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Rnldsghmf sn R`x---------- 

 

Hello All, 
 
Itôs time again this year with loads of enthusiasm, we are 
proud to celebrate the most ever Raja festival for the 8th cal-
endar year in London. This means a lot to us as Odia com-
munity living far from the Land of Temples, Odisha, a cul-
tural state with a maximum number of festivals (In Odia we 
say ñ Bara Masa, Tera Parbaò ). 
 
The festival brings us together with full of dedication and 
great effort from the members of OCAL organising commit-
tee and extend their support with various works performed 
three months in advance. They are the pillars of the success 
for the Raja festival every year. As a community we are 
stronger and better every year. 
 
Our kids have always shown their enthusiasm for the event 
and participate in various activities to showcase their talent 
in the past years and they continue to do so. We really thank-
ful to them for their time and effort. 
 
We have introduce a ñKids Achievementò page for the 1st 
time to recognise their achievement over the last year to en-
courage them to do much more and publish in the future. 
 
This magazine is a celebration of the Raja festival which 
provides a communication platform to the Odiaôs in London. 
Most critically this also exposes our younger generation to 
Odia tradition and culture by facilitating an opportunity to 
demonstrate their writing talents and skills. 
 
My sincere thanks to all contributors and the members of 
OCAL for making these celebrations a reality. We also 
thanks to the Odia friends and family who joins us every 
year for the Raja festival. 
 
We hope you enjoy reading this magazine and continue to 
encourage us and our children to publish more and more in 
the years to come. 
 
Lastly, I am really thankful to Sabitha for the dedication and 
effort to design and collate the magazine in very wonderful 
way. 
 
Wish you all a fun filled Raja festival celebration!!! 
 
Jay Jagarnath, 
 

Umakant Rout and Sabitha Das 

Odia Cultural Association London ( OCAL ) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

@qs Ax U`mc`m` R`gt 

@qs ax R`muh R`l`k 

@qs ax Rg``m O`sq` 

@qs ax R`qsg`j C`r 

@qs ax Rgqdx`r R`gt 

@qs ax @chsx` Lhrgq` 

@qs ax Uhcho R`gnn 

@qs ax R`ahsg` 

@qs ax R`i`k Ldgdq 

@qs ax Rhx` R`gt 

Sgd Vntmcdc Gd`qs 'Ondl( Ax Rghu`l  

 Rsnql 'Ondl( ax  Q`bghs R`a`s 

Ondlr ax Rtadmcgt Lng`msgx 

Rktladq 'Ondl( ax Rtagdmct Lng`msx 

Nchx` Ondl ax J`kh Lhrq` 

Nchx` Ondl ax Mhkl`cg`a` J`q 

Ondlr ax Rtagdmcgt Lng`msx 

Rodbh`k C`x  'Rsnqx( ax L`g`m C`r 

Sgd Cnkk 'Rsnqx( Ax L`cgtqhl` 

Hmch` Sqho ax U`mc`m` R`gnn 

Gnld `v`x eqnl Gnld ax R`sqnno` O`sm`x`j 

C`mbhmf Fhqk 'Rsnqx( Ax  Rudsk`m` M`mc` 

L`fhb`k Onvdqr `qdmÜs L`fhb`k onvdqr 'Rsnqx( ax Chrghs` Qnts 

Rtodqm`stq`k 'Rsnqx( ax  @hrgt Idm` 

Nmd mhfgs Rs`mc 'Rsnqx( ax Rtagdmct Lng`msgx 

Vg`s sdbg vhkk xntq b`q g`ud hm sgd Etstqd> Ax F`tq`u Ldgdq 

Sgd Lhbqn Bnmsdms Toqhrhmf ax R`mcddo Sqho`sx 

Bnnk Nee vhsg Xnf` ax Oq`shag` Ldgdq 

Eqnl @qbghdÜr Jhsbgdm 

@qtm` Rsg`la` Aqnbgtqd 

@bghdudldmsr Qdbnfmhshnm   

Fkhlordr ne K`rs Xd`q Dudms 

 

  

Hm sghr Hrrtd---- 



@qs ax R`muh R`l`k+ `fd 5 

Bnkk`fd ax Rg``m @fd 5xd`qr 

Nabakalebara By Shreyas ,  age 14  

R`qsg`j C`r Ă 02 xd`qr 

Uhcho  R`gnnô 7 xd`qr Uhcho  R`gnn  

R`qsg`j C`r 



@qs Ax U`mc`m` R`gnn  

|ĶśŎŞŊ ŇŌŇ  
ŒśŞŋǁś ŌŕŘƻř 

 
ĴśŇř ĴśŇř ŕŘŞŃ ŞŅĪ ŞŌŘŎ 

ŞɂŎłŘ Ĳ ɂƕŘ Ŏ ŞŏĵŇŚ 

Şŏȃĺ ŞŌŘ ĻŚŊŇ Ŏ ĶŘńŘ 

ŞŅĵŘĪĺ ŇŜŃŇ ĨŊŇŚ ! 
  

ŔŃŌřĺ ŌŘŧŘ ĪǂĻŘŞŏ 

ɂŊŝƥř Ĳ ɂŃɹŧ ŔŘĶŞŎ 

ŃśŌ ŔŘŞń ŞĵŘĻřĺř ŒŘŌśĴŘ 
ŃśŌ ňŞń ňŘĪĺř ŞŌŘ ŎŘǯŘ ! 
  

ŎŜňŌŧ ŔĦƕŘŌŧ ŃśŞŌ 

ĻŇĴ ĻŇŇŚ ɅŘŃŝ ŋƆŚ 
ĶśŎś ŊǄś ŞɂŌŚ ĨƴǻŘƍřŇŚ 

ĩĻř ŃśŞŌ ŞŌŘ ŞĴŘŐ ŅśŏłŚ ! 
  

ŇřĻ ŔĦƕŘ ŇřĻ ňŎřĹŧ 

ĵŘŏř ŔřŇŘ ŇřĻŎ ĹŧŇ 
ĹřŎƻŇ İĪ İĴ ŔŃɹ 
ŇŞŌŘŇŌ ĶśŎŞŊ ŇŌŇ ! 

@qs ax R`muh R`l`kõ5 xd`qr 



Vg`s sdbg vhkk xntq b`q g`ud hm sgd Etstqd> 
Gaurav Meher 

 Ldqbdcdr E /04 bnmbdos b`q 

@qs ax R`i`k Ldgdq @qs ax @chsx`  Lhrgq` 



Sandeep Tripathy 

The Micro Content Uprising 

Storm 
  Rachit Sabat  10 years 
 

Adkknvhmf khnmÜr ftsstq`k qn`q× 

Dbgndr sgqntfg lntms`hm `mc lnnq- 

Gntrdr sqd`sdc khjd ldqd snxr 

Bnlokdsd vhsg sdqqhehdc fhqkr `mc anxr- 

@ql`fdccnm hr q`hmhmf cnvm× 

Sgd vnqkc hr v`sbghmf vhsg ` eqnvm- 

 

Sgd q`hm hr khjd hbx c`ffdqr 

Dudm sgd g`qcdrs l`m rs`ffdqr- 

Sghmfr xnt knud adbnld sghmf xnt g`sd 

Ne sg`s sgdqd hr mn cda`sd- 

 

Xnt ltrs qdrodbs ld enq xnt `qd sgd mnql 

Xnt ltrs qdrodbs ld enq H `l sgd rsnql- 

     

http://www.bing.com/images/search?q=cartoon+storm&view=detailv2&&&id=C681583C95FB8E03B53736A543F38E80F764A012&selectedIndex=2&ccid=fd8rWeY1&simid=608051620329423903&thid=JN.r7uLPxLWo8lipUNOOuvckA


Rgdds`kh Oq`m`x`l 
Rhs hm `mx bnlenqs`akd onrstqd vhsg rsq`hfgs a`bj vhsg g`mcr nm sgd jmddr hm bghmĂltcq` nq fx`mĂltc
q`- Bknrd dxdr `mc qdk`w- Dwsdmc sgd snmftd ntsrhcd sgd lntsg `r e`q `r onrrhakd `mc enkc hs eqnl rhc
dr sn l`jd hs rhlhk`q sn ` stad- Hmg`kd `mc cq`v sgd aqd`sg sgqntfg sghr stad- @s sgd dmc ne sgd hmg`k`sh
nm+ bknrd sgd lntsg `mc dwg`kd sgqntfg sgd mnrd- Qdod`s sghr 0/ sn 04 shldr- 

Admdehsr9              
kd+ Hloqnudr gd`ksg ne dxdr `mc rjhm+ btqdr snmrhkkhshr- 

 
Rgddsj`qh Oq`m`x`l 
Rhs `r hm sgd oqduhntr oq`bshbd- Gnkc sgd sddsg shfgskx snfdsgdq+ rdo`q`sd sgd khor `mc dwonrd sgd sddsg- 
Aqd`sg hm rknvkx `mc cddokx sgqntfg sgd lntsg+ vghkd oqnctbhmf ghrrhmf rntmc- @s sgd dmc ne sgd hmg`

     dwg`kd sgqntfg sgd mnrd rknvkx- Qdod`s rdudq`k shldr- 

Admdehsr          

 

J`jh ltcq` 
Rhs `r hm oqduhntr dwdqbhrd- Nodm dxdr `mc enbtr ansg sgd dxdr nm mnrd sho- Sqx mns sn akhmj ctqhmf sg
d oq`bshbd- Otqrd sgd khor enqlhmf ` ad`j nq sn oqnmntmbd ñNò `mc sgdm aqd`sgd hm sgqntfg sgd lntsg 
rknvkx- @s sgd dmc ne sgd hmg`k`shnm+ bknrd sgd lntsg `mc dwg`kd sgqntfg mnrd- 

Admdehsr            

 

L`mctjh Jqhx` 
Rhs hm `mx bnlenqs`akd onrstqd- Qns`sd sgd snmftd hm adsvddm sgd ftlr `mc hmmdq rhcd ne khor rknvkx ` 
mtladq ne shldr- Rteehbhdms r`khu` vhkk fds rdbqdsdc+ vghbg l`x ad rv`kknvdc- Fn nm qdod`shmf sghr shkk 
xnt mn lnqd eddk sghqrsx- Hs b`m ad oq`bshbdc vghkd rs`mchmf `mc sq`udkkhmf `krn- 

Admdehsr      

 

Oqdb`tshnmr 
Sgdrd dwdqbhrdr rgntkc mns ad odqenqldc hm onkktsdc `slnrogdqd `mc `krn hm bnkc vd`sgdq- Odqrnmr 
rteedqhmf eqnl knv aknnc oqdrrtqd `mc qdrohq`snqx chrnqcdqr rgntkc mns cn sgdrd dwdqbhrdr- 

 
                - Pratibha Nayak Meher (Julie) 



  

 

 

H er name was Anna. She couldn't move, she couldn't talk, she 

could just watch everything as alive as ever without a clue of any-

thing. So on a scorching hot day the sun was shining on the cobbled 

path. Anna and her parents were planning to stay home and do "adult 

things" as her parents called it. The key was just not to care. Anna 

longed to go outside in the sunshine and soak in the heat of the glow-

ing star. Every day she would watch her neighbours kids go outside 

and play. Laughing, smiling, jumping, the kids pounced around like 

free birds whereas Anne was locked inside as if she was in a prison 

cell. Not surprisingly, even though it was raining slightly, it was still 

sunny. This meant that there would be a rainbow. Since Anna was a 

kid she was under house arrest and knowing that she might see an 

explosion of colours in the sky excited her that she would even break 

the rules to take this opportunity. Anna was home-schooled, and was 

not a very social person. She never had anybody to confide in and 

always learned to do things independently. She had never broken the 

rules before and this was a big deal for her. 

"Aaaaaah" she screamed into a pillow her mind baf-

fled with possibilities of the consequences that lay 

ahead of her. 

Anna was getting tangled up in her thoughts and 

finally decided to take a wonder outdoors. Of course, 

her main purpose was to find the rainbow. She 

walked and walked and could not see a thing. Maybe 

she was just doing it wrong she thought. She had to 

look harder. Time passed by quick enough and she 

šŪŰũş ţŠŭŮŠŧš Ťũ Ŝ ŨŴŮůŠŭŤŪŰŮ ŮůŭŠŠů ŲţŤŞţ şŤşũ°ů ŧŪŪŦ 

like any area near her house. Still under the spell 

that she had to find the rainbow she carried on walk-

ing, not taking into account how long she had been 

out there and how horrified her parents must have been. As she contin-

ued her journey through the "unknown" she approached a chalk board. 

This was nothing like what Anna had seen before, even though she 

ţŜşũ°ů ŮŠŠũ ŨŰŞţ, Ťů ŲŜŮ ťŰŮů Ūşş. ŕţŠ ŝŪŜŭş ŲŜŮ ŞŪűŠŭŠş Ťũ ũŜŨŠŮ 

written in white chalk which were wearing away due to the weather. 

Anna felt as if the names glared back at her almost reaching into her 

soul giving her a sudden urge to put her name on the board. Anna 

picked up a chalk which was conveniently laying on the board in front 

of her. Letter by letter she spelt out her name. A N N A she wrote 

down, trying to make her handwriting look impeccable. 

After writing her name on this inexplicable board which had strangely 

appeared, Anna felt this weird sensation inside her that something was 

about to happen. Her several attempts of trying to find the rainbow 

had continued to fail so she decided to  take a leisurely walk back to-

wards her home finally understanding her parents might be worried. 

Her intention of reaching home a quickly as possible was soon shat-

tered when an unexpected noise came from behind her. She turned 

around to be perplexed to what stood in front of her, she was sure this 

was not there before. 

 

 

 

 

 

Staring back at her, without a doubt the scariest thing she had seen, 

was a large store. The store was shaped to what looked like a devilish 

mouth with fangs placed inside it in a radical manner. It was a beau-

tiful oak brown colour however extremely tedious and decrepit. 

Vines formed a twisted maze upon the side of the shop, reaching their 

legs towards what looked like a loose tooth in the mouth. A cool shud-

der trickles down her spine, she cannot tell but there is something 

unbelievably mysterious about this street. All of a sudden something 

catches her eye and she hears that same sound again. 

On a spur of moment resting right behind the shop window was a doll. 

This was however no ordinary doll. This doll completely resembled 

Anna's appearance. The same blue eyes, the long brown silky hair and 

the flawless skin glared back at her almost as if she were looking in a 

mirror. Even he clothes were same, when she squinted her eyes she 

could make put the same butterfly design she had a scarlet top she 

was wearing and the doll had the same Alice blue 

coat that she had on. This delighted Anna and 

brought a smile to her face which she does not nor-

mally have being under her parents control. She was 

now determined to get this doll. The naive girl went 

over to the door to open it. Her attempts to open the 

door failed and angrily she kicked the door hard 

almost breaking it and started to walk away. Alt-

hough, after having tried really hard to open the door 

Ŝũş Ťů ŲŪŰŧşũ°ů ŪūŠũ, ŮţŠ ţŠŜŭş ŮŪŨŠůţŤũŢ ŞŭŠŜŦ 

behind her. The door begrudgingly creaked open. 

Still in desire for getting the doll she walked into the 

creepy shop without a clue of the consequences.  

The shop was dead silent with intermittent creaks and 

slight movement of some of the dolls but Anna let that factor pass as 

she was too interested in getting her doll. When she went over to look 

at the shop window the doll had disappeared. Astonishingly when she 

turned her head the doll was sitting on a table in the centre of the shop. 

Anna found this bewildering but was still determined on her goal. An-

na felt like eyes were hammering into her and even though she knew 

she needed to get home she made the wrong decision. To her surprise 

as she approached the doll she read a sign on the door saying exit that 

way with an arrow pointing towards the door although this sign want 

ůţŠŭŠ ŝŠšŪŭŠ. łũũŜ şŤşũ°ů ŰũşŠŭŮůŜũş ůţŤŮ ŨŠŮŮŜŢŠ Ŝũş ťŰŮů ŜŮ ŮţŠ ŲŜŮ 

about to the touch the doll, the doll moved a final time. A musty odour 

was starting to spread around the store.  This time it moved right next 

to the door. Anna went towards the door and touched the doll. 

±ŃŜŜŜŜŜŜŨ² ŲŠũů ůţŠ şŪŧŧ Ŝũş ůţŠ ŲţŪŧŠ ŮůŪŭŠ ŮţŪŪŦ. łũũŜ šŠŧů ŜŮ 

though she were in a hallucination and everything around her seemed 

as though it was spinning. After the spinning stopped Anna could not 

move anymore. She could only see and it was weird since it was as if 

ŮţŠ ŞŪŰŧş ŮŠŠ Ŝ ŮůŭŠŠů ŪŰůŮŤşŠ Ŝ şŪŪŭ. ŔţŠ ŞŪŰŧşũ°ů ŭŠŨŠŨŝŠŭ ŜũŴůţŤũŢ 

ůţŜů ţŜş ťŰŮů ţŜūūŠũŠş ťŰŮů ůţŜů ŮţŠ ŞŪŰŧşũ°ů ŨŪűŠ Ŝũş ŪũŞŠ ŮţŠ ŞŪŰŧş. 

She looked down at her arms. She tried so hard to let out a scream but 

she could not talk. Once her life was amazing, now she is a soul inside 

a toy. 

The Doll 
By Madhurima Bhattacharja 



Ldsgnc9 

For coconut phirni, mix the ground rice with some cold milk to make a paste and keep aside. Take milk in a heavy 

bottomed pan and put on the heat. Keep on stirring and when the milk is 1/4th reduced, add the rice paste & des-

iccated coconut. Add condensed milk and stir continuously to avoid sticking in bottom. Then add the sugar into it. 

Cook on medium heat until desired consistency has been achieved. Sprinkle cardamom powder, mix it thoroughly 

and switch off the flame. Bring it to room temperature.  

For orange compote, put all the ingredients for compote in a saucepan (except corn starch) and bring to a boil. 

Cover the pan and cook in medium heat until the orange gets tender. Press the segments at the back of the 

spoon. Then add corn starch paste to it and stir for 1 min and switch off the flame. Allow it to cool completely. For 

serving, take small desert bowls and fill it with Coconut phirni and top it with Orange Compote. Keep them in re-

frigerator to set for couple of hours and serve them chilled. 

 

Ingredients for Coconut Phirni 

1 liters milk  

İ cup of condensed milk 

7 table spoon of coarsely ground basmati rice 

(homemade) 

7 table spoon of desiccated coconut 

İ cup sugar (or as per your taste) 

İ tea spoon of cardamom powder 

Ingredients for Orange Compote  

1 cup of peeled, small cubed orange segments  

1 tea spoon of grated orange rind 

1 tea spoon of fresh lemon juice 

1 tea spoon corn starch mixed in water 

İ cup of sugar  

1 cup of water  

From Archieôs Kitchen 
Bnbnmts Oghqmh vhsg Nq`mfd Bnlonsd 

Q`l` Qnbg`j S`qj`qh 

Ingredients for the moong vadas- 

1/2 cup split yellow moong dal + 1/4 cup 
moong dal with skin 

2 dry red chili 

1 pinch hing 

1 tsp whole cumin seeds   

1 tsp spoon ginger paste 

Oil for deep frying 

Ingredients for the curry - 

 
1 İ  cups diced brinjal 

1 cup diced potato 

İ tsp red chili powder 

1 green chili 

2 tsp ginger paste 

2 tsp cumin seeds 

2 tsp coriander seeds 

1 tsp poppy seeds 

1 inch cinnamon stick 

2 nos green cardamom 

1 small bay leaf 

1/4 tsp turmeric 

3 tbsp ghee 

Salt to taste 

Chopped coriander leaves and ghee for gar-
nishing 

 

Ldsgnc Ă 
 
Soak both types of moong dals overnight. Wash, drain all the water and then grind into a coarse paste using mini-
mal water with dry red chili, cumin seeds. Mix ginger paste and hing to it. 
Heat oil in a kadhai for deep frying. Add moong dal batter into the hot oil to make small vadas and fry till golden 
brown. Remove the vadas and keep aside. 
 
Grind the green chili, cumin seeds, coriander seeds, poppy seed, bay leaf, cinnamon, and cardamom into a fine 
paste. 
Heat 3 tbsp of ghee in another pan. Add 2 tsp of ginger paste and the ground masala paste to it. Fry in slow flame 
till ghee separates. Add salt, turmeric and red chili powder. Add the diced potato and brinjal. Cover with a lid and 
cook until potatoes are cooked. 
Add about 2 cups of water and bring to a boil. Reduce the flame and then add the moong dal vadas. Cover the lid 
and allow the curry to simmer for 5 mins. Switch off and serve the curry hot, garnished with chopped coriander 
leaves and ghee.   



   

 

Although I have travelled to India many times, to visit my other family members, I was mostly limited to 

staying in my native state of Orissa. I would occasionally stay with distant relatives, along with my parents 

and younger brother, in Delhi for a few days at most, but then we would almost immediately leave to catch 

our connecting flight from Delhi airport to Bhubaneswar ­ ŐŭŤŮŮŜ°Ů ŞŜūŤůŜŧ ŞŤůŴ. ŉŪŲŠűŠŭ, ŧŜŮů ŴŠŜŭ Ťũ łŰŢŰŮů, ŨŴ ūŜŭŠũůŮ şŠ-

ŞŤşŠş ůŪ ůŜŦŠ ŰŮ ŜŧŪũŢ ŲŤůţ ŨŴ ŨŪůţŠŭ°Ů ūŜŭŠũůŮ ůŪ ůŭŜűŠŧ ůţŭŪŰŢţ ūŜŭůŮ Ūš ŏŪŭůţ ŊũşŤŜ; ũŜŨŠŧŴ ŉŜŭŤşŲŜŭ, œŤŮţŤŦŠŮţ, ŗŭŤũşŜűŜũ 

and Old Delhi. We first travelled, by a taxi we had rented for the trip, to Haridwar.  

And it was beautiful.  

The sun was quite merciful to us and decided not to beat down on us the way he had in Orissa, and the sudden bouts of torren-

tial rain cleared the dusty air. My grandparents wanted to see the river Ganges, so we immediately set off after setting our lug-

gage down in the 5-star hotel rooms we had booked in advance ­ the only way we had been able to afford such luxury was the 

fact that a night in a 5-star hotel in India cost about as much as a night in a B &B in England.  

Although the scenery we saw while driving through Haridwar was quite impressive, the number of times I had hit my head on 

the ceiling and sides of the car rather dampened my excitement. Needless to say, the roads were not in the best condition. When 

we had arrived near the riverside, we had the near impossible task of navigating through the sucking mud, shoving people and 

bustling street-side stalls, complete with roofs of blue tarpaulin, to finally get to the river. When we did get there, I observed, to 

my dismay, the sheer amount of rubbish scattered on the banks of the most sacred river in India, which had been revered for 

centuries by Hindu sages and gurus. However this disgust only lasted a couple of seconds, because this was to be expected in 

India and anyone who had spent any worthwhile time in India would have seen a great deal more filth than this. The Taj Ma-

hal, for example, was known all around the world for its resplendent beauty and yet piles of litter sat just outside the entrance 

steps to leading to its grounds. Not to mention the fact that an entry fee cost twenty rupees ­ which is a mere twenty pence. 

Ŋ ŮŜů Ūũ ůţŠ ŮůŠūŮ Ūš ůţŠ ŭŤűŠŭ ŜšůŠŭ ůŜŦŤũŢ ūŜŭů Ťũ ůţŠ ŮŨŜŧŧ ŭŤůŰŜŧ Ūš ŲŜŮţŤũŢ ŪũŠ°Ů ŜŭŨŮ, šŜŞŠ Ŝũş šŠŠů Ťũ ŤůŮ ţŪŧŴ ŲŜůŠŭ, and 

watched the various bearded, orange-garbed priests giving offerings of flowers, fruit and incense to the many Hindu Gods, by 

šŧŪŜůŤũŢ ůţŠŨ şŪŲũ ůţŠ űŜŮů ŭŤűŠŭ. Ŋ ŮŜŤş Ŝ ūŭŜŴŠŭ Ūš ŨŴ ŪŲũ Ŝũş ţŪūŠş ůţŜů ŝŴ ůţŠ ũŠųů ůŤŨŠ Ŋ°ş űŤŮŤů, ŊũşŤŜ ŲŪŰŧş ţŜűŠ ŮůŜŭted 

to pick itself up off of the dirt and poverty it lay on. 

ĩ̄ŌɲŞŃŘľŘ°  
         ɌŚ ŎŒřɭĴŘƻ Ňǁ 

ĵŎŘĺśľř Ĳ ĩŌɲŞŃŘľŘ ŔĦňĴǻŚŧ| ŇřĻŇřĻ ŔŕřŃ ĺǁŘĺǁř | 

ĬŅĬŅřĩ ĵŎŘŞŊŞŐ ĩŌɲĶĺ ĺŘĪŞŎ ŒňŞľ ňĴŘĪ ĶňŊŕř ňŁřŊŘŎ ŌĻŘ ĨŇŇɹ| ŔśǁŎŚ ŞŕĬ ŊŘ ĩœŘŁśĩ,ĴŏŌŚ ŞŕĬ ŊŘ ŏĦĴŘ,ňŘĹřŏŘ ĩŌɲ 
ĶĺŎś ĵŔřŞŏ, ŞŕŘĪōŘİ İĴ ŔɫŃɂŊŝƥ ŞŎȧ | ŞņŘĪŊŘ ňŘĪĥ ŇńŘİ Şņţōǻɹ| ŞĹŘňŘ Ĳ ľŘĴśĩ ŌļřŞŎ ȄŊŘ ŎŔ ŇśŞŕĥ ŞŔ ĨŌŝŃ| ĩŌɲŎŔŞŎ 
ŔŘľǻňɹŘƞ ĵŎŘň ŞŕŞŏ Ŋř ŞŔȄňŘĪĥ ŇńŘİ ĵŘŃřŎ | 

ŞŏǀŘ ŞŏǀŘ ĩŌɲ ĲŕŐřńŘİ ŒŘĵŘŀŘŐŎś| ĩŌɲōŘĴ ŏśĹĴŘŐř ŞĵŐƻř ňȽ ĩŁśĩŐŞŎ| Ĵřĺř ĶĺŞŎ ńŘİ ŊĬŐ ĩŌɲ| ŒŚŃŅŚŇŎ Ĵśŕśŀř ŞňŘŀřŅřİ 

ŊĬŐ| ŇŞŕŞŏ ŞŊŘŞņ ňȽ ĨŞňſŘ ŞŊŒř ĩŌɲ ńŘĩƻŘ ĶĺŞŎ| ĨňŎŘǸŎ ņŜŐř ļŀŞŎ ĵŔřňŞŀ ĩŌɲ ŊŕśŃ| ŞŃŘľŘōŘĴ ŋƥȁ ĩŌɲ| ŊŘĬĥŒ 

ŞľŘŞĴĪŞŎ ŊśŕŘŕśİ ĩŌɲ ķŎĴś| ĩŌɲʮŏ ŃřĩŎř ňŘĪĥ ľŘĴśĩŎś ŞĴŘĪŏř ĴŁŘ| ŞĶŘŞľĶĺŎ ĩŌɲŔŊś ōŘİ ĶĥŘ ĨǦɂŕŎř ŞŋŘĻřĴś| ŌśŁřŊřĴŘŐř ŊŘĬĦĶř 

ŋŘŎŞŎ ĩłřŊřŞĴ Ōśĩĥ Ĳ ňŘłřŃśĩ| Ňřİ ŃŘŎ Ōśŏ Ĳ Ĵřĺř ĩŌɲ| 

ĩŌɲŞŃŘľŘ ŔŌǯĦĴ ĩȃŞŎ| ŌŘĦĴŀňǟ ŌŘŀřĩŔƻř ŞŃŘľŘĴś| ŃŘĦĴś ŞŎŘĴřŊŘ ňŘĪĥ ɂǯśŃńŘİ ŊŘľśŐř Ĳ Ķśŏȡ| ŞňŘœŘĴśĴśŎľř ĨŔŕɹ ŃŘŃřŞŎ 

ĻřŋĴŘŁř ņĴŘİ| ĴřƻśŇĻȡ ńŘİ ĹŘŎřĩŞŀ|ĨɂŃɹŘŒřŃ ŒǏ ňŘĪĥ ĴŘŇ ŞŀŎřńŘİ| ĨĻłŘŞŏŘĴ ňŒśňſŚ ĩŔřŞŏ ŃŀřŞŇĪōŘİ ŞŃŘľŘŊŘŕŘŎĴś| 
ĹŞŀĪ ŊŔŘ ĩŌɲĶĺŞŎ| ĴśŇřĹŞŀĪĦĴś ļřľřĴŘ ŞňŘĴ ŞōŘĶŘİ ŌŘ ĹŞŀĪ| ĻǁŘ Ĳ ĴŐŘňřǑśŀř ņŘŎ ĶĺŀŘŐŞŎ| ĶśƠśĹřŌŜœŘĦĴ ĶĺĹŁŘ ĲŞŏɶĪŊŘ 

ĹŘŏřńŘİ ĨŇŊŎŃ| 

ŞĴŘĴřŒřĩŐř ŏśĹřŎŞŕ ĴřĩŊłŞŎ, ŔǄɹŘ Ĳ ĨǄŘŎ ĨŞňſŘŞŎ| ĴřĩŊłňŘŞĵ ĬĪŕśĦĴŘ| ŀŎŏŘŞĶ ňŘĵŌŘŀřŊŘĴś ŔŘňŋŧŞŎ|ņŘŇĵŐŘ ňŘŞĵ 
ŞĺŘľ ŞĺŘľ ĶŘŃ| ŃŘŃř ĴŌřŞŏ ŌŜœŘ ĶśŀŘ ŊŘŕŘŎř ĩŔƻř ĵŘŅɹ ĨŞŇɫœłŞŎ| ĴĨĥŐŘ ŊŘĺśŎř ŃŎĴřŞŏ ŞŅŤŀřōŘİ ĩŌɲŞŃŘľŘŔŘŎŘ| 

ŊśŁŘĶĺŎ ŞŌŘľŘŀŘŐŞŎ ŏĶŘŕśİ ŞŅŘŐř| ŎĻŞŅŘŐř| ĵśȝ ŞĵŐ ŕśİ ŞŅŘŐř| 

India Trip   
Vandana Sahoo 







Mr & Mrs Fancy were the fanciest people in the whole wide world and they wanted a child. Eventually Mrs Fancy had a baby girl. Both of 

them were overjoyed. They named the little angel Elleanor Fancy.  

Elleanor grew up learning dancing as she became very good at it and one of the best in her town. Her mother gave 

her a special fancy dance costume which was her lucky one. Every time she put that on, she felt a tingle which 

made her feel she was the best dancer in the world.  

She caught attention of many people one of them being Mr Two Suit. He was a scheming man who wanted to earn 

money and lots of it. He met the Fancy family and encour-aged them to let Elleanor participate in dance competitions 

abroad with him as her manager. The family agreed not realising that Mr Two Suit had intended to rob the Fancy 

family of all the winning money. He got a contract signed by Fancys for Elleanor to dance for next two years with 

him as manager.  

Elleanor started participating in dance offs and also won many of them. When she was having the dance battle she swerved, pirouetted, 

and produced lots of assembles (type of ballet jump) and won most dance offs. Mr Two Suit being the manager handled the winning money 

Ŝũş ŦŠūů ŨŪŮů Ūš Ťů šŪŭ ţŤŨŮŠŧš ŢŤűŤũŢ Ŝ ŧŤůůŧŠ ůŪ ŇŜũŞŴŮ. ŇŜũŞŴ šŜŨŤŧŴ ŭŠŜŧŤŮŠş ůţŤŮ ŝŰů ņŧŧŠŜũŪŭ ŞŪŰŧşũ°ů ŮůŪū şŜũŞŤũŢ ŝŠŞŜuse of the con-

tract.  

ņŧŧŠŜũŪŭ ŲŜŮ Ŝ ŝŭŜűŠ ŢŤŭŧ Ŝũş ŮţŠ şŤşũ°ů ŲŜũů ůŪ Ŏŭ ŕŲŪ ŔŰŤů ůŪ ŢŠů ŜŲŜŴ ŲŤůţ ůţŠŤŭ ŨŪũŠŴ. ŐũŠ ţŠŭ šŭŤŠũşŮ şŜş ŲŜŮ Ŝ ŧŜŲŴŠŭ Ŝnd she 

approached him and asked him for help. The lawyer was happy to help and the got the cops involved. The after finding out the scam ar-

rested Mr Two Suit and got all the winning money recovered.  

Fancy family got the winning money back and won much more from other the dance competitions and received a lot of awards too and Mr 

ŕŲŪ ŔŰŤů ŲŜŮ ŮŠũů ůŪ ťŜŤŧ šŪŭ ůŜŦŤũŢ ůţŠ ŨŪũŠŴ ůţŜů ţŠ şŤşũ°ů ŪŲũ Ūŭ ŠŜŭũ. ŕţŠũ ņŧŧŠŜũŪŭ ŦŠūů şŜũŞŤũŢ Ŝũş ţŠŭ ūŜŭŠũůŮ ŝŪŰŢţů fancy stuff 

for her to wear in competitions and challenges. And they passed down dancing to generations and generations.                                   

Home away from Home 
             Satroopa Patnaik  

 
In the last twenty seven years of my life, I have lived in a handful number of places. Born in South India, I've lived a few years in the far-

thest part of east of India, and then spent more than a decade in the Western hub of the country. But out of these places, I have only ever 

visited Odisha for a total span of not more than two years.  

 
As a kid, my parents would take me to visit my grandparents and relatives in Bhubaneswar only 

once a year for two to three weeks during the summer vacation. Our journey in the long running 

Konark train that would take a little less than 48 hours to reach our destination, was always special. 

I fondly remember, my brother and I waking up extra early on the morning the train would have 

entered the borders of Odisha. Just to look at the view through the window. Miles and miles of farm-

land, some small huts and establishments, with half awake men standing with a brush in their mouth 

and looking at the passing train. We would get jittery with excitement to think that we have finally 

reached our native state, that was in reality, much more of a novelty for us. Our parents would look 

at us and laugh at the foolish grins plastered on our face. They knew exactly what made us like this. 

It was the sense of belonging. 

 
Odisha and the rest of India, has its own share of downfalls and problems. Some of them might be the reason why we have migrated from 

our homeland to the UK. I'll confess that I have whined, criticised and disapproved of so many things Indian. Especially now that we live in 

a different country, comparing and contrasting comes so much more naturally to us. Sometimes the issues that have plagued the country 

makes me wonder if we can ever relocate back and have no regrets. May be we can. Or may be not. But that does not stop me from becom-

ing gloomy when my friends get to visit India and I don't. It does not stop my eyes from getting moist anytime I hear the Indian national 

anthem. It does not stop me from getting similar jitters every time the plane lands on my homeland. And it most definitely does not stop me 

from looking back countless times from the airport, wondering if I could just stay for a month longer, or maybe a week or even just a day.  

 
This sense of belonging, can make you love your country and your hometown, in spite of all its shortcomings, it can make you cheer una-

bashedly for your country's victory, and it can make you choose your homeland over any other country in a heartbeat. 

        'Yeh Jo Des hai tera, Swades hai tera.' meaning 'This country of yours, is your own.' 

The Dancing  Girl 
         By Svetlana Nanda, Age: 9 



Magical Powers 

ŏŪŲ Ŋ ţŜűŠ ŧŠŜŭũů ŨŴ ŧŠŮŮŪũ ůŪ ũŠűŠŭ ŢŪ šŪŧŧŪŲŤũŢ Ŝ ŲŤŵŜŭş Ūŭ ŜũŴůţŤũŢ šŭŪŨ Ŝ ŨŜŢŤŞŜŧ ŦŤũş ŝŠŞŜŰŮŠ Ťů ŤŮ ŅłŏňņœŐŖŔ. Ŋ şŪũ°ů 

know how long I have been laying down here for. Maybe for years but definitely not a century or a millennium. Whoever is read-

ŤũŢ ůţŤŮ ŨŜŴ ůţŤũŦ Ŋ ŜŨ ŨŪŮů ŞŠŭůŜŤũŧŴ ńœłśŚ! ŉŪŲŠűŠŭ Ŋ°Ũ ŧŪŪŦŤũŢ ťŰŮů ŧŤŦŠ Ŝ ůŭŠŠ Ŝũş Ŋ ŜŨ ŧŜŴŤũŢ ţŠŭŠ Ūũ ůţŠ šŧŪŪŭ ŮůŰŞŦ!!!! 

Anyways, I am Nikki and this is how I ended up sleeping here on the forest floor. 

Now let me think. Oh yes, me and my three friends Chloe, Zoë and Lizzy ­ they are not really part of the story - were playing 

ţŤşŠ Ŝũş ŮŠŠŦ Ťũ ŨŴ ŭŠŜŭ ŢŜŭşŠũ. Ŋů ŲŜŮ ńţŧŪŠ°Ů ůŰŭũ Ūš ŞŪŰũůŤũŢ. ŉŜŮůŤŧŴ, Ŋ ŮůŜŭůŠş ůţŤũŦŤũŢ Ūš ūŧŜŞŠŮ ůŪ ţŤşŠ ŲţŠũ Ŝŧŧ Ūš Ŝ sud-

den I saw a mysterious twinkle of red sparks floating effortlessly in the atmosphere behind the partly broken fence. 

Slowly but quietly, not even making a little sound, I crept up to the fence as quiet as a mouse and started to open the fence with-

out making a huge creek I tip-toed out. Inaudibly, I closed fence which made a tiny click! 

But then the funny thing was that I saw a man who was wearing wizard-like cloak which was very dark purple. Also he was 

ŲŠŜŭŤũŢ ůţŠ ŮŜŨŠ ŞŪŧŪŰŭ ŞŪũŠ ţŜů. ŕţŤŮ ŲŜŮ ŨŪŮů ŞŠŭůŜŤũŧŴ ŧŪŪŦŤũŢ ŜŮ Ťš ţŠ ŲŜŮ ūŠŭţŜūŮ Ŝ ³ ůţŤŮ ŞŜũ°ů ŝŠ³ Ŝ ŲŤŵŜŭş. Ŋ ŝŧŤũŦŠş 

ŝŴ ŠŴŠŮ, Ŋ şŪũ°ů ŦũŪŲ, ŜŝŪŰů ůţŭŠŠ Ūŭ šŪŰŭ ůŤŨŠŮ ţŪŲŠűŠŭ ůţŠ ŤŨŜŢŠ ťŰŮů şŤşũ°ů ŝŰşŢŠ. ŕţŠŮŠ ůţŤũŢŮ ŪũŧŴ ŜūūŠŜŭ Ťũ šŜŤŭŴ ůŜŧŠŮ, 

nowhere else. This was the most peculiar thing I have ever seen in my whole life. 

The man (or should I say wizard) had something which looked like a stick which would have definitely been a wand in his world! 

Alongside this he was sitting on top of a tiger, this was so unusual; it would be most likely dangerous. It may have been trained 

or something just like Aunt Alberta, from the book Awful Auntie by David Walliams, who had trained a Bavarian Mountain Owl. 

Getting back to the story, I followed and followed and followed. It felt like I had been walking for hours but then I thought I had 

enough of this stupid following. So then I just gave up and started going back home to sit back and relax. However, when I took 

ůţŠ ŭŠůŰŭũ ŭŪŰůŠ Ŋ şŤşũ°ů ũŪůŤŞŠ ůţŜů ůţŠŭŠ ŲŜŮ Ŝ ŮůŪũŠ Ťũ šŭŪũů Ūš ŨŠ, ŢŰŠŮŮ ŲţŜů ţŜūūŠũŠş ŜšůŠŭ ůţŜů.  Ŋ ůŭŤūūŠş ŪűŠŭ ŮŪ ůŠrribly 

ůţŜů Ŋ ŢŜűŠ Ŝ şŠŜšŠũŤũŢ ±łłłłłłłłłłŉŉŉŉŉŉŉŉŉŉŉ!!!!!² ŕţŠ ŲŤŵŜŭş ůŰŭũŠş ŜŭŪŰũş Ŝũş ŢŜűŠ ŲţŜů ŧŪŪŦŠş ŧŤŦŠ Ŝ ŢŭŤũ. 

ŕţŤŮ ŤŮ ŲţŜů ţŠ ŰůůŠŭŠş ±ŉŜ, ţŜ ŨŴ ūŧŜũ ţŜŮ šŤũŜŧŧŴ ŲŪŭŦŠş! ŘţŜů ŜŭŠ ŴŪŰ ŮůŜŭŤũŢ Ŝů ŢŤŭŧ? łũŴŲŜŴŮ Ŋ ŦũŪŲ ŴŪŰ ŲŠŭŠ šŪŧŧŪŲŤũŢ 

me because this was part of my plan. I wanted to use you as a sighting in this forest for other people to see. I thought you were 

ůţŠ ūŠŭšŠŞů ŨŪşŠŧ ŮŪ Ŋ ŞţŪŮŠ ŴŪŰ. ŅŠųůŠŭ! ŕŭŜū ţŠŭ³ ŏŐŘ!² 

 ŕţŜů šŰŭŤŪŰŮ ŧŪŪŦŤũŢ ůŤŢŠŭ ŧŠŜū ŪűŠŭ ŨŠ ŜŮ Ŋ ŧŪŪŦŠş ŢŰůůŠŭŠş Ŝů ŲţŜů Ŋ şŤş. Ŋ şŤşũ°ů şŜŭŠ ŮūŠŜŦŤũŢ ŝŠŞŜŰŮŠ Ŋ ŲŜŮ ŜŝŮŪŧŰůŠŧŴ 

frightened. I heard a sound which might have come from Dexter, the ferocious wild cat, who got his claws ready to pierce into 

my wrists. He, the tiger, lifted his front two legs and stabbed them into my wrists.  

Vermillion blood poured out and the wizard shot out a blade of blue sparkles from his wand made from wood. I kept kicking and 

shoving to be free but everything just went from bad to worse. I looked down at my legs and saw leaves bursting from my feet 

which rose up to my knees then to my body then, after a few moments later I saw nothing but leaves everywhere. 

So I lay on the forest floor hopeless because nobody can help me with this sort of difficult situation. This is how I got here. Sad 

ŮůŪŭŴ ŤŮũ°ů Ťů.     

By Dishita Rout 



 

 

 

I've been living in this house my whole life, never before have I seen something like this. The 

gripping most was seeping through the open window and then was slowly dissolving into the 

warm air of the house. The grand house suddenly felt like an insignificant tiny mouse's hole. I 

felt surrounded by the supernatural activity, I felt like something was observing me, I felt 

ŮŞŜŭŠş. ŏŪŝŪşŴ ŲŤŧŧ ŦũŪŲ ţŪŲ Ūŭ ŲţŠũ ůţŤŮ ŲŤŧŧ Šũş, ŝŰů ůţŤŮ ŤŮ ţŪŲ Ťů ŮůŜŭůŠş³ 

Long ago, well not that long, maybe about one and a half years ago, my wife became pregnant 

with our first child. We were so elated with the blessed news; we could not wait for him or her 

to be brought into the world for us to cherish. We were absolutely ecstatic. My wife, Eva, and I, 

John, we're finally going to be the great parents we have always wanted to be, it had been our 

dream since we fell in love; never would we have imagined that something so terrible as this 

would have happened.  

One day, a couple of days after the happy news to be precise, me and my wife were simply just going to buy some groceries; as we do 

every Thursday. We had finished gathering all the bits that we needed, I told my wife to pay for the things whilst I just stepped outside. So I 

made my way outside the shop, as I stepped out into the raw cold air, I noticed a girl, maybe in her late teen years, searching the area 

around her but not moving her feet from their position. She was struck pale white with fear from what I could see. As I took a step closer, I 

noticed another figure round the corner holding a sharp knife, it's silver plate glistened in the winter sun. I looked back at the girl who 

was still struck with fear, she turned her head to take a look at me. Her eyes were piercing into my brain, I will never forget the way she 

stares at me as if to say 'you can save me if you want'. It was all too late, the fear sank out of her body, as if she knew there was no point in 

trying anymore and there ended her life. I could have done something to save her but I didn't, maybe I deserved everything that befell me. 

A month or so later I was laying in bed next to Eva, I was going through all the emotions that were rushing through my head that traumat-

ic day. The salted tears discreetly rolled down my face, from my eyes then dripped off my chin. I wiped my sleeves under my eyes; my 

swollen eyes slowly closed shut and I fell into a deep slumber.  

I was abruptly awoken by a pounding knock at the door, I slowly creeped out from underneath the covers. I gazed at Eva, tucked her back 

into the covers and then slowly creeped down the stairs. I got to the large wooden door and peeped out of through the curtains; I couldn't 

seem to see anyone. I slowly creaked the door open, I pondered over who it could be who knocked so late at night. I was more than sur-

prised when I saw there was absolutely nobody there, I began to get quite freaked out by the situation.  

All of a sudden I heard a loud cry coming from up the stairs. It was Eva! I ran up the stairs faster than I ever had done before, she was 

clenching her stomach in pain. I was completely unsure as to what to do to make her feel better. Unexpectedly, I heard the house alarm 

wail through the entire house; I again rushed down the stairs. To my astonishment, there I witnessed the door swung wide open with the 

lock broken. The situation had home too far and was out of hand, I didn't know what was happening.  

I hurried back upstairs to see how Eva was doing. I was halfway up the stairs when her screaming came to a very sudden stop. I carried 

on the rest of the way and burst into the room where Eva was. There she laid, as dead as stone, with a sharp knife stabbed right through 

her stomach. On the wall, written in a bloody liquid, was written "DIDN'T SAVE ME, COULDN'T SAVE HER!!!" All was lost in a matter 

of seconds.  

Supernatural  
Aishu Jena 

@qs ax @hrgt 


