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Dear All,

It’s time again this year with loads of enthusiasm, we are proud to
celebrate the most ever Raja festival for the 10th calendar year in
London. This means a lot to us as Odia community living far from the
Land of Temples, Odisha, a cultural state with a maximum number
of festivals but most celebrated Raja Parba for young boys and girls
for 3 consecutive days.

The festival brings us together here in London with full of dedication
and great effort from the members of OCAL organising committee
and they extend their support in various activities performed three
months in advance. As an Odia community, we are stronger and
better every year and celebrate as in our tradition.

Our kids have always shown their enthusiasm for the event and
participate in various activities to showcase their talent. We are
thankful to them for their time and effort.

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
which is an opportunity to demonstrate their writing talents and
skills.

Ml 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.

Wish you all a fun filled Raja festival celebration!!!
Jay Jagarnath,

Umakant Rout
Odia Cultural Assaciation London ( OCAL )
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Art by Shivam

Art by Shivika

Art by Vidip (Cover Page)
Art by Sanvi

Art by Sajal

Art by Mahan

Odiia Poem by Dr N Kar

Odia Poem by Dr Kali Mishra
Odlia Story by Dr Jayashree Nanda
Story by Dishita Rout

Story by Atmaja Mohanty
Poem by Neha Pattnark
Story by Aisu Jena

Story by Sarthak Das

Poem by Aiswarya Biswal
Poem by Svetalana Nanda
Story by Shrutee Prusty
Poem by Vanandana Sahoo

Thank you all !!!
|

2|Page




Shivam

3|Page



ZI

26 dIRgem
6LIRIER

Al 9Q G648
2ARE, AL |

@a JIR26R,

gIa M6s g1 O
Qo2ql 9 640
U 2l |

@g
¢ dIelg g6aaE

QN 6911Q €1l 62408

JQ 8I0Q 008

A9 QO 62 66166 @ @80 |

@l QIRERIQ Q6
BREIRRIATE, WS

ﬂUtumD — Svetlana Nanda

Autumn leaves, scattered on the ground,

As if a sheet of orange and brown,

Sunlight shining through the peaks,

Of the trees that are tall, which also creak,

The branches so bendy, about to fall,

But the autumn breeze doesn’t shake them all,
Leaves are falling, so many different colours,

The children are playing, but they aren’t bothered,
They hide in the leaves, and throw them about,
Autumn is so beautiful, all around.
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A LOVING MOTHER -IN- LAW (BOU)

DR JAYASHREE NANDA

I wish I wish

Bou

You had met my children and me
If only for a little while

To play and watch them grow
And to share a little smile

I wish

you saw how your son grew

Into what he has become

To play and laugh and natter

And be a part of all we have done

I wish you were here today

If only for a little while

I'd hold you with my arms close and tight
And share the biggest smile

I wish you could hear me now

I wish I wish

I pray

I'd tell you how much you'r missed
And that T'll see you again one day

I wish

I would meet you in a lovely sunny day
I would tell you my happiness

As well as my cry

U were not with me

But you inspire me a lot

Trying to do my duty

To build your sweet dream

Life is not an easy road
Sometimes there is tear

But your blessing make them easy
So why.... should we fear ?
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Neha Performing Telford Dance Showcase 2017
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LOVE ALONE

Vandana Sahoo
J love 0”%”%?0% /ove e,

i love you like the clouds love the 5@
miﬁ'nﬂ s'moafﬁ@ and. J'Oﬁ‘@,

lost somewhere in Your expanse.

] J'fo/apep/ ﬁyi@ fo ﬂez‘ out /ory aqo.

ou love me like the sea loves the shore:
cmyﬁi@ into me time and time agaim,
faﬁinﬂ away a cmméﬁnj pmﬂf 0][ me
each time,

ou 5'f0ppe&/ f@inﬂ to be ﬂem‘/e /anﬂ aqo.

Desert Rain - Neha Patnaik
The dry, scorching hot land with cracks and burns,

And a breeze that never moves or turns.

A clear, azure sky,

With not a cloud in the sight of my eye.

Although it seems that living here is a scenic treasure,
But every minute that ticks past weakens me under the heats pressure.
There is nothing new to see on this plain

All T do is just pray for some drops of clear rain,

As I no longer can bear this pain.

Grey clouds start to form dark and dim shadows.

And soon there is no Sun to see.

The lifeless leaves rustle on the cracked ground.

[ don’t recall such a beautiful moment since last year,

When the drop of water fell from the sky so clear.
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Matrimony

Dr Kali Mishra

You have asked for my photo
| have attached here with
What do you see?

A tall handsome
Good looking man
Sure, you may take it
As god is gift to women.
But would have a look!

May be an alcoholic
Gambler or Barbarian
HIV Positive
Womaniser
Why vyour
now?

mind changes

You insist on a photograph,
When | asked, we should
Meet and Talk together,

Why on a photo you bother?

So, know your man Inside out
Depend not on a photograph
It may say a thousand words,

But deceive you through and
through!

Give me a call
Sooner than later
Others are waiting
May be better than you!

- ByVidip I ]
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The Hidden Truth:

Atmaja Mohanty
When my brother and | were kids, our family lived for a while in an eerie old

farmhouse, something about it always struck my mother as dangerous. She always
warned us about what we were doing in the house, however, totally ignoring her, we
loved exploring its dusty corners and climbing the apple tree in the backyard.
Everytime, we would enter our bedroom or our living room alone, we would always
sense something, we couldn't figure out what the feeling was and it continued for
months before we gave into our beliefs. A few weeks later, after the mysterious
tension had continued to make an appearance, there were suspicious happenings
that took place when me and my brother were left alone. We tried to tell our mother
about the uprising issue of this force, but she blamed it all on our imagination, we
often begged her to stay home so that we wouldn't face it, but again we were told to
'snap out of it' and to 'act our age'. One day, as per usual, we were left all alone for
a few hours.

That was when it told us.

The temperature dropped as soon as my parents had left the house to go to dinner.
A cold shiver was present in the air and | sensed some sort of unearthly presence,
a sort of unexplained danger, but it was only after that | realised that it was because
the ghost had wanted to talk to me and my brother. It entered through the crack in
our bedroom door and immediately started crying. My brother, being the helpful and
gullible soul he was, went to console her, but | foolishly held back. She started to
speak in a deranged voice; mumbling, stuttering and stammering. My instant
reaction was to grab my brother by his wrist, dragging him back to the bed, even
with all of his protest, | just wanted to keep him safe. Whilst he was struggling in my
hands, we had hardly seen the ghost move from one side of the room to other, just
behind us. | turned around, just to see her barely inches from my face. My eyes were
welling up, and | clamped them shut, just then, | felt a chilly hand on my hand lifting
it and stroking it. | was too scared to notice what it was saying, it kept saying the
same thing over and over again, until abruptly she changed her tone, into a softer,
loving voice. "l won't hurt you, I'm just lonely, | just want some friends." | fall for it. In

my vulnerable state, my brother stepped up to the ghost, and spoke in her shadow,
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he smiled and said "Of course, but your just not our friend, you can be our older
sister!" | finally speak up, in my croaky voice, | force a smile on my face. And later
on in the evening, we enjoyed her company remarkably, and in our minds, she
actually became our sister. And over the span over a few weeks, we trusted her and
we would do anything for her affection. But every now and then, she would mention
joining her, and my mind would jump back and remember our first meeting. | was
always perplexed about what she meant but never had the guts to ask. Everything
seemed better in the house with her, but obviously, we didn't tell our parents as we

knew exactly what they would say.

We already liked the house but the best thing for us was the ghost, we were
extremely careful not to make our parents suspicious of our activity, but after a while
we didn't care as they used to leave us alone quite a lot as we were responsible.
We acknowledged her and accepted her as our older sister, because she seemed
so kind and nurturing. Some mornings my brother and | would wake up, and on each
of our nightstands, we’d find a cup that hadn’t been there the night before. We
assumed that our mother had left them there, worried that we’d get thirsty during the
night, after all she just wanted to take care of us, even if we were ‘crazy for making
up a ghost'. Among the homes’ original furnishings was an antique wooden chair
which we kept against the back wall of the living room. Whenever we were
preoccupied, watching TV or playing a game, our sister would inch that chair
forward, across the room, toward us. Sometimes she’d manage to move it all the
way to the centre of the room. We always felt sad putting it back against the wall.
She just wanted to be near us. Years later, long after we’d moved out, | found an
old newspaper article about the farmhouse’s original occupant, a widow. She’d
murdered her two siblings by giving them each a cup of poisoned milk before bed.
Then she hung herself. The article included a photo of the farmhouse’s living room,
with a woman’s body hanging from a beam. Beneath her, knocked over, was that

old wooden chair, placed exactly in the centre of the room.
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Trapped...

By Dishita Rout

It was a dull day as usual and nothing odd happening ever since I'd moved into this house.
For your information, my house looked looks like a normal house with a few vines stretching
across the white brick wall. It also has a beautiful front garden with a white fountain in the
centre of the grass. There are also some patio lights on either side of the patio that leads to
the front black front door.

Some of the residents kept telling me about a rumour of a fatal incident that had happened to
an old lady and that her spirit is trapped in this house. It was May 2 and five days after | had
moved in. | had checked every room in this house but nothing bizarre had happened. No weird
feelings either. Well, not until this night when | heard noises in the basement from my bedroom.
| couldn’t sleep that night. | kept tossing and turning and that was when | felt a cold blast brush
past me. A chill went down my spine and cold sweat started to develop on my forehead. None
of the windows were open. | waited two minutes but nothing happened. | waited more but
nothing unexpected occurred. | thought it was just me, so tried to doze off.

10 minutes later...

The noises started. It sounded as if there were bits of furniture being thrown around in the
basement. | didn’t want to move out of my bed, but | did at the same time. | got out of my
bedroom and climbed down into the basement all by myself. My mouth felt like it was dry. |
opened the basement door and then came an explosion of cold air rush out. | switched on my
torch and looked at the dusty basement. A small light flickered in the distance right in the
corner of the room. | couldn’t quite see it. | felt like | was being stupid, going out into the
basement, with weird noises, at the dead of night, all by myself.

| stepped into the basement and the door flew shut behind me. | gave a shudder. Goosebumps
crawled up my arm; there was no going back until | could find help. At the moment, there was
absolutely no help so | had to figure this out myself. There was another flicker of the same
kind of light that happened previously, but this time it was closer. | started breathing heavily

and could hear my heart thumping in my ribs. My stomach started hurting. My arms reached

behind me trying to search for the door knob with my eyes still looking for the flicker. | found

the handle but | tried turning it but my hands were drenched in sweat and kept slipping off the
knob. | was now panting as a tear trickled down my face. | didn’t think it was able to make it

out of this room. | was trapped...
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1.5 DANCE A 5POR7-? Aisu Jena

“The five S’s of sports training are: stamina, speed, strength, skill, and spirit;
but the greatest of these is spirit.” - Ken Doherty

Whether you've thought about it or not I'd like you to think about it now: can
we consider dance to be a sport? Many of you would say that it is, and if so
why is that? Because you genuinely believe that or perhaps it's simply because
society has ingrained in you that it would be ‘mean’ to be the ‘bad guy’ in the
argument. I hope that after reading this article you will be able to make your
own decision about it and [ aim to make you see that dance is in fact a sport.

So let's start by defining the word sport: the OED(Oxford English Dictionary)
says that a sport is an activity involving physical exertion and skill in which an
individual or team competes against another or others for entertainment. And
what's the definition of dance? A dance is, by official definition, a series of
steps and movements usually in a quick and lively way to match the speed
and rhythm of a piece of music. To me it sounds like something that requires
physical exertion and skill. However interestingly, this also sounds like it has
qualities of an art, which is defined as: the expression or application of human
creative skill and imagination, producing works to be appreciated primarily
for their beauty or emotional power. Notice from the quote from Ken Doherty
and the definitions, the word ‘skill" is a common factor linking all of these
ideas together. Skill is definitely a necessity in dancing. I dance with an Indian
choreographer’s studio, Shiamak Davar International. In the lead up to a
dance performance we must go through a lot of training and choreography
which require a lot of "physical exertion” and “imagination” and “human
creative skill”, these qualities bring together all three disciplines. So in my
opinion, dance has the pleasure of being both a sport and an art.

Dance is becoming more and more common, to even those who don't wish
to perform or train professionally but simply for recreational purposes or in
order to get fit and healthy. This is why dance workouts such as zumba, ballet
fit and barre pilates are becoming increasingly popular. Additionally, the
cultural and social shift is also increasing the popularity of dance and the
importance given to it, it's edging more and more into the spotlight.

Although this is not a new phenomenon, every area has a unique style of
dance, Andalucia has flamenco, South India has Bharatanatyam, Southern
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Russia and Ukraine have Cossack and the list goes on. Through social media
and television all of these styles are becoming more admired making people
aspire to go out and learn then. It's great publicity for dance as people are in
awe of the talent they see in regard to dance.

Most of the people who claim that dance is not a sport are people who have
not ever trained in dance or ever endured a whole dance lesson. Those people
should take a step in a dancer’s shoes. Being a dancer myself, I know first hand
just how physically demanding it is, it's a lot of work, but rewarding, of course.
It is undeniable that dance requires “physical exertion”, however, it is the
second part of the definition - the competitive aspect -that people may
question. People believe that because dance is not usually competitive it is
therefore not a sport but there are many other sports that are more
recreational than competitive, take for example cycling, rock climbing or
maybe even yoga. There are yet many cases in which dance is competitive,
both in media and on a smaller scale. Take for example the TV shows ‘Dancing
With The Stars’ or ‘So You Think You Can Dance?’ and on a smaller scale ‘The
All England Dance Competition’. So really there is no reason for dance not to
be considered to be a sport.

Dr McNitt-Gray voices that “Dancers are some of the toughest athletes in the
world.” and gymnastics is very similar to dance in the sense that it is both
athletic and artistic, so, taking these factors into consideration, why is dance
not yet an Olympic sport? The fact is that it is not only because it's not seen
as a sport and that, unfortunately, there may not be enough interest in it, but
also because it can't be measured and scored with ease. Nevertheless, this
appears to be changing as a new standardised scoring system for Dance
Sport, based on the ice-skating system of judging, was finalised in 2013
making the sport a vision for the 2020 Olympic games in Tokyo, but it still
needs to be voiced loud and clear to catch people's attention and increase
the interest for the change.

However, by making it so standardised and controlled, will it take away the
artistic values of dance? There is supposed to be freedom of movement but
if there are so many rules to get the highest scores then that is lost.
Nevertheless, dance most definitely has qualities of sport and is increasingly
adopting more typical characteristics of one but perhaps this is at the
detriment of its artistic values.
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Eyes

Shrutee Prusty, Year 8.

I bought a new house in the small fown of Winthrop. The house was very cheap,
but the most important part was that I needed o get away from the busy city.
A few months ago, I had a run-in with a stalker. While I had managed to get
him arrested, I couldn't shake the feeling of eyes just constantly watching me.
I felt like there were eyes everywhere, at home and on the street, so I decided
to move out into the country to somewhere with less people, just for peace of
mind.

The house itself was big and somewhat old, but otherwise very welcoming. The
agent who showed me the house had mentioned that a serial killer had lived
here in the past, which was why the house was so cheap. However, he and my
next door neighbour Sarah, both fold me not to pay attention to that. Four
other owners had lived in the house since then, and all of them were very happy
with it. I loved the house. Its interior furnishings were beautiful and very
comfortable.

The people of Winthrop were friendly, often bringing over freshly baked
pastries or inviting me over for dinner. "Get-togethers," they said, "were the
key to making sure everyone who lived in Winthrop love it there". Yet after a
week, I stopped "loving it". The feeling of someone watching returned, worse
than before. I tried to ignore it, but soon I started losing sleep. Giant bags
grew under my eyes and I began yawning almost as much as I breathed. Sarah
was kind enough to let me stay in her house for a few nights. It was during this
time that I heard the legend of Forrest Carter, the serial killer who had lived
in my house. While no one knows his exact killing count, Carter, also known as
the Winthrop Peacock, was a man with an extremely severe mental disorder.
Legends say that he couldn't fall asleep if he didn't feel like he was being
watched. He was finally arrested for putting up a scarecrow to watch him
during the night. Only it wasn't a scarecrow. Carter had murdered a 16 year
old girl, just so her corpse could stare at him. The story gave me chills, and
after I went home, I felt like there were hundreds of pairs of eyes just
watching me no matter how I turned.

Today, however, was the first day that I acted out. T was cooking breakfast,
when I felt the eyes. Instinctively, out of fear, I threw my kitchen knife, which
lodged itself into the wall. As T pulled it out, I found myself staring at a pair
of eyes. I've been watching the police peel away the drywall of my house for
hours now. So far, they've found 142 pairs of eyes in little glass jars. The
scariest thing is, each and every one was staring at me.

16 |



Q6 et

PR B

629 Q02 AQ PEIIRER FIQ AIF F6Rd , 69
QITFINA QAU & 6Q¢ gl AR 6Q *E Q@
JdIGEE @3 QIS8 6 Gdal dgaml . 6Q ARQ
QdidIea QLI 661Q FI68 UFE . 626R G 9E!
0IQ 6511 AN, @2 @ 9g AN, gSiIQ QIQal AN
Q768 Q19 QIR YR8 . QLM 24 MTe 6l
6966 § 810 2R 6J6e 6R6R d6m AT Bl
QAR QI9E , IR 671Q QI AR QI KRR ATEL
Q Q91 QIR8. ¢ 691R A% KRdl, AL ARG, VIR
A762 BIg 11 @ QIRE.

62 SIR 2T Al Q 6L YAl TRILG CARFA QIR
, 6 62Q8 2IF QG QIRQ.

6Q AAgE OlQ gal gal @2 . @6 QA1 62R8 64l
6R6EFQ AR QREN 671 6068 R ORI
6R6RTQ 62 60T QRN . 61l 6868 @6 QF QA1
AIS6Q 2R ORG! 686% 686" . 61 TR & Q6
2l 692 ¢GRI .SURIY ARV 4RQI IR . 69
6J606Q6R Q9G 6819 gl @IQ QU A QI
QLA FACAREEM 6 MY FAIR FAMI AR
699 9! 6l 6@ . QLA ARV & JAFYR IR
QQ 68T A QIR 6ATER 64 UG MG
Q6 Q191 918 G 699 2]l @ 168 YR ¢ AL
QR ARG , A5 @ @ AG QF 62RYQ BIY
6A606Q6R . @3 69629 64 QIRY FRIL FAYRI
QIR QQ QLA d6Q 64 QMY QLI 62IR AR
R1QQ QAR . 6¢1l 606% 2R AV 6FEF LARE!
0lg A9EQ I A6R AHEM 64 676G BRE!T Q6
QIR 9 AIRAE A°66 QZMI ARl F19R . ATINR
6d QA°AUQ @ 6ACREAER @RI QS KRR
928 JAQIQ Q T 60¢ FUQ 629 U6Q AL
@eRdI 96 S HRAR0IQ AT AN . 626R
QIa 9@ VALY A FIVY AMEA QYA Al
RQYEM. 6U6GERER KFIQIG QG 62 B AT §
69 627169 &% QIR IR B AR KNG B 2l 61

RACIAYEM . IR VIR L AM &6 GIQ. 6 AR
@G 6206 A6 od @ 2ded AN QA §IT
deaml , qaQ 696 BREl A 26e 6a%
6R6Q 6Q9Rd] , A 1O} FF gol F1eQ
YR 62 AW Qea Q AQ @8 62 g AN IR
6918 R19Q Q.

QG QIQ1 YA U@ AR AR , 64 6IEFEAER
Qd JRQ AFQ 62RYN 626Q OIR 64 6AUCIR
dgeml ... 69 6QIEIR QG ANLG YRR
JGe geal 4 @ 69606a6R ARl QN1 RIRIG
QQ PR 6ATG 6TAR 6QR% , IFG 60F Q26R
2e1 I6Q 60 @ G 2UG AR WA FY6S . AR @7
QRIREM P68 P68 QA AN QI 9T QFa
210 FI9Ql A9 A<l g4I A QQIRE! , PR IS
622 G26m 64 71l AR 2i¢1 ¢l Q AAYF AR R,
6Q Q9 Gl FIREQ 60 AQR I6Q 6SIN 2R
62 gl Gl AQ AR 69I6T 6QYQIg AR Q@ge
Qq.

QG QIR 6Q K& F191 Al @ AQ TRIF AAAI &9
IR ARG 6@ 661 QA FRa QAT AIRA! Al
¢ Area, IR A8l A°QIT 6a 6d AQ 66R A4l
QARSI 9l @ V16 A4R 1A A4l Q! AR AAR
Qq Q. Adl A°gIE 2R 69T 6AIT @R FQAIR
QRN QILG Q6 IAQAI 699!, 267 A6 G
Q12 @deIR FIR1 6REERER 2iFg AR,

QG Q191 2R FRIRE TG 69N A @& QIgl
Q6Q 2R @ YR 626M ATAE O 6 YR
QM AN 6911 QIDI AR AVY FERRT. 64 QAR
Q91 q O ARQA1 g6% 71l 98 6Q9a, 20D FERAT
Al g9l QRIAN QIRCIM U6Q KRR 61 Y& A
RN 2R REXR 69 GBI Il O 2R, A A°QIZ
6Q 96 QIQ1 JENIQ UGl Q RFE FRG AR
AYF IS YRR,

17 |Page




JiQ 6060 9F 2R Q191 AR I AQ ACIES I
218213eIZ, 62 AR ANE 191 FeR Al Gl @
QIR1, AVYF 60 692IR FIF T 6028 QTR 64
QI 60% QIQIG,

QA1 6RIRY Rl AF , RAI 639G VGl , QF YQ
del, del €I Qal, AQ @8 QAN 2R ¢ 2P ANl
U4 HIRE 6 6@6Q 6@ YRAIARET GIQ QRUIQ, 64
Gl AR 9 A9Q 990 AN AN F¢ QIE G0 69
QAQ 694G 671l AlISIq AN FIQ SRR IR IR
6710 @g0 {4 Al , 6711 QI AQEQREM F2E A1
IRl A6Q & GI IRUL AL AISER B 984 Fl6Q
699 6919 Q! 2al 6d 697G 626 M 7R
QAR IR YARRI , 694 2 S T 019
QIR YEUIRR. FIR1 M ANLFQ AMG AQ T2 FIQT
QIS AIAE FIF1 QI 661 AQOIQ T AR, AF AS
216 QN @Al QS 7168 J6Q 6@GIE 6RFS
ARIGG6R 661l AIYQ B! AR 663 IR PR 69IF
AIN. OF 6@ Q191 9T 1P AUF 938 gal ol @ A9
6RIR 6810 @ A% IR AT6S @ HIAR AN 62
Q0697 62 QIR . ¢l Q AQ SR 64 Qe
QAL ISR QIR am F196a 021 g9 @Il A
6@6Q QIR 19 FARIBQ Q2N . QAT Rl 9L A2l
66 6069 YA6Q @2l I 6R6Q 606S 64 QgL
Qd Q6X, 6RER 626 AUEA I& Kl Y62 264 G
6R62 6262 62% 7€ 66117 @41 24l AL 626R 608
6@6Q Gl Rl § AT AUE QUL

R Q 990 IRl 90 QAT Ol A 6R% T2
QI2INQ OF 621R96M 191 @ UYQ RS PR
6R12 QM 62 @4 AQ VIR FEN [, Q@
Q9T 64 GIQ FFQ V18R q Y&1 26Q AT T QIR
Q6P @8 228 62IRTe 62 Q2 O G 9&.

Qi6Q A9 6RIFA Asta GIg @&l &I A& &4 AT §
@0l 2269l AFINF6R 64 G AFI L6q @2 6
6Q01G 6010 @9l 64 601Q I IR 6RER VG
Q%) 996 24 MI6T IR @2l g4 6Q A FIET &9
RITQ }¢ QIFQ. JILIQ YIY IAR 62 AQ KRl

QIR @2 F16Q AL A 9 g gl AR gL
67161 @ gl QIR GAQ A QIR ARG 6QIR

94 ¢ @3Q QIR 601 AR VUG FIPERN G2AQ,
AR FFR @ ¢ *¢ AIT AFARTE Y8 6269
QIFe @8 AIf §6@ QIT6Q 671 AR , AFEY 928
QIR QgL g2l QIR QgL UCAR 626M 6716S
MEG 6Q 6RER 6R6R PR Y USTE Q SIRNAN
6QI6 .

RI2Q 94 M MGG 19 18 GRS AT G6R QU
Q% 218 641l Al § 6Q1 , 61l 71l VUM AN 69U ,
QAT AR A2 KQ2 , &Y 4G QYIS I YFAR
Qi @ 6@ RREAEIR @ BIF YIR AR,

Q181 AALF A0 AR A1 962 UGS g6 ANLT
AQIQ Q0IR AI0 AFA, § 829, Yn A9l AIR @8
, AR IR AT 6ATE 60169 TRQ YR D9
6990 2162 QIF1 A6 QIR T6a @4 Al , A9
6920 2RI QIR AR A0l , FYR1 AQ 6aR AAG
QIR AIGg, AR Gl e M GIF1 & QQIN,

AG QAR 199 §F FINT @ AR AR YN
ml, AQ 696 @AM 6< 6711 QILIARQ 6QYR 641l
QIRINQ 6Q 64 IR RIVIQ ALIYQ 6QYAINIE
SIMAM 64 AIRY . 64 TAQ 64 FIQT GIR AQER
IR ARGRI . 62R FIF1 @ 692 IAG R FIR1Q
gal ¢l @ 6RIa A76L AR 676M , 62 6ATF
ARl 1A 6919 196 @ 6268 gl gal Al FIQ F
@l 6Q QUG 696A , A6 FIR 57 IR A AR
R9 @R AIRER , JAI Al IQEER G AN ,

AR Q28 GIQ IRl ANl FIQ A°AIQ FEYM 626
A Gl I IRISR 6Q6R . GG 626015 A&
QRI2IQ ARG QG 6MIP 6AYE Gl AR 63IGN 6RIR
¢] 699R 661l F196Q ARG IS AR 949 62 @
a8l A6 6C1IR AR B2 6210 FF 6N 626M
64 6@60 @4l R A AAYFQ .

699 @9 FI91 RSN 6QIM 661l ISP HIQ 2T
¢] 6960 69 QIRE , I6Q G 990 AT 6LIRAINIE
6< 2IQCIAG SIRTRIS 626R 62 2T Gl @ ATYT
2QA6Q 2T .

18| Page




69 96 Q191 , 9ol Al Q QI
Q12 Q02I6d , AIZ @ QIR
QI2 6 FIGY F186R

UGS QEE AM S Q8
691l 6l CIT aQeR

qoll QiRaN 89 6929
FERE QILIR 692

Sl @2l QIS 2GS 2IgeR
AN 691Q QL .

602 02 QIF Q29 Q12

QG PR FER

AR 0% A% ERA AR AFHER R A6R.

AQ AALIN AQ @ 9

Q62 AEIQ @l

UGG AR 692 FT T6R

RIQIQ 69T Qvell .

QR 6020 2g ANEA &l 691R AR AFFAS
QY 2IR 2T AR .

Q% 2Id6em RERIG @ AP AR Ag @ QI 6¢ll
AIYQ @ 621N

Shivam

- o
- ks
. ,,”' o et

st

19|Page




I don’t love you any more
Aiswarya Biswal

I don’'t think,

I love you anymore

I can no longer hear your,

Distant thoughts.

I can no longer feel,

the mesmerizing touch of your voice.

I don’t think,

I love you anymore.

For I loved you

As you were a part of me

Now you are just another man

My eyes no longer see you
When | shut my lashes.

You finally managed
to go out of my heart.

I have failed

And am liberated
You have won
But the Ioneliness

I don’t know who took you away
I can’t say, it was you or it was me.

But you are not there anymore
I don’t know if | can ever

tell you that or not.

But you will know it anyway.

For, I can no longer hear you
from the distance
as l used to do.

I will never convey you my feelings
But you will know
You always wanted me to go away

But never the less will like me being away.

I cannot listen to your distant cry
All my life | have done nothing
Save listening to you.

Am I lost without you

I know not.

1 am already set out

on the voyage without any goal.
I know not, which sea

I will cross and

Which land

I will land

Greeting for your life

Which is to come without me.
Now I don’t love you anymore
So physical closeness cannot
Help me to listen to you.

I am set on a distant journey

And you | know not.

1 don’t know what will happen to you
After |l leave.

You have always assured me that
you will not miss me

And I have always said that

I will miss you always

I know you will miss that
Someone who loved you
Without any greed.

Love is not easy to find
For only, people love conveniences
And situations.

And | loved you selflessly

Without making you an option

May be we have to stop loving each other now
It’s time to call it a closure

But the moments that we spent

were filled with bliss.

For you cannot tell a soul
Abusing me, babbling about me

I can foresee your pain
You will blame yourself
For pushing me away

I feel the pain

But I have to go

The love you had for me

In your indifference,

Your portrayals

That I was insignificant

And wanting me to go away

You are the first one to listen
To my heart and yet determined to
Carry on life without me

I reluctantly accepting
Your love

And wildly running,
Chasing for it

It had to stop somewhere
But I never thought that
I had the ability to stop
But | stopped

The reason | know not

In the quest to read you
I am lost and could
No longer understand me

Did I ever understand me?
I know not.
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HYDROGEN HEALTH BAND

With the growing ageing population and more congestion on the roads, the medical
response times are increasing. Technology, especially wearable technology, is
being left out in the healthcare. Leaving big gaps with the doctors records and the
patients actual life style.

The UK has an average response time of 6 minutes and 37 seconds, however, this is
worsening. Mega-cities such as New York have a response time of 9 minutes and 22
seconds, and their growing budget doesn’t seem to solve the problem.

Doctors and trained first aiders are always nearby in cities. Even if someone is having a
heart attack they still have to wait for the ambulance since there is no way to contact the
nearest doctor to them, which could be living next to them, helping them get treatment
quicker and increasing their survival chances. There are 280,882 doctors alone in the
UK and only 50,000 are on active duty at one time. Therefore there are at least 1 doctor
for every square km of the UK on average.

GP waiting times have also increased, greatly putting off some people to get regular
health check-ups. This leaves massive gaps in our health records.

Our solution is, that we can use an algorithm for smart devices to check for any
abnormalities in the user's health. If it spots that the user is having a significant failure
like a heart attack, it will automatically send a distress signal to their family and friends
and post an "emergency notice" to nearby registered doctors and hospitals. Alerting
nearby doctors is vital, as they can reach the patients quicker, increasing the chances of
survival. The device also sends its GPS location to the hospital for quicker and more
accurate locating. It can also send real-time updates to the hospital to constantly track
the user's condition until the ambulance arrives.

The app would be sold through life insurance companies, as they want to keep their
consumers healthy and alive. This also prevents the insurance company from paying out
to the patient, due to the app finding the risks earlier and faster. It can also be marketed
through care homes, it allows the staff to monitor the elderly more accurately and keep a
closer watch on them. The product can also be bought by large firms such as the NHS or
BUPA which look after the health of their patients.

This idea was put forward for £10,000 for the Longitude Explorer Prize with IBM, and is
still under administration.

We are currently developing a prototype, using an Apple Watch and Samsung Gear. We
believe that this idea will revolutionise the way personal healthcare and data interact.
Not only saving lives in growing megacities, but also helping researchers gather more
data to help solve some the world’s most dangerous diseases.

Sarthak Das
Age 15
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Megan’s Mystery

Vidip Sahoo
The corridor was deserted, the classrooms were deserted, there was no movement, no voices, no
sound of any sort; it was as if the school had been momentarily frozen in time.

Megan had just one thought, to find the diary. She had spent all day. Persuading herself that this
was definitely the only way. Obviously if Mr Neil caught her, she would have to take the
consequences that were a risk she was prepared to take; it was her only chance. It was a necessary
risk.

Cautiously she strolled down the corridor, nervously checking the library before reaching Mr Neil’s
room. She entered business like, she headed straight for Mr Neil’s desk, searching with
concentration, following her carefully planned strategy, leaving no evidence.

Then suddenly, what was that? Footsteps, voices... a voice she recognized right outside the door.
She froze terrified waiting to be discovered.

The door knob rotated and it made a harsh creak that was pain to Megan’s ears. Looking around
herself she noticed a cupboard and hesitantly opened it. Creak...creak. Mr Neil stepped into his
office and sat down on his rather comfortable chair. As he reached out for his pen, he heard a fast
panting sound from the cupboard which was placed next to him on his right.

“I must be imagining things after that disturbing meeting,” said Mr Neil to himself.
The bell rang and that meant playtime was over and it was time for lunch.

“Aaah, | must have a word with 5D, they have improved a lot in their behavior towards History
today morning,” remember Mr Neil.

As he walked to the door, Megan knew she was in deep water. Megan had to reach her class before
Mr Neil did, with her diary. She quickly, yet thoroughly scanned the cupboards which contained a
glut of paper. She shuffled the documents with trembling hands. Megan had to get the pivotal diary
before entering her class. She spotted a blue book which was decorated with plastic jewels. As she
reached out for the book she was filled with rapture. Dashing to her class as quickly as possible, she
glimpsed Mr Neil who was around 10 metres away from the room.

Concealing the diary in her lunchbox, she was about to reach her destination as she turned left, but
she was intercepted by Mr Neil.

“Why are you going to class now, when lunch has started four minutes ago?” questioned Mr Neil.
“Oh sorry, | went to the toilet,” replied Megan.

After Mr Neil complimented 5D, Megan gobbled up her lunch and looked through her diary; but
noticed a page ripped out. What could have been the reason?
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POTLI

An Indian Market

Kitchen
Wishing all Odias

HAPPY RAJA

www.potli.co.uk

319-321 King Street, Hammersmith,
London W6 gNH
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Safe Deposit
Lockers

Because [ need

Internet Banking something suler

Because 11 ' than this to keep

from the my valuables in
of my sofa

NRI Services

Because home
is where
the heart is

Remittance
Services
Because everyone
Ies sweel
exchange rates

Buy-to-Let
Mortgages*
Because [ want to buy
property after property
after property

There are many reasons why people prefer to bank with SBI UK. What's yours?

State Bank of Indla

sbiuk.com
0800 532 532 United Kingdom

CITY OF LONDON | BIRMINGHAM | COVENTRY | EAST HAM | GOLDERS GREEN | HARROW | HOUNSLOW | ILFORD | LEICESTER | MANCHESTER | SOUTHALL | WOLVERHAMPTON
25,000 STATE BANK BRANCHES IN 37 COUNTRIES - 500 MILLION CuSs t « IN THE UK SINCE 1921

e Trade Finance Money Transle NRI Services

dlanking | rporate Finar

*Your property may be re-possessed If you do not kees up with youwr mortgage repagments. You ae responsibe for making menthly
repayments ever f your property does not have a tenart SBTs BugeTosl et and cormrmercial mortgages are not regulated By the FCA or PRA

reted regulation By the Brudential

audation By the Fmancial Conduct Authority ECA) and
s a member

Reguation Authority. Detadls about the extent of our regud ation Sy ancial Conduct Auth are avallable 15 O request Stat £ India
of the Financial Services Corpensation Scheme estab ed under the Finarcal Se he Financla. Senice Persationr Screme protects depx I WLh Cur UK Sranches
Pagments under this scheme are Imit 85000 of your y $ sach eigitie it D 3 mahmam of €85 f the'r
total deposts  Terms and condtions appiy  For mone information and clarificaton 1w ot o webistie www shind com or vish 0800 532 ? 5 Oper
Morday Tuesday Wedresday and Feday § 90em 1o € 00pem, Thursday § 00am 10 % COpm Saturday 9 00w 10 ) 00pm and Sunday clased

Luthorised ovd egulated by Reserve Bank
he Srade
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