D`Òe `dàÔÒaiÞ[, A`Z ÒjcÞ[Þ @_Ô 

LÞRÞ LeÞ `ÐDXe aÔakÐe LeÞ `Ðe«Þ Ð 

(3) ÒahÞ `eÞcÐZ euÐÒe, DrÐ` ÒdÐNÊÜ `eÞaÐ AÒ` AÒ` eÐuÞ ÒkÐBdÐH Ð Ò[ZÊ 

ÒLÐaÞ ÒdcÞ[Þ ÒahÞ jÞTÞ _'dÐB cÞÒfB dÐH, Òj\ú`Í[Þ ^ÔÐ_ Ò]Òa Ð 

 

 

jêÞ[Ð cÞhÍ  

(ÒcmÒaÐÀà) 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Life is busy for most of us. From morning until night, we are engaged in many different 

activities performing many different roles – a parent, a wife or a husband, a brother or a sister, 

a son or a daughter, a friend or a relative, an employee or an employer in our work place and 

so on and so forth. In each of our roles we are expected to act differently and almost all of us 

adhere to these demands without much thinking. Yet, each of these roles elicit different 

emotions, different feelings – some pleasure, some worry and concerns and some hurt and 

pain.  

Each role also requires a common skill – the skill for problem solving. We encounter a 

constant barrage of obstacles all day and try to jump from one hurdle to the other even 

without our knowledge as a part of our daily rituals. However generally speaking, we face 

more challenges than charms and deal with more difficulties than daffodils. Accumulated 

pressures and challenges overtime transform into stress, depression, burnouts and a lot of 

worries and heartaches. 

The answer to many of our woes rests within us. Just as we have problems we also 

have solutions to many of our problems. Love and Compassion are the tools of empowerment 

– towers of strength – to address our challenges and brighten our days. All that is necessary 

for us is to elevate ourselves from ordinary to an above ordinary level. Here is how we can 

achieve this goal: 

- Try to like people around us looking at them as friends and not foes albeit some of 

them demonstrated less than friendly behaviour in the past. All that is about to 

change if we have a fresh start and we are willing to change ourselves from within. 

- A corollary of loving is hating none. Hate breeds bitterness and vice versa. Human 

nature is such that if we do not like someone everything that person does looks 

negative to us. Similarly, if we like someone – the decisions and actions of that 

person not only look acceptable – we are willing to either compromise or let 

smaller infractions go. Therefore, loving is forgiving and strengthening human 

bonding. On the other hand, strong and bitter word come from the weak. 

- It is an unreal expectation to get love and understanding from others without 

offering reasons for others to like us. There is a need for all of us to be perceived 

positively by others because that is what matters in the real world. Even if we are 

the very best person in the whole world, no one can reach our hearts other than 



the external manifestation of our behaviours and actions through which we are 

constantly judged and perceived. 

- Compassion and consideration for others – no matter what we do – should guide 

our path. It is possible to do so when we put ourselves into other people’s shoes 

and try to understand them from their perspectives not ours. Showing empathy, 

extending benefits of the doubt, offering a second chance and pledging 

ungrudging help with care and kindness are genuine path to compassion. 

- Willingness to give – just give – without any expectations of return is a sure 

channel to empower us with love and compassion. 

- Always doing things with best of intentions to help benefit others is another road 

to building inner strength. 

- As a matter of principle and personal wellness, never say ill of others and refrain 

from thinking and/or doing harm to others. Under no circumstances, we should 

lose our human decency. 

- Forgive and Forget. We must let things go and move on with our lives and others. 

Getting obsessed with the past serves no one’s interest.  

- Compassion also includes saying kind words for others which require us to think 

before we speak. Careful that – just as we cannot take back our spit - we can’t take 

back the words already spoken. 

- One of the greatest inner strength comes from acknowledging our mistakes. When 

we acknowledge our mistakes not only do we learn from it, we also become 

receptive to new ideas and views of others. It makes us humble and humane. 

- Loving is getting closer. We must be prepared to move ten feet nearer if someone 

demonstrates commitment to move one foot closer. 

 

Let us never doubt the power of goodness. Let us try to put ourselves above the 

mundane and the trivial. Malice, jealousy, anger and personal pettiness are to be overcome 

with calmness, composure, serenity, patience and understanding. Let us do the very best we 

can – no matter what we do – with best of intentions and with Love and Compassion. 

Dr. Abinash C. Mishra 
(Brother of Dr Charu Chandra Mishra, Wodonga, Victoria. 

Dr. Mishra is a Senior Education Manager, Ministry of Education, Government of Alberta, Canada. 

The above column was published in The LakeLander News Paper, St. Paul, Canada, on December 4, 

2001. Some minor revisions are done by the Author.) 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Ò`Íce `eÞbÐiÐ L'Z?  

L'Z Ò Í̀ce `eÞQ¯? 

Ò`Íc _ÊÒkÜ Í̀kj_ Ð 

Ò`Íc HL `Íhð QÞkð? 

 

`ÍLó[Þe `e]ÐÒe Ò`Íc Í̀[ÞaÞcé Ð 

Ò`ÍceÊ _ËA SÑa_ Í̀Ðec÷ Ð 

Ò`Íc kÞÜ c_ÊiÔe `ÍÐZ Ð 

Ò`Íc HL `Íhð QÞkð? 

 

Ò`Íc `ÍÐQÑ_, Ò`ÍceÊ `eÞarà_ Ð 

Ò`Íc kÞÜ `Í[ÑlÐ, Ò`ÍceÊ `eÑlÐ Ð 

Ò`Íc _ÊÒkÜ HL Í̀[ÞbÐe `Í]hà_ Ð 

Ò`Íc HL `Íhð QÞkð? 

 

Ò`Íc _ÊÒkÜ Í̀N[Þ `\e Í̀ÐQÑe Ð 

Ò`Íc kÞÜ jaÊ e=e $ÊAe Ð 

Ò`Íc aÞ_Ð `ó\úaÑ hË_Ô Ð 

 Ò`Íc HL `Íhð QÞkð?  

 

 

jÊaÍ[ cÞhÍ 

(aÍÞjçÒa_ç) 

 

Ò`Íc HL `Íhð QÞkð? 



 



 

 

 

 

iPr BI ijNdgI hY KUvsUrq 

$vwbo< kw Swhr hY Xy, KXwlo kI duinXw< 

Xhw> hr idn, hr rwq hoqy< hY<; Armwno< kI mO<q 

iPr BI ijNdgI hY KUvsUrq ]] 
 

kBI KuSI kBI gm; kBI ÈXwdw kBI km 

Awj ‚pr AOr kl nIcy; Xyh qo hr roj kI bwq 

iPr BI ijNdgI hY KUvsUrq  ]] 
 

iks iks sy nwrwj ho qum; prySn qo sb hY< 

mwP kr do Xwr doáq< kI kuC Srwrq, mwnw Xy nhI< quMhwrI jNnq 

iPr BI ijNdgI hY KUvsUrq  ]] 
 

ABI ABI clqw qo sIKw hY, igr ky s<MBwlnw BI sIK l<yNgy< 

sPr hY bVI l<MbI, fwl do clny< kI Awdq 

kuC mITI bwqy<, QofI sI muákurwht; gly lgw lo Xwrw 

iPr BI ijNdgI hY KUvsUrq  ]] 

------------- 

                                                          subõq imSõw 
    (ibõsbyn) 



 

Subhangi Sahu 

(Perth) 

 



 

 

 

HÒaaÞ aqúRÞ ÒcqÐH jé ð̀^eÞ,  

ÒcmÐZÞ $ÐVÞaÐ ANeÊ, 

]c÷ÞbË[ LeÞ ÒcÐe `Ê&Ñ Ð 

 

Òj cÐVÞe aÐjðÐ _ÐmÞÒ_fÞ `ÍSÐ`[Þ* $Êeç$ÊeÑ, 

Qf«Þ hNX QLÐ cÒ^Ô @Ò_L AhÐ D*Þ, 

'D_êÐ]' Òe D_êÐ]Þ[ ÒcÐe ÒLßÐ[Êkf c_, 

^eÞaÐLÊ jËËdàÔLÞeZ ÐÐ 1 ÐÐ 

 

HÒaaÞ aqúRÞ ÒcqÐH jé ð̀ ^e,Þ 

cÊMúA ÒkaÐ`ÐBÜ jÊy `eÞaÐe J jbÔ jcÐSe Ð 

a¯je @aÐeÞ[ ÒhÍÐ[, 

Lcà J LcàbËcÞe Q¯_ Ð 

aÞÒ]h dÐ[ÍÐ [\Ð `Ð¾Ð[Ô ecÔ _Ne, 

`Í[ÐeÞ[ Í̀[ÐeZÐ J Í̀ÒkfÞLÐ `ÍÒ]h, 

@SVÞf @_Ð«eÞL @_« h¯_, 

AfjÔ J @`àSÔÐ© _Þe*Êh jéÐ^Ñ_[Ð cÒ^Ô, 

jÐDÜVÐ ÒcÐe eÐSÔ [Ð'e jÕsÐ ÐÐ 2 ÐÐ 

 

 

 

HÒaaÞ aqúRÞ ÒcqÐH jé ð̀ ^eÞ, 

ÒMfÞaÐLÊ _VÊ XÐkÊ`ÊA, aÐpÞ, 

ÒaÐkÊÒQÐeÑ B[ÔÐ]Þ Ð 

D³ÞaÑ[ jéÐbÞcÐ_Ñ @`Í[Þ]étÑhée, 

jaÊjc¯e ÒMf, ÒcÐe @¸½ _Þ¾¯, 

TÐ ç̀jÐ ]ÞÒh Þ̀SçSÐ `ÐªÐe HL bÞ_ð j®ÞLeZ, 

cÊÜ "'JXÞA'' HL @bÞcÐ_Ñ c«aÔ ÐÐ 3 ÐÐ 

 

HÒaaÞ aqúRÞ ÒcqÐH jé ð̀ ^eÞ, 

HLÞLÐe LeÞaÐLÊ ÒcÐe aÐLÔ, 

@ayÐ`Þ[ ÒkD ÒcÐe LfÐ jÕ²ó[Þ J jÐkÞ[Ô, 

JeÞJSç LÁaól [Òf ÐÐ 4 ÐÐ  

 

---------------- 

 

 

ÒhÐÒbjç ÒRÐVeÐ¯ (aÊVÊ) 

(jÞXç_Þ) 

dkÐ cÊÜ LkB dÐkÐcÊÜ LeB dÐkÐcÊÜ QÞ«B cÒ_ Ð 

SN[e LràÐ `ec Chée SÐZÊR«Þ `Í[ÞlÒZ ÐÐ 

 



 

aÞS¯ `Í^Ð_ 

(`ÐBLcÐf, aeNX, JXÞhÐ) 

cÐ$à[ç - eÐÒStÍ `ÐYÑ, aÍÞjçÒa_ç 

 

j[ÔÒe ceÞaÞ j[ÔÒe [eÞaÞ HkÞ AsÐ ÒcÐÒ[ ÒkD Ð 

LÒk bÑcÒbÐB H cràÔ c¨Òf dh @`dh \ÐD ÐÐ 

 



 



 

 

aÐH LeÞ ÒcÐÒ[ AÒNÐ Í̀Þ¯[cÐ QÐmÞm [ÊÒc ÒhÐB Ð 

aÐLÞ ]Þ_ cÊBÜ LÐVÞaÞ ÒLcÞ[Þ [ÞÒfaÞ bÐaÞm _ÐBÜ ÐÐ 

 

LÔÐÒceÐ [Êce eMú\Ð@ @$ç, _ÐkÞÜÒNÐ AMúe bÐiÐ Ð 

j`_ ÒcÐ`ÐBÜ JWe bÐiÐ, _aÊT jS_Ñ ÒcÐ ]Ê~àhÐ ÐÐ 

 

L\Ð ÒkmÐ `Òe _ÞcÞiL cÒ^Ô XÍ` LeÞ\Ð@ Ò$Ð_ç Ð 

_ÐkÞÜ Ò`Íc bÐiÐ, _ÐkÞÜ JW bÐiÐ, OÐeÞ kÊH ÒcÐe c_ ÐÐ 

 

bÐaÞ L\Ð [Êc cÐ_Ê_Þ Hc_ jc¯ dÐDRÞ ekÞ Ð 

jS_Ñ’ÒNÐ aÞ_Ð [Êc Í̀ÞÒ¯ ]Þ_ _jÒeÒNÐ ÒcÐ `ÐBÜ ÐÐ 

 

LÞ jÊte AÒNÐ Ò`ÐÍ$ÑBmÞ Ò$ÐÒVÐ Ò]MÊ\ÐHÜ cÊBÜ _Þ[Þ Ð 

]ËÒe \ÐB c^Ô ÒcÐ `ÐÒh ekÞR aÊTÐHÜ Ò$ÐÒVÐLÊ Ò]Mú ÐÐ 

 

HL[ÍÞh aià aÞ[Þ @RÞ jMÑ [ÊceÞ jÐ_ðÞ^Ô `ÐB Ð 

mÐNÊRÞ ÒdcÞ[Þ LÐmÞ `eÞ [Êc jÐÒ\ jÊkÐN eÐ[VÞÞ `ÐkÞ ÐÐ 

 

_aÊÒT c_VÐ aX @aÊTÐVÐ LÞ LeÞaÞ Í̀Þ¯[cÐ Ð 

L\Ð ]Þ@ ÒcÐÒ[ bm `ÐD\úa AX LeÞa_Þ ScÐ ÐÐ 

 

WÐLÊÒe [ÊcLÊ bmÒe eM«Ê Í̀Ð\à_Ð LeÊRÞ cÊBÜ Ð 

[Êc L\Ð bÐaÞ Ò$ÐÒVÐ Ò]Mú Ò]Mú ]Þ_ dÐD\ÐD akÞ Ð 

 

------------- 

 

 

                                                    ÒNÐaÞt cÞhÍ 

                                                                      (ÒcmÒaÐÀà) 

 

 



 

 

 

 

There seems to be a strange unfamiliarity with things around us. The mind seems to be 

on an eternal struggle within, there is that desperate attempt to break free and bring in the 

quality of life that's long gone. Something is amiss somewhere. We all feel so. 

Life certainly has changed a lot over the last couple of decades. Quality of life seems to 

have gone from bad to worse. 

The air smelt different then, it had a charismatic calmness and a sense of belonging 

about it, technology and modernization were yet to enslave human minds. 

This was the time when the country did not feel the need to look beyond Doordarshan 

and All India Radio for entertainment besides occasional visits to the movie theatre. Periodical 

'Melas' were like town carnivals and circus troupe attracted houseful attendance. The republic 

day parade had great deal of interest and people loved to watch it in person. Everything felt so 

perfectly in order and the society bubbled with life. 

Sunday was the only weekly break as most schools and offices ran for six days and 

nobody ever talked of stress. The family eagerly awaited the weekend TV telecast which 

typically started with "Rangoli" early morning, with melodious yesteryear's songs. There was a 

‘Hindi’ feature film which played in the evening and what fun it was to watch. There was dearth 

in quantity of supply of most things but happiness was aplenty, people were content and 

healthy. Boredom was rare meant people were feeding the right things to the mind. 

Adults and kids went back merrily to business on Mondays. Kids often made 

exaggerated discussions about their superhero’s antics in last episode or the protagonist's 

heroics in the movie. Limited entertainment source kept everybody tuned to the same stations 

and hence there was greater involvement and participation when discussed. Communications 

were healthy and ongoing. Hence, difference of opinions had the potential to be debated and 

by all means were sorted peacefully. 

Such strong moral values bred stronger regulations and responsibility on one's action. 

Minds were aptly occupied and hence crimes were minimal. 

Festivals meant the neighborhood came together to join the feast. Night outs with 

friends were only possible during this time watching back to back Hindi movies on hired VCP's 

 



 

or during a marriage that were held in the nearest vacant plot. The joy was humongous, nobody 

asked for more. Youth did not feel the need for addiction. 

Neighboring aunties and uncles were extended families meaning additional set of eye's 

spying on your activities while you are outside. Interestingly, there was usually one landline 

phone in the locality and not everybody felt the need for a private phone. The neighborhood 

had the same incoming number for emergency. 

Summer vacations involved visits to grandparents in villages away from the busy lanes 

of city into the quiet and pristine corridors of life. The excitement was amazing to meet the 

ever-so welcoming simpleton friends. Although deprived, they were the happiest lot in the 

world. 

That taught humility, the highest virtue. 

Back in the city, extended power-cuts in the evenings was heavenly since it meant 

additional catch-up time with friends for chit-chat and games without daylight that were less 

intense. The entire neighborhood hustled and bustled even more during this period. Kids 

literally went mad with the forced time-off. Equation was simple, the body made no conscious 

effort to tire itself optimally. The lifestyle was such and the result was a tight and peaceful 

sleep. 

Computers still meant black screens and thankfully so. The IT workforce of today was in 

oblivion and years away from being driven to madness. The whole set up weaved people 

together through inter-dependence and there was joy and positivity around. Elders were able 

guides and the patriarchs were just and fabulous statesmen. Parents made sure to attend all 

occasions in family. Money which is the cause of evil in most cases, was minimal but life was 

outrageously simple and mesmerizingly beautiful. 

Change is the only constant in the universe and there were already talks around things 

such as internet, eCommerce and digital revolution in the backdrop over the turn of 

millennium. Cable television was already in and this announced the arrival of 'I will keep to 

myself' era. Then came cell phones and more recently smart phones which has become the 

gateway to the world. Practically everything is possible sitting at home on click on a button. 

Technology has no doubt empowered people and widened horizons but it has also brought 

with loads of arrogance and whole lot of modern ailments that never existed. This is the 'neck-

down' generation and to me this is an abuse. Life is spent mostly indoors and in isolation with 

gadgets cut-off from family and social gatherings. Kids spend more time on video games than 



 

playing outside, these days most kids pick up defect in vision by the age of eight. Lifestyle has 

become lazy and the average person spends more on medicines than on food. Everybody is in a 

hurry but nobody is on time. Most young couple face progenial complications today, says a lot 

about the baggage in the mind. There is stress all around in the life of people that seems never 

ending in spite of having all the luxuries. This is alarming! 

This is a plot to defuel the mechanics of the body and the result is inevitable, insanity. 

There was this message doing the rounds in internet lately, "he had 800 friends on 

facebook but while he lay in the ICU, only his wife was waiting". Some food for thought 

obviously. 

Still anyone you ask replies, “I am fine". Back in those days, the smile conveyed 

everything 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Debashish Choudhury 

(Canberra) 
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ନର୍କରେ ଅଛ ିର ୋଲି ତ 

ମନ୍ଦେିେ ପୋହୋଚ ଚଢୁଛ ି

ଅର୍ଘକୟେ ଆରଲୋର୍ରେ ଅନ୍ଧୋେରୁ୍ 

ଆହୂତ ିରେଉଛ ି

ତେଳୁଛ ିମହମ ତ ିଭଳ ିଗୀର୍କୋର୍ଘରେ 

ରଚୋଟଖୋଇ ଅର୍ୋନ୍ େ ସୁେରେ ପହଁେୁଛ ିପ୍ରତନିୟିତ 

ମସର୍ଦି୍ ଓ େେଗୋହରେ ଶୁଦ୍ଧ ରହ ୋପଇ ଁସନ୍ଧ ିର୍େିଛ ି

ଇର୍କୋ, ରୃ୍ଘଣୋ, ଲର୍ୟୋ, ଭୟ ଓ ଅହଂର୍ୋେ ସହ 

 

ପୋପ ଓ ତୋପ ଉଭୟତ ଅଛ ିରେହର୍ଘରେ ରସମିତ ି

ହୃେୟରେ ର୍ଳୁଛ ିଅନଳ ପ୍ରତୋେଣୋରୁ୍ ସୋକ୍ଷୀେଖି 

ମୁଠୋ ମୁଠୋ ସବୋର୍କେ ଉତ୍ତୋପରେ ସଝୁିଛ ିମଁ ୁ
ପ୍ରତ ିଆଲିଂଗନରେ େଗ୍ଧ ରହଉଛ ି

ଆତ୍ମଲୀନ ରହ ୋେ ଅଭିନୟ   ିର୍େୁଛ ିଚମତ୍କୋେ 

ସମପକଣେ ଭୋ   ିରମୋେ ପ୍ରତଟି ିଶହିେଣରେ 

ତର୍ୋପି ଶୟୋମଳ  ନୁି୍ଦେ ମହର୍ରେ 

ନୋ ମଁ ୁମୁରୁ୍ଳିତ ନୋ  ୟୋପ୍ତ 

ସବଗକେ ପେୋଗରେ 

ନୋ ଶହିେିତ ନୋ ର୍ଡସଡ 

ରମୋ ରସବେ ସ୍ନୋୟୁ ଓ ରଶୋଣିତ 
ଆପୋଣୋେ ସବୋେରେ ଅଭିରି୍କ୍ତ ଓ ଉଚ୍ଚର୍ତି 

ରୁ୍ ୁର୍ୋ ର୍ ିସୁେୋମୋ ର୍ଛି ି ିତ ମଁୁ ନୁରହଁ 

ପ୍ରତୟୟ ଓ ସମପକଣେ  ସି୍ତୋେ   ିମଁୁ ନୁରହଁ 

ର୍ଳୋରର୍ଘୋଡୋେ ପିଠରିେ ଚଢ ି ୁଲୁଥି ୋ 
େିକ୍ତ  ରି୍ୋେ, ହଂିସୋେ ଧ୍ବନୀ 

ଓ ଅହଂର୍ୋେେ ସୁଠୋମ େୋର୍ପୁତ୍ର ମଁୁ 
ଆଲୁଅ ର୍ରିଣ,ସବପନ ରେରଖ 

ଓ ତେଳୁଥିଵୋ ର୍ହ୍ନେ ଯନ୍ତ୍ରଣୋରେ ରେୋର୍ଣୀ ର୍ୋରଳ 

ନରକ୍ଷତ୍ରମୋନଂରୁ୍ ରପୋଡରି୍ୋଳି ପୋଉଁଶ ର୍ରେ 

ର ୈଶୋଖ ଭୁଣେ ସଂଚୋେ ମଁ ୁ

 
ପେ ର୍ୋରଟ,  ଉଡୁଥି ୋ ପକ୍ଷୀେ େଗି  େଳୋଏ 

ମନ ମୁତୋ ର୍ 

ଅନ୍ତେେ  ୀଣୋେୁ ଅନୁେୋଗେ ତୋେ ଛଣି୍ଡୋଏ ମଁ ୁ
ଅନ୍ଧ ଭକି୍ତ ଓ ଅନ୍ଧ ଆର ଗରେ 

 ଂେୀ ର୍ରେ ସମସ୍ତ ଈଶବେ 

ଗଢରିେଇ ରମୋ ଇଛୋେ ନ ୁିର୍ ଶବ୍ଦେ ର୍ଘେ 

ରସଥିପୋଇଁ ତ ଭଲ ଲୋରଗ ନର୍କ 
ମୁ ତୋ ଭିତରେ ରଖରଳ, େମଣ ର୍ରେ 

ରଗୋପନ ପୋପ ଓ ଅପେୋଧ୍ ସହ ନଧି୍ଡର୍ 

ପ୍ରୟଶି୍ଚତ ପୋଇ ଁଉଲଗ୍ନ ନେୀ ରରୋତରେ ପହଁରେ 

 ହିୋେ ର୍ରେ ରନୌର୍ୋରେ ନଭିକୟରେ 

ସ ୁ ଅ ରସୋସ ରମଣ୍ଟ ିଗଲୋପରେ 

ପୋହୋଚ ଚରେ ମଂେେିେ, ଇଶବେରୁ୍ ଡେୋଏ 

ଗରେ ସବଗକ ଆପଣୋ ରଭୋଗେ 

ଅନ୍ଧ ର୍ୋମନୋେ ସମପକଣ ର୍େି 

ନର୍କ ଅଛ ିର ୋଲିତ ! 

ପୋପ ରହୋଇ  ଂଚଛି ିପୃର୍ୀ ୀରୁ୍ ଭୋେି ର୍େି ୋରୁ୍ 

 

ଏଠ ିସବଗକ ଏଠ ିଈଶବେ 
ପୋପ ଓ ରମୋକ୍ଷେ ଉଭୟ େବୋେ 

ନର୍କରେ ଅଛ ିର ୋଲିତ ରଶୋଇଛ ିଗଭୀେ ନେିରେ 

ର୍ୋଣୁ ନୋହିଁ ସୁରୟକୋେୟ ଓ ଅସ୍ତେୋଗେ ଖ େ 
 

ରମୋ ସବୋର୍କ ଓ ଆତ୍ମେୋହ ହିଁ ରମୋ ଈଶବେ 

 

 

 

j[Ô `p_Ð¯L 

(`ÍÞ_çj`Ðmç - `qÐ¯[ LÒmS, ^ecNX, LfÐkÐ¨Þ) 

cÐ$à[ - eÐÒStÍ `ÐYÑ (aÍÞjçÒa_ç) 

 
 

S__ bËcÞ Òd cÐVÞ `\ee S__Ñ LÞ afÞ aX ? 

Òj S_c bËcÞ ÒjaÐ Òd LeB _e S_ê ^_Ô [Ðe Ð 

 



 

  



 

  



 

BtÞeÐ ckÐ`Ð[Í 

(hhÐ* ckÐ`Ð[Í* cÐ', ÒcmÒaÐÀà) 

 



 

(1) 

@«ÒLÐiÞAe BWÞÒm LÐh 

akÊ LÊVÊcÑéÒe _\úÒm QÐi 

]ÊkÐÜf NÐC _MÐBÒm OÐj 

QÊmÑ LeÞ ÒdÒa _LÐÒV ^Ðj 

QË_ VÐZ Ò_ÐkÞ ÒdaZ _Ðj 

cÊkÜ NÐeÊ NÐeÊ ÒdaZ bÐi 

hÑ[ VÐZ ÒkÒm LÐrÞàL cÐj 

j[Ñ _ÐeÑLÊ Òd LeB Ah 

ÒaÐÒm ]_ÐB H aX _ÞeÐh Ð 

--------- 

(2) 

@ÜfÐ MÐBÒm `ÐVÞ jÊA] 

ckÊLÊ QÐVÞ MÐBÒm jÊA] 

Neb ÒkÐBÒm cÐVÞ jÊA] 

$ÊVÞ `ÐQÞ $ÐVÞNÒm jÊA] 

]_ÐB `ÐVÞLÊ _Ðc jÊA] (keÞ _Ðc) Ð 

------ 

(3) 

@hÊMÐ ^Ð_LÊ Òd _ÐeÑ LÊÒV 

NeÐ bÞ[eLÊ _ cÐÒS ÒcÐÒV Ð 

`eRÞ]Í NÒ` NÐ Ê̂A OÐÒV 

MÐB jÐeÞ kÐ[ _ÞÒWB QÐÒV Ð 

jLÐf j&Òe Oe _ TÐÒÃ 

Oe LÐxÒe Òd hÞÕOÐZÞ RÐÒV Ð 

`ÐVÞ [Ê¨ LÒe j=Ñ[ _ÐÒV 

OB[ÐLÊ ÒO_Þ aÊmB kÐÒV Ð 

aÞeÐXÞ*Ê ÒdkÊ @ZÒL `ÞÒV 

@[Þ @mlZÑ ]_ÐB eÒV Ð 

 

 

 

(4) 

@$ÞVÐ L]fÑc& Òd LÐÒV 

ÒNÐXmcéÐB MXÊ cÐÒS OÐÒV, 

aÍkề ÐkÐe cÐeB Òd QÐÒV 

jLÐfÊ DWÞ Òd Oe _ TÐÒÃ 

NêeÊS_*Ê Òd LkB AÒÃ 

ckÊm aÞeÞ HLÐjÒ= aÐÒV  

(`ÞWÐ @SÑÀà LÐeL) 

`ÑXÐ ]Þ@B Òd `¨Þ[ bÐÒV 

bÐD aYÐB ]Þ@B Òd kÐÒV 

`ÐZÞ LMÐeÊ dÐ `ÞYÐÒe $ÐÒV 

_ËA `ÊAZÞA `hÞÒm _ÐÒV 

(eÐ[Þe OÒe ekÞ `ÐÒe _ÐkÞÜ) 

ÒaÐÒm ]_ÐB ¯Ð* Lcà $ÐÒV Ð 

------- 

(5) 

AWkÐ[ @«e Ò]YkÐ[ NÐ[ 

ÒSÔº cÐjÒe L]fÑ Ò`Ð[ Ð 

`[Í M Þ̈LÒe _Ò]aÊ kÐ[ 

cmÐ cËfÐ ÒMÐfÞ cÐVÞÒe Ò`Ð[ Ð 

MeÐ]ÞÒ_ Òd Ò[¨ÞaÊ `ÐZÞ 

`ÊAÜ LÐVÊ\úaÊ jc¯ SÐZÞ Ð 

QÐMÒ¨ RÐXÞZ bÐ=ÞaÊ b¨Ð 

Ò[Òa Òj Ò]MúaÊ L]fÑ Ò`¨Ð Ð 

 

 

 

 

jÕNókÑ[  

(cËf - ]Ò_B `ÍÒkfÞLÐ) 

 

 



 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Life if full of struggles 

and obstacles; 

To achieve all goals 

and determinations; 

Be a versatile and phenomenon person 

to reach your destination 

try to be optimistic 

and enthusiastic 

Flourish your talent 

and dignity 

get always blessings 

Don’t try to get excuses; 

make your life full of colours, 

and good thoughts save your precious life 

Always be positive, 

be positive….. 

 

 

--------------------------- 

Sasmita Ray 

(Perth) 

@ZaÐkÊXÐ eÊLÊZÐe\ @ZaÐkÊXÐ he, 

@ZaÐkÊXÐ [Ê¨eL\Ð @ZaÐkÊXÐ Te Ð 



 

 

ÒmÐÒL ÒaÐmÞÒa L'Z  

ÒNÐ]ÐaeÑh ckÐ`Ð[õ 

  (""_ÞAÜMÊÃÐ''e `õ[ÞºÐ[Ð J jÕ`Ð]L ÒNÐ]ÐaeÑh ckÐ`Ð[õ HLÐ^ÐeÒe LaÞ J L\ÐLÐe bÐÒa 

jÊ`õjÞw Ð hÕjÞ[ NÁÒe bÐBbÐNe `eÞZÐc LÞ`eÞ bÐBcÐ_*e SÑa_LÊ ]ÊaÞàjk LÒe [ÐkÐ aÀÞà[ 

ÒkÐBRÞ Ð _ÞtÐe Ah*Ð cÐNÊZÞA SÑa_Òe LÞ`eÞ `eÞarà_ AZÞRÞ [ÐkÐ c^Ô mlZÑ¯ Ð)  

QtÐ cÊ̈ VÐLÊ aÐÜ kÐ[Òe ADÜjÞ ADÜjÞ cÊkÜ [fLÊ LeÞ NZÞmÐ `eÞ `Ð] `LÐB cÐNÊZÞA [Ð 

@NZÐ bÞ[Òe aÊmÊ\ùmÐ Ð Òj\ùeÊ SZÐ `XÏÊ\ùmÐ Òj LZ LeÞa WÞLç LeÞ`ÐeÊ _ \ùmÐ Ð @NZÐ `ÐM 

`Þ¨ÐÒe L[eÐmNÐ ÒkÐB `XÏÞ\ùaÐ `õZ¯Þ_Ñe cÊkÜLÊ ÒaÒf ÒaÒf Òj QÐkÊÜ\ùmÐ j[ , cÐ[õ QÐkÞÜaÐ 

jÒ= jÒ= ÒjAXÏÊ cÊkÜ kWÐ[ç @_Ô AXÏLÊ Ò$eÐD\ùmÐ Ð dÞa LÞ _ dÞa , LkÞa LÞ _ LkÞa , LeÞa 

LÞ _ LeÞa - HB ÒNÐVÞH ]èt [Ð' bÞ[Òe  N[ ÒLÒ[ OÃÐ ÒkmÐ QÐmÞ\ùmÐ Ð ÒaÒf ÒaÒf 

]ÑOà_ÞÓhèÐjVÐ `LÐB `Ò]cÐ[õ LkÊ\ùmÐ -"_Ð' Ð jLÐf `keÊ jËdÔà cÊ¨ D`eLÊ DWÞaÐ bÞ[Òe HB 

"_Ð' `]L Òj @[Þ EZÐ `QÐh \e LkÞ\ùa Ð [\Ð`Þ Òj Òhi _ÞÈrÞÒe `kqù `ÐeÞmÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð [Ð 

c_e HB Ò]Ð Ò]Ð `Ðq @ayÐe @ajÐ_ ÒLÒa Òka , LÞ`eÞ Òka, Òj _ÞÒS aÊTÞ`ÐeÊ _ \ùmÐ Ð 

aÊTÞ̀ ÐeÊ _ \ùmÐ ÒaÐmÞ Òj ÒaÒf ÒaÒf `õZ¯Þ_Ñe cÊkÜLÊ QÐkÊÜ\ùmÐ Dre `ÐBÜ Ð Dre `ÐBaÐ [Ð 

c_Òe `ÊZÞ LZ bÐaÐ«e  AjÊ\ùmÐ ,  AD LÐkÐe _ÞÈrÞ LÊ Òj NõkZ LeÞa _ÐkÞÜ ÒaÐmÞ WÞLç 

LeÊÊ\ùmÐ Ð 

  cÐNÊZÞA H`eÞ bÐaÒe aÞQfÞ[ ÒkaÐe LÐeZ Òd _ \ùmÐ [Ð' _ÊÒkÜ Ð H`eÞ bÐaÞmÐÒaÒf 

]`àZ `eÞ [Ð SÑa_e ]ÑOà [ÞeÞh aià [fe L\Ð AÒN AÒN [ÐLÊ Ò]MÐdÐD\ùmÐ Ð ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf 

[Ðe H ÒahbËiÐ _\ùmÐ Ð ]Ñ_ ]eÞ]õ `eÞ Òj `e ]ÊAeÊ cÐNÞAZÞ QfÊ _\ùmÐ Ð ^_Ê^àe Òb¨Ð \ùmÐ 

Òj Ð aÐkÐ `ÞVÞ ÒeÐSNÐe [ LeÊ\ùmÐ , Ò`ß[óL jrÞLÊ ]ÊB bÐB cÞhÞ elZÐÒalZ LeÞ NÐAÜ bÞ[Òe 

MÊaç `õ[Þ`rÞ @Sà_ LeÞ`ÐeÞ\ùÒm Ð ÒdÐXÏÐ LÊ ÒOÐXÏÐ jeÞ _ÊÒkÜ HB L\Ð ]ÊB bÐB cÞhÞ `õcÐZ 

LeÊ\ùÒm Ð ]ÊB bÐB* aÐkÊaf ; LkÞaÐLÊ NÒm bÐNÔaf HÒ[ ÒSÐeç \ùmÐ Òd , NÐAÜÒe [ jcÒª 

MÐ[Þeç LeÊ\ùÒm , aÐ]aÞaÐ] , LfÞÒNÐf ÒaÒf XeÊ\ùÒm c^Ô Ð 

 

cÐNÊZÞA [Ð ]]eÐ LÐx , aÐXÏ J QÐfOe bÞ[Òe Òd aÊmÊ\ùmÐ , Òj L\Ð Òj bÊmÞdÐB\ùmÐ Ð 

[ÐLÊ ]ÞhÊ\ùmÐ HL ÒNÐßeac¯ NõÐcÔ `eÞaÐee HL D³èf RaÞ Ð `eÞaÐee @ªRaÞ ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf [Ð 

AMÞLÊ Ò]MÐdÐD\ùmÐ , ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf Òj OóZÐÒe , m³ÐÒe , @`cÐ_Òe cÊ̈  Ò`Ð[ÞÒ]D\ùmÐ ; k[Ðh 

bÐaÒe ALÐhLÊ QÐkÊÜ\ùmÐ Ð Òj Ò]MÊ\ùmÐ @[Ñ[ Ð ÒLÒa @[Ñ[Òe NÐÜ `^Ð_Oee bÐNaÃÐÒe 



ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf bÐB bÐB kZÐkZÞ ÒkaÐe Ah*Ð ÒkmÐ , HB ]ÊB bÐB cTÞÒe ÒaL Ò]MÐB 

WÞAÒkÐB `XÏÞ Òj\ùÒe jcÐ^Ð_ LeÞÒ]B\ùÒm Ð cÐNÊZÞA Ò]MÞmÐ [Ð cÐ_jQlÊÒe @[Ñ[e @Ò_L 

L\Ð Ð NÐÜ ÒLÐW Ò`ÐMeÑeÊ e\jÐA«* aXÏ `Ê@ `ÐZÞ kÐZÞ aÞmÒe cXÏÐBmÐ ÒaÐmÞ ]ÐhOe ÒW=Ð 

^eÞ WÞAÒkÒm Ð ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf HB cÐNÊZÞAe dÊA_ç `ÞWÞ ]ÐhOe ÒW=ÐLÊ [Þ_Þ\e \Ð_ Ò]B 

NÐAÜVÐLÊ cÐmÞcL~cÐeÊ elÐ LeÞ\ùmÐ Ð  

cÐNÊZÞA AMÞLÊ Ò]MÐNmÐ ÒS_Ð Oe aXÏÒaÐkÊe ]Ê~àhÐ L\Ð Ð ÒS_Ð* aXÏ`Ê@ @LÐfÒe 

cmÐ`Òe [Ð' ±ÑLÊ _Ð_Ð Ò]Ði Ò]B OeÊ LÐYÏÞ ]ÞANmÐ Ð ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf HB cÐNÊZÞA `ÊeÑ dÐB 

ckÐ`õjÐ] LÊAXÏÊ AZÞ hÐhÊÒaÐkÊ* bÞ[Òe `ec aÞhèÐj  S_ëÐB ÒNÐVÞH aÕhLÊ ]Ê~àhÐeÊ elÐ 

LeÞ\ùmÐ Ð   

HkÞ`eÞ @Ò_L L\Ð cÐNÊZÞAe cÒ_ `XÏÞmÐ Ð cÐ[õ HÒa cÐNÊZÞA Ò]MùmÐ [Ð' bÐBe ha 

`kÒe ÒkmÐ `XÏÞQÞ Ð [ÐLÊ Ò_aÐ `ÐBÜ NÐAÜe ÒLkÞ ÒkÒm aÐkÐeÊ _ÐkÐ«Þ Ð bÐB ! cÐNÊZÞAe bÐB 

- HB L\Ð bÐaÞ Ò]mÐ ÒafLÊ [Ð'e ÒeÐc VÐ*ÊeÞ DWÞmÐ Ð aÞQÐeÞmÐ Òj `ÊZÞ bÐB ÒcÐe ! cÊÜ `ÊZÞ 

bÐB [Ð'e ! H ]eÞ]õ Òah , H _Þe_ï `eÞaÐe , H aÊbÊlÊ jÕjÐeLÊ Ò_B [ÐLÊ `ÊZÞ bÐB ÒaÐmÞ 

XÐLÞa ? ÒhiÒe cÐNÊZÞA LkÞmÐ "_Ð' Ð HB Òhi "_Ð' `]L [Ð cÊkÜeÊ HÒ[ ÒSÐeçÒe aÐkÐeÞmÐ Òd 

aÐe¨ÐÒe cÊkÜ cÐXÏÞ `XÏÞ\ùaÐ [Ð cÊcËiàÊ `_ùÑ AMÞ $ÞVÐB QcLÞmÐ `eÞ QÐkÞÜmÐ Ð  cÐNÊZÞA c^Ô _ÞS 

`ÐVÞe L\Ð _ÞÒS hÊZÞ QcLÞ `XÏÞmÐ Ð 

`e cÊkËràÒe cÐNÊZÞA c_Òe bÐaÐ«e AjÞm Ð bÐaÞmÐ bÐB [ ceÞNmÐ , Ò[Òa AD LÐkÐ 

jÒ= aÞaÐ] ? ÒLÒ[ aÞaÐ] Òd [ÊÒVB \ùmÐ , ÒLÒ[ aÞaÐ] Òd LeÞ\ùmÐ , Òj [ QÐmÞNmÐ Ð Ò[Òa 

ÒcÐe aÞaÐ] AD ekÞmÐ ÒLDÜWÞ ? H L\Ð cÊÜ bÐaÞ `ÐeÊ_Þ ÒaÐmÞ L'Z AD LÞH bÐaÊQÞ ? bÐaÊQÞ L'Z 

`^Ð_ aÊYÏÐ ? bÐaÊQÞ L'Z e\Oe `Ê@ ? LÐkÞÜ HcÐÒ_ [ aÞaÐ] ÒcÃÐB `ÐeÞ _ \ùÒm ; aeÕ 

_ÞAÜÒe `[=`eÞ AcLÊ `LÐB Ò`ÐXÏÞ cÐeÞ `LÐBÒm Ð 

H[ÞLÞ ÒaÒf aÐe¨ÐÒe ÒhÐB\ùaÐ ÒeÐNÞZÑ lÑZ LÒe LkÞmÐ ""`ÐZÞ , ÒVÐÒ` `ÐZÞ ""ÒVÐÒ` 

`ÐZÞ , ÒVÐÒ` `ÐZÞ '' - ]Þ \e LkÞ cÐNÊZÞA HL cÐVÞ OXÏÞeÊ [Ð cÊkÜÒe `ÐZÞ VÞLÞH Ò]B LkÞmÐ "" 

H `dÔà« c^Ô ha LÐYÏÞaÐLÊ ÒLkÞ AjÞÒm _ÐkÞÜ Ð'' 

   ÒeÐNÞZÑ lÑZ LÒe LkÞmÐ ""LkÊQÞ [ÊÒc dÐ@ Ð '' 



cÐNÊZÞA \LÐ ÒkmÐ`eÞ WÞAÒkmÐ Ð c_ bÞ[Òe MÊaç ÒSÐeçÒe [Ðe hÊbÞmÐ "[ÊÒc dÐ@' Ð 

bÐaÞmÐ ÒhiÒe H c^Ô LkÞmÐ "[ÊÒc dÐ@ ! ' `ÐVÞLeÞ LkÞmÐ - ""hÐeÞA [Ê SÐZÞRÊ LÐkÐ ÒO_Þ ÒcÐe 

H @ayÐ ? ÒhiÒe OXÏÞVÞLÒe `ÐZÞ Ò[Ð cÊkÜÒe Ò]aÐLÊ `XÏÞmÐ Ð [Ê c^Ô ÒjBL\Ð LkÊRÊ ? '' 

hÐeÞA RV`V ÒkmÐ`eÞ LXÏ ÒmDVÐB Dre Ò]mÐ - "" kÊÜ _ÒkÒm AD LÞH dÞa ? [Êc 

aÞaÐ] [ HÒa ÒcÃÞmÐ Ð Òj [ QÐmÞNmÐ , AD LÐkÐ `ÐBÜ HÒ[ eÐN @bÞcÐ_ ? HÒ[ÒaÒf HcÞ[Þ 

ekÞÒm ÒmÐÒL ÒaÐmÞÒa L'Z ? '' 

 

cÐNÊZÞA `\e cËrÞà `eÞ WÞAÒkmÐ Ð hÐeÞAe Òhi`]L c_ bÞ[Òe ^LçLÐ Ò]mÐ`eÞ 

mÐNÞmÐ - " ÒmÐÒL ÒaÐmÞÒa LZ ?' ]ÊB `ÐkÊ¨ ANLÊ NmÐ , ]Ð¨ `ÐMLÊdÐB `RLÊ Ò$eÞ AjÞmÐ Ð 

LÐ_ `ÐÒM aÐSÞmÐ ÒjB L\Ð - "ÒmÐÒL ÒaÐmÞÒa L'Z ?' 

Òj _ hÊZÞaÐLÊ ÒQ½ÐLmÐ Ð hÐeÞA cÊkÜ aÊÒmB L[eÐ M¨LÒe `XÏRÞ Ð kmç _ÐkÞÜ , Qmç _ÐkÞÜ 

Ð cÊÊkÜ LÊ VÞÒL [Ðe QÐkÞÜmÐ Ð Ò]MÞmÐ JWÒe [Ðe L\Ðe ¸t_ _ÐkÞÜ Ð [\Ð`Þ Òj LkÞmÐ `eÞ [ÐLÊ 

hÊbÞmÐ  - "ÒmÐÒL ÒaÐmÞÒa L'Z ?' Òj[ÞLÞ ÒaÒf Oee aÞeÐXÏÞVÐ cÔÐDÜ cÔÐDÜ ÒkÐB LÊAXÏÊ QÐmÞ 

AjÞmÐ Ð [Ðe jèe hÊZÞ cÐNÊZÞA aÊTÞmÐ , jÒ[ aÐ aÞeÐXÏÞVÐ LkÊRÞ - "ÒmÐÒL ÒaÐmÞÒa L'Z ?' ]Ð¨ 

[ÐVÞ $ÞVÐB ]Ð¨LÊ QÐkÞÜmÐ Ð NÐB ÒMÐSÊ\ùmÐ [Ð RÊALÊ "kcÐ' ÒaÐmÞ Ð ÒjB ]ÑOà LLàh jèeeÊ Òj 

aÊTÞmÐ , NÐB @aÐ LkÊRÞ - "ÒmÐÒL ÒaÐmÞÒa L'Z ?' Ò]MÞmÐ jÐB `Þ¨Ð ÒmÐÒL ajÞ L'Z L\ÐaÐrÐà 

ÒkDR«Þ Ð [Ðe jÒtk ÒkmÐ ÒmÐÒL LÐkÞÜLÞ LZ [Ê_Þ [Ê_Þ L\ÐaÐrÐà ÒkDR«Þ - " AoÐ ; H ha `XÏÞ 

ekÞÒm ÒmÐÒL ÒaÐmÞÒa L'Z ?'   

"ÒmÐÒL ÒaÐmÞÒa L'Z ?' - bÐaÞ bÐaÞ cÐNÊZÞA ÒLÒ[ÒaÒf Òd QÐmÞ QÐmÞ bÐB ]ÊAe ÒXBÜ 

bÐB ha `ÐÒM WÞA ÒkÐBQÞ , SÐZÞ _ÐkÞÜ Ð d§QÐfÞ[ `eÞ Òj QÐmÞNmÐ , LÐkÐLÊ @Ò`lÐ LmÐ _ÐkÞÜ Ð 

LÐkÐLÊ `õhï `QÐeÞmÐ _ÐkÞÜ , LÐkÐ L\Ð hÊZÞmÐ _ÐkÞÜ , ÒLaf ÒNÐVÐH L\Ð [Ð LÐ_ `ÐÒM aÐSÊ\ùmÐ - 

"ÒmÐÒL ÒaÐmÞÒa L'Z ?' jÕjÐee jLf jèe hv ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf ÒjB ÒNÐVÐH `õhï bÞ[Òe [Ð 

QÞr[Òf ScÐV aÐuÞ ekÞ\ùmÐ Ð "ÒmÐÒL ÒaÐmÞÒa L'Z ?' - aÞQÐeÞ Òj HLÐLÑ haVÐLÊ ÒVLÞ LÐuÒe 

^BmÐ Ð OÒe jcÒ&ordf; LÐtÞ DWÞÒm Ð Òj LkÞmÐ - ""[Ê_Þ kÊ@ , ÒmÐÒL ÒaÐmÞÒa L'Z ?''   

chÐZÞ `XÏÞAÒe ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf [eÊÒhõZÑe jÑcÐ `Ðe ÒkÐB ^ÊAÜ LÊ¨fÑ ALÐeÒe D`eLÊ DWÞ _Ñf 

ALÐhLÊ Ao_ï LeÞ`LÐBmÐ , cÐNÊZÞA ÒjÒ[ÒaÒf D`eLÊ AÜ LeÞ QÐkÞÜ ekÞ Òj ^ÊAÜ bÞ[Òe 

Ò]MÞmÐ , [Ð @[Ñ[e jLf aÐ]aÞaÐ] LÊAÒXÏ jaÊ ^ÊAÜ `eÞ cÞÒfB dÐBQÞ Ð   

H OVZÐe LÞRÞ]Þ_ `Òe cÐNÊZÞA ÒdÒ[ÒaÒf bÐBOe J _ÞSOe bÐBbÐN-aÃÐ aÐXÏ bÐ=Þ 

]Þ'OeLÊ HLÐWÞ LeÞ ]Ð¨`Þ¨ÐÒe ajÞmÐ , NÐÜe cÐcm[LÐe aÞhÊ `^Ð_ cÊXÏÊLÞ kjÐÒ]B `QÐeÞÒm – 



 "" LÞÒe cÐNÊZÞA , H L'Z ?'' 

 

cÐNÊZÞA LkÞmÐ - "" bÐB`eÐ QÐmÞNmÐ ; HÒa HcÞ[Þ _ÒkÒm  ÒmÐÒL ÒaÐmÞÒa L'Z ?''  

  

`^Ð_ LkÞÒm - ""chÐZÞ `XÏÞAÒe BcÞ[Þ LÐkÐeÞ LÐkÐeÞ cÊ̈  aÞNÞXÏÞ dÞaÐe hÊZÐdÐBRÞ Ð''   
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One of the questions that I keep repeatedly getting asked on my trips to India is 

about life in Australia.  
 

In what way is life different in Australia compared to India? Is it as good as it is 
rumoured to be? 
 

In these days of the Internet, Twitter and Facebook with unprecedented access to 
information one can probably find most of the answers in ‘Google’. There of course is no 
substitute for real life experience. Having spent almost a third of my adult life in New 
Zealand and Australia I venture to answer this rather tricky question.  
 

The infrastructure is good and corruption is low. There are no power cuts and 
weather is temperate for most part of the year. This much is well understood and 
acknowledged back home. However, there are other subtler things that are not so apparent 
that I wish to narrate here that in my view make life generally more agreeable here than 
India.  
 

Life here is a mixture of good, bad and the ugly. Here is my take. 
 

The Good 
Informal working  

If I were to move back to India today the one thing I will really miss most about 
Australia/New Zealand is the very informal working culture that you get here. People are 
easy going and relaxed. There is no expectation to stand up in attention when the boss 
comes around. India in contrast is a society that encourages deference and obedience. This 
manifests into a very formal and hierarchical working culture. I will struggle to get used to 
this if I were to relocate to India. 
 

Dignity of labour 
People generally are treated with respect and dignity regardless of the occupation 

and position they are in. In India, we love to flaunt our positions and titles and also there is 
tendency to look down on people.  Titles matter for a lot back home. Here it is a bit 
different. The culture is egalitarian and everybody is given a fair go. There is no looking 
down people on basis of designations or positions. 
 

Work to live culture 
It is a culture that believes in work to live philosophy. Leisure and holidaying is given 

top priority. Contrast this with live to work culture back home where people don’t mind 
spending long hours at work even if this meant just sitting late and doing nothing. I did also 
come across situations in which promotions were actually refused to some of my colleagues 
due to higher stress levels senior positions bring in.  



 

Bureaucracy  
Indian bureaucracy is a great energy sapper. This has been by experience and most 

of you would agree I reckon. It is the interaction with the bureaucracy that undermines the 
general quality of life in India. Whether you are renewing a passport or making an 
application for an import licence you can’t escape its heavy handedness.   I do concede that 
things have changed since liberalisation in 1991. In spite of this, it continues to play a 
formidable part even today. 
 

The ubiquitous Babus that control much of our daily lives back home are 
conspicuously absent here--- almost. They are there but you won’t notice their presence. 
They operate efficiently in the background and everybody is accountable for their actions. 
This is one of the rewards of living here that won’t be too obvious until you actually 
experience it firsthand. 
 

The Bad 
Well everything obviously not hunky dory here. Following are my favourite baddies: 

 

Do your own chores 
This one has to top the list. Most of us are not used to things like cleaning the house, 

Laundry or doing dishes back home. The army of servants and availability of plentiful supply 
of cheap labour back home conditions us to a life of laziness and indolence. Painfully 
everything has to be done here by oneself. This painful reality hits you hard relentlessly day 
in and day out.  So much so that a big chunk of weekends time is eaten by these chores.  
 

Perpetual job insecurity 
The price to pay to enjoy first world standard of life in the West is job insecurity. Job 

losses are a way of life in most of the professions. The terms and conditions of employment 
agreements make hiring and firing easy. On the positive side, loss of job is not treated as a 
catastrophe and people generally take it in their stride and move on. 
 

Dental rip off 
Everything is more expensive than India without exception. But dental rip offs merit 

a special mention. I have often endured months of dental misery and postponed my dental 
work to get it done in India. Nearly half of all Australians don’t visit the dentist regularly. 
Cost and anxiety are the stumbling blocks, and no wonder. 
 

Too few Public Holidays 
Public holidays are few and far between. The so-called Christmas break is no more 

than three days of holidays. One tends to miss the 10-day casual leave a year we used to get 
back home where you can take a break without assigning any reason. Jaane kaha gaye woh 
din. 
 
 

 
 



And the Ugly 
I have a final one. This one is so bad it will be unfair to categorise this under “Bad”. If 

not bad then it is ugly. Here it goes. 
 

As a parent, I often come across and interact with my child’s classmates and their 
families. I noticed that the number of children under the care of ‘solo mums’ is 
disproportionately high. It is not uncommon to find children brought up in “blended” 
families. Therefore, they perhaps miss the love, affection and attention that a child is 
expected to get from both father and mother in a healthy family environment. Not 
surprisingly, quite a few get deviated from a healthy life path and fall prey to teen-age 
temptations. It is the ugliest aspect of life here in my view and makes me nervous. 
 

Conclusion 
The above list by no means is exhaustive and I am sure several more can be added 

under each category. The biggest lesson for us Indians perhaps is in treatment of fellow 
Indians. The dignity, respect and fairness with which Westerners treat fellow Westerners is 
in sharp contrast to the rudeness by which we tend to treat the not so well to do 
countrymen back home. We make a lot of sacrifices to settle in a new country.  If we can 
take this one lesson back home our sacrifices will perhaps be worth the trouble.               

 
       

Mohan Rao Vanamisetty 

(Perth) 

--------------------------------------------- 
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Dn_ÑQ Òb]bËmÞ LeÞaÐ D_ð[Þ, 
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