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Hello All, 
 
It’s 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 “ Bara Masa, Tera Parba” ). 
 
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 “Kids Achievement” 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 Odia’s 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 ) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

   

    

    

       

       

    

     

     

     

    

       

     

     

       

       

         

      

       

            

       

       

   

   

    

     

 

  

   



      

     

Nabakalebara By Shreyas ,  age 14  

     

         





     

|ଗୁରବେ ନମନ  
ଶବୁେନୁ୍ଦ ମହାନ୍ତ ି

 
କୁନ ିକୁନ ିହାବେ ବେଇ ବମାର 

ବେରଣା ଓ େଜ୍ଞା ର ବେଖନୀ 
ବେଖିଛ ବମା ଜୀେନ ର ଗାଥା 
ବେଖାଇଛ ନୂେନ ଅେନୀ ! 
  

ସେମିଛ ମାୟା ଇନ୍ଦ୍ରଜାବେ 

େେୃତି୍ତ ଓ େେୟୟ ସାଗବର 

େୁମ ସାବଥ ବଖାଜଛି ିଶାମୁକା 
େୁମ ପବଥ ପାଇଛ ିବମା ରାସ୍ତା ! 
  

ରୂପମୟ ସଂଜ୍ଞାମୟ େୁବମ 

ଜନକ ଜନନୀ ଭ୍ରାେୃ େଗ୍ନୀ 
ଗୁରୁ େନୁ୍ଧ ବେମୀ ଅର୍ଦ୍ଧାଙି୍ଗନୀ 
ଆଜ ିେୁବମ ବମା ବକାଳ େୁେଣୀ ! 
  

ନଜି ସଂଜ୍ଞା ନଜି ପରିଚୟ 

ଖାେି ସିନା ନଜିର ଚୟନ 

ଚରିନ୍ତନ ଏଇ ଏକ ସେୟ 
ନବମାନମ ଗୁରବେ ନମନ ! 

     



         
Gaurav Meher 

      

         



Sandeep Tripathy 

The Micro Content Uprising 

Storm 
  Rachit Sabat   10 years 
 

    

     

     

      

    

       

 

      

     

       

      

 

         

         

     

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



                
                   
                     
               

              
         



                  
                 

             

           

 


                    
                     
              

             

 


                   
                 
              

       

 


               
             

 
                - Pratibha Nayak Meher (Julie) 



  

 

 

Her 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 

found herself in a mysterious street which didn’t look 

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 

hadn’t seen much, it was just odd. The board was covered in names 

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 

and it wouldn’t open, she heard something creak 

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 

there before. Anna didn’t understand this message and just as she was 

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. 

“Baaaaaam” went the doll and the whole store shook. Anna felt as 

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 

she could see a street outside a door. She couldn’t remember anything 

that had just happened just that she couldn’t move and once she could. 

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 



  

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  

½ cup of condensed milk 

7 table spoon of coarsely ground basmati rice 

(homemade) 

7 table spoon of desiccated coconut 

½ cup sugar (or as per your taste) 

½ 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 

½ cup of sugar  

1 cup of water  

From Archie’s Kitchen 
     

   

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 ½  cups diced brinjal 

1 cup diced potato 

½ 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 

 

  
 
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 – Orissa’s capital city. However, last year in August, my parents de-

cided to take us along with my mother’s parents to travel through parts of North India; namely Haridwar, Rishikesh, Vrindavan 

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. 

I sat on the steps of the river after taking part in the small ritual of washing one’s arms, face and feet in its holy water, and 

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

floating them down the vast river. I said a prayer of my own and hoped that by the next time I’d visit, India would have started 

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

“ଆମବବୋଟା”  
         ଶ୍ରୀ ରଶ୍ମିକାନ୍ତ ନନ୍ଦ 

ଖରାଛୁଟମ ଓ ଆମ୍ବତ ାଟା ସଂପକକୀୟ| ନମଜନମଜ ସହମ  ଛନ୍ଦାଛନ୍ଦମ | 

ଉଦଉଦମଆ ଖରାତେତେ ଆମ୍ବଗଛ ଛାଇତର ଶ୍ପତଟ ପକାଇ ଗପେହମ ପଢମୋର ମ୍ଜା ଅନନୟ| ସୁନ୍ଦରୀ ତହଉ ୋ ଆଷାଢୁଆ,କଲମ୍ୀ ତହଉ ୋ ଲଂକା,ପାଚମଲା ଆମ୍ବ 
ଗଛରୁ ଖସମତଲ, ତହାଇଯାଏ ଏକ ସବ ପ୍ରେୃତ୍ତ ତରସ୍ | ତ ାଇୋ ପାଇଁ ନଥାଏ ତ ୈଯକୟ| ତଚାପା ଓ ଟାକୁଆ ମ୍ଝମତର ଥିୋ ରସ ନୁତହଁ ତସ ଅମ୍ ୃ| ଆମ୍ବରସତର 
ସାଟକପୟାଣ୍ଟ ଖରାପ ତହତଲ େମ ତସଥିପାଇଁ ନଥାଏ ଖା ମର | 

ତଲନ୍ଥା ତଲନ୍ଥା ଆମ୍ବ ଓହେମଥାଏ ଶ୍ାଖାଡାେରୁ| ଆମ୍ବଯାକ ଲୁଚକାେମ ତଖେନ୍ତମ ପତ୍ର ଆଢୁଆେତର| କମଛ ମ ଗଛତର ଥାଏ େଉେ ଆମ୍ବ| ଶ୍ୀ ଦୀନର କୁହୁଡମ ତପାଡମଦମଏ 

େଉେ| ନତହତଲ ତୋତ  ପତ୍ର ଅତପକ୍ଷା ତେଶ୍ମ ଆମ୍ବ ଥାଆନ୍ତା ଗଛତର| ଅପରାହ୍ନର  ୂେମ ଝଡତର ଖସମପତଡ ଆମ୍ବ େହୁ | ତ ାଟାଯାକ ଭତ୍ତ ିଆମ୍ବ| ୋଉଁଶ୍ 

ତଟାତକଇତର େୁହାହୁଏ ଆମ୍ବ ଘରକୁ| ଆମ୍ବୁଲ  ମଆରମ ପାଇଁ ଟାକୁଆରୁ ତକାଇଲମ କଢା| ତଗାତଟଗଛର ଆମ୍ବସେୁ ଯାଏ ଗଁା ଅଷ୍ଟପ୍ରହରମ ତଭାଜମକୁ| ମ୍ୁଢମେମକାେମ ୋଉଂଗମ 
ଭାରତର ଆଣମେମତକ ମ୍ୁଆ ଁଓ ପାଣମ ୁଆ| ନମଏ  ାର ମ୍ୁଲ ଓ କମଛମ ଆମ୍ବ| 

ଆମ୍ବତ ାଟା ସମ୍ସ୍ତଂକ ଆଖିତର| ମ୍ାଂକଡପଲ୍ଲ ମ୍ାଡମଆସନ୍ତମ ତ ାଟାକୁ|  ାଂକୁ ତରାକମୋ ପାଇ ଁପ୍ରସୁ୍ତ ଥାଏ ୋଟୁେମ ଓ ଗୁଲର୍| ତପାଷାକୁକୁରଟମ ଅସହୟ  ା ମତର 

ଜମଭକାଢମ  କାଏ| କମନୁ୍ତନଜର୍ ଥାଏ ଚାରମଆତଡ|ଅପ୍ର ୟାଶ୍ମ  ଶ୍ବ୍ଦ ପାଇ ଁକାନ ତଡରମଥାଏ| ଅଜଣାତଲାକ ପଶୁ୍ପକ୍ଷୀ ଆସମତଲ  ଡମତନଇଯାଏ ତ ାଟାୋହାରକୁ| 
ଚତଡଇ େସା ଆମ୍ବଗଛତର| କୁନମଚତଡଇଂକୁ ଝମଟମକା ତପାକ ତଯାଗାଏ ମ୍ା ଚତଡଇ| ଜନ୍ଦା ଓ କୋପମମୁ୍ପଡମ  ାର ଗଛଡାେତର| ଗୁଣୁ୍ଡଚମମ୍ୂଷାଂକ ଗଛଚଢା ଓତଲେଇୋ 
ଚାଲମଥାଏ ଅନେର | 

ତକାକମଶ୍ମଆେମ ଲୁଚମରତହ କମଆେଣତର, ସନ୍ଧ୍ୟା ଓ ଅନ୍ଧ୍ାର ଅତପକ୍ଷାତର| କମଆେଣପାତଖ ଉଇହୁଂକା| ଡରଲାତଗ ପାଖମ୍ାଡମୋକୁ ସାପଭୟତର| ାନଖୋ ପାତଖ 

ତଛାଟ ତଛାଟ ଗା |  ା ମ କମ୍ମତଲ ମ୍ୂଷା ଗୁଡା ୋହାରମ ଆସନ୍ତମ ଖାଦୟ ଅତନବଷଣତର| କଅଁୋ ୋଛୁରମ  ରକମତଲ ତଦୌଡମଯାଏ ଆମ୍ବତ ାଟାସାରା| 

େୁଢାଗଛର ତମ୍ାଟାଡାେତର ଲଗାହୁଏ ତଦାେମ| ରଜତଦାେମ| ଖୁବ୍ ତଖେ ହୁଏ ତଦାେମ| 

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 

and kept most of it for himself giving a little to Fancys. Fancy family realised this but Elleanor couldn’t stop dancing because of the con-

tract.  

Elleanor was a brave girl and she didn’t want to Mr Two Suit to get away with their money. One her friends dad was a lawyer and 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 

Two Suit was sent to jail for taking the money that he didn’t own or earn. Then Elleanor kept dancing and her parents bought 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 

Now I have learnt my lesson to never go following a wizard or anything from a magical kind because it is DANGEROUS. I don’t 

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

ing this may think I am most certainly CRAZY! However I’m looking just like a tree and I am laying here on the floor stuck!!!! 

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 

hide and seek in my rear garden. It was Chloe’s turn of counting. Hastily, I started thinking of places to hide when all of a 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 

wearing the same colour cone hat. This was most certainly looking as if he was perhaps a … this can’t be… a wizard. I blinked 

by eyes, I don’t know, about three or four times however the image just didn’t budge. These things only appear in fairy tales, 

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 

the return route I didn’t notice that there was a stone in front of me, guess what happened after that.  I tripped over so terribly 

that I gave a deafening “AAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!” The wizard turned around and gave what looked like a grin. 

This is what he uttered “Ha, ha my plan has finally worked! What are you staring at girl? Anyways I know you were following 

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 

the perfect model so I chose you. Dexter! Trap her… NOW!” 

 That furious looking tiger leap over me as I looked guttered at what I did. I didn’t dare speaking because I was absolutely 

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 

story isn’t it.     

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 

scared. Nobody will know how or when this will end, but this is how it started… 

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 

   



One night stand 
Subhendu Mohanty 





Special Day  
 By Mahan Das(8years) 

ରାେ ିକ ର ସାଥି 
 ଶ୍ତୁଭନୁ୍ଦ ମ୍ହାନ୍ତମ 

      

ଝମଲ୍ ମ୍ମଲ୍ ରା ମ ତର ତ ା     

 ଛା ମ  େ  ା ମ ତର ମ୍ଁ ୁ

େହମଯମେମ ଅମ୍ାନମଆ ନଈ ର  ାରା ! 

ସାଉଁଟମ ତ ା ଅ ୀ  ର  

ଅନାେନା ସୂ ାଖିଅ 

ଗୁନ୍ଥମତଦେମ  

ୋସର ରା ମ ପସରା ! 

ୋଞ୍ଝ ଦୁଇ ଆଖି ତର ତ ା 

ଚହଟମେ କାମ୍ନା ର ରକ୍ତ ଶ୍ ଦେ 

ତମ୍ା ଓଠ ର ଲାଲମମ୍ା ତର ପରା ! 

ପ ଙ୍ଗ ଓ ଶ୍ମଖା ର ପ୍ରଣତୟ 

ଜେମ ମ୍ରମ ମ୍ଁୁ ଇ 

ପଙୁ୍ଗ ତ ାର ଅନୁରାତଗ 

ଭରମତଦେମ ପ୍ରାଣ ର ଫୁଆରା !! 

କମ ତଦଇ କମଣମେୁ କହ ? 

ତକତ  ମ୍ଲୂ ତଦେୁ ?? 

ରା ମକର ସାଥି ତର ତମ୍ା 

ଜମଇଁଯମେୁ ତଯ 

 ୁ ଜୀେନ ସାରା !!! 

    

    



ହଁ ଆଉ ମ୍ତନ ପଡମେନମ 
ତକତେ 

ଭମଜା ଭମଜା  ତକତ  ରା ମ 
ଚୁଲମ ପାତଖ  
ଆଉଜମ ତ ା କାନମ ର  ରମ 
ଉଷୁମ୍ କମ୍ବେ 

 ୂଆଁ ଫୁଙ୍କମ ଫୁଙ୍କମ ଜଙ୍୍କ ଲଗା 
ଲୁହା ତେ  ତଯତେ  
ଆଉଁସମ ତଦଉ  ୁ ତମ୍ାତ  

କରମ ଆଖି ଛେ ଛେ 

ହସମଦମଏ ମ୍ଁ ୁ
ତୋଉ !  ୁ କାହିଁକମ କାନୁ୍ଦଛୁ ! ! 
 
ଭୁଲମଯମେମ ଧିତର ଧିତର ତକତ  
ଦମନ ପତର 
ମ୍ଶ୍ାରୀ ଭମ ତର ସେୁ ରା ମ 
ତସ ନମ ଡକ ନମଦ 
ତଯତ  ଯାହା ତହଇଯାଉ 
ପତଛ 
ଡର ନାହିଁ, ଭୟ ନାହିଁ 
କାହାରମକୁ ତମ୍ାର 
ୋପା   ଅଛନ୍ତମ! 
 ରମ  ାଙ୍କ ପଇ ା ର େଜ୍ର 
ସୂ ା ଖିଅ 
ନାହିଁ ଡର ଦୁସପନ ଅୋ 
ତକଉଁ ଭୂ  ପମଶ୍ାଚ ର 
ତମ୍ା ୋପା ଙୁ୍କ ତସସେୁ 
ଡରନ୍ତମ ! ! 
 
ସୃ୍ମ ମ ର ୋହା ତର ତୋତ  
ଏତେ ତସ ଦୁନମଆଁ 
ଓଦା ଘାତସ ମ୍ାପମ ଚୁପମ ପାଦ 
ମ୍ଁୁ ପକାଇ 
ତଖାଜୁଥିଲମ ଲାଲ୍ ଚହ ଚହ 
ସା େ ତୋହୂ ଙୁ୍କ 
ସମନୂ୍ଦର ଡୋ ତର ତୋଉ ର 
ରହମତଲ ତସ କାତେ 
ସମନୂ୍ଦର େଢାନ୍ତମ, କହମଥିଲା ଆଈ 
ଦାନ୍ତ ନମକୁଟାଇ ! ! 
ଅଚମହ୍ନା ଏତେ ତୋତ  
ତସସେୁ ତଚତହରା 

ହା   ରମ ତଡଇଁ ତଡଇଁ ଗମ  
ଗାଇ 
ଯା ସାତଙ୍ଗ ତଖେମଛମ ମ୍ଁୁ ତକତ  
ଲୁଚକାେମ ! 
ତଟକା ଫମଙ୍ଗା ଆମ୍ବ ତଚାରମ 
ଆଉ 
ଘର ତଫରମ ୋତଟ ୋତଟ 
 
ଗଛ ଚଢମ ତକତ  ଖିଆ  
ଜାମ୍ୁ ଓ େଉେ ତକାେମ ! ! 
 
ମ୍ତନ ଆଉ କାହିଁକମ ରଖିେମ 
ତଯ ? 
ସା  ସମନୁ୍ଧ୍ ପାରମ କାତେ 
େମତଦଶ୍ୀ ମ୍ଁୁ ଆଜମ 
ନୂଆ ଠମକଣା ସାଙ୍ଗତର ନୂଆ 
ତମ୍ା ସଣ୍ଠଣା 
ପରମଚୟ ନୂଆ କାତେ ଦୁନମଆଁ 
ତମ୍ା ନୂଆ 
ହାେ ଭାେ ଢଙ୍ଗ ରଙ୍ଗ ଲାତଗ 
ସଭମଙୁ୍କ ଅଡୁଆ ! 
 
କାହିଁ ତମ୍ାତ  ତଲାଡା ଆଜମ 
ଦସ୍ତଖ  କା ର ! 
କାହିଁ େୁତଝଇେମ କା ତର ତମ୍ା 
ମ୍ନ ଭାେନା 
ନମଜ ବ ର କାନ ଫଟା ଡମଣ୍ଡମମ୍ 
ପମଟମେମ କାହିଁ ? 
ତମ୍ା ମ୍ତନ ମ୍ଁୁ  ଜାତଣ ତ ଣୁ 
ପରୋହ ନାହିଁ 
କମଛମ ଚମଜ ତକତେ 
େଦତେନା ! !   
 

 

 

କଛି ିଚଜି ବକବେ େେବଳନା ! 
ଶ୍ତୁଭନୁ୍ଦ ମ୍ହାନ୍ତମ 

ହଁ ଆଉ ମ୍ତନ ପଡମେନମ ତକତେ 

ଭମଜା ଭମଜା  ତକତ  ରା ମ ଚୁଲମ 
ପାତଖ  

ଆଉଜମ ତ ା କାନମ ର  ରମ ଉଷୁମ୍ 

କମ୍ବେ 

 ୂଆଁ ଫୁଙ୍କମ ଫୁଙ୍କମ ଜଙ୍୍କ ଲଗା ଲୁହା 
ତେ  ତଯତେ  

ଆଉଁସମ ତଦଉ  ୁ ତମ୍ାତ  କରମ ଆଖି 

ଛେ ଛେ 

ହସମଦମଏ ମ୍ଁୁ 

ତୋଉ !  ୁ କାହିଁକମ କାନୁ୍ଦଛୁ ! ! 

 

ଭୁଲମଯମେମ ଧିତର ଧିତର ତକତ  ଦମନ 
ପତର 

ମ୍ଶ୍ାରୀ ଭମ ତର ସେୁ ରା ମ ତସ 
ନମ ଡକ ନମଦ 

ତଯତ  ଯାହା ତହଇଯାଉ ପତଛ 

ଡର ନାହିଁ, ଭୟ ନାହିଁ କାହାରମକୁ 
ତମ୍ାର 

ୋପା   ଅଛନ୍ତମ! 

 ରମ  ାଙ୍କ ପଇ ା ର େଜ୍ର ସୂ ା 
ଖିଅ 

ନାହିଁ ଡର ଦୁସପନ ଅୋ ତକଉଁ ଭୂ  
ପମଶ୍ାଚ ର 

ତମ୍ା ୋପା ଙୁ୍କ ତସସେୁ ଡରନ୍ତମ ! ! 

 

ସ୍ମୃ ମ ର ୋହା ତର ତୋତ  ଏତେ 
ତସ ଦୁନମଆଁ 

ଓଦା ଘାତସ ମ୍ାପମ ଚୁପମ ପାଦ ମ୍ଁୁ 
ପକାଇ 

ତଖାଜୁଥିଲମ ଲାଲ୍ ଚହ ଚହ ସା େ 
ତୋହୂ ଙୁ୍କ 

ସମନୂ୍ଦର ଡୋ ତର ତୋଉ ର ରହମତଲ 
ତସ କାତେ 

ସମନୂ୍ଦର େଢାନ୍ତମ, କହମଥିଲା ଆଈ ଦାନ୍ତ 
ନମକୁଟାଇ ! ! 

 

ଅଚମହ୍ନା ଏତେ ତୋତ  ତସସେୁ 
ତଚତହରା 

ହା   ରମ ତଡଇଁ ତଡଇଁ ଗମ  ଗାଇ 

ଯା ସାତଙ୍ଗ ତଖେମଛମ ମ୍ଁୁ ତକତ  
ଲୁଚକାେମ ! 

ତଟକା ଫମଙ୍ଗା ଆମ୍ବ ତଚାରମ ଆଉ 

ଘର ତଫରମ ୋତଟ ୋତଟ 

ଗଛ ଚଢମ ତକତ  ଖିଆ  

ଜାମ୍ୁ ଓ େଉେ ତକାେମ ! ! 

 

ମ୍ତନ ଆଉ କାହିଁକମ ରଖିେମ ତଯ ? 

ସା  ସମନୁ୍ଧ୍ ପାରମ କାତେ େମତଦଶ୍ୀ ମ୍ଁୁ 
ଆଜମ 

ନୂଆ ଠମକଣା ସାଙ୍ଗତର ନୂଆ ତମ୍ା 
ସଣ୍ଠଣା 

ପରମଚୟ ନୂଆ କାତେ ଦୁନମଆଁ ତମ୍ା 
ନୂଆ 

ହାେ ଭାେ ଢଙ୍ଗ ରଙ୍ଗ ଲାତଗ ସଭମଙୁ୍କ 
ଅଡୁଆ ! 

 

କାହିଁ ତମ୍ାତ  ତଲାଡା ଆଜମ 
ଦସ୍ତଖ  କା ର ! 

କାହିଁ େୁତଝଇେମ କା ତର ତମ୍ା ମ୍ନ 
ଭାେନା 

ନମଜ ବ ର କାନ ଫଟା ଡମଣ୍ଡମମ୍ ପମଟମେମ 
କାହିଁ ? 

ତମ୍ା ମ୍ତନ ମ୍ଁୁ  ଜାତଣ ତ ଣୁ 
ପରୋହ ନାହିଁ 

କମଛମ ଚମଜ ତକତେ େଦତେନା ! ! 

 

କଛି ିଚଜି ବକବେ େେବଳନା 
ଶ୍ତୁଭନୁ୍ଦ ମ୍ହାନ୍ତମ 



For advertisements and Enquiries: 

Please Contact 

Umakant Rout 

Phone: 07736250008 

Email: Uma.rout@hotmail.com 

 

 

Sanotosh Sahu 

Phone: 07577 488806 

Email: ssahu123@hotmail.com 

The Wounded Heart 
     By Shivam  

 

It cuts deep into your heart                                                                                                  

And pulls you deep into  

the numbness within. 

 

Fooling one’s self for once not  

to care                                                                                                                                                              

However everyone sees your  

wear and tear. 

 

Teardrops course their way  

down your cheek.      

      But never relieves the agony in  

your spirits. 

You burst with emotions to let  

out the pain; nothing is gone. 

         People will always give advice  

you cannot seem to hear. 

 

You finish your day yearning  

for another tomorrow.  

  Scars that time cannot heal                                                                                       

Leads to Happiness being  

borrowed. 

                                                  

Slumber 
 Subhendu Mohanty 

A veiled silence breathes 

In your dark brooding eyes, 

A murmur of a swan song 

and I long for a reprise, 

A glance is all it takes 

to weave a path to sunrise ! 

 

What lies in the path ahead 

is what you secretly conjure, 

A river with its thousand bends, 

deep dark woods all to endure! 

A landscape from the paradise 

or a blue sea, deep and pure ! 

 

In the dark alleys of a life 

a riot of rainbow hues ! 

You hold the magic brush my love 

and I am just your muse ! 

You love me like nobody else, 

tired eyes revel in your presence, 

the path may be obscure and long 

all I need is your embrace! 

     
    



Shivam: J ack Petchey Award from Mossford Ta-

ble Tennis Club and winning third place in Batts 

Grass Roots Table Tennis Tournament for under 12s 

Atmaja Mohanty:   Brownie points, 

Entry into Langley Grammar Mahan Das: Best Beaver  

Gaurav Meher:  represented Redbridge council in 

BMX Cycling tournament in the London Youth 

Games 2015 

Shivam : Won a  karate competition and received a 

trophy and also won 3 bronze medals in earlier com-

petitions 

Sarthak Das:  Silver level in crest award from British science 

association- for his research and report with practical  on diabetics  

 Shivam : Active player of school football team which came third place in Redbridge 

Satvika Mishra [Age 11+]: 
 
*  The Chief Scout Silver Award 
 
* Arts Award Discover from Trinity 
College of London 
 
* Successfully participated in the 
TAFAL competition in Redbridge 
Borough and did a play in Sambalpuri 
language with a British friend. 
 

 

Divija Mishra[Age-7+]: 
 
*  Got distinction in Bha-
ratnatyam grade-1. 

* Passed grade2 in drumming. 

* Completed level 8 in gym-
nastics in Redbridge Sports 
Centre. 

ACHIEVEMENTS 

Neha Patnaik: 
 
*Disctiction and Merit is 

Bharatanatyam, singing  

*Gold certificates for High-

est marks in all subjects 

* Participation and prizes in 

various netball tourna-

ments . 



More links to photographs and comments on OCAL facebook group 
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     

    
  
  

 
  

       

       

Thanks to You all   

From 

Odiya Raja Committee 

Scan the above code using your smart phone to access OCAL website 

(Developed by Sarthak Das) and digital form of this magazine 

  


