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Something to say……… 

                        
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.  
 
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.  
 
Wish you all a fun filled Raja festival celebration!!!  
 
Jay Jagarnath,  
Umakant Rout 
Odia Cultural Association London ( OCAL ) 

 
In the Issue……. 

 
 

 
 
 

Art by Shivam 
Art by Shivika 
Art by Vidip (Cover Page) 
Art by Sanvi 
Art by Sajal 
Art by Mahan 
Odia Poem by Dr N Kar 
Odia Poem by Dr Kali Mishra 
Odia Story by Dr Jayashree Nanda 

Story by Dishita Rout 
Story by Atmaja Mohanty 
Poem by Neha Pattnaik 
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 !!! 
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Autumn – 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. 

 

Shivam 

http://www.google.co.uk/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&uact=8&ved=0ahUKEwi-pOqbi7LQAhUFXBQKHQaBCGAQjRwIBw&url=http://eskipaper.com/leaf-sun-autumn.html&psig=AFQjCNFzR67ryh30w1kO4rMktX6Mp4pz9w&ust=1479550974927544
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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 I‘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 ?

                                       ଡ଼କ୍ଟର କ୍ାଳୀ ମିଶ୍ର 

ମ ୁଁ ନପୁଁୁଂସକ୍   

             ଅପଦାର୍ଥ ଇତ୍ୟାଦ ିଇତ୍ୟାଦ ି 

                     ତ୍ାଛଲି୍ୟ  ଉପହାସ  

                        ବ୍ୟଙ୍ଗତ୍ାର ଏ  ମନ୍ତବ୍ୟ  
ସ୍ତ୍ରୀ ଲ୍ୁଁନାର (ନବ୍ବ୍ବି୍ାହତି୍  ଅନୂଢା ଲ୍ୁଁ ନାର)  

ମ ୁଁ ଅଶାନ୍ତ ଗ୍ରହ  

ନରି୍ଥନତ୍ାର  ନଶି୍ୱାସ ପ୍ରଶ୍ୱାସ 

ର୍ୀବ୍ତି୍ " ର୍ଟାୟୁଁ " !  
ସସମାସନ  କ୍ଏି ସକ୍ସବ୍ କ୍ହଥିିସଲ୍.......... 

ଆର୍ ିତ୍ୁଁ ସମ ଅସନକ୍ ମାସନ ପଡୁଁ ଛ 

 " ମନ୍ଦାକ୍ନିୀ , ମାମି ,  ର୍ୟନୀ   ଓ  ନନ୍ଦନିୀ......  
     ଆଉ ସସ ଦନି ଗୁଁଡାକ୍ .....ଓଃ ଛାଡନା ମରଯିିବ୍ ିସଯ 

......Gently softly pls 

ମାୁଂସାଶୀ କ୍ାମୁଁକ୍ ହୁିଂସ୍ର !!! ତ୍ର୍ାପି ଅତୃ୍ପ୍ତ ଚାହାଣୀ ??? 

ମ ୁଁ ସଯ ଆଉ ପାରୁଁ ନ.ି........ 

ପସର ଆଉ ସକ୍ସବ୍....... ଛାଡନା .... 
ସଙି୍ଘାବ୍ସଲ୍ାକ୍ସନ ମ ୁଁ  
ନରି୍ଥଣ୍ଟର ସବ୍ଳାଭୂମସିର  

ସ୍ମରଣୀକ୍ାର ଲ୍ହଡ ି

ଭଟ୍ଟାର ଉର୍ାଣୀ ଯମୁଁନା   ------- 
ସସ ମାଧ୍ୟାନର ସୂଯଥୟ  ଆର୍ ିଅସ୍ତମିତ୍ 

ସସ ଆଖିସର ନାହିଁ ସସ ଚାହାଣୀ ଚୁଁ ମବକ୍ ! 

 

 
Neha Performing Telford Dance Showcase 2017 
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l o v e   a l o n e 

 
                                                                                           Vandana Sahoo 

i love you and you love me.  
i love you like the clouds love the sky: 
sailing smoothly and softly, 
lost somewhere in your expanse.  
i stopped trying to get out long ago.  
 
you love me like the sea loves the shore: 
crashing into me time and time again, 
taking away a crumbling part of me 
each time.  
you stopped trying to be gentle long ago. 

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 I 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. 
I 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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The Hidden Truth: 
Atmaja Mohanty 

When my brother and I 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 I sensed some sort of unearthly presence, 

a sort of unexplained danger, but it was only after that I 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 I 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, I 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. I turned around, just to see her barely inches from my face. My eyes were 

welling up, and I clamped them shut, just then, I felt a chilly hand on my hand lifting 

it and stroking it. I 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. "I won't hurt you, I'm just lonely, I just want some friends." I 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!" I finally speak up, in my croaky voice, I 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. I 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 I 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, I 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 2nd and five days after I had 

moved in. I had checked every room in this house but nothing bizarre had happened. No weird 

feelings either. Well, not until this night when I heard noises in the basement from my bedroom. 

I couldn’t sleep that night. I kept tossing and turning and that was when I 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. I waited two minutes but nothing happened. I waited more but 

nothing unexpected occurred. I 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. I didn’t want to move out of my bed, but I did at the same time. I got out of my 

bedroom and climbed down into the basement all by myself. My mouth felt like it was dry. I 

opened the basement door and then came an explosion of cold air rush out. I switched on my 

torch and looked at the dusty basement. A small light flickered in the distance right in the 

corner of the room. I couldn’t quite see it. I felt like I was being stupid, going out into the 

basement, with weird noises, at the dead of night, all by myself. 

I stepped into the basement and the door flew shut behind me. I gave a shudder. Goosebumps 

crawled up my arm; there was no going back until I could find help. At the moment, there was 

absolutely no help so I 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. I 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. I found 

the handle but I tried turning it but my hands were drenched in sweat and kept slipping off the 

knob. I was now panting as a tear trickled down my face. I didn’t think it was able to make it 

out of this room. I was trapped... 
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IS DANCE A SPORT?                                              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 I 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 town of Winthrop. The house was very cheap, 

but the most important part was that I needed to 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 told 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. I was cooking breakfast, 

when I felt the eyes. Instinctively, out of fear, I threw my kitchen knife, which 

lodged itself into the wall. As I 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. 
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                                                           ଡ଼କ୍ଟର ର୍ୟଶ୍ରୀ ନନ୍ଦ

ସକ୍ଉ  ଇତ୍ହିାସ ଅବ୍ା ଭୁଁ ସଗାଳସର ତ୍ାର ନ ାଟ ି ମିସଳନ ି , ସସ 
ଚାଟଶାଳୀର ଦୁଁଆର ବ୍ ି ସଦଖି ନଥିବ୍ା  ସଠକି୍ ସର କ୍ହ ି  ବ୍ ି 
ପାରିବ୍ନି ି କ୍ନି୍ତୁଁ  ର୍ାଣିଛ ି ସସ ଗଣିବ୍ା ଶଖିିଥିଲ୍ା . ସସ ପଇସା 
ଗଣିପାସର ଯାହା ସମାର ମାସନ ପଡୁଁ ଛ ି . ସହସଲ୍ ଗ ାର  ବ୍ୁଁଢା 
ଠାରୁଁ  ସଟାକ୍ା ଯାଏ  , ଝଅି ରୁଁ  ବ୍ହୁଁ  ଯାଏ   , ମୁଁର୍ଥରୁଁ  ପାଠୁଁ ଆ  ଯାଏ  
ସମସସ୍ତ ତ୍ାକ୍ୁଁ ନାନୀ ଡାକ୍ନ୍ତ ି .  କ୍ହସିଲ୍ ହସ ଲ୍ାଗିବ୍  ସମା 
ସର୍ସର୍ ଙ୍କୁଁ  ଛାଡ ିଆଉ ସଯସତ୍ ସର୍ସର୍ ଥିସଲ୍ ସମସସ୍ତ ତ୍ାକ୍ୁଁ 
ନାନୀ ଡାକ୍ନ୍ତ ି, ଆଉ ସମାର ବ୍ାପା ବ୍ଡ ବ୍ାପା ,କ୍ସକ୍ଇ ସମସସ୍ତ 
ବ୍ ି ନାନୀ ଡାକ୍ନ୍ତ.ି  ମ ୁଁ  ସମାର ବ୍ଡ ଭଉଣୀ , ସାନ ଭଉଣୀ, ଭାଇ 
ସମସସ୍ତ ତ୍ାକ୍ୁଁ ନାନୀ ହିଁ ଡାକ୍ନ୍ତ.ି  
 
ସସ  ର୍ାଲି୍ ଆମ ଗ ା ର ନୁଁସହ  ପୁଁରା ପୁଂଚାୟତ୍ ସଲ୍ାକ୍ଙ୍କର  ନାନୀ  
, ସସ ସହଉଛ ିଆମ ଭୁଁ ତ୍ ିନାନୀ. 
 
ସସ ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କ ଠାରୁଁ  ପୁଁରା ପୁଁରୀ ଭିନ୍ନ . ଭୁଁ ତ୍ ିନାନୀ ସହଉଛ ିସମା 
ସର୍ସର୍ଙ୍କର ସାନ ଭଉଣୀ .ସମା ସର୍ସର୍ ଆଉ ଚଇତ୍ା 
ସର୍ସର୍ଙ୍କର ସସ ସଗାଟଏି ଭଉଣୀ . ସମା ସର୍ସର୍ ବ୍ଡ ଭୁଁ ତ୍ ିନାନୀ 
ମଝସିର ଆଉ ଚଇତ୍ା ସର୍ସର୍ ସଛାଟ . ସସ  ତ୍ନିରି୍ଣ ଙ୍କ ଭିତ୍ସର 
ଅଗାଧ ସେହ   ଶ୍ରଦ୍ଧା .ର୍ଗନ୍ନାର୍ ବ୍ଳଭଦ୍ର ସୁଁଭଦ୍ରା  ପର ି . ସସ  
ସଯସତ୍ସବ୍ସଳ ବ୍ହୁଁତ୍ ସଛାଟ ଥିଲ୍ା  ତ୍ାର ବ୍ାପା ମା ତ୍ାକ୍ୁଁ 
ବ୍ାହାଘର କ୍ରିସଦଇଥିସଲ୍  ସସ ବ୍ାଲ୍ୟ ବ୍ବି୍ାହ କ୍ରିଥିଲ୍ା ଆମର ି  
ସସଇ ଏକ୍ା ଗ ା ସର . ବ୍ାହାଘରର ବ୍ରସେ ବ୍ ି ପୁଁରିନଥିଲ୍ା  ତ୍ାର 
ବ୍ର  ସକ୍ୌଣସି ସୁଂକ୍ରାମକ୍ ସରାଗସର ସସ ପାରିକ୍ୁଁ ଚାଲି୍ଗସଲ୍ . 
ଭୁଁ ତ୍ ିନାନୀ ତ୍ାର ବ୍ରକ୍ୁଁ ସଦଖି ଥିବ୍ା କ୍ ିମସନ ରଖିଥିବ୍ ମ ୁଁ କ୍ାହିଁ 
ଭାବ୍ ି ପାରୁଁ ନ ି , ପାଞ୍ଚ ବ୍େଥ  କ୍ ି ସାତ୍ ବ୍େଥ ସହାଇଥିବ୍ ତ୍ାକ୍ୁଁ  
ସସସତ୍ସବ୍ସଳ . କ୍ନି୍ତୁଁ  ସଯସହତ୍ୁଁ  ସସ ବ୍ାଲ୍ୟ ବ୍ବି୍ାହ କ୍ରିଥିଲ୍ା 
ତ୍ାର ବ୍ର ମରଯିିବ୍ା ପସର ସସ  ବ୍ାଲ୍ୟ ବ୍ଧିବ୍ା ସହାଇ ସାରା 
ର୍ୀବ୍ନ ରହଗିଲ୍ା . ସମା ସର୍ସର୍ ଆଉ ଚଇତ୍ା ସର୍ସର୍ ଦୁଁଇର୍ଣ 
ତ୍ାକ୍ୁଁ ସବ୍ୁଁଦନି ପାଇ  ଘସର ରଖିସଲ୍ ସସ ସଗାସଟ ଭଉଣୀ ନୁଁସହ  
ଭାଇ ପରି ଏମାନମଙ୍କ ସୁଂସଗ ରହଲି୍ା ସାରା ର୍ୀବ୍ନ . ସମାର୍ର 
ସସ କ୍ୁଁସୁଂସ୍କାର କ୍ୁଁ ସସସତ୍ସବ୍ସଳ କ୍ଏିବ୍ା  ବ୍ାରଣ କ୍ରିପାରିବ୍ 
.ବ୍ରହ୍ମଣ ପରିବ୍ାର ର ଝଅି ସତ୍ଣୁଁ ବ୍ଧିବ୍ା ସହବ୍ ପସର ବ୍ହୁଁତ୍ 
କ୍ଟକ୍ଣା ବ୍ହୁଁତ୍ ବ୍ାରଣ ର୍ାଇବ୍ାଠାରୁଁ  ପିନ୍ଧବି୍ା ଯାଏ  . ସହସଲ୍ 
ତ୍ାର ଦୁଁଇ ଭାଇତ୍ାକ୍ୁଁ ସାରା ର୍ୀବ୍ନ ଭଲ୍ସର ରଖିବ୍ାର ପଣ 
କ୍ରିଥିସଲ୍. ସଯସତ୍ସବ୍ସଳ ର୍ମିବ୍ାଡ଼ ି ଭାଗ ସହଲ୍ା ଭୁଁ ତ୍ ିନାନୀ କ୍ୁଁ 
ସବ୍ ସସମାସନ ନରି୍ ଭାଇ ପରି ତ୍ା ପାଇ  ର୍ମିବ୍ାଡ଼ ିତ୍ା ନ ା ସର 

କ୍ରିସଦଇଥିସଲ୍ . ଦୁଁଇ ଭାଇ ବ୍ହୁଁତ୍ ଭଲ୍ ଥିସଲ୍ ତ୍ାର. ସସ ସାରା 
ର୍ୀବ୍ନ ସସମିତ୍ ିସାତ୍ ବ୍େଥ ରୁଁ  ଅଶବି୍େଥ ଯାଏ   ବ୍ଧିବ୍ା ଶାଢୀ 
ପିନ୍ଧୁଁଥିଲ୍ା  , ମୁଁଣ୍ଡରୁଁ  ସକ୍ସବ୍ ଓଢଣା ର୍ସିବ୍ାର ଆସମ ସକ୍ହ ି
ସକ୍ସବ୍ ସଦଖିନଥିବ୍ୁଁ  , ସାରା ର୍ୀବ୍ନ  ଶୁଁଦ୍ଧ ପୁଁତ୍ା ର୍ୀବ୍ନ 
ବ୍ୁଂଚଥିିଲ୍ା ସସ  ଆମିେ ବ୍ର୍ଥନ ଠୁଁ  ସବ୍ୁଁ  କ୍ଛି ିସସ ମାନୁଁ  ଥିଲ୍ା ତ୍ାର 
ସଶେ ର୍ୀବ୍ନ ଯାଏ. 
 
ଭୁଁ ତ୍ ିନାନୀ ଥିଲ୍ା ଏକ୍ ଅନନୟ ସ୍ୱଭାବ୍ର  , ସସ ସଯସତ୍ସବ୍ସଳ 
ଦସ ପନ୍ଦର ବ୍େଥର ସହାଇଥିଲ୍ା ସସସବ୍ ଠାରୁଁ  ସସ ସରାସେଇ 
ଶଖିିଥିଲ୍ା ....  ସସ ସରାସେଇ କ୍ରି ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କୁଁ  ର୍ୁଁଆଉଥିଲ୍ା , 
ଗରିବ୍ ଗୁଁରୁଁ ବ୍ା ଯିଏ ବ୍ ିସଯସତ୍ସବ୍ସଳ ଆସିବ୍ା ନାନୀ କ୍ାହାକ୍ୁଁ 
ଘର ଆଗରୁଁ  ସସମିତ୍ ିସେରାଇ ସଦବ୍ନ ି, ଏମିତ୍ ିସକ୍ହ ିନଥିସବ୍ 
ଆମ ଗ ାସର ସଯ କ୍ ିତ୍ା ହାତ୍ ରନ୍ଧା ର୍ାଇ ନଥିସବ୍ . ନାନୀ ଦହ ି
ବ୍ୁଁଲ୍ାଇସଲ୍ ର୍ସଣ ର୍ସଣ କ୍ରି ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କୁଁ  ଡାକ୍ ି ଦହ ି ବ୍ାଣ୍ଟବି୍ା   
ଆରିସା କ୍ାକ୍ରା ସବ୍ୁଁ   ଘଣ୍ଟା ଘଣ୍ଟା ଧରି ବ୍ନାଇବ୍ା , ତ୍ାର ସିନା 
ସକ୍ହ ିନଥିସଲ୍ ସସ ମା ସମାନ ଆମ ଗ ା ର ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କ ପାଇ  ଥିଲ୍ା, 
ଏସତ୍ ଦୟା ତ୍ା ମନସର ଏସତ୍ ସରଳ ଏସତ୍ ସର୍ାଲ୍ା ହୃଦୟର 
ସସ ଥିଲ୍ା ତ୍ା ପରି ସଲ୍ାକ୍ ସଗାସଟ ସଦଖିବ୍ାକ୍ୁଁ ମିଳବି୍ ବ୍ହୁଁତ୍ 
କ୍ଷ୍ଟ. 
 
ପଣା ସୁଂକ୍ରାନ୍ତ ିସର   ଭୁଁ ତ୍ ିନାନୀ ଗ ା ର ସବ୍ୁଁ  ପିଲ୍ାଙ୍କୁଁ  ପଇସା ଦଏି  
ର୍ାଲି୍ ପିଲ୍ାଙ୍କୁଁ  ନୁଁସହ  ସମା ବ୍ାପା କ୍ସକ୍ଇ ପିଉସୀ ମାଉସୀ ମା 
ର୍ୁଁଡ ିସମସ୍ତଙ୍କୁଁ , ଆଉ ପଣା ସୁଂକ୍ରାନ୍ତ ିସର ସସ ସବ୍ୁଁ  ସବ୍ସଳ ପଣା 
ବ୍ନାଇବ୍ା ଗ ା ର କ୍ୀତ୍ଥନ ମଣ୍ଡଳ ଆସି ପଣା ପିଇବ୍ା ପାଇ  ଆସନ୍ତ ି
ସବ୍ୁଁ  ବ୍େଥ. ପଣା ସୁଂକ୍ରାନ୍ତ ିଆଗରୁଁ  ସଗାଟ ି ସଗାଟ ିକ୍ରି ହସିାବ୍ 
କ୍ରିର୍ାଏ କ୍ାହାକ୍ୁଁ ସକ୍ସତ୍ ପଇସା ସଦବ୍ା. ଆସମ ସମସସ୍ତ ତ୍ା 
ଚାହିଁ ବ୍ସିର୍ାଉ ନାନୀ ସକ୍ସତ୍ସବ୍ସଳ ଆମକ୍ୁଁ ଡାକ୍ବି୍ା. 
ଯଦ ିନାନୀ ଆରିସା ବ୍ନାଇଛ ିଏମିତ୍ ିସଗାଟଏି ଘର ନାହିଁ ଯାହା 
ଘସର ଆରିସା ନ ପହୁଂଚବି୍ା. ସହସଲ୍ ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କ ଠୁଁ  ସସ ଅଧିକ୍ 
ଭଲ୍ ପାଏ ସମା ବ୍ାପା ଆଉ ଅଭୟ କ୍ସକ୍ଇଙ୍କୁଁ . ସସ ଦୁଁଇର୍ଣ 
ନାନୀ କ୍ୁଁ ଠକି୍ ପିଉସୀ ନୁଁସହ  ମା ପରି ସଦର୍ନ୍ତ,ି ଅଭୟ କ୍ସକ୍ଇଙ୍କୁଁ  
ମା ଗୁଁଣି୍ଡଚା ବ୍ୁଁଢୀମା ଚାଲି୍ଗଲ୍ା ପସର କ୍ସକ୍ଇଙ୍କୁଁ  ସସ ପୁଁଅ ପରି 
ପାଳଥିିଲ୍ା ଆଉ କ୍ସକ୍ଇ ସବ୍ ତ୍ାକ୍ୁଁ ମା ଠୁଁ  ଅଧିକ୍. ପଣା ସୁଂକ୍ରାନ୍ତ ି
ସର ଭୁଁ ତ୍ ିନାନୀ ସିଙ୍ଗାପୁଁର ଯାତ୍ରା ରୁଁ  ବ୍ହୁଁତ୍ ର୍ଳବି୍ ିମଗାଇର୍ାଏ 
ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କୁଁ  ର୍ଳବି୍ ି ର୍ୁଁଆଇର୍ାଏ,  

ଭୁତ ିନାନୀ     
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ଗ ାର ସଯସତ୍ ବ୍ହୁଁ  ଆସନ୍ତ ିନାନୀ ପାଇ  ବ୍ାପା ଘରୁଁ  ସମସସ୍ତ ଶାଢୀ 
ଆଣିଅସିର୍ାନ୍ତ,ି ସସ ର୍ାଲି୍ ଆମରି ନାନୀ ନଥିଲ୍ା ପୁଁରା ଗ ା ର 
ନାନୀ, ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କୁଁ  ଏସତ୍ ସେହାନ ଶ୍ରାଦ୍ଧ ଦଏି ସକ୍ହବି୍ ିଭବ୍ନ୍ତନି ିସଯ 
ତ୍ାର ସକ୍ହ ିନାହାନ୍ତ,ି  
ନାନୀ ସକ୍ାଳର୍ ଅତ୍ତା ଦଳ ି , କ୍ଲ୍ରା ସଗାଟା ଭର୍ା , ଦହ ିର୍ୁଁଦୁଁ  
ପିତ୍ା , ପିତ୍ା ଶାଗ ବ୍ରା , ସବ୍ୁଁ କ୍ଛି ିବ୍ନାଏ ଆଉ ତ୍ା ହାତ୍ ରନ୍ଧା 
ଯିଏ ର୍ାଇଛ ିସସ ସକ୍ସବ୍ ସବ୍ ଭୁଁ ଲି୍ପାରିବ୍ନ ିତ୍ାର ସୁଁଆଦ, ସସ 
ର୍ାତ୍ା ଆମି୍ବଳ ଏ ସବ୍ୁଁକ୍ୁଁ ବ୍ହୁଁତ୍ ଭଲ୍ ପାଏ  ର୍ଣ ନାହିଁ ତ୍ାଠୁଁ  ସସ 
ସବ୍ୁଁ  ସଯମିତ୍ ିସମା ପାର୍କ୍ୁଁ ଆସିଥିଲ୍ା ତ୍ାର ର୍ାଇବ୍ା ସୁଁଆଦ ଆଉ 
ସମାର ବ୍ହୁଁତ୍ ମିଶୁଁ ଥିଲ୍ା , ସମା ବ୍ାପା ସବ୍ୁଁସବ୍କ୍ସଲ୍ କ୍ହନ୍ତ ିନାନୀ 
ଗଲ୍ା ପସର ପୁଁଣି ତ୍ାର ସ୍ୱଭାବ୍ କ୍ାହା ପାର୍ସର ତ୍ା ରହବି୍.ଗ ାସର  
ସଯଉ  ସବ୍ାହୁଁ  ଗଭଥବ୍ତ୍ୀ ଥିବ୍ା ସସ ସଯମିତ୍ ିସହସଲ୍ ଭଲ୍ ମନ୍ଦ 
ବ୍ନାଇ ତ୍ାକ୍ୁଁ ର୍ୁଁଆଇବ୍ା , ସଯଉ  ଝଅି ଶାଶୂଘରକ୍ୁଁ ଯିବ୍ା ତ୍ାକ୍ୁଁ 
ଡାକ୍ ିର୍ୁଁଆଇବ୍.  ନାନୀ ଥିଲ୍ା ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କଠୁଁ  ଅଲ୍ଗା ସବ୍ୁଁ  ଝଅି ନାନୀ  
ପାର୍କ୍ୁଁ ଆସନ୍ତ ି ନାନୀ ତ୍ା ସମାର ସବ୍ୁଁଠାରୁଁ  ପି୍ରୟ ଥିଲ୍ା, ରର୍ ପବ୍ଥ 
ଆସିସଲ୍ ନାନୀ କ୍ର୍ା ବ୍ହୁଁତ୍ ମସନ ପସଡ ସକ୍ର୍ାଣି ସକ୍ମିତ୍ ି
ଅର୍ାଣତ୍ସର ସମା ଆଖିରୁଁ  ତ୍ା ପାଇ  ସକ୍ସତ୍ ଧାରା ଲ୍ୁଁ ହ ସବ୍ାହ ି
ଯାଏ. ରର୍ ସର ନାନୀ ଯଦ ିପାନ ଭାଙି୍ଗ ବ୍ସିଛ ିପୁଁରା ଗ ା ର ସବ୍ୁଁ 
ସଲ୍ାକ୍ ସଛାଟ ରୁଁ  ବ୍ଡ ଯାଇ  ସମସସ୍ତ ନ ର୍ାଇଲ୍ା ଯାଏ ସସ 
ଉଠସିବ୍ନ ି ସସ ର୍ାଗାରୁଁ  . ଗ ା ର ସବ୍ୁଁ  ର୍ବ୍ର ସସ ରଖିର୍ାଏ 
ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କ ପାର୍ସର ଯାଇ ଭଲ୍ ମନ୍ଦସର ଠଆି ହୁଁଏ କ୍ାହା ସହ 
ସକ୍ସବ୍ ତ୍ାର ମନ ମନାନ୍ତର ନର୍ାଏ . ନାନୀ ଥିଲ୍ା ବ୍ହୁଁତ୍ ମନୁଁଆ 
ସକ୍ସବ୍ ସକ୍ସବ୍ ର୍ୁଁସିସର କ୍ର୍ା ହୁଁଏ ସକ୍ସବ୍ ସକ୍ସବ୍ ସସ ବ୍ହୁଁତ୍ 
ଚୁଁ ପ ରୁଁ ସହ, ସକ୍ସବ୍ ସକ୍ସବ୍ ଉପସର ପଡ ିକ୍ର୍ା କ୍ୁଁସହ ହସସ ତ୍ା 
ସକ୍ସବ୍ ସକ୍ସବ୍ ସଦଖି ମୁଁହ  ସମାଡ ିଦଏି ର୍ଣା ନାହିଁ ସହସଲ୍ ସକ୍ହ ି
ସକ୍ସବ୍ ତ୍ା କ୍ର୍ା କ୍ୁଁ ର୍ରାପ ଭାବ୍ନ୍ତ ିନାହିଁ.  
ନାନୀ ର ହୃଦୟ ଥିଲ୍ା ବ୍ହୁଁତ୍ ନରମ ଗ ା ର ସକ୍ଉ  ଝଅିର 
ବ୍ାହାଘର ଠକି୍ ସହାଇଗସଲ୍ ନାନୀ ର  ଆଖିରୁଁ  ଅନବ୍ରତ୍ ଲ୍ୁଁ ହ 
ସବ୍ାହ ିଚାସଲ୍  ସସ କ୍ଣ ସବ୍ୁଁ  ଭାସବ୍ ର୍ଣା ନଥିଲ୍ା ,  ଏସବ୍ 
ଭାବ୍ୁଁଛ ିସସ ତ୍ାର ନରି୍ର ର୍ୀବ୍ନ କ୍ୁଁ ପୁଁଣି ର୍ସର ଭାବ୍ ି ଦଏି ଭାସବ୍ 
କ୍ାସଳ କ୍ଛି ିଅନର୍ଥ ସହାଇଯିବ୍ ସସ ଝଅିର ଠକି୍ ତ୍ା ପରି.  
ଗ ାସର ସବ୍ୁଁ  ସଲ୍ାକ୍ର ସମ୍ପକ୍ଥ ତ୍ାକ୍ୁଁ ର୍ଣା ର୍ାଏ ଯଦ ିକ୍ଏି ମାମୁଁ କ୍ୁଁ 
କ୍କ୍ା କ୍ହସିଦଲ୍ା ଅର୍ାଣତ୍ସର ସସ ତ୍ା ସିଦ୍ଧା  ମୁଁହ ସର କ୍ହବି୍ା ସସ 
ସକ୍ମିତ୍ ିସତ୍ାର କ୍କ୍ା ସସ ସତ୍ାର ମାମୁଁ ଆଉ ସକ୍ସବ୍ ଡାକ୍ବି୍ୁଁନ ି
କ୍କ୍ା, ବ୍ହୁଁତ୍ ହସ ଲ୍ାସଗ ନାନୀ କ୍ର୍ା ଶୁଁଣି ସସ ସବ୍ୁଁ  ର୍ାଣିଛ ିକ୍ଏି 
କ୍ାହାକ୍ୁଁ କ୍ଣ ଡ଼ାକ୍ବି୍. ଯାହାକ୍ୁଁ ଯାହା ପସନ୍ଦ ସସ ସବ୍ୁଁ  ର୍ାଣିର୍ାଏ  
ନାନୀ କ୍ର୍ା ମସନ ପସଡ ନାନୀ ୬ େୁଁଟ ଲ୍ମବା ଆଉ ବ୍ହୁଁତ୍ 
ସମାଟା ବ୍ ି ଥିଲ୍ା  ନାନୀ କୂ୍ଅରୁଁ  ପାଣି କ୍ାଢ ିପାରିବ୍ନ ିସବ୍ାଲି୍ 

ଯଦ ିମ ୁଁ କ୍ହବି୍ ିନାନୀ  ସତ୍ା ପାଇ  ପାଣି କ୍ାଢସିଦବ୍ୀ କୂ୍ଅରୁଁ , 
ରାଗିଯାଇ କ୍ହବି୍ କ୍ ିମ ୁଁ କ୍ଣ ପାଣି କ୍ାଢପିାରିବ୍ନି ି ପୁଁଣି ସକ୍ସବ୍ 
ଡ଼ାକ୍ବି୍ ବ୍ବ୍ ି ପାଣି ଟସିକ୍ କ୍ାଢସିଦ ସମା ପାଇ  , ସମସସ୍ତ କ୍ହନ୍ତ ି
ନାନୀ ବ୍ହୁଁତ୍ ମନୁଁଆ ନାନୀ ବ୍ହୁଁତ୍ ଅସଣ୍ଡଇ ସହସଲ୍ ସମାସତ୍ 
ଲ୍ାସଗ ସସ ସକ୍ସବ୍ ସକ୍ସବ୍ ତ୍ାର ନରି୍ ଅତ୍ୀତ୍ କ୍ୁଁ ଚାଲି୍ଯାଏ 
ସବ୍ାସଧ . 
କ୍ାହାକ୍ୁଁ କ୍ଣ ଭଲ୍ ଲ୍ାସଗ ମନ ର୍ାଣି ର୍ୁଁଆଇବ୍ କ୍ାନ ିତ୍ସଳ  ବ୍ାସି 
ଦହ ିଆଣି ସମା ମା କ୍ୁଁ ସଦବ୍ , ସମା ମା ଭାଲ୍ ପାଏ ସବ୍ାଲି୍ , 
ବ୍ାପାଙ୍କ ପାଇ  ଘିଅ କ୍ରୁଁ ଅ , ଆର୍ୁଁ ସବ୍ୁଁ  ରଖିଥିବ୍ ବ୍ାପା ଶୁଁକ୍ରବ୍ାର 
ଗ ା କ୍ୁଁ ଯିସବ୍ ଭୁଁ ବ୍ସନଶ୍ୱର  ରୁଁ   ତ୍ାଙ୍କୁଁ  ର୍ୁଁଏଇବ୍ା ପାଇ .. 
 
ନାନୀ ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କୁଁ  ପାଠ ପଢବି୍ା ପାଇ  କ୍ୁଁସହ ପରିକ୍ଷ ଥିସଲ୍ ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କୁଁ  
ସକ୍ାଳୁଁ  ଉଠାଇ ପାଠ ପଢବି୍ା, କ୍ୁଁ କ୍ହବି୍ , ସ୍କୁଁଲ୍ ଯିବ୍ା ପାଇ  କ୍ହବି୍ 
, ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କ ପାଇ  ନାନୀ ସଯମିତ୍ ି ସଗାସଟ ମନ୍ଦରି ଥିଲ୍ା ଯିଏ 
ସଯଉ ଠୁଁ  ଆସସ ନାନୀ ପାସର୍ ଯାଇ  ଟସିକ୍ ବ୍ସି ଆସିବ୍ା , ଯିଏ 
ସଯଉ ଠୁଁ  ଆସିବ୍ା ନାନୀ ପାଇ  ମିଠା , ନମିବକ୍ୀ ସବ୍ୁଁ  ସନଇ ଆସନ୍ତ ି
ନାନୀ ପାର୍କ୍ୁଁ, ନାନୀ ତ୍ା ବ୍ହୁଁତ୍ ଭଲ୍ ର୍ଟ୍ଟା ବ୍ ି  ବ୍ନାଏ,  
ଏମିତ୍ ିସାରା ର୍ୀବ୍ନ ଭୁଁ ତ୍ ିନାନୀ ର ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କ ପାଇ  ତ୍ୟାଗପୂତ୍ 
ଥିଲ୍ା,  ସବ୍ୁଁ  ସବ୍ସଳ କ୍ହୁଁଥିଲ୍ା ସସ ସମା ବ୍ାହାଘର ସଦଖିବ୍  ସମା 
ବ୍ାହାଘର ପସର ସସ ଆଉ କ୍ାହାର ବ୍ାହାଘର ସଦଖିପାରିଲ୍ାଣି 
ଚାଲି୍ଗଲ୍ା ସସ ପାରିକ୍ୁଁ . ସସ ଦନିରୁଁ  ସସ ନାନୀ ଡାକ୍ ସବ୍ୁଁଦନି 
ପାଇ  ଲି୍ଭିଗଲ୍ା . ସହଲ୍ ନାନୀ ର ସେହ  ଏମିତ୍ ିଥିଲ୍ା ନାନୀକ୍ୁଁ 
ପୁଁରା ଗ ା ର ସଲ୍ାକ୍ ସମସସ୍ତ କ୍ାନ୍ଧସର ସନସଲ୍ , ସସ ସଯମିତ୍ ି
ଥିଲ୍ା ତ୍ାର ସଶେ ର୍ୀବ୍ନ ବ୍ ି ସସମିତ୍ ିଥିଲ୍ା ପୁଁରା ଗ ା ତ୍ାର କି୍ରୟା 
କ୍ମଥ ସର ଭାଗ ସନସଲ୍ , ସମସସ୍ତ ତ୍ାର ନରି୍ ପିଲ୍ା ପରି ତ୍ାର 
୧୨ ଦନି ମାନସିଲ୍ , ପୁଁରା ଗ ା  କ୍ାନ୍ଦୁଁଥିସଲ୍ ତ୍ା ପାଇ  ,  
ସଲ୍ାକ୍ କ୍ହନ୍ତ ିତ୍ାର ପିଲ୍ା ନଥିଲ୍ା ତ୍ାର ସୁଂସାର  ନଥିଲ୍ା ସହସଲ୍ 
ସମସ୍ତ ଗ ା ତ୍ାକ୍ୁଁ ଶ୍ରଦ୍ଧାଞ୍ଜଳ ିସଦସଲ୍ . ଏମିତ୍ ିସକ୍ସତ୍ାଟ ିମଣିେ 
କ୍ାହାକ୍ୁଁ ମିଳନ୍ତ ି  ବ୍ହୁଁତ୍ ସଲ୍ାକ୍ ସଦଖିଛ ିତ୍ା ପର ିସଗାଟଏି ସଲ୍ାକ୍ 
ମ ୁଁ ସଦଖିନ ିସମା ର୍ୀବ୍ନସର ଭାବ୍କି୍ ିଗବ୍ଥ ଅନୁଁଭବ୍ ହୁଁଏ ସସ ବ୍ ି
ପଣ୍ଡା ଘସର ସମାରି ପରି ଝଅି ସହାଇ ର୍ନମ ସହାଇଥିଲ୍ା ସହସଲ୍ 
ସସ ସକ୍ସତ୍ ଭିର୍ଣ୍ଥ ଥିଲ୍ା ଆମ ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କଠୁଁ  . 
 
ସଯଉ  ଦନି ନାନୀ ଚାଲି୍ଗଲ୍ା ସବ୍ାଲି୍ ସମା ପାର୍କ୍ୁଁ ର୍ବ୍ର ଆସିଲ୍ା 
ମ ୁଁ ସକ୍ସତ୍ ସଯ କ୍ାନ୍ଦଛି ି , ଏସବ୍ ତ୍ ବ୍ହୁଁତ୍ ବ୍େଥ  ସହାଇଗଲ୍ାଣି 
ସସ ଆରପାରିକ୍ୁଁ ଚାଲି୍ଗଲ୍ାଣି ସହସଲ୍ ସସ ଆମ ଗ ା ର ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କ 
ହୃଦୟସର ଅଛ ି.  
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ସସ ଭୁଁ ତ୍ ିନାନୀ  , ପୁଁରା ଗ ା ର ନାନୀ  
ନାହିଁ ଇତ୍ହିାସସ  , ନାହିଁ ତ୍ ଭୁଁ ଗସଳ 

ନାହିଁ ସସ ମତ୍ଥୟ ମଣ୍ଡସଳ  

 ଆର୍ ିବ୍ ି ରହଛି ିକ୍ାଲି୍ ବ୍ ି ରହବି୍  

ସମା ଗ ା ମାଟ ି ପବ୍ସନ  

ନଆି  ର୍ାଳଦିଏି ମଣିେ ସଦହକ୍ୁଁ  
ର୍ସଳଣି  ତ୍ାହାର ସେହ    

ତ୍ା କ୍ର୍ା ଭାବ୍ ିଆର୍ବି୍ ିଆଖିସର  

ଆସିଯାଏ ସମାର ଲ୍ୁଁ ହ . 

ସକ୍ହ ିରହ ିନାହିଁ ରହବି୍ ନାହିଁ ଏ  

 

ଭବ୍ରଙ୍ଗ ଭୂଇ  ତ୍ସଳ  

ସସବ୍ଥ ନରି୍ ନରି୍ ଅଭିନୟ ସାରି ବ୍ାହୁଁଡ଼ସିବ୍ କ୍ାଳ ବ୍ସଳ. 
ସବ୍ୁଁ  ସରଯିାଏ ସବ୍ୁଁ  ଭୁଁ ଲି୍ ହୁଁଏ  
ରସହ ମଣିେର କ୍ର୍ା  
ଅତ୍ୁଁ ଟ ଅମର  ସେହ  ଶ୍ରଦ୍ଧା  ଟସିକ୍  
କ୍ାହାକ୍ୁଁ ସଦବ୍ନ ି  ବ୍ୟର୍ା . 
ନାନୀ ସଯଉ ଠ ିଅଛୁଁ ଭଲ୍ସର ର୍ା ସତ୍ାର ଆଶୀବ୍ଥାଦ ଅନବ୍ରତ୍ 
ବ୍ରେୁଁ ର୍ାଉ ଆମ ଉପସର . 
ରର୍ ଆସିସଲ୍ ଭୁଁ ତ୍ନିାନ ିତ୍ୁଁ  ବ୍ହୁଁତ୍ ମାସନ ପଡୁଁ  ତ୍ୁଁ  ଝରିଆସୁଁ ସମା 
ଆଖିରୁଁ  ଲ୍ୁଁ ହ ସହାଇ   
 

 

 

 
s t r i n g 

 
                                           - Vandana Sahoo 
 
And as we wound together  
tighter and tighter, 
my heart strings snagged on  
your rough edges.  
 
and with each step you took 
away from me, 
my heart unravelled further and further, 
shrinking and withering.  
 
and soon there came a day when 
the strings, stretched to the limit, 
snapped. the frayed edges trailing  
behind me. 

 

 

 

 

Shivam 
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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 I shut my lashes. 
 
You finally managed 
to go out of my heart. 
 
I have failed 
And am liberated 
You have won 
But the loneliness 
 
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 I can ever 
tell you that or not. 
But you will know it anyway. 
 
For, I can no longer hear you 
from the distance 
as I 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 I have done nothing 
Save listening to you. 
Am I lost without you 
I know not. 
 
I 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 I know not. 
I don’t know what will happen to you 
After I 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 I 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 I stopped 
The reason I 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, I 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, I 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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