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Satsang United Kingdom 
Satsang, a socio-spiritual, philanthropic movement to elevate every human being in the society, was built 

around Sree Sree Thakur Anukulchandra (1888-1969), Fulfiller the Best of the age, in the first decade of 

the last century. He, with His life and sayings, with His own conduct and steps, has shown with great care 

and love how to enjoy life, live it to the full, with joy and peacefully. He also introduced scientific and fo-

cused meditation which works in our body and mind helping to grow at individual level as well as collec-

tively. His basic message is “Being and Becoming” i.e., Life and Growth, which is applicable to each and 

every human being in this world. Being with steps to becoming with a Living Ideal at the pivot of life, that is 

the mantra. 

Sree Sree Thakur’s vision of life is balanced, dynamic, rationalistic and based on scientific evidences. His 

wisdom is profound, ranging from health to education, from science to philosophy, from literature to poli-

tics and so on.  In His life time, He has given thousands of messages aimed at the betterment of mankind.  

 

 

Few of His messages are as follows: 

“You are for the Lord, Not for others; You are for the Lord, and 

so for Others” 

“The ideas and activities that lead man towards the Cause are 

Spiritualism” 

“What upholds the existence of an object is Dharma…” 

“A holy man is no magician; rather, a renunciator, a lover...” 

 

 

The main Ashram of Satsang is located in Deoghar, Jharkhand, India. At the present there are million of 

followers of Sree Sree Thakur and Thousands of Satsang centres in India and across the Globe.  

Satsang UK organises regular monthly Satsang, Spiritual Congregation on His philosophy of Being and 

Becoming and Universal Brotherhood at the following locations:  

3rd Saturday of each month – Ilford Hindu Centre, Ilford.  

2nd Saturday of each month - Brent Indian Association, Wembley  

1st  Saturday of each month, Reading Hindu Temple, Reading,  

During these congregations there are Prayers, devotional songs, meditation and spiritual discussions. 

Books and periodicals related to Sree Sree Thakur’s philosophy are made available free of cost. Free 

vegetarian dinner is served at the end.  Everyone across the community, irrespective of faith and back-

ground is invited to these Satsang events. 

Satsang UK publishes a quarterly periodical called ‘Lore-Light’ and annual magazine ‘Quest’. Its other ac-
tivities include supporting other organisations within the community, such as the NHS Blood and Transfu-
sion service, Devdaya, Trees for Cities and Old Age care Homes.   
 
Further information on Sree Sree Thakur and Satsang can be obtained from its  
website : www.satsang.org.uk and facebook page: www.fb.com/SatsangUK.  
 
Satsang UK Contacts:  

Sushanta:07903706521   Nihar:07730416678 

Rajarshi:07868098775   Rajani:07459538999 

http://www.satsang.org.uk
http://www.fb.com/SatsangUK


ରଜ ପର୍ବର  ଅଭିନନ୍ଦନ 
Welcome 
 

Another year another occasion the well awaited ‘Raja Parba’. 
 
All Odias know that Raja celebration is about ‘womanhood’. Here when we 
are celebrating the natural phenomenon of womanhood at the same time, 
there are still many places in the world especially in India the same wom-
anhood is ill-treated and believed as a curse.  Various regions celebrate or 
treat this in strangely various ways.  There are movies from South India 
where the same occasion is shown romantically. The recent Bollywood 
movie ’Padman’ is also based on the same subject. One can always ponder 
upon the scientific and logical  and scientific  reasons behind such tradi-
tions. 
 
For the younger generation of ours, Raja is a festival of food dance play. 
For Odias in London away from homeland apart from Diwali Christmas 
this is the special occasion which we have been celebrating together for 
over ten years. 
 
Young girls may  be missing  henna  and  on their hand  and flower 
adorned swings may not be enjoying the flower-laden swings, but we  as 
OCAL  put all effort to give them an occasion to show their talents.   
OCAL gathers in, to full fill another important tradition of Odia’s craving 
for scrumptious food. So friends! Welcome, let us join together this year 
and coming years to make this celebration a grand event and enjoy to our 
heart. 

 
From SampadakaTeam 
 
Sabitha and Umakant 



 

This Year few of the Trophies have Sponsorship: 

 

 

 

 Jhoti Competition Winner Trophy                             -    Vani Patnaik   &  Anima Jena 

 Poda Pita preparation Competition Winner Trophy             -     Archana Samal 

 Kids Kabaddi winner team Trophy                             -   Jyotsna Sahoo 
 
Children's Art Competition  winner Trophy (4-8 Yrs age)         -        Kunmun Patra 

 Children’s Art Competition  winner Trophy (8+ year)         -           Sabitha’s Art  Centre  
                                         (Registered Arts Award Centre with Trinity College, UK) 

 

Stories/Passages 

 

Aishu Jena 

Aliva Pradhan  

Chinmayi Nath 

Sajal Meher  

Satvik Morthi 

Svetlana Nanda 

Vidip Sahu 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Art 

 

Akshita Patra 

Archisha Patra 

Chinmayi Nath 

Dishita Rout 

Ishaan 

Mahan Das 

Sanvi Samal 

Satwik Morti 

Sreeja Morti 

Siya Sahu 

Shreyas  Sahu. 

Shivika Sidhartha  

Vidip Sahoo 

 

 

Poems 

 

Dr  Nilamadhab  Kar 

Dr Jayashree Nanda 

Manan Pradhan 

Manan Pattanaik 

Sahadeba Swain 

Alisha Pradhan 

 

 

 

 

 

Contributors 



    Devi Prasad Patnaik 

  

The Odia Raja festival, came way before all this dialogue about equality of genders and women empowerment 

became coffee table discussion for the pseudo intellectuals. 

Indian festivals are mostly women centric. But the fact that women could celebrate a festival entirely meant for 

them is quite significant. From the medieval times when the rest of the world was busy oppressing women, Od-

isha found a reason to celebrate womanhood. Symbolic it maybe, but gradually this also became very signifi-

cant agricultural festival. Fertility was at the root of all this.  

While the rest of the world was busy celebrating boys, Odisha knew that it is the girl child who is more im-

portant. 

Britain got it suffragette’s only about 150 years ago. For us Odia’s women we equal partners in life long before. 

This year is the 11th year of Raja being celebrated in London. What started as a family get together of 10-15 

friends, this is now a permanent social fixture for many Odia’s in UK. From being spectators, listening to our DJ 

singing songs in the evening, we have developed into a culturally vibrant group.  

All sorts of talent be it singing, dancing, instrumental music, drawing and sports is encouraged, and everybody’s 

success celebrated.  

Doesn’t mean the men don’t get to enjoy. The annual kabaddi match is a much eagerly awaited event. Old 

bones still have them. A few painkillers and some bruises are no deterrent to the enthusiasm.  

Odia’s are foodies. This is an open secret. And why not. The food on offer is finger licking delicious. 

This year, we celebrate Raja with a tinge of sadness as well. Shrigovind Shatapaty, son of Neena and Chetan 

Shatapathy was a regular at all our past Raja’s. His grit and determination is an inspiration for all of us. This year 

we dedicate the Senior Kabaddi Running Trophy in his memory. 

This year we will celebrate Raja in the spirit that it is meant to be and hope the departed soul enjoys the specta-

cle from up there. 

Thank you all and May Lord Jaganath’s blessings be with us all. 

In memory…… 

When someone,  whom we love  passes away  too soon 
without a reason, we remember them often thousands of 
times in different ways, in the morning, in the night,  on a 
day, at a  place even  on special occasions like  “Odia Raja 
Parba”. 

 
Shree Govinda” name for you was chosen by your grand par-
ents but will remain in our heart and memory. We all are 
missing you a lot. When someone you love become a 
memory, the memory becomes a treasure. We feel that you 
are with us everything we do, so we still celebrate this year 
Raja with your memory . You are so wonderful to think of, 
but so hard to be without. 
 
RIP 

OCAL 

Shree Govinda Shatapathy      

17.08.2003 to  08.07.2017 

Eldest son of  

 Dr. Chetan and  Neena Shatapathy 

 

Grand Son of  

Sri. Pitambara and Sulatha Shatapathy  



କାହି ିଁକି ଏଇ ରଜ ? 
 ସକାଳର କହୁୁଳା ପବନ ଭଳି mail boxର  ପରଦାରୁ ଭାସି ଆସିଲା କଛିି ହଜଯିାଇଥବିା ମନଛୁଆ ଁଗୀତ | 

ସସଇ ଧନୁସର ସସତଜ ସହାଇ ଉଠିଥଲିା ସମା ମନର ରଜ ମହକଟି, ସଯମିତକିି କଲି ରାତରି ବର୍ଷା ଭିଜା 

ମାଟିସର ସସତଜସହାଇ ଉଠିଥବିା ବଗିଚାର ସବୁଜ ଘାସ ଆଉ ରଙ୍ଗବିରଙ୍ଗୀ ଫୁଲପରି | କିଛି ସମୟପାଇ ଁ

ବହିଯାଇଥଲିି ଜୀବନର ପିରୁଣା  ସ୍ମରୁତସିର | ପଛରୁ ତୁର୍ାରଙ୍କର ହସ ଟାଣଆିଣଥିଲିା laptopର ସସଇ 

ପରୁୁଣା ସବାରିିଂ ସଚସହରାକୁ | "ଏଇତ ଆସିଗଲା ଲଣ୍ଡନର ରଜ ସସଲିବ୍ରସନର ନମିନ୍ତ୍ରଣ " - ଖସିୁସହାଇ 

ତୁର୍ାର କହିସଲ |  ନଜି ମାଟିକୁ ଛାଡ,ି ଏସତ ବର୍ଷର ରହଣ ିଭିତସର , ଝାପସା ଶଣୁଥିଲିି, ଏଠିବି ରଜ ମସହାତ୍ସବ 

ହୁଏ, କିନ୍ତୁ ସକସବ ଯିବାକୁ ବାଟ କାଢ ିପାରିନ ି| ମନସହଲା ପଣୁ ିଥସର ହଜଯିିବାକୁ ନୂଆ ଗହଳିସର, 

ଗପପସରାସର, ଆଉ ସଗାସଟ ରଙ୍ଗର ରଜ ସ୍ୱାଗତସର |  

ମସନପସଡ ପିଲାସବଳସର ସଜସଜମାର ହାତଧରି, ଗ ଁା ପିଲାଙ୍କସହ ଧଳୂିଧସୁର ଗ ଁାଦାଣ୍ଡସର ଏଅଗଣାରୁ 

ସସଅଗଣାକୁ ରଜ ନମିନ୍ତ୍ରଣସର ଆରିସା, କାକରା, ମଣ୍ଡା, ଗଇଠଁା ଖାଇବାକୁ ସଦୌଡଯିାଉଥଲିି | ଆମ ଗ ଁାଘର 

ପଛପଟ ସସଇ ଢଙିି୍କକୁଟା ଜାଗାଟି ଚହଳଉିସଠ ରଜ ସରଞ୍ଜାମସର ସବୁବର୍ଷ | ନୂଆ ଚାଉଳର ବାସ୍ନା ପରି ମହକି 

ଉଠଉଥଲିା  ତାସହ ସ୍ତ୍ରୀସଲାକଙ୍କର ରାତଅିଧର ଗପସପଟଣ ିଆଉ ଖଲିିଖଲିି ହସ | ସସ ଗପ କିଛି ନବୁଝିସଲବି 

ମ ଁ ୁସଜସଜମା ସକାଳସର ବସି ଘମୁାଉଥଲିି ତାପରର ସଜବାଜର ଅସପକ୍ଷ୍ୟାର | ସମାର ସଛାଟ ଅଝଟ ମନଟି 

ସବୁସବସଳ ଜଦିି କରୁଥଲିା, କୁଆମଳୁସର ନଗାସଧାଇ ଖଡୁ ିନାନୀଙ୍କସହ ମିଶ,ି ହଳଦୀ ଗିନା ଧରି, ପାହାନ୍ତାର 

ମ ଁହୁ ଅନ୍ଧାରସର, ଚାଲିଯିବାପାଇ ଁସାପ ଭଳି ଲମି୍ବ ଯାଇଥବିା ଆମ ଗ ଁା ମଣୁ୍ଡ ଚିତ୍ରତ୍ପଳା ନଦୀ ତୁଠକୁ | ତାପସର 

କୁନ ିପାଦ ଦୁଇଟିକସର ନୂଆ ସବାହୁ ଭଳି ନାଲି ଅଳତାସର ସସଜଇସଦଇ, ନୂଆ ସେସ ପିନ୍ଧ,ି ଆମ୍ବସତାଟାସର 

ସଦାଳି ସଖଳିବାକ,ୁ ସଗାସଟ ନସି୍ୱାଶସର ସଦୌଡ ିଯାଉଥଲିି | 

 ଆଜ ିସକାଳ ୁସ୍କଲୁ ସାଙ୍ଗଙ୍କର whatsapp messageସର ଭରିଯାଇଥଲିା,ସପାଡ କାକର ପିଠା, ରଜପାନର 

ଅଭିବାଦନ | ତାସାଙ୍ଗସର ଭୁବସନଶ୍ୱର ରାଜଧାନୀର ଅସରନି୍ତ ସଶାପ୍ପୀଙ୍ଗ କାହାଣୀ | ପଣୁ ିଥସର ଭାସିଆସିଲା 

ରଜ ମହକଟି, ଗ ଁା ଆମ୍ବସତାଟା ରଜ ସଦାଳିରୁ, କଟକ ସହର ଭଡାଘରର ସରଲିଙ୍ଗ ସଦାଳିସର ଭାଇ ଭଉଣୀଙ୍କ 

ସହ ବସିବାର ଝଗଡାରୁ, ଇିଂଲଣ୍ତର ସଫା, ଚକିଣ ନଶିବ୍ଦ ରାସ୍ତା, ପାକଷ ସଦାଳି, ବନ୍ଦ ହିଟିଙ୍ଗ ଘର ଭିତରକୁ | 

ମସନ ସହଉଛି ସମୟ ସାଙ୍ଗସର, ରଜର ରୁପରଙ୍ଗସର ଅସନକ ପରିବତଷନ ସହାଇଛି | କିନ୍ତୁ ତା ପଛର ଭାବଟି 

ଏସବବି ସସମିତ ିଇନ୍ଦ୍ରଧନୁ ଭଳି ସମଘଆୁ ଆକାଶର ସଯୂଷୟ କିରଣସର ଚହକି ଉଠୁଛି |  

ପରିବର୍ତ୍ଷନ ସିଂସାରର ସଖଳ | ସବୁ ପରିବର୍ତ୍ଷନ ସହ ସମସ୍ତଙୁ୍କ ଆତ୍ମୀୟ କରିବାର ଭାବହି ଟାଣନିଏି ସମା 

ପିଲାସବଳର ରଜ ଅନୁଭୂତକିୁ | ବର୍ଷ ଯାକର ସବୁ ରାଗରୁର୍ା, ଝଗଡାଝାଟି, ମନମାଳିନ ଭୁଲି, ରଜସଦାଳି 

ଝୁଲାସର, ପିଠାପଣା ବଣ୍ଟାସର, ସବୁ ଅଭିମାନକୁ ବୁଡ ପସକଇ, ସମସସ୍ତ ମଜଯିାଉଥସିଲ ଆଉଥସର ମିଳମିିଶ,ି 

ସସ୍ନହ ଶ୍ରଦ୍ଧା ଆତ୍ମୀୟତାର ସିଂସାର ଗଢବିାସର | ସସଇ ଟ୍ରାଡସିନକୁ ମନସର ରଖ,ି ଯାଇ ବସନଇଲି ଗାସଡଷନର 

ବ ଁାସବଷକୁୟ ଚିି଼ମି୍ସିର ସପାଡପିଠା, ଆଉ ସକସତ ପ୍ରକାରର ରଜପିଠା | ସ୍କଲୁରୁ ଆସି, ସମା ଗପ ଶଣୁଶୁଣୁ,ୁ Yatishବି 

ଗଢ ିସତାଳିଥଲିା ରଜର ଅସନକ କଳ୍ପନା ଦୁନଆି ଁ, ତାର ଅସରନି୍ତ ପ୍ରଶ୍ରି ଉତ୍ସଉକ ଆଖସିର |  

ତାପସର ଯାଇ ପସଡାଶୀ ଘସର ବାଣି୍ଟ ସଦଇଥଲିି, ସବୁ ପ୍ରକାରର ପିଠା | ଆଜ ିରଜବି ହସିସଦଲା, ପଡଶିା Kei, 

Sueର ଆଖସିର, ଆଉ କନୁ ିElliotର ମା ପଛସର ଲୁଚି ମଚୁୁକି ହସସର | ସବୁ ରଙ୍ଗରୂପ, ସବଶଭୁର୍ା, ସିଂସ୍କତୃ,ି 

ଭାର୍ାର ଭିନ୍ନତା ଭୁଲି ଆତ୍ମୀୟତାର ମିଠା ମହକସର ହି ଁରଜ | ଆନନ୍ଦଉଲ୍ଲାସସର ସମସ୍ତଙୁ୍କ ଆପସଣଇ ସନବାର 

ସମାହଟି ସହଉଛି ରଜ |  

"  ହୃଦୟର ତାଳେତାଳେ ସଜ ଏଇ ରଜ  

ଭିନ୍ନତା ଭିଳତ ଅଭିନ୍ନର ଭାବ ଏଇ ରଜ " 



The swing in the woods 
Aliva Pradhan , Age -14, Year-9 

It seemed to Pihu, as she gleefully skipped from the cow shed to the henhouse and then to the fields, 

that the summer days have never been as beautiful and mesmerising as these. The air held an eager-

ness which made her nose twitch, as the fresh aroma of mangoes mingles with the warmth of rice 

cakes. To her, the sensational feeling of the Indian heat burning her nostrils made her smile and send 

little tremors up her jaw. 

Pihu picked up a short knobbly stick and drew patterns on the dry cracked ground, which lay beneath 

her feet. She felt good and weightless in the warm sun. She was eight and in that moment, nothing 

existed for her but the dark brown stick she clutched in her hand and the song she hummed in 

rhythm to it. She walked straight ahead side by side the fence, turning her back on her welcoming hut 

and trotting closer to the woods. Alongside the fence was a stream made by the spring, and every 

now and then Pihu would watch thin black scales of soil and debris erupt through the water’s silver 

surface. 

She had explored the woods behind the village before, often with her mother in early spring to gather 

nuts and flowers such as jasmine. But today she would find her own path, leaping this way and that 

way, vaguely looking out for snakes. She followed the path of flowers and ferns. As she got deeper 

into the woods the air felt damper and the leaves on the trees seemed to sway more, allowing rays of 

light slash through. She felt happy as the breeze blew past her hair. She closed her eyes to hear the 

song birds tweet melodiously but it was disturbed by an odd clatter. Curious and going off the path 

of flowers, she followed the arrhythmic clatter, to only see a tangled piece of draft wood, which had 

two pieces of rotted, frayed and frazzled- barely there – ropes attached to both sides. Gently touch-

ing the rotted ropes with her soft kinder hands; she untangled it off the branch and straightened the 

board. Now it was clear what it was, the draft wood was actually a seat and the two ropes were hung 

from the thickest branch, it was an abandoned Swing. Entangled within the ropes were vines and 

small flower buds. She held on to one side of the rope and sat on the damp piece of draft wood and 

pushed her feet against the decomposed leaves on the ground. She shut her eyes and felt the rush of 

blood go to her head and the wind making her eyes tear up. She felt good… really good. She let go of 

the stick in her hand and dropped it on the floor. 

From there on, she would sneak out of the comfort of her welcoming village and come to the woods, 

only to play and enjoy herself on the swing. And it seems that Raja had entered into her life in the 

most pleasant way…… 



Our beloved king, Beowulf, has been killed by a 

winged reptile, that some have been calling a drag-

on. The event occurred after a foolish thief attempt-

ed to steal from the dragon’s hoard. Of course, the 

dragon soon found out and, under the cover of 

night, went on a fiery rampage at the village and 

demolished everything in its way. A staggering 80% 

of the houses in the village were reduced to ashes. 

What followed was a battle for the epics. After our 

royal, fearsome and mighty hero launched his at-

tack, the wretched beast sank its teeth into his neck, 

delivering a caustic poison into Beowulf’s blood 

stream. Despite this, our valiant king continued on 

and dealt a fatal blow to the dragon. Its body was 

later found in the ocean, leaving a ten-mile-long 

trail of blood from the scene of the battle. -----  

     The cause of the dragon’s rage was a thief that 

had snuck into its lair and stolen several bags of 

gold. Unfortunately, the dragon had noticed and it 

was furious. A local farmer; Reah Pur, said: “I no-

ticed a man running with bags of, what seemed like, 

jewels or gold, at midnight.” 

     The dragon’s fiery rampage continued and 

caused nearly 200 houses to be destroyed, it was not 

long till the dragon burnt Beowulf’s home; which 

was the last straw for our vengeful king. He formed 

a plan, with great haste, and set out for his fight with 

the fierce winged reptile. 

     Beowulf struck his sword on the dragon’s leath-

ery skin, but his faithful sword failed him - it did not 

leave even a scratch! Soon, the sword snapped in 

two. Unable to defend himself, Beowulf was pinned 

to the ground by the dragon’s gigantic claw, and the 

beast launched its teeth into his neck. Having 

thought that it had won, the dragon brashly stepped 

away. However, Beowulf rose to his numb feet and, 

dashing with all his might, leapt in the air, pointed 

his spare dagger towards the winged reptiles under-

belly; and stabbed. The dragon suffered much pain 

and  

crawled away, later launching into a rise into the 

sky as it fled in acute agony. After his assured victo-

ry, Beowulf was also in severe pain and the poison 

coursing through his veins made him feel as if he 

was on fire, so he dragged himself to a nearby 

stream. This very stream would be his place of 

death. 

     A foreign blacksmith, Smit Noir, stated: “Smit 

waz just deliverin’ a zword of great might for hiz 

highness ‘imself. Durin’ that fateful fight of epics, 

everyone in the vicinity heard the deafenin’ snap of 

the king’z zword. The army general, ‘imself ordered 

Smit to build a zword for the king, hopin’ he would 

come back safe, vun made of the finest and strong-

est metal; vibranium. But on Smit’s way Smit no-

ticed a man floatin’ in a stream, a stream that was 

now red. It did not take long for Smit to notice that 

it was the king ‘imself!” On the other hand, the 

dragon was found 10 miles away from the battle 

scene in the ocean. A noble, Xander Troy, said: “I 

followed a trail of what appeared to be blood, lead-

ing me to the ocean. It could clearly be seen, even 

from the coast, that the final resting place of the 

dragon, that odious creature, was there.” 

     On April 17th, at the dragon’s lair; people of 

those dear to Beowulf, and those who served and 

worshipped him for his many good deeds, like fac-

ing off with Grendel, shall all gather to bury him in 

the sacred soil where he died. It is open to everyone, 

so feel free to come along and take part in our 

mourning hour at 8am. 

 

Winged Reptile Kills Beowulf 
Vidip Sahoo 

Beowulf, just about to strike his sword, while the dragon is 

breathing its unholy fire at Beowulf. 



Dementia: The Growing Phenomenon 

 
          Aishu Jena 

With around 850 000 people in the UK suffering from this disease, dementia is an occurrence that is 

currently one of the most prevalent public health issues. This already large number is expected to 

keep rising to over 1.7 million people by 2051. In the UK, 1 in 6 people over 80 are diagnosed with 

the disease and over 40,000 people under 65 have dementia. These such statistics cause great 

concern within healthcare services such as the NHS. Dementia is therefore being given a lot of fo-

cus presently in the UK Dementia is not a disease in its own right, it is a term which describes sev-

eral brain disorders which affect the brain function of a person, for example Alzheimer’s disease. It 

is a progressive disease so conditions eventually can become extremely severe, bad enough to 

start affecting daily life. Although each dementia-causing disorder prompts different effects, common 

symptoms of the disease include: forgetfulness and memory loss; problems with thinking, problem-

solving, language and visual perception; and emotional changes can often occur.  However, demen-

tia triggers a different and individual experience for all people. 

 

Dementia is caused by the loss or damage of nerve cells, it is hence classified as a progressive dis-

ease (gradually worsens over time) because the nerve cells cannot be replaced. As more neurons 

die, the brain essentially begins to shrink - this can sometimes be seen in CT scans, these are used 

to look for abnormal changes in the structure and shape of different areas of the brain.  

Affecting around 62% of people diagnosed with dementia, Alzheimer’s disease is the most common 

cause wherein an abnormal protein surrounds brain cells and damages their internal structure. This 

eventually causes chemical connections between brain cells are lost and hence they start to die pro-

voking severe problems to show. Other types of dementia include; vascular dementia if the oxygen 

supply to the brain is reduced because of narrowing or blockage of blood vessels; dementia with 

Lewy bodies, this type of dementia involves tiny abnormal structures (Lewy bodies) forming inside 

brain cells; frontotemporal dementia where the front and sides of the brain are damaged; mixed de-

mentia, this is when someone has more than one type of dementia (common to have Alzheimer’s 

and vascular dementia); and the other causes are rarer, such as Down’s syndrome, and only affect 

5% of the population with dementia. 

 

Unfortunately, there is no cure for dementia, or rather, for the disorders that cause it, many of which 

are terminal. However, by deferring the emergence of dementia by a simple five years could halve 

the number of deaths caused by the condition. It can’t be prevented as such, but through lifestyle 

choices, the risk of acquiring dementia can be reduced. The research to develop new drugs, vac-

cines and other medical treatments for the condition continues, but in the meantime there are (non-

drug) treatments in place to ensure that can enable a patient to live well despite it. 

 

Currently, the research for dementia is extremely underfunded and this is because more money is 

spent on individual patients with the condition. The annual cost to the economy in the UK for each 

person diagnosed with dementia is over £30,000 and even so, only £90 is spent on the research. 

The NHS therefore recommends the non-drug treatments often run by charities such as Age UK 

before approaching them. Examples of these include: cognitive stimulation therapy to keep people’s 

minds active; cognitive behaviour therapy if someone develops depression or anxiety, this can be 

quite common in dementia sufferers; cognitive rehabilitation which can enable an individual to retain 

skills and cope better; and talking therapies, such as counselling, which may help someone come to 

terms with their diagnosis or discuss their feelings. 

 

Although these techniques can be of great help to the society of people with dementia, research has 

a long way to go in terms of dementia and it must be given increasing importance around the world 

so that a less alarming number of patients are diagnosed and gravely affected by the condition. 



Moving Forward  

Svetlana Nanda  

 

 

 

When we are small we’re told to be friends,  

That everyone around is, even from different ends,  

But as we grow up we learn some more,  

About wars, about hate and about life some more,  

Our lives are changing every day,  

So we should take grip of them and steer them the right way,  

We should think outside the box and expand in our thinking,  

To come up with ideas which won’t go sinking,  

Times are gonna come where life becomes hard,  

But don’t hide away, you need to face those scars,  

You should always keep going, and never give up,  

Because even if you haven’t got enough strength, there’s always 

luck!  

So in it’s own kind of way, I’m telling you to move forward,  

To change the world, and make your mark from now onwards.  



Satwik Morti( Age 11 years) 

Floating above me, clouds as dark as coal gathered in the overcast sky like a congrega-

tion whilst pregnant clouds wept tears on to the ground. Threateningly, thunder rumbled 

overhead -a menacing symphony of drum rolls that continued to ring in my ears like a 

stubborn stain in a white shirt. Suddenly a flash of lightning, a jagged dagger glistening in 

the moon light, jutted out of the rough, black background before retreating almost as 

quick as it came, almost as though it were playing a game of hide and seek. Almost imme-

diately, a massive wave, forged from the depths of the sea, licked the street like a tantaliz-

ing tongue, and returned to its hiding place, plotting its next attack. Even the strongest 

trees were knocked over as quickly as a bowling pins, causing huge traffic jams while 

drivers, suffering from road-rage , honked their horns continuously. Torrents of rain 

rammed the road furiously, seeking ruthless revenge. That storm -The Great Storm – truly 

lived up to its notorious name… 

 

Eruption 
       Sajal Meher (Year 3) 

 

One day there lived a young boy called Joe, who was always thinking about his father, who was 

gone to get money.  Sometimes, his father was gone for so long that when his father came 

home, his father was like a stranger. Suddenly, a big  rumble happened and the sky was red. 

Joe looked outside and saw that it was a volcano. Joe was deadly terrified and told everyone 

that there is a volcano going to erupt. Everyone evacuated from the house, but it was too late 

and the volcano erupted. The rocks came tumbling down and everyone came tumbling down the 

rocks. At last, the rocks stopped tumbling. Everyone couldn’t walk and everyone was almost sur-

rounded by lava. Eventually, a very special bear who can talk, spotted the family in danger. The 

bear’s name was called Jack. Jack decided to get the family to safety place. The bear went up to 

the family, picked up one by one to a warm, cosy and special home. The family had never seen 

a bear living in a house. Joe’s face was all black. One day the family heard a knock on the door. 

When they were shocked to see their surprise. “Father!” the children cried. Then, the whole fami-

ly lived happily ever after. 

 

         



Akshita    

Satwik Morti  Age-11Yrs 

Vidip Sahoo  11 Yrs 

Chinmayi Nath   

Akshita Patra  Age-5Yrs 



Dishita Rout  Age-13 Yrs Sreeja Morthi Age– 7 Yrs 

Dishita Rout  Age-13 Yrs Satwik Morti  Age-11Yrs 



Shreyas 

Sanv

Shivika Sidhartha   Age-6Yrs 

Sanvi Samal  Age-9Yrs 

Shreyas Sahu  Age-17 Yrs 

Siya Sahoo    Age-15 Yrs 

Dishita Rout   Age-13Yrs 



Archisha 

Ishaan 

Sreeja Morti     Age-7 Yrs 

Ishaan     

   Doodle Art 

Mahan Das    Age-11Yrs 

 Collage  made of Scrap cloths 

Archisha Patra   Age-11 Yrs 



Some of the Performers at the OCAL Raja Parba 2018 

 

Tirthi Patnaik 

 

 
 

Tirthi started dance training at the age of 7, studying Odissi, Bha-
ratnatyam & Kuchipudi dance styles. She trained in Bharatnat-
yam & Odissi under Guru Chandrabanu in Australia and in Od-
isha, India under Gurus Swetansu Sarangi & Amulya Balaban-
taray who both helped her tremendously with her technique. 
Since 2012 she has been studying Odissi under Guru Urbi Basu at 

The Bhavan, London and performing across London and Geneva. She is mother to 
a 6 year old son and a Business Change Consultant specialising in the Banking In-
dustry. She is also a practising Buddhist. 

 
 
Mousumi Mishra 
 
 
 
 
Mousumi Mishra is a multi-talented singer and dancer. 

She started learning music when she was 4 years old under the tutelage of Guru 
Kalyani Mishra. A few years later, she trained under her piusu nani and Guru 
Chittaranjan Pani and went on to achieve her Bachelor's degree in Hindustani 
Classical Vocals. In Delhi, she learnt about different gharanas and styles of music 
under Mrs. Shanti Sharma. She has recorded three albums in Odisha. She has also 
learnt the Odissi for a few years under Smt. Bhubaneswari Mishra. Although, the 
now mother of a five year old focuses more on her singing skills, she has previous-
ly choreographed many dance performances. Her natural musical inclination, 
makes her a constant part of the OCAL cultural team. 
 

 
Devaki Thomas 
 
 
 
Devaki is an entrepreneur specializing in arts presentation 
and a musician/performing artist & Movement therapist 

hailing from Vancouver, Canada; studying Odissi since the age of 5 under Ratna 
Roy in Seattle and Bharatanatyam since 14, under Nimmi Bali and in her twenties 
under Alka Goel in Vancouver. She’s been studying with Urbi Basu for over 7 years 
in London, UK, receiving her diploma in Odissi dance under her at The Bhavan in 
2015 and performing in Canada, London and Geneva. Mother of 4 grown sons, 
Devaki has kept her passion for dance alive through the years. 
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Neha Patnaik 

 
 
 
Neha is 15 years old, preparing for her GCSE’s next year. A 
trained Bharatanatyam dancer, she has performed on stage 

since she was 5 years old. The Telford Dance Festival and Odia Raja Parba has 
seen her perform regularly. Recently, she gave a performance to commemorate 
50 years of Commonwealth. She is also a Grade 8 in Western Classical Singing 
from Trinity College and a Grade 7 in Piano awarded by ABRSM. She regularly 
performs at the Minsterley Eisteddfod, a Welsh Music festival. Neha represents 
her school in Netball and Rounders as well. 

 

 

 

Shreyana Patnaik 

 

Shreyna is 15 years old and a talented Odissi dancer, 
performing group and solo in London & India for 

the last 9 years. She started learning Kathak at the age of 3, and Odissi at 5.She 
completed her diploma in Odissi under the guidance of her Guru Shrimati Urbi 
Basu at The Bhavan, London in 2016. She has attended workshops with Guru 
Shrimati Sujata Mohapatra. 
 

 
 
 
Dishita Rout 
 
 
 
13 years old Dishita Rout is one of the most anticipated dance 
performers at Raja Parba every year. She is a grade 3 Kathak 
student and can perform both Bollywood and Kathak with 
equal poise. She is an arts enthusiast and displays her skills in 
the Raja magazine. Sometimes, she takes part in local fund 

raising charity events with her Bollywood dance group. 



Saloni’s Journey 

Namaskar,  

I am Saloni and I am a crossover artist 

with talents in both Western Pop and 

Bollywood, I was born brought up in 

the UK with Indian roots that I still 

connect with.  

My journey started at the age of 4 when 

my parents heard me sing Christmas 

carols and recognised my talent, since 

then I’ve been singing Indian Classical 

and later went on to sing Western Pop. 

I sang at many cultural events and 

later a few competitions too! At one 

competition I was spotted by a record 

label called ‘Big Help Music ‘and have 

been working with them for the last 2 

years, they have developed me as an 

artist and have made me so much more 

confident in doing what I love most. I 

do fortnightly gigs at pubs in Rugby 

which is an absolute joy!  

Last year I won “Milton Keynes Upcom-

ing Female Artist” celebrating the 50
th

 

anniversary of MK. I also had an 

amazing opportunity to sing with the 

winner of Indian Idol 2017 at Watford 

Colosseum, my first big concert! Follow-

ing from this I was interviewed by B4U 

Music which was broadcasted on TV!  

Earlier this year I released my Debut EP 

“Moving On”, I am proud to say that it 

entered the iTunes Pop charts at No.2 in 

India and Top 50 in the UK, it also en-

tered the iTunes All-Genre charts at 

No.6 in India! Following from this I 

have had a few interviews with 

LycaRadio and was featured on MK 

Pulse. After hearing my EP, Fred Cox 

(Platinum Hit Producer who worked 

with Rag n Bone Man on his interna-

tionally successful “HUMAN” album) re-

quested to co-write with me! 

I have lots more events coming up so do 

watch out on my social media: 

Facebook: www.facebook.com/SaloniMusic  
Instagram: @saloni_music 
Twitter: @saloni_music 
YouTube: www.youtube.com/SaloniMusic 
Spotify: Saloni 

Thank you to all my friends and family 

who consistently support me and I hope 

I inspire other young talented people to 

pursue what they love most!  

Happy Raja! 

- Saloni xx 

http://www.facebook.com/SaloniMusic
http://www.youtube.com/SaloniMusic


ଡ଼ଃ ସହଦେର୍ ସ୍ୱାଇଁ 

 
 
ଜଗତର ମା ତୁଦମ େୂଗବା 
େୁଗବତ ିନାଶନିୀ ତୁଦମ େୁଗବା 
ପ୍ରାର୍ବନା ଓ ର୍ନ୍ଦନା ମଁ ୁକଦର 
ନର୍ରାତ୍ର ିକାଦେ ତର୍ 
ସମ୍ମଖୁଦର 
ରାସ୍ତାଦର ଚାଲୁଥିର୍ା ମା 
ଜାଦେ ନାହିଁ କସି ତାର ନାଆ ଁ
ସାଜ ିଆଜ ିମହଷିା ଅସରୁ 
ହାତ ମାଦର ରୁ୍କୁଦର ତାହର 
ଦଚାର ଏର୍ଂ ଚଣ୍ଡାେ ଦହାଇ 
ମା ଝଅି ଦମା ଘଦର ର୍ାଇ 
ମା ଦମାର ଦହାଇ ଅର୍ୋ , 
ଲଜ୍ଜ୍ୟା ଆଉ େୁ଼ଃଖଦର ର୍ାଉୋ , 
କୁେପତ ିପାଦଶ ଦସ କରନ୍ତ ିଗୁହାର ି, 
କର୍ା ତାଙ୍କ େୁ଼ଃଖ ଆଉ ଦରାଧ ଦର ଭର ି, 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
ନାହଂି ଅନୁକମ୍ପା କମିବା ସହାନୁଭତ ି
କୁେପତ ିଦେଉଛନ୍ତ ିମିଛ ପ୍ରତଶିୁତ ି
ଏଇଟା ତା 
ଅତ ିସାଧାରେ କର୍ା , 
ନଦିଜ ନଜିକୁ ରକ୍ଷଶ କରରି୍ାର କର୍ା , 
ସରୂ୍ଯବୟାସ୍ତ ପୂର୍ବରୁ ନଜି ଦକାଠରୀକୁ 
ଦେରରି୍ଯାଅ , 
ନଦଚତ େୁ଼ଃସ୍କତୃଙ୍କ ଅପମାନ ପାଅ , 
ମା ତୁଦମ େୁଗବତ ିନାଶନିୀ 
ଅଧମବ ଓ ପାପ ର୍ନିାଶନିୀ , 
ଅନୟାୟ କୁ କରନାହିଁ ସହୟ , 
ନାଶ କର େୁଇମହୁାଁ ୋନର୍ର ଦମାହ , 
ଧର ିଅସ୍ତ୍ର ଅଧିକାର ଆଉ ନୟାୟର , 
ସଂଦଗ ଦନଇ ପାଶବ ଦେର୍ଦେର୍ୀ ଗେ 
ୋନର୍ର ହତୟା କର ଦନଇ ଏହ ିପ୍ରେ 



` ପିତାର ହୃେୟ    
          ଡ ଜୟଶ୍ରୀ ନନ୍ଦ 

ପିତା ସବଗବ ପିତା ଧମବ ପିତା ହିଁ ପରମ ତପ଼ଃ ପିତର ିପି୍ରତମିା ପଦେ ପି୍ରୟଦନ୍ତ ସର୍ବ ଦେର୍ତା।         
ର୍ନର୍ାସୀ ପୁତ୍ର ରାମଚନ୍ଦ୍ରଙ୍କ ର୍ଦିେେଦର ଝୁର ିଝୁର ିମତୁୃୟକୁ ଦକାଦେଇ ଦନଇଥିର୍ା ରାଜା େଶରର୍ ହୁଅନୁ୍ତ 

ଅର୍ା  ପୁତ୍ର ଦମାଦହ େୁଦର୍ଯବାଧନର ସରୁ୍ ଅଧମବକୁ ସମ୍ମତ ିଦେଉଥିର୍ା , କୁରୁ ରାଜା ଧତୃରାଷ୍ଟ୍ର ହୁଅନୁ୍ତ । ଦସ 

ଦହଉଛ ିଏକ ପିତାର ହୃେୟ! 

ର୍ାସୁଦେର୍ କୃଷ୍ଣଙୁ୍କ ଭଗର୍ାନ ଜାେିର୍ ିର୍ସୁଦେର୍ଙ୍କର ରକ୍ଷା କରରି୍ାର ପ୍ରଦଚଷ୍ଟା ଦହଉ କ ିଧମବ ରୁ୍ଯଦ୍ଧଦର ଭାଗ 

ଦନର୍ାକୁ ଅଭିମନୁୟଙୁ୍କ ଦର୍ଯାଦ୍ଧା ର୍ନାଇର୍ାର ଅଜବୁନଙ୍କର ନଷି୍ଠା ଦହଉ । ଦସ ଦହଉଛ ିଏକ ପିତାର ହୃେୟ! 

ସୂର୍ଯବୟନାରାୟେଙ୍କର ପୁତ୍ର କର୍ଣ୍ବଙୁ୍କ ଦେଇଥିର୍ା ରକ୍ଷା କର୍ଚ ଦହଉ ର୍ା ନନ୍ଦ ଦଗାପାେର ପୁତ୍ର ପାଇଁ ଦେହର 

କୋଟକିା ଦହଉ। ଦସ ଦହଉଛ ିଏକ ପିତାର ହୃେୟ! 

 

ନଜି ପୁତ୍ର ଅଜବୁନଙୁ୍କ କର୍ଣ୍ବଙ୍କଠାର 

ରୁ୍ଯଦ୍ଧଦର ଜତିରି୍ାର ପ୍ରଦଚଷ୍ଟା ଦହଉ ଅର୍ା 
କର୍ଣ୍ବଙ୍କଠାରୁ ଛେ କର ିରାଜା ଇନ୍ଦ୍ରଙ୍କର 

ୋନ ମାଗିର୍ାର ପାପ ଦହଉ 

ଦସ ଦହଉଛ ିଏକ ପିତାର ହୃେୟ , 

କର୍ାଦର କହନ୍ତ ିର୍ାପା ଥିଲା ପୁଅ ସଭାଦର 

ହଦରନ ି

ପିଲାଙ୍କ େୁ଼ଃଖଦର ଖମବ ପର ିେୃଢ ଦହାଇ 

ଠଆି ଦହର୍ାର କ୍ଷମତା 
ଲୁହକୁ ଲୁଚାଇ ପିଲାଙୁ୍କ 

ସାହସ ଦେର୍ାର ଧୁତତା 
ଏକ ପିତାର ହୃେୟ . 

ରକ୍ତ ମାଂସ ଦର ଜଡତି ନ ଦହାଇ ର୍ ି
ପଡ ିପୁେି ଉଠରି୍ାର 

ଉଠ ିପୁେି ଠଆି ଦହର୍ାର ଉତ୍ସାହ ଦହଉ ଅର୍ା 
େୁ଼ଃଖ ଦର୍ଦେ ଲୁହ ନ ଗଡାଇ 

ଶକ୍ତ ଦହାଇ େୁ଼ଃଖକୁ ସାମନା କରରି୍ାର ସାହସ 

ଏକ ପିତାର ହୃେୟ 

ଅନ୍ତଦର ଲୁହ ଗଡାଇ 

ଉପଦର ସରୁ୍ କଛି ିଠକି ଅଛ ି

ଦର୍ାଲି ଦେଖାଉଥିର୍ା ଏକ ଶକ୍ତ ହୃେୟ 

ଏକ ପିତାର ହୃେୟ 

ଦକମିତ ିଜୀର୍ନ ଗଢରି୍ 

ପରରି୍ାରର ୋୟିତ୍ୱ ଦନର୍ ପିଲାଙୁ୍କ ନ ଶଖିାଇ 

ନଦିଜ ଗଢ ିଦେଖାଉ ଥିର୍ାର 

ହୃେୟର ଦଡାରଦିର ର୍ନ୍ଧା ସମବନ୍ଧ 

ସମଦସ୍ତ ଅର୍ଶି୍ୱାସ କରରି୍ା ଦର୍ଦେ 

ଦର୍ଯ ର୍ଶି୍ୱାସର ପ୍ରତୀକ ଦହାଇ ଠଆି ହୁଏ 

ଦସ ଦହଉଛ ିଏକ ପିତାର ହୃେୟ 
ପଡଗିଲା ଦର୍ଦେ ନ ଧର ି

ନଦିଜ ର୍ଂଚ ିଜୀର୍ନକୁ ଦେଖାଉଥିର୍ାର 

ଉୋହରେ 



ତମ ଅଶାନ୍ତ ି 
ନୀେମାଧର୍ କର,  

ଓଲଭରହାମ୍ପଟନ, ଇଂଲଣ୍ଡ  
nmadhab@yahoo.com  

ତମ ଅଶାନ୍ତଦିର  

ଦମାର ଏଠ ିଜେଦିପାଡ ିର୍ଯାଏ ମନ  

ଅଶାନ୍ତ, ଅପ୍ରତୟୟ  

ର୍ହୁଧା ର୍ଭିକ୍ତ  

ଖଣ୍ଡ ର୍ଖିଣି୍ଡତ  

ଦଖାଜୁର୍ାଏ ରାହା । 
... 

କେ କରିର୍ ିମଁୁ  

ଦକମିତ ିଦେଦରଇର୍ ି 

ତଦମ ଦେହ, ତମ ଦପ୍ରମ  

ଛେନାର ଗନ୍ତାଘଦର  

ଦଖାଜ ିଦଖାଜ ିଅର୍ୟ ମଁୁ  

ହଜଛି ିଦର୍ଯ ର୍ହୁେନୁି  

ତମ ପାଇଁ, ଦମା ପାଇଁ । 
... 

ଭୁଲିର୍ାକୁ ଇୋକରି  

ଭୁଲିର୍ ିହୁଏନା -  

ଅତୀତଟା ୋଉ ୋଉ ଜଦେ  

ତମ ଅଶାନ୍ତରି ଝଡ ଏଠ ି 

ମୁଣ୍ଡ ପିଦଟ, ଦକାହ ଦତାଦେ । 
... 

ମଁୁ ର୍ଚିେତି, ର୍ୟସ୍ତ ଓ ର୍ବି୍ରତ  

ମରିର୍ାର ରାହା ଦଖାଦଜ  

ର୍ଂଚରି୍ାର ସବପନ ଦେଦଖ  

ଅଶାନ୍ତଦିର ଜେରି୍ାର ମଜା ଚାଦଖ  

କ୍ଷେ ପ୍ରତକି୍ଷେ । 
… 

IF …… 

Alisha Pradhan, Age-9, Year-4 

Southend on Sea 

 

If I had a swing, 

I would dance about like millions of butter-
flies asking for food and sunlight… 

 

If I had a flower swing, 

I would buzz and jump like a bee as if I was 
hungry for sweet sweet honey … 

 

If I were a Princess, 

I would make life better for every person 
and sleep in my warm cozy and intricate 
bed… 

 

If my dad bought me a new dress, 

I would giggle with laughter like a jack in 
the box after being winded up… 

 

If I had any new jewellery, 

I would keep them safe as if my whole life 
depended on them… 

 

Because I have the best family ever, 

I always cuddle up to them and will never 
let them go as if I was a nice pretty leech 
which doesn’t suck blood… 

 

 

mailto:nmadhab@yahoo.com


 

Deadly Emotion  
 

Anger lives in the deepest and darkest 
part of your heart 
 Always ready to burst out 
 Can make your life worse  
Be careful or be ready to fall in its trap.  
 

His face is red and his hair is dead  
Not visible to you but around you  
Every emotion hides from it  
Everybody hates him.  
 

Anger is a terrifying monster  
It cannot be killed  
Don't be bad or he's gonna trap you  
Be careful or be ready to fall in its trap. 
 

Manan Pattanaik 
Age 10 

Rainbow Primary School (Bradford) 

Serving since 2011 

 

-Loft Conversion 

-Rear and side  

extension 

-Garage conversion 

-Change of  use 

-Build over  
application 

Residential Planning Application Services  

Sabitha Sutrave 
M: 07746961274 
E: sabithadas@hotmail.com 
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